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l.The  ev'ning  was  bur  ere  the  sun  v«o%  down,  Nol  acioud  in  the  hint'  sky  was  f!t»fn,And  nil  look'a  eay  hi  Uifc  bri^'ht  little  t^wn,  When  the  vlUageTads  play'd  6i»  the  "■} 
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said ;  "dear  friends,  pr»y  t^l  tix^nv  &om  me,  1'Uey  f 'ere  iho't  <»f  and  lov'd  to  tlie    last. '    ;  r..    «  s ifl 
told  his  friends  and  playmatee  so  4ear :  "rSty  Were  tbo't  of  and  lov'd  to  the    IsrI.      iii«  "rCi     . 
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THE   NEW   SINGER'S   JOURNAI.. 


a 


Donald. 


When  firat  you  oourted  me,  I  own: 

I  fondly  fevvred  yon  ;  '  "v 

Apparent  wotih  and  high  renown 
Made  me  believe  you  true — Donald. 

Each  Tirtue  then  teemed  to  adorn 

The  man  eeteeme<i  by  me  ;  ^^- 

But  now  the  maalc'e  thrown  off.  I  ■oorn 
To  wuat«  ooa  thought  on  tbew — Donald. 

Oh  I  then  for  ever  haaU  away.       , 

Away  from  love  and  me  : 
Go  eeek  a  hearty  that's  like  your  own. 

And  oome  no'more  to  mo— Donald. 

For,  I'll  roaerre  myself  alone 

For  one  that's  more  like  ma  ; 
If  saoh  a  one  I  cannot  find, 

I  fly  from  love  and  thee — Donald 


The  Heart  Once  Engaged. 


The  b^fut  onoe  encaged  can  it  beat  for  another. 

Or  even  to  kindness  s  pssiloti  retnrn  ? 
Oh  '■  can  it   my  friend    the  warm  Bentiment*  smother. 

Or  qasDch  what  by  NstnrH  is  destined  to  barn  ? 

Alss  '■  I  too  well  III  thli  boeora  dliroTer 
k  food  loved  Idea  which  nothing  can  pert : 

Tboagh  fViendsbip  may  charm  all  its  Infliienos  Is  ovsr 
The  instant  I  thiuk  of  the  lord  of  my  heart. 

Then  talk  not  of  duty,  nnr  yet  talk  of  reason- 
Tor,  neither  can  cooqaer  eterii  Nature's  decree  : 

•Oainst  both  I  mast  always  be  gnilty  of  treason 
While  Matnre  Impels  me.  sweet  William,  to  thee. 

Tao.  TBon  art  the  charm,  the  delight  of  thy  Habx. 

On  thee,  and  thee  only,  bar  wishes  attend  ; 
la  tainklug  of  thee  the  can  never  be  weary— 

Vor,  xaoc  art  my  world,  and  my  world  withoat  end. 


I-.. 


Whtti  the  Rosy  Mom  Appearing. 

Whan  the  rosy  morn  appearing 

Paints  with  ?old  the  verdant  lawn 

'  Boea,  on  banks  of  thyme  disparting. 

Sip  the  sweets,  and  hail  the  dawn. 

Warbling  birds,  the  day  prooliaiming, 
Carol  sweet  the  liVfly  strain  :* 

They  forsake  their  leafy  J  welling 
To  Moare  the  golden  grain. 

Baa  :  oontent.  the  humble  gleaner 
Takes  the  soattered  ears  that  fall  ; 

Natare.  all  b«-r  children  viewing, 
Kindly  bounteous,  cares  for  all  I 

Lawyer  and  Client 


A  lawyer  qnlte  fsmons  for  making  a  MIL  .  ]' '     ' 

And  who  in  good  living  delighted. 
To  dinner,  one  day  with  a  hearty  good  will, 

Was  by  a  rich  client  invited. 
Bat  he  charged  alx  and  eight-peooa  for  going  to  dine — 

Which  the  client  he  paid,  the'  no  ninny  ; 
And  in  tarn  charged  the  lawyer  f»r  dinner  and  wine — 

One  a  crown,  and  the  other  a  guinea  ! 
Bat  goeslps.  yon  know,  have  a  aayiiig  In  ttora 
He  who  Distches  a  lawyer  has  only  one  more. 

The  lawyer  be  paid  it.  and  took  a  receipt. 

While  the  client  stared  at  him  with  wonder  : 
Bat  gave  to  bit  frieudt  with  the  pro<luce  a  treat, 

Tho*  the  lawyer  soon  made  bim  knock  under. 
That  bit  client  sold  wlue   information  he  laid. 

Withoat  licABse  ;  and  in  spite  of  his  storming,  ' 
The  olisnt  a  good  thumping  penalty  paid. 

And  the  lawysr  got  half  for  lufuriumg. 

But  goaiips.  yoa  know,  Ac. 


Sweet  is  the  Dream. 


Sweet  iaika  dream,  diirinaly  awoot, 
Whea  abaaat  souls  in  fanay  meat  I 
Ai  inidnighi.,  love  !  I'll  think  of  thee, 
' :      At  midnight,  love  I  oh,  think  of  me  I 

Think  that  thou  giv'st  thy  dearest  kiao, 
>       And  I  will  think  I  feel  the  btias  : 

Than  if  tboa  binah.  that  blush  b«  miaa, 
And  if  I  waap,  the  tear  be  thine  I 
^  lei  ^ 

A  ooontry  dantist  advertises  that  '*  he  spares  no 
paina  "  to  randar  bia  operationa  satisfaotory. 


The  World's  a  Great  OoeeaC      '«( 


I 


The  world's  a  great  ooesn  in  which  all  men  flth. 
They  oalsh  what  they  can.  and  they  keep  what  they  get  ; 

The  lawyer  In  general  gets  a  large  dish  : 
Tor,  every  thing's  Osh  that  comet  into  his  net  *  * 

Fishermen  all,  tol  da  nH, 

The  ladles,  all  lorkly  from  head  to  the 'heels,  .^.'^ 

Catch  lovers  by  dosens.  as  children  catch  (Ilea  ? 

Bat  there's  no  catohiag  them,  they're  as  slippery  as  eels. 
Whilst  they  angle  away,  and  all  bait  with  their  eyes. 

Fithsrman  all,  tol  da  roL 

The  poet  ibr  fame  aad  for  food  often  trolls  ; 

The  doctors  sll  fish  fur  a  large  cane  and  wig  ; 
Tis  the  care  of  the  isrson  to  angle  for  souls 

And  he  baits  with  a  sermon,  aud  hooks  a  tythe-plg. 

Fishermen  all,  tol  de  roL 

The  wlae  politician  to  mend  matters  wtshea. 

Aud  rao  BONO  ruBUoo  offers  bit  peir ; 
But  he's  only  watching  the  loavee  and  the  fishes, 

To  shove  others  out,  snd  to  get  in  himself. 

Fltharmen  all,  tol  ds  roL 


Where  Jealous  Misers  Starve  in  Wealth. 


Where  jealous  misers  starve  in  wealth. 
And  bar  llie  unfriendly  door. 

With  secret  ste|S  and  nightly  stealth. 
We  free  theiu  from  tiieir  store. 

Then  nimbly  cross  the  mountain's  brow* 

Some  fortane  new  to  try. 
While  sleep  enfolds  the  vale  below, 

And  none  our'staps  espy. 

The  rich  may  steal  with  bolder  face. 
And  where  tiiey  rob  may  stay  : 

With  modest  fear  our  tht-fls  we  graoa. 
And  shun  the  face  of  day. 

When  morn  peeps  in  her  twilight  gray, 

And  tights  up  half  the  aky. 
O'er  dew-dropa  swift  wa  hie  away, 

And  none  our  ateps  espy. 

Of  Friendship  They  Talk. 


Of  friendship  they  talk— is  a  (k'lsnd  to  be  fonad 
To  auawer  my  question  T  snrvsy  the  world  round  : 
In  proaperlty   ail  are  yoar  friends—  tnrn  the  vlsw. 
And  adversity  picture  :    your  friendi  they  torn.  too. 
But  if  wealth  or  if  want  should  bis  master  attsnd. 
The  dog  is  his  master's  protector  and  friend. 

Poor  fellow  ! 

When  fortune  frowns  on  bIm.  and  friends  look  sskew  : 
When  hit  heart  sinks  with  sorrow  and  want  is  In  view : 
His  dog,  though  he's  crost  when  bit  heart  is  opprested. 
Licks  bis  baud   waos  hit  tall,  and  it  proud  if  caretsed  ; 
And  when  all  else  forsake  bim—  to  cbeer  and  defend, 
The  dog  it  hit  uiaater't  protector  and  friend. 

Poor  fellow ! 


My  Mother  Bids  Me  Bind  My  Hair. 

My  mother  bids  me  bind  my  hair 

With  bftnds  of  rosy  hue  : 
Tie  up  my  sleeves  with  ribbands  rar% 

And  lace  my  bodJice  blue  : 
For,  why,  she  cries,  sit  still,  and  w«g|]^ 

While  others  dance  and  play  t 
Alas  !  I  scarce  can  go  or  creep. 

While  Lubin  is  away. 

'Tis  sad  to  think  the  days  are  gonm 

When  those  we  love  are  near  I 
I  sit  upon  this  mossy  stone, 

And  sigh  when  none  can  hear  : 
And  while  I  spin  my  flaxen  thread. 

And  sing  my  simple  lay. 
The  village  seems  asleep,  or  dead,  ' 

Now  Lubin  is  away  I 


A  Tear  and  a  Sigh. 

In  wseping  the  maid  whom  I  loved  with  eataam. 

How  transient  do  life  and  its  comforts  appear ! 
Its  brightest  enjoyment  dissolves  to  a  dream* 

And  all  that  is  left  is-a  sigh  and  s  tear .' 

The  raptaret  that  swelled  In  my  Boaamond's  brsast. 
The  languor  that  played  In  her  love-breeding  eya, 

Beneath  the  cold  tnrf  are  for  ever  snpprested, 
Aud  nothing  Is  left  bat— a  tear  and  a  sigh  ! 

And  yet  there's  a  comfort  In  thinking  of  those 
Whose  virtues  before  us  to  frequently  rlsa  : 

A  mild  consolation  itesli  over  our  woes. 
And  grief  has  s  charm  in  its— tears  and  its  sighs  '. 


•'f  ■;;  ^'^i'  *".  Farat  Sea. 

'TWAS  at  night,  when  the  bell  had  tolled  twalra. 

And  poor  Susan  was  laid  on  lisr  piliaw. 
In  her  ear  whisperad  soma  fle«i|kK  •!▼«  :  j 

**  Your  lova  is  now  toat  on  s  billow  t— 
y:'y-^'--U''-'-iiMm:--  Fa^fc^atsea. 

An  was  dart  t  as  s&a^vbke  o«t  of  breath. 

Hot  an  object  her  Itats  could  disooref  | 
All  was  still  as  the  silanoa  of  death. 

Save  fancy,  which  painted  h»r  lovers- 
Far,  fer  at  aea. 

So  she  whispered  a  prayer,  closed  her  eyes. 

But  the  phantom  still  haunted  her  pillow  fk 

Whilst  in  terror  she  echoed  his  cries,  H 

As  struggling  b*  sunk  in  the  billow^i'^  :  "f/  . 

Far,  far  at  aa*. 
■a  lei  II 

The  Brewer's  Coachman.         j 


Honsst  William,  an  easy  and  good-natured  fallow, 

Would  a  little  too  oft  get  a  little  too  mellow  : 
Body  coachman  was  be  to  an  eminent  brewer,  1; 

Mo  better  e'er  aat  on  a  co«ch-boz  to  be  sure.  ' 

His  ooach  was  kept  dean,  and  no  mothers  or  nurses 
Took  more  oare  of  their  babes  than  he  took  of  his  horses  ; 
He  bad  there  aye   and  fifty  good  qualities  mors. 
But  the  business  of  tippling  could  us'sr  be  got  o'er. 

So  bis  master  effectually  mended  the  matter  i. 

By  hiring  a  man  who  drank  nothing  but  water.       ' 
"  Now.  WlUiaw.  aayt  be   yon  aea  the  plsln  oase  ; 
Had  you  drank  as  he  does,  you'd  have  kept  a  good  place.  " 

"  Drink  water  '  cried  William  :  had  all  men  done  so, 
Tou'd  never  have  wanted  a  coacbtuan.  I  truw. 
They  are  aoakers.  like  me,  whom  you  load  with  reproachaa,  | 
T\xa,i  enable  you,  brewers,  to  ride  In  your  coaoues.  " 


.^^*- 


No,  Never  Shall  My  Soul  Forget 

No,  never  shall  my  soul  forget 

The  friends  I  found  so  cordial-hearted  : 

Dear,  dear  shall  t>e  the  day  we  met  : 
And  dear  shall  be  the  night  we  parted  I 

Oh  I  if  regret,  however  sweet, 

Mutt  with  the  lapse  of  time  decay  : 

Tet  still  when  thua  in  mirth  you  meat,  j 
Fill  high  to  him  that's  far  away  ( 

Long  be  the  flama  of  memory  found 
Alive  within  your  social  glass  :  j 

Lst  that  be  still  the  magic  round  :  J 

O'er  which  oblivion  dares  not  pass. 

m   lai   ^ 

Why  Does  Azure  Deck  the  Sky  I 

■■  -  t. .:  X..-. 

Why  does  azure  deck  tha  sly  t 

'TIS  to  be  like  thy  looks  of  blue  s. 
Why  It  red  the  rote't  dye  T 
Baoause  It  it  thy  blutbea'  hue. 

All  that's  fair   by  love't  deorea. 
Has  been  made  ressniblittg  thasw 

Why  is  tailing  snow  so  white  r 

But  to  be  like  thy  bosom  fair  : 
Why  are  toUr  beams  so  bright  ? 

TtkAt  they  may  teem  Vtli  gold^'tislr'. '    '" 
All  thats  bright,  Ac 

Why  are  natnre'a  beantlaa  felt  T 

Oh  !  'tis  thine  lu  ber  we  tee  : 
Why  haa  mutic  power  to  atelt  ?      i' 

Oh  !  beoaaae  It  tpeaks  like  ttiss. 

All  that's  B#sat,  Ac 


1- 


The  First  Hoar  of  Morun^i    ^   - 

■'  -     ^ 
How  sweet  to  wind  the  forest's  tangled  shade, 

When  early  twilight  frOm  the  eastern  bound 
Dawns  on  the  sleeping  landscape  in  the  glade. 

And  fades  as  morning  spreads  her  blush  around  : 
When  every  infant  flower  that  wept  in  night. 

Lilts  its  chill  head  soft  glowing  with  a  taar. 
Its  tender  bloom  expands  to  kiss  the  light* 

And  givea  its  incense  to  the  genial  air  I 

How  fresh  the  breaae  that  waftatha  rich  parfiuna. 

And  swells  tiie  early  note  ot  waking  birds  : 
Tha  hum  of  beee  beneath  the  verdant  bloom. 

The  woodman's  song  and  low  of  distant  harda  I 
But  vain  the  sylvan  shads,  the  breath  of  May, 

And  forms  that  beam  thro'  njomiDg'a  dawy  vali^ 
^The  voioe  of  music  floating  in  the  gal^— 

If  health  no  longer  bids  the  heart  ba  gay  I 


II 
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THE   WEW   SINGER'S   JOURNAL. 


4Si 


I  Cannot  Love  without  Thee. 


Were  I  denied  my  lovely  fair — 

Not  Heaven  itaelt  could  please  me  ; 
For.  if  my  Delia  was  not  there. 

Its  very  joys  would  lease  me. 
Tben  ask  we  not,  eDcliantint;  maid. 

If  I  oao  love  tbee  dearly  * 
No  vows,  I'm  aure,  were  ever  made 

Or  uttered  more  aiocerely. 

Yes.  by  those  melting  eyea,  I  tow 

No  man  e'er  loved  asl  do 
To  tbee  alone  my  wishes  flow, 

Tbee  only  do  I  sigh  low 
All  day  my  tbougbta  are  fixed  on  Uiee, 

All  otgbt  I  dream  about  tbee  ; 
No  other  Joy  my  aoul  can  see  : 

I  cannot  live  without  tbee. 


^*^t-< 


Jerry  Jalap  and  Widow  Towzer. 


Widow  Towser  kept  a  snog  little  shop 

For  sheep's  beads,  in  famod  Seveu  Dials  , 
Jerry  Jalap  very  often  in  did  popt  - 

When  he  carried  ont  Jils  blisters  and  phials. 
One  day  :   "  Widow  Towzer.  sail  he. 

Fur  love  of  you  I  am  very  'sick  '.  " 
Says  sbs  :  "  You  fool,  vby  ?  "'  says  she  : 

"  Oo  home.  an<1  take  a  good  dose  of  physic. 
SpoKCN        I  aqi  sure.  Mister  Jalap,  'twill  do  you  a  vast 
deal  of  KOOd 

Either  powder,  pill  draught  or  bolns, 
ludeed.  Hr.  Jerry.  I  mean  to  live  solus.  " 

Now  poor  Jerry  he  went  heme  In  the  damps, 

I'o  think  that  bis  love  was  rejected  : 
When  a  pain  seized  the  widow  s  two  stumps 

That  in  front  uf  her  mouth  had  projected. 
8li«  roared  out  :   "  run    fbtcb  Jerry°t>ack, 

Witli  pain  I  am  almost  districted    " 
Jerry  Jalap  he  was  there  iu  a  crack. 

And  the  stumps  in  a  twiulUinj  extracted. 
SroKXN  '     Which   made   tbe  old  woman  cry—  "  He's 
the  very  devil  with  bis 

PiBCtiers  powders   pills,  and  great  bolas, 
O  Liord  !  I  (ear  I  cau't  live  solus.  " 

The  pain  gone,  she  smiled,  but  kept  her 

mouth  close, 
For  fear  that  the  wind  should  get  in  it 
Tben  with  brandy  and  kisses  he  gave  her  a  dose  : 

For.  be  found  'twas  a  critical  minute. 
The  widow  she  blushed,  and.  simpering,  said  : 

'   I  find  I  can  no  longer  tarry. 
So  I'll  make  you  master  of  my  sheep's  head.  " 
*'  "Tken,  says  Jerry,  to-morrow  we'll  marry.  " 
Spokbm  '     'Faith,  and  so  they  were  married,  and  all 
the  neighbors  about  tbe  Seveu  Dials  say  : 

"  He's  pleased  with  her  sheep's  head,  she 

with  his  bolus, 
Usy  they  t>e  happy,  and  never  live  solas  I  " 


The  Wounded  Hussar. 


Alone  on  the  banks  of  the  dark  rolling  Dantibe, 
Fair  Adelaide  hied  when  the  battle  was  o'er  - 
'  Oh!  whither,  she  cried,  beat  thou  wandered. my-love. 
Or  where  dost  thou  welter  and  bleed  on  the  shore  ? 
What  voice  have  1  heard  ?  'twas  my  Henry 

that  sighed —  " 
All  uiournful  she  hastened,  nor  wandered  she  far. 
When  h4«eding  and  low  on  tbe  heath  she  descried. 
By  tilt  light  of  the  moon,  her  poor  wounded 

■  .,,■■;■..    -.r  ■  ^     ■;;.■,.;:  ,...1,  .,.•- ,.        Hussar. 
■'■■■■'  '■    -■•    '•'■  -«'■■     -    •"■    ■,'■■   ■-■     ■■'  '•'■ 

From  bia  boaom  ibat  beavad  the  last  torrent 

was  streaming  : 
And  pale  was  his  visa<;e,  deep-marked  withascar: 
And  dim  was  ^hat  eye,  once  expressively  beaming. 

That  melted  in  love,  and  that  kinuled  in  war  : 
And  emit  waa  poor  Adelaide's  heart  ut  the  sight — 

How  bitter  she  wept  o'er  the  victi'n  of  war  ! 
"  Hast  thou  come,  my  fond  We,  this  last 

sorrowful  nii^ht, 
To  eheer  the  lone  heart  of  your  wounded  Hussar?" 

"  Thou  sb.'ilt  live,  she  rspiUed,  bva-       :  meroy, 

relieving 
Elacli  anguiahiiitr  wound,  shall  forbid  im  to 

mourn.  " 
"  Ah  !  no,  the  last  pang  in  my  boaom  ia  heaving, 
No  light  of  the  ii^orD  shall  to  Henry  return—  " 
Thou  charmer  of  life,  ever  tender  and  trua, 

Ye  biibea  of  luy  love,  that  await  me  afar— 
His  faultering  tongue  scarcely  oould  murmur  adieu. 
When  be  sunk  in  her  arms — the  poor 

wounded  Hussar  ! 


Home  !  Home  !  Comfortless  Home  I 

Air:    Home,  sweet  Home.        v'^'    " 


When  I  was  nnmsrried,  abroad  did  I  roam, 
I  found  every  place  much  more  pleasant  than  home  ; 
I  lodged  iu  a  room  where  the  casement  was  broke. 
And  uo  fire  could  t>e  made  on  account  of  the  siaoke  ! 
Home,  home  '.  comfortless  home  ! 
:      There  was  no  place  like  home  ! 

I  married  a  woman  whom  all  did  admire,  >    .    r 

But  jumped  from  the  frying-pan  into  the  fire  : 
She's  idle  and  sluttish,  ahe  ne'er  cleans  my  room  : 
And  I  every  place  still  find  better  than  borne  ! 

Home  :  home  !  comfortless  horns,  kc. 

There's  John  Jackson's  wife  is  so  clean  and  so  smart. 
And  to  welcome  his  friends  is  tbe  bliss  of  her  heart  j 
But  if  I  go  home  with  a  friend,  there's  a  doubt 
But  1  find  both  my  with  and  my  fire— gone  out. 

Home  '■  home  !  comfortless  home,  Ac. 

There.  John  Jackson's  wife  greets  him  e'er  with  a  amils, 

And  for  him  so  cleanly  she'll  fry  or  win  broil  ;  ... 

But  if  I  go  home,  and  take  sometblog  to  cook,  «>.,■•'' 

1  find  my  wife  scolding,  my  dishes  all  broke  ! 

Home  '  home  I  comfortless  home,  Ac. 

Ibere,  John  Jackson's  child,  smiling,  in  its  long  clothes, 

I  love  to  caress  ;  for.  it  smells  like  a  rose  ; 

But  with  my  own  child  I  can  ne'er  bear  to  meddle  ; 

For,  it  is  always  squalling,  and  smells  so  of 

Howe  !  home  '  conafortless  home,  &c. 

Then  my  once  single  state  I  sigh  for  In  vain  t.  ;  y 
i>b  '  give  me  my  lonely  sky-parlor  again  !        >       < 
I'd  be  blest  iu  that  garret,  exposed  to  tbe  air, 
I'd  be  bleat  iu  a  cellar,  in  abort— any  where  '. 

But  home  !  home  I  comfortless  home,  kc 


If'TisLova 


If 'tis  love  to  wish  you  near, 

To  tremble  when  tbe  wind  I  hear, 

Becsuse  at  sea  you  flonting  rove  : 
If  of  you  to  dream  at  night, 
To  languish  when  you're  out  of  sight  : 

If  this  be  loving — then  I  love  ! 

If,  when  you're  gone,  to  count  each  hour, 
To  ask  of  every  tender  power 

That  you  may  kind  and  faithful  prove  : 
If,  void  of  falsehood  and  deceit, 
I  feel  a  pleasure  now  we  meet  : 

If  this  be  loving — then  I  love  ! 

To  wish  your  fortune  to  partake,  :    ' 

Determined  never  to  forsake, 

Though  low  in  poverty  we  strove  : 
If,  so  that  me  your  wife  you'd  call, 
I  offer  you  uiy  little  all  : 

If  this  be  loving — then  I  love  ! 


•♦*- 


Love  is  Bat  a  Bubble- 
Air  :    One  morn,  whilst  I  was  brewing. 


When  first  this  love  I  found  It, 

Around  my  heart  I  bound  it. 
But  with  its  breath 
■..  It  deals  the  death. 

And  kllla  all  that  surrounds  tt. 
Indeed  it  does,  oh  '.  yes,  it  does,  tol,  lol,  lol,  lol,  &e. 

This  love  Is  but  a  babble. 
Of  stings  and  barren  stubble  ; 

For.  when  it  breaka 

Tbe  heart  it  aches 
With  double  pain  and  trouble. 
Indeed  it  does,  oh  '.  yes,  it  does,  tol,  lol,  lol,  lol,  Ac. 

Before  Hiss  Doll  I  qnlt  her. 

I'll  cut  a  salt  to  fit  her  ;  .    ,  .     . 

For  this  Miss  Snip, 

Her  ladyship. 
Some  mad  dog  miut  have  bit  hsr. 
Indeed  there  mnst.I'm  sure  there  mtut,  tol.lol,Iol,lol,  Ac. 

But  how  this  flame  to  smother 
That's  raising  such  a  j^ttaar. 

I'll  turn  my  coat. 

And  so  devote 
Ky  heart  unto  another. 
Indeed  I  will,  oh  '  yes,  I  will,  tol,  lol,  lol,  lal,  te 


When  William  at  eve  Keets  Me. 

When  William  at  eve  meets  me  down  at  the  stile. 

How  sweat  is  tbe  nightingale's  song  ! 
Of  the  day  I  forget  all  the  labor  an'd  toil. 

Whilst  the  moon  ^ys  yaa  bruKshee  among. 

By  her  beama,  without  blaahing,  I  hear  kirn  eomplain, 
-    And  believe  every  word  of  hia  aong  ; 
You  know  not  bow  aweet  'tia  to  love  tbe  dear  awain, 
Whilst  the  moon  plays  yon  branebea  among  ! 


Come,  Bsaee  of  Kiad. 


> 


*! 


..-»,^   si  - 
0'.'  t : 


Come,  peace  of  mind,  delightful  _ 
Return  ftad  make  thy  downy  neat 

Once  niore  in  this  sad  heart  ; 
Nor  ricl^es  I,  nor  power  pursue, 
Nor  holid  forbidden  joys  in  view  :     *' 

We  therefore  need  not  part. 

Where  wilt  thou  dwell  if  not  with  bm 
From  avarice  and  ambition  free. 

And  pleasure's  fatal  wilee  ? 
For  whom,  alas  !  dost  thou  prepare 
The  sweets  that  I  was  wont  te  share, 

The  banquet  of  thy  amiles  ? 

For  theie  I  panted,  thee  I  priied  : 
For  thee  I  gladly  saerificed 
Whale'er  I  loved  before  ; 
And  ahiall  I  see  thee  start  away. 
And  hellpless,  hop>ele8S,  hear  tbee  eaj':  ^"/^;^.  > 
"  Faj-ewell  !  we  meet  no  moris  ?  -if-^t  io   .   ■ 
I       .    ■■■  lei  ■ 
Give  Me  the  Lass  with  a  Landed  Estate. 

Give  me  the  lass  with  a  landed  estate. 

And  I'll  take  her  for  better  or  worse  ; 
For.  whether  she's  wise  er  a  mere  addle  l 

I  shall  doat  on  the  chama  of  her  porsei 
Wit's  but  of  small  value,  and  beaaty  will  f 

A  long  pedigree  would  Hot  enchant  me  i 
But  if  she  is  rich.  why.  her  market  ia  aaaJ 

There's  no  fault,  except  peu'ry,  oan  daont  m^ 

Give  me  the  Isas  with  a  landed  estate. 

And  I'll  call  her  my  darling  or  dear  ; 
Tbongb  her  beauty  be  small,  if  her  fortnnebe 

Still  deligblful  m>  lot  will  appear. 
.  I  should  care  ngt  a  pin  for  a  Teuus  or  Grace 

Unless  she  had  acres  of  money  ; 
What's  the  worth  of  a  delicate,  sweet  pretty  Aw% 

When  the  terrors  of  want  come  upon  ye  t 

Ijet  ms  then  gain  but  tbe  maiden  who  bvaga 

Of  her  land,  or  her  gold,  or  her  bank-notaa  ; 
For.  my  love  must  be  founded  on  large  aaeaey- 

Which  will  always  'gainst  beauty  gat  votaa. 
When  I  to  the  temple  of  Hymen  shall  go, 

Hy  desire  Fortune's  blessings  to  share  ia  t   , 
To  the  offer  of  uva  m  a  oot  I'd  say  :  no .' 

Give  me  a  rich  widow  or  heii 


■  i 
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The  Golden  Glova. 


_,  1  

A  wealthy  To^ng  Sqnire.  of  Tamworth.  we  1 
He  courted  a  nobleman's  daughter  so  fair. 
And  to  marry  her  it  was  his  intent. 
All  friends  aad  relations  had  given  their  conaent 

The  time  was  appointed  for  tbe  wedding  day,  , 

A  youBg  farmer  waa  appointed  to  give  her  awaj  »-       .   i 
As  soon  as  the  lady  tbe  farmer  did  spy,  -     I 

He  enflamed  her  heart—"  Oh  '  my  heart !  abe  did  Off;  " 

She  turned  from  the  Sqnire  tho'  nothing  she  said  ; 
Instead  of  being  married,  she  took  to  ber  bed  ;  .     ., 

Tbe  thought  of  tbe  farmer  still  run  in  her  mind.        -  -J'. 
A  way  fur  to  have  him  ahe  quickly  did  find. 

Coat,  waiste<iat,  and  breechea,  she  then  did  pnt  on, 

And  huutiag  ahe  went  with  her  dog  and  her  gnn  ; 
She  bunted  all  round  where  tbe  farmer  did  dwell. 
Because  in  ber  heart  she  did  love  him  fall  weU. 

She  oftentimes  fired,  but  nothing  she  killed  ;       .  ,^.^ 
At  length  the  young  farmer  can.e  into  the  field  I  ' 
And  to  discourse  with  him  it  was  ber  intaut. 
With  ber  dog  and  her  gun  to  meet  him  abe  went. '    " 

"  I  thoaght  you  had  been  at  the  wedding,  she  cried. 
To  wait  on  the  Squire  aad  give  him  bis  bride.  " 
*  No.  Sir  said  the  fkrmer,  if  tbe  troth  1  may  tell.,  ^u 
I'll  not  give  ber  away  ;  for,  I  love  her  too  weU.  "  " 

'  Suppose  the  lady  ahonld  grant  yon  her  love,       ;   ;. 
Ton  knuw  that  tbe  Squire  your  rival  will  prove.  *'    j 
••  Why.  then,  aays  the  farmer,  I'll  take  sword  in  taaM( 
By  honor  I'll  gain  her,  whene'er  she  command,  " 

It  pleased,  the  lady  to  find  him  so  bold,  '  -i 

She  gave  him  a  glove  that  waa  flowered  with  tol$t <' .  i 
And  toM  him  stae  foimd  it  when  coming  along. 
As  she  waa  a  htmtlng  with  her  dog  and  her  gnn. 

This  lady  Went  home  with  a  heart  full  of  love, 
And  gave  ont  a  notice  that  abe'd  lost  a  glove  ; 
And  the  man  who  had  foimd  It.  aad  brNCbtittoalM, 
The  man  that  did  bring  it  her  hoabaad  ueaM  ha. 


li 


The  fkrmJBr  waa  pleased  when  he  heard  tbe 
With  heart  fall  of  Joy  to  the  lady  he  goaa « 
'-  Dear  henored  lady,  I've  picksid  up  yoar  glove 
And  hope  yoo'U  be  plasasii  to  gaant  ma  j»mt  Iowa.  ** 

•■  It's  already  granted.  I  win  be  yoar  brtde, 
I  love  tbe  sweet  breath  of  a  Canaer,  she  erted  : 
ru  be  ml#reaa  of  my  dairy,  and  mllklag  ny  eowa. 
While  my  jolly  brisk  farmer  is  wbtstUnc  at  pltfafb. 

And  whan  she  waa  married,  she  told  of  the  fin. 
How  she  hunted  the  farmer  » ith  her  dog  and  gan  : 
"  But  now  I've  got  him  ao  fbst  in  my  snars, 
I'll  en>oy  him  for  ever,  I  vow  and  declare.  " 


.^^-^ 
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THE   JTEW   HINOER'H   JOURNAL. 


Katsy  from  Cork. 


kit :    Twig  of  the  Shuooi^ 
Sfanra  In  old  IrsUnd  I  bad  voBxrATHXaa. 

Bat.  fklth  ■  I  exactly  cant  tell.  .. 

Amongat  til  my  iUlttsDt  brothers. 

If  I  bad  roDB  'Mothxbh  aa  well. 
Kattj'a  my  nam*  :   now  I've  come  to 

Tbe  Land  o'  roaat  beef,  beer  aud  porkt 
I'll  FLOAT  on  the  tide  of  good  fortune 
Qalteaajr.  became  I  am  Cork. 

Oborua,  (  wttb  Dance  or  not.  ) 
Ireland'!  a  beautiful  Nation, 

And  ever.  In  Bpite  of  all  foes, 
Mnat  be  In  friendship  united 
And  Talor  the  tbaiurook  uut  roM  ! 

Air  :    Llmeriok  Baoea. 

Ob  !  by  the  big  hiU  of  Howth. 

Tbe  Irish  Lads  and  Lasses,  ' 

Not  East,  West.  North  ur  Sontb, 

In  frolto  them  surpasses  ' 
Faith  !  they  will  by  houk-or-crook. 

Show  their  sood-humored  faces 
At  the  Fair  o' Dounybrook, 

Or  bmoaa  Limerick  Bsces  !  |  - 

Math  a  too  roo  1% 
<  Ohoraa,  as  after  first  Tera«.  )      ' 

^  Air  :    Paddy,  win  yoti  how  t 

Poor  Paddy's  generons,  bowld  and  ftee. 
And  fond  of  hospitality.; 
At  making  LoTe,  share.  Pat's  "  all  there,  * 
A  regtilar  dlvll  among  the  fair  ' 
And  as  IM  kissed  the  stone  o'  Blarney. 
Orer  pretty  girls  he'd  oamey. 
When  all  gone  's  the  pigs  and  prAtlet, 
Paddy  gltod  to  emiKrate  Is.  .    ~ 

Plddy  It  tbe  Boy  '  Paddy  Is  the  Boy  < 
Taking  all  things  wtd  good  humor,  , 

Whack  row  de  dow  ! 
(  Clioras  as  before.  > 

Air  :     <*arry  Owen. 

rm  poor  Satty,  come  oTer  here  for  to  try 
To  pet  a  place,  if  a  good  one  I  cap  spy  ; 
Anobope  they  won't  tell  me  that  no  need  apply 

.Any  damsels,  that  come  from  ould  Ireland. 
As  well  as  aaotbar.  my  doty  I'll  do  '.    « 
I'll  sing  like  a  bird,  while  my  work  I  get  throogh. 
And  save  op  my  wagea  to  marry  a  true 
Tlfltt  brotb  of  a  Boy,  In  ould  Ireland. 
:.  .        (  Ohoros  a*  before.  ) 

Air  :    WbiitUng  Tblolj. 
My  Patrick's  got  a  Cow. 

And  other  Poultbt,  too  t 
A  Porker,  and  a  Sow 

Wld  other  Tva  *  few  ; 
•'  Oh  '  Katty  '.  to  me  he  cried. 

When  ye  come  back,  at  least. 
Then  shore,  to  be  yoar  Bbids 

I  will  speak  to  tbe  Prieat.  " 

Air  :    Donnybrook  Jig; 
And  now  I  must  bid  ye  adiea. 
The  top  of  the  morning  to  yon 

For  over  tbe  say.        -  I. 

I'll  be  making  >iie  way  ] 

To  marry  bonid  Paddy  HcCae^ 

For.  he's  trae. 
From  the  top  of  hit  bat  to  his  shoa  • 

So.  adieu  !  1 

My  blessing  I  leaye  it  wid  yoa  !      ' 


■■_,.,   -  Oh !  Bay  of  Dublin  I 

Sang  by  Bollin  Howard, 
Mnslo  Pnbilsbed  by  White,  Smith  b  Perry,  Boston. 

Oil  !  Bay  of  Dublin  !  my  heart  yoa  are  tronblin', 

Toar  beanty  baunta  me  like  a  ftver  dream  : 
Liiie  froEan  fountains,  that  tb«  sun  seta  bnbliog, 

My  heart's  blood  wanna,  when  I  but  bear 

your  name  : 
And  never  till  its  life-pala«  eeasea, 

Mjf^earlieat,  l*teat  thought  you'll  oease  to  be  ! 
Ob  !  there's  no  oo*  here  knows  bow  iiairthat  plaoaia. 

And  no  one  cares  bow  daar  it  is  to  me! 

Sweet  Wleklov  mountains  I  the  iiinlight  sleeping 

On  your  green  banks  is  a  pioture  rare  : 
You  crowd  around  me,  like  young  girls  peeping. 

And  puzzling  me  to  say  wbiob  is  cuost  fair — 
As  tbo'  you'd  ace  yoar  own  sweat  faces 

Refleend  in  that  smooth,  and  silver  sea. 
Ob  !  My  hleaiin'  on  those  lovely  plaoes, 

Tbo'  no  one  cares  bow  dear  they  ara  to  me  I 

How  <^«n,  when  at  work  I'm  sitting. 

And  musioi;  saiily  oo  tbe  days  of  yor^  - 
I  tbink  I  s«e  my  Kattie  knitting. 

And  the  ebiMer  playin*  around  the  oabin  door  I 
I  think  I  see  tbe  neighbors*  faces 

All  gathered  round  their  long  lost  friend  to  see- 
Ofa  !  tbo'  no  one  here  knows  bow  fair  that  place  is. 

Heaven  knows  how  dea^fny  poor  home  was  to  me  I 


The  MisfortnneB  of  Mr.  Oeoflry  Moffineap  : 

OR  LOVE  IS  A  MASH-TUB. 


One  morn,  whilst  I  was  brewing. 

My  thoughts  each  thought  pursuing — 

First  nialt  and  hops,  next  Molly  Popps  . 
Thinks  I  :  I'll  go  a  wooing, 

Indee<i  I  will.  Oh  !  yes,  1  will, 
Tol  lol  lol,  tol  lol  lol.  tol  lol  lol,  lol  lol  li  do. 

Chance  in  my  brewbouse  brought  her  : 
"  Dame  Popps.  I  love  your  daughter  ; 

And  feel  inclined  to  tell  my  mind. 
And  cat  my  longing  shorter.  " 

Indeed  I  do,  Ob  I  yes,  I  do,  dec. 

Says  she  :  "  refrain  your  twitters, 
If  your  mind  does  not  fit  hers — 

As  like  tbe  beer  would  be  your  dear — 
She  sometimes  smacks  of  bitters. 

Indeed  she  does.  Oh  I  yes,  she  do«s,Ao. 

My  daughter's  fair  to  view,  sir, 
But  she  may  mischief  brew,  sir, 

Aad  few  can  vie  with  her  black  eye. 
But  yours  may  be  so,  too,  sir.  " 

Indeed  it  may,  Oh  !  yes,  it  may,  Ac 

My  Molly  dear  now  came  in, 

W hilst' love  my  heart  enflaming — 

Her  mother  said  :   "  the  lad's  afraid 
His  passion  you'll  be  blaming,  " 

I'm  sure  you  will.  Oh  I  yes,  you  will,  Ae. 

Cried  Moll  :  "  you  stupid  rash  cub, 
Do  you  tbink  I'd  marry  such  a  scrub  ? 

Your  hopes  desist.  "  — and  with  her  fist. 
She  rolled  me  in  the  mash-tub  I 

Indeed  she  did  I  O  lord  !  she  did,  <&«. 


John  Anderson,  My  Jo. 


John  Anderson,  my  Jo,  when  we  were  first  sequent. 
Your  locks  were  like  the  raven,  yoar  bonny 

brow  was  brent : 
Bat  now  ye're  turned  bald,  John,  your  locks  are 

like  tbe  snow, 
My  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow,  John  Anderson, 

my  Jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  Jo,  John,  when  natara  flrat  began 
To  try  her  cannie  hand.  John,  her  master  work  was  man  ; 

And  you  amang  them  a'  John,  sae  trig  frae  top  to  toe. 
She  proved  to  be  na'  Joarney  wark,  John  Anderson, 

my  Jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  Jo.  John,  ye  were  my  first  conceit 
And  at  kirk  and  market  I've  kept  yoa  trim  and  neat  ^ 
There's  some  folk  say  ye're  aald,  John,  but  I  acacce 

believe  it's  so : 
For,  ye're  the  same  kind  man  to  me,  John 

Anderson,  my  Jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  Jo.  John  we've  seen  our  bairns'  balms. 
And  yet,  my  dear  John  Anderson,  I  am  happy 

in  your  arms. 
And  say  are  ye  In  mine.  John.  I'm  sure  ye'U  ne'er  sty  no, 
Tbongb  tbe  days  are  gone  that  we  hae  seen. 

John  Anderson,  my  Jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  Jo.  John,  onr  siller  ne'er  was  rife. 
And  yet  we  ne'er  saw  poverty  since  we  were  man 

aud  wife  : 
We've  ay  ha'en  bit  and  brat.  John,  great  blessing 

here  below, 
And  that  helps  to  keep  peace  at  hame,  John 

...     .  Anderson,  my  Jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  Jo.  John,  the  warld  loes  as  baltb. 
We  ne'er  speak  111  o'neighbors.  John,  nor  did  them 

ony  skaltb  : 
To  live  In  peace  and  quietneaa  was  a'  onr  care,  ye  know. 
And  I'm  sure  they'll  greet— when  we  are  dead. 

John  Aodoraon,  my  Jo. 

John  Anderson,  my  Jo.  John,  frae  year  to  year  we've  past, 
And  soon  that  year  luaan  come  John,  will  bring 

us  to  our  last : 
Bat  let  not  that  uffrlght  ua,  John,  oar  hearts  were 

ne'er  onr  toe. 
While  In  delight  we  have  Jived.  John  Anderson,  my  Ja 

John  Aodersqu  aay  Jo,  John,  we've  clwab  the  hill 

thagither. 
And  mony  a  canty  day.  John,  we've  bad  wl'  ane  atUther  : 
Now  we  maun  totter  down,  John,  bat  hand  la  hand 

we'll  go, 
And  we'll  sleep  thegltbar  at  the  fbot.  John 

Audsrson.  asy  Jo. 


A  little  girl  who  was  watehing  the  balloon  ttfttn 
ding  at  Le wiston.  Me.  .suddrnly  cxola  ime<l :  "Mam  n/*- 
I  ahoaldn't  think  0<yj  would  lik«  tu  have  ihatiuitu 
go  np  to  heaven  alive.  " 


Hothing  Else  to  Do. 


Twas  a  pleasant  summer's  morning, 

Juit  the  day  I  like  t'enjoy. 
When  I  awaked  and  looked  out  early, 

Puzzled  how  my  time  to  employ — 
In  such  &ue  and  splendid  weather, 

I  don't  care  for  work,  do  you  T 
Bo  I  went  to  see  my  sweetheart. 

As  I'd  nothing  else  to  do. 

Off  I  started  through  the  meadows 

Where  the  dew  beds  pearled  the  apiay. 
And  responsive  to  the  song  birds, 

I  kept  singing  all  the  way— 
Quite  surprised  she  was  to  see  ma  , 

Oome  so  early  there  to  woo. 
Tin  I  said  I'd  Just  walked  over, 

'Cause  I'd  nothing  else  to  do. 

Then  we  rambled  fbrth  together, 

Down  tbe  lane,  beneath  tbe  tree^ 
Where  so  gently  stirred  tt^e  sbadowa 

Of  tbelr  brancbea  lu  tbe  breeae^ 
And  whene'er  onr  oonversatlon 

Langnisbed  for  a  word  or  two,* 
Why,  of  coarse,  I  kindly  kissed  her, 

Aa  I'd  nothing  else  to  do. 

But  before  that  day  waa  over, 

I'd  somehow  made  up  my  mind 
Tbat  I'd  pop  the  question  to  her, 

If  to  me  her  heart  inclined — 
So  I  whispered  :  "  sweet  !  my  darling ! 

Will  yon  have  me — yes  or  no  T  " 
"  Well,  said  she,  perhaps  I  may,  my  dear. 

When  I've  nothing  efse  to  do.  " 


Songs  that  We  Never  Forget 


Songs  that  we  never  forget, 
Straina  to  onr  hearts  ever  dear, 

Each  tone  is  echoing  yet 
Life's  rugged  pathway  to  clear  : 


Shining  in  mem'ry  like  stars  in  the  skiea, 
Oems  ofa  lifetime  to  cherish  and  prize  : 
Songs  sung  with  friends  when  in  childhood  we  met. 
Are  songs  tbat  we  never  forget.  |  . '. 

Ckorua  :     Beautiful,  beautifal  aongs. 
Sweetly  are  echoing  yet— 
Songs  that  to  childhood  belong. 
Songs  tbat  we  never  forget. 

Songs  of  the  gay,  plamaged  birda. 

Up  in  the  old  homestead  tree  :  . 
Though  they  in  childhood  were  beard, 

Sweet  slill  those  strains  seem  to  be  : 
Sweet  murmuring  tones  of  tbe  clear,  rippling  brook. 
Singing  its  way  through  the  cold,  shady  nook 
Oft  on  its  banks  there  to  listen  we've  met 

To  songs  we  can  never  forget.  Chonia. 

Sweet  mother-songs  ever  near. 

First  to  resound  in  tbe  heart. 
Pearls  of  affection  most  dear. 

Sweet  are  the  thonghts  they  impart  : 
Songs  tbat  were  sung  by  those  dear  friends  of  yore. 
Though  we  may  bear  them  for  years  o'er  and  o'er, 
Still  sweetly  sounds  every  strain  to  us  yet. 

They're  songs  tbat  we  never  forget.  Ohoraa. 


Strangers  Tet 


The  Music  of  this  piece,  arranged  for  tbe  voice  and 

tbe  piano- forte.  Is  published  In  Dx  Witt's  Half-Dime 

Series  of  Choice  Music.     For  sale  by  B.  M.  Dm  WizT, 

33  Bose  Street,  New-Tork.     Price  Five  Onta. 


After  years  of  life  together. 
After  fair  and  stormy  weather. 
After  travel  in  far  lands. 
After  touch  of  wedded  bandi. 
Why  thus  joined,  why  ever  met. 
If  they  must  be  strangers  yet— 
Strangers  yet — strangers  yak  t 

After  ohildhood'a  wioDing  ways. 
After  care,  and  blame,  and  praise. 
Counsel  asked  and  wiadom  given. 
After  mutual  prayers  to  Heav'uv 
Obild  and  parent  B«aree  regret 
When  they  part  are  strangers  i 
Strangers  yet— atrangara  jCt  1 

Will  it  ever  more  be  tbna, 
SpJriu  still  impervious  ? 
Still  we  nevfci  fairly  stand. 
Soul  to  aoul,  as  hand  to  hand  ; 
Are  the  bonds  eternal  set 
To  retain  ua  strangers  yet — 
Strangers  yet — strangera  yet  ? 


.r 


Tjag?  JKRW  <!^iyfiEB»s  j^uRyAi^. 
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~t 


Alonxo  the  Brave  and  Fair  Imoguie. 


.A  warrior  bo  bold  and  a  virgin  bo  bright, 
''    Conversed,  as  tbey  sat  OD  the  green  : 
^Tbey  gazed  on  each  other  with  tender  deUgbt :     ,   ,      l'' 
'^louzo  the  Brave  was  the  uanie  of  the  knigbt—      .: , 
^    The  maid's  was  the  F;Ur  Ituogiue. 

••  And.  oh  !  BAid  the  yontb.  Bince  to-morrow  I  go 
J    To  Ogh»  In  a  far-dlat«ut  land. 
Tfour  tears  for  my  abaeuce  soon  leaving  to  flow, 

iBoiue  other  will  court  you  and  you  will  beatow 
,    On  a  wealthier  suitor  jour  hand,  "— 

t'-  Oh  '  bnsb  these  anspiclons.  Fair  Imoglne  aald, 
i    Offensive  to  lore  and  to  me  ' 
'9oT.  if  you  be  living,  or  if  you  be  dead, 
it  swear,  by  the  Virgin  '  that  none  in  your  stead 
Shall  husband  of  Imogine  be. 

^nd  if  e'er  for  another  my  heart  Bhonld  decide. 

Forgetting  AloBZO  the  Brave. 
Ood  grant,  that,  to  punish  my  falsehood  and  pride, 
Vonr  ghost  at  the  marriage  njay  Bit  by  nfy  side. 
May  Ux  me  wtth  perjury,  claim  me  as  brlda,        -    ;, 

Ajid  bear  me  away  to  the  grave,  " 

T''  Faleatine  hastened  the  h«ro  ao  baM  ;  .^ 

Uis  love  ahe  lan^euted  him  sore  ; 
'But  scarce  had  a  twslvcKiontb  elapsed,  wban  behold 
jA  Baron  all  covered  with  jewels  and  gold 
;     Arrivdat  Fair  Imogine's  door. 

Bis  treasore.  bis  presents,  his  spaclonB  domain 

*  Soon  made  her  Qutrue  to  her  vows  : 

He  dazzled  her  eyes  ;  he  bewildered  her  brain  ; 
He  caught  her  affections  so  light  and  so  vain, 
i     A&d  carried  her  home  as  his  spouse. 

•And  now  had  the  marrhme  been  blessed  by  the  prisst : 
The  revelry  now  was  begun  :  ,  ^^     ...      ,      » 

The  tables  they  groaned  with  the  weight  of  the  fea>t  ; 

Nor  yet  had  tho  laughter  and  merriment  ceasod, 
When  the  bell  of  th«  caaUe  tolled—'-  one  !  " 

Then  first  with  amazement  Fair  Imoglne  found 
■'     That  a  stranger  was  placed  by  her  aids  ; 
His  air  was  terrific     he  uttered  no  sound  ; 
He  spoke  not.  ha  moved  not,  he  looked  not  around, 
But  earnestly  gazed  on  the  bride. 

His  tUot  was  closed,  and  gigantic  bis  height ; 

His  armour  was  sable  to  view  : 
AH  pleasure  andlauphter  were  hushed  at  bis  sight  ; 

•  The  dogs,  as  they  eyed  him.  dr«w  back  in  affright  j 

The  lights  In  the  chamber  burnt  blue  ! 

His  presence  all  bosoms  appeared  to  dismay  ; 

The  guests  sat  in  silence  and  fear  : 
At  length  spoke  the  bride,  while  she  trembled  !  "  I  pray, 
'  Sir  Knight   that  your  helmet  aside  you  would  Uy, 

And  deign  to  partake  of  our  che^r.  "— 

The  lady  la  silent :  4h6  straager  complies. 
His  vixpr  be  slowly  unclosed  :  - 

Oh  '  then  what  a  siRht  met  Fair  Imogine's  eyes  ! 

What  words  can  express  her  dismay  and  sorprite. 
When  a  skeleton's  head  was  exposed  ! 

All  present  then  tittered  a  terrified  about  j 

All  turned  with  diSRUst  from  the  scene  • 
The  worms  they  crept  in  and  the  worms  they  crept  out. 
And  sported  his  eyes  a*>d  his  temples  aboot, 

While  the  spectre  addressed  Imogine  : 

"  Behold  tae,  thou  false  oiie  !  behold  me  ;  he  cried  ; 

Remember  Alonzo  the  Brave  ! 
God  grants  that   to  punish  thy  falsehood  and  pride. 
My  ghost  at  thy  marriage  shonid  sit  by  thy  aide. 
Should  tax  thee  with  porjury.  claim  thee  as  brlda. 

And  bear  thee  away  to  the  grave.  " 

Thus  saying,  his  arms  round  the  lady  be  woosd,  j^ 

While  loudly  she  shrinked  in  dismay  ; 
Then  sank  with  his  prey  through  the  wide-yawning  ground  I 
Nor  ever  a^ain  was  Fair  Imoglne  found. 

Or  the  spectre  who  bore  her  away- 

Not  long  lived  the  liaron  •  and  none  since  that  time 
To  inhabit  the  castle  presume  ;  v. 

For.  chronicles  tell  :  that,  by  order  sublime,       '■    " 
There  Imoglne  suffers  the  pal»  of  her  crime. 
And  mourns  bar  deplorable  doom.  .  .y  : 

At  midnight   fmr  times  in  each  jrear.  does  bar  q^ta. 

When  mortals  in  slumWer  are  bound. 
Arrayed  in  her  bridal  api  arel  of  white. 
Appear  in  the  hall  with  the  skeleton-knlgbt.      -        . 

And  shriek  as  ha  whirls  her  around.  1 

While  they  drink  out  of  skulls  newly  torn  from  the  grtTe, 

Dancing  round  them  pale  apwtrea  are  seen  : 
Their  liquor  is  blood,  and  this  borible  stave 
They  howl  :    '  To  the  health  of  Alonso  the  Brave 
And  bis  consort,  the  False  Imoglne  '■  " 


Then  there  waa  Mr.  AJax,  one  look  of  hia  was  frlgbtnlng  : 
One  day  be  gave  a  hmgry  grunt,  it  doea  defy  the  lightning ' 
He  went  out  without  bis  breakfast  and  spirits  very  low  ; 
He  stamped  and  aworeibe  raved  and  tore,  and  stood  ^nst  so. 

Mr.  CioDinnatus.  bis  name  I  will  not  handle  ; 

He  stooped  before  a  lady  to  taaten  up  his  sapdal. 

Some  boys  they  twigged  the  caper.ana  peltedliim  with  snow, 

And  all  the  while  they  hooted  him,  he  stood  just  so. 

There  was  Cain  and  Abel  fell  out  with  one  another  : 

So  Cain,  to  be  revenged,  he  thought  he'd  kill  bis  brother  ; 

He  took  blm  op.  ar         -^w  him  down,  and  gave 

him  such  a  blow 
And  while  be  wai  -ng  him,  be  stood  just  so. 

Now  when  be  saw  hi        ^cber  dead. he  eovared  him  wjth  bay, 
'And  as  a  screw  was  getting  loose,  he  cut  his  stick  away  , 
For  when  or  where  his  brother  was.  he  said  he  didn't  know, 
And  when  they  toddled  after  him,  be  stood  Just  so. 

When  Sampson  went  to  Qaza  he  broke  a  thousand  pates, 
•  And  as  he  was  not  satisfied   he  carried  off  the  gates  : 
The  soldiers  tried  to  hinder  blm,  but  that  tLeyfonudnogo, 
Fori  when  he'd  got  them  on  bia  back,  he  stood  just  so. 

Then  Sampson  caught  a  lion,  a  wandering  about. 
He  shoved  bis  arm  down  his  throat,  and  turned 

him  inside  out. 
He  took  him  np.  and  threw  him  down,  and  gare 

him  such  a  blow, 
And  while  be  was  a  whopping  blm,  be  stood  just  ap. 

Now  if  yon  think  me  clever  be  generous  In  my  cause  ; 
And  If  you've  nothing  else  to  spare,  give  me  your 
'  kind  applause  ; 

When  you  see  me  on  a  crossing,  and  you  can  spare  a  mag, 
I  hope  yoo  won't  begrudge  it  me,  pour  Jack  Bag. 


American  Statuea     •- 

As  rang  In  tho   '*  Gre^t  Lingard  *'  Barlesqa«.  by  KemV 
aud  Sheppard,  at  Tony  Pastor's  Opera  Honse. 


Jack 


;  or  the  Grecian  Statnas. 

"Air  :  Jim  Crow    -  r-     f  .' 


Although  my  name  is  Jsfk  Rag  if  you  will  list  •whUe. 
I'll  give  yon  the  Grecian  statues,  in  an  out  and  ««t  style  ; 
To  see  Bncrow  or  •Jkeasoh  yon  ■wmM  not  c«m  a  nag. 

After  you  d  seen  the»  ^ne  by  n»«.  R<»or  Jack  »■({. 

The  first  was  Mr:  Hercules,  who  did  many  grea*  exploits, 
a.     By  killing  men  in  battle,  and  throwing  of  the  quolta  . 
I'    One  dny  be  took  one  In  Ills  band,  aud  gave  it  auoha  throw, 
"     Ami  when  he'd  thrown  it  fifty  miles,  be  stood  just  so. 


I 


Permit  me  here  to  represent 

Some  great  and  noble  men  ;  -V.; 

liy  photographio  Btudio, 

I  trust,  may  pleasure  give         .^  ,", 

Forever  in  our  memory 

These  noted  men  all  lire,  i  ;.  •..   - . 

First,  the  Corsican  Brothers,   :      ^v  v  :    , 

As  un  the  stage  they  boast :. '  '     "  '   ' 
There  is  a  very  cutting  soene  between 

Fabian  and  the  ^hoat 
It  filU  bis  breast  with  woe  ; 

And  when  he  goes  to  seal  the  letter 

I  think  he  stood  just  so. 

A  statue  now  I'll  show  yoti, 

Beloved  by  every  one  : 
The  father  of  tlie  nation, 

The  great  (George  Washington.  '' 

May  many  follow  in  his  path, 

And  to  tlieir  country  prove  nofoa  f 
So  hail  Columbia's  warrior, 

As  I  represent  him  so. 

Now  we  have  Governor  Ht^hun*   i:      :  U; 

Who  has  done  all  he  can 
To  Stop  the  great  excise  law,   ..  ^_... 

And  aid  t£e  working  man  ;  ^m. 
He's  an  able  politiolan 

And  has  gained  himself  applause  : 
So  I  think  now  here  yon'Il  give  a  cheer 

For  Hoftnan  and  his  cause  I 

Thea4tw)a's  Oeneral  U.  S.  Qrant,    : 

As  I'm  about  to  show,  '     i 

Who  led  bia  troops  to  glory, 

AaiMruok  terror  to  the  foe.         :,  A  ' 
If  any  foreign  ftsemy  ur     .*■ 

His  trumpet  dares  to  blow,  ~ 

We'll  find  huBL  onoe  more  in  the  front, 

Staoii^i^;,  I  think,  juat  so. 

Now  witli  your  kind  permiasion,     ^' 

I'll  introdnoe  to  you  ;   '■ 

The  ohief-man  of  the  oatioiT,  '^' 

Andrew  Johhsoo,  good  and 4rue - 

'    -Many  iMve  fought  hard  against  him, 

But  be  says  ii's  all  no  go,         -"v-^ , 
:     And  when  be  faced  his  enemy,       T 

He  stood,  I  think,  jwst  90.    '^-  i  ^r-V  ; 

Imitate  ihi"  moor — If  you  aA  a  wise^ilum,  you 
will  treat  the  world  as  the  moon  treats  it''  Show 
it  only  one  side  ot  Tourself,  e6M6m  show  yourself 
too  much  at  a  tiaie,Bn'yietwhrftyou  ehoWbe  calm, 
e^  Ktd  poliehed  ;  but  look  at  every  side  (tf  the 
world. 


» 


!  The  Barrel  of  Ale. 


Old  Owen  byed  on  the  brow  of  a  bill. 

And  he  bajd  more  patience  than  pelf : 
A  small  pl^b  of  ground  'twas  bis  Inbor  to  till. 

And  he  tbUed  through  the  day  by  himself. 
But,  at  nig!^ifc.  crowds  of  visitors  called  at  his  cot  : 

For,  he  tpid  a  right  marvellous  tale  ; 
Tet  a  stronk;|ir  attraction  by  chance  he  had  got — 

A  barrel  iujr  old  bumming  ale. 
i  ' 
Old  Owen  l>y  «11  was  an  oracle  thought  : 

Wiiile  ibey  drunkr  not  a  joke  failed  to  bit  ; 
But  Owen,  a|l  last,  by  experience  was  taught 

That  wisdlitU  is  better  than  wit. 
One  night,  h>e  cot  scarcely  oould  hold  the  gay  rout 

The  next,  ;nut  a  soul  heard  his  tale  : 
The  moral  ti^  simply  :  they'd  fairly  drank  out 

His  barn-|  of  old  bumiuing  ale  ! 


iid« 


Kissing.  :  •  ^   /V •; '.' 

Indies  should!  see  that  these  Bules  are  strictly  observed. 


The  Gentleman  must  be  taller  than  the  Lady  he 
intends  to  kiss.  Take  her  right  hand  in  yours,  and 
draw  her  g^tly  to  you,  pass  your  left  hand  over 
ber  right  isboulcUr,  diagonally  down  across  her 
back,  under  her  left  arm  ;  press  her  to  your 
bosom,  at  ^he  same  time  she  will  throw  her  bead 
back,  and  jybu  have  nothing  else  to  do  but  to  lean 
a  little  foimard  and  press  your  lips  to  hers,  and 
then  tiie  tl^i^ig  is  done.  Don't  make  a  noise  over 
it,  as  if  j^o^iwere  firini;  off  shooting  crackers,  nor 
pounce  doWn  upon  it  like  a  hun;;ry  hawk  upon  an 
ioDocent  djo^e  ;  but  gently  fold  the  damsel  in  your 
arms,  without  smashing  her  standing  culLir  or 
spoiling  hjer  curls,  and  by  a  sweet  pressure  upon 
ber  iijoutbl,  k'evel  in  the  bliestulnees  of  your  situa- 
tion, with^t^t  smacking  your  lips  on  it  ae  you 
would  over  |a  glass  of  Lager-bier. 


I 


-.♦^ 


Miss  Bailey's  Ghost 


A  captaini  %old,  in  Halifax,  that  dwelt  in 

!  country  quarters, 

Seduced  li  toaid,  who  hanged  herself  one 

morning,  in  ber  garters 
His  wicked]  conscience  smited  him  ,  be  lost 

his  stoiuacli  daily  ; 
He  took  tpjdriiiking  ratifia,  and  thought  upon 

I  ;  Miss  Bailey — 

Oh  !  Miss  Bailey  .'  tinfortunate  Miss  Bailey  ! 

One  night,|  betimea,  he  went  to  rest  :  for,  be 

bad  caught  a  fever  ; 
Says  he  :  **  I  am  a  handsome  man,  but  I'm  a 

gay  deceiver.  " 
His  cani}|«y  juat  at  twelve  o'elock,  begnn  to 

burn  quite  palely  ; 
A  ghost  stepped  up  to  his  bedside,  aii<l  said  : 

"  Behold  Miss  Bailey!  " 
Oh  !  Miss  Bailey,  Ae. 

"  Avaunt,  Miss  Bailey  I  then  he  cried,  your 

-    tiMe.  looks  while  and  mealy—" 
"  Dear  Oaptain  Smith,  tlie  ghost  replied. 

you'/Ve  used  me  ungenteelly. 
The  Coroner's  Inquest  goes  hard  with, me, 

i<  i  because  I've  acted  frailly  : 

And  Panon,  Biggs  won't  bury  me,  thou<:h  I 

am  dead  Miss  Bailey.  " 
Oh  !  Mias  Baiiey.  Ac. 

**  I>Mr  I  ic  rpafl)  aays  he,  since  you  and  I 

ticuounts  must  once  tor  all  dose. 
I're  got  m  one  poiind  note  in  my  regimental 

email  clothes  . 
'Twill  bHbe  the  ^eston  ior  your  grave.  " — The 

;  i  (rfaost  then  vaniabed  gaily. 

Crying  :  "  Bless  jiou.  wicked  Captain  Smith  * 
1        ,>~,p,f  Lemember  poor  Mias  Bailey  !  " 

Oh  !  Miss  Bailey,  dsc. 


iKDVcwumt^^  Aa  old  minuter,  the  other  day. 
asked  ■  woman  what  «mild  be  done  to  induce  ber 
husbadl'.te  attiand  church.  "  I  don't  know,  she 
replied,  unless  you  were  to  put  a  pipe  and  a  jug 
of  whiskey  in  t£e  pew.  " 


1 
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I;.:  -,.;  B.  B.  A.  G.    '■     •  i 

The  Mniic  of  this  piece.  amnKed  for  the  voioe  uid 

the  pianoforte   m  publiahed  in  Dk  Witt's  Half-Dim* 

Series  of  Choice  Music.     For  aale  by  R   M.  Dc  Wnr, 

33  Boae  Street.  New-York.     Price  Fire  Oenta. 


You  p*>reeive  I'm  s  blusliing  young  l»dy, 

My  age  it  is  just  twenty-two —       j 
And  1  really  believe  I  aiu  pretty —     ) 

For,  of  beaux  I  have  had  not  a  feW— 
The  one  whom  I've  written  tliia  song  on, 
Is  a  bratrnin!;  youne  eonain.  called  Jim, 
Who  is  awfully  vain  and  oonoeited. 

And  thinks  tliat  there's  no  one  like  him. 
Chorus  :     I've  been  thinking  the  matter  well  OT«r, 
And  one  thing  it  quite  clear  to  me  : 
That  the  y^ung  men  of  this  generation 
Are  much  given  to  B.  R.  A.  O. 

It  is  only  n  week  aince,  to-morrow, 

Thnt  we  both  of  us  met  at  a*dance  : 
He  buid  that  he  knew  the  new  trois-TSMPS — 

In  fact,  that  he'd  letirned  it  in  France. 
I  said  :  "  Very  good,  then  we'll  try  it  " — 

He  went  off  wiih  a  skip  and  a  jump. 
And  somehow  he  quite  lost  his  balance. 

And  came  down  ot>  the  floor  with  a  thump. 

I've  been  thinking,  &o. 

He  said  he  could  ri-J^  like  a  jockey  : 

So  pa  mounted  hint  on  a  horse. 
I  said  :   •'  Shall  we  ^o  across  country  ?  " 

He  replied      "  My  dear  Mary,  of  ooursa  "- 
The  fifst  hedt;e  and  d  tch  I  led  over. 

And  though  •^itu  would  follow  all  right  : 
Bnt  the  horse  threw  him  into  the  ditch,  airs. 

And  there  be  sat  yelling  with  fright —  ^ 

I've  been  thinking,  Ao. 

He  said  he  cou!d  shoot  like  Ricnrdo  : 

Su  one  day  pa  lent  him  a  gun  ; 
He  went  out  ai  ten  in  the  morning. 

Bnt  came  back  to  luncheon  at  one — 
I  said  :   ■•  Pray,  what  have  you  made,  Jim  f  " 

(  I  saw  my  words  cut  like  a  knife.  ) 
He  aaid  :  "  That  the  birds  were  so  wild  now, 

And  he'd  never  shot  worse  in  his  life.  " 

I've  been  thinking,  <fcb. 

I  must  bring  my  song  to  a  finish. 

With  just  one  odd  word  of  advice  f 

To  all  tlie  youn<;  men  who  are  present, 

I  mean  those  who  may  wish  to  be  nice  : 
Dofi't  say  you  can  do  what  you  oan't,  sin  ; 

Don't  siiy  you  can't  do  what  you  can  ; 
I?or»  believe  me.  the  worst  of  all  bores,  sira , 
Is  a  bumptious  and  bragging  young  man. 
Chorus  :     So  think  over  what  I  have  suni;  you. 

And  I'm  sure  that  era  long  yon  will  see 
That  telling  a  fib  is  rxactly 

The  same  thiiii;  as  ti.  R.  A.  O. 


Alas !  He  Does  Not  Come,  Mother. 

Aias  !  he<Joes.not  come,  moth«t  : 

I  weep  and  watch  in  vain  ;      ' 
And  my  poor  heart  is  torn,  mother. 

With  bitter,  yearning  pain. 
Now  many  nights  I've  watched,  mothuv 

Beneath  the  trysting-tre«  ; 
Bat  be  comes  not  as  of  yore,  mother, 
With  blithe  step  o'er  the  lea. 
Chorua  :     How  many  ni^hta  I've  watched,  mother, 
Beneath  the  trysting-tree  I 
But  he  oomea  not  as  of  yore,  mother. 
With  blithe  step  o'er  the  lea. 

The  bush,  the  flower  that  onoe,  mothw> 

In  sweetest  beauty  bloomed. 
And  which  the  leafy  dell,  mother. 

With  frasranoe  perfum'ed. 
Seem  to  wither  and  to  fade,  mother. 

And  lose  their  charm  for  me  : 
For,  he  comes  not  as  of  yore,  modier. 

With  blithe  step  o'er  the  lea>  Ohenu. 

I  cannot  hush  my  sobs,  mother, 

N'or  itay  the  burning  tears  : 
Nor  omsh  the  withering  thought,  motbar. 

That  now  my  bosom  seare— 
The  thought,  the  aeorehing  thought,  mother. 

That  he's  forasken  me— 
For.  he  comtfS  not  as  of  yore,  mother, 

With  blitlie  step  o'er  the  lea.  Obortia. 


Molly  Brallaghan. 

Ah  !  then,  mam  dear,  did  yon  never  hear  of 

purty  Molly  Brallaghan  t 
Troth,  dear  !  I  have  loet  her,  and  I'll  never 

be  a  man  again, 
Not  a  spot  on  my  hide  will  another  summer 

tan  again, 
Sinoe  Molly  she  has  left  me  alone  for  to  die. 
The  place  where  my  heart  was,  you  might 

easy  rowl  a  turnip  in, 
As  big  as  any  pavin'  stone  :  and  from  Dublin 

to  the  Devil's  Qlin, 
If  she  chose  to  take  another,  sure  she  might 

have  sent  mine  back  again. 
And  not  leave  me  here  all  alone  for  to  die. 

Mam  dear,  I  remember,  when  the  milking 

time  was  past  and  gone. 
We  went  into  the  meadows  where  she  swore 

I  was  the  only  man 
That  ever  she  could  love — yet,  oh  !  the  base. 

the  cruel  one. 
After  all  that  to  leave  me  here  alone  for  to  die  ! 
Mam  dear,  I  remember  aa  we  came  home  the 

rain  began, 
I  rolled  her  in  my  coat,  tho'  devil  a  waiatcoat 

I  have  on, 
And  my  shirt  was  rather  fine-dran  :  yet,  oh  ! 

the  base  and  cruel  one. 
After  all  that,  she  left  me  here  alone  for  to  die  ! 

I  went  and  told  my  tale  to  Father  M'Donnel.  mam. 
And  thin  I  wint  and  axed  advice  of  Counsellor 

O'Conoell,  mam  ; 
He  tould  me  promise-breeches  had  been  ever 

since  the  world  began — 
Now,  I  have  only  one  pair,  mam,  and  they 

are  corduroy  ! 
Arrah  !  what  could  he  mean,  mam,  or  what 

would  you  advise  me  to  do  ? 
Must  my  eorduroys  to  MoUy  go  ?  in  troth,  I'm 

bothered  what  to  do. 
I  can't  afford  to  lose  both  my  heart  and  my 

breeches,  too— 
Yes,  what  need  I  care,  when  I've  only  to  die  ? 

Oh  !  the  left  side  of  my  carcass  is  as  weak  as 

watei^gruel,  mam — 
The  devil  a  bit  upon  my  banes,  since  Molly's 

proved  so  cruel,  mam  : 
I  wish  I  had  a  carabine,  I'd  go  and  find  a 

duel,  mam, 
Sure,it's  better  far  to  kil  1  myself  than  Stay  here  to  d  ie. 
I'm  hot  and  determined  as  a  live  salamander,  mam  ! 
Wont  yon  come  to  my  wake,  when  I  go  my 

long  meander,  mam  i 
Oh  !  I'll  feel  myself  as  valiant  as  the  famous 

Alexander,  mam, 
When  I  hear  yis  crying  ronnd  me  :  "  Arrah  I 

why  did  ye  die  t  " 
m  i«i  m 

Do  not  Deceive  Me, 


Do  not  deceive  me — never 

Let  a  careless  word  or  ton* 
Fall  from  thy  lips,  if  ever 

Its  tmth  thou  wonld'st  dia 
To  thee  my  faith  I've  given. 

With  the  fervency  of  yooth  : 
And  my  vows  are  vowed  to  heavsML 

Do  not  betray  my  truth,         4 
Do  not  deceive  me — never 

Let  thy  heart  inconstant  be  ; 
With  a  love  that  dares  not  i«T«', 

Shall  mine  still  chng  to  thee  I 
Do  not  deceive  me — others 

Perchance  may  greet  thy  smila  ; 
Bnt  a  flame,  no  coldness  smothen, 

In  my  bosom  burns  the  while 
Bememner  one,  who'd  only 

Thy  first  fond  love  retain, 
Nor  leave  my  bosom  lonely. 

To  sigh  for  thee  in  vain- 
Do  not  deceive  m»— never 

Let  thy  heart  inconstant  ba  : 
With  a  love  that  dares  not  aev«r. 

Shall  mine  still  cling  to  thee  t 

^  ■    l«l    Ml 

TIm  "  oldest  inbabiUnt  "  admits  that  it  is  1 
to  have  friends  you  can  trust,  but  more  convenient 
to  have  friends  who  "  trust  "  you. 


t    The  Father  of  Hancy  a  Poreiter  Waa 

The  hthsr  of  Nancy  a  forester  was. 

And  an  boneat  old  woodman  waa  be  : 
And  NaDC7  a  beantifnl  ii]Do«ent  Uaa, 

Aa  the  ann  In  hla  circnit  conld  aee  ; 
She  gathered  wild  flowera  mod  Illiea.  and  roses. 

And  cried  throagh  the  village—"  Oome,  buy  my 

aweet  posies ! 

The  charms  of  this  fUr  one  a  vlUafer  cangbt, 

A  noble  and  rich  one  was  be  :  | 

Oreat  offera  he  made,  bnt  by  Nancy  waa  tangbt 
That  a  poor  girl  right  honeat  might  be. 

She  atill  gathered  wild  flowera,  and  llllee,  and  rosea. 
And  cried  tbrongb  tbe  village—-  Come,  boy  my 

swset  posiee  ! 

The  Mber  of  Nancy  a  forester  was. 

And  a  poor  little  atroiler  waa  abe  ; 
Bat  her  lover,  ao  Doble.  aoon  married  the  ] 

She'a  aa  bappy  aa  maiden  coold  be  : 
No  more  gathered  wild  flowera,  and  lilies,  and  : 

Nor  cried  tbrongb  the  village—'-  Oome,  buylny 

sweat  posiee  :  " 

• ^^ -|  ■.:.. 

He's  Jast  the  Man  that  Wonldl  . 

The  Mualo  of  this  piece,  arranged  for  the  voice  aMI 

the  piano-forte,  is  published  in  Da  Witt's  Half-Dime 

Seriea  of  Choice  Music.     For  aale  by  R.  U.  Db  Wnr, 

33  Boae  Street,  New-Tork.     Price  Five  Cents. 


f 


Oh  !  please,  does  anybody  know 

A  dreadlul  triend  of  mine  f 
His  name's  Jack  Johnson,  and  he  stands 

Exactly  five  foot  nine  ; 
He  introauced  himself,  and  aaid 
He'd  oome  to  spend  the  da^  : 
He's  been  with  me  a  year  or  more,  t 

And  will  not  go  away. 
Chorus  :     He's  just  the  man  that  would  I 
He's  just  the  man  that  would  I 
Of  course,  he  would  I  you  know  he  Would  I 
He's  just  the  man  that  would  I 

He  is  the  most  audacious  dog 

That  ever  you  did  see  :  [      '  * 

I'm  sometimes  doubtful  if  my  hoosa        |.  ' 

Belongs  to  him  or  me  ;  1 

If  I  bnt  hint  bis  goings  on 

Have  given  me  surprise,  | 

He  slaps  me  on  the  baek,  and  bega 

I  won't  apologize.  Chonu. 

He  didn't  like  my  furniture  :  [ 

So  gave  it  all  away  ; 
Then  ordered  most  expensive  SiTim, 

For  which  I  had  to  pay. 
He  borrows  my  dress-suits  whene'er    <.  ]   - 

He  goes  out  on  a  spree  : 
And  oumee  back  in  some  dreadful  things 

That  don't  belong  to  me.  Chorus. 

My  aunt,  who's  very  rich,  called 

Alas  !  what  could  I  do  ? — 
He  shaved  her  poodle  dog, 

And  painted  it  eky-blne. 
Bnt  that  was  not  the  worst  :  for, 

I  heard  eome  fearful  yells —  ] 

He'd  filled  her  old  umbrella  full 

Of  periwinkle  shells.  Chorus. 

He  takes  me  out,  at  night — and  ealls 

It  giving  me  a  treat — 
And  yells  out  vulgar  oomie  songs,       ,  ) 

▲od  wakee  up  all  the  street  ; 
He  brings  folks  from  their  beds,  at  night, 

And  asks,  in  blandest  tones. 
If  they  can  give  him  the  address 

Of  omith  or  Mister  Jones. 


Ohems. 


He  ealls  in,  at  the  butter  shop, 

For  half  a  yard  of  silk  : 
Then  asks  the  grooer  if  he'll  lat 

Him  have  some  pigeon's  milk  ; 
He  uses  my  name  everywhere. 

And  acts  in  such  a  way— 
I'm  quite  ashamed  to  walk  abeot 

The  streets  in  open  day. 

Will  no  one  take  my  fHend  away  t 

Most  I  appeal  in  vain  ? 
Oh  !  what  a  thiag  it  is  to  haw* 

Jsok  Johnson  oa  the  braia  I 
I  don't  know  why  he  treata  qm  so— 

I'd  tell  you,  if  I  oould  ; 
But  all  I  know  about  it  ia  : 

He's  just  the  man  that  would  ! 


CSMNna. 


Chorua. 
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Up  in  Tenth  ATenud. 

Aa  Sang  by  Tony  Pastor. 

I  was  pronMnading  oat,  one  lovely  mora,        ;j 

Id  the  middle  of  Julv, 
Admiring  all  the  pretty  dears, 

As  they  went  passing  by — 
When  I  saw,  oh  I  suoli  a  dear  little  dock  I 

A  thrill  my  frame  went  through, 
As  she  swept  the  pave  with  a  muslin  dreaa. 

Going  down  Tenth  Avenue. 
Choras  :     Going  down  Tenth  Aveaua, 

Going  down  Tenth  Avenue  ;       ' 
.  -    Mow,  young  men,  when  you're  oat, 

.'  Jnst  mind  what  you're  about, 
.        With  tha  g^la  in  Tenth  Avenus.  ' 

Am  I  pasMd  by,  she  looked  so  shy  ! . . 

Says  I  :  Miss,  is  your  name  Jones  t 
Says  she,  like  a  saint  :  Well,  no,  it  ain't, 

In,  oh  I  suoh  lovely  tones  1 
Says  she,  with  a  wink  :  It's  no  suoh  thing, 

My  name  I'll  tell  to  you  : 
It's  Maria  Stout,  and  I  live  out. 
Up  in  Tenth.  Avenue,         Up  in  Tenth  Avenue,  dec. 

As  on  we  walked,  we  sighed,  and  talked 

About  love  and  things  di<rine  ; 
My  heart  with  passion  swelled  right  up.. 

I  asked  her  to  be  mine. 
Says  she  :  They  don't  let  lovers 

In  the  house  ;  but  as  for  you, 
Tou  may  come  to-ni<;ht,  and  I'll  make  it  all  right. 
Up  in  Tenth  Avenue.         Up  in  Tenth  Avenue,  Ac. 

I  was  there  in  a  orack — I  got  over  the  back, 

Beoaase  all  the  doors  were  shut  ; 
And  to  reaoh  my  love,  who  was  looking  ou!;  above, 

I  got  on  the  water-butt — 
When,  to  my  dismay,  the  lid  gave  way  I     , 

I  quickly  tumbled  through  ;  ' 

And  soon  I  tound  I  was  half-drowned. 
Up  in  Tenth  Avenue.         Up  in  Tenth  Avenue,  Ac. 

Poor  Maria,  with  fright  she  screamed  out-right, 

And  loud  for  help  did  shout  : 
When  an  old  eliap  oame  down  in  a  flannel  dressing-gown, 

And  kindly  pulled  me  out  ; 
And,  from  what  he  said,  I  felt  afraid 

Be  meant  to  put  me  through  ; 
And  my  fears  increased  when  lie  called  :  Police  1 
Up  in  Tenth  Avenue.         Up  in  Tenth  Avenue,  &c. 

He  let  me  go,  and  I  wasn't  slow 

In  bolting  from  the  spot  :  ". 
Across  the  wall  I  had  a  fall — 

By  Jove  !  I  had  it  hot !  ~:   '  ^ 

But  the  gal  I  never  saw  no  mora — 

She  a  horrid  deed  did  do  :  ■'■  ■"'  ■ 

Oh  !  she  hung  herself  to  a  barber's  pole, 
Up  in  Tenth  Avenue.         Up  in  Tenth  Avenue,  <to. 


Ere  I  was  Sent  to  Sea. 

Words  by  Beujsmiu  Banks— Mnslc  by  J  L  Hatton. 

The  Moaic  of  tbls  ions  is  published  on  the  last  page 
of  the  present  numl>er  of  the  Singer's  JonntaL 

Toung  Sue  my  fancy  hath  delighted. 

So  true  and  fair  is  she  ; 
To  her  my  vows  of  love  were  plighted. 

Ere  I  was  sent  to  sea. 

Ere  I  was  sent  to  sea. 
The  well  remembered  bliss  oft  tasted, 

Sweet  hours  which  knew  no  pain — 
Before  <fiir  sand  of  life  is  wasted, 

Oh  I  may  we  share  again  I  ' ' 

Before  our  sand  of  life  is  waited, 

Oh  1  may  we  share  again  I 

They  eay  I  nobly  do  my  duty. 

When  howling  etorms  prevail  : 
Tet.  I  must  own  sweet  Susan's  beauty 

Upholds  me  through  the  gale, 

Upholds  me  through  the  gale. 
Tea,  ever  doth  a  sweet  emotion. 

When  bravest  sailors  start. 
Impel  me  o'er  the  dashing  ocean. 

And  cheer  my  fainting  heart — 
Impel  me  o'er  the  dashiug  ocean, 

And  cheer  my  fainting  heart. 

Te  winds,  be  kind,  onr  ship  ia  freighta^' 
We're  homeward  bound  at  last  : 


■.I 


Sue's  tears  will  start  to  hear  related 

The  dangers  I  have  past. 

The  dangers  I  have  past  ; 
But  safely  moured  with  sunny  weather. 

Pale  grief  shall  cease  to  reign  : 
We'll  splice  onr  constant  hearts  together. 

And  never  part  again — 
We'll  splice  oar  constant  hearts  together. 

And  never  part  again  ! — 

Umbrella  Coortship. 

Oomlo  Song— Air  :  Yankee  'Volunteer. 


A  belle  and  a  bean  would  a-walking  gow   '  '  -^ 

In  love  they  both  were  pining  : 
The  wind  in  gentle  gales  dM  blow, 

An  April  ana  waa  sblDlng. 
Thongb  Simon  long  hid  courted  Misa, 

He  knew  he'd  acted  wrong  in 
Kot  having  dared  to  steal  a  kiss. 

Which  set  her  quite  a  longing. 

^I  de  lol,  &a 

It  so  oconrred.  as  they  did  walk 

And  viewed  each  dale  so  flowery, 
Aa  Simon  by  her  side  did  stalk.  '  V 

He  declared  the  sky  looked  showeiyA  - 
The  rain  to  her  came  like  a  drug,     -     ;    , 

When  loudly  he  did  bellow—       ■ 
"  Look  here,  my  love,  we  can  be  annc, 

I've  brought  an  nmbrella.  " 

Fol  de  lol,  Ac. 

Qnick  flew  the  ahelter  over  Hiss  ; 

Now  Simon  waa  a  droll  one — 
He  tboagbt  this  was  the  time  to  kiss  : 

So  from  her  lips  be  stole  one. 
She  blustied— the  rain  left  off.  and  ha 

Th'  umbrella  closed  for  dralnlug — 
"  Oh  '.  don't,  says  she,  I  plainly  see 
'    It  hasn't  left  off  raining.  " 

Fol  de  lol.  Ac. 

Now  Simoc,  when  be  saw  the  plan,  .    .; 

The  nmbrelU  righted  ■.  .;. 

He  grew  quite  bold,  talked  like  a  man,  :" -  ": 

And  she  seemed  quite  delighted 
Their  lips  raug  chiuies  full  fifty  times. 

Like  simpte  lovefs  training- 
Bays  ahe  :  "  These  are  but  lovers'  crimes, 

I  hope  'twout  leave  off  raining  " 

Fol  de  lol.  Ac 

He  kissed  her  out  of  her  consent 
That  she'd  become  his  bride  benoe  ;    . . 

To  buy  the  ring  was  bis  content,  ^ 

And  then  to  get  the  lloense. 

They  parted,  but  he  took  much  pains 
Where  they  should  meet  to  tell  her — 

fiays  she  :    '  We'll  meet  when  next  it  raina  : 

-  Bo  bring  your  nmbrella.  " 

Fol  de  lol,  Ac. 

The  wedding  morn,  no  time  to  waste. 

He  rose  before 'twas  yet  day  ;  ^}v'- 

And  Just  as  if  to  please  her  taste, 

It  was  a  shocking  wet  day. 
They  married  were,  bad  children  dear. 

Eight  round  faced  little  fellows— 
Bnt  strange  to  atate — the  whole  of  the  eight 

Were  marked  with  umbrellaa. 

Fol  de  lol  Ac. 


For  three  years  long  their  love  was  strorig,  till, 

one  fine  summer's  day, 
Paaay  Burke,  this  man  of  work,  oame  sinking  her 

favorite  lay  : 
Roek  the  cradle,  ic 


Bnt  Pst  looked  round  and  soon  be  found  a  baliy, 

hale  an<l  strong. 
And  toning  to  bis  wife,  the  pride  of  bis  life,  says  : 
•'  WBb  was  here  sines  I  was  tone  ?  " 
"  It  waa  Providence,  Pat,  she  said,  done  that,  he 

was  good  to  nie  three  yt-ars  long. 
And  na^  yoa  oan,  with  any  other  man.  sins;  my 

favorite  song  :  " 
I      ";■•■/,..•       Rock  the  cradle,  Ac. 


Bock  the  Cradle,  Pat 

Composed  and  Snug  by  Johnny  Bosch,  the  great  Iriah  Comic. 
Air  :    Bock  the  Cradle,  John. 


Faddy  Burke  was  a  man  of  work,  from  Limerick 

town  he  came  : 
He  married  a  buxom  Irish  lass,  and  she  was  the 

name  of  Kane. 
Now  Pat  and  his  wife,  for  six  years  strife,  was 

never  blest  witii  a  cliild  ! 
And  whenever  she  saw  one  in  any  one's  arms, 

this  is  what  she'd  cry 
Chorus 
Rook  the  cradle,  Pat,  roek  the  cradle,  Pat  ; 
There  is  many  a  man  would  give  his  right  arm 

to  Lave  a  child  like  that. 

Now  the  war  broke  out,  and  Paddy  atnut  be 

swore  he'd  go  and  list- 
To  hear  his  wife's  tongue  go  always  ding-dong. 

it  would  drive  him  out  of  his  wits. 
So  off  he  went  and  left  her  to  repent  for  doing  a 

tiling  so  wrong. 
For  bothering  him  with  that  mortal  sin, 

and  singing  tiiat  beastly  aong  : 
Rock  the  eradle,  Ac 

Now  Paddy  Burke,  this  man  of  work,  he  hadn't 

been  long  away, 
Till  his  wife  fell  in  with  a  big  spalpeen,  who  soou 

led  her  astray  ; 


She  Shook  der  Bailor. 


Wonoa  dere  lived  a  dailor's  dauter, 

Und  a  fellar  vot  loved  her  very  mucli, 
Ober  abe  loved  me  bedder  more  ash  hiiu, 

Because  1  aiui;  such  bully  goot  dutch  ; 
Dat  lellar  used  to  tdake  her  up  to  Shonee  "Voo».a, 

Undl  dread  her  to  every  ding  fine  : 
Lager-pier  und  prezels,  plenty  Limburger  cheese, 

Gooji  Bologna  sausage  und  Rbine-vine  ober  dem. 
Choecs. 
She  shook  der  dailor,  der  dailer,  der  dailor. 
She  shook  der  dailor,  pecauee  hedidn'tgot  sdampa  ; 
She  sbo<3k  der  dailor,  der  dailor,  der  dailor. 
She  shook  him  so  bad,  und  got  him  so  mad, 
Dat  he  amoddered  himself  luit  his  pant-er-loona. 

■Von  dftJF  he  popped  de  question  on  her, 

But  to  him  site  durneu  her  pack. 
Den  be  suys      "  I'll  ^o  und  dold  your  modder,  » 

Und  to  der  house  he  aoon  fas  making  dtaaka  ; 
Und  ^he  shouded  oud  afder  him,  ,  .    .  ^ 

Dat  ahe  loved  none  bedder  ash  me,  **  '" '  * 
Und  dat  ve  vos  going  to  get  murried, 

Und  dat  he'd  petter  go  to  sea— some  oder  gal 

'  Kause — ahe  shook  der  dailur,  Jto. 


.11, 


Now  \ri  vaa  gone  oud  und  got  married, 

Und  ve  live  shust  so  nice  like  any  ding- 
She  QiakeB  dem  ca«ts,  panU  und  veskeU, 

UufJ  he  alvays  heilup  her,  too  ; 
But  qf  dat  oder  fellar  1  don't  know, 

His  mug  since  I  never  have  saw  ; 
But  I  dink  dat  he  vas  gone  und  dieded, 

Un|d^  of  gorae,  ve  don't  see  him  atjy  'mor». 

All  pecause — she  shook  der  dailor,  Ao. 


Dead  Beat 

As  8«ui|g  by  Frank  Lum,  the  Great  SenaaUon  Oomlo  Siaceis, 

Whi<«  folks,  I'll  sing  about  the  chaps 
That' you  all  know— that  is.  perhaps,  ■  ) 

Youlll  meet  them  often  in  the  streeU 

I  mettn  the  fellows  they  call  Dead  Beats. 
Cho<o^  :    For,  Ulk  is'cheap,  but  money  bays  hod: 
Mind  your  poppy's  eye. 

He  never  works,  but  dresses  fine,: 

He's  always  around  about  lunch  time 

He  always  drinks,  bnt  never  treats  : 

He's  one  of  the  fellows  they  call  Dead  Beats. 

At  the  extra  papers  he  likes  to  look, 
but  the  newsboys  know  him  lik<-  a  book. 
Saya  be  :  "  Come  here,  Sonny,  let  me  look  at 

that  sheet.  " 
"  Gijt  oat,  you  gut,  you're  a  healthy  Dead  Beai^ 

He  struts  about  in  eohiier'e  clothes  <  .  ■  .  , 

At  Barnum's  Hotel,  but  no  one  knows  ^  '        *'- 

W  liat  regiment  or  brigade  he  meets  : 
But  1  think  he  belocga  to  the  First  Dead  Beata. 

Now  look  at  that  fellow  over  there,  ] 

Close  by  the  gal  with  the  braided  hair  : 
He'a  putting  on  aire  and  talking  so  sweet, 
LotJr  out  for  him,  sis  !  he's  a  healthy  Dead  Beat. 


What  is  the  difference  between  charity  and  a 
tailor  ? — The  first  covers  a  multitude  of  ains,  the 
seoend  a  multitude  of  sinnecs. 

A  Seedy  fellow— A  Oardenar. 
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O    may  we  share  a  « 

— -^H — ^ 


t — t 


» 1  _  5 — I — ^=r^ — "- 


9i5=-Z£E^:|'^?Ei| 


!F=5— T 


^•— ?-?- 


liU,"  < 


'i^??^ 


r 


*=p 


H: 


r 


^7^ 


2fc 


-• — ^ 


/^  ff\ 


I (- 


=^-_-£iHt5=r^=?li=e^ 


rr 


-^ 


ifziM; 


gain, ...    Be  -  fore  our    sand     of  life  is     wast  -  ed     O   may  we  share  a-gain. 

-r-T—  !  ■  II  ■ 1 


^ 


^2 — I L- 


g-lHS^ 


?=^ 


tg=zi-_'^ 


:2^ 


-«^-d- 


■^ 


share  a-gain.    ^^^  ^    •'^  •  .;•  .-1   -     /  /;       :     I  || ! 


P^g 


t: 


l.x*^jsauiattM — V 


2  They  say  I  nobly  do  my  duty, 
-  When  howling  storms  prevail ; 
Yet  I  must  own  sweet  Susan' s  beauty 

Upholds  me  through  the  gale.     , 
Yes,  ever  doth  a  sweet  emotion, 
When  bravest  sailors  start,    i'  ^  '   * 
|:  Impel  me  o'er  the  dashing  ocean'; 
And  cltoep 
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3  Ye  winds,  be  kind,  our  ship  is  freighted, 
We'  re  homeward  bound  at  last ; 
Sue's  tears  will  start  to  hear  related 
.;      The  dangers  I  have  past. 

But  safely  moor'd,  witn  sunny  weather^ 

'*     Pale  jgrief  shall  o^ase  to  reign  ^.'  \.j;,. 

1:  We'll  splice  our  constant  hearts  together, 

▲nd  fltrw  part  Bgam.  i| .  .  ..MMMMai 
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On  reee<ft  nf  Fire  ceata    itntrle  coptM  will  be  aeat 
to  any  part  uf  Um  euaytry,  frea  of  pvetnf*. 

All  Sonet  a*nt  f«r  ptiMioAticn  mnit  bt  written 
Tery  cUnr  bii<1  pinin — We  nooiTe,  iiliiiott  every 
diiy  oopira  of  aonga  tliat  a^m  to  oa  very  g«od 
a<>  for  aa  kl«aa  and  atyle  are  enn«ernrd.  but  the 
wiitin^iaaii  poor  llia«  we  are  oMicmi  to  dieeard 
thfitKn  DCOouDtof  oariuabilUyiorcacI  poniou 
of  tbeiu. 
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All  eoninitini«ati«nia  moat  bf  addrMscd  to 

Senry  BE  MARBAIT,  I'ubliaiiar. 
No.     6U    Chttibaiii     au^t,     NfW-.Y«riL 

We  do  not  nuiltrUU  U  Ntnni  p^juwii 

MSS^  W  to  anawAT  by  poet. 

Eaiali  Number  will  •ontaia  ahoot  Fiftf  «f  the 
moat  Popular   Sun^.    aun^  m  tbe  Xbe«|rea, 
Opeiia  lloitfea     and     Conc>rUR«Mna    at  Dm 
Uuit^-Statea  and  Great-BhUin. 
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EES&Y  SE  MARSAV, 
Publialierof  SoDga,  Son^-Booka  and  Toy-S«oks. 
C^quo  and  Sentimental  YaUiifiBM 
Motto^Veraea, 

Stationery, 

FlayinpiCtrii, 

ASDlolTHBn  CHEAP  AHTTCLES  TOB.  Ttit  niASI. 

Th«  OLD  ORIGINAL  SONO-DEPOTI: 

60  Chatham  -fltivet,    Firtt  Floor. 

Opipioaite    William  StrMt      NEW-YORK. 

I'Thia  Tlonse,  eatabliabed  more  thou  26yeara, 
ia  tlii  ol.test   Publinhinu-EatablieUnient  wf  (be  ^ 
kinil.i  and     the    firat  tliat  introdneed,  ia  tlie 
UniMd-Sta^ea,  the  pnbliahing  oftbe  penny aheal 
Son^and  BdlluJa,  for  tbe  benefit  of  ibemiOion. 
Ovpr  2,500  different  aonga  alwayi  on  haad. 


tolid 


I     the 
1     N« 


TO  COBBESPOITDEHTS.  , 

D— Pliiladelpliia— We  have  tried  ta  ilH 
'  the  Song  you  refer  to  in  your  eomaaoB^ 
—Can  yun  aend  aa  a  copy  of  it  t 

We  hare  alwAy^onhond  eopiea  of  all 
riiiii)><-ra  of  the  Sin'jrer'a  J<Hiraal  freai  : 
[  to  10  and  from  16  to  42. 


1+^-^^ 


<;.»Sil  .»«ai  if'»*.-  »>j 
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That  dear  litUe  eliureb  'round  the  eoracr  468 
When  wtaricd  wreiohea  aiuk  to  alctp. . . .  4M 
With  thia  reward  in  view, 

what  manly  boaom  fpara? 468 

With  their  poke  iipa.aad  tbeir  kooakvpa  400 
Who  to.  my  wounda  a  balm  ad«ia«a  ....  460 

Will  tou  couk,  to  tub  sowxb  f  4£2 
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^HEHEY  DE  MARSAIT'^ 

SIJtOKB'S  J01JRI¥AI.e 

We  take  the  liberty  to  remind  our  Cuatoiuet*, 
prineipRUy  iboae  from  the  Country,  that  our  p'.ae« 
of  Butintaa  ia  at  No.  60  (not  61  )'Cbatbaiu  Street, 
Up-Suir«,  Firti  Ftoor. 

REMEMBER: 

60        Chatham  Street,  Vj^-Stain,        60 

Fint  Floor.      (  Oppoeiu  William  Street.  ) 


^ 


_i^i_ 


A  Traveller  Stopt  at  a  Wid9W'«  Qat«i 


THE  jrjEw  f"?'ffi»'-"»<fc...-^fyfi°'«f 


1 


l> 


A  travallar  itopt  it  s  wlttm'»  ctt*  :         {  r*  • 
Bh«  kapt  an  Inn.  aHA*  ^dlad  IB  feltt.  ' 

Bat  tba  widow  aba  alighted  bar  (aeat  f 
7or.  whan  nktur;  wita  makloK  an  iigiy  fhea, 
8ba  eartainly  moulded  tbe  traTallar'a  Uet  ^^. 

Jlb  a  aampla  tqBU  tba  raat 

Tha  ehamtMrmaMvldea  «*M  read]^%B«rMIC    ^ 

yilfa  aha  asw  bn  ftlaar  n«M.  and  tba  BMip  ea  aHk  | 
(  A  hamp  lan't  kaiidaomA  B«  doubt,  ) 
.  And.  thoBh   tla  ooiifeaaad  tbtt  tba  pfajadlca  goM 
Vary  itTAlr  jo  tk^oi  of  vMrtog  a  noaa^ 
A  DoaaVonlLi'l  look  Ilka  »  anoat. 

A  Wg  fDlfaf  (taM  oa  tha  takia  ha  laid  : 

T  bad  a  teidMaa  affect  •■  tka  wldotr  and  guua 

And  the  9"^"^  grew  aMrralloua  eivlL 
Tha  monaj  fmmaiTlatalr  altered  tbe  ciaa  : 
Tba7  wara  charmed  with  hta  buiup,  and  bli  inont, 

and  hii  fiMa, 

Thoofh  ha  atUI  might  tuTa  frightanad  tha  daTll. 

Ha  BftM  lika  a  prtnea.  gar*  tba  widow  a  amaak. 
AiKTBdppad  on  tria  bona  at  tba  door.  Ilka  a  tack  : 

WhUathe  landlady,  toocbing  (be  cblnk. 
fizMLi, "  alb  abonid  jou  traTai  tbia  ""ivtrT  agata* 
I  heartily  hope  that  the  aweetept  of  man 

Wia  atop  at  tba  irUlow'a  to  drink.  " 


«J^    »  r 


Jenny  is  Poor. 


Jtnnj  ia  poor,  and  I  am  poor. 
Tat  wa  will  wad,  to  aay  do  mora  ; 
And  abould  the  bairna  you  mentien  eoma, 
Ttli  few  that  (narrj  bat  what  hara  aoma. 
Ho  daubt  but  heaTan  will  ataod  our  friand, 
'And  bread  aa  well  aa  children  aaod  : 
So  farei  tba  hen  in  Tarmer'a  yard, 
To  ILva  alaoa  aha  fiada  it  Lard. 


I're  kpawtt  b«r  waary  arery  daw 

In  aaareh  of  oorn  among  the  atraw  : 

But  when  in  quest  of  nicer  food, 

BIta  aloaka  4iaoa|^  her  «hirpiiig>  brood, 

Wiih  joy  I'Te  aeen  that  aalf-aama  lien. 

That  icratoliad  for  ona,  could  aeratoh  for  ten. 

,f|b«f«  ara iho  thpuchta  that  make  ma  williag 
To  take  my  girl  without  a  abilliog  : 
And  fur  tiie  eelf-aaiua  cauee,  d'ya  ae«  T     ' 
JMky'a  rcaolTcd  t«  marry  ma. 


*  i>i  im 


Mister  Barney. 


Mlatar  Barney,  one  day,  went  to  X.imariek  ttU,    . 
Aad  hind  a  noddy  to  carry  him  there, 

Tb  meet  pretty  Slielah  Megan. 
BatSbaia  bad  waited  aome  time  for  the  bey. 
And  thought  he'd  been  playing  with  Katt/  Hailof 
To  tell  him  her  mind  tbua  began  : 
,   •■  Oct)  :  Mlater  Barney, 
IToae  at  yoor  carney  : 
Handa  off '  and  don't  >>•  as  free  } 
Ton'Ta  been  with  tbe  girla. 
Ton  (  laafta  -tMo  t  ella. 
And  tbe  davtl  may  have  yon  for  me.  HIeter  Barney.  " 

Mlatac  Barney,  who  little  thoaght  thae  to  be  need, 
llade  an  oath  that  bla  honor  and  word  aha  abaaed. 

And  eonid  abe  be  Bbelah  Megan  T 
Then  mnniug  t«  ktaa  her— Slie  cried  :  "  if  yon'ra  wlae, 
Don'*  toBCb  me  !  or.  Barney.  I'll  acratok  eat  jaur  eye*— 
I  know  you're  a  yiia  wicked  man  :  i 
Sa.  If  laUr  Batoey. 
None  of  year  carney  ; 
Banda  oB '  and  don't  be  ao  free  : 
.  ,.'-  VatfUra-bma  wMb  tke  glria, 
Tonr  baby-fica  telle. 
And  the  derll  may  have  yuo  for  me,  Mlater  Bamay.  " 

Hlater  Barney  then  pulled  nnt  a  bit  of  a  rope. 
And  t^d  her  :  "Jbat  (■  yce  be  had  uoiblag  to  hofe, 

Brd  bang  up  fur  Bbelah  McRau.  " 
Bat  Bhelab.  grevn  ao4ter.  hi*  pnrpoaa  to  cheek. 
Cried  :   ■  Mo  V  If  yoa  hang,  tat  it  be  roand  aa/ a««k 
Thongh.  Barney,  arn't  yoa  a  aad  aaaa  t  e    '  •  :      - 
Ocb'  Mlatar  Barney. 

Pretty- raced' Barney.  .  , 

Aad  te  U  the  ring  there  I  aa«  f 
We'll  ride  la  tbe  noddy 
To  father  O'Toddy. 
Aad  BUrrted— och  '  no,  we  won't  be— Mlatar  BaOMy  i ' 


~»^t-^ 


I  Thought  this  Heart  Conaoming  Lay. 

I  thauj{ht  thia  heart  eonsamiag  lay    '.  •'    ' 

On  Cupid'a  burnint;  alirina  ; 
I  thought  be  atole  thy  heart  away, 

And  plaaed  it  near  to  mina. 

I  aaw  thy  heart  begin  to  malt. 

Like  ioe  before  tbe  ana. 
Till  both  a  ^low  congenial  felt. 

And  mingled  into  one. 


Take,  Oh  I  Take  My  Fears  Awaj- 

Wh^ch  thy  cold  diaJain  baa  'brad  : 
And  grant  me  one  auapicioua  ray, 
Fnm  tlMMPorn  of  beauti 

But  tMuillint;  beama 

Laat  Hfil  by  beauty  ali 

SflMai,  oh  t 'append  tlioae  01 
Whfcli  thf  enowy  boaom  gi 

WWre  love  m  qilk  and  roM  ' 
PUad  witk  Jfitre  of  thy  A 
'    Bft  let,lii«e  thaw  '«in  i 
Do  on  lliaga  frosen  mou^ 


> 


4 


i 


Oan  Wealth  or  Friends  Thy  ^oaat  Incline  t 


Can  «»fTni  orfyteoda  tby  heart  IMlte 

To  acorn  niy  bnmbte  lot  T 
And  ««n  tbj  ptumita  to  >r  r"''HI 
Be  e'er  forgot  t 


^.»,\ 


■"  '.••■*fS! 


If  rity  In  thy  boaom  dwell. 

My  feare.  my  gentle  feara  diapal  1 

Forget  me  not  1, 
Vor.  my  life  woaKTwaAa  lb 'gTler  tweet  salt  * 
Like  wounded  flowrrta .  droop  and  fade  : 
Forget  me  not,  my  charming  maid  !  . 

How  oft  to  meet  thre  In  the  grove, 

At  eve  I've  left  my  cot  ' 
Wlien  every  word  and  look  waa  lOTa, 

And  every  thongbt ! 
Thou  bad'at  me  thy  fond  vowa  believe  1 

And  cau'at  tbon  my  fond  bopae  deceive  T 

Deceive  me  not  I 
For.  my  life  would  waafe  la  grief,  aweet  auld  I 
Like  wounded  flowrete  dro  >p  and  fade  : 
Deceive  me  not,  my  charming  maid  I 

When  Wearied  Wnetdiet  Sink  tO'  Sleep. 

When  weiriad  wretohaa  aink  to  aleap. 

How  baavenly  aoft  ibair  alunbera  Ua  I 
now  awaet  ia  death  to  thoaa  who  wtfp. 

To  thoaa  who  we«p,  and  fang  to  dia  I 

Baw  you  the  aoft  ani  graaay  bad. 

Where  flowreta  dgak  tba  graaa  aarth'e  braaatt 
Tie  there  I  with  to  lay  my  Mad, 

'Tie  there  I  wiah  to  alaap  at  Nit  t 

Oh  1  let  not  teara  embalm  mj  tomb. 
None  but  the  dewa  by  twilight  given  I 

Oh  !  let  not  aigha  diaturb  the  gloom. 

None  but  tha  wluapering  wiuda  of  faaavaa 


Tbe  roee  of  the  valley  a  trntb  can  impart. 
By  tha  roae  of  tha  valley  I  picture  my  lirari  1 
'J  he  aun  of  eontrnt  cheered  tbe  moru  of  lia  bi'tk, 
fiyilfiioaaaca  ia"<h#ed  a  beavaa  oa  aarth  ; 
4Wl  Vlrta«aH4  Peaee  )eft  tile  ap«t  «All-a-daf  * 
Aad  the  roae  of  tba  valley  it  withered  away  ! 


-Mo|fy  Adaix. 


VkM^  aU  tha  voaid  to  me  T 

Deaeraand  boat 
lEagfy  weat  ga  with  mi 

to  Dnadee  tatt  t 
Vfkaia  It  waa  llnaiog  Nad 
#BVa  ber  a  Hbl><«  red 
Vor^wbicb  I  bfoka  bla  kaad— 
(  AlA  Foa  )  Koggr  adalr  1^  . 

Who  made  the  aaueepan  abtne  t 
Moitgy  Adair! 

Who  boiled  nice  dumallue  uiue  t 
If  eagy  Adal>  i  - 

Vbo.  wlien  fbey  all  ware  Aputk 

Secan^  t  dldoT  ran. 

■at  'em  np  every  one  t 

(QB!oa«U.i 


But  now  tboa'it  cold  to  aae. 

Falee  I  deelara  ! 
ZiCft  me  for  Timothy. 

At  tbe  Browa  Bear ! 
Vf^w  to  my  gartere  twined 
I'll  dangle  in  tbe  wind  ; 

Oh  ' no  '  I'll  change  my  1 

(  So  A  no  VOB  )    Moggy  Adair  I 


The  Cottage  of  Joy. 

Air  :  Tba  Valley  balow. 


The  Boast-Beef  of  Old  England. 

When  nighty  reaat-beef  waa  the  Engllabman'a  food. 

It  ennobled  onr  veiiit   and  enriched  onr  blood  ; 

Oor  aoidiera  were  brave,  and  onr  conrtlara  wara  good  : 

Ob  '  tbe  roaat-)«ef  of  Eugiand  ! 

And,  Ob  '  the  on  Kugliak  ioaat«be«(  ^. 

Bnt  ainee  we  have  learn*  from  all-eenqaering  Vraaea 

To  rat  their  naonte.  aa  well  aa  to  danee. 

We're  fad  up  with  ootbliig— bat  v»1q  complaiaaoee. 

Ob  '  ibe  roaat-beci;  ke. 

Oar  fatbera  of  old  were  mbiut  atont  and  atrong. 
And  kept  open  houae  with  good  cheer  all  day  long  : 
Wbiab  aaade  tike  rtaaay  leoaata.  rejaiaa  In  tbl»  asag  I 

OU  :  tbe  roaat-beet  ko. 

Bnt  now  woafa  difladled  to-     Ohai  ahil^T  aaftie  T 

A  sneaking  poor  race,  half  begotten and  tame, 

Vlho  tally  thoaa  bouora  that  once  abone  in  taiue. 

Ob  1  the  roaat-beet  ka 

When  good  Qneen  Elizabeth  aat  on  tba  ihreaa. 
Ere  coffi^e,  or  tea,  or  auch  allp-alopa  were  known  : 
Tberworld  waa  la  terror,  if  e'er  abe  did  frown, 

Ob  !  tba  (oaa^baat  ka. 

In  thote  daya,  if  fleete  did  preanme  on  tbe  mala. 
They  aeldoiu  or  uever  returned  baek  again  : 
Aa  altaeaa  the  vanntlng  Armada  <4  8|iatai— 

Ohi  tbe  roaat-baa(  ka. 

Oh  !  then  they  had  courage  te  eat  and  to  flghi 
And  when  wronga  were  a  ooo^iug.  to  do  tbemeelvea  4gkt  1 
Bat  BOW  we're  a  pack  of— I  oould— but  good  night '.  I 

Oh  '.  the  roaat-baa(  ka. 


Tht  Bote  of  the  Valley. 


The  roae  of  the  valley  In  apriag-tlme  waa  ga^,        1      . 

The  roae  of  tbe  v.iiey  it  wltb^TMl  away  i  -'■■'  "■ 

Tha  awaiua  all  admired  It.  lie  praleea  repeal. 

An  eii'blem  of  vir  ne.  ao  timpla  and  aweel— 

Bat  the  bligbtmarred  the  bl<  aaom  and  aeoa, waU.«-day ! 

The  roea  of  the  valley  it  withered  away. 


Though  grandeur  and  wrallb  are  my  lot, 

Ana  Poriune  ou  me  delgna  to  tinlla, 
My  prldu  le  ibe  maid  of  the  cot, 

Wbcae  heart  la  a  atranger  tognlla  :    . 
■b«'a  para  aa  tba  dew-drop  or  anaw. 

Mo  vicea  ber  cbarma  e'er  deatroy  ; 
B<*r  breaat  la  foreakea  by  Woe— 

For,  abe  Uvea  lu  tbe  cottage  ottof, 

Ber  ttatlon'a  ln(ar(or  to  mine, 

Tet  ber  virtue  I'M  never  betray  i 
But  lead  her  to  tbvt  happy  abriue 

To  wkleb  Cupid  dlctaiea  tlia  way. 
United  all  aoaup  I'll  derlda, 

And  with  her  my  aW'  et  honrt  employ- 
Then  naught  ahall  I  covet  beelde, 

Blcet  with  ber  and  tbe  cottage  of  Joy. 


With  this  Beward  in  View, 
What   Manly   Bosom   Feari  1 

Ah  '.  when  eafe  at  home  arrived  at  laat,  * 

Where  oft  the  hitld  yon  love  baa  heaved  tha  aaatat  algk 

She  fondly  beara  your  tale  of  daugara  paat  : 
How  aweet  to  kiaa  tbe  tear  from  iMauty'a  eye  ! 

With  (bia  reward  In  view,  what  uiauly  boaom  feara 
To  brave  tbe  variuna  wer  wbich  akiea  and  watara  wage  1 

Tbe  wtBiU  tbe  thuuder'e  roar,  nnn^ovea.  be  haara^ 
While  future  caima  of  love  bla  bopee  engage. 

Beauty  then  aball  bead  at  mirtb'a  gay  ahriaa. 
Shall  ball  tba  featlve  honr,  and  ujuck  her  load  alarma  : 

Tour  bihaper,  ee  the  Alia  the  uectared  wine, 
Becouiea  tin  happy  mirror  of  her  cbama. 

Wiih  tbia  reward  la  Tlaw,  ka,  . 


IsabeL 


ilaA. 


Ia  yenth  wkea  love  aaaailad  my  i 

My  trantporta  none  oan  tell, 
Till  riper  yt-ara  to  ma  conaignad  [ 

The  luv«ly  la^bal. 

Ifor  can  Hay  morn  aneh  eharma  diioloeg^ 
When  birda  their  niatina  ewdl, 

Qr  nigbl't  tear,  epark ling  on  the  roaa^ 
Compare  with  ItabeL 

■ti  i>i  ^ 

Fly  to  My  Arau. 


Fly  to  my  arma.  my  dearett,  fly. 
And  leave  tbe  world  behind  tke«  1 

Fly  to  my  arma. 

With  all  thy  ebaraa 
And  Booght  of  ill  aball  ilud  theau 

Fly  te  tbe  breaat  that  tbroba  for 
And  throw  tby  feara  awey,  love  s 

Fly  to  my  breaat. 

And  ou  It  rett, 
Baeara  by  nlgbt  and  day,  lovck 

Fly  from  tbe  town  and  aeenea  ef — 
Aad  peace  eliall  bovar  round  Ikaa : 

Fly  to  my  heart.  ..^... 

And  Sorrow'a  dart 
■baU  aever,  never  aoand  tiMa. 


^.. 


f  i^' 


.^^^.»-»- 


xr.i.'ijjr 


^"'sr* 


J.:..^: 


"m^: 


THJ 


kT^vj^XtiTiTiM  j 


?tijaVUXAL^ 


I 


Far  in  Ton  Dale  Btaadt  Ky  Lowl^  Cot 


Air  :  Far  orer  LuiiL 


oa 


Far  in  jon  dal«  itsnd*  my  Inwly  enC^ 
Wb«r«  th«  fotidiry  round  ii  wreathing  : 

Wbera  tha  woodbina  fair  doth  wantonly  aport; 
And  roaea — ^ftttgranee  breathing. 

And  in  t)iat  oot— blaat  clytian  ipot  I 
My  Sally  dwalli,  hearen'a  fnireak 

In  kHmbU  lot,  to  prida  forgot. 
In  rustio  aimpla  obarma  arnytdt. 

Fainly  wonid  I  raai^n  all  wealth,    ^ 

If  bleat  with  lo-rely  Sally, 
To  liv*.  amid  content  ami  health,  ' 

In  yonder  peaceful  Talley. 


■41 , 


m^-*%—m 


Liborty  Tree. 


In  a  chariot  of  light  from  tha  raglona  of  di9« 

The  Ooddeu  or  Liberty  cam*  -. 
Tan  tbonaaod  celestial*  directed  the  war>    • 

Aad  hither  eoadtictrd  the  Dime. 
A  hir  budding  branch,  from  the  gtrdena  abffra 

Where  milliont  with  rallltoiis  iKree. 
8b^  brouglit  til  ber  btnd  »■  a  pledge  of  bar  lora. 

And  the  plant  ebe  named  :  Liberty  Tree.* 

The  eeleatial  esotio  almek  dnep  in  the  groand  ; 

Like  a  native  it  flourifilied  aud  bore  ; 
The  fkme  of  it*  fruit  drew  tlie  Natlona  aroB&d, 

To  seek  oat  Ita  p°aceal'l«  shore. 
Unmtudful  of  Damra  or  distinctions,  thpy  came  ; 

For.  Freefnan  like  brotbera  agree  : 
With  one  spirit  enJiiod,  they  one  friendship  porsoaA' 

Aud  their  temple  was  :  Liberty  Tree. 

Bamaath  this  ihlr  tree,  like  tba  patriarchs  of  old. 

Their  bread  in  cnntentmciit  tbey  fat. 
Unvezed  with  tlie  tronbirs  of  silver  and  gold, 

Tbe  eares^f  the  grand  and  tb«  i?reat  ; 
Then  let  OS  all  >oln  III  the  glorious  cans*  : 

From  all  trait'rous  thouRlita  let  oa  flee  ; 
United,  we'll  give  one  Inail  ohout  of  applanso,  ;. 

IB  extolling  tbe  Liberty  Tree. 


Lore  if  not  Joy,  Sweet  Maid. 

t 

Wherefore,  tweet  maid,  sigh  yon  ao  ? 

Why  doea  yuur  soft  cheek  fade  1 
la  it  for  loTa  ?— Is  it  for  woe  ? 

Lore  !a  not  joy,  sweet  maid.  '. 

What  has  he  for  whom  you  aigb. 

That  is  not  also  mine  ?  •■     -      • 

A  boaom  where  you'll  aafely  ]i«,         '  ^      . 

A  heart — but  thot  is  thio«.  "     ", 

'  ^■,   ■■  ■ '  ■     ■  *■  '■■■ . ,  * 
Therefore,  sweet  maid,  aigh  not  ■•, 

Vor  let  your  aoft  cbaek  fade  ; 
Prithaa  then,  lore,  no  more  tor  wwa. 

But  lore  f»r  joy,  swaet  maid.  .    .^ 

Cknne,  Liften,  and  Langh  at  the  ^mea 


Oome.  listen,  and  langh  at  the  tlmea. 

Since  folly  was  never  so  ripe  : 
For.  every  man  langha  at  those  rhjiuMl', 

That  give  bla  own  follies  a  wipe. 
We  live  in  a  kind  of  disgniae  : 

We  flatter,  we  lie.  and  protest,    r  .v 
While  each  of  ns  nrtfnily  triea 

Ob  othare  to  Cutan  the  Jeat. 


Was  eTer  a  man  ao  bewildered  as  ■•« 

By  abaence  so  mnck  ovpitaken  f 
Asleep  or  awal<e  ar  wbararer  I  ba  ~ 

By  sense   cmMnon  ■aoee.  qnita  foreakaa  f  »W. 
If  asked  tUaor  that  or  the  time  of  tbedar,      ^       ' 

I'm  tlie  syort  oTtbo  atapid  ad  witty  :  '4 

Such  (gMvytai  give.  iieiuM  eartulij  to  asy    .-/r  ■:' 

To  a  minnte  :    ■  'tis  Just  blue-e ^  ed  Kitty.  "     « 

At  home  or  abroad  or  wken  waklog  or  sttlV  * 

I'm  liiii^iirt  tiinT  not  what  I'bi  after  ;  -  .7 

In  tbe  park  oc.«b«  playhonse  e'en  go  wbara  i  Mil, 

Am  tmly  an  object  of  langhter. 
Nay.  can  yon  believe  it  t  last  Sunday.  %t  church, 

Tbe  folks  suook  their  beads  out  of  ]ilty  : 
At  paaliu  time.  I  own   i  wM  so  in  tbe  loreb. 

That  I  sung  out :  -'  Oh  1  aweet  blae-eyed  Kitty.  " 

Eat  the  worst  thing  of  all  at  a  dlaner  bcfel ; 

From  laoolijug  e'en  now  I'm  scarce  able  ;~ 
For,  wJtMMli^y  cal1«d  Kitty  the  poor  servant  flrl, 

I  a^K^n  the  things  on  the  table. 
Tbeu  one  day   iike  a  boohy.  wbeu  arked  bjr  a  (rfend 

To  buy  a  few  mnelral  ditties  : 

Mot  meaning  my  qmstiew  tba  least  in  oflrad, 
leaked:  "  if  they  suld  blue-eyed  Kittys,  t 


i»-HM-i 


'  v 


-./^ 


The  Tlrgln.  when  flrat  ske  It  woead,     i-  • .  ■:  y. 

Betnrns  every  sitth  with  disdain  :       .,   .    . 
And  while  by  her  lover  pnrsned.  ':    '' 

Can  laugh  at  his  folly  and  pain.  •  ^  :  ^ '' 

But  when  from  her  ionoeeiioe  won.         iz\   :'  i 

And  doomed  for  ber  virtue  to  BU>vn  t 
When  she  finds  beraelf  lr>st  and  nndone  ■■ 

He  laughs  (  thotigii  nojutt )  1b  tall  tai&    : 

The  foola,  who  at  law  do  contend. 

Can  laugi  at  each  other's  dieireiia.     :'^"'  • 
anAwfelle  the  dire  suit  does  depend. 

Me'ar  think  how  tbeir  aabstaoce  growa  laM  i 
Till  hampered  by  t«9loiis  e^Xbce, 

AUko'  t«  eompoand  tbey  ate  loth. 
Tboy'It  AM.  wken  reetdreA  M  tkeir  MUtb     ^ ' 

Tka  Uwyara  alt  laughlag  at  both. 

Bnt  wMla  'wo  parwoiva  it  tba  tsshtoa         "V 

For  aafik  fool  to  langk  at  tba  otber, 
Lot  us  atrlra  wltb  a  geoerotta  eoa^paaalo^. 

ToaotTMt.  not  contemn,  one^snottaar.      ■¥' 
Wk  ■>  iBVi  •»»•  foinea  to  Mda, 

WbMb.  known,  would  dishonor  the  baalt  . 
Ad4  Mfe.  wben  tte  U|orM«bl»  t«ied.         'W 

Lika  f^leudtkip,  will  aaam  bnt  a  jeft. 


.W 


^  »•■  mm 


-^I'A 


A  young  lady  adTartikaa  ttf  t«a«h'"  vwoii  ringiag. 


Constant  will  I  Prove  to  Her 
Tf  I  I«ove  10  Dearly,      ii;  :. 

Tbe  moon  Iter  tranquil  conrte  baa  ma. 
While  fairy  stars  attend  her  ; 

Now  brii^litly  b<-am8  tlie  morning  son, 
In  rich  and  golden  splendor. 

Tliey  aU  are  bright,  they  all  are  feir, 
Wliicli  heaven  displays  an  elieerly  ;    ' 

Yet,  not  can  heaven  itself  ooiu  pant 
Will)  her  I  love  bu  dearly. 

Iler  eyes  tlinn  moriring  sun  more  bright, 
Across  the  landscape  starting  : 

Her  mind  more  tr;inq<ii!  than  the  light 
From  star  or  mooubeacu  darling  : 

Yes,  a!!  ie  bri^ht  in  lier  we  lore. 

When  livving  eo  sincerely  :  ,:,    ,  .■ 

And  all  at  eonttant  wilf  1  proTS  ■' 
To  ber  I  lore  to  dearly. 

^  ■■■  ^1 

The  Baby's  Hushabye. 


ababy  wnndered  from  his  home,  ■■.^\ 
When  day  was  gently  breuklng|'- 

Lnrg  did  the  pretty  infant  roaai.< 
Each  sample  «ild  flower  seekirf  : 

But  nlput  came  ou,  tbe  dreary  aky. 

Tbe  wlBd  an  bleaii>  tho  leBaeeao  dry,-'  - 

Snug  tbe  poor  Baby's  Huahabye  ! 

The  frantic  mother  sought  her  chllS,  ~ 

While  tba  cbtli  rmin  was  falUtig:         -   .^ 
Ita  lisplug  voice.  Its  features  mild 

At  tfverrblAst  reealling  :  •  'I 

She  we|it  and  with  a  faesrifelt  sigh. 
Fell  on  a  greeu  turf  tbst  was  nigh.         '  ^ 
Eoaomed  Iter  poor  Baby'a  Hoahaby*  V  !■'-' 

The  baby,  near  her  ilnmberltig.  weka. 
Like  some  eweet  dp'-ning  blossom  : 

Thao  tbrongb  the  spieadiug  braucbaa 
Aud  leaped- jnpoQi  her  boaoiti  ! 

The  mother  give  a  piercing  cry. 

Wiped  every  rain-dreiielied  garment  dry, 

Kamn>ed  her  poor  Baby's  Hnslntbya  ! 


Good  Hatbands  Come  Hot  Evttj  Day. 

Tb«  unn  that  loves  me  for  myself, 

And  nobly  ^CQrna.  the  lura  of  pelf :       ,  ,  ,,_^.,  {  ,..■ 

To  Itim  my  ^fnd  I'll  gire  for  life,         ' .,'    ..     - 

And  change  tbe  maiden  for  the  wife  1 

For,  thie,  dear  girla,  I'm  botind  to  aay  ; 

"  Good  huabaods  come  not  every  day.  **       ^  . 

Tbe  fop  that  rune  fromjair  to  fair,  '  -' 

Some  tell-tale  nooaenae  to  declare. 
With  proud  contempt  should  treated  ba  ( 
Ob  I  gi«e  me  hint  that  lovea  l>tit  me  I 

For,  tbiti  dear  firia,  Aa. 

Sweet  maidat  b«waf«  !  aad  take  adwioa : 
'  Be  iwA  too  forward,  eool,  nor  nioe  ;     - 

Wbea  worth  and  boaer  foraa  tii^MOam^f-      -"  7 
4U#tire  and  chain  hiiu  while  you  otn  ! 

-.  .       —  ■    jFofc  Ahia,  dear-girla  Ae. 


ihn  GroQsa  and  Kolly. 


-:rfT 


*-tr- 


Come  all,  you  young  and  frolicsome  Ibrei'a, 

Listen  awhiU  unto  luy  rliiiit«  : 
Tie  of  two  aweethearts  younsr  and  tender, 

Who  Were  cut  off  all  in  their  prime. 

j  I  Fol  da  riddle. 

Holly  nimipUn  waa  a  Tinq^in  tma, 

Lived  Qouk  in  a  great  family  : 
One  eye  wae  black,  and  the  other  bhi^'' 
She  wnt  very  fat,  and  four  feet  highu 

John  Gmtiae  he  waa  a  gardener,  .-^ .' 

Healthy  he  waa  with  manly  toil :  '  ; 

Cabbage  be  sold,  and  for  dinner. 
Plenty  ialw»yt  cut  to  boil 

One  nislik.  he  went  to  aee  his  Molly, 

His  little  do(r  barked  very  loud  : 
For,  the  night  waa  dark  and  melaneholy. 

And  tbe  moon  had  aLd  behind  a  elood. 

lit  homeland  trembling  by  the  fire, 

(  Mudh  did  she  wonder  and  admire 
WiiaC  John  the  gnrd'-ner  could  be  at,) 

The  lotely  Molly  Duuipling  aat. 

Tliat  nieht,  aa  she  lay  in  her  bed. 
Her  nli^mber  door  flew  open  wtd*^ 

When  tlie  gardenrr'a  plioet  popped  in  bit 
With  hit  little  do^  troltiag  by  Lie  aide. 

Tall  at  A  may-pole  wat  hit  tize^  , 

Green,  green  hit  waittcoai  wat  at  laeka  : 

Bed,  red  at  beet-root  were  hie  e^ee, 

And  t>ale  at  turnips  were  bit  cheehi|  ,..^    ., 

Boon  at  lier  tme-love  she  etpied. 
Poor  Molly  Dumpling  faintly  said  : 

"  What  would  niy  Johnny  ?  " — he  replied  :  ^' 
"  Oh  I  Molly  Dumpling,  I  am  dead  1 

In  the  flower  of  my  youth  I  fell  :  ,   .i;j^,>| 

(  He  apuke  in  a  most  dismal  aonnd  ) 

I  was  not  tick,  bnt  in  a  well 

I  tumbled  baokwnrda,  and  waa  drowned.  " 

So  fls  Bite  heard  ber  tme-loTe  tpeak, 

She  cinsped  her  handt,  jnmped  out  of  bed  : 

She  aqtieaked  and  squalled  I  (Ah  !  how  shebawiad!) 
She  shut  her  moutli,  and  she  dropped  dead. 

M  m  m    

Ho  One  to  Drink— Ho  One  to  Smoka. 

Written  and  sung  by  Billy  Cotton. 

Air:  DrlTen  fromHonMk  <-  -  ^ 


Ko  one  to  drink — no  one  to  smoke. 

Except  an  odd  bnmaier.  or  else  an  eld  moke  i  -  '    '^^  rt 

Aud  if  yoa  get  druiik,  you  mast  do  it  alone  : 

For,  In  your  drowsiness  you're  ••  snug  as  «  Kdi^  i 

No  watebiian's  voice  (  or  cod-liver  oil  )  v 

Hakes  yon  k«joiee  or  your  cares  begnila.  .'  :  *r'.  j 

No  ooeto  drink— no  oBO  t«>  autoke. 

Except  an  old  bnmmer,  or  else  an  old  moke. 

No  one  to  drink,  fee. 

No  one  to  dance  with,  or  to  theatre  go. 
Except  ttaSrf  old  bum  who  sticks  to  yon  so  ;  , 

And  if  you, feel  siM.  and  go  there  sldne.  ^ 

Ton  feel  Just  as  If  yoti'd  have  sooner  stayed  boaaa*^-^ 
No  gentle  voioe.  no  loving  smile.  "^ 

Hake  yon  reMce,  except  yon  have  a  "  pile.  " 

If  o  gentle  veiee.  Ae. 


She  Drinks  too  Hoeh. 

;  by  Billy  Cotton,  wltb  great 


■—t-siss- 


t"- 


■a  iHi  9m 


TrTTata  T.'i"!^ 


A  — «T»tiBf  ^-muaUtd  pkater. 


Vow,  White  folks,  here's  a  aong  for  yea  i     . 

It  may  ba  old  and  it  may  be  new  ; 

Bnt  die  I'll  say  wid  a  right  good  will : 

I  learnt  it  from  black  0aela  Bill.  ^^ 

Clfoina  :    Den  t>«ar  a  hand  for  /eraey  Wt\^    ' 
He's  dead  in  Inb  wid  Haoey  4M$  » 
Sbe'a  a  dark^eyed  gal.  bnt  die  14eas, 
She  drinka  too  much  good  lagst  Mai. 

Vow  jjifsey  Bill's  a  gallant  nig. 
He  danees  de  square-toed  fktaey  Jig  ; 
HiB  heats  stick  ost  like  a  jay-btrd'a  wtcg. 
And  dis  is  <le  song  dat  be  need  to  aing  : 

Deu  bear  a  band,  feSk 

Now  if  I  bad  a  banjoe  dat  wouldn't  go, 

Wid  %  com-atalk  fiddle  and  a  aboe-atrlng  bow,'  •> 

I'd  pity  away  wid  all  my  might, 

And  throw  myself  clean  oat  ob  sight. 

I>en  bear  a  hand,  te 


A  vaiy  BnaatMbaloiy  aort  of  bread— tbe  re  U  of  ftaie. 


.J^ 


.^Sa. 
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The  Nose  out  of  Joint,  and  I  Knows  it 


Old  Farmer  Flail  dwelt  down  in  the  dale,  the  harniMt 

fellow  ill  llfi  I 
For.  be  ftrmly  belleTod.  nntll  deoeWstl.  lie  was  it^sriy 

beloved  br  hie  wife  ; 
He  laid  to  the  rakUh  joaug  Sqair*  Cbaff :  *-  With  nt 

lovtiiK  a  wife  1  be  bleit. 
Tbat  no  otber  man,  eekk  liiin  «bere  yon  can   lo 

loTliig  a  wife  jet  poeeeaaed.  " 
Cboraa  :    Sa'd  the  Squire   with  a  grlu  : 
"  Tuu  may  be  taken  In 
If  I  luay  coma  to  tlie  point.         I       ' 
Love  oft  putt  *ncli  ebaiii  ou  : 
In  my  ••jr  lore"*  all  ii'>ininoii — 

LoTe'i  uoae  la  aoou  pat  out  uf  Jutot  " 

Then  the  farmer  did  lar  :  "  A  wairer  I'll  lay  tb*t  the 

nioiiiPiit  I  loee  my  breath, 
Bbe'll  drop  ber  liead   and  l>e  next  door  to  dead 

tUe  poor  wencli  will  eoon  (ret  to  (feath.  " 
-  Done  '  aald  the  Squire,  I'll  bet  yuii  a  »C"re  ;  ami 

Jiiot  f'tr  Joke's  aake  let's  try.  " 
-■  Bow  can  tbat  be  ?  "  a<ked  Flail—    Oli  '  t**j  eiiouKb— 

you,  farmer,  nm't  enm n  to  die.  '* 

Ukld  tbe  Squire,  Jto. 

The  matter  waa  aettled.  the  doctor  railed  in  frierda 

wt-re  teiit  for   and  i>  aile  a  iireat  rout  ; 
He  was  prononnred  dead  .  cai-es  and  winrs  npre* 

LAID  IN— and  of  course.  Fit'm>-r  Flail  vaa  laid  out. 
Dame  Flail  waa  tu«  yuauger  by  fir  ihaii  lier  »p<iiiae, 

anil  111  fnli  bloom  of  lier  cliarnia  -. 
Sqalre  Cbaff  presaed  a  wanu  klsi  on  lirr  halfwllllni; 

lips,  and  aoou  b^d  Ler  rla»p*-d  In  lil-*  anna. 
Said  tlie  Squlie,  kc. 

Said  Cbair :  "  it  ia  nseleas  tn  ertpTo  f  >r  tbe  dpad  yon 

s<-e  ailff  lie  Una  tliere  auil  aiiil.  " 
Said  sbe  :  "  I  don't  want  tbe  poor  old  hoy  li.ick    If  h» 

liss  left  me  all  rlKht  In  bla  «in.  " 
"  Oh  '.  yon're  rlgfit  <taoiigli.  said  the  sly  Squire  Cliail. 

the  force  of  :i<l  tbis  you  shall  see  : 
I'm  to  hftva  all  tbe  lands  and  iiio>  cy  hH°«  worth,  ai  d 

lie  bax  "illrd  voii  tn  me.  " 
Said  tbe  Squire,  tc. 

"  Vhat  la  to  b»,  will  be.  laid  the  dame  :  when  alive 

•  t  gave  him  all  hia  o«  u  way. 

Aud  if  tbe  old  man  Uai  willed  me  to  you   it's  my  dntv, 

of  cniirae   to  obey  : 
Bat.  tqnlre,  what  if  he  shonM  not  l<e  dn.id  ?  "  Said 

Cb  if :  -   I'll  that  f.ict  aoou  dlBcloae— 
Here  Ilea  a  sharp  kulfe.  and  ti  i>ro*e  there's  no  lif* 

aaya  Chuff  I'll  Ju't  cut  off  hia  nose.  " 
Said  the  Squire.  Ac. 

"  'Twill  diaflgnre  tbe  corpee   tbe  bland  dame  replkd  ; 

bnt  then,  iksIii.  I  cannot  tee 
Wb«a  one's  dead  and  can't  smell    1  m  eure  I  can't  tell 

what  use  for  a  nose  there  can  be  : 
Off  with  hie  nose.  Squire,  as  soon  as  you  nlraie  aud 

settle  at  oiiee  lliia  inaln  point.  " 
"  Ka7,  nay  '  cried  tbe  farmer.  stal-tlnK  b  >lt  np.  it'n  not 
my  noaa,  but  It'a  your  nose  out  of  Joint.  " 
Said  the  Squire,  Ac. 

Said  Flail  :  "  Sqalre.  take  her  I  wieh  yon  much  Joy  : 

I'll  take  a  iliff  rent  coursp- 
I'll  go  to  my  lawyer  Inatead  of  my  crate  and  str  uglitway 

sue  out  a  divorce. 
Sqvira  CbaA,  yon  have  chaffed  ma  clean  out  of  my 

love.  maA  your  Joke  nn'Ct  plainly  ^llOWS  it  : 
But  It  aifttmy  nose  that's  put  out  if  Joint,  it  bn  dame's 

uoie-aud  1  knows  It  '' 
Bald  tha  Sqalre.  Ao. 


The  Wishes. 


I  wish  then  wert  s'parlins  slreaia>       ' 

Aud  I  tbs  inilil  eve  a  balmy  air  : 
rd  e  'me  np  >n  the  moou'a  p4le  beaa. 
And  all  lUiit  H  pure,  and  all  ibut  s  tatt     .' 
\,.X  ^v   ill  thae   aweet  maid.  I'U  woo  : 
On  tliv  briKhl  brra'tt 
In  bias  I'd  reet 
There  tiiri.Ung  traua^orta  I'd  raaav. 
Hutu  tlie  dawu 
Of a'fl-eyeil  luorii 
'"*    arens'  d  me  with  lia  fragrant  dew. 
Were  I  a  tephyr  and  thou  a  xtrram 

Tby  day*  uhoiild  i>«  so  Si>  ooth  and  calm. 
That  Joy    like  moonlight*  brlghteat  lieam. 
Suuuld  lighten  thee  with  life'e  sweat  bala 

X  wish  I  were  an  odorans  flame. 

And  ihoa  my  lovely  angnl.  there. 
Ite  silver  ehrine   Its  orient  frame: 
How  aotm  sltoiild  every  eloowy  eara, 
like  uigiitly  vapors  flee  ! 

And  oh'   how  brii!ht  ^    , 

HhoQid  be  my  light, 
.   '"    While  biifniiig  trnderly  : 

Bow  shonld'at  tbon  prora 
My  heart's  wirm  love. 
IlMirae'l   svcet  maid.  In  thee  ' 
Warei  tbat  fluue  and  thon  Its  ahrlna, 

I'd  shed  such  wirm  t>«>aius  ronnd  tha% 
Ho  cankering  gloom,  no  damp  maliga       v 
Sbuald  e'er  my  love,  aairunnd  thMb     \', 

I  wish  Ihoa  wart  a  cowslip-bell. 
And  I  a  Utile  mnriniiriug  bea  : 

WItbiu  thy  fragrant  breaet  I'd  dwall. 
And  there,  as  Mpiu'r.  lictU  au«i  ftM, 


rd  balmy  kisaea  woo  t 

And  all  thadaj.        )>'; 
'Till  evening  gray. 
,    With  bliaaand  paaaion  trM^, 
Delight  lo  sip 
From  tby  fbir  lip 
The  rich  «-arm  bone>-daw. 
Ware  1  the  bee  and  thnn  the  flowar. 

I'd  aalae  ou  tbae  with  sweet  embraMb 
Ifor  leftve  thee  in  that  hllghtlog  bo«t 
Wbeu  (adea  thy  aweatueaa  aud  thy 

I  wl<h  T  were— «h  '.  none  of  theea  ! 
I  would  be  only  that  which  bast 
WoQid  win  thy  love,  and  give  ewsetaaa 

t»  mtu  aUa  '  that  knows  no  raat, 
Bot  still  feela  pain  for  tbaa  : 
One  wbo  would  gtva 
Ela  heart  to  lift 
Thus  happily  and  free. 
Stealing  bllaa 

III  every  klaa    ',.;■:   ;:         .;,''-  .  .. 
Of  paesion'a  nntiy. 
Oh  '.  were.hut  ailiie  anrta  raptarova  Jaf, 

Bach  day  aboaid  like  soma  happy 
Glide   free  from  sorrow  and  annoy, 
Adowu  llfe'a  tronhlous  stream  ! 


Drink,  Drink. 

Air  :  Dine  Bonnets. 


Drink,  drink,  'twill  (Irire  every  eara  mwmj  i 

Oo  it,  liiiie,  diink  jnur  wine,  spirit  or  portar  ; 
Drink,  drink,  tliia  ni):lit  aball  b«  paaaing  f^»J, 

Uluw  tlia  blue  Devila!  we'll  t:ive'«tu  no  quarter — 
Many  a  ban  la  spread 
Over  A  iiiortnl  a  ht-A<l  : 
Many  n  life  would  l>e  a  aod  atory, 
Where  nut  ita  woe  ami  gloom 
Cared  in  i  lie  jovial  room, 
By  antidotea  auob  ab  ilie  liquura  before  ye. 

CiiORUS. 

Drink,  drink,  'twill, drivi-  tvery  care  away  : 
Go  it.,  lada.  drink  your  wine,  apirit  or  porter  ; 
Drink,  lirink.  lliia  night  shall  l>e  paaaing  gny. 
Curse  tlie  Blue  Defila  !  we'll  give  'cut  no  quarter. 

Come  from  your  rpomi  where  the  windows 

Want  rWzins;, 
Come  from  your  atudna  wherein  the  winda  blow  I 
Come  to  ihe  tavern  where  the  a«a-«oal  la  bUsioj;, 
Aud  call  for  •  liottoiii,  a  Pint,  or  a  Go  : 
Good  liumor  aurruunding, 
BiimiMrs  aboanding, 
Stiek  to  your  irlassea.  we're  none  ol  ua  atAlten  : 
We'll  have  a  merry  ni(;lit, 
S«>on  put  old  care  to  flight. 
And  driTe  tbe  Blue  Devila  afar  from  thtaa  qnarten  ! 

Drink,  dnuk,  Ae. 


I  Oness  Toall  Be  There. 

Sang  by  Ur.  T.  Farrant— Worda  by  W.  H.  Oodftay. 
Made  at  Booaey  k  Co.,  Ho.  4  Bond  Street,  Hew-Tork. 


When  the  snn  hM  gone  down,  like  a  kio^te  hia  r«at. 
In  tlie  liriclit  paliiee-balla  of  the  far  gulden  w«at  : 
When  liis  Inat  f  idiiig  l>«ams  a«em  to  auiile  an  adieu 
To  the  flowers  all  beadini;  *nd  trerafiling  with  d«w — 
I've  a  secret  to  whisper  alone  in  your  enr. 
So  pure  Uiat  a  apirit  might  linger  to  car, 
]iy  ilie  lone  wiihrw  brook — but  liieed  not  say  where: 
For,  I  oueaa  you'll  reuiauibar,  and  surs  to  be  there. 

Whea  the  pale  stars  so  mystiaand  holy  arise. 
In  tlie  alienee  of  eve.  in  the  >leep  asure  akiee  : 
When  the  gletis  all  lie  hushed,  and  tbe  worM, 

love,  is  still. 
And  111*  ily  moon  is  peeping  just  oT«r  the  hill— 
Tli*-n  rein«mb<.-r  y»ur  promise,  tbe  last  time  we  met  : 
Ah  1  sure.  now.  dear  Katiy.  you  will  not  forget — 
By  the  lone  willow  bru-k — but  I  need  notsay  where  : 
For,  I  guess  you'll  remember,  and  aura  to  b«  there. 

If  p«?reli«noe,  aa  you  know.loTe,there's  many  a  slip^ 
At  i«»«t  I've  h.ard  auv — twixCthe  enp  and  the  lip — 
D^ar  old  Ornndniii  objeeta.  itt  a  Tery  grate  tone. 
To  yount;  ladlrS.wanJeiin^  by  mo0nli;:bt  alone  : 
Faith  !  f  hope  thai  Iter  leeture.  as  usual  will  elose, 
Ky  the  dear  oid  soul  lalliri;  into  a  swart  dose  : 
Then.  I'm  gupaain.'.dear  Katty.wiih  atep  lig(»t  aa  air, 
You'll  b«  lakioc  Freaeh  Uasa,  and  you'll  auraly 
"  be  then. 


^_  m  to  Mj  Love  Prove  Tme. 

Oh  t  Bo  I  though  rank  and  riches  sM| 

And  poor  and  liumble  he — 
I'll  na'er  prors  to  my  love  tinlrus, 

My  world — my  all  to  me  I  \.      , 

For,  oh  !  when  nil  the  world  desert. 

And  life'e  fnir  secnrs  ltow  dim. 
Then  is  the  time  a  wife  should  proTS     ^   • 
Tbe  world  ami  all  to  hini  I 

There'a  love,  and  friends,  and  kiodrad,  too, 

In  wetilork's  unity — 
And  still  I'll  t4i  my  love  prors  tme^ 
As  be  proved  true  to  me.  .t 

Around  the  hallowed  name  of  wife  j 

Glide  rapture,  truth,  and  liealtli—      ' '      '' 

Ili-r  breaet  your  pillow— ^rmwjour  home- 
lier arms  your  drsreat  wenlih  t 

Frien<ls  nmy  lietrsy — und  love  prove  fa  lee  ■ 
As  eloU'ls  appvar  in  view — 

Bui  let  fate  frown,  and  furtuiie  lower— *•;■.;,     .t 
Ywor  wife  will  aiiil  prove  true  " 

There'a  loTe,  Ac. 


With  their.  Poke  Ups,  and  their  Knock  JJpt. 

Written  aad  Song  by  Oaoaaa  LsTBOuaNS. 
Unsio  at  Boosey  A  Co.,  Mo.  4  Bond  Street.  New-Tork. 


Of  all  tlie  days  Uiat's  in  the  we<k.  tlisre's  ons  dsy. 

And  that's  the  dny  I  likr  al><>ve  tlicni  all  : 
Of  all  the  days  tliat'a  in  Ihu  week,  'tis  Sunday, 

When  ths  pretty  giris  come  out  ao  mee  mid  talL 
Willi  their  p<>k«  up  l>onii.-ts    oh  !  creniion  ! 

As  they  pass  you  I'y.  they  C'  ck  up  lli>-ir4-ye  ; 
I  know  they  d  like  to  have  noum  convcreattuB, 

But  the  iiitle  darlings  ort*  so  shy 

CUORUS. 

Wilh  their  poke  upe.  _  .  ■;  _  .   j 

And  their  knoc'k  upe. 

And  their  faney  little  silk  and  satin  cock  npa  ; 

Oh  !  my  !  oh  !  the  pretty  gir%  in  crinoline  for  me  I 

TIn-n  Working  nt  a  sewino-iuacliine 

For  fou' tccnpvnee  a  'lay. 
Don't  they  cut  a  shine  u|K>n  o  Sunday  I  J, 

Uh.  me!  olt.  my!  oh  I  for  the  ('rdty  girls  in  eimelim, 

I'd  throw  myself  away. 

I  ofiet\  take  a  slroH  by  the  windows. 

Where  tbe  dai  ling  denra  art-  employed  : 
I  never  aee  tlieiii  onee  out  nf  trinpir,  I 

At  nothing  th<-y  ev<-r  get  annoyi-d.  j 

They  go  to  wurk  at  nine  in  the  morning,  '      .( 

I'hey  puniali  the  niaoliine  all  the  <hiy  ; 
And  when  they  leiive  work  in  the  evening. 

To  tbis  ooucert  they  all  eiit  away. 

WiiU  their  poke  ups,  die. 

Now.  don't  they  out  a  shioe  upon  a  Sunday, 

With  their  sun-alimlvs  in  the  summer  tiiue  t 
Then  in  winter  lime.  kiiick>T-lio<ikeis, 

Out  of  this  I'm  sure  tht^y  tnke  the  shine. 
They  wear  boaavts  now  w<tliont  eintama. 

And  white  pearl  buttons  un  their  boots  ; 
Crinolines  don't  i;o  out  of  fashion. 

For,  they  stick  to  their  hoop-de-doodnm. 

Aud  their  poke  upe,  4e. 

Now,  I  wnnt  a  wife,  that's  eertain  ; 

A  maohinist  ia  the  girl  (or  me  ; 
So.  if  tht-re'a  any  h<  re  tliia  evening,  Vv 

Juai  let  her  aak  me  out  t<>  tea. 
Kuw  drop  me  o  line  tn>morrow, 

Ar.d  *tnt«  the  tuiie.when  nn<I  wbera 
You'll  find  I'm  there  to  my  promise  : 

For,  1  wouldn't  disappoiiil  llie  ladies  fair.  < 

With  titeir  poke  npa,  Aa 


Why  are  balloons  Ih  tbe  air  like  Tagranta  t 
Beoause  ibey  have  mo  TiaibU  means  of  support 


-I 


Who  to  My  Woonds  a  Balm  Adviae* 

Who  to  my  wounds  a  balm  adviaea.  -  .  .^ 
Qut  little  knows  what  I  endure—     -'^  , 

Tbe  patn-nl'a  pain  to  torture  risee. 
When  medreine's  ineii.  and  faila  t* 


What  «an  (he  wiaest  eouneel  teaeh  me, 
But  sad  rrniemliranee  of  my  prrief  ? 

Alaa  I  your  kindnees  nannut  rmefa  me. 
It  gives  but  words— I  aak  relief. 


THE  1S¥W  t^CTfiElPS  ^^fB?^ 


fs^ 


m 


461 


Money  Makes  the  Mare  to  Ga 

'"         Air  :  Ok>tiig  lo  Uarkat.     '■   ■":^':''. 


8in«e  m"n<y  makra  tli«  mar*  to  go,        *  ,^ 

An<i  nni  le  «li«»l  worth  plenty —       *'■'■' 
Hit  fortniip  jrniit  lie  left  nie  •11, 

S"i  richt-s  luck  lin«  seiit  me. 
Drtariniued  Jiut,  like  iiiuiil  fMt  nMib  n.    ~ 

To  ■quitiulcr  all  tliit  treuiura,     ....:.  ,1^   /^ 
Tu  great  adrantagc  111  invest    ,■    .  ./ 

TLia  luoney  at  my  pleacure. 

Suoe  uunej  makM,  fto. 
A'dTertiaenifntt  I  aaw.  one  <i«y,     ....       ...';, 

Tlirougli  looking  at  the  paper: 
Five  hiindrol  pouiulu  were  wauted  b*d 

To  help  an  lioneat  draper 
▲»'!  tea  |>er  oeat  wa*  irnarantead  ' 

I  lent  it  bim  with  pleaaure— > 
In  three  iiiodIIi*  nfterwarda  h*  ainaahad  : 

80  away  w«ni.  ah  thie  tieasiir*. 

Since  uiuaej  oukaa,  Ao. 
I  alio  uw.  in  i;reat  <.)ii<trrBt.  , 

A  famons  eon]-niin<   piirty  :      ~"  • 
To  onrry  on  thii  Jirge  nffair. 

I  l«nt  lay  tiB  riisht  h*arty.        "■""  ■■  -'* 
To  thriw  ten  thoue:iii<l  p  >unda  io'thu 

i  f<'lt  It  quite  a  pitaei.rts  : 
But  i  s^rieve  to  any  tli«  pit  fell  in, 

And  galped  down  all  this  treaaura^ 

Sine*  luoiiej  makes,  fte. 
I  baeked  a  hill,  <  I.,  ui  her  day, 

To  do  n  fileiiO  «  luTor — 
Five  hiin'lred  pounda.  aome  sliilliDgs  odd, 

T\iia  hill  <iy  atrongly  aavnur. 
My  UDflle'a  tin  had  vaaikned  loa:*  ; 

The  hill,  when  doe,  tliey  sent  me  : 
My  Iriend  lia<i  cot,  I  oonid  not  pay- 
So  to  lliubo  tUtty  did  send  me. 

iSiooe  luoiiay  makca,  Ao. 

ITow  all  yon  bladea  witii  lota  of  tin. 

Who  will  Mva  about  with  pleaaara, 
B*-m<-mber  he'a  tha  bap|M«at  man. 

Who  wisely  spends  hia  treasure. 
And  iiiur    ra«,  wlint  T  say  ia  true  : 

'I'ia  he  »od  only  he,  aire  I  '    _ 

W!io  wisely  sticlcH  to  number  one. 

Will  indepeoiiaiit  be.  sirs  t 

Since  money  makei,  At. 

The  Oirl  I  Met  on  the  Viaduct 

New  KsrratlTe  Cumle  8<>ng— Air  .  I'll  never  do  ao  acaln. 


il  c 


They're  done  nwny  witb  oU  Holbora-Hill 

Down  whieh  ihe  buas<4  aiid  : 
Fur.  ihey^  built  n  vinduet  with  akill. 

And  it*Aiii;b  tini''  they  did. 
Well,  on  that  new  Cuy  tborough&re 

A  eharinin;;  girl  I  met  : 
Her  (catares  fuir,  and  Koldea  hair 
I  never  ahall  ff>ri^et. 
Chorus  :     Ibe  girl  I  met  on  Ihe  Tfa^oot, 
Her  name  waa  Angelina  ; 
That  cirl  I  niet  on  the  viaduct 
Was  the  faireat  ever  aeen. 

She  wns  bayini;  one  of  those  Cbineae  rings 

Th-y  aril  ahont  the  street  ; 
I  happrned  to  suy  .   "  They're  euHona  things.  ' 

'■  S'>  they  are,  fir,  "  the  answered  sweet. 
So  we  into  oonveraation  got. 

AntI  I  so'in  found  ont  h<T  name. 
And  in  my  bosom  for  tbia  belle 

Aroao  au  urdeiit  flaina.  ... 

Clr>*e  by  the  viadnet,  at  night, 

M^  AngeFIne  I'd  meet  ; 
I  aay  iiiiiie,  allh  •'  that's  not  right  : 

Fur.  her  I  shall  never  get — 
For.  I've  been  s<frved  out  as  many* 

Haa  l>een  served  out  before  i 
She  only  la  d  for  me  a  trap. 

And  has  left  me  to  deplorst    ,  /'. 

A  eky  hobby  he  eot  me  out 

With  hia  regulation  bettid  ; 
One  Sanilay,  off  duty,  he  walked  her  •! 

And  they've  iiev,^  sinee  appeared. 
Now  1  hate  tlie  eit(ht  of  iiiat  visdufl^ 

And  I  aliiioat  earse  the  day 
I  met  that  girl  on  (be  viaduct, 

WikO  baa  vanished  far  away. 


-! 


I  Rail  not  at  Love. 


I  rail  not  at  love,  nor  dear  women's  bright  eyes  , 
I  ehide  not  the  lover,  nor  soft  breafhmg  sighs  : 
For.  loVe  often  lightens  the  heart  df  it<i  care  ; 
Yet  t»v«  will  entan}:)e.  enalave.  and  cnanate. 
For.  luve  lice  before  as  from  eyes  beaming  bright. 
All  dazzlinir.  all  beauty,  that  eyniea  invite. 
WbrB  love  is  insidious  it  evil  portends. 
No  evil  can  ever  rvauit  fiam  true  ftiaada.     .  ,>:t'fj~r. 

Choeds. 
J'or  love  and  for  friendship  a  wreath  we'll  cntwia* 
Yee,  frieailsbip  and  love  sbali  ever  com  bine. 
For,  love  is  a  rover  much  given  to  range,        v--.i.    » 
While  friendship,  dear  irieudsbip  doth 

ueve#«eck.  ohaage. 
Though  love  ia  alluring,  'tis  aided  by  eara  ; 
When  friendship  dropa  in,  then  awny  flies  despair. 
U'biUfiieiidship  dear  friendship  dutu  i>oldiyaavanee, 
Young  love  ia  illuaive  and  lull  of  romance. 
While  fi'iendsbip  doth  follow  a  fiend  in  his  wake. 
Yet  love  thougli  it  lip<rt:r8,  dear  fiiends  will  forsake. 

Chorua. 

As  tWs  vHivn  diseo^vine,  Ivre  oft  flees  away. 
While  frirndsb  p,  dear  fricndabip  resolved  is  to  stay. 
Thuugh  love  is  enebiinting,  still  luve  may  enthrall  ; 
For,  love,  unlike  triendsbip.  may  eoqiieite  with  all. 
WbsN  l«ve  and  devotion  with  friendship  eoiubine, 
Tbu  heart  then  is  fraQ.:lit  with  sensations  divine. 
Here's  the  Hebe  we  love,  and  friend  we  hold  dear-> 
May  fneoilship  be  lasting,  and  love  be  siocers  I 

Cheroa. 


vj.  ,.  Sweet  Arabella.        :,■ 

ITetr  Obmle  Bong  bj  J-  A.  Hardwlek, 
Air  :  Sweet  laskella. 


'.-•-•■  t,'' 


Oh  !  love,  it  is  eontagions, 

A'l'd  I  caught  it  outrageona,        .  '*     "   '^.  '  .  '    ,,  ' 

And  thoui;ht  I  was  eourageona      '  •  ,        .  •!  ,  * 

Eoouub  to  win  Arabella.  ''■■■,    _'  • 

But  seeiti::.  is  not  having,  ■  '  •' .'     ''      '; 

However  much  yon're  craving,  .■•''    ■'    •. '    *   .' ' 
And  I'm  sent  nearly  raving,        '''       "   "-_       t> .;, 
And  jhe  reaaon  you  shall  seau         ^  .. '.-    V-' 
She  was  a  eharoiin<;  girl,  first  shop,  .  r^'-  '  v 

A}.tendant  at  a  bonnet-shop,  .■,,•.:,■■. 

And  the  question  soon  I  thonght  to  pop,  ' 

But  you'll  see,  it  wasn't  to  be—oh  I  B(X 
Chorus  :     Oh  !  lovely  Arabella, 

There's  noj>ne  can  fxeell  her  ;  r 

And  so  I  used  to  tell  her, 
':.■■■:  In  tunes  melo<liou8  mellovr  s  '"..      \-^' '. 
But  I  e^'uld  Almost  bellow—' 
" '•  For,  a  dramatic  fellow,  ..--]..'.. 

...    Who  act^d  in  Othello,  ,1  •'  . 

Stole  her  heart  away  from  n*    •  ■ 

Twas  down  in  Piccadilly, .-.v  <^    .,^      :.,    i.'      ^ 

My  Arabella  Illy, 

First  knocked  my  senses  eilly,  'I"'.';' 

And  slap  into  love  1  fell. 
Towards  lirompton  she  was  going,    ■' 
And  I  offered  to  be  showing  ■  ^. 

Uer  the  neareet  way,  and  throwing 

lIiD>s  ont  I  waa  anite  a  awelL 
Hy  offer  she  accepted  bland,  : ;    ^ 

And  wlien  we  parte<l,  I  squeesed  her  hand,     ,_: 
She  agreeing  to  m«'et  rae  m  the  Strand  ;  •■  '. ; 

Very  Well  I  remember  if  now — I  kaav    '  ' 

Her  I  about  eeeoarted. 

Three  months,  and  my  eash  sported,        ,    <  ^i-    ■ 
Till  it  ran  preeioiis  short  did,  ..'■'f  *.'  ' 

And  grew  cold  did  Arabella.  , .-..    v- 

I  thoa:;ht  something  did  dietraet  bar. 
Till  I  found  a  tragic  actor        >  ^  ^        _  ' 

It  was,  wbo  did  auracl  her,  '  !   :  -^  *  ^ 

A  loud,  lanky,  haughtj  swell,  ■  \ 

Oh  1  s*y  not  woman's  heart  w  bought,  S    - 

The  son-;  snys  :  bosh  !  noni;ht  of  the  sort,    f-r-  -: 
He  with  Orders  her  heart  captive  eaught. 

And  not  a  ehnnee  remained  for  me,  oh  t  as 
Ziast  Chorus:  Oli !  lovely  Arabella. 

No  damaefeould  exeell  her,        va. 
And  eo  I  need  to  telf  her,         v  •'- 
>       .'.'. •»  ■  ■       la  tonee  melodtoas  mellow  ;  .  i^y' 
"'  V  1  i  ;*         I*"*  •  *<"''<*  almost  bellow—      ■   • 

K!3''^^         for.  with  that  dramatic  fellow, 
«       «  ?  ;         Wbo  acted  in  Othello, 
•■ '  ,' '     t^  She  hae  atepped  it  far  from  me- 

9h!  dear 


.t 


'■3 


:f*!,'f.»»\ 


Dam*  Dnrden. 


A  OLia. 


**>-;'* 


'4'  '■. 


Dame  IDurden  kept  five  serviag-girla,'. 

To  sarry  th>'  rodkiag-pail  ; 
Sh«  ala*  Virpt  five  Ubm-inc  men, 
To  pMd  the  s|>ade  and  flail : 
"1  >••  Mull  and  Bet, 
I  And  Doll  and  Kate, 

Dorothy  Draaruletail  : 
I  And  John  and  Dick. 
I  JfM^  Joe  and  Jack. 

Humphrey  with  his  flailf 
Twae  J'lin  kissed  Molly,       -  " 

And  Dick  kissed  BcUy, 
tLad  Joe  kies«'l  Dully, 

AiidJaek  kiise<l  Kittf,     <'"-.;';  .^ 
^ad  Uuiiipbrey  with  hia  flail  : 
And  Kitty  she  was  a  aharuiog  girl  to  oarry  the 

milkiug-paiL 

Dame  Dnrden  in  the  morn  so  soon 

She  did  begin  to  call. 
To  rkfuae  her  servant-maids  and  men 

She  then  began  to  bawl. 

Iwas  MoU  and  Bet,  S: 

Twaa  «n  the  mora  of  Yaleatise, 

The  birds  began  to  prale, 
DanHeDunicn's  servant-maids  and  men 

TM*!F  all  begaa  to  mate. 

Twas  Moll  and  Bet,  Ae. 


TMcyall 

The  Jol 


Jolly  Old  Waterloo  Man. 

f  Sang  by  XT.  J.  CritcliAald. 

Maatc  At  Booeey  k  Oo.  4  Bond  Sireet.  Naw-Tork 


Gad  Zeo|ts  here  am  I  now  a  JoHy  old  back. 

And  litbink  mine  a  very  queer  cauv  : 
Nearly  alt  my  old  comradea  their  colore  have  struck, 

I  am  aUnoet  the  last  of  the  race 
That  folluiwed  the  Duke,  all  the  Spanish  war  throngh, 

▲ad  took  part  in  the  pallaiit  deeds  dons 
And  foaght  under  his  orders  at  famed  Waterloo, 

Wherf  he  a  great  victory  won 
Chorus. 
Then  nelviT  say  die  :  'tis  a  folly  to  aigh  ;         ';  >  1  1> 

rU  rrjtjoj  life  aa  long  aa  I  can  ; 
I'm  a  s(|rai'ger  to  fear  ;  ao  a  shout  and  a  ebeer 

Fur  the  juUy  old  WaUrloo  Man  ! 

Tho'  no.  more  I  ahall  march  to  the  sound  of  the  fili^ 

There  (ire  plenty  of  brnve  ia<ls  that  will  : 
If  foemen  will  threaten  with  quarrels  and  strifc^ 

They'll  find  we  have  eouraga  and  skill  ; 
Let  eneti^ea  snarl,  we  have  no  need  of  fear  : 

For,  iijfiinst  the  whole  world  we  can  etand, 
Only  think  of  the  thousands  of  brave  volunteers— 

They  ne  the  pride  of  our  dear  native  land. 

Then  never  e.>y  die,  Ac 

But  eiiice  the  lamhago's  got  into  my  baek. 

And  irny  peeper  ia  shut  up  for  life. 
In  Chelsea  Asylum  no  comfort  I  lack, 

I'm  ^lieltered  fromtroable  and  etnie  : 
With  my  gallant  old  comrades  1  smoke  aad  I  cha^ 

Ae  We  drink  to  our  Country  and  Flag, 
And  bless  those  wbo  founded  a  sbeiter  like  that. 

A  rekrard  for  the  servioe  we've  seen. 

Then  never,  say  die,  Ae. 

Bat  BOW  r  must  turn  ta  the  right-a-bout  fisee. 

And  march  to  my  quarters,  you  see  : 
I  Clin  reach  the  aanteea  at  a  pKtty  emart  paee. 

For,  a  jug  of  good  beer  won  t  hurt  me  ; 
So  I'll  shoulder  my  arms  and  torn  oat  my  toa^ 

Thi^  asaertion  yon'll  none  of  you  douht  : 
If  no  ioBs^er  I'm  able  to  conquer  my  ioes, 

I  can  conquer  a  bottle  of  stout. 

Then  nerer  say  die,  dtai 


(I 


.««*- 


Th^  Inrest  way  to  lose  your  health,  is-  to  kaep 
drinking  other  people'^ 

The  most  eoiisQmmat^  aoolaees  that  wa  haTS 
heard  ef.  waa  that  of  the  stserage  paasenger  aeleep 
in  a  rat^iag  storm. 

'-  Wake  up,  "  cried  one  of  hie  eomradea,  "  the 
ship  is  siuku  g  1  " 

"  Well,  what  is  ths  nae  of  waking,  then  f  "  he 
answisred,  aa  be  tamed  over  for  another  nap. 


■ 


uwlere 

i 
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Tm  80  Jolly  Happy  ! 

Uasle  »t  Boosey  *  Co..  Ko.  4  Bond  Street,  Kaw-Toik. 


A  fig  for  alt  ye  MTVT  «"«•  '  I'm  •monf  Iha  htpjlj  OHM, 

A  luerry  dog.  u  J<itlT  dog.  M  bappr  •■  >  king  : 
<■  for  cars  aud  trmbl«.  «b]r.  I  gi«a  Uie  mbm  tk*  dMbl*. 
'   And  »b»t  ever  ni^y  l>e(al  ma.  I  alwaya  laugh  and  tlog. 
ETaii  ill  my  day*  orxcbouliug  I  waa  never  ■  muliDg  puling," 

Tbu'  for  atloklng  plua  lo  inaater'a  seat.  I  for  tba 

blr«b  WM  OMt  i 
Da  t  boy'i  back  eleraUd.  poor  ma  tbejr  UUlutad  : 
CilORUS. 

But  I  waa  ao  Jolly  happy  ;  for  I  knew  it  wouldn't  laat ; 

YaaJ  waa  ao  J0II7  happf— Ibr,  I  kjMW  It  wouldn't  teat 

Oh  '.  whlla  a  lad  bhrdnaatlngi,  I  on  •  branch  waa  raatiog 

blgb  ; 
Dowu  I  frll.  my  leg*  I  broke  and  amtahad  up  all 

the  egga  ; 
To  tba  boapltal  tbay  toak  ma,  and  aagood  aa  dead  tbey 

booked  me  . 
Bat  I  laogbed  ioatead  of  cried  la  the  doctor  ael  nty  lega : 
7or.  thafy  kaTa'ine  buna  aoeh  plummy  onei  aud 

cakea  aud  tarts,  aacU  buney  onea  ; 
I  blovrod  my  llttla  kite  out  so,  tbey  brought  them  In 

ao  fMt  ; 
And  then  to  make  ma  BamKBa,  wtoaa  I  kad  bt  CXTkba— 
Oh  :  1  was  so  Jolly  happy— but  waa  aorry  it  wouldn't  laat. 

I  waa  ao  Jolly,  ke. 

Onaa.  a  frisky  korao  drlTing.  I  to  hold  bim  was  striTlng, 
Upset  ail  apple-woman  aud  a  croaaing-aweeper  queer  ; 
As  a  kind  a^ard  tbey  flaed  on.  tbey  aaiit  me  ett  to  Brixton, 

To  OET  DP  lu  maobinkbt  aa  a  crrii.  mtiaiKum- 
The  aoAD  to  vamx  1  mountkd  up— my  steps  1  ueyer 

cocTNTXb'Tip  : 
But  Ibe  sciXRCZ  of  bxtoltins  wwbxxa  I  naaterad 

auBB  and  rAST  ; 
And  wbeu  from  btvdixs  pantiug,  oh  !  tliey  fed  ma 

A  LA  Banting,  oh  ! 
I  waa  ao  Jolly  happy— for,  I  knew  It  couldu't  l«at 

I  Waa  ao  Jolly,  ko. 

To  see  my  aweathaart  nightly,  oh  !  I'd  climb  a  tree  \ 

■o  lightly,  ok  ! 
Bat  ones  fall  through  the  graeDhonse  on  aoiue 

prickly  cactus  traaa  , 
Kelt  beard  a  fearfol  howling,  and  the  big  dog  cama 

oat  growling, 
Aa  I  mounted  o'er  another  wall,  guarded  cbxtacx 

OB  rBIBSB  : 

Oh  '  round  I  went  Ilk*  Ugktoing,  I UU  ny  eoat-ialla 

lightning, 
Waa  brought  up  by  a  Jerk,  and  round  mya«lf 

■napondad  Ikat, 
And  tkan  I  fsU  a  cracking  aa  of  lota  of  aiiicbea  suappiug. 
Aud  I  waa  sojoily  happy — for,  my  coat-taila  wouldn't  laat. 

I  was  eu  JuUy,  kc 

Of  course,  I  aoon  fo'  marrtad  t  then  ay  bride  to 

cbnrcb  I  carried  : 
But  ca*b  and  ring  bad  left  at  borne— ao  had  to  gv  aifay. 
Heard  my  lady-lora  a-munibllng,  oh  '  bow  Jolly  abe 

waa  griimbUug,  oh  ! 
To  baTe  to  pot  the  wedding  off,  until  auuther  day. 
Bat  reveage  my  apouae  ia  veutlng  :    every  j  ear  she'a 

now  preaanttag 
Me  with  twlna— I  aearca  can  eooat  them  tbay  Ci  me 

so  prrctoua  fiaat — 
Thera  must  bo  nearly  twenty  :  for,  the  cradle'a  uerer 

eiapty— 
But  I'm  ao  Jolly  happy— for,  I  know  'twill  never  laat. 

But  I'm  so  JoUy,  ko. 

By  way  of  a  eaaolualon.  Jnat  allow  ma  thia  allusion  : 
If  troBbIa  eutues  amongat  you.  lads,  theu  pitch  it 

overboard  ; 
Though  to-di^  tharo  may  bo  aorrow.  b«t  there's 

saDsblne  ou  the  morrow. 
And  lots  of-good  thing*  yet  to  cume  old  Time  baa 

aafely  atored  ; 
Should  your  wlvea  your  oara  ba  wrloglnR.  thiuk  it  love 

aud  theu  be  aiugtug  ; 
Should  your  booaa  take  fire.  If  you're  ihsubxo  yuu  gain 

by  what  is  paat : 
And  aboald  any  loao  a  lover,  tbey  can  easily  get  another— 
Oh  :  tba  beat  cure  for  tba  beart-ach*  la  to  know  'twill 

never  laat. 
Ob  '.  tba  I 


...,■  The  Sobby  Batcher  Boj.         T: 

I'm  a  biitah«r  boy,  joxt  plkhity  see  :  mw  aiater'a 

Sally  IkinbotUm, 
8h«'*  lay  motker'a  joy,  And  of  loTera,  wiiy.-sha'a 

plasty  t>t  'em  ! 
I'tt  tba  pride  of  the  alley  from  tlie  top  to  the 

bottom, 
And  everybody  know*  I'm  a  nobby  bnteher  boy. 
Oil*!  gtrl*',  come  and  haie  yonr  motion  eliekp  : 

Oh.  lur  !  you  trvat  me  like'  a  toy— 
If y  «ye  I  i'u>  o«t  fur  boluiuy,  -  .  ■  , 

Come  and  liava  a  aprae  with  tb«  nobby    >->  '  '.-r»r' 

j  .„  kateker  boy  I 

iTow,  tlicre'a  my  girl.  Oca  ue<a  mp  !  h«r  name'* 

Jam  una  S<>ftbottom  : 
She'*  a  resolar  ten-atdne  girl,  and  of  414^!*,  wlij, 

aha  a  plsntj  of  'am  ; 


Wo  are  going  to  the  raeea,  and  I  intend  to  trot 

•em— 
For,  none  can  equal  Jemima  and  her  nobby 

butoLer  boy  I 

Laat  Saaday  night,  ah*  amid  to  m«  :  if  I'd  eone 

down  the  air*y  bottom. 
She'd  ahvv  me  aome  nioe  tb4ng* — weddioi; 

praeents  alie  liad  got  'cm  ; 
She'i  going  to  giro  me  a  new  ainoek-frook  with 

fal-rala  round  the  bottom  : 
Tkea  I'd  Ifte  to  kiow  who'd  equal  the  nobby 

:.-    •     bataiier  boy  ? 

I*  there  any  girf  bar*  waats  a'abap  t — in  tbi* 

hall  there'*  plenty  of  'em  ; 
Don't  all  apearat  once  1  fur,  of  brown*  I 

haven't  any  of  'em  ; 
Bat  if  yon  eoma  down  our  m\hj,  from  the  top 

to  the  bottom, 
Yon  can  buy  your  mutton  cheap  from  the 

nubby  buleher  boy  f 

^     ■■!     — i 

An  I  £ight-Or  any  Other  Kan  1 

(  A  Nioaaa  Lbctvbb.  J 

LASn*  AKD  OXRTLXMXK. 

Fbixow  C'mxBm   ins  Bbvdi>bbb, 

Unaccuatomed  aa  I  am  to  public  speaking.  I  have  eoma 
before  yon  to  audraaa  yon  with  my  public  opiniona  :  Aud 
when  a  man  atauda  before  bla. fallow  man.  tonudraea  brm 
with  hia  peculiar  uottona  aud  be  ia  about  to  aay  that 
what  you  will  all  understand  what  be  la  gnU,g  to  aay, 
whan  be  a»ys  so.  ha  ia  a  mau,  oa  amy  otbbb  Man. 

Now  the  flrat  qnestloa  te  wbw  te  a  Man  r  and  wbare 
did  he  come  from  t  u«w  aome  people  aay  that  mau  waa 
bo'i  iu  the  world — then  thi  qneatlen  arises  :  what  la 
the  world  ma^a  of  t  ek  '— FtTLLBB's  xabth.  And  who  die 
.  covered  the  world  r  eh  !— Lord  Brougham.  And  what 
doea  ba  aay  the  world- 1*  T  eh  '  —  ootbiug  but  twu  bemia- 
pberea  reaolvlng  on  Ita  own  axtotreas  .  eh  '  am  1  right,  oa 
A»T  othbb  Uab  T 

Now  thit  next  question  sm  :  who  waa  onr  first  fore- 
fathers aud  fore-mudder*  T  ab  '.  Adam  and  Eve  ,  man  and 
wife  eb  '  who  married' them,  eh  t  Beecher '  aud  who 
waa   the  flrat  woniau  t  Aidaaa  was  yea  ;  waau't  ha  the  flrat 

Maid  !  eh  '  oa  akt  otbeb  >Ia«  T 

Now  the  graud  qneatioo  la:  tbahlatory  of  old  Kngland  ; 
now.  Ladiea  aud  Oentlrmeu,  when  you  refer  to  the  year 
76  D.  O  .  —  that  ih  to  »y  lu  the  reign  of  JiiUus  Caesar- 
what  did  Julius  Caeatr  say  to  a^rlbaidi  r  eh  '  aud  i>b>t 
did  Oaribaldl  say  to  the  Duka  of  Welllugtou  at  the  battle 
of  Sttblaatofoot  '  eb  ?  Didu't  ba  aak  blut  waxBB  ut  was 

OOINO  TO  OH   SUHDAZ  T 

And  what  did  Lord  John  Rnssel  say  to  (ba  Prince  of 
Wales,  wten   he  came  back  from  EttyptT  rh  '  didn't  he 

say  How  S  TOCB  ?OUB  rBET  T   eb  '   OB  A»T  OTUEB  MAN  t 

Net  because,  t^eoawsa  not  nevertbeleoa  bowaoever.  and 
wby  f  eb  '  What  did  the  Viceroy  of  Egypt  say.  the  other 
Dight.  at  Werrall'a  aoui>-kitcbeu  T  ab  didu'l  he  aay  that 
UoUjWay'a  Pilla  ought  to  be  iudicied  for  perjury  ; 

And  if  Louie  Napoleon  did  put  bis  fist  ou  BaToy,  1*  that 
auy  reason  be  should  cabbage  Rome  eb  '. 

If  Victor  Emmanuel  la  King  of  Italy,  ain't  Oaribaldt 
the  liberator  otltaly  T  eh  '  again  i  appeal  tc  yon  Amari- 
caus  waa  It  right  toimprlaou  Oaribaidl  ?  eb  '  No  !  why 
caut  tbey  aend  bliu  here  ?  eh  '  would  uot  Miaa  Nlglillu- 
gale  heal  hia  wounds  T  eh'  ain't  »he  the  warriur'a  frieudf 
.  am  I  right  T  amo  that'*  wbat^  caa  matteb  ■ 

Ob  '  kind  frlrnda  what  ia  the  daily  excitement  now? 
ah  ■  the  £urope»u  war.  What  did  Oliver  C'r>'m<>ell  aay  at 
the  battle  of  Sedau  T  eh  '  If  Bluudiu  did  walk  the  Ailan- 
tic  cable  ia  that  any  reaaon  that  WallliiK'a  Pork  Pli-s 
ought  uot  to  bare  tba  first  prise  at  tiie  islingtou  dog- 
show  7  eb  '  aud  TBAT*  WHAT'S  TBIC  MAnBB  '  Ob  !  fellow- 
citisens,  I  cannot  allow  tUia  oppuriuulty  to  paaa  by,  with- 
out «:iying  a,few  worda  abont  our  great  atatrsmau.  Lord 
PuDimiatooa  f  wiigt  did  be  aay  f  eb  '  did  he  uut  aay  ibal 
where  there  waa  a  will,  there  waa  a  way  T  aud  if  aciofu- 
loua  CuUilt  ttleuiarck  had  hia  will,  there  ahuuld  be  no 
Paris  ou  The  Banks  of  the  Seine,  eb  ! 

Ob  '  let  ua  blurb  at  our  igooraoee.  eh  ■  how  dowaknow 
what  we  do  now.  if  we  don't  know  it  T  eh  •  What  le  the 
daily  talk  ?  eb  '  Marriage,  what  la  marriage  t  ootbiux  Lut 
a  eolation  of  matrimouy.  Suppoao  a  gnutlemau  paid  hia 
dlatreaaea  to  a  young  la.ly.  aud  the  gentlemati  haa  uothiug 
iu  the  world,  and  MM  gal  tba  aauie  aaiuaut  of  property, 
eh  '  who  doea  the  things  l)elong  to  t  ab  ^  that  a  wbat'* 

XBB  MATTXB  ' 

I  want  to  know  if  it'a  rigbt  tbatBrlgbam  Toung.  tba 
Mormon  aalnt,  ahould  have  so  man/  wives,  while  many 
a  poor  fellow  ia  atarvlug  for  waut  of  a  pretty  widow— ur 
auy  other  girl  >  Aiu't  it  ecaodaioiia  ' 

There's  tbst  apooBoy  mooney  Windhsm.  got  -no  wlfa.^ 
anA«er^  bim  right — or  any  other  Uiau.  Aud  1  waut  to 
know  thia— why  ahould  tiie  aforaaald  Brigham  Tuung 
always  have  a  Juiut  to  give  away  t  why  T  yon  lutalleefim 
greeuburna  kacaoaolie  baa  aevetml  spar*  riba— am  I  rigbt 
—or  auy  other  maa  T  Of  cootae,  I  am.     • 

Ton  have  mily  to  rafar  baok  to  tka  year  1S7A.  when  the 
great  poet  U*ad.  tke  atao  tbat  wrote  yuar  piaya  for  yoa— 
Bpokeahave  :  what  did  be  aay  when  he  ^ute  that  beauti- 
ful play  called  "  Roman  Nose  atfd  Swett  ?  "  eh  '  didn't 
ba  aay  :  '  that  thai*  iaa  time  ta  Hie  aflilra  of  man  that 
laadaau'toAirtBBat"  aow  iatka  tliae«  one  and  all  of  yuu. 
to  axtlitguiah  youraalf,  eh  '.  or  any  other  man.  Ooou  Eva- 


Wm  Yon  Come  to  the  Bower  f 


J 


Will  you  come  to  the  buw«r  I  baTe  ahaded  for  you  ? 

Our  bed  ehall  be  roae*,  bcapaugiad  with  dew. 
Will  you,  will  you.  will  you,  will  you 
Cuiue  to  the  bowe^f  , 

'  There,  unde^tbe  bower,  on  poft  roae*  youl)  Ifv, 
With  a  blu*h  on  your  check,  bntaamile  in  yogr  eye. 
Will  you,  will  yon,  will  you,  will  you 
Smile,  my  love  t 

But  the  rose*  we  pree*  shall  not  rival  your  lip. 
Nor  Ui*  <l«w  be  *o  (weet  a*  tlie  ki**ea  we'll  up. 

Will  you,  will  yuu.  will  you,  will  yoa 

Eis*  lue,  uiy  luve  ? 

And,  oh  I  for  tke  joy*  that  are  aweeter  than  dair, 
From  languisliii>g  n-aea,  ur  kieeea,  fruui  yon  I 

Will  you.  Will  you,  will  you.  willyao, 

Won't  you,  luy  love  f 


m  Come  to  the  Bower- 


Will  yoa  promise  with  roeea  no  ihoma  there  ■ball  be  ? 
Aud  I'll  oome  to  the  bower  you  have  aliaded  lor  me. 

Will  you,  will  you.  will  yuu,  will  you 

Cuuie  to  the  buwer  t 

A*  under  the  bower  on  *oft  roae*  we  lie. 

With  a  blush  on  each  cheek,  and  aluve-laughiijg  eye. 

Will  you.  Will  you,  will  you.  will  y..u  ? 

Say,  ujy  beloved. 

From  the  roae*  we  pre**  what  joy*  will  be  found, 
Whoae  kisses  *o  *weet  ched  their  fragraaca'aiouad  I 
Will  you.  will  you,  will  you,  will  yen  1* 
I'll  ku*  you,  my  lova.  .^ji 

But  iliow  me  tba  ring,  more  aweeter  thtti  dkv 
From  tbe  faltering^  ruaea.  or  kiaae*  from  you — 

Will  you.  Will  you,  will  you,  will  ywo. 

Can  you,  my  luVe  ? 

Champion  Tommy. 

New  Oharaeteriatlc  Comic  Bong   a  la  Pngilial  irltk 
QluT**,  ur  belt  ou,  ur  f u.l  righting  Coataiaaa;,-.. , 

Air     CbampagiiaCharUa> 


I've  been  a  noted  Pngftlst. 

Since  1  waa  Jttat  eiKhieen  , 
I've  had  so  mauy  BLACX  eyes. 

I'bere'a  no  pUua  to  ahow  the  I 
My  iroax  waa  uut  rux  oct  or  joint. 

Wheu  luy  young  urulher  came  , 
It  waa  dune  iu  a  Cbaiupion-Mill  : 
°  Pug  "  Toiuiuy  la  my  name. 
Oboma  :   Cbau^plou  Tommy  is  my  name  ■ 
Ohampiou  Tommy  Is  my  n>uie  ' 
Champion  i'ommp  Is  my  name  ay  beyst 
B  gut  guud  at  the  fiatic  i;aiua.  wy  boya  I 
Champiou  Tommy  la  luy  name  ' 
Chainpiuii  Toiiiuiy  is  my  mime  ' 
Biijbt  go<,d  at  tbe  fiatle  game  my  boya  ' 
Wbu'ii  cume  aud  have  a  Tuuud  wltk  ma  t 

I  nevei^aold  my  hackers  with 

A    -  croee,  "  la  tbe  P.  B— 
The  oousequeuee  uf  which  la :  I'gh    T 

A  Piigilmiic  Siar. 
I'm  HAND-Aiio  oLova  With  noblfl  8»eU4 

And  ab^ke  L<irda  by  tbo  pawa. 
Wbeu  seltiug-to,  with  Amateurs, 
At  Nat's,  or  Jemmy  SbiWa. 

Obampien  Ti 

Tbe  noblei  A(<  of  Self-defence. 

Let  them  run  dowu  who  will  , 
All  Britoua  they  should  learn  to  oaa 

Tbeir  "  Buncb-of-flvea  "  with  aklU.  > 
Agaiuat  Oaroltera  Jubuny  Bull. 

May  have  to  giiarU  bla  Ufa  ) 
He'a  no  true  Eugliahmau.  who'll  na^ 

Like  foreigu  curs  tba  kaifO ' 

Ohampioa 


'  'Ifll*:' 


-^*. '! 


Oft.  in  the  roped  Bkaaa,  boya.  .•■■,''' 

Have  Biitona  ahowu  their  mighk-r    «  •  !  ' 
And  few,  uijialciy  heat,  myboiiw,, ,  «    ,v 

Have  ahewn  the  feather  white. 
A  ratthug  Mill,  ou  Mollay-Uusat.  '."* 

Doil;;hta  the  P.  B.  layera  :  \  1>  •-    '? 

And  who'll  forget  the  Xaruham  fight. 

Or  gallant  Tommy  Sayers  T 

Ohaiavioo  SeaaatK  to. 


IrffV. 


Before  tba  Pnbllc  I  have  Blood. 

I'D  ''li<Je>*'^">  *»^  < 
Now  my  am)>itk>a  ia  to  atand 

Behind  a  Public  Bar. 
Wheu  1  m  '  Ma*  Moat,  "  my  (Meade  prma^tt 

1  hope  wll.  ofteu  call 
To  patronise  the  hostelry 

ur  Champion  Tummy,  all ' 

OhanploB  Tommy,  kc 


^TC. 
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■-•:■':■:-''-         Qood-Eveniog.  ■■■.■'■:'■■■■■■.■■.-■..■.: 

A»4au>(  b7  Jam**  H.  XcOnIr*.  tli*  Oraat  Oomia  TucOist. 

I  bad  b«t«n  dlniof  nth*r  ItU 
V         TfeafactI  ihlnk  It  bait  toBUto. 

■■;      A»  I  •trolled  out  witboiit  »  mnta. 

One  Tery  pleauut  evening,  '  ' '"       >  . 

•*.i^  0»  tene;  beaU  my  etepe  were  tod— 
/     '  •        Ae  OMwerd  through  lb*  etrecta  i  ttnjad.      V> 
'-^.        A  loTxiT  &f!nre  I  raw  ahead  • 

'  ^jl'     '       Walke4  paat  aud  aald  :  •■  Oood-«T«BlDt.  " 

,  .'   '  '     I  fait  a  d!»appnlnt>-d  dance. 
1      i  .'      JJo*  •  word  tba  emwered  la  rerponaa,         *    . 
I      2  .'    Tfaongli  I  repeated  more  than  one*  :  ;    '. 

JV  ••  Oood-a»enlBf    Mlaa  Kood-#»anlTig.  •• 

''' ..'l|^  At  toiigtb  ebe  turned  ber  bead  thla  ^ay — 

""^  And  vou  can  Jndxe  of  my  dliuiny — 
'        '     (be  was  iirty-llTa  if  ilie  «ae  K  day— 

Aud.  ofcouraa,  I  aald  :  "  O^.^od-ereDlng.  " 

:  \-,te  Hf  dliappotntment  made  ma  qaaar, 
•'  il-  ~    I  at«|>ped  into  an  ale-buuce  naar. 
f-->:'     .    Addreaeed  the  b«r-mald  tlini  '  ''Ily. d«a>, 
'- 1 ' ;  A  f laaa  of  ata— <^ood-eTeniuf .  " 

,'  '■    Witb  eperkhug  eyei  abe  au  ale  aoOD  aerTad — 
.         What  la  it  makra  me  eo  uuuerred  t 
Oloaa  ataudluR  by  lue  I  observe  I 
My  tailor  :  air  !  Oood-araiuiig. 
■voxxB  '    How  do  yoa  do  air  7    I  am  alwaya  bappy  l« 
••a  my  tailor,  eapeelally  when  I  dou't  owalilia  anytbUi^. 
Q— d-«Teul«m.  air,  good-aveuiitg  ! 

''^'    '  H4i  preaaaca  apollad  my  wlih  to  atay, 
I  ranched  the  d»or  than  beard  her  aa/  : 
*  "  ri«Me  pay  befere  yom  go  away. 

Ten  cauta   air   then  good-e»oiiinf.  "^^    -•  . 
"  Pray,  pardon.  Hi •!>.  I  beg  of  yoa.  ',   .^ 

Tqnita  furgoL  "    (  and  th.t  waa  traa  ) 
The  tailor  aaya  :  '*  Ton  often  do; 
Oood-aTanlng,  Snooze,  good-evaniBg.  " 

/t  felt  a  binih  eoraa  o'er  my  face. 
At  Buch  a  crowd  and  aacli  dlaitrace — '    .  *° 

V :       \  Tha.v  abouted.  aa  I  left  the  place  : 
• :    ■    ■        *' OiKM^veniiig,  Snooze  good-evaDiBf.  *' 
ToIicamA  Junea.  cuteldr  Ihr  door. 
'    Increaaed  my  minery  more  aud  mora.  < 

Be  aaya  :  "  I  ve  watched  your  little  gam*  before, 
'  ,■■""—  Oa*  oat  of  my  beat— good-aTeniug.  " 

1  l*fl  hia  beat  It  did  not  iuit. 

To  arRue  wltk  the  atnpld  brute 
^  Or  bear  biru  m^'kn  me  that  aalnta  : 

*'  Oood-arauliig.  Snooze.  tjood-aTanlae.  " 
Into  a  laue  I  njade  a  dive 
A  fiaab  itreet  reacheil  nure  dead  than  liva. 
,  -■■  T'^*"  And  iliera  igilii  niPt  Vit»  Flft.v-llve, 

Wbo  Blmperrd  ont :  **  Ooud-eTealng,  Johnny,  T 
'-     ■*  -good-eveuiug  '  "  ^ 

I  bired  a  back  myaeir.to  tare. 
.    Atid  haudaume  to  him  did  liebave- 
.   Xwo  fares  for  one  I  did  him  give. 
On  that  uiilnoliy  evening. 
'    ''■'.  -  When  I  found  ont  what  I  had  done, 

(  tomed  and  fonnd  the  cab  had  gone— 
^     *    '    Bat  I'll  not  forget  the  ilriVMi'e  lone  »      ■ 

AalM  remarked    **  a--u'i-«T.'uiiig.  air, 
guoii-eveulUij 


-r-t  "  ^ 


'.>     ■— 


■^  Bnt  alrangA  things  happen  fnr  tb«  beat  ,  T 

;  If  yon'ra  smnsed  III  waive  tlie  reft—  -j   - 

'Like  the  hackman  you'll  enjoy  Ihajast  '  '■%    t 

At  my  expense  this  eveninK  .  '     i  ^" 

•  But  luckil.v  he's  lelt  me  here.  -  '■%:''' 

TbiB  place  where  I  have  naoi-'ht  to  fear  ;  :'^  . 
'  So  With  kind  regarda  to  all  friauda  bare, 
I  bag  to  aay  :  "  Ouod-evaulng.  " 


>-*%'  ^ 


The  Kews-Boy. 


AOrctlocaialy  dedicated  to  tha  nnmeronB.  reapactable 
and  luafal  body  of  Mew-Tork  Mewa-Boya. 
Air :  Walt  fbr  tba  Wagon.        :^ 


I 


Oh  '  'tla  early  every  morning,  abont  the  break  of  day. 
*  I  Jnmp  np  ttova  my  alnmbara.  and  quickly  haste-  away— 
Tben  at  the  paper  ofltcea  my  dally  etock  I  chncjae. 
And  then  I  burry  all  at>oot  ta  apread  ihe  morning  newe, 
Chonu  :    Siugiuff  :  Hara'a  the  TIbm*  aod  Herald  ! 
Singing  .  Uere'e  the  Ttmea  and  Herald  ' 
SinK'ng  ■  Here'a  the  Ttiuea  and  Suald. 
Aud  all  tba  moralug  uewB  ! 

Oh  •  t«ice  every  month.  I  do  Bo  briakly  aell 
Tbooaaiid  cepleaofDe  llarsan's  Sparkling  Sti'ger'a  Journal — 
The  Sporteiaall  do  liny  It  Jast  to  read  iha  fnnuleat  aonga — 
And  ibeladieatbey  will  havBIt— for.  it  drlvea  away  tba  blaea— 
Chora*  ;    Tba*  bare  are  seuga  for  one  cant  7 
Than  bare  are  aongs  for  eu*  east ! 
'  ";.  Than  bara'a  tba  Jonmai  for  two  pence, 

'    With  all  the  fuunlaat  Songa  '. 

Oh  '  when  tba  day  la  ended,  with  poeketa  ftill  of  recka, 
I  lay  off  at  tba  Bowary.  and  laogb  at  fuuuy  Toz  : 
"Tla  tbara  I  raiaa  old  harry,  and  on  peauats  have  a  apraa — 
Of .  II  tba  Utpb  yon  read  of  the  nrwa-boy'a  life  for  ma  ' 
Obenia  >    Ob  '  I'm  boaud  to  raise  old  Harry. 

Oh  !  I'm  boand  to  raiaa  old  Harry,  ';* 

Ob  '.  I'm  bound  to  raiaa  old  Harry— 
TtaB  nawB-lioy'B  life  for  ma  ! 


Taw  maka  a  good  man  Ma4 — atareh  liia  ateak- 
inca  a  laa'Ja  Uw  8li£ 


The  Little  Church  Aroand  the  Corner. 

'  Aix  Hoiron  to  rm*  Lima  OmuMtm  tMootm  na  Cobwbb  ! " 

t  Joa  iuBtnam,  } 

Worda  by  Arthnr  Matthlaon— Xaalc  by  Q.  8.  Dwyar. 

Tba  Maale  ean  ba  obtained  of  Talreblld  k  Dwyar, 
177  aiztli  ATaaoo,  Xaw-Xork. 


Wlitn  from  tha  ataga  of  real  lifa    T>*— 

George  Holland  made  his  EXIT,  ;" 

To  rati  until  tba  final  "  eall  " —  -■;  -       ; ; 

Tlie  Troiiipet  *•  EitF««ixiT  "—  *    V 

He  left  DO  blot  upoo  bia  naioa,       >: .  >    . 

No  wrong  liad  be  dona  to  man,  ' ■'^•'  -.  ■ 

But  enat,  with  his  good  life,  aaida  '^,- 

Hia  well  played  part  of  "  TruA-man.  " 

Upon  l.ia  tomb  write  "  Honcat  man,  " 
.      And  try,  with  "  Rip,  "  kind  Mooraar  : 
«  "  All  honor  to  the  little  Chnreh— 

The  Church  around  tha  o<>rncr  1  ** 

He  died,  and  frien'^s  who  lored  him  beat 

Stood  roaad  kia  grave  Uieating  : 
AViMi  full  hfearU  apuka  Qeorge  HoUand'a  worth, 

Xu  aiagle  Tuioa  diaaanting. 
Hu>  frieaoa  no  m»re  ahall  graap  bia  hand— 

Tho  link  that  bound  them  broken  ! 
The  curtain'a  down,  the  lighta  are  ont,  ^ 
Ilia  cpiloi;ue  ia  apoken. 

.  .Upon  kia  tomb  write  "•  Faithfol  Friend,  " 
And  ery,  with  "  Rip,  "  kind  MoofBer  : 
.    :;      «  All  honor  to  the  little  Church—   . 
The  CUurok  around  tbe  eoraer  1  " 

Sbi>m.  bitter  worda  •(  atrong  rebuke 

Mi'.'bt  we  apeiik  to  that  Paator, 
But  leave  hiin — aa  he  shoiild  bare  left  '.■■' 

The  dead  man — to  bia  Master.  v    ^. 

We  will  not  jndge,  aa  he  hath  judircd,    *'"  v 

Nor  ait  with  him — the  Seorner  I 

But  tay  i  »  God  bJMi  the  littl*  Cliarab— 

>     The  Cbureli  nroaad  the  eoroer  !  " 

On  Holland'!  tomb  we  **  Chriitian  "  wriU, 
...    ;.^     And  ery,  with  "  Rip,  "  true  Movaar  : 
'  ■    •  All  honor  to  the  little  Church— 
Tbe  Church  around  thecorotf  I  * 


That  Dear  Little  Church  'Kound  the  Comer. 

Written  aad  Sung  by  Tony  Paatoi^Kasio  by.A.  Maitly. 

Tbe  Mnsle  ean  be  obtained  at  tha  Mnsic  Pnbll«falDg  OiBea 
•f  X.  B.  Harding  No.  288  Boxery,  Kew-kork-Prlea  IDCta. 


Come  over  the  Ferry. 

Words  by  Frank  W.  Oreen— Music  by  Anthony  Htah. 

The  Hnsle  of  this  aong  la  pabliabed  on  the  laat  page 
of  the  present  Number  of  the  Singar'a  JoBraaL 


Coiue  over  the  ferry,  and  let  ua  be  merry, 

'   The  boat  ia  now  waiting  for  thee — 

The  alream  ia  fast  flowing,  the  May-buda  are  blowing. 

Come  over  the  ferry  tu  nie — 
Till-  li>  d'e-rowB  nre  lad»n  with  lilosRoms,  dear  maid<  n. 

And  aweetly  their  perfume  ia  acantint;  the  air 
Tlie  choiceet  and  rarest,  the  rioheat  and  faireat. 

I'll  weare  in  a  garland  to  twine  in  thy  hair  : 
The  eburoh  belle  are  pealing,  and  aweetly  ia  ataaling 

O'er  meadowa  their  music  so  clear — 
TLjun  liear  whut  I'm  aaying,  have  no  more  delayiug. 

Gome  over  tbe  ferry,  my  dear — 

Cornft  oTer  the  ferry,  and  let  ni  ba  merry,     ' 

When  birda  aweetly  aing  on  the  tree- 
When  earth'a  full  of  gladness,  we'll  baniah  allaadneaa, 

dome  over  the  ferry  to  me — 
Then  couie,  gentle  lady,  the  lanea,  cool  and  ahady, 

Are  sheltered  by  bedgea  of  bloesomirig  Mar, 
8o  pleaaant  fur  walking,  and  if  we  are  talking, 

Thtt'l>ii'da  and  tJie  treea  only  bear  what  we  aay  ; 
The  day  ia  faat  flying,  the  buda  will  be  dying, 

The  aong-birds  no  more  will  yon  bear — 
The  evening  ia  aplendii,  then  eoiaa  an/tia  aadad, 

Come  OTer  tbe  ferry,  my  dear — 

Come  OTer  the  ferry,  and  let  na  be  merry,    ' 

The  firat  little  atar  I  ean  aec — 
Which  aeeme  to  be  eaying :  "  Ob  1  oeaae  tbia  delaying — 

Come  over  tbe  ferry  to  me — 
The  moon  will  be  ebowing,  the  wind  will  he  blowing, 

The  air  will  be  chill  with  the  breesea  of  nizht. 
And  hereaad  and  lonely  I'm  wniting  yon  only. 

While  time,  cTcr  busy,  ia  taking  hia  flight — " 
At  laaw>I  can  ace  her,  I  know  it  miut  be  her, 

Aa  end  tu  my  doubt  and  my  fcnr — 
Toa're  coming  at  laat,  then,  my  vigil  ia  paat 

Come  over  the  ferry,  my  dear — 


Soma  l«a#oin'a  I'tc  learned,  wiae  aayinga  I'fa  Itaaid. 

But  there's  one  that  I  prize  'hove  ulI«iL«(% 
*Tia  :  "  Oliaiity  ia  the  first  duty  of  matt  ; 

And  renueiiiber  we're  all  of  us  Urothera.  " 
Tben  give  me  the  man  who  is  honest  and  tma, 

Of  bigoted  meanaeaa  a  acoroer — 
Wliether  he  livea  uptown  in  a  houae  of  aaowv eroM^ 

Or  a  llutle  frame  houae  'round  the  •uroer. 

Tho'  oXK  riay  haTe  wealth    aervanta  at  bia  aoi 

And  biikak  in  tbe  aunabine  of  beauty  •' 
Tbe  OTHtt  in  p6verty  atrugglea  thro'  lift. 

Yet  nfoly  fulfilling  bia  •tjity— 
The  o.N'g^ajt  Dehnoniev'a  daily  aap  diaa, 

On  goog  wine  growing  fuller  and  wanner  : 
The  OTBkk  OM  goea  for  bia  erackera  and  ahaaaa 

To  the  poor  little  aton  'rouud  the  corner — 

The  maa  «rho  ia  waaltliy  in  ho^aca  and  laada, 

May  frqwn  ua  tt.e  childrao  of  ^bor  : 
The  puuman  will  often  bia  Uat  dollar  give 

To  asaiat  hia  unfortunate  neighbor — 
Mr.  Maiboii  ta  church  in  hia  carriage  willtid^ 

Of  the  I'oor  fellow  walkiag  a  aoorncr — 
While  poverty  quietly  aaatiera  aUay 

Tu  that  dear  liitle  ebareb  'round  the  eoraer. 

Now  to  pie  it  ia  plain  there'a  a  duty  for  all ; 

If  we  try  to  do  good  to  each  •ther. 
The  orphan  to  help,  aod  ilia  hungry  to  feed, 

And  eheer  up  each  Borrowing  brother — 
Let  us  jutl^e  nut  too  hartbly  of  other  uicii'a  acta, 

Of  hypocrisy  atill  be  a  aourner — 
Aad  when  our  time  coniea,  let  them  take  na  awBJ 

To  that  dear  little  church  'round  the  coratr. 


^<»" 


Happy  Qeorge's  Soliloquy. 

rittan  and  Sang  by  Oeorga  Amatela. 


4 


DonU  you  wiah  that  you  waa  me  ? 

It'*  no  use  aaying  no — 
I  aiiij  ina  of  tha  atyle  yon  ece 

Aiij  auoh  a  daahiag  Beau — 
1  hegirla  aay  I've  aueh  a  daahing  atyla  :~ 

MjjT  Toice  tiM  air  k^pa  ringing, 
My  tiancing.  too,  ia  all  au  Jait,  _^  . 

An^  ao  la  my  ainging —  *  i    iL 

Clia)-||l  :     I  let  the  world  Jog  sa  it  wHI, 
III  be  free  and  easy  stiti — 
For  you  I'd  sing  and  dance  al)  Aight 
To  please  you  all  ia  luy  delight. 

Soi:fetime  ago,  I  courted  a  girl,  "Z'    :' 

A'lvl  Jenny  waa  her  name  :  -k^^^,^- 

Ileri  hair  it  hung  in  ringlcta,  '■'-    -  •* 

And  1  wanted  her  band  to  elaiia.   -   '  *^- 

I  aabed  hor  if  ahe'd  be  mine — 
'Sbtt  answered  in  tonea  hewitehiag': 

"  Durline.  I  love  no  one  but  yon — •* 
And  tbua  we  ke^  on  ainging — 

Wtt  are  married  now  and  happy,  toe  ; 

Fur,  Jenny  ia  a  Darling — 
And  I  hope  you  all  will  be  like  na, 

Happy,  gay  and  amiling — 
Drive  away  from  yon  dall  care, 

Aad  ncTcr  think  of  aobbing  : 
But  nlwaya  be  ^ay  and  fpce,  my  fricada. 

And  then  you  will  be  ainging — 


■  w 


>-| 


Oheraa. 


A  young  lady,  at  a  faahionahlo  dinner  party,  - 
|ieat«ked  Doctor  Jubnaon  witbaeonnndrum.  athiiig 
which  the  bluff  old  pbtieonpber  Utteily  tfateate<i 
"  Why  ie  the  letter  J  like  the  end  of  Spriosr.  Doc- 
tor ?i"  waa  the  qiu-alion.  Of  conrae,  the  leai  d<  d 
doctor  couldn't  Uil — '  Beeaoae  it  a  ihe  bej;iuning 
of  June,  "  waa  tbe  aolntien. 

"  Now,  Miaa,  will  yoa  tell  me  whv  the  letter  E 
ia  lik«  a  pig'a  tail  ?  "  aternly  aakeo  ihe  doctor. 
Tbe  yDun<;  lady  had  to  give  it  vp—"  beoanae  ii'a 
the  eud  of  pork,  Miaa.  "  Tbe  doctor  waa  bothci«d 
with  ao  m<tre  conoudruma. 

If  a  man  ia  giTca  to  liquor, aea  that  liqnor  k  aot 
giveSi  to  him. 


•'il^i"p^''"piwpp?^ 


.Ui.^'as^^-i-i 


COME    OVER    THE    FfRRY. 


>»  ■  ■  lilt >.ii*'ifti'?.''f!!i-g!lU''iJ!}!r^ 


fi0K%1m:. 


ModtraU.     PtmjfuUy. 


>M.m  J 1 1  im  Ml 


>><■  jKii 


Ne.U>MU(Mrietl  by  ASTHONY  NliiU. 


t 


tE^^^EZi^E^; 


•js* 


U' 


boat    U    now   waiting       for      Uiee.    . .       The  slr-um  is  f:itt    floWing,  llic  May  buds :ii«;  blowiuj,  Come    o  -  vcr     the    fcr  -  ry        to       me....j 

^^■^^~"  MM^M^^     i      •  ■■■■■IBm  ^,^111^^,1^  ■■■^■■i  inaMM^^  ^m^mmmmi  ■     ••■P"» 


^i^^rii2^;^^s^^ii^i^^^£:^E^^fifeis!^^ 


The  hedzerowsnn;     hul-tn      \viihhl<*».«<>rns>,l<';ir  iniiden.      Ami  «weet  -  Iv  thoir  perfumf      i*    scf-ntin?     th-     uir,     The    (riniccst  and   ror  •  CSl      the 


SOiz^ip^F-iirip^p^^r^l^^ 


I'll  weave    in 


a     gar  -  land      to  twiac  iu     tl»y    hair,    Tlie  church  bells  art-  pcahng,      and    swect-ly    is    steal-ing,  o'er 


^^1 


,_  ^-.« J, — _- ^  — Ij^ 

.  .  .   •"- . —     \y  .      ■  <^   .   .... 


1^1 


:5- 


EgE^TJ^g^g^^^E^ 


.  f: 


Tlicnhear  what  I'm  say-ing,    hare  no    raorede  -lay-injf.  Come    o-  vtr    ilic    fer-rA*,     my      dear....    ^   ..    ;' 

-  -  r  -^j — —M—M^^ — K  — *•■ 


meadows    Uieir  mu  •  sic 


SKj      ch-nr. 


.::i 


r 


Ilm 


f 


-:;^; 

":»" 

.^•■-■^■i^!. 


:z:  ^"f  il  :i : :  :tff^g^^^?^^[^=r  1 1 1 


:i 


Come  over  the  ferry,  ixnd  i«t  ns  bo  morry, 
When  birds  sweetly  siii!.'  <n-  fbo  Xrvv  ;  "^ 
When  I  urtli's  ftill  pt  glu.'.i'c^-  \\v']]  hanWli  all  sadnM^ 

Cotnt'  over  the  ferry  lo  mr. 
Then  romc,  I'Pnlle  lady,  liir  Inn's  fool  nhd  slmdy, 
■■'•■       Are  slielterd  by  hc'<lg<'s  oi  l.hvsfimiug  May,  ,    ■ 

■:^  Bo  oleasant  for  walkinsr,  and  11  we  are  lalkinif, 

The  bir>ls  anl  the  trcts  only  licar  wliat  we  say. 
The  thvy  is  fust  flyinj?,  tiie  b'lds  will  Ix?  dying,     ^nf-  ->• 

The  son'.'  binl*  no  more  will  you  hear 
The  eveiiin;:  i<>  st>lendid,  then  com«  an  'tis  eadMl, 

OoBe  orer  fbe  frnr,  my  dear. 


8. 
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Come  orer  tlie  ferry,  and  let  u>>  be  uierry 

Th«;  llrst  little  star  I  can  ae*-,  .>.•«■.-. iiJi-v 

Which  seems  to  be  siiyiiij  oh  cease  lids  dblsyinf,    ;**'^,'.;'f 

Cuiuc  over  the  ferry  to  me.  J  ,'  * 

The  nioou  w  ill  Im.-  show  iiig.  the  wind  will  be  blowlxig. 

The  air  will  he  chill  wiili  the  bi-eezes  of  ni^i^ht, 
And  b«'ie  w.d  and  lonely,  I'm  woltinjr  \  ou  only, 

Wliile  time  ever  busy  Is  tnktng  his  Hiirht ;  -^  "  ■ 

At  last  I  e;iii  see  her.  I  know  it  must  be  her,  <  -fi.^y-' 

All  eiul  to  my  doubt  and  my  fenr.  >•  -•■  "^ 

You're  cominir  at  last  then,  my  vij^il  is  past 

Oome  over  "the  fhry.-injr^leir    —       ■ 
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Contaiiiiiig  all  the  inost  popular  Songs  of  the  day. 
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"       OXrtt  4lGE»TS.        rv 

I  OSTON.  (MaM.)J.  W.  SHERMAN.  Books.  SU- 
tionery , Newa-Pap«n,  115  Cambridge  Street. 

PHILADELPHIA.  (Pa.)  A.  W.  AUNER.  Job- 
Printer  aijd=*b*fL»-'PuhliBlier,  9.  W.  OonMTof 
Bl*v«nMf  «Dd:  MM-lret^  lBtre«ta. 

CINCINNATL  (Oilo.)P.  HARTLAUB.  Newa- 
Stand,  Vine  Street,  opposite  Poat-Offioe. 

rfEWARK.(N.J.)a  M.  WILDMAN,  Newa-A^ent, 
252  Marttef  8t.  between  Lawrenoe  and  Mull^rry. 

ROCHESTER,  (N.T  )  W.  T.  MACAULEY.Newa- 
Dealer  A  Stktioper,  No.  3  North  Clinton  Street. 

DETROIT.  (Mich.)  J.  F.  MACAULET,  Su- 
tiouer  and  News- Dealer,  257  Jefferson  Ave. 

ALBANY.(N.  T)  B.  TAUSICK*BRO.  Whole- 
salvTo^aad  Faney-goods.  100  Madw^n  Aye 
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TO  OaRBE&POKBEVTS.  . 


P.  H.  M — Soulb  Bost»n,  Mass — We  are  try- 
ing to  find  the  Song  of  the  FAoroRT  GiiM — The 
til oe  of  BoLtr-^ASK  Doxo^o* .  is. W;ellj^nown 
here.  jjivMjit  :  toi  i...  -i^;  ■>/  it  U 

N«xt  Number  (64)  will  ead  tb« first vfolame 
of  the  Singer's  Jootual,  containing 60  N^mb«-rs 
or  3000  Songs  and  60  Pieces  of  Music---We  a<l- 
vise  every  Amateur  to  naaka  a  cuilnalioB  of  all 
the  NumMi%^Bd  hare  them  botmdnt  one  hook 
with  as  fine  a  cover  as  suits  the  taste  6{  eacli 
one.  Such  a  book  will  alwaja  be  aa  oroarnent 
on  the  parlor-l*bi«  in  avery  bouaahold. 


-     -    --.;■    -z:ri,\( 

A  DROP  IN  TBI  ITB Page  467 

A  BATCH  or  JJ8T8 , .,.  467 

A  BIT  or  TBI  BROW    » ,  470 

The  Apph  of  mt  »t«  .....  ,...-.' 471 

BoCNCB  ! , 468 

The  BOWLD  80JBR  HOT 4 468 

Ckask  thy  rxposino 466 

Drchkkn  sallt  406 

•  Dent  Vf) 'togi'y  vitli  me,  darling   471 

Erin-oo-braoh  1   467 

Fill  high  to  him  that's  far  away ...  1166 

The  Fairt  bills 467 

Farewell  to  thee,  land  of  my  birth  I 468 

The  FUNNT  CRAZT  MAW >  469 

Sli,  itm  itmi'TBK  posTMAV  466 

Hands  orf— No,  2  „, .|467 

Have  you  seen  liiy  daughter  M'ni  her  Pa!  ^68 

If  eacli  about  his  own  ^oor  sweep. ..'. . .,  ^69 

I'd  blusli,  but  l^u|4|PP|  ^fy**  bim  ....  469 

TheLfST,ji^«i^4«)| 468 

Tho  liOTiDg  PoelmaD  :  or  his  heart 

**ttit'-tnra-rat ..;....  469 


The  Apple  of  My  Eye. 


■;■■>  '>.'<   ri 


p  Sneie,  m^iJarKa^,  I  hope  I  never  die, 

fa'liat  you  ri.aqt  live  forever,  the  apple  of  my  eye^ 

Twa^  in  the  orcli^;!.  Sii8iK<litrl  n^;,  when  bo  one  else  was  ni;h, 

1  called  jou  *fr,en  biy  star  aud  treasure,  the  apple  of  mj  eje. 
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|.l| communications   must  l>e  addressed  to 

Henry  DE  MARSAJBT,  Pubiieiier, 

^   60     CliaLhaiii      Sti-eet,      Rew-Yo4>^ 

|\Ve  do  not  uudertake  to  return  rejaf)t*<i 
M9^  or  to  answer  by  post.  , 

i^oli  Number  will  contain  about  Fifty  of  the 
ma0t   Popular   Sonc;*,    sung  in  the  Theatwa, 
Oplei«Ho\i8es     and     Conc<'rt-Roomt    at' the 
Uqitied-Stotes  and  Great-Britain.  '  '    '■  '^ 

■-  :u.'I 

HENRT.DE  HA&SAN. 

Finisher  of  Songs,  Song-Books  and  Toy-Books. 

^^mic  And  Sentimental  ^Iflitinei. 
Motto* Veraet,  ><    h 

i    Stationery, 

Playing^-Oardi, 

OTHER  CHEi^f  ABTIOIfS  SOK  ffHS  TBADE. 
1  he  OLD    ORIGINAL  SONO-tj'BPOT  : 
60  Chatham  Street.  Firrt.^oor. 

Obposiu     William     Street,     WBW^YORK. 

•  'This  House,  established  more  th«n''25  years 
isltlie  ol'eet  Publisliins'-'Est'ihlis^ment  of  the 
kjnrl,  and  the  first  lh4t  miro4tfM4.  in  the 
led  Sta'ee,  the  publishing  of  theTvviny  sheet 
iufstin  I  l-iallads.  fortbeibenetit  oMl'lie  million. 
0v.  r  2;6U0  different  Songs'  aiways  afa  bund. 

Sin^rer's  Jonrnal  is  publish^  montli 

^ale  of  subscription.  Post  free,   oasry^ar  t 
I       do do.     six  ■oonkhs 

1  receipt  of  Five  cents,  sln«le  aoptas  -will  be  seat 
1 4ny  part  of  the  country,  free  of  poatate. 

!     We  have  always  on  hand  ooiyes  of  all 

le  Nunibfre  of  the  Singer's  Journal  from  : 
To.   1   to  10  and   from  15  to  63.    ,  i 


COxlfTKI\TS. 


Lkt  C9  maks  tri  bfst  or  it  .. .; 

Mrs..  ;tN'Ei.\-8  or  bu-UNQSGate  

Meit  ur.  m  Ta«  vai.let   

Man  s  on1(i  act  "s  the  brotlier  of  mnn  . 
My  lover  «B«4  I  a'-e  in  fondness  united    . 

The  Millkr'8  PAtrHiTKR 

Mt  mothkr  »k*v, 

n»nk  but  thk  jkalois  ca.v  kn'w  .... 
No  ghfy  I  covet,  no  riches  I  !S»int 

Oh  !    ARE    TK    SI.KKPING,   MAGOIB  ♦    ...... 

Oh  !  fell  me,  love,  tlie  dearest  hour   . . . . 

Oh   !    NEVER    PLAT    WITH    KRic     

Oh,   mt  I   TBIS  STORT  IT  IS   TRUf.  -.  . 
Oh  !    SHK    HAD    SUCH    TAKING   WAYS  !     

Potiett's  no  sin , 

PrLL    AWAT    CHKERILT    

Poll  and  mt  partnkk  joe 

Pretty  Mary,  'he  Dairyman's  Daugliter  , 

^'till  to  6e  neat,  etdl  to  b«  drest 

Shk  work  a  mokeet  jackit 

The  Steam-cigar   

There.'t  a.(4>ar  tfiitt  falls  wlien  we  pen  . . 
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There  you  are  a^in,  with  youF        *        ' 

hair  like  miM 467 

I'OM    SIMPLETOM '• 487 

V'IKKL   MAT  TBI   KEXL   ROW 466 

T!i    Warnino ,   __  457 

Tiie  Wiii.spKR— Ton  guess  thb  rew  ..; 467 

vie  tr.'  el  ne  Bt-aneers  now— Worda  .  .*.  .  471 

\  e  !■  eet  i>8  Bt'an  :■  is  now — Music    472 

r'lio's  coiiiinir  oili  for  a  spr-e  lo-night  ?  470 

HENRY  DE  MARSANS 

Sl!]^G£B'8  JOVnXAMj. 

VVf  ;tivke  the  liberty  t"  remin<l  our  6usto«aers, 
in^ipally  those  from  the  Country,  that  our  plffM 
8in.-os  is  at  Ifo.  60  (  not  «1 )  Cfaathadl  ^XfHt. 
U|. ■^ft|lir8.  FfHil  Floor.  '^ 

'ftEMEMpER.  '   ',"  1.^  ' 

Chatham  Street,  Up-Stain,        fO 

^irst  Floor.      (  Opposiu  William  StMrt.  ) 
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He.  She  and  the  Poitmaii. 

Sang  by  J.  L.  Toole. 
■oato  »t  B00M7  ft  Oo..  4  Bond  StrMt,  Naw-Tork. 


Thar*  wm  •  maiden  lored  s  yoatb,  | 
la  tb«  town  t)Mt  I  was  bora  in — 'ora  in 

8b*  wrol*  to  him,  by  the  aTeniog  poat, 
To  maat  bar  ia  tb«  morning — 'orning. 

.Th«  noraing  o«m«.  no  ]«tt«r  did, 

'Coa  tha  poatmau  he  forgot  it — 'got  it  : 
Though  he  delivered  •  note  to  her. 
That  tbera  note  waa  not  it — 'ot  it. 

Oh  f.eruel  poatman  I  to  forget  j 

That  lettar  to  delirar— 'liver  : 
Cried  ahe  :  "  My  true  love  ia  falaa  to  me  t ' 

Tb«n  BFLOSHCO  into  tbe  river — 'ivec 

Then  tha  lovier  he  did  pine  away. 

And  left  off  playing  Ht  ikittlea — 'kittlM  : 

Ha  got  ao  tbin,  left  off  driukin'. 

And  navar  eat  no  mora  wittlea — 'ittlea. 


At  laat  ha  got  a  waterbutt. 

He  waa  not  ao  partickfer — 'tickler: 

Ha  pubed  hia  head  right  down  foremoat. 
Till  hia  lege  were  perpendickler — 'iokler. 

Then  the  poatman  killed  his-aelf  likewiae. 

For  faar  of  what  uiigbt  happen — 'appen  : 
And  if  you  now  a  table  triea. 

Tea  may  hear  hia  spirit  rappen — 'appan. 

;  Poverty's  no  Sin. 

Poor  Kata  with  noaagay-bukat  trim. 

Sent  forth  tbe  plalntlTe  ory. 
Her  varied  flowers  round  the  brim 

Bbe  bid  each  trkvellsr  buy. 
Bat  baedlass  passed  the  giddy  throng. 

In  vsiu  aha  hoped  to  wlo  ; 
■he  sighed  aud  held  her  baaket  low  : 

Sua  poverty's  no  sla. 

■Ita  silent  grieves,  bat  perseverea. 

By  hanger  pinched  aud  cold  : 
A  brata  who  saw  the  falliog  tear, 

Orew  inapudent  and  bold  : 
By  fbice  he  pressed  this  modest  maid. 

Who  pity  wisb>-d  to  win  : 
Who  straggled    blushed,  and  frowning 

Bora  poverty's  no  sin. 

Tom  Traelove  flashed  with  golden  oia. 

His  constant  girl  be  knew, 
Jaat  cried  :  "  Tls  lucky  I'm  on  ahonr !  " 

To  her  rsUef  be  flew. 
Hia  eadgel  laid  the  assailant  low. 

While  Tom  did  thus  begin-^ 
,  **  P'ya  mind  m».  lubber,  don't  ya  know 

That  poverty's  no  aln  t  " 

Than  bore  his  irize,  with  love  and  pride, 

Baneath  his  couqaering  arm. 
And  swore  he'd  keep  her  by  his  side. 

And  shield  her  ssJTe  from  barm  : 
"  Thy  sails,  says  Tom.  shake  In  the  wind. 

Thy  otiaeks  look  pale  and  thin. 
But  cheer,  my  lass    tbe  breeze  is  kind  ; 

Tot,  poverty's  no  sin.  " 

Kate  told  him  all  her  friends  were  dead,    > 

And  she  distrest  and  low— 
"Avaat!  he  cried,  enough  is  said — " 

His  heart  felt  all  her  woe. 
"  Here,  take  this  gold,  'tis  all  yoar  OWB, 

Twas  you  made  me  to  win  . 
I*va  fonght  (or  yuu.  and  yoa  alona  : 

Why,  poverty's  no  sin.  " 

BlRgad  like  a  lady.  Kate,  next  day,        , 

Was  made  by  Tutu  a  wife. 
And  cheerly  passes  life  away  , 

They  know  no  care  or  strife. 
To  her  the  needy  tell  their  grlet 

Who  aak  la  sure  to  win  : 
■he  always  tjives  relief  aud  says  : 

"  Tliat  poverty's  uo  sin.  " 

Fill  High  to  Him  th»t'a  Far  Away- 

No^  oaTar  ihall  my  soul  forget 

'Tha  frianda  I  found  ao  cordiaUhaartad  ; 

Daar,  dear  shall  b«  tbe  day  we  met. 
And  dear  ahall  be  the  night  we  parted  I 

Oh  I  if  regret  how«T«r  sweet, ' 
MtMt  with  tbe  lapaa  of  time  deoay  ; 

Tet  atiil,  when  thua  in  mirth  you  m«e^ 
Fill  high  to  him  that's  far  away  I 

Long  be  tbe  flume  of  memory  foand 
AliTa  within  your  aooial  gfaaa  ; 

Let  that  be  still  the  magic  roand 
O'er  which  Oblivion  darea  not  paaa  f 


Mrs.  Jenkins  of  Billingsgate. 

A  Parody  on  the    "  Wishing  Gate.  ~ 


■Twaa  on  Oood  Friday  eve.  the  neighbors  all  1 

Mrs.  Jenkins  went  down  to  BilllngBgata  : 

For.  that  was  tbe  place  sbe'd  been  told 

WItare  the  cheapest  of  maid  aud  salt-flsh  was  aold. 

She  was  one  of  those  ladles  that  thought  it  no  aln 

To  spend  her  market  paxiuy  in  gin  ;  <, 

80  away  she  went  salt-Aah  to  buy.  ',  . :-  '^ 

Like  wife  to  gat  a  few  dipps  on  the  sly  : 

With  her  key  on  her  flnger,  and  basket  ao  neat, 

lira.  Jenklna  went  down  to  Billingsgate. 

She  went  there,  she  got  there,  and  there  aha  spied 
Some  flab  that  waa  fresh,  some  pickled,  some  iVled  : 
She  looked  at  some  eels  as  long  as  her  arm. 
When  a  flshfag  bawled  out :  "  what  are  you  looking  for, 

marm  T  " 
"  I  want  a  nice  fish  wlthont  even  a  (knit. 
Said  she,  one  that's  flak'ey  and  not  very  salt  " 
■'  Well,  here's  one.  said  tbe  woman.  I'll  warrant  It  sound, 
I'll  sell  It  to  yon.  marm,  for  three  half-pence  per  pound.  " 
8be  traugbt  it   aud  thoUKht  it  very  good  weight. 
And  was  pleased  with  her  bargain  at  Bllilngsgata. 

So  delighted  was  she  she  gained  her  wish. 
That  she  made  up  her  uiiud  tu  est  tbe  salt-flsh  : 
And  at  each  public  bunse  in  the  marliet  she'd  stop. 
And  couldu  t  pass  liy  without  having  a  drop. 
She  began  to  look  fuuny  and  feel  much  the  same. 
And  she  did  many  tbiigs  I  don't  wish  to  name  ; 
And  tbe  boys  in  the  street  they  raised  a  sbont. 
To  see  her  aud  her  flsh  both  tnamble  abuut 
She  waa  fouud  by  a  polloeman  in  t  very  queer  state  : 
So  she  slept  In  a  atatlon-honae  near  Bllliugsgata. 

Next  morn  whan  she  woke,  she  exclaimed  :  "  oh,  dear  !  " 

For.  in  aearehlng  her  basket  no  flsh  waa  there — 

And  what  made  the  case  ao  remarkably  odd. 

That  Done  of  the  bobbya  hail  Heeu  her  salt  cod. 

She  hoped  that  tbe  bones  would  stick  In  their  throats, 

Anvi  swure  that  she'd  soon  have  it  oat  of  their  coata  : 

"  Not  seen  it '.  said  she.  that's  all  my  aye  '. 

It's  t.'0ue  after  the  miilton  and  rabblt-ple.  " 

80.  ladies,  beware  uf  Mrs.  Jenkiua's  fate  : 

Keep  aereue  when  yuu  market  at  Billingsgate. 


Cease  Thy  Reposing. 

Uaslo  at  Booaay  *  Oo.,  No.  4  Bond  Street,  Naw-Z«ltfe. 

Oh  !  oesae  thy  reposing. 
Night's  stars  ure  olosin|^ 
*        Dreamily  dosing 

Into  the  day, 
Oaily  awaking, 
Slumber  foraaking, 
While  morn  ia  breaking, 

Let  ua  away— > 
Longing  to  ebeer  thee. 
And  to  be  near  tbee, 
Hoping  to  hear  thee. 

Hither  I  eame. 
Soft  words,  in  sighing,  , 

Oadenoes  dying, 
To  me  reolying. 

Breathe  thy  dear  aune  1' 
Oh  !  cease  tliy  repoaing,  As. 

When  slumber  hath  found  OMk' 
And  lovingly  bound  me, 
Hovering  around  me 

Thy  spirit  seeing 
Silently  blessing, 
Mutely  eontessing. 
Thy  soul  ciresaiog 

Mine  in  my  dreune. 
When  moonlight  is  beamin)^. 
And  bright  stars  are  gleaming^ 
Whilst  tliou  art  dreaming 

Haply  of  me— 
Then,  shoula  tbe  morrow 
Wake  tbee  to  sorrow. 
Come,  love,  and  borrow 
'  Gladness  from  msi, 

'  Oh  I  cease  thy  repoaing,  As. 


Brunken  Sally. 

Bylk  U.  Thornton— Air  :  Tom  Bowlin. 


Bare  toes  turned  np  doth  lie  old  Sally, 

The  girl  to  make  a  row  : 
No  more  she'll  reel  down  oar  alley 

As  druuk  sa  David's  sow. 
Sal's  form  did  not  exhibit  beaaty. 

Her  nut  was  rather  soft. 
But  to  the  glass  she  did  her  doty. 

On  the  Uurd  floor  alofL 

8al  seldom  from  bar  word  depazts^ 
Her  character  was  rare 
^^K  Be*  fcnali  pais  ware  aU  free  I 

And  bow-legged  BlU  all  there  : 


ii'-  "a.'"^ 

And  then  she'd  chant  ao  vert  iolly-a> 

For,  I  have  beard  her  oft. 
Bat  Sal  has  died  of  melancholy. 
On  the  third  floor  alofL 
-■  -'- .  '^ 

'    T'  No  more  shall  I  1b  atormy  weatttev 

■ ;:.'  ;        Bee  old  Sal  tip  tha  tin, 

./^    And  call  for  Oin  aad  Olovaa  togathat, 
v'  And  aock  the  pottpn  In  : 

X     Thas  abatatesnca  which  cooka  tlia 
At  length  Sal'a  life  hss  dolTed  : 
-^     8hae«aalng  to  Imbibe  the ioloas,         >r 
Died  on  the  third  floor  alott. 

'■ —  ^  ■»■  » 

Oh  t  are  Ye  Sleeping,  Haggle  f 

Mirk  and  rainy  is  the  night. 

No  a  star  in  a'  the  carry  :    , '  *•  *b  /      '  . 
Ligbtnioe;s  gleam  athwart  the  lift,    ^  ''^   ' 
And  winds  drive  wi'  winter's  fury  : 

Oh  i  are  ye  sleeping,  Maggia  f    '.- 
Oh  !  are  y«  aleeping,  Maggie  ? 
Let  me  in — for,  loud  the  linn 
Is  roaring  o'er  the  wsrioch  oragia. 

Fearful  soughs  the  boortree  bank, 
The  rifted  wood  roars  wild  and  drsArie  : 

Loud  the  iron  yett  does  clank. 
And  ory  o'  how  lets  makes  me  eerie. 

Ob  I  are  ye  aleepiag,  Ao' 

Aboon  my  breath  I  dauma  speak. 
For  fear  I  rouse  your  waukrife  daddie  i 

Cauld's  the  blast  upon  my  cheek. 
Oh  1  rise,  rise,  my  bonny  lady  I 

Ob  1  are  ye  alaepiag,  A«^ 

She  op'd  the  door,  she  let  him  in  : 

He  cost  aside  his  dreeping  plaidi*  ; 
Blaw  your  warst,  ye  rain  and  win*, 
Since,  Maggie,  now  I'm  in  aside  ye. 

Now  since  ye're  waking,  Maggie! 
Now  since  ye're  waking.  Maggie  I 
What  care  1  fur  howlet's  ory. 
For  boortree  bank,  or  warlock  oraigia  t 


Meet  Me  in  the  Valley. 


Whan  behind  the  moantala   . 

The  daylight  melts  away. 
And  twilight  o'er  the  vaUay     ■ 

Spreads  her  robe  of  grey  : 
When  the  ac^aau  thoa  haaiagt 

Of  wild  birds  in  tha  (an  : 
Wilt  thoa  meet  me.  dearaa^ 

Down  In  the  (orest  glen  t 
Bind  yon  do  not  dally. 

But  by  the  starlight's  glsM^ 
■eet  me  in  the  valley 

Baalde  tha  old  mill-atream. 

When  tha  rook  ia  aoarf  ng. 

To  rest  upon  the  bough,       ^ 
Or  the  black-liird  pCuring 

Helodlously  bis  vow  : 
When  the  rose  Is  sipping 

Bright  dew-drops  lu  the 
Will  70a  then  come  tripping 

To  meet  me  in  the  glade  ? 
Mlcd  yoa  do  not  dally. 

Bat  by  tbe  sUrligbt's  gleam, 
Meet  me  In  the  valley 

Beside  the  old  mill  stream. 


Weel  may  the  Keel  Eow. 

As  I  came  down  the  Cannongate, 
The  Cannongate,  the  Cannongate  : 
As  I  eame  down  the  Cannongate, 
I  heard  a  lassie  sing.  Oh  ! 
Chorus  :     Weel  may  the  keel  row, 

The  keel  row,  the  keel  row  : 
Weel  may  the  keel  row. 
The  ship  that  my  loTsi's  is,  Ob  i 

My  lore  has  breath  o'  rosea, 
O'  roses,  o'  roses,  ^.    . 

Wi' arms  o' lily  posies 
To  fauld  a  lassie  in,  Ob  I 


WmIi 


My  love  he  wears  a  bonaat, 
A  bonnet,  a  bonnet, 
A  snawy  rose  upon  it, 
A  dimple  on  nis  obin.  Oh  I 


WmI  may,  So. 


Why  has  a  ol<vk  a  bashful  appaaraaaa  ?— 
It  keeps  its  hands  before  its  fue. 


(I 


THE  JTEW  SINGER'S  JOURNAL. 


467 


The  Fairy  Bells. 


J 


I  dreamt  (  'twas  bat  k  dream.  )  tbon  wert  my  bride,  loTe  : 
I  drvanit  that  we  were  wandering  pide  by  aide,  lore  ; 
I,  Eartli'a  Lappieit  son   and  thnn,  her  lovelleat  daughter  : 
Wbilr  fairy  bells  came  tinkling  o'er  the  water  : 

Merrily,  merrily,  merrily,  it  fell 

The  echo  of  th»t  tUry  bell. 

That  Tiaion  paabed  away,  and  then  hast  left  me 
To  moam  the  hopes  thy  falsehood  bath  bereft  BM  ; 
No  more  t  claim  thy  promised  hand, 
Mu  more  in  dreams  I  see  tbee  stand  : 

While  soft,  and  sweet  and  low  It  MB   . 

The  echo  of  that  (airy  bell. 

Now  when  I'm  mnsing.  sad  and  lonely. 
With  but  my  harp  and  thy  remembrance  onl7. 
In  Tain,  as  o'er  those  chords  I  bend, 
One  Joyfol  note  I  try  to  send  : 

For.  sad    sad.  and  changed  they  seem,  ' 

The  fairy-bells  of  that  dear  dream  ' 


Oh !  Tell  Me,  Love,  the  Dearest  Hour- 

A  DCBT. 


Oh  !  tell  m«.  love,  th«  dearest  hour 
Tlie  parted,  anxious  lover  knows — 

When  passion,  witli  eDchantrr'o  power, 
Across  bis  faitliful  memory  tlirowa^. 
Its  softest,  brightest  flame. 

'Tis  when  h«  tings  on  some  lone  shore 
Where  Echo's  voeql  spirits  throng. 
Whose  airy  Toioea,  o'er  and  o'er, 

Ou  still  and  moonlight  lake  prolong 

One  dear,  loved,  thrilling  nama  t 
m  i«i  ■!    

There  Ton  are  Again  with  Tour 
Hair  Like  Mine. 


Oh  '  there  yon  are  again  with  yonr  hair  like  mine. 
When  you  go  out  on  Sunday,  don't  yon  cnt  a  shine  ! 
Yoo  leave  yonr  wife  at  home,  with  other  girls  to  roam. 
Ton  know  that's  very  wrong,  with  yonr  hair  like  mine. 
When  the  moon  thronf^U  the  clotidR  Is  peeping. 
From  yonr  wife  and  kids  you're  creeping  : 
Some  other  girls  yon  are  meeting. 
And  leave  your  wife  l>ehind. 

Ob  '  yoa'll  have  to  stop  yonr  game,  with  yonr  hair 

like  mine 
Or  yoa'll  get  Into  a  meaa  aome  day.  yoa'll  find  ; 
Ton  tell  year  wife  a  crammer  and  sport  about  with 

Hannah  ; 
80.  think  of  the  two-aud-a-tanoer,  and  your  poor  kids 

at  home. 
Toar  wife  to  yon  is  f^itbftil. 

To  her  you've  been  nngratefnl  ;  ,  ' 

She  never  thought  you'd  be  deceitfnl. 
From  your  own  Wife  at  home. 

A  good  wifo  to  a  man  is  a  treasure.  It's  trae  : 
For.  without  the  women,  what  would  the  men  do  T 
And  If  that  men  ahould  marry,  from  your  wives  now 

never  tarry  ; 
If  yon  do,  you'll  b«  a  asmmy,  when  you  own  wife's  at 

boas. 
Through  sporting  about  with  Hannah, 
And  telling  my  wife  a  crarumer, 
I've  got  to  pay  two-and-a-tanner  ; 
For,  the  kid's  hair  is  Just  like  mine. 


There's  a  Tear  that  Falls  when  we  Part 


There's  a  tear  that  falls  when  we  part 

From  a  friend  whose  loss  we  shall  moarn  : 
There's  a  tear  that  flows  from  the  half-broken  heart, 

When  we  think  he  may  never  return — oh  !  nevar  ! 
"Tia  hard  to  be  parted  from  thoie 

With  whom  we  for  ever  could  dwell  : 
But,  bitter,  indeed,  is  tift  eorrow  that  flows. 

When,  perhaps,  we  are  saying  farewell — for  ever! 

There's  a  tear  that  brightens  the  eye 

Of  the  friend,  when  absence  is  o'er  ! 
There's  a  tear  that  flows  not  for  sorrow,  but  ioy. 

When  wa  m«et  to  be  parted  no  more— oh  T  never  t 
Then  alllttat  in  absence  we  dread 

Is  past,  and  forgotten  our  pain  ; 
For.  sweet  ia  the  tear  we  at  such  momenta  shed. 

When  we  behold  the  loved  object  again — for  ever  ! 


The  Warning. 

Toung  Oolio  onee  ooarted  Myrtiiia  the  prude  ; 

If  he  sighed  or  looked  tender  she  cried  he  waa  mde  ; 

Though  he  begged,  witb  devotion,  aome  eaae  for  his  pain, 

Tbe  good  fellow  got  nothing  but  frowns  and  disdain. 

Fatigued  with  ber  folly   his  suit  he  gave  o'er, 

And  vowed  that  no  female  should  fetter  him  more. 


He  strove,  with  all  caution,  to  'scape  from  the  net : 
But  Cbloe  soon  caught  blm— a  finished  coquet  '. 
She  glanced  to  his  glances,  ahe  sighed  to  his  sighs. 
And  flattered  his  hopes— in  the  language  of  eyes. 
Alas  :  for  poor  Oolln  '  when  put  to  the  test. 
Himself  and  his  passion  proved  both  but  her  jest- 
By  the  critical  third  he  was  fixed  in  the  snare  : 
By  Fanny—  gay.  young,  unaffected,  and  fair  '.  — 
When  sbe  found  he  bad  merit,  and  Love  took  his  part. 
She  dallied  no  longer,  but  yielded  her  heart. 
With  joy  they  snbmitted  to  Hymen's  decree. 
And  now  are  aa  happy — aa  happy  can  be. 

As  the  rose-bnd  of  beauty  soon  sickens  and  fades, 
Tbe  prude  and  coquet  are  two  slighted  old  maids  ; 
Now  their  sweets  are  all  wasted   too  late  they  repent 
For  transports  untasted.  for  moments  mis-spent ! 
Te  vlrgina,  take  warning,  improve  by  my  plan. 
And  fix  the  fond  youth  when  yon  prudently  can. 


A  Drop  in  the  Eye. 

Air :  Love  In  the  Heart. 


What  ia  it  that  steals  from  the  cheek  the  red  roM, 
Its  blossoms  displacing  to  bloom  on  the  nose  f 
What  is  it  that  sends  us  with  hiccups  to  bed, 
And  wakes  us  at  morn  with  a  pain  in  the  head  t 

'Tis  a  drop,  a  drop  in  the  eye, 

A  drop,  a  drop  in  the  eye  ! 

And  what  makes  the  legs  scarce  their  harden  apholdt 
And  what  makes  us  into  the  kennel  get  rolled  t 
And  what  is  it  causes  the  peaceful  to  brawl. 
And  makes  us  see  double,  or  else  not  at  all  T 

Tis  a  drop,  a  drop  in  the  eye, 

A  drop,  a  drop  in  tbe  eye  1 


-•♦♦ 


Hands  Off!  —  So.  2. 

Sung  by  Harry  Bickarda. 


Ton  know  that  all  the  world'a  a  stage,  and  men  and 

women  play 
Their  various  parte  :  some  are  the  rage,  and  some 

ne'er  have  their  day  ; 
Seven  ages  Shakespeare  gives  to  man.  child,  schoolboy. 

and  the  tofl^ 
The  soldier.  Justice,  age  and  death — and  the  motto  is  : 

"  hands  off !  ** 

Chorus. 
Hands  off  \-  hands  olT '.  take  my  advice,  hands  off ' 
And  never  make  the  least  mistake. 
Eyes  on,  but  keep  hands  off  I 

Tbe  infant,  in  his  awkward  arms,  papa  oft  tries  to  nurse. 
But  mamma  cries  :  "  bauds  off  '  you  brute,  you 

couldn't  bold  him  worse.  " 
And  when  the  schoolboy  takes  his  part,  his  Jacket  be 

will  doff, 
If  any  one  lays  hands  on  him.  and  shouts  out :  "  yah— 

hands  off !  " 

The  lover  with  the  girl  he  lores  reclining  on  his  arm. 
Cries  :  "  Here,  hands  off !  "  if  others  try  his  charming 

one  to  harm  ; 
And  then  the  soldier  in  the  trench  upon  tbe  field  of  war. 
Shouts  to  the  foe  :  "  handa  off '.  or  you'll  find  what 

Patriots  are.  " 

The  next  age  Is  the  magistrate,  at  whom  yon  musn't  scoff : 
For,  often  with  a  fine  or  worse,  he  bids  folks  "  keep 

hands  off '.  " 
And  then  the  slippered  Pantaloon,  who  with  bia 

latest  breath, 
Keepa  np  the  cry  and  ahonta  :  "  hands  off !  "  to  that 

grim  creature  death. 


Tom  Simpleton. 

▲  SIRIO-OOMIO  OLXB. 


Tom  Simpleton  came  to  his  fortune  on  Sphdat, 
And  friends  came  to  see  him,  in  doxens,  on  Monday  ! 
On  TuisnAT  were  with  him  to  dinner  and  sup  ; 
On  WiD.NESDAT  in  honor  of  Tom  kept  it  up  ! 
On  Trubsdat  his  friends  set  the  dice-box  afloat  ; 
On  Friday,  by  some  means,  he  lost  his  last  note  ; 
And  on  Saturday — Saturday  Tom  cut  his  throat  1 


-»♦.- 


A  Batch  of  Jests. 


Since  Jestlng's  quite  common,  amonc  great  and  SBiaU, 
A  song  on  that  subtject  I'll  sing  to  yon  all  : 
Though  some  may  be  false,  and  aome  of 'em  true, 
I  suDPOSe  if  they're  droll,  it's  no  matter  to  you. 

Tol  de  loL 

At  a  tavern,  a  doctor  was  once  heard  to  say  : 
"  I  have  three  fine  daughters,  all  charming  and  gay 
And.  when  married,  for  each  ten  thouaand's  their  due.  " 
Cried  a  Pat :    "  with  yonr  i^vi.^j  my  soul  •  I'll  take  two. 

Tol  de  loU 


Once  a  Paddy  was  asked  by  a  eon  of  his  motbaar  1 
"  Which  Was  tbe  oldest— be  or  his  brothsr  T  " 
"  I'm  oldest,  cried  Pat  yet  stlU  I  pre  safe. 
If  we  live  a  year  longer,  we'll  l>e  both  M  aa  Ma.  " 

Tol  da  M. 

At  an  auoilpn.  one  day,  a  Pat  stood  at  hia  asaa. 
When  be  cried  :  "  Auetioneer,  may  I  bid  wbst  I  plriaae  T 
"  Of  course  '  replied  he  coma,  sir,  bid  away.  " 
"  Then,  cried  Pat,  bowing  low,  I  bid  yon  a^oed  daf.  ** 

Toldalel. 

At  Tyburn,  one  moYnhig,  fbr  fbrgery  was  Kane 
A  young  man  whose  rog^ry  had  but  a  abort  ruu. 
Cried  a  Paddy  just  by.  who  was  shocked  at  the  sight : 
"  Arrah  !  ^oney  '.  this  comes  of  L^aHiKO  to  writ*.  " 

Tol  de  laL 

Now  I  think  that  it^  time  my  Jesting  sboald  ead. 
Though  tbe  truth  is  at  preaent  no  more  than  I've  panned  , 
And  IF  yon  are  pleaaed  with  the  ditty  I've  sang. 
I  expect  yt>nr  applause— but  ir  kot,  hold  ytmlangau. 

ToldaloL 


I  Oh !  Never  Play  with  Firai  '   | 

Through  au  oar  oaarts,  philoaopnars  oaTs  tenght, 

A  subtle  vapor  flies  : 
Wanned  in  the  veins,  it  kindles  as  quick  aa  thoi^hi, 
And  sparkles  in  the  eyes. 

Be  warned,  ye  fair,  and  ratire. 
Fly  far  from  the  flash  : 

You'll  repent  if  you're 

Oh  1  never  play  with  fire  I       'v  'r,^ 

If  a  yonth  cornea,  with  a  grace  and  a 

tiike  Phoebus,  decked  in  rays — 
Thaii  to  your  heart  the  fiery  atoma  throilf« 

And  set  it  in  a  blaxe. 

Be  wamad,  ya  ^, 

Bat  should  the  youth  oome,  with  honor 

Fly  not  your  lover's  rays  : 
Hia  hieart  in  a  flame,  let  youra  ba  tha 
And  make  a  mutual  blaxe. 

From  him  we  need  not  retire  ;  ' 
If  such  can  be  found. 
We  may  stand  our  ground  : 
Oh  I  then  we  may  play  with  tit. 


.  i: 


-»♦«-. 


Erin-Oo-Bragh ! 


;r 


Oo  toi  Hnnster.  to  Lelaster.  to  Connaaght,  or 
An  Irishman,  sore,  yon  will  alwaya  find  merry  ; 
Oive  him  whiskey  to  drink,  and  paratles  galore, 
He'll  fight  till  he  dies,  aye,  and  twenty  years  aOMk 

I  >      Oh  '  then  hie  ehellelagfa  .     . 

I  i      He  flourishes  gaily,  ^  ' 

Wlih  rattle  'em   battle  'em  crack  and  aaa-OMf  ^    ' 
T  I      Och  !  liberty  cheers  him, 

I        Each  foe  to  it  fears  him.  '      - 

While  he  roars  eut  the  chorus  of  Erln^o-Bn^ ! 

If  you've  nothing  to  eat.  go  to  Ireland  so  fHskay  t 
Esch  cabin  will  give  yon  potatoes  and  whiskey  ; 
And,  while  you  are  eating,  each  friend  will  partake. 
Aid  will  cry  :  "  if  you  'die.  we'll  be  all  at  your  wake  ! ' 
Och  '.  then  each  ahellel^h,  J 

0«h  '  Ireland's  the  place,  snre,  to  live  and  be  jidly  1 
Ili  girls  are  ao  fair,  and  Its  boys  free  from  tol^  : 
TbSy  ne'er  will  refuse,  while  they've  got  it  to  give, 
Apd  they  never  will  die  while  they're  able  to  live. 

But  still  each  ahellal^li.  t 

M  i»i  m   


The  Whisper  —  Yon  Oness  thie 


Of  all  the  varioua  modes  of  speech 
Which  polished  Art  or  Nature  taach. 
With  all  the  aide  of  bows,  nods,  aim]. 
Grave  looks,  or  aentimental  whimpesai. 
The  whisper  plays  its  part  tha  beat. 
With  bints  which  let  you  gneas  tita 
Tol  de  rol— you  goeaa  tba 


Would  you  assume  the  lorar'a  jmM  t 
A  fig  for  sighs,  or  tragic  atart  I 
With  sly,  insinaatiog  laar 
Approach,  and  whiaper  in  bar  ttW'm* 
"  Lord  bless  me  I  air,  I  tow,  protask  i 
Well,  really  yoo —  "  yon  gneas  tiia  m 
Tol  de  rol — you  gnaaa  tba  1 


Whata'er  the  Caulta  of  thia  poor  1 
Or  keen,  or  dull,  or  abort,  or  long  : 
I  hopa,  my  frianda,  you  will  eseoaa  i^ 
Or  whisper,  if  you  must  abuae  it ; 
Applaud  ma,  though  it  be  in  jest. 
And  whisper — I  shall  guess  the  rsat. 
Tol  de  rol — I  goese  the  rest. 
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The  Last  Meeting. 

All  '  wtutt  grief  ind  MdnAM 

Weigh  down  aiy  beart, 
Wtalla  I  bear  tbM  fkltar: 

"  We  (oon  mntt  deptrt  ?  " 
Dark  will  wnk«  the  morrow. 

Dark  aa  uigbt  to  me  : 
WImq  mlue  e;e«  oo  longer 

Fondly  gaza  on  thea. 
A*  from  aome  bleat  Tleloa 

I  wake  tu  pain. 
Kerer  traiiqnil  alumber       • 

Xo  kuuw  axaiD  : 
Our  liappT  Qresm  Is  paat, 
Thla  meeting  la  onr  laat— 

VcacefQl  bkonta  of  childhood 

Where  oft  we  atrajed  ' 
Oentlf  flowing  atraamlet. 

And  aunny-»l»*B  ? 
Te  BO  more  caa  charm.me — 

Mow  e»oli  iic«D«  one«fUr, 
8«ema  with  glooiii  o'arahadowad, 

Sootbea  not  my  despair. 
A*  fret*  aAOM  bleat  f  laloa 

I  wake  to  pain. 
Hever  traji<iuil  slumber    ..' 

To  kuow  a«<aln  :  '    ' 

Our  happy  dream  U  pUt,   ■■■ . 
Thla  meeting  is  onr  laat— 


Farewell  to  thee,  Land  of  my  Birth ! 

FareweM  to  thee,  land  of  my  birth  ! 

Farewell  to  thee,  childhood's  dear  home  I 
All  thy  sweet  charms,  'mid  sadness  and  mirth, 
,  WilJ  hnunt  me  wberever  I  roam.  , 

^48  Sf  affeotiot)  now  must  be  broken, 

oLiatetL«(  have  bound  rat  many  a  y««r  ; 
Oft  as  [  n^BM  on  every  Juved  loliso, 

('art«9iflaiU  fcvsr  wait  nie  here — 
Farewell  tu  thee,  laatiof  my  birth  ! 

Far.-well  !•  kl<e«,  childhoods  dear  boms  ! 
.\il  tl'y  swset  cliarrns,  'mid  sadneaa  and  mirth, 
Will  haanfc  nm  wherever  I  roam.  ... 

Nisrht  gathers  round,  deeper  the  shMe': 

Valleys  inid  hiHs  fid*  with  the  li|>lit  ; 
SUep,  gentle  sigcp   lepd  me  thy  aid. 

In  dresiiia  br1ii<;  them  back  to  my  sight  ; 
What  Ibu'  I  go  where  wealth  is  displaying 

■MhRs  enobantment  over  ths  mind, 
'Mid  the  gay  halls  my  thorn: hts  will  be  straying 

Bfki^  to  the  scenes  I  leave  behind. 

Farewell  to  thee,  <bc. 


Bounce ! 


Tbire's  a  very  short  word  tliat  begins  with  a  B, 
And  tha.I>iotloneiy  jon  may  search. through, 
But  uui  inch  a  valuable  wurd  will  y^a  see 
'  As  BiMmce-  If  belougiug  to  yon. 
Aasan  Duy  have  talent,  and  yet  nearly  starve  : 
And  wlthonf  anv  f<ar    I  pr"niuiioe 
That  nj  oiie'a  bound  to  ,:ri  ou  In  thla  world. 
If  possesaed  of  a  fklr  share  of  boonce. 
I'llORCS. 

Thswahoot.  my  pippins  :  I've  plenty  of  bounce! 
Boaa«e  is  the  word  for  me. 
Bounce  U  m7  motto,  bounce  la  my  plan- 
It's  bouiiceable  Ben  yen  no#aee. 

iteB^iMtaa  sslounn  I  often  alB  seen,  .1        ' 

And  from  thence  1  caruad  my  bride, 

With  ten  thous^ind  a-vear.  and  a  beantlfnl  face. 

An'l  I  am  her  cboicA  and  her  pride. 

Kv  letters  strove  with  me  to  gain  this  priae  : 

And  thoodh  I'd  «r  geld  net  an  onnea, 

I  xpoMSvp.  aad  swaggered,  and  she  preferred  me. 

Becaiuetihad  plenty  of  bounce. 

In  thoee  dafa  that  are  gone.  If  I  bad  no  cash, 
I  had  davlik  Wbarever  I  went : 
And  1  dldA't.ca^  i4  they  served  ipe  with  writs. 
Or  if  bailTm  were  after  me  sent  : 

these  men 
B^  bound  to  announce  : 
For   my  tongue  (fid  the  basineas.  I  baffled  them  off. 
Because  I  had  plenty  eA  I'Ottaee. 

What-ver  voit  do.  aa  von  Jonmey  thro'  lifb. 

If  you  waOTIo  bear  off  t lie  away. 

WhatlitMe  »f  Niimee  yos  bavaat  eommand, 

Juat  make  apyoor  mind  to  display. 

And  whenever  a  chance  tnma  up  lu  yoar  road. 

TTpdn  It  ^certain  to  pounce. 

And  no  ttalter  where   if  you  want  to  get  one. 

Exhibit  a  large  atoek  of  bounce. 


For.  ever*  ^t^ugapt,U>  arreat  me. 
Aa  a  failure  we^  bound  to  annoi 


Some  one  tells  n  story  of  a  steamboat  passenger 
watehing  a  revolving  light  of  a  li^Ht^honse  on  the 
coast,  and  exclaiinitjg  < 

"  Qoeb  !  the  wind  idows  that  light  out  aa  fast  aa 


Oh  !  My  !  this  Story  it  is  True. 

Mualc  at  B«iMey  .^  Cu.   Mo.  4  Bond  Street.  New-Tork. 

I'm  about  to  einir  n  soni;  lo  >"»• 
Which  in  tiie  end  yoti  II  (inl  quite — veraoioni  : 
All  about  a  youth,  wliose  niime  was  Bray, 
Who  was  dreiiming  uf  u  yuun^;  girl  night  and  — 

morning. 
Oh  !  my  !  this  Bt'>ry  it  is  true. 

Now  this  lass  who  eu  rucked  his  brain. 
Her  ChristiAii  name  was     Mary — Juliana  ; 
But  she  would  not  entertain  his  suit. 
She  thought  i<im  suoh  a  perfect — rnffian. 

Oh  !  my  !  4c. 
When  nut  one  <lay,  his  lov>t  he  spies. 
To  overtake  her  quick  he — endeavours  . 
And  said      "  If  you  don't  cast  your  eyes  on 
Me,  III  quaff  a  cup  of  ool.l — oofiTee.  " 

Oh  !  my  I  Ac. 

The  inai'len  calmly  raised  her  eyes. 
And  rudely  looked  her  <:;reat — astonishment  ; 
For,  though  he  was  a  fine  young  roan. 
She  for  him  did  not  care  a — braes  farthing. 

Oh  !  my  !  Ac. 
The  yoath  was  now  nigh  broken-hearted — 
So  straightway  from  tiie  maid — absquatulated. 
Saying  to  himself     "  When  1  get  a'little  further, 
I'll  create  a  sensation — myself  I'll — felo  de  se.  " 

Oh  I  my  !  <bc. 

He  reached  the  water,  not  wanting  pluck. 
And  into  it  dived,  just  like  a — porpoise  ; 
But  finding  it  wet.  swam  ashore  without  delay, 
Sayin<;  :   "  This  tragedy  I'll  postpone  for  another — 

century.  " 
Oh  !  my  I  Ac. 

Now  had  ihey  agreed  to  be  man  and  wife. 

Till  one  or  t'other's  death,  they'd  have  lived  in — 

non-connubiality  ; 
Bnt  as  they  didn't,  it  mast  be  plain 
It  saved  them  both  a  life  of— excruciating  agony. 

Oh  !  my  !  Ac. 

Have  You  Seen  My  Daughter?  Fm  Her  Fa ! 

Sung  by  the  Oreat  Vance. 
Mnslc  at  Boosey  A  Oa.  4  Bond  Street,  New-York. 


"-..L 


Have  you  seen  my  daughter  t  if  you  ain't,  yon  onghter  : 
A  pretty  gal.  tier  name  is  Sal    she^  often  in  this  quaiter  ; 
Her  mother  was  a  stunner,  but  she's  s  regular  wunner. 
With  Oreclan  nose  and  pigeon  toes  uuljust  the  same  as  me. 
She's  had  an  edlflcstiim   fit  for  unv  station. 
To  parley  woo  can  down  a  few,  and  plays  on  the  Piano. 

Spoken  :  If  there's  one  thing  more  than  another,    I 
likes  to  see  a  girl  a  good  domino  thumper,  and  my  darter— 

Chords. 

Oh  I  she  Is  a  teazer.  is  mv  Sally  Breezer  ! 
MiVjSuta  hair   and  f>ce  •'>  fair,  the  image  of  her  dear  Ma  ' 
Her  waist  it  are  so  slmuler   her  manners  is  so  tender, 
And  I  always  let  tbeiu  kuow  that  I'm  her  Pa  ! 

I'm  known  as  "  Daddy  Breeier,  "  was  alwaya  thought 

the  cheese   sir  ; 
In  penny  dips  I  make  my  ohlpa  aa  chandler  and  tea 

dealer  ; 
I  sold  the  finest  Mocha  and  coals  and  wood,  and  cocoa. 
Fine  saveloya,  and  bVpenny  toys,  the  best  you  ever  see  ; 
I  made  a  heap  of  ready  my  l>abita  they  were  steady, 
I  sold  uiy  ahop.  the  com  did  cop,  and  kept  it  for  my 

daughter. 

Spoken     YeS.  the  fellow  that  gets  that  girl  will  have  a 

rare  lump. 

'  Ob  '  abe  Is  a  teaser,  he. 


Itota  have  been  to  cniirt  her,  from  every  blessed  qnarter  : 
A  tinker  and  a  mufllu  man   a  ruooy  later  sorter  : 
Bnt  abe  lauds  'em  in  a  minute,  and  says  there  aiu't 

none  in  It  . 
Bach  chaps  ai  they  don't  know  their  way  to  win  her 

virgin  heart. 
I'll  Just  throw  oDt  a  feeler  Kh>''a  spooney  ou  a  Peeler— 
To  be  hia  wife,  hie  mate  for  life   now  there'a  a  aanoy 

Donna ' 
Spoken  :  Whut.  be  hia  staff  uf  life  '  I'll  have  hia  new 
whlakers  what's  growing  to  ordtr  the  willtn  tho  — 

Ob  '  she  is  a  teaser  Ac. 


Kan  should  Aot  as  the  Brother  of  Man. 


Let  the  epicure  bon«t  tho  ric'i(rh;  -'f  hi"  soul. 

In  the  hiMb-saiasuuaU  uii-ti  i.nd  the  rich  flowing  bowl  ; 

Oew  they  g've  snob  true  J«~ys  is  benevolence  can. 

Oraaebarl  y  feels   wlien  u  benefits  man? 

liSl  bjiii  ku'W  till-  ki'  u  iiupnis "    tli  t  Knffeis  witb  grief 

L-t  bi      :<i-  •   tb'-  'I'    tu:  t     f  afford. iii{  reli- 1 

Ijet  liiiii  serv.-  ilir  great  Antli<i>  of  Nature's  great  plan. 

'  toot  as  the  brother  of  man  : 


ThoQgh  deceived  by  a  friei  d,  let  bim  see  what  he'll  gain. 
When  the  impulse  of  anger  be  learns  to  restrain  ; 
Though  great  the  ofbnee.  oh  '  forgive  if  yon  can  : 
For    reveuK"  i'  »  monster  diagraceful  to  u.an. 
Think  the  chapter  of  life  oft  reversea  the  Hcane, 
And  the  rich  man  becomea  wbat  the  poor  man  baa  been  : 
Think  that  chapter  muat  end— for   hut  abort  la  the  i 
That  will  give  us  the  power  to  benefit  man. 


Hone  but  the  Jealous  can  Know- 


•] 


Though  cause  for  suspicion  appears,  *' 

Yet  proofs  of  her  love,  too,  are  strong  : 

I'm  a  wretch  if  I  m  right  in  my  fears, 
And  unworthy  of  bliss  if  I'm  wrong. 

What  heart-breaking  torments  fmin  jealousy  0ow. 

Ah  I  none  hut  tlie  jealous — the  jealous  can  know. 


When  bleet  with  the  smiles  of  my  fair, 

I  know  not  how  much  I  adore  ; 
Those  smiles  let  another  but  share. 

And  I  Wonder  I  prised  them  no  more  I 
Then  whence  can  I  hope  a  relief  from  my  woe. 
When,  the  falser  she  seems,  still  th«  fonder  I  grow  * 


No  Olory  I  Coyet,  no  Biches  I  Want 

No  glory  I  covet,  no  riches  I  want ; 

Ambition  is  nothing  to  me  : 
The  one  thing  I  beg  of  kind  Heaven  to  grant — 

Is  a  mind  independent  and  free. 

Witb  passions  unrufSed,  untainted  with  pride,  . 

By  reason  my  life  let  me  square  : 
The  wants  of  my  nature  are  cneaply  supplied. 

And  the  rest  are  but  folly  and  care. 

The  blessings  which  Providence  freely  has  lent, 

I'll  jnstly  and  gratefully  prize  : 
While  sweet  meditation,  and  cheerful  content 

Shall  make  me  both  healthy  and  wise. 

In  the  pleasures  the  great  man's  possessions  display. 

Unenvied  I'll  challenge  my  part  : 
For,  every  fair  object  my  eyes  can  survey        '  | 

Contriltutts  to  gladden  my  heart. 

Huw  vainly,  thro'  infinite  trouble  and  strifa, 

The  many  their  lubors  employ  ! 
Since  all  that  is  truly  deliglitful  in  life. 

Is  what  all,  if  they  will,  may  enjoy. 


*^*^ 


The  Bowld  Sojer  Boy. 


Uh  !  there's  not  a  trade  that's  going 

Worth  showing,  or  knowing. 

Like  that  from  glory  growing,  » 

For  a  bowld  soJer  boy. 
Where  right  or  left  we  go. 
Sure  you  know,  friend  or  foe. 
Will  have  the  hand  or  toe 

From  the  bowld  soJer  hoj. 
There's  not  a  town  we  march  throtigb. 
But  ladies  looking  arch  through 
The  window  panes,  will  sarcb  thmngh 

The  ranks  to  find  their  J<  y. 
While  np  the  atreet.  each  girl  you  meet. 
With  look  a.)  sly.  will  cry  :       My  eye  ' 
Ob  '  ian't  he  a  darling,  the  iMwld  Bqjei  bof  ! 


Bnt  when  we  get  the  ronta. . 
How  they  pout  and  they  shout, 
While  to  the  right  a)>out 

Ooea  the  bowld  aqjer  boy  I 
'TIS  then  that  ladies  fSir, 
In  despair   tear  tlieir  hair — 
For  the  devil  a  one  I  eare  ' 

Says  the  iKiwld  Bo>r  bojr. 
For,  the  world  is  all  before  na. 
Where  the  laudladlea  adore  as. 
And  ne'er  refuse  tu  score  ns. 

But  chalk  us  up  with  Joy  : 
We  taste  her  tap.  we  tear  her  cap  : 
••  Oh  •  that'a  the  chap  for  me  •  aays 
Oh  '  Ian't  he  the  darling,  the  bowld 


sc^b«y!" 


Then  come  along  witb  me, 
Oramaohree.  and  yon'U  see 
How  happy  yon  will  be 

With  your  bowld  aojer  bey  ! 
Faith  '  if  you're  up  to  fnn. 
Witb  me  run    'twill  be  dona 
In  the  snappivg  of  a  gnu. 

Sa>s  the  t)owid  sojcr  iMy. 
And  ttstttea  that  witbont  aoaodal 
Myeelf  will  proadW  dsbdle 
Tbe  little  fSrtbiDg  can  He 

Of  our  mutna.  flame  aad  jof—- 
May  Ills  Mght  ahiue  aa  I'rl  bt  as  miita. 
Till,  in  the  line,  hs'll  blase  and  raise 
The  glory  of  his  corps,  like  the  bowld  soJer  boy? 
If  i~» 
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The  Loving  Postman  : 

OR  HIS  HEART  WENT   PlT-A-PAT. 
Mnalo  at  Booaey  k  Co.  4  Bond  8tre«t,  Hew- York. 


I  ten  joa  of  a  Um,  named  Mary  Day, 
A  servant  np  the  West-End  way 
WUo  loTed  a  poatmau.  I've  beard  lay. 

Who  brougUt  the  letters  to  the  door. 
How  epeedily  np-sttlrs  she  itroTe, 
Wheu  she  saw  him  coining  down  the  road  : 
Her  countenance  such  joy  it  showed 

When  Bbe  answered  bim  at  the  door. 

OboriM  :  His  heart  always  went  pIt-a-pat, 

And  hers,  too,  at  his  lond  rat-tat  ; 
His  heart  went  always  pit-a-pat. 
Wheoerer  be  knocked  at  the  door 
Job  Jenktna  waa  the  postman'a  nauaa^ 
With  Mary  he  in  love  became  ;  .  ^     . 
Tu  win  her  was  his  little  game,    . 

Each  day  he  loved  her  more. 
Tho'  he  called  forty  times  a  day. 
He  couldu't  muster  >jlack  to  say  : 
"  I  love  you  dearly.  Hary  Day  :  " 

He  only  pressed  her  band  at  the  door. 
Now,  Job  was  anything  but  a  fool. 
And  said.'when  he  tbonght  of  Itoool :    ■    ■ 
"  Why  I  should  not  write  there's  no  rale, 

At  once, to  .Mary  Day  1  ■  > 
And  say  I  pining  am  away.  " 
8o  he  did   and  posted  the  note  straightway,. 
And  delivered  it  himself  that  day, 

With  other  letters,  to  Mias  Day. 
And  when  that  letter  Hary  read. 
If  she  stood  ou  her  heels  or  head,  f. 

She  hardly  knew— but  up-atairs  aped, 

And  read  it  times  a  acore. 
She  almost  fainted  right  away  ; 
For  the  postiuan  be  went  on  to  say  : 
^He  hoped  she'd  speak  the  following  day. 

When  he  caue  with  letters  to  the  door.  . 
Tbe  very  next  day,  when  be  called  tber«i 
He  saw  he  had  no  oanse  to  despair. 
And  said     "I  love  you  true,  my  fialr. 

And  shall  always  you  adore.  " 
Then  answered  lilushing  Mary  Day  : 
••  I've  only  got  this  much  to  Say  : 
I  love  you,  and  will  name  tbe  day, 

Next  time  yoa  come  to  our  door.  " 
And  so  they  settled  it  then  and  tbere, 
They  constancy  to  each  did  swear. 
She  smoothed  h(r  ciiuoUue  and  back  hair, 

When  he  went  from  the  door. 
And  they  were  wedded.  I've  heard  80, 
Tlio'  that  may  be  some  year*  ago  ; 
Utill  he  causes  her  no  grief  nor  woe. 

They  both  each  other  do  adore  : 
And  always  ber  heart  beats  pit-a-p«t. 
Til  hear  her  spouse's  rat-tat  tat. 
And  hlx  heart,  too.  goes  pit-a-pat. 

Whenever  he's  knocking  at  tbe  door. 


If  Each  about  His  own  Door  Sweep. 

,     Written  by  R.  Tisslngton. 
Mnsic  at  Bootey  h  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Street,  Naw-Tork. 
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Tho'  I've  chosen  for  my  song 

A  subject  seetuing  mean,  - .' 

Tie  a  (Kiiiit  of  great  importanoe  that 

The  City  ihould  be  clean  : 
But  to  me  it  seema  a  eubiect 

That's  little  understood, 
How  the  streets  of  a  creat  city 

May  b«  free  from  dirt  and  mud  ;     - 
But  I'll  eliow  you,  all  at  onoe,  ,    '  ' 

Just  where  the  mystery  Ues,  "< 

As  eai;h  one  helps  to  dirty, 

With  a  broom  let  each  one  rise  :  ■' 

Ad<1  in  evt  ry  kind  of  weather, 

Through  the  year,  it  will  be  seea 
Thiit,  if  each  about  his  own  door  swaep^ 

Tiie  City  will  be  clean.    • 

When  about  your  own  door's  swept, 

Yotir  duty  you'll  hare  done. 
And  peace  of  iniud  yoa'll  then  enjoy, 

Though  iitbere"  duty  ehun  ; 
So.  I  pray  you   cease  complaining 

Of  tlie  luirs  ye  s«'e  and  feel, 
AnA  as  you've  helped  to  make  it. 

Set  yout  Bhouldt-r  to  the  wheel ; 
C  ■iniiience  in  rijjht  good  i-arnest,  • 

Not  mindibg  hion  who  tuajf'  -  ■     ^^  , 

Pi*etend  you've  no  gooU  moUve,  _.   V  :^'>. 

And  will  do  it  but  a  day. 

^..■r.-:^-f5t "  v6-..a«ii  WMi     A»d  in  every  Ac. 

ThAre'a  Ma<ith«fi1n*d'AI#iit       -:>    ^^- 

Ca  Is  loudly  for  a  broom  , 
'Tis  ibfit  t'lat's  ill  our  naiure,  .  .      '  * 

And  kasfM  with  «■  («  iIm  imeabi  >.•'   ..-•'< 
Our  tune  on  t'lrtli's  uncirtain-» 


l-t 


Employ  ihe  pow«r  within  as,  :■  >,'';ir 

And  work  while  yet  'tis  day  : 
Strive  to  perforin  our  <iuty,  .:■■        -, 

Be  to  our  neighbor  kind. 
And  while  we've  one  step  dirty,  "  f 

Be  to  the  faults  of  others  blind. 

And  in  every,  Ac. 


The  Funny  Crazy  Man. 


rrwaa  at  a  party  that  I  met  •     "  >. 

A  very  funny  man  : 
Tbe  fnnnieat  man  that  I've  seen  yet 

Forget  I  never  can.  .    ^ 

He  set  beside  me  all  the  night. 

And  told  such  funny  tales  ; 

I'd  tell  yon  all  his  funny  ways, 

Bnt  can't ;  for.  mem'ry  fails. 

I  have  met  funny  men,  yea  very  funny  men. 

As  funny  as  fanny  can  be. 
Bnt  never  such  a  one   so  very  full  of  fan, 
Aa  that  fanny  man  that  set  by  me. 

He  langbed  and  chaffed,  and  oh  '.  he  joked 

In  snob  a  fanny  »tyle 
I  really  thought  I  should  have  choked 

With  laughter  all  the  while. 
He  panned  on  every  thing  I  said. 

And  took  off  every  one  ' 

Who  danced  or  sung,  so  cleverly. 

He  kept  me  fall  uf  fun. 

I  have  met,  fce. 

At  hut  things  took  a  serious  torn,  ':  -  < 

He  whispered  in  my  ear— 
♦*  My  love,  my  tiove.  your  charming  ways 

Have  won  my  heart,  my  dear.  " 
Of  course  I  blushed   my  &ce  was  flushed, 

Tbe  color  of  the  pink  : 
I  never  was  so  much  confused 

In  all  my  life.  I  think. 

I  have  met,  he. 

I  don't  object  to  making  love  .•    '"    i     ' 

And  courting,  oh  '  dear,  no!       ' 
Or  being  called  a  pet,  or  dove,      : 

In  accentu  soft  and  low, 
Bnt  fancy,  making  love  to  me 

In  quite  a  funny  way  ;  -'/■■ 

'Twas  such  a  strange  proposal,  that 

I  knew  not  what  to  say. 

I  have  met,  &o. 

But  bHII,  I  rather  liked  him,  so 

I  answered  aoftly  :  ••  Yes  " 
He  said  :  "  I  sow  must  leave  you,  thoagh 

It  pains  me.  I  confess  " 
He  gave  me  his  card  and  shortly  left. 

But  promised  he  would  write. 
And  fix  tbe  wedding  day  at  once, 

Provided  that  he  might. 

I  have  met,  && 

He  had  not  left  a  mlnnte.  when 

A  friend  came  up  to  me 
And  said  :  "  That  funniest  of  men 

Ton  do  not  know   I  see. 
He's  qaite  a  monomaniac. 

This  hobby  to  hlraoliugs-  > 

That's  making  love  to  pretty  girls. 

By  saying  funny  things. 

I  have  met,  Ac 


f 


i 


rd  Blush,  but  I  could  not  Befuse  HinL 


Whenever  a  lad  that's  good  humored  and  f^, 

Intreats  as  a  lover  to  choose  him, 
I  vow,  in  good  Caith,  I  can't  possibly  see 

What  reason  I'd  have  to  refuse  liim. 
Instead  of  considering  his  suit  aa  auiiss, 

With  smiles  I  would  kindly  amuse  him  ;    ; 
And  should  the  dear  creature  solicit  a  kisa, 

I'd  blush,  bnt  I  could  not  refuse  him. 

When  talking  of  marriaqpe  I  utter  a  vow. 

With  caution  I  then  woulil  peruse  him  ;      '^ 
But  if  he  were  constant,  1  cannot  see  how 

I  could  hav«  thebfeart  to  t«fube  liim. 
Why  should  any  lass  to  comply  he  afraid,     > 

And  run  such  a  hazard  to  lose  him  f 
She  soon  may  1m  sorry,  and  die  an  old  maid, 

Who  mi^es  it  her  boast  to  retusc  hiui. 


sai^ 


Poll  Away  Cbeorilj. 


^i'O- 

-■'flA: 


Pall  away  cheerily,  not  slow  <Jr  wearily. 

R  c<insyow«(1»4iea.  l)o('8.  <ut  to  and  ItQ-i   .^ii  bH      ' 
Working  tjhe^bs  id  about,  siftjtqt:  the  satpd  aWnt,     ^ 

Seeking  for  treasares  that  lie  dowh  bttiow. 
There's  a  bi^t^  Bujtget-Mke  AnHdreu-Wb  hng  1»^    li 

Ooun>0at  mj  ttraive  t>«ira  '  fortune  favors  thettoid.  i 
What  are  oiur  thoughts  altout  knocking  the  quarts  aboat'f 

Thoughts  that  we'll  soon  send  our  parents  some  gold. 

Pall  away.  *c. 


Dick,  a  foariyaars'  digger,  drives  a  cradle  much  bigger 

Than  hta  4wn  little  self  ;-«hy.  Sally  she  must 
Add  ber  mi^bt  to  tbe  store  by  collecting  the  ore. 

And  fillinl;  ber  apron  with  brightly  yellow  dust — 
Here  s  a  mere  manikin— has  got  a  rare  penikiu — 

He  scarce^ican  raise  iu  bis  own  tiny  hand —  ^  .  : 

While  giltingftlje  dish  up.  we  meerily  flab  up  -      ': 

Another  alut>ply  of  the  glittering  dust. 

Pull  away,  *a. 

—  ■•■  ^ 


11  and  My  Partner  Joe. 


I  was,  d'ye  see,  a  waterman,  -.^   ■ 

As  ti^ht  and  spruce  as  any  ;        ';     ' 
r 'Twixt  Richmond  town. 
And  Horsley^lown, 
I  earned  an  honest  penny  ; 
None  obnld  of  Fortune's  tavors  brag 

More  than  could  lucky  I  ; 
My  cot  #as  snug,  well  filled  my  oag 
My  (Hunter  in  the  stye  ;  ■ ' 

j  I  With  wherry  tinht,  ,^      ■ 

I J  And  bosom  light,  .  -     ■ 

I  cheernilly  did  row  ; 

And:  to  complete  this  princely  life, 
Sure  never  man  had  friend  or  wife, 
Like  Dpy  Poll  and  my  partner  Joe. 

I  rolled  in  joys  like  the«e  awhile,  .-  ,.^ 

Fol^s  far  and  near  caressed  me  ;  . 
Till,  woe  is  me  I 
j      So  lubberly 
Th4  press-gang  eame  and  pressed  oi%,-: 
Huw  tould  I  all  these  pleasurea  leave  t    .' 

How  with  my  wherry  part  ? 
I  nev^r  ao  took  oo  to  grieve  ;         ^'       : 
It  Wfung  my  very  heart.  '  V    ''• 

Hbut  when  on  board         \  ,;,«  v. 
They  gave  the  word  .-  '.,•■,-"_ 

To  fak*«ign  parts  to  go  :  ;"■    >  I 

I  rpfd  the  moment  I  was  born,       '•    ■ 
Thisi  ever  I  should  thus  be  torn  ^ 
Froni  B>y  Poll  and  my  partner  Joa  '■    ■;  j 

I  did  dny  dnty  manfully. 

While  on  the  billows  rolling  : 

And;  night  or  day,  ,f;".. 

Could  find  my  way, 
B|iadfold,  to  the  main-top-bowOarr';  ' 
Thti«,iall  the  dangers  of  the  main,  ' 

Qiiijeksands,  and  gales  of  wind, 
I  brsted,  in  hopes  to  taste  again       .  ' 
Th«  joys  I  left  behind.    .        ,  .,., ,      ;  ^ 
In  cliiues  aiar,  J  /  :,  ■ '.r; 

'Midst  hottest  war,       : ."-.','' 
Poured  broadsides  on  the  foe,   •■<.<.  ■.•..:. 
In  b<'F>e8  these  perils  to  relati^      'iyi  V- 
Ais'by  my  side  attentive  sat,  '-'' 

Ify  iFjoU  and  my  partner  Joe. 

At  last  it  pleased  His  Majesty    ,','■::--■>.''.' 
TJo  give  peace  to  the  nation  ;::  v_ 

And  hooest  hearts,       ^■,  '    '  .  • 
From  foreign  parts,        -   '■      •*'  , 
lime  home  for  consolation.  j^.^^,^  ' 

Lihellightning— for,  I  felt  new  life/^^  . 

Now  safe  from  ail  alarms — 
I  robbed,  and  found  my  friend  and  wife  . ' 
Locked  in  each  other's  arms  I 
I  Yet  faney  not  •   •  ' 

I  bore  my  lot  V.  ' 

TaWe  lite  a  bubber  :— No  !     "  '  •  - 

'  por.  Seeing  I  was  finely  tricked, 
plump  to  the  >itmti  I  fairly  kicked 
■?oU  and  my  partner  Joe  ! 


■>-1 : 
'■'■'I 


:r 


^1*'^ 


Ji 


1 


-♦»- 


My  lover  and  I  are  in  Fondneu  United. 

Air :  HuDgariaa  WaUa. 

My  lover  and  I  are 'in  Ibndneoe  oafted  r 

We  sigh  for  an  tttme  tbas  ie  flw  &t>ove  this 
And  tboutfh  every  flower  in  time  may  be  blighted, 
Zel  so  dark  cloaAaT  sorrow  afaall  banish  <.nr  bUao. 
For,  roses  may  fade 
And  tba  lily  may  wither. 
But  ndtbXng  can  change  the  trne  hoert  that  onoe  lovea. 

My  k)ter  may  sigb  ar  with  angeT  rapel  me         V.<    - 

Hia  bro»t»«ieyiaw«r  if  be  thiDkasw  ookiaw   ' 
But  t'll  trnat  to  heaven  whose  wisdom  shall  teD  me, 
I'Mat  in  bostnus  mmr6  ynViRi  vice  lao  e'er  flud. 
'  Fur   rones  may  fitde 

I  [      Antt'the  lily  may  Wither: 
BatJDpthing  can  change  tbe  true  heart  that  once  lovaa. 


1- 
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THE   NEIV'  ^INOER'S   JOURNAL. 


Oh  !  She  had  each  Taking  Ways  ! 

By  Q.  W.  Hant— Snog  by  Harry  OUfton. 
Mn*lc  at  Booaey  k  Co..  4  Bond  Street,  New-Tork. 


Wliile  walkin;;  out,  one  ntiny  day, 
I  §tt«T  a  l)eauty  dressed  so  gay — 
She  showed  two  little  tiny  feet. 
As  she  li:4hlly  trippe<l  across  the  strMt. 
The  rafn  was  coming  down — oh  !  fin*  I 
She'd  no  umbrella  :   so  I  offered  uiina. 
'•  You're  V.  ry  kind,  sir,  "  sure  she  says. 
Oh  !  she  seemed  to  have  such  taking  waya  1 

Said  I  :  "  If  I  might  make  so  bold. 

Will  you  take  soii^ething  to  keep  out  the  cold  ? 

For,  as  you  are  wet,  I  tliink  you  ought.  " 

,"  WvlI.enjs  she,  I'll  have  a  drop  of  something  short." 

So  to  a  public  we  weut  in. 

Where  we  both  had  a  leetle  drop  of  i;in  ; 

And  9he  call«l  for  more,  for  which  I  paya 

Oh  !  she  really  had  such  taking  ways  ! 

We  wiilkt-d  about,  I  don't  know  whera  : 

For,  to  tell  tlirf  truth,  I  didn't  care — 

I  was  so  ai'Sorbed  with  this  beiiuty  fine, 

A«  1  walked  by  the  8i<le  of  her  crinoline, 

I  felt  all  overish,  talked  su  strange, 

.Said:   "  Wa  shall  have  more  wet,  it  it  doesn't  ohange.  " 

llt-r  eyrs  I  tlien  begun  lopraise  ; 

For,  oh  !  she'd  s^ot  such  tuking  ways  ! 

We  were  netting  on  now  all  serene. 

She  asked  tny  name — I  told  her  :   "  Green.  " 

I  learnt  my  charmer's  name  was  Anne, 

And   her  papa  was  a  clergyman. 

liy  Jove  !  she  quite  hnt^  stole  my  heart  ; 

Itut  the  best  of  fiends  at  times  must  part  ; 

So  1  promised  to  meet  h|!r  in  a  few  days  ; 

For,  oh  !  she'd  got  such  taking  ways  ! 

I  was  getting  tired  of  single  life,        i    . 

And  thouirlit  it  time  1  took  a  wife  , 

tiu  I  boll.: lit  lier  biiie-^lels,  brooch  and  rings, 

And.  besides  that,  lots  uf  other  things. 

Th^n  I  popped  the  question.    -She  said  ;  "  T««.  "   - 

lluw  liAf'i'y  I  felt,  you  Well  may  gnesa. 

And  1  was  to  be  jnarried,  in  a  very  few  days, 

To  this  leuuty  with  such  taking  ways  I 

I  bought  her  a  handsome  we<lding  dresa— 

It  Cos',  five  pounds,  not  a  farthing  less — 

And  all  her  debis  I  paid  quite  gay  ; 

For.  I  WHS  to  b«  matried  on  the  very  next  day. 

To  the  ciiuich  in  the  morn  I  did  repair, 

Wli.-re  we'd  pro'mised  tomeet — but  she  wasn't  there — 

No  lovily  bride  to  meet  my  ga««  : 

Oh  1  where  was  the  girl  with  the  taking  ways  ? 

For  hours  I  waited  at  the  church. 

Till  I  feared  she  d  left  me  in  the  luroh. 

"  'Sense  me,  sai  1  the  clerk,  with  a  knowing  grin 

But  It  strikes  me  that  you're  taken  in.  " 

I  could  scare  believe  she'd  be  so  bad— 

Oh  !  I  felt  inclined  to  go  rgving  mad — 

I  was  "Green,  "  done  "brown,"  and  sinoe  that  day 

I've  ne'er  seen  that  girl  with  the  taking  way. 

!To,  I  never  saw  that  girl  no  more  ; 
Of  pounds  she  cost  me  near  a  soora  ; 
Not  only  did  1  lose  a  wife, 
But  got  made  a  precious  fool  for  lifs-^ 
Young  men,  just  look  before  you  leap. 
Or  you'll  get  in  a  mess  like  me,  not  oheap. 
If  yoQ  wish  for  a  wife  fur  the  rest  of  yoar  days. 
Take  care  of  the  girls  with  the  "  take-in  "  way*  I 
■    »i  ■  

StUl  to  be  Neat,  Still  to  bo  Bratt 

Still  to  be  neat,  still  to  be  dreat. 
As  jou  were  going  to  a  feast ; 
Still  to  be  powdered,  alill  perfamad. 
Lady,  it  is  to  be  presumed, 
Tbo'  art's  hid  oauses  are  not  foun^ 
All  is  not  sweet,  all  is  not  aonnd. 

Qire  me  a  look,  give  me  a  fa«% 
That  makes  simplicity  a  grsM  , 
Robes  loosely  flowing,  hair  aa  fre»— 
Sneh  sweet  neglect  more  pleaaetb  OM 
ThsQ  all  the  adoluriea  of  art : 
They  strike  my  eye,  bat  not  my  h««Ki 
•  m  iQi  Mi 


She  Wore  a  Monkey  Jacket 

Mosio  at  Booaey  k  Oa,  Mo,  4  Bond  Street,  Mew-Tork. 


To  learn  the  value  of  money,  try  to  borrow  it. 


Thoogta  It's  evident  a  Isndmsn's  life's  the  life  for  me  : 

For,  Id  mana(;ing  s  yacht  I'm  Tery  mnch  at  sea  ; 

Tetl  onceweut  oat  a  yachting,  and  I  think  that  joa'Il  agree 

I  was  very  baUly  treated,  aa  yoa  soon  shall  aea. 

I  was  staying  down,  at  lluwea.  and  I  wallied  ou  the  pier. 

When  I  met  a  pretty  girl,  such  a  nice  little  dear  ! 

And  fell  right  overhead  and  ears  lu  luve  with  lier.  I  fear : 

'Twas  the  saucy  little  yachting  dress  that  settled  me  : 
For,  she  wore  a  monkey  Jacket  and  a  neat  straw  hat, 
A  pretty  little  ribbnu  and  a  sweet  cravat  : 
For.  she  wore  a  monkey  Jackrt  and  a  neat  straw  bat. 

And  was  so  fund  of  yachting.  ^ 

Very  soon  an  Introdnctlon  to  this  pretty  girl  I  got  ; 

Her  father  was  the  owner  of  a  amait  little  yacht. 

And.  on  a  summer's  morning,  when  the  sou  waa  very  hot. 

He  asked  if  I  ahoald  like  to  take  a  trip  to  sea. 
I  very  soon  consented  :  for,  I  thought  I  saw 
A  famona  opportunity.  I  hailn't  bad  before, 
Of  propoalijg  for  her  hand  :  for.I  loved  her  more  and  more — 

For,  the  saucy  little  yachting  dresa  had  settled  me. 

For.  ahe  wore,  kc. 

Then  I  rigged  myself  cat  in  a  nantlcal  dress— 
For,  when  yon  go  out  yachting,  yju  cannot  do  less. 
Though  I  felt  rather  awkward  lu  the  clothes.  I  must 

oodHsss— 

Like  a  swan  npon  a  tnrnpike  road,  you  see. 
The  water  was  rough  and  I  didn't  feel  grand  -. 
Bat  it  wouldn't  do  to  own  It,  you  must  uuderstand  ; 
And  on  my  knees  I  oOered  for  her  heart  and  for  her  hand  ; 

For,  the  sancy  little  yachting  dress  has  settled  me. 

For,  she  wore,  Ac. 

Thongh  I  felt  so  very  wretched,  I  could  hardly  speak. 
And  knew  that  my  appeal  was  moat  exceesively  weak  ; 
I  saw  a  pretty  smile  upon  her  dimpled  little  cheek, 

And  thought  myself  accepted  ou  the  briny  sea. 
Bat  In  trying  to  get  up— for.  I  felt  assured — 
My  head  it  went  to  windward  and  my  legs  went  leeward  ; 
I  tried  to  say  :  "  My  dearest  one  !  "  but  only  called 

oat  :   "  Steward  !  " 

Oh  !  that  saacy  little  yachting  dress  has  settled  me. 

For.  she  wore,  ke. 

The  sailors  qnlekly  picked  me  ap,  and  carried  ma  below  ; 

Fur  the  rest  of  the  trip  I  was  too  unwell  to  show  : 

But  when  I  got  on  shore  again,  I  determined  1  would  go 

And  cunclade  the  declariktion  I'd  commenced  at  sea. 
I  ran  down  to  the  pier,  the  next  day.  lu  great  haste. 
And  there  she  was— bat.  agony  !  alas  !  for  her  taste — 
A  chap  had  got  hia  arm  round  the  pretty  little  waist 

Of  the  saucy  little  yachting  dreas  that  settled  me. 

Fur,  the  wore,  ko. 


The  Steam-Cigar. 

A  song  I'll  sing— «  regular  joker — 
Of  a  man — a  terrible  smoker — 
He  smoked  away  from  night  till  morn, 
'Tia  said  he  smoked  as  soon  as  born. 

Ri  too  ralr  A« 

He  tried  Uavannah — Cuba,  too— 
He  tried  tobaooo— none  would  do — 
To  please  him  none  of  them  did  seem  : 
So  he  had  a  cigar  to  smoke  by  steam. 

Ri  too  ral,  Aa. 

He  lit  the  oigar,  and  he  puffed  the  smoke 
With  such  fotce  that  the  window  broke  ' 
And  then  the  heat,  it  waa  so  strong, 
He  burnt  the  folks  as  he  walked  along. 

Ri  too  ral,  Ae 

It  burnt  away  to  his  heart's  desire. 
Some  people  thought  the  world  on  fire — 
And  if  he  went  out  when  it  ohaneed  to  rain, 
Hia  lighted  oigar  dried  it  np  again. 

Ri  too  ral,  A«, 

'Whan  into  a  room  bis  noae  he  poke*, 

They  all  ory  out :  "  the  ehimney  smokea  t  " 

And  then  his  oigar  makes  such  a  smell. 

That  people  declare  it's  just  like I 

Ri  too  ral,  A«i 

'Tis  said  in  London — and  this  is  no  joke — 
Tis  him  that  makes  us  in  such  a  suioka  : 
When  of  a  night  he's  seen  from  afar, 
Ha'a  taken  by  all  for  the  evening  star. 

Ri  tooral,  A«. 

One  day,  when  on  the  monument  top, 

Folks  thought  him  a  oomet  just  going  to  drop  : 

And  some  saw  from  sfar  the  sight. 

And  thought  it  waa  th«  heavens  alight 

Ri  tooral,  Ao. 

Ba  amokad  away  to  bis  heart's  desire. 
Till  death  appeared  and  quenched  his  fire  : 
He  pat  ont  bia  oigar  for  a  bit  of  a  lark. 
Ana  then  at  oao«  extinguished  the  bpabb — 

Ri  too  ral,  Ae. 


The  Xiller'i  Laughtu, 


Hear  the  porple  mountain. 

Where  Uie  loamiog  water 
Zjeavas  its  rocky  fonntain. 

Dwelt  the  miller's  daughter ; 
Dew-drops  on  the  blae-b«ll 

Were  her  eyes  of  asore  : 
O'er  her  neck'a  bright  hue  fUl 

Stiades  of  curly  treasnra. 

When  she  moved,  the  Qraesa 

Seemed  to  guide  each  motion  s 
Wliere  ahe  tarned.  all  faces 

Uaxed  with  (oud  emotion  s 
But  her  voice  soft  swelllnf 

Near  the  fhll  of  water, 
Syren's  notes  excelling. 

Song  the  miller's  daoghter. 

There  a  minstrel  eyed  her 

With  a  soul  delighted  : 
Knelt  and  wept  beside  her  : 

Bat  bis  love  was  slighted— 
Trom  that  hour  his  heart  gaVa 

Note  of  rapture  never : 
Boon  within  the  cold  grave 

Sank  his  song  for  aver. 


A  Bit  of  the  Brown. 


i: 


I  am  a  cobbler  bold. 

As  e'er  slept  In  a  stall,  slri 
■y  wifb  she's  such  a  scold, 

I  get*  no  peace  at  all,  sir  ; 
And  was  you  for  to  know 

How  cruelly  ahe  treats  me  : 
For,  if  I  speak  a  word. 

D'ye  know,  aa  how  she  beats  ma  T 

Fol  lol  lol  lol  la,  < 

I  never  sees  no  lifk. 

Ho— not  even  on  St.  Monday  ; 
She's  such  a  wicked  wife, 

Slie  thompa  me  on  a  Sunday  ; 
And  when  I've  done  my  work. 

And  for  a  kiss  I  ax  her, 
She  calls  me  heathen  Turk, 

And  says  I  smsUs  of  wax,  air. 

rol  lol  lol  M  la,  *o. 

Bat  I  knows  what  I'll  do  : 

To  tlulah  this  dlaaster, 
III  let  the  vixen  know 

That  I  will  be  her  master  ; 
When  I  to  dine  sit  dowu, 

I'll  no  more  bones  l>e  picking, 
I  wnx  have  a  arr  or  BBowa, 

Or  ma'am  she  naps  a  kicking. 

Fol  lol  lol  lot  la,  ka. 

All  sklttle-gronnda  I'll  see. 

To  play  a  cheerful  rubber, 
And  If  she  fuUows  me, 

D— me   but  I'll  drab  her  ! 
Bot.  If  she  Dse  me  well, 

I'll  be  the  best  of  fellows  ; 
If  not.  I'll  keep  a  girl. 

And  make  her  downright  Jealous. 

Fol  lol  lol  lol  la,  ke. 


Who's  Coming  out  for  a  Spree  To-Night  ? 

Written  and  Sang  by  Oxoaoa  LaTBocaiia. 
Hnslc  at  Boosey  A  Co.  4  Bond  Street,  Rew-Zork. 


In  me  behold  a  noisy  boy.  who  loves  st  night  to  roam. 
Who  always  starts  about  the  time  that  other  folka  go  home  > 
I  can't  sit  down  and  read  and  take  a  quiet  cup  of  tea. 
It  may  suit  some  perchance  but  Isn't  good  enough  for  me. 

Chorcb. 
Then  who's  coming  oat  for  a  spree  to-night  t 
Who's  coming  ont  for  a  spree  f  Who's  coming  out  T 

Who's  coming  oat?  Who's  coming  oat  with  me,  boys  T 

They  thoogbt  to  make  ns  early  birds,  and  triad  to 

■poll  our  fan  ; 
Tbey  paaaed  a  law  compelling  every  hoose  to  close  at 

twelve. 

It  didn't  salt  my  book  at  first,  I  oAen  told  them  ao 

Bat,  bless  you,  leave  It  all  to  me,  I'll  show  yon  whereto  gci 

There's  Champagne  Charlie,  he's  my  friend,  yo«*ve 

heard  of  him,  I  knew  i 
Toa're  snre  to  see  him  somewhere  near  wherever  I 

msy  go ; 
we're  known  at  every  place  at  night  and  every  where 

we're  seen, 
And,  being  single,  there  are  none  to  ask  where  we've 

been. 

Wa  get  Into  a  row  semetlmea,  when  ont  so  late  at  night : 
Bnt  when  Polloeman  X  appeara,  we  always  make  it  right ; 
We  kaock  at  doors  and  pall  the  tiells  oar  leasnra  time 

to  kill. 
If  the  Pelloa  dea't  know  oa  now,  I'm  sore  they  never  will. 

Then  who's  eemlag  e«t  tar  a  spree  to-night  t  I'll  take 

fon  where  yoa'U  hear 
The  anartaat  aong  aad  taate  the  best  Cbampcgae  and 

Bitter  Beer  ; 
We'll  board  a  tw<lsows>  tara  or  steaas,  and  every  sight 

we'll  I 


,  ^     *     '4-^ 
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Don't  Be  Angry  with  He,  Darling. 

Vang  bj  D.  8.  Wftmbold,  of  the  San  rnnolMo  MlnstnU. 


Doo't  b«  angrr  with  m«,  darling, 

Smila  your  orightMt,  iwaatMt  ■mil%  1 .. ' 
Keep  the  joyoui  twiokla  beamiDg 

Id  your  bright  eye*  all  the  while  : 
Let  your  laugh  be  one  of  plemanre, 

Drive  eaoh  ehadow  from  your  brow,    ■ 
Be  again  the  heart '•  iweet  treaanr*^ 

Don't  b«  angry,  darling,  now. 
Ohonii  :     Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darling, 
Drire  away  that  lack  of  pain. 
Let  your  laugh  be  one  of  pleasura^ 
Smile  your  sweeteat  amile  again. 

Don't  be  angry  with  me,  darling. 

Keep  the  tear  back  from  your  eye— 
'Twas  a  friendly,  timely  warning 

Given  for  the  daya  eone  by.  > 

Not  for  world*  would  I  diitresa  you,        s  ' 

Cast  one  eloud  upon  your  brow — 
Let  not,  then,  my  words  depress  yon. 

Don't  be  angry,  darling,  now.  Chorus. 


-•♦♦^ 


My  Mother  Dean 

-There  was  a  place  in  childhood 

lliat  I  remember  well  ; 
And  there  a  voice  of  sweetest  tone    "^   ' 

Bright  fairy  tales  did  tell  ; 
And  gentle  words  and  fond  embrace 

Were  given  with  joy  to  me, 
When  I  was  in  that  happy  state. 

Upon  my  mother's  knee. 
Chorus  ;     My  mother  dear,  my  mother,  dear  I 
My  gentle,  gentle  mother  I 

When  fairy  tales  were  ended, 

"  Good  night !  "  she  softly  said. 
And  k  ssed  an<l  laid  me  down  to  sleep 

Within  my  t'ny  bed. 
And  holy  words  she  taught  me  there  ; 

Mathinks  I  jet  can  see 
Her  angel  eyes,  as  close  I  knelt 

Beside  my  u.other's  knee. 

Oh  1  mother  dear,  Ao. 

In  the  sickness  of  my  childhood. 

The  perils  of  my  prime,  '   "  . 

The  sorrows  of  my  riper  years. 

The  cares  of  every  time — 
When  >iouht  or  danger  weighed  me  down 

Ihen  pleaijing  all  for  me. 
It  was  a  iervent  prayer  to  Heaven 

That  Lent  my  mother's  knee. 

My  mother  dear,  <bo. 


We  Meet  ai  Strangers  Now! 

Words  bj  J.  E.  Carpentor— Maiic  by  SUphen  Olovsr. 


"I'is  vain  to  say  what,  might  have  been,    y- 

We  meet  as  sii  angers  now,  '"    ' 

/knd  lime  has  changed  thy  youthful  form. 

While  ca'e,  while  care  has  dimmed  my  brow  ; 
A  look,  a  lone,  l<ut  one  kind  word 

Uns)  oi.en  still  ly  thee. 
Ha  i  liroiigiit  lue  tremi  I  ng,  trembling  to  thy  aide— 

But  no  !  'iwas  not  to  be  I 
Yet  s'lU  I  ponder  on  tlie  past,    ;; 

All.  laiihfiil  to  my  vow — 
My  liist  lond  hope  must  mek  away — 

We  meet,  w^-  meet  as  sti angers  now  1 
My  last  fond  hope  must  meii  away — 

We  meet,  we  meet  as  strangers  now  ! 

And  now  that  years  have  past  away,  '-       ^ 

Ani  gone  tlie  flush  of  youth, 
I  feel  how  I'lindly  1  have  lovevl, 

Relying,  relying  on  tliy  Until — 
Yet  wuu  d  I  give  the  world  to  know 

'I  ha   on':e  t  was  deemed  tliine. 
Thai  I  ut  I  once  centred,  odc<;  centred  in  the  heart 

llial  -levei-,  never  can  he  mine  ! 
Va'n  w  sh     I  am  forgotten  still,  >  , 

No  elou  I  IS  on  thy  brow — 
Thon  art  not  sa-l  amid  the  erowd — 

We  cart,  we  part,  as  strangers  now  ! 
Hmu  art  not  aad  amid  the  crowd — 

We  pat,  we  part  as  si  rangers  now  ! 


Pretty  Mary,  the  Dairyman's  Daughter. 


'*'■■ ."  (I  ■■ 


Sniic  b7  W.  F.  Sinclair. 


Faix  t  it's  I'll  sing  a  ditty  that's  funny  an'  witty, 

Tet'll  waken  the  pity  in  every  one  ; 
It's  in  vain  ye'll  be  thryin  to  prevint  yeersels  cryin, 

An'  yeer  eyes  ye'll  be  dhryin  when  me  song  it  is  done. 
'Twas  in  sweet  Tipperary  there  stud  a  nate  dairy, 

Wid  the  name  iv  "  Ned  Carey  "  wriiut  au  ver  the  door : 
An'  sure  Ned  sould  good  butter,  so  it  said  on  the  shutter. 

An'  beautiful  "  goo-geens,  "  a  shillin'  a  score  ; 
An'  be  Lad  a  fair  daughter  called  Mary, 

The  pride  iv  her  dad  an'  his  dairy  ; 
Och  !  she  was  hia  delight  an'  the  pear'll  iv  his  sight. 

An'  as  frishky  an'  blithe  as  a  fairy. 


Poor  oald  Ned  loved  bis  daughter  :  for,  an 

angel  he  thought  her — 

An'  fine  clause  he  bought  her  to  make  her  look  gay  ; 
An'  she  was  thesweetcraihure,  sofullo'  good  nathure, 

An'  as  fair  in  ach  fathuie  iz  the  blossoms  o'  May. 
She  was  naways  inthrudin'  and  niver  a  feud  in  : 

So  ye'll  all  be  kinoludin'  she'd  in  lovers  her  share ; 
There  was  tbradesmin  an'  doethers, 

an'  lawyers,  an'  procthors. 

Cam  naw  ind  o'  piiles,  from  the  divU  knaws  where, 
Just  to  get  a  smile  from  sweet  Mary, 

The  pride  iv  hier  daJ  an'  his  dairy. 
Och  !  she  was  his  delight  an'  the  pear'U  iv  his  sight, 

An'  as  frishky  an'  blithe  as  a  fairy. 

But,  so  plaseyou,  sweat  Mary  loved  one  Paddy  Rarey, 

Who  could  dance  like  a  fairy  an'  twer'll  a  sthick  ; 
Tho'  his  birth  wasamisthry,  could  trace  his  ancisthry, 

Thro'  the  pages  in  hisihry  to  "  Amonachinie.  " 
But  Mary's  ouid  dad  didn't  care  for  young  Paddy  : 

For,  naw  money  had  he,  sine,  a  wife  to  support. 
An'  a  silky  outd  waver,  a  wel-to-do  sbater, 

Crept  into  Ned's  favor  Ins  daughter  to  coort. 
An' was  pioniised  the  hand  iv  sweet  Mary, 

The  pride  iv  her  dad  an'  his  ilairy. 
Och  !  she  was  his  delight,  an'  the  pear'll  iv  his  sight, 

An'  as  frishky  an'  blithe  as  a  (airy. 

Mary's  lovers  got  jealous  an'  oft  they  did  bellus, 

Sayin'  :  "  Before  they  expel  us,  we'll  all 

take  the  sack.  " 
Onewint  home  to  hi8garden,an'  (cavin  yer  pardon) 

He  dug  up  the  divil  an  ssovelled  him  back. 
An'  some  shouldhered  aiunis  an<l  o.  her  sung  psai-ums, 
An'  many  tbried  charuiaa  'till  their  houses  tii^  burned : 
An'  the  papeis  related,  in  "  deaths  contemplated,  " 

Thro'  love  it  was  slitated,  which  wasn't  returned 
By  the  leautifut  heait-kiilin'  Maiy, 

The  pride  iv  her  dad  an'  his  dairy  : 
Och  !  she  was  his  <lehght  an'  the  pear'll  iv  his  sight. 

An'  as  frishky  an'  blithe  as  a  fairy. 

So,  one  day,  to  her  lather  sez  Mary  :   "  I'd  rather 

Be  single  for  life  than  that  life  shud  l>e  ruled 
By  a  crawlin'  ouul  waver,  an'  I'd  not  have  the  ciaver 
Ifthe  hair  iv  his  head  hoong  wid  diaiiioudsan'  gold   " 
Sez  her  father  :  "  Daunt  raise  me — lo',  the 

divil  may  seize  me. 
If  ye'll  ever  have  Pat — I'd  as  soon  see  you  dea  i.  " 
Then  be  turned  like  a  wild  boor.an'  hallied  h:s  child,  sure. 
Till  she  fell  on  the  tiled  dure  her  senses  all  fled, 
Ab'  you  wouldn't  give  that — (  snaps  Ins  fingers  )- — 

for  poor  Mary, 
The  pride  iv  her  dad  an'  his  dairy  : 
Ooh  !  she  was  his  delight  an'  the  pear'll  iv  his  sight. 
An'  as  frishky  an'  blithe  as  a  fairy. 

But  at  last  she  got  betthur  and  wrout  Pat  a  lettbur, 

Tellin'  him  to  forget  her,  and  bid  him  good  bje  ! 
Then  she  gave  a  great  shiver,  flew  away  to  the  rivei. 

Axed  Heaven  to  foigive  her,  an'  prepaie  1  for  to  die ! 
"  Come  away  fiom  the  wather,  shouted  Ned, 

my  dear  oaughler. 

An'  you  shall  wed  Pat  an'  have  all  yer  dad  s  tin!  " 
But  it  wasn't  so  aisy — lor,  the  spot  bein'  g'azy. 

An'  her  mind  bein'  orazy,  she  slipped  an'  fell  in  ; 
An'  all  down  to  the  bottom  went  Mary, 

In  sighi  of  her  dad  an'  his  dairy  : 
Och  !  she  was  his  delight  an'  the  pear'll  iv  his  sight. 

An'  as  trishky  an'  blithe  as  a  fairy.       .  .,.^.. 

An'  Mary's  poor  lover  did  never  recover, 

An'  his  antics  an'  tantbrums  'twas  horrid  to  see. 

Till  he  tuk  off  his  garther,  some  torty  years  afther. 
An'  hoong  himself  up  to  a  mulbeiry  tree  ! 


Ab',  sure;  ould  Ned  Carey  folliMi  Paddy  and  Mary, 

An'  they  haunted  the  dairy  an'  k  eked  up  a  great  dm. 
An'  such  aohriekin'  and  laughter,  Irom 

foundation  to  rafthur. 

Was  heard  for  years  afther  till  the  house  it  fell  in  I 
An'  that  was  the  end  of  poor  Mary, 

Her  PatUy,  her  dad  an'  the  da  ry. 
An'  from  liuat  same  night  I've  n^ver  seen  sight, 

Iv  the  hpme  iv  the  beautiful  fairy  1 

.^^        j    The  Apple  of  My  Eye.       ' 

Words  alid  Mnalc  by  Wm.  H.  Delelitnty,  tbetrae  anther 
of:  Shoo  FtT— Komeind  KisaMe— Little  Buuob  of  Rosea— 
Where  Flewers  Blaah  sod  Bloom— and  Where  the  WooJ- 
bine  Twlne^i— The  Miulo  can  be  obtained  at  O.  D.  Bua- 
seU's,  Boi^qn.  Haas. 


I  where,  oh  !  whens 

!an  all  the  music  be, 

ling  on  my  ear,  ■     '! 

loating  in  the  air  f 
C  rj  are  the  angels  • ' 

j  Singing  love  to  me 

'Bdut  Miss  Susie  Dean,        .     -  :,/ 

j  The  apple  of  my  eye  f 

0  Susie,  my  darling, 
I  hope  I  never  die,        '     ■?• ,    r^' . . 

That  you  may  live  lorerer, 
.,  The  apple  of  my  eye— 
Twas  in  the  orchard,  Susie  darling, 
When  no  one  else  was  nigh, 

1  called  you  then  my  star  and  treastue, 
The  apple  of  my  eye 

It  fiUa  my  soul  '_ 

j   With  joy  and  ecstacy  /   '.s    • 

Tlie  memory  is  so  sweet, 

Of  when  we  first  did  meal-  •;.   '•.         ; . 

Tke  sweetest  fruit. 
That  ripens  «Jn  a  tree,  :-    '  '  '  ■' ;   . 

Susie  can't  compete, 
apple  of  my  eye  !  ."    !•       ;  ■•. 

0  Susie,  my  darling, 
I  hope  I  never  die. 

That  yoQ  may  live  forever. 

The  apple  of  my  eye — 
Twas  in  the  orchard,  Susie  darling, 

When  iK>  one  else  was  aigh, 

1  called  you  then  my  star  and  treaaurs^ 
The  apple  of  my  eye. 


That 

l^thS 

11' 


Bt  ITs  make  the  Best  of  it 


;J- 


If 


Air ;  l^t  ma  In  mt  little  bed— By  Ahdbew  J.  Kno. 

Therms  trouble  in  this  world  of  oars. 

And  we  have  all  at  least  some  care  ; 
But  if  Wfe  do  not  have  too  much, 

We  should  not  grumble  at  our  share  I 
When  Bttfiferings  and  trials  come, 

W  hick  mgh  does  cause  our  brains  to  split ; 
"  Whajtehall  we  do  ?  "  we're  wont  to  cry-^ 

Why,  let  us  make  the  best  of  it  I 
Choral  |:     Then,  do  not  fret,  and  don't  forget 

That  grief  will  not  help  us  one  bit ; 
And  brave  men  seldom  pine  ^t  late— 
So,  let  us  make  the  best  of  it  I 

When  dangers  eompass  all  our  ways,  ., 

And  from  them  there  seeuis  no  escape  :        '  '  .V, 
Look  always  on  the  biightest  side  ; 

For,  things  may  take  a  difiierent  shapa. 
Remeibber,  if  the  day  is  dark  •     '' ., 

And  the  sun  will  not  its  rays  emit,      '   ■    '"  ' 
It  BOO(i;Will  "  shine  for  all  "  again — 

8o,  let  us  make  the  best  of  it.  Ohofak 

Shonldifortune  frown  on  all  your  schemes, 

An4  liope  be  banished  from  your  heart—*. 
Conieo^ment  far  surpasses  wealth — 

So,!fifoiii  this  trt-asuie  never  parti 
Do  well — act  nolly — honest  be— 

Do  What  you  can — the  test  omit —       ;•'  ■ . 
■  THeN;if  vou  fail,  'tis  not  tolb  faults 

i3o,i  calmly  make  the  best  of  it  I  Ohomi. 

9hou|d|  yon  e'er  feel  temptation's  powar, 

Andjevil  you  would  seek  to  do-^ 
Reeisi  the  devil  at  ine  start — 

And' he  will  flee  away  trom  you  I 
But, ^^  you  have  airea<ly  fell,  ;,  '" 

Bretiieiiibeij  Jesus  will  acquit—  =^ 
If  yoii  retent,  'twill  be  all  right^ 

Suy  wisely  ruake  the  best  of  it  I  Choraa. 


^•-.v;  »J».V  '  .<»; 


•jf' . 


•^TfJMWt.' 


WE  MEET  AS  STRANGERS  NOW." 


'■*^c, 


Written  by  J.  E.  CARPENTER. 


Composed  bv  STEPHEN  GLOVER, 
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iVi^ 
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meet  jyi      stn\ngers    now, 
gone  tnt'    tft^sh    of    yowth. 


^^S^P^^fe^^?^^    I 


:^te^ 


And  time  has  chang'd  thy  yoathfal  form    While  care,  while  oarehas  dim'd  my  brow  ;  A  look,     a    tone,        but 

I       feel    how  blindly   I      have  lov'd  Re  -  ly  -    ing,    rely-ing  on    thy  tmth  ;  Yet  would  I    (rive        the 


tc2l 


— __    r — r-j -] r  I  — ^      I  n  » ■*":: — 


i 


I 


one       kind  word  Un  -  spo  -  ken    still    by       thee, 
world      to  know  That  once  I       was  deem'd  thine, 


•        •        •        • 


Had  bjonght  mo  trembling,  trembling  to      thy  side,- 
Thftt  truth  once  centered,      once  centered  iu  the  heart 


But       no!  'twiis  not     to 

That    novor,      never  can     be 


i&^'-^i^ 


^^ 


-J^±rz-^: 


dfcrei.     -rait. 


f\a  tempo. 


^,^r:r^^-r=.^g^^E^ 


be  ;  Yet       Htill         I       pon  -  der    on     the        past, 
mine!  Vaiu  wish !      I      am     for -got-  ten        still, 


•^~^#- 


IT   -S^        I  a  Umpo.  H  I 


Am      faith-fa  1     to      my        vows, 
Ko    eloud  is       on      thy        brow ; 

^ ' ^-^-._L 

i ! i •-to-h:^-: 


My  lack    fond      hi 
Thou  art    not 


-••- 


T 


ifzd^ 


-It: 


must  «ie)t   a  -  1 

a  -  mid    the  \ 

■      I' 
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__j . 


/TV 


«^r^ 


->^--->- 


.__^fr- 


'•■yz; 
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[--■■"-■  ,.  ^       ■■  -  r    '■     ••■■  ritard.  ^ 


w^ 


\ 


ICt- 


wfty,   - 
crowd. 


We    meet,  we  meet  as  strangers  now  :  My  last  fond  hope 
We    part,    we  part   aii  strangers  now,  -Thou  art  not  wid 


MiuHt  melt  a  -  way.         We    meet,     we      meet  as    stran-gets  now  1 
a  -  mid  the     crowd.       We    part,      we      part  as    stran-gers  now ! 
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I've  a  Will  of  My  own. 
Whon  R  jbiu.  a  twftln.  ctme  >  wooing, 

WUo  lives  ou  the  brow  of  tlia  bill  . 
Though  fjther  and  mother  were  saiDg, 

I  Rlched  fur  young  Ralph  of  the  Mill. 
Now   Boblu  had  money  lu  pleuty, 

A  farm,  aud  i  ich  acre*  w^ll  lowa  : 
But  I.  since  my  ana  waa  turned  tw«lltx, 

Declared  I'd  a  will  of  my  uWD. 

My  fathor  re»oiT»d  I  »hou!d  manr 

T'liuiu  ll<il>iu    who  surd  mo  in  Tain  ; 
Bin  pffiris  I  utill  tried  to  parry. 

Ilia  Towa   too.  I  heard  with  diadaln  : 
Till  K'ibiu  »t  length  weddna  Nancy, 

And  father  bade  Ralph  to  bagou*  ! 
Bat  Hiiil  he'a  the  lud  to  uiy  faiicy. 

And  vnre  I've  a  will  of  my  owu.  "' 

The  day  i»  aipolnted  — to-morfow 

Y'>uiig  Ualph  iiieaua  to  make  me  hi!  wlfa  : 
Ih.it  thought  aeema  Vy  b:»ni«h  all  aorrow, 

We  then  xhall  be  huppy  fur  life  '  ^ 

Ka  farm    no  rich  aorea  I  waiitqd, 

'Iwaa  thx  heart  that  I  bi^hed  for  alona. 
Aul  wltvn  Ui'uveu  that  blu'aaiori  haa  grautad, 

I'll  give  up  thia  will  of  my  own. 


H 


Let  My  Heart  Know  Joy  Again  I 

BECITATIVIC. 

Alas  I  nliia  ?  wliore  ant  I  ? 
\V lint  scene*  of  8(>lei. dor  BOW  break     . 
rpiin  luy  ai'^lit  ?  what  dazxiin^  p;ranclauF>-> 
A  puinful  contrast  to  my  hupp;  home. 


Where  now  ore  flown  the  humble  pleasnrM, 

Wliich  alone  couhl  clieer  my  heart. 
Sweet,  never  fiitlinir.  soul-thrilling  treatureSi 

That  love  alone  can  e'er  import  T  > 

I  never  aii;iieJ  for  wealth  nor  splendor^ 

Tcoce  thero  breathed  round  iU  holy  oalnii 
And  hope  oould  borrow 
A  healing  bnlm— 
Ah  !  then  to  tlio^e  dear  scenes  returning. 

Let  my  heart  know  joy  again  ! 
This  breiiat  with  gratitude  for  ever  burning, 

iShall  cull  down  bktaings  on  thy  reign. 


Lovely,  Blooming  Jenny,  Oh ! 

Air  :  Behind  yon  Hill,  where  Lugai  flowi. 


Uh  '  like  a  rosy  clesm  of  light, 

When  ttrst  I  met  my  Jenny   fair  : 
Tlie  roae  up'>n  luy  raviahed  alglit. 

Above  my  praiae.  above  oompara  ! 
Oft.  iu  tiie  foHtive  honraof  glee. 

Ire  toyed  with  laaiiea  many— Oh  ! 
But  none  charmed  with  ancli  ecatacy 

As  lovely,  bluumioi:  Jeuuy,  OU  I 

Oh  '  blest  be  Mona's  groves  and  bowers. 

Where  first  I  met  my  Jenny  dear  : 
And  oft.  iia  fly  the  raptured  hours. 

W«  Vow  to  love  through  life  sincere  ! 
The  fairest  flower  nf  Beauty's  traiu. 

The  kindest  of  the  many.  Oh  I 
Vnrivalled  o'er  uiy  he.-trt  ahall  raiga,  ' 

li'or  aye,  luy  lovely  Jouoy.  Oh  '. 


My  Example,  I  Know,  is  more 
Merry  than  Wise. 

I  once  wna  a  maiden  as  fresh  as  •  roae. 

And  OS  fickle  as  April  weather  ; 
I  iiiy  •lown  wiihuut  c:>re,  I  waked  from  reposa 

\\  nil  a  lieait  ns  ii^ht  as  a  featlier. 

I  »..iked  wall  the  ^irls,  I  played  with  the  men, 

I  was  always  a  roriiiiin;^  or  spinning  ; 
,Au  i  wuat  if  lliey  pi  feied  a  kiss  now  and  then  ? 
1  hope  'twas  not  very  great  sinning. 

I  iiiiir:iid  II  hiiKbrnid  ns  youn<;  as  myself. 

An. I  for  every  frolio  as  willin-^  ; 
T.<ilher  we  iaiiiriitd  wliile  we  had  any  pelf. 

And  we  lau;;hed  when  we  hud  cot  a  aliilling. 

He's  i;«ne  tu  the  wars— heaven  aend  him  n  prise 
Fur  ilia  pains  ho  is  weioonie  to  spend  it  ; 

My  example,  I  know,  is  more  merry  tlian  wise 
Lut,  Lord  he  j>  me  I   I  never  shull  mend  it  ! 


-t 


VTbich  i«  the  stronKest  day  in  the  week  ?— Sunday, 
Laiansa  all  tho  rust  aie  week  days. 


When  Storms  Disturb  Old  Ocean's  Bed. 

a 

When  storms  disttub  old  Ocean'a  he\ 
And  angry  waves  in  tumult  rise. 

The  billow  lilts  its  curlinj;  head, 
And  beats  the  vessel  to  tlie  ekisCk 

The  siiilor,  on  tha  <riddy  mast, 

beholds  one  dreary  waste  of  fosm  :         "  . 
Towiirds  land  liis  t'.'irful  eye  is  east. 

And  all  his  thoughts  ore  tixed  on  home. 

At  last,  he  marks  the  lii;1it-iiouse  aea.r, 

Tlie  herald  of  hia  native  shore  : 
Tlien  sinss  some  sonr;  to  Nuney  dear. 

And  ciiuunts  tlie  ditty  o'er  iind  o'er. 

So  to  the  traveller's  heart,  who  strays 

Benighted  lo  Some  tangled  dell, 
Sounds  sweeter  I iiaa  the  Softest  lays. 

The  village  clock,  or  siiephcrd's  bell. 

Oh  1  the  Hours  I  have  Passed. 


Oh  '  the  honra  t  have  pnssed  in  the  arms  of  ray  dear. 
Can  never  be  bonKht  of  but  with  a  sad  tear  ' 
Oh  '.  forbear.  Oh  '  forbear,  then,  to  mention  her  uaiue  : 
It  recalls  to  luy  mcai'ry  the  caaao  of  my  I'ain. 

How  often  to  love  n  e  Pho  fondly  has  sworn. 
And.  when  parted  from  ma.  would  ua'er  reaae  to  monm  : 
All  bardahipa  for  me  aho  wonld  cheerfully  bear. 
And,  at  ui^ht,  ou  my  budom  forget  all  her  care  ' 

To  some  distaiit  cllniate  together  we'll  roam. 
And  forget  all  the  hanlahipa  we  met  with  at  home  : 
Fate,  now  be  propitioua  and  grant  mu  thino  aid. 
Give  me  my  Pastura,  and  I'm  more  than  repaid. 


You  Ask  Me  to  Wake  the  Soft  Strain. 

You  ask  ma  to-  wake  the  soft  strain, 
Whioh  onoe  was  a  spell  to  thine  ear. 

Ere  pleasure  had  yielded  to  pain, 

All  that  lov« — all  that  life  counted  dear. 

Sweet  themes  of  my  youth,  ye  are  fled  1 

The  skill  of  the  minstrel  is  o'er. 
The  hopes  that  ye  nourished  are  dead — 

Oh  !  farsweQ,  I  recall  you  no  mors  I 

Forbsftr,  than,  the  lay  to  implore. 
The  heart  yet  unwounded  and  fres 

Alone  can  such  sweelm  ss  restore — 
OU  !  deem  not  it  lingers  with  me  I 


Can  I  Forget  1 


Can  I  forget,  oh  <  heavenly  light ! 
Can  I  forget  those  eyes  so  bright. 
Still  beaming  love  and  yonag  delight  t 

Oh  !  never,  nsvsr  ! 

Can  I  forget  th«  deep-brown  hair. 
Rich  clusteriuR  o'er  thy  forehead  fair, 
Eutangllng  transport  unaware  ? 

Oh  '.  never,  nsvsr  ! 

Can  I  forgat  the  lovely  glow 

Ou  thy  soft  cheek  :  or  the  pare  snow 

Which  heaves  with  Pity's  breath  below  T 

Oh  .'  never,  never  ! 

Bat  more,  far  more,  the  exalted  mind. 
That  living  fountain,  where  J  find 
All  that  is  nokle,  all  tbat'a  kind— 

Oh  '.  can  I  ever  T 

Alt  these  forget  ?  Oh  I  heavens  !  forget  T  — 
I  aae.  I  feel  tlieni  glowluu  yet, 
Pole-stara  are  theao  which  never  set. 

No,  never,  never .' 


My  Uncle. 


Who  lives  were  banc  three  golden  balls. 
Where  Dick'a  ]>oor  mother  frequent  calls. 
And  leaves  herUickuy,  gowns,  and  ahawls  T 

My  nnele. 

Who.  when  you're  short  of  the  short  stnCf^ 
Nose  starving  for  an  ounie  of  i-unff 
Will  "  raise  the  wind  "  without  a  puflff 


My  nncls. 


Who,  when  I  want  a  glass  of  gin. 
Will  take  iiiy  rSKged  jacket  iu. 
And  keep  it  tlU  1  call  aijaiu  ? 

Who  takes  my  cullender  full  of  holes. 
Aud  leads  to  maid*  wlio  leave  their  soles 
To  raise  the  dust  to  buy  the  coals  r 


My  nnola. 


Who  t.ikes  the  linen  c!ean  or  a  'lied. 
And  lace  that  uft  in  coffee  I  oiled 
la  abort,  takea  all  eicept  tbe  child  ? 

Who  does  all  this,  aud  think't  no  slu, 
Anil  would  he  yield  a  gUas  of  gin,  ,  , 
Would  take  tJie  very  devil  lu  T 


My  uucle. 
My  niicle. 


De  Chinkling  of  de  Cash. 

Yen  I  vas  a  tivt  pot  I  valka<I  apout  ds  ehtreat. 
1  Hold  my  alioe-strliiHX  10  every  one  I  hu'  t  : 
I  lioaz  DBM   and  I  coax  DKM.  and  I  told  *ein  marry  tale. 
Vkn  I  sell  uir  coora  lur  profit,  and  I  pn^  uml  1  svll. 
DcT  aay  I  vak  a  cnnniiiK  pot  f'>r  tuklnj;  T>e  i'£Opt.i<!u  in. 
Put  tho  chinkling  of  <le  c  i>li.  oh  '     it  uiva>  n  maUe  me  King  - 
Vid  my  lioaxiui;  ciiaxiiiKie»ziii;r  vkii.i.i.m*  hey  ilonn  deny, 
De  chiukllug  of  du  ciali.  uh  !  It  alvays  inuken  mo  merry  ' 

I  growed  up  a  little  piooiR   I  keep  a  Utile  shop 

1  pleaH*i  iiiiue  cUBtiiaierii  -    tor    in  and  ''lit  pi-  T  f'-'^'p  , 

I  cell  luiiiu  tiuiketit,  Cue  und  coot    d\i:  |.iiu>i   uk 

l..d  e»  I  may, 
I  aell  mine  rocN  for  profit.  au4  alvnya  inakea  dew  ].ay. 
Di:y  say  I  vns  a  cunuing  luau,  and  vould  cli.  .it  dk 

dovii  i.r  pelf. 
But  I  voald  sooner  cheat  hk  di  vii.  a^  I  vunhl  cheat 

MINESELF. 
Vid  my  hoaxing.  &c. 


My  naale. 


Know  when  You  are  Well,  and 
Bachelors  Bemain, 


Our  good  father  Ad.iiii,  when  the  worM  first  began. 

In  truth  w.is  a  hnppy.  a  very  bapjiy  n  an  : 

For.  he  waa  a  bachelor   witli'Mit  any  care. 

Till  married.  inadMiu  £vu  led  liim  into  a  arare.      i 

Then,  bachelors    bewaru  '   mr  destiny  nrialgti.       I 

but  know  when  you  are  well,  and  bachelors  rematb. 

Then  tempted  from  duty  I  y  his  ludy  s.i  rare— 
Oh  !  she  was  a  beauty.  uu<I  devils  can  seeui  fair  : 
The  ailly  poor  lieuudiet  lie  swallowed  his  bane, 
Marriagu  like,  sWLet  at  liiet   tliougli  aoi.n  foil,  wed  by  pain. 
Then,  bachelors  Itewaro  '  ice. 

And  punished  for  hia  sin.  'tis  the  lit  of  his  race. 
Who  marry   atill  to  ahitro  his  deplorable  case  . 
The  famed  tieo  of  knowledge  ia  now  well  nuderstood, 
UVliBASDB^noW  the  KVU.,  and  BACUKLOHS  tliu  uuon 

Then,  bachelors,  buvtaro  I  Lc. 


r 


Will  You  Marry  Me,  Sir  ? 

Will  yon  marry  roe.  air  ?  or  you.  sir.  or  yon  7 

Aud,  bachelors,  I'm  for  a  liiiabanil  I  Votv  ;  t 

But  then  1  luuat  tell  ye.  sincerely  and  true,  ^ ' 

What  aort  of  a  lover  I'm  looking  for  now.  j 

Too  young  nor  too  old  is  not  pleaaing  at  all  :  1 

Too  thill  nor  too  lusty,  too  short  uor  too  tall  : 
Oh  !  no  '  but  a  aomothing  ibat  lionlera  bi  tweea  { 
The  abort  and  the  tall,  aud  the  lusty  and  lean  ; 
8uch  a  one  aa  e'cu  uo^v  lu  my  fancy  I  aee  : 
That's  yon,  sir— yes,  you,  sir  ,  will  you  ii.arry  me  t 

Shniild  yon  marry  me.  air,  I'll  in.ike  yon  a  wife    v  . 

lioth  kind  and  iudiil^oMt.  and  fond  at  the  dove  ; 
Nay,  more,  make  a  promiae  to  please  yon  through  life, 

but  then  you  must  love  me.  uiiii  me  only  lovo. 
Good  sense  I  shall  look  fcr.  divested  i  f  pndu. 
And  now  aud  then  hope  the  last  word  to  diviJo  ;        - 
T  meau  wheu  iu  reasou,  which  cannot  be  wrong  : 
Fur,  a  husband,  believe  me,  's  the  drift  of  my  song. 

8uch  a  one  as  e  eu  iioW,  Ac. 


Simon  Muns  and  Miss  Judy  M  Shee. 

My  name's  Simon  Muns.  a  ainart  t.iil'r  d'ye  soo  ; 
I  lato  went  a  courtluK  MlKS  Ju  ly  M  Sliee  : 
"Miss  Judy,  says  1,  I'm  just  come  here  to  woo.         ■■ 
Your  eyes,  sharp  as  needles,  have  pierced  my  heart 

through.  " 
Aud  siut;  fal  do  ral  Uday,  Ac. 

Says  she  :  "  Mr.  Muns,  you're  a  aad  naughty  muu. 
To  try  my  poor  Innocent  he.irt  to  tnpan  — 
Xiesldes  I'm  a  VAROix  not  quite  sixty-two.     -      I 
If  X  was  to  wed,  air,  pray  wnut  c^n  you  do  t  ** 

SiiiKiug  fal  de  ral  laddy,  ke. 
"  Ods  bodkins  and  shears,  why.  the  foil  ■  in  the  towu 
They  aay  I'm  the  devil  to  Rive  a  green  gonu  : 
Indeed,  it  is  true,  not  a  W'.rd  of  It's  gam. 
They  all  will  allow  I'm  aa  stifl'as  buckraai.  " 

Aud  sing  lal  de  ral  laddy,  Ac. 
These  words  made  Miss  Judy  beein  soon  to  melt, 
8lie  said,  that  a  strange  twltteration  she  felt  ; 
Thiuks  I.  I'm  a  fi^d  If  the  time  1  now  miss  : 
So,  I  measured  her  round  aud  gavo  her  a  kisa. 

Slug  fal  de  ral  laddy,  *c. 

Next  day  then  to  church  we  hastened  with  glee. 
The  neighhora  all  lau^ihed  at  Uiaa  Judy  and  me  : 
Says  I  :  "  You  may  snigger,  but  I'll  cut  a  d  .>li— 
For,  soou  I  shall  finger  my  dear  Jndy's  rash.  " 

tiing  lal  de  ral  laddy,  JtO. 
It's  DOW  almost  time  I  had  finished  my  song. 
There's  some  of  you'll  think  it  is  neai  a  yard  long  ; 
Uut.  if  you  approve,  then  I'll  cheerfully  sing  : 
Ulesa  our  soldiers  aud  aailars,  and  Ood  aave  the  Union  ' 
And  sing  fal  de  rul  laddy.  Ac. 


^#-   :V^- -♦y*^/»te-/?*^-  v^.T .. 


The  Daisy  Valley. 


Music  at  Bicaej  k  Co,,  No.  4  Boud  Street,  Nsw-Tock. 


I  met  her  in  the  valley  where  the  (lai*4ei  grow, 
I  frit  tliat  I  niUBt  lovo  her.  ye«.  if  »he  would  or  DO  ; 
It  n;iB  a  liappy  day.  full  well,  fnll  well  I  know. 
I  mi't  licr  ill  the  v;tlley  where  tbe  daisiee  groir> 
Slie  was  fair  to  lue   aa  fair  ai  fair  caa  be, 
No  i1a:ii8el  yet  waa  half  ao  fair  as  she. 
Sic  vowed  that  stte'd  Lie  true  to  me, 

l)owii  ill  the  valley  where  the  daisies  grow. 
Tlip  daisies   nil'  tlie-dnisies.  oh  I  .^ 

I>  iwii  in  llie  valley  where  the  daiaiaa  grow  ; 
U  nat  a  liapp.v  day,  full  well  I  know, 
UovMi  iu  thu  valley  where  the  daisies  grow. 

X  woord  her  in  the  valley  where  the  daislea  grow, 
\ii'\  where   beside  tho  streamlet,  the  water  llllies  blow  , 
It  w:>8  %  lia|ipy  iiiomeut  when  first  she  let  me  know 
Slie  l.'VeJ  me.  in  the  valley  where  the  daisies  grow. 
Ah  '  'twas  Joy  to  me.  my  heart  was  full  of  glee, 
Wheu  she  agreed  my  loving  bride  to  be. 
Anil  v  .woil  that  she'd  be  tru' to  me.  - 

•  Down  in  the  valley  where  the  daisies  grow. 
The  daisies,  oh  I  the  daisies,  oh  ' 
Down  in  ilio  vulb-y  where  the  daisies  grow  ; 
It  w:iB  a  li;ippy  day.  full  won  1  know, 
Dowu  iu  tlie  val.ey  where  the  daisies  grow. 


If  Maggie  were  My  Own. 

If  Mau-Rio  were  my  own  now.  and  I  yon  sbepberd  lad 
\Vli4i«e  lute  i.4  full  of  sweetness  whoso  sone  Is  never  lad: 

Oil '  li|jhtlv  might  the  wiuUs  blow,  as  lightly  they  have 

blown. 
And  lighter  would  my  henrt  be,  if  Maggie  were  my  own. 

Oh  '  if  Buo  were  my  owu.  It  MagRie  were  my  own. 
Mow  happy  would  my  life  be,  if  Maggie  were  my  own. 

If  Ma^-'Rie  were  my  own  now,  and  I  were  born  a  king, 

A  Clown  of  stars  and  jewels  would  be  no  npRal  thing. 
I'litil  uiy  Magiiie  wore  it  :  sum  every  stir  that  shone 
Would  near  but  borrowed  splendor,  if  Maggie 

were  mj  own. 
Ob  !  if  she  were  my  own,  kc. 

If  MaRgie  were  my  own  now.  then  earth  and  sea  and  air 

To  iiie  would  siolle  in  Rplendor.  and  lieauty  everywhere. 
Oh  !  little  wou'id  I  lieeil  then  the  sorrows  I  have  known — 
itoT,  clouds  would  meet  iu  sunshine,  if  Maggie  were 

my  own. 
Oh  I  if  she  were  mj  own,  &c. 


The  Forester's  Daughter. 


Jenny  his  been  to  the  Village, 

And  broucht  home  a  present  from  Harry  ; 
But   tlio'  bor  affection  beM  pillage. 

Blithe  Jenny  lie  never  shall  marry  ; 
Tor,  tho'  Hho  has  taken,  to  vex  ma. 

The  ribbon  he  artfully  bought  her. 
She  did  it  in  joUe  to  perplex  me. 

Sweet  Jenny,  the  forester's  daughter. 

Jenny  has  been  to  the  eipsy. 

Who  told  her  wore  off  and  for  ever  : 
But  sure  the  iiuponter,  was  tipsy. 

As  nothing  two  fond  hearts  can  sever  ; 
For  the'  we  hive  tiffed  wben  I  meet  her. 

I'll  prove  like  a  lover  I've  caogbt  her. 
And  'he  luskiiiR  up  kiss  will  be  tweeter. 

Wit. 1  Jenny  the  forester^  danghtor.     ■■  '.■ 
Jenny  has  cows   balf-a-dozen. 

And  mine  are  the  abeep  in  the  valley. 
And  tho'  not  so  rich  as  ber  ooottn. 

Slie's  sweeter  in  temper  than  Sally  ; 
And  soon,  very  soon,  we  shall  marry, 

Tho'  many  more  wealthy  have  soogbt  her, 
And  then  be  may  whistle,  poor  Harry  ! 

i'ot  Jenny,  the  foreatei  a  daughter. 


Baising  the  DeviL 

Air  :  Last  Week  I  took  •  YiltB, 


I 


I've  oft  of  masic  read  '       ' 

That  could  work  changes  funny:  . 
And  it  comes  in  my  head 

Ibis  magic  must  I'e  money  ; 
For,  thoHKh  you  should  be  cross  and  old, 

Andrvery  thing  that's  frightful, 
Tet  only  once  get  store  of  cold, 
You're  all  that  is  delightful. 

Tol,  lol,  lol,  &e. 

The  law's  delay  who  feel. 

That  once  its  fees  can  master  T 
For,  only  grease  the  wheels. 

Oh'  law'  what  C4n  go  faster  T 
To  prove  Dame  Justice  bliud  should  be,      " 

I  know  no  reaaon  stronger 
Thau  this  ;  should  she  a  bribe  once  see, 

She'd  Justice  be  no  longer. 

Tol,  1(^  lol,  te 

A  quack  once  advertised 

He  Beelzebub  would  raiae  up, 
IVhich  all  the  town  surprised. 

And  sprung  a  pretty  breeze  np  :     "  • 

But  Koou  Ilia  word  not  to  be  worse, 
A  ud  lay  ttielr  strong  doubts  level. 
He  showed  them  all  an  kmptt  purse, 
'    ^And  cried  :  this  is  th£  Dkvil  '. 

Tol.  lol,  lol,  &> 


While  Pensive  I  Thought  on  My  Love. 


While  pensive  I  thought  on  my  \ove. 

The  moon  on  the  mountain  was  bright  ; 
And  Philomel,  down  in  the  grove. 

Broke  sweetly  the  silence  of  nigbt. 
Oh  !  1  wish  that  the  tenr-drop  would  £ow  ! 

But  I  felt  too  mucii  anguish  to  weep — 
Till,. worn  by  the  weight  of  my  woe, 

I  sunk  on  my  pillow  to  sleep.  ■ 

Methonght  that  :  my  love,  as  I  Uy, 

His  ringlets  nil  clotted  with  core. 
In  the  paleness  of  death  seemed  to  say  : 

"  Alas  !  we  must  never  meet  morel 
Yes,  yes,  my  beloved,  we  must  part  ; 

Tlie  steel  of  my  rival  was  true —         •'. '  ' ,  . 
The  assassin  Las  struck  on  tiiat  heart 

Which  beat  with  such  fervor  for  you.  " 

The  Young  Man  on  the  Bailway  : 

OR  THE  MAIL  TKAIN   DBIVEK.     ' 
'Mnsic  at  Boosey  b  Co..  4  Bond  Street,  Kew-Tork. 


I  sing  a  song  so  sorrowful,  my  heart 'a  filled  with  woo, 
Jly  misery's  so  powerful  wherever  I  may  go. 
Like  a  "  hollyhock  iu  a  gsrdcn  "  beat  down  by  the  rain, 
Through  a  young  mao  on  the  railway,  that  drives  the 

,    mail  train. 

Chorus.        /"  » 

Oh  '.  my  misery's  so  powerful,  I  ahajl  ne'er  meet  again 
That  young  man  ou  the  railway  who  drives  tho  mail  train. 

In  his  suit  of  rilvcr  moleskin,  he  nan  i(t7SKtx.Ka  and  strong. 
MusTACUKBS  like  a  hobcifkr  and  his  whiskers  were  long  \ 
Standing  six  feet  in  his  Wellingtons,  of  him  I  was  vain  : 
Oh  !  that  young  mau  on  the  railway  who  drove  the 

main  train  .' 
Oh  '  my  misery,  4c. 

I  met  lilm  at  a  SErfBEBLV,  some  two  years  ago  : 
Attention  so  PERTiaiLKa  to  ine  he  did  show — 
I  was  dressed  like  a  marsbomess  in  muslin  de  lain— 
By  the  young  man  ou  the  railway  who  drove  the  mail  train. 

OU  '.  my  misery,  Ac. 

Ha  told  me  that  he  worsripped  me.  and  said,  toe,  beside. 
In  a  year  and  a  quarter  he'd  make  nie  his  bride. 
And  never  would  do  anything  to  cause  my  heart  pain. 
Oh  .'  the  young  man  ou  the  railway  who  drove  the  mail 

train. 
Oh  !  my  misery,  &c. 

One  dsy.  there  came  a  postman  with  a  rat-tat  i 

It  made  my  poor  heart  beat  with  a  pity-pat  : 

For,  it  said  :  "  1  am  married  :  so,  farewell,  Ann  Jane  1  " 

Oh  :  the  young  man  on  the  railway  who  drove  the 

mail  train. 
Oh  :  my  misery,  kc. 

Oh  !  where'er  ahall  I  wander  1  oh  '  where  shall  I  fly  ? 
My  heart  is  like  a  -wateb-puhp  ail  choked  up  and  ckt. 
Or  a  BILKR  A-BUSTia  with  misery  and  pain. 
Through  that  young  mau  on  the  railway  who  drave 

the  mail  train. 
Oh  !  my  misery,  ko. 


They  ar«  Oood  Folks  alone  Who  are  Kerry. 

By  my  mother  'twas  said,  andbyme'twtts  believed — 

For,  she  was  a  clever  old  body — 
Who  in  love  trusts  a  man  that  a  friend  has  deceived, 

Will  prove  but  a  simple  noddy. 
Though  his  eyes  may  be  black,  though  his  ciieeks 

may  be  red, 

His  skin  fair,  or  brown  as  ft  berry  : 
Look  for  truth  in  the  heart,  and  good  sense  in  the  head, 

Or,  -when  married,  you'll  never  be  merry. 

Who  chooses  for  show,  choose  as  well  as  she  can, 

Will  be  guided  alone  by  folly  : 
And  find,  to  her  cost,  she's  mistaken  her  man, 

And  wedded  with  melancholy. 
For,  let  'em  be  tall,  short,  or  sallow,  or  red, 

Fair  as  snow-drops,  or  brown  as  a  berry, 
It  will  prove  to  be  true,  as  my  poor  mother  said, 

That  they're  good  folks  alone  who  are  merry. 


Here's  the  Bottle  she  Loyed  >o  much. 

A  Pabodt—  Air  :  Here's  the  Harp. 


Here'a  the  bottle  she  loved  so  much. 

And  here's  the  glass  she  drank  from  : 
Hera's  the  mas  her  lips  oft  touched. 

The  etiilTtlicy  iiiver  phrank  from. 
Herrings  lay  unheeded  by. 

Where's  the  hand  to  gut  them  T 
Mackerel  here  neglected  lie. 

Whert's  the  throat  to  boot  them  ! 
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|ak  is  good  but  she  I  loved 
'J^e'er  ph:ill  taste  its  sweetness  : 
Hier  lips  that  once  so  Beetly  moved.' 

Jfow  have  lost  their  fleetness. 
Ojallous  were  pots  when  lure  alio  strayed. 

Pots  were  pints  to  her  muazle  : 
Beiven  ne'er  formed  a  drunker  maid, 
,  A  maid  so  fund  of  guule. 


The  Golden  Momenta. 

The  ft  Iden  moments  are  not  cone  : 
For.  Recollection  brings  i    * 

The  War  dehgVits  our  hearts  have  known, 
Tliejoys  my  Lauia  suigs. 

Thodojli  Time  has  ciianged  our  flowing  hair, 

OilijiiijiKls  are  at  li  liie  same  : 
For,  [llruth  and  Constatioy  are  thera) 

Tdj  ^hield  the  uuptial  tlame  | 

Thr(iu|p;h  chequered  months  nnd  circling  ywn 

Oiij  hearts  are  still  at  home  : 
Sercpely  bright  Love's  torch  oppears, 

Aii<i  burns  beyond  tlie  tomb. 

SheJBlngs  of  Love,  whose  tempered  blisa 
Oiiilusts  tlie  glare  of  youtli  : 
:  I  settles  in  the  cordial  kiss     | 
kt  warms  the  lip  of  truth.         | 

phould  my  Laura  eease  to  live, 
eliienibranee.  just  and  true, 
Wonl(d  still  the  prcc  ous  record  giTii 
'rifjall  tliejoys  wo  knew.  f 


The  Pire-Side. 

'  Then  Winter,  with  his  icy  train,- 
I  Ipreads  desolation  o'er  the  plain: 
'  The  greatest  comfort  we  olitain    ' 

Is  the  flre-etde  t 
bile  embers  crackle  an  the  hearth, 
e  spend  our  time  lu  social  mirth, 
ell  pleaaed  to  have  SO  Fuug  a  birth 

As  the  fire-sld*, 

nd  wheu  we're  tnld.  with  looks  profoaad. 
'hat  ghosts  and  f-iiries  do  abound  —  "" 

e  draw  oar  chair*  atill  closer  round 
,  'i  he  fire-aide  : 

Then  every  rustling  noise  we  hear,  . 

Makes  simple  Doicas  start  with  fear:         I 
Ob  !  lack  !  Oh  '  luck  !  Oh  ;  dear  ! 
Lest  any  sprite  ahoold  venture  near 
Uur  fire^idt^ 

And  then  we  tell  a  merry  tale,     i 
And  quaff  the  jest-iusplring  sle  ;  * 

For,  no  dissensions  e'er  as»ail 

Our  fire-sld*  t 
We  seek  no  riches  to  amass. 
Each  lad  la  happy  with  his  lasa,|       , 
And  no  enjoyment  cau  surpass    ' 

Our  flre>aldlk  - 


With  Ky  Jug  in  One  Hand. 

Witl^  Ay  jng  in  one  hand,  and  my  pipe  In  the  other, 

I'lldrink  to  my  neighbor  and  irieud  : 
U7«Mm  In  a  Whiff  of  tobacco  I'll  eirother— 

For,  jllfe,  I  know,  shortly  most  end.  j 

WhilplCeres  most  kinoly  refills  roy  lirown  jug       ■, 

Wiil|  good  ale,  I  will  make  myself  me'^low  ;       ■ 
In  my  [Old  wicker  chair  1  will  seat  myself  snug 

Likel  a  jolly  and  true-hearted  fellow. 

I'll  neter  trouble  my  head  with  the  cares  of  the  nation 

I  vp  fenough  of  my  own  for  tomlnd  ;  ' 

For.  tie  cares  of  this  life  are  but  grief  and  vexation, 

Toi  death  we  must  all  be  consigned. 
The^  we'll  laugh,  driDk,andsiuoke  and  leave  DotbinstotM,* 

Bijtidrop.  like  a  pear  that  is  mellow—  *^' 

And>»hen  cold  in  my  coifiu,  I'll  leave  tbem  to  say  : 

,"  He's  gone,  what  a  hearty  good  fellow  :  "  .     -  ■■■• 


A  Body  may,  in  a  Simple  way. 

A  body  may,  in  a  simple  way. 
Read  love  in  shepherd's  eyes ;       I 

A  body  may.  ah  :  weU-a-day  !  j 

Find  love  'though  lu  disguise. 

There  is  a  body  loves  a  body, 

I  could  tell  you  who  : 
And  if  a  body  loves  a  body. 

Let  him  come  and  woo. 

I  ne'er  will  wed,  I've  often  said, 

A  lad  that  cannot  speak  . 
Yet  something's  running  in  my  head. 

Which  prudence  cannot  check. 

A  humble  cot.  and  simple  lot,  | . 

Are  aoited  to  my  mind  : 
No  wealth  I  seek   then  let  him  speak. 

Bell  fiud  a  body  klud. 


■..•::l^v 


l« 


Titte  ^EW  SINGER^S  JOURNAL, 

■  njiji-gp  i I      ssssBsaasm       i 


Grand-Father  Brian. 


Onnd-fklher  Brl»n  deparUa  thU  lift, 

U  waa  no  Saiut  Patrick'*  day  : 
3*  aUrtod  off  to  th*  neit  world. 
Without  ever  aaking  tliB  way  : 
^iTiug  me  all  bia  ricliea.  •     . 

WltU  a  great  deal  of  wealth,  d'ye  ■«•  T 
With  a  pa>r  of  hia  cloth  leather  breeohet 
That  buttoned  np  down  to  the  knee. 
Hurrah  for  my  grand-father  Brian  ! 

1  wl-h  he  w»s  living    och  aure  ■ 
And  every  day  he'd  be  dying.  J 

To  be  leaviug  iiie  ten  tlniee  ••  BQCh  more. 

Be  left  me  the  whale  two  aides  of  bacon, 

Only  one  half  waa  Juat  cut  away  ; 
With  a  broomrf^ick.' with  the  he»d  of  a  rake  on, 

And  a  field  full  of  atraw  to  make  hay  : 
H"  left  me  <ome  prop*  and  aome  patobei. 

With  a  beautiful  new  emofk  frock  : 
Bix  beautiful  heue  to  lay  ducke  egge,       ^.  .: 

Only  one  turned  out  to  be  a  OOCk. 

He  left  me  a  well  full  of  water,  t  I': 

Only,  some  said,  it  waa  dry  : 
Three  pitfnlla  of  laud   lima,  and  mortar. 

And  a  squtntiiig  tom-c:it  with  aue  eye. 
He  left  me  an  old  dog  and  kiitsn. 

His  lapstoue,  knife    and  brad-awl  : 
With  a  lump  of  Dutch  cheese  that  was  bltteB, 

And  a  box  full  of  nothing  at  all. 

He  left  me  a  glasa  that  was  broken. 

With  a  pair  of  now  I  oots  wltiiont  soles  ; 
And,  f*ltb  '  if  the  truth  must  be  apokea, 

A  kettle  with  flfly-five  boles  :        •-  > 
A  knife  hoard  made  (Ut  of  leather,  , 

A  treacle-pot  half  full  of  glue  : 
A  down  I  ed  without  ever  a  feather. 

And  a  fine  coat  uitjU  bandy  in  two. 

Be  left  me  a  mighty  line  clock   too. 

Fall  of  b'asH-wheela  made  ontof  WOOd  ; 
A  key  without  ever  a  lock   too. 

A  stool  to  sit  down  where  1  stood  : 
A  blanket  made  out  of  cloth-patchee, 

A  brrail-bisket  made  of  tin  ware  ; 
A  window  without  any  aaahes. 

And  a  horse-cf  liar  m>ide  for  a  inaie. 

*     He  left  me  a  starling   a  beanty. 

But  it  tnrneil  out  to  be  a  thrnsh  : 
He  lid  me  in  llfx  do  my  duty. 

And  never  comb  my  hair  with  a  brtlth. 
He  left  me  six  pound  all  in  copper. 

With  a  aplendid  straight  rule  double  bent. 
And  a  beautiful  bacea- stopper. 

With  a  view  of  BUckwatar,  in  Kent. 

He  left  me  some  whisky  for  drinking, 

And  a  beautiful  stick,  look  at  that  : 
And  also  a  Hlie  inll  for  nillkiug. 

And  a  second-hand  Bilk  l>e»ver  bat 
He  left  ine  a  aliirt  nil  in  tatters. 

Amongst  other  things   I  ranat  state  : 
And  a  rare  stock  of  old  broken  platter. 

And.  i  1  fact,  ail  the  family  glate. 

He  left  roe  the  >>og  for  a  garden  : 

One  night    it  got  covered  with  the  flood  : 
And  when  I  went  out  in  the  mornlog, 

I  went  up  to  my  t-vo  eyes  in  mud. 
He  left  me  a  fine  mare  for  breeding. 

Its  age  was  over  threescore. 
And  when  I  come  here  next  evening. 

I  will  tell  you  teu  times  aa  much  more. 


:     Tell  her  I  nm  drfaming 
li        ■y:''\       Of  her  lovelineea  >  "  • 

Tell  her  tears  are  itreamiDj; 

In  my  sad  distress. 
Fair  aUr,  be  ihdu  my  friend. 
While  eclmei  Bound  and  awell : 
.  I  lore,  till  life  shall  end. 

Mj  laireat,  fairest  Roiabelle. 

Float  on,  swift  eloud,  Ac. 


Sail  on,  Silver  Clond  : 

OR  FAIR  R08ABEIXE. 
Music  at  Boosey  Jt  Co..  No.  4  Bond  Stra«t,K«W-TOrti 


Sail  on.  Uion  silver  olond,  '  . 

In  yomlcr  azure  sky  ; 
How  swift,  is,  ftnd  liow  proud 

Your  crystal  patli  on  high  ! 
Flo  it  on.  yet  h>-ar  my  prayer  : 

Then  onward  haste  to  tell 
My  eigl'e  nnd  my  despair 

To  fiiirest  Roaabelle. 
>    'Te'l  lier.  since  we've  parted, 

I   feel  all  nlone  ; 
Sad  ond  hroken-hearted,| 

I  lier  loss  I'cnioan. 
Float  on.  swift  olotid,  nor  stay. 

Bat  onward  haete  to  tell 
My  •ijjhe  and  my  despair 

To  lovely  Rosabelle, 

Float  on,  swift  eloud,  Ao. 

Yon  twinkliniy  little  star. 

Whose  Soft  anl  luoid  light 
Pei-ps  from  l>rit(lit  realms  afar. 

Out  llirouuli  the  peaoeful  night  ^ 
Sw^-rt  woDiler  nnd  deli|^ht 

Of  eiiildliood's  early  dream. 
Convey  to  her  to-night 

My  love  by  thy  pale  beam. 


«•■  ^ 


The  Handsome  Bean. 

Mnsio  at  Booaey  k  Oo.,  No.  4  Bond  Street,  Maw-Tork.   ^ 

■■'  "-■*  •   ,  ' 

As  I  was  «rehs!ng  o'er  the  ferry. 
With  a  party  younj?  and  merry, 
When  I  heard  :  "  Do,  see  that  very 

Handsome  bean  I  " 
My  moustache  they  much  admired,  , 

And  my  name  and  see  enquired  ; 
I  was  all  that  henrt  desired. 

In  this  vale"  below.  /- 

Oh  !  I.  was  crossing  o'er  the  ferry, 
With  a  party  youns  and  merry. 
When  I  heard  :  "  Do,  see  that  Tsry 

Handsome  beau  I  " 

Then  my  Toioe  So  sofl  and  tender  . , 

Made  confiding  girls  surrender  ; 

I  was  graceful,  tall,  and  slender,  <  •' 

And  my  feet 
Were  encased  ia  patent  leather. 
Quite  regardless  of  the  weather, 
And  my  toilet  altogether 

Waa  eomplets. 

Oh  I  I  WM  crossing,  A«. 

I  was  fall  of  foreign  graces. 
Attitudes  ancf  false  grimaces  : 
I  described  the  noted  places 

Of  the  earth  ; 
And  the  ladica  (aid  ;  "Why  is  it 
That  a  eontinental  visit 
Gives  an  air  of  tone  exquisite 

And  of  birth  ?  " 

Oh  !  I  was  eroHisg,  Ac. 

I  excelled  in  fancy  dances, 

And  my  winning  ways  and  glances. 

In  the  language  of  romances. 

Were  divine  ; 
And  the  beatiz  their  model  made  ms. 
Till  a  knowing  one  betrayed  me. 
And  revealed  a  tailor  paid  me 

As  a  sig;n. 

As  I  WH  eroning,  fte. 

And  when  next  this  party  met  me. 
How  they  eneeringly  beset  me  I 
Swore  they  never  would  forget  me. 

Or  my  waist : 
In  the  horse  pond  then  subjected. 
To  remain  there  qnits  neglected. 
Because  the  envious  girls  suspected 

That  I  Uoed— 

As  I  was  creuiBg,  ice. 


Spring  and  Automn. 

As  rung  by  Christine  NUsson.  amidst  tremendotis  applanse. 
Music  published  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  k  Oo,  M7  Broadway. 

Let  me  dream  o'jer  my  life's  happy  spring. 
Of  Diy  fondest  affections  the  dawn — 
Past  hopes  back  to  memory  bring. 
And  delights  that  forever  are  gone  ! 

Ah  1  —  la,  la,  ht,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la. 

Then  how  grateful  the  early  mom's  breeze 
O'er  the  green  meadow  sweeping  along — 
And  at  eve,  'neaith  the  sheltering  trees. 
How  entrancing  the  nightingale's  song  I 

Ah  I  —  la,  la,  la,  la,  At. 

Bat  I  monm  in  tiie  antuipn's  decline 
Lost  affections,  hopes  withered  and  dead  : 
And  the  joy  wlvieh  alone  is  now  mine — 
Is  to  dream  of  (he  happiness  fled  I 

I  Ah  !  —  la,  la,  la,  la,  Ae. 


At  what  season  did  Eve  eat  the  apple  ? — Early 
!n  the  fall. 


Thee  Only!  :   | 

Hosle  al Boosey  k  Co..  4  Bond  Street,  Kew-Tork. 


When  in  the  heaven  a  star 

Than  all  other  shone  fkirer— 
When  oa  the  earth  a  flower 

Than  all  other  bloomed  rareih—  ' 
Kaeh  aeemed  to  tell  of  thee. 

And  thy  emblem  became    ... 
Memories — night  and  day—  -   '~ 

That  I  named  by  thy  name. 
Tho'  star  and  flower  may  fade. 

Shining  npon  me  never. 
Ob  '  to  my  heart  Iboa'rt  still 

Kadiaoce — that  falleth  never  !     ~ 
What  seek  my  faneies  bright  T 

Thee  only  ' 
What  bring  my  dreams  at  night  t 

Thee  only  '■ 
Or  the  first  dawn  of  light  T 

Thee  only  I  •    .  . 

Waking,  or  sleeping,  still 

Dream  I  of  thee,  and  only  thee ! 

What  tho'  in  love's  low  song. 

On  me  soft  tones  are  (ailing  ! 
What  tho'  tbr  me,  in  dance. 

There  are  light  footsteps  falUaf  ! 
If  tke  song  b«  not  thine. 

It  bnt  Jars  on  my  ear — 
Music  can  charm  alone 

When  I  know  thoa  art  near — 
Bemetimes  I  feel  it  valy 

Longing  for  tliee  for  ever  : 
Tat,  from  this  heart  of  mine 

Vadetli  tby  Image  never  : 

What  seek,  te. 


►<♦»-. 


1 


Ton  Know  How  it  Vas  Tonrself 

Written  and  Sung  by  Oua.  Williams. 
the  Amerlcau  Star  Comiqns. 


Uy  song  Is  of  a  Deiteber  gal, 

Mlt  nice  red  sandy  hair. 
Tnd  tnm-ap  nose  and  crooked  toes 

Bnt  iOr  dat  I  don't  care  ! 
She  ain't  vone  of  dose  kind  of  gals 

Yat  lay  npon  do  shelf  , 
I  eall  her  sweet,  she  call  me  beet 

Bnt  yon  know  bow  it  vas  yonrself. 
Chorus. 
She  vas'as  gentle  aa  a  doegbnnt  in  a  bakery, 
Und  as  oool  sa  seme  ice  vioh  vas  so  slippery  , 
I  love  her  to  distraction,  dat's  a  beep  von  satisfaction 
But  den  yon  know  bow  it  vas  yonraelt 

De  fast  time  dat  I  met  her. 

She  vaa  drinking  lager-bier: 
In  vone  hand  abe  had  a  pig's  (hot. 

In  de  Oder  a  cow's  ear  ;  *  . 

I  vent  right  up  and  told  ber  dat 

She  conldn'i  eat  dat  all  herselt 
She  gave  me  half,  de  leetle  calf. 

Bat  yoa  know  kow  it  vas  yonrself.  Cboras. 

Her  foot  is  like  a  camel's,  and 

Her  voice  it  vas  so  sweet— 
Yen  she  does  speak,  you'd  dink  dere  vas 

An  organ  in  der  ahtreat.  .    . 

Bat  still  for  dat  I'm  going  to  marry  '     .         j 

Dia  aweet  little  elf  ' 

Und  I  hope  ve'll  have  seme  children. 

Bat  yoa  know  bow  it  vas  yourself.  Chorat. 


She'*  Idke  a  Snn>Beam. 

ThS  Mosic.  pnbUsbed  by  Q.  D.  Bussel  A  Co.,  128  Tremor.t 
St,  Boston,  can  t>e  obtained  at  any  Mosio-Store. 


V 


Ob  '.  don't  yoa  wish  dat  yon  was  we  '.     " 

It  is  no  use  eaying  :  No  ' 
For.  de  girls  dey  say  I'm  qnlte  de  thing. 

I  gueaa  dey  oDght  to  know  ■ 
Dey  asy  I've  such  a  graceful  style!  i 

My  laugh  de  air  krepa  ringing,  | 

And  den  my  dance  la  all  O  K  : 
Yon  can't  di>count  my  singing. 
Cborus  :    So  let  de  tinirs  be  what  dey  may. 
„.         Ton'U  find  dia  nigger  alwaya  gay  : 
';. '.  Vor  yoa  I'll  atng  and  dauce  all  night. 

To  pleaae  j  ou  all  ia  my  delight. 

Now  what's  de  nse  to  hang  your  head. 

And  pine,  or  grieve  ami  aorrow  ? 
Come  take  a  lesson  now  of  me. 

And  grief  yon'li  never  borrow. 
If  you  only  saw  my  Nell  and  I, 

Toa'd  never  sigh  again  : 
For.  site's  like  a  son-beam  breaking  thro' 

A  summer  shower  of  rain. 

So  let  de  tlmee,  Aa. 

When  de  moon  is  sblning  cirar  scd  bright. 

I  go  and  meet  my  Nell 
And  by  de  burning  cmt>er  light. 

My  tale  of  love  I  tell.  .  i  -       . 

She  aays  I'm  all  da  world  to  ber,'°^ 

And  to  me  sbs's  jusi  the  same  : 
So  I'm  only  longing  for  de  day 

When  she  may  change  ber  name. 

So  let  de  times,  Ac 


Jolly  Bricks  of  London. 

Untie  at  Booiey  ft  Oo.  4  Bond  StrMt,  New-T«rk. 


I'm  a  free  and  easy  fellow,  one  of  that  jovial  class 
Known  os  the  "  Joliy  brioks  of  London.  " 

And  for  Laving  jolly  spreea,  boyt,  or  flirting 

with  a  lass, 
None  beat  the  jolly  bricks  of  London  ! 

We're  i;ood  for  a  danee,  boys,  and  good  for  a  "  spar, " 

Good  for  a  gnmt,  wherever  we  ar*. 

So  join  in  the  ohorua  :  hip  hip,  hip.  barrah  ! 

Three  cheers  for  the  jelly  bricks  of  London  ! 

We're  good,  Ac. 

Then  we  always  set  the  fashion,  and  dress  in 

tip-top  styl<), 
That  suits  the  jolly  bricks  of  London  I 
From  the  patent-leather  boots  to  the  glossy 

silken  tile  : 
None  can  touoh  the  jolly  bricks  of  London  t 
We  drink  the  beat  that  each  can  afford, 
Ea«h  one  is  treated  jast  like  a  lord  : 
And  there's  none  of  us  but  know  every  move 

upon  the  board. 
Keen-witted  jolly  bmka  of  London  I 

We're  good,  Ac. 

We  all  smoke  the  beet  Havannas.  and  drink 

the  best  of  cliam . . 
Wine-bibbing  jolly  bricks  of  London  I 
He  who  has  of  cash  the  most,  for  the  other 

ones  "  stand*  Sam,  " 
Light-hearted  jolly  bricks  of  London  I 
Together  in  pairs,  we,  each  day.  walk  the  Park, 
Make  love  to  nur4to-maids  just  for  a  lark  :   . 
Then  we  come  out,  like  the  Owla,  in  atrong 

force  when  it's  dark. 
Right  merry  jolly  bricks  of  London  ! 

We're  good,  «bc. 

Then  at  fisticnffa  each  member's  a  reg'Iar 

first-rate  star. 
Sport-loving  jolly  bricks  of  London  1 
We  can  each  take  our  own  part — if  e'er  called 

upon  we  are, 
Undannted  jolly  bricks  of  London  ! 
We  strike  from  the  shoulder  like  Mace  or  like  Shisw, 
In  strict  accordance  with  P.  R.  law  : 
We  can  bit  'em  on  the  snuff-box,  and  the  claret  draw, 
Hard-hitting  jolly  bricks  of  London  ! 

We're  good,  Ac. 

We  see  right  shall  conquer  miort  whereeoe'er 

our  way  we  wend, 
Fair-dealing  jolly  bricks  of  London  I 
And  a  strong  arm  always  ready  th«  fair  sex  to 

defend. 
Has  every  jolly  brick  of  London  I 
Tho'  all  fond  of  sport,  and  a  fast  life  we  lead, 
Oftcn's  the  time  we  do  a  good  deed  : 
For,  we  lend  a  helping  hand  to  those  that  are 

in  need, 
Free-hearted  jolly  bricks  of  London  t 
.-  .-r  .,..;..-..-.  i.iT,-;-Vfi.  ;■■■      We're  good,  Aa. 

And  as  we  all  walk  along,  each  one  blows  a 

Btiffish  cloacl, 
Weed-loving  jolly  bricks  of  London  ! 
Arm-in-arm  we  go  together,  and  sing  in  voices  lood, 

Noise-making  jolly  bricks  of  London  ! 
We're  much  of  a  muobnees,  we're  all  up  to  snuff, 
We  take  all  things  easy,  the  smooth  with  the  rough  ; 
For,  each  brother  jolly  brick  is  likewise  a 

"  Jolly  Buff,  " 
Care-killing  jolly  bricks  of  London  1 
'■■''■''\'-:h.-'.-''y-''-''--    ■^'.'    •'■,■■        We're  good,  Ao. 


Master  Tommy  Wattl«    i 

AND  THE  BIG   BLUE-BOTTLE.      • 
Haiio  at  Boosey  k  Co.,  Ho.  4  Bond  Street,  New-Tork. 


He'd  learnt  to  read  and  write,  and  sinf  his, 

do,  r«.  aal,  sol,  fls, 
And  tbongh  he  always  crossed  his  t's,  he  never  eroased 

bis  ma. 
'  Oh  !  Muter,  Jte. 

He'd  take  his  powders,  aainns  Jam,  and  went  to  bed 

at  night, 
Aad  never  seemed  at  all  pat  eat,  when  nurse  pat  ont 

the  light ;  . 
Bat  ehildren.taave  their  weaknesses,  however  mnch 

jcm  pkide  'eM, 
And  Tommy's  was  for  killlDg  flies,  he  never  ooald 

abide  'em. 
Oh !  Maatur,  *e. 

The  dragon  and  the  blae-tailed  fly  were  his  especial 

horror. 
And,  tho'  ha  killed  one  every  day,  its  brother  came 

to-Bsorrow  ; 
Honte  flies  he'd  somnoh  by  hundreds,  too,  this 

naughty  Tommy  Wattle, 
Until,  one  day,  he  chanced  to  slay  a  monstroas 

big  blae-bottle. 
Oh !  Vaster,  Ac. 

The  blne-bottle's  the  King  of  flies,  as  all  of  yon  may  gaesa, 
A  crowning  triumph,  Tommy  thoaght,  this  was  to  his 

sncoess  ; 
For  not  a  single  fly  appeared  again.  I've  heard  It  said. 
Until  that  dreadlul  night  when  little  Tommy  went  to  bed. 

Oh  !  Master,  kc. 

He'd  gone  to  sleep  rejoicing,  toe,  that  wiekad  little  plekl* ; 
But  sumething  settled  on  his  nose,  and  woke  him 

with  iU  tiekle  ; 
A  horrid  boaxing  nolae  he  h«ard--4be  flies  had  coma 

in  hosts  ; 
At  Idaat,  they  oonld  not  oome  thavselvea.  and  so 
■  ,:'   i-jr-ij..«  .      ■<■■  -.  -     ,  they  sent  tbeir  ghosts. 

*      -V  ■  ■  , ■■.■•■ ' ■  -■:  .-.■,  Oh  !  Vaster,  to. 

Some  had  no  legs,  and  aome  had  no  heada,  no  bodies 

sad  no  wings. 
And  Tom  repented  very  mnch  he'd  done  anch  wicked 

tklnga; 
They  fell  npon  him,  headed  by  the  monatrons  big 

blae-bottle. 
And  flew  away  with  him  ■  and  there'a  an  and  to 

.  ..^. Tommy  Wattle. 

■■.•■■•■-.;■..;■■;■■■  ^ ;•:;■■;'.  Oh!  Maater,*o. 

MORAL. 

Now.  little  children  aged  four,  or  flve,  or  six.  or  eight— 
Don't  kill  the  flies  or  you  may  meet  wilk  Tommy 

Wattle's  feto  ; 
The  world  Is  big  enough  for  all  to  live  in  and  to  thrive- 
Then  buy  a  penny  fly-paper  and  catch  'em  all  alive  ! 

Oh  !  Master,  ke. 


Charley  Eayannah. :  v^  '■'t 

Written  and  Snng  by  Walford  Tawn. 


It's  twelve  months  ago  since  Charley  J  mat,      -^ .;  ~^  .- 
It  happened  one  ntgbt  'twu  awfully  wet  ; 
We  were  following  a  pretty  girl  oogbt  in  the  rain. 
But  finding  oar  effort*  of  eseart  were  vain. 
He  Joined  me,  yoa  aee.  and  as  it  was  dark. 
We  made  up  our  minds  for  a  Jolly  good  lark. 
Choevs. 

Oh  '  they  call  me  the  rattling  dancing  swell, 

Tlie  West-End  girls  all  know  na  wall ; 

We  are  the  aparks.  and  after  dark 

My  friend  Charley  and  I  for  a  lark  ! 

Now  Charley  is  handsome,  something  like  me  : 
Has  black  hair  and  whiskers,  and  is  Juat  twenty-three  : 
He's  a  guardsman,  and.  oh  !  doo't  the  dears  look  ahy. 
When  Charley  and  I  with  a  wink  pass  them  by  ! 
He's  dreadltally  lasy.  and  for  his  cigars  pays  a  tanner  ; 
Bo  the  girls  have  all  cbriatened  biui :  '-Charley  Havannah. " 

Choros. 

Chsrley's  dad  and  mine  have  been  good  at>ont  the  tin  ; 

Tet  the  tailors  snlfer.  but  we  tbiuk  it  no  sin. 

The  dads  think  we  shall  marry,  and  ao  do  they  ; 

We  tell  them  when  we  do,  they  will  bless  the  day  : 

To  marry  an  heiress  is  a  glorions  thing — 

But  married  life's  a  aong  vre  don't  intend  to  sing. 

Ohoms. 

Bo  we  intend  to  keep  single,  or  if  we  take  to  wives. 
Tbey  muat  be  yonng  and  pretty,  to  last  us  all  our  lives  : 
We  muat  leave  off  Cham)  acne,  take  to  Basa's  beer. 
And  learn  some  nuraery-rtaymea.  though  they  aound  queer ; 
But,  by  Jove  !  'tia  ao  dlaroal  that  we've  very  great  fears 
That  we'll  not  commit  matrimony  for  very  many  yeara. 

Chorus. 


Abont  a  year  or  two  or  three,  or  four  or  five  ago. 
Tbere  lived  a  wealthy  family,  residing  down  at  Bow  : 
Ttiey  kept  a  footmau  and  a  cook,  a  page  and  many  others  : 
They'd  fourteen  aunts,  six  uncles,  seven  sisters  and 

eight  brothers  ; 
Oh  !  Master  Wattle,  naughty  Master  Wattle 
Why  did  you  go  and  kill  that  big  Ulue-butlle  t 

They  all  were  hni^ome  children,  but  hia  mother'a  ^^ 

hope  and  Jey 
Wa«  Tommy  Wattle,  aged  flve,  a  darling  little  boy  ; 


il': 


'    ;';;;;i    Little  Miss  Skillotft  Ji v»^,;v   - 

Sung,  with  rapturous  spplsnse  at  the  San  Franciaeo 
Minstrels,  by  the  author,  Bolliu  Howard. 


Flirting  throngb  the  blinds, 
Jast  acroBs  tbe  way. 

Bits  a  daabiug  swell— I  tell  yon. 

While  I  ait  and  sew. 

Just  this  way— you  know — 

He's  ever  casting  ebeep's  eyes  upon  we. 

For.  liitip  Miss  Skillet  is  njy  name  when  yon  spell  it: 
I  tell  you  I'm  i*gay  and  festive  girl- 
Little  Misa  Skillet  la  my  name  when  yon  spell  it, 
I  tell  yua  I'm  a  wiUe-awake  girL 


He  aent  a  note  to  me^ 

Asking  me  to  tea. 

With  ms  sister  whom  I  know  quite  well. 

I  weatand  on  his  knee. 

Ha  a>ta  he'd  liV*  fbr  me. 

If  I  VOOld  let  my  heart  Isatn  to  love  him. 

'  For.  little  Mies  SklUet,  Ac. 

So  peeping  through  the  bllnda, 

I  said  to  him  t»4ay 

That  be  might  call  over  and  aae  me. 

He  came— we  went  to  walk. 

For  a  «uite  little  talk, 

Wheti  |b*  aakad  as*  to  b»  bla  on  next  Randsv. 

'  ■,.»■■  For,  little  MiM  »UIIc(  Jko. 


tpr' 


Ont  in  the  Snnsbine. 

Composed  by  A.  r.  Ohaae— Arranged  by  R.  Howard. 
Song  by  Qneen  and  WeatJ  .    jf,. 


■A 


When  the  flowers  are  blooming. 
And  they  perfume  the  breaa^ 
And  side  by  side  we  wander,  T 
Beneath  the  forest  trees  :      j 
We  tell  our  love  and  liaten  to  | 
The  balla  that  Bweetly  cblmai: 
My  love  and  I  are  Jnst  aa  gay 
As  tlM  birds  in  aumwer  time. 
Sweet  little  Koea. 
The  eauas  of  my  woea 

When  the  flowers  of  Msy  tg»  bl( 
Out  ia  the  sunshine. 
She  said  alia'd  be  mine. 
And  told  me  to  have  patience. 

When  ike  flowers  have  withered. 

Then  ahe'U  become  my  bride. 
And  hand  in  hand  together.' 

Tbroagh  (Utore  years,  we'll  flida. 
I've  a  eot  in  the  wild  wood.   - 

Where  tbe  placid  river  flows  : 
A  nook  in  which  my  darling 

Will  be  the  sweetest  rose. 

Sweet  little 


Bose,*e. 


Mick  of  Cafltlebarj 


:.V.- 


1:-^ 


My  name  li  Mick  Malony,  I  drive  an  Irish  car  ; 

From  Dablin  all  around,  airs.  I  drive  both  D»ar  and  far  ; 

My  car  ia  decorated  ont.  and  on  tbe  door  a  star. 

And  the  pride  of  all  tbecouuty  is  young  Mick  of  Caatlebar. 

"CBontrs. 
He  can  trot  along,  gallop  along  and  drive  an  Irirh  car. 
And  the  girla  aU  flail  In  leva  with  yonug  Uick  of  Caatlebar. 

I  was  hin  In  Dublin  city.  I  was  reared  fn  Paddy's  land  ; 

My  aistera  they  are  IrlaL.  too.  and  uprixht  ibey  d<>  Ktimd  . 
My  father  from  Kilkenu)  came   my  mother  fro  <i  Armxub' 
I  hope  you'll  not  forget,  my  boys,  yonng  Mick  of  Ci«t..bar. 
,  He  CSV  trutaluug.  Ac. 

Now  tf  yon  want  a  oar.  airs,  Jast  oome  and  hire  me  - 
I'll  drtVe  yon  oat  in  atyla.  sirs,  the  coanit-y  for  to  see  ; 
My  horse  will  trot  along  tbe  road.  Jnat  like  a  sliootingstar  - 
Step  ap,  my  Iwya,  be  dnive  along  by  Mick  of  Caatlebar 

He  cau  trot  along.  &c. 

When  tbe  Qneen  came  o'er  to  Ireland,  her  health  for 

to  revive. 
She  sent  a  note  to  ax  me  :  wodTd  I  take  her  for  a  drive  T 
1  drovaber  ap  and  down.  sirs,  aronnd  tbe  country  fkr. 
She  saiflshe  never  wonld  forget  yonng  Mick  of  Caetleber. 

He  (an  trot  along.  Aa 

Now.  Tadies.  will  yon  taks  a  ear  ?  I'm  jast  the  lad,  jon  see ; 
I'll^drlve  yon  rouAd  about,  if  you  tome  alo'  g  with  me  ; 
I'm  snse  yoa'll  not  forget,  my  gl^ls,  hjj  name  juundH 

mar  and  far  ; 
Make  Up  your  minda,  be  drove  along  by  Mick  of 

CuBtlebar. 
He  can  (rot  aluug.  Ac. 

Should  Garibaldi  want  a  car.  I'm  sure  he  won't  forget 
To  send  for  Mick  Malony.  wbo  never*barm  did  vet 
And  coming  from  the  ware,  aire,  with  whl«:  ey  iu  the  Jar. 
They'll  be  welcomed  back  to  Irelaml  by  Mick  of  Casrlibar. 

He  cau  trot  iiiuLi;,  i;c. 
Now,  gentle  folks,  take  my  advice  :  when  out  npon 

tbe  cpree. 
If  yoa  want  a  small  dlvaralou  Jnst  rome  and  hire  me  : 
I'll  drive  yon  all  around,  my  boy*  toviewould  IreUiid  far- 
Just  fesy  the  word,  and  out  we'll  drive  away  to  Oxatlebar. 

Ua  cau  trot  along  Ac. 


A,  love-lorn  swain  broke  a  wish-bone  with  his 
"  Iteak-t's  queen,  "  somcwhtro  up  in  New-liauip- 
shine.  '  Neow,  wlmt  do  you  wish,  Sally  '/  "  d<.'- 
maQdedJoi;athao,with  atenderfrrin  <>forp^Uli<>n. 
"  1  Wieb  I  Was  handsome,  replied  tlie  dauiaeJ.  hund- 
sonje  as— Queen  Vjctoria.  " 

"  Jl«ruealem  !  what  a  wisli!    repli.d  Juontliar- 
whcn  you're,  banileome  'nuff  neow  !    Uut  I'll  t 
you  Wlifit  I   wish — I   aifh  you  was  locked  in  H  ? 
arnta  and  the  key  waa  lost.  " 

^ow  to   prevent  gray   hairo — Keep  your  lif  au^ 
slu^^.     Warranted  not  to  fiui. 


/ 
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tHiP  NEVf  ^WGER'H  JODRSJUU 


Hot  Roaated  ChMnatC  I 

Mew  Cborui  Oomle  K>d(  Sung  by  O.  Wectbrook. 
Maslc  ftt  Bootey  fe  Co..  4  Dond  Btrwt,  lf«w-Tork. 


"  ;^- 


Tb'ere  wm  ■  flee  slrl  with  bar  te«tb  like  pearl, 

Altbo'oflow  dagre*  : 
With  ber  youHiful  gnee  (ud  tweet  pMtljr  Cm«^ 

8he  captivated  ae. 
Up  in  the  Bxwerv  ilie  iokI  ■  rich  treat, 

Ttie  Theatre  rery  nigh  : 
Aud  to  tempt  eaeli  barer  with  bat  ehavooal  >Mk 
ifhta  waa  her  evenloR  cry— 

*   Hot  Riwited  ChecoDta  ' 
Thvy'ra  all  tli«  >»al  iiata  *■ 
Hut  R»«et>^d  Cb-eouta  ! 
.  AllUot  auaSoiiuAI" 

Whan  tkat  waj  I  atrayed.  a  porehaaa  I  mad*  I 

Nut*  (>u  her  imti  wma  I  ;  , 

And  unta  nu  tuta  fti(r  with  ber  iiat  brown  hair, 

And  wicked,  nnt  brown  eye  .' 
Her  Toica  it  wna  low  with  a  f«ltetto, 

I  v.eut  ont  of  my  ray.  ^ 

Ou  mauy  a  uiglit  ini  fett  great  deMght 
j'  To  bear  my  charuier  aay— 

"Hot  Boaated  Ohaiattto  !  "  Jke. 

I  offered  my  hand  and  my  fortaoa  grand. 

Of  fifty  poauda  a  year— 
8  >id  wed  h<^r  I  al«>ald   that  ia     Ifaha  wo«Id 

N'l  Oiorn  iu  itreeta  appear. 
She  aeemrd  to  aurea  :  tjut  alaa  '.  for  aaa, 

I've  had  caaae  to  rapant : 
Tor,  her  heart  na^  nut  like  tier  cbaannta,  hot, 

Reapuudlug  lu  thia  gent  : 

■■  Hot  Xvaatad  Oheannta  !  "  kc 

for,  a  ahoe-b^ack  lad— waa  it  ni't  too  bad  I  —       .      . 

Ha  atol'i  ber  heart  away  : 
And  thia  >i>Iau<lid  swell  Jo»t  thia  aplendld  Balla, 

To  bit  entire. dlnmay. 
She'a  gone  from  my  gizo.  i  feel  all  amased, 

Slie  iieTer  cau  be  mine  ;  -      '    . 

tor,  to  tell  the  truth   with  thia  blaeklnfl  janth  . 

sua  fled,  Ilka  m  ida  a  ahla*. 

••  Hut  Boaated  Cheannta  '. "  *e. 

Vow,  my  love  I'Te  loat  and  In  lore  I'm  croat— 

Aud.  last  uiglit   deep  I  >wore 
Shlned  my  bootn  abouidn't  be  toEternltjr 

lly  any  aiioa  blaek  mor«  ! 
I've  bnl  tliia  loa<y     if  yon  p^iaa  that  way, 

Aud  any  evening  t'py 
Thli  pretty  young  girl  with  her  feeth  ilk*  pearl. 

Beware  when  yon  hear  her  cry— 

'-  Hot  Boaated  Cbeiitata  !  "  fta 


Paddy,  the  Peep-0'Day  Boy. 

By  Tboa.  T.  Bamaey— Air  :  Pat'a  Cnrloalty  Shop. 


Paddy  Flen  waa  the  broth  of  a  boy,  a  natlTa  of   ,    , ' 

Dublin  town  : 
No  man  could  pick  Paddy  up,  bnt  Pat  conld  knock 

any  man  daws. 
Ho  waa  the  draad  of  the  men  folka.  ot  tba  ladiaa 

botd  Pat  waa  tba  joy  : 
Paddy  toned  tba  sight  lata  tba  morning  :  ao  Pit  waa 

the  peep^'day  boy. 
;.  Cbokcs 

'Wid  hla  ahamreek.  hia  aprlg.  and  hU  whlakay,     ' 
Pbilliboo  tiptywbacb  Joy— 

F.Tthe  twiatlBR  ahiileUgh  orwblaktf  a  ..  -'^    ,  ...  -_ 
Ocb  .'  Pat.  waa  the  peep-o'diy  t>vp  ! 

Tbat  waa  a  good  temparad  fellow,  eeb  ■  anra  it  waa 

aaay  to  proT*  ; 

If  ha  gara  hla  beat  flrlend,  a  good  bating,  anre  it  waa 

only  for  lora. 
nia  titber,  he  died  Te'y  wealthy,  and  made  Paddy 

aa  rich  aa  a  jew — 
And  tlif  ({"oda  nnd  (be  ehnttela  he  gave  him. 
I'm  uu»  after  teiliug  tu  yuu.  Chorui. 

5<roKF.if  :  Faith  '.  PadlT'a  rather. dird  one  day  of  the 
f>  mi  i.it  at  mac'i  b  cati>e  ih-^y  couldn't  keep  it  in  his 
t><«  well,  bM  1<  ft  Pcidity  ail  be  liaii.  Draiiiea  what  hi'  had 
no' got :  (n  re  wax  an  llle^fant  f-ather  bed  madaofairaw: 
a  pa  r  <'f  leauiilnl  blauketa  made  of  the  t>eat  calico, 
ruilirr  wor<i  <.nt  there  waa  a  atring  of  braaa-buttona.  cut 
out  f  lea  ber  -  a  rul»n<1«r  wldoot  eTan  a  bt>le  In  it  and 
i  n  aifwaiit  tea-k  tile,  full  of  h  lea  :  a  pal  >  of  wooden  rll- 
Ter  apooua  :  half  a  d>  Sen  of  kni*aa  and  forks  widoat 
bladea  or  handles  :  a  pair  of  odd  shoaa — for,  one  was  a 
bo->t  wid  cloth  upper  leatliera :  thin  there  waaan  Iron  pot 
wiin  something  in  it.  tbat  waa  a  thanderlDe  great  hole  : 
tbiii  he  left  h>m  all  the  money  he  coaUl  grt  by  working, 
which  made  PaUdy  aa  rtcb  aa  any  poor  man  would  wish 
tu  Lie.  Chorus. 

Then  P«d<1ytnck  to  him  a  wife  as  tkt  aa  a  pig  and  aa  fnak/, 
Aud  she  cauch  the  fsrer.  one  day,  by  snoclng  too 

freely  at  whiskey— 
Till  tbay  mat  wid  aora  tronblaa,  oao  day,  sa  great 

aa  tba  heart  ooald  dealra  : 
For,  tba  pig  tnck  away  the  prataee.  and  the  oabln.  ~ 

by  tba  powera  '.  took  fire— 
Oboma. 

-oBsii  :  Aa  PadJy  «nd  Biddy  were  standing,  one  day, 

in  baak'diKir  tu  front  of  the  bouae.  talking  together 

>nt   a   W'>r<l    there   C"inea   Paddy    O'Connor   walking 

«n  the  hill  Hsftat  aa  he  conld  run  up  it  :  '  Och  '  Biddy, 

jix  devil  aays  be  Kat  yon  down  tu  yunr  father's  cabin  : 

_  t  -r  the  pig  has  run  a<vay  with  tba  prataa-vardeo  under 

»bla  arm,  aud  tba  cabin  ta  la  a  blaaa  :  "    "  Oab  ! 


arlea  Pat  why  didn't  yon  put  It  ont  before  it  canxbt :  " 
"  Becanaa.  aaya  O'Connor,  It  waa  burned  down,  before  it 
took  light.  "  So  away  they  run.  and  sure  enough  every 
allck  that  wai  atandiog  was  burned  to  the  ground  and 
all  the  furniture  that  they  saved  waa  bnrned  to  death, 
and  thara  stood  the  poor  old  father  tearing  all  the  hair  off 
bis  bald  head,  aud  crying  his  blind  eyes  out  of  his  bead 
to  think  be  bad  lived  to  see  such  a  tight.  Chor 


The  Agreeable  Yoang  Han! 

OB  KEYXB  SAT  YES  'WHEN  TOU  MEAN  TO  SAT  NO  ! 
Moalc  at  Booaey  k  Co.  4  Bond  Street,  New-York. 


.  I've  ona  little  Iblling  L  hop*  you'll  ezonsa, 
Tbat  la  :.wben  reqin-aled,  1  cannot  refuse  ; 
The  aonroe  of  my  aorraw,  the  cause  of  my  wok 
Is  lacking  the  courage  to  boldly  say  :  "  No  !  " 
You  want  aaong  :  I  wUl  try  lo  amuse  you,. 

Telling  my  troablea.  to-nlKbt    if  I  can; 
As  xon  knov  laj  faillvg.  I  canuot  refute  yon  ; 

1%  such  a  very  agreeable  jouog  man  ! 
So  make  it  a  mie.  wbert<T«r  yon  go. 
Never  say  '•  Tee  "  whan  you  mean  to  t«y  "  No  !  " 
But  do  a  good  turn  for  a  friend  when  you  cau. 
If  yon  wlah  to  ba  thought  au  ngreeabiu  yunug  man. 

Whan  Tiaiting  town.  I  am  ttked  by  Mitt  Kent 
To  call  in  Pall-Mall  and  pnrcbute  some  RCent  ; 
And  than  I'm  rvqneatad  by  old  Mrs.  Cbuff 
To  run  to  St  Martlu'e-la^Oratid  for  aome  snnff  i 
And  awaet  Laura  Jones,  ao  charming  aud  pretty, 

Saya  :  "  Sha  will  be  grateriil.  if  I  wilt  bnt  go 
Forneadlaa  aud  wool,  to  li«n  aire's  in  the  city  '." 

What  coald  I  do  t  I  eouldu't  say  >■  No  :  " 

So  make,  ko. 

I  jump  In  a'btu  returning  from  town  ; 
•  Cabs  all  engaged,  the  ratu  coming  down  ; 
It  atopa— the  conductor,  who  doesn't  lack  nerve. 
Snya  ;  "  Will  yon  rlda  outaide  a  lady  to  aerve  T  " 
Of  coaraa.  I'm  delighted  to  ahow  ao  much  kiudoesa 

To  one  of  the  fair  sax— on  top  th«n  I  go. 
Qet^ily  wet  thro'  and  a  cold  for  my  blindness  : 
What  could  I  do  ?  I  oonldn't  aay  ■•  No  !  " 

So  maka,  Jko. 

At  onr  country-ball,  in  the  winter,  I'm  thara 
Breathing  aoft  accenta  to  Itatiella  Clare  ; 
Al>ont  te  propoae-  the  boat  ha  will  cumo 
Aud  whiaper  :  "  Mlit  Muaty,  will  yon  ae«  ber  home  T 
Her  carriage  net  lieah— yon  to  kind   my  dear  fellah  !  " 
With  a  maid  of  three  xcore.  I  trudge  tliro'  the  tuow, 
Leaving  a  rival  to  flirt  with  dear  Bella- 
Bat  what  eould  I  do  ?  I  couldn't  say  "  No  '  " 

So  maka,  ke. 

O'er-wiUing  to  please— yon  alt  must  agree, 

A  subject  am  I  for  your  kind  sympathy  ; 

I've  certainly  shown  that  ft  has  beeii  the  ban 

Of  my  life  to  be  thought  au  agreeable  youog  man. 

I've  told  yon  of  thia  for  your  edification, 

Happy  if  I  hut  nucceed  in  my  plan.  • 

And  know  I  afford  you  aome  gratification, 

Aa  I'm  anch  an  agreeable  young  man  '. 

So  make,  Ae. 

1^  i#i  tm  ■^■ 

Kerry  Old  Uncle  Joe. 

Wclttan  and  ^ung  by  nasnr  Ci.ifto». 
Moalc  at  Booaay  k  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Strict,  NeW'Tork. 


Soma  discontented  people  always  will  complain — 
One  i»j  theyTa  too  moch  sunahiuo,  an'jthex  too 

mnob  rata  ; 
I  take  the  world  aa  it  eomea,  Ita  pleaanres  or  Its  waa  ; 
And  all  vaj  natghbora  call  me  :  aierry  Old  Uncle  Joa. 

Cbokcs. 
For  I  alwaya  speak  my  mind.  In  spite  of  friend  or  foa  ; 
Where'er  I  roam,  I'm  always  known  aa  Merry  Old 

Uncle  Joa. 

Perhaps  in  my  ideaa  to-night  manymty  think  ma  wrong; 
But  thera'a  uooght  Ilka  lieiug  candid,  aud  I'll  not  detaiu 

yon  lung  ; 
For.  I've  no  wife  to  tease,  no  child  to  add  to  my  woe— 
1  roam  where'er  I  pleaao— I'm  Meny  Old  Uucle  Joe. 

For,  I  always  speak,  ke. 

The  last  news  from  America  that  came  across  tba  wsva, 
'lis  the  Preatdeuf a  Intention  to  give  freedom  to  the  elava. 
Decidedly  ha  oUKbt  aud  should  have  done  so  long  ago  : 
They  atlgUt  have  bean  fast  fiianda  to-day   aaya 

I    ,    .  ,_  .  Merry  Old  Unela  Joa. 

For,  I  alwaya  epeak,  Ac. 

Bnt  thoae  wbo  talk  of  alaararr  aeroas  the  wide  aeaa'  foam. 
Should  remember  that  of  charity  the  best  beglna  at  bom*— 
In  many  an  Eugilah  town,  we've  alavea  for  a  pittance 

atitoh  and  sew— 
Are  they  aot  wortb  a  tboogbt  from  ot  T  aays  Marry 

Old  Uncle  Joe. 
For,  I  alwaya  speak,  Ac. 

Of  onr  yonng  Prince  of  Walea  mtuh  baa  baan  aald  and 

dona  ; 
And  In  another  day  or  two  he  will  be  twenty-one  ; 
Bat  if  he,  to  spend  his  birthday,  to  Oermany  mutt  go, 
What  will  loyal  beartt  in  England  tay  ?  tavi  Merry 

Old  Code  Joe. 
For,  I  alwaya  apeak.  *o. 


How  to  find  happinaaa — Look  in  a  dietiotigry. 


Buy  a  Broom  T 

TTritten  By  Geo.  Sidney.   >' . 
Air  :  8o  early  In  the  Morning. 


'     ,     Buy  a  broom  from  hie,  who  will  t 
•         For  little  Harry.  Dick,  or  Bill. 
.  <  '.  Jane,  or  Emma.  Mary  Ann— 

Oood  and  cheap,  now  buy  yon  can*    , 
Who  wlirijuy  a  broom  now  t 
•■  ■  *        Who  wHl  buy  a  broom  now  t  "'. 
Wbo  will  buy  a  broom  now  t  - 
WtU  yuu.  Sir  ?  pray,  will  yon  T 

Spokeh  :  (  Sklcot  omi  raoM  Acdrxck  :  )  Sir.  exensa 
me,  yon  look  ao  happy,  you  muat  be  married— won't  you 
buy.  Sir?  (Select  a.nothes  :  )  aud  you  Si/  with  that 
little  bud  of  affection,  it  is  «ettsinly  a  credit  to  ita  F<<pa, 

Boy  a  broom  t  now  who  will  buy  f 
Your  little  ones  will  never  cry         ■  .^     ,    .. 
WblUt   wHh  one  of  theae  to  play,  '  )•' 

Amnae  ttiem  will  the  live  long  day. 

SpoKXif  :  Tea  ;  Lndies  and  Gentlemen,  my  broomt  ire 
not  only  juvenile  toyn,  Init  useful  uticlta  In  n^any  in- 
atancea— for  initanoe  :  tlionid  any  Ittle  domeitic  nu- 
pleasantneaa  occur  1  warrant  on*  of  thea*  little  ariiaiea 
to  aweep  away  all  discomfort,  and  leave  not  a  particle  of 
duaty  feeling  on  the  door  of  the  neart  ,  It  will  thorough- 
ly sweep  sway  all  cobweba  of  the  apider  jealousy  :  und, 
for  Dachelora.  are  Very  eaaential  :  they  will  remove  the 
dust  from  your  eyes  that  jou  will  see  clearly  the  Inlly  in 
leading  a  single  life  :  they  are  also  leKlslative  brooms — 
(  if  properly  baudU-d,  )  they  will  aweep  the  Nation  at 
thoae  heaps  of  nniveraal  dissatisfaction,  renxve  the  dust 
from  the  eyea  of  Justice,  tbat  she  will  clearly  tee  to  dis- 
pense her  lawa,  baviug  on*  eye  for  the  ri«h,  aud  another 
for  th*  poor. 

Bny  a  broom  ?  I  most  away— 

'         Who  will  btiy?  )  lease,  now  taf*     ■  •. 
Another  place  I  have  to  sell. 
Who'll  buy  befkire  I  aay  t  farewell  t  '  ,.  ' 

Bnt  oome  another  eveuiog, 

Bnt  come  another  evtuiug, 

Bnt  come  another  evening.  ^' . 

With  my  brooma  I  ahall  be  here. 


-»♦«-< 


Oinger-Blne. 


My  nam*  is  Ginger-blna  ;  what  I  tell  jou  ia 

mighty  traa  ; 
I  oome  from  de  Allegany  mountains  ; 
My  paragraph  is  abort,  it  waa  written  at  New-Tork, 

And  It  flows  like  de  watsr  from  de  founuin*. 
De  first  thinir  I  said,  wh«n  I  raia*  dia  nigger  head. 
To  ik  darkies  all  on  de  plantation, 

Waa  :  walk,  obalk,  Ginger-Blue, 

Get  over  double  trouble. 

Old  Virginia  never  tire.  '| 

Ods  Dight,  Peter  Williams  was  going  to  giTo  a  dance 

To  de  niggers  all  around  dat  quarter  ; 
Says  he  :    *  Ginijer-Blue,  I  want  you  to  oome, 

Deo  you  eliail  have  my  daughter.  " 
He  no  sooner  said  de  word,  I  was  up  like  a  bird. 

My  feeling  began  to  jaogolise — 

Spokkk  :  Yes,  I  did  feel  •  kind  of  preoip*rtati«B 
about  dat  time,  but  I  went  into  da  ball  and  luado 
all  de  niggers — 

Walk,  chalk,  dkc. 

When  the  ball  was  all  over,  we  began  to  lumKer 

home. 

And,  between  yon  and  me,  dey  made  a  splutter  ; 
Dey  looked  fur  all  de  worM  like  a  Hook  of  oucks 

A-*quaiubling  and  paddlin'.'  in  de  gutter  : 
I  was  goin^  aeroaa  de  farm,  Roxiana  on  my  arm, 

Dere  waa  sotiiethiDg  dat  siinck  my  observations. 

SrOKCJf  :  Tea,  dere  waa  de  president  and  de 
Darkies  Temperanoe  Society,  and  I  made  deni — 

Walk,  clmlk,  &e. 

I  jump  on  board  a  boat  and  went  down  to 

New-Orleans, 

And  landed  right  upon  de  leavey  ; 
A  bi^  nig'.;er  dere  said  he  woiiKl  give  me  beans, 

But  he  found  I  was  rather  heavy. 
I  up  witli  my  fiat  and  I  bit  him  on  de  head, 

De  folks  all  began  to  diskiver — 

Sfokin  :  Yes,  when  I  hit  dat  nigger,  I  tell  you, 
he  did  begin  to^ 

Walk,  ohaJk,  4o. 

m  i»i  ■! 

Two  young  ladies  and  a  Gentleman  from  Du- 
bhn  were  conversing  on  age,  when  one  of  them  put 
tbe  lioine  qiftation  : 

"  Which  of  us  do  you  think  th%c!.!<.T,  Mr.  G  r  "   ' 
**  Sure,  replied  tlie  cnHnnt  Iriehijuiii.  \vu  l'«dU 
look  younger  than  each  other.  "  ; 


'•S'M 
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THE   i\i  W   SINGER'S   JOURaFAL. 
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Original  Yankee  Doodle. 


Father  nnd  I  went  down  to  camp 
Aioag  with  Q<ptsjn  Oooitwlii  : 
And  Uiere  I  saw  tlie  men  :in;l  lioyg, 
Aa  thick  >■  haatr  pinUliu^.  .|1^^ 

Tankcf  Dooille  leep  It  up. 
..;.•..  Taiikee  Doodle  Daucly  ; 

MlBil  the  iniiaic  ani 'be  ■!ep 
And  wiih  the  cirls  be  handj. 

And  there  was  Captain  Wiiithiugloa, 

Upon  •  a'ai'pin:;  atillion 
A  giving  orders  10  hia  ineu  : 

X^uesa  there  »aa  a  luillion. 

Tankec  Do»<1'e.  &c. 

And  then  Ihe  feathers  on  hiahat. 
They  looked  go 't:irnal  finey  :  ^, 

I  waatad  praklly  to  ^et. 
To  fire  to  my  Jemima.  , 

Tankee  Doodie,  Ao. 

And  there  they  bad  a  ewamping  gun,  -V  ' 

As  big  as  a  log  cf  maple,  ,! 

On  a  deiic-d  little  cart,  -'■'.* 

A  load  for  father's  cattle.       i"* 

Ttnkee  Doodle,  Ac. 

And  every  time  tliry  fired  it  ofl. 

It  took  a  horn  of  ponder  , 
It  made  a  noise  like  father's  gnn,  :'     ;  '  - 

Only  a  nation  louder. 

Yankee  Doodle,  Ac. 

I  went  as  near  to  it  myself. 
As  J.-icob's  underpltiuin'. 
Aad  lather  went  as  near  again  : 
i  thought  the  deuce  «aa  in  him. 
^  Yaukee  Doodle,  Ao. 

And  tliere  I  saw  a  little  Veg.       ■•,    :• 

Its  head  was  made  ot  leather;  - 
Thi-y  knocked  npon  it  with  little  sticks, 

To  call  the  folks  together. 

Yankee  Doodle,  Ae. 

And  there  they'd  fijjht  away  like  fan. 

And  play  on  corusialk  fiddles 
And  some  bad  ril'boiis  red  as  blood. 

All  l>ouud  around  their  mlddlea. 

Yaukee  Doodle,  Ac. 

The  troopers  too  would  (pillop  up. 

And  tire  right  iu  our  faces  :  -^    ;     ,~ 

It  scared  me  aliuost  half  to  death. 
To  see  tbem  tan  such  races. 

Yaukee  Doodle,  Ac. 

Uncle  Sam  came  there  to  chance 

8oii>e  i>:.ncakes  and  some  outoua  v    '...'- 
For  'USses-cakes  to  carry  home 

To  give  his  wife  and  youug  uncs. 

Yaukee  Doodle,  Ac 

But  I  can't  tell  yon  li.ilf  I  saw. 
Thoy  kejft  up  such  a  smother  : 
.   So  I  took  my  hat  off.  made  a  liow. 
Aud  scami  cred  homo  to  mother. 

Yaukee  Doodle,  Ac. 

Eight  Dollars  a  Day. 

As  Snog  by  Johnoy  Donghxrty  Comic  Tocatiat. 


;i* 


A  Hauling  speech  is  made  by  una.  when  the  call  ia 

yea  or  say  : 
But  all  are  agreed  when  the  queatloB  comra  (tf 

Eight  dollars  a  day. 

Aad  aext  in  the  order  of  the  dty  comet  the  mad  cry  of  war, 
Wuilo  very  few  of  the  loagest  heads  can  hardly 

tell  what's  fer  ; 
But  "  war  exista,  all  parties  cry,  aad  th'  euemy 

we  luuat  alay  " 
So  Congress  hacks  the  Prea'dent  np — at 

Eight  dellars  a  day. 

Thas  ring  our  I«gislatlTe  halls,  fy*m  year  to  year 

4he  same  ; 
Tariffs  and  Banks,  and  Trelsury  Acts,  aud  glorious 

deeds  of  faaas — 
Oar  country'*  great  and  rich  withal,  aad  must 

be  taxed  to  pay. 
And  Uocle  Sam  muet  foot  the  bllla-at  Kight  doUara  a  day. 


-^••-wi 


7' 


At  Wadhlngton,  full  once  a  year,  do  politicians  throng, 
Coutriviiig  there,  by  various  arts,  to  make  their 

sessions  4oug  : 
And  many  a  reasou  do  they  gire  why  they're 

obliged  to  stay. 
But  the  cleareat  reason  yet  adduced  is  Eight  dollars  a  day. 

Jaat  go  with  me  to  the  Capitol,  if  yon  really  woDld  behold 
All  that  imagination  craves  aud  more  than  e'er  was  told : 
D'ye  see  the  city  ar'nue  swarms  with  members 

grave  and  gay— 
And  wii.it  d'ye  suppose  they're  thinking  of  ?— 'tis 

Eight  dollars  a  day. 

There  Is  an  axiom  known  to  all.  rather  old  I  ween  : 

For.  'tis  a  common  household  phrase,  and  very  often  seeu : 

That  those  who're  fouls  enoayh  to  dnnc -,  the 

fiddler,  toO|  must  pay. 
To  Congresi  fiddles  us  the  tone  of  Uij^ht  dollars  a  day. 

All  Washington  now  ia  wide  awake,  and  all  the  big  hotels 
Arc  filled  with  Beprpaentatives— and  oh!  how  liquor  aells! 
It  taiiniit  well  be  otherwise  :   for.  think  you  men  will  play 

The  National  tuna  without  their  grog  of 

,...:;... .  Eight  dollars  a  day  T 

A  startling  scene  win  now  be  played  before  the 

gazing  world  ;   - 
For.  from  the  Nation's  Capitol  her  banner  ia  unfurled  ; 
The  Congressmen  are  all  trudging  on.  each  in  bis 

chusen  way. 
And  all  keep  time  to  the  glorious  tune  of 

Eight  dollars  a  day. 

Nosr  to  the  Senate  chamber  first,  then  to  the  houae 

we'll  go, 
Aud  leam  a  lesron  while  we  may  of  patriotic  ahow  ; 
The  roll  Is  called,  and  quorum  farmed,  when  the 

Chaplains  rise  to  pray. 
Aud  then  the  Natioiv>l  work  begins  at  Eight  dollars  a  day. 

Then  every  member ^takes  his  aeat,  in  the  velvet 

chair  of  state. 
Thinking  that  in  his  dignity's  embodied  the  nation's  fute  ; 


on  Kaow  How  it  is  Tonneli 

No.  2 — Sung  by  Frank  Lam. 


'f^ 


Ab  bye- words  now  are  all  U 
I  think  I'll  try  and  e  Dg 
Aliout  a  sew  one  tliat'B  eotne  out, 
•:      ■        Yon  11  say  it  b  just  the  thng.  .  - ."  T  . 

As  we  all  journey  on  througli  life,    :'■'-:  / 

Ea  h  one  w  11  seek  lor  j>elf  :  C".'. 

But,  of  course,  I  need  not  tell  you  thtA 
■_•  For,  •'  you  know  how  it  is  yourself !  " 

A  rusty  oil  Moke  of  sixty-fiva^x.;  ■'■,..'/: 
Runs  a  ter  a  ti.aiden  lair  :  ^-  '•;■'.;    ■,'-" 

>' :;  •       Ha  praises  uU  her  cliartus,  and  fallg.  - ...    .  ' 
In  love  w  ill  her  gol  len  lar  ; 
He  makes  her  piesents  by  the  score, 
And  a  loies  the  1  ttle  elf — 
SrOEKir  :     An<l  all  the  time  she  has  some  other 
younger  lover  liehiui  the  i  oor,  wait  ng  for  ttie  old 
cove  to  depart,  so  that  he  may  step  m  and  enjoy 
her  sofsiety — 

But,  of  course.  I  nee  I  not  tell  yon  that — 
,.    .      .  .    For,  "  you  know  liow  it  is  yourself !  " 

A  politician  visits  you 

And  asks  you  for  your  vole,   ■  ;-c     \~-:  .^.. 
And  sMy  slips  into  your  hand  ,  ■  ■■ ;' 

. i...  A  twenty-dollar  note  ;  »,.'-...«■.. 

Of  cotuse,  you  take  tbe  money — 
For,  yon  don  t  go  I  ack  on  pelf— 
SpoKUt  :    And  he  no  sooner  leaves  than  anoflier 
one,  his  rival,  conies   in  and  gives  you  anotlier 
twenty-dollar  note,  at  the  same  tmie  exacting  from 
you  a  promise  lo  v»te  for  liim.  Of  cours?,  you  pro- 
mise— you'd  tie  a  fool  if  jon  didn't.     Beat  them  all 
joo  CAD  :  tbey  beat  the  public  ;  you  beat  tliem — 
.J,  But,  of  course,  I  need  not  tell  yon  that — 

For,  "  you  know  how  it  is  yourself  !  " 

So  now  I  tliink  Til  say  adieu  :     'i^ '::!.>    :; 

It's  time  for  nie  to  go— 
There's  a  damsel  wailing  for  me, 

I  must  not  delay,  )ou  know  ;  ;  i^-T-^- 

'TwouM  never  do  lo  disappoint 
This  charming  1  ttle  elf — 
Spokkn  :  F*,  if  I  uid,  sli«  would  Dev«r  forgive 
me,  I  am  sure.  The  dear,  dehghiiut  little  creature 
is  waiting  for  me  now  around  the  coiner,  and  I 
must  hasten  to  see  her :  for,  I  know  there  is  some- 
thing good  in  store  for  me — 

But,  of  course,  I  need  not  tell  you  that — 
JTor,  "  you  know  how  it  is  yourself  1  " 

^    >c  -j*^  Thinking  of  Home.  •  ?       .^  ■ 

••■;.:    Bung  by  Mr.  W.  Het'bert.      -•; 


Many  a  alpht.  from  Ihe  silent  deck. 

Have  I  gazed  on  the  stars  above. 
And  looked  afar  on  the  trauqnil  sea,         :;-: 
Till  my  heart  was  full  of  love—  ■'' 

Thinking  of  home  aud  the  dear  ones  there, 

Till  I  ftolt  the  tear-drop  flow. 
Breathing  in  silence  a  ferveut  prayer         ^' 
To  my  friends  of  long  ago  :  .  >-. 

Uany  a  mgbt.  many  a  night,        '  ' 

Thinking  of  hem*— 
Xiiny  a  night,  ah  '.  many  a  nlfllti 
Thinking  of  home  '. 


',■> 


•■•?!l" 


Father,  mother  and  sister  dear. 

Come  to  roe  Ilk*  a  wauing  dream — 
I  hear  their  voice.  I  see  their  face,  *\     '-*> '. 

Which  to  me  like  aneels  seem — 
Did  iliey  aot  uive  me  their  parting  kiss, 

And  all  their  love  lo  me  ! 
Spirita  of  beanty  I  see  them  mow. 

As  I  aail  along  the  sea.  Maay  a  Big^t.  Ao. 


Tberc'4  Bometbing^  Left  of  tbe  Old  Fac3  y«i 

O^mposed  by  the  Bev.  John  8.vu>on  -s,  Ij.  A. 

The  If^aic  of  thfs  anns  is  pnbtUh*d  on  fhn  list  pa^a 
of  Oit  preteiit  KajulMr  of  ihu  8iug«rs  Juumitl. 

I        ;:  V 

Her^ne«k  was  pale,  her  lian  1  was  oold, 

hij^t  a  flash  >  roi.e  Irom  her  eye. 
Ani^A  BUI  le  pl.yed  o'er  li<r  iips,  which  told 

Sl^athougito  (fays  gone  I  y — 
'Iw^like  the  soft,  the  saioenea  ray 

Of  tuns  ti.  fo  e  tiiey  set — 
Wlileli  shows  how  imglu  has  been  the  day 

'Wifoee  ladiance  Inge  s  jet 
WliAti  stormy  yea  ■  s  nee  ast  we  met 

Oyer  l>oth  of  us  have  i  aaaeJ  I 
Butiih-'re  8  someiliing  lefi  oi  the  old  face  ye&— 

Sk«  g  ntly  aaid  at  last  : 

"  Tkny  tell  me  I  ]ook  pale  and  ill, 

AM  io  it  well  nay  be— 
Bui  tbeie's  sorneiliing  left  of  tbe  old  faoe  yet^ 
YiaU've  not  lovgot  en  ii;e.  " 
1^  VSheJ lb  nted  to  a  grassy  mound 

^liere  the  wi..ow  a  .d  the  t>ride — 
'  And  iiiary  age  and  manlioud  proud 

L|e  peacefiil  side  by  side  :  • 

Wh^^u  the  young  n,ot'i«r  steeps  nor  knows 

lier  babe  is  on  I.er  Uaasi  : 
liriifite  the  wicked  cease  fro.-u  troublinf 
;,  - '     Ajuti  the  weaiy  are  at  r.st 

,<:  \"  I  BO^  slia  1  come  to  claim  that  home, 

I'li^  peace  u I  one  tlioi.gii  last  ; 
I  should  n  t  like  to  sleep  too  lar 

Ff<>in  where  my  cluldliood  pnssed.  " 
Th«  Autumn  oame,  the  leives  fe  1  iasf, 

'i^'lii^  flowers  were  Bcatier*.<i  wxie — 
And  ¥^«<  tlie  lovhest  though  last, 

Diooped  down  her  lieai  and  die.l —      -    *  ' 
Sliedt^l'S  nnvezed  by  envious  pride,     .i  '  V-:"'^ 

Fieiii  early  caies  le'ease  I, 
'With  Him  who  gave  lliinself  to  save 

Tlia  lowliest  and  the  least — 
Where  tbe  willuw  droops  its  s'end<r  head 

Before  thi  western  l-eaui — 
There's  notliing  left  of  the  old  face  now, 

Sfttre  boy li>>od's  faded  dream.'     i  ,  . 

^  1*1  » 


The  Honest  Working-Man. 

Written  by  a.  Cleuch. 


Oh  I  U^  great  men  of  the  d«y,  iher  ■'■  r 

[  1  about  their  West  en  1  Belles, 

Of  Oifi^rd  Joe,  and  Telly,  too,  and  no  sy 

Howl  ng  SwtfUi — 

But  I'lHll  sing  of  anoth^  sect,  and  plea  e 

you  li  I  can  : 
And  liii  one  I'll  mention  in  my  fong  is 

the  honest  working-man. 
For,  we  are  not  Toflb  nor  linmtnsikotfd. 

Nor  one  of  the  upper-len  — 
But  we  belons  to  the  glorious  l>an'i 
That  is  called  the  workitg-men  ! 

Some  piride  themselves  upon  their  we'dth, 

and  station  litgh  in  life  : 
A  mooted  match  they  always  haiek  wlieneer 

tliey  take  a  wife— 
But  if  %rvm  love  and  Tirtoe  chottld  be 

recorded  in  the  plan. 
As  good  AS  any  Oounteee,  boys,  is  th  •  w  f- 

ol  a  working-man  ! 

If  mitfArtoiM  should  at  any  time  bring  the 

rich  man  down, 
He  staadt  as  helpless  as  a  child  to  brave 

the  world's  cold  frown  : 
'While  we,  instead,  can  earn  our  bread  with 

haid  but  hoBi  St  hand  : 
Then  What  Lord  or  Duke,  to  speak  the  truth, 

can  equal  the  work<Dg-iuaii  f 

Someitknes  the  great  and  rich  will  at  the 

ptMir  man  sneer- 
Bat  wkere  would  be  their  grand  faiaea,  >f 

wurkatea  wei<-  not  theie  ? 
Then  let  us  hold  our  head  erect,  an  1  sav  : 

thank  God  1  I  am 
Old  England's  hom*,  from  coast  ta  toast, 

an  Engl'sli  working-inaD. 


-    \ 
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THERE'S  SOMETHING  LEFT  OF  THE  OLD  FACE  YET 


Andante  con  effetto 


f^ii- 


ComiKJstHl  by  the  llov.  JOHN  SYMONDS   B.  A. 


^?^i: 
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Semprt-  legato. 
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1.  lUu-  clicok  was  pale,  her  ha 


ipale,  lier  liand  avr*  cohl,  But  ii  Hii.<!i  broko  from  her  eye. 

2.'- They  tell    tue      I    look  pale      luul  ill,     Ami  so       it     well  nmy  Ix; : 

.'{.  •'  I    soon  hhall  come  to   claim    that  honic.Tlu!  peaecful    ouc,   tho'  last ; 

-J- 


Ami   a  smile  play'd  oVf  her 

But  there's  something  left  ol  the 

I        should  not  Tike     to 
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lijjs  wliiili  loiil,    8iie  thought   of  days    gone  by! 
old      faec  yet,  You've  not        forgot    -    teu  me. 
sleep      too  far,     From  where    my  childhood  passed." 


=:t 


Twas  lika  tho  soft,  the  sadden'd  ruy  Of  suns  bc-fore  they  set. . . 
She  pointed  to  a  grassy  inoUnd,  Where  the  widow  and  tiie  Bride, 
The  Autumn  came,  the  leaves  fell      fast,  The  flowr's  were  scattered       wide  ; 


Which 

And 
And 
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Ifggiero. 
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«  tempo. 
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shows  how  blight  has  been  the  day, Whose  radiance  lil?  -  g^ers  yet. 
boa  -  ry  age  and  manhood  proud, Lie  i>oaceftd  side  hv  side, 
she    the    love  •  li    -    est,    tiio'  last,  Droop'd  down  her  head  and  died. 


I,  mf 


What  stormy  years    hince  last   we     met     O'er  both   of     us       linvx* 
Where  flie  young  molli-er    sleeps  nor  knows  Her  babe  is    on     lier 
She  sleeps  unvexed  by       en-vious  pride,  Prom  earthly  cares    re 
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After  ;W.  wr»*. 


pass'd 

lireast  ; 
leased. 


But  there's  Romctliiug  left    of     the    old  fare    yet.  She    gently  said  at     last. 
Where  the     wicked  cease      from     4roubling,  And  the      weary  are  at     rest. 
With       him  who  gave      him    -    self    to   save,  The  lowliest  and  tho    [  Oinil. 


]  least 


Where  the 
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illow  droops  its  sit^nilerhe.id.  Before  the  western  beam  'I  liere's  nothiing  left  of  the  old  taec  now.Sivc  bovhood's  faded  dream. 
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HEI¥RT  BE  IHABSAN'S  NEW  COimC  AND  ISEIVniflElVTAI. 

SIN6EB'S  JQVpii 

Containingr  all  the  most  popular  Songs  of  the  day. 


OXTE  AGENTS. 

BOSTON.  (Mass. ) J.  W.  SHERMAN.  Books.  Sta- 
tionery, N«wg-Papers,  115  Cambridge  Street. 

PHILADELPUIA.  (P«.)  A.  W.  AUNER.  Job- 
Printer  and  Soiicr-l'nblislicr,  8.  W.  Corner  of 
EleTenth  and  Market  Streets. 

CINCINNATI.  (Oliio.)P.  HARTLAUB.  Newa- 
Stand,  Yiue  Street,  opposite  Post-Office. 

NEWARK.(lf.  J.)H.  M.  WILDMAN,  Newa-Agent, 
252  Market  St.  between  Lam-ence  and  MulMrry. 

ROCHESTER.  (N.Y  )  W.  T.  MACAULET,  News- 
Dealcr  A  Stationer,  No.  o  Nortli  Clinton  Street. 

DETROIT.  (Mich.)  J.  F.  MACAULEY,  SU- 
tioner  and  News-Dialer,  257  Jefferson  Ave. 

ALBANY.(N.  Y.)  P..  TAUSICK«kBRO.  Whole- 
•aleToyaand  Fancy -goods.  100  Mad^^on  Ave. 


Onr  Conoert^Boom. 


GEVEHAL  HOnCE. 


TO  CORKESPONDEFTS.       Af 

W.  R.  N — We  have  not  published  yet  the 
aong  yon  mention. 

W.  McN  —  Brooklyn — Copiefl  received,  but 
not  understood. 

All  Songs  sent  for  publication  must  be  written 
Very  clear  and  plain — We  receive,  almost  every 
day,  copies  of  songs  that  seem  to  us  very  good 
■o  far  as  ideas  and  style  are  concerned,  but  the 
wtitingisso  poor  that  we  are  obliged  to  discard 
them  on  account  of  our  inability  to  read  portioaa 
of  them. 


Always  Persevere       •        Page  483 

ALL  HOT,  ALL  HOT  I  483 

Answer  to  :  Love's  Chidings  486 

Believe  'tis  best  to  give  483 
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Walk  in,  Joe 

WAITING  FOR  THE  MAY  > 
What  a  Wonderful 

World  it  would  be ! 
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8IMOER'8  JOVRTfAI.* 

We  t^la  ihe  Jibeitj  tu  remind  onr  i  bafe 


It :       . 


THE     SINGF^R'.S    JOVBIVAI.. 


If  Ever  I  Cease  to  Love. 

Tl'ritteii,  Compitfcd  tmd  Bung  bjr  Oeorgq  Iteyboarne. 

In  8  house,  in  a  'square,  in  a  quadrant, 

In  a  street,  in  a  lane,  in  a  road — 
Turn  to  the  left,  on  iho  riijlit  liand. 

You  »ee  tliere  my  true  love's  tboile. 
I  ijo  tliero  u-coui'tiii:;  und  cooing,  i  ,.  ,• 

1 1>  my  love,  like  n  dove. 
And  swearing  on  nij  bended  kne«  : 

It' ever  I  coa.se  to  lore — 
May  slicej)s'  lieads  grow  on  apple-trt-eB. 
If  ever  i  ceoae  to  love  ! 

J  fever  I  oeftM  to  loTo, 
If  ever  I  cease  to  love  : 
--         Way  the  moon  l>c  turne<l  into  green  cheese, 
i'  If  ever  1  ceuiie  to  love  I 

She  can  ping,  phe  onn  jihiy  the  piiino, 

>lie  can  jump,  elie  c;iri  dance,  ishe  caa  ran  • 
In  fact  ^l^e'.s  ii  modern  'I'uijlioni. 

And  >inis  Iteeves  rolled  into  one — 
And  wliii  would  not  love  8uc!i  a  beautr,         ■-, 

Like  h:i  nni;;el  ilropped  from  above  r 
Hay  1  l>e  slung  to  diuth  with  flies,  ' 

If  <  vcr  1  cease  to  love  ! 
M«y  1  liu\e  to  live  on  pigeon's  milk, 
If  ever  I  cense  tn  lovoT 

If  ever  I  coape  to  love. 
If  ever  I  cease  to  love  : 
'       May  little  doqit  \\&g  their  taiU  iu  float, 
1  f  ever  I  cease  to  love  ! 

For  all  the  money  that's  in  the  Bank, 
•     For  the  title  ot  a  Lord  or  a  Duke, 
1  Wouldn't  exchange  the  girl  I  love— 

There's  bli.s3  iix  every  look  : 
1  o  ^e»•  her  dance  the  I'olka, 

I  could  faint  with  radiant  love  :  ' 

May  the  Monument  a  hornpi|>e  dance, 

If  ever  [  ceu.^e  1i>  love  ! 
May  we  never  have  to  pay  the  Income  Tax, 
If  ever  I  cca<e  to  love  ! 
- ; .  If  ever  I  cease  to  love. 

If  ever  1  cease  to  love  : 
May  We  all  turn  into  cats  and  doga. 
If  ever  1  cca?e  to  love  ! 

May  all  the  ^eas  turn  into  ink — 
May  negroes  all  turn  whit*,' — 
May  the  t^ueen  in  Luckingham  i'nlace  live— 

May  we  drink  too  much  wine  to-night — 
Jlay  cow*  liiv  eggs,  may  fowls  yield  milk— r 

-May  the  elephant  turn  a  dove- 
May  bobbioa  refuse  to  cat  cold  meat. 

If  ever  1  cease  to  love  ! 
May  I  be  stuffed  w  itii  eausage-meat. 

If  ever  1  cetifie  to  love  I  •_  . 

If  ever  I  cense  to  love. 
If  ever  I  cea«e  to  love  : 
May  oneh  old  maid  1h>  bkf.<ed  with  twin*, 
If  ever  1  ceni«.;  to  love  I 


►-.♦» 


I  Shoald  Like  to  Bo  an  Alligator. 

Bnng  I'jr  Qnorga  Ltybourne.  ' 

In  days  gone  by.  I  did  the  pweQ, 

And  patronized  the  '••Zoo  ;  "       •  '    ' 

In  love,  too.  with  a  darling  fell, 

A  charming  girl  nuni<,l  Ijiu —  .   •  ■ 

liut  neither  Zoo  nor  oliarniing  Lon, 

•Shall  I  ever  .<iee  agnin — 
I'm  now  devot(,d  to  the  blu"f». 

My  life  i«  ftdl  of  j'ain,  jMiin,  pain, 
r  iioKt ■^'. 
I  should  like  to  l>e  an  Alligator, 
Or  a  curly  CriKodilr",  Oocwlile,  dile,  d;!e  : 
hut  I'd  rather  be  an  Alligator, 
Ihan  \»j  mourning  mtlancholy  for  juy  own  tme  love. 

To  ■•  do  tIl:^  Zoo.  "  w.n  one  of  Ixia's     • 

Moet  f'lvoriuj  of  wi.shoH,  , 

An<l  »o  we  u.sfd  to  go  iiiid  view 

J  he  birds,  tlie  i.ca*t.s,  ni..l  fishes  : 
-And  whil It  wo  watched  tile  love-birds,        '>'* 

And  tb:?  pretty  doves  ii-eooing.  -  "      ■■'■:,     ". 

We  setti"!  that  ."^t.  I 'ancras  church 

should  shortly  end  our  wooing,  wooing,  wooing. 
I  should  liketo  be,  &o. 

One  day,  Lou  gave  the  monkeys  nuts. 
And  Veoaieo  they  turned  out  "  cuffing,  " 


One  tore  my  darling's  chignon  off. 

And  then  pulled  out  the  stuffing  :     -     ■,    ^ 
It  gave  my  aarling  such  a  turn,  "    ;■ . 

She  never  could  recover  ;  .*'     •.;      . 

And,  two  days  after,  I  diil  learn 
:■■■■'  I'd  lost  my  own  true  lover,  lover,  lovtr. 

1  euoold  like  to  be,  do. 

So,  now  I  roam  dejiVtnl, 

Whilst  the  Hear  and  Crocodile 
Can  wag  their  tails  eontenti'd. 

And  the  ugly  Monkey*  smile  ; 
The  Cockatoo  and  Kungaroo 

Seem  not  to  care  a  jot  : 
But  the  curly  Alligutor  iccms 

'Iho  sleepiest  of  the  lot. 

irroKK.v  :     Could  I  but  sleep,  I  shonld  forget 

my  woe — but  aa  1  cant 

I  ^'hoIdd  like  tu  be,  Ac. 


^—* 


Turn  it  Up. 

Writfcu  mil  S:iti!;  1  y  J.  Hl'.Iler. 

Of  motto  son?  <,  1  luive  no  doubt, 

You'vo  nearly  liad  y<>ur  till  :  . 

With  every  sort  of  good  advice. 
You  hav«'  bee.M  erMtiiiiied  until 
You  all  exelniiii  :   "  lUild  hard  enongh, 

Ko  motto  gongs  for  lue  !  " 
But  let  me  tr)-  a  little  one 

With  wliich  j-ou"ll  ji'rhnpa  agree. 

Spokkv  :     "lis  n   very  f<iinple  commonplace 
title,  and  ii(ivise>  you,  if  you  lind  anything  gomg  a 

little  bit  wrong,  to 

Turn  it  up,  turn  it  up. 

If  you  find  that  game  don't  pay,  boys  ; 
\  Turn  it  up.  turn  it  up. 

If  you  tind  that  game  don't  pay. 

Some  young  men  berit  un  seeing  life, 

Think  betting  a  good  game. 
And  lay  long  '•  odds  "  when  "  evens  "  would 

Have  answered  just  the  game  ; 
They  stake  their  health,  their  we.ilth,  good  name. 

On  the  "  Le<lgt*  "  or  the  "  Cup.  " 
Till  in  life's  race  theninelves  arc  scratched. 

And  then  they  turn  it  up. 
."^fOKKN  :     Wl)afs  moiv  coinnmn  now-n-dnv* 
than  tohearofa  yi'ung  aspirant  lo  fortune"."  fa\ori<, 

Juitting  down  an  odd  tiver  on  a  lior-e,  but  what's 
ess  connnon  than  to  hear  of  hi.-'  e\'.  r  taking  it  u|> 
again  ?  no.jv  youtii.~.  \>v  n<tvi.-ed  :  let  the  tirst  losi* 

be  the  lOj't,  ami  a<j  for  giMnblin'^ 

Turn  it  up,  Ac, 

St»me  young  gents  fancy  in  their  pride 

1  heir  sweethearts  love  them  true — 
And  send  them  txiquetM.  love.s  and  doves,  . 

And  rings  and  bracelets,  too  ; 

Until  some  niglit,  when  strolling  home 

With  a  friend  to  quietly  sup. 
He  meets  her  with  her  Cousin  I'oni--.' 

'J  hen,  of  coiir-e,  lio'U  ••  turn  it  up.  " 
rSpoKK.v  ;  I'lngmy  uni-oiiifortnl-le,  icn't  it?  to 
f.<el  g|KX)n8y.  to  stand  uuder  her  brd-r>K)m  window 
hair  tlic  iiiglit,  hoping  to  caseh  a  glinip.-f  of  thu 
slindow  of  the  darhiig  ■"ophanisbit  on  the  curtains, 
too  nervou.s  to  declare  your  pa.-'.~ion,  too  muchcon- 
fu.<ed  to  btty  :  •'  ^ophnnislvl,  if  you  love  me  as  I 
love  you.  no  knif.^  but  life,  shall  partus  two.  ''  Be 
advisrd,  ye  yonth.s,  send  confusion  to  the  rightr 
about,  ond  as  for  nervousness— — — 

Tnm  it  un,  Ac. 

An  evening  party's  very  nica 

1  o  mix  witli  jolly  friend.^. 
And  drink  meeesrt  in  C  linmpagne  ic3, 

'lo  life  new  pLjusure  lends  ;  -  ■       ', 

Bat  slioidd  th"  morning  come,  and  too 

Are  chouiiiig  "  r»no  ni')n'  o:ij).  " 
And  j-ou  f.xl  yn\r  lund  is  si'iiniing  r-uiml, 
/lis  time  t}  turn  it  up. 

^rokfc.v  ;    1  0  fure.  if  \-.>u  .^eo  fiir.;- li.;?it.«  wli^rn 

there  are  only  two,  and  button  your  l«)aoiii  button 

into   the   top   button-liole,   yi.ur   proj>er   pl.-icv'   is 

"  Home,  sweet  Home,  **   liai  ls  for  Chaiui>agna 

.cups,  or  liic-cujM— — — 

'  Turn  i;  up,  ic 


Most  people  seem  to  think  that  advice,  like  « 
physic,  to  do  good  must  be  diMgretnble. 


U-Pi-Dee. 

Written  »nd  Suug  hj  Q.  W.  lloore. 

U-pi-dee  livefl  in  the  dell, 

1  ral-ht-la,  tral-la-k  ; 
They  call  her  the  flower  l.ell, 

'i  ral-la-lo-la-Ia  ; 
She's  fond  of  flowers,  tiial  I  know  : 
They  always  blown  where'er  nhe  goes—    v 
U-pi-dee-i,  dee-i,  da,  U-pi-<lee,  l-pi-da.      \  v 
U-pi-dee-i,  dce-i,  da,  I'-pi-dec-i.  dn,  yah,-  ,:'•.  ' 

yah.  yah.  yah,  y«!i  I 
U-pi-dee  sings  like  a  bird, 

'Iral-la-lu,  trall«-i,i  : 
'Votj'd  think, bo  if  her  voice  j-ou  heard, 

1  ral-ln  la-la-lii ; 
Now  just  lietween  you  and  me, 
She  sings  like  u  bird  on  a  tree. 

U-pnlee,  4*. 
U-pi-doe,  you  ore  tny  lore, 

'Ira!  la-la.  tral-la-la  : 
S?he'8  like  the  *tain  that  dwell  abov»,        ' 

'1  ral-la-la  la-la  : 
I'd  like  to  b.'  that  ttar  culled  Mars, 
Then,  U-pi-dee,  «cd  be  I'a's  and  Ma's. 

U-pi-dec.  lift. 
U-pi-dee,  how  I  Jove  yoti  ! 

Iral-Ia-la,  tral-la-la  : 
^Tone  know?*  our  love  but  iw  two, 

1  ral-la-l.'i-la-'ln  ; 
1  don't  like  two.   lis  not  t!ie  fun  ; 
tMj,  marrj'  me,  then  twoll  be  one. 

U-pi-dee,  Ao. 


I'm  Dreaming^  of  Thee.  Norah. 

Written  »nil  romi  oecl  by  Mr  Chad.  MncE'-or  for  his 
Emuruiuiueut,  tuU  Hk.  u  by  W.  i'.  K.  lawlor. 

I'm  dreamingof  thee,  Norah,  I'm  dn^aming  still  of  thee, 
'I  by  epirit  haunts  me  ever,  like  fairy  mehxly  ; 
^\  hen  m  lnnelitusb  I  wander,  orin  halls  of  mirth  andglee. 
Ah  !  my  heart  to  thine  i»  turning.  Cm 

drvaining-still  of  thee— 

I'm  dreaming  of  I  hee,  Nor.iii, 

I'm  dreiMumg  ft  ill  of  thee  I 

I'm  dreaming  of  thee,  dearest,  I  dream  of  iliee  alone  : 
1  think  how  well  I  love  thee,  antl  feel  we  shall  Ix-  one — 
For,  i  know  there  is  no  other  e'er  can  be  so  dear  to  me  : 
Ah  !  when  e'er  I  dream  of  Angels.  I'm 

dreaming  still  of  thee — 

I'm  dreaming  of  thee.  Norah, 

I'm  dreaming  still  if  th»e  I 

The  Tailor  and  the  Crow. 

Music  Published  1)7  John  Chnrcli  k  Co.  Clncinunti   O. 
The  Stient  Muxic  ri<u  aiiis  aii  ele;;iList  llUiot;r3i:l>  uf 

Mr.  Sol.  Smith  Kiii>suil  in  tuur  characters. 


Once  there  was  a  tailor 

Cutting  out  a  cr-nt,  " 

LiUy,  lilly,  lilly,  lilly,  li  do  : 
When  an  old  black  crow 
V  R3  perched  upon  an  oak, 

With  his  qua.  qua,  qua,  qt», 
Lilly,  lilly,  hlly,  lilly,  li  «Io. 

Wifo,  go  and  fetch  mo  ';■.-'•.' 

My  giKxl  old  Idundcrbnss, 
'  .     LiUy,  lilly,  lilly,  lilly,  li  do  : 

'Jo  shoot  yon  crow, 

I'cr  60  much  annoying  tis, 

V. iili  his  qua,  qua.  qtia,  qu.t. 
^  -      Lilly,  lilly,  lilly,  lilly,  ii  do. 

'\  .   Kr  Tf  (Ti"  tiiilor  could  not  shpot : 
.■.•\  fo;  to  save  hi.s  liu'. 
I  i'i;:.  Illy,  lilly,  lilly,  li  do  ;  :7.     -  j 
ile  lri...<l  to  Blioot  the  crow. 

And  i-l)ot  his  darling  wife.  * 

Sronf.i  :     i-ut  "^Jil!  tlio  old  crow  eat  there, 

V-  ii'i  hi.!  qun.  qrn.  qua.  <iai, 
Lilly,  lilly,  liily,  lilly.  li  ao. 

Bi;.M.v'!-si3y —  My  id',-a  ov  a  dilightful  wotnttn 
iz  ore  who  hectics  l-'W  luv  everybody,  but  ii.  £akt 
only  Invs  her  husband. 

-T--  -^-    -mTIiT-'- ■---'-- ■ 
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Always  Persevere. 

TTrittcD,  Compessa  »)id  Snn?  by  Alb«rt  Leljbton. 

In  8t<>ry  books  of  Wltittington. 

A  K'jjeiMl  oft  is  told,  _      _f 

How  hi',  iXMir  lo<l,  became  X^tJ  ilayor, 

rosi<6«cii:d  of  lots  of  gold  ; 

1  is  ea»y  to  define  Low  he    , 

Siicce<H]eil  ;  for,  'tis  clear 

The  secret  of  i<uccess  in  lifo 

J 9  :  always  jvrsevere  ! 

1  ur,  whik"  there  is  life,  there's  hope,  boys, 

Have  courage,  uever  fear  ! 
Success  will  crown  your  effortB,  if 
Vou  ttl'.vny?  j)er3evere. 

1  like  to  «?o  n  fi-llow  try 

'I  o  j.rovr'  llilll^«lf  p.  iiinn. 
And  nv'or  ijiw-  way.  but  bravely  niceC 

Mi.-.forlunt'  wJiil>  )ip  can. 
Thongh  fortune  for  a  time  ni.iy  frown 

L'jxMi  UK  :n  we  st^T.  _  v 

'ihroiigli  life  oil  car,!  will  Tonisb,  if 

Wo  only  j>ci-severo.  For,  while,  dko. 

A  faint  lu-nrt  never  yet  was  known     , 

A  Indy  fnir  to  win  ; 
For,  f<>o"iiMic!i  bnslifulncss  I've  found        _  ; 

l»  loolitnl  upon  88  gin. 
Go  in.  b»  nothing  daunted,  boyj,  ■  ■>     : 

And  cnnt  asidw  all  fear— 
I'm  piirc  yoi^l!  t>e  siKce^sful,  if 

Vou  always  ivrtievere. 

Then  joji;  nloni^  toj^ether.  boys, 

I' pon  life's  thorny  roud,  ,   .     '. 

Ami  ne'er  ijive  way  to  sorrow  ;  for, 

ICuch  man  must  Ijear  his  load  ; 
But  try  to  help  each  other  .• 

'1  heshort  time  yon  are  here. 
And  cry,  when  trouble  nieets  you, 

I'll  always  )xrsevere  !  For,  while,  «tc. 


For,  while.  Ac. 


Walk  In  Joe. 


Sheep's  meat  is  too  good  for  colored  ]>cople. 
Sheep's  meat  is  too  good  for  niggers  ; 
When  [  went  into  de  Iioufc,  no  onedar  except  a  mouse, 
Bittin'  by  de  fire-place,  dar  was  a  rat  eatin'  greeae. 
l>.\.\jo   iSvMPlio.NV  : 

V>'a]k  in  Joe,  Walk  in  Joe. 
I  Walk  in  Joe,  r.ow  I'll  be  your  friend  John, 

A  long  way  to  go,  and  no  money  for  to  speed. 

Black  tny  boots  in  de  kitchen, 

SebentT-tive  cents  to  de  quarts  ; 

Black  cm  wid  ole  bay  it  Martin,  make  'em 

ehine  an  dat  for  sartin, 
Massa  sue  me  for  dc  treason,  'kase  he 

couldn't,  dat's  de  reason. 
Walk  ia  Joe,  walk  in  Joe, 
Walk  in  Joe,  now  I'll  bo  your  friend  John. 
A  IjDg  way  to  go,  and  ajo't  got  a  red  c©nt. 

T>e  «W  gray  cat  loved  de  honey. 
D«  old  gray  cat  loved  de  honey. 
Be  lov^  do  Loney  niighty  well,  he  eat 

60  much,  he  'gan  t*  »welL 
An'  in  de  honey  pot  he  fell,  he  couldn't 

get  out,  it's  strange  to  tell. 
Walk  in  Joe,  walk  in  .loe, 
\\alk  in  Joe.  now  I  11  be  your  friend  John. 
A  long  way  to  go,  and  ain't  got  a  picayune. 


Rock  Susanna. 


Old  ^imoD  Puckheart,     '     >/  ^/r         ; 

Old  ^imon  Buckheart        ',;.,■.:■; 

Kept  a  full  sale  grocery  ; 

IJe  didn't  have  Wut  two  peck  measures  . 

One  hfld  a^Dut  a  quart. 

An'  t'otlier  didn't  hold  a  pint  by  a  iug  fulL 
liock  >usanKa,  an'  fare  you  wtll, 
1  arc  yoa  w*!]  I  for,  I'm  gwiin>  away. 

Clothes  on  de  hill  side. 
Clothes  on  de  bill  side. 
An'  i  tink  i  see  de  debble 
CoDiin'  down  de  hill 
On  a  big  wooden  spade. 

So«  '^QMon*,  an'  fiu«  yov  wtll«&c. 


Oh  !  da  old  gray  cat. 

Oh  !  de  old  gray  cat 

Chased  de  long  tail  rat. 

From  de  fodder  to  de  h:;y-&t«ck. 

Wid  a  peck  ob  corn  a  ])on  his  back,  ;..    \r.' 

An'  a  bushel  ob  meal  a  to]>  a  that. 

An'  anudder  one  right  on  top  a  t'.iat. 

llock  bueanna,  un'  fare  3'ou  well,  ite. 


-^Ok 


Jolly  Old  Couple. 

Sang  by  the  niboruiau  Boys. 


Such  a  jolly  old  couple  as  hers  you  see, 

1  here  is  not  in  this  whol?  world  wide  ; 
•For  forty  jvars  together,  my  boys,  /,-,■ 

We  ti^tvelled  bide  \>y  tide  ;  ..    ' 

A  pattern  to  the  ueitrhbors  round    '    -  ll'  -;  i 

5!y  goo<l  old  wift'  has  U-eii,  'i;      ' "  -  ' 

And  sueh  a  jolly  old  fell<»w  .as  lnii!e,r    '     ■'' 
Tliere  never  lia*;  been  fyi-n. 
Chorus  :     lJoundgt>os  flic  world,  troubles  we  defy, 

Jogtring  lilviiH;  together,  ir.y  boys, 
•       ■  }i:y  dear  old  wile  and  1. 

^ow,  young  folks,  take  our  advice    . 

Ab  this  world  you  go  through,      -^  -^  !.'■•■  • 
And  always  do  unto  othtro, 

As  yon  would  have  done  unto  you  ;     .' 
Care  or  sorrow  don't  •;ive  away, 

But  court  inrtead  of  eigh  :  .    -  ■ 

Then  you'll  be  liki>  my  iild  man. 

And  iny  old  wil'e  and  I. 

Kotmd  goes  the  world,  dc. 


Believe  'tis  Best  to  Give. 

Air  :     Yon  11  Roraember  Me. 


llow  wrong  it  is  to  crush  the  poor. 

Or  ])ass  them  by  with  ecorn. 
Since  all  on  earth  are  nought  but  diikt, 

Kot  buried — merely  Iwrn  ! 
Then  caution  use.  nor  too  proud  be 

'lo  lual  another's  grief  : 
To-morrow'n  moon  may  ciiange  the  tide. 

And  you  may  need  relief. 

Tie  survly  proved  by  law  divine      ., ;     j 

That  we  eliouM  help  each  other,  •  i'  v 
I'ofrter  r^uani  and  teiuh-r  love, 

K'en  as  we  would  another. 
Then  wliy  refuse  to  share  your  \*ealth 

Wit!i  lliose  who  crave  for  bread  ? 
Unstring  your  purse,  relieve  in  time 

To  save  them  from  the  dead. 

Oh  I  speak  not  hastily  to  the  poor. 

Let  mercy  ]ilead  their  case. 
Nor  turn  tlie  wand'rer  from  your  door 

W  iih  hunger  in  Ijis  face. 
Life  it:  but  short,  stern  death  is  sure, 

Jn  luxuries  though  you  live  : 
If  tis  but  little  frojii  your  &i»re, 

Believe  'tis  btst  to  give. 


Waiting  for  tlie  May.   . 

Ah  !  my  heart  is  weaiT,  waiting,      V  \f. 

Waiting:  for  tlio  >!ny  : 
AVr.ilin^'  l\>r  l!i;  jihatant  ramlilo?, 

Wlr.re  tlic  fraurant  iiav.Lhorn  brambles. 
With  tl>e  \.oouh!no  alternating,  ^ 

t cent  the  dvv.y  way. 

Ah  !  my  In  art  is  Pore  with  sighing, 

■  igliing  I'cr  the  May  :  V   •. 

Sighiiig  f<<r  tile  6urc  returning,  '"  ' 

\\  liLn  the  summers  beaiiis  are  burning 

H^pes  aud  tloviers  that,  dt.ad  or  dying, 

^'ii  tho  winter  lay.  ;  .;  •-^:  • 

Ah  !  iny  I-.cart,  v,i\  heart  !5  throbbing-,  Tiv-f.'';:^' 
'1 2;rol:bi:!i^  for  liic  May  :  ''y  \'^:, 

Ib'-obbing  tor  the  tea-side  billows,  * 
Or  the  «  ater-wooi;;.g  willow?. 

WhcTv',  in  laughtftr  and  in  eobbing, 
Glide  the  streams  away. 

"  Capital  weather,  llr.  Jones,  capital  weather — 
my  wife's  got  ciich  a  cold,  she  can  t  speak.  J  like 
«ueh  weather.  "  . 


False  Kelly : 

OQ  T*E  PBIDE  OF  BAKER'S  BOW. 
Wriilen  and  Sans  by  Frank  J0U7. 


Oh  !  I  comeeifrom  Uethnal  Green  ! 

Y«ti,  that  i.i  nluialy  soon. 

Where  tli4  Tliniy  girls  and  the  roster  )ada  do  dwell : 

But  I  've  bt(fly  Iven  betrayed. 

And  douebrojvn.  I'm  sore  afraid. 
By  a  mrty  Ihtie  I'onah  naiiie<l  Flash  NelL 

Thciiieny,  my  learv  Ix'y*,  hove  you  aeen  her  ? 

For,  b4r  I  f^hould  like  you  all  to  kiiew  : 

She's;  t|ie  flashest  jjirl  that'ti  out,         i 

And  kioWR  her  way  alxnit,  ; 

Aud  jjli's  called  the  Flimy  (url  of  Baker's  Sow. 

J^he  is  so  vehji  fly. 

Has  a  cast.  <c|o,  in  l;er  of*. 

And  ehirrj]  s  like  a  cli:itli.''ieh,  ehuck  wee^<M>  ; 
ller  hair  it  its  ns  nnl 

Ab  carrots  uti  her  head. 
And  slie  ki!ows  her  book  wherever  she  do  go. 

I'hen  say,  Ao, 


For  six  monJtliB  her  f  did  court. 
And  everytUi  ig  1  bonght  ; 

For,  we  wM  ■«  to  W  married  upon  the  first  of  May  ) 
But  a  flash  pi^ve,  named  Frank, 

"lold  Iter  heVl  got  quids  in  the  bank. 
And  with  t  lis  Le.ary  Loy  she  ran  away. 

'i  hen  say,  Ac. 

To  Ilighburv  Earn  on  f^undaya. 

And  to  Hack  ley  Wick  on  Monday^",  ' 

i'o  the  l)«r  ly  and  t!ie  OakS,  1  took  her  there  ; 
To  the  "  Pda  ;ock,  "  and  '"  t'enbright,  '' 
1  took  her  esvtry  night  : 

Jn  fact,  uijj  boys,  1  took  her  everywhere. 

'i'hen  say, 

Oh  !  what's  tjhe  use  of  sighing, 
A-fretting  or  ft-crying  5* 

tor,  I  don't  want  to  sec  my  Nelly  again  I; 
But  as  for  lie^  bloke,  named  Frank, 
I  could  drown  him  in  a  tank. 

For  causing  me  so  much  sorrow  and  pain. 

'i  hen  say,  &c, 


All  Hot,  All  Hot ! 

I  inng  b;  George  Lejrbonme. 


«tc. 


Just  gaze  uj  xjn  this  Sad  young  man. 

Who  has  W-en  served  so  wrong 
By  a  faitlilesa  girl  named  Milly  Ann, 

And  1  losiei  her  to  long — 
Things  went  ^n  very  well  till,  at  last, 

When  upittirns  a  potatoe-man, 
Who  took  aWiiy  my  girl,  he  did. 

And  his  baked  fwtatoe  can. 
;  ;  ciionfs 

All  hot,  all  litot !  warm  your  hands  ard  fill  your  belly : 

All  hot,  alljhot  I  fcuioking  in  the  can  ! 
1  never  thoijglit  that  Milly  would  ever  be  so  silly 

'1  o  leave  b|fl  darling  Billy  for  the  baked-potaioe-aat. 

We  were  stojntlirg,  one  night,  at  a  public  bar, 

"Wljen  myj  Ibve  heard  him  cry  :  all  hot !  "j 
She  said  :  "^  rill,  what  a  musical  voice  ?  "  j 

And  outsidi  she  quickly  got  ; 
She  asked  hfii  how  he  sold  his  ware, 

lie  winke^  »nd  smikni  at  her  : 
They  got  injdtep  conversation. 

And  I  saw  30  more  of  her. 

.  .Spokkx  I :  Yes,  they  had  both  gone,  ond  all 
he  left  bebiiid  was  some  hot  ashes,  which  seemed  to 
say-  . 

-  All  hot,  all  hot !  <fcc. 

lie  used  to  iti  tnd  by  Shoreditch  Chur(^b,      \ 

I  never  sljn  11  forget  the  time — 
1  was  then  a    ery  good  looking  man  : 

For,  I  wa»  _  ust  then  in  ray  prime. 
Since  then,  Vye  never  seen  her  face, 

iho'  she  ^tknds  out  with  a  can.  | 

For,  alas  !  I  <lon't  want  to  see  her  no  mom,' 

And  her  ba3:ed-potatoe-man. 
SroKKv  :     Alas  !  I  ne'er  Bball  foiget  that  fatal 
night,   the  29th  of  Octember — Jealousy  fires  my 
brain — I'll  go  and  drown  myself-  no,  1  woa't  — I'll 
sing—      .  ] 


■■^^aBi^Mta».Jiw_> ^.     .  -^•. ..   .    ...  .  ..■>-  ..^.^^■^-...fc.^^.t^^ 


The  Broken-Hearted  Lover's  Farewell. 


Farewell  to  those  hopes  that  I  once  \o\ii  fo  ehcrlch  ' 
Farewell  to  thosedayn  when  I  tlioti^lit  you  my  onii ! 

All  my  hopes  arc  now  hluxttd.  but  t<i>un  ttlinll 

all  jM-rish — 
All  iiiy  ilroaiiiK  au>I  iltlucionsahnYc  8po«>dily  flown  — 

You  love  UiK  i>o  loTii^i  r.  :;«verely  I  ft**-!  it  : 

Too  soon  I  liav.'  li)\ind  woman's  heart  is  untrue  — 

And  though  my  heart  it  shoulil  br<ruk, 

I'll  (itrivc  to  conceal  it, 
Ami  never,  my  iWar,  fliall  1  love  one  but  you — 

When  I  know  your  fond  looks  are  })e«towpd  on  anotlier. 
And  think  on  the  time  tho»«*  fond  l<K)ks 

were  my  own — 

How  can  I  the  jiaiii  of  a!ixi>  ty  smother,  • 

'lo  think  on  tiiose  jnyj  that  forever  are  flown  ? 

How  hard  wns  my  fute  to  love  fo  sincerely. 

And  all  that  fond  love  was  repaid  with  disdain — 

I'll  strive  to  fcnjet  that  I  love<l  you  r<o  dearly, 
'1  hough,  alas  !  the  hard  idea  fills  mc  with  pain. 

Then  were  you  not  eniel  my  heart  to  entangle. 

And  imfeeliiii^lv  K'ave  n-.e  a  prey  to  despair  'i 
Foi^ive  me,  my  dtur,  if  I  eunnol  dis«einhl?, 

Butdeeeit  hath  no  balmforalunrl  iilK-*!  v.itli  tjire. 

Your  image  I'll  iitrive  to  rra.-e  from  my  bosom, 

'1  hough  my  eyes  at  the  thought  are 

v.ith  tear;}  running  o\-r — 
I'll  cnisli  the  toft  buds  e'er  they  oiti?  to  a  blossom, 

And  ail  your  tou<l  vows  I'll  remeiiiljer  i;o  more. 

Now  think,  cruel  maid,  ishoulii  the  man 

you're  now  courting. 
Trove  fulse  to  his  pronii.-<es  "by  changing  his  mind  : 
It  would  grieve  you  sorely  to  lind  he  was  sporting, 
Aiid  tiiut  all  his  fond  vows  had  passed 

ort  with  the  wind. 

Perhaps  you  might  then  think  of  the  heart 

you  had  broken. 
And  sigh  for  tha  pain  you  unfeehngly  gave — 
You  may  think,  when  too  late,  the  sad 

^      mischief  of  joking. 
AVhun  love's  fated  victim  is  laid  in  the  grave. 


Moonlight  at  Cape  May. 

Snns  by  P^n'uh  irs'.  xn-'i  Co'Kns—The  Music  is  Fubliahtd 
I  y\V.  W.  WUiiucy.  To  «<k>,  OUto.       ' 


Oh  !  Tiiy  poor  b.srt.  is  cot,  nfy  own. 

It  TTua  stolen  liy  a  charmiDg  girl.   •.      •' 
\Vbo:je  eyes  are  black  and  full  of  lore, 

Acd  h«r  t.,.-;li  as  Mliite  us  pearl, 
liow  we  met  first  I'll  r.or/  tell  you  : 

'  I'wts  to  mo  inch  a  happy  day  : 
'i  vae  down  0:1  the  bench,  12  the  evening. 

In  the  moonlight  at  Cape  May. 

C.iOl'.LS 

How  sweet  to  oi?  this  girl  did  seem, 
I  lie  d».ar  on*)  of  rjy  uappy  drciia^ — 

She's  euch  &  littljr  beauty. 

Like  a  butterfly  light  &ud  gay  : 

I  met. hit  03  the  b,!::ch,  is  the  eVi-niT;?. 
ID  the  aoonligbt  at  t  ape- May.        ' 

Oh  '.  she  'Tas  gazing  culaily. 

fis  th?  •»-.^\es  rolld  coar  her  fset  ;     . 
she  turned  ho'r  htad  as  I  oav.iA  by  : 

■|  lien,  o!  coiirs".  i":r  fy.;*  did  meet. 
We  spoke  almut  tl>e  sv.t^t  moonlight. 

While  the  hi>i:r<  th.-v  ]i;ii.s<d  av.ny  ;.  ' 

As  we  wal!j»d.  1  wai.  *•>  happy. 

In  the  ittoonhgiil  at  Cape  May. 

iJow  sweet  tj  me,  Ac. 

Next  evening  as  I  pas«cd  the  house, 

1  rnllcd  iny  love  to  sv  .- 
And  side  t  v  side  wi»  ramb!»d  'in,        .' 

It  v.as  hours  ol  1  Use  to  x-,1  •.  ', 

I  aekcd  hit  if  she  wor.id  have  dj*  »  '     -    * 

'•  For,  I  love  ynn,  '     I  djd  say.   ,  •  '"  ■ 

&h<J  promised  then  to  be  my  wif», 

In  the  laoonlight  at  Cape  May.  ' 

l!ow  sweet  to  m«,  A-c. 


Of  what  feminine  creature  are  yon  Reminded  on 
the  coui|''etiun  of  a  building  ?  A  housei-inade. 


Lizzie.  tLc  Polisher's  Daughter. 

WritJeu,  Coiupuacd  tul  Suns  I J  Frank  JoUj.     ■..' 

•Some  time  Ago,  till  re  Uied  to  dwell 

^'omev.lure  nrii.r  reubriifht  >lr»'et, 
•Such  a  goiKl  teiiipend  dinr  little  girl. 

As  in  a  day:.'  walk  you  could  meet, 
ller  liitlu-r  he  \siis  a  I'oli.Uur  ))y  trade. 

And  siie  v,orked  at  tlie  poli.sjiing,  too. 
I'm  told  some  money  they  made, 

Hut  i  tell  thi.-<  in  s»crit  now  to  you. 
Oh  I  my  l.izti.'  tlear.  1  l>ve  cincero. 

And  that's  the  iviisan  why  I  court  her  : 
h^'he's  a  pretty  girl,  you  sl-o.  ii:;d  she's  very  food  of  me, 

Is  Lizzie,  "the  I'olisher's  dai  ghter. 

Day  nftcr  day.  I  pa,-cid  by  t',,'  phop 

On  purpo.-i-  ihiji  eliuni:iiif.v  girl  to  see. 
And  somttimes  at  the  window  I'd  make  a  full  stop  : 

For,  elie  hul  <|uit'_'  enriplured  me. 
How  gfntly  i-lie'd  variiisii  the  carving  I  pttw. 

And  work  her  nibU-r  v.ith  f  uch  ease  and  grace —    . 
There  was  never  a  fiiiie  that  I  passed  her  door, 

Hut  ther.-  was  al'Aiij's  1:  smile  upon  her  face. 

<  )h  I  my  IJzzie  dear,  <tc.  fr 

It  .^o  happened  th.it  I  '.vp. ^  a  i'olislier,  too, 

And  «'ent  to  Work  for  her  own  father, 
.So  as  I  could  bv-  near  thi.-  dear  girl,  it's  true — 

1  or. 'didn  t  I  love  In  r,  <  )li  I  rather  ! 
I'd  laugh  and  Id  talk  to  Jier  all  the  day  long  : 

ri>r.  she  si^eiiied  so  happy  and  gay — 
And  Kometiiins  I'd  sing  her  a  nice  little  song, 

.Ill^■t  to  while  the  lime  away. 

Oh  !  my  Lizzie  dear,  Ac. 

One  day,  when  her  father  and  mother  was  out. 

And  there  was  1:0  one  r.t  work  in  the  shop, 
I  scarcely  knew  what  I  >v.>.s  about  : 

hfo  the  (jucstion,  at  last,  I  ventured  to  pop — 
6he  blushed  an<l  she  smiled  and  hung  down  her  head, 

When  I  asked  her  if  she'd  be  my  wife. 
The  very  ne.xt  moment  these  words  she  said  : 

"  Ask  I'a  s  consent,  I'm  yours  for  life.  " 

SpoKK.v  •  Well,  I  got  her  fatiier's  consent,  and 
we  are  going  lo  be  married  at  South  Uaekney 
Church  next  Monday  morning. 

Oh  .'  my  Lizzie  dear,  ic. 

•'"     The  Little  Brown  Church. 

Words  aud  MK«ic  by  Wni.  S.  Pitts. 

1  here's  a  church  in  the  valley  hy  the  wildwood. 

No  lovelier  place  in  th?  dal^. 
No  spot  is  so  dear  to  my  childhood,  , 

As  the  little  brown  ch  irch  in  the  vale. 
Chorus  :     Come  to  the  >  hurch  by  the  wiMwoed, 
Oh  !  come  to  the  church  in  the  dale  : 
.    ,   ,         .Vo  spot  is  6<  itar  to  my  childhood, 

"As  the  litt;    brown  church  in  the  vale. 

Bow  bweet,  Ob  a  bright    &bbath  moroiog, 

To  list  to  the  dear  ritging  bell-^ 
Its  tones  so  fweetly  are  calling  : 

Oh  !  come  to  tlie  church  in  the  vale. 

Come  to  the  church,  &e. 

IhiTi.  clofeby  the  church  in  the  vall«y, 

Lies  one  that  1  loved  so  well  . 
She  sleeps,  sweetly  sleeps  'neath  the  willow, 

liisturb  nipt  her  rest  in  the  vale. 

Come  to  the  church,  Ae. 

'I  here,  tiipr,?  by  the  side  of  that  loved  one. 

'Neath  tiie'tir-e  where  the  wild  flowers  bloom, 
■Wliere  the  t';ire«cll  hymn  shall  W  chanted, 

1  shall  rest  by  luT  fid.  in  the  tomb. 

'  Come  to  the  church,  ic. 

The  Yellow  Frog  and  Katydid. 

.    Shns  by  Fi-i'nk  Eem*.    ^  V 

A  Katydid  fai  r.pon  a  tr:e,  ;     '[ 

Musiri  duialing,  duiala^idy.  oh  !  ■"  ". 

I'urab.'rdy,  oh!  r*  ; 

Acd  it  bUDg  as  loij  as  ;he  loud  could  be  : 
*'  I'retty  yellow  frog,  won't  you  come  to  me  t  " 
Chorus  ;     ••  for,  my  name  is  mural. 


Then  the  ydlow  fro<»  only  cocked  ids  eye 
.  .  „     Musha  durriinfi,  »iuif.l:id«!j,  oh  ! 
'■     ■■  ■  I'uraiaddy.  oh  1 

And  he  blowcd  hit<  iiodt-  nnd  biga-t  ;<»  ct. 
Then  he  bust  hi?  bilerfar.d  tli;  a  l."  tiiid'. 

l'<  r  hi-.  i.;'i.s5  vra.o,  «lo. 

Now  thtrp  cah:c  a  rr?nch»ua.i  fr. :  i  I'ctfr  •.  ♦.own, 
Mivl'.u  .luraJiii:,-.  du:a!:u!'lv,  oh  I 


l)ura 


li'4.<.;V.  o 


And  he  :-r.v.  the  fn>i:  a.-d  he  <lrank  it  dow,:, 
And  he  diid  next  day  v.ita  liic  cholerum. 

lor,  his  name ru, dc. 

But  the  katydid  pfjii.;'.!  up  her  face, 

MusliA  dur.iliii'j;.  di.caladdy,  oh  I  ..;• 
Duraladdy,  oh.1 
And  she  went  to  Wasiiington  to  get  a  plac/ 
^  And  she  pipeu  her  notca  Hw  tsecn  tary  ihas". 

And  her  nanw  is,  ±c. 


M»ggy  mural. 
Nick 


neck  mural. 
Dinky  diiral. 
bmiggy  Moglural  Maggendorf ! 


To  Love— Hot  Loved  Again. 

Of  all  things  that  are  lovely, 

Thou  art  a  type  to  me  !  ■< 

Reflecting  light  and  iK-auty, 

As  stars  illume  the  sea. 
Thy  image  in  its  brightness 

Is  painttd  on  my  heart, 
Forever  there  to  linger. 

Till  life  itself  depart. 

• 
Shall  my  tnie  heart  be  doomed 

To  grow  all  desolate  ? 
Without  a  lioi)e  to  brighten 

The  gloomy  will  of  fate  ? 
And  must  my  deep,  true  passion 

Prove  unreturned  aud  vain  ? 
'Tis  life's  most  bitter  anguish 

To  love — not  loved  again. 


Blue-Eyed  Annie. 

Bright  as  the  morning  sunshine 

Lyes  of  softest  blue  : 
Hair  in  falling  tresses. 

Tinged  with  golden  hue  . 
Blushing  cheeks  like  roses. 
Footsteps  light  and  free. 
Had  our  cnild  of  beauty. 

Little  Annie  Lee. 
Chorus  :     When  the  sun  was  fading 
•Slowly  in  the  west. 
Softly,  sweetly  sleeping, 
.        '    ,         We  laid  her  to  rest.      ■ 

frone  DOW  is  the  treasure 

P  rom  our  home  and  earth, 
Never  more  to  cheer  r.s 

With  her  childish  mirth— » 
We  no  more  her  fair  form 

On  this  earth  sliiU  sec  :  .' 
She  has  gope  to  heaven, 

Little  Annie  Lcie. 


.4^*-. 


Jersey  BilL 

Banc  by  Xtd  Tniasr, 


Now,  white  folks,  herd's  a  s.^ng  for  van  • 
It  may  be  old  and  it  I'lay  be  new  ; 
l5ut  dis  111  SB}-,  wilii  u  ri^jht  goixl  'will, 
I  Karnt  it  fn>m  Incle  ."'ertey  liil. 
Chorus  ;     J>cn  In-ar  a  hand  for  .iorsiy  ['ill, 
'  He's  deed  in  love  with  Naticy  Gill  ■ 

t  he'.<=  a  d,irknytd  gal,  but  dis  1  ftar. 
•  .  T       ^3.'C  drinks  too  much  good  l.-ig^r  beti 

Now  Jerwy  BiH's  a  rr»il^:"-i.  nig. 
He  dances  de  pquure-t<>vd  fa.Tvy  jig  ; 
His  heels  stick  ont  lik:-  ic  wy  bird  a  wiiig, 
An'  dia  is  dc  ccr-j';  he  ■,.*>;'■.  t.)  tirg  ; 

■.  ,-.  :.  '•.,:•  i-fcu  hv«r  a  hand,  Ac. 

TfoW  If  f  had  a  Ta-ilio  dat  wouldn't  go, 
"Wid  a  corn-stalk  f;ddle.  an'  a  jhoc-etring  bow, 
I'd  play  away  wid  all  my  iiv'gl.t. 
An'  trow  myself  clt-nii  cut  o'o  i-ifi.-t. 

l'*»i  bur  ;.  ■.-    :      I . 


J 


m 


"rrl^-'.Jjj'rtflti' 


»---rni.ia»iiii1ii'fti)V*-Ml 
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Eosherville  : 

THE  PLACE  TO  SPEND  A  HAPPY  DAT. 

$11!  g  \>j  James  HlUlex; 


'Ih.'  pL'iL-o  ir>  fi-ieT\<\  a  happy  day.      -:         •.  ■    , 

A  joll}-  day.  a  liolidiiy,  V   ••'       •        ' 

I«  IlorlKTvilu*,  I've  hennl  Vin  say—  \         ' ;,,; 

^o  ill.  r,'  I  took  my  way.  ., 

0:i  b^>orJ  t!ie  hntnt  1  iiift"the  Browns, 

'Mit"  Smiths  und  many  nioj-o  :  ■ 

All  HfiiiKs  and  glovtis,  tlie  prc-tty  doves, 

And  dr..-fi,i-d  up  tO'the  door. 

SpdKKX  :  "  And  wliore  are  yon  off  to,  Mr. 
Thrown '/ "  "  Why,  to  spend  a  liiippy  day,  of  course  " 
— cmitf  elonjj,  i)ary-Jane,  come  along,  Betey-Ma- 
tilda. 

(oiiie-lirinjij  yovir  Bwcitlitaris  and  Ma's 

aiid  li't  us  all  be  gay  : 
Rcs!Krvilk'"t'  the  place,  my  boys,  to 

spend  aihappy  day  ; 
Ccine  l.rir^  y^>ur  bisters  and  I'a's  and 

dance  dull  care  away  : 
Raslicn  ille'i!  t!i.^  place,  by  .love  !  to 

pjjeDd  a  hnjipy  day. 

W?  hf.d  JoriT  dfnr.Jr  mi  I'lO  bont, 

■|  he  iiravct^eiid  botit,  the  j)acket-boat : . 
'l!:o  oo-.i-n  iciViS  !iif  ui>pilitc 

V.  !:i-j>evcr  r"!;i  a!i<'i'.(  ;  '     \ 

V.'ed  Hli.rp -Ii.'iid.  \ia:.i  and  mutton  broth  : 

'i.'ut,  t:i:"i\i:;li  a  .-.-id  iiiishop, 
'l!;-.'  >\s.-'  1  lii-eii^d.  (Cid  ail  upset 

la.Mi--i»=  .'cries's  lip. 
f  roKKN  :    I»(i!r  ii.c  I  Mrs.  Jones,  what  a  pity  ! 
jour  liivind  r  silk,  too  — never  mind,  mum,  go  on 
u.c'c,  it  will  siQiia  dry  in  the  Bun. 

Come  bring,  ic. 

The  :;arJjr.s  always  are  so  gay, 

^o  brifflit  ai'd  gay  ;  they  wvll  may  say 
llir.t  lioc-htivjllv's  the  proper  place 

'I  o  Kpei;d  a  huppy  day  ; 
Of  r.rclitry  2nd  round-a-bouts. 

\\  hen  yc!i  have  had  your  fill, 
The  mazy  dance  will  make  you  gay, 

Vt  swings  will  make  you  ill. 

Com«  bring,  ite. 
An  arbour  is  a  shady  spot, 

A  quiet  ei>ot,  a  cooling  spot. 
And  in  an  arbour  with  Miss  Smith 

I  soiiiehow  found  I'd  got  ; 
'•  Oil  !  Jane  !  "  said  I.    "  Oh  !  Jem  !  "  said  she— 

And  then  she  simpered  so, 
I  looked  at  her.  she  looked  at  me,  " 

And  then  we  both  said  :  '*  Oh  !  " 

Come  bring,  &o. 
As  we  were  nicely  billing  there,  ■  . 

And  cooing  there,  and  wooing  there, 
A  hiavy  stick  descended  on 

My  head  ar.d  made  nie  stare— 
I  caw  it  vfm  her  la,  wlio  said  ;  .. 

'•  >'auie  your  intentions,  pray  !  " 
I  aaewei'cd  :  "  My  intentions  are 

1  o  £p«nd  a  happy  day.  " 
iPOKE.v  :     And  if  you're  wise.  youH  do  the 
Mime  and  6.' n$ —      ^ 

Come  bring,  Ac. 

Of  course,  we  made  it  up  again  : 

For  zLt  afid  Jane  the  coarse  was  plain, 
'Iv,a«  seitltd  Jane  should  many  me,  ''• 

.^nd  I  should  marry  Jane. 
Uiwn  our  wfdding  trip,  of  course, 

.M  lioslior\)l!e  we'll  stay. 
And  we  shiiil  .-^iiiJ  our  children  there, 

'Jo  spend  a  lia[>py  day. 

Si'oK>N  :  "nd  we  shall  say  to  them  :  "  Fol- 
!f<w  i,T  ti»e  footstep E  of  your  father  and  mother,  my 
drar.  " 

Gome  bring,  Ac. 


/ 


Step  Gently,  Speak  Softly.  ■ 


^.rvp  gently,  fjxak  softly— she  comes,  she  is  nigh, 
"t'-.L..:  .1  bl-.ifh  on  her  cheek  and  a  light  in  her  eye, 
'vt  itij  '  hit  smile  on  her  lips  an')  the  flash,  of  her  hair  : 
For.  iK-ver,  »  )'q  !  never  was  woman  so  fair  I 
For,  never,  Oh  !  never  was  woman  so  fair  1 

CHORUS. 

Step  gently,  speak  softly— she  comes,  she  is  here 
For,  never,  Oh  .'  never  was  woman  so  fair  ! 


Step  gently,  speak  softly— she  stands  in  the  light  : 
Her  eyes  and  her  blushes,  her  hair  golden  bright  ; 
With  a  smile  on  her  face,  as  she  sthnds  near  me  there  ; 
For,  ne\cr.  Oh  !  never  was  woman  so  fair  ! 
For,  never,  Oh  I  never  was  woman  so  fiair  t 

Step  gently,  speak  softly,  Ac. 

Step  gently,  speak  softly — she  comes,  she  is  nigh. 
AVith  a  calm  on  her  face  and  a  light  in  her  eye. 
With  a  seal  on  her  lips  and  a  lialo  of  hair":. 
And  never,  Oh  !  never  waa  vision  so  fair  !       -'-  ■'.-.; 
And  never,  Ob  !  never  was  vision  bo  fair  ! 

Step  gently,  speak  softly,  ttc. 

.-'■  ■■  "  ^  iBi  ^  T",?;. 

Erin  Asthore.  . , 

The  Uostc  is  pnblished  by  C.  D.  Rnssel  4  Co.,     '    • 
TrsmoDt  Street,  Boston,  Mata. 


There  nestles  an  Isle  in  the  heart  of  the  waters, 

Erin  mavourneen,  Erin  aethore  ! 
True  hearts  are  its  sons,  and  bright-eyed 

are  its  daughters, 
Erin  mavourneen,  Erin  asthore  ! 
As  turns  with  the  spring-time  the  flight 

of  the  swallows, 
The  exile's  thoughts  turn,  and  the  exile's 

heart  follows, 
To  the  sweep  of  thy  mountains,  the  dip 

of  thy  hollows, 
Erin  mavourneen,  Erin  asthore  ? 

The  ring  of  the  sea  had  an  emerald  for  jewel,  .'■  ;~ 

Erin  mavourneen,  Erin  asthore  !  ' 
The  kings  of  the  sea  they  were  proud  and  were  crwel. 

Erin  mavourneen,  Erin  asthore  ! 
They  stole  the  green  gem  from  the  bravest 

and  fairest — 

In  the  crown  of  the  victor  its  gleam  is  the  rarest  ; 
Oh  !  Albion  !  the  best  of  the  jewels  thou  wearest 

Is  Erin  mavourneen  !  Erin  asthore  ! 


Sweet  Flower  That  Died. 


/i'' 


/ 


'Twaa  a  sweet  young  flower  of  beanty. 

That  had  flown  like  autumn  leaves  away, 
And  we  lost  that  fragrant  blossom  , 

In  the  gentle  month  of  May. 
Oh  !  we  loved  that  darling  one  so  tenderly. 

And  we  kissed  her  when  she  died. 
In  the  valley  by  the  river. 

Where  tlie  v.ulers  softly  glide. 
Chorus  :     Oh !  we  loved  that  darling  one  so  tenderly, 
And  we  kissed  her  when  she  died, 
In  the  vaUey  by  the  river. 

Where  the  waters  softly  glide.      ,,'.,, 

When  the  epring-time  comes  in  gladnese,  ' . 

When  the  roses  brightly  bloom  again,    ■  f  V"' 

And  the  bright,  gay  birds  are  singing 

In  their  softest,  sweetest  strain, 
Bow  we  miss  the  flower  that  bloomed  so  kmogly 

In  the  spring  of  life  most  cleaj  !   .  . 
Tet  her  spirit,  pure  and  happy. 

Like  an  angel  lingers  near. 

Oh  !  we  loved  that  dadiog,  <be. 


Colleen  Bawn  —  Ho.  2. 

The  Maslo  of  this  besntifal  ballad  can  be  oV>tain«d 
It  tte  Miuic  EsUbllsbment  of  John  J.  DAIy,  New-Terk. 


'Twos  on  a  bright  morning  in  summer, 
i  first  heard  hi-s  voice  snaldn'  low, 
'         As  he  said  to  a  colleen  beside  me  : 

"  Who's  that  purty  girl  milking  her  oow  ?  "    ■ 

Oh  I  many  times  ofther  ye  met  me. 

An'  vowea  that  I  always  should  be 

Your  darlin'  a  Cushla,  Alanna  MavonnMea. 

A  Suilish  Machree. 

I  haven't  the  manners  or  graces  .!.'.;;, 

<■;       Of  the  girls  in  the  world  where  ye  moT0|  :■■'.■ 

I  haven't  their  beautiful  faces —  ..."..».,. 

But,  oh  !  I've  a  heart  that  can  love  : 
If  it  plaise  ye,  I'll  dress  me  in  satin. 
An'  jewels  I  '11  put  on  my  brow- 
But,  oh  !  don't  be  afther  forgettin' 
Your  purty  girl  milking  her  cow. 

Laziness  is  a  good  deal  like  money — tti«  more  a 
man  has  of  it,  the  took  he  wants. 


Life  Under  the  Lightt. 

WrKten  il.y  J.  B.  Lawrreu— Mnatc  by  H.  W^  VtleMl 
j  J       Suns  by  Alfred  Benoolf.        , 


Under  illcj  light  from  a  chandelier,  i 

A  Eceuje  of  splendor  we  view  :  j 

Age.  yoi^t  1  and  lieauty  we  see  hew,         | 

And  n^i  1th  shows  what  it  can  do —     ' 

'Midst  glitlerinj  jt-weLs  ai.d  .nI^tling  aillU, 

This  Krone's  a  tashioimlile  Hall  : 
It's  cold  |n(ithout— but  what  care  they-^ 
Under|t|ie  rich  man's  hall  '; 

Under  the  lights,  how  many  sight* 

In  this  great  world  we  see  ! 
In  pictures  true,  111  show  to  voq 
How  they  ap]>ear  to  me.    j 

Under  tl  el  light  from  n  policeman's  lam^ 

A  poof  Wretch  next  w<-  see. 
Hungry. I Ijomeless,  cold  and  damp         i 

And  lijia  crime  is  poverty.  J 

"  Move  0q  !  says  law.  move  on  !  "  but  WbeN  ? 

'Ihere'^jno  helping  hand  to  save — 
So  the  rijver  finds  him  a  Sjiot  to  die,        j  r 

And  till  1  Parish  a  pauper's  grave.        !  ' 

Under  the  lights,  A«. 

I'ndertlu  light  of  a  street  lamp's 

A  dru^  card  stands  alone. 
Asking  tlje  post  to  show  him  the  way    | 

To  Teicii  his  neglected  home  !  j 

And  by  jtie  light  of  a  wretolifd  fire, 

Watcfcihg  the  fast  fudiiig  life 
Of  her  (  jing  child,  a  iiKrflier  sits, 

A  rao  l  cr,  and  drunkard's  wife  ! 

-^     Under  the  lights,  Ae. 

Under  t  ii  light,  the  still  moonlight,      , 
A  vesii  1  we  now  see  ride  i 

O'er  thei  <  ark  blue  waves,  on  this  calm  night. 


»y. 


Thro'|t|ie  gentle  rippling  tide 
le's  hfljnieward  bound 


She's  hflfnieward  bound  with  hopeful  hearts, 

Dreanbing  of  home  while  they  sleep 
But  when  to-morrow's  sun  shall  rise, 

They'll,  sleep  beneath  the  deep  ! 

\\  :-r--<\.-:     Under  the  lighU,  *«. 

Under  iixk  light  of  the  glorious  sun, 

A  busy  City  is  seen,  •  | 

Where  men  and  women,  old  and  yoang, 
Fight  kard  against  the  stream. 

We  leave  this  scene,  and  In  the  fields    ;  I 

How  bi&utiful  is  the  sight  j 

Of  hills,  and  dales,  and  sparkling  brooks. 


Under 


Lhe  bright  sos-ligfat 


Under  the  lights,  A«. 


Ho  Tnut 


If  I  Should  Trust  eaeb  time  Vm  asked. 
My  stock  would  soon  be  gone. 

And  I  a  Bankrupt  then  become  : 
For,  Credit  I'd  get  none  ! 

Oitoe  I  trusted  all  my  friends  :      ! 

(  For,  so  they  seemed  to  be  ;  )    ! 
Bnt  when  I  asked  them  for  my  pi^ 

Tl^'d  only  laugh  at  me  !  ]      ' 

Th*"!,  elsewhere  they  would  trade  fereash, 

Te  me  they  would  not  come  : 
So  1  lost  my  Stock  and  lost  my  T^vde, 

And  thus  was  near  undone  I 

And  NOW,  my  Friends,  I  sell  for  Cabh, 
Ab  Cheap  and  Good  as  can  be  ; 

And  though  your  trade  I  wish  to  bare. 
For  Cash  it  is  :  id  thank  ye. 

My  weights  are  true,  my  measures  jost) 
And  I  rade  i  seek  most  fervent ; 

Farsmallcst  favors  I  will  be 
fi"|om-  very  humble  fcenant 

LetV  all  adopt  tLie  goldeii  rule,  i 

(  ''  I  will  ease  -is  oft  of  sorrow  :  ) 

T*  Pav  nn  WHAT  WIS  wam  to-paT, 
J^D  Tkdst  kot  ok  tux  mo&kow. 


M.*^ 


Bishop  Hall  quaintly  rcmiirks  :  "  For  er^tj  bci 
there  mi^bt  be  a  wors'e  ;  ami  when  one  hraks  lils 
kg,  let  lum  be  thankful  it  was  tot  hie  ucok.  *',' 


m 
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[^* 


The  Poor  Mechanic's  Child. 

Air  :    TSo  SoMier'«  Doy.  • ' 


One  mcrniric.  to  tlif  city 

'1  hrc."  tli.^  IJuf-t-end  1  »li'l  r-tmy  : 
I  hfnnl  a  .^wx-t  voiou  ninijinsj 

'I  I. IS  piiiipr'  lirt.K-  liiv  ■• 
'•  Ki;nl  frii'iiil.o,  on  iiic  tnko  piJy, 

(>!i  !  <TUi'  UK'  I'll!  a  ^Illile  — 
I've  uumf-nMl  fi'oiii  t!if  I  iir.t-en<l. 


A  poor  iijiclii:!;!'-'''  chilil. 


Kind  friend'',  itc. 


I  ti<iVei\  :  '■  tt!.!it  is  yoiir  fiiUier  ? 

And  |.r;ir  «!i<r.-  lir.s  lu"  i^one  ?  "       ,  -s    , 

"  A  ship'.vrhilit.  .-ir.  lie  niir-wtri'd  "i^-    >■ 

III  ucccf.t.;  nuitf  ixrlorn  :  i  '' 

His  woi-k  ivns  111  tlio  Kiist-ond,  •'■'  ?         ' 

1  lit  now  tilt Ti'  IS  iioiit^  tliec'  ; 
So  to  I'jok  f.>r  fi'od  for  iiiothcr  ■     ;. 

Kiil'sir'i'  l;f.<l  III  •:()  1  K~i.-«"!)<Te. 

i^  jjiHxl  Work  man  n;!.' Ttiy  fatlier, 

'io  liifi  oliiiilivn  nl«nyr'  kind  : 
Ile'8  staroluil  nil  l.nrnton  th'roiigh  and  through. 

iNo  iiiUir  o;vi  he  tiiid.  ■^ 

AVliHt  can  wf  (l).  how  can  liVe  f    ' 

Wr'vc  wiilkni  for  inniiy  IV  niile.  .    • 

Yet  iheiv'f.  no  one  will  take 'pity      .  ! 

Ou  a  poor  irt'eclianic's  cb^d.  • 

Once  wo  liad  in  p-ood  n  honite 

As  any  eliililren  could  ;  "        f 

But  mothers  had  to  sell  it. ' 

'Jo  buy  me  and  1  illy  food.  '  ^ 

Tn  the  richest  pity  in  the  world. 

Starvation  f-tares  us  wild  :  ,  •■ 

Oh  !  ye  that  have  the  riche#,  i-ave  '  . 

A  poor  mechanic's  child.  " 

I  looked,  and  thought  this  is  the  work 

Of  England's  rulers  great  : 
To  rob  the  poor  man  of  his  work,  "     . 

To  keep  tlie  rich  in  etate. 
Our  ^ot  men  must  have  hearts  like  stones.  , 

■|  heir  feelings  be  beeinled  :  «• 

They've  made  many  a  sorrowing  mother.       / 

Many  an  orphan  child. 


Come,  Landlord,  Fill  a  Flowing  BowL 

Come,  landlord,  fill  a  flowing  bowl, 
Until  it  dots  run  over  ;  *   , 

This  night  we'll  merry  be.  ;       .       • 

To-morrow  well  get  sober. 

Oome,  kndlwd,  ic  ^ 

He  that  drinks  strong  beer, 

'And  goes  to  bed  mellow. 
Lives  as  he  ought  to  live, 

And  dies  a  beorty  fellotw. 

Com*.  Up^llord,  A«. 

Brandy  curei  the  goat. 

The  cbolic,  and  the  phthysfe  ; 
So  it  is-to  all  men 

'I  he  very  best  of  physic. 

Come,  landlord,  4«. 

The  man  that  drinks  cold  water,  boys,  •. 

And  goe.s  to  bed  sober.  ..        .    "   ^    ' 

Falls,  a.-i  the  kaves  do  fall,  v. 

And  dies  in  October. 

Come,  landlord,  <t:c. , 

But  he  who  drinks  just  what  he  wants, 

And  gitetli  Imlf  Btas  over 
Will  live  until  f»e  dies,  perhaps, 

And  tuen  he  down  in  clover. 

(^me,  landlord,  <fcc. 

*   He  thftt  courts  a  pretty  girl, 

.^iid  co'iits  lur  for  his  pkftsure,  ;■' 
Ib  a  fool  if  he  i.iarry  ho/  ^    .  -       ' .."'  ■  . 

w  itliout  sU)itA  ($  treasure. 

:;  _;';;      Come,  landlord,  4c. 

So  now  lot  us  d«ne»  and  sing,  .^ 

Alid  drive  awuy  all  sorrow  ; 
'.-.•,  p.rhaps,  vtc  may  not 

...e*t  again  to-morrow. 

Come,  landlord,  &c. 

}fi.-m  iiiMJBiigBi 


Trifles  Light  as  Air. 

Eung  by  Hsrry  Clifton. 


It's  not  at  all  nn  easy  thins;  t«  keep  a  pleofcnt  face, 
When  sorrow  comet  and  makesi  the  world 

u  luost  uiiplrii^ani  pluce  ; 
Yet  sorrow  may  be  softened  by  a  sure  ii;id 

liiiipW  plan  — 
So  the  course  I  recommend  yoxi  i.-!  to  meet 

it  lih.'  a  man. 
Just  follow  my  ]ire«cr!ption'ns  ihv'  ciily 

eiiiv  fiir  care. 
And  you'll  lind  that  all  your  troubles  are 

but  ■•  rniKLKS  1.1'. iiv  .>s  .iin.  "' 

a 

'Tie  haAl  to  lose  one's  lady-love,  and  coldly 

get  the  sack  ; 
'Tin  hnnl  to  lend  u  pound  or  two  and  never 

get  it  back  ; 
'Tid  hard.  mIiou  some  relation  dien  and 

leaves  a  lengthy  will. 
To  find  yourself  ptit  «almly  down  for 

just  exactly  nil. 
Just  I'ollow.  in:. 

It's  anything  but  IKely  to  1>e  anytkin":  but  w.ll. 
When  crowds  of  eager  creditors  come  tugu'in;;' 

at  j'our  l-^ll  . 
And  it's  pleasant,  at  a  party  when  yo»u' 

nerves  are  p;oipg  wron^. 
To  be  a.sked,   "  as  quite  a  favor,  "  for  a 

Bcreauiing  comic  i^on;;. 

"*>  I  JUtt   follow,   »ll!. 


It's  awfully  delifjhtful  lo  bv  told  you're  getting;  titout. 
Or  when  you've  got  a  tooth-aelie,  to  be  urged 

to  have  it  out  : 
And  when  you  take  an  omnibn;".  it's 

more  refreshing  still 
To  find  yourself  at  Highbury  when  bound 

for  Notting-llill. 
Just  follow,  «tc. 

I've  suffered  mnnv  trials  in  the  course  of  my  career. 
And  found  it  haul  lo  sec  my  way  particularly  clear  ; 
But  I've  long  ago  discovend  that  tbo 

proper  thing  to  do. 
Is  to  go  and  act  precisely  as  I've  recommended  you. 
1  take  my  own  prescription  as  the  only 

cure  for  care. 
And  I  find  that  all  my  troubles  are 

but    '•  TRIFLES  LIGHT  AS  AIR.  " 


Answer  to  :  Love's  Chidings. 

Composed  und  Suae  by  John  J-  McOoaigla 
of  the  Wsdswertb  Varieties. 


I  will  not  try  thee. 
Neither  will  1  deny  thee  : 
And  I  will  not  fly  fi-om  tbee. 

Day  after  day. 
Cboroa.:    Yes.  I  have  feeling    ' 
To  see  tbee  kneeling, 
Tlw  love  ^e^■ealiOg, 
Day  after  day. 

Ytm  alone  T  love  dearly. 
And  ncftight  can  oheer  m*       • 
When  I'm  not  near  thee. 
Day  alter  day. 

Hfo  we  teed  not  sever 
To  be  parted  forever  : 
But  rn  endeavor 

To  meet  thee,  love,  again. 


Cboroa. 


Chonis. 


Roaming  by  the  Streamlet 

Written  by  J.  B.  L»wre«n-8nng  by  the  C.  0.  C.  Christy*!. 


Whilst  by  the  streamlet  roaming. 

What  sweet  thoughts  came  to  mo. 
As  I  watch  the  waters  foaming. 
When  waitins;,  love,  for  thee. 
The  evening  Ix-Us  now  ringing. 

So  merrily  and  clear. 
To  tell  the  hour  that's  bringing 
My  love  to  meet  me  here. 

Roaming  by  the  streamlet, 
Waiting,  love,  for  thee, 
Listning  for  the  footsteps 
Of  one  who  «om««  to  mo. 


Fair  nature's  now  reposing. 

And  Earth  in  grey  seems  dreit  : 
Each  flower  its  leaves  now  closing, 

'I  he  sun  has  sank  to  rest  : 
The  moon's  now  brightly  beaming, 

While  twinkling  stars  almve,         •  .  ■  . 
To  Uic  swm  fondly  gloaming 

With  joy  fo  *ee  my  love. 

I^ooming,  <to 

Some  faj  there  is  u  s.idnest  ■■•■':.  •;  ■ 

In  ill,-  <|iiiet  and  gentK*  i:iglit :    ;■.'•• 
But  1  \v»l,-onie  with  gladness 

'Ihe  beautiful  iiioonlislit  ;  »  .    ..■ 

The  Ftreamlet  waters,  foauii.ng  .::'•" 

At  night,  1  love  to  see.  .    " 

While  on  its  banki*  I'm  ronminET, 

And  waiting,  love,  for  tlue. 

lloatiiing,  «te. 


I'm  in  Love  with  Alice. 

Vi'ritten  euil  Sun;^  X-y  i.  Troivbriiljjs. 

I  never  thought,  v.litn  youa^,  ^ 

I  should  full  ill  li'Ve  ;  .     '   .- 

But  at  l;i~l  iiiy  lui.rt  i.s  won         >,•,,:. 

Bj- H  pr.'lty  lit; l'""  dove  : 
She's  the  doutflili'r  of  a  i'amicr. 

Lives  thirty  miles  away. 
When-  1  met  this  little  charmer. 
In  the  month  of  May. 

'Ihen  I'm  in  love  with  Alieo. 
.^'he's  !M!c!i  a  nice  ymiitt;  ^i.-l  : 
I  riailv  liiink  thai  .Mii-..-.  boy. 
Is  lit  lor  an}-  Earl  ; 
Yes,  I'm  in  love  with  .^lico, 
From  h«r  I'll  nevti-  p;irt. 
I  feel  fco  very  hai>py  thict. 
bhe  vloJe  away  my  iKart. 

Now  of  all  the  girls  I've  seen, 

And  ihaf'c  not  very  few, 
My  chamuT  U  the  cjncen, 

tjbe  is  6o  kind  and  tnic  ; 
I'm  sure  there  is  not  many  girls 

With  quality  to  rare.  •  .., 

Blue  eyes  with  teeth  like  pearls. 

And  rich  auburn  hair. 

'Ihen  I'm  in  love,  Ac. 

If  you  search,  1  will  he  bound 

There's  not  another  lass. 
For  twenty  miles  around. 

My  Alice  to  surpass. 
If  necessary,  1  would  give 

1  he  best  part  of  my  life, 
1{  the  rest  I  could  but  live 

With  Alice  for  my  wife. 

Then  Tm  in  lova,  «fce. 

Now  her  Pa.  a  nice  old  gent, 

And  well  to  do  in  life,     , 
Has  given  his  consent 

bbe  may  be  my  wife  :  '. 

I  know  sliis  dearly  loves  me. 

We  arc  eacli  other's  prido  :       • 
llieo  how  happy  1  shall  be 

■When  eh*  it  my  bride  I 

^  1  hen  Em  in  lore,  4e. 


_•«•. 


Stars  of  the  Summer  Night 

Words  bj-  Longfellow, 

Stars  of  the  summer  ni'^ht. 
Far  in  yon  azure  deeps. 

Hide,  hide  your  goKU  n  light : 
fehe  sleeps  I  uiy  lady  eli'eps  ! 

Moon  of  the  euir.mer  night. 
Far  down  yon  azure  steeps,' 

Sink,  sink  in  silver  light  : 
She  sleeps  !  my  laJy  ek<p3  ! 

:.-  Dreams  of  the  »rmm<r  right,  V 
,     ■      Tell  her  her  hirer  ki'e;.*  witi!! 
■.    'While,  in  slam'uers  liuht. 

She  sleeps  I  my  lady  tlecps  ! 


A  notorious  romancer  was  ti  lling  a  story  in  com- 
pany that  made  his  fnends  stare.  "  bid  you  iver 
hear  that  before  ?  "  said  he.  "  No,  aaid  one,  did 
you?  " 

mssaBmmsssssssssssssmsm 


TH£     SIIVO£R'8    JOIJRMAI^. 
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Take  Back  the  Heart. 

Tha  Mudc  of  thin  aons  ii  pnbllshrd  on  tb«  List  pae* 
of  tUe  proeeut  Kumber  uf  tlie  Uiuger'a  Journal. 


« 


i 


M 


Take  bock  the  heart  thftt  thou  gnvest  ; 

What  19  my  on]t;"i9h  to  tlic-  V 
Take  back  tli'e  freedom  thou  crav«st, 

l.eavin'^  the  fclters  to  in.-. 
Take  back  the  vows  tl:o«  h.'ist  s{)oken, 

¥Vmg  them  asiJ;'  and  1>h  fret;  ; 
fcniile  tier  cacli  piiifi;!  token, 

l-cavui;;  thii  torrow  forme. 
Drink  ile*  p  <>f  life's  fojid  illusion, 

(inzt;  on  thi  ftorni-ci<iud3  ana  flee 
iiwiftly,  IhroMyh  strife  and  confuj^ion,   . 

L».avin:^  t!i.' burdeu  to  nif. 

Then  wli.n  at  last  overtaken. 

'linn;  tlni!i->  i^"  fetters  o'er  thee,  . 

Come,  witli  a  trust  «till  un»hukeu, 

t'onie  (ack  n  eiiptive  to  me. 
Come  back,  in  wulnees  or  sorrow, 

OncB  more  my  darling  to  Ix;  :  ,   :' 
Came  Hf>  of  I'M,  love,  to  borrow    ■'       :. 

(5l:m|)MS  of  Miidight  from  nie.  i- X 
I.ove  bhall  redume  her  dominion,      ■ 

Mriviii^  no  more  to  l)e  free,  >^  '. 

When  on  iior  woild-weary  pinion 

ilics  l-uck  mv  lost  love  to  inc.  , 


1^ 


It's  Uanghty,  But  It's  Nice.        '  " 

iiUiig  hj  Arthur  Llojd. 

I  l<-vod  at  first  bitjlit — now  you've  heard— 

1  live  at  J-isson  throve  — 
A  lovely  girl  :  yes,  on  my  word  ! 

I  «as  ft  lucky  cove  ; 
Althousjh 'tis  true  ut  croquet 

•■^he'ii  ban  luy  partner  twice  ;  :  - 

W<<  love,  oh  :  ain't  it  naughty  ! 

A;;d  yet,  oh  !   ain't  it  nice  !  '   v 

;  .   •;:  ■       ^'o  one  can  cull  it  wicked, 
\Nor  yet  call  it  a  vice  ; 
:    -.     You  can  but  eay  it's  nuu;^li(y  ; 
It  may  Ix — but  it's  nice  1 

One  !<i;:ht.  T  wtnt  from  Liason  Grove 

To  K'o  if  t-h«  voiild  go 
To  walk  with  mo  and  talk  of  love. 

.\t  first  I'll';  frimpcrc<l  :   "■  2so  ! 
Then   "  Vt-s  "  replied — we  went  and  talked 

hove,  like  birds  of  I'aradis^e. 
She  eaivl  :   ••  'Twus  v.icked.  "   I  replied  : 

"  It's  naughty,  still  it's  nice  !  " 

Iso  one  can  call,  Ac 

My  arms  I'd  round  her  tajier  waist, 

Her  lovely  forhi  I  pressoil—  ;         ^,      ■ . 
ller  btanteoiis  faao  reclinn:g  y    /       ;„ 

Upon  my  manly  chett,  .  . ' 

I  kifstfod  her  twicely  on  her  lips, 

1  «ish  I'd  done  It  thrice —  ,  \- 

I  whisjiered  :  '•  (Jh  !  it's  nauijfhty,  " 

^hc  e.'jid  ;  "  It  is  so  nice  !  "  ' 

No  one  can  call,  &C. 

Mamma  she  nskcd  if  she  might  wed, 

lixit  ehe  exclnimcd  :  "  Oh,  dear  !    .' 
We  cannot  let  you  marry  Ned, 

Oh  !  not  for  many  a  j'car  : 
How  wicked  IwoulJ  be  pa  and  ma        ■:: 

And  home  to  sacrifice  !  "  %■: '. 

"  To  marry,  ma,  I  know,  paid  she 

It's  naughty,  still  it's  rice  !  "    ^ 

No  CDS  can  call,  Ac. 

Both  pa  and  ma  consented,  now  , 

In  two  years  mine  she'll  be  :    > 
!?o  now  I've  given  all  my  plaos, 

I  hope  you'll  give  to  me 
Applause  ironi  you.  bt)th  one  Bn<l  «!!,    ■ 

1  hope  this  will  intice —  .,.'..;       .  :» 

It  naughty  is  to  nok,  -- 

But  to  get  it  it's  very  nice  I    ^X  .V  ...        ^ 
^o  one  cim  cal),  Ac. 


Golden  Showers. 

Written  ."vnd  conippsecl  by  Jis.  Maas.  the  WRll-kcowD 

CO  i.eUiau  —  And  ban;  ii'  "U  tie  JliustroJs'  TbeftCrcs  in 

iJew-York  City. 

The  Mnsic  c«D  1>a  obtninnd  at  the  Mniic-Store  of 
Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Co  ,  547  &  863  Broad  way.  New- To;  k. 
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The  horn  of  plenty's  l'lov.ing,  Idowing,  blowing:, 
roinpi-y  aiii  a-crowing.  crov.iug,  crowing,  lioney  ; 
Silver  streams  am  flowing,  flowing,  flowing, 
:.    Golden  showers  falling  down  :  :^ 

■     "  Liza  Jane  has  come  to  town.  :':■;-        • 

CIIOUIS.  -^    "V 

I  feel  so  nice,  I  tell  vou,  Soney  : 
La£ses  nothing  I'm  like  honey.         '.      ,.. 
■    1  ickle  me,  1  feel  so  funny.  ;    ' 

1  colaps  a-part.  ;  ;  • 

Clouds  of  glory  hanging  high, 

And  little  cherubinis  are  singing  in  the  chorus  : 
Don't  come  near  ine,  don't  come  iiigh, 
'i'hey're  bound  for  to  adore  us. 

'1  he  horn  of  plenty's,  «tc. 

Miss  Liza's  got  a  baby,  baby,  baby. 

8ay  Pom^K-y  ketp  that  shady,  thady,  shady  honey 

bhe'fe  talking  like  a  lady,  lady,  lady — 

Golden  showers  falling  down,  - 

:■  .    Liza  Jane  has  come  to  town. 

CiiOltVS. 

I  foci  so  nice,  I  tell  vou.  Soney  :        •"       ;    "  - 
:  Lasses  nothing  I'm  like  hon^^y,  ,      J 

'lickle  n;e,  1  feel  so  funny,  ■  •■.  :. 

I  colaps  a-part.  ,  ,■  ;  '  '  ,;    ;. 

Clouds  of  glory  hanging  high. 

And  little  elierulnms  are  singing  in  the  chorus  : 
Don't  come  near  me,  don't  come  nigh, 

They're  bound  for  to  adore  us.  .    '  .; .        . " 

The  horn  of  plenty's,  iie. 


Little  Feet  so  White  and  Fair. 


Avoid  hypocrisy,  my  dear  boys,  in  all  its  moods 
and  tenses  :  11  you  think  u  man  is  a  fojl,  tell  him 
ao,  unless  be  is  bigger  than  yoftnelf. 

Kuep  yoor  couatenance  open  and  joor  tb9Bgb  ts  thtit. 


Little  feet  so  white  and  fair,  '    '.        , 

Pattering  o'er  the  pavements  bare. 
Childish  voices  that  shoidd  be  glad. 
Now  so  broken,  thin  and  ead  : 
Ganuents  reaching  to  the  knees, 
fluttering  in  the  wintry  breeze,  ■    J 

•Ilt-aven  keep  thy  form  from  danger,  *.   ' 

l^ittle  houseless,  homeless  stranger.  : 

Chorus  :     Little  feet  so  white  and  fair. 

Pattering  o'er  the  jiavenients  bare, 
Heaven  keep  thy  form  from  danger, 
Little  houseless,  homeless  stranger. 

When  the  fiercest  winds  do  blow,  v. 

W  hen  comes  down  l>ecember'8  snow, 

When  the  birds  on  swift  wings  roam  ;,     '    ' 

'Ihrough  their  sunny  southern  home. 

When  the  proud,  and  rich,  and  great, 

Live,  and  walk,  and  ride  in  state, 

Heaven  dry  thine  eyes  from  weeping, 

Angels  Lave  thee  iu  their  keeping. 

Little  feet  so  white,  6i(t. 


0  Lady  Fair!    ;  -^ 

Through  all  the  golden-tinted  hours,     ' 

I  dream,  O  lady  fair  !  of  thee  ; 
While  love's  sweet  magic  buUdeth  towers,  ..'■■ 

The  home  of  thy  dear  heart  to  l>e.   , 
Chorus  :     O  lady  fair — 0  lady  fair  !   - 

Of  thee,  of  thee  I'm  dreaming. 

^  I  dream  of  thee.  0  lady  fair  ! 

NVhen  night  puts  on  her  starry  crown, 
And  fills  the  measures  of  the  air 
With  notes  of  music  all  her  own.  '= 

-,/..  ..■.■;^;;  •-■..-•..'.;;:  •■  .  O  lady  fair!  Ac. 

When  whitc-browed  mom  tlie  heaven  ascends 

In  splendor  of  her  robes  of  light, 
Uer  radiance  with  my  dreaming  blends. 

And  still  thy  face  doth  bless  my  Fight. 

O  lady  fair  !  &c. 

And  while  I  dream,  0  lady  fojr  * 
]'!arth  lies  a  landscape  in  the  sun. 

Which  never  storm  nor  frost  may  dare 
With  blighting  curse  to  fall  niton. 

Oladyiiiir!  &«. 


K 


:  Wh4t|  a  Wonderful  World  it  would  Be  1 

I've  soo*i  life  in  its  chacpe"!,  in  (owns,  Iqw  and  bifk. 

An  I  KoKxr  vihnt  ii  ic  to  bf  sail  : 
Bat  I  finl  that  Its  W.lcr  to  1;  ii^h  than  toory. 

And  :il*«y«  take  nooJ  with  tho  Lad. 
I  can  lobl  at  Iho  world  and  find  p  euty  libo  u:». 

With  ^iltlo  oruo'.biu^  In  piiise  : 
Ir'or.  nolii  atler  hovr  u  retrhtd  and  poor  I  niay  t9, 
i  Ciiu  plways  lliid  Goninloily  wo^fe, 

ji'-y  ihoii  to  s:iiiie   I  ever  1.0  e.-'d      i 
Whatever  your  slutioii  inay  Ix; :  [ 
1  we  rtould  K-ar  nur  xurtowsand  6nly  ba  (lad,  ■ 
What  u  wcaJeiful  world  !t  wouhl  l.:i  \.  . 

lenvy  Jlolnian  tho' jrrcat  bo  ii;av  be.  I 

Nor  litter  my  ffflUuf;!;  too  rash  :  | 

I'ur.  I  kii<|»'  H:at  boiu  fliml'  to  t!:e  top  of  tj.c  tree,  <• 

And  ot'ien  come  down  wit'u  a  crash. 
If  my  E«lkhl'or  is  poor  I  open  tho  door.     ■ 

And.  itf.  c^iii   Rive  iiJni  some  help  : 
I'or,  I  kiuw  very  well  I  uever  can  tell- 

How  aOAn  I  uil^ht  w;iut  U  lujBcif.  ' 

I   I  Try  thru  to  suiilt,  &a. 

TliPn  navftr  say  die — for.  wn  never rsn  bey 

That  t^diisurd  called  hcaHli  jvrth  oiir  poHBds  ; 
Ihere  is  i^mtiy  a  i^ing.  to  be  happy  as  1. 

WouKl  iivo  i;p  hi*  kiuauoiu  and  cro«Ti. 
Tliore  afe^princes  uh  \vc;1.  with  uje  yon'jl  agree. 

Now  pwtiic'  !i  d-it  of  rcM  ortio  : 
And  if  oBijrarisocirils  \vci<^  :,g  happy  as  wet 

They  fdver  would  haut  u  divuice  '  ^ 

\  J  Try  then  to  smUe.  he. 

Kever  hpid  down  your  faca.1.  lie  happy  instra  Ji 

Bid  y<iii|-  cares  and  your  troulilea  Ihj  coufc — 
There's  piany  a  dark  Mid  sbado»-y  lilght 

Mal;e9  *ay  for  .i  brigh'  sunny  ii.orn. 
If  your  friends  st-e  you're  ji.  or.  aud  they  knoci^at  tlH  djor, 

Aud  ypU  in  your  poverty  sii;h  — 
They'll  t'ike  thinsB  quite  cool   as  a  Kfutr^l  rule. 

And  t^\\  you  they'll  call  by-aud-hy. 

Try  t:irti  to  smile.  &e. 
_ -^  <•>  .^ 

Mary  Had  a  Little  Lamb. 

liary  h.id  a  iittlo  lamb.  I 

Jts  fleece  was  as  while  as  snolw  : 

4  had  no  wool  on  the  to;>  of  itii  head — 
The  place  where  the  wool  oiiglit  to  grow. 

Iary  iKtd  a  litile  iamb. 

And  snow  white  was  its  fleece  : 

c  boiled  it  down  in  a  big  sauQe-pan, 

And  sold  it  for  axle  grease. 

ry  had  a  little  lamb. 
^he  fed  him  very  freely,    ■> 
id  then  she  told  him  to  •'  go  Iwert  "—    ' 
Ly  advice  of  Horace  Greeley. 

ry  had  n  little  lamb.  1 

She  took  hiiii  to  a  ball  :  ;      -^ 

ley  nskcd  him  what  his  nnmeVss^ 
lie  said  'twas  O.  K.  iJall.        i     * 

iry  had  a  littls  lamb.  i 

She  called  it  iicr  jirecious  dearie  : 
in  Fisk  bought  it  and  water. d  tiie  stock. 
And  noM'  it  s  I'riuee  of  Kri,-. 

I  try  had  a  little  lamb,  j 

'liie  jirettiest  in  the  town  : 
Jut  Laura  Kecne  did  onvy  Inr. 

And  so  'twas  '•  llunttd  Downt.  " 

']  lis  made  the  lamb  hato  I^uni  Miuch, 
And  wande.r  o'er  the  Park        < 
fc  lonesome  like,  and  never  carcjd 
I'o  l)e  out  ••  After  Lark.  "       ! 

ATj  ha<l  a 'little  lamb. 
He  was  captured  l)y  a  tanner, 
lio  turnetl  hiiu  into  sheepskin-i— 
•  Tliflt's  what's  the  matter  wjfh  IlannaJi. 

'i  \ry  had  a  little  land),  j 

His  fleece  was— (  that's  too  titin'— 

lit  whenever  Jlcry  took  a  walk. 
Ihe  lamb  was  '•  counted  in.  " 

lie  took  hiin  to  the  Ferry, 

[  The  darling  little  cnulure  ) 
i  Uid  sailed  tieross  the  liriny  dct-jk 

lo  the  land  of  Urotlitr  i-ieeclj^jr. 

But  when  she  reached  that  far  off  tliorc, 
j   She  was  striously  ularined  : 
fiT,  she  couldn't  lind  a  woman  thcni. 
And  all  tlie  men  w^ire  armed. 

MiTK. 

1  IP  manner  of  this  lamb's  death 

illas  been  varioutly  £Vat<;d  : 
I  it  the  above,  yot^  c«n  depend  n}>on, 
,1s  Dot  cx-ag  ge-ro-tc«l — 

i — ____ __ ■ 
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TAKE  BACK  THE  HEART. 


CLARIBEL. 


:isz-aL±:f!zziz 
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1.  Take  back  tlio  heai't  tliat  llioii  ga     -     vast, 
".  Then  when  at  lait    o-  ver  -  ta     -     kca, 


W-=t 


•^•4     !••■'•*•■     i-.«2..rtt 


$^- 


::a:r:: 
...  .:•(; 


Wuat  13    nij'    an-guioii  to    lUcc. 
Time  flings  ita   ftt-terM  ocrtheo. 


'Cnko  bR<'k  Ihc  fr.?c-(loai  thon  oiu      -     voat, 
Coin'5 '.vith    s.  triist  strli    nn-shak     -     -    on. 
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19^ 

Loa\-ii)g  1:10    fei-Jcr.-!  t.>      mj.. 
C.v.mUa«k:i    c&;>tivj  to     mo  4. 
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.  .  .  •       t'>»i;io    »v<    of      olrl,  lo'.'i\  in  .' 


Take  back  tlxr  voti'S  thou  lia.';t    vpo 
Ckirco  l-atk    i:i    fuiI-  n<  sr,  p.iul      .vcr 


l:-n. 
rair. 


•jiiiiff  th.oin  :i  -  siiVj  p.ud  V.o      fr. 
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l>or    - 


::"n. 

r  )\r 


LcaT-inf(    tho    r«or  -  vow    f<>v      Sir 
O'.inni-^os    <if      •am-light  frosa    »r.\ 


Eg. 


•.    ■ '  • 


.  I>/ii!k  il<v.M   o*  lifo'f.  r.)ii;.l  il    -  l:i 
L.)Y )  s^vjU  rj-;.umo  5;cr   do  -  laih 


noxt. 


*— I — ^• 

(*:iZO  <y.\ 


G:iZo  <y.\  tho 
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stonn-cloud  aad  lleo Swift-  ly  tlirf'  .^trif.T  .-.n  t  e>":i  -  i\i 

more    to     be      free When    on   Ikt  vrorJil-wM ♦>•;•'     pin 


6lf>;i,  Ii'>xr-iag    tUa   bur-den    to      me. 

itn.  Flips  back  ray  lost  love    to      me. 


more    to      nc      irce \>Jicii    on    itt  vrorji'-v.'M-.^".      ym        .        n»  i.  x ut^s  oacx  ray  loss  love     lo       me.  .  .  .   ;  i 
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Mt%  HfiJVirY  1>E  1IIARSA]V'S  HEW  COlffIC  Ar¥i>  SETTIiriEIVrAI. 


SINdEK'S 


Containini^  all  the  most  popular  Songs  of  the  day. 


:  ^^    OUR  AGEKxs. 

BOSTON.     (  Mass.  )     J.    W.    SUERM.AN, 

i  nukii,  Statmiifry,   Newa-Faprn,  No.  ]lt> 

CambrkJ^*'  .Strts:t. 
I'HILADKLI'HIA.  (  Pa.)  .^.  W.   AUNEiJ, 

JoK-I'rinter    and    N.iig-l'ublislier,   S.    W. 

CornjfF  of  KlcTeutU  and  Market  Mrvtls. 
CINCINNATI.    (Ohio.)   1'.   IIARJLaUM. 

Nfw.i-SUiud,  Viuc  r?trott,  0|»p<>eitc  I'obI- 

^  >ffice. 

NEWARK.    (N.J.)    11.  M.  WILI)M.\N. 

Ntwa- .Agent,    252    Slarket   Struct,    Ixiiivccii 
l4iwr«nee  and  Mull>erry. 
IIOCHKSTER.  (  N.  Y. )  W.  T.  MACaUJ.EV. 
Ne«v»-I>«alpr  and  Stationer,  No.  u  Nortlt 
Clinton  Stre<*t. 

I^KIKOIT.  (  Micli.  )  J.  F.  MACAULKV, 
Stationer  and  News -Dealer,'  07  J«lffrson 
Avtiiiivs.  '..    . 


Our  CoQcett-Boom. 


*mv;i^^ 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 

Miss  Amanda  W —  I'liiliuklpliia—  Vimr 
liwintil'iil  ooiiinosition  has  lM'«"n  ivceivctJ.  an. I 
we  ttliall  piihlieh  it  in  our  next  NumWr  under 
the  tilltf  of  your  own  clioioe. 

All  .^ontj»  »cni  for  Piiblieattoa  must  Im?  written 
Very  el.-ar  and  pl»wn~We  receive,  almost  every 
day.  e<>pi«f.  of  souss  that  seem  to  up  very  tro<>>l 
fo  fur  lift  idea*  and  style  ore  coneemed,  fmt  tli«     | 
wrilint:  i»  »o  |>oor  that  we  are  ol.lig.-d  to  <lis«ard     I 
tlifiii  on  ttoeouiil  of  mir  inability  t')  rea<l  portions     i 
of  llioni.  1 


N   As  through  thp  World  you  fio 
AFPLKS  FOrR-A-PKNNY 
Jtaukt;  of  the  Old  Tennessee 

The  ItLIND  GIRL 
ryucy-Island 
KLDERLV  RE  ATT 
Klhie  pathers  flowers  in  Heaven 
FALSK  ALRERTINA 
le  Tew  Feet  of  Clay  *:  .. 

Th«  FI.OWKR  .SHE  LOVES 

(iood-NiKht  !  'V    ■ 

Hiiut  the  RuHalo  :  ortho 

Raiiki!  of  (Lf  Pleasiuif  Ohio 
TIuW  peal  on  peal  Thnnder  Rolls 

Tlio  HERO  OF  CHAMPAONK 
Hope  for  the  Rc«t 
I  wi>«h  Miy  iSally  could  nea  lue  now 
I'M  A  MODKJ^  PAGE 
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Songs  and  Music  for  the  HiliioD. 


COi^TEiVTS. 

It's  JH.st  as  well  to  tnke  things 

in  a  t|uiot  .sort  wf  way 
Just  so,  you  know  :  or  a.s  if 

as  how  we  could 
Jolly  Joe.  tlie  Hero  <>f  iH-llevne  Jail 

The  JOY  OF  LOVING  THEE 

Kitty,  the  (Jariiekeej>t:r"«  DauijliUT 

LET  i:s  RE  JOLLY         .   .  , 
Lovo'.s  Request 
Mangliug  done  here  :  or 

Pretty  Polly  Rangle 
Meet  Me  in  the  Alley,  Dear 
My  liitilc  Runch  of  Roses;  -^  • 
Ni)  JLL-FP.ELTNG 

<)iit  <if  the  Fryiiiij-1'an  into  the  Fiiv 
PanKly  on  :  Rroken  Down 
PRETTY  RO.SALINK- 
Spar4cHng  i^Io.scllc 


494 

400 
4a 
494 

.491 

490 

m 

490 
491 


GENERAL   NOTICE. 


All     Coniniunieutiona    must    Ite   addn-SMd    tu 

SENRY  D£  XARSAN,  Pnblifther, 
No.  60  Clmtlmm  .'■'treet,  New-Vork. 
e  do  not  undertake  to  rt- turn  injected  Mil'^, 
I  answer  by  I'ont. 
Koch  NnniWr  will  contain  a  Collection    of 
iiioNt  I'opular  SongK,  Sung  in  tlie  Ibealres, 
t  )i>«r»- 1 1  ou8e8  n  nil  Concert-Koonis  of  the  U  nited- 
>ti«(<-s  ond  (•reat-brttoin. 


p4: 


HENRY  1)£  MAR8AN, 

iMier  of  Songs,  ^ong-Book«  und  loy-l  <.i»Uii. 

Comic  and  Sentimental  Yalentines* 
Motto-Yertes, 
Stationery, 

FlayiDg*Cardi, 


AS  > 


OTHER  CHE.\P  AIITICIES  lOU   lUi:  lRAt>E. 


•ITIE  OLD  OUKilXAl.  SONn-l»E»'Or  : 

60  Chatham  Street.  First  Ilovr. 
OljliosiTK  AVILLIAM  STRKKT,  NKW -V.nK. 
I'ihis  House,  c-iitalili.'-lMMl  more  than  2J  y.'lirh. 
if  the  oldet't  l'ubli>ii)n»'-l'>tjililiriiuielit  of  tli.- 
kiii|l,  and.Uie  tirft  that  iiiVr>Klu«<d.  iii  tli<- 
L'|>iu-d->Stateii,  tlx;  publiiihing  of  the  penny-^llect 
^'viigs  and  liulladfi.  for  the  benefit  of  the  tuillion. 

()ver  '2.bOO  diffefpnt  Svnffs  alwayti  on  hand. 

be  Singer's  Journal  i«  I'nWtKlied  Monthly. 

ingle  Coj»iea  Two  t'-«nts — and  Five  l\-ot«. 
fii4  of  To-stage,  when  Bent  \>eT  Mail— Snbfcrip- 
tihis  jx-r  Venr  Fifty  Cents  and  1  v.«  nty  >■  ive 
ti-its  for  Six  Month.'. 

j  I  We  have  always  oft  hand  copies  of  all 

tlid   Nnnibers  of  the    Singer's    Jouniol   from  ; 
i^o^  1  t*)  10  and  from  15  to  6«. 


m^u  -.| 
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490 
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491 
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1  WEETER  THAN  A  PEACH 
'  "houghttt  of  Happy  Days 
l]e*oh  nie,  dearest,  how.  to  lore  tliee 

EACH  ME  TO  FORGKT 

Ithou^h  we  fond  Men  all  I'eauties  woo 

JP  IN  THE  MONUMENT 
''Vaiting  in  the   Garden 

VHEN  THE  ROSES  RLOAV 
'  Vhy  then  for  such  loving  care  'i 
'  Vhcre  Flowers  Bjn.sh  and  ninom  495 
^li'herc  the  Woodbine  Twineth      495 

YIDOAV.  MACHREE  495 

'Vhcn  the  Corn  i.s 

Waving,  Annie — Music      49^> 

■  ■•■  »       I  ■*■.' 

lie  take  the  liberty  to  Kpuiind  our  Cnrtoitwra, 
principally  those  fixNii  the  Cmintry.  that  im»r-fi»m 
•of  biisinvsa  i»  at  No  <M  (  «««t  CI  )  Ghotlian)  >t4y»t, 
Up-SMira,  First  FloAr. 


m 


490 


TH£     SIIVO£R'8    JOrRI^AIi. 


'■ii 


Jmt  io,  Y^u  KoQW  :      ^^ , 

"  Olt   AS  TV  AS  now   WK  COTLD. 

W'rttt.ii  l.y  J.  U   I,a  .re.  u  -Sun;;  by  H»rry  Wngett. 


YkU  nil  kliuftl^t  «-.>.^Ai.n  f.-»l  ^ 

Jll-t  ^•<),   VKK 

]><>  x|tttcniiii;{  v.-  ••iiijljt  ^«>t  to  do  :  , 

■llfli.-.  il' irt;  ..Illy  ^wMil.  ^-  ^, 

Mr^i  urt^jTMt  uupySM  >M'iikl  iiolTstop, 
Jul  w,  ymi  kaew.  ujt'  I  couUI, 
i  li«>M,  iiaCdwr.',  Um  qNri>ti.>ii  i>on. 
And  I  f<-ll  us  ifu^  liow  I  fiml.l, 
Vv'K,  ju8t  u^  it  us  how  I  woiiKI, 
Jutit  *«.!,  jou  kikow,  or  Itow  we  should, 
Wlii-it  wf  feel  a^it'uit  huw  wc  coolJ. 

I  m^t  nij  fitii-  one  ut  ii  I'.nll, 

And  Hqii.'riced  lier  liiiii.l — just  to,  }'ou  know — 

I'lil  I'uan.l  Diit  I  viiiii  Muiiib^r  two. 
I'ur,  wlieii  r<l  duiic'cd  till  out  of  t.lHutli, 

'fo  »uj>  it  NVH'S  juHt  time  to  g^o  :  •  ' 

A  oUai)  walks  up,  hti<-  takes  hit)  ami, 

AuU  oil'  lUoy  yo-  ju»t  BO,  you  know — 

And  1  flit  «tc. 

An  oM  i^irl  to  tlio  f^nj.fXT  l.ooiii 

I  liud  to  tnkc  und  on  lirr  wuit. 
While  her  «|M>u!'e,  tUt-  Major,  i^UxkI 

And  eyed  nu.-  in  u  jcaluu-*  htatti  ; 
fc'o  when  llie  I  nilie.s  hnd  retired, 

'i'lie  Mujor'ti  laee  Heeliiod  in  u  glow, 

lie  said  ;  "  You've  made  love  to  my  wife,  " 
i\nd  down  1  went — ^juct  no,  you  know — • 

Aud  I  felt,  &<.: 

I  foand  he'd  blackened  both  my  eyes  : 

>o  ran  down  etairi^  into  tli«!  Htretit,  > 

And  ntver  ctopped  till  i  found  out 

I'l^ knocked  a  Uobby  otf  hiri  b<at — 
W  bo  in  a  rage  then  said  to  u\e  : 

'•  Fur  this  aKsitult,  witli  iiic  you'll  go  :  " 
Then  took  Hie  to  the  iJtation-Houso, 

And  locked  me  up— ju«t  to,  yoa  know. 

And  1  felt,  itc. 

The  Ma{;istratc,  next  mornin!^,  t^aid  :. 

"  It  was  a  Very  grievous  fault. 
To  have  black  eye*,  and  run  en  fast,     ' 

And  the  |>oliceiiiun  to  assault  : 
Five  poundi  i«  what  youMl  have  to  pay, 

And  hoi>e  that  now  you'll  wiiKT  grow.  " 
I  paid  the  lino,  got  in  a  cab, 

>Veut  huuiu  to  bed — just  uo,  you  know. 
r  •■  ...;.'       Andl  felt.  Ac.  f 


-i.'. 


Waiting  in  the  Garden. 

VCrittcu  mil  SauK  \>j  (i.  Ilerbet't. 


ThonghtB  of  Hap^  Daj«. 

Wo  have  jiart«^l,  aye.  forever. 

ijfilt,in'4,  nm-tiiig  nevir  mor*  ; 
Yet  w<  n.-'ei'oaii  wholly  sev.-r 

Tboaghts  of  happy  days  of  yoR. 
Life  wna  bright  with  hopes  so  gulden, 
Ri|>«ning  but  «ilh  nieiirrics  aweet. 
And  the  blissful ■pn>t  i.i  iiolden  > 

Gladly,  tliouoh  >io  iiii>r.'  we  meet. 
Ciionu  :     W« fcuvi  parted,  aye,  f .r.vcr, 

M^etiiiir.  liiecliiig  MKer  more  ; 
"~  Y<  t  w.'  ne'er  <'an  wholly   sever 

'1  hoiiijhu  of  hu|.py  (lays  of  yore. 

Thou  wilt  ncvcif  nuct  nie.  never, 

Witli  til}' s«<k't  and  joyous  fuec, 
IJeaimni:;  with  it  i^lu'l  (iiinl.'  ever, 

'1  hat  thi'  aiit'.'.l-  loVe  to  tiaee  ; 
Never  nion- thy  voice  of  ulndnees 

>li:il!  unite  our  y.-arniiig  heurt.s  ; 
No,  the  future  luiM  but  hudnesu, 

And  no  ray  «>f  Iio|m'  imparts. 
■  ••>  ^ 

Parody  ou  :  Broken  Down. 

.  Sung  by  Uaiiiel  Ciirrku. 


Chorus. 


Rb 


'Twaa  waiting  in  tko  garden,  down  be8i<l.>  a  ^tilo. 
I  met  a  little  maiden  with  a  winning  siiiili'  : 
}lcr  ohtH'ks  weA!  like  the  roiten,  r^unuy  golden  hair, 
Tevth  of  pearly  whiteIle^8,  fairest  of  tho  fair. 

SptiKrx  :     And   I   met  that  charming  creature 
JuAt  as  I  was  — 

Waiting  in  the  garilen.  down  Unhide  the  etilc. 
Fur  a  liwie  inuideii  with  ii  winning  sniilu  : 
Nothing  else  oan  cheer  me,  now  I  fe«l  so  gay, 
S>iiicc'  luy  darling  l.mmacHiiieuud  stole  uiy  heart  awny. 

We  strolled  along  together,  many  things  discussed  ; 
I  aaketl  hrr  if  rhe  lo\ed  me,  if  in  me  she'd  trust  f 
bhe  blush..d  and  looked  t-o  roguiith.  saying 

with  a  smile  : 
"  To-inorrow  night,  at  iN>ven.  iiuM't  mc  at  tlio  utile.  " 
Waiting  in  the  garden,  ite. 

Tliooe  fuselnating  glan«ea  wove  on  me  a  spell 
I  Wvo  her  Very  dearly,  more  than  I  can  tell- 
£>h  !  uharming  little  creature,  heart  so  free 

from  guile, 
1  have  something  8We«'t  to  tell  yod,  down 

beaide  the  stile. 
HpoKK.y  :  liut  it'i  rfl  up  now  :  die  liolte*!  with 
a  Miti.ly  man,  I  dou't  bolieva  i  shall  ever  see  her 
more  ;  if  I  do  nie«t  Uiat  fair  creature  again,  why, 
l-aha^l  pfouuae,  and,  if  ac««pt«d,  I  sliall  invita  you 
to  a  J«w's  dinner  in  I'ettiooat- Lane — J>ut  1  foreot 
I  most  b«  olf  to  see  if  she  will  retunt  to  me  whuat — 
Waiting  in  the  garden,  <S:c. 
■■gjiuy  ■jfcoJattMfawMtKyhiiafti  i.T    •    I    iiwMfffuri'^ 


What  legions  af  frieml '  always  bless  H9, 

When  gulden  sutfue^s  Iiglit.4  our  way  ! 
How  they  (imile  and  softly  a<ldres»  us, 

So  cordial  geHxI-humored  ami  gay  ! 
But,  oh  !  when  the  mn  of  prosperity 

llutii  set— tlieu  liow  (piickly  tluy  frown —  » 
Ami  rrv  out,  in  tunes  of  severity  : 

"  Kiclc  the  uian,  don't  you  sws  he  is  down  ?  " 

What  though  when  you  know  not  a  aorrow. 

Your  heart  was  as  o|K>n  as  ilay. 
And  your  "  friends,  "  when  Uiey  wanted  to  borrow, 

You'd  oblige — and  ne'er  ask  thciu  to  "  pay  "— 
What  though  not  a  soul  yon  e'er  Klightcd, 

As  you  meandered  abotit  through  tli«  town  : ' 
Your  "  friends  "  Wcomo  very  neur-higbti-d, 

And  don't  seem  to  se«  you,  when  dowi» — 

When  you're  '■  up,  "  you  are  loudly  exalted. 

And  traders  all  eiiig  out  your  praise  : 
When  you're  down,  you  luive  greatly  defaulted,   • 

And  they  nally  "  <lon't  Cancy  your  ways.  " 
Your  style  was  "  tip  top  "  when  you'd  money, 

.So  sings  every  sucker  ond  clown  ; 
But  now  'tis  fcxeetiiiiii;!}'  funny — 

Things  are  altered,  becauscTyou  are  down — 

Oh  !  give  Jiic  the  heart  that  forever 

Is  fr.H' from  the  world's  selfish  rust,  " 

And  tlie  soul  whose  bigb  noble  endeavor 

Is  to  raise  fallun  man  from  th»  dust  ; 
And  when  in  adNTersity's  ocean 

A  victim  is  likidy  to  drown. 
All  hail  t.i  til.'  I'rieml  whose  <l.votion 

Will  lift  up  u  man  whiii  he's  "  down  !  " 


Banks  of  the  Old  Tennessee. 


t 


UUg  by  Frank  Luui. 


Oh  !  tbfn.  who  lias  not  lieord  of  l.Acly  Dinah, 

1  hut  lived  at  the  foot  of  the  hill, 
in  the  sly  little  nook,  by  the  bubbling  brook, 

'Ibat  t'uriK-d  tho  wlH-el  of  the  mill  t 
Chorus  ;     On  the  banks  of  the  oM  Tennessee, 
On  the  banks  of  the  old  Tennessee  : 
'J'ogetlier  we  strayed,  in  the  notmday  shade, 
Ou  the  lianks  of  tliv  old  Tennessee. 

01dnna*aa  to  ul  darkies  wa.>«  good. 

Old  missus  she  was  kind  : 
She  says  no  other  .larkey  lure 

should  marry  lovely  l)u\v.  -/,        Chorus. 

C)h  !  it's  now  me  and  l)ine  wc  are  one. 

We  are  going  to  live  together  ; 
No  ilarkey  now  can  [uirt  us  — 

For,  wc  liavti  tied  the  knot  for  ever.         Ctaoruf. 

A  disgusted  critic,  writing  iij^n  the  names  and 
aubjects  chosen  for  some  of  the  wonld-be-jtopular 
•entinieutal  songs,  suggtMits  "  Make  over  luy  'irow- 
aart  for  Little  Lubby,  "  as  a  good  name  for  song 
and  chorus. 

."■■■II         ■      ^1.  til      m       iji      |H.^Mfcii..^Jfliiw»^^fc^pi—    "^Tawi^ 


Mangling  fiene  Here :  Or  fm%y  Folly  Bangle. 

WrlUcu  kU.l  Coliipose.l  lij  Ci.  W.    UuuL 

Sung  bj  Victor  I.UtO(k.       ,  |    ',- 

Fas  a  tfiwer  e«l  4ewn  <» tka  Mnom  otiny  jotilki 

Aud  all  tlirouKh  a  Uauiaai  «rtM  <;,  .<k«  iii.t  (lie  Irwh  : 
lu  II  still:;  little  hOusu  IITed  (B«i  uiio  Itielil  ik-sr 
AiiA  over  Iho  door  it  said  I  ♦•  Man:,'I»»y  duuo  lioro.  " 

Wbenerer  I  paaa4«I,  |ittl^  Pdli.r  I  itaoo  j       - 

^•lurniiii!  harm^Kle.  w|ilca'<|nlto^au:<lv4  n)%        J 
To  tbinfc  aii^hatrket  bunds  aoali  li»ril«i.rk  (s4tre<l, 
Aad  tlMs  'IWM  I-love  I  her.  «n4  Houjd  u  t  be  eared. 
Pratt;  Polly  Baaif  la 
used  to  tarn  a  mauKle. 
But  rhe'a  void  bcr  old  iiiauula  and  bouvht  a  idaBO. 
Aud  luarrled  the  Marquis  ul  C«iudru  'i'o»u.      j^- 

Oao  day.  I  spoke  to  her.  with  leva  did  I  bam.  t  \l'    ' 

Kai.l  1  :  "  yuu  Imjk  lined,  lulsa,  let-iu*  have  a  tiifB,>4j'^ 
Hlic  amileii  aconaeiit,  aud  to  work  I  did  gu,  *  T 

li.iw  loug  I  «raa  at  It  I  really  don  t  know. 
1  so  u  (alt  fatlRued.  but  I  didn't  care.      ,  ^  ,_  .,^'  i^^m^v 

I'd  have  tnmed  for  a  luonth  h.r  sweet  preamcn  to  tliara  j  ' 
At  i.iat  fell  ou  u>y  kueca  aud.  wblle  on-ihe  ttiA>r, 
I  told  her  I  luved  her  aud  would  cvcriuoie. 

Pretty  roily  baoBle  i 

Uaed  to  turn  a  injugle.  .-l.-.- 

Bat  slie'a  aold  ber  old  iiiaudle  ami  ItondhI  a  t>ttDO. 

Aud  Uiarrled  tbe  Uarquia  of  \Vhilevl>a)j«l  Ituad. 

I'd  go  tbero  every  day,  and  I'd  turn  for  my  life  ; 
At  length  aba  conaeoted  that  she'd  be  my  wife  . 
I  was  happy  until  I  was  told,  one  iiu.l  day. 
Son, a  cue  elae  turnod  her  luautile  when  1  was  away. 
I  told  pretty  Polly  the  tale  i  h.d  boant. 
She  aaid  :  *■  Twai  nxlekclus  b'.rlul.  babaurd  " 
Raid  I  :    '  I've  your  proiiiii>e  aud  hope  you're  ainrera  : 
For,  If  I'T*  a  rival,  there'll  be  HaiiiflluK  done  here.  " 

(  PuijilUtlc  Mangiius  > 
Pretty  Polly  OauKle 
Vaed  to  tnin  a  uuuKle, 
But  she'e  sold  lier  old  niaosle  and  boiiKbt  a  piano,  ' 
And  married  the  Marquli  of  Blooiuabary  S<)oare. 

After  that  she  appeared  to  quite  change  in  her  manner  : 
Nbo  aiikl  lixr  old  luauRla  and  buut.'ht  a  "  Piaimer.  " 
Now.  I  couldu't  tnru  that,  and — kh   me  !  uno  day 
I  fouod  ber  house  closed  aud  mr  love  t.'ODe  away—  , 
'I'boy  say  she's  retlre.l  froiu  mangllUK  for  life,  ) : 

That  aume  Uoke  ot  socue  Uarquia  baa  made  her  bitwlta  ; 
So  I  alxha  au<l  I  mourua.  aud  oft  drop  a  tour, 
.When  I  lltiuk  of  uiy  luve,  and  the  inaQKlIni;  done  bete. 
(  Mangling  of  thu  heart.  > 
Pretty  Polly  Bangle 
Vaod  to  turn  a  muncle, 
Bnt  shn'a  sold  her  old  ujaucte  and  lK>ii|;ht  a  piano, 
Aud  married  the  Marquis  of  Blacktrtara  Ufiuge. 


I 


Let  XTs  be  Jolly.  ^  j        • 

'Written  by  J.  B.  Lawiften— Snug  by  HortieiiC  Ct'opbell. 

I  treat  the  world  like  a  cigar,       •  ,  •      A- 

And  send  all  its  clouds  olf  afar  ; 

'1  hen  dull  stupid  care  can  never  oome  near, 
lie's  afraid  of  my  jolly  "  Ha,  lla  !  " 
Wliat  care  1  ?  when  old  fogiea  say  :  |, 

"  Look  out  for  a  dark  rainy  day.  " 

Should  troubles  appear,  we've  no  need  to  fear, 
It  is  easy  to  drive  it  away. 

So  let  as  be  jolly  — for,  sighing's  a  f.dly — 

Kill  up  your  glasses,  and  drive  caiv  uwb3'  ; 
Banish  all  sorrow,  a  fig  for  tn-morri.w. 

Whilst  you  can  laugli  and  Ik- jolly  to-day  I 

Some  say  "  that  this  life's  lull  of  care  ;  '' 
The  Weather  can't  always  In*  fair,  | 

Itiit  elouds  MM>\\  will  jiass,  i  eall  grit  fa  fitrcc— 
So  let  it  come  here  if  it  dare, 
I  j.ig  on  Isitli  happy  aud  free  :   ,  _ 

If  dull  stupid  care  I  should  se*,  "^  ;       ':'  ' 

-    .'straight  to  him  I  eay — get  out  of  the  way. 
It's  no  use  you  bothering  me  ! 

So  let  us  be  joUy,  <bc. 

Wc  all  know  this  life's  but  a  sjinn —  ... 

So  I  enjoy  it  while  I  can  :  •  •   4- 

Whiist  time's  on  the  wing,  I  laugli  and  I  sing. 
AimI  Iio|>o  yiMi'll  all  folhiw  my  plan. 
With  the  future  hu\e  nothing  to  do  ;  _^       i  ,      .."  , 
It's  seldom  foreboilings  come  true—     '  '*■''-      ■   ' 

Aud  think  never  try  of  troubles  gono  by, 
Is  advice  1  now  ulfer  to  you. 
!  .:  ■,  -.      ,■  So  let  us  be  j'dly,  «tc. 


I  will  bet  you  a  buttle  of  wine  that  you  wil]  do-  i 
sccnd  from  that  chair  Iiefore  I  ask  you  twice  1  " 
"  hone  I  "  aaid  the  gentleman,  who  seeu^d  d.t.r- 
Riincd  not  t«  obey  tbe  samnioiis  so  obediently. 
"  tJonie  down  !  "  **  1  will  nwt  t  "  "  1  ban  stop  t.il 
I  tell  yon  a  second  time.  " 


Kitty,  the  Qamekeep«r'«  Danghteji; 

Wrtttcn  and  Snog  b;  Watioo  Lsrgo. 


There  are  ladies  of  titk  tliat  dives  out  bo  smart, 

In  costuoieH  8o  neat  and  ))retty  ; 
But  no  one  cnn  M}ual  the  girl  of  my  heart, 

My  pr>-tty  little  hJue-eyed  Kitty. 
She  IS  a  In-anty,  I  declare —  * 

VV hite  parly  teeth  and  auburn  liair  : 
TIm"  angels  al>ovc  you  couldn't  compare 
"With  KiUy,  the  (Jamekeeper'a  Daughter. 
For,  I  ietrl  so  >;ay,  she"8  named  the  day, 

A  nd  the  wedding-rin,!;  I  have  bought  her  ; 
For  niiJ«'H  around,  the  tolls  they  shall  play 
For  Kitty,  the  Ganiekeei)er's  Datighter. 

Her  iK'Buty  I  cannot  describe  unto  you — 

S>he"«  all  that  is  pure  and  Rwc«?t  : 
Her  heart,  1  am  jure,  is  both  honest  and  inic 

Hfr  dress  is  so  pretty  and  noat.      . . 
She  has  adniircru,  you  must  know, 

(J^ntlenien  that  Imthf-r  her  so — 
Dut  still  she's  accepted  nic  as  herhenn,  ' 

iliM  Kitty,  the  Gauuke^pr's  l)aiight<r. 

For,  i  feel  bo  gay,  Ac. 

Tho"  strange  it  may  neem  how  wo  first  met, 

'rn'a.'<  lii.xt  suiunicr,  whfu  out  on  a  tour. 
Anay  down  in  Ufrts — I  sliall  never  forget  — 

'In  tliat  pretty  little  town,  IJoMuoor,       • 
It  was,  one  day,  at  her  o.ottngo  door 

'i  liis  sweet  orenture  I  first  .-aw,      ,    /  >  ^     ,    * 
Amnsinc  herself  by  plaiting  straw,  •' 

Was  K-itty,  the  Gaiuekeejx'r'.s  Dnnirhter. 

For,  1  feil  BO  gay,  »tc. 

I  must  really  confess  it  was  love  at  first  sight. 

And  for  better  or  worse  I  could  tJikp  hrr  ; 
I  dcti-niiiued  on  making  iier  aciiiiaintaiiee  tliat  iiiglit. 
And  tiying  my  wife  to  make  her. 
^I've  courted  since  then  :  and  quito  content. 
Her  I'a  to  our  uiarriugc  has  given  coD^ent  ; 
And  now,  kind  friends,  'tin  my  intent 
To  Biarry  the  (j;imekeej>er's  Daughter. 

For,  1  feci  so  gay,  «tc. 


! 


Jolly  Joe,  tho  Hero  of  Bellevue  Jail. 

Sling  by  Albert  lie  Voy. 


I  ti  nti<«  of  those  sort  nf  liIoVoR 

Th»t  n«ver  uircB  a  iwtta  for  no  on"  : 
I  siiiol.08  my  pipe  inil  Wicks  uiy  joto, 

And  »t  r»dRin^  I  am  110  slow  oue — 
Aiiioiig  the  cmcks  I  triuniph»nfly  rnfjin,  V    - 

And  I'm  well-known  in  one  quarter,       ..  <•' 

And  tliat  It  a  place  calleH  l!«llf!Tne  jail,  ;  ' 

On  tho  other  side  of  the  water.  '- 

Kor.  1  smoke.  1  »in!».  ■•     ' 

I'm  as  a  liappy  aa  a  Kinir : 
Oo  the  «*Gpper  I  wns  novrr  kuuwa  to  fail  ; 
No  ii<attcr  wliere  I  ro. 
I'm  kiiowQ  as  Jolly  .Joo, 
The  hero  of  liellevne  Jail. 

I  lire  down  a  place  thny  rail  Moo'1  S'rcat  ; 

I'm  ti.e  pet  of  ihn  KcaiiSKatn  Kirtts  , 
Anil  Staffonl  is  my  cinintry  olmiil 

\Vb<!ie  I  nev#r  KOfS  for  trifles.  .     ' 

At  cad|{in$;  :>iid  dipping  i  is  Uie  click,      > 

And  I  Klory's  in  luy  profcsAiou  : 
I  can  iTKck  a  crib  Juat  like  a  lirli-k. 

Hut  feel  like  a  b.oke  In  |  oasorsinn. 

I  sinofe,  I  sing,  &c. 

Thfi  time"  I're  been  in  Eel'eTUOJBil, 

Is  leyoiid  my  calculntion  : 
I'm  a  vi>t<jraii.  ihat'a  »ery  plaijl. 

In  a  (lovcrhnunt  tiinaiioii. 
I've  croeseil  the  seaft  ■  X  till  es  In  all. 

I  think  well  run  ii>y  nii:e  is  : 
i'ar.  11. y  name  la  wrote   In  liclleTiie  jnti. 

In  a  hundred  and  Cfiy  p  ai-ce. 

I  smoke,  I  Bing,  &c. 

It's  no-T  aonir  lliiic  Rinrc  1  was  (here. 

lliil  for  It  aL'atn  I  III  reuly: 
l'\e  ajo'i  lo-niuht  in  a  certain  S'jiiata.  * 

And  if  niv  liimis  teep  H'nuily.  .L 

A  T>riZ"  I  rerlainli   aliall  u  ou  : 

Fiir   I  don't  mo  U  lo  '  C4  or  lioriow  - 
But  if  ihin.B  t'oet  wM  nv'.  in  I.'el'eviie  jail 

I'm  suie  to  appear  lonmrrow.  ' 

I  smoke  I  sins.  ^c. 

So  niT   m»  pals   VII  SIT  ■  poott  nIgUt ! 

For   tlie  Do  d>Ta  I  ran  li»i«r —  ."  •' 

The  e  isn  t  a  Miike  iba'  fl.<8  bit  klt« 

Li><o.  Jot  of  LaniaisU're 
But  if  likn  a  rodier  I  •boiilil  fall  :     .•■'    ^   • 

Whr   none  wou'd  »liel  a  tear,  Ofclv:, 
I  mean  t"  die  in  B«llnviie  Jail,  -.:'■■:  ■'■:  . 

At  i'l  reieraaaa4  its  hero. 

I  pmoka,  {  gimg,  kc, 


WhoH  th^  Rpses  Blow. 

VTriUen  by  B.  Becca— ft^uslc  by  C.  B.  Allen.    > 

The  Mntlc  of  this  piece,  arran(;c<1  for  the  Toice  and 

the  piano-forte,  ia  publiahed  in  Dr.  Wrrr's  Ualf-Dime 

Beriea  of  Choice  Miiair.     For  sale  by  K.  M.  Dk  Witt, 

33  Boae  Sircet,  N'ew-Tork     I'rice  Five  Centi. 


When  the  roses  blow,  >    ^^  . 

Look  for  brighter  hours,  :;■.'. 

Look  for  the  songs  of  birda        .  '• 

<  >ut  of  leafy  bowers  ; 
Fades  the  winter  gloom  ,   • 

I  lark  with  chilly  woe,  ,.;.•■- 

In  the  early  bltKim 

Wlieli  the  roses  blow  ! 
Chorus  :     When  the  roses  Mott,  my  dear, 
And  when  the  n>se8  blow. 
We  shall  meet  again,  my  dear, 

AVlio  part*'<l  long  imto  ! 
\Vhen  the  roses  lil<»w,  my  dear, 
-.    :       And  when  tlie  roses  blow, 
•  We  kIiuH  meet  again,  my  dear, 
•   Who  |>artcd  lo«g  ajjo  ! 

When  the  roses  blow,  . 

Ltn-c  may  wake  a-iiew,  '  \    .  ' 

In  the  snow-drop  jiale,  '    ■      ■''^:^: "'.] 

In  tlie  violet  blue  :  ••        ■      ■  ^  ': 

Sorrow  quits  the  heart,        :  '      .••■  ■'-■   .  .;-■ 
'leurs  «ill  cense  to  tlow,    ,        .;v        '  . 

Care  and  jiain  depart. 
When  the  roses    blow  I 


Chonis. 


><•> 


Teach  M«.  Dearest,  how  to  Lovo  Theo. 

Teaeh  ine.  dearest,  how  to  lore  thee,      *  ;.;'     ■,•• 

lin-ntlie  it  softly  in  mine  enjr  : 
And  I  Kwenr,  by  .Jl<-av'n  jitiove  UieC  I 

I  will  love  none  half  so  dear.  , ,., 

I.*t  it  come  like  rippling  music  ;.     •, -• 

Fmiii  the  far  oil  distant  strenjn,  • 
Like  tioRie  bright  and  joyyns  vision  /■:.■■ 

Only  seen  in  beauties  dream. 
Chorus  ;     Teach  me,  dcanst,  how  to  l;>ve  thee. 
Hreathc  it  softly  in  mine  oar  : 
And  i  swear,  by  Jleav'n  uIkivc  thee  ! 
1  will  love  none  half  so  dear. 

Oh  !  take  my  wayward  heart  and  keep  it,    ..     ; . 

Call  it.  daflinir.  all  thine  own  :  , ;     •  *  :      , 

For,  I  viiw  it's  love's  completeness  -•  ~-  ,.■/. 

'I  h:it  shells  its  sweetness  thro'  my  sonl— "..  v 
Ix?t  me  fwl  the  gentle  ]>re.«sTire 

Of  those  ruby  lips  of  Uijnv,.  .  '"      '' 

Wake  again  the  soul-felt  ]ili-a.-:ure,  - 

That  thrills  witliin  this  lieart  of  mine.      Chorjs. 


x*.^ 


Teach  Me  to  Forget 


tlicm 


Friends  depart,  and  nieuiorj-  tal 

To  her  ciivorns  pure  and  diep  ; 
And  a  force<l  smile  onl^-  wake.s  thtin 

From  the  shadows  wliere  they  sleep.   ■. 
Who  shall  cull  the  heart's  atreetiem  ? 

Who  .shall  IxinLdi  its  ngret  ? 
If  you  blame  my  de<*p  dejection, 

Teaeh.  oli  I    teiieli  iiie  to  forget — 

Bear  me  not  to  festive  bowers  :        i' 

'I  was  with  them  I  sat  there  last  ;,     »: 
Wave  nut  to  me  bpring's  early  flower9»'  ■ 

'1  hi-y  11  niiiiiid  of  tlie  pa.st. 
Music  seems  like  mournful  wailing 

In  the  halls  wlnre  wo  linve  met  ; 
Slirt.hs  gay  call  U  unavailing — 

'leach,  oh  !  teach  me  to  forget!  , 


remembers, 
tannot  iiear  a  dawtiinir  lijrht 


0?K'  who  hoj>eIessly  reir 
dawtii 
IJe  Would  rather  watch  .the  emlH-ra 

Of  a  love  tliat  once  was  bright  ; 
■W  lio  ^hall  .school  the  heart's  affection  ? 

U  ho  shall  banish  its  regret  ? 
If  you  blame  my  deep  dejection,      ,  ,.  ; 

Teach,  oh  !  teach  me  to  forget  f  •• '  ;■ 


(I 

like 
f»r, 


A  prudent  manr  fays  a  wtty  Frenchman,  ia 
a  pin  :  his  bead  prevents  >iuu  from  going  too 


^^■O'"^''— ^X      "■   «i  '-••v— Wi«iaAa 


Lpre'i  Be^aeit 


Kowl  w\e  dav  is  slowl 


^•^' 


ly  '•aninsr.  ^ 

1  !t-«jiiiiig  breews  iH>fUy  fiKwn. 
Wiltl  ^hou  tie'er  heed  my  eouiphiiniog, 
t."iii.-t  lliou  leave  me  thus  aiunc  '/ 

j    i  CIIORI'.S  j 

Stay  jjith  me.  my  darling,  stay,       | 

A^i^  like  a  drtMtm  thy  life  shall  pass  airay 
StuV  jvilli  ine.  my  darling.  st.;iv. 
And  Ijk)*  a  tlt>'am  tliy  life  shall  ]»mss  j 
L|4e  a  dr.a"iii  ^hall  j>ass  a* ay 

Cnnfl  thon  thus  unmove<l  Iwiinkl  me, 
1  untouehe<l  by  love  po  deep  Ir 
thine  arms  inori'  elo««'ly  fold  n»e, 

nM  thine  eyes  be-^iu  to  weep. 

May  wiili  me  then,  darling. 


away, 


ic. 


the  Frying-Pan  into  tho  Fira. 

filUig  by  Gi'iirKO  Lcjbuuraa, 

:^v^?.ci 

rity  m^  iorrow  and  melt  at  my  woes  : 

What  rte  ■  put  up  with,  you  would  not  suppose  : 

How  j'vi'  Ik  en  treat/ed  and  snubbed  all  along. 

Listen  I  )  me,  and  I'll  tell  in  my  song  : 

W  hen  liul  a  .sehoollMiy,  tiio'  trjing  myibeet, 

In  tlve  lot  form  1  continued  lo  rest, 

(ietting  >Tell  (logged  when  I  tried  to  ri»«e  lumber  : 

'Twas  (iid  of  tlie  (rying-|>aii  into  the  fire. 

Out  ifflthe  fryintf-pan — out  of  the  frying-pan, 
l''l|lifips  you  may  fall,  if  tiM)  high  you  aspire  : 

Out  <i>f  til-'  frying  pan— out  t>f  IIk;  frying-pan — 
Oiltiof  tlie  frying-jwn  into  the  fire. 


>iitjof  tlie 
I  ^ijed  <.f  h 


When  fiijed  of  leading  a  bachelor's  life'j 
Looking:  jaround  me.  1  fought  for  a  wif>>. 
Met  with'  iin  nngel  with  manr>er»  so  i«>ft, 
I'ttcc  like  a  cherub's  that  sits  up  aloft  : 
Oh  I  hp^  I  picture  our  lives  free  from  care, 
Ilappy<ajs  Dicky-birds  up  in  the  air —  , 

Lut  su^-lk  a  t^-mptr  had  iiarling  .Maria <:    -   « 
Twos  <^ijt  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  lire. 

1  j  Out  of  the  frj'ing-|>8n,  Ac. 

Potingj  <^n  children,  to  babies  endeared 


i.' 


llapjiy  MUi  I  when  first  twins  apnmrd  ; 

But  tl4»  neSt  year,  thej'  were  triiilets  wc  had, 

.'Hnuehj)'!'  or  other  I  wasn't  so  glad  ; 

Kow  a^  1  iiy  table  twelve  mouths  do  I  aee, 

Ilungrkr  and  o|ien  and  waiting  for  me!; 

W  hy  gi<l  I  «v<t  to  luarrinKe  aspire  * 

'Iwas  jn^it  of  the  frying-pan  into  the  lire. 

Onoe  |l  bought  shares  in  a  line  that  they  maJe 
'lw»!tity  ]XT  cent  w-as  the  dividend  paid. 
Craali  went  the  bubble — my  savings  entire 
Wedt  out  of  the  frying-pan  int/>  the  fire. 

Ont  of  the  fryii^g-paB,  Ae, 


Meet  Me  in  the  Alley,  Dear, 

Written  iaH  Sang  hyO.  W.  \Veliin<;,  the  celebrated  Comiqoe.  | 

I'll  ra  'Ct  yon  in  the  altsy,  dear,  at  half  past  ten. 

As  EuM  as  e};gs  is  eggs.  I  will  be  there  then  ; 

My  lUail  with  love  i.-»  burning, 

Mj'  st)()jiiach  it  is  turning.        ,.r.  ,. 

And  ql|  for  yu,  my  darling,   '''• 

And  J'|"r  s'Ai-et  turnup  nose. 

Whei^  ^U  the  folks  are  skeping. 

AVith  I'^iigs  around  them  creeping, 

Oh  !  jt^ien  will  be  our  meeting. 

In  th4  hlley  near  the  gate. 

1  I  riioKlg. 

I'll  mjoj-t  you  in  the  allej-,  dear,  at  half  past  ten. 
As  giir|*  Hs  eggs  is  eggs,  I  will  l»e  there  ttten  ; 
I'll  meet  th<*e  in  the  alley,  meet  thee  in  the  ijley. 

Meet  tjiee,  meet  tJiee,  who'll  Uk  clock  strikes  ten. 

i 

I'll  hnlee  you  in  the  alley,  dew.  iH-for*;  twelve  o'ck)ok« 

And  Mitliful  will  remain,  love,  as  firm  as  a  rvck 

I'll  My  have  you  then,  love, 

Becati^e  like  other  men.  h»re, 

I  wa^  to  get  my  gin,  loTe, 

BefoW  I  go  home  ; 

AndjI^elM>,  the'^x^ise  god,  )m 

rroc^dims  to  everybody 

1  hat  those  w  ho  want  their  todly, 

Mu«t  gel  it  bvfore  twejye. 
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TH£     SlKOKiTf^    J01JK.¥AJL. 


8p«rkliiig  KoMlle.      ' 

Word*  hf  Y.  W.  Oreen— Uuilc  by  J.  H.  Tonng. 

Sling  hy  A.  O.  Vtnco.  f' 


t«t  f«e1i  one  py»iiic  h\f  bfTcnk^e, 

And  dilDk  what  he  liken  brai. 
Hock.  CUret,  Port  or  UiirKUiidjf, 

Obainpiiiioc  aii'l  all  Ike  reat  :  *  . 

]o  my  opiuion  Ihrrv'ff  a  wiud 

All  olhcri  (lotli  excel. 
I  meoi  the  biibbltuic.  acented,  rich 
Andapurkiini;  Muaeil*. 
(;ilORi:S. 
Oparkllns  Mnselle   Sparklinc  Moaelte 

tiiTo  iiis  a  bumper  of  Hparklln!;  Mo»e)1»  .    . 
Sj'arlil'uK  ModPllo   SparkliuK  »lo»elle. 
Oive  me  »  buiupor  of  SparkliiiK  MoaellQ, 

It  cbr*»rB  jon  wlieii  tlowii-hearted. 

And  It  driven  dull  (lire  »«»T. 
It  iiiakea  )oi  quite  foitivt  junr  debts, 

AaiI  wbat  joii  bave  to  paj  . 
It  gtves  7011  pluck  to  fare  joiir  duni  /  :•: 

Far  more  than  I  c.in  tell 
Mr  tri;e  »uA  \>»i  ny  wine  of  wine*. 

If  J  vp:irkliii<;  MorcIIe  .  • 

Bparkllos  Moselie,  Ac.  • 
li  rnre*  the  heart-ache  when  In  love  :  , 

Whatever  Ihey  may  i>a>'. 
The  h«ail-(cbe  a  better  f  <r  you  know, 

Thau  heart-ache  any  day. 
Kk  woiuin'a  half  ao  aweet  aa  Ibon, 

Blnce  mir  llr»t  parrntg  fell  ;  • 

For,  woojaii  a  f^Ioe  nnd  thoa  art  trttCi 

Sly  sparklinic  Micelle. 

Sparkline  MomUa,  fro. 

If  Introduced  in  Iheatioa. 

'Twonid  l>e  1  lay  tho  odds. 
The  drink  for  boxea  and  for  atalls, 

And  uect«r  for  ihe  t;<>dB  : 
'Twoiilcl  put  all  In  itood  liiiiuor. 

And  tliK  Coaler  and  Iho  8«idl 
TV'oitId  pledso.jsach  oih«r  lieartily. 

In  aparkllu^  Moa-lle. 

Sparkling  MoMll*,  &0. 
Come  till  your  claaeea  hl^b.  my  boys.  '      't 

And  'et  your  eaie«  lit  dronued  : 
We  11  drink  to  joy  «tid  revelry 

111  hriiniuinK  •unipera  round  ;  . 

We'll  drink  ti)  each  Ko«d  fellow, 

*iid  each  pre'ty  frirt  »»  well  .  •        • 

But  thou  ahalt  I  e  our  looat  of  loasia, 

Hy  ivarkl.n;:  Mcicllc 

Spirklmc!  Vc<ell«i,  kc. 


>••» 


Fslae  Aibertina. 

tfrltten  nuU  Sany  by  Albert  da  Toy. 


I  fell  in  lovp  with  «  nice  y<>nng  jfirl, 

Wliik-iM  i»  Fitimtioii  :  •/ 

Sh*  livo<f  lirtMl-ctxik  at  n  larjjc*  liot^l.  ; 

Ke«r  ."lioivilit^li  ItailwHy  Mntion  ; 
SlJif  V<>»0<1  >-lie  lovttl  lin-  fuit.lifiilly. 

AiidtKtt  !-1k'  wyuKl  \*  mine,  eh  ! 
And  itgrw^l  with  uw  to  iibaiv  h*T  fat* — 
•  1  thon^^ht  that  v.ry  Hne,  oh  ! 

lint  sill-  mil  Mwiiy  with  A  Hor^'e-gunrd  Bhif, 

1  w^^ll  I  n»'"iT  liiwl  f'l-i-u  luT  ; 
Fit,  I'm  weeping  nnd  I'm  wailin(e,  an«l 

don't  know  wlmt  to  do  : 
I'or,  I've  logt  my  Allx-rtinu. 

I  beu^lit  ln-r  line  dri-ssei;  arxl 

New  lH>nneta,  shawl  and  laces  :  '  _ 

I  tr«iU?«l  lier  to  KpMMii-l'owns, , 

1(»  see  the  I)«-rl>y  Huoes. 
'TwHs  tlioTP  ^l^••  ouw  thirt  llorse-gnarfl  lilue, 

Who  H,skid  lier  to  take  winr,  oli  ! 
Tl»en  trwited  her  to  the  (^raiid  .^tand, 

A  wretched  fate  was  mine,  oh  I 

Lut  che  ran  ftway,  A«. 

I  l)«>s;Bn  to  t^Hf  slie  ^lit»hit><l  liii>  : 

So  I  tlionuhi  rd  150.  one  morning, 
To  her  ami  nnv*-  it  all  exidained  ; 

I'nl  from  me  tjiUe  a  namini{  :  •    ' 

For.  fhere,  npon  the  d<Nirf>t«p, 
My  rival  he  waa  .xtanding  — 
J.tWw  into  a  drvadfnl  nis^e, 

And  »ati.-f«ction  wa«  demanding. 

Kut !  he  ran  sway.  (k«. 

My  hat  lie  then  >iiiaehtd  o'er  my  eyes. 

And  Iwiiitied  me  1.  ft  and  right.  Mr«  j 
A  l><»Jihv  linnl  ii|i  for  a  joh.  .' 

He  collared   me  for  the  nit;)ii,  Hft. 
lh«;Te  may  p'hajii  \m  ^r•ule  Jjirl  unwed,         ;  -f- 

'*  hia  Io«t  her  fclse  y«mn)^  lover,  '  ^:-  ^  - 

And  if  slie'll  hare  me  iu  his  ati-ad. 

VV«  tnmf  eoiisole  each  other. 

liut  sIm  ran  away,  it. 


At  Throngh  the  World  You  Oo. 

Written.  Ctrni;  oM>l  aiiti  Snni{  by  J.  Trowbrid(e. 

?fow  if  yoti'll  nil  nUention  pive. 

A  aonjj  I'll  try  and  sirifj  ; 
For  tho-e  jn«t  ctartirK  lite  alone, 

I  think  'twilllM'  the  thiui,'. 
To  give  advice,  whene'er  I  can, 

^  ou'll  never  lind  nu-  ^lol\•  ; 
So  the  title  Ive  del  ct«-d  i<i 

"  As  thmuijh  the  world  yon  jjo.  " 

Ah  throuf^h  the  world  you  go.  my  Imyg, 
Aa  throiu»h  the  world  you  fro, 
1)0  all  you  can  to  he  nn  upright  man, 
••  ■     An  throii|{h  the  world  yon  t*o. 

•',  Be  with  your  lol  eontented.  hoyn, 
Never  covetoiio  l>e. 
And  always  think  that  "  honesty  ;       '         .  . 

Is  the  lieat  of  |K>licy. 
IlUgotten  wealth  will  aeldoni 

Lriiiq  comfort;,  we  all  kntiir  :. 
So  mind  you're  alwaya  honeKU 
As  tUroUji^h  the  World  3-1. u  rro. 

As  through  the  world,  itc. 


Do  nnto  other*  «»  you  would 

That  they  d  <|o  uiit<>  you  : 
Tivot  those  nhove  von  with  re^jufCt. 

He  to  yiuir  eiiiiafa  true  ; 
To  those  that  are  lieneath  you, 

A  coim]  exHiiljile  ahow  ; 
And  tliu.i  you'll  l>e  a  iiiiefiil  man, 

A»  through  ♦  ic  world  j-nu  yo. 

Ah  through  tb«  i>'orld,  do. 

Alway  mend  in  yourself  the  faults 

In  others  you  may  nee  : 
Kever  l.>e  nit  an,  but  think  'tis  almost    - 

A.I  I>8<1  f^i  he  t<N>  free  : 

No  man  can  n-«eh  |>erfretion. 

Of  course,  we  all  well  know  ; 
But  he  an  ueiir  it  an  you  can. 

As  through  the  world  you  sfo.  * 

Ah  tliroiigh  tli«  world,  Ac. 

The  man  that  <!oeR  as  I  have  auid, 

Will  ne'er  Iwive  enii!<e  to  fret. 
And  when  life  \*  near  endiii);, 

I'aii  look  haek  without  nsjret  : 
He  diea  n-api-cied  and  h«dovt«l, 

Whieh  to  yoH  all  will  show — 
'lia  heat  to  be  upright  and  fair, 

Aa  through  the  world  you  go. 

Ah  through  the  world,  <tc. 

Hunt  the  Buffalo  : 

on  THE  DANES  0¥  THE  PLEASANT  OUIO. 


Cnme  all  ye  likely  tad*  that  have  a  mind  fnr  to  ranse,- 
Into  Hniiie  fo  elKU  C'Untry  >our  Mltiialinn  loclirnve 
111  Hacking  aniue  now  pleaaiirea  we  will  all  lojfllier  go. 
Aud  we'll  nettle  on  the  baiika  of  ihu  pleaaaut  Ohlj. 

ciloRir.s 
And  we'll  ranselhronchthe  wild  woods  and  bant  the  buffitlo  : 
And  we'll  rauKe  tbroiiKh  the  wild  wood*  and  hnut  the  htiff.ilo. 
All  yc  cirla  of  New  £nfflaiid  who  are  nnmarried  yet, 
Coiue  aUuiK  with  na  -ud  rewanled  you  alia  1  i;«t  ; 
For.  there  i*  all  kind  of  ^•uina  bcatdea  the  hnrk  and  tlir  doc. 
Andue'll  raiiKu  through  tho  wild  wouda  mid  hunt  the  buflalo. 

The  tlxh  III  thin  river  am  irno<l  for  otir  iiM. 
n>ridi's  tlierc  is  lofly  anaar-ireen  that  yield  na  their  Juice  : 
There  a  nil  kiiida  of  i.Tsiu  in  Keaiiinky  doih  K'''>w 
And  we  II  Jiaiu  tl.erlch  m;>n  a  |{o:d  from  Mie  New  Mexicn. 
And  we'll  range  through  lb«  wild  Wuo'la  kc. 

To  ait  down  lo  yonr  wheeU.  gl^la.  It  will  do  yrin  iin  bar'". 
To  apin  jooraelv,  a  a  niie  rIkIUIiii;  to  leepyoiirBe'Tra  warm  ; 
If  you  card  and  apln.  Kirla   wo  will  jdoixih    re>i>  aoi  Bo«, 
When  we  telt:c  on  ihe  I  anka  of  ibn  pleasant  Ublo. 

And  we'll  rdUKe  ihrouxh  the  wild  wooda.  Ac. 

Tfby  rhinre  the  wild  Indiana  should  li.ippan  to  cnme  near. 
We'll  all  util'e  loKeiber  nub  he.irt  and  with  ebeor  ; 
We'll  it>'iruUlbr>'iii(b  the  lo«n   liois     ud  strike  a  deadly  blow. 
And  well  drive  them  frean  ihe  hnnlia  of  the  pleaa  nt  Olio', 
Aad  we'll  range  iliruiii;h  the  wild  aoods,  ft;.. 

It  ia  1  ow  to  conclude   wI'Lont  clvin!,'  ■  (fence 

Eai  h  one  ti-.a  a  riuhl  'o  choose  bia  o»n  r.  alden'-e  • 

Unt  I  wili  rtiooee  ley  ieaid>uce  w>  (tre  ii>i.>,  :  nd  boiiey  flow. 

And  wo'JI  settle  on  the  ban'  a  9f  tl>«  p  eaa^mt  tibio. 

And  »e  II  r.-i>;e  throiiKh  ihe  wild  woods,  kc. 


*•  Have  I  not  a  jight  to  he  eancy,  if  I  please  ? 
asked  a  yount;  In'dy  of  an  old  bachelor, 

"  Ves,  if  you  rwKA>>,  but  not  if  you  nirpleaae. 


I  Wish  My  Sally  Contd  Se«  X«  Vow. 

Snnc  by  Jaales  nilllar. 


I've  been  np  to  Lnnnon  a  week, 

And  I'm  np  to  each  move  In  Ibe  (own  : 
Now  luliid  when  I  a*y  1  am  up, 

1  mean  ihat  ou  tbeio  I  am  down. 
My  namoB  'i'ouy  JjUuipkiii  of  York. 

My  profeaMius'a  to  folow  the  plough  : 
Oh  '  wouldn't  my  Sally  be  riled. 

If  she  conld  but  look  on  me  now. 

Uh  '  I  wiah  my  gaily  roiild  »ee  nie  no*'. 

tl«e  Die  now.  aen  me  now  ; 

I've  learnt  bnw  in  dresa  and  lo  talk,  and  to  bow. 

Oh  ;  I  wlah  my  8ally  cunid  ae«  nie  now. 

Mv  Sally's  aa  infamooa  Jilt. 

To  bor  I  wra  lEolui?  to  I  «  wed. 
Cut  I  wean't— oh  :  no  ahe  seut  off 

And  married  another  Instead. 
Biia  called  ins  a  Inmi  eriUK  lout,        •, 

And  lrrate<t  me  juat  anyhow  : 
I  ihink  that  ahe  d  alter  her  tune. 

If  (ho  could  but  look  oil  lue  now. 

Broarx  :  Vine  vcathere  make  vine  btrds-O  Sally. 
Rally— If  thee  wani«<l  tomarry  aanit  ofriothea.  why  didn't 
thee  toll  1  .s.)  ? — I  d  ■'  a  "  coiifB  down  and  married  luce, 
drrst  like  I  am  uoy  in  a  auit  of  rb>«lie«  til  for  a  Dnke— 
butttarewenlcat  off  and  married  thai  Skulemaa  er  le  ain't 
(tot  money  enow'  todreaa  like  thla— l-iitth-  ealiallsee  tue. 
Salty— thee  ahtlt  aeo  tbtl  Tony  can  look  llaeiiSaaU— I 

wish,  oh  '.  Ami  " 

Oh  !  I  wlah  my  Sally.  *e. 

Directly  to  Lnnn^n  I  cf>t 

I'd  aoAice  jumi>ed  out  o'  Ihe  tmin 
When  I^  found  the  place  io  buy  elolhaa. 

la  a  street  called  Pelticuat-t.nne. 
Till)  tailor*  tUera  were  ao  polite 

Tliey  aiiltcd  I'ue  after  a  bit. 

And  ttiCT  e.ery  1  u>^  of 'em  aaid — 

These  clothm  »ere  a  bvuullful  At.         , 

RpoiKx  ;    They  oU8hi  to  know  the  ki  nwa— I   lionchi 

the  cIntiK  M   they  rii.4t  iu«  over  lonr  imn   lea   and  the  hat 

in -I  a«i<f  lotailor :  "Cbap  ami  ihiaraiber  lov>e  bera! " 

•   I.00.SC  '  ►aid  ho   uow  a'elp  mu.  |.i  n  my  vord   lo.  ao  I  no 

my  boy.  Qizi  bo.'intiriil    >t<irlli  double  Ihe  uionli  eh    t<vi.     I 

said  I  ongUt  to  be  taken   In  Jutt  bero— Moeea  and  8na. 

Bald    he      "  Mo>ea   and    floii  :  ve'i'e    lakeu  you  In  quite 

enongh.  It's  beautinil,  it's  the  fashion  "-and  ao  tt  la— 
Sally,  theo  m<Klit'st  ha'  ha<t  me  and  coat  and  all— bnt  I 
wish  abo  were  here  to  see  I— I'd  rile  her. 

Oh  !  I  wish  my  Sally,  Ao. 

I  know  that  all  ways  I'm  a  swan  ; 

For.  every  one  I  mret. 
Ko  ui.itter  if  female  or  male. 

8'opa  and  aUres  at  nie  In  the  street. 
So8:tily  may  go  to  the-well. 

It's  no  bit  uae  t»ktek  up  a  row, - 

blie'd  lio  d)iu|(  of  envy,  If  she 

(!ould  only  Just  look  on  nie  now. 

Rroa>  ■»  ;   Kh  '   lada  Ibno  doe.-n  t  ofien  aeevolka  ron.e 

out  ao  eilinsKo  In  Liiuaou    it  bslnt  i>iilj  the  clothes  it 

b«  Ibn    IJBUiH  aa    well.  e>en    the  little  iHmr   bos    in    llie 

atreet  lis'  l>een  s  noticin'.  I  heered  oi^e  aay  :    "  lllll.  d'le 

a>-A  that  bio  lining  avoll  vlth  Ihe  Oieci.in  Bend  nn  li'le 

shoulder?"  "Yes   says  tho  niher  vy   he's  i,'iit  tha  Konun 

F.ill  In  use  leii   and  ram  me  Into  11  ride  it  b^  ain't  not  th* 

Alexandra  Ump  ill  hfa  boily.  "     '  Tes  a:i.iK  ilie  Cahiuin. 

lic'H  limp  rnouifb  all  over.  "    I  did  feel  proud  i^nd  began 

to  sing— 

Oh  '.  I  wiaU  my  S«lly,  Ac. 


The  Blind  OirL 

By  I.  N.  .Mot.alf. 


They  'ay  thin  world  w  heaulj/iiT, 

More  (air  than  thonghtH  of  love  ; 
And  iii^htlT  eomi-F  an  nn{;el  hand, 

'I  hnt.  wriiea  in  R"^^  nlaive  ; 
J.ul.  ifli  I  "tia  virwL-M*  nil   to  mc. 

Ah  the  foftly  lnvathiiijj  wind, 
I  eanuot  xce  ihimr  iN-aut^-oux  tcenee — 

Kor.  1  nm  lilind.  I'm  blind  ! 

I  never  daw  tiM'  bini  that  !<iinfn 

"o  '•«•••«  tly  Ui  iiiine  eiir. 
Jv'or  f iiowy  nhroiid  that  niiitcT  itcAves 

Around  the  dyiiijj  3vnr  ; 
All  nsttire  is  a  xenled  liook. 

Wlioa-  clnsp   I  cnniiot  find  : 
"1  was  never  meant  for  me  to  reaii  : 

For,  I  am  IdinJ,  I'm  blind  ! 

Hut.  ah  I  they  tell  me  far  away, 

In  briglil  et -mity. 
■J  here  is  a  land  o'.  r^|•r('ud  with  flowers, 

Whioh  every  lye  can  .-ec  ; 
W  here  iski-a  are  tver  .-oft  and  blue, 

And  fcilver  atn-ninlita  wind  ; 
Oh  !   when  1  r- neli  that  holy  ahore, 

t  ehall  no  mure  be  blind  . 


1.' 


Why  ie  juAtie*  like  a  $had  "i  Ik'cause  she  eMries  aoales 


TH£     SII^OfiR'S    JTOCRJlAli. 


-^ 
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Tboogli  We  Fond  Men  all  Beauties  Woo. 

Cnng  br  Mr.  W.  Habbixok. 
In  likUv's    '- Purilau's  Ukugbtar.  " 


1  li<«wti  w*  fom!  tn«>n  nil  beantkB  iroO, 

S«y  nut  the  flinlt  is  olira  : 
We  no  more  cnn  rvnift  tlieir  clmrnis 

'I'linii  l«^s  can  liOD«>y-floweri». 
If  'nt^atli  that  bn-ast  of  snow  till  now    • . 

A  lipftrt  of  ice  Imu  dwelt. 
Let  I-ove'e  warm  glances  cause  at  length 

Tlint  Iwart  of  ice  to  melt. 
Ko  CHiiM^  h«»<t  thon  for  dread  : 

'  I  in  I  Mtould — were  1  wiij* —       ^^       \ 
Have  (Wd—        •.;■'■  ,:..;^ ::/_•.■.  ^;;.;.^  ■••''•'■ 

'1  bofs  ey«« !  "      ]''-    •   ■   '      t 

Youth  ^HMirs  |)l«-Meiir«>  in  lier  arni!»,  4^ 

An  elui  hnrrii's  down  life's  road  ;  % 

iSiiicP  »\\e  cannot  stoi*  in  rest,  -"i, 

Let  UK  <'ii!*«  her  of  li<>r  lond. 
Ibotigli  w»  fond  men  all  l>eantie«  woo,      ' 

■*-ny  not  the  fault  ix  ours  : 
We  no  more  cnn  rehiet  their  charms 

I'Lan  bees  ciin  honey-flowers. 


Up  in  the  Monument. 

Snng  bj  acorga  Leyboarns. 


Soma  liV«  in  iii>cnd '.heir  leisure  tliiia  .,   ' 

Ai  Mart'"'*  "rat  K'luc  : 
B'tme  mrallso  In  aiLiilireH. 

And  Botne  mstlcnff  »t  )ioir>»  : 
Eul  "b"!!  I  h-TB  »  wooIj  to  spare, 

I  lUtcll  Toii  how  it's  ai'dil  ;  '  •' 

I  ta!  o  my  air^ctlicart  oii  my  arm. 

A»il  B'C  llio  M.  uumeu*  . 

17|i  'n  iLo  ^tonnnirnt  Inar.liins  the  p'.-r, 
I'p  in  llin  Monuunut  n>.r  no  Mgli  • 
Ui>  in  lli'j  Moimnii-iit  a  j'llly  rlsy  Is  spent. 
.  'ibiicbe  punt  place  Tor  coitrltujj  is  tlieM'juuiiirst. 

We  ••luniher  np  »i>i1  resell  Iho  fop»  .  , 
Where  »fi»t»  are  »!»»)•!'  jilnred  j    " 

Anit,  irtm  so  disro'cJ   I  put 

Sly  arm  aronnrt  lior  »»i«t  : 
It'B  ten  to  OHO  there's  no  ono  there 

To  tn>oll  the  sonttiimil— 
AD'I  so  we  Jiiv»>  it  t"  onrBflltea 

Ui.on  tba  MoDumeut.  . 

Up  la  tho  Uoncmsut, 


We  ftinc.v  we  SI  e  l>y  llie  »ev 

Ah'I  «»io  oil  Ulll)iiH''(J»'«.  -      •  ■    ■ 
WhiTC  iwriwlnklfS  v't>"'''y  ■'"'*• 

Air'l  eels  <ti>  prc'lontiiiale  ,  , 

We  »et«  tli«  will's  of  niir.iuKjr  Mareh.  ■    , 

An.l  TliubucUxi  in  Kent.  - 

Aul  K^n  «l»»t 'h'-y'vc  for  (linuor. 

t'liiin  oITilio  M<  uument. 

Vl>  lu  tlio  MouuoieuL, 


JlC 


Tli»>  r.  we  ;ook  ilonu  ou  every  cue. 

FtoMi  ("ffoiir  Inlc  oi  Kky  . 
Wc  rsiiiiot  sicn't  niiicU  Money  there, 

|lrcaii.-w  Iherii's  nauiilit  t"  buy  ; 
T1»er<i  (UfRl|>a(i'>u  Dfvsr  dwells. 

ATI's  mild  and  iniio'cnt  : 
I  II  '•nn  In  ff'^nij  luv  h'>ueyuioou 
UjM'tflhu  Mouiinient. 

Up  In  tho  Mouiiment,  iic. 

Con)0  all  "ho  pl.-»y  upon  Ihe  flute, 

Au  1  KO  t  •  l><'d  St  n'UD  : 
Co'i.tv  f'liiin'ry  CmiHina  lueclc  sud  good, 

T'> 'l"!."*  rrtreat  of  mine  ; 
You'll  fiu'l  It  la  an  fl^tiuff  joy. 

Whoii  tou'Te  made  the  asceut ; 
lt*«  iiud  in'oxioatinc  t^'lss. 

That  bleosod  Mouiiiucut ' 

Up  In  tho  Monuiuent,  Jte. 


How  Peal  on  Peal  Thunder  Rolls. 

Bung  by  Mr..  Saxti.ey.  * 

In  Ballr's    ••  Pttrlt»n  s  Danghler.  " 


Flow  p*nl  on  jiertl  of  thunder 

IJoUs  cmHhin)r  tliroui;h  tlie  tky  ; 
While-.  sweepiniC  all  J^efore  it, 

The  wind  flits  nuidly  by  ! 
Witli  terror  and  with  dnrkne.ss    , 

fair  Nature  lies  oppressed  ; 
But,  oh  I  wlint  i^ioom  can  eqtial 

The  gloom  within  my  breast  '/ 

Lonff  ere  to-morrow  dawnetb.       >■': 

'I1j«  fitomi  without  may.  ceaM,   ,       ' 
And  night,  l>e-genimed  with  rain-drop. 

Lie  cradled  into  peace  : 
The  timnder  may  be  silent, 

1  he  wind  he  hashed  to  rest  : 
But.  oh  !  what  power  will  silence 

I  he  storm  within  ;ny  breast  f 


The  Hero  of  Champagne. 

Written  and  Suns  by  J.  XrowbriU4;o, 
A'so  S:ins  by  Harry.  Vance— Air  :    Uoet  ajid;Sbandou. 


Good  eveniliB.  frieiida   piay  Iiot  3o  yon  do  t'j/j,  . 
I've  come  lo  fee  you  I  n<e  B;a  n—  '.•     ■ 

Las-  lliiio  I  cninu  into  tli.a  II»11 

My  Uriu;.  it  wa»  up  irklinR  Champagne  : 
To  lei'ofjniip  mr  ynii  all  K-.tm  Tcry  siow  , 
Vh  I  I  oh  •  i.h     I  oil  ; 

I'm  "  CUaiiip^KUfl  Cliarlio,  "  I'd  Ubto  you  to  know  . 
OU  :  I  oh  •  I  oh  : 

Yi-a.  I'm  •■  Chinip.ipnc  Charlie  "  broken-'io-nn, 

Fortune  seems  <u  uie  fni»li  : 

Hut  8>ill  1  liope  to  >  e  a^ai'i  .     ^, 

A  ctorious  koru  uf  Cbauipague  ! 

N"t  lone  '-BO   I  s  fortune  had. 

Hilt  111  ^'ain  i«ii»«u  uehl  it  rather  fast : 
1)1  fict  ihc  pa'JO  was  Uillint;, 

An  I  my  friMuds  all  said  it  c^nld  not  last—    ,  ■. 
liiit  B'lil  {  with  pride  ahead  did  go. 
Oh'  T  oh  '  oh  1   I  oh  ' 

And  now  roti  can  sue  it's  brougbi  me  to  woa;      ' 
OU  '  1  oh  !  1  oh  ! 

':;  ;■■'  Tea.  I'm,  *c. 

Noir  w!  en  T  think  of  daya  stms  bT. 

And  of  the  rrist  renown  I've  snlned.  ".: 

It  makes  my  heart  beat  hiph  wiib  pi i<le. 

N»i»rly  ever>tlili'(f  after  me  wsh  nsmrd  : 
'   ('haiiit<:>t4nn  Oliailie  "  huts  was  once  all  the  go— 
t>!i     I  oh  '  oh  •  1  oh  : 

Worn  by  Konch^orttic  East,  and  Swellsof  tho  'Uow"- 
Oii  ;  1  oil  !  I  oh  ! 


Sung 


Ho  Ul  Feeling.  ' 

l^y  Frank  Lum,  and  also  by  Julmay  Boach. 


I 


I'i: 


Tcs.  Tni.  kc. 


Kow  If  forlnne  is  fickle,  as  they  say. 

Porliaps  she'll  smile  on  lue  afratn, 
And  make  me  us  of  old,  my  Hoys, 

A  noble  hero  of  (Ihaniiiagtio  r 
S  « I'll  never  give  way  to  despair,  oh  *  i 
Oh  •  I  oh  •  oti  '  I  oil  ' 
lint  stways  be  cheerful  \vbe;c'ci  I  ko- 
OU  :  1  oh  :  I  uh  : 


Yes,  I'lii.  to. 


u  [ruuiA  lie  1 

lllibn  I  drop 
l/lnd  to  Ik-i 
ii^  :   ".  Swei 

r  " 


V    The  Elderly  Beau.  :   \,    . 

Wrllltn  by  Frank  Hall— Sung  by  Harry  Ciittca. 


On  a  poor  fellow  pray  look  with  plly  : 

Spile  of  my  rirhea  I'lu  brtm  lull  of  woo  ; 
Uo  I  e  at  11  y  Villa  or  in  ibo  Ott^-.  _  v 

This  trouble  follows  Ihe  Elderly  Beau. 
No  Utile  wife  lo  hue  huve  I.  ,. 

I/tigly  In  llarUolor  lod-jings  I  sirt  :  =i  •  \  .   >•  "    . 

If  I  loiiM  find  one  who'd  have  me, 
Uer  particular  I  wonldn  t  \  v. 

A  Kentlemnn  bred  fron  (op  lo  loo. 
M  C-  c.>mo.  to  I.  wheicer  I  (;o*, 
•.  Wiiun  1  propose  Cicli  I.vly  sijs  "  No  '.  " 
Aut  tnriis  lip  tier  note  at  tho  Elderly  Besti. 

Onrrt.  a  I'e.ir  widow  I  nearly  n.aTied  : 

Kbe  was  q  lite  villin:;.  £^'ad  :  80  was  I — . 
BIic  wtiB  tnipstl«iit— too  loiif?  wc  tarried—  •  ;' 

Ten  ytsirs  I  courto'i  lier  ihen  I  foii«Ut  shy. 
Terrible  aiui  thi>  s   tKklolx-ar.  '  -,'. 

Sh'i'.l  s  cla>R  oje  »"•'  a  '"'  of  falso  hair  :   . 
S:lll   If  I  coul  I  ti.e  chanri   r(x;nll. 
'-bho'd  have  Leon  belter  tlian  uoae  at  all 

A  ;;entleniiia  bred,  &c. 
Then  with  a  ni;iiden  bcnv  bnt  cushiac 

TiiiucJ  t«<n»y-i'i«lit— s  i  shn  s.ild  vtaa  her  ajjo — 
I  in'o  ninrriiige  nearly  went  ntshiug. 

S"PIy  she  mnrninred  to  mn  she'd  engage.     ■  '   *     '," 
1  w;i«  deceived  I  found  I'ure  more  :  .:    ;    '.■ 

Turned  tweutj-eivht  so  she  wasby  a  BCOic  ;     •    ,'V    ' 
Itaih'tr  liio  "111  I  iho'icht  her  then—  •       :     ' 

1  wish  tho',  I'd  i;ui  the  chance  over  a^^in. 

A  geut:eiuan  bred,  Lc. 
HaVe  smnc  coiWpassion  pity  my  sorrow, 

I-slies.  consider  my  unlucky  Ute  : 
Ola-ll.T  I'd  inarrT  s'luio  one  to-ioorrow,  '- 

I.oncor  i  fnar  I  (wu't  eaaily  wait.  :•',*' 

Is  'he  e  n  >  one  whotc  l.eai-t  ia  free  t  - 
Maiden  or  ^^  idow.  don't  ramtier  to  me — 
Not  even  oof;  CO' s  n'ln-r;  look—  i' 

^heu.  Cjjad  ;  l';l  gu  homo  i-nd  I'll  marry  my  Cook. 

'   .  A  gentleman  bred,  &C. 


Elsie  Gathers  Flowers  in  Heaven. 

•    ...  By  E.  B.  Higi^ius  S.'»n  FrAjicisco.  Cal.  ■. 


Long  apo  I  loved  h«r  Well  the  anrnls  kne* 

How  iiij  e  •ill  RTc^v  rich  aiid  siron;;.  iimny  years  ago  ; 
Hf'W  a  vo'ce  of  iniia'c.  tender,  s'leet  and  low. 
'lh'0'>;^li  my  h».irt  was  ninrti.4i  inj  louy.  sb  '  'onj  »^o — 
CUoRf.S 
She's  rs'eep  nhKe  T  vre;<  o'er  the  iii'  ssy  a'one 
E'sie  (;a:hci3  tt  Wis  in  I  e.iv'n    i.-nriiei8'th>-iu  atone  ; 
i:.lsie  (.'a'bers  HoA'iti  in  I  uiv  n   ^aihers  tbeui  a'ous. 

1.002  ago  I  loved  her  ofi  I  (;>/■.«»  on  ei «» 

liatk  ind  diep  and  beat  tiftii   u;itrb<ng  from  the  skies  . 

Wntrhinit   ah  '  I  ow  tond  y  o'er  mv  niuht  i-f  »oe. 

Since  their  light  went  out  on  e.r  b,  long  ab  '■  ioug  ago— 

Lmg  aco  I  loved  ber  no'v  ab-  vc  >iiy  bel. 
Through  tlie  stilly  Tiiianifbthon  s.  an^^el  wings  are  spread  ; 
'Music  haniifa  nie  dreaming;   lonoK  (  love  to  b^ar. 
Whlie  upon  my  alum)  ering  cr  es  falls  s'l  sn  e-'s  leir 


!■ 


'n  MtUiging.  yon  will  cay,  | 

^  Wli^n  my  habits  I've  iiiade  known  . 
Ydt^  attention  give,  I  pray,         .    ^ 

l^hd  my  kiodness  will  be  i>howa  j 

Inln  inanner,  you  will  say,  ^  I 

h|»oWB  etraight-furwaril  honest  4caliug  ; 
I  ai^et  folks  in  a  friendi}'  way. 

|l««t  lo  show  tlit-re's  no  ill  feeling. 
Citcp-ns  :     f  o  1  jog  on.  dar  by  day, 

Nothing  fearing  or  eoncenling  : 
I  meet  folks  in  a  fricntlly  way, 
Just  ta  show  then^'a  no  ill  feeling. 

M^rsess  a  charming  wife, 
'lljance  has  thrown  her  in  my  way  : 
Dii>A't  we  lead  a  happy  life  .'  i 

^  I  shall  ne'er  fi)rget  tlte  day        I 
n  I  dropj>ed  upon  my  kncr,  j 
r  my  l<»ve  revealing,'  L- 
eet  mai'len,  marry  nje, 
st  t^  eiiow  tticre  ii>  uu  ill  feeling/  **     ' 
t^o  1  jug  on,  Ae. 

4  blushed  and  showed  her  t<^Ui  like  pearl, 
Said  she  loved  and  wonld  bi-  niim' — 
iinrricd  then  the  best  of  girls,   i  ■ 

<!>ur  fuuiily  now  numbers  nincj  I 

kleight  o'clock  the  n>w  begins, 
j  $oys  and  girls  around  mo  equalling  : 
iSetterday  she  gave  me  twins, 
,  U6t  to  show  ebc  had  no  ill  feeling. 

So  I  jag  on,  4c. 

;  'Oti  think  the  song  yoti've  lM>«rd 
1 6  not  worthy  of  your  praise 
tj  the  safe  si<le  1  have  erred, 
only  tried  a  lau<;;h  to  raise; 
long  I'ye  labored  in  youa  catise, 

'  lo  your  kindness  I'm  appealing,    v  -,. 
C  f  int  to  me  your  kind  apnlBiiso,       ^ 
■  lust  to  show  Ibere'a  no  lil.^ling.         • 

=  .v,"',      So  1  j<^  on,  A«. 


The  Pew  Feet  of  Clay.  \  - 

Descrlptlva  Son/t— liy  J.  S.  Oox.  '."'L 


Tiion ;;  i  lolly  our  station,  or  »plendi<l  otir  wi-aliU, 

Wtl   kii/>wl^ige  thotigh  glft<>d,  vT 

dowered  with  health. 
Oh  !  kiiist  not  in  tWsc  :  -for,  no  man  can^Hinruy 

'1  hjilj  III!  miict  soon  come  to  tlie  ftrw  feet  of  clay. 
Tok  I'  el  It  1 1  fort,  ye  lowly,  witji  envious  eye 

\\  fd  watch  from  your  garrets  the  wonUhy-/kunt  by  ; 
Dealfc.  bounteous,  will  make  yon  us  rich  us  ure  Oiey : 

h'dii  luiik  bows  its  head  to  the  ftw  f««t  of  clayv 

The  v^rrjor.  the  statesman,  or  man  of  renown. 
,       \\  liij  iiii.'«l<-ads  (^  nation,  <.>r  sacks  a  brave  town  : 
l!c1i<il<l  Ilia  uiiibition,  his  fame  die  nwny, 

Wliin  come  to  the  brink ^Uic  few  feet  of  chiy. 
'J  him  widow,  who  mournest  for  him  who  Itas  jjOne 

\V  litjro  the  guy  and  the  weary'alike  will  be  lx>rnfi  : 
Oh  !  sorrow  no  more  ;  for,  it  is  but  a  duy, 

1  il  I  Wiou  It  share  hi.s  couch  in  Uie  few  feet  of  clay. 

Thou  poor  stricken  moth'er  !  oli  !  weep  not  for  him, 

'll|j|dear  bailor  lad  whose  blue  «yes  are  now  dim  : 
His  i^ijirit  shall  soar,  tltongh  his  l>o<ly  ma^-  luy 

I''i(f(>ml>c<.l  in  flie  sea  caves,  or  wrajil  in  Lite  clny  ; 
'Ihoi-idurk  withered  foniis,  to  the  loud  tnmii>et  caO, 

Wlij>ii  time  .^hiiU  be  dying  the  last  day  of  ail, 
liiininrtal  slinll  rise  in  a  brigliter  arm}', 

Aa4-the  lipirit  shall  trininph  over  tJtc  clay  1 


•••- 


A  Mirge  publishing  house  advertises  a  af#'  Ko- 
gniifliical  l)^ctionaryi  and  asserts  Uiat  it  a  ill  con- 
tain jiihiable  and  reliable  information  axto  all  m.-rts 
of  |>l<|ple.  We  are  ready  to  subscritie,  if  tite  firm 
Ik-  ii|l|id<.-s  to  will  inform  us  whether  we  tliall  EAd 
in  tbe  tiew  work  any  account  of — 

I'fi  pk-  who  have  lived,  but  tw-ver  ought  to  ; 

ri'i  pic  who  siKMild  have  lived,  but  didn't  : 

ri<  pk*  who  have  been  hanged,  that  eboultln't  ; 
{and  of 

Tin  pie  who  should  hax-e  been  banged,  bat 
Were  not — 

llijire  is  more  devilty  in  the  world  than  there  iz 
igiiorfcuce. 


iif 


m 
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THE     S£iirO£R'8    JOUKJVAI.. 


Hope  for  the  Best 

Air  :     ttottn  for  crerj  Stan. 


Thp  finoA  liraeii  in  F.n)(UniI  tr*  (roi^  to  decAT  '• 

Uirat  want  may  bo  nrou  oTerywh<»r« 
Willi  poor  workliic-nx'u  .  ib'y've  hixli  rrn'«  (o  t»jr, 

Aii'l    when  iml4.  m»ny  rMi)-l)o»ril»  lemTo  bare  ; 
ProTlalons  »r«  hich   iiieu'n  wrngM  »r«  low. 

And  all  kin<l«  of  trade  i«  at  a  slaii'l— 
Witpn  in  want  of  a' meal   tii  tlintr  iiticli"'*  thoy  en, 

Is  (he  lano  with  lUo  j'oor  norktng-uiau. 
CIIORCS. 
Still  hope  r)r  llio  iM-at  thnuKh  "'"h  Impatience  Imrnlue. 

To  8'e  all  employoil,  aiiU  plrn'y  tn  Hie  a»i>re  : 
It  i«  a  linK  lane.  Ilicy  fl<y.  tijat  la  without  a  tarnlu:— 

Lcf.i  h'po  tUo  rich  will  turn  their  ihnu^lila 

towarils  the  aiifrorine  poor. 

Tia  liard.for  a  man  to  he  In  w»fiI  of  a  n  e»l, 

Wlion  cvHr>tblii(;  he  hai  ploJ«eil  or  fo.il  ; 
Jn  the  aliope  may  »ee  f-HKl.  but  luiint  tiot  Itr  or  gteal. 

Ho  tmH  iiOihinK  lo  l>ei»p  ont  the  cohl  ; 
Ilifl  iiorrowK  ia  Kreat  :   for    the  wife  that  lie  lortg, 

AH'l  hiitrhllilrrn  in  rica   full  of  rare 
III  liis  (riciidH  lie*  decci  veil— but  it's  oflon  horn  proTe<V 

When  they  arc  askiiil  thi-y  h'»ve  uoihiiif,-  to  tp,«fe 

Still  hope  for  the  best,  Ac 

Tiie  s)ar  In  tlie  o.ist.  twas  onrc  shiiiiiij:  brli:ht, 

AoJ  plenty  "f  work  all  around  :  • 

Th«  Bhip-biiUrttn'?  tia'lo  la  lu  a  Hiil  pllalit,     '     . 

In  tlin  worlilioiiH  a  irailiRii.in  are  loiiiid  : 
While  ihe  rich  in  their  hoinea  with  cvfry  dctire. 

Have  a.ift  rttKH  to  warm  tliclr  joor  foM — 
piKir  in»n  try  lo  work  to  ralau  fowl  ;  n^l  Jlre, 

At  the  docka  stand  for  hoiira  in  tin-  a '""t. 

»till  Loio  (or  tho  best.  &c. 

The  jH>or  may  b'»  ac  n  from  llic  rarlor  onlalde  : 

What  a  pity  that  rne  «liii;l"'  door 
Th«  warmth  of  the  tiro  fr^iiu  Ihf  i  oor  i1  should  hide, 

And  the  thonRhtg  of  Iho  rich  fioiu  Hi"  pixir— 
Starvation  is  .slayiuM  ' ""  iiu>ic  than  the  sword, 

It'a  mido  wlUonra  and  oridioiM.  lon'll  <>»li  ;  ' 

If  tho  «i>alUiy  ){ive  moiirr  fur  charity  abrwid. 

The  pour  rhoilld  be  thought  i'(  ■>!  homo 

Still  h'li'C  for  Ibo  beat,  Ac. 


The  Flower  Sho  Loves. 

Sunc  I'T  Mn.  W.  Ba»h)so5.  iu  the  Opera  of  "  Buy  BIm. 

liosMe  }M>r  Jirttiop.  every  ni^jht, 

t-ome  K<'iilli'  How'rets  tilnoin  : 
Oh  I  will!  wi.tiM  scnlt-  lliat  iriil'i}"  lici'^lit. 

In  (larkiitps'  thiukect  gltMHu  f 

AVIui  Jiinn'.;''  lli>**=o  Hower.*  with  Uiil  nrul  pniti, 

Ii«-pnt1-i  mill  Itavi-s  iu>  tnirr  'i 
Who  oimM  llioiie  lofty  ttirrtte  i^iiiii, 

Ainl  why  Rttcli  dmi'jcr«  face  'i 

Nor  nniitil  ^imnl.  nor  loftj-  wnll, 
AVith  ftnr  hi.'?  bosom  riiovfs  ; 
.  IWilli-cK  he  elimbu,  with  joy  risks  all, , 
To  bring  the  flowt-r  nhe  loven.  . 

She  iiotliinf;  kno«-8 — but  still  will  tflfco 

Ihf  tribute  111  her  lirenst— 
And  (ill  th*!  joy  XXvtyf  flowt-r*  uiukc, 

'1  o  iKi  one  IS  eoiifoas*^. 

A  l»*tt<T.  too,  Iny  onc«»  cnncpaVd      V 

*N»'Ut.h  IfnvcH  of  the  iHnnjuet .; 
Yet  itrt  eont<-nt8  were  ne'er  rt-vealt'il, 

Nor  was  it  cast  away. 

Nor  sentry  keen,  nor  lofty  wB  11 

Witli  fear  iny  boaoni  moves  : 
Fearlees  I  clinib— would  hn/.nrd  all — 

To  bring  the  flower  ehe  loves  ! 


Why  then  for  such  Loving  Care  T 

Snng  by  Mim  Lorisi  Pttse,  In  the  Op'.ra  of  "  lixxj  Blia.  " 


Why  then  for  fucIi  lovinjf  cnre 
JShntild  I  all  nnfrrsteiul  be  ? 
Why.  nh  !   why  drive  to  despair 
One  who'd  jjive  hia  life  for  nie  ? 

i^ure  lieaven  ha.«  sent  him  to  prot<'ct 
'I  he  object  of  Don  Sallu.'<t'8  ire  : 
r>arc  1  then  puch  nid  rejict 
And  singly  war  with  treachery  dire  ? 

Strange  messeniter  of  hope  and  joy. 
Accept  my  apirifs  love  ; 
May  happiness  without  alloy 
Your  brave  kind  nature  prove  ! 


Pretty  Rosaline. 

,1 


Twaa  near  l.l>c  lianks  of  bonny  Tweeil, 

And  in  n  flowery  dell, 
A  rustic  cottnijr  rfnn'«l  its  bend  ; 

'I  he  traveller  knew  it  w.ll—  • 
For,  there  a  liMle  la*sie  dwelt, 

Ar  fnir  im  beauty's  (iue<-ii  ; 
Not  one  .•")  rare,  imt  ouo  eo  fair. 

As  pretty  HiiHalinc  — 
ishc  wiia  so  bright,  so  gay  and  light, 

So  m<H.-k  und  mild  iu  r  mien  : 
Heaven's  own  bistre  lit  the  eye 

Of  pretty  Kosalinc. 

Her  a{»e<l  niotlicr,  feeble,  blind,. 

Was  Ii'osh's  oidy  cure  ; 
Never  child  was  half  .■<o  kind, 

Nor  parent  half  an  dinr. 
To  get  her  food,  slic'd  spin  and  kuit, 

\>  i'  cheerful  heart,  I  wi-en  : 
And  blind  old  Jenny  fondly  lovod 

Jler  pretty  Uosanne. 

lint,  oh  !  how  gny,  at  cki.so  of  day. 

They'd  wander  o'er  the  green — 
Jenny's  feeble  eU-ps  were  led 

By  pretty  Kosalitie. 
A  cruel  lonl,  so  proud  and  bas4», 

Sought  shelter  in  the  dell  : 
Enraptured  with  her  bonnj-  faec, 

lie  vowed— she  tnist«<l— fell ! 

Betrayed,  despised,  her  spirits  drooped — 

No  nior«>  she  sought  the  green  : 
But  like  a  lily  in  >!.■<  bloom, 

Uie<l  pretty  Ho.'aline. 
]Ier  luotlier  dear  lutd  none  to  cheer. 

She  die<l  that  very  e'en — 
And  blind  old  Jenny  sleeps  Ixside 

Her  pretty  liosnline. 

■  i»»-e 

Coney  Island. 


Myself  and  noli  went  out  lo  rido,  in  a  mlln*  hoaa  and  wagon  ; 
Kirat  we  w*-!)!  to  llri^klyn,  then  to  Cnuey  lalaml  . 
We  paeaad  evcrytUinij  ou  tho  r<'od-yiiu'd  ouj;lit 

lo  eee  us  akyling  , 
Via  wore  a  couple  of  fay  boys,  cning  to  Coney  Island  ; 

CIIORfP. 

Oh  my  :  ton  anght  to  sea  ni  going 
,       Two-fiirty  on  the  tnrf,  niid  the  nlil  hoig  a  blowing  I 
Oh    my'  yuu  iMiRht  to  «cc  u«  akylinK 
Wo  were  a  couple  uf  gay  boys,  gulnn  to  Cunrr  Islauit ' 

Whou  we  got  ont  lli'>  wajjon.  we  was  met  by  Ibn  waller 
We  called  for  auiuo  roast  clams,  and  a  llltlo  lir^ndy 

and  water  , 
1  hen  wn  got  sejjara,  and  went  ont-doors  to  ligbt  'era — 
I  tell  you  wo  bad  a  iity  liiuo  golug  to  Couny  island  : 


I  Coney 

Then  wo  got  some  flip   wbirli  made  us  fool  an  fniiny  ' 
And  when  I  cninr  to  ]iuy  for  It.  I  found  I  bad  no  inoury  : 
I  be  landlord  beitao  lo  talk,  my  blood  it  Rot  a  blllo'. 
Then  wo  bad  a  kind  of  a  fight— going  to  Cuuey  Island  I 

They  took  ns  from  the  honse,  and  pnt  ns  in  tlie  atalloii  : 
Tbcy  fined  uh  five  dollars  for  oiir  Intoxication  ; 
The  landlord  couiuicuctd  tlic  muss,  ami  kq 

eoinnieui  f)d  the  ficlitlng. 
And  I  got  a  punch  on  Ibo  n'  K'j-cutug  tu  Coney  Island  ! 


-f- 


I'm  a  Model  Pago. 

]'m  a  model  page. 

Take  me  altogether, 
Gay  as  is  my  coat,         • 

Light  ns  is  my  feal.her, 
A  prettier  tlic  Indien  cny 

'1  bere'a  not  in  tlie  dominion  : 
And  I'm  very  iiiiieh  inclined 

To  be  ef  their  opinion. 

True. I  am  as  steel. 

To  the  fair  devoted. 
Famed  for  daring,  yet 

For  discretion  noted  : 
A  saucier  the  men  all  say 

There's  not  in  this  dominion 
I'm  not  in  the  least  inclined 

To  alter  tbeir  opioion. 


What  is  thd  bMi  lUuitmted  Poper  put  ? 
A  B»nk-N«te. 


De  woman  dat  married  a  man  for  a  (»ood  matou, 
must  nor  be  siirpived  to  find  \m  to  U  it  bcoirio. 


■^      The  Joy  of  Lo-ying  Thee.    •  f 

The  soldier  lores  liis  neighing  ste*-*!,    • 

'Ihe  bugle's  martini  round  ■ 
He  joys  to  sec  his  fallen  foe  .  ^ 

Lj-' ga.<piiig  on  Ihe  ground. 
The  Sail/ir— from  n  giddy  liciyht— 

Is  gladden* d  by  the  siu — 
Jiut,  nh  !   they  never,  never  f;el  the  joy. 

'iho  joy  of  loving  thee  ! 

Ihe  tyrant  knows  no  gr<-at<r  I'lmrni, 

To  wanii  his  heart  of  stone. 
Than  binding,  in  his  iron  grnup,      .' 

Dominions  not  his  own — 
The  miser— o'er  his  glittering  gold 

Deli^lits  with  soniid  glee  — 
■  ;   But,  ah!  they  never,  never  fwl  the  joy, 

The  joy  of  loving  thi-e  I 


^♦►. 


It's  Jnst  as  Well  to  Take  Things  in 
:.     A  ftuiet  Sort  of  Way. 

We  smile  at  Ibe  unnecessary  trouble  people  take  j 
For,  f.irtntie  is  not  rsKUlatcd  I  y  the-fiisa  we  nial.o  ; 
I  don't  atlvise  imilOcrene.e.  but  this  I  mean  to  say  .- 
It's  Just  aa  ue:l  tu  tai  o  thlnca  lu  a  quiet  sort  of  way. 

It's  only  from  exi^rlence  I  And  this  ronrae  is  best  ; 
There  wnaatiinv  «1umi  I  waa  aa  iiii|iii  aivc  as  Iho  lest, 
Wlinu  someihini;  II.  o  a  slcani  eui;luo  n  y  levlintjS 

used  to  pJay  : 
But  it's  Just  as  well  to  tike  tbiu);t  In  a  quiet  soit  of  way. 

Wbea  I  was  son.e  years  yonn((er,  oU  '  how  pleased 

I  itMi'd  lo  le 
In  reeonailn«t  Iho  iMlTeutnten  I  liitl  aeon  npoii  tlie  6|>roo  ! 
But  now  about  tho  Bjirttes  1  i  ave   uo  uord  you'll 

hear  me  s.iy  : 
It's  Just  as  well  to  take  Iblnga  iu  a  quint  s^tt  of  May. 


The"  froqnrnlly  In  h-ve    I'Te  be<n  morn  t'  li  n  still  la  debt. 
And  yoirs  ago,  wh*n  siiurt  of  caali.  ho'v  luueU 

1  liHnd  lo  frel-- 
Oiil  frrttlnn  Is  a  fdly— wlihont  money.  «ho  lau  pay  ? 
It  a  Just  as  well  to  tal>o  thiui^s  in  a  quiet  aort  of  u^iy. 

I  ofien  think  Ibii  life  of  onra  is  somelhinii  tike  a  rseo  ; 
"  Thoy  S4ildoui  win  who  ii.ake  the  riiiniiiii;  :  " 

'    tkilhing  killa  like  yt- o  '  " 
A  horne  that's  quick  at  Ihe  start   l.t  leidnni  (/eod  lo  atay  : 
And  It's  Just  as  well  lo  laLo  things  iu  a  qniel  sort  of  way. 

To  rise  in  yo'ir  epinlon  most  rai neatly  I  h<ipn. 
llut  proiulso  yon  I  II  never  luoniit  ihn  tr»|ieZH  nr  tlio  nqio  ; 
I  fancy,  in  the  iouj{  run   thai  eoninioh  n  wn  will  pay. 
And  It'a  Just  as  well  lo  take  things  iu  a  quiet  surt  of  way, 

I  think  of  getting  married,  and  c.in't  reprrss  s  smile— 
F"r.  Ihe  11  aiiis.'i  who  ii  1  fancy,  le  einclly  in  my  alyin  ; 
I  b»;  e  we  sioill  bn  happy,  and  ihtnk  jierbaps  we  may  - 
Fur,  wo  I  otii  inlen  1  to  laku  IbiUKS  in  »  quiet  Soil  of  way. 

To  pleiie  my  frleu  1*   tho  pnblle,  1  shall         , 

alwaya  do  my  best  : 
And  when  I  And  tliem  s.iU.'fled.  my  mind  will  \f  at  rest , 
I  lio|  c  n.y  rri'nlsbirs  will  liicrnasc  us  i  prolong  my  i-tiy  : 
Fur,  1  still  iutontl  lo  tnke  Ihinga  In  a  qnlet  sort  of  Way. 


I 


Qood-Nightl 

Go<Hl-niglil,  good-night,  good-night ! 

lo  all  n  kind  good-night  ! 

\m  !  the  nuHin  fnun  heaven  is  lieaming 

O'er  the  silver  waters  strenming  ; 

'lis  t4ie  hour  of  calm  delight  — 

Good-night,  goodnight,  gcHxl-night,  good-night ! 

fiiHxl-night,  gtHKl-niKht,  gooil-night ! 

To  all  a  kind  g(K>d-night  !  ., 

Angel.s  like,  while  enrth  is  sleeping. 

Stars  nisive  their  watch  are  keeping.        j  ■;:. 

As  the  star  of  Bethlehem,  bright  ;  ( 

Cood-night,  good-night,  good-night,  good-night  I 

Good-night,  ^ood-night,  gocd-night  I 

To  all  a  kind  good-night  ! 

Plumber  sweetly  till  the  morning, 

lill  the  sun,  the  world  adornii^,  . 

Rise  in  all  hie  glorious  might  : 

Good-night,  good-night,  good-night,  good-night  7 


Why  do  thoughtless  people  strew  the  sidewalks 
with  the  skins  of  fruit  :  thereby  endangering  life 
spd  liwlji  of  tfldtrly  end  jnflrm  persons  T 
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"y/'^My  Little  Bunch  of  Rour 

^      TTordi  «nd  Mu«lc  by  Wm.  H.  I>al«liknt7.  ^     **■ 
Saog  b]r  Dclrhantjr  »nd  Benger.         .     .^; 

t  -'-■■-■..-."^■■■^■■■''- ■■  '■>..  •-'.  ■>:-^-''":*^_-r'  '-■/:'■-■ 
I  am  waiting  liere  to  Di«et  iny  darluij^,  \'-'.  ; ,' 

And  my  heart  is  iu  a  flutter  of  tl«ltglit  : 
Fur,  we  kissed  last  night  wLeo  we  were  parting, 

And  litis  is  where  »he  hid  Uie  :   *'  Come  to-night. 
When  away  fruni  her,  1  «iu  to  lonely, 

I  know  nut  whiit  lo  do  : 
hut  her  brii^ht,  sweet  siuile  can  ever  cliccr  me — 

Her  heart  is  warm  and  true.     Oh  ! 
When  we  kixned.  tJien  1  saw  >ier  pretty  blushes, 

hhe  turned  her  face  uway  the  blush  to  bide, 
I  was  )ia|>|>y  with  Jiiy  bunch  of  roses, 

ily  little  bunch  of  roses  by  my  side. 

CIIORL'K. 

Tliere  is  something  tliat  I  niuHt  not  tull. 
And  that  is  whvre  this  maid  does  dwt-li  ; 
In  her  hair  she  wears  a  wliite  canielia. 
And  a  dark  blue  is  the  coW  of  Iht  ryes — 
A  nd  I  call  her  uiy  little  bunch  of  roses, 
{  :.  My  darling,  charuiing,  captivating  prize. 

It  was  in  those  happy  days  of  childhood, 

VVLen  first  I  met  this  rogjiish  little  Ixlle, 
By  a  streamlet  ruuning  through  the  wild  wood, 

Though  but  a  lH)y,  in  love  with  h^T  1  fell. 
She  is  now  the  jiride  of  all  tlie  city. 

Of  Summers,  swe<'t  sixteen  ; 
Aoid  is  oalled  by  all  a  |>erfcct  beauty, 

A  fawn-like,  tiiiry  queen,  l>h  !  :  ..* 

Now  [  meet  her  almont  every  evening, 

Aud  I  think  it  i*  the  sweetest  thing  iu  life 
For  to  walk  with  the  flower  uf  mv  attVction, 

Eepeoially  when  shes  soon  to  "be  my  wife. 

1  hero  is  sumething,  <J:c. 

'Twaa  an  evening  when  the  moon  was  shining, 

'I  he  little  stars  werJ  twinkling  far  above, 
Ann-in-ami  we  were  walking  in  the  garden, 

' I'was  tliere  and  then  wo  lx)lh  revealed  our  love. 
So  I  aske<]  her  then  if  site  would  take  me 

For  better  or  for  worse  : 
When  she  smiled  on  uie  so  very  sweetly. 

And  answered  :   "  Ves,  of  course.  "  Oh  t     -  "•  . 
I  oonfess  that  1  never  was  so  happy. 

Nor  do  1  think  that  ever  I  could  be, 
'Jill  I've  ma'Tied  my  little  bunch  of  roses, 

With  a  little  bunch  of  roses  on  my  kuM  I 

'1  here  is  somethiu^f,  tkc. 

Where  Flowers  Blush  and  Bloom. 

Words  Slid  Uuslc  by  Woi.  II.  Delelituty. 
' .' )t "  :' Snue  by  I>eleliauty  auil  llanjler.  ' 

Melodjr,  sinipts  tn  J  i>retly,  at  U.  D.  Busse/a,  Boston,  Uti 
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I  took  a  walk  in  Spring  tim^  :  *  ' 

'lo  while  away  tlio  houm, 
And  qhanced  to  sec  a  maiden     \;. 

A  sprinkling  budding  flowcEi^  .    .   i'  ' 
In  a  handsome  little  garden,      |   ■>    ;;>;v'''': 
Around  a  cuttage  hume,  .'    "  :'t.'  f^   :, 

Wher«!  Cupid's  ever  lurking,      '.    ;.  ;  .r   "  i  V 

And  flowers  blush  and  bUtom. 
Chorus  :     Oh!  she's  the  fairest  of  the  fair, 
■'^o  like  a  jewel  rich  and  rare  ; 
Oh!  I  saw  her  in  the  garden, 
-     "  ■■•        Mid  rose )»' sweet  perfume. 
And  felt  the  dart  of  Cupid, 

Where  flowers  blush  and  bloom. 
I  often  pass  the  cottage, 

in  hopts  that  I  may  eee 
This  charming  little  creature, 

Ihe  dearest  one  to  me. 
For,  I  feel  that  I  have  won  lier. 
And  hope  the  day  will  come 
That  makes  her  mine  forever,  ;^   J*., 

Where  flowers  blush  and  bloom.  ; 

Oh  !  she's  the  fiiirest.  Ac 

Oh  I  yes,  I'm  very  hap{iy, 

I'll  meet  my  love  to-night, 
And  that's  the  very  reason  -     - 

I'm  dancing  with  delight. 
Fate  doomed  her  as  my  partner. 

And  that  shall  be  quite  soon. 
We'll  know  no  care  nor  sorrow, 

Wber»4owef«  blush  and  bloom. 
Oh  1  4he'»,tfte 


Where  the  Woodbine  Twineth. 

.         --      80*O  AND  DANCE. 

ITorJs  by  W.  B.  Delehaoty.    Musio  by  Mrs.  Delebanty. 

Sung  by  Dolebsnty  and  Eengler. 

Tbe  Mnsiu   Pulillshed  bv  tho  CelebraleJ  Houso  of 

Wlilti..  Smltli  .V  I'erry   •.•08-300  W»»liingti.n  SiimJ, 

Itustou  rau  be  obUliM<d  at  any  Mnsic-Sto:o 

tbrouijti  tbe  United  Stsles. 

■    -■'■^■\   ■  •:■■■. :^-'^r^~-.-'—         ■  :.■:  :^:  ■■.•::i^,' 

It'was  where  the  woodbine  twineth, 

I'ehiud  a  floral  screen,  ■.. 

In  a  graceful  pose  rcclineth 

A  maid  of  sevent«'en  ;  '• 

So  enchanting  wns  the  picture, 

1  could  not  jmns  it  by,  ,      ' 

iJut  I  stood  as  if  a  f^tatuc —  •  ;',  '  ; 

For,  l)cauty  charms  the  eye.        '  .  , 
Then  I  sow  tlmt  she  was  reading,    ; 

To  while  away  the  time,  '         ': 

And  iny  anxious  gaze  nnliocding,    •  •■v\ 

licneath  the  Woodbine  vine  V^-         ,     • 

CHORI«.  -fZ: 

But  I  love  her  so,  as  you  may  all  know. 
This  pretty  little  creature  on  the  portico  : 
It  was  there  we  met,  I  will  ne'er  foJ-get, 
Down  where  the  woodbine  twineth.     [Dancr.] 

There  I  8too<l  like  one  bewildero«l,  :•;.  . 

What  course  could  I  pursue?    i''..  ;  .:  •' 
,      \-.With  her  loveliness  enraptured,       •%-, :  T   '    V 

I  knew  not  what  to  do.  ■■";:■' 

^  _      As  a  balmy  breeze  then  wafted,  ". 

lier  fan  fell  on  the  groimd, 
W  hilt-  in  ecstacy  1  grjisped  it  : 

'•  Fair  maid,  vour  fan  I've  found.  " 
Then  i-lie  smiled  an(|  thanked  me  kindly. 

With  blushes  like'carmiue. 
And  she  sweetly  said  she'd  meet  me 
l^neath  the  woodbine  vine. 

But  I  love  her  so,  <fec. 

The  appointed  time  for  meeting,      /■:■■. 

Wirs  Sunday  night  at  eight  :  ■....  •  ;. 

And  what  happened  on  tLat  evening, 
.      'lo  you  1  Mill  relate' :  .       .    jr^  ■- 

'-Now  lier  l^a  and  Ma  were  absent,         '  r  .--*".  ^,-;- 
"      And  she  was  left  alone,  "    '/".  '^, 

As  her  parents  gaVe  their  consent 

'J  hat  she  might  s^ay  at  home  ;  ;..,-.  ■"-     ;  • 
So  fhe  played  the  grand  piano,         , ''    •■.  ■'  i' .   ■ 

i  sang  and  danced  in  time,  ',    r 

And  we  cat  on  the  veranda. 
Beneath  the  woodbine  vine. 

But  I  love  her  so,  ike. 

There  we  met,  we  loved,  we  parted,  '  ; 

My  heart  with  joy  doth  swell  :  '  : ''} 

For,  to  me  she  breathed  a  secret. 

With  :  "  Darling,  don't  you  tell  !  "'  ^ 

But  I  soon  became  acquainted 

With  her  I'apa  and  Ma  : 
She's  in  every  vision  painted,   '"■■  ■■ 

My  love,  my  guiding  star.  ,-.V 

Now  my  story's  almost  ended,  - \ 

I've  marri«Ki  Caroline, 
And  We  live  where  once  we  flirted. 

Beneath  the  woodbine  vine. 

But  1  love  her  so,  <I:c. 


Sweeter  than  a  Peach. 

Original  Bong  aud  Dance— Sung  by  Pankburst  aud  Collins 
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I  called  qnlle  oneo  then  to  see 

'IIm  idol  or  uiy  heart  ; 
Btie  promise  I  at  soma  fulnre  day 

W«  never  Bore  voald  part. 
I  asked  her  first,  cue  evculat;. 

M'bile  stnillini;  on  the  l>«M;b  ; 
Sli*  aaawered  :  "  Yes—"  wblcL  was  io  mo 

^ar  BW»«t«r  tltaa  a  peaob. 

Oil  '  Lucy  Anna  Sso. 


Widow  Uacbre 


VidoiwMa-'bree,  il*»  no  wonder  yon  fro«n. 

Ocb.  bone  !  widow  MaciirM  ! 
Faith  •  it  ruins  yonr  look*,  tfait  b^uo  dirty  blacU  gowu, 
Och.  boue  ^  widow  Mactirco  ! 
.  Uuw  altered  your  air 
With  that  close  cap  you  wear ! 
Tis  deitroyiUK  your  hair. 

Which  should  be  flowing  free  : 
Be  uo  liiuKer  a  churl. 
Of  It*  black  sliksii  cnri 
Ucta,  hone  :  widow  Ifachreet 

WlddW  Vachree.  now  the  Sammer  is  con  e. 

Ocir,  hone  '.  widow  Ma^  luee  ! 
IVbsi^  aT'rythinc  aiuilea,  cbonld  a  beauty  look  (jlnui  f 
<pch.  buue  :  widow  Macbree  ! 
Bee  the  birds  go  In  pairs 
And  tbe  rsbblta  aud  LCiea  :         I 
Why,  ereu  tho  bears  ] 

Now  in  couples  agree  ; 
And  the  mute  little  fish, 
'i'boiich  they  can't  sprak.  Ibev  wiib  .  . 
Och.  bone  :  widow  llaohree  : 


I 
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To 
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Ton  talk  about  yonr  lovely  girls, 

Aud  cbarius  that  never  die  : 
Bnt  I've  sern  tbe  fairest  creature 

E'er  seen  by  mortal  eye  i  ^    .]....-..    •> 

Sbe'a  twice  as  sweet  aa  bouej'.  .    .   '        H 

In  a  acbool-boute  she  doea  teach    .    .  '    v 
I  j.KS*  tbe  floor  to  see  the  one  ■■■;.'• :  - '  V^ 

Tlut's  aweelcr  than  a  iMacta.   .  -  -      .    :  .'    '^ 

CHOKVB.  '         ••^   >  ■ 

Oh  I  Lticy  Anna  Oeosimlrma  ArsmiBb  Screech 
Is  the  prettiest  girl  I  ever  aiw. 
And  aweeter  than  a  peacb  ! 

Tbe  ftril  day  that  I  atw tbii  girl,      -.  ' 

At  tbe  acbool-boDse  door  ahe  sat :    .'  ~     ,'■: 
She  waved  her  bn,  and,  in  return,     >,^: 

I  bowed  and  raised  my  bat. 
For  qniU  a  while  1  atood  there. 

Near  Ay  AYabeUa  Sereech  : 
Ti>e  tgM  kisaSiuin  ebe  gave  wblcb  wai— 

Ob  !  sweeter  than  a  peach. 

^  Oh  '.  Lncy  Aaaa,  kc 


Itarhree,  and  when  Winter  eontea  In, 
')ch.  hone  I  widow  Maoiiree  f 
joking  tbe  fire,  all  alone,  is  a  all^ 
I  >ch  bone  '  widow  MVbree  ! 
8ur*,  tbe  abovel  aoid  lout;* 
'J'ocacb  other  le'.ousr, 
Aud  tbe  kettle  sines  songs 

full  of  family  glee  .  . 
Yet   alone  with  your  cup, 
LiliC  a  bermit,  you  sup. 
Osii,  bone  !  widow  Maehree 

The*, |Uk«  my  advice,  darlinit  wido-v  Maehree. 

I  Ocb,  bone  '.  widow  Uachree  ' 

And,i  ii'ith  m}i advice,  faith  :  I  wlBh  you'd  laiie  mc, 

IV h.  bone  !  widow  Maehree  ! 

You'd  have  me  lo  dealie  : 

Tbeu,  to  stir  up  the  fire  ; 

And.  eare,  hope  la  no  liar 

In  whispering  to  me  : 
That  the  Oboata  would  deiwrt, 
Wlieu  you'd  ma  near  yonr  beatl. 
Och.  bone  !  widow  Uachroe 


Apples  rour«a-Penny  ! 

^ijlten,  Composed  and  Snug  by  Frank  Itcll. 

Boosey  ft  Co..  Ko.  4  Bond  Street,  Kew-Yoik. 


Music 


a. 
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C:  igland  is  my  nation, 
1  inible  is  niy  station. 

green-Krocer  by  situalinu  : 
>  I  '.  bow  shall  I  explain  T 
Well.  I  lored  a  girl  railed  Kittjr, 
Who  sells  applea  in  tbe  City  : 
jh  lue  she'll  nut  take  pity. 
Ber  love  Tve  tried  to  gain  : 
I've  aslod  her  baud  in  marrliite. 

re  a  donkey  aud  doniiey  carii,<ge^ 
t  id  Id  uke  her  down  to  Uarwich, 
|lf  she'd  but  name  the  day. 

But  now  she  gore  each  ninrnin?. 
And  thro'  the  slret.t  Elie°!<  hsulin;; 
^•A  banov  and  loudly  calling 
In  a  voice  so  load  and  Ligb  : 
"  Apples  four-a-p«niiy  ' 
Here's  your  fiiie  simwbcrry. 
Damson  pinnm  i;ni)  clirrii4.s 
You  cuu  tuatu  befuic  fou  Luy.  " 

bfl  at  market  meet  her.  '  i  „. ' 

d  Bd  with  smiles  I  greet  her, 
4id  I  wish  to  treat  Iter— 

As  one  that  I  love  dear ; 
iJiid  if  I  do  tell  ber 
C  fsome  bargains  I  conld  sell  her.l  .     ^!7    i 

usstj  low  Uled  fellow  I  ^J 

Bays  :■■  What  do  you  want  heoet"       ■  m       ■  \ 
Mni  if  to  her  I'm  speaking,  '        '  * 

I erhsps  with  foud  words  gieellnc  ■•''.' 
"bis  follows  always  Bu<akiii4{,  ,     -       J 

And  every  word  Will  bear. 

And'uow  tbe  goes,  &c. 

Fmade  np  m/ ntlnd  one  uorninjf, 
Tl^ii  tblB  fellow  calling. 
1^t>  loU  biiu  of  xuy  fulnu^ 
I  Id  loTp  with  Kitty  d6<i.        «. 
1r«U  I  did  m  ent  it-:   _        jfi- 
for.  be  rose  bia  list  unfl  sen!  ii 
011  my  nooc  and  bculit  : 

What  Bball  I  do  ?  oti  drar  '. 
For  her  I'ib  always  frettla«i. 
Ttie  tears  aty  eyea  *ia  wehiug— 
So  I'll  ditnw  wm  iroes  in  betting  t 

Toe.  rve  alwafa  in  my  ear— 

*•    Bono' 
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WHEN  THE  CORN  IS  WAVING,  ANNIE. 


r-^-— t 


#Moderato.     .^  \^^ 


T" 


CHARLES  BLAMPHIN.  ^| 
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1.    When  tbo    coru     is  vav  -iug,       ^Vn  -  uic,      dear.    Oh     iuo«»t  lue   by        tho    bHIo, 
'2.    WlioQ  tho    cora    is  'wuv  -iug,       Au  -  nie,      deur,    Our  tal<-s    of  lovo      xvc'll    tell, 
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benr  thy  gen  -  tlo  voice       a-  gain.  And  greet  t)jy  winning  nmilo.       The  moon  will  \>c    at    full,    lovt>,  Tlio  stars  will  brightly  glcum,     OU 
Hido  the  gen  -  tlo  flow  -  ing  Btream,  That  both  our  hcurtti  know  w«'ll ;  Whore  wild  flowers  in  their  Ix'uuty,  Will  scent  the  ev'ning  breoae,  Oit        S 
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comp,        my  Queen  of      night,  love,     And  gnu'C  the  bfnulteous  sceno,  When  the  com  is  wav-inrf,    An-uic*dear,    Oh  meet  mc  by      the 
ha.ste,      the  stars     ore'   peep-ing.      And  the  luooiibeliiud  the  troes,  When  the  coru  Jc<;, 


^^5=;^}5l?i^|te^|^^f^ 


^^ESSilfe^l:* 


To  hear  thy  gen-tle  voii-e  a-gain,  And  groot  thy  winning  nmilo. 
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A]VI»  SiritTtlWErVTAI. 


Containing^  all  me  most 
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S(^ngs  of  tlie  day. 
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QUE  AGENTS. 


GENEHAL   NOTICE. 


Our  Concert-Eoom. 


BOSTON.     ( Mass.  )    J.    W.    S^HERMAN,     ( 

I'Ooks,  Stationery,   News-Papers,   Ko.  llo 

Cambridge  iStreet. 
PHILADELPUfA.  (  Pa.)  A.  W.  AUXFR, 

Job- Printer    and    ^ollg-^^blishcr,  S.    W. 

Comer  of  Eleventh  and  .Market  >trevts. 

ClNCINNATf.    (Ohio.)  P.  ItARILAUK. 

Neira-Stand,  Vine  f^treet,  Opposite  Post- 
Office. 
NEWARK.     {  N.  J.  )    II.    M.   AVII.DMAN. 

News-Agent,  2.52  Market  Street,  between 

Lawrence  and  Mulberry. 
ROCHESTER.  (  X.  Y. )  W.  T.  MAC.^ULEV, 

New8-I>ealer   and   Stationer,  Xo.   3  North 

Clinton  street. 
DETROIT.    (  Mich.  )   J.  F.  MAC.VULEV, 

Stationer  and  News- 1  >ealer,  '2')'   Joifcrsun 

Avanue, 


TO  COERESPONDENTS 


SuBSCRIBKR  —  Philadelphia  —  V>'c  hnve 
published  Erin's  Green  ^hore  in  Number  (i — 
and  River  Roe  in  Number  7. 


HENET  DE  MAESAN'S  VALENTINES 

Hare  been  acknowledged,  by  tlie  \^  !iiiles:il<' 
as  well  as  by  the  Retail  Purchasers,  to  Iv  tlie 
Finest,  the  Richest  and  the  Chenpec^t  in  the 
Market. 

Co         CHATHAM  Strkkt.  Ii-Stairs,         GO 
First  Floor,  Opposite  William  htreet. 


Songs  and  Music  for  the  Million. 


All    CJ>niniunieation8    nius^   be   addressed    to 

HEiTET  DE  HAESAN,  PnbUsher, 

^    CO  Chatham  Street,  New-Yoric. 

We  q«not  undertake  to  return  rejected  MMS, 

or  to  aiigwcr  by  Post. 

Eacli  Number  will  contain  a  Collection  of 
the  ukkI  J'opular  Soiig6,  StiAg  in  the  Theatres, 
V)pera4  looses  and  Conoert-RoMns  ot  tha  United- 
btates  JEiiid  (Jreat-Lritain. 

— '  I       ■   — '  «  ^»  •  ■  —^^^ 

^  HENRY  DE  MAESAN. 
Publisluf  of  Songs,  ^ong-Books  and  Toy-Books. 

Comic  and  Sentimental  ValentiaM, 
Motto- Verses, 
Stationery, 

Playing-Cardi, 

AND  OTECER  CHE\P  ARTICLES  FOB  THE  TBADS. 

THE  j  OLD  ORIGINAL  SONG-DEPOT  : 
6f  Icbatham  Street.  First  Floor. 

OPPOSlil  E  WILLIAM  STREET,  NEW-YORK. 

This  House,  established  more  than  25  years, 
is  the  eldest  I'ublishing-Estahlishnient  cj/  the 
kind,  aitid  the  first  that  introduced,  in  the 
Unite4-t5tftte8,  the  puTjliehing  of  the  penny-sheet 
Songs  and  Ballads  for  he  benefit  of  the  million. 

Over  j2,500  different  Songs  always  on  hand. 

Thel  5  inger's  Journal  is  Published  Monthly. 

Sinilt  Copies  Two  Cents — and  Five  Cents, 
free  of  I'oetage,  when  sent  per  Mail — Subscrip- 
tions *>*■' Year    lifty  Cents  and    Twenty-Five 

'eopie 


CcnU 


fir  ^ix  Months. 

Wc  have  always  tiifj  Iibti^  eo^es  of  all 
the   ?  t  lubors  of  the   Sini^er's   Journal   from 
No.  1  t<>  10  and  from  15  to  C7. 


At  Moonlight's  Hour  we'll  Meet 
A  Starry  Xight  for  a  Kaiiible     ■ 

AFTER  THE  OPERA 

Always  I..ook  High  and  never  Say  Die  ! 

AS  GOOD  AS  GOLD— Music 
Beautiful  Summer  ! 
Could  Life's  Dark  Scenes  be  Changed 
Come,  I>et  us  Dwell  in  Sea-Girt  Dell 

The  DRUNKEN  SAILORS 

Do  a  Good  Turn  when  You  Can 
Far  from  Home 
FORTY  YEARS  AGO 

Good- Bye,  Darling,  I  must  Leave  Ypu 
The  Greeting  at  the  Door 
The  Grecian  Dau^ter 

GOOD-BYE,  DEAREST  I 
The  Happy  Change 
The  Hope  q(  Return  takes  ths 

Sting  from  Adieu  t. 
Hope  for  Ireland ! 
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Home,  .'^weet  Home  !  shall  be  our  Song 
HOW  DAT  VAS  FOR  LOW  ? 
It  won't  Suit  Charlotte  Baker 
I'm  a  Ranting,  Roving  Blade 
I'm  the  Ladies'  Beau-Ideal 
KITTY  O'SHAUGHNESSY 
Kiss  Mo  hefore  I  Sleep,  Mother 
Ki.>is  Me,  Mother,  Ere  I  Die 
LONG  BARNEY 

Milly  Gray  :  or  My  i-'-  ,  ■  •  •       ■"•  v 

I'retty  Little  Buckinghamshire-Girl 
The  Man  with  the  India-Rubber  Face 
The  Slan  About  Town 

NIGHT-BIRDS 

No  Prize  can  Fate  on  Man  Bestow^ 

Parody  on  :  'Jhere's  many  a  SBp 

'twixt  the  Cup  and  ili«  Lip 

Pretty  Glare  Market  Clara      - 

PETER  PIPER 
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land  the  Period  I     '   ■:' 
Pat-a-cake,  Baker's  Man 
taiden.  Come  Wander  with  Me 

POCJA  HUMANITY  ! 

She'd  |a  Deltcate  Sort  of  Way 
i  Sweefi  Little  Creature 
Therefs  a  Path  by  the  River 
WINTER  NIGUT 

Whaotk;  for  the  Honor  of  Inland  ! 
When  ^trolliug  in  the  ii'UrliugtoD-Aroade 
Waiting  for  4 he  Train 
You  aover  Mies  the  Waiter, till 

the-WtH  IlnnsDry 
You  See  that  Brightly  Peaniinj;  Mar 
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We  take  tb«tWrty  to  rcnuind  onr  rustomers, 
principally  thosa  Aom  tlie  <°ountry.  tliat  our  place 
of  Business  is  at  No  60  (  not  CI  )  thatliam  •'-trfc-t, 
Up-^taira,  Firat  Floor. 


J 


Winter  Hight 

Muto  M  Boom/  *  Co.  4  Bond  StiMt.  Maw-Tock. 


Whiui  th«!  wooda  tre  dim  and  dreary. 
And  th«  snow  cruwna  avery  h«igbt. 

And  the  path  Menii  lo«f  fknJ  w«Ai 
Though  the  atars  shiae  clear  aik 

When  no  more  the  cuikoo  singeth — 
Fo^  no  leaves  are  on  the  tree — 

And  fbe  hoar  fr<.)8t  ligbtly  clmzeth 

Where  the  bludsuins  ua*J  to  O*^ 

Wiit  thjin  f  What  tb«o  X  what 
Why,  iu  spit*  «f  wind  and  weather, 

hound  the  fire  that's  blaziog  bright, 
We  will  sing  old  songs  together. 

All  the  naerry  winter  night. 

When  the  winda  are  dirgea  singing 

For  tlia  old,  the  dying  year, 
Through  the  faithful  Ivy,  clinging 

I  o  the  branchea  stripped  and  aei*  :  .  ' 
When  the  streams,  no  lunger  flowing. 

Are  in  icy  fetters  bound, 
And  the  burdened  clouds  are  throwing^ 

Darker  shadows  all  around— 

What  then  ?  what  then  t  whut  then  * 
Why,  We'll  sing  old  songs  together 

Kouud  ihe  tire  that's  blazing  bright  : 
For,  worth  all  your  suiniiier  weather 

la  a  cheerful  winter  night. 


ht 
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Yoa  Never  Miaa  the  Water  till 
The  Well  Runs  Dry. 

-  Written  and  Sang  b;  Unrry  Linn 


When  a  child.  I  lived  at  Lincoln  with  my  pareuta 

at  tliu  farui  : 
TLe  lesion*  tkat  uir  motber  tangtit  to  ine  ware 

quite  a  cliarm— 
Slia  would  often  take  ma  on  her  knee,  wbrn  tired 

.  of  childish  pUf, 

Aud  ».i  she  preaaed  me  to  her  breast  I've  heard 

uij  mother  say  : 
Waste  not,  want  not.  la  a  maxim  I  would  teacli, 
Let  jTour  watcb-wurd  be  :   deapatch  !  —and  practice 

what  >uu  piracb  , 
Do  not  l«t  Tour  cbanc»s  like  aanl>eams  pass  you  lijr  - 
For  you  uerer  miia  tlie  water  till  the  well  runs  dry. 

As  years  ro'.lod  on,  I  giew  to  l>e  a  mlachlef-in.ikiuK  boy, 
D^truction  seemed  my  only  sport  :   It  wuriuy  only  Joy— 
And  »eil  do  1  raiuaiubar,  whan  oftiiuea  well  chaitized. 
How  f.tther  aat  lieslde  inu,  aud  thus  has  me  a>lvised^ 

Waate  not,  want  aot  &c. 

When  I  arrlred  at  manhood.  I  embarked  In  pnblic  life, 
Aud  found  it  waa  a  rugged  road,  l>eatrewn  with 

cara  and  atrlfa  : 
t  apeenUted  footlshly.  mj  losses  were  severe. 
But  still  a  little  voice  kept  whispering  In  my  ear— 

Waata  not,  want  not,  4e. 

Theii  I  Ktadied  atrict  economy  and  foond.  to  my  sarprisa. 
My  fuuds,  instead  of  alnkinff.  vary  quickly  then  did  rise  : 
I  gratped  aacb  chance  aud  always  struck  the 

Iron  while  'twas  hot, 
I  tataad  my  opportnnitlee  and  never  ouca  forgot— 

Waite  nut,  want  not,  &c. 

I'm  inari'led  now  and  hai  py.  I've  a  carefnl  little  wifa. 
We  live  in  peace  and  harmony  devoid  of  oara  and  atrlfe  ; 
Tortnns  amlles  npon  us.  we  have  little  children  three, 
The  leaion  that  I  taaoh  them,  aa  they  prattle 

rooud  my  knee — 
Waate  not,  want  not,  lie. 


Could  Life's  Dark  Scenes  Be  Changed. 

iQDg  by  Una  Louisa  Pthk,  In  the  Opera  of  "  Bay  Blaa.  ' 
tfnaio  at  Booaey  A  Oo.,  No.  4  Bond  Street,  Naw-Tork. 


Could  life's  dark  acene  be  changed  for  me, 
W^here  my  heart  is.  there  my  hand  I'd  give  ; 

l>ut  duty  hterii  must  be  obeyed. 
With  hunor  .'^tained  1  cannot  live 

Woman  can  rarely  choose  her  state, 
i^y  others  oft  her  doom  ia  sealed  .* 

A  nd  warmest  longing  of  the  heart 
For  ever  must  remain  eonoealed.    :, 

'Ibe  fire  of  genius  Mghta  your  aoul  : 

lie  mercinil  ai  you  are  great —  -  ■ 

Oh  !  Hpare  a  woman's  weaVneaa  now. 
Nor  madly  strive, to  war  with  Cat*. 


The  gloomy  preaent  soon  may  paaa, 
Hope's  star  more  brichtly  ahUM  : 

And  should  thia  hand  be  ever  fr«« 
'  I  is  thine,  and  only  thin*  ! 


i  p  » 


?etttr  Piper. 

Bang  l>y  Sydney  Ytanka. 


What  great  aveats  will  often  spring 

Uut  of  a  vary  little  thing— 

AMI  embittered  all  my  Ufa, 

AM  also  loa«  a  loving  wife,  '  ^' 

Beoanaa  wba»  1  waa  rather  young,  .       *i' 

I'd  suuh  a  vary  awkward  tongue  :  :      '    •      -^ 

And  all  ay  bop«*  have  goue  aatray, 

Baesoaa  I  ra*lly  coaldn't  aay  — 

Fatar  Fiper  picked  a  peck  of  papercorns  : 

Did  Nter  Piper  pick  a  peck  of  pepiiercorot  T 

If  Fatar  Pipar  plclte.l  a  |>«ck  of  pepparcorua. 

Thai  wbara'B  taa  peck  of  peppareoriis 
Tkat  Falar  Pipar  picked  T 

My  apaech  somehow  was  very  k>ad, 

A  Rraat  iiupadlment  I  bad. 

I  uttered  avary  word  with  pain. 

And  sinttared  cot  "  my  love  "  in  valu. 

And  vary  carious  to  ralata — 
tnuthar  young  man  ahared  my  fata. 
Aud  ha  would  practice  all  the  day. 
In  many  vala  attauipta,  to  aay — 

Paler  Pipar,  *«. 
Both  of  ua  courted  than.  Iu  vain. 
A  charming  girl  called  Mary  Jane  : 
Uer  voica  waa  Juat  than  iu  ita  prims, 
Iho'  she  had  aluilare  I  in  l;er  tiiua 
One  day  the  called  ua  loth  and  aaid  : 
*■  Look  hare   younx  mm   I  vow  tu  wad     ' 
The  one  of  you  »  ho  flrat  can  aay 
These  few  worda  ia  a  proper  way  :  " 

Petar  Piper.  Ac 

When  I  bad  practlaed  for  a  year. 

My  apeacU  bei<an    to  eat  mora  clear,  ' 

And  when  a  aecond  3a<*r  pa'.aad  by, 

Iconldaay  ;    •  PP  Petei'  Pi- 

Pl'pl-plper  packed  a  peck 

Of  Pep  pep  packer  pap  pep  |iep  :  " 

Aud  whan  aeveu  yeara  at  laat  bad  fled, 

Ona  day  qoita  parfaotly  I  aalU— 

PaUr  Pipar,  Jw. 

I  mahad  at  onea  to  Mary  June, 

Of  Prter  Piper  sang  the  atraia  : 

Said  aba  :  *■  Tott're  too  lata,  it  appaart . 

For.  I've  haeu  married  now  six  years  ;  '■  \ 

The  other  youug  man  you  muat  know 

Said  that,  mora  Ihtu  aiz  yeara  ago. 

And  gave  me  tbeu  a  weddlUK  ring. 

And  Mace— ITIve  dilidrea  who  cuu  alng— ** 

PaUr  Pipar,  to. 
■    ♦    ■    

€kM)d-Bye,  Darling,  I  Must  Leave  Ton. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Frank  Jolly. 


Par  from  Home. 


.1: 


The  analo.  pnbliabad  by  Oliver  Dltson  *  Oo.,  of 

WT  Waataington  Street.  Boston  can  ha  obtained  at  the 

vall-known  Mualc-Store  of  C.  H.  DItaon  k  Co.,  711  Broadway, 
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Ob  !  I  lova  a  charming  girl. 
And  to  her  I  never  shall 
Say  or  do  anything  that'n  wrong  ;    . 
Huw 'lis  my  great  deliiibt 
To  hriug  ber  here,  each  nlgh^    ^     .  : 
Juat  to  bear  a  quiet  llitle  aoag. 

Ooo^bye  dariinx  I  moat  leava  yoa  1 

Ooe  mora  kiaa  l>efore  i  go  ; 
I'll  be  hare  t»-murrow  alglil,  if  I  < 

oome,  I'll  writ* 
Jaat  a  veid  or  two  to  let  ay  darling  know. 

OfaU  the  girls  that  la. 

Tiera'a  aoaa  Ilka  prattv  "  Lia  ;  " 
For,  ahe  s  the  lovely  girl  tkal'a  atola  my  baart. 

N>w  I  don  t  wish  to  boaat. 

Uut  what  Kriavaa  ma,  ohaps,  the  moet. 
Ia  wheu  of  a  night  from  her  I  tiava  to  part 

Qood-bya,  dartiag.  ka. 

Sho'a  a  charming  girl,  I'm  sure. 

And  whan  I  meat  her  at  the  door. 
On  ber  llpa  I'm  aara  to  Imprint  a  kiaa  ; 

She  has  aach  a  alaudar  waiat, 

Boay  chaaka  aud  pretty  (ace, 
Bhe'a  too  good.  I  think,  for  a  world  Ilka  thla. 

Qood-byc,  darUag,  to. 

Kow  wban  I  meat  my  '■  Lia  "  to-night. 

I  think  I'll  make  It  right. 
Ami  aak  her  Juat  to  be  my  little  wifa  : 

Ob  '  ahaat  i  f^el  ao  gay. 

Wheu  ahe  uames  the  happy  day  ' 
Of  course   It  win  end  all  my  care  and  atrlfa. 

SroKUi  :    Ah  :  luy  dear  Iioya.   I  shaut  have  to  asy 
then  — 

Good- bye,  darUag,  to. 


I 


Beautiful  Summer! 


Beautiful  sumraer.  there's  Jov  rn  yonr  wing. 
Around  ye  liie  bieatli  of  the  flowsr-i  alls  eilug  : 
There's  sunshine  and  baauty  wherever  ya  pl^, 
Baauiifui  sumiuer.  «li  '  fly  not  away, 
Ueautiiul  auwmer.  oh  '  fly  not  away. 

Ib  the  foraat  thy  plnlona  are  wooing  the  treea 
Their  greeu  heada  to  bend  lo  llie  llcbt  liappy  I  reeaa. 
And  the  flowers  look  up  with  a  bluab  as  ye  fly. 
To  open  their  bloeeoma  wbeu  auuiuer  ia  niglL 

Ueautiful  sun 


Tba  binom  of  thy  ftowers.  tbs  breath  on  iby  wing. 
The  aaaabltta  aa  i  lieauiy  your  bappy  days  bring  : 
With  tba  eoM  toneh  of  winter  will  wither  away. 
Tat,  snaimer.  we'll  love  thaa.  tho'  d<ioaMd  to  decay— 

Beautiful  aammer.  < 


t 


Y 


Far  away  from  hv>me  and  kindred, 
Sadly  Q'er  tba  earth  1  coam,  ^ 

And  my  heart  ia  filled  with  anguiah, 
Aa  I  thtnk  of  my  loved  home. 

Far  from  home,  all— all  are  acatterad, 

All  tiM)  frienda  to  me  ao  ijeai    : 

And  in  vain  are  all  mj  efforta 

Vow  to  atop  the  bnny  tear. 

Where  ia'ahe,  that  loTing  Mother,   — 

Un  whose  kind  and  peacefViI  breaat 
Gently,  in  the  home  of  childhood. 

Have  1  sweetly  sunk  tu  rest  t 
In  the  grave  she  now  doth  sliuuber. 

And  her  child  can  only  weep 
Sad  and  bitter  tears  of  sorrow 

O'er  the  place  her  ashes  sleep. 

Where  are  they,  thoae  tender  sistera, 

A  nd  those  loving  brothers,  dear  T 
All  are  acattered,  sadly  roaming  : 

None,  oh  !  none  are  with  mo  nera  f 
Far  away  Arom  home  and  kindred, 

Lonely  o'er  the  earth  i  ruam, 
And  my  heart  ia  filled  with  anguiah, 

Aa  1  think  of  my  loved  home. 


Slilly  Gray  : 

OB  MT  PBETTT  UTTLE  BUCKINOHAM8HIBB  OIBU 

Written  and  Song  by  I.  Trowbridge. 
Tour  glaaees  till  I  pray,  and  drink  to  Mllly  Gray,  i , 

A  chanunr  wlio  can  l>a  aurpaaaed  by  uone  — 
Tbu'  a  aimi'le  rouatry  girl,  sbe  really  ia  a  pearl, 

Aud  dear.y  luved  by  almoat  every  one. 
I  never  can  forttet  the  day  that  I  flrat  uiet 

Thia  charming  i>lrl — her  Ikce  with  amilea  beaming- 
Down  by  my  nncle'a  Farm,  with  a  banket  on  ber  arm. 

Taking  breakCast  to  aome  peaaania  that  ware  aleaniug. 
CU0RU8 
Tben  Cnpld'a  little  dart.  I  feel,  baa  pierced  my  heart. 

With  Joy  aud  prida  my  heart  feela  In  a  whirl  : 
I'm  aura  there's  not  a  lass   in  Loud'  n.  can  surpaaa 

My  pretty  little  Ouckingbamsbtre  girU 

Mow  as  she  tripped  along,  warbling  S'>ma  pretty  song, 

I  stood  and  liatened,  Juat  aa  if  8|>elMK>und  : 
For.  not  thinking  I  waa  mar  ahe  a.ing  with  voice  aoclaar 

That  aaemed  to  float  on  the  air  for  miles  aronud. 
She  paused  on  aeeiug  me    uud  I  llioupht  that  ahe  must  ba 

A  filry.  or  twaa  Fancy'a  daring  fliisbt — 
U'ltlll  to  me  she  s|(Oke— then  the  spell  upon  ma  bro4a— 

Tbua  I  fall  In  love  with  Milly  at  flrat  eight. 

Then  Cupid'a  little  dart,  kc 

To  you  I  will  deacrlt>e  my  darling  Mill  with  pride  : 

Sho'i  aa  fair  aa  any  girl  that  could  bo  aeeu. 
Blue  eyea  witli  teeib  like  pearla   ond  golden  hair  in  onria ; 

or  pretty  girls  abe  really  ia  tba  queen. 
Ber  age  la  twenty-oue  aija'a  alwaya  full  of  fun. 

Her  heart  is  kind  and  true  to  the  cure  .  '     ''    ''' 

For  many  miles  arooad,  »ha  has  alwaya  baan  ranowaad 

For  her  charity  and  kindueas  t»  the  i  oor. 

Then  Cupid'a  little  dart,  to. 
My  love  for  Mllly  Orar  tncreaaea  every  day. 

And  In  return  aba  dearly  loves  me,  too  ; 
Bkh  rivals  I  have  got.  but  I  don't  care  ajot.   -     .  i  ..>.. 

I'm  sure  she  will  never  prove  untrue  :  'I'     "'  '  '' 

Sbe  la  my  joy  and  prido  aud  when  by  her  atda. 

I  feel  aa  proud  aa  any  Lord,  or  £arl. 
Sbe  ia  aooo  t<>  ba  my  wife-  then  I'll  love  ber  all  my  lite. 

My  pretty  little  Bncklugbamsliire  girl. 

Tl  en  Cupid  s  little  dart,  toi 
1^  ■«■  » 

Come  Let  Us  Dwell  in  Sea-Oin  DelL 

Ballad  by  John  Ooodingham. 


Home  let  us  dwell  in  aea-girt  dell. 
Where  love  ahall  l>e  our  only  tipell  : 
A  palace  grand  our  cot  would  seem, 
ita  ivied  walla  with  joy  shall  teem  : 
]  11  weave  for  thee  a  chaplet  gay, 
While  thou  dost  sing  a  roundelay. 


Then  let  us  haste  to  yonder  shore, 
Aitd  bide  with  love  for  evenuoro  : 
A  poem  shall  the  wild  wave  sing 
In  nonor  of  its  queen  and  king — 
And  whan  our  barque  bounds  o'er  tho 
It  shall  be  gentle  at  thy  rest. 

Let  us  away  wberc  slandariil^  foes 
Thair  venoin  cannot  interpose 
I'o  mar  our  muttial  happy  love,    ,  .^ 
(  \xMg  registered  in  vows  above  A  ) 
'i  hare  to  n>iget  the  eokl  dull  throng, 
And  paaa  oor  daya  'mid  joyotia  aong. 


^ 
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After  the  Openu  "/  "  V     ^ 

Written,  Compoied  knd  Snag  by  0«org«  LeyboBme. 
After  the  Op«n'i  over, 

0«ii  irirs  In  oiitBhine  ths  lUn  : 
When  liBlf  of  tli«  world  sleep  contented. 

We'll  cliaiupague  and^moke  floe  cigws  ; 
For.  life  without  pleiiiire  !■  cold. 

And  I  shouldn't  llTe  »<>ry  long  :         ;   ,,- .  -   .V;.. 
But  how  we  RnrTive  in  tbe  West  end."  ' 
I'm  delictated  to  tell  in  wj  song. 
BcpEXR  :    With  » tootle  tarn  tarn  •oeompa&iiDent  npon 
the  plMio  Crom  the  fair  hands  of  a  lady,  we  aing— 

After  the  Opera's  oTnr. 

An«r  the  Operas  done, 

;,     ■■'      e.  (ems  of  the  Ter J  first  water. 

With  the  ladies  «e  tootle  tarn  torn. 

I  keep  my  own  box  st  the  Opera. 
I've  racers  and  hnntero  mK  well. 

Estitei  and  Undi  In 'he  conutry— 

So  lunch  II  oiiey  I  rsnnot  tell  * 
Then  wliT  shoald  I  let  myself  down. '        ' 

And  neither  spind  money  or  lend  t 
For,  money  well  spent  lirlnesJoTs, 

Tea,  money  was  made  tu  aiiend. 

After  the  Oper*.  ke. 
After  the  Opera's  OTcr, 

Bricrsria  could  tell  many  tales. 
And  as  I  am  one  of  it*  people. 

It  wouldn't  be  fsir  to  drive  nails—   ! 
Bnfflco  me  to  f»y  that.  St  oiKht.     • 

Wo.  "  Upper  Ten   "  n^rer  frel  glnn  ; 
We  dance,  sing  aud  play,  till  the  mom. 

With  the  ladles  we  tootle  tnm  tnni. 

A  fter  the  Opers,  ke. 
After  yonr  bnsiness  take  pleasure  : 

Bat  boslneis  by  Jove  '  I'T6  none  : 
A  fellow  tu  iind  out  bis  troiililre 

Why,  hanK  It— I  don't  soe  the  fnn — 

To  70a  that  hsTe  mosey  to  «j  end, 

Jast  take  a  lesson  by  me  : 
JJrr9  In  tbe  Squares  of  ]i«lf;raTi«. 

And  the  vlessares  of  life  you'll  see. 

After  the  Opers  kc. 


f  on  See  that  Brightly  Beaming  Star. 

Words  by  L.  M.  Thornton  Esq.  — Mnsie  by  W.  H.  WeiM. 

You  e«e  that  brightly  beaming  star, 
I'he  nearest  to  the  queen  of  night  I 

I  never  on  Uiat  planet  gaze, 

Bnt  starting  tiars  •obscure  my  sight ; 
To  think  Jiow  oft  beneath  its  ray 

I've  rambled  forth  by  Mary's  side. 
And  hoped  to  hail  tlie  happy  day. 

When  1  should  clakn  her  as  my  bride  ! — 

V.'e  ramble  side  by  side  no  n»ore  ;  ^. 

Yon  hillock  tells  the  r««8on  why- 
Oh  !  if  the  mansions  of  the  bleet 

Are  those  bright  orbs  which  deck  the  sky, 
It  never  wifl  be  deemed  a  sin 

To  think  that  from  that  world  I  see, 
Amid  the  pause  in  rapture's  song. 

My  Mary's  looking  down  on  me. 

The  Happy  Change.      v 

A  Seqnsl  to  the  Wife's  Dream. 
Words  by  L,  M.  Thornton— Mnalc  by  H.  Btisaei, 


Ton  4sked  me,  sister,  how  it  was  that  I  appeared  so  gay, 
WhM  evening  after  evening  my  hnaband  w»s  uwiij  1 
Tou  owned  I  ne'er  did  frown  or  pout  or  say  an  angry  word, 
Altboagh  I'd  plenty  oause  fur  tears,  if  all  were 

true  yon  heard. 
I  told  you  how  I  rashly  vlshed  my  hnabsiiddead  luightbe: 
I  told  to  yen  that  dreadful  drrani  ro  like  reality. 
And  said  :  if  e'er  by  patience  I  oonid  rhange 

his  wandering  lifs. 
I'd  blese  the  henr  that  dream  waa  sent  to  his  neglected  wife. 

A  l>eil  of  sickness,  aister  dear,  with  Ita  attendant  woe. 
Oft  teaclies  us  a  lesson  which  in  heaUh  we  rarely  know  : 
We  think  what  then  we  might  hare  been,  aud  what. 

alaa '  we  are. 
And  how  In  dnst  what  we  will  be.  if  Ood  onr 

HtSs  dee't  spare : 
Late  boors,  the  dmakard's  cop.  for  week  a 

has  laid  my  hnsbaad  low, 
^hrn  to  his  side  he  called  me,  and  fast  the  tears  did  flow- 
He  cried  :  "  for  many  years  I've  been  a  wicked 

man.  'tis  trne : 
Bnt  Ood  has  pardoned  all  my  siua — then,  Mary. 

will  net  yen  I 

How  nearly,  daar,  yeor  awltal  dream  to 

ma  fn]fllled  has  been— 
Bnt  eT«r  {torn  the  darkest  elooda  are  gleams 

'.        of  sunlight  seen  : 
And  firom  tbe  grare's  dresd  brink  I'm  raised 

a  better  man  to  prove 
And  be  what  long  t  shoald  have  been  to  her 

who  thua  can  love.  " 
And  be  h»s  been  an  altered  mse.  my  sister,  from  that  day, 
Ko  lonvt-r  from  his  wife  doth  be  with  bis  companions  Stray 
All  is  one  loene  of  happiness,  and  oft  do<h  bt-  exelaim  : 
■'  Vary.  I've  lived  to  blew  tba  boor  tbtt  vlsitatian  came ! " 


The  Hope  of  Setnm  fakes  the  Sting  from  Adieu. 


By  L.  M.  Thornton  Esq. 


The  bright  star  of  eve  firom  the  heavens  was  peeping, 

The  bee  homeward  fled  to  add  sveets  to  her  store, 
As  sadly  I  strayed  where  no  form  was  intruding, 

To  muse  npon  one  I  might  never  see  more — 
O'ercome  by  my  ramble,  a  slumber  came  o'er  mci 

Me  thought  a  bright  being  apf>eared  to  my  -new, 
And  chiding  my  gnef,  in  my  ear  sweetly  whispered  : 

"  The  hope  of  return  takes  the  sting  from— Adieu !  " 

"  And  who  irt  tboo,  fair  one,  that  thus 

would  be  cheering 

The  spirit  long  bowed  by  affliction  and  care  ?  " 
She  answered  me  thus  :  "I'm  her  Onardian  Angel 

Who  bids  thee  look  forward  and  cease  to  despair. " 
I  roee  a  new  man  from  that  soul-stirring  slumber, 

And  many  a  day  kept  the  motto  in  '\:>ew — 
'Twae  a  light  in  the  darkness,  a  star  in  the  desert  : 

"  The  hope  of  return  takes  the  sting  from — Adieu  I " 

J'    ,    Kitty  O'Shaughneay.    :/  : 

.    Bang  by  Tony  Pastor. 

I'm  a  daeint  Irish  lad  ;  I  was  bom  In  Ballyralgan  : 
I  was  christened  with  great  joy  atther  my  father. 

Patrick  Fagan. 
I  had  a  sweet-heart,  Kitly  :  I  coorted  her  so  gayly  ; 
Oh  !  tte  devil  a  tbouKht  of  care  had  I.  as  I 

V  twisted  my  shillaly  ! 

Choms  :    Mnshs  Kitty  O'Shaugbnesay, 
She  was  the  itirl  for  me  : 
-    Wback  fal  de  dal  do  rsddy,  •  ''        -' 

Kitty  O'Shangknessy  ! 

Oh  !  'twas  herself  I  coorted.  a  girl  both  nate  and  coey  j 
She  said  she  loved  me  ia  return  ;  her  cheeks 

were  red  and  rosy. 
I  bad  Jnst  twenty  pounds,  and  she  bad  seventeen  : 
Faith  I  we'll  slap  them  both  together  and 

ws'll  live  like  Kinft  and  Qneen  '. 
Unsha  Kitty  O'Shaughnessy,  ke. 

We  i>oth  set  All  for  Liverpool,  and  clapped 

our  kits  together. 
And  married  were  so  nate  and  cool,  in  SQite 

of  wind  %pd  weather. 

With  onr  money  we  opened  a  shop  in  a  iinsiness  not  amiss : 
We  soold  red  herrings,  mackerels  polaties  and  dried  flsh. 
Husba  Slity  O'StMUghssssy.  Ac 

In  bnsiness  ve  did  well,  till  one  day  she  was  taken  ill,  sir^ 
And  tbe  doctor  nearly  ruined  me  with 

aending  in  a  bill,  sir. 
80, 1  made  a  bargain  with  him  :  kill  or  care  ! 

for  twenty  pounds  so  frisky  ; 
Be  waa  a  daeint  sort  of  a  man.  d'ye  mind  : 

for.  he  stood  the  nsRgin  of  whiskey. 
Mosha  Kitty  CShanghnessy,  Ac. 

But  she  grew  worse  sad  worse,  which  made  me 

quake  with  fear,  sir  : 
The  doctor  be  attended  her  for  more  than  half  a  year.  sir. 
Till  one  fine  morn  she  died,  and  myself  it  did  bewilder. . 
Spoken  .-    The  doctor  came  in  one  day — The  top  o'  the 
morning  to  yon.  says  he — How  the  blazes  are  you  T    sa.-s 
I.  what  can  I  lie  aftber  doine  for  you  T— I  came  for  that 
thrille  of  money  yon  owe  me.  says  he— What  money  T 
eafs  I — The  twenty  pounds  for  attending  yotir  wife  says 
he— Did    yon   cure   her  7    says  I— No,  sajs  he— Then, 
)<egorra. . 
Tun  daren't  ssy  yon  kUtod  her. 

HDSba  Kitty  O'Shsnghneasy.  Ac 

So.  gintlemin,  eiijoy  yoBcaelves,  the  whiskey 

drink  like  thnnder  : 
Of  coorse.  yon  all  will  own  with  me  :  there's 

mirth  in  an  Irish  blander  : 
If  ever  yoar  wires  are  taken  HI,  now 

mind  yea.  and  be  sare  : 
Make  the  bargain  as  I  did  myself 

with  the  doctor  :  Kill  or  core  ! 
Mnsba  Kitty  O'Shanghneasy,  Ac 


The 


At  Moonlight's  Honr  We'll  Xeet 

Written  by  W.  Kirwood. 

The  Btnra  an  shining  brightly. 

At  moonlight's  hour  we'll  meet : 
The  breeae  upon  the  rose,  love. 

Shall  kiss  thy  flushing  cheek. 
I  hear  the  distant  mosio 

Sonnd  weleome  to  otir  ear  ;     '■      '     ;  ^ 
Its  echo's  true  sweet  ehords  cfltiw%-'  ' 

That  merry  days  are  near. 

Than  if  that  Doertr  tale  I  Immv  .. .  ;     ;.l    .. 

And  all  within  De  true,  -     •; 

Aaannrise  hail  the  flowrets  wild         ,  v  ; , 

Or  part  the  early  dew  :  A 

Tbe  bells  shall  peal— the  'village  felka,     ..': 

All  clad  in  garments  gay, 
thall  gTMc  the  MMafnl  sons  of  rnuM 

Upon  toor  wadding  day. 


with  the  India-Kubber  Faoa. 

By  L.  M.  ThoratoB. 


Strange  freaks  of  nature  are  beltaM 

As  thro'  this  world  we  stray  ;    /       i 
Ton  have  the  Siamese  twins  see^ 

And  Astecs.  I  dare  say. 
It  ia  my  lot.  before  yon  new, 

In  turn  to  take  my  place. 
And  prove  that  I  tbe  man  am  wUk 

The  India-rubber  fkoa. 

When  t  waa  bom.  the  nnrse.  Tm  lolft 

Did  «aita  with  langhter  shake  ;    - 
For.  t  at  lier  S*va  Bocti  a  look 

That  mads  her  Old  Rides  acbA 

The  Doctor  said  (  It  la  a  fket. 

A  sore  as  I'm  no  lubber  } 
The  (See  of  this  unrlralledekiU 

Is  made  of  India-rubber. 

As  I  ^w  np.  nnnnmbered  lempeit 

I  inanaged  to  get  tn  : 
Ton  see  toy  phiz  against  me  waa,  . 

Tho'  I'd  a  heap  of  tin.  V 

When  t  paased  up  or  down  s  street, 

I  had  to  mend  niy  pace  : 
For.  urchins  would  sbont  out :  Oh,  myV 

Tlijt|ndia-rnbber  «»ce! 

I>e  tnanaged,  tho'  to  get »  wife^ 

A  Tes-y  pretty  lass. 
And  I've  a  aon  who  likely  is 

His  dad  soon  to  sorpass. 
He  pulls  a  month  from  eaf  to  aai^ 

Bis  »n*e  doth  meet  his  chin,  .  I. 

One  eye  is  niRh  out  of  his  head,  .'| . 

Tbe  other  has  gone  In.  | 

I'm  ^fng  now— bnt  ere  I'm  goon, 

Permit  in«  tn  inquire 
If  I  hjATe  i>Ieased  you  ;  if  I've  not. 

Tbe  rata  sU  I u  the  fire— 
Bnt.  if  in  looking  ronnd.  I  can 

Sweet  satlsfactioD  trace, 

Blgktbsppy  win  the  man  be  tritk 
The  India-rubt>er  face. 

—  ■•■  ^ 


/"•• 


A  Starry  Night  for  a  Sambl*. 

Written,  Composed  and  Bong  by  Sam  Bagnall 


I  like  a  ganie  at  Croquet,  or  bowling  on  tbe  green  . 

I  like  a  little  boating  to  pull  against  the  stream  : 

But  of  all. the  games  that  I  love  best  to  (111  m»  wltbdeUikt, 

I  like  to  take  a  ramble  apoi^  a  starry  night. 

A  starry  night  for  a  ramble,  \ 

In  a  flowery  dell  : 

Thro'  the  bash  and  bramble, 

.    Kiss  and  never  tell. 

Talk  aboQt  jyour  bathing  or  strolling  on  ths  ssnds. 
Or  Bome  anseen  veraiidaB  where  gentle  sepfcyr  fans  : 
Or  rolling  home  in  the  ninrDliig  buys  and  very  nearly  tight, 
Could  neter  beat  a  ramble  npon  a  starry  night. 

A  sUrry  night,  *e. 

I  like  to  take  my  sweetheart — '  of  eoarse,  yon  do  " 

Bild  he— 
And  softly  whisper  in  her  ear  "  bow  dearly  I  love  thee  :  * 
And  «hea  yon  picture  to  yonrselves  the 

scenes  of  sneh  delight, 
Ton'll  want  to  take  a  ramble  npon  a  atarry  night 

A  starry  night,  ke. 

Some  will  ehooae  velocipede,  and  others  take  a  drive. 
And  some  will  sit  and  mope  at  home  half 

dead  and  half  allvs  : 
And  some  irlll  efaoose  a  steamboat,  and  others  eren  flght 
Bnt  I'll  enjoy  my  ramble  npon  a  starry  nl^ht. 

A  sUrry  nlcbt,  te. 


ff 


«re'f  a  Path  by  the  Rirer. 


There's  a  path,  by  the  river,  o'ershadowed  by  fwiss, 
Where  people  may  walk  and  may  talk,  if  they  plea 
And,  save  oy  a  bird,  not  a  sound  ean  be  heara-^ 

So  do  not  come  there,  if  you  please  : 

So  do  not  come  there,  if  you  please. 
I  feel  that  I'm  lonely,  my  mind's  ill  at  ease, 
I'm  sure  it  would  mend  me  to  feel  the  soft  brseaa. 
As  it  plays  on  tbe  shore,  at  the  hour  of  toxa  : 

So,  mind,  you  don't  come,  if  you  please^ 

So,  mi&d,  you  don't  come,  if  you  please 
"       ■    a  patL,  by 


There's 


the  rirer,  A« 


Tet,  if  ethers  shotild  like  to  enjoT  the  fi«sh  breeae. 
Seme  who  feel  like  myself  that  tbejuind's  ill  at  ease  : 
If  yourself  you  should  go,  1  ean't  help  it,  yon  knew. 

You've  a  right  to  wsiOc  there,  if  you  please,  | 

If  yon  plene,  you've  a  right  to^ralk  there,  >1 

if  y«B  plenaa.      '■ 
There's  a  hHenearthewaUc,  and  I'm  frightened  of  bean:  { 
1  he  gipsies  might  rob  and  tbe  urchins  might  tenae, 
And  really,  I  fear  quite  alone  to  appear :, 

So  I  think  you  may  eome^  if  you  plsnse. 

Tea,  this  onee,  yon  may  come,  if  yon  plenae. 

Xbers's  a  path,  by  tlte  meg,  A«. 
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Tlili:     SlxliO£B'$$    JOUR^hAI.. 


Night-Birds. 
Sang  by  tbe  OrcM  Vuk«. 


The  DlKbf-birda  lota  lh«  glorlOU  Bifkt 

Ad'I  DiKbt'B  tli«  time  (or  me   boya  , 
We  wake  the  l»rk  .  tor.  we'ra  abratd 

Miicli  earlier  tUan  ha.  '    r. 

When  quiet  folka  are  faat  aalaept 

Or  pultinK  ont  the  light.  v 

Iben.  like  the  owla   we  aally  forth 
To  paaa  thn  glorion*  nlRht 

We  07  by  nliiht   the  blrda  of  flight—         ' 

Ntglit  la  the  time  for  me.  boya  . 
Ve  fly  by  night,  wbaii  the  moon  Jbisei  bright : 
For.  tbat'a  the  time  for  a  apree,  boya. 

A  niKbl-btrd  aeta  hla  pinmage  atnighV       "'  ' 

Beforv  he  leaves  hla  neat,  Doya  ; 
Ami  If  not  in  Ruod-reatber  then, 

To  slay  at  homo  la  beat. 
We  curry  with  na.  eyerywhere, 

Uood  humor  iu  our  flight.  -'_ 

AnJ  mirth  and  wit  at>ouud  where'er 

Wo  paaa  the  glorioua  night 

We  fly  by  itlght,  ke. 

At  oiffht  we  mee^  with  pidgeona,  and 

With  hawka  and  llrda  of  prey,  boys  { 
And  when  they  disagree  ana  flght, 

Policemen  stop  away. 
Or  if  tliey're  eTer  seen  at  all 

Iu  regiona  of  a  fight. 
Of  coome.  they  run  the  wrong  man  In, 

To  paas  a  gloriotu  night. 

We  fly  by  night,  Jic. 

But  glorioim  uii;ht  ninat  taavean  end. 

And  daylifiht  cumca  at  latt,  boya  , 
Brisht  rhantlclnpr  proclaima  (he  mora. 

And  tella  the  uighl  haa  paat. 
Then  oall  a  hansoiu.  ■ "  Cabby,  hi  !  "         . 

The  Albany,  all  right. 
A  headache  p'rhapa — no  matter— for, 

We'Te  passed  a  glorioas  night '. 

Wa  fly  by  nigkt,  he. 


hiK- -  Forty  Yean  Ago. ,   ,; 

'Tis  now  aomc  forty  years  ago, 

A  man  was  in  his  prime  ; 
And  forty  yvars  ago  to  bim 

Waa  then  a  merry  tioie  : 
Bie  heart  wae  hanpy,  light  and  free, 

But  i  ime  has  brought  htm  low—  ' 
Still  he  can  with  pkaauie  apeak 

Of  Forty  Years  ago.; 

He  gaTe  to  those  who  tonfflit  bis  aid, 

1  he  poof  ne'er  left  his  door  : 
And  ebelt<-r  to  the  friendless  gave, 

For.  relief  he  gave  in  store — 
But  age  lias  now  passed  o'er  his  head. 

He's  seen  each  frientl  laid  low  ; 
And  all  his  youthful  days  are  fled, 

FtUl  Forty  years  ago. 

•'  Now  all  my  onoe-loved  fii<nd8  are  dead, 

(  1  he  old  iiiao  hriathed  a  sigh,  ) 
And  I  aui  left  alone  tu  weep 

O  er  happy  days  gone  by — 
Now  every  thing  to  trte  seems  strange. 

This  land  1  scarcely  know — 
All  things  have  uodergoue  a  change, 

Since  Forty  Years  agoT" 


Vo  Priie  Can  Fate  On  Man  Bettow. 

From  Balfe'a  New  Opera. 
"  SatanoUa,  or  the  Power  of  IxiTe.  " 

Saag  by  Mr.  W.  Harrii 


No  ptize  can  fate  on  man  bestow 

Like  love  in  w^nian's  breast  : 
A  light  that  brigbtest  shines  in  wo«. 

And  blessing  then  is  blest. 
Oh  !  make  but  mine  one  faithful  heart, 

All  otlier  r«*]nas  above,  » 

Life's  varied  joys,  set  all  apart,     -'' 

And  !«•««  me  only  Iotb. 

Thotigh  I  would  fain  ennobled  b*. 

Ana  win  an  honored  name. 
Thy  heart's  inie  love  ia  mora    . 

1  han  all  the  wrvaths  of  (unt. 
If  glory,  like  the  mountain  snow, 

i'o,^ine  miut  freexe  above. 
Let  me  .still  live  where  faUa  beloi 

The  AoA  wanm  light  of  love. 


The  Drnnken  Sailon. 


A  Parson,  once  of  Uethodlstic  race. 

With  band  new  stlBfen<-d   and  with  lengthened  face, 

In  roatrnm  mounted    hi^^h  above  the  reat. 

In  louu-drawn  tuues  bin  frienda  below  addraaaed  , 

Aiiil  whfle  he  made  the  cha'^el  mof  to  roar. 

Three  drunken  aallora  reeled  in  at  the  door. 

Bis' reverence  twigged  theiu— bailed  ft«sh  hia  trap— 

"  New  converta  for  Old  Nick  and  Co  to  knap  !  " 

The  poor  pew-opener,  too   a  Krave  old  Woman — 

Poor,  did  I  say  T  OU  '  how  I  wrong  the  race— 

Via  honor  told  mo  sha  %vaa  rich — ay  rlOh  In  graoe. 

Tills  I'oor  i>ew-oj>ener.  th"ni;h   now  thinking  right, 
Boi>u  as  UUI  Neptune's  sens  appeared  in  slight. 
With  preface  of  thrro  disiiiul  |{r<»n«  composed. 
Her  llpa  :hus  opened   and  her  niiud  discloaeU  : 
^ '  Ye  Ticked  uieu.  conceived  and  born  inlilo, 
The  gospel  KateH  are  open-  enter  iu  : 
Come  and  be  saved.  ;  e  fallen  fous  of  Adam.  " 
At  which  they  oil  roared  out  :   "  Ob  !  dam-m«,  madam. 
Your  Jawint;  tackle's  at  its  pitiper  pitch  : 
Come  out.  yon  awab-fuced  noisy  witch  ! 
Qo  hwiK  yourself  you  squHiiin^ccat, 
What  humbug  rig  ia  this  ihat  now  you're  at  T  " 

\fords  such  as  these,  spoke  In  a  snilor's  note. 

Boom  leached  the  luan  in  blnck   who  prrsched  by  rota  ; 

And  he.  tho'  a  Uisa«u<er,  which  I  would  remark. 

Being  no  novice,  beckoned  to  hia  clerk, 

Told  the  aiiitn-inan  wlial.loaay  and  do. 

The  clerk  that  insilut  lea\  us  his  pew. 

Qoes  t<i  the  puiiors  to  do  as  he  was  bid. 

Out-hauls  Ilia  bacco  box    wllh— "  Dam-me,  take  a  <|tlld  T 

What  cheer   uiy  thnnderiU'i  Imcka  1  h>>w  are  y«  all  T>— 

Come  in,  uiy  lads,  and  give  your  sins  an  oTer-hatU  !  " 

The  sailors  roll  their  quids,  and  turn  their  eyes. 

And  view  their  beneficlor  with  surprise  : 

Swore  be  a  hearty  fellow  waa— damning  their  aonl  ! 

So  in  they  Bta;;g>>riug  went    all  cheek  by  jowl  : 

Found  a  snu^  berth,  and  Hiowed  themserea  away. 

To  hear  wh.it  Master  liluok>'y  had  to  say. 

His  reverence  preached,  and  groaned,  and  preached  again 

And.  saya  my  story,  it  was  not  Iu  vain  : 

The  plan  aucceediog  wliicirthey  had  concerted. 

They  Went  iu  siuuers.  and  came  out  eouverted. 


.     Parody  on  :  * 

There's  Many  a  Slip  Twixt  the  Cap  and  the  Lip. 

By  L.  M.  Tbornlou— Mnsio  by  Q.  H.  BuaaeL 


Tbere'a  many  a  allp  'twUt  the  cnp  and  the  lip, 

lielieve  me.  the  saying  ia  troe  : 
And  If  you  will  llalen  to  what  I  now  aay, 

I'll  very  aoon  prove  it  fo  yon. 
John  Adams  be  courted  the  lively  Blis^  Jonea, 

But  never  asked  when  she  would  wed  . 
The  consequence  waa.  as  la  often  the  oaae. 

That  aoma  one  elae  aaked  in  his  siead. 
Oh  :  there's  many  a  alip  'twixt  the  cnp  and  ths  lip  ' 

Mlsa  Boaa  was  followed,  for  many  a  day 

By  a  ateady  and  bandsoine  young  l>e:iu  : 
Bnt  the  damae)  was  flcklo  und  valued  him  not. 

But  flirting  with  others  w<,ii|il  ^o. 
Young  Harry  the  mitter  turned  o'er  in  his  brain. 

And  to  thia  conclnaion  came  be  .- 
The  girl  who  dellghteth  with  many  to  roam. 

Will  never  to  orb  constant  be. 
Oh  '  there's  many  a  allii  'iwlzt  the  cap  and  the  lip  ! 

Amelia  liad  thousands  bequeathed  her.  and,  ob  t 

How  aoon  Hr.  Smith  luiKht  be  aeen— 
But  the  little  god.  Cupid,  had  failed  to  Impart 

In  her  b<'Bom  his  arrows  so  keen  : 
Elae,  aad  hnr  condition- for.  while  with  his  friend, 

Mr  Smith  goon  his  sentiments  told  ; 
Which  a  little  bird  atraiffbt  to  Amelia  did  take  : 

••  I  marry-HER— oiiLT  Foa  oold  :  " 
Oh     there  8  many  a  alip  'twlxt  the  eop  and  the  Up  ! 

Mr  moral  la  plain- flrst.  what's  evil  avoid  : 

And  my  second   rIonU  parley  too  long  ; 
Keiiiemi  er  that  Ikla  is  a  wide-a-wakaaga. 

And  much  lo  our  aetlona  belong. 
Ia  there  xny  young  Qent,  at  thia  concert  to-night, . 

Wiih  the  Oirl  of  hla  heart  by  hia  aide  ? 
If  you  uieai)>ll  you  say.  flrthe  wedding  day, 

B^y  the  riiiK  and  pr>claliB  ber  your  brtda. 
For,  there'a  many  a  slip  'iwlxt  the  cop  and  the  Up  '. 


^ope  for  Ireland. 

Dear  land,  though  the  oold  and  the  tiraid  condemn. 
We  sliall  struggle  for  thee  in  defianceof  them  ; 
Till  we  hail  thee  as  free  as  the  ea^le  whose  eye 
Is  exiiltingly  torned  to  bis  home  in  the  sky  ! 

And  like  the  wild  ea^,  when  guarding  his  nest, 
'We'll  shield  the04i»  danger  or  die  on  thy  breast. 
Until  thy  last  foeman  hAth  fled  from  thy  shore. 
And  thy  days  of  disaeasioD  andthrsldom  are  o'er. 

And  then,  like  that  eagle,  when  scanning  afar 
The  eyrie  he  knbws  that  no  oMrtal  can  mar— 
Thy  sons  shall  look  doWn  from  thy  laad's  highwt  peak 
On  the  pliains  where  »  tjnat  ia  vain  thay  shall  seek. 


It  Won't  Suit  Charlotte  Baker. 

Saal-Parody  on  :  It  don't  suit  Charley 
Snng  by  Hilly  aibbik 


Ah  !  gentlemen,  yen  think  the  glilfl 

Are  ailly  every  one. 
But  I  can  tell  you  thia  :  that  all 

Are  ii"t  BO  eaally  done. 
If  any  fancy  I  am  soft,  ^ 

Why.  try  It  on  they  may  ;      ' 
When  people  try  to  gammoo  aos^ 
I  always  to  them  say  : 

Ohorns  :    It  won't  antt  Oharlotto  Batar,' 
It  don't  suit  Cbatlotta  Baker  ; 
Wide  awake  la  Charlotte  Uaker, 
It  never  wUI  do  for  me — oh,  no ! 

When  chaps,  moaatachoad  to  the  eja^ 

I  meet  with,  while  I  walk. 
Who  ask  me  if  I'll  condeaoend 

In  confidence  to  talk  : 
Assure  nie  they  are  captains  trald 

And  In  position  high  :  .'■:■''' 

I  keenly  look  at  them  and  cold, 

I  make  them  thia  reply  : 

It  won't  ault  OhailoMa  Bakst,  he 

Extortionate  cabmen  try  in  vain 

To  overcharxe  ny  fare. 
And  'bus  couducters  Boon  find  oat 

For  them  I  do  not  care. 
To  take'  me  wrong,  or  charge  too  mach,  -: 

Or  give  abort  change  to  me. 
When  they  attempt  then  to  all  aneh 

I  say  boldly  and  free  : 

It  won't  anlt  Charlotta  Baker,  Ac. 

Of  conrae.  I'm  willl&g  to  be  wed. 

But  this  do  all  I  tf^ll  : 
I  won't  marry  an  old  tjreybeaid,  •   '" 

Nor  rail  ish  fast  young  swell : 
And  suitors  who  no  money  have. 

Had  better  atay  away  ; 
For,  live  ou  love  alone  thro'  life 

I  can't,  and  so  I  aay  :  . 

It  wont  anlt  Charlotte  Bakar,  kt 


Pretty  Clare  Market  Clara.  I    ; 

Snog  by  Harry  Evana— Air  :    Pretty  Little  Flora. 


Of  heaatlfal  Belgravia 'young  damaela  let  them  aing, 
But  I  know  one,  auperior  to  them  in  everything  i 
An<i  I'd  make  her  a  qnacn,  if  I  only  was  a  kiug-^|:V^ 

For   no  other  young  girl  ia  fairer.  '    " 

Her  faiber   he  keeps  one  of  the  largest  butcher's  ahope. 
The  Lincoln's  Inn  young  lawyers  go  there  to  buy  tbeir  chops. 
And  e.ich  one  licks  his  chopa.  too  while  lingering  he  stops 

'io  chat  With  pretty  Clare  Market  Clara. 
cnoRCg. 
Pretty  Clara  Market  Clara  in  tt>«  botohering  IIimi 
With  the  innocent  young  iamba  I  compare  her  :^ 
While  her  father  is  away  upon  every  "  killing  day,  ** 
I  go  to  court  my  pretty  Glare  Market  Clara.  • 

It's  not  for  beef  or  mutton.  It's  not  for  meat  or  bone, 
Forliidneya.  steaka.  orcntleta.  iu  love  with  her  I've  grown- 
OU.  no  '  1  love  that  batcher'a  daughter  for  herself  alone. 

And.  if  I  could,  to  Fairyland  I'd  bear  her. 
It  8  not  calf  love  that  takea  me  there  three  tlmea  a  week, 
It'a  like  their  cheek,  who  say  do. 

ira  bnll'a  cheek  there  I  aeek  ; 
Sweetbreads  I  toom.  while  sweet  words  to 

*  my  love  I  can  apeak, 

8o  killing  looks  my  aweet  Clara  Market  Clara. 

Ohoma. 

I  argue  with  her  father  bis  foreman  I  might  be. 

But  ho  knocka  down  my  argument  by  coolly  teliing  me 

I  couldn't  knock  a  bail  down   be  plainly  can  see, 

And  of  a  tray  out  conlttn't  be  a  l>earer. 
Well    if  I'm  weak  in  body    I'm  very  atroag  in  mind  : 
So  I'll  wait  until  the  butcher  Is  drad  or  siiO|<  resigned. 
Tu  wed  the  fairest  fair,  thai  near  Drury  L^me  you'll  find. 

The  butcher  a  daughter,  pretty  Clare  Market  Clara. 

Choroa. 


The  Greeting  at  the  Door. 

Sung  by  the  Chriaty  Minatrelik 


i--\ 


Absence  oft  baa  made  me  weary, 

Thonghta  of  home  have  made  ma  SI 
All  I  aaw  was  dark  and  dreary. 

I  found  none  to  make  me  glad. 
Now  the  cottage  atanda  before  me, 

I  aee  thoae  I  love  once  more. 
And  they  ahowar  blesaiuga  o'ar  me. 
Aa  they  aaxxT  um  at  tbb  doob. 
Chorus  :     Lining  hearts  and  a  <ert  embi 

Barling  vol eak as efyoTw.  jt 

Clilldreira  klaa-a   happy  fkeea. 
Ever  aaxiT  mb  ax  rmm  ooaa.i^ 

Ah  '.  what  happy  reonlleetinns 

Haarty  greetings  can  impart. 
And  how  fleet  all  our  afteiitHte 

Oantred  once  m^re  In  the  heart— 
Love  and  friendship  run  »"  finely. 

As  with  wines  acrofa  the  flo-'r. 
Thiu  the  tkeling  aeama  divlnaly. 

Aa  they  mwatwt  mm  ax  r«*  doo*.  Ohoraa. 
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Poor  Hamaai^.     .H- 

i^a  Origioal  S«rio-Comic  Song. 
lUtM  «r  ■'  The  Five  O'clock  Ba«.  *• 


Tber«*«  a  noTel  that  ia  "  Poor  Hamanlty  "  namad, 
IliK  riiiaklue  of  that  all  idea  I've  discUlmed  : 
I  (iug  of  na    '  hniuiua  "— aonie  blgb   atbera  low— 
Poor  ei-paturenat  best   tbo'  some  iiiike  a  Kr*o<l  ahow. 
Tbci'  we're  all  of  na  clar.  and  toKetber  clay  aticka,   - 
Aa  brolfiera.  we  don't  stick  tOKSther  like  "  brlcka.  " 
Fed  ou  inrtle,  or  tnmip.  maintain  It  I  will  : 
It  it  bnt  with  all-Poor  HnuitDity  still. 

Ckoria  :     Wbetlier  i>auipered.  and  nnraed.    " 
Ur  oft  wanting  crnat. 
Poor  Hutuanity,  after  all.  only  li  daat. 

High  Hnmtnily  kItcb  concerta.  dinnera,  and  balU, 

Leads  f  shion.  seea  pleasure  and  niakea  ninrniog  calls  ; 

Bat  like  Hampty  Damptj    who  aat  on  a  wall. 

It  oft  baps  poor  humanity  has  a  great  fall  ': 

The  small  ape  tbe  great    in  expeose  and  display  : 

Without  means,  some  manage  to  lira  Tery  gay. 

And  not  worth  a  "  pony.  "  drlTe  steeds  in  Um  Strand  : 

That  is  poor  Humanity  doing  the  grand  .' 

Oboraa. 

Poor  Hnnaanlty  thinks  a  great  deal  of  itaelt, 
It  poor  enuuKh  is  when  quite  minna  of  pelf  : 
In  tailered  clothes   showing  it  can't  keep  afloati 
No  need  then  to  try  to  pick  holes  In  its  coat: 
For   there'll  plenty  already,  aa  i>e<>jile  descry, 
Aa  low  Poor  Humanity  moody  goes  bye.  . - 

In  seedy  habiliments,  with  heart  down-bowed— 
That  ia  Poor  Humauity  ouder  a  cloud. 

Chora*. 

Rich  Humanity  dresses  and  spends  money  frM 
On  that  which  In  tliue  will  a  skeleton  be  : 
Humanity  ciric.  at  banquet  and  feast, 
ImaglDes  itself  a  small  Ood  at  the  least. 
Hamanity  aping  b\imanity.  goes 
To  Chnrch  with  gilt  psalter,  ami  glossy  new  elotl\{BS  : 
And  Humanity,  awinidled  by  imbbles.  provea  thia  : 
What  a  quillible  thing  Poor  Humanity  ia  ! 

Choma. 

Hnmanlty  calls  damaels  "  angels.  "  and  "  deara  :  " 
Then  oft  Poor  Humanity  spoony  appeara. 
When  It's  (-heritable,  and  durs  so  advertiaa, 
Oatentalldus  humanity  people  despiee. 
Humanity  clay  is.  and  donbt:ei>s  that  fact 
Accounts  for  so  much  ol  it  Iwinx  so  cracked. 
However  exalted,  or  low  'nenth  the  snn. 
It  la  Poor  Humanity  still  with  each  one. 

Choma. 


The  Han  About  Town. 

Air  :    Howard  Panl's  "  A  Bad  Lot  " 


I  don't  belieTe  papers,  nor  care  to  aak  qnaationa  '■•> 

AlKiut  what's  going  on  in  this  Babylon  Tast : 
I  Tlsit  saloous.  music-halls,  and  theatres. 

TakInK  stock  of  this  matnmon  age.  flashy  and  fkst 
Oay  smiles  on  the  lip  bides  the  heart's  bitter  struggle, 

With  miny.  I  sre— and  this  capital'a  full 
Of  tinsel  and  gammon,  shams,  bumbuga.  and  jngglea. 

To  blind,  fleece,  and  take  in  unwary  John  Bull. 
CIIORI'S. 
Qnlzsing  the  populace,  tbro' tbe  metropolis. 

Reckoning  up  as  I  walk  up  and  dowu  : 
Eyeing  life  flnwing  on  spying  what's  going  on, 

I  am  a  wide-awake  maa  abont  town. 

Sensation,  indelicate  dramas  previlMng, 

Form   oh  '  sir.  an  evil    tho'  people  appland  ; 
Tile  bighwayuien  novels  ibe  boy  (lopniatlon 

Imbue  with  a  taste  for  faonsebreaking  and  tmA : 
Fast  ^'irls  of  the  period,  cfalgnoned  and  painted. 

Make' modesty  bUixh.  round  the  West  after  dark  : 
And  rakish  yuonK  Englaml.  from  cafes  Tice*tal|it«d, 

And  Argyle  mau-trai  s.  fancy  brawling  a  lark. 

Ohoma. 
Betgravlsn  banquets  snd  elvio-feast^  g>ll7 

Oo  on.  ererou— while  within  a  stoim's-tbrow 
Of  Ibe  revels  thro'  hnnuer,  poor  wretches  die  daily  : 

Next  ueighbura  to  wealth  are  w„nt.  squalor,  and  woe  ! 
Tbe  land's  full  of  pleniv— the  Bank  iniiilcuis  twenty 

In  gold  has  in  store  .  but  what  matters  It  all  ? 
While  here  there's  so  many,  who've  no  share  in  any. 

To  dieiof  kUmtfou  np  dkrk  allays  crawl .' 

Choma. 

Mlaa  Bye  makea  a  wry  fkee  at  poor  "  gntler  children.  " 

And  ship*  thtoni  anroad.  bnt  atlll  shiploads  remain  : 
Street  railiaiiaaad  loogfaa  commit  daring  ontragea, 

Whil*  hpuseholders  call  for  policemen  in  vain. 
Tho'  thousands  are  idle  the  million  can  aport  it,    ;, 

In  glitlertng  mnslo-halls  sorrow  to  drown  ; 
That4he  moaey'a  all  honestly  got  to  support  it 

Grave  doabia  on  that  point  baa  thia  nun  aboat  tows. 

Chora** 
Dash  on  '  go  ahaad  I  never  think  of  the  morrow  .' 

Seems  the  *'  tip  **  In  thia  era  of  Sple  'dor  and  ain  ; 
While  Old  Nick  no  doubt,  more  in  joy  than  lu  aorrew, 

Looka  On  with  a  Msphlstophellan  crln. 
I  keep  iiij  eyes  on.  tbo'  I  don't  understand  all 

TIte  doings  and  rumors — and  now  I  mnat  go  :        'O'^ .  ' 
To  slander  tbe  dead,  or  repeat  high  Ufa  Scandal. 

I've  raally  no  laiaiu*,  lika  some,  to  B.  Stowe  (  bastew.  ) 

Cboms. 


When  Is  a  boftt  Uk*  a  kaiter  Wltaa  it'a  •.oMUb. 


Always  Look  High  and  Nerer  Say  Die. 

Motto-Chorus.  Serio-Comic  Song. 
Air:    Wftit  for  the  Turn  of  tbe  Tide. 


We  all  mast  fight  In  tbis  battle  of  life  : 

And.  tbo'  we  reverses  meet.  .'-  'v 

From  the  turmoil,  din  and  struggling  strits, 

It  won  t  do  to  beat  a  retreat. 
We  may  be  downhearted,  tmt  atill  there  n»B«ed  ia 

To  faint,  endure  Borrow  and  sigh  ; 
Be  certain  the  o»ly  real  wny  to  succeed  ia  ■  ' 
To  look  high  and  never  say  die. 

Ftnx  Chorus. 
Dash  teara  from  your  eye  snd  neVer  aay  dia, 
r         But  wait  till  the  cloud  is  past : 

Dash  teara  from  your  eve  and  never  say  die-:- 
For,  tbe  sun  will  break  out  at  last. 

If  yon're  down  in  the  world,  don't  hare  the  ■*  hnmp,  " 

Eat  a  crust  till  on  beef  yon  diue. 
And  )e  Content  with  a  snp  at  the  pump 

Vntill  you  can  quaff  port  wine. 
Loo»  obstacles  full  in  the  face,  and  never  ^  .. 

Despair  of  meeting  with  a  friend  ;  '  '■'■''    ■ 

To  raise  yourself  nse  every  endeavour 

And  some  one  will  a  helpiti^'  hand  lend. 

Dash  tears  from  yonr  eye,  be. 

Look  up  for  sncoess,  net  down  on  the  gronnd. 

And  k'  ep  bravely  pushing  ahead  ; 
The  philosophers' stone  was  never  yet  found, 

By  illusions  don't  you  lie  led. 
Tou  must  trust  in  yourself,  work  night  and  morning. 

Be  lip  when  the  lark's  in  the  sky  ; 
Be  ever  sloth  and  drara-drinking  ecomlng, 

Stick  to  it,  and  never  sa^  die. 

D.ish  tears  from  your  eye,  he. 

The  eons  of  toll  have  become  Lord  Mayors, 

Plougbdrivers  have  rieeu  to  fame,. 
And  shepherds  have  filled  professors' chaira. 

And,  my  boys,  yon  may  do  the  same* 
Then  stick  to  labor  and  never  weary, 

Be  honest  in  word  and  d*-ed  :  '.:-.*■ 

And  remember  if  one  day  is  dreary, 

A  bright  one  is  sure  to  succeed. 

Dach  te;irs  from  you  %ft,  tu. 

i*  i»i  — i  ; 


i 


She'd  a  Delicate  Sort  of  Way. 

Written  and  Sung  by  John  W.  Uoyd. 


Now  I'm  in  love  with  a  pretty  little  dove, 

Her  name's  Hatiliia  Green  : 
Her  hair  it  hankie  in  ringlets. 

And  she's  only  seventeen.  ',i 

I  met  her  out,  one  sumuier's  mom. 

When  for  a  trip  one  day  : 
Admired  her  bec:iuse  she  had  -'    ' 

Such  a  delicate  Bort  of  way.  - 

Chorus  :    Oh  '  such  a  pet.  I'll  ne'er  forget)  , 
My  Bwi^et  Matilda  Oreen  t 
For  she  was  just  tbe  girl  for  nHk'.i' 
And  only  seventeeD. 

I  raised  my  hat.  her  thus  a<l<lres8ed  :  /  ' 

■  The  iiiorninK'"  viry  fine.  '" 
She  raised  her  head  and  sweetly  smiled, 

Aa  I  drew  her  arui  in  mine. 
We  walked  and  talked  for  an  hour  or  more,    . 

And  found  such  lots  to  say. 
And  I  felt  quite  eneliunteSI  with  ■  ~      ' 

Her  delicate  sort  of  way. 

Obi  mchapetifte. 
She  told  me  she  was  staying  at 

A  grand  Hotel  close  by. 
Invited  me  to  step  inside. 

Says  she  :  "■  M'>n  won't  deny.  " 
Well,  in  1  went,  fir  Dinner  there, 

And  wine  I  had  to  pay  : 
,  Bnt  bow  could  I  resist  her. 

And  her -delicate  aort  of  way  I 

Oh  '.  sneh  •  pet,  Ac 
I  asked  her  to  meet  me  the  very  next  day. 

Says  she  :  "  Indeed  I  will.  *' 
And  tboiigb  slie  cruelly  did  deceire.      •' 

I  feel  I  love  her  still  •  '"   ■>     .;'■ 

Next  day  I  weni  she  was  not  there —     .^. 

But  judge  of  my  dismay. 
When  1  aaw  her  out  withanother  awell. 

In  her  d^icate  sort  of  way  : 

Oh '.  sneh  a  pet,  he 
As  I  passed  by.  she  smiled  and  bowed^ 

The  fellow  gave  a  gria 
Then  laagliiuK  very  plainly  prOTed 

How  I'd  been  taken  In.  ;  ,■ 

So  now  aome  othi-r  girl  I'll  find,  ;'      .     -. 

And  her  addreasea  pay.  ' '  ■  ■ .    ■"• 

Bnt  I'll  have  one  who  haa  not  got  ' 

Such  a  delicate  sort  of  way 

Oh !  Boehsyat,  Ae. 

Whaek  for  tne  Honor  of  Ireland  I 

Xy  heart  Is  aa  sonnd  *a  the  heart  of  ifhillalah.     i  '^ 

Old  Honesty's  made  it  as  warm  as  h  toast :        --. 
With  love  snd  sSBction  'tis  glawlDt;  ao gaily,       -^'^ 
And,  anre.  hir  Fidelity  iau't  my  boast- 
When  the  piper  strikes  up,  why  Jig  it  away. 
Look  loving,  d  saw  joy.  whea  I've  nothing  to  aaj. 
And  wben  battle  ragc^  I  battle  away, 
With  my  Too  m!.  M.  M.  fcc. 
Whack  for  the  honor  of  it 


Since  mx  head  waa  aa  small  aa  an  apple-potato, 
I  foirowad  the  sound  of  a  drum  atid  a  flfe  : 

Tet  love,  well  aa  war,  with  the  amiles  of  good  nature. 
Smoothed  sweetly  the  wrinkles  and  fnrrews  of  life. 

When  tho  piper  strikes  up,  ac. 

A  friend 'nhver  ssed,  when  distress  played  the  devil, 
A  lift  lr«m  myself,  bnt  I  halved  him  my  all  : 

And  ill  iHht  OcU  I  tbe  conquered  found  Larry  ao  ciTil, 
He  Ufta#  them  up  when  he'd  gi'en  them  a  faiL 

When  tbe  piper  strikes  up,  ao. 


I   fHui 

'Tf' 


KiM  Me  Before  I  Slee^,  Mother. 

Words  by  Miss  Nelly  Power— Mnsie  by  BL  Lee. 

Song  by  the  Christy  Minstfals.  I 


Kiss  me  before  I  sleep,  mother,  and 

turn  the  light  down  low. 
Kiss  mejand  do  not  weep,  mother— why  do  yuu  tremble  aol 
Why  doiypu  atand  beaida  my  bed,  my  sister 

I  and  my  brother  T 

Why  do  Tpn  weep  T  your  eyea  are  red. 

I  what  is  tbe  matter,  mothsr  f 

Kisa  m«  before  I  Bleep,  mother,  and 

I  turn  the  light  down  low. 

Kiss  me  abd  do  not  weep,  mother— why  do  you  tremble  so  t  . 

i   .  CHORt'S. 

Kiss  me  before  I  sleep,  mother, 
I  EiRs  me  and  do  not  weep,  mother  : 

Kiss  me  beforel  sleep,  mother. 
Kiss  me  aud  do  not  weep,  modankj 

I  think  I'll  Boon  be  well,  mother. 

.    •  I'd  anch  a  plaaaant  dream— 

I  wandered  through  the  dell,  mother. 

down  by  the  dancing  strrem  ; 
And,  oh  '■  I  passed  such  happy  tiours  thru' 

bush  and  brake  and  fell,  mother  : 
I  danced  and  culled  such  lovely  flowers— yes, 

I  shall  soon  be  well,  mother, 
I  think  111  soon  be  well,  mother. 

I'd  sneh  a  pleaaant  dream — 
I  wand^d  tlirongh  the  dell   mother. 

I  down  by  tha  dancing  stream. 

Chnraa. 

Where  have  yon  put  the  light,  mother 't 

what  voices  are  they  that  alng  T 
What  at'e  those  forme  so  bright,  mother. 

that  hover  on  heav'nly  wing  T 
Oh  '.  yea.  I'll  soon  be  strong,  altbo'  again 

yon  woop,  mother  ■ 
Oood-nlight :  I  shall  be  well  ere  long. 

kiss  me  before  I  sleep,  mother. 
Where  have  yon  pnt  the  light,  mothsr  T 

what  Toiceo  ire  they  that  alog  T 
What  an  those  forms  so  brigh  mother. 

'   that  hover  oa  keav'nly  wing  T 
ObomK 


Lon^  Barney. 


Did  yet  4ver  hear  tell  of  Long  Barney. 

Who  came  from  the  sweet  grove  of  Blarney, 
From  the  tiiru  of  whose  eye.  the  girls  would  all  aigh— 

For,  they  all  had  a  liking  to  Barney  I 

Did  yo4i  lever  hear  tell  of  his  fighting. 

A  think  tbat  he  took  great  delight  lu  T, 
When  lis  handled  his  aiiok.  how  the  boy^  he  would  lick, 

He'dlfloor  them  all  round,  would  Lionf  Barney. 

He  weatjio  the  Mr.  it  being  Eaotcr, 

In  hjs^pocket  he'd  many  a  tester  : 
There  lif  met  Biddy  Twig  and  wid  her  h^d  a  Jig, 

And  jfall  deep  In  love,  did  Long  Bafnr*^  ' 

Then  iMo  a  tent  he  did  take  her.  ! 

To  give  her  a  drop  oftlie  crathnr  - 
With  his  arms  round  her  waist,  her  sweet Mpa  he  did  taate, 

She  cried  :  "  Och  '.  you'll  smotu'er  me,  'BsitMgr !  " 

Then  ifi  came  I'ig  Darby  O'Brien. 

Who  for  Biddy  bad  long  bad  an  eye  on  : 
"  Arrah  '  Biddy,  said  he   come  ov^r  to  me, 
Aud  deqt  sit  there  listening  to  blarney.  " 

Said  B^hiey  :  "  I'll  soon  make  yon  toddle,  " 

And  hit  him  a  crack  on  the  noddle. 
When  wbaek  went  their  sticks   on  tbe  floor  Darby  Itloka 

Faith  :  he  dusted  his  jacket,  did  Barney. 

Said  Bk^ey  :  "  Tis  3lddy  for  yoa  thee,  | 

The  |i«vil  rd  ilgbt  it  is  ime  then.  < 

And  if  stay  Bpaliie«n  dare  step  out  on  the  green — 

Faltb  t  I'll  kcuttle  hts  nob,  "  cried  Loag  Barney. 

And  then  he  sat  down,by  hfs  Biddy, 
While  tlie  flshtlng  and  punch  made  hisa  giddy :: 

He  bncSAl  in  her  ear  :-    "  Sweet  Biddy  my  des^'i  ] 
'Tis  yourself  I  will  marry,  "  aaid  Bu'uey.  i 

With  a  good  deal  of  blnshing  and  twisting 
She*  Jenuth  aaid  :    -  There  is  no  resis^g, ' 

And  my  father  Tim  Tw^g.  saya  he'll  give  a  pig 
To  ilia  man  tltat  wilruarry  me,  Bamay.  " 

"  Sura  my  father  will  give  me  another,  " 

And  we'll  soon  make  them  sister  aud  brother : 

And  wif  chfidren  aad  pigs,  little  Barneya  and  Tvlfl,   . 
we^ll  soon  stock  the  cabin  of  Bamay.  ** 

^  »•■  ^  '    '   " 


Why  ai»  aoldlen  apt  to  be  tlrad  in  the 
April  T    BiBswas  they've  J««t  gose  thsaag^  a 


W 


509 


TH£     SIIVO£R'8    JOUJIMAI.. 


Pat-a>Cake,  Pat-a-Cake,  Baker'a  Hao. 

Sung  by  Jaiiiea  HlUier. 


ThI*  lmk«r  la  going  to  sing  70a  ■  'ay 

Of  coiirlvlilp  iind  marriage  :  an  listen  I  prB7. 

I  ctniM  not  reaist  a  temptation  no  sreat 

Aa  Ibe  dear  little  angel  who  aettieil  aiy  fate  ' 

Whilst  atrullinK  thro'  Keneinglon  Oardeot  one  day, 

'Die  de.ir  I lttl«  beanly  I  overheard  8ay— 

Or  rattier  abe  auDK  to  the  babe  on  ker  knee. 

The  following  rhyme  tbat  ao  tiiiicb  umiiaed  me. 

Pat-a-cake   pat-a-cake.  Iiaker'a  man  ; 

80  I  do   niaater   aa  faat  as  I  can 

Pat  it.  aud  prick  it.  and  oroas  It  with  T, 

And  tosa  it  lu  oren  for  l>aby  and  me. 

80 1  aat  luyaelf  down  on  the  aeat  by  bar  aide. 

She  blnahed.  and  endeavored  her  KWeet  face  to  hide  : 

She  of  conr«e.  left  off  aiuKing  and  tried  all  abe  coald 

To  keep  her  dear  child  qniet     but  it  would  not  be  good. 

I  thought  this  a  ftrat  rate  excuse  Jn*t  to  speak. 

And  my  doing  ao  brought  a  freah  hlu»h  to  each  cheek. 

Aa  I  begtt'd  xhe'd  repeat  »  liat  I'd  Juat  heard  her  sing 

Fur  the  dear  little  babe'a  sake,  and  it  proved  juat  tba  thing. 

SroKEii  :  For  atrantfs  to  tell,  the  little  darling  waa 
■ootlied  directly  it  heard  her  ailvery  voice  sing— 

Pat-a-cake.  pat-a-cake  ke. 

We  soon  became  friendly,  sq  you  may  auppose  . 

I  fell  plump  on  my  kneea.  and  there  did  propose 

That  we  abould  be  wed— for.  on  that  I  waa  bvnt. 

She  replied  she'd  be  willin);  if  '   Pa  would  conaent  '  " 

Su  I  called  on  ber  Pa.  a  Baker  by  trade. 

Who  bad  not  long  ago  retired  with  the  money  he'd  made  , 

He  gave  liia  cooaent,  and  bla  bleaaing  beaide. 

And  in  a  month  from  that  day,  I  made  her  my  bride. 

Spokxii  :  And  why  do  yon  tbluk  he  consented  ?  Br- 
eause  he  diacoversd  I  waa  musical  '.  and  wsa  therefore 
Juat  the  youth  to  become  bis  Son-iii-law— Son-in-law  to  a 
Baker  '.  ecstatic  idea  '  A  niuaical  Baker,  with  a  voice  of 
exactly  one  octave  register  from  Do  to  Do'  and  didn't  be 
rub  hia  handa  with  delight,  nhen  he  heard  me  aing  — 

Pat-a-cake.  pat-a-cake,  he. 

I  have  been  married  a  year,  and  a  week,  or  two  more  : 

I  feel,  oh  '  ao  happy   I  ne'er  felt  befoi^, 

I  feel  I  could  fly  '  If  I  only  bad  wings^ 

For.  I've  lately  been  blessed  nitb  a  pair  of  odd  twins  : 

A  boy  like  hia  papa,  and  a  i;irl  like  her  mamma. 

And  they'll  both  ai  on  t>e  able  to  aing  ont  lond  "  tatta  :  " 

And  I'm  going  to  teach  ihsm  all.  In  good  time, 

Thia  very  old  faahloned  nursery  rhyme. 

■  Sposir  :  Fancy  me  a  parlent  of  a  little  male  cherub 
ou  his  tide,  and  a  wee-fpiuale  cberub  on  this  side — fancy 
six  In  the  morning  '  this  one  awakes,  puts  my  face  — 
tlcklea  my  noae  and  aays  with  its  little  childish  treble 
"pap,  pa-a-a  :  "  the  one  on  thia  aide  repeata  the  operation, 
varying  it  only  by  saylug  :  "Dad  da-a-a  "  I  open  my  eya 
and  aay  :  "  What,  my  pretties  ?  "  tbey  reply  by  pUclng 
their  tiny  little  hauda  together  In  thia  fashion  and  sing- 
ing— 

Pat-a-cake,  pat-a-cake.  ke. 


•♦^ 


Pretty  Maiden,  Come  Wander  with  Me. 

Oh  I  come— for.  the  lilly  is  white  on  the  l*a  : 
Oh  I  come — for,  the  hloaaom  is  now  on  the  tree  : 
The  lark  8in;;8  with  dew  on  her  wings  and  her  feet, 
1  he  thrueli  poiirs  its  ditty  loud,  varied  and  sweet — 
We  will  go  where  the  dew  on  the  violet  hath  been, 
And  with  flowera  1  will  weave 

thee  a  crown  of  a  Queen  : 
Then  conie,  prettj  maid,  come  wander  with  me — 
'Neath  tlte  shade,  pretty  maid,  of  the 

old  hawthorn  tree. 

Oh  !  haste — for.  the  shepherd  hath  wakened  his  pipe. 
And  led  oat  his  flock  near  the  backberries  ripe  : 
The  bright  sun  is  tasting  the  dew  on  the  thyme, 
\^'  hile  gay  maidens  dance  to  the  old  village  chime  : 
There  is  joy  in  the  heavens  and  gladness  on  earth — 
So  come  to  the  sunshine  and  join  in  the  mirth  : 
Ihen  come,  pretty  maid,  come  wander  with  me — 
'Neatk  the  shade,  pretty  maid,  of  the 

old  hawthorn  tree. 


>-*^*- 


The»  Sweet  Little  Creature. 

Air  :    SaTonmeen  Deeliab. 


Oh  '  well  I  remember  that  sweet  little  eraainre 
That  Uvea  in  the  eot.  at  tbe  foot  of  tbe  hill.      * 

Whose  snillea  and  good-humor  adorn  every  feature 
Aud  close  by  hsr  cot  runs  s  Uinrinuring  ri  1  : 

Her  eot  la  adorned  with  sweet  woodbine  and  rosee. 

Ber  mouth,  when  She  speaks  such  p'-rfectlon  diacloses— 

Her  breath,  too  snrpaaara  the  aweetneea  of  roeea  : 
I'd  give  all  tba  world,  coald  I  once  call  her  mine  '. 

I  met  ber,  laat  night  when  my  heart  nigh  ferseok  me  : 
Sbe  blnahed  like  the  roaa  aa  I  took  her  hand— 

Aad  sweetly  asclaimed  :  --  Sir  I  thluk  you've  m\tte6k  ma. 
Or  if  not.  yoor  meaning  I  don't  anderstand.  " 

'•  Believa  me.  aald  I.  laee.  I  V>  aot  mlatake  thee. 

Tou  alone  have  my  heart  and  I  ne'er  will  foraaha  thee 

I  pladga  ihea  my  word,  if  it  happy  will  make  thee, 
Aad  ail  ft>ff  tha  boner  of  caUio<  tbse  miaa.  " 


She  quickly  replied  :  "  I've  a  father  and  mother, 
Wh'se  a^e  now  d>-niaiid  my  tenderest  care  ; 

Tbey  look  op  to  m. — I've  uo  slater  or  l>rotber 
To  help  me  provide  them  tbeir  day's  bumble  fare  : 

But  if  yon  are  sincere  sir   in  wbst  you've  repeated. 

Oh  '  come  to  my  parents,  ob  '  you'll  be  kindly  treated. 

And  with  their  conseat.  when  my  daty's  completed, 
Tbe  heart  I  poaneaa  I'll  repay  with  my  baud.  " 


Home,  Sweet  Home  Shall  Be  Oar  Song. 

• 

When  in  happier  days  we  wander. 

Fair  and  bright  tlie  scene  may  be, 
They'll  hut  make  the  heart  grow  fonder 

Of  the  Isle  b«'yond  the  sea  : 
Then  our  heart  will  still  be  grieving, 

With  affection  de*'p  and  strong, 
For  the  land  we  now  are  leaving, 

Home,  sweet  home  shall  be  our  song  ! 

Wliere  the  blue  sea,  prtjuilly  swelling, 

l^eave^  the  dim  hihI  distuiit  !>hore. 
Far  from  every  huiiian  dwelling. 

Where  tlio  iiiotiDtnin  torrents  pour  : 
When  at  eve  wc  84idly  jxinder. 

As  we  rt>ve  tlie  wo<k1«  along. 
Wheivso'or  w«'r>'  doomed  to  wander — 

Home,  sweet  home  tthall  be  our  song  ! 


Pm  a  Ranting,  Roving  Blade. 

Whoo  !   I'm  a  ranting,  roving  blade. 

Of  never  a  thing  was  I  ever  afraid  : 

I'm  a  gentleiiian~born,  and  scorn  a  trade. 

And  I'd  be  a  rich  innn,  if  my  debts  were  paid. 

But  my  debts  are  worth  something,  thia  truth  instil — 
Ihat  pride  makes  us  fall,  all  againf>t  our  will  : 
For,  'twas  pride  that  broke  me — I  was  happy,  until 
I  was  ruined  all  out  by  my  tailor's  bill. 

I'm  the  finest  gui<le  •  lat  ever  yon  see, 
I  know  every  place  •    curiosity, 
Frf)m  liallinafad  unto  'I  anderagee  : 
And  if  you'rt!  for  wjiort,  come  along  wid  me. 

rjl  lade  you  »|H>rtin"  round  about  : 
W'e've  wild  ducks  and  widgc*)ns,  and  snipe  and  throut. 
And  I  know  where  tliey  are,  and  what  they  are  ab)out. 
And  if  they're  not  at  Lome,  then  I'lu  sure  they're  out. 

The  inile.^  in  this  country  much  longer  be, 
hut  that  is  a  saving  of  time,  you  see  : 
For,  two  of  our  miles  is  onual  to  three. 
Which  shortens  the  road  in  a  great  degree. 

A  nd  the  roods  in  this  place  is  so  plenty,  we  say, 
1  hat  you  have  nothing  to  do,  but  iind  your  own  way  : 
If  your  hurry's  not  great,  and  you  have  time  to  delay. 
You  can  go  the  short  cut — that's  the  longest  way. 

Oood-Bye,  Deareet! 

Written  and  Sung  by  W.  Kirwood. 


Oh  !  dearest.  I  must  leave  thee, 

Demaris,  we  must  part  : 
We've  struggkil  long  with  poverty. 

For  brigiitest  shores  111  start. 
Though  all  enticing  riches 

Perhaps  be  well  with  thee  : 
No  heart  so  ti^ie  on  earth  I  lore 

As  thou  so  dear  to  roe. 

When  I  am  distant  front  yon. 

And  on  the  briny  sea. 
The  dangers  of  the  deep  I  'II  braT*, 

W  hen  thou  art  Ult  from  m«  : 
And  if  thai  gold  it  be  I  seek 

Across  the  foaming  main. 
That  day  wiU  then  be  happy 

To  return  to  thee  again. 

But  what  art  riches  here  on  earth  ? 

A  mere  child's  toy  of  sorrow  : 
'Tis  like  the  rose  to-day  may  bloom,  *  : 

And  fade  again  to-morrow  : 
Why  leave  the  land  that  gave  me  hirtli. 

Bid  those  I  love  adiet)  ^ 
Then  good-bye.  Dearest,  for  awhile,    • 

My  £aithfiil,  fond  and  true  ! 

^  i»i  ^  ;. 


.A 


tHiy  is  a  nwl-poat  in  tha  wall  like  ao  eU  man  ? 
BeeauM  it's  in-firm. 


The  ProM  and  the  Period  !       f 

New  Serio- Comic,  Satirleo,  Bemi-PollUco  Song. 
For  Lady  or  Gentleman-  Air  :    Par  Ezeeliance. 


I'm  an  observer,  you  must  know. 

Connected  with  the  Presa, 
To  reckon  up  this  I'eriod  ., 

Of  tinsel,  shaniti,  and  dress      ' 
Oh  !  what  startling,  strange  acnaationfl 

Turn  up  this  land  we're  in  : 
And  Divorce  Couil  revelations,       •. 

To  make  old  John  Bull  grin  ! 

CIIORI'S 

No  lahd  excels  tjs,  in  fashion  and  display  : 

In  England,  as  in  France,  dash  on's  Uie  time-o'-day. 

None  to  excel  us  can  get  half  a  chance  : 

In  iiact,  in  this  fkst  period,  ahead  we  do  advance. 

Here  some  can  "  work  the  oracle,  " 

Who  do  not  work  for  bread  ; 
While  others  for  a  pittance  bare 

May  work  till  nearly  dead. 
Little  boys  are  set  plough-driving. 

And  poor  young  damsels  must 
Toil  hanl,  thro'  long  hours  striving 

To  earn  a  daily  crust. 

Spokkn  :  Ah  !  and  if  the  migbtTrMWer  of  the 
Priess  diiln't  fight  against  the  nione^  pitwer  of  the 
Period,  poor  boys  would  rvap  less  be^fit  l>y  the 
reaping  machine,  and  many  more  poor  IhtIs  would 
only  sow  tlie  seeds  of  death  by  the  eewingmachine, 
to  destroy  the  Imnian  machine,  yet— as  the  foshiot>- 
able  jonrnals  say— 

No  land  excels  us,  Ac. 

While  high  life  plays  dishonest  trioks, 

I  he  Press  thinks  it  high  time 
A  stigma  it  shotild  cease  to  fix 

( >n  low  life's  |)etty  crime. 
Ihe  wealthy  have  few  temptationa 

To  lead  them  far  astray  i 
But  the  poor  have  IioinI  privation*,    . 

And  die  on  the  Queen's  highway. 

SpoKrs  :  "  Jtut  who  cares  ?  says  Fashion. 
Isn't  tliis  a  free  and  gloriotls  Christian  country  t 
and—"  .^  ' 

No  land  ezeela  ns,  Ac. 

The  pirls  adopt  the  "  Grecian  Bend.  " 

With  chignons  huge  and  tail  : 
The  gents,  as  on  their  way  they  wend. 

Affect  the  ''  Homan  Fall  ;  " 
The  ladies  with  feet  extensive. 

Or  small  as  any  shrimp, 
Go  hoppity,  hop,  assnming  "  ■ 

The  "  Alexandra  Limp.  '• 
9  No  Utnd  exoeb  us,  Ac. 

Our  workhouses  are  full  of  poor. 

Our  jails  are  full  of  Trampa  : 
M.  P.'s  secure  elections  pure  (!) 

By  aid  of  ruffian  scamps  : 
It's  a  game  of  hocus-poctis, 

1  hat  makes  the  devil  grin — 
But  the  motto  of  the  Period 

Is  :  "  go  ahead  to  win  !  " 

SroKr.N  Yes.  that's  the  spirit  of  the  Period— 
And  things  are  only  kept  fW)m  collapsing  up  in  a 
grand  Fquash—heflow—s]ap-h»ug— smash,  by  the 
spirit  of -the  Press,  while  we  sing — 

No-  land  excels  lu,  Ao. 

Do  a  Oood  Turn  When  Ton  Can. 

It  needs  no  great  wealth  a  kind  heart  to  diapkj  : 
If  the  hand  be  but  willing,  it  soon  finds  a  way. 
And  the  poorest  one  yet,  in  the  hamhkst  abode, 
May  help  a  poor  hrotlier  a  step  on  the  road. 
Oh  I  whatever  the  fortune  a  roan  may  have  won, 
A  kindness  dej>ends  on  the  way  it  is  done  : 
Tbotigh  poor  he  our  purse,  and  narrow  oar  span. 
Let  us  aO  try  to  do  a  good  turn  wheil  we  can. 

ITie  &ir  bloom  of  pleasure  may  charm  for  a  while. 
But  iU  beauty  is  frail,  and  inconstant  iu  smile  : 
Whilst  the  beauty  of  kindness,  immortal  in  bloom, 
f^heds  a  sweetneaa  o'er  I  fe,  and  a  grace  o'er  the  tonib-- 
l"hen  if  we  enjoy  life,  why,  the  next  thing  to  do 
IS  to  see  that  another  enjoys  his  life,  too  : 
And  thongh  poor  he  our  ptirse.  and  narrow  onr  iiwa. 
Let  u»  all  try  and  do  a  good  ttjm  when  we  can. 


rtH 


Tm  the  Ladies'  Bean-IdeaL 

COMIC  SONQ— SDDg  by  Wm.  Sinclair  Lawlor. 

Word!  by  Qeo.  Ooop«r— Mosic  hj  Bled.  Steirly. 

Copied  b7  PcrmlMio*  of  Mr.  X.  H.  H*rdlug.  owner 
nf  tbe  copy-right— The  Maeic  cut  be  bed  for  10  Ceuta  at 
hi*  Maelc-PabllehiDff  Ofltee.  4M  Bowery,  >'e*-Tork. 


I  promeuede  the  itreet,  eioh  day.  tbe  geyeet  of  them  all. 
The  Uellca  they  like  tbe  OreelaB  Bend,  but 

I  tbe  Bomaa  Fall  ■; 
I'm  dreaaed  In  killing  atyle  *ha  fhir  sex  lore  uie  well— 
Tli.y  cell  me  erery  where :  "  The  daahl&g  Broadway  swell ! " 

CHOKUS. 
For.  witb  nobbjr  tile,  aud  elegaut  Monatache- 
Up  and  >iowu  the  crowded  street  bound  to  cut  a  daah— 
Fasoinatiog  ereiy  pretty  Uello — 
I'm  tlie  ladlea  beau-tdeal.  tbe  daahing  Broadway  awell ' 

1  sport  a  nne  diatingne  air.  and  awing  a  little  cane  ; 
And  aa  for  ■potlesa  kida  and  coats.  Ire  got 

them  on  tbe  lirain — 
I  scatter  'round  the  caab  :  the  tailors  know  me  well  : 
In  bet.  I'm  quite  the  lage— the  daahlng  Broadway  swell '. 

For.  wltb  nobby  tile,  ke,   , 

One  day,  I  mat  a  charming  girl. 

ber  cbeeka  were  like  the  roe*  : 
Ijbe  looked  at  me  :  I'm  sure  she  did— 

admired  my  gorgaons  clothes— 
I  found  out  where  she  lived— I  bir«d  a  cbap  to  tell— 
Xhiuks  I :  ■■  She  can't  resist  tbe  daahtng  Broadway  swell ! '' 

Fur,  witb  nobby  tile,  &c. 

"Twas  then  I  thought  to  aattle 

down  by  eettllng.  up  my  blUs-r 
A  wealthy  wife  Is  Just  the  thing  to  cure  all  human  ills  ! 
■■  What !  wed  a  tailor's  sign  '  " 

these  were  the  words  that  Tell  !— 
They  took  my  breath  from  me— 

the  dxahlBg  Broadway  swell  ! 
For.  Wltb  uobby  tile,  ko. 

So  I'm  a  bachelor,  you  see.  a  gorgeous  butteijly  !— 
Where  ehauipagne  corks  are  popping 

rouud.  Ub  '■  there  my  boy.  am  I  \ 
The  best,  yon  know,  for  me  '.  in  style  I  do  excel  !— 
I  l>ld-you  >*  au  revuir  \  "  tbo  dssbiux  Broadway  swell  ! 
-.    •  Fur  nitti  nobby  tile.  Ae. 


Kilt  Me,  Mother,  Ere  I  Die. 

Uualc  at  Boosey  *  Co.,  Nu  4  Uond  Street,  New-Tork. 


Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die,  '  ■  « 

Let  me  feel  thy  soft  caressing. 
Ere  I  in  the  oolcf  grave  lie  — 

Give  me  once  again  thy  blessing, 
As  you  blest  nie  when  a  Ixiy, 

When  of  life's  bliss  1  was  dreaming—*  •      ;■  --[ 
Years  have  wrecked  those  ships  of  joy, 

And  no  star  of  ho{)e  is  beaming  ; 
Oh  !  kiss  me,  mother,  ere  1  die,       ■'  '^  ; 

Let  me  feel  thy  soft  caressing, 
Ere  I  in  the  cold  grssre  lie  —  -' 

Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die,      .  . 

Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die — "      ■** 

Unoe  again  your  child  caress, 
Soothe,  oh  !  soothe  my,  dying  hours,  dear  mother, 

Kiss  me,  kiss  me  ere  1  die  !  .  ^ 

Kiss  me.  mother,  ere  I  sleep,  .^  .       \'- 

Never  more  on  earth  awaking  :  *         ''        :' 

Nay,  I  would  not  have  you  weep, 

AS  my  soul  its  flight  is  taking  :  > 

Do  not  weep  for  him  who  goes. 

From  a  world  of  care  and  sorrow,  ' " 
To  a  sweet  and  last  repose, 

Where  there  comes  no  fading  morrow.  *"*'*^*'" 

Oh  I  kin  me,  Ac. 

Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  die —  '  ^ 

Sweeter  br  will  be  our  meeting,  .  -' 

I'ast  the  pearly  clouds  that  lie 

Where  the  sun  the  morn  is  g^reeting  :  ■! 

Ihetf  upon  my  pallid  brow 

Trees  thy  loving  lips  with  gladness  :    ;         ^  '     ■ 
Death  is  painless  to  me  now,  % 

'ihy  sweet  kiss  haUi  banished  sadneaa.  ■-■'^^-^_-^ 

Ob  !  kiss  me,  Jtc. 

I'he  first  step  only  costs  tis  remorse.  This  al- 
ludes to  the  entrance  of  young  persons  into  vicious 
courses.  ICeniorse  strikes  him  at  his  first  devia- 
tion from  the  paths  of  virtue,  and  the  inward  mon- 
itor conveys  reproof  ;  but  at  every  repetition,  re- 
pugnance Decowes  weaker,  and,  at  length,  sins  of 
the  deepest  dye  cease  to  affright  him  who  before 
had  trembled  at  the  commission  of  even  venial 
transgressions. 


How  Dat  Yas  For  Low  1 

Qompoaad  aad  Sung  by  Alfred  K.  Oregory,  td.  PlUladelphla. 
-i-^i/i/     A«»:    Balleand8w»lL       '-AJ     ' 

Ynst  look  of  me,  nnd  vait  till  you  see   - 

Vat  I'm  gone  to  tole  you  yust  now  ; 

Dat'i  all  apout  a  leetle  Deitcher  gal,  j'      -r 

Vat's  directly  gone  to  been  mine  frau —         .    ~  , 

li«r  eyes  vas  yeller,  und  ber  hair  vas  plue,    '  v7 

She  alvays  looks  yust  so — 

Mit  her  purble  green  drees,  vat  she  Teaca  fat  da  bast, 

Und  "  bowdat  vas  for  low  ?  "      ;  yi  :>  ,.; 

CHORUS.     '  "~  ''Z^m^<)Ci^''^ 

"  Oh,  wy  !  Ob  !  she  looks  yust  so —      -     .^i  '.,'' 
Dere  don't  ras  none  can  peat  her  in 

dis  land,  I  know  : 
Ob  !  sbe  vas  got  so  spbtmky,  und 

got  such  pally  grit-' 
Vas  Katarina,  Margaritta,  Josephiena  liahmiat. 

Ob  t  she  is  salesman  in  a  lager-beer  zaloon, 

Und  keeps  dem  pretzeb  nice  : 

Limburger  Cheese,  Rhine  Vine,  und  oddar  tioga 

Besides  dat  beer  on  ice.  '  /'  -r        , ,   ■      -^ 

I  goes  of  dat  blaoe  efery  day  '^^    -'  ".v       * 

To  got  my  lunch,  you  know  : 

Und  ven  1  laff  of  <ut  pig  moutb, 

den  sbe  bita  me  of  de  sooud — 
Says  :  "  Ilow  dat  vas  for  low  ?  "  Choros. 

Sbe  tole  me  den  she'd  haf  me'^oon  : 
Dat  makes  me  feel  so  glad  ! 
But  inaybe  ven  ve  vas  got  tied,  .•  .•  •  IV  : ,' 

Den  she  vil  dreat  me  pad—  ,  -..^*.     .. 

■   I  tole  her  of  she  done  dat  same, 
Dat  I  vill  vay  me  go,  '.'    - 

Und  go  to  de  shudge.  und  got  a  dxtobcb, 
Und  "  bow  dat  '.'as  for  low  ?  "  Choroa. 


When  Strolling  in  the  Burlington-ArcMlo. 

Snug  by  Harry  Blckards. 


The  Borliagton's  tbe  place,  by  Jove  !   --.  '     ' '■- 

the  protnenade  oftftwa. 
Where  dressed  in  style  np  to  tbe  nines. 

I  cauter  np  and  down  : 
Where  pretty  girls  collrct  and  heavy  swella  parade  : 
They're  only  aeen  Inside  tbe  Burlington-Arcade. 

CHORUS. 
When  strolling  ill  tbe  BurlicKti'n-Areade,   •  •.'      '.": 
Strolling  in  tbo  Burlington  gorgeously  arrayed  : 
StrolIluK  in  the  UurlinKtou-Arcade. 
I'm  tbe  beau  or  Uurllngtuu,  uf  Burlington-Arcade  ! 

"Twas  In  tbe  Barlington-Arcade  I  often  used  to  see 
A  lovely  creature  whom  I  tbougbt  would  suit  me  toaT  : 
I  introduced  myaelf.  and  such  luipressiou  made — 
Tbey  can't  resist  tbe  Beau  of  Burllut{toD-Arcade  ! 

Spoksm  ;    There'a  something  abont  me  the  dear  crea- 
tiuM  csB  never  resist  especially- 

■'.;..-  ^       '  When  Strolling,  te. 
\  ■■      "  .    *«t"  -r  .^  ;..      -■-■ 

AUbongb  T  captivated  her.  sbe  wouldn't  tell  her  name, 
Bnt  said  that  I  should  see  ber 

there  next  evening  if  I  came  : 
Accordingly  I  went  to  meet  this  charmini;  maid. 
And  buy  her  sometbiug  in  tbe  Burlington-Arcade. 

SpOKxa  :     Tea.  some  pretty  little  trinket,  aucb  aa  aa 
eight-day  clock  or  a.  rabbit-clutch  to  hang    round  tbe 
lovely  creature's  neck- 
When  altoUiug.  tc. 

I  weut  Into  a  Jeweller's  to  buy  a  locket  rare  : 

A  pretty  ^irl  was  serviuK  behind  the  counter  there  : 

I  did  not  notice  her  until  the  cash  I'd  paid. 

Then  aaw  ahe  was  my  love  of  the  Burlingtoa-Arcude. 

Wban  stielllnf  ke. 

A  man  was  standing  by.  to  whom  sbe  '  ''l^   ' 

spoke  In  loving  rones. 
And  introduced  him  to  nie  as  her  husband  Mr.  Jones  : 
X  did  not  like  bis  looks  :  so  tracks  1  quickly  made. 
Aud-uow  we  never  meet  In  Burlingasu-Arcade. 

When  strolling.  &c. 


?> 


The  Grecian  Davghter. 


Ob  !  never  heed,  my  mother  dear, 

1  be  silent  tears  I  shed  : 
Indeed  I  will  be  happy  here,        ,  ;  ',' 

IJut  ask  me  not  to  wed — 
By  day.  you  shall  not  see  me  weep, 
Nor  nightly  murmur  in  my  sleep  : 
liut  ask  me  not  to  be  a  bnde — 
For,  when  my  own  dear  l.ara  died, 
I  kissed  his  brow — 1  breathed  a  vow:' 
Ob  !  ask  me  not  to  break  it  now. 

Oh  !  never  heed,  te. 


_:iJji>Ji.i^' 


He  was  tbe  first  love  of  my  baatt. 

My  ktst  love  be  will  prove  :  I 

But.  mother,  we  will  never  part. 

Name  not  another  love  :  j    ' 

At  mp^n  I  decked  bim  for  tbe  fight, 
I  batbad  bis  blood-atained  brow  at  nigbt ; 
And  baw  in  liis  cold  grave  he  lies^— j 
Titers  is  no  joy  for  these  sad  eyes  :  i        * 
Speal  Inot  of  oridal  robes  to  me — 


No, 


m either,  no,  it  cannot  be 
Ob 


Kasicat 


n«Tbr  beea,  dc 


Waiting  for  the  Train.  | 

Boosey  k.  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Street,  NHr-Tork. 


While  I  was  standing  on  the  platform,  waiting  for  the  train. 
There  I  met  the  girl  who's  been  tbe  canse  of  all  my  pain  ; 
I  often  w|>Bder  whether  I  ahall  ever  see  avaiu 
That  girl  npon  the  platform,  waitlug  for  the  train— 
She  was  d»eas«>d  eo  charmingly,  und  looked  ao  very  neat, 
l%e  prettiest  of  faces    aud  the  tiniest  <  f  fnet  : 
Herbair  It  bnngln  curia,  aud  ber  voice  was  low  aud  sweet: 
I  tbottghl  Sbe  waa  tbe  loveliest  I  ever  yet  did  meet  ! 

Spoxxs  ;  Tes.  I  thonght  her  one  of  tbe  eweetost  craa 
tnres  I'd  AVer  mat,  and  considered  It  very  lucky  lAall 
happeue4  to  be 

CHOSUB. 
Standing  on  tbe  platform,  Waiting  tor  the  trsin. 
There  I  met  the  girl  wbo'a  l>een  tbe  csaee  of  all  my  pain  ; 
I  often  wonder  whether  I  shall  ever  see  again 
That  girl  apon  the  platform,  waiting  for  the  train  * 

Sba  said  :  "  Pray,  air,  can  yoa  tell  me  bow 

tang  the  tmln  will  be  f  " 
Said  I  :  •'  I'll,  I  go  and  ask  the  gnard, 

he  l>«tter  knows  than  ma.  " 
.She  said  :  ■■  I  thank  yon  kindly,  sir  for  your  gallantry.  * 
And  then  she  blushed  so  prettily  with  sncb  swvet  modeetf.— 
We  bad  not  long  to  wait :  fur.  the  train  It  soon  was  there. 
And  tbea  into  a  carriage  I  did  hand  this  lady  fhir  : 
There  waa  lota  of  room  for  both  of  us- fbr, 

no  one  else  waa  there, 
A  ctrcuiaatance  that  pleaaed  me  very  much,  1  do  declare. 

Sroaait  :  Tea  we  had  (t  all  to  onrsalvea  :  so  I  made 
up  my  mind  to  have  a  pleasant  ohat  with  tbe  charmer  ( 
met,  while 

Standing  on  the  platform,  Ac 

I  asked  If  she  objected  to  my  indulging  in  a  smoke. 

She  answered  no— we  on  did  go  and  pleasantly  did  joka. 

I  told  ber  I  waa  alngle,  and  of  love  to  her  I  spoke. 

Bat  from  my  dream  of  happineas  I  very  soon  was  woke  : 

When  we  got  to  Mngby  Jnuctiun.  there  tble  lady  gay  — 

Began  to  scream  aud  call  out  In  a  very  funny  way. 

Tbe  gnard  rushed  to  tbe  carriage  without  tbe  least  delay, 

Aud  found  thla  lady;in  my  arms— sbe'd  fainted  clean  away. 

Sroxxtt  :    There  was  a  nice  posltlou  for  a  single  young 

man  to  be  placed  in— aud  I  began  to  wiali  I  bad  not  been 

Standing  on  the  platforiu,  Ao. 

We  got  her  from  the  carriage,  and  I  waa  in  a  prcclonsstav, 
Aud  then  with  salts  and  vinegar  we  quickly 

brought  ber  to : 
When  site  cried  :  "  I've  been  Insulted,  and 

you  villain,  'twaa  by  you  I  " 
Pointing  straight  at  me— oh,  dear  '  I 

scarce  knew  what  to  dOL 
I  protesleS  I  was  innoeant— M>  believe 

"  nie  they  were  slow. 

Tbea  she  aent  for  tbe  police,  who 

quickly  came,  you  know. 
They  aaid  that  to  the  atation-bouae  I  ^ould  have  to  go  ; 
Ob  '.  wa4i/'t  it  a  cruelty  for  ber  to  serve  me  so  ? 

Spoken  :  Tea.  when  tbey  told  lue  tbey  were  going  to 
lock  me  ap.  you  might  have  kuocked  me  down  with  a 
scaffold  i>«le,  and  all  through 

Standing  on  tbe  platform,  Af. . 

They  toak  me  to  the  station-house  :  the 

place  was  dark  and  drear— 
But  she  oontrlved  a  note  to  eeud, 

tbe  contents  you  aball  bear  : 
She  aald  :  "  If  I'd  pay  five  ponnda  my  character  tu  clear, 
£lbe'd  not  Ipreaa  the  charge  against  we, 

aud  at  court  would  not  appear.  " 
I  Bhowe4  the  note  to  tbe  police,  and  very  soon  'twas  plal^ 
That  ahe  was  an  Imposter,  and  extortion  waa  ber  game. 
Tbey  loAnd  ahe  was  a  very  old  offender  at  tlie  B;iuje. 
So  thay  lot  me  free,  and  liberty  I  quickly  did  regain. 

Spokxk  :  Now,  gentlemen,  allow  me  to  give  a  wonl  of 
advice  :  never  get  into  a  carriage  alone  with  a  ii<dy— for, 
thay  are  not  to  be  trasted  :  or  If  yon  do.  you  will  i  ue  It, 
and  be  aerved  out  like  your  humble  aervaut 

ButWKTt. 

•f-.  1  I  When  atanding  on  the  plalfurm,  Ac. 

*V  _  _ 

Money  earned  with  Uttle  labw,  is  generally  spent 
with  litUe  consideration. 

Those  who  know  not  bow  to  love,  rarely  experi- 
eitoe  great  enjoyment  ;  and  tboae  wbo  do  love,  fr»- 
quenUy  auffer  dee|>  griefs. 

Contiotie  adding  a  Uttle  to  wkat  was  originally 
Uttle,  and  yon  will  form  a  great  heap. 

Htineer  finds  no  bread  bad,  but  makes  all  tfainga 
palataBs,  aad  is  tbsvrfora  the  "  beat  aauoe.  " 
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AS  GOOD  AS  GOLD. 


T>y  f  RANK  W.  GREEN. 


Compofled  hy  ALTRED  LEB. 


1.  Tlso'tond    of     jol  -  li  -  ty  sometimes,     I    like    a     qui  -  et  life,     And  love     a     co  -  sy     eT'ningpus'd  Athomeirithmyold'wife.   She 

2.  She  does  not  wear  the  fin  •  est  robes.  Nor  dress  in  silk    at -tire,      But  th^n    if    she  looks  fair    to    mc.  What  more  can  I  de-sire?  Oar      v« 


=rzI5^-^g- 


r 


'^E^^^^^^.txfatJ::^l«[^-M-i;-g^ 


ih=* 


brought  me  nei -ther  house  nor  land.  Her  wealth  could  soon  be  told;    But  she's    a    for-tune    in  her- self ,  And  that's  as  good   as  gold, 
hoosa   is   not  the  grand-est, — ^but,  As    it  keeps  out    the    cold,        It  pleas -es    me  and  pleas -es    her.  And  she's  as  good    as  gold. 

-Kt- 
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Dhn-in-u-endo. 


(J  HON  u  is.  cres.  Jjnn-in-u-enao. 


Yea,  she's  as  good  as  gold,  she    is  ;  She's  just   as  good  as  gold.         And     I  can  see  ihe's  fond  of    me,  For  she's  as  good  as  gold. 


3  When  maiters  go  a  little  wrong, 
And  fortune  seems  to  frown. 
If  one's  a  wife  as  good  as  gold. 
One  can't  be  long  cast  down  ; 
p  Por  when  I  reach  my  home  at  night* 
She  does  not  fret  or  scold  ; 
Bat*  ahriftjs  grecte  me  -with  a  Bmik, 


.;'ft-.r* 


4  Contented  folks  are  happier     '  \"  r  • 
Than  those  who've  greatest  wealth  ; 
For  gold  does  not  buy  happiness. 
Nor  can  it  purchase  health, 
>  lly  wife  and  I  will  be  eontent, 
'I      When  we  hate  both  grown  old,         ."ii^  •;* 
To  be  as  happy  then  as  now, 
illHillliigiiil 
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ca  and  JAtMBAPBT-^i    j 
tcl'll  iiialAi  you  ua«)ai  ai 
iljou  wlll'bo  aubalMfVe. 


Tkt'W  are  'qftor  Ipitha, 
9a|rAttentio|MoBe  tio<    .. 


a'f5« 


■K...V-V 


A  lioartirtone*!  irt*  a  Fl«nfl6«  ftrlcV,  '    "~' 
'J  ba  l><3vii'B  inoHtly  called  Old  Nick  ( 

A  can^llo  »  alwaya  got  a  wick, 

A  poiooftt  8  ont  a  pokar 
A  Jocj'a  not  balf  a  orowa. 
WvrwwuSd  Servbn  U  a«t  cf  towi 
A  «MU  chcmlfie  raiiiidt  b«  bruwu',' 

A  cubblor'a  uut  a  broker. 
MM*>  .  XhaiM  •!•  aebM  traUu,  kc 

-Ttie  belljr-Mbe  iBBot  tba  toot,         ,,, 
£Uler  wino'a  Lot  bottled  ■Tout, 
Illae-pndtliue  is  not  aour-crout. 

A  boot-Jack'a  not  •  bauuw  : 
Tha  Bible  la  a  holy  book.  '   ,_'. 

A  ladr'aiBftid  la  Dota  oook,        -i.     ■>/>.: 
A  cockatoo  la  Dot  a  rook,  ..':•...     ,   /' 

Aud  a  auu-giiUa  uut  a  iparrow. 
■.  > '  Tbe««  are  aobar  trutha,  he. 

CbrUtnisa  comes  bnt  once  a  ]re'\r. 
Tliere'a  out  inu<:b  atreutjtb  in  t*bla-beer, 
'Wbat'a  far  off  eaunut  be  near. 

And  Iriab  ia  not  Latin  :  ^ 

A  flowor-pot  >•  not  •  dlab,  ■-^■'  -      ' 

No  ciiie's  foud  of  ariuklnn  ftpk. 
U'o  bavfl  tlio  spaauis  none  would  Willi, 

And  taalkvr  la  not  Mtln.      ■     '  • 

'l'iie«e  are  aob«r  txatba,  &c. 

A  haokney-coich  Is  tof  a  truck, 
A  peisun  t  oor  ia  frnt  of  Inck, 
A  billy-coat  ia  tiot  a  duck. 

A  tiiiij^b  Koeaa  cjvt  be  tender 
A  mackjutojh  is  not  a  ahlrt, 
A  w.iikJUK-stick  Is  unt  a  Hqiilrt, 
A  ntcady  wiiiiian'a  not  a  flirt. 

Aud  a  fryiBfi-j^on'a  not  a  fender.  ^ 

Xboae  ara  aober  tmtbs,  &o.  ' 

With  brtclra  they  flfn't  bnlld  wooden  walla, 
'i'lieir  (lou'l  lualie  triiie  witb  valval  abawla, 
Aud  Good  Friday  aMdom  falls 

Uu  8.iturd«7  or  8uudsy  :  a^j-i"    ' 

Bread  la  very  eood  witb  cbeeta,         .*r-     *' 
biiKga  ara  twice  tbe  size  of  fleas,  j  :- ' 

Piya -hoi«d?(  never  grow  on  tref  a,  '    ■■  '. 

A  Tuasiiay  is  nut  Monday.  '    < 

Tuasa  are  sobar  tmtha.  &c. 

A  )>eat-root'a  not  a  siTKloy, 

A  woiuau  nover  waa  a  boy,  '  ■';■  ■.■=.--.l' 

CryiUit  ia  DO  aign  of  Joy,  ■■-,',.       « 

A  troiiibino'a  not  a  flildia  : 
A  hornplpe'a  uot  aiiallopada,  '.'.    '.     .  '   *        . 

Wbiievor  ■  soft  cauuot  b«^bard, 
A  Ualf-a-mi  e  is  not  a  yard.  , 

And  lUa  aide  ia  uot  tbe  middle. 

Xboaa  are  sober  truths,  &o. 

A  rtpatone  pippin's  nbt  a  plom. 
Gill  aud  butter  la  not  mm. 
~A  duuMe  baaa  is  not  a  drum. 

The  kitchen's  not  tha  garret  I 
Boiling  water's  always  hot, 
A  aober  person'a  not  a  sot :  '.    . 

A  pint  of  porlar'a  not  a  pot, 

Aud  a  doukay  a  not  a  parrot  '      « 

I'iiaa*  are  aober  tratbs,  Ac. 


•«>  ; 
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rm  Thinking  Now  of  Thee,  Jamie. 

Sung  by  Mr.  fl.  Walker' 


Tm  tliinking  now  of  thee,  Jaoiia,  r 

And  nut  uf  lime  »  tjecay  ;  :  i    .-  ? 

I  love  your  few  old  locka,  Jamie, 
A  Itliongh  they're  tnmitig  grey. 

I  have  no  meni'ry  of  rfcri-t, 
1  hou^h  ihaiina  and  cMag*  tkana  be  : 

I  only  iioi>«  to  linger  vet,     - 

.a  a^  ^jsit%r*v^  *  ^' '  'r  r  ■ . 

"..•   i  m  tuinking  now  of  thee,  ic. 

rtn  weeping  not  for  thee,  Jamie,         , '" 

"lis  joy  that  makes  tlwse  tears  ;!  ' 

J'H  titiokini;  but  how  fast,  Jamie,       •-.    '- 

Have  fled  away  our  yeara — •  , 

And  though  my  Hteps  are  feeble  grown,  ' 

Vuiir  old  kind  face  I  Me, 
To  (rpeak  of  h»ppj  days  w^'ve  known, 
-d  .And  OMMiy  BMira  with  ihie. 

I'lii  ttiinking  qow  vf  thee,  itc. 


Boyhood's  Years. 

J  t  f    ■  %     V        .   .  -.    Ik-    a    '' 

'  Afi  !  why  khouU  T  recall  thMi— IK^  f(ny, 

the  joyous  years, 
Ere  hope  was  crossed,  or  pleasure  diiniiu-d 
ft.  hy  sorrowr  and  by  tears  7 ' 

^vr^rhy  sbovld  tuefloCry  love  to  trnc* 

youth's  glad  and  aunlit-way, 
'%'Imo  thoae  who  naA<le  ili«  chnrius 

■o  pweet  are  gathertd  to  decay  ? 
Tita  summer's  sun  aliail  come  again 

to  brigliten  Irill  and  bowei^— 
Tha 'teeming 'eurlU  its  frugrunoe  liring 

bt-iit-alh  the  QMmy  shower  : 
Dut  all  in  vain  will  nicin'ry  strive  — in 

vuiri  we  »hud  our  tturs — 
TWy're  gone  away  and  can't  rrtuni — 

the  friend*  of  boyhood's  joa»  ! 

Ah  !  why  then  wake  my  liorrow,  and  bid 

lue  now  count  o'fcr 
The  vanished  friends  so  dearly  prized— 

the  days  to  come  no  more — 
The  happy  days  of  infiincy,  whan  no 

guile  our  bosoms  knew, 
Nor  recked  we  of  the  pleasures  that 

with  each  moment  flew  ? 
Tis  all  in  vain  to  weep  for  tlieiii — the 

]>agt  a  dream  appears  : 
And  where  are  tliey  —  the  loved,  the  younij, 

the  friends  of  boyhood'*  years  ? 

Go  seek  them  in  tha  cold  church-yard  — 

they  long  have  stolen  to  rest  ; 
But  do  not  weep — for,  their  young  cheeks 

by  w©e  were  ne'er  oppressed  ; 
Life's  sun  for  them  in  eplendor  aet — no 

olond  oaiiie  o'er  the  ray 
That  lit  them  from  tliia  gloomy  world 

upon  their  joyous  way. 
No  tear*  about  their  gravea  be  shed— but 

swteteat  flowers  be  flung — 
The-fittaat  off 'ring  thon  canst  make 

to  baaMa  Uiat  perish  young — 
To  btai%a  thia  world  haa  nerer  torn 

with  racking  hopes  and  fears — 
For,  bleaaed  an  they  who  pass  away 

in  Doyhood's  happy  years  t 

TlMrtfs  Sunlight  ia  Heaven 


Tliere's  sunlight  in  Haaven, 

There's  calm  on  the  lea, 
Perfume  on  the  flower. 

And  Uoom  on  the  trea  :. 
With  natore  h  beaming 

As  nature  can  be. 
And  all  around  aiuilirig, 

Uh  !  amile  thou  on  me  t 


L 


With  fondness  unfading, 

Wkh  pinion  as  free 
As  birds  that  hath  wandered. 

Flies  home  o'er  the  lee  : 
With  spirits  as  ardent 
*    A  r  feeling  can  be,      ^■->-'^^ 
And  its  paaaun  renewing, 

i  couie,  love,  to  thee  ! 


i-  f 


I  Love  the  Gentle  Moon>Light 

Written  by  J.  W.  L.ike,  Esq  —Composed  by  S.  Olover. 

I  love  the  gentle  moon-light. 

When  its  (tilver  ntcps  are  seen, 
With  the  village  ladn  and  lassett 

(tttily  dancing  on  the  green  :  ['' 

With  their  flMee  full  of  pleasure.  '>  ' 

And  titeir  hearts  from  sormw  frea. 
To  the  merry  music's  nieaaiuv — 

Oh  !  the  gentle  moon  R>r  um  I 

]  love  the  gentle  moon-light. 

When  it  smiles  npon  the  (lower,       , 
Lik(  a  mullier  o'er  tier  tintt-burn,  v 

.i  '         ."'sleeping  in  its  cradle  l)ower  I  *'.     .; 

I'here  It)  G^lory  in  the  simset. 
.VI  \\  hen  it  sinks  beneatlt  the  sea  : 

Uut  the  moon-litfht  is  so  lovely — 
Oh  !  the  gentle  moon  for  ma  1 


The  Fire«Brigade. 

■  '.  ^-m-  r^     S<"><  by  Aitule  Adamfc 
Maaie  at  Aoeaay  k  0^-4  Bond  Street,  Kew-Tork. 


I'll  tali  ran  or«i7  Win^^o^  a  Jolly  ekap  Is  ba ; 

I  aa  as  |nd  of  VIUia^^K^  as  fua4  af  ui4  J 

We're  gotag  tULba  ■ar^^HRkal'a  if  ail  tkinga  g»ou  right 

And.Iahaii  b«  fa k|ppy^KM  |  am  Xfa  Whiia! 

He  talla  uje  that  ha  lovea  a>%  MU  I  b^ave  it.  tL«  ■ 
For.  I  baow  uy'dastiuK  WlilkAould^Tcr  b«  aiitrae. 
That  ba  will  ear  deceive  aiekl'm  not  A  all  afmtd  . 
for,  he'a  a  daakiuf  fellow  ia  tba  Fire  A-l«ade ! 

OBOKCrfl. 
Oh  •  be'a  aach  a  Jelly  fellow,  la  my  Wlllte  Whfto,^ 
With  hit  hilcbat  hf  bis  alrte   aad  bis  baiinetdlaa  brlvbt 

^vlte■a^ar  iiis  daQr  calls  bis.  k»  nevaaU  afratf. 

Like  all  tbe  daaUini;  fellows  lu  the  I'lre-lirigada  ! 

Some  elr'a  may  like  a  Solilioc.  or  aallor  or  mariie 

And  Boiiie  Vlib  aPolicfiiiau  may  tbiuk  ibeutaelvaa  a  ^neaa 

While  sjuie  may  s^y  ihel'il  only  ta*u  a  . 

fe  low  wllk  a  ^id*. 

And  soma  will  say  they'd  ralbxr  live  ami  die  au  old  maid 
Uiit  I  ki  ow  tliis  1  cxn  aay   and  I  alwa.va  aprak  luy  m'ud  ; 
A  braver  set  of  toitows.  I  know,  yoa'li  nsTer  flaa  : 
In  lact,  I  ineuu  tu  say  they  tliruw  all  otbera  in  tbe  a)<a(!a, 
Th  ao  brave  aud  daaUinir  fellows  In  the  Firc-UrlK>dM  ' 

Oh  '  be'a  such  a  jolly  ^Uow,  Ac. 

r    ■'■'■'■ 

But,  'pon  my  word  '■  soaetirars  yon  know,       -  >      ^'' 

I'm  lu  a  dreadftit  frl^bt. 
To  aea  thw  Engine  mahinir  by— It's  a  moat  alurniiiiK  ti^bt. 
I  tieiuble  fiir  luy  Wiilie  and  feel  dreadfully  afiald—  . 
For  tbey  run  ao  lu;  nv  dHUxera  lu  tbe  Fire-Urlguda  '. 
Uut.  Ibau,  bow  dreadful  It  would  lie.  when 

tbare  ate  Urea  to  save 
If  tbeia  ware  no  one  lo  t>e  found   who 

would  the  c1iin;;ers  bravd  ' 
I  tbiuk  you  niaal  agree  witb  lue  tbey  can't 

be  loo  well  pibl  : 
For,  tbey  riak  their  Uvea  for  otiiora.  In  tbe  Firi'-Uriusdu  ! 
Uh  :  lie's  auch  a  juUy  fe.low   iic. 

Then,  may  my  Willie,  and  bia  niali  a.  bo 

luaJy  nigbt  niid  day — 
I'm  sure  when  duty  calls  t);oni   the  rsM  tbry  win  o'  ey  . 
I'll  ne'er  lelievo  th»  ery  for  lie  pwiil  e'er  bo  niado  lu  vain 
They've  pro%ed  thmuaelves  brave  felloMS  and 

ao  they  will  a){alu. 
Then,  let  us  give  them  all  a  cboor  -  it's 

nothing  more  than  rli.'bt— 
There's  one  I  know,  deaarvas  it  well   and 

Ihafa  my  Willie  Wkite- 
To  CO  tbro'  fire  and  water  tbey  never  are  afraid  : 
Then  hurrah  fur  Ibuse  brave  felluwa  in  th«  Fiia-Brifada  ' 
Ob  '  be'a  auch  a  Jolly  fellow.  As. 


The  Scad  to  Portnne's  Onward,  Boys. 


r 


The  road  to  fortnne'a  onward  boya 

And  all  who  alriva  will  bud- 
Proaperity  Ilea  m  the  front,  f 

Advaraity  bebiud. 
Ob  '  never  flag,  but  peraeTere, 
She'll  guide  yiiu  on  tbe  way  • 
For   Fortune  ever  smilea  on  tboaa 

Wbu  dare  aud  do.  and  aay — 
Chorus  :     Tbe  mad  to  Fortune's  onward,  boys. 
And  all  wbo  alriva  will  flud— 
.  Prosperity  lira  in  the  front,         .  ,« 
■■  c*        Adveralty  iMblnJ.  |-       ' 

Tn  paaoefnl  life  In  battle's  Btrlf>, :  - 

With  pen  or  sword  the  akiue—    ' 
Qb  '  never  fear,  but  |>erseveie. 

'rwlU  leail  to  weulth  and  fiiine 
TlfWIft)  r^ujfli  tbe  |>alb    thou^ib  loug  tbe  waj. 

Yet  tbink  a«t  vi  (lie  |>aat  : 
But  looli  in  ftoiit  and  b*ax  tby  |>rttul  — 

You'll  reach  tbe  lioal  at  last. 

Tbs  r^a4  to,  At 

Then,  conrags  '  America. 'tia  certain 

Shall  prove,  o'er  lau'l  and  a.a. 
Whule'er  abe  dares  Kbe'll  surely  do. 

No  n.atler  whit  it  be  — 
Tbere'a  betti-r  daya  in  aloie  for  ua  : 

'lb-)  cry  rluys  far  and  ae.ir—  * 

That  victory'a  crown  ahaii  itlferaaaw*. 

To  ihjse  «ho  psraeveie.     .  ,,..  ,  . 

'■•;.-    ..      'Jho  io.<l  t 


SiC 


►«•• 


Truth  and  Rhyme. 

A  oountry  poeC.  after  iuo^iniraUiut  ovir  lit'.,  liuj 
coaoa  tu  the  following  rliyuitn(f  w<n£ij:>Mn  i .  ''  7;. 
,  "Oh!   I  wouldn't  live  foreViT,       ^    *  ■ ' 


I  Wouldn't  if  I  could 


Jiut  I  needn't  fret  about  it—       |    ''' »  > 
"¥m.  I  jeotildn  t  If  I  would'**  'f'"*''^ 


Tar  IT — A  rapid  and  empliatia  retiitq!  of  the 
following  simple  iiamUive  is  au  iiilallihle  uiiivt  for 
llMpiqg  :  "  lloobs  meets  ^aubUtand  >i,obb*  :  lIuLUt 
Ixioa  to  Snobbs  and  N'obbs  :  llobha  with  8npi.t>«) 
robe  Nobbs's  fobs.  "  "  I  his  is,  says  Nubba,  tbe 
won!  of  Uobba'  joba  and  tsnobb's  mm.  " 


s 


SiPtnnMtL 


— i— i^fiifM 
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Behind  the  Cortaia. 


■y,-  Berio-Oomte.  DeseripUTs  MedltT' 
lotrodactorjr  BeclUtiTe. 


.  I   ■•■*''. 


"  ThAra'a  •  ■keleton,  HIa  ■•Id,  la  raanjr  %  enpboaiNI  :  "  • 
Tti*  sayiiiKS  old  aa  «»i«a  like  -  >tt>tli«r  BiiblMur4«"t,i  t   i 
I\!uaioiia  on  tha  aU«te  cbarni  the  spectstxi- ;  * 

But  ou  life  a  atape   there  are  tlliialou*  Kiratcr  ' 
'Ih©  <1nll  worlrt— aadicnee    wlio  applaud   and  tlttar— > 
0<iiT  bfhold  lh«  brilll»n«  tlnael-nlilter. 
Brfereii.  all  Umka  brtght.  but  It'a  qalte  eavtsia    '-•■:• 
Tlip  acena  la  different.  b«Uind  the  curiam  !  y  ,        .. 

Cburua  :    Ralae  rbe  footllKlita  '  riiig  the  ball  I  v 

Let  (lie  IhrlllinK  mu^lc  swell  !  .1  '}-':■ 

On  tbe  aceiie  tlie  cnrtain'a  rf^fe.  ,  >.. 

Let's  lae  what  It  does  diacluae  ! 

Air  :    tip  aTiei. 

There'*  atmsellac  ite'itilitT— witbont  (be  poeaibllltjr 

To  pajr  Ita  «af— luakra  a  (liipUy.  tliu'  aorely  it  a  lu  naal  : 

And  when  the  cartaiu'a  drawn  aside— the 

iiiaak  romploteljr  torn  aaldo — 
Too  aee  what  efforts  born  of  pride 

It  makea  to  five  a  "  feed.  " 
Appearaneea  np  keeping  still. 
Oo  aupperless  to  slcevuuj  wlll,^^,^.  :;  .^i^.;..^; 
And  Tiaitora  don't  seo 
TUey  lire  a  week— on  '*  hnbUlaHMtflcaqtipak  '  " 

scant  dinnT.  and  leas  tea  ' 
Cboma  :     B«fore.thalr  itneets  all'WiUiuea^ 
Pauf;htorii  to  wo<l.  all  pietliDO>'a  ! 
Bi'hind  Ihc  ciirtaiu   Mtterutaa, 
• -Andiajjular  up  a  trte  ;  !. -t  •!  ■•    »■       ^  >.••' 

••;■■,•:'''  Air:    Te:iip'e  Bar.  ,         ■ 

■•».■,    K- A  rich  old  fool  has  boucht  a  vonnc  bride- 
Fair  young  bride— bis  put  end  pride— 
Bright  Hay  to  cold  December  all  P(l,        ■   .'     " 

Sold,  by  some  uisQCETcrl us  luac  ! 
In  fiQDt.  all  colour-<li>-ro-e  it  looks. 

So  It  looks— Imt  (jirle  kuow  their  books  ' 
And.  'ere  the  husband  "  iiropa  iff  Ihe  huoks,  " 
A  loTer'e  tuoro  favored  far. 
Chorus  ;    To  all  aivpearance.  liappy  Ihay  aro. 
Ko  family  jar— llieir  bliss  lo  mar  : 
■      Brfore  ilie  world,  aa  a»r«t  as  aij— p»r— 

But.  behind  the  cnrtain,  It's  difTei-ont  far  ' 
>  Uaiae  tbo  footlighta  '.  ring  the  bell  '.  kc 

Air:    Carly  Little  Bow-wow. 

There'eqhlet  looking  folks 
]t;noriiig  full  and  Jikes, 

When  titer  In  pnblic  appear  :         ■    ■  ,'     ■     y. 
*.'-"■  Who  now  tn  nngry  word 

Between  thoni  s  iie»er  beard  :  \.'''\ 

>    V  ■  They'd  faint  at  the  bare  idea —  V  /    *■ 

ABd  few  people  hava  conjectures,   ,•  ' ;    " 

,^ '"■'■■        Long  and  bitter    •  candle-lectiirea  "■ 

The  lady  iitKhtlr'apin*   unyhow.  ';••!'• 

To  each  other  so  comfoi m  ng.  .   ''  '■ 

.»  ■•    .         Uut  of  doors  — l>iit  inside    storming. 

With  a  dally  llow-iip  ro^v.  row,  row  .  ■    »■■ 

■'  •  Jnst  the  enrtain  draw  aside 

>- '•  To  Rive  a  glance  iuside. 

And  .vou  11  hear  a  jolly  row.  row.  row  '. 
Raise  the  footlights  '.  ring  the  bell ! 

Air:    Up  Id  c  B«ll«on.  ^ 

We>e  banks  assnraiice  Coeli'es,  too. 
Loan  offices.  a(!eiicir8    "  ■-  eet..  "  a  fcw—         ■  ' 
KiKht,  ruir«ad  aqimre  to  the  public  view. 
All  bnss  outside  and  inside   loO  '. 
Aiipenrinit  so  linn,  who  d  think  they'd  fail  T  ^ 
But  to  see  they're  Inso  vent,  draw  the  >eil  : 
Behind  the  ciirts'in   tliey're  •■  cnokirg  aeeoonts. 
And  totallln;!  up  fictitioiia  amounts  ' 

Buise  the  fooUichta  :  ring  the  bell  ! 

•     *■•   Air:    Prtly.  pwttMkeitloon. 
;  .•.¥!>•  lair  uid  fc.tU  ritia  in  the  "  raw.  "  .  !  .■ 
■'     '    Like  stafely,  happy  qui  etis  :  ''"       ' 

Tho'  what  their  miamy  7  i.ont  can  know, 

Unt  those  i  ehind  Iba  so  ni  s 
Soma  fancy  tbey,  while  dasbiiit;  by. 

Must  happiness  pos«p8 
Wiih  every  luxury  »callli  can  buy, 

Oeais.  equipage,  and  (lr<')'B  : 
In  pnUllc— silvery  Ikiigh   unJ  srailea  i         .  _ 
In  secret-blinding  le.iis  '.  .-.  ,''.-■■ 

before  the  onrtaih— witching  wll«t : 

IJehtud  It- boding  feais  !  .       .'    , 

Only  draw  the  curtain  up. 

Tbe  curtain  iip-tho  curtain  ni»—  ',■'' 

Only  draw  the  curiam  up,  ,  '"''", 

Oil  the  reality  :  ,.  "./v^^V"'  '^'      ''^ 

QiiaffliiK  S'lrrow's  bitter  cap.   "  '..''.'         '  - 
And  Kin-deiih  in  a  glitter  cap,         '*" '   , 
EnvyiDK  Kir's  who  |;et  acnp,  r- 

Buiiektly  of  te^i  ' 

Bolae  tUs  footlighta 


&o. 


fce. 


6c. 


'„'.T: 
\j.   --■■ 


nasUtekeU 

Air:    Shabby  Genteel.         ,,      .., 
Ik  foro  the  gay  seeDs.  the  stem  tragedy-maak..c>.  ', 

iTou  would  think    bad  perpetual  "  blues  ,  ".^^  <.  . 
Baiiiud  It,  be  provea.  with  a  pireand  acan,    ,      >;, 

lie's  the  jotliest  cbap  to  amuaa. 
te  float,  funny  ciowu,  wlthjokrs  brisnUi*  'hoaaa-doTn 

But  behind   lie'a  all  sorrow  and  care  — 
And  the  fkir  hallat  girls   lli  fMut  deckeA  tMth  pearia  : 

Uolxnd   haven  t  a  pauny  to  apasa  ' 
CHORrS. 
In  frr-nt   we  only  View  the  Ideal.  •*     -•*•''  *.^  *■*-, 

The  truth  of  the  matter  mbst  try  ♦oeon«ea>r''--'    ■^■'-' 
We  are  lut  the  sham,  and  a  glance  we  must  itMil^  '^'.'^'  . 
The  eurtain  tchtn4i  fbr  the  real  •    ■-  .    ■*    ■'  > 


Molly  Soolaia' 


.If;— 
-■■■'^'if- 

.■■•  *  • 


The  shamrock  is  a  purty  ■wvA 

When  first  th«  bright  dew  tipa  it  ; 
Ould  Irish  'whisky  lubricates 

1  he  throat  of  }iim  that  sips  it  : 
But  though  these  SAme  f  mtijeh  i 

Wid  iu«  the  passion  niltn'  y-    ^  :ii>-. jr.  • 
Is  fondaass  iur  «  Kerry  maid, 

A  certain  Mplly  Ooolan. 

(  Singing  )  Tol  lol  lol,  Ac. 

As  mere  "  gossoons  "  oar  lore  began, 

In«i«as«d  as  yn  prew  onldw  :     •%'■••.•/'  ' 
Bcdad  !  1  never  shall  forget  -i.Ivv*,* 

Wl>en  first  my  love  I  tould  hap."^  '■'■  ^;.i  ^-  ■  • 
She  gAva  her  ey«  a  SAucy  twisht,  -   '    ' 

^hc  thoiiglit  that  I  was  foolin'  : 
l!ut  I  squeezed  her  w^ist  and  kissed  her  lips — 

"  Och,  sure  !  "  cried  Molly  Doolan. 

(  SingTng  )  Tol  lol  lol,  Ac. 

flnid  she  :  "  Yoti  can't  Ptrpport  a  wife. 

You  know  yez  cannot,  Barney.  "         . .     '  " 
But  6(M>n  1  made  her  hoiild  her  peac«t  '^^■'■.fi 

I  trapped  her  with  my  blarney.  :i.'-. . 

Said  I  :  "  I've  fifteen  pwtinds  a  year,      ',.i,  ■; 

I've  never  had  much  echoolin'  :         .  .;, 
But  two  can  live  as  citeap  as  one.  " 

"  All  right  !  "  said  Molly  Doolan. 

(  biiigiDg  )  Tol  lol  lol,  Ao. 


One  Bottle  More. 


Assist  me.  ye  lads,  who  have  hearts  free  CromcaUaa 
1o  einit  In  the  praise  of  old  Ireland's  Isle,    i. ,.  .    .  ^ : 
Whflie  true  hospitality  opens  the  door  :'    '\.:\7-'. 

Anil  friendship  detains  us  for  one  hoitle  mo^e-.-  .  -^ 

On")  bottle  more,  one  bottle  luore —  .  >  . 

Aud  frieudsbip  detaiiut  us  for  one  bottle  4ior%~.j; 

At  a  tavern,  one  night,  I  will  ftng  of  a  set  '  .  ■:    , 

()(  six  Irish  blades  «ho  together  had  met  ■    •      '       ,i 
Four  liottlas  a-plece  made  ns  call  for  the  score,. 
And  nothing  detained  us  but  one  bottle  mors—    .  ^ , .'-. 
On"  bottle  more,  one  bottle  more—  ■'' 

And  nothing  detained  us  but  one  bottle  mora.        >: 

Our  bill  beinR  r»''''  "•  were  loth  to  depart  . 
For.  fi'ifuulsliip  had  grapi  led  each  man  by  the  heart, 
VVIicre  the  lea^t  touch  you  know  makes  an  Irishman  roar  : 
So  a  whack  from  shlllelah  brought  six  bottles  mart — 
Six  bottles  more    six  bottles  more— 
A  whack  from  fchillolAh  broo^t  Six  bottles  more, 

8'o<T  riinebns  nrvw  popped  throagh-tha  wiadow  so  bright, 
l,<iiilc  li-i|>py  to  view  her  bit  S'eJ  sftns  of  tbe  light : 
No  «e  parted  with  hearts  ncllhor  sorry  nor  sore. 
And  I  ho  next  time  we  m«et  we'll  havatwelva  bottlaa  more— 
T«e  ve  t>oltles  more,  twelve  bottles  more — 
And  the  Lost  time  we  meet,  we'll  have  twelve  bottles  more. 


:»4V 


'    -  Artful  Joe.      •  '^W '' r 

Sung  by  George  Leybourne.    ,'■''"■;:.' 


oil  •  mr  Fatlier  w.is  tbe  owner  of  a  baked  potatoe  can. 
My  dr  ir 'j  <1  riarliug  Mammy  wasacbamo  Jiaii, 
M  V  s  ster  Kpliced  a  merchant  wot  goes  abont  with  coke, 
\\\  uiolhor  wa«  the  celebrated  Chickaleary  Bloke.  , 

Itut  hee  yon  see's  a  psrty.  whit  knows  his  little  book,  * 
.M^h  ■'  h»  hasn't  travniled  qiitia  eo  ttr  aa  Captain  Cook  : 
You  c»n  lake  your  Alfred  ^avid.  that's 

straigiit  enongb,  yoa  know, 
Tou'i:  have  a  Job  to  find  a  yo^  like  Artful  Jue. 

cnoKus.  ,- ' 

I  can  do  a  little  shnflle  with  a  thimble  and  a  peiii,., ^  ; 
I'm  np  to  every  fitkeii.«iit.  whalover  it  may  bn  : 
I  III  known  abont  tbe  country  wherever  I  may  gOk  . 
Vou  can't  put  the  tup|>er  on  t«  Artlnl  Joe. 

When  I  was  only  ten  years  old  I've  heard  my  mother  say 
^^  hen  I  was  quite  a  i  aby    I'd  auch  a  taking  way— 
And  when  I  was  only  twalve  years  old,  a  queer 

Complaint  I  had  : 
I'hey  called  It  kleptomania  and  I  bad  it  very  bad. 
Tiie  old  folks  trie  I  their  best  the  ere  complaint  to  cnra. 
But  no  '  'twiis  all  in  vain,  break  out  'twa«  certjfii  snrS— 
Hut  picking  oakniii  cnred  n<e  lor  !  I  didn't  feel  the  same 
So  1  turned  uiy  pretty  talents  to  a  diflhreut  sort  of  irame. 
^  I  cin  da ::  littli,  ftc 

I  can't  stand  those  gima  w<at  Anes  flia  prlfglSM;  Jlaot 
A«>a  I  wot  isn't  houast  .\o'3  not  a  pil-o'  mine  : 
For  I  once  wcut  on  a  v|sit  to  dt^t  crib  at  Bolloway, 
I  didu  t  like  the  trratmeot.  Co  fouoTit  didn'   pay  ; 
8o  now  t  goes  10  ra**".  l!ju.)u>awa  at  all  ^e  fairs, 
I  iloea  tbe  country  Yokels,  before  they  is  kwities  : 
The  tikaasuBt-wtth  ibe  threa  card*  bring 

the  mopesses  a^ont. 
My  OoTsyi,  I  find  hoDesty  tlM  best  of  gaii  en  wot  s  out. 

1  caadi»«  liuia,  *o. 


The  FliiAsiB^  OTluii^fis. ' 


Ob  \  now  I'm  of  a^a.  lad  aoasa  Isto  ray  praperty, 

Davll  a  hs'porth   I'll  tbink  of  but  fun  ! 
'TIS  myself  '11  be  patting  the  ladies  lu  joppardy, 

Joat  for  to  prove  I'm  my  daddy'a  own  aoa.      . ,    .. 
Och  me  !  Miss  Maloaa,  I'll  taebe  yoa  civiUt/s  ,   -i  .. 

Jady  0'Dod«ty,  esca|>a    If  yon  can. 
I'm  that  '11  ahow  yes  the  awaat  senaibtllty.        v  • 
Lovin'  most  women,  and  taarln'  w»  mam.       « >-  <  i 
ror.  Ibat  was  tAa  wa#  wid  all  the  O'Flanlgsnt, 
Front  the  firat  bad  of  tbeat  *>wb  to  layaelf  : 
'  And  vaan't  my  m<Mb«i%  bestdaa,  of  the  Bntaflaaa  T 
WhyattoiUdn'tlbeacoBsioalelf  t    ^ 

Oh  <  the  racing  and  eooraing.  and  hnntlog  and  shooting. 

The  clattering  of  glasses,  and  batt'riug  uf  skulls  : 
Tba  dances  where  I'll  tob  npen  the  best  footing 

With  Irish  Miss  M arphles  and  English  Miss  Balls  : 
Tbe  nat» little  parttea  of  plaaanre  we'll  row!  to, 
-  Tbe  ro««  a»d  tba  motions,  and  derll  knows  what— - 
The  Duuna  that  I'll  bate  black  and  blue,  by  niy  soul,  too, 
And  tha  Jules,  that '11  ind  tbe  vary  first  sbot 
For,  that  was  the  way  with  the  Flaming  O'Flaatg^&a, 

From  tbe  first  illigant  boys  of  the  name  : 
Aud  wasn't  my  aiotbar,  beaidea.  of  the  Bralagans  T 
Why  shoaldn't  I  be  a  cuck  of  tbe  game  7 

wm\%\  mm 
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MiM  M0II7  O'&igrffek^l-^  « 'I 


'At  dork  lived  Hiss  Molly  0'Rigg«, 
Wiltll  a  nose  like  tbe  snout  of.f  pig  : 
\  l^ng  carroty  locks, 

And  ten  pounds  in  the  stocks, 
Wia  the  fortnne  of  Molly  O'Rigga : 
'What  a  beautiful  Molly  O'B^e  !  . 

Tom  Treacle  loved  Molly  0'Rigg«^ 

A  pert  little  tea-dealing  prig  1 

bays  he  :  "  Molly,  my  dovej     1      f 
y^s  heart's  brimful  of  love.  "    7''' '  ■ 

Bavf  she  :  "  Grocer,  I  don't  care  a  fig. 

■ft'IiiM  a  hard-heafte^M6ny  O'liigge  1 

|»ate  men,  quoth  Molly  <>' 
|)ve  they're  a  mere  wliirligig. 
lit  Cornelius  O'Whack  .]  '  ^  r;  I 

ive  her  heart  such  a  smack.  ,  ♦  . 

.  to  church  both  cajjered  a  jig  :  ■    ','-\ 
lit  a  hearty  MoUy  0'I%ge  1    j    ;    , 

SiJyb  the  tea-dealer  :  "  Mollj  O'Rigge^ 
My  heart  is  with  Jealonsy  big.  " 

istoys  *he  :  "  Bold  yonr  clack,  ' 
'  Tm  now  Mn.  O'Whack,  .!•    *'* 

I'm  no  longer  MoUy  0'iiig|^  "  •.'.  \  *t*»  ] 
Good-bye,  Mrs.  Molly  O'Kig^a  I  .^-  ■'.'/ 

Parody  on :  Katty  Darliof. 


•  1  T 


iAWHa«a-«M 


WlM-ldMtif  mMcj  dodeiadieB  prefrr'*  Matrimony. 


Oh  !  Kattjr,  my  darlin',  your  rest  I'll  be  breakiag  : 

For,  tbe  crow  of  the  ould  cock  i<  heard  on  the  liill, 
An'  the  dew  from  his  cape  now  the  peeler  is  shakin'  : 

Yet,  Katty,  my  dariin',  you're  slnmb^ng  etill— 
Och  !  havie  ve's  forgotten  th«  pmmise  ye's  nmde  rac. 

Of  yer  bed  and  yer  boaid  wasn't  T to  have  pait. 
For  a  week,  for  a  month,  if 'I  Hk«d  it.'  ibr  ever  ? 

Then,  ideareet,  wake  ap,  h«ar  tbe  voite  of  my  heart. 

Wake,  Kiat^r.  my  dariin',  arise  fi^om  the  floor  new, 

And  the  jiim  that  is  out  with. a  lacifer  light  : 
Och !  where  is  the  bell,  that  once  hung  at  thy  door,  now? 

Arise  ia  thy  beanty  and  let's  in  to-ni^t. 
Och  !  Katty,  och  !  murder  !  the  rain  is  fa.  t  Wlin'  : 

To  thifik  now  tSiat  only  a  ddof  should  tis  part  - 
May  be  you've  no  ears,  so  you  oan't  hear  me  nawlin' 

Oh  !  wky  are  you  deaf  to  tbe  voioe  of  my  tiearL  ? 


M^  Land.  ' 

— "~T~^-         l-jif  ''  ■ 

She  Is  s  rich  «nd  rare  land. 
Ota  S- she's  a  fresh  aod  fair  lairfa^f  ar'T 
She  ia  a  dear  and  rare  land-.-         '      •'. * 
.This  native  land  of  niiue. 

thaa  hor':.  j»»  bra>c^<M  *-^t, 


rw*»a^T 


Hi 


Koi  . 

Ber  women'aksatt:  safer  watre%  < 
ntaaaly  <Ua to  ta^.  ter,       T  i«    e  . j 
And  ttifakraay  lot,  dtTtee.  ■•r.'^    .•  4 

■fcis's  nbt  a  dan  orcoM  \ttA  -.     '  •"■'     } ''' 
Mo  •  she's  a  warm  and'tMd  lanL'  "•  •  * 

Oh  :  shi?ra<me  itid  oW  land**' *^  *  »'  ; 

This  native  talutf  of  mflnal        '-   ""■•  ••■•* 
Axim  heavty  -^mr  t  aard  kw       •^^  nif  t 
And  TtetBB  atlU  .M|r<sd  ter.  ^  •  <•  ol 

Mo  toa  aaoUt  eroaa  ha»  toiidsr~ 

^o  frtaaA  wltktft  It4)hia  ! 
Oh  !  Bbe-s  afres*  aii4  fiifr  l«n»».    •    -^      '•*  * 
OU  !  she's  a  trne  and  rare  Injidf  '»  '.  •  ""* 
T<8  fho's  a  raroaii.l  fair  'sad-^    •  •' •■■  ^^ 

'ihis  native  laud-of  lumj.*'  'I"  ""  •  -•'  t 
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Til£     SimOER'S    JOUR1W4I4. 


Tht  Sandaj  KorniBg  Band. 

Lady'a  Nav  B«rt»-Coinlc  Song. 
Air  :    ThaHtllrliiJ  hDMd. 


I  hftd  a  marllal  lover,  one*   «ho  nob'e  loo<i*<1  and  ifrftnd— 
A  tri>nibon«-pl*j*r  In  llis  norte-Onsnla' 

8aii<i»T  Voralim  Hand. 
■  '■  air  w»a  "  mllltarlna  "  hia  hair  waa  black  a*  Jet, 
And  the  »a7  lil«  ahlakera  naeJ  to 

carl  I  tt«T«r  ahal)  forfpt ' 
Be  «•*  a  h-ti'tt^oma  Nll6w  «n<)  II  iiosriy  broke  mjr  heart, 
W  lien  wlite  Ilia  re^lii<»iit  far  away  nij  hero  did  depart  : 
lin  i>e>'t  "lit  III  Nnw-Zealnkd  w|ih  geal  and  valor  I'Old. 
fint  vholhrr  be  gut  a.iut  or  not  I  Te  neter  yei  bcea  told. 

CHORCM 

Ah  '  Ton  I-  »r  travel  P.il!-M<ai   roan>1  the  Weal  or  Plmlleo. 
<~^e  aet   lielgokvia  or  all  tlirnUKlt  tl>e  Hirkiiil. 
Unt  voii  V  ill  never  »e  <  »)i<^li  a  mix  aa  coiirtvil  me, 
Mj  uiiliUry  lover  la  the  Huiidaj  Murning  HauU. 

It  waa  ntie  Aiie  Rnnd'jr  lamBlnR,  down  In  St.  Jamea'a  Park 
PlajrIiiK  on  lila  brl^iht  biaa«  luairninent 

I  flmt  bebeld  mj  apark  : 
Bif  >re  the  eoldlera  want  l«  Cbuioh.  the 

baud  played  merrily, 
And  Peirr  PlpecU]-— UiAt'a  hit  BAue-he 

fi-ll  io  lore  wtlh  lue. 
I  bail  ■  aiiaatioii  whfra  no  (blloeera  werAallowcd, 
All'l  he  ciiii>dii't  c  >nie  Io  aee  ma.  tbo'  nf 

him  I  waa  ao  prouil  '. 
Bo  where  the  eoldlera  dhl  paruda,  I  went 

each  Bnnday  morn. 
To  llaten  to  the  band,  and  a-'O  hiin— hut.  ala*  '  he'a  gone  ! 
All :  Tou  niiiy  travel  P^tll-Xall,  iic. 

A  Anrr  man  rnn  wouldn't  are  apon  a  whole  daT'a  warch  : 
We  ortrn  ni-ed  In  nuel  at  iiiiiht  juat  b;  Ibe  Marble  Arch. 
I  aarrd  np  all  niy  wagra  aud  he  tnnk  care  I'f  liii  ymy 
Vo  weit  — but  III  iha  Colonies  bit  Peter  went. away. 
Nnw  whether  he  vt  tinnabawked  or  nrtnrally  dird. 
Oot  e»t  ap  l>7  ihe  netlrea  wild  or  look  a  tattooed  bride— 
I  cmnuot  tell-  but  I  ^nnw  well,  while  aleaplngall  alone. 
I  dreaiu  rf  Peter  Pipeclay  playing  tnnea  ou  hla  trombone. 
Ah  !  }ou  may  trarel  Pall-Xall,  tc. 


To  Fri«ndi  at  Home. 


:>■■< 


I  thank  you  most  »ineerely,  friends, 

I  titanic  yon  all  to-day. 
For  tJMutplit'*  and  t*af«  and  holy  pT«yCT« 

'that  have  tracked  the  exile's  way  ; 
For  nislR>«  that  have  followed  hJin 

Where'er  bin  fcH>tst«p«  wend. 
And  iiio^t  of  all  1  tliank  you 

Fur  the  shamrocks  that  jou  a«nd. 

I  grwt  the  httle  wandfrpr. 

No  lon;^r  poor  or  hanfied, 
And  ctewHy  tomT  heitrt  f  ppcmi 

'1  he  eniltlefli  otmy  tnml  ;      -  .••••;,;^. 
And  jjaee  upon  th«  tripk  hnf 

With  wi-itful,  ioMging  eyes. 
And  as  it  were  a  folTow-iiiwn, 

Addren  it  in  this  wise  :  '   '  ' 

■     ,'  »  1., 

"  Methinks  as   long  the  parapei 

You  atok,  your  £uot^te|M  foil 
Sight  clearly  ua  the  Uet'ainf  car 

Of  tli«  pacing  swtiMl ; 
Bigbt  clearly,  too,  lie  heard  the  rplaeb, 

As  you  ewam  across  the.  nxiat, 
And  Httle  dreamed  a  rtM  bid 

beneath  the  "  WAKOMt'a  "  co«t. 

Oh  !  Shamrock,  little  Shamrook, 

My  blessing  be  on  yo«  ; 
Ton  mind  me  amid  etnuigert  bera 

Of  warm  hearts  and  true— • 
Xo^  mind  me  of  a  happier  time. 

And  so  my  th<Migl»>»  vilLatray 
To  the  sunny  hills  of  Ireland 

And  the  old  friends  far  away.  " 

The  SoDg  of  the  Lower  Clafcet. 

We  {.longh  »m»  warn,  we're  aa ^rmr%imr la». 

That  we  detva  la  tbe  dirty  stay 
Till  *e  bleaa  tbe  piatn  with  the  goMaattain, 

And  Ihe  vale  wttk  the  frmgrant  hv. 
Oiir  ilace  we  kaow— we're  ao  »«ry.  veij  lam — 

Tie  ilooy  at  the  toudlords  feet     .^ 
We're  ni>«  too  Io«  the  (lala  to«roi^  i^    \,ty 

But  tou  tow  tbe  bread  to  aat. 

Down,  dowa  »•  •• — we're  ea  v«»p.  wevy  l©#— 

To  Ibe  he 'I  of  tka  deep-eiiuk  mlaM  ; 
Bat  «  e  iiaiher  tk*  ftmmimA  game  that  |lo« 

«Vbrn  Ibe  brow  of  a  deepOt  •lilnM  : 
And  «  hene'er  be  Jaeke  ai>au  uor  backs 

rr*fh  leads  be  detgas  to  lay 
We  re  Ur  tpo  low  Io  vule  th*  tag. 

Bat  not  too  lew  to  pay. 


?V 


We're  low.  wafre  low— nere  rabble,  we  know- 

But  at  oar  plaslle  power. 
ThA  wnrld  at  ihfl  li>rdliiig'a  feet  will  grow 

Into  palace,  ami  clinrch.  and  to»er. 
Then  pro«tra>e  fall  In  the  rich  maa'a  hall. 

And  cringe  at  ihe  rtch  laau'e  door. 
We're  not  too  low  to  build  tbe  wall. 

But  too  luw  to  tread  the  floor. 

We're  low.  we're  low— we're  very,  very  low, 

Tet  fmrn  our  Siigera  glide 
The  allken  flow  and  the  robea  that  glow 

Round  tbn  lliubs  of  the  sons  of  prid«k 
And  nhat  we  Krt  and  what  we  give 

We  know,  aad  we  know  our  ahare. 
We're  not  too  low  the  cloth  to  weave. 

But  toj  low  tbe  cloth  to  wear. 

We're  low.  we're  low— we're  very,  very  low— 

And  yet  when  the  trum|<eU  ring. 
The  thrnat  of  a  poor  luan'a  arm  will  go 

ThroiiKb  Ihe  heart  of  Ihe  prondrst  king. 
We're  low,  we're  low— oar  place  we  know. 

We're  only  (he  rank  and  file  : 
We're  not  too  low  to  kill  the*  foe. 

But  too  low  to  touch  the  spoil. 


Why  do  Ton  Lovely  Virgins  Monm  1 

Why  do  yon  lovely  virj»ins  mourn. 

Like  dnioping  lilies  wet  with  dew  ? 
And  why  around  yon  marhle  urn, 

^>pring'«  choioest  roses  do  they  strew  T 
Alas  !  tfie  swwetest  rose  is  gone  ! 

Ky  Sliannon's  stream  it  fell  : 
The  brightest  star  that  ever  shone, 

II  nth  bid  the  sickly  earth  farewell ! 

Of  UtKlerick'u  noble  race  was  she. 

The  gentle  maid  we  loved  so  much  — 
And  fair  she  ytas  as  eye  could  see, 

She  boasted  Nature's  finest  touch  :  • 

And  mild  and  comely  was  the  youth 

For  whom  she  fondly  sighed  : 
Oh  !  timid  love  and  heavenly  troth      •. 

Seemed  in  this  glowing  pair  allied.    ■ 

I^ut  sad  and  fatal  was  the  morn, 

I  hat  e'er  lie  joined  tlie  martial  throng  : 
Aids  !  from  thence  was  no  return. 

And  loud  aas  heard  the  funeral  song — 
Her  eye  was  fixetl  in  silent  grief, 

Kor  long  was  sorrow's  dream  : 
For,  death  8<iun  brought  the  wished  relief, 

And  plucked  the  rose  by  shannon's  stream. 


The  Spinning  Wheel. 


Mellow  Ihe  moonlight  te  ahlne  ia  beginning. 

riciw  liy  tlie  itlnilow  yonn;;  Eileen  la  apiunlnc  ; 

Bent  o'er  the  fire  her  blind  grandmother  slttin){. 

Ia  orounlng   and  uiuauing.  and  drowsily  kniltiug— 

■■  Eilreu  achora.  I  hckrtnnle  one  lapping.  " 

"  'TH  the  Ivy    dear  niotl,er.  against  ilie  g'aaa  flapping.  " 

"  Eily.  I  surely  hoar  FOtnal>ody  alghing.  " 

"  '    is  tie  sound,  mother  dear  of  tliO'Uinmcr  wind  dying." 

Merrily,  clie^'rlly,  noUeiealy  whirring, 

tiwiuga  tLo  «beel,  spina  the  wbcol. 

while  the  foot's  Stirring  : 

Sprtghtlv.  and  brightly  and  airily  ringing, 

'i'brllla  Iho  a.reet  Voice  of  the  yonug  maiden  alnging. 

"  What'a  the  noiae  that  I  bear  at  tbe  window.  I  wonder  ?  " 
"  'Tia  tbe  little  blrda  chirping  Ibe  boUy-bnah  noUer.  " 
'  Wh.it  makes  you  be  abovmg  and  moving  xour  atuot  on, 
And  aiuging  all  wrong,  that  old  song  of  The  Coolan  ?  " 
Tli'-ra'a  a  f>'rm  at  tbo  caaement — tbe  form  of  her  true  love— 
And  he  mhlipers  with  facebAnt :  "I'm  waiting  foryon,  love. 
Got  up  on  tbe  (.tool   tbroQgh  the  laltico  alep  li/htly. 
We'll  rove  In  Ihe  grove  while  tbe  rroon'a  shining  brightly.  " 
klerrlly.  cheerily,  nolaoleasly  whirring.  Ac. 

The  maid  ahakee  her  head,  on  her  lip  lave  her  fltigers, 

&ie.ila  up  from  her  »e.it— longa  lu  go  ami  yit  liugera  ; 

A  frii;ht«ned  glance  turns  to  nrr  drowsy  granduoiher. 

rum  one  foot  on  the  alool.  srina  tbe  wneel  with  the  Other. 

Lizily.  easily  awlntta  now  the  nhrol  round. 

H  owly  and  lowly  la  heird  now  the  reel's  sound  : ,'.  •,  .> 

Noaeleaa  and  light  to  tbe  l.iltlce  above  her 

Tbe  maid  stfpa — then  leapa  to  Ihe  arms  of  ber  lover. 

R  o^er— aod  slower— and  slower  the  wheel  swings  , 

Lower— and  lower— and  lower  the  reel  ringa  , 

£re  the  reel  aud  Ibe  wheel  stopped 

their  ringing  and  moving, 

Throafh  the  grove  the  yoiiBg  lovers  by 

moonlight  are  rovla^ 


^h*^»^ 


Sammy  Doesn't  Care. 

Written  l<y  a,  Btdney— Air  :    eenaatloaa. 


An  men  have  (hiir  Irlals  :  Mtsforlnre  makes  a  call, 

WKIioiit  rrat>rct  to  persons. ,vi aits  one.  •u<l  all  i 

or  iroulilra.  like  nioit  oiher^.  I  bav«  quite  my  ahare. 

1  always  trust  la  Ptovidaoca  :  ft>r,Sama>ji  doeauteAra. 


Of  either  my  Papa  or  Ma.  myseU  or  no  oae  knows  : 
The  sou  I  am  otsoaaeone  :  oUkit  did  auppore 

Bums  great  Lord  or  Klshop  grieves  for  lila  son.  and  heir  : 
But,  liadlea,  dLiu't  you  weep — for  Sammy  doesn't  care. 

IToneaty  my  motto  la  :  I  alwaya  carry  oat 
Everybody  honest  ia   till  by  aoiueoiKly  found  out  : 
What  Raiura  aenda  for  all  laanklnd,  I.eipect  my  share  : 
If  1  cannot  get  It.  helpaaiyself- fur,  Bammy  doean't  care. 

Borne  are  to  a  Pariah  left  as  a  Lagaey  : 
Some  «n  door  steps  have  been  left,  that  was  mr  destiny  : 
Borne  have  to  cabvk  ikelr  lortnnea,  I  cbuki.  mine  with  care : 
To  a  ahavlog  aat  not  'tik'lar— (or,  Bauiwy  doesn't  care. 

Like  tbe  quality  I  dine,  every  day  at  six. 

On  coLXAB'D  beef  or  ornaments   half  a  pound  at  six. 

To  the  opera  In  tbe  cut  after  dlnuer.  I  repair. 

My  pickwick  io  tbe  Bozrs  smoke— for,  Sammy  doesn't  ears. 

One  night  at  Ihe  opera,  a  Lady  fancied  me, 

Married  were  by  reglaler.  now  have  nff-Kprings  three  : 

or  an  Increase  to  the  family  am  perfectly  aware. 

Tbo'  Matare  will  be  Mature  stlll-^yet,  Sammy  doesn't  ear» 

8o  my  pedigree  you've  beard,  who  and  what  I  am  : 
Ainiiseui'Dt  huve  aflirded  Is  Ibe  hope  of  Heppy  Bam — 
Should  Misfortune  on  you  f.tll.  never  should  despair. 
Mill  Desperanduiu,  juat  like  me— tor,  Bamuy  doesa'teaNb 


Borty  Sam. 


i^ 


Written  and  Snnc  by  J.  Tro«bitd(e— Air  :    Artftil  Joe. 


Now  you've  heard  of  Artful  Joe,  and  yon're 

heard  of  Ikey  BIM, 
That  dashing  yob  who  went  to  France 

to  see  tbe  "  Oay  HablUe  :  " 
The  atyle  of  both  theae  knowing  yontha 

is  looked  upon  as  grand — 
But  against  Ibis  yob  as  rivala  for  long  they  will  not  aiand. 
For.  I'm  the  cove  that  tope  ihem  :  in  fact,  they  all  coufaas 
Fiom  East  to  West  there'a  not  a  swell  with 

sncb  a  style  of  dress  : 
But  I  see  yon  all  look  cnrlons  and  wonder  who  I  am  t 
Well,  allow  me  to  inform  yon  that  Tin  knoan  as  BortySaa. 

CIIOAUB. 
Now  did  yoil  ever  aee  each  a  Ikey  card  before  T  i     - 
My  toga  are  up  tu  "  niz,  "  but  tbey  I 

lonok  Immense,  Vm  sure  : 
I'm  a  Lardy  Dardy  Ooater  and  I'd  have  vun  all  Io  know 
I'm  known  as  Borty  Saiu,  my  pais,  aherever  1  lusy  go  ! 

Now  I  earn  my  money  honestly,  tho'  I  like        I 

to  do  the  grand — 
I've  as  nice  a  little  round  as  any  Coster  in  the  lend. 
And  It  still  keeps  on  luc^  asing  :  tho  reaaon   I'll  coofesa, 
Is  because  1  captivate  the  girls,  with  my  dashing 

atyle  of  dress. 
But  I've  got  a  little  Donah  ber  name  It  Is  Flash  Kate, 
She  Is  a  regular  c  Ipper,  pals,  she  is  and  tio  mlat.ike  : 
When  wo  go  out  on  a  BunJay,  OU  '  how  the  pe  p  e  stare . 
Tbey  thioli  that  I'm  some  Duke  and 

she  a  Duchess.  I  declare. 
Now  did  you  ever  see  t  ho. 

To  tbs  Oarden,  yield,  or  else  tbe  Oale,  each 

iiioruin:^  1  lake  a  drive. 
And  yon  should  hear  Ibe  Cnelera  cli<er  dnecily  I  arrive  : 
Tliey  proudly  lead  my  donkey  ami  quickly  clear  the  way, 
Then  tbey  about  :  "  Uurtah  !  here  a 

KoKy  Sam,  Ibe  hero  of  the  day  '.  " 
They  know  full  well  beneath  my  co»t 

there  Iteats  an  hnnrsi  lienrl  : 
For,  I  alwaya  do  my  best  to  play  an  upright  hvi^rst  iiart  ; 
If  I  meet  a  cbnra  that's  in  distress  1  help  hiui  sll  1  can  : 
To  start  him  in  bla  graft  again  ia  the  aiy  e  or  Borty  8  im. 

Nov  did  yuu  ever  see  ?  Ac. 


Do  Ton  Think  the  Moon  Could  Have  Seen  Us? 

BALLAD. 
Words  by  Willie  A.  Pabor— Music  by  J.  R.  Thomas. 


Do  yon  think  that  tbe  moon  could  have  seen  naJ' 
As  we  stood  with  your  while  band  in  mine,      f 
And  tbe  words  that  }ou  uttered  so  softly, 

Beeiiie  I  to  me  like  a  whisi>er  divine  f 
Did  you  think  when  Ihe  time  came  for  parting. 

And  we  wondered  tbe  boor  was  so  late, 
There  was  any  one  near  os  lo  hear  you. 

When  yon  klased  me  laat  night  by  the  gale  1 
Churua  ;     There  waa  somel>ody  nfr  lis  lu  hearVS, 
Thero  was  somebody  out  Just  as  late  : 
For.  the  whisper  went  by.  in  the  moonlight. 
Thai  yon  kissed  me  Ust  nfijht  by  tbe  gate. 

There  were  Ksty-Dlds  hid  in  tbe  willow. 

And  they  must  have  beard  all  of  our  talk,         i  ■ 

And  the  iave-words  we  uttered  so  softly.  j  .  --tt  , 

Moat  have  gone  np  to  them  from  the  walk  :      '' ' ' 
For.  one  aald  ••  you  did.  "  while  shoiher  j  "       '  » 

Cried  -■  you  did-n't,  "  all  thro*  the  long  nIghV 
Willie  I  thought,  aa  I  went  thru*  the  BHOollght, 

If  yon  «M,  yoa  at  leaat  had  a  ri^ht.  OhonHb 

In  Ika  paai«  that  are  eomiag.  my  darling, 

We  need  care  not  tho'  early  or  late  :  %i      o  fi'^'i 

Other  Katy-Dida  keep  np  Ihe  ^tairy 

Aa  to  what  waa  done  down  by  the  gate  :  _;.. 
An'l  the  mooo  citt  betray  us  no  li>ug*T,     * . .: 

Tho  beoesth  It  my  comint:  you  wait :      .v>. 
For  by  right  of  the  ring  oo  yonr  flnner. 

Too  COB  kit*  ma  scat*  at  the  gsta.  Chcru. 


r*^^- 
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Tin  a  Happy  Little  Wift  find  I  Don't  Care. 

Wrltlen  l<7  Watkin  Willlsmi-SuDg  by  Kate  Bwlej. 


Wb»t  •  blrsaiiiR  thro'  life  !■  •  liappy  tnm  of  miad, 

Fui'O  wearine  iinllea  aud  a  look  ever  kliid  ! 

'Ti*  Jnat  the  case  with  me.  I  nerer  de«{>air, 

I'lu  a  bappT  little' wife,  and  I  don't  care. 

Of  coiirie.  I  had  my  iligbtg  when  a  yonnft  and  loving  maid 

But  as  to  break  my  heart  t  never  was  afraid  : 

Tho'  hard  to  alinn  a  tear  I'd  a  rmlle  snmnion  np, 

And  for  a  breach  of  promiM  I  ne'er  had  one  up. 

I  can  dance.  I  can  alng.  ' 

I  can  work,  I  can  pUy.  %"',, 

I  can  cliirrap  like  a  cricket. 
And  I'm  merry  all  tjl^e  4a7  ; 
•  I  laiifih  away  torrow,    ;. 
Aud  nater  de*P*ir> 
:    •;    Tni  a  happy  little  wito. 

And  I  don't  care.  ^ 

Vow  baabanda  have  their  faulta.  depend  upon  It.  wWea  : 
You  iiiahe  matter!  worse  by  plaeneini;  out  their  llTes  ;       '' 
If  tliey  tumble  liume  drnnk.  aliout  h.ilf  past  fnnr 
I/et  tlirm  ou  the  carpet  have  ij^eir  Btnorncs  8Uore» 
III  the  mom  let  your  eye  twiukle  nut  a  'ly  smie. 
Depend  they'll  l>«  looking  ashauied  aii  ibe  »hi  c. 
Then  sinK  while  breakfast  you  chee'ilT  prepare  : 
Tbat'a  the  way  to  cure  a  huabaud.  and  I  don't  care. 

I  •■■  dance.  1  can  siug.  Ac. 

If  the  kettle  tnmblaa  OTer  wfld  pot*  out  the  fire 

And  epulis  all  the  craiupels  you've  buttered  by  desito 
Uf  your  husband,  who's  just  couiiug  in  to  tea. 
Laugh  and  aay  :  "  What  a  good  niguer  I'd  be  '.  " 
He  may  look  precious  black,  bat  nit  blacker  than  ynn  : 
But  'tis  no  uf  J  crylug  :   "  Oh  !  what  ahall  I*do  ?   ' 
Bend  him  out  to  amoke  hi*  pipe   and  breathe  ih<'  freali  iiir, 
While  you  bruab  away  tho  blacka  ain^ing  :    I  doM'l  care  ' 

I  can  dance.  I  am  »in{{.  Ac. 

That  remlnda  ma  my  sialer  waa  a  steak  cookine  brown. 
When  half  a  peck  of  soul  (rum  the  chiiuuey  camn  dunn,   { 
And  tilled  np  the  pan.  wlille  ahe  trod  opon  tho  cat, 
Wbi<  h  down  In  tk*  kitchen  proatratgd  her  flat. 
She  fell  againat  the  table,  knocked  that  over,  too 
imaahed  plates  xnd  dishes    of  her  beat  pattern  bla«  : 
Her  hnshaiid  couiIdr  in  then,  didn't  be  state  ' 
She  said  :  "  I  ain't  hart,  John    "  and  I  don't  care. 

I  can  dance,  I  can  aing,  Aa. 

They  may  chsflf  "bout  crinoline   say  Ihcr  can't  near  us  get  : 
Well,  as  for  the  latter  we  have  no  u<  ed  to  fret : 
If  they  were  teu  timea  bigger,  the  mrn    I'll  be  honn<% 
Would,  like  flies  ronnd  a  sugar  tab,  cnnio  "  bobbing  around.  '* 
They  say  we  are  expensive  In  dress  and  all  ihat  : 
Say  a  feather  don  t  become  ua  in  our  )'ork-pie  hat  :  . 
Itnt  I  deem  it  all  nonsense  aa  to  what  I  riiall  wear, 
I'm  a  happy  little  wife,  and  I  don't  care. 

^  I  can  dauce,  I  can  aiug.  Ac. 

If  the  children  are  eroas  I  pat4hem  all  to  bed. 

OiTe  tliem  each  a  bit  of  sweet  atuff  and  tuck  in  each  bead.  : 

Wait  up  (or  my  husband,  that  is  if  I'm  inclined 

0>'  go  to  bed  contented,  with  no  trouble  ou  my  mind  : 

Or  perhaps  I  may  ^o  out  and  take  a  quint  walk, 

D  op  inio  a  friaud  a  for  a  little  friendly  talk, 

Kilt  I  nerer  little  tattle  about  others.  I  declare,  y 

I'm  aMfpr  liitU  wife,  aud  I  don't  cars 

^  1  can  dance,  I  can  aing,  Ac. , 

Then  onts>da  a  bn*«.  with  sklrla  rather  wide. 
They  aay  it  s  not  genteel  for  ladles  to  ride  : 
On  the  box.  beside  the  driver,  'tis  my  delight  to  sit, 
I  give  him  •  cigar  to  lat  ma  hold  bis  whip  : 
Tliey  8:iy  in  Daew  •  appare  1  we  ladie*  d'  n  t  look  wc'.l, 
Uut  'tis  my  opinion  that  we  cut  a  pretty  swell. 
And  the  gcntsjuar  detennine  to  have  a  good  stare. 
They  may  atar*  all  thair  ayea  ont.  bat  I  don't  <sare. 

I  can  dauce,  I  cau  aing,  Ac. 


'r<  ■•- 
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How  to  Cure  a  Cough. 

One  Biddw  Drown,  a  country  datne, 

As  'tis  Dj  many  toM, 
Vftol  to  the  doctor  (  Drench  by  name 

For,  she  had  eauglit  a  cold  ! 

And  aad  indeed  was  I^iddy's  pain, 

'I  he  bHitit  must  )>•  con^st. 
Which  bIm  to  eas*  found  all  in  vain  : 

Fur,  i^  was  at  Iter  chest.  '-      . 

The  doctor  heard  her  case  — and  thfn 

l)eterfnined  to  awtet  her  ; 
ppw<iribed — O  tend'rcat  of  men  !—  ; ' 

Upon  her  chest  a  blister  ! 

Away  went  Biddy — and  next  day 

!She  called  on  Drench  again  ; 
"  Well,  have  yoti  used  t>»#  bliatfr,  pwty~ 

And  haa  it  eased  your  pain  *  "  ■      ;  ; 

"  Aye,  rnr,  the  dame  with  curtsy  cries,- 

liide«^  I  uever  luocke  : 
J  ut— bh'SR  ye— Id  had  no  Til  EST  the  size, 

.•»o  put  it  on  a  BOX  ! 

J'.ut  la  !  «ur,  it  be  little  use,  ;:^ .,     :' 

It  never  'rose  a  bit  :  ,.     ■,.■  . 

And  yon  may  «*«  it,  ifyou  choose —  ''  '  1.  " 

lor,  thiR!  ite  SI ICKING  yet  "  '       ' 


""'i 
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Jancy  Bella*;/:-  .;  -\  t 

Written  by  J.  Trowbridge— Song  by  0«ore«  Herbert  i 


Kind  friends,  I  am  in  love       ./;;..„.;/:>      ii   ;  :  •/ 
With  such  a  little  dove,  ,  ;;   U*,  *•' 

She  i«  such  a  little  cliarmer,  Oh  !        . ,..,'  -r-^.  V 
It  was  in  the  month  of  May,  /  ,.  •: 

When  she  stole  bit  Ueart  away,  ./,."*■/;.  '..*•■■:''. 

While  driving  down  the  dusty 

road  to  the  Derby,  oh  ! 
The  Derby,  oh  !  the  Derby,  oh  ! 
While  driving  to  the  Derby,  oh  !  -  ■  - 

CilOKl'B.  ."•./.■. 

But  you  should  see  my  Nancy  Bell, 
She  18  such  a  chaniiing  girl  : 

She's  the  sort  of  girl  that's  always  happy  andj^ay, 
She  is  the  darting  of  my  heart,      ■;■,■_     .-     ■•..■ 
And  from  her  riT  never  part,  '' '': 

AVe  are  going  to  be  murried  next  Der^y  day. 

As  I  trotte<t  on  so  £a#t,      ...  .■....., 

A  gig. I  quickly  passed,  .^      -'.■    _•.-.' 

And  in  it  seated  was  my  charmer,"  oh  ! 
My  hat  to  her  I  raised,  ,.;-.'■■.• 

Back  on  me  she  sweetly  gazed,  > 

And  won  uiy  heart,  while  driving 

dowD  toward  the  Derby,  oh  ! 
The  Derby,  oh  !  the  Derby,  oh  ! 
While  driving  to  the  Derby,  oh  ! 

But  you  should  see  oij  Nancy  Bell,  <bc. 

Iler  Pa,  a  nice  old  gent,  ■■:•':'■■: ■.•'f  ^■-  ■ 

On  driving  was  intent  ;  .... 

So  my  bouqiiet  unto  her  I  did  throw  :  -.; 
Then  by  signs  she  sweetly  asked  • .  _  ■  ''  ■■ 
Me  not  to  draw  to  fast. 

So  1  checked  my  horse,  and  drove 

slowly  toward  the  Derby,  oh  ! 
The  Derby,  oh  !  the  Derby,  oh  f    :  '. 
I  drove  slowly  to  the  Derby,  oh  !    ' 

But  you  should  see  my  Nancy  Bell,  Ac. 

Now  arriving  at  the  stand,  ■....<.    ■'■:■■, 

1  offered  her  my  hand,  "    :  _  .^ 

A  nd  a  seat  by  my  side,  yon  must  know  :        f'' 
She  all  others  did  excel,  .' y-- 

'Iwas  remarked  by  every  swell 

She  was  the  qneen  upon  the  stand 

down  at  the  Derby,  oh  ! 
1  he  Derby,  oh  !  the  Derby,  oh  I 
]  sliall  never  forget  that  Derby,  oh  ! 

But  you  should  see  my  Nancy  B«ll,  Ac. 

Put  since  that  happy  day, 
Some  months  have  passed  away, 

And  Nancy's  to  be  mine,  you  miist  know  ;; 
We've  resolved  our  wedding  day    .,:;,....•• 
Shnll  be  in  the  month  of  May  :  _......, 

And,  for  our  wedding  trip,  we'll 

drive  down  to  the  Derby,  oh  ! 
The  Derby,  oh  !  the  Derby,  oh  ! 
We'll  drive  down  to  th<J  Derby,  oh  ! 

But  you  should  a«e  my  Nancy  BeU,  Ac. 


Oi«  fine  night,  as  hofnew«rd  hieiag. 
When  good  folks  in  bed  were  lying, 
I  4spied  the  fair  Lizetta, 
Staiiding  by  her  cottage-door  r     j 
Softly,  softW  i  drew  aear  her—    ' 
R^tlnd  her  lona  the  moon  shone  clearer — 
AVjhi:n  her  tiny  hand  I  seized  it, 
Ajj^er  flushed  her  oheek  all  o'er  ! 
"  Uo  not  fear  I  ''  "  Pray,  kt  ma  go.  sir  ! 
Ypt  are  rude,  I'd  have  you  know,  sir  !  " 
"  JLiovely  maid  !  one  kiss,  deny  not, 
Orqnt  one  kiss,  I  ask  no  more  !  " 

nt  a  kiss  !  these  lips  can  answer 
Stidh  I  never  gave  to  man,  air.  " 

uraee  take  for  once,  and  try,  love — 
latere  folly  to  deny,  love  !  " 
"  |(juit  my  hand,  and  you  may  take 
Od«  salute  for  pity's  sake  1 
"  fe's  my  cheek,  sir  !  " 

if  our  lips  were  sweeter,  "  I 

You're  too  bold,  sir  !  "  '"  j  '  '    " 

ijll  grow  discreeter  !  "  ♦•■?•; 

If  mama  could  only  ••«  me, 
Hl^  saiot  !    what  would  ahe  say  ♦  " 

iaave  the  moon  that  shines  on  high,  love, 
Inking  down  so  sweet  and  sly,  V«e, 
Nb  le  can  see  how  you  and  I,  loTle,  i 

C  li  tse  the  happy  hours  away.  "  | 


I . 


Oh  !  for  Wings  to  Soar  I 

Air  :    Prima  Donna  Walts.    >' 


Oh  !  for  wings  to  soar      • 
OVr  tlie  dark  blue  sea. 

Speeding  from  tliis  exile  shore, 
lo  live  and  die  with  thee—  ■. 


/ 


1  he  year  seenie'I  bright,  when  hope's  sofk  rtar 

.""bone  out  its  light  acroer  our  way  : 
And  every  hill  and  vale  afnr    ';■;   •; 

Was  gfttddoncd  with  it»  rfcf,'' ^         ''•^ 

^  -  '.7*  •■<•<"' ' '  ■  i.\- A'i ' '  ' 

Oh  I  for  one  sw««t  word  ••.■  i-v 4.., .,.,,>•  |,''  '    ■  •* 

\V  bifp«?rod  in  init>e  ear  :       :<;;x- 
Stirring  as  it  oft  have  stirred    -  r 

My  heart  with  niemori<'e  dear  ! 


■•> .  -- 


:f 


Oh  !  for  one  bright  smile,  'i  .ij 

Full  of  love"«  sweet  art  : 
Strong  to  cli«er,  and  charm  to  wile 

Each  sorrtiw  fmm  tlie  hfart.J  „  ,i. 


Chorus. 


^■// 


Chorus. 


My  Good  Old  Darkey  Home. 

Ii  ng  by  J.  Stratton.  at  Bryants'  Miuatrela. 

There  flik  place  In  ehlldbood  where  oft  I  Jiked  lo  roam 
It  lies  in  old  Virgluny,  my  good  old  darkey  hoiue. 
In  a  iltlU^  cabin  down  tha^a  where  mother  itaa<l  todweil 
And  hok;l  love  that  «ood  old  spot  there  la  bo  oue  oan  tell  ' 

CHOKUB. 
Blow.  Wow.  ya  gentle  winds,  wherever  I  do  roam. 
There  ia  to  place  I  love  ao  wall  as  my  good  old  d.irkey  home ' 

How  oft  I've  aat  b«std«  the  flra,  a-htuklng  Maaaa'e  corn— 
I  never  sfiall  forget  the  spot,  the  oue  where  1  wa»  Uom 
And  when  I've  danced,  at  Blgbt  tuy 

„  thoughta  would  often  roam— 

I've  neter  seen  snch  happy  times  since  I  left 

my  darkey  liomo. 
Churns. 

I'm  getting  old  and  feeble  my  eyes  have  k>et  their  sight 
And  witeii  I  set  alone,  it  seenu  the  day  had  ' 

,,    ,       ^    .  -  ,,  tamad  to  night  : 

I  feel  so  treak  from  old  age.  my  apirit  it  doea  roam 
,  And  w|ep  I'm  dead,  oh  .'  btur  ma  in  aiy 

good  old  darkey  bomn  ■ 
Chorua. 

Little  Pigt. 

Littie  pigs  lie  on  rery  good  straw, 

Straw,  straw,  ehan  diddle  daw  ! 

T  -Tit      -1     ■  Little  pigs,  Ac. 

Lillipulan,  my  dad  was  a  bonny  w«e  auw. 

LiUda  pigs  eat  the  beet  of  praties,  I 

Praties,  praties,  akno  diddto  daties  ! 

;  Little  pigt^  Ac. 

Litfld  pigs  make  the  best  of  bacon, 
Baolo^,  bacon,  shan  diddla  dakon  \ 

Little  pigs,  Ac. 


/nti  there's  an  end  to  our  little  soiig, 
Sonp  song,  dan  diddle  dong. 

And  there's  an  en 
■  iWi  ■      

Down  the  Bum,  Davie. 


Id,  Ac. 


AVhy  is  the  earlli  liki-  a  hdiool  M;ickhoard  ? 
Because  the  children  of  iin-ii  miiliiply  u|K>n  the 
face  of  it. 


Y'  len  trees  did  bnd  and  fields  wera  gteen. 

I  And  broom  blooiu'd  fair  (o  j-ee  : 
'V'i^en  Mary  was  just  vnt  fifteen 

.  And  love  laiigh'd  in  ier  e'e  ; 
^Uthe  Davie-a  blinUe  her  heart  did  mova 

j  To  speak  her  mind  tbua  free  : 
'•Oaug  down  llie  bum.  Davie,  love, 

j  And  I  will  fullaw  thee.  " 

Ildw  Davie  did  a^h  lad  snrpan 
j  That  dwelt  on  jon  buru  aide. 
Jii|d  Mury  was  lh«  bonnieat  laaa, 

I  tati  meet  to  be  a  bride. 

I  I  BIytba  Oaviaa  bllaia,  4k«. 

lldr  cbeeka  were  roar-red  and  white. 
1  Her  e'en  were  bonole  blue  ■  j 

B^  locka  were  like  Aurora  bright, 
^er  lipa  lite  hli.ny  de  ■>•. 

Blylhe  Davle'a  blinks,  Ae. 


i^,^ 


tm 
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rnte   si!«o£R's  jrt^ttRMAiL.. 


^ 


Jerry  Riddle. 

NEW  COHIO  BONO. 


ni  »»ll  ron  ©f  »  CHrt-th»t  t  thooRht  »  p«rfret  peMl- 
Who  entrapped  the  tfbctiunt  o(  tliis  iipoonlott  of  nwella  ; 
]'<1  never  been  in  love— caliiug  lielles  uiy  turtle-dove. 
Nor  ever  Tet  inqiiired  wliere  ^onnu  Cupid  dwell*. 
Till  1  aaw  ttiia  littio  Veuua— and  if  ;ou  b»d  litve  leen  ai, 
You'd  have  thoi)f(l>t  <>■  ••  happy  a*  tk«  Qods  abo**  ; 
liut  •  man  called  Jerry  Biildle 
Who  IhpoKht  he  wiu  "  ftrit  fiddle,  " 
Contrived  lue  to  diddle  ,   '  .^     . 

Uut  oftaor  1  did  lore. 

He  waa  caliBd  Jerry  Riddle, 
At  akittlea  he  cuuld  •   Dddle   "         .    '  . 
And  Ue  uianaged  lue  to  diddle 
Ont  of  her  I  did  love  ! 

At  a  pie-»hop.  near  the  Strand — entranced  I  need  to  itand  : 
Fur.  ilirre  It  was  Mlaa  Mary  diii|>eiiaea  tlie  (avuury  food. 
8Ue  looked  charming  In  u.y  errs— while 

alie  served  the  liiiciotis  pUs 
To  diunerlpM  poor  mortal*,  who  ihoo^jht  them  very  k^o^- 
Ufl  to  luake  a  dainty  lueal— there 

1  bouKht  a  "  twopenny  eel.  " 
Thinkins  with  her.  perhaps.  I  mlyht  be  hand  and  yluvo  - 
liut,  uU  :  that  Jerry  Uiddle,  he. 

Now.  many,  every  day,  of  the  pira  I  pnt  away  . 

For.  I  went  there  coDtlnually  to  ogle  and  cliat  ; 

Every  day.  I  liked  tlieiu  more,  and  awullowed  them  galore. 

Tho'  I  heard  a  auspiciouR  story  uf  a  taliby  Cat, 

Uut  Ntill  I  thouxbt  It  riifht  ami  as  well  :■■  me.  each  nicht, 

A  "  Kidney  pie  "  cnstoinsr.  who  sported  one  kid  clove. 

Whose  name  was  Jerry  Riddle, 

And  at  aklttlci  used  to    -  fiddle  " 

Came,  tuo   aud  did  diddle 
Me  of  hor  I  (lid  love. 

1  told  this  pie-ahop  belle  that  I  really  loved  her  well. 
She  repliuJ  she  waa  yoang  and  kad  not  made  up  her  nilcd 
If  lo  marry  }et  she  ought.  By  the  way  she  spoke.  1  thought 
'1  lie  kidney-pie  fellow  to  obllvloo  w;<*  consigned. 
At  me  lie  uard  to  frown  I  sneered  to  put  him  down  : 
Imaginiut;  I'd  won  her.  I  thanked  fate  aud  Jove  ; 
Uut  oti  '  love  is  a  riddle, 
Aud  that  chap  who  u*ed  to  "  fiddle  " 
At  skittles,  fiddled  me  of  the  Qirl  1  did  lore  ! 

Tier  birthday  it  drew  near,  and  b«for«  her  lo  appear, 
T"  know  if  she'd  have  me,  I  went  M  the  pleeh<>|i. 
Whi-ii  another  Ulrl  there  served  :    1  felt  r>-all]r  unnerved. 
And  thought  that  qnlte  down  upon  my  Inek  I  should  drop. 
Thought  1  .  I'll  know  the  truth,  if  decslveU 

Is  this  poor  youth, 
When  I  asked  for  Hm.  the  OIH  said  "  Sir"— 

Spoaeif  :  •'  Why.  havrh't  you  heard  everythink  about 
it  all  Sir?"  "No  s  ya  I,  uliit  he.ird  anythink  about 
uothlnk  '  "  Well,  aajs  sbe.  I  thougbteveryhody  knowed 
all  the  ticklers  "  "  Well  but  says  1  I  don't  know  any 
of  the  ticklers  -Who  are  they  J  "  '■  Why.  yon  *rk  gre^n. 
aava  she,  1  thought  every  fvol  knowed  as  the  pie-thop 
Oirl- 

Has  married  Jerry  Riddle.  '     .       '  <^ 

Who  at  Kkilllca  wull  Gun     ■fiddle," 

And  baa  iiMnaged  you  to  dlddl«  , --  ,'  *    - 

or  tho  Gill  that  yoB  lota  !  "  ,     .   .  ,  . 

But  I'm  not  down  on  my  Inck,  and  will  keep  wy  pecker  np 
In  bO|  es  10  find  another  Oirl  who  don't  sell  penny  pirs 
An  I  yiinn?  fellowa  gCLi^.  as  well— and  my  story  here  I  tell 
Foully  tniHilug  fur  iadles  with  me  will  syiupalhlza  : 
1  only  hope  that  belle,  and  the  sreiTy-looking  awell. 
Who  used  to  Onser  penny  pies  witb  one  kid  glove. 
Mny  ue  er  have  better  maala  than  Clare  Market  8l«wed  eels. 
For  brettkinx  of  my  heart,  which  was  brtmftil  of  love  ! 

Bad  luck  til  Jerry  Riddle  ' 

I'll  stand  Jack  In  tiie  middle. 

If  any  cbap  will  diddle 
Uiiu,  who  stole  uiy  true  love. 

Bad  lock,  he. 


0  Ood  !  Preierve  the  Mariner. 


O  n.nl  !  preserve  the  mariner. 

When  o"er  the  troubled  deep 
'J  ho  rolling  thunder— lightning  flash. 

And  howling  tenipeots  eweep  : 
M  iicn  lik<>  u  rt«<i  the  Ull  most  ehaken. 

And  human  art  is  vain — 
O  (mhI  I  rt'Btore  the  mariner 

'1  o  lioiiie,  dear  home  again  I 

The  Milor'c  wife  ^inka  down  to  rest, 
I '111  drcam«  dieturb  her  sleep  : 

5^  hi-  Ktiirts  to  hear  the  hollow  wind, 
.\inl  turns  ai»ide  to  weep  : 

i-\w  ('la.-<|is  her  babv,  and  sUe  prays, 
I  liroii^li  tears  like  falling  rain  : 

O  <J(h1  I   r«'Hi<ire  tiie  mariner, 
—  i«i  lioiiio,  dtdir  Luiue  again  I    v    .  -    >  ;- 

'I  \ie  widow  for  her  darling  child,        ,i  f 

lli-r  Uisoiu'b  only  joy, 
Kv.ike^  the  Power  that  rules  the  storm, 

;  iir  III. '.saints  on  her  boy,— 
WImmi  ruin  lurkfth  in  the  cloud, 

.\rnl  d<-ntli  »w«»eps  oVr  the  man  ;  ~'  . 
O  (Jod  !  restore  tlie  inai  iner 

lu  home   dear  huiue  again  ! 


Kelly  BarliDg. 

The  flowero  are  blooming,  Nelly  Darling. 

And  the  birJ.t  are  dinglnjj  on  each  tree  : 
Then  come  to  your  lovrr,  j^elly  Iinrling, 

My  love,  you  koow  I'm  waiting  liere  for  thee. 
The  sun  is  sweetly  smiling. 

With  his  face  so  clear  and  io  bright — 
Then  haste  to  your  lover,  Nelly  I>arling, 
'    Ere  the  morning  will  change  to  night, 

Nefly,  dear  Nelly 

Then  hast*  to  your  lover,  Nelly  I'arling, 

Ere  the  morning  will  change  to  night. 

Me«t  me  in  the  valley.  Nelly  Darling, 

Where  the  luoon  snittes  over  the  sea  : 
Tlien  meet  me  near  the  stream,  Nelly  Darling, 

And  tales  of  love  I'll  tell  unto  thee. 
When  tli«  twinkling  stars  are  peeping. 

To  me  your  eyes  shine  more  bright  : 
Then  meet  me  in  the  valley,  Nelly  Darling, 

And  our  vows  of  love  w«'ll  nl«<lge  to-night, 

Nelly,  dear  Nelly 

Then  liiet-t  me  in  the  vnlley,  Nelly  I'arlin^. 

And  uHT  vows  vf  love  we'll  pledge  to-night. 


Oh  !  Let  Me  Dream  of  Former  Tears. 


Oh  '  lef  me  dreSm  M  former  years. 

When  I  was  happy,  bright  and  gnf  : 
When  I  was  free  from  grief  and  traiB, 

And  Joyfully  p^iased  timoaway  — 
But  now  those  happy  days  are  gone. 

All  hope  and  Joy  must  soon  depart  ; 
I'm  left  to  weep   alone.  ft)r  one 

Who  has  l>ptra;cd  my  faithful  heirt. 
Chorus  :     Oh  '  let  me  dream  of  former  years. 

When  I  was  huppy.  hrlcht  and  gav  : 
Wlirn  I  waa  fTre  from  erief  and  te<rs. 
AuU  Joyfully  passed  time  away  '. 

Oh  '  waary  are  the  passing  hours 

'I'hat  once  to  tie  wore  de:ir  and  gay  ; 
For.  now  my  liqies    like  &ilijiK  fiowera. 

No  longer  blokim,  liil  pine  away  — 
And    as  I'm  iioi*  by  one  forgot. 

For  whom  I'll  bsrtva  my  latnt  brrath. 
Oh  '  grant  roe  hut  the  hap!  y  lot 

To  cluae  mine  eyes  fur  e'er  lu  death  '  Chorus. 

Oh'  let  me  dream  of  rliiMlK>o<l  aeenea. 

When  sweetly  ftsw  Ihf  ninmenls  by  ; 
Each  passing  hour  wns  a  dream-  .      ^   . 

This  bosoni  knew  no  rare  or  algh. 
But.  oh  '  how  Mudly  Rhanxed  the  scene 

Hy  yonlhfnl  fanry  pilnted  bright  I 
A  cloud  obsenrts  that  lisppr  drr.im. 

Aud  sunny  da;s  are  turned  to  uiglit —  Chorus. 


The  Old  Brown  Cot. 

The  Mnsic  can  be  obtained  at  auy  Muslc-ntore. 


Among  the  scfnes  to  memory  dear. 

To  which  my  fancy  oft  retnrns. 
And  for  those  long-lost  days  of  joy 

My  spiiHt  in  Its  sadness  dreams — 
There's  none  whi«h  eeenis  a»  deor  t<>  me 

As  that  where  past  life'i^  early  mora  : 
There's  none  fiir  which  I  sigh  so  oil 

As  for  the  cot  where  1  was  born. 

CHORCa. 
The  old  brown  cot.  the  low  brown  cot. 

'1  he  moss-grown  cot  beneath  the  hill  : 
ThoiKth  years  have  passed  since  1  was  there, 

1  l<ive  it,  oh  !  1  love  it  still  ! 

It  atood  beside  the  running  brook. 

Whose  waters  turned  the  noisy  mill  : 
And  close  beside  the  tall  old  oaks 

That  nodded  on  the  slopping  hill. 
The  woodbine  creeping  o'er  the  walls  : 

1  he  sunshine  on  the  gnway  plot  : 
How  beautiful  were  they  to  me, 

W  hen  home  was  in  that  old  hmwn  ent  ! 

1  he  old  brown  cot,  Ac. 

Though  T  may  view  the  fairest  land 

On  which  the  sun  in  glory  beams,         \ 
And  dwell  in  climes  more  beautiful 

'I  ban  jHJets  visit  in  their  dreams  : 
Still  with  affection  linger  ixmnd 

'I  Imt  love<l  anil  consecrated  ."pot,  •    V 

And  tears  will  fall  a«  1  i(«>-Liack 

lu  Uiyhood  and  the  old  brown  eot  - 

'Ihe  old  brown  cot,  Ac. 


Why  Is  an  onion  Ilka  a  pUnoT  Because  it  sirell  odiona. 


Repeit, 


Orphan  Boy's  Song  of  Home 


Tis  Just  five  years  sgo,  last  May, 
My  Mother  aud  I  did  part : 

And  ever  sinc«  that  very  uay. 
Her  memory  is  on  my  hearL 

She  was  a  kind  and  good  uiother, 
Aa<l  ibis  I  feel  proud  to  say  : 

}Hb«  alwajrs  told  ois  to  be  good, 
Aud  do  as  she  would  say. 


Be  peat. 


She  WIS  to  kind  and  tme  to  me 

1  hat  I  can  oe'ar  forget  : 
The  days  she  narsed  ma  oa  bar 

la  in  my  memory  yet—         ,   .'-   * , . 
I  think  I  see  her  image  now,        -* 

St  mding  before  my  eyes  :  ' 

)liut  Btill  I  hope  she  Is  at  rest     .'. 
With  augcis  in  the  akies. 

I  always  loved  my  mother  dear  : 

She  always  was  so  kind.  '■  .  ' 

She  never  spoke  a  cruel  word  ■*     •• 

Unto  ine   her  child. 
But  still  I  hope  she  la  St  reet. 
And  when  my  soul  departa. 
n         ,     t    We'll  meet  sgaln  in  the  world  aboTa, 
nepeau    j    Where  we  will  never  part. 


J.   f 


My  Own  Dear  Home. 

In  foreign  lands  I  longed  to  roam        4- 

iroiii  ihoae  1  left  in  tears, 
A  nd  wander  fn>m  my  own  dear  home, 

I'erlmps  for  many  years — . 
Chorus  ;     Oh  '     ' 


,  ••■1.. 


,■^■■ 


!  give  me  back  my  own  dear  home,  / 
^ml  those  I  lore<l  most  dear  :  ^ 


Jly  gentle  mother  kindly  dropped 
A  fiuewell  parting  tear  ! 

My  heart  is  sad,  I  cannot  rest,  |,i-.- 

While  sorrow's  marked  upon  my  brow 

Those  last  kind  words  my  mother  spoke. 

Makes  me  sad  to  think  of,  now — _  Choms 

Oh  !  would  that  I  were  home  one*  more 

From  whence  I  first  did  roam  ;  I    •'     ' 

Oh  I  then.  I  would  contented  be, 
i  es.  in  my  own  dear  home. 


But  now  those  happy  days  are  o'er, 
I  have  no  home  to  sheltir  me  ; 

My  friends,  alas  !  they. now  are  gone. 
And  lie  lieneath  the  willow  tree — 


Chonia. 

'   I  .:-.:] 

Chorus. 


Old  Friend  of  Youth.     ;  ■  1 

The  Music  can  be  obtiUnad  At  ftojr  Mmlc-Bto^ 


%. 


Oive  me  your  hand,  old  fHeod  of  yrmtll,'''   : 

<  loe  hearty  shake  will  do  me  good  ; 
1  ho'  years  hava  pasoed  ain«e  last  we  met, 

I  he  heart's  the  same — 'tis  lore  renewed,  j.. ' 
Talk  not  of  palace,  prince  or  crown, 

Or  wori<lly  wealth— that  fickle  chaff- 
lint  rather  round  our  hearts  entwine 

bweet  school-boy  days,  aod-abildhood's  laugh. 

I'llURli'S. 

Give  mc  your  hand,  old  friend  of  youth. 

One  hearty  shake  will  do  me  giKid  ; 
Tho'  years  have  pasoed  since  last  we  met,       ■  *"  ' 

Ihe  heart's  the  same— 'tia  lore  renewed.   "> 

fl 
Give  me  your  hand,  old  friend  of  yotith, 

'1  ho"  wrinkles  on  your  brow  are  seen — 
Those  eyes  grow  dim,  bnt  speak  the  worda      :  V 

Of  love—  tho'  years  have  rolled  between.     • 
We've  met  the  world  with  all  its  change,  '.  • 

And  sought  its  pleasnres — fclt  its  paiB  ;  '  '  . 
Now  the  bright  moments  come,  at  last, 

Of  early  days— we're  young  again  I 

Chorus 

Give  me  your  hand,  old  friend  of  youth, 

(iray  llio'  we're  griiwn,  Old  'liiue  keeps  pace  : 
lirothers  are  we  in  love,  in  truth  — 

No  feAr  have  we  to  and  the  raca.   .  .-,. 
llere's  happiness  to  friends  of  old,   ^   , 

Affection's  urn  brim  full  of  love  :;■; 
Soon  will  it  blossom  and  unfoM  "         ff  ' 

A  glorious  flower,  in  realms  abore  I 

Chorus. 


HiRniK — "  Why  do  you  call  me  I  irdie.  my 
dear*"  inquired  a  wife  of  her  husband — "  l.e- 
cause,  was  the  answer,  you  are  always  assoeiaud 
in  my  mind  with  a  bill.  " 


aaa 


9 


i|iqn^H  WM  I  ]n 


TUn     SliHOCIR'S    JOURIVAL.. 


Sit 


•t-  Carry  the  News  to  Mary  : 

WE  ARE  ALL  SUKROLNDtD. 

Tb*  Maiic  of  thd  now  vrrj  pnpiflkr  Souk    '"  PohUHhed 
■bj  B.  WlTTlu,  Nu   30  N.  lltli  Street,  I>liiliiiiuli<lii«. 
trice  M  Ceul*-  v  v 

11  ,1>  7.      *        Arrwised  by  Eajie  Fo£  .     .  V  ,  .  ■ 

Word!  \>j  ^iBLST  Ba«ABD-MuBlc  by  X! kVrmVU&SSt^ 


Oh  !  Martha  wept  and  Mory  cr»d  :^      ■   , 

VV«'ru  all  8urroundi|l :  % 

the  good  oM  man  ha^  gone  aud  died, ; .   % 

\re'M  all  surfbuadad.  *'»<«»; 

bbake  off  your  sluniltCTS  and  arise,         ^^ 

"tVe'PiLall  su)YoMaded  : 
The  »un  is  sLiiiitig  in  the  iikiea, 

WeVe  all  surrounded.        •  ::■,*.* 

»•  ■  Then  carry  the  news,  '•  . 

.* ; '  Carry  the  news  to  Mary  r 

f,:;  Carry  the  new  J, 
'      :•  U  e're  all  ftuiTounded.  [  Danci!.  ] 

^)te  good  old  man  im'U  see  no  more,     . 

We're  all  «urro«nde<l  :  .      ,.         '  ^ 

He  Itas  gone  to  the  liaj^py  sh<)re,  *     ,t 

Wa'r«*ll  surrouudea.  • 

Be't  gojw  and  left  us  dark*  alone, 

We're  all  surrounded  :  .  ;  "- ' 

And  Gabriel's  trumpet  called  him  home. 

We're  all  surrounded. 

Then  carry  the  uewa,  tkc. 

Adam  and  Eve  elinihed  up  a  tree^;  .»; 

We're  all  ofrounded  : 
Their  lamb  and  master  for  to  sea,  ;■!  .  /■ 

We're  all  surrounded.  ■  -^  ''^. 

£v«  stole  «n  appl«  from  the  tree,    ,   / 

We're  all  surrounded  :  ' 

And  Adaur  was  stung  by  a  bumble  Bee 

We're  all  surrouudetl. 

1  hen  carry  tlie  news,  ibc 


S»:\r*- 


\K 


All  the  World's  a  Congreve  Box.  :, 

Suu;  by  Itr.  Qeorge  Wild— Air  :     Oue  Siiit  betWeeu  two. 

You  may  t«ll  aliyul  yoar  match-maliiiii;. 

and  juaka  «f  tbat  a  rout. 
But  t)i«  light  o(  otfeer  day*  i*  iMled  Do<  - 

liija  guiiS  cotupletely  out  : 
Ws  Qtbar  Ughta  bave  got  Inftaad 

Wlilcb  if  you  doubt.  I  tow 
Tou'T«  only  got  to  h>ok  at  ga]s  w^o 

«i«  Baking  luatehes  upw. 
CllOftlW. 

Tb«n  listen  to  my  song,  aiid,  though  (b's 

)'uur  fancy  ihooki. 
Tou'U  flud  mankind  are  lucifurs— the 
f  world  a  cougrove  box. 

Tito  loTar  is  a  Inelfer.  well  sluped  and  trlmnird  so  nic«-f 
TiM  sight  uf  hi*  adorable  igultrs  bim  iu  a  thrice  : 
She  acts  Just  lllie  the  saud  paper, 

•ud  very  well  she  knows  it : 
Ona  toncli — pop  '  bsni; '  flz  '  off 

^  ha  goes — nod  she's  bis  flamo  that  doea  it. 

^'  ^     Then  listeu  to  uiy  soug,  Ac. 

The  drnakard  is  a  phosphorona  matoh 

raUier  reddaoad  at  the  eod  : 
Yon  may  rub  him  till  all's  blue. 

bat  atiU  he  no  light  will  send  : 
His  oBly  object  all  through  life  s 

to  wet  bis  tbiraty  throttle  : 

So,  1(700  VWiliiin  to  Ignite. 

-  .      ...■..■■■m    —   •  you  mart  (Mp  bim  ia  a  bottle. 

.  '  "'   'i-: r.  ^  ,  Then  liateu  to  uiy  auug,  Ac. 

tarried  /ol^a  j^re  ^Int  apd  steal,  with  few  donieatic  Joys,   : 
tui  iieTer  meet  together  Ijbt'^tU^y're  atli-o  to  make  a  uaise  I 
Tha  wiiaabout  the  huf  auA**  pr»uke  \»  '  ^ 

sure  to  piake  remarks. 
And  than  the  hoaband— 

how  he'll  awear.  if  ha  flnda  she's  any  aparka  ! 
Theu  listen  to  Biy  aoug,  Ao. 

A  thealrs'a  acoagraTe  box.  in  price  that's  tiinoh  radacad, 
Whnfk  JigbiB  and  flames  (  aud  soiue  for  life  ) 

are  rery  olt  produead  : 
Dut  aboold  sly  Capid  '(aiost  yoar 

heart  e'er  giv*  some  doable  knocks. 
You  does  the  thing  iu  style  : 

tot,  thaa— you  take  a  Private  Box. 
'then  liattn  Iu  my  aoug,  Ac. 


"  My  dear,  4|^  an  ailecUonate  spooea  to  her 
husband,  am  Tnot  yJarouly  tj'e^sure  ?  " 

••  Oh  !  yea,  was  the  cool  rtplj^  and  I  j^gijkl 
willingly  lay  it  up  in  heaven.  "  '     '         ■    '  -l 

Slender  party  (  who  is  not  very  comfortable  ) 
— ''  I  heae  .street  cars  ought  tc  tharge  by  weight.  " 
Stout  party  (  sbarply  f-  ••  Afe  1  it  tbay  dii,  they 
would  never  stop  to  pick  you  U|».  "  li^'      j  . 


All  For  Money. 


I    In  Yau),  Tho' Banished  From  Thy  Beart 


Words  and  Music  by  J.  W.  Cherry— SniiR  by 
Herbert  B.  Williams  Shaksperean  Clown  aud  Jester. 

The  Husfc  can  t>e  oblainnd  at  the  Ml|aic-Publi>bilM(  OfBca 
of  I.  Jl.  UarUiui.  No.  288  Stiwer^^  New- York— Price  10  Cts. 


What  will  not  moat  people  do— All  for  money  T     .^ 
AnythlnR— 'twixt  I  and  you— All  for  money  !  — ^     '  ^' 
FrIeDd-will  luru  bia  Lack  on  friend:  :.'■■■:.'-.'".  -i, 

Uauijht^  people  have  to  beud  : 

I/ave  suma  to  Old  Harry  •  vid— All  foi  monaj !,  '         -  ■■. 
■  ciioEL's.  %■.  --:   •• 

M  jou  travel  on  through  lile.  ron  will  find  It  evarlto  : 
Nuthiuy  lik<rthe  ready  cash-  Fur. 

monay  makes  tl»e  mare  to  go. 

Some  will  swear  that  black  is  white— All  for  money  t 

Do  a  wrong,  and  sav  it's  ri).bt— All  for  monCy  ; 

Moses  lia  will  awear  to  you  ..v  ■' 

His  old  clothes  aie  (,'ood  as  new  : 

Don't  be  make  them  fit  you,  too— Alf  for  money  ' 

Chorus. 

Pretty  plrls  can  love  old  mpn— All  for  money  ! 
Etfu  wed  three  score  and  teu— All  fur  mouey  ! 
"S\»  but  a  fool  who  ever  dreams 
Tliat  every  thlD<;  is  what  it  seems  ; 
Tha  woild  is  fuU  of  mockiug  schemes— All  for  money  ' 

Chorus. 

Many  peaple  (?ato  law-1 All  for  monay  '. 

Dentiiils  nearly  break  yHur  jaw— All  for  money  !  '■  . 

'i'radeameii  give  you  iiiijnat  weight, 

UegKxra  tease  early  aud  late  : 

Ourrotars  kindly  ou  you  wait— All  for  money  '. 

Cboi'us. 

Lnwyara  plead  the  felon's  cause— All  for  money  ! 

Vows  he  Itao  n'>t  broke  the  laws— All  for  money  t  . 

Had  be  l>e>-u  on  t'other  aide,  .':'  ^ 

What  a  diiTereuce.  and  bow  wide  !  ' 

To  make  bim  guilty  he'd  have  tried— All  for  money  '. 

Chorus. 

Don't  the  bobbies  doihe  trick  t— All  for  money  '  :•  .■ 

And  to  anything  they'll  stick— All  for  money  ! 

Kinder  souls  yun  never  knew  :'         ■    yj^    ,.■   -     -  ^         -• 

Ijet  tkeui  Sbce  get  bold  of  yon.        '  %  ■'  -^ 

Then  you'll  soe  what  they  ctrn  do— An  (tofunonilx  *. 

Chorus. 

Don't  the  doctors  physic  yon  ?— All  for  monay  ! 

Give  black  draughts  and  blue  pills,  too  !— All  for  monay  ! 

What  their  palieuts  all  endnse 

Any  saiut  wnuld  try.  I'm  sure  : 

Vhey'ro  good  to  either  kill  or  cure— All  for  money  ! 

Chorus. 

Chalk  and  water  milk-aien  sell— All  l»r  money  '. 

Sniiiething  else  perhaps  put  as  well— Ail  for  money  ' 

Thus  I  will  conclude  my  strain 

With  a  sentence  short  and  plain  : 

Every  thiug  ia  doue  for  gain— All  for  money  ! 

^-  .^  riiofM 

rU  He'er  Get  Drunk  Again.    ^  X 


I.  oDee,.(lld  have  a  fortn%e.  I  na'at.  thought  I  sbonld  wsnt, 
I  Siiaut  H,  one  night,  gambling  :  oue  iil-„'bt, 

when  I  was  druik. 
When  I  awoke,  next  morning, 

my  head  was  racked  with  pain  : 
Uy  heart  was  full  of  sorrow  :  ao.  I  got  drunk  again. 
CUORua. 

So  I  get  dnmlr  SKSlfi,  and  I  got  drankaealtt't     *''    »     ""^ 
Uy  heart  was  full  or  sorrow,  aad  I  got  drunk  again. 

I  want  to  CallfoYnla.  in  hopes  to  find  some  trade  ; 
but  I  met  a  yoiiUK  eompaulou.  a  jovial  buxom  blada  : 
We  aoon  made  up  a  party  of  happy  fellowa.  then  ; 
We  were  all  free  and  hearty,  and  I  gut  druiik  again  .  . 

CII  OKI'S. 
And  T  gotdrnnk  a>!atn';'aiid  I  got  drunk  again  : 
We  were  all  free  ai^  hearty,  aud  1  got  d^uk  again. 

I,  tBan,  retarnad  to  New-York, 

my  tbongbtstwtag  on  a  wife. 


Th«  Mils 

of  K  U.  molding 


ian  be  obtained  at  the  Mnair-PtibliKhiiig  Offlre 
No.  'iHS  Uowery,  £iew-k'ork— Price  IU  Cta 


In  vain,  though  banished  from  tlift  heaft, 

H  strive  to  bend  to  fortune's  will, 
I  cannot  ^'ith  ibnd  mauory  part;— 

ThIiMi  *uage,  dear  one,  haunts  me  etill— . 
Thy  smil^,  tliat  dazzling  beam  of  light, 

*lhat  elided  hope's  bright  morning  ray, 
That  8t£i«d  the  darkest  hours  of  mgliL      'j  , 

1  worship  atill,  tJio'  tunied  away.       '       ' 
cnoEis. 
Thoughi  baniahed  fram  thy  heart,  stiU  i^ioa 

lUiuebibers  tliee  with  fond  regret  ;       '^ 
I  Icnow  ^iy  lova  can  ne'er  be  mine. 

But,  ^li  !  1  never  can  forget —    ' 
My  eves  (tonstant  thoughts  are  thine  : 

Ah,  nbi!  I  never,  never  can  forget  ? 

Nor  timK  nor  change  of  scene  to  me 

Afford  Uieir  balm  to  soothe  my  pain  ; 
My  heaijt;  the'  broken,  clings  to  thee, 

lMuc|4nt  to  unlooM  thy  chain. 
Thy  form,  each  feature,  every  grace, 

Aa  fiift  they  dawted  «pon  mj  viov; 
The  tyrant  Mem'ry  may  retrace. 

But  ueyer  can  one  pang  subdue. 

1  hough  banished  from  thy  heart,  tic. 


;{ 


Meet  Me  With  a  Kisal 

Wordsjb^  Elmer  Roan  Coates- Mnsic  by  E.istburn. 


Oh!  me 't  me  with  a  kiss  when  I  como  home  to-night, 

l.«t  nie  find  my  darling  wailing  at  tho  d<Hir 
Oh  !  leti  ifie  rend  a  bliss  in  thine  cj'ok'  loving  lij^lit, 

Let  mje'feel  the  same  devotiuii  as  of  jun-. 
No  niattlet  who  is  by,  let  tears  coine  in  thine  eye. 

Let  n lie  see  and  hear  the  rapture  yi.u  may  f«tl  : 
For,  tholu^h  my  heart  is  strong,  I  cannot  live  so  long 

Froiu|tue  pleasure  that  my  treasure  can  reveal. 

Thenlnfllet  me  with  a  kiss  when  T  come  home  to-night, 
Let  ine  Jnd  my  darling  waiting  at  the  door  ; 

Oh  !  let*  me  read  a  bliss  in  thine  eyes'  lovin 
Let  mejfeel  the  same  derotion  a$  of  yon-. 

I've  wandered,  far  and  wide,  o'er  mountain  and  the  tide, 

For  tlje;  purest  pleasure  I  have  l>een  in  quest  : 
1  find  itjii  at  home,  wlien  we  ore  "  all  iiloue,  " 

And  M  weary  head  U  pillowed  on  tiiy  bn-ast. 
They  talk  of  life  on  high,  of  joy  witliiutlie  sky, 

Of  a  taijie  when  all  from  sorrow  are  set  fnae  : 
But  lay  jtjiy  lips  to  mine  and  Kt  tiiine  anns  entwine — 

And  t^Jt  earth  is  Heaven  grand  enough  for  aieJ 
'Ihen  meet  iiio  Willi  a  kiss,  Jkj. 


light. 


Resolved  to  give  np  gamUiug.  aud  lead  a  different  life  ; 
I  fon^fd  a  pnibmit  wife  :  oh  '  I  Was  happy,  theu  ' 
But  soon  •>  VfKr^  at'itrifb  :  fo.  I  g«A  drunk  agMin. 
CIIORCS.    '  '■  ^ 

Bo.  I  got  drunk  again,  apd  I  got  drank  again  :  ,    _,  -., 

But  soon  we  ware  at  strife  :  ao,  I  got  drunk  again.    ''"■'*:■■ 

I.  then    returned  to  gimbling   to  recover  my  loat  atore  : 
But  1  soon  found  it  washed  away  beaidea  a  darnsitH  more  : 
My  wife  aad  bar  ralktiuba  were  down  npon  me.  then  ; 
For,  they  kuew  1  was  a'gambler  :  so,  I  got  drunk  again. 

CHOKUS. 
Ro  I  pot  drunk  azain   and  1  got  drunk  again  :         '■'.'; 
For.  they  kuew  I  «as  a  gamhier  :  ao.  I  got  drunk  again. 

But  now   I've  a<  en  the  folly  of  anch  a  gaj'  conrse  of  mine  : 
tti  (Iriiikiug  lo  te  jolly,  in  driuking  too  much  wine  : 
tic    1  lornied  a  lesuluUou    it  ne'er  shall  rank  uff  brain  : 
1  11  saxe  my  cuuifitiutlvu.  and  1  II  ne'er  get  drunk  again. 

CHOUl'S. 

Ti-s  I'll  have  oue  more  drnnk  SKatn. 

I'll  have  oue  more  drunk  again  ; 
I'll  aava  my  coaatltnitcn 

tfot  I'll  hava  ene  more  druuk  again. 


Had  I  Bat  Alladdin'c  Lamp  I 


!  had  I  but  Alladdin's  lamp^ 
only  for  a  day  ! 
Id  try  and  find  a  link  to  bind 

1  he  joys  that  ]iaes  awoy. 
1  dj  try  to  bring  an  fingel's  wifig 

^pon  this  earth  again, 
iiid  buikl  true  worth  a  liome  ou  earth, 
.  ]f^  home  beloved  by  men. 

It  should  be  Muy,  and  alnays  May  : 
I'd  wreath*  tho  world  with  fiouirs, 
I'd  robe  the  barren  wilderness, 
'And  bi-in^life  happy  hours  ! 

soothe  the  lorn  an<l  derolate,  jy-;-  *■>  -^j:. 
nprease  the  widows  store  ;      .'  ;     '  i  ..  ■'   ' 

i  industry  sho»il4"  wear  «  «ouJu      ..'v**  ' 
t  never  wore  before  ;  i  •    C 

"S  '^kere'er  there  dwelt  unhappinese,        - .-[  >  -,' 

'  I'd  use  my  magic  sway  ,         '•■^' 

And  none  should  be  in  poverty  ■  "  ■■.\"J.\':-' . 
Or  dread  Um  coming  day.         ' 

it  i:hould  be  May,  tic. 


U  hy  ie  a  PRLCARiovs  'Lank-note   like  an  im- 
penitent is^nner  f 

ikcauM  it  don't  know  that  its  BcnEiicr-K  urrrn. 

An  li^iJli  magistrate,  censnrinf:  seme  bors  for 
loitevfng^  ^  tha  ata^M,  ai^MKi  :.;  ■'  if  e\4«|iylva]T 
y/ire  to  sUod  iu  tLts  s),recf',  |iow  oou|d  au)ix»d^ 
getby  ?  "'  '  " 


"mn^^ 


:f  i^  ir-V'.-j'-.v  >^«,  >i*»:^'  wta»iPM*Hif>wwini.iitv:  ■m>  i  m 


ALLEORCTTA. 


ALL  FOR  MONEY. 


■         ■  am      "^  \ 


k 


Words  and  Vasio  by  J.  W.  OSSltSf. 


± 


1.    What  will  not    most 
,  2.    Some   will  swear  that 


i_j — j-l — I— 


-^- 


Si^^^W-^ 


J^=Fv^- 


•?T 


!    I    I 


MI19 


^^^ 


U*^     >^   '      l>^     U*^'  .     '      ^..  U*^      l^^         '*^     ^:'    ■-.■'..: 


£^=^ 


nf^: 


l>oii  -    pit*  do.        All  . .  for    nionpy? 
Miuk      i:i  whit«',     All...  for    monoyt 


An  -  y-thing 'twixtl       and  you,        All. 
Do     a  wruns  and  s^y     ii's  right.      All. 


^^ 


for  money  !  Friend   will  turn  his  back  on  friend, 

fur  money !  Mo  -  ses    he     will  swear  to  you. 


1 9:^i?:z:^fz=T^ty^-t=irg::^ife^ 


-.»-r 


(S>— T- 


-<«- 


CHORUS. 

m.  teBi|ia. 


V/ —    — * ^    — •-#--|-j — ^-^^ — ^+^'-j ^h*^i^^— ^r#  ^^    if-.-t br-^ p-h^      ^     ^ 

IliUiijh-fy    pc'o  -  pic  liiivo     to  bend,   Love  some  to      old   Har-fy  send,        All....     for  mo-ney.  As     yjvitra    -Tel  on  through  life, 

Hi:4     old  {•iDtliesaifjiood     as  new.    Don't     he  nt:ik(>  tliciu   tit  Vou  too.        All for    mo-ney.  m       "^  ■^       m      m         _       _ 


for  mo-ney. 
for   mo-n^. 


As     y^i  tra    -  Tel  on  through  life. 


You  will  tind   it 


ever     so ; 


Nothing  like  the  ready  cash,  Ffor  money  makes  the  mare  to  go. 


<5    _^_^== J^_j1^.4p-45^ 

# V-'--»*~r-r*^V-JT-  p^— :_f— H-J  -T^ 


^^__  ^^^  __^^,_ 

V  3  Pretty  {»irls  can  love  old  men, 
1.  All  for  money, 

Even  wed  three  score  and  ten, 

All  for  money  : 
'Tis  but  a  fool  who  ever  dreams, 

That  ev'ry  thinff  is  what  it  seems. 
The  world  ng  full  of  mocking  scheuie.s, 
All  for  money. — Cuo. 

4  Many  people  go  to  law,  . 

All  for  money, 
Dentists  nearly  break  your  jaw. 

All  for  money  : 
Tradesmen  give  you  unjust  weigLt, 

Beggars  tease  early  and  late,  •    ''  : 
Garrotters  kindly  on  yon  wai^ 


■:J3f 


^fe±fl 


k  ^-  ff 


^-t-^:b=?t^i5r^* 


£= 


\ 


C  Lawyers  plead  the  felon's  cause, 

All  for  money, 
Vows  he  has  not  broke  the  laws, 

All  for  money  : 
Had  he  been  on  'tother  side, 

^Vhat  a  djff  rence  and  how  wide, 
To  make  hiiji  gTiilty  he'd  have  tried, 

All  for  m<iney. — Cho. 

C  Don't  the  bobbies  do  the  trick, 

All  for  money, 
And  to  anything  they'll  stirl^, 

All  for  money  : 
Kinder  souls  yon  never  knew,      - 

Let  them  once  get  hold  ol  you, 


"^ 


Then  rou'll  see  what  tbejr  cao  do, 


r- 

7  Don't  the  doctors  physic  yon, 

All  for  money. 
Give  black  dranghts  and  blue  pills  too, 

All  for  money  : 
What  their  pationts  all  endure,     -   i  ::■■ 

Any  saint  would  try  I'm  sure, 
They're  good  to  either  kill  or  cure, 

All  for  money. — Cho. 

8  Chalk  and  water  milkmen  sell, 

All  for  money. 
Something  else  perhaps  put  as  well,     '; 

All  for  money  :  i 

Thtis  I  will  conclude  my  strain,  ''!''".; 

With  a  sentence  short  and  plain,  .-V| 
£v'ry  thing  is  done  for  gain,  >   ^^ 


1 


^^JS  ■•■-Ar\ —  ■  "• ' . 


:*-' 


•■^^'•a4-.v 
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THE     SINOEll'S    JOrRi^AL.. 


Oh  !  Give  Me  Freedom  Ever  ! 

Oh  !  f^ire  me  freedom  ever  ! 

A  ohoinlesa  heart  and  band, 
Slave  of  no  jealous  lover, 

Nur  husband's  stern  command  : 
To  rove  through  boil  and  bower, 

W  ith  honest  smileB  for  all, 
Prey  to  no  suitor's  power,        ^,      ,        ,^  v 

And  holding  none  in  thralL' 
Chonu  ;    Vh  !  give  me  freedom  ever  ! 
A  chainlt-st)  heart  and  Land, 
\^       Slave  of  no  jealous  lover. 

Nor  husband's  stem  command 
La,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la, 

Ln,  la,  la.  la,  la.  la.  la. 
To  laugh  at  Cupids  archery, 
With  heart  forever  free  I 

Set  maids  to  catch  a  lovor. 

Their  brightest  smiles  j>ut  on  :  .   . 
Too  soon  they  may  discover 

Tlieir  prize  and  hopes  are  gone- 
While  wives,  half  broken-hearted, 

To  tyrant  husbands  cling. 
Free-footed  and  free-liearted, 

I  laugh  at  care,  and  sing  : 

Oh  I  give  nie  freedom  ever  !  Ac. 


For,  He's  Such  a  Nice  Looking  Young  Man  ! 

Written  and  Composed  by  Henr;  Miller. 
Music  at  Boosey  k  Co.  4  Bond  Street,  Kew-Tork. 


Tb«y  toil  me,  at  borne,  they'll  ne'er  own  me. 

If  I  marry  that  Mister  HcClan  ; 
But  what  shall  I  care  when  he  uwua  me  T 

For  lie's  such  a  nice  loukiiif;  youug  man. 

Tliey  tell  me  lie'a  liasty  and  Belfllh, 
liut  such  I  cau't  tUiDk  lie  can  be  : 
For.  liis  words  are  so  gentle  and  loving. 

When  e'pr  he  is  talking  wltb  ma. 
There's  no  inuu  uu  earth  t  could  f.iucy. 

It  it  is  not  dear  Mister  UcClan  : 
To  the  ond  uf  uiy  life  I  shall  love  him — 

For.  he's  such  a  nice  looking  yoiini;  man. 

Oh  '.  such  a  uicu  looking  youut;  man  I 

Thf>y  say  ho  is  proud  and  deceitful, 

liut  this  I  cm  never  believe  : 
To  me  he  is  upright  aud  candid, 

'T would  be  crael  to  think  he'd  decetre. 
Tlioy  tell  uie  he's  awkward  aud  clnmsy. 

He  Is  known  by  his  shabby  old  hat  : 
liut  luay  he  not  dress  as  he  pleaaes  ? — 

And  whut  if  ho  is  rather  fat  ? 
Thi<y  may  te.iso.  I  heed  not  what  they  tell  me, 

Twill  not  lessen  my  love  for  kIcClan  : 
ne  IS  brave,  noble- hearted  and  gentle,   '     *      ' 

Aud  such  a  nice  looking  youug  man. 

Oh  :  such  a  nice  looking  young  man  ! 

Conalu  Ann  says  hia  looks  will  entrap  mo, 

Th.it  if  ever  I'm  Miatress  M<  Clan, 
I  may  liud  him  qiiilo  vuid  of  affection, 

Altho'  such  a  nice  looking  yonng  man. 
But  I  know  why  they  speak  thus  against  hlio  : 

'1  is  nut  that  they  h^\e  poor  McClan, 
'Tis  euvy— of  cnuise    they  all  Wiint  hliu — 

Who  don't  like  a  nice  looking  man  ? 
Let  us  hope  they  may  each,  in  their  turn. 

Get  a  husband  as  good  as  McClau, 
Batl  four  tb»y  will  ne'er  find  bis  equal : 

For.  he  s  such  a  nice  looking  young  man, 

Oh  '.  ho's  such  a  nice  luokiug  mau  '■ 


«-«»•-' 
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Parody  on  :  Isabella. 
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When  you  he:ir  ray  version  of  a  trip,  by  an  excursion, 
_^owii  to  Briyhton  1,'ulng  to  spend  the  day  : 
'x'<  the  carria;{e  I  did  ride,  a  gent  sat  by  my  side. 
Who  was  exceedingly  chatty  the  whole  of  tho  way. 
"  ParduB  me  said  Ijo,  your  name  pray,  ulsst  " 
So  mine  1  told  biiii.  lie  told  me  his 
Was  AugiiHtua  Albeit  Uarry  : 
An  eye-glass  ho  did  carry. 
And  his  father  had  a  conntry-seat  in  Lancashire. 

Wo  talke  1  about  tne  weather,  one  thing  and  the  other  : 
Ttie  tijiiu  luHScd  away  so  pleasantly—  « 

A  ijiHcuit  aud  soiiio  wine  I  did  not  decline, 
So  v»ry  kiudiy  he  offered  me.  -    <■ 

IIo  fold  mo  his  father  «a«  a  gentleman,  " 

Uia  uU-Im  a  ni'iieral.  a  popular  inau  :  ' 

■J  h»n  AuHiLHius  Albert  Harry 

Asked  ma  would  I  marry  T 

And  he'd  take  me  to  his  country-seat  In  Ltnesshire. 

Iblu.shed.  I  must  confess,  my  hand  so  he  did  press  : 

I  >cacC4ly  know  what  to  do  or  say  : 

With  his  arm  aioiind  n.y  waiat.  iu  a  whisper  I  said:  "yes.* 

*T»a<i  Ni':t  ci  and  a;;rceU  upon  the  wedding  day  ; 

At  IJiiih'oi  arrived,  his  arm  offered  me, 

An  I   u  1      a  >  delighted  I  seemed  to  be 

To  ih  nk  th  it  1  should  marry 

Aii^ii'<tiis  .Albert  Harry 

And  live  IU  his  cuuntry-seat  in  Lanosshire  ! 


We  had  scarcely  left  the  station,  when 

gueas  my  consternation  ! 
I  missed  my  watch,  gold  brooch,  and  chain—  • 
I  searched  eferywhsre.     ■'  Oh  !  said  he,  my  dear. 
Behind  you  might  have  left  it  lb  the  train  !  " 
A  man  then  came  up,  saiid  "  bow  do  you  do  ?  " 
Tapped  htm  on  tlie  shoulder,  said  :  "  I  want  yon.  " 

Not  long  did  he  tarry. 

But  hsnd-cnffed  Albert  Harry. 

WbOM  father  had  a  couutry-soal  In  Lancashire, 


-^»<*>'< 


The  Hammersmith  Belle. 

Sung  by  Barry  Bickards.  *' 

I 
Music  at  Boosey  k  Oo.J  No.  4  Bond  Street,  M»w-7ork. 


Oh  I  she  lives  out  at  Hatnmersmith  Bridge, 

Whuri!  "he's  in  a  sitnaition  : 
If  you  don't  know  the  location,  it  U  very  near  the  station 

Of  the  UnderKronnd  Railway  ; 
Tbere'a  a  servant's  and  visitor's  bell,    .^' '     ' 

But  I  always  rini;  tlie  latter : 
Then  you  ought  to  hear  ^he  clatter  missns 

j  asking  wo'.s  the  matter  T 

Me  a-catchins  of  it  holt  from  Sal ! 
CIIORl'S. 
Oh,  my  !  that  I  was  witk 
That  hoiiFcniaid  at  Haiuimersmith, 
When  nlt;ht's  dark  shadbws  gloom, 
And  missus  is  up  in  th4  droring  room  ! 
Did  you  ever,  ever,  evet.  ever.  ever,  ever,  ever, 

aver,  ever  see  Hammersmith  Sal  T 
Oh  .'  I  never,  never,  no<|cr,  never,  never,  never, 

ne|rer.  never,  never  saw  such  a  gal  ! 

On  the  Oxford  and  Cami>ridga  boat  race, 

Me  and  the  go  out  a-larking  : 
And  the  people  kept  reluarking  :  "  What  a 

pretty  girl  he%  aparklng  ! 

Don't  we  wish  as  we  were  him  !  " 
But  I  never  frets  on  that  I  hear, 

Aud  keep  talking  on  to  Sallie  : 

If  she  only  knew  hsr  vaU'y.  she'd  begin  to  diUjr,  dally, 

Aud  that  wouldn't  do  at  all  for  m*. 

Oh,  mj  '.  that  I  were  with,  &c. 

When  It  happens  to  l>«  her  day  oat. 

She  puts  on  her  best  apparel : 
Boops  around  her  like  a  biarrel  make  ma  ''-' 

like  a  lark  to  esMl, 

Ai  I  lee  'em  swing  about.  ^ 

To  the  theatre  sometimes  we  go. 

With  a  border  for  the  l>oxea  :  r 

Then  the  fellows  come  like  foxes,  leaving     ''    '   ' 

their  own  private  bozea, 
' .  trying  hard  to  sit  netit  her  and  me. 

Oh  my  I  that  I  were  vitb,  Jko. 

Oh  '  I  think  we  will  married  be  : 

For,  my  Sal  will  not  say  "  no,  sir  :  " 
Thau  I'll  sot  up  as  a  grocer,  and  I'll  wed  my  own  Formosa, 

And  be  Jolly  all  my  life. 
Bnt,  of  course,  all  that  cannot  come  yet,  ..'...- 

And  my  Sal  and  1  am  waiting,  ''~'-  - 

Kneeling  attbe  kitchen  grating,  talking  wild  of  emigrathig, 

If  she  won't  come  out  and  let  me  in. 

Oh,  my !  that  I  were  with,  Jko. 


►-.♦►- 


The  Old  Church-Tard. 


Tread  softly  round  '  here  lie  the  dead 

Beneath  the  grassy  mound. 
And  death  is  here,  in  silence  spread — 

All  is  gloom  an>und 
Tread  softly  then,)  thongh  cold  it  blows. 

All  luust  Boon  decay  : 
And  the  folks  I  loved,  beneath  repose — 

'Ihey  have  passed  away  I 
Chorus  :     Oh  !  when  I  lay  nie  down  to  rest 
In  dte  ground  so  cold  and  hard. 
Bury  Hie  by  the  folks  I  love  the  best, 
Bui*y  me  in  the  old  church-yard. 

Cold  winter  niadei  the  old  house  creak  : 

For,  all  was  dark  outside — 
And  tears  roll  down  my  mother'^  cheek, 

bitting  by  the  lire-side. 
Of  another  home  islie  oft  would  tell. 

And  gently  shake  her  hand  : 
A  home  where  all  good  darkies  dwell 

Far  in  another  land. 

Oh  !  when  I  lay  me  down  to  rest,  (tc. 

Yea,  years  liave  fled  since  childhood's  time. 

And  1  was  hatppy  then — 
The  church-yard  s  wall  I  used  to  climb 

With  my  brother  Ben  : 
In  the  old  church-yard  he  sleeps 

Beside  my  mother  dear. 
The  church-yardj  bell  tolls,  the  darkies  weep 

For  the  folks  Ijhat  are  sleeping  here. 

Oh  !  ilfhen  1  lay  me  down  to  reat,  Ac. 

^  ^    !•■    ^ 


It's  the  last  ostrich  feather  that  breaks  the  husband's  baek. 


Nelly  Bray. 

By  Thonue  Sloan  Jr..  Author  of  the  Popular  Sous 

"  KRVT   WXU.S.  " 

Air  :    Nettle  Moore. 


Itt  a  lllent  little  corner  of  the  old  church-yard. 

Where  the  sweetlv-tcenled  roses  gaily  bloom  ; 
There,  when  twilicht'it  gently  fading  oft  in  s.>rrow  I  ri'pair 

To  weop.  in  the  evenlo^''B  muui  nful  g'.oom. 
Beneath  the  little  mound  where  the  doners 

are  bloomin;;  uo'.v. 
Beats  the  gentle  form  of  pretty  Nelly  Bray- 
When  Summer  seoues  were  gayest,  sho 

left  me  here  to  weep 
And  sorrow  for  her  coming  tbro'ugb  the  day. 
ciioRrs. 

Ob  '■  s<x>n  I'll  meet  you.  love  lu  the  hjppy  world  above, 
Whor>'  gentle  ones  are  Lever  iorced  to  part  .- 

And  togetlier  we  will  wauder  as  we  did  lu  da\s  of  yore, 
Ere  sorrow  came  to  blight  each  loving  heart. 

The  many  hopes  I've  cherished,  hare 

\auikhod  from  uiy  heart. 

And  early  scenes  have  wltb  them  quickly  flonn  ■ 
I've  no  one  now  to  love  me.  and  my  heart  ia  tvor  drear, 

And  Siidly  now  I  wander  hero  aloue. 
The  gt^ntle  form  that  cheered  when  life  was  full  of  woe. 

Has  long  been  taken  from  my  side  a»ay  : 
And  I'm  ever  over  sighing  for  tho  time  when  I  will  i;o 

To  meet  with  my  gentle  Nelly  Bray. 

Oh  !  soon  I'll  meet  you,  love,  kc. 

The  hours  are  growing  weary  as  I  think  of  days  long  p;ist, 

Aud  with  sadness  now  my  bunlened  heart  is  tilled  ; 
The  music  of  the  birds  can  never  charm  me  now  i 

Fur,  the  music  of  her  gentle  voice  is  stilled. 
Wuh  many  teais  I  laid  her  beneath  the  cold   cold  sod. 

While  o'er  her  tomb  the  wild  winds  sadly  pby. 
And  the  tall  grass  with  Its  waving 

breathes  a  story  to  my  heart 

Of  iny  pretty  darling  N'lly  Bray. 

Uh  '  so.ju  I'll  meet  yon,  love,  ke. 


Darling  Bessie.  ' 

Ooce  again,  my  native  mountains, 

'Ihro'  thy  wilds  1  stray,  !-  •  . 

Hear  again  thy  warbling  fountains. 

Feel  their  cooling  spray  : 
But  the  maid  I  fondly  cherished 

More  than  earthly  storo. 
Like  a  newborn  flower  has  perished — 

Joy  is  mine  no  more — 
Chorus  :     Darling  Ueseie,  charming  Bessie, 
Now  my  spirit  bride. 
Hover  near  me  till  tiiey  lay  me 
Gently  by  thy  side. 

When  bright  dreams  of  wealth  and  honor 

Urged  me  o'er  the  moin, 
Fondly  then  I  gazed  upon  her, 

Heard  love's  vows  again  : 
"  Back  to  thee,  I  cried,  sweet  Bessie, 

Soon  I'll  cross  the  wave  :  " 
Nov  returned,  Alas  !  1  tind  her 

In  the  silent  grave.  Darling  Bes.4ie,  do 

Peaceful  Slumbering  on  the  Ocean. 


Peaceful  ilumberiug  on  the  ocean, 
Soauica  fear  no  danger  nl|>h  : 

The  wiuJa  and  waves  in  gentle  molioo 
Soothe  them  with  their  lullaby. 

Ia  tbe  wind  tempestuous  blowing  T 
Still  no  danger  they  descry  : 

The  guilelea:.  heart,  its  boon  bcatowing. 
Soothes  them  with  Its  Inllsby. 


i 


Flow  on,  Thou  Shining  River. 

Flow  on,  thou 'Shining  river. 

But  ere  thou  reach  the  sea. 
Seek  Ella's  bower,  and  give  her 

The  wreaths  I  fling  o'er  thee. 
And  tell  her  thus  :  if  she'll  be  mine, 

The  cviirent  of  our  lives  sliall  be. 
With  joys  along  tlteir  course  to  shine. 

Like  those  sweet  flowers  on  thee.        .  i 

But  if,  in  wandering  thither. 

Thou  find'st  she  mocks  my  prayer. 
Then  leave  thoso  wnuths  to  wither 

Upon  the  cold  bunk  there  :  .     i 

And  tell  her  thus  :  «  hen  youth  is  o'er, 

Her  lone  and  lovely  charms  shall  be 
Thrown  upon  life's  weedy  shore, 

Like  those  sweet  flowers  from 


m 
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She  was  a  Serio-Comic  Singer. 

Wrliioii  by  George  Ilerbert— Snng  by  Jem  Trowbridge.  \ 

'J  lie  other  rTrnlnR,  for  a  walk. 

Thro' Chariiig-Crnsg  I  strajed,  '_',' 

Au'l  Jnst  to  pai<s-tl>«  time  away. 

Went  into  the  Lowther  Arcade  ; 
I  rimll  ne  er  foiKet  the  ftinny  things 

Tli«t  I  saw  there  fur  sale  : 
'Ttrni  there  I  met  *  charming  girl. 

And  nhe  wore  a  bright  green  Tell :  ;.' 

She  vta4  a  rerlo-coiiiic  ginger  '..  ^ 

From  tlie  We»t-eud  Masic-Halla.  r;:.\ 

An<l  she  quite  toolt  this  heart  by  storm,        <V  i^. 
'  With  livr  pretty  green  ParasoL  ;.  y-. 

As  rhe  passed  me  by,  I  heared  a  Blgb  :  '*.  .' 

Slie  save  a  knowiug  wink  :  /;: 

8n  I  offered  her  my  arm.  and  aaked  * 

If  she  with  me  woald  drink  T  \ 

6ho  paused,  and  then  replied  :  "  Tm,  Sir,       v- 
I'll  have  some  Ice-Cream  Soda.  "  J^ 

Tlieu  Into  Oatti'B  we  went,  '_ 

And  my  love  I  quickly  told  her. 
Si'OKrN  .'  Yes.  and- in  retnm  she  told  me  it  was  the 
R.viie  with  her  as  it  was  with  me.  lore  kt  first  sight  :  but 
kIio  Irt  lue  know  more  than  she  intended  I  conld  see,  and 
II  at  was  slic  was  going  to  open  kt  "  J>oacon's  "  the  next 
(vening.  ai 

A  serio-comic  singer,  &o. 

Kcxt  night,  my  boys,  of  conrse,  I  went 
Inio  Deacon's  Miisic-Hall, 
.    '      Ap'l  thore  I  saw  and  heard  my  love 
Aa  slie  did  loudly  bawl : 
But  Jiitlee  of  my  surprise, 

Wiieu  a  fellow  rushed  on.  too  '. 
I  nirht'd  out  of  the  Mnsic-Hall,  my  friends. 
Not  kn  i«  iii(j  what  to  do  ? 
FpOKrx  :     Y«s    at   first.  1   intended   throwing  myself 
ii  .V  n  a  |)la;;  hole  ond  drowning  myself— upon  si-coud 
ifao^ifi'iis   I  rushed  back  to  the  chairm:in  and  asked  him 
n  I. at  he  km  w  of  lier  ?  he  paid  lie  knew  the  wah  lately 
man  it-ii  to  a  "  Pro,  "  :ind  that  she  now  is  a  itueitist— bat 
i  eforo  — 

She  was  a  serio-comic  singer,  bo. 

But  n/^vr  T  will  be  off  ray  friends, 

A  bi.olicn-hiarled  card  : 
Fit.  a  i  my  hojics  are  blisht^d,  ' 

And  my  happiness  Is  marred.     ..-..'' 
But  I  never  more  will  apsiik. 

To  those  chanuiiii;  little  maids 
tV ho  try  to  catch  their  victims,  ' 

Wbile  strolling  in  Arc>d«a. 

8he  was  a'serle-eomie  singer,  te,^ 


False  Emma. 

Written  by  J.  Trowbridge— Sung  by  G.  Mathews. 
Music  at  Booney  &  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Street,  Kew-Tork.  M 

I  once  was  so  pAy — but  now  I  must  say 

I'm  ns  wrttchea  as  wretched  can  be  :  ^.* 

I  once  fell  in  lote  with  a  nice  little  dove, 

And  thought  in  return  she  loved  me. 
i  •,li'Jiii^ht  lier  60  ])ure  and  true  to  the  core, 

And  bailie ved  she  was  ope  of  a  few — 
)ji't  Tii-w  I  regret  the  day  I  first  met 
■J  lutt  girl  who  has  proved  so  untrue. 

1  once  was  so  gay— but  now  I  oft  say 

I  wish  that  I  'd  never  Vteen  born — 
Swccf  Emma  with  pride  has  thrown  me  aside, 
And  left  me  to  grieve  and  to  mourn. 

Kovr  my  rival's  a  "  Pro  ".  the  original  beau, 

And  tlio  swell  of  the  Hisflibury  liarn  : 
His  dumhin^  young  pal  is  tiie  j>et  of  Tall-Mall, 

And  tliey  both  of  them  dress  to  alann. 
Ill-  wns  sweet  Emma's  beau  but  a  short  time  ago, 

\\  lien  n  (iiiorrel  took  place,  and  then  she 
(itiw  nie  to  believe  she  would  never  deceive, 

Jf  Iter  dashing  young  beau  1  would  be. 

.;•■  1  once  was  so  gay — Ac. 

Now,  of  course,  I  consented  :  but  since  I've  rewnted  : 

I'or,  she  lias  thrown  me  aside,  and  returned 
To  her  diishing  young  beau  at  which,  you  must  know. 

My  heart  with  rage  at  first  burned, 
Isut  now  I  ant  cool,  1  think  what  a  fool 

i  must  be  not  to  treat  it  a  lark  ? 
.So  no  more  will  I  ifet,  but  try  to  forget 

That  false  girl  t'Eat  near  broke  my  heart. 

I  once  was  so  gay — <to. 


Cokey  Dick. 

Written  and  Snng  by  Albert  de  Voy— Air 


Ikey  Oreen. 


Oh  !  they  call  me  Cokey  Disk, 
And  they  f>ay  I  am  a  briok. 

And  selling  coke,  you  know,  It  Is  my  game  ; 
I  should  be  a  flat  to  fret. 
While  a  living  I  can  get : 

For  me  the  rough  or  smooth,  It's  all  the  same. 


Air 


CBORUB. 

Apples  Four  a  Penny. 


I  rise  tip  In  the  morning. 

When  early  day  is  dawning. 

Coke'  I  goes  goes  a-bawling  .J     '''"*^-.^ 

With  voice  80  loud  and  high  :  .    ;V'  -  ' 

To  serve  you  well  I'm  williug, 
A  sack  full  for  a  sUiliing.  ..;...<;■     .,; 

Now  who'll  make  a  beglning,  r- 

A  shilling  a  sack  I  I  cry.        .,     :;■'■,./;'.; 
Now  my  Silly  keeps  a  shop. 
Sells  nuts,  cakes,  and  Oini^er  pop, 

Carraway  comfits,  almond  rock,  and  apples,  too. 
Bo  if  we  goes  on  so  well. 
Make  a  fortune  soon  we  shall, 

Aud  round  SpitalOelds  I'm  known  to  all  of  yoTi. 
Spoken  :  Why.  yrs.  of  caus>i  I  is,  and  I  can  tell  yon, 
my  Bunicuts  that  me  and  my  Sally  is  doing  a  doll  trick  : 
ah  !  talking  of  dolls,  that  Just  reminds  me  of  my  Sally  : 
now  you  see  she  had  a  proper  dolly  ttnd  did  a  clumping 
trade  with  the  kids  on  Sunday  :  yes.  the  little  soft  cakes 
they  used  to  go  down  the  dolly  for  Butter  cakes,  but  my 
Sail  never  let  'em  win  not  likely  :  but  my  Sally  got 
alTrightened  of  the  D's— SO  she  turned  the  dolly  up  :  still 
for  all  that  we  are  doing  very  well,  because— 

I  rise  up  in  the  morning,  Ac. 
When  the  cock  begins  to  crow,         •'.;..,■  :   ■"^-'- 
To  the  market  oiri  go.  ',       ' 

And  gets  in  a  stock  for  Sally's  little  shop  ;".  ' 
Then  with  my  coke  I  goes  around 
With  my  voice  so  loud  and  sound. 

Aud  if  I  meets  a  pal,  we  always  have  a  drop. 
Spoken:  Yes  there's  nothing  like  a  pal— I  always  nse 
a  pal  well.  I  runs  'em  in  cheap,  somtimes  I  runs  Albert 
do  Voy  in  6  sicks  for  6  bob.  that's  cos  he's  a  pal-o'-raine  ; 
but  if  any  swell  cove  wants  6  sacks  why,  1  always  charges 
him  seven  and  a  kick,  and  takes  care  always  to  knock  off 
all  the  top  lumps  aud  put  them  under  the  sacks  for  my- 
self, aud  that's  how  it  Is  I  does  so  well  because— 

I  rise  up  in  the  morning,  &c. 

Now  my  mare  she's  good  and  kind. 

Tho*.  poor  thing,  she  lias  gone  blind  :  :  . 

But  for  trotting  any  odds  on  herl'lllay;    ..V'  . 
Tho' I  knew  she's  getting  old. 
Still  shp's  worth  her  weight  in  field  : 

For,  she's  in  her  harness  fourteen  honrs  every  day. 
SpoKKH  :     And.  lord  love  you  !  ikn't  she  a  stunner  to 
go  !  you  ought  to  see  me,  and  Tom  and  Dick  aud  our  old 
women  when  we  are  going  for  a  drive  rouud  to  see 

Albert  de  Voy:  we  generally  give  bim  a  call  wlien  »» 
goes  down  the  Liea  Bridge  Road,  and  doesn't  ray  old  mare 
know  when  Sally  is  behind  her  see  her  trot— then  when 
we  gets  back.  I  put  tlie  mare  in  the  stable  aud  goes  into 
the  Bed  Lion,  has  a  little  drop,  goes  home  and  then- 

.  ..  I  rise  up  iu  the  morning,  Ac. 
^  fi  ^ 

The  Highwayman. 

,'    •   Written  for  and  Sung  by  £.  Mosedale.   ^ 
■     :,  Air  :    ^ho's  for  the  Bank  T 


In  the  good  (  ?  )  old  days  of  George  the  Third, 

When  Uigbwaymen  bald  sway  : 
"  Stand,  and  deliver  !  "  was  the  word, 

Upon  the  Sing's  highway. 
With  "  barkers  "  primed  and  gallant  steeds. 

O'er  Heunslow  Heath  they  rode,  ' 

And  always  on  the  poor  in  need 
Half  what  they  stole  bestowed.         j      .  ,  •• 

And  singing —  '     --. 

••  Hi— ho  '—Who's  for  the  road  t 

Claude  Du  Val.  and  bold  Paul  Clifford  ! 
Hi— Ho  l-Who's  for  the  road  t 
Make  all  travellers  pay  ! 

And  who  will  say— that,  in  their  day. 

They  were  all  in  rogue  s  ranks  ? 
They  risked  the  rope— and  did  not  slepa,  ,' 

Like  Managers  of  Bauin,  .       '' 

With  hundreds  of  poor  people's  cash, 

And  to  law  defiance  bid  : 
Who  far  more  deserves  pnnitbment   ^' ■ 

Than  bravo  Dick  Turpin  did  ! 
Tho'  he  sung— 


Hi— ho !— Ac 


They  called  mine  boat,  and  dmnk  the  toast. 

Themselves,  and  pistols  primed  : 
Then  rode  away.  Mails  to  waylay. 

When  midnight  hour  chimed* 
With  booty  rich  on  Country  roads. 

They  dashed  to  town  again  ; 
And  loudly  sung,  while  Uieir  glasses  rung. 

In  tho  "  Mint  "  and  Drury  Liane. 


HI— bo  !-tc. 


Dick  Turpin,  and  Qeorge  Barrington 

Were  rogues   I  won't  gainsay  ; 
But  they  can  stand  comparison 

With  some,  this  present  day  ! 
Steam.  Gas.  and  Electricity 

Has  stopped  the  little  game 
Of  highwaymen  :  yet  still  we  sea 

There's  plunderers  all  the  same  ! 
Tho'  they  dom't  cry- 
Well,  those  old  days  are  passed  away. 

And  let  us  fondly  hope 
Soon  there'll  be  no  more  thieves  at  all. 

And  no  more  Jack  Ketch's  rope. 
Those  highwaymen  were  not  Aix  bad, 

Who  swung  on  Tyburn  tree. 
Altho*  they  stole,  and  drained  the  bowl. 

And  laughed  and  snng  with  glee  : 


«■« 


II 


Poor  Old  Joe— Na  2. 

Snng  by  the  Christy  Minstrels. ' 


Hi-ho  !-Ae. 


Hi— ho !— &0. 


Gone  ai«the  days  -when  my  heart  waa  young  and  gay : 
Gone  arq  my  friends  from  the  cotton  fields  away  : 
Gone  fro(n  the  earth  to  a  better  laud  1  know — 
I  hear  their  gentle  Toioes  calling  1  "oor  OM  Joe  ! 
I'm  coining,  I'm  coming,  mv  head  is  bending  low, 
I  hear  ikeir  gentle  voices  cafling  i'oor  Old  Jo«  ! 

\V  by  A)  I  weep  when  my  heart  should  feel  no  }iain  ? 
"Why  d|o|l  sigh  that  my  friends  c*>iue  not  ^gain  y 

GrieviA^  for  forms  now  de|>«rted  long  ago 

I  hear  tl  teir  gentle  voices  calling  i'oor  OM  Joe  \ 

.,■;<*:'■.  I'm  coming,  it*. 

Where  are  the  Iteerts,  ono&so  liappy  and  so  five  ? 
The  ckildrcn  go  d»ar  that  I  lidd  u]H>n  my  knee  ? 

Gone  to  the  shore  where  my  soul  has  longed  to  go 

1  hear  their  gentle  voices  culling  I'oor  Old  Joe  ! 

I'lU  coming,  <tc. 


Has  c 


She  wa^  i 


I'll  Have  Your  Number./;    ,.,..: 

Sung  by  Sam  Bagnall.     j    :' •-•'_,'    .  ' 
at  Boosey  A  Co.,  4  Bond  Street,  Kew-Tork. 


■While  Wi  Iking  out  the  other  day.  a  pretty  girl  I  met : 


tr4e 


But 
I'Tegc 


,  ^iideed  a  charmer,  1  never  can  torget  : 
1_  fblloweid  her  for  near  a  unlo  and   to  my  great  surprise. 
She  smilingly  touched  a  knocker 

aud  Tanished  from  my  e.xes. 
cnoRi'S. 
9  got  the  number  th«  number,  the  number ; 
ct  the  number,  it  8  S84i  ^  ,  . 

Half  nkil  with  love.  I  called  a  cab,  and 

{  asked  him  for  to  drive 

To  nuijiier  3842  away  down  in  Cheaptidet 
Offhewrent  with  all  his  micht,  aud  drunk. 

[  -1  biivo  no  doubt. 

Upset  |i]^e  cab  aud  killed  the  horsn  and 

I   i  thiew  me  s'.ap  bang  out. 

I  I  But  I've  tot  his  iiuuibf  r,  Ac. 

While  ejnbraclng  mother  earth  a  Pi  cler  quickly  Fsid  : 
'•  MovpBu.  old  chap,  quickly,  too  or  I'll  punch  vburliend' 
And  the|re.  to  nien<t  tlio  matter,  this  moat  inhn'mau  0110 

Said  1  >^»«  drunk  and  could  not  stand,  and 

swore  ho'd  lock  111c  up. 
..^  I've  got  his  number.  4c. 

The  njob.  assembled  in  the  street  came  Jrsding  around. 
Soon  assisted  me  to  rise  from  off  the  filthy  ground. 
1  stood  like  one  bewildered,  und  nildiy  guzed  ahoiit. 
As  all  these  inhuman  dugs  like  demons, lioi lowed  out— 

I'vu  ^ot.  his  uuuiL;er,  Ac. 
■  >■  ^1    


1] 

I  mob. 


The  Smuggler's  Fate. 

Air  ;     Wiil  Watch. 
Musfci  at  Boosey  A  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Street,  Naw-Tork. 

I  '  *  •■    i-  '■■'   .-J  ■'*'.• 

A  smMgler's  skiff  was  sailing  1' 

n  swiftly  o'er  the  midnight  deep, 

And  till  h«r  hands  aboard  were  wrapt  in  quiet  aieep, 
Eice^tlthe  man  at  the  helm,  and  the  officer  on  deck.' 
Wholtja  distance  on  the  main  cspi<  il  a  little  speck  :     ' 
"  All  bauds  ou  deck  '.  be  quickly  crie<l. 

I  acutter  speeds  th, 6  way. 

And  Y«i  must  crowd  all  sail  to  roach 

the  wcU-lnown  bay.  " 


And 
But  ei'( 


iftly  o'er  the  silent  deep  the  little  smngt-'ler  ficw, 
ry  instant  to  her  foe  tho  cutter  ucaicr  drew  : 
But  DO  t  the  well-known  bay's  in  sight, 

I  each  heart  Leute  Liyh  with  I'oy— 

For,  would  the  cutler  t|ike  her  foe 

she  must  other  means  employ  : 
boat's  mauuod  willi  heroic  tais, 

who'll  eilLer  win  or  die  : 
ugglor  captain  knew  this  and 

then  was  besird  to  ei(,'h— 

The  (jo  iflict's  o'er,  the  captain's  talen  and 

J  in  a  dungeon  cist  : 

>i  his  judges  it's  decreed  that  day  sho.ild 

be  Lis  last  — 
in  his  tyrants  drag  him  forth,  and 

hang  him  up  iu  chains 
the  smuggler  captain  dies,  his 
_     ji  bosom's  racked  with  rail  E 

Ho  tl  lokight  ui>on  his  Mary  dear,  whom  he 

T»    X,  1    ...  .,     ,  had  left  at  bo:r;e  : 

He  t|c|ught  upon  his  Innocent  babes. 

who  must  face  the  world  alone  - 

m  iBi  m    


The 
The 


And 

..And 

But« 


Bime,  Borne,  BelL 

KOTJtD. 


Bime.  home   the  bel's  are  ringing. 

Come   come  .Twav  ; 
I  hear  their  distant  ringing,       •' 

Come,  come  away  ; 

Bime,  borne,  be:i,  j 

Bime,  borne.  belL 


Have  Ton  Seen  Sy  Sarah  ? 

Written.  Composed  knd  Snng  bj  Ooorge  Herbert. 
Matle  kt  Booae^  k  Co.,  4  Dond  Street,  Kew-York 


I  met  a  cliarnning  cre»tnr«>,  ye» 

In  the  Ptrintl,  tlie  otber  niKht : 
8h«  tjlxicpd  at  me  with  a  cluruiing  eye, 

UU  '  dear  me  '  what  delight— 
For  her  I  be^jan  to  sigh. 

I  thoiii>bt  no  one  wa«  fairer,  *..' 

And  abe  jilaiuly  tuld  me  that 

Her  name  waa  Anselluo  Sarah.  ' 

BpoiEif  .'  Tea  I  admired  that  Mr  creatnre  at  first 
aiqht  .  alie  w.is  gnzini;  intently  ou  a  faablonable  bonnet 
in  a  Milliuor  a  window.  I  strolled  careleasly  up  to  ber. 
niid  Raid  "That's  a  very  pietty  bnnoet.  Mi*s.  "  — of 
coiir8i>.  ahn  answered  :  "  Yes  '  "  I  said  :  "  Would  you 
liltfl  it  ?  "  she  answered  :  "  Yes.  "  Of  coarse,  no  woman 
ever  aald  no  to  a  Ijonnot— I  1  otiyUt  it,  aha  wore  It  for  the 
ulxht  and  — 

You  onsht  lo  sec  my  Sarah, 

8arah    Harah  : 
You  oURlit  to  are  my  Sarah  : 
For,  ■  Dice  youug  giri  is  she. 

]  aaked  if  ahe  waa  alngle, 

Hhe  quickly  answered:   "  Yea  i  " 
She  looked  just  like  an  angel— 

Aa  her  neck  I  did  caress. 
My  love  bei;an  to  kindle. 

When  I  kissed  that  fair  girl's  cheek — 
She  promiaed  for  to  meet  me 

This  time  next  Tueaday  week. 

Yoo  ongkt  to  aee,  ko. 

When  the  day  »rriTed  to  meet  her. 

To  the  spot  I  soon  did  tear  i 
But  think  of  my  surpriie, 

Ko  Sarah  had  been  there  !         ' 
1  waited  fur  une  hour. 

But  my  deceiver  did  not  come  ; 
Oh  '  I  tore  1117  hair  and  swore 

That  I  d  been  mist  crnelly  done. 

SroKE.f  :  Ah  '  that  blow  nearly  broke  my  hetrt— 
Sarah,  the  one  for  whom  I  only  cared,  cruelly  deceived 
me— oh  '  you  women  wbat  will  yon  have  to  answer  for  ? 
but  try  and  make  amends,  by  telling  me  this— 

Ub  :  have  you  seen,  he. 

If  there's  any  girl,  to-night  ^      • 

Would  like  lue  for  a  bean, 
I'd  do  my  best  to  please  her,  '  ;       ,        •  -; 

I  can  atilch  .ind  I  can  aew ;  "' 
If  any  girl  here  would  like 

Ti  settle  down  fur  life.  '    '~' 

Let  ber  elep  up  ou  this  platform. 
And  make  mo  a  charming  wife. 
Spokeh  :     Now.  my  dear  girla  I  am  going,  going  to 
the  Qrat  bidder,  don't  be  backward— there's,  dear  gtrls— 
and  if  any  of  you  will  b«  my  partner,  why,  I'll  promise 
you — 

I'll  never  more  see,  Ac. 


f' 


^^*^t~ 


The  Bising  Snn. 

Mosie  «t  Boosey  k  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Street,  Nsw-Tork. 


On  a  rocky  cliff  I  stood. 

And  the  ocean  washed  its  base 
A  pix>8pect  broad  and  good 

'1  h«  grateful  eye  could  trace. 
Not  a  cloud  obscured  the  sky, 

'1  he  dawn  was  bright  and  fair, 
liatnre  slumbering  seemed  to  lie 

Unruflfled  by  the  air. 

In  the  east,  the  rising  sun 

Displays  his  golden  crest. 
His  daily  race  lie  had  begun 

Toward  the  glowing  west. 
O'er  the  waters  of  the  deep 

His  glittering  rays  he  sued, 
While  the  sparkling  billows  leap 

From  out  their  liquid  bed. 

S«e  where  briglit  Aurora  twines 

Her  tresses  round  hor  brow, 
As  the  riigg«'d  l<»fty  pines 

\\  itli  aduiiration  wiw — 
D«wy  ini.''t.'»,  in  sportive  pfctVi 

'Iheir  glittering  veils  unfold. 
Like  happy  spirits  tlee  away 

In  tints  of  molten  gold.- 

Centle  zephyrs  float  around 

And  murmuring  surges  meet. 
Blending  their  notes  of  sound 

In  music  wild  and  i*w«tt. 
How  the  grateful  bosom  burnt   . . 

With  wonder  and  of  love. 
As  the  sold  in  rapture  turned 

To  brighter  saenes  above  ! 


the  Copper. 


I'm  rotng  to  telj  a  story, 

'Iho  truth  of  which  I  know. 
Of  Mary  Anne,  a  servant  girl. 

Whose  swi'Ct-heart'8  name  waa  Joe. 
Of  Iter  miatressand  her  six-roomed  honse 

8bn  was  by  no  means  pmnd  : 
For.  'twas  one  ojf  those  strict  places. 

Where    "  tio  roixowEBS  abc  allowcd.  ' 

I  heard  her  once  relate 

How  ber  miatress  the  did  do  : 
One  ovpDing,  when  her  Joseph  came — 

And  he  was  uigh  DOHK.  too- 
One  night,  aaldisbe,  my  mlaaus  went 

Qu.te  early  tq  the  play. 
And  just  as  if  it  was  to  b«,  ;' 

Uy  Joseph  ca>ue  that  way.  ■.''■' 

Be  threw  atones  at  the  window —  '' 

I  ope'd  the  area  gale. 
And  let  bim  In,  and  laid  the  cloth 

For  supper,  ere 'twas  late. 
As  nice  a  bam  as  e'er  you  clapped 

Your  two  eyes  on.  we'd  there. 
And  as  Inck  wdnid  have  it  on  that  day. 

The  man  bad  brought  the  beer  ! 

When  all  at  once  came  Mlaaus  back — 

Wliatever  should  I  do  T 
(  She'd  changed  her  mind  about  the  play  : 

So  <lonn  the  stairs  I  flow. 
Poor  Jusoph  creeping  like  a  c.tt 

Into  the  copper  slid. 
(  Ah  :  lucky  thought  '  )— but  how  I  felt 

As  I  popped  down  the  lid. 

Then  down  came  Missus,  and  said  the  : 

"  We  wash  to-morrow  morn— 
You'd  better  light  the  copper  fire. 

And  make  the  water  warm.  " 
I  nearly  dropped  down  with  affright : 

13ut  I  was  forced  to  go 
And  dip  the  wStrtr,  which  I  poured 

Into  the  copper,  on  poor  Joe. 

I  whispered  to  dear  Joseph, 

Aa  the  flrat  pail  roused  his  ire,  r- 

"  Don't  never  mini  the  water,  dear, 

I  won't  make  up  much  fire.  " 
My  missus  brought  the  lucifer, 

Ami  1  waa  forced  to  atrike  it. 
And  to  light  the  fire— while  poor  Joe 

Kicked  as  if  he  didn't  like  it. 

I  really  sank  while  he  got  hot. 

When  a  thotigbt  came  in  my  head— 
Saya  I  :  "  Mnm.  since  yon  have  been  ont. 

One  of  your  fowla  is  dead.  " 
She  took  the  candle  in  ber  hand, 

And  by  its  flickering  glimmer, 
Joe  bolted  up  tiie  area  steps. 

Just  as  he  b4i,'an  to  simhew  " 


/ 


/ 


The  Victim  of  Love. 


I  BEOITATIVE. 

Angelina  '  my  chickabiddy.  I 

calls  npon  Angelina  !  Angelina  ! 
A  Bobby  hears  and  says  :  "  Move  ou  I  " 
Hia  coiMic  Voice  repeals  the  name  around. 
And  with  "  Augeliij*  "  all  the  streets  rononnd. 

AIR. 
A  damsel  there  dwells  iu  a  court  down  in  Stepney, 

In  diKgracofiii  appaiel  sh«  ever  ia  dreat  : 
Tbia  fair  <  ne  I  loved,  and  I  aiktd  ber  to  have  me  : 

"  Oh  '  have  me.  swuet  gender,  and  I  aball  be  blest.  " 
"  Ah  '.  nay.  courteous  masculine,  tho  dear  one  replied, 

This  virgiu  don't  mean  to  be  not  no  man's  bride.  " 
So  I'm  the  victim  of  love.  I'm  the  victim  of  love. 
There's  uo  curu  for  coosamptlon  nor  the  victim  of  love  ! 

"  Yet  stsy.  scrumptious  maid   like  a  t>eautiful  qnpcn  : 
Yuu  shall  dross  it)  fine  calico,  silks,  laces  and  shawls, 

You  shall  ever  wear  the  thingamys. 

and  your  dear  crinolino 
Shall  bo  three  tiiues  as  big  as  Ihn  dome  of  St.  Paul's.  " 

"  Ah  '  nay.  Simple  Simon    she  answered  so  cool. 
I'd  rather  keep  aiugle^han  amalgnmale  with  a  fool.  " 

So  I'm  the  victim  of  love.  I'm  the  victim  of  love, 

There's  uo  cure  for  dislocation  of  t|ju 

vortebrc  nor  the  victim  of  love  ! 

"  Angelina,  said  I,  put  an  rnd  to  my  woes. 

Ob  !  luy  bnzzuin's  a  buriitlnt;.  nay  cut  me  not  short.  " 
But  all  that  hI^c  did  wan  to  tuiu  np  I.er  nose. 

And  waKU'UK  hrr  t.iil.  aho  then  naltzed  down  the  court 
Like  a  liltchled  yoiiQK  flower   expire  i  shall  : 

For.  I'd  caat  my  iiifections  on  that  there  young  gal— 
So  I'm  the  victim  of  love    I'm  thn  victim  of  lovo. 
There's  uo  cure  but  extinction  for  the  victim  of  love  '. 

—  i>i  ^ 


Then  Art  Mine  Own,  Love. 


Thnn  art  mine  own,  love,  how  can  I  bear  to  part  T 
That  th<>u  hist  ail  my  heart,  dearest,  believe  '. 
Thou  hist  ihl"  Houl  of  nrnc-  so  wholly  Is  It  tbin^, 
'Iha;  1  c.u  lovo  no  (nie  but  ihcc  alonu. 

Blue  is  tlip  tloweret  called  tbe  '•  Foreet-rae-uot— " 
Ab  '  lay  it  on  thy  heart  aud  think  of  me— 
Shonld  hope  falo  with  the  flowers  love's 

wealth  aball  still  I  e  onrs. 


That  will  remain  with  me,  deareat,  believe  ! 

Were  I  a  bird,  lorn,  soon  would  I  fly  to  thee.— 
Falcon  nor  hawk  to  me  should  terror  bring  : 
If  shot  by  liuntsraan's  band.  I  at  thy  f>>et  lay  dead,  ; 
If  thou  one  tear  woul'at  shed  gladly  I'd  die  '. 


GlaM-With  Care. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Waller  BamoU 
Mnsic  at  Boosey  k  Co.,  Ko.  4  Bond  Street,  New- York. 


Some  little  time  ago,  I  did  to  Margate  go.  -  t 

By  a  very  cheap  thlrd-clars  excursion  train  : 
Tliere  was  suoh  anawfnlrush,  and  an  overwhelming  crush. 

That  I  vowed  I  never  would  travel  so  sgaiu. 
For  an  hour  I  bad  to  wait,  pushed  up  against  a  crate, 

And  I  leant  against  it  faint  for  want  of  air  : 
When  iu  letters  large  and  black,  there 

came  off  npon  my  back 

A  label  that  was  printed  :  "  Olaas— with  care.  " 

CHORUS.  J 

Oh  '  I  never  shall  forget  what  a  quiuing  I  did  get. 

On  tbe  day  that  I  was  labelled  :  "  Oiaas— with  care. 

At  lenght— annoyed  and  flushed— into  my  place  I  rushed. 

And  found  a  third  class  carriage  not  a  Joiie  : 
'Twixt  a  sweep,  not  over  clean,  and  a  lx>y  about  fourteen. 

I  was  smothered  by  their  bad  tobacco  smoke  : 
But  the  train  went  pretty  fast,  snd  we  arrived  at  lart— 

But  of  the  fact  I  atill  was  unaware 
That  a  label  ou  my  back  aunouncetl,  in  letters  black. 

"  Keep  this  side  up.  "  aud  "l-'ragile— Olass — with  care.  " 

Oh  !  1  never,  kc. 

Arrived  on  tbe  Parade,  an  exclieraent  quite  I  made, 

1  wns  mobbed  by  a  crowd  I  pcarce  could  pa>'S 
And  Ihu  little  b<jys  all  cried,  as  they  around  me  hied  : 
*  I  siy.  Bill,  looli  '   liere's  a  noiiaii  made  of  t:lars.  " 
I  w(>nderod  wbat  they  mo  :>ut.  as  on  the  licr  I  ncnt. 

And  I  he  ird  a  pcc-top  wliiskere  1  fellow  siy  ; 
"  Aw  :. if  there  were  a  xmusb   aw  '  what  an  uw ful  cwaah. 
And  what  a  lot  of  glass  tu  sweep  away  '.  " 

Ob  1  I  never,  &c. 

Whichever  way  I  went,  all  seemed  on  laughter  bent. 

And  said  :    ■  W'hit  fun  !  11a  !  ha  I  aud  what  a  lark  !  " 
"  'I  here  tbe  glass  of  fashion  goes  :  "  caid 

a  swell  with  tarned-up  noso. 

And  I  beard  another  fait  young  man  reiuark  : 
"  'Twas  nothing  more  or  less  than  Iwore  a  glace  drrss.  " 

Another  said    "  I  had  a  olasst  stare.  " 
When  a  i,'entlemanly  chap  did  mo  ou  the  thouhler  lap. 

Aud  told  ue  I  was  labelled  :  "  Olass-with  ^re  " 

Oh  :  1  never  &c. 

The  truth  I  then  found  ont,  and 

the  crowd  they  gave  a  shout. 

When  the  gentleman  he  offered  me  his  arm. 
And  that  same  day.  nn  leistund   he  offered  mo  his  hanl 

And  his  heart,  and  a  pretty  little  farm. 
In  a  fortnight  we  were  wed,  and  eter  aiuce  he's  said 

Be  tbinl'S  nie  the  fairest  «f  the  fair, . 
And  all  his  time  bell  pass  with  me.  his  darling  hus, 

And  he  treats  his  dear  gojd-luoking-gl  'ss  wiiu  caio 

Oh  !  I  neviT,  4c. 


Thon  Art  Drinking  Still :       f 

OB    THE    HUSBAND'S    COMPLAIXT. 
Written  by  Elliott  Brenchley-Air  :    Tbe  Bright  Smile. 


It  is  years  we've  married  been,  J 

.^nd  you've  ne'er  been  sober  yet  :         1 
Daily  drinking  y^u  are  seen, 

Whilst  your  children  you  forget — 
Every  chance  to  drink  yon  grab, 

^  ou  can  guzzle  hot  or  cold, 
AikI  fi'om  ott"  the  i)ri'cious  hub 

Every  stitch  of  rng  3-011' ve  sold. 

CllOllUS. 

Every  day,  for  j'cnrs,  I've  known 
Voti  to  drink  nj^uiintit  my  will  : 

III  tile  otilar  now  aloiio. 

I  hou  urt  drinking,  drinking  slilL' 

Oft  yviu've  pawned  my  watch  and  chainj  ■; 

I've  redeemed  it  o  er  and  o'er  :  I 

Now  my  ring  you've  Fold  again, 

I  can  ne'er  forgive  you  more. 
I  have  culiiie<l  llie  angry  storm 

That  would  rise  within  my  breast 
When  you've  proniist<i  to  reform, 

I  have  put  you  to  tlie  tef  t. 

Kvery  day,  for  jeara,  .Ic- 

All  the  furniture  is  gone,    ' 

Not  a  single  stick  is  left — 
I  am  treated  now  with  scorn, 

^  ouvc  my  heart  of  love  bereft— 
I  (■(111  Mcvi  r  iiior.'  forgive, 

'Gainst  thee  I  have  stoned  my  heart 
Now  with  thee  I  cannot  live, 

but  we  must  for  ever  part  ! 

livery  day,  for  years,  Ac. 
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;:  ;  ?:      Brigham  Toung, 

And  His  Five  and  Forty  Wives. 

Maslc  at  Boosey  &  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Street,  Kew-Tork. 


Now  Brlf^ham  TonnR  was  a  Horbold, 

And  le.idcr  of  the  roaring  rams. 
And  shepherd  of  a  Jot  of  fine  tnb  shMp, 
And  a  nice  lot  of  pretty  little  Iamb*. 
Oh'!  he  lives  with  his  five  and  forty  wires. 

In  the  city  of  the  arekt  Salt  Lake. 
Whore  they  breed  and  they  swarm  like  bene  On  k  farm, 
And  cackle  like  a  duck  to  a  drake. 

CR0KU8.         •  "^v.  ' 
Ob  !  Brigham,  Brigham  Younc. 

It's  a  miracle  how  you  survive. 
With  your  roaring  rams  and  pretty  little  Umba, 
And  your  five  and  forty  wlTes ! 

Number  frrty  fire  is  aboQt  sixteen. 

Number  one  la  sixty  and  three. 
And  they  make  snob  a  riot — how  he  keeps  them  quiet. 

It's  a  iloivnripbt  myotery  to  me  : 
Fir.  ihey  clatter  and  tliey  chow,  and  Jaw,  Jaw,  Jaw, 

And  each  has  a  different  desire  : 
It  would  aid  tlie  renown  of  the  best  shop  In  town 

To  snpply  them  witb  half  they  require. 

Oh  !  Brigham,  &c. 

Now  Brigbam  Tonng  was  a  stout  man  once. 

But  now  he's  thin  and  old. 
And  I'm  sorry  to  state  he's  bald  on  the  pate. 

Which  once  had  a  covering  of  gold. 
Fur.  his  oldest  wives  won't  have  white  wool. 

And  his  young  ones  won't  have  red  : 
8o  with  tearing  it  out,  taking  tarn  and  tarn  abont. 

They've  torn  all  the  hair  off  bis  bead. 

Ob  ;  Brigham,  Jto. 

Now  his  oldest  wives  sing  psalms  all  day, 

And  tUe  young  ones  all  eing  songs. 
And  atiioiigst  such  a  crowd,  be  Ins  it  prettj  toad, 

They're  as  noisy  as  China  Gongs. 
And  when  ihey  advance  for  a  Mormon  dance. 

He's  filled  with  the  direst  alarms  : 
For  they're  sure  to  end  the  nlgbt  In  a  tabernacle  fight. 

To  see  who  shall  be  rolled  in  bis  arms. 

Oh  !  Brigbam,  kc. 

Now  there  never  was  such  a  man  as  Brigbam  Zoong, 

So  curious  an^l  queer  if  his  Joys  are  double, 
Be  has  a  trihle  lot  of  trouble 

And  it  gains  on  him  year  by  year. 
Vt  s.  he  sits  in  state,  and  bears  bis  fkte 

In  a  sort  of  Remi' saintly  way  : 
If  hn's  ime  wife  to  bury,  he's  another  one  to  marry. 

And  a  new  child  born  every  day. 

Oh  !  Brigbam,  &c. 

Now,  if  any  gentleman  here  envys  Brigbam  Tonng— 

Let  him  go  to  the  Great  Salt  Lake. 
And  if  he  has  the  leisure  to  enjoy  his  pleasure, 

Ilo'il  find  it  a  grand  mistake. 
One  wife  at  a  time,  so  says  my  rhyme, 

Is  enough— there's  no  denial — 
So  belure  you'd  strive  to  be  lord  of  forty-ftre. 

Take  two  fur  a  luonth  on  trial. 

Oh  '  Brigbam,  &c. 
m  i»i  m   

The  Barber. 

Sung  by  Miss  Annie  Adams— Air  :    Xbe  babbe. 

A  Barber  loved  a  cbarmer  named  Maria  :   / 

Slio  left  a  pain  here  at  his  side  : 
Shu  wus  all  luorial  could  desire. 

bho  vowed  that  she  would  bo  his  bride  { 
Fi'i'm  him  she  never  would  bo  parteS — 

Oh',  liow  lior  words  he  had  believed  ! 
With  frenzy  his  brain  it  now  has  started  : 

For,  cruelly,  crneily  he  lias  been  deceived. 
CHORUS. 
She's  jilted  the  Barber,  the  Barber,  tho  Barber  . 

.Mail  is  the  Biirbor,  he  feels  his  brain  on  fire  : 
Sleh  jilied  the  B;irber.  the  Barber,  the  Barber  ; 

Mad  now  ia  the  liarber,  yes  !  mad  is  the  Barber, 
And  all  Ibis  thro'  false  M.rla. 

The  first  time  she  went  into  bis  shop. 

Ah  ;  iiie.  Iw)  fi-lt  to  strange  and  queer  : 
Her  bright  eyes  thoy  nearly  made  him  drop  J 

Her  hair  it  hung  right  down  to  here  ; 
He  dressed  it.  und  from  tjiat  moment. 

Wounded  be  wns  by  Ctfjiid's  dart  : 
Wliat  ho  cm  off  be  tieany  cherished — 

Ue  wears  it,  ye«  '  he  wears  it  next  his  heart. 

She's  jilted  ibe  Barber,  &o. 

Ho  never  ma<1e  the  slightest  charge. 

So  the  fair  one  often  lame  : 
With  love  he  felt  his  heart  grow  large, 

Ue  told  his  love  and  not  in  vain. 
Slio  named  the  day    »h  !  blissful  moment '. 

With  j'jy  he  could  have  danced  a  fling—  ;' 

Hacked  in  his  heart  with  crnel  torment 

lo  find  she  is  a  false  deceitful  thing, 

She's  jilted  the  Barber,  &c. 

When  he  found  out  she  loved  another. 

His  heart  it  felt  ten  million  blows. 
He  cut  nil  the  ha  r  off  (ne  man's  head. 

And  ii'OU  iiii  inch  fn>iu  off  (mother's  nose  ; 
Oflcu.  with  rasor  in  his  band, 

Uis  torrow  with  madness  senda  biin  raving. 
His  ciintoiiioia  his  woes  can't  understand. 

And  strange  to  say,  they  never  now  want  shaving— 

She's  jilied  the  Birl>«r.  Ac. 


My  SquI  is  Dark.iS?i^' 

ByC.  E.  Phillips. 


My  soul  is  dark —  ^  - 

Oh  !  quickly  string  tlie  harp 
I  yet  can  brook  to  hear, 

And  let  thy  gentle  fingers  fling 
Its  gentle  murmurs  o'er  mine  ear. 
If  in  this  hearV  a  hope  l>e  dear. 

That  sound  shall  charm  it  forth  again  ; 
If  in  these  eyes  there  lurk  a  tear, 

'Twin  flow,  and  cease  to  burn  my  brain, 

'Twill  flow,  and  cease  to  burn  my  brain. 

But  bid  the  strains  be  wild  and  deep. 

And  let  thy  notes  of  joy  be  first  : 
I  tell  thee,  minstrel,  i  must  weep. 

Or  else  this  heavy  heart  will  burst  : 
For,  it  liath  been  by  sorrow  nursed. 

And  arched  in  sleepless  silence  long. 
And  now  'tis  doomed  to  know  the  worst. 

And  break  at  once  or  yield  to  song, 
.    And  break  at  once  or  yield  to  song. 


Mine  Own  Suzan  Jane. 

Sung  by  James  Hillier.  . 


I  hope  yon'U  excnae  but  I  look  in  to  see         ,    " 
If  Somebody's  here  dat'e  belonging  to  me  ; 
I  vander  and  I  vonder.  Oh  '.  vhere  can  she  be. 

Mine  own  loaf,  mine  tear  Suzan  Jane  ? 
Shweet  Suzan  Jane  Yas  to  be  dis  German's  vife. 
Be  pride  of  mine  hearts,  and  de  joys  of  mine  life  : 
But  now  miue  poor  head,  and  mine  bosom's  all  abtrife. 

Thro'  de  loss  of  miue  own  Suzan  Jane. 
CHORUS. 
Den  Oh  !  vhere  ehall  I  go  ?  and.  Oh  !  vbat  shall  I  do  7 
To  find  mine  own  loaf  vhat  I  tink  vas  so  true, 
Mit  her  prite  eyes  so  red.  and  her  hair  all  so  pine  ? 

Ob  :  vy  did  miue  Jo.if  run  avay,  Stuan  Jaue  t 

Her  Sonrkront  von  Splattundietcb  das  is  mine  name  : 
And  ven  Suzan  Jane  first  to  Germany  came. 
She  set  all  mine  hearts  mit  loaf  in  von  flame. 

Such  beauty  I  never  did  caw — 
I  ehmiled  upon  her.  and  she  shmiled  upon  me. 
1  asked  her  :  if  vrow  Splattundietcb  she  vould  be  ? 
Slie  said  :  ■■  Tar  !  "  and  den,  soon  ve  both  did  agree 

'Ve  never  vould  part  anymore  ! 

Bat,  Ob  !  vbere  shall  I  go  T  kc. 

Sometime  she  Tonld  go  to  der  Gartens  to  dance  : 
Dere  a  vonce  saw  von  Englishman  give  her  sly  glance, 
And  der  next  time  I  go,  bah  !  I  see  him  by  chance 

Give  Ton  kiss  to  miue  own  Suzan  Jane. 
Oh  '.  ten  tousand  tuiiders  !  I  seiae  on  bim  clothes. 
And  he  come  scratch  mine  head,  and  den  blow  mine  nose  : 

Den  be  tarn  me  all  over,  and  den  off  be  goes 
Avay  mit  mine  own  Suzan  Jane — 

Den,  Ob  !  There  shall  I  go  ?  he, 

'Ven  I  meets  dis  robber  ha  '  let  bim  have  care — 
I'll  call  him  von  tief  and  I'll  pall  all  his  hair  ! 
And  as  for  de  franlien— to  me  she  so  tear^ 

I  can't  hurt  mine  own  Susan  Jane — 
I'll  vander  to  llnd  ber  untill  I  do  drop  : 
Den  I'll  CO  to  your  ••  Monament,  "  dere  I  will  sbtop. 
Throw  mineself  from  de  bottom  right  np  to  de  top, 

And  shmash  for  mine  own  Snzan  Jane  ! 

But.  Ob  '.  vbere  shall  I  go  ?  &c. 


Love  Thee,  Dearest ! 

Love  thee,  deareist,  love  thee  ! 

Yes,  by  yonder  star  I  swear,  . 
Which  thro'  tears  above  thee 
tihines  so  sadly  fair. 
Tho' too  oft  dim, 
'Willi  tears  like  him. 
Like  him  my  truth  will  shine. 
And  love  thee,  dearest,  love  thee  ! 
Yes— till  death  I'm  thine. 

Leave  thee,  dearest,  leave  thee  ! 

No— that  star  is  not  more  true  : 
■When  my  vows  deceive  thee, 
,  He  will  wander,  too. 
''A  cloud  of  night    '  "■  ■ 

May  veil  his  light. 
And  death  shall  darken  mine, 
But  leave  thee,  dearest,  leave  thee  ! 
No— till  death  I'm  thine. 


A  man  telling  about  a  wonderful  parrot  hanging 
in  a  cage  from  tlie  window  of  a  house  which  he  had 
often  pnfsed,  said  : 

"  It  cries  Stop  thief!  bo  natural,  that  every 
time  I  hear  it   I   always  stop.  '" 


W 
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Our  Own  Sweet  Thonghts. 

[own  sweet  thobghts,  they  come  and  go, 
|ke  nn<iel  visits  to  the  soul  ; 

round  our  hearts  in  gladnesa  flow, 
id  all  our  acts  control  ; 
meiii'rios  bring  of  early  dayk," 
if  childhood's  loved  and  gentle  hour*, 
|i^n  life  was  young  and  ail  our  ways 
\tere  strewn  with  buds  and  flowers,     f      . 

Ill  own  pwtet  Ihonghts  we  only  ih&re 
\]  ith  those  we  love  and  love  to  bless  : 


Wjeibroatlie  them  only  when  and  where 

'Ihey  fall  on  tenderness  ; 
Tfcty  are  to  us  of  far  more  worth 

^'iOlian  glittering  gems  of  purest  ray  : 
Ttd  dearest  things  of  all  on  earth, 

C  ur  own  eweet  thoughts  to-day. 


Come  to  Me,  Loved  One.         -^ 

W^ilds  by  Wm.  Howitt— Music  by  Carl  Brdin. 

Come  tOiHie,  loved  one,  from  thy  heav'n  descending, 

Couie  iti  me  softly,  witli  the  falling  dews  ; 
■Come  w'&e|n  the  shadows  and  tlie  lights  are  blending, 
And  th4  heart  fondly  all  its  past  renews. 
Come  M  me,  loved  one,  as  I  ait  and  muse. 

Cyprus  :     Come  to  me,  loved  one,  loved  one. 
Come  to  me,  loved  one,  lov«d  one. 

Come  to  me,  come  to  me, 
Come  to  me,  loved  one,  loved  one. 

Come  to  ne.  loved  one,. when  the  breese  is  sighing, 
And  tp(^  fair  sky  shines  with  a  lovely  light :  -  -    - 

'When  lujN'  ng  lips  to  loving  words  replying,       '      ■■-'' 
Wake  )e  en  this  cloudy  world  divinely  bright. 
Come  t)  me,  loved  one,  let  our  souls  anite. 

Come,  v^jhen  days  darken,  when  the  storms  are  raving, 
AVhenl friends  are  passing,  and  the  heart  is  low  : 

Come,  wiben  the  soul  is  sick,  and  inly  craving 

For  wiiit  it  hojies  and  dreams  and.  fain  would  know. 
Come  U)  me,  loved  one,  in  thy  star  like  glow. 


•-••►-^ 


The  Beggar  Girl.  I 


Over  tbei  monntain  and  over  tbe  moor. 
Hungry  and  bare-foot  I  wander  forlorn  ]  / 

My  fatber  is  dead,  and  my  mother  is  poor. 
And  (be  grieves  for  tlie  days  that  will  never  return. 

Pity,  kiqd  gentlemen,  friends  of  humanity- 
Cold  iblows  the  wind   and  the  night's  coining  on  : 

Give  nlle'some  food  for  my  mother — for  charity — 
Give  ine  some  food,  and  then  I  will  be  gone.  .  , 

Call  m«  not  lazy-back  beggar,  and  bold-eaongh — 

Fainiwjould  1  learn  both  to  knit  and  to  sew— 
I've  tw()  little  brothers  at  home  :  when  they're  old  enougb. 

They  Will  work  hard  for  the  gif  s  you  bestow. 
Pity.  Idnd  gentlemen,  friends  of  humanity —  *       ", 

Cold  jbjows  the  » iud.  and  tbe  night's  coming  on  : 
Give  mejEome  food  for  my  mother— fur  charity — 

Give'nte  Eome  food,  and  then  I  will  be  gono. 

Tbink.'wbile  yon  revel  so  careless  and  free. 


SecuJ-e 


Shooldl  <  jrtuue  so  change  it.  how  bard  would  it  be 


Tob4<i 


from  the  wind,  and  well-clothed  and  fed. 


at  a  door  for  a  morsel  of  bread 


Pity,  lijii  d  gentlemen,  friends  of  humanity — 
Cold  b  ows  tho  wind,  and  the  night's  coming  on  : 

Give  n  e  some  food  for  my  mother— for  charity 

Give  uie  some  fjod,  and  then  I  will  be  gone. 

-7 —  ■•■^    • 

The  Sweet  Little  Village.         •   '■ 

Onr  vi  Ifge  is  surely  the  sweetest  on  earth  ; 

spot  1  delight  in,  it  lirst  gave  lue  birth  : 
are  our  streamlets,  so  verdant  our  shades, 
are  our  youth,  and  to  fair  are  oiir  maids. 
CHORDS. 
!j  the  dear  little  village  in  which  I  was  born  ! 
:  the  eweet  little  village  in  which  I  was  bom  ! 

Onr  gtlo'^es  are  so  cool,  and  so  fertile  our  fields—   ■  • 
So  rlcM   8  the  fruits  that  kind  Providence  yields  •     " 
Our  latx^r  is  light— though  our  lands  a'O  well  tilled  : 
From  Wbence  both  our  barns  and  our  pockets  are  filled. 
Ob  :  tbe  dour  little  village,  &c. 

Our  lojria  are  sincere,  onr  affections  are  Ktrong. 
Onr  w|ne8  are  all  old.  and  our  girls  are  all  young- 
Then,  Iwhy  should  we  ever  for  happiness  roam. 
Whentne've  women  ai.d  wine,  with  contentii  eut  nt  b'lnp? 
Oh  :  the  dear  little  village  &c. 


The 


enn«  of  being  rich — having  poor  relations. 
— e  of  l>oing  poor— having  rich  ones. 


.  *  ■^■f.: »  •  ■  . 


^       .■;.•■    ■'■■<-\! 
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THK     SII^OCB'S    JOURHTAL.. 


The  liOver's  Alphabet 

Will  ten  l>y  J.  A.  Uardwick. 

Snng  by  C.  Sauiou  »ud  C.  i.  Wilkint. 

Music  Rt  Booaej  k  Co.,  No.  4  Dond  Street,  New- York. 


r\«  an  mnvj  •«e«t-ht»rta,  I  don't  know  what  to  do— 
Fniii»  A  to  Z  tbeir  namea  range  it's  trne. 
I  •',111  Hce  I  iiil^ht  wed  either,  plain  a*  A  B  C  : 
t'»r,  all  love  truly  and  want  to  marry  ma. 
CHORUS. 
I'm  piizz'ed  in  my  mind,  can't  make  it  np  yet. 
I  rerpiexed  wUicb  to  choose  of  the  whole  Alphabet. 

I      A  for  Ausnliua.  ao  angel  in  disRnixe  : 

I       ■     Amiable  .ind  affable,  auburn  hair,  and  azure  eyes 

[      B  brilllnDt  Ueliuda   beauty  of  the  ball  - 

I  UvltvT  1  ahould  lUe  it,  if  abe  dldu't  flirt  with  all. 

I 

C  la  Cl.tra— I  declare  her  charmiiiR  of  all  : 

I  Rlioiild  are  my  way  clearer.  Clara  mine  to  call. 

V  for  Do.a-I  adore  her,  ahe's  dnehiUK  and  iliviite, 
j  Iiiitiful,  delighting,  and  doesn't  uio  decline. 

£  is  Eiiiiiia— at  a  patty  the  beaux  all  hem  her  in 

Ami  Kmiueliue,  to  Emma  Lean  I  may  till  her  I  win. 

F  fir  Flora   faaciiiatiuK   fanciful,  a'nd  fair: 
111  a  second  floor,  her  I  admire  there. 

I     O  for  Oraco-  ahe's  all  grace,  with  (rriciona  smiling  face  : 
I  should  think  it  meet  if  I  could  say  My  Utacs. 
H  is  Honor— on  my  honor,  truly  I  can  »ay, 
'  Ou  Iter  I  am  duating,  every  night  and  day. 

I      I  is  IiKZ— to  her  hif;hue!S  oft  I  liow  my  knee  : 

8lie'!<  inuocout.  iiiduatriotis   and  biixy  as  a  bee. 
J  fur  J'  ne|<hine— when  I  call  lirr  my  hrart'a  queen. 
tihv  s  lucily  replies  :  "  N'o  :  not  fur  Joi-ephine  !  ' 

K  for  Kitty,  kind  rnd  Renerons  :  if  I  can  K.itty  cet. 
Like  a  caretul  soldier.  I'll  take  care  <'f  luy  Kit. 
'  L  ia  lovely  Lil.v.  like  lllioa  of  the  vale 

Betiring  and  modest,  and  intereutiDg  paie. 

M  is  niy  MatlMa— tbo'  alie'a  not  mine  as  yet. 

I  II. ay  piefer  Mary.  Minnie.  'Mad^e.  or  Margaret        i 
N  for  NaiiRhiy  Nelly.  I  know  very  well  : 

Thu'  no  CampaBologist,  I'd  Uiie  tu  ring  a  (  k  )  nelU 

O  oh  :  aweet  Ophelia  '  a  pretty  little  thing. 

Puts  me  111  uiiud  or  Hamlet,  whpii  1  hear  tier  sing. 
I      P  pretty  Pi  udeuce— ami  pnideiioe  nhiaperst  Sir. 
!  Y<  u  will  be  acting  prudent  if  ^ou  w.irry  her. 

Q  is  ih"  Question   and  I  sh.ill  put  it  quick 

\Vheu  quite  I've  uiadn  my  mind  up  which  one  to  pick. 
R  is  Ro*c-ii  sweet  rose,  an<l  >h>'  has  an  se 
i        A  fl.iuie  in  uiy  bosom  that  coniiuually  glonrs. 

S  is  Sancy  Susan— I  can  htt  with  a  look 

Site  wou't  t>e  forsaken   if  I  am  (ur  Siiko  (  sook   ) 

T  there's  a  Teazrr,  and  she  won't  do  for  me  : 

Nor  I'abitha — for  foud  of  a  Tabby  she  may  be. 

U  is  Una — she's  unique,  tho'  at  her  I  could  atorm  : 
For   Una  is  too  loud  of  the  soldiers  una  form. 

V  is  Violet— she's  violet  and  vexing,  holding  forth, 

Sbe  might  pour  upon  me  the  viol  of  ber  wrath. 

W  for  Winuifred.  with  ber  winnlnR  ways  : 

Woo  ber  ami  win  ber  I  may.  oiie  of  these  days. 
X  you  will  excuse   xc«pt  Us  to  x-preas. 
'Ih<-y  aio  all  xcelleut.  with  beauty  in  excess. 

T  for  Young  Cupid,  the  master  of  the  field. 

And  tho  young  beauty  to  whom  my  heart  I'll  ytald. 

Z  the  zc<al  with  which  I'll  love  her  wheu  we're  wed. 

Now  you  know  my  sweet-hearts'  names  from  A  to  Z. 

But  I'm  puzzled  in  mind  can't  make  it  up  yet. 
Perplexed  which  to  choose  from  tho  whole  Alphabet. 


Go !  Little  Barque. 

liALLAD-Ur  C.  Kinkel. 


Go  !  little  barqne,  I  send  th<>«>  out 

Upon  the  future's  licavitig  sea. 

And  watch  thee  on  tliy  trembling  route  : 

For,  tUou  art  all  in  all  tu  uiv. 

1  hy  course  seems  clear  a.s  noonday  light  : 

Iby  sails  are  tilling  fmtu  tlie  iniist  : 

And  tho*^  these  token  speedy  Hight, 

1  fear  thou'lt  be  on  breakers  cast  : 

And  tho'  these  token  speedy  flight, 
I  fear  thou'lt  be  on  breakers  cast. 

A  bright  sky  gleams  above  thee  now. 
And  heaven  gcems  to  cheer  thee  on  : 
But  surging  waves  will  lash  thy  prow 
And  on  thy  sides  the  foam  will  form. 
But  go  thou  must !  I'll  try  thy  fate. 
And  bid  thee  tlirough  the  billows  grope  ; 
I'll  give  thee  love  to  bear  as  freight. 
And  08  thy  name  I'll  call  thee  "  Hope  !  " 
I'll  give  thee  love  to  l>ear  as  freight, 
-AacTatf  thy  name  I'll  call  iLee  "  llof)e  .  " 

.'•■■v.  1^  i»i  m  ■ 

Let  the  world  aDderstand  that  yu  kan  be  spit 
upon,  and  ya  are  a  spit  box  iJor  life. 


Dreamiag  of  Happier  Days. 

Words  by  D.  L.  Qlbson— Music  by  J.  S.  Eartly. 


When  day  is  past  and  evening  shades 

Fall  o'tT  the  earth  and  sen, 
An<l  dreary  night  in  black  arrayed 

llutli  liiisheii  the  busy  bee  : 
When  naught  but  iiight'c  iilniiitive  song 

Conies  trembling  o'er  tiro  sheen 
Of  placid  lake  and  silent  wood, 
'lie  then  I  sit  and  ilrenni. 

Dreaniitig  of  liajipier  diiySi 
Dreatiiiiig  of  Imppit-r  diij's  : 
^  cars  roll  baok,  I'm  tlu'ii  a  boy. 
AVhile  meiiiorj-  pniiitii  tlie  past. 

I  dream  of  bright  and  liap[>y  days, 

Of  childish  joy  and  glee  : 
I  hear  again  the  happy  lays 

We  sang  ns  Wandering  by  the  sea  : 
The  forms  that  [inssed  before  me  then, 

So  true  and  bright  they  seem. 
They  leave  me,  inem'ry's  gift,  a  tear, 

'Jo  think  'l^Ta5  all  u  dreaiui 


Be  Happy  with  Me. 

BALLAD-By  Alice  Hawthorne. 


ft  ay  loV( 


■^'ee,  many  may  love  thee  and  many  may  praise 
The  charm  of  tliy  voice  and  tlie  grace  of  thy  ways 
But  let  them  adore  tltce,   if  still  thou  canst  be 
As  fond  and  as  true,  and  as  happy  wiiii  me. 
Since  time  hath  endeared  us,  my  fate  is  allied 
To  all  that  shall  come  as  thy  certain  decree  ; 
Have  faith  in  me  then,  in  me  trust  and  confide. 
And  strive  to  be  liappy,  be  happy  with  me. 
Choms  :     lie  happy  with  me. 
Be  happy  with  me, 
—         Be  happy,  happy,  happy  with  me  ! 

Tho'  many  may  flatter  and  hope  to  possess 
The  love  of  thy  heart  in  its  fond  tcnatrncss, 
I  heed  not — 1  care  not— if  still  thou  canst  be 
As  fond  and  as  true,  and  as  happy  with  me. 
Oh  !  smile  at  my  sins,  and  my  lollies  forgive — 
My  heart  is  devoted  sincerely  to  thee  ; 
he  blind  to  my  failings  and  strive,  whilst  we  live. 
To  ever  be  happy,  be  hoppy  with  me  I 


Do  Toa  Really  Think  He  Did  ? 

SONG  AND  QnAKIETTE-Cornposed  by  H.  P   Dauks 

I  waited  till  the  twilight, 

And  yet  he  did  not  come  . 
I  strayed  along  the  brook  side. 

Ana  slowly  wandered  home — 
^V  hen  who  snould  come  behind  me 

but  him  I  conld  have  chid  ; 
lie  said  he  oarae  to  find  me  — 

Do  you  really  think  he  did  ? 

Do  yott  really  think  he  did  ? 

lie  said  since  last  we  parted, 

ile'd  thought  of  naught  so  sweet 
As  of  this  very  moment  — 

'1  he  moment  we  photild  meet — 
He  showed  me  ^W^e^e,  half  shaded, 

A  coltnge  home  lay  hid  ; 
lie  said  for  me  he  had  made  it  — 

Do  yu  really  think  he  <iiil  ? 

Do  yon  really  think  he  did  ? 

He  said  when  first  he  saw  me,  . 

Life  seemed  at  once  divine  : 
Each  night  he  dreamt  of  angels, 

And  every  face  was  mine  : 
Sometimes  a  voice,  in  sleeping, 

Would  all  his  hopes  forbid. 
And  then  he  wakened  weeping — 

Do  yon  really  think  he  did  ? 

Do  you  really  Uiink  he  did  ? 


na 


A  youngster,  after  deep  meditation,  broke  out 
to  his  father  :  "  Pa,  I  know  why  colored  people 
have  white  palms  to  their  hands  and  white  soles 
to  their  feet.  When  the  first  colored  man  was 
made,  he  stood  on  all  fours  while  (iod  was  pain- 
ting him  !  " 


Those  Dear  Ones  are  Gone  ! 

Music  at  Boosey  &  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Straet,  SdV'York. 


I  romeoiber  qnlte  woll  when  how  careless  I  wandered  — 

To  my  lioMie  I've  returned,  the  place  where  I  was  burn  : 
Aa  I  Kaze  ou  tiie  scene.  ho>v  so  deeply  I  puudcr 

For  tlu)!e  dear  loviug  fucea  I'm  now  left  to  mourn — 
My  i^arents'  laat  worda.  ere  I  crcaaed  tho  wide  cceau — 

Dear  mother-she  wept  and  appeared  quite  foriorn 
Slie  listed  ti:e  so  tender,  and  cried  :  "  Boy,  rcuieiiit>or 

Yuur  father  aud  mother  wheu  they're  dead  and  gone  I  " 

I  iie'Ar  can  forget  when  my  wife  and  I  parted  : 

We  stood  ou  the  sliore  with  onr  little  boy  Joe  : 
She  wept  on  my  shoulder,  was  uigh  broken-hearted. 

And  my  chlldaaid  :  "Dear  father,  rtay  with  us  dou'tgo!' 
"  Cheer  np.  iny  boy.  I  said.  I  shall  soon  be  rrturninK, 

With  fame,  too,  and  fortune  :  so  pray  do  not  mourn  •         j 
I  ne'er  will  deceive  thee    farewell  dearest  Pi.celio  '.  , 

And  don't  forget  William  wheu  to  tea  1  am  gone.  " 

Ou  my  lone  watch,  at  night,  or  in  hammock  reclining,  J 

In  fncy  I  oft  hear  the  villa^te  church  bells, 
Aud  ihn  prayers  of  my  Phcebe— for  me  she  «aa  pining — 

My  child  s  voice.  Ood  bless  him  '  I  heard,  too.  as  velL 
Four  years  bad  rolled  by.  I  returned  back  with  pleuty, 

To  the  home  of  my  childhood  with  joy  my  steps  borne  : 
But  of  what  use  was  plenty  ?  for.  the  old  pl.ice  was  empty-> 

For,  my  dear  wife  and  child  to  the  cold  grave  bad  gone—  ' 

Alone  now  I  wander,  so  sad  and  fnraaken  I 

And  pray  for  the  day  we  aball  all  meet  again.        ' 
When  1  to  that  bright  world   to  them  shall  be  token 

Aud  bo  liiip,>y  together  without  ■  are  or  pain — 
How  often  wo  see.  in  this  wide  world  ot  sorrow. 

Some  people  tbeir  parents'  advice  treat  with  acorn- 
Be  sore  they'll  repent  :  ao  this  maxim  pray  borrow  : 

"  The  friends  that  you  love   }ou  will 

miss,  when  they're  gone  !  " 


A  Daughter  of  Israel. 

Words  aad  Music  by  Charles  Sloman. 


A  daughter  of  Israel  sat  by  a  stream. 

And  the  waters  rolled  murmuring  by  :        ]'"■'' 
Like  the  shadows  that  flit  o'er  the  soul  in  a  drcun, 

Were  the  storm-fclonds  that  darkened  the  sky  ; 
1  he  clear  light  tbAt  slionc  in  her  mild  beaming  eye 

rroclainied  hep  «s  one  of  the  free  : 
And  these  were  the  words  she  breathed  in  a  sigh — 

"  1  weep,  land  of  Judah,  for  thee  !  " 

The  thunder  roared  loud,  but  she  heeded  not  that, 

^^he  thought  on  tlie  land  of  the  brave  :       |' 
And  still  by  the  waters  she  mournfully  sat, 

'1  ill  the  stream  billowed  high  on  the  wave  ; 
And  us  she  deptarted,  this,  this  was  the  lay— 

"  Farewell  to  the  land  of  the  free  ! 
No  longer  thy  children  the  timbrel  shall  play, 

1  weep,  land  of  Judah,  for  thee  !  "  ^ 


^"-••» 


Gentle  Words  and  Loving  Smiles. 

WorUs  by  C.  D.  Stnart— Music  bj  Retirj  Weber. 


A  budding  roae  lii  summer  time 

Is  beautiful  to  me, 
And  glorious  are  the  many  stars 

'1  hat  glimmer  on  the  sea  ; 
Dnt  gentle  words  and  loving  smiles,' 

And  hands  to  clasp  my  own. 
Are  better  than  the  brightest  flowers 

Or  stars  that  ever  shone. 

The  sunbeam  warms  the  grass  to  life. 

The  dew  adorns  the  flower, 
A  nd  shineth  b  'l^^ht  to  hail  the  light 

Of  autumn'^-  op'ning  hour  : 
Bqt  words  that  breathe  of  tenderness, 

And  smiles  we  know  are  true. 
Are  better  than  the  summer  time, 

And  brighter  tlmn  the  dew. 

It  is  not  much  the  world  can  giTC, 

W  ith  all  its  subtle  ort  : 
And  gold  or  gems  arc  not  the  things 

To  satisfy  Uie  heart ! 
But,  oh  !  if  those  who  cluster  round 

1  he  altar  and  the  hearth. 
Have  gentle  words  and  loving  smiles, 

How  beautiful  is  earth  ! 


\ 


ex- 


"  I'll  give  that  girl  a  piece  of  my  mind, 
claimed  a  certain  young  fellow. 

"  I  would  not,  replied  his  uncle  ;  you've  none 
to  spare.  " 


II 


.v--i: 


L 


I  Have  No  Mother  Now. 
,',(New  Vkrsion.  ) 


,,   I  hear  the  soft  winds  eighinf; 

Through  every  bush  and  tree,    ■  : 
■■    AVlifre  DOW  dear  motliers  lying, 
Away  from  love  and  nie. 
I'ears  from  my  vyee  are  starting,    ,  .; 

And  Borrow  gliades  my  brow  :  .. 

Oh  !  weary  was  our  parting —  -      V 

I  have  no  mother  now  ! 

i  am  ahviiy*  sail  and  ]onely, 
■i,.  S\  itii  Ki"'*-f  upon  my  brow  : 

,        bhe  has  gone,  nlus  !  for  ever—    , 
1  have  tio  mother  now  ! 

.    I  see  the  pale  moon  shining  ; 

On  mother's  whit*'  headstone  :     '■-'...: 
The  roae-busli  round  it  twiiiiriij,    ■  •     ,  /  ■ 

It's  hiTc— like  lue  alone —  ~r 

And  just  like  n)e,  are  Wftping 

'J  he  dew-drops  fii>m  till."  bouii;U  : 
Long  time  has  she  been  sleepiug — 

1  have  no  motlier  now  ! 

Now  I  wander  sad  and  lonely,        ,    ■',.  /. 

My  heart  is  drear  and  sad  :  ^'f"'. 

'Twiis  lu-r  dear  presence  only, 

I  lyjt  made  my  spirits  glad  : 
Friiiu  morn  until  the  evening, 

("are  rests  ii|>on  my  brow, 
'  She's  gone  from  me  to  lleaveu —  .    ,>  ;  ■. 

1  liave  no  mother  now  ! 


Going  Home  With  the  Milk  in  the  Morning. 


OrlevliiB'i  »  folly  :_;,■.■,.■     ,    .  ,..;t.^ 

I  liutc  melmclioly—  '  '    :   '    : 

Fur  niirlli  is  tlie  beat  thiuff  on  earth  I  can  flad  :    :"   ' 

Let  tlieiu  B'ly  wliat  tliey  will, 

sun  my  goblet  I'll  fill. 
An.l  »a'er  a«  ilriuk  will  Ijp  scorning  !        • 
The  he  id-aclie  :ai.l  |>uii:s  I  all  do  defy  ! 
llisiatier  bullovo  iiirt  to  laut;li  than  to  cry  t   ^ 

Stop  out  ou  tk<'  sprco. 

That's  ibu  luulto  fur  m.«. 

And  couie  borne  With  ibc  uiDk  ill  tlie  morning  ! 

Some  people  say  : 
••  From  lb.'  k  ass  k'-ep  away  '  " 
Tliey  ara  uot  to  b>i  ikou^lit  of  ibe  ignorant  eWes  — 

I  like  to  CO  t,ut. 

Aud  nauder  :vbout. 
Ant  stop  »ilh  my  fili-iids  till  Ibi*  dawning  : 
Soitii'tiiiii'B  I  t-ist  iiioie  Iban  v:y  head  well  can  bear, 
Wlieu  suiue  friQiid  1  meet  my  enjojmout  to  shara  : 

I  dun'i  c  III)  a  pill 

For  Ibe  rows  I  get  in  - 
But  reel  boiue  with  the  milk  in  tbo  morulng  ! 

Brown's  an  exc<  Ilent  fellow. 

And  llki's  to  ^cl  luelhw. 
Sioi'M  out  on  the  npn  e   uevor  liccdiug  tbo  end  : 

Although  he  is  slnj^lo. 

With  us  he  can  t  uiniijla  : 
For  liiR  l.mdlady's  ^iten  biin  warninu'  ° 
■    Mr.  llio«n   Mr.  l!ro«u  '  this  conduct  won't  do  : 
Uaro  uijjht  after  uichi   I'm  ohli^ed  to  sit  up  fur  you  : 

You  shan't  ha^e  the  key, 

You  beakt.  I  assure  voii    from  ino. 
To  come  home  with  tbo  uiilk  in  tlie  moining  I  ' 

To  sec  th"  sun  risinK 

Is  a  slubt  most  surprising, 
As  it'«  tlppiuK  Willi  Kold  every  lad  obimuey  pot. 

Like  the  liue  ou  the  cheek 

Of  the  maiden  we  seek. 
And  the  liiiht  of  yoor  eyes  on  it  dawnins  : 
To  sue  ibi)  siuall  sparrows  in  quiet  paths  meet, 
UoppinK  billier  and  thither  their  breukfssls  to  get. 

It's  a  beautiful  sight. 

Which  yonr  ejes  must  delight, 
Oi'iniBg  bume  with  the  milk  in  the  morning  ! 

,.••         Tbero's  little  fat  Blpgs, 

Hs'd  been  runuing  his  rifts. 
And  bad,  bad  many  skirmishes  with  the  Pollca :     :. 

And  ofteu  bis  eyes. 

You  sure  would  surmise,  .# 

A  circle  of  black  were  .idornin),'.  \if'fl-'':^'- 

At  last.  Johuuy  Uiggs  got  a  week  at  the  mill.         ■■,,^- 
Which  proved  to  poor  John  such  a  nice  little  pill. 

He  swore  never  agsin 

After  twelve  he'd  remiiu,  • 
To  0011. e  bums  with  the  milk  in  the  morning  ! 

.  But  I  hope  you  don't  think 

Tbal  I'm  given  to  drink  ;  l:-    ., 

For,  that  on  my  part  a  folly  would  be—   "' 

8o  mind  mv  txi  mple. 

And  on  it  don't  trample. 
But  take  from  my  moral  a  warning  : 
There's  no  harm  in  your  grOK  or  beer  with  a  friend. 
But  shun  dissipation,  or  lo<3k  to  the  end  : 

For.  't«ou'd  rad  l>o  to  tell  i  , 

TUst  a  black  «ork-hoiiso  shell 
Took  you  bLDio  with  tho  milk  in  the  muiniiig  ! 


My  Good  Old  Irish  Homrf-.      - 

.    Air  :    My  Old  Kentucky  Home. 


Och  !  ray  heart  still  yearns  for  my  good  onld  Irish  Home, 

Thonsb  grieving  may  all  be  in  vain  : 
Bad  luck  till  the  day  that  I  ever  thought  to  roam  — 

For.  I'll  never  see  my  counthry  sgain. 
Metbluks  I  cau  see  my  own  little  cabin  door —  .      .     .? 

The  thought  makes  my  poor  bosom  swell,  .  1e^' 

But  sad  is  my  fate— I  will  never  see  it  more—    tr. .     - 

So,  ujy  good  ould  Irish  home,  faro  thee  well !      ^  J       ' 

CHORUS. 
Tbin  spake  no  more  of  comfort :  oh!  spake  no  more.  I  pray : 

For.  my  heart  still  turns  to  the  home  I've  left  behind, 
To  my  pour,  but  happy  borne  far  away —  .  _^ 

I'll  sit  no  more  by  the  bright  and  blazing  fire,     "  -.^^y 

Wliere  praties  were  boiling  so  rare  :  aT^*'''-   -' 

111  toil  no  more  till  my  limbs  l.egin  to  tire,         ,"  ' 

With  my  heart  rint  with  sorrow  and  care  : 
But  the  thought  will  come  like  a  dhrame  unto  my  m~ib4. 

And  whisper  so  softly,  yet  plain  : 
*'  Och  !  P.tdily.  forget  not  the  bomo  yon've  left  behind. 

Though  you  may  never  bebould  it  again  !  " 

Thin  spake  no  more,  kc. 

Oh  !  my  counthry  I  love,  thongh  it  never 'may  be  freer— 

But  still  'tis  my  counthry  the  same  : 
Tiie  time  may  come  when  'twill  gain  its  liberty — 

Thin  Ireland  may  be  proud  of  its  name. 
But  fate  has  decreed,  and  my  heart  must  be  resigned. 

Though  tears  from  my  eyelWa  may  swell : 
Och  '  a  few  more  prayers  t6r  the  home  Pve  left  behind — 

Thin,  luy  good  ould  Irish  home,  fare  thee  well  '. 

Thin  spake  no  more,  ko. 


Little  Maud. 


The  Muiie  of  tills  Belntlful  Bon;;  ran  ho 
all  the  Hutilc-StureS  in  Kew-York  auU  the  V 
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it:ilM>d  st 
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Caroline  of  Edinburg  Town. 


Come  all,  young  men  and  maidens,  attend  onto  ray  rbynM: 
It's  of  a  young  damsel,  who  was  scarcely  iu  her  prime  ; 
She  beat  the  liinsbin^  roses   and  admired  by  all  around 
Was  lovely  joung  Caroline  of  Edinburg  town. 

Young  Henry  was  a  Highland  man  a  courting  to  her  oame. 
And  ubeu  her  paieuts  came  to  know, 

they  did  not  like  the  sAue  : 
Young  Henry  was  offi-ndod.  and  unto  her  did  say  : 
*°  Arise,  my  dearest  Caroline,  and  with  me  ran  away. 

Wo  will  both  go  lo  Loudon,  love, 

and  there  we'll  wed  with  spaed. 
And  then  lovely  Caroline  shall  have  happiness  Indeed  " 
Now  pnlicod  by  young  Henry,  she  put  on  her  other  gown. 
And  away  went  young  Caroliue  uf  Edinburg  town. 

Over  hills  and  lofty  mountains  together  tbey  did  roam, 
In  time  arrived  in  London,  far  fmm  her  happy  home  ; 
Slio  said  :    •  My  dearest  Henry,  pray  never  ou  me  frown. 
Or  you  11  break  tho  heart  uf  Caroline  of  Edinburg  town.  " 

They  bad  not  been  in  London  more  than  half  a  year. 
When  hard-hearted  Hi-nry  proved  too  severe  : 
Said  Henry  ;  "  I  will  go  to  sea, 

your  friends  did  on  me  frov,n, 
So  beg  your  way,  without  delay,  to  Edinburg  town. 

The  fleet  is  fitting  out.  to  Spllhead  dropping  down, 
AU'l  1  will  join  tho  fleet  to  figlit  for  king  and  crown, 
Tlie  itallaut  targ  may  feel  the  scats  or  in  the  water  drown, 
Yot  I  never  will  again  return  to  Edinburg  town.  " 

Then  innny  a  day  she  passed  away  in  sorrow  and  desp-iir  : 
Uer  chcuka,  though  ouce  like  roses, 

w^ere  giown  like  lilies  fair  ; 
She  cried  :  "  Where  is  my  Henry  t  " 

aud  often  did  she  swoon. 
Crying'  "  Sad's  the  day  I  ran  away  from  Edinburg  town  :  " 

Oppressed  with  grief,  without  relief  the  damsel  she  did  go 
liiio  tho  woods  to  cat  such  fruit  as  on  the  bushes  grow  ; 
Homo  strangers  they  did  pity  her. 

and  some  did  on  her  frown. 
And  Bomo  did  say  :  "  What  m:ide  you 

stray  from  Edinburg  towu  ?  " 

Brncath  a  lofty  spreading  Oak.  this  maid  sut  down  to  cry, 
A  Watching  of  the  gallant  ships  as  they  war*  passing  by  ; 
She  gave  three  shrieks  for  Henry, 

aud  plunged  her  body  down, 
Aud  away  floated  Caroliue  to  Edinburg  town. 

A  nolo,  likewise  her  bonnet,  she  left  upon  the  shore, 
Aud  iu  the  note  a  lock  of  hair  with 

the  words  :  "  I  am  no  more  ! 
And  fast  aaleep  I'm  In  the  deep—"    The  fisb 

are  watching  around 
Ouce  comely  young  Caroline  of  Edinburg  towu. 

Come  all   yon  tender  parents,  ne'er  try  to  part  true  love 
You'ie  sure  to  see  in  some  degree  the  ruiu  it  will  prove  : 
Likewise  young  men  and  maidens, 

ne'er  on  yonr  lovers  frown, 
Think  m  the  fate  of  Caroline  of  Edinburg  town  '. 
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TIic  man  who  possesses  good  health  is  aliwya 
rich. 

Lit  your  expenses  be  such  as  to  leave  a  balance 
in  your  pocket.     Ready  money  is  a  friend  111  seed. 

?eo  the  sack  open  before  you  buy  what  kl'in  it  ; 
for,  he  who  trades  in  tiie  dark  aalu  to  be  ohe»(ed. 
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Ob  !  Inhere  is  onr  dainty,  our  darling- 
Tueidainlieat  darling  of  all  T 
■   '  ■■  here  ia  the  voice  on  the  staiiway  T 
where  is  the  Voice  in  the  ball  ? 
tie  Hliort  *>tet>s  ou  the  entry. 
Isilvery  lau){h  in  tlus  hall  T 
Oh  '  wlbere  is  our  dainty,  our  darling- 
ThjBldaiutiest  d:irliug  of  all  t 

ciiuurs.  ) 

:  kittle  Maud.  Little  Maud  • 

Oh  '  the  daintiest  darling  of  all— 
::.ittlo  Maud    Little  Maud  '. 

Oh  '  the  daiutiisl  darling  ofjUl ! 

The  caches  are  ripe  In  the  garden,       ! 

'lbs  ^pricois  re '<iy  to  fall  : 
The  bllne  grapes  are  dripping  their  homey 

Iu  Mnshinu  upon  the  white  wall  ■ 
Oh  '.  wjhere  urn  tho  lips  full  o.' melting,' 

That!  looked  up  so  pouling  and  reC 
When  ^e  dangled  ti.e  sun-purpled  bunches 

Of  laabells'over  her  bead  ? 
O  Msutl.  little  Maud  !  say  where  are  you  T 

She  hever  replies  to  onr  call— 
Oh  '.  pile  10  is  our  dainty,  our  darling — 

Th^  lUlutieat  darling  of  all  T 

i   I  CHORUS. 

Fare  thee  wait  then  dainty  darling  little  Haud,  ferethee  well  • 

Oh  !  the  daintiest  darling  of  all- 
in  lioavru  We  shsll  meet  thee,  dearest  darling  little  Mand— 

OU  :  tbo  daintiest  darling  of  all  ! 
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Time  is  a  Blessing. 

Oh  !  tfiie  is  a  blessing  sent  by  God, 

For  (lie  use,  not  abtise,  of  man  : 
And  W()ei  to  him  who  shall  ever  preratac 

'I'o  friuptrate  his  Maker's  plan — 
The  gull  iliatli  its  time  of  going  down, 

'i'he  hkde  know  their  hour  of  rest : 
Then  v^vy  is  it  that  man  should  bo 

By  Ilia  fellow  man  oppressed  ? 

liy  l^ei  fellow  man  oppressed  ? 

Oh  !  why  should  the  hour  of  toil  eiidnt« 

1  ill  &ik!  head  and  the  heart  grow  faiot  t 
Is  it  because  the  mind  of  man 

Is  better  for  such  restraint  ? 
Need  leisure  hours  be  idle  hours, 

And  tAid  to  corrupt  the  mind  ? 
No  !  briotherly  love  is  the  only  chain 

That  Intaster  and  man  should  hintl. 

ThaticfaBter  and  man  sliould  bind. 

Go,  ask  Ve  of  him  whose  sunken  cheek 

I'rocViims  a  life  of  care. 
How  m|ii|y  hours  of  the  twenty-four    ' 

lie  fair; wife  and  child  can  spare  * 
Oh  !  loti^  ere  he  wearily  seeks  his  florae. 

His  ciiTldren  are  gone  to  rt'st  :  '~ 
Little  th^  know  of  a  father's  love, 

t)r  tbe|Rngui6h  that  rends  his  breast, 

Or  tile: anguish  that  rends  his  breast— 

Who  ■wfll;  not  toil  for  those  he  loves  * 
But,  Bljas  !  human  nature  is  weak  : 

And  if  tiine  be  not  given  fur  mental  for,<r '' 
fcoma  other  resource  man  will  seek  ; 

At  the  Wur  of  ten,  at  the  closing  aoiflp,        '-• 
When  ^he  spirits  require  reli^ff 

lie  rushes  to  scenes  where  e-^citement  dwella. 
To  dvo^n  for  a  while  hjs  grief. 
To  dBoWn  for  a  while  his  grief — 
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Homeless  and  FriendleMi 

Homeless  Knd  friendless,  victim  of  woe. 
Mo  one  to  comfort  her.  no  where  to  go  : 
There's  no  (me  to  speak  to  her  kind  words  of  ebaer, 
No  one  to  wipe  away  sorrow's  hot  tear — 

CHORDS. 
Then  say  :  can  ye  pass  her  by.  coldly  in  acora  T 
Then  say  :  cau  ye  pas«  her  by  coldly  in  acdrq  t 
Have  ye  no'pity  for  one  eo  forlorn  f  ' 

Have  ye  no  pity  for  one  so  forlorn  ! 

Innocent  fit  is  she,  pure  as  the  rose  : 
Child  of  ^aiplicity.  no  guile  she  knows  : 
But  oh  !  what  dangers  lurk  'round  her  pathway- 
Foes,  in  lb«  guise  of  friends,  to  lead  her  astray  '. 

<  ChMoa. 

Think  of  hir-shonid  she  fall  In  her  dospair, 
Bhe.  now  •«  Innocent,  spotless  and  fait —      ,    . 
Think  of  liar  misery,  think  Qt  faer  sham*,     I 
TlUuk  of  Iter  destiny— wbo  ia  to  bUma  T 

'  ;  Choma. 
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I      As  sung  by  HARRY  RICHARDS. 


<e>^ 


i^^ 


!iz  •!-""■    r  r  r~~       i  — ~~T~r t     '•  '.~T!"         — 


B^ 


-^f==S=:5i---^- 


t^— ^- 


-#-^-#- 


*_P    _^;[ir-  -H;^-;:^— -5^-t- 


>    1.      In    Loixloii  there's   a  i)lacc,  by  Jove,  The 
2.  Twiis  iu    Uiu  Bur  -  Unz-tou    Ar-c^dc.    1 
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pruiu  -  u  -  iKule    of     town,    AV^ioMMlresspd  in  slyl<\  you'll   bcc   the  swells,    A    sauiiteriii;»  up  and    dowu  ;  Where  pret-ty    girl^  col-  lec(,      Ju-*t 
of -ten   \we<1      to      je.;  A        K-ve  -  ly  crea  -  lure,  wlioin  I  tlicUi!;l4t,W<uil.lsnil  im;    1<»      ii        T, I       iu"- tro-diiceil  luy  -  self,       Ami 
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,^  CHORUS. 


Ilk-      ii  graml  ]m  -  ra<le.  They're  on- ly  seen   in  -  side      The  Bur-ling -ton   Ar  -  cade 
su.  li   ini-jMi  s  siou    jnade,  They  can't  re- sisi  the  beau        Of  Bur-ling -ton  Ar-cadc. 
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A  slroU-ing      ia        the    Bur-liug-ton    Ar  -  cade,     .. 
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»-^      ^   -ollinir   in      the    Biir-ling-ton,"      sror,;^e<nisly     ar  -    rayed;  Stroll  -  ins^      in  the      Bur-lin,'-lon      Ar  -    caile,  I'm  the   beau     <if  . 
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Bariiugtun,  of  Burliugtou  Ar  -  cade. 
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3  Althonpth  T  Cftptivated  her,  she  woolcl  not  tell  Lor  unuip. 
But  said  that  I  should  see  her  there,  next  evening  if  I  c«  r.c. 
Accordingly  I  went  to  meet  {his  charuiing  maid. 
And  buy  her  something  in  the  Burlington  Arcade.— Cuu. 

■T"--".  ■■•■:■•-■"■:. 

wont  into  a  jeweler's,  to  bay  a  locket  rare, 
A  pretty  girl  was  serving  behind  the  counter  there  ; 
~  did  not  notice  her,  until  the  cash  I'd  paid. 
Then  saw  she  was  my  love  of  the  Burlington  Arcade.— Cua 
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Have  been  acknowledged,  by  the  Wholesale 
as  well  as  by  the  Retail  i'urchasers.  to  be  the 
Finest,  the  Richest  and  the  Cheapest  in  the 
Market. 

CO         CHATHAM  Struct,  Up-Stairs,         60 
First  Floor,  Opposite  William  Street. 


Our  Concert-Boom. 
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6EH1EBLAI  VQTICE. 


Commonicaiions   must   be   addresaed    to 

EEH&Y  DE  lIAESAJf,  PubUiher, 

No.  60  Cfantham  Street,  New-Yorit. 
We  do  not  undertaka  to  rstam  rejeoted  MMS, 
to  answer  by  Poat. 
Each  Number  will  contain  a  Collection  of 
the  most  Popular  Songs,  Song  in  the  Theatres, 
llpera-Houses  and  Concert-Booois  ol  the  United- 
States  and  ONat-Britain. 


I! 


HEVET  DE  1CAE8AH, 

tiblisher  of  Songs,  Soag-Booka  and  To]^  Books, 

Comic  and  SentimeBt&l  ValflBlinM, 
Xotto-Yenet, 
Stationery, 

Plajing-Cards, 

AlfD  OTHEB  CHEAP  ABTICLES  FOB  TEE  TRADE. 

THE  OLD  ORIGINAL  SONG-DEPOT  : 

60  Chatham  Street.  Firat  Floor. 
[»POSITE  WILLIAM  STREET,  NEW-YORK. 
This  House,  established  more  than  25  years', 
18  the  oldest  Publishing- Establisliuient  of  the 
kind,  and  the  first  that  introduoed,  in  tlte 
United-States,  the  pubhshing  of  the  penny-she^t 
I  k>ngs  and  Ballads,  fur  the  benefit  of  the  million. 

Over  2,500  different  Songs  always  on  hand. 

The  Singer's  Journal  is  Published  Monthly. 

Single  Copies  Two  Cents— and  Fire  Cent*, 
ree  of  Postage,  when  sent  per  Mail — Subscrip- 
tions per  Year  Fifty  Cents  and  Twen^-l  ive 
Cents  for  Six  Months. 

We  have  always  on  hand  eopies  of  all 
the  Numbers  of  the  Singer's  Jourcal  from  : 
No.  1  to  10  and  from  16  to  70. 


A  Summer  Day 

As  we  went  Berrying,  Jenny  and  I 

Beautiful  Flowers  for  My  Mother 

Be  'Ihankful,  Darling 

BROKEN  TIES 

Bessie  Gray  :  or  I  will  and  I  won't 

The  Beauty  of  Brixton 

15illy  Pattison  .t/v    '    ■  \ 

CtLu  iheti  be  Harm  in  Kissing  f 
COME  TO  ME  IN  DREAMLAND 
Cottage  on  the  Hill  , -'•-,■ 

Tlie  Contraband's  Adventure*  :'V>,^;^;j     ' 
Cum  I'lung  Gum  :  ]C\       • 

Dp  Right  and  Fear  not      ' 
DEN   I   WAti  GONE 
Don't  be  Sorrowful,  Darling 
Do  you  know  who  Loves  you  ? 
From  this  Moment  thou  art  Free  I 
Fear  not  but  Trust  in  ProvideDee 
FEMALE  SUFFRAGE 

The  Farmer's  Son  >      -  v ; 
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The  Factory  Girl  "^J 

Good-bye  !  but  come  again 

His  Tan  Kept  Wagging 

Her  Chigpon  on  My  Shoulder 
The  Horrible  tale— New  Version 

I  Dance  like  a  Fairy 
The  JRISU  GIRL 

Let's  enjoy  Life  while  we  Mn  ' 

Love  of  Elarly  Days 

Little  Foot-i!>teps  ' 

Little  Fraud 

MY  JAUNTING  CAH 
The  Merry  Vivandiere 

Paddy  Blake's  Echo 
The  Pretty  Girl  of  our  Court  y     :'. 
The  Straight  Tip  ^'     :^;; 

Sad  News  m>m  Home  j. 

STEAM'S  UP 

Seraphina 

There  is  no  Plaee  Like  Home  ' 

We  can  Make  Home  Happy 
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What  was  I  Made  for  .  T      - 
WOODLAND  MARY 
Whene'er  I  Think  of  Thee— Words 
Whene'er  I  Think  of  Thee— Moaio 


HEVBT  DE  KAKSAN'S 

SlNO£R'S  JOURIVAI.. 


^ 


We  take  the  liberty  to  remind  our  Costomers, 
DcipiUIy  those  tram  the  Country,  tliat  our  place 
of  Business  is  at  No  60  (  not  61 )  Chatham  Street, 
Upstairs,  Fint  Floor. 

>     REMEMBEK: 


ir 


60        Chathum  Street,  TJp-Stain,        60 
;     Pirrt  Pl«Or.    (  Opposite  WiUiam  Stnet.  ) 
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THE     SII1[0£R'8    JOVRIVAL.. 


Hii  Tail  Kept  Wagging.  ^ 

Song  by  E.  TT.  M»ckn«7. 
Xnsle  at  Boom;  It  Co.,  Mo.  4  Bood  Str««t,  N«w-Tork. 


•  I 


I  had  a  canning  little  doi;,  a  prattler  Toa'd  not  le*— 
Wbere'er  I  want,  this  littl*  dog  woald  alwiya  follow 
Hia  tall  it  waa  •  talegrspb. 

by  lla  moTemanta  yoa  might  And  : 
When  pleaaed,  It  vent  a  wagglnit  ,   whan 

crossed,  hang  down  bablsd. 
Bla  tall  kept  wagglon'.  wag  wag  waMglng, 
Wiggle  waggle  wagging,  or  bang  down  babtnd. 

Hla  ejea  were  aharp  at  naadlaa,  hit  eoat  waa  allky  alaak  : 
Hla  actlooa  ne'er  denoted  him  to  be  a  carrMh  aneak  ; 
Be  slwaya  apoke  hla  mlud  out.  In  daylight  or  In  dark. 
There  waa  grace  In  all  hla  aotloua  and  muale  In  hla  l>ark. 
Hia  tall  kept  wagging  wag  wag  wagging. 
Wiggle  waggle  wagging,  or  hong  down  behind. 

Mow  Pompey  atood  no  nonaonae,  he'd 

Btlok  ap  for  hla  own  r 
He'd  not.  like  many  dogi  I  know,  walk  off  anothf'*  bone  i 
To  aee  blm  paaa  a  do({a'-aaeat  ahop  waa  really  qutia  a  treat. 
Be  waa  too  well  ap  in  collar  to  beg  or  collar  meat. 
Hla  tall  kept  wagging,  wag  wag  wagging. 
Wiggle  waggle  wagging   or  hung  down  behind. 

Ha  waa  faithful,  he  waa  watchfal,  he'd 

gtiard  hia  maatrr'a  brma, 
Mor  after  giddy  fauoiea  would  my  aober  Pompey  roam  ; 
He'd  go  oat  with  the  children,  when 

they  went  to  bay  a  ban. 
Bat  If  ha  aaw  a  penny-pie  ahop, 

he'd  drop  hla  tail  and  ran  I 
And  it  left  off  wagging,  wag  wag  wagging. 
Mot  a  bit  of  wagging,  bat  hung  down  t>ehind. 

Pompey  waa  not  qnarrelaome,  he  knew  what  ha  waa  at : 
There  waa  no  cat-and- dog- life  between  him  and  oor  cat  : 
Uot  If  be  aaw  a  talley  man   hla  heela  he  woald  aaaall— 
Up  ha'd  an  hla  little  Toice,  and  down  he'd  drop  hi*  tall. 
Hia  uil  kept  wagging,  wag  wag  waggiug. 
Wiggle  waggle  wagging,  or  hung  down  behind. 

I  waa  going  to  marry,  Pompey  gaeaaed  it  pat : 
Tor,  taongh  ha  waa  no  ratter,  aly  Pompey  auielt  a  rat 
HJa  miatia*a  wore  a  crlnoUna— aa  he  ran  by  har  aide. 
Whan  tired  be  crawled  ap  in  the  hoopa.  and 

there  he  took  a  ride— 
And  hla  tall  atoppad  wagging,  wag  wag  wagging,    , 
Wiggle  waggle  wagging,  and  hang  down  behind. 

m  iBi  m 

Let*!  Enjoy  Life  While  We  Can. 

Sung  by  Miaa  Annie  Adama, 
M aale  at  Booaey  k  Co.,  Mo.  4  Bond  Street,  Mew-Tork. 


Be  Thankful,  Darling. 

SOMO-By  D.  0.  Addlaon.         '-^ 


Life  18  ihort,  and  youth's  a  treasure 

Let's  enjoy  it  while  we  can  : 
Tbos«  who  pass  their  Lours  in  pleasure, 

(Inly  follow  wisdom  s  plan. 
Time  tli;.-<.  that  there's  no  denying. 

Let  lis  take  wing  : 
And  like  time  from  care  away  be  flying 

While  we  all  sing  : 
y«e,  gaily  sing,  ah  !  gaily  sing, 

Mow  th«u  all. 

CHORUS. 

Come  aloD^  and  join  my  song,  and  let's  all  sing, 
While  to  aid  the  merry  strain  your  glasses  ring. 

Liii)  ia  short  :  so  we  should  use  it     -. 

Asa  playmate  we  adore  : 
If  we  sigh,  we  but  abuse  it,       '      , 

A  a  the  miaer  does  his  store.       ' 
Time  flies,  that  there's  no  denying, 

Let  as  take  wing  : 
And  like  time  from  care  away  be  flying, 

While  we  all  sing  : 
Yes,  gaily  sing,  ah  !  gaily  sine, 
'  Mow  then  all.  Come  along  and  join,  drc. 

Life  is  short,  but  still  we've  ample  joys — 

So  let  us  not  repine  : 
Let  us  set  the  world  example. 

And  drown  care  in  rosy  wine. 
Time  flies,  that  there's  do  denying, 

Let  oa  take  wing  : 
And  lilsfe  time  from  care  away  be  flyingf. 

While  we  all  sing  : 
Yes,  gaily  sing,  ah  !  gaily  sing, 

Now  then  all.  Come  along  and  join,  (be. 


The  conduct  of  the  liusbaDd  who  beats  his  wife, 

beats  anything  ;  but  that  of  the  man  who  slams 
the  door  in  the  face  of  his  wife's  relations,  bangs 
all. 

Never  deal  with  an  undertaker  if  you  can  possibly 
ayoid  it.  They  are  a  mean  aet,  always  wanting  to 
screw  yoa  dawn. 


Thank  Ood  for  the  clouds,  my  darling, 

Uo  fan  of  raplenishing  rain — 
For,  cloods  as  irell  as  the  sunsbioe 

Am  never  laDt  in  Tain.  ^      ', 

CHOKC8. 

So  be  thankful  to  God,  my  darling, 
And  never  of  storms  eomplain  : 

For,  he  who  gives  suashina,  my  dear, 
Is  the  aaiue  who  sendetfa  the  rain. 

Bo  olooda  of  adversity,  darling. 
And  the  tears  that  in  sorrow  fall, 

like  the  waters  that  soflen  the  earth,  ^ 
Will  soften  our  hearts  as  well.  * 

"Tie  up  in  the  clouds,  my  darling. 
The  bow  of  God's  proiuise  appean, ... 

And  sunshine  comes  after  the  storm, 

And  laughter  after  tears.  •     . 

Let  us  patiently  wait,  my  darling. 
For  joy  and  for  sunshine  and  light, 

Since  we  know  'iwiil  not  always  be  dark  : 
For,  day  always  follows  the  night. 


From  thii  Moment  Thon  Art  Free. 

BALLAD. 
Worda  by  Bagtna  Parker— Masio  by  John  8.  Oowley. 


I  have  borne  thy  growing  coldneaa 

Growing  day  by  day  more  cold  : 
I  lutve  borne  thy  st«m  upbraiding*  ..    ; 

With  a  sorrow  yet  untold  :  ' 

I  have  borne  tky  frequent  absence 

With  a  true  and  patient  heart  : 
Tkarefore  think  not,  though  it  pain  m«, 

That  I  cannot  bear  to  part. 
Oh,  no  !  since  1  know  thee  faithlesa 

In  thy  every  vow  to  me, 
I  «an  bear  it,  I  will  bear  it —     ' 

For,  'twere  better  it  should  be. 

Yoang  in  years  and  richly  dowered 

With  a  heart  as  free  from  guile 
Aa  thy  babe's,  on  whose  sweet  foaturea 

Thou  hast  never  deigned  to  smile. 
Never  dreaming  in  my  fondness 

It  would  be  my  lot  to  find  •'    ' 

In  the  form  of  human  nature  ,'  I"-  '\ 

One  so  loveless  and  unkind —         '^'V'''^ 
Bat  'tis  done,  the  Unk  is  broken. 

From  this  moment  thou  art  free  :  « 

I  can  bear  it,  1  will  bear  it — 

For,  'twere  better  it  should  be. 

■  la    ■ 

Ai  We  Went  Berrying.  Jenny  and  L 

A  BEAUTIFUL  80NO-By  Jaa.  Hartlaon. 


Do  Right  and  Fear  Not. 

SACKED  SONQ  FOR  MEZZO  SOPRANO  Oft  BARITONE 
Words  by  George  Cooper— If  nslc  by  J.  R.  Thoaiaa. 

Do  ye  right  and  fear  not  f  '  ,^ 

On  I  heed  thy  Lord's  command  ? 
Thia  thy  noble  watchwoid, 

While  loea  around  thee  stand.  J 
Terrora  that  have  bound  thee,      .o':'! 
Endi^  but  for  a  day  ;  ':■  *■ 

Shadows  that  surrouna  thee. 

Oh  !  soon  shall  pass  away. 
Chorus  :     Do  ye  right  and  fear  not  f 
In  doubt  and  pain  and  loss, 
■    =r  Onward  !  thou  shalt  conquer. 

Thou  soldier  of  the  cross  1 


W," 


On  a  sunny  summer  morning, 

Early  as  the  dew  was  dry, 
Up  the  hill  1  went  ber'ing, 

Need  1  tell  you,  tell  you  why  ?       .  '•     , 
Farmer  Houghton  hadfa  daughter 

And  it  happen'd  that  I  knew, 
On  such  Summer  morning,  Jenny* 

Up  the  hill  went  ber'ing,  too. 

Lonely  work  is  picking  berriea  : 

So  1  joined  her  on  the  hill  : 
"  Jenny,  dear,  said  I,  your  basket'e  ' 

Quite  too  lai^e  fur  one  to  fUL  " 
So  w<i  stayed— we  two  to  fill  it,     .     v 

Jenny  talking — 1  was  still — 
Leading  where  the  way  was  steepeat, 

ricking  berries  up  the  hill. 

"  This  is  uphill  work,  "  said  Jenny. 

"  So  is  life,  said  I  :  shall  we 
Climb  it  each  alone,  or,  Jenny, 

W  ill  you  come  and  climb  with  me  J  " 
Redder  than  the  blushing  herriei 

Jenny's  cheeks  a  moment  grew,         ',• 
W  hile  without  delay  she  answered  : 
"  1  will  come  anu  climb  with  yon.  " 

Two  blacks  don't  oiake  a  white  ;  they  don't  even 
make  a  mulatta 


Doubts  will  fly  before  thee. 

And,  Oh  !  the  sweet  relief 
Simple  trust  will  give  thee 

In  all  thy  care  and  grief ! 
Lo  !  the  end  is  wearing. 

Oh  !  be  then  faithful  still  : 
Life  or  death  unfearing,  "v 

Since  thou  hast  done  Hia  will  t 


Can  There  Be  Harm  in  Kiaaing? 

SOMO— Masle  by  Joseph  A.  Ooschwead. 


The  waters  klia  the  pelibly  ahore. 

The  winds  all  klaa  the  hllla  : 
The  sunbeams  kiia  the  tulip  bad 

For  the  odor  It  diitlli. 
The  dewdropa  klsa  the  roeo  at  mom. 

The  cereus  dew  at  eTo  : 
And  germ  and  flower  In  ctroUng  claap 

Their  myatic  beantioa  weave  : 
And  germ  and  flower  In  circling  clasp 

Their  myatic  beautlea  weave. 

The  moonbeams  kiss  the  clonda  at  night : 

The  atar-gema  klaa  the  aea  : 
Whl>«  ahodowa.  dreamy,  aoft  and  light, 

Are  klsalog  on  the  lea, 
Ttae  a«->'-'-ra  klaa  *;:■>  buddln?  pink, 

Tbat'cosaoma  i-^  beauty'a  ijua  .- 
And  mder  blasts,  tho'  cold  and  chill. 

Its  ruby  nectar  sip  : 
And  radar  blasts,  tho'  cold  and  chill. 

Its  rnby  nectar  sip. 

The  winds,  the  waves,  the  bnddlng  flowera, 

The  laughing,  merry  rills. 
Are  kissing  all  from  mom  till  eve,  i 

And  clonda  'till  klaa  the  hills  : 
E'en  heaven  mi  1  earth  do  meet  to  klaa. 

Thro'  tears  of  sparkling  dew  : 
In  klsalng  ttva  can  there  be  harm  T 

I  don't  thiQ&  so.  do  yoa  T 
In  kissing  tben  can  there  be  harm  T 

I  don't  think  so,  do  yoa  T 


"♦♦♦-^ 


Beantifal  Flowers  for  My  Mother. 

Worda  by  Lnls  Wals  Brooker— Hasic  by  T.  H.  Hlgglna 


Mother,  I  bring  In  my  little  band     ' 

These  beantifal  flowers  lo  yoa— 
I  gathered  them  fresh  iti  the  spirit  land,^ 

All  sprinkled  over  with  dew  : 
Roses  of  loveliest  crtiuson, 

Lllloa  wbller  than  anew,  i. 

Violate  of  clattering  azure 

Oemmed  with  flowera  of  atar-IIke  hoe. 
Ohorns  :    BesQtlful  flowers  from  spirit  lsnd,i 
9  Sparkling  with  etberial  dew  : 

'  ,-  Lona  brlnga  In  her  little  hand, 

Brlnga  them,  mother,  daar  motlMT,  ta  yon 

Crimson  roses — Lona  foand  them 

Twined  around  an  evergreen. 
Bending  o'er  the  anow-whlte  lilies. 

Looking  upward  from  the  stream  : 
On  the  bank  there,  close  beside  tbom, 

Oathered  I  those  violets  blno  : 
In  the  sonllgbt  Juat  beyond  them. 

Bloomed  tho  flowera  of  star-like  \xXkt,  %      i 

Bosaa  are  of  love  an  emblem,  ,.-j 

Love  as  pure  as  love  can  be,  .1 

Watching  o'er  the  fleeting  morjsnti    ^, 

Of  my  belpleaa  infancy  : 
Llllea  tell  tbe  aplrit'a  whiteoeaa—  ; 

Violata  how  pure  and  true — 
Stara  tbe  crown  of  xiorlooa  brightneaa, 

Waiting  here  In  heaven  for  you. 


Rathkr  Ig.xorant  —  Two  young  ladies  recently 
agreed  to  read  ^liakef<peare  together,  and  one  said  : 
"  J.et  u«  l>egin  with  Homeo  and  Juliet.  " 

"  Why  !  exclaimed  the  other," we  cant  read  both 
of  Uiem  at  once.  " 


Faddy  Blake's  Echo. 


There'!  a  apot  by  th»t  lake,  airi. 

Where  echoes  were  born  : 
Where  one  Paddy  Blake.  Bin, 

W»8  walking  one  mom — 
With  a  great  curiouslty  big  in  bil  mlBd  ! 

Says  he  :   ■- Mrs.  Blake 
Poesu't  TBATK  me.  of  late, 
lu  the  faahlou  she  did 
When  I  first  called  her  Kate 
Bhe'a  crasty  and  early —  •,/. ', 

My  cabln'i  the  sbiaocl,  '; . 

My  piga  and  my  poultry 
Are  all  cheek  by  jowl  : 
Bat  what  ia  the  cause  from  the  Acho  I'll  find.  " 
Sfokkr  :    So  np  be  goes,  bowldly.  to  the  Acho.  and 
•ay*  :  "  The  top  o'  the  mornin'  t'ye.  Misther  or  Miuus 
Acho  :  for  divil  »  know  I  know  whether  ye  wear  petti- 
coats or  breeches  "—  "  Neither.  "  says  tbe  Acho  in  IrUh 
— ■■  Now,  that  being  the  case,  says  Paddy,  turulu'  sharp 
'pen  the  Acho  d'ye  see.  ye  oan  tell  me  the  stark-naked 
tmth— "  "Troth  an'  ye  may  say  that  with  yir  own  pnrty 
mouth,  "  aays  the  Acho — "  Well.  thin,  says  Paddy  atiin, 
what  the  dlTil's  come  oTer  Mrs.  Blake  of  late  T— "    "Po- 
teen !  "    says  the   Acho—"  Oh  '■    by  the  powers  of  Moll 
Kelly  '.  shouted  Paddy,  I  thought  as  mlcli— 
It  waan't  for  nothin'  the  taypot  was  hid. 
Tho'  I  guessed  what  waa  In  it  by  smellin'  the  lid.  " 

There's  another  suspicion 

Cornea  over  my  mind  : 
That  with  all  his  oohtbitioh 
And  prayers,  and  that  kind, 
Ould  Father  Mahony's  a  wag  in  his  way. 
When  a  statios,  he  says, 

Win  be  held  at  mt  house, 
I  must  go  my  ways,  :  ^      " 

Or  be  mute  as  a  moose.  ;  i 

For  Bin  turkey  and  bacon       ■.•_..- 

Is  pulled  from  the  shelf :         •  "  : 
Not  so  much  is  a  cake  on        -„    , 
The  coals  for  myself :  -     • 

But  what  all  this  maices  T  why,  the  4cbo  will  ny. 
BrOKXN  :  Up  he  goes  agin  to  the  Acho.  and  says  : 
"  Tell  me.  aff  ye  plase,  what  is't  brings  ould  Father 
Mabony  so  everlastingly  to  my  couuthry  seat  in  the  bog 
of  Bally  Keeran  ?  — "  "  Mrs.  Blake.  "  says  the  Acho — 
"  Oh.  bannimaudhionl  !  aays  Paddy,  I  tbongbt  as  mlcb 
the  thief  o*  the  world — sure  I  thought  as  mtch,  Oh  ! 
tnadtaer-anouns '. 

I'll  go  home  an'  bate  ber.  nntll  my  heart's  sore, 
Then  give  ber  tb«  key  of  the  street  everuiore  :  " 


I  Dahco  Like  a  Fairy. 

Answer  to  :  Sbe  danced  like  a  Fairjr 
If  ritten  \>j  Elliott  Brencbley— Air :  Sbe  danced  like  a  Fairy. 


Borne  chap  to  the  world  has  my  dolns*  proclaimed  : 
It's  time  be  was  tamed,  siuce  lue  he  has  blamed. 
And  said  thincB  about  me  for  which  he's  ashamed, 
I'm  sure  ought  to  be  of  himself 
'Twould  better  have  been  if  he.  friends,  to  yoti 

Had  shown  of  drcelt  a  deal  less  : 
To  pest  you  with  troubles  'twas  folly  to  do. 

He's  caused  me  to  like  him  much  less. 
CHORUS. 
For.  I  dance  like  a  fairy,  as  you  all  have  beard, 
I  sing  like  a  bird,  but  then  I  preferred 
A  Star  Comic-Singer— so  gave  him  my  word 
That  I  Mra.  Leyboume  would  be. 

Now  really  I  don't  think  he  ought  to  complain. 
Though  be  tried  in  vain  my  hand  to  obtain  : 
So  how  the  afEair  came  about  I'll  explain. 

If  you  your  attwution  will  give. 
He  called  at  my  Father's  and  nnto  me  said  : 

"  On  trying  to  teach  me  be  was  beut. 
He'd  learn  me  to  dance  with  a  light  fairy  tread.  " 

To  which  I,  of  course,  gave  consent. 

Now  I  dance  like  a  tairy,  ko. 

Doe  day.  my  Instructor  he  sarewed  up  his  pluck. 

Said  I  waa  a  duck,  with  me  he  waa  struck. 

Then  talked  for  an  hour,  said  he  *'  hoped  'twas  bis  luck 
To  be  loved  by  me  in  returu.  " 

*■  That  anme  comic-alnger  bad  forestalled  him,  I  said  i 
I'd  referred  him  to  Pa.  good  pld  geut. 

He'd  been  and  bad  asked  his  permiasion  to  wed- 
To  which  kind  old  dad  gave  consent.  " 

For,  I'd  dance  like  a  fairy,  JtC. 

This  poor  love-strnck  noodle  then  said  he  ahnnld  die. 
No  more  clothea  he'd  buy.  I  scarcely  knuw  why — 
'■  But  if  you  mean  to  lammas.  pray  leave  me.  said  I, 

The  ticket  of  your  Sunday  clulhea.  " 
ne  gave  me  a  fierce  look,  then  from  me  he  flew — 

So  now.  frienda   thia  favor  I  claim  : 
Believe  what  I've  told  you  to  be  really  true. 

And  say  that  I  waa  not  to  blame 

For,  I  dance  like  a  fairy,  *c. 


I 


The  difficulty  of  expressing  one's  self  in  r  foreign 
language,  is  illustrated  by  the  remark  of  a  Ger- 
man girl,  who  went  to  se«  a  fine  boy  baby,  and  in 
endeavoring  to  expreci  her  admiration  said  :  "  Oh, 
Diy  !  what  a  nice  fat  babee  !  Uow  &t  she  is,  don't 

.   High  Worts — Dialogue  in  a  balloon.  -  .^^  ; 


^      Don't  be  Sorrowful,  Darling. 

Woida  by  Alice  Gary— Mniic  by  i.  P.  Webater. 


Ab  '.  don't  be  sorrowfDl.  darllog,  :;^ 

And  dont  be  aorrowfnl,  pray  :  ,■.^'^'■'..■ 

Xaklng  the  year  together,  my  dear,      .  .  7 

There  isn't  more  night  tban  day  ! 
"Tia  rainy  weather,  my  darling. 

Time's  waves,  they  heavily  run. 
But  taking  the  year  together,  my  dear. 

There  ian't  more  cloud  tban  sun  ! 

CHORUS.  -'    ; 

Then  don't  be  sorrowfnl,  darling. 

Don't  be  sorrowftil,  pray  : 
Vor.  taking  the  year  together,  my  dear, 

There  iau't  more  sight  tban  day  ! 

We  are  old  folks  now,  my  darling. 

Our  heads  tbey  are  growing  gray  : 
Bnt,  taking  tba  year  all  around,  my  dear, 

Ton  will  always  find  th'  May  ! 
We  have  had  our  May.  my  darling. 

And  our  roses,  long  ago. 
And  th'  time  of  year  is  coming,  my  dear. 

For  th'  silent  night  and  tb'  anow  ! 

And  Ood  is  Ood  my  darling,        "..:;-•■'• 

Of  night  as  well  as  of  day. 
And  we  fsel  and  know  that  we  can  go . . 

Wherever  be  leada  the  way. 
Aye.  Ood  of  the  night,  my  darling. 

Of  tb*  nlgbt  of  death,  so  grim  : 
Tbe  gate  that  leada  out  of  life,  good  wife, 


Come  to  Me  in  Dreamland. 

Worda  by  0.  0.  BuUer— Mnaic  by  P.  von  WellM; 


Oboraa. 


Cbonu. 


Is  tb'  gate  that  leads  to  Bim  ! 

CkMd-Bye !  Bnt  Come  Again.  ^  - 

BAIXAD.        ; ■■!.'  ■'■^;  i;./'":%.^ 
Words  by  Oeorge  Cooper— Music  by  J.  R.  Tbomaa. 


Oh  !  must  we  part !  how  sad  the  words 

Are  falling  on  my  heart — 
Tour  beaming  eyes  would  bid  me  stay, 

Then,  dear  one,  must  we  part  ! 
And  yet  the  words  of  hope  you  breathe, 

Have  borne  away  my  pain, 
I  bless  the  lips  that  sweetly  say  : 
,. "  Good-bye  !  but  come  again  : 

Good-bye,  Good-bye,  ' '"  '• 

Good-bye  !  but  come  again.  " 

What  bliss  to  hold  your  hand  in  mine, 

And  gaze  within  your  eyes — 
What  buss  to  know  one  heart  is  true, 

'Neath  fiair  or  cloudy  skies — 
Your  loving  words,  like  Summer  flowers, 

Shall  in  my  soul  remain. 
And  soon  1 11  press  the  lips  that  say  i- . , 

"  Good-bye  !  bnt  come  again  :        ;'■ 
Good-bye,  Good-bye, 

Good-bye  !  but  come  again.  " 


Broken  Ties. 

Poetiy  by  Montgomery— Music  by  J.  P.  Webster. 


Tbe  broken  ties  of  happier  days. 

How  often  do  tbey  seem 
To  come  before  tbe  mental  gaze. 

Like  a  remembered  dream- 
Around  us  each  diasevrred  chain 

In  sparkling  ruin  Ilea. 
And  earthly  hands  oan  ne'er  again 

Unite  tboae  broken  ties. 

Tbe  parent  of  oar  in&nt  borne. 

The  kindred  that  we  love. 
Far  from  our  arms  perchance  may  roam 

To  diatant  scenes  removed  : 
Or  have  we  watched  their  parting  breath. 

Or  closed  their  weary  eyea. 
And  Bighed  to  think  how  sadli  death 

Can  aever  human  ties  !       ' 

The  fHends,  tbe  loved  ones  of  onr  youth, 

Tbey.  too.  are  gone,  or  changed. 
Or  worse  than  all.  their  love  and  truth 

Are  darkened  and  estranged  : 
They  meet  na  in  a  glltteriug  throng. 

With  cold,  averted  eyes. 
And  wonder  that  we  weep  onr  wrong 

And  monm  tboae  broken  ties. 

Ob  !  who.  In  sncb  a  world  as  this. 

Could  bear  their  Ist  of  pain 
Did  not  one  radiant  hope  of  blisa, 

Unclonded  yet  remain  ?— 
That  hope,  tbe  sovereign  Lord  has  given. 

Who  reigns  beyond  the  skies. 
That  hope. still  points  onr  souls  to  heaven. 

Beyond  those  broken  ties. 


Oh  L'  dearest !  in  my  fondest  dream, 
IVe  seen  £hee  oft,  too  oft,  I  ween  : 

Say  :  did  I  hear  thee  whisper,  lovs  ? 
For,  such  a  smile  I  searce  have  seen, 
And  all  my  soul  enraptured  grew  : 
^or,  I  could  TOW  that  it  was  you. 

'!  CD0KC8. 

J^ni  all  my  soul  enraptured  gre«  : 
Vif,  1  could  vow  that  it  was  yoit. 

I  wandered  long  in  Dreamland,  loTe, 
To  hear  again  what  thou  would'st  tell  : 

I  listened  while  some  spirit-song 
^ioke  o'er  me  like  some  nallowed  spell, 

JAnd  from  its  tone  I  knew  't  was  thee  : 
'  [For,  not  so  sweet  could  other  be. 

Thpi  come  to  me  in  Dreamland  oft,        ^  - 
I'll  tell  thee  of  a  heart  that's  true, 
I'll  tell  thee  how  some  spirit  came, 

.    ^d  whispered  :  "  1  am  loving  you  !  *' 
j  .And  if  that  spirit  be  thy  own, 
I  {I'll  know  it  from  its  sad,  sweet  tone. 


Vmx  Not,  Bat  Tnut  in  Providenoe. 

I  SACKED  BAIiLAm    j 

Worqslby  Anna  B.  Elmslie— Muaie  by  dee.  W.  VMeley. 


onward  through  this  vale  of  tears 

I  wend  my  weary  way. 

hen  my  poor  heart,  filled  with  vague  tears. 

Would  bid  my  footsteps  stay  : 

sweet  voice  often  whispers  me 

In  accents  soft  and  low  : 
"  Fear  not.  but  trust  in  Providence, 

Wherever  thou  may'at  go  :  i  ..^vfL 

Fear  not,  but  trust  in  Providence^ 

Wherever  thou  may'st  ga>" 

There's  sadness  in  my  heart  to-dsj,       -* 

And  swift  the  shadows  fall  :        !  . ..  - 

I  cannot  drive  the  gloom  away,  .'  •• 

There's  darkneks  over  all —       1 
But  that  same  voice  speaks  to  my  hsart 

Like  ninslo  soft  and  low  : 
"  Fear  not.  but  trust  in  Providence^ 

Wherever  thou  may'at  go  :  .       '  . 

Jfear  not,  but  trust  in  Pruvidenca,  ^~ 

Wherever  thou  ma/'t  go.  "      T   -  •■ 


When  conscience  is  awakened  now-a-di^s,  it 
don't  like  to  say  it  is  I,  half  so  well  as  it  is  tou. 


As  swiftly  onward  roll  tbe  years. 

The  futiire  to  the  past. 
May  laith  in  God  calm  all  my  isartb 

And  cheer  me  to  the  last—       ^ 
And  may  I  ever  heed  the  voioa  '  j 

That  whispers  soft  and  low  : 
'  Fear  not.  but  trust  in  Providence^ 

Wherever  thou  may'st  go  : 
pear  not,  but  truat  in  Providence, 
,  Wherever  thou  may'st  go.  " 


Cottage  on  the  HilL 

BkLLAD— Words  and  Musie  by  Frank  Howard. 

I  — ^— 

.■   ' 
Oft-tiin08,  at  twilight,  comes  a  shadow. 

My  heart  with  sweet  mem'ries  it  doth  fill  : 
Fono  irtcollectione  it  doth  point  to — 

'Tis  th^^t  dear  woodbine  cottage  standing  on  the  biTI, 
There  dwelt  those  loved  ones  so  near  and  so  dear. 

And  there  on  its  porch,  at  nightfitll's  approach. 
Dear  grand-p>a  with  stories  would  cheer  : 

Thsre  oft  I've  played  beside  the  riU  : 

Oh !  tell  me :  does  that  cottage  still  stand  on  the  hill  t 

The  cottage  that  stood  on  the  hill. 

The  cottage  that  stood  on  the  hill  ? 

No  sight  my  heart  with  joy  could  thrill 

Like  the  woodbine  cottage  standing  on  the  hiU. 

Over  this  wide  world  I  have  wandered. 

And  sights  ever  beautiful  I've  seen  : 
But  when  in  quiet  hours  I  'd  ponder. 

Back  came  the  cottage  with  the  fields  so  grssD— 
Ther*  with  my  dear  cherished  mother  I'd  roam. 

Such  pure  joy  to  me,  my  heart  light  and  free, 
A  heaven  of  blias  was  that  home  : 

Now  where  those  tall  old  poplars  wave,  - 
Lies  that  dear  mother  with  the  green  tnrf  o'er  her  grv 

That  cottage  that  stood  on  the  hill, 

1  hat  cottage  that  stood  on  the  hill. 

Oh  I  how  my  heart  with  joy  'twould  fill. 

Could  I  see  but  that  dear  old  cottage  on  the  hill ! 

■  i^.^— 

The  only  industrious  LOArsas  are  tbe  bakers. 
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ae 


We  Can  Make  Home  Happy. 


Thongh  w«  miiy  not  etiinKe  th«  cottage 
For  a  mansion  lall  ind  grand. 

Or  exebuDKe  the  little  graaa  plot 
For  a  bnnii(tie«a  •Irelch  of  land— 

^W  tUero'a  goiualhiuK  brlnhter.  dearer 
Than  the  wealth  we'd  thiia  comniaud. 

Tbonfh  we  bare  not  meana  t*  porchaae 
Ooatly  |iloturei  rich  aiid  rare— 

TboORh  we  hare  uot  silken  hangings      ' 
For  thn  nails  fto  cold  and  bare— 

We  can  hang  tbem  o'er  with  (arlanda  : 
For,  the  dowers  bloom  everjrwUere. 

We  can  aloaya  make  homo  cheerfal, 
If  the  rlcht  conrse  we  tMRin  : 

Wa  can  uiaJce  it8  luiuatra  happjr 
And  their  triicat  blnaainfis  win  : 

It  will  make  the  siiinll  room  brighter, 
It  we'll  let  the  aunahine  tu. 

We  can  gather  round  the  firealde. 
When  the  eTrnliiR  hours  are  lnn;f— 

We  can  bleud  our  buarta  and  voices 
In  a  happy,  social  aoDg— 

We  can  gnlde  tome  erring  brother— 
I<eMl  him  from  the  path  of  wrong. 

We  may  ttll  onr  home  with  mnslo. 

And  with  suiiablne  briuiuilug  o'er. 
If  aaainat  all  dark  Intruders 

We  will  ftrmly  close  lh«  door— 
Tst  shonid  eril  shadows  enter. 

We  mast  love  e.ich  other  more. 

Ob  '.  there  sre  treasures  for  the  lowl/ 
Whleh  the  grandest  fail  to  And  : 

Thare'a  a  chain  »f  swent  affect  on 
Binding  friends  of  kindred  mind — 

We  may  reap  tlie  choicest  blessings 
From  the  pooreat  lot  aaalgued. 


The  Straight  Tip. 

Sang  by  Ta>  Obx4T  Tbsc. 
Koalo  Kt  Booeey  k  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Street,  Mew-Tork. 


Pm  a  downy  sort  of  chap, 

Toa'll  see  beyond  all  donbt  :  ^ 
Up  to  every  move  on  the  l>oard — 

I  know  my  way  about. 
Alt  information  you  may  want,    . 

Toa'll  have  It  front  these  ll|  •  (  '  ",; 

Make  no  bloomloR  error  there — 
For,  mine  are  all  atraight  tips. 

The  atralght  tip  the  straight  Up, 

I  give  Tnu  llie  rtrulglit  tip  ; 

Make  no  bloo^lnx  ermr  there, 

I  give  juu  the  atralgUt  Up. 

When  coarting.  if  you'd  like  to  mak« 

The  lady  your  fair  bride, 
Get  to  know  her  charactor, 

Before  the  knot  la  tied  , 
Or  yoa  may  perliapa  regret  it. 

When  yonr  cable  yon  can't  sltp — 
Hake  no  blooming  rrior  there, 

I  give  yon  the  atralijht  tip. 

The  straight,  kc. 

W^n  goinft  to  tie  Hares,  If 

On  bettin;,' you're  iiollned. 
Be  anre  yon  never  I  et  ui>on 
Tbe  horse  that  comes  Ijahlnd. 
f  you  don't  fallow  uiy  advice, 

Tonrcoiii  away  will  slip— 

Make  uo  bloom  lug  error  there, 

I  give  you  tho  airalght  tip. 

me  strslght,  he. 

When  driving  a  bard  bargain— 

Kow  always  think  of  this— 
Be  sore  yoa  have  the  beat  of  It, 

A  good  chance  nevur  miss. 
For.  in  this  WMild  all  seem  iDClined    . 

Kach  other's  oiii  to  grip — 
Make  no  blooming  error  there, 

I  give  you  the  straight  tip.        .   .     v  ■ 

The  atraight,  fto. 

A  tip  I've  got  for  QKbting. 

Whloh  1*  useful  yoa  will  say  s 
That  is.  to  never  let  your  man 

Hit  yon  In  any  way. 
Keep  yoar  guard  and  now  and  then. 

Aim  at  the  noae  or  lip  — 
Make  no  bloomlnc  error  there, 

I  give  you  the  atiai^bt  tip. 

The  atralghl.  ko. 

■•T«r  be  too  certain  I'^iyi, 

la  what  yon  iinderlsk«  : 
Or  ten  to  one  bat  tiilngi  go  wrong, 

Yoa  make  some  sad  mistake. 
For.  many  a  alip    yon  know,  there  !• 

Between  the  cup  and  lip- 
Make  no  blo<imiiig  error  there, 

I  give  yoa  the  straight  tip. 

The  atnlght,  kc. 


Wliy  is  sn  empty  cliauipagne  buttle  like  an 
orphan  ? 

iieeatiae  it  baa  lost  its  "  pop.  ' 


Beaiie  Gray  :  Or  I  Will  and  I  Won't 

Long  time  a-courting  I  had  boea 

The  village  QuMn  of  May, 
A  maiden  fair  as  summer's  skiai, .. ' 

Whose  name  was  Bessie  Gray.    ''     '   ■•■^ 
One  evening,  by  the  river's  brink, 

As  we  sat  siae  by  side. 
With  b«atiug  heart  I  whispsred  low  : 

"  Sweetheart,  wilt  thoti  be  my  bride  f  '■' 
She  shook  lier  golden  ringlets  back, 

And  laughing,  said  :  "  Now,  don't ! 
Such  folly  sure  was  never  heard  : 

Of  course,  you  know  I  won't.  " 

With  anger  fired,  I  chided  her,  . '  " 

Her  broken  vows  reproved,  .■  > 

Beealled  sweet  tender  memories — 
.     Ihe  maid  "remained  unmoved. 
I  clasped  lier  little  hand — 'twas  cold — 

I  said  :  "  False  girl,  you're  free. 
And  ere  another  day  may  dawn. 

Why,  I'll  he  off  to  sea.  " 
"  No,  no  !  oh«  cried,  'twas  all  a  jest  : 

Say  but  you  love  me  still, 
And  I'll  confess  a  maiden's  won't 

May  sometimes  mean  I  will.  " 

Now  twenty  years  are  past  and  gone,  _, 

A  happy  couple  we. 
With  health  and  sweet  contentment  blest, 

And  prattlers  round  our  knee. 
And  now  my  simple  song  is  done, 

The  moral  I'll  impart  : 
Ofl  words  escape  from  lips  which  find 

No  echo'  in  tlio  heart. 
"  The  course  of  true  love  ne'er  runs  smooth,  " 

The  adage  holds  good  still  : 
Then  never  daunted  bo  by  wos't. 

And  you  may  gain  your  will  ! 


A  Sammer  Day. 


Sunshine  over  the  meadow  lands, 

Kiaaing  the  criuaou  clover. 
And  sunshine  haunting  tbe  Illy  capo  »   ' 

That  the  yellow  bees  hang  over; 
And  sunshine  over  the  hazy  hills. 

And  over  the  dimpling  river,  ' 

And  I  wished  that  the  snn  and  samoMr  day 

Might  shine  and  last  forever. 

We  walked  down  by  the  meadow  path. 

The  broad  highway  forsaking  : 
For,  the  quiet  of  that  lovely  apot 

Seemed  batter  for  our  love-making  ; 
And  I  was  silent  and  she  was  shy. 

As  we  walked  down  throngh  the  clover  ; 
Bnt  we  tliought  It  the  sweeteai  aummer  day 

That  ever  the  snn  shoue  over. 

We  heard  the  birds  In  Ihe  waving  grass, 

As  they  twittered  to  each  other 
About  the  uests  they  had  hidden  away. 

And  tbe  ceo  of  each  ^lad  bird-mother  ; 
And  we  thought,  as  we  walked  that  aiuniasr  day 

ThroHKh  the  clover  blooms  toKetlmr. 
That  at  l.ist  the  world  was  in  perfect  tane, 

lu  the  glad,  bright  suuimer  weather. 

I  cannot  tell  what  I  said  to  her. 

As  we  walked  knee-deep  lu  clover  i 
But  I  know  that  tbe  robins  merrily  sang 

Their  sweetest  of  sweet  son^s  over. 
And  down  in  my  heart  love's  own  bird  sang 

A  song  that  was  gladder,  sweeter. 
And  its  echo  joined  with  the  world's  sweet  hymn 

And  made  the  day  completer. 

And  when  we  came  np  the  meadow  path. 

Our  heiirts  sang  over  and  over  : 
■■  Oh  '  sweet,  glad%ay  for  kloasom  and  Mid, 

And  for  every  blithe  young  lovar  '  " 
And  yet  I  knew  not  the  words  she  said, 

Ur  whether  she  apoke  at  all  ; 
Bnt  of  all  eweet  days,  liiat  sammer  day 

I  cot>ut  aa  the  best  of  all. 


The  Merry  Yivandiere. 


Rataplan  plan  plan,  bow  merry  tbe  dmms  are  lieatlng  ' 
Yes,  the  drum  Is  Ihe  niiulo  we  delight  to  bear  ; 

And  merrily  we  march  away,  with 

oar  hannaars  gaily  flying— 
la  the  world  there's  none  ao  gay  as  a  merry  Tlvandlere. 

Tlien  hnrrah  '  then  harrsh  for  the  merry  TlvsBdiars  '■ 

Hurrah  '  harrah  !  a  merry  Yivandlere  ! 

And  when  the  morning  star's  appearing 

At>ove  the  camp,  I  sing  with  glaa  : 
"  Viva  LA  Fbahos  '■  "  my  voles  thns  cheering 

The  men  to  hope  of  victory. 


With  while  cockade,  and  ribbons  flying. 

My  glass  I  paaa.  well  filled  with  cheer, 
Tbs  while  a  hondred  lips  are  crying;  : 

"  We  toast,  we  toast  oar  Tlvaudiere  !  " 


Rataplan,  &c. 


Ikoow  BO  fear.  In  spite  of  danger  : 

For,  I  waa  t>orn  upon  the  plain 
Of  battle  :  SO  no  simple  stranger 

Am  I  to  scenes  of  death  and  pain  : 
To  help  tbe  wounded  and  the  dying 

I  qnlckly  fly,  their  angalsh  try  to  chMr. 
Who,  with  their  latest  breaths  are  sighing 

A  blessing  on  the  Vlvaudiero  ' 


Bataplan,  be. 


-.♦.- 


My  Jannting  Car. 


I'm  Larry  McOne.  a  boy  so  trae, 

I  belong  to  the  Emerald  Isle  : 
Toar  attention  I  crave,  and  I'll  chant  yon  a  stave, 

And  perhaps  it'll  cause  yon  to  smile. 
I'm  jolly  end  gay,  the  truth  I  say.  and  tbe 

girls,  both  near  and  far, 

Say  it's  quite  a  thrate  Jaat  to  take  a  sate, 
And  a  drive  on  my  janntiug  car. 

Driving,  Jolting,  driving  on  a  jannting  car. 
CilORCB. 
For,  when  I  get  a  fare.  I  drive  away  doll  care. 

As  I  sit  en  my  jaunting  car  : 
The  reins  I  grip,  and  I  crack  my  whip, 

And  off  goM  my  jaunting  car ! 

In  Dublin  town  of  great  renowa,        '  ■■.  , 

You'll  find  me  on  the  atand  : 
On  my  car  so  nate  Just  take  a  sate. 

And  I'll  drive  through  the  streets  SO  grsttd. 
The  slKlit*  so  hue  all  others  outshine. 

No  matter  near  or  far  : 
The  reina  I'll  grip,  and  crack  my  whip, 

And  off  flies  my  jaunting  car  ! 
Driving,  jolting,  driving  on  a  Jannting  car. 

For,  when  I  get,  &c. 

If  a  girl  to  yonr  mind  yoa  wlah  to  find, 

Ould  Ireland's  jnst  tbe  part  ; 
The  Colleen  fair,  I  do  declare. 

Are  sure  to  ateal  your  hearts 
With  glance  ao  sly,  and  beaming  eye 

Aa  bright  as  any  star. 
By  the  powera  of  Jove  !  you're  aore  to  fall  in  love. 

If  you  drive  on  a  Jaunting  car. 

For,  when  I  get,  &c. 

So  If  yon  wlah  for  sport,  sore  I'm  tbe  sort. 

Can  find  you  lots  of  fun  - 
I  can  sit  on  my  yoke,  and  crack  a  Joke 

With  any  boy  under  the  suu. 
I  know  well  enough  where  they  sell  good  etu^ 

And  the  girls  I'ehlnd  the  bar 
Can  tell  by  my  wink  what  sort  of  drink        i 

Can  grease  the  wheela  of  my  jaunting  car. 

For,  when  I  get,  kc 


There  is  No  Place  Like  Home. 


What  joy  to  return  to  my  once  happy  home  ! 

What  bliss  to  again  view  the  spot 
Where  in  evenings  calm  beauty  we  wandered  alone 

From  our  humble  but  sweet  little  cot  ! 
In  my  dreams  I  have  seen  him  repeating  his  vows 

While  sadly  my  eyes  filled  with  tears. 
When  we  talked  of  our  future — our  happiness,  too — 

And  my  hopes  that  so  soon  turned  to  fears — 

CMORL'8. 

For,  he  called  me  his  darling,  he  called  me  his  dove — 
Deceived  me,  and  left  me  the  cold  world  to  rove — 
The  angels  are  calling  aloud  from  above — 
"  Mother,  kiss  me,  ere  I  die  !  "  I  . 

I  wish  that  those  days  would  return  once  again, 

When  under  a  dear  mother's  care, 
lie  j)romi8ed  me  all  that  his  wealth  could  obtain, 

If  I  with  him  my  Ufe  I  wonld  share. 
I  fled  from  my  home — scorned  a  mother's  advice- 

For  one  that  had  riches  in  store  : 
But  he's  left  me  to  roam — and  his  child  all  alone  — 

To  behold  his  proud  face  never  more. 

For,  he  called  me,  <tc. 

We  ofttimes  receive  a  good  mother's  advic«  j  > : 

And  treat  it  with  scorn  and  with  pride — 
From  the  good  paths  of  virtue  we  soon  go  to  vioe, 

And  still  lirr  good  counsel  deride  ! 
Onward  in  folly  go  nearer  tlie  grave — 

In  shame  and  in  poverty  voam — 
Till  we  fly  to  the  arms  of  a  mother  at  last. 

Convinced  that  there's  no  place  like  horns. 

For,  he  called  me,  Ac. 


Old  maids  are  described  as  "  embers  from  which 
the  sparks  have  fled.  " 

Fob  a  WgDDi.to  Sono — Lore  knot. 
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Do  You  Know  Who  Lovet  You  ? 


Darling,  do  you  know  who  loves  yoti  T 
Do  you  know  whoe«  heart  i«  toums. 

Who  is  lonely  here  without  you, 

Through  the  weary  midnight  hours  ? 

Do  you  know  whose  prayers  are  spoken  - ,  ' 
On  the  breath  of  mom  and  even — 

Praying  God  that  o'er  his  loved  one  ^ 

May  De  kept  the  watch  of  Ileaven  ?       '  '_■ 

Do  you  know  whose  hope  of  living     .;!.' 

W  ould  be  struck  out  from  life, 
Should  he  lose  the  lovk  and  blessing 

Of  her  he  hopes  to  call  his  wi« 

Does  our  partings  ever  tell  you 
What  a  drear  our  life  would  be, 

If  from  out  its  heartfelt  treasures 
Lovk  should  cease,  and  hope  should  flee  ? 

Does  it  ever  gently  whisper — 

For  the  sake  of  joys  to  come — 
'  liear  each  other's  burdens  kindly, 

Let  our  Ileaven  on  earth  be  uoiii?  " 

Oh  !  my  heart's  own  cherished  treasure,    : 
I'ome  wiiATEVEK  Fate  may  send,  • '■■ 

I'll  always  love  thee  without  measure — 
Love  thee,  bless  thee  to  the  end  ! 

Cheer  up  !  then,  my  darling  "  loved  one,  " 
Let  not  sadness  cross  thy  brow — 

Though  parted  here,  in  Ileaven  we'll  meet  : 
Till  then,  be  patient  here  below. 

Her  Chignon  on  My  Shoulder. 


One  dark  and  drear;  winter  daji 

When  (new-drifts  fkat  were  melting. 
And  'gaintt  the  window's  dewj  pane 

The  ralDjr  flakes  were  peltlog  : 
Beneath  tlie  bright  gas'  genial  bias*,. 

As  outer  blants  grew  colder, 
I  was  seated  by  mj  Maggie's  side. 

With  her  chignon  on  my  shoulder. 

I  breded  not  the  storm  without — 

Within  the  BUD  was  sblijiug  i 
The  clouds  of  life  were  lifted,  thea  S 

I  saw  the  silver  Unlug— 
And  as  mjr  darling  sweetly  smiled.  "■'  '. 

My  throhblDg  heart  grew  bolder  ; 
I  dreamed  at  I  bail  uerer  dreamed. 

With  ber  cbignon^on  my  sbonldeb 

I  dreamed  of  riches  and  of  fame 

Acquired  by  honest  labor  :  ■'.'■., 

A  name  k>  live  when  I  am  gone. 

And  wealth  to  help  my  neighbor-- 
I  dreamed,  too.  of  a  happy  hoii>e. 

Where,  growing  old  and  older. 
Her  little  baud  clasped  close  in  mine, 

Uer  chignon  on  my  shoulder. 

The  tide  of  years  will  bear  na  on, 

Our  iiatbs  are  nndlrerKing. 
No  frost  of  time  can  blast  tbe  bud 

Nor  freeze  the  lore  that's  anrglng  : 
And  not  until  each  heart-throb  cease. 

And  dust  to  duKt  shall  moulJer, 
Shall  I  forget  the  blinsfnl  time 

Her  chignon  pressed  my  shoulder 


What  Wai  I  Made  For  T 


■1  :.f 


God  made  the  little  bird  to  sing 

Up  in  the  tree  so  tall  : 
He  made  the  castled  snail  to  cling     .' 

Close  to  the  garden  wall. 

He  made  the  flower  to  charm  the  eye, 

And  scent  the  air  around  : 
lie  made  the  tree  so  broad  and  high. 

To  shadow  all  the  ground. 

He  made  the  stars  to  cheer  the  night. 

And  yon  dark  sky  adorn  : 
Ue  made  the  sun  so  warm  and  bright, 

To  ripen  well  the  com.  -   .     ,t   .   V 

I  cannot  twinkle  like  a  star. 
Or  blossom  like  the  flowers  . 

But  God  has  made  me  greater  fur. 
And  given  me  nobler  powers. 

Affiection,  reason,   knowledsje,  will, 
Lgrd,  thou  bust  given  to  nie  :        ,/" 

Tlp>  shaU  not  each  thy  law  fulfill,  ^  '; 
And  all  be  used  for  thee  V 


The  Beauty  of  Brixton. 

Written  and  Soas  by  Oeort*  Wan. 


I  fcel  so  Md  for  rra  bMB  had,  I  wlsh4bat 

my  days  w*r«  over : 
I've  jast  took  a  wife,  aa  a  partner  for  life, 

and  thooght  that  I  shonld  live  In  clover. 
When  I  saw  that  girl  her  annshade  twirl,  . 

I  fell  deep  in  love  io  a  lainaie. 
And  observed  to  a  pal  :  "  I'll  make  lore  to  that 

(IrL  "  and  the  very  next  minute  did  begin  it. 
CHOKUS. 
I've  seen  a  f  irl  or  two  in  my  time,  bat  I  nerer 

met  snch  a  vixen. 
With  ooal-blaek  hair  and  bonny  blna  eyes, 

and  they  call  her  the  Beauty  of  Brixton. 

I  said  :  "  My  dear,  as  I  drew  neat.  I've 

one  little  question  to  ask  you  : 
Will  yon  tell  me  your  name  T  for,  my  heart's  in  a  flame.  " 
Sbe  smiled,  and  she  said  :  "  Why.  tny  name's  Ijoo.  " 
■-  Then  will  yixi  be  my  wlla  ?  or  my  pocket  knUe 
Shall  soon  pnt  an  end  to  my  sorrow.  " 
-  Oh  !  don't  be  a  flat,  yon  mustn't  do  that : 

for,  I'll  marry  yon  to-morrow.  " 

We  got  married  next  day,  bnt  the  troth  I  must  say, 

I've  done  nothing  since  bnt  repent  it : 
For,  the  very  first  night,  she  got  dmnk  out-right, 

and  the  poker  on  my  head,  why,  she  bent  It : 
Then  she  got  the  poorest,  and  a  large  piece  of  ttt, 

and  the  cat  with  the  fat  tried  to  ehoke  it. 
And  she  blackened  my  eye  with  a  penny  pork-pie, 

and  said  :  "  Put  that  in  your  pipe  and  smoke  It.  " 

She  pnt  me  in«  fright— she  brought  home,  the  other 

night,  a  soldier,  a  six  feet  life  guard— 
Sbe  invited  him  in,  and  called  him  ooasln.  bnt 

be  turned  ont  a  regular  blaekgtuird  : 
I  began  for  to  think,  when  tbey  aent  for  lots  of  drink, 

and  teu  pounds  of  pork-chops  for  supper. 
That  the  thing  was  absurd— bnt  I  hadn't  spoke  a 

word  when  tbey  both  helped  me  into  the  gutter. 

She  her  nails  in  me  dug,  he  gave  me  Heenan's  hng, 

and  swore  he'd  lick  creation  : 
Then  I  got  an  nppercnt :  but  a  polloeman  eomlhg  np. 

I  bad  them  both  taken  off  to  the  station. 
Tbe  magistrate,  next  day.  heard  what  I  had  to  say. 

his  ejres  on  the  pair  he  fixed  on  : 
I'm  now  ont  of  their  reach,  tbey  got  six  mouths  each. 

and  are  both  on  tbe  stepper  at  Brixton. 


Sad  Ifews  from  Home. 

The  Music  can  be  obtained  at  the  Music-Store  of 
Wm.  A.  Pond  &  Oa,  M7  a  86i  Broadway,  Kew-Tork. 


Sad  news  from  home  for  me  : 

Friends  gather  there  in  gloom,       • "  - 
Friends  who  have  joined  in  glee, 

Oft  in  that  cottage  home. 
Lut,  oh  !  how  that  home  is  changed  now  ! 

No  longer  joyful  hearts  are  there. 
Within  the  tomb  that  aged  brow. 

That  aged  father's  free  from  cmb.  ..  "    . 

CIIOKCS.  ■•.'•'     ,  • 

Sad  news  from  home  for  me  :         -    ^' 

Friends  gather  there  in  gloom,    .;' 

Friends  who  have  joined  in  glee,   '~   , 

'.         •      Oft  in  that  cotti^e  home —  ■;.' 

Lonely  a  mother  weeps,  '  ■  •  .     ;  ■  _  ■.    ; 

Breaking  her  heart  in  vain,    ;^  -     "  "; 
Mourning  for  him  who  sleeps,    ..."  ■     ' 

Ne'er  to  awake  again —  '  ■'.       ' 

And,  oh  !  her  loved  ones  by  her  side, 

t'o  sadly  gazing  through  each  tear,  .; 

Without  a  father  for  their  guide. 

Can  ne'er  again  feel  happy  here. 

Sad  news  m>m  home  for  me  :  Ac. 

Far,  far  away  I  roam. 

Far  from  my  native  land  :  '•  *■,■'-.... 

Oft  will  1  sigh  for  home — 

Sigh  for  each  kindred  hand. 
Though  I  may  tie'er  again  behold 

The  home  and  friends  so  dear  to  me,      • 
1  here  is  a  heaven,  we  are  told. 

Where  all  that's  good  on  earth  shall  bei. 

Sad  news  from  home  for  me  :  4c. 


The  first  oue  that  died  was  a  ohap  named  Jim,j 
Be  blew  out  his  bralna  with  a  roiling  pin  :        ' 
And  the  next  oue  was  his  Oal  Poll, 
Who  ont  her  throat  with  a  farthing  doll. 

Why,  dun't  yon  toni  pale,  ahlvar  T  a*. 

Then  his  eldest  sister  went  np  to  her  room. 
And  choked  herse  f  with  the  carpet  broom  : 
And  the  fktber.  when  he  heard  the  awful  la)«.j 
Ue  hung  hiuiself  with  the  stable  pail.  ' 

Why,  don't  yon  turn  pale,  aliiver  T  he. 

Tlie  mother,  when  all  the  dead  bodies  she  foon 
In  her  waahing  tab  hereelf  she  drowned. 
While  the  dog  they  used  to  keep  in  the  yard. 
He  amolhered  himself  with  a  bladder  of  l«rd. 

Why.  don't  you  tun  pale,  aiiiver !  ae. 

The  favorite  eat,  a  very  aid  tabby. 
Killed  itself  by  eating  the  baby  : 
The  serraat-snaid  went  in  a  boater. 
And  cut  her  throat  with  a  dirty  duster. 

Why,  don't  you  torn  pale,  shiver  ?  ac. 

And  the  bttler  he  had  a  deplorable  fkte  : 
For.  he  bolted  away  with  the  whole  of  the  plate  i 
At  the  lateat  date  he  was  doing  weU, 
And  that  iMfiXl have  to  toll. 

Why,  don't  yon  torn  pale,  ablTsr  T  ae. 


I  Steam's  Up. 

goosey  a  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Straet,  Maw-ToA. 


Huloal 


All  de  world  is  in  commotion, 

People  scarcely  time  to  dream  : 
Nothing  else  but  locomotion, 

Ebery  ting  is  done  by  steam. 
Quiet  Itmies  are  out  of  ntshion. 

An':  'tis  tought  quite  a  disg^ntM^ 
If  thi^  irorld  dat  you  can  dash  oo 
At  *  break-neck  railroad  pace. 
For,  ebery  body  must  go  flying, 
J  Fining,  firzing,  oh,  oh,  oh  ! 
-    ^  Heave  ahead  !  all  folks  are  crying  : 
Steam's  up,  and  away  we  go  1;"  .. 

I  undeistand  dey  tink  ob  making      i 

A  niilroad  np  into  de  Moon,  | , 

An'  a,  ^ranch  ob  dat  line  will  be  tafcia       . 

To  idfe  Sun,  I  should  presume. 
In  ebeipr  Star,  depend  upon  it,  i     " 

Detefll  be  stations  on  de  rail,        t  ->^T  " 
An'  qext  time  dere  comes  a  Comet^  ]     '  ..^  ,  . 

Dey  111  fix  an  engine  to- his  tail.      |        ' '   ' 
I  For,  ebery  body,  Ac. 

Steai|i  jto  cause  joy  or  vexation, 

StMIn  to  make  you  latlgh  or  fret 
Steaih  to  stop  a  perspiration, 

Steatn  to  put  you  in  a  sweat : 
Steam  to  make  you  thin  or  fatter. 

Steam  to  make  you  old  or  young  t    ■'*•  '■ 
Steam  to  make  you  chatter,  chatter, 

St«atn  to  make  you  hold  your  tongne. 

For,  ebery  body,  Ac. 


-a'<y 


Billy  Pattiaon. 


The  Hombie  Tale. 
(  New  VcBsiON.  ) 
Composed  and  Song  by  W.  Kelly. 


A  horrible  tala  I  hare  to  relate 
It  will  pat  yonr  nerves  in  a  frightful  stata  t 
It  Is  about  a  wtiole  funo-i-lee  „'  '.■■'■■ 

Who  all  committel  Felo-di'-see. 
CHORUS. 
Why,  don't  yon  tnm  pair  shiver  shake  and  die  ?- 
This  horrible  tale  it  makes  me  ery. 
HlMKaiiaaaHiaa 


'  white  folks,  listen  unto  me, 
Oh  '.  Billy  Pattison  '. 
le  subject  of  my  story  I'll  tell  onto  thee. 

Don't  tell  me   don't  tell  me  : 
lename  of  my  song  I'll  sing  unto  thee 

Is  :  oh  !  Billy  Pattison  ! 
le  name  of  my  song  I'll  tell  unto  thee. 

Don't  toll  roe  don't  tell  nie 
lorus  i     Billy  Pattison   e<Kx1-bye  ' 

I  think  your  horse  will  die  : 

If  he  don't.  I'll  ride  agatn  : 

If  be  does.  I'll  tan  his  hide. 

I'll  lay  teu  dollars  down, 

I'll  leave  it  in  my  will  : 

Show  me  the  man  in  this  yer  town 

That  struck  my  brother  BiU. 


kad  a  brother,  his  name  was  Dick. 
Oh  '  Billy  Pattiaou  ! 
Ifmebody  hit  bim  on  the  head  with  a  brick. 

Don't  tell  me.  don't  tell  me  : 
Dfi  :  «hat  did  be  say  when  be  came  tot 

Ob  :  Billy  Pattison  ! 
t  |wy.  darkies,  this  won't  do  : 
Don't  toil  me,  don't  tell  me.     ' 

Billy  FattlMw,  ae. 

lleyer  you  go  to  Fiddlers'  Gbreen, 
Oh  !  Billy  Pattison  ! 
lame  old  nigger  is  tbaia  to  ha  aesn, 
Don't  tell  me  don't  toll  me  :    | 
th  bis  right  hand  he  holds  a  Will.  * 

Oil  '  Billy  Pattison  ' 
4|nd  this  is  tbe  man  that  atmck  old  BiU, 
Don't  toll  me.  doa't  tell  me. 

Billy  Pattison.  Ac 
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The  Farmer's  Son. 

Sung  bj  Tom  Futcourt. 
Mule  tt  BooMjr  k  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  StM«t,  New-Tork. 


■»»J 


( 


I  am  ■  farmer  yeaus  uid  glf. 

As  70U  »U  pUinly  MO  : 
I  otme  to  town   the  olber  day^    .: 

Intent  upon  >  ipret — 
In  Brotnpti>u  Square  »  lua  I  met, 

A  J0II7  jovi»l  une  :  ji . 

Rhe  Mid  :  "  Your  name  I  now  forget,  ^t  . 

but  you're  the  (aroier'!  eoa.  "  »] 

Tlien  f»l  111  U  1ml  )»l  I*.       -  ...« 

Tlie  weat-eud  ulrle  are  full  of  fun  :  ,. 

Tbeii  M  lal  la  tal  lal  la. 

Tbejr  like  a  Jollj  ikrnier'a  son.  " 

We  walked  nud  passed  a  pastrycook'^ 

Slie  leaut  close  tu  lu;  stde. 
And  Kava  llie  cakes  such  lODgiog  looks. 

That  I  look  Ler  Inside. 
About  a  pound  for  tarts  I  paid— 

Tho  Hhe  a'e  every  one. 
I  thoiisht  tins  was  the  sort  of  maid 

Tu  Bint  a  lartuei'B  bod. 

Then,  fal  lal  la,  kc. 

A  pint  nt  Port  Bl>e  driiik  or  more. 

'1  lieu  Said  :  '   Her  head  swam  ronnd.  " 
We  i-f  >rcely  cot  tmisule  the  door, 

Wlicu  klio  leil  oil  tLe  erouud  '. 
She  puled  luu  tlo«u.  witli  her  I  fell, 

Fo.liS  1-0  trd  to  sea  tbo  ^lu  : 
Uo}S  rr mi  aloud  :   '   Ueie's  drunken  Sal 

Wb.>ckiu|;  the  farmer's  son  '  " 

Then,  fal  lal  la,  &x. 

Of  her  a«h<med.  nwar  I  r:<n. 

All  tli'>ui;h  to  s.>ve  liiy  life  : 
I  ih  u  knocked  Uotvn  a  iiuor  old  man, 

Aln  •  A  bjker's  wife  : 
II«r  hns'iand  cried  :  "  Mind  what  yer  do  '. 

Now  just  see  where  yer  i  ouie  :  '' 
A  pail  of  water  then  be  ibreir. 

And  drenched  the  farmer  a  son. 

Iben.  fal  lal  la,  Ac. 

The  i>ail  fell  craah  ou  my  soft  head, 

1  laid  ai;aln«t  a  door— 
A  pollcemau  came  :  "  More  on  !  "  ha  aald, 

JuBt  whuu  the  row  was  o'er. 
In  life  a  lokSou  I  was  tauubt. 

I'll  not  atiaiu  lie  done 
E^^rieuce  was  dearly  bought 

l^y  me  the  farmer'a  aou. 

Then,  fal  lal  la,  kc. 


Thic  Pretty  Giri  of  Our  Court 

COMIC  BONO. 

Written  by  J.  A.  Hardwlck-Uusic  by  Chaa.  Qotto. 

s 

I  may  say  I  reside  at  court  : 

F"r.  Ill  a  cocBT  1  live  : 
And  there  does  Uwell  a  charming  Belle, 

Thit  urace  to  it  does  Rive. 
Phe  «  briKht.  aud  fair,  with  golden  hair, 

8<test  B.iiilini{  couBTKOi'B  face  : 
And  Fanny    »h  ■.  Miih  coubtksT, 
Posseasss  couBXLt  crace.  - 

CHORUS. 
Oh  !  the  Pretty  Oirl  of  our  court— 

If  any  of  jou  try 
(To  court  the  Girl  of  onr  court, 
I'll  know  the  reasou  why  : 

Her  parents  are  iosi>ectable — 

Uer  Ilia's  a  luouihly  nurse  :  ^ 

lier  lather's  a  TOW«-TBtvEU.sx  : 

For,  he  couducts  a  hus. 
And  she  s  niakea  aitiflcial  flowers,  ,  -*    .. 

The  fairest  t!o«er  of  all  : 
And  with  th«  aprlKS.  itreeu  bnds,  and  twigs. 

At  wholesale  shoi'S  duea  call.  Chorus. 

She  mlKht  hav<i  «od  and  settled  well, 

But  I  cau  piaiiil}  b.e 
If  I'm  Liot  cut  out  l>y  some  chap 

That  she's  cut  ovt  fvjr  me.  '         . 

She's  cacouT  the  iaucy,  says  report, 

Of  s«ell»,  hut  r\e  not  thoUKbt 
'^  That  ever  «lll  be  tripi>iUK  CAVaUT 

'I'be  beauty  of  our  court.  Chorna. 

There's  only  oiie  thing  I  require  — 

A  hundre  1  aovoieiKu- lo.in  — 
Towed   a  (nmishi  d  liouse  to  hit*, 

And  call  that  uirl  my  own.  ' 

If  any  oue  will  lend  me  that. 

Or  for  no    ■  do  a  bill,  " 
To  pay  it  hack    auii^e  '<aT,  I'll  lesTO 

Directions  lu  HT  will !  Cborns. 

And  If  DO  generous-b'  arted  friend 

8teps  forth    1  be,'  10  stnte 
Me  and  my  I'ai  uy  dear  lulend 

Till  £<a.«r  next  to  »alt  : 
F  T  on  E  ater    Monday,  do  yon  know, 

Shoreditcli  Cnurch  they  open  keep 
To  marry  dee— aud  there  will  we 

Oet  married,  on  the  cheap  ! 

Srexzw  :     Bnt.  in  the  mean  time  take  notice  that  in 
reapect- 

Of  the  pretty  girl  of  onr  eonrt,  Jle. 


Seniphioa. 

Sang  by  W.  Labnnam. 


St.  James's  Park's  a  pretty  plaoe, 

And  wh«n  I've  time  to  Bp<Lrp, 
I  never  feel  bo  happy 

As  when  1  8|)end  it  ther«. 
One  afternoon,  wliile  strolling 

In  this  delightful  park, 
My  attention  was  attracted 
By  a  prattly  little  spark. 

bbe  waa  the  pet  of  St.  Jaines's  Park, 
Ab  Laburnum  eotild  plainly  tell  : 
She  was  admired  by  every  spark. 
And  io  dancing  wa«  quite  the  belle. 

I  took  a  Beat,  it  was  a  treat — 

I  praised  her  hair  and  face  : 
I  thought  her  match  could  not  be  fotind 

'1  hroiighoDt  the  human  race. 
In  course  of  conversation 

With  tills  j>retty  little  spark,  ;_ 

She  said  her  age  was  seventeen — 

Named  6«raphina  i>park. 

She  was,  Ao. 

Six  months,  or  more,  have  now  elapsed, 

.'^incc  timt  eventful  day  : 
but  what  has  pa.sise<l,  from  then  till  now, 

I'll  not  attempt  to  say — 
But  to  make  my  story  short  and  sweet, 

I'm  liapny  now  for  life  : 
For,  Scruphinn  has  iR'Come     .  ■ '• 

My  huppy  darling  wife. 

She  was,  Ac. 


The  Contraband's  Adyentaree. 


Oh  '  my  name  Is  Darkey  Sam, 
I'ae  a  black-<>y<«d  ooiilraband  ; 

Down  on  dp  ChickalinmlDy  I  was  bom  ; 
But  old  uiasxa  run  away. 
When  de  Lin>uia  soxers  play  : 

80.  I  started  for  de  Morf  In  de  mora. 
I  siMiu  met  wid  a  man. 
And  he  took  me  by  de  hand. 

And  brought  me  to  de  bobolltlon  meeting  : 
Pore  de  brokers  luado  a  speech. 
And  de  aialers  'gau  to  preach  , 

Dey  said  my  comiilexlou  was  light. 
And  de  wi<rld  dey  would  teach 
What  n  point  dey  could  reach. 

And  show  dey  cguld  wash  a  nigger  wblia. 

Dey  got  me  very  soon. 
And  dey  put  me  In  a  room  . 

Dis  nifiger  couldn't  tell  what  dey  was  arter  ; 
Dey  took  off  all  my  clothes. 
And  den,  what  doea  you  suppose  ? 

Dey  put  me  in  a  tub  of  boiltn' water  ! 
And  den  dey  got  arouud 
And  some  scrubbin'-bnisbes  fonnd. 

And  Raid  dey'd  wash  me  whiter  dan  paper. 
Oh  '  dey  got  me  In  a  tub 
■And  dey  all  began  to  scrub  .  . 

I  tell  you  it  was  a  pretty  eight ! 
For.  some  put  on  de  soap. 
And  de  oders  dey  did  rub. 

But  dey  found  dey  couldn't  wash  a  nigger  white. 

De  next  ting  dey  done 
For  to  make<lo  color  run, 

Dey  began  to  rub  me  wid  aand-paper  : 
Oh  '  dey  nearly  l>llled  me  dead. 
But  dey  only  made  me  red  .  . 

I  tell  yoo  1  cut  up  an  awful  caper ! 
Den  dey  wtaltewaabed  me  so  slick. 
But  de  lime  it  woaidn't  stick  . . 

I   golly  '  I  was  JiiHt  aa  black  as  ever  ' 
Den  dey  got  a  lot  of  hay, 
Aud  dey  rnbbed  and  scrublied  away  . . 

Oh  '  dey  kept  |t  It  all  dat  night ; 
And  den  dey  fotind,  next  day, 
Ddt  de  Job  It  Hooldn't  pay. 

'Kaae  dey  neber  could  waeh  da  nigger  white. 

When  I  fonnd  dat  day  waa  tired, 
8'ivs  I  :  Oemmea.  Hat  to  m*. 

And  you  will  find  out  dat  I  am  right,  maa  : 
De  nigger  will  be  nigger. 
Tin  de  day  ob  Jubilee  i 

For  he  nelier  was  Intended  for  a  white  man 
Den  J'lat  ske'laildle  home. 
Leive  de  colored  man  alone  ; 

For.  you're  only  makin'  trouble  in  de  nation  i 
Ton  may  6gbt   and  yon  mny  mnaa. 
Ton  may  make  a  heap  of  fuss 

Uut  yon  neber  will  malie  tings  right, 
T7ntil  you  all  agree 
For  to  let  de  iii»!Kcr  be  : 

For,  yoa'll  i.eber.  ueher.  neber  waab  him  white. 


Motto  ron  a  Fanct-Ooohs  Dkaler — "  Now  all 
men  buy  theaa  preaenta. '' 


Pemale  Suffrage. 


-    1 


Now  what  we  dally  hear  and  see.  it's  oeenriog  to  my  mind  :  ' 
Alterations  for  the  better  many  we  could  flud, 
A  thorough  reformation  la  required,  well  I  kuow  : 
F«r.  man.v  roi^ent  reasons  too,  'twill  clearly  ahow. 
Why  the  men  aiiould  rulers  be  and  always  bare  the  sway  t 
When  belter  far  it  would  be.  if  the  hidlcs  had  their  way— 
I  do  not  mean  In  everytlilug— I'Ui  think  it  is  absurd  i 

Why  we  are  not  cousulled.  allowed  to  speak  a  word, 

CII0KU8.  1  I 

Hy  opinions  I  Will  give  you   and  ideas  some  :    '      ' 
Wbst  we  must  rxpect  to  see.  ere  a  hundred  yeare  do  come. 

1  say  that  female  suSratie  shnnid  tolerated  he. 
The  men  all  aul'ject  to  our  rule.  In  every  deRrea  : 
A  apecial  act  of  parliainent   the  strict  law  of  the  land. 
That  ladies  abuuid  contr  'I  the  men.  baveceueral  command  : 
Divorce  courts  be  abolished  :  for.  is  it  not  the  men 
Who  causes  domestic  quarrels,  nine  caaes  out  often  ? 
Hnch  RtriDKent  laws  wc  will  enact,  (he  men  won't  overcome- 
Bee  husbands  ss  tbey  ought  to  be,  ere  a  hundred 

,  :  •     ;^  years  do  oome. 

Of  domestic  life  all  husbaBda,  tbra, 

acquainted  they  will  be. 

In  nursing,  ton,  most  tboroaghly.  in  all  its  hrsnchea  see  : 

If  profe-isious  we  should  study  them,  at 

home  Ifaey  mast  remain  : 

■For,  lectures  we  must  them  obtain   diplomas  to  obulu  ' 
I  If  ph3Sic  we  are  studjing.  then,  for  practice  sake, 
,  A  dose,  or  two.  what  preacril<e,  huabanda  then  must  take  : 

If  deutislry  onr  study  be.  extract  teeth  we  must  some, 
,  JLika  lambs  the  men  will  stsnd  it. 
t  ere  a  hundred  years  do  come. 

I  In  <het.  an  alteration  there  mnat  and  aoon  will  l>e, 
Until  we  ladios  have  command,  a  cbaiiKO  will  never  see. 
80,  Kentlemen.  make  up  }our  mtnda.  sbdicate  your  sway, 
;  Be  adviaed    an<l  yield  it  in  a  quiet  sort  of  way  : 
I  In  legal  matters  will  loiiault  seek  from  us  advice, 
!  As  doctors  we'll  attend  you    prrscribe  for  you  so  nice — 
Rest  aaaured  more  ohristianlsed  the  world 

will  then  become, 
1  The  men  will  see,  as  tbey  ought  to  be, 

ere  a  hundred  years  do  come. 
CUOUl'8. 
My  opinions  I  have  given,  and  ideas  soma  : 
1  What  we  must  expect  to  see,  eie  a  huudred  yean  do  come. 


Love  of  Early  Bayi       { 

There  is  a  flower  aprings  from  the  heart. 

When  life  is  in  its  May, 
Whose  odors  shed,  in  after  yeare, 

A  eweetneee  o'er  life's  way  : 
Its  name  is  Love,  and  ere  the  world 

Its  selfiBh  cares  can  raise, 
Is  felt  by  all,  but  only  once — 

The  lore  of  early  (fays. 

And  if  the  plant  with  care  you  tend. 

Its  leaves  will  never  sere. 
Its  buds  and  blossoms  will  increase. 

Through  each  succeeding  year  ;      j 
Neglect  It,  and  ite  flowers  wiU  droop,i 

which  time  can  never  raise,  > 

And  fading  once,  no  more  will  bloom 

'1  he  love  of  early  days. 


Com  Piang  Oom. 

Original  Bong  and  Danca  by  Joe  Mnrphy,  6t 

San  Francisco,  Cal. 


Oh  !  I  wish  I  was  a  turtle  dove,       ■  |.    .. 

I  wish  I  wae  a  sparrow  : 
I'd  fly  away  to  my  own  true  love, 
And  stay  all  day  to-morrow.  I 

CU0KC8.  I       . 

Cum  plung  gum  here,  cum  plung  dere,     ' .  ., 

Cum  plung  gum  over  yander, 
Oh  !  Lord !  laofies,  can't  you  dance  cum  plung  gum  ? 

I  likes  to  see  de  ladies  dress 

N\  ith  boots  and  high  heel  gaitera  :< 

I  likes  to  eee  dem  fotch  along 
L»e  biggest  kind  ob  taters. 

Cum  plung  gum,  &.a. 

Ole  maesa'e  got  a  jug  ob  nun  -i 

And  sugar  by  de  pound,  '\ 

A  great  big  bowl  for  to  put  it  in. 
An'  a  Bpoon  for  to  atir  it  round. 
.  :.^  Cum  plung  gum,  itc. 

T  likee  to  eee  de  waving  grass 

hefore  de  fanner  iiiow«  it  : 
I  Ukes  to  see  a  trotting  horse —    . 

For,  when  he  goes,  Tie  goes  it. 

Cum  plnng  gam,  Jke. 
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Den  I  Wm  Oon«.  j^ 

.BONO  AND  DANCK.  ■  : 
Bane  b7  Pankbnnt  tad  ColIiM. 


Bailroid  and  da  rlTer  iteamboat  and  csdaI  ; 

My  love  iba  I*  a  cooklo, 

Ob  da  SoDtb  Iba  ia  da  ball*  : 

Dan  I  waa  gona,  gona,  gona,  aoon  I  waa  gona,  gonaw ; 

CHORUS. 
Oona  <1f>n  I  wm  gona.  gona.  gona. 
N\  ajr  down  da  atarllt  raad  dan  I  aaa  gone,  gona,  gona  : 
Soou  I  waa  ROue.  gona.  gona,  dan  I  waa  gona,  gona,  gona, 
Way  down  da  aUrlit  road. 

Troobia  in  da  kltchan.  woraa  op  obar  haad, 

When  my  lOTa  aald  aba  wonld  ba  mlna  : 

8be  llkad  to  kill  ma  daad — den  I  waa  gona,  gona 


Oona,  aoon  I  waa  gone,  gona. 


Oona,  ke 


Suow  in  da  moontain,  annabina  en  da  laka,  v 

De  M.  P.  naTer  «ill  catcb  dia  child  : 
For.  be'a  too  wlda  awake— den  I  waa  gona,  gona,  gona. 
Boon  I  WM  gona,  gona.  Oona,  ke. 

O Ira  ma  a  bed  on  a  eomat'a  tail  or  a  aaat  on  a  ahooUng  aUr, 

in  rid*  rtgbt  boma  to  glory 

In  a  allTer  glided  car — den  I  wm  gona,  gona,  gona. 

Soon  I  waa  gone,  gone.  Qone,  ke. 


-►♦»- 


The  Factory  GirL 

Written  by  Billy  PMtor— Air  :    Original. 


If  there'a  any  yottng  man  Lara  In  loTa, 

I  think  that  1  can  enre  him  :  ';' 

I  once  thought  women  angala  ware. 

But  now  I  cjn't  endare  tbem. 
For  I've  been  acid  by  a  baartleaa  maid, 

Wbo  made  of  me  a  martyr  :  ■    '  '    :. 

She  worked  in  a  atraw-hat  factory, 
And  her  name  WAa  Kitty  Carter. 
SpoKcir  :  She  wu  the  niceat  little  bnndle  of  deceit  that  a 
niKU  ever  met  with— ahe  lived  with  her  parenta— her  fa- 
ttier waa  brakaamau  In  an  Oyatar  Saloon,  and  her  mother 
waa  book-keepar  at  an  apple  ata&d— bnt  ahe,  oh  ! 

CHORUS. 
Ber  eyea  were  bright,  her  foot-atapa  light. 

Bar  teeth  m  white  aa  pearia  :  ■'(.:- ^% 

She'd  Jet  black  hair,  and  face  aa  Hair. 

My  pretty  little  f.<ctory  girl—  >  *t  !^  i 

I  neTer  abnll  forget  the  day,  (.<■.. 

When  nrat  I  chauced  to  meet  har:        ■  v,  i'      .*■    •« 
8ba  looked  ao  ulce.  I  aurely  thought        '  ^-'*   * 

I  never  aaw  one  aweatar. 

What  Iota  of  preaenti  for  her  I  bought—        ..  : 

RlDKa.  plua   aickt.  ahawla  and  bonnata —         _,'-? 
And  I  hired  a  poet  at  ten  ceuta  a  lice. 
To  write  aome  aweat  love  aonuata. 
SpoKXN  :    Tea,  I  became  highly  extravaRant.  and  dea- 
perately  in  love— I  actually  paid  a  dollar  and  a  half  for  a 
love  poem  which  I  preaented  to  her  :  it  ran  aa  followa  : 
Ob  '  Kitty  Carter  the  brikeman'a  darter, 
No  Birl  ia  amnrler    to  jou  I'm  a  martyr  : 
All  the  world  I'd  barter  fur  a  atriog  of  yonr  gartar, 
And  If  yon  don't  prove  a  tartar, 
I'll  love  you  forever,  and  lung  arter— for. 

Tour  eyai  ware  brighter,  ke. 

t  (parked  ber  for  three  montha  or  mora. 

At  iMt  1  waa  delighted  : 
I  preaaed  ber  aud  alie  named  the  day 

When  we  ehonld  be  united,  .;     !    '        ''*'' 

O'erjoyed,  upon  ber  I  beatowed     '".^'^.•."    ' 

Such  aoft  aud  fond  careasea. 
And  I  gave  ber  all  the  caah  I  had  ,  •j,  ^  ^    V 

To  purcbaae  wedding  dreaaea.  ^ 

SpoKin  :  Tea  I  waa  rejolcad  when  ahe  named  the  day 
—I  mailed  atraiglit  to  tbe  bank,  drew  all  the  money  I 
had,  (  twenty-aeven  dollara  )  and  Aapoaited  it  on  her 
lap  :  1  couldn't  help  it,  Ijccauae 

Ber  eyea  ware  bright,  ke. 

Atlaat  the  happy  day  ctme  ronnd, 
"^To  bor  houae  I  did  repair  : 
The  door  waa  locked  and  no  one  home, 

Tlie  bride  ahe  waau't  there. 
I  aearched  all  round,  afae  rouldn't  be  found  :      -. 

What  horror  I  «a»  wrapt  in— 
Wben  I  learned  that  ahe  had  elopad  that  night 

With  a  big  canal  boat  captain  '. 

BpoxKif :  I  waa  tbnnderatriick— the  Idea  of  ber  aerrlng 
ui«  ao  after  I  had  given  her  all  I  had  in  the  world  '— Hy 
brat  thought  wm  auiclde— I  riiahrd  to  the  ueareat  aaloon 
and  called  for  a  glaaa  of  brandy  i.nd  water  and  drank  it  to 
the  laat  drop,  and  all  tbrou(jh  ber- for, 

...   ,...,.  Her  eyea  were  bright,  *o. 

StaMia  than  rra  wandered  all  alone. 

With  grief  I  am  confounded  :  .,. 

Tbe  eantt  boat  got  wrecked  laat  week,      .^  .^;' 

▲nd  the  faitbleaa  girl  «aa  drowned.        7     '.    :.--^.\ 
■  t  went  to  a  friend,  ber  bnrial  to  attend,     ''  -  ' 

And  I  nearly  loat  my  seueea 
Wben  the  captain  rxn  ii»ay.  rnd  I  bad  to  pay 

All  of  her  funeral  expense*  ' 

Sposcii  Tea.  I  made  mraalf  verr  prominent  aa  a  monr- 
ner.  The  nndertaker  raliel  on  me  to  fi>ottlia  l>tU.  I  bad 
to  do  it  Since  then  I've  carefiilly  aT'ided  (be  catiie 
aex     I'll  never  go  tiaar  one  of  them  even  If — 

Uer  eyea  »ere  bright,  kc. 


^   :/i  A^   Little  Foot-Steps.  ^ 

The  Mnalc  can  be  obtained  at  any  lIatic-8t<M«. 


t 
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Little  foot-atepa,  aoft  and  gentle,      ."- 

Olldiug  by  our  cottage  door  . 
Bow  I  love  to  bear  their  trample, 

Aa  I  heard  in  daya  of  yore  ' 
Tiny  feet  that  traveled  lightly 

In  thla  waary  world  of  woe —        *    '.'• 
Now  allant  lie  in  yonder  cbnreh-yu4, 

'Neath  tbe  diamal  grave  below- 
Little  foot-atepa.  aoft  and  gentle, 

Oiiding  by  our  cottage  door  : 
Bow  I  Inva  to  hear  their  trampla, 

Aa  I  beard  in  daya  of  yore  !     ....  .  •  . 
CHORUS.  ••J    './ 

Little  foot-atepa.  aoft  and  gentla, 

Olidlug  by  our  cottage  door  :  ;■ 

Bow  I  love  to  hear  their  trample. 

Aa  I  heard  in  daya  of  yore  ! 


She  aleapa  the  aleep  that  knowa  no  waklBf, 

By  the  golden  river'a  ahore  : 
And  my  heart  it  yearna  with  aadneM, 

When  I  paaa  that  cottage  door — 
Bweatly  now  the  angela  carol 

Tidinga  from  onr  loved  one  far. 
That  ahe  atiU  doea  Lover  o'er  ua, 

And  will  be  onr  gnldlng  atar. 
She  aleepa  the  aleep  that  knows  no  waking. 

By  the  golden  river'a  ahore  : 
^     And  my  heart  It  yearns  with  sadness 

When  I  pMB  that  cottage  door—  Chorus. 

Ltttla  foot-steps  now  will  jonraey     ...■...■.••..;.,., 

lu  the  world  of  sin  no  more. 
'<  Ne'er  they'll  prees  the  aaud-banka  lightly 

By  the  golden  river'a  ehore — 
Mother,  weep  not  :  tatberr  grieve  not  : 

Try  to  smooth  yonr  troubles  o'er— 
For.  I'll  think  of  her  aa  aleepiog, 

Not  aa  dead,  but  gone  before.  .  -.    ^   , '- 

Little  foot-atepa  now  will  Journey      .>.'.;'; 

In  tbe  world  of  ain  no  more, 
Ne'er  they'll  preaa  tbe  aaud-banka  lightly 

By  the  goldeu  river's  ahore-  Otaonu. 


^.  «*•%:-■  >-«)«^4j 


If  yon,  RVeet  maid,  will  conw  with  m* 
lly  little  servant  maid  to  be, 
And  those  soft  notes  yoa  sweetly  sio^*. 
Repeat  ufito  my  nnrsliiig  yoang,  ' 

And  leave  those  hills,  so  bleak  and  wild. 
To  nurse  and  tend  my  darling  child. 
To  cheriali  her  I  fonaly  lore  :  - 
And  if  to  l)er  you'll  tender  prore, 
And  o'er  her  tender  steps  be  wary  : 
I'll  treasQi«  you,  my  Woodland  Marj. 

O  Lady,  listen  to  my  tale. 

And  let  my  simple  words  prerail — 

My  mother's  ola,  she's  lame  and  poor. 

And  scarce  can  walk  unto  the  door  : 

A  h  !  me  i!  she  loves  her  only  joy, 

She  lias  ao  other  girl  or  boy  : 

And  while  she  lives,  with  her  I'll  stay, 

And  think  of  you  when  &r  away — 

Soon,  soon  the  grave  will  rest  the  weary, 

Aod  tbaq  I'll  be  your  Woodland  Mary. 


Little  Fraud. 

As  Sing  by  Harrigan  and  Hart 
at  the  Boward  Atheuaum,  Boaton,  Maaa. 


Hk— Oh  \  vere  is  dat  leetle  deicher  darling, 

Der  pootleit  leetle  vaiter  gal  of  all  ;  .''..... 

'Oh  '.  vere  la  der  picklea  by  der  garten,  ; 

Der  mock  orangea  hanging  by  der  vall  T 
How  sweet  she  uaed  to  vait  on  der  table, 

Mtt  aaraaparlUa  vater  by  her  tray  : 
Uod  sometimes  pnt  bottles  by  der  labaa. 

Yen  efer  der  bota  he  vaa  avay. 

CHORUS.  .  v! 

Leetle  Fraud,  (  she  )  chews  terbaccer, 
Leetle  Fraud.  (  ahe  )  vata  der  matter  "  .4 

'Vm  der  pootleat  little  vaiter  gal  of  alL    .    <:  '' 
Leetle  Frand,  (  ahe  )  dunner  vater, 
Leetle  Fraud.  (  aha  )  dunner  vater.  ''  ; 

Vm  ger  pootleat  leetle  deicher  gal  of  all.  - '. 

Sax— I  ihonght  I  heard  somebody  spoken,     ,- :  . 

Und  vat  kind  ofliquora  dQ  you  lika;    '  *'        ''' 
Mein  lieber  ahoota  vill  gif  you  aueh  a  ahooktng. 
As  makes  your  face  ao  plack  as  pine  m  vhite, 
80  help  nje  grkcious  : 
''' '.■  I  pellef  dat  you  baf  got  anonder  lover. ;  ...  •**-:;'    . 
In  aome  onder  part  by  dia  town.  '  " 

■^  Ob  '  I  ahooat  took  mein  finger  and  I  gnv  her 
.      A  ahmack  dot  vould  aboost  knock  yoa  down — 

Cboms. 

n>— Now,  my  love  if  yon  vonid  understood  me, 
I  vould  (eel  shooit  ao  liappy  as  a  lord, 
Ouf  you  vaa  ao  kleiner  aa  you  could  be, 
I  vouldu't  give  dot  for  leetle  Fraud. 
Shk— I  don't  cju  tell  vat  lab  der  matter.  .'-' 

Far  dere  you  eat  pretzela  vere  yon  board,  ,-.- 
Und  aonietimea  I  bleve  you  never  get  her,-  . .. ' 

Dot  onder  deicher  t>al  leetle  Fraud. 

Hk— Oh  :  Fraud—  v 

811K  — Leetle  Fraud —  •  i.  ,.    "^ 

He— Oh  :  vhere  ia  dat  gal- 
Sax— I  don't  know. 
Bx- Oh  '  vere  ia  dot  leetle  deicher  darling, 
Der  pootleat  leetle  deicher  gal  of  all- 


Cboms. 


«-•«*-' 


\ 


Woodland  Mary. 


With  sloe  black  eyes  and  her  black  hair. 

Cheeks  like  the  rose  and  arms  all  bare  : 

With  teeth  so  white  and  dimple  chin, 

And  bosom  fair  and  pure  within, 

A  small  straw  hat  so  loosely  tied— .'  -    ;■ 

A  little  basket  by  Iter  side. 

All  filled  with  berries  red  and  blue, 

And  little  buds  uf  many  a  hue, 

She  stepped  as  light  as  any  fairy — 

I  met  tue  little  Woodland  Mary. 


r 


The  Irifh  OirL 


V 


One  evening,  as  I  strayed  down  the  river's  sl^. 
Looking  all  around  me   aa  an  Iriah  girl  I  spiel  : 
80  red  aud  roay  were  her  cheeks,  and  yellow  waa  k«r 
And  coatly  were  the  robea,  which  m$  Iriah  girl  did 


Her  shoes,  of  Spanish  leather. 

were  bound  round  with  spaaglae  gaj  : 
The  tears  etttiedown  her  cryttal  eyea.  and  aha  began  to  lag 
*'  Ocb.  bODf  }  aud.  alaa  !  Aatore  Areen  Maohrea. 
Why  shou  Id  yion  go  and  leave  me,  and  alight  yohr  owa  Molly  f 

The  firat  time  that  I  aaw  my  love.  I  wm  aiek  sad  vary  h»d. 
All  the  request  I  aaked  waa  that  ahe  might  tie  ay  head  ! 
I  aaked  ber, if  one  aa  bad  aa  me  could  ever  laaid  agala— 
For,  love'a  a  Sore  disorder— did  yon  ever  feel  the  pala  T 


My  love  she'll  not  come  nigh  me  for  all  the  moaa  I  make. 
Nor  either  wfil  abe  pity  me.  if  my  poor  heart  ahoald  break — 
But  waa  I  ot  some  noble  blood,  and  ahe  of  low  degree. 
She  would  l^eiar  my  lamentation,  and  coma  and  pity  Me. 

Hy  only  loVe  ia  fairer  than  the  Illiea  that  do  grow. 
She  baa  a  voice  tbat'a  clearer  than  any  winda  that  blow  : 
She's  tbe  promise  of  this  counttr.  like  Venus  In  the  air, 
And  let  her  ge  where'er  ahe  will,  sba'amy  Joy  and  ealy 


Be  it  so  or  be  it  not,  of  her  I  take  my  chance  :  >  1 

The  firat  tlrae  that  I  aaw  my  love,  ahe  atmck  me  in  atraaee— 
Her  ruby  lips  and  sparkling  eyea  have  ao  bewitched  Bia  ' 

That,  was  I  king  of  Ireland,  queen  of  it  she  ahoald  ba  ! 

I  wish  I  WM  4  butterfly,  on  my  love's  breMt  I'd  lie, 

Or  waa  I  but  a  linnet   how  I  woujd  sing  and  fly — 

Or  if  I  waa  a  toru-creak,  I'd  aing  till  morning  clear, 

I  would  sit  and  sing  fur  Molly— ?or,  once  I  loved  her  dear  ! 

If  my  love  waa  a  red  rose  in  yonder  garden  fair, 
And  I  to  be  Ithe  gardener,  of  ber  I  would  take  care  . 
There's  not  a. month  throughput  the  year 

but  my  love  wonld  reaaw : 
With  fldweit  fine  I'd  garnish,  with 

I  sweet-william  thyme  and  r««.  * 

If  I  was  in  aenaghan.  and  sitting  on  the%rMS, 
And  lu  my  hand  a  bottle,  and  on  my  knee  a  laas  : 
I'd  call  for  liquora  plenty,  and  I'd  pay  before  I  go  : 
"  Come  on,  they  My,  my  brave  boya. 

let  the  wind  blow  high  or  low  !  " 


■¥h 


«•«  ' 


ene'er  I  Think  Of  Th«e. 


Now  the  Summer's  sunny  gladness 

Hatk  faded  all  away, 
And  there  breathes  a  tone  of  sadneas 

In  Ailtumn's  lingering  day  : 
But  I  (ltd  no  change  of  season, 

All  Cheerless  though  it  be  : 
For,  the  heart  can  feel  but  Summer, 

Whene'er  1  think  of  thee — 

Whene'er  I  think  of  thee,  love, 

Whene'er  I  tliink  of  thee  ! 
Oh  !  the  heart  can  feel  but  Summer, 
:    Whene'er  I  think  of  thee  ! 

Well  we' know  the  Autumn  changea 

To  Winter's  biting  storm, 
That  o'er  heart  and  blossom  ranges 

To  wither  and  deform  : 
But  I  heed  not  Winter's  raving, 

Though  black  its  storms  may  be  : 
In  this  heart  is  Summer's  sweetnesa. 

Whene'er  I  think  of  thee —  , 

;  i  Whenie'er  f  think  of  thee,  love,      .  (   .  > 

Wheme'er  r  think  of  thee  ! 
Oh  !  this  heart  feels  Summer's  sweetDeaa, 

Whenje'er  i  think  of  thee  ! 
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1.  Now  the  snm  -  mer's  sun  -  117       elad    -    ness     ilath  fad    r  ed     all        a 

2.  Well  wi' know     the    Au-tiimn   oTiaDg 


way, 
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es,      'To  win  -  ter's  bit  -  inj^     8torm, 


And  there  breathes  a  tone       of         sad     -     ness        In 
That  o'er  heart     and  Wos  -  soin        ran    -     ges,        To 
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Anlunin's  lin-g'rin,!?    day;         Rut    I  heed    not  change    of    sea -son,        All      cheer-less  though    It     be, 
wither      and        tic-form;        But    I  hi>ed     not      win  -  ter's  rav  -  ing,  Thougli  black    its  s^unns  raaj*    be. 


For  the  heart  can    feel         but 
In  this  heart    is  summer't      . 
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Whcn-e'cr        I  lliink      of      thee,     When  -  e'er 
When  e'er        I  think      of      thee,     When  -  e'er 


I   think     of     thee,        love,  Whene'er 
1   think     of     thee,        h)ve,  Whene'er 
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I   think  of      thee !       Oh,      the 
1   think  of     thee !       Oh,     this 
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Miss  P.  D.  Cincinnati —  Your  compoeition 
is  Wautiful— Too  late  for  this  Number^— It  will 
certainly  appear  in  our  next. 


Ovic  Concert-Boom. 
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Finest,  the  Richest  and  the  Cheapest  in  the 
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HENRT  DE  MARSAN'8 

Sirlj&fiR'S  JOIJRIVJJL. 

W«  take  tlie  liberty  to  remind  our  CnstomerB, 
princip(i|ly  those  from  the  Country,  that  our  place 
of  Busit^s  is  at  No  60  (  not  61 )  Chatham  street, 
Up-Staiiji,  First  Floor. 

REMEMBER: 

60      1  Chatham  Siceet,  TTp-Stain,        60 

flUt  FlMr<    (  OpposiU  WiUiaa  6«»at.  1, 
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XHJE     SIIl^li;ift'» .  JQUiBJlfill^ 


9we«t  Kdkenay  Town. 

Answer  to  Katty's  Letter  Pnbltsbed  In  the 
HI.NOKU  8  JOUBNAL  No.  X.  Page  429. 

TCorda  and  Masio  b]r  tlia  Coimt«M  of  Olfford. 


I  wu  worktnft  in  the  fteMi.  near  fair  Bpiton  city. 

TliinkinK  aadlyif  Rilkeatiy— isd  •  flltthat'g  ' 

Wlicu  iMrii'uJ  oaiiiU  uud  tonid  me — lal^  ^ouKh, 


and  i»mta'»  tM  ailr  '■— 
"There'a  a  1ttturwaltiii>  lor  ye.  IB  tkapostmMI  tfare  !  " 
Oh  :  vu  koart  WM  In  my  EMutli.  all 

tlM  while  tM  he  waa  making  : 
For,  I  knew  i*  traa  from  K«tty  '-nfi'a 

thefidl  that  efn  ■poll ! 
Aud  I  eonlJa't  apeak  forcnlae-  for,  lu/  lieart 

.  |j*d  righ  been  brMking 

With  ronglnc  Iter  a  word  from  tbe  girl  t  love  weU, 
Ob  :  1  kuenr  II  WM  Irom  ^aMj.     Wbo  ooakl 

It  be  but  Katty, 
The  poor  girl  that  loves  me  well, 

-     1b  tweet  Kilkenny  Town  T 

Oh'  'twaa  soon  I  reaphed  thoj>Uc«.  and  I 

tr:iuk«d  ttem  fcr  th*  taoaMB' 
They  wor  taking  with  iny  letter  a-sortiug  with  auch  care  : 
AuU  they  aakeil  :   "  Waa  it  a  siHOUC  ?  "  and 

I  toBkl  'twaa  ■  dovbIiB  ! 
For,  wa«n't  It  worth  twice  as  niifh  aa  auy  letter  there  V 
Theu  they  sortod  and  tbey  scsrclied.  but 

sniuethlug  seemed  the  matter, 
Aud  my  heart  it  stopped  beatiujc  »  hcu  I 

thoaxht  what  It  might  be : 
Och  !  boys,  would  you  believe  It  t  tbey 

bad  guue  and  lost  my  letter. 
My  poor  Katty'a  letter  I  that  bad  come  so  far  to  me. 

For,  1  knew,  te. 

I  trembled  like  an  aspen,  Iwt  I  said  :  "  'Tis 

fiiii  yon're  making 
Of  the  poor  fooltah  Pii<1dy,  that's  so  asy  t«  craze  : 
Ocii '.  giutiemen,  lueu  louk  again,  maybe 

yoa  wor  mistaken. 
For,  loiters   as  Ton  know,  boys,  are  as  like  as  pane  !  " 
Tbeu  tliejr  bade  me  sarcU  mTw>lf.  when 

lu«y  saw  my  deep  dejection  : 
Sut,  och  I  T7ho  coald  sarrh 

vheB  tbe  tear*  blind  the  siRht  ? 
IToreoTeir  (  as  T  t«ii1d  them  )  I'd  anotheb  strong  objection 

lu  regard  uf  i.ivcr  larntw  to  read  nor  to  write. 
For,  1  wasn't  ctrix  Ulio  Eatty,  uiy  owu  darling  Katty,  kc. 

Then  tbey  laughed  in  my  ttoe.  and  they 

asked  uie  ( iho'  in  kindness  :  ) 
■     "  What  good  would  letters  do  lue  th4t 

I  couldn't  understand  7  " 
And  I  answered  :  "  Were  they  cursed  with 

deafness  and  with  blindness. 
Would  ther  care  less  for  the  clasp  of  a  dear  loved  baud  ?  " 
Oh  :  tbe  folks  that  read  ami 

write  (  thouuht  they're  so  mlRlity  clever.  ) 
Seeiiothln'biit  the  woBDs  aud  they're  soon  read  through: 
Bot  Kaity's  cmbead  letter  would  be  speakiiis  to  uie  ever 
Of  tbt  dear  luve  that  aUe  bears  me  : 

for,'  it  shows  she  is  true  '. 

Oh 

The 


vaHj^now  my  Kitty,  my  own  darling  Katty, 
B  pofV  girl  that  loves  me  well. 

iu  sweet  Kilkenny  Town. 


The  Kitchen  Poker. 


/ 

/ 


Bwaie  Widow  Fag.  one  winter's  night. 

Invited  a  tea-party 
Of  elu|<aiit  geutlilty, 

Aud  ma<le  tbe  boys  quite  bearty. 
But  Juat  as  tbey  were  breaking  up, 

She  lulsaed  her  kitchen  poker.    _  l_  '    ' 

And  delicately  liiuted  that  ■      ■    -:■ 

The  tlilef  was  Paddy  CroakeTi  .     ' 

Ee'd  stole  her  little  poker. 

Her  purty  kitchen  poker  : 
She  delluately  hinted  that 

He'd  atule  her  little  poker. 

Kow  Ptt  be  waa  k  grenadier,  T, 

In  wliat  IS  callcutlie  grey  light  hOFM, 
And  a  cleaner   stouter,  tighter  t>oy, 

Vpou  my  soul  1  there  never  waa. 
Be  cried  out  :  '*  Bood  and  thunder ! 

Do  you  take  nie  for  a  Joker  T 
Vo  you  tbiuk  I'd  cooje  into  yonrhooM 

And  stale  your  dnrty  poker  f 

?our  uaaty  kitchen  poker  T  ** 

Do  yoa  tklak,  fto. 
Then  Pal  swore  by  iho  Hill  o'  Howth, 

Aud  by  the  Holy  Falbeis    too: 
By  all  Ibd  ghosts  In  yon  church-yard. 

If  they  were  gathered  iu  a  crew- 
Bays  be  nnio  tiie  widow  : 

"  Do  yi>u  take  uio  for  a  joker? 
Do  you  think  I'd  c.iuie  to  your  fltBBida,        '^ 

^ud  atalti  yuBr  durty  poker  t      mm  9  ^"-  *''-'■ 

Tfoiir  ii*sty.  c^arty  pi.ker  f 
Do  you  think  an  Iriab  jintleman 

W'uultl  atalo  }0ur  durty  puker  T  "       •..'.. 

But  all  that  lie  cnnld  tay  or  do. 

Had  no  effect  upon  her  r  .-•'•■ 

At  lenglJ,  aavs  ali*  :  •■  Now  Pat,  will  yoS 

Dfcl  irii  nvou  your  lionor  ?  "•         ^ '- —     • 
Arrah  '  Ps'ldv  utared'aud  started  beek. 

Ilia  hand  l>eliiu-l  I.Js  c'oaker  : 

"Touch  my  honor  '  touch  luy  life  7 
1h»re  s  your  durty  poker  ' 
Your  uaaty,  Altny  polur  '  ** 

*        Touch  my  houor '  fee. 


Sweet  Mother. 


Sweet  Mother,  the'  we'rs  p4rt«^ 

Fond  mein'ry  utdly  oliiun  to  tiiM 
Dreaming  of  days  departed, 

\\  hen  tliou  wert  near  to  sniile  on  me. 
On  Birth  our  hearts  were  pliglitilt     »-^ 

Etbt  with  pure  and  holy  loTB  : .      * ' 
Yes,  atill  shBll  we  be  united, 

In  brighter  realms  of  peace  above. 

SwBet  Ifothw,  a^  I  wander        /    , 

O'er  fragrant  sieod  and  floWij  dell, 
'Tib  then  I  udlr  ponder—    . 

And  gather  flowers  ynu  lot(|d  Bo  well. 
Tho'  every  hope  be  bbghted, 

1  hat  wreatlied  around  our  earthly  love. 
Still  sliall  We  be  united 

In  bi%ht«r  realiuti  of  peaoe  aboT;e. .  .  g. 


/:> 


It  is  a  Charming  Oirl  I  Love. 

Music  at  Boossy  k.  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Street,  Maw>Xork. 

.-]       >. 

It  is  B  charming  girl  I  love, 

She  comes  fn>m  Garr)'o wen, 
She's  gentler  than  the  turtle-dore,  ""  ■■ 

Her  hair  is  brown  and  flowing  : 
Her  eye  ia  of  the  softest  blue,  ;  ,. 

Ber  breath  i^  sweet  as  mountain  dew, 
Her  step  is  lighter  than  the  fmvn. 
And,  och  !  she's  called  the  Colleeu  Bawn. 
BotboBtion  !  her  likeness  I  never  shall  see, 
'J here*  but  one  Colleen  Bawn,  and 

she  does  not  love  me. 

Toa  ask  me  what  I'm  hoping  for  ? 

Then  hsten  to  the  seqoel — 
The  Colleen  Bawn  I'll  love  no  more, 

When  I  can  find  her  equal. 
Mayhap  now  such  a  girl  u  here, 
AVith  step  as  light,  with  eye  as  clear  : 
Oh  I  she  11  be  welcome  Bs  the  dawn, 
Although  she's  not  the  Colleen  iia*ti. 

Botiteration,  A«. 


Bo  Early  in  De  Momiof.' - 

Sooth  Carolina's  a  Boltry  clime,        %^       - 
'Where  we  worked  in  de  Bommer  tnno't' 
Massa  'neatli  de  shade  woald  lay,  ^ 

Whik  we,  poor  niggers,  toiled  all  day— 

So  early  in  de  morning. 

So  early  in  de  morning. 

So  early  in  de  morning, 

Before  de  break  oh  day. 

\Vben  I  was  young,  I  used  to  wait 

On  massa's  table — lav  de  plate,  '^ 

PasB  de  bottle  when  dim  dry. 

Brush  away  de  blue-tailed  fiy — 

So  early  iti  de  morning,  Ac. 

Now  maaea's  dead,  and  goae  to  rest  — 
Oh  all  de  massas  he  was  best  : 
I  neber  see  him  like  since  I  was  born, 
I  miss  him,  now  him  dead  and  gone — 

iio  early  in  d«  morning,  dec. 


The  Sweil  with  the  Cnrly  Hair. 

.  ;.  Written  by  John  W.  Lloyd— Sung  by  Albert  de  Toy. 

0OMe  b«»nB«fteB  faaey  they're  ta  eaptlvailnir. 

And  think  that  tbe  girls  mutt  In  love  witli  them  fall  : 
To  learn  their  mistake  Is  to  thoai  aggnvatln^, 
te  fludiog  they  oauas  ■»  sei.satloD  at  all. 
,  Mnl  see  af  a  glanae  that  my  case  4iflers  gtBatly  : 
nif.  I  cCsMaiitloa  get  more  than  Bn  shafB  : 
Voe.  Birls  iB  their  taansw  sad  oM  maids,  tali  And  stately. 
Make  love  to  tbe  Hwefl  wiih  the  flue  oBTl/ jialr. 
CHOKCs. 
Hair  !  Hair  '  I'tb  fst  my  share  : 
There's  notbiog  ao  baadsome  ss  cnriy  hilr  ; 

She  iMllaBof  creallsn.  the  Iadl«a  b.>  fair.  , 
:ake  k)i«B  to  the  Bwell  With  tha  curly  Mi:. 


! 

■1 


'a  oBly  one  tblBg  that  annejrs  me  soirtwatly. 
While  taking  a  stroll,  snd  It's  nut  at  all  fair— 
Tbe  t>oya  In  the  street.  I've  found  out  very  lately. 
Hare.a  habit  of  sbontlBg  out :  ■■  I'll  have  your  hair  !  ** 
'  It'sfeol  at  all  pleasaiit.  «heu  thus  they  s.ilute  yoB  ::' 
Thef  aMinera  sad  etiqnette  ecorn   I  declare  : 
I  tlgnJL  JOB  yooag  leerals  a  tkraahiBB  woald  sull  ton. 
Insulting  the  awall  with  the  curly  tiair. 

Hair  !  Hair !  *o. 


^^-* 


Bich  and  Hare  Were  the  Gemt  She  Wore. 


Rich  and  rare  were  tbe  gems  she  wore, 

And  a  bdght  gold  ring  on  her  hand  she  bore  ; 

But,  oh  I  her  t>eButy  waa  far  beyond 

Her  sparkling  gems,  or  snow-white  hand.  ; 

•*  Lady,  dost  thou  not  fear  to  stray. 

So  lone  and  lovely,  through  this  bleak  way  ? 

Are  Erin's  sons  so  good,  or  so  cold. 

As  not  to  be  tempted  by  woman  or  gold  ?  " 

-■  Sir  Knight,  I  feel  not  the  least  aUtrm,       / 
No  son  of  Krin  will  offer  nie  harm  ; 
For,  though  they  love  women  and  golden  stoN, 
Sir  Knight,  they  love  honor  and  virtue  more.  " 

On  she  went — and  her  maiden  smile 
Ib  safety  lighted  her  round  tlte  green  isle  '  -// 
And  blchsea  for  ever  is  she  who  retted  "".    ' ' 

Upon  Krin's  honor,  and  llrin's  pride  !         'i:  ■■'  - 


One  night,  to  a  party  I  being  invited. 

To  go  not  reluctant   I  really  confess  : 
And  when  I  arrived   all  tbe  girls  were  delighted  : 

The  reason    of  course.  I  will  leave  yon  to  guess.  ' 
Aud  ere  I  departed,  this  is  no  deception, 

Allhnnirb  it  seems  strange  yet  It'a  true.  I  declare  ! 
Tbe  ladiKS  there  preaeiit,  without  an  exception. 

Had  fallen  iu  love  with  my  flue  curly  hair. 

Hair  !  Hair  ' 


kc. 


Kow  if  ray  advice,  gents,  yon  will  not  be  scorning. 

I'll  tell  yon  the  way  to  get  on  with  the  fair  : 
Tbe  plan  is  but  simple,  lake  this  as  a  warning  : 

Believe  It.  my  t>oys   that  there's  nothing  like  hair— 
And  If  a  young  wife  you  should  try  to  l>e  flnding 

Your  life  and  your  fortunes  you  wish  bor  to  sh.ire. 
To  captivate  her  heart  and  In  make  the  love  binding. 

Just  rslse  up  a  crop  of  thia  flue  curly  hair. 

SroKBir  :  Tea.  tny  dear  fellows  there's  nolhiu!;  that 
catches  the  little  dears  so  well  ss  a  curly  head  of  hair— 
I  ought  to  know— I've  tried  it- and  the  result  of  my  ex- 
perience is—  Hair  :  Hair  .'  ko. 


^^%*< 


Softly  Falls  the  Moon-LighjL 

A  BtiBEKADE. 


Softly  falls  the  moon-light, 

Let  its  gentle  beams 
Call  thee,  lovely  lady. 

From  thy  peaceful  dreams  : 
.  Kight's  sweet  noon  is  round  thee, 

Chase  dull  sleep  away  ; 
See  the  stars  above  thee 

Keep  bright  holiday —        _  .^  ■ : 
Softly  falls  the  moon-light. 

Soon  the  stars  will  fade. 
Wake  and  listen,  lady, 

To  my  serenade.  Softly  falls  Ac. 

Hark  f  the  meiry  measures. 

Far  away  they  float  : 
Echo  but  repeat?. them 
.  .  From  her  mellow  throat.- 
Kight  is  dressed  in  beauty. 

Who  its  charms  would  mist  t 
What  can  daylight  give  us 

Ualfsofikir  as  this  ? 
Then,  ere  night  is  over, 

£re  the  moon  beams  fade,    .;' 
Wake  and  listen,  lady. 

To  my  serenade.  Softly  falls,  4e. 


I 


1 

A 


I  LoTe  to  Be  On  the  Deep,  Deep  Sea. 

How  I  love  to  be  on  the  deep,  deep  seal,' 
Where  the  sea-birds  wildlp  roam  ! 

And  i  love  to  bathe  on  the  yielding  wave, 
When  the  summer  seasons  oo^pe.  i    .* 

I  love  to  away  at  the  break  of  day, 

When  the  winds  and  the  waves  do  roar  ; 

And  I  love  to  play  with  the  dashing  spray, 
As  it  rolls  on  tbe  ocean  shore. 

•  How  I  love  to  dwell  in  the  lonely  dell,     >    ' 

Where  the  yellow  cowslips  grew  ! 
And  I  love  to  bound  witii  the  horse  and  houn^ 
When  Reynard's  in  full  view.  .,,  -- 

How  I  love  to  leave,  on  n  summer's  e«|^  .' '  •  • 
For  a  stroll  in  the  leafy  shade  !  ' '     ' 

And  I  love  to  walk,  and  I  love  to  talk 
With  my  k>ve  by  the  forest  ghtde. 


,1 
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The  Happy  Man. 

V utio  »t  B00M7  h  Co.,  Mo.  4  Bond  8tr*«t,  X*w-Tort. 


Come  all  jron  marry  bnxom  blade* 
ur  little  fortanai.  raoka  sud  grsdaa. 
Mo  inattar  wbac  yoar  apharai  or  triija^ 

Who  bsTa  jonr  nieatii  oatrnn  ! 
If  any  here  lu  radnr**  pinea,  it.' 

1  bid  thain  llatan  to  my  rliymaa, 
LeiiTe  off  your  lurkin«a  f  jhta  and  tSM^ 

And  atrtke  out  a  new  plan, 
or  leary  luf  n  and  learned  men. 

How  oft  these  walla  liaTe  ning  ! 
Of  iiigger  loeu  aud  comic  men. 

Their  deeda  have  oft  been  aoaff  * 
A  n>-w  tbeme  now  insplrea  my  muMi 
Tr>  hear  Ha  gladneia  don't  refaae.  .' 

And  Khoiild  iijy  maxima  meet  yoorrlewi^  , 
Tou'll  be  a  bappy  man. 


w 


■■■.•'    "■','': 
'i'-: 

Vi 


■■'-«». .^1 


Man  was  nnt  meant  to  live  alone, 
Or  hj  bimaelf  to  pick  a  booe  ; 
'Xwoiikl  brtak  a  heart  as  bard  aa  atone, 

When  of  love  >ou  had  first  began. 
PIscontinne  Inebriety,  >  v. 

Mix  wall  with  itood  aooialy. 
Lo  ik  to  yonr  caab  each  moiety  :  ^. . "' 

Go  wronx  >ou  ueTer  can. 
JLiet  tliia  >our  flrat  graud  effort  be  : 

Select  a  wife  that's  klud  ; 
Abe  of  jour  virtnea  will  be  proud. 

And  to  your  follies  blind. 
Let  Dot  her  cash  au  object  be,        ':   -^ 
True  lore  wl  1  brlag  felicity  j 
Age   ami  eveu  in  mendicity,       ';  ■?/..'.'':''. 
You'll  all  be  happy  men. 

If  your  wife  ahonld  prore  a  fmitful  TiiM^ 
At  your  good  fortune  don't  r^plua  : 
Children  nune.  or  children  nine, 

Bear  It  lUe  a  man.  •^'I'i   .: 

Practice  strict  economy.  •:;.•>!; 

Keep  up  a  plamp  pbysiognomyi       ' 
Dine  off  your  OK  n  maboKany. 

And  lunch  where'er  yoa  can. 
Keep  creditors  from  your  street-door, 

And  don't  m  insolent ; 
Pay  twenty  aUlliiuga  in  the  pound,     :- 

Don't  be  an  inaolTent ; 
Put  by  your  rent  for  quarter-day,  .- 

Never  owe  while  yoQ  can  pay  :  '■*;.- 

Put  a  penny  by  for  a  rainy  day,  ;>,  "', 

And  yon'U  be  a  happy  man.  ^'' 

Sport  with  yonr  children  prettily. 

With  ynnr  maid-aerrants  don't  niak*  ftM : 

Bconi  Jealoaay,  nee  charity 

in  every  shape  you  can. 
Dou'tmlx  with  too  much  company,    '  ■■  ■ 
Teetolaller  nor  a  drunkard  be:  J  ■ 

Live  well,  but  do  not  live  too  free,      '^   •■  V' 

And  yoD'll  need  no  warmlug-pan. 
Ask  fctTura  with  hnmility. 

If  yon  grant  one.  don't  t>e  grand  : 
Eaiuble  witu  your  family. 

Or  your  bouae  will  never  stand. 
Look  to  basineaa  flrat.  to  plesanre  last, 
Tou  can't  recall  the  time  that  a  past, 
be  not  too  alow   nor  yet  too  faa^ 

And  jou'U  ba  a  happy  man.      ,   ;■.    .. ,..  4, 

If  yoQ're  rich  enongb  for  Congresa, 
Maintain  the  rigbta  by  »bom  yoa'ra  Maftl^> 
Let  not  promotion  be  yonr  bent, 

Mor  eelflsbsess  your  plau. 
Vote  for  no  seerat  jobbteg  tka*,'      ■•■""■  ".,'   "''■'  . 
Mnr  military  floi-giug  oieu  ;  ,    .,^    - 

And  acorn  the  tyrant  banghty  dan,     »y      , 

Speed  on  the  electric  van.  * 

Be  lij)>!r»i   but  look  at  hOQM,       -si  »v.  ,■•'■"* 

Don't  give  away  your  ahirt : 
Tour  daaghters.  old  enouvh  to  wed. 

May  turn  coquettes  and  flirt.  ■'  '^  ■?:'  ^  ■"  ..^  . 

And  too  much  care  will  turn  yon  gray: 
i"or.  girls   ivh-n  yuung.  tbey  will  be  gay,    :• 
But  they'll  repent  and  rue  the  day, 

Aud  you're  still  the  bappy  man.       '.'  .^"' 
If  elected  parish  overseer.  "^  ':  :-■, 
Bervo  nut  goo  I  lo^at-beef  and  beer  :  : 
Lft  the  poor  taste  American  fare. 

Nut  bread  aa  bruwu  as  tan.  -     :'' 

D'>n't  aut  an  old'man  breaking  stonea, 
CriO'ling  wind,  nor  human  bones: 
S'liove    biibdou't  increase  his  groans, 

Afcaiathimall  \oucan. 
Wbrn  you  hear  poor  crippled  rlliiiSJ    ■ . 

Well  buMed  by  the  beadle. 
Bojd  him  a  lecture  long  and  strong,  .'  / 

Wound  him  like  a  needle  : 
Of plore  the  widows  misery. 
AnJ  hear  the  starving  orphan's  ory,    '■■■ 
Feed  the  bniigry  and  the  dry. 

And  you'.l  be  a  bappy  man. 

m  m  Ml  I,:;-     • 

Have  yon  been  unfortnnata  ?  And  would  you 
r^  1y  like  to  test  the  Bympathy  of  the  friend  who 
liAk  ]UBt  been  giving  yon  the  warmest,  most  cheer- 
ing vords  y     Ask  him  to  loan  you  a  dollar. 

A  woman  applied  to  a  magistrate  for  a  anmmons 
apainst  a  neignoor.  "  8he  called  me  a  thief,  your 
",>rship  :  can't  I  make  her  pix)ve  it?"  "  No  donbt 
yon  eould,  said  the  luagistrate,  bot  I  think  you 
had  better  not.  " 


'■■■'.^ 


'■iK 


Love  Has  Eyes. 

■..■^/  .'.   ,',■  .■*'_•'  .■',-:       " 

IiOTe's  blind,  they  say— Oh  !  never,  nay  ^.' 
Can  words  lore's  grace  impart  ?  "■.!■'- 

The  fancy  weak  the  tongue  may  speak,      "'-''^y ',: 
But  eyes  alone  the  heart —  .■->;■>:  ;■; 

In  one  soft  look  what  language  lies  !     ;  :--;»■  :,*•'. 

Oh  !  yes,  believe  me,  love  hw  eyes.    ''■^'"■'^  ^ " 
■  i'-^.^'^  ■•?"■■■: '.  OJ"  •  jrea,  «tfl. 

love's  winged,  they  say — Oh  !  never  I 

On  pinions  love  to  soar  ; 
Deceivers  rove,  but  never  love — ..    ,  .  _. 

Attached,  he  roves  no  more.     "^'  "^  -4    '*  " .  ^ 
Can  he  have  love  who  never  flies  ?      '  »r.'v.;' .'._  .-,■'■■ 
Ah  !  yes,  believe  me,  love  has  eyes.    *    - 
:,.;..  -v-;vr  •■,;■;-■-'  Ohf  yes, 

•      xtm  !♦!  — 


Ac. 


The  Pottery  Girls.  — ^z 

_('■         Written  and  Snog  by  Albert  de  Voy.      /t  •'  V 
Mnsic  at  Boosey  k.  Co.,  Mo.  4  Bond  Street,  New-Tork. 


To  sing  a  song  of  pottery  girla  '\    '  X 

I  have  come  here  to-night  : 
'With  their  eyes  like  diamouda,  teeth  like  pearla, 

Tber  form  a  pretty  siiiht. 
And  who  in  our  hearts  should  e'er  be  first,         .^     , 

In  life's  sudden  changea  and  whirls  :  .    ''  ' 

80  sing  a  song  to  yon  I  mast.  f.'-- 

Of  the  dear  little  pottery  girls.  ^.j!  ■.,  ;,-'. \^.. 

CIIOBC8.  _         ,  •  -..■^.-< >.  ;! 

The  pottery  gfrla,  the  pottery  girla  :  Zfi':  ■■■'  ■>  ■ 

Eyes  like  diamuuda.  teeth  like  pearls,  '--'  ' 

Buckles  on  tbelr  sboea.  hair  ia  carls. 
What  darling  little  creaturaa  are  the  pottery  girls  ! 


•■5' 


At  nine  o'clock  each  morning,,.-.  .  ^      .  •  .^'.r   ■  .v  -  ". 

They  roam  along  the  street,    ■-■;.:,        .-^  •   "  ;^-,  •.  ,  :■ 
All  thonght  of  danger  acorning  :  .'..■•  -.-,,  ■■; 

They  look  a  perfect  treat—  ,^       ■•    '    j' 

And  as  they  pass  each  gay  yoimg  spark,  >'''^-.'- .  ''  .. , , 

Oh  !  don't  they  ass  their  eysa  !  ■■k-.>-    -.   ": ' 

gome  look  very  sauey. 

And  some  look  at  the  skies. 

The  pottery  girls,  kc. 

Their  different  trades  I'll  state,  and  tben         .'     v  ^/:; 

I'm  sure  you'll  say  I'm  right :  -.■.:■ 

Tbey  work  as  hard  as  any  men. 

From  morning  nntill  night 
Like  the  -  Wheel  of  Life.  "  they  tua  tb* latlM, 

And  Bing  like  Jolly  pala  :  ■  :  •.  "CS..  fS^ilj- ji:- 

Tbeu  Where's  the  school  can  equal ,  ■  -     - -■'■' ■  '» ; 

:  Xbe  dear  little  pottery  girla  ? 

The  pottery  girls,  Ac. 

Some  have  to  ataad  la  a  abow  raaa  .     .  ■■  - 

From  morning  nntill  nigkt,  ...     :  ^. 

With  bair  crt^ped  up  in  fVont  and  a  lanp  OB  tb*  top. 

And  squeezed  in  the  waist  very  tight  > 
And  some  at  Biscuit  earn  their  braad. 

While  others  paint  I'm  told. 
And  others  barnish  i>)>  the  gilt : 

Bat  they  are  ail  as  good  aa  geld. 

Tba  pottery  girla,  Ac 

Bnt  now  I  must  ba  going  :  •'       ;  *'     ,  "*  "."" 

For.  soon  I  am  to  l)e  wed  -^'^if  -> "  -.""^  "■,' 

To  one  of  these  dear  pottery  gixla,   -.  '■.  j, 

Who  earns  bar  dally  bread  :  ;r-i/.;.-c;Sl'-,  -    '  •= 

tba  gets  her  18  bob  a  week,      ,      I'iii   j 

On  which  she  lives  quite  wall :     j:,v  -'/  ;';">•/ 
And  if  you  waat  to  ki>ow  her  name*  '<'^7-  *  -  ■-    ■''    " 

Of  coarse,  I  will  aot  lell. 

The  pottery  girls,  , 


i 


Ladies,  Won't  Tau  Marry  I 

I  made  np  my  mind,  de  other  day, 

Dat  I'd  get  married  right  away  ; 

I  knocked  at  de  door  l>egiin  for  to  grin— 

I  was  pretty  g<M>d-looking  :  fo  day  let  me  in. 

Oh  !  ladies,  won't  yoa  marry  T 
.;  Oh  !  ladiaa,  won't  you  marry  t 

>  .1  Oh  !  ladies,  won't  yuu  marry  I 

Ob  '.  tell  me  right  away. 

As  I  went  Walking  down  de  street, 
I  meet  some  ladies  dressed  aj  neat !    - 
Oh  '.  ladiaa   Oh  '  ladies   look  dis  way. 
And  unto  idem  I  tbtu  did  aay— 

Oh  !  ladles,  Ae. 

Some  were  short,  and  some  were  tall, 
Oh  !  bless  deir  hearts    I  lub  dem  all  :  I 

One  axed  lue  hoiue  wid  her  to  dine —  1 

81ie  was  pretty  good-looking  :  so  I  didn't  declias. 
8POXM  :  I  couldn't  refuse  her  Imitation— when  I 
looked  into  iber  couuterhouse  it  made  such  a  diKpresaion 
on  kuy  appetite  I  net>er  tluks  ob  her  but  what  I  feela 
berry  hnugry.  But  talk  about  a  diuuer,  by  golly  '.  dat  was 
a  twister,  aad  no  two  waya  about  it— we  bad  eocoa-nats 
and  onion  saace  :  boiled  beef  and  oranges- fowls,  birds, 
goose,  and  geese— meat  and  mutton- fried  foles  and 
beea'-wax— Tarkey-rhabart  tarta— sprats  and  flab— roaat- 
pork  and  watercreases— pipes  of  tol>acco  and  luri  eullns 
— cbampagiie  and  sansagea— lamb  and  camomile  tea— and 
dat'a  all  de  Joints  we  had.  Den  we  had  a  desert  to  dis- 
gust de  animal  fool— dat  woe  all  fmits— dere  was  ahrimpa, 
cabbage,  cod-iiver  an  1  cheese— bloaters  siid  applesauce 
—  trdtters  tripe,  and  treacle— Muaeed  tea— rotatoes  and 
ginger-beec^pickled  carrots  and  cod-Uver  olU  Den  after 
dinner  came  de  daneing— ebery  body  took  deIr  plare  ly 
lemonadiug  about— dere  waa  Sally  Weaver.  Belvidera, 
Borgieana  Bosy  Anna.  Cleuientina  Crinolina,  Crooked- 
Bhined  Sal,  and  Hannah  Dncklege  Dere  was  Peter 
Williams,  Saw  Johnson.  Pompey  Sqnaeh.  Dandy  Jim, 
Unele  Jesa,  and  Juliua  Brown.  Drre  wns  master  ob 
quality.  I  shall  neber  forget  huw  dem  niggeis  wants 
head  when  II  aung  out— 

Oh  !  Udies,  *e. 
m  ia«  ^ 


% 
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Ihe  Pirate's  Home* 


The  pirate's  home  is  his  gallant  ship,       v--:  -  :       > 
And  his  garden  the  glassy  sea  ;  ^-    ■   ..:;    ' 

In  a  summer's  calm  liow  the  moments  slip,   ■ 
As  he  glides  oer  the  waters  free  ! 

But,  though  the  calm  a  pleasure  bringfa,'-  •  -;  ■;  '■,■; 
He  8  a  greater  joy  when  the  tempest  sing*  :   . 

The  storm's  alarms  ■■:.-.. 

For  him  have  cbaims^  ,  ,  ;._  '  .!.';  \ 
Its  thunder  is  his  minstrelsy.  ,.;;■   ^  .  ■■■  ' 

But  the  joy  of  all  joy  is  the  charming  sight 
When  the  olack  flag  streams  o'er  the  rover's  fight  : 
When  the  priec  is  won, 
And  the  battle  done, 
And  he  shares  the  reward  of  the  free  !     -: , '  .v  J    '  -•' 
:   ^  T  he  pirate's  home,  &d. 
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I        fir  On  the  Deep  Bine  Sea. 

Fi  IT  on  the  deep  bine  sea, 

!   The  ever  moving  sea, 

p  ir  ling'ring  hearts  will  tun,  ! 

I    Beloved  home,  to  thee. 

ilLod  all  who  made  it  dear, 

j    The  loving  and  the  troe, 

We  ne'er  may  see  again, 

j    Turn  our  hearts  to  yoa  !  - 

ftliiu  as  we  watch  the  foam 
jj  Dart  backward  on  otir  lee, 
P^e  think  of  thee,  dear  home. 
Far  on  the  deep  blue  sea. 
iWift  on  the  rolling  wave 
Our  bark  speeds  gaily  on, 
loh  billow  seems  uie  grave . 
Of  happy  momeots  gone, 
ape  points  to  brighter  hotin, ' 
We  wipe  our  tears  away, 

think  of  that  blest  land 
Wliere  fhendshipe  seer  <kcai 

as  we  watch  the  fbam 
Dart  backward  on  our  loe, 
if; "  ;  tW«  think  of  theo,  dear  home. 

Far  OB  the  deep  blue  sea. 


} 


^ 


Jamie  is  7ar  O'er  the  Seai 


^►-•♦^ 


The  "  heart  "  is  the  best  oard  in  the  chance 
game  of  matrimony — sometimee  overcome  by  dia- 
monds and  knavee,  often  won  by  tricks,  and  oc- 
casionally treated  in  a  shuffling  manner,  and  then 
ent  altogether. 


04  !  sing  from  thy  spray      .    ; :  j      • 

Thy  wild  notes  so  £;ay,  j     ''' 

Pretty  warbler,  oh  !  sing  from  the  tree  : 

Oft  beneath  thy  roey  bower 

I've  met,  at  twilight  hour. 
My  Jamie  that's  far  o'er  the  sea. 

Berfde  yoo  myrtle  boughs. 

We  gave  our  mutual  vows. 
From  sorrow  our  heai^  then  were  fr««  : 

All  pleasure  now  is  gone, 

Whole  I  mumnr  alone  : 
My  lamie  is  far  o'er  the  sea  I  . 

But  why  should  I  sigh  ? 

The  summer  is  nigh, 
i^nd  tfie  birds  sing  again  from  the  tne  i 

The  roses  shall  bloom,  •;.,- 

And  the  soft  breezes  soon  - 

Shall  ivaft  him  again  frx>m  the  sea  I 

Thou,  bright  star  of  night,      .    /    . 

Oh  !  guide  him  aright  :  '  - 

Frosa  dangers  my  Jamie  keep  fr«e  ; 

Now  of  wealth  I  have  a  store. 

He  shall  wander  no  more, 
Fe'«r  again  shall  he  sail  o'er  the  lea  ! 


■'t.' 
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Tlw  Aold  Sootoh  Sangt. 

Oh  !  eine  to  m«  the  auld  Scotch  sangs, 

1'  the  Draid  t'cottish  tongue. 
The  sangs  n)y  faither  wisli«i  to  hear, 

■|  he  sangs  my  niither  sune,     _  .  .^.  .. 
W  htn  she  sat  beside  my  cradle,    •    -  ;  • 

Or  croon  d  me  on  her  knee, 
And  I  wadna  sleep  :  she  sang  sa«  sweet  - :  ; 

'1  he  auld  bcotcn  sangs  to  me  !  :    a 

Sing  ony  o'  the  auld  Scotch  sangs,       * 

I  he  blithesome  or  the  sad  : 
They  make  nie  smile  when  I  am  wae. 

And  greet  when  I  am  glad  , 
My  heart  gaes  back  to  auld  Scotland, 

'1  he  saut  tear  dims  my  e'e. 
And  the  ^^cutch  bluod  leaps  in  a'  my  Teins, 

As  ye  sing  the  sangs  to  me. 

Sing  on,  sing  mair  o'  these  auld  saogt  : 

>or  ilka  an«  can  tell 
0'  joy  or  sorrow  o'  the  past. 

Where  mera'ry  loves  to  dwell  ; 
Tho'  hair  grow  grey,  and  limb*  grow  auld 

U  ntil  the  day  I  dee, 
I'll  bless  the  >cnttish  tongue  that  sings 

The  auld  :;cotch  sangs  to  me  ! 


^#H. 


Shouldn't  I  Like  to  Get  Fat  I 


Ob  '  ihoiildo't  I  like  to  get  M  ! 

I  can't,  und  I  Crfnnut  tell  wbj 
I  iiDi  K'ttliig  >8  tiliu  as  a  rkt,  .« 

And  I  e<l  tld  1  bnist  pretty  nigh. 
I  ain't  got  uo  wriKbts  in  1117  mind. 

On  uijr  belly  I  apends  all  in;  tin. 
Eiioiiuh  grub  I  liever  cau  flud. 

And  I'ui  ^-etilug  ao  remarkable  tbln. 
OU  '  rhoiiMu't  I  lik*  to  get  fat  :  oh.  By  ! 
Oh     sbouidn't  I  like  to  itet  fkt ! 

I  Tn  often  beard  people  say  tkat 

H'lW  Very  dlsgnsted  tbey  feel 
To  ■'  e  a  person  overloaded  with  fht. 

Wbeu  be  oagbt  to  te  thin  and  genteel. 
Ornlillty'a  all  very  well. 

Biitjon   fat  ones,  have  (lot  all  tbe  grin — 
Tun  look  like  as  If  yon  never  eat  a  amell, 

Wbeu  )ou  are  so  remarkably  thin. 

Oil !  abooldat  I  Ilka,  to. 

Tottaer  moraifig  I  roae  from  mj  bad, 

N'o  one  on  earib  C'lUld  excel— 
I  devoured  a  box  fuUofegga. 

Auil  a  side  6t  t*t  bacon  as  well. 
I  eat  off  a  loin  of  cal4  p<>rk.  .'  " 

And  a  ainunins  kbeap  •  haad  : 
I  feed  off  tnrkey  and  ohlue. 

And  I  picked  a  cow's  bael  while  la  bed. 

Oh  '.  kboBldat  I  Uka,  ke, 

.  A  score  of  black  pnddlag*  for  lunch, 
An'l  a  plate  of  coUI  tkggots  I  eat, 
Anl  aaveoyit  all  of  a  bunch  ..![ 

But  I  d"n  t  thmk  tbeiu  uioeh  of  a  treat. 
Sometime*  at  a  taier  can  I  halt,  '   '  . 

And  I  ent  nil  tb«  maB'<  got  la  hia  tl*^--   ■''''' 
But  I  cat  tbeia  wltlioiit  aay  aalt. 
ISecause  they  8*7  salt  aakra  people  look  tkla* 

Oh  r  ahooldft't  I  lUe.  Ac 

There's  my  sitter  Mary  Aaae.  I  deeUM,  .    ■ 

Was  tlitn  as  a  Ump-poet  ia  slae  : 
I  met  ber,  t'otber  day,  at  tiie  fUr. 

And  I  could  soaieely  believe  mymn 
Sbe't  ao  cbnbby  ;ind  Cti  to  ibe  view— 

M  bat  sUe'a  been  eating  I  cmaot  make  Vn 
Sbe's  ueon  mUrrieU  kIx  months   it  Is  true. 

And  she's  fuuuJ  out  a  way  to  get  aioat. 

Oh  ■  shuuldu't  I  Uke,  Ac 


The  Boatman's  Retorn. 


Row !  row !  homeward  we  steer,  twilight  falls  o'er  ua  : 
Hark  !  music  is  near,  friends  glide  before  us  ; 
i'-ong  lightens  our  labor,  sing  aa  onward  we  go. 
Keep,  each  with  his  neighboc,  time  as  we  flow. 

Kqw  !  row  !  sing  as  we  go,  nature  rejoieee  . 
liark  !  how  the  hills  as  we  flow  echo  our  voices  ! 
8ull  o'er  the  dark  waters  far  away  we  must  roam, 
Ere  Italy's  daughters  welcome  us  home.  ^   " 

See  in  the  west  lights  dimly  burning. 
Friends  in  yon  harbor  of  rest  wait  our  returning  ; 
bee  now  they  burn  elear,  keep  time  with  the  oar, 
Now,  now  we  ...''  nearer  that  Jiappy  shore. 
Home,  horiu- 1  daylitjht  i«  o'er,  friends  stand  before  us, 
Yet  ere  our  boat  touch  the  chore,  once  more  the  ohome : 

Itow,  row,  Ae. 


r  0«r  Swrants'  Secret  BalL 

Written  by  J.  W.  Laurence- Sung  by  Laurie  Turner. 


Last  week,  onr  servanla' ball  look  plaee,  , 

8»  grand  a  rout  I  ne'er  (lid  trace  :  >..*..-: -c 

BelMft  luailer'a  flunkey.  1  had  my  say.  ic-.^^ 

And  placed  thiug*  in  a  proper  way.  .    ^ 

Tbe  party  came,  some  short,  rome  long  : 
We  mniterod  Iweiity-aevrn  strong  :  -'.; 

We  all  lonked  large  thongh  we  were  amallt 
At  our  servants' aecret  ball.  .... 

CIIORC8.  .-":■"" 

Tbe  bones  and  Ixnjo  so  did  pTay 

In  truth  we  all  ilid  d^Dce  away  — 

I  never  ahall  forget  the  noise  and  sqasU 

We  bad  at  our  servants' aecret  ball! 

John  dressed  hiti.self  in  Betty's  frock. 

And  S'>  awnaed  tbe  blessed  atnok  : 

Our  Sally  wore  the  butler's  coat,  ''"'     ' 

And  put  un  a  false  Billy-goat.  >' 

Hiss  Jane  put  on  maaier  a  siualls. 

The  nnrse  wore  Harry's  overalls. 

The  Bobby  a'  to  I  heir  sweet-hearts  did  stsll  : 

Yes — tu  keep  order  at  our  aervanta'  balL 

The  boaes  and  banjo,  Ao. 

Some  came  aa  niggers,  brown  and  black, 

And  the  girin' lips  they  dill  smack: 

All  their  deiigua  appeared  quite  dark —  .     i 

For.  with  every  klas  they  len  a  mark. 

Our  cook'a  rhap  the  whole  hog  did  go. 

Be  ning  and  danced  Bob  Bill  ley,  Oh  !    , 

He  upsel  cliaira  and  tables  all.  v"' 

At  our  servants'  secret  bail. 

The  bones  sad  banjo,  Ao. 

The  bntler  kept  ns  in  a  roar  : 

For  be  sung  and  looked  Just  like  tbe  Care  : 

And  master  Thomaa  he  gut  tight. 

And  nearly  set  the  crib  all^tht. 

1  he  ciiaps  hucged  the  i,'iria  upon  the  sly, 

Tliey  KOt  kisseU  to  death,  or  very  nigh  :    *         '    ' '' 

Wheu  a  double  knock  snrprised  ns  all. 

At  our  servants' secret  ball. 

The  bones  sod  banjo,  Ae. 

*'  It's  master's  knock  !  "  eselalmed  yonng  Fan- 
In  all  directions  off  we  ran. 

Some  in  the  duet  bole  there  did  roll,     '    '    ::■■'■'' 
Others  rushed  amonKSt  the  coal  :  ". '    '  ' 

With  the  ban. I  we  knew  not  what  to  do, 
So  a e  sent  thorn  up  the  flue— 
And  down  c  ime  waster  amidst  It  alL    ' 
To  flni*h  up  our  secret  bail  ' 

The  bonee  and  banjo,  Ao. 

He  then  called  lota  of  Bobbies  in  : 
Oh  '.  such  a  row.  OU  !  anch  a  din  '. 
Such  mangled  forma  there  met  my  eyes. 
We  all  looked  like  a  set  of  gays— 
The  Police  mad*  OS  make  onr  retreat. 
And  turned  the  wbola  lot  in  the  street : 
80  we  lost  our  places,  en*  and  all. 
All  ttiroogh  oar  servants'  saeret  ball ! 

Tbe  bones  and  btnjo,  Ac. 


fi 


Tbft  Songi  We  Used  to  Sing; , 

.      j  ^  8-  P-  Q-  ...,-."'v^ 

"  When  the  Swallows  Homewgrd  Fly,  " 

**  A  '1  bousaod  I  ea|i  iM  s  Away  :  " 

"  The  Lwk  siogs  blithely  in  tbe  Sky  "     ^ ; , 
To  '•  Little  ilaggie  May.  "  ,  .  *,  . 

"•  I  H»ve  Something  Sweet  to  TeD  Too  ;  *  -1; 

"  I  Love  Ihee,  Little,  Laughjar  Rfll  ;  *•  v" 
Oh  !  "  I'addle  Your  Own  Cinoe  '  -    ' 

With  -    Ihe  Man  That  Struck  Old  BilL  " 

"  Tell  Me  W  here  Do  Fairies  t)well  ♦  " 

"  boy  With  Auburn  Hair  ;  " 
"  Far,  Kar  O  er  Hill  and  bell,  " 

"  Sweet  Jjpirit,  Hear  My  I'rayer.  " 

"  Dearest,  I  1  hink  of  Thee,  " 

"  When  All  the  World  is  Htuhed  in  Sleep  :  ' 
"  What  Can  I  Offer  I  hee  " 

"  When  a  Little  Farm  We  Keep  ?  " 

"  Happy  Momenta  Now  Retnniing  " 
"  W  iih  I  he  Love  Light  in  Your  Eye  ;  " 

'Tie  "  Kathleen  Mavourneen,  " 
"  A  Coming  Ihro'  the  Kye.  "  .  ... 

"  Merrily  O'er  The  Calm  blue  Pea,  **    •  - . 

••  Twinkle,  1  winkle.  Little  btM- :  "    '   . 
'•  Wilt  Thou  Not  Smile  On  Me,  " 

In  my  '*  Irish  Jaunting  Car  ?  " 

."  The  Frog  He  Would  a  Wooing  Go,  " 

'-  W  hen  Sherman  Marched  Down  to  the  Set  : 

"  A  Little  Bird  told  Me  N),  " 
"  On  the  banks  of  the  1  enaeaeee. 


What  is  that  which  a  man  may  have  never 
possessed,  and  yet  leave  behind  him  ? — A  will. 


The  Torkuh  Qentlemas.  '"rrrf^ 

Muaio  at  Boofey  A  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Street  Vsw-Tork. 


A  word  on  the  biography  of  a  Turkish  gentleman. 

One  Miater  Hassan  All  Beg  Muitapha  Astracin 

A  awell— from  bla  lllustrloos  crown  to  bis  illustrions  leea, 

A  ftsba  of  some  nine  tails  :  for   so  tbe  story  goes. 

Tbe  Palace  of  this  Torfelah  swell  wu  awfnl  to  behold, 

HIa  door  acraper  w«a  silver  tbe  frout-door  knocker  gold  : 

The  marble  floor  IHI.11D  with  gems. 

the  fountains  flashing  wiae 
Defy  description— and  rm  glad  It  isn't  in  my  line. 

C110UU8.  I     r.-.-r , 

Oh  !  Mister  Hassan  All  Bag  Maatapha  Astracan  ! 
Thla  slippery,  turbaned  V 

cross-legged,  smoking.  Oriental  man  ! 

The  beauty  In  bla  harem  was  enough  to  knock  you  down  - 

There  wore  white  glr.s.  bUck  girls  jellow  girls, 

„,     ^  ^  and  glrla  of  whltey  brown  : 

Blaek  eunncha  watched  them  ulght  and  day  : 

_     „  „  lor  a  very  jealous  man 

Was  Mister  Hassan  All  Beg  Mnstapha  Astracan  ! 

Thogr  aung  and  danced  before  their  apouss 

with  accomp'uament,  yon  know. 
On  a  tbree  stringed  Instrument  much  wore* 

than  modern  Blacks'  banjo  : 
Meauwhile  be  smoked  his  long  chibogne, 

rreiined  in  bis  divan. 
Did  Mister  Hassan  All  Beg  Mnstapha  Astracan  ! 

Oh  :  Mister,  Ao. 

Bat  if  a  wife  presumed  to  flirt,  as  sometimes  did  occur, 
I've  only  one  thiug  to  remark  : 

■  O  MUCB  THE  WOaSK  rOB  HSB  ! 
For,  deep  down  In  the  Bosphoros  they'd 

drown  tbe  naughty  sbs, 
Or  else  a  sciHSTia  wonld  soon  destroy  ber  sTMHCiai : 
And  If  the  Pa«ha  wanted  eoln,  to  carry  ou  the  war. 
He'd  seize  on  a  rich  aubjeot— what 

else  ABC  rich  subjects  for  t 
He'd  strip  him  to  his  very  skin,  be  d  take  his  every  son, 
An<|  if  he  didn't  jump  for  joy,  ax's  BAsnit^Bc  bim.  too  '. 

Oh  !  Mister,  Ac. 

His  fare  was  kibobs  and  ptllan— what  they 

are.  I  cap't  divine— 
And  tho'  the  Koran  don't  allow  Mahommed  people  wine. 
It  doesn't  say  a  aiugle  word  agaiost  a  gl«ss  of  iirog  .- 
So  Baaaau  guzzled  whiakey-puuch  euongb  to  icsld  a  bog. 
Our  Pasba  then  of  btppluees  porsesssd  a  brimming  cap- 
Uutfl  his  maater   in  bib  tarn    (  Ike  Snitaa  )  got  hwd  op  : 
■-  Maraballah  '.  growled  his  Sultan-shlp, 

some  or  'em  most  be  bled— 
That  Caitiff,  AU  Beg,  la  rlob,  fetch  me  the 

,.     1  acooadrei's  head.  " 

.,  T:   '      ■'■:-■  ■'.  '■;  ••/'■;:■•;■;..■  ou  :  Mister.  Ao. 

Bald  (be  Bowatring-aaa  to  F***fr.  as  he 

made  a  low  'ftlrswi  : 
"  Ton'U  pardon  this  Intmsloa  :  quite 

ashamed  I  really  am  : 
Fact  is,  I  ve  come  for  soMXTBisa— 

what  it  la  ?  yoa  may  divine— 
Whan  I  tell  yoa  that  the  Saltan  condtaceads 

to  DBOr  A  u«x.  " 
Ibe  fatal  bowstring  whirls  aloft,  a  gargle, 

choke,  and  kick- 
lad,  lo !  the  skllfal  bowstrlng-msn  baa 

uoua  the  ttUl  trlek. 
They  bag  his  head  I9  half  tbe  time 

that  yen  eeald  wave  a  fka  : 
So  BSnch  for  Haass  a  AU  Bag  Maatapha  Aatraoan  ' 

Ota :  Mister,  Ao. 


Good  CoonseL 
A  Bsncx  Six  Buirsaxd  Txaaa  Ou>> 


•i 


Gnard.  my  child,  thy  tonfnA  : 
That  it  s|>eak  no  wrong  : 
Let  no  evil  word  pass  o'er  it  : 
Set  the  watch  of  truth  before  it, 
That  it  speak  imi  wrong  ! 
Guard,  my  child,  thy  tongue. 

Guard,  my  child,  thine  eyes  : 

Trying  is  not  wise  ; 

Let  tliem  look  on  what  is  right : 

From  all  evil  turn  thy  eight  ; 

Prying  is  not  wise. 

Guard,  my  child,  thine  eyes  f 

Guard,  my  child,  thine  ear  : 
Wicked  words  will  sear. 
Let  no  evil  words  come  in 
Thnt  may  cause  the  soul  to  ain  i 
Wicked  words  will  sear. 
Guard,  my  child,  tliioe  ear  t 

Ear,  and  eye,  and  tongue. 
Guard  while  thou  art  young  :  . 
For,  alas  !  these  busy  U'ree 
Can  unruly  members  be. 
Guard,  while  thou  art  young,  ' 
Ear,  and  eyes,  and  tongue  I 


Hi 


-H- 


THJi:  »ltN€mn'8   JOUfi^aTAlf^ 


.    J^  Seryei  Ton  Eight    ..^^ 

(  N«W   YlKSIOK.  ) 

Written  and  Sang  by  Lswle  l^irMlk'  ' 
Compoaad  by  Fred.  Hlgginii 


•.<>r- 


80  Tery  gtrance  to  me  tt  wai  '.'l^  "      ,; 

Th»t  bye-wonis  »r«  the  refe  :  ■,>*..•• 

I  don't  know  where  yoa  get  tkem 

Perhaps  'tie  off  the  St*ge. 
Mo  II  atter  where  yon  trarel  now. 

By  day  as  well  as  nlgbt.  :,,* 

ToD're  sure  to  bear  some  nrcbin  ery  t      , : '.    .- ;' 

••  My  Boy,  It  serres  yon  right.  "  •  .^{       ■•  - 

CHORUS.  .:;  : 

It  serTes  yon  right.  It  aervM  yoa  right  t 
My  Uoy.  It  serres  you  right. 
It  drives  me  to  distraction  qnl'e. 
When  folks  they  say  :  *■  It  serTM  yoa  right.  " 

A  girl  I  took  to  Leicesler-Sqoar*, 

The  Albambra  I  II  em 
That  KBK  was  Acroro  on  mt  SquamM      .'  . ;     '  '^     -' 

Oh  :  littio  did  I  dream—  t :»,    » 

Until  I  nquandered  tliree  poands  ten     4  .^  ,i     a'J 

Upon  bei  iu  one  Dtght  ■ 
She  left  iiie  mioiis  watch  and  chain. 

And  said  :  '-  It  flerros  yoa  rlitht  " 

It  terTM  yoa  right,  Ac. 

Invited  to  a  ba'1.  one  night, 

Iu  uiy  best  I  wis  attired  : 
Inteodiii);  for  to  cut  a  shine,   <;.- 

A  Uhdsuiu  Cab  I  hired. 
Oh  '  soou  aloug  the  road  I  wa*. 

The  burse  it  reared  »nd  shied. 
And  sent  me  sprawling  iu  the  mad 

W'hilkt  all  the  people  cried  : 

It  serres  yon  right,  Ice. 

I  went  tn  Bamsgat«  for  •  week. 

My  spirits  to  revive. 
And  being  ratbet  flush  of  caah,  ..  y.    . 

The  eauje  I  kept  sUre  :  '     .      >.- 

•  Until  one  niorn.  whilst  sea-bathing. 

Oh!  thnt  uulucky  day  !  ^ 

Some  tbievea.  close  by  my  clothes  they  took, 

Aud  bo^tad  clean  away. 

Sfoken  :  And  I  was  left  in  the  water  sUiTering,  while 
a't  the  pepple  laughed  at  me  aud  said  : 

It  i^rvegjoa  right,  4(0. 

Tf>  BO  and  eee  my  Lady-lore,    ,' " :''  -  • "' ;,         ' '  ■; 

Eich  niuht  a  wall  I'd  ciiiub  :       .., ;  '.'.,  .. 

Oh  '.  that  I  had  known   one  night. 

Her  1*4  was  clcsebehiad — 
Whilst  in  a  iiroTe  a  making  lore, 

Upon  a  niouulieUt  night. 
A  Bumettaing  seized  hold  oi  me  her*— 

And  held  we  preclons  tight 

SroEER  :  I  tnrned  roond  knddiaeoTer*d  it  waaalarga 
do'.;  and  then  her  Pa  laid  into  ma  with  a  great  big  stick 
and  said  - 

It  terrea  yoa  right,  &c. 

When  folks  they  say  it^sarrea  yoa  rig^ 

It  niakea  mo  feel  ao  wild  :  .  ...,     . 

It  makes  me  feel  so  nerrona, 

I  csu't  be  recoaelled. 
80  new.  kind  friends.  I  must  Its  oS,  .  .    ,t 

I  with  ;oa  sll  :  guod-nlght  I 
And  if  that  I  have  pleased  yon  all 

Well — I  think  I  served  yon  right : 

It  MCTM  jea  right,  to. 


■•■•:*■. 


■•/':''^: 


■    "^    Hot  li  These 'Bodti:"^  "^ 

By  3.  k.  BArdwlok— iUr  :    Bouilo  Itam4«a. 


raa  "Oirl  of  the  Period.**  dashiBgud  g«yt  '^  ■ 

I'm  fond  of  excitement  aud  haviug  my  way  ; 

on  I  walk  iu  the  '-  Zoo,  "  gazing  at  bipeds  and  bmtes— 

In  the  latest  of  f«abious— but  not  In  these  boota. 

To  Ball  ^nd  Assemblies  I  ramble  and  ro^m, 

To  Gardens  and  Moaic-Halls  1  am  st  home, 

TaatiuK  of  pleasme   and  'joying  the  frnits, 

Dressed  in  the  fashlou — bat  not  in  these  boots. 

SroKEx  :  No,  I  think  I  shonld  pat  my  foot  In  it  in- 
deed, if  I  put  my  foet  iu  these  boots  to  go  to  a  party, 
don't  you  t 

I  go  down  to  Margate.  Heme  Bay,  and  Oravesend, 
At  wati;rinK  places  the  seaaon  I  rpend. 
On  the  tanda  I  am  fllrtiug,  where  swells  blow  cheroots. 

BroKEX  :    Dnt  make  no  mistake,  girls, 
I  beg  to  assure  yon  it's  not  in  these  IxKtta. 
Tu  BVD  liigh-Iifo  weddliiKS  wb«re  sold  are  the  fair, 
I  MO  *o  St    Geurge  s.  in  Hunover-Square. 
Admiring  the  hriUesmalds.  artmyed  in  Coort  snits. 
I'm  chignoned  aud  jewelled— iHit  not  in  Uies*  boota. 

I'm  rather  strong  minded,  snd  want  (o  know  why 

We  girls  can't  auire  «s  pleaaea  the  eye  T 

I  went  lo  the  Opera  where  the  buzkeepar  brntea — 

SroKXif  :  How,  would  yon  belieTe  it  ?  but  the  fellow 
said  tu  me— 

"  Miss,  your  dress  is  an-reg1e.  bnt  not  In  tbase  boots.  " 
If  you  '   take  olT  uiy  bouts   "  saying  i'lu  a  siruugu  elf, 
I  *ill  Just  (0  please  yon   take  them  off  myself : 
I II  wed  whan  I'm  fluding  a  msn  «iy  uiind  aait*, 
And  go  the  altar— but  uut  in  these  boots. 


■t 


Swiftly  Qoet  De  OjateivBoat ' 


■..'r  .j»' 


\fCiO^: 


oil  '.  swiftly  goes  de  oystcr^boat, 

Jnst  walking  from  de  ahora. 
Unto  de  dsrkiea'  cong  ahe'U  *'~**Lii' 

lo  hunt  de  ebelly  store. 
We  whistle  up  a  jolly  breeie, 

And  hoirt  ap  de  iqnare-tocd  tail  :    :    v^- *" '    r 
Den  down  de  nber  we  scud  wid  ease,  .'•■•  V-    '  :>  ^ 

And  ahettl  old  outau  gale. 

Oh  !  awiftly  gooo,  Ac. 

We  cast  our  tones  in  Oyster-Bay,       V"'"^. 'O," 

An'  rake  'em  «r  an'  wide  :  /5V'"'   •!'  * 

Den  hat^up  while  onr  boat  so  gay      ' '>  ;  i    '' ;'■ 

Plays  see-saw  on  de  tide  ;        W         "  .  '"'/■' 
Den  wid  her  bosom  jammed  up  full  ':'.'' 

Ob  oysters  fat  an'  fine,  .,, .  / 

Up  to  ae  town  away  we  pull,  '■     > 

An'  siag  while  otir  grinners  shineiv 

Oh  !  swiftly  goes,  Ac. 

De  sailor  in  his  ship  may  sing,    .^"'  ■•'.•-'■.';  I  ■'■■•■^,' 

An'  tink  he's  free  from  harm  ;  ^, 

Our  boat  can  cut  de  sea-gull's  wing,    •;  =-a',  ,' ..„ 

An'  walk  right  through  de  storm.    * '•  :    ..; '  " 
Den  merrilj  in  de  port  she  splash,        ~    '  '"  "' 

Filled  wid  her  ghelly  store. 
While  folks  come  dere  to  shell  out  deir  cash, 

In  crowds  along  de  shore — 

Oh  !  swiftly  goes,  A«. 


A  Blessing  on  the  Ontward  Bound. 

A  blessing  on  the  outward  bound,    ..~  "  .  "•" '  I.'-.. 

Wherever  they  may  go. 
From  hills  and  dales  their  fothers  owne<^ 

Or  cottage  poor  and  low.  ^ 

'Tis  no  sliglit  thing  to  part  from  home,    ,^^;'  "j.: 

Whate'er  that  home  may  be, ..,       .•■■_      '  V^. 
To  trust  a  doubtful  future  on    -'  '   V; ■■;-!!!■•■    V' 

The  wild  and  stormy  sea—  '":■  .*  .'^'-  ■:■'• 

But  while  the  tide  of  life  rolla  oa,  '  .'v?  .: 

The  mighty  stream  must  flow  :  x. -■•;■•  ■ 

.  Then  blessing*  on  the  outward  bouf^     ■'-.'■>    .. 
I  '  Wherever  they  may  go  !         -r  ;>>'".-•.  '-"; 

A  blessing  on  the  outward  bound,    '~^.  .'  .•.;,."';; 

The  noble  and  the  true,  "/-/  -' ■•  '  :"' 

Who've.restled  long  with  poverty,,  i  :  f'    ;  "".i'.' 

Which  they  shall  conquer,  too—   •  '- ■• 
The  earth  was  made  for  man  to  shara, 

And  worthy  it  are  they, 
Those  brave  and  bold  adventtirera  ■  i(T    >  ■  :    ,■ 

Our  proud  ships  bear  away  :  :■••  "t-   .«■'.?"' 

To  freedom  and  to  sunny  lands,  V  '^"  s. 

Still  may  the  breeres  blow  :  .■.■■».•..! 

May  God  protect  th«  putword  boaa^       --i-:    ]:■ 

Wherever  they  may  go  '. 


■:A: 


■-^'S^v ■:■.::.  J)on^-Saj":  Ho l/^''!^^,. 

Worthy  Augusta  Johaatose—^usie  by T.  Wertlay  Walker. 

Bnng  by  3ir.  H.  Walker     ^  • 

■"■,•>:■:;■:■'••-■  — —  -^}  ■^'iiT:!:t '<':■■.■ 

Along  the  forest  straying, 

One  Buramer  evening  fair,  ■  ■■  r  ■     ,  :■■ 

We  tolked — the  breezes  playing       •.■','"-•. 

'Mid  Jessie's  golden  hair  : 
Up  from  my  heart  there  rose      i ;.    v';.   ■  ,   • 

A  question,  soft  and  low  :  ,"; '. 

It  whi!-j>ered  :   "  Can  you  love  roe,    t;'.  •  ■   -. 

iSweet  Jessie  ? — don't  say  :  Ko  1  ^;-^ 

No  sound,  that  sniiimer  gloaming, 

Ketnrned  my  beating  heart, 
Still,  tlirough  the  wild  wood  roaminj^ 

1  felt  we  ne'er  could  part — 
At  last,  my  Jessie  blushing. 

And  loolnng  lovely  so —         '.<!.,'■ 
•  Will  you  be  ever  constant  ? 
,;    She  murmured — "  don't  say  :  No!  " 

m  HI  >■ 

Prosperity  attracta  frienda — adversity  proves 
them. 

Laughing  is  not  always  the  index  of  a  mind  at 
ease. 

A  mind  contented  with  its  lot,  is  more  valuable 
than  richea. 


The  Fisherm&n'i  Glee. 

LiAt\j  we  bound  o'er  ^m  fbamlii^  wavea, 
A  U  weathers  alike  tht  mariner  braves  ; 
We  are  lords  of  the  sea,  and  to  no  lord  alavea— 
'J  hen  eheerily  pull,  yo,  bo  ! 

Soon  as  out*  bark  has  cleared  fhe  bay, 
We'll  spread  our  nets  by  the  luowiUght  ray  : 
And,  happjr,  ere  'tis  break  of  day. 
We'll  haul  in  our  price,  jo,  no  ! 

Lightly  we  bouad,  Ae. 

Wbo  woal4  exchange  the  mariaer'a  life 
For  landmen'a  toil,  their  carts  and  strife  ? 
Or  the  eaiy^'s  sound  for  the  druiu  and  fife  i 
bo  cheejily  pull,  yo,  ho  1 

Lightly  we  bound,  Ae. 

'Tis  true  tWy  can  spread  their  nets  on  land. 
And  bait  their  hooka  with  a  skillful  hand  : 
But  can  their  hearts  like  oura  expand, 
W  hen  ire  haul  in  our  priae  T  yo,  ho  ! 

I  Lightly  we  bound,  Ae. 

:*^'.-^V-    '.  ^  4- --♦*.- 

The  Sag  of  the  Cannibal  Islands. 


Oh  !  have  yon  heard  the  sews  of  lata, 
Abont  a  mighty  king  so  grest  T 
If  you  have  not.  'tis  m  my  pate. 

The  King  of  tl«  Cannibal  lalafida  • 
He  was  so  tall   near  a(z  feet  aix. 
He  had  a  head  like  Mister  Kiok'a 
His  palace  was  like  IMrty  Dick's. 
Twaa  built  of  mud  (or  wautof  kriOfeat 
And  bis  naoie  waa  PoenoewiackeewaDg; 
Flit>eedee,  Floheedee   Baskeehaag ; 
And  a  lot  Of  Indiana  awora  thry'd  haBI( 
The  Kiilr  of  the  Cannibal  lalanda  ! 
Bbkee  p<>kee  Wongkee  ftam. 
.  .  ._.  Piittee  po  pee  kaibola  eaot. 

ffongaree,  Wungaree.  ebiug.  riBK.  wnm, 
trbe  Klug  of  the  Cannibal  lata  ' 


This  mighty  king  bad  in  one  hirt 
Seventy  wires  as  black  ss  soot. 
And  thirty  of  a  donwie  smut. 

1  he  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islanda  I  .1 

80  just  oii«  hnndred  wives  he  had,  -f*  ■'"  -' 
And  every  werk  he  was  a  dad  t  ! 

Upau  my  word  :  It  waa  too  bad— 
For.  his  ^osatty  desraceen  drove  him  aaad  : 
There  was  Unngkee  Mau».'kee  abort  and  tall. 
With  Tuaaee  Mnzsee  and  Se«k«  Pall. 
Aud  ao>ii4  «f  ttiera  awora  tbey  woald  have  all 

The  Klag  ef  the  Oanaibal  lolaada  '. 

Bokoa  pokee,  to. 

One  day.  this  king  invited  nraat 

All  Ofbiasabjrcis  to  a  roast :  j 

For.  half  Ilia  wives  gave  up  the  ghoot,        'i-. 

Tbo  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islaate  !  4 

Of  Sfty  whms  he  waa  bereft. 
And  ao  M  had  bnt  fifty  left  : 
Beaaid  with  tbem  be  would  make  ahlft: 
60  for  a  gorge  all  si  t  off  awiO,-  ^ 

But  not  oo*  aoawarad  to  bla  oaU. 
He  apraug  out  th>oa«b  the  moddv-wall  t 
Thoa  lata  the  woods  ha  went  with  grUd- 
Aud  fuaad,aa«k  9aaea«k.«K  wu]^  »  chief: 
He  awora  he'd.  Jiamtlnniae  anory  tfclat  -  9 


UtetiaqoItheCHi^lial  j^loiUU 
ant  Ml 


i..r-- 
'BSkea  pokoa,  to. 


"Va  kant  M  an  his  gSarda  with  kalTaOi 
And  put  an  ea«  10  all  thair  llvas,       ^ z' 

The  fifty  chiefs  and  fifty  wives,  - 

The  King  of  the  Cannibal  Islandaf  / 
Blacaunliial  slaveys  thro  begun        ''  '' 
Carving  lltelr  heads  off  one  by  one 
Aud  the  Einc  he  lau^jhrd  to  are  the  fnn 
Then  jumped  into  bed  nhen  a^l  was  done. 
And  every  night,  wh'  n  he's  sslrep. 
His  beadilflss  wives  and  chiefs  ail  era.  p. 
And  rolliupon  him  in  a  hoap. 

The  King  of  the  Canuibal  lalanda  '. 

Bukea  pokee,  kc. 

m    !>!    sa     


The  Wild  Bote  of  Erin. 


>  •" 


Her  long  raven  locks  in  the  night -wind  nas  streaming. 

As  over  tUe  waters  aha  moaru  fully  gazed  : 
The  moonbeams  around  her  were  placidly  beaming. 

That  bealntifal  daughter  of  Brin  was  craacd— 
She  pincked  a  wild  roaa  that  in  beauty  waa  glowing. 

Then,  klaaiug  it.  bade  the  fair  flower  d<>cay. 
And  on  tbf  dark  waves  which  were  qnielly  flowing. 

The  wild  noae  of  Erin  aoon  withered  away. 

Bright,  besutiful  type  of  a  heart  that  waa  brotaa 
The  (alrihaud  that  culled  aitd  than  left  it  to  die. 

Was  wooed  aud  was  won    but  those  vowa  k:nilly  spoken 
Deceived,  and  then  left  ber  'mid  aorrow  to  »lgli— 

Twa<  far  i^om  tl  e  spot  where  the  shamrock  ws«  gio«iiig 


Hur  fa  M-bearied  lover  had  left  ber  lo  stray 
Whi'o  on  the  dar<  "mrrt  rhich  were  fnletly  fl 


The  wild  rase  of  Erin  soon  wilhatod  away! 


rho  wild 


flow  lag. 


*■ 


It-. 


study  Economy. 


I  *in  m  seni  KdveaVby  railway  tpeenlttiOM  : 
Tho'  ii"t  posseiaed  of  ample  maaui. 

I've  spltndld  axpeoUtioni : 
Mr  iiDCio  ia  tlirector  of  a-ronod  tbe  corner  Junetlon  : 
S^  I  uiteu  borcow  a  pound  or  two 

wltliout  Uie  leaat  oompnsctloa— 
For.  upon  my  word  ! 
iiy  atudying  ecoaomjr,  I  lire  like  a  lord. 

Now  aince  I've  been  upon  the  town. 

by  fickle  fortOB*  BBdofie, 
I're  found  that  tbere'a  more  ways  than  oue 

to  liTe  alap  up  In  London  : 
Tills  «  orld  la  had.  bat  I  eoiitrlve  flrat-rate  to  rattle  thro*  it  : 
So  If  you  list  a  while  to  me,  I'il  tell  you  how  to  do  It 

I  riw  at  baif-paat  nine.  A.  M.,  and  then  I  make  my  toilet, 
Put  on  my  dickey,  rub  my  boots. 

niy  bair  with  candle  oil  it  : 
Ai  brrakfaat  la  a  matter  of  pure  taate,  why,  I  dou't  mind  it, 
Au4  if  I've  none,  I  go  without,  and  healthy,  too,  I  find  it. 

At  t»n  I  iilly  ont,  and  go  to  bear  tbe  band  play  : 

Tliia  I  ikea  me  to  eleren  then  I  promenade  the  Strand  way ; 

Then  I  yei  up  to  Londou  Bridge. 

that  rendrzTona  of  acbemars, 
When  half-in-bour  passea  by.  admlriug  the  steamera. 

This  brings  me  round  till  twelve  o'clock, 

when  I  Invest  a  Joey 
In  half  a  loaf,  and  pick  one  out  alack  baked 

and  rather  doughy  : 
Uecsusfl,  you  see.  it  aatiafles — I  feel  compelled  toleil  it —  . 
And  a  driuk  of  water,  at  the  pump. 

to  twice  tbe  aise  will  swell  It 

At  one  I  buy  a  mutton-pie.  and  pop  it  in  my  pocket. 
And  theu  cut  down  a  narrow  court  and  bolt 

it  like  a  rocket : 
It  doea  not  do  to  let  the  world  know 

all  you  have  for  dinner  : 
For,  if  they  think  you're  living  queer, 

they'll  swear  you're  getting  thinner. 

At  two  I  reach  a  coffee  ahop,  and  read  a  book  till  seven  : 
Ih'en  balf-a-plnt  of  good  four  ale  will 

last  ne  till  eleven  : 
By  twelve  get  home,  and  make  no  row. 

fur  fear  of  Mother  Randall  : 
Thea  in  the  dark  I  go  to  bed,  because  it  saves  a  candle. 

Q«metiniea  to  raise  a  snmptuona  feast,  I  tax  my  ingennity, 
I  dou't  InduiKe  iu  meat :  for.  that  I  think  a  superfluity  : 
I  caii't  ai  iUe  block  ornaments, 

for  fear  of  the  small  maggota  : 
So  n^it  till  eight  o'clock  cornea  round. 

and  patroatae  the  faggoU. 

I  uaad  to  smoke  a  meerecbaoB  pip*.        i   <'.".     ■■ 

ouee  upon  a  tlma  ItxmgBt  ona  : 

But  BOW  tbe  times  are  altered  quite. 

1  am  glud  to  amoke  a  short  one. 

WhSB  I've  no  pieces  of  eigara.  and  getting  low  in  coppers, 

I  toddle  rouud  St  Jamea'a  Park,  and  pick    ' 

up  all  the  toppera. 

The  faculty  they  all  agree  :  "  Light  suppers  aid  digestion, " 
Ant  I  ilecidediy  agree  «ith  their  view  of  tbe  question  : 
But  If  a  friend  sbuuld  aak  me  ont  I'll  not  refuae  the  otbr  : 
If  uol  I  speculate  my  browus  in  a  tfotter  or  a  gotiifer. 

I've  told  yon  all  the  particulars  of  b0w       ^ 

I'd  pass  Ibe  day  away  : 
Tiira*  atndying  economy  I  don't  taaTe  much  to  pay, 
'ihoogb  Kometlmea  I'm  rednaed.  I  own   to 

m  aae  padding  on  a  Frldaj— 
Butall  thlnga  considered,  why,  I  get  on  pretty  tidy. 

<m  i»i  *  1  — 

Good-Bye !  Little  May. 

SONO  AND  CBOBCS-By  T.  Brigtaam  Bishop. 


I've  lost  my  little  May  at  lart,-  . 

She  periehed  in  tbe  Spring, 
Wben  earliest  flowers  be^an  to  bad. 

And  earliest  birds  to  sing. 
I  laid  her  in  a  quiet  grave, 

A  rural  soft  retreat, 
A  marble  tablet  at  her  head. 

And  violets  at  her  feet. 
Chorus  :     Good-bye  !  little  May. 
Good-bye  !  littk  May, 
Farewell!  little  May. 
1  hon  art  sleeping  far  away— 

I  would  that  she  were  back  again,      ' 

In  all  her  childish  bloom  : 
31y  joy  liod  hope  have  followed  her. 

My  heart  is  in  the  tomb. 
1  know  that  she  hfia  gone  away, 

1  know  that  f.1,3  hiw  fled— 
1  luiss  her  everywhere, 

And  yet  I  cannot  think  her  dead. 

•  I  miss  her  with  the  toys,  beside 

My  desk  in  silent  play. 
And  then  1  turn  and  look  for  her 
But  she  has  flown  away — 


She'd  come  and  climb  my  chair  again. 
And  peep  my  shoulders  o'er, 

I  hear  a  stifled  laugh,  but  no—  ''  ., 

She  Cometh  never  more. 


M*«»^ 


>         Morning  Star  Serenade. 

Utuie  at  Booaey  k  Oo„  No.  4  Bond  Street,  Xew-Totk. 

The  bright  star  of  morning  now  sinks  to  repoae, 

The  niglitingale  eeases  to  sing  : 
Awake  !  for,  'tis  morn,  and  all  nature  is  close 

In  the  glorious  green  verdure  of  spring  : 
The  soft  rosy  touch  of  the  sun's  fresheat  rays 

'i  ips  the  orient  hills  with  bright  gold  : 
The  8teep-rugge<l  uiountaln  is  set  with  bright  gems, 

As  the  sunlight  their  beauties  unfold. 

The  bright  star  of  morning,  Ac. 

Then  haste  to  the  meadows  where  rivulets  glide 

With  frolicsome  music  along, 
'While  birds  dip  their  plumage  within  its  gay  tide. 

And  then  flutter  away  with  their  song. 
The  sweet,  moilest  daisy  peeps  up  in  delight. 

'J  he  I  ris  its  aofl  eye  unfolas. 
While  all  tcuch  a  leseoq  of  |>eace  and  content. 

At  the  place  which  in  nature  each  holds. 

The  bright  star  of  morning,  ifcc. 

.      .  The  Witter  Nights  for  Me  ! 

Bright  summer  flies  on  golden  wings 

'lo  orient  climes  away  : 
The  linnet  now  no  longer  singo 

On  fragrant  breathing  spray  :  .   • '-  .  ■ 

The  fairest  flowers  are  faded  nil — 

Ihe  sun  smiles  not  so  free  : 
Bnt  why  should  this  the  heart  appal  P 

The  winter  nights  for  ine  ! 

The  winter  nights,  when  happy  hearta 

In  social  kindness  meet  : 
When  each  his  joyful  tale  impart* 

To  make  life's  cup  more  sweet  :    '      •  •  ■ 
When  souls  depressed  forget  their  can, ' 

And  gladness  circles  free  : 
When  lovers  sit  by  ladies  fair — 

The  winter  nights  for  me  !         •'•"•*>•. 

What  tho'  'tis  bliss  to  wander  forth 

Thro'  groves  at  sun-red  eve — 
What  tho'  rude  lioreae  from  the  North 

Vlakes  some  for  summer  grieve — 
Let  me  the  sportive  dance  recall  ! 

When  merry  hearts  beat  free, 
I'll  give  you  summer  nigbta  and  all — 

The  winter  nights  for  me  ! 


Come  to  Me,  Darling, 
Tm  Lonely  Without  Thee. 

By  Joseph  Brenaan,  Eaq.— Uuaic  by  E.  O.  Eaton. 

Come  tb  me,  darling,  I'm  lonely  without  thee, 
Daytime  and  nighttime  I'm  dreaming  about  thee  : 
Nighttime  and  daytime  in  dreams  i  behold  thee, 
.Unwelcome  the  waking  which  ceases  to  fold  thee — 
Come  to  me,  darling,  my  sorrows  to  lighten. 
Come  in  thy  beauty  to  bless  and  to  brighten  : 
Come  in  thy  womanhood,  meekly  and  lowly, 
Come  in  thy  lovingness,  queenly  and"holy. 

You  have  been  glad  when  you 

knew  I  was  gladdened  : 
Dear,  are  you  sad  to  hear  1  am  saddened  ? 
Our  hearts  ever  answer  in  tune  and  in  time,  love, 
As  octave  to  octave  or  rhyme  unto  rhyme,  love  ; 
1  cannot  smile,  bat  your  cheek  will  be  glowing  ; 
You  cannot  weep,  but  my  tears  will  be  flowing  * 
You  will  not  linger  when  I  shall  have  died,  love  : 
1  could  not  live  without  you  by  my  side,  love. 

Come  to  me,  darliilg,  ere  I  die  of  my  sorrow. 
Rise  on  my  gluoiu  like  tbe  siui  of  to-morrow  : 
Stixing,  Bwift  and  sweet,  as 

tbe  words  which  I  speak,  love. 
With  a  song  at  your  lip,  and 

a  smile  on  your  cheek,  love  ; 
Come — for,  my  heart  in  your  absence  is  dreary  : 
IJaste— fop,  my  spirit  is  sickeiietl  and  weary  : 
Come  to  the  arms  which  alone  can  caress  thee. 
Come  to  the  heart  which  is  throbbing  to  press  thee. 


Say  **  Tea, "  Pony. 


She  sal  close  by  his  side — 

HIa  face  with  fear  waa  wan  :  ... 

He  could  not   tboogb  he  tried. 

Propose— that  timid  roan. 
He  moved  nneaay  in  hia  aeat  : 

She  aaked  him  :   "  Was  he  ill  T  " 
Be  only  shufflad  with  bis  feet. 

His  boaom's  pais  to  sUU. 

'■  Tea  no— no,  yes— not  vzbt  well— ^  ' 

He  said,  with  ghastly  amlle.         i 
"  But,  oh  '  1  dare  not   dare  not  teU    ' 

What  ails  me  all  this  while  :  < 

I've  often  tried  to  say  : 

Think  of  me  If  you  can — 
I  hope  I'm  not  In  tbe  way — ** 

He  was  a  timid  man.  ,1.' 

A  favorite  tabby  lay 

Upon  tbe  lady'a  lap. 
All  in  her  own  aleek  way. 

Taking  a  quiet  nap.  ., 

•'  Oh  '  PufB,  ahe  thought  I  wish  ytn'i  teU 

All  that  he  wanta  to  know  :_>  -  -.  >  r- 
I  really  like  him  very  well,    '        ''    • 

But  muat  not  tell  him  so.  " 

"  I'm  anre  you  are  very,  very  kiad,; 

She  alowly  tliua  beitan  : 
But  I— I  Te  made  up  my  mind  f 

Never  to  think  of  mau  : 
I  never  can  consent  til  cbsnge — ^ 

Yun  abould  have  aaked  belor»-<.'^ 
At  leaat— that  is— 'tla  very  straoge,v  .' 

I  cannot  tell  yon  More.  " 

He  gave  up  all  for  loat,  < 

Tuck  up  hla  hat  to  fly  : 
But  are  tlie  room  he'd  crossed. 

He  beard  a  gentle  ai(;h — 
With  heating  heart,  he  turned  him  rtmai) 

Theu  hit  upon  this  plan. 
His  eyea  were  cast  opoB  th*  groaad,^ 

He  WAS  a  timid  man. 

.'■'   .  i.i,  >•■'.■  . 
"  Oh  !  Puasy-cat  aald  he,    ' 

Were  I  to  ask  her  now. 
I>'.Te  think  your  mietreas  would  have  ine  I— 

Would  llsteu  to  my  vow  T  " 
Aloud  his  thoughts  be  trembling  spoke. 

Then  paaaeJ  to  hear  hia  doom — 
"  Say  yea.  Pussy- say  yes.  Pussy, ; 

The  lady  auawersd  soun.  .^ 

:  ^  I « 1 1  — L~ 


What  a  Stunning  Fair  of  Legt 


<■< 


I'm  a  bnsnm  little  fellow,  now  It's  true  I  do  declare, 
Put  atill  I'm  not  a  dandy  with  a  nobby  head  of  hair  : 
As  I  roam  along  Ihe  atreets.  they  admire  me— oh.  fegs  ! 
And  tiie  ladles  ery,  when  passing. 

..    ...        ,  V        'M'i    *l>st  a  stunnlav  pair  of  legs  ! 
,  ■' ' ;;'   ■■'  "  •  Tol  de  rol.  ko. 

The  v»ry  morning  1  wse  bom,  I  drained  my  mother's  pnrse : 
There  waa  tbe  cook  and  doctor,  the  mid-wife  and  the  nurae. 
They  drank  my  health  in  gin  and  ram, 

and  ogled  me— oh,  fags  ! 
Aad  aaob,  la  tttra,  kept  aboating : 

what  a  itunalng  pair  of  lege  .' 
.,         (  Tol  da  rol,  ao. 

Now,  whea  that  I  grew  op  a  boy.  and  I  was  ssnt  to  school 
Cue  day.  I  played  the  truant,  and  fell  into  a  pool  : 
My  master  weut  to  ftofrme— be  tosTlooed  ont,  oh.  fkgt } 
"  HoU  fast  the  little  raacal  by  his  stunning  pair  of  legs  !  ■ 

.     Tol  de  rol,  kc 

1  If  y  mother  detad  ea  ««.  aad  aften  she  weald  slag— 

"  Indsed  I  think  my  little  a^.n  will  eurely  be  a  king.  " 
One  day,  I  tried  to  atop  a  pig  -  it  waa  a  lark — oh  fega  '. 
For.  lie  gave  a  grant,  and  bolted  through 

my  stunning  pair  of  legs. 
-        •       '-  -  Tolderol,  ao. 

A  policeman  collared  hold  of  me— 

oh  I  how  be  made  me  squeak — 
He  took  me  to  tbe  atatlon-houae.  and  theu  before  tiie  beak. 
"  Do  you  know  him  ?  said  the  magistrate. 

Said  the  peeler  :   "  Tes   oh.  fegs  '. 
You  may  know  he  ia  a  prig  by  hia  atunniug  pair  of  leij*.  " 

Xul  de  rol,  ko. 

•'  Send  him  off  to  Bridewell,  tbe  magiatrate  then  aaya. 
And  let  hiin  dance  the  treadmill  furone-an<l-thirty  days  : 
Tell  the  governor  to  watch  him,  and  work  him  well. 
And  clap  a  pair  of  ruAea  on  hia  stunning  pair  of  lege.  " 

Tol  de  rol,  kc. 

I  aerved  a  month  in  Umbo,  ia  misery  and  pain. 
I  hope  that  I  shall  never  get  Into  their  clans  again  : 
I  tried  to  run  one  rourning.  but  trod  upon  aome  eggs. 
And  slipped  into  a  plug-hole  with  my  atunn  i  ng  pal  r  of  legs, 

Tol  de  rol,  Ao. 


The  acquisition  of  wealth  is  a  work  of  great  la- 
bor :  its  possession,  a  source  of  continual  fear :  its 
loes,  of  excessive  grief. 

Ihose  who  are  happy  at  home  should  remain 
there. 


Wealthy  wives  involve  their 
vagance  and  ruin. 


hoabands  in  extra- 
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Bhein-Wein  Sharley. 

Arnngad  b7  Henrr  Ta«k»c. 

The  Mniic  of  this  piece,  >rrmng«d  tar  the  Toioe  knd 

the  piano-forte,  it  pnblUbed  in  Dc  Witt  s  H»ir-Dlme 

Series  nf  Choice  Hatic.     For  Mie  by  R.  M.  Da  Witt, 

33  Boae  StrMt,  Mew-Tork.    Price  Fire  OaoU. 


■.  .->  .T»t  cftre  I  of  •  ten  cent  pie.  ,  jt  ,  -  %  • 

^       No  madder  Jf  it  msda  otrt  of  E«M.     *^  -■:;:    ;;  |i' 
So  long  vat  I  got  niein  goot  Blieiu-weln, 

I  laiiRh  and  do  vateffer  I  blease  T  .... 

Neffer  K«re  I  how  her  dimes  maj  go. 

ZiuzlDiiatti,  Ohio  ;  ■        V-' 

Nice  goot  Bheiu-wein  will  freel7  flow,   "  -4  * 

Ohio  lob  '. 
Chorns  :    Rbein-wein  Sbarley  tm  mj  naow, 
Und  from  Sherminjr  I  came  ; 
■  *  C'"*^  •     'i  ^^^  I  Ro  ""'  upou  a  ipree, 

'  •*.      *    '.  "-  Drluking  Khelu-weiu  shurt  ivita  aa., 

8oTn«beop1es  may  oflager  talk. 

Uud  told  yoo  dat  it  Till  make  70a  stout  : 
Veiieffer  I  drink  a  ken  of  it. 

It  m:>kea  nie  lick  of  my  •tomach  out. 
Down  at  a  paiik  vat  dey  calls  keno,         .  \.\  . 

Ohio  Toriiy  don't  go —  '«;      1^    ''       ' 

Mice  coot  Bheiu-weia  will  freely  flov, 
Ohio,  ioh  :  Cbonu. 

Den  come.  I  got  me  off  fifteen  cents,  ^/^ 

Do-nicht  I  vlll  go  out  on  a  ipree,       ;.    ■       -  '  '   .. 

And*eu  I  got  full,  I  glTe  yon  a  dosst  ""     '     '' 
To  Villlam  de  emperor  of  Bhermany  : 

Tor.  de  flgbting  In  Europe,  not  long  sgo  . 
^    ^.        Ohio,  Ohio  : 

Ts^  all  spoilt  de  Bheln,  yon  know^'  .  .'Ifi'  ^ 

,.  Ohio,  dat's  so.  -   Otaraa. 

'    Thile  welns  are  «hite.  pecsase  dey're  rblta, 
r'-.   Beil  «eiut.  indeed,  aie  also  red  : 
'  jnt  Ilhciii-wein  la  de  stuff  yon  know,  ' 

Pecanse  it  dou't  got  iuto  your  head. 
Some  beoples  got  diuuk  ou  Tiskey,  I  knov,     x   .  •'. 

Ohio  Ohio:  ^     , 

Kext  day  ta  da  atation-bonse  dey  go, 
,.    Ohio,  dat's  BO.  Oboms. 


'v.: 


.-•««H 


\" 


% 


All  Among  the  Barley. 

Come  ont,  *ti«  now  Septeinber,>^  : 

'1  he  hunter's  moon's  begun,    ■ 
And  through  th«  wheaten  stubble 

Is  heard  the  frequent  eun  : 
The  leaves  are  pahng  yellow,  •,. 

Or  kindling  into  red,  i''""w  .■< 

And  the  ripe  and  golden  barley  -4y 

is  banging  down  its  head.  >.  V 

.^^.  .  ^  AU  among  the  barley, 

Who  would  not  be  blytbe,    •        .a 
->;■",        When  the  free  and  happy  barley 
^'''^'.  Is  smiling  on  the  scythe  ? 

The  spring  she  is  a  young  maid  -  ■;  / 

Tltat  does  not  know  bar  mind  : 
The  aummer  is  a  tyrant 

Of  most  anrighteons  kind  ! 
Thp  autumn  is  an  old  friend       ■^*' 

1  hat  loves  one  all  he  can, 
And  that  brings  the  happy  barley  .      \,*'" 

To  glad  the  heart  of  man. 

All  aiuong  th«  barky,  i«. 

The  wheat  is  like  a  rich  man  '     v';    >     ' 

1  hat's  sleek  and  well  to  do  : 
The  oats  are  like  a  pack  of  girls 

Laughing,  and  dancing,  too.  .;  - 

The  rye  is  like  a  miser  .  ^_;  . 

That's  salky,  lean,  and  small :  •  ^  .  .^  - 

'  But  the  free  and  bearded  barley  '-  •  '    ■  ».  . 
Is  the  monarch  of  them  all — 

All  among  the  barley,  Ac. 


:*.;■- 


■tJV 


Happy  Nigger  Joseph. 

Composed  by  W.  H.  Delekanty,  expreisly  for  aadfivag 
witb  ireat  Buoceas  by  Ike  fatuous  banjoUI|.k  -   h 

Harry  Stauwood.  ^     ' 


Attention  pleasB.  both  one  and  an,         .     '      > 

And  Itaten  to  my  rhymes  : 
I'll  tell  you  'bout  tbtuga  a*  tbey  are 

In  theae  pleasant,  truublesoue  timel. 
Nothing  seeiiit  to  worry  rue. 

And  tnat  you  all  most  kuow  :  .:  ' 

1*0'.  I  spend  my  time  in  singing,  r. ;  . 
While  I  play  the  aged  banjo.       -'->«• '    \  r 
Happy  Bigger  J<wei>h  is  my  name,  '• 

Happy  iilguer  Josoph  li  my  coguomen  :       ••■.  ■ 

Did  70a  ever  see  de  debbll  with  great  Wdeten  SbOTBl, 
Digging  I'p  potitioea  with  his  night-cap  oa  ? 
Happy  nigKCr  Joe  is  my  slguature. 
Happy  nlKger  J^aaph  la  my  autograpli  : 
Bey  diddle,  diddle,  the  cat  broke  the  ftddla  ■-  ■ 

And  the  cow  went  np  in  a  balloon— 


I  fell  in  love  with  a  nice  yonng  girl. 

Kit  Burns  was  her  name  :      . 
A  buliy  liUla  clr)  with  a  big  gfssa  •]•, ' 

6he  walked  a  trifle  lume  : 
I  whispered  love  into  her  ear. 

Brought  ber  ojsters  by  the  keg  :        ■■,'   .■'■'■ 
Besides  a  teiVible  grrciau  beud,  :  '.'  '.  .  "• 

Slia  swings  a  wooden  hoot  .  jt^  SL  ' 

Happy  nigger  Joa  doa't  want  it,        -^    »-»•.•-*. 
Joyous  nigger  man  wouldn't  liave  It:  '    ','       .    • 
Ding,  done  gaily  on  yonr  own  benzine,  \^':  V- 
To  meet  Johnny  Booker  on  Bowling  Areea  i 
I  strut  In  my  long  tail  blue.  v'''. 

When  the  swallows  homeward  flew  ;  \  ■" 

When  day's  work's  done.  I  had  my  fnn  .:  >;■ 

Witb  the  wickedest  man  in  New-Tork. 

•      5'. ' 
This  hviiky  girl  was  sweet  sixteen,      .Ik.,  ik.; 
As  gentle  as  a  oamBl.  ^   '  c.  ' 

With  eyaa  as  blaok  as  tha  driren  now,        S' 
Aad  a  moath  like  a  railroad  tunBel  :  ^' 

She  looked  so  neat  and  dressed  so  sweet, 
!•*-;      While  walking' down  the  street,  .\ 

l^lth  Bismark  sboes  ai  IiIk  as  mine, 
And  a  rattling  set  of  false  teeth. 

Then,  not  for  Joe  not  any, 

I'm  well  supplied,  ycu  bet  : 

There's  a  roko  In  the  garden  for  yon.  yonng  man, 

I  eau't  bold  the  plow  but  I'll  do  the  best  I  cant^ 

Thrn  duu't  you  go.  Tommy   don't  go. 

Slay  at  home.  Tommy,  dou't  co  : 

The  steep  in  the  clock  has  just  struck  thirteen, 

Say,  Kiser,  dou't  you  want  to  buy  a  dorg  T 


'i?^ 


Better  Late  Than  Nerer.     ^S 

Worda  by  J.  B.  Oeogbegaa— Music  by  Ji>hn  BloCftler. 

What  folly  'tis  for  man  to.fret,  ^   x  V  ' 

And  waste  his  days  repinrag —       •'i'':'-:^  ~^- 
I  care  not  though  the  sun  be  set,        -i*  ;■  *^. :-  • 

He  still  is  somewhere  shining.  "  .";   ,  IT 

The  clouds  that  hover  round  him  now,  - 

Will  not  be  there  forever  : 
In  brighter  days,  we'll  feel  his  rays,   .; 

And  better  lute  than  never —  '- VV  .    ■ 

ciiouLS.  :.   i*^. :4A  . :  .". 

Why,  tlien,  why  not  xifi«  the  stronf  andearor  ? 
Try,  men,  try  :  'lis  better  late  than  never  ! 

Though  rough's  the  road  we  journey  now,;  >   ,j  v. 

We  need  not  still  abide  it :  ^    . .  ';  Vii';, 

'Tis  little  gain  to  have  a  plough. 

Without  the  hand  to  guide  it. 
The  frail  and  slender  gosaamer  thread         -  .^i^ 

A  breath  of  wind  may  sever  :  "-'■  .  3      |^. 

But  all  in  vain — 'tis  formed  again  :  -j'*   ',  •■    T 

So  better  late  than  never  !  Cliorus. 

Should  fortune  fly  ye — still  proceed,  ^  ; .  . .. 

All  thoughts  of  failure  spurning  :  .-^   '',^V 
The  lane  is  long,  and  straight  indeed,        %>./  ^ 

I'hat  has  no  end  or  turning. 
'Tis  not  the  wish  that  makes  men  great,   to:'^-yc 

'Tis  works  proclaim  them  clever  :  ■    "^ 

A  battle  won  though  wrong  begun, 

And  better  late  than  never —    '  ChoroB. 

Then,  onward  !  be  the  watchword  still,  ;'  -s,  ; .* 

£a«h  on  himself  relying  :  '    ■  ■■;., . 

The  way  comes  friendly  with  the  will,  ■,-"  .•.■' 

There's  nothing  lopt  by  trying.        .; -ii?  . '.    - ' 

So  if  success  we  can't  command, 

To  gain  it  let's  endeavor  :  *,      .." 

Then,  great  or  small,  if  gained  at  all, 


Tis  better  late  than  never —  ^ 


Chonu. 


A  Broth  of  a  Bc7. 


■^^■;; 


■^- 


Oh  !  I're  got  an  elegant  name —   ■»?■■-'.'■•,'. 

And  who  dares  say  it  is  not  ?       -:/::"  -^.s       *,,..._  ^ 
I  was  bom  in  a  spot  near  Hibbager  town,       ,°j^''  ( 

In  a  nice,  little  wood-built  cot. 
My  Father  was  the  pride^f  the  boys  all  round, 

And  my  mother  was  much  the  same  : 
And  that's  how  it  is,  my  honeys,  don't  you  see  f 

I've  got  such  an  elegant  name. 

Chorus  :  I'm  a  broth  of  a  boy. 

Now,'  an  Irishman  will  fight  like  the  devil, 

don't  jou  see  ? 
And  frighten  him  you  never  can  : 
They're  tlie  bravest  set  of  boys  that  ever  was  aeen, 

hmoe  first  thia  world  began—     u  «iit;^    .  ^:,. 
With  whisky  in  their  heads,  T 

and  shillalahs  ia  thea*  fists, 
They'll  fight  like  the  divil,  do  you^see  ?  i  j, 


They'll  never  aay  they're  dead  tOl 

their  toe  shoots  out. 


Ab4  tliaf  a  jmi  the  way  with  me. 
ChoruB  :  1^  • 


Utolk  of  a  boy. 

Now,,  Hreland's  a  place  that's  got  great  fame, 

Abd  .that  I  auppose  yon  JiKve  all  heard  : 
It's  pie  purtiest  little  ■{Mt  fti  all  this  world, 

It  it,  take  an  Irishman's  word  — 
For. 'there  is  not  a  pwi.  i«  this  wide  world, 

W^bere  they  drink  the  whisky  so  free  : 
You:  may  talk  of  your  good-dnnking  Englishmen, 

Bjii  an  Irishman's  the  man  for  jne  ! 


Chorus 


I'm  A  broth  of  a  boy. 
■  »♦'*■ 


I 


Ati 


If 


Always  D*  to  Othert  ai  You'd 
Wish  to  Be  Bone  By. 

By  Frank  W.  Egerton. 

Wte  DMet  with  many  cnrions  folkt. 

As  thro'  the  wom  we  roanr  : 
Some  who  are  full  of  fiin  and  joka^ 

iWhile  others  pine  and  moan. 
I  pare  not  whether  grave  or  gay— > 

.  One  thing  we  all  should  try  :  ., 

That  is  "  to  do  to  others  as 

.We'd  wish  to  be  done  by.  ** 
C!]4raa  :     Then  "  bear  good  will  to  all  men 
It's  eaayjf  you'll  try— 
And  "  always  do  to  others  as 
You'd  wish  to  be  done  by.  " 

Pi  it  baps  in  business  you've  been  wron^^ed  • 

I>y  acme  "  defaulting  rogue  :  " 
F^iV  by  sneh  scamps  the  wotU  is  thronf^ed, 

They  long  liave  been  in  vogue  : 
Djb't  seek  revenge  on  such  a  wretch,  "  "* 
But  to  foiTgive  him  try —  ' 

""  thus  you  "  do  to  others  as 
on'd  wish  to  be  done  by.  "  Chorua. 

on  are  »ich,  and  some  "  oft  friend  " 
down  at  heel  "  and  po«r, 

1,  let  the  bar  of  station  bend, 
And  "  open  wide  your  door  " 
>  fwelcome  him,  as  you  were  wont 
'*  In  better  days  gone  by  :  " 
D^  thus  you  do  to  him,  poorjnan, 
J^B  "  yo«'d  wish  to  be  aone  by.  "         CboiiiB. ; 

ittink  by  what  I've  aaid  or  enng  ! 

lb  this  my  song  to-night, 
Thft  I  have  proved  to  every  one 

The  glorious  might  of  right. 
Sa  let  us  all  make  this  reaolv^ 

And  keep  it  till  we  die — 
T^tkb  is  to  "  do  to  others  as 

We'd  wish  to  be  done  by.  "  Chorus. 

M  lei  ^ 

Oo4  Bleis  the  Church  around  the  Corner  ! 

Wards  by  George  Cooper— Knsic  by  D.  8.  Wsfsbold. 

I  The  Mnsle  of  this  piece  Is  pnbllshed  by 
J.  If  VetarB,  9M  Broadway.  New-Tork— Prica  90  ceata 


Ood  blsaB  the  little  ebnreh  ironnd  the  corner. 

The  tbrlne  of  holy  Cbarlty  and  love  !  • 

Its  doors  are  ever  open  nnto  sorrow, 

A  bleasing  fall  upon  It  from  above — 

The  rith  and  poor  are  eqnal  'naatb  its  portal!  : 

And  IM  onr  p:ith  lii  liflB  whaia'er  W  may. 

No  heart  tbal  needed  comfort  in  affliction 

Was  evyr  turned  uncoanfortld  awngr. 

[  Bepeat  trst-fonr  lines. 

ChoiVI  :    Ood  bless  the  church  '  Ood  bleaa  the  cbutcb, 
Tlie  Utile  church  around  the  corner  I 
Its  doors  are  ever  open  nnto  sorrow, 
kleaatog  Ml  ny»u  ifftt>m  ab«ve. 


t  bIsaB  the 


II- 


Oad  bfcaa  the  little  cbo^b  MoanS  the  comer. 
No  matter  what  tba  creed  that  it  may  beat .' 
Howeviar  we  may  dMer  in  opinion. 
The  wartnth  of  Christian  sympathy  is  there— 
A  word  of  hope  aud  kiudllneaa  awaits  ns. 
When  clouds  uf  sorrow  hover  over  head  : 
Witb  needed  word*  of  pity  for  tlie  liTing 
And^T'rence  for  tba  coM  aud  silent  dead— 

[  Bareat  flnt  four  linea. 
Qod  WcBS  tke  church  !   Ao. 

'«od  hleas  the  liitle  church  around  tba  cor»er 
Andteep  iis  billowed  mem'ry  aver  green  ! 
<>h  '.  liike  a  lily  growla«  by  the  wayside. 
It  snSiles  upon  life's  ever  bnay  scene  ! 
It  pdittts  the  way  to  realms  of  Joy  unfading,         ^ 
And  hears  nf  love  a  never  andlni!  stO'e  ^ 

Ood  b\»f»  the  little  cbvrch  aronnd  th^  conter  ! 
QodUeaR  the  Uttla  chnrcb  forever  mare  ' 

'  '  ,.  t  Reitiat  Arat  fonr  llnka. 

^  Ood  IMaas  Aa  chnrcb  :  Ac 


"•■^^i 


,^.-.     .-     >■;  ^^^^■"Aii'Xtlfflli''^ 
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•-^^ 


tizz^i:: 


r 


»1- 


•  ,/. 


:qz[,.  r,  I  Ij£E±iE^ipt::EtJ::EP$== 
:pr:v:^-=p^i=3::]=:qzizp::ft:]z=:;^^^^ 


-r-^ 


^^l=- 


I 


i:; 


r^ 


±ui: 


3=d: 


1.  AVhiit  fol  -  ly    'tis    for  man    to  fret,  AmlvrastPliisdavsrc  -  pin-inj^ —      I   care   not  Iho'  tlie  siin    Imj  set.    He    still    is  somewhere  shining ;  The 

2.  Tlio' rough's  the  road  wc  journey  now,Wc  need  not  stiil    a -bide    it;       'Tis    lit  -  lie  gain    to  have    a  plough.Without  the  hand  to  guide  it.      The 
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clouds  that  hover  round  him  now.Will  not  bo  there  for  -  ov-er, 
frail  and  slender  gossamer  thread,  A  breath  of  wind  my  sever, 


Tn   l)ri!;hler  days, we'll  fiTl   Ids  n»ys,And  bet-tor  late  than  ncv-<'r. 
Jlut    all   in  vain, 'tis  fonn'd  u-gain,    So    bet-ter  late  than  nev-er 


Wiiy.thea 


A      A 


^      A 


1         K     I  A         ,\       A I  lit  Httprmt  for  Ckorun.^ 


why     not  use  Uie^troog  eQ-deav-6r  ? 


Try,  men,    IT}' ;   "Tis  bet  -  ter  late  than  never. 


j^fm^ 


— I      ' — j ,-r-N-r 


T-#-f -#— # #-T# •- • T 1 l-H* l-r-' h r-rfg^    1^1  g  •-#t-<M-#-#   0,0    0* n 


—.'-   '     ^-#3:  ^ 


Should  fortune  fly  ye — still  proceed, 
All  thoughts  of  failure  spuming  ; 

The  lane  is  long,  and  straight  indeed, 
That  has  no  end  or  tximing. 

Tis  not  the  wish  thai  makes  men  great, 

B       'Tis  works  proclaim  them  clever ; 
-  A  battle  won  though  wrong  begun, 
And  better  late  tnan  never. 
^1  If!  I  \)tKi  """Why,  oMn,  okc. 


Then  onward  be  the  watchword  still, 

Each  on  himself  relying  ; 
The  way  comes  friendly  with  the  will, 

There's  nothing  lost  by  trying. 
So  if  gaceess  we  can't  command. 

To  gain  it  let's  endeavor  ; 
Then  great  or  small  if  gained  at  all, 

Tis  better  late  than  never. 

-0»o.— "Why,  then,  &c.  ' 
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The  Blind  Boy's  Been  at  Flay,  Mother. 

TU«  Mntic  It  Published  b;  Wm.  £  Millet  *  Son,  NaWrZoik. 


Tbe  bliud  bof's  been  it  play,  motbar, 

And  merry  f:aiiiea  we  bad  - 
W*  led  111  111  ou  our  way    mother. 

And  every  step  wii  Rl«d. 
But  ubeii  we  found  a  eiarry  flower. 

And  praised  its  varied  bne 
A  tear  cane  treiuI'liDK  down  his  ohtak, 

Just  Ilka  a  drop  of  dew. 

We  took  him  tn  the  mill,  mother 

Wbera  falling  waters  make 
A  rainbow  o'er  tbe  rill    mother. 

As  goldeo  sun-rays  played  : 
But  wbeu  WH  sbouted  at  tbe  scena^ 

And  bailed  tbe  clear  blue  aky. 
Be  stood  quite  still  upou  tbe  bank. 

And  breathed  a  Iour.  long  sigh. 

We  asked  bim  why  he  wept,  mothaTi 

WheneVr  we  foi^nd  tbe  spots. 
Wheie  p-riwlnkle  crept    mother, 

C'erwild  forget- uie-nots. 
"  Ah  me  '  he  said   while  tears  riu  down 

As  fast  as  summer  showers. 
It  Is  because  I  cannot  s>  e 

Tbe  sunshine  and  the  flowers, 

Ob  !  that  poor  siftiitless  boy.  mottaar. 

Has  taught  me  I  am  Idest  : 
Tor.  I  can  lonk  with  Joy.  mother, 

Ou  all  I  love  the  best  : 
And  when  I  see  the  dancing  stream* 

And  daises  red  and  white. 
I'll  kneel  upon  tbe  meadow  aod. 

And  thank  Ood  for  my  sight  '. 


Answer  to  :  Annie  Laurie. 

ANNIES  BEPLT. 
ByL.  M.  Thornton— Air  :    Annie  Laul*. 


If  all  you've  now  been  Baying, 
Poth  from  the  heart  prt)ceed, 
Then  upon  tiiese  words  relying, 
.  ,  Your  .-Annie's  blest  indeed. 
Your  Annie's  blest  indeed  : 
And  future  years  will  prove 
That,  in  wedding  Annie  I^urie, 
You'll  not  repent  your  love. 

Though  small  our  destined  portioo, 
If  by  uiy  side  you  be, 
I'll  ask  no  greater  blessing, 
I  have  uiy  all  in  thee — 
■:.■  I  have  my  all  in  tliee — * 

And  should  thou  trouble  know. 
Thou  wilt  have  thy  Annie  Lauria 
To  share  it  with  tliee,  too. 

Yes,  'Tis  a  Spell! 

Tes,  'tis  a  fpell  hath  o'er  me  cast 

Its  all  absurbing  power  : 
And  thus,  for  ever,  may  it  last. 

E'en  to  my  latest  hour — 
Let  those  who  cannot  love  forego 

All  hope  of  future  bliss, 
In  I'aradiBe  they  ne'er  can  know 

More  happiness  than  this. 

Her  briclit  eyes  now  before  me  shina. 

And  laiigliing,  seem  to  say  : 
"  Thou  lov  8t  me— my  heart  is  tbiiia— 

lie  hap[«y  while  we  may.  " 
We  will  be  happy,  nor  forego 

Such  hope  of  mture  bliss  ;  .:. 

In  Paradise  we  ne'er  can  know 

More  happineti.s  than  this. 

Beautiful  World ! 


Oh  !  beautiful  world  !  they  say  thou  art  cold  : 
Thy  clouds  and  thy  sorrows  may  never  be  told  : 
But  the  fair  dream  of  life  that  brought  gladness  to  naa, 
Oh  !  beautiful,  bright,  happy  world  !  was  of  thee — 
Saw  thee  in  sunahine,  in  morn's  golden  bright  : 
1  he  silver  moon  floating  thro'  Heaven  at  nieht, 
1  lie  dew.  and  thy  flowers,  by  summer  unfurled  : 
Ob  :  wert  thou  not  truly  a  beautiful  world  ? 

Oh  !  beautiful  world  !  thovi  art  cheerless,  they  say  : 
Thy  baoHSOHis  and  pleasim'S  are  tiorn  to  decay  ; 
Hat  ere  we  can  morn  for  the  one  that  has  fled, 
Where  another  more  bright,  a  new  beauty  to  abed  ? 
'1  is  we  have  the  shadows,  the  glory  is  thine. 
The  free  wind*  for  ewer  thy  mountains  entwicM, 
With  rivers  and  fountains,  lay  yonng  cnrled  : 
GL  1  wert  thou  im^  truly  a  beautifhl  world  ? 


1        Lovely  Polly. 

A  sailor's  love  is  void  of  art,       .  .^'•.  ^ 
Plain-sailing  to  his  port,  the  bs«tt : 

lie  knows  no  jealous  folly —  ': 

'Tis  bard  enough  at  sea  to  war 
With  boisterous  elements  that  j«r,     -  '- 

All's  peace  with  lovely  I'olly. 

Enough  that,  far  from  light  of  sbors, 
Clouds  frown,  and  angry  billows  roar  : 

Still  is  he  brisk  ana  lolly, 
And  while  carousing  with  his  mates, 
Ber#ealth  he  drinks— anticipates 

The  smiles  of  lovely  I'olly. 

Shoulder  thunder  on  the  horizon  praaa, 
Mocking  our  signals  of  distress. 

E'en  then  dull  melancholy 
Dares  not  intrude  :  he  braves  the  dia. 
In  hopes  to  find  a  calm  within 

The  snowy  arms  of  I'olly. 


-►♦►^ 


Oood-Night,  Beloved ! 

SEBENADE. 
Words  by  Longfellow— Maslo  by  M.  W.  BaU^ 
Snng  by  Mr.  81ms  BesTss. 


Oood-night,  good-night,  beloved  I 
I  come  to  watch  o'er  thee  : 

To  be  near  thee — to  be  near  thee 
Alone^is  peace  for  me. 

Thine  eyes  are  stars  of  morning  : 
Ihy  lips  are  crimson  flowers  ! 

Good-nignt,  good-night,  beloved  J 
While  1  count  the  weary  hours— 

Ah  !  thou  moon  that  shinest 

Argent  clear  above. 
All  night  long  enlighten 

My  sweet  litdy  love  I 

•m  Hi  m 
Ai  I  Delight  in  Thee,  Love. 

The  summer  gale  that  gently  blows 
Joys  not  to  meet  the  balmy  rose,    ' 

As  I  delight  in  thee,  love  ! 
The  rose-bud,  opening  to  the  view. 
Loves  not  to  bathe  in  morning  dew. 
As  1  delight  in  thee,  love  t 

Oh  !  thou  art  all  to  me,  love. 

All  my  heart  holds  dtsrly — 
Never  loved  a  village  vnuin. 
So  truly,  BO  sincerely  I 

The  bee  exaults  not  in  the  sweets, 
Enriching  every  flower  she  meets, 

As  I  delight  in  thee,  love  I     .- 
The  lark  rejoices  not  to  rise. 
At  early  morn,  in  cloudless  skies,     ■' 
As  1  delight  in  thee,  love  ! 

I     Oh  !  thou  art  all  to  me,  love, 

I  All  my  heart  holds  dearly— 

Never  loved  a  village  swain. 

So  truly,  so  sincerely  ! 


Oh !  Dance,  De  Boatmen  Dance 

OR  DE  BOATMEN  OF  DE  OHIO. 


Spring  ob  de  year  hab  come  at  last, 
be  fishing-time  hab  gone  and  past— 
Four-and-twenty  boatmen,  all  m  a  flock, 
Sittin  on  de  sea-side  peckin'  on  a  rook. 
Oh  !  dance,  de  boatmen  dance. 
Oh  !  dance,  de  boatmen  dance, 
Dance  all  night  till  broad  daylight, 

Ob  !  dance,  de  boatmen  dance,  Ac. 

De  boatmen  dance,  de  boatmen  sing, 

De  boatmen  up  to  ebery  ting  : 

When  de  boatmen  gits  on  shore, 

He  spends  his  money,  den  works  for  more. 

Oh  !  dance,  de  boatmen  dance,  Ac. 

De  boatman  is  a  lucky  man. 
Dar's  none  can  do  as  de  boatmen  can  :  ,*  ;     ;. 
I  nebber  seen  a  purty  gal  in  all  my  life. 
But  dat  she  was  a  boatman's  wife. 

Oh  I  danoe,  d«  boatmen  dance,  <be. 


X  Love  to  Roam  at  Clote  of  Eve !  - 

Dy  W.  Ktrwood. 


Bow  sweet  to  roam  at  close  of  eve — 

The  rippling  waters  o'er  : 
..  4ad  merrily  glide  the  hours  away, 
'     Along  the  sandy  shore- 
By  twiligltt  hear  the  Gleek  attnoa 

His  skilful  notes  in  prayer, 
Its  echo  greets  the  faintest  breath. 

And  melts  into  thin  air — 
My  thoughts  in  gleeful  accents  spread. 

The  breeze  blew  fresh  and  mild  : 
In  &ncy  thought  'twas  yesterday 

When  I  was  but  a  child. 

I  love  to  roam  amid  the  dark, 

And  gentle  hour  of  night. 
To  rest  upon  the  dewey  oeaoh, 

lieneatn  the  heaven  of  light  : 
While  friends  in  foreign  climes  or  perhapa 

No  more  on  earth.     We  find 
Our  memory  wrings  life  fondest  so«bm 

Uore  homeward  to  the  mind  :  >  -,.    T 

I  quickly  raised  my  eyes  in  awe,  '■    »: 

Across  the  following  stream,  ..'.  ■.•'/.• 

When  daylight  told  me  gently  that 

'Twas  only  but  a  dream. 


St  James  and  St  Giles  of  the  Period. 

Descriptive,  Serio-Ooniio,  Cuutrastlo. 

Atr  :    St  James  and  St.  Oilea 

Music  at  Ooosey  k  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Street,  New-Tork. 


In  this  nineteenth  eentary.  contrasts  are  numerona. 
And  I II  Rive  y:>u  a  ditty,  descriptive  and  humorous, 
or  period  Ht  James  with  bia  wealth  and  eitjoynient. 
And  period  St   Oilea  with  bis  want  i  f  einploymenL 
Pr<rlod  St.  James  has  K"ld  caah.  and  notes  proper  : 
Porioil  St  Oilea   seeking  tin.  notes  the  "  copper.  " 
( To  beg  criticise  pardim.  I  (eel  niucb  anxiety, 
liut  s  pollceiiian's  called  '-  copper,  "  In  vulgar  society.  ^ 

CHORCS. 
Period  flt   James  and  St   Oi  ea  I  am  onting— 
St.  Jaiuei  and  bt.  Oiles  Is  the  theme  of  niy  song  : 

Period  St  James  as  a  Hon,  will  dash  at>nnt : 
Period  St.  Oil<  «  will  lie-ou,  hawking  trash  ahoat 
Period  St.  Jumt'S  apea  the  "  Koman  Fail  "  fashion  iB  : 
Period  St.  Giles  he  may  roam-and-fall.  famlshin!;. 
With  I'nriiid  St.  J  tnies  a  bright  diamond  pin  It  la  : 
With  period  St  Oih'B  double  diamond  gin  it  is. 
Period  St.  Jamas  with  tbe  upper  ten  free  ho  la  : 
Period  St.  Qlles.  ten  to  one,  up  a  tree  be  ts. 

Chona^ 

Period  St.  James  has  an  appeHte  pnuline  :  .;' 

Period  St.  Olies  hai>py-tlt:ht  is  «beii  guzzling. 
Period  St.  James  cuts  a  shine.  U'lhing  IdOking  : 
P  riod  St  Oiles  makes  a  shine,  by  shoe  Mark  ng. 
Period  St.  Jaojes  takes  fresh  air   in  famed  Botten  Bow  > 
Period  St.  Oiles  takes  fresh  herring   with  shottau  roe. 
Period  8t.  James  curry-flavor  bis  chicken  tip  : 
Period  St  Oilea  carrys  taror,  debts  aticklng  up  .• 

Choms. 

Period  8t  James  mnsto  has  on  his  table  :  .-:  -  t 

Period  St  Olles  gets  mews  sick,  over  stables.  '  ''  '* 

Period  St.  J^mes  often  utters  things  cui  lotis  : 
Period  St.  Oiles  often  titteis  tin  spurious. 
St.  J  .mes  takes  iu  cards  of  swell  west-eud  ferfameri  ; 
St.  Oiles   with  cirds.  takes  iu  his  pal.  Iieer-cui.snmers. 
St.  James  goes  to  warm  baths  of  health  a  supporter  : 
St  Oiles  goes  to  Coldbath,  getting  into  hot  water  !  • 

Churoa. 

St  James  walking  in  the  "  Zoo.  "  with  a  elique  gaily  is 
St  piles  walking  in  bis  Sue  with  a  stick  daily  is. 
St.'Jaiiiea  has  a  nice  carte-de-viaile   that  pleaS'  a  : 
Ht.  Giles  baa  a  (  ii  )  ice  cart  at  ponds   wbeu  it  fieezea. 
Mis^  Period  St.  Jiuses  does  the  '  grrclsn  t>eDd  "  baught] 
Miss  Period  St.  Oiles  stoops  to  uiany  thintis  uaaghtj. 
Miss  bt  James  the  "  can-can  "  dance 

won't  deign  to  appear  tn  It  i 
Mlas  Oiles  likes  the  "  public  "  can-can 

with  some  beer  in  it  f 
Ohonia. 

8t  Jaaies  makea  his  toilet,  and 

makes  ap  with  rich  rslment : 
St  Oi'es  makes  bis  mind  np  to  niake  no  rent  payment 
Rich  Period  St  James  bia  bis  fetes  which  ail  glitter  la  : 
And  poor  Period  St.  Oiles  has  bis  fjte.  which  ail  bHter  la 
Well,  so  wags  the  world— and 

while  time  holds  bis  hour-glass. 
There  will  ne  a  hiRh  clas<.  and  must  l.e  a  lower  class  . 
And  maybe  St  Oilea  when  be  lies,  a  non-feeder,  down— 
Bests  happier  far  than  St  James  on  his  elder  down  ! 

CHORUS. 
St  James  and  St  Oilea  of  tbe  period  I've  noted— 
St  James  and  St  Ollea  waa  tbe  theme  of  my  aoag  '■ 


No  temptation  of  emolument  can  induee  an  hoitor- 
able  man  to  oommit  a  fraudnJent  act. 


TH£     SIIVOlSR'S    JOlJR]VAl.. 
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Dicky  Datton. 

Dick  Dntton  1i  mr  name,  yon'll  ne'er  find  irnch  anotber, 

Everj  bo'l;  aays  I  ii  the  picture  of  uiy  uother  ; 
Everywhere,  to  routs  and  pUys   (117  figure  1  am  iporllng. 
And  because  I've  got  locta  wiuniog 

wajra.  I  Tanta  to  go  •  courting. 
CRORUB. 
t  Tanta  a  girl  to  fancy  me.  one  that  I  conid  greet  amart : 
Wouldn't  I  be  proud,  d  ye  aee.  If  I  conld  get  a  sweetheart '. 

I  made  cock  anre  of  one,  by  Jove  '. 

vm  first  she  did  behold  me, 
Down  on  my  knees  coofest  my  love. 

and  «hnt  do  yoii  thtuk  she  told  me  T 
"  I  Tos  no  aae  to  her.  by  gosh  '  for  slie  bad  got  another, 
funmr*  knloa  young  man,  but  you  voii't  vasb. 

so  go  home  tu  your  mother.  " 

lays  I :  "  My  dear.  I  is  of  age.  and  t  have  got  no  master.  " 
"  Xbat'a  one  of  them  ere  hats  she  says. 

tliey  peppered  well  my  caster.  " 
Ven  to  upbraid  her  I  began— 

Says  she  :   "  Ton  stupid  donkey, 
I  prefers  a  nice  yunng  mau  to  such  a  atupid  monkey.  " 

Hy  brother  Bill  has  got  a  gal  but  ahe  is  such  a  charmer— 
niiy  abouldn't  I  have  oue  as  well  ? 

I'm  sure  I  Tonldn't  barm  her. 
Home  is  home,  sir,  after  all   If  It's  ever  so  buiuble, 
and  ven  a  man  does  all  be  can.  a  vife  ought  not  to  grumble. 

If  I  abonld  meet  one  I  declare  I'd  valk  her  out  on  Sunday  : 
Take  bar  down  to  Qreenwlcb  fair, 

ou  every  Whit-snn  Monday  : 
Then  we'd  go  into  the  Park  and  that's  juat  tbe  thing,  air. 
Boll  down  the  hill,  oh  :  vot  a  lark  and 

play  at  Kisa  in  the  Ring,  sir  ! 

I'la  sure  I  Is  a  steady  man  and  not  like  niaoy  m«re,  sir. 
Ton  never  as«  tbe  Beadle-man  banging  round  tbe  door,  sir : 
But  mntlifr  saya  I  is  a  rake,  and  she  luncb  afraid  .'a 
1  shall  suon  get  into  a  acrape  :  for,  I  am  fond  of  the  ladies. 

Kow  there's  a  lady  vinked  at  me.  I've  gained  her  affections  : 
Call  and  take  a  cup  of  tea  I'll  give  yon  ujy  direction  : 
No.  2  In  Slanglner  Yard,  where  they  dreas  tbe  mutton, 
RiDg  tbe  top  bell  very  hard,  and  ax  for  Dicky  Dutton. 


'lis  Sad  to  Fart 


Tii  Bad  to  part  from  tho8«  we  love. 

We  ne'er  may  meet  a^ain  : 
When  kindred  spirits  friendship  prove, 

I  hej  sever  but  with  pain  ; 
And,  oh  !  the  parting  word  and  tear, 

I  he  eigh,  the  last  ferewell. 
Give  to  the  soul  a  tone  of  fear. 

Far  more  than  lips,  than  lips  can  tell. 

CHoRUS. 

'Tis  sad  to  part  from  those  ■we  love, 

We  ne'er  may  meet  again  : 
When  kindred  spirits  friendship  prove, 

'Ihey  sever  but  with  pain. 

And  when  from  those  we  have  to  part, 

^^  ho've  loosed  a  friendship's  tie, 
'Tis  there  that  sorrow  wounds  the  heart 

And  makes  the  bosom  sigh — 
Kind  words  and  acts  will  ever  prove 

i  he  means  to  bury  hate  ; 
Then  let  us  all  forgive  and  love, 

Ere  it  may  be  too  late. 

'lis  sad  to  part,  Ac. 


»%'  ^ 


The  Kind,  Honest  Heart  of  a  Tar 


Yet,  though  I've  no  fortune  to  offer,  : ;. 

!''«'e  something  to  put  on  a  par  : 
Come  then,  and  accept  my  proffer, 

'lis  the  kind,  huneat  heart  of  a  tar. 

Ne'er  let  such  a  trifle  as  this  is, 
Girls,  be  to  my  pleasure  a  bar  : 

You'll  be  rich,  though  'tis  only  in  kissei^ 
V\  ith  the  kind,  honest  heart  of  a  'tar. 

Besides  I  am  none  of  your  ninnies  : 
'1  he  next  time  I  come  from  afar, 

I  '11  give  you  a  lap  full  of  guineas, 
\N  ith  the  kind,  honest  heart  of  a  tar. 

Your  lord*  with  such  fine  baby  facea, 
I  hat  strut  in  a  garter  and  star, 

Have  they,  under  their  tamber  and  laeei^ . 
'1  he  kind,  honest  heart  of  a  tar  * 

I've  this  here  to  say  now,  and  mind  it 
If  love,  that  no  hazard  can  mar, 

You  are  aeekine— you'll  certainly  find  it 
In  the  kiod,  boneat  heart  of  a  Ur. 


Baron  Manchaoien. 

Dsscrlptl/e,  Semi-Dialogne,  Comie  Song. 
.  Air  :    The  Mad  Batcher. ... . 


I'm  Baron  Mtmchansen,  ttmotis,  -.  ■"■    •-'■ ' 

Not  quitted  earth  oh  '.  dear,  no !  .    ■ 
Meeting  adveoturea.  tbe  aama  aa 

I  was.  In  days  long  ago  : 
Daring  deeds  I  good  to  try  am,  \  ;. 

And  have  dooe  aome  Id  my  day  ; 
I  not  inclined  yet  to  die  am. 
And  Just  believe,  when  I  say— 
Spokkn  :  That  I  am  the  renowned,  redoubtable,  won- 
derful iuvlncible,  marvellona.  victorious,  and  veritable 
Baron  MuDcbausen.  I  have  been  everywhere,  that  ever 
will  he  and  aren  every tbing  that  ever  will  b*-  to  tie  seen. 
I  have  bfen  par-boile  1.  and  roasted  to  a  brown  crackling 
lu  th<>  Burniug  Mountains  of  tbe  fiery  North  Pole  and 
frozen  to  glittering  Icicles  iu  tbe  -  thick-ribbed  ice"  of 
■VeKuvius '  I  have  fought  the  very  Dragon  that  St.  Oeorge 
tried  to  vanqniab,  and  cried  a  go  at.  1  have  done  battle 
with  the  mighty  walrus,  and  sea-borse  in  the  whale 
flahery — which  is  very  like  a  wb»ls  '  It  was  me— me.  tbe 
only  living,  original,  and  verocious  Baron  MuncUans«n, 
that  knocked  out  tbe  left  eye  of  tbe  Egyptian  bphinx, 
and  dined  off  pork-cbops  cut  from  mamiuified  King 
Cheops  lu  tbe  Pyratuids.  Tell  the  truth  aid  shame  tbe 
devil,  is  alwaya  my  way,  and  I  shouldn't  tell  a  lie  for  any- 
thing, if  1  got  nothing  by  it  No— brand  roe  aa  a  liar,  if 
I  am  not  that  moat  iufamona— I  meau  famous  — 

CH0RC8.  .        ,. 

Baron  Munchausen  !  .;  «^ 

Baron  Munchausen  !  .:    ." 

Baron  Munchanseu  ! 

That  wonderful  Man  !  ■  '.     '' 

.'',/,-,  Baron  Mnuchauaeu  "  4o.      ;       ;■  z^- 

I  eingbt  tbe  ahark  that  swalled  Jonah, 

Cleopatra's  needle  I've  got  : 
I  play  Paganiui  cremona 

With  NImrod  s  famed  Bow  I  have  ahot. 
I've  seen  tbe  Tower  of  Babel, 

Got  a  house  built  with  its  bricka  : 
On  tbe  Atlantic  wire  cable. 

I've  be^tteu  Blondtu  to  fits — 

Spoken  :  Yes,  all  these  things  have  I  seen,  and  done, 
and  left  uutbing  nndone  that  has  to  be  done.  Talk  about 
gallantry— why,  I  run  away  with  fifteen  of  tbe  fatteat  of 
Brigham's  Young's  Mormon  Wives  fro  n  tbe  8aK  Lake 
City  :  I've  seen  the  seven  wonders  of  tbe  world,  and 
think  nothing  of  tbem.  Done  pale  »••  and  clgara  with 
the  seven  champions  of  Christendom,  and  done  a  set-to 
with  the  seven  Devils,  ind  got  the  best  of  it.  I've  fought 
the  wild  beasts  of  Africa  and  I  never  run  away  from  a 
forty-feet-high  lion  and  tbat'a  no  lie,  on  my  aoul  !  In 
fact  I  can  do  anything,  bnt  tell  a  lie  :  ao  jnst  take  your 
oath  that  all  I  aay  is  true  when  I  say  that  I  urn  tbe  moat 
reliable — 

Baron  Mtiscbansen .'  fto. 

King  Priam  I  once  did  dine  with, 

Witbaemir-        sloped:  .  r: ' 

Timor  tbe  Tartar  took  wine  with. 

With  tbe  Qneen  of  Sheba  eloped.  ■   \'.   • 

The  aea-sarpent's  tail  I  liave  shaken. 

Crocodiles  knocked  out  of  time  : 
Caught  with  a  fish-hook  the  Kraken, 

D'U't  you  believe  now.  that  I'm— 

8P0KEN  .    Tbe  indisputable,  irrefutable,  non-oonfnt- 
able    astonishing,  astounding,  amazing,  daring,  delect- 
able, speechable,  mysterious,  and  mystifying — most  lying- 
no  I  meau,  most  unrel.v  lug—  ...... 

Barou  Munchanaen  ! 
Baron  Munchanaen  ! 
Baron  Munchausen  ' 

That  wouderful  Man  !  '•■.'■. 


Her  cheeks  are  white,  her  b»ow  is  aching  : 
1  he  "  Old,  Old  ^tory,  "  sad  and  briet 

Of  heart  betrayed,  and  left  nigh  breaking 
In  mute  despair  and  lonely  grief 

Maidens  fair,  oh  !  have  a  care,  Ac. 


»»««-< 


Polly,  Put  the  Kettle  On. 

lotfe  at  Booaey  k  Co..  No.  4  Bond  Street,  Nev-Toift. 


-.♦♦-I 


The  Old,  Old  Story. 

Summer  sunbeams  eoflly  playing      . 
Light  the  woods  of  Castle  Keep    - 
And  there  I  see  a  maiden  straying,  \.,. 

W  here  the  darkest  shadows  keep. 
She  is  list'ning  meekly,  purely. 

To  the  wooer  at  her  side  : 
'Tis  the  "  Old,  Old  Story,  "   surely. 
Running  on  like  time  and  tide. 

Maiden  fair,  oh  !  have  a  care, 
Vows  are  many,  truth  is 
Maiden  fair,  oh  !  have  a  care, 
Vows  are  many,  truth  is  raae.  , 

He  is  cotirtly,  she  is  simple,  :  ' 

Lordly  doublet  speaks  his  lot ;  -  .v«^  •  " 

She  is  wearing  hoca  and  wimple—   ,, 

His  the  castle,  hers  the  cot  ;  J 
Sweeter  far  she  deems  his  whisper 

Ihan  the  night-bird's  dulcet  thrill :         .  .-  " 
She  is  smiling,  he  beguiling — 

"1  is  the  "  Old,  ( )ld  ^tory  "  still. 

Maiden  fair,  oh  !  have  a  oare,  Ae. 

Ihe  autumn  sun  is  quickly  going 
Behind  the  wooda  of  Castle  Keep  ; 

The  air  is  chill,  the  night  wind  blowing, 
And  there  1  lefra  muden  weep  — 


r  -. 


I  aa  a  merry,  happy  chap, 

A  Jdlly  cove  am  I 
One  of  thoae  very  merry  boy%  - 

Wilt  never  will  say  die. 
I  have  a  very  loving  wife. 
Her  age  is  twenty-one. 
8be^  like  me  and  other  f3lks. 

So  ibnd  of  barmleas  fuu  : 
Boutetiiues  we  invite  a  friend, 

Aa  hour  or  two  we  pasa  :         ■-■'; 
For,  nothing  brats  at  boine 

A  pecial  pipe  and  glass-  ' 

Andl  when  the  clock  is  striking  foor 

ItVjIhen  I  sing  with  glee  : 
"  Polly,  (lut  tlie  kettie  on 

We'll  all  have  tea.  " 
Chorus  :    Polly  put  the  kettle  on. 

Tbe  ketile  on,  tbe  ketile  on  ; 
Polly,  put  Ihe  kett'e  on. 

And  make  it  sing  with  glee. 
Polly   put  the  Kettle  on. 
Tbe  kettle  on   the  k<'tt  e  on  : 
Polly,  put  the  kettle  on, 
We'll  all  have  tea. 

Moif  4hen  a  very  Hit  e  lad. 

I'  c  often  heard  tbeiu  say  : 
'P<l|y   put  tbe  liettle  on, 

A|i4  clear  the  thing'-  away  ; 
Dotftlsit  reading  tbt^re  k<i  long,  | 

'Bet  get  tbe  tea  tiiiUKS  laid.  "  I 

Audi  4hen  being  done, 

A  [pretty  aspect  ujade. 
The^e'a  Uotbine  looks  much  nicer, 

oil  a  cold  and  frosty  day, 
Tbui  Ito  see  the  toast  and  butter 

Saitiing  ou  tbe  tray—  ) 

Bo  lile  r\e  heurd  it  when  achild,        I 

Tk'iae  words  still  stick  to  uia  :  i 

•'  P*Uy   put  the  kettle  ou.  j 

WIe'll  all  have  tea.  "  ' 

1  I  Poi;y.  put  the  kettle  on.  ke. 

A  bt[o(taer  I've  a  sailor. 

Tke  other  day  came  home. 
He  told  us  of  his  travels,  ...  ' . 

A|td  where  he'd  i  eeu  to  roam  ; 
He  loid  usof  hiH  liattles 

Wb^t  wondrous  things  he  did, 
Andftbeu  he'd  boist  bis  slacks, 

Alid  chew  another  quid. 
I  gated  with  all  aatonishment 

At  kiB  aKeied  style 
Am),  judge  of  my  surprise. 

Altkoutjh  it  made  me  smile^ 
Fori  with  »  voice  like  thunder. 

To  my  missus  shouted  out  : 
"  Polly  put  the  kettle  on, 
',11  all  have  tea.  " 

Polly,  put  the  kettle  on,  kc. 

btter  where  I  go. 
•  when  invited  out. 
bp  clock  is  striking  four. 
bti'll  bear  my  welcome  shout ; 
Somer  folks  may  laUKh  at  me. 

For  tbem  I  do  not  care, 
As  I'm  a  chap  as  jou  can  see, 

I'ta  jolly  everywhere  . 
8o  adt  to  break  the  frieudship.  " 

I  ask  yon  one  and  all  :  • 

Sonke  afternoon,  when  you  baVe  time 

Op  ine  to  make  a  call 
And  as  tbe  clock  is  striking  four, 
Itfe  then  I'll  shout  with  glee  : 
Pblly.  put  tbe  kettle  eu. 
11  ail  have  tea  !  '° 

Polly,  put  the  kettle  on,  *e. 


m  Fairies  are  Lighted. 


When  fairielsare  lighted  by  night's  piiver  queen. 
And  feaet  in  the  meadow  or  dance  in  the  green. 
My  VV  illiam  aside  lays  his  pluugli  and  liis  flail, 
By  yon  oak  (o  sit  near  me  and  tell  his  fond  tale. 
And  tho'  I'rd  assured  the  same  vows  were  believed  '' 
hy  I  atty  api  Ruth   he  forsook  and  deceived  : 
Yet  his  wonds  are  so  sweet  and  like  truth  ao  appear. 
That  1  pardon  the  treason — the  Traitor's  so  dear  ! 

I  saw  the  straw  bonnet  he  bought  at  the  £ur, 
Ihe  rose-colored  ribband  to  deck  Jenny's  hair : 
The  shoet-i«8  for  Fanny,  and  still  more  than  thia. 
The  gloves  jhe  gave  Kllen  for  stealing  a  kias  : 
All  these  did;  I  see,  and  with  heart-rending  pain 
Swore  to  part— yet  I  know  when  I  see  him  again. 
Bis  words  and  hie  looks  will  like  truth  ao  appear, 
t  ahill  pudob  the  treaaon— the  Traitor'a  to  dear  ! 


1 


^1 


<• 
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THE     SIIVOEB'S   'JOURIVAl.. 


Pud  Me  in  My  Leedle  Bed. 

Am  Song  by  Ous  WlUUm*  wlib  QXf»i  AppUoae. 

Oh  I  Jakey,  1  tm  tired  now,  -^ 

It's  many  days  sinze  1  Tas  yoiinjf  I     .      , 
De  ladies  used  to  pet  me  den,  V  ; 

Und  bretty  pongs  to  me  dey  sung  :       '    ■ 
Und  den  dey"d  luy  me  down  tt>  snooze, 

Mit  a  snow- plackx billow  mat  my  lifiid  ; 
I'd  like  to  see  dem  lift  me  now, 
Und  pud  me  in  my  leedle  bed. 

tat  vas  de  dime,  ven  I  van  slimall, 

Und,  oh  !  such  bretty  dings  dej  Mud — 
Dey'd  have  a  job  to  lift  me  now, 
Und  pud  me  iu  my  leedle  bed. 

Uftd  ven  I  grow  to  be  man, 

L'nd  I  got  tired  of  single  life, 
Avoy  among  de  gals  I  ran, 

Und  got  lilt-  bretty  zoon  a  vife  ; 
Und  Ven  de  niurriuge  knod  vas  tied, 

'•  I'm  hubby  now,  "  my  frau  she  «aid. 
Says  I  :   "  My  darling,  so  am  I, 
Come  pud  mc  iu  my  leedle  Intl. 
I  can't  forgot  uat  habby  day, 

I'at  liabby  dime  dat  ve  vere  ved 
l)ey  dook  my  Katharine  from  me, 
Lnd  pud  me  in  my  leedle  bed. 

Zomedimes  I  goes  among  de  poys, 

lo  drive  uvay  from  me  dull  cares. 
Und  I  got  plind  drunk  on  gin  und  milg, 

Und  den  I  fall  down  ub  de  shtairs — 
Urd  den,  Katharina  she  vill  say  ; 

"  You've  prought  such  drouble  on  my  head  : 
Oh.  dear  !  Oh,  dear  !  vat  shall  I  do  ?  " 
Si-oKK.N   :      Und  I  say  :  my  darling,  I  am  drunk, 
und  I  dink  you'd  better— 

i'ud  me  in  my  leedle  beil. 

>est  day,  1  buy  her  a  silk  dress, 

Und  she'll  forgot  den  vat  I  said  : 
She  galls  me  duck  und  darling  den, 
Uud  puds  me  in  my  leedle  Bed. 


Love  in  a  9ay>Band. 


Why  Didn't  You  Say  So  Before  1 

As  Sung  br  Ous  WlUUiss  amidst  Screams  of  Langhtcr. 


New  bye-words,  you  know,  now-a-days,  are  the  rage  ; 

You  11  hear  them  from  every  tongue  : 
Wherever  yon  go.  you'll  tind  that  it's  so. 

'Ibe  little,  tiie  big,  old  and  young, 
Even  tlie  ladies  are  fond  of  tlie  slang. 

While  the  lioys  in  the  street  loudly  roar  : 
Oh  !  how  they  do  sliout  the  latest  one  out  : 

"  Why  didu't  you  say  so  before  ?  " 

One  day,  driven  mail  with  a  toothache  so  bad, 

I  ru.4ied  to  tiie  first  doctor's  shop, 
When  the  grind.?r  he  eyed,  and  the  tongs  he  applied, 

And  he  pulled  me  six  times  round  the  shop. 
Said  I,  when  he'd  done  .   "  You've 

pulled  out  the  wrong  one,  " 

\A  hile  with  agony  loud  I  did  roar. 
•*  Kow  it's  done,  sir,  soys  he, 

the  fault  don't  lay  with  me  : 

Why  didn't  you  say  so  before  ?  " 

I  once  asked  a  friend  me  ten  dollars  to  lend, 

And  said  Id  return  it  next  day. 
When  he  did  begin  at  once  to  rub  hie  chin, 

And  these  words  unto  me  he  did  say  : 
"  Old  boy,  it's  t>K>  bad  — i  should  have  been  glad — 

In  fact,  I'd  have  let  you  have  more, 
Had  you  called  yeHtepfay  —  now,  it's  all  paid  away — 

Why  didn't  you  say  so  before  ?  " 

My  wife  yesterday  sat  crying  away, 

Because  o\:r  first-born  wa«  a  boy  ; 
All  day  she  would  sigh  and  keep  rubbing  her  eye. 

Instead  of  being  happy  with  loy. 
Says  she  to  me  :  "  Joe,  I  hate  Doys,  you  know, 

I'd  sooner  of  girls  have  a  score.  " 
Says  1  (  with  a  le.>r     )  "  it's  too  late,  now,  my  dear. 

Why  didn't,  you  say  so  before  V  " 

He  who  wishes  a  thing  to  be  done,  goes  himself 
to  do  it  ;  but  he  who  is  indifferent  about  it,  sends 
artotlier  i>erHon,  In  matters  of  oon8«queoce  never 
rely  on  the  service  of  others. 

A  miaer,  antil  h«  diea,  doea  oothiag  right 


Bid  yon  ns'er  hear  of  one  Richard  Short's  blitory  T 

If  yoa  did  not.  Ill  tell  It  yoa  now. 
All  over  our  town  it  wns  tboiifiht  quite  a  mystery,   .. 

He  V  .ta  a  vnuui!  Diaii  tliai  fullowed  the  pluugh  : 
Bat  be  got  tlr<"l  of  that  kind  nf  life,  did 

Wis  bired  us  natler  at  the  sign  of  the  Crown  ; 
Fell  in  love  with  the  maid    wanted  ber  fur  a  wife,  did  : 

Twaa  very  nell  known  to  tba  fulks  of  our  town. 
This  lass   Nelly  LonK.  was  dresslsb  and  dapper. 

And  thon){li  our  Dick  was  a  i.'ood-ltiuking  lad. 
She  auiibbed  him.  and  scuffed  bim  :  fur.  aho  was  a  anapper, 

And  said  as  rlcht  how  tb  t  she  warn't  to  be  bad— 
For.  she  loved  a  lad  that  wa>  bandaome  and  bigger, 

And  be  ciiine  frnm  L<ii  nnu.  and  wasn't  a  elonn  : 
His  name  ii  wa*  Sly.  and  hu  wus  a  Rrave-dtgiter. 

Auil  was  very  well  kuown  to  the  folks  of  our  town. 
Now  as  Neriy  rlRht  flat  his  wife  did  refuae  to  be, 

Klchitril  lie  lost  all  hiH  cioiifort  and  hups,  ' 

And  S:iid  as  bo  didn't  feul  like  wliat  he  used  to  be. 

He'd  ban;{  bioiself  if  lie  cculd  find  a  rope. 
He  wandered  alKiut.  while  with  love  be  did  falter, 

But  the  devil  a  rupe  be  could  And  up  or  down  : 
Bbe  twiRted  a  hay-tiaii>l.  and  made  bliii  a  halter — 

Twaa  very  well  kuown  to  the  folks  of  our  town. 
He  huDs;  hliuself  np  to  a  tree  in  a  meadow. 

He  felt  all  over  he  couldn't  tell  how  : 
His  lexa  were  a-strutcbiug,  bis  feet  couldn't  tread,  Ob  .' 

When  up  caiiie   by  cbauce  Farmer  Oil»s'a  old  cow. 
She  8iiap|ied  ut  the  hay.  and  took  hold  of  the  baud  fast. 

Pliickud  out  a  luoulhful    which  broui^ht  Dickey  duwu  - 
He  jumped  uu  his  Ifgs   and  auay  then  be  ran  fast. 

Aud  was  uevur  more  Seen  by  tbe  folks  iu  our  tu  \d 

Now  mark  what  a  judgment  came  ou  tbia  laas  Nelly, 

Fur  being  au  bard-hearted  to  this  poor  lad, 
She  by  the  »;rave-dlgRer  gut  atout  about  tbe  belly, 

Ad<I  be  ran  away,  leavlui;  her  all  so  aad  — 
8be.  when  too  late  fouud  sbu  was  betrayed  and 

KelatKiiis  ibpy  all  turned  their  backs  with  a  frown  : 
She  laJd  in.  and  her  boy  it  was  marked  with  a  biy-l>aud  : 

'Twus  very  well  known  to  tbe  fulks  in  our  town. 


The  Ladies'  Reform  Bill 

Sung  by  .Mrs  F.  K.  PbllUps, 

Miss  Latimer,  aud  Miss  £.  Mowbray. 

W-ittej^by  C.  a.  Abbott-Air  :    The  Sly  Olaoca. 

Music  at  Boosey  &  Co..  No.  4  Bond  Street,  New- York. 


Thev  have  made  a  deal  of  bother 
Iu  tbt.  Uousx  wiib  oue  another, 

\Vith  illogical  oiaiioua  and 

debates  both  stronx  and  warm, 
And  tbe  patient  British  nation 
Scarce  conceas  lis  iodlguatiiin 

That  tbe  "  hubbub  "  has  produced 

a  aort  of  half-and-half  reform  : 
But  it  strikes  me   'twould  be  easy 
To  propusa  a  lull  to  please  ye, 

WitliO'it  luiiuh  silly  opposition,  twaddle,  and  delay- 
So  all  yuii  of  that  opluiuu. 
Let  IIS  women  b  >ve  dominion. 

And  t^e  Ladies'  own  Beform  Bill  I  will 

j  give  yea  atratght  away. 

First :  no  gente  who  leave  their  spouses 
In  ibnir  solitary  houres. 

Must  dare  to  dieam  of  "  latch-keys  ** 

and  "dubdlonere"  any  more  — 
They're  a  very  atrong  temptation 
Tu  mid-night  liiebrialiou. 

Aud  tb'  se  "  juily  dugs  "  and  "  howling  swells  " 

are  growing  qalte  a  bore. 
Nor  at  bonie  mn  t  they  be  atopplug, 
'VVbeu  we  ladies  )(u  out  ahoppiog  : 

But  about  the  town  escort  ns  like  true  cavaliers  all  day  : 
And  shoii.d  some  expenaive  trifle 
Ills  purse  or  tempi  r  rifle. 

They  must  make  no  wry  grimaces 

(  as  some  brutes  will )  when  they  pax. 

They  ninat  not  fly  in  >■  passion 

At  what  THKT  call  '    freaks  of  faahlon  "— 

For.  let  them  on'y  look  at  bon  e,  couoeited  ailly  elves— 
They  wear  soinn  tbinKS  dally  seen 
More  abnurd  tbau  criuo  ine — 

Aud  then  aa  for  the  bouuets.  why— they're 

made  to  please  otrmaxLvsa. 
To  the  sea-side  they  must  take  as. 
And  Du  end  of  presents  make  us. 

And,  If  we  wish  (hem  so  tu  do.  give  parties  every  day- 
Fancy  fair,  ball,  or  tlieatre — 
They  must  ne'er  oar  feelings  fetter — 

For,  why  should  women  not 

eujoy  the  world  ai  well  aa  they  f 

Then  the  dears  ronst  not  be  jealous 
At  our  tuning  with  the  f  llows  — 
Our    '  cousin  "  in  the  Ouards 

perbape- "  or  any  ethar  maik  " 
Though  it's  wrong  (  as  tbey  declare  It  ) 
If  they'll  only  grin  and  bear  It.  • 

They'll  flud  fur  keeping  '■  pea^e  at  home  " 

that's  far  the  wisest  plan  ; 
If  they'll  be  kind  and  obedient 
Wb)-n  to  "  storm  "  mittbt  tie  ezp<  dleot. 
And  as  a  general  rule,  In  all  thing-', 

let  ns  have  the  away  — 
I'm  Inclined  to  the  opinion 
That  with  petticoat  dominion 
The  Ladlea'  owa  Beform  filU  wonid 

be  oatrlad— yea  or  nay  T 


Come  Sot  of  My  Side,  My  Shmall  Darling. 

Snog  bj  Oos  WlUiaius  wiih  Great  Applatiae. 

Come  sot  of  my  side,  my  shmall  darling, 

Und  sweed  dales  of  love  1  vill  tell, 
De  splenderest  vones  I  can  dink  on, 

Und  vone  dat  you  like  pooty  velL 
Come  sot  of  dia  chair  right  peside  me, 

Und  lisden  to  vat  I  viU  say  : 
For,  you  veil  know  dat  you  are  my  sweednesa, 

Und  have  peen  for  many  a  day— dat's  so — 

CIIUKUM. 

Come  sot  of  my  side,  my  elimall  darling, 

Und  sweed  dales  of  love  I  vill  tell,  ;  ,"  • 

De  splenderest  vones  I  can  dink  on,  --.■.:''■ 

Und  vone  dat  you  like  pooty  velL        ]•  ■■'  >' ^.:[r , 

Your  eyes,  dem  vas  shiney  like  tiamonds  : 

Your  dooths,  dem  vas  viter  as  pearls —        '  '    "'•;. 
Your  neck  vas  so  nice  like  a  goose's,  ■''''?■, 

Und  your  hair,  dat's  all  done  ob  mit  cxxAkt-/  ■■.:■■'■.. 
Your  hands,  dem  ver«  shust  like  an  angel's,     ' 

Your  footses  so  noad  und  so  shmall,  ■.  ■.  ■ . 

Morn,  ntK)n  und  night,  love,  I  vonder  .  .i  ■■  ■ 

You  can  ever  valk  on  dem  at  all  — dat's  so. 

Come  sot  of  my  side,  <to.. 

Yesterday,  I  peebed  out  of  mine  vindow. 

Und  heard  your  sweed  voice  shtrong  und  glear 
I)elling  I  Barbara,  de  muid  of  de  kitchen,.} 

Dat  she'd  better  valk  off  on  her  ear  :     ■  .       > 

'Twas  den  dat  I  knowed  dat  I  loved  you  :       '■   .'■ 

'Iwas  den  dat  1  found  out  dat  bliss— 
Und  I  made  up  my  mind  I  voiild  dold  you, 

Und  now,  love,  you  know  how  it  is—  yourself 

Come  sot  of  luj-  side,  tte. 


Ambition's  Early  Dream  Had  Flown. 

GB  .XDSCENA. 
Snog  by  Mr.  W.  Harrison  in    •  Ruy  Bias.  "-.-•■  '■■ 
Music  at  Boosey  &  Co.,  No.  4  Boud  Street.  N  jr-Tork. 

Ambition's  early  golden  dreams  had  flown  : 

Sad  and  dejected  was  my  heart  : 
That  brigiit  world  which  young  ho^ie  had  shown. 

Appeared,  alas  !  but  to  depart—      , 

Heedless  I  strayed  in  sorrow's  night,   ■ 

UecklesB  what  de.'tiny  might  bring  :  ' .. 

Nought  to  my  stml  could  give  deligiit, 

Or  ease  the  pain  of  disappointment's  sting 

Untill  a  glorious  light 

t'hone  on  my  desert  way, 
Changing  my  spirit's  night 

Into  effulgent  day. 

Oh  !  blessed  was  tliat  light,  -■•■ 

It  raised  me  from  dest>air  : 
But  yet  so  wondrous  bright, 

Its  beams  I  scarce  coidd  bear.   ' 

Star  like  it  shoae, 

tar,  far  above  my  head. 
Bidding  my  grief  be  gone—  ; 

Yet  tilling  me  with  dread.  . 

I  worshiped  it  with  fevered  brain — 

1  knew  such  love  luigiit  aye  prove  Tain, 

And  yet  despite  the  torturing  p.nin, 
1  madly  braved  its  jxiwer  aguiu. 

So  dear  was  that  light 

Which  shone  on  my  despair, 
I  thought,  though  wondrous  brigbti   '      . 

'lo  love  it  I  might  dare  ,    ,  ;■ 

Yes,  fond  hope  whispere<l  stilt  to  ma  : 
"  Id  spite  of  all,  she  may  be  thine  : 

The  humble  lackey  yet  may  be 
Destined  with  the  great  to  shine.  " 

Thus  love  prevailed,  and  still  I  lira, 

AU  hope  I  eannot  lose  : 
For,  fortune  yet  to  me  may  give   ..; 

What  custom  would  rcftise. 

Oh  !  rapturous  thought  !  ^ 

Oh  !  heavenly  joy  ! 
The  right  to  love  —  nature's  first  boos— 

The  pride  of  man  shall  ne'er  destroy. 


>.»«*M 


Be  who  begins  badly,  geiMrally  ands  woraa. 


Land,  Land,  Land! 

Worda  by  C.  Mackey,  L.  L.  D— Uaalo  by  H.  Bnsiell.  Eaq. 

Land,  lan^,  land  ! 
The  dangers  of  the  deep  are  past  :  •  '; ' 

We're  drawing  near  <'ur  home  at  last, 
We  Bt-e  iu  outline  on  the  sky. 
And  join  the  sailor's  welcome  cry  :       K-   *    ■ 

l^nd,  land,  land  ! 
Oh  !  joyful  tho.nelits  for  weary  man,  "  '' 
To  tread  the  solid  eartli  again  ! 
And  hark  the  church-bells  pealine  near. 
From  spire  and  turret,  loud  and  clear, 
As  if  tliey  rang  so  loud  and  free,  -' 

io  bid  us  welcome  o'er  the  sea  I 

Laud,  land,  land  ! 

1  he  dangers  of  the  deep,  Ac. 

Land,  land,  land  ! 
The  cry  makes  every  heart  rejoice  :  \  ■ 

Is  this  the  country  of  our  choice  ? 
Is  this  the  long  Eouglit  iiappy  soil,  '  . 

Where  plenty  epreadH  the  board  of  toil  T 

Land,  land,  land  ! 
How  gladly  through  its  paths  we'll  tread,  ; 
^  ith  bounding  step,  uplifted  head. 
And  through  its  wilds  and  forests  roam, 
To  clear  our  farms,  to  build  our  home,  ^ 

And  sleep  at  night  and  never  dread 
Ibe  morn  shall  see  us  wanting  bread. 

Land,  land,  land  I 

The  ciy  makes,  fte. 

Land,  land,  land  ! 
We've  passed  together  o'er  the  sea 
In  storui  and  sunshine,  comrades  we  : 
Lut  ere  we  part,  let's  gatlier  round. 
And  sliout,  with  one  accord,  the  sound  : 

Laud,  land,  land  ! 
The  land  of  rivers  l>road  and  deep, 
1  he  land  where  he  who  sows  may  reap, 
1  he  land,  where  if  we  ploughmen  will, 
We  may  possess  the  fields  we  till, 
lo  gather  all  and  shout  once  more  : 
The  land,  the  land,  hurrah  for  shore  I 

Land,  land,  land  ! 

We've  passed  together,  Ao. 


My  Lovely  Dancing  Eose. 

Song  by  Harry  Liston. 


»-•♦• 


Softly  Sighs  the  Voice  of  Evening 

From  the  Opera  of  "  Deb  Fbxibcbukxz.  " 


1^  • 


BECITATIVK 

Before  my  eyes  beheld  him,      ' 

Sleep  never  was  my  foe, 
But  hand-in-hand  in  sorrow, 

Love  e'er  is  wont  to  go  : 
The  moon  displays  her  silvery  lights 
Oh!  lovely  night ! 
AIB. 
Softly  sighs  the  voice  of  evening, 

•Stealing  through  yon  willow  grov9,    ■       ^' 
While  the  stars,  like  goardian  spirita, 

Set  their  mighty  watch  above. 

'1  hrougli  the  dark  blue  vaults  of  ether, 
Silence  reigns  with  soothing  power, 

iiut  a  storm,  o'er  yonder  mountain 
1  )arkly  brooding,  seems  to  lower  : 

And  along  yon  forest  side, 

Cl6iids  of  darkness  seem  to  glide. 

Oh  !  what  terrors  fills  my  bosom — 
Where,  my  liodolph,  dost  thon  rem  t 

Oh  !  may  heaven's  protection  shelter 
Him  my  heart  must  always  love  ! 

Earth  has  lulled  her  cares  to  rest — 
\\  hat  delays  my  loitring  love  f— 

Fondly  beats  my  anxious  breast — 
^  here,  my  Uodolpb,  dost  thou  rov*  f 

Searee  the  night-wind  whispered  vows 
Wake  a  murmuring  'mong  the  boiigha 

How  the  widowed  nightingale  ■ . 

Softly  tells  her  piteous  tale —      "  '     ' 

Again,  ai;ain,  my  neart  shall  pror* 

The  bliss  that  springs  Arom  aaxioua  lora. 

Proeperity  is  the  nurse  of  passion    It  often  la 
man  to  rive  way  to  their  paaaiooa,  and  to  iargtik 
whence  uey  themselves  sprung. 


Hy  dear  boys.  I'd  like  yon  to  see 

A  pretty  little  eirl  that  I  fell  iu  love  witk 

I'm  sure  with  me  yon  woald  agree  '., 

That  she  ie  jnst  the  style. 
Hy  thoughts  on  ber  are  solely  bent—  "  l'. 

1  met  her  quite  by  accident.  :.•'    ■ 

It  was  one  evening  when  I  went 

For  a  dance  to  the  Argyle.        ..        -   ^        V 
CHORUS.  WV     - 

Hy  lovely  daiicinx  Roae. 
Bound  the  room  abe  goes — 
Aud  everywhere  tlie  people  atare 
'.'.<.     At  besatiful  daucing  Boae.  .-.    .V. 

Thad  not  long  been  in  the  room 

LooklDf;  for  a  partner  to  have  a  danoe  With, 

I  turned  and  spied  up  by  uiy  aide 

A  damsel  standing  close. 
I  8»ld  !   •■  Beg  pardon   will  yon  dance  T  "      ,'.  ■ 
She  turued  and  gave  me  anch  a  gltnee. 
Said  :  "  yes  !  aud  glad  to  get  the  chance  : 

For,  they  call  me  dancing  Boae.  " 

My  lovely  dancing  Boss,  tie. 

We  danced  all  sorts  of  gay  manoBUvaring, 
Polkaed.  Waltzed.  Quadrilled  etcetra  : 
Ber  dancing  was  magnificent 

So  elegant  her  atyle— 
Tho'  plainly  p'baps  abe  was  attired—;.' 
By  every  oue  abe  was  admired  : 
I  thought  ahe  never  would  get  tired,  \    .■     ~ 

abis    -  Belle  of  the  Argyle.  " 

My  lovely  dancing  Boae,  &c. 

We  soon  made  friend  and.  often  after. 

I  went  to  the  Argyle  to  have  acme  dancing— 

And  ueed  I  tell  yoa  wbo  my  partner 

Waa  while  I  waa  there  ? 
'Twaa  Boae  and  now  at  every  Ball, 
Whether  patronized  by  great  or  amaH. 
We're  there  aud  Boae  ahe  beats  them  all     .'     .;' 

At  waltzing,  I  declare 

My  lovely  dancing  Boae.  &c. 

Zjiaten.  my  boys— now  what  do  yoa  think  T 
Boae  and  I  are  goiug  to  make  a  match  of  it, 
Qoing  to  be  married  when 

The  year  drawa  to  a  cloae  : 
And  when  the  darling  is  once  mine. 
She  never  aball  have  eau8e  to  pine. 
Bnt  the  atar  of  every  ball-room  ahine. 

My  lovely  dancing  Boee. 

My  lovely  dancing  Bote,  ko. 
r,  y.  m  iBi"»i 

Jack  on  Wirei.   .r;  /^    J 

Bang  by  J.  H.  Milbnm.    ■'.-.;:: 


Of  conrae,  you've  heard  of  dancing  cares. 

who  have  a  Jumping  knack  : 
Toa've  beard  of  Jack  who'a  in  the  box. 

likewiae  of  Spring-heeled  Jack  : 
Kow  I'm  a  chap  like  all  of  them   who  daucing  never  tires  : 
I'll  tell  my  name— I'm  known  to  fame 

aa  jumping  Jack  on  wires. 
V  CHORUS. 

I'm  np  and  down,  and  ronnd  about, 

A  chap  wbo  never  tires  : 
And  all  through  love,  oh  !  such  a  dove  ! 
1  am  a  Jack  on  wiies. 

Hy  Lney  Jane  served  at  a  etall  In  Barllngton  Arcade, 
And  on  my  heart,  aa  ahe  sold  toya. 

a  deep  impreaalon  made  : 
I  thought  her  truth  itself.  I  did— but  troth  has  ita  alloys  : 
She  was  a  base  coquette  and 

luved  the  man  who  made  the  toys. 
I'm  np  and  down,  ic. 

One  day,  I  called  and  found  him  there. 

the  image  of  all  Joy  : 
H'd  made  a  grand  invention  in  a  new  aud  patent  toy. 
He  promised  to  serve  none  imt  her. 

if  she  would  name  the  day, 
And,  through  these  little  wooden  dtills 

he  stole  my  love  away. 
I'm  up  and  down,  Ac. 

I  saw  her  seated  on  a  chair,  the  doll  was  in  ber  hand. 
She  pulled  a  wire,  I  aaw  it  move, 

and  stand  aa  I  now  stand  : 
She  aeemed  entranced— and  so 

I  thought  If  that  she  no  admirea. 
To  gain  her  love,  I'll 

henceforth  be  a  dancing  Jack  on  wirea. 
.•;■.;':.    '■■■*  I'ui  np  and  down,  ftc 

I  boaght  (hia  dresa  and  learnt  to  dance. 

still  now  I'm  treated  bad  : 
For,  when  I  call  to  worahlp  her. 

her  huaband  calla  me  mad- 
But  still  I  keep  on  daticfng,  and  If  any  girl  aapirea 
To  marry  me,  I'll  let  her  be  a  Missus  Jack  on  wirea 

I'm  np  and  down.  ke. 


-►♦«- 


111  Pray  for  Thee. 

By  DonisettL 


I  can  forget  thee  aver— 

Whaie'er  oar  dark'ning  <ate  Jfaj  be, 
While  llfe'a  last  aceeuts  Uter, 

Tet  will  I  pray  for  thee— 

I'll  pray  for  thee 

I'll  bless  and  pray  for  thee— 

Here,  tho'  the  hope  forsake  ma. 

Which  that  poor^eart  ao  tracaorad. 
Soon  will  Ita  hours  be  meaanred 

And  pit/iug  haavan  my  sorrows  see, 
Soon  to  Ita  refuge  take  ma. 

And  there  I'll  pray  for  thee — 

I'll  pray 


i*  »■»  m^ 


ii, 


Toong  Ellen  Loraine. 


•ajnoti 
Thlak 


not  thla  heart  eaa  altar, 
net.  tho*  now  we  sever. 


Wheh  I  parted  from  Erin  heart-broken  to  leave  thee, 

1  doeamt  not  of  falsehood.  Young  I'^Uen  Loraine  :  * 
I  thot^ht,  tho'  bnt  woman,  thou 

would 'st  not  deceive  me— 

Ah  ~  why  art  thou  &ithles8.  Young  LUen  Lordne  f 
1  loved  thee  in  sorrow,  ]  sought  thee  in  danger, 

And  dear  waa  the  peril,  and  sweet  was  the  pain — 
But  now  is  thy  look  as  the  look  of  the  i-tranger  : 

Ah  !  why  art  thou  faithless,  Young  l-Uen  Loraine  f 

Oh  1  thon  wert  the  vision  that  lightened  my  pillow. 

The  star  of  my  darkness.  Young  I  .lien  Loraine  : 
As  tbe  bloom  to  th»>rose,  as  the  bun  to  the  billow, 

Tb*u  com'st  to  my  slumber.  Young  Kllen  Ixtimine. 
1  hen  think  of  me  yet  when 

the  false  world  deceives  thee. 

And  friends  of  gay  fortune  look  cold  on  thy  waae 

Wh(i^  the  sheen  of  thy  cheek,  * 

'  j  like  the  summer's  night,  leaves  thee, 

Tjhbu'lt  think  bow  1  loved 

J  thee,  Yoimg  Ellen  Loraine  I 

Oh  I  jspeak  not  to  me — in  those  eyes  I  discover 
Tlhie  wrongs  thon  hast  done  me, 

Young  Ellen  Loraine  : 
Oo,i  itest  in  the  arms  of  a  happier  lover — 

Oc|,  lovely,  but  faithless  )'oung  Ellen  Loraine  ! 
The  moments  of  rapture,  the  vow  and  the  token, 

Tbey  thrill  in  my  bosom,  and  bum  in  my  brain — 
Oo,  fliue  one  !  and  laugh 

;  at  the  heart  thou  hast  broken — 

[c  — lovely,  but  faithless,  Y'oung  Ellen  Loraine  I 

Oh !  Ye>,  My  Love,  Tet  I 

Oh  !  no,  my  love,  no  !  published  in  N  amber  97. 

Wheta  I  see  the  kind  look  you  bestow  on  toother, 
And  think  of  the  time 

when  those  looks  were  my  own, 
Hofw  can  I  the  pangs  of  anxiety  smother, 

')i  cease  to  remember  the  joys  that  are  flown  ? 
I  love  me  no  longer — severely  1  feel  it — 
it  would  not,  for  the  world, 

you  should  share  my  distresa 
If  tqy  sorrow  afflicts  yon,  with  care  I'll  conceal  it, 
Tetill  wish  you  happy,  oh  !  yes,  my  love,  yea  ! 

I  still  well  remember,  though  fated  to  lose  you, 

'1  hose  dreams  that  deluded  my  fancy  so  long- 
Wlifen  a  story  or  song, 

from  these  lips,  could  amuse  ^  _^ 

[A  nd  you  were  the  theme  of  both  story  and  sot^ 
B^t  my  lips  have  forgotten  their  amorous  measure  i 

'Aiy  heart  is  turned  only  to  aorrow's  ezcees— 
Your  name  is  atiU  dear, 

and  I  breathe  it  with  pleMun, 

Yet  sigh  as  I  breathe  it— oh  !  yes,  my  love,  yea  I 


Mother,  I  Was  Hot  to  Blame. 

Oft  hast  thou  told  me,  mother  dear, 
Subtle  man  I  'd  cause  to  fear 
1  hou,  a  saint  in  yonder  skies, 
Still  thy  warning  voice  1  price  . 
But,  if  he  would  still  pursue, 
Mother  dear,  what  could  I  do  ? 
Let  this  little  tear  proclaim. 
Mother,  I  was  not  to  blame. 

^'adly  beats  my  breaking  heart 
From  one  form  so  loved  to  part 
Oh  !  how  hard  my  lonely  lot— 
•^tiU  to  live  by  him  forgot ! 
1  hough  remembranco  wake  a  eigli. 
Though  pAle  sorrow  dim  mine  eye — 
Let  joy  .nlept  tears  proelakn, 
Modiir,  I  waa  not  to  blame. 


iay 
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Bobbin'  Around. 

By  W.  J.  Floreno*. 


tn  Angnit  iMt.  on  one  fl  A  day, 
A  bobblDg  aroaiid,  around,  around  t 

Wben  Jo8b  and  i  went  to  make  bay, 
We  went  a  bobbing  around. 

Saja  Joah  to  me  :  "  Let'*  take  •  wall^ 
A  bobi'lDg  around  around,  aroond*  V 

Then  we  can  have  a  private  talk. 
As  we  go  l>obblDg  aruund.  ** 

yft  walked  along  to  the  motintaln  ridge, 
A  bobbing  aroand   around   aroand. 

Till  we  got  near  Squire  Sllptbod'i  bridge. 
At  we  went  a  boobiog  around. 

Tben  Joah  and  I  went  on  a  ipree, 
A  bobbing  aroQud.  aroand.  aroand. 

And  I  kiaaed  Joafa  and  Joab  kiaaed  ma, 
A*  we  went  bobbiug  around. 

Then  Joab'e  plnck  no  loneer  tarried. 

A  bobbluK  around   around   around  : 
flaya  he  .  '  Dear  Patience,  let'H  get  married. 

Tben  we'll  go  bobbing  around.  " 

Now  I  knew  he  loved  auntber  gal. 
A  bobbing  aronnd.  around   aronnd  : 
Thay  oalled  ber  long  legged, 

crooked  ahined.  cnrly-tootbed  Sal, 
When  we  weot  bobbing  aruuad. 

So  after  we  got  into  church. 

A  bobbing  around,  aronnd,  aroand, 

I  cat  HUd  left  Joah  In  ibe  lurch- 
Then  be  went  bobl'lng  around. 

Now  all  yon  chapa  whal'a  ^t  a  gal 
A  lobbing  around    around,  aronnd. 
Do  think  of  long  leggrd  crook'  d  sblned.  cnrly-toothed  Bal, 
Wben  yon  go  bobbing  around. 


Facet. 

By  Uri.  M.  A.  Klddeiw 


There  are  tnceti  at  the  window 

And  facea  at  Ibe  door,  - 

And  a  miiltitnde  of  f.icea 

We  bave  nt-ver  f*»-n  before! 
la  the  cnrs  an<l  in  the  ata):e8, 

III  tbe  1'  nes  and  In  the  Ktreeti 
Bnt  we  SIX  n  f><rt;ei  ilie  facea  , 

That  \.e  dail;.  hourly  meet. 

There  are  facea  pile  and  anzlooi^ 

Wlib  many  a  line  of  caie  : 
And  fiicea  odd  and  devihah. 

And  fucex  ynntig  and  fair  ! 
Then  tbe  awret  and  dimpled  chlId-(hoe 

Upon  III  brtijlitly  glean  a 
Ul.e  llie  fiiceH  of  tbe  I'nge'a 

Tbat  «e  uieet  witli  In  ourdreamat 

There  are  facea  in  the  al'  nm. 

That  a'rangi'is  scdrteiy  beed  s 
Tleae  are  facea  of  unr  lo^edoueik 

Wl'Oee  .11  eaiueiitii  they  real. 
There  ia  fattier,  and  dear  motber, 

Who  lonu  have  imnced  from  vleW« 
And  thn  facea  of  Iheir  children. 

With  the  poor,  dead  baby'i,  tool 

Tl<ere  are  facea  in  onr  memoriea^ 

P  lie  facea  of  the  paf^t  : 
Souje  wore  plioti>|irapbe<I  liy  Borrow, 

Hotitt  by  h've-  and  th'  ae  will  ' 
They  will  mingle  with  the  facea 

ThHt  time  a'lOiit  na  pamta. 
Vniil  we  (  irOod  ao  wlila  It  ) 

See  the  facea  of  tbe  a  .luts. 


Vm  Over  Young  to  Marry  Yet> 

Vm  over  young,  I'm  oTer  youngf, 
I'm  over  young  to  marry  yet  : 

Vm  ovtr  youne,  'twould  \>e  a  sin 
To  take  me  frum  my  mammy  yet. 

lam  my  mammy's  ain  bairo. 
Nor  of  my  hame  am  weary  yet ; 

And  1  would  have  you  learn,  lads, 
Ifaat  ye  for  me  Tnnat  tarry  yet. 

, .     ■  I'm  over  young,  Ao. 

For,  I  hare  bad  my  ain  way, 
III  one  dare  to  contradict  me  yet : 

So  aoon  to  aay  I  must  obey, 

In  truth  1  dare  not  venture  yet. 

For,  I'm  over  yoting,  Ae. 

But  I'm  sixteen  next  Lammas  day 

And  gin  a  body  love  me  yet, 
Twould  not  be  truth,  ye  ken,  to  say 

I'm  over  young  to  many  yet. 

For,  I'm  aixteen,  Ac. 


The  Coraican  Brothers. 

Stmc  by  Mr.  J,  W.  Sbarpe,  and  J.  Henry. 
Mnalc  at  Booaey  A  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Street,  New-Tork. 


Onre  npon  a  time-  for  ao  runa  my  rhyme — 
.  Which  for  place  In  the  lalaud  uf  Coraica  we  pitch  : 
There  was  two  twin  brothers  extremely  like  each  other  : 
Indeed,  both  were  bo  like  t'other   you 

couldn't  tall  neither  from  which. 

And  'tis  alao  a  Strange  fact  these  brothers 

bad  also  uiade  a  itrange  compact- 
One  was  called  Fabiau   t'other  Louis  by  name- 
That  nne  should  come  to  tlie  other,  if  any  thing 

liappeiied  and  say  :  brother,  I'ui  i.  Iiled,  aven(e  me  '. 
And  tbe  other  was  obliged  to  do  the  same. 

Their  fraternal  sympathy  was  aucb— and 

I'm  not  saying  too  mnch, 

And  I  conid  bring  instances  to  prove  it  if  I  pieaae— 
Tbat  tbongb  one  waa  In  Pariii  a  Lawver, 

And  t'other  in  Corsica  a  top-sawyer  : 

Still,  if  yon  bad  tiven  Monaienr  Loata  a  pinch  of  bad  snnff. 

Or  any  otber  stuff,  al  which  be  might  bave  taken  huff, 
Monsieur  Fainan  so  bluff,  amid  the 

monntalns  of  Corsica  so  rough. 
Five  hnndred  miles  away  from  him. 

would  have  sneezed. 

Twas  on  a  windy  morning,  while  taking  of  a  ride. 
Monsieur  Fabian,  In  Corsica  astltcU  felt  in  his  side  : 

Oh  '  oh  '  tald  he.  my  brother   tliougb  .vou're  In  Paris  now. 
There's  something  wrong,  and  I  feel  ere  long 

you'll  be  in  a  jolly  row. 

This  hsppened  In  Cor-sl-ca, 

Where  they're  fimed  fur  the  Ven-det-ta  : 

Tou'll  scarcely  believe  In  such  brotherly  feellngi 

But  it  happened  in  Corsica. 

Monsieur  Fsbian  sat  himself  down  to  write 

Ri  toi  de  rbldle  lol  de  ray  — said  he  : 
About  Louia  I  feel  nueasy  quite — 

Bl  tol  de  riddle  lol  de  ray— 

Tbe  candlea  began  to  look  qnlte  blue. 
Bis  brother's  ghost  ciuue  behind  the 

Chair  and  said  :  b-o-o^o ! 

I'm  killed  :  SO  I've  called  to  mention  it  to  yon — 
Bt  tol  de  riddle  lol  de  ray,  oh  !  rl  tol 

de  riddle  lol  de  ray  .' 

Then  Monaienr  Fabian  hardly  believed  bis  senses,  hls'n, 
LuoKed  to  his  brother's  ghuat— beheld  a  vision  : 
One  Chateau  Renaud  bad  a  bit  of  bobbery 
About  a  lady  going  to  a  masquerade. 

Said  Obateau  to  young  Louis  :  if  yon 

don't  mean  to  act  snobblly, 

Why   fight  me.  'twill  delight  me   sir. 
Touiig  Louis  said  they  went  to  the  wiod  St  Fontalnbleu, 

Crosaed  swords  :  they  bgth  fought  very  well. 

Chstean  Renaud  was  a  crack  fencer. 

And  very  soon  young  Louis  fell,  close  by  a  tree. 

gave  one  groan. 
Would  bave  given  Jnst  another,  oh  '.   but  before  he  could, 

liia  aoul  had  fled  to  tell  it  to  his  brother  oh  ! 

Pack  my  carpet  bag  I'm  goine  to  Paria   motber. 
To  challauge  the  black-guard  that  killed  uiy  brother  : 

I  can  fight  wrong  to  right  lum 
I'll  stick  like  a  brick.  I  shall  know  him 

When  1  see  him  aa  sore  aa  a  gtin. 

They  met.  *twas  in  tbe  wood  :  ;         , 

Chateau  Renaud  flew  to  abun  him  . 
This  be  would   if  be  could. 

But  his  eye  was  upon  him. 

Ton  take  me  for  a  ghost. 

But  I  tell  yiiu.  you  are  wrong,  air ; 
Of  your  time  pray  luake  tbe  most. 

For,  you'll  not  live  very  long,  air. 

Don't  ope  at  me  your  Jaws, 

Or  strive  your  frars  to  smother,  oh  ! 
Thou  hast  been  the  cause  of  this  row— 

O  my  brother  ' 

With  yonr  tierce  and  your  crate  aa.  aa. 

Now  our  awiirds  both  broken  are  ah,  ah  ! 
Pick  that  np   we'll  fixht  aa  we  are   oh    la  ! 

And  I'll  soon  Start  you  olT  fur  Uraveaeud— 

Tbe  fight  soon  was  o'er  Chateau  Renaud  fell  dead, 
And  Fabian  with  fightinu  his  strength  had  nlgb  sped. 

When  tbe  ghost  of  bin  brother  rose  up  from  the  tree. 
Safinu:   Brother  you've  licked  him    I  thank  yon  for  me! 
—Baying,  brother  yoa've  ikked  him,  I  thaukyoufor  me! 


One  true  friend   ia  better  than  a  hundred  rel»- 

tions.  }    »     -';■''■;,'.'■ 

Every  mmn's  fortune  depends  upon  his  own  con- 
duct. 

Happinees  haa  many  friends.  1'be  sunshine  of 
prosperity  liaa  attraction  for  all  those  who  love  tn 
bask  within  its  influence,  hoping  to  share  in  its 
sweets. 


:'  Somebody's  Coming,  r    f;^ 

.,'^;;^  By  J.  C.  Andrewa. ; 

Somebody's  coming,  coming,  coming,    ■    " 

Somebody's  coming,  but  I'll  not  tell  who.  ' 
His  form  it  is  manly,  his  features  are  fair. 

His  dark  flashing  eyes  and  his  glossy  black  hair  : 
His  voice  is  all  uiu«ic,  enchanting  to  hear. 

And  when  I  am  with  him,  I've  nothing  to  fear  : 
Do  you  wish  me  to  tell  you  ?  no,  no  !  you  naay  gVMB  ; 

Yet  somebody's  coming  never-tbe-less.        ,■    i 

Somebody  whispered,  whispered,  whispered, 

t'omeb(xiy  whispered,  but  I'll  not  tell  what : 
He  said  there  were  stars  that  shone  in  the  heavens, 

That  listened  to  vows  by  tnie  lovers  given  : 
And  a  sweet  little  boy  with  a  handful  of  darts. 

That  mischievouslv  play  with  poor  maidens'  hearts : 
Do  you  wish  me  to  tell  yov??  no.  no  !  you  may  guess  ; 

\  et  somebody  whispered  never-the-less. 

Somebody's  going,  going,  going,  .,    |  ■ 

Sonieboiiy's  going,  but  ill  not  tell  where  : 
There's  a  neat  Tittle  church  on  the  hill-side  stands. 

Where  somebody  asked  me  to  go  and  join  hands  : 
He  said  that  he  loved  nie,  and  1  must  be  his  : 

Ah  !  what  can  1  do  then  but  answer  liiui  :  yes  ! 
Do  you  wish  me  to  t«-ll  you  ?  no.  no  !  you  may  guess  ; 

\  et  sombody's  going  never-the-less.    , 


In  Every  Fertile  Valley. 

In  every  fertile  valley. 

Where  nature  spreads  the  grass, 
Her  silly  conduct  rally 

To  every  lad  and  lass  :       • 
Where  wenry  rca|>er8  laVior, 

W'ilh  ."^ylvia  gay  be  seen. 
Or  to  the  pi|ie  aiui  tabor. 

Light  tripping  u'er  the  green. 

When  cow.slips.  sweetly  smiling, 

Jledeck  the  viTilant  shade. 
Appear  the  hours  biguiling, 

tJr  head  some  gay  parade  : 
Pursue  tliese  methods  boldly, 

Nor  sink  in  hopeless  grief — 
The  fair,  once  treate<i  coldly, 

W  ill  quickly  grant  reliet. 

Not  for  Gold  or  Precious  Stones. 


Not  for  gold  or  precious  stones 
Would  1  change  my  mountain  home 
Crowds  and  faeihiuns  of  the  town 
Have  no  power  to  draw  me  down. 

(UlORL'S.  '    I      :'j': 

La  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la, 
i.a  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  la  ia. 

Here  the  heart  beats  true  and  warm. 
Knows  no  fear  in  danger's  storm  : 
Iruth  and  freedom  flouri^th  here. 
In  their  native  atmosphere. 

La.  Ia,  1. ,  &« 

Oft  I  climb,  and  gaze  alone 

From  some  airy  Alpine  throne,  1 

With  a  feeUng  pure  and  high, 

As  of  blessed  spirits  nigh. 


i-l 


Le    ia,  la,  •'.  c 


I  would  breathe  this  air.  till  death 
Charms  away  my  mortal  breath, 
Nursed  above  earth's  poor  alarm*. 
Here  to  wake  ic  angels'  arms. 


How  TO  MARK  Hf.vs  LAY— lie  a  BUni  jtriut, 
round  the  body,  and  lay  the  bird  upon  its  si  ^.e 
upon  a  board,  and  fasten  tbe  string  u.i<ur.".<ii}h. 
\  ou  can  then  put  a  pillow  under  its  h«  lu  .  -iu 
wish.  Uens  secured  in  this  roanii'  r  will  lay  for  any 
desired  length  of  time. 

The  greatest  riches  man  can  possess  is  to  know 
how  to  live  on  a  limited  income,  wilh  a  contented 
mind. 

Wben  fools  would  avoid  one  fault,  ibey  surely 
run  into  the  contrary  one. 


¥''^ 


a 


^'^M' 


^•:-    «•■.-- 


:^M 


XlftJii       91.11  l]rJ!«n.'i9      •IVUJKlliUU* 


That'i  Where  Yon  Make  the  Miitake. 

By  a   W.  Hant— Arranged  by  Henry  Tackac. 


Some  folks  think  they're  awfally  clever,  '  ':: 

'J  bat  all  other  folks  are  but  fools  :       .    . 
Some  people  will  often  endeavor  "' 

'io  make  other  people  their  tools  : 
Some  people  will  ooast  of  their  knowledge, 

And  fancy  they're  well  wide-a-wake, 
That  none  are  so  deep  or  so  cute  as  themselTea- 
That's  where  they  make  the  mistake. 

There's  just  as  good  fish  in  the  sea,  bear  in  mind, 

As  those  we  have  managed  to  take  ; 
So  don't  be  too  proud,  and  don't  crow  too  loud  : 
For,  that's  where  you  make  the  mistake. 

Don't  imagine  you'll  meet  with  a  bobby, 

Whene'er  there's  a  row  in  the  street  : 
Don't  imagine  you'll  find  a  fishmonger 

Declare  that  his  fish  are  not  sweet : 
Do  not  fancy  you'll  meet  with  a  cabby,    , 
Who  more  than  his  fare  will  sot  take  : 
Many  as  well  think  an  oyster  could  crawl  up  a  tree. 
And  there  you  would  make  a  mistake. 
If  Tou  fancy  a  girl  dislikes  a  small  kiss. 

You  must  be — what  some  folks  call— a  cake  : 
If  you  think  your  collector  of  taxes  won't  call, 

1  hat's  where  you  make  the  mistake. 

Don't  imagine  a  man  has  no  coin  in  his  puroe, 

Because  he's  not  dressed  as  a  "  swell  :  " 
A  book  with  a  cover  that's  olden  and  worn 

Has  often  a  good  tale  to  tell.  '.    '- 

You  11  oft  see  a  swell,  all  collar,  and  cuffs 
To  his  finger-tips,  white  as  snoW-fiake  : 
But  if  you  l^lieve  he's  all  over  alike, 
'1  hat  s  where  you  make  the  mistake. 

The  ladies  still  wear  an  abundance  of  hair, 

'Tis  a  wonder  their  dear  necks  don't  break  : 
But  if  you  imagine  they  grow  it  themselves, 
1  hat's  where  you  make  the  mistake. 

When  courting,  don't  write  spooney  letters 
'lo  jour  fair  one,  for  love,  nor  for  sport  : 
For,  should  you  but  break  any  promise, 

I  hey  are  surk  to  bk  rkad  out  in  court. 
When  you  wed,  do  not  marry  the  fam'ly  as  well 

tor,  tliat  will  not  a  paradise  make  : 
Above  all,  close  the  door  to  your  mother-in-law. 
Or— that's  where  voull  make  the  mistake. 
Hut — talking  of  marriage — reminds  me 

We've  given  the  Germans  a  shake  : 
1  hey  fancied  Louise  and  her  cash  was  for  them — 
'1  hat's  where  they  made  the  mistake.  . 

Don't  imagine  your  milk  is  not  "  doctored,  " 

Nor  quite  pure  is  your  two-shilling  tea  : 
Don't  imagine  it's  awfully  jolly 

I  he  first  time  you  go  on  the  sea  :     " 
Don't  reckon  your  clucks  before  hatched,  or 

Your  duck  may  p'rhaps  turn  out  a  drake  :      ' 
Don't  go  and  eat  mustard,  and  fancy  it's  jam. 
Or  that's  where  you'll  make  the  mistake. 
AVith  all  the  Bdvice  I  have  given, 

Vou  ought  to  be  well  wide-awake  : 
And,  sliould  you  imagine  1  II  sin^  any  more 
That's  wliere  you  make  the  mintaka. 
. m  lei  — 

We  are  oat  on  the  Ocean  Sailing. 

•  •-',  -.v-  GlRI.S. 

"..■'-']'    We  are  ont  on  the  ocean  tailing. 

Homeward  bound  «e  sweetly  glide  ; 
-'-:   '   Millions  now  are  safely  lauded 
."-:'-  Orer  ou  the  guldfu  shore. 

•':  ^  bOTS. 

'   •'  ■-.  We  ire  out  on  tlie  ocean  sailing 

{    .■'.  Ti  a  home  beyond  tbe  tide  :                  • 

'^'-   /,'  Millioiia  mora  «re  on  their  Journey, 

'  .,-.  Yet  there's  room  for  uiUlioni  mora. 

"~',^'' ;-,  CTl"***!  .    ^11  ^^^  storms  will  soon  be  over, 

"^1.;-    :  Tbeu  we'll  «Dcbor  Id  the  harbor: 

■'■'  •  r    We  are  out  on  the  ocean  sailing 

To  a  home  beyoud  the  tide  : 
.    '  .     We  ure  out  cm  the  ocean  (ailing 
To  a  home  beyond  the  tide. 

Spread  yonr  sails,  while  heavenly  braecaa  : ;_°, 
Oently  waft  our  vefsel  on  ,  '.'■■■:. 

All  on  board  are  iweetly  einging  :  ';"*■'•'■   .'  / 

Free  salvatUm  is  tlie  eoiig. 

All  the  (toruis  will  soon  ba  orar,  ke. 

Vben  we  all  are  safely  tncborad. 
We  will  shoat  :  -  nor  trial's  o'ar  !  " 

W*  will  walk  ■boot  the  city. 
And  we'll  aiirg  for  averinora: 

All  the  storma  will  soon  b«  over.  kc. 


Glory  Hally,  Hallelnjah !  or  tho 
John  Brown  Song. 

John  Brown's  body  Ilea  a  mouldering  in  the  grara, 
John  Browu'a  body  Ilea  a  monldarlng  la  the  grave, 
ioiut  Brown's  body  lies  a  monldarlng  la  tba  giava, 
-.    .-    Bis  Bool's  marehing  on  ! 
'        -  CHORUS, 

aiory  Hally.  Hallelnjah  '  Olory  Hally,  Hallalajah  I 
Olory  Hally,  Hallelujah  ! 
His  aoal'a  luarchiug  on  : 

He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  In  the  army  of  onr  I<ord, 
He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  our  Lord, 
He's  gone  to  be  a  soldier  in  the  army  of  oar  Lord, 
Hla  soul's  marching  on  ! 
Olsry  Bally.  Hallelujah  :  G'ory  Hally,  Hallelnjah  ! 
Olory  Hally.  Hallelujah! 
His  soul's  luarchlug  on  !  -:  ,  :- 

John  Brown's  hoapsack  li  strappeS  npon  hla  twek, 
John  Brown's  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  liis  back, 
John  Browu'B  knapsack  is  strapped  upon  his  back. 
His  sonl's  n  arching  on  I 
Olory  Hally,  Hallelnjah  !  Glory  HaUy,  HaUaluJab  ! 
Olory  Hally.  Hallelujah  ! 
His  soul  s  marching  on  I  ,''.-.'- 

Ria  pet  Iambs  will  meet  him  on  the  way,  —  ; 
HIa  pet  lambs  will  meet  hiiu  on  the  way,  — 
His  pet  lambs  will  meet  him  en  the  way,  — 

They  go  Diarching  on  ! 
Olory  Hally  Hallelujah'  Olory  Hally,  Eallelnjali 
Olory  Hally  Hallelujah ! 
They  go  marchiUK  ou  ! 

They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  tree  ! 
They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  tree  !  ^       ;         .• 

They  will  hang  Jeff  Davis  to  a  tree  !  ;■   ;. 

As  they  march  along  ! 
Glory  Hally.  Hallelujah  !  Olory  Hally.  HaUelqJtb 
Glory  Hally,  Halleliijah  ! 
As  they  march  along  ! 

Now,  three  ronsing  cheers  for  the  Union  ! 
Now,  three  rousing  cheers  for  the  Union  ! 
Now,  three  rousing  cheers  for  the  Union  ! 
As  we  are  luarchiag  ou  ! 
Olory  Bally    BalleluJ.h  '  Olory  HaUy,  Hallallljah  . 
Olory  Hally,  Hallelujah  ! 
Hip,  hip,  hip,  hip,  Hurriib  ! 


Dixie's  Land.       ^-'  ^ 

Ethiopian  Walk  'Bonnd,  Composed  by  D.  D.  Emmett. 


I  wish  I  was  In  de  land  of  cotton,  ^        . 

'Ctmmon  seed  an'  saudy  bottom. . 
Chorus  :    Look  away— look  'way— away — Dixie's  Land. 
In  Dixie's  Land  whar  I  was  l>orn  in. 
Early  on  one  frosty  moruluK, 
Chorus  :    Look  away— look  'way— away— Dixie's  Land. 
Chorus  :     Den  I  wish  I  was  in  Dixie, 

Hooray  !  Hooray  !  '     '    ■' 

In  Dixie's  Land  .we'll  took  onr  stand. 
'■...::.;.•  To  lib  aud  die  in  Dixie,  [  Bepeat. 

Away— awaj^-away  down  Sontb  in  Dixie. 

Old  Missns  marry  Will  de  weaber : 
William  was  a  gay  deceaber  :  ■     '.    .," 

Lnokaway  Ac. 
When  he  put  his  arms  around 'er. 
He  look  as  fierce  as  a  forty  ponnder. 

Look  away.  &c. 

Chorus  :   Den  I  wish  I  was  in  Dixie,  ba. 

His  face  was  sharp  like  a  bntcber'a  cleaber  ; 
But  that  didn't  seem  to  grieb 'er  ; 

Look  away,  kc  >    '  • 

Will  ran  away.   Missus  took  a  decline,  oh  !  -: 

Her  face  was  de  coior  ob  bacon-rhine,  ob  ! 

Look  away  ic.  "  * 

Chorus  :    Den  I  wish  I  was  in  Dixie,  kc 

While  Missns  llbbed.  she  libbed  in  clober. 
When  she  died,  she  died  all  ober  ; 

Loo'<  away  Ac. 
How  could  she  act  such  a  foolish  part 
As  to  marry  a  man  dat  would  break  her  heart 

Look  away.  Ac. 

Chorus  :   Den  I  wish  I  was  In  Dixie,  Ac. 

Here's  a  health  to  de  next  old  Hissua. 

Aud  all  de  galls  dat  wauts  to  kiss  ua  ;  :   ■•-.. 

Look  away.  Ac.  ,^     :"••   , 

Now,  if  you  want  to  dribe  'way  sorrow,  :.'' 

Come  an'  bear  this  soug  to-morrow.  '.   .-. 

Look  away  Ac. 

Chorus  :   Den  I  wish  I  was  in  Dixie,  Ac. 

Sngtir  in  the  gnnrd,  an'  stony  batter. 

De  White  s  grow  fat.  an'  de  niggar's  tatter  ;     .''.  1'.' 

Look  away,  Ac.  ..  j^..' 

Den.  hoe  it  down,  and  scratch  yonr  grabble  j . .  •.<  "•''- 
To  Dixie's  Land  I'm  bound  to  trabble  '. 

Look  away,  Ac. 

Chorus  :   Den  I  wish  I  was  in  Dixie,  Ac. 


An  Ohio  clei^yman  began  a  funeral  sermon  : 
"  In  the  beginning  was  the  devil,  and  the  devil 
was  with  whiskey,  and  the  devil  was  whiskey,  aud 
whiskey  was  the  cause  of  this  man's  death.  " 


Ql^ !  Take  Me  to  Thy  Heart  Again  t 

By  X.  W.  Balfe. 


<  >  I !  take  me  to  thy  heart  agaia  I 

I  never  more  will  grieve  thee  : 
.  Lp  io}ra  are  fled,  and  hope  is  dead. 

If  I  indeed  must  leave  thee — 
Forgive  the  wild  and  angry  word* 

•This  wayward  heart  hath  spkokan  : 
I  did  not  aream  those  cherished  chorda 

So  lightly  could  be  broken — 
Ot  !  take  me  to  thy  heart  again  1 

I  never  more  will  grieve  thee  : 
AU  joys  are  fled,  and  hope  is  dead. 

If  1  indeed  must  leave  thee. 


•1^ 


.hink  how  very  sad  and  lone 
This  life  would  be  without  thee  : 

Fi>r,  all  the  joys  my  heart  hath  known 
Are  closely  twined  about  thee — 

Oh  !  teach  me  to  subdue  the  prida 

tThat  wounded  thee  so  blindly, 
id  be  once  more  the  gentl»  guida 
Who  smiled  on  me  so  kindly— 
len  take  me  to  thy  heart  again  : 
I  never  more  will  grieve  thee  : 
All  Joys  are  fled,  and  hope  is  dead* 
If  1  indeed  must  leave  thee— 


Answer  to  : 
pta't  be  Angry  with  Me,  Barling. 

I     Oompossd  and  Sung  by  S.  D.  Strickles. 

I'm  not  ang^  with  you,  dearest, 

rU  smile  my  sweetest  smiles  again  : 
01k  i  drive  that  trouble  from  your  mind,  loTa^ 

It  fills  my  heart  with  grief  and  pain — 
Mp  ismiles  are  always  smiles  of  pleasora 

lAiB  when  I  promised  to  be  thine  : 
I'll  not  angiy  with  you,  dearest, 

[.am  etiU  forever  thine — 

CHORUS. 

I'm  not  angry  with  you,  deareat. 
Drive  that  trouble  from  your  mind, 

Hy  smiles  are  ever  all  thy  own,  love  ; 
for,  1  am  still  forever  thine — 

Tm'  not  angry  with  you,  deareit, 

tou  make  a  tear  arop  from  my  eye  : 
Why  did  you  think  that  I  was  angry  1 

Hemember,  Iflve,  the  days  gone  by — 
Then  I  told  you  that  I  loved  you, 

And  gave  to  you  this  heart  of  mine  : 
I'll  lemile  my  sweetest  smiles  again,  love  : 

Bot,  1  am  still  forever  thine  I 


-»♦»- 


If  Ever  I  Cease  to  Eat 

Deidlcaled  to  "  Funny  "  Hazleton  by  A.  W.  VraaelL 


On  tba  Innch  rontes  I'm  known  as  a  ronndar, 

From  break  of  the  moruiug  'till  night. 
And  Ibey  say  I  can  equal  ruaglciaiis 

In  patting  things  out  of  their  sight 
Ob  !  I  tackle  all  kinds  of  cold  vlctnala. 

From  Liinbnrger  cheese  to  roaat  meat : 
May  ciBt  away  rocks  make  good  picklea. 
If  over  1  cease  to  eat— 

If  ever  I  cease  to  eat  if  ever  I  ceiae  to  < 
May  l>ob-talI  flies  make  good  mince  plea. 
If  ever  I  cease  to  eat. 


I  am  anre  to  "  take  in  "  all  free  chowders, 

No  matter  what  part  of  the  town  : 
Aud  In  being  on  habd  al  all  ■-  openings,  " 

I've  gained  an  unrivalled  renown 
Ob  '  I    '  clean  out  "  the  plates  aud  the  platters. 

And  Isverytbing  else  that  I  meet  : 
May  I  ^et  forty  days  on  the  ''  Island,  " 
If  ever  I  cease  to  eat — 

If  ever  I  cease  to  eat.  if  ever  I  erase  to 
May  squint-eyed  cats  go  back  on  rata. 
If  ever  I  cease  to  eat. 


I  am  hiingry  from  ntght  nntil  morning. 

Aboqt  starved  from  morning  till  nigkt. 
And  jqat  for  a  piece  of  old  bIscDit 

I'v*  ^ot  into  many  a  fight  : 
I  dost  on  old  ham  and  stale  crackers, 
And  think  tbrm  a  very  fine  treat- 
May  an  the  old  maids  chew  tobacco. 
If  av|sr  I  caa&e  to  eat— 

If  ever  I  cease  to  eat.  if  ever  I  eeasa  to 
May  dniis  chew  grapes  and  tarn  to  apaa. 
If  ever  I  cease  to  eat 
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"0»l  TAKE  ME  TO  THY  HEART  AGAIN." 


M.  W.  BAJLTC 


^m^Mim^^^m 


-^^ — Tj'^ri- 


1.  oil  1  iHke    uie    ti>    lJiyb<art     n  i:aui  !       1 

2.  I    Uiiuk  iiuw  ver  -  v     sad  tuiJ  luue    Tbid 
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y  rllvn.    >  lriii».>. 

er-morc  will  trricve  tbce.  All  jovs  :ire  fled,  and  liopo  isdoiul.  If  I   iudeed  intKtlfave  lliee.  Forijivc     tli<' wild  ami    an  -  ury  woids  This 

vvouklbe  without  thee;  Por.all  thcjovsmy  haul  h.itii  known  Are  closely  twiuedalxmt  thee.  Oh!  teach  rae  to  sub-da*!     Uic  iwide  That 


and    an  -  uiy  woids 
8ub-d;i'!     Uic  pride 
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i^tei 


i^^f 


.    I        did       not  dream    those        cherished  chords  So      li.rlu-ly  could  bt; 

And      be      once  more     the  gen  -  tie  jr.iidc  Who  imiU'd  on   me     {    ;  l'   *o 


*"--! — -^    '^^-    "^1*-      "^    "^   "^      - 
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bro    -    ken 
kind     -     ly. 


5    *     3    '    *     *    *    * 


Oh  I  bike  nie   to 
Then  lake   me   to 


thy  heart    again,-  I    nev^r-more   will  vjrieve  thee ;     All      joj's  arc  fled,    nntl      boiHJ     isdtiad,  If 

thy  heart    ai'ain,  dsc. 
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Hull's  Victory. 


f,. 


/i 


■:a'^^ 


It  oftlniAi  h»i  been  told 

Tbat  tbe  BrttisU  riaUDMl  bold 
Coald  beat  tlie  itr4  of  Franca  uokt  and  bafidy,  Ob  ! 

Uut  they  never iouud  their  match. 

'Xlll  (he  Yiiuki  ea  did  them  c.tcli— 
For,  the  Xaukee  tan  for  fl<{UttJ>g  ara  tk«  daOf,  Oh  ! 

Oh  '  tha  Onerriara  lo  bold 

On  the  forunlDf!  oceku  rolled, 
Commaioled  hj  Daorea  tba  grandee   Ob 

Witb  aa  clioica  a  Britlah  craw 

Aa  A  rauimar  evrr  draw  : 
TUey  could  beat  tli«  FrencUiaaa  two  to  OM,  M  bandy,  Ok  '■ 

When  thia  frigate  bore  In  Tiew:  •  ;; 

"Ob'  aaya  Dairea  to  bU  crew. 
Prepare  ya  for  actio'i,  and  ba  handy.  Oh  ' 

On  ths  westher-!;nag«  we'll  get  beri 

And  to  luaUe  tlie  man  flgbt  better. 
Wa  win  gtve  to  tliem  gunpowder  and  good  brandy,  Oh  !  * 

NovT  tbia  boa'tliiK  Briton  criea  : 
'■  Malie  tbat  Yanl<e«  aliip  7<iur  prtaa  :  '^  i.z. 

Too  oan— III  tltlrty  mlnutea.  do  it  bandy,  Oh  !  -'  •'■:'   ■ 

Or  111  twenty-flva.  I'ui  aara  : 
If  you'll  do  it  In  a  acora, 

ru  ■!▼•  yoa  a  double  ibara  of  good  brandy,  Ob  !     '  ° 

Wbnn  priai^nera  we're  made  them. 

With  awitcboll  wo  will  treat  them  : 
We'll  welcome  tbein  with  Tankeo  Doodle  Dandy,  Ob  !  " 

Oh  '  the  Britiih  balla  flaw  hot. 

But  iba  Tunkeei  aciwered  uot, 
UntU  they  got  a  diilance  that  waa  handy.  Oh 

*' Oh  '  criea  Hull  nnto  hie  crew, 

We  will  try  whit  we  can  do  ; 
If  we  beat  tbuae  buaatlnx  Britona.  we're  the  dandy,  Ob  !  " 

Tbe  flrat  broadaide  we  poured 

Broiieht  the  misen  by  the  t>oard, 
Which  douaed  the  royal  euaign  quite  handy,  Ob  ! 

Oh  '  Decree   he  did  aigh. 

And  to  hla  offlcera  did  cry  : 
•'  Oh  !  I  dldti't  think  tbe  Tankeea  wera  ao  handy.  Oh  !  " 

The  a^cond  tuld  so  well. 

That  the  (ore  aud  mainmaat  fall. 
Which  made  tbie  lofty  frigate  look  quite  dandy,  Ob  ! 

*'  Oh  '  laji  Dacrei,  we're  tuidon»— " 

So  bo  Area  a  ire  Kun, 
And  tbe  drammrra  atrock  op  Tankea  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh  ! 

When  Decree  came  ou  board 

To  deliver  up  hia  aword 
He  waa  loth  to  part  with  It,  It  looked  ao  handy.  Oh  ? 

"  Ton  may  keep  It.  aaya  brare  Hnll, 

Wb:it  makea  yuu  look  ao  dull  t 
Cheer  op.  nnl  take  a  glaaa  of  good  brandy,  Ob '. " 

O  Britun>.  DOW  be  atill. 

Since  ue're  hooked  you  In  the  gill. 
Don't  boaat  upou  your  Dacraa,  the  grandee.  Oh  ! 

.     Come  Oil  your  glaaaea  full. 
'  And  we'll  driuk  to  Captain  HniL 

And  ao  merrily  we'll  piiab  about  the  brandy,  Gh  t    . 
John  Bull  may  toaat  hla  All- 
Let  tbe  world  aay  what  it  will. 
Bat  the  Xaukee  boya  for  flghtlng  are  the  dandy,  Oh .' 


Dew  D'Andies. 

Worda  by  W.  B.  Delehanty— Mualc  by  T.  Brigbam  Bltbop. 
▲•  Song  by  Mr.  Bob.  Wilton. 


tm 


Toong  Alice. 


Voble  rank  and  name  nnlllng. 

Witb  the  charma  of  sweet  alxteen  : 
or  all  iincon*cions  lore  InTitlng. 

Toung  Alice  walked  proud  baaaty'a  qoaen. 
Blooming  thus,  no  care  diaplaylng 

To  protect  lier  RUileless  heart  : 
One  she  loved — l>ut  be.  betraying. 

Faltbieaa  played  the  traitor'a  par^  ' 
Ciloui'S. 
Trom  like  evil,  oh  '  defend 
B.diiled  Alice,  aid  extend  ! 
While  we  humbly  bow  to  HeaTan, 
All  our  ptayeta  for  thee  are  i;lv«n  I 

Fondly  tbna  her  troth  she  plighted  : 

But.  before  tlieir  vows  were  awom. 
Be  left  h«r  i  uined    lone  and  blighted. 

And  broken-hearted  and  forlorn  — 
**  H*.  will  come.  ''  she  muruitired,  praying.— 

Faithlias  hupa  it  ever  proved  I  , 

For   tbe  traiior.  bane,  beiiaylug. 

Ne'er  returued  to  her  who  lored  '. 

From  Ilka  avil,  4o. 

Knw.  alotif;  this  river  straying. 

Alio  oft  returus  to  die  :  '''.  '-    •'■• 

TbH  iiiinge.  thrn   its  life  betrajtnfr, 

Kir  iiijiireil  .^lica  seeiua  to  siiih —  '  ' 

Wlieti  tbe  niiilit  is  dark  and  aturming, 

.\imI  t'le  leiiipeais  four  their  ram  ; 
Th.^n  thia  liuaue   softly  miirm'ring. 
Itreatlies  tlio  traitor's  name  again, 
lie  propitious   aid  extend  ' 
h'^i  thy  spirit  now  daacend  : 
While  we  humbly  bo^v  to  Heaven, 
All  our  prayera  for  thee  are  given  ! 


"Why  are  ladies  like  bells  * 

r>«caii8e  you  can  never  find  out  their  metnl  un- 
til you  have  {[iven  them  a  ring. 


Now  I'm  goin^  to  tell  you  all  a  little  story. 

Bat  1  promise  you  I'll  not  detain  you  long  : 
It'i  about  a  darling,  cbariiiing,  little  tweet  one, 

bhe's  the  captivating  subject  uf  my  song. 
But  I'll  tell  yoa  how  we  talked  and  how  we  flirted. 

When  I  met  thia  belle  : 
And  'twaa  then  I  called  her  little  Dew  D'Andiet  : 

For,  her  name  the  would  uot  tell. 

CIIOIllS. 

She's  to  tweet——  and  so  neot  '  ' '' 

Oh  !   1  lure  the  channing  little  Dew  I>'Andies — 

She's  tlie  sweele.st  girl  that  ever  you  did  see. 
And  she  often  sings  nie  "  love  among  tiio  roses  : " 

Now,  boys,  she's  just  the  girl  for  me — 

When  I  met  her  first,  'twaa  out  upon  a  pio-nio. 

And  I  shall  never  forget  her  winning  smile  : 
For,  slie  danced  and  made  the  chaiigua  in  tlie  musio 

With  her  graceful  pretty  fascinating  smile. 
Then  I  asked  Iter  for  her  name  aud  her  directiona  : 

For,, I'd  like  to  call. 
Then  she  turned  around  and  '    * 

whispered  "  Dew  D'Andies  " 

And  she  smiling  said  'twas  all  ! 

She's  so  sweet,  &e. 

So,  now  listen  to  the  sequel  of  juy  story  : 

For,  as  time  rolled  on,  we  dearer  frieiK  a  l>ecaiue  : 
And  though  yet  I  call  her  little  l>ew  l>'Audie:i, 

I  am  sure  she's  got  another  pretty  name. 
I  have  plaoed  a  ring  upon  her  taper  finger, 

8o  we're  one,  life  for  life. 
And  llosy  May,  my  little  Dew  D'Andiea, 

la  my  darling,  chanuiog  wife. 

She'a  to  sweat,  iic 


Paddy  Don't  Care  I 

Air  :    Tbe  Ould  Bog  Hole. 


I  often  have  bean  told  dat  dis  nigger's  cetting  old, 

Aud  soon  will  be  goiug  to  da  happy  lau<l— 
But  while  I'm  on  dis  upot.  and  I  de  chance  have  cot, 

I'll  ainf(  and  dauce  as  Ioqk  as  I  can  ataud— 
And  dat's  what  de  oia  man  waufb  to  da  t  Dacco.  ] 

I 
When  I  waa  In  my  prime.  I  had  many  a  happy  time. 

With  de  folks  way  down  U)  on  de  oM  idai.titi.  u  :  I 

AttU  whan  our  da.<  a  were  done.  It'a  den  wo  went  in  for  fun :  | 

I  tell  you  we  waa  a  happy  popnlaiioii  — 
Uy  bouca  are  gattint{  sore,  I  cannot  work  uiQch  moro,  ! 

And  soon  to  da  happy  land  be  ^one  : 
But  whilu  on  earlii  I  livf.  and  I've  a  alep  <o  giva, 

Dere  will  be  danclni,'  lOTt  la  OM  Uiiele  Jubu, 


And  dat  s  what  de  old  man  wants  to  do. 


f  Dinco.  J 


^  i»i  ^ 


Boata  people  there  are  yoa  nsrer  ean  please  i 

I  am  one  who  takea  everything  at  my  aaaa— 

There  never  waa  a  womau  ever  frlubtened  me 

With  their  tongues,  though  a  dq^rn  battled  with  nM. 

They  should  be  like  ine    take  oooly  such  tbiug  : 

Yon  dou't  catch  me  freltiii);  n<y  flddle-alrlogs  ; 

Of  troubles,  like  others.  1  h;ive  my  share, 

It's  all  one  to  me— for,  Paddy  dou't  care  !  '  '  > 

CiloKUS.  ■-^, 

I'm  as  happy  as  a  bird  aud  don't  care  a  flg—  '-T  '    . 

I  can  sing  a  Jolly  song   I  can  whiatie,  I  can  Jig  : 
When  there's  a  thunJeriu:,'  row  at  home.  I  never  daapalr, 
I'm  all  In  my  glory  :  for,  Paddy  don't  care  ! 

I  live  in  a  lane,  at  the  end  of  a  street,  :'' .' . 

Up  a  garret,  down  atairs  Is  ii  y  conntry-aeat : 

Some  long  Iriah  feathers  they  stick  np  for  street  doota, 

And  they've  got  no  staira  to  reach  their  Bret  floors  : 

On  one  auother'a  ahonldera  they  climb  up  to  bed. 

And  ths  laat  la  pulled  up  by  the  hair  of  bia  head  : 

Though  all  the  aMea  and  top  is  quite  bare, 

I'm  as  happy  aa  a  (Jueen— for,  Paddy  doii't  care  ■ 

I'm  aa  happy,  Jto. 

There'a  my  better  half,  and  the  best  half  too  : 

Though  the  Priest  made  ua  one.  she's  enoagh  for  two 

Sometimes   very  often,  but  seldom  does  taste. 

Seven  days  in  a  week  ahe'a  as  drunk  aa  a  baste. 

Tbe  family  pl.ita  aho  BinasUrs  all  that 

But  I  can  eat  luy  grub  off  the  crown  of  my  hat : 

If  I  kick  a  double  kunck,  on  my  bead.  I  declare.  ' 

She  drops  a  large  flower- put— but  Piuldy  don  t  care  ! 

I'm  aa  happy,  ao. 

On  the  ground  is  my  bed,  straw  for  my  tick. 
The  rats  and  mice  f<>r  warmth  to  me  atlck  : 
The  stars  for  my  candle,  don't  dread  fire  from  a  tpark  ; 
If  the  moon  isn't  up   go  to  bed  in  the  dark. 
'Ihe  cata  on  tbe  tiles  have  a  Jolly  fi^ht. 
But  they  never  disturb  luy  peace  at  night  : 
And  aa  to  tbe  smell,  oh  '.  it's  rich.  I  declare. 
Tbo'  not  the  eau-de-go-aloug  scent— but  Paddy  dont'eara  ! 

I'm  as  happy,  ac. 

Mow  take  my  adrlea  and  away  never  roam. 

Or.  Ilka  me    yuu  may  have  a  baby  coma  boma  : 

I  have  seventeen  children   young  stoat  aud  atroog, 
Aud  twina  am  expecting  every  day  before  long. 
I  amile.  aud  feel  sucli  pleasure,  delight 
To  see  smiling  faces  around  me  lach  night  '. 
For,  we  are  all  Ixirn.  all  have  troubles  a  share — 
It's  a  pleasure  to  pleaae  you— so  Paddy  don't  care  ' 

I'm  as  happy,  kc. 


m 


Happy  Uncle  John. 

Ob  '  good  evening,  whits  folka  all.  we  come  to  make  a  call. 

And  tnll  you  how  de  old  man  gets  on  ; 
I've  come  to  see  you  all.  loth  short,  fat,  lean  and  tall, 

While  dare'a  danolug  left  la  old  Uncle  John. 


England's  Going;  Down  the  HilL 

Air  :     D>wu  the  lit. 1. 


Vl%  talk  of  Bng'and's  grealnest. 

And  BiiiiluBd'a  ncues  rare  :         viT 
W<>  t:i1k  (  fKnclaiid  s  bricliinesa. 

Aid  frcndoiii  th^it  is  th-rn  : 
Uut  1  va  l>«eu  tUntklMff  lately 

That  alio  hsa  s^iuio  fnuiis  and  ills. 
That  Willi  i.ll  her  craiidenr  ktataly, 
Kuijlaud's  goiUK  liovvu  the  bill. 
CIIOUUS, 
Then  neTer  be  down-he.irird 

bois  the  rich  may  have,  the  mn  : 
Tour  Tolcea  raise  together,  and  lot's  see  what's  to  be  duue ; 
Wo  aio  iu  a  laud  of  plenty,  tbo'  theic'a 

plenty  starving  still, 
Aud  that's  the  reason  England,  boys. 

Is  going  down  the  hilt. 

The  titled  lord  may  rob  and  a'eal, 

Aud  not  be  brought  to  book  : 
But  the  poor  hard>»orkiug  laborer 

In  n  >t  allowed  to  b  ok  ; 
For  atealing  of  an  c;;^  he'a  arnt 

Thice  wceka  to  tie.ul  the  null. 
And  that's  the  ro;iaon  £'  giaud,  boya. 

Is  goiug  ilonn  tbo  hill. 

Then  never  be  dowu-hearted,  bey4.  ko. 

They  talk  of  enilgrntlon 

To  help  tlie  working  man. 
While  cori'iieted  vagaboutis 

Have  robbed  them  of  their  land  ; 
They  will  not  part  tboir  riches. 
But  they  want  more  richts  still — 
''_,--  And  that's  the  reanou  Kngiaud.  boys. 

Is  going  down  tbe  hill 

Then  never  be  down-hearted,  boys  &lc. 

Ye  lordllnss  of  Belgravla. 

'   Who  on  f.i8iiion's  giandenr  f-aat. 

Go  see  the  half-atarved  woman 

Uaka  your  ahirta  a  penny  a  piece  ;      ,! 
Tou  are  wearlni;  out  hor  life's  blood,  • 

And  abusing  of  her  skill—  I 

And  that's  the  reason  KnijlaDd,  boya,     j    _    - 

Is  going  down  the  lilil. 

Tbeu  never  te  do«n-hearted,  boya,  &c. 

Ton'll  often  And  In  London  Slreeis, 

Where  poverty  abounds.  | 

A  man  that  served  his  country. 

Begging  through  the  tu»ii  : 
They've  worn  him  out.  and  when  he's  ill, 

Ue  may  go  where'er  he  will. 
And  ibxt's  ihe  reason  England,  toys,     (,.' 

Is  going  d'inn  thn  bill.  '    ' 

Then  never  Le  down-hearted,  boys,  Ac. 

Tbey  store  tll-golten  thousands. 

These  lords  of  weultb  bud  muk-*-' 
While  some  are  daily  starving 

Ou  the  door-atepa  of  the  lank. 
Tbe  weapon  of  starvation- 

Doea  doxens  daily  kill 
Aud  that  a  tbe  reason  England,  boys,    •    .- 

Is  going  dowu  tiio  hnl. 

Then  never  bo  dowu-hcarted.  bojrs,  &c. 

They  talk  of  revolution  : 

But  that  tbey  need  iiot  fear—  I 

A  man  to  fight  muat  be  well  fed,  i  4 

And  we  cau't  get  it  hern. 
If  they  drive  ns  oCT.  we'll  tell  the  world 

Uuw  we  knew  no  jKsace  until 
Wo  left  the  Starving  couutiy. 

AiKl  £ui:laiid  goiiiu  down  tbe  hill. 

Thtn  never  be  dowu-hearted   boys,  he. 

Sonie  say  you've  snng  of  Enslaud's  fauila. 

For  icinedy  we  ca  1  : 
TIkii  I  a«y  En;;l.ind  s  largo  enougb 

To  Aud  wiirk  for  us  all. 
F  >r  every  Enxiishuian  that  leavct,         [    .'  •    ■■ 

There's  t*o  to  fill  his  pl;ice  :  1.     ■       .■'. 

Ofcourso    the  end  of  that  will  be,       ,      }'       .  ^;  . 

There'll  be  no  EiiBllsb  r«ce  ■ -,  (-      ■ '■■ 

Then  never  be  dowu-hearted.  boya,  he. 

We  do  not  want  the  workhouse,  1 

But  our  hard  bourai  crown  :  j     . 

Then  don't  l»t  foreign  countries  1   '   ■     '•  '' 

Buu  our  Eugliah  workmen  down  :  .   >.'.  '  V 

Set  the  wheel  of  trade  in  motiou. 

Twill  the  workmnn's  pockets  All,         ',  ■  y''/  : 
And  )>erbapB  some  day  again  we'll  say  t|..*<    '.v^ '~ 
■  She's  at  the  summit  of  the  hill.  " 

Then  never  ba  dowu-heartad,  boys,  Aa. 
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Somebody's  Child.        '   f  ^ 

Sung  bj  H»rr7  Bioksrda.      rV'     .j^^.-   . 
Hfule  ftt  Booiey  b  Co.,  THo.  4  Bond  StrMk, K»W>Totlk 


One  night,  npon  the  platform     ■.'     f  ■■.,    ,  ^• 

Of  the  South  Weitern  line. 
SDDttly  packed  np  in  %  bkisp«r.         '\        "  ' 

Ou  which  »»e  written  •■  whin*,  *   »  • 
I  wM  fonnd  by  a  big  porter, 

Wljo  lilndly  Bet  me  free  :  •    (.  . 

And  M  I  imiled.  lome body's oUM 
Be  •wore  that  I  molt  !>•. 

CHORUS.  ■ 

There  !■  a  mystery— 
For,  yon  can  plainly  see 
ThBt  semei'Ody'a  child,  that  •oBMbody'l  ellild« 
)  Boniebody'i  child  miut  be. 
A  parentage  I  owe 
To  either  high  or  low  : 
I'm  Bomebody'i  child.  I'm  tomebody'l  ClUld« 
I'm  somebody's  child,  I  know. 

I  feel  in  re  I  had  a  Mammy, 
Ami  likewiie  had  a  Dad  : 
Ton  can't  (jrow  in  a  parsley  b«d 

So  beautiful  a  lad  ; 
Iie»idet  there's  nothing  green  In  ma  /    *-    '. 

To  show  I  camo  from  there  : 
Look  iu  my  face  and  you  can  trace 
SuDieboily's  son  and  lieir. 
Spobxh  :     Tou'll  find  nothing  obeeh  hanging  to  me  : 
I  fuel  certain  I  had  a  dadly    and  a  mammy    and  what's 
more   I  was  bom  young  like  the  rest  of  u»:  but  why  they 
sliould  have  packed  me  in  a  barnper,  and  hampered  the 
Pariah  with  me,  I  can't  make  out— in  fact- 
There  is  a  mystery— fto. 

I've  oftrn  heard  the  people  say. 

And  no  doubt  they  are  rights    . 
That  I  bed  Mr.  Dizzy's  nose,      '■"'^  '-...■'' 

And  eyea  like  Mr.  Bright. 
And  was  the  image  of  Sims  BeereSi  .,.   ".  ' 

When  my  long  hair  was  curled  : 
Perliapii    '  pretty  Jane  "  ahe  could  explain 
Who  broagbt  me  in  the  world. 
SroKKR  :    But  somehow  or  other.  I  don't  think  Jane 
ha<t  anyihlDg  to  do  with  it.  because  she  was  so  shy.  not  a 
bit  like  me  :  I  ain't  shy  at  all.  I  never  sayeno  tonothing: 
It'a  more  likely  to  have  been  the  t'other  one— yon  know 
wlio  I  iiieau— tlie  sal  as  used  to  meet  him  in  the  garden 
all  alone.     '•  Maud  '  "  that's  It.    Now  I  don  t  want  to  be 
MOBi  HARD  than  necesrary.  but  who  knows  that  the  out- 
szn  did  not  lead  to  tlie  hubszbt  :  for— 

There  is  •  mystery— *o. 

I  look  at  the  adTertisemenIs 
To  see  whoee  child  is  lost. 
And  every  one  I  chance  to  meet 

With  tiiese  words  I  accost  : 
"  You  havu't  missed  a  pretty  child    . 

Who  you  wish  to  reclaim  ?  "  /  # 

Then  coiue  a  lick,  or  else  s  kick  : 

OU  !  Isn't  it  a  Bbaire  !  '  ' 

Sponif  :  It  waa  only  the  other  day  I  saw  ui  old  ehsp 
looking  as  if  lie°<l  lost  comethinK.  So  I  goes  np  to  him 
auds>ys:  "Have  you  lost  a  child?"  say*  L— "  a  what  ?  " 
says  he  -"  a  KiD  ?  "  sajs  I.— "I've  lost  a  pair  :  "  says 
he.  — ■■  Perhaps  I'm  one  of  them  T  "  says  I.— at  which  be 
talies  nphis  stick  and  gives  it  me  to  rights.  *■  Tbere 
now  says  Im.  you  can  go  and  pass  yourself  off  for  the 
Prince  of  Walks.  "  And  I  might  have  done  it :  for,  I  felt 
yrm*  all  over,  I  can  tell  yon.    Ob  !— 

There  is  •  a/stsry    *e. 

Oh  !  tell  me  :  Is  tbere  any  here,  •■    J 

And  speak  wltboot  delay,  ','    . 

Wh'>  ever  packed  a  hamper  np, 

And  sent  a  cblld  anay  T 
Did  you  or  you.  or  yon,  or  y OB  t 

If  ao  be  reconciled. 
And  let  me  know,  before  I  go, 
I  Mu  somebody's  chilJ.  -     '. !  ■'! 

Oh  I  solve  this  mystery, 
And  kindly  welcome  me 
As  somebody's  clilld.  as  somebody's  child  : 
I  somebody's  child  mnst  be. 
'•  A  little  kindness  ebow.  ^i    ; 

And  your  applause  bestow  : 
I'm  somebody's  child  I  m  somebody's  Child, 
I'm  somebody's  child.  I  know  ! 


••»-« 


The  Monntain  Maid. 


Th«  monnUin  maid  from  her  bower  has  Wed, 

And  sped  to  the  glassy  river's  side, 

\N  here  the  radiant  moon  shone  clear  and  bright, 

And  the  willows  waved  in  the  silver  light  ; 

On  a  mossy  bank  lay  a  shepherd  swain, 

lie  woke  his  pipe  to  a  tuneful  strain. 

And  so  blithely  cay  were  the  notes  he  played, 

Ihat  he  '^harmed  the  ear  of  the  Mountain  Maid. 

She  stopped  with  timid  fear  oppressed. 
While  a  soft  sigh  swells  her  gentle  breast  : 
lie  eangi't  her  (rUuce,  and  marked  her  sigh, 
And  triumph  lau(;hod  in  his  sparkling  eye. 
^o  softly  sweet  was  his  tuneful  ditt}', 
lie  charmed  her  tender  soul  to  pity, 
And  so  blithely  gay  were  th«  notes  he  played, 
That  he  gaineo  tne  heart  of  the  Mountain  Maid. 


Bight  Side  Vp  With  Care. 

Composed  and  Snng  by  Fran'<  Oaytoa, 


It's,  if  I  had  the  piles  of  cash  I  wonld  not  care' two  straws  : 
Hard  times  would  never  bother  me— for 

tliem  I  have  no  cause. 
But  ss  it  Is.  I  am  satisfied  that  money  starts  the  mare. 
And  as  you  see  me  here  to-nigbt 

I  am  right  side  np  with  care. 

CHOEUa. 
Tes.  siree.  yes  airee,  right  side  np  with  ear*      .'" 
And  as  yon  see  ms  here  to-night, 

I  am  right  side  np  with  care. 
C  Repeat  ] 

A  nice  young  girl  she  courted  me, 

she  broke  my  heart  in  twain  ; 
I  did  not  cry,  nor  did  not  die.  but  made  it  whole  again. 
Eer  cheeks  were  like  roses,  red  and  curly  was  her  hair  : 
I  did  not  die,  oh  !  no,  not  I ! 

I  am  right  side  np  with  ears. 
CROBCS. 
Tes,  slree.  yes.  siree.  right  side  np  with  care  :    .'.''      '    ': 
And  as  yon  sea  me  here  to-uight. 

I  am  right  side  up  with  care. 
[ Bepeat  ] 

Onr  Union  was  not  dissolved. 

tliough  traitors  round  ns  swarmed  : 
It's  Johnny  Bull  across  the  pond. 

he  tried  to  do  us  harm. 
Our  starry  flag  is  to  the  msat, 

'  onr  forefathers  plsoed  it  there, 

And  freedom's  sons  will  die  to  keep 

it  right  side  up  with  care  ! 
'         '  '         CHORUS. 
Tes  slree  yes  stree.  rigbt  side  up  with  care  : 
And  as  you  see  me  here  to-night. 

I  am  right  side  up  with  care. 
'■•  ■■:■■:■■  '.':'■[,{"::'  [Bepeat,  ] 


Elia  is  My  Style. 

Sung  by  Lew  Collins,  the  Song  and  Dance  Artist. 


As  I  travel  around  this  tows   "'. 

And  gaze  upon  the  fashion,  -  *. 

I  always  see  in  merry  glee 

The  pretty  girls  so  dashing  :         ■   c  ■■ 
And  as  1  get  around  tbem  :'■. 

They  greet  n.e  with  a  smile. 
But  none  among  them  pleases  ma : 
For,  Ella  is  my  style. 
CilORUR. 
To  see  her,  yon'd  confess 
She  is  BO  gayly  dressed  : 
She's  my  sweetness  she's  my  peach : 

When  on  me.sbe  throws  a  smile, 
There  is  no  one  to  match  her — 
For,  Ella  Is  my  style. 

The  first  time  that  I  met  her. 

It  was  at  a  promenade  :  i;      ■ 

The  moon  was  shining  brightly,    ..' '     . 

'Twas  then  I  made  a  rsld. 
I  asked  her  quite  politely 

If  I  might  see  her  home  : 
She  smiled  on  me  and  took  my  arm, 

And  then  we  walked  along.  ° 

Teseeher,  fte. 

I  told  her  that  I  loved  her. 

And  married  we  wonld  be: 
So  in  our  best  we  quickly  dressed. 

The  parson  qnick  to  see  :  :  -',- 

And  now  she's  my  darling  little  witb,      ; 

She  greets  me  with  a  smile  : 
There  Is  no  one  to  match  her— 
.  for,  Ella  ia  my  style. 

To  see  her,  &e. 


If  si 


.:*♦■ 


Constancy. 

Oh  !  say  not  love  was  never  made  .- 

For  hearts  so  light  as  mine  : 
Must  love  then  seek  the  cypress  shade, 

Bear  but  a  gloomy  ehrme  '/ 

Oh  !  say  not  that  for  me  more  meet 

The  revelry  of  youth, 
Or  that  my  wild  heart  cannot  beat   ' 

With  deep  devoted  truth. 

Though  mirth  may  many  changes  ling^    '      7.- 

'Iwas  but  an  outward  show  : 
Even  upon  the  fond  dove  s  wing 

Will  varied  colors  glow. 

Light  smiles  upon  my  lip  may  gleam. 

And  sparkle  o'er  my  brow  : 
'Tis  but  the  glitter  of  the  stream       ..;■'/;- 

That  hides  the  gold  below.  ■    ■.:/■ 

*Tis  love  that  gilds  the  mirthful  hour, 

'1  hat  lights  the  smile  for  me  : 
Those  smiles  would  instantly  lose  their  power, 

Did  they  not  glance  on  thee — 


W 
I 
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Buy  My  Water-Cresses  T 

DiBsxa. 


fii\ 


Jack  came  home,  his  pockets  lined,        ' .  '':'";> 
In  search  of  Poll,  his  only  pleasure  :  ' "-  " " 

To  Pickle-stairs  his  course  mclined,       "  ,■  .-.i.- 

-  In  b«r  fair  lap  to  pour  his  treasure. 

But  scarce  arrived  at  £amed  liag  tair. 
Where  the  keen  Jew  the  clod  pole  fleeocs. 

Bis  whistle  ttirned  into  a  stare 

At— Corns,  who'll  buy  my  wateiscresses  f 

He  starts,  and  trembles  at  the  sound  — 

Whieh  now  is  heard,  and  now  obstructed  : 
And  now  his  hopes  are  all  ag^nnd. 

And  now  'tis  to  his  ears  conducted. 
"  Zounds  !  cried  out  Jack,  I  know  that  phis— 

But  then  such  togs,  they're  all  to  pieces  : 
Why,  it  can't  be—  d— e,  it  is, 

"lis  Poll,  a  bawling  :  W  ater-cresses  !  " 

And  now  she's  in  his  arms,  while  he 

Bids  her  relate  fortune's  reverses  : 
"  Ths  world  finds  faithless  as  the  sea. 

And  loads  false  friends  in  troops  with  cur  see 
They  took,  said  she.  my  very  bed, 

Ine  sticks  they  seized,  and  sold  in  pieces  : 
So  to  get  a  bit  of  honest  bread, 

I  cries — who'll  buy  my  walir-cressess  f  " 

"  Stin  art  thou  rich,  my  girl,  cried  Jack, 

And  still  sliall  ta.;te  each  eorthly  pleasure  I 
Thou'rt  true,  though  rage  are  on  Uiy  back, 

An^  honor— Poll's  a  noble  treastire — 
In  hi^  gay  tog-shop  rigged  so  neat, 

111  fortune  from  this  moment  ceases —  " 
This  said,  he  scattered  in  the  street 

ISafket  and  rags,  and  water-cresses. 


Sort  of  Thing  You  Eead  About 

Words  by  Oeorge  Cooper. 


Pm  gbing  to  sing  a  little  song, 

If  you  will  list  to  me  ; 
It's  m^t  too  short  and  not  too  long, 

Btit  that  you'll  qnickly  see. 
I  don't,  say  my  song  will  please  yon, 

Thi)'  your  verdict  1  don't  fear  ; 
In  fa4t,  it's  a  sort  of  song  you  read  about, 

But  Very  s^om  hear. 

:-,J-  ■■-:  ■ 
Now,  politics  are  all  the  rage,  1    ••    - 

And  bribes  are  changing  hands  : 
On  either  side  it's  iuet  the  same,     .:.|.' ' 

No  matter  how  jt  stands.       .  ■  ;H    r 
I  doQ^t  say  among  poUticiana  ' 

That  no  honesty  can  be — 
And  yet  it's  a  sort  of  thing  we  read  aboiit, 

Btifc  very  seldom  see. 

Divorces  are  the  fashion  now  : 

Chicatgo  is  the  place 
Where,  if  a  man  oon't  like  his  spouse,   .'■'■. 

He  goes  to  change  his  base. 
There  are  many  wedded  people,      ;,|' 

Who,  of  course,  in  peace  agree  : 
But  then,  it's  a  sort  of  thing  we  read  about, 

Bat  very  seldom  see. 


I 


The  girls  are  trying  hard  to  vote      '  ; 

Atw  wear  the  breeches,  too  ; 
They're  trying  hard  to  Doctor  us —       .    .--;   .:; 

But  then,  'twould  never  do.  -  ..>  V 

They  would  have  us  nurse  the  babies. 

And  to  cook  and  make  their  tea  : 
Bat  then,  it's  a  sort  of  thing  we  read  about 

And  hope  we'll  never  see. 

Why  are  a  young  lady's  affections  always  donbi- 

^*  ...  ^i.     '-  ■ 

Becaoee  they  are  miss-givmgs.  -  '     -  • 

Why,  if  my  father  has  ten  sisters,  may  it  be  in- 
lerred  tbat  I  have  leased  property  ? 
Becaoee  I  have  ten  aunts  (  tekakts.  ) 

Why  are  persons  with  short  memories  like  office- 
holders ? 

Becanse  they  are  always  for— getting  everythii|g. 

Derivation  of  Buss —  Boss  :  to'  kiss.  Rebuss  :  to 
kiss  again,  blunderbuss  :  two  girls  kissing  eaeh 
other.    Omnibus  :  to  kiss  all  the  girls  in  the  iDom. 
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Land  of  My  Birtk 


Ci)mpoied  by  A.  Lee. 
Celebrated  Beenk  from  the  Operetta  of  the  "  SwUs  Swtlna. 
SuDg  by  Mr.  J.  W.  Wlllianii. 
Uaaic  at  Booiey  &  Co.,  No.  4  Bond  Street,  Kew-Tork. 


OU  '  the  land  of  my  birth  is  the  dear  spot  on  earth. 
T>>  which  my  heart  and  luem'ry  fi<n<lly  clinK  : 
\v  here  the  joys  of  my  yonth.  from  the  fuuntaln  of  truth, 
III  nnaiilled  purity.  (1I<I  BprlDK—  .  . 

A^aiii  I  behold  thy  wild  moantalna  bold,  ,-  ',  >.\.    .'. 
Tliou  home  of  the  biavu  aud  the  free— 

lh'>a  home  of  the  lirare  and  Ilia  free— 
Bttt  till*  nrhinit  l^re^isl  cau  neTer  know  rest 
If  Roixttn  li  fjitlilesi  to  me   If  B'^aette  is  faJlhleas  to  ma. 
Uy  Konetto  dear,  luy  moautain  love. 

when  fur  away  from  Tyrolee, 
In  other  climes  when  doomed  to  rove. 

my  only  thonuht  has  been  of  thsa  : 
When  far  away  from  Ty  rolee.  in  other 

ciinea  when  doomed  to  rova. 
My  only  thought  has  heeu  of  thev — 'inlil 

our  hills  a;aln  to  roTe^ 
Our  enrly  Jots  (o  nniiib  r  o'er,  thy  lover  to  Ilia  Batlva  hOB« 
KKtiiriiB  to  cUiiii  th  '   hand,  once  mos«  : 
My  Kusclie  dear,  uiy  mouutuiu  love. 

when  far  away  from  ^f«tea, 
In  other  h-iuda  when  dnom^pd  to  rove. 

hiy  unly  Ihonttht  has  been  of  thae— 
^hen  in  *  attle   the  w<ird  :   *   t-r  home  draw  the  aword  !  " 
Wht-n  the  conflict  w  ■»  (h>ne  the  victory  won 
ForT.irolee  Tynilee  Tyrolee  T.vroloa— 
Ah  '  my  Botette.  niy  mountuin  love. 

whru  far  away  from  Tyrolee, 
In  other  lamU  when  doomed  to  rove, 

my  only  thought  has  bean  of  thee. 
My  mountain  love,  baa  l'<:eu  for  tUec  ! 


Saw  Ye  My  Wee  Thing  t 


"  Saw  ye  my  wee  ililnjr— saw  ye  my  ain  thing  T 

8«w  ye  my  tine  l"Vo  down  by  yon  lea  f 
Cioes  >i  she  the  imailow  ^ealra'en  at  the  Rlosmln'  t 

Suui<ht  she  ih>'  Lnrme  where  flowera  the  baw-tre«  T 
U<  r  b;iir  it  is  lint-white,  her  ekiu  it  Ik  milk-while. 

Dark  is  the  b  ue  nf  her  snft  rollintr  e  e  : 
B<  <l.  red  her  li|>a  are   and  aweeier  than  roses  : 

Whera  could  my  weo  thing  wander  fMa  ma  T  " 

"  I  saw  nae  yonr  wee  thing— I  aaw  nse  yoor  ain  thing. 

Nor  Siiw  I  your  true  love  down  by  yon  lea  : 
Uiit  I  met  ae  bunnlf  thioK  late  in  the  gloaintn', 

Down  by  tiia  hiiruin  »here  flowers  the  haw-tree. 
Her  Inir  it  wxa  liut-whtle,  her  skin  It  was  milk-white. 

Dirk  was  the  bliio  ,  f  her  saft  rolling  e'e  : 
Be, I  were  her  ripe  llpa   and  aueeier  than  roaea. 

And  BAfct  were  the  klases  that  she  ga'e  ma.  " 

"  It  V  aa  na  my  wee  thing— It  waa  na  my  ain  thing, 

It  na.^  la  my  Inie  love  ye  met  by  the  tree  : 
ProiKl  in  hiT  leal  heart    and  modest  her  natnre. 

And  siie  never  lo'ed  nny  nniii  she  lo'ed  me  : 
Htr  n  ime  it  is  Mary,  she's  frae  Castlecary. 

Atl  h;ia  s'lii  «.it    "hen  a  bairn    on  my  l,n<>e  : 
I'air  as  your  f.ice  is   wer't  fifty  timra  falter, 

Y>  uug  bragg  >rt.  nhe  La  er  would  gi'e  kiasea  to  thee.  " 

"  It  «rs8  then  your  Mary,  slia'a  frae  Csstleeitry  : 

It  \v..s   thcro  yi'iir  true  love  I  met  by  the  tree  : 
Proud  us  hei'  he  irt  is  aud  luodeat  her  nature. 

Sncet  nt'.e  I  he  kisoea  thit  ahe  (ta'A  to  me  '  " 
Eair  glonu:v>l  b  s  dnrk  brow  biood-red  bla  cheek  grew. 

Wild  flashed  the  Dre  frae  hia  red  rolling  e'e  : 
'   Yc'se  lilt),  fcuir,  this  morning. 

your  I  oasts  and  yonr  acornlBg— ' 

Defend  ye  f  use  traitor  !  for  loudly  ye  lie.  " 

"  Aw:i'  wC  becuiiln?  "  cried  the  youth  smiling  : 

AfF  wr  nt  thu  boiin<-t  the  lint-white  loeka  flee  : 
llio  l»-lie'l  plui'l  fa'ln:;.  her  »bite  bosom  shawing, 

F.iir  stood  the  ina  d  wC  the  dark  rolling  e'e  ! 
*'  Is  It  my  wee  thlDK— is  it  my  am  thing  t 

1h  It  my  trui!  love  here  that  I  see  f  " 
"  Uh  '  Jamie   f  irwro  n  e  :  your  heart'a  constant  to  ma  : 

I  U  never  muir  u  under,  dear  laddie,  frae  thee  !  " 


Look  Aloft 


In  the  tempest  nf  llfo  when  the  wave  and  the  gala 
Are  around  and  above    if  iby  looting  should  fall. 
If  thine  rye  ahoiilil  ^row  dim   and  thy  caution  depArt— 
Look  aloft  itud  be  flriu  and  c>'nflding  of  heart. 

If  ti  e  f  lend,  w..o  ombraced  in  prosperity'a  glow, 
With  -.1  ami  e  for  e-.ich  joy  an>i  a  tear  for  each  woe, 
Hiiouid  ht^tray  thee  Hhe«  aorrows  like  oiouds  are  arrayed— 
Ii<jok  aloft  to  the  frleuUaUlp  which  never  shall  fade. 

Rhnuhl  the  via: ni  s.  which  hnpeapreads  in  lliiht  to  tUlaeeya, 
LUe  the  tinis  of  tl  A  r^lniMiw  the  swifter  to  fly — 
Jheoiuiu   ill  d    throuKh  tears  or  repriitont  regret, 
L'juk  aiofi'to  the  Suu  that  ia  never  to  aet. 

Should  they  w'no  urn  deareat— the  aon  of  thy  heart, 
'1  he  »lfe  of  thy  boaom — in  aorruw  depart  ! 
Look  a  oft.  fro  II  t]\>:  darlneas  and  lUist  of  the  tomb, 
T  >  ihe  s  Jil  where  aff-ctiou  is  ever  m  hiooui. 

Anl    ol:  '  nhtn  deslu  coiiifH  in  his  terrors  to  caat 
His  f'-ara  on  tin-  fiitunv  bia  pall  on  the  )  asl — 
In  the  li.o.'  c:ic  of  darkness  with  hopn  m  ihy  heart, 
<.nd  u  a  I  I  "  .11  tiiy  eye.  luok  aloft  aud  depart  '. 


Lo»k  Always  on  the  Sonny  Side. 

Look  alwAjs  on  the  eunny  side^ 

'  1  ia  wise  and  better  far 
And  safer  thro'  life's  cart's  to  glide 

lieoeath  bope'a  beaming  star. 
TLe  epringa  uf  roay  laughter  lie 

Close  by  the  wefl  of  fears  : 
Yet  why  should  merry  fancies  die  -    * 

Drowned  in  a  flood  of  tears  * 

Look  always  on  tlie  sunny  tide —  . 

''lis  wiae  and  better  far 
And  safer  thro'  life  ■  cares  to  glide 
Beneath  hope's  beaming  star. 

Look  always  on  the  sunny  side — 

'1  he  guiltless  bosom  can  : 
Nor  tremble  'neath  life's  roughest  tide. 

It  is  not  worthy  roan. 
Why  sheuM  the  heart  with  vain  regret 

l>reak  joy's  enchanting  spell  ? 
Tho'  age  be  come,  love  lingers  yet 

In  every  flowery  dell. 

Look  always  on  the  snnny  side— Ae. 

Look  always  on  the  sunny  side — 

Karth's  not  forlorn  or  drear  : 
Hope  ever  be  thro'  life  our  guide, 

lily  friends,  nor  shadows  fear  : 
The  clouds  around  the  setting;  sun 

Add  glory  to  the  skies — 
Thus  sliadows  around  us  darkly  flung, 

Make  brighter  days  arise. 

Look  always  on  the  sunny  side— Ae. 
m  i»i  ^ 

Scatter  Song  and  Oather  Rosea 

The  Music  can  Im  obtained  at  the  Mnslc-Slore  Of 
Wm.  Hall  h  Sou.  M3  Uroadway,  New-York. 

r  Aa  Snng  by  Rollln  Howard. 


Scatter  song  and  gather  rosea. 

As  tbroufjli  life  we  paaa  along: 
Never  beed  the  weary  hours 

Weave  then  well  with  Joy  and  song. 
Scatter  sobk  and  gather  roses. 

As  throngh  lifn  we  pasa  along  : 
Never  heed  the  weary  hours. 

Weave  them  well  wltli  Joy  and  aoog. 
Weave  them  well  with  Joy  and  aong. 

Scatter  aong  and  ^ther  roaes. 

They  are  bloom  Ins  hnds  of  light. 
Which  adnru  life'aaunlit  bowers. 

And  swell  the  moments  with  delight. 
Scatter  song  snd  Rslher  roses, 

As  throngh  life  we  paaa  along  : 
Never  heed  the  weary  hours. 

Weave  them  well  with  Joy  and  aong, 
Weave  them  well  with  joy  and  song. 

Scatter  song  and  gather  roars. 

Never  wait  till  atorm  Is  o'er  : 
For.  In  doing  Joy  reposes. 

Friends  they  love  as  all  the  more. 
Scatter  snng  and  Katber  rosea. 

As  throngh  life  we  pass  along  : 
Never  beed  the  weary  boora. 

Weave  them  weil  with  joy  and  song. 
Weave  tbem  woU  with  joy  and  aoa^ 


The  Brave  Old  Oak. 


A  song  to  the  Oak.  the  brave  old  Oak, 

Who  hath  ruled  in  the  green  wood  long  : 
Here  a  health  and  renown  to  hia  broad  green  erowa 

And  hiB  fifty  aims  so  strong— 
There's  fear  In  his  frown  when  the  sun  goes  down 

And  the  Ore  in  the  oeat  fades  out. 
And  he  shewetU  his  might,  on  a  wild  midnight, 
When  the  atorm  through  his  branches  shout. 

Then  here's  to  the  oak.  the  brave  old  oak. 
Who  stands  in  his  pride  alone. 
.     And  still  flouriah  hiv  a  halt  green  tree. 
When  a  huudred  yeara  are  gone— 

In  the  days  of  old   when  the  spring  with  gold 

Had  brightened  hia  brsurhra  grey, 
Throngh  the  graaa  at  hia  feet,  crept  maidens  sweet 

To  gather  the  dew  of  May  : 
And  OU  that  day.  to  the  reheck  gay. 

They  frolieked  with  loveaoine  swains  : 
They  are  gone -they  are  dead— iu  the  charoh-yard  laid— 

But  the  tree  It  atiU  rematna. 

Then  here's,  ho. 

He  saw  the  rare  times  when  the  Chrlitmts  cblmei 

Were  a  merry  sonnd  to  hear  : 
When  tiie  sqnirs's  wide  bail,  and  tba  cottage  email 

Were  filled  with  uood  Eiigliab  cheer. 
Now  ({.Id  hath  the  sway— we  all  obey  — 

And  a  mtbleas  klntf  la  be  : 
But  he  never  sbsjl  seud  onr  ancient  trltni 

To  be  tossed  on  the  stormy  sea. 

Then  here's,  ko. 


Im  a  Jolly  Old  Boy  StUL 

Air  :     Bear  it  like  a  man. 


Some  Bay  that  I'm  old.  and  growing  too  cold 

To  taste  of  festive  joys  : 
That  I've  aeen  my  prime,  and  have  had  ro/  ti 

Bnt  no  aucli  thing   my  lAiya  ! 
I'm  hale  and  stroug.  cau  a  ng  a  song, 

And  a  toast  Rive  with  poo<l  Kill : 
I  am.  I  know   and  meau  to  abow,        .'/^ 
A  Jolly  old  hoy  atlll  I 

Mo  Ironble  or  care  shsll  whiten  my  hair, 

Tho'  Time  may.  If  he  will  : 
For  I'll  let  them  aee  that  I  mean  to  b« 
A  Jolly  old  boy  still. 

Two  wives  I've  hsd.  snd  l>een  the  dad 

Of  children  dear,  a  acoie  : 
And  see.  do  I    no  reason  why 

I  sliOQld  not  own  some  more— 
I've  not  lived  fast  therefore  ahall  last ; 

8o   make  my  miud  np.  will. 
With  my  third  wife  to  go  thro' llfi^ 

A  Jolly  old  boy  still! 

■  .■  '  No  trouble 

State  policy  ne'er  troubled  me, 

I  ne'er  to  let  it  mean  : 
To  the  Revenue  I  pay  what's  due. 

And  aing  :     '  Ood  aave  the  Queen  !  " 
If  there  a  a  canaa  for  foreigu  wars, 

I'll  pay  for  them,  outil 
The  triumph  we  gain   while  I  remain 

A  Jolly  John  Bull  stIU  ! 

No  trouble.  Ac. 

Tour  "  Bright  Champagne  "  affecta  the  brain. 

With  mine  it  won't  agree  : 
Bnt  good  old  Port  tba  real  right  aort. 

The  "  (sttla  "  is  for  me— 
Then  with  good  cheer,  and  good  frienda  here, 

Oo  gently  down  the  hill—  . 

Of  life  I  mean,  till  tbe  last  acsne-*'       .i< 

AJoUy  oldboy  aUU! 

No  tronble 


Ac. 


Ac. 


^♦•M 


Fading  Awaj. 


i 


Oh  1  hark  I    tie  the  angels  now  ealling  : 

Your  child,  mother,  soon  must  prepare 
To  leave  this  dear  spot  I  was  bom  in, 

A  nd  ioin  our  dear  baby  up  there — 
Draw  closer  that  little  round  table. 

Come  cloeer,  dear  mother,  to  me. 
And  let  me  see  dear  brother's  cradle. 

We'll  both  pray  for  father  and  thee. 

When  you  gaze  on  that  little  round  table. 
You  think  of  your  daughter  and  son  t 

And  my  baby-brother's  empty  cradle,    ' 
You  know  where  your  chimren  are  gone  : 

Come  eloaer,  dear  mother,  your  blessing  I  pray,    ' 
1  go  to  joia  brother— I'm  lading  away— 

Oh  !  list  to  those  little  birds  singing  :  ' 

Their  musio  sounds  sweetly  to  rue  :   ! 
I  fancy  a  message  they're  bnnging 

From  father  across  the  blue  sea.         • 
I  should  like  to  have  kissed  those  dear  features,  ' 

And  be  clasped  in  his  arms  to  his  breast  : 
But  bear  him  my  love,  little  creatures. 

And  say  that  jus  child's  with  the  blest—     . 

Then  give  me  yotir  blessing,  dear  mother  :     :  ^    . 

We  shall  all  meet  each  other  again,  •     ,*    • 

Both  Tou  and  I,  father  and  brotlur, 

And  never  know  sorrow  or  pain  — 
Oh  !  hark  !  'tis  the  village  bells  ringing 

So  merrily— brother,  I  come  — 
One  kiss,  good-bye  !  parents,  say  with  me  : 

"  Not  my  will,  but  thy  will  be  done  !  " 


The  Darkey's  Sigh. 

As  Sang  by  Ned  Tomer. 


I  fbll  In  love  with  a  yeltow  charmer,  ~ 

De  Olio  you  aaw  nie  with  to-ilay, 
Dat  caused  de  white  folks  to  aturs. 
As  we  was  paaaluK  down  UroadwaF. 
CilOKUS. 
De  ladies  Sigh  as  «e  paas  by. 
Roll  delr  eyes  at  ii.e  and  Lisa. 

Berdaddy'a  from  old  Virninny, 
Her  mammy  wsabea  for  de  ^enta,    ... 

And 'Lisa  like  a  clever  daii;<hti  r 
Banga  da  clothea  ui»  n  de  r>  nee. 

De  ladiea  sigh 

I  told  her  I  was  gwine  to  leave  her 
1  come  to  bid  her  ii'y  laft  gro  t-l\'e'! 

She  o'er  de  table  fainted  n«ur. 
And  filled  my  hinlkrrchlef  <hor';   fi.  l  of. 
Du  lailiaa  sitib 


Ao. 


rv  — 
Ac. 


.  -'»ifc^'-f<''^.^-J«»*'-i>  afce  '■%.. 


Peter  Mnrpby. 


Wrltf«a  Mni  Simg  br  3-  H.  Rjran,  with  grMt  Kseetu,  kt 

Tony  Paator'i  Open  Houte. 


Aw*7  in  South  Brooklyn  a  big  row  was  m»klnf, 
Away  in  South  Brooklyn  ■  bif  row  was  making. 
ADd  poor  Peter  Murphy  WM  the  boy  they  were  taking  ; 

SroKKN  :  Is  there  e'er  a  pretty  girl  liere.  from  the  Etit 
to  West  Broadway,  tliat  would  be  after  trying  to  coai.  and 
entice  tlie  heart  of  the  poor  unfortunate,  dilapidated 
Peter  Murphy,  from  the  green  moaiy  bank*  of  twaet 
SliderermontefiBbterflarataralnal  ? 

Fal  de  diddla  I  do. 

Arrah  !  bnt  now  be  ii  taken  and  droTe  ronnd  the  city  : 
Arrah  !  bat  now  he  is  taken  and  drove  roond  the  city, 
With  bla  bauda  tied  behind  him, 

and  all  the  girla  they  cry  pity. 

SroSEii :  Tea,  ladiea  and  gentlemen,  I  wiab  to  inform 
you  that  poor  Peter  waa  rnnnlng  for  Alderinan  of  the 
Fourth  Ward  :  ao  iuatead  of  that,  acme  of  the  copa  got 
bold  of  him  and  ran  hlin  to  Blackwell's  Island  to  be  the 
goremor'a  man  :  but  never  mind,  It'a  all  I  want  to  know. 

Fal  de  diddle  I  do. 

Oh !  inre  he  la  gone  to  the  Island, 

but  not  for  aheep  stealing  : 
Ob  !  aare  he  ia  gone  to  the  laland. 

bat  not  fdr  sheep  stealing  : 
It  was  for  the  loving  of  a  pretty  girl— that 

waa  poor  Peter's  fklllng. 
Fat  de  diddle  I  do. 


:  Stamp!  Stamp!  Stamp! 

My  Wife  if  Stamping. 

By  L.  M.  Thornton— Air  :    Tramp,  Tramp,  Tramp  ! 


My  name  Is  Tommy  Todd,  don't  yon  think  It  rather  odd  T 

1  got  married  before  anything  I  knew  .- 
Tea.  I  thonght  I'd  talte  a  wife,  parson  said  it  was  for  lite. 

And,  by  Jaans  !  every  word  he  aaid  waa  trae. 

CHORUS. 
Stamp,  stamp,  aiamp  !  my  wife  ia  atamping. 

Blowing  up  and  nagging  all  the  day  : 
Throwa  the  flrat  thing  at  my  head, 

cnrtain  lectnre  when  In  bed, 
She's  the  devil  if  she  cannot  have  ber  own  way. 

In  the  morning  when  I  rise,  like  a  cat  she  at  me  flies, 
And  aweara  she  has  had  no  aleep  all  the  night : 

In  the  bed  she  then  tnrna  o'er,  and  so  loudly  ahe  will  snore, 
And,  If  I  wake  ber,  there  la  rare  to  be  a  fight. 

Stamp,  stamp,  atamp  I  ko. 

And  while  she's  at  her  ease. 

I  make  the  bed  and  oateh  the  fleas, 
I  have  to  clean  the  chamber  np  also, 
While  my  wife  Is  always  oat.  with 

the  neigh bort  gadding  about. 
Or  with  them  to  the  pab.io-boases  ga 

Stamp,  stamp,  stamp  !  &c. 

And  when  I  bring  the  ehlnk,  not  a  drain  I  ask  to  drink  : 

If  I  do,  the  roUlDg  pin  abe  at  me  throwa  : 
And  her  aim  is  pretty  aare— if  I  don't  make  for  the  door, 

She  is  aafb  to  crack  my  aknll  or  break  my  nose. 

Stamp,  atamp,  atamp  !  *o. 

Every  night  ahe  goes  away,  to  the  mnaio-hall  or  play. 
And  I  know  abe  is  with  companioDS  cot  a  few  : 

For.  ahe  cata  It  very  flne,  drinking  ale  and  wine. 
And  cornea  rolling  home  abont  the  hour  of  two. 

Stamp,  stamp,  atamp  !  4e. 

If  ahe  weald  bat  ahortly  croak, 

rd  the  hat-band  bay  and  cloak, 
Oet  an  onion  just  to  water  well  my  eye  : 
And  they'll  know  it  Is  bnt  abam— for.  too  only  glad  I  ant. 
When  ber  nose  and  toea  are  torued  np  to  the  sky  ! 

Stamp,  atamp,  atamp  !  fee. 


Battlin,  the  Beefer.  ,0 

Written  and  Sang  by  Welford  Vtmttm 


BattllB  the  Beefer,  they  say,  is  my  name— 

for  want  of  a  better  •. 
Who  gave  it  me  t  I  cannot  tell— bnt 

certainly  I  am  bis  debtor. 
I  don't  know  if  I  ever  waa  bom. 

or  ever  bad  alater  or  brother  : 
The  only  relation  I  claim,  is  Jolly  old  ocean— my  mother. 

CHOUCS. 

For,  I'm  aracketty,  rollicking  frollicklng, 

swaggering  aon  of  the  sea  ! 
I  care  for  nobody,  no,  not  I !  and  nobody  cares  for  me. 

She's  nuraed  me  np  from  a  kid.  and  ever  been  kind  to  me, 
I  think  I  dropped  from  the  clouds,  or  was 

found  in  a  ohsst  of  tea  : 
Whichever  it  is,  I  don't  care  '.  one  man 

la  as  good  as  another  : 
And  never  mind  who's  his  dad. 

aa  long  as  he's  got  a  ^ood  mother. 
For,  I'm,  he. 

Now  that  I've  come  on  shore,  I'll  tell  yon 

what  I  have  done— 
I've  Ineu  in  b  .ttirs  a  score,  many  victories  we've  won  i 
Wo  fuuyiit  ilie  Uiissiau  chaps — the 

Chinamen  we've  made  ran— 


The  Indian  bhwks  laid  on  thair  baeka— and 

whacked  'em  all  like  fttn. 
For,  I'm,  4c 

Now  that  I'm  here  for  a  lark,  determined  I  am  to  be  >oUy, 
Could  I  see  a  neat  little  craft,  whose  name 

might  be  Snaan  or  Polly— J 

Should  I  again  have  to  flght  with  f 

Busiian,  Prussian,  or  Turk,  ] 

The  Cnion  Jack  vlU.be  at  my  back,  and  wall  i 

find  them  plenty  of  work. 
For,  nn,*o. 


I  Am  a  Bold  Bneanier ! 


H-t».  m  ^,- 


At  night,  stealing  over  the  waters  ys   . -> 

My  bark  like  a  spirit  is  seen, 
When  the  billows  ore  red  with  my  skiighters, 

Or  the  moon's  in  ber  loveliest  sheen. 
In  feir  or  in  foul,  1  am  ready  v ,  >  : 

'Gainst  the  rich  laden  merchant  to  steer  : 
I  am  firm  to  my  purpose  and  steady— 

For,  I  am  a  bold  Bneanier  !  :    . ' 

My  bark  she  has  masts  tall  and  rakinfp, 

She's  fit  for  a  master  like  me, 
And  all  who  behold  ber  are  quaking  -^  ~ 

\V  henever  she  rides  o'er  the  sea. 
When  a  suppliant  to  me  is  kneeling,    /,    .    ' 

At  his  deep  tale  of  sorrow  I  sneer  : 
To  me  it  is  useless  appealing — 

For,  I  am  a  bold  Bucanier  !        ■'•^    . 

I  once  owned  a  house  where  no  dAngtr^.  >;..> 

Intruded  to  rufSe  my  breast  : 
Usurped  by  a  powerful  stranger,    •    '="/ 

Now  others  its  chambers  hare  pnani  : 
So,  now  in  my  turn,  I'm  a  rover. 

No  power— though  potent — I  fcftr  : 
I'll  live  till  my  destiny's  over,  '  -  -  '  . 

Then  die — like  a  bold  Bueaniar  !       ;'->::'  '' 


TTpon  the  Oraad  Parade  f 

B«a(  by  Anal*  Adan*. 


Lai  Mm*  felkg  talk  af  foralgn  lifi. 

_  its  pleasures  and  ita  joys: 

Bat  Oontiaeatel  galty  to  me's  all  empty  noise  ! 

And  rattling  daahing  Hew-Tork.  too. 

is  quite  put  In  the  ahada 
By  LoarBranoh,  in  tha  Mason,  there 

to  walk  the  grasd  parade ! 
OHonrrs. 
Upon  the  Orand  Parade,  upon  the  Orand  Paiads ! 
The  Orand  Parade  at  Xicag-Brsnch  throws 

our  Broadway  in  the  ahsde  ! 
Upon  ths  Orand  PantAs  upon  the  Orand  Parade  i 
Oh  !  snob  «  jolly  aet  yon  aaeet  upon  the  Oriaud  Parade  ! 

What  can  be  more  delifhtful  than  the 

charminr  morning  walk  t 
Such  lota  of  dashing  fellows  with  tots  of  funny  talk  : 
Snob  prstty  little  apeeehea.  tbnuiih  I  m  dreadfolly  afHId 
There  are«om*  naofhty  flbs  oft  told 

upon  ths  Orsnd  Parade— 
Upon  the  Oraud  Parade  !  A& 


Now.  glrli  who  wants  a  awaat-heart, 

that's  the  place  to  pick  and  ebooee  ! 
There  aia  Dutchmen.  Frenchmen.  Oernjans 

Turks.  Italiana.  Oreeks,  sad  Jews  ! 
And  nice  old  Knglish  gentlemen,  who 

have  a  fortune  mada— 
And  gay  jKmag  sparks,  with  none  at 

all— upnn  the  Oraod  Parade  ! 
Upon  the  Oranil  Parade  \  Aa 

If  evar  t  get  married.  Oh  !  I  hope  that  it  will  be 

To  some  nice  jolly  CapUln.  whoa  been  all  bis  daya  at  esa : 

Then  I'll  persuade  him  just  to  stop 

and  bay  bis  little  roald 
A  charming  Villa,  by  the  sea.  and  near  the  Orwnd  Parade  \ 
'  Upon  the  Orand  Parade  !  Aix 


^  lei  m 


Tip  In  a  Back-£oom,  Boys ! 

(  NXW  YUBIOX.  ) 

Mew  deaeripUve  Oomlc  Song  by  3.  A.  Eardwlek. 


Air  :    Up  In  a  Ballooo. 


There  are  many  people  fond  of  living  hl^. 
And  may  do.  so,  lodging  in  a  garret  near  the  ekr. 
Up  Ave  pair  of  stairs,  abont  two  feet  wide. 
With  a  night-serenade  of  the  cata  outalde  :       '■<"'' 
It  wouldn't  anit  xx.  I  should  cut  it  in  haste  :    '"''■' 
But,  you  know,  there's  no  accounting  for  tacte : 
Bo  I'll  juat  deaeribe  yonr  minda  to  illume. 
The  pleaanres  of  living  up  in  a  back-room. 
0B0BU8. 

Up  In  a  back-room,  boys  !  np  in  a  back-room.  ' 
Amongst  tilea  and  chimney-pots,  squalor  and  gMom  ! 
Up  in  a  back-room,  boys  '.  up  in  a  back  room  :  -^ 

It'a  something  anti-jolly  to  live  np  in  a  back-room. 

Juat  fancy  a  garret  about  aix  feet  square  : 

You  can  sweep  the  oobweba  down  with  your  hair : 

For,  tha  slanting  roof  oomea  down  so  low. 

You  must  draw  up  your  legs,  when  to  bed  yen  go  * 

And  can't  stand  np  In  your  own  xilb.  don't  sots. 

Without  pushing  some  of  the  roof  ines  off! 

Behind,  you  oan  see  raga  taimg  on<  on  a  broom, 

That'a  a  nice  look-out  from  a  top  back-room— 

Up  iu  •  back-room,  beys  !  Ae. 

With  the  floor  full  of  holes,  the  walls  fbll  of  bogs. 

Five  of  the  alz  wlndow-paoea  atulbd  with  old  raga  : 

I  should  be  content.  If  1  was  a  born  flat. 

To  owe  nlnepenoe  a  week  for  a  crib  like  that : 

It  might  suit  a  bard  up  poet,  moonatrack.  r.: 

Or  bury  artiat.  dead  out  of  lack  : 

With  a  cbarch^ard  behind,  be  could  count  each  tomb. 

And  Study  high-art  np  in  a  back-room. 

Up  in  a  back-room,  boya  !  Ae. 

Up  In  a  back-room,  yon  msy  take  it  at  ease, 

Studying  the  tricks  of  indnstrions  fleas  :  .. 

With  a  Pot  of  Porter,  it  a  not  a  bad  plan,  ;!' 

\o  dance  ou  the  table  a  quart  cam-car. 

There's  one  draw-back  :  if  the  Louae  catches  light. 

Bid  good-bye  to  assistance  quite— 

Ton  may  bawl :  "  fire  !  Are  .'  "  till  the  day  of  doom  : 

Fur,  no  one  will  bear  you,  up  In  a  back-room  I 

Up  in  a  back-room,  boys  !  Ae. 

Up  In  a  baok-altie.  ninety  feet  high. 

Water  and  wind  coming  in  from  the  aky. 

Smoke  from  the  ihlmney  blinding  your  eye. 

That's  Jn»t  the  place  self  slaughter  to  try  : 

Take  a  front  parlor,  a  floor  or  a  shop. 

A  kitchen,  or  cellar,  all  day  in  to  stop  :      -  '    .  .    - 

But  if  you'd  avoid  blne-devllg  and  gloom. 

Oh  !  never  live  up  in  a  top  back-room  ! 

Up  in  a  back-room,  boya  '■  Ae. 


VSne  Does  Wonders  Every  Day. 

(A  DnxT.  ) 


:Jv»i** 


» 


><«»-«l 


"  I  have  a  great  love  for  old  iiYirep,  "  said  a 
pretty  girl  to  her  masculine  companion.  "  1  am 
much  fonder  of  young  ukrs,  "  was  his  reply. 


Wine  does  wonders  every  day, 
Makes  the  heavy  light  and  gay, 

T)irows  off  all  their  melancholy  ;       .  j      . 
iMakes  the  wisest  go  astray,   i.a  ;:';*'  ^ 
And  the  busy  toy  and  play,  I}/:^''- 

At>4  the  poor  and  needy  jolly. 

wHne  makes  trembling  cowards  bold* 
Men  in  years  forget  they're  old, 

II  otnen  leave  their  coy  disdaining. 

Who  tiil  then  were  shy  and  oold  iiytv 
Makes  a  nignrd  slight  hia  gold, 

Ab4  the  foppish  entertaining.      •. 

Good  Enough  For  He. 

Words  by  Oeorge  Cooper- Music  by  Obarlea  I.  Pratt 

The  Muaie  oan  be  obtained  for  10  Cecta  of  the 

Pnbliaker,  Bxaj.  W.  Hzroxoocx,  3B  Beekman  Street, 

Vew-Tork. 


bnMble  bee  is  hsaaMln', 
sunny  daya  am  commla*, 
poaanm  be  am  bummtnT 
Away  up  in  de  tree  :         '  c  ■•'■[■     I  %\ 
Ob. '.  I'ae  de  galias  rover, 
Wif/oa  Fm  Mlin'  over, 
ZHa  nigger  he's  in  elober— 

'  Cat's  good  enongh  for  me  ! 
Oh  !  go  'way  from  me,  honey, 
I'm  lively  as  de  flea. 
And  fall  of  fnn.  my  work  am  done- 
Dat'a  good  enongh  for  me  ! 

RCrBAIN. 

Sen  go  'wa7i  honey,  don't  yon  ace 
on  take  de  breff  away  from  me !  C  DiacK.  ] 

Oh  !  I'm  in  Inb  wid  LUa, 

Ae  gayest  tantalisa, 
Qe  niceat  ob  de  nicer 

In  style  you  mast  agree : 
While  odders  lob  de  roses, 
4nd  some  de  roman  noses, 
All  in  her  saoday  closea — 

She'a  good  enongh  for  me 
She  sets  my  heart  a  singln', 
Iiike  June-bnes  in  da  tree  : 
1  tell  you  all.  both  short  and  taO-^ 

j  She's  good  enough  for  me  ! 

I  t  Bxvnasn  Ain>  Vtmvm.  ] 

'ae  light  as  any  ladder. 

tar'a  whlakey  in  de  medder : 

fh  !  if  I  only  had  ber. 

How  tiappy  I  would  be  ! 

feel  aa  gay  and  flrnny. 

ler  kiss  is  sweet  as  honey  : 
Jh  '  she's  de  gal  "  for  luoney— ■ 
i  And  flood  enough  for  me  ' 
Imong  de  stura  a  sailiu', 
pis  conple  yon  will  see. 
And  when  we  go,  I  lole  you  SO  — 
'  She's  good  enough  fbr  me  ' 

C  BxvmAnr  aks  Daarox  ] 


■'j.'..''  " 


m 


a:\:. 


9»0 


Tli£     SIl^OUK'S    JOtJRJVAL.. 


The  Langbing^  Philocopher : 

OB  THE  PUlLOSOi'ilY  OF  LAUOHIMa. 


Old  tini^lrnai>«i  ntlier  fMl,;;' 

Ai  you  *re  awara  oow  : 
L«t'«  ba  nie<ry  wlille  <te  laat, 

HceilirM  uf  (lr«i>Mr  u«w  : 
Bniip  yunr  fliik'er'  "t  »!'*  oar*. 

U'ire  will  not  ouiu«  near  /on  : 
If  you're  Julljr.  r  declare  <- 

That  !•  sura  to  cliMr  TOO. 

LAIIOIIIMO    CKORCa.  ' 

Ha  ba  h*  !>•  ha  ha  ka*.  * 

Hare  we'ie  jxya  nefira  u  ; 

lU  bit    111  lia    hn  ha  he* 
L'liigb  and  ulug  (be  oborMi 

Drix-wicH  will  uot  do  for  me, 

OBtn-wica  give  ma  latber  : 
Lit'ie  ciiuiibjf  cliipa  yoa  aea, 

MaHs  a  h:i|ipy  (.itlier. 
Kl«a  your  vifo,  and  never  mind 

What  may  foilow  iiftt-r  : 
KISH  yuur  maid,  uiayhap  y<m*1I  flad 

Tbat  may  apoll  yuur  laagbter. 

Scorn  not  aad   or  aeady  folks, 

Betlar  tar  rallave  Ibam  : 
lloari«h.poor  nad  nrady  folka. 

When  oM  care  Uotli  Rrlaira  tb«K 
Aldinw  litcae  ibat  are  iliitresaed— 

Mam  ine— Ihtn  bprrafler 
Kot  a  care  wilblu  your  l>reaat 

To  impada  yonr  laughter. 

Llttln  loTera  rnral  trip* 

Thnughta  of  luarriaKe  bllMea, 
Ltitia  luTiDg  lurluK  ll|>e 

Fondly  yleldlog  kiaaea  : 
Very  oft  a  siniile  lifs 

Makea  a  fellow  narront, 
While  a  merry  little  wife 

Will  from  care  preierra  lU. 

Badneaa  make*  ye  lean  and  pale, 

Dull  aud  melnneboiy  : 
OUdueaa  makps  ye  itoat  and  hale, 

Happy,  iilytba,  and  Jolly  ; 
If  you  oere  at  all  for  care, 

Oare  ri  aur«  to  grIrTe  yoa  i 
If  you  treat  him  light  aa  air,   -    - 

Care  la  anra  to  leave  you. 


Cbonia. 


A  Perfect  Care. 


Ckeru. 


Obonu. 


Oltonu. 


The  Infatnated  Phothograpbiit 

Air  :    Ck>ing  Home  to  Dizey. 


Vttt  far  fyem  hare  aa  yoa  mnat  know. 

There  i*  a  shop   ther  call  Photo., 
Where  fkcea  bnng  all  In  a  row, 

As  I  »as  KolDg  boiiie 
A  jonng  m«n  dreeeed  <|alte  amart  Indeed 

lu  wbiie  hat.  and  lu  salt  of  (weed, 
And  booiB  all  made  of  pateut  leMber 
Aa  I  «aa  going  boiua  : 

CIIORUI. 
Miae  will  y.n  tarry  ?" 
-  Miee  will  ;oa  sUy  T  " 
Soma  day  we'll  marry.  " 
Perhapa  we  may.  " 


Seid  ha  : 
Beid  he 

BAid  he  : 
Said  I: 


I  then  walked  on  :  ke  made  me  atefk    . 

I  then  walked  back,  inio  his  ahop^ 
Tor  htm  to  Ui»  my  photo.. 

As  I  was  gointc  home. 
I  sat  me  down,  ab  '  tben  be  sighed  : 

Be  looked  tt  me.  aua  tben  be  triad. 
In  vain,  to  lake  my  photo.. 

As  1  waa  goinc  borne. 

Xt  bine  stik  bonnet  I  did  dofl. 

My  s»tiu  hood  1  than  took  ott. 
For  biui  to  take  my  photo,. 

As  1  wsa  going  home. 
Aootber  look  at  ma  be  took. 

Then  Ilka  in  aspen  leaf  be  shook, 

Sroack  :     As  he  said  : 

■■  I  wish  you'd  be  my  photho  . 
*  Aud  make  tbls  buase  year  home.  " 

I  thnuKht  an  I  arranged  my  carls. 

Snxe  men  weie  mude  to  marry  glrlS 
Tbat  I  would  wed  ollb  photo  , 

And  n>ako  bia  hoase  uiy  home. 
I  blunlied  an  i  tb'  tt  1  auawerad  yis—    : 

Aud  ibuu-be  gave  tu  me  a  klSS, 
An<l  tbfU  — I  kiB-ed  my  photo., 

A*  I  wad  goluK  bou.e. 

Deer  Plioto  .  is  't>oat  Rlx-fnot  two, 

Uia  liair  is  bru»n  bia  eyrs  are  bllM  i 
Aud  wbut  be  aiild  I  won't  tell  yon. 

As  we  were  walking  home 
A  vi-AikinK  ilkeMPS  |  boto.  takes, 

F.ice-eti'>iis  j 'kes  dear  photo,  makea, 
Be  iiMkee  u  e  laoKh  illi  my  aide  aobes. 

Whene'er  be  seee  ma  borne. 

Thrr*'*  Utile  donht   IfPhnto..  dear 

TToto  h  *  ro'**  ■■»  qnit«  piueere 
Ti  at  op  ai'ail  ibpn   ihare'a  llitle  IMr, 

B'tb  h»T-  a  bsppy  iieme. 
Tberp'a  :iitie  don  t  when  married,  wa 

Will  try  nM>at  *rld-n«Da'ly 
T*  increaae  cur  jibninee  gallery 

Wtthm  oar  happy  borne. 


Ohen*. 


Ohoras. 


Obonu. 


Olioms. 


Toaog  Lore  he  plays  some  fanny  tricks 

With  na  nnlacky  elves  : 
■o  gentlemen.  I  pray  look  oot, 

Aud  take  care  or  ]  ouraelvea  : 
For  ouce  I  met  a  nice  yonng  maid 

Look  mi?  so  demure. 
And  all  at  once  to  lue  she  Cried  i 

"  You  ara  a  parfaeS  care  '■  " 

I  wasted  00  ber  lots  of  cash. 

In  hopei  her  love  to  share  : 
I  with  her  used  to  cnt  a  dash, 

And  all  tbint^a  went  un  sqoara— 
Until  I  cauKbt  anotlierrhap 

Who  on  bia  kners  did  woo  her— 
She  cried,  ss  sbn  my  face  did  slap  : 

"  You  aie  a  perfect  cure  '  " 

I  called  up<^ii  hor  the  next  day, 

Coiiceruiug  that  affair  : 
I  took  a  seat   and  on  it  lay 

A  airanue  ba',  I  dec'are. 
■■  Wlio'e  bat  Is  thjt  t  "  says  t— Bays  sbai 

•   Not  yours   ymi  ir  ay  be  sure  • 
So  you  may  walk  yonr  cbalka  from  me— 

Fur.  yuu  are  u  perfact  cure  '■  " 

"  Care  or  no  cure.  I  replied, 

Rucli  insults  are  not  needed—" 
When  a  tali  fellow  1  eaided. 

Who  nearly  h>ir-Lllled  me  did. 
1  ihrouKb  the  window  took  a  leap 

And  full  in  a  common  sewer  : 
Tbey  dragged  me  out.  aud  loud  did  sbont 

"  There  goes  a  perfect  cure  I  " 

I  was  laid  op  for  seven  months, 

Indeed  I'm  not  romaiicinK. 
Which  brought  on  Ur  Tantlny's  danCA; 

Thai's  why  I  keep  on  dancing. 
One  day.  a  Baadle  called  on  me  : 

I  felt  alarmed,  you're  saie  : 
■'  A  lonK  with  me  coma  on  '.  says  he. 

You  ara  the  pertect  cure.  " 

He  took  me  'fore  the  mnglstraie  : 

There  atood  the  faithless  she— 
An  artful  tale  rhe  did  relate. 

And  swore  the  babe  to  ma. 
Tbe  case  created  lq|s  of  faa 

At  my  expense,  be  sure  : 
So  I  pay  for  what  I  never  dona. 

Ain't  I  a  perfect  core  T 

Cnre  tbe  neighbors  now  call  ma. 

My  sbopmates  say  the  same  : 
They  try  to  cure  me  of  my  love, 

Aud  rob  me  of  luy  name. 
I*Te  told  you  all  — my  song  is  done 

Yoa'll  pity  ma,  I'm  snre,  • 

And  say.  aa  I  away  do  ran, 

"  Ain't  yoa  a  perfect  care  T  " 


The  Last  Sensation. 


ODe,  Two,  Buckle  My  Shoe. 

Written  by  Waiter  Bumot. 


By  T.  H. 


m  s<af  yea  of  tbe  new  ideaa 

That  please  the  Yankee  Nation. 
Since  nothing  new  wili  suit  the  bcys, 

If  not  a  new  seu'atti  b  : 
Tbe  ladlea  lead  that  tort  of  thing. 
In  dreta  and  rostrum  speechea, 
And  we  innit  let  tbem  have  full  swiac. 
Or  we  shall  loee  onr  breeches. 

Oh  '■  that,  indeed,  would  be  a  go, 

And  spoil  uur  recreation  : 
If  men  wore  petticoats  I  knew, 
"Twoald  be  tbe  last  aeosstlon 

We  live  uot  as  our  Fathers  did, 

A  calm,  bum-drum  ezialeuce  : 
We  barn  our  caudle  at  both  ends — 

The  reckoning  keep  at  distance. 
We  plonKe  in  debt  for  Fashion's  sake. 

The  poor  ape  richer  atation 
And  live  "  two-forty  "— bnt  to  make 
Each  day  a  iTew  sensation— 

And  so  wa  go  bip  bip.  barrsh  ! 

And  keep  up  au  inflation  : 
We  swig  tbe      benzlue  "  at  tbe  bnr. 
Till  ouwes  tbe  lost  aansatioa. 

Onr  papers  dramas  only  live 

By  buiubUK  stiiniilailon  : 
Our  piclnrps   ilaaby.  gaudy,  false, 

Oot  ap  for  a  aenaatlon  ; 
Tbe  people  follow  where  they  lead, 

but  ftiw  escape  the  foUy, 
Uot  11  at  last  they'll  go  to  seed. 
What  matter,  so  we're  Jolly  ? 
And  eo  we  go  In  ev  ry  mood. 

And  aerve  out  llfa'a  probation  ; 
Bnt  If  we  all  were  wlaa  and  good, 
There'd  i/e  a  grand  acnsatlon  ! 


Why  are  most  people  who  eat  turkice,  like 
bftbiee  ?    Because  iMj  are  fond  of  the  breast. 

Why  are  tnoaqnitoes  the  most  rrligions  of  all  in- 
■ects  f  Becaoae  they  fint  sing  over  yoti,  aikd  tben 
prey  on  you. 


A  lorely  girl  I  chanced  to  meet. 
Bnt  Bomelbing  ailed  ber  i  reity  feat ; 
She  asked  fur  help  lu  accema  sweet, 
la  such  a  chariulug  m.  nuur— 
.  .  One.  two  buckle  my  aboe  : 

That's  what  I  did  fur  Hannah  j 
One  twe.  buckle  my  shoe  : 
'X'hat'a  what  I  did  for  Hannah. 

Some  drewood  In  her  arms  the  bore, 
Her  face  waa  one  yuu  could  adore  : 
I  went  nritli  ber  un:o  the  door. 

And  knocked  at  It  fur  Hannah  :        '        ' 
Three,  four,  knock  at  the  door— 

That'a  what  I  did  for  Hannah.  -' 

Bbe  dropped  tbe  slicks  oU  '  croel  fate  ! 
I  picked  tlieiu  up  au<t  laid  them  etraight : 
She  placed  tbeni  in  tlio  fire-grate, 

I  kindled  them  for  Hannah. 
Five  six  i>ick  upthoKiiciiii- snvcn,  eight,  lay  themstraight — 

That's  what  I  did  for  H'annah. 

The  fire  burnt  up  sbe  killed  alien,    .  . 

Tbe  fittest  oat  of  n<ne  or  ten  : 

I  went  and  dug  potatoes  tbeu  %,■'■'".. 

For  supper  for  lue  and  Uanuah.       *'       '  '^ 
Nina,  ten  a  Jolly  fat  ben— eleven,  twelTe,  dig  aad  delve— 

That's  what  I  did  for  Hannah. 

Whan  snpper  wsa  ever  sbe  ssld  :  "  Jos^ 
I  think  It's  time  yon  ought  to  go. 
Or  else  the  folks  will  aay   you  know. 

We  re  Courting — '  aaid  hir  Hani>ah. 
Thirteen,  fourteen   maids  a  courting— 

So  were  me  and  Hannah. 

This  was  a  >  ear  ago  at  Hllebin, 
I  never  aaw  a  more  be«  itching 
Maid   in  any  cily  kitchen. 

Than  lovely   charming  Hannah. 
Fifteen   siztren    malda  in  the  kitchen— 

So  was  I  with  Hannah. 

We  married  were  it'a  truth  I'm  stating, 
I  di  in't  lil>e  to  ki-ep  ber  waiting. 
And  now  there  a  seventeen  or  eighteen. 

All  at  home  with  Hannah. 
Seventeen.  eU'hteen   children  waiting 

At  home  along  with  Hannah. 

As  singing  here  don't  suit  me  quile. 

As  I've  an  awful  appetite. 

I  know  my  sapper  will  be  all  right, 

Becanse  it's  cooked  by  Hannah. 
KInetean  twenty   my  cupboard's  emptj, 

I'll  go  home  to  Hannah. 


Life  is  Like  a  Eace. 

Composed  and  Snng  by  J.  H.  Ryan. 
Air  :  Call  ber  back  and  kiss  ber. 


i 


Life  M  like  a  rao«  where  some  euceeedt 

While  others  are  beginning  ; 
'Tis  luck  in  some,  and  others  spead, 

1  hat  gives  an  early  winning  : 
But  if  you  chance  to  flail  behind, 

Ke'er  slack  in  your  endeavor, 
Just  keep  that  motto  in  your  mind  - 

'lis  Better  Late  than  Never.  t 

CHORCS. 

Tbie  world  is  a  rocky  road  you'll  find. 

But  each  do  his  endeavor. 
And  keep  that  motto  in  your  mind 

'lis  Better  Ijite  than  Sever. 

And  if  you  keep  ahead,  'tis  well. 

But  ne'er  trip  up  your  neisbbor 
'lis  noble  in  this  life  to  dweU 

By  honest,  patient  labor. 
No  matter  if  you're  broken-down. 

Press  on  as  bold  as  ever,  '■ 

Though  your  friends  may  on  you  frown  : 

"lis  Better  Lute  than  Never. 

The  world,  die. 

Choose  well  the  path  in  which  you  run, 

-    Succeed  by  noole  daring  : 

Yon  may  struggle  hani,  but  when  it's  won. 

Your  crown  is  wortli  a  wearing. 
Then  never  fret  if  left  behind, 

Nor  slack  in  your  endeavor,  I 

But  keep  that  good  old  truth  in  mio^  ; 

'Tie  Letter  Late  than  Kever. 

1  he  world,  Ac. 


Doctors  talk  about  paying  their  visit*,  wlion  nt 
the  same  time,  it's  tbiir  visits  tliat's  pnyin^  the!t<. 

To  etire  a  bachelor's  acbes— Carry  to  the  pfttient 
ekven  yards  of  silk,  with  a  woman  u  it 


i  i'-li 
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Seven  Oud. 

'Wrltt«a  «nd  Bang  bjr  Aai  Williami,  tb«  A.nMriOkn 
SUr  Ootuiqus— The  Mualc  !■  Published  by 
Wtai*  *  OonlUnd.  Boatoo,  Mmi. 


Ob '  T«re  li  my  pocket-book  now  gcno  tot;  • 
IfyottTait  I  Till  told  it  to  you  now  :  .   . 

Tralerdky  Ten  I  gama  ioto  dia  City, 
I  met  a  rooater  mit  a  red  eye-prow, 
Und  lie  allied  rae  If  I  voiild  blay  carda  den  mit  him, 
abuat  for  to  baaa  aray  de  dime  : 
Uiid  mv  pocktt-book  nnd  gold  Tatch  it  raa  tooken. 
At  a  iMdla  game  dat  he  blayed  ao  fiue — 
CHORUS. 

Callad— S«Ten  Oad.  Seven  Ond. 

Dai'a  de  game  vat  ketched  lue  rite  BTay  : 

SeTen  Oud,  Seren  Oud, 

Dat'a  de  game  Vat  dat  rooater  he  did  bUy. 

Yen  I  loaed  me  dem,  I  rent  to  a  bollcea,  . 

Und  I  lole  him  all  apout  it  rite  avay. 

He  dooli  dat  rooater  to  tbe  ahtation  liouaea, 

Uad  da  Sbiidge.  ha  aaked  ue  vat  1  had  to  mT> 

I  tola  him  dat  dat  fellar  vaa  a  awiudler, 

Uud  dat  I  didn't  know  how  it  vaa  myaelf, 

Dat  he  gave  to  me  de  Bigh.  de  Low.  de  Shtck,  tOO  : 

Uod  dat  he  held  da  aame  carda  to  himaelf— 

In— Seven  Oud,  Seven  Oad,  ke, 

De  Bbndge  he  den  aaya— '■  I'll  diacharge  the  brlaoner.  " 
•■  He'a  got  ray  vatcli  "—I  gwickly  den  cried  oud. 
"  I  know  dat.  aaya  de  Sliudge.  und  an  for  yon.  air, 
I'll  give  yon  aixuiontba  If  you  don't  gwick  hold  your  moatta." 
I  abut  up  gwick,  und  Tent  home  to  my  family, 
Uud  told  my  puy  apont  it  (  who  waa  lame.  )  *-.r'  ^<  .'' 

Uud  I  dake  bim  ou  my  knee,  now.  every  eventnf, 
Pat  I  tola  him  for  to  never  blay  dat  game — 

Called— Seven  Oud,  Seven  Ottd,  Ac. 


The  Cot  in  the  Corner. 

Song  by  Wm.  F.  Sinclair  Lawlor  In  the  laughable  aketch 

of  Barne.v  and  tbe  Oho«t,  aa  performed  by  Chaa. 

liK£roy'a  original  Hibernlcou  tronpe. 

Oeli  hone,  wirraalrew.  how  hard  la  onr  lot— 

The  landlord  liaa  turned  ua  out  of  our  cot : 

To  na  in  thii  world  't^aa  tbe  happieat  spot, 

On  tUe  lilll-aide  beyaiit  iu  tlie  comer. 

The  roof  wsi  thatcbed  over  with  bright  yellow  atraw, 

And  the  walla  were  ••  white  aa  tbe  auowlUke  agi» : 

Ou  '  it  w>B  a  flue  picture  a  painter  luigbt  draw, 

From  the  boreeu  beyaut  iu  the  corner. 

It  waa  nnrty  without,  it  waa  tidy  within  t  "    ' 

On  tlie  abelvea  ahoue  like  allver  our  plate  mftde  of  tin, 

Which  caat  aoiue  reflections  when  sunlight  stole  in. 

On  the  dog  and  the  cat  la  tbe  corner  : 

Of  bacon,  galore   we  had  many  a  flitch  in 

The  wide  montbed  chimney  tbst  yawned  In  the  kitchen  : 

OU  '  'twould  uiake  yournioutb  water,  and  eager  to  pitch  in 

To  tbe  hames  that  hung  high  iu  the  corner— 

And  there,  by  tbe  fire,  my  mother  would  knit. 
And  close  to  her  aide  my  cuUI  fatber  would  ait : 
Wbat  stories  he'd  tell  when  his  dudeen  wsa  lit, 
While  be  amukad  away- in  tbe  corner— 
When  aupper  waa  over,  the  ni-l^'bbora  dropjwd  In, 
And  by  the  turf  fire  each  roasted  hia  shin. 
While  the  boys  and  the  glrla  ne'er  thought  It  a  sin 
For  to  hug  and  to  kiaa  iu  tbe  corner. 

When  Jimmy,  the  piper,  walked  in  on  the  floor, 

Tbs  youug  people  all  luade  a  rush  for  the  door  :  , 

Dragging  Jlniiny  along  to  the  bsrii,  and,  sure,  ,  '    •: 

They  placed  him  high  up  in  the  corner. 

Then  at  it  they  went  dear  with  hearta  light  and  g»,% 

Aud  danced  tbe  nlgbt  hours  into  tbe  yonug  day, 

Till  Jimmy  got  drank  au'  no  louger  could  play: 

For,  he  lay  f'P**  lujd  all  In  the  comer. 


Just  Touch  tbe  Harp  Gently. 

Just  touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  Louise, 

And  sin^  me  the  songs  that  I  love  :  I 

They  call  bock  the  days  wlien  together  we  sat 

On  the  porch  'noath  the  nest  of  the  dove  !     ^ 
There  was  one  that  yon  sang,  my  pretty  Lotiiae, 

It  brings  fond  recollections  to  me  : 
You  remember  the  mocking  bird  mimicked  it  once. 

As  it  perched  on  the  sycamore  tree.  .; 

Just  touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  TiOniae,  ^ 
Just  touch  the  harp  gently,  Louise.     •-,.:■,       -. .  - 

Just  touch  the  harp  gently,  my  pretty  Looise, 

And  sing  the  old  songs  that  I  loye  : 
They'll  recall  the  bright  days  when 

we  played  in  the  wood, 

And  watched  the  birds  flitting  above  : 
There  was  one  that  you  sang,  my  pretty  Louise, 

The  words  I  remember  them  well  : 
I  loved  it,  and  when  you  bad  finislied  each  verse, 

I  kissed  you  and  said  :  "  never  tell !  " 

Just  touch  the  harp  gently,  ike. 


'■■i- 


Laugh  While  Yon  Can. 


"  Laugh  while  yon  cau  "  waa  loscrlbed  on  tbe  pages 

Df  mocrilus  wrote  to  enlighttu  those  sagea. 

Who  aaddunnd  tbe  bearta  of  a  whole  eeueratioo 

By  praialDg  np  aorrow  and  mortiflcatiou  : 

So  prised  was  the  precept— like  wild  flre  it  ran—   -'  - 

Care  learned  to  dance,  ainging  :  ■-  Laugh  while  ron  ean.  " 

Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha !  ha ! 

Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ;  ha  !  ha  !  ha  '  ha  !  ba ! 

Laugh  yea  ha  !  ba  '  laugh,  yes,  ha  !  ha  .* 
Laugh  while  you  can. 

If  we  langb  at  the  world,  we  may  have  fall  enjoyment, 
Whllat  our  own  little  follies  may  And  us  employment. 
Some  who  think  themselves  wise,  than  plaiu 

folks  proved  dafter, 
Wh!lat  the  proud  and  the  selflth  are  fair  food  for  laughter: 
With  the  trlflea  which  vex  us,  I  fiud  the  lieat  plan 
la  to  simply  don't  mind  'em  and  langh  while  yon  can. 

Ua  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  ■  &0. 

Though  Time  wllh  hia  snow  our  forehrada  may  sprinkle, 
A  laugh  cheata  tbe  elf  and  draws  out  each  wrlukie  : 
Oh  •  why  need  we  care  t  tbouRb  old  age  bath  bouud  US, 
With  hoarta  ever  young  we'll  enjoy  ail  amund  aa: 

Fo. .  aorrowa  fall  thick  round  poot  helplraa  man 

The  beat  we  can  do— la  to  langh  while  we  can. 

Ha  !  ha  !  ha  !  ha  •  Ao. 


We  do  not  possess  what  we  do  not  understand. 


While  I  Live,  m  Crow!  J 

Song  by  J.  H.  Mllbata. 


PTe  fonnd  a  plan  to  make  you  wlae, 

At  leaat  to  keep  you  glad  :  •,'      ■, 

To  give  no  chance  fur  care  to  rise,  ,    '  ■  -^ 

And  laugh  at  those  who're  aad. 
For,  while  we  live   let's  taate  life's  Joys  :  . 

You'll  fiud  a  way  somehow, 
Ifyou'U  adopt  myaaiiotto  boys. 
That  ••  While  I  Wve.  I'll  crow  !  "  '':'>■:.  • 

As  gaily  on  I  go, 
...  Be  fortune  high  or  low, 

'      •'    This  shall  be  my  iKOtto  boys^? 
••  While  I  live,  I'll  crow  !  " 

Though  some  may  try  to  preas  yon  down, 

Still  keep  your  head  up  high. 
And  amile,  if  yon  should  meet  a  frowaf'  -    '- 

Dou't  lose  your  hope,  but  try.  -;.  tj 

For.  In  this  ever  busy  world  •:•■-/""'.•.;■ 

Each  day  a  chance  will  give  :  ':■:■'■.• 

Bo,  while  life's  coil  is  yet  unfarledt        '  .  ■;  ' 
Orow  lond,  to  show  you  live.  -  ■"^• 

As  gaily  on  X  go,  to. ; 

There  are  some  folks  In  life.  I  know,  ^ 

Who  failing  once,  will  yield- 
But  I  say  :  "  mount,  aud  try  to  craw,      .>, ... 

As  monarch  of  the  field.  "  /     ■   ■  . .  .;: 

If  no  one  else  will  praiae  your  plan,  ' 

Do  ao  yourself  and  show 
Ton  keep  your  point  as  winning  matt, 

And  while  you  live,  you  crow.  ^ 

As  gaily  on  I  go,  Ac.  - 

< 
I  think  my  crow's  been  long  and  lond  ; 

So,  parting.  I  advlae 
That,  as  yon  mingle  with  the  crowd, 

Ton'va  every  chance  to  rise. 
If.  like  a  game  young  chanticleer,   ."-    ■  .      ■■.••'■    -* 

(  The  contrast  you'll  allow,  )  ■ '  -^  '  ■  ■  '      • 

Why  flap  yoor  wings  snd  show  no  fsar— 

Bat  while  yon  live,  why,  crow  !  ^ 

As  gaily  on  X  go,  ke. 


&'■:■-< 


The  Fonndling :  or  Ko  Father's  Care. 

No  father's  care,  that  I'm  aware,    "  '}        .": 

.';        Have  I  been  cherished  by  :  ',■{ 

'    No  mother's  smile  did  e'er  beguile  >* 
My  joyless  infancy. 
That  I'm  alive,  and  grow  and  thrire^      .. 

1  know,  indeed,  full  well  :  '  :     -- 
But  bow,  alas  !  it  came  to  pass  ? 

1  cannot,  cannot  tell —  * 

No  father's  care,  &e. 

No  father's  pinch  might  make  me  flinob. 

As  you're  no  doubt  aware  : 
A  mother's  tweak  upon  the  cheek 

Is  very  hard  to  bear  : 
But  harder  yet  to  owe  a  debt  '  '.■- , 

To  no  proeenitor— 
Oh!  I  would  die— content — if  I 

Could  be  accounted  for. 

No  father's  care,  Ae. 


Tbe 


I  Hare  Ho  Mother  How. 
(  Orioinal  Ykssiox.  ) 


midnight  stars  are  gleaming  "^  .  .• 
'Upon  her  silent  grave  :  .  ';■ 

llow  sleepeth  without  dreaming 
^The  friend  we  could  not  sava.     .' 
The  cloud  of  grief  is  heaping 
>  I  Its  shadow  on  my  brow  : 
'^b  !  blame  me  not  for  weeping— 
I  have  no-Mother  now  ! 

'1  lie  cloud  of  grief^  &o. 

I'et  not  alone  she  lieth, 

One  angel  ebild  is  there  : 
N9  more  far  him  site  sigheth — 

For,  death  hath  joined  the  pair. 
Together  sweetly  sleeping 
Peneath  the  locust  bough  : 
!  blame  me  not  fur  weeping— ^ 
hftve  no  Mother  now  ! 

Together  sweetly  sleeping,  &t. 

No  Mother  now  to  bless  me 

AV  ith  love  sincere  and  true  :    j    . 

No  Mother  to  caress  me  ■ '  i  '■ 

As  she  was  wont  to  do  *  1 

No  Mother's  grief  is  keeping 
Its  shadow  on  my  brow  : 

Oh  !  blame  me  not  for  weeping — 

:  I  have  no  Mother  now  I 

I  No  Mother's  grief  is  keeping,  Ae. 


I  3ie: 


When,  the  Cock  Begins  to  Crow. 

Ikany  sluggards  I  have  seen,  '■  \ 

I  Of  mai'y  I  have  read. 
Vho  waste  away  their  precious  time 

By  being  fond  of  bed  : 
Bat  if  you  wonid  take  my  advice, 

Tou'U  flnd  it  good  and  true  : 
Bow  to  gain  both  health  and  wealth, 
i  I'll  ootckly  teM  to  yon. 

Jninp  out  of  bed.  Jump  oat  of  bed. 

Lying  long  looka  lazy  : 
If  the  mom  be  wet  or  dry. 
Or  if  ttahould  be  hasy. 
Light  or  dark,  get  up  with  tbs  lai^ 

Oou't  care  for  froat  or  anow. 
Jump  oat  of  bed  jump  oat  of  t>ed, 
When  the  cock  begius  to  erow. 

«  .  ■  i-'" 

I  never  saw  a  laiy  man 

J  I  could  depend  upon  : 

i  never  saw  a  lazy  matt 

1  Who  ever  did  get  on  :  !  ' 

Idle  aud  inactive,  they 

.Will  He  in  bed  all  day: 
far.  they  prefer— just  like  the  sloth— 

I  To  sleep  their  time  away. 

i  Jump  oat  of  l>ed,  te 

Itevs  to  see  the  farmer  j' 

In  the  fields  at  early  mom  :         ■'" 


te  looks  so  gay  and  happy, 

1  Aa  r 


,  ...  he  works  among  the  com —  J' 

Xmrlf  oflT  to  bed  be  goea, 
Too  long  he  never  aleepa  ;  '.„?-. 

Ton*,  well  he  knows  tbe  adage  : 
^e  most  ■-  aow  l>efore  he  reap*.  ** 

JBai»Mtofbei,te. 

ia  if  yon  would  be  healthy,  wealthy, 
'  Proaperoua.  and  wiae. 
Kever  lie  in  slumber  wbeo  i 

The  sao  is  in  the  skies  : 
SpBud  your  ev'ninga  aoberly, 
i  Pon't  Btay  out  too  late, 
early  up  to  aow  the  aaed. 
A  your  harveat  will  be  great. 

Jump  out  of  bed,  Ac. 


4 


^  ■»■  ^ 


Tbe  most  effectual  cure  a  husband  can  find  to 
keep  his  hair  from  coming  out,  is  not  to  let  his 
wife  see  him  kiss  the  nurse.  .Jt.    .-3^ 


Never  insult  misery, 
spise  deformity. 


deride  infirmity,   nor  de- 


iile  Again,  My  Bonnie  Lassie. 


Smile  again,  my  bonnie  laaale  :  lasaie.  smile  again  : 
Pri'tbee  do  not  frown  aweet  lasaie  :  for.  it  gi«ea  me  pain. 
If  to  lo«e  I  bee  too  aiiicerely  l>e  a  fault  iu  ne 
Thus  to  use  me  so  aevereiy  ia  not  kind  in  thee. 
Oh!  sinika  again  my  bonute  lavale  :  laaxie  auiiie  ngain  ■ 
Oh  '.  smtle  sgain,  my  bunnle  laaale,  pn'thee  amile  agaiu. 

Fare  the«  well  my  bonnie  larsie  '  laaaia  tare  tbee  aell  ! 

Time  will  show  thee,  bouuie  lassie,  more  thun 

^  t<ja;;ne  ean  tell  : 

Tho'  wiaVe  doomed  by  fate  to  sever   (  and 
_. ,,,   .    „  'tis  bar.1  iq  ran    ) 

Still,  hollevs  we  thon  sbalt  ever  own  n  y  fklilfiil  lie:.rt 

Than  aoii to  again,  mv  bonnie  l»as<s     l:a«ie  an.tle  ai-aio  : 

OU  !  amile  again,  my  bonuia  lassie    pi-nheo  amile  agulu. 


Suspicion  and  distrust  are  the  greatest  enemies 
to  frieodahip. 
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Liaugh,  yes,  ha,  ha!  Laugh,  yes,  l>a,  hu! Laugh  while  you  can 


If  we  laugli  at  the  worhl,  wo  may  "have  full  cnjoymout. 

Whilst  our  own  little  follies  may  find  u-s  employment ; 

Borne  who  think  themselves  wise,  than  jjlain  folks  jiro 
.#.  -^  daftor, 

••—  ^  Whilst  the  ]>roud  niul  the  selfish  are  fair  food  for  laught( 

f^m — --     With  tlie  trifles  which  vex  us,  I  find  the  l>est  plan 

Is  to  simply  don't  mind  'em,  and  laugh  while  you  can. 

ItJ- ..:.....,.... 

Though  Time  with  his  suow  our  foreheads  may  sprink 

Iraws  out  eath  wnnlue  ; 
hath  bound  us, 
artTiund  us: 


A  laugh  cheutu  the  elf,  nnd  draw? 


•—J    —  *'     I'At: —  I"  ~iw  ^**  ^^'^y  ueod  we  care,  thoueh  old  age  h.i 

j  ~T         *""  ri~t;bTIlI?-ll  1^  With  htait-s  over  yotiuc',  we'll  enjoy  all  n 

] 1 1#-  -j--|-I* ^- — •  •  I'of  sorrows  full  thick  'round  Door  helpless  mao,      .^^^ 

^    !     J        '_  '■-■'  '  ;    *'*""''■"  The  best  wc  can  do,  is  to  laugh  while  we  cao. 
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THK     SIM0£:R'8    JOURPVAL. 


Three  Fiahen  Went  Sailing. 

Word!  bj  B«T.  a.  KlDgiley— Maiic  bf  Joba  HoUkh. 


Thre«  fitbera  went  ■aillnK  oat  Into  tba  west. 

Out  Into  tba  west  is  tba  tun  vaut  down  : 
Each  tbonuht  on  tba  woman  wbo  lovad  him  tba  bait. 

Aud  tba  cMldran  atood  watohiuK  than  out  of  tba  tOVB. 
For.  men  maiit  work,  aud  women  moat  waap. 

And  tl^artt'i  litUa  to  earn  and  luany  to  toap. 
Tbo'  tba  bart>or  bar  ba  moaning. 

Tbrea  wivaa  ant  np  in  tlia  llgbl-bonao  towar. 

And  tbay  trimed  tbe  lauipa  aa  tbe  aan  went  dowa  : 

Tber  looked  at  tbe  squall,  aud  tbejr  looked  at  the  aho\rar. 
And  the  niKbt-rack  came  rolllug  up  (sggad  aud  brown  '. 

Bat  men  must  work   and  woman  luuat  weep, 
Tbo' storois  ba  sadden  and  watam  daap,      ,      ^.   _^.^ 

And  tba  barbor  bar  ba  moaulue.  *. ' 

Three  corpaea  lajr  oat  on  the  sbiuing  sands. 

In  tbo  mornlny  Klesoi.  >■  the  tide  went  down  : 
And  tba  woman  are  waeplog  and  wrlOKlnf  their  haada 

Fur  tboaa  who  will  nerer  coma  back  to  tlie  town— 
For,  men  mutt  work,  and  women  niiiit  weep. 

i^d  tbe  sooner  it's  over  the  aoouer  to  sleep, 
AbA  good-b}e  to  tba  bar  aud  ita  nMfanlng  !  •>•  -  ■ 


M»^e^ 


Life'c  Like  a  Ship. 


Life'a  Ilka  a  abip  In  constant  motion. 

Sometimes  blxb  aud  sometimes  low. 
Wbeie  erery  <>ue  ninst  brave  tbe  ocean, 

Wbataoever  winds  do  blow  ; 
If  uuuasailed  by  squall  or  sbowar« . 

Wafii'd  by  tbe  Kentle  gales, 
I<et'a  not  lose  the  faTorlog  hoar. 

While  success  attends  our  sails. 

Or  if  the  wayward  winds  ahonld  blnstar, 

Let  as  not  give  way  to  fear, 
But  let  us  all  our  patience  master. 

And  learu  by  reueou  how  to  steer  i 
Lot  Judgment  keep  you  ever  steady, 

'Tia  a  ball:>st  never  falls  : 
Should  dangers  rise   be  ever  ready 

To  manage  well  tbe  swelllug  sails. 

Tniit  not  too  mnch  your  own  opinion, 

While  your  veaael's  under  weigh  : 
Let  Kood  example  bear  dominion, 

Tbat'a  a  cumimsv  will  not  stray  ; 
When  tbiinderiug  tetepeats  make  you  sbnddar. 

Or  Uoreai  on  tbe  surface  rails. 
Let  good  discretion  guide  tha  rndder,    . 

And  Providence  attend  tbe  sails. 

Then,  when  you're  safe  from  danger  riding 

lu  some  welcome  port  or  bay, 
Hope  be  llie  anchor  yon  con&de  In, 

Aud  oars  amhile  to  alumber  lay  ;  . 

Or  when  each  can  with  liquor's  flowing, 

And  good  fellowablp  prevails. 
XjSt  each  true  heart,  with  rapture  glowing. 

Drink  success  unto  our  sails  ! 


>«••-. 


Oh !  No,  I  Never  Mentioned  It 

Air  :    Ob  '.  no.  I'll  ne«er  mention  him. 


Ob  '  no.  I  never  mentioned  It, 

.  I  never  said  a  word  : 

But  Irnt  ruy  friend  luy  ftve  pound  note. 

Of  which— I  never  beard  ! 
Ue  said  be  borrowed  It 

To  I  a  ••  another  debt  — 
And  Bince  I've  never  MBanomoit, 

He  think*  that  I  ronoix  ! 

Wlieue'er  ire  ride   I  pays  tha  'plka  : 

I  settles  every  treat  : 
He  rides  my  cub— he  drives  my  aol>— 

But  cVTB  UK  when  we  meet  ! 
My  uew  uuibrell'  I  lent  him.  too, 

One  nlubt  'twas  very  wet  ; 
Though  BS  forgets  It  ne'er  cAma  back. 

Ah  '  me— I  dou't  forget  ! 

To  Sally  Sims  my  own  true  lova. 

Few  visits  can  I  pay  : 
But  think  bow  kind  my  friend  behavea, 

BK  calls  on  ber  each  day  I 
By  him  I've  sent  rich  pearls  and  ringa, 

Witli  fruit  aud  flo'.vera  a  lot  : 
The  raurr  aud  rLuwaiia  caiue  safe  to  band, 

Tbe  r«at— Biy  friend  foboot  ' 

Sometimes  I  treats  .VIlss  to  tbe  play. 

And.  what  I  cau't  alilde. 
Is  wbeu  I  Just  aits  down  by  her. 

My  (rland's  at  t'OTHKB  SISB  '. 
Sucli  nliiap«rin!!  and  audi  quizslng.  tOO, 

Tliay  kee)!  to  make  lue  fret — 
I  know  tla  cnly    '  n^ake  believe.  " 

Uat  still  I  cuu't  loi'get 

"  A  friend  111  iieeJ'a  a  friend  indaad  !  " 

Tbi-;  I  bite  Tund  qnilo  true  : 
F.>r.  nine  is  nucti  n  xxcDT  FBiknD, 

lie  aiiels  l.<  u.e  like  giue  ' 
Wj'iv  like    l!,ey  "ly  -  f  r  oft  have  I 

-'--.u  laleu  lOr— ills  debts 
Bfl  makes  s  '  trrf  with  MB  and  unx. 

lliH:i»I.r  bu  quilii— r>'r;;6ta  ' 


The  Bell-Binger. 

I  Mt  the  bell  a  ringing 

When  tlie  bride  to  the  Altar  waa  led, 
And  i  lured  to  hear  it  swinging 

80  merrily  over  my  liead. 
The  children  flung  gay  garlands  ronnd. 

While  1  sent  forth  the  jocund  sound  : 
Then  many  tears  were  shed,  but  yet 

The  young  lip  smiled  while  the  cheek  was  wet. 
Ah  !  me,  ah  !  me,  ah  !  me.  a  song  of  joy  and  hope 

Was  beard  afar  as  I  pulled  uiy  rope. 

I  aet  the  bell  a  tolling 

When  the  bride  to  the  church-yard  was  bortie, 
And  the  dismal  notes  went  rolling 

I'o  tell  of  a  lieart  forlorn  ; 
The  wondering  children  stood  aghast 

As  sable  mourners  by  them  passed  : 
"  And  she  has  gone,  bo  fair,  so  young  !  " 

1  bus  loud  lamented  the  iron  tongue. 
Ah  !  me,  ah  !  me,  ah  !  wie.  a  song  of  perished  hope 

Was  heard  afar  as  1  pulled  uiy  rope. 

I  set  tlie  1k-11  a  pealing 

When  in  sliadow  is  buried  the  day. 
And  a  wondn>us  spell  is  stealing 

O'er  the  hearts  of  the  crave  and  gay  : 
The  aged  hear  the  funeral  chime 

Of  slowly,  surely  dying  tiiue  : 
The  youthful  hear  a  cheering  strain 

llutt  tells  them  day  will  revive  again. 
Ah  !  me,  ah  '.  me,  ah  !  me,  a  song  of  grief  and  hope 

Is  heard  afar  as  I  pull  uiy  rope.  * 


The  Song  of  Blanche  Alpen. 

By  Stephen  Olover. 


Oh  !  KiM  Me  Again. 

Oh  t  kias  me  again,  come  closer  to  me  now, 
Tha  deAth'  damps  are  gathering  fast  to  my  brow  : 
And  whisper  thy  love — ita  music  will  lay 
Deep,  deep  in  my  soul  when  we've  pass^  awav. 
Don't  ahnnk  froiu  me,  darling,  no  rudeness  or^tAin 
Shall  rest  on  this  hour  :  kiaa,  kiss  me  again — 

CIIOBVS. 

Don't  shrink  from  me,  darling,  no  rudeneaa  or  stain 
Sh^P^reat  on  this  hour  :  kiss,  kiss  me  again — 

[  KKricAT.  ] 

Oh  1  kiss  me  again —  the  cold  world  bat  laid 
Its  mandate  upon  us,  and  we  have  obeyed. 
Thy  home  has  been  sacred,  thine  honor  to  me 
Was  dearer  than  life  even  ever  could  be — 
Don't  tremble,  my  darling,  my  heart  and  my  brain 
Has  held  but  one  passion— oh  !  kiss  me  again. 

Choms. 

Oh  !  kiss  me  again— 'tis  joy  thus  to  be 
Close,  close  to  thee,  dearest,  nntramelled  and  free  : 
To  breathe  out  niy  i^tssion  and  call  thee  mine  own, 
Kra  I  pass  through  the  unlighted  valley  alone — 
Don't  grieve  so,  my  darling,  there's  pleasure  and  pain 
In  meeting  and  parting — kiss,  kiaa  me  again  ! 

Chorus. 


The  Sabbath  Bridal 

(  A   DIALOaVB.  ) 


"  Whither  I  pray,  whither  I  pray. 

Pretty  young  maiden,  wouldst  thou  stray  f 

Whither  I  pray,  whitlier  I  pray. 

Pretty  young  maiden,  wouldst  thou  stray  T  ' 

"  Sir,  I  am  waiting  the  sabbath-bell. 

For  one  long  known  and  loved  full  well. 

Who  promised  that  on  this  sacred  day 

He  would  bear  me  a  bride  to  his  bower  away.  " 

"  He  sends  me  to  Uiee  with  this  willow  wreath 
To  recall  the  fond  words  he  used  to  breathe  : 
He  will  wed  one  as  fair  aa  thou  to-day — 
And  he  gives  nw  to  woo  thee,  if  so  I  may.  " 
"  That  willow  wreath  1  need  not  wear  : 
For  tliis  do  thy  U-ll-lale  eves  declare — 
Let  him  wed  his  fair  maid,  and  to  her  be  true — 
So  now  thuu  mayst  woo  me,  and  win  me,  too.  " 

Why  w  a  baby  like  a  sheaf  of  wheat  » 
because  it  is  hrst  cradled,  and  then  thnuhed, 
and  finally  becomes  the  flower  of  the  family. 

A  good  thing  to  be  out  of— out  of  debt. 


You  speak  of  sunny  skies  to  me 

Of  orange  grove  and  bower — 
Of  winds  that  wake  soft  mebdy 

From  lekf  and  bloomig  flower— 
And  ytra  may  price  those  for  off  skiea, 

but  tempt  not  me  to  roam  : 
In  sweet  content  my  days  are  spent- 

1  hen  wherefore  leave  my  home  ? 

CHORL'8. 

In  sweet  content  my  days  are  spent—* 
I'hen  wherefore  leave  my  home  ? 

You  tell  me  oft  of  rivers  briglit, 

Where  golden  galleys  float  : 
Bat  have  you  seen  our  lakes  by  night. 

Or  sailed  in  Alpine  boat  ? 
You  irpeak  of  lands  where  hearts  and  hatu'.s 

Will  grvet  me  as  I  come  : 
But  tho  I  find  true  hearts  and  kind. 

They're  kinder  still  at  home.  CbcruB. 

Had  you  been  reared  by  .Mpine  hills,  i 

Or  loved  in  Alpine  dells. 
You'd  prize  like  me  our  mountain  rilb, 

Nor  tear  tbe  torrent  swells  : 
It  matters  not  how  drear  the  spot,        j 

How  uroud  or  poor  the  dome. 
Love  still  retains  some  deathless  chain. 


That  binds  the  heart  to  home. 


The  Family  Bible. 

ByT.  Blckard. 


Chorus. 


This  book  la  all  that's  left  ma  now  ? 

Tears  will  unbidden  start : 
With  filtering  lip  and  throbbing  brow, 

I  preaa  It  to  my  heart. 
For  many  ganeratioua  paased. 

Here  la  our  family  tree  : 
Uy  niotber'a  liinda  tbia  Bible  claapad- 

She,  dying,  gave  it  ma. 

Ab  '  well  do  I  rnn  ember  tlioae 

Whose  uames  those  recorda  l>ear 
Wbo  round  the  beartb  atone  iiae  to  clo^e, 

After  the  evening  prayer— 
Aud  speak  of  what  tboae  pages  said,        1 

In  touea  my  heart  would  thrlil  ! 
Though  they  are  with  tbe  silent  dead.    1 

Here  are  they  living  atlll.  1 

My  father  read  tbia  holy  book  [  ' 

To  brothers,  aiatera  dear  . 
Bow  calm  waa  my  poor  mother'*  look,    I 

Wbo  leaned  Ood'a  word  to  bear—        1 
Her  angel  face.  I  aee  It  yet ' 

What  thronging  mem'riea  come  ' 
Again  that  little  croup  Is  met 

Within  tbe  walla  of  home. 

Thoa  truest  friend  man  ever  knew 

Thy  constancy  I've  tried  : 
Where  ail  were  falae,  I've  foun.'.  tbeatrui* 

My  counaailor  end  guide. 
Tbe  niiuea  of  earth  no  tieaauro  give. 

That  could  Ibis  volume  buy  : 
In  teaching  me  tbe  way  to  live. 

It  taught  me  bow  to  die. 


Will  No  Maiden  Marry  Me  ? 

By  H.  Klebar. 


All  the  girls  are  getting  marriad- 

Dropplng  off  on  every  stde— 
Ah  '  I  fear  loo  long  I've  tarried. 

Seeking.  alRhing  for  a  briila. 
Bare  I  am,  ye  tender  daoiaela. 
Young  aud  bandaome  aa  yon  see  : 

Will  no  maiden  marry  t  marry 
Will  no  maiden  marry  ms  t 

I  could  get  a  weeping  widow. 

Almost  any  day.  of  course  : 
Or  a  lady  rendered  aingia 

By  a  late  divorce  : 
But  I  want  a  tender  roae-bud. 

Innocent,  aud  lull  of  glee — 

Will  no  maiden,  &c. 

Ob  '■  In  pity  dont  deny  me. 

Let  me  end  tbia  weary  life  ; 
I  would  awlm  the  wide  Atlaatie 

Oonld  I  thereby  Rain  a  wife  : 
Fm  In  e.tfnoat   I  aiu  pleading 

Here  upon  my  beuded  kuee— 

Will  no  DAldan,  fto. 

All  is  over  '  T  ara  married  '. 

What  a  hasty  fool  am  I ! 
Where's  tbe  end  of  all  creation. 

Let.  oh  '  let  uie  tbitber  fly- 
Help,  oil  '.  help  me.  cunning  lawyer. 

Loose  my  bonda  and  set  me  fn 
I  will  be  your  debtor  forever. 

If  yoB  will  nniuarry  me— 
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I 


Con  Donahue. 

--  -V :  fiKtteUQ  fiAlUd  Su«  by  risnk  OvfUm  •  • .:: 

Tn  .Tereey  City  there  once  did  dwell 

A  butcher  unknown  to  feme  : 
He  fell  in  love  with  a  nice  young  gal, 

And  he  was  not  very  much  for  to  blsnw. 
His  name  it  was  Con  D«nahue, 

And  hers  was  Biddy  McCord  :  •'  "  '  ' 
She  was  daughter-in-law  to  the  soap-fat-msn, 

1  hat  lived  in  the  Fourteenth  Ward. 

Kow  Con  he  loved  her  with  all  his  might,  . 

And  he  thought  that  she  loved  him  the  same  : 
•He  took  her  to  the  theatre,  one  benefit  night. 

Which  caused  him  all  his  pain.         ju.^-r.  :■■>■''. 
I'or,  she  saw  a  young  man  in  the  pit,     " 

'llmt  did  her  heart  ensnare, 
A  nd  vhe  fell  in  love  with  his  bl*ok  iausta«h«. 

And  curly  auburn  hair. 

When  Con  came  to  hear  the  news, 

IJin  hoBPt  be^n  to  fillter  :  ••.  •     '.  ."' 

Pays  he  :   I  will  go  like  a  hero  bold. 

And  join  tlie  Sons  of  Malta. 
I^nt  the  thoughts  of  his  cold  hearted  lovtt 

bid  shorlly  mark  his  gills,  •' 

And  lie  killt-d  himself  in  a  slaughter-hona*  -   '° 

With  a  box  of  Lirandreth's  pills. 


„     Some  Eighty  Tears  Ago. 


I  . 


^'bite  folks  yonr  atleatlon  now.  I'm  coioK  to  «lng  a  song  : 
I  I'ope  It  will  pleiae  jou,  aud  I  wou't  detain  7011  long. 
EvcDtliln;;  wag  on  the  aqnare  It's  tben  we  made  do  show, 
We  bud  uu  Oreolau  bends,  my  boy*,  soma  aighty  yearsago. 

We  had  no  fait  horses  tben  for  to  make  them  fly. 
And  meii  that  had  a  red  moostache, 

they  did  not  nse  hair-dye  : 
We  bad  Champagne  tben,  no  elder  stuff— for. 

bnmbng'e  all  the  go — 
We  hal  uo  molasses  Whisky,  boys,  some  eighty  years  ago. 

We  bad  DO  hundred  dollar  shawls, 

DO  bonnets  trimmed  with  lace, 
Nor  tneuty  different  kinds  of  paint  to  make  a  pivtty  face  : 
We  bad  uo  brass  watch  chaiD*  then  : 

fOr.  gold  was  all  the  go— 
We  had  no  dollar  Jewelry,  some  eighty  years  ago. 

Bnnie  eighty  jrears  ago.  the  eonntry  It  was  right. 
The  Cniun  tben  wai  not  disaolved  by  a  general  flght : 
Hut  let  na  all  unite  again   we  will  let  the  world  all  knew 
Tbat  Uncle  Sam  la  juat  as  good  as  some  eighty  years  ago  ! 


Up  at  Central  Park,  r-  ^r    ( 

Original  Song  and  Dance— Snug  by  Paakbortt  a^d OolUns. 


'■  or;." 


There  is  a  certain  darlini^,     •  '=»w'-«- 

\\'ith  bhie  and  loving  fSJtB, 
Says  that  sIm  loves  quite  fondly 

A  young  man  about  my  nie  ;      V>.7    ^  •  Z 
Ker  f)rn»  and  ftjatures  are  diviae,  ' '/  "  '^"■":  '    ' 

iler  voice  is  like  the  lark  ; 
AVc  uiet  by  chance,  one  :^unday  afternoon. 

Up  at  the  Central  Park. 
Chorus  :     \V  here  the  fairest  promenade, 

1  met  this  dashing  little  maid  : 
Slie  was  witching  and  so  fair — 
1  admire  her  curling  hair. 
She  is  the  fairest  f  ever  met, 
•.  .    .   ^     'J  he  emotion  lingers  yet. 

f-he  stood  near  tlie  fountain  : 

Ves,  just  as  I  i^assed  by, 
Our  eyes  lliey  met  and  surely 

."^he  must  have  heard  me  sigh. 
How  I  wished  to  speak  to  her  ! 

I  said  ;  "  -Miss,  it's  growing  dark.  **   , 
The  smile  she  gave  me  won  my  heart 

From  me  at  Ceotntl  f'ark. 
,  '  '  ""■'Where  the  fairest,  Ac. 

Next  eve  again  T  met  her, 

And  wandered  by  lier  side  :  ,-  • 

We  spoke  about  the  future. 

J^he'll  be  somebody's  bride  :     "      '      " 
I'm  so  happy,  I'm  her  choice, 

I'm  to  meet  her  about  dark  : 
I  hope  I  won't  regret  the  day 

We  met  at  Central  Park  ! 

W  litre  the  fairest,  <tc. 


Why  can't  a  girl  swallow  her  apron  ?    Because 
it  always  goes  againftt  her  Btomacb. 


-         Ado^hnt  Bine  Jay.      ,.:     - 

They  call  me  Dolly  Blue  Jay,  -  "■  ' " 

I  sing  and  dance  tne  whole  day, 

'And  never  seem  to  tire  while  in  the  motion  ■ 
The  people  often  say  »  :;  ..,,-,  ;•  •. .    ,v,,-. 

I'd  make  clear  a  cloudy  day 
, :  rWith  my  song  and  aance,  when  I'm  in  the  notion. 

CIIOBUS. 

And  I'm  now  as  happy  as  happy  can  be,  .    '.^    • 

I'm  going  to  remam  so  all  the  day  ;        *     ' 

Now  wait  just  a  moment,  and 

the  motion  you  shall  see 
Of  happy  Adolphus  Blue  Jay. 

My  spirit  is  as  light  as  the  air,    ^>       .•  I .         V.  ' 
I  give  no  thought  to  care, 

'Cause  "  neither  rich  nor  poor  " 

is  Dolly  Blue  Jay  ;^ 
Miss  Simmons  gave  a  bow 

As  I  passed  by  her  just  now,  _   .,  ,'        , 

And  she  whispered  ■    .-"■:■  •; 

to  her  fnend  :  "  That's  Dolly  Blue  Jay  !  " 
And  I'm  now  as  happy,  Ac. 

With  the  girls  I'm  quite  a  swell,  .     •:    -        :   ;  ^ 

'Cause  I  dress  both  neat  and  well. 

And  I  think  of  making  some  one  Mrs.  Blue  Jay  ; 
I'll  go  to  Simmons' house  to-night. 
And  I  think  you'll  say  I'm  right 

In  asking  "  Ollie  "  to  be  mistress  Blue  Jay. 

And  I'm  now  as  happy,  <i:c. 


\ 


Jktvy  OeoM  and  Gander. 

flian  I  was  a  single  fsllsr, 
,    [  lived  in  peace  and  pleaaiua : 
',  li  t  now  I  sui  a  married  man, 
;'m  troubled  otit  of  meaaara. 

CHOR0g. 

:  >i  B  look  here,  den  look  dar«^  ^> 
>  and  look  ob«r  yaadsr  : 
Den't  yo«  see  dat  otd  gray  gooM, 
A  smlUug  at  de  gander  ? 

Ekery  night  when  I  go  home, 
She  scolds  or  It's  a  wonder : 

Aud  deu  she  takes  d«t  pawtav  nnf 
Aud  beats  my  bead  asnadss. 

M|y  old  wife  was  taken  sick, 
Z>«  pain  Ob  death  came  on  har  : 

S«me  did  cry— but  I  did  laugh 
To  see  de  breff  go  from  her. 


The  Sailor  Boy's  Dream. 


In  slumbers  of  midnight  the  sailor  boy  lay. 

His  baiumock  swung  looae  at  the  sport  of  the  wind  : 
But  watch  worn  and  weary,  hli  cares  flew  away. 

And  visions  of  bappiucss  danced  un  bis  mlod. 

He  dreamt  of  bis  home,  and  bis  dear  native  bowers. 
And  pleasures  tLat  waited  ou  life's  merry  mom. 

While  moiijory  stood  sldewsyi   baU  cuvered  wltb  flowers, 
And  rettored^every  rose^  and  secreted  a  thorn. 

Then  fancy  her  ntgieal  ploiens  spread  wide. 
And  bade  the  young  dreamer  in  ecstaey  rise  !— 

Now  <ar,  far  behind  him  tbe  green  waters  glida.    , 
And  the  cot  of  bis  forefathers  blesses  bis  eyea. 

The  Jessamine  elambera  In  flower  o'er  tbe  batch. 

Aad  tbe  swallow  alags  sweet  from  her  nest  lo  the  wall : 
All  trembllDg  with  transport,  he  raises  tbe  latch. 

And  tbe  voices  of  loved  ones  reply  to  his  call. 

A  father  bends  o'er  him  with  looks  of  delight. 
His  cbeek  is  impearlsd  wltb  a  metber'a  warm  tear. 

And  the  lips  of  tbeboy  la  tbe  lave-kiss  uaita 
With  tbe  lii'S  of  the  maid  whom  bis  beaom  holds  dear. 

The  heart  of  lbs  sleeper  beats  high  in  bis  breast. 

Joy  qulckeus  bis  pulse— all  his  bardsblpa  seem  o'er, 
Anc.  a  raurmnr  of  bappiness  steals  through  bis  rest : 

"  O  God  !  tbon  bast  Dlest  me,  I  ask  for  a»  mora.  " 

Ab  !  whence  is  that  flame  wbioh  saw  bursts  on  his  eye  T 
Ab  !  what  ia  that  loiDnd  wbieb  Bow  Btar<les  bis  ear  T 

Tis  tbe  ligbtBlng's  red  tlar*.  paintiag  ball  oa  tbe.fty  ! 
Tis  the  crasblBg  of  tbundar,  tbe  groan  of  tbe  sphere  : 

Be  springs  from  his  bammoek— be  fliss  to  the  deck, 
Amaiement  confronts  him  with  inaages  dire  : 

Wild  winds  aud  mad  waves  drive  the  vessel  a  wreck, 
The  masts  fly  in  splinters— the  ahronds  are  on  Are  ! 

Like  mountains  the  billows  tremendoasly  swell, 
In  vain  tbe  lost  wretch  calls  on  Mary  to  save  : 

Unseen  bands  of  spirits  are  ringing  his  knell. 
And  the  death  angel  flaps  his  broad  wings  o'er  the  wave. 

O  saltor  boy  I  wo  to  thy  dream  of  delight 
In  darkness  dissolves  tbe  gay  frost-work  of  bliss  : 

Where  now  is  tbe  picture  that  fancy  touched  bright. 
Thy  parenta'  fond  pressure,  and  love-bonled  kiss  T 

O  sailor  boy  I  sailor  boy  I  never  again 
Shall  borne,  love,  or  kindred  thy  wishes  rspsy— 

Unblessed  and  uobonored,  down  deep  in  the  main, 
Fnll  many  a  score  fatbom»  thy  frame  shall  decay. 

Noiomlt'slun  e'er  plead  to  remembrance  for  thee. 
Or  redeem  form  or  frame  from  tbe  merciless  surge  : 

Bnt  tbe  whiie  fotiiti  of  waves  shall  thy  winding  Sheet  be, 
Aud  winds  10  tbe  midnight  of  wiiUer  tt^  dirge  i 

On  beds  of  creen  sea-flowers  thy  llmlw  shall  be  laid. 
Around  thy  white  bouee  the  red  coral  sball  grow  ; 

Of  tby  briKbt  jellow  locks  threads  of  amber  be  made. 
And  every  part  suit  to  tby  mansion  below. 

Days  months  years,  and  ages 'shall  circle  away. 

Aud  still  ihe  vast  waters  above  thee  shall  roil : 
Eartb  loses  tby  pattern  forever  and  aye — 

O  sailor  boy  '  sjiilor  boy  !  peace  to  thy  soul  !       .'■■..■. 


•♦«- 


What  is  the  most  profitable  of  all  buskjese  ? 
The  shoe  :  for,  every  pair  is  soled  before  it  is 
fiaiobed. 


JBftnrday  night  my  old  wife  died, 
[Sunday  she  was  burled, 
fonday  waa  my  eoariinci  dajr, 
!On  Tuesday  I  gut  married. 

y  old  wife  has  gooe  abroad.    ... 
Some  evil  spirit  guide  ber  1    '    ' 
[pnow  she  has  not  gone  to  ehnroh  1 
Kor,  de  debll  can't  abide  her. 

heard  a  rumblin'  in  de  aky. 
It  imitated  thnnder  : 
If  my  old  wife  ain't  back  agala^ 
It  really  is  %  wonder. 

'Sister  Bklly  Oreavit  a  dream,    . 
Dreamt  slii^  went  a  gnimiar« - 
;J)reaint  ^he  eat  a  mnshrooai 

I  As  bi|>  aa  uny  puokln. 

Sister  Sal  she  climbs  right  weH^ 
Can't  climb  as  she  nater  : 

Dare  she  sets  a  pitching  com 
At  our  old  I'ob  tail  rooster. 

— 1^  lei  ^ 

Bright  Eyet  7or  Me. 


My  pretty  littie  daisy,  '' 

i*he  nearly  drives  me  orazy, 
W^l]  bright  blue  eyes  all  men  surprise, 

L^e  dew  drops  on  a  daisy  ; 
By  A  Queen  I'm  loved,  as  you  know  : 

Jler  name  it  is  Queen  Juno, 
My  little  heart  from  her  won't  part,     ''  .     . 
Ske's  such  a  lovely  girl  !  ' 

cnoRCB. 
Oh  !  a  rpsiir  of  bright  eyes  are  tiie  thing  for  me. 

And  *•  know  they  are  such  pretty  things  to  see- 
When  We  are  married,  oh  !  how  happy  we  shall  be, 
AmoD^  the  upper  ten  bow  enviea  1  shall  be  ! 

Emosing  on  the  flowers  j 

Near  Uie  celestial  bowers,  i    ' " .  • 

I  Iras  made  to  start  by  Cupid's  dart  '"  :~    • 

JAind  thro'  a  golden  shower. 
While  fel^fllfig  to  be  sleeping, 

I  sair  my  Juno  peepiog  : 
Mi4  tbe  aualit  skies  her  bright  blue  eyes 

^fii  :  "  MorUl,  I  love  you  !  " 

Ob  .'  a  pair  of  bright  eyes,  *e. 

Staggering  Home  to  Bed.  a  -  :. 

Sung  by  l^ghey  Dougherty— Composed  by  Frank  DumouL 


I  bew  belong  to  the  "  midnight  c!ub, 

uood  fellows,  you'll  all  agree. 
Always  ready  to  go  on  a  lark  I 

lOb'  a  good  old-fasbloned  spree  : 
O^  then,  ere  daylight,  off  we  go — 

iTo  rest  oar  weary  bead, 
A|dQ  vocally  let  tach  aleeper  know 

I  we're  ataggering  borne  to  bed. 

1  :  CHoans. 

liif  n  gffe  np  your  former  wa^t 

{And  Join  oar  elob  instead. 
iUnd,  by  the  light  o<  early  mom, 

>Cfo  staggering  home  to  bed. 

AJnll  then  eadb  night  we  meet,  yon  know, 

:  And  all  oar  friends  we  freet : 
Ojbi !  Iiow  the  empty  bottles  fly, 

I  As  each  one  stands  a  treat—  j 

iKujd  then  we  part  to  meet  anin.       , 
j  Witb  •'  goodnight '.  "  to  Jim  or  Fred  : 
A  iTieadly  If .  F.  takes  onr  arm. 
I  ^s  we're  stagger ing  home  to  l>ed. 
{  ;  Tben  give  np.  Ac. 

Atitimsa  ws  cling  with  a  loving  grip 

To  a  lamp-post  on  our  war. 
Or  dream  of  all  oar  Jolly  friesda, 

As  in  the  street  we  lay  : 
I'm  looking  raddy  in  the  face,' 

My  Doae  is  rather  red. 
We  black  our  eyes,  or  crack  onr  skulls, 

As  we're  staggering  home  to  bed  ! 
,  f  Tben  give  np.  Ac. 

i  I 
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Fanny  Powen. 

BONO  AND  DARCB— Sane  trr  Vox  and  Ward. 

We've  Bung  about  the  yall«r  girl. 

And  she's  lovely  aa  a  rose  : 
But  now  we'll  ciog  atnins  of  one 

Indeed  you  can't  suppoae  ; 
Her  form  is  like  a  Venus  fair, 

Her  cheeks  blush  like  the  floweri, 
But  the  only  one  that  holds  our  heart* 
is  little  Janiiy  Towers. 
CIIORCS. 
It  was  early  in  the  fall, 
I  met  her  at  a  ball  : 

She  wore  a  wreath  of  ooral  flowars. 
As  side  by  side  we  sat. 

My  heart  went  pit-a-pat    " 

To  think  of  little  Panny  Pow«r«. 

I  asked  her  then  to  danoe  with  me, 

1  hat's  if  she  felt  inclined  : 
She  answered  in  a  voice  so  sweet. 

And  said  she  didn't  mind. 
We  danced  the  polka  o'er  and  o'er, 

And  spent  each  happy  hour. 
And  I  found,  that  night,  my  heart  had  flown 

To  hltle  Fanny  Powers. 

It  waa  early,  <be. 


The  Little  Street  Peddler. 

Words  bj  Frank  Dnmont— Mnsle  by  Bleka. 
Sang  bj  J.  Ii.  Woolaej.. 


Weary  and  cold  thro,'  the  falling  sleet, 
Wandering  about  in  her  little  bare-fee^, 
With  tears  in  her  eyes,  she  vainly  triea    ' : . 
I'o  sell  a  few  apples  which  nobody  bnyM  : 
All  hurry  by — for,  dark  grows  the  day. 
And  alone  she  is  sitting,  her  thoughts  far  away— 
Oh  !  none  hear  her  sobs  or  her  plaintive  moan, 
Left  thro'  the  cold  night  the  streeta  to  ream  ! 

CHORrS. 

Will  no  one  heed  my  feeble  ery  f 
.     Must  I  be  left  here  to  die  ? 

Oh  !  my  tears,  1  see,  are  of  no  arafl. 
The  winds  answer  me  with  a  wafl  — 

Thro'  the  dark  night,  and  thick  falling  inow, 
1'rembling  and  fearful,  alone  to  and  fi'^— 
Htiil  waiting  and  hoping  with  tear  moiatanad  eye 
That  some  one  would  see  her  nice  applea  and  buy  : 
Will  no  kind  soul  'mong  the  thick  pasaing  throng, 
Ever  pity  the  poor  helpless  eirl  so  forlorn  ? 
Oh  !  no— in  the  cold  blast  this  night  aha  aiay  lie, 
Left  all  alone  uncared  for  to  die  ! 

Will  DO  one  baed  my  feebla  cry,  <te. 


Darling  Ones,  Come  From  Above. 

Vords  by  Fraok  Dnmont— 'Mnste  by  Fred.  B.  Kaylor. 

-The  Uusic  is  Published  by  Hempstead,  Mllwaokee. 

Snng  by  J.  L.  Woolsay. 


Spirit  forms  are  hovering  nigb. 

As  I  sit  so  sad  and  lone, 
Thinkin;:;  of  the  happier  days. 

And  the  dear  ones  that  are  goneu 
Loved  ones,  linger  by  my  side, 

Leave  nie  not  alone  I  pray  : 
Wife  and  cliUJren  again  are  here— 

(ientle  spirits,  stay  !  oh  1  stay  ' 
CHORrs. 
Now  they  beckon  me  to  come  ' 

From  lhi.s  world  so  sad  and  drear  : 
Larlinu;  ones,  come  from  abova* 

(^entle  spirits,  hngep  ntar. 

Spirit  forms  are  hovering  nigh, 

W  aflin;;  words  of  oheer  to  xa», 
IVUinj'  nie  earth  i  must  leave — 

Willi  tlieni  forever  happy  be. 
Littl.;  faces  smile  so  sweetly — 

Coiilii  I  >>^it  clasp  them  to  my  heart  i 
And  l!iey  V>cckon  me  to  come  : 

Gentle  spirits,  must  we  part  ? 

Now  they  beckon  me,  Ac. 


Vegetable  PIlli. 

As  Bong  by  tha  funooa  benjolat,  Bafry  Stanwood. 


There  wis  a  little  mtn. 

And  he  never  bad  bis  health. 
Ha  WIS  subject  to  all  aorta  of  ills. 

He  went  down  town  on  Sunday  ansmoon. 
And  bought  ■  box  uf  vegetable  pills. 
Oh  '  be  took  twenty  four.  «ud  then  he  went  to  bad. 

And  soon  wu  fast  asleep  ; 
Wheo  he  opened  up  lila  eyes. 

Very  much  to  his  surprise, 
He  was  tnrned  into  a  great  big  beek 

The  old  woman  was  taeliUd 

With  a  pain  In  her  head. 
And  she  sent  for  her  darling  son, 

Said  ah*  :   ■■  Qo  get  me  that  very  box  of  pllla, 
I  think  that  I  will  teke  sume.  » 

And  tben  ahe  got  worse — 
8o  they  sent  for  the  nurse  : 

For,  aUe'd  taken  a  very  big  nnmhar. 
When  she  looked  lu  the  glass,  ,     ' 

She  wu  Just  a«  green  aa  grass. 
She  had  turned  into  a  big  oooamber. 

One  night,  the  old  man 

^e  got  very  tight. 
And  lie  felt  so  very  qneer. 

Be  tbougbt  be  would  try 
A  small  dose  of  pJlla. 

In  a  plot  of  ISKSr  beer, 
He  took  sixty- four, 

Tlien  abont  a  dozen  more. 
Which  made  bim  feel  forlomt 

When  he  sat  right  down,  ' '-' 

And  bis  bead  flopped  arouad. 

He  had  turued  into  a  big  ear  of  ooni. 

The  little  pnsay.  kitten  eat. 

Was  looking  for  a  rat. 
And  she  spied  the  box  ot  pills  ; 

She  looked  all  around. 
Then  she  gobbled  them  dowm. 

She  thought  'twould  chre  her  ffls. 
Then  the  fun  begnn. 

When  the  cat  began  (o  rim 
From  the  cellar  clear  up  into  the  garret  : 

Her  body  was  turned  right  into  soar-kroat, 
And  her  tall  into  a  great  big  earrot ! 
MOBAL. 
For,  if  yon  do. 

T'-n  mir- ly  it  will  ma. 
And  think  how  strange  it  ieama, 

How  funny  you  would  look, 
All  strung  up  on  a  hook. 
And  turned  right  into  beans  ! 

Sweet  lAod  of  TjroL 

English  Words  by  Oao.  Cooper— Hnale  by  Kad'Ila  Tharaaa. 

The  Mnsio  of  this  piece,  arranged  for  the  voice  and 

the  piano- forte,  is  published  In  Dc  Wm's  Half-Dims 

Series  of  Choice  Mnslr.    For  sale  by  B.  M.  Os'Wm, 

33  Rose  Straat.  Vaw-Tork.    Price  Five  Oenta. 
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I  know  a  land  so  far  away, 
A  meny  land  so  sweet  and  gay  : 
And  there  I  know  a  pretty  maid 
W  ith  eyes  that  shame  th«  stars  abort, 
And  she's  the  daj-Iige  that  1  lota— 
Xr»,la,Xl»,U.J*.le.l^.l%,l».     , 

PUDKUS.  ^ 

Tr»,l»,l^li,  ■.  v.*  ."■■' 

tbe  litUe  daribig  that  I  lora  t 
Tni  on,  la  on,  la  on, 
Tra  oQ,  la  oo,  U  on,  '    ■  ■^         ... 

Tra  on,  la  on,  la  on,  1*. 

La,  U,  la,  la. 
All  in  the  land  of  sweet  Tyrol  J 
Tra  oti,  la  ou,  la  on, 
Tra  ou,  la  ou,  la  ou, 
Tra  ou,  la  ou,  la  ou,  1*  la  ou, 
Tra  ou,  la  ou,  la  ou,  la  ou,  la  on,  la  on,  la, 

Tra,  k,  U. 

Her  step  is  like  the  bounding  fawn, 
Uer  rosy  cheeks  are  like  the  dawn  !_ 
And  hand  in  hand,  among  the  hills, 
With  merry  hearts  we'd  gaily  rove 
And  tell  our  tale  of  simple  love — 

Tra,kl  A«. 

Oh  t  still  in  all  my  dreams  I  hear 
That  gentle  voice  i  loved  so  dear  ! 
And  still  I  see  my  mountain  home. 
And  wander  through  each  vale  and  grove 
And  hear  the  native  songs  1  love — 

Tra  la  !  Ac. 


'  A  Cynical  lady,  rather  inclined  to  flirt,  says  most 
men  are  like  a  colJ — very  easily  caught,  but  very 
difficult  to  get  rid  of. 


Why  is  a  street-door  like  a  barrel  of  Whisky  ? 
Because  it  is  frequently  tappid. 

Why  is  justice  like  a  shad  ? 
Because  she  carries  scalaa. 


Tbe  OM'iniiloi'i  Dremm. 

Bang  by  John  0,  Marlowa  With  great  applanse. 

The  Mnslo  ean  be  obtained  at  the  Mnile-Pabllahlag  Office 
of  X.  H.  Harding.  No.  288  Bowery,  New- York— Price  10  Cts. 


'Neath  the  village  oak  sat  an  old  man  worn,  | 

Leaning  his  hand  on  a  trusty  staff  ;  | 

He  was  suent  and  sad  on  that  oeauteous  mom,  ' 

Till  roused  by  the  sound  of  a  childlike  laugh  :         { 
He  raised  his  head  and  smiled,  while  a  tear 

Coursed  gently  down  o'er  his  furrowed  cheek. 
And  the  wondenog  child  sought  his  grief  to  cheer, 

As  he  stroked  the  hand  of  that  old  man  meek. 

"  Sit  down,  my  child,  by  thy  grandsire's  side,  " 

And  he  pasaied  his  hand  through  his  golden  hair,'. 
While  he  smiled  in  the  aest  of  an  old  man's  pride, 

O'er  his  childish  foroi,  so  blithe  and  £air. 
It  led  him  back  to  his  boyhood's  days, 

W  hea  his  ana  waa  atrong  and  his  laugh  was  free — 
Ere  the  storm  had  sprinkled  his  locks  with  grey. 

Or  he  tempted  the  wavea  of  the  treacherous  sea. 

He  dreamed  of  a  maid,  blue-eyed  and  mild. 

Who  once  plighted  troth  'neath  that  village  tree  ; 
How  he  loved  her  then— ere  ahe  drove  him  wild, 

And  he  left  her  and  home  for  the  blue,  blue  sea  : 
Bow  he  wandered  afar,  but  found  no  balm, 

Through  the  weary  course  of  many  a  ye«r. 
Till  years  brought  age,  and  ag«  a  calm      [ 

That  memory  moistened  with  a  tear. 

See  :  the  old  man's  eyea  are  closed  in  sleep, 

And  the  visions  change  in  his  slumbers  now  : 
For,  gentle  smiles  o'er  his  features  creep,  I 

Like  the  varied  hues  of  the  rains  bright  bow  ; 
Bnt  never  more  shall  the  old  man  dr>am 

By  the  village  tre«  of  the  days  of  yore  : 
For,  his  soul  went  out  with  the  san's  last  beam. 

And  his  anohor  is  cast  on  the  safe  lee  shore. 


-♦♦^ 


f- 


A  Heart  For  Sale. 

Words  by  Isaac  MoOat— Xuslo  by  K.  Thompson. 

■'1    The  Maslo  eaa  be  obtained  of  the  Pnbliaher. 
X«nls  Ifsysr.  1413  OhMrtnnt  Bti«*t.  PhUadalphla. 


I'm  young,  as  you  see,  my  hand  it  ia  free,  r 

My  &ee  i«  my  fortune,  i '11  own  ;  '.;  ' 

I  want  some  young  man  to  have  pity  on  me, 

I'm  tired  of  this  hving  alone. 
I'm  sure  I'd  be  kind  te  tit«  man  to  my  mind  : 

For,  my  temper's  as  meek  as  a  dove. 
To  hia  foibles  and  follies  my  eyes  would  be  blind  : 

For,  iriy  bosom  is  brimfol  of  love  I 
To  his  foibles  and  follies  my  eyes  would  be  blind  : 

For,  my  bosom  is  briuful  of  love  !  ,  .    , 

I'm  not  given  to  flirt,  my  heart  ia  nnhnrt, 

I  waa  never  bmngfat  out  at  the  shore  ; 
I'm  fond  of  my  book  and  know  how  to  cook. 

Now  what  conld  my  darling  wish  more  f 
Don't  speak  all  at  once,  I'm  not  such  a  dunce 

To  Se  catight  like  a  fish,  with  a  fly  ! 
The  man  of  my  choice  mnst  be  honest  and  true. 

And  him  I  will  love  tjjl  I  die  ! 
The  man  of  my  choice  must  be  honest  and  tme. 

And  him  I  will  love  till  I  die  ! 

I  suppose,  like  all  others,  I'm  fond  of  a  hat, 

A  feather,  or  trifles  like  these  : 
But  the  aim  of  my  life  will  be  higher,  I  hope' 

And  I'll  strive  best  rny  husband  to  pleaae. 
I'm  far  from  being  perfect,  forgive  such  a  thought, 

1  ho"  the  streets  I'm  not  given  to  roam  ; 
I'd  like  to  be  thought  a  most  excellent  mate. 

The  light  and  the  joy  of  our  home  ! 
I'd. like  to  be  thought  a  moat  excellent  mate. 

The  light  and  the  joy  of  our  home  I 


"  Mother,  said  a  little  girl  who  was  engaged  in 
making  her  doll  an  apron,  I  believe  I  will  be  a 
Duchess  when  1  grow  up.  "  "  How  do  you  ever 
expect  to  become  a  Duchess,  my  daughter  t  "  her 
mother  asked.  "  Why,  by  marrying  a  Dutchman, 
to  be  sure,  "  replied  the  girl.  -.  i 

"  Julius,  what's  de  worst  feeling  yon  ever 
'sperieqped  ?  "     "  Mortification.  " 

"  At  what  time  did  tliat  happen  ?  "  "  When 
I  popped  de  question  to  a  gal  and  she  ^aid  No  !  " 


Stout  and  Bitter. 


*H1,>*IW  «     '"*>, 


I  tMted  have  all  llqnora  Irnown.  but  non«  eonld  I  e'er  find 
n'liicb  coald  bo  well  tay  thoughts  dispel, 

(Dd  salt  this  Ungaid  mind  : 
I've  psid  high  prices,  but  thiugs,  70a  know, 

sre  not  all  gold  that  glitter- 
Bat  good  and  cheap  I're  fonnd  a  deep, 

good  draught  of  Stoat  and  Bitter. 

CHORUS. 
Stoat  and  Bitter,  Stout  and  Bitter,    .  - 

Oije  me  Stout  and  Bitter  :  .;,  ■:'.■. 

I  care  for  nought.  If  I  oan  sport         •■ 

A  glaM  of  Stoat  and  Bitter. 

Tea.  Stont  and  Bitter  is  my  cry.  when  I  am  on  the  spree. 
And  none  too  much  can  I  e'er  toaeh,  so  well  does  It  agree — 
Mow  a  lady  once  she  said  to  me  : 

( I  nerer  shall  forget  her  ) 
••  What  a  strange  f«at  you  should  be  so  sweet 

on  drinking  so  mnch  Bitter  ! 
Stout  and  Bitter,  ko. 

A  charmer  fair  I  ooce  took  ont.  the  one  I  did  adore. 
When  in  a  crowd  I  beard  aloud  she'd  lovers  half  a-score— 
How  so  many  to  aroid  who  all  would  like  to  get  her, 
I  said  :  "  Dselde  !  and  she  replied  : 

I'll  have  Stont  and  Bitter.  " 
Stout  and  Bitter,  *c. 

Vow  that  we  have  wedded  been  a  twelreoiontb  and  a  day, 
And  lots  of  tronbles  we  have  seen— atlll 

we  are  light  and  gay  : 
And  as  through  life  we  Jog  along. 

and  sonbeams  v'er  ns  flitter, 
We'll  drink  to  Mars  and 

thank  our  stars  we  still  hare  Stont  and  Bitter !  / 
Stont  aad  Bitter,  he.  * 


•*•"* 


The  Gay  Decciver.S 


-•♦*- 


Jamsetjhee ! 


_:):-:■: 


xr  ri; 


Jnst  like  Slnbad  the  Sailor 

Or  Boblsson  Crusoe— 
I  left  my  native  land,  in  search 

Of  wonders  I  xoBld  g0  u  ^ 
I  went  to  be  a  sailor — 

I  come  baok,  as  yoo  eM^^  >'^    ' 
A  mixture  of  an  Xudtan, 

A  Turk  and  Cbinkpaazee. 
Ohoma  :    Jamsetjha*.  majabejehoj, 
Jabbery  Dobie  Porta 
.  '  *;    .  .    •     iker.  Pikey.  Sikey,  CrUuf,  . 
ChlUisgowullabadozte.  ..y 

We'd  been  to  sea  a  fortnight, 

A  dreadful  atorm  aroae  :  .; 

Tpon  an  Island  I  was  thrown,    '  ^ 

To  wind  and  rain  expoaed. 
By  savages  sarronaded  :  •: 

( It  was  their  Island  home,  ) 
They  addresaed  me  In  a  iangtuf  ^ .  „ ., 

Decidedly  their  own.  ; 

Jamaetjhee,  mtJMQeMjr.Mu 

I  expected  from  these  savages 

Leas  pence  than  kicks  and  blows  : 
They'd  a  funny  dreae.  in  fact  ttaeyd  aol  ~  ' "  > ' 

A  slURle  atiteh  of  clothes.  ,*.',.?■•.'. 

They  tore  my  thinge  from  off  mj  back  ■^. ' 

My  hair  from  out  the  roota. 
They  left  me  with  a  waistcoat, 

A  hat  and  pair  of  bo«(e.  ■-:■.''>     ■.    ■*■ 

jTamaeUhee.  lss»lM}«liey,  te. 

Whea  iJui'(Lsota^  Ml  4|fiUiia&  , 

Thtnkel:  whaTnelt  tSeyUl  do  t 
They  brought  thetr  peiiU  ioA  peiated  me 

With  colore  red  luMt)nie-i. 
And  ao  that  was  my  oostune  i. 

A  waistcoat  for  my  clothe*, ' 
Striped  red  and  bine,  a  hat  aad  beeta. 

And  a  ring  stuck  through  my  nose. 

Jamseghee,  ma  Jabltfebey,  4o. 

For  five  years  In  that  eostame, 

I  roamed  al>oat  tbe  land  ; 
To  a  damsel  of  tbe  Boyal-blood 

They  made  me  give  my  hand  : 
And  there  were  great  rejoicings 

Upon  the  wedding  day,  ■   :.  , 

And  we've  got  two  pairs  of  black  kldfl 

My  wife  haa  taught  to  say  : 

Jamsetjhee,  ma  J«bi^07,  fto. 

One  day,  a  ship  appeared  in  Bight, 

I'd  scarce  believe  It  true — 
To  reach  the  ship  I  stole  a  boa^ 

And  paddled  my  own  canoe. 
But  now  I'm  back  In  Merikey, 

The  country  I  adore— 
I'll  take  good  care  to  stick  to  It — 

And  never  leave  It  more. 

Jamsetjhee,  ma  Jab^]eb«7,  fte. 


Johnson  :     Ned,  what  is  woman  ? 

Nkd  :  Woman  is  an  essay  on  grace,  in  one 
volume,  elegantly  bound.  Althoug  it  may  be  dear, 
rvery  man  ehouul  have  a  copy. 

(iirlS  are  like  peaches— the  nearer  they  ape  ripe, 
the  moro  they  blush. 

Why  ere  bo<ik-keeper8  like  chickens  ? 
Becanee  they  have  to  scratch  for  a  liring. 


■5*-;<\T 


Gallant  and  tall,  and  a  soldier  withal, 

iSir  Uany  goes  courting  the  £air  : 
He  has  burnished  his  curls,  and  his  white  hand  twirla 

Through  the  tresses  with  tender  care. 
He  is  whispering  low — but  don't  kt  your  hearts  go, 

Maidens,  just  watch,  and  you'll  see 
That  Sir  Uarry  can  smile,  and  mean  nothing  the  while  : 

For,  a  gay  deceiver  is  he. 
Scout  him  and  flout  him  with  pride  and  scorn  : 

For,  he'll  sue  you,  and  woo  you, 

and  leave  you  forlorn- 
Scout  him  and  flout  him  with  pride  and  acorn  : 

For,  he'll  sue  you,  and  woo  you, 

and  leave  you  forlorn— 

He  holds  up  his  head,  and  tells  of  the  dead,       "'       1 

And  the  wounded  his  beauty  has  left  : 
Lightly  he'll  boast  of  his  love-smitten  host 

By  nis  charms  of  their  peace  bereft.  ...»      • 

Oh  !  heave  not  a  sigh  at  the  blink  of  his  eye,    ,;'       I 

Though  melting  its  beam  may  be  ;  ■;    '^'    .\ 

He  seeks  to  entrance  your  souls  with  a  glanoe^  ' 

But  a  gay  deceiver  is  he. 
Scout  him  and  flout  him — he  worships  a  stone  : 

For,  the  image  he  doats  on  is  only  nis  own — 
Scout  him  and  flout  him — he  worships  a  stone  : 

For,  the  image  he  doats  on  is  only  his  own —  ■ 

This  gallant  and  gay  Sir  Harry,  they  say, 

Has  reckoned  his  worth  in  gold  :     .   ^   ._  .^ 
Sir  Harry  is  not  to  be  given  away, 

He  is  only  a  thing  to  be  sold. 
Maidens,  don't  fret,  though  his  whiskers  of  jet 

Right  daintily  trimmed  may  be  ; 
Oh  1  give  hJTuwn  part  of  woman's  wann  heart : 

For,  a  gay  deceiver  is  he.  »! 

Scout  him  and  flout  him  with  pride  and  scorn  : 

And  leave  him  and  his  beauty  to  live  forlorn — 
Scout  him  and  flout  him  with  pride  and  eeom  : 

And  leave  him  and  his  beauty  to  lire  forlorn — 


^*%*< 


I-'.: 


The  Good  Old  Songa. 

As  Simg  by  Frank  van  Hess,  Balladlat. . 

I  loTe  to  hear  the  good  old  songs 

Our  fathers  sung  of  yore ;  ,; 

A  secret  charm  to  them  b^ngs. 

Which  makes  me  young  onoe  more. 
They  bring  the  past  to  me  again — 

I  see  the  old  nreside  ; 
Their  memory  doth  with  me  remaia        ,^    . 

And  in  my  heart  abide.  • .  •  • 

CH0»U8.  -ir  •■,;«•.    , 

Let  roof  and  rafter  loudly  ring  .  '',.'•■ 

With  joyous  shouts  onoe  more,       -; .  -V 
As  we'll  again  the  old  songa  aiog^       •  ' 
~  Oor  iathws  sung  of  yore*  ^ '  ••"    - 

.         I  lore  to  hear  those  sengs  s«  4[iiaMi  '  ^ 

Which  woke  enr  fathers*  mirth,    ■•■••■ 
And  which  in  homely  language  paint 

Kind  deeds  of  social  worth. 
There's  honest  feelings  in  their  tone,    . 

Which  warms  the  heart  again  : 
A  lasting  beauty,  of  their  own,    _  ^^  _ 
The  oU  opi^s  still  retain' 

•  'r   ■  '??  ^  '^'•^    1**  roof  and  rafter,  Ao. 

I  love  to  hear  those  songs  so  bold, 

Which  Cohimbia's  glory  tell,  ;    < .     - 

And  speak  of  gallant  deeds  of  old. 
That  in  our  mem'ry  dwell.  '. 

•      There's  vigor  in  their  melody,       .;;■'■■ 
A  spirit  ever  young  :  "'   ''  ' 

No  songs  have  such  a  charm  for  me 
Aa  thiwe  our  fathers  sung. 

-,;,  ;  ,   -  •  Let  roof  and  rafter,  &<i. 

Why  are  the  monsters  of  the  deep  better  posted 
than  the  cable  operators  ? 

Because  th^  Noea  the  news  before  it  reaches 

eitherside.     ■■  ■r':>s-^  ry:.':'  ■yr^''.^.',  .''":< 

'What  is  the  difference  between  a  young  lady  and 
an  old  hat  ? 

One  has  fcelius,  and  the  other  has  felt.         '      ■  ■ 

Why  is  the  Union  like  a  stone  ?      ,.*  .i^V  ii?:  i 
'Cause  it's  hard  to  dissolve. 


!]fhe  Young  Girl  of  the  Period. 


She's  ^de  that  will  shirk  from  all  kinds  of  work. 

But! will  read  each  new  romance  and  sonnet  : 
Wearsifeatbers  and  frills,  like  porcupine  quills, 

Stuolk  around  in  a  piece  of  a  bonnet. 
She  lot^  to  'tend  balls,  she  loves  to  make  calls. 

She  lalwuys  looks  faded  and  wearied  : 
She's  «tf  tie  same  stripe,  a  very  good  type 

Of  the  present  young  girls  of  the  ptriod. 
CilOKL'g. 

The  tvuth  I  must  speak,  tho'  sickly  and  weak — 
Of  one  thing  she  never  gets  wearied  : 

It's   •«  i^giading  "  the  street,  where  you  often  will  meet 
Witp  the  "  gushing  "  young  girls  of  the  period. 

With  !"=  chignons  "  and  "  raU  "  'neath. 

Biuallest  of  hats, 
Witb  a  pannier  assiding  to  "  bend  "  her  : 
"  With  (sheen  cherry  red,  th*'  painte«l,  'tis  said, 
Willi  a  look  venr  "  gushing  "  and  tender  : 
If  old  1'^  Rip-Van-Wink  "  should  wake  up,  I  think 

The'  people  by  him  sliould  be  queried 
To  know  wlience  she  came,  and  what  was  the  name 
Of  this  dashing  young  girl  of  the  period. 

The  truth  1  most  speak,  &.o. 

She  nAtiries  a  man  as  soon  as  she  <ian. 

And  |n  most  cases  weds  him  for  money  : 
And  'tvrixt  you  and  I,  she'll  make  it  to  fly, 

Thalt  he'll  think  it  amazingly  funny. 
To  be  a  good  wife  is  such  a  dull  life, 
I      Of  house-keeping  she  becomes  wearied  : 
/  Then  ^'  Hubby  "  wfll  find  Jic  must  have  been  Mind, 
Whan  he  wed  this  young  girl  of  the  period  ! 

The  truth  1  must  speak,  Ae. 


-•♦►H 


J  The  Hancian  and  the  Dasoer, 

I  Aa  Snag  by  Frank  van  Heaa.  ,.'•:-.-..- 

His  name  was  Esrr  Tnyfei,  and  we  understand 
That  be  played  the  bassoon  in  a  orchestra  band  : 
A  portly  yoaag  Dntebman,  quite  gallant  and  tall, 
Witlia^eUowinastacblo  admired  by  uU. 

I  Chorus  :    Bi  too  ral  In,  to. 

Har  aapi  was  La  Bylphide.  a  native  of  Franoe, 
And  in  the  theatre  abe  uaed  to  dance  : 
Oh  :  she  was  bewitching,  and  In  tbe  Csn-Oan 
She  CQVAA,  with  her  toes,  kick  the 'hat  off  a  man. 

Rl  too  wl.  Jm. 

Aad  HeIrr  Tnyfei,  the  Dutchman, 

while  she  danced  and  he  played, 
Caat  many  a  sheep's  eye  at  this  pretty  maid  : 
And  held  blow,  and  he'd  blow, 

while  he  fondly  thongbt  bow 
He  would  rellah  his  lager  if  she  was  bis  trau  \ 

Bl  too  ral.  Ac 

And  ont  evsnlng,  Ia  Sylphide  she  happened  one  eye 
To  cast  down  on  Herr'Tuyfel— it  knocked  him  akj-kigh) 
He  blew,  and  he  blew  till  he  got  out  of  breath— 
Her  glance  the  young  Dutchman  most  tickled  to  death— 

Bi  too  ral,  te. 

He  wrote  her  a  letter,  be  called  her  his  "  dove^  " 
Be  swore  he  was  dying  by  Inches  In  lova  1  -^111"    ' 

To  smile  on  her  lover  bis  anpel  he  bid,     '      -  ' 
He  aakediher  his  heart  to  aceept— and  she  did. 

Bi  toe  ral,  &c 

He  wasBtiitten  completely— and.  Joking  apart. 
She  had  Captured  Uerr  Tuyfel.  and  stolen  his  heart  : 
He  bought  her  silk  dresses,  and  rings  one  or  two  : 
He  BWor«to  be  ooostant — she  swore  to  be  true. 

Kl  too  ral,  te. 

Bnt  fierce  was  his  anger,  and  great  his  surprise. 
When.  <)i)e  night,  on  another  siie  cast  both  her  eyes  : 
He  wstehBd  her  quite  closely  :  and.  what  do  you  think  t 
Why,  at  tpie  base  drummer  she  gave  a  sly  wink  '. 

I  .  Bi  too  ral,  &c. 

He  thoilgpt  of  the  dresses,  he  thought  of  the  rings. 
He  thongbt  of  lier  promise   her  kisses  and  ibings— 
"  False  !  ^FaUe  '  shrieked  her  Tuyfel.  I  see  it  at  last ! 
And  he<eized  bis  bassoon,  and  he  blew  a  Innd  blast .' 

I  ;  Bi  too  ral,  te. 

And  he  blew,  and  he  blew  a  most  horrible  blow  : 
La  Sylphide  eot  frightened  and  fain>ed.  you  know- 
But  he  blew  for  an  hour. .and  then  didn't  atop 
Till  he  blew  of  bia  head  a  Urge  hole  iu  the  top  ! 

Hi  too  ral,  te. 

Bat  litt)ejt<>iell  yon.  my  dear  friends,  remain* — 
He  bleW.und  be  blew  till  he  blew  out  his  brains  : 
And  the  acKle  La  Sylphide— you 

I  I  can  gnesa  what's  to  come — 

She  matlled  the  fellow  who  played  the  base  drnm  : 

Ki  too  ral  te. 


lilr 


^re  are  three  things  that  never  n<jree  :  two 
cats  ot'^  one  mouse,  two  wives  in  one  house,  and 
two  loyfrs  after  one  gaL 


iiji'  ^tp^iim.yji   wjjii",!. ;: 
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Surely  the  Men  Are  to  Blam«. 


Oh  !  d««r  wli»t  ■ha:!  I  do  f  '   ,. 

Sir,  I'lu  au  uuliappy  Uu  ; 
My  lover  to  inn  it  aotrue 

I'll  tell  h<iir  it  all  raiue  to  pat*. 
Oh  '.  I  atarted.  one  d;«y,  for  a  fly. 

To  tee  all  llio  tlttlitt  at  Nabtnt. 
AikI.  will  Is  I  wiiH  ;:o  e.  my  lover  prored  falae, 

Aad  e'.oped— eloped  with  my  anut. 

CHORUS. 
Oh  '.  dear,  what  b  thauie  I 

Aiid  why  did  he  leave  me  alone  ? 
Surely  the  lueii  are  to  blame. 

If  ladlea  to  flirtiug  have  KOne, 
Oh  !  what.  Oh  '  wUat  fhall  I  ilo  t 

Will  aomebody  lell  me  !  I  pray  : 
I'll  offer  ilie  lieart  ami  the  baud  th»t  are  trne, 

To  the  flrat  man  that  cornea  lu  mj  way. 

Bat  any  one  teen  niv  old  brau  t 

Bla  lookt  I'll  try  lo  depl.  t : 
Be  tquinla  with  hia  lett  eye.  Jutt  eo— 

Auil  icowU  aa  If  he  bad  been  licked. 
Oh  !  he  walka  with  a  gold-beaded  caue, 

Be'a  lenD  and  aa  thiu  aa  a  bat, 
And  over  hit  carroty,  Arey-red  hair, 

Be  weara  a  ahuckiog  bad  hat 

Oh  '  dear,  what  a  aluun*  !  Jke. 

I've  adverllaed  over  the  land. 

To  fiud  my  falte  lover  in  vain  : 
Aud  uo*  I  Lave  glren  htm  Dp, 

I  never  ahall  aee  him  a^ialu  : 
Oh  '  but  If  he  ahould  eouie  time  come  baok« 

I  tell  yoa  I'd  give  htm  a  alant  : 
7or.  men  are  aliiie— they  are  prone  to  elope. 

If  only  aloue  with  their  auut. 

Oh  I  dear,  what  a  ■bame  I  kc. 


The  Rataplan. 


Paul  Jones. 


An  Amtrtean  frtgate  from  Baltimore  came, 
Ber  Kuna  moanled  forty,  the  Richard  by  naoM, 
When  to  crnlae  In  the  channel  ttt  fiM  EiicUnl. 
With  a  noble  commander  :  Paul  Junaa  waa  the  man. 

We  had  not  aailed  long  before  we  did  eapy 
A  lartie  forty-four  and  a  twenty  dote  by  : 
Tlioxe  two  warlike  ahipa   fuil  ladeu  with  atore. 
Our  captain  paraueU  lu  the  bold  Yurktbire  ahor*. 

At  the  hoar  of  twrlve,  Pierce  came  a'ong-iida,     • 
With  a  load  apeaking  trumpet  :   "  Whence 

came  yea  t  ba  eriad  ; 
Qnick.  elve  me  nn  aiiawer  :  I  bailed  >ou  before. 
Or  thia  very  inalant  a  bruaiialde  I'll  poor.  " 

Panl  Jonee  he  exclaimed  t  "  My  brave  boya.  wall  not  ran. 
Let  every  brnve  aeitiimn  aland  cl'mn  t<.  bla  iiiin  '.   ' 
Wlieii  a  broadoKis  waa  Hred  by  tlieee  brave  KngliabveB. 

And  Ma,  bold  bucktkin  beroea,  leturned  it  aitain. 

We  fought  litem  five  glaeaea.  five  glaiaea  most  bot. 
Till  flfiv  brave  ae*  ix-n  Uy  deid  on  Ihe  apot  : 
And  full  aeveiity  inoie  lay  bleeding  lu  tbeir  gore 
Wbilat  the  Pierce  a  loud  cannon  oa  the  Blchard  did  roar. 

Onr  gnnner  atTii/hled.  nnto  Paul  Jonea  be  came  : 
"  Oar  aliip  la  a  ainkliii;    likewian  In  a  flame  " 
Paul  t-  nra  be  rcplinl  In  the  be'fibt  "f  biR  pride  : 
"  If  we  c^li  do  uo  letter,  we'.l  iiuk  aloug-tide.  " 

At  leagtb.  ear  abot  flew  an  qntck  they  eonid  net  atand 
The  flag  of  prniid  Britiiin  waa  f<iro>'d  ioc<u>ie  do»u  : 
The  Lion  l>ora  down,  and  the  BiciianI  did  rike 
\^'bich  canned  (he  heart  of  brave  Bichard  to  ache. 

"  Come  now,  my  brave  Bnekaklai  we've  talran  a  pitti 
A  large  forty-four,  and  a  twenty  likewiae  : 
They  arc  both  iio>>lu  veaaela   well  laden  with  atore  : 
We  will  tuaa  off  the  cau  to  onr  country  once  more.  " 

Ood  help  the  poor  wtdowa.  who  ahorlly  mnat  weep 
Forthe  loaa  of  their  huabandi  now  aauk  in  the  deep  ■ 
We'll  drink  to  brave  Paul  Jonea   who  with  aword  lu  hand 
Shuiie  forcuiobt  iu  action,  aud  gave  ua  commiiud —  ^ 


Sweet  Kitty  Neil 

Worda  by  J.  T.  Waller. 

The  Mniie  can  be  oMained  at  the  Mnate-Store  of 
J.  L.  Peterr,  SM  Broadway,  New-Tork. 


Ah  '  aweet  Kitty  Nell,  riae  np  from  yonr  wheel, 
Tonr  neat  little  foot  will  be  weary  of  apinniug. 

Come,  trip  down  with  me  to  the  aycamore  tree  : 

Half  the  parish  it  there  and  the  dance  la  beginning, 

The  nun  haa  gone  down,  but  the  (ull  barveat  moun 
Kiiinea  aweetly  iiud  cool  on  the  dew-whitened  valley  : 

Willie  all  the  air  rintta  with  the  aoft,  loving  ibinga, 
EhcIi  little  liird  Mint;a  in  the  green  ahaded  valley, 
Each  little  bird  aiuj,-*  lu  the  tfroeu  ahaded  valley. 

With  a  Math  and  a  tmile,  Kitty  roae  up  the  wblle. 

Uor  eye  in  the  elaaa   aa  ahe  bound  her  hair,  glanolng  ; 
Tib  liard  to  refuae  when  a  yonng  lover  aaea. 

S  >  hbe  could  uotcbooea  but  no  off  to  Ihe  dancing. 
Aiid  now  oil  the  green  the  glad  tioopa  are  aeen 

Each  gay-bearted  lad  with  the  lata  of  hia  chooalug  : 
And  Pat,  withoat  fall,  led  out  aweet  Kitty  Nell 

Souiebow  when  he  aaked    ahe  ne'er  ttiought  of  refualng, 

Sumebow  when  he  aaked,  aha  ne'er  tbougbt  of  refuting. 


Whftt  *  ebArm  Bas  tlie  dram  with  ita  ton-A-ntn-Un, 

When  we  irmrch  to  the  gily  pnmde  ! 
Oh  !  the  mtisie  we  lore  it  tlie  nold  rmtaplan, 

i^nd  the  rabadub  merrily  played  — 
Eyery  he»rt  is  inspired  by  it»  magical  sotind, 

There'a  a  tonl  in  the  stirring  dram, 
And  there  is  not  A  voice,  while  its  ecboea  rebound, 

Bat  would  cry  :  "  Let  the  enemy  come  !  " 
CB0RV8. 

So  merrily,  Oh  !  .  , 

So  ^cheerily.  Oh  !  >^^ 

So  merrily  march  away — 
lUtanhin  !  rataplan  !  rataplan  !  rataplan  ! 
March  away  while  we  may, 
'Tia  a  gay  gala  day, 
And  out- banoera  are  flaunting  high. 

In  the  sun  awoi'd  and  gun  flaeh  around  every  one 
^Vith  a  glance  juet  oa  bright  a«  the  sky. 

To  the  field  when  we  march,  how  the  tan-a-ran-tan 

Makea  the  heaK  of  the  aoldier  glow  ! 
Let  him  hear  but  the  roll  of  the  bokl  rataplan, 
And  how  gallantly  forward  h«°U  go  ! 
W  hen  the  battla  is  done, 
And  the  viclory  won. 
Still  tli«  sound  o(  the  rolling  dram 
Sends  its  eclioes  afar. 
From  the  red  field  of  war. 
To  the  dear  friends  who  welcome  ua  bom*  ! 

Then  merrily,  Ae. 


Leave  Ton  to  DesidOi 


Cheeky  Little  Cove. 

AsBTing  by  Sitae  Bolt  In  the  Barletqav'vf  "  iTaahe*. ' 


I'm  a  cheeky  little  oexe. 

At  I'm  ready  fbr  to  prova  : 
A  atadeat  ef  tlia  (hmout  Harvard  Oeltof*. 

I'm  aa  jelly  aa  they  make  'em 

In  tliat  place  of  education  , 
With  a  head  etiork  ftitl  <if  literary  knowledfc, 

A  fool  I'm  here,  yoa  see 

That'!  the  aalboc  lia  no!  me  : 
With  a  cap  aud  bella  I'm  peraotutlng  follj  :    - 

I'aa  ra*4y  tot  a  apree. 

ChampaKue  tr  E«a  de  Tie— 
For,  a  atudeut't  life  it  It  to  very  Jolly  ! 

Wben  a  nan  pnta  np  bla  h^nda. 

And  a  round  or  t^o  deinanda. 
My  left  bnnrli  I  graoat^illy  pat  forward: 

He'XfefeiVe  It  with  a  throb, 

Falrlyplaiited  on  bia  nob  -  "^ 

No  trifling  wTtb  the  fKatlve  lada  of  Harvard—  ' 

The  ciria  they  love  qn  all, 

I'm  tAa  favorite,  'eanan  I'm  amall. 
ThavLilllpntian  cbampion  of  the  light  watgbta  i 

I've  taken  my  degreei. 

And  I  dojuat  whirt  I  plesae 
Doet  thit  cheeky  tin>a  Uarvard  gradnala>.  .:  ..^ 

"  Homaemnfntn  horarnm,  " 

A  LttiuTkinaa  and  eommen. 
For  a  "  man  who  eaa'l  turn  bla  hand  to  MtTtJlWl(  : 

A  daab  of  apice  yoa'II  aee. 

If  OQ  Hta  raad  yoa  tackle  me,  "  jl.* 

My  naga  will  peta  jou  by  like  a  playtbUlg:    -  ' 

I'm  my  rither'a  ualy  eon, 

Beeiras*  be'a  oAlrgot  one  :  -- 

He  tbinka  I'm  mtber  faat  and  very  Ibrward.. 

Wheul  only  apfud  the  tiu,  -  ~, , 

Make  tbliit.'a  in  K'l'cral  spin  :  ',■ 

For,  I'm  oae  of  the  fetttve  Itda  of  Barvard  '. 

^  ■■■  ^  


I  Love,  and  I  Am  Beloved  I 

'*  j'aimk,  jk  sris  aim^  !  " 

Worda  by  Edmond  Amonld— Mnalo  by  Betcbardt. 

The  Mnaic  of  this  piece,  arranged  for  the  voice  and 

the  plauo-forte,  la  pabliahed  in  Dk  Witt'8  Balf-Dime 

Series  of  Choice  Mutic.    For  tale  by  H.  M.  Da  Witt, 

33  Rote  Street,  New-Turk.    Price  Five  Centa, 


I  loTe  and  I  am  beloved  ' 

Uh  I  lovely  now  the  bloomintt  flelda  '. 

Oh  '  aweet  and  fair  are  the  blrda  and  the  flowers  ! 

And,  hark  !  the  nolea  of  tong  birds 

Ring  all  the  live-lung  hourt 

Fill  my  aoul  with  joy,  with  their  anthem's  sweet  pralte  '. 

Dawua  another  tpring  to  my  gaze  fond  and  loving  : 

Billa  and  beautlfnl  valea  now  appear  to  my  view 

Sweet  aud  bright  in  the  dawn,  'neath  aklei  langblng  bine  : 

Earth  aud  heaven  are  fair  beyond  the  poet's  painting  : 

And  ye,  beantiful  aonnda,  borne  to  me   bow  ye  cbarui  I 

Te  breatLe  of  Joy  and  love  wblle  my  sotil  ye  steep  in  balm  : 

Oh  '.  tell,  are  ye  more  fair,  more  awake,  more  enchanting? 

'iell  ma  trne  tall  lue,  are  ye  doubly  enchanting  ? 

No,  beantiful  tun  '■ 

No   birda  tinging  80  tweetlj  !    • 

No,  beantiful  aun ! 

Nothing  haa  changed  bnt  ma— 'V OO*  bot  BM  f      <' 

I  love,  and  I  ant  beloTsd  ! 


/bate  a  fwan, 

I  lore  him  so,  ''■    ■ 

I  don't  know  what  to  do  : 

And  Papa  said 
I  shall  not  wed — 

Now  what  am  I  to  do  * 
Chonu  :     I  pray  you  tell  me,  any  one, 
Woiud  yott  let  him  slide  ? 
Or  would  you  marry  this  dear  one  ? 
I  leave  you  to  decida^ 

Ba's  such  a  dear. 

That  mnch  I  fear 
To  let  him  from  me  go  : 

"  There's  fish  in  the  eea- 
Periiaps  not  for  me— 

Now  what  am  I  to  do  f 


Be  loves  me.  Oh  t 

He  told  me  so  : 
And  yet  Pa's  sneh  a  foe. 

If  he  once  says  no, 
It's  sure  no  go — 

Now  what  am  I  to  do  * 

111  be  a  nun. 

And  than  witb  fin 
Forever  I'll  be  through  : 

I  love  the  man, 
Yet  this  is  my  plan. 

And  that  is  what  111  do. 


I  pny  you,  Ae. 


I  praj  yon,  A«. 


I  pray  you,  Ac 


Remember  Thee ! 

Bj  Tkoasaa  Moore. 


Remember  iliee  T  yee,  while  fhers'a  life  in  this  heart, 
It  shall  never  forget  thee,  all  lorn  as  thoa  art  : 
More  dear  in  thy  sorrow,  thy  gloom  and  thy  showers, 
'i  ban  the  rest  of  the  world  in  their  sunniest  hours. 

Wert  thoa  all  that  I  wish  thee— great,     '     . 

gloriotis  and  free. 
First  flower  of  the  earth  and  first  gem  of  the  sea  — 
I  migbt  b»^  tbee  with  prouder,  with  happier  brow  : 
Bnt,  oh  !  could  1  love  thee  more  deeply  than  now  ? 

No,  thy  ahaiaa  aa  tiiey  tertara,  thy  blood  aa  it  rans. 
But  make  thee  more  painftilly  dear  to  thy  aona — 
Whose  heart,  like  t^  young  of  the 

dasert-bird't  nest, 
Drink  love  in  eaoh  life^rop 
•'"    ''  -'  that  flows  from  thy  breast. 

Xarios's  Song.         ;;  ~ 

WeatU  bj  S.  r-Vnsio  by  CUxntif'r 

■.    .■    1}«C-  ip.!     ■"■,'-' 

..Pnaaio  tJte  cool  of  early  morn,  I 

The  lark  was  singing  aloud  : 
Like  a  king  in  state  he  was  high  up  borae, 

His  throne  waa  a  orimaon  clotid  : 
W  hile  thro'  the  air  his  song  was  ringing, 
Came  the  sweet  sounds  of  Marion's  smging — 
The  echoes  listened  and  catight  the  strain, 
I  beard  them  singing  the  song  again, 
1  heard  them  singing  the  song  again. 

Then,  in  the  turf,  the  violet  sweet 

Looked  up  at  the  mnsie  rare  : 
The  sunbeams  crept  to  my  darling's  feet. 

And  worshipped  the  aiuger  there  : 
The  lark  canoe  down  fK>iii  liis  cloud  to  hear  her, 
The  linnet  flew  up  to  a  briar  near  ber. 
The  dew-drops  clung  to  her  garment's  hem  : 
She  sings  not  now  for  any  of  them. 
She  sings  not  now  for  any  of  them —  '  ,' 

Angels  who  sing  in  the  heav'ns  above, 

Hent  over  their  harps  and  smiled  : 
For,  their  love  t<>  mo  wah  a  cruel  love, 

'J  hey  robbed  me  of  my  child —  » 

In  vain  may  the  lark  and  linnet  listen. 
In  vain  may  the  sun  on  the  dew-drops  i^Iisten  ; 
No  Marion  sings  to  them,  never,  oh  !  never  I 
The  Angels  wm  keep  her,  for  ever,  ft>r  ever  ! 
The  Allele  will  keep  ber,  for  ever,  fur  ev«r  1 


■^T  -r:*  .'*y- 
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:._:■..;.        Good-By«,  Charlie :      ,_   '     , 
Or  Do  Hot  Forget  Tour  Kelly  Darling. 


Pj  O.  W.  Hunt.' 


Oil  T  1i«w  I  nrry  girl*  who  hare 

Their  loven  close  at  homo —        ..  v  • 
While  diitance  keeps  me  far  from  mine, 

Who  o'er  the  seas  most  roam  : 
Should  I  but  tee  him  twice  a  year,;.;^ 

Contented  I  must  be, 
And  hope  he'll  ne'er  forget  my  words 

When  last  he  went  to  sea. 

CUOttUS.  i'    '  ' 

Good-bye,  Charlie,  whan  jon  ar«  awaj 
Write  me  a  letter,  love  :        .         ' 
Send  nie  a  letter,  love  : 
Good-bye,  Charlie,  when  you  are  away, 
Do  not  forget  your  Nelly  darling  ! 

Ilow  nice  the  drive,  the  game  at  chess, 

Or  moonlight  walk  must  be  ! 
How  nice  to  have  one's  love  "  drop  in  " 

To  take  a  <Mp  of  tea  I 
How  nice  to  have  sweet  billet-doux 

Arrive  by  every  post ! 
The  whilst  poor  me  ean  but  expect 

Just  tmo  a  year  at  roost — 

Good-bye,  Charlie,  Ac, 

It's  hard  to  see  such  swarms  of  swells. 

Who  stay  at  home  at  ease. 
1  b«  while  uty  darhng  has  to  sail 

The  wide  and  stormy  seas  : 
But  I  suppose  it  woula  aot  do 

For  all  to  stay  at  h>,nie, 
And  so  I  can  but  hope  my  love 

Ere  long  will  cease  to  roam. 

Good-bye,  Charlie,  Ac. 


^^«4 


Vken  the  Band  Begini  to  Flay. 

Writtsn  aad  Composed  bj  a.  W.  Bant. 


I'm  very  fond  of  mnsta— to  me  It's  qaite  a  treat, 
Unlsts  It  ba  from  German  Bftnds.  or  Organs  la  ttie  street  : 
Thro'  llit'nlng  to  a  band,  one  day,  I  fairljr  lost  vaj  heart ! 
TlM  leader  'twas  wko  found  it  and  be  now  with  It  won't  part. 

CB01C8. 
Oil '.  I  Itot  SO  awfatlr^lty  when  the  band  begins  to  p\*j. 
When  the  bead  begins  to  fttj, 

wben  the  band  beflns  to  plaj— 
I'm  var^  taet  of  miiet^J  conld  listen  all  the  day, 
Bapeoiallr  wben  mj  CharMe  leads  the  band^POM,  Pom. 

Mr  Charlie  Is  my  darling— the  bxau  ideal  of  loves. 
With  hl4  hair  ao  black  aud  curly,  and 

bis  whitest  of  white  gloves  : 
My  loT*  eunds  In  the  middle,  with  bis  batoi  la  his  hand, 
Aud  leads  the  Instmmentaliats  in  a  style 

that  I  think  grand— 
Oh  :  I  feel  so  awfully  Jolly,  *o. 

TderVty  stiell^IIrBrtisle— Walts,  polka,  and  qnadrllle. 
And  lematiujes  play  so  rsauMOLr, 

it  gives  me  qnite  a  thrill— 
Tka  leader  ao»etlmes  gives  a  frown, 

and  looks  aa  thongh  he's  rash  : 
.  Aad  then  tbcy  play  so  soft  and  sweet. 

and  after  comes  a  okash— 
Oh  ■  I  feel  ao  awfully  jolly,  *o. 

Vow,  whMe  my  CBlWla^s  to  be'aeen  I  don't  Intend  to  tell. 
For  fear  that  ha  might  captivate  soma  other  bkuje  as  well : 
He's  asked  me  "  one  small  question  "— 

I  gave  him  my  reply- 
In  about  a  auMtkifcere  will  not  ba  a  happier  wlfa  tbau  I. 
Ob  !  I  feel  so  awfully  jolly,  ^e. 


^^*~^ 


Do  a  "^in^  Act  When  Ytn  Can. 

By  X.  M.  Thornton. 


If  fortune  is  smiling  upon  yon. 

And  care  never  enters  your  breast, 
Oh  !  do  not  forget  for  a  moment 

That  many  there  are  not  ao  blest : 
Amid  the  bright  hours  of  plenty. 

Remember  that  "  Life's  but  a  span,  ** 
Be  thankful  for  what  you're  enjoying. 

And  do  a  kind  act  wben  you  can. 

What's  life  to  the  poor,  I  would  ask,  but 

A  wearisome  journey  at  best  ? 
Our  duty's  to  lighten  the  ioumey, 

And  cheer  up  <ach  spirit  opprest  : 
Then  'mid  the  Dright  hours  of  plenty. 

Remember  that  "  Life's  but  a  span,  " 
Be  thankful  for  what  you're  enjoying. 

And  do  a  kind  act  when  you  can. 


The  Green  Fields  of  America. 

By  Miss  Mary  O'NeiU 


Let  us  go  to  the  land  where  the  green  fields  are  blooming 

Over  the  water,  far,  far  away, 

Wliere  the  banner  of  freedom  o'er  us  will  be  waving, 

Where  all  are  ao  Joyfal,  happy  and  gay — 

We'll  take  a  last  look  on  the  home  we  are  leaving. 

And  sigh  for  the  fate  of  our  own  native  shore  : 

We'll  go  to  the  land  where  the  green  fields  are  blooming. 

The  home  for  the  stranger,  our  new  home,  Asbtore. 

Let  ns  go  to  the  land  where  the  green  fields  are  blooming. 

Oh  !  friends  of  our,  we  bid  you  adieu  : 

And  Oh  .'  while  our  foot-steps  are  far  distant  roaming, 

Dear  ones  of  our  kindred,  we'll  oft  think  of  yon  t 

Then  bear  ns  away  to  the  land  of  the  stranger, 

Tba  home  of  the  pilgrim,  the  land  of  the  free :  .  ^    .; 

Cheer  up,  my  own,  we'll  brave  every  danger,        ij^y:  ;: 

And  go  to  the  green  fields  away  over  the  sea. 

Let  us  go  to  the  land  where  the  green  fields  are  blooming, 

.  my  darling,  the  ship  is  by  the  strand  : 

We'll  cross  the  great  ocean,  'mid  billows  all  foaming. 
All  perils  and  danger*  we've  learned  to  withstand- 
Then  cheer  up,  my  loved  one  let  sorrow  no  longer 
Dim  the  fond  eye  that  ouce  beamed  with  light : 
There  Is  plenty,  they  say,  In  the  land  where  we're  (0>sg, 
The  green  fields  of  America  ever  are  bright         >.,  ,. 


Down  Among  the  Qoala 

Bong  by  Henri  Clark. 


y  - 


ril  Tell  Nobody. 


Oh !  I  am  in  love,  bnt  I  won't  tell  with  who : 
For.  I  know  very  well  what  the  fair  ones  wonld  do  : 
They'd  chatter,  and  flatter,  and  make  tbemaelvas  fine  : 
So  poor  little  some  one  wonld  have  a  sad  time. 
So  I'll  tell  nobody.  I'll  tell  nobody, 
Nobody,  nobody,  nobody,  no  '.  ..  j-. 

>.     I'll  tell  nobody,  I'll  tell  nobody,  .       -        ;  - 
Nobody,  nobody,  nobody,  no  : 

If  I  tell  it  to  one,  she  will  tell  it  to  two  : 
At  the  nest  cup  of  tea  they  wonld  plot  what  to  do ; 
And  as  men  have  no  constancy  iu  their  own  mind. 
He'd  seek  a  new  face,  and  leave  some  one  behind. 
They  all  want  somebody,  all  are  dying  for    , 
Somebody,  aomabody,  I  know  who  :  ,!•' ' 

They  all  want  somebody,  all  are  dying  fi>r  ' : 
Somebody,  somebody,  I  know  Who. 

Bnt  this  much  I'll  tell  yon  :  he's  not  over  tall. 
And  lest  you  should  gness  him,  he's  not  very  amall  ; 
I  met  him  last  night,  and  be  pnlled  off  my  glove  : 
So  I  think  you  may  gness  who  Is  somebody's  love. 

Bnt  I'll  ten  nobody,  I'll  tell  nobody,  &o. 

Bnt  when  I  am  snre  that  his  heart's  all  my  own, 
That  be  loves  me  sincerely,  and  never  will  roam. 
Ob  !  then  I'll  defy  all  their  jean  and  their  tannta  : 
For,  pl%inly  'twill  ebow  what  'tis  etch  of  them  wants. 

They  all  want  somebody,  all  are  dying  for,  ko. 


*m*^ 


I  Really  Don't  Think  I  Shall  ICarry. 

Come  listen  to  me.  I'm  sore  you'll  agree 

Tis  a  shame  that  I  longer  should  tarry,  ^' 

Tho' beaux  I  can  find,  yet  not  one  to  my  mind  :     ' 

So  I  really  don't  think  I  ahall  marry. 
There's  Edward  so  gay  that  he  never  can  pay 

Much  attention  to  one  girl  In  twenty  : 
And  then  bia  long  hair — aneh  a  fright !  I  deelan    ' 

If  half  off,  he  wonld  then  have  quite  plenty. 
CHORUS.      . 

So.  then,  listen  to  me,  and  I'm  sure  yon'Il  agree, 
'Tis  a  shame  that  I  longer  sbonld  tarry, 

Tho'  beaux  I  ean  find,  yet  not  one  to  my  mind  : 
Bo  I  really  don't  think  I  shall  marry. 

Now  George  ba  la  fair,  and  such  men  I  can't  bear, 

And  that  tnm  in  his  eye  is  so  horrid  : 
Aud  I'm  sure  be  must  drink,  or  what  else  can  I  think 

Hakes  hia  face  ao  uncommonly  florid  ? 
And  James,  though  he's  thin— and  I  tbink  It  no  sin 

To  confess  he's  good-uatarad  and  funny  :  .—  - 

And  I  abonid  not  object  ancb  a  man  to  aelact, 

Waa  he  blessed  with  that  needfnl,  the  money— 

So,  then,  listen  to  me,  Ao. 

Than  Charles  wears  a  wig.  but  I  don't  care  a  fig 

For  bis  locks,  his  deep  slgbB,  aud  hU  letters  :    '         • 
This  I  wish  him  to  know— fur  me  he's  too  low, 

I  intend  to  look  out  for  bis  betters.  .  % 

And  Edwin,  tboagh  abort.  I  own  I  have  caught      '  * '    ' 

And  have  promised  to  tend  bim  at  leisure  :  ' 

But  I  don't  care  for  that,  be  Is  so  very  fat, 

I  can  never  look  at  him  with  pleasure. 

So,  then,  listen  to  me,  4o. 

There's  Arthur,  now  mind,  who  thinks  he's  refined. 

And  says  he  speaks  French  like  a  natlva  : 
Bnt  he  turns  in  his  toes,  and  wears  very  queer  clothes, 

Tells  stories,  and  so  imitative— 
Indeed  the  whole  tat  puta  ma  qnite  in  a  pet, 

I've  no  doubt  you'll  all  owu  I  have  reasons 
To  leave  snch  as  these  to  do  jnstas  tbey  please. 

And  wait  till  aome  good  are  in  season- 
Now  yon've  listened  to  me,  and,  of  course. 

yon'Il  agree,  Ac. 


My  Jemima  was  in  service  once. 

At  a  house  in  Roxton  Square  : 
Stw  never  got  out.  aud  so  I  used 

Te  go  and  ooort  ber  there. 
Ber  mistresses  were  two  old  maidi— 

Such  very  particular  souls— 
Taat  Jemima  often  bad  to  hide  me 
'v  <-.  .14  amongst  the  coals.  j  .^,^   :■.'■', 

Down  Billing  the  coals,  dowu  amnufr  tlip  co  ils- 
Ob  !  by  Jeva  !  it  was  a  lark,  all  alone  and  in  the  dir    - 
Down  aneug  the  coala   down  amoiig  the  cauls. 
Waiting  to  make  love  to  my  Jemiuia. 

Wben  in  that  cellar.  cobwel'S  used 

Te  decorate  my  clothes 
The  coal-dust  got  lutu  my  fyea,  I 

Jlnd  would  get  up  my  nose  ; 
And  whan  it  rained,  tbe  water  came' 

4  trickling  through  a  crack. 
And  I  always  fancied  spiilfri  ncre 

A;crawllug  down  my  bnck. 
.    j  '.  Down  au'ong  the  coals  kc. 

oift  night,  they  sent  Jemima  out. 

who'd  forgutteu  ber  drar  Joe 
■\\        Whs  down  among  tbe  Wallseuds, 

tLnd  a  prisoner  below. 
I  kegan  to  freese.  was  obliged  to  soeeze. 

And  felt  iDCiiiied  to  shout— 
At  laat  called  thro'  the  keyhole. 

J'  Bere,  Jemima  let's  get  out !  " 

I  i  Down  among  tbe  coala  4o. 

At  last,  the  door  waa  opt^nad. 

'i>vas  dark    oli  !   best  ol  bliss  ■ 
I  llirevr  my  arms  around  lier  neck. 

And  fiave  her  such  a  kiss  — 
A  koream  — and  then  a  shovel 

Of  va  me  one  upon  t  lie  head  — 
I'4  liaaad  her  ancient  niintr^as  % 

pi  *  ha  !  I  needn't  rty  I  fl«d—  ' 

j  I  Dou  u  au:oug  the  coa'a  Ac 

TUef  say  :  "  Love  lau;.-b<4  at  locksniJIls  " 

Taat  was  tbe  case  with  us  : 
Of  eonrse.  Jemima  bad  to  leara— 

It  caused  au  awful  fuss- 
Bat  I  married  her  aoou  after  that. 

I'm  as  happy  as  a  king. 


And 


n  da  is  what  wa  siug- 


WHttiB 


often   round  onr  cosy  fire. 


Down  among  tba  coals,  Ac. 


Skating  on  the  Ice. 

Composed  and  Sung  by  Albert  Laightou. 


Ota  morning  when  I  rose  from  bed,  i 

t  looked  into  tbe  yard.  I 

And  found  to  my  intense  delight 

That  it  was  freezing  hard  : 
Of  oonrae.  I  quickly  donned  my  clothes. 

And  off  I  went  in  a  trice 
To  Central  Park,  there  to  enjoy 

A  akste  upon  the  Ice.  i 

CHORUS.  I-      - 

niatingon  the  Ice  in  tba  Park,  lads': 
Skating  on  the  Ice  iu  the  Park,  lada  : 
I  n«ver  ahall  forget  tbe  charming  girl  I  met 
When  skating  on  the  Ice  In  the  Park,  lads 

Alresdy  thousands  bad  arrived. 

That  charming  sport  to  try  : 
Bat  soon  amid  that  motley  throng. 

A  damsel  canght  my  eye. 
With  seal-akiD-bat  and  Jacket,  lo«. 

She  really  looked  so  n Ice- 
As  Uke  a  fawn  she  glided  on, 

C  Skating  on  tbe  Ice  < 

Skating  oil  Ihe  Ice,  Ac. 
»d  ber  where'er  she  oent.     -i 

I  could  not  go  away  :  (f    ■      f.  .■  y: 

In  fket,  I  could  have  followed  ber     T 

For  ever  and  a  day  : 
Stie  neared  a  spot  marked  *'  Dangerous  " 

pnheedlng  the  advice, 
Stato  onward  aped  and  with  a  scream  '.•'  . 

ihe  sank  beneath  the  Ice. 

T  j  Skating  on  tbe  Ice.  Ac. 


tJmW 


Krds  the  place  I  madly  rushed 

that  lovely  girl  to  save,  •] 

Tben  in  I  plunged  and  soon  a  aigh 

Of  satisfaetiou  gave  : 
I  fbnud  her.  clasped  bar  In  my  arms. 

'there  held  ber  like  a  vice— 
And  with  her  quickly  made  my  way 

Fiiom  underneath  tbe  Ice. 

<  '  Skating  on  the  Ice,  Ac. 


Ofcenr 


-•♦» 


Why  is  the  letter  "e"  a  gloomy  and  discontent- 
ed vowel  ?  Becausie,  though  never  out  of  health 
and  pocket,  it  never  appears  in  spirits. 


'  -•  'J 


irse,  I  went  to  see  her  home, 
tre  made  love  on  the  way, 
Anid  often  I  have  called  to  see 

My  darling  since  that  day. 
It  is  arranged  that  I  shall  wed 

That  little  pearl  of  price  ; 
I  9ved  her  life  and  won  a  wife, 
When  skating  on  the  loe. 

Skating  an  the  loe.  ke. 

\\  -  '-     -       
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1 .  Oh !    I        am      in      love,      but  I      won't  tell     with  who,        For  I      know  ver  -  y      well     what  the    fair    ones  would  do,     TheV 

2.  If  I    tell      it        to      one,     She  will    tell       it        to      two ;        At  the    next    cup    of      tea     they  would  plot  what    to       do :    And 

.\j_ -.  1      ■  .         I   , —         I         , T~N N 


chat-tcr    and    flat-ter,     and  make  themselves  fine,  So     poor  lit  -  tie  borne  cue  vronld  have  a  sad  time.      So  I'll    tell    no  -  bod-y, 

men  have  no      constan  -  cy    in     their  own  mind,  He'd  seek  a  new  face,  and  leave  some  one  behind.  4.  They      all    want  some-bod-y, 

Hyxi'^-^'^^^^-^^*^^'-*-'^-^-^-^'^'*^-^^^-*^^-^'^-^^-^'^'^^^^-^'*-'^^*^^'-*--^^^'*^^'^^*^^''^-^'^'^-^'-^-^'^''^^-^'^^^'^^^-*'-^-^^     loco. 
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Aniinato. 
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Ilfcit 


I'll 
all 


tell      no   -   bod  -  y,       no   -  bod  -  y,       no   -   bod  -  y,       no  -  bod  -  y,        no  ! 
are    dy  -   ing    for     some  -  bod  -  y,     some  -  bod  -  y,        I 


■9- 


:it 


S 


I'U    tell      no  -  body,     I'll    tell    no  -  bodv, 
know  who,  They  all   want  some  -  bod-y,    all    are    dy  -  ing  ic 


no  -  bod  -  y,      no  -  bod  -  y,    no  -  lK)d  -  y,       no  I 
some  -  bod  -  y,    some  -  bod  -  y,     I  know   who. 


siSi 


But  this  much  I'll  tell  you,  he's  not  over  taU, 
lAnd  lest  you  should  guet'vB  him,  he's  not  very  sma 
I  met  him  last  night,  and  he  pulled  off  my  glove 
So  I  *h'"k  you  may  guess  who  is  somebody's  lo\ 
But  I'll  tell  uobody.  &c. 


But  when  I  am  sure  that  his  heart's  all  my  own, 

'~^    \  "  ,0.    ^.JL ;^  That  he  loves  me  sincerely,  and  never  will  roam 

_^_tr_J_fl_r"  #J^.!*"_~r         Oh,  then  ni  defy  all  their  jee.'B  and  their  taunb 


1 1    ■'^*'*"  plainly  't^H  show  what  'ti<  each  of  them  war 

-.  ._^  ^  ..^.^  They  ftll.w*«tt,fipiaebody,  &ft 
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TO  CORRESPONDEin'S. 

Mary  S— For  1 0  cents  each,  you  will  find  at  E.  H. 
i    Harding's  Publi»liing  Office,  No.  2»*8  itowery, 
all  the  newest  and  must  popnlar  pieoes  of  music 
of  the  day.  -  »■  -  / 

A.  R— Every  Amateur  of  gqoi  S(9ir^  end 
Music  ought  to  make  a  collection  of  all  tlie 
Nnmhers  as  soon  as  Pnblisbad,  and  liAve  them 
bound  in  book  form  :  snch  a  book  will  always 
;  be  a  useful  recreation  an(^n  invaluable  {>rna- 
I  ment  for  the  parlor-table  in  every  American 
household. 
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TttK   nMe^iSMmsmfttmaz 


▲liM.  Whtn  Art  Thon  1 

Tk«  birds  akaping  gantlf, 

Svt^t  Ljn  glMDieth  orightt 
B«r  rayi  tiage  the  fui^at,  ^ 

And  ftU  MMiia  glad  to-oi^ft  t 
TIm  winds  dgliing  bj  in«. 

Cooling  my  feTered  brow, 
TW  •Uvaiit  fluwt  ••  ever  — 

Tat,  AliM.  wKertutthoaf 
Owm  7a*r  ba«k  ihia  aTM, 

1m  iho*  wtiri  by  ay  aid*  t 
Ami.  tfaoa  wart  by  mj  wU*,  . ,, 

Towing  lo  loTa  ma —  •    ,  t*   "■ 
0*a  yaor  jiast  tliia  •van, 

Anid  tliou  wert  by  inv  lidi^ 
Tcwijig  to  lova  mo,  Attaa,       >« 

WkMa'ar  Hiigbt  baUlo—  ^  ■', 

Tka  aflTcr  rain  falling, 

imaH  M  it  CklVtik  MOW  I  V--^^ 
Aad  all  things  aleapiog  gantly — 

Ak  I   Aliae,  whera  art  tkov  f 
!>•  aonght  tliae  by  lakalat, 

I't«  aought  tlica  on  th«  hill, 
^Aad  ia  U>a  pleasant  wildwood,         ' 

Whaa  winds  blow  eold  and  ahill 
I't*  sought  tliea  in  forvst, 

I'm  looking  beaT'nward  now  : 
I'b  looking  beaT'nward  dow. 

Ok  !  thara,  aaiid  the  starabioo— 
I't*  sought  the«  in  forest, 

I'm  looking  heav'nward  now  : 
Ok  !  there,  amid  th«  starshino, 

AUm,  I  know  art  thoaj 


Angolt  Xrer  Brif  ht  and  Fair. 


■  Tkoodora.  "  by  Ouaal. 

The  Kuala  of  this  place,  arrantad  tor  the  Tolea  and 

the  ylano-forte,  la  pabllahad  In  Da  Wm'a  Balf-Diote 

-     -    I  ofOkote*  Moatc.     For  sal*  bj  %.  M-  OaJIm. 

noiCaB* 


MBoao»trMt. 


■Turk      Price : 


>*>«•>«»- 


Th«  Midaight  Seranada.    '    *  ~ 


Air  :    toot  Marj  Aaa. 


t-Y 


■ow  wkaa  kair  the  world  Is  drsamlaff, 

Wklla  the  aiooa  ia  brightly  beamlDg. 

B*  lla  hrliht  llalit  I'll  traea  the  bower. 
Where  /•fla's  the  hrtghteat  flower, 
Aad  at  har  laat  the  hoaiaae  shower— 


I'll  think  aa  lore  : 
I'll  thtak  oa  lore  : 

or  hoaaat  laTe. 


Angola  crer  bright  and  fair, 

Angola  etvr  bright  and  fisir, 
Take,  oh  !  take  Bie, 

Tako,  eh  I  take  me  to  yoi^Mli  I 
Taka  me,  Uka.  oh  !  Uke  ino  J     j, 

Aagcls  «v«r  bright  and  (aiJV 
Take,  oh  !  taka  me  toj^uur  cars. 

'lake,  oh  !  taka  iiie  to  your  cars  I 

Speed  to  your  0W9  ooorts  m^  flight, 

Cbd  in  robes  uf  virgin  wldta^ 
Clad  in  robes  of  vir*;in  white. 

Clad  io  rubes  of  virKin  white  : 
Take  me,  iingt^Ia  ever  Dr^ht  and 

'lake,  oh  !  take  me, 
Taka,  oh  !  take  wo  to  yonr  oaft  I. 

'lake  nie,  take,  oh  !  tal.e  ma. 
Angels  ev«.r  bri''ht  and  fair. 

Take,  uh  !  take  me  to  your  oara, 
Take,  oh  !  taka  uia  to  your  aara  I 


The  Medical  Student 


3.f-i 


.~| 


Vhaai  ■tghttagalea  warbia  their  aeots, 

I'll  thlak  oa  loTa  : 
Whoa  alght  daaa  loTar'a  daya  prolong, 

I'll  think  oa  love  : 
Tho  rippllnj  wsTaa  no  longer  Iwond 
With  sporkllog  oars  or  mlnatiara  aoaad. 
Bat  all  are  sUoBi  aim  aroaud— 

Bxcapt  trae  Ioto  ! 

Wkllo  the  Saaat  la  now  alaaplag 

I'll  thlak  OB  loTe  : 
Whllo  atght  drowey  watch  ia  keeping. 

I'll  thlak  oa  love  : 
Whea  aVeap  doea  eloao  the  watehlag  eyo 
OrJalla<acaard— her  heart  I'll  trr,  -.  tv  /.iV    . 

Or,  tiUtBC  la  nr  hopes.  I'll  die— 

7er  Jalto's  love  t 


Tarry  OlUallj. 


.;t*-- 


••■%  Tony  OTttaffy,  IVe  walM,  yoa  'Etow,     "        " 
Aa4  aiira  you're  not  coming,  like  my  own  thme  bean 
I'to  looked  through  the  windy,  till  «-aeh  little  paoo 
la  aear  bid  by  my  teara  like  a  ahower  of  rain  — 

Ook,  hooe  !  Terry,  oonie  eoon  ! 

Or  elao  I'll  get  marri<.-<l  some  fine  aftemooB. 


Tarry  O'Kielly,  why  keep  me  aighing  ? 
If  I  tarry  longer,  of  grief  111  be  dying  — 
Vow,  Terry,  pray  ha^to.  and  thia  heart  gira  ralieC 
Or,  &ith  I  my  dear  lerry.  ill  soon  die  with'griof— 

Ook,  booo  I    lerry,  oobm  aooii  ! 

Or  also  I'll  get  marriud  aoma  fine  aAcmoon 

Dear  "I  aery  O'Rieily,  I  ne'er  waa  a  flirt  : 

Siill  Toreaoo  is  handaome  and  he'll  gain  my 

Sara  aoma  one  I  muat  baro,  whooe  kmdnaoa  will  piova 

Uo's  dsToted  to  me.  and,  fiaith  '  him  will  I  lore — 

0«b,  hone  I    •  erry.  come  sooo  ! 

Or  olsa  111  g#t  married  soma  fine  aftomooa. 

Mow,  Tarry  O'lUellir,  I  am  tired  of  sighing, 
I'm  wearied  U  dratti.  aure.  with  fretting  and  sigblag : 
I'll  marry  ta  apita  yon,  ma  aoahla.  and  part 
Witb  lovo  (or  yon.  I  erry,  and  ao  break  my  boart— 
Oak,  houo'!    1  erry,  oomo  soon  t 
Or  ilso  I'll  got  aiarriod  aoma  flao  aftemooa. 


W«  Met  Beneath  an  Awning. 


Oao  Bhltrr  sanimer  morning, 

A  rear  ano   it  paal. 
We  mat  l>»n*»lh  an  awolng. 

Wheo  It  waa  raining  f.>at,  ■ /.  - 

■ha  looked  ao  Trry  aweally. 
Aaua'*rh«i)  Kaa  baforot 
I  waa  la  loTa  c<>a,piatalr 
BoCara  the  ralo  waa  o  er. 

8be  liioked  ao  very  awaally, 
A*  ne'er  had  laaa  baforo  : 
I  was  in    ova  eoiup  ataly, 
U5  '    I  Before  the  rata  was  o'an 

I  nid :  "  Twna  qnlta  t  shower.  " 
"  Tie  ao  "  Iha  lass  replied  1 

Aad   for  a  fti  1  half  boar. 
We  eliatied  aide  by  sido 

I  tonad  I  knew  lier  brother. 
And  she  had  b»ard  of  mine  i 

And  Mien— somehow  or  other- 
She  asked  mo  hoiua  to  dlao. 

Soon  after,  we  were  married. 

And  aattlod  down  la  lilt  t  - . 
And  I  have  often  tarried 

Wbara  Irat  I  met  my  wll^ 
And.  thaagh  Ufa's  peaaout  momlac 

Has  dawned  on  na  iiK*la 
ril  ne'er  fontet  iha  awuing— 

Nor  that  awael  saiuuMr  rala. 


Hm  Tlaxan-Headad  Plonfh*B«y. 


A  flaxen-beaded  eow-bey, 
As  simple  as  may  bo. 

And  next  a  merry  plough-boy, 
I  whistled  o'er  the  lea  :        * 

Bat  DOW  a  saucy  footmaOf  -, .« 
I  strnt  in  wontM'Iace,    ^7^ 

And  toon  I'll  be  a  butler, 


i  -^ 


*E 


mm 


And  wag  my  jolly  fhce  r     "^  ^"  N^'^^^^ 
Whoa  steward  1  m  promoted,    ,  <  % 

rn  snip  a  tradesman's  bill,     ^  .''■•. 
My  master's  coffers  empty, 

lly  DockeU  for  to  fill : 
When  lolling  in  my  chariot,  ^ 

So  tfreat  a  man  I'll  bo—  w^^  >f 

Tau'll  forget  the  liUle  ploogb-bof' '''  •■*..: 

Ibat  whistled  o'er  tb«  loa.  -'-^ ■■^■'. ■ 

^^  '  '  ■•  -  AL' ' 

rfl  buy  Totos  at  elections,  ''-.:_  ■»'  \ 

But  when  I've  made  the  polC         '..*^'- 
I'D  stand  poll  for  parlianieot,      x-'  '■3^1^  v't 

And  then  vote  in  myself.  '.-''' 

WLatover's  good  for  mo,  air, 

I  novor  will  oppose  : 
"When  all  my  ayes  are  sold  ofl^ 

Why,  then  I'll  sell  my  nose — 
rn  bawl,  barangue.  and  paragraph, 

With  speeches  ehana  tiie  ear. 
And  when  I'm  tirod  on  my  legs, 

Tbea  I'll  sit  down  a  peer — 
la  ooturt  or  eity  honors, 

Ue  great  a  man  I  '11  bo. 
Tou'llfotset  the  Kttlo  ploQgb-boy 

'1  bat  whistled  o'er  the  lea. 


r«wvK'.- 


Bo  Ulsa  Xdwxrds  is  going  to  n.arry. 

And  they  say  'lie  a  capital  match  : 
Bat  I  knew  quite  enouub  of  (be  parties. 

To  iflrm  It  But  much  of  a  catch. 
Tkey  aay  ho'a  >  rnodtul  man  : 

(  Bow  pM>pla  tLoIr  friouda  will  mlaooll !  ) 
Var  aa  rat  ha  la  only  a  *ta<iaiit. 

And  liae  paaaaJ  ueltbar  callage  nor  hall  ! 

Toe.  iadaed  he'a  a  medical  atadant. 

And  tie  aaara  auch  ahorriJ  rongb  eoat 
Bitted  up  with  tliose  ug'y  wuoil  button 

Which  ha  fkaiaua  qoiia  np  to  hia  Ihr 
Tkeu  Ilia  hat  eoat  about  toor  and  nii  a. 

WilhabflBa  vury  broad  anil  qnlta  flat: 
TIaa  pity  llwt  tue>ltcal  atadanta 

Have  auch  love  for  a  goaaauar  bat 

Tea  indeed,  hu'a  a  medical  student : 

4ad  tx'canaa  hla  laat  btlla  a'-o  not  paid. 
Hie  credit  ia  ROne  fur  the  ftitiire— 

Sa  ha  b«\a  all  bla  boota  reatly  made: 
They  are  DIucliara.  and  ratbnr  aqunra-toad, 

Wijtcb  111  with  tlia  faahion  accords  : 
But  ikay  •  0  fur  a  lu'dical  aiQiiant 
rT  'T      '«at  to  tra  i  p  round  the  boapital  warda. 
i  -r. 

?•  Be  Barer  has  much  In  his  porkat, 
' J  :       And  the  r>-aaiin  of  tbia  la  qalia  clea^- 
Beaoquekly  gda  rid  of  hia  money 
By  drinking  Dint  borrlble  b<  ar  ! 
>^  la  tba  claaa  Us  hut  aaldom  ia  seen.  < 

And  at  thiiaa  wlio  altnu>1  be  alU  laugh  ! 
J:     '.  Tla  a  I'l'r  that  medical  atudenta 

I>rlnk  a«  11. ueU  •(  that  Tile  haU-aad'halt 

And  if  hastteada  any  leetnrea, 

Ii  l^ut  l'<eanae  h-  a  Inclined. 
But  ha  »bo  >8  hlmai-if  (  once  In  a  fortaight ) 

Ja  t  to  Kat  ria  cariiDcata  algnsd. 
Ha  aai  a  lie  e  «  el  I  up  in  hia  Latin, 
'./  '       U  Ih  Ci'laua  und  Oii-Kory    too: 

But  I'm  auia  hv'a  a  little  too  certain. 

Aud  I  dun  t  uiucU  ihluk  Le'U  get  throngh. 

Ha  r"'a  np  to  the  hall  la  the  swttimar. 

And  *-o  he's  beginning  to  reed  : 
But  he  don't'llke  Ms  pr  dice  of  physio. 

And  thials  I  utauy  bombag.  Indisd  : 
Be  says  the  old  sari ng's  quite  just. 

Which  most  ufyou  donutleaa  have  knowa, 
Thit  h«i1r<i|;eii  meana  gin  aud  water. 

And  oxyyi-n  {lUre  gin  alone  t 

And  when  ha  baa  paaaed  all  hl«  tronblae, 

Ua  aim  from  hia  lady  muat  roam  : 
For.  you  knuw  'tla  a  horrid  profeaalon, 

Aud  jott  cm't  catch  »n  luaiant  at  hoioo. 
Drar  girla  if  yon'll  take  my  adTica      ... 

You  will  never  re|>ant  of  the  plan,    I    • 
Ho'teTer  "  haid  up  "  for  an  offur, 

Kaver  marry  a  medical  man  ! 

^  lai  m    . 

Boguuh  Cora. 

BOMO  AND  DANCS-BoDg  by  rankhnral  aad  OoUlat, 


Canning  little  fairy.         /.,. 
80  beautiful  and  airy,        '  '  ..''-. 
Ia  my  rognlab  Cora 

With  hair  of  golden  hno .    .'- 
Of  my  luve  I'm  e«er  Ihluklnff, 
Tat  It  la  l>eyoud  the  aieaklug, 
Tbeogh  I  thuion::biy  adura  her-« 

Bat  uf  her  I  will  tell  you. 
Ohoms  :    My  roguish  Cora, 
Hew  I  adors  lier  ! 
..'.'':  With  her  none  can  compare^ 

My  heart  |lie  doth  bother, 
I'll  ue'er  love  aaothar. 


Cera  with  golden  hair 

■  be'a  aa  pump  aa  can  be  1 

Bine  eyra  with  which  aba  scans  mo. 

Baa  my  rogolah  Cora. 

With  hair  of  geidaa  hna  : 
She  cnnfi-aard  that  aha  did  InTO  me. 
And  then  laid  ibat  .he  would  wad  ma  t 
When  I  told  ber  I  adored  har, 

I  waa  bappy.  I  tall  yon. 

My  rof  nish.  As. 

So  a  wedding  there'll  he. 

And  we'll  liBT*  giieata  In  plenty  : 

The  bride  roguiah  Cora 

With  hair  of  golden  hne  : 
At  St.  Pau.'a  Church  it  will  than  be, 
Ou  the  aflernooii  of  Wedneaday— 
Po  not  then  wait  for  another  : 
■•^.^  .^or.  1  uuw  do  iuTlta  yon. 

My  rognlsh.  Ao. 
»  «»»^— 

FoK  Tint  niRLit  A.NP  BOTS — An  old  English  book 
of  days,  which  is  now  out  of  print,  and  never  ought 
to  have  b««n  in  print,  says  there  are  thirty-two 
daye  in  the  y<.ar,  on  cither  of  which  it  is  unlocky 
to  get  marri.d.  It  gives  the  days  bat  not  tlie 
seaoons.  .  hey  are  January  1.  2,  4,  5,  7,  10  and  16  : 
Febmary  0.  1  and  18  :  Hanh  1,  6  and  8  :  April 
6  and  1 1  :  May  6,  6  and  7  :  Jane  7  and  16  :  July 
6  and  10  :  August  16  and  19 :  September  6  and  7  : 
Oet«ber  6  :  November  15  aad  16  :  Dooombor  16, 
a6Md27. 
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Th«7  Menrn  Ma  Dead. 

BICITATITB. 


ThiT  moorn  m*  d««d  in  my  bther't  hds, 
Ine  bUek  b«nner  waves  o'er  iu  tower, 

When  bitterly  weep«  my  forsaken  k>T«, 
Ib  fa«r  long  neglected  bower. 

Ah  !  maiden,  cease  those  pearly  tears. 

And  give  thy  lute  its  tone  : 
For,  a  penitent  knight  returns  to  thine  wtwaa 

And  the  joys  of  the  days  tliat  are  eoaa. 

A  penitent  Knifht,  A«. 

The  harp  shall  sound  in  my  father's  halls. 

The  pay  niinstrvl  merrily  sing. 
And  village  bells,  ^rectini;  my  glad  reton^ 

Our  bridal  peol  »hall  ring. 

llien.  maiden,  cease  those  pearly  teakv, 

And  give  thy  lute  its  tone  : 
Far,  a  penitent  knight  returns  to  thins  aims 

And  the  joys  of  the  days  that  are  zone. 

A  penitent  knight,  As. 


My  Baby  Boy.        ,^^ 

Oh  !  softly  sleep,  my  baby  boy, 
Rooked  by  the  mountain  wind  : 

Thon  dream'st  not  of  a  lover  false. 
Nor  of  a  world  unkind. 

Oh  !  sweetly  sleep,  my  baby  boy, 
I  hy  inot4ier  guards  thy  rest  :         ^f  ' 

1  hy  fairy  clasp,  my  little  joy,  ^  - 

Miall  soothe  her  aching  breast. 

Wake,  wake  and  smile,  my  baby  bo)^ 

My  heavy  heart  to  cheer  : 
The  wint'ry  blast  howls  en  the  hills,  '■, 

'I  he  leaf^grows  red  and  sear.  ' 

Oh  !  toll  me,  tell  me,  baby  boy,        ^ 

How  shall  I  bear  the  cry, 
When  hunger  gnaws  thy  little  heArti ; 

And  death  lights  on  thine  eye  ?      ^'-^; 

Oh  !  was  it  meet,  my  baby  boy, 
That  thou  such  weird  should  dree  t 

Sweet  Ueav'n  forgive  thy  fother  falsa, 
Bis  wrongs  to  thee  and  me — 


Lamp  of  Fat 

I  Snug  bj  Jiuimle  Thompson 
Inimitable  Datch  Comiqus. 


tbe 


J 


IHn  Is  «  thsriD  I  esn't  exblsdi  it's  spont  a  gal  Tve  seen 
8hc  got  freckirs  sll  over   nn'l  pock  njsrked,  too  : 
DdJ  her  sjea  tds  rsl   vliite  iind  greeu  . 
8ba  vaars  a  patent  Qreclan  bender. 

Tbich  Is  low  and  somedtmes  high  : 
Cnd  de  people  all  look  ran  der  e>es  all  oater.       ',  „  ■■■ 
Vbcuever  slie  was  g>'ne  pj.  ; 

CHORCB  -    V 

Put  I  feel  sbast  so  bealtbj  as  ■  pig  lump  of  (1st 
That  vas  rolled  sll  ovsr  on  de  sbto*e  : 
Untl  U17  heart  vas  no  llulit  as  s  pig  lamp  of  doogh. 
Till  n  you  make  it  lutu  sblapjacks  caksa. 

on  ill  de  dimra  *beu  sba  Roes  past.  '-':.  .■"'■.'::    { 

Like  s  Klatue  of  Bocka' old  diiuee,  I 

I  ^li.Diilit  de  qnrsiiua  I  vuald  pup.  nud  ask  hsr  to  pe  Bine  I 
Put  de  answer  t  received  dat  day— 
1  neier  vuuld  doagbt  so-vhen  I  asked  her 

to  loan  me  s  dollhr  and  a  half 
Bh"  »af  s  :  "  Vbst  de  dlvel  70a  vsut  dat  tor  V 

Pat  I  feel,  *e 


The  Light  Bark 


'A 


"  off !  said  the  stranger,  off,  off,  and  away  !  " 
A  nd  away  flew  the  light  bark  o'er  tlie  silvery  bay  : 
'•  We  niunt  rtacli.  ere  to-morrow,  the  far  distant  wave : 
I  he  billows  we  II  laugh  at,  the  tempest  we'll  brave !  " 

1  be  young  roving  lovers,  their  vows  have  been  given. 
And  smilMi  o'rr  by  mortals  but  hallowed  in  heaven  : 
^he  was  Italy's  daughter,  I  knew  by  her  eye  : 
It  wore  the  bright  b«ara  that  illumines  her  sky. 

Off  I  said  the  stranger,  &«. 

And  she  has  forsaken  her  palace  and  halls 
For  tbe  chill  breese  and  the  lig^it  whicli  ikHa 
O'er  the  pure  wave,  frbm  the  heavens. shove — 
And  their  gaidiag  sta<  was  ti»e  briffbt  star  of  losre  ! 
'-*■  .  .  Off !  said  the  ftranger,  <»e. 


XoUn'k  80  ftij. 

Toong  Robin,  my  sweetheart,  is  handsome  and  fair, 
Bis  ehecks  are  frteh  colored,  and  nnrea  hia  hflr  : 
My  liabin  is  aimhle,  and  Gght  on  his  bet. 
To  me  he's  tiie  deaieat  I  ever  did  tast 

Bnt  Kobin's  so  shy —  | 

'lis  Tcty  distressing  that  Robin's  so  shy. 

'■yHoliia  Is  ready  and  willing,  I  know. 
To  some  and  escort  me  wherever  I  go  : 
Be  ne'er  in  his  life  eought  a  kiss,  it  is  troa. 
While  I  am  quite  ready  to  let  him  have  two. 

Ity  Ttobin  is  geotle,  so  loving  and  kind  : 

But  yet  he'a  too  bashfid  to  speak  out  his  mind, 

I'o  oner  bu  love  with  tme  fondnese  to  dm. 

And  say :  "  My  dear  Mary,  Oh !  will  you  haTs  me  f  " 

But  should  be,  sonoa  morning, 

more  eoorage  aommand 
And  say  :  "  My  dear  Maty,  (  while 

pressing  my  hand,  ) 
Oh  !  shall  we  be  married  ?  pray  what  do  you  say  f  " 
"  Yes  1  Yes  !  my  dear  Itobin,  we'll  marry  to-day.  " 

'^•^ 

JAttie  Mitehiel  1 


.5-t^XI 


a. 


'■fMt- 


Daneing  feet  and  bns-  flngera, 

Never  s'lil  Ibe  whole  da^  throtigb— 
For  tbe  Hit  •  i>raln  from  drram-lsaA 

Brings  tbem  work  rnmifih  lo  do  : 
Baeiog  tliroaffk  the  gornaovs  parlev, 

Bompliig  on  tlir  wiDillng  stair. 
Te^riag  ••o<>k*  aiirf  breeking  vtsse 

Into  uiUcblef  ever*  where. 

Bpllling  Ink  npon  tbn  carpet. 

DsahlDR  pictiirra  from  tbe  walL 
Breaking  mirrors   sluRins   sboatlBg, 

In  the  attic  ai.d  the  hall : 
Traekinir  lund  across  the  entries. 

Tnnitiif  "Ter  <'e«k  and  ch<ir, 
OnKini.'  up  the  nio'iiing  paper — 

Into  mlsctaisf  evary  where. 

Picks  tbe  cake  and  tastes  the  Jsllr. 

Breaks  ibe  windowa  slums  the  door. 
Throws  tbe  atatnea  fr<im  tlieir  brackets^ 

Bcatierlug  iiiajihiiiKa  on  the  floor: 
Tearing  little  roata  and  tro«sera, 

Saiuplluu  I  p  bi'-  curly  hair— 
Basy.  n Uith'.v  little  Bugers. 

Into  mischief  every  where 

But  no  look  01  Intte  or  ra  lice 
Darkens  o'er  ihowt  snt:hiag  eyaa  t 

HM  a  thoiigit '  r  harm  or  ainninf 
In  bis  little  bosom  lies — 

For  hia  aonl  i«  pore  and  gnlltleea, 
Whate  er  baroi  the  fingera  do — 

Tboogb  the  little  fret  are  straying      . 

-late  misehfef   II  dsy  ttaroagh. 


^ni»  Vifht  Wind  Bight  Aloat. 

Words  br  W.  0.  BaxasBd— Maale  by  A.  I.  SaUlv 


I. 


The  tinklibg  sheep-bell  kaalk  the  paKiag  day. 
The  floslu  collect  from  meadow,  bill,  and  ■• 
The  happy  goatherd  homeward  takea  hia  way, 
His  wife  and  okildreB  wait  him  at  tbe  dasT, 
His  wif^  fehd  ehildrsB  wait  him  at  the  daot. 
OHoaoa. 
To  me  tha  bells  tead  vp  no  eheaniM;  taa% 
Only  the  night  wind  sighs  alone,  jMoaa— 
To  me  the  Ibells  sand  np  no  eheariaf 
Only  the  Mgbt  wind  sighs  akiM,  aloi 


Tinkle  tha  beSs  npon  the  moiintain  stsspa. 

Fainter  and  fisiofcer  down  the  narrow  waya  : 
Kow  in  hia.  eot  the  shepherd,  ars  ha  slsepe, 

JoiWiJCfi'  i^  io^*d  OM*  in  ^«ir  hyma  of  fialai^ 
Joins  with  his  loved  ones  in  their  hymn  of  pgaiai 

To  ma  tha  boUa,  *«. 


u.:e.  Tha  Oirl  at  the  Matinae. 


.*i  : 


A  bnlten-hearted  swell  am  f,       , 

An  through  a  girl  so  fair, 
'  .t^^That  awuBg  the  latest  fathione,  too. 

And  wore  sueh  flowing  blonde  hair" 
fmetherattho  matinee. 

With  Imt  (>]•  ru-glass  she  admired  me  : 
I  winked  my  eyes  all  out  of  shape 

At  this  sweet  little  honey-bee. 

CHORUS. 

She  biimt  two  big  Ik^  in  my  haart 

With  herepleiMid  eyes  of  bloe  : 
I  felt  the  wond  was  naught  to  m»— 
For,  i  k>ved  her— wouldn't  yoo  f 
*•  ' 
I  waited  natil  the  play  was  o'er, 
And  auickly  stepped  to  the  doOTt 
"  '    Ifnd  waited  t«>  see  tlUs  litUa  belK 
>'     As  she  pa  s<:-d  on  before  : 
As  I  followed  up  the  street, 

A  fellow  with  a  n  ddish  snoot 
Says  :  "  VV  hv  are  y'oti  staring  at  my  wjft  f 
¥««  Of  ly,  b^  galoot.  " 

She  Inunt,  Ae. 

I  saw.  i  was  mistaken  aad  in  a  fix  : 
For,  hb  temper  was  rising  high. 
^1  told  iiiw  'twas  by  accident  wa  met, 

And  he  hanged  me  in  the  ere. 
>  Tfaej  walked  off  and  left  me  there. 
With  my  «yes  i  »care«  aoold  Ma  : 
I  swore  I  °d  never  flirt  again 
1    >4rfp>H|^a»4lM       '- 


rt  tyi 


-br^' 


th»hunli.*h. 


A  Batehekr  !■  Hii  Own 


I  Uiink  I  had  belter  get  asarrto*  I 
Set  bafoia  the  point  is  eanlait 

ril  Srgoe  It  pre  and  cen— 

If  M  meets  with  any  disaatsr. 
^  A  t^ateheior  Is  bis  own  msaiss, 

^  ' '•'         Ae^  seeoantable  to  aoaa. 

K*  irife  to  add  to  the  strife  i 

Ne  Sighing,  fainting,  and  dytj^s 

Ke  row,  promise,  or  vow  : 

Btay  oat  wltbont  say  ront : 

Bnptier  and  tea.  take  the  kaf. 
F»r,  a  baieheter 

k  batcbalor  is  bis  own  siaetet. 
BroKKK  :  Liberty  le  delightful'  and  whf  shoaM  It  be 
saerifleed  iter  women  T  Besides  what  psaaibla  aaa  ftawe 
wa  for  women  at  sll  T  a  batebeler  xua  go  oa%  walk 
abovt.  Bta^  pat.  and  no  qmstlons  asked.  If  ssaMaC.  yaa 
mwst  rut  about  with  year  wits  tisd  to  ye.  Uke  a  >atHi 
Ued  to  a  dok's  tail  clsttertng  la  onrs  ears,  and  tngiUc 
«b-Me'e  l«e»a.  If  a  man  lease  his  wife  his  fHea4l  Vtl 
soon  sapplly  his  loos ;  bat  let  blm  laee  any  thlag  el  vahse 
and  be'U  [Me  the  dlffsreaee.  A.  batehelor  may  ea 
be  likes.  fiBiik  what  be  likee  and  klas  wbem  ka  I 
Bat  a  married  mas,  oaly  let  him  try  tlse  last ! 

A  bjktehelor  Is  his  own  master. 

tki  I  think  I'd  better  get  msrirleC  t 

Fer.  aoine  so  long  have  tarried, 

They  can't  get  a  wife  at  all. 
OBee  goBty  or  rbanmatle, 
Toetblees  or  asthmatie, 
•    iSear  ehanee  of  a  wllb  is  samU. 
Ifs^yioys  girls  and  boys. 
«  .-.  '  linflrtinge.  pies  kisass  and  slgka^ 
I  Shirts  |lred,  money  spared, 
johaste  embraeee  pretty  teeai 
I  All  right  if  borne  at  nlghl. 

Ana  besides. 
lajd  beeldes  somsthlng  alee  Ibr  sappaiw 

RroKaa  i  What  man  woald  live  aloae.  wbea  ka  I 
have  a  Vr«tty.  obliging,  kind  gentle,  laving 
comfort  blm.  and  be  eeaey  with  t  Wbea  a  maa  ka 
wlls.  he  bss  always  bnttona  oa  bia  shirts,  aad  aovar  i 
boles  in  Ills  stockings :  besides  bow  miseraMe  tm  a  aam 
to  come  borne  st  aigbt,  let  blmaelf  la.  evarybaftp  gsaola 
bed.  nobody  watting  Cor  him  bnt  the  raeb^ight  f  Wlw 
can  lake  care  of  paeaoa  aad  pnrse  like  awl  k  r  Wkaoaa 
give  geatle  advlee  with  aoeh  foree  aa  a  wils  f  Aad  ho* 
eaa  any  iSMn  l>e  said  to  be  starving  wbea  be  has  a  aa  t 
Oh  !  theosITghU  of  weaiook  !  tea  aad  battered  ( 

I'm  resolved, 

reaolved  tbls  momsat  to  be  manrtaii 


all; 


Is  Hot  Fkir  to  Outward  Yitv. 

WaHU  ^  Harttoy  Oolartdge-Maalo  bj  A.  1.  ttftoi 


siJ. 


lis  Bot  Cur  to  outward  vfaw 
Aa  other  maidens  be  : 
Bw  loveliness  I  never  kaaw 
Until  she  smiled  on  ma, 

3ntil  she  smiled  on  me. 
h  !  then  I  saw  her  eya  iraa 
well  of  love,  a  spring  of  ligfai— ' 
Oh  !  then  I  saw  her  eye  was  lici|^ 
Veil  of  lore,  a  spring  of  Ught  I 


Dot  now  her  looks  are  coy  i 
To  mine  they  ne'er  reply  : 
And  yet  I  eeaae  not  to  banold 

The  love-light  in  her  eya, 
.ll3ia  love-l^ht  in  her  eya  : 
~ '  ner  veiy  frowns  gre  fisirrr  fcr 
Than  smius  of  other  maidens  taH : 

Hdv  wtiw-A^psras  aas  I 
IW  amiba  er«lhar  i 


m 


¥ 


A04 


THK     f^iafOKB'S    JOUIUVuil.. 


W^oQ  I  Went  Out  a  Sl«iglxio^. 

Aa  Orliiiail  Comic  Song, 
nltb  Kreat  kppUnM  by  F«U  XonUi 


■'U. 


4; 


/•» 


It  ■noori)  10  hard  the  olhar  day. 

IcwadBiit  W'Tk    I  conlil  Dot  play  :     '   V.  .    '^    ' 

kmi  MO  1  blrtxl  a  Itorae  and  ■  alsb, 

Uetolvod  tu  go  a-ilelg)ila§> 

I  aoon  put  <n  M  \  SMii'lay  elotbn, 
ABd  round  lo  Sa.l)  RiiMall'l  gu«a;  '         .     . 

Aa<l  to  hfi  I  iliil   (iropoaa 
Tliui  slie  wouul  ilile  wiilla  jet  It  Hewii 
8b«  vary  hood  Rnve  her  conaant  : 
limt  u*  ii>y  luooey  woa  uiuat  apaut,  ,' 

Tia  Bobbin  to  me  ihree  dollars  lent, 
A.U  fur  to  gu  a-alclghlni^ 

With  b^lla  a-riugiiir  alt  thn  way, 
Money  apeut  anU  tlirown  awayi 
Oh  .'  tbeie  la  ibe  devil  to  pay- 
When  a  man  goes  ont  k  ■1al|Ml# 

As  lip  the  Bowery  I  did  glide. 
With  SaUy  RuSHell  by  my  tide, 
Tu  cut  a  daali  bntli  of  iia  tried. 

Wheu  i^e  ««ut  Sbl  a-tlalgblac. 

But  aoni*  uanRbty  traya.  to  raise  a  dla. 
Til  snn»'-i  all  ua  ihey  did  begiu  : 
One  mi'beil  iity  bit  ilowii  o'er  my  chin. 
Then  Httiva  Mlaa  Biinaalla  boiiB«l  lu. 
Hii-s  Biiaxnll  a  e  1  eKaii  tu  cry, 
I  tnrnutl  aroiiud  to  aay  :    '  Oh  !  fle  !  * 
When  a  aoow-ball  boiiK^d  me  In  the  ayei 
Wheu  I  waa  uut  a-aleiiihiDg. 

Italia  a-rlngiug  all  the  way,  I 

I'd  b^en  »ery  glad  to  tnni  back. 
BacjQaH  ona  i<f  >i  y  rrea  were  black, 
Uut  we  followed  up  the  rall-ro:id  track,  1 

IteaulTed  to  fiuiah  f  leighlag. 

At  eoniAibins  next  our  horse  took  frlgbl^  - 
And  etarled  ulf  with  all  liia  might. 
Be  banned  tl>e  a  eixli  both  left  aud  right. 
And  aoiit  Mm*  Buaioll  In  a  bdow  baak  tlgb^ 
The  hurae  wuh  me  a»sy  be  aped.  ,  , 

And  ifft  Mias  Buaa^ll  nearly  dead. 
And  the  tin  1  ble^  ihe  falHO  curia  all  off  hsrbSSC 
Wbtu  we  »eut  out  a-»leigbing, 

lieila  a-rlugiug  all  the  way,  A 

Fbr  aealstaoce  Bally  (be  did  ahont. 
WRihe  I  10 maRvil  10  turn  the  boraa  about. 
But  cnrseil  ilie  h'ltir  tb^tt  I  csiiifi  out.  * 

To  go  wnii  her  a-Bleigbing.  * 

To  Ret  her  ont    Sal  did  nin  teiae, 
Anil  a  on  I  wrni  to  her  rrleaae, 
lliit  It  in  u  wi'iiiirr  abe  lildn  t  freeze  : 
t-T  vVe  K  II 'k  (aat  in  anow  u)!  to  hr'r  kae 
lint  nbitt  »ua  1  oi.-e  for  |  oor  Mita  Buaaell, 
in  the  a  I'W  a  i.ld  ibe  tbaael. 
.Ihe  stfiuga  tiiey  i.roku  nud  abe  loet  her  bostlo. 
Wbeii  I  waa  out  »-aleiKblDg. 

Bella  B-ringiBg  all  the  way.  to. 

We  started  home  with  heavy  hearts 
Wl^en  there  came  al"DK  two  bulchors'  eaits, 
And  auiaabsd  -^nr  aleiiiU  lu  twenty  |>srts, 
\\  hcu  I  was  out  a-sleighiug. 

80  since  our  boi  se  and  aleleb  was  gone. 

..  Poor  Kel  and  1  hitd  to  walk  borne, 
AutI  f"C  tbr  ilauiagea  we  done, 
I  had  to  pay  ■  pn-tty  buid— 
Dot  luy  bi.ia  are  p«iil  iiud  all  ie  right. 
And.  f.ilka  when  you  gu  buma  lo-ulghtt 
Ob  :  tbiuk  upon  my  d.ileful  plight.  * 

.   r  .;  Bat  dou  t  go  ont  a-aletghlng. 

.    >c£  Uelia  a-rlBgiug  all  th«  «»j,  mi. 


-■«f.i 


Lilly  Baker. 


Lilly  was  eticli  a  charming  ral,  ,. 

Kot  too  fthort  or  yet  too  tali'  *  ^  ;  * 

^  She  to  J  liiiah'e  hall  did  go,  . 

Aad  1  did  escort  btr  liuuie,  yoti  ksov. 

CIKIULS. 

Ptill  T\^J  heart  goes  pit-a-pat,  pitm-p«t, 
Still  my  hcurt  g<>ta  pit-a-pat,  pit-a-pat, 
Still  in^-  li«art  gofs  ]>it-a-p*t,  pit-a-pat, 
All  for  i.jlly  Lttk.r,  Oh  ! 

As  we  4id  go  aJong  the  way, 

'1  he  moon  did  filiinc  aa  bright  as  day  :      . . 

1  hen  the  darkeys  did  cry  out 

W  here's  jour  Lilly  laker  ♦  Oh  ! 

Mill  my  heart  goes  jrif  pti,  At. 

Then  I  took  her  to  the  ehuroh,  **  "**•     • 

bhe  did  leave  me  in  the  lurch  :  ".!!         .v.' 

'I  hen  the  pursun  he  cried  out,  . ''  /;.  ' 

M  here's  your  Lilly  I  alter  ?  tijj ! 

still  my  heart  goes  pit4-p«t,  4«. 


Do  not  ehooae  your  frieiid  by  hia  looJu  ; 
i«m«  shoes  «A«b  piaoh  tba  fcel. 


SlDg^lQg  for  a  Wife. 


St  Patrick's  Dsy. 

iJ   •  *  •         r  -'.  -    ' 

I  sU,  yo«  yoaag  Isdiss  whatsTsr  your  tnda  Ut, 
My  heart  onto  some  I'm  longing  to  glrs  : 
Bo  any  one  who'd  win  It.  ninat  do  so  thta  mlanta— 

For  no  longer  c.in  1  as  a  batebslor  live. 
All  nigitt  lie  walling.  s-sUlTsrIng  and  shsklag 

These  cold  frosty  uigUts-Oh  '  I  cannot  sndwa  1 
But  I  think  some  young  charmer  mnat 

keep  me  maeb 
80,  if  possible  one  I  must  try  to  secure. 

For.  I'm  aore  It  mnat  be  pleasing  In  thia  froaty  ( 

To  find  oneself  locked  lu  a  pair  of  soft  arms  : 
For.  as  anmmer  adTances   trn  to  one  then  Ibe  chanee  Is, 

The  warm  waaihnr  roba  them  of  ba  f  of  their  cbariaa. 
80  if  here  any  miss  Is  a  buaband  who  wishes. 

I'm  mdy  this  moment  myself  to  engage  : 
Or  If  *be  thought  proper  a  note  I  could  drop  bar. 

Ja»t  atating  my  proapeots.  condition,  and  age.     . 

And  now  thit  I've  taken  the  tronbls  of  msklaf 

A  aong  aa  the  meana  of  proonrlog  a  wife. 
I  bnpe  eome  young  l>eanty  will  think  It  ber  dniy 

To  couie  aud  to  render  me  buppy  for  life. 
And  if  any  will  take  me  brr  biiabaud  tn  make  BM, 

To  ca  I  me  her  pet.  and  her  Joy.  aud  ber  own  : 
She  couldn't  do  better  than  drop  me  a  letter, 

Just  atating  what  night  I  could  see  her  alone.    - 

But  for  fear  some  young  gent,  beie. 

a  boex  fbonld  inTsat  dear. 

The  ladies  nmst  plsaas  to  obeeive  this  one  thing  : 
In  tba  letter  they  aand  me.  they  also  mnst  lend  ma 

Tba  mim  of  ten  sblllinga  to  )>urch>ae  tba  ring  : 
Becanan  don  t  you  see  now  bow  easy  'twould  (hi  nOW 

For  some  roguish  (kilow  a  note  10  Indite  T 
But  by  this  «re  token   I'll  know  there  la  no  Jokiag, 

And  therefore  I'll  meet  lbs  joung  Isdy  all  rlgbk 


Leeiie  Lindsaj. 

WOl  re  gang  to  the  Ilielandii,  Ix;ezio  Lindsay  . 

Will  ye  gang  tu  the  Ilielands  ni'  me  ? 
Will  ye  gang  tu  the  llielaiids,  l>;ezie  LindsajT  f 

My  pnde  and  my  dariiiig  to  be  f     -     't      ~ 

To  gang  to  the  Ilielands  wi'  you,  sir,  ,  ; 

1  dinna  ken  how  that  may  ue  : 
For,  I  ken  nae  the  land  that  j-e  live  in, 

Nor  ken  I  the  lad  I'm  gauu  wi'. 

O  L«uie,  loss,  ye  mann  ken  little. 

If  sae  be  ye  dinna  ken  me  : 
For,  my  nauie  is  Lord  Ilunald  MacDouald, 

A  cbiedain  o'  higli  degree. 

8be  has  kilted  her  coats  o'  green  oatin, 
She  li*s  kilted  them  np  tu  the  knee  : 

An'  she's  off  wi'  Lord  itonald  Maol^onald^ 
Ilia  bride  and  his  darlio;;  tu  be. 


I  Did  Not  Do  It  Upon  My  Honor. 

Written  and  8un^<  by  Mr.  D«u  Uoakina. 
Air  :    The  Pull  Back. 


Holly  Hill'i  Bejected. 

Written  for  the  "  Siiraca's  Jotranai,  "  by 
Mr.  Charles  Middleton— Air  :    The  Bappy  Land  of  Iria. 


List  to  me  and  I  will  te:l  of  the  woes  that  me  befbll. 

Who  I  think  abould  bare  better  beeu  reapected  : 
Bnt  fortune  fro>NUS  on  me  as  yon  all  will  iiiainly  sse 

Fur,  1  bai'peu  to  Le  Uo.ly  Uili'a  te)ected- 

CHORUS.  ^  .  .; 

Oh  !  dear  oh  '.  I'm  pining  lu  grief  and  woe. 

To  tbink  the  girl  I  loTsd  could  deceire  me  ; 
And  I  gro.iii  beteath  the  tmsrt  of  a  aad  and  broken  heart, 

Aud  theie'a  uuuS  barring  Molly  can  rellsTe  ms. 

I  conrted  Mo  ly  loDR,  and  onr  lore  was  Arm  snd  strong  : 

It  1  emertuiUfil  a  dnu>  t   she  would  scold  ms  : 
For  kbe  ^oweu  she  would  be  true. 

eticii  to  ne  like  patent  glae, 
Aud  a  boat  of  other  little  Aus  she  told  me. 

Ob  :  dear,  ob  !  k*. 

And  aa  all  things  bars  an  end,  so  bsr 

loTs  that  wsy  did  tsad, 
Aud  she  left  me  to  wsUow  tn  drjeetiou  : 
For.  a  fliihy  looking anob— oh  !  I  long  to  a^oeasa  bis  nob- 
Came  and  roobe>i  ma  of  Molly  HtU'a  affeeilon. 

Ob  '.  dear,  oh  !  *«. 

(low  I  don't  inollne  to  fight,  or  In  war  at  sU  delight. 
But  thia  knocks  my  dauder  np  completely  : 

And  I  wikb  that  I  «ere  a  out.  I  would  turn  him  Inside  ont. 
Which  ouly  would  Le  serving  biw  diroreetiy. 

Oh  :  dsar,  ob  '  k*. 

I  took  ber  ont  to  balls,  and  to  flrsl-clsss  eoneert- balls, 
Aud  nought  I  should  have  dona  was  neKlxcled  : 

I  aiao  gave  her  caub   which  Indeed  wss  rather  rssb. 
Wheu  now  for  all  my  kluduess  I'm  rejected. 

Ob  :  dear,  ob  !  km. 

But  she's  not  so  mticb  to  bisaae 

ss  tbo  snob  (  confound  bis  asms 
Which  I  never  yet  could  utter  without  snarling  !  ) 
With  bis  sweet  and  oily  news. 

aud  bla  gifts  of  boots  snd  shoes, 
Hs  bas  swlodlsd  me  entirely  of  my  darling. 

X)b  '■  dear,  eb  !  fte. 

JTew  some  may  think  it  strange  that  I  talk  set  af  leTeaga, 

Uut  fear  is  Just  tbe  raaaon  why  I've  halted  : 
For,  tbe  brute  la  seven  feet  three. 

nearly  twice  the  sisa  of  ass 
And  could  not  Tsry  ssfsly  be  assanlted. 

Ob  !  dsar,  ob  '  4e. 

8e  I  must  submit  to  fate  snd  with  baps  and  patlsnea  wait 

Thst  other  ways  aud  meaua  may  be  eff  eted  : 
Wbieb  win  with  bleeemg  tend 

set  to  rights  sgaln  aad  assnd 
Tbe  broken  heart  cf  Uolly  Hill's  rejected 

Ob  !  dear,  eb  ■  te. 


An  eld  merebant  instructed  hfs  elerka  thus  : — 
"  When  ,a  man  comes  into  the  store  aud  tAlks  of 
honesty,  watch  him  ;  if  he  Ulks  of  hit  wealth,  don't 
try  to  sell  to  him  ;  it  ha  talks  of  hia  religioD,  don't 
trust  him  a  dollar.  " 


"  D«  of  good  obaar,  "  ia  m 
ht  tba  bsftUh  of  tba  body  aa  of  tha 


jMf-if- 


One  Digbt,  while  I  was  walking 

With  uy  awestbesrt  all  alone; 
Swest  words  we  were  islkin^.  ,^ 

When  »onia  ona  adzed  my  arm  ;  ' 

Mow  WHan't  ti.at  a  drsw-baok  t 
Ob'  yea   it  wus  a  draw-back. 
Bsr  father,  aure  it  waa. 

And  he  to  me  did  Huy  : 
•'  That  1  bad  led  lux  d.iii}^^bier  aatrsy  1  ■• 

Aud  1  baJn'l  upon  my  honor. 
Ho,  no,  no,  iiu  no  nut  I. 

Bo  now  the  wbolu  nflair 

I  tried  to  ezpaln 
Bnt  her  father  would  not  bpar  my  tala. 

Which  cauaed  me  Kfnf  umi  (am— 
Now  wasn't  that  a  draw-back  t 
Ub  '  yea.  it  w»s  a  di'aw-b.iCkk  v  : 
Bsr  fhthsr  was  heard  to  ssy  : 

**  He'd  m»ke  me  deurly  pay  : 
As  be  thoacht  1  led  bis  Uau^bter  sstr^  |' 

And  I  badu't  upon  my  bOBINT, 
No,  uo,  no,  no.  no  not  1. 

How  to  make  my  sory  short; 

Peihapa  }ou'll  ihiuk  it  queer  : 
For  next  day  a  sumoions  1  recelrad. 

At  the  Court  bonuil  10  njipear. 

Aud  wiiso't  that  a  dr.iw-hsck  t 
Ob  '  .ves    It  wss  a  draw-back. 
Tbsjndue  to  me  did  aay  ,.' 

°*  fifty  ponnda  >  oil  II  have  to  pay  ; 
For.  I  And  vo't've  led  that  girl  astray.  " 

And  I  bailn  t  upon  my  buuur, 
Ho,  no.  no  no  no  not  1. 

How,  yonng  men  all  s  Wiiniing  tska. 

And  don't  lie  foollah  l  vis  : 
Lst  "  number  onu  "  your  m  "tlo  be,  . 

Wheu  you  walk  out  pi'cti\  girls  : 
Or  you  mav  get  u  dru»-lsi'k. 
Like  uis  }ou'il  tei  a  dia^wbaek. 
They've  got  such  winnin.;  wsja. 

Those  girla—y 011*1'  Hud  mm-a-days: 
It  Is  tbemselvea  th:it  leud  ua  u.en  uatray- 

Tbey  do    upon  my  bom.r  : 
It's  true,  I  tell  yuu   Le:ieN»  me  1  ray. 


Little  Log  Hut 

Slug  by  tbe  Colbmbiau  Minstrels. 


i 


In  s  little  log  hut  lu  old  Tir^-I<  ny. 
There  lived  a  darkey,  cume  trom  Ouiucat 
klassa  like  him  veiy  IIIIIk. 

But  givs  hiui  plenty  of  work  sid  victual. 

OleMsssa  Jim.  be'a  a  cli-ver  old  body. 

Every  day  he  takea  Iiih  lo<ldy 

And  when  tbu  auii  aiuka  in  .  e  ribber,         ,: 

He  stoi'B  tba  worn  tu  luat  the  uivgir. 

Oboras  ;    Clung  sudilu;^   tiiui's  ihe  way  '' 

The  d.aiklea  Hiiig  boll,  nl^hi  and  day  .  . 

Cbiug  and  rint;    IIkI'm  ib-   way  r 

The  datkiea  s  u;;  boib  niclit  sud  dsy. 

When  all  wa<  attli.  and  tl.eie  waa  no  noise 
Dniees  It  ca  n«  from  souie  of  tbe  boy*. 

'Twould  make  you  l<UHb  lo  bear  ulU  Qiiasba 
Mention  thn  nam"  >  f  Uenerul  Wasbe  . 
And  wheu  tbe  daikns  they  lioird  that. 
They  all  coiumenea  to  wave  tbo4r  bat : 
The  girls  they  all  fall  In  D  ring—  ~'''. 

And  this  is  tbe  aong  they  ell  do  sing  : 

Cblng-a-ring   ttc 

Twas  on  the  elevenleentb  r>f  September,   ■•   ^i- 
Tbe  day  the  juba  dun<e  wa»  oi  er.  'J  ' 

There  same  a  loiae  ubicb  sound  lll>e  IbtindaK 
It  mads  tbe  darkiea  atan-  with  wonder  : 
There  eaaie  aciond  acroas  iba  meadow 
Which  nude  the  dtrkisa  crowd  ti%ethsr  : 
Bnt  after  all  this  great  sensstloD- 
It  wsa  nothing  bnt  the  niggers  tiem  de  odsr  plaatation. 

Oblng-s-riug   ko. 


w. 


.<^ 


•f^> 


f  irie  "  siitGigR's  jroiJRifAi«. 


The  StroBg-Mioded  Woman. 

OrlglDSlly  arranged  aud  Sang  l>y  Pat*  Morris.* 


Khr  rion't  III*  lui'D  propote   mamma  T 

Why  >  oii't  tlje  n.eo  propoae  T 
Eai'h  lipriii*  Jnat  cmuiiiK  to  tba  poiaV  . 

And  then  anky  lie  Roei— 
I'  >■  no  fanlt  nf  youra    uiammaa 

TUat  fvrrybody  knows 
Ton  f  t.-  thw  Bnest'iii  tli«  land.    •"  ^ 
Vet  vh  :  «h*y  won't  propoaa.    .'..!■ 
CHORUS.  ^' 

Th»y  woa't   tliay  wont, 
TUey  wont.  Ibey  woa't. 
They  won  t  propora  : 
Maiunia.  maiuoi*   tbay  oou't,  tbay  woa 

I'm  anrs  I've  done  tba  beat.  mBmB^ 

To  III  .ke  a  pruper  uiatch  : 
y  TCoroD'  Is  and  ridest  sons 

I  lu  ever  on  the  natch  : 
I've  h'lprs  V  hen  soma  diatlngna  baanx 

4  kI  nee  upon  uia  tbrowa —  , 

But  iIjourIi  lia'll  dance  and  siulla  and  flirt, 

A.JS  '  ha  wou't  propose  ! 

I've  tried  to  win  by  Iani;alshln(, 

Anil  <lrrsst>i;  like  a  blue  : 
I°Te  boHKlit  bg  lioi'ka  and  talked  of  tbaoi, 

h%  iho'  I  d  read  tbeiii  tlirougb  : 
TCiili  hair  cropped  lUe  a  man   I'Ta  fait 

The  lira'ls  of  all  Iba  beaux  : 
Bill  SpiirslKiim  could  not  toucb  Ibelr  hafii 

And,  ub  '  they  v  on't  propose  ! 

I  Ihrev  .lalda  the  I  "oks  and  tboaght 

Ibat  l|inorance  was  bliaa  : 
'I  fell  v<iiiviiiC.-d  tl  at  nieii  preferred 

A  slnijile  aurt  of  UIss  : 
Aid  s  I  I  llspeil  out  naught  beyond  .'* 

Plain  -' yeses  "  ur  plain  "  nof  s,  •    ■ 
An  I  »<>r«  a°  P'iiin  unmeanitiR  siuila 

Tel   ob  !  Ibey  won  t  piopoae  ! 

Laxl  niclit.  at  Lady  Ramble's  loat, 

I  bi-ard  Sir  Uarr.«  Uale  . 

Bxclaiiii  :  °   Now  I  piopoaeagala!* 

I  atarti'd   tnnilug  pale  : 
I  rrally  tboiiKbt  n  y  time  bad  eem«, 

1  b.usbt-d  like  >ny  ro>e  :  '      ," 

But  ob  '  I  fnoud 'twas  ouly  at 

Ecurle  be'd  propoae  ! 

4d'1  what  la  to  be  done  mamBUkf 

Oh  ;  »  hat  Is  to  be  done  T 
[  reilly  bava  no  time  to  los> 

For   1  am  tbirty-ona  !  .  .  '  .       . 

t  >  alls  1  am  too  •>fi<>D  left  .    ,  " 

Whrre  spl' aters  ail  in  rows  ; 
Kby  don't  the  luen  proi  oae.  maaimat 

W  by  duu't  the  men  proiKiee  T 


Qiye  Ke  Thy  Blening,  Sear  Xother. 

Smile  as  \  haye  seen  thee,  mother,  mother. 

When  but  a  cliiid  at  thj  knee  : 
.£ome  ioDoeent  tricks  of  mine,  mother,  mother, 
;:     Loved  words  have  called  forth  from  tbae. 
Let  me  not  Lave  thee  sigliing,  mother, 

O'er  bright  days  that  are  past  : 
Dry  up  tisoae  tears  of  sorrow,  mother, 

I  hou  shall  be  li«ppy  at  last —  /X" - 

Oh  !  give  nie  tliy  blessing,  mother,  motlMr,  -  ;, 

Weep  not,  oh  !  weep  not  for  me  :  ■■'■,  v^ 

Tho'  fortune  is  frowning,  mother,      •  j. -..     ..''"'■ 

Happier  days  we  shwl  see — 
Give  me  thy  blessing,  dear  mother,  1  pray — 

Give  me  thy  blessing,  dear  mother,  I  pray. 

Give  me  thy  blessing,  dear  mother,  mother,  ..  ^^.  ■ 

Weep  not,  oh  !  weep  not  for  me  : 
Tho'  fortune  is  frowning,  mother,  mother. 

Happier  days  we  shall  see — 
Tho'  on  tlie  wild  waves  going,  mother,  V   ^  ',■■ 

Dangers  and  perils  to  dare, 
Hope  in  my  bosom  whispers,  mother  ;         « 

"  J'rovidenee  watches  me  there.  " 
Oh  !  give  me  thy  blessing,  dear  mother,  mother — 

Weep  not,  oh  !  weep  not  for  me  : 
Tho'  fortune  is  frowning,  mother,  mother. 

Happier  days  we  shall  see— 
Give  me  thy  blessing,  dear  mother,  I  pray— 
'  Give  me  thy  blessing,  dear  mother,  1  pray. 


As  JLrlv 


Don't  Be  Addicted  to  Srinkixig. 

4KliCiually  Sang  by  Pete  Morris. 


.  one  morning,  down  tlia  Bowery  I ' 

I  be  sky  lieinK  shady  and  clouded 
^Vlleu  all  of  a  siiildfn  my  aenFes  «ere  sboekad, 

Juat  t<>  aee  bow  ihn  i|in-abopa  were  ciowiled. 
The  folks  run  out  and  In.  as  If  running  a  rare. 

Aal  they  i  uiired  ile»u  tbr  llqaor  like  winking: 
A  ^  lass  now  aD'l  then   Is  'sry  '  ell  iu  Us  plaoe, 

iiat  dou'l  be  addicted  to  drinking 

Nmw  the«e  cold  frcsly  mornings  when  rslaing  your  head 

F'Oui  >oi>>  |iiI.ow.  you'll  find  II  qalle  band/ 
T  '  knock  off  as  soon  as  yuo  torn  out  of  bad, 

A  thuinpinx  uood  buiup^r  of  braadj.  ;j\ 

A  liiiiibler  uf  rum  iii  a  iMSin  of  tea.  ' 

Is  a  very  KOod  tbinv^o  my  thinking. 
Vi't  a  pint  of  t<oo<l  I  qunr  would  better  agree        '  ' ' 

Bat  don  t  be  addlctod  tu  drluking. 

A  glasa  at  elfTrn    I've  beard  some  folks  My, 

la  u  very  good  tbiug  :  so  It  ia  miss  ; 
Uuta  man  s'louidu'i  drink  every  hour  in  the  day, 

iu  c..B«  It  uuDts  him  for  i  usiness. 
Ilien  ai  oat  one  o'cineii.  when  yoar  dinner  yen  get. 

Your  aplrita  at  that  time  are  sinking  : 
T:ike  iwo  or  three  Klassea  by  way  of  a  what, 

liai  dout  i>e  addicted  lo drinking. 

Eiij  iting  a  aeear  aftai'  dinner  yon  get,       ': 

Periiapa  for  an  hour  and  a  quarter  : 
N  thing  «ill  givn  aucb  a  relish  to  It 

Aa  a  inmhiar  of  brandy  and  water. 
I  hen  perhaps  you'll  feel  inalincd  for  a  dose, 

Vou  can  scarce  keep  .^ou^  e.ielida  from  winking  : 
I   ke  three  or  four  ulassia  your  mind  to  eompoae. 

Bat  deu'l  be  audieied  to  drinking. 

Ti>  lliink  abent  btiaineea  aa  aooa  aa  toq  waka,   '  '^■- : 

Ofcnarre  yon  will  think  It  will  be  time  ; 
°l  hea  foar  or  Ave  glasses  more  at  least  you  mnet  take. 

If  >oii  wiah  to  b?  s'oUrr  \>y  taa-tlme. 
Tbea  spending  your  e^rniaK  at  liberty's  arms 

0(  yonr  pretty  fkir  maid  yon  keep  thinking. 
While  in  hot  pin  and  water  }oii're  losstiBg  bar  4 

Uiud  }ou— dun't  get  addicted  to  drinklag. 

Now  a  I'nmper  at  parting  yon  cannot  de  laaa. 

It  a-iii  jnat  keep  .>ou  from  ya«ning  : 
Bill   Ix-liave  me   dear  friends   if  yon  drink  tec 

Ton  will  kave  a  deTtiish  lirad^ehe  in  the  aiersiag. 
Now  eneh   my  dear  ftimde   l*  niy  own  pobar  plan, 

And  I  bni>a  ran  are  my  way  of  thinking 
''"r  I've  jnat  jeina<i  the  lami  aranea  soeiaty  and  im 

By  no  means  adMetad  (o  drtsklat- 


Marry  in  Haste  and  Eepent  at  Leimre. 

As  Sang  by  Pete  Morris. 

The  Music,  Pabllshed  by  OliTer  Ditson  4  Co., 

277  Washingtiin  Street,  Boston  can  be  obtained  at  the 

sell-known  Muale-Store  of  C.  H.  Ditatin  k  Co.,  711  Broadway. 


How  silly  to  many  !  why  did  I  noi  tarry  f 

'lis  foolish  to  marry  in  haste  :  '  .v 

For,  little's  the  pleasure  repenting  at  leisure,  .. 

Nor  is  it  at  all  to  my  taste.  :  J^ 

My  lover  seemed  kind  and  so  very  refined, 

Such  whiskers  and  nice  curly  hair —  ,'  ■■'  ' 

Bis  marmozet  tricks  got  my  heart  in  a  fix,      > 
That  till  now  was  a  stranger  to  care. 

Oh!  dear!  Oh!  Ah!  -   x- 

[''.'  How  silly  to  marry— why  did  I  not  tany  ? 
1'is  foolish  to  marry  in  haste  : 
' .'.     For,  little's  the  pleasure  repenting  at  kisw, 
Kor  is  it  at  all  to  my  taste. 

Scarce  a  month  has  flown  by,  I  do  nothing  but  sigh, 

And  my  husband  does  nothing  but  snub  : 
Between  me  and  you,  he  ne'er  comes  home  till  two. 

And  says  he's  detained  at  his  club.  ;  ■■.:■■ 

To  increase  my  despair,  his  jet  curly  hair 

1  discovered  was  false—  (  how  1  cried  !  ) 
When  he  doesn't  go  out,  it's  thro'  having  the  gout. 

And  his  beautiful  whiskers  are  dyed. 

Oh  !    dear  !  Ac. 

He's  quite  an  old  bean,  and  too  late  I  know 

1  shall  never  be  happy  again  : 
For,  now  I  cnn  see  it  was  money  not  me  : 

What  cruel  deceivers  are  men  ! 
Some  say  :  "  serve  me  right—"  I  took  such  delight 

In  coquetting,  but  kept  my  heart  free. 
If  fate  should  ordain  that  I'la  single  ag^in, 

What  a  smart  little  widow  1  '11  be  ! 

Oh  !   dear  !  *c 


Music  of  the  MilL 


As  Jeannle  eame  from  market,  the  rain  fell  frem  the  sky. 
8ba  sought  the  mill  opon  the  hill. 

nntil  the  rain  passed  hy : 
And  there  sat  Jeaanie  smiling,  while 

tbe  miller  her  aaek  did  flU, 
And  Jeannle  ^ang  in  cheriu  to  tlie  inuaie  of  the  mill. 

The  storm  it  aoeu  pasaed  oTer.  tba  aan  began  to  ahlae  : 
&aya  be  ^  "  The  way  that  yoa  mnat  stray, 

it  happaas  to  be  aalae  :  " 
Her  cheeks  they  glowed  like  reeea, 

.  her  ayae  with  tears  did  flB. 
IThea  he  vawad  his  lave  wonld 

ebaageleas  prove  as  tba  nasie  af  the  mOL 

She  gaas  no  nare  a  giesaing  -.  fl»r.  be  has  aeras  Mr, 
Aud  Jeaoaia  Is  the  brightest  flower 

that  aver  blssssmsll  thara  : 
Bnt  sb«  bids  the  vlllaga  maidens  tbair  apraas  fall  to  flli : 
As  tbe  ^aar  eemes  romid  and  they 

bit  as  the  soand  of  the  masla  af  tta  mUL 


Air 


'th^  Kenrons  Family. 
We're!  1(1  Medd  in  -   ■  Song  by  Pete  Morrta. 


We're  all  n<>rvi«f.  shake  shake,  trenibliag. 
We're  all  ii    rvofS   at  uur  h-  aa«.  at  h   r.ie  : 

Theie'a  iii>seifai*d  uiy  ii'Oti  cr  my  sister  and  bretkei; 
If  left  tL.\  alone   Km  a  I  frigh'ei.e>i  at  each  atbar. 
Oiir  dog  luus  af  ay  if  a  atr.  ni,"-i'a  in  ih'-  boaaa. 
And  uiir  taidiy  (4t  tixi.  is  fri;ht.-ned  at  a  inoaae  i 
And  we  re  nervoilS    »}iake   ali.iUf    tr.^iiil 'li  g. 
We're  all  uarTuia  at  our  huuae,  at  home. 

We  all  at  dlaner  Shake  shelve   at  earring  : 
And  tis  for  kunfliiK  we  oft  snuff  out  the  lieht : 
tiast  night  cTery  O'.e  did  t'>  anuff  the  ran. lie  try. 
But  my  wife  coalnn't  iio  it  nor  my  sister  nor  coald  I. 
"  0'>nie  give  me  tlie  snuffers  aud  mmher  «iib  a  float, 
I'll  abow  )ou  howtodo  It  — "  a>>d  the  muffed  tbe  candle  eat. 
For.  She's  so  nervous  shake  shaka  Jka. 

My  uarvona  wiih  can't  work  at  her  needle. 
And  my  ahaking  (lUid  apills  half  my  <  up  of  tea  : 
When  wine  at  dinner  my  tiuiid  aisler'a  taking 
It's  split  oaih^  table— f'lr  ae  ber  band  is  shaking 
My  mother  tkina  sui.ff  «■  ry  c:iMfii  ly  doth  try 
To  pop  it  np  b<r  a"se   "hen  abe  pora  it  in  h-  r  ere. 

tor.  she's  so  ueivoua.  shake,  ahaka,  aeu 

Our  nerves  foratail  all  tbe  eliangaa  of  the  wea'har  : 

We  are  so  rervcUDS.  we're  frltih'ened  at  each  lu  laa  : 

We  baTe  got  a  private  watchman  lo  guard  the  private  deer, 

Bnt  since  >\e  have  had  liiiu 

we  are  fri^'htened  mere  aad  mere  : 
For.  ha  fal!s  s«l4a|>.  and  we  va  found  eat.  too  that  ha. 
In  respect  to  hi*  aerve*  oh  '.  he's  qnita  aa  bad  as  we— 
lAkid  we're  all  nervaus.  shake,  abaka,  tm 


T^t  Kiss  in  the  Stile. 

I   Air  :  Tbe  May  Dew. 


One  fine  snmmer's  eve.  taking  a  stroll, 

1  If  et  pretty  Kate  with  a  I 
I  said  :  "  Pretty  aald.  shall  I  aee  ^on  aafa  hoiue, 

as  yonr  collars  lies  distant  a  mile  t " 
She  blnsbed  and  sli»  falteied  and  faintly  aald  : 

■  No.  "  tho'  ahe  meant    ■  Yes   "  all  the  wbUa» 
X  aaid  :    '  Xou'll  be  luaely,  audi  a  dlaUnee  to  go — 

for,  your  cottage  lies  dlataat  a  aslleb 
A  mile  a  k>ng  ini le.  your  cottage 
Lies  distant  a  long  mile. 

At  last  she  conaanted  I  chatt.  d  of  Iots, 

and  won  from  my  charmer  a  amlte  i 
Tbe  time  flew  so  swiftly,  too  rapid  by  baif 

that  it  aeemed  to  me  a  short  mile. 
So  verdant  were  the  fields  so  pleasant  thu  dale*. 

and  1  kissed  her  at  ev.  ry  atlto. 
And  from  my  he^r^.  when  the  time  came  to  pait 

itahed  it  bad  beau  twenty  long  mile. 
A  mile,  a  long  mile.  kc. 

She's  lost  all  her  shrness,  aad  token  ma  hi  good  part 

and  to  meet  me  she  never  doca  ralaa, 
And  always  at  mMtiug  or  saying    °  Ooud-bye  '.  " 

•be  alwaya  ezpeelad  a  klaa. 
She's  now  left  oit  blushing,  aud  Avar  saya  "  N  •  " 

bnt  freely  says     Tes  '*  with  aamlla. 
And  when  to  the  ebnrch  I  aaked  her  to  go. 

she  aaid  i  ■'  Tea   I'll  g»,  if  it'a  aeven  long  mile.  " 
A  mile,  a  latig  mile,  te> 


'It' 


Let's  Try  to  Meet  Trouble  Half-Way. 

Tell  me  :  what  *  the  use  of  repining  ? 

Why  cant  we  be  light-hearted  and  gay  f 
If  your  planet  Jiist  now  be  not  shining, 

u  hy,  to-morrvw  "twill  beam  for  to-day. 
Kever  moodily  :give  nay  to  sadness, 

lint  blythely  smile  on  as  yon  may  : 
And  your  gnif  iriil  soon  change  into  gladnaaa, 

If  you  try  toi  meet  trouble  half- way. 

In  the  !<ea»on  when  sorrow  o'ertakes  yen. 

And  tlie  bri^hii  blur  ui  h<ipe  shinis  abova.  | 

Never  sigh  that  culU  fuWlKwd  forsakes  yoo,  ' 

but  rejoice  Uiat  truili's  left  you  to  love.  , 

\\  hen  fate  hand*  the  galkd  cup,  Tou  must  driak  ifc :  i 

For,  the  jadei  sever  brooketh  delay  :  ! 

Bnt  the  dniugbt^s  not  so  bad  as  you  think  it. 

If  you  elieerly  meet  tronble  half-way. 

Then  be  wIm  aoi  toke  heart,  don't  be  grievinf, 

>how  a  brow  tliat's  nnruffled  and  calm  : 
And  you'll  find  'twill  aeeiet  your  believing 

That  for  every  fresh  grief  there's  a  balm. 
So  shake  hands  with  dull  care  when  yon  maet  Ub, 

Since  you  can't  keep  him  always  at  bay  : 
And  'twUl  lighten  your  load  w  hen  yon  gras*  bin  : 

So,  let'*  trf  to  meet  trouble  half-way. 


"While  we  are  permitted  to  lire  let  as  live— Tkal 
:  let  IM  enjov  lile,  whieh,  withont  enjoy  §■>,  ii 


is  :  let  IM  enjoy  lile, 
Bot  worth  poesewing 

m 
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8II%€^£R'«^    JOVltlVAL.. 


.     Veyer  More,  My  Clara  Dear. 

The  southern  sun  was  einkint;  low,    '         •  ; 

And  buthiii!^  nil  in  l>rntity's  glow  : 

The  blouuiiug  \a\i-  lay  culm  and  8till,  .' 

And  sileuce  ruigiiKl  t>n  overy  hill  :  , 

Tlien,  a»  I  giiztJ  with  loxinsj  eyes, 

I  heard  this  tender  strain  arise  :        _  '  "' 

"  Never  lucre.  I'laradear, 
Ke^er  njore,  my  Clara  dear,     ' 
'■■         Never  more,  Clara  dear, 

|r ':  '-    J^hall  my  songs  at  evening  greet  your  ear.  " 

The  sun  now  sank  far  from  luy  sight, 

And  liill  and  vale  lay  rapt  iiv  night  : 

But  soon  the  moOn  in  1(ivJ1mAss_ 

Came  forth  again  the  boeii^j^ULlesa  : 

Still,  as  I  gazed  with  loving  eyes, 

1  heard  the  strain  <inee  uiore  arise  : 

Nerer  more.  Ae. 

And  thus  we  ever  fondly  mve 

Whose  love  extends  l*yoMd  the  grave  :  ■ '  •    . 

And  where  the  little  black  girls  sleep. 

The  faithful  lovers  come  to  weep  ; 

And  nightly  there  they  breathe  their  sighs, 

And  ni|;htlyi,here  tlrese  strains  arise  : 

Never  more,  4*. 


i  ii 


9A  'i 


Don't  I  Like  My  Betsy  ! 


I  went  out  on6  day,  when  tbs  rein  wm  slopping, 
8*w  my  Belay  gulng  out  aliopplug. 

Yrry  Rrand,  Ae. 
The  aigbt  of  ber  ankU  filled  my  heart  witit  dellKht, 
A*  sIm  gassd  iu  the  wiudow  ofCauuuck  uml  WUita, 

Very  grand,  k«. 
Oh  '  don't  I  like  iny  Beisy  '  I  do   I  do-r- 
On  a  Cellar  floor  I'd  sleep  aiiU  Huora,  >,'.'■--  .> 

If  I  cuuld  dream  of  Uetsy— 
Oh  !  oh  '  dou't  I  Ilka  luy  betay  !  ',         j-tr  ■ 

Oh  ■  oh  !  duu'C  I  like  my  UeUj  ! 

She'd  a  green  parasol  and  a  net  polerina. 

And  to  sUow  off  ber  figure   she  had  a  largo  crinoline. 

Very  grand  ko. 
Her  dress,  nine  yards  of  blue  Bombazine.    ■ 
And  the  nicest  Utile  Iranuet  that  ever  was  seen — 

Veiy  K'^"d.  Ac, 
Oh  .'  don't  I  like  my  Uetsy  !  4o. 

Outside  ber  booaet  she'd  a  large  red  fealber. 
And  she  walked  like  a  duck  in  rainy  weatlier  : 

Very  grand,  Itc. 
I  ran  to  speak  to  ber  then  fnva  afar. 
And  was  nearly  ran  over  by  au  outside  car 

.  Uuileritaiid,  tte. 

Oh  !  don't  I  like  uy  Delay  !  kc 

0m- r'  i.  ;■.,-•■■ 

Site  said  :  "  You've  beeh  taklnu  an  extra  kIsss. 
Or  you  «ou!dti't  lie  innkinii  yointielf  hucIi  an  usa  : 
Unt  cheer  up   my  ilaiay-  my  yoaug  butiercnp. 
Fll  marry  you  directly,  my  luind's  made  up  -.. " 

Understaad,  kc 
Oh  '  don't  I  like  ray  Betsy  I  I  do,  I  do— 
You  won't  eu  ore,  * 

N»*  I  implore :  .        ■ 

For.  I  want  to  po  to  Betsy.  '  •    ,'  • 

Oh  '.  Ob  '  I'm  i;>'ing  now  to  Detsy.— 
Oh  !  oh  '  Tui  golug  u<jw  to  Betsy. 

t 

'    --   :;       The  Arab. 


The  noontide  blaze  op  the  desert  fell. 
As  the  traveller  reached  the  wished  for  well  : 
But  vain  was  the  hope  liiiit  had  cheered  him  on — 
His  hope  in  the  desert—  the  waters  were  gone  I 

Faintly  lie  called  on  tiie  holy  name, 
When  swift  o'er  the  des.rt  an  Arab  came,   ' 
And  with  liim  he  bore  of  that  blessed  thing, 
Which  failed  the  Y«"-r  traveller  at  the  spring. 

"  Drink,  eaid  the  Arab,  though  I  must  fast : 
For,  half  of  my  journey  is  not  yet  past  : 
'  I  is  far  ere  my  liome  or  my  children  I'll  see. 
Yet  the  cry»Lul  treasure  i  U  ehure  with  thee.  " 

"  Nay,  paid  the  weary  one.  let  me  die — 
For.  tliou  host  even  more  need  than  I  : 
And  cliildren  hat-t  thou  tliat  are  watching  for  the*, 
I  am  a  loi»e  one,  none  wutch  lor  lue —  " 


"Drink,  said  the   \rnb,  my  children  shall  •«« 
Their  father  returning,  fi-ar  not  for  me  : 
For.  He  who  has  gent  me  to  thee  this  day,  *:■"' 
Will  watch  over  me 'on  my  *«ert  way.  "     ' 
laaT  -'  ,  .♦.^ *^>ir 

Smtlks  jtwn  rsow.vs— It  is  always  in  our  p«wer 
to  make  a  friend  by  smiles  :    what  a  feUy,  then,  t* 


She  Said  :  *'  Twas  Delightful— Oh,  Very  ! 

Air  :    Think  of  yuur  bead  In  the  Morn  tog. 


How  I  fell  In  love  with  a  charming  yoong  gml. 

Her  uaine  was  Aral>«lla  : 
The  first  lime  I  met  her— forget  It  I  ne'er  Shall, 

VVliPu  I  carried  tier  blue  allk  umbrella —  "''  ■' 

Ber  fattier  a  biker  iu  Keuaingtou  lived,       ^ 

Free,  open  huarieil,  ami  merry  :  .    ' 

Wheuever  I  calliul  Arabella  to  see. 

She  said  :    "  'Twas  delightful— Oh,  very  I  " 

To  Richmond,  one  day.  'twaa  aranged  we  shoald  go, 

Which  I'leaxed   very  mneh  Arabella  : 
"  Would  it  ruin  ?  she  asked  me.  wishing  to  know 

Should  she  take  bur  blue  Bilk  umbrella. 
"  If  you  wish  ;  I  replied,  tho'  a  very  fine  day.  " 

By  omnll'ua  aiarted  so  merry— 
We  were  chatting  and  lau^bing  tlie  whole  of  the  way,  i 

She  said  :    •  'T>vas  dellghtful-Oh.  very  1  " 

At  Richmnnd  arrived,  the  palace  went  through, 

Then  a  trip  on  tbo  water  took  Bella  : 
She  said  :   "  F<'r  a  sail,  suppose  that  we  do  .' 

Open  the  lilua  ailk  umbrella.  "  '' 

We  were  s  iilin;{  but  alow,  when  of  wind  socb  a  gvat 

Came  as  we  were  singing  S)  merry. 
Upset  the  skiff  the  n  oiuent  when  Just 

She  said  ;  "Twas  delightful— Oh.  very  !  " 

An  oar  about  floating  I  luckily  found.  '' 

Itut.  alas  '  of  my  de.ir  Arabella 
Ni't  a  glimpse  eoulil  1  See  nowhere  aronnd. 

Or  the  blue  silk  umbrella — 
A  boat  from  the  shore  to  the  rescue  soon  came, 

Weie  dr»«BiUf»  me  into  the  wherry  : 
They  rolled,  auJ  they  squeezed  nie,  to  myaalf  soon  I  came. 

Feeling  far  from  delighiful— Ob,  very  ' 

Some  drags  were  obtained,  two  boats  quickly  manned. 

To  eearob  (or  my  lost  Arabella  : 
Very  nhortly  they  round  grasped  tight  In  her  hand 

The  ill-fated  hlne  silk  umbrella. 
A  irocesa  of  squeezing  ami  rolling  went  througli, 

In  the  fice  Was  aa  led  as  a  cherry  : 
With  rubbing  and  brandy  soon  she  came  to. 

Said  she  lelt  so  •■  delightful- Oh.  very  1  ••  ■'' 

Homewards  returning  on  the  samn  night. 

As  1  earned  the  bluo  silk  ambrella :  ^  . 

The  <liiy  to  lie  wed  was  settled  all  rl^jht, 

Sealed  witli  a  kiKS  from  Bells. 
We  wrre  marrtfd.  and  now  of  children  hava  tbiW^ 

With  faces  so  rosy  and  cherry  : 
As  each  one  acrivsd   Arabella  to  me  '~ 

Says  :    "  This  is  Ueligi.tful-Oh  very  !  " 


Parody  on  :  Nothing  More. 


Throngli  London  streets  I  wandered,  a  yonth  so  Jolly  green: 
I  wont  into  a  ball-room   a  place  I'd  ne'er  beeu  in  : 
And  there  I  saw  a  maideu  tripping  lightly  o'er  the  floor : 
1  asked  her  if  ahe'd  have  a  dance, 

j  a  waltz,  and  nothing  more. 

I  became  quite  enchadted— she  was  such  a  fizzing  girl— 
And  round  ulxnit  the  l>all-room  so  nicely  slie  did  twirl  : 
When  the  music  It  gave  oTer.  and  the  dancing  it  was  o'er, 
I  asked  her  if  she'd  have  a  drain, 

a  glass,  and  nothing  mora. 

I  paid  for  rum  and  hrandr,  till  she  had  a  rosy  comb : 
I  said  .   "  My  dear.  I  like  Jnst  for  to  see  you  home.  " 
She  told  me  she  must  leave  me  aa  she 

passed  her  own  street  door  : 
I  got  what  I  expected   a  squeeze  aud  nothing  more. 

At  length  I  illd  persuade  this  girl  to  become  a  loving  wife. 
And  ever  since  that  moiiieiit  1  have  led  an  unhappy  Ufa  ; 
For,  she  has  proved  quite  faithlena  fioiu 

the  vuws  that  she  had  awore. 
And,  though  she  says  she  loven  me.  that's 

gammon,  aud  something  mora. 

My  wages  I  take  her  every  week   I  do  deplore  : 

At  last  I  was  forced  to  take  and  kick  her  from  my  door  : 

She's  beeu  and  gut  a  summons-  there's 

trouble  for  me  in  stora^ 
I  Mp«  the  devil  may  have  her. 

tlieii  I'll  atk  for  nothing  mora. 
^  ■♦■  ^ 

Faith  !  I  Must  Be  In  Love  I 


Faith  '  1  mnat  be  in  love  T  for.  I  feel  very  queer : 

And  Iff  nervous  I  am   when  young  Barney  Is  near  : 

For,  Jke's  got  such  a  way.  when  he's  looking  at  me — 

Ocb  '  my  lieart  Is  I'  eked  up.  aud  himsilt  keeps  the  key. 

Wben  I  hearhiN  sweet  voice,  my  heart  thrills  with  delight, 

Andwhetk  Im'm  not  with  me  the  day  seem  as  ul^t : 

In  Biy  diean  H  be  ap(,<iKrs  aa  an  Aucei  at>ove, 

Aud  h».whiapei's  iu  my  heart  that  T  muat  bo  in  love  ! 

I  muHt  bo  in  love  '  I  luuat  he  iu  lova  '■ 

An«l  t»  wkupers  Iu  mj  heart  that  1  must  ba  Is  lova  t 

And  i^'s  when  I  lie  down  all  alone  In  my  bed. 
Tis  nothing  l<ut  liarney  comes  Into  my  head  : 
And  so  betwaan  tbiukiug  sud  diaaming  I  keep,     .,^  ^  .■>'■ 
'I  liat  I  lie  awake  wile  all  the  time  I'm  asleep—      . 
Oah  :  Dariiav    '  alaaoa,  "  than  what  will  I  do  f 
Thro'  all  tUa  long  uight  I've  bean  dreaming  ofyMt 
For.  it's  lonely  I  »i>i   and  that  clearly  must  prove 
With  ^fintay.  dear  Barney  I  mast  ba  iu  lova  ' 
Imnst  1  e  in  love  '  I  roust  be  in  love  I 
■HBkMHICMRJ^fB^^  rann*  be  la  lava  ! 


s>^t  Borne  Folks  Like  to  Sigh. 

Some  folks  like  to  sigh. 

Some  folks  do,  some  folks  do  t    ; 
Soma  folks  long  to  die — 

But  that's  not  me  nor  you.    ,. 

CIIOKUS. 

Long  live  the  merry,  merry  heart 
That  lauglis  by  night  and  day, 

Like  the  Qiiven  of  mirth— 

No  matter  what  some  folks  say. 

Some  folks  fear  to  smile, 

Some  folks  do,  some  folks  do  : 

Others  laugli  through  guile —  ' 

But  that's  not  me  nor  you. 

Long  live  the  ineny. 

Some  folks  fr.  t  and  scold,         '■  * , 

iSome  folks  do,  some  folks  do  : 
They'll  soon  be  dead  and  cold —  , 

But  that's  not  me  nor  you. 

Jx)ng  live  the  merry. 
Some  folks  get  grey  hairs. 

Some  folks  do,  some  folks  do  : 
Brooding  o'er  their  cares —      ■.    ■ 

But  that's  not  me  nor  you.  '    '    '  ~ 

Long  five  tlie  merry. 

Some  folks  toil  and  save, 

^oiiie  folks  do,  some  folks  do  : 
To  bny  themselves  a  grave — 
But  that  s  not  me  n<ir  you. 

l-ong  live  the  merry, 
^  iB»-^^ 

The  Gift  from  O'er  the  Sea. 


A«. 


•fce. 


Ae. 


Ae 


say  • 


"  What  shall  I  briii;r  thee  ?  maiden 

What  gift  from  o  vr  the  sea 
To  prove,  when  1  am  fur  away, 

1  fondly  think  of  thee  ? 
A  costly  gem     or  pearly  shell — 

A  bird  of  plumage  rare, 
Or  flower  unknown  to  us  who  dwell 

W  here  blosfom  none  so  fair  ?  .  './;.• 

What  shall  1  bring  thee  V  maiden,  say  -:  '\% 

What  gift  from  o'er  the  sen  i'    ;.      ■ 

To  prove,  wtien  1  atn  far  away,    ' 

I  fondly  thiuk  of  thee  ? 
1  londly— fondly— 1  fondly  think  of  thee?"        : 

"  I  ask  no  gem — no  pearl  I  crave —  ; ;, '. 

The  weeping  maid  replied  :  ''"-'.:' 

Thy  bird  would  only  find  a  grave, 

'ihy  flower  fade  in  its  pride  :  ;•     ■      vH     ' 

A  worthier  gift  thou  canst  bestow— '-.,'-":.' ■• 

Ihen  bring  lue  o'er  flie  main,  ;  - 
If  thou  afar  from  me  must  go. 

My  own  heart  back  again  ; 
Tho'  far  your  wandering  steps  may  staeiv     "'.':■.''■  ■ 

1  hat  heart  1  trust  with  titee  : 
Then  prove,  when  thou  ON  far  away,        •    -'■  ■ 

Vou  fondly  think  of  me  ! 
Tou  fondly— fondly— you  fohdly  think  of  BMt** 
M   i»i   m    

Willie,  My  Brave.  V  C* 

On  the  lonely  sea-beat  shore,   _-     i.":     ■:■;.'..'. 
A  maiden  fair  was  weeping,       i    :-.  '.  -, 
Calling  one  who  far  away  %  "  '.'   ' 

Beneath  the  wave  was  sleeping  :  .  *  ,. 
Thus  her  sad,  unchanging  strain     ■  -.     .    .-"' 

Floated  ever  on  the  mam—  .;'!  : 

Chorus  :     "  Come  oer  tlie  billow,  .■■:;;';».:: 
Itide  on  tlys  wave  : 
Come  white  the  wind  blowetb. 
.,;  '  WiUie,  my  brave!" 

[  l{*p«at  Choma.  ] 

He  said  his  bark  would  soon  return, 

And  with  a  kiss  tliey  parted  : 
But,  when  a  year  had  passed  away, 

She  then  grew  weary-heortcd 
Ok  !  'twaa  sad  from  day  to  day 

To  hear  the  makien's  plaintive  lay- 
Come  o'er  the  Billow,  A*.    ' 
None  who  knew  the  maiden's  gjiet. 

And  saw  her  heort'e  devotion, 
Wotild  tell  her  of  tiie  fragile  bark 

That  sank  beneath  the  ocean  : 
But  when  all  hope  liad  passed  away,  I 

Her  life  breathed  forth  its  partins  lay — 

Coma  o'er  the  oillow,  Ae. 


THE    SHW€H»tK.gpD^f4»     ^rff 


—hi 

— ■ "H 

567 


Down  in  a  Coal  Mine. 

Written  and  Coiupoied  by  J.  B.  Oeoghaean. 

Th*  Unaie  of  tbli  piece  arrinerd  for  the  Toice  and 
pUuoCorte  tt  pabllebed  In  De  WItt'a  Half-Dime  Sariei 
e(  Choice  Muaic.     For  aale  bj  R    M   De  V\  itt. 
.     No.  n  Bom  8tr«et.    Prica  Fi«*  Oat*. 


I  am  »  Jo»I»T  contar  U(L  '' 

Aa  blltbe  as  blithe  cau  be ' 
Tor.  let  tba  tima*  be  good  »r  bad,         '  9t ''.  ,% 
.^  They're  all  the  aanio  to  me  :  _^    \^  .^ 

X         Tlallttleof  the  world  I  know,        ^    ^        l^ 
^-    ■         And  care  le!>a  fir  ita  waya  :  »         '      -. 

Tor,  whrra  tlie  dc>i;-atar  ueTer  glo#i^ 
I  wear  away  my  diya. 
CHORCS. 
Down  In  a  coal  mine,  luideraeath  the  cronnd. 

Wliere  a  gleam  of  aiinxhine  never  can  be  found  : 
DlKRiiiK  ducky  Uiaujondajkll  the  •ra«'on  roaud. 
.,  P«wn  in  a  coal  mine,  niiderneittb  the  ground. 

'  Hy  liaoda  are  horny  hard  and  black 

With  KorkiUK  ill  the  vain  : 
Add.  like  the  clothra  upon  my  back,    ;    .       «     .-- 
Hy  speech  ia  rough  and  (ilalti  : 
_  Well,  if  I  atiiini>le  with  my  tongue, 

-.'"•'il  ..I       I're  one  excuse  to  aay— 

Tla  not  the  collier'a  heart  that'a  wrong, 
Tla  the  head  that  goes  astray. 

Down  in  •  coal  mine,  fte. 

At  erery  shift,  be't  soon  or  late, 
I  baate  my  bread  to  earn 
:^f    '    And  auxlonaiy  my  kindred  wait,  '-■■■'.-   -■'^..x 

*I  And  watch  for  my  return  :  "        ■  , 

For  death  that  levcU  all  alike.      >"  «      •*': 

White'er  th^ir  rank  -may  be.  ""^' 

Amid  the  fire  and  damp  may  strike 
And  fling  hla  darta  at  me.  . 

Down  in  a  coal  mine,  be. 

Bow  little  do  the  great  tnea  care — 

Who  ait  at  home  secure— 
What  hidden  dungerx  colliers  dare, 

What  hariiabipa  iliey  endure  ' 
The  very  Area  their  manaluna  boaat 

To  cheer  themaelvrs  and  wiTee, 
Msyhap  were  kindled  at  the  cost 
°  Of  jovial  colliera'  itvea. . 

Down  In  a  coal  mine.  Ac. 

Then  <)keer  np,  lada  and  make  ye  mocb 

Of  every  joy  J  e  can  : 
But  let  your  mirth  be  always  inch 

Aa  tieat  liecomes  a  man  : 
However  fortune  turna  abont. 

We'll  atill  be  jovial  BoulB  : 
For  what  would  nations  be  withotit 

The  ladi  that  look  for  coala  T 

Down  in  a  eoal  mine,  Ae. 


a  terrible  battle  and  it  Boemod  at  voue  part  ofde  tattle 
aa  if  de  Union  Army  vaa  apout  to  retteat.  vrn  Ai  Of  a 
audden  voue  regiment.  (  mind  I  aay  voue  )  t  ue  regi- 
ment made  a  chargft  drove  >le  rebels  pack  nod  turned 
de  tide  to  victory  :  dia  vaa  iiodlceA-l>y  voue  of  de  Union 
Shenerala  wl)o  rode  np  uitd.shoiiUed  :  '  Vot  reeiment  is 
dot  ?  "  Du  answer  come  pack  ■  '  De  New- York  Turners  " 
•  Vot  part  of  New-York  ?  "  ••  Now-York  OMftv"  '  Vot,  . 
part  of  de  Cldy  den  t  "  vy.  Sbeueral.  from— 

Avenue  A,  Avenue  A,  Ac. 


•♦*- 


/  ,":'■■    Avenue  A. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Ous  Wllliama,  tba  American 

Star  Oomique— The  Music  is  Published  by 
i  White  A  Ooullaud.  Bostou,  Mass. 


beer, 


..;  I  vant  to  sing  a  song  to  yon 
Apout  dis  noble  town  : 
.Vnd  slao  apont  doings  here, 

Tich  have  gained  aome  renown  : 
I  have  peen  here  such  a  long  dime, 
I  never  more  shall  roam  : 
-    80  in  de  fudure  I  Khali  say 
Dot  New-Tork  vaa  my  home. 
flroxxt  :    Cnd  de  abtreet  dot  I  live  in, 

ICIIORCS. 
'  ,.'  .    Avenue  A.  Avenue  A. 
:  'i     Dot  ahtreet  ao  gweer.  ftiU  of  Germani  and 

Avenue  A    Avenue  A, 
*i'     Oh  !  dot'a  vere  I  live  ven  I'm  borne. 

:  Vile  down  Broadvay  Fome  dime  ago,    :  .. 

I  got  upon  a  sbpree  : 
,,«  I  vaa  arresded  und  lukt  ond, 
''^.^    Vich  didn't  quit  anid  me, 

Slext  day  dey  dook  nie  Into  gnnrt. 
De  Shudtie  looked  rader  gweer  : 
Be  aaid—  '  Young  man,  vat  vaa  de  reaaon 
Dat  you  aie  pmught  beie  t  " 
6^0KKR  :    Und  I  told  de  Sbudge  dot ;  ■■  Dwo  police- 
man prought  me,  "  uud  he  says      >  Vat's  de  sbarge  ?  '   -  I 
don't  aharge  you  a  1  ent  if  .\ou  let  me  ond.  "  He  gets  mad 
dan  und  he   makes  hla   nose  of  bis  dumb  in  dat  vay 
( IMiTATSa  )  und  asya  :   "  Vol's  de  reason  of  you  being 
lisrti  a  gonple   of  dose  diuiea  before   yet    ahuat  now  a 
leedle   vile   ago    right   avay  ?  "     Uinl  'I   tole   him   dit: 
'  Dere  vaa  not  a  boaaiiiUiiy  of  a  dant  in  mine  mind  dat 
de  ganaea  und  de  reasons  vaa  beganae  I  vas  drunk   uud 
den  he  aaked  ma  vete  I  lived,  und  I  dold  him  dot  1  lived 
la- 

','';■  •Yr'i/';-    Avenue  A.  Avenne  A,  Ac. 

.    How  in  d«  late  rebellion  too,         ■  r- .  . 

De  Qermana  dey  vere  found        !>i7".  •  ■/  ,'  '' 
In  alniotd  every  battle.  :>"'.■■' 

Cnd  dey  nobly  alitood  deir  groaad>.>ji; 
Tour  Shenerala  complimented  ua 

Aeaoldiars  prava  und  draa.  '<',<>*',.; 

Und  now  a  leedle  iTi^idanca  .-'■■.••-.; 

1  vill  relate  iff  yon. 

SroKXv  :    Da  incldoDre  vich  I'm  spout  to  r«lata,  <»• 
aorsd  during  de  late  var  for  de  Beballiou  -    it  vaa  during 


Don't  Give  De  If  ame  a  Fad  Blac^     ^ 

'    .    Vrltten  and  Snng  by  Ook  WllliamB   the  American     % 
'  Star  Coinique— The  Music  ia  Publialied  by^ 

White  A  QouUaud,  Boston,  Man.         "^     ^ 

.:.  *^-i».  -..■•-■• 

t  keep  a  zaioon  in  dia  city,  ■■..:, 

I  aell  weias-bier  uud  oder  drinka,  too  ,  "..1  -  v 

Cud  alio  1  keep  a  Innch  gouuter, 
'i  wo  tables  und  chairs  dey  vas  new  : 

But  a  lod  of  di'Be  loafers  gome  in  dere,  ^-^ - 

Cnd  dey  try  for  to  knock  me  about.        ^ 
=   <  Put  I  tole  you  dey  can't  fool  die  Dutchman— 
For,  1  bit  dem  right  all  of  de  mont. 
SpoKaif  :    Tea  und  ven  I  vas  hittin  dtm,  mine  vife 
gomea  ub  to  me  uud  saya— 

Chorus  :    Don't  f;ire  de  name  a  pad  blace, 
s  Cnd  she  looks  at  me  right  in  de  face. 

Or  de  bolices  vill  nwicli  arrest  yon. 
If  you  give  de  name  a  pad  blace. 

>  1  blav  cards  do  whole  of  da  day  time, 

,;'„  "  Seven  Cud  "  und  "  Eucherem.  ''  too  :        ^     .  . . 

.:*:■  Cnd  Bomedlmes  1  b;*y  ■' DoauiuixeB  "  '-i 

'%'  Put  deu  dat  game  vaa  to  me  new. 

Put  <ie  game  dat  I  doa't  undarabtand  umch 
Cnd  at  vich  I  vas  ten  dollars  oud.  ^ 

Almost  every  dime  dat  I  blay  it,  .  -  ■'.       .';    • 

Vaa  ■•  Poger  "  vere  you  "  mate  "  oud.  ' 
Spoxxh  :  Yea,  dat'a  de  game  I  d  >n°t  underehtaud.  You 
aee  1  vaa  blayiug  '  Poyer  ''  do  oder  day,  und  vaa  bed- 
ding all  my  money  begause  I  bad  a  goot  hand,  und  veil 
de  oder  feller  asked  nie  vati  had  I  tole  him  dat  Iliad 
four  aces,  und  vat  you  dink  ?  dat  oder  feller  had  five  aces 
und  I  losed  my  money.  Dst's  d»1trst  dime  dat  I  ever 
kuew  dat  dere  vaa  nine  aces  in  sdeck  of  cards  und  I  felt 
so  mad  apoud  it  dat  I  vas  going  to  fight,  veu  shust  den 
mine  vjfe  hollered  oud — 

Don't  give  de  name  a  pad  blace,  Ac. 

Some  rooidera  vot  gome  in  my  saloon, 
Doee  vat  IS  drinking  I  mean  ■  it- 

'  Venever  dey  get  drouth  a  drinking,        ■•    ' 

Vill  tell  ij.e  to    ■  set  dem  oud  af^aiu  :  " 
Cud  dat  vey  dey  keep  on  a  talking—  ~    '    .:, 

I  aay  :    "  pay,  Bheutlemeua,  it  vas  late.  "        *' 
Put  dey  look   und  (Icy  i:iake  deir  eye  dat  vay— 
Und  tell  me      put  dat  down  «u  de  schlata.  "     • 

Spoken  :  Cid  I  aay  ;—  ShentlemeiM.  ve  don't  fot  sdrte 
schlates.  "  uu'l  dan  vone  big  feller  tells  me  to  Ueep  iMn 
my  heart  und  dot  he  vould  gome  aioiind  in  de  luoruing 
und  kick  it  oud,  uud  ven  I  tole  him  U»t  m-  don't  do  pusl- 
ness  dat  vay  he  says  -  °  You  don't,  eh  ? ''  I  says  :  'No, 
sir.  not  jf  de  gourt-house  kiiowa  herself  una  I  dink  she 
dont  und  If  you  dou't  pay  megwick  i  vill  put  a  head  off 
you—"  und  1  vould  have  done  it.  too  only  for  niy  vlfe 
who  cried  oud— 

Don't  give  de  name  a  pad  blace.  Ac. 


>t' 


:>      You  Know  What  I  Know. 

Written  and  Snng  by  Giis  Williams  the  Amarieain 

Star  Comique— The  Music  is  Published  by 

White  &  Ooullaud,  Bostou,  Masa. 


I  know  somedtng  vhich  I  don't  mind  telling  yon. 

Put  keep  it  a  secret,  now  mind 
Pecanse  iff  my  vife  vas  to  find  it  oud.  too, 

I  kuow  dat  mit  race  she'd  go  plind.  '  j,\ 

It's  apout  a  young  girl  vat  I  meet  tii'  oder  day,-.       t:  .<    -^ 

Vile  valking  along  tn  de  slitrect—  —'._.- 

Cnd  I  know  iff  dis  young  girl  knowed  I  bad  avife  <r '  >^ 

She  vouldu't  dink  I  vas  to  sweet. 
CIIORCS. 
Now  yon  know  vat  I  kuow.  und  vat  my  vife  don't  know  : 
She  don't  know  vat  I  knovv,  nnd  vat  I  kn^w  you  know  : 
If  you  tell  her  vat  you  know   uud  also  vat  1  know, 
Den  ahe'd  kuow  vat  I  kuuw,  vat  you  know  also. 

I  know  dat  dis  young  girl  vore  lots  of  false  hair. 

I  could  see  dat  at  once  at  a  glance  : 
I  know  dat  her  feet  vaa  much  larccr  dan  mine, 

I  found  dat  oud  vUeu  ve  did  dance.        .^  . 
She  ROtpeaiity  sbpots  all  over  her  frice 

I  dont  ♦ant  to  make  fnn  at  all.  <■ 

She'd  a  mole  on  her  cheek  as  red  as  a  peet 

Cnd  It  looked  like  a  pig  cod-&«h  bUll 

Now  you  know  vat  I  know,  Ac. 

Dis  girl's  hair  vas  redor^shtrawneiar-rlonde. 

Her  eye-prows  huug  down  to  heT'noae  :  _        ■*•- 

She'd  a'lwont  dat  vhen  opcu,  looked  like  a  mopseUrap   : 

It  vorkad  on  a  shprlng  I  ^oppose  :  ,^ 

Put  shtlU  she's  a  peattty  'long side  of  iuy*ifo, 

To-morrow  1  get  a  Divorce— 
Cnd  de  aecret  is veil   I  don't  mind  telling  yon—      "* 

I  marry  dis  young  sirl   of  course. 

Now  you  know  vat  TknOTr,  Akb 

Do  not  obooM  your  fri*nd  ^  his^ioks  :  %aiicR     |> 
toma  thoes  often  pinch  the  fe^t. 


•<^ 


.^,  SaraL  . 

Suai^by  J.  H.  Milbuzn. 


til 


I  really  tliinlt  jl  shall  go  wild, 
I  don't  kn|)^-  what  to  do  : 

I  lovtiA  girl,!  i^nu^fl*!!  we  aW* 
To  be  yrvn\  iH-»  "  <'ck  or  l^vo; 


%< 


I 


,8Ii$'6  the  dailju^  of  lur  licart;^ 

^f  her  I  f«|t'i^ii)l<-  vain  5  ^ 

She's  tbe  pr«ttic>t  ijirl  for  niilos  around. 


JJ' 


And 


^arak.tiut'ii  her  nuiie 

■  ,^    '*         '  j  1.     ril<rnv.<.     _  _ 

.  "■*  Oh,  raw-i  y^ti  shoulJTee  ni^Saran^ 
.:'*- ^-j,    '£tua9  iaad  tina^ghe^  quit*  divJM, 
J;-  •"      '■         Asjl^vely  lis  can  l>e.  , 

Oh,  uiyl !,'  no  danist-l  <5bulJ  be  faii«r  : 

-"','■  .lianifyltws  nnd  ttira  tip  nose, 

.i-i-K.  i^-'.       ^h^'p  all  tlie  World  to  lue. 

'  We  have  kninfn  onoli  other  for  ever  ao  loo^     ' 
A'nd  the  4^t  time  tiiat  we  iii<'%  || 

She  was  pu^Wiiig  a  ]>euniite*la::.l  along, 

A.nd  the  ifain  came  down  quite  wet. 
I  heli)ed  ht^  \m  push  the  barrow  along. 

And  wheB  jwe  got  to  the  door. 
She  gave  iiiBj''  pctinj'  to  treat  myKeJt 
because  4L|e  couldn't  aliurd  any  iiiore. 
^^  j  I     <>h</iiy  !  you  slia)uld,#ee,  f^c. 

Her  mofljon,  Ishe  ke^s  a  ^aniit4tan3J'     "^ 

And  .':'Bll!y,tiie  iiioruy  diH'S  take  : 
Of  course,  Sbk-  lo<>k.<  out  fi>r  herself — 
For,  S^aral»s  wide  awake — 
..She  nev^  giifvs  any  one  Umi  inuaii  chAogeA 
When  tlif'f  go  ill  to  buy  ; 
And  if  thej  try  to  client  lit'r.  fhe^ays"': 
"  D9,yoU  pee  any  green  in  my  «ye  ?  " 

Oh,  iiiy- :  yoij  should  sea,  Ac. 


I  Dreamed*  |[y  Boy  was  Home  Again. 

Words  and  ^lusio  by  Charles  Carroll  Sawyer. 


Lonely,  Mfehry   broken-hearted,  -^    ■• 

Aa  I  laitl  me  down  to  sleep 
Ihinkis^  of  tile  i!A]r,"e  parie4^       t^ 
«mb<Al  yoti  toJd  me  not  to  weep. 
Soon  I  diie^med  thA  )»'a<'efiil  Augelf 

Hovered  o'er  the  I  attle-p.aii*.        '  - 

Siuging  4a^'t:8  of  j  .y  and  g  adiiesa. 

And  nj ;  luiy  wiis  home  ;igain. 
Chorus  :    |Sott'  well  I  know  such  fhonghta  of  Joy, 
j     Svch  dreao  s  of  I^JIgs  ^e  Vain  i 
iMy  beiirt  is  SHd   111$'' tear*  « 111  Mw, 
il  any  boy  is  |*ome  again,  f. 


Tears  we  n 


Ci.ti 
4  cliang 


ged  to  ioud  lejoicinga. 


V 


Night   r^s  turned  tocudlehs  day. 
Lovely  lilijds  were. s«e<'tly  sini.'i)^g, 

Siow^is  bfb<  mel  iu  iiiilit  arrsy  .  . 
Old  and  keiin^  Kcemed  light  and  cheerful .  .. 

Peace  pqeiii^l  evev^where  to  rell^n  .  .  ' 

"My  iioorilicart  forgot  its  torrow  : 

For,  ujy  boy  t»as  homo  agaiu  !  .^  Qltona, 

Bdt  the  Jlieara  is  past :  and  with  it  -  «•    ■•'^' 

All  my  liai'pinO'S  in  gone  : 
Cheerful  tfliontrhts  .  f  joy  have  vanished  .  .  , 

I  mu*|  Still  ill  emrow.  mourn.  • 
Soon  mayipeace   with  ..II  its  bUssinga, 

Our  ufittappy  lanV  reckiia: 
Then  ma  fears  will  ch  sI^ their  flowing, 

And  i^  boy  he  U^mc.ikain  ' 


Napolitaine. 


NupolitaiHe.  1 

I'm  hearina 

Thy  dark,  flai 

._  '1  hy  voice  1 

I'm  far  from  I 

Alone  in  tli 

Tn  the  halls  d 

Still,  Nupd 

NapoTHaine, 
•(-llAth  ^hse 
Il^nieiiUtcr  0 

.   W]ic»  bii 
And  yet  woi: 

'■:  As  bright 
F»r,  'tinne 
Still,  Nap; 
•'         Wap(' 


O^^na. 


tm  dreaming  nif  tfcee,  '■'■> 
hy  foot-falls  so  joyous  and  fryf, 
piling  eyes  are  entwining  nie  yet, 
kjlli  ita  music  I  ne'er  can  forget  t- 
Uje  land  of  thy  own  sunny  home, 
!iij  wide  World  with  sbrr'vw  I  roaoi  : 
f'the  gjty  or  wherever  it  be, 
litaine,  I'm  drtaming  of  thee. 

rrt  thou  tliiiiking  of  me  ? 

id6  not'batgshW  my  memory  from  thee T 

Er  rhittiiig?:  their  whispers  to  keep, 
it  ey^  w.  Tv-  calling  all  iovera  tQ  sleep  ? 
<J  I  not  have  a  shade  on  thy  htMV  ■ 
\  thouirh  'twere  lit  is  thine  on  me  now, 
ry  tj^t  bri;i|^  all  thy  beauty  (o  me  : 
iHiiij    I  trvdiyamingrif  theel-   *" 
iinc^'ui  di^Aiiihig  of  thee, 
ine.  i 'nr  «]r«i<M>ii§^^lb«».  *     **       ' 


I 
I 

♦ 


I 
\ 


!\ 


/ 


'oJ" 


mmmp 


1 


^he  Old 


\14    - 

^iza — '. — 


■f — *f-f 


Cottage 


Clook« 


S=:te::p| 


1- 

2.     A 


■y— L- 


i 


-Pt— P— P?: 


:U=U=t^=t: 


-tTTTT- 


:1t 


old,   old  clock  of  the  honae-bold  itock  Wm  the  brightest  thing  and  the 
friend-Ij  voice  was  that    old,  old  clock,  Aa  it     stood    in  the  cor-ner 
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est ;    Itii  hands  tho'  old  had  a    touch    of  gold.  And  its  chime  ran     still     the   sweet 
ing,  And  blessed  the- time  with  a     mer  -  ry  chime,  The       win  -  fry  hours     be   -  guil    - 


est :  Twas  a    mon  -  i  -  tor    too,  tho'  its 
ing  ;  But    a        cross     old  voice  was  that 
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Words  were  few.  Yet  they  lived  thro'  na-tions  al  -  tered;  And  its  voice  stiU  strong,  wam'd  old  and  young.  When  the  voice  of  friendship  faltered, 
tiresome  clock.  As  it  called    at  day  -  break  bold-Iy,  When  the  dawn  looked  gray  o'er  the  misty  way,  ^d  the  mom-ing  air    blew  cold  -  ly. 


Tick,  tick,  it  said,  quick,  quick  tobed.  For  ten 
Tick,  tick,  it  said,  quick  out  of  bed.   For  five 


I've  giv'n  wam-ing ;        Up,  up  and  go,   or  else  you  know  You'll  never  rise  soon  in  the 

I've  giv'n  wam-ing  ;  You'll  ne'er  have  health,  you'll  ne'er  have  wealth,  Unless  you're  up  soon  iu  th 
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mom  -  ing.  .        j 
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Btill  hourly  the  sound  goes  round  and  round. 

With  a  tone  that^,  ceases  never, 
While  tears  are  shed  for  the  bright  days  flsd. 

And  the  old  friends  lost  forever  : 
Its  heart  beats  on,  though  hearts  are  gone^ 

That  warmer  beat,  and  younger ; 
Its  hands  still  move,  though  hands  we  Idrm 

Are  clasped  on  earth  no  longer. 
Tick,  tick,  it  said,  to  4he  ohuxohyard  bs4. 

The  grave  hath  given  w«ming, 
Up,  np,  and  riM,  and  look  to  the  akisi^ 
I  l9g  »  hsBTMily  ■•T«<nf 
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My  Grandma  Lives  on  Yonder  Little  Green. 


My  Grandma  IlTea  on  yondor  little  groen 
*'lne  old  lady  a»  ever  was  Been  : 

She  often  caatioiMd  mo  with  care  :.■'•; 

Of  all  falso  yuuoK  nieu  to  b»waro—  ,  .^,  -^ 

•  Tim-e-i  tlB-«  um  tuin  tliii-o-»in  ps  ta  :  "      ' .  ■.'■  ' 
Of  all  false  yount;  ui«n  to  bc*ar<i— 

'i'im-o-l  tiDi'O-am  turn,  kc. 

"These  folso  yonng  men  they  flatter  and  deceive  : 

So.  my  lovo   yon  must  not  believe  : 
They'll  flatter,  they'll  co»i.  ttil  yi>u  are  In  tLolr  eBai*— 
And  awey  eo«a  poor  old  QraDdiiia'a  care  ! 
"  Tim-u-i  tlm-e-uiu  taiu  tini-e  um  pa  U  : 
And  away  goes  poor  oM  ArandaMa oare-' 

Tliu-o-l  tim-e-uiu  tnm,  ke. 

The  first  carao  a-eonrting  waa  llttio  Jobnny  Oreen, 
I'ine  }'oaug  mau  as  ever  waa  aeen  : 
But  the  Word!  of  my  Clraadma  niB  in  my  head,  .^. 

Aud  1  could  not  hear  one  word  be  auid.  ' 

'•  Tlme-I  tlm-e-nm  turn  tlni^-«m  pa  ta  :  " 
And  I  could  Dot  hour  odo  word  he  aaid— 

Tlm-e-l  tim-o-um  tarn,  &c. 

The  n*xt  came  a-conrting  waa  young  Ellis  Orore, 
'Twas  then  we  uiet  with  a  joyous  lore  : 
WitU  a  joyous  love  I  couldn't  be  afraid. 
You'd  bettor  t.'ot  married  than  die  an  old  maid. 
••Tim-e-l  tim-e-mn  tnm  tlii>-e-um  pa  ta  :  " 
You'd  bettor  gi-t  married  than  die  an  old  maid— 

Tim-e-i  tlm-e-nai  turn,  ko. 

Thinks  I  to  myself :  "  there's  some  uiislako— 

What  a  fnsB  those  old  folks  make  ! 

]( the  liors  and  girls  had  all  been  so  'fraid. 

l'B>N  GllANDMA  HERSELF  WOULD  HAVE  DIED  AB  OLD  HAtD. 

••  Tim-e-l  tim-e-nm  turn  tiui-e-um  pa  ta  :  " 

lUUt  (iUASDMA  UEiU>£Lr  WOULD 

UAVi:  DIED  AM  OLD  MAID — 

'V/      ' '.    ■  '    .         '    ■        Tlm-0-1  tim-e-um  turn,  kc. 


-  Mary,  Queen  of  My  Soul ! 

.  Queen  of  my  foul,  whose  stnrlike  eyes 
Are  nil  the  light  1  seek, 
■Thy  voice  in  sweetest  melodies 

Can  love  CT  pardon  sp«ak  : 
I  how  nie  to  thy  loved  control, 

(2iK-eii  of  my  goul,  ,« 

.  Slnrj',  Miiry,  queen  of  my  soul, 
Mary,  qiuH-ii  of  my  soul  ( 

.  The  niountnin.s  of  thy  native  shore 
Are  cold  and  dim,  and  ^rey  : 
Ah  !  liiii^er  'uiidst  their  clouds  onca  mon, 

'1  hy  home  is  far  away, 
AVluTe  Italy's  bine  waters  roll, 

liuoen  of  my  soul  :  i 

'   llnry,  Mary,  qneen  of  my  eoul, 
Sliiry,  qiiLcu  of  my  soul  ! 

The  jH-rfumed  rose  for  tUoe  ia  twined, 

I'hc  Into  awakes  it.s  strain  : 
There  slinll  the  witherinsj  northern  winds 

Steal  all  thy  sweelt  in  vain  : 
Ko  !   ily  l>eyond  thy  fate's  control, 

tiue<  n  of  my  soul  : 
ilury,  Mary,  queen  of  my  eonl, 

Uary,  queen  of  my  soul  I 


Norah  Machree. 


Tonng  Phelim  O'Noalo  loved  sweet  Norah  Uachree, 

Til"  )>ietiici)t  maiden  in  merry  Tralpo  ; 

Lut  t)iiiti;,'h  Hlio  looked  on  hiui  with  fivoriug  eyes. 

His  lovo  went  no  farther  than  clancea  and  sigha. 

In  sport  111'  in  l>roil  uouo  were  bulUer  than  be— 

Uis  heart  tlieu  wjh  dauiitles^i  ;is  stont  heart  conld  he, 

l>ut  uljen  ti>  her  side  ha  attempted  to  uteal. 

Faith  '  ull  in  a  flutter  waa  Pheiim  O'Ke  ile  : 

"  Oh  '.  NoraU  Machree  !  s»ept  Nuruh  Uachroe  * 
Sure,  you  are  the  girl  that's  bewildering  mo  : 
Oh  '  Norah  Machreo  '.   aweet  Nomli  Machree  ! 
Vuur  bright  eyes  an'  sure  arc  bewildering  mo.  " 

One  nnv    Phelim  thoni,-ht  he'd  And  coniacc  to  tell 
I'retty  Noiab  the  lore  llMt  witkiii  Irfni  did  dnoll  : 
H.!  Wr-nt  to  her  collsso  his  anit  to  get  hear'J. 
IJiit  hhii  HO  hewitched  hiiti,  ho  spoke  not  a  word. 
The  maid  sweotly  aniileii,  still  he  »«nia4  In  a  Jream: 
SoCudluK  Hiniles  ■t.eleas.  she  gave*  loiMt  scream— 
■•  Why.  I  never  kisacd  you  '  "  tald  I'holiiu.  In  fear. 
SajB  she  :  "  ALu't  jou  going  to  Phelim.  my  dear  T  " 

Ob  '  Koiah  Machree,  kc. 

Yoong  rhollm  thoocld  twice   then  hn  stole  to  her  side 
Anil  asked  her   all  tieiiibljn;,'.  to  be  hlx  sweet  bride 
Uer  answer  you'll  gnes*— fur   a  sharp,  sudden  aiiund — 
I  think  'twas  a  kii-s-broke  the  Ki.enco  around. 
If  men  nili  bo  baKhfiil    and  dally  like  this, 
A  slight  geiitlo  hint  IS  not  i-urely  amlsa  : 
8<>  when   (iietty  maideus.  in  hiicIi  atiails  ynii  bo, 
Then  just  lake  a  lesson  from  Nornh  iM:iuhrce. 

Oh  '.  Norab  M:ichrco,  Ac. 


Lottie  Lane. 


Oh  '.  I  once  wsl  gay  as  the  lark  in  May, 

Aud  my  yount;  heart  beat  In  tune. 
V\  bile  my  way  wks  bright,  aud  luy  step  waa  llfhl 

As  the  linnet's  wing  in  June  : 
Dot  sat  aa4  luue  lu  my  grief  I've  grosni, 

Aud  all  day  I  nuw  cuiuplain— 
For  I've  loat  every  bliss  in  a  world  Ilka  Ihla  : 

Buried  daap  Is  sweet  Lottie  Lane  : 
CI10KC8. 
Loltie  Lane  !  Lottie  Ijtue  '. 

Lottie  Lane.  I'm  nigh  to  thee  : 
By  thy  gnva  I  wev,  by  thy  grave  I  alMf^ 


'Neath  tke  bougba  of  the  old  oak  tv 


t  Bepeat  Obor«a.  ] 


She  wss  kind  and  trae  she  waa  all  mine,  too  : 

Lottie  Lane  waa  all  lor  ma — 
Not  a  Joy  bad  I  but  when  she  was  lUgh  : 

Oil  :  we  lived  so  happMy  ! 
But  tlio  oak-boughs  wavu  o'er  her  Uttla  gra*«. 

In  the  daisied  meadow  now  : 
And,  lit  eve,  oR  do  I  osi  the  gireeu  aod  lie. 

And  whisper  to  her  beluw  : 

Lotlia  Lena ! 


&«. 


Withered  roses  rest  on  her  gentle  breist. 

And  the  lilliea  u'ar  ber  wave. 
And  the  birds  now  Join  their  sweet  lays  with  mine, 

Hinginj;  dirges  o'er  her  urave  : 
All  is  Had  and  drear,  all  is  darkueas  here, 

Aud  I  wander  in  my  woe  : 
Dut  betlmea  again  1  will  meet  I..otlls  Lane, 

Xbouuk  we  meat  never  more  below  : 

Lotlle  Lane  •  ke. 


The  Dream : 

OR  JOHN  BULL  AND  THK  TANKU. 
Written  and  Bung  by  II.  B.  Clifton— Air  :  Alley  Croaker. 


I  went  to  bod  the  other  night. 

fall  fMi  asleep,  and  dreaming  ; 
Whilst  wrapt  in  "  Morpheus'  amis.  "  strange 

Ihluga  eaiue  o'ar  me  baawtng  : 
I  thonf  ht  I  beard  a  eonveraatlou— 'twaa 

enougk  to  drive  m*  Mmnky— 
'Xwixl  old  John  Ball,  the  honest  konl. 

and  J.nathaa,  the  Yanke*  : 
And  what  they  aiad.  ani  what  they  did. 

and  what  to  MOk  baCsI.  alza. 
Tbeir  «oiDBi.Ka  aud  tbalr  eariuus  vaosa 

I'm  now  abowt  to  toll,  aln. 

Says  Jonathan—'*  How  geea  old  Bull  r 

YoM'ra  looklni  ralhar  Mitona. 
We've  got  a  little  row  on  hand— dou't 

waat  you  to  iuteflkrewilb  aa  t 
We're  uouao  them  'ere  loatbern  chaps. 

.    Iboea  re)('iar  Nlagar  feedeta  : 
And  bringing  thou  npou  their  knees— 

those  renegade  Moaden.  " 
Says  old  John  Ball—"  Yoa*ra  going  to  try, 

I  have  no  eaasa  to  doabt  II : 
But  Ifyov  0*11  this  licking  them, 

yoa're  ptaelooa  long  ahont  It.  " 

Bays  Joaalbaa— '*  Well,  don't  he  rllad. 

aliho'  yon  a'a  a  kaan  'aa  : 

Wo  showed  you  up,  on  your  own  ground,  when 

we  sent  yuu  J.  C.  Beenan.  " 
Says  old  John  Boll—"  I  can't  aee  that, 

though  you  may  show  yunr  aira  : 
ne  didn't  match  my  Llou- there 

was  not  a  patch  on  Bayers. 
Your  man  stood  six  feet  two,  with  muselu. 

bono,  aud  S^jare  tungh. 
Nearly  twice  the  size  of  mine— and 

to  lick  blm  wasn't  big  enough. 

Says  Jonathan—"  You  talk  of  ships  : 

yoa're  a  preclons  sailor— 
That  Oreat  Kastarn,  as  yo«  talks  about, 

almaat  tamed  out  a  failure  : 
She  breaks  down  nearly  every  trip— to 

lua  it'a  qiillo  a  ataggorer  : 
You  should  come  aaro^a  the  sea,  old  John. 

aud  see  our  Ureal  Niagara.  " 
Says  John- '■  The  big  ship's  qualitiee 

I  do  not  wish  to  show  It  ; 
I'vo  a  Black  Prince  and  a  Warrior,  too— If 

you're  saucy,  peihapa  you'll  know  It.  " 

Saya  Jonathan—"  Your  temper's  out, 

I  rather  gnesa  the  reaaon. 
Because  we  stopt  yoor  atesmahlp  Trent, 

whilst  she  was'the  high  seas  on, 
And  took  four  rebela  to  New-York 

npon  another  lack  agalu.  " 
Says  old  John  Bnll— "  And  two  tu  one, 

I  make  you  bring  'em  back  agalu  I 
Yon  tbonght  to  be  so  clever  with  yoor  nuclvil  capers— 
Yuu  gut  the  two  commissioners, 

bat  forgot  to  take  the  papers 

Besides,  aays  John,  you're  very  wrong. 

according  to  my  IblnkiDg  : 
I've  written  to  your  President   Mr.  Abraham  LIneolu 
To  know  if  he'll  apologiae,  and  act  those  people  free,  sir. 
And  not  be  Interfering  with  my  vesaela  i-n  the  aea.  sir  ; 
Aud  if  he  don't- why.  rest  assured. 

he'll  bear  of  something  more,  air— 
Ue'U  find  the  Lion  be  can  sm  as 

well  aa  he  can  boab,  sir  !  " 


:  rTis  Sad  Thus  to  Fall.     |  r." 

'Tis  sad  thus  to  fall  in  the  sprini;-tinu-  .T  lit'.-. 
When  ho]H;'«  fadeless  t^urdeii  witli  \»r<l;ir.-  i.^  lif,- 
Oh  t  couM  1  Wiiold  the*,  holoved  iii:d  U:i  — 
Tkia  heart  wotiKl  sink  calndy  tud.:illi,  nn  u.  i..sl  : 
My  aii^hs  ennnot  roach  lliee  :  in  \:An  i  d.  jl..:-. 
1  1m  love  that  once  b<.>uiid  us,  unil<.^  xm  w»  mor.-. 

IWt  shadows  of  evil  crowd  fust  on  i.iy  f?^).'  : 

A  light  now  anrroitnds  me.  iiiork-  lov.h  tt';d  triu'.'i. 

Niiue  spirit  HtiIi4^1lispe^s  :  "  u  hen  lire'.Htlnani  i~ )  -l 

Wefc>n<lly  shall  meek  in  lov./r;  liav.  :i  ut  |l>; 

No  rii^h  ihtat  will  reach  us.  wc  inny  not  A.  \l't\- 

The  love  that  unites  us  will  |iarl  n  .  n.i  tuur. .  " 


I  Wish  I  Were  a  F.ii:y  Qu 'eu. 

I  wish  I  were  ft  royal  fay, 

My  rohis  of  ro.s, -leiiv<  s  flowing:  liujhl, 
My  sceptre  from  u  j:i:t!niik'  f  pin}'. 

My  crown  of  dew-drop,  diamond  l-rijjiit 

When  culled  in  elti.i  halls  to  shiiio, 

I'd  hasten  tu  the  fe.ital  i^pot, 
And  Zeplij'rs  round  my  hrow  I'd  twine. 

Wreaths  of  the  blue  forget-me-not. 

I'd  make  my  throne  some  grno  fitl  ro«e. 

My  canopy  its  foliage  pri-en  : 
I'd  wander  eurih  where'er  I  cIiofo,  i)^ 

If  I  were  but  a  fairy  qtieen. 

I'd  Bpee<l  to  all  the  haunts  of  woo. 
And  bid  the  gloomy  slinde  depart  : 

I'd  still  the  tortured  lipirit's  tliro,', 
I'd  whi»jK-r  hope  to  i  Veiy  heart  — 

To  churlish  IxKirs  I'd  never  uive 

'1  ha  treasures  meant  iiianKind  to  ch>vr  : 

All  those  who  on  this  earth  would  live, 
iShould  each  be  to  the  otlur  duir — 

I  have  the  will  — the  mifrhl  hud  I, 
'iliis  earth  would  teem  with  joy,  I  wecn  : 

But  I  can  only  dream  nnd  fiu;li  : 
"  I  wish  I  were  a  fair}'  quiin  !  "         | 


Oh !  Come  With  Me  in  My  Little  Cauoe. 

Oh  !  como  with  mc  in^niy  little  canoo.    I      •.    ' 

Where  the  sea  is  calm' nnd  the  cky  is  Mtie  : 

Oh  !  come  with  me  — for,  I  long  to  go 

To  the  isles  where  the  mango  apple.-s  <»row  : 

Ok  !  come  with  me,  and  lie  1113-  love — 

For  thee  the  jungle  Jtpth  I'll  rove, 

I'll  gather  the  honey-comb  bright  as  gold. 

And  chase  the  elk  to  its  secret  liukl. 

CIIOUI'K. 

I'll  chase  the  aiite]oi>e  over  the  )ilnin. 
The  tiger's  cub  I'll  liind  with  a  chain, 
And  the  wild  gazelle,  with  its  (silvery  (uti, 
1 11  give  Uiee  lor  a  jtlayumtc  swci  t. 

[  Heptat  tUiorua.  ] 

I'll  cHmh  the  palm  for  the  Lins'  nest, 
IJed  |>eo8  I'll  gather  to  deck  thy  breast 
I'll  pierce  the  cocoo'.s  cup  for  its  wine, 
And  haste  to  theo.  if  thoii'It  he  mine- 
Then  come  witii  me  in  my  light  canoe, 
While  the  sea  is  calm  and  the  sky  is  blue  : 
For,  should  we  linger  another  day, 
Storms  may  arise,  and  love  decay. 

I'll  cluiaa,  tbfl. 

Oh  !  come,  if  the  love  tliou  hnst  for  nt« 
Is  pure  and  fresh  as  mine  for  thee, 
'  Fresh  a.<<  the  fountain  under  ground, 
When  first  'tis  by  the  lapwing  found — 
Our  sands  are  bare,  and  down  their  slope 
The  silvery-footed  nnteloiw  ,    ..;i. 

As  gracefully  and  as  gaily  springi,     '  -  ''  - V 
As  o'er  the  luarbled  courts  of  kings. 

I'll  cliasa,  <L«. 


Trck  friunps — Value  the  friendship  of  Iiim 
who  stands  by  you  in  the  storm  :  swarina  of  iaseota 
will  surround  you  in  the  sunshine. 

Put  not  your  faith  in  countenance.     Judge  not 
from  appeamncee. 


1 
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The  Laughable  Adventores  of  Larry  ITPIynii. 


Air  :    Larr;  was  tUe  Boj. 


In  elglitoen  hnnilroil  snd  for(7-nin«.  ..•';• 

I  tboueht  k  soldier's  life  I'd  like  fiu«  : 

I  rnlisicd   111  Dublin   with  one  Serjeant  SpAlrff 

To  serve  her  Mijcsljr  twenty-one  )eara. 

SpoKEif  :  Arrili  '  rercraiit  boney.  Mya  I,  thil  li  • 
Icnn  time  to  l>o  I  otind  to  8erv«  a  womnn  :  bat  what  am  I 
to  Ret  wlieu  my  tine  la  expired  ?— Well.  I<arr]r,  aayi  b«, 
I  will  tell  you  wbat  wnges  you  will  receiTe.  If  you  hap- 
poii  to  luKo  your  brad  I  efore  your  time  Is  expired,  yoa 
Will  leceive  ouo  sbilling  ii-day  fur  life  :  and  ona  aad  • 
penny  every  d.-y  «liile  yuii  are  in  the  BArTlee.  Baaidei, 
you  « ill  liavoiiotbiiig  to  do  but  walk  about  with  your  baoda 
ill  vour  pncfcetN.  like  a  gentleman— Arrali  !  figa  .'  aargeant 
■onay.  sayii  I  I'd  like  rery  well  to  be  a  geaUeman  :  bat 
I  Uo|>e  vuu  will  Ktick  to  your  bargain. 

Tlieti  I'rforc  a  Just  CO  of  Peace  I  waa  tookt      '        .'     '   V 
And  iiilo  my  bund  lie  did  cinp  a  large  book  :  ;  ^. 

•'  Now   Larry    s-vrar  lo  lie  true  to  your  Qnecn,  *       ■  -'.'  -   '' 
9ii.>ai      ■   t»  BAcar  anything  I'm  Tery  keen.  " 

8roKFt«  All  '  but  Ij:irry.  a.iys  be.  I  rappoaa  yen  do 
i^it  uiidcrsiimd  lue.  Y<>u  miiat  awear  to  b«  true  to  her 
■  njpsty-  8ir   ¥:tya  I,  I  nill  swuar  anything  you  bid  me. 

Liet;aid  II  I  it  of  an  oalli.  on  a  dirty  piece  of  paper,  no 
ere  til  11  a  d>n  dic<  lua  fatlier— But,  I<arry,  aaya  be, 
rind  you  will  bive  In  say  after  me— Very  well.  air.  uya 
do  \ou  Bwcir  on,  and  tlioii  111  aay  after  ;ott,  let  it  be 
light  or  «roin;. 

Vlien  bcinR  iitiealrd.  lo  barracks  I  Went^ 

ind  iut'i  a  r.  on  to  a  rnmrade  was  sent : 

Ten  hiii;liiiK»  "f  bounty  iba  rergeaut  g«Te  ma,        - 

Did  brlp  tu  laiito  a  bit  uf  a  spiee. 

SpoKE.t  :  Wril.  airs  ihoy  dn  saed  mjrfelf  In  aralt  of 
KitiUKnial  rio  hi  M  polirlicd  shora.  and  a  white  ahlrt — 
Arrali  '  iiy  Jiii;;  fays  1  I  am  (;oiUK  to  be  a  gentleman 
■ow.  Uut  flgd  '  I  was  aadly  miatuken  :  for,  lu  cornea  • 
Mt  I'f  a  tiling  ca'lod  a  lance-corporal,  crying  :  "  turn  out 
i«crnit!i  fur  iliiil.  ■'— Lirry  aays  h".  mind  yon  must  tarn 
eiii  for  tiriii  t'O  -Arrnii  '  ♦e  stiiy  mirv  I  none  of  your 
•<  cat  n!e  didn't  1  list  to  be  a  ^ciitleiiiau  T  — Oh  !  but, 
biriy  a  t.>  a  he  ymi  aiiiit  learu  to  be  a  toldier  before  you 
JsB  bu  a  f;riillemiii  "  Coii.e.  take  him  away."  says 
anoilier  fallow,  with  a  ncao  on  liis  face  like  a  Jack-aaa'a 
girat-t^M-ai  dfaiher.  :  ud  a  head  aa  liig  as  a  bushel  of  pra- 
tte^— A-well.  (;oiillcmuii  say  I  I  h.ive  sworn  to  obey  bat 
Ode  but  now  >ou  s-rm  to  bo  all  masters  here  together. 
How.-oiuever  tliiuKt)  1.  agn  '■  III  go  fur  this  time  :  bat  I 
akirtly  intend  to  tako  lit;  ball  for  uiy  boneatf. 

lilx  hours  a  day  I  was  kept  close  at  drill,  '     '    ''     -' 

Oonfliied  to  barracks  sore  aintiuat  my  will :    ':-; 
At  leiig'.li,  one  dark  night,  I  sealed  the  wall,  <  :  ..  - 
wys  I  to  mjseir  :  ••  now  a  Bg  for  you  all :  "     f  - 

SroKEN  :  Well,  sirs,  In  about  six  wfekf  after.  I  went 
toaeo  Donn>brooli  Fair  with  uiy  aweet  Kitty  O  FlaaBlglM, 
Figs'  nivicif  shouldered  her  into  a  trnt  to  get  a  wee 
(dop  of  Knnishuwdeii,  wbcu  who  should  step  lu  at  oar 
k*i'!a  but  Sei'goaut  Bpeirs  and  Bix  of  his  party  T  They 
Mizod  myself  like  a  murderer.  Arrah  ?  be  aisy.  gentle- 
Meu  says  I.  till  wu  have  a  woe  drop  together.  So,  white 
we  wore  drinking.  1  t.ild  Kitty  to  go  to  luy  house  and 
f«lcli  me  my  bear's  akin,  and  ahe  did  so.  Well.  slra.  tbey 
hendciilTod  uiyHt-lf.  and  thoy  marched  ice  off  to  Rieh- 
a|(>D  I  Uanacks  and  put  me  into  the  black  bole,  where  I 
It)'  trembling  a!l  night,  like  a  dog  in  a  wet  sack. 

*soon  as  the  black-holo  I  did  enter  io,  . 

ider  my  shirt  I  did  clap  the  bear'i  akin  : 
l<l.new  very  well,  from  what  they  did  say, 
Ifc  a  court-martial  they'd  try  me  next  day. 
SroKEN  r    Well    sirs,  next  morning  the  aergeant-ma- 

tr  comes  to  the  black-hole,  and  aaya  to  myaelf-'Larry 
'Flyoii.  piepare  yonrself  for  a  court- martial— Ajriah  ! 
tjing  '  sir.  says  I.  I've  been  preparing  myself  all  Qight 
ell,  sirs.  I  was  then  marched  off  between  two  aoldieri 
!•  the  place  of  trial.  They  found  me  gality,  and  aenten- 
ord  nib  to  receive  two  hundred  lashes.  Well,  airs,  in  the 
•^eun.','.  I  wnsbroULiht  out  to  receive  my  panishment 
Tlic  tirst  thin;;  that  myfclf  spied,  was  the  Isle  of  Mao 
coit-i  r-aini8  c'lllcd  trijni,'!es.  My  couxt-martiai  being 
read  :  ■  Come  atrip  sir  "  fays  the  colonel— Oh  I  for- 
give me  sir.  >>a\R  I.  as  ihis  is  the  first  crime— Strip,  sir. 
Said  ho  f'r.  yoti'shiU  lecoivo  it  on  the  bare  skin— Faith! 
tliiit'H  ulial  1  »ant  air,  siys  I  I  hoi>e  yon  will  not  allow 
Ihcni  lo  i1o'>  iiiu  on  imy  place  else  unt  the  boar's  skin — 
Come  ct.ijs  f'ir  8ayH  ho,  I  pledge  my  bouor  that  on  the 
bare  8  ,in  ^o  i  shall  receive  it.  and  no  place  else— Well, 
now,  Bi\8  I  siuro  you  b:ivo  u^edgcd  your  honor,  I  will 
atiip.  Ill  tiikiiii;  off  my  cluihcs,  the  colonel  cries: 
••  Drum-iiiajor  see  and  make  your  nun  do  their  duty.  " 
8o  wliin  :iiyself  was  takini;  oQ  my  shirt  the  colonel  says: 
What  in  that  the  confniiiided  rascal  has  got  on  his  back  t 
~lt's  what  you  plodt{ed  your  honor  to  flog  me  on,  aaya  I, 
a  bear's  8. ill.  Wi'h  that  tlioy  nil  fell  u-luiighiiig — Well, 
Larry,  said  he  jou  have  conic  Faddy  over  me  for  once. 
I  forf(i«e  yon  for  this  time  :  but  depend  upon  It,  the 
next  time  Nou  come  here,  a  beat's  skin  willuut  aaTe  you. 

I  learned  tn  march  with  the  rest  of  the  boys, 
And  th>  n  1  w;:s  pui  to  tlio  cun  exercise  : 
Til  mind  the  inauueviirea  myself  was  not  fit,  ' 

And  to  banish  sorrow  I  drank  out  my  kit. 

SroKFji  ;  Well  airs,  when  (ho  24th  of  the  month  came, 
Wf!  were  oidero.l  for  Inspection  ;  but  then  devil  a  kit  had 
po  T  Lirry  lorhow-  neitlier  shirt,  stocking*,  norsboea— 
What  the  devil  will  l  do  now  T  thinks  I.  'Twill  be  ano- 
ther rourt-niartial  :  but  I  fear  I'll  not  get  as  clear  off  tbia 
lime  Honsomevrr  I  went  and  filled  my  knapsack  with 
a' raw  from  oi,o  of  the  beds  :  then  I  want  out  and  stole  a 
you  lie  cat  and  put  it  in  the  knapsack  among  the  atraw. 
wi.ri,  'AC  wont  to  parade,  they  all  laid  down  their  knap- 
8..cks  lur  inspection  :  but  flga  !  I  took  good  care  to  keep 


my  kit  on  my  back— poor  thing  !  it  nerer  spoke  a  word. 
8a,  when  the  captain  came  to  me.  he  aaya  :  "  Larry 
ITFlynii.  where  la  yoor  kit  r  Fig*:  It's  here  on  my  i^ack,  ' 
sang  and  warm,  air,  aaya  I— Well,  come  lay  it  down,  sir.  / 
laya  be-Arrsh  !  byjing  !  air  aaya  I,  if  I  lay  It  do«rn.  It  J 
will  ran  away— Baa  away  !  Larry,  aaya  he,  thafa  Jm-f 
p«aaible.  your  kit  couldn't  rau  away  :  come,  lay  it  down  > 
aid  let  me  see  it :  and  then  if  your  kit  doea  run  away.  I ; 
wtll  bny  yoa  anothar— Well,  air.  aaya  I,  I  will  Jaat  tako  i 
y»a  at  year  word.    So 

I  opened  my  knapsack,  aa  titay  did  atare«  / 

Pns*  she  popt  out  and  rau  through  the  square  s   ■■: .      |n.;.  ;; 
The  captain  from  laughing  could  not  refrain,  ?  r 

Abd  said  :  '■  I  will  buy  you  a  new  kit  agaia. '  '^ 

Be  made  me  hia  aerrant  the  very  next  day,  ^ 

And  I've  but  one  master  now  to  obey  : 
Now  I  serve  a  captain  Inaiesd  of  a  Queen. 
XIUi  ia  the  adTentarc*  of  Larry  M'Fiynn. 


i4j  h 


Cottage  Home. 


^♦. 


if 
I 


Come  With  Thj  Swtet  Voico  Again  t^ 

.        .  ^' 

Come  with  thy  sweet  Toic«  again, 

To  my  heart  still  dear, 
Laden  with  soft  sod^liisg  pMB 

Like  a  tear,  like  a  tear  :  .1'. . 

Bright  visions,  lone;  -vanished,     '■' 

Round  thy  n>eloai«8  beam  :     .«  ■  ■ 
Lulled  in  the  lap  of  thy  sighs,    . 

Let  ma  dream,  let  lue  dream — 

Come  with  thy  sweet  voice  again. 
Come,  oh  !  come  again  ! 

Come  with  thy  sweet  voice  again 

Bring  not  a  language  that  tells  J.^  .. 

How  the  light  hours  roll  :        '■  - 
Come  with  the  niusio  titat  wells 

From  thy  soul,  from  thy  soul 
Come  not  with  bright  offerings,  ^ 

Cold,  unhallowed  and  new —  ""' 
Bring  but  thine  own  gentle  heart, 

Erer  true,  ever  true —  , 

'   '■  ■  *  Come  again  I  [&e. 


r-f.- 


My  home,  lij  home,  my  cottage  home  T 

i  hou  fairj^nd  lovely  spot. 
How  sml  aiill' lonely  is  my  soul         .  \  -     ._    - 

AVhen  I  ojafi  view  thee  not !         •■•''  ^-    .  V  ' 
The  vine?  itju-jy  blossom  in  my  path,     ''"■;;  , 

And  riow^ifi  I  must  adore  :  ''    *  ' 

fBut  >vhnt  afi)  all  tlicir  cliarms  to  me, 
If  not  be«i|e  my  door  ? 

.    Home  is  a  (i.-tme  w«.  ne'er  forget   .'■ ;  ,' ■    .  • .'  ■» 
j        Like  oih^rl  names  of  eartli .:  'y-  i . 

■  "We  never  ^r<iw  too  old  to  love  .i'lv.'; 

'Ihe  fputlttiAt  gave  us  birth  ; 
^    And  when  Inf  dreams  offaded  years 
;        Of  all  our  ij-outhful  pride,  y '■.' 

I    How  sweet |t<)  dwell  beneath  tlie  roof  j  -vif'  :' 
,        Where  on  j  dear  parents  died  ! 

I   My  home,  tv(j  home,  my  cottage  home  f 
;         I'll  love  jlUec  evermore, 
\    And  every  lioart  thot  greets  me,         •*'     / 
i       When  1  J-tiach  thy  htiinble  door  :  ' 

And  thouglilmy  mother's  smile  be  gone—.  *  * 
My  father's  watchful  care —  ;;■_ 

■  I  love  to  dwbll  beneath  thy  roof:  i  -i  vi  ■>  '..^iy 

■  For,  hoqie  was  always  there  !  ...» ^^i  ■ 


im~t^»^ 


I  am  the  Lad  Can  Do  the  .Trick 

^*^AU  :'   The  Charity  OlrL 


I* 


i-^t't 


My  Bime,  yoa  aee,  is  Dicky  Kay, 
A  lad  that's  ever  biythe  and  gay  : 
I  langh  whaa  ether  people  ery— 
For.  ears,  yoa  aee,  la  all  my  eye  i 
So  not  to  lat  my  posaien  cool, 
I  went  ante  a  daaeiag-aehool : 
Some  people  say  my  neodle'a  thick, 
Bat  I'm  the  lad  can  do  the  trick. 

Higgledy,  piggledy.  heel  and  toe, 

riare  ap  maaic,  off  we  go  : 

Sbafflety.  ahnfllety.  ev%  and  kick. 

Oh  !  that'a  the  way  to «o  tlie  trlok  .; :,•<■■ 

i      My  maater,  when  I  did  begin,  > -f/  ■  .- 

J  Showed  me  how  lafllea'  hearts  to  wl», 
i  :  He  taught  me  htm  to  place  my  toes,  . 
'    ■  And  the  newest  cut  to  blow  my  nose  : 

Then  after  I  waa  dona  with  this, 

Says  ha  :  '■  I'U  ahoiw  yo«  hew  to  Uaa.  ** 

It  made  ma  than  my  lips  to  lick. 

I  soon  waa  aharp  at  that  same  triek., 

V     ■      Higgledy,  Ac. 

I  got  with  ladies  Ann  and  Bet,  J"    ■"■■        ' 

I  learned  to  walk  and  minuet :  '         ;•    .', 

And  at  the  ball  to  come  the  swell.         -V  '^v- 

Qo  in  with  Smike  at  Clerkenwell. " 

My  togs  were  Onlshed  to  my  wUI,  \      .  ■■  '  '  ?v  . 

And  Mr.  Cabbage  sent  bis  bill. 

Which  I  reaolved  ahonld  atand  on  tick. 

Oh  !  that's  the  way  to  do  the  trick. 

Higgledy,  &0. 

Tbns  gaily  rigged.  I  forth  did  rove 

And  to  the  ladies  whispered  love  :  .  ^ 

But  not  in  wedlock  meant  to  bind,      .  - :     /  ...  '.  ; 

Till  some  good  fortnne  I  could  find. 

At  last  a  maiden  fair  I  fbnnd, 

PoBsesaed  of  twenty  tbonaand  pounds.  :'' 

Her  shiners  did  my  hoart  afflict—         ^    '  .:; 

So  I  asked  if  she  would  do  the  trick. 

Higgledy,  fte. 

She  bade  me  go  and  ask  her  mt. 

Her  ma  referred  me  to  her  pa. 

Her  pa  referred  me  to  the  door—        -.,,..    ...,»..: 

And  kindly  bade  me  come  no  mors.    ,  ■:  '.> -^v  j. -. 

But  at  night  I  softly  stole  unseen,        ..li  ;,';-;. 

And  coaxed  my  love  to  Olasgow  Oreea  ;        ■.>    ':. 

She  bolted  off  with  roe  right  quick— 

Waan't  that  the  way  to  do  Ihe  trick  ? 

Higgledy,  4c. 


j         I  Wiah  We  Kept  a  Carriage. 

a  wish  we  kept  a  carriage,  thai  we  clrle  might  take  a  drive 
Ihrough  all  the  parks,  and  Ucgovt  Street  : 
A  for.  aa  sere  I  am  ailve. 

Unless  we  do,  ibo  beaux  will  never  know 

_    -  •         •s,^  we're  Id  existence : 

For,  ladiea  now  aboald  never  walk. 


I! 


i 


a 


however  ahort  the  distance. 
Ueigho,  for  a  carriage  !  kc. 

\f  hore'er  I  turn,  it  makes  me  burn  to  hear  the  people  talk, 
A>i  pointing  down  tbey  aay  :  ■*  I'he  lirowna. 

poor  wretches,  always  walk.  " 
And  folks  wo  never  saw  before,  at  concerls, 

balls,  and  races, 
All  sneer  as  if  they  saw  the  word  "  pedestrian  " 
»  j  I  '*       .  in  our  faces. 

I  I  Helgho,  for  a  carriage  !  Lc. 

hen  on  our  Wty,  the  other  day,  to  dine  with  Mrs.  Ware, 
I  plainly  heart  a  neighbor  say  : 

"  Browns'  carriage  I  I  declare  '.  " 
*'  His  carriagdl  V  cried  Miss  Damper, 

i  .  who  by  chance  waa  standing  by, 

Ifa  no  more  UI4  than  yours,  my  dear  ; 

!  !  'tis  Dobson's  hackney  fly.  " 

Helgho,  for  a  caariage  !  he 

\tben  lu  my  fright,  the  other  night, 

I  leaned  on  Major  Marriot, 
Balf-faintiug  ia  his  arms,  I  whispered  : 

"  Pray,  sir,  call  my  chariot :  " 

ae  told  the  link-boy.  and  the  wretch,  as  if  to  seal  my  fhto, 
awls  :   '■  Browns's  carriage,  pull  np— Carrey.  Ho.  48, 
Heigho,  for  a  carriage  !  Ac 

Mow,  if  yon  for  yotir  daughters  wiah  to  bring  a  marriage. 
Of  all  things  \^  this  world,  papa. 

do  keep  aoBie  kind  of  earriage  : 
n.nless  you  do,  the  beanz  will  never  care  for  ns  a  fig, 
l|lthoat  yoajkhep,  at  very  least, 

t  '      I  I  *  foor-wbeeled  cbaiaa  or  gig. 

,  Heigho,  for  a  carriage  !  ko. 


tfatilde  Heron's  Celtic  Song. 


-i 


Come  to  m^,  darling,  I'm  lonely  without  thee 
Come  in  tl»e|  twilight  when  day's  gone  to  re«t  ; 
So  rude  e}^;EliaIl  witness  mo  twining  aliout  thee, 
As  fondly  i  pillow  tliy  head  on  my  breast. 

Then  ♦dme  to  me,  darling,  nor  doubt  I  am  trae  : 
(;.     For,  mjy  heart  is  but  happy  while  thinking  of  you. 

Gome  in  the  midnight,  that  proereant  hour 
When  soul  ibHends  with  soul  in  love's  starliglit  bower ; 
When  linked  in  long  sweetness  of  exquisite  bliss. 
We  mtirmiiri :  good-night  !    in  a  sweet,  silent  kiss. 
Then  come  to  me,  darling,  nor  doubt  I  nm  true  : 
For,  mjy  heart  is  but  happy  while  thinking  of  you. 


-t^*-^ 


However  many  friends  you  have,  do  not  neglect 
yourself  ;  though  you  have  a  thousand,  not  one  of 
them  loves  you  so  much  as  you  ought  to  love  your- 
self. 


Come  in  the  tvrilight,  or  midnight,  or  d.ty  : 
It's  only  my  darkness  when  thou  art  away — 
Then  com4  to  me,  sweetheart,  I  languish,  I  pine 
For  one  litilje  smile  to  say  :  "  Yes,  1  am  thine  !  " 
Then  peme  to  me,  darling,  nor  doubtT  1  am  true  : 
For,  ii^y  heart  is  but  happy  while  thinking  of  yotu 


Keep  cUair  of  a  man  who  does  not  value  his  own 
character. 


IJ 


^, 


,Jk 


TiiB ,  y  y(»git?^.  .^fjVt^J^fnr 


r\r 


i 

f 
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;-  Evening  Eepose./'- j^^ 

By  Prince  Alberl.  ' 

'i':..     ■  ■ 
How  caim  and  still  around  mo 

Each  obje«t  now  remains  ! 
The  hills  that  now  surround  mo 

Arc  bneathdess  «s  the  plains  : 
The  verdant  leaves,  so  tender,  y 

Their  slightest  motion  stop. 
Nor  sighs  to  Zephyr  render 

Upon  the  mountain  top  : 
No  twinkling  star,  appearing,' 

Its  light  o'er  nature  throws  :  j 
All  to  my  heart  endearing 

'1  ho  evening's  calm  repos«. 
^  i«i  ^ 

Give  Me  Woman  !   Give  Me  Wine  U^ 

Give  me  yoBian,  aire  me  win«j,y 
Each  a  treasure,  Eoth  divine,  • .; 
And  lit  tiie  ImjwI  be  crowneA 
AVilh  lovely  roses,  virgin  flowers, 
Culld  from  summer's  olooming  bowers. 
To  breathe  ]>«rfume  around. 

And  when  the  air  is  is  scented,  bring 

The  Ciod  oi  love,  without  his  wing, 

His  brows  wilh  iityxtle  -bouad, 

'1  o  charm  the  mistress  of  my  soul  : 

\A-i  wit  Ay  o'er  ihe  sparkling  liwwl— 

Within  it  cares  lie  drowned. 

,      111  1  i»i  — 

Never  Go  Back  On  Your  Word. 

Oh  !  white  folks.  I'll  sbg  you  a  ditty,  \ 

If  you  will  Hstea  to  my  little  song  : 
And  If  it  don't  please,  it  s  a  pity, 

And  I  promise  to  not  keep  you  long.  > 
The  subject  of  my  song  it  is  wboleeome. 

The  musie  no  doubt  you  have  heard. 
And  [  promised  to  sing  you  a  new  one. 

And  ni  never  go  back  ou  my  word.  j(  |,  ,.. 

TliHvc  was  Old  Hickory  Jackson, 

At  tlif  battle  of  New  Orleans  : 
it  w»H  there  he  gave  General  Packenbam 

Ihe  be&t  of  Ilia  good  Yankee  beans, 
lie  sny^  :  "  Now,  Doys.  wo  muat  whip  them, 

Ana  he  looked  at  his  trusty  old  sword  :  ,, 
lie  gave  them  gunpowder  and  cotton. 

And  I'e  did  ijwt  go  back  on  his  word. 

In  tlie  days  of  the  old  revolution,  ,,  ,.    ,  : 

Vr  in  the  days  of  old  seventy-six. 
Our  C'jiintr}'  wiis  in  a  eommotiffn, 

And  the  British  were  playing  dirty  tricks  : 
We  gent  for  a,  roan  for  U>  help  u« 

To  drive  off  that  tyitinnioal  horde  : 
George  \\  n«liingion  said  he  would  do  it, 

And  he  never  went  back  on  his  word. 


■  ( 


'■»<.(•  1 


Sancy  SaU. 


f"  7-  rl-it '  TW  n''  m  1  n 


^w.,s.; 


r>M  •  stBsy  nigger  gaJ,  and  they  c»n  aneOtoBe*  ■»>. 
And  I've  Jbst  come  out  to  abate  jA/  tee  and  keel  r 
Oil  I  I  works49Wii>iilb«kttt:lieli.  ,     •'"■*■        '  Vt 

T  infoml»cMefmiiat)«fcW««i     * 

»  ;Auai'uiJQslaalltnber««a  Jainpot  eeK"'  ■  ;        '•  ■>■;*','' 


It. A 

•  -ii' 
! 


ClIORtS. 


I'm  happy  an^wliero,  for  troubles  never  Cfti^>|, 

tly  heart  is  liko  au  Iiijiii  rubber  ball  :  ^ 

^  ow  listen  Huto  mo  iltnti  yon  w»Wt  lb  dt*,  * 


tl   'I'M  "MM.  »-«l 

'in  H'l-;  Ttni  : 
•  It  •««(.,'.  <•  II 

f  T,  1   I  »«.t    T 

jbou'l  you  lilre  tai^.'donn  you  hert  IM  WMA  I  Mmrf  '    ' ' 

i    ■-  ■  ,    ...      r     lit  ;!.••  '  I 

I'  n  a  gallus  wallsi'felTl.  btft  the  men  ft«n'»fr#«t'iny  da*),^-  * 

|Ad<I  tiloy  cauuot  ariuk  their  julepe  luug.wi^A  <uo  \  ,  .,„,., 
Fbr,  1  unJerstand  niy  bmineis,  m.-  ■! 

an  J  I'm  up  to  an  \BkWffiS^*^\K 
LuarmuottUogaUbej  ti^omofortobn.,  ,i.  ,   . 

I'm  happy  inyWuere,  ic. 


r- 


if' 


sky. 


03 


I  feel  so  ralrhty  tileU,  I  cnnld  Jamg  up  to  (] 
III  a!iJ«liy'^<]>o*ii#oAtk».'«lu^^ '^      ' 
n  you  kuow  I'lu  su  wiuuiiig.-  wUou 
I  these  eye-balls  are  a  grinning, 

n:hat  I  get  the  feUan  all  npoi*  the  string.     »  '  ..:  /> 

Via  \>»nst  as^w^ro,  Ilz. 

«  .  1. 1 
I 


iww^  mi  ■* 


./ 


FJ» 


«(l 


lovely  Ifancy  Brown. 


Wliilo  wftlkitig  down  Cnnnl  street,  the  other  day,  -, 
r.oling  happy  and  qttite  gny,         f       ,    '    ""  "** 

Ad  !>y  the  I  :uk  1  chanoed  to  spy,         .tfi^]:^ 
Lovely  Nancy  Brown  60  shy.  * 

CIIORCS. 

For,  she  is  my  darling,     •;,  •        v'  v;;.^  ...,;     i^  ^'-^ 
.'"he  is  SO  eliarming  :  '  '•  •■',.;"■ 

I'rtUir-st  little  creiUnre— Hopeat.  ]  ;  .        •' 

L.'lle  oi'uU  th«»  town, 
Chiinniiitc,  Darling,  Lovely  Nancy  Brown. 

AVllh  Siini^j-  liriiwii  I  lind  n  chat,  •      • 

t  >\\  I   hov.  my  Ik  art  went  pit-a-put —  '         '  ■  ■   , 
Willie  walkiiitc  out  side  by  side,  .       ',     ' 

Namv  vo\Yfd  she  would  be  my  bride.       -^ 

I'or,  she  is,  «tc.  "V 


^  I   ,  Three  Sailofs  Ftp^n  ByirtOl  CitJ',  :\  j 

Tfords  by  Thackery— Muaio  AxrwgoJ  bj  Benrj  TJackcr. 

►i-~««  fK-—        -.    »:^»     — — ^"^  J.  .■*»i»m  i.<y»      .[ 

There  were  three  sftflohi  fWmi  Bristol  city,'  •"'' 
lliere  were  thpipe  mijl/irs  from  Bristol  eltr,'"'   '  ^ 
Jnd  thoy  wire  sliipwrecked'on  the  eta,-      •■•''i''> 
]|nd  ttev  weWBhipwrtcked  on  t(h'rf«^-%e4te'.'' 

_L     '  ' 

Viere  ivas  Guzzling  Jim  and  Goiiging  Uillyv>i<    i 
■    xliere  ivas  Guzzling  Jim  and  Gbrgtng  tiilly»  M 

^nd  a  cnbin-boy,>  by'-nasue  Tonuiiee,    .;h«  - ; 

1  cabin-boy,  by  hame  Tt>mme-we-ee«ii. I  inoii 

1  hey  had  run  short  of  fresh  provision  :  j,^[,/ •'. 
1  hey  h»d  run  sjiort  of  fresli  provision';'  >    "     .i 
I  nd  tl.on  they  said' :  "■  We  must  eat  vfi"-.  '\l^- 
A  nd  then.thej  said  :  '.'  We  must  eat  wi-c6-W.  " 


vamy 


"  Aiv  you  the  gent,  1  might  ask, 
'liiat  Vwwi.l  to  Nancy  as  she  passed  ?  " 
(»li  !  5>'-.  i  am.  if  you  must  know,  •  ■■ ' 


1  lift  lier  jtisl  on  hour  ago. 


I   ■'. 


For,  ahe  is,  itio. 


J.'ancy  said  -my  wife  she'd  be. 

And  llial'.--  ju»t  what  che  said  to  me  : 

"  There  »  sutiiething  wrong,  what  can  it  be  ♦  " 

.''^he  thinks  I'm  you  and  you  are  me. 

For,  slie  ia,  &c 


X .  ■" 


tough  and  stringy, 
!  Tougri  and'etrmgy, 


S  jys  Guzzling  Jim  :  "  WeVe 
S»ys  (iuzzling  Jini  :  "  We^  * 

ButTommy'jita!ia«llM1ll«ll^.ijj.J  eilJ  nu  I 
I  ut  Tommy's  tender,  let's  eat  he-wee-«e.  'L»- 

"  Oh  !  let  me  say  my  cateohiuu, 
C  h  !  let  me  say  my  catephisu),  _  ,, 

^  hich  my  dear  mothei;  taught. tp  ViCiv,  *  i«at  }^<  a 
Af  hich  my  dear  mother  iaugitt<V>  ai^wiaa««ei<4^*i  f 

en  away  he  flew  to  the  "  maw^p  ehiffuBi^  "  \- 
aen  away  he  flew  to  the  "  main-top  ohiium'p'*; ' 
bere  knelt  upon  1^8  bendfeij >:!)«*,;  "',';',',';  1?,  "j'^i 
bere  knelt  upon  Iub  bonded  lUe»-V<y''.w>^  .,!^'. n  ' 

"jl  see  the  straits  of  Mada^scar,»j, ,*'•')    !;ai'\u,\A 
ijsee  the  straits  Af  MMlagaMaVy.  *    .:;  t  udi    a<.> 
And  Admiral  Napier,  K.  C.  B. 
ind  Admiral  Napiv.  K-  C.^.-.I^^^.T';.:""..,:.:; 

liow  Guzzling  Jim  a*d  Gorging  Jinf,::,;,''^.*:,,;'; 
Now  Guzzling  Jim  and  tictrgwg  £uljr  Iit'u  t.tr 
'They  were  both  hMiged  forpirtoy,  '  •'  I  •     -• '  •-•'i 

Tey  were  both  hanc^d^for 


dt  em  oha  1 1  tr 
I 


<tJtM-    t 


-•r*- 


t 


1)1' 


vii  ill  massa'e  Kltohici),  _ 
iponndsaBayV'  ;  ',"[ 
o  ■  I  am  boti&tib  m'a  kenoral, 


fm 


High  Times  In  The  Kitchen;-"  ■'-  • 

°  — --.     •     ,  I  .  »ioiUt«  J.,..^ 

.    .  1      .»<!.'.  »l  IMIW  I' I  f,t) 

de  Yankees  pLiyed  de  debll  irajr  Hoflb  In  fitafi  ■  >' 
>U1  Massa  tdok  lie  gals  and  run  away — .  •■•.'!/ 

A*tl  (ley  jilayrd  de  very  dickens  all  aroaad  ifi  Oat'ViOially, 
Uld  luaasa  ^ave  de  darkles  hollday.vi- 't  4«)  *.  .><>4!  '  >IM 
CUORt  S. 
nigh  times,  good  times,  down  in  mas^ 
Pe  darkles  dey  gallf  Seten  J 

Fllakoy,  hilakey.  bll^kcy.  hoo  

^t  least  so  all  de  Vadkee  sulAlprB  UQr,',' 

Like  Daniel  in  de  lion's  den.  yon 

'  wfij-  see  dem  In  <Je  u»oagev(e, 

And  de  darkies  dere  oncompsSpied  all  around. 
And  when  de  bugle  Bounded,  «hy. 

I  high,  low.  jack  for  liberty  '. 

And  de  wenches  to  do  frolic  0(  y  were  bound. 

I  '   '   nii{fe"tlme8,  eood  times,  ^. 

Ndw  de  war  is  over  and  d«re  ispeaee  down  In  Pii^,,'    ' 

t)o  nigger  he  Is  better  dan  before  :  ",  ,•   ' 

But  he  will  hoa  de  corn  and  bake  do  cake, '  '■'•<'"  '"'•".' 
▲nd  wait  fur  aogei  Oabrlelto  soritifl        ■■>»•-'-■ « '"i* 
htriiUC,ipaan"9  bafpy  sfrdSc. 
nigiTTftdcs,  good  tttoes;  lo. 


A  third  person  ia  often  an  annojrajfcc,  aa  well  ij(i  |, 
matters  of  love  oh  6{  fricndswi).  , '  "  '     ,' '  ""',  ' ' '  '.'" 

^  '     .'    ,'••  '    «l  .  Il..>tl  M     ■  ■• 

The  men  nest  cottage  may  often  prodsoe  a  hero. ' 

,..     ^  -»    I  lai   I        I  I  ^1      >,»'i'wi       iiaih  iiiiKr  "  I  MjiWM.     HI 


Why  loves  the  btcAe  at  noon  to  sigh  ? 

^Vhy  cease,  why  cense  the  stars  to  shine  t 
1  cannot  solve,  I  knuW'not  wlt^,  ' 

But  my  ^.leart, , my  heart  is  thine.  "j* 

Why  loveA  tiic'ofoej^e  at  noun  to  #igh  f  «••     i 

^^Vily  :<Ma*e,  >)iiiy  c«aac  the  sUtrs  to  tJ^ine  ? 
I  ciuuiot.>auW«,  1  know  nut  vhv. 

'IMit  WV  IfMii,  mt  heart  ii  thine.        •       ■ 

,:;.;r '..../'.  i«o.-d.  ■■i 

.'.ifcek  ooi  why  it  i«  i  k»vc  thee — 
•  '■■  Why  f— AVhy  i.s  heaven  divine  1 
.'^^bntyl^nptrjl  ci^nnotteJJ  thee,         /  .; 
i jJ   .\atUL'A><^  Wif^t  hiy  Uurt  is  thint,    \ 

Though  others  smile  with'  kindness  on  me, 

I  hi.'<  hciirt.  this  llenrt  iilone  is  thine,     -■ 
It.i  ovory  ptil^'aii  pflf  ring  to  thee  : 

So  li:illowe<l  ia  its  shrine — 
TU«  mm  w4Ji'kvJd  his  oaword  course, 

'Ihinpdocs  my  lore,  my  love  incline 
To  tft<^,  a'nd'  nmight  on  etiHIi  can  force 

^y  li^ti  IMJ  hc«rl  ttotix  being  thine. 

t  'i.<  '      I  Ask  not  wliy  it  is,|A«: 

I I  n  i .;  .1  •    ..     ■•  I 
In  vam  thou  bidst  me  to  forget  thee. 

Death  will  first,  will  first  be  mine —  ;     . 

E'en  then  my  flitting  eoul  shall  bless  thee"^' 

For,  my  ItMu-ts-aiy  iieart  is  thine. 
Each  thought  that  haunts  Iny  fevered  brain, 

liVHtt  loVfc'S  flrsfc  dawn  is  thine,  is  thine, 
Anil)^U,  pie  llitest,  breathes  again 

iMt  my  heart,  oiy  heart  is  tliine. 

Ask  not  why  it  is,  Ac. 


'f 


•iiJ- ; 


I  i'»J  i-ri 
•111.  r  ^^* 


'I^ve  Been  Trae  To  Thee. 


^ 


I  lu 


I  ntrcr'saiid  that  I  had  loved 

tfo'^jAhe;-  gif^  bill  Ihee  :  '    ,       : 

I  JieJMi  <f^ftW^  il»«t  1 1»«J  hnved 

Far  o'er  thp>%ide,  wide  eea  : 
But,  Mary,  why  th9M  troubled  thotights  ? 

Too  oft  you've  oeuMed  me  : 
I  have,  I  know^  too  many  faults, 

But  I've  been  true  to  thee.    '     '  *        '  ' 

*''i*r   I    1    m  .     -  ,.■,■  .'I  ■■/.' 

Th«B. 'M«««^  inever  let  a  thought     <..i  ^   ••> 

tidi/lst  "me  pbf sess  yotjr  heart,'  •-';';)",' 
U^Jeet  yc^u  kie  with  u»*lice  fraugbtiii ,  *  ,J,' 

And  wiskifrwBi  to*  to  part  :  ■;  •  --''^^ 
Btii  dearfsj,  he*r  my  plighted  volK    *  '  ■ ' 

Jhfi  "^I'lile.  I  bend  the  knee,  .  ; ',; ;  " 
I  Wve  ttwe  Miore  than  «ll  beeide,  h 

And- 1^11  be  true  <o  thee. 


'  <.i.i 


.  ■  .-'.;  . 


The  Veaper  Hymn. 


_  j;  t ' 
fa.  I  . 


j^Ack  {  tUe  va«p«r  l;^ymn  is  «te«ling  .  .  «> 
lUWrtke  water*,  aoft  and  oltar—     'H'-  > 
Wfii-^  yet,  and  nearw  pealing,         ."'i* 
;j^«Tt,!t;\it;^,U  upoo  linear  ■''  '  '"" 


iJ4ibii«te«tT>^ 


-Amen. ' 


•  jr; 


I'll 


i>i)tiiFaTt<i«^r  Hovr,  now  farther  stealing, 
'■'  ■.   ,   Soft  it  fhdes  upon  the  car. 

KoW,  Hkc  inoonlight  ■waves  retreating 

'J\»  tU»  sUoru,  it  dies  along  :  .  ;  ,. 

Now  like  aiiii(ry  surges  meeting. 
'    I'lreaks  the  mingled  tide  of  song  :    y-i 
llark  '■  again  like  waves  retreating 
'  'Xv  tho  t<hore,  it  dies  along — 

'  :.,Ti — — ■■;; 


f  4a4'l  n.i'.l  U 


Love'8  Trinmphs. 


rhhn^i  rfoiy  loudly  strikes  my  ear. 

The  softer  note?  of  love  prvvailiog, 

K;t<  rj  sense  aaeailing. 
Op  e«lk'll«ith  hope  or  sink  with  &ar. 
My  laart  that  points  to  fame, 

Shall  rise  to  love  as  honor  true,  ■ 

And  fan  the  flonble  flame. 
With  sighs  which  breatlie  a  last  odieo^' 
1  go,  fjiy  faith  and  love  to  proTo  : . 
ValgiT  no'er  wa<  foe  to  love, 
Tho'  ^iraveet  hearts  obey  the  call^  '  'r  ■ 
LdVc'tfti-inrnjihrtnt  orer  all. 


nett«r'to  l)uj  tlian  incur  lui  obLigntii.n  by 


■  Hill  Ta-^^^ 


?»kinfi. 


m 


I 


TBW  f  SiWffll^^  ftftWIi^Mi 


Did  Tou  Mean^lSri^.t^'^fHi  Said  ? 


The  Mnilc  cau  be  obtained  it  tbe  Mnilo-Store  of 
Horace  Waters,  481  Broadway,  New-Xork. 

1  ^  .,.»(<  .V-' 


Composed  t>j. Jokn  8|  Cox.    „f,^'..^\ 


} 

^  Did  you  tneAn  what  jon  said  when  you  tM  ta» 
i     You'd  love  me  thro' go«d  and  thn)'  ill,    ;  ,..i». 
f  And  long  aa  your  lifetune  you'd  hold  me    ;  (' 
The  centre  of  happineea  still  ?  ••■^.Ui' 

Did  you  not  Bpeak  as  men  epeak  too  oiWiV  •• 

with  Words  of  tio  meaning  at  all, 
Save  only  with  falevhobd  to  soften         ■    ■  ^e;>«l 
The  bosont  they  mean  to  enthnll  ?    ■'"'  "' 
CIIORCS. 

Did  yon  mean  what  you  eaid  when  you  told  OM 
Yon'd  love  me  thro'  good  and  thro'  ill,    ,» j,( 

And  long  as  your  lifetime  you'd  Itykl  a)*     ,>/ 
'J  he  centiv  of  iiappiu«s«  atill  Sf  ..v  .iiiv  /-f-IJ? 

J  My  heart  like  a  timid  hird  flutters         '•'-'  "' 
Around  the  fotui.tun^  <)f  your  voie«^  ,■  -ri^j^,;! 
And  mute  tho'  the  language  it  utters^    f\; i"' 

It  beats  but  to  hear  and  rejoice  :       ';      '.iti'ff 
Nay,  let  not  my  words  give  you  pain,  \9r9Sy 
&      For,  doubts  like  night  shadows  all  fly, 
And  all  seemeth  sunghine  again,  love. 

licbeath  the  Tear  gfance  of^our  eye.        ^~ 


r 


Jii: 


eWA  AfW.  nM.ia 


ofj 


The  Mnsle  can  k««Hiirt«d  at  thd 

Horace  Waters,  481  B roadway,  New-Xork. 


LovclineRs  is  sweel 
From  the  azui'e 


J   .-i  •  ,iA 

A<<  tho  quietly  twwa^ireaiiaDg. :  i  ^v'tii  Ksmv 
On  its  seat  injiaPadiM  :   • :  ■  f'  «■■  '  ■''*"* 

For.  there's  ^mTng  Wore,]^^iju5if|^'.^iu'^ 
E'en  iti  beauty's  chai^u.^  see,  .• 

Than  the  magie  of  tha-aaulJagi  ,«  '^  xyyeH 
Of  tliy  sweet  l»ok,  JeadiekLMb  *  j.»ii  *  ^  t-^H 

Sweet  Jefl»jflJtqe,ota:Jgiit  J#»8it'l<<i»,.*f  'i« 

Love  is  in  your  eyea,    ;  »  ••*  -3r'^<}  •*  •  »itrf 
As  tho'  quietly ;,^^4M|iUUJ»gJ.,   ,,  ,„(  ,^r 

On  its  seat  m  paradiaei-  ''<'  -<-  '  i.'«  .i<t)  I 
,  »<■...,        ■  1   itimnu-t"tiiA  •  .<T 

Tenderness  Is  m  aaoh'f«at\«a'ns<  VT' :  .">•. 

Of  thy  fairana  is!e«8|Wg  hM;  ■'    '  'l"-^t 
As  tho'  Mo.les^'^ipVn  crcitiit:e.iV  "  '"j^,  j 
M.  Captivates  in  trftfinno*-;     ''w»u»«ii*i' 
for  a  charm  t^y  soul's, ^i^cbing,,,.,,  „;  ,. 

Wealtliier  tluia.aU  tha««4«  .of   ^o 

That  in  beauty  comes  bewitelMnflr  -^     ^>"  »* 

Thro'  thy  swqeti  19ok«,  Jessie  £ee.    "  "f 


»B1'-.1"> 


1     '.li) 


Too  ttLU  to  TUtLtrj  *■  '*"^  ""* 


A  maiden  fair  and  J^i^,^ 

\MeiAlbHh,  one^noitn  iotfijfC^M  ia«^t> 

Upon  a  Ixiugh  there  sarg 

A  bird,  t4iat  seemndjto  wy  r.,'„f,  .'  .  ,„  j 
"  -Why  wait  ?'  why  wait,?  !  '  ty'n^^^ 

Soon,  soon  'tn  ill .!>«  too  li»tc.  "  '  '.'  ^  ^  ^  . , 
.X^n,  la,  la,  la  !  tra,  la,  la,  la,  la  !'j_,  .  ^". 
Ira, 'In,  la,  la  !  tra,  In,  la,  Ja,  lat,'j  '^m'"' 
'J  ra,  la,  la,  la  !  tra,  la,  la,  la,  la  t  ,' ' 
Tra,  lay  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,-^  la,  la. 

Away  the  moijcij  wentj   .    ■  .  ,^  ,^ 

An4  gvined  each  fostivc  throng,     ' ', 

On  pleasures  whirl  intent,  ,    ' 

And  lingered  late  and  long  : 

««  I'll  wait,  ril  wait,  "'     '    •«/•     ' 
Sang  slie,  with  joy  elate.  *'  '■    '-.,'■' 

Time  flew  as  on  she  straveo^,,    ;,  ;  * 
'I'hrongli  Fashion's  giddy  roniod  ; 

With  many  n  heart  slie  played. 

And  laughed  at  every  wound  :-  '%  '  •»  t«:i' 

"  Too  late  !    I  o<>  late  !  ^  ♦  •  .1 J  H''  1 

Old  Time  itseK  shall  wait !  ••  |-M^  .;.  J.-; 

Then  came  the  first  grny  hair  .'  ,  |)„  j  - 

And  lo<jks  and  hearts  grew  cold  : 

And  wnnklts,  lK-fc*'nniVtii<To,  ~  . 

ll»eif  tMe  tirtweleome  told  :    'W.-J  ■'■'^V*! 


•/.I*. 

»<»'* 

Fw';' 

.•  -, 

','■%'' 

"•'/■ 

,  f 

:  :-.*^l 

•11 

t.r 

Jit- 

, 

Harfl  fntH  !   Too  late  !  " 
She  sang,  disconsolate  ! 


...^;,-'^^ 


Vftid  \itsyiS^i  rtrutfd  t(A  Q^r, 
to  sleep  npou  a  tiod.  ip  ho  sllpt  on  t^ie  %i<>t, 
i-TeetoUler,  One  Of  (he  Olden  tUn^.  ^ 


1;  ^     Ti"    The  Aiitii-Tept9^|d|5r. 

Air  :    Fine  01<i  ^ngllsh-ijlenllemaii. 

] 'U  ling  to  yon  a  wondrooaaMl^'        >- 

U  waanacle  by  a  jronng  pate, 
J  .boat  a  Oentleman  who  had  becone  Jo(«iiij>efa(A, : '  <  -< 
]  lis  ball  BO  old  was  dr^f  au^  ^pld, 

]  [e  scorned 
]  tke  an  Anti 

1  [e  lived  a  lonely  life  :  TMr,  'he  hit  fewer  fHeflda  4bM  foes, 
i  nd  there  he  sat  iu  bnrly  mood.  ^ 

anfl  mbbed  bU  old  red  aoae  : 
\  he  greatest  enemy  he  had.  lived  wMh  Mm  in  the  Itall : 
]  [ia  Dame  It  waa  Dernl-jMm.  biwi  he  loved  beat  efall', 
]  like  an  Anti-TeetaMler,  one  of  the  olden  time. 

]  D  former  daya,  he  was  galla»t,  , 

and  dreofMO.  qaiie  Uke  a  ^dy  : 
]  nt  the  Qirls  soon  cnt  taipi<  wlwn  they 

found  he  waa  In  love  with  Brandy— 
I  nd  now  a  Bachelor,  his  hpoae  la  lohely  as  a  bam, 
]  :e  has  DO  wife  to  dam  hi  a  socks,  and  has  do  socks  to  dam, 
]  ike  an  A&ti*Teetotaler,  one  of  the  oldeu  tima 

]  'e  had  a  fashion  of  hfs  own,  and  dressed  Jpst  aS  iie  chose, 
I  ^e  wore  a  bat  without  a  crovp.  and  toeles'a  boou  iad  ahoea : 
\  [is  pantaloons  were  much  too  short, 

,  oc  he  had«rown  too  leu^— 

i  nd  though  he'd  crown  so  very  weak. 

his  breath  was  very  strosg, 
1  like  an  Anti-Teetotaler,  one  of  the  olden  time. 

4nt  when  he  fotind  the  TempersWce  Pl^d^e 

road*  people  fat  nd  healthy, 


^at  many  who  were  poor  before. 


by  SigniDK  had  grown  wealthy  : 
*'  Oive  me  the  Pledge,  said  he.  I'm  Free  \ 

I  I 

My  heart  Is  light,  and  I  sliall 
Hike  a  Real  Staunch  Xe^otaler. 


I'U  drink  dO  ipore  Of  soCrtiw, 
t  be  another  man  to-mo»o|r  \ " 
ler.  one  of  th'e  ^reseni  vaat. 


-r'l.,t  .-B 
•li.  •**>  WfK 
UW  •AliJ-liati 


I'd  Give  TtieVoJcId  To  Se«  Rey.    ; 

Words  and  Mn'sio  fef  O.  W*  Warran..      * 
The  Hnsic  can  be  ot^taineflat  any  lCafIc-8t|Mre.'^ 

I'd  give  the  wrJrid  to  see  her '    •  ^^^  '■"  •'  ^^^ 

'Who  cared  for  me  when  y6ung 
I'd  give  the  world  to  tell  her 

How  oft  lier  praiee  live  aung. 
Her  gentle  ehi<nnv  whisper, 
.  Just  liliT'a  Fitv'iy  gfi**u,^        -    "■ — 
So  soft,  oh  1.  Ko  SJoft  a»d^"  »!•'«#,  >X  ouiT 
,    Comes  o'er  me  like  a  dream. 

My  heart,  with  sadWees  breakings  -.i«ii  n  «'>.i"..< T 

Breathes  fbrth'a  silent  pt^wr  r*.'  Hfi.hjH  iml  i 
To  one  whose  love  ^(taking         li'nut  -^  n-tit  I 

Still  hold*  its  hBAge'tfcei*.  •  irtt! —.i  M-.r.7 
How  can  I  cease  tateve  thee  t  "i  Pt^titi  r '-'fi.t  1 

Or  ceaafftoiheda  tear  ?  i  •  \J  *i  ■••ti  111..1  i 
Tell  me,  oW?  sw^^t  epiri*  teH'V  1  d-i!*  «*?»  t 

Oh  !  tell  Ae  ;  art  thmi  neai<f  iiil-."  .-"fMii     ' 

No  more  shall  I  behold  thee,  ■     '   •'  •  ■•:  "'  ■i?>i;l 

Whilst  wandering  here  below  :^.i  n  ^'A'***  *»''* 
Yet,  let  thy  spirit  greet  me,      .  "wjuf.it  •■  ••t«:  i 

As  tears  of  sofraw  ftow.         '^•i>t  *.«{  >^  it-idV 
Sleep  on  !  f  «bon  ^all  meet  thwfi-i  ♦«  n'n  .:  I 

Sleep  on  !--Hi»  not  m  dream  I  w.A^nntoii  u,.  "• 
Sleep  on  !— sweet,  oh  !  sweot  tb«  deap   >• 

That  chains  trte'ta  !!»y  theme  I  -  ••  1 

Seailtifnl  Aanie.  '*■■■■  -    t.n  n'''t 

Poetry  and  Jfusic  by  James  O.  Clark. «^'''  "•■  ' 

The  Music  can  be  obtained  at  the'  Music-Store  Of 
t  Horace  Water*,  481  Broadway,  New-Tork. 

;  ■    t;--       /     ;   V 

Beautiful  Annie,  silver  voiced  Annie,"  '.'  *  "'''^'^ 
'    Gone  ere  thy  light  heart  knew  sorrow  flnd'  woe  : 
^Beautiful  Annie,'TSt!Vel'  tWUe^'/flfHlt,    ~~  — 
r  Oh  !  how  we  itiki  tBev-f^ioitxtr/yi^.Vily  know. 
jBweet  is  tiiy  song,  though  the  world  may  not  hear  it, 
I     Bright  is  thy  l^Wie,  with  the  angel*  to  o^eerit : 
lOh  !  for  one  view'of  ^y  glorified  spirit,     ,  ji  ^  1 
I     Free  from  the  fetters  that  bind  ua  below  I  ,,\  ^  \  j 
!  iciioaus.  ,   ;  .1,^.  ji,.| 

Beautiful  Annie,  silver  voiced  Anme,^.,j,i;  -i'.,'*  :.^   ■ 

Gone  ere  thy  light  heart  knew  sorrow  Or  woe  V 
iBeautiful  Annie,  silver  voiced  A onie, 

Oh  !  how  we  miss  thee — no  mortal  may  know,, 

Beautiful  Annie,  ailTei*  voioed  Annie, 

Gone  ere  thy  young  life  a  shadow  might  feel  : 

Beautiful  Annie,  silver  voiced  Annie^  ^ 

Green  in  thy  memory,  in  sorrow  and  weal — 

Tiiiiic  is  the  splen<Jof  of  joy  yndeceiving. 
Ours  l)e  the  love  to  thy  memory  cleaving. 

Ours  be  tlie  faitli  which  18  bleet  in  believing 
\     All  the  fond  visions  the  angels  reveal. 


leautiful  Annk,  silver  voiced  Annie, 

Gone  froi«^rl<(i*UIMJ<  i«  Jlfck  tarl^  l^^i 
}ea«blA4- A^n^r  *A\tx  V(?j)fed  Au»i^  i  ,  >    • 

Smile  on  our  home  from  thy  glory-lit  way  : 
ilide  DTOnid  tb^4i«ri^t8  tbatm  afb  w«r«  thy  pillow, 

Sing^m  ourilcJoiA  Hke  the'binf  in  the  #illow, 
7ome  to  our  n^it  like  the  star  to  the  billow, 

Gilding  the  wavo  witjk  •  pr»HiM(a(,ik]fili(« .     .(u  i 


•«i  llir  Y 


J' 


My  Motiitt's  ¥«iM.      >   i 

Words  by  M.  iA»X}44«f-¥««ioby.F{^'k.' Blame. 

The  Hnsic  oaa  be  obtained  at  the  Mmrte-Stora  of 
rraderl61tMa«i«)|BMadwajv]ia«>Xatk«  ..^^  . 

O  mtjifti-.aWkf,  I  bad  a  dre««,  •  •v.".  1. 1 

So  sad  and  yet  so  bright,  '  "  '•"••!  '"I-V? 
When  wontided  on  the  battle< plain,  i-     !  t.A-. 

I  lay  at  de«»  of  night  :  v;^' iw.ff 

•A'|:efatM  straip  fell  on  tirjvu,   <'i  im-.'i:._H  t 

That  made  my  heart  rejoioe,  •  «'  -i^'^  \-\\K 
So  Boftihtd  iweet  it  memed  toma^'"  <•<:>  J  ' 

V  "TT  ~j  ~"*'-tt'"  r"'ta 

My  motner's  voree,  my  moinerB  TOi«, 
ilow  blessed  still  it  seems, 
■'IVwnfUFihWy 'ffoth'fr^ndi'aadltoMt^  ■  ' 
:  .^,  T  X«4#»r  it.  >a.»y. dreams  !      -    '     i  »■  •'^'•'■'  " 

, ,  Jo  jiSiIjrf  ,gi)*e  :bj,  wheq  bui  ».,li<Qr,!."^ 
Oftitnes  so  sad  ana  ,w44f— 
'£>ear  aiotlMr,  h«w  your  g«otJa  lio\ia^ 
'■'■'■    WotoM-«keek  your  wayward  olvU  F ' 
And  when   twijftt  soocl awl,  iU,  ,1  <OU)49  r  •■ 
'  Th*  good  JBy  *leaa«d  choice, 
'      A  teiflet  jnflt^cri  le^  "*«  *'»'"  *  ^  ""  **"' 
^  hTw  my  mbtheVs  ^plcjft  !  ,  ,  ,';,;'/  ;•;  y 

Vya*>tU|r  dear," th<Aigll  far  hway, 
Upiiii  a  bed  of  pain  : 
'  irtlSaM'ttieat-'iJiy'eirrnefet >**!»,•?••«• 
7>    iWeaooo  tliau-inaet^gain. 

To  see  my  childhooAW  fauM  OBoanoMyi 

■■'Tt  wlir  my  Heart' rtjoice,^ 
(  ..Avd  <>JVoe  again  jiefore  1  die  '    "    '     ""': 

'  Xof^eas  my  mother's  voice  f 


1-'.'     1 
avii'iu' 


I  iM>l  l»l  1 


I  Vi:. 


•  /I  .1 


'Cube  Riipk  To  Fb,  FctlMr."^ 

IS7  the  Christy  Minstrels, 

1  rom  yonr  wif*  aod  poorTiliTfc  tf/SfentBrajWay  t 
1  OW  often  yon  leave  n»  in  8orro#  ahd  pain —    ^ 
m  afraid  that  my  (^er  is  dripkingagfin  :_"J-'    J-.  _ 
B  Fve  watched  my  poor  iodthtje  'bow  ofrenT'ra 'lAM,*' ' 
s  I  lay  on  the  floor,  aod  shi'ltM^gbt/tfeat  talent—' 
berewasMMr»a<Maidea;M«riVew«w  Wia^ane^T^,     . 
tatber,  dear  father.  I  wiah|^H,H  ^iff^  {i^^|f  f  ,^  ;  , . 

ome  back  to  «i'  Atfier  »(M^1M^<o«M.ao  tteg  >'< 
rule  we  sit  Iwre  anAaraif.  Jionjbaiaf  iMl  Uiat  ao^ 

^rtvt, 

nd  yon  caltody^e.ron;  d&rliag.  aDd  bnahed  me  to  rest — 
nt  now  therefs  DO  flfe,  %e'yi  here  an  alone- 
father,  deariather,  I  wlah  yoa'd  Dome  kome  ! 

!ome  back,  dear  father  :  poor  mother's  so  rajs, 
think  she  Isi^yiBg— Oh  t  6arte  beer  aDa'ifte  t  •'   '  ' 
.nd  I'm  so  cola— Oh  !  hear  hrtW  she  moans  :     ,  >  •   ' 
My  child,  h'il  repent  when  wigarebotb  Aead  and  go^e— " 
B  I  plajl  Ua^t^s  street.  Oh  :  it  utar  drives  xno  nil>l. 
'o  be  called,  by  my  playmates,  the  poor  drnakard'e^hild — 
.Dd  their  parents  tUey  aay  :  "  She^a  bnt  akin  and  bone,  " 
tether,  dear  father,  l  wish  you'd  come  Jiome  !  ^ 

there's  a  footstep  aaesntUnn  (be  atWr  1 


,.! 


.'i 


)h !  hark 


I  hope  it's  «cr  iMber,  "  waa  the  little  |;if  I'a  i>iay«r. 
'  Hash  ;  dou't  walie  my  mother— Oh  !  i»hy  dp  you  w 
'  My  chil^Sour  dear  mother  is  In  hefr  last  i;et*p— 


weept 


!•' 


But,  no  ••  iSehW  Ulrftea,  tlialik  howren.  Ira  cried, 
Forgiva'oMit  4earWH»*>Biid  he  tanli  l'y.har  eiUe— 
I'll  ne'er  ddak  a«ai|i.  not  from  you  will  i  roam. 
[  do  thank  Clod,  daughter,  your  futhbt's  come  homo  !  " 


■»-••>-. 


The  #tee  man  changes  bia'  mind,  the  %norant 
man  will  got.  ftte-fetner  will  acknowl^ge  bis 
«rror  and  oorrect  it,  but  the  partjoaoitf  wilh  which 
the  latter  adheres  to  hia  opinions,  alwajij  bears  a 
just  proportion  to  hie  ignoranoa..  .,  ...  ..^    . 

Bear,  and  you  shall  be  boraf  with.  Fotgir»,  and 
you  shall  be  Jforgiven  :  qf.  i^  Jfu^expect  others  to 
do  TOU  %  friendship,  you,  in  your  turn,  mtiet  bo 


■^ou  %  friendship,  you,  in  yoiif  t 
y  So  to  do  by  tnfeifi.    " 


( 


l.t 


Ar4 


xift   9jiittEJti9  jovrnMjL, 


-  -  •    1 , 


Swiftly  V«c  USit*  Sugiag  S««..ni  ^ 

Word*  by  Dr.  W.  J.  Wetmore— Knaic  b/  H.  P.  B.  CttrtllL ; 

ru  Mnsio  em  b«  obt»ii«d  tt  Ui«  Martc-Jtore  of 
J>.  8.  Bol>u««,  «7  Fuarkb  Streai,  Brooklyn,  Hew-TotK. 


Oh  !  Bwiftlj  o'er  Hfc'»  »nrgin)5  ■••,•' 

My  littl«  life  boat  gM«8  along. 
W  ith  naught  of  freighT  an<!  dTIm"  but  no* 

To  guide  it  tirtough  On  eomirt  •twBgt;  f 
As  o'er  th«  earth  I  restless  roam. 

My  bo«om  torn  with  cares  and  Smn  : 
liercft  of  fricacU,  without  a  home, 

I  dread  th«  «««i<e»  of  ooning  yean —       ,-.■ :  . 

But  darkly  let  the  billowi  roll, 

l^t  stomi-clouda  sweep  the  occao  wjd*  : 
God's  hand  the  teiqpest  will  control,   -  ,; 

And  safely  o'er  tli«  wares  I'll  ride 
Then  onward  sail,  my  littk  boft, 

I'll  stem  the  waves  though  stroog  they  be  : 
And  firm  in  faith,  I'll  trusting  float. 

Unmoved  down  Time's  eventful  sea— 


A  True  Man  Of  M j  Word. 


tyw  mtuy  omo  we  meet  alosc  life's  bosy  iffMt  highway, 
fco  make  •  promise  rocklessiy, 

not  MitokiBS  wkat  they  say  : 
4  sromlse  ongbt  to  be  s  boad.  his  orten  be»n  svared. 
Aiis  '  bow  few  of  Iboae  we  meet  sretrbe  men  of  tbslr  word ! 

CnORFS. 
■ememlwr  wUst  I  ssy  end  don't  aiske  preaaJeea  absnrd. 
BM  tbluk  tefbrs  you  speak  aad  be  a  tr«*  atan  of  yqnr  word. 

Seaie  meet  a  friend  wbo  needs  their  aid. 

llier  tell  kias  what  IKey'll  do 
tt  help  him  on  his  way  and  sk  Tva  nxx  tliey  mesa  it,  too : 
&l  ont  of  slKht  la  out  of  mind— tre  Very  often  heard— 
M^  our  poor  frleud  fiuds  ont 

tbey  Mre  not  true  men  of  their  word. 
Remember,  &o. 

Ike  tronbla  that  auch  people  cive.  Is  more  thin  I  caa  say  : 
Arpolntments  broken,  chances  lost 
^  are  esttsed  by  them  sash  day  ; 

Iktongh  ibelr  negteet,  aalsfortuaea 

dsep  too  often  have  ocaurred  : 

?sy  uromlsa,  bnt  tbey  don't 
peiform  ss  trn«  men  of  theiv  word. 
'  "  :  I'":'-:  ..~'.,\';^/  Ksaaember,  &o. 

Then  learn  a  lesuso  from  tblsaiint-»lB  M"  ^  «aU  ssyonth, 
ik  cannot  be  in  honest  in»n   who  does  not  spesk  the  truth: 
niihlnklng  men  ntpg  waeor  aad  call  *r  theory  atmtrd, 
I  ask  no  prouder  title  than  a  I  uo  man  of  iuy  word. 

SemeMler,  ^> 


f 


Homeward  Boond. 


.  "V 


Out  on  an  oo««n  all  bouudleu  we  ride,    '   -  '. 

We're  homewaxd  bound  : 
Tossed  on  the  waves  of  a  mm^,  reatlsst  ti^ 

We're  homeward  bound  : 
Far  from  the  safe,  quiet  harbor  we've  rode,      ,,•  . 
Seeking  our  Fathers  celestial  aboda,  •'♦,- 

Promises  of  which  on  us  each  he  bestowed  :  i-^'-' 

We're  homeward  bound  !  7 

W  ilJly  the  storm  sweens  ns  on,  as  it  nan,    *■;  -^ 

We're  homeward  bound  : 
Look  !  yonder  lie  in  the  bright,  heavenly  shore*, 

We're  homeward  bound  : 
Ptea<ly  !  O  pilot  !   sUnd  firm  at  the  wheel. 
Steady  !  we  soon  shall  outweather  the  gak-^ 
Oh  !  how  we  fly  'neath  the  loud  creaking  sail  I 

We'r«  homeward  bound ! 

Well  tell  the  world,  as  we  journey  along, 

We're  homeward  bound  : 
Try  to  persuade  them  to  enter  qnr  throng. 

We're  homeward  bound  : 
Come,  trembling  sinner,  forlorn  and  oppressed, 
Join  ill  our  nuinber  :   Oh  I  come  and  be  blesaed. 
Journey  with  us  to  the  mansions  of  rest — 

We're  homeward  bound ! 

Into  tlie  harbor  of  Heaven  now  weg^dis, 

We're  home  at  last  : 
Seflly  we  drift  on  its  bright  aiirer  tide.       »  ;  ... 

We're  home  at  last  : 
Glory  to  God  !  all  our  dan{;ers  are  o'er  : 
We  stand  secure  on  the  Kiorified  shore — 
Glory  to  God  !  we  will  shout  evermore  : 

We're  home  at  last ! 


"While  we  are  deliberating  on  the  time  wben  m 
are  to  begin,  the  time  for  action  is  lost. 

i^fiBiMMfiBiiBBB^BiBa 


,  i  Kitty  Boll:  '''-" 

OB  THE  BOLE  IN  THE  OABDEH  WALL. 
By  T.  Bfowne, 


ir.„. 


...■I.J  . 


Oh  •  sweet  Kitty  Bell. 

Dat's  de  girl  so  straight  and  tall : 
She  was  inch  a  iwell. 

When  I  mat  ber  at  the  ball :   , 
Nebber  sbe'd  said  no  !  '  . ' 

Ob  die  no  oue  eliber  taxed  her. 
And  de  reasm  she  diJ  ao, 

Mo  one  ebL*er  *xe>l  Lor. 
OaeiUght  in  de  dsuce,  .(■ 

Vbaa  I  sqiieese  ber  lably  Aafer,    " 
She  gave  nie  such  a  stnauiag  glaoMb 

Dls  heart  wis  like  biK  cinder. 

CHORUS. 

Oh  !  sweet  Kitty  Bell. 
Dit'a  (le  girl  (o  straight  and  tall : 
She  was  such  a  'toslcating  swell, 
When  I  met  her  st  the  ball ! 

"  Oh  !  swesl  Kttty  dsar,  - 1.  • 

Won't  you  tak<t  a  walk  some  day  t  " 
"No,  Icsn't  I  fear. 

Den  dls  lubly  girl  did  Bsy:      ':■'■-'  "      ,' 

Cruel  uiaisa  I  obey, 

Lock  me  up  from  night  till  morning 
Could  nie  oulv  run  awi^. 

He  wouldu  t  gib  uo  wsmlng.  " 
Den  dls  child  so  sly. 

CreepiuK  round  de  boQie  at  alght-fkU,    ', 
What  d'ye  tin.:  (lis  uigser  iiiy  ? 

A  hole'ln  de  garden  wall.  _ 

Oh  !  sweet  Kitty  Ball,  tC 

Often  den  we'd  meet, 

When  the  eve  did  slowly  fall  : 
Den  I'd  steal  k  kits  so  sweet.  -'; 

Through  dat  blessed  garden  walL      ''-     ' 
Soon  (be  I  axed  to  wvtfi  -^  .-— . 

Only  'fBAgloe  whst  »hs  den  saldi : 
"  Can't  get  ont.  go  very  small 

Dat  hole  in  de  garden  wall.  " 
"  Ob  dat  dere's  no  fear  : 

For.  rln  inre  dls  Jolly  nigger 
Soon  will  make,  my  lubly  dear, 

Dat  hole  In  de  wall  much  bigger.  " 
CUORUa. 

So  bless  dat  garden  wall.  r.    . 

Now  we  are  so  happy  all—  >    _^ 

Darling  wife,  and  piecsBlnny  small—    > 


:-J 


AH  through  dat  hole  In  de  carden  Wall ! 


►-*♦►.. 


True  Loire's  Early  Song. 


'/ 


There's  music  ia  tlie  murm'ring  stream  ,  , 
That  sports  beneath  the  silver  oeam  : 
There's  music  in  the  rippling  wave. 
When  howling  storms  kave  ceased  to  rave 
There's  music  in  the  morning  hour, 
J  From  tree  to  tree,  from  bower  to  bower  : 
'    But  can  such  powers  to  titeee  belong, 
'    As  those  of  tnie  love's  early  song  t 

There's  music  in  the  gentle  breeza 
..    That  softly  stirs  the  greenwood  tree*  : 
'   There's  music  in  the  evening  Uy 
Which  echo  bears  so  far  awav  : 
There's  music  ia  Ihs  winds  that  sweep 
Our  homeward  bark  along  the  deep  : 
But  can  snch  powers  to  these  belong. 
As  those  of  true  love's  early  soog  ? 

There's  music  in  the  ^6td«  ^ffTlear        "~ 
Of  friends  remote,  to  menjory  dear  : 
There's  music  in  those  early  laye 
Which  charmed  our  infant  happy  days  : 
There's  music,  when  afar  we  roam. 
Id  every  word  that  speaks  of  Jiome  : 
But  can  such  powers  to  those  belong, 
A*  those  of  true  love's  early  song  ? 

I  Friend  Of  My  Bool  I 

Friend  ef  my  soul  !  this  goblet  sip, 

'Twill  chase  that  pensive  tear  : 
'Tis  not  so  sweet  as  woman's  lip, 
But,  oh  !  'tis  more  sincere — 
'^.  Like  her  delusive  beam, 
^     "f  win  steal  away  thy  mind, 
But  like  affection's  dream. 
It  leaves  no  sting  behind. 

'  Coma  twine  the  wreath  thy  brows  to  aba 

Tliese  flowers  were  culled  at  noon  • 
Like  woman's  love  tlie  rose  will  f 

But,  ah  !  not  half  so  soon  : 
For,  though  the  flower's  decayed 

Its  fragrance  is  not  o'er  : 
But  once  when  love's  betrayed. 

The  heart  can  bloom  no  more.     '       ' 


tfittC 


Dew-DrApi' 


>  pj    'Of 


See  the  shining  dew-dropa 
On  the  fiowert  strewed. 
Proving,  as  they  sparkle  : 
.  "  God  ia  ever  good.  "  .  ,  . 

See  the  morning  sunbeams    • 
Lighting  up  the  wood,  T' 

Silently  proclaiming  :       '''',''' 
*•  God  is  ever  good.  " 

Hear  the  mountain  streamlet, 
In  the  solitude,  ..     .' 

With  its  ripple  saying  :    . 
"  God  it  ever  good.  "    .      .' , 

In  the- leafy  tree-tops, 
Where  no  fears  intmde, 

ilerrj  birds  are  ringing  : . 
*'  God  is  ever  good.  "     - 

Bring,  my  heart,  thy  tribute^ 

Songs  of  gratitude — 
While  all  nature  utters  i 

"  Ood  is  ever  good  !  " 


Shell  M  Pretty  m  a  Pink. '' 

■OHO  ASO  DAVOS. 
WriUaa  lottMtaf  by  OkarUy  Itvffig. 
I  ky  BolllB  BewacA. 


ZhU  la  tha  ■Itoal  pathway— 

Ah !  yes.  I  kMW  U  waU, 
The  rtll.  the  UpwrlM  >r^*>M. 

The  fUry  prlmtoee  dell— 
Twaa  her*  I  mat  Aear  Maria,  4 

In  the  bndding  of  tk*  yaar  >' 
Twas  her*  sty  paaaloaata  plMUUac 

I  braatlMd  wpMi  h«r  ear. 
OHOm. 
H*r  ayes  th*y  aw  e*  s«n  aad  blaa, 
Her  flowing  hair  ia  of  goldsa  hn*. 
Her  m*rry  laogh  and  song  ao  gay 
Makes  masla  all  the  day  : 
She  loves  ss* ;  nd  she  kaowa,  I  iklnk, 
Bke'a  as  pretty  as  a  plak. 

The  birds  they  aang  so  sweetly, 

I  think  I  hear  them  aow  : 
The  hawthorn's  moi^  blossoms    - 

Were  bright  op«a  the  l>ongh. 
I  said     ■•  Maria.  I  le>v«  thee  !  " 

Sweet  Marie  drooped  her  ayea.  : 
I  laid  :■■  Mart*.  I  love  thee  •  " 

She  answered  wtth  bar  aighs. 

Then  when  the  sua  was  shialag, 

Or  when  the  stars  peep  forth— 
At  every  boar  ef  lelaar*. 

We  songbt  tbe  lltUe  path. 
The  loTlDg  trees  seemed  Joyfnl. 

When  we  killed  t>aB*atS  their 
She  laid  :  "  I  lore  th*e.  Oharley  !  " 

And  that's  eveiy  w*rd  she  said. 


Ohoraa. 


Ohoraa. 


qUABTXTI 


Martha. 

-Masle  by  Tb*«dac*  Hairta. 


Sexton  I  Martha's  dead  and  gon«  I 

Toll  the  beU!  toll  the  bell  t 
Her  weary  hands  their  labor  cease  : 
Qood-niglit  I  poor  Alartha,  sleep  in  peaoa. 

Toll  the  befl  I  .     J  ,  . 

Sexton  I  Martha*!  dead  and  gona  t        ; 

Toll  the  bell  I  toll  the  bell  1 
For  many  a  year  has  Martha  said  : 
"  I'm  old  and  poor,  would  I  were  dead  t  " 

ToU  the  bell  1 

Sexton  !  Martha's  dead  and  gone  I 

Toll  the  beU  I  toll  the  bell ! 
She'll  bring  no  more,  by  doy  or  nighl»    ' 
Her  basket  full  of  linen  white  : 

Toll  the  bell  I 

Sexton  !  Martha's  dead  and  gone  I 

Toll  the  bell  !  toll  the  bell  ! 
Sleep,  Martha,  sleep— to  wake  in  light, 
Where  nil  Iho  robes  are  stainless  white  i 

Toll  the  bell ! 


While  your  strength  and  years  allow  vou,  andnrt 
labor.  Curved  age,  with  silent  atep,  will  aoon  over- 
take yon.  ^■^;■•■v■■:L.:  -X  ' 


II 


■M 


V     J. 
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**!* 


On  Board  the  Panama. 

ill  Snog  by  Johanj  Roach. 


Once  I  wu  1  wttermko  and  IlT«d  tl  borne  at  etie  : 

liut  DOW  I  sni  a  luarriueer  aud  plow  tbe  nglhg  a«ai  ; 
I  tbouKlit  I'd  like  a  sea-farolUK  life  to  visit  l&iula  afur. 

So  I  Balled  away  trom  Calico  U17  on  board  ibe  Tanama. 

CHORUS. 

Then  beave  awaj,  1117  beartlea.  we're  bennd  for  landi  afar, 
As  we  aailcd  away  from  Oalleo  Bay  on  boardtlis  Panama. 

Our  ahip  the  lay  at  anchor  in  the  famed  Jeriey  oanal : 
8be  waa  a  great  aud  noble  ihip,  deacribe  her  now  I  abalt  : 
Her  eabiu  waa  on  ber  aecoud  deck,  tbroa^b 

a  ladder  down  the  hole. 
And  we  were  bound  for  Wlgan,  me  boya. 

to  Ket  a  big  load  of  coal. 
J  Tben  beavu  away,  kc. 

Onr  eapltln  wu  •  itnrdy  man,  ho  alood  Jast  aix  feet  three : 
Qla  hair  waa  red,  hia  eyea  were  creeu, 

and  bli  nioBtb  a«  big  as  three  ; 
Be  conid  beat  the  world  at  drinking  Rrog 

you  might  aearcb  both  uear  and  far, 
Aiil  hla  wife  the  wu  flrat  mate,  me  boya. 

OQ  t>oard  of  tbe  P.inama. 
Then  heave  away,  tic. 

We  aailed  three  daya  before  the  maat, 

wbeu  the  water  It  got  short. 
And  eTery  hour  each  man,  me  boya 

he  waa  allowed  a  quart  ; 
We  were  Id  latitude  a  hundred  and  one, 

no  laud  for  many  a  mile. 
And  all  tbe  proTialona  we  had  on 

board  waa  a  bottle  of  Caator  Oil. 
Then  heaTa  away,  kc 

We  fell  in  with  a  big  aand  Junk  booad  for  a  foreign  abore. 
It'a  thunder  and  apartblei  aatd  I,  me  bora. 

I'll  go  to  aea  no  more  : 
We  had  to  aail  eaat.  weat  north  and  aouth 

to  keep  clear  of  tbe  ablpa  in  the  bay, 
And  tbre«  jutt  kfter  Uiat,  me  boya. 

we  landed  down  Broadway. 
'.■■;■'.  ■■■:,:'' \-  :''  Then  heare  away,  *c. 

Onr  eaptaln  he  gare  ordera  for  action  to  clear  the  deck. 
When  the  man  at  the  wheel  fell  through 

tbe  bole  and  nearly  broke  hla  neck  : 
I  hollered  at  my  mesamates  till  I  waa  black  in  tbe  face. 
But  abe  turned  oat  to  be  a  Oblnaman 

aud  bound  for  8t.  Mark'a  Place, 
y  .  Then  heave  away,  kc. 

^  i«i  ^  .^,,  „  , 

Wrecked  and  Saved. 

Worda  by  i.  Bandahl— Hnatc  by  W.  Enowlei. 
Deacrlptive  Ballad-Suog  by  Wm.  S.  Poutlu. 

The  Mniic  of  thia  piece   arranged  for  the  voice  an  1 

pianoforte   ia  publlahed  by  E.  U.  HaidiuK  in  hii  elegant 

and  large  donble-abaet  form— Tbe  same  aa  tbe  Thirty 

Oeat  Sheet  Uuaic— For  aale  by  B.  H.  Harding. 

No.  28S  Boweqr— Prlee  Ten  Centa. 


The  day  was  fair,  tbe  Sun  was  Drigbt, 

Our  ship  BO  gaily  dressed  : 
All  hearts  were  bounding  with  delight, 

Not  one  with  fear  oppressed  : 
The  anefaor  weighed,  e»cb  sail  was  spread     ^  ' 

To  catch  tbe  fresb'ninK  breeze,  / 
And  on  our  way  we  swiftly  sped 

Upon  tbe  boundless  seas. 

But  soon  a  dreadful  storm  beean,    r  ■ 

The  livid  light'ning  flashed  : 
Tbe  troubled  seas  like  mountains  ran— 
The  troubled  seas  like  mountains  ran, 
The  troubled  seas  like  mountains  ran — 

And  loud  tbe  thunder  crashed  : 
The  raving  waters  swept  the  deck 

And  shivered  er'ry  mnst  : 
All  sails  were  gon«— the  ship  a  wreck. 

And  downward  sinking  but  ! 

Onr  Captain  calm,  serene  bis  brow, 

The  ieorful  sentence  gave  : 
"  We're  lost — no  powkr  can  help  us  now, 

The  sea  must  u  our  gratk.  " 
E'en  then  we  wept  not,  in  despair 

Tho'  hope  of  bfe  had  flown  : 
But  raised  one  voice  in  holy  pi-ayer 

To  Heaven's  benignant  throne. 

The  lost  farewell,  the  last  good-bj^ 

We  gave— for,  deatli  seemed  near— 
When,  Oh  !  a  sail  !  a  ehip  comes  nigh — 

Thank  God  !  thank  Goa  I  thine  aM  is  here— 
Ilumh  I  we're  saved,  now  homeward  bound, 

The  ship  speeds  on  a  main — 
Soon  shall  om  joyowa  shout  resound  j.  ;  ';*:        ''^ , 

Tn  England  once  again. 
Hurrah  !  we're  saved,  now  homeward  bound, 

The  ship  speeds  on  a  mahi — 
Soon  shall  our  joyous  shout- resound  ^  -  .' 

In  England  once  again  ! 


Any  Tinware  to  Mend  1 

Cooipoaed  and  Sung  by  Johnny  Boach. 
Air  :  Dowu  Among  the  Coala.   : : 


Good  people  all  give  ear  to  me.  I'll  tell  you  who  I  am, 
Aud  if  you  lliten  to  my  aong,  I'll  amuae  ye  if  I  ean. 
I  am  a  traveling  tinker,  aa  you  can  plaiuly  aee. 
Ferba(>a  tbero'a  some  oue  here  tbat  has  a  job  for  me. 

CIIOUVS.  .i- 

Any  tinware  to  mend  ?  any  tinware  te  mend  T 
I'm  the  boy  can  luend  yuur  pans  your  )  ots. 

your  kittles  aud  your  cans  : 
Any  ttirware  to  mend  ?  a*iv  tinware  to  mend  I 
TUey  c;ill  ma  roving  Iriah  J<>ck  the  tluker. 

They  told  me  when  I  left  tho  old  dart  it's 

aome  time  now.  of  conrae. 
A  rolliui;  stone  whe'O  e'er  It  goes  It  aeldom  gathers  moss  : 
But  I  aia  one  Ihui's  not  too  faat.  I  uctner  go  too  aoou  : 
For,  I  iMloug  tu  Boiler'a  oinb  aud 

keep  one  eye  ou  ailver  apoona. 
Any  tinware  te  meud  7  Ac. 

And  if  a  prcltr  f^irl  I  meet,  wliy.  the  question  then  I  pop, 
Sbe  ia  sure  to  bring  her  pots  aud  paiia 

the  holes  for  me  to  s'op. 
And  If  the  mistress  does  como  down  to 

find  otit  what  the  l>«iher, 
'  never  fail  to  use  on  her  some  of  the  s  >ni9  aofc  soder. 

Any  tiuwure  to  mend  T  iic. 


.#»-c 


The  Heart  to  Love.    1.       :     ■ 

Unale  by  F.  A.  Emil  Stadler— Sung  by  Miss  Dora  Bawron. 

Tbe  Music  of  thia  piece,  arranged  for  the  reice  and 

pianoforte.  ti<  piibilahed  l>y  £  U.  Uanliug  iu  hia  eUgaut 

and  large  duuble-aheet  furtu— Tha  same  as  tbe  ThtrtZ 

Ceut  Slieet  Maaic— For  aale  by  E.  H.  Harding, 

No  288  Bowery— Price  Ten  Cents. 


Tbougli  old  and  merged  be  Lis  coat. 

And  poor  his  richest  fure, 
Though  be  may  not  possess  a  groat, 

Yet  still  I  do  not  cnre. 
If  brother-like  he'd  share  his  store.  , 

I  care  not  who  may  know  it  :        ^'■■' 
I  would  not  heed  the  coat  he  wore, 

But  love  the  heart  below  it. 

No  king  or  prince  with  gartered  knee^ 

Or  lord  of  noble  birth. 
Could  e'er  such  homage  win  from  me,  • 

As  one  of  noble  worth. 
Let  others  praise  the  blaze  of  arms, 

I  care  not  who  may  know  H  : 
No  gaudy  show  for  me  has  charms, 

but  'tis  tbe  heart  below  it.     ■■- 

'■-•■  ..-1  ""'■,■»  ■ 
The  man  that  acts  an  honest  part,   -.'":. 

With  bold  and  daring  eye,  -.'--f^ 

Whose  breast  contains  an  honest  heart  -• 

That  throbs  with  sympathy — 
I'd  ever  love  through  weal  and  woe, 

I  care  not  who  may  know  it  :  I: 

The  clothes  are  but  the  outward  show,   -. 

The  manly  heart's  below  it. 


■  '     CDonnell  Abu! 

A.  V.  1597-By  M.  /.  M'Cann. 


Sacred  the  <aBaa  that  01aa-C«iialll'a  defeadlM^ 
The  oltara  we  kneel  at  and  hoaiea  of  onr  alrea  : 
Uutblavs  tha  ruin  the  foe  ia  aztandlng— 
SUduigbiji*  red  with  tha  planderer'a  traa  .' 
Ob  with  O'Donnell.  then  ! 
'  ->  ^bt  the  old  flght  again. 

Bona  of  Ttr-Oonaill  all  valiaut  and  Ira4 ! 
Make  tha  telaa  Baxoa  feal 
Erin's  avaugliw  ataal  ! 
Strike  lot  yoor  couatry  i-O'Doutall  aba ! 


Irish  Foatenoy. 

Ai  Bang  by  Johnny 


■-;<:■  ■■J-: 


Proudly  the  note  of  the  trnrnpet  ia  aonadiag, 

lioudly  Ike  wai*«rle8  arfSe  on  the  gale. 
Fleetly  the  steed  by  Loc  Suiltg  is  bounding  ^  , 

To  Juiu  tbe  thick  squadrons  in  Salmear'a  green  Tale  *  ^ 

On,  every  monntaineer. 

Strangera  to  flight  aud  fear  ! 
Bush  to  the  standard  of  dauntleaa  Bed  Hug^  t  ■'  . 

Boonongbt  and  Oallowglaaa  > 

Throng  from  each  mountain-iMMa  !  / 
On  for  old  Erin— O'Donnell  abu  !  ., . -.^    .-    ' 

Princely  O'Ned  to  onr  aid  is  adranelng, 

Witb  many  a  cbleftain  and  warrior-cUo  : 
A  thousand  proud  steeds  iu  hia  vanguard  are  prancing. 
'Maath  the  herders  brave  from  the  banka  of  the  Bonn—  .' 
Many  a  heart  shall  quail  ^ 

Under  ita  coat  of  mail  : 
Deeply  the  mere! leoa  foeaaan  ahall  ne,    "':'*'.:■■ 

Wbea  on  hla  ear  aball  ring,  •:  ,.     .^^ 

Borne  oa  the  breeze's  wing, 
TyTCOnneirs  dread  war-6i;j— 0'I>auMU  abn  ! ' '  >  'jur  n 

Wildly  o'er  Desmond  the  war-wolf  Is  howllnf.    ^  f 

Fearleaa  the  eagle  sweeps  over  the  plain. 
The  fox  ia  the  straati  of  the  citx  is  prawlin«— 
All.  all  who  would  acare  tham  are  bafltahed  or  aloln  ! 
Orafp,  every  atalwart  hand. 
Hackbut  and  battle-brand— 
Pay  them  all  back  the  deep  dept  ao  long  dlM  < 
♦      Korrls and  OUfford  well  .j..    , 

Can  of  Tir  Conalll  tell—  ■i'         • 

Ouward  to  glory— O'Dennall  abn  ! 


is 


Oh  !  htTie  you  heard  tbe  news,  my  boys, 

That  {glorious  news  to-day  ? 
Those  gallant  aons,  with  pikes  aod  (uaa^ 

Are  girding  for  the  fray  :  ".-1-,  ^  i>;r-'i-:  ] 

Tbe  exues  are  returni^,  .    '   ■   j. 

Their  deer  •Id  load  to  see  :  -^  ,.  -      ;' .', 

And  you  and-  me  must  ready  be       '  .*         '  " 
To  strike  tot  liberty. 

C110RC8. 
We'jl  tear  that  British  banner  down. 

And  we'll  every  foe  destroy. 
Till  ive  trampk  in  the  bloody  dust; :       'i 
Of  an  Irish  Fontenoy  !       f 

The  green  flog  shall  wave  over  ■•, 

As  it  did  in  days  of  yore  : 
Aad  UM*dear  old  harp  ofTara'a  Hall 

Shall  <trike  its  chords  onee  more  : 
And  iliie  tune  we'll  play  shall  be  Patriek's  (*)y< 

And  [wie'll  plaw  it  o'er  and  o'er  : 
And  soon  ^u'llsee  OU  Irriand  free,  * 

And  iite  exiles  home  once  more —   ' 

;  I  We'U  tearl  *C 

We  har«|  begged  of  England  long,  my  boya, '     • 

But  ^Ow  we'll  beg  no  more  : 
No  more  like  prowling  hounds  we'll  crawl ... 

Arotind  our  master's  door. 
We  hay4  learned  the  way  tu  freedom,  boya, 

And  sbon  we'll  strike  the  blow 
1  hat  i^ill  raise  up  poor  Old  Ireland, 

Andilay  tb*  tyrant  low  ! 

Well  tear,  km. 


Coftermong;er  Joe.    ^'  -  '^^ 

As  Sing  by  Johnny  Boach  with  great  Sncoeaa 


I'm  Costerraonger  Joe,  and  aa  my  rounds  I  go.  ■  ■/ 

For  many  a  mile  tlio  gttla  all  tmlle  ou  Coatttrmonger  Jot, 
With  uiliid  devoid  uf  care   and  apirlta  liKbt  aa  air, 
I  whistle  and  slug,  and  caUbagt-a  briug  from 

Centra  Marked  0k  \ 
I  ataried  yoDag  iu  trade  and  a  ui«e  conueotioB  ua4a  ' 
Along  tbe  atraola.  the  avounea  aud  aquarea  :  ;  : 

No«  all  I  luve  to  do  ia   call  a  tbiug  ur  two,  ', 

While    ■  Sad,  "  my  litUe  doukoy,  drawa 

my  wares,  drawa  my  warea— 
While  Med,  my  little  donkey,  drawa  my  warea. 

CU0HU8. 
I'm  CosteriDoager  Joe.  and  as  my  roundi  I  go. 
For  many  a  utlla  tha  gtrle  all  amile  on  Ooitermonger  Joe. 

I'm-Costeraonger  Joe— no  money  do  I  owe  : 

There's  not  a  crust  tbat'a  got  ou  truat  by  Coatermonger  Joe. 

And  yet  to  barely  live  why.  I  must  credit  give, 

Or  none  would  deal,  or  grease  the  wheel 

4er  CoaiarmoBcar  Joe. 
It'a  not  the  likes  of  me  yon  ia  the  papera  aea 
PetltiooiM  Ihe  court  for  a  4ivorce  : 
But  those  Wko  can  almost  a  college  education  boast.       T 
80  monHty  bj  leaivlng  leaas  fore^  laaes  force— 
.aaJDAcaltty  by  learning  loiea  force. 

.    Xaa  Oostannoocer  Joe,  ho, 

I'm  OoatemoDgar  Joe,  and  steadily  I  fow 
The  atreaiB  of  Ufa— bot  wants  a  wife. 

doea  Costermocigar  tm, 
Hla  bumble  lot  to  ahare.    Let  ber  be  dark  01  fair, 
She'll  ba  always  ante  of  agSctioa  para 

froaa  Ooaterasongar  Joe. 
Bow  happy  venld  I  be,  in  summer  after  tea, 
To  drive  tqy  little  wife  around  about. 
In  tbe  gnmi  lanaa  in  my  cart  with  taallnfi  proud  at  heut 
That  I  colild  own  what  I  waa  driving  o«k,  driving  owt— 
Xbat  I  conlAown  what  I  wa«  driving  ont!  <*. 

I'm  Coataanoager  Joe,  AOk 

rm  Coatermonger  Jee,  and  I  would  have  fon  know 
AU  are  not  fools  from  ragged  achoola. 

aaye  C«ator«BOB«er  Jee  t 
For,  it's  tfaare  I  flrat  began  to  lean  that  erery  man 
Hia  mind  muat  give  to  work,  aod  lire  ; 

like  CostenBoager  ^M. 
rve  toiayoa'all  my  osiad.  la  hopes  that  I  abonld  find : 
■•v  Hslka,  to  own  tbe  longbast  may  l>e  ttae. 


And  beneath  tbe  bnmMe  eeiiasey  He 

baarta  tbat  beat  with  J«#- 
So  reapeettally  I  bid  yov  all  adiea.  adiea— 
So  reapeethUly  I  bid  yon  all  adiao.  . 

I'Bt  Ooatanaeaiger  Joe,  ta. 
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J.  C.  M— Cincinnati— You  will  find  two  of  your 
songs  in  Singer's  Journals  Nob.  26  and  67. 

A.  R— The  "  Hallelujah  Band  "  is  in  No.  45. 

T.  C.  D.  A  Others— Copies  received,  but  no 
space  yet  for  them  in  the  Journal. 

AnvicK — Every  Amateur  of  good  Songs  and 
Music  ought  to  make  a  collection  of  all  the 
Numbers  as  soon  as  Published,  and  have  them 
bound  in  lK>ok  form  :  such  a  book  will  always 
be  a  useful  recreation  and  an  invaluable  orna- 
ment for  the  parlor-table  in  every  American 
household. 


Songs  ftad  Mnsic  for  the  Million. 


•        11  OENEBAL  HOnCE. 

All    C(>mmani«ations  must  be  addraued    to 
HElTflT  D£  MARSAK,  Publisher, 

No.  60  Chatham  Street,  New- York. 
We  do  not  undertake  to  retom  nject«d  MMS, 
or  to  answer  by  Post. 

Each  Number  will  contain  a  Collection  ot 
the  meet  Popular  Songs,  Sung  in  the  Theatres, 
Opera-tiouses  and  Concert-Booms  ol  the  United- 
States  and  Great- Britain. 

ii»       I  mm  *   -■^^■^^— 

]^N£Y  DE  KARSAK, 

Publisher  of  Songs,  Song-Books  and  Toy-Books, 

Comic  and  Sentimental  Valentinei, 
MottO'Venei, 
Stationery, 

'Playing>Cards, 

AXD  OlJOEB  CHEAP  ABTIOLES  FOB  THE  TBADE. 

THE  OLD  ORIGINAL  SONG-DEPOT  : 

60  Chatham  Street.  First  Floor. 

OPPOSITE  WILLIAM  STREET,  NEW- YORK. 

This  House,  established  more  than  25  years, 

is  the  oldest  Publishing-Establishment  of  the 

kind,   and    the   first  that   introduced,    in   the 

United-States,  the  publishing  of  the  penny-sheet 

Songs  atid  Ballads,  for  the  benefit  of  the  million. 

Ovdr  2,500  different  Songs  always  on  hand. 

I  I  ■  I  I   ^1  >  ■  » 

The  Singer's  Journal  is  Published  Monthly. 

Single  Copies  Two  Cents — and  Five  Cents, 
free  of  Postage,  when  sent  per  Mail — Subscrip- 
tions per  Year  Fifty  Cents  and  Twenty-Five 
Cents  fbr  Six  Months. 

t^e  have  always  on  hand  copi«s  of  all 
the  Iliimbers  of  the  Singer's  Journal  from  : 
No.  1  to  10  and  fk>m  16  to  77. 
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^  •  A»  Qvf  As  A  Hollyhoek. 

CompMilon  to  the  "  Big  8nn-flo««r.  "       .' . 
g|m>^j  CbMler  Stnrgaa.    • 
Written  ip^jompowd  by  Bollln  Howard.  . 
Tb«  Xoiio  la  PabMMd  by  Xoppitx,  Prater  ik  Cu.,  Bo«t«ii. 


I'M  JiMt  c*in*  from  th«  garden  that*. 

M  chanutog  piao  to  »e«  ■■ 
Ttk  fl<iaaM  du  icaat  tba  air. 

Siatif  aMo  enongb  to  ms  :  .,    ' 

Jo  laMf  ud  ao.  Mr.  .{3 

'nU  bo0k«iM«Dd  bawa  slvaya  aald 

With  bar  duos  can  compare. 
CllOItCS. 
Ob  !  I'ai  Jaat  aa  i;ay  a>  a  hollyhock  tber* 

Ovar/m  youder  e»rdeli 
•Caan.  t4  yuQ  I  dO'  declare. 

rfl  iM'lttarrlfld  Snudsy  uiornlng. 
Bar  father  gave  her  all  the  care 

Wltohnaai  en*f»i>—  d'ye  aaa 
And  uo«  ahe'a  proiuiaed  Juat  uut  there 

To  coma  taka  oare  ct  lua. 
She  la  not  rich.  Dor  very  poor  : 

To  the  world  I  can  pioclaim    ' 
Sba'a  t«  ba  mine  fDr  evemtora, 

WUofa  ia  my  liaart'a  fouU  aim. 

The  Hollyliock  atalka  Ita  bead  np  there. 

And' la  pretty  for  to  view  : 
But  tfce  iuveltaat  flower  giowlug  there, 

Cauhot  comA  up  10  Sue. 
I'Te  a  oiotleat  little  houae  and  lot. 

Where  atae  will  dwell  with  me : 
Bow  happy  we'll  ba  in  thla  cot, 

I  hope  yO«'U  ooue  and  aee— 

—  i«i  ^ 

^  The  Svitser't  Earewell. 


"  "{  i        Kelt,  Darling,  Best         r:  ;  : 

SONQANDCUOBUa.     . 

Il«4>(^ated  to  Mlaa  y-iRKle  E    Warner— And  Sudr  by 
Trauk  Diuuont  of  l^uprcz  &  B<  uedlot'i  Miuatruia. 


The  Yankee  Girls. 


x:,-: 


i^ 


Chorua. 


Cborna. 


.■•-J,        Ay  Geo.  Llnley. 

Adiea,  dear  Und^  with  beauty  teeming. 
When  first  f  rored  a  roreless  child — 

Of  thee  my  heart  will  e'er  be  dreaming. 
Thy  anow-olad  ytujm  90d  mountainB  wild — 

L>«ar  iajul  i  fluiH  oheriah, 

Oh  I  long  may'al  thou  flourish  : 

My  memory  mnat  perish, 

Kra  1  fargvt  tk«e  I 

Far  front  my  b^u^a  1  soon  must  wander. 
In  stranger  land  be  doomed  to  dwell  : 
Oh  !  best  beloved  !  my  heart  grows  fonder, 
Wbila  thas  I  breathe  my  last  farewell — 
]t«e«ive  thU  sad  token, 
1  leave  thee  heart-broken. 
Oar  parting  ia  apokea— •  '- 

B^Tad  one,  farewell  I  ,":>-•. 


lieside  the  streamlet  in  the  vale,  ''i   .  *' 

In  dreanilesa  sleep  my  Maggie  Ces  : 
Her  warbling  voice  is  huohed  and  still. 

And  closed  in  death  her  aaore  eyes  : 
Yes,  here  we  oftentimes  did  meet, 

Aad  sit  beai^e  the  purling  stream — 
But  now  she  skniibers  'iieuth  my  teet. 

And  vanished  is  my  happy  dream  ! 

CMtil       i. 

Kest.  diirliiig,  rest  ;  sleep,  dear  one^  sleep  : 
Irom  care  and  sorrow  thou  art  free — 

llioiigh  lit  thy  grave  I  grieve  and  weep, 
'  I  id  sweet  to  kuow  there's  rest  for  Iheo — 

AVith  bmken  heart  F  stand  alone. 

Ami  list  to  nature's  plaiiilive  strain, 
And  euch  sad  aiul  plaintive  tone, 

I  8e«ui  to  lienr  iier  voice  aguiii  : 
llioiigh  1  be  spareil  till  old  and  grey, 

My  Maggie  I  sliall  not  forget — 
Supreme  my  love  shall  reign  always. 

Until  hfe  s  nding  sun  shall  set. 

Chorus. 


LoYely  Eliaa  :  Or  The  Deluded  Laondress. 

■:    Ala  :    Fair  Malda  of  Porlsmoutb. 


.  I 


Not  England'a  dangbtsra  rosy  chepked, 

Niir  Hcotla'a  laaaea  iaird'  •^ 

Nor  Ertti'a  blouuilng  iDMtlens  caS  '      ''■  A 

With  tba  Yankee  glriptom'nre  : 
TkuitKb  what  tliey  tall  a*  of  their  charms 

All  vary  true  may  be, 
They'll  not  euiiipare  with  Yaukee  girla-^.- 

The  Yaukao  girls  for  luc  !  '   . 

Let  Byron  bf  Italian  maid 

iu  slowing  uiimbais  slug  : 
AbJ  let  tba  Turk  bra  Oi  orRian  bride. 

And  black-oyeil  UourieS  briD)(  : 
Yet.  what  tht-y  ^ell  iia  of  tboir  charma 

All  very  true  Uiuy  to 
Tuey  can't  cuiupare  with  'Yankee  i;lrla  — 

The  Yankee  glrla  fur  uio  ' 

Thalr  CsilUlets  forma  *  their  i>eerleas  eyes 

Aa  bright  asmnruing  dew  < 
Tlinlr  cheeks  ao  fair  •  tbeir  aplrlta  light ' 

Their  In  aria  au  warm  and  liuo  ' 
They're  chsate  aa  tklr.  tbeir  minda  unchalnoJ, 

In  thuuijlit  and  actlou  free  : 
Tliere'a  nothing  like  the  Yankee  girls— 

The  Yaukeo  girls  for  me  ! 

Unto  Colnmbla's  dangliters.  then, 

We'll  drain  the  goblet  dry  : 
Naught  »:iu  the  IfDiverae  produce 

With  Yankee  girls  to  Tie  :  ' 

Oh  !  they  ar«  the  falreat  of  the  fair. 

And  ever  luay  tliey  be  : 
Tliertj'a  DothlOK  like  the  Yankee  glrt»— 

The  Yankee  giria  for  me  ; 

m  ■■■  m  ■ 

Be  Not  First  To  Cast  The  Stone. 


,U 


The  Deserted  Seamstress. 

A  pMtetic  baqjo  Song,  written  by  T.  Gannon. 
Air  :  Uly  of  the  West. 


Okt  Mr  nalds  all,  both  i^eat  and  small 

Ooma,  listen  to  my  lale  : 
It'a  of  a  fkir  young  charmer, 

Wboaa  Ibta  I  do  bewail. 
■he  fell  In  love  with  a  gay  young  man, 

Aadaap  as  a  maiden  could  r 
And  they  l>otk  waul  np  to  raalioata 

la  tha  a^adea  of  Jouea'  wood. 

Ha  whispered  In  her  yoathfnl  ear 

Sweat  tales  of  purest  1ot#. 
And  he  swore  that  he'd  be  true  to  her 

By  all  the  powers  above — 
Ha  twined  bla  anna  aronod  bar  walat,. 

And  preasaJ  her  to  his  breaat — 
If  yon  read  next  Monday's  Ledger, 

"TwlU  explain  to  yon  the  reaL 

This  gant  waa  a  policeman 

And  a  mighty  ksiius  aport  :  ^ 

Be  was  well  known  Iu  Broadway 

And  places  of  Uk«  reaort. 
Be  paid  for  auppera  at  Taylor's, 

At  two  hundred  cenla  a  bead. 
While  hla  wife  at  home  was  weepings    ' 

And  his  children  mikcs  bread. 

Bat  thla«a  soon  changed— the  gai  fOand  out 

That  b«r  dear  beloved  8ml  tli. 
Instead  of  proving  true  to  her. 

Had  proved  to  be  a  myth. 
"  Why  alie  wore  her  hoopa  ao  large  T  " 

Was  queationed  here  and  thar  ; 
B«t  a  baby  told  the  alary. 

And  he  wore  a  ailver  Star. 

MOaAt.. 

Mow,  take  a  piece  of  good  advice, 

YoQug  raalds  as  well  aa  old  : 
Beware  uf  going  to  Jonea'  wood. 

And  believing  all  yon'ra  told  : 
Tor.  Ilka  thla  poor  fonakan  gal. 

Yon  may  not  feel  quite  diapoaed 
To^arry  a  little  star  around. 


As  'Lisa  waa  loitering, 

A  few  nights  ago. 
Bedecked  in  white  muslin 

Much  whiter  than  aaow. 
Bar  hair  bung  In  ringlets 

The  color  of  uold  : 
She  was  a  six-footer. 

'Boat  eighteen  years  old.        :'^ 

CnOB0B.  ,.: 

All  milliners  and  manglers        ,' 

And  makers  of  caps. 
Beware  oh  '  bewnre  of 

All  aoA  soapy  chapa. 

Bar  head  It  was  largish, 

Hsr  bouuet  was  small  : 
She  wore  a  white  well — ami 

A  large  yaller  abawl:         *.' 
Pink  was  her  psraavl. 

All  fringed  round  wltb  green  : 
And  she  li>oked  just  aa  if 

In  a  band-box  aho'd  been. 

She  Bto,>'t  at  a  stay  shop< 

(  The  wludow  I  mean  :  ) 
In  line  Just  to  glance  at  ,: 

Some  ootfaets.  I  wean  : 
When  ^st  at  that  moment, 

A  young  gent,  aald  he  : 
•'  Fine  weather  Is  this— Miss.  " 

"  Ba-ar^ther,  "  said  she. 

They  walked  on,  they  talked  on  : 

Ue  said  aa  they  atrolled  : 
■'  Hay  I  ask  your  name  Mlas  ? 

Don't  think  me  too  bold.  " 
■■  My  name  la  £llza. 

But  some  calls  me  'Liz. 
I  lives  down  an  arey,  and 

A  Hloner  I  His.  " 

Their  way  on  to  L'aater 

Bare.  8qiure.  did  they  trace  t 
Then  iu  the  Albambra. 

A  rather  iSTUA:(UE  place  ; 
Then  all  agitation 

M  let 'Liza  she  felt. 
Such  aweet  wurda  be  whispered, 

Her  heart  'gan  to  melt. 

^Then  after  the  l>allet, 
Thla  couple  did  roam. 

Tlieu  throut;h  Sidney'*  Alley- 
It  waa  tbeir  way  hume— 

From  tbonce  uuto  11  w  Street. 
Long  Acre  waa  oroarod  : 

She  found  bor  flrst  lovur'.l 
Sweot  pboto   was  lost. 

Her  watch   ditto  and  her 
I'urae,  ditto,  ditto. 

Kow  all  yon  yonne  maidlnga. 

If  inaldlnga  you'd  be. 
Prohibit  young  follows 

From  mskluR  too  free  : 
Their  hearts  banl  aa  UlroD, 

No  feeling  they've  gut  : 
If  I  had  mr  will.  I 

Would  mangle  the  let !    „ 


V'  --J.  t 


■    f ; 


Ohoma. 


Chorua. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Chorus 


Cborua 


Poverty  wants  many  thingd— avarice  everytliing. 

He  who  stands  in  need  of  forgiveness,  should  be 
ready  to  grant  it. 


Often  do  we  gaze  below  us 

()n  a  frail  and  falHng  form. 
Proud,  Hs  if  sin  did  not  kyow  us. 

And  our  life- bloom  hid  no  worm  : 
Often  do  We  breathe  with  scorning 

Hard  words  in  the  sinner's  ear  : 
Cut  melhinks  the  holy  warning 

lirines  a  gentler,  gentler  echo  near- 
Pause,  ix)ld  mortal,  ere  thou  darest 

To  asoend  the  judgment  throne  : 
He  whose  deeds  were  purest,  fairest..-^ 

Was  not  first  to  cast  the  stone. 

There  i«  much  of  human  trial 

I II  some  human  pathways  set  : 
>Some  lips  drain  the  bitter  phial, 

Which  We  have  not  tasted  y«et — 
Crime  and  folly  mar  the  glory 

'1  hat  lit  up  the  Kden  grove. 
But  man's  long  and  erring  stofy 

^itill  seeks  mercy,  hofM!.  and  love— 
Pauee,  then,  ye  who  sternly  trample  - 

'1  hose  whom  sin  has  overthrown  : 
Ilec-d  your  Master's  great  example  : 

lie  not  first  to  cast  the  stone — 


Bourbon  Johnny. 


Written  and  Sung  by  Johi.n)-  Bijacb  with  great  siteresi. 
Air  :     Moet  and  Sb<ndou, 


rn 


What  care  I  if  the  house  comes  dov 

Let  it  come  and  como  again  !  .„ : 

No  matter  if  all  night  you  pound, 

I'll  still  sing  bourbon  on  the  brain. 
Whiiiky,  my  boys,  will  drown  all  woe — 

Oh-i-ho  !   Oh-i-ho  ! 
It  takes  very  little  now-a-daya  to  lay  a  man  low — 

Oh-i-ho  !  Oh-i-ho  ! 
Clionia  :     l''or,  bourbon  Johnny  was  my  name. 
Drinking  bourbon  gave  me  pain  ; 
iSoine  time  ago,  when  on  a  spree, 
bourbon  had  a  fight  with  nie. 

Some  people  may  talk  of  their  own  dear  home. 

And  say  it's  the  finest  ever  could  be  : 
but  of  all  the  countries  in  which  I've  roamed, 

(ilve  me  that  dear  old  isle  of  the  sea — 
I>owM  by  tiie  bogs  where  the  shamrock  growa — 

Oh-i-lio  !   Oh-i-ho  ! 
AIn  «y  n  I  ime  whicky  laid  me  low — 

Oh-i-ho!   Oh-i-ho  :  Chorus. 

The  Dutchman  can  sing  of  his  lager-bier. 

'I  he  Frenchman  with  his  wine  may  parWz-vous  ■ 
The  swell  niay  call  f«>r  good  champagne, 

]!ut  give  me  lionrbon  whisky  tnie  :        %    •)■ 
1  hat  is  the  stnlf  to  make  one  l>old —  ' 

Oh-i-ho  !   Oh-i-ho  ! 
Ami  imagine  that  half  this  world  is  your  own — 

Ob-i-lio  !  Oh-i-ho  !  Chorus. 


THC:     SIIVO£B'€l    JOURIVAI^ 
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Kathleen  Of  Kildare. 


a  !  my  love's  a  flower  snrpassing 

All  othera  I  have  seen  : 
The'  all  o'er  my  dear  Sid  Erin     «  [^ 

A  roTer  I  have  been.  *  ' 

I  ne'er  yet  beheld  a  bloseom 

So  beautifal  and  fiur 
As  that  lovely  gem  of  natnre —   "'    -,- 

Young  Kathleen  of  Kildare  I 

Oh  !  her  eyes  are  like  the  morning,      ; 

When  breaking  softly  bright  : 
Her  lips  like  op'ning  roses, 

Her  teeth  are  snowy  white  : 
Her  step  is  light  and  graoefnl. 

Her  brow  ^yond  compare— 
And  rich  dancing  golden  tresses  ;';.'; 

Hath  Kathleen  of  Kildare  !       " 

Oh  !  the  sun  and  moon  for  ever 

With  all  the  stars  may  shine  : 
Bnt  they  cannot  beam,  no,  never, 

On  buss  Bnrpassing  mine. 
When  she,  fonaly  yielding,  whispered 

"  Life's  ills  or  joys  to  share, 
I  am  thine,  my  'i  erenee,  darling  !  " 

Sweet  Kathleen  of  Kildare  ! 


The  Vietimised  Yoong  Man. 

.  Br  W.  H.  Wilson. 


I^  the  moat  nnhsppr  man  In  life, 

Oh  !  detr  '.  wbst  sball  I  do  ? 
To  gain  7oar  pitj.  one  and  all.  is  tbe  ot^ject  I've  in  view. 
There's  scarce  a  week  that  tbrongh  tlie 

street  with  pleacnre  I  can  Jog. 
Bnt  clrcnmatances  can**  me  to  be  worried  like  a  dbg  : 
A  few  of  those  I'tc  andergone  I'll  tell  yon  if  I  can- 
When  deobtless  70a  will  sa;  I  am  a  vlctlniixed  joong  man. 

When  flrat  I  went  wnt  to  a  ball,  I  m«t  a  lady  fair  : 
Ehe'd  had  some  words  with  tier  jonng  msu.- 

and  he  likewise  wis  there, 
fibe  danced  with  me  throngkont  the  niKlit. 

aud  thought  tbe  chance  immPDse 
To  aggravate  and  Jealons  make  her  chap  at  U17  expeuae. 
When  golDg  home,  be  knocked  me  down. 

and  then  away  he  ran. 
fcnd  left  me  in  the  gntter  there,  a  Tietimized  young  uiau. 

Hear  Oxford  street,  a  gtrl  to  me  said  : 

"  James,  how  do  yon  do  7  " 
I  aaid  :  "  Ton  have  th'  advantage,  miss  : 

for.  I  really  don't  know  yon.  " 
Bbe  then  commenced  to  scream  alond. 

and  seemed  with  frenzy  wild. 
Baying  :  "  Wretch  !  yon  have  deaerted  me. 

aud  where'a  tbe  darling  child  T  " 
And  (here  I  like  a  dnmmy  stood  :  for.  satisfied  I  am 
I  knew  her  not,  I  felt  I  was  a  victimized  yoong  man. 

A  crowd  had  now  collected  ronnd, 

and  all  ware  crying  :  "  Shame  !  " 
My  bat  was  smash'ed,  my  coat  was  torn 

before  a  policeman  came. 
She  said  :    "  That  is  my  baiband.  sir, 

wlio  leavea  me  starving  here.  " 
Tbe  Bobby  said  :  *'  Oh  !  man  and  wife. 

then  I  shan't  Interfere.  " 
When  she  had  tamed  her  back  to  speak. 

like  a  deer  away  I  ran. 
Tbe  boys  all  following  pelting  me— a  victimized  young  man. 

I  refiiee  took  behind  a  stall,  not  far  fMai  Dmry  Lane  : 
The  mod  and  atones  abont  me  fell, 

and  showered  down  like  rain- 
It  grew  so  hot  that  ont  I  got,  and  once  more  beat  retreat. 
Half  mad  and  smothered  o  er  with  mod, 

to  tto  baths  in  Endell  street : 
Like  lightning  throogh  the  door  I  flaabed. 

and  didn't  stop  to  scan 
Tbe  money-taker  :  for,  I  felt  a  victimized  yoong  man. 

Cp-stalrs  I  rushed,  with  worry  flashed, 

and  didn't  stop  to  read 
Directions  as  where  I  shonid  go :  I  was  too  glsd  to  be  freed 
From  the  boys  ontaide,  wbe  woald  deride 

and  follow  in  my  path— 
When,  all  at  once  I  fonnd  myself  in 

tbe  ladles'  swimming  bath  : 
Some  langbed,  some  screamed, 

and  all  like  dncks  into  the  water  ran, 
And  splashed. me  till  t  waa  wet  thmngh. 

a  vlcttmlzed  young  man. 

I  know  not  whether  they  or  I  at  first  was  most  snrprised  : 
I  very  soon  was  bandied  out.  and.  of  course  apologized  : 
An  explanation  settled  all.  I  washed  and  brashed  my  clothes, 
Then  hailed  a  cab,  and  harried  bome 

uinch  better  yon'U  suppose. 

I  never  now  go  out  slone  :  for  satisfied  I  am 

Tbi>t.  in  do.  I'm  anre  to  I'e— a  victimized  young  man. 


i»<«»^ 


Most  of  US  learn  more  readily,  and  retain  more 
perfectly,  tales  of  scandal,  than  snch  as  merit  our 
approbation. 


The  Emigrant's  Farewell 

Air  :    The  Emigrant's  I,ament. 


I'm  leaving  yon  at  last.  Hary.  and  all  I  lore  behind  : 
Bnt  sure  'tis  for-yooaaahel  go — a  better  land  to  finil  — 
I  go  to  that  yoong  isle. 'Vary,  where  auger  U  uokBOWu, 
And  the  childrea  of  our  widowed  land 

aro  cherished  as  her  own. 

Perhaps,  in  after  years.  I'll  come.  uncbxnRed.  to  you  again. 
And  if  I  win  a  golden  store  I'll  not  furget  yon  then. 
The  peasant'a  lowly  cot,  Mary,  I  would  nothnve  you  share, 
Altho'  I'm  sure  you'd  bear 

with  me  life's  sorrows  anywhere. 

How  happy  I'd  been.  Hary,  in  all  that  natnre  willeil  : 
My  cabin  by  tbe  mountain  aide. 

and  tbe  ground  my  father  tilleil  ' 
But  the  landlord  with  tbe  bailiff  came— the 

jKxir  niau'K  bitter  fon — 
And  ha  cast  me  out  to  live  or  die,  as  Ood  should  will  it  so— 

I  would  not  live  in  Ireland  norw  :  for.  she's  a  fallen  land. 
And  tbe  tyrant'a  heel  is  on  ber  uec',,.  • 

with  lier  leekinc  blooil-staiued  hind- 
There's  not  a  foct  of  Irish  ground. 

I'Ut'H  trodden  down  by  slavps. 
Who  die  nnwept.  aud  then  are  Huhk, 

like  dogs,  into  (heir  sraves  ! 

My  troubles  matte  lue  grieve.  Mary. 

•  nd  r  often  wlkh  to  die— 
And  I  long  to  find  tbe  green  chnrch-rard 

,  wlirre  all  loy  kindred  lie, 

'Tie  pleasant.  wliA  tbe  heart  is  broke. 

to  sleep  beneath  tbo  dust. 
Bnt  I  still  hope  -on  for  better  day*. 

and  place  iu  God  uiy  trust. 

I'm  leaving  yon,  my  Mary  dear— they're 

painful  words  to  speak-  - 
My  la«t  embraca  I'm  taking  uoir.  and 

n.y  lips  are  on  your  cheek. 
Tbe  parting  hoar  la  drawing  near. 

aud  the  sails  wave  in  the  wind. 
Oh  :  fold  me  closer  to  your  breast. 

I'll  leave  you  soon  behind  '. 


XJruler  The  Linden  Tree. 


As  under  th*  linden  tree  I  lay, 

Dreaniinf;  tlic  evening  hours  away.  [  ^-  "■    •  ' 

Weaving  mnny  a  chaplet  light 

Of  nieui"ry'a  flower  wreath  bloom  and  blight  : 

My  fancy  <!•<!,  as  it  ever  flies. 
To  my  lieart'o  dear  queen  with  tlie  violet  eyes  : 
And  1  thought  :  "  iHies  my  lady  think  of  me  ? 
As  1  lay  aoilcr  the  linden  tree. 

Oh  !  is  she  tliinking  of  days  gone  by —  .  ■    * 

A  smile  on  Iitr  lip,  a  dar  lu  her  eye  ?     .:/.,: 
Or  is  slie  w»iary,  heart  and  brain, 
Witii  days  to  come  when  we  meet  again  ?    ■       ,,■ ; 

Or  under  the  shadow  of  love's  eclipse,  .',    ': 

Lists  she  to  l7ve  from  another's  lips,    ."'   ,  ,- 
Smiling  en  him  and  defrauding  me,  ...^    ■.   ■ 

As  1  lay  ander  the  linden  tree  ?  " 

-—- —  ■  i«i  »  

Tell  :ile  ;  Is  Hy  Father  Coming  ? 

Tell  ma  :  la  ray  ftther  coming  home  again  to  us  to-day  ? 
Oh  !  tbe  dayn  bfive  been  s  > 

ofaeerleas  sinee  he  went  so  far  away— 
I  remember  *rkea  be  left  us,  when  your 

regiment  passed  by  : 
And  our  tear*  wsie  sadly  falling. 

as  bo  bade  ns  all  good-bye  ! 

Tell  me  :  laNsyftitber  coming  ?  I  am 

sure  he  went  with  you  : 
And  I  see  fknilfar  faces  of  the  comrades  that  be  knew. 
All  along  jofir  ranks  I'm  looking — yet 

I  cannot  see  bis  face- 
It  may  be  tktitka  is  wonnded,  that  a  stranger  fills  bis  place. 

Oh  '.  I  cannot  ttil  my  mother  fears  that 

in  my  sad  heart  })urn  : 
Do  not  say  ttNt  ke  baa  fallen— that  be  never  will  return— 
For,  I  thought  that  he  was  coming  when 

I  heard  the  Joyful  dram  : 
Soldiers,  do  noStirn  your  faces,  tell  me  : 

bus  my  fMher  come  7 


•-•♦•H 


Killamey. 


at  MacEvoy's  "  Hibemieon. ' 


By  Eillsrn«9^)«lceB  and  falls, 

Emerald  Isles  and  wlndined  bays. 
Monntain  pattatnd  aoodlaud  dells  luem'ry  fondly  strays: 

Bonntioas  Batafe  loven  all  Isnds 

beauty  wanders  every  where. 
Foot-print  kiaviis  on  many  landx, 

bnt  ber  home  la  anraly  there — 
Angels  teU  IkalPwlagl  and  rest  tn  that  Eden  cf  the  West, 
Beauty'A  bonta  Killarney.  ever  lair  Killainey  ! 


Music  then  for  acho  dwella  makes  each  word  a  hMnaony, 
Many  voiced  the  choros  awella  till  it  faints  tn  exsUcy  : 
With  tbe  charmfal  tints  below  seems 

the  Heaven  above  to  vie. 
All  rich  colors  that  we  know  tinge  tbe 

clondwreaths  in  that  sky  : 
Wings  of  angets  ao  might  shine  glaneiog 

I  bwk  soft  U|^t  divine. 

Beauty's  homsl  KiUamey,  ever  fair  KlUamey  ! 


Ask  Xamma. 

ByHerva. 


■  l"hey  doat  on  my  dear  eye  of  blue, 

And  th^y  praise  ap  my  tresses  of  gold  : 
No  matter  if  false  or  true 

The  love^tale,  provided  its  told— 
"  Oh  !  ai|i!t  slie  a  fetching  girl  V 

Oh  !  would  site  might  fancy  me  ! 
And,  oh  !.  don't  my  old  head  go  vhirl. 

Thinking  and  dreaming  of  she  1 
■Spokkk  :    '1  don't  quite  see  it  :    fo  I  Wk  dnwn 
at  my  toes,  ;ajnd  gently  murmnrs — [  sicffixG  ] 
CIIURC8. 
All  !  all  j  you  must  ask.  yon  nmrt  ask  mamma  : 
Ah  !  ah  !  you  must  really  ask  ipamma 

They  siglrfor  existence  witli  me 

III  a  c(ft;1)y  some  £tr  distant  shore, 
l'roj>osingithe  tt>wn  to  flee, 

A  nd  nHer  come  back  any  more  ! 
"  Oh  !  Ua^te  thee,  my  darling,  do  ! 

Oh  !  |ile<l^e  there  our  mutual  loves 
And.  oh  I!  ■  there  we  will  bill  and  coo 

Like  up^  two  turtle  doves  !  " 
Spokkx  i  :  Turtle  doves,  indeed  !  Hive  mt  turtle 
soup  ' 


tKX  i  : 
iSo  al)  I  answer  is — [  eiohiku  ] 

,  i  Ah  I  ah  !  yon  must  aak,  Ac. 


Mamma  inias  lieen  through  it  herself. 
And  ehf  knows  what  is  beet  to  be  done 

Believes! in  the  use  of  pelf, 
A  nd  ijot  in  a  yoanger  eoa  I 

Thus  copDsels  my  mother  dear  : 
"  Doij't  you  throw  a  chance  away  . 

Hear  all  they  woidd  have  you  hear,    .,    .. 


Ihea 


s4ftly  unto  them  say — ' 
I                Ah  !  ah  !  you  must  ask.  Ae. 
m  ■»■  1   


Slap-Up  Lodgings. 


When  first  (^town  I  came,  and  at  the  railway  landed. 
By  a  fat  old  dame  a  card  to  me  was  banded  : 
Says  she  :  "  I'd  have  you  know  my  name  is  Mrs  Pod^inga. 
I  live  down,  this  back  row,  and  I  let  off  alap-up  luAgings.  " 

We  qnlckl^  did  agree,  together  we  did  roam  there- 
Says  she  :  "  "Voung  man.  make  free. 

you'll  shortly  be  at  home  here.  " 
The  servants  winked  at  me,  and  so  did  Mother  Podgluga. 
Thinks  I :  *  f'll  have  a  spree,  I've  got  in  Stap-up  )x>df  ings.  " 

I'd  scarce  yqt  ont  the  light,  wben  there 

'.•  was  such  a  Mangbter. 

With  two  #bo'd  a  right  to  Conrt  the  yoangeat  Aaagmer. 
The  wome^  Bid  murder  !  cry  :  they 

knocked  down  Mother  Podginga, 
And  they  l^rcke  a  lodger's  thigh— ftrat 

night  in  my  new  lo<g(agi  '. 

Jnst  as  the  Clock  stmek  one.  and  morning  ifaa^dvaachsg. 
They,  each  and  every  one.  like  madmen,  fcMU^AanaUtg  : 
But  when  the  chimes  Wj«nt  three, 

they  all  with  Mother  Podginga 
Shouted  through  the  key-hole  to  me— 

SpoKXir ,:    Hoy  !  hoy  '.  old  to-ro-laddy,  old  Ihuamoul- 
fas,  how  do  you  like  yoor  lodgings  T 

I  then  tuned  rotmd  in  bed.  thinking  to  have  some  qntet. 
When  two  obaps,  in  the  next  room, 

said  that  I  msdefhe  riot : 
They  pulled  me  ont  of  bed,  as  my  || 

name  waafaterJniU|i»gs 
And  tbey  faboved  a  thing  on  my  head 

they  aa«  inalap-op  Mlgioga. 

I  little  thoagbt,  oh  !  dear  !  they'd  got  no  fallow  faaUog. 
When  there  came  alsp-btuig  in  my  mooth 

a  brick  from  the  oeiling  : 
I  then  dotrn  stairs  did  creep,  and 

■aid  to  Motker  rntfliigs  : 

■*  Cannot  get  no  sleep,  and me  iflli 

par  far  asy  fadgtaga  :  " 


I'd  scare*  got  In  the  street  ont  of  this  he**  saAl 
When  two  policemen,  on  their  beat, 

collared  me  for  being  in  a  bad  house  : 

Six  montbt  npon  tbe  mlil,  with  ajps 

and  downs  and  doginga. 
I  served  Mainst  my  will,  thro'  being  in  -aiap-sp  loOgings  : 


An  ejfj  to-day  is  better  than  alien  to-naorrow. 


II 


9SO 


THE     SIIVOER'S    JOURNAL.. 


There's  Room  Enough  For  All. 


What  need  of  all  tbli  fnM  and  ttrlf*. ,  .  . 

Each  warring  witU  bis  brotlier  ? 
Wby  uced  we.  through  this  crowd  of  Ufa 

Xaep  trampling  on  eaob  other  T 
la  there  no  goal  that  can  be  won 
Witliout  a  rqneeZH  to  gain  It  ? 
Ko  other  way  of  getting  on. 
Bat  acraiubllog  to  obtaia  it  t 
CHOBCS. 
O  fellow-men,  remember  tbao.  wbaterer  chance  befkl, 
Th«  World  la  wide  in  landa  beaide. 

tbere'a  room  enoagh  for  all  ' 

What  if  aome  awartby  peaaantflnd 

No  field  for  honeat  labor- 
He  need  not  idly  atop  behind 

To  thruat  aside  his  neighbor. 
There  ia  a  land  with  suuu;  ikiea,  ' 

Which  gold  for  toil  i*  girlng. 
Where  every  brawny  band  th^  trtea 
Ita  atrength.  can  grasp  a  liTlng. 
O  fellow-men,  re<uember  then,  whatever  chance  befal. 
The  world  ia  wide  where  thoao  abide, 

there 'a  room  enough  for  all. 

From  polsonrd  air  ye  breath  in  conrta 

Aud  t.Tphiis-taliited  alleys 
Oo  forth,  aud  dwell  where  health  reaorta 

In  rural  bllU  and  valleya  : 
Where  everf  hand  that  clears  a  boagh 

Finds  plenty  in  abundance. 
And  every  furrow  of  the  plough 
A  step  to  inilep^ndence.  "■ 

Oh  !  hasten  then  from  fevered  den, 

aud  lodging  cramped  aad  small : 
The  world  ia  wide  In  landa  beside. 

tbere'a  room  enough  for  all. 

In  thia  fair  region  far  away. 

Will  labor  find  employment  : 
A  fair  day's  work,  and  a  fair  day'a  pay, 

And  toil  win  earu  enjoyment : 
What  need  tUeu  of  this  daily  strife, 

Each  warring  with  his  brother  ? 
Why  need  we.  in  the  crowd  In  life, 
Keep  trampling  on  each  other  T 
O  fellow-men,  remember  then,  whatever  ohance  befkl, 
The  world  ia  wide  where  those  abide. 

there's  room  enougb  for  all. 


Sweet  Lilla  Brown. 


In  the  Park. 

Written  ind  Sung  by  H.  It.  Clifton. 


Of  all  the  dAjs,  I're  only  one  day 

To  eujoy  myself,  and  that's  on  Sunday, 

In  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  Uie  Park,  In  the  Park  : 
'Tla  there  yoa'U  meet  the  swella  by  dozena, 
Servant  glrla  and  "  coiiatry  cousins  " 

In  the  Park,  lu  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  the  Park. 

CHORUS. 

Oh  !  the  Weat-Eod  Park  on  a  Snnday— oh,  hi  ho  ! 

If  the  day  ia  fine. 

And  the  sun  does  shine. 

Why,  go  to  the  Park  on  a  Snnday— oh,  hi  bo  ! 

Why,  go  to  the  Park  on  a  Sunday. 

Twaa  there  I  met  a  damsel  neat, 
Under  a  tree,  on  a  wooden  seat. 

In  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  the  Park  : 
I  edged  up  to  her  to  have  aome  talk. 
Then  offered  my  arm  to  go  for  a  walk. 
Thro*  tbe  Park,  thro'  the  Park, 

thro'  the  Park,  thro'  the  Park. 
Oh  !  the  West-End  Park,  he. 

Over  the  long  grass  then  we  rambled. 
And  thro'  the  fifteen  acres  gambolled 

In  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  the  Park.  In  the  Park  : 
We  Jumped  about  over  baah  aud  furze  : 
I  lost  my  hat  ao  she  Irnt  me  hera. 

In  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  In  the  Park  in  the  Park. 

Oh  !  the  Wcat-Eud  Park,  &c. 

I  went  to  treat  her  at  the  Hou:  ik  trk  Wall— 
I  paid  for  aeven  glaaaea.  aud  she  drank  theiu  all. 

In  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  the  Park  : 
She  aaked  me  home  to  see  her  mama. 
Sat  aha  waa  ao  scbkwkd.  she  fell  off  the  car. 

In  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  In  the  Park  lu  the  Park. 

Oh  '.  the  West-End  Park,  Ac. 

Up  ooma«  a  bobby— 'twaa  B  17  : 

Baya  he  :  "  Halloo,  young  man— what'a  all  this  mesn  T  " 

In  the  Park  In  the  Park,  in  the  Park   In  the  Park  : 
I  triad  to  explain,  but  she  said  ;   "  Shut  up  : 
Policeman,  he'a  drunk— ao  lock  him  up   " 

What  a  lark,  what  a  lark,  what  a  Urk.  what  %  lark  T 

Oh  '.  the  West-End  Park,  tic. 

Looked  np  all  night  In  •  police  station. 
And  fined  five  shilling*  fur  my  recreation. 

In  Um  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  lu  the  Park  : 
Bo.  all  yonng  awells   a  warning  take  : 
WhMi  yon  meet  atranve  damsela.  no  freedom  make 

In  th»  Park,  In  the  Park,  In  the  Park   In  the  Park. 

Oh  '.  the  We*t-End  Park,  &c. 


He  who  ponnea  two  hares,  catches  neither — 
When  oar  attention  is  directed  to  different  objects, 
we  rmrely  succe«d  in  any.  It  is  like  having  "  too 
many  irons  in  the  fire. 


Miss  Lilla  was  a  charming  gal. 

She  was  raised  away  down  aonth. 
And  de  prettiest  features  ob  her  fa«6 
Were  de  lips  around  her  mouth. 
Stop  de  dance,  stop  de  song. 

Lay  de  banjo  down  : 
Fur,  she  is  now  in  de  happy  land 
Sweet  Lilla  Brown. 

Her  voice  was  all  melodious. 

Like  de  sound  ob  a  silber  fip, 
And  when  she  walk  around  de  room, 

8he  sail  just  like  a  ship. 

Stop  de  dance,  ibc. 

II er  heels  dey  were  so  very  long, 

Dat,  when  she  turn  around. 
She  fell  into  de  southern  bay, 

An'  dere  she  run  aground. 

Stop  de  dance.  <bo. 

Dat  was  her  end,  and  no  mistake — 

Oh  !  how  dig  darkey  cried  ! 
He  smoddercd  his  solemchoUyness    ' 

With  oysters  raw  and  fried. 

S^p  de  danee,  <to. 

But  now,  oh,  my  !  she's  dead  and  gone- 
Way  down  in  de  soutliern  bay, 

De  oysters  dey  sing  de  requiem 
To  dis  lubly  darkey  fay. 

•Stop  de  danee,  <ke. 


Love,  Hope,  and  Trath. 


A  maiden  atood  by  the  tranquil  aea. 

Where  a  bark  at  anchor  lay— 
And  the  captain  aald  :  ■■  Prithee,  aail  with  m« 

Acrosa  yuu  ablning  bay. 
My  name  U  Love,  a  mariner  bold. 

And  a  trimmer  bark  has  none  : 
My  crew  fear  no  wave  that  ever  rolled. 

Aud  all  are  on  board  aave  one.  " 

She  waited  not,  but  the  anchor  weighed 

When  her  foot  tlio  deck  had  preaned. 
When  a  storm  arose  and  the  lightnlug  played 

On  the  ocean's  darkling  breaat. 
She  gazed  on  the  pale  aud  dmoplDg  crew. 

And  algbed  with  grief  to  find 
That  Truth,  who  alone  could  bring  them  thro'. 

Had  been  left  by  LA)Ve  behind. 

And  Hope,  who  still  at  the  rudder  kept. 

Tried  to  steer  in  that  lonely  bay. 
When  a  billow  o'ar  the  veaael  swept, 

Aud  carried  poor  Love  away— 
And  Hope,  when  he  aaw  hla  captain  drown. 

Sprang  over  the  vesael'a  aide  : 
The  helm  waa  unshipped,  the  bark  want  down, 

And  all  on  board  her  died  : 

Ah  !  venture  not  in  the  bark  of  Love, 

Tlio'  the  te^B  b«  bright  and  clear, 
Tho'  the  aky  be  amillug  blue  above. 

And  the  hand  of  Hope  may  ateer  : 
F'^r,  Hope  and  Love  may  do  much.  111  own. 

To  guide  ns  on  life's  dark  sea  ; 
Bnt  not  enough— for. 'tis  Truth  alouit 

Should  our  trusty  pilot  be  '. 


-.♦»-. 


Till  Early  in  the  Moruingf. 

What  ever  are  the  men  about  ? 
They  stop  so  long  when  they  go  oat. 
Like  naughty  boys  away  they  run , 
And  never  think  of  coming  home  • 

Till  early  in  the  morning, 

lill  early  in  the  morning. 

Till  early  in  the  morning. 

About  the  break  of  day. 

My  Pa  has  joined  a  militia  corps. 

He  marches  home  in  the  mormng  ai  four  : 

He  says  that  duty  bids  him  stay— 

1  think  wliisky-toddy's  in  the  waj 

I'lll  early  in  th<.  aomiDg, 

My  brothers  they  must  have  tlie  key  : 
Lor  !  how  tbey  frighten  ma  and  ine — 
When  they  come  home,  they  sing  atraoge  airs. 
And  dance  the  polka  on  the  stairs 

Till  early  in  the  Morning,  &c. 

So,  gentlemen,  reform,  I  pray, 

And  save  up  for  a  rainy  day  :      -y       .  . 

Early  to  bed,  early  to  rise — 

Makes  a  man  healthy,  wealthy,  ao4  wise. 

Till  early  in  the  norning,  Ac. 


&c. 


Parody  on  :  Nothing  Else  To  Do. 

Written  by  Mr.  Ben.  Hosklns— Air  :    UotlOag  aiora. 


Kow  If  you'll  only  list  lo  me  and  give  ma  yonr  aHeniion. 
I'm  goiug  to  sing  a  little  aoug.  and  in  it  I  will  meutlou 
How  I  went  into  a  tavern,  once  to  hear  of  something  new. 
When  I  there  aaw  two  man  flghllog. 

'cauae  they'd  nothing  elae  to  do. 

I  tried  lo  aeperata  them,  but  I  found  It  all  in  vain  :  ' 

Soon  aa  I  got  one  from  the  other. 

they  went  at  it  atlll attain. 
The  landlord  aaid  I  was  In  fanit  to 

interfsre  between  the  two — 
So  kicked  me  alap-ban«  in  the  street. 

aa  he'd  nothing  elae  to  do. 

I  next  went  to  the  theatre  for  to  pass  away  the  time. 
And  there  I  apled  a  maiden  fair  concealed  in  crinoline  ; 
She  aaked  me  to  go  home  with  her     for,  ahe  lived  at  No.  2. 
I  amlled  and  aaid  :  •  My  dear,  I  will, 

when  I've  nothlug  elae  to  do.  " 

She  tnmad  npon  her  heel  and  left,  and. 

to  my  great  surprise  '. 
I  found  my  watch  aud  chain  were  gone. 

I  could  scarce  believe  m/  eyes  — 
I  turned  round  to  look  for  her,  she  was 

nearly  lost  to  view — 
I  eried  :  "  Come  back  !  "  Says  aha  : 

"  I  will,  when  I've  nothing  else  lo  do,  " 

I  next  went  to  the  station  honse  lo  give  Information  there, 
And  on  my  way  returning  home.  1  met  thia  maiden  ftlr  : 
Saya  she  :  "  I  pawned  your  watch  and  chain 

for— I  thiuk  'twaa  two  pound  two- 
There'a  the  ticket,  yoa  mxy  lift  it, 

when  you've  nothing  else  to  do.  " 

So  with  your  kind  permission  I'll  Just  finish  np  my  song. 
For  fear  yon  think  tbat  I  intrude  upon  your  time  tu»  lung. 
I  waa  altting  at  my  fireaide  muaing  on  a  thiitg  or  two, 
So  I  wrote  thia  aoug,  one  evening  j 

when  I'd  nothlug  elae  to  do. 


-•♦•-•i 


Ain't  it  Nice  to  Have  a  Beau  ? 

By  Arthur  W.  French.     '        • 


As  yon  ont  a  walking  go, 

When  tlie  crowds  are  in  the  street. 
Passing  by  you  to  and  fro, 

Oft  by  chance  bcmk  ohk  you  meet  : 
Soon  he's  walking  by  your  side. 

With  his  arm  in  yours — ^just  so- 
Looking  down  on  you  in  pride — 

Ain't  it  nice  to  have  a  oeau  ? 
Chorus  :     Ain't  it  nice  to  have  a  bean. 

One  who  loves  you  well,  you  know. 
As  you  out  a  walking  go — 
Ain't  it  nice  to  have  a  beau  ? 

Arm  in  arm  you  stray  along     ■■   " 

Envied  by  each  single  lass 
Who,  from  ont  the  passing  throng. 

Jealous  glances  on  you  cast : ' 
And  the  swells  that  try  to  flirt, 

Find  tliat  they  have  got  no  show. 
Deeming  you  so  j)roud  and  pert — 

Ain't  It  nice  to  have  a  beau  ? 

Ain't  it  nice  to  have  a  beau,  Ac 

By  and  by  you  reach  the  door,  .j 

While,  of  course,  just  there  and  then 
Words  of  love  hr  whispers  o  er. 

Saying  he  will  come  again  : 
Loving  lips  to  yours  are  pressed, 

A  ml  you  murmi»  softly— oh  ! 
Don't  you  wish  you  knew  tlie  rest  ? 

Ain't  it  nice  to  have  a  beau  ? 

Ain't  it  nice  to  have  a  beau,  Ac. 


Marion  Lee. 


Oome  to  me,  love  :  for.  here  I  am  waitlnn. 
Sadly  and  lone,  by  the  dark  rolling  aea  : 
Oold  wlnda  are  blowing  aud  strange  voicea  moaning. 
And  fast  flow  the  tears  of  thy  Marlon  Lee- 
ch '  why  dost  thou  tarry  so  long  on  the  ocean  T 

Hy  poor  heart  Is  breaking  in  aorrnw  for  thee — 
Oome  to  me   love  :  for.  here  1  am  waiting. 
Aad  faat  flow  the  teara  o(  thy  Mariou  Lee. 

Marlon  Lee.  Marion  Lee— 

Never  again  sliall  his  bark  ride  the  billow  ; 
Peaceful  he  sleeps  where  the  sea- flowers  are  blooming. 

And  mermaids  are  watching  his  brlKht  coral  pillow. 
Oh  '■  why  dost  thou  tarry,  he. 

Long  have  I  watched  thro'  the  night'a  dreary  shadows. 

Oaslng  far  ont  on  the  dark  rolling  sea. 
Striving  in  vain,  thro'  the  mis>a  that  are  hov'ring. 

'To  catch  but  one  glance  of  thv  proud  bark  aud  tlire — 
Oh  '.  why  dost  thou  tarry,  Ac. 


J 


TH£     SIMO£R'8    SOmNAJL. 


A8I 


Wait  Till  I  Pat  on  My  Bonnet  ^ 

My  father  loves  counting  his  cattle,    :; 

Aly  mother  she's  fond  of  her  chair  s'.      -'t ,; 
lint  I,  oh  !   I  dote  upon  moonlight, 

Sweet  wLlks,  and  the  soft  quMt  air  : 
1  he  field  with  the  dew  star  upon  it,     ■ 

'1  he  scent  of  the  newly  mown  hay  j  '     ; . 
Oh  !  wait  till  I  put  on  my  bonnet, 

Night's  sweeter  by  far  than  the  day — 
There  are  bonnets  with  ribbons  and  feathers, 

I^ut  mine's  like  a  gipsy  so  brown, 
A  bonnet  that's  careless  of  weather,    "     -., 

But  happy's  the  head  'neath  its  erown. 

The  day  was  intended  for  labor,  ' 

but  ni^ht  was  a  gift  to  the  heart, 
Wlien  neighbor  mi^ht  visit  with  neigbbor. 

And  love  have  his  whispers  apart — 
The  life  finds  a  bloom  still  upon  it, 

And  time  walks  in  silver  array  : 
Oh  !  wait  till  I  put  on  my  bonnet,  - 

Night's  sweeter  by  far  than  the  day — 

There  are  bonnets,  Ao. 


Chilly  Sam. 


SroKsir 
eterytliioi; : 


They  call  ma  chilly  Sam, 
I  >m  so  cold.  oh.  dear  ' 
Amongst  you  I  have  ooma 

To  try  »nd  warm  me  herek    ; 
Eelloway'i  pill  I've  tried. 

LlkawUe  the  water  oare. 
But  'tis  all  In  vain, 
I'm  stiu  a  chilly  care. 
Oh  !  oh  !  dear,  oh  ! 

80  bitter  cold  I  am  : 
Ton  that  feel  so  warm  and  nice. 
Fity  chilly  Sam. 

Oh.  dear  !  0 — 0—0— ain't  I  eold  !  ITe  tried 
pill,  ointmeut.  Turkish  baths  cayenne  pep- 
per. Turkish  towels,  muDlDg.  jamplns;.  fighting,  slept  In 
au  oTen.  worked  by  a  blasting  furnace  :  at  last  I  was 
recommended  to  try  the  Kaat  Indies  :  I  went,  gare  all 
the  people  the  chills— so  the  OoTernor  General  sent  me 
home  again.  Coming  home.  I  frosa  the  sea.  so  the  ship 
waa  ice-bound.  Then  I  tried  love,  was  over  head  aud 
ears  in  It :  the  young  lady  aaid  my  affections  were  too 
cold  f  >r  her  :  it  chilled  her  heart,  and  abe  died— Tlien  I 
tried  hot  water  baths :  one  day.  I  was  found  frozeu  in  the 
bath  and  all  the  water  frose  in  the  pipes :  so  afterdiggtn 
tue  oat  they  turned  me  oot,  and  never  allowed  me  near 
the  place  again.  In  the  summer  time,  I  am  e:upIoyedby 
butchers  to  keep  the  meat  wholesome  and  flsbmoogers 
to  keep  the  fish  sweet,  as  I  am  many  degrees  cooler  than 
ice.  The  other  day.  I  waa  told  that  my  father— you  must 
know  I  never  bad  the  plearare  of  his  acqaainlance— met 
with  a  great  misfortune  :  he  accidentally  killed  another 
man.  be  was  cold  blooded  :  so  I  suppose  It'a  iu  the  fami- 
ly :  that  accounts  for  cold  blood  in  my  veins  :  be  left  uo 
property  :  as  to  tbs  family  plate  there  waa  bnt  au  iron 
one,  the  heir  loom  of  the  family,  presented  htm  by 
goTcmment  after  death,  as  a  memento  of  his  deada — 

I  waa  in  the  Chinese  war. 

Borne  say  war  is  hot :   . 
But  very  well  I  know 

Warm  I  naver  got. 
I  waa  in  the  battle's  heat. 

Without  the  least  alarm  : 
80  bitter  cold  I  felt  myself, 

Tho' others  I  did  warm— 

Ok  !  ok  :  dear,  oh  t  fte 

la  there  one  amongst  ynu, 

A  receipt  would  give  t 
For.  I  feel  that  I 

Longer  cannot  live—  > 

I  feel  so  very  eold.  '  ■*  > 

Au  icicle  I  am  :  "    • 

Ton  that  feel  ao  warm  and  nice. 
Pity  chilly  Sam.  .  ' 

Oil  !  oh  '  dear,  oh  ! 

80  freesing  cold  I  am  : 
Perhaps  if  you  applause  bestow. 
It  might  warm  chilly  Sam. 


Daughters  to  Sell. 


-.♦•-. 


O'er  the  Hilli,  Bewie. 

O'er  the  hills,  Bessie,  and  over  the  heather. 
To  find  a  lone  bower,  we'll  wander  together  : 
Our  beds  shall  be  roses  :  our  shelter  the  skies  : 
E^h  spot  will  grow  lovely  when  lit  by  those*  eyes— 
At  twilight's  soft  glow,  we'll  whisper  of  love. 
As  night-bird's  sweet  melody  flows  from  above. 

O'er  the  hills,  Ac. 

Beneath  the  sweet  briar,  we'll  look  back  on  each  scene 
Of  tumult  and  city,  and  bless  the  bright  green  : 
In  sammer  we'll  wander  the  river  along, 
And  ii«ssie  shall  cheer  winter's  gloom  with  a  song  : 
And,  oh  !  my  dear  Bessie,  when  charms  shall  depart, 
I'll  gaze  on  thy  mind  and  stiU  twine  round  thj  heart — 

O'er  the  biUs,  dec. 


Daughters  to  sell— dstighfers  tf>  sell—  .     - :  ..^'  .: . 

They  cost  more  money  than  I  can  tell :    :  '■  "* 

Their  education  has  been  flrat-rate  : 
What  wealthy  young  nobleman  wants  a  mate  T 
They  sing  like  nightingalea.  play  as  well  ! 
Daughters  to  sell— daughters  to  sell ! 

Here's  my  fine  daughters,  my  daughters,  eh  ! ..,. 
Oeriran.  Italian,  and  French  they  know  : 
Djnce  like  Sylphides  for  grace  and  ease  : 
Chouae  out  your  partner,  whichever  you  pleasa— 
Here's  a  nice  wife  for  a  rich  young  swell : 
Daughters  to  sell— daughters  to  sell !    . 

Beantlfnl  daughters,  dark  and  Aiir, 
Each  a  treasure  to  suit  a  miUionslre, 
Or  fit  to  pair  with  any  Duke's  heir. 
At  BL  Oeorge's  Chnrch  by  Hanover  Square. 
Hoy!  yon  that  in  lordly  mansions  dwell. 
Daughters  to  sell— daughters  to  aell ! 

Boy  my  dear  daughters,  who  wants  a  bride, 
That  can  give  her  a  carriage  and  horses  to  ttdt 
Stand  an  opera  box  for  his  fancy  queen,  ^^ -;  ' 
And  no  end  of  acrea  of  crinoline  : 
Ever  new  furniture,  Jewela  and  plate. 
All  aorta  of  servants  upon  her  to  wait : 
Visits  to  Paris,  Vienna,  and  Borne, 
In  short,  all  that  she's  been  brought  up  to  at  home- 
Hera  are  glrla  for  your  money — if  out  you  cau  akall—  i 
My  daofbters  to  sell— my  daughters  to  sell ! 


The  Old  Chimney  Corner. 


In  the  dear  old  chimney  comer  let  us  circle  round  the  fire : 
For,  the  wind  it  whistles  niournfally, 

chill  Calls  the  evening  dew  : 
Onr  fire  has  life  existence,  heap  the  biazlug  faggot  higher : 
As  warm  and  bright  it  kindles. 

will  each  bosom  kindle,  too. 
Tls  a  friend,  a  glad  companion 

through  the  lonely  winter  night : 
Its  creation  how  delightful,  to  neglect  it  were  a  ahame — 
Bow  it  blasea,  how  it  sparkles, 

as  it  bnrats  from  smoke  to  light— 
With  life  and  voice  It  leapa,  it  speaks  !  feed, 

merry  hearta,  the  flame. 

In  the  snug  old  chimney  corner 

is  the  off 'ring  burnt  of  home. 
The  sacrifice  of  heart  at  hospitality's  own  shrine  : 
the  luoense  of  good  fellowship  we'll  raise  to  all  that  come, 
From  which,  as  high  as  the  smoke  asceuds. 

we'll  omens  draw  divine— 
BIythe  fire  !  what  (airy  viaiovs 

in  thy  oheerful  flront  we  trace — 
Bright  faces,  sunny  landacapes, 

that  atlll  smile  at  every  care  : 
Thy  ashes  lell  ns  we  mast  die, 

but  thoughts  of  sorrow  chase. 
And  with  our  flre-side  songs. 

my  merry  hearts,  defy  despair  ! 


Ur.  Spriggs,  the  Grocer. 

By  W.  Beeves.  , 


Mister  Spriggs.  the  grocer,  he  married  Hiss  BeTel : 
He  thought  her  an  angel,  she  turned  out  a  devil : 

Poor  Mister  Spriggs  '. 
She  sang  pib-lkb-vou'd,  danced  waltzes  and  jigs. 
She  wasted  the  tea.  and  the  sugar,  and  figs  : 
Aud  aaid  she'd  be  mistress — "  pla.iBe  the  pigs  !  " 

Poor  Mister  Spriggs  ! 

Oh  !  poor  Mister  Spriggs '. 

Missus  Spriggs  gave  parties  to  tes  and  to  dinner. 
And  played  guinea  whist,  tho'  she  ne'er  waa  a  winner  : 

Poor  Mr.  Spriggs  ' 
She  loved  aiiver.  muslin.  French  lace,  and  rich  stnib. 
Pelisses  and  tippets  aud  cbiuchili  muffs  : 
And  |ome  ssy  she  loved  Captain  Browu  of  the  Bulb — 

Poor  Mr.  Spriggs  !  .    .■,:..■■■,       .>..-., 

• '  .'  ■  OU  !  poor  Mr.  Spriggs! ''>'    -:•,'■'- 

Mr.  Spriggs  and  his  wife  fell  out,  one  night. 

And  she  vowed  she'd  drown  herseif  out  of  mare  spite 

To  poor  Mr.  Spriggs  '. 
She  ran  to  tbe  river,  but  wlien  she  walked  in. 
Her  courage  grew  cold  as  tlie  wave  tonched  her  chin. 
And  drowning  herself  she  thought  was  a  sin- 
Poor  Mr   Spriggs  '. 
Uh  :  poor  Mr.  Spriggs  ! 

A  fisherman  saw  her,  and  thought  she'd  be  wet,   . 
80  he  palled  Sslly  out  by  a  cast  of  hla  net : 

Poor  Mr.  Spriggs  \ 
Took  her  home,  balf-drowned,  to  her  anxious  dear. 
Who  cried  when  he  saw  her  (  sbe  was  looking  so  queer!  ) 
"  Pray,  air.  why  the  devil  did  you  interfere 

With  poor  Mrs.  Spriggs  t  "  .  .^  ^ 

Oh  !  poor  Mr.  Spriggs  ! 


It  is  injurioos  to  be  in  a  hurry,  and  delay  is 
often  eq^lly  so  ;  he  is  wise  who  does  everytmng 
in  proper  time.  Tardiness  and  precipitation  are 
extremes  equally  to  be  avoided. 

He  labors  in  vain  who  aims  at  pleasing  every- 
body. 


II 


Where  are  Ton  Qoia;  on  Sunday  ? 


I  am  Kolng  to  tell  a  story. 

Anf  1  wish  yua  sll  good  health : 
Now  what  I  am  going  to  tell  yoo, 

'11*  all  almat  uiyaeir 
My  abopmates  would  be  chafflng, 

And  as  I  went  along  : 
"  Where  are  you  going  on  Snndajr  f  » 

That  all  wanid  kollua  Toiu. 
ChoniS  :     I'm  going  somewhere. 

Some  fiitju.r  slghta  to  see  : 
,"  Where  are  y<>n  goini;  <'n  Sandajf* 
«      They  ahoutad  after  me. 

Vpou  last  Snnday  morning, 
I  dresaed  mystflf  so  fine. 

With  my  new  pork-pie  hst.  -,'*'.    ■-. 

And  a  feather  stuck  behind  : 
Off  to  tlie  park  I  toddled.  -"T- 

I  kept  going  on  a  ram  way, 
Zaor  !  how  tlie  people  hoi  load  : 

"  IVhere  are  you  going  on  Snuday  7  " 

I'm  going  aome where,  kc 

At  me  the  boys  did  laugh. 

But  onward  atralght  1  goes  : 
An4  ss  they  sll  did  ehall  .^     :-   . 

Game  a  cow  dab  on  my  uosa  :    . 
Int(>  my  mouth  it  ran 

And  dowu  my  throat  some  way  :  ,':'* 

So  nieely  I  waa  done. 

When  going  out  ou  Sunday— 

I'm  going  somawtaere,  te. 

I  met  a  girl  so  fine. 

She  was  a  charming  creatnre. 
She  had  a  crlnoitea. 

tt  would  cover  half  an  a«re  : 
So  lovely  waa  the  weather. 

I  thought  it  waa  a  rum  day  : 
Then  arm-in-arm  together, 

^e  went  along  on  Sanday. 

I'm  going  aoBMWkar*,  to. 

We  got  Into  the  Strand. 

The  boys  got  floMilng  roond  : 
They  hit  ray  pork-pie  bat. 

And  bang  sent  In  the  erown— 
Me  and  my  fair  lass 

Fell  down  together  in  some  way. 
We  nicely  were  stuck  fast 

rhen  going  out  on  Siwday. 
I'm  going  aomawbara,  to. 

Tbey  blacked  my  fkce  with  aoot,  -i  -  •    .' 

Smashed  Mary  a  crinoline,  '^.',V 

Befbre  I  could  get  Dp. 

Tbey  my  trousers  split  behind  t   '  ■'■ 
The  boys  pulled  out  my  ahirt,  '  ..   i  ." 

iSept  going  on  a  rum  way,  '--J-l  '■' 

I JWM  smothered  io  dirt, 

j  When  going  out  on  Sanday. 

I'm  going  aomewhare,  to. 

Dr  Mary  cut  her  stick. 
I  And  bolted  like  a  shot. 
She  bad  lost  her  crinoline. 

And  broke  her.  you  know  what — 
foorl  was  left  alone, 
'And  in  a  very  rum  away  : 
They  may  say  when  I  get  home  : 
"  Where  are  yon  going  on  Snnday  ?  " 

I'm  going  somewhere,  to 

Jp  csme  a  "  bobby  "  then. 

It  did  me  aore  affright : 
re  the  station-house  me  took. 

And  locked  me  np  all  night :  ''*'.! 

(ubarged  me  with  being  drunk. 
I    Before  tbe  "  iieak  "  on  Monday  : 
jFlve  t>ob  tbey  made  roe  pay 
I  jFor  going  out  ou  Sunday. 
I  j  I'm  going  eomewltcre,  to. 

(o  money  I  hid  got. 
'So  they  gave  tlie  "  bobby  "  a  paper, 
T6o  take  me  off  to  quod 

'  A  week  to  thread  the  chaffer. 
Ihie  guvnor  looked  at  uie  : 
J  When  I  came  out  on  Monday. 
ijsay  :  •'  Old  chap  "  S.iya  he  :         •"■      ' 
■  Where  are  you  going  uu  Sunday  ?  ** 

I'm  going  aumewhere,  to. 


Come,  Rest  in  thia  BoMm ! 


Come,  rest  in  this  boeom,  my  own  stricken  dear  ! 
Tho'  the  herd  have  fled  from  thee, 

thy  home  is  still  here  : 
Here  still  is  the  smile  that  no  cloud  can  o'ercaet. 
And  the  heart  and  the  hand  all  thy  own  tu  the  last ! 

Oh  !  what  was  love  made  for,  if  'tis  not  the  same 
Through  joy  and  through  torments, 

through  glory  and  shame  ? 
I  kn«w  not,  I  ask  not  if  guilt's  in  that  heart, 
I  but  know  that  I  love  tuee  whatever  thou  art — 

Thou  hast  called  me  thy  angel  in  moments  of  bliss. 
And  thy  angel  I'll  be  'mid  the  sorrows  of  this— 
Through  the  fumaoa,  tushrinking  thy  steps  to  puren^l 

iheM,taol| 


And  shield  thee,  and  save  thee — or 


ly  stepi 
periak 


I 


rfMili 


5SO 


TH£     SIIVO£R'S    JOIIRTVAI.. 


There's  Room  Enough  For  All. 


What  need  of  >ll  this  fnsa  knil  atrlfe. 

Each  warrinR  with  his  brotlier  ? 
Why  iii-ed  we.  throURh  this  crawd  of  lifa 

Keep  tnmpliiig  on  eaob  other  ? 
!■  there  uo  goal  that  can  be  won 
Without  a  fqiieeza  to  gain  it  t 
Ko  other  way  of  gettinK  on, 
Bnt  acikmbllng  to  obtaia  It  T  . 

CHORCS. 
O  fellow-men,  remember  then,  wbaterer  chance  beM, 
The  wurltl  ia  wide  In  land*  heeide. 

there's  room  enoagh  for  all  ' 

What,  if  lome  awartby  peaaant  find 

No  field  for  honeit  labor- 
He  need  not  idly  (top  behind 

To  thrust  aside  his  neighbor. 
There  is  a  laud  with  sauny  ikies, 

Which  gold  for  toll  is  girlcg. 
Where  every  brawny  hand  that  tries 
Its  strength,  can  grasp  a  liTing. 
O  fellow-men,  remember  then,  whatever  chance  befal. 
The  world  is  wide  where  those  abide. 

there's  room  enough  for  all. 

From  poisoned  air  ye  breath  In  courts 

And  tvpbus-taluted  alleys 
Go  forth,  and  dwell  where  health  resorts 

In  rural  hills  and  Talleys  : 
Where  everr  band  that  clears  a  bough 

Fiuds  plenty  in  abnudance. 
And  every  furrow  of  the  plough 
A  step  to  independence. 
Uh  '.  hasten  then  from  fevered  den, 

and  lodging  cnunped  and  small : 
The  world  is  wide  In  Unds  beside. 

there's  room  enough  for  all. 

In  this  fair  region  far  away. 

Will  labor  find  euiploymeut  : 
A  fair  day's  work,  tnd  a  fair  day's  pay, 

And  toil  will  earn  enjoyment  : 
What  need  then  of  this  daily  strife, 

Each  warring  with  his  brother  ? 
Why  need  we.  in  the  crowd  in  life, 
Seep  tramplin:;  on  each  other  ? 
O  fellow-men.  rememl>er  then,  whatever  chance  befkl. 
The  world  is  wide  where  those  abide. 

there's  room  enongb  for  all. 


Sweet  Lilla  Brown. 


In  the  Park. 

Written  and  Sung  by  H.  R.  Ollflon. 


Of  all  the  days,  ITe  only  one  day 

To  eujoy  myself,  and  that's  on  Sunday. 

In  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  Uie  Park.  In  the  Park  ; 
*Tla  there  you'll  meet  the  swells  by  dozens, 
Servant  girls  and  "  country  cousins   " 
In  tlte  Park,  iu  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  the  Park. 
CII0RU8. 
Oh  !  the  West-End  Park  on  a  Sunday— oh,  hi  bo  '■ 
If  the  day  is  One. 
And  the  sun  does  thine. 

Why,  go  to  the  Park  on  a  Snnday^^h,  U  bo  ! 
Why,  go  to  the  Park  on  a  Sunday. 

Twaa  there  I  met  a  damsel  neat. 
Under  a  tree,  on  a  wooden  seat. 

In  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  the  Park  : 
I  edged  up  to  her  to  have  some  talk. 
Then  offered  my  airm  to  go  for  a  walk, 
Tbro'  Ute  Park,  thro'  the  Park, 

-  .    thro' the  Park,  thro' the  Park. 

:  iJ:-  ;  V-  .    Oh  !  the  West-End  Park,  4c, 

Over  the  long  grass  then  we  rambled. 
And  thro'  the  flfteeo  acres  gambolled 

In  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  the  Park  : 
We  Jumped  about  over  bujh  and  furze  : 
I  lost  my  hat   so  she  Imt  me  hers. 

In  tbe  Park,  in  the  Park,  lu  the  Park  In  the  Park. 

Ob  !  the  West-Eud  Park,  &c. 

I  went  to  treat  her  at  tbe  Holx  ix  thk  Wali.— 
I  paid  for  seven  glasses,  and  she  drank  theiu  all. 

In  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  the  Park,  in  the  Park  : 
She  aaked  me  home  to  see  her  mama. 
Bnt  she  was  so  scbewbd.  she  fell  off  the  car. 

In  Um  Park,  in  tbe  Park,  in  the  Park  in  the  Park. 

Oh  !  tbe  West-End  Park,  ko. 

ITp  eomea  a  bobby— 'twaa  B  17  : 

Bays  he  :  "  Halloo,  young  man— what's  all  this  mean  ?  " 

In  the  Park   In  tbe  Park,  iu  tbe  Park    in  the  Park  : 
I  triad  to  explain,  but  she  said  :  "  Shut  up  : 
Policeman   he's  drunk— so  lock  bim  np  " 

What  a  Urk,  what  a  lark,  what  a  Urk   what  a  lark  T 

Ub  I  tbe  West-End  Park,  kc. 

Iiooked  np  all  night  In  a  police  station. 
And  fined  five  shillings  for  my  recreation. 

In  the  Park,  in  tbe  Park,  In  the  Park,  iu  the  Park  : 
Bo.  all  young  awells   a  wamiuR  take  : 
Whan  yon  meet  stranae  damsels,  uo  freedom  make 

In  tbe  Park,  in  tbe  Park.  In  the  Park   In  the  Park. 

Oh  !  the  Weat-Eud  Park,  kc. 


He  who  ponnea  two  hares,  catches  neither — 
When  onr  attention  is  directed  to  different  objects, 
we  nrely  suocead  in  adt.  It  is  like  havitig  "  too 
many  irons  in  the  fire. 


Miss  Lilla  was  a  charming  gal, 

She  was  raised  away  down  south, 
And  de  prettiest  features  ob  her  face 
Were  de  lips  around  her  mouth. 
Stop  ue  dance,  stop  de  song. 

Lay  de  banjo  down  : 
Fur,  she  is  now  in  de  happy  land 
Sweet  Lilla  Brown. 

Her  voice  was  all  melodious. 

Like  (le  sound  ob  a  silber  fip,  -  * 

And  when  slie  walk  around  de  room, 

She  sail  just  like  a  ship. 

Stop  de  dance,  «tc. 

Her  heels  dey  were  so  very  long, 

Dat,  when  she  turn  around. 
She  fell  into  de  southern  bay, 

An'  dere  she  run  aground. 

Stop  de  dance,  Ac. 

Dat  was  her  end,  atid  no  mistake — 

Oh  !  how  dis  darkey  cried  ! 
He  smoddered  bis  solemchoUyness 

With  oysters  raw  and  fried. 

S^p  de  dance,  <le. 

But  now,  oh,  my  ! 

Way  down  in  de  southern  baj', 
De  oysters  dey  sing  de  requii'iu 

To  dis  lubly  darkey  fay. 

.Stop  de  dance,  «bc. 


she's  dead  and  gone— - 


Love,  Hope,  and  Truth. 


A  maiden  stood  by  tbe  tranquil  sea. 

Where  a  bark  at  anchor  lay— 
And  the  captain  said  :  ■-  Prithee,  sail  with  me 

Across  yon  shining  bay. 
My  name  i«  Love   a  mariner  bold. 

And  a  trimmer  bark  haa  none  : 
My  crow  fear  uo  wave  that  over  rolled. 

And  all  are  ou  board  save  one.  " 

She  walled  not.  bnt  the  anchor  weighed 

When  her  foot  the  deck  had  preaaed. 
When  a  storm  arose  sud  the  lighlniug  played 

On  the  ocean's  darkling  breast. 
She  gazed  on  the  pale  and  drooping  crew. 

And  sighed  with  grief  to  find 
That  Truth,  who  alone  could  hriug  them  thro'. 

Bad  been  left  by  Love  behind. 

And  Hope,  who  still  at  tbe  rudder  kept, 

Tried  to  steer  In  that  lonely  bay. 
When  a  billow  o'er  the  vessel  swept, 

Aud  carried  poor  Love  away— 
And  Hope,  when  he  saw  his  captain  drown, 

Sprang  over  tbe  veasel's  side  : 
The  helm  was  unshipi>ed.  the  bark  want  down. 

And  all  on  board  her  died  '. 

Ah  !  venture  not  in  the  bark  of  Love, 

Tlio'  tbe  eeis  be  bright  aud  clear. 
Tho'  the  sky  be  smiling  blue  above. 

And  the  hand  of  Hope  may  steer  : 
For,  Hope  and  Love  may  do  much.  111  own. 

To  guide  lis  on  life's  dark  sea  : 
But  not  eiioiigh— for.  'tis  Truth  alouti 

Should  our  trusty  pilot  be  I 


Till  Early  in  the  Morning. 

What  ever  are  the  men  obout  ? 
They  stop  so  long  when  they  go  o«t. 
Like  naughty  boys  away  they  run , 
And  never  think  of  coming  honie-« 

Till  early  in  the  morning, 

1  ill  early  in  the  morning. 

Till  early  in  the  morning. 

About  the  break  of  day. 

My  Pa  has  joined  a  militia  corps. 

He  marches  home  in  the  inormng  at  four  : 

He  says  that  duty  bids  him  stay- 

1  thioK  whisky-toddy's  in  the  waj 

I'lll  early  in  tht.  Morning,  itc. 

My  brothers  they  must  have  the  key  : 
Lor  !  how  they  frighten  ma  and  me — 
When  they  coiue  home,  they  sing  atraoge  airs. 
And  dance  the  polka  on  the  stairs 

Till  early  in  the  Morning,  &e. 

So,  gentlemen,  reform,  I  pray, 

And  save  up  for  a  rainy  aay  :    . . 

Early  to  bed,  early  to  rise — 

Makes  a  man  healthy,  wealthy,  anfl  wise. 

Ti'li  early  in  the  morning,  Ac. 


Parody  on  :  Nothing  Else  To  Do. 

Written  by  Mr.  Ben.  Hosklns— Air  :    Nothing  more. 


Mow  if  yoa'II  only  list  to  ma  and  give  me  yonr  attention. 
I'm  going  to  sing  a  little  soug.  and  in  it  1  will  uienlion 
How  I  went  into  a  tavern,  once  to  hear  of  something  new. 
When  I  there  saw  two  men  flgbiing. 

'causa  they'd  notbiug  else  to  do. 

I  tried  to  seperate  them,  bnt  I  found  it  all  in  vain  f:  ' 
Soon  as  I  got  one  from  the  other. 

tbey  went  at  it  stiff  aualu. 
The  landlord  aaid  I  was  in  fanit  to 

interfere  between  the  two — 
So  kicked  me  slap-bang  in  tbe  atraet 

as  bed  nothing  else  tu  do. 

I  next  went  to  the  theatre  for  to  pass  awsy  the  time. 
And  there  I  spied  a  maiden  fair  concealed  in  crinoline  : 
She  asked  me  to  go  home  with  her  -  for.  she  lived  at  No.  2. 
I  smiled  and  said  :  '   My  dear.  I  will, 

when  I've  nothing  else  to  do.  " 

She  turned  apon  her  heel  and  left,  and. 

to  my  gre^tt  turpriae  '. 
I  found  my  watch  aud  chain  were  gone. 

I  could  scarce  believe  my  eyes  — 
I  turned  round  to  look  for  her,  she  was 

nearly  lost  to  view— 
I  cried  :  "  Come  back  '.  "  Says  she  : 

"  I  win,  when  I've  nothing  else  to  do.  " 

I  next  went  to  the  station  honse  to  give  Inforraation  there, 
Aud  on  my  way  returning  borne.  1  met  this  maiden  fiir  : 
Says  she  :   "  I  pawned  your  watch  and  chain 

for— I  think  'twaa  two  pound  two— 
There's  the  ticket,  yon  mny  lift  it. 

when  you've  nothing  else  to  do.  " 

Bo  with  yonr  kind  permission  I'll  just  finish  np  my  soug. 
For  fear  you  think  that  1  iuiriide  upon  your  time  tou  lung. 
I  was  sitting  at  my  Qreaide  musing  ou  a  thing  or  two, 
So  I  wrote  this  soug.  one  evening 

when  I'd  nothing  else  to  do. 


Ain't  it  Nice  to  Have  a  Beau  t 

By  Arthur  W.  French. 


As  you  out  a  walking  go. 

When  the  crowds  are  in  the  street. 
Passing  by  you  to  and  fro, 

Oft  by  chance  somk  onk  you  meet  : 
Soon  he's  walking  by  your  side. 

With  his  arm  in  yours — ^just  so — 
Looking  down  on  you  in  pride — 

Ain't  it  nice  to  have  a  beau  ? 
Chorus  :     Ain't  it  nice  to  have  n  beau. 

One  who  loves  you  well,  you  know. 
As  you  out  a  walking  go— 
Ain't  it  nice  to  have  a  beau  T 

Arm  in  arm  yon  stray  along     ■" 

Envied  by  each  single  lass  ' 
Who,  from  out  the  passing  throng. 

Jealous  glances  on  you  cast  : ' 
And  the  swells  that  try  to  flirt. 

Find  that  they  have  got  no  show. 
Deeming  you  so  proud  and  pert — 

Ain't  It  nice  to  have  a  l>eau  ? 

Ain't  it  nice  to  have  a  beau.  Ac. 

By  and  by  yon  reach  the  door,  i 

While,  of  course,  just  there  and  then 
Words  of  love  uk  whispers  o  er. 

Saying  he  will  come  again  : 
Loving  fips  to  yours  are  pressed,    ' 

Ana  you  murmw  softly— oh  ! 
Don't  you  wish  you  knew  the  rest  ? 

Ain't  it  nice  to  have  a  beau  ? 

Ain't  it  nice  to  have  a  beau,  Ac. 


^♦•» ' 


Karion  Lee. 


Come  to  me,  love  :  for.  here  I  am  waiting. 
Sadly  and  lone,  by  tbe  dark  rolling  sea  : 
Cold  winds  ate  blowing  aud  strange  voices  moaning. 
And  fast  Sow  tbe  tears  of  tljy  Marlon  Lee — 
Ob  '  why  dost  thou  tarry  so  long  on  th'e  ocean  T 

My  poor  heart  is  breaking  iu  sorrow  for  thee — 
Come  to  me   love  :  for.  here  I  am  waiting. 
And  fast  flow  the  tears  of  thy  Mariou  liise. 

Marion  Lee.  Marion  Lee— 

Never  again  shall  bia  bark  ride  the  billow  ; 
Peaceful  be  sleeps  where  tbe  sea- flowers  are  blooming. 

And  mermaids  are  watching  bis  bright  coral  pillow. 
Oh  '  why  doat  tbou  tarry,  Ac. 

Long  have  I  watched  thro'  tbe  night's  dresry  shadows. 

Oacing  far  ont  on  tbe  dark  rolling  sea. 
Striving  in  vain,  thro'  the  miais  ibat  are  hov'rlng. 

■To  catch  bnt  one  glance  of  thv  proud  bark  and  thee- 
Oh  :  why  doat  thou  tarry,  Ac. 


Mi« 
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Wait  Till  I  Put  on  Hy  Bonnet  ^ 

My  father  loves  eonnting  Iiis  cattle, 

Aly  mother  she's  fond  of  her  chair  : . 
liut  I,  oh  !   I  dote  upon  moonlight. 

Sweet  WLlks,  and  the  soft  quMt  air  : 
I'he  field  with  the  dew  star  upon  it, 

'1  he  scent  of  the  newly  mown  hay  : 
Oh  !  wait  till  I  put  on  iny  bonnet. 

Night's  sweeter  by  far  than  the  day — 
There  are  bonnets  with  ribbons  and  ieathere, 

liut  mine's  like  a  eipsy  so  brown, 
A  bonnet  that's  careless  of  weather, 

liut  happy's  the  head  'neatb  its  orown. 

The  day  was  intended  for  labor, 

iSut  nij^ht  was  a  gift  to  the  heart, 
When  neighbor  mi^ht  visit  with  neighbor, 

And  love  have  his  whispers  apart — 
The  life  ftnds  a  bloom  still  upon  it. 

And  time  walks  in  silver  array  :      '  ' 
Oh  !  wait  till  I  put  on  my  bonnet. 

Night's  sweeter  by  far  than  the  day — 

There  are  bonnets,  <ba. 


Danghten  to  SeU. 


Chilly  Sam. 


They  Ckll  me  chillr  Sam, 
I  am  so  cold,  oh,  dear  f 
.  Amongst  70U  I  h*Te  coma 

To  try  ind  w»rm  me  herfc 
Eellowsy's  pill  I've  tried. 

Likewise  the  water  oare. 
But  'tis  all  in  Tiin. 
I'm  still  a  chilly  cnre. 
Oh  I  oh  I  dear,  oh  ! 

80  bitter  cold  I  am  : 
Ton  that  feel  so  warm  and  nice. 
Pity  chilly  Bam. 

BroHN  :  Oh.  dear  !  0—0—0— ain't  I  eold  !  ITe  tried 
eterytlilDi; ;  pill,  ointmeut.  Turkish  baths  cayeone  pep- 
per, Turklih  towels,  ruoning.  jnmpinit-  flghtiog.  slept  In 
au  oven,  worked  by  a  blatllDS  farnace  :  at  last  I  was 
reoommended  to  try  the  Kait  Indies  :  I  wrnt.  gare  all 
the  people  the  chills— so  the  Oovernor  Oeneral  sent  me 
home  again.  CominK  home.  I  froze  the  sea.  so  the  ship 
was  ice-boand.  Then  I  tried  love,  was  oyer  bead  mud 
ears  In  it :  the  young  lady  said  my  afrectloni  were  too 
cold  f  >r  her  :  it  chilled  her  heart,  aud  she  died— Then  I 
tried  hot  water  baths :  one  day.  I  was  found  frozen  In  the 
bath  and  all  the  water  froze  in  the  pipes :  so  after  dlggln 
lue  oat  they  tnmed  me  out,  aod  never  allowed  me  near 
the  place  again.  In  the  aniumer  time,  I  am  employed  by 
batchers  to  kSef  the  meat  wholesome  and  flsbmoogers 
to  keep  the  fish  sweet,  as  I  am  many  de);reos  cooler  thau 
ice.  The  other  day,  I  was  told  that  my  father— yoamuat 
know  I  ueTer  bad  the  pleasare  of  bis  scqaalntance— met 
with  a  great  misfortnne  :  be  accidentally  killed  another 
man,  he  waa  cold  blooded  :  so  I  sncpose  it's  in  the  fami- 
ly :  that  accounts  for  cold  blooit  in  my  velua  :  ba  left  uo 
property  :  as  to  the  family  plate,  there  was  but  au  Iron 
one,  the  beir  loom  of  the  family,  presented  taim  by 
govamment  after  death,  as  a  memento  of  bis  deeds — 

I  waa  In  the  Chinese  war. 

Borne  aay  war  is  hot : 
But  very  well  I  know 

Warm  I  never  got. 
I  was  in  the  battle's  heat 

Without  the  least  alarm  : 
80  bitter  cold  I  felt  myself, 

Tbo'  others  I  did  warm- 
Ob  !  oh  !  dear.  Oh  ! 


ke 


Is  there  one  amongst  ynn, 

A  receipt  would  give  t  

For  I  feel  that  I 

Longer  cannot  live — 
I  feel  BO  very  cold. 

Au  icicle  I  am  :  ' 

Ton  that  feel  so  warm  and  nica. 
Pity  cblUy  Bam. 

Oh  I  oh  '  dear,  ch  ! 

80  freezing  cold  I  am  : 
Perhaps  If  you  applause  bestow. 
It  Wight  warm  chilly  Sam. 


O'er  the  HilU,  Beuie. 


O'er  the  hills,  Bessie,  and  over  the  heather, 
To  find  a  lone  bower,  we'll  wander  together  : 
Our  beds  shall  be  roses  :  our  shelter  the  skies  : 
Eaoh  spot  will  grow  lovely  when  lit  by  tiiose'  eyes — 
At  twilight's  soft  glow,  we'll  whisper  of  love, 
As  night-bird's  sweet  melody  flows  from  above. 

O'er  the  hills,  Ac. 

Beneath  the  sweet  briar,  we'll  look  back  on  each  aceiM 
Of  tumult  and  city,  and  bless  the  bright  green  : 
In  summer  we'll  wander  the  river  along. 
And  Bessie  shall  cheer  winter's  gloom  with  a  song  : 
And,  oh  !  luy  dear  Bessie,  when  charms  shall  depart, 
I'll  g^aze  on  thy  mind  and  still  twine  round  thv  heart — 

O'er  the  hills,  Ac. 


•: 


Daughters  to  sell— daaghters  to  sell—  ....*'■ 

They  cost  more  money  than  I  can  tell  t 

Their  education  has  been  first- rate  : 

What  wealthy  young  nobleman  wants  a  mate  T 

They  aiug  like  uightingalea,  play  as  well  ! 

Daughters  to  sell— daughters  to  sell !  ...j. 

Here's  my  fine  dangbters.  my  danghters,  oh  t  - 
Oerii'an.  Italian,  and  French  they  know : 
Djnce  like  Bylphidea  for  grace  aud  eaae  : 
Choose  out  your  partner,  whichever  you  please— 
Here's  a  nice  wife  for  a  rich  young  swell : 
Daugbters  to  aell— daughters  to  sell ! 

Beautiful  daughters,  dark  and  (kir. 

Each  a  treasure  to  suit  a  millionaire. 

Or  fit  to  pair  with  any  Duke's  heir. 

At  Bt  George's  Church  by  Hanover  Bqiure.    .':,:; 

Hoy  :  you  that  in  lordly  mansions  dwell, 

Daugbters  to  aell — daughters  to  sell ! 

Bay  my  dear  daugbters,  who  wants  a  bride. 

That  cau  give  her  a  carriage  and  horses  to  ride 

Btand  an  opera  box  for  his  fancy  queen,  - : 

And  no  end  of  acres  of  crinoline  :  !,~ 

Ever  new  furniture,  Jewels  and  plate,     .,..■■ 

All  sorts  of  servanta  upon  her  to  wait :  -  ...; 

Visits  to  Paris,  Vienna,  and  Bome,  "    '    ' 

In  abort,  all  that  she's  been  brought  np  to  at  home — 

Here  are  girls  for  your  money— if  out  you  cau  aliall—  ; 

Hy  daugbters  to  sell— my  daughters  to  sell ! 


The  Old  Chimney  Corner.  •      :   ;v 

In  the  dear  old  chimney  comer  let  ns  circle  round  the  fire : 
For,  the  wind  it  whistles  mournfully, 

chill  falls  the  evening  d«w  : 
Onr  lire  has  llfs  existence,  heap  the  biaziug  faggot  higher : 
As  warm  and  bright  it  kindles. 

will  each  bosom  kindle,  too. 
Tls  a  friend,  a  glad  companion 

through  the  lonely  winter  night : 
Its  creation  bow  delightful,  to  neglect  It  were  a  shame — 
Bow  it  biases,  bow  it  sparkles, 

as  it  bursts  from  smoke  to  light — 
With  life  and  voice  it  leaps,  it  speaks  !  feed, 

merry  hearts,  the  flame. 

In  the  snug  old  chimney  corner 

is  the  off 'ring  burnt  of  borne. 
The  sacrifice  of  heart  at  hospitality's  own  shrine  : 
llie  lucenae  of  good  fellowghip  we'll  raise  to  all  that  come. 
From  which,  aa  high  as  the  smoke  asceuds. 

we'll  omens  draw  divine — 
Blythe  fire  !  what  fairy  visions 

in  thy  cheerful  front  we  trace- 
Bright  Caces.  sunuy  landscapes, 

that  still  smile  at  every  oare  : 
Thy  ashes  tell  ns  we  must  die, 

but  thoughts  of  sorrow  chase, 
And  with  our  flre-side  songs. 

my  merry  hearts,  defy  despair  ! 


Mr.  Spriggs,  the  Grocer. 

By  W.  Beeves. 


Mister  fipriggs.  (he  grocer,  he  married  Hiss  BeT«l : 
He  thougbt  her  an  angel,  she  turned  out  a  devil  : 

Poor  Mister  Spriggs  '. 
She  sang  pab-lkb-vou'd.  danced  waltzes  and  jigs, 
Bbe  waated  the  tea.  and  the  augar.  and  figs  : 
Aud  said  she'd  be  mislrsss- "  ple.ise  the  pigs  !  " 

Poor  Mister  Spriggs  ! 

UU  !  i>oor  Hister  Spriggs '. 

Ulssns  Spriggs  gave  parties  to  tea  and  to  dinner. 
And  played  guinea  whist,  tho'  she  ne'er  was  a  winner  : 

Poof  Mr.  Spriggs  ' 
She  loved  silver,  mueliu.  French  lace,  and  rich  sttiffs. 
Pelisses  and  tippets  and  chiuchlli  muffs  : 
And  |ouie  say  she  loved  Captain  Brown  of  the  Bnflli — 

Poor  Hr.  Spriggs  ! 

OU  !  poor  Mr,  Spriggs  ! 

Mr.  Spriggs  and  his  wife  fell  out,  one  night, 

And  she  vowed  she'd  drown  berseif  ont  of  mere  spite 

To  poor  Mr.  Spriggs  '. 
She  ran  to  the  river,  but  when  she  walked  in, 
Her  courage  grew  cold  as  the  wave  touched  her  chin. 
And  drowning  herself  she  thougbt  was  a  sin — 

Poor  Mr  Spriggs  ! 

Ob  :  poor  Mr.  Spriggs  '. 

A  fisherman  saw  her,  and  thought  she'd  be  wst. 
So  he  pnlled  Sally  out  by  a  caat  of  his  net : 

Poor  Mr.  Spriggs  ! 
Took  her  home,  lialf- drowned,  to  her  anxiona  dear. 
Who  cried  when  he  sin  her  (  sbe  waa  looking  so  queer!  ) 
"  Pray,  sir.  why  the  devil  did  you  interfere 

With  poor  Mrs.  Spriggs  T  "..      . 

Oh  ;  poor  Mr,  Spriggs  ! 


It  is  injurious  to  be  in  a  hurry,  and  delay  is 
often  eq^lly  so  ;  be  is  wise  who  does  everytmng 
in  proper  tmie.  Tardiness  and  precipitation  are 
eztremea  equally  to  be  avoided. 

He  labors  in  vain  who  aims  at  pleasing  every- 
body. 


Where  are  Ton  Going  on  Sunday  1 


■  1  am  going  to  tell  a  story,  ■.•; 

And  1  wish  you  all  good  health  : 
Now  what  I  am  going  to  tell  yon, 

'Tia  all  about  uyseir 
My  Bliopuates  would  be  cbaAng, 

And  as  I  wrnt  along  : 
"  Where  are  yon  going  on  Sunday  T  " 

They  all  weuld  holloa  Toiu.  • 

Cboras  :     I'm  going  somewhere. 

Some  fuiiur  sicbtk  to  see  : 
/•  Where  are  you  goin^  i>n  Sunday  I " 
*      Tbey  shouted  after  me. 

Upeit  last  Snnday  morning, 
I  «lre«aed  mys#lf  so  An*. 
■  Wilh  my  new  pork-pie  hat.  .  ■     *  .  , 

And  a  feather  stuck  behind  :    '-""••'■ 
Oft  to  tlie  park  I  toddled. 

I  kept  going  on  a  rum  way,  ■.i" :    "  .  . 

Lor  '.  how  tlie  people  holload  : 
"  Where  are  you  going  on  Sunday  ?  " 

I'm  going  somewhera,  ka. 

At  me  the  boys  did  laugh. 

9at  onward  atraight  1  goes  : 
Andaa  they  all  did  ehaff. 

Came  a  cowdab  on  my  uoaa  :    . 
Into  my  mouth  it  ran 

A  ad  down  my  throat  some  way  : 
So  nicely  I  waa  dono. 

When  going  out  ou  Sunday- 

I'm  going  soBMwbMW,  4o. 

Imttagirlso  fine.  ,      ^ 

Bbe  was  a  charming  creature,     I 
Sbe  had  a  crinoline. 

It  would  cover  half  an  aera  : 
So  lovely  waa  the  Weather.  '.'  '  •.     •    . 

1  thought  it  waa  a  rum  day  :  .','     .>,'" 

Then  arm-in-arm  together, 

jWe  went  along  on  Sanday, 

I'm  going  aomawhata,  ke. 

Vto  got  into  the  Strand. 

'l!be  boys  got  floakiug  roand  : 
Ttiey  bit  my  pork-pie  hat. 

And  bang  sent  in  the  crown —  '°^  ' 

Me  and  my  fair  lass  * VV 

Fell  down  together  in  eome  way. 
We  nicely  were  stuck  fast  '  ' 

iWhen  going  out  on  Snnday, 
I'm  going  aomewhere,  kc 

ItbBy  blacked  my  fhce  with  aovt,  >  ..  .  - 
i  Smaahed  Mary's  crinoline,   ,  '■■■■']^ 

B<^ore  I  could  get  np. 

They  my  trousers  aplit  behind  : 
^he  boys  pnlled  out  my  shirt,  •'  '  •  ;■': 

J  Kept  Rotng  on  a  mm  way,  •,:■  ■ 

"I  waa  smothered  in  dirt, 
|(Vben  going  ont  on  Sunday. 

I'm  going  somewbare,  Ac, 

'for  Mary  cnt  her  stick,  ..•..■»,-,•.  >  ...;.,  .- 
)And  bolted  like  a  shot,  i ,  •  ""  •  '  .•  -  . .-  .' 
he  had  lost  her  crinoline.  '  "'  r° .. 

And  broke  her.  you  know  what —        '  : .    -. 
Pporl  waa  left  alone,  i   .?  ■' 

lAnd  in  a  very  rum  away  :  j: 

I^ey  may  aay  when  I  get  home :  ■  ~ 
Where  are  yon  going  on  Snnday  ?  '* 

I'm  going  somewhere,  Ac. 

pp  came  a  "  bobby  "  then,  -  -    , 

'  It  did  me  sore  affright ;  ,•>  .  ;.  -"^  ■  ■ 

To  the  atatlou-house  me  took,  ■  W' 

J  And  l'>cked  me  up  all  night :      ."    '       '-'■■ 
dharged  me  with  being  drunk.  ■ ./  :  - 

]  Before  the  ••  I'eak  "  ou  Monday  :       .,  ;' 
ive  bob  tbey  made  roe  pay 
For  going  out  ou  Suuilay. 

I'm  going  somewhere,  Ac, 

\o  money  I  hid  got. 
So  they  gave  tlie  ••  bobby  "  a  paper, 
fo  take  me  <iff  to  quod 
A  week  to  thread  the  ohaffer. 
le  guv'nor  looked  at  me  : 
When  I  came  out  on  Monday. 
say  :  "  Old  chap  "  S.>ya  he  : 

Where  are  you  going  ou  Sunday  ?  '' 

I  m  going  aomewhere.  Ac. 


Come,  Eest  in  this  Bomb  ! 


Comfe,  rest  in  this  bosom,  my  own  Btr>cken  dear  ! 
Tho'  tlie  herd  have  fled  from  thee, 

thy  home  is  still  here  : 
Her«  Itill  is  the  smile  that  no  cluiid  can  o'ercast. 
And  the  heart  and  the  hand  all  thy  own  to  the  last ! 

Oh  !  what  was  love  made  for,  if  lis  not  the  same 
Thrvugb  joy  and  through  torments, 

through  glory  and  shame  ? 
I  know  not,  I  ask  not  if  guilt's  in  that  heart, 
I  but  know  that  I  love  thee  whatever  thou  art — 

Thou  hast  called  me  thy  angel  in  moments  of  bliss, 
And  thy  angel  I'll  be  'mid  the  sorrows  of  this— 
Through  the  fomaoe,  unshrinking  thy  st«ps  to  pureix^  j 
And  shield  thee,  and  save  thee— or  periak  there,  too  1| 


m 
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It  was  a  Form. 


RfCITATin. 


I 


"  r.  . 

>  ■  . 

I- 


One  diy,  I  wandered  far  away, 

A'  dwr  is  known  to  browse  or  stray,  ■ 

And  roving  down  tlie  mountain  side, 

AViih  llt-nven,  my  only  hoj>e  and  guide, 

71)0  cries  of  danger  caught  mine  ear, 

As  an  unbridled  horse  grew  nc-ar 

1 'curing  a  fuinting  form.     Between 

'1  liat  (4U'ed  and  yonder  deep  ravine, 

I  pj)niii;^,  iiiiJ  nclilot-s  of  ularnis,  i 

Clasped  llie  sad  victim  in  mine  amu.  ^ 

AIR.  .^       ■'.■• 

It  was  a  form  so  fin<ly  wrought —  4^-  '    ^ 

A  l<H>k,  though  pole,  so  fair,  j 

It  seiined  that  lavish  Nature  brought  •  i' 

Her  choicest  treasures  there.  i.  .      .  ./ 

To  gaze  upon  hvr  beauty  a  beam,  .-       .j 

I  n  hope  its  light  to  share,  .':' 

1  ho"  Kks  than  fancy  fain  would  dream,  V 

Is  more  than  it  would  dare.  ^' 

The  charm  n|Min  that  brow  and  cheek  i; 

Have  rarely  Mcn-lcd  yet, 
And  worship  elsewhere  vain  might  s^k 

The  idol  there  it  met.  ^ 

To  gaze  upon,  «tc. 

The  Old  Man  and  the  Child 


The  child  and  the  old  man  sat  alone. 

In  tlie  quiet  peaceful  shade 
Of  the  old  green  boughs  that  had  richly  growa 

In  the  deep  thick  forest  glade. 
It  was  a  soft  and  pleasant  sound, 

'i  hat  ru'-tling  of  the  oak  : 
And  the  gentle  breeze  played  lightly  round 

As  thus  the  fair  boy  spoke  : 

"  I)ear  father,  what  can  honor  be, 

Of  which  1  hear  men  rave? 
Field,  cell  and  cloister,  land  and  sea, 

'J  he  tempest  and  the  grave  : 
It  lives  in  all,  'tis  sought  in  each, 

'lis  never  heard  or  seen  : 
Now,  tell  me,  father,   1  beseech, 

What  can  this  honor  mean  ?  " 

"  It  is  a  name,  a  name,  my  child. 

It  lived  in  other  days  : 
When  men  were  rude,  their  passion  wild, 

1  heir  sport  thick  battle  frays  :       • 
When  in  armor  bright  the  warrior  bold 

Knelt  to  his  lady's  eyes — 
Beneath  the  abbey  pavement,  old. 

That  warrior's  dust  now  lies — 

The  iron  hearts  of  that  old  day 

Have  moulded  in  the  crave  : 
And  chivalry  has  passed  away. 

With  knights  so  true  and  brave^ 
The  honor  which  to  them  was  life, 

Throbs  in  no  bosom  now  : 
It  only  gilds  the  gambler's  strife. 

Or  decks  the  worthless  vow.  " 


^-^t-^ 


Why  Did  I  Love  ? 

Why  did  I  love  ?  why,  why  did  T  love  ? 
cliut  it's  past,  it's  past  for  ever — 
Vainly  snail  man  endeavor 
Heneeforth  my  heart  to  move  :    . 
I,  who  laughed  at  its  chain. 
Have  worn  it,  I  vow. 
But  it's  broken,  and  now 
I  kugh  it  to  scorn  again. 

Why  did  1  iove  ?  &C. 

Ftm,  free  aa  the  wind 
That  courses  the  green  vales  through. 

No  fetter  shall  bind 

My  heart  or  mind. 

And  Cupid  shall  find 

TfaiU  I'll  only  he  blind. 
In  fhtan,  his  eharms  anto. 

Why  did  I  love  ?  <kc. 


Adam  was  a  Oeatlemao. 


Why  ifl  a  yonng  Udy  like  misery  ?    Beoauae  she 
loTea  compuiy. 


Old  Adam  was  the  flrst  man  fornird.  that  everybody  l>nn\Ta  : 
He  neverpald  no  tailor's  liilU.  hrcaiiso  ha  wore  uo  clolbrs  : 
Mor  white  liid  gloves  u)h>ii  his  hands. 

aa  }'uu  majr  well  suppose  : 
Nor  dandy  collar  round  his  neck. 

Dor  phn<>a  to  hi'to  his  toes  : 
For,  Adam  was  a  gentleman  all  of  the  olden  liiun. 

He  neither  rent  nor  taxes  paid,  nor  dous  canio  to  his  dour  : 
Uu  had  enough  of  meat  and  drink. 

iin>i  BDUia  left  for  the  poor  : 
But  then  the  poor  were  not  xet  bi>in 

anl  neither  wee  the  groat  : 
Mo  rogues  nor  thieves  had  he  lu  fear  : 

so  he  never  barred  his  gate. 
For,  Adam  waa  a  gentlemau.  kc. 

His  wife  his  dinner  cooked,  each  day. 

of  (.'(Mill  fat  roa«t  nnd  bailed  : 
But  oftentimes  for  want  of  fire  tiis  dinner  it  tjot  spoiled  : 
He  wonid  have  bad  It  cooked  with  km, 

liut  coiildu't  that  afford  : 
From  Newcastle  he'd  have  had  hia  coals. 

hnt  the  pita  were  not  tlirn  borod. 
For,  Adam  was  a  soutleiuan,  &c. 

His  wife,  nnlike  oar  women  now. 

lu  frills  or  l)Owa  ne'er  dressed, 
Wore  no  Magenta  petticoats  criuulioe,  and  a'.l  the  rest  — 
Her  neighbors  she  ne'er  scandalized, 

or  treatel  tlicm  with  scoru  — 
She  was  the  pink  of  women,  sure— beranpe 

none  olan  wore  born. 
Vor,  Adam  was  a  gobtleman,  tic 


His  time  passed  hapi^  on  the  wli^r.  he  lei  a  frncal  life  : 
Nor  quarrelled  he  wuh  any  oii"  unle'st  it  "r.a  In*  wifo. 
Shedurattotruat  hliii  out  at  niKhl :  for.  t>o  tlie  pi»i|ilo  say  : 
She  never  yet  was  uuce  afraid  of  Ada^i  K"i»-(  a^ray. 

For,  Adam  was  a  ycutlemun   kc. 

Old  Adam  ne'er  example  took  from  other  people's  ways 
Nor  e'er  frequented  clulia  orbulls  orpluy-houses  orplays: 
For.  play-houses  ai.d  concert-rnoma 

had  not  been  bnllded  then  : 
And  Eve  was  never  one  accased  of  flirting  with  the  men. 
For.  Adam  was  a  Keulloman.  iiC. 

Be  lived  nnto  a  Rood  old  %r6  without  any  care  or  pride. 
And  when  bis  days  had  run  tboir  course. 

<if  conrae   poor  Adam  died. 
Ins  coach  and  six  they  his  remains  conveyed  to  bia  last  bed. 
And  of  what  came  o'er  him,  after  that  I  never  heard  It  said. 
Fur  Adam  was  a  geutleiuan,  &c. 


What  Can  a  Poor  Maiden  Do  ? 


Were  it  not  for  these  men,  we  should  ne'er  do  amiss. 

Nor  papas  nor  niiimnms  disolx^y. 
But,  alas  I  wlien  with  si^jhs.  they  demond  but  a  kiss — 
Wliy,  what  can  a  poor  maiden  soy  ? 

tShe  cries  no^tlien  cries  hnxli — 

Then  looks  down  with  a  Vilush — 
While  lie  sweors  to  his  vows  he'll  be  true  : 

And  with  one  by  your  side. 

Who  will  not  lie  denied — 
Why  — what  can  a  pour  maiden  do  ? 

While  they  guess  there's  a  heart 

pleading  for  them  within, 
'Tis  in  vain  that  onr  lips  say  them  nay — 
But,  alas  !  if  they  once  are  determined  to  win  — 
Why— what  can  a  poor  mai^len  say  ? 
^he  cries  no — with  a  blusli — 
He  persists — she  cries  hush — 
If  she  fly,  still  the  lovers  pursue  :  •■ 
Those  men  we  may  fear. 
Yet,  without  tliem,  oh,  dear  I 
Why — what  can  a  jwor  maiden  do  ?  * 


A  Hundred  Tears  Ago, 


A  hnndred  years  ago.  the  world  was  Just  :\n  now  : 

The  ways  of  men  are  same  aa  then,  and  will  be  so  T  trow  ; 

We've  Joy  to  raiae  onr  hearts,  and  grief  to  lay  them  low. 

Yet  joy  and  grief  were  Juat  aa  I  rlef  a  hun<lred  years  ago, 

A  hundred  years  ago  a  Imndred  years  aco 

Tet  joy  and  grief  were  Just  as  brief,  a  bond'Ted  years  ago— 

The  gay  and  giddy  crowd  which  every  day  wa  view. 
Both  old  and  young,  have  paa^iona  strong 

aa  thoaa  onr  grandslrea  knaw  : 
In  friendship  and  in  trnth  you'll  find  'twas  ever  so— 
For,  fools  believed,  and  knavea  deceivMl, 

a  bnndred  years  ago, 
A  hundred  years  ago,  a  bundre<I  years  ago. 

For.  fools  believed,  &o. 

Let  heroes  talk  of  war.  in  a«rea  past  nwar. 
The  iaQri'l4  won  were  proudly  hoi%o 

aa  those  Ihev  win  to-day  ! 
Wh.1t  though  onr  valinnt  arms  lay  prostrate  ev'ry  foe 
The  men  of  old  nero  quite  a<  liold   a  hnndred  yeara  ago. 
A  bnndred  year*  aero,  a  hondrod  years  sgo 

Tlte  men  of  old  were  quite  aa  hold.  4c. 


t  hen  alnc<f' twas  ever  so.  let  pleasnre  be  the  theme, 
The  S'>ng  entwine  with  wit  and  wine. 

and  woman  reign  supreme  : 
Why  (father  life's  dark  flowera  when 

bright  ones  ronnd  as  grow  T 
It  was  the  same  whale'er  yon  name,  a  hundred  years  ago, 
A  hundred  yeara  ago.  a  hundred  yeara  a4.o 

It  waa  the  same.  kc.      i 


KoUing-  Home  Across  the  Sea 

L'p  iiloft  nmid  llic  rigging. 

>iiyj;<  the  fre:<h  exulting  gale.       ' 
><troiin  OS  spring  time  in  the  blossom. 

^illlng  <>tit  «och  blooming  hoil  : 
And  'lie  wiiil  uiiv.'s  cl.  ft  hK-liiiid  us 

^•••eiii  ti>  iiiuniiur  m*  tliej'  flow  : 
••  Tliere  are  kindly  h' arts  lliut  wait  you 
In  the  land  to  which  ye  go.  " 
iUUling  home.  niUiiig  home, 

KoUing  hoiiie.,  dear  land,  U>  thee  I 
llolling  home,  to  iii.rry  l-ngloiid,    [ , 
KoUiiig  home  acmss  the  t^ea.        ' 

Twice  a  thonsaml  miles  behind  u«. 

And  a  thoufond  iiiiles  lieforo. 
Ancient  Oeenn  heaves  to  Ijenr  iw 

■|  o  the  well  remembered  shore  : 
Ncw-l>orn  br<'ezes  swell  to  waft  us 

To  our  childhood's  balmy  skies. 
To  the  glow  of  friendly  faces, 

I'o  the  light  of  loving  eyes — 

KoUing  home,  Ae. 


I  Saw  Her  at  the  Fancy  Fair. 

I  saw  her  at  the  fancy  fair. 

Where  youth  and  beauty  joyful  met— 
The  loveliest  of  the  lovely  there. 

Ne'er  shall  I  that  girl  forget — 
That  girl  forget  ! 

No  one  could  pass  her  coolly  by  :  •      ^ 

Fairer  than  all  she  was,  yet  meek — 

Heaven  was  in  her  diamond  eye. 
And  roses  crimsoned  o'er  her  cheek. 

And  roses  crimsoned  o'er  her  cheek. 

To  nature's  gayest  scenes  she  lent 

A  sweet,  a  soul-enchanted  spell  ; 
At  home,  abroad,  where'er  she  went. 

How  loved,  how  cotirted,  none  can  t«ll — 
None,  none  con  tell. 

'Mid  dazzling  splendor  arrayed,    /.:•■, 

^he  urged  the  sacred  claims  of  woe. 
As  gracetuUy  her  tresses  played 
O'er  neck — that  mocked  the  mountain  snow — 
O'er  neck— o'er  neck  that 

mocked  the  mountain  snow- 
^  i>i  ^i. 

The  Desert. 


Alone  in  the  desert !  alone— I  m  alone  ' 
My  KOo.l  steed  rxhaiisted    my  false  guide  hath  flown, 
My  path  to  recover  I've  aongbt  all  In  vain  : 
()  Go<l  '  I  am  loat  in  this  desolate  plain  '  r 

No  stream  r:in  I  find    the  cool  watera  to  sip.  I 

Ur  wild  fruit  to  mniaten  my  blood-awollen  lip  : 
Htlll  more  fiiutly  I  draw  the  life  parting  breath- 
No  brreze  l>ut  tlie'slnioon,  whose  hot  kisa  la  death  : 
For  aaelstxiice  in  va*B  my  glance  wildly  I  fling  : 
Not  a  speck  in  tlie  iiir  save  the  vnltare'a  dark  wing  : 
8<>on  '  soon  aliall  I  feci  hm  keen  beak  in  my  breaet. 
And  the  draert'a  hot  eaiid  prove  my  last  coach  of  rest— 

I  am  here  like  eome  wreck  by  the  mad  billows  thrown. 
With  <l<'alli  aud  its  terrora  t<i  atrDgKle  al<  no  : 
In  thin  roiiieat  with  death    the  deep  (aiig  that  rends 
Is  the  thought  of  those  dear  ones- 
wife,  children   and  friends  ' 
Must  I  die  ?  must  I  die  T— See,  the  vnltnre  draws  near. 
Humanity's  fbrm  can  no  more  caoae  falm  fear. 
Hark'  bark  '  'tia  «  bell,  (alutly  aonnding  I  bear- 
Some  ship  of  lbs  detert.  a  camel  la  near  ' 

0  Ood  '  mock  me  not  with  a  filnt  fleeting  hope  : 

If  my  false  ears  deceive  me    life's  laat  hope  la  broke— 

1  am  saved  '  I  am  saved  '.  friends,  friends  are  at  band- 
They  see  me,  they  bear  my  lone  cry  on  Ibe  sand  : 

And  nearer  and  nearer  the  camel  bell  rings. 
Aud  the  vnltnre  sails  from  me  with  outspieading  wluge— 
I'm  save<l  ' 


A  witty  doctor  said  that  titrht  lacing  wns  a 
public  benefit,  inasmuch  as  it  killed  all  the  fool- 
ish girls,  and  left  the  wise  ones  to  g^w  to  be  wo- 
men. 
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The  Island  of  Green. 

Written  for  Hiirr  Clifton  and  Snne  by  him  at  all  liis 
popular  Concerta  throughout  Great  Britain  aud  IrelanU. 

Tba  Muaic  of  thia  piece,  arranged  for  the  Tulce  and 

pianoforte,  ia  publlahed  by  S.  H.  Harding  in  hla  eleiint 

and  larg*  donble-abeet  form— Tbe  sam«  *■  the  Thiity 

Ceot  Sheet  Maale— For  tale  br  K.  H  Harding, 

Mo.  288  Bowery— Price  Ten  Centa. 


Ah.  poh  '.  botheration,  dear  Ireland'a  the  catiou 
Where  man  eT'r;  Joy  upon  earth  may  ubtaia : 
Where  with  hoapitallty.  couTlTiality,  ;       '■ 

Frlendablp  and  open  aloearlty  relen. 
Shnre.  I've  roamed  the  world  oTer,  from  Dublin  io  Dorer, 

But  ia  all  the  atfauge  countriea  wherever  I've  been, 

I  ne'er  *aw  an  Island  on  aea  or  on  dry  land. 

Like  Padd  j'«  own  sweet  little  Island  A  green. 

0HOUC8. 

The  aweet  little  IsUnd.  the  dear  little  lalaud. 

Like  Paddy's  own  sweet  little  lalaod  of  green. 

In  ED^Iaud  yonr  rotes  make  mighty  fine  posies  : 

Provoke  Scotla'a  tliiatle.  you  meet  your  reward  : 
But  ahnre  for  Its  beauty,  an  Iriahman's  duty 

will  teach  him  hia  own  native  plant  to  regard 
8t,  Patrick  he  aet  It.  with  dew-drops  he  wet  It,  .. 

And  often  to  cheriah  and  bleis  it  was  seen ; 
Ita  l>eautiea  are  rare  too  :  it's  freaU  aud  it's  r«re,'1d6  : 

Aud  blooms  but  in  Ireland  s  own  Island  of  green. 

The  aweet  little,  he. 

A  sprig  from  each  stem  forms  a  rich  raried  gem. 

More  brllliSBtly  bright  than  the  dew  on  the  thorn, 
Tofetber  niibllghted   nnaallled.  united. 

It  blooms  a  bouquet  be.mty'a  breast  to  adorn. 
Oh  !  louK  may  they  flourish,  may  Heaven's  dew  nourish 

Each  wariu  kiudred  aoil  where  the  siiihlems  «ie  seen  ! 
May  no  fatal  blunder  e'er  tear  them  asunder 

Out  long  be  they  wreathed  in  the  Island  of  green  V- 

Tbe  sweet  little,  Ac. 

Sncoess  to  ould  Ireland  .  its  bogs  and  its  mire-land— 

There'a  not  such  a  universe  under  the  sun. 
.Forjionor.  for  spirit,  fidelity,  merit. 

For  wit  and  cood  fellowabip.  frolic  and  fno  ;  - 
With  wine  an<l  with  whiskey,  when  once  he  gels  friskjr, 

An  Irlstinjan's  heart  in  true  colors  la  seen  : 
While  with  mirth  overflowine.  with  love  it  Is  glowiug. 

With  love  for  its  own  native  Island  of  green. 

Tb*  sweet  little,  ke. 


Marching  through  the  Parks  ' 
Or  the  Drum-Major. 

By  J.  F.  Brian. 


..,#• 


liebold  a  warrior  bold. 

Who  is  not  too  fond  of  flgbtlng   -V  '' 
&ome  aervice  suits  me  beat. 

It's  so  much  more  inviting. 
The'  men  may  langh  at  my  walking  stafl^ 

They  envy  me.  I  wager. 
And  would  not  they  all  like  to  be 

The  Grenadier's  Dram-Ma]or  !       ,  ... 
CaORDS. 

Marching  through  the  psrki. 

Marching  througU/be  parka. 
You  hear  tlie  drum  go  rum.  turn,  torn, 

A  a  we  march  through  the  parks. 
Marching  through  the  parka, 

Marching  through  the  parks, 
Yon  hear  the  drum  go  rnui.  turn,  turn 

As  we  mcrch  through  the  parks. 

■ '  ■  »••  go  murctaing  by,  '  -'. 

There  Is  many  a  pretty  face 
That  slwaya  haH  a  smile  ^ 

For  me  and  my  liripht  gold  Isce.  ^ 

Ata  Mirl  I  wink   which  maVes  her  thlB'. 

in  talk  I  should  engage  her  :  , 

But  bless  their  hearts  I  love  'em  all. 

Does  lbs  GrcnS'liers'  Dniro-Hajur. 

Marchlug  through  the  parks,  Itf, 

?  Inight.  with  what  delicht  ,  -     f.    ' 

Dv>  we  l>eat  the  grand  tat-too — 
'hen  every  drumuier-lioy 
To  hiH  sweet-heart  bids  adieu. 
We've  b)-ateM  thu  drum,  then  out  I  come. 

To  ii.eet  Malllilu  l'at;er. 
Who  thinks  it  grand   yon  nnilerstand. 
To  walk  with  her  Drum-Major. 

Marching  through  th«  parks,  Ac. 

Now.  ladies  pray  ilon't  start  ,   .        ^ 

At  what  I'm  poini;  to  mention:   :.•      ;. 
Although  I  love  >ou  all.  ^' ■  : 

To  wed'a  not  my  intention  ; 
The  hand  would  so  mike  fun  of  me.       • 

Uy  wife  it  would  enrage  her: 
Ont.  ladies  dear,  are  any  here 

Who'll  walk  with  the  Dmm-Ma}or  t 

Marching  throogh  (he  parks.  &c. 


Marria<je — .\  man  wlio  passes  thron|;K  life  with- 
out inarryin?  is  like  a  fair  mansion  left  br  tlic 
builder  uniinish'ed.  '1  he  balf  that  is  ooinplet«a  runs 
to  decay  from  neglect,  op  becomes  at  Wst  but  a 
Burry  tenement,  wanting  the  addition  of  that  wliich 


Yen  my  Fand  Fegins  to  Blay. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Gns  Williams. 


I  love  a  leetle  Deltcher.  de  sweedest  gal  in  town, 

Uud  sbe-vas  fit  to  pe  a  qoeen.  nnd  wear  a  golden  grown.   I 

Hhe  alvaja  comes  to  see  me.  and  almost  every  day. 

She  liatuna  to  de  maaic.  ven  my  pand  pegins  to  blay.         \ 

CHORCS. 
Und  my  gal  ahe  says  she  feels  pully, 

ven  my  pand  pegiua  to  btay  : 
Ven  de  pand  pegins  to  bUy.  ven  my  pand  pegius  to  blay. 
I'm  as  habby.  like  a  8.tr.lme.  Ven  I  t-ee  her  every  da^. 
A  listening  lo  de  music  of  my  pand,  pum  !  pitu  t 

Uud  ven  ve  rest  a  minute  I  dalk  to  her  a  pit.  - . 

.Uud  I  order  lier  a  lemonale.  niit  a  abtick  iu  it  ;  -' 

D^u  I  a»ii  her  if  she'll  have  aoiiiO  more. 

ven  to  me  she  Tiir  asy  : 
No  dank  you  ;  put  I  rather  hear  your  p«n<l  pegin  to  blay. 

Und  my  gal  says  to. 
My  pand  it  ain't  a  larce  one— dere's  a  fifer  and  a  tlrttu^       , 
Uud  I'm  d<i  leader  of  it.  uml  I  ve  ir  a  yellow  blame  : 
Ven  I  aee  a  bolicemaus   1  get  oud  of  his  vay, 
Somehow  dey  don't  like  de  ninsio 

veil  my  pand  pegins  to  blay. 
Uud  my  gal  says,  liC. 
Put  den  dere  vaa  a  f«llar — de  fifer  of  de  pand — 
Whom  I  caught  viukiug  at  my  gal— 

dat's  sonieding  I  can't  ahtand — 
To  have  a  rival  in  my  pand   it  don't  exactly  snit, 
Uud  if  I  dought  she  loved  him,  I  vouUI 

prnise  him  of  de  snood, 
Uud  my  gal  says,  &c. 


^^*^*^ 


Somepody's  Peen  Dere  Pefore. 

Written,  Composed  and  Snng  by  Gns  Williams. 


— Tl 

For  a  while  I  Nd  to  I 
I  little  tboagUtltbati 
When  I  returaeid  and 


leave  her  in  the  country  Td  a  job  ; 
;  any  one  my  happiness  wonld  ro  >. 
1  and  beard  the  news— why. 

1  could  scarcely  atand— 
She  skedaddU4  with  thai  Cymbal  man. 

who  she  ttKnig:tit  looked  so  grand- 
Bat  I'll  smaal^  kla  Cymt>als  on  his  htsd 

I  when  I  catch  him  In  his  Band. 

Cling,  olang.  Ac 


T  am  an  unfortunate  miserable  man, 

Und  riltole  vy  I  am  eo  : 
Ids  begause  I've  peen  bunding,  de  vhole  of  de  day. 

To  dry  und  find  aome  vork  to  do  :  ^ 

I've  vent  here  und  dere  to  dry  und  get  vork,  j 

I've  peen  in  mosd  every  shtore,  ^\ 

Und  verever  1  go,  1  quickly  find  oud 
Dat  somepody's  peen  dere  pefore.  '"•■ 

CHORUS. 
Oh  !  vat  is  de  reason  dat  I'm  alvays  late  ? 

Dere  is  noting  I  ever  vent  for, 
Put  vat  I  find  oud  dat  I'm  pehind  time,  .;    .V  <' 
;.  Und  dat  somepody's  p>een  dere  pefore.  '  '■  ;  .  .'■ 

Now  T  vonce  invended  a  heel  for  a  shoe,       ,. 

Und  a  peautiful  model  1  made  :  •       .■.'■. 

Dis  heel  vas  mada  so  id  vould  never  vear  ond  : 

Fdr,  I'm  a  shoamager  py  drade. 
Ven  i  got  id  done,  I  dook  it  around 

To  a  large  vhole-sale  bood  und  shoe-shtorft, V  '■"■'• 
Und  dey  dold  me  dere  my  invenshun  vas  old, 

Oat  somepody'd  peen  dere  j)efore.  ^ 

Oh  !  vat  is  de  reason,  <6e- 

I  Tonce  Ktiew  a  gal  vat  lived  vay  oud  Vest, 

L'nd  I  love<l  her  SO  dear  as  my  life  :  -'.  ';. 

So  I  vent  von  nide  to  brobose  to  dis  gal,  . 

Und  1  a-=ged  lier  if  elie'd  pe  luy  vife  : 
Und  vat  do  yon  dink  ?  slie  give  me  de  **  sack,  "■ 

Und  as  she  kicked  me  oud  of  de  door. 
She  said  id  vas  nonsense  to  brobose  to  her, 

Dat  aompody'd  peen  dere  pefore.  '*' . 

Oh  !  vat  is  de  reason,  «tc-  *' 


"•♦► 


The  Cymbal  Man. 

£ang  by  Johnny  Boaclk 


Qiukea  the  whole  useful. 


I'm  going  to  tell  the  pnblic  the  way  I've  been  served,  / 

And  when  they  hear  my  story,  they'll  know 

What  makes  me  so  annervad!. 
Twas  a  girl  called  Mary,  whom  I  loved— 

ahe  promised  me  her  heart  and  hand> 
But  ahe  left  me  for  a  fellow  whom  she  thought 

was  much  more  grandy 
'Cause  he  played  upon  the  Cymbals  lu  a  military  Baud. 

CHORUS. 
Cling,  clang,  the  Cymbals  went,  the  Cymbals  went : 
Didu't  he  think  himself  a  gent   aa  he  marched 

iu  the  middle  of  the  Band  T 

I  dropped  in  quite  promiscnnusly  to  take  a  cnp  of  tea. 
It  was  earlier  than  usual.  I  dare  say  half  past  three  : 
I  was  eating  of  a  inufflu,  when  my  girl  held  up  her  Land. 
And  says  :  "  My  dear,  now  don't  you  hear  a  military  Bamd  ? 
Don't  yoa  see  that  darling  fellow  there  ? 

oh  !  don't  he  look  qaite  graad  t 
Cling,  clang,  Ac. 

Ton  can  judge  of  my  astonishment  to  hear  her  talking  thna. 
Aud  of  that  beastly  Cymbal  fellow  making  such  a  fusa  : 
*°  Mary,  I  exclaimed,  with  jsalons  rage 

which  I  could  scarce  withstand, 
I'm  sorry  yon  lake  aneh  interest  in  a  military  Band, 
'Cauae  fellows  dresaediu  uniforms 

you  always  think  looks  grand-" 
^  Cling,  clang.  Ac. 


4- 


rib^» 


The  Swell  with  a  Glass  in  His  Eye 

How  do  yo*i  io,  "  ray  dear  "  boys— how  do  you  oo? 

You're  lobkin*  remarkably  w«H  : 
No  doubt  ypt  have  met  me  before — 

•I  was  at  Ibne  Branch,  liroftdway.or  Nilsson-Ilall: 
By  Jove  !  fou  don't  seem  to  reinetnWr — 

But  you'll! recollect  iiie  "  by  the  by  :  " 
By  re8|>ectible  people  I'm  known  ^ 

As  the  BWell  witli  a  glass  ia  his  eye.  • 
ciioaus. 
For,  it  gives  la  distinguished  appearance  : 

And  as  I  go  sauntering  by. 
The  darlings  all  sigh  as  though  they  would  die 

For  the  $well  with  a  glass  in  his  eye. 

Some  t>eo{Je  delight  in  a  moustache, 

And  mal^e  it  stick  out  like  a  pole  : 
Some  have  lilieir  weaknesa  on  whiakers  :  i 

But  mine  'wouldn't  grow,  'pon  my  soul ! 
Some  people  like  the  opera — 

Roman  Fall — but  I.  oy  the  by,         r..-^"'  .:•: 
Contented  with  my  natural  charms, 

As  a  swell  with  a  glass  in  his  eye.  , 

For,  it  gives,  Ac. 

Some  say  :  can  I  see  any  better  ? 

No,  by  Jove  !  I  can't  see  half  as  well  : 
My  sight  is  as  good  as  most  folks,  ,, 

Tho'  I  fltacy  the  near-sighted  swell  ;^ 
It  makes  a  cove  so  interesting — 

When  the  low  folks  they  call  me  a  guy  : 
Which  meets  with  a  sneer  of  contempt  ~,'     . 

From  thia  small  piece  of  glass  in  my  eye. '"  ■^~'  '  ■' 

For,  it  gives,  'lie. 

^  iSi  ^ 

I  The  Barber's  Daughters 
Or  I'll  throw  Myself  off  London  Bridge. 

Ah  !  oilek  there  was  no  young  Cock  BaUa^ 

Once  there  waa  no  Bumble  Bee,  .  ^  :■■■.'.. 

Once  there  was  no  young  Cock  Ohafsr,    />  '  x  ' . 

Half  so  gay  and  happy  aa  me  :  .'.'.'.;..< 

Now  I  feel  so  sad  and  lonely,  '■  _y  :_■■"     '■•..■'•■■ 

Like  nDove  thr.t's  lost  its  mat*i'.     ■.  ."     '  ■;    ,  j    .<' 
Cupid  Oupld's  sent  me  stupid,         ','!"..•'<•'   '•'.;■'■. 

Misery's  to  be  my  fate-  .        C--       's.    '"' 

CHORC8.  ^..  ■   '    ■ 

8o  I'll  ttrow  myself  off  London  Bridg%^''. 

I'll  Jaiiip  into  the  water 
Aud  down   down   doKU   I'll  drown,  drown,  drowa, 

For  the  loss  of  the  Barber's  Dsogbtab        .    < 

Sweet  $eraphina  Mackintoah.  k:  .,'''*-' 

She  was  the  girl  I  did  adore  t  *.'J       "■] 

I  loved  |er  father'*  Barlier'a  abop,  '''■.'■<  '  .' 

I  loved  the  pole  outside  hia  door  :        '''       ;''., 
For  her  bow  often  I  felt  raving  *'.'■'■■'  ■ -- 

Mad  With  h)ve  both  night  and  day —    ';  '  '  .•- 
Tbree  times  an  hour  I  wanted  shaTtBg, 

Turn  conld  not  tear  myself  away. 

But  ru  thMW.  he, 

Alas  I  one  fatal  morn   I  went  ,'• '     .s...       •  ..j- 

To  undergo  my  aeventh  ahave  :    ■.  :-y  v- 
The  Bait>er  of  our  loves  got  aeettt,-  -  ■■''■■ 

And  Itka  a  maniac  did  rave  :        ->-,   '     ' 
He  seiaed  his  razor,  danced  the  "  can  eaa!" 

Smothered  my  eyes  with  lather  hot  : 
For  tt$x  that  he  might  cut  my  aoae  oB, 

Haality  I  fled  the  spot—         .n.      ,  * 

...'  To  tbiow,  ke. 

He  told  his  child— the  grey  eld  willlnt-->  ^'  ..^' 

A  tilled  lady  she  should  be,  '    1  \ 

But  be'<  cut  her  off  without  a  sbilliag    5   :^ - 

If  ska  but  dared  tc  think  of  me. 
Now  she  turn*  u|i  her  pretty  aoaa. 

Whenever  down  that  street  I  go:-.  ^-..••, 
My  friends  call  me  a  perfect  maft 

Whene'er  I  teli  them  of  my  woe. 
Spoxem  :  Wbich  makes  me  feel  all  the  mors  Inclined— 

To  throw,  *«., 


«»'^ 


What,  if  the  difference  between  a  chilly  man  and 
a  hot  dqg  ?— One  wears  a  gteat-coat,  ana  the  oiber 

pants.  • 

The  fhliee  great  conqueror*  of  the  world  aaa 
Fashion,  Love,  and  Death. 

1     Wlwtgioira  bigger  the  moi»you  contntft  it  ?—  debt 


'.'•-^r>  "■•  •  .f."'*;'  *\^»s -L '*i" ^  ■* ."   V 
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THE   FULL-MOON   IS   BEAMING. 


^EfcS 


-I      1^  h 


— ^ — ^     

1.    The  full  -    moon  is  beam  -  ing       A  -  boTe       the  blue    deep, 
Andante  can  Moio.      2-    The  bright  wave  «  bring  -  ing       A      song    sweet  and    clear, 
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The    tide  -  wave      is      dream  -  ing,     The 
But     sad      is       that   sing     -     ing.       If 
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winds are    a  -    sleep  : . 

thoa art  not    here . . . 


The  full 


moon  is  beam     -   ing        A  -    bove ....  the  blue   deep, . . . 
^e  bright      wave   is  bring    -  ing       A       song. ..  .sweet bnd  clear Bat    sad         is  tl 
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peep  -  ing       A     -     far o'er  the    sea, 

sleep  -  ing  ;  Oh  1      come then  to    me, 


And   my  heart,     love,      is      keep 
For,  my  heart,     love,      is     keep 
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gil      for    thee. . . . . .  For,  my 

C5- 


*=^ 


» 


^  ■    ^ 


r-^rr*'-- 


3 


i»^ 


f-^-irr 


^ 


t^ 


hfL~^ 


gg!|ztJ:g=-Jg: 


^ 


"h^ 


S 


■^-*- 


^fn«^ 


SEitn^W 


-H 


^^ 


I 

>      ^  7?oco  ritard. 


w 


#= 


^^— w-t 


»-^-yr- 


a  piacere.    a  tempo 


fetiU 


P 


heart,       love,  is      keep 
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ing  its    vi  -  gil,  its  vi  •  gil    for    thee.     And  my  heart,love,  is  keeping,       Ah  !  keeping  its   vi  -  gil  for    thee. 
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The  Lugger. 


Z<i(t  >  lilt  to  th*  Btorm.  aee  the  dark  frowning  iky, 

Tbe  breaker*  are  fo  >mlng.  the  billow*  run  high— 

Hark  '.  h»rk  :  how  the  uilnuie  gnn  \iooid«  o'er  tbe  WkTe— 

'TU  »  tlgnat  for  help  from  the  boll'  to  tbe  brave. 

Bemr  •  hand,  mj  briak  lad*  '  see  !  a  *all  through  the  mUt 

Siaodlng  up  'gminat  a  ae*  ahe  can  never  r-alat  : 

The  gale  i*  o'arwhelmlng— her  ttorm-betten  craw 

Can  ne'er  keep  her  off— b«7a  !  there'*  now  work  for  jou. 

Still  wlMar  the  blaat.  and  the  sea  mountain*  high  ; 
She  *trlke*  !  my  brava  heart*,  to  oar  lugger  we  lljr  ! 
Beave-a-ho  :  we're  afloat,  truat  your  akipper**  trUd  *kill  : 
Hi*  heart  know*  no  danger,  and  yonr*  f^ar  no  111  : 
Pall  away,  pall  away— o'er  tbe  breaker*  we  ride. 
Onr  arnis  full  of  atreagth,  aud  our  hearts  full  of  pride  : 
Pull,  pull.  boy*,  togetber.  *he'll  aoou  luake  tbe  wreck, 
And  ctieer  every  heart  on  that  itorm-itiicken  deck. 

Bee.  *ee  '  now  her  malnmaat  I*  gone  by  tbe  board — 
She  rights— pull  away.  boy*,  our  help  quick  afford  ! 
Now   now.  every  hand,  every  heart  do  it*  best. 
And  heaven  tba  1  be  with  u*.  our  toil  iball  be  bleit — 
Stand  by.  now,  my  heart*,  heave  a  line  from  your  broW: 
Be  cool,  txiya,  be  steady,  we  are  well  by  you  now  : 
Veer  away,  let  the  fore-sail  :  for  (bore  now  we  run- 
Hurrah  !  l>oy*,  we've  aaved  tbem,  and  our  duty  is  don*  ' 

^  lei  ■ 

Hever  Forget  the  Dear  Ones. 

Never  forget  the  dear  ones 

Around  the  social  hearth. 
The  Bunny  smiles  of  gladness, 

Tbe  songii  of  artless  mirth  : 
Though  other  scenes  may  woo  thee 

In  other  lands  to  roam, 
Never  forget  the  dear  ones 

That  cluster  round  thy  home  -. 
Never  forget,  never  forget, 
Never  fcrget  the  dear  ones 
.   '        That  cluster  round  thy  home — 

Ever  their  hearts  are  turning 

To  thee  when  far  away  : 
Their  love,  so  pure  and  tender. 

Is  with  thee  on  thy  way  : 
Wherever  thou  may'et  wander, 

W  herever  thou  may'st  roam. 
Never  forget  the  dear  ones 

That  cluster  round  thy  home — 

Never  forget,  &c. 

Never  forget  thy  father, 

Who  cheerful  toils  for  thee  : 
Within  thy  heart  may  ever 

Thy  mother's  image  be  : 
Tlty  sister  dear,  and  brother, 

'1  hey  long  for  thee  to  come- 
Never  forget  the  dear  ones 

That  cluater  round  thy  home — 

.    Never  forget,  Ae. 


-»♦«- 


The  Old  Garden  Gate. 


Obs  sreo.  Dame  Oray.  at  her  own  cottage  door. 
Sat  watching  the  pathway  that  lead*  up  the  moor  : 
For.  Ellen  bar  darling  had  gone  to  the  fair. 
And  tbe  Dame  couldn't  fancy  what  'twa*  kept  her  there- 
While  deep  were  the  abadow*  tbe  anuael  had  flnog, 

And  tbe  Dame  bad  forgotten  what  ibe  did  when  young 

She  waited  aud  wondered  why  Nelly  waa  late. 
Aud  longed  for  tbe  click  of  the  old  garden  gate 

Now  had  »he  looked  up  on  the  path  of  ti^  hUI, 
There  Nelly  wa*  coming  with  H*l  of  the  mill. 
Not  harrying  homeward.  I'm  lorry  to  •*y, 
Bat  loitering,  eadly.  the  re*l  of  tbe  way — 
In  converae  *o  earneat,  with  geature  and  tone, 
A*  if  tbe  two  made  up  the  whole  world  alone. 
And  atlll  tbey  would  linger,  altboncb  it  wa*  late— 
To  say  the  last  word  at  tbe  old  garden  gate. 

Now  what  do  you  think  they  were  talking  abont. 

Till  the  bright  moon  aroae  and  the  planeia  peeped  out  t 

Wa*  It  logic  ?  or  love  T  oh  ■  be  that  a*  it  may. 

I  know  that.  In  argument.  Hal  gained  tbe  day  : 

For.  tba  maiden,  appealed  to.  could  only  aay  "  yea  !  " 

Bow  tbe  contract  waa  aealed    too.  I  leave  yon  to  gu***.       * 

Next  week  Hal  waa  there,  aa  a  bridegroom  elate. 

Ooudncting  aweet  Nell  through  the  old  garden  gate. 

Vy  tale  baa  a  moral,  dear  maiden*,  beware  '. 
If  ever  you're  tempted  to  Tiait  a  fair. 
Be  sure  to  leave  early,  and  Uke  the  short  way  : 
Then  walk  borne  quite  brlakly.  whatever  beanzaay  ■ 
And  when  yoa  arrive  at  your  own  cotUge  door 
In  apite  of  tbe  moonlight,  don't  aay  a  word  mora  : 
Take  warning  by  Nell   or  it  may  be  yonr  lk»e 
Like  her,  to  be  led  through  tbe  old  garden  gate. 

At  what  time  of  life  may  a  man  be  said  to  be^ 
lone  to  the  vegetable  kingdom  f  When  long  ax- 
penenee  haa  oiMe  him  •  Mg*. 


Why  Did  I  Fer  Behold  Thee  f 

Why  did  I  e'er  behold  thee, 

loo  lovely  as  thou  art  f 
Why  did  I  e'er  allow  thee 

To  steal  away  my  heart  ? 
Time  was  I  knew  thee  not,  love  : 

Oh  I  peaceful  time  for  me, 
Before  my  eyes  met  tliine,  love— 

For,  then  my  heart  was  free. 

Oh  !  that  I  could  forget  thee, 

And  give  my  heart  its  rest, 
Which  palpitates  for  thee,  love, 

Within  this  ardent  breast — 
But,  all  !  I  try  in  vain,  love, 

From  all  thy  charms  to  fly  ; 
Tliou  art  my  life — my  soul,  love, 

Without  thee  I  should  die  ! 


There's  Magic  in  Thine  Eye,  Love. 

) 

There's  magic  in  thine  eye,  love, 

Which  seems  a  soul  of  light  : 
There'*  music  in  thy  sigh,  love. 

More  sweet  than  lutes  at  night  : 
Oh  !  thy  every  word's  a  song,  love,        '  , 

Thy  every  breath's  a  rose  : 
For,  they  steal  thy  lips  along,  love, 

And  scent  them  as  they  close. 

I  (hall  ne'er  forget  the  day,  love. 

When  first  I  heard  thee  sing  ! — 
Oh  !  'twas  like  the  young  bird's  lay,  love. 

That  wakes  the  infant  spring  : 
For,  the  murmur  of  thy  lips,  love, 

Came  sweetly  unto  me, 
Aa  the  sound  of  oars  that  dip,  love, 

At  moonlight  in  the  sea. 


Jeannie  Morrison. 


I've  wandered  east,  I've  wandered  west, 

Thro*  many  a  weary  way  : 
But  never,  never  can  forget 

The  love  o'  life's  young  day. 
My  dear,  dear  Jeannie  Morrison — 

The  thoughts  of  bygone  years 
Still  fling  their  shadows  o'er  my  path, 

And  dim  my  eyes  with  tears  : 
O  morning  Lfe  !  O  morning  love  ! 

O  lightsome  days  and  lang  ! 
When  honied  hopes  around  our  hearts 

Like  summer  blossoms  sprang — 

Dear  Jeannie  Morrison  ! 

The  fount  that  first  burst  frae  my  heart  ; 

Still  travels  on  its  way, 
And  channels  deeper  as  it  flows 

The  love  o'  life's  young  day, 
My  dear,  dear  Jeannie  Morrison  ; 

tiince  we  were  sundered  young, 
I've  never  seen  your  face,  nor  heard 

The  music  of  your  tongue  : 
But  I  could  beac  my  wretched  fate. 

And  still  could  happy  be. 
Did  I  but  know  your  neart  still  dreamed 

Of  bygone  days  and  me — 

Dear  Jeannie  Morrison  ! 


Wife,  Children,  and  Friends. 


If  the  stock  of  onr  bliss  I*  In  *tranger  bands  vested. 
The  fund  ill  aecured  oft  in  bankruptcy  end*  : 

Bat  the  heart  Isiue*  bill*  which  are  never  protected, 
When  drawn  on  the  firm  of— wife,  children,  and  friends. 

Though  iplce-breathlng  gales  o'er  hi*  caravan  hover, 
And  round  him  AraMa's  whole  fragrance  descenda. 

The  merchant  etlll  thinba  of  the  woMlbinea  that  cover 
The  bower  where  he  sat  with— wife,  children,  andf^tends. 

Though  valor  atlll  glow  in  hi*  Itfe'a  dying  ember*. 

Tbe  death-wounded  tar.  who  hi*  colore  defend*. 
Drop*  a  tear  of  regret  a*  he,  dying,  remember* 

How  bl**t  waa  his  home  with— wit*,  children,  and  f^ienda. 

The  day-spring  of  youth,  atlll  nnclonded  by  sorrow, 

Alone  on  Iteelf  for  anjoyment  depends  : 
Bat  dear  i*  tbe  twilight  of  ag*.  If  it  borrow 

Mo  Warmth  ftam  the  amilee  of— wlf*, 

ahlldMB.  aad  Mend*— 


ril  not  Be  a  Tonng  Widow. 

Row,  all  aingle  gent*  I  addre**  my*eir  t*^ 

And  hope  they  will  all  pay  aUeatlon : 
la  the  Aral  place,  allow  ma  to  aak  how  yon  do  T 

And  weigh  well  in  yonr  mmd  what  I  mention^ 
My  ba*i>and  ha*  t>een  dead  *ix  mouth*  *t  least,   ' 

And  *arioa*ly  now  I  con*ider 
Tl*  folly  to  mourn  *o  for  one  that'*  deeaaaed, 

And  I  can't  bear  to  l>*  a  young  widow. 

Now,  yonng  men,  look  sharp,  there'*  no  time  to  lose ; 

Half-moumiug  I  put  on  to-morrow  ; 
Look  at  me — ^juat  h*ar  m* — you  oannot  rafna* — 

I've  only  tlx  month*  left  iu  sorrow. 
What  ao  odioua  caatom  to  wait  for  a  year  t 

For  one'*  feeiines  they  do  not  cnnsider  t 
To  lose  ao  much  time— It'a  quite  horrid,  oh,  dear! 

So,  long  I'll  not  be  a  young  widow— 

They  say  'tl*  not  decent  to  marry  ao  soon. 

And  to  dre**  in  no  color  but  *uble  : 
I'll  not  be  coil V meed   tbey  may  talk  to  th*  moon, 

Me  mourn  for  a  year  '—I'm  not  able  : 
Beaidea   my  good  man  who'*  now  dead  and  gone. 

For  my  coniforta  would  alway*  coii*ider  :  >.    : 

I'm  sure  he  don't  wish  me  to  live  to  forlorn—  I 

So,  n*w  than,  who'll  Lav*  d  young  widow  T 

Bnt  I  think  it  qnite  fklr,  e'er  tbe  bargain  I  aeal. 

To  *tal*  I  requir*  du*  ■abml**iou  : 
The  liueband  I  chooaa  mn*t  perve  m*  with  seal. 

And  then  tber*'*  another  condition  : 
He  muat  rice— light  tbe  fire  and  breakfaat  prepare  : 

Boil  th*  egg*- make  the  toa*t-and  cousidec 
That  I  muat  be  maatar- or  eUe  I  declare 

I  would  rather  remain  a  yonug  widow.  .  .'-  ' 

Ha  mn*t  not  contradict  if  I  say  cold  1*  hot. 

Black  muat  be  white  at  my  pleasure. 
Or.  by  chance  at  your  head  you  may  have  the  tea  pot-' 

Then,  young  man.  don't  mia*  auch  a  trea*or* — 
Such  *weetu***  of  tamper  you'll  u*'er  meet  a*  mine  : 

Of  a  young  woman'*  trouble*  come  rid  her  ! 
Now  dou't  all  speak  at  once,  only  one  at  a  time  : 

Yon  must  wait  till  again  I'm  a  widow— 


Minnie  Gray. 


\- 


The  deW'drope  gleam  in  the  sunlight  be«an. 

The  lark  sings  o'er  the  lea  : 
Sweet  love,  arise  !  for,  the  sunny  skiea 

Are  not  half  so  bright  as  thee — 
Come,  Minnie,  sweet  Minnie,  dear  Minnie  Gray, 

O'er  the  mountain  side,  where  the  waters  glide, 
Oh  !  come  with  thy  lover  away  I    ; 

The  gentle  breeze  that  waves  the  trees, 

Wafts  odors  from  the  flowers. 
But  nought  BO  sweet  as  thee  1  meet   ,       ,  . 

In  glen  or  forest  bowers  :  '     ••■ 

Come,  Minnie,  sweet  Alinnie,  dear  Minnie  Gray, 

Where  the  heather  blooms  and  the  gale  perfixu 
Oh  !  come  with  thy  lover  away  I 

Oh  !  list,  my  love,  to  the  widowed  dove, 

That  pines  on  yonder  tree  : 
Like  her  I  mourn  for  the  hour's  return 

1  hat  brings  me  back  to  thee->- 
Come,  Minnie,  sweet  Minnie,  dear  Minnie  Gray, 

To  this  faithful  heart,  no  more  to  part  : 
Oh  !  come  with  thy  lover  away  i 


The  Knight  of  tbe  Sable  Plune. 

The  moon  rose  over  the  battle-field. 

And  its  pale  light  dimly  shed, 
When  a  dying  warrior  reclined  on  hia  shield 

Amidst  the  surrounding  dead — 
He  left  hi*  native  land  to  fight. 

But  perished  in  his  bloom  : 
And  to  sorrow  left  his  lady  bright. 

The  Knight  of  the  tiable  plume— 

A  snow  white  scarf— a  pledge  of  love- 
On  his  ri^ht  arm  he  wore  : 
He  pressed  it  to  his  achiiig  heart  : 

'Twas  crimson  in  his  gore- 
He  cast  a  fading  look  around, 

But  all  was  wrapt  in  gloom  : 
Then  lifeless  sank  upon  the  grotind 
The  knight  of  the  Sable  pmme  I 


Which  are  the  most  indtutrious  letter*  f  Tfat] 
Bee's.  Which  are  the  most  ezstcnsiva  lettm  f  Tbl| 
Sea's.  Which  are  the  most  maseolioe  letters' 
The  He's.  Which  are  the  egotistical  kttersf  Tbi 
I's.  Which  are  the  leguminous  letter* f  Tbe  Pes'A 
Whieh  an  tbe  leiuibfa  bttm  f    Tba  Wiaa.         ^ 
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iLawki !  What  can  a  Poor  Maiden  do  T 


A  kind  old  man  came  wooing  to  me. 

When  my  age  it  was  scarce  eighteen  :  -  ■   ' 
lie  asked  with  a  sigh  if  his  bride  I'd  be. 

And  he'd  make  me  as  rich  as  a  queen. 
No  parents  bad  I,  no  money  had  1, 

Nor  a  sweetheart  that  ever  proved  true  . 
If  young  men  won't,  and  old  men  will. 

Lawks  !  what  can  a  poor  maiden  do  ? 

Ileigho  !  '  ; 

L«wkf  !  what  can  a  poor  maiden  do  *,    ; 

And  now  1  am  a  widow,  you  see, 

Tho'  my  age  is  scarce  nineteen  ; 
With  gola  in  my  purse,  every  lad  would  oe, 

Yes,  my  partner  to  dance  on  the  green — 
No  brother  liave  1,  no,  sister  have  I, 

With  no  children  to  cling  unto — 
When  old  men  die,  and  young  men  sigh, 

Lawks  !  what  can  a  lone  widow  do  ? 

Ileigho  f    ■ 

Lawks  !  what  can  a  lone  widow  do  f 


Life  in  the  Army. 

Air  :    Paddy's  Wedding. 


I'm  safe  once  more,  snd  Iinded  on  shore,  ''.,:;". 

And  sound  as  a  trout  knd  lonnder.  Oh  I 
No  music  10  sweet  1117  ears  can  greet 

As  tbo  i>ois«  of  a  fourteen  pouuder.  Oh  ! 
When  honor  calls  fur  bnllels  and  balls, 

My  heart  is  lleht  and  airy.  OU  !  '  ' 

Mf  eyes  pet  bright  as  the  stars  at  nirht. 

That  shine  over  sweet  Tipperary.  Oh  ' 
SpoKZit  :  Oh  !  boys  and  Kirls  I'm  Jnst  after  patting 
over  tbe  deril's  campaign,  as  Uickey  Flliin  said  when  he 
belt  tbe  devil  !  But  the  devil  lake  tbe  Butsiaiis  for  me, 
iuyhow  :  for.  If  1  haven't  had  ray  be»rty  bellyful  of 
them  tbe  devil  B  npjl-fod  man  in  Turkey  his.  But  boys. 
to  make  a  long  story  short.  I II  tell  yon  bow  I  1  ecsiiie  a 
(oldier.  Well,  you  see,  I  had  an  uncle  by  my  mother's 
Bide  tu  the  army  :  ami  be.  being  over  on  tbe  recraitlug 
tcrTiee  in  onr  part  of  tbe  country,  be  came  one  flue  mor- 
ning, and  snys  he  :  '  Pbelim  Devlin,  do  jou  kni  w  what 
i  in  after  ibinklng  ?  "— "  How  should  I  know  what  yon 
would  I  e  after  thinking,  before  you  tell  me  ?  "—  '  Well. 
aiys  be  I  am  Just  thinking  that  you  are  losing  yonr  good- 
looking  time  here  when  yon  might  list  fur  a  roldier.  go 
oat  the  Crimea  and  mix  amongst  tbe  most  respectable 
of  society.  " — *'  It's  a  very  largo  society,  uncle,  says  I  : 
Ibey  must  have  the  devil's  own  mortality  to  p<y.  but 
devil  a  word  ye're  speaking  about  being  kilt.  "— "  You're 
only  to  die  once.  Pbelim,  my  boy.  "— "  By  my  snckleri, 
tud  yon  are  right,  and  when  I'm  dead,  I'll  be  done  buy- 
inn  Blntchcrs  :  but  kilt  or  not  kilt,  tip  ns  the  bob.  "— 
Well  airs  be  stinck  the  left  aido  of  the  heel  of  my  fist 
with  the  shilling  and  off  we  marched  to  the  tnne  of— 

iBnrrah  '.  boys,  macbree,  come  Join  with  me. 
I   Those  Itufesians,  boys,  can't  barm  you  Oh! 
Both  night  and  day  we're  anre  of  our  pay  : 
80,  hurrah  for  a  life  In  the  army,  Oh  • 

To  a  shebeen  we  got.  but  the  day  was  so  hot 

Anl  myself  was  tired  of  lushing.  Oh  ' 

JJncle,  Ochcne,  where  are  »e  gone  ?  " 

"  Ocb  !  says  be.  we're  gone  d'wn  to  tbe  BuRSiaDS  Ob  '. 
•'  Is  It  to  fl-jbt  t  "  says  I— Says  be  :  "  Aye.  or  die  :  " 

When  in  inarched  Captain  O'Leary.  Oh  ! 
Says  iiiv  uncle  :  "  Don't  fear  in  a  couple  of  years, 

You  11  cet  back  to  sweet  Tipperary.  Oh  !  " 

fipoKER  :  And  sure  enough,  in  walked  Captain  O'Leary, 
with  a  face  npou  him  fur  all  tbe  world,  like  a  four- 
penny  loaf,  burnt  browp,  that  a  three  year  old  kid  had 
picked  the  currants  out  of.  "  Is  your  men  all  ready,  ser- 
geant, d'yo  mjnd  T  "— "  'Ihey  are.  jour  honor's'  glory.  " 
sa^s  my  uncle.—'  Thanks  be  Oud  I'm  not  one  of  them. 
sn'yway  !  "  says  I.  "  I'il  tell  ye  what  says  my  uncle, 
you're  the  Queen's  man  for  ten  years  or  two.  if  re- 
quired. "— '  How  the  biases  cau  I  be  tbe  Queen's  muu 
for  ten  years,  or  two.  if  required,  when  I'm  Melly  Brady's 
at  borne  for  life,  and  we'ie  going  to  be  married  the  day 
after  to-morrow  T  '" — "  I'll  tell  yuu  what,  sajstbe  captun, 
you  had  belter  not  tell  your  sweet-heart  anything  about 
it.  or  she  migbt  lie  In  next  winter.  "— '  You'll  excuse  me. 
Captain.  ea>s  I  but  If  you  got  tbe  ronte  out  t>  India,  you 
might  lie  out  next  winter.  "  But,  boys,  with  talking  I 
didn't  see  where  I  was  walking  :  so  the  toe  of  my  boot 
happened  to  mb  up  aftainst  the  Captain's  trousers.  He 
turns  rotmd  to  me  and  aays  he :  "  Mind  where  you're 
ROing.  sir  :  mind  where  yon're  goin^.  Do  you  see  what 
you're  after  doing  to  my  trousers  ?  '  — ••  I  beg  your  par- 
don. Captain,  aays  I.  but  I  think  it's  tens  years  since  you 
could  call  them  tronaera.  "—  '  Whit  do  you  mean,  sir? 
what  do  yon  mean  t  "— "  I  mean  that  if  you  be  after  wear- 
ing them  as  long  as  yon  have  done  already,  you'll  have 
them  worn  iuto  knee-breeches.  "  But.  boys,  when  he 
saw  I  turned  tbo  >>ke  againat  him,  he  gave  me  a  look  as 
■harp  as  a  sick  at  rasora.— "  Bigfat-about-face  !  "  says 
be—*'  Ob  '■  here's  your  shining.  "  say  I.  and  I  looked 
home  to  Nelly  Brady.  But  boya.  It  «asno  use  ts' king. 
I  might  aa  well  try  to  stop  a  ral.way  train  as  to  speak  to 
sltber  of  them  :  so,  boys,  the  Captain  gave  the  word  of 
Bommaod,  sad  we  all  strock  np  a  singing— 

Horrsh  '  Loys,  isachree.  ko. 


We  were  ordered  anay  we'd  no  time  to  stay, 

I  got  my  trousers  :<nd  Jacket.  Oh  ! 
With  walking,  asture   uy  feet  were  sore. 

Till  wo  arrived  on  I'Oard  the  packet.  Ob  ! 
We  wero  ordered  nwar,  we'd  no  time  to  stay. 

And  the  ship  flew  through  the  waves  like  a  lUry,  Oh  ! 
When  coiuine  near  shore  each  man  gave  a  roar  : 

Fur  the  army  iu  sweet  Tipperary,  Oh  ! 

BroKKN  :    Down  comes  my  nncle  and  says  be  to  me— 

"  Prepare.  Pheltin  :  for.  fight's  the  word.  " — "  Och  '■  go 
and  amuse  yourself  with  shooting  Busaian  sparrowa  Is 
it  committing  murder  yon  want  me  to  be  after  T  " — 
*'  Well,  if  you  don't  they'll  peg  yond  own  if  they  can.  "— 
••  Will  they  f  let  them  try  it.  by  my  soul.  Do  you  know 
this,  uncle  T  the  man  that  would  peg  me  down,  wouldn't 
I  get  up  and  knock  bia  brains  out '  d'ye  mind  that  now.  " 
But.  boys  we  began  flgbtiug  In  real  earnest— there  we 
were  to  t>e  seen  going  up  the  heights  of  Alma — there 
were  to  be  seen  heads  looking  for  their  bodies  and  l>o- 
dles  looking  for  their  heads  in  return,  but  when  it  came 
■to  the  charge  of  the  88th  tie  96th  and  the  77th  ocb  !  we 
put  the  cbaae  on  them  as  Phil  Doolan  said  to  bis  bull- 
dog. After  two  or  Ihroo  hours  hard  fixhtlDg.  down  comes 
my  uncle  and  says:  "  Drers  np  iu  the  front  Fhelim  : 
fur,  here  comes  the  Captain  with  a  despatch  *'  Down 
cornea  the  Captain  and  saya  to  uie  :  '  Come  here  Pbe- 
lim Devlin,  mv  Tipperary  aoldler  :  the  field's  our  own.  " 
'-  Had  we  not  better  take  it  with  ns  ?  "  says  I  My  boys, 
he  had  scarcely  tbe  words  out  of  his  mouth,  when  be  got 
the  hit  of  a  Rn^aian  bullet  on  tbe  refreshuieut  bag  and 
down  he  fell  like  a  pig  in  a  fit.  "  Ho,  terenageoua  I  the 
Captain's  bit  '  "—  '  I  ve  got  a  ball  Pi.ellm  "  says  be— 
*°  Well,  yon  can  do  no  If  ss  than  give  theiu  a  bull  In  re- 
turn stiys  I— Get  up  :  "  says  I  —  ■  I  cant.  "  says  he  — 
••  Tor  why  ?  "  says  I.—"  Because  I'm  kilt.  "  says  be.— 
"  Well,  you  shan't  lie  there  as  long  as  Phellm  Devlin's 
here.  ''  80, boys,  I  got  him  on  my  shoulders  and  carried 
off  to  the  trenches.  But.  boya  as  gtoat  a  favorite  as  I  was 
with  the  Captain,  faith  !  he  got  that  atifi,  devil  a  word 
he'd  speak  to  poor  Pbelim  :  tbe  fact  of  the  matter  boys, 
be  was  dead  :  so,  of  course,  we  buried  him  in  all  due 
military  respect.  But.  boys.  I  was  forgetting  to  tell  yon, 
that  I  didn't)  scape  unhurt  myself  I  got  the  bit  of  a 
Kotsian  bullet  on  tbe  cap  of  iijy  left  knee,  that  made  me 
roar  like  a  Spanish  ara.  I  was  sent  home  to  Dublin  OU 
a  shilling  a  day.  and  Just  arrived  therein  time  for  a  Jolly 
blow  out  that  was  given  to  all  the  Crimean  heroes  :  then 
you  may  ku»w  what  Pbelim  laid  in,  when  hs  bnrsied 
Ihrre  button-holes  of  his  shareholder  but  if  ever  I  meet 
with  any  of  my  old  comrades  that  suffered  with  me  in 
the  Crimea,  t  won't  prevent  my  Tipperary  tongue  from 
singing— 

/ 


Hurrah  '.  boys,  maehree,  tie. 


Together  Let  Us  Range  the  Fields. 

Together  let  us  range  the  fields 
Empearled  with  morning  dew  : 

Or  view  tlie  fruits  the  vineyard  yields, 
Or  the  apples'  clustering  bough  : 

There  in  close  embowered  shadeg. 
Impervious  to  the  noon-tide  ray, 

By  tinkling  rills  on  rosy  beds, 

We'll  love  the  sultry  hours  away — 

All  Eonnd  the  Room. 


All  round  the  room  I  waltzed  with  Ellen  Taylor, 

All  round  the  room  I  waltzed  till  break  of  day. 
And  ever  since  that  tln;e  I've  done  nothing  but  bewail  her— 

Alas  !  she's  gone  to  Margate. 

the  summer  months  to  stay  : 
'Twas  at  a  ball  at  Islington  I  first  chanced  to  meet  her. 

She  really  looked  so  nice,  I  couldn't  keep  my  eyes  away : 
In  all  my  life  before  I  ne'er  saw  so  sweet  a  creature. 

She  danced  with  me  three  hours,  then  fainted  quite  away. 

Spoxeh  -  She  was  such  a  divine  creature!  I  fell  In 
love  with  her  the  moment  I  saw  her.  I  looked  languish- 
ing at  her  and  the  did  the  same  at  me  :  then  she  gave 
such  a  sigh— such  a  heavy  one  !— you  might  have  heard 
it- 
All  round  tbe  room,  ftc. 

My  Ellen's  rather  tall  and  my  Ellen's  rather  thin,  too  : 
Her  hair  is  rather  sandy,  and  singing  she's  au  rur  : 

That  she  should  leave  me  now.  I  think  it  quite  a  sin.  too  : 
I'm  sure  I  shan't  be  happy  all  tbe  time  sne  is  away. 
Spokex  :    She  was  such  an  aangel '  such  a  natural  sort 

of  woman  '■  She  wore  a  bustle— that  wasn't  very  natural. 

though— it  was  rather  a  largish  one  :  I  suppose,  upon  a 

moderate  calculation,  it  wonld  have  reached — 

All  round  the  room,  te. 

For  seven  long  years  I'm  spprenticed  In  tbe  city. 

But  four  of  them  are  gone,  and  I've  only  three  to  stay  : 
But  if  Ellen  should  refuse  me.  oh  '.  crikey  '  what  a  pity  ! 
I'll  go  and  aak  her  pa,  and  I  think  he  won't  aay  nay. 
Spokzh  :  No !  I  don't  think  he'll  refuse  me  :  and  if 
he  don't.  I'll  marry  Ellen  and  we'll  go  Into  business. 
We'll  keep  a  oats-meat  shop- no:  we'll  keep  a  chand- 
ler's shop.  Ellen  would  look  so  nice  behind  the  counter, 
serving  the  customers  out  a  ha'p'orth  of  treacle,  a  red 
herring,  a  half  qnartern  of  batter.  &e.— Then  we'll  keep 
a  one-horse  shay,  and  I'll  drive  the  children  out  with  us 
on  a  Sunday— yes,  I'll  drive  them— 

All  round  the  room.  Ac 

A  good  'wife  is  the  workmanahip  of  a  good  hiuband. 


When  Shall  We  Three  Keet  Again  T 


■II 


When  shall  w^  ^hree  meet  again  f 
When  shall  wd  ihree  meet  again  f 
Oft  shall  glowfr  g  hope  expire. 
Oft  shall  wearfejl  luve  retire. 
Oft  shall  dcat|i  land  sorrow  i^ign. 
Ere  we  three  iljall  meet  again — 

Though  in  diiltint  lands  we  sigh. 
Parched  beneAtli  a  hostile  sky  : 
Though  the  d^p  between  tis  rolls, 
Friendship  sl]k|I  unite  our  souls  : 
Still  in  Fancy  4  rich  domain 
Oft  shall  we  three  meet  again. 

When  the  dr«ain8  of  life  are  fled, 
When  its  waalted  lamps  are  dead, 
When  in  cold  <>blivion°s  shade 
Beauty,  pow^r,  and  fame  are  laid  : 
Where  immortal  spirits  reign, 
There  shall  i^ei  three  meet  again — 


^ 


-f 


Be  a  Good  Boy  ftnd  Take  Care  of  TonrseIC 

When  I  was  at  homf.iwtth  mj  father  and  mother, 
I  beat  tbe  old  conpw.  and  Teddy,  my  brther— 
At  learning.  I  meau— for.  I  handled  the  sp.ide. 
And  BO  nately  I  followed  the  tui  f-cuttiug  trade. 
But  old  Father  Mntptiy,  our  parish  director. 
He  now  and  then  gi^w  me  a  bit  of  a  lecture  : 
"  Arrah  !  Barney.  Says  be.  yon're  a  frolicaome  elf. 
But  be  a  good  boy,  a^d  take  care  of  yourself.  " 

With  your  too  ral  lal  loo,  lie. 

My  Judy  I  loved,  snA  oft  gave  her  a  kiss  : 
"  Fie  I  Barney.  "  sajts  she  :  but  ne'er  took  it  amiss. 
One  night  I  took  leiave  :  aays  I  :  "  Judy.  I'm  off!  " 
But  heard  as  I  thnlugbt,  in  the  closet  a  cough  : 
So  I  opened  the  door,  and  I  stared  like  a  pig  : 
There  stood  old  Fatker  Murphy,  without  hat  or  wlg- 
"  Arrah  '  Father  Sa^s  I.  you're  a  fiolicsome  elf, 
But  be  a  good  boy,;  asid  take  care  of  yourself.  " 

'With  your4oo  sal  lal  loo,  ke. 

I  was  going,  when  old  Father  Murphy  cried  :  "  Slay  ! 
We'll  settle  this  matter  I'll  tell  you  the  way  : 
I'll  marry  you  both,  and  then,  Barney  you  know — '* 
"  Thankee,  fatberi  says  I.  but  I'd  much  rather  go  '.  " 
So  to  ould  Father  Murphy   I  bade  a  good-night. 
And  to  Judy  1  said  Ivhat  you'll  own  was  quite  right : 
•'  Arrah  !  Judy,  ssjis  I.  you're  a  frolicsome  elf 
But  I'll  be  a  good  iboy,  and  take  care  of  inyself '  " 

With  my  too  ral  lal  loo.  ke. 


-H- 


The  Widow's  Last  Prayer. 


Answer 


fr 


Mother,  is  tbe  Battle  over  7 


"  0  Mother  fltar  !  now  leave  off  crying. 

Your  only  child  is  by  your  side  : 
On  you  all  ibf  hopes  relying. 

Ever  since  piy  father  aied— "' 
"  Mv  child,  b^y  thoughts  are  ever  on  you, 

liiy  night^  prayer  for  you  is  given  ; 
My  health,  p^  dear,  is  fast  decaying, 

My  soul  i^Ost  take  its  flight  to  heaven — 

Come,  my  oMld.  come  nearer  to  me, 

Do  not  frcti,  do  not  despair  : 
A  parting  kliss  before  1  leave  you  : 

I'm  gomg  to  meet  your  father  there- 
It  is  our  lot|,  iwe  must  not  murmur, 

It  is  our  ^reat  Creator's  will  : 
When  I  depMtrt  this  world  of  sorrow. 

He'll  be  *  fother  to  you  still — " 

She  cla8f>ed  her  child  to  her  bosom,     ' 

While  herieyes  were  closed  in  death  ; 
"  God  bles*  my  boy  !  "  she  faintly  murmured, 

It  was  hir  last  expiring  breath — 
Alone  and  helpless  stood  the  orphan. 

With  teflirful  eye  and  aspect  wild  : 
O  God  !  lopk  down  in  all  thy  mercies, 

And  be  a  father  to  this  child  ! 

The  funeral  cortege  onward  rolling, 

There  sto^d  one — a  Soldier  brave. 
Reported  dead,  but  only  missing — 

He  stoo^  beside  the  new-made  grare. 
Tears  roII«|d,  down  his  manly  cheeks  : 

With  w«airy  look  and  features  mfld  : 
"  Weep  ndt;  my  boy.  F  have  safe  returned 

To  be  a  father  to'my  child !  " 


All  woitisn  are  good  :  good  for  something,  or 
good  for  noting. 


Hmd^ 


-.       --^  .-  -j.:         .<    .    ^j„^^    >.^,..i 
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THE     SINOKR'8    JOURIVAL.. 


The  Mad  Batcher. 


Once  I  was  h-ippy  anil  ({Ay— 

Bat  nx^  I  urn  tiiea<lfnlir  cbaiiged  : 
And  n'l  my  »cqiuiDi*nc<  8  8S7 

Tlikt  1  »m  ii  8  <i>e  uiiJ  tleiiriged.    '  !,  . 
I  once  wan  •■  rt-d  h»  my  l^eef 

liut  now  I'm  at*  whiiA  88  ii>7  Teal : 
My  sciiaes  bsve  flouu  Ibro'  n.y  t;>'>8f. 
Aud  u.y  heart  js  S3  hard  i>s  my  8te«I. 

CIIORCS. 
Oh  :  I'm  Ibo  mad  l>iitclier,  I'm  thi  ruad  l>uteb8T. 

I'm  tlie  mad  bulchi^r  -.  tNry  tsy  I'm  InsauQ  : 
I'm  the  Miitd  hiitohrr   I'm  Ihn  m.d  butcher. 

Biou^bt  to  this  atkte  all  thru  W.aa  Mary  Jane  ! 

Mary  Jane — yon  don't  Vnow  her— but.  ha  ' 

The  lb<>UKlit8  I'f  h'T  ni'W  mukrs  me  atari- 
She  sh>iic  on  uiy  jatb  like  a  star. 

Uiit  *bo  a  Mioleii  my  jduck  and  my  beart. 
Eai'h  day,  ^ho  c   lied  into  the  8b<'p 

When  my  hrart  'unitrtt  nty  riha  would  go  thump, 
^liuu  fbe  askeil  me  to  wei^h  her  a  chop. 

And  eome  auet,  a  jolly  good  lump— 

Spokes  :  I'd  cut  her  a  bMiidieJ  uelgbt  of  siiPt  r.nd 
place  It  by  her  clmp*  :ind  IlifnU  lio^v  well  o  e  should  ault 
e.icb  other— but,  no  '  bUo  refused  me  lecanau — 

I  u  the  Uiftd  butober,  lie. 

She  amilcd  on  me.  one  afternoon, 
I  cn-w  iiot  aii'l  cold  I  y  (leKrees  : 
1  tol  I  l^er  uiT  love  Tory  a.'cn 

In  t)ii<  sawdust  I  kurit  on  my  knees— 
Diit  Khe  apuriifd  me  sml  tlieii  what  was  more, 

I  knxv  yuii  wi'l  May  It  wua  lo<i  bad  : 
She  marripd  the  tal  or,  next  door. 

And  ever  siuce  then  I've  bceu  mad. 
F^roKEX  :  Mtd  !  stark,  stnrine  mad  I  She  married 
the  uiutli  part  of  a  man  !  a  tailor  I  in  prefeienee  to  me 
but  1  had  rcvrn>;o— ha  took  her  abro.id  tu  Uii^hbnry.  iiud 
tliern  she  Rot  p>>tae*slnii  of  ail  his  hard-eurned  aaviiif;*, 
and  si'e  lavinbt'd  It  Hwaj  upon  diess  rhe  bunxht  a  chlj;- 
mn  and  »he  practiced  tlio  Orecian  JJeod,  aud  tbeu  she 
paid  a  lot  of  littlo  boys  to  nj— 

ne'a  the  mad  butcher,  Ac. 

One  day.  I'd  a  fnrlotia  shock  : 

I  h.'Ckrd  and  cboiiped  up  the  meat  : 
At  one  blow  1  severed  the  bU>clc, 

AikI  I  pliche.l  the  sheep's  hiais  iu  the  street 
By  inruN  I  now  lt>ni;li  i-ud  then  Cry. 

But  ■  mebii.v  Ivo  h  st  all  my  tiada  -. 
1  cry  :  buy  '  buy  !  the    buy  '  buy  !  buy  -.  buy  ! 

liut  my  cu  turners  all  teem  afraid. 

Spoken  :  Yes  and  I'm  as  qnlot  as  a  lamb.  I  wouldn't 
hurt  a  » irm — but  tiny  con.e  r"Uiid  the  shop  and  pick  up 
the  block  orunm  nts  theit  lo  ik  up  to  know  the  price  : 
directly  they  see  ine.  Ibf-y  retnuin  silcut,  not  a  word,  but 
I  can  read  their  thoughts  that  — 

I'm  the  mad  butcher,  &c 


The  Boy  in  Bine. 

Cheer  up,  cbeer  up  !  my  mother  dear. 

Oh  !   wliy  do  jou  sit  nnd  weep  ? 
Do  you  think  that  I  le  wlio  guards  me  here, 

horsakes  mc  on  the  deep  ':' 
Let  hope  and  taith  illume  the  ghtnee 

1  hat  B«es  tlie  Lark  8et  sail  ! 
Look,  look  at  her  now,  and  see  her  danoe  : 

Oh  !  why  do  you  turn  so  pole  ? 
'lis  a  Yankee  ship  and  a  Yankee  crew  : 

So,  mother,  be  proud  of  your  boy  in  blue  I 

Oh  !  wonder  not  that  next  to  thee 

1  love  the  galloping  wave  : 
'Tie  the  first  of  eouniers  wild  and  free. 

And  only  carries  the  brave  : 
It  baa  borne  oie  nigh  to  the  dark  lee  shore, 

but  we  struggled  heart  and  hand  : 
And  a  fight  with  the  sea  in  ils  angry  roar 

bhanies  all  your  strife  on  land  — 
The  storm  was  long,  but  it  found  me  tnie  : 

So,  mother,  be  proud  of  your  boy  in  blue  ! 

And  if  the  breakers  kill  our  ship. 

And  your  boy  goe^  down  in  the  foam, 
Be  sure  tlie  laf  i  bri-ath  on  hid  lip 

Is  a  prayer  frir  tliose  at  home — 
But  coi.ic,  chrf^r  up  '.  methinks  I  heard 

A  voic*  in  the  anchor-chain, 
That  whiep«^red,  like  a  fairy  bird 

"  'ITie  bark  will  come  back  again.  "' 
God  blecs  you,  mother,  adieu,  adieu  ! 

But  never  weep  for  your  boy  in  bltie  I    «  ' 


"  luy  a  trunk,  Pat  V  ""  »aid  a  dealer. 
I  "  And  for  what  should   i   buy  a  trunk  ?   "    re- 

I     joinad  I'at. 

"  I  o  put  your  clothes  in,  "  was  the  reply. 
I  "  Acd  go  caked  .'  exelaimed  Pat  :    the  diril  a 

W  iT  it.  "  f 


Push  on  Ahead,  Boys. 

Written  aud  Sung  by  W,  F.  Sinclair  I<awlor. 
jilr  :    Act  on  the  Square.  '   ' 


It  very  plainly  seems  to  me  this  life  Is  like  a  race. 

And  ou  its  miiKed  couiie  we  a-  e  nen  differ  In  their  pace  : 

Borne  goini;  quick,  but  others  they 

at  anail'a  rate  onward  traad, 

lint  to  get  on  In  life.  I  say  yon  must  puah  ou  ahead. 

Choma  :     Push  on  alieaii.  b'>y8   puah  on  ahead  : 

tilfo'a  like  a  rare   boya   so  don't  l>e  afraUl, 
Push  on  alie.id.  boyx,  puah  on  ahead  : 
Dju't  Uy  behind,  buya   but  push  on  ahead. 

In  bnsinese  now.  as  von  all  know, 

there  are  aome  who  succeed  : 
The  cbacces  they  pick  up  sonii  show 

may  on  to  fortune  lead  : 
But  there  are  some  who  hesitate  uutll  the  chance  has  fled. 
And  then  Ibey  grieve  (bat  they're  too  late 

1  and  wish  they'd  push  ahead. 

'{  Push  un  ahead,  boys,  kc. 

I  know  a  young  man— he's  a  friend— 

he  loved  a  nice  young  maid, 
To  marry  her  hn  did  Intend,  to  aak  her  fult  afraid. 
lie  thut  her  pitleiice  sorniy  tried  :  site's  now  another  wed. 
When  she  might  have  been  his  bride 

If  be'd  pushed  on  ahead. 

Poih  eu  ahe«d,  boys  4tc. 

But  life  is  rugged,  as  I've  aald. 

and  some  food  fortune  lack  : 
Alone  the  road  they  Juat  have  trod, 

they  may  be  carried  back- 
Yet  don't  despair,  and  never  be  i>y  bad  example  led. 
But  start  again  quite  cheerily  and  onward  push  ahead  : 

Puah  on  ahead,  boya,  he. 


I  Make  no  Noise  at  AIL 

SOKG  AND  DANCE. 
Written  and  Composed  by  Mr.  ChM.  MieEvojr, 

for  the  Original  Hiberuicon. 

The  Mnaic.  Publiabed  by  the  Celebrated  Bouae  of 

While.  Smith  &  Perry    '298-300  Wuahlnglon  Streit, 

Boatou,  can  bo  o  t:ilned  at  any  Muaic-Slore 

through  the  Uuiied  Statea. 


iLu 


Some  people  thlhU  that  they  muat  make 

a  noise  lo  get  tbroufth  life, 
While  olhera  are  more  senaihle.  avoiding  every  strife  , 
The  wise  lay  low  and  wait  their  chance, 

Iho  foolish  loudly  bawl- 
Bo  here's  my  sahject :  when  I  dance,  I  make  no  noise  at  all. 

DANCE. 
Then  watch  my  motion  to  aud  fro  : 
So  rileiitly  itliuut  I  go. 

You'll  see  the  movement  of  my  foot,  yoi)  cannot  hear  it  fall : 
For,  wbeu  I  do  my  little  dance.  I  make  uo  uolae  at  all. 

I  think  it  very  feo!l>h  lo  confide  In  every  friend. 
And  tell  him  all  y><ur  iuaiueifS  from  begiliiiing  to  the  end  : 
You  can't  trust  everyl'0<1y  :   If  you  do   you'll  surely  fall  : 
Be  wise  in  rpoaking  of  yourself  :  so  make  uo  uolse  at  all. 

CHOKt'S 

Now  as  I  think  I've  said  enough  then  ullently  I'll  go. 
And  If  I  have  made  too  much  iioise.  of  conrre. 

you  ouRht  to  know  : 
I  hope  lo  sea  you  hr^re  again  you're  welcome  when  yon  call : 
Bo  recomuieud  us  to  your  Irleuds.  but  make  no  noise  at  all. 


Little  Clarence. 


Away  from  this  world  of  eare  they  have  gone. 

Otir  Clarence  and  ."^ophie  so  dear 
Brother  and  ."^ister,  yes,  they  both  have  gone — 

\\  e  shed  many  a  bitter  tear. 
But  hope  bids  every  ftar  away, 

'1  hey  DOW  both  reign  above  ; 
Then  let  me  as  my  duty  say 

I  know  that  God  is  love. 

CIIORCS. 

Ah  :  Little  Clarence,  we  shall  miss  him  : 

We  know  h«  dwells  above, 
To  heavn  the  angel  bore  him,  child  of  hope  and  love. 

Our  home  made  ever  happy  and  light 

.With  song  and  ringing  laugh  so  gay — 
And  DOW,  alas  !  we  hear  no  more,  at  night. 

Our  names  in  prayer  they  used  to  say. 
Ah  '■  lovfd  ones,  in  your  home  of  bliss. 

Clad  in  your  robei  of  light  ;  , 

C>ft  let  m«  feel  thy  Spirit  kiss 

In  this  drwr  world  of  night.  '  ' 

ve    >     .L  ■**>  •  ^'"^*  CUrenee,  4c. 

"^  M    l»     ■  

There  is  many  a  slip  between  the  cup  and  the 
Lp  :  but  there  are  many  more  slips  afWr  the  cup 
has  bc«a  drained  by  the  lip*. 


Jane  O'Malley. 
I'll  tell  thee  a  tale  of  a  maiden's  yeil : 

It  was  woi'n  by  Jane  O'.Malk-y  : 

On  the  iligliland  green  her  form  was  sMn. 

But  she  DOW  bk-eps  in  the  valley — 
Chorus  ;     She  now  sleeps — 

bhe  now  sleeps  in  the  vallej. 

One  year  ago,  when  the  sun  was  low. 
Along  with  Elwyn  Ally,  I   . 

To  chat  and  talk,  she  took  a  walk  :       1  •     ■  • 
But  she  now  sleeps  in  the  valley— 

She  now  slMps,  Afr 

They  talked  of  love,  she  stood  above 

A  rocky  cliff  with  .Mlv  : 
Alas  !  she  fell— he  coula  not  save, 

And  she  now  sleeps  in  the  valley — 

She  now  sleeps,  Ac 

They  searched  around,  till  the  spot  was  found 

V\  here  struggled  .lane  O'Malley  : 
Where  the  rock  was  cleft  her  veil  wa«  left. 

And  she  now  sleeps  in  the  valley — 

She  now  sleeps,  &6. 


Follow  Me,  If  Ton  Dare. 

T  saw  her  first  at  Brown's  great  race. 

Held  at  the  skating  rink  ; 
\nd  as  1  met  her  face  to  face, 
•'^he  gave  me  sncli  a  wink — 
I  really  felt  a  sudden  pang, 

liight  through  my  heart  of  hearts, 
As  tliough  I  had  been  shot  kerbang 

With  one  of  Cupid's  darts. 
Chorus  :  The  glance  I  gave  she  did  reeeive 
AVith  the  most  bewitching  air  : 
Then  turned  about,  and  took  French  leave. 
With  a  "  Follow  me,  if  you  dare.  " 

•  met  her  next  at  Rnssel's  store, 

She  knew  me  at  a  glance,  j 

^nd  as  she  winked  at  me  before, 

I  suid  :   "  now  is  my  chance 
To  catch  this  charming  fair  haired  girl. 

And  take  her  out  tu  dine  : 
To  vow  I  love  her  flaunting  curls. 

And  nsk  her  to  !)«  mine.  " 
Lilt  when  I  touched  her  on  the  sleeve, 

Slie  smiled  with  a  charming  air, 
And  suddenly  tunied.  and  took  French  Isara, 

With  a  "  Follow  me,  if  you  dare.  "'         Chorus. 

I  oatii^ht  h(T  walking  ''"remont  street. 

My  glance  she  quickly  uiet  : 
I  turned  about  in  an  odd  way. 

An  iittiiview  lo  get  : 
But  site  kept  on,  though  once  or  twice 

>he  turned  and  smiled  at  me, 
W  ho  really  thought  it  very  nice 

To  follow  her  home  to  tea  , 
My  anxious  heart  ehe  could  relieve. 

If  for  me  she  h.nd  a  care  : 
But  a  smile  was  all,  and  a  French  leave. 

With  a  "  Follow  me,  if  you  dare.  "        Chorus. 

She  reached  her  home,  and  at  the  doori    ,  . 

."-he  turned  and  winked  at  me  :  (     ' 

What  I  supposed  meant  something  more — 

to  I  followed  her  in  to  see. 
Her  husband  met  me  in  the  hall.  {   ' 

He  saw  my  little  game  :  1  - 

For,  suddenly  I  felt  a  fall. 

Which  sent  me  home  quite  laoM.        . 
Look  out  for  her,  she  will  deceive,  •, .  { 

'i  his  girl  with  the  golden  hair  : 
She  flirts  awhile,  then  takes  French  leave. 

With  a  "  Follow  me.  if  you  dar«>  "    ..   Cbems. 

The  moral  of  my  tong  is  this,         j  .    i . 

1  o  it  let  all  Uke  hoed  : 
When  you  are  searching  after  bliei^  .^ 

And  find  just  what  you  need. 
Be  sure  the  charming  girl  you  seek, 

Whose  curls  you  eo  admu«. 
Does  not,  with  all  her  smiles  so  meek, 

W'ith  a  huaband  thus  conspire. 
For,  this  is  now  the  tliyW  believe. 

of  the  girls  «;th  tlir  golden  hair  : 
Th*y  lure  you  on.  ihrj^  take  French  leave. 

Witb  a  "  Follow  me,  if  yon  dMs.  "        CbMQS., 

— II     I       J 
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WUl  She  Let  Me  Kin  Her  f 


When  ilttJns  by  my  durlins'i  alA*. 

She  pnimlBed  aoon  to  ba  my  brld*  'j  . 

TTitb  iiiiiles  that  uesrij  sal  ma 

In  ectaciei— they  were  to  eweel— 
Uy  heart  bsKan  to  pant  and  baat : 

I  wUUpered  :  -  will  ebe  )et  me  kiee  bar? 
Will  (ha  let  me,  will  the  let  me  kill  her  t  " 

I  qplek  encircled  with  my  arm 

Her  waiat :  (  uow  aiire  I  meant  no  htrm 
To  bar  wbo  oft  did  pat  ma.  ) 

8h*  tried  to  get  berseif  awty, 
Bbe  auilled  au>l  frowned,  yet  looked  lOffky, 
I'bat  I,  Douploaaad  for  what  to  aay. 

Jnat  murmured  :  "  will  ibe  let  ma  kill  kerT 
WUl  tbe  let  me,  will  abe  let  me  klaa  me  bei  T  " 

I  gaced  within  bar  lore-lit  eye. 

Wboie  drooplDR  laahra  made  ma  alght  ~ 
Can  eyea  ao  pure  forget  lue  t 

Oh  :  no,  tliey  ne»er  e»n— for.  they 
la  eTery  Rlance  do  seem  to  aay  : 
"  For  thee  I  lire,  for  thee  I  prmy  '  " 

Tbea  anrely  aba  will  let  me  klM  her— 
Sure  y  let  lue  yea,  she'll  let  me  ktsa  bar  i 

Enmptnrod  at  my  own  reqneet. 
She  dropped  ber  bead  upon  my  breest— 

And  m»de  euch  thnnjjbta  Ijeaet  rae 
That  I.  bewllderea   plnofiKd  in  bltaa. 

SiKhe  I  :    -  Surely  there  it  Betveu  in  tbit  '■  " 

fAnd  here  I  atole  a  long  aweet  klaa. 
Aiid  found,  edag  !  Siie'd  let  me  klsa  her !  ° 
Tea.  she  let  me,  truly,  fondly  klse  ber  ! 


Give  Me  the  Gal  with  the  Blue  Dreee  oo. 


jGive  me  the  gal  with  the  blue  dreee  on, 

;     1  be  white  folks  call  Susannk  : 

iPlic's  stojo  my  heart,  and  away  sbe'a  gone, 

Way  down  in  Alabama. 
She  was  tall  and  ulender  about  the  waist, 

And  as  beautiful  aa  Venue  : 
|And  of  all  the  gals  you  ever  did  •••, 
.    She  was  the  greatest  genus. 

CHORUS. 
Give  me  the  gal  with  the  blue  dreu  on.  >      . 

Tbe  white  folks  call  Susanna  : 
She's  stole  my  heart,  and  away  she's  goM  : 

Way  down  in  Alabama. 

lly  love  she  says  I  look  so  fine, 

My  boots  are  patent  leather, 
My  shirt  oil  striped,  my  bob-tail  eoat 

1  stepped  up  like  a  feather  : 
My  voice  it  is  of  dulcet  notes. 

My  hair  is  all  in  curls. 
And  when  I  walk  along  the  stntt.  ,  ' 

I  astonish  all  the  gins —  Chcras. 


The  Heart  that  Can  Feel  for  Another. 


Bome  folks  say  that  friendship  ezisis  bnt  in  name, 

But  lui  not  inclined  to  believe  them  : 
There  must  be  exceptioni,  all  are  not  tbe  same. 

And   if  we  look  cloae.  we  perceive  tbeiu. 
There  is  an  old  pruverb.  In  which  we  are  told 

To  do  a  good  turn  for  each  oiber — 
A  gem  far  excelling  wealth,  riebes.  and  gold 
la  tbe  heart  that  can  feel  for  another. 
C1I0RC8. 
hri  nought  bat  good  will  and  peaee  with  ns  abound. 

Let's  all  like  men  act  to  each  other, 
Prove  there's  auob  a  thing  in  tbia  world  to  be  found 
As  a  heart  that  can  feel  for  another — 

We  oft  find  a  man  by  adversity  bowed. 

Who  auifera  ou  withont  coaiplainlng.  .  -    > 

Not  caring  to  spenk  of  bis  losses  too  load, 

A  email  spirk  of  pride  remaining  :  ^  -,.    . 

If  friondahip  can  ever  be  put  to  the  test,  .-  v 

It  Is  at  that  time  aud  no  other  : 
Reveraea  are  frequent  and  slwars  abow  best     '-; 

Where  the  heait  is  that  teels  lor  another. 

Let  nongbt  but  good  will,  fee. 

Oh  '  bappy's  the  m»n  with  a  ftee.  open  heart. 

To  give  aid  be  always  is  willjn;; : 
He  tries  to  dlmluleb  atarn  povertj'e  smart 

And  freely  divides  his  laat  ahiillBg. 
No  matter  to  bitii  if  a  iriend  or  a  foe, 

Be'll  all  auitiiosity  smother. 
And  by  oue  good  action  endeavor  to  show         ' 

Be'i  a  heart  that  ctn  feel  for  aoother— 

I<et  nought  but  good  will,  ke. 

Th'B  let  na  act  rightly— for  Ilfe'a  bnt  a  spaa— 

We'll  go  Its  short  Joaruvy  together, 
Beetowing  aaslaunca  whenever  we  cmi, 
'  The  dark  eiorm  of  Ufa  thus  to  weethar. 
Let  nought  but  good  faUoN>  ship  with  ea  abensd, 

Sach  act  like  .i  man  and  a  brother. 
With  rBicHZ>aBtr  hit  luoUo  as  time  doth  veer  reuQd, 

ADd  a  heart  that  can  f'el  for 'another— 

Let  nought  hnt  good  will,  fee. 


Oh  I  Come  Ag^ain,  Sweet  Loye. 

The  Unalc  can  be  obtained  at  the  Mnaic-Store  of 

Wm.  A.  Pond  ft  Co  .  M7  *  865  Broadway,  New-Tork. 

Price  3S  Cents. 


Th«  clftys  tre  dark,  the  nighta  are  long, 

Oh  !  bow  I  watch  for  thee  ! 
The  robbin  sin^a  a  cheery  BODg,    . 

But  all  in  vam  for  me,  ' '  , 

But  all  in  vain  for  me — 
.'      I  eount  the  weary  hours,  and  sigh  :  -- 

Afar  thy  foot-steps  rove,  ; ;  : 

"While  summer  days  are  passing  by,      .."ft 

Oh  !  come  again,  sweet  love  :  ••  .^  - 

While  summer  days  are  passing  by,         "  ''..■: 
Oh  !  come  again,  sweet  love.  ;.-  ..: 

V  I  eee  thy  face  in  every  flower,  ^    "^ 

Thy  name  is  on  the  breeee  :        .    ■    •: ' 
I  Lve  again  the  parting  hour  -     ''-• 

That  bore  thee  o'er  the  seas,  •   *  •' 

That  bore  thee  oer  the  seas  ; 
Then  wander  back  unto  thy  nest,  r       ; 

Thou  truant  weary  dove  : 
,  My  heart  shall  be  thy  home  of  rest ; 

Oh  I  come  again,  sweet  love  : 
My  heart  shall  De  thy  home  of  rest  : 

Oh  !  eome  again,  sweet  love. 

The  City  Sport 

t  rappose  yon  know  that  I'm  just  fix>m  th«  eSty, 

And  1  know  all  its  joys  and  its  eares  : 
And  if  you  will  listen  awhile  to  my  ditty, 

I'll  tell  you  how  to  get  out  of  its  snarea. 
'Twas  once  my  fate  to  love  a  lass 

With  all  my  young  heart's  power  ; 
It  was  the  first  time  we  had  met, 

As  tbe  golden  day  was  o'er  ; 
I  loved  her  then,  1  love  her  yet, 

But,  alas  !  she's  mine  no  more — 

I  went  to  see  her,  one  evening  in  Jane, 

And  my  heart  was  light  as  a  fawn's  : 
And  as  1  neared  the  house  of  my  darling, 

I  found  she  with  another  had  gone. 
But  I'll  not  pine  for  one  so  false, 

If  she  has  gone  and  left  me  : 
I'll  forget  all  my  cares  and  woes, 

And  I'll  sing  merrily  : 
I'll  forget  all  my  eares  and  woes. 

And  I'll  sing  merrily.      . 


/■*' 


Juliana  and  Her  Grand  Fiana 


Ohocu. 


Oh  '  I'm  in  lore  with  sneh  a  dove, 

A  fkir  and  blue-eyed  maiden  : 
My  heart  gore  Jump  a&d  bumpty  bump. 

Because  with  Joy  it's  laden. 
Her  flaxen  hair  abe  waved  does  wear, 

Ber  name  ia  Juliana. 
And  sU  tbe  day  she  thumps  away 

Upon  the  grand  plana. 
Chorus  :     With  a  do  ra  mi  and  a  ra  mi  do, 

8be  is  the  sweetest  feminine  I  knew  ; 
"  A  1  "  at  heel  and  toe, 
la  charming  Juliana. 

Her  Itps  so  red  can  vie,  'tis  said.  ,:  -   ','■ 

With  Coveut  Garden  roaea 
While,  out  beneath  her  pearly  teeth  .. .    .^ 

Their  snowy  while  discloses  !  .'. 

To  see  her  amile.  I'd  walk  a  mile. 

She's  in  her  cliiu  a  dimple  : 
Upon  bar  nose  a  large  wart  grow*, 

And  on  ber  cheek  a  pimple. 
Then  she  can  sing  like  anything,     :\ :.:--  ■■:.  < .  : 

No  voice  I'm  sure  is  finer  :  *■   . :      \ 

She's  such  a  throat,  her  highest  net*        ^'^ 

Is  P  flat,  in  Q  minor  ' 
To  hear  her  play,  and  sing  "  Dog  Tray,  •*  ' 

I'm  sure  'tis  worth  a  tanner  :  •■;""■•;  ■ :' 

For.  no  trombone  excels  in  tone 

The  voice  of  Juliana.  Ohoroa. 

Xow  mneic  I  to  learn  did  try. 

And.  one  day,  did  bea«ech  her 
To  laach  it  me  :  ebe  did  agree. 

And  proved  s  first  rate  teaeher. 
I'm  quite  au  tATZ  abe  now  doee  a^. 

And  play  in  eharmiog  manner  : 
I  like  it  so  I  often  go 

And  play  on  tbe  pianai 

Then  ehortiv  we  ahsU  aaarrled  be, 

I  only  wish  'twas  over  : 
Wheu  her  I  mate  in  style  first  rata 

We'll  pass  our  daya  in  clover  : 
Duets  wa*!!  play,  tbronghont  tb«  day, 

I  aad  my  Jaliaua  : 
Or  she  ahkll  slog  the  '*  Highland  Tling.  " 

While  I  play  the  plana—  Oboras. 


Oberna. 


m  Bonnd  to  My  Loye ! 

Loose,  looae  every  sail  to  the  breeza 
The  coune  of  the  vessel  improve, 
"       I've  done  with  the  toils  of  the  seas — 
Ye  Milqrt,  I'm  bound  to  my  love. 

Since  Emma  is  true  as  ahe'a  fair. 
My  griefs  1  fling  all  to  the  wind  : 

"Tis  a  pleasing  return  for  my  care. 
My  mistness  is  constant  and  kind. 

My  sails  are  all  filled  to  my  dear. 
What  tropic  bird  swifter  can  more  ? 

Who  cruel  Bnall  hold  his  career, 

That  ratnms  to  the  nest  of  his  love  ¥ 

Hoist,  hoist  every  sail  to  the  breeze  ! 

Come,  shipmates,  and  join  in  the  song 
Let's  drink;  while  the  ship  cuts  the  seas, 

"To  the  Ig^e  that  may  arive  her  along  I 

..  ■  ■  lei  ^ 

Thf  Housekeeper's  Woes. 

By  H.  A.  Pechter. 

The  Ifasie  of  tfils  pleee.  arranged  for  the  voice  n^  1 

the  piano-forte,  Is  published  in  Da  Wnrr's  Bair-Dnnr- 

Seriea  of  Ohoioe  Mnsic.    For  sale  by  B.  M.  On  Witt. 

31  Boee  Street,  Mew-Tork.    Price  Five  Caata. 


Now.  my  dear  friends.  I  pray  that  yon  will  listen. 

The  troth  yon  will  certainly  find  lu  my  lines  : 
It's  all  about  what  the  poor  honsekeeper  anflTers, 

A  tug  with  the  dirt  takrs  tbe  whole  blessed  tioia. 
One  day.  in  my  rambles  I  beard  a  coiiiplalning. 

And  saw  a  poor  woman  tbe  picture  of  gloom  : 
She  glared  at  tbe  mud  on  her  door  step,  (  'twas  rsinln^  ) 

And  this  was  ber  wail,  as  she  wielded  ber  broom  : 

[  Bepent. 
'1 
"This  life  is  atriil.  and  love  is  a  trouble. 

And  beauty  will  fade  and  rlcbes  win  flee  . 
And  pleasures  tbey  dwindle,  and  cricea  they  doab 

And  nothing  is  what  1  could  wish  it  tobe. 
There's  too  mnck  worriment  noes  to  a  bonnet  : 

There's  too  much  of  ironing  goes  to  a  ahirt. 
There's  nothing  that  pays  for  tlie  time  you  «aate  ou  it  . 

There'a  nothing  that  lasts  us  bnt  trouble  and  dirt. 

In  March  It  is  tnnd.  and  it's  sluah  in  December. 

Tbe  midsuDMoer  breezes  are  loaded  with  dust 
In  Fall,  the  leafves  litter  :   iu  zaangy  September. 

The  wsll-paper  rots  and  the  candlesticks  rust : 
There  are  worms  in  the  cherries   and  aluga  in  the  roats 

And  ants  iu  tlie  sngar.  and  mice  in  the  pies  : 
And  mbblab  of  spidecs  no  mortal  supposes. 

And  ravaging  roaches,  and  damaging  fllea— 

It's  sweeping  atalz.  and  it's  dusting  at  seven  : 

It's  victuals  at  eight  and  it's  diahlug  at  nina 
It'a  potting  and  panning  from  ten  to  eleven. 

We  acarce  break  our  fast  ere  we  plan  how  to  dine. 
With  grease  and  with  grime,  from  corner  to  canter. 

Forever  at  war  and  forever  alert : 
Mo  reat  for  a  day  leat  the  enemy  enter. 

I  spend  my  Whole  life  in  a  atrnggle  with  dirt 

Last  night.  In  my  sleep.  I  was  stationed  forever 

On  a  bare  little  isle  in  the  midst  of  the  sea  : 
M.v  one  cbanoe  of  life  was  a  ceai^eless  endeavor 

To  aweep  ot  tbe  wavea  ere  tliey  awept  oiTpoor  me— 
Alas  '  'twas  a  idre^m— again  I  behold  it. 

I  cease— I  am  helpless  my  fkte  to  avert  I  " 
She  rolled  down  her  sleeves   and  her  apron  she  folded. 

And  lay  down  and  died,  aud  was  buried  in  dirt — 


-•♦►H 


Our  Hearts  are  Not  Oar  Own  to  Oiye. 

Frem  Balfe'a  Opera  of  "  Satacella.  " 


Our  bearte  are  not  our  own  to  give. 

They  yield  without  a  sign. 
Nor  in  otir  keeping  seem  to  live, 

When  once  love  says  *'  they're  miaa.  " 
In  vain  woui[d  reason  e  rebel  voice 

The  tyrar  t  overthrow  ; 
Did  fate  accord  the  power  of  ohoiee, 

'Twould  with  our  fond  hearts  go. 

T  knew  not  tbht  I'd  lost  my  heart. 

Till.|  it  securely  w«n. 
Love  begged  so  piteonely  a  part, 

I'd  (ooght,  ana  found  I'd  none  : 
But  o'er  the  theft  1  now  rejoiee, 

Such  bliss  from  tb<fnce  doth  flow. 
Did  heaven  accord  tlie  power  of  ohoioa 

'Twonld  witb  my  fond  heart  go. 


■  ••>-)a 


The  r»ai«on  why  s  ship  ii  by  common  consent 
daaknated  in  the  feminina  gaoder,  ia  faaeauaf''  so 
much  attention  has  to  b«  paaa  to  her  rigging. 
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TBqg     SlNGER^S    JOUR 


W..'   '..'<^*»  '  w»w»i 


Mh 


The  Bill-Potter's  Dream. 

Or  OroM  B««dlDgs— Air  :  Th«  0*ptoln  wtlb  hif  wbliktr*. 


If  yon  walk  through  the  atreett  of  Naw-Tork  City, 
Too  o*n  daily  see  the  tubject  I  baTecboaen  for  my  ditty  : 
ITpon  almost  every  fenen  and  wall  that  you  may  Mpyi 
Poatad  bills,  of  every  else  imd  sUape. 

is  sure  to  meet  yoar  eye. 
Standing  near  a  pile  of  brioks.  at  a  building  In  BroAdway. 
I  scanned  my  eye*  aloog  the  bills, 

•lid  read  tbem  m  ibey  lay  , 
Being  posted  o'er  each  other,  you  Ituow, 

tbey  will  read  strtuge. 
And  If  yon'U  only  listen  I  will  tell  yuu  bow  tbey  range. 

"  Artemns  Wsrd  will  give  a  leotare,  " 

"  price  finy  cents  a  box.  " 
"  Use  the  Old  Dominion  eofiee-pot  "  and 

■'  bay  yoar  hata  at  Knox.  " 
*■  Ton  can  get  flTe  cents  a  pound  for  old  books  " 

and  "  Postage  stamps.  " 
And  "  Lloyd's  war  mapa  and  ptetarea.  " 

"  Agents  wanted  In  the  oampa  " 
For  "  eongha,  colda  "  and  "  broken  chairs, 

Spanldlng's  prepared  glne  " 
■■  Palmer's  Artlflelal  leg*  and  arma  " 

just  the  tblng  for  yon. 
"  For  81ng-8ing  direet  "  <■  Horace  Oreely  " 

and  "  Ben.  Wood.  " 
•■  The  Siamese  twlna  at  Bamam's  " 

"  Uae  Drakes  bitters  for  the  blood.  " 

"  Now  on  exhibition  at  the  "  "  Bogue's  gallery,  '* 
*'  A  potrait  of  Oan.  Fremont  with  bia  " 

■■  Blaek-borae  Cavalry  :  " 
*<  Forrest  "  "  the  tight  rope  dancer  at  NIblo's  to-night,  " 
••  Will  Tolnnteer  "  •'  to  eat  a  horse  " 

"  In  the  Great  Prlae  Fight.  " 
"  Read  Mapoleon'i  life  of  C»tar  " 

"  In  this  week's  Police  Oaxette.  " 
Oo  to  "  The  Winter  Garden  "  "  cheap  groceries  to  geL  " 
"  American  Bible  Society  "  "  at  the  Oaltlea  to-night :  " 
'■  Dr.  Obever  and  "  "  tlie  Walter  girls  " 

'  will  address  the  "  "  Drnmmont  light  '* 

"  Highest  bonnttes  paid  for  snbstltntes  " 

"  and  genta'  east  off  clothes.  " 
"  Lnbln's  extract  of  "  "  Turtle  aonp.  " 

'-  Bergamot  and  Boee  :  " 
■   At  anetloB  sale  this  day,  A.  J.  Bleeker,  auctioneer,  " 
'  Forty  barrela  of  Irish  "  "  Lager  " 

••  and  Rnjdera  "  "  whisky  "  "  beer.  " 
"  For  Uajor  "  "  the  Hippopotamus  " 

'*  regular  Union  nomination.  " 
*'  FiTa  hundred  dollars  reward  for  the  " 

'  President's  Proclamation.  " 
"  Sods  of  temperance  thla  eTenliig  will  " 

"  try  Wooif  a  shedam  schoaps.  " 
"  Purge  the  blood  with  Helmbold's  Extract  " 

"  ana  MlUUry  Maps.  •' 

"  Wendell  Philips  "  -  the  What  Is  It  T  " 

■•  Who  stmok  Billy  Patteraon.  " 
"  Can  cure  warts,  coma  and  bnnlona  with  " 

"  the  budget  of  fun.  " 
■■  Wild's  lemon  drops  and  "  "  carpet  tacks  " 

"for  forty  cent*  •  ponnd.  " 
"  The  Irlon-clad  Dictator  "  "  Lacy  Stone  is  " 

"  ontward  t>ound  ;  " 
■'  Grand  sparring  exhibition  " 

"  the  Stameae  twins  will  appear  -,  " 
"  Edwin  Booth  "  "  throws  a  aomeraanlt  on  horseback  " 

"  in  King  Lear.  " 
"  Bead  the  Kic-Naz  for  December  " 

"  at  Barnnm'a  Mnaenm.  " 
"  Sacred  concert  at  the  "  "  Coal  yard.  " 

•  Miles  aBelley's  dreun.  " 


O^larney. 

Parody  on  :  Kate  Kearney. 

Oh  !  hare  yoa  not  heard  of  O'Dlaroey, 
Who  osm«  aJl  the  way  from  Kill*mey  ? 

If  you  wear  a  black  •▼«, 

Take  a  warning  and  fly — 
For,  a  broth  of  a  boy  is  O'Blamey  t 

When  the  pooteen- that's  whiaky,  is  it«aming, 
'Tie  nought  but  of  fightins  be'*  dreaming  : 
And.  och  !   I  can  t^I 
Wliere  mischief  doea  dwell — 
Th«  shilklah  of  I'addy  O' blarney  ! 

Then  should  you  ere  meet  this  O'Blam^, 
Who  rude  all  on  foot  from  Killamey, 
Heware  of  his  smilf. 
Mind  your  eye  all  the  while  : 
A  sheUelah  has  Paddy  O'Blamey  I* 

Though  he  looks  so  bewitchiagly  simple. 
Och,  faith  !  but  he  d  soon  oraok  your  pimple  : 

And  should  be  inhale 

A  drop  of  the  halv. 
1  hen's  fatal  the  blow  of  O' blarney  ! 


Bow  to  keep  al«  from  ■poiliag' — Drink  it. 


The  Twig  of  Shelaly. 

Mnlroony's  my  name,  I'm  a  comical  boy,        .,-..;. 
A  tight  little  Ltd  at  shelaly  :  ■"[■''  ■■'■V 

St.  Paddy  wid  whiskey  he  suckled  me,  Joy, 
Among  the  sweet  bogs  of  Killaly  t 
The  world  I  began  with  the  prospect  so  fkir, 
My  dad  was  worth  nuthino,  and  I  was  his  hair  : 
So  all  my  estate  was  a  heart  free  from  care. 
And  a  tight  little  twig  of  bhelaly. 

"  Turn  captain,  cried  dad,  and  if  ikilt  in  de  strife, 

Success  and  long  life  to  Shelaly  I 

Your  fortune  is  made  all  the  rest  of  yer  life,     ,    *  . 

As  sure  as  there's  bogs  in  Kelaly.  " 

But,  thinks  I,  spite  of  what  fame  and  glory  bequeath, 

How  conceited  I'd  look  in  a  fine  laurel  wreath, 

Wid  my  head  in  my  mouth  to  stand  picking  my  teeth 

With  a  tight  little  twig  of  Shelally— 

Tet  firmly  both  Ireland  and  America'U  aid 

The  land  of  oak  stick  and  shelaly  : 

For,  now  those  two  sisters  are  man  and  wife  made. 

As  sure  as  there's. bogs  in  Killaly. 

I'll  still  for  their  friends  have  a  heart  warm  and  true, 

To  their  foes  give  my  hand — for,  what  else  can  I  do  ? 

Yes,  I'll  give  'em  my  hand — but  along  wid  it,  too^ 

A  tight  little  twig  of  Shelaly  ! 


Words  to  Kemember. 

By  Kmll  Stadlar.       ^.  :        * 

The  Mnsle  can  be  obtained  at  the  Music-Publishing  Offlee 
ofE.  H.  Harding.  Mo.  388  Bowery,  Mew-York— Price  10  Ots. 


Word!  to  remember  are  those  that  are  spoken 

From  lips  that  are  breathing  the  tones  of  the  heart : 
Cherished  like  tows  that  are  not  to  be  broken.  ^ 

Tbeae  from  onr  memorlee  ne'er  sboiiM  depart— 
The  voice  >'f  the  stranger  may  charm  fr  a  season, 

Tbo  soni;  of  the  syren  tlie  moment  maj  please  : 
Bat  the  words  of  a  friend  breathing  love  wed  to  reason  : 

Words  to  remember  and  cherish  are  theae— 

Words  to  remember  are  tboae  that  are  plighted 

When  yonng  hearts  are  blending  their  earliest  vows  : 
For.  hearts  lik«  theiflowers  of  spring  may  be  blighted 

And  drop  like  the  bloasoins  that  full  froiu  the  bongba  : 
Bnt  time  cannot  alter  the  voice  of  affectiou. 

Though  saaaoDS  may  change  both 

the  flowers  and  tha  tree* 
For,  youthful  love  tones  amid  Joy  and  d«Jectlon— 

Words  to  remen;ber  and  cherish  are  tbeae — 


Judy  M'Oee. 

Parody  on  :  A  Baby  wag  Bleeping. 

Pat  Fagan  was  snoring,  poor  Jndy  was  roaring, 
Ue'd  given  her  a  beating  for  nothing,  d'ye  see  : 

And  while  he  was  sleeping,  poor  Judy  was  weeping, 
Saying  :  1  know  the  devil 

has  been  whispering  to  thee. 

The  f>ot  it  was  boiling,  and  the  praties  were  spoiling  : 

But  the  devil  of  a  bit  more  I'll 

cook  for  him,  says  she, 
To  find  him  the  eating  when  be  gives  me  the  bating  : 

For,  he's  trashed  well  the  liide  of  poor  Judy  M'G«e. 

Why  need  I  be  telling  of  my  father's  snug  dwelling  1 
for,  he  was  a  farmer  and  a  kind  man  to  me  : 

Be  had  a  cow,  and  a  pony,  and  a  little  dog,  "  Tony,  " 
And  a  pig  he  christened  after  mc,  Judy  M'Gee. 

You  nasty  big  scrawl  now,  J  will  explain  all  now. 
And  my  big  brother  Barney  will  soon  let  yoa  see  : 

Altho'  you're  a  Fagan,  he'll  whack  you  like  a  Pagan  : 
For,  you've  murdered  the  soul  out  of  Judy  M'G«»— 

I  enee  was  your  charmer,  but  now 

I'm  your  bed  warmer  ; 

Each  night  I'm  asleep  when  you're  out  on  a  spree  — 
You  come  home  in  clovf  r.  and  you  make  me  roU  over, 

Then  yon  jump  into  the  warm  place  of  Judy  M'Oee. 


Nora  Creina. 


NoraCreloa  see  the  flowers,       "*"  •  "•■•  •     ■  " 

The  lovely  flowers  lb  >t  all  saamaA  parltlaA. 
Tbe  tendrils  we  together  trained 

The  bloasooia  We  so  fnndiT  eberlsbed. 
Ko«  beneath  th'<  Sumniar'a  snn 

Gladly  wallav.  gayly  uprlunlag. 
O  er  thy  bower  ibeir  treilia  weave, 

Sweetaat  perAmiea  round  tbee  fliaglaf . 
Kora  Crelaa  '  Nora  Var  ' 

Lovely  darlteg.  Kora  Oraioa  ' 


Nora  Orelna  see  the  Mrds. 

We  iho^«ht  furever  flown  away,  love, 
WUoae  ueal  waa  la  the  Linden  tree. 

Wbnae  yonng  would  round  thy  foot-stepa  play 
Mow  the  weary  «luter's  paat. 

O'er  tbe  wild  wave  g»yly  winging. 
Come  to  seek  thy  sailies  aitalD, 

'Neath  thy  lattice  sweetly  singing: 
Nora  Crelns  '  Nora  dear  '  '■  •=■'■ 

Spirits  watch  o'er  Nora  Ortlna !   , . 

Nora  Creina  !  Nora  dear  ' 

Thus  my  love  is  thine  forever, 
Tbo'  stern  fate  a  decree  Is  t>a«t,  •'   . 

Two  fond  hearts  awhile  to  sever— 
Kora.  darling,  wipe  away 

Tbe  tear  that's  in  tby  bine  eye  starting : 
Soon.  love,  we  shall  meet  again. 

And  atlll  more  fondly  fir  the  parti ng'f'' 
Nora  Creina  !  Nora  dear  '  ''■    ' 

My  aweet  my  own  my  Nora  Creina  '.     ..'" 


-»♦•- 


Be  Sore  Tou're  Bight,  then  Go  Ahead  I 

Words  by  Barry  Aldeu— Mtmic  by  Btraub. 

The  Music  can  be  nbtatned  at  tbo  Mn«tc-PabllpblngOfflre 
oTE  U.  UanHng.  Mo.  288  Buwery.  Maw- York— Price  10  Cts. 


Be  sure  you're  right,  then  go  ahead  : 

Make  this  your  motto,  buy^, 
And  fewer  clouds  will  o'er  you  spread 

To  shadow  life's  fair  joys. 
There's  nought  that's  great  but  may  be  won 

Of  this  I  will  remind  jou, 
And  when  your  eyes  are  on  the  sun. 

The  shadows  lie  Iwhind  you. 
Be  slow,  till  doubts  imve  all  an  end  : 

Then  on,  nor  stop  to  r.'-l  ; 
For,  Providence  will  e'er  befriend 

The  man  who  does  his  bc-t. 
Ah  !  many  are  the  trani  and  snares 

That  lie  on  every  sitle  : 
But  when  you're  ri^lit,  you'll  know  no  cares, 
Or  fear  whate'er  betide^  J  • 

Cii0Ri:s.     •       ■     •'  I' 

Be  sure  you're  right,  then  go  ahead  : 

My  boys,  oh  !  ne'er  despond  — 
Be  sure  you're  right,  then  go  ahead  1 
Success  lies  Jtist  beyond. 

Be  sure  you're  right,  then  go  ahead  :. 

With  heart  and  conscience  true, 
You'll  on  the  path  of  right  be  led. 

And  heaven  will  prosper  you. 
What  though  your  station  lowly  be  ? 

A  purpose  placed  you  there. 
Which,  though  your  earthly  eyes  eant  i 

Shows  wisdom  everywhere. 
Let  slander  wound  j, ..  -11  it  can,' 

Ihe  truth  it  cannot  slay — 
Fear  not,  my  boys  :  ao  honeat  man 

Is  open  as  the  day. 
Act  but  your  part  as,  to  your  sight,    ' 

The  better  course  appears  : 
Walk  in  the  right,  ana  joy  shall  light 

The  skies  of  future  years. 

L'e  sure  you're  right,  Ae. 

■      ■      Si       

Come  Down,  Darling,  Do. 

As  Sung  in  -  SiudOad  "  by  Hr.  De  Solla 


Tbe  day-light,  love,  is  dying, 

'I  he  soft  low  wind  i^  sighing. 
And  the  veil-like  clouds  are  nyin|[ 

Across  the  sky's  dnrk  bine  :      .■;: 
Fear  not  to  ope  ihy  lattice,  >  " 

No  one  is  nigh  to  hear  thee.      ' 
Only  I,  mj  love,  era  near  thee—     ■ 

Tnen  come  down,  darling,  do. 

Thy  curtain  movcth  lightly. 

And  there  an  arm  is  gleaming. 
And  if  I  be  not  dreaming, 

'1  is  thine  and  thine  alone  : 
And  there  an  eye  is  beaming. 

Than  st^rs  more  true  and  tender 
Oh  !  in  all  thy  maiden  splendor. 

Come,  Queen,  unto  thy  throne  I 


A  bashful  youna:  man  w.is  e-corting  a  bashAil 

Joung  lady,  when  kh«  said.  entr»atingly  :  "  Jabai, 
on't  tell  any  bodr  vou  b-. an-  d  nic  hotne.  '*  FHui't 
be  afraid,  nplifn  \.',  I  am  as  ti.rrh  acbasoed 
of  it  as  you  are.   ' 


^^^R^s 


mfi 


t^.T. 


I 
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In  the  Bowery. 

Tonjr  ^Mtor'i  great  SeoMtion  Song. 

t  Thli  aong  hM  been  e»ll«d  for  nightly  for  montha  in 
noe«Mlon,  and  having  bMn  inng  by  Mb.  Parob  tn  bit 
own  Inimitable  styla,  haa  bMn  received  wltb  tbuudbm 
or  ArrLAUM.  ] 


Some  lay  that  Central  Park's  th«  plM* 

For  fun  of  every  kind  : 
On  Broadway  and  FIfib  avenoa 

Hacb  pleaanre  ottiers  find  : 
But  I'm  a  diflereut  aort  of  chapi 

No  fun  In  that  I  aee  : 
For.  when  I  want  eujoymaat,  .;    - 

The  Bowery  for  me. 

SroKBH  :  Yoa.  yon  may  talk  about  yonr  Broadwiy 
bellea  yonr  Fifth  avenne  iwelli  your  azqalaltaly-dreas- 
•d  creatnrea  with  their  lavender  kida  and  tbalr  la-de- 
da'a  DOW  what  do  they  know  al>out  enJoymaDt  t  They 
ara  afraid  to  go  In  for  a  little  fun  for  fOHr  of  dlaarranglng 
their  tolleta  ,  and  then  what  would  Mra.  Orondy  aay  T 
"ObarlM  Frederick  An«;uaiua  la  getting  decldadly  vol- 

Ear  :  Seraphiua  Smelia  la  poeltively  abocking  !  "  But 
ai«  In  the  Bowery,  people  eujoy  tbemaelvea  juit  when 
tbey  feel  like  it :  they  don't  cur*  a  damn  what  othara 
may  aay— for,  that'a  the  cuatom— 

CH0SU8. 
In  the  Bowery,  in  the  Bowery 

For  beautiful  glrla  with  bright  eyaa  and  OaA  OOlI*-* 
la  the  Bowery,  iu  the  Bowery 

That  a  where  I  realda  when  I'm  hom*.     ./  >  ' 

Nobntterfllei  of  fsablon  there,    .;! 

Or  Idlera  may  be  fuund.  ,    " 

Bat  mm  wltb  open  liearta  and  liaad% 

Wiih  honeat  labor  browned; 
Men  who.  to  help  a  friend  iu  naad. 

Would  their  Uat  d»lUr  lend,  '    .. 

Vho  never  live  on  other  folka. 
But  earn  the  caah  they  apend. 
BroKKir  :  Tea.  there  la  no  place  In  the  Boweiy  fk>v 
thoae  well-dreaaed  corner  atatuea  to  try  to  look  like  mil- 
Uonairea'  t^ms,  while  their  molheraare  oat  •erubbingfor 
a  dollar  a  da;  to  aupport  tbeui  in  idicneaa— A  fellow  baa 
Bo  buaineaa  on  the  eaat-aide  of  town  unleai  ha  wanta  to 
work  and  earn  hia  own  living.  What  fortune  la  there 
more  honorable  than  that  of  a  working  man  T  There  waa 
Waabiugtou.  he  waa  a  farmer,  and  Franklin  a  printer, 
Warren  a  doctor.  Andy  Jolmion  a  tailor,  Abe  Lincoln  a 
rail-aplltter.  and  Oraut  a  tanner.  If  yoa  want  to  aee  the 
men  who  make  our  country  great,  who  add  to  her  wealth, 
dovelop  her  reaourcea,  maintain  her  atrengtb  and  proa* 
parity,  yon  will  alwaya  find  them— 

la  tb«  Bowarj,  *«. 

Tha  other  day,  a  well-dreaaed  fop. 

While  walking  through  the  atre«l;     ... 
Inanlted  a  poor  working  girl 

With  whom  he  chanced  to  meat  I 
A  yonug  mechanic  came  along. 
And  beard  tha  worda  be  aaid  : 
Be  aoon  pitched  in  to  the  fop 
And  on  him  put  a  head— 
f-  BroBBH  :  Tea,  he  laid  the  cowardly  raaeal  oni    "  How, 
'  he  aaya,  git  up  aud  git,  and  if  ever  I  catch  you  Inanltlng 
a  female  again,  I'll  add  a  French  roof  to  that  head  I've 
put  on  yoa.  "    The  dandy  quietly  aneaked  away  ;    the 
yriing  lady  turned  to  her  prcaerver,  with  teara  in  her 
F>ua  and  aaid:  "  My  dear  air.  how  can  I  ever  thank  yoa 
'  for  the  kindneaa  which  you   have  ahown  ma  In  protec- 
ting me  from  the  inaulta  of  that  rnfflan  T  and  I  hope,  air, 
we  ahall  meet  again  :  Do  yon  live  near  here  T  "  "  Cbb- 
xamT,  TOUKO  last,  I'm  Ai,WATa  rouan— 

In  tha  Bowery,  *o. 

When  dark  rebellion  raited  Ita  head. 

And  war  o'erapread  tha  land. 
When  ruabed  onto  Oolumbla'a  aid 

Each  gallant  hero  baud  : 
Among  the  foremoat  on  tha  field. 

Amid  the  battle'a  notae. 
Upholding  ttlll  onr  starry  flag,  ■■_.       : 

Waa  found  the  Bowery  boya—"'-'  '•     ' '■ 

BvoxxB  :  Whan  the  call  came  for  aoldters  In  th«  henr 
of  danger,  the  Bowery  waa  the  Brat  to  tend  Itt  volunteers, 
and  nobly  did  they  do  their  duty.  Who  doea  not  remem- 
ber that  incident  at  the  battle  of  Antletam  T  Whan  tha 
enemy  charged  in  full  force,  one  brave  regiment  brave- 
ly atood  ita  ground,  under  a  terrific  fire,  and  changed  tlia 
tide  of  teaming  defeat  to  one  of  glorlona  victory,  Thia 
waa  noticed  by  Qeueral  McO  ellan  who  ezclalmad  : 
"  What  regiment  li  thIa  T  "  New-York  Tolnntaara  !  " 
waa  tha  anawar.  "  W  hare  do  they  hall  from  T  "  "War, 
ov  oovBaa— 

From  the  Bowaty,  tn. 


Biddy  Haguire  of  Ballinaclaih. 

[  The  copy  of  thia  aong.  Bang  by  Tyrone  Power,  haa 
bean  fumiabed  to  na  by  Mr.  John  H.  O'Oonor.  ] 


Twaa  at  Ball  Inaelaah  lived  Biddy  Magnira.  ■  /V    r 

At  neat  a  yoong  creature  aa  man  could  deeire  : 
Oh  !  aueh  waa  tny  love  for  tbit  girl  I  adored 
When  I  algbedlu  myaleep  faith  !  they  told  me  lanered— 
Cborua  ;    For  Biddy  Magnire  Biddy  Maguire  : 
bweat  Biddy  Magnire  of  Balllnaolaah  ! 

Then  ataelght  to  the  darling  on  Sanday  I  goaa, 
Beaolved  to  nnburthen  to  her  all  my  woea  : 
Aud  aaya  I  :  ■'  If  a  lover  ahonid  algh  throoffh  hia  noaa. 
Pray,  what  la  tha  eaoMt "— ■  Poak  ■  'Ua  lora,  I  swppoaa  "— 

-    OhMrns. 


'  Then  Biddy  Magnire  aaya  I.  thlt  la  the  oasa  : 
In  my  aleep  I  aee  your  own  Ullgant  face. 
And  wltb  both  my  eyet  tbut  If  I  tee  yoa.  aatbota, 
With  my  aara  open,  sura,  I  woald  haar  If  I  snora  "— 

OhonsL 
Then  Biddy  tad  I  went  togathar  to  Mtaa, 
And  may  be  ahe  didn't  oatahina  every  laaa  t 
Oh  !  the  looked  ao  divine,  and  aha  prayed  ao  devoat. 
That,  fblth  !  I  aearoa  knew  what  mjuU  waa  aboat— 

Obonia. 

BetnrDlDg  from  chapel,  not  over  ten  mlla. 
She  hopped  like  a  lAprancban  over  the  atila. 
And  love  with  myaalf  being  buay  the  while, 
I  caogbt  hold  of  bar  apron  and  then  caught  a  amlla  **— 

Ohoraa. 

Now  Biddy  had  got  a  moat  beantlfai  binah  : 
Och  !  aba  waa  the  girl  took  the  rag  off  each  boah  ! 
So  what  to  nobody  myaelf  would  Impart— 
I  tosld  to  the  sowl— Hvas  tha  stata  of  my  heart— 

Ohoraa. 

"  And.  anr«,  all  I  hava  won't  I  ahare  It  with  yoa  T 
For,  yoar  eyaa,  Biddy  Jewell,  have  pierced 

my  heart  tbroagb : 
Ton  look  ao  engaging,  I  vow  and  declare 
That  I'd  Juat  like  to  tea  In  your  arma  a  young  heir  "— 

Ohoms, 

"  Och  !  than,  fla  !  for  ahame  f  Paddy,  aaya  Biddy  to  me. 

Bow  could  you  be  after  a  making  ao  free  : 

For,  Father  O'Dougherty  eaya  it'a  a  abame 

To  give  yoaraelf  heira  wlthont  giving  your  name  " 

Choraa. 

Then  Biddy  and  I  both  together  were  tied  : 
Och  !  ahe  made  a  moat  monatronaly  beantlfai  bride  : 
60, 1  booght  aome  white  ribbon  to  make  a  neat  aaah 
For  my  liligent  Biddy  of  Baliinaclath— 

Ohotaa  :    My  tight  little  Biddy,  my  neat  little  Biddy, 
My  beautiful  Biddy  of  Balllnaolaah. 


Ky  Little  One's  Waiting  for  Me. 

Bung  by  Tony  Paator. 

lo  the  dell,  where  the  brooklet's  gently  flowing  .- 

On  the  bench,  'neath  the  old  willow  tree, 
Where  the  birds  their  songs  sweetly  ainging, 

There  my  little  one's  waiting  for  me  : 
And  she  knows  well  the  sounds  of  my  foot-steps, 

As  1  eross  o'er  the  bridge  by  the  lea, 
And  I  hasten  with  arms  stretched  to  greet  her  : 

My  little  one's  waiting  for  me. 

And  at  night,  when  my  daily  toil  is  o'er,       - 

And  I  am  wending  my  way  toward  my  home, 
Ify  heart  always  beating  with  pleasure — 

For,  my  little  one  surely  will  come  : 
Aa  I  pass  o'er  that  clear,  rippling  brooklet. 

There  watching  I  always  can  see 
On  the  bench,  'neath  the  old  weeping  willow. 

My  little  one  waiting  for  me — 

■    IB  I    Ml  ii 

:)'■■:;:;  Poor  Me!    r--;^,-;- .■;^^■'/- 

;    A  BiTBBn— By  Edward  T.  Booika.    >, 

Air  :  In  the  Meadow. 

•  ^^^^^^ 

I  aat  at  my  attie  window. 

In  Tiew  of  the  ailvery  moon 
That  sparkled  upon  the  window  pane* 

And  lighted  up  the  room  : 
.   My  thoughts  haa  wandered  far  away 

To  a  dittant  happy  home, 
Where  oft,  in  boyhood's  pleasant  years, 

I  with  sweet  Kellie  roamed. 

Oft  on  those  pleasant  summer  days, 

Down  by  tne  rippling  rill,  .:  ■. 

Arm  in  arm  with  ner  1  loved,  •:■:';  " 

We  sauntered  o'er  the  hill : 
Those  happy  days  gone  by  for  e'er, 

I'd  wish  them  back  once  more. 
That  I  might  spend  aome  happy  honra 

With  her  whom  I  adore — 

Bnt,  alaa  I  I  cannot  call  them  baek,    . , 
They're  gone  for  e'er  from  me»  ■..J^^ 

Jtist  as  that  one  whom  1  adore,     .■.,-  .;   .^    ;  " 
Has  ceased  to  think  of  me  :       <,  '. 

She  has  learned  to  love  another,    . .:.,    -:K 
A  teomful  beauty  he  :  '".'■■■■■ 'l- 

Bro«d  acres  he  hod  many- 
Bat  not  a  eent  poor  me  I  ,' ..^.v^* 

As  thus  [  ponder  on  the  seenea 

Of  boyhood's  happy  years, 
My  eyes,  that  once  were  radiant  bright, 

Are  now  bedimmed  with  tears  : 
Thoae  tears  that  down  my  pallid  cbaoka 
<~     So  fheely  now  do  flow, 
Bcminda  me  of  a  parting 

Thai  Impptfoti  long  aigo>— 


Lalla  Bookh— All  Paoha's  Twenty  Wivec 

Worda  bx  t.  Foster— Mnslo  by  B.  TlaalngtoB. 
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There  waa  Ali  Paeha,  he'd  twice  ten  wives  : 

And  onee  in  a  terrible  passion, 
From  the  score  complete  be  required  their  lives 

In  a  very  odd  3Srt  of  a  fiuhion — 
In  a  muddy  pood  he  the  ladies  pop't, 

y/  bile  a  legion  of  frogs  there  was  croaking  : 
The  water  ran  deep,  at  the  bottom  they  stop't  : 

Oh  !  what  a  Uindoc  method  of  joking  ! 

Mild  Mustapbey  Bey  had  a  gentle  mode, 

He  began  by  a  sample  of  banging  : 
And  then  if  bus  charmers  restive  rode, 

Why,  he  floiahed  the  matter  by  hanging — 
A  nice  silken  cord  to  each  lonely  bride. 

And  thus,  on  the  system  of  choking. 
By  tying  one  knot  he  another  untied  : 

Oh  !  what  a  Hindoo  method  of  joking  ! 

Had  I  twenty  wives,  would  I  treat  them  so  ♦ 

Tho'  twenty  times  more  plague  than  pleasure, 
I'd  give  them  wings,  let  nineteen  of  them  go  : 

One  sweet  little  pet,  my  heart's  treasure, 
Oh  !  Leakar,  dear  Leskar,  not  a  hairN>f  your  head 

Should  he  hurt,  were  you  always  provoking— 
Dear  dimpled  face  rogue,  better  living  than  dead. 

We'd  hav«  too  Hindoo  method  of  joking — 


The  Skylark. 

Bf  /nlltis  Benedict— As  Snng  In  I«Ua  BookK 

The  world  is  wakening  in  to  light. 

The  dark  and  sullen  night  hatli  flown  : 
Life  lives  and  re-assumes  its  might  : 

Life  lives  and  re-assumes  ita  might. 
And  nature  smiles  upon  her  throne. 
And  nature  smUes  upon  her  throne. 
Chonu  :     And  the  Lark  ?  Hark  the  Lark  : 
She  gpves  welcome  to  the  day 
;In  a  merry,  merry  lay — 

La,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la,  la  ! 


The  mom,  the  mom  is  in  the  skies. 
The  reaper  sing^tb  from  the  com  - 

The  sh«plierd  on  the  hill  replies. 
The  shepherd  on  the  hill  replies  : 

An  all  tbingk  ^oyr  salute  the  morn. 
And  jajl  ^ings  now  salute  the  mom. 

And  the  Lark  T  Ae. 


i 


■^ 


T 
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I  Wear  the  "  Dolly  Varden.  " 

OBABACTEB  BOKO- By  Arthur  W.  French. 


.y, 


Oh  *  I  waar  tM  latest  style,  the  Dolly  Tardea  : 

Kvery  day  t  promenade  alonR  the  atreet. 
While  my  frieada  tbey  atop  and  aay  :    'I  beg  yoar  pardat, 

Baally,  do  yon  know  you  look  so  very  aweet  t  " 
And  tha  gentlemen  they  give  me  auch  admiring  glances, 

BmtllBg  twieeily  aa  1  twlttly  paaa  them  by 
While  I  hear  them  whiaper :  '■  I  am  going  for  my  chaneea  : 

For,  that  Dolly  Varden  anlt  Juat  takea  my  eye.  " 
Ohorna  :    Tea.  I  wear  the  latest  atyle   the  Dolly  Varden  : 
In  the  ttahion  I  am  always  sure  to  be  : 
So  I  wear  the  latest  atyle.  tbe  Dolly  Varden  : 
For,  It  suits  I'm  sure,  a  dashing  girl  like  ma. 

Oh  *■  I  wear  fbe  latest  style,  tha  Dolly  Varden. 

To  tbe  cbnroh  aud  opera  It  don't  matter  where  : 
For,  I  know  It  always  Is  tbe  height  of  fkshion— 

Ton  would  think  ao.  could  yoa  see  the  people  stare- 
All  the  glrlt  W!lth  Jealonay  are  nearly  dylbg. 

iott  becanae  I've  br*t  them  in  the  latest  atyle  : 
Kverywhere  I  go.  I  find  that  tbey  are  trying 

To  imitate  aa— how  It  maket  me  am  lie— 

Tea,  I  wear  the  latest  atyle,  Ae. 

Oh  !  I  wea»  fSta  lateat  style,  the  Dolly  Vardlea, 

And  I  bad  It  on.  the  other  pleaaaut  night 
When  I  wandered  in  the  ahadowa  down  tbe  gtrdaa, 

lieath  the  ahining  of  the  moon,  so  clear  aud  bright. 
Some  one  softly  whispered  that  he  learned  to  love  ma. 

When  he  atw  me  wear  that  ftaclnatlnK  atyle  : 
Some  one  mM*  me  promiaa  by  tha  start  above  ma 

That  I'd  b#  lUs  darling  then  and  all  tbe  wbiie— 

Tes,  I  wear  the  lataot  atyla,  te. 


"  Sir,  yott  have  broken  your  promiae,  "  said  ea* 
gentleman  to  another. 

"  Oh,  aavNT  mind  I  I  ean  maka  aaotlwr  juat  as 
good."     j( 

Baware  ^  BO  man  mon  tbaayoanelf:  #«Mny 
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Allegretto. 


J.  HOOK, 


e^^^Pf^^ 


^¥^^liii 


^iil^r 


1.  On   Ricli  -  mond   Hill     thert       live;        a         lass  More  bright  than  M-^y    ilay         luoru,. 

2.  Ye      zo   -  p'ayrs      gay,    that        fan  the      air,     And       wan-ton   thro'     the        groTo, 

3.  How  hap  -  pv       will      tbo         shep   -herd     be,     Who     calls  thia  nymph  hia        own,. 
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Whose  charmH  all        oth  -    er      ^  maids   snr-paRs,    A 
Oh  I      whis  -  per        to        my      charm  -  ing  mir, 
Oh  I       may     her      choica    be         fix'd      on  me,  Mim 
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ros';  v;.-! -exit     iv     thorn. 

dii'    f'r    her    iu    love. 

flx'd    o:i     her     u  -  lone. 


This  lasA       Ro       noat,    with  8mili<<    m      swo«(.    IIab  won      my      ri.:jfit    good  will  ;   . . .     I'd 
This  lass       an       neat,  &c. 
This  lass       so       neat,  &p. 
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tr-  ;.H    r.T  -  nign       to      call      theo  mLao,  Sweet  lass        of     ^oh-mond   HilL 
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TapioM 

Tha  WILD  Bbr 

We  Stand  Here  United 

While  there's  Life,  there's  Hop* 
Yes,  let  me  like  a  Soldier  faH  ... 
Your  Mother  won't  Know , 


HENBT  DE  MAESAF8 

SIJVOEB'S  JOURIVAI.. 

Newa-DeiJers,  throoghout  the  United-Stotea 
and  Canada,  ean   send    their   ordtfa   ibr  tha 
"  Singer's  Jonrnal  "  to  tha 

AMERICAN    NEWS    OOMPAVT, 

<  Or  I*  tha  Vkw-Tomx  sad  ormaa  Ksws  OoKTAnw. ) 

Who  win  anpply  them  at  the  PnUiahcr't  lowaat  nta. 
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No  Lovers  Need  Apply. 

Air  :    Mo  Irtth  Need  Apply. 


Oh  *  ttaoae  men.  what  dreadftil  peats  they  are,  to  be  aare— 

Dceeltful  flatterera,  they  are  false  and  nothing  more  : 

Like  foxea  aner  poaltry   they  are  ao  cuuning  aly, 

For  all  the  ladica  vow,  declare  ready  Hre  to  die. 

On*  of  the  aez  deoelTed  me  oure— that  la  the  reaaon  why 

Xy  answer  to  their  offer*  all :  "  Mo  lovera  need  apply.  " 

Oae  day,  •  Tolnateer,  on  golDH  to  hia  drill. 

Such  a  aly  glaoee  abot  at  tue  the  atonteat  heart  wonid  kill : 

1  Tery  quickly  tiirued  luy  bead.^et  hliii  see  that  I 

His  very  pointed  rifle  alma  braTely  could  defy— 

Be  bad  mlased  his  aim  could  aee  :  with  a  half  aa  eye. 

My  glance  coureyed  to  him  the  thoiiRht : 

"  No  lover*  need  apply.  " 

The  other  nifiht,  wbilat  waltzing  with  a  partner  at  a  ball- 
He  waa  such  a  tiny  mortal,  with  black  uioiiKtarbe  and  all — 
80  gallant  he  wi*  indeed,  soon  the  reason  I  knew  why  : 
The  little  tiny  dlA  declare  for  me  wunid  willing  die  : 
From  bia  miaery,  poor  little  thing   releaaed  so  noon  did  I. 
I  answered  him  good  humoredly :  "  No  lovers  u^ld  apply.  " 

There  was  Captain  Edward  DIz,  conceited  pappy  fop, 
With  hIa  attentions  pointed,  to  an  end  I  put  a  atop  ; 
■  My  deaw— a— Edwawd— a— )'oa  must  know,  a— that  I 
Have  a  pet— a— puppy  :  no  other — a— need  apply.  " 
HI*  monatache  he  pulled  about,  not  a  word  said  in  reply, 
On  hie  attempt  to  apeak,  it  aaid  ; 

••  No  other— a— need  apply.  " 

He  eonld  not  restrain  his  rage,  out  of  the  room  did  glide 
Di  elanug  with  a  naughty  word.  I  ahould  never  be  a  bride. 
Conceited  fop   be  muat  have  felt  the  peraoual  reply  : 
It  aerved  him  right  :  for,  well  be  knew 

'  No  lovers  need  apply.  '' 
For  the  future  an  advertiaement  in  my 

window  may  deaory  : 
"  It'a  no  use  knocking  at  the  door  : 

No  LOVERg  aKBD  AttLX.  " 

—  ■•!  ^ ■• 


rm  off  to  Charletton. 

Sang  Nightly  by  all  the  Uinatrel  Troupe. 


Better  Times  are  Comiog,  Friends. 


I  will  not  prate  of  grief  and  care, 

As  ia  so  much  the  fashion, 
Nor  in  each  speck  that  dims  the  air 

See  clouds  to  blight  the  nation  : 
Like  those  who  magnify  each  ill. 

And  swell  each  |>etty  Borrow, 
Who  fain  would  every  bosom  fill 
With  dark  thoughts  of  the  morrow. 

For,  better  times  are  coming,  friends, 

Belter  times  are  coming  : 
For  trials  past  t*  niake  amends, 
Better  times  are  coming. 

Tes  !  better  times,  whra  tyrant  fight 

And  venal  party  fuctjwi 
Shall  only  seek  to  com^ss  right. 

Nor  seminate  distraction  : 
When  freeedom's  banner,  soaring  high, 

Shall  spread  the  power  of  reason. 
And  art  and  science  serve  to  guide 

The  man's  divinest  season — 

For,  better  times  are  coming,  Ao. 

My  creed  is  not  so  ead  aa  this— 

Our  world  is  one  of  Wauty, 
And  life  would  lie  unchangeful  bliss. 

If  man  but  did  his  duty  : 
What  were  we  born  for  but  to  aid 

Each  poor  and  suffering  brother  f 
Remember  what  heaven's  law  hath  said  : 

"  Be  kind  to  one  another.  " 

For,  better  times  are  coming,  Ae. 


I  Often  Dream  of  Nelly  Gray. 


I  often  dream  of  Nelly  Oray,  who  left  me  long  ago  : 
Her  feataree  I  tbrget  by  day.  at  night  fall  well  I  know- 
Then  yeara  flow  back.  I'm  young  again. 

new  bupes  my  bosom  cheer, 
I  carol  forth  a  joyous  strain  In  gentle  Nelly's  ear. 

Then  year*  flow,  ke. 

My  fae*  1*  stem,  my  glance  I*  cold,  an  iron  man  I  seem  : 
I  Lave  110  wish  except  for  gold— 'tis  nut  so  when  I  dream- 
Then  wealth  1*  turned  ta  useless  dross. 

my  memory's  bnming  ray  : 
Than  I  regain  my  heart's  great  lota.  I  aee  dear  Nelly  Oray. 

Then  wealth  ia  turned,  *o. 

And  la  my  dream  there  is  a  trntb  all  waking  dreams  aboTS, 
Bteraalaretho«ed4}'Boryoiiththat(!l<^«e'1  with  Nelly 'e love: 
All  else  will  fade  before  mine  eyes  the  world  will  melt  away : 
Bat  near  my  pillow,  when  1  die,  will  llnser  Nelly  Oray. 

All  elae  will  lade.  ke. 


My  maasa  and  my  nglssis  hare  both  gone  away, 
Oone  to  4*  Sulphur  firings  de  summer  months  to  stay  : 
And  while  dey're  off  tot;edsr  ou  a  little  kind  oh  spree, 
I'll  go  down  to  Charleston  de  pretty  girls  to  ss*. 

CHORUS. 
I'm  off  to  Charleston  early  lu  da  morning, 
I'm  off  to  Charleaton  a  little  time  to  stay  : 
Oive  ray  respects  to  all  de  pretty  yaller  gala, 
I'm  off  to  Charleston  before  de  break  ob  day. 

My  Nell  she  waved  her  handkerchief  afore  aha  let  me  go. 
Floating  down  de  river  with  my  old  banjo  : 
I  atood  and  gazed  upon  her  and  wiped  away  a  tear  : 
De  laat  worda  ahe  aald  to  ma  was :  fare  you  well,  my  dear  '. 

I'm  off  to  Charleaton,  kc. 

It  begin  to  rain  a  little   de  night  was  berry  dark, 
De  niggers  dey  get  frightened,  de  dogs  begin  tu  bark  : 
De  coon  he  soared  ds  buazard.  de  buzzard  aoared  de  coon. 
And  dey  all  kept  up  a  running  till  to-raorr<>w  afternoon. 

I'm  off  to  Charleston,  Ac. 

De  coon  begin  to  tire,  de  dog  he  tire,  too  : 
De  nigger  be  got  tireder,  and  he  didn't  know  what  to  do— 
De  buzzards  kept  a  flying  till  de  cliickens  'gin  to  crow, 
Den  he  cume  down  to  bear  me  play  de  old  banjo. 

I'm  off  to  Charleston,  ko. 

Charleaton  Is  a  pretty  place,  de  gala  dey  dreas  so  neat, 
Dey  am  ao  slender  round  de  waist  and  dey  kiss  so  sweet— 
I'd  rader  klaa  my  Nell  dan  all  de  gala  I  ebber  aee. 
Kase  herbreffls  like  anorange-biosaom  banging  on  de  tree. 

I'm  off  to  Charleston,  kc. 


A  wrinUe  is  the  lias  by  which  time  i^enerally 
tnvab. 


In  the  Strand. 


Off  to  Georgia. 

8ONO  AND  CHOBUS. 


'Way  down  In  Oeorgta,  when  on  de  old  plantation. 
Oh  '  how  quick  de  times  did  pass  ao  happy,  light  and  free! 

We  wish  we  w:ia  at  home  again,  and  at  our  old  vocation  : 
For,  dey're  atriking  darkiea  noff  by 

de  doable  rnle-oMhre*. 

CHORUS. 
80,  we're  off  to  Georgia  so  early  In  de  morning, 
.   We're  off  to  Georgia,  l>efore  de  broke  ob  day  : 
Oive  mv  resi>ecta  to  all  de  pretty  yaller  gala. 
We're  oiff  to  Georgia,  before  de  broke  ob  dsy. 

'Way  down  in  Georgia,  when  on  de  old  plantation. 

We  had  two  pretty  yaller  gals,  we  need  to  court  all  day  : 
And  we  hop*  dey  ain't  forgotten  ua 

while  on  our  long  vocation, 
We're  off  for  Georgia  before  de  broke  ob  day. 

80,  we're  off  to  Georgia,  ko. 

Since  we  come  up  from  Georgia, 

dere's  something  we  will  mention  : 
We  are  In  raga  and  atarviuK  and  we're  dying  off  each  day : 
And,  aa  for  dem  at>ollahioniata,  I  don't 

know  dkir  intentlona. 
But  I  link  dey  Icb  de  niggers,  Jnst 

because  dey  make  It  pay. 
So,  we're  off  to  Georgia,  Ao. 

'Way  down  in  Georgia,  while  on  de  old  plantation. 

We  used  to  hoe  sugar-cane :  Lord  '  how  de  darkles  sweat '. 
Bat  now  wn're  roaming  through  de  worst  abandoned  nation. 

We've  neither  clotbea  nor  nvnoy.  u<>r  not  half  to  eat ! 
80,  we're  off  to  Georgia,  4c. 


Doing  the  Orand. 


The  other  night,  as  IiFas  sparking  down  the  Strand, 
A  thought  came  in  my  head  that  I  ahould 

Like  to  do  tlie  gmnd. 

The  grand   the  grand — 
I  stepped  Into  a  abop  and  bought  a  dickey  new, 
Thia  la  the  one  that  I  now  ehow  to  you, 

So  grand,  so  grand. 

Orand.  grand,  grand- 
Next  night.  I  went  to  see  my  lady  fair. 
My  dickey,  of  coHrae,  I  put  on  to  go  there  1 

It  looked  ao  grand, 

Orand.  grand,  grand— 
I  walked  her  out,  aud  not  nils  did  I  see    . 
Xhat  looked  near  half  ao  good  as  me  1 

I  waa  so  grand. 

So  grand   ao  grand — 
How  do  you  like  my  dickey  T 

She  aaked  me  to  treat  her  to  oyaters  smart  s 
To  refuse  her  I  hadn't  got  the  heart — 

That  wouldn't  have  been  grand. 

Grand   grand.  grand- 
Bo  there  we  eat,  aud  chatted   and  talked. 
And  every  paaseuger  aaid  aa  past  he  walked  I 

"  Isn't  he  doing  It  grand,  .  ,   . 

Orand,  grand,  gtaud  '.  "  *:' 

I  tkncy  the  man  tbonght  w*  should  clear  tb*  shop  : 
Ha  asked  for  money  and  that  made  na  atop. 

Although  so  grand, 

Orand.  grand,  grand—  'v.^;- 

I  owned  I'd  got  none     so  be  made  a  great  fas«> 
Caught  bold  of  my  throat  bv  my  dickey,  thus- 

And  ao  I  waa  aerved  in  the  Strand. 

Doing  the  grand,  grand,  graad— 
But  ha  didn't  get  my  dlekey. 


For  the  laat  three  weeks  I've  been  a  dodging 
A  girl  1  know,  who  had  a  lodging 

In  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand  in  the  Strand,  in  tbs  ftwod. 
The  Sret  thing  that  aet  my  heart  in  a  flutter,  1 

Waa  a  Dalmoral  boot    aa  she  croesed  a  gutter,  '    ■ 

In  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand  in  the  Strand  intbeStfond. 
Chorus  :    I  wish  I  was  with  Nancy— oh  '  hi,  ho  ! 
In  a  second  floor,  for  ever  mor% 
To  live  and  die  wUh  Nancy.  1 . 

A  pork-pie  bat  with  a  little  feather. 

And  new  Knickerbockers  for  the  dirty  weather. 

In  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand  in  the  Strand.  In  the  Strand 
Some  pretty  petticoata   too.  ahe'a  got  'em 
Trimmed  with  embroidery  all  roond  the  bottom. 

In  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand 
I  wish  I  wa*  with  Nancy— kc. 

One  night,  as  I  was  out  for  a  ran, 
I  a  >w  my  Nancy  buying  a  bun. 

In  the  Strand  in  the  Strand  in  the  Btrand,  In  tlie  Atcasd. 
I  told  my  love,  and  down  did  fall  .  .1  . 

Slap  on  iny  kneea  by  Eieter  Hall,  '1: 

In  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand  in  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand. 
I  wiah  1  waa  with  Nancy— *c. 

I  poped  the  question  neat  and  nobby — 
Says  she  :  "  Get  up  !  here  comes  a  Bobby, 

In  the  Strand,  In  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand, " 
Bnt  aaid  to  me  :   "  Don't  look  so  bine  : 
For,  I'll  marry  yoa  iu  a  week  or  two.  " 

In  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand.  In  the  Strand  in  the  Strand. 
I  wiah  I  Was  with  Nancy— 4c. 

I  married  her  off  without  any  fuaa,  ..     ■].. 

And  lx>URht  a  cradle  and  a  narse.  '     ' 

"*  In  the  Strand  in  the  Strand.  In  the  Strand,  In  the  Strand. 
I  never  rei)ent  me  going  out  weat  : 
Fo».  of  all  the  wivee  you  get  the  twat 
In  the  Strand,  in  the  Strand  in  the  Sirand,  in  the  Strand. 
I  wiah  1  was  with  Naacj— 4c. 
.■.;::■;,-■,■  M  i«i  wi 

Oipsy  Jane. 

Song  by  the  charming  cantatrice,  Mia*  FannI*  Taadeirelde. 


I'm  a  merry  Olpay  maid  from  my  tent  in  yonder  glade, 
Selling  ballade  la  my  trade   fortunes,  too.  I  tell ! 
For  village  maid*  I've  comfort  bland. 

of  sweethesrts  who  complain  ' 
Ton've  only  Juat  tocroaa  the  hand  of  little  Gipsy  Jane. 

Tra  la  la.  4c. 
. 

With  the  lark  I  greet  the  morn  when  the  dew  Is  on  the  rye, 
With  the  milkmaid  'neath  the  thorn  atealthily  am  I. 
For  her  I've  tales  of  house  and  land, 

and  hnsbanda  rich  to  gain  : 
She  has  but  Just  to  cross  the  hand  of  little  Gipay  Jane. 

Tra  la  la,  4o. 


The  Last  Farewell  I. 

The  Masio  of  this  piece,  arranged  for  the  voice  and 

the  piano-forte,  le  publisbed  in  Da  Witt's  Half-Dime 

Series  of  Choice  Masic.    For  sale  by  R   M.  Ob  Witt, 

33  Roae  Street,  New-Tork.    Pric*  Fiv*  Cent*. 


The  heath  Is  lonely  and  drear,  love, 
There's  nobody  stirring  or  near,  love  : 
Awake  thee,  and  list  thy  soft  ear,  love  : 
1  sing  my  lost  farewell  to  thee  ! 
Awake  thee,  and  list  thy  soft  ear,  love 
I  sing  my  last  farewell  to  thee  I 
Disdain  not  thy  lover  to  hear,  love. 
His  heart  is  oppressed  with  sad  care,  love  : 
Ib  pity  then  sned  one  kind  tear,  love, 
And  open  thy  lattice  to  me  : 
In  pity  then  shed  one  kind  tear,  lore, 
And  open  thy  lattice  to  me. 


The  night  is  swift  passing  away,  love. 
And  losing  its  eloom  in  the  day,  love  : 
Then  show  of  thine  eyes  but  one  ray,  love, 

Ere  I  go  far  o'er  the  sea  : 

Then  show  of  thine  eyes  but  one  ray,  Ioto, 

Ere  I  go  far  o'er  the  sea  : 
The  stars  are  deserting  the  skies,  love, 
I'he  night-bird  is  ceasing  its  cries,  love  : 
Then  hasten  to  cheer  these  fond  eyes,  love, 

And  open  thy  lattice  to  me  : 

Then  hasten  to  cheer  these  fond  ejes,  love, 

And  open  thy  lattice  to  me. 


A  TEMPiRANO*  L«CTC«i — "  Daddy,  I  want  to 
ask  j<m  a  question.  "  "  Well,  my  son.  "  "  Whj 
is  neighbor  Smith's  liquor  shop  like  a  eonnterfeit 
dollar  *  "  "I  can't  Ull.  mv  son.  "  "  Beeaose 
70a  ean't  pass  it,  "  said  the  boy. 

Wky  do  people  go  (o  bed  T  Beeaase  they  ors 
tind. 
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I  Always  Say  Fm  Single. 

Words  and  MdsIc  X>j  J.  Bstehelder. 


Kind  friends,  I've  found  a  secret  out 
And  which  Til  tell  you  all  about  : 
"ILe  truth  of  it  you  will  not  doubt, 

If  with  the  upper  ten  you  mingle.  * 
You  must  do  as  1  do.  that's  the  way. 
And  tlien  you're  sure  to  win  the  day  : 
Jf  they  gay  :  "  Are  you  married,  pray  ?  " 

J  always  say  I'm  single. 

CHOKCS. 

.       Kind  friends,  let  our  voices  mingle. 
Clink  your  glasses,  let  them  jingle  : 
'      For,  here  and  there,  and  everywhere, 
'       '    I  always  say  L°m  single. 

One  night,  I  went  to  a  fancy  ball, 
I  was  R8ked  to  dance  by  nearly  all  i 
A  girl  in  love  with  me  did  fall, 

ller  name  was  Patty  I'ringle. 
Her  brother  stood  cigars  and  wine. 
Her  mother  said  I  danced  divine  : 
And  in  the  waltz  I  cut  a  shine, 

I  whispered  :  "  Love,  I'm  single  !  !' 

Kind  friends,  dc. 

As  thro'  the  world  we  onward  rove, 

Let's  keep  always  on  the  move,  r 

And  if  it  comes  you  fall  in  love, 

lie  sure  that  you  are  single — 
Take  no  heed  of  care  or  strife, 
he  just  and  honest  all  thro'  life  ; 
And  don't  forget,  if  you've  a  wife, 

To  love  her  as  when  single — 

Kind  friends,  tkc. 

>•■■.'■-,    m   i».  »    


The  Seaman's  Home. 


O  you,  whose  lives  on  land  are  ftassed. 
And  keep  from  dangerous  seas  aloof: 

Who  careless  lii^ten  to  the  blast. 
Or  beating  rains  upon  the  roof : 

Ton  little  heed  how  c>eamen  fare. 

Condemned  the  angry  ritorm  to  bear — 

Sometimes,  while  breakers  vex  the  tide,     . 

He  takes  his  station  on  the  deck  : 
And  now,  lashed  o'er  the  vessel's  side. 

He  clears  away  the  cuml)'ring  wreck  ; 
Yet,  while  the  billows  o'er  him  foam, 
Ihe  ocean  is  his  only  home  ! 

Still  fresher  blows  the  midnight  gale  ! 

"  All  hands  reef  top-sails  !  "  are  the  cries- 
And,  while  the  clouds  the  heavens  vail, 

Alofl  to  reef  the  sails  he  flies. 
Still  while  the  waves  around  him  comb,  .  ', 
Ihe  ocean  ia  the  seaman's  home. 


The  Wild  Boy. 


tW>.  father  he  dl«d  and  left  me  his  estate  : 

I  uMrrid  a  Ikdy  wLose  fortuu*  «as  Krast  : 

But,  by  keeplug  bad  companr.  I  bkve  spent  ill  my  store— 

For,  Ire  beeu  a  wild  boy,  but  I'll  be  su  no  more. 

[  Repeat. 

TbeM  Is  Harry  and  Dick,  there  is  Betsy  and  8ne 
Anil  two  or  tliree  others  that  lekmued  tu  our  crew  - 
We  hiive  stayed  out  till  midnight. 

•  and  we've  made  this  to  roar  : 

For,  I*Te  been  a  wild  boy,  but  I'll  be  so  no  morr 

I  [  Repeat. 

.  .*  ..'■  . 

So  new  to  Jail  and  to  Newgate  at  last. 

Oil  a  cold  beJ  of  straw  I  whs  forced  to  lay  at  Inst 

I  was  forced  against  frieudsliip   as  I  lay  on  tli<   tloor— 

For.  I've  been  a  wild  hof,  bat  I'll  be  so  uo  luore 

C  Repeat. 

Now  my  trial  Is  over  and  my  sentence  la  passed. 

It  la  m'^f  than  I  ezp«eted.  Oh  '  it's  come  to  thia  at  laet— 

Bot  now  I'Te  gained  my  sweet  liberty, 

_       ,,       .  ....  that  I  once  bad  before ; 

For.  I  ve  been  a  wild  boy,  bat  I'll  l>e  so  no  more. 

C  Repeat 

Now  I'll  fo  to  my  hone  and  I'll  go  to  my  wife 

And  there  I'll  live  happy  all  the  days  of  my  life  ■ 

And  I'll  sing  to  these  nierrymen  that 

^  have  spent  all  their  store. 

That  I'To  bean  a  wild  boy,  but  I'M  be  so  no  more. 

[  Repeat. 


If  fools  would  b«  koDtent  to  ackt  nat'ral,  they 
wouldn't  be  notieed. 


The  Doctor's  Boy. 

Air  :    Sarah  Sykea. 


Peter  PlllRarllc  ia  my  name. 

My  miieries  have  driven  me  qnite  insana  : 

A  atranger  I  am  to  every  Joy. 

And  all  tbro'  being  a  Doctor's  boy. 

Both  day  Hud  nifibt-anlncky  wight — 

As  thro' the  atreeta  with  phyaic  1  pop, 

X>ie  boys  all  cry  us  I  pass  by  : 

••  There  goes  a  walking  Doctor's  shop  '  " 

Spoken  :  Yes  I  shall  soonbe  acandldate  foracburch- 
yard— I  Lnow  I  sliall. 

Chorus  :    This  world  to  ma's  a  world  of  woe, 

Not  a  moment's  happiness  I  know — 
:   .  ;     .         A  stranger  I  am  to  every  Joy. 

'*         And  all  thro' being  a  Doctor's  boy. 

There's  my  Master  Doctor  Puff  t  Oh,  dear  ! 

He  b:is  uo  feeling,  that  is  clear — 

He  feeds  on  dainties  every  day. 

And  I  don't  get  half  a  meal  a  day. 

Yet  he  declares  bow  well  I  fares. 

And  vastly  I  improves  in  health  : 

But  as  I'm  a  Binuer  I'm  getting  thinner, 

I'm  scarce  the  shadow  of  myaelf. 
Spoken  :  No  wnnder  :  when  I  pet  up  in  the  morning, 
I'm  so  hungry— I  could  cut  the  brass  knocker  off  the  iloor. 
When  luBster  conies  down  stairs  be  says  to  the  cook  : 
"  D  n't  give  that  boy  any  breakfast,  it'll  spoil  his  ap  e- 
tite  for  his  dinner.  "  When  dinner  time  comes,  he  saya: 
"Don't  give  thiit  boy  any  dinner:  for.  dinner  makes 
hlui  drowsy  in  Ihe  afternoon.  "  I'm  oiiliged  to  starve 
till  supper  time,  and  then  I  coald  eat  the  left  leg  of  a 
pickled  donkey,  when  master  says  :  "  Oive  that  poor 
little  boy  no  supper— anpper  creates  fears  and  brlnga  on 
restlesx  nights  "  Then  be  givea  me  a  dose  of  sa  Is.  and 
aeiids  uie  to  bed  ;  and  the  only  change  ou  my  diet  is  a 
bine  pill  and  a  black  draught— he  says:  "  It  cools  my 
system  and  Improves  my  indigestion  " 

This  world  to  me's.  &c. 

To  my  maater  of  hunger  I  oft  complain. 

lie  says  :  "  It  starves  my  cough  and  brain.  " 

Pretends  my  case  creates  alarm. 

And  quickly  bleeds  me  in  the  arm.    - 

If  my  appetite  is  not  gone  quite. 

He  gives  me  an  emetic— the  cruel  qnaek— 

Then  with  twisters,  he  sticks  on  blistera 

Upon  my  neck,  my  chest,  and  back. 

SpoKKR  :  There's  a  situation  for  a  poor  boy  to  be  in — 
fBur  large  bliaters  :  one  on  my  nut.  Oi  e  on  the  sole  of 
each  foot  and  another  on  my  back.  Maater  aays  :  '  He 
approves  of  a  blister  on  the  skull  :  for  it  draws  all  the 
humor  from  the  trunk.  "  I'm  siire  it's  precious  little 
it'll  draw  away  from  my  trunk  now.  He  put  a  blister  en 
my  breast  one  day.  tbat  was  so  stroDK  it  drew  me  all 
round  the  room— I  would  have  been  np  tbe  chimney,  if 
the  vent  hadn't  been  closed.  Tbat  puis  me  in  mind  of  a 
notion  my  maater  look  of  drawing  the  other  day  :  °  Peter, 
aays  he  to  me  have  you  ever  hxd  tbe  tooibiche  Peter  ?  " 
"  No  Sir.  sa^s  I,  I  never  had  and  I  don't  think  I  will 
have,  as  I  don't  abuse  my  teeth  by  eating  too  much  " 
"  But  you  may  have  Peter,  aaya  he.  and  to  prevent  is 
better  than  to  cure  ia  It  not  t  "  '-  Very  true.  bir.  "  aays 
I.  He  aaid  no  mo'e,  but  tied  me  down  and  drew  every 
double  tooth  out  of  my  head  :  and  be  has  fed  me  ou  no- 
thing but  hardship  for  the  last  three  mouths — 

This  world  to  me's.  tic. 

My  master  oftentimes  hns  said 

He'll  anatomise  me  when  dead  : 

And  very  oft  with  fear  1  shake  ' 

To  think  what  a  skeleton  I'll  make. 

Bat  never  mind  I  hope  to  And 

A  chance.     Sbakspere  said    (  and  It  is  true.  ) 

"  Each  ass  will  bray,  and  cat  will  mew, 

And  every  dog  will  have  his  day.  " 
SpoKKN  :  Sliakspere  !  I'm  very  fond  of  Shakspere's 
plays  ;  tbat  puts  me  mind  of  one  day  I  was  pr^  ctisiiig 
tbat  part  of  Macbetb  where  he  says  to  tbe  Doctor  : 
"  Throw  physic  to  the  dogs  I'll  none  of  it.  "  1  had 
just  uttered  that  sentence,  wben  I  got  a  kick  behind  that 
knocked  me  through  a  pane  of  glass,  and  there  I  stuck, 
while  the  boys  outside  bawled  out :  "  Hallo  '  old  spoonie 
mouth,  does  your  mother  know  you're  out  T"  till  onrcook 
came  ronnil  with  the  bellows  and  blew  me  in  at;ain.  I 
must  be  off  to  Mrs.  Onzyball's,  or  I'll  nap  it  when  I  get 
home.  Poor  woman  '  I'm  sure  the  smell  might  cure  her. 
-'  When  taken,  to  be  well  shaken.  "  master  always  puis 
that  i  n  ,  and  1  have  a  box  of  pills  for  her— let  me  see  : 
what'  five  and  thirty  to  be  token  every  ten  minntea  with- 
out fall,  or  no  cure  need  be  expected  !  No  !  poor  woman, 
I'm  sure  t  hope  she'll  live  to  take  them  all  :  for,  if  any 
comes    BCk,  I'm  sure  to  get  the  benefit  of  them— 

This  world  to  me's.  &c. 


The  Rocky  Road  to  Dixie.  ^ 

There  is  a  Isnd  where  cotton  grows, 
That  s  where  milk  and  honey  flows,       '    ,  - 
Away  down  sontb  to  Dixie  : 
For,  I'm  going  home  ! 

CBORCS. 

I  hain't  got  ttme  to  tarry,        •,•. 

I  hain't  got  time  to  stay  : 
It's  a  rooky  road  to  travel 

To  Dixie,  far  away. 

Dixie  land  Is  the  place  for  ma. 
The  niggers  down  there  all  are  (IrM, 
Away  down  aoulh  to  Dixie  : 
For,  I'm  going  borne  '. 

I  hain't  got  time.  kc. 


w 


My  giother  and  my  sister  dear. 
Wbeai  1  left  home,  tkey  ahed  a  taar, 

fay  down  south  to  Dixie  : 

'for,  I'm  going  home  I 

I  haint  cot  tima,  i 

Van,  white  folks  I'm  going  away, 

I'll  dall  again  some  other  day, 
Avay  down  south  to  Dixie  : 
Tor,  I'm  going  home  ! 

I  hain't  got  tima,  I 


I  is  Heart  was  True  to  PoU. 


Air  :    In  1809. 


(I 


I  heatd  my  aunt,  once  sing  a  chaat, 

Wihich  now  p'raps  isn't  new. 
Of  liilly  Kidd.  wbo.  whatever  he  did. 

To  his  Poll  was  always  true. 
Be  Baliled  away  in  a  gallant  ship 

From  the  pretty  port  of  Jovial  Bristol, 
And  the  last  words  he  altered.  ' 

Whlile  his  handkerchee  he  flnttered. 
Were  :   ••  My  h«art  is  true  to  Poll.  " 
Ctierns  :     His  beart  WaS  true  to  Poll, 
Bis  heart  was  true  to  Poll : 
No  matter  what  yon  do. 
If  your  heart  ia  ever  true  : 
And  his  beart  was  true  to  Poll.      *       ^ 

They  were  wrecked  :  William  to  shore  he  swam. 

And  he  looked  about  for  an  inn. 
When  a  noble  savage  lady,  of  a  color  rather  sitady. 

Game  up  with  a  cheerful  grin.  * 

Says  she  :  "  Marry  me,  and  a  king  yon'li  ba. 

And  in  a  palace  loll. 
Or  they'll  eat  yon  like  a  filet.  " 

So  he  cave  his  hand,  did  Billy, 
But  bis  heart  waa  true  to  Poll. 

Hia  beart  was  tma,  to. 

So^William  Kidd  a  happy  life  led 

Aa  tbe  Kiu^  of  ttie  Kikaroos  : 
Ha  had  nothing  but  a  hat  upon  his  bead, 

Aad  a  pair  of  over>sboea. 
Tbef  made  him  a  present  of  twenty  wivaa, 

Which  their  beauties  I  cannot  now  extol : 
Bat.  one  day,  tbey  all  revolted  : 

So  he  bacic  to  Briatol  bolted— 
Far,  hla  heart  waa  true  to  Poll. 

Hia  beart  was  tma,  to. 


The  Lover's  Pen. 

(  La  Penna.  i 

Words  kjj  Maria  X.  Hayes— Mualc  by  Prinee  PonlatowakL 

The  ilaaic  of  thia  piece,  arranged  for  the  voice  and  •. 
the  piMo-forte,  is  published  In  De  Witt  s  Half-Dims 
Series  of  Choice  Music.     For  Bale  by  K    M.  Oa  Win, 
3SiBose  Street,  New-York.     Price  Five  Ce&ta. 


0  dovejthro'  ether  bine  so  lightly  winging : 

O  do^ej  whose  nest  is  hid  'iiiong  rocks  so  lonely  : 
Fr"iii  tiiy  white  wiag  one  feather  downward  flmginc. 
But  g|ive  that  I  may  write  one  letter  only  : 

1  fain  v}qiild  send  luy  love  a  missive  tender,         / 
And  W)ien  'tis  done,  thy  pinion  back  I'll  render— 

CI10RC8. 
Tbe  message  that  I'll  send  so  sweet  shall  be, 

8o  sweet  shall  be, 

8o  sweet  shall  be — 
The  pen  that  writes  shall  with  its  taak  enamored  ba, 

It  shall  enamored  be. 

It  Bhall  enamored  be. 


.JL 


O  dovtj  that  o'er  the  ocean  vast  are  flying. 

But  li.«ar  my  prayer,  and  Irml  me  one  soft  pinion, 
That  sWift  as  thou  may  beur  to  him  oiy  sighing. 

Who  only  o'er  my  heart  holds  sweet  domiuioa— 
And  wli^n  I've  told  him  all  my  true  devotion. 

The  auiaaive  thou  Shalt  bear  serosa  the  ocean  '. 

The  measage  that  I'll  send,  to. 


Gleiidy  Bark. 


The  Cflendy  Bark  is  a  mighty  fine  boat 

an<l  a  mighty  fine  captain,  too  ; 
He  strtlts  along  tbe  harricane  deck 

a  looking  after  the  crew  : 
I  cant  Itay  here,  the  work's  too  hard. 

I'm  gwine  to  leave  tbe  t«WB, 
I'll  take  my  dads  and  tote  'em  on  my  back, 

when  the  Olendy  Bark  eomes  dowa. 

CHORUS. 

Oh  !  teijslanna,  I'm  going  to  leave  this  town, 
I'll  t4kp  my  duds  and  tote  'em  on  my  iMck. 

I  i  when  the  Olendy  Bark  eftmes  down. 

[Bepaat. 

I        ; 

The  ilgbts  way  down  at  New  Orleans 

I  tell  yen  are  Bigtaty  rare 
The  stlaamboals  aleng  the  levee 

I  are  bonnd  to  maks  one  atare  : 

Tbe  eaglne  recks,  tbe  smoke  goes  np, 

tbe  wheels  turn  round  aad  runnd  :  i 
I'll  t^|e  my  duds  and  tote  'em  on  my  back.  ' 

when  the  Olendy  Bark  eomes  down 
Olt !  laootaiaaua.  he. 


>>. 
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THE     SIMOER'S    JOURrVAl.. 


Th«  Cow  that  Ate  the  Piper. 


la  th*  year  '96.  when  oar  tronblai  w«r«  (r«»t, 

AikI  It  waa  treasou  to  be  »  MlleeUn  : 
Tbat  black  wblakerad  let  we  will  ueTar  forget, 

Thu'  hlatory  tells  nt  they  were  Heaalana. 
In  thla  troableaome  time,  oh  '  'twaa  a  great  erlm*. 

And  murder  neTer  wiia  riper— 
At  ttie  Blila  of  Olennbpe  not  an  acre  from  me. 

There  Ured  oue  Dauuj  fi/rne.  a  piper. 

Neither  wedding  or  wake  wonld  be  worth  a  ahake. 

Where  Denny  waa  uot  Drat  Inrited  : 
At  aquecziu);  the  bag<  and  emptylug  th*  kegs 

He  aatuniilied  as  well  aa  deligliteil. 
Id  thi  ae  tiruea  poor  Dennr  could  not  aaro  one  penny, 

Uartlul  Jaw  had  him  atUDg  like  a  Tipar  : 
TbeT  kept  him  within  till  the  bouea  and  the  akin 

War*  grlnnlug  through  the  raga  of  the  piper. 

Oue  eTening  In  Jane,  aa  be  waa  going  home. 

After  the  fair  of  Rat|jnaij*D. 
What  ahoald  be  aee  from  tbe  branch  of  a  tree, 

But  tbe  corpae  of  a  Heaalan  there  hanging — 
Saya  Denny  :  '  theaa  rognea  have  boota  I've  no  br<)Bnea— " 

6u  tbe  boota  then  he  laid  anch  a  griper. 
He  palled  tbem  with  anch  might,  and 

the  boota  were  so  tight. 

That  lege  and  boota  came  away  with  tbe  piper. 

Then  Drnny  did  ran.  for  fear  of  being  bang. 

Till  be  came  to  Tim  Keuiiei.I]r'a  cabin. 
Ba^8Tlm   from  within  :  "  I  can't  let  yoa  In, 

You'll  be  aliot  If  you're  caught  there  a  rapping.  " 
He  went  to  the  shed,  where  the  eow  waa  in  lied, 

With  a  wiiip  he  began  for  to  wipe  hrr  : 
They  lay  down  together,  on  a  aeven  foot  feather. 

And  the  cow  fell  a  hogging  tbe  piper. 

Then  Denny  did  yawn  aa  the  day  It  did  dawn, 

Aa  be  BtreeleJ  <  ff  tbe  bonia  of  tbe  Ileaalan. 
The  Irra.  by  tbe  law.  be  left  ibem  on  tbe  atraw, 

And  he  gaTe  tbem  leg-bail  for  hia  nilaalon. 
Wbeu  the  breakfaat  waa  dune,  TIib  aent  out  hia  son 

To  make  Denny  Jonjp  op  like  a  lamplighter  : 
When  the  lega  there  be  aaw.  ha  roared  like  a  Jack  daw  : 

"  Oh  !  daddy,  the  cow's  ate  tbe  piper  !  " 

"  Mnaha  bad  luck  on  tbe  beaat— rhe'd  a  muaical  taate 

For  to  eat  anch  a  beautiful  chanter  : 
Arrab  '  Patrick  avic.  take  a  lump  of  a  stick. 

Drive  ber  off  to  aienbe;ily— we'll  cuDt  b'-r.  " 
Mra.  Kennedy  bawl'  <],  tbe  uei^bbora  were  called  :     • 

They  l>egan  for  to  humbug  and  gii  e  ber  : 
To  tbe  churehyard  Tim  walked  with  the  legs  In  a  box. 

And  the  cow  will  be  hung  fur  tbe  piper. 

The  cow  she  waa  drore  a  mile  or  two  off, 

To  tlie  f.iir  at  tbe  aide  of  Oienhealy. 
Aiid  there  abe  was  auM  for  four  guineaa  In  gold 

To  the  clerk  of  the  parish   Tim  Daley, 
They  went  to  a  tent,  tlie  lucky  penny  was  spent. 

Tlie  clerk  being  a  Jolly  old  awiper  : 
Who  d'ye  think  there  waa  there  playing  tbe 

■Rakes  of  Klldara!" 

Bat  poor  Denny  Byrne,  the  piper ! 

Then  Tim  gare  a  bolt,  like  a  half-drnnken  colt, 

At  tbe  piper  I  e  gazed  like  a  ROmuiock — 
He  aaid  :  "  By  tbe  powera  !  1  thought  theae  eight  honrfl 

Tou  were  paying  in  Drinan  Dbu'a  atouiach.  " 
Then  Denny  oLaerved  bow  tbe  Heaalan  waa  lerTed, 

And  they  all  wiahed  nt-cba  secure  to  the  griper 
Tbr  gran'lenr  tbey  met   their  whiatlea  tbey  wet. 

And  like  devils  tbey  danced  ronud  the  piper. 


A  Yankee  Ship  and  a  Yankee  Crew. 

A  Yankee  ship  and  a  Yankee  crew, 

Tally  hi  ho  !  you  know  ! 
O'er  the  briglit  blue  waves  like  a  sea  bird-flew, 

Singing  hpy  !  aloft  and  alow  I 
Ber  sails  are  spread  to  the  fairy  breeze, 
Ibe  •pray  sparkling  as  thrown  fi-oin  her  prow. 
Her  flag  is  the  proudest  that  floats  on  the  seas, 
^  ben  homeward  she's  steering  now. 

k  Yankee  ship,  Ae. 

A  Yankee  ship  and  a  Yankee  crew, 

Tally  hi  no  !  you  know  !  .  .    _ 

With  hearts  aboard  both  gallant  and  true, 

1  he  same  aluft  and  aluw. 
The  blackened  sky  and  the  whistling  wind   ; 
Foretell  the  approach  of  a  gale  : 
And  home  and  its  joys  flit  over  each  mind. 
Husbands,  lovers,  on  deck  there  !  a  sail  ! 

Distress  is  the  word,  God  speed  tbem.  through. 

Bear  a  band  aloft  and  alow  ! 

A  Yankee  ship  and  a  Yankee  orew, 

Tally  hi  ho  !  you  know  !  .! 

Freedom  defends  the  land  where  it  grtw,  :' 

We're  firee  aloft  and  alow  f 
Bearing  down  is  a  ship  in  regal  pride, 
Defiance  floating  at  each  mast-head  ; 
She's  wrecked,  and  the  one  bears  that  floats  alongside. 
The  stars  and  stripes  that's  to  victory  wed, 
Ne'er  strikes  to  a  foe  wbitp  the  sky  is  blue, 

Or  a  tar's  aloft  and  alow. 


Ky  Pretty  Bird,  Sing  on  ! 

FmtXBiST. 

Words  by  Wellington  Onerasey— Musto  by  Llndbtad. 

The  Muaie  of  tbia  piece,  arranged  for  the  voice  and 

the  piano-forte,  la  publlahed  in  Dc  Witt's  Half-Dime 

Serlea  of  Choice  Maaic.     For  aale  by  R.  U.  Da  Witt, 

13  Roae  Street,  Kew-Tork.     Price  Five  Canta. 


My  pretty  bird,  sing  on  !  sing  on  ^ 

And  cheer  me  with  thy  lay — 
Thou  mournest  not  fur  freedom  gone, 

Nor  playmates  far  away. 
My  pretty  bird,  sing  on  !  sine  on  ! 

Thou  mournest  not  for  freedom  gone  : 
Sweet  bird,  thy  wings  alone  restrained. 

But,  oh  !  my  heart's  forever  chained — 
My  pretty  bira,  sing  on  !  sing  on  I 

And  cheer  me  with  thy  lay. 

Thou  still  may'st  hope  to  reach  the  grove, 

And  gain  thy  liberty  : 
But  1  am  bound  by  cruel  fate. 

And  never  can  be  free — 
Thou  still  may'st  hope  to  reach  the  grove, 

liut  I  am  bound  by  cruel  fate  : 
Sweet  bird,  thy  wing's  alone  restrained, 

But,  oh  !  my  heart's  forever  chained- 
My  pretty  bird,  sing  on  !  sing  on  ' 

And  cheer  me  with  thy  lay. 


Darling  Minionette. 


A  Soldier  To-Night  it  Onr  Oueit 

Pan,  fan  the  gay  hearth,  and 

fling  bacK  the  barred  ooor. 
Strew,  strew  the  fresh  rushes  around  on  the  floor  : 
And  blithe  be  the  welcome  in  every  breast — 
For,  a  soldier — a  soldier  to-night  is  our  guest. 

All  honor  to  him,  who.  when  danger  afar 

Had  lighted  for  ruin  his  ominous  star. 

Left  pleasures  and  country,  and  kindred  behind. 

And  s|>ed  to  the  shock  on  the  wings  of  the  wind  ! 

If  you  value  the  blessings  that  shine  at  our  hearth  : 
The  wife's  smiling  welcome,  the  infant's  sweet  mirth — 
While  they  charm  us  at  eve,  let  us  think  upon  those 
Who  have  bought  with  their 

blood  our  domestic  repose. 

Then  share  with  a  soldier  your  hearth  and  your  home. 
And  warm  be  your  greeting  whene'er  he  shall  come  : 
Let  love  light  a  welcome  in  every  breast — 
For,  a  soldier — a  soldier  to-night  is  our  guest. 


rhe 


Afternoon  CrawL 

ByO.  W.  Hant. 


Some  fkllews  Mite  the  early  morning 

For  a  conatituliouAL  : 
Othera  put  it  oirtili  i.lgbt. 

And  then  get  spreeiug  with  a  paL 
I  do  uot  agree  witb  either  : 

Early  u^orning  a  far  too  soon 
Fur  me.  while  night's  tbe  time  for  fUa, 

I  crawl  out  in  tbe  afternoon. 
CHORDS. 
The  afternoon  crawl,  the  afternoon  eraw). 

For  qniasiug  the  darlinga.  or  making  a  call  : 
The  afternoon  crawl,  the  afteivioon  crawl — 

The  prui>ar  correct  thing's  the  afteruooa  crawl. 

Mow  when  a  fellow  crawla  In  morning, 

Swarius  of  cads  get  poshing  by  ; 
A  "  sweep  "  will  brush  a  fellow'a  nose 

A  "  butcher's  "  tray  goes  in  one'a  eye  : 
And  aa  for  giria,  acarce  half  a  dozen 

Venture  out    -  coatunjed  "  lo  soon  : 
The  fair  onea  are  "  bn  cigRiBiLLX.  ** 

Bnt  crawl  ont  Intthe  afieruoon. 

So  tbe  afternoon  orawl,  kc 

A  good  cigar,  soda  and  brandy.  . 

Are  proper  moruiug  pala  till  one  : 
Read  the  papaw.  if  It'a  handy. 

Joat  to  aee  what  bettlng'a  done  : 
Than  dkjbobxb  (  which  means  breakfast  i 

At>ont  two.  or  not  so  soon 
Shoves  the  time  along  "  tbbs  soiaa*  :  " 

Sazt,  tfte  crawl  In  the  aft>-ui<'on. 

Tbe  aTemoon  erawl,  fte. 

Seme  like  dwlTlng  smart  "  tarn  onta,  "      . 

Olbera  riding  in  tbe  Row  : 
Bnt  auch  botliaw  and  eiartlon  .,' 

Don't  ault  Ibia  buy— ob  '  dear  no'.         ,' 
A  gentle  saunter  'mougat  tbe  beaa(iea 

iometlmra  do  a  little  "  spoon  :  " 
I'd  rather  give  np  beer  and  *'  smokee,  ** 

Than  crawling  In  tbe  afternoon. 

Ob  '  the  afternoon  erawl,  fto. 


Ton  may  talk  about  yonr  fksclnatlni;  besntlea, 

Your  faahionabTe  bloudea  and  petty  hellea  : 
Bnt  tbe  aubjvct  of  luy  aong  I'm  going  to  aiug  yots. 

Is  par  excellence  tbe  queen  of  all  the  swells. 
We  met.  'twaa  In  a  crowd,  and  then  we  parted — 

Tbe  beaaty  of  ber  face  I  will  ne'er  forget  : 
Aa  ahe  never  told  ber  name,  I  cannot  tell  It : 

But  I  have  christened  her  my  Darling  Minionette. 
cnoRcs. 

She  Is  sweeter  than  the  flowers  I  came  ber  after. 
And  the  memory  of  ber  beautj  haunta  me  yet : 

There  la  a  liand  of  opera  music  in  ber  laughter, 
Tou  will  know  her— she  Is  my  Darling  Minionette. 

She  looked  at  me  a  glance  waa  all  I  wanted. 

Aa  I  followed  her  along  the  crowded  atreet  : 
And  my  meiuury  with  her  loveliueas  wai  haunted, 

As  Ibe  tripped  ao  lightly  on  thoae  fairy  feat. 
Tbe  aecond  time  aba  caat  ber  eye  upon  me. 

She  smiled  on  me— and  then  a  inoirent  more. 
She  rang  tbe  bell  and  faded  from  my  vialon  : 

Than  ill  waa  doll :  for,  abe  waa  there  no  more- 
She  ia  sweeter,  ke. 

Hezt  day.  in  hopeato  see  my  little  dsrling, 

I  southt  the  Iiuuae    (  'twu*  No.  ninety  four.  ) 
When  tbe  poodle  in  tbe  bouae  coinnieuced  a  anarllng. 

And  barking  loudly  chased  tue  from  tbe  door. 
I  ran  along  the  atreet  and  be  ran  after 

And  with  hia  teeth  be  aeized  my  pantaloona  : 
Be  bung  on— while  the  crowd,  convnlaed  with  langbter. 

Cried  :  "  That's  the  chap  that  atole  the  allver  tpoooa  '  " 

She  is  sweeter,  Ae. 


Old  Brown's  Daughter,  j 

COMIC  SONO— Sung  by  Alfred  Q.  Vance. 
Written  and  Compoaed  by  O,  W.  Hunt. 


'.'.-    There  lives  an  ancient  party 
At  the  other  end  of  town  : 
Be  keeps  a  little  cbandler'a  abop. 

His  ancient  name  la  Brown. 
Ee'a  got  au  only  daughter. 
Such  a  party  1  ne'er  saw— 
,   Byjingo'  Isbonldliketobe 
The  old  chap's  aou  in  law. 
CHORCS. 
For.  old  Brown'a  daughter  a  a  proper  aort  of  gtrl. 

Old  Blown  a  daughier'a  aa  fair  as  uny  pearl : 
I  wish  I  was  the  Lord  Mayor  a  uiarqnla.  pr  an  earl- 
I'm  blowed  If  1  wouldn't  marry  old  Biowu'a  girt ! 

O'd  Brown  now.  he  sells  very  nearly 

Everything  you'd  pleure  : 
Treacle  snap  and  bund.ea  of  wood, 

Lollypopa  and  cheeae. 
Bis  daughter  minds  tbe  shop. 

It's  a  treat  to  see  ber  serve  : 
I'd  like  to  ran  away  K  ilh  ber. 

But  I  haven't  gut  the  nerve. 

Poor  o'd  Brown  he's  very  often 
Tronbled  witb  the  gout : 
'         Be  "  grnmhies  "  In  the  little  parloi^ 
'  '  When  he  can't  get  ont. 

Then  I  go  and  make  a  pnrcbaae, 

Ob  !  and  when  abe  handa  tbe  change, 
That  gal  makea  me  rkCL  oiL-vanised, 
I  feala  so  vbbt  strange— 


Choma. 


Ulaa  Brown  she  amilea  so  sweetly, 
>^  hell  1  saya  a  temler  word  : 

Bnt  oLO  Biowu  says  that  she  sball  wad 

A  marqnia  or  a  lord  : 
But  I  don't  think  aa  ever 

One  of  tbem  awella  I  aball  be- 
But,  by  Jingo'  next  election 
I  aball  put  up  fur  M    P. 
SroBBB  :    I  ihall  then  get  in  tbe  Honse  of  Commona, 
which  IS  only  next  door  to  the  Lords.        "  Who'll  vote  tot 
ScroggingaT"— "  Scrogginga  for  SpitalOelda  '  "— "Scrog. 
ginga  for  ever  !  "   —   '  Scrogginga    tbe  working  man's 
friend  !  "—"Down  with  taxea  and  up  with  Scrogginga!" 
"  Scrogginga  votes  for  everything  '   '—1  think  I'd  stand 
a  chance  anyhow.  I  ahouldn't  be  tbe  only  muff  in  the 
Uouae — and  then  I  ahonid  be  the  happy  owner  of— 

Oboraa 


Ooh !  Norah  Dear  I 


Och  '.  Norah  dear  '.  I'm  waiting  hera^    [ 

I'm  watching  still  for  yon   love  :  '■'■- 

And  while  joa  aieep   the  flow'rets  weep^ 

All  shrined  in  tears  of  dew.  love. 
The  allvery  moon  Its  bright  rays  aoon 

Behind  tbe  hilla  will  fade   love: 
Bnt  iMtter  there  ber  beautlea  tear  : 

7or,  thou  her  beams  wonld  shade,  lore. 

Och  !  Norah  dear  ! 

Och  I  Kora  dear  .'  I'm  waiting  here, 

Tbe  stara  look  eold  and  bine  love  : 
Tlieir  twinkling  ra>  a  bave  couie  to  gasa. 

To  aee  bow  briiiht  are  yu,  luve. 
Tbe  breexe  that  brings  auch  balmy  things 

From  all  tliat's  bright  and  fair  love. 
It  algh*  to  alp  from  thy  aweet  lip 

The  perlniue  that  Ilea  there  love 

Och  !  M orah  dear  ! 


J 
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All  Boond  Ky  Hat 


AM  ronnd  my  hat  I  TMra  »  f  rMB  Tillow. 

All  ronnd  1117  hat  for  a  twelTamonth  and  a  Atf'  r'    ■ 
If  aD7  cDe  (boald  sx't  the  reason  yj  I  raara  It, 

Tell  tbem  that  my  true  loT*  la  for,  far  afay. 

Twaa  a  golog  of  my  ronnd*  In  tha  atreeta. 

■I  flrtt  did  m««t  Mr  : 
Ob  !  I  thoagbt  aha  raa  a  han^l  Jost 

come  down  from  tha  aky— 

Spokkii  :    She'd  a  nice    wioitablk   eoontenanca  : 
TcBRur  Doae.  Radish  oheeka.  and  Cabbottx  hair— 

And  I  uerer  heard  a  Tolce  more  louder  and  mora  awaatar, 
Then  aha  cried  :  "  Bny  aay  Primroae*. 

'  ........     my  Prlmroaea  come  bny  !  " 

I  [■;, .  ■  ;■-;■■■■.■-.■.: .■'";.;•  ,.'-.  All  round  my  bat,  ke. 

Oh  '  my  loTe  the  rot  fair,  and  my  lore  aba  Toa  kind,  too  : 
And  cruel  roa  the  cruel  Judge  TOt  had  my  lore  to  try  ■ 

For.  thieving  Toa  a  thing  she  never  Yoa  Inclined  to, 
Bat  be  aent  my  lova  acroaa  the  aeaa  for  avay  ' 

All  round  my  hat,  *o. 

For  aeven  lonK  yeara  my  lore  and  I  am  parted. 

For  seven  long  yeara  my  loTe  la  bound  to  atay  : 
Ba<l  luck  to  that  chap  vot'd  ever  be  falae  hearted— 
Ob  '■  I'll  love  my  lova  for  evar,  tbonch 

ahe'a  for.  for  »Tay  ! 
''•.:.}  "''•"■'.'.■   .-'y.-^-  '  A'  '■■''^'        All  round  my  bat,  ho. 

There  i*  aoma  yonnff  men  it  ao  preelonaly  deceitful. 

A  coaxing  of  the  yonng  gala  tbey  vtah  to  lead  aatray : 
Aa  aooo  aa  they  deceive  'em  ao  cruelly  they  leave  'em. 
And  they  never  sigh  nor  torrowa 

Then  they're  far,  for  avay  '. 
All  ronnd  my  hat,  He. 

Oh  '  I  bought  my  love  a  ring  on  the  vary  day  aha  atarted 

Vieh  I  gove  her  aa  a  token  all  to  remember  me  : 
And  vben  she  does  coma  back,  oh  I  va'll 

never  more  be  parUd, 
But  ve'll  marry  and  be  happy,  oh  '.  for  aver  and  a  da^ 

All  ronnd  my  hat,  Ae. 


The  Fair  Land  of  Poland. 


When  the  fair  land  of  Poland 

was  ploughed  hj  the  hoof 

Of  ^he  ruthless  invader— when  might. 
With  steel  to  the  bosom  and  flamo  to  the  roof, 

Completed  her  triumph  o'er  right  : 
In  that  moment  of  danger,  when  freedom  invoked 

All  the  fetterless  sons  of  her  pride, 
In  a  phalanx  as  dauntless  as  fr«edoin  e'er  yoked, 

I  fought  and  I  fell  by  her  side  : 
My  birth  is  noble,  unstained  my  crest — 

As  is  thine  own,  let  this  attest. 


Low-Necked  Dreai. 

Air  :    Tbe  Low  Backtd  0«r. 


When  first  I  aaw  If  laa  Delia, 

A  West-End  Ball  'Iwaa  at 
A  low-iiecked  diets  sbe  wore,  and  naar 

Tlie  open  door  aha  aat : 
Bnt  Kheii  ihat  door  was  thrlTiagoakt 
Expcaed  to  tempeata  keen, 
Alitl  bitler  air 
80  ninch.  'twaa  ne'er 
Aa  ihe  blootning  girl  I  mean, 
Aa  sbe  sat  in  her  low-ueckcd  drvsa^ 
Blnr>niing    I  mast  courrsa  : 

For  of  all  the  men  round    .. 
Kot  one  could  be  found 
But  looked  after  the  low-necked  dr 


The  polka'a  tumult  over. 

Tlie  fondeKt  of  mammaa 
Ht  diiiiglitor  calls,  and  bints  at  shawUi 

But  acornful    *  buma  "  and  "  bahs  " 
From  Delia.  (  artful  goddeas  !  ) 
Tbe  kind  proposal  meet- 
Quite  falut  abe  feela — 
8be  fairly  reela— 
Bbe  never  oonid  baar  the  beat ! 
So  abe  aat  in  her  low-necked  dreaa. 
But  tbe  heat  would  have  troui>lad  her 
For    long  weeka  wonid  buve  rollad, 
Era  sbe'a  rid  of  bar  cold 
That  tbe  caught  from  ber  low-nackad 

I'd  rather  toe  tboaa  ahonldart 

'H»»tli  dowdy  oloak  of  fur. 
Or  pilot  cost ;  or  ronnd  thai  thrcwl . ' 
A  ploaghman'a  comforter —  - 

For,  I  know  that  tender  boaom 
Waa  sal*  from  olImaia'B  Ul,    ... 
And  the  heart  to  aweel 
Would  much  longer  baal. 
Than  I  now  feel  sure  It  will. 
While  ilie.cllngt  to  ber  low-naektd  drMii 
I've  prop<ired.  and  aba  answeratt  "  jwa,  * 
Next  wrek  It  la  to  be  : 
Bnt  make  aura  I  ahall  aa* 
That  It's  not  In  a  low-n«ek«d  dr 


^-m*^ 


Why  ia  tb«  map  of  Turkey  in  Enn^  like  • 
drfpping-pan  ?  B«e|tns«  there's  Oreeee  at  the  bottom. 


Old  Friondi  Xet  Together. 

Oh  !  time  is  sweet  when  roses  meet        -^    ~ 

With  Spring's  sweet  bi-eath  around  them  : 
And  sweet  the  cost,  when  hearts  are  lost, 

If  those  we  love  nave  found  them  : 
And  sweet  the  mind  that  still  can  find 

A  star  in  darkest  weather  : 
But  nought  can  be  so  sweet  to  see 

As  old  friends  met  together. 

Those  days  of  old  when  youth  w«s  boM, 

And  time  stole  wings  to  speed  it. 
And  youth  ne'er  knew  how  quick  time  flew 

Or,  knowing,  did  not  heed  it  : 
Tho'  grey  "each  brow  that  meets  us  now — 

For,  age  brings  wintry  weather — 
Yet  nought  can  be  so  sweet  to  see 

As  old  friends  met  together. 

The  few.  long  known,  that  years  have  shown, 

W  ith  hearts  that  friendship  blesses, 
A  hand  to  cheer,  perchance  a  tear 

To  soothe  a  friend's  distresses  ! 
That  helped  and  tried,  still  side  by  side,    ^v. 

A  friend  to  face  hard  weather — 
Oh  !  nought  can  be  so  sweet  to  aet 

As  old  friends  met  together — 


Old  Mad  Tom. 

I'm  old  mad  Tom,  behold  me  !  ■/.''■'. 

My  wits  are  quite  unframed  :  ' 

I'm  mad,  I'm  sure,  and  past  all  oure, 

And  in  hopes  of  being  proclaimed. 

I'll  mount  the  frosty  mountains, 
And  there  I'll  skin  the  weather  : 

I'll  pluck  the  rainbow  from  the  sky, 
And  I'll  splice  both  ends  together. 

I'll  mount  the  stairs  of  marble. 
And  there  I'll  fright  the  gipsies  : 

And  I'll  play  at  bowls  with  sun  and  moon, 
And  win  tbem  with  eclipses. 

I  prentice  was  to  Vulcan, 

And  served  my  master  faithful. 
In  making  tools  for  jovial  fools  : 

But,  ye  gods,  ye  proved  unfaithful — 

The  stars  plucked  from  their  orbs,  too,      ■ 

And  I'll  put  them  in  my  budget  : 
And  if  I'm  not  a  roaring  boy, 
Ihen  let  ihe  nation  judge  it. 

■  i»    ■    

Oh !  Willie  Brewed  a  Feck  o'  Mant 


Oh  !  Willie  brewed  a  peck  o'  maut. 
And  Ilob  and  Allan  came  to  pree  : 

Three  blyther  hearts  that  lee-lang  night 
Te  wad  na  find  in  Christendie. 

CHORUS. 

We  are  na  fou',  we're  na  that  fotj'. 

Bat  just  a  drsppie  in  oar  e'e  : 
The  cock  may  eraw,  the  day  may  daw. 

And  aye  we'll  taste  the  barley  bree. 

Here  we  are  met,  three  merry  boys, 
Three  merry  boys,  I  trow  are  we  : 

And  mony  a  night  we've  merry  been. 
And  mony  mair  we  hope  to  be. 

'  We  are  na  fou', 

It  is  the  moon  I  ken  her  horn, 

1  hat's  blinking  in  the  lift  sae  high  : 
8he  shines  sae  bright  to  wile  na  hame, 
'  .  Bnt,  by  my  troth,  she'll  wait  a  wee. 

We  are  a*  f<m\  ^. 

Wha  first  shall  rise  to  gang  awa, 

A  cuckold,  coward  loon  18  he  ! 
Wa  last  beside  bis  chair  shall  fa'. 

He  k  the  king  amang  as  three. 

We  are  na  fou',  Ao. 


&e. 


I  9oa't  Think  Mnoh  of  Ton. 


Blow  year  winds  and  crack  your  ehaak% 

Laugh  and  make  a  rout : 
But  all  you  can  do.  my  boya, 

Toa  Mnnot  bring  me  out. 

To  every  artful  dodge  I  am  fly. 

To  every  move  I  am  down  : 
I  can  reckon  yon  np  with  half  aa  eye. 

And  So  the  thing  np  brown. 

Now.  there  ia  a  covey  over  there, 

Any  cue  mtcht  tell. 
With  his  pretty  curly  hair. 

He  thinks  himself  a  awell  :  | 

Bla  bat  is  from  hia  uncle'a  shop. 

His  boots  tbey  were  once  new  : 
Ton  miay  think  a  great  deal  of  yoarael4 

But  I  don't  think  much  of  yon. 

Next  it  ia  you  I  will  have  a  slap. 

Because  you  are  among  the  &ta. 
And  see  how  nice  you  lw>k,  ' 

Stuck  up  In  one  of  tbem  ere  bate— 
Tour  feelings  I  dou't  wiab  to  Lart, 

Bnt  What  1  say  Is  true. 
Tou  nikke  a  ablft  without  a  shirt — 

Sot  don't  think  much  of  you.  1 

Now.  May,  what  causes  you  to  laugh  f 

Ton  are  not  ao  very  bright.     - 
Tou  bought  a  cow  to  suck  a  calf, 

Aodeet  two  fleas  10  light  — 
Tou  biit  a  carrot  up  one  uigbt, 

Dpoa  my  word  !  'tis  true 
In  a  candle  atick  to  give  a  light, 

80 1  don't  think  much  of  yon. 

Now  yon  may  laugh  and  wlok  yoor  tjt. 

And  make  a  root  audacott: 
BntJIf  yon  liaten  to  my  aoDg, 

I  am  bound  to  take  you  off 
No  danger  of  Kettlug  yonr  abirt  oatt 

For  you  know,  'tis  nothing  new 
For  you  to  above  It  up  tbe  apout — 
'    So  I 'don't  think  much  of  yon. 

Now,  say.  ain't  you  a  pretty  fellow 

To  laugh  at  another  T 
Ton  know  you  took  your  breeches  eff 

To  fo  and  fight  your  mother : 
Ton  wade  tbe  bo/;a  two  wooden  lege, 

Telt  broke  th>>  poor  thinga.  too. 
BecatMe  tbe  boga  would  not  lay  agga— > 

80 1  don't  think  much  of  yon.  1 

Now  I  think  I  had  better  atop, 

In'caae  I  make  too  free  : 
And  if  I  have  tried  to  make  yoa  ltll(k 

Don't  tbink  bard  of  me.  , 

For.  all  I  have  said  is  but  a  Jest,  1 

Believe  me   it  ia  true  : 
I  hope  you  tbInk  aa  much  of  m«  j 

At  I  now  think  of  yon. 

i»  <•>  ^ 

Tep,  Let  Me  Like  a  Soldier  FaU. 

Ye^  let  me  like  a  soldier  fall 

IJntn  some  open  plain. 
This  breast  expanding  for  the  bah, 

To'  blot  out  every  stain. 
Branre  manly  hearts  confer  my  doom. 

That  gentler  ones  may  tell, 
Hojre'er  forgot,  unknown  my  tomb, 

I  l)ke  a  soldier  fell. 

I  of  1^  aek  of  that  protid  raee, 
Which  ends  its  blase  in  me, 
To  die  the  last  and  not  disgraoe 

Its  ancient  chivalry. 
Tboogh  o'er  my  clay  no  banner  waT«, 

Nor  trumpet  requiems  swell, 
Enpvgh  they  murmur  o'er  my  grare  • 
be  like  a  soldier  fell  1  " 
I *'»^* 

We  Stand  Here  United. 


Id  the  year  1784,  tbe  Legislature  of  Pennsyl- 
vania, to  abolish  tbe  practice  then  prevailing,  pass- 
ed tbe  fbUowiog  resolntion,  after  oonsiderabw  opfto- 
aition  : 

"  that  beneafkar  no  member  shall  come  into  the 
chamber  barefooted,  imt  eat  hia  cheese  on  the  steps 
of  the  Capitol.  " 


We  stand  here  tmited  in  courage  and  will, 

Ihe  eanse  of  the  right  to  maintain  : 
With  hearts  true  and  constant,  whatever  may 

We,  £nxt  as  the  rocks,  will  remain. 
CboruB  :     For  the  right,  for  the  right. 

Here  determined  we  stand  % 

80  pledge  we  the  word. 

Ho  join  we  the  band  : 

80  pledge  we  the  word, 

So  join  we  the  hand. 

Nor  fetfhg  nor  doubting  shall  enter  the  band. 

No  question  of  evil  report  ; 
The  nationi  and  Deople  of  every  land 

To  us  be  united  in  heart.  Chonu. 

We  stand  here  united  in  courage  and  will, 

I  he  cAose  of  the  right  to  maintain  : 
With  bestrts  true  and  constant,  whatever  may  eome. 

We,  ten  aa  tbe  roeka,  will  remain.         C  horaa. 


»       : 
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THE     SIIVOER'S    JOVRJVAL.. 


How  to  Choose  a  Wife. 

By  Dr.  Pierr*  DUqo. 


The  bachelor  leads  a  miserable  life, 

Some  fulks  that  are  wed  no  better  : 
Yet  a  A  llow  may  live  happy  with  a  good  wife, 

liut  the  question  is  "  iiow  shall  I  get  her  ?  " 

There  are  pretty  good  wives  and  pretty  bad  wives, 
And  some  wives  troRSKit  than  olliers  : 

But  as  for  tlioHe  wives  who  scold  all  their  lives, 
'1  hey  arti  nothing  but  fuss,  plagues  and  bothers. 

Some  clioose  them  a  wife  for  ea»e  or  grace, 
<»r  a  pretty,  firm  »tep  while  walking  : 

Some  clioose  a  fine  figure,  some  a  fine  faee 
Yet  very  few  choose  one  for  talking. 

1  hen  t<)  choose  you  a  wife  to  join  you  through  life, 
Choose  one  llmt  can  F'i)eak  sincerely  : 

Who,  thont;li  not  over  nice  can  give  advice. 
And  love  a  good  hu«band  dearly. 

So  now,  young  men.  if  to  wedlock  inclined, 
May  deciil  nor  llirlntion  ne'er  trap  ye  : 

May  those  who  are  single  get  wives  to  their  mind, 
\nd  those  Jhat  are  married  be  happy — 

M  i«i  m   

Oh  !  SiQg  that  Song  Again  ! 
By  J-  H  B. 


•  Oh  !  iing  me  that  sweet  song  again  I 

Its  gentle  rhythm  and  tender  flow 
Remind  me  of  those  sunny  times, 

I  he  happier  days  of  long  ago. 
When  I  wus  yoi^ng  and  knew  no  care. 

And  ere  my  heart  had  dreamed  of  pain — • 
They  all  return  with  that  old  air  — 

Oh  !  sing  mc  tlmt  sweet  song  again  I 

I  well  remember  one  bright  day — 

It  does  not  seem  so  Very  long  — 
When  on  tlie  green,  green  sward  1  lay, 

And  you  to  me  sang  that  sr/eet  song  : 
I  hear  llie  tones  of  your  guitar, 

I  see  the  lieavens  so  blue  al)ove — 
I  would  have  given  worlds— but.  ah  1 

I  dared  not  eoy  to  you  —  "  I  love.  " 

And  you  went  your  way — I  went  mine-^  • 

Mine  lay  ncross  the  wide,  wide  sea  : 
But,  0\i  !  those  doys  of  '•  auld  lang  syne  " 

Are  sweet  remembrances  to  me — 
I've  thought  of  them  on  foreign  shore — 

I've  dnanie"!  of  them  on  raging  main- 
Then,  lady,  let  me  live  them  oer. 

Oh  !  sing  me  that  sweet  song  again  ! 


Tonr  Mother  Won't  Know. 

WrittSB  by  A,  O,  Vance— Composed  by  Alfred  Lee. 


Clioroa. 


Love's  Secret. 

,  Cbarsom  Di  FoaruNio. 

As  Sanff  in  the  Comedy  of  "  Ot7»8.  " 

ThA  Mnalo  of  this  piece,  •rrsngeil  for  the  votes  and 

the  ptauo-fiirte.  Is  piililishnl  In  Ok  Witt's  Uslf-Dii^e 

Sericn  "f  Cli"lcf<  Mnslr.     For  sale  by  R    U.  Da  Witt, 

33  Rose  Street,  New-York.     Price  Five  Csuts. 


Who  is  on  earth  my  soul's  best  treasure  ? 

Ne'er  shall  I  tell  ! 
Breathe  her  pure  name  for  idle  pleasure  ? 

That  were  not  well  ! 
But  if  you  will,  we  II  sing  her  beaming. 

Blight  as  a  star— 
Kanaeless  but  gracious  light — still  gleaming 

From  Heaven  afar. 

CIIORL'S. 

Curtain  of  gold  her  blue  eye  hideth. 

Lady  of  mine  ! 
And  this  fond  heart,  where  she  abideth, 

Is  holy  shrine  ! 
And  this  fond  heart,  wiiere  she  abideth. 

Is  holy  shrine  I 

Sometimes  my  soul  feels  deep  dejection— 

(  Love  is  snch  nain  !  ) 
Bat  woald  I  doubt  her  firm  affection, 

'  I  were  vain,  'twer*  vain  I 
Wc«k  heart  of  mine  !  to4.hink  such  treason 

Of  thy  fair  one  ! 
Paintif^  in  summer  of  love's  season — 

Too  bright  the  stin. 

Curtain  of  gold,  A«. 


I  met  her  at  a  ball,  one  nlffht  : 

Bbe'd  golden  hair,  van  dreasej  in  whlte- 

I  worshipped  her— lov^st  first  sight— 

To  apeak  to  her  In  vain  I  tried  : 
She'd  left  l>oar(liiiK  school  that  day. 
And  bad  a  mother — strange  to  say— 
I  cnnld  not  get  the  «lrl  away 

One  inatant  from  her  side. 
CII0RC3. 

Come,  and  hare  a  dance,  sod  yonr  mother  won't  know. 
Your  mother  won't  know,  your  mother  won't  know  : 
Cooie  and  have  a  dance   and  your  mother  won't  know, 
No  !  your  mother  won't  know— won't  know. 

I  longed  with  her  to  have  a  talk. 

Or  take  a  sentimental  walk  . ■ 

But  then  she  wae  nir  jo     to  baulk. 

Tiad  to  her  uiotljer'a  atbox-stbimo. 

I  crept  up  closely  to  h<-r  aiile. 
To  sqiieezn  her  little  liand  I  tried  : 
She  turned  her  liead  away  and  sighed. 
When  I  asked  her  to  sing. 

Next  day,  I  drove  a  dashing  pair. 
And  called  upon  this  duuisel  fair — 
What  Joy  '  the  old  girl  wasn't  there. 

She'd  Jii4t  gone  out  to  tea.  mbzt  doob. 
'   Uy  love   I  said   come,  drive  with  lue  : 
For  Rotten  Row  yon  ought  to  see.  " 
"  What  would  my  mother  say  T  said  she, 

I  never  did  before.  " 

I  Bsked  this  lovely  girl  to  wed. 

She  b  nshed  and  bong  her  little  head. 

And  then  in  accents  aweel  she  aald  : 

"  My  mother  would  ol>J<-ct.  no  Docsr  ' 
AUhon;.'h  m  imms  will  ne'er  relent, 
rtn  sure  that  I  ahall  not  repent : 
So,  If  I  can't  get  her  conseut, 

I'll  marry  yun  without.  " 

^  i>i  ^ 

While  There's  Life,  There's  Hope. 

Aa  Sang  l>y  Mr   John  Collins,  the  Celebrated 

Irish  Comedian  and  Vocsllat.  In  Bronrham'a  pisy 

of  the  ■■  Duke's  Motto.  "  st  N I  bio's  Oardsn,  New-York. 


Tapioca. 

Words  and  Music  by  Edward  Warden. 
The  Mosio  ean  be  obtained  at  any  Mnsio-et«re. 


Choms. 


Chorus. 


Never  lose  heart,  where'er  thou  art, 

\\  hatever  storms  assail  ; 
With  courage  true,  your  duty  do, 

And  boldly,  boldly  face  tlie  gale  ; 
Tlie  fiercest  eea  will  tranquil  be. 

When  gentler  winds  prevail.  '    ', 

CIIOKUS. 

So,  never  give  up  the  ship. 

But  with  all  danger  cope  ; 
Strive  to  the  end,  fate  may  befriend  : 

For,  while  there's  life,  there's  hope — 
Strive  to  the  end,  fate  may  befriena  : 

For,  while  there's  life,  there's  hepe  t 

Never  despair,  though  every  care 

^•hould  gather  on  your  way  ; 
Look  boldly  up,  the  bitter  cup 

In  time,  in  time  will  pass  away  ; 
The  darkest  night  will  takes  its  flight 

Before  the  cheering  day. 
I  bo,  ne .er  give  up  the  ships  ^e. 

Mister  Barney  OToole. 


Mister  Barney,  one  day,  went  to  Limerick  Mr, 
And  hired  a  noddy  to  carry  him  there. 

To  Toeeet  pretty  Shelah  Megan  : 
But  Shelah   who'd  walled  •oine  time  for  the  boy. 
And  thought  he'd  been  cnarting  »lth  Kate  Molloy- 
To  tell  hini  her  mind  thus  began  : 

••  Och  •  Mialer  Barney, 

None  of  your  came  V  — 

Hands  off'  and  don't  be  so  tn%   ' 

You've  l>een  with  the  girls, 

Yonr  mufBu  face  tells. 
And  the  Devil  may  have  you  for  me,  Mr.  Barney  !  ** 

Mr.  Barney,  who  little  tbonght  thns  to  be  nsed. 
Made  oath  that  bia  honor  and  word  she  abnaed. 

And  could  ahe  I  e  Shelsh  Megan  ? 
Then  rnnnlng  to  klas  her— She  cried  :  "  If  yon're  wise, 
Dun't  tonch  me- or,  Barney,  I'll  scratch  ont  yoor  ayes, 
I  know  yon'rf  a  vile  wicked  man  : 

So  Mister  Barney  '       -IT      .    '*"■ 

Nome  of  your  carney— A«. 

Mister  Barney,  (hen.  polled  ont  s  bit  of  a  rope. 
And  told  her  :  that,  sine*  be  had  nothing  to  hopa. 

He'd  hang  np  for  Blielab  Megan. 
But  Sh*lab    grown  aofter    hia  pnrpo**  to  eheok. 
Orle<l  :    '  No  if  yon  hang,  let  it  l>a  round  lay  neck— 
Tboogh  Bsmey  sren't  yon  a  lad  man  T 

Och  '  M later  Barney, 

Pretty-r>ced  Barney. 

And  Is  It  the  ring  there  I  lea  T 

We'll  rid*   In  the  noddy. 

To  Father  OTosdy 
And  married  oeb.  oh  !  wont  we  t>e  Mister  Barney  t  '* 


;.     When  I  nsed  to  work  npon  the  Levee, 
Many  happy  darklea  there  you  see  : 
Cotton  comini;  in  ao  very  heavy. 

Oh  '  Jolly  !  there  was  lots  of  work  for  me  t 
Black  man  hauling  in  the  cargo. 

Sun  am  very  hotnpon  the  head  : 
When  he  done,  he  dance  ajollyjargo  : 
Rum  turn  '  on  the  banjo,  and  then  to  bed  ! 
CHORUS.  , 

To  my  oakum,  to  my  ehokuin,  I 

Oh  '.  Pompey.  can't  you  pick  a  peck  of  eeknin  T 
Ah  !  ah  !  ah  !  golly  !  ain't  the  Levee-nigger  free  I 

SOLO. 
Working  on  the  cotton  boat,  ten  shilling  a  dsy, 
Johnny,  can't  you  pick  upon  the  banjo  ? 

CIIORl'B.  •       '  :1,  . 

Oh,  me  !  oh,  my  !  mamma  mamma  mamma,'    -''  ''.^ 

why  don't  you  hear  the  baby  or] 
Oh,  me  !  oh,  my  !  ah  !  mamma,  mamina  mamma. 

dou't  you  hear  the  baby  er; 

When  I  nsed  to  work  off  in  the  river. 

Sat  lu  wood  and  water  all  the  day  : 
Chilly  wind  he  come,  and  make  me  shiver :         ''^'' 

Oh'   glad  this  child  he  was  to  get  sway! 
White  man  he  gave  me  silver  dollar, 

Ev'ry  day  I  work  npon  the  dock  : 
Then  I  get  some  whiskey,  and  I  holler: 

Blom'e,  blum'e,  Caterrego  rock  ! 

Ohon 

This  child  Is  fond  of  frigh'd  'tstoa.   |  .  ^* 

Cat-ftah.  aud  coffee  :  oh  '  it's  nice  ; 
It  make  him  feel  Just  like  an  alligator. 

When  him  Just  aboQl  to  catch  a  mice.  ,   . 

When  the  bell  he  rings   I  go  to  dinner:      :''■>'.'■-■''. 

Den  I  goes  and  sr'S  my  Dinah  dear  : 
I'll  marry  her.  aa  sure  as  I'm  a  sinner. 

And  love  her  all  the  days  that's  in  the  year. 

Chon 


Lina  May. 

Composed  by  Fred  Wilson. 
Pabllshsd  by  Oilmore  A  Russell,  Conrt  St,  Boston. 


Now  throw  a  log  npon  the  fire,  '  ;'. 

'1  hen  darkies  draw  vour  chaira,  ;v 

And  listen  to  a  tale  of  woe 

1  hat's  made  ras  sad  fbr  years  :  "'■ 

While  working  at  old  massa's  limn,     . . 

'Iwas  on  a  summer's  day,      1  ■  ,^; 

I  saw  a  lovely  colored  girl. 

They  calKd  her  Lina  May. 
Chorus  :     Now,  darkey,  lay  the  banjo  down, 
And  there  let  it  remain  : 
For,  I'm  too  old  and  feeble,  now, 
To  strike  the  chord  again. 

'Twas  love  that  beamed  in  those  dark  eyes, 

And  faultless  was  her  form. 
Her  voice  was  sweeter  than  the  birds, 

1  hat  warbled  in  the  morn  : 
We  often  met  when  sun  was  down, 

1  hen  I  would  sing  and  plAV, 
And  sit  beside  the  pine-knot  nr« 

Along  with  Lina  May.  Cbortu 

Gar  wedding  day  came  'round  at  laat. 

And  happy  passed  the  time,  '• 
Till  massa  died,  and  I  was  gent 

Into  another  clime  : 
Then  sorrow  filled  her  pure  young  heart, 

She  drooped  and  pined  away — 
So,  darkies,  now  I've  told  you  bow 

1  lost  poor  Lina  May.  Cbonu 


Come  To-Night  Again. 

Werds  by  J.  H.  B— Sung  by  Sims  Baevac 

Tba  roey  honrs  have  flown  so  te(^  ; / 

It's  true  as  I'm  slive. 
My  love,  I'm  very  snre  the  last  ' 

The  old  clock  struck  waa  ffve  i''        .- ' '\ 
The  aun.  s  rising  io  the  east. 

Shines  In  the  window  pane- 
One  klas  t  nay.  give  ms  TBail  at  least. 

And  come  to-night  again 

Choms  :    The  inn,  a  rlslof,  h 

Bow  wearily  the  Mm*  goes  by 

Whan  yon're  away    my  dear 
Bat  bow  like  mischief  It  dou  tf 

Aa  aoon  aa  yon  are  here  ; 
Then  one  more  klas  before  we  part— 

I'd  cry— hot  'twero  In  vain 
Bol  will  say  "  Oood-bye  sweethsaii, 

And  oome  to-night  again  '  " 

Chorus  :    Then  one  more  klaa.  fc 


THE     SIIVOER'S    JOlIRrVAl.. 


Sheridan'i  Side. 

By  T.  BucBASAH  Bbad. 


Up  from  the  Sontb  at  break  of  i»j.  ,  ■ 

BrlopInK  from  Wlncbeater  freili  dlimtj, 

Tb'  affilKhted  a'r  with  »  ihudder  bora. 

Lil9  a  herald  Id  baate.  to  tbe  chiertalD'a  door 

Tba  terrible  gromble  aDd  ramble  and  ro*r, 

Tellluf  the  battle  waa  on  ooee  more  : 

Tba  terrible  gramble  and  ramble  and  ro«s     , 

Talllnf  the  b«ttle  vm  on  otiee  mora, 

And  Sberldan  twenty  mile*  away—  .     .^^ 

And  widar  attll  tboae  billowa  of  war  ;    « 

Thundered  along  tbe  horlion 'a  bar.  > 

And  loader  yat  Into  Wlncbeater  rolled  .  .   :  0 

The  roar  of  that  red  tea  ODControllad.  > 

If  akioR  the  blood  of  the  lutener  cold,  ^       : 

Aa  be  tbooght  of  tbe  atate  In  that  fiery  (k«y  : 
MakmR  tlia  blood  of  tbe  llatenir  cold. 
Aa  he  tboagbt  of  tba  atata  In  that  fiery  fray, 
ADd  ShertiiaD  twenty  mllea  away— 

Bnt  there  la  a  road  from  WInehaater  town, 

A  ROnd.  broad  highway   leading  down  : 

And  there  tbro'  tbe  fi^ah  of  tlie  morning  UgM« 

A  ateed  aa  black  aa  tbe  ateeda  of  night, 

Waa  aecD  to  paaa  a«  with  eagle  flight— 

At  If  be  knew  the  terrible  need  \^ 

He  etretclied  away  with  bla  utinoat  ipead  : 

Hill  rose  and  fell— but  bla  beart  waa  gay. 

With  Blierldan  fifteen  milea  away— 

81111  aprnoR  from  tboae  awift  boofa  thanderlngSoath, 
The  duet   like  tbe  amoke  from  tbe  canoon'a  month. 
Or  the  trail  of  a  oon.et  aweepiug  faater  and  faatar, 
Foreboding  to  Iraitori  (be  doom  of  diaaater  : 
Tbe  beart  of  tlie  ateed  and  Ibe  heart  uf  ibe  maatar 
Ware  )>eatiug  like  priaouer*  aoaanltlng  tbelr  walla, 
IiDpall-  nt  to  i-e  where  tbe  battle-field  calla 
Xvery  nerve  of  the  charger  waa  atraUlMl  to  taU  fUj, 
With  SUerldao  only  ten  wllea  away— 

Under  bla  apaming  feet  tbe  road 

Like  an  arrowy  alpiue  river  flowed. 

And  tbe  landacapea  aped  away  behind 

Like  ail  ocean  flying  oefure  tbe  wind  : 

And  the  ateed  like  a  bark  fed  wlib  furnace  ira, 

Boept  on.  with  hla  wild  eyea  full  or  fire  : 

But,  lo  '  ha  I*  nearing  bla  beart'a  deaire — 

Be  la  anufflng  tbe  amuke  of  the  roaring  fraj, 

Wltb  Sheridan  only  five  mllaa  away— 

Harrah  '  bnrrah  '  tbe  day  la  won  ! 

Hurrah  '  hurrah  for  Sheridan  '. 
Hnrrah  '  harrth  for  horae  and  man  ! 

Hurrah  '  hurrab  for  Sberldan  ! 
Hurrih  '.  hurrah  '  (be  day  la  won  ! 

Hnrrah  I  hurrah  for  Sheridan  ! 
Harrah  !  harrab  fur  horae  and  man  '. 
:         Hurrah  '.  hurrah  for  Sheridan  '. 


Saner-Kraut 

I  SuBC  with  great  applanae  by  Qoa  WlUlama. 


Killarney. 


The  Unalo  la  Pabiiabed  In  B.  W.  Hitoheok'a  Half 
Dime  Serlaa,  Mo.  439  Third  ATanue,  New-Tork  Olty. 


By  Klllarney'a  lakea  and  fella. 

Km'rald  lalea  and  winding  baye. 
Mountain  patha  and  woodland  dalla, 

Uem'ry  ever  foudly  atraja. 
Bonntaoua  nature  loTea  all  landa. 

Beauty  wandera  eT'ry  where 
7oot-pilDta  leaTea  on  many  atranda 

But  her  home  la  aurely  there  ! 
Angela  fold  their  wiMga  and  raat 

In  that  Sdeo  of  the  weat. 
Beauty  a  home  Killamay, 

Svar  fair  Killarney— 

loniafallen'a  ruined  ihrlna 

May  aoRReat  a  paaalog  algh.      - 
Bat  man'a  faith  can  ne'er  decllna 

Such  Ood'a  wundera  fluailDg  by  t    ' 
Oaatla  Loagh  and  Qlenna  Bay. 

Mouutaina  Tore  and  Kagle'a  Neat : 
Still  at  Mucroaa  you  muat  pray, 

'1  hough  tbe  monka  are  now  at  reet. 
Angela  woudar  not  that  man 

Thara  would  fain  proloug  llfa'a  apan  i 
Beanty'a  home   Killarney, 

STar  fair  KUlaruey— 

Mo  place  elae  can  charm  the  eye 

With  auch  bright  and  varied  tints : 
Every  rock  that  you  paaa  by 

Verdure  broidera  or  heaprlnta  : 
Yirgin  there  tba  grt-en  graaa  Rrowa, 

Kvary  mom  SprluR'a  n.>tal  day. 
Brlght-bued  berrlea  daff  tbe  auoirs, 

Smiling  wlntar'a  frown  away. 
Anfele.  often  paualng  there. 

Doubt  If  Sden  were  more  fair  i 
Beanty'a  home.  Killamay, 

Bver  fair  Killarney— 

Mnalo  there  for  Echo  dwells    ' 

Makea  aacb  aonnd  a  harmony,      ':i:    ' 
Maay-voloed  the  eborna  awalla. 

Tin  It  tIalBta  In  eeatacy.  ;    ■'- 

With  tha  charmful  tinU  below 

Saama  tha  heaven  above  to  Tie  : 
All  rieb  colore  that  we  know. 

Tinge  the  cload  wreathe  la  that  Af, 
Wlnga  of  angela  ao  might  ahlua. 

aiaaelDg  back  aoft  light  dirtna  : 
Beanty'a  home  Killarney,     . 

Bvar  fair  Klllaruay- 


'•"■^r- 


Kaw  If  yoa'll  only  Uaten  to  vot  I  ehpeeg  apond, 
I'm  going  for  to  tole  how  to  make  dot  Saoer-kraut : 
Saoer-kraut  ain't  made  of  ledder  aa  every  Tona  anbbOMa, 
Pnt  of  dot  leedle  flower  vot  ve  calla  da  caM>aga  roaaa. 
CHORDS. 
Saoer-kraut  voa  pally.  I  tole  you  It  voa  fine, 
I  dink  I  onght  to  know  dot,  for,  I  eat  it  aU  da  dlma. 

Ven  de  eabbagea  voa  growing  ao  nice  like  It  can  pa. 
Te  daka  It  nod  ve  cut  It  up  no  pigger  aa  a  pea  : 
Te  pad  It  in  a  parrel  nnd  ve  ehtamb  It  raid  oar  feed, 
Cad  re  ahtamb  it,  and  ve  abtaiub  It, 

for  (o  make  It  nice  nnd  awaet 
.   •*    ir'  '.',  .;"'^     '  Sauer-kraut  voa  puUy.  *o. 

Te  p«d  in  btoaty  aalt,  pnt  ve  don't  pud  in  no  ahnoft 
Mor  aoy  akyan  pebber   or  any  of  dot  abtuff  : 
Ye  pud  it  In  de  cellar,  till  it  pcRina  to  ihiuell : 
So  helb  me  graciooat  ain't  It  nice?  vedutchmen  like  It  veil. 

Sauer-kraut  voa  pally,  fee. 

Van  de  Saner-kraot  pegina  to  ahraell 

and  It  cao't  ahmell  any  ahmallar, 
Ve  dake  It  from  dot  parrel  dot'e  avay  down  in  dot  cellar  : 
Ve  pud  it  In  a  keadle  mit  ahpeck 

.    and  ven  it  pagina  nnd  bllaa 
So  halb  me  !  yon  can  ahmeir  it  round 

for  fifty  donaand  mllea— 
:,   ,^                                         Saner-kraut  voa  pally,  ho, 
■  aa  ■»    ■      

•;      Down  in  Dot  Eestanrant    •         • 

'  '•^.    Writtaa  and  Sang  by  Gua  Willlama. 

I  am  A  Oerman  vaiter,  I  yould  have  you  all  to  know, 
Und  [  Tork  in  a  reataurant  from  here  dree  plocki  pek>w. 
I  vork  from  morning  until  night  in  dot  eading  ealoon, 
Pat  de  time  dot  vere  de  busiest,  vas  alvays  apout  noon. 

CHORC8. 

Down  in  dot  restaurant,  underneath  de  ground, 
Vere  a  blate  of  cold  haeh  alvays  can  pe  found  : 
Vaitin^  on  de  dable  all  de  season  round, 
Down  in  dot  reataurant,  underneath  tbe  groond. 

De  beoble  vot  come  into  ders  are  fuetglasa,  can  be  said, 
U  lid  if  a  snoozer  should  come  in  ve  put  on  him  a  head  : 
Ve've  visky  of  fuitgwality  vicb  coat  dree  cents  a  drink, 
Und  Uemry  Glays  at  seven  cents, 

vich  can't  pe  peat,  I  dink. 
Down  in  dot  t«8taurant,  &o. 

Pnt  yesterday  two  fbnny  fellars  came  in  dot  sak>on, 

Vone  called  for  bork  und  peans, 

de  oder  he  called  for  a  "  moon  :  " 

I  told  dot  fellar  he  must  not  hia  fun  on  me  to  dry, 

Unddotifhevanteda  "moon,  "  he'd  get  dot  in  de  sky- 
Put  not  in  dot  restaurant,  underneath  de  ground, 
Vere  a  blate  of  cold  hash  alvays  can  pe  found  : 

^    Vaiting  on  de  dable  all  de  season  round, 

Down  m  dot  restaurant,  underneath  de  ground. 

^    !♦!    ^ 

Perhaps  She's  on  the  Railway. 

Written  and  Oompoaed  by  Charlea  UcOartbj. 
Sung  by  Alfred  Walker. 


Kother  says  I  Mustn't 

Song  by  Leyboume. 

The  Mosle  of  thla  t>lece,  arranged  for  tba  volea  aad 

pianoforte,  la  publiaked  by  B.  H   HardioR  in  hie  elagaal 

and  large  donble-abaet  form— The  aame  aa  iba  Thirty 

Cent  Sheet  Huaio— For  sale  bv  E  H  Hawjlug, 

No.  288  Bewery-Prios  Tan  Oaata. 


Behold  in  me  a  wretched  man  quite  broken  down  by  woa, 
I've  loat  my  wife  and  cannot  find  her  anywhere  I  go  : 
At  firet  she  robbed  me  cf  my  heart, 

and  BOW  aha'a  flown  from  ma, 
And  taken  all  my  farDlture— wherever  can  abe  ba  f 

CHORUS. 
Perhaps  ahe'a  on  tba  railway  with  a  awell  ao  fair— 
Perhaps  she's  np  In  a  balloon  fl.vlng  thro'  the  kir: 
Perhapa  ahe'a  dead,  perhapa  alive 

perhapa  ahe'a  on  the  sea  : 
Perhapa  aba's  gone  to  Brlgham  XuUDg  a  Mormonita  to  ba. 

She  read  eo  much  of  Mormonitee. 

of  nothing  else  she'd  talk. 
And  with  a  aanctlflad  yoang  chap 

each  day.  abe  naad  to  walk  : 
She  aaid  be  was  a  Mormon  Saint  from  far  acroaa  tha  saa  : 
I  have  not  seen  her  for  ■  wpek- wherever  can  abe  be  f 

Perhapa  ahe'a  on  the  railway,  Ac 

She  can't  raapact  the  mairiage  vows 

that  faithfully  aba  awore  : 
I  only  hope  ber  Mormon  sponae  hna  fifty  wives  or  more. 
I  hope  he'll  thraah  her  every  night 

when  be  cornea  home  to  tea, 
I  hope  they'll  always  row  and  fight  wherever  they  may  ba. 
Perhapa  aha's  on  the  railway,  Ac 

I  hope  aha'II  have  a  lot  of  hnngry  aqtMlllng  brata  to  keep. 
I  hope  they'll  cry  all  night,  aad  never  let  her  go  to  alaap  : 
I  hope  herchimneya  all  may  amoke  her  lodgers  never  pay. 
And  Oermaa  bands  and  organ  men  annoy  her  all  tba  day. 
Perhapa  ahe'a  on  tha  railway,  ke. 

If  aha  Is  in  tha  railway  train  I  hope  that  It  will  smaah  : 
If  np  lo  a  balloon  I  hope  ahs'll  fall  oat  with  a  crash : 
If  oa  tha  road  to  Salt  Laka,  then, 

I  hope  aha  may  get  drowaaA— 
Thaa  I  will  gat  aaothar  wife  and  qnlokly  I'll  ha  bound- 
Perhaps  sSa's  on  tha  railway,  te. 


I  fell  in  lave  with  a  pretty  gvl, 

A  few  short  years  ago  : 
All  sorts  of  w«ath«r,  hail  or  nia. 

To  court  her  I  would  go  : 
I'd  long  and  sigh  with  love  until 

'Twas  time  to  be  away, 
And  when  I  asked  «  parting  kiss, 
She  always  used  to  say — 

Ob  !  mother  says  I  mBStn% 
MotJker  says  I  mustn't  : 
.  *    O  George,  please,  Geoi^gt, 
Not  ^ust  yet  a  while  : 
:     ,       .      -       If  otaer  says  I  mustn't, 
Motl^r  says  I  mustn't : 
O  George,  don't,  Geoiga,  • 
•"  Hotjjustyet 

I  "  waiting  "  kept :  at  last,  one  day, 

I  thought  I'd  know  my  fata  : 
I  stmk  i.pon  my  knees  in  quite 

An  agonixing  state  : 
"  Selina,  say  you'll  have  your  Oeoig% 

And  whea  shall  we  be  wed  ?  " 
I  longed  to  Jiear  my  love's  reply. 

Am  this  is  what  she  said — 

Spokin  :  Well,  George  dear,  you're  vary  kind, 
but  we  could  never  live  on  two  hundred  a  year  : 
so  until  you  are  worth  at  least  five  himdrad  pw 
anaum,  darling- 
Mother  says  I  mustn't, 
.V    \  Mother  says  I  mustn't: 

O  Gieorge,  please,  Geoi^  j 

'    ;.  Not  just  yet  a  while  : 

Mother  says  1  mustn't 
Mother  says  I  mustn't : 
O  OiBoi^e,  don't,  Oeoiga, 
Not  Just  yet 

From  then  I  Went  to  work,  by  Jots  I 

I  left  no  st^ne  unturned,  *;.  -  i 

tJntil  five  butidred  pounds  a  year 

At  last  I  really  earned. 
Selina  heard  Ihow  things  had  ehangad. 

And  when  we  met,  one  day. 
She  seemed  ao  pleasant,  and  at  last 

8he  loviqgly  did  say — 

Spokih  :  "  You  remember,  George  dear,  what  I 
•aid  when  you  asked  me,  some  time  ago — well, 
George  dear,  as  you  have  so  improved  in  cirenm- 
stances,  suppose  you  a«k  me  now,  Oeoigey  Porgey 
darlii^  ?  eh  !  what  say  ?  "  "  Well,  said  J,  upon 
aonskwration  you're  very  kind,  but— 
•    :..  Mother  says  I  mustn't 

Mother  says  I  mustn't : 

O  dear,  please,  dear. 

Not  just  yet  a  while  : 

Mother  says  I  mustn't 

Mother  says  I  mustn't  t 
'_  >No,  dear,  i  can  I,  dear,     f     *  ; 

Not  jnst  yet 

Give  me  tbe  girl  who  loves  a  man,      ; 

And  loves  him  for  himself : 
'Wlioee  first  consideration  is  not 

What  he's  worth  in  pelf  : 
All  sordid  minded  damsels  who 

May  worship  g'  Iden  dross,  ' ' 

May  they  be  old  maidt  till  they  die, 

And  we'll  never  ft  I  their  loes. 

SroKiK  :  So.  ladies  who  don't  want  to  be  old 
maids,  mind  yon  don't  once  too  often  say- 
Mother  Bays  I  mustn't 
Mother  says  I  mustn't  : 
O  Gedrge.  please,  Geoi|^ 
>-=>'-      Don't  ask  yet  a  while  : 
Mother  says  1  naastn't 
i^'  _^:,  ■      Mother  says  I  mostn't : 
V^'  ■'     O  Geoige,  don't  Oaoigs^ 
Not  just  yet 


' 
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Why  is  a  grsia  efsand  in  tha  m  Vka  a  wthotl^ 
■Mar's  wd  f    fissais  ithts  Ilia  pfiL  | 
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CHABLES  BLAMPHIN 
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1.  I        taw         a  (lia  -  mond   dew-drop  Hung   trem  -  bling      on  a      thorn, 

2.  I      watch'd   it       sway  -  ing      to    and     Iro        Up  -  on        the      thor   -    ny       leaf, 


t!^zt^z::rpzzq?: 


At     the    com  -    ing       of         Au  -   ro    -     ra,     On        a 
And  pny'd    i^     sweet     ex   •   in  -  tence        Hud 


^t^gi 


?=faiii^7 


^S^^5{^ 
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Imlm  -  y         sum  -  mer    mom  : 
nev  -   er        been      so      brief: 


And    round      it      windn  were      woo  -    ing,  In       sigh*         so     soft    and         low 

A      bird       flew         to       the     hawthorn  bongh.      And      aU  my    joys     were       o'er, 
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fiti     -     ry      drop  blu.ih'd    ro     -     sy       red.      In     the  dawn  -  ing's  .rud    -     dy     glow, 
shook     the      dar    -   ling     gem        a   -    way,      I  ner  -   er        saw         it    more. 


Ah !     gen  -  tie,     crys    -  tal     dew  -  drop. 
Ah!     gen  -  tie,    4c...  .        .■■•■■■■■         \.|i 
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'ri  i  -Plutadelphia— Wa  ara  alwayi  flad  to 
Ta«ai'«<4  aopira  of  new  aongt,  but  we  raMrre  to 
onravlf  tb«  right  of  publishing  tham  or  BOt— 
aacMiiag  %o  oar  own  jadgamaot.        '^*ie>..    "vtr. 

ArtTuji— ETcry  Amataor  of  good  Soaga  and 
llaaH  ought  to  make  a  eolleotion  of  all  the 
NtiD  ben  aa  aeon  aa  Publiahed,  and  hare  tham 
^ui  d  in  book  form  :  aucb  a  book  will  alwaya 
ba  a  uacftil  reereatioa  and  an  inyaluable  oma- 
meo  for  tba  pailor-taUa  in  avaiy  Amariawt 
bou  ihold. 


Soiieff  ftbd  Vnrie  forfhiHSRtim. 
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P«or  Sally  Warner  402 
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The  SHOP  GALS  .•.*»^«'>«^«<uMii>>>>. 40* 
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Single  Young  Man  Lodger t04 
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Tha  Wandcrer'a  Farewell  402 
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Toa'Te  bean  a  Friaad  to  Ma  -X.i'nir ^^ 
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a^£RAL   HOTICS. 

All    Oomamniaationa   muat   ba  addraaaad    to 

HEIRT  S£  MAE8AH,  Poblittier; 

No.  40  Chatham  Street,  New- York. 

Wadonatuodaruka  to  ratom  njaetad  MMS, 
or  to  aoawer  by  i'oat. 

Eaah  Number  will  aootain  a  Collection'  at 
tha  moat  Popular  Songs,  Sung  in  the  I  beatraa, 
Opara-tioaaM  and  Conoert-RooijaB  ot  the  United- 
Stataa  and  Grsat-Britaia. 


HEKET  DE  MARSAlf. 

Pnblishar  of  Songs,  Song-Books  and  Toy-Booka, 

Comio  and  Sentimental  Yalentinet, 
Kotto-Venet, 

H      Stationery, 
Pla7ing--Cards, 

AKD  OTBU  OHKaP  ASTIOLES  FOK  THX  TBADX. 
THE  OLD  ORIGINAL  SONG-DEPOT  : 

60  dkatham  Stnet.  Pint  Floor. 
OPPOSITE  WILLIAM  STREET,  NEW- YORK. 
Thia  Bpaaa,  aatablished  more  than  26  yeara, 
ia  the  oldeat  Pnblishing-Establiahment  of  tlia 
kind,  and  the  first  that  introduced,  in  the 
Uni^^St»tee,  the  publishing  of  the  penny-vheet 
Songs  and  Ballads,  for  tba  benefit  of  the  millioa. 

Orer  2^600  diffuant  Songs  alwaya  on  band. 

The  Singer's  Journal  ia  PubUabed  Monthly. 

Single  oopiaa  will  be  aent  per  Mail  on  receipt 
of  fire  oenta,  free  of  Poetage  —  Snbscriptiona 
fifty  oenta  per  year  or  thirty  oents  fov  six  montha. 

'  We  hare  alwaya  on  hand  eopias  of  aU 
tha  Nutabera  of  tha  Singer's  Journal  from  : 
No.  1  to  10  and  fkx>m  16  to  80. 


„  »■♦!  •,**i; 


For  the  lak  thriM  or  fbttf  iSmA;  we  hare  recei- 
Ted  letUrrH  from  many  of  our  8nbaeribar8,adTising  as 
to  devote  part  of  our  Journal  to  literature  and  no- 
Tel-pablishi^  of  the  day — Pages  of  good  stones, 
added  to  th«  pagaa  of  song<  aM  xnosie,  wouM  ^ive 
atill  more  variety  and  attraation  to  oar  publica- 
tion—We  bava  daeidad  to  try  &e  experiment,  au^! 
we  eommenae,  in  tha  piassat  Nnmbw*.  a  very  well 
written  sUMy  wiiieh.  with  ita  aansational  and  ad- 
mirably combined  ineidenta,  will  aertainly  please 
our  Tvaders.  tf  this  addition  of  a  story  suooeedR, 
wi-  may  be  induced  to  issue  weekly,  inst«ad  of  mon- 
thly, tlie  Singer's  JoamaL 


News-Aaakra,  throt^tioat  the  Uttilad-s:tat(>« 
and  Canada,  can    send    their   orders    for   tha 
■'  Singer's  Jdomal  "  to  the 

AMERICAN    NEWS    COMPANY, 

(6r*«tfeallhrw-Toms  itn.l  otb»b  Ti  Ws  C<Mjr.-.rv  :    i 
fij  them  at  the  rnMislicr'*  1< 
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Poor  Sally  Warner. 

OompoMd  Mid  Sony  by  Trad  Wllaoa.  with  ^r«at  •pplkOM. 


lr«. 


Oh  :  IMM  >wbll«.  knd  I  WUI  l*U 

Tom  f(>  drodfUl  niardM. 
That  ite  4oDa  not  Tary  far  tnm  fe 

F«rl&9a  a  littl*  tartb«r  ; 
There  ma  a  gal.  aad  her  nam*  <■•■  Sal. 
■ba  lold  candy  oo  the  o<>ru«iw 

Now   whll*  ;«a're  heM  ptfeydrapB 
Tor  poor  llttl*  Sallj  W«(n«f. 

Thara'a  %  pop  «oni«ui  Htm  4<)*¥  th«  llmll 

Ha  waataJ  Sal  to  HfMrr;  : . 
But  ah*  loTad  a  bak«r  battat  tli«t  fclca, 

BaaaSM  b  la  ■•!>••••  BMryJ'  ' 
Pop  oorn  did  black  tbe  baker'i  e]r«, 
Thac  let  tb«  loafer  take  bar. 

Wblla  jon'ra  b«ra  pr-y  drop  a  t«ur 

Tor  poor  llttl»t«ll7  WKiiar. ,  |  >  -.> 

■«w.  old  Pop  Com  thongBt  ha'd  b«  rvTa^M 

Oo  little  8all7  Warner ' 
Bo  he  atole  bahiud  her  where  aba  aold 

Bar  •kndiaa  on  th*  coraar,  .*'*'*'■'•■ 

With  a  Ticloaa  gripe  nqueezed  her  Wind  pip*— 
And  ao  died  Sally  Warner — 

Whan  you're  btire   ]  ray  drop  a  tMr 
For  poor  little  Sally  Warnar..       , 

II  A 
Tbay  popped  thla  pop  com  man  In  Jallt 

And  tUea  a  Jary  tried  him  : 
The  Terdict  waa,  fnr  killing  Of  bar, 

That  by  hia  neck  he  ahonUl  awing  t       . 
Bat,  alw  !  ha  died  with  tviolda 
By  taking  too  much  land'nam. 

While  you're  h>  rn   pray  drop  a  taar 
Tor  poor  little  Sally  Warner. 


The  Wanderer's  Farewell 

Oompoaed  by  Frad  Wllaon, 

Sang  by  J.  0.  Trowbridge, 
of  Merrli  Broa    Pell  &  Trowbrldge'a  Ulnatrala. 

•Pnbltahad  by  Ollmtre  and  Bniaell,  Oonrt  St.,  Boaton. 


'•\ 


►•/*- 


wlaga, 


Tferewall.  dear  fHanda.  onoa  nor*  terawall ! 

t  ne'er  can  eaaaa  to  roam. 
Until  I  aee  again  once  mnre 

My  own.  my  boybood'a  home — 
llihongh  I  crota  the  iieep  blaa  iea. 

And  find  there  facaa  naW, 
Oh  '  neTer  can  t  onco  forffet 

Old  frienda,  ao  kind  and  trna  !     ''" 
Ohoraa  :     Farewell    aweet  bird  of  HbartT  ! 
Bow  galiaatly  he  fliaa. 
And  guarda  tba  land  with  m 
Away  op  In  the  akiaa— 

VWrairan,  dear  land  again  farawall, 

Tba  Mrtta-plaae  of  the  free  ! 
Tho'  lar  away  in  other  cllmea. 

My  heart  will  titrn  to  thee  : 
AnA  when  the  time  of  death  drawa 

(  Tor  all  ara  I'ora  to  dla  ) 
We'll  aaat  again  in  hea*en  abora   , 

Witt  ancala  op  on  high.  Okornt. 


Jennie  of  the  Forcut  Qlad& 

Oompoaad  by  Fred  Wllaon.  . 

Song  by  Aiubroae  A.  Tbayar, 
of  Morrti  Br<<a..  Pall  *  Trowbrldge'a  Mlnatrala. 

Pnbliahad  by  Bn^aaU  *  Tolman,  Boaton,  Maaa 

Oh  '  how  I  lora  B>  wander  forth. 

At  ere,  when  all  ia  atlll,  .    ,  ^ 

Along  the  clear  bright,  rippling ^raam,  '' " 

That  ruahea  down  the  bill  — 
"Twaa  there  we  held  oar  tryatlng  placa, 

Twaa  there  the  tow  waa  mada 
.With  tba  pwraaC  pnraav  baart  to  aia      ...  -' 

JaonI*  or  the  fsr«at  glada. 
Ohom  1    Her  elear  blae  eyat  aparklad  bright. 

And  a  dimple  In  her  cheek  waa  laid  : 
The  daaroat  one  on  eartb  to  ma  waa 
Jennie  of  the  foreat  glada. 

B«t  DOW  Iboaa  happ}  daya  are  o'ar  : 

For  her  pare  apirlt'a  flown 
To  that  dear  place  of  reat  abOTa, 

While  I  renaaln  alontf— 
tba  alnaibera  near  the  old  atooa  ahmh, 

Beneath  the  wlllow'a  ahada. 
While  Qowera  aweat  are  growing  ofn 

Jennie  of  the  foreat  glade. 
-,    .  ■*>    •- 

■y  heart  la  aad  now  aba  la  gOBS, 

We  ne'er  can  wander  mora 
Along  that  brlflhTaad  rippling 

Aa  In  tboae  daya  of  yora 

B«t  whan  my  waary  Ufa  ia 

Tha  dabt  of  natnra  paid. 
Oh  '  lay  me  In  the  grare  baalda 

Jenala  of  tba  foreat  glada. 


Tha  yotith,  who  wpnld  hsTa  •  will  of  Us  owa, 
ba*D  atnak  out  of  th«t  of  hb  (kth«r. 


It's  Enongh  to  Make  a  Oirl  Qo  Mad. 

6^'01ipldlt<a4ry'mgtlf  I^l9*lifli.#^;m  # 
For.  with  bla  poiaouad  dart  '.. 

ity  teu'Iar  lioaoiu  he 

Mada  a  target,  and  yon  aaa 
~  >'a  qaM  riddled  my  poor  I 


kft'a  all  Ukroiigb  a  laay  di 
Pkojaakl^aall  the  men 

baahoDid  :  ,"    •, 

[ibongbt  ha  wanl4t  >> 
at  to  mention  whagif  - 
Jeclara, 

konth  to  mahfta  ^I  go  I 
',  waudar  all  f 

what  be  hawtMbbt  ma  tOk 
.  now  ha' 

Aalpaaaad  tba  "  Orand  Central.  "  one  day, 

On  the  atep,  thia  awell  caught  my  Tiaw  i 
Ha  wore  a  auit   a  check. 

1  tl  - 

And  when  ha  aaid  haM  ba  mlna^ 
I  trembled  with  delight 
*a4  I  aonldn'l  aiaap at  DigM;  «--»  i  *  i  I'l'iow 

Tor,  I  thoagbt  what  a  cbanea  waa  mlaa  ! 

iaoda«UN,*a. 

lAdlea,  all,  taka  warning  from  mj  tala^ 

The  li.eu  do  not  belleTe  : 
No  matter  what  they  aay. 
Ton  ahoald  no  attention  pay  :  :    '  .  .  - 

Tor,  you'll  And  that  tbay  all  daaa'  *" 

I  pine  and  I  wonder  day  and  night 

For,  I  ean't  forget  my  wronga, 
Aad  tha  only  way  rHud  to  rellara  my  tfovblad 

la,  at  night,  to  aing  comio  aonga — 

I  dodaelara, 


ar  all  ImJv 

ba  haHHKht 
Ha'a  goA»piy  t 

idC< 

illca 

[. 
And  ha  twiddled  roand  bia 
.     AglM«ilu«hac<MMrta 
X  Ihoqglit  he  waa  a  Oiolral 


Let  lis  Be  TrieniUi 


TgfVi  ov  li^Br  BaanTUllat%  t  UXUmom. 

ThoB  of  tha  nowj  haut,  pMtioaltM— «old7 
Thotwh  thia  haerfn  lara  to  Uiaa  nislT  wm 
JTow  P»a  lorAr  boeit  hoihly  i|  b«da 


Ofnt  Ton  Oo  Eo«an'  Sound  th«  Oirl& 

^-  agrtt.  Frad.  Bead. 

Whan  onoa  yoa  gat  to  goinf ,  , 

To  gliding  smoothly  on. 
Don't  Tanture  than  from  oat  your  oonm— 

Lat  "  well  enough  "  aloita. 
Markimo  kmbbacks  womamkimd  : 

But  when  they  do,  thay'ra  gona— • 
A  oonaaqnaooa  of  fboUn'  rotud  tha  gUa. 

I  raally  cannot  tall  too 

What  girl  I  iorad  tba  bait : 
But  I  knaw  a  littla  charmer 

Far  pratti«r  than  the  reat 
I  popped  the  qtieation.  but  I  ftioad 

Her  love  for  ma  a  jeat  — 
ni  MTer  mora  go  foolio'  rooad  tha  girla. 

How,  whan  a  handaotna  ankla 

Or  ayea  of  heavanly  bloa, 
Taath  of  pearly  whitanaaa. 

Hair  <m  goloan  hoa 
Ihriaa  you  far  a  momaat, 

111  taS  yon  what  to  do— 
Doi't  yon  go  to  fot^in'  round  tha  gillk, 
m  i»i  ■■ 

Taireit  JaMia^ 

Oompoaed  by  Fred  Wllaoa. 


t  by  tha  great  Balladlat  D.  a  Wambeld. 
PnbUabad  by  Ollmora  k  Baaaall,  Oonrt  St.  Boaton. 


Wilt  tboa  coma,  faireat  Jaaaia  T 
I'll  make  thee  my  bride  : 

How  happy  I  would  be    loTa. 
With  thee  by  my  aide— 

ITe  a  borne  in  th«  -  reen-waod. 
There  wild  flows  raaprlng,     .  ty] 

And  along  by  the  atreaqalat. 


The  merry  birda  do  aing. 
Ohoma  :     Fai  reat  Jeaaie.dearaat  Jaaaia, 
Thia  heart  baaU  for  tbaa  : 
V.  ■■  I      Wilt  th»a  ooiiie  to  my  hoaaa,  leva, 
I  And  ahare  It  with  laa  t 

Wilt  tbon  coma  deareat  Jaaaia, 

Where  ak lea  eTer  amlla 
And  the  little  t»  Inkling  alarn-    ■'«) 

Shine  bright  all  tbe  wbllat 
In  that  dear,  aeclndad  apot  <  .'  ' :" 

Together  we'll  dwep,  r,--t.'iii'' 

And  gather  bine  TlolaU  ■ 

In  dingia  and  daU. 


IMfW«Ja«la,ta. 


Wilt  tbon  aay.  ibifaat  JaMl< 

Tkat  mine  yon  will  ba  t 
I  will  gaard  tbaa.  and  tand 

With  heart  light  and  fraa  : 
And  whan  lilb'a  )aya  an  a'av, 

la  that  laalaab^a 
Wa  ana  mingle  with  aigala 

With  Irwth  ^ad  Witt  l«wa- 


DM  »ot-Ait  «a  ba  1 

Thon  of  tka  poN,  h%h  braw,  ttaUaet  and  cahn 
Thongh  ht  tby  hanranward  heart  «fth  haa  no  •', 
Still  Uia  load  injar  for  than  wandy  aaoenda 
Thoogk  thon  nhufk  loTa  ma  Bot-^4a|  «a  ba  frienda 

Thon  af  tha  lofW  aoni,  tiBim  an4  Ml  : 
Thoofh  to  thy  iBwa  lay  haaH  ma^  «ot  napiia, 
Prayara  for  thy  happineas  upward  it  aenda, 
Cnyiog  but  ooa  iwaat  boon— let  oa  ba  friaada  I 


ftt  iCftrphy  of  Hbagher^  Brtgtdt. 

All  :    Think  of  yoor  bead  in  tba  morning. 


2 


I  the  night  before  battle  :  and,  gathered  la  froapa, 

The  aoldlera  lay  oloaa  in  their  qoartera  ; 
They  were  thinking,  no  doubt,  of  tbe  dear  oaeaat  hoaaa. 

Of  Aiatbara  wives,  alatera.  and  daogbtera.  .<^ 
With  ble  pipe  In  bla  mouib.  eat  a  daablng  yoang  btada^ 

And  a  aong  be  waa  lilting  qnite  gaily  : 
It  waa  boneat  Pat  Murphy  of  Mea^r^  StUnOib 

And  be  aaag  of  tbe  Sprig  of  BhUlaly.      .  (..  l^ 

Oob.  mnrdber  :  aay  a  Pat,  Ita  a  abaaae  Ite  toaad 

Brothers  flgbting  in  sach  a  quare  manner  i 
But  til  flgbt  till  I  die    (  if  I  ahoDldn'l  be  kit ) 

Tor  America'a  bright  Starry  Banner.  ,i.. 

Kow.  if  It  was  only  John  Bull  to  tbe  foM,         •' ' 

I'd  raah  lata  battle  qnlU  gaily  ; 
Tor  tbe  spalpeea  I'd  rap  with  a  baart  an'  a  hal4 

With  my  liligant  Sprig  of  ShiUaly  ! 

Jeft  DaTia,  yon  thief !  If  I  had  yon  bnt  hef%    <  ' 

Tonr  beantlfnl  plans  I'd  ba  rainin' : 
Tals  !  I'd  giTe  ye  a  taite  o<aaa  bayonet.  batfaAl 

For  tbrylog  to  bnrat  up  the  Union  : 
Thera'a  a  cnTwd  in  the  North,  too.  an'  they're  jnat  aa  aai 

Abolitionist  spontara  ao  scaly— 
Tortbronbling  the  naigera.  I  think  tbay  deaerra 

A  Wbaok  from  a  Sprig  of  Shlllaly  ! 

Tbe  rooming  soon  oame,  and  poor  Paddy  awoka. 

On  tbe  Bebela  to  have  aatlafaotlon  : 
Tbe  drnmmera  were  beating  the  deTll'a  tattoo^ 

Qalling  tha  boya  into  action. 
Than,  tbe  Iriah  Brigade  In  tbe  battle  was  aeen. 

Their  blood,  in  our  canse.  shedding  freely  ; 
With  their  bayonat-chargea  tbay  msbed  on  thaMik 

With  a  shoot  for  tbe  Laud  of  Shlllaly  I  f 

The  battle  waa  oTar    tfie  dead  lay  In  beapo  i  ,     it*. 

Pat  Marpby  lay  bleeding  and  gory  ;    , 
A  bole  tbiatigh  blh  head..ttoni  rlflelaan^  tho^  ' 

Had  flniabed  his  paaaloa  for  glory  ; 
No  more  in  tbe  camp  aball  hia  langbter  be  haardL 

or  tola  T«lae  Mnfisg  dittiea  ao  g&ly  ^ 
Liiiaahero  be  died.  for. the  Land  of  the  Traak 

Far  away  from  th^  taud  of  Shlllaly  ! 

Tbes.  snrely.  Oolnmbla  caa  never  fbrga^-.      ]  v?«a 

While  Talor  and  faii}e  hold  oommunlon,' 
Bow  aobly  the  brare  Iilah  Tolnoteara  fought 

In  defence  of  the  Flag  ofonr  Union  -, 
And.  if  aTer  Old  Ireland  for  Freeilom  ahould  atrlkai 

We'll  a  helping  hand  offer  qnlla  freely  : 
And  tbe  Stara  an'  the  Strlpra  aball  be  aeen  alan*«iaa 

Of  tba  Flag  of  the  Land  of  Shlllaly  ! 


■  «♦** 


QtMd-Bye,  Bat  Come  Agminl 

Oh  I  must  we  part  1  how  aad  tha  worda 

Are  falling  on  my  heart  : 
Tour  beaming  eyes  would  bid  me  ataj. 

Then,  dear  one,  we  mtiat  part —        '  - 

And  yet  the  words  of  hope  yon  botetiMl  '  ifi 

Uaye  botae  away  my  pain  :  .  ^^     ""'  *W 

I  bless  the  lipc  that  sweetly  saj  :       ,>i;o^ 

Oood-bye,  but  come  agam  I  ' ';    . 

What  hliss  to  hold  yoor  hand  in  mJat^ 

Aad  gaae  within  your  ayaa — 
What  buaa  to  know  one  heart  ia  tma^ 

'Neath  fair  or  eloody  skiaa — 
Totir  loving  words  Uka  atuniiMr  flowMS 

Shall  in  my  soul  remain  : 
And  aoon  I'll  preaa  tha  Hpa  that  aay  ; 

Qoad*bya,  and  «oma  again  I 

■     Qi    ■ 

!i  haa  haan  jnatly;  said  that,  without  tha  aookij 
of  woman,  tha  baKinaing  of  oar  day*  woold  ba 
halplaaa,,  tha  marifan  withont  raflnamamt,  and  the 
aloaa  wiithoat  aomfort. 

Thoaa  who  pnuaa  yea  fa  tha 
ttrtn  ia  tha  and. 


iiUBi 


i '•  >'-  -.>^ ^ 
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The  Stiaee  tiriref 
0«  **»•  JwvW»lfr<>ek<»r,  tin*. 


!►«.-<»" 


OwapoMd  Mid  8nn(  b^  DirawoKni. 


,  white  fblks  pay  •tte&tioB  Jm  f[WM)<f  to  tisf  •  long : 
top*  it'*  golac  to  pl««M  700.  tedittti  it  tan't  retr  loof ; 
ibont  on*  of  th*  o:d  borsau  gnljjoun  mid  lo  fio«— 
tvinr  tnr  nk6 


T  ha  droTe  an  omnf 


I  Xhi^  ert>oAbr  Its* 


id  he  DeTOT  wm  Yin>inrTo  Imook  dpwti  a  ceut ; 
lnn(  a  craeafal  whip  :  for  he  waa  bonud  to  ahliM 
ka  a  high  aalary'd  drirer  on  Wft  Khicksrbooker  Una. 

rxf  ArUHnc  down  Broadway,  tb*  atharartaraooB. 
Itea  jMlMMMNlt'yUitoirR  U(<r  t>iar  aiiloon. 
•  there  heapied  \foxmff^.  the  rrettleitelvrwaaaeen  : 
e'd  Jaat  arriTed  that  nioMMg  from 

t!  e  Jertfj  qa&raatlne. 
whar  are  roo  going,  'fotng  woroah  t  hn  aaid.  '^ 

e  KQT  him  »  look  dat  like  to  kill  him  dead- 
banded  np  ber  b'Dd-l>or  aud  oen  got  np  heraelf— 
e  ao  espriied  Oeort;e  H^ry  dat  he  i.e  rlj-  lost  hlabraS 

lionfht  he'd  c^Bght  (a  h*l^ai<i  n  Soiithem  Lney  Veal. 
ketljesalUHntlmiietreJ);>tliigiiiidtuemaid  of  Mobile. 

.*l..jTni    ^  s.        gibmeha'fofyour  nmbrella, 
■  nam*  la  Mill  na^fMoeeen. 

.and  I  pci'.dlrs  SmapwUU. 
n  Oeoige  heard  tlit^|iiewj.  «  blrh 

•  conldn't  have  been  wna 

a  mng  It  did  torn  yellmi.  md  he  rulJadoffthe  tu«  : 
liathed  Ilia  bead  in  Tineg*!'  tp  tul  u  »:\  i;  the  aoara, 
d  now  ha'a  driTlug^pMlaa  on  the  Second  avaaaa  mum. 

Bunding  aoy%  of  Fleasarfli 


OQ  rambling  boya  of  pleaonre,        ,'''  .' 
6iv«  ear  to  theoa  fetr  lioea  1  write ':     , 
'.  \»  tme  I  am  a  ruver, 
And  in  mving  take  grtAt  deKghfc. 

fixfay  Mtnd  on  a  fair  maid, 
i  ho'  ofteDt>m«fl  she  d«M  tm-  a  tight  : 

[y  mind  is  never  ea«y,  ^ 

Bnt  when  tOf  darhng  is  in  m  j  sighi. ' 


he  second  tii^e  T  aaw  my  loTe, 
I  thought  she  really  would  be  mina  : 

ut,  aa  t)u  wieatker  alter*,  .,,t:»i:tf 

1  hie  uiaid  did  ehange  her  mind.  ' 

old  ia  the  root  (Jferil,  •''''';''' 
Although  it  ohioea  with  glitUriog  Yaub  : 

aoaca  ntaay  a  lad  and  kaa  to  part. 
Let  their  tfearta  and  minds  be  e'er  ao  tma. 

here's  one  thing  more  I  have  to  relata 

Defore  that  I  do  gu'away  : 
1  my  own  eovntry  wh«*e  I  was  bom,     .^  > 

Cupid  would  not  let  me  flree.  ":  '•' 

o  leave  my  girl  behind  me —  "r': ' 

Oh,  dear  !  alas  !  what  must  I  do  f 
^ust  I  bfconae  a  royer,  ,■ 

eoart  some  girl  I  ncTer  knaw  f 


—  i»i  1 

wryiiT-  Little  Alice.  ,y^ 

ronls  bj  Oeorge  Cooper— Xaala  by 


t. 


6«  >•  ■«  t 


Byatt 


1<» 


Oh  !  knew  70a  Little  Altee. 

With  the  annny  iangblng  eyes,    '■ 
That  aeaniad  tn  STsr  whisper 

or  the  apotleaa  Soiumer  akifa  ! 
Ear  iwert  Toice  fell,  like  mnala, 

Ou  the  blosaom-'aden  air  : 
And  lillea  in  the  lakelet 

Ooald  not  i>oaBt  of  cbeeka  so  fklr. 
Oboma  :    Bnl  lltt'e  Alice  now  is  _ 
I.  'Meatb  tLe  chorrh-jafd  traa, 

I  ,,  Lies  burled  all  tbe  Juy  ttiat  SatCh 

>  Cuuld  erer  give  to  wa  : 

Wa  watehed  her  fading  datly—  'k>r  ''fit:-; 

Saw  her  ebaeks  grow  tbin  and  p«l*~    -  ^   \ 
And  marked  her  feebie  XooiatqBa. . 

As  aha  wandered  tbri>n:.'D  tbe  dale- 
Bat  attll  her  iianUa  goodueas  y  >  -.'    /k> 

Oheered  the  hearts  of  thoaa  aroaad  i 
And  atitl  wtthlD  onr  honsahold 
|. ..  Baag  har  Tolca'a  aiarrj  souad. 

Oh  !  patient  LUtla  Alire  ! 

While  70a  stayed  with  oa  on  larth, 
Vao  4mmn  aw^  oar  eorrow 

B7  7oar  almpla.  ehildlah  mlrth'>- 
Btll!  amlk  opon  na  DarlloR, 
.  Woia  7««lc  ■tosrr  lioota  aliore,  ^ 

JMilfht  oar  earth  17  ptth way 

wRa  the  praaaacs  of  yoar  l«va  ! 


mtm  «%o  i*  jeod  compafty  fer  Irittaalf,  k  il- 
•  (ood  ooflifiny^-f»  K^km%. 


^.*. 


One  Gk>od  Torn  Deeertet  Another. 

The  light  of  wisdom  diaoly  boraa. 

Although  the  timea  are  sad  onea  ;  ^ 
Still  we  are  taught  to  do  good  toraih    •rt.-a  - 

For  thM»  th^'do  us  hmA  onei.  f  >  . ' 

But  nature  <i?tte  t>8,'ftnd  most  tnia,  *  * "^ 

To  either  friend  or  brother  : 
"  Do  that  ftt  thetil  fliey'd  do  for  jw,    '"     'f 
■'Canae  oae- good. turn  deserres  aaotlutrjf.  ,' 

CMURUB  '  I  ,,n 

Thus,  while  the  world  goee  round,     t  ^'^• 
'Mii  0Mf6iebn,  strife  and  botbar,       ''  - 

Believe  nie,  friends,  I  ever  found 
^.T^AJt  one  good  turn  deserves  aaothar, 
'That  one  good  tiwn>  daaervas  aootlMr 

A  neighbor.  »Baa,  wai  asnt  to  jail ; 

■  And,  having  soon  repented,         „,  '     ■   ■ 
Aaked  me  for  to  b*hfe  bA  :        ■'•'•*;. 

To  whioh  I  s^Qii  conaented.    • 
And,  after  I  had  got  him  dear 

From  all  hia  broila  and  bother. 
He  ran  away  with  my  wife — oTj,  dear  ! —  'j  *^  ;. 

'Cause  oue  good  turn  deatfvas  anoUMT.    '. 


•lAi'.ii.f'-tlt. 


A  lMffiAr<  oiM«.'>«AiB«  to  ray  door, 

Whust  I  stood  there  a  thinking,     * 
And  saiA  :  "  Kind  sir,  relieve  the  pow  :' ..  ,,' , 

For,  with  hunger  I'm  fast  sinking  !  "   V,. 
Then  I  ordered  the  cook  to  fill  his  up       f    '■. 

With  food  for  hia  poor  mother—  ='     ' 

When  from  the  door  he  stole  the  mat, 

'Caoae  one  jg|ood  turn  deserves  another. 
''  :-V  :Vv:'"i:'-;:^-..?;:.  Choma. 


-i%..:  < 


'raW-'ir-ia 


%«.r»'.. 


Aogelin 


elina. 


Oh t  mr  SaaOtTf  g»M aad Joined  tbe  Tolaateaia,  a  .x  .• 

Abd  DOW  I\B  anhapp7  aa  eaaa  t>e  :  -t.:  . ' ; ^1 

Hajeavea  me  every  night  to  play  at  aoldiers, 

when  he  ought  to  be  at  beue  here  with  las^  ^  <  /;■•.«.r^  • 
OHORU8.  -^       ■•  • 

Oh  '  Bam.  he  would  he  a  soldier, 

When  I  think  ont,  t  can  t  restrain  mf  tears— 
Be  oDce  waa  very  kind,  bnt  he'a  liroke  my  peaoe  of  mind, 

Since  ha  t^eat  and  Joined  they  gay  young  volnnteera. 

We  were  as  happy  aa  the  birds  of  Paradise  :     .   r^     -       ^    .; 

Be  waan't  more  than  twenty  yeara  of  age  :    •    *  '*»*''   .  *' 
And  he  alwaja  wi.a  ao  vary,  »an»alas   ■ 

Bat  I'll  tell  you  now  what  pnta  me  In  a  rage. 

.ph!q^||IW(n|MI.*0. 

Oh  '\  Sam.  ha  need  to  like  hia  cup  of  tea.  ,        . 

80  aooo  aa  hll  dally  work  waa  done,  =■- 

And,  tben,  be'd  make  Die  sit  upon  hia  knea-~     .,' 

(A  !  waau't  that  a  happy  little  home  r 

Oh  !  Sam,  be  woald,  A*. 

Bnt  DOW.  alas  !  %e  nev«r  waata  hta  tea, 

Vor,  be  takea  something  atronger  now,  I  faar :      v-t  .^m- 
Anj  when  I  want  htm  to  atay  at  home  with  me, 

Be'a  alwaya  got  to  «e«t  a  volnataer. 

Oh  !  Baaa,  be  woald,  *o. 

Vor,  Sam  often  marches  home  belated,  ...  <■ 

"  Atteution  there  '  "  he  bellows  out  to  ma  :  V.  ^'  '.;■  ^'^ ' . 

Be's  an  awful  martiaet  when  elated. 
Be  wanta  to  eome  the  Midler  over  me  ! 

Oh  :  Saoi,  ba  woold,  fte. 

Bnt  I'm  net  ageing  to  atmad  i4  any  longer : 
For.  when  Sammy  comes  home  late  o'  nigbliit 

Inatead  nf  being  at  boine:  a^ittlng  all  aloaa,  -da'    ». 

Bell  find  me  malotaiulng    '  Womaa'a  Blghte.  "    ~~       ^ 

Oh  !  Sam,  ha  would,  ka. 

Bo.  Samaiy.  yoa  iray  now  raaaain  a  soldier, 

4ad  I'll  dry  op  all  my  bitter  tears.  >. 

lad  prove  a  woman'a  rtgbt  to  atay  ont  as  lata  at  night    '    ' 

As  any  of  yonr  gay,  youug  volunteera  \ 

Ob  !  laan,  be  woald,  Jte. 


'i  f^»■ 


Yon've  Been  a  Friend  to  Xe.    ■"">'  V 

Snag  by  Trank  Dnmout,  the  favorite  Barllooaa 


Mj  bark  of  liflB  was  tossing  dowii' 

1  he  troubled  stream  of  time  : 
When  first  i  saw  your  smiling  fiMo, 

When  youth  was  in  its  prime. 
My  days  of  darkness  turned  to  light. 

My  aomnred  heart  was  free  — 
Oh  !  since  that  time  I've  alwaya  found 

Yoa've  been,  a  friend  to  me. 
Chonu  :     rU  ne'er  forget  where'er  I  roam 
Wlierever  ••  mar  be, 

V  ■-!    *i  »»«J'*''«'  '  b*'"'  bad  alHemd, 
«  K-^  ■■^     Toa'yo  been  that  friend  to  me. 


>i.'v  4,-' 


'■%■'- 

■Z 


I 


Misfortune  nursed  me  as  her  ehild, 

And  fondly  loved  me,  too  : 
I  would  have  had  a  broken  heart, 

Had  it  not  been  for  you — 
Kind  words  were  whispered  soft  and  sweet. 

But  glad  I  oould  not  be, 
nata  I  fonnd  that  you  bad  been 

A  faithful  friend  •»  me. 

thtb  ligbt  of  hope  CTom  your  bright  eyes 

Dispelled  tbe  oknids  of  strife. 
And  ttiraw  tbairvhys  of  sunaliina  down 

My  weary  path  in  life. 
f  DOW  look  back  iii]^n  the  past. 

Across  life's  stormy  st-a  : 
I  amile  to  think  'mid  all  life's  aoeoea 

Yoa>«  beap.a  friend  to  me. 
•)%{:aie(4t'a '•-'-(':■  1  Li«  -t  <     I'll  ne'er  forget,  do. 


■«."i 


■^ 


'  I 


Nnsey  Oray. 


,■*» 


I  lelf  in  loTe  with  Nancy  Gray, 

The  first  time  thai  I  met  her  : 
She  looked  so  loving  at  me. 

That  1  never  cap  fotget  her. 
j-'t  aaid  that  I  would  win  her  lova. 

Not  minding  the  expense  : 
S<K  1  treated  her  |U>  peanuts. 

Till  it  coat  mej  fifteen  penoe. 

':'■'.  lOBUKLB. 

'  Oh  !  dear,  oh  !  ahe  etok  my  baart  away,* 
And  then  she  left  me  here  to  die — 
Deceitful  I*ancy  Gray  ! 

I  met  her  down  Broadway,  one  night, 
1       \N  ith  a  great  big  darkey  walking  : 
;  I  turned,  and  followed  close  behind 
And  overheard, them  talking. 
He  told  her  that  he  loved  her, 

And  she  said;tbat  she  loved  him —  | 

Oh  !  I  felt  as  if  I:  had  set  down 
I      On  a  cushion  fiill  of  pins  !  Chorus. 

I  must  iiave  satisfaction  : 

So  111  hava  feo;  fight  a  duel — 
I'll  send  a  challetarge  to  that  darkey, 

Vho  out  me 'loot  so  cruel. 
]  m  kill  him  dead  as  chowder  then. 

Without  a, wp^  of  pity  :  ' 

And  then  I'll  leave  this  coiutry. 

And  I'll  go  U>  Jersey  City.  Chc«^is. 


i 


Gal  from  the  SoQth.         -> 

My  Maesa  had  a  colored  gal — 

He  brought  her  frvm  the  South. — 
Her  hair  it  curled  so  very  tl^ht. 

She  could  i^t  shut  her  mouth.    ,^  ,".£  ? 
Her  eyes  they  were  so  very  small. 

They  both  lan  into  one  : 
And  when  a  fty  lit  in  her  eye, 

'Twas  like  4  June-bug  in  the  enn. 

CHORUS. 

Ha,  h^,  ha  !  yah,  yah,  yah  ! 
The  ipal  from  the  South — 
-     Her  hair  it  curled  ao  very  t^ht. 
She  jo^iild  not  shut  ber  month.' 

Per  nose  it  wj«  so  very  long. 

It  turned  up  lilot-A  squash  :(  'i^'' 
And  when  she  got  ber  oander  up,  | 

She  made  me  laugh,  by  gosh  ! 
Old  Masva  had  no  books  or  nails. 

Or  nothing'  Ihi  like  that : 
So  on  this  diw-kie's  nose  he  used 

To  hang  hi»  ooat  and  hat. 

|lia,  1»>  bd  '  J«tt,  ynh,  yh  ?  Ac 

One  looming,  iUaaaa  going  away, 

He  went  to  get  his  coat, 
But  neither  hat  nor  ^jat  was  there  - 

For,  she  had  swallowed  both. 
Be  took  hei'  t*  a  tailor  shop. 

'1  o  l»ve  hpt  mouth  made  small  : 
The  lady  took  in  one  long  breath. 

And  twallowed  taiiar  and  all  !  • 

I  }*A,  ha,  ha  '  yah.  yah. 


^1 


i^ 


•""  '^•— -«^-'' 


--i-.-  ".^..A.-v-..^.- «.  ^^  ■  -  -  -.- 


-^^^'^'■-•''^^r;^ 


'■■vrt'-r-'^Tiv  'v»J! 


-^ 


t>04 


THB     8IIVO£B'8    JOMJUNAJLf 


Sauey 

SttiiRbr  J  T.  Bojtmt%Mo*Uj'»  ViaalNlt. 


I  am  8  iner  Sam   u  Sou(h*ni  alg.  ••  yon  aaa  plklaly  Ma  : 
I  «••  li(iru  saiooK  tko  »ugmr-etm»  'way  down  In  Tanaiaaaa. 
Hy  uitcior  iiteU  to  wallop  me  :  M  I  cut  my  itiek  tsd  ran  ; 
Da  aoldier*  1U7  eotcli  boid  ob  ma.  and  laaka  ma coBtrabaad. 

CH0BU8. 
Qh  '  Tea   wlilte  folki  jnst  lUtan  nato  ma  : 
I'M  da  a^ocieat  little  Dlgitar  arar  liTad  to  Taasi 


I  r  I  waa  da  Prraldant,  I'd  taka  a  bold  poaltl««  : 

I'd  play  de  rerr  deuce  wid  dat  niggar  ibolitloa  ; 

Id  niitke  Seeeailou  bold  ita  jaw.  and  'Maaelpatlon,  toa^ 

Aod  I'd  make  'em  or;  oat :  ITulOD  ' 

aa  WaablBftoB  aiad  U  t*. 
Ob  !  raa  wblta  folka,  Im. 

I  doB'i  like  to  aea  folka  In  da  Horf  eat  aaek  Awllak  iffUMi 
And  fiet  oiir  Oouolry  in  die  faaa  all  abent  <la  nigfara  : 
I  don't  like  AboUtloDiita,  to  pU»M  a  toollak  wbim, 
8hoTe  poor  wblia  folka  oat  of  work,  aod  pnt  da  niuan  la. 

Oh  '  7—,  w&iu  folka,  ka. 

I  doB't  Ilka  to  aae  aema  folka  whao 

daj'va  baan  hare  lota  of  yaari. 
Whan  do  Ooaiitry  wanta  dair  aid.  tremble  with  dair  fbara. 
Day  oiiKbt  to  abonldar  a  maakat,  and  J"lii  da  Bactmaat. 
loataad  ofaaklng  help  from  de  Britlab  OoTarnmanl . . 

Ob  ;  yea,  wuita  felka,  km. 

I  woold  like  to  aaa  da  wblta  tbika  afdla 

graal  and  glorioaa  Katloa. 
Aad  leaTa  da  niggera  whar  day  il 

down  en  da  old  planlation  : 
And  aliaka  each  odar  by  da  hand— 

and  wid  dair  lond  baai 
Orr  :  Oonatltntlon  aa  It  la  and  Cnlno  aa  it  waa  '.  '■— 

Ob  '  yea  white  folka,  *«. 

2 ^.>.— 

Single  Toung  Han  Lodger^ 

I  wti  by  trade  a  mob, 

And  for  myself  and  mMtcr, 
And  quick  I  did  each  job  ; 

Ana  few  could  earn  money  fiuter — 
We  bad  a  room  to  let, 

And  my  wife,  a  funnv  eodg«r, 
Said  :  "  1.0 ve.  we  had  better  get 

A  single  young  man  lodger.  "     - 

A  bill  did  »oon  appear. 

Which  aome  affuff4ad  fan  for  : 
■  .  *         "  •^  gentleman  may  here 
•.''*•      ■      Get  taken  in  and  done  for.  " 
An  applioation  had  we — 

A  young  man,  whose  nam*  waa  Beger, 
Wbo  forthwith  laid  he'd  be 
Onr  single  young  man  lodger. 

I  thought,  of  course,  ha'd  paj, 

As  he  wore  deeent  raiment : 
Bat  two  months  pa»sed  away, 

And  still  tiiere  was  no  payment  : 
And  if  i  asked  him  for  a  dod, 
"  He'd  give  me  such  a  eodger, 

And  say  :  "  Get  o'ut,  you  snob, 

How  dare  yon  insult  your  lod(«rT  " 

I'Te  been  married  seven  years. 

And,  during  all  that  tima,    , 
Wa  were  without  those  deart  - 

That  make  marriage  to  fioa— 
All  at  onoe,  she  had 

Two  bunkin  little  oodgen  : 
One  waa  mine,  by  gad  ! 

but  the  other  waa  th«  lodfw'g. 

Sokey  Soap  Smda. 

'    Air  :  Lord  LoraL 


••kay  Inda  she  stood  at  hat  Taakiac  tak. 

A  TasblBg  bar  clothea  so  nloa. 
Then  I  popa  In  my  bead   and  to  her  I  sal4 

"  Snkey  Sttda  I  am  off  la  a  trtoa.  trtoo. 
Bakay  Bads,  I  am  otf  in  a  triea  I  " 

"  Ob  :  Thara  are  yon  going  ?  my  Bakay  said. 

Ob.  There  are  yon  golirg  ?  "  says  sba. 
"  I  aiD  (tolnir    n'j  own  dear  Sokey.  aafs  I, 

Btrauge  place*  ior  to  see  aagk  aaa  I  .^  .   1,.  . 
Strange  i.iaees  (6r  to  sas  !  " 

**  Oh  !  yon  false  baarted  PaUr.  says  ska  to  ■* 
Toa  false  hearted  lorlar.  saya  ska, 

Tbo  are  gotag  a  oeartlDg  aaathar  yoaag  ^sasaa, 
gacansa  yoa  ars  tirad  of  ma,  as*,  aa  I 
•Baeaaaa  yoa  are  tlrad  of  ma  '.  " 

"  Oh  I  'Bakay,  my  4aar.  ak.  Bakay.  ay  daar  ( 

t  swaar  I'm  fkwa  of  that  gla  ; 
Bo  Tlpa  yoar  ayaa.  my  Bakay  deat  ary. 

Takaasa»ft«»lklakattla«<Bla  i^ttm' 
Take  a  rap  trom  tkla  battle  ofgla  '  " 


Bo  we  both  aot  as  down  by  tba  aide  of  tiaa  Bta, 
Took  a  sap.  tarn  and  tara  ahoat. 

Than  Sakey  she  tamed  the  bottle  «p. 
And  drank  every  drop  clean  oat,  eat,  sat ! 
And  drauk  every  drop  etaaa  oat ! 

Aa  soaa  aa  the  battle  was  t-a|.akaB. 

Baye  Sahaj.  aaye  ebe.  ehe  aba  : 
"  ToB'va  yromlsed  to  marry  ma  atsay  •  UaB 
Oome  marry  me  BOW.  says  aha  •aha.  gkOi 
Ooma  Biarry  ma  now.  "  aays  ska. 


AiAt  I  BwMt  t 

kBKaaUhr 
Baac  kr  Xlas  raallaa 


**  Oh  !  I  can't  marry  yoa,  Mlaa  BBk^.  I 
Oh  !  I  cau't  marry  roB,  says  I :  .' 

For.  to-morrow  I'm  off  to  a  straags  aeaaliy.' 
Aad  I've  got  ether  Bah  to  fry.  fry,  fry  I 
Aad  I've  got  othsr  Ash  to  fry  !  " 

How  her  paaaioo  vaa  ap  aa  blgh  aa  aaalB  ka, 

80  It  eoBldo't  be  op  no  blgkar  : 
'ViMB  aba  aelsas  a  tbree-legged  stool  by  vaa  la*.  - 

Aad  ibe  kaooks  me  rlgbt  iato  the  kre.  Bra,  wa  ! 
Aad  she  kaoeks  me  right  into  tka  An  ' 


Th«  Shop  Oalik 


Air  •  Irish  Molly  O^By  Kaflsas  F. 


Lislaa  one  sad  all.  to  tbia  vary  little  i 
It's  aboBt  the  sbep  gala  :  I  won't  detaln'faa  I 

If  I  do  offend.  I  hope  with  me  yoa'll  aay  > 

Tbat  all  of  tbam  pat  oa  airs,  going  down  Breadwiy. 

I  rise  early  moralBga  aad  atroU  dowa  the  strsaV 
Mod  and  smile  to  every  pretty  gal  I  meet : 

I  stand  and  talk  awhile,  brcaoaa  they  look  ao  gay, 
lABgb  at  tUera  pat  on  airs,  going  dowa  Bioadwag- 

Boma  have  a  oocbtxraiioi  jaat  like  any  salat  i- 
Some  try  to  look  well  by  using  a  little  paint. 

And  blacken  their  eyebrows  for  to  look  ao  gay 
As  they  put  on  aire,  going  down  Broadway. 

All  with  boopa.  which  are  so  tramendona  big. 
That  reminds  me  of  a  aaek  thrown  over  a  pig  : 

Bat  they  themselTea  thiuk  they  alwaya  look  ao  gay, 
Wltb  large  hoopa  to  put  on  sirs,  going  down  Broadway. 

When  tbey  are  walking,  tbay  boist  their  hoopa  a  peg. 

To  show  the  yoQDg  men  their  very  pretty  lag. 
With  clean  atocklnga  un,  whiob  always  looika  ao  gay. 
To  show  tbeir  pretty  auklaa.  going  dowa  Broadws^. 

There  is  men  a  watching  tbam  with  a  rogalah  aya  : 
All  tba  gals  tbat  kaow  tbam  have  had  oaoae  to  sigh  : 

JTow  all  their  beaaty's  gOBs  they  aever  look  so  gay, 
Aad  seldom  pot  oa  aits,  going  down  Broadway. 

How  If  the  abop-gals  wonld  taka  advice  from  bm  : 
Slop  Being  palut.  let  the  hoops  bang  fhr  below  tka  kaea 

And  before  long,  you'll  And  honeat  lovera  as  gay 
As  the  moat  notad  loafara  atandlng  la  Broadway. 


I  «ai  ^ 


The  Belle  of  ATenae  B. 

Oompoaed  by  Brother  Baaea— Air  :  Belle  of  T«l 


Oh  !  Boya.  do  bow  have  pity,  aad  llstoa  nato  bm, 

I  telle  yoa  uf  a  gal  I  loved  that  lived  In  Avenue  B  . 
Bet  hair  It  was  so  ver.r  red.  and  her  name  It  waa  Boaa, 
And  aha  had  a  earaboncla  ou  tbe  other  aide  of  bar 
CHOBCB. 
Boaa,  dearest  Boea,  my  kaart  still  baato  for  thaa— 
The  oaly  gal  I  ever  loved,  the  belle  of  Avaana  B. 

Whea  I  west  ap  ia  AvrsBS  B,  It  grieved  my  heart  fall  sora. 

I  see  my  owa  dear  Bosa  there  a-orylng  at  tba  door  : 
Bot  I  sat  dowB  and  began  to  laagh.  ■•  Boaa  aald  to  ma  : 
"  Big  dirty  Jake,  what 

troBblea  yon  make  with  me  in  Aveaae  B  '. " 
Boaa,  dearest  Boaa,  Ao. 

Ky  Boea,  aha  dos't  wear  na  hoopa.  Ilka  other  gals  atoaad  : 
But  ska  wear*  a  big  loog  drasa 

tkat  awaapa  apoa  the  groaad, 
And  whea  she  gaee  acroaa  the  atreat, 

sha'n  ralaa  It  to  M  yoa  aaa 
A  bigger  foot  thaa  aay  other  gal  that  Uvea  la  Aveaae  B. 

Boaa,  daaraet  Boaa,  Aa. 

Haw  rm  sad  and  de)eotod  .  tbr.  my  Boaa  is  gene  away, 
Ob  a  trip  to  BlaekweU'a  lalaiid. 

the  etimmer  meatha  la  atay  : 
Bat  aba  seat  me  a  latter— aha  wishes  aha  waa  here  1 
Where  aha  canld  eat  tbe 

aoarkroat  and  driak  the  lagar-bler. 
Boea,  daaraat  Koaa,  aa. 


fu  eamnig  1 


Bat  Beaa'a  eam^  baek  agaia  la 

two  waafca  mora,  yaa  kaow. 
The  laat  time  I  waa  ap  there— 'twaa  then  ike  told  me  ao  : 
Aad  whea  aba  Boaa  ooma  home  agaia, 

we'll  go  In  the  Datekmaa^  akop, 
Aad  wall  eat  bologna  aaasagea 

and  drlah  tha  brandy 
Boaa  " 


Haw  Boaa  sks  Is  mine  agala.  now  ka»py  1  do  ha 

I  gala  an  lu  tba  moralaga  tkoa  kafcta  wkaa  I  a«B  aaa, 
Aad  krat  I  gate  my  break&s*. 

tb«a  I  takes  my  koeka  aad 
Aad  I  travala  ataaad  tha  straata 

aud  alckS  ap  beaoa  aad 
■eaa.  daaraas  Boaa  aeiT 


■ygoed 

Aad  saya  I  am  a  Slrt 

Baeaaaa  I  go  to 

Ail  in  my  walking  akiit. 

Bho  tktBka  I  oogkt  to  ba 

To  go  oat  in  tke  streol 

With  elottaea,  aha  aays.  all 

Tb  akow  my  Uttla  feet !     ,, 

OBOBUS.'. 

AiBt  I  aweet  t  alat  I  sweat  t 
I  knew  I'm  awae*.  ^v. 

Aad  kava  a  rlgkt  to  pramaaaB 
Aad«lad  I  am  there  Is  a  alyip 
To  show  oar  pretty  feel.  ^. 

Wa  waat  tba  aaaetloa  af  tko 
In  all  onx  style  of  olothas  : 
Aad  yet  I  love  to  please 
Bnt  mora  to  plaaaa  the  boaas  1 
Aad  aver  thaa  yoa'U  Bad  It  U, 
Wkaa  ladiaa  walk  the  straol. 


it.-.^^: 


'»■'  'S' 


They'll  try  aad  maai 
To  akow  their  pretty 


riaal 


Bee««#- 

asljl%*r' 


Ifta 


Obt  koBoata  now  ara  bat  • 
Tho>  •■  mighty  "  daar  they  aoot  1 

Beneath  oar  fart>elewa  aad  ko«r%\ 

Our  little  forms  are  lost ; 

The  tlay  heels  apoa  oar  s 

They  ara  wo  gmj  aad  neat. 

And  aolely  made,  yoa  may  ka  BBMbv 

To  abow  oar  handaoma  isot  I  -^    ^ 

aiBti 

with  paiaaol  above  me  held. 
And  no  mama  to  aae, 
I  Ikscinate  tha  darling  moa 
Where'er  I  chance  to  oa  !  -1^ 

"  Oh  '  what  a  charmlag  lovely  glil  I  * 
I  hear  them  oft  repeat —  ~^ 

To  make  iheir  bearto  go  pit>l-f8^ 
I  skew  my  pretty  feet ! 

Ala^lgvaaltJK 


Out  \>j  the  SehuetMn  Feat 

Air :  Ob  tha  Baaeh  at  Lose 


OBt  py  dar  BehnaiMa  Feat,  one  Baa  sammar'a  tm, 

I  vas  lager  driaklug  to  paaa  dot  time  avay. 

Had  I  vas  ao  thirsty  and  so  very  hot, 

BhUll  I  bad  draak  plenty,  do  I  doat  kaow  dolf     . . 

Tblte  I  vaa  Imblblna,  freely  I  viu  own.  ■■.■ 

A  damsel  stood  pesloe  me  vatkiag  all  aloaa.  " 

Bhe  gave  me  soch  a  eartoae  glance,  mit  bar  eyoe  a*  bMb* 

Dot  made  me  twice  so  drank  as  if  1  draak  a  panal  orktoa 

BroBBB  :    Tea,  my  poya,  and  there  I  met  dot  ptirty 
gal  vaa 

OBOKTTg.      * 
Over  py  dot  Bcboataea  Feet  oae  fine  sommsr's  day, 
Tvas  dare  I  met  Mlaa  Banunalstiua, 

wbo  shtole  my  heart  aval 
Dar  glaaoae  dot  aha  gave  me  vsa  so  vary  steep. 
Dot  for  a  ooaple  of  dose  Bights  I  doa't  get  me  seme  sleep. 

Aa  I  looked  aranad  me  and  saw  no  one  vaa  near. 

I  toaght  I  v»ald  make  love  ou  her.  If  der  coast  vaa  gloar . 

I  qalatly  valkad  np  to  ber  aud  called  her  braltr  dear  : 

Bhe  came  ond  aot  peelde  of  ma  und  drtaked  a  glaae  of  Uar : 

la  ber  vays  of  faeliog  she  soon  toq  my  heart. 

Oa  her  I  shpent  my  money  nud  swore  ve'd  never  part, 

BhtlU  wa  kept  on  drinking,  drinklug  mlt  oar  might 

Till  dot  lager  bier  aommoDoed  to  tetl, 

and  deo  ve  both  got  tight 
BroEBB  .  Tight '.  BO.  drunk  !  Und  I  got  me  fighting 
mit  a  man  oat  dare  nud  py-and-py  a  pollcemens  take  ms 
py  dot  station-houses  over  and  I  link  I  blajr  abmardt  on 
dam  ;  BO  vhan  day  take  ma  der  frout  door  In  I  dry  and 
go  me  der  back  vay  ond.  bat  dot  vaa  locked  ap  :  in  der 
morning  vben  der  Shvdge  mans  asked  me  -  •■  Tbat 
brooght  you  here  T  "  I  told  him  two  polloemeas.  T7nd 
he  got  aogrj  nud  aald  :  "  Mo  aare-rva.  I  mean  vaa  is  der 
aharge  t  "  Bod  I  told  him  I  voald  not  charge  a  eeni  If  ba 
let  me  oot  Und  den  he  got  hla  mad  np  nn<l  aald  : 
"  Hallo  '  yoa  bleaaa  '.  vbst  bronght  jon  bare  Jost  now. 

Ktty  soon,  before  rigbt-avay,  a  oonple  of  deee  timaa.  a 
Bevhileage  now.  "^Ondl  told  I  gaees  ail  doaa  reaaoae 
Bad  eaosea  vaa.  peeaaae  I  vaa 

Over  by  dot  Behtiataoa  Feat,  ke. 


■a  «•' 


Why  ia  a  yonng  lady  who  paints,  like  a  pkaAa 
'  ?    Ueoatiae  ahe  ofton  aaSs  nader  fklso  oolors. 


Why  do  young  ladies  like  sold  waathar  f    Ba- 
ose  It  brings  the  eliape  to  tkair  lips- 

Tew  git  rid  ov  ooekroaolMa — aaU  ywa 


ki. 

A  Tonng  lady  wbo  baa  bosa  iiiaiitistBB 
ma  Kiaa  tuB  for  hia  MoUiar-''  asya  tk*  a 
triea  it,  tha  bettor  she  likee  it- 


Lat 


Do  «Hk  triala  aa  maa  with 
tbesn  oBtil  tbef 


hati 


iiTaBi-fih    •      irij 


ml      — .^■'rtiTiair  > 


feiBMaaittBa^MaBtaBti 


^ 


litfiiiiMBri^iXak 


^dkal 


■•■T- 


Our  V&tioii's  BoBg. 


Thts  ttmn  written  tm*  aon»r^«Ml  by  K.  U nAAMB.  «M 
•oBn  oa  th«  Ud  oHau*  at  tli*  lDt«nMtian»l  Moateal 
FmUv*!  tiald  ill  BMtoB,  Jaue,  Ifli. 

Til*  Mnale  U  pabUshad  by  WblU  *  OovllMld, 
N  Tn-BMiil  ttraat,  Boatun.  Maaa. 


Hail  Um  fl*K  oar  fitbera  nis«d  I 

L«t  tha  "  SUra  and  Stripea  "  b«  prdaed, 

Let  M«h  patriot'!  Toio«  proIoDg 

Ow  nAtion'a  aong  t 

Now  lot  Mm  trunpet't  ■brill  roioo  proolMi;.' ': 

1  e  all  tha  world,  in  Froedom'a  nama, 

Hope's  beaeon  ligbt  it  erer  tball  be 

To  point  tba  bonia  of  Libartr  I  ';    :     ■      , ; 

^weU  tbe  anthem  lood  ana  itroag,  ..  ' 

L«t  eaeh  patriot'a  voioo  prolong 

(»ur  oatioii't  toog  I 
While  it  w*Tea  from  er'ry  hfll, 
Let  «a«h  breaat  with  valor  fill. 
Let  eaeh  patriot'a  roiae  prolong  ■  ,\, 

Our  Nation's  aong ! 
Let  oaoDons'  voiees  rending  the  a&r 
Inatill  with  pride  eaoh  fold  eo  fair : 
Lbt  «T°Tj  heart  exaliingly  thrill 
i  o  see  it  floats  triumphisnt  still  1 

Swell  tbe  anthem  loud  and  strong; 

Let  eaeh  patriot's  Toiae  prolong 

Onrnation's  song  i 
Nerer  let  our  Banner  trail : 
Irath  is  strong  and  will  prerail  t 
Let  eaeh  pairiot'a  voioe  prolong 
Our  nation's  song  I 

L<:1  children's  ehildren  eTer  be  taogbt 
How,  with  the  blood  of  patriots  boughti 
Eaeh  star  upon  its  blue  field  remains, 
lb*t  we  might  dwell  where  Freedom  reigna  I 

bwell  the  anthem  load  and  strong, 

Let  eaeh  patriot's  Toiee  prolong  )   ' 

Our  nation's  aong  I 

i  ■  i«i  ^  II  •';• 

Covtin;  in  the  Bain. 

,      .       .\Boag  bir  ArtbnrBt.  TinoaBk 

OsaaprtlMom  whan  walklag  dews 

A  f«tat  eoantry  laae, 
I  overtook  a  fair  fonag  flrl, 

Whilat  bnrrTluK  tbro*  tba  nla. 
I  eaka^  bar   '  If  aha  woald  sooepl 

Uj  arm  aad  lake  a  ehare 
Of  iiij  niabreito  T  "  -  Thanks,  kind  Mia, 

I  will.  "  replied  the  AUr. 

^oaaa  :  One  *Hh  itoldan  leeka  by  toy !  end  with* 
ant  on*  of  ibooe  oeefU  artlelea  (  bolding  up  Umbrella  ) 
-wiiau  abe  popped  her  little  arm  la  niina.  mr  beart 
b«*t  10  thai  oeffree  it  neerly  dlalooatad  my  rlba  (  of  tha 
Uiaiiraiia  I  mean  )  its  a  faet :  I  tltongbt  to  myaeif, 
bare  a  ■  rbanee  to  go— 
Oeartiuf  in  Mm  rain  eoortlng  In  the  rain  : 

I  Bo'ar  raarat  tits  day  I  net  my  obarmar  In  the  lane  i 
^artiog  iB  tba  raia.  eoortlng  In  tbe  rala, 
Y«aa  ewaetar  Ur  than  moon  or  atar, 

whilat  oowtlnf  Msry  Jane. 

Tbe  rata  penrad  down  alarmingly, 

Whau  to  a  trae  wa  eama 
And  abaltar  took  baaeatb  it : 

There  I  anickly  learnt  ber  Bama> 
•ha  slsi  told  MM  where  Bbe  ItTed, 

With  Fa  down  at  tUa  (arm. 
A  r^r  iiar'a  daagbter :  well.  Said  I, 
Tiiat  ia  air  aura  elum. 
f»oaaa  :  I  glory  la  eonatry  Ufa,  and  a  fbrmer'a  Aansh- 
ier~whai  eeald  b%  bolter  1 1  wished  the  rain  would  keep 
sa  ss  I  lathac  liked- 

Ooartiag  la  tbe  rela,  he. 

i    At  leagth  the  rain  abated, 

And  the  san  shone  oat  qaila  bright, 
Tba  llUle  birds  iiegaa  to  aiag. 

My  beart  tt  felt  ao  li«bi— 
I  gaatly  Brassed  bar  arm  in  mine. 

Aad  MUd  :    -  Be<r  doB  t  Say  nay.  < 

Bat  let  ma  eame  aad  moot  yoa  here 
AflBla.  aeaaa  olhar  day.  " 
Sroaaa :  "  Well  she  ssld  I  eaa'l  exaetty  deolda  yen 
wuat  aak  mf  Fa—"  Ao  I  mada  up  my  mlad  le  go  aad  ia- 
faim  tha  all  ttaatloaaa  we'd  been— 

Ooortlag  la  the  ratal.  Ae. 

;  We  reaahai  the  aid  fcrM-hooaa,  sad  IfeM 

She  iatfodaeed  to  ma  \  >'    -  '^    - 

-  ■•rVa  Bjollyaiaaoidboy  :  :;.;  ..->  -to : '<''^ 

WIIA  hia  I  tmU  «alte  fkaa ;  ,  .^r  <.    '       .  ^ 

I  toM  him  whaa  aad  wbare  TA  aal 

Hia  &«flfe«er  ia  the  fBia 
And  hlMM« tha  h^re' 

lwc«:  ThasM 
\f  kiBd 


j,."T«;w  u 


M  •aMlSMB  «*  •ait* 
IB  attdlaaoa  gatoaahia 
pravaa  ikalsath  tf  tha aMl  araeef»— "1«: 
It  paaia, »  iBi  ■»  »  Mililld  la 


delighted  with 
eaaaaat  whieh 
aevar  ralas  bat 


^  The  Farmer  of  Chappaqna. 

Air :  Joha  Brown. 


,  lj:.-,>ft.»: 


The  fhrfliar  Of  Ohappsqna  Is  the  people's  leader  aow. 

And  gladnesa  thrills  tbalr  thoas. 

and  It'a  trioad  upon  eaeh  btow 
Beform  in  all  dapartmeats  we  most  hsTs  it  aajhow, 
Aa  wa  go  marching  on — 

0H0KU8. 
'  :'     ■;  aiory,  glory,  hallalnjah.  ■::"•>. 

Olory,  glory,  hallelajab. 
Slory.  glory,  ballalnijah.  ^  ■;  • 

The  people  are  arooaad. 

Honaat  Horaoe  Oreeley  holds  tbe  baaner  la  his  head : 
Economy  and  right  be  la  ready  to  demand 
Tor  every  claai  of  people  In  this  happy  Yankee  land, 
Aa  be  goaa  luarchlng  on  — 

Olory,  glory,  ke. 

And  there's  Hiasoari  Browo.  b*  ia  marehlng  by  hIa  aide. 
And  both  are  pledged  to  atem  thia  baae  corrnpUon'a  tide, 
And  by  their  honeat  promiae  sU  the  people  will  abide, 
A  a  they  go  marctalitg  oa— 

Olory,  (lory  Ao. 

I  tell  yon  we're  soma  pumpkins 

with  the  farmer  boy  to  lead. 
We  pLiART  htm  In  the  White  Houae. 

and  than  he'll  sow  the  sxas 
Of  honesty  and  Tirtue  through  the  goTeriiment,  indeed. 
As  he  goaa  marohing  on— 

aiorr,  glory,  he. 

Old  Johnny  Ball  will  tremble  whaa 

our  farmer  takes  the  ohalr. 
Or  he'll  naxsH  them  to  the  deTii 

lest  they  aettle  on  the  SQUAna  : 
He'll  whiatle  Tankee  Doodle  aa  he  bakks  the  daiua^e  In, 
Aa  he  goes  marching  oa— 

Olory  glory,  Ao. 

Then  come  and  Join  the  ooborta  of  the  good  and  noble  man, 
Who'll  l>«  eoided  l>y  hla  coueclence  to  do  the  beat  he  can  : 
He'll  take  Ulysses  flyi  iig  or  Just  any  other  man, 
Aa  he  goea  niarchlug  OD — 

Olory,  glory,  Ac. 

Then  it'a  rally  round  tha  flag,  boya, 

for  Horaoa  and  Beform  ! 
He'll  aend  the  plandarera  flying  as 

he  makea  the  combat  warm  : 
Bo  you'd  better  stand  from  under 

aad  avoid  the  coming  storm, 
As  ha  goea  marching  on—  .;,..  , 

•-■.-'       Olory,  glory,  Aa. 


f 


If  I  OoD't  Vote  for  Qnat 

AU  :';iit  Brer  I  Ceaae  to  XtfT*. 


Oh  '  tbe  day  of  eleeUoa  is  eonslng. 

When  a  oholee  uinat  be  made  of  tha  ■■■  I 
Orant'a  oar  eliolee.  and  be  baa  baea 

Since  ever  the  csoipalgn  bettan. 
He'a  worthy  aad  boneat  and  r«ith*i^^ 

Vote  for  oac^ljer  we  eati'l: 

And  nia;  I  neTer  vote  SKSia, 

If  I  don  t  vote  for  Qrant  ■ 
If  ay  rooster*  batch  out  cobble  ttltfiss. 

If  I  don't  Tote  for  Orsut ! 
CHORCS. 

-  •:.     Ifldobn  vote  for  Oraat! 

If  I  dqn't  Tota  for  Orant  ( 

Uay  I|be  a  '  aoreiiead  "  all  aiy  dsya, 
U I  ddo't  vote  for  Orant ! 

Oh  !  tbe  frieiid  of  tbe  people  forever, 

la  tbe  maS  whom  we  loTe  ao  to  pr^te  i 
Warrior.  Tatiaer  aud  Stateaman— 

Oh  !  long  la  tbe  land  be  bis  days  I 
Bla  goodueaa  and  truatwortliy  klndaaas 

Still  in  our  SOURS  we  win  ebatint  t 
May  apeoie  payment  come  again. 

If  I  don't  Vote  for  Oraut  '. 

Mv  bull  papa  grow  on  pumpkin  vlaa^ 
If  1  don't  ^eie  for  Oraut. 
CIlORtTS. 
,     If  I  den't  vote  for  Orant ! 

If  I  idon't  ToU  for  Orant  I  ' 

May  his    '  preieuta  "  all  be  gives  hMfe 
If  I  don't  Tote  for  Oraut ! 


Waltini^,  My  Darling,  for  Thee 

Snag  by  Miaa  Ada  Wray. 


*. 
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Time  aloae  will  Froyeb 

Bung  by  Vance. 


Tbo'  doing  what  we  think  the  best 

In  life's  all  bnsy  throng. 
Tia  time  sloua  will  prove  if  we 
Are  rlKbt.  or  If  we're  wrong  : 
Oar  Jadgement'a  apt  to  go  aattay,  ' 

Aa  lu  tLe  crowd  we  move  : 
We  cannot  rrad  tbe  future,  no— 
Tis  time  alone  will  prove. 
Time  alone  will  prove, 
Aa  on  thru' Ufa  we  move  : 
We  cannot  read  the  fatare, 
.     'Tie  time  alone  will  prove. 

Thitt  marriage  ia  a  lottery 

You'll  own  iMvond  a  donbt,  \,?. 

And  woman  ia  that  eort  of  tlUng 

No  fellow  can  make  oat :  ,•/ 

The  men  who  chooee  a  wife  in  haste    . 

loo  often  find  they're  Bold, 
But  when  they  get  a  good  one,  they     ,  ,'V      ;-  ;',..• 

Have  found  a  mine  of  gold. 

Time  slone  will  prove,  Ao. 

Too  often  we  believe  in  thoae 

Who  make  the  flneat  show,  •  '•  ;.      ' 

And  Uke  their  glitter  all  for  gold,  ....      .     > 

Before  their  worth  we  know  : 
The  gilt  weara  off  we  And  them  out. 

And  aomahow  they  suggest 
The  olden  ahowa  at  Country  Vairs, 

The  ontaide  la  the  beat 

Time  alone  will  prove,  Ae. 

New  scbemea  are  starting  :  ev'ry  day 

There's  something  new  sppears  : 
Long  legal  oases,  too  that  seem 

Ai  though  they'd  laat  for  years  : 
How  all  these  things  may  chance  to  aad, 

Tbe  vriaeat  do  not  know  : 
Bo  be  content  to  wait  and  aee 

What  time  alone  can  ahow. 

Time  aloaa  wtll  piwra,  Aa. 

The  TIehbeme  eaee  now  going  es . 

Creates  a  stir  and  fuss  : 
It  botbera  all  the  legal  minds 

And  sadly  pnaslas  na. 
Is  ha  the  man  T  well,  if  he's  aol,        . 

Ele  is  a  olevar  move  : 
Bow  would  yon  t>e  surprtaed  to  hear  %— 

Bat  tins  aloBS  will  prove. 

Time  aieiM  wiU  prcva,  Aa. 


"*♦•- 


The  heart 
yonng. 


the  heriti^  that  ka^a  «ka 


I've  been  wailing  for  more  than  an  hour,  kyT% 

Yes,  waiting  and  watching  for  thee, 
While  hoping  and  praying  you  d  come,  loT% 

And  keep  trpe  your  promise  to  me  : 
For,  yon  told  i^ie  you'd  meet  me  this  evani^. 

And  listen  to  what  I've  to  say — 
For,  to  speak  (lie  plain  truth,  I  am  oertaia 

I  can't  lull  you  all  in  a  day. 

,  CIIOEUB. 

By  the  lillee  that  float  down  the  river. 

By  tbe  cowslips  that  grow  on  the  1m, 
'<•  By  the  roses  that  bloom  in  the  forest, 

I'm  waiiicg,  tnj  darling,  for  thea. 
I'm  waiting,  yes,  waiting, 

I'm  wailing,  bij  darling,  for  thee  i     » 
I'm  waiting,  yes,  waiting,  ; 

I'm  waiting,  my  darling,  for  thao. 

For  more  thail  a  year  I  have  waited  i 

That  promise  from  you  to  receive  :    '"  '  <  r 
So  surely  youjll  not  break  your  word,  lem, 

And  leave  ijie  your  absence  to  grieve. 
So  I'll  watch  and  I'll  wait  here  still  loi^ai; 

In  hope  of  your  coming  this  way, 
Wbett  the  dimi,  inisty  van  of  the  twilight 

Bas  shut  out  the  orightnees  of  day. 

Uy  the  lilies  that 

|[f  Yoa  Didn't  Know. 

^ing  by  Mra  Lonlae  Wray. .- 


i 


1  -t- 


Come  tell  me  who  yen  met  alone. 

Last  evening,  at  ■■  the  Orange  t"' 
If  iuo()S-lii!ht  fell  on  only  one. 

Two  fignres  woald  he  strange  : 
My  qaestion  is  not  answered  yet, 

(  No  need  uf  Llnshing  ao  ) 
Mow  come.  r;bo  was  tt  t  you  forgtlf 
Ob, '  aa  if  you  didn't  know, 
▲a  if  yon  didn't  know: 
AS'lf  yon  didn't  know. 
Aa  if.  aa  if  aa  if  you  dldnt 

What  vows  were  those  I  overheard. 

As  ttans  you  walked  alone — 
A  worM  of  hope  in  every  word. 

Of  love  in  every  tone  t 
Hay  torn  not  tijus  yonr  bead  away; 

Why  snch  confusion  ahow  t 
Bow  did  yon  really  name  the  day  t 

Ob  I  as  If  yon  didn't  know, 
.'      As  If  you  didn't  know  : 
As  If  you  didn't  know. 
Ai  If,  ss  if,  aa  if  yon  didn't  tMK 

If  telHiAg  to  yonrself  yon  wars, 

Bnoh  <iae«tlons  wonid  aarprloa  i 
.  Bot  If  yon  only  aaked  them  thotat 

Who  gave  yon  the  replies  t 
Besides  we  don't  a  parting  kias 

Upon  ourselves  beetew— 
Xew  Come,  who  waa  it  gave  yaa  tklB  t 
Oh  '  as  Mywa  didn't  know. 
Astfrao  dldnt  know: 
Aa  if  yoa  dtdat  kaaw. 
Aatt.saUastrpaa< 


'-••-'^vvw^ 


eoe 


THi:     8IM«ER'S    JOIJlftlVAlM 


OLD  BABLOirS  OHLT  CHILD. 

▲  mW   ITOHT,  I.N  riTS  OUATIMMM, 

Bt  Tom  Slu«dbb. 


CHAPTER  L 

"  Wbll,  Alan,  thu  i*  the  lut  of  yonr  bAohelor 
dftyi,  and  to-morrow  you  will  bid  farewell  to  liber- 
ty, and  will  put  on  the  fetl«ra  of  married  life.  Iha 
taooght  of  it  does  not  seem  to  weish  heavily  upon 
yon,  I  most  say.  "  aaid  Charlie  blair  to  hiA  fri«>n<i 
Alan  Oraham,  as  they  sat  in  their  old  plaoes  in 
Oraham's  room,  sending  forth  clouds  of  smoke 
from  their  darlcly-oolored  meerschaum  oipes. 

Alan  Oraham  made  no  reply,  but  only  puffed  a- 
way,  apparently  watching  the  volumes  of  smoke 
a*  they  ascended  and  merged  into  the  thick  atmos- 
pkare  of  the  room. 

"  I  wonder  whether  she  will  let  you  smoke,  " 
continued  Charlie  Blair,  ohuckling.  as  he  said  it, 
a4  the  idea  of  his  old  friend's  liberty  being  curUil- 
ad,  and  thinking  the  while  that,  aOer  all,  matri- 
mony  might  not  be  sueh  a  haven  of  bliss. 

Still  Alan  Qraham  remained  silent  :  even  the 
possibility  of  an  interference  with  his  iavorita  habit 
•ould  not  alieit  a  reply. 

"  What  is  the  matter  ?  Why  don't  you  speak  ? 
Tou  are  not  faint-hearted,  sorely,  now,  at  the  ele- 
▼•nth  hour  f  " 

"  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is,  Charlie  :  T  am  putaled, 
lUrly  puzzled,  by  old  Barlow.  1  cannot  make  him 
o«k  Not  one  word  has  he  ever  said  about  settle- 
laanU.  " 

"  But  I  thought  it  was  understood  that  Mary 
Barlow  would  have  two  thousand  a  vear.  " 

•'  Well,  yes  :  it  was  so — indeed  old  barlow  told 
BM  so  hirasdf,  and  that  1  ought  to  consider  myself 
a  Tery  lucky  fellow  to  begin  life  so  coniforUbly  : 
bat  somehow  i  should  like  to  have  it  all  down  in 
bfeek  and  whita,  signed,  sealed,  and  delivered.   " 

"  You  don't  mean  that  he  has  made  do  Mttl«- 
n»ent?" 

"  Yes,  I  do  " 

"  But  why  don't  yon  insist  upon  it  T  " 

"  What  ean  a  poor  devil  like  me  do  in  such  a 
awtter,  with  only  my  three  hundred  a  year  ?  W  hen- 
•rer  the  subject  baa  been  mooUd,  he  sliirked  it, 
aaying  it  is  all  right,  and  that  he  has  settled  it  all 
w&h  Crpyke,  his  man  of  business.  1  can't  affront 
old  liarlow.  How  do  1  know  he  might  not  break 
at  the  marriage,  and  send  me  to  the  right-about  J 
I  wish  I  had  some  one— » father,  an  unole,  or  a 
gnardian— to  fight  for  me.  But,  you  see,  1  have 
D»  one  to  stand  by  me  :  I  am  alone  in  the  world, 
■•d  have  to  shifl  fcr  myself.  Everybody  tells  me 
tfeat  I  am  th«  luckiest  feU(/w  alive  in  marrying  old 
Barlow's  only  child— and  perhaps  1  am.  " 

"  1  dara  «7  be  will  set  it  all  straight  to-morrow 
bofors  you  go  to  church.  " 

•'  Not  very  likely.  I  am  afraid.  1  wish  it  might 
ba  so.  Half  the  promised  sum  would  content  me 
ilit  were  but  settled.  " 

"  You  don't  mean  that  yon  think  the  old  fellow 
ahaky— that  he  is  a  bnbbls  ?  " 

"  Not  at  all  :  bat  IWe  seen  enough  of  oommer- 
oial  men  to  know  that  in  business  there's  nothing 
oaruia,  that's  all.  " 

"  Well,  never  mind  :  let  the  worst  come  to  the 
tmrst,  yon  will  soaa  bebohind  the  scenes  :  for,  you 
win  be  a  partner  in  the  concern  in  no  time,  and,  if 
I  know  anything  of  you,  you  will  not  be  long  in 
firreting  out  the  tnith.  to  "  cheer  up,  Sam,  and 
dan't  let  your  spirita  go  dowa  !  " 

/  Ian  Graham  and  Charlie  Blair  had  b<^  fei  friends 
throngh  school  and  oofiege  days.  'I  hey  had  bat- 
tled with  life  luceeaofuily,  and  Alan  Crahain,  with 
a  privikte  income  of  three  hundred  a  year,  was 
gaing  to  marry  tha  only  child  of  a  man  who  had 
the  reputation  of  being  posse^ned  of  eoniiiderable 
wiealth.  't  hese  two  friends  had  lived  together  in 
OlaAgow.  and  as  Ciiarlie  Blair  had  a  few  thousand 
pounds  of  his  own,  they  had  managed  to  "  rub 
on  "  oomfortaUy  enough,  lodging  in  tlie  same 
house.  '1  he  marriage  of  Alan  Graham  with  Mary 
liarlow  diaaolved  the  partnership  between  him  ana 
Charlie  Mair. 

')  he  wedding  voofc  off  like  other  weddings.  There 
vaa  the  right  proportion  of  gay  and  bright  eolors, 
aantrasting  favorably  with  the  whita  dresses  of  the 
^pd»  and  her  ib«r  Widiwiris.     Tka  aasplnotia 


braakAMt  given  by  Mr.  Barlow,  in  honor  of  l^s 
datighter's  marriage,  amply  justified  his  resutation 
for  wealth,  and  when  "  the  happy  pair  "  arove  off 
amidst  a  shower  of  old  satin  shoes,  many  a  young 
man  envied  Alan  Graham  hia  good  fortune,  while 
the  eiders  pronounced  him  to  be  a  lucky  man. 
Charlie  Bl»ir  was  not  quite  so  snre  of  the  Cact,  aa 
he  was  more  behind  the  toaoea,  and  bad  learnad 
from  his  friend  that  old  Barlow  had  noi  said  a 
word  about  settlements,  though  be  had  baao  gener- 
ous enough  in  supplying  hu  son-in-law  with  am- 
ple means  to  defray  the  expenses  of  his  wedding 
tour.  W  hen  A  lao  Graham  and  hia  fair  and  eome- 
ly  bride— for,  she  was  all  that  those  words  expreaa 
— returned  to  Glasgow,  they  rented  a  small  house 
in  Mr.  Larlow's  neighborhood,  that  she  migj't  be 
near  her  father,  and  he  not  far  from  the  office  in 
whi^  he  w:is  to  apend  the  greater  (>art  of  his  time. 
At  nrst,  Mary  Graham  felt  very  lonely  in  her  new 
home  :  but  as  her  old  friends  gathered  round  her, 
and  welcomed  her  back  aiiiongst  them,  ahe  became 
accustomed  to  look  fur  companionship  out  of  her 
house.  Her  greatest  friends  were  Mary  bland  and 
iiachel  Gurney,  the  pretty  Quackeress,  who  had 
somewhat  departed  from  the  traditional  deraure- 
ness  of  her  persuasion,  and  was  one  of  the  bright- 
est and  gayest  of  the  Glasgow  belles. 

Charlie  Blair  was  a  frequent  visitor,  and  almost 
as  great  a  favorite  with  Mary  Giabam  aa  with  her 
husband. 

"  Where  is  Alan  ?  "  he  inquired  of  bis  friend's 
wife,  one  day  when,  after  wailing  for  him  some 
time,  Alan  Graham  did  not  make  his  appearance. 

"  Indeed  that  is  more  than  I  can  tell  you.  I 
only  know  that  he  seems  tome  to  stay  later  every 
day,  and  that  when  he  does  come  home,  he  is  tired 
to  death.  " 

"  1  here's  nothing  the  matter,  I  suppose  f  Only 
business,  i  declare  that,  after  all.  we  lawyers  are 
better  off  :  our  time  is  more  our  own.  '' 

"  All  lawyers  do  not  say  so,  she  said  :  but  par- 
haps  some  work  harder  than  others,  liut  here 
comes  Alan  :  I  heard  him  shut  the  street-door,  I 
am  sure.  "    .. 

Alan  Graham  had  come  in.  His  wife's  quick  ears 
did  not  deceive  her :  but  he  was  tired  and  worn  by 
the  day's  work,  and  went  into  his  owo  room,  and 
sat  dowQ  in  his  arm-cliair  by  the  fire,  thankful 
fur  the  rest  and  the  comparative  aarkness,after  having 
worked  so  lung  by  gas-li^ht.  It  was  one  of  those 
short  and  dark  December  days  when  the  night 
seems  to  set  in  early,  almost  before  the  day  is  half 
over. 

"  1  wonder  why  Alan  does  aol  come  up  f  said 
Mary  Graham.  It  is  a  bad  oompliment  to  us 
both.  " 

"  1  will  go  and  fetch  him.  lie  does  not  know 
that  1  am  liere,  and,  1  dare  say,  thinks  he  shall 
find  the  room  full  of  your  fair  friends.  l>esMes,  I 
hav  '  some  news  for  bun.  " 

With  tliese  closing  words  Charlie  Blair  left  the 
room,  and,  opening  the  door  of  his  friend  s  study, 
found  him  very  much  aa  we  have  described  him, 
but  gazing  sadly  into  the  fire. 

"  V^  hy,  Alan,  what  has  happened  to  you  t  We 
heard  you  come  in,  and  have  ot-en  expecting  yon 
up-ataira.  I  have  been  here  ever  snob  a  time  wai- 
ting fur  you.  Come  along,  is  anything  the  mat- 
ter ?  Nothing  wrong  at  oUl  liarlow's,  I  hope  ?  " 

"  Of  course  not.  V\  hat  can  make  you  tiiink  of 
such  a  thing  t  You  have  not  heard  of  anything, 
have  you  ?  "  , 

"  Nothing,  upon  my  word.  But  how  you  took 
me  up  !  " 

Alan  Graham  made  do  further  remark  :  but,  ri- 
sing frum  his  chair,  put  his  hand  on  his  friend's 
shoulder,  and  wttnt  w  ith  him  up-stairs,  stopping  at 
the  door  of  the  drawing-room  to  inquire:  "  la  any- 
body with  Alary  ?  " 

"  Nut  a  Boul.  1  have  been  there  this  honr  wai- 
ting for  you,  and  thinking  you  must  have  abscon- 
ded altogether.  ^V  list  has  happened  to  yon  to-doy, 
Alan?  inquired  hi*  wife.  You  are  later  than  aver.  " 

bhe  rose  and  put  a  chair  for  him,  saying  :  "  Now 
tliat  you  are  come,  w*  will  have  a  comfortable 
cliat  1  y  the  fire  :  and  aa  I  know  your  partiality  for 
the  blind  man's  holiday,  I  will  blow  out  the  oaa- 
dles.  " 

Alan  Graham  thanked  hia  wife  fca  her  kind  aon- 
sidieratMii»  and  Q^]^.  Jjikir  J|b  a  nament  tofaed 
the  onrrent  of  their  thougnta  into  a  new  direction . 


by  aaying  :  "  Alan  I  I>o  yon  kaew  tbat  1  have 
aarioos  tnonghta  of  enttii^  t^  law.  and  of  goiag 
out  to  Australia  and  tiying  my  luek  there  f 

"  To  Aoatialia  !  "  exclaimad  Maty  Graham,  in 
astonishment. 

"  Cutting  tha  law  I  "  said  bar  husband,  incre- 
dulously. 

"  Yes.  Why  not  f  I  have  fallen  in  lately  with  a 
fellow  who  has  just  returned,  Mark  Halliday.  Yon 
must  remember  him  :  he  was  at  the  head  of  the 
school  when  we  were  in  the  fifth  form.  He  has  got 
Tour  old  rooms,  and  I  have  seen  a  good  deal  of 
him.  He  has  not  been  oat  lone,  and  h«  baa  come 
home  with  fifty  thousand  pounds  in  bis  pocket.  " 

"  Did  he  teU  you  how  many  have  returned  home 
with  nothing  in  their  pockets.  Charlie  T  " 

"  They  were  a  set  of  idle  fellows,  be  aays.  "  Ne'er 
do  weels,  "  that  would  never  have  succeeded  any- 
wliere.  " 

"  And  you  really  are  bitten  with  this  mania,  and 
would  throw  up  the  law  just  when  you  are  making 
a  good  start  ?  " 

"  Ah  !  but  think  of  fifly  thousand  pounds.  Why, 
I  ahould  live  liko  a  prince  with  suen  a  fortune  as 
that—"  And  he  put  his  hand  into  bis  pocket  as  if 
he  expected  to  n::d  the  sum  there,  and  consoled 
himself  with  the  prospect  aa  if  it  were  already  rea- 
lized. 

"  lut  you  surely  have  not  settled  it  all  yet?  aa- 
ked  Mary  Graliani  :   I  did  think " 

"  Ah  !  I  know  what  yon  were  thinking,  but 
there  is  no  use  in  that.  Ibey  say  that  two  nega- 
tives make  one  afRrmative,  but  I  never  heard  that 
two  empty  purses  make  a  Aill  ona.  " 

I  hey  were  alluding  to  the  prvtty  Qnackeress,  to 
whom  Charlie  Blair  was  espeoiaUy  devoted,  and 
Alan  Graham  and  hia  wife  had  often  spoken  of  it 
aa  a  possible  event.  But  Charlie  Blair  was  not  "  a 
marrying  man.  "  and  when  he  looked  at  the  eare- 
wum  face  of  his  friend,  ha  doubted  more  than  ever 
whether  matrimony  did  m*11t  oooduoe  to  happi- 
ness. At  all  events^  em^ratiote  to  Aiutralia  was 
the  one  absorbing  idea  which  had  now  taken  poss- 
ession of  his  mind,  and  he  felt  considerable  relief 
at  having  br<iacht:d  the  subject  to  bis  friends,  who 
would,  he  well  knew,  appaae  it  by  every  argument 
in  their  powor.  'I  hnt  it  waa  less  violently  opposed 
than  he  expected,  waa  owing  to  the  preoccupation 
of  Wan's  mind. 

1  he  fluctuations  to  which  Mr.  Barlow's  bosiaaas 
waa  subjtckd.  had  made  Alan  Graham  an  anxioua 
man  :  he  became  cautious  and  reserved  as  well  aa 
moody,  and  appeared  to  take  less  and  leaa  intereat 
in  things  whioh  did  not  immediately  oonoem  him- 
self. Charlie  hlair  perceived  the  ehanga  in  his 
friend,  but  foilod  to  attribute  it  to  the  r^al  cause. 

After  many  diseuaaions  with  tlie  Grahams,  Char- 
lie 1  lair  parted  from  his  old  friends,  and  aeeom» 
panied  Mark  Ualliday,  who  had  resolved  to  ekm, 
as  he  said,  another  fifty  thousand  pounds.  "  With 
that  I  shall  come  back  and  settle  in  the  old  coun- 
try, and  yon  will  do  the  same,  my  friend,  or  mj 
name's  not  Mark  Halliday.  " 


•  f 


CHAPTER  n.  • 

■'i.«4.a' 

llie  nde.  energetie.  hard  out-doM^'M'ltf  Chtt^ 
lif  •  la;rin  Au^lmliu  contrasted  strangely  with  tha 
M'd>    ;  iry.  anxious  life  of  Alan  Oraham  in  Glasgow. 

tharlia  Blair  bad  tHok  nearly  the  whole  of  hie 
capi'al  in  the  pnrchase  of  land,  and  sheep,  and  all 
other  things  necessary  to  the  life  of  an  Australian 
farmer.  He  had  placed  himaelf  in  the  hands  of  the 
suoeessful  Mark  Ualliday.  who  eertainly  prophe- 
sied smooth  things  for  his  friend.  If  energy,  ae- 
tivity,  and  cheerful  industry  presa^  success,  then 
eertainly  eould  be  no  douot  that  Mark  Halliday 
waa  fuUy  warranted  in  saring  that  Charlie  Blair 
would  return  to  England  laden  with  tha  rasult  of 
Ilia  exertions,  and  would  rauliza  the  wish  of  "  liv- 
ing like  a  prince,  " 

a  Ian  Graham  fn  the  meanwhile  aat  at  tha  lama 
deak,  poring  over  the  same  books,  and  beaamia* 
more  and  more  reserved  and  thongbtfdL  He  had 
moved  into  a  larger  and  inofe  impoaing  houae,  and 
hia  wife  had  beconM.oaaof  tha  klitb  of  riayia 
Ha  had  aoauired  a  eonaideraUa  reprtatiaa  for  EaB>> 
naaa,  and  tJka  fim  of  barber  aad  Qvaham  raakad 

1h  iatbeaoaBmenklwaili.  B«t  Mar*  Gimham'a 
waa  not  aUogallMr  aa  J;^,',,}^!^!^^^^* 
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•ad  h«r  oomferU  all  th«  •l«inflnU  of  happincu,  b«r 
kaabftBd't  gnritf  and  ineresMd  anxuty  «a«t  a 
g^loom  oTcr  tb«  wbok  honsebold.  She  wM  eon* 
'  aoiooa  Uuit,  for  aoma  naaon,  hit  reputed  miceeaa 
ha4-bil«d  to  promote  bia  bappinaaa,  aod  bar  own 
waa  tharefore  ineotnplete. 

After  tfaa  lapaa  of  a  few  yean,  daring  wbieh  time 
tbey  bad  raoeired  freqaent  letter*  from  Cbarlia 
Hlair,  all  wriMen  full  of  tbe  apirit  and  aoernr  of  a 
mao  who  wa*  working  bard  with  a  bope  in  bis  life, 
tbapieroantile  world  waa  eonTTilaed  b^ne  of  tboaa 
pa49oa  which  bav*  been  eo  frequent  of  late.  Mary 
Grabam  becatne  anxious  for  her  buaband  and  fi- 
tbar,  and  tba  ahadow  that  bad  fallen  acroea  her 
life  deepened  aa  abe  watched  their  eooDtenaneea. 
Tfaiugh  &laa  Graham  bad  learned  to  oontrol  tbe 
expression  of  bis  face  so  that  few  eould  read  there 
what  was  ptassing  in  his  mind,  Mary  eould  not  be 
deceived,  tiba  saw  that  something  waa  astir, 
though  aba  aould  not  tall  what  :  alM  aaw  it  waa 
not  only  at  home,  but  aa  she  walked  or  drore  along 
.the  atreet— she  aaw  it  in  tbe  grave  whisperinga  of 
knota  «f  men  in  tbe  comers  of  l^e  streets,  or  at  tba 
doora  of  tbe  public  buildings,  and  she  inquired  of 
ber  husband  the  meaning  of  it  all. 

"  What  baa  h  'ppened,  Alan  ?  Everybody  seems 
oppressed  as  if  by  «nme  mysterioos  secret.  Some- 
thiog  must  have  happened.  " 

"  Only  ooe  or  two  Houses  have  stopped  pay- 
ment, he  answered,  eareleasly.  It  had  bean  expec- 
ted for  soma  time.  " 

"  I  hat  means,  she  inquired,  aa  calmly  aa  she 
could,  that  many  persons  are  ruined.  " 

"  I  am  afraid  do.  Jiut  you  need  not  look  so  frigh- 
tened, Mary.     It  baa  not  come  to  our  turn  jret.  " 

"  Yet )  How  can  you  speak  like  that— aa  if  any- 
thing-so  dreadful  eould  happen  to  us  ?  "  As  she 
said  this,  she  looked  aowid  ner  luxurious  room  and 
at  her  youngest  ahsl«l,  v  !io  lay  smiling  in  her  lap  : 
mnd  as  tiM  word  "  yet  "  rung  in  her  ears,  she  felt 
^  if  she  mu»(  bear  taomo,  be  it  what  it  might. 
"  Alan,  why  did  you  i>uy  that?  Surely  there 
an  be  no  chance  of  snob  a  disaster  for  us  7  My 
father  s  bouse  was  always  considered  to  be  one  of 
the  first  in  Glasgow,  and  I  am  sure  you  have  never 
neglected  the  baaiaeas.  Tou  cannot  be  afraid.  Are 
you  ?  "  ■ 

"  Afraid  I  Well  that  is  putting  it  strongly, 
Mary.  1  here  is  nothing  certain  in  business.  Only 
look  at  Greaves  and  Co.  There  was  not  a  more 
thriving  bouse  going,  and  now  they  have  not  a 
sixpence.  H  hen  a  large  firm  like  that  feik.  it  gi- 
ves us  all  a  bit  of  a  shake.  " 

"  i  cannot  bear  to  hear  yon  speak  ao.  It  u  just 
as  if  you  expected  the  same  fate.  " 

"  It  i>  best  to  be  prepared,  is  it  not,  Mary  ?  " 
"  Tea,  I  auppose  so,  sne  said  after  a  pause — but, 
abe  added,  rising  aa  she  «poke,  and  taking  her  child 
«T>  in  her  arms,  I  cannot,  and  will  not  believe  it. 
will  we,  darlin(j  1  "  and  she  kissed  her  child  aa 
abe  left  the  room. 

Alan  Grabam  sighed  as  he  watched  her,  and  when 
tbe  door  closed,  be  said  aloud  to  himself:  "  It 
must  come.  1  am  glad  this  has  happened  :  she 
will  not  be  ao  unprepared.  " 

It  waa  the  poasibility  of  suoh  an  end  to  all  his 
labors  that,  bad  eaten  all  the  brightness  out  of  bis 
life.  He  bad  found  it  impossible  to  persuade  Mr. 
Barlow  to  alter  bis  tactics,  and  every  failure  made 
their  own  more  certain. 

W  hen  that  fatal  moment  aarae,  and  tfie  house  of 
Barlow  and  Graham  stopped  payment,  and  Alan 
was  compelled  to  move  into  a  smaller  bouse  in  the 
outskirts  of  the  town,  taking  with  him  his  father- 
in-law,  whoee  health  had  been  seriously  affected  by 
all  be  had  gone  through,  he  was  out  of  humor  with 
rtl  tbe  world.  1  hough  something  remained  to 
Iham  after  tbe  aflkira  of  the  firm  had  been  wound 
up.  their  position  was  so  altered  that  Alan  Graham 
waa  obHgtrd  to  seek  a  aitoation  in  an  old  and  well- 
MtabUabed  house. 

*'  Alan,  my  fetber's  health  is  failing  rapidly.  I 
fear  this  sbock  has  been  note  that  he  can  Dear, 
said^ary  Graham  to  her  husband  :  I  wish  yon 
eouUtUnl^of  bim  with  lesa  bittemeee.  " 

"  How  can  I  help  ik,  when  I  find  myself  in  anch 
aplightasthisafterso  manyyearaofhardworkf  It 
Ja  snengh  to  try  tba  temper  of  any  man.  It  nerer 
iMd,  U  kMTer  oqfht  tp  hi^t  been.  " 

iQrabam  had  groWn  hard,  and  eTsn  his 


effsct,  and  when  Mr.  Barlow  died,  she  alone  mourn- 
ed bia  loss.  To  her  husband  bis  death  was  a  relief  : 
for,  tbe  sight  of  the  old  man  sitting  in  bis  easy 
ebair,  was  a  perpetual  source  of  irritation  to  him, 
and  kept  alive  m  him  the  memory  of  his  wrongs. 
He  forgot  how  much  be  owed  to  nis  father-in-law 
in  past  years.  The  bard  struggle  after  wealth 
which  bad  ended  in  failure,  poverty,  and  defeat, 
bad  ehanged  bia  nature,  and  made  him  bitter  and 
resentful  againat  the  whole  world,  aa  though  it  bad 
conspired  against  him. 

It  was  Jate  in  the  spring,  some  time  afUr  all 
these  changes  had  taken  place,  when  Alan  Graham 
was  at  bis  desk  in  the  town,  and  his  wife  was  alone, 
wearisd  after  her  morning's  work  of  teacLing,  that 
tbe  anaidservant  enterea  the  room  to  aay  that  a 
gentleman  was  at  the  door  inquiring  for  her  mas- 
ter, and  when  h«  would  be  at  home.  Mary  Oraham 
rose  and  went  to  the  door  to  give  the  stranger  the 
information  he  demanded  :  but  before  she  could 
open  ber  lips,  she  found  both  her  bands  seized  in 
his  strong  grasp,  while  the  welF-known  voice  of 
Charlie  blau- greeted  hsr.  it  was  the  pleasantest 
Sound  she  had  heard  for  long,  and  after  the  first 
sudden  surprise  was  over,  tears  came  into  her  eyes 
as  the  past  and  present  contrasted  themselves  in 
her  mind  'i  here  was  much  to  tell  and  much  to 
bear.and  they  were  glad  that,  when  Alan  Grabam  re- 
turned home,  there  was  nothing  left  for  him  to  teli. 
It  was  a  strange  sight  when  those  two  friends  sat 
together  as  they  had  done  so^ae  years  before — the 
one  so  broken  in  spirits,  so  careworn,  suspicious, 
and  reserved — tbe  other  so  frank,  strong,  genial, 
and  generous,  ready  to  trust  the  whole  world  :  for, 
he  had  labored  as  few  can,  and  his  labors  had  been 
crowned  with  success.  Mary  Grabam  observed 
the  contrast,  and  noted  the  healthy  tone  of  the 
Australian's  mind,  as  he  related  the  various  vi- 
oissitudes  of  his  life,  and  laughed  oyer  tbe  mistakes 
which  he  bad  made. 

"  Alan,  said  he,  you  told  me  I  was  a  fool  bent 
upon  my  own  ruin  :  but  here  1  am,  still  young  and 
strong,  with  full  fifty  thousand  pounds,  which,  wiih 
your  help,  1  intend  to  invest.  We  must  talk  about 
that  by-and-by,bnt  you  will  allow  that  I  havetoiledto 
seme  purpyoee.  Look  at  my  hands  ;  did  you  ever 
see  such  hands  7  They  are  like  any  laborer's,  but 
tbey  have  done  me  good  service,  and  have  served 
mo  honestly  :  for,  not  one  penny  of  that  money 
has  been  got  without  toil,  and  honest  toil,  too.  " 

Alan  Graham  could  sc&rcely  bear  to  hear  ot 
Charlie  Blair's  success,  and  tbe  sight  of  bis  great 
manly  frame  irritated  him  almost  beyond  endur- 
ance. How  it  might  have  been  if  he,  too,  had  been 
successful,  who  can  tell  7  As  things  were  the  con- 
trast between  himself  and  his  friend  and  the  result 
of  their  labors  overpowered  him. 

'i  he  two  friende  often  met.     Charlie  Blair  was    . 
dii^appointed  at  tbe  want  of  sympathy  and  cordi-  ( 
ality  in  Alan,  and  lamented  it  te  Mary  Graham, 
bhe  only  drew  such  a  picture  of  her  husband's 
trials  and  disappointments  as  disarmed  all  resent- 
ment and  moved  tlie  pity  of  their  friend. 

I  owards  the  close  of  his  sojourn  in  England, 
Charlie  Llair  entrusted  Alan  Oraham  with  tbe 
management  of  the  money  which  he  liad,  under  his 
advice,  invested  :  and  an«r  having  satisfied  him- 
self tiiat  everything  was  ready  for  his  departure, 
he  set  sail,  according  to  his  agreement,  with  Mark 
llalliday,  bent  upon  making  another  venture,  in 
the  hope  of  equal  success. 

Alan  Graham  experienced  a  sense  of  relief  at  bis 
friend's  departure,  and  occupied  himself  day  by 
day  in  the  same  routine  of  business.  To  Mary 
Graham  Charlie  lilair's  absence  was  a  loss  which 
she  felt  Tery  deeply  :  bis  brave,  generous  nature, 
and  the  tender  pity  which  he  felt  for  his  friend's 
misfortunes,  bad  made  sunshine  in  ber  altered 
home,  ao  that,  when  the  monotony  of  her  life  was 
again  unbroken,  ahe  became  more  than  ever  sen- 
sible of  the  alteration  in  her  husband. 

As  time  went  on  the  gloom  increased,  till  he  be- 
came BO  irritable  and  uncertain  in  his  naoods  that 
slie  was  anxious  aboat  him  :  and  when  this  gave 
way  to  an  nnwonted  excitement,  for  which  she 
could  not  aoeount,  she  became  really  alarmed  for 
Ua  health. 

'  After  a  long  interval,  during  which  tbey  r«oei- 
Ted  no  tidings  of  Chaiiie  Llair,  Alan  Oraham  in- 
funned  his  #i£a  that  he  intended  to  take  a  small 
ill  the  aoyati!};  ••  beeonaidand  itwoddba 


more  to  her  advantage  and  (hat  of  ber  ebildtea  if 
they  were  removed  beyond  tbe  air  af  tbe  aabvrb  Jk 
which  they  lived. 

"  But  can  we  afford  this,  Aka  7  iaanind  bk 
wife  :  I  bad  rather  remain  her*  than  meor  aav 
risk.  "  ' 

"  Of  coune,  we  can,  Marr,  be  replied.  Beaidee, 
it  is  only  an  experiment  If  it  answers,  perbapa  I 
shall  buy  the  place.  I  shall  be  glad  to  aee  the  «•- 
lor  come  back  into  yonr  abeeks  i^aia,  "  ba  •JMm, 
with  unwoated  tenderness. 

I'he  whole  household  soon  migrated,  and  Mary 
Graham  waa  enchanted  with  her  new  abode,  whicn 
promiaed  to  afford  her  both  intelcst  and  oaonpa* 
tion.  As  it  was  well  situated  n^ar  a  railway  at*- 
tion,  Alan  Oraham  was  able  to  attend  to  his  baai> 
ness,  so  that  hie  wife  did  not  apprebaad  that  ba 
would  lose  ;acything  by  the  change. 


CHAPTER  III. 

"  Mary,  said  Akn  Graham  to  his  wife,  wtf  Sr»-' 
day,  as  they  sat  together  in  the  garden,  atCttmiv 
ded  by  tliev  children,  you  are  not  like  tbe  eaowi  ' 
person  jou  were  a  few  months  ago.  Yon  look  boJi 
better  and  happier.  Somehow  this  place  has  put 
new  life  inio  you.  " 

1  his  wat  true  :  for,  Mary  Graham  delighted  is 
Qer  garde  q  and  other  country  pursuits  :  ahe  had 
some  pouUiy,  of  which  she  was  very  prood,  as  tbey 
were  a  source  of  profit  as  well  as  an  amusement  to 
ber :  beside  wliich  she  felt  as  if  she  had  got  rid  of 
all  the  unpleasant  associations  from  wnieh  abe 
could  not  escape  in  Glasgow,  luit  she  was  sur- 
prised to  find  that  her  husband  had  observed  the 
chanse  in  her,  especially  as  when  he  came  home 
he  always  seemeJ  too  weary  to  notice  what  waa 
going  on,  aad  aa  if  be  only  cared  for  rest  and  qoiet 

"  1  hope,  Alan,  you  do  not  quarrel  with  tite 
change,  'ibis  is  a  more  healthy  place  than  Glaa- 
gow,  at  least  it  is  to  me  :  besides  which  I  eaa  walk 
with  the  children  here  without  let  or  hindrance. 
We  have  bad  many  pleasant  excursions  together, 
have  not  we  7  "  she  added,  appealing  to  tbe  chil- 
dren as  sl^e  spoke.  1  hough  tbey  were  somewhat 
in  awe  of  their  father,  and  could  not  undersUnd  hie 
silence  and  reserve,  they  ene  and  all  spoke  up  in 
reply  to  their  mother  and  seconded  all  aha  bad 
said. 

'•  It  is  «trange  that  we  have  not  heard  of  Char- 
lie Blair,  "  aaid  Alan  Grabam,  as  if  thinking  aloud. 

"  Yes,  very  strange.  We  have  never  been  so 
long  withomt  bearing,  have  we  7  "  replied  his  wife.  ■ 

Alan  Graham  made  no  reply,  but  sat  still,  lean- 
ing hid  bead  upon  bis  hands  as  he  looked  down 
upon  the  ground.  After  a  while  he  said  :  "  1W> 
papers  speak  of  a  bad  season  in  Australia  :  I  bofe 
he  has  not  suffered.  '1  hey  do  not  mention  wha^ 
part  iias  ielt  the  drought,  nor  whether  it  baa  bean 
only  partiail.  "  . 

'  I'oor  fellow  !  said  Mary,  I  trust  no  miefortunu 
has  happened  to  him  :  he  deserves  to  proepar.  " 

"  Why  So  7  why  more  than  any  one  elae  7  "  !■• 
quired  her  husband,  testily. 

"  1  only  meant  that  he  worked  so  hard  and  seem- 
ed to  have  BO  mucb  eneigy  and  courage,  "  ahe  said, 
apologetically. 

"  Other  people  work  hard,  he  answered  :  I 
hope  you  have  the  same  compassion  and  sympa- 
thy for  them.  "  *^ 

Mary  Grabam  made  no  reply.  Sht  had  become 
afraid  of  her  husband  since  she  waa  not  allowed  to 
share  his  thoughts. 

Years  passed  on,  and  Mary  Graham's  content- 
ment deepened  when  her  husband  bought  tbe  hona« 
in  which  they  lived,  tc«^«ther  with  aome  adjoining 
land  :  for,  she  argued  from  it  that  be  was  prosper- 
ous, though  she  carefully  abstained  from  asking 
any  questions,  as  her  doing  so  bad  invatiably  an- 
noyed him. 

It  was'straage  how  Alan  Graham  bad  managed 
to  live  his  life  apart  from  his  family.  Ibey  had  no- 
thing in  common.  Mary  Orabam  knew  this,  aad 
had  grown  reconciled  to  the  idea,  which  was  a| 
first  almoat  insupportable.  She  would  oftea  ait 
herself  What  it  waa  that  bad  grown  up  «a  a  wdl 
between  tbem  7  Waa  it  tbe  love  of  gned,  er  tba 
pains  of  A  diaappointad  ambttioa  t  ^  ' ', 


(  T4  h»  OenehidH  «» 


i  V 


-.jf-- 


.;V 


.Mk^s: 


Mr'^'^^^.M.,^ 


1  ■  li^i    I  I  Ilium  ji^,. 


tmfmmtmmmtmm^imm 


PPiPi 


"mry-'m  •»-'•</<»•» 


:jaaiii.<iri,ii.>ii.h.:ji|iii-j;»^i 


-'A-l.*,-.^'*,    •«?■ 


ii 


iMiiiaiw 


Thfe  Grasp  of  ah  Hone^  Man/L^^.,-^ 

*  Watte  ia^iiMAilir 


1£ 


Atlegro  Marcaio. 


f         ^ 


I      •  .4 :.  '     1 .    Th«7  nuty  t»lk    »-boat  hMdth.  They  may  fanff  ^booft  VMlth 

1    WheDone'idoimi&tb»^viNrId.Aad   in  - TsotoTM  u*  hal'd    At; 


,'..>"■?(  .r.?3e-5*'."> '.-"T-'*  ■-,  i 


=;^p= 


•y:*'.,-^^£if,  »t. 


«  *•    * 


:#trf 


1 

la  -  tions  BO  fine    and  so      grand....'..      Bat  much  bet-ter     by   far  Than  those  at  -  tri-bntes  are,     Is  the  grasp  of     an  hon  -  est    huxd  ' Vor 

hflkd  by  joxir  friends  and  your  foes  .... .       Then  yon  find  at    that  time,  To  be   poor  is      a    qdme,  A      worse  one  than  yon  wonldrappoo^. ... .    WImbjo 


I 


3 — -tr^r^ 


S^ 


-g-  • 


%t^ 


f 


^^^^P 


3 


P^ 


n  I 


-#-#v*- 


s^ 


j-;g— =^S 


-y-^  '  M      m      ^ 


r  ri"fJ-»= 


P^ 


-^— ^ 


5E5 


?=»: 


K=:S 


^^ — J-v~^ — »— ^ 


E^3 


^5 


-#.  # 


r.  J  "'■;.; 


-g^_- — . 1^ — » .  »     ■    &  •  t 

mon-ey       is  spent,   And  it's     lost,     and      it's    lent    And  oon  -  fLrm      that    re-mark      ma-tiy    can:        Lies  may   hana     on      the    lii>,      Qnt  tta«i 
pov  -  er  -  ty's  slave,  There's  to   make  you     feel  brave.  And  your  flick  -    er  -   ing  cour  -  age     to     fan:        Why,  you  11  find      be  -  yond  price      It     tki 


^-^—^ 


3= 


m 


s 


>./-. 


^^ 


■t- 


T 


:^ 


"2^ 


^="^ 


^ 


-'fv^teiNi:.'  :-f'''i^''T«;  '■ 


■TSt 


i 


£5E< 


Chorus. 


fOZ 


*  -  ij  ij ' — ' "-I ♦ 


trntb      in     the    grip       Of    the      grasp     of    an    ^on  -  est       man. 
grip    like     a     vice      In    the     grasp    of    an    hon  -  est      yiaiL 


For      mon  -  ey        is    spent.    And  it's  lost,     and     it's    leat,    And 
When  yon're  pov-er  -  ty's  slaTe,  There's  to  tnake    yon    fSsel  htmiw.  And; 


^^m 


I     M       1-^— hsf 

— -i_[  -i    Tsr 


m 


■!<:■(:-;  y-^ 


'•^!n^  ;T-Vr»'*''t' 


^ 


i      5.=t5 


, !"  :'  --.  i''j*y ,».-■'•  •n.-id-  .■i4*--jj«iC»-^r 


^ 


1 


firm    Umt    re-mark    ma-ny      can;       Lies  may  hang    on     the    lip.     Bat  there's  tnith  in    th«   grip    Of     the     grasp     of   an     hon-wt 
flick  -  ei  -  ing  cour  -  ago   t§      Ian;       Why,  yoall  find  be-yond  price     Is    the  grip     like    a     rice     In    the     grasp     of  an     bo«-«it 


3a: 


■»':. 


]VUx>IBER   81. 


HENRY  1>E  ]IIARSA]¥'S  NEW  CdllC  ANB  SENTIMENTAI* 


SINGES' 


Oontainingf  all  the  most  popular  Songs  <n  the  day. 


OUR  AGENTS. 


DOSTOX.  (  Mass.  )  J.  W.  SHERMAN, 
looks.  Stationery,   News-Papers,  No.  116 

Cnuil>rid!j;o  Mroet. 

PHILADELPHIA.  (  Pn.  )  A.  W.  AUNER, 
Job-l'rintiT  and  Song-Publisher,  S.  W. 
Corner  of  Kk-venth  and  Market  streets. 

CINOINNATr.  (  Ohio.  )  P.  IIARTLAUB, 
Kew.s-Stand,  Vine  btreet.  Opposite  Post- 
<  >ftice. 

NE'VARK.     (N.J.)    IL   M.  WILDMAN, 

News- A<rt>nt.   2-')2   Market  Street,  between 
Lawrence  uud  Mulberry. 

DETROIT.  (  Mich.  )  J.  F.  MACAULEY, 
Mationer  and  Newf-Dealer,  257  Jefferson 
Avenue. 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 


Miss  P — Louisville,  Ky — That  Fony  is  pub- 
li.-licd  only  in  music  form — you  cao  obtain  it 
fivin  K.  II.  Harding,  Music  Office,  No.  288 
Bowery.  New-Vork. 

AiivicK  — Every  Amateur  of  good  Songs  and 
Music  ought  to  make  a  collection  of  all  the 
Niitiibi'rs  iiH  soon  as  Published,  and  have  them 
bound  in  b(H>k  form  :  such  a  book  will  always 
be  a  Ufkful  recreation  and  an  invaluable  orna- 
ment for  the  parlor-table  in  every  American 
Imuseliold. 


Our  Concert-Room. 


JJENERAL    NOTICK 

All    Coinnkiinicationn    must    K'    n<ldrefisoJ    to 

HENRY  DE  MAESAN,  Publisher, 

No.  00  Challiani  Strc*t,  New- York. 
Wedon(i|tiinderlnke  to  return  reject^Hi  Mil.S, 
or  to  answtjr'by  1  ost. 

Each  Ni'iinlH'r  will  cor.t.iin  a  Collection  ot 
the  most  Poj|)ulur  Songs,  t-uwj;  in  the  'lh<n!res. 
Opera- II ousts  and  Coiieert-lUnjuiij  ol  the  United- 
States  and  Great-Lritttin. 

— -^ '-•'^^-^- —  — 

HENRY  DE  MARS  All, 

Publisher  df  ^ng«,  Song-Looks  and  'loy-Cooks, 

Comic  aind  Sentimental  Valentines, 
)tto-Verses, 
Stationery, 

Playmg-Cards, 

AND  OTHEtt  bnEAP  ARTICLE,S  FOU  THK  TBADE. 

THE  OiJd  ORIfilNAL  .SONG-DEPOT  : 

60  Chatham  Street.  First  Floor. 

OPPOSITE  WILLIAM  STREET.  NEW-YORK. 

This  Houpe,  established  m<>r.'  than  2-J  years, 
iB  the  oldeit  PubliFhing-EslaMu^hnicnt  of  the 
kind,  and  ithe  first  tiiat  iiitri;.]ue<<l,  in  Hie 
Uuited-Statps,  the  pnlilishin'.;  <•!'  tin-  |>.  iiny-sheot 
Songs  and  ISallads,  for  the  b.  ndil  »f  Uw  luillion. 

Over  2,500  different  Song.s  hhv.iys  on  baud. 


Adieu,  my  Native  Land,  Adieu Page  CIO 

A  Sweet  Song-Iiird  was  Singing   C12 

After  Election  is  over  : 

A  Greeley  Campaign  Song' G1.3 

Ihe  BELLE  OF  WESTBOURNIA C12 

Dorothy  Drew  : 

or  the  Calico-Printer's  Clerk GIO 

Down  in  Washington  : 

A  Grant  Campaign  Song 013 

,  J    Enniskillen  Dragoon 611 

'    From  thee,  Francesses,  I  must  go  ! CIO 

The  Fellow  (hat  Played  the  Lanjo 012 

The  FAL'^K  ONi: CIS 

Go 'way,  Lunible  Lee  !   010 

Going  to  be  Married  to-morrow   613 

The  Hncly  >nilor    ^  ...  i ....;  ...".. ...    C13 

t     1  do  not  watch  alono CIO 


Songs  and  Music  for  the  Million. 


;   CONTENTS.  :-; 

The  Irish  are  Preferred   Cll 

Id  be  a  Blue-Bottle   611 

The  Irish  Brigade   612 

I'll  Stand  by  my  Friend — Music '.   610 

JENNIE  JERUSIIA  JANE   Cll 

Kingdom  Coming 610    i 

Merry  Little  Gray  Fat  Man  611 

The  Mariner's  Child  to  his  Mother  fill 

Mother  would  Wallop  mc 612 

Maiden,  I  will  ne'er  deceive  thee    61-? 

OLD  BAULOW.S  ONLY  CHILD— 

Story  Concluded —  . .     014 — C].") 

Oh  !  do  not  bid  me  to  forget Cll 

Phili|>,  the  Falconer 610 

Rogui.-^U  Little  Beauty,  Emaline   610 

Siaco  Pve  Wen  in  the  Army  : 

or  the  Genlloman  of  the  Army Cll 


The  Singpr's  Journal  is  Publi.shod  Slonl'ily. 

Single  ffjpies  will  be  sent  per  ilail  on  receipt 
of  five  cem^s,  free  of  Postage  —  Subscriptions 
fifty  cents  jk-r  year  or  thirty  cents  for  six  montlis. 

We  bpve  always  on  hand  copies  of  all 
the  Nunjl>-'rs  of  the  Singers  Journal  from  : 
No.  1  to  10  and  from   15  to  81. 


Soft  gliden  ithe  Sea Cll 

ShuleAgrq  C12 

Sweet  Jennjr  of  the  Sloor 612 

SPEAK  (.plNTLY   613 

There  w-oi  la  Simple  Maiden    <510 

Wiiat  will  jMrs.  Grundj'  say  ? til 2 

The  Wolf  ...l 610 

HENRY  DE  MARSAN'S 

SINGER'S   JOl  KXAI.. 

Kow«-r|ci.l.r.^,  throughout    the  United-Stati  s 
and  Can.i'd.iii.  can    Fend    llieir    orders    for   the 
"  Singer's  Jh\  rnal  ''  to  the 

AMERpAN    NEWS    COMPANY. 

( Or  to  the  si  w-Yonii  ind  otheb  Kcv.s  Comp.^niis  ) 

Who  will  suDiilv  thoin  at  the  Piibl;.<!ier"8  lowe.^l  rate. 


t 


■  4 


I.. 


610 


TH£     SIIVOER'Sr    JOURI¥AL. 


jr^'K^r- 


k 


Qo  'Way,  Bumble  Beo  ! 

IVrltten  and  Composed  by  Tt«oinu  IC.  HeagUr, 
Author  of  Pli/ing  Q&y  Oroqnet. 

Th«  Mniic.  PubllBhod  by  thn  Cel«brkt«d  Honia  of 

White.  SmitU  h  Porry.  'J96-30O  WnaUingtOB  Stre«t 

Bo8tou.  can  b«  obUined  at  any  MiMlo4tOre 

tbrooffh  the  UniUd  StetM. 


'i 


J 


Don't  yoii  hear  the  bazzing^        .';% 

Of  the  busy,  buzzinj  bee,       ,;    ; 

Aro«nd  your  head  a-siogiog        ;•    " 

'llieir  favorite  melody  ?  »    .\       .  ' 

If  ever  they  should  happen        ^   "'v 

To  light  npon  your  now, 
I,  golly  !  how  you'd  squirm 
^  .And  jump  out  of  your  clothe«  ! 

They're  coming  right  this  w»y, 

I  tee  them  on  the  wing  : 
For,  one  I'm  going  to  lay, 
1  hear  their  voices  ring  : 
Honey  bee,  busy  bee, 
■^  On  every  blooming  flower, 

Making  honey  all  the  day 
In  their  own  little  bower. 
/'  Don't  you  see  over  there 

..•■'  'Ihat  great  big  bumble  bee  ? 

rf  Gracious  !  how  he's  staring  me — 

Go  'way,  bumble  bee  ! 

I  go  out  in  the  morning, 

Ihe  first  tiling  I  do  see. 
In  a  dandylion  a-snoring, 
'       A  great  big  bumble  bee  : 
I  dance  around  their  hive, 

And  have  such  jolly  fun, 
I  often  get  them  very  mad, 

Then  after  me  they  ran.  / 

They're  coming,  Ac.  '_ 

■    ♦    ■   

There  was  a  Simple  Maiden.  ' 

/  .    

There  was  a  simple  maiden. 

Long  ago.  yes,  long  ago  : 
TVlioue  heart  with  gnef  was  laden — 
I  I'ray,  how  came  it  so  ? 

She  thought  upon  the  knight  who  dwelt 

Within  the  castle  yonder  : 
Keen  was  the  pain  she  felt 

As  on  him  she  would  ponder. 

Then  did  she  die  of  grieving  ♦  ,   •  'i 

No,  no,  no,  it  was  not  so  :  i    )-       i 

Now  yonder  she  is  living,  -  ", 

Ola  enough,  I  trow  : 
The  knight  observed  her  downcast  eye, 

And  learned  the  cause  of  sorrow  :    -  '* 

"  Maiden,  no  longer  sigh,  ( 

I'll  marry  thee  to-morrow.  "  « 

In  manner  she  was  homely, 

You  must  know  ;  yes,  you  must  know  f 
But,  oh  '.  her  face  was  comely,  ~   '. 

Very  long  ago  : 
And  though  she  was  of  lowly  birtft. 

And  owned  no  golden  treasure. 
He  thought  lier  simple  worth  .  j 

A  dowry  past  all  measure.  \  ' 
-^♦♦i  ■      

From  Thee,  Francesses,  I  Must  Qo  ! 

B7  John  H.  Battermaon, 

'"?*  From  thee,  Francesses,  "  I  mnst  go,        \ 

And  from  my  native  shore  ;  '      '  'K 

The  cruel  fates  between  us  throw 

A  l>oundle:<3  ocean's  roar  ; 
But  boundleis  oceans,  roaring  wide 

I'ttwecn  my  love  and  me. 
They  never,  never  can  divide 

My  lieart  and  soul  from  the*. 

Furewell,  farewell,  Francesses  dear,  ' 

'Die  maid  Hint  I  adore  ! 
A  boding  voice  is  in  mine  ear  : 

We  part  to  meet  no  more — 
But  the  last  throb  tliat  leaves  my  heart, 

\N  hile  death  stands  victor  by,  • 

That  throb,  Francesses,  is  thy  part,  * 

And  thine  that  latest  sigh. 

^  «»»  m      

W  hy  are  umbrellas  like  pancakes  ?     J^eeause 
they  are  seldom  seen  after  Lent. 


Adieu,  My  Native  Land,  Adieu  ! 

Adieti,  my  Native  Land,  adieu  ! 

The  vessel  spreads  her  swelling  sails  : 
Periiaps  I  never  more  may  view 

Your  fertile  fields,  your  flowery  dales  ! 
Delusive  hope  can  charm  no  more  : 
f.      Far  from  tlie  faithless  maid  I  roam  : 
>,  Unfriended,  seek  some  foreign  shore  : 
.;■;     Vnpitied,  leave  my  peaceful  home  ! 
'  Adieu,  my  native  land  !  ilkc. 

Farewell !  dear  village,  oh  !  farewell  I 

Soft  on  tile  gale  thy  nmrniur  dies  :    - 
I  hear  thy  solem  Evoning-bcll  : 

Thy  8j)ires  yet  glad  my  aching  eyes — 
Though  frequent  falls  the  dazzling  tear, 

I  scorn  to  shrink  from  Fate's  decree  t 
And  think  not,  cruel  maid,  that  e'er 

I'd  heave  another  sigli  for  tliee. 

Adieu,  my  native  land  !  «tc. 

In  vain,  tlirough  shades  of  frowning  night, 

Mine  eyes  tliy  rocky  coast  explore  :    . 
Deep  sinks  the  fiery  orb  of  liglit, 

I  view  thy  beacons  now  110  more — 
Rise,  billows,  rise  !  blow,  hollow  winds  ! 

Nor  night,  nor  storm,  nor  deatii  1  fear  : 
Unfriended,  bear  me  hence  to  find 

That  peace  which  Fate  denies  me  here. 

Adieu,  my  native  land  !  tie 


Dorothy  Drew,  or  the  Calico-Printer's  Clerk. 

Snnc  by  Tony  Pastor— Air  :  The  IriiU  Volanteers. 


I  Do  Not  Watch  Alone. 

Words  and  Hnale  by  Annie  Pricker. 


In  ManchMter,  that  city  of  cotton,  twist,  and  twills,     ^ 
Lived  the  ■nbjact  of  my  ditty,  aud  the  caoae  of  all  my  Ills. 
She  waa  handsome,  yoaog.  and  twenty  .- 

her  eyes  were  azure  bine  ; 
Admirers  the  bad  plenty,  and  her  name  wua  Dorotby  Drew. 
Choma  :    She  was  very  fond  of  dancing. 
Bat  allow  me  to  remark 
.   That,  one  fine  day   the  danced  away 
With  a  Calico-Printer's  Clerk. 

At  a  private  ball  I  net  her.  in  Eighteen-Sixty  Three  . 
I  never  can  forget  her.  tho'  she  was  ankiod  to  me  ; 
I  was  dressed  In  the  pink  of  (usbiou,  my 

lavender  gloves  were  new  : 
I  danoedthe  valia  Circassian  with  charming  Dorothy  Drew. 
She  was  very  fond  of  dancing,  &c. 

We  Bohottisch'd  and  we  Polka'd,  to  the 

strains  the  band  did  play  ; 
We  Valsed  and  we  Mazonrka'd,  till  she 

valsed  my  heart  away  ; 
I  whispered,  in  this  manner,  as  ronod  the  room  we  flew, 
Doing  Var-so-vl-a-na  :  I  love  you  Dorothy  Drew  ! 

She  was  very  foud  of  dancing,  &o. 

For  months  and  moatfas,  attention  nnto  ber  I  did  pay. 
Till  with  her  condeacensioQ.  she  led  lue  quite  astray  ; 
The  money  I  expended.  I'm  asbamtd  to  tell  to  yon  ; 
I'll  Inform  yon  how  it  ended  with  myself  and  Dorothy  Drew. 
She  was  very  fond  of  danciug,  &c. 

I  received  an  Intimation  she  a  visit  meant  to  pay 
Unto  a  near  relation,  who  lived  some  miles  away  : 
In  a  month  she'd  be  retamiuf;.  I  must  take  a  abort  Adien 
But  her  love  for  me  was  burning,  deceitful  Dorothy  Drew  ! 
She  was  very  fond  of  dauciog,  &c. 

At  nine  o'clock,  next  morning  to  breakfast  I  sat  down  : 
The  smile  my  face  adorning,  was  soon  changed  to  a  frown  : 
For.  in  a  morning  paper,  a  paragraph  met  my  view  : 
That  Jones,  a  Calico-Printer's  Clerk,  had 

married  Miss  Dorothy  Drew  ! 
She  was  very  fond  of  dancing,  &c. 


The  Wol£ 


At  the  peaceful  midnight  hour, 
Every  sense  and  every  power 
Fettered  lies  in  downy  sleep — 
Then  onr  careful  watch  we  keep. 

While  the  wolf  in  nightly  prowl. 
Bays  the  moon  with  hideous  howl  : 
Gates  are  barred  -  a  vain  resistance — 
Females  shriek — but  no  assistance. 

Silence  !  silence  !— or  you  meet  your  fate — 
Your  keys — your  jewels — your  cash  and  plate  : 
Locks,  bolts,  and  burs  8«x)n  fly  asunder, 
'ihen  to  rifle,  rob,  and  plunder — 


Marry  yung  !- 
a  marriage  late 
marriage. 


-thare  is  but  one  good  excuse  for 
in  life,  and  tliat  iz— a  seckond 


:/  **.? 


When  ev«ry  flower  that  ope'd  at  mof 

Jts  weary  eye  shaH  aloae,    . 
And  by  the  wings  <d  ijtitm'tj  borne, 

My  thoughts  on  t^iee  reiMse, 
I  love  to  Irear  the  ev'ning  WUa, 

To  list^wir  soothing  iuDe  : 
For,  to  my  heart  their  nausic  tails  : 

"  1  do  not  vntch  alone, 

I  do  not  wntch  alone.  " 

In  fancy,  wliilo  I  hear  that  chime, 

I  rove  again  with  thee, 
And  hear  tliy  vow  :   '•  At  ev'ning  tima^  1 

My  tlioughts  of  thee  sliaU  be.  " 
Then  will  1  love  those  vefper  bells 

And  list  tlieir  soothing  tone  < 
For,  to  my  lieart  their  music  tells 

"  I  do  not  watch  alone, 

I  do  not  watch  alone.  "    ' 


Philip,  the  Falconer. 


Yonntr  Philip,  the  falconer's  np  with  the  day, 

With  hit  merlin  on  bis  arm 
Anl  duwn  the  mill  meadows  lias  taken  his  way 

To  hawk— aud   piay.  wbeie's  the  hurm  ? 
Philip  ii  Btalwart  nnd  Philip  is  young. 

Aud  Philip,  they  say.  hat  a  inuslcal  tongae  : 
The  miller't  young  sister  it  fresh  and  it  fuir, 

Aud  Philip  is  always  bawking  there. 
He  vows  and  declaret.  believe  It  or  not, 

Tliere't  not  in  the  kiuifdom  for  brrnt  such  a  spot : 
And  falcons,  they  say,  to  fly  trne  to  their  prey, 

Should  he  trained  iu  the  morning  early. 

The  miller's  to  nuirket  to  bur  him  some  com  : 

For.  work  It  should  ne'er  staud  atill — 
A  maiden  it  loitenu;;  under  the  thorn. 

In  the  meadow  lieluw  the  mill  ; 
Aud  Philip  grown  tirod  of  a  batchelor's  life, 

Thluka  the  miller's  young  sitter 

would  make  a  good  wife  : 
And  to  comet  a  whisper,  and  po  comet  a  tuiile. 

And  then  a  loug  leave-takiiig  over  the  stile  — 
Oh  !  «beu  he  returns  trom  market.  I  gueat 

The  miller  will  liud  he't  a  sister  the  lest  : 
For.  iiiaideiiB    Ibey  nay.  do  not  alwa.ve  i-ay  iiay. 

When  they're  asked  iu  the  morning  early. 


Kingdom  Coming. 

Say,  darkeys,  hab  toti  seen  de  Massa, 

Wid  de  muffstash  on  his  face, 
Go  long  de  road  some  time  dis  moroin' 

Like  he  gwine  to  lenb  de  place  ? 
He  seen  a  smoke  way  up  de  ribber, 
Whar  de  Linkum  gunboats  lay  ; 
He  took  his  hat,  an'  lef '  berry  sudden. 

An'  I  spec'  he's  run  away  ! 
Chorus  :     De  Massa  run,  ha  !  ha  ! 

De  darkeys  stay,  ho  !  ho  ! 
.     i         It  mus'  be  now  de  kingdom  comin' 
An'  de  year  ob  Jubilo  ! 

He  six  foot  one  way,  two  foot  tudder. 
An'  he  weigh  t'ree  hundred  pound  ; 

His  coat  so  big,  he  couldn't  pay  de  tailor, 
An'  it  won't  go  half  way  round. 

He  drill  so  much,  dey  call  him  Cap'an, 
And  he  got  so  dreiful  tanned  ; 

I  spec'  he  try  an'  fool  dem  Yankees, 


For  to  t'ink  he's  contraband . . 


Chorus. 


De  darkeys  feel  so  berry  lonesome, 

Libing  in  de  log-house  on  de  lawn  ; 
Dey  move  deer  t'ings  to  Massa's  parlor. 

For  to  keep  it  while  he's  gone. 
Dar's  wine  au'  cider  in  de  kitchen. 

An'  de  darkeys  dey'll  hab  some  ; 
I  s'po.se  dey'll  all  be  cornfiscated, 

\\  hen  de  Linkum  sojers  come.  Chonu. 

De  Oberseer  he  make  us  trouble. 

An'  he  dribe  us  round  a  spell  ; 
We  lock  him  up  in  de  smoke-house  cellar, 

Wid  de  key  frown  in  de  well. 
De  whip  js  lost,  de  han'-cuff  broken. 

But  de  Massa'll  hab  his  pay  ; 
He's  ole  enuff,  big  enuflf,  ought  to  know  better 

Dan  to  went,  an'  run  away  Chorus. 


Advice  iz  like  kastor  ile,  eazy  enufT  te  gir,  but 
dredful  uneazy  tew  take. 


TII£     SIIVOKR'S    JOVRIVAL.. 


TT 
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.  Jennie  Jernaha  Jane. 

Werat  by  A.  Q.  CbMo— Hnaic  by  W.  M.  Phelps. 
As  Sang  by  DtTe  Bted. 


I'll  tell  yoa  of  «  handaome  Kirl.  tbe  prettieet  ever  seen. 
Blie'e  the  matter-piece  of  natnre.  ibe  1(  fairer  than  a  qaeea  : 
She's  ibe  pride  of  thii  great  city,  uid  tbe's 

got  tbe  Bweeteet  name— 
Ob  '  I'ta  la  loTs,  beid,  neck,  »Dd  beeis, 

v  ■■    ;.    "  ■  :  *lth  Jennie  Jernebs  Jane  ! 

0D0RC3. 

Oh,  my  !  Bbe  is  •  cbtrmiug  be  luty  :  oh.  dear  ! 

tiie'a  got  tbe  aweeteat  name— 
El  !  yi  !  to  loTo  bar  Ja  my  duty.  baDdaoine. 

pretty  little  pinky,  Jennie  Jeruaba  Jane  I 

I  net  her  on  ibe  Avenne.  one  annoy  afternoon  : 
And,  in  paaaiug  by,  abe  gave  a  wink— I 

followed  after  aoon— 
Ton  oxiiihi  to  aee  the  people  atare.  they 

didn't  know  what  to  think 
To  aee  me  promenading  with  this  pretty  little  pink. 

Oh.  my  :  abe  ia  a  charming,  &e. 

My  place  tbe  fellowa  envied,  tbe  glrla  were  Jpaloni,  too  : 
I  know  It  by  their  actioua— what  I  sty  to  yon  la  true  : 
Ttiey  tried  to  blnff  and  acare  me  ofT  bnt 

nothing  conid  they  gain, 
Tlioy  couldn't  win  from  me  my  lore.  «weet 

Jriinie  Jeniaha  Jane  1 
Oh.  my  !  abe  ia  a  cliarmiug,  &c. 

Her  eyea  they  are  aa  black  aa  Jet.  her  teeth 

are  white  as  pearla  : 
ncr  bair  ia  bright,  and  dark  aa  night,  aud 

gracefally  it  cnrls  : 
Her  chteka  are  like  tbe  aweeteat  roae.  her 

lips  in  crimson  atain — 
Oh  '.  ehe'a  a  perfect  little  pet.  this  Jennie  J«r«>.ba  Jaue  .' 
Oh,  my  !  abe  ia  a  charming,  &c. 

I  asked  her  If  she'd  bare  me,  and  would 

be  my  gtildiog  atar  : 
Bbe  referred  me  to  ber  mama  and  likewiae  to  her  papa. 
J  bry  Slid  that  they  were  willlug  for  a  aon-iti-law  to  claim. 
And  told  me  to  be  happy  with  my  Jennie  Jemsba  Jane  ! 
Oh.  luy  !  abe  is  a  charming,  &c. 


Since  I've  Been  in  the  Army  : 

OE  THE  GENTLEMAN  OF  THE   ABUX. 
Air  :  Who'll  be  King  but  ChuUe  t 


I'm  Paddy  Whack  of  Ballyback, 
Not  long  ago  turned  soldier  : 
In  gr>nd  attack   in  storm  or  sack, 

Noun  will  than  i  lie  bolder. 
With  spirits  gay   I  march  away, 

I  please  eucU  fair  beholder  : 
And  now  they  slug  '  He's  quite  the  thing,  ^   '. 

Och  '  what  a  jovial  aoldicr  !  " 
In  London<lerry,  or  Loudon  merry, 
Och  t  faith  !  ye  girla.  I  charm  ye  : 
And  there  ye  come,  at  beat  of  drum. 
To  aee  me  in  the  army— 

CHORCS. 
Bub  a  dub  dub.  and  pilli  11  loo. 

Whack  ■  fal'de  lal  la  and  trilll  11  lee'. 
I  laogh  and  bIbr  :  aye.  that'a  the  thing, 
Since  I've  bees  In  the  army  ! 

The  lota  of  girls  my  train  unfurls. 

Would  form  a  pleaaaut  party  ;  4 

There's  Kitty  Lynch,  a  tidy  wench, 

And  8nke.  nnd  Pep  M  Cartby  :  -'  ■ 

Miss  Judy  Bagfrs.  and  Sally  Magga, 

And  Martha  Scrsggs  all  atorm  me  :     . 
And  Molly  Magree  is  after  me, 

Since  I've  been  in  the  army  ! 
Tbe  Sallys  and  Pollys  tbe  Kittys  and  Dollys, 

In  u umbers  would  alarm  ye  : 
E'en  Mrs.  White,  who's  lust  her  Bight,    *. 

Admires  lue  in  the  army — 

Bnb  a  dnb  dab,  &c. 

Tbe  roaring  boya  who  made  a  noise, 

Aud  thwacked  me  like  tbe  devil, 
Are  now  become  before  me  dumb. 

Or  else  are  very  civil  : 
There's  Murphy  Roake  who  Often  broke 

My  bead   now  daretn't  harm  me  : 
But  bows  and  qnakea  and  off  be  sneaka. 

Since  I've  b,  en  in  the  army— 
Aud  if  one  neglect  to  pay  me  respect, 

Och  !  another  tips  the  blarney 
With  "  Whist !  my  friend,  and  don't  offend 

A  gentleman  of  the  army.  " 

Bub  a  d«b  dub,  ko. 

My  arras  are  bright,  my  heart  la  light, 

Oood-humor  seems  to  warm  me  : 
I've  now  become  with  every  cbnm  t 

A  favorite  iu  the  army.  .  :    \ 

If  I  go  on  as  I've  I've  t>egun. 

My  comrades  all  Inform  ma        ' 
They  soon  shall  see  that  1  will  be 

A  general  in  tbe  army. 
Pellgbtful  notion  to  pet  promotion  : 

Then,  Ittdiea.  bow  I'll  chariu  ye  ! 
For. 'tis  my  belief :  Commander-in-Obief 

I  shall  be  in  the  army. 

Bub  a  dub  dub,  he 


The  Irish  are  Preferred. 

Air  :  No  Irish  Need  Apply. 


Before  tbe  war,  'twaa  beard  in  almost  every  place :  '       _•  -^ 
"  No  peraon  need  apply  that  has  an  Iriah  face.  "      •- 
Many  advertisemeuia  read,  which  no  one  can  deny  : 
*'  A  hearty  man  is  wanted   but  no  Irish  need  apply. " 
But  now  on  every  side  a  different  cry  is  beard. 
And  the  public  feeling  ia— "  an  Iriahmau  preferred.  *'  , 

When  able  men  are  wanted  to  flRht  for  freedom's  cause, 
Then  Irislimeu  receive  the  guerdon  of  applause  : 
When  Union  was  menaced  by  tbe  great  Bebellion  herd. 
No  friends  at  home  or  fears  of  death 

have  Irishmen  deterred  : 
When  the  country  waa  with  feara  of  ruin  stirred, 
'Twaa  then,  we  know,  the  Irish  were  preferred.  .    .- 

When  men  seek  a  constant,  never  changing  friend. 
Who  will  his  share  or  big  last  dollar  lend. 
They  need  not  seek  the  Qerman,  Scotch,  or  English  race  : 
For  they'll  find  thia  friendabip  only 

in  aa  honeat  Iriah  face. 
Then  let  this  sentiment  throughout  the  laud  be  heard  : 
"  For  frlendahip  or  for  hoapitality  the 

Iriah  are  preferred.  " 

Should  America  seek  to  add  Canadian  soil, 

Or  free  fair  Cuba  from  her  bloody  toil  : 

Should  General  Grant  desire  the  Alabama  Claims,   >/■ 

Though  the  way  were  bloody  and 

through  acorcbing  flames  ; 
Should  the  call  for  volunteers  be  heard. 
We  then  would  see  the  Iriah  were  I'referred  1 


Merry  Little  Gray  Fat  Kan. 

There  ia  a  little  man,     7 

Dressed  all  in  j^ray,  ■ 
He  lives  in  the  city, 

And  is  always  gay  :   - 
He's  round  as  an  apple. 

And  pluinp  as  a  pear/ 
He  has  not  a  shilling,  .     ,, 

Jsor  has  he  a  care  :    •      ' 
And  he  sings  and  he  langhe, 

And  he  langhs  and  he  sings  :  " 
Oh  !  what  a  merry,  little, 

Fat,  fat,  gray  man  ! 

He  drinks  withont  counting 

The  number  of  glaases,   -    . 
He  sings  merry  songs  - 

And  he  flirts  with  the  lasses  :  '  . 
He  has  debts,  he  has  duns. 

But  no  bailiff  ke  fears. 
He  shuts  up  his  doors, 

And  he  shuts  up  his  ears  : 
Then  he  sings  ana  he  laughs. 

And  he  laughs  and  he  sings  :  '- 
Oh  !  what  a  merry,  little, 

Fat,  fat,  gray  man  ! 

■   •'  ■ ■  ■'; 

Eaniskillen  Dragoon. 


A  beantlfhl  damsel  of  fame  and  renown, 
A  gentleman's  daughter  of  fame  and  renewn, 
Aa  aha  rode  by  tbe  barracks  this  beautiful  maid. 
She  atood  In  her  coach  to  see  the  dragoons'  parade. 

They  were  all  dressed  out  like  gentlemen's  sons. 
With  their  bright  shininf;  swords  and  carbiue  guns, 
With  their  silver-monuted  pistols- 
she  observed  them  full  soon, 
Becuise  that  she  loved  her  Enniakillen  dragoon. 

You  bright  son  of  Mars  who  stand  on  the  right. 
Whose  armor  doth  shine  like  the  bright  star  of  night, 
8:iying  :  "  Willie,  dearest  Willie   you've  listed  fhU  aoon, 
For  to  serve  as  a  royal  Enniskillen  dragoon.  " 

"  O  Flora,  dearest  Flora  I  your  pardon  I  crave  ; 

It's  now  and  forever  I  must  be  a  slave — 

Your  parents  they  insulted  me.  both  morning  and  noon. 

Fur  fear  that  you'd  wed  an  Enniskillen  dragoon.  " 

"  Oh  '  mind,  dearest  Willie.  Oh  '.  mind  what  yon  say  : 
For,  children  are  bound  their  parents  to  obey  ; 
For,  when  we're  leaving  Ireland,  they 

will  all  change  their  tnne. 
Saying  :  "  The  Lord  may  be  with  yon. 
.  Enniakillen  dragoon  !  " 

Fare  yon  well.  Enniskillen  !  fare  yon  well  for  a  while, 
And  all  around  the  borders  of  Erin's  green  Isle  ! 
Aud  when  tbe  war  is  over,  we'll  return  in  full  bloom. 
And  they'll  all  welcome  home  the  Euniakillen  dragoon. 


One  of  the  fussyest  scenes  i  ever  beheld  waz  two 
old  maids  waitin  on  one  sick  bachelor. 

Why  do  foolish  ferry  travellers  risk  their  necks 
by  dangerous  jumps  after  receding  boats  ?  Do 
they  consider  the  saving  of  a  few  minutes'  time 
worth  the  risk  of  a  leap  into  eternity  ? 


The  llariner's  Child  to  His  Mother ' 

Oh  !  weepino  more,  sweet  mother, - 

Oh  !  vweep  no  more  to-night,   -      ■  ■      .- 
And  only  watch  the  sea,  mother, 

lieneatJi  tlie  morning  light  :>....       -.  ^ 
Our  beautiful  Uadonna  V  ■ 

Will  mark  how  you  have  wept,    . 
The  prayers  of  early  morning,  '      '■- 

The  vigils  you  have  kept. 

•She  will  guide  his  stately  vessel, 

Thougk  the  sea  be  dark  and  drear  :      -r 
Another  week  of  sunshine,         .-•     • 

My  fatlver  will  l>e  here. 
I'll  watch  with  thee,  sweet  mother. 

But  tho  stars  fuJe  from  my  sight  : 
Come,  coijie  and  sleep,  dear  mother,  ) 

Oh  !  Wfep  no  more  to-night —  '. 

Soft  Glides  the  Sea.      .;    -  ■ 


Solfl  glides  the  sea,  .  v-  ,    .  ■■ .  •  -    •' 

Bounding  and  free. 
Dance  the  blue  waves  as  they  mah  to  the  ahors  :  > 

O'er  vale  aud  bright 

Gleams  tbe  moon  bright,  '    ^ 

Gaily  the  Mjariuer  plies  the  swirt  oar.        '''' "   - 
Singing  awhile  :  ■■  Ere  tiie  son  lights  the  BaalB, 
Land  of  my  birth.  I  ahall  greet  thee  again.  " 

.•■.'^    '•      KIght  wears  away  ; 
Sullen  aud  crey 
Frowns  the  dark  sea  ;  o'er  the  wild  restless  Assy  ' 
Lightning's  ie<l  flash, 
Thunder's  loud  cra«h 
Now  quiver  and  peal—"  Go  Mariner,  weep  : 
Haply  I  deem.  tbon)>h  the  snn  Ii(;hta  the  main,  \ 
Ita  rays  to  Vaj  laud  shall  not  greet  thee  again.  " 

Tem!  ests  are  fled. 

Morniug  huth  shed 
Light  from  her  eye  and  balm  from  her  breath  ;  y 

All  things  rejoice  ; 

Eeard  is  tbe  voice 
Of  the  Haliner  now  singing  praises  of  home  : 
Tbe  ship's  pliant  prow  presses  on  through  the  BUlB, 
And  he  treafis  on  the  laud  of  his  fathers  again. 


Oh !  Do  Kot  Bid  He  to  Forget 

Oh  !  do  not  bid  me  to  forget 

'^  bat  once  I  loved  so  well — 
For,  ,1  have  ever,  ever  said 

My  heart  shall  not  rebel. 
'Twos  on  that  spot  beside  the  stream, 

Where  last  we  fondly  met, 
I  pNtmised  him,  whate'er  my  doom,    ~ 

I  ^evcr  would  forget — 

He  loved  me  when  we  parted  last, 

I  knew  he  loved  me  true — 
For,  falsehood  never  seemed  so  fair. 

And  well  his  looks  1  knew  ; 
For,  when  he  spoke,  his  eye  was  filled. 

His  cheek  with  tears  was  wet  : 
Bis  latest  words — his  last  farewell— 

J  never  can  forget ! 


rd  Be  a  Blue-Bottle. 


I'd  be  a  bine-bottle,  black  as  a  cinder. 

Born  in  a  cfack  on  a  fine  summer's  day  ;  ,    ■ 
Buzzling  about  on  the  panes  of  a  window, 

Tasting  the  sweet  things  which  fall  in  my  way  : 
Pastryceok's  tarts  I  would  eat  at  my  Ititure, 

Make  myself  sick,  too,  with  treacle  and  jam  : 
I'd  be  a  blue-bottle,  born  but  for  pleasure, 

Nothing  to  do  but  to  stuff  and  to  cram. 

I'd  be  a  blue-bottle,  Ac. 

Then  mueh  I  fear  I  should  soon  be  a  glutton, 

Making  my  dinner  off  butcher's  prize  meat  : 
Tasting  each  joint  fixim  the  beef  to  the  mutton. 

Spoiling  folks  dinners— oh,  dear  !  what  a  treat ! 
Bnt  when  cold  winter  at  last  gave  me  warning. 

Creep  to  my  hole,  where  for  months  i  d  remain  : 
Come  out  next  summer  as  fresh  as  the  morning, 

Buzzii^  abont  on  tbe  lai^e,  window  pane. 

I'd  be  a  blue-bottle,  <tc. 


; 


Most  every  one  seems  tew  be  willing  tew  be  a 
phool  himself,  bnt  he  kan't  bear  to  have  ennyboddy 
else  tew  be  one. 


\\ 
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Ihe  Fellow  that  Flayed  the  Banjo. 

CompoaeJ  aud  Suug  by  Harry  Liston* 


1 


!< 


I  dam  laT  yon  fancy  thkt  stransa  it  ipp«*ri 
To  srfl  n  coinoJi.in  »L<''«  nearly  in  tears  : 
Uiit  when  my  8:t<l  s^ory  I  I'oiir  ill  your  ears, 

Perbai'S  yon  will  \iUy  my  woei 
I  on  a  yuniii;  damsel  o)  foiully  did  doat, 
A  cb;irniinu  yoniii;  oreaiiire  was  fhe  : 
Sha  faiicird  the  sta^e   bill  runid  not  llog  a  note  : 
Uo  c»ue  to  tuko  lo^sous  from  ui«. 

C  Do,  ra,  ms.  ] 
cnoRCS. 
To  mnxic-lialls  nightly  tliia  damsel  wonid  go, 
Ami  listen  toLl»ton. '•boeiicliautedherso- 
Xut  uow  Khe  iK  II  arried    and  lives  lu  Sobo 
Witb  a  (uUuw  that  play*  'I'O  baujo. 

On  brariiif;  me  slnp  the  Bohemian  swell, 

RiKlit  >ii>  t<i  her  neck  she  in  love  with  me  fell  < 

lu  less  tlian  three  weelis  she  knew  all  her  uotea  wall : 

For,  10  ber  imcb  attention  I  paid. 
A  I  new  lail  es'  ■niii;B  ihnt  were  pobliabed  I  songht, 

I  homilit  ber  slai/e  prepertips  new  : 
For.  Kbf  by  tliat  time  In  perfection  was  bronght, 

Aud  eouu  nas  to  make  ber  dobnt. 

To  mnsic-halla  ulshtly,  Ac. 

As  I  ont  of  town  for  ine  evening  did  jro, 
I  liSketl  a  yoiinu  feilvw  1  liappened  to  kuoir, 
He  iM'inK  a  d'-liate  npyii  ib«  liai  jo 

To  prrforiM  my  tuwii  duties  for  me. 
He  piomiRe'l— aiid  I  for  my  jiUin'  y  did  start  : 

Come  bai'k— to  my  great  dismay  I 
Fonml  be  with  bis  bunjo  had  so  charmed  her  heart 

That  with  bim  sbu  b^d  bolted  away. 

t  Come.  I  say.  ] 
To  musio-halls  nighUy,  &c. 

She  never  came  npar  roe  from  that  very  right. 
I  ne'er  raw  hrr  ii.ou    lUu'  I  looked  left  and  right, 
For  Beven  w<>el  s  I  nas  laid  up  tbro'  the  fright, 

Sii  iiiiich  on  III    frelin:;s  it  played. 
Some  time  after  tint,  ntien  out  walking,  one  day, 

I  started  to  lie»r  i:iusic'a  tones 
Tumeil  ronnd   s.i'\  tli:s  banjo-i  hap  strumming  away. 

And  she  wits  a  shaking  the  boues. 

[Oh!  Miss  Jones'  3 
To  musio-halls  nightly,  &c. 

Ae»in«t  that  yonnc  fellow  a  gmdge  1  now  owe, 

Ue  did  very  wrong  lu  eervinx  Die  ao  : 

1  likewise  a  grudge  h.ive  against  his  banjo, 

Auil  I  hope  It  will  uct  keep  lu  taue  : 
I  Impe  wlieu  be  p:ayn  it  tbe  bridge  will  break  down. 

An  I  knmk  a  grrat  hole  tliro'  the  skin  : 
And  as  for  th'>*«.  iii.>y  tbey  eo  rouuU  tUa  town, 

Aud  ne'er  get  a  faithiug  of  tin. 

[  Won't  I  grin  •  ] 
To  mnsic-bails  ulgbtly,  tie. 


»-t^»~ 


Sweet  Jenny  of  the  Moor. 


One  morn,  for  recreation  as  I  strayed  by  the  sea-aide, 
"Ihe  sun  was  gmtty  rising.  Iiedecked  In  all  his  pride  : 
I  beheld  a  I'-Tt  ly  maiden  sitting  at  a  cottage  door, 
With  roses  bloominj^  ou  ber  cheeks. 

Sweet  Jenny  of  the  moor. 

I  stood  in  contemplation,  as  I  viewed  each  charming  scene, 
And  &1  ed  wnh  a^'iiratioii   as  if  in  8'<me  fairy  dream  : 
Eneh.intf'd  1  y  this  fuir  one  as  she  wslke<l  Along  tbe  ihore : 
Gathering  of  c  i.oice  sei- weeds  was  Sweet  Jenny  of  t)  e  moor. 

I  said  :  "  My  pre  tir  fair  one  why  so  early  do  yon  rise  T  " 
-'  1  love  to  bif  a:l.e  tha  mori^lng  air.  when  the 

Lark  soars  In  the  skies  : 
This  spot  Is  sweet  to  wander  by,  tho'  the 

breakers  often  roar, 
Aud  wakes  tbe  bosom  of  the  deep.  " 

Siiys  Sweet  Jenny  of  the  moor. 

We,  both,  sit  down  together  by  a  pleasant  shady  side. 
I  eaid  :    "    My  clear,  witli  yourcousent    , 

I'll  make  yon  my  bride, 
I've  plenty  at  my  own  command,  brought 

from  a  foreign  shore, 
And  prond's  tbe  man  that  wins  tbe  b»nd 

of  Sweet  Jenny  of  the  moor  !  " 

"  I  hiTe  a  tnie-loYo  of  my  own 

tho*  long  he's  been  from  me, 
And  true  I'll  be  'n  him.  while  bn  Is  on  tbe  sea  : 
HiH  vows  were  foniliy  spOi>eii  wbeii  we  parted  at  the  door  : 
i  »iil  wait  till  bis  rciuru.  "  Said  Sweet  Jenny  of  tbe  moor! 

"  Oh  '  if  yonr  love's  a  siHor  prny.  tell  me  now  his  name." 
'    His  name  Is  I)  nnls  Ryan    from  Newry-to«n  he  came  : 
With  l^iiire  a  I'll  entwiiiu  him    when  be  returns  on  shore 
We':l  Join  o.ir  bauds  in  wedlock's  bauds,  " 

Said  Sweet  Jenny  of  the  moor. 

'•  IfDennU  was  yonr  own  trne-love  I  know  hire  Tery  well: 
Will, at  fisbtiuu  ut  the  Alma   bv  nn  anj^ry  ball  he  fklt  : 
Uebuld  this  trie-tuve  tokeu,  whicU 

UDon  his  hand  be  wore—" 
She  fell  and  fainted  In  my  arms,  Sweet  Jeuny  of  the  moor. 

■  Since  yon  hsrn  provel  so  kind  and  true 

„         ^  !o'  k  I'p  my  girl  I  cried  ! 

Behf  d  :   it  i«  yonr  Df-nnis  now  standing  by  your  side  ! 

I.i«t  us  b'l  n  Ccd   nnd  live  hapr  y  on  ib'S  shore  : 

The  1  e  !.s  t  ;.t  I  1  ing  merrily.  Til  go  to  sea  no  mere.  " 


The  Belle  of  Westbonrnia. 

Bung  by  Miss  Milly  Gibbs. 


he. 


I'm  a  girl  of  the  period,  dashing  and  gay, 
I'm  fond  of  excitement  knd  having  my  way  : 
Oft  I  walk  in  the  "  Zoo.  "  where  I'm  known  very  well 
Quizzing  dandies  and  apes   a  Westbonrnia  Bell*. 
To  I  alls  and  assemblies  I  ramble  and  roam,      .    ' 
In  gardens  and  music-halls  I  am  at  home, 
Tastlne  of  pleasure,  and  quizztn/'  earh  swell. 
Pressed  in  tbe  fashion,  ^^estbuu^^las  Belle. 

I  go  down  to  Margate,  tbe  Kore,  and  Oravesend. 
At  watering  places  tbe  aeason  I  spend. 
On  tb"  sands  I  am  flirting  with  e:ich  boating  swell. 
Aud  the  Tisltora  call  me  the  dashing  young  belle. 

To  balls  aud  assemblies, 

To  see  high-life  weddings,  where  sold  are  tbe  fair, 
1  vi8it  Bt  George's,  in  Hanover  Hquare  - 
I  take  stock  of  briOesniaids,  the  pride  of  Pall  Mall. 
Aud  eclipse  tbem  iu  beauty  does  this  Louden  belle. 

To  balia  and  assemblies,  Ac. 
I'm  nlher  stroD?  minded,  and  wish  to  know  why 
We  girls  can't  attire  as  pleases  the  eye  T 
There's  one  thing  I  know— anything  would  look  well 
On  the  pretty  girls  here,  and  this  dashing  young  belle. 

To  balls  aud  assemblies,  Ac. 
Kow.  allho'  I  am  single  T  mean  to  get  wed. 
And  not  live  a  k'rtiuibling  old  uiuid  till  I'm  dead  ; 
And  I  fancy  a  wealthy  IJelgravian  swell 
Would  Just  be  tbe  man  for  Weatlioiirnla's  Belle. 

To  balls  and  assemblies,  &c. 


Mother  Would  Wallop  Me. 

Parody  on  :  Mother  would  comfort  me. 


Wonnded  and  sorrowfnl.  In  Jerney  I  roam. 
Two  miles  and  a  half  from  Weebawken,  my  home  ; 
Even  tbe  dogs  that  used  sweetly  to  howl. 
Have  gone  10  tbe  sausage-machine  with  a  growl : 
Nothing  but  Petroleum  can  cheer  me  to-day  : 
For  a  Keroslne  sonr  I  would  fervoiitly  pray  : 
When  none  to  console  lue,  or  kind  friends  are  near- 
Mother  would  wallop  me.  If  she  were  here. 
Chorus  :    Gently  my  foot  o'er  my  forehead  she'd  press. 
Trying  to  sober  me   when  tight  In  distress  : 
Gently  «he'd  say  :  as  I've  got  you  so  near  : 
Mother  will  wallop  you,  Mother  is  here. 

If  she  were  with  toe.  I  ne'er  would  forget 

Tbe  pain  fram  a  poker,  no  more  would  I  fret : 

One  klas  fioui  ber  eyes,  one  look  from  her  lip 

Would  make  me  go  crazy  on  a  bonuty-fnll  trip  : 

Gently  my  foot  o'er  my  forehead  nhe'd  press. 

Trying  to  sober  me  when  tight  In  distress  : 

Gently  she'd  say  :  as  I've  got  yon  so  neer — 

Mother  will  wallop  yon.  Mother  is  here.  Chorus. 

Cheerfalthly  faltheheerly.  Mother  wnnid  stay 

Always  away  from  me.  night  and  by  day  ; 

If  I  would  grumble  or  wish  to  complain, 

A  slight  touch  of  the  broom-Btick  would  calm  me  again. 

Sweetly  a  Mother's  love  shines  from  afar. 

Darkest  in  brightness,  like  a  policeman's  star  : 

In  moonshine  or  snnsblue,  iu  snow  or  In  rain, 

Mother's  gymnastics  are  ever  the  same.  Choras. 


SJiule  Agra. 


Arrah  !  Jo^nay's  gone  across  the  say 

To  fight  the  nagurs  in  Bombay, 
And  my  heart  13  Sdd  and  weary  to-day, 

Ocb  '  why  (lid  he  go  for  a  soldier  ?  .. 

Choral  :    Sbnie  shnle  shnle  agra. 

Time  will  never  fade  or  ehsBge, 
BsttersbiB  Nabockllsh  Aoolahan  marole. 
Ah  !  Jobuny's  t;ons  for  a  soger. 

An'  If  my  gorsoon  In  the  wars  gets  slain. 

And  never  cumea  back  to  me  again, 
I'll  become  a  loonatic  and  die  wid  the  pain, 

Arrah:   why  did  be  go  for  a  soger  T  Ohomi. 

Och  !  I  wish  I  was  on  Butthermllk  hill. 

Faix  an'  1  was  there  I  wonld  cry  iny  fill, 
An'  its  every  tear  would  turn  a  mill, 

Musha  Slatbereeu  uia  colleen  bouchal  deelieh. 

i  Choms. 


Shule  Agra— No.  2. 

Or  tbe  Betnm  of  Johnny— By  S.  F.  D. 


Oh  !  Johnny's  come  from  across  the  say  : 

He's  bate  the  n.ignrs  from  Bombay. 
And  me  heart  is  joyous  an' light  to-day — 

Och  !  Isn't  be  the  boy  for  a  soger  T 
Chorus  :    Shule.  shnle  shale  agra. 

Here  be  Is,  come  from  afar— 
Bithershln  Nnbockllsh  Aoolahan  munle, 
Johnny's  the  boy  for  u  soger. 

Sure,  me  own  gorsoon's  escaped  being  slain, 
And  new  he's  come  back  till  me  again  : 

He's  got  I'Sga  of  coold  which  he  did  gain — 
Arraii '  Joimny's  the  boy  It  a  soger.  Chorns, 

O  h  '  now  I'm  here  on  Batthermllk  hill. 

Faix  an'  a«  I'm  here  I'll  dhrlnk  my  fill. 
An'  Its  ivery  dhrop  can  turn  a  mill. 

Since  Johnny  I  returned  a  soger.  Chorus. 


The  Irish  Brigade. 


1 


When  brtre  hearts  shall  be  •  reproach  to  a  nation, 

And  love  of  onr  birth-place  a  stain  on  onr  name. 
And  the  aoldier'a  brli.*ht  sword  a  sbaoje  to  creation. 

These  heroes  will  then  lose  their  honor  and  fame  : 
When  waters  shall  turn  their  course  up  a  mountain, 

Aifd  the  beauties  of  nature  forever  shall  fade — 
When  old  ags  to  childhood  is  changed  at  youth's  fonntain, 

Ob  !  then,  we'll  forget  the  brave  Irieb  Brigade. 

When  Ihe  waves  of  tbe  deep  shall  ttlll  their  wild  motion, 

And  earth  cease  to  move  on  her  axes  below. 
When  heaven  shall  reject  a  pure  heart's  devotloa, 

And  England  shall  cease  to  be  Ireland's  foe— 
When  her  clulm  on  our  own  verdant  Isle  she'll  resign. 

Without  a  death  struggle— though  uations  upbraid — 
When  she'll  give  It  up  in  due  Justice  divine, 

OU  '  then,  we'll  forget  tbe  brave  Irish  Brigade. 

We'll  forget  them,  when  Erin  her  "  MooBi  "  shall  deny, 

When  his  name  to  ber  sons  shall  cease  to  l>e  dear  : 
When  the  flowers  of  his  songs  shall  wither  and  die. 

And  music  has  lost  all  Its  charms  to  the  ear  : 
We'll  forget  tbem,  when  freedom  at  slsvery's  ahrlne 

Shall  kneel  down  to  tyrants,  ber  Jnat  canse  to  plead. 
When  a  free  heart  In  bondage  shall  cease  to  repine, 

Ob  .'  then,  we'll  forget  tbe  brave  Irish  Brigade. 

We'll  forget  these  brare  soldiers,  when  time  shall  destroy 

Each  glorlons  action  on  the  record  o(  fame— 
We'll  forget  tbem  when  France  shall  forget  Fontenoy, 

And  England  that  day's  dishonor  and  shame  : 
When  ber  prond  monarch  was  heard  to  bemoan. 

And  curse  the  vile  laws  and  the  fully  that  made 
Foes  to  her  peace   his  honor  and  throne — 

Of  Sarifleld,  Mount  Cashel,  aud  the  Irish  Brigade, 


What  Will  Mrs.  Grundy  Sayt 

Oh  '  fashion  now  is  all  the  rage  In  taonses,  hoops  and  dresa: 
And  each  mast  do  what  others  do— tbey  dare 

not  think  of  Jesa. 
Mrs.  Gmndy  Is  tbe  qneen  of  all  mankind  to-day  ; 
And  each  one  thinks,  before  she  acts,  of— 

What  will  Orundy  eay  ? 

Mr.  Tompkins  failed  last  fall,  and  Is  not  worth  a  red. 
Bat  atill  be  lives  npon  tbe  "  Fifth,  " 

and  still  holds  np  his  head. 
Tbey  keep  the  carriage  ell  tbe  eeme, 

thongh  not  a  dime  they  pay  : 
They  can't  retrench  a  cent  for  sbam«  of— 

What  would  Orandy  aay  r 

There's  Mary  Jane,  she's  tall  and  slim  : 

a  sack  of  bones  ebe's  grown. 
And  brown  as  any  Olpsey  girl   aud  awkward  as  a  clown  : 
Yet  she  most  wear  ber  dresses  low,  and 

ber  thin  nsck  display  : 
For,  'tis  the  faahion  :  and  yoa  know 

What  wonld  Dame  Ornndy  say  ? 

There's  Mrs.  Jones,  she's  flfty-lbnr,  and  still 

she  carls  ber  hair, 
Altbongh  all  know  It  Is  a  wig  Ibevaln  olddamedotb  wear. 
She  gives  of  balls,  each  eeaion,  two. 

and  wastes  her  wealth  away  : 
For,  sbe  must  do  as  others  do— else. 

What  wonld  Grundy  s  ly  ?• 

There's  fat  and  stampy  Martha  Ann.  that 

weighs  two  hundred  pounds  : 
She's  a  bait  to  catch  a  man.  but  not  a  bite  has  found  : 
And  though  sbe  is  so  short  and  slont. 

sbe  promensdes  Broadway— 
Her  skirts  are  thirty  feet  about : 

Oh  I  what  win  Ornndy  say  ? 

(here's  shanghai  coate  and  bad  cigars,  and 

Musard's  new  cravats  : 
There's  paper  collar*  and  wristbands,  and 

'.  bell-orowned,  aniall-brimmad  bats  : 
For,  comfort,  ease  and  commou  sense 

mnst  yield  to  fashion's  sway— 
For,  now  the  sole  prevailing  thought  is— 

What  will  Grundy  say  ? 


A  Sweet  Song>Bird  Waa  Singing. 


By  W.  F.  Taylor. 


A  Bweet  song-bird  was  singing,  '/ 

binging  in  the  old  elm  tree. 
'And  seemed  to  say  in  notes  so  ringinj^  $ ' 

"  fly  away,  Ob  !  flv  willi  me. 
Come  mto  tlie  clear  blue  sky, 

And  leave  behind  the  mouldy  earth  t 
Come  unto  the  heavenly  fountain. 

Where  the  muses  haa  their  birth. 
Fly  away,  fly  away  !  "  t    - 

It  flew  away  still  singing  :  I 

"Fly  away.  Oh  !  fly  with  me.  " 
Until  it  vanished  in  the  tether,  ,   . 

As  I  gazed  beneath  the  tree.  { 

Still  its  song  does  linger  long. 

And  makes  me  long  to  leave  the  earth  : 
And  take  my  thoughts  unto  the  fountain, 

Where  the  miues  had  their  birth. 
Hy  away,  fly  away  ! 


TH£     St]!IO£R'S    «H>1Jl|]!liUL. 


#J^ 


After  Election  is  Over. 

A  OREELET  CAMPAIGN  BONO. 
Air :  An«r  the  Openu 


After  election  i«  over, 

Old  Horace  will  take  the  big  chair  : 
Ulysses  and  his  carpet-bajfgers 

To  clear  out  will  quickly  prepare. 
The  people  are  speaking  their  verdict, 

Ulysses  has  tAken  alarm  : 
The  racers,  gift-trotters,  and  bull-pupa 

Are  shipped  to  the  St.  Louis  farm. 

CHORUS. 

After  election  is  over, 

And  counting  the  ballot  is  done. 
The  followers  of  Honest  old  Horace 

Will  cheer  for  the  vicfry  they've  won. 

After  election  is  over. 

Grant's  porter  his  luggage  must  pack  : 
Cattell  must  go  home  to  Camden, 

And  Robeson  take  the  back  track  :  ^ 
Farewell  then  to  all  the  bribe-takers — * 

No  plunder,  the  people  insist. 
Grant's  host  of  relations  they'll  banish. 

From  old  Jesse  down  through  the  list. 

After  election  ia  over,  dco. 

After  election  is  over, 

Fair  Cuba,  we  swear,  shall  be  free. 
Let  Grant  go  to  Santa  Domingo, 

His  mahoganv  crony  to  see  : 
Prince  Fred  ana  the  hiir  Princess  Nellie 

No  longer  shall  apM  royal  airs  : 
No  flunkeys  shall  tarnish  our  banner, 

When  Horace  shall  manage  affairs. 

After  election  is  over,  &o. 


Down  in  Washin^^n.      ,/. 

A  OBAITT  OAHPAIGK  BONO.      X  ■ 
Air :  Down  in  a  Coal  Mine. 


i»i  mi 


The  Hardy  S»ilor. 

The  hardy  sailor  braves  the  oeeftn. 
Fearless  of  the  roaring  wind  : 

Tet  his  heart  with  soft  emotion 
Throbs  to  leave  his  love  behind. 

To  dread  of  foreign  foes  a  stranger. 

Though  the  youth  may  dauntless  roam, 

Alarming  fears  paint  ev'ry  danger 
in  a  rival  left  at  home. 


The  False  One. 

By  Beeeber  Bomtn— Air :  Ben  Bolt. 

Don't  you  remember  fweet  Annie,  Jim  Weeka, 

Sweet  Annie  so  pretty  and  £air  ? 
Her  ftrm  unequalM  by  Venus  of  old. 

Her  voice  BO  touching  and  rare  ? 
Oh  !  pure  was  her  love  for  yon,  Jim  Weeka, 

In  tne  good  old  days  that's  past : 
But  your  cruel  deeds  and  bitter  word* 

Cut  like  a  winter's  blast. 

I  remember  well  the  night,  Jim  Weekly 

As  'neath  the  willow  tree, 
Tou  told  the  love  you  bore  for  hei; 

How  fftithful  you  would  be — 
I  see  her  now  in  your  arms,  Jim  Weekly 

So  plain,  by  the  moon's  clear  ray,  _    ' 

And  1  hear  her  ask  you  with  a  kiss 

To  name  the  joyful  day.  ,     ■. 

Oh  !  little  did  she  think,  Jim  Weeki^     ■ 

How  false  to  her  you'd  be— 
That  she  would  wait,  and  pine,  for  yean* 

For  her  false  one  o'er  the  sea  : 
'Twas  thirteen  years  she  pined,  Jim  Weeka, 

Your  cruel  face  to  see, 
And  these  the  words  her  prayer  was  :   .  , 

"  Oh  !  guide  him  back  to  me  1  " 

In  the  old  church-yard,  in  the  valley,  Jim  Weeks, 

In  a  corner  where  tall  willows  wave, 
There  grows  sweet  flowers  on  a  turfy  mound  : 

'Tie  your  ewcct  Annie's  g^ve — 
The  flowers  are  faded  now,  Jim  Weeks, 

The  grass  has  ceased  to  g;row. 
No  more  yon  seft  the  tur^  mound, 

'lis  buried  'neath  the  snow.        v  •;'  • 


An  honest  man  we've  got  agaia    ;''     >   "': 

To  make  corruption  fly. 
And  bribery  will  end  its  reign, 

When  General  Grant  is  by  I  '  Z:^ 

The  former  General  of  our  army  v.    • 

Is  worthy,  brave  and  true  : 
The  Candiaate  that  we  adore,  -      j 

We're  bound  to  send  him  thro* !         -.: 

CHOKUS. 

Down  in  Washington,  there  will  be  his  home. 

Till  '76  we  will  not  let  him  roam  ! 
With  his  wise  administration  under  freedom's  dome, 

Down  in  Washington,  there  will  be  hia  home. 

He'U  settle  every  foreign  claim,  ;. 

And  bring  the  nation  joy  :  ■    ' -u.    ^, . 

The  magic  of  his  noble  name  ;  •; 

Shall  quell  each  home  annoy.     '    ;.    ,- 
The  argument  against  him  is  :  .  '_.  . 

He  smokes  such  strong  cigars — 
Bat  no  one  doubts,  in  spite  of  this. 

He  loves  the  stripes  and  stars  ! 

Down  in  Washington,  &t. 

Let  those  who  laugh  at  him  be  sure 

Our  Candidate  won't  fall  : 
His  record,  ever  grand  and  pure. 

The  people  fondly  hail  ! 
Just  wait  until  election  day  : 

And  those  who  scorn  our  man,  * 

Will  have  to  laugh  the  other  way. 

When  Grant  and  Wilson  lead  the  van  ! 

Down  in  Washington,  &c. 


Speak  Gentiy. 

By  William  Vratie. 

Speak  gently— it  ia  better  far 

To  rule  by  love  than  fear  : 
Speak  gently — let  no  harsh  word  mar 

The  good  we  might  do  here. 
Teach  it,  in  accents  soft  and  mild. 

From  evil  to  refrain  : 
Speak  gently  to  the  little  child  :  ' 

Its  love  be  sure  to  gain.      ;-  ■  ,W  *; 

Bpeak  gently  to  the  young  :  for,  they 

Will  have  enough  to  bear  ; 
Pass  through  this  life  as  best  they  may, 

'lis  full  of  anxious  care  : 
Speak  gently  to  the  aged  one. 

Grieve  not  the  care-worn  heart :         ' .  ■ 
The  sands  of  life  are  nearly  run,    ,  ;     ;, 

Let  aaoh  in  peace  depart  '     j-'" 

Speak     gently,  kindly  to  the  poor. 

Let  no  harsh  tone  be  heard  : 
They  have  enough  they  must  endurs  '     . 

Without  an  unkind  word.  .^  .         -,\ 

Speak  gently — 'tis  a  little  thing  ' 

Dropped  m  the  heart's  deep  well  : 
The  good  the  joy  which  it  may  bring, 

Eternity  shall  tell. 

Maiden,  I  will  Ne'er  Deceive  Thee. 


Maiden,  I  will  ne'er  deceive  thee. 
Never  wrong  thee,  never  grieve  thee  : 
Take  this  hand,  and  we  will  go.    ^= 
Where  the  early  violets  blow  :  '••;..■■■ 

In  the  deep  and  shady  grove, 
'i  heh  we'll  dare  to  tell  of  love. 
Maiden,  smile  or — ere  we  part — 
ChainlesB  give  me  back  my  heart. 

Maiden,  &e. 

Happy  was  I,  ere  I  knew  thee  : 
Wlierefore  should  thy  charms  pursue  me  ? 
Like  the  rainbow's  fitful  beam,     .v ;     >■.:•■" 
Like  the  image  in  the  stream — 
When  I  think  thy  bosom's  won,  .  /  ;  -  ' 

Cloud  thy  brow,  and  hope  is  gone  !    ^.  v.. 
Maiden,  smile  or — ere  we  part — 
Chainless  give  me  back  my  heart. 

Maiden,  ^c. 


Going  fo  be  lUnied  To-morrow. 

Written  by  Jem  Trowbridge— Air :  All  the  way  from  Parla. 

To  see  yon  all  so  jolly  here,  .  ■• 

Just  suits  me  to  a  T  : 
For,  a  easy-going-happy  chap 

In  me  you  all  can  see,  5.         A 

But  to-aight  J 'm  extra  jolly  :  I  .   ;      '  .fl 

The  reason  is,  my  boys.  ■.  ifl 

I'm  very  aoon  about  to  taste  .  ■  -l 

Life's  matrimonial  joys. 

8poKKR  :  Tea,  to-morrow  I  shall  commence  to 
g;ive  half  my  U>od  away  to  get  the  other  half  cooked. 
Oh  !  1  feel  so  very  happy, 

I  feel  so  gay,  my  boys—  .'...,  ,^ 

So  fill  your  glasses,  shout  borrsh  I    ,.-■;'?' 

And  let  us  make  a  noise  :  |.  .'.' . 

I  care  •  fig  for  no  one,  _      , 

I'm  as  happy  as  a  Lark  :        "  "         ,. . 
To-morrow  I'm  going  to  many 

Miss  busannah  Smart.  ■. -v: .. 

■  • '      My  Susey  is  a  nice  young  girl, ' 
And  wDerever  she  may  go. 
She's  as  smart  by  nature  as  by  name, 

I'd  have  you  all  to  know  : 
I  never  aliafl  forget  the  day, 

That  Cupid  pierced  my  heart, 
And  mode  me  feel  as  if  as  how 
I  loved  Susannah  Smart. 
Spokin  :     I  do  love  her  and,  no    mistake  ! — I 
wouldn't  paii  with  her  for  a  diamond  as  big  as  a 
brick. 

j  I  Oh  1  I  feel  •>  very  happy,  4c. 

Her  Dm  is  such  a  proud  old  man. 

And  well  to  do  in  life  : 
A  year  ago  he'd  not  consent  '  ^  .■    »     . 

For  her  to  be  my  wife  :  -      j  > 

We  really  loved  each  other  so —  •■-.  .r.  ■■,.', 

For  12  months  we  have  tarried,  ,     ' 

And  now  that  Soeey  is  of  age, 
'  We  re  going  to  bs  married. 

Spokkk  :  My  Annt  Angelina  (  an  old  maid  53 
laat  birthday,  )  is  going  to  be  Inidesmaid  :  and, 
if  you  like,  I'll  give  you  all  «n  invitation  to  come 
to  the  "  Bed  Church  "  in  Bethnal  ttiteen,  and  see 

ns  mairied,  bat 

Oh  !  I  feel  so  veiy  happy,  At. 

"'■''      But  really  I  must  toddle  : 

For,  tis  getting  rather  late  :  ,  .  ...r  :. 

So  with  kind  respects  to  every  one,     '  ?."■ 

My  leave  I  now  will  take.  ' '/:   '  " 

Next  time  I  call  to  see  you,  '  '  ' 

My  Susey  you  shall  see  : 
But,  instead  of  Miss  Susannah  Smart, 

•■  Mrs. she  will  be.  '  !"  ■    •' 

Oh  !  1  fbel  so  Tcry  bAppy,  *c. 


<•■  ^ 


Bognith  Little  Beauty,  Emaline. 

Postrr  by  W.  E.  Delehauty. 
Written  etpressly  for  If  Iss  Emms  Taylor.  '  i\ 

I'm  as  haippy  as  a  bird  in  spring-time 

That  wiarbles  in  the  air  :  .       \ 

As  they  hop  about  from  limb  to  limb. 

For  the  troubles  of  this  world  they  little  care  : 
That's  just  the  very  way  I'm  feeling,     -  v. 

The  reason  I  will  tell  :  ■^- 

I'm  in  love,  as  you  can  plainly  see,  ,        '■:■ 

With  a  fiMcinating  ruguiah  little  belle.  '' 

CIIORIR.  ■•  :\  ri.  '   _, 

V  We  first  met  in  the  summer,  ' 

Down  by  a  running  stream  :     .   ■'•;     -  •  ' 
And,  upon  my  sacred  honor,  "•  '- 

It  seems  to  me  a  dream — 
But  I  love  her,  as  you  may  suppose  :  '' 

She's  one  of  sweet  sixteen  :  .',.•' 

•     And  as  pretty  as  the  rfd  rose. 

Is  the  roguish  little  beauty,  Emaline  ! 

I  received  a  billet-doux  this  morning    ..^,   . 

Fron^  one  in  love,  1  ween, 
Which  has  made  me  happy  all  day  long  : 

'Twas  from  the  litUe  beauty,  Emaline  : 
And  she  sweetly  said  she  wished  to  see  me, 

bhe  named  tiie  place  and  time  : 
£o,  of  course,  you  know,  1  will  be  there. 

As  I  l^now  i'm^^oing  to  make  this  beauty'mine. 
i  We  first  lutb,  lic. 
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OLD  BA£LOWS  ONLY  CHILD. 
A  KEir  BTORT,  i.^  riTE  cnAmui, 
:       Bt  Tom  Slkhdek.  > 


CHAPTER  III. 
(  Continued.  ) 


Letter*  hnd  been  ocwasioDallj  received  from 
ri  arlie  lilair.  He  explained  hit)  long  silence  by 
relating  the  trials  of  hia  life,  which  had  at  one 
time  obecured  his  prospects  :  but  having  been 
alile  to  Wfalher  the  crilioal  period,  he  had  begun 
to  reap  an  abundant  reward  for  all  bis  labor  and 
cxeniutis.  Me  sent  over  by  a  trusty  hand  some 
more  of  his  earnings,  entrusting  them  to  his  friend, 
Alun  Graham,  to  invest  them  profitably  and  se- 
curely. 

"  I  shall  not  return  till  I  have  realized  the  sum 
I  wi«h  lo  make  :  what  that  is.  you  will  not  know 
'ill  I  come  back  with  my  pockets  full,  "  was  the 
closing  passage  in  one  of  Charlie  Blair's  letters. 

"  I  have  just  seen  Arthur  Sullivan,  who, has  re- 
turned from  Australia,  said  Alan  Graham  to  his 
wife,  as  he  threw  himself  into  bis  arm-chair  :  he 
gives  a  flourishing  account  of  Charlie,  and  says  not 
only  that  he  and  Mark  Halliday  are  realizing  more 
money  tlian  any  one  else,  but  that  he  does  not  be- 
lieve tiiat  he  will  ever  come  baek,  he  seems  so  in- 
fatuated with  the  life  out  there.  " 

Mary  hardly  knew  what  to  say  :  for,  her  husband 
always  resenteiL  any  regard  she  might  sliow  for 
Charliy  LSlair.  Vet  she  longed  to  know  more — she 
longed  for  bis  return.  He  was  like  an  elder  brother 
to  her,  and  she  felt  that  she  could  trust  him  in 
everything. 

"  :Sliall  yon  not  write  to  bim.  Alan,  and  persuade 
him  to  come  back  ?  What  is  tlie  use  of  all  his 
riclies  out  there  ?  He  had  much  belter  come  home 
and  settle  somewhere  near  as.  " 

"  Certainly  not.  Every  man  knows  his  own  af- 
fairs best.  Why  should  1  persuade  him  to  return, 
if  he  prefers  to  live  in  Australia  ?  Besides,  what 
good  would  he  do  here,  living  an  idle  life,  after  the 
bustling,  active  one  he  has  been  living  ?  " 

Mary  could  not  understand  her  husband's  ap- 
parent indifference  on  the  subject,  but  she  laid  it 
all  to  that  hateful  love  of  gain,  and  wished,  in  her 
heart,  that  there  was  no  such  thing  as  money. 

ihe  tide  had  turned  in  Alan  Graham's  favor, 
and  he  waa  again'spoken  of  In  Glasgow  as  a  pros- 
perous, thriving  man  :  but  his  prosperity  dia  not 
make  him  happier.  Ihe  recollection  of  his  losses, 
and  of  the  hara  struggle  he  Iiad  had  to  fight,  mar- 
red his  enjoyment  of  what  he  possessed,  and  he 
slowly  but  surely  developed  into  a  miser.  It  was 
pain  and  grief  to  him  to  part  with  bis  money :  and 
even  the  necessary  expenses  of  his  bonsehold  even- 
tually became  a  worry  and  an  annoyance  to  him. 
Mary  Graham  watched  the  inroads  of  this  passion 
till  the  necessity  of  applying  to  him  for  money  to 
meet  the  current  expenditure  became  a  sort  of 
night  mare  to  her.  >he  grew  nervous  and  timid, 
and  prayed  more  earnestly  than  she  ever  did  in  her 
life  before  for  tlie  return  of  Charlie  blair. 

'•  Wlio  else,  thought  she,  can  rouse  him  to  grap- 
ple with  this  passion  ?  "  But  though  she  prayed, 
llie  relief  did  not  come. 

Her  eldest  daugliter  had  been  married  about  a 
twelvemonth,  and  Mary  had  gone  to  the  Highlands 
on  a  visit  to  her,  taking  with  her  the  second  girl,  who 
liad  never  been  separated  from  her  sister  till  tlie 
day  of  her  marriage  with  Archibald  Campbell. 
1  he  other  children,  with  the  household  generally, 
were  left  in  charge  of  Jane  Macpherson,  the  old 
nurse,  who  had  lived  with  them  for  many  years, 
throui^li  nil  their  troubles,  in  weal  and  in  woe.  and 
wlio  was  bi>tli  the  friend  and  the  servant  of  her 
iiiistreS8.  Alun  Graham  would  often  listen  to  Mac- 
pherson when  he  turned  a  deaf  ear  to  his  wife. 

Juno  Macpherson  had  great  compassion  for  her 
master,  who,  she  said,  had  never  oeen  the  same 
nitm  fii  cc  his  troubles  :  and  were  it  not  that  she 
looked  upon  him  as  an  afBicted  man,  she  wuuld 
have  often-times  resented  his  behavior  to  her  mis- 
tress whom  she  designated  as  "  a  fallen  angel.  " 

Diirin;^  Mrs.  Graham's  alienee,  lar  husband  fre- 
qiietiUy  returned  home  earlier  than  his  wont,  ilut 
it  did  not  appear  that  it  was  for  any  special 
object.     Jane  Macpherson  related  afterwards  that 


she  used  to  hear  him  pace  fip  and  down  the  study, 
sometimes  speaking  to  himself  aloud  :  that  he 
would  go  out,  though  the  nights  were  cold  and 
dark,  ond  walk  up  and  down  the  gravel  walk  in 
front  of  the  windows.  Sometimes  Macpherson 
would  go  out  to  him  and  ask  him  to  come  in  and 
have  some  tea,  or  some  warm  whisky  and  water, 
but  it  was  to  no  purpose. 

"  What  ails  tl»e  man  t  she  would  say  to  herself, 
lie  cannot  rest.  He'll  surely  go  daft  it'  he  goes  on 
like  this.  1  rouble  has  been  too  ui'n^lxty  fur  him, 
poor  man  !  It  is  a  pity  Mr.  l>lair  is  not  here  to 
keep  him  company.  " 

"  A  gentleman  lias  been  inqiiiiing  after  you,  sir, '' 
said  one  of  the  clerks  to  him,  one  morning,  as  he 
entered  his  office. 

"  l>o  you  know  who  he  was  V  "      .  ^ 

"  No.  sir.  " 

"  I)id  he  state  his  business  ?  " 
"  No,  sir.     Ha  walked  owny  os  soon  as   I  told 
him  you  were  not  at  home.  " 

"  L>id  he  say  he  would  call  again  ?  " 
"  No,  sir.  He  made  no  reply.  " 
Alan  Graham  made  no  further  inquiries.  There 
was  nothing  unusual  in  the  fact  of  any  one's  call- 
ing to  see  him.  Men  came  to  him  on  business  con- 
tinually :  so,  feeling  convinced  that  his  visitor 
would  call  again  if  he  required  anything  of  him,  he 
dismissed  the  subject  alt^^ether  from  his  mind. 


CHAPTER  IV. 

Coming  events  are  said  to  cast  their  sha<lows  be- 
fore. But  there  are  exceptions  to  every  rule. 

Alan  Graham's  visitor  was  no  less  a  person  than 
Charlie  Blair,  who  had  returned  to  England  laden 
with  the  fVuits  of  his  industry,  ond  uncertain  whe- 
ther -to  settle  in  th«  land  of-bis  adoption,  or  sell  his 
property  in  Australia  end  lead  a  domestic  life  in 
his  native  country. '  He  was  surprised  and  disap- 
pointed to  find  that  his  friends  lived  no  longer  in 
Glasgow.  He  had  never  heard  of  their  having 
taken  a  house  in  the  country,  ond  was  therefore 
wholly  unprepared  for  the  change.  Ue  was  anxious 
to  know  whether  the  world  had  prospered  with 
them  ;  for,  when  he  left  them,  they  were  still  suffer- 
ing from  the  effects  of  their  reverses,  and  the  un- 
satisfactory tone  of  their  letters  'ed  him  to  fear  that 
their  circumstances  were  not  improved. 

Towards  the  end  of  the  day,  a  few  moments  oe- 
fore  the  oflice  was  closed,  Alan  Graham  was  stort- 
led  by  the  sudden  entrance  of  his  friend.  He  was 
80  overcome  by  the  unexpectedness  of  the  meeting 
tliat  some  time  elapsed  before  he  could  recover 
from  his  astonishmeiit  and  welcome  him  as  he 
would  have  desired.  His  hesitation  and  the  extreme 
pallor  of  his  countenance  surprised  Cimrlie  Blair. 

■'  You  look,  Alan,  as  if  you  had  seen  a  ghost. 
Had  you  given  me  up  for  deo^l  ?  "  he  said,  endea- 
voring to  make  a  joke  of  his  friend'b  apparent  dis- 
may. 

"  I  did  not  expect  yon.  It  is  not  fair  to  take 
one  by  surprise  like  this,  he  replied,  nettled  at 
lilairs  remark  :  f  began  to  think  it  might  l>e  a 
case  of  second  sight.  But  now  that  I  hear  you 
«|>euk,  and  see  tliut  you  are  flesh  and  blood,  1  must 
bi<l  you  welcome.  "  And  he  grasped  him  by  the 
hand. 

l)een  down  in  Alan  Graham's  heart  Juy  the  wish 
that  his  friend  hod  remained  in  Australia  among  his 
flocks  and  his  herds  :  but  he  did  not  betray  it. 

"  Vou  will  come  home  witli  me  ?  1  am  going 
there  now.  It  is  not  more  than  half  an  hour  by 
llie  train,  and  it  is  a  pleasant  walk  from  the  station 
to  my  house.  " 

"  Not  to-day,  Alan,  thank  you.  1  have  some 
business  to  arrange,  ond  I  8uj)pose  I  must  moke 
myself  look  more  like  other  men,  before  i  iiiako  my 
n|i[i<'arance  in  civilized  society.  But  I  will  walk 
with  j-ou  to  the  station,  if  you  are  going  now.  " 

As  they  walked  together,  Charlie  Blair  inquire<l 
after  Mary  Graham  and  the  children,  and  a^ked 
more  questions  than  Alan  had  time  to  answer.  But 
before  they  parted,  he  hod  oscertained  Ihot  his 
fi'iends  were  no  longer  poor,  and,  in  fact,  that  Gra- 
ham was  a  thriving  man.  But  he  also  saw  that 
lilt!  struggle  had  been  too  hard  a  one,  and  that  his 
f,  ieiid's  lieart  was  deadened  by  the  pursuit  of  wealth. 
He  marvelled  at  this  :  for,  he  had  likewise  devoted 
himself  to  the  same  objedt :  but  the  result  had  been 
widely  different  :  for,  his  sympathies  were  as  fresh 


and  quick  as  ever,  whereas  Alan  seetocd  incapable 
of  ony  strong  emotion. 

I  am  come  to  take  up  some  of  your  time  to- 
day, said  Charlie  Blair  to  his  friend,  as  he  walked 
into  his  office  :  1  suppose  you  are  not  too  bus^-  to 
sjiare  me  an  hour  or  two  '?  " 

"  As  many  as  you  please,  "  replied  Alan  Graham. 
"  I   have  brought  home  a  considerable  turn  of 
money,  which  1  have  just  lodged  in  the  b.ank,  and 
1  want  you  to  advise  me  how  to  inve.-t  it.  " 

He  then  recounted  to  him  the  hi>torv  of  his  suc- 
cess, which  had  been  almost  iiniiarullcled  :  and 
Alan  listened  oltentively,  amazed  at  his  friend's 
prospt'rily,  esjiecially  when  hu  heard  the  amount 
and  value  of  his  jiossessions  in  Australia. 

"  I  have  not  made  up  my  mind  whether  to  re- 
turn for  good,  or  sell  up  and  settle  here.  You  ond 
Mory  must  odvise  me.  " 

"  Women  ore  not  good  advisers  upon  such  mat- 
ters. Ihey  know  nothing  of  business,  "  was  Alan 
Graham's  curt  reply. 

"  Never  mind.  I  here  is  plenty  of  time  to  think 
it  over.  Mark  Halliday  remains  out  two  years 
longer,  and  he  will  manage  matters  for  me  during 
my  absence.  " 

Alan  Graham  was  on  thorns  during  the  whole  of 
Blair's  narrative.  Every  moment  he  expected  to  l>e 
called  npon  to  give  some  account  of  the  disposal 
of  the  funds  with  which  he  hod  been  entrusted. 
He  was  able  to  breathe  again  under  the  respite. 

Entrusted  with  the  care  and  m  inngement  of  his 
friend's  money,  he  had  betrayed  the  trust,  and  Lai 
employed  it  for  his  own  purposes.  With  it  he  had 
bought  his  house  and  land  :  with  it  he  had  specu- 
lated :  and  there  was  but  a  very  small  portion  of 
it  which  he  could  pay  over  to  Charlie  Blair. 
_  '1  he  want  of  money,  combined  with  the  eager  de- 
sire for  change,  first  prompted  him  to  employ  n 
portion  of  it  in  the  nurohase  of  Grove  House  :  and 
Marys  pleasure  ana  increasing  delight  in  her  nov 
home  silenced  whatever  scruples  he  had.  After  tlio 
first  deviation,  he  went  on  ploughing  in  the  crook- 
ed furrows,  and  ns  opportunities  for  speculation  iv- 
commended  themselves,  he  had  recourse  to  the  f  ir- 
biddon  fund.  He  buoyed  himself  up  with  the  con- 
viction that  Charlie  1. lair  would  never  r  ■turn -a 
conviction  that  was  strengthened  by  Arthur  .•^ulii- 
van's  repoVt— and  he  grew  bolder  in  the  course  he 
had  pursued  till  he  become,  at  the  time  of  l.ii 
friend's  arrival,  unable  to  render  such  an  acoo,n;t 
as  would  establish  his  fidelity.  He  might  have  r.  - 
ploce<l  a  portion  of  the  misused  fund«  by  the  sur- 
render of  oil  ho  himself  possessed  :  but  his  miserly 
love  of  money  interfered  to  prevent  an  act  winch 
motive  of  self-preservation  alone  might  have  sug- 
gested. 

The  presence  of  Charlie  liloir  lieeome  a  torment 
to  him.  and  he  was  in  the  mood  to  listen  to  almoet 
any  suggestion  by  which  he  might  rid  himself  of  it. 
liut,  ignorant  of  all  that  was  passing  in  his  friend's 
mind,  and  giving  him  credit  for  some  fechngs  of 
satisfaction  at  )iis  return,  Charlie  endeavored  to 
take  on  interest  in  Alan's  affairs,  in  his  home,  and 
i.i  his  children's  occupations  and  pursuits,  while 
every  remark  and  every  suggestion  was  gall  and 
wormwo<Hl  to  him  for  whom  Ihcy  were  made. 

"  1  think  I  must  go  back  to  Glasgow  to-morrow, 
Alan.     It  will  not  do  for  me  to  love  idhnea^.  " 

"  You  surely  need  not  go  so  soon.  W  hot  can  you 
have  to  do  'i  Vou  have  no  office  that  requires  your 
attendance,  "  replied  Alan,  ever  dreading  the  mo- 
ment when  explanations  must  come. 

"  That  is  true  :  but  1  have  to  call  at  the  bank 
about  that  money.  I  do  not  like  to  talk  to  you  a- 
l)oiit  business  when  you  come  out  here  for  rest  and 
quiet  :  80  I  shall  wait  till  we  meet  again  in  Glas- 
gow. ;' 

Ihis  was  the  first  real  note  of  warning  that  /Ian 
had  as  yet  received.  He  had  such  complete  mas- 
tery over  his  countenance  that  no  one  could  have 
imagined  the  sickening  dread  occasioned  by  tlie 
few  simple  words  which  Charlie  Blair  spoke  so 
kindly  and  thoughtfully. 

"  Well— if  you  will,  1  suppose  you  must :  but  nt 
all  events  you  need  not  go  up  early.  You  can  have 
by  the  last  train,  fpid  so  get  up  in  the  mornim,', 
fresh  for  work,  "  said  Alan  Graham,  clinging  to 
t!ie  smallest  respite  that  he  could  obtain. 

'•  All  right.  It  shall  be  so.  "  Aid  ("Imrlie  '  .::;;■ 
was  pleased  at  his  friend's  unwillingness  to  l,t  hy.n 
go  sooner  than  he  need. 
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CIlAPTEIl  V. 

The  large  elm  trees  which  slieltera<l  Grove  House 
on  tlie  norU»,  nnd  ^ve  it  iit  nauic.  looked  sombre  : 
the  bats  tlitted-aboul  beneath  tlicir  branches,  and 
the  owls  hooted  from  the  iiiidat.  It  w««  a  dark  eve- 
iiina;,  and  neither*  moon  uor  stars  were  visible. 
Charlie  lilair  looked  out  upon  the  scene,  but  coTild 
free  lillle  b«yond  a  few  yards  of  the  gravel  walk 
that  formed  a  terraoe  in  front  of  the  windows.  No- 
thing of  the  garden,  so  carefully  planned  and  ten 
ded  by  Mrs.  Graham  and  her  daughters,  was  visible  . 
nothing  of  the  far  distance  could  b«  discerned. 
There  was  neither  iiiiot  nor  fog  :  it  was  the  d.irl:- 
ness  of  a  starless  night,  wliieh  was  dooponed  l>y 
the  many  large  trees  tliat  surrounded  tlie  liousc. 

After  liis  friend  had  left,  and  Alan  t.raliam  Wiis 
seated  in  his  accustomed  |)laco,  tlie  door  was  sud- 
denly opened,  and  Jane  Macuherson  stood  before 
him,  witli  clasped  hands. 

"  ."^ir.  Air.  Graham  !  you  surciy  never  told  Mr. 
Blair  to  take  the  siiort  cut  to  tiie  station,  on  such 
a  night  as  this  V  " 

'■  Wliat  are  you  talking  about,  Macpnerson  f 
You  forget  yourself,  surciy,  "  replied  Alan  Gra- 
ham, as  he  rose  quickly  from  his  chair,  and  an- 
swered tier  imi)atiently. 

"  Curtly,  sir,  1  heard  yon  telling  Mr.  Bla.r  to 
take  the  short  ci:t,  and  you  never  told  him  of  that 
quarry,  lie  never  has  been  that  way,  and  if  he 
ehonld  not  keep  quite  cla%e  to  the  hedge  all  the 
way,  lie  must  come  to  liis  deatli.  Uli,  sir  I  God 
forgive  nio.  but  wliy  did  you  let  him  go  that  way 
this  dreadful  dark  niglit  f  "  and  she  clasped  and 
wnmg  her  hands.  It  is  all  too  late  now.  i  lie  mis- 
chief must  bo  done,  if  ifs  done.  iJut,  oh,  master  I 
I  wish  you  liad  done  anything  but  this.  Poor  Mr. 
Lltur  !  and  he  sucli  a  brave,  fine  gentleman,  too  ! 
I  wisli  my  ini>-lre8s  had  been  here.  ''  In  her  excite- 
ment June  ■Would  have  run  on,  had  not  her  niastir 
interrupted  hor  suddenly  by  saying — "  What  is  nil 
this  t'u-s  about  ?  Vou  must  be  out  of  your  mind, 
Maepherson.  1  'o  you  suppose  that  Mr.  lilair  can- 
not take  care  of  himself  ?  " 

Jane  Mucpherson  looked  hard  at  her  master,  as 
if  she  would  read  his  inmost  soul,  and  then,  with- 
out a  word,  left  tlie  room. 

Alan  (■Jruham  was  in  no  in  viable  mood,  iiefore 
tlie  interrujition  of  tlie  faithful  nurse,  he  dimly 
thought,  with  a  latent  feeling  of  satisfaction,  tliat 
Eomu  calamity  might  befall  his  friend  :  but  the 
Words  <if  Macpherson  rang  in  his  ears,  and  what 
he  had  so  dimly  and  dreamily  imagined  l>ccame  u 
jirobaliility  ;  and  with  that  thougiit  tiiere  came  a- 
iiother,  more  dreadful  still,  that  he  was  virtually  a 
murderer  :  for,  ho  had  in  his  heart  desired  and 
'  couipajsed  the  Ucath  of  his  friend. 

'•  u  hy  did  you  tell  him  to  lake  the  short  cut  ?  " 
She  iiuLst  have  heard  him  then  giving  instructions 
to  Cliarlio  l<lair  as  they  parted  on  the  door-step. 
'•  (Jh,  master  !  I  w-isii  you  had  done  anything  but 
this.  ■'  She  then  realized  nnd  understood  the  full 
extent  of  his  guilt,  lie  had  lieen  guilty  of  a  crime 
wbioh  he  thought  had  been  done  in  secret,  with  no 
eye  to  see  and  no  ear  to  hear:  and  now  he  finds  that 
it  is  discovered,  and  he  is  accused  of  having  know- 
ingly and  wilfnlly  misled  his  friend  to  Lis  destruc- 
tion. "  It  is  all  too  late  now,  "'  the  said,  and  now 
his  own  heart  echoes  back  the  words  ;  "  It  is  too 
late  !  "  'I  he  deed  has  been  done  :  the  crime  has 
been  conceived.  W  iiether  Charlie  Llair  bo  dead  or 
alive,  he  is  yet  guilty  Virions  rose  up  before  his 
awakened  mind  of  his  old  and  faithful  friend  lying 
a  mangled  corpse  at  th>j  fjot  of  the  quarry.  It  was, 
lie  well  remembered,  an  ugly  place  at  the  best  of 
times,  and  his  children  had  been  continually  warn- 
ed against  ever  going  in  t)i»t  direction  :  and  y«>t 
to  this  very  spot  he  hud  directed  his  friend  on  a 
night  when  nothing  less  than  a  miracle  could  save 
hiiQ  from  death.  As  he  sat  by  himself  with  ilacplu  r- 
aon's  remonstrance  ringing  in  his  ears.he  seeAied  to  see 
the  finding  of  the  body,  and  its  being  brouglit  to 
his  house  :  the  welling  forth  of  the  blood  afrisli  as 
the  body  passed  his  threshold,  and  Jane  Macphor- 
son's  accu:in(i;  eye  resting  upon  him.  It  was  more 
than  he  could  bo.ir.  lie  pos^fi  up  and  down  his 
room,  lie  could  not  rest :  he  coulu  not  sleep.  One 
subject  only  occupied  his  mind.  He  threw  open  the 
window  and  looked  out  into  the  darkness.  I  he 
owls  hooted,  aod  a  bat  startled  him  as  it  (lew  quick- 
ly across  his  face,  lie  did  not  dare  to  go  out  and 
ascertain  what  evil  he  Lad  done.    Be  was  afraid  of 


his  own  thoughts,  and  still  more  fearful  of  what 
Mucpherson  might  say. 

Exhausted  by  the  agitation  of  his  mind,  he  weot 
to  Led,  and  crept  up  stealthily  to  his  room  lest  he 
sliould  again  meet  the  nurse.  He  threw  himself 
on  the  bed,  after  having  j)laccd  the  lighted  candle  ' 
by  his  hide,  and  lay  there  till  he  was  startled  by 
the  loud  ringing  of  the  door-bell. 

His  troubled  and  guilty  conscience  had  foresha- 
dowed tlie  coming  evil,  and  hi*  apprehension  of 
some  calamity  made  him  hesitate  wiiat  course  to 
pursue.  1  he  whole  house  had  been  awakened  by 
the  sound  of  the  bell,  and  the  noia«  occasioned  by 
the  ojKjning  and  shutting  of  doors,  and  by  the 
voices  of  the  servants  who  had  been  so  suddenly 
nnd  unexi>ectedly  aroused  out  of  their  sleep,  made 
it  no  longer  possible  for  him  to  remain  quiet. 

He  left  his  roora,  descended  the  stairs,  and  saw 
by  the  glimmer  of  the  few  candles  which  had  been 
brought,  thnt  men  were  carrying  in  some  heavy 
burden.  Exclamations  of  horror  and  distress  reach- 
ed his  cars,  and  pale,  but  resolute,  he  stood  among 
his  servants,  not  daring  to  ask  the  cause  of  the 
disturbance..  He  looked  upon  the  burden  as  it  was 
laid  down  in  the  hall,  and  the  men  who  had  borne 
it  stood  apart,  while  Alan  Graham  gazed  upon  the 
mangled  form  of  his  friend. 

"  We  were  passing  down  by  the  quarry,  sir,  said 
tlie  cliief  spokesman,  and  heard  some  one  a-groan- 
ing  there  at  the  bottom.  We  asked  him  what  was 
the  matter,  but  he  could  na  speak,  and  Bill  here 
nnd  I  found  our  wny  down  to  him,  but  he  could  na 
do  mair  than  groan  :  so  I  told  hill  to  run  home 
for  a  hurdle  and  got  same  of  them  to  come  and 
help  us,  and  when  wo  saw  it  was  the  gentleman 
tl.at  used  to  come  here,  we  brought  him  to  you, 
sir.  Maybe  we  have  done  wrong  f  "  he  added,  in- 
quiringly. 

Alan  Graham  bent  down  to  listen  to  the  sufferer's 
breathing  to  ascertain  whether  he  lived,  nnd  then 
turning  to  the  bystander  said — 

"  You  did  right.  Will  some  one  run  for  the  doc- 
tor while  we  carry  him  up-stairs  ?  " 

His  inquiry  was  instantly  responded  to  by  the 
departure  of  Donald  Campbell,  the  spokesman, 
and  then  Charlie  Blair  was  laid  in  the  room  which 
he  had  so  lately  occupied.  As  they  ascended  the 
stairs,  Jane  Macplurson  stayed  behind,  and  Alan 
Graham  turned  uneasily  from  her,  as,  with  clasped 
hands,  and  a  face  in  which  the  most  intense  horror 
was  depicted,  she  fixed  her  sad  gaze  upon  hiui, 
nnd  said,  scarcely  above  a  whisper  :  "  Oh  !  mas- 
ter, master,  this  has  been  an  awfu'  night !  God  ha' 
mercy  on  us  a'  !  " 

When  tlie  doctor  arrived,  it  was  found  that  not 
only  were  both  of  Charlie  Blair's  legs  broken,  but 
that  tliere  were  also  far  greater  internal  injuries, 
which  made  it  very  doubtful  whether  he  would  re- 
cover. He  remained  for  some  time  in  a  state  of 
somi-consciousness,  and  Jane  Macpherson  and  Alan 
Graham  devoted  themselves  to  him.  But  at  Mac- 
pherson's  suggestion,  Mrs.  Graham  was  sent  for, 
and  on  her  arrival  the  sufferer  was  moved  into  her 
own  room,  which  was  larger  and  more  aonvenient 
for  him.  Jane  Macpherson  never  alluded  to  the 
past.  It  was  a  secret  which  she  never  divulged, 
und  though  Mrs.  Graham  continually  questioned 
her,  she  never  let  it  appear  that  she  knew  more 
than  any  of  the  other  servants.  Alan  Graham  be- 
came aware  that  Jane  would  not  betray  him  :  but 
ho  rarely  remained  alone  with  her,  and  she  equally 
avoided  the  presence  of  her  master  so  far  as  she 
could  do  so  without  exciting  suspicion.  Weeks  and 
months  passed,  and  Charlie  Blair  still  remained  a 
prisoner  at  (irove  House.  He  was  able  to  speak  of 
that  night,  but  his  spine  had  been  injured,  and  ho 
was  helpless.  He  could  not  walk,  and  he  l^y  there 
without  the  smallest  chance  of  being  able  to  move 
again. 

'•  You  have  taken  me,  Alan,  for  better  and  for 
worse.  I  am  a  poor  cripple,  and  never  shall  be  any- 
thing cl.'e  :  but  if  you  and  Mary  can  let  me  stay 
here  a  bit  longer,  1  will  take  care  that  it  shall  lie 
no  <  xpen»e  to  j'ou.  " 

'1  he  question  of  Blair's  future  was  often  discuss- 
ed, and  he  still  remained  with  them  :  for,  Alan 
Grahani  alw  yg  assured  Lis  friend  that  they  would 
pot  let  liim  leave  them. 

"  Where  can  you  go,  Charlie  ?  You  have  no 
other  friends,  and  I  believe  that  Mary  would  break 
her  heart  if  you  were  to  leave  u«.  " 


This  was  tri^'  Mrs.  Graham  never  knew  how 
much  her  husbiahd  was  to  blame,  but  she  contin- 
ually affirmed  Llfat  soiSie  one  must  Lavebehavid 
Very  isoaulioualy  in  allowing  Liin  to  go  near  the 
quarry  at  night.  Charlie  llair  always  took  tlie 
blame  on  himself,  and  really  believed  that  he  must 
have  taken  the  wrong  road. 

These  conversations  were  among  Alan  Graham's 
sorest  trials  :  for,  he  knew  not  only  that  he  was 
the  cause  of  hi»  friend's  sufferings,  but  had  even 
compassed  his  death,  and  all  that  was  said  only 
added  to  his  self-reproach. 

He  often  argusd  with  himself  whether  he  should 
make  a  clean  breast  of  it  all  and  accuse  himself  of 
his  cruel  treachery.  But  of  what  avail  would  it  be  ? 
What  could  be  igained  by  such  an  avowal  ?  It 
would  not  restoTS  his  friend  to  health  and  strength. 
It  would  alienate  himself  for  ever  from  his  wife,  his 
children,  and  his  friend.  No  one  knew  his  secret 
but  Jane  Macjilierson,  and  ho  knew  that  iier  love 
for  hor  mistress  would  j)revent  her  revealing  it. 
His  prudence  triumphed,  ai:d  he  detertiiineei  to 
conceal  his  share  in  the  accident  of  Charlie  lilnir. 
But  his  conscience  g»ve  him  no  rest,  liis  p<ueo  of 
mind  was  gone.  He  became  old  liefore  his  linie, 
and  when  men  noticed  his  changed  and  worn  as- 
pect, they  praised  him  for  his  tender-hearted nesn. 
But  their  ]>raiae«  were  goH  and  wormwood  to  liiiii. 

"  Alan,  1  am.  quite  able  to  attend  lo  business 
now  :  so  I  wish'  j-on  would  ask  MacKod  to  come 
out  here.  I  ahvay.s  intendid  to  make  over  ten  thou- 
sand pounds  to  you  to  be  sett  lid  uixtn  my  two 
godchildren,  blit  now  you  will  have  all  tliot  I  |m«s- 
ess.  It  is  the  loiist  that  I  can  do  for  you  in  r<  turn 
for  all  the  trouble  I  have  giv<.>n  you  :  and  if  you 
and  Mary  will  ^uke  care  of  me  so  long  as  1  live, 
you  may  look  upon  yourself  as  my  luir.  '" 

"  For  God's  c^ke  !  do  not  sneak  like  thiil,  inter- 
rupted Graham' :  you  will  drive  me  mad  :  "  and 
he  rushed  outo^tlie  room  to  hide  his  enioiiim. 

Years  passed,  and  still  t  hurlie  I- lair  livi.l  on, 
while  Alan  (iraliain  was  wasted  to  a  thudow,  and 
his  wife  often  miarvelled  nf  the  cliange. 

'Ihe  injury  to  the  spine  hud  fur  «omc  time  afTtC- 
ted  only  the  low.r  limbs,  but  <Tlate  the  biaiii  had 
suffered,  and  CUarliu  Blair  was  sinking  tlowly  but 
surely  into  idiotcj-.  Occasionally  ho  would  recur 
to  the  past  and  spcnk  of  his  accidt  nt.  and  ask 
Graham  why  he  had  advised  liiin  to  go  by  the 
quarry?  i  liett  Mr-i  GraliMin  would  look  with  sur- 
prised, inquiry  ijit  her  husband,  but  she  could  not 
elicit  anything;  from  him,  and  she  attiibuted  it  to 
some  hallucintition  of  the  mind. 

But  the  btelich  of  fidelity  towards  Lis  friend, 
which  led  to  18^  much  tri-ucliery  and  to  such  di.s- 
astrous  rosult.4,  could  not  bo  oliliteraled  from  the 
mind  of  Alan  Oraliain.  nnd  the  presence  of  Charlie 
Llair  became  the  torment  and  reproach  of  liis  life. 
'1  hough  his  seiret  remained  undiscovered,  the  pa- 
tient suflferer  .wiho  lay  helpless  before  him,  eontin- 
tinually  reminded  him  of  Lis  guilt,  and  was  both 
his  penance  and  his  punishment. 

With  Jane  Macpherson's  death  passtKl  away  the 
only  witness  of  hi*  critne,  but  the  words  which  she 
whispered  into  his  ears,  as  she  was  dying,  were 
never  forgotten  : — "  Oh,  master,  master!  \ihy  did 
you  do  this  witked  deed  f  " 

TIIK  BNl>.  ^"'i. 


A  Fabi.k— Ariosto  tells  a  story  of  a  fairy  who, 
by  some  myvterious  law  of  her  nature,  »a«  con- 
demned to  appear  at  certain  seuson.-i  in  the  form  of 
a  foul  and  poisonous  snake.  I  hose  who  itijui'd  her 
during  the  iwtiod  of  her  guise,  were  ^v«r  txelndcd 
from  participalion  in  the  blessings  slu:  bestowed  : 
but  to  those  wIk),  in  spite  of  her  loathsome  aspect 
pitied  and  protected  her,  site  afterwards  rexe^lttd 
herself  in  the  Ix-autiful  and  celet>tial  form  uliich 
was  -natural  to  her,  accompanied  their  st<  p>.  grunt- 
ed all  their  wishes,  filled  their  houses  with  wmlili. 
made  tiiem  liippy  in  love,  and  victorious  in  «»nr. 
A  useful  mottil  might  be  drown  ftt«m  tliis  lit  lie 
fable,  in  faVor  of  showing  kindness  and  ei\ility  to 
the  most  degraded  and  uuhappy. 

Taint  says  :  "  When  a  Frenchman  is  drunk, 
he  chatters  :  iwhen  a  German  is  drunk.  He  slt-e|>8  : 
and  when  a^  jLngliahman  is  drunk,  he  fights.  " 

To   MAKK   A    THIN    Jl«v    APPKaU    FAT— Call    afW 

him,  and  he  will  then  look  round. 


JVJSV«1W»^^'-':;- 


i'.ic.:ri'iLi»i!B0Br:::r^}kt-ae:^^'  1.:  ■ 


:.«i- 


\^J-^i  ,v  :,.-  ^ 


#*   ».  *    •■  ^ 


.1 


j.'j«jijwr»'.'*i  IS? 


Words  by  BEDFORD  EEUTER. 

Moderato.  ,  ^ 


I  Will  Stand  by  my  Friend. 
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Music  by  OEOBOE    lilCliMELL. 
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1.  As      on       v!Q        fjo   through   life's      ca   -    reer.        How   ma-ny 

2.  When  well    to         do      in  life,      we        nil  a       ready 

3.  A     friend   in       ncod,    is  one       in   -   deed,        His  'icart  and 
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have  to   rough  it,    ,  .     ,       While 

wel    -    como      get,  1.      It's 

hand  he       lends.  How 
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dif-fir-ent      wher«    we 


friend 
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my  boy?" 
to    say. 
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Oh,     save 
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our        friends; 
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ma   -    ny,       friendship's 
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whfre  we    can,       A 

reer       through  lite,    Bad 
but  u    name.     No 
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they      lend, 


My        max  -   im        is 
How        few       will     give 
They       bid     good    day 


that  come      what    may,  I 
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will  stand  by 
will  fctand  by 
will      stand    by 


my  friend, 
my  friend, 
my     friend, 
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How 
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few    will     Rive 
bid 
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good  nay 


lliat    come  what  may, 
a      hand  and    my, 
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I  will  stand  by  my  friend. 
1  will  stand  by  my  friend. 
I       will  stand  by    my    friend. 
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You'll  Soon  Forget  Kathleen 

■;■■-,,•.  Sung  by  Mif«  Jtnny  Engel.  .■  .  f        " 

TUe  clrcnmgtanoe  which  gave  rise  to  thli  b««ntifat 
b.-illad.  occiired  during'  tlio  visit  of  a  friend  of  t\,%  Author 
to  th'<  K  rtU  uf  Irelaud.  aiid  was  most  feellnKly  related 
t>>  Ihn  Aathor  by  bun.  It  was  tlin  parttug  of  a  young  leu- 
AUt-Fariixr  from  his  bcthrutUed,  on  goinc  to  Mtk  Lis 
fortune  iD  some  distant  laud. 


The  Lively  Flea. 

Air  :  Ths  Itj  Orcen. 


Oh  '  leavo  not  your  Kathleen  Ihert^s  do  one  caacbMr  her, 

Alone  in  llm  wide  world.  iiiii>1t1ed  she'll  xl;;)!  : 
An^  gcfUfsttaatweio  loTelieat.  nheu  tlioawurt  bvtnMr  her, 

Tlecall  tlie  and  vi^lnaa  of  davg  loog  gone  by  '. 
-  Tie  vaiu  <Uat  yuu  tell  »ie  :  yuuM  never  fortiol  no  : 

To  the  liiDd  of  the  Shamrock  yoa'll  ne'er  raVprn  more  : 
Far  itway  from  yonr  sHjht,  you  will  oeas*  to  regret  bm.  . 

You'll  Mou  forget  Kalhleeu,  a-  J  Eriu  Qo  Bragh  '■ 

Oh  !  leavA  not  theliimd.  tht  sweet  Land  of  yonr  childhood, 

Wlicre  joyously  passed  the  llr«t  days  of  our  jouth, 
yhcro  gaily  we  wandered  'mid  valley  and  wilowood : 

Oh  '  tlioso  were  tli*  bright  days  of  lniii>eeiit  trotb  ! 
'Xi."  vain  that  yun  tell  ine  :  you'll  never  forget  mt  : 

To  the  Land  of  tlie  Shamrock  you'il  ne'er  return  more  : 
Fp.r  away  from  your  eight,  you  will  eeaae  to  regret  me. . 

Yoa'U  Boon  forget  Eatbleuu,  aud  Eriu  Go  Bragh  ' 


3od  for  Our  Native  Land  I 


Repeat. 


Ood's  blessing  be  npon  * 

Our  own  our  Natire  Land 
Tlie  Laud  onr  Fathers  won 

Dy  the  strouif  heart  and  hand. 
The  keen  sie  and  the  brand  :      V 

When  they  ftlled  the  forest's  pride 
1  the  tyraiit-fue  defied       -^^ 
I  Free,  tho  Rich,  the  Wide  ; 
■  for  our  Natire  Laud  '.^  ' 
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/  When 
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,  Bepeat, 
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Hepeftt 


To  none  upon  a  throne, 

*    Bat  Ood.  we  bow  the  knee 

No  noble  name  ire  own 
But  noble  liberty—   ^ 

Ours  is  a  brother  band  :  .  :<,  -; 

f    For.  the  spirit  of  our  slrefl 
1    £sch  patriot  bosom  fires.    4        ' 
1    And  the  strong  faith  inspire!  ' 
I    God  for  our  Natlra  Land  I  ^ 

Up  with  the  Starry  Slen. 
I    The  Eed  Stripes  and  the  White  !' 
Where'er  its  glories  shine, 
^   In  peace  or  In  the  light,    > 
We  own  its  high  command  : 

For,  tlje  Flag  Onr  Fathers  gaTe,^ 

idren'o  heads  shall  wave, 
ildren'a  children's  grave  : 
Katire  Land  ! 


J  For,  tlje  Flag  e 

:\  O'er  our  child] 

'  S  And  their  chil 

(  Cod  for  our  Ki 


America,  to  thee — 
:    .  '.    »  In  one  united  TOW, - 

To  keep  thee  strong  and  free, 
^    And  glorious  as  now,  ' 

We  pled/;e  each  heart  and  hand — 
jO  /    By  the  blood  oar  Fathers  shed 
VMi-ff  )    ty  the  ashes  of  the  dead  ! 

i    By  "'•  sacred  soil  we  tread  ! 
-  (    God  for  our  Native  Land  1 


I 
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Brace's  Address  to  His  Army. 

Scots,  wba  liae  wi'  Wallace  bled  !  I 
8cot8,  wham  Bruce  has  aften  led  ! 
Welcome  to  your  gory  l)ed, 

Or  to  glorious  victory  ! 
Now's  the  day,  and  now's  the  Lotfr  ! 
See  the  front  of  baltle  low'r  ! 
See  appTonch  ])roud  l-Jdward's  pow'f  1 

Edward  !  chains  and  slavery  ! 

Wha  will  be  a  traitor  knave  ! 
Wha  can  fill  a  coward's  grave  ?  '." 
Wha  eae  base  as  be  a  sla-re  *  '- 

'1  raitor  1  cuward  1  turn  and  flee. 
Wha  for  Scotland's  king  and  law, 
Freedom's  sword  irill  stroBgly  draw  : 
Freeman  stand,  or  freeman  fa' 

Caledoniaji  !  on  wi'  me  t  ^  V     .N 

T>y  Oppression's  woes  and  pains  ! 
By  your  sons  in  service  chains  : 
W  e  will  drain  our  dearest  veins. 

But  they  shall  be,  sLall  be  free  S 
Lay  the  proud  usurj^ers  low  I 
Tyrants  fall  in  every  foe  !        .    <   ,  ,.,  . 
Liberty's  in  every  IJlow  !  ' '     ' ' '[ 

forward  !  let  us  do,  or  die  . 


What  is  the  difference  between  truth  and  eggs  ? 
♦  Truth,  crushed  to  tlie  eartli,  will  rise  again :  eggs 
won't. 


Oh  •  a  dainty  o!d  chap  is  the  lively  flea, 

As  he  creepeth  o'er  yonng  and  old  — 
Ilia  choice  food  is  lat.  uo  leau  liketk  he,    .: 
And  he's  not  werry  foud  of  the  cold.      '' 
Yon  can't  !>•  too  warm  when  he  flods  you  In  bed. 

To  pleasare  your  dainty  skin. 
Off  a  ulca  young  kid  wot's  been  Tell  fed, 
Is  a  werry  good  meal  for  him. 
Creeping  Tiicre  uo  light  there  be 

A  dainty  old  chap  is  the  lively  flea, 
natch ing,  scratching. 

All  over  yriur  liody  at  night  he'll  bo — 
Creeping,  hrpping. 
A  dainty  old  chap  is  the  lively  flea. 
Spoxeit  :    Villain!   traitor  I  I  thought  thoe  once  my 
wannest  bosom   frifud  :    but  now— 11a    thou'rt   turned 
backbiter.    I  waa  poor  once,  but  nowlaiu  north  thou- 
sauds. 

Tast  he  stealeth  on.  thoagh  ha  hasn't  no  wings 

But  a  ittiDuIni  good  hopper  is  he- 
How  sharply  hestingeth,  how  niiubly  he  sprlogi 

From  your  toe  to  the  top  of  your  knee. 
And  slily  he  hides,  and  cannot  be  found, 

Vheu  toriiienttiig  to  you  he  behaves — 
Then  he  Joyously  hops,  and  crawleth  round 
The  rich  spots  vhich  his  sppetlte  craves. 

Creeping,  ke. 
SpoKEir  :    Is  this  a  flea  I  see  apon  my  cheek  T  come  let 
nieolutch  thee— Ah  '.  now  I  have  thee,  villain- and  thou 
Shalt  die.    And  yet  I  have  thee  not— oh  !  horror. 

Tbon  art  gone  from  my  gaze, 
Oh  I  now  ain't  this  a  treat  : 
And  I  seek  thee  in  viin 

Twlxt  the  pillow  and  aheet. 
Oft  the  caudle  I  light.  ^ 

And  to  catch  thee  then  try  : 
,.      Bat  my  efforts  are  fraltless. 

In  fact  all  my  eye,  .- .  -': 

'.  ..     In  the  stillness  of  night, 
'    ..       When  I  sought  sound  to  sleep 

Oh!  my  blood  seeius  to  boil,  •'■ ;.    . 

■';    '       And  my  flesh,  too  to  creep;    .     ,     '  ">   'C    • 
'■'.     For,  I  feel  thou  art  near,  >:     ■. 

And  where'er  I  may  be, 
That  you  !  you,  young  wretches. 
Are  bopping  o'er  me. 

SroxiN  :  Here's  another  of  the  snemy— perdition  eatch  ' 

'  thee— down.  d'>wn  to  h 1,  snd  say  I  sent  thee  tliither. 

Oh  !  Mo,  Vo.  No   my  baud  trembles  :   I  cannot  do  the 
^  dead.    Go  to  another,  go. 

Old  bedsteads  they  bnrp,  and  the  Hcklng  they  rent,  \ 

And  thousands  are  crashed,  d'ye  see — 
Ail  kinds  of  clothing  turned  inside  oat  i 

But  yon  cannot  get  rid  of  the  flea. 
This  queer  old  chap.  In  future  nights, 

Bhall  fatten  npon  lie  or  she  :  v     _ 

For,  the  stateliest  man  or  woman  he  bittl^' ' 
They're  all  of  'eiii  food  for  the  flea. 

Creeping,  ke. 
Cavohec  ork  r«  HIS  HAin>  ano  yubk  xzcLAim— At  last 
thoa'rtin  myponer— who  art  Iboaf  I  am  thy  father's  spi- 
rit—doomed for  the  night  to  prey  npou  thy  body  and  nip 
thee  most  infernally:  au.l  all  day  t>  ng  to  lurk  within  the 
blankets,  where  no  vile  fingers  shall  pounce  upon  me. 

Oh  !  horror,  horror,  it  makes  my  very  hair  to  stand  on 
end— like  biels  that  will  come  in  at  Christmas  time —       4 
SBAKxsrBABK- Bnt  hark !  I  hear  a  voice— 'tli  from  the 
upper  sir— ah  t  listen  ! 

Oh  !  goodmsn.  spare  that  flea, 

That  fills  thee  with  alarm  : 
In  youth  he  sheltered  thee,     * 

'And  him  you  must  not  harm. 

Spokes  ;    Harm  thee,  dearest,  never '   bo  help  tat 
Jimmy,  never  '. 

Ob  no  !  t  will  not  harm  thee. 

Dear  one.  I  cannot  barm  : 
i'oar  not.  I  will  not  harm  thee  : 
For,  father,  I  love  thee  still. 

Deposits  thk  ixka  imsise  the  sbxabt  ev  nu  coiT  and 
THEN  nuat : 

StUl  so  gently  o'er  me  stealing, 

kfemory  will  bring  back  tho  feeling  : 
Si>tte  of  all  my  grief  revealing. 

That  I  love  you— that  I  fondly  lovo  yon  still  t 
Still  I  love  you— Tes,  I  love  you— Tee,  I  lore  yoQ, 
Yes,  I  fondly  iovo  yon  still. 


Bowery  Gals. 


As  I  was  Inmberlng  down  de  street. 

Oh  !  down  de  street. 

Oh  !  down  de  street, 
D.it  pretty  colored  gal  I  chanced  to  : 
Ob  !  she  war  fair  to  view. 

CHORUS. 

Den  de  Bowery  gala,  will  yon  come  ont  to>nlght  ? 

Will  yoa  come  out  ti^nlght  ? 

Will  you  come  out  to-night  T 
Oh  !  de  Bowery  gals,  will  you  come  ont  to-night, 
And  dance  by  de  light  ob  de  moon  ? 

Den  we  stopped  awhile  and  had  some  talld 
Oh  !  we  had  some  talk. 
Oh  !  we  had  eome  talk  : 
And  her  heel  covered  np  de  whole  side-walk, 
As  she  stood  right  by  me. 

Den  de  Bowery  gals,  ke. 


"'^M 


I'd  like  to  kiss  Join  lubly  lips, 

Dein  lubly   li|  s 

Deni  lubly  lips  :  • -■.  ^j    . 

I  think  dat  I  eeuid  loee  my  wits. 
And  dnp  right  on  de  Hour. 

Dm  de  Bowery  gals,  Ac. 

I  axed  her  would  Bhe  go  to  a  d mce  T 

Wiiuld  shu  go  to  a  dance  T 

tl'unld  she  ito  t  '  n  dancu  r 

I  thought  dat  I  might  ba\c  a  cb«nc» 

To  shake  luy  foot  wl4  U   '. 

Ji'    •,,!  l>eii  Je  Bowery  ga;s  Ac. 

,^.,"!  ?■  danced  all  nljjbt  and  my  boel  ^ept  a  r<«kliig 
ti-    IV  Oh  !  my  beel  kept  a  rocking 

-'  Oh  !  my  heel  kept  a  rocking 

And  I  balance  to  de  gal  wid  a  hol«  iu  her  slocLtng 
She  waa  de  prettiest  gal  in'do  r^>m. 

DendeBeweryt-ale  Ac. 

I  am  bound  to  make  dat  gal  my  wife, 

•        Dat  gal  my  wife, 
f  '?"  Dat  gal  my  %ife  :  '    " 

Ob  '  T  ahould  be  happr  all  myllfe. 
If  I  had  her  aloxig  wld  me 

Don  de  Bowery  gtit,  fte. 
■  _  I— >  i»»-^ 

:  Z^-'-    The  Groves  of  Blarney.        i 

Och  '.  the  croves  of  Blarney,  they  look  S9  charming, 

Down  by  the  purling  of  Sweet  silent  brooks  : 

All  graced  by  posies  that  spontuneons  grow  there, 

All  planted  In  order  iu  their  most  bountiful  rocky  nooks. 

'Tis  there  the  daisy  and  the  swrct  carnation, 

Ttie  liloonilng  pink  and  the  roi^e  so  fair.  {  .      .•: 

Besides  there's  the  lilly.  and  the  lieanfiful  little 

flower  what  they  call  the  daff-downdilly. 
All  planted  in  order,  snnfllng  up  the  most 

beautiful  and  salubrious  morning  ftlr.  Och,  bons  ' 

'TisT.ady  Jeffreys  that  o^vns  this  station, 
X.ike  AleX'iuder — or  like  Helen    (air— 
There's  no  commander  in  all  the  nation 
For  regulatlou  could  with  her  compare  : 
Such  waits  surround  her,  that  no  uine-ponnder 
Conid  ever  plunder  her  place  of  strength 
Till  Olirer  Cromwell,  he  did  her  i>tiuimel. 
And  made  breach's  right  Ihrnngh  t  .e  middle  centre  o 
her  battlements.  Tho  divil  brake  his  ugly  neck, 

bad  luck  to  him,  uh  oh  ! 

There  tea  cave  there  where  no  dBy1ti.'bt  enters,    i 
Where  cats  and  badgers  are  for  evrr  bied.  I 

All  mossed  by  nature,  which  makes  it  a  great 

dale  completer 
Than  a  coach  and  six  or  a  long  straw  six-foot 

feather  downy  bed. 
'Tis  there  the  lake  Is  well  stored  with  flslies, 
And  comely  eels  in  the  verdant  mnd. 
Besides  the  lettcUes,  and  the  grove  of  boaches       | 
But  if  you  try  to  catch  them,  don't  they  cock  up 

their  taffs  and  swim  moat  beautifully  away. 

There's  statues  gracing  this  noblo  mansion. 

All  Ueatlien  Ouds  iicd  Godilesses  s  i  fair. 

Bold  Neptune.  Plutarch  and  Nicodemns. 

All  standing- ont  stark  uaVed  in  the  open  al^— wi(h 

divil  a  tack  on  their  dirty  carcasses. 
So  now  to  finish  this  bold  oration. 
That  my  poor  genius  could  not  entwine, 
But  were  I  a  Homer,  or  Nebuchadnezsar 
In  every  feature  I'd  make  it  shine. 


..T 


Out  in  the  Cold.  !    "^ 

N»W  'V««8lO»— Written  and  Composed  by  Sain  Bagnall. 


m 


Oasing  on  noblemen's  mansions  of  splendor,       ]-"■■ 
Filled  with  perfume  and  shining  with  gold, 

A  thought  often  strikes  me  :    "  do  great  ones  remember 
Those  that  are  shivering  ont  In  the  cold  t  " 

CHORUS.  'I 

Hungry,  dejected,  feet  nnprolected,  :  T 

Houselers.  hi'meless— sad  to  behold—   '      i: 

Kyes  red  with  crying  care-woru  and  sighing' 
Shivering  and  shaking  out  in  the  cold. 

Ko  one  to  soothe  the  sad  heart  of  sorrow, 

None  to  pity— plenty  to  scold  ; 
None  will  ask  If  he  lives  to-morrow. 

Shivering  and  shaking  out  in  the  cold.  Chorus. 

What  has  he  done  to  be  so  neglected  7 
Why  do  you  thrust  him  away  from  the  door  f 

Perhaps  he  was  o'ice  most  highly  respected— 
The  answer  is  simply  :  •-  Because  ho  is  poor.  "    Chorns. 

What  li  that  dark  looking  object  before  ns  T 
A  funeral   carried  from  the  norkhoiise.  I'm  told. 

They're  taking  a  poor  wretch  home  to  liis  frleuils. 
They  found  him  last  night  out  iu  the  cold.  Chorus. 

Friends  of  (he  churchyard,  none  there  will  acorn  him 

E'en  from  the  best  down  to  tho  worst  : 
He'll  soon  be  forgotten,  no  one  will  mourn  blm. 

Where  he  commingles  his  dust  with  tho  dust.    Chorns. 

Sad  scenes  of  sorrow  cncli  coming  marrow 
Brings  In  Its  dull  stealthy  pice   day  ly  day, 

Heaping  fresh  troubles  on  man  to  his  horror. 
Till  death  seals  bis  doom  and  ha  p:.s  esawsy  *    Chorns. 

What  J8  tlie  legal-tendt-r  act  ?  Kissing;  your  own 
wife — kissing  your  neighbor's  wife  is  an  illegal  ten- 
der act. 


i 


I 


■'•»■ 


■-•*<;-^'!;- 


TH£     8I]16£;ii?IS    JOURTVAA.. 
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Marotxing  Ak>n(^. 


V.iin'.i  by  Mrs   M.  A.  KUUler— Moilo  \ij  Wm.  B.  Bradbury. 

T'lo  .'Miisic  cnii  1-0  obtained  at  the  Mn»lc-8lore  of 
"  ,  ■ 'Wm.  A.  Poud  &  Co.,  M7  It  865  Broadway,  Kow-York. 


Tlio  nrmy  l*  f-atlierins  from  near  and  from  tar:      >     , 

•|'lin  iniH  n«l  ia  souiidiu^  tlio  call  for  the  war  :  tV  :'' ' 

m<  Ciell^iu  s  'Xir  leader,  he's  gallant  and  atrong,        -j.  -: 
Wc  11  t''f''  <-'•'  o*"^  iriuor,  and  be  uarcbing  alODgp    ; 

CHORUS.  •    ■-,;.     ^^,      -I.. 

■ :      Marchiiii;  along,  wo  are  marching  along.' •'-'■  ' 
Gir.l  oil  fhe  armor  and  be  marching  along  : 
McClellan's  our  leader,  he'a  gallant  and  itrong ; 
For  God  and  our  Country  we're  marcblng  alone : 

The  foo  1«  before  n«   In  battle  arr»y  : 

lliit  I't  n*  not  WHVer.  or  turn  from  the  way  : 

1  lie  Lord  li  our  stienRth,  and  tlie  Union's  onr  long  : 

WKb  cuarace  aud  fultb,  vre  are  marching  along. 

Choral. 

Wo  nlgli  for  onr  CoOiitry.  we  monm  for  onr  dead  : 
For  tliem.  now.  onr  last  drop  of  blood  we  will  abed  ; 
Our  canso  is  the  riglit  one  :   onr  foe'B  in  the  wrong  : 

Then,  ciadly  «e'll  flue  as  we're  marching  along  ; 

Ohomi. 

Onr  wlToi  itnd  onr  children  we  leave  In  yonr  care  : 
Wr  kuo  V  jon  will  help  them  their  ■orrowe  to  bear  ; 
'Tia  liard  lling  to  part,  but  we  hope  'iwont  be  long  : 
We'il  keep  up  our  heart*  as  we're  marching  along  !  ^ 

Chorus.  < 

Tlio  Fine  of  onr  Connlry  1«  floating  on  high  : 
Wo'll  aland  by  Ihit  Flug.  till  we  conquer  or  die  ! 
SIcCJe  1 1'l'a  .nr  lo'der.  he's  g.ilUut  and  strong  :       (. "       .:', 
Wo  :i  t.i'^  <u  oar  armor,  and  te  marching  along  !  .1 

^  Choms. 

;   j      '         Little  Dog  Stray,  r-rf'  .Y,^^^^ 

\--  ^— —  ."■".■;';/,,' -;.^.'.' ■:'.^ 

He  mom  of  life  is  past,  >      . 

l.nst  ni;;lit  lias  coiue  at  last,  ^ 

It  brings  ine  ft  dream  dat  I  vas  drunk  toder  day  :  V 
U  nd  deii  I  had  a  dream,    -,      -  •  ■» 

Dat  I  vas  very  green,  ,      ' 

Yen  I  landed  rnit  rey  little  dog  Shtray.     ; ;  , 
ciiouus.  ■    ■, 

Littla  dog  Shtray  vas  never  faithfnl, 
lieef  could  not  drive  him  avay  : 
:   )  lie  vas  sLen tie,  he  vas  kind, 

I  You  never  never  find 

A  petter  friend  dan  little  dog  Shtray. 

Den  Hans  I  call  my  own,  ^  >.  ■>-'  .    -    -■  / 
On  a  Sunday  be  is  gone,  ■  a* 

My  lager  bier,  my  shnaps,  dtf  Mayor's  taken  away,  t 
My  sauerkraut  has  flown,  -^ 

I  Und  1  am  left  alone.  .:    v  >     1    .•  «'  r 

Mit  nothing  left  of  little  dog  Shtray. 

Little  dog  Shtray,  Ac. 

Yen  I  tinks  apont  de  past. 
Mine  Shtray,  Shtray,  ne  vent  got  loat,         < 
I  vished  he  knew  vat  I  just  goin'  to  say  : 
I  lost  him  in  de  shtreet. 
One  day  mit  de  sausage  meat,  , ,.;; 
My  petter  friend,  mine  little  dog  Shtray. 
ciioaus. 
Little  dog  Shtray  vas  never  faithfbl. 

Beef  could  not  drive  him  avay  : 
He  vas  shen tie,  he  vas  kind, 
Mit  his  tail  cut  oflf  pehind,        '  ""•' "' ■ 
Mine  petter  friena,  mine  little  dog  Shtray. 
>■  m    


Wearing  Oat  the  Qreen. 

Ab  Original  Vegetarian  Parody,  without  any  cabbage. 
-.,,  Written  and  Sung  by  Fred.  Bouse.     Dedicated  to  all 
the  Orasa-Widowt,  Erer-Qreen  Bstcbelora,  Tonng 
Ueu  from  the  Country,  Oreeu-Horua  and  Beats 
.     In  City— &lr  :  Wearing  of  the  Qreen. 


False  One,  I  Love  Thee  Still     , 

Bf  ill  so  gently  o'er  mo  stealing.        '■'"■•.- 
Mem'ry  will  bring  back  the  feeling. 
Spile  of  all  roy  grief  revealing, 
'i'hat  1  love  thee-  that  I  dearly  love  thee  Still 

Tho'  some  other  iwain  may  charm  thee,  '."• 

Ah  '.  no  other  e'er  can  warm  me  : 

Yet  na'er  fear.  I  will  not  harm  thee, 

Mo,  thou  false  one,  no,  no  I  I  fondly  lore  tbee  itUl. 

Ree  those  looks  so  fraught  with  sadnesa;         ,    ■,.. 

Ouce  luy  heart  waa  filled  with  gladuesa. 

Now  'tis  driven  into  madness, 

Made  unhappy,  made  unhappy  still  by  thea.     ;, 

Still  no  other  e'er  can  warm  me  !    ■,.••;■.■ 
Fear  not  then   I  will  not  barm  thee^    ' 
No  false  one,  no  !  I  love  tbee  still,  .'■■ 

I  love  tbee,  false  one,  still. 

Dost  thou  speak  of  me  when  dreaming  t  -' 

Then  a  ray  of  light  is  beaming. 
And  thy  innocence  is  gleaming—  ,     ' 

Ob  :  I  love  thee,  oh  '.  1  dearly  love  tbee  ttUXL 

Now  no  other  iwain  can  claim  thee. 

Thou,  my  love,  shall  ever  wai-m  me. 

And  I  swear  I  will  not  harm  tbee  ;     ,  ■.■•'- 

Tee,  dear  one,  yes,  I  love  theeBtin,,^!;v,i  ;",.,.. 

I  love  thee,  dear  one,  atill. 


hnA 


i 


Oh !  Jndy  dear,  and  did  yon  hear  the  news 

that's  going  ronnd  T 
There's  not  a  Blade  mnst  grow  a  blade  of  grass 

DOW  in  the  ground  : 
On  earrots,  beets  and  tnrnips  yon  mnst  uow  be  fed : 
And  if  yon  want  to  grow  a  cabbage,  why, 

yon  mnst  grow  It  red. 
Kow,  there's  the  little  children,  they  mnat 

not  raise  thetr  heads, 
Or.  in  their  infant  fknoy,  speak  of  Parsley  beds. 
And  if  yon  want  to  change  their  food,  you  must 

live  on  Pork  and  Beans  : 
For,  men  and  women  are  forbid,  by  law, 

to  indulge  in  any  Oreens. 

Now,  there's  the  priceless  Emerald  ot  which 

yon've  often  read : 

It  win  be  superseded  by  the  Pearl  or  Buby  Red  : 

And  the  Baiubow  in  the  sky  must  never  more  be  seen  : 

For,  you  know,  that  Olorious  Emblem  it 

wears  a  Stripe  of  Oreen. 

I  met  with  neighbor  Oreen,  and  took  him  by  the  hand, 

Says  I  :  How's  your  potatoe  patch,  and  does 

your  cabin  stand  T 

Mr.  Oreen  no  more  on  paper  written  mnst  be  seen  : 

Aud  you  must  change  your  name,  old  t>oy. 

or  you'll  be  jolly  Oreen. 

Now,  there's  the  Glorious  Thistle  that  grows 

wild  on  the  heath. 
And  the  rose,  you  know,  must  cense  to  grow, 

if  it  shows  bat  one  green  leaf : 
And  the  Welchman,  with  his  leak,  must 

never  now  be  seen  : 
For,  there's  a  bloody  law  against  everything  that's  green. 
And  Young  Hen  from  the  Conntry  mnst  not 

come  ont  after  dark, 
Or  be  seen.  In  town  or  city,  going  out  upon  a  lark. 
And  now  I've  done  my  song  :  at  the  bar,  I  may  be  seen,  / 
When,  if  I  refuse  to  take  a  drink,  you'll  say  : 

I'm  Jolly  Oreen. 


The  Jolly  Waggoner. 

When  first  I  went  a-waggoning— *     •••  v -^  • 

A-waggonIng  did  go —  '        A.' 

I  filled  my  parents' hearts  fall 

Of  sorrow,  grief,  snd  woe  : 
And  many  are  the  hardships 

That  I  have  sluce  gone  through. 
Chorus  :    But  sing,  wo  !  my  lads,  slug,  WO ! 
Drive  on,  my  lads,  I  O  !   ^ 
And  who  can  lead  the  Ufis y 
Of  a  jolly  waggoner.       ._.!.'.-. 

It  is  a  cold  and  stormy  night,  1  i.^v"    !V 

And  I'm  wet  to  the  skin  : 
But  I'll  bear  it  with  conty)tment,     - 

Till  I  get  unto  the  inn  :  .    "  "    .   ^      '  ~- 

Tben  I  will  get  a-drinking 

With  the  landlord  and  his  frlenda  ' 

And  sing,  wo  !  my  lads,  he. 

New  snmmer  It  Is  coming—  ' 
What  pleasures  we  shall  see  !       ..,;■  .-, 

The  smalt  birds  are  a-singing 
Ob  every  green  tree  : 

The  b:ack birds  and  the  thmshea     ^-  >s.^r'r   f 
Are  whistllDgmerrllle—  ^■'  ■'■■o.i 

SiDgiog,  wo!  mylads,  be. 

Now  Michaelmas  Is  coming—  '' 

What  pleasures  we  shall  find  * 
It  will  make  the  gold  to  fly,  my  boya^      -;:.ll  . 

Like  chaff  before  the  wind  :  '-, 

And  every  lad  shall  lake  his  lass,      f  '•  '    ■ 

And  set  her  on  his  knee —  «.  ■  - 

And  sing,  wo !  my  lads,  &c. 
■'    ■  mm  »»i  mt  J 


! 


St.  Patrick's  Birthday. 


On  the  eighth  day  of  March  it  was.  some  people  say, 
Ttiat  St.  Patrick,  at  midnight,  he  first  saw  the  day  : 
While  others  declare  on  the  ninth  he  was  born. 
And  'twas  a'l  a  mistake  betweeu  miduieht  and  mom. 
For,  mistakes  will  occur  in  the  hurry  and  shock. 
And  some  blamed  the  baby   and  some  blamed  the  OLOCK, 
Till  with  their  cross-questions,  sure  no  one  could  know 
If  the  child  was  too  wast,  or  the.clock  was  too  6I.0W. 

Now.  the  first  faction  fight.  i-i  onid  Ireland,  they  say, 
Was  all  on  account  of  St.  Patrick's  birthday  ; 
Botue  fought  for  the  eight,  for  the  ninth  more  would  die. 
And  who  wouldn't  see  right,  sure  they  blackened  hla  eye. 
At  last  both  the  factions  so  positive  grew. 
That  each  kept  a  birthday,  so  Pat  then  bad  two. 
Till  Father  Huleahy,  who  ahowed  them  their  Bins, 
Said  no  one  could  have  two  birthdays  bat  a  twina. 

Says  he  :  "  Boys   don't  be  fighting  for  8  or  for  9. 

Don't  be  always  dividing,  bat  sonietimeaadding. 

Combine  8  with  0   and  17  is  the  mark. 

So  let  that  be  his  birthday— Auien  "  said  the  dark. 

If  he  wasn't  a  twins  sure  onr  history  will  show 

That  he's  worth  at  least  any  two  salntathat  we  know. 

Then  they  all  got  blind  drunk   which  completed  their  bliss 

And  we  ksep  up  the  practice  from  that  day  to  thia. 


'  .if. 


Traitor,  Spare  that  Flag. 

Air  :  Woodman,  apaiv  that  tre«b 

Traitor,:  spare  that  Flac^ 

Toupb  not  a  single  Star  : 
Its  shtltering  glory  still 

Incieasetli  near  and  far  :     '. 
'Twas  our  forefathers"  hand      ' , 

That  placed  it  o'er  our  head. 
And  tliou  shalt  let  it  stand. 

Or  |>eri8h  with  the  dead  I 

That  dear  old  precious  Flag, 

Whose  glory  and  renown 
Are  spread  o'er  land  and  sea 

And  would'st  tliou  tear  it  down  t 
Traitor,  forbear  thy  touch, 

Read  not  its  heart-bound  tiei  : 
Oh  !  spare  that  glorious  Flag, 

Still  streaming  through  the 

When  I  was  yet  a  boy, 

I  gloried  in  the  eight. 
And  raised  my  voice  in  joy 

To  greet  its  folds  of  light ; 
For  it  my  home  is  dear, 

D«ar  is  my  native  land  ; 
Forgive  this  foolish  tear, 

livt  let  that  old  Flag  stand  ! 

My  heart-strings  round  thee  cling. 

Close  as  thy  stripes.  Old  Friei^ 
Thy  praises  men  ehall  sing, 

Till  1  ime  itself  shall  end. 
Old  Flag,  the  storm  still  brave  : 

And,  'i'raitor,  leave  the  spot .  . 
While  I've  a  hand  to  save, 

Tliy  touch  shall  harm  it  not  I 

■i*  ■♦!  —  ,*... 


Little  Thing!. 

Snng  by  J.  Wood. 


I  things  are  all  the  rage, 
To  blease  this  little  throng. 

And,  is  I'm  on  this-little  stage, 
I'll  sing  a  little  song. 

Oh  !  oftimes  a  little  trouble 
Often  littto  sorrow  bnnge 


,rv 


■.  -7. 
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I'll  giv»  you  a  few  little  lines 
On  little  funny  things. 


i  O'nVT: 


1=3 


'Xir 


The  Blitle  ladies  of  the  day  ■;.  ^ 

Their  little  figures  dash  on,  . ' 

They  have  such  funny  little  way%^  .  , 

And  they  like  a  little  fashion  : 
And,  as  they  cross  the  littk  streets. 

They  look  like  little  pegs. 
And  when  they  raise  their  little  skirta. 

They  show  their  little  legs. 

Thei^  was  a  very  little  maid 

Looiked  like  a  little  dove  : 
This  little  maid  felt  very  qoeer, 

She  felt  a  little  love. 
Theret  was  a  very  little  man 

Said  he  felt  a  little  smart  :         . ' 
He  totd  this  pretty  little  maid 

That  she'd  stole  his  little  heart. 
And,  iUow  this  very  little  maid, 

So  Bays  my  little  song, 
She  helievcd  this  little  man, 

Anid  she  done  a  little  wrong. 
And,  oh  !  this  pretty  little  maid  : 

Shfi  grew  a  little  wavy. 
And  so  after  a  little  time,  .-•^t' 

Sbe  found  a  little  baby. 
And  now  this  very  little  man. 

After  the  little  wrong  he'd  done. 
From  this  naughty  litUe  maid 

Ihis  little  "man  did  run. 
Oh  r  he  would  not  a  little  pay       :-'i"  ., 

Te  buy  little  baby  frocks  ;  '  .i; '  '•' 

They  sent  hiui  then  a  little  way    '.,!*!." 

I"©  crack  the  little  rocks.     »••• .-'  -r 

No#,  all  you  very  little  men,  ;•     ' '        > 

^ast  let  tlie  little  ladies  be  :' 
Ualtss  babies  you  will  nnrse, 

^Vlly.  ernckinsj  little  fteaes  you'll  be — 
Now  listen  to  tliis  liitle  moral, 

Tfou  pretty  little  ladies, 
And  never  walk  with  little  men. 

If  you'ire  not  fond  of  little  babies. 


I 


, 


Think  of  Your  Poor  Wife  at  Kome. 


Air  :  Write  me  »  letter  from  home. 


./ 


I 


Oh  !  hnsband.  the  long  night .»  p*«t 

Wailing  eo  Jonely  for  Ihce,  *■ 

Her  »nd  t«aM  are  now  falling  felt,  ^.V  . 

sighing  ;  •'  oh  !  where  can  he  b«  ?  "   *•  y'' 

The  mein'ry  of  happier  days  ^  ■', 

1«  her  only  comfort  now,        '  '  '  '. 

A»  the  babe  on  her  bosom  she  l«Tf,  • . 

Kissing  its  snowy  brow. 

CIIOIIU8. 

Haye  yon  forgotten  her  now  T  • 

Drinking  with  strangers  you  roam — 

Reiueiiiber  yonr  child  so  dear, 
And  think  of  yonr  poor  wife  at  hom«  ! 

Vour  children  forget  how  to  play, 

And  cry  with  their  mother,  instead,        ;^ 
Watching  her  stitching  away 

'I'o  earn  liieni  a  morsel  of  bread  :  _ 
How  changed  is  tiie  girl  of  your  choic«, 

Wiio  once  was  so  pretty  and  neat — , 
How  ragged  and  thin,  looking  worse 

Than  she  wlio  begs  in  tiie  street — 

Have  you  forgotten  her  now  ?  Ao., 

The  home  where  she  lived  a  young  wife, 
You  left  it  a  twelve-month  ago  : 

Where  she  lived  tl.e  best  days  of  her  life- 
How  changed  is  everything  now  I  '• 

She  lives  in  a  garret  obscni*. 
Has  parted  with  everything, 

But  i» grieved  your  pt>or  wife  most 
To  {^nrt  with  her  wedding  ring — 

Have  you  forgotten  her  now  ?  Ao. 

When  sober,  together  you  lived 

As  happy  as  two  turile-doves  : 
But  now  the  poor  woman  she  fears 

The  face  of  the  man  that  she  loves. 
Oh  !  hnsband,  have  pity,  I  pray  : 

No  longer  with  strangers  do  roam, 
When  tempted  again  for  to  stray. 

Think  of  the  dear  ones  at  home. 

Have  you  forgotten  her  now  ?  Ac. 


There  ii  no  Oirl  Like  Maggie 

B7  Jack  McBbiady. 


I  hare  liTe<1  along  in  this  world. 

And  ilironsh  "  '  •»»»»  t>«en,  ' 

AdU  uiany  a  ehsriiilni;  (;irl,  • 

Within  my  time.  I've  seen  : 
B»t  of  all  the  maids  I've  met  with. 

Be  they  beauty  ifreat  or  small, 
Tlie  girl  whom  DOW  I  worabip, 

Doih  far  ontshiDe  tbeui  all. 
CUurus  ;    For,  there  is  no  girl  like  Mag^e, 

Tlie  eirl  wUont  I  do  love  ; 
■<■■  She  Is  so  fair— she  onght  to  Share 

A  munsiou  up  above. 

In  form  she  Is  iMrfeatlon  : 

Tea  p«rfect  lu  every  part : 
She's  nut  a  Binxle  feature 

That  wouldn't  rlefv  the  scnlptor's  art. 
While  her  voice  la  soft  and  mellow. 

And  her  eyes  like  the  at»ra  duth  ahine. 
Iler  lightest  smile  doth  the  heart  beguile— 

Ob  :  she  really  ia  divine  ! 

Fur,  there  is  110  girl  like  Msggle,  ke. 

Tet.  it's  not  alone  In  featnre, 

KoT  form   uor  ^race   nor  mlea, 
Kur  outward  gait,  nor  carriage. 

That  my  M,ii;;:ie  ■  cbariiia  are  aeon  : 
To  the  bejiily  of  her  person 

fill*  aiida  what'a  more  glorious  still — 
A  true  a  kind,  and  a  loving  heart 

AuU  a  iu;iid  above  all  ill— 

Fo, .  there  is  no  girl  like  Maggie,  ko. 

Kow,  I'd  rather  b<^  loved  by  Maggie, 

Ihsn  the  foremost  man  to  be 
Thia  world  baa  evnr  wilnaafced, 

Or  ever  a;;aiii  may  aee  : 
For.  wealth  ai>d  fame  and  power. 

What  plpaaurea  could  they  bring. 
To  compare  with  the  joy  (.f  I  elng  the  lovsd  boy 

Uf  the  girl  th.it  1  now  aing  ? 

For.  there  is  uo  girl  like  Maggie,  kc, 

Kow  if  there  is  ought  to  glad  the  heart, 

And  to  make  life  l>rlgbtly  shine. 
It  is  the  hope  tb'tt  Macule 

Will  unite  her  fate  to  mine  :  - 

And  whan  tliat  wiabed-for  day  arrlvea, 

As  aooii  I  hope  it  to  see. 
Ko  happier  man  in  all  this  land 

Will  be  Ibat  day  than  me  ■ 

For,  there  ia  no  girl  like  Msggle  ke. 


Twas  within  a  Mile  of  Edinbnrg  Town. 


Twaa  within  a  mile  of  Edinbnrg  town, 

lu  the  rosy  time  of  the  year  : 
Sweet  flowers  bloomed,  and  the  grass  was  down, 
And  each  ahepberd  wooed  his  dear. 
Bonnin  Jockie.  blithe  and  gay. 
Kissed  aweet  Jenny  making  bay  : 
The  laasie  Ulusbcd,  and  fronning  cried  : 

"  Na.  na.  ua,  it  winna  do  : 
I  canna,  csuua,  wluua,  winna,  manna  bnckle  to.  ** 

Jockie  was  a  wag  that  never  wonld  wed, 
t     Though  he  long  bad  followed  the  lass  : 
Contented  abe  earned  and  ate  her  brown  bread, 
t    And  merrily  turned  up  the  grass. 
Bonnie  Juckie    blithe  and  free. 
Won  her  heart  right  merrily, 
Tet  still  she  blushed  and  frowning  eried  : 
-'  Na.  na  na.  It  winna  do  : 
1 1  canua,  canna,  wiuna,  winna,  manna  bnckle  to.  " 

But  when  he  vowed  he  wad  make  her  his  bride. 
Though  his  flooka  and  bis  herds  were  not  few, 
She  gied  him  her  hand,  and  a  kiss  beside, 
And  vowed  abe'd  ever  be  true. 
Bonnie  Jookie,  blithe  and  free. 
Won  her  heart  right  merrily  : 
'At  kirk  she  na'er  mair  frowning  cried  : 

"  Na,  ua,  ua.  it  wioua  do  : 
I  canua.  cauu<.  winna,  winna.  manna  bnckle  to.  " 
^  lai  ^ 

A  Little  More  Cider. 


I  love  the  white  Ral  and  the  black. 

And  I  love  all  the  rest : 
I  love  that  gal  for  loving  me. 
Bat  I  love  uiyaeir  the  best. 
Oh,  dear  '.  I  am  so  thirsty,  '  .  .  '  -  ' 

I've  just  been  down  to  sapper, 
I  drank  four  pails  of  apple  javk. 

And  a  tub  of  apple  butler. 
Ohorua  :     A  little  more  cider,  do  : 
A  little  more  cider  do  : 
A  little  more  cider  for  Miss  Dine, 
A  little  more  cider,  do. 

I  went  to  aee  Mia*  Snow  Flake, 

'Twas  ou  Broadway  1  spied  her  : 
I'd  have  given  my  hat  and  boots,  I  wonld, 

Juat  to  have  been  beside  her. 
She  looked  at  me.  I  looked  at  her« 

She  walked  acroaa  the  atreet. 
She  smiled  at  me,  then  she  said  : 

"  A  little  more  cider  sweet—" 

A  little  more  older,  kc 

I  wish  I  was  an  apple. 

And  Snow  Flake  waa  another  : 
Oh:  what  a  pi  etty  pair  we'd  make 

On  a  tree  together — 
How  b»d  the  darklea  all  wonld  feel. 

When  on  the  tree  they  spied  her. 
To  think  bow  bappy  we  should  be, 

When  we're  made  Into  eider — 

A  little  more  eider,  kc, 
—  i>i  » 

Dear  Confiding  Heart 

Words  and  Music  by  H.  Millard. 

The  Mnsle  Is  poblished  by  White  k  Oealland, 
86  Tremont  Street,  Boston,  Mass. 


I  love  my  love  because  to  me  A^ 

She's  good  and  kind  and  true  :  ''[V 

Her  face  may  not  the  loveliest  be,        '^i. 
Her  eyes  the  heavenliest  blue  : 
Her  trusting  faith  I  often  prove. 

Her  pulse  with  mine  is  tlirilled 
Whene'er  I  tell  her  how  with  love 

My  soul  for  her  is  filled. 

My  soul  for  her  is  filled— 
CHORUS. 
Gentle  trusting  heart 
We  will  never  port  ! 
Love  on  !  love  on  !  dear  confiding  heart ! 

We've  loved  thro'  many  a  struggling  year, 

AVhen  fate  brought  loss  and  pain  : 
Her  smiles  repressed  each  starting  tear 

And  brougnt  back  joy  again. 
Both  hopes  and  feAis  we've  daily  known. 

But  Blill  we've  kept  in  view  : 
Two  hearts  can  bear  misfortune's  frown 

If  tliey  are  fund  and  true. 

If  they  are  fund  and  true  !  Chorus. 

So  let  Old  Time  hie  race  still  run  : 

For  tis  the  world  shall  be 
A  day  of  Summer  just  begun. 

From  care  and  sorrow  free  : 
Our  Itearls  are  one,  and  fond  and  true. 

And  that's  the  reason  why 
Each  passing  day  shall  but  renew 

The  love-light  of  her  eye. 

The  love-light  of  her  eye  !  Chorus. 


The  Laas  of  Cowrie. 


Twas  on  a  simmer's  aflemonn. 
A  wee  bi  fine  the  sun  gadi;  l!ov^n 
My  USRie  »■'  a  l>raH    now  gown 

('a;iic  oer  the  hill  to  Govtrio. 
The  rosrbud  tinged  wr  morning  sbowi  r 
Bloomed  fiesli  within  the  sniints  t>ower. 
But  Kitty  v,%»  the  faireat  flowrr 

That  ever  bloomed  in  G  wiie 

It  had  nso  thoutibt  to  d'l  her  wrai'i; 
But  round  her  waiat  my  arms  I  fl<ng, 
And  Said  :   "  My  1  Si'io.  will  ^e  ;;ang 

To  view  the  Carse  u'  Oonrlc  T 
I'll  take  re  to  my  Falhrr's  ha' 
In  ynn  Kreeu  field  btaidr  tlir  thaW, 
And  make  ye  lady  o'  flit  m  a'  — 

The  brawest  wife  in  Go^vrio  !  "  . 

Soft  hiaaes  011  her  llpa  1  l»id. 

The  binab  ni>oii  her  cheek  ao-n  'irrad, 

She  whispered  inodeetly  ami  auttl  : 

"  I'll  K''iig  wie  ye  to  Oowrie  '  " 
The  anid  folka  aoon  eacU  thrlr  c<'n«eiit. 
And  to  Heas  John  we  quickly  nent 
Wh.i  tied  ua  to  our  hi-art't  ccuteut. 

And  now  ahe'a  Ladv  Qo»rii:  I 


Biddy  Darling. 

By  BUI  Banty— Air  :  Mollv  Darling. 

Oh  !  don't  be  nngry,  Biddy  darling. 

If  I  should  stny  out  all  nijjhl  : 
Oh  !  don't  t>e  nngry,  Biddy  darling. 

If  in  the  morn  I  come  lioiiie  liglit. 
Oh  !  don't  yon  scold  iiie,  Biddy  durling. 

Oil  !  don't  you  hit  iiio  on  the  head, 
But  lift  me  gently,  Biddy  darling, 

And  put  me  in  my  little  b(d. 

CII('Ri;8. 

Biddy  dnrlinij,  sweetest  Biddy, 
I  look  so  sick,  and  feel  so  pale — 

Oh  !  lend  me  two  dollars,  l^iddy  darling, 
I  want  to  get  a  glass  of  ale. 

Last  week  I  saw  a  politioian, 

And  1  told  him  I  hud  no  work  nt  oil  : 
And  he  said  he  would  fix  me,  Biddy  d&rling, 

If  1  would  go  and  see  him  at  the  hall. 
So  I  went  and  I've  seen  him,  lliddy  darling  : 

So  get  out  my  working  shirt,  it's  torn. 
And  mend  it  nicely,  Liddy  darling  : 

For,  1  am  going  on  the  pi|)e8  on  Monday  mom. 
Liddy  darling,  sweeleet,  <k«. 

I'll  buy  you  a  new  dress,  Biddy  darling,         I   ; 

And  I'll  buy  meself  a  nice  new  hut  and  eoat, 
And  we'll  go  out  a  riding,  Biddy  darling, 

In  a  hand-cart  draAvnby  a  billy  goat. 
Oh  !  won't  we  have  a  nice  time,  Liddy  darling  ! 

Och  !  Biddy  darling,  hear  me  speak—       . 
Since  I'm  going  on  tlie  pipes,  Biddy  darling, 

"11  only  get  drunk  six  times  a  week  ! 

Biddy  darling,  sweetest,  die. 


The  Gipsy  King. 


Tis  Tm  the  Gipsy  King  ! 

And  Where's  the  kiujj  like  mo  ? 
Ko  trouble  my  dl);nitles  bring, 

No  other  is  half  BO  free  t 
In  my  kingdom  there  is  but  one  table. 

All  my  snhjecta  partake  of  luy  cheer  : 
We'd  all  drink  chainpaciic   wpre  we  able  : 

As  it  is.  we  have  plenty  of  beer. 
Chorus  :    For.  I'm  the  Gipay  King,  ha  !  ha ! 
For,  I'm  the  Gipsy  King  ! 

A  king,  and  a  trne  one  am  I  ■ 

No  courtier  or  niiniatrr  here  : 
I  ace  everything  with  my  own  eye, 

And  hear  everyibiUK  with  luy  own  ear. 
Mo  conspiracy  1  apprehend. 

Among  brothnia  au>l  H'sti-ia  I  rii!o  : 
We  help  both  to  gain  and  to  spend, 

Ani.1  get  drunk  when  the  meaauie  is  full. 

I  confess  that  I  am  but  a  man. 

My  failinxs  wlio  pleases  iiiny  know  : 
I'm  foud  of  my  girl  and  11. y  can. 

And  of  jolly  eompanioni  a  row. 
My  aui'jecta  are  kind  to  mo  : 

They  don't  grnduu  m'l  the  largest  gl 
Nor  yet  that  1  hold  nu  my  kiiee 

At  this  moment,  the  pivtiiest  Jass— 

Ne'er  a  kinir  do  I  »it»r   nor  keyaar. 

That  ails  on  a  colden  throne: 
And  .'11  tuii  yuti  the  uason  why  Sir  :  ' 

Uere'a  a  scoptro  and  ball  nf  my  own 
To  sit  all  night  through  lu  a  ero><  n 

I've  a  nntlon  my  ears  they  wonld  frcie  ; 
S)  I  i<n:l  my  old  night-cap  dovn 

Anil  tipple  and  s  i:i  ko  at  my  ease 


Chora  B. 


Chorus. 


-vj;. 
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The  New  Policeman. 

Air  :  Nora  Crelu*. 


Oh?  Rood  «T«uini;.  gentlemen,  to-d»y— 

Mow  list  iwhilc  to  me  tod  my  blarney  :       ..;..', 
I  »m  arrived  from  Dal>liD  quay,  ^"^'  , 

Now  lure  my  name  is  Michael  Karney  : 
Ornb  was  ickrce  and  luck  was  bad. 

HtiuKer'iTUDibling  ne'er  did  cease,  man:   .. 
So  to  tliig  city  I  came,  egad  ' 
And  Harphy's  made  me  a  new  PoUcemaa< 
Bantiug,  rollicking  Iiiebjoys. 

Always  quarrelling,  ne'er  at  peace,  man- 
Xisaing  tbe  girls  and  licking  the  boys  : 
Ob  :  that's  the  lite  of  a  new  Policeman. 

Och  1  there  isu't  yard  or  garden  wall         "'.'■; 

Abont  tbe  city  l>nt  I  can  scale  It. 
And  if  any  thing  I  find  at  all. 

Now  shouldn't  I  fool  be  not  to  nail  It  T 
Next  Dioriiing  there's  a  line  and  cry, 

'J  hpre's  something  stolen  and  to  be  brief,  man, 
Oh  ^  by  the  hookey,  who  but  1 

Am  laauiug  about  to  catch  the  thief  man. 

Banting,  rollicking,  &C. 

And  then,  yon  know,  when  I'm  ont  at  night,  '[-. 

In  every  ho  e  and  corner  peeping  : 
What's  that  I  spy  by  the  pale  moonlight, 

OcU  :  by  my  soul  :  'tis  a  gentleman  sleeping. 
Bis  pnekbts  I  grope  and  bis  money  I  take, 

Andtheuwithniy  staff  in  tbe  ribs  I'm  jobbing  him: 
And  if  by  chance  the  luan  should  wake, 

I  tell  him  I  thought  a  thief  was  robbing  hi^i. 

Ranting,  rollicking,  Ac. 

Then  if  there  Isn't  a  row  in  the  street,  - 

Sure  it's  rayaelf  knows  bow  to  raise  one  .:  ■'■ 

For,  I  knock  tbe  first  man  down  I  meet. 

Then  make  a  sliindy  fit  to  craze  one. 
He  resisis.  then  loud  he  hollers, 

I  lock  him  snd  swear  he's  rioty  : 
Next  morning  he  is  fined  two  dollars. 

Just  because  myaelf  couldn't  murder  him  quietly. 
Banting,  rollicking,  bo. 

I'm  In  with  every  servant  maid,  t    '  • 

Tor  mutton  and  hive  I've  ever  an  itching  :     :  .' 
And  of  being  caught  I'm  not  afraid  : 

For.  sure  I'm  there  to  guard  tbe  kitchen. 
And  then.  too.  don't  the  scriptures  say  :  \  y 

■•  Uultiply,  too,  and  increaae  men — "*  . 
So  if  we  only  have  our  way. 

We'll  fill  the  city  with  little  policemen. 

Banting,  rollicking,  &c. ; 

,, ►«♦►.- f 

Moonlight,  Starlight,  Daylight 

Sung  by  Harry  Bandi.  .       • 


While  going  through  this  brilliant  world 

So  many  lights  we  see  : 
There's  moonlight,  and  there's  starlight, 
.And  daylight  makes  the  three, 
tliey  are  the  three  great  light*,  we  are  told  ; 

At  least  we'll  let  them  be—.  .  .> 
For,  daylight  is  a  jolly  time,         '     .-        . 

And  moonlight  sMnes  so  fir«e. 
CHORrs. 
Moonlight,  starlight,  daylight  or  other  lights,  ^ 

Rushlight,  sunlight,  no  matter  what  they  be, 

faslight,  nightlight,  candlelight  or  limelight, 
bkylight,  lamplight— are  pleasant  unto  me. 

First,  moonlight  shines  so  brightly, 
'llie  stars  they  glitter  so — 

f The  daylight  shows  us  daily 
Wheriver  we  do  go  :  :;■'-■.      V 

he  ga.«light  burns  so  gaily, 
"While  the  rushlight's  glimmer  glow  : 
The  best  and  dearest  of  all  things 
Is  light,  that  we  all  know —  . 

Moonlight,  Ac. 

One  day,  T  purposed  that  I'd  go 

The  I'alnce  for  to  see  : 
The  sun  was  shining  bright,  that  day  : 

The  birds  sung  out  their  glee.  , 

The  day  it  passed,  the  evening  cam^  :   - 

While  sitting  down  to  tea, 
\  bird  came  whistling  in  my  car,  .' 

And  singing  merrily. 

•  ...   Moonlight,  Ac. 

It  shines  on  man  and  woman. 

It  shines  on  cattle,  too  : 
But  most  I  hope  sincerely. 

It  sliines  on  all  of  you.  -  , 

It  sliine-i  on  hoii.ses,  and  on  lands. 

The  waters  and  its  view  "  .- . 

How  pleafsant.  of  a  sunny  day,  '--y   ,■  ■ 

When  the  sky  it  looks  so  blue — 
:    •  Moonlight,  Ac. 


\ 


The  .Level  and  the  Square. 

By  the  eminent  M.isonic  Poet.  Bob.  Morris.    This  Song 

and  Burns's  A.dleu  to  Jiis  Lodge  are  the  finest 

prodiictioos  in  the  Masonic  Order. 


We  MXKT  tTPOH  THK  LKVK.L.  A.\D  WK  PART  tJTOJC  THE  SQUABE  : 

What  words  of  precions  meaning  those  words  Masonic  are — 
Come  let  us  contemplate  tb«m,  they  are 

worthy  of  our  thought. 
With  the  highest  and  the  lowest  and  the  rarest 

.  they  are  fraught. 

We  MEET  CPOS  THE   LEVEL,  thODgb 

from  every  station  come  : 
The  king  from  out  bis  palace,  and  the 

poor  man  from  his  home. 
For,  the  one  mnst  leave  bis  diadem 

outside  the  mason's  door. 
And  the  other  finds  his  trne  respect 

upon  the  chequered  floor. 

We  pabt  croir  the  Squabe  :  for.  the 

warld  must  have  its  due, 
We  mingle  with  its  multitude,  a  cold  nufriendly  crew  : 
But  the  Influence  of  our  gatherings  in  memory  is  green. 
And  we  long  upon  the  level  to  renew  ^he  happy  scene. 

There's  a  world  where  all  are  equal— we 

nre  hurrying  towards  it  fast— 
We  shall  meet  upom  the  level  there,  when 

the  gates  of  death  are  passed. 
We  shall  stand  before  the  Orient,  and  our 

Master  will  be  there. 
To  try  the  blocks  we  offer  by  his  own  nnerriivg  Square. 

We  shall  MEET  cpoM  the  level  there, 

but  never  thicnce  depart  : 
There's  a  mansion— 'tis  a!l  ready  for  each 

trusting  falthfnl  heart— 
There's  a  mansion  and  a  welcome,  and  a  multitude  is  there 
Who  have  met  upon  the  level,  and  been 

tried  UPON  the  squabs. 

I.et  US  meet  upon  the  level  then, 

while  laboring  patient  here, 
Let  us  meet  and  let  us  labor,  thongb  the  labor  seem  severe  : 
Already  in  the  western  sky  tbe  signs  bid  us  prepare 
Togather  up  ourworking  tools,  and  pabt  upon  ths  squabe. 

Hands  round,  ye  faithful  masons,  form  the 

bright  fraternal  chain  : 
We  part  upon  the  squabe  below  to  meet  in  heaven  again— 
Ob  !  what  words  of  precions  meaning 

those  words  masonic  are — 
"  We  meet  upon  the  level,  and  we  part  upon  the  sqnare.  " 


*;.■    ?     Nellie  Milea.  r      '       :=V; 

Written,  Composed  and  Sung  by  J,  WoodtV,  ,_ 


Some  girls  have  got  two  sweethearta,'     i-_ 

V'hilot  others  they  have  none  :  ;    . '' • 

Of  ooar^e.  to  play  with  us  poor  imps     r     > .  ..  .   . 

They  think  it  jolly  fun  :  i: 

But  when  I  think  of  Nellie  Miles, 

And  of  ber  Quarter  Master,  -    '-  .\: 

I  feel  cut  up  and  nearly  dead,  '    .•  ■ 

Like  a  whitered  Chiua-cster. 

Oh  !  Nellie  Miles  Oh  I  Nellie  Milea,  -v 
My  heart  is  beating  faster,  > 

All  through  that  look,  so  full  of  smilei. 
You  gave  tbe  Quarter  Master. 

'Twaa  on  the  Captain  Armatrong, 

He  sailed  away  last  week  :  c  '■-  _.; 

She  says  she  thinks  he  won't  be  long,     '        V'^  J  .•: 

So  now's  my  time  to  speak.  •■.;'.  . - . 

Last  Sunday,  on  my  knees  I  went  ,.,   ■ 

Love's  question  for  to  ask  her  : 
I'd  scarce  began  when  I  was  sent 

Bight  on  uiy  Quarter  Master. 

Oh  !  Nellie  Miles,  &o 

tea.  there  he  stood,  he  had  returned 

Much  sooner  than  expected  : 
And  there  I  shook,  my  head  was  turned  : 

For.  I  had  been  detected.  .  . : 

She  winked  at  him  and  said  :  "  My  dear. 

Why  the  devil  didn't  yon  come  faster  T  "•     -":    .:  . 
"  I  would,  said  he  but  I've  presents  here 

From  your  loving  Quarter  Master.  " 

Oh  !  Nellie  UlleS,  fto. 

His  flats  at  once,  in  my  eye  was  sent, 

Whilet  she  wollopped  me  well  behind  : 
I  wished  that  I  had  knocked  bim  down, 

He  was  too  big  :  bo  1  declined. 
Upon  the  ground  my  breeclies  rent,  v  ,    -v 

I  lay  snd  called  for  plaister —  .  ^^. 

*'  Old  cbiip,  she  says,  'lis  my  intent 

To  marry  this  Quarter  Master.  "  ''   ■  '"'', 

Ob  :  Nellie  Ulles,  ftc 

Young  maFCuHne  genders,  nnderstand 
This  advice  to  yon  sll  I  offer  : 

Don't  on  your  knees  atteiiipt  to  land      i   '   •..   ■■'-•- 
When  courting  of  the  daughter. 

Or  else  some  time  when  walking  out,    (,'•;■,:   ■. 
And  Love  it  pro  uptu  to  ask  her.  -.-■ 

A  Seaman's  voice  in  yonr  ear  will  shout :  ■•..•' , 

'•  I'm  th«t  girl's  Quarter  Master  '  *' 

Oh  '  Nellie  Miles,  &c 


Let  another's  passion  be  a  lecture  to  thy  reasons. 


The  Masonic  Adieu. 

By  the  Oreat  Scotch  Poet.  Eobert  Bnrus. 

Adien  '.  a  heart- warm,  fond  adien. 

Dear  brothers  of  tbe  mystic  tie  ! 
Ye  favorc4-  7°  euligUleoed  lew. 

Oompanjous  of  my  social  joy  ! 
Tho' I  to  foreign  lands  mnst  hie.  * 

Pursuing  fortune's  sliddery  b»' — 
With  melting  heart,  and  bruuful  ey«. 

I'll  uiiud  yuu  siill,  thu'  fur  ana'— 

Oft  have  I  met  yonr  social  band. 

And  spelit  the  cheerful  festive  sight; 
Oft  honored  with  supreme  command. 

Presided  o'er  the  suns  of  light  : 
And  by  thiit  hieroglyphic  bright. 

Which  none  but  crafuimeu  ever  saw. 
Strong  laoau'ry  on  my  heart  shall  writ* 

Those  happy  scenes  when  far  awa". 

May  fk-eedpm,  harmony,  and  love 

Unite  ydn  in  the  grand  design.  ''  ..'    ' 

Beneath  tfi' Omniscient  Eye  above,         .i.     ' 

The  giDtious  Architect  divine  '  •  -  •' 

TMt  you  (nay  keep  th'  unerring  line. 

Still  rising  by  the  plummet's  law,         ,  ' ,', 
Till  orderjbrlght  completely  shine.  -  "  " 

Shall  ha  my  prayer  when  far  awa'. 

And  you.  farewell  '  whose  merits  claim 

Justly  that  highest  badge  to  wear  ! 
Eeav'n  bless  your  honored,  noble  name, 

To  Masonry  and  Scotia  dear  ! 
A  last  request  permit  me  here  : 

■When  jTearly  ye  assemble  a' 
One  routiil- 1  ask  it  with  a  tear. 

To  biaii  the  Bard  that's  far  awa'— 
-, ■    ♦»^— 

Henrietta,  the  Farmer's  Daughter. 

■  •   Writteti  and  Sung  by  Watson  Largo. 

Some  folks  tbey  say  that  love  it  is  a  folly  : 

But  there's  notbitg  can  surpnssa  gond  tempered  little  lass : 

And  bow  bappy  we  tbe  momenta  that  we  do  often  pass 

With  the  pretty  little  girls  wo  love  ! 

So  I'll  sing  in  praise  of  one.  that  can  be  surpassed  by  none: 

Such  a  pretty  little  creature,  that  is  always  full  of  fun  : 

And  she  really  is  an  angel  after  all  is  said  and  done, 

Is  my  pretty  little  X'armer's  Daughter. 

CHORUS. 
Then  I'll  sing  in  praise  of  lair  Henrietta. 
For,  there's  uoaa  you  can  compare  to  that 

Charmer  young  and  fair. 
And  I'll  ne'er  fdiiget  tbe  first  time  that  1  met  her 
In  a  farm-yard  d*»n  in  Derbyshire. 

Her  father  he's  a  well  to  do  old  farmer. 

And  now  I'll  be  l»ound  to  lay  down  twenty  ponnd 

That  he  is  mndi  respected  for  as  many  miles  around, 

As  the  pounds  I  now  offer  to  lay  : 

Her  ma's  a  stately  dime,  that's  respected  mnch  tbe  same. 

As  her  stately  looking  farmer,  who  has  won  bis  wsy  to  fame  : 

And  there  is  uetoue  in  Derbyshire  but  «h»t 

would  say  tbe  same 
Of  my  pretty  litite  Farmer's  Daughter. 

Then  I'll  siqg,  to. 

For  hours  by  be^  side  I've  been  standing 
While  she's  fed  the  hens,  and  the  sheep  that 

are  in  the  peas  - 
And  I've  watched  her  pretty  figure  as  across 

the  yard  she  sends 
Her  pretty  baa  laabs  to  their  fold 
Bnt  she's  said,  qpon  her  life,  that  she  will  be  my  wife  : 
My  time  shall  b^  so  happy  !  I  shall  never  know  no  strife- 
So  I'll  try  my  ba«t,  from  day  to  day.  to 

comfort  her  throug  life 
My  pretty  little  Farmer's  Dangbter. 

Then  I'll  sing,  ko. 


New-York  Sights. 


If  yon  want  to  go  down  Broadway,  ■  ,     ■.  • 
>.  'Yon  must  look  out  very  sharp, 

Or  you'll  get  knocked  down  with  a  borse, 

And  ,T*n  over  with  a  cart. 
The  etage-driveis.  on  the  hex. 

Are  sltafays  looking 'round, 
And  the'first  thing  that  you  know. 
They  Will  knock  you  on  the  ground. 
CHORUS. 
New- York  City  it  is  the  pi  ace  to  be 
The  gaie  are  so  pretty,  and  they're  all  in  love  With  me. 
The  poltcemen  on  the  corners. 

Have  been  stationed  there  ..  ' . 

To  see  that  all  the  ladies 

Got  scS'oss  the  street  with  care  :       '  .V        ''V 
Tho  backtoau  and  the  carman  '     '        v 

Are  always  driving  so  fast. 
That  yo(i  have  to  make  your'legs  go, 
If  you  want  to  get  apast. 

New-York  City,  &c. 

-~  Down  by  Bamum's  Museum.    ,. 

Tberefs  always  sncb  a  rnsh 
'.'       That  tlie  gentlemen  and  ladie* 
-:  Are  always  in  a  fuss  : 

They  geit  half-way  across  the  street. 

And  aSong  comes  a  'bnss 
Which  knocks  them  In  th*  mnd, 
And  tben  they  make  a  mnsi 

New-York  City  tc 


.'►v  -^_  v:<*7'  *y*'i*'y 'T^'^tf*-. 


6*13 


THE     SIi\Gi:R'S    JOUR.^AL. 


THE  RASH  MISTAKE 


"  Nolrnmps  liere,  "  »aiil  I — and  I  t-lintlhc  door 
in  Jiis  fiitv.  I  lie  win<l  blew  so  I  could  har-lly  do 
it,  and  (lie  fKtt  win  bmiin:^  on  llio  ]^nne,  mikI  llic 
\>»r*  livrs  Were  groftiiiiiif  and  iiu>:uiiii;{  just  ns  if 
U«'y  siiHercd  in  lliu  slorin  — "  No  Iraiupii  licTo,  I'm 
a  lone  wumaii,  niid*l  m  nfriiid  of  'tin.  '' 

'1  lieu  tlic  ninii  /  liudii't  Beoti  yit  for  llic  dark, 
Went  away  fioui  the  door— tniinp,  trump,  came 
througli  llie  (ilu<li,  os  I  lienrd  tlic  ^atc  creak  ns  ilio 
gat«  always  does  :  Ihon  tniiiip,  trniup,  cuiiio  the 
niaa  Imclc  nj^nin,  and  lie  knocked  on  the  duor  — 
kn^Hiked  not  lialf  so  loud  as  lie  had  before  —  nnd 
I  opened  it  hot  and  angry.  1  lii«  tiina  I  taxt  liia 
face,  wiih  yellow  browa  hair,  croi'|ied  close,  and 
givat  staring  blue  eyes  :  anil  he  put  liis  hand  a- 
gaiij:<t  the  door,  and  held  it  open. 

"  lluw  fiir  ii  it  to  the  next  house,  madam  'i  " 
said  he.  * 

"  I  lireo  miles  or  more,  "  said  I, 

"  And  tliiit  it  not  a  tavern  ?  " 

'•  No.  faid  /:  no  drinks  to  bo  got  there  ;  it's 
.^ha  Mitten's,  and  flic's  setuguinst  iranipsas  1  am. 

'■  /ilon't  want  nnytliing  to  drink,  eaid  the  man, 
but  I  do  want  food.  Vou  needn't  be  afraid  to  let 
me  in.  mndain.  I've  been  wounded — am  notable 
to  walk  fir— my  clothes  are  thin,  and  it's  bitter 
cold.  I've  been  trying  to  cet  to  my  parents  at 
GreenbatiU,  where  I  can  re^t  (ill  I  nm  better  ;  and 
all  my  money  was  rtolen  from  me  three  days  a^o. 
You  needn  t  be  afraid  :  ju--t  l.t  mc  lie  betore  the 
fire,  and  only  give  me  a  cnict  to  keep  me  from 
6tar\i.ig,  and  the  lord  will  bless  you  for  it. 

And  llitii  he  looked  at  mc  wilh  his  mild  blue  eyes 
in  a  way  that  would  have  made  mc  do  it,  if  it  had- 
n  t  been  lli:it  I  h;id  seen  so  much  of  those  impos- 
tors. 1  he  war  was  just  over,  and  every  beggar  that 
came  along  eaid  he  was  a  soldier  travelling  home, 
and  liiid  been  robbed.  One  that  I  had  been  fool 
enonuii  to  a-sist,  limped  away  out  of  sight,  as  he 
thou.;ht,  and  then— for,  I  wos  r.t  the  garret  window 
—  (■hiiuhiercd  his  crutches  and  tramped  it  with  the 
6lroii;^>st 

■■  -No  doubt  your  pocket  Is  full  of  money,  said  I, 
and  you  only  w.nnt  a  chance  to  rob  and  murder 
me.     Cio  oway  with  yon  !  " 

I'm^illa,  my  niece,  whs  baking  short  cake  in  the 
kitchen.  Ju^t  then  she  came  to  the  door,  and  mo- 
tioned with  her  mouth  to  mc  :  "  Do  let  him  etiiy, 
auniy,  '  and  if  I  hadn't  had  good  sense,  1  might, 
but  I  knew  better  than  a  girl  .  f  sixteen. 

'•  (io  away  with  you  !  said  /,  louder  than  before  : 
I  wont  have  this  any  longer.  " 

And  he  gave  a  kind  of  groan,  and  took  his  hand 
from  the  latch,  and  went  trump,  tramp,  through 
tho  frozen  snow  again  :  and  I  thought  him  gone, 
when  tlier>j  he  was  once  more,  hardly  with  a  knock 
at  all  —  •  •  'n.jt  touch  like  a  child  s  now. 

And  "^  -  (  opened  the  door,  he  came  quite  in, 
and  sto.,  caning  on  his  caue,  pale  as  a  ghost,  his 
eyes  bigger  tl  an  ever 

"  \\  ell.  of  all  impudence  I  "  said  / 

Ife  looked  nt  me.  mid  suid  he  :  "■  iladam,  I  have 
a  liiolller  at  (ireenbank.  I  want  to  live  to  see  her. 
1  shall  not  if  1  Iry  to  go  further  to-night. 

"  Ihey  all  want  to  see  tiieir  mothers,  ''  said  I, 
and  jii-t  ilien  it  came  into  my  mind  th;it  I  hoped 
my  ton  <.  llarlc^*,  who  hail  been  a  soldier — an  oiHeer 
he  had  got  to  be,  mind  you — wanted  to  see  Lis,  uud 
would  s^oon. 

"  I'vv-  been  wountlcd.  as  you  see,  "  s.iid  he. 

"  I'on't  go  a  showing  me  your  hurts,  said  I  : 
they  buy  'em,  so  they  tell  me,  to  go  begging  with 
HOW.  /.-.ad  the  pa|)trs,  I  tell  ye,  and  I'm  prin- 
cipled, SOB  our  clergyman,  at;in  giving  anything, 
unUds  it's  through  some  weil-organiaed  society. 
'I'ranip-  aiv  my  Bbominntinns.  And  as  fir  keeping 
you  all  night,  you  can't  expect  that  of  decent  folks 
-go  !  " 

Drusilla  came  to  the  door,  and  said  :  '•  Let  him 
stay,  aunty,  "  witli  her  "  lip  "'  again,  but  /took 
no  notice. 

So  he  went,  and  this  time  did  not  come  back, 
and  I  sat  down  by  the  lire,  and  listened  to  the  wind 
and  sleet,  and  felt  the  warm  tire,  and  smelt  the  ba- 
king cakes,  and  the  npple.s  stewing,  and  the  tea 
drawing  on  the  kitchen  stove  :  and  1  ought  to  have 
been  very  comfortable,  but  I  wasn't.  Something 
seemed  to  be  tugging  at  my  heart  all  the  time. 

1  gave  the  fir^  a  poke,  and  lit  another  candle  to 


cheer  myself  by,  and  I  went  to  my  work-basket  to 
get  Ihc  sock  I  had  lioen  knitting  for  my  Charlie  : 
and  a.s  I  went  to  get  it  I  saw  something  lying  on 
the  iliKir.  I  picked  it  up.  It  was  an  old  tobacco 
pouch,  ever  so  much  like  the  one  1  gave  Charlie, 
with  fringe  around  it,  and  written  on  it  in  i.ik  : 
"  ('.  r.  to  It.  II  ,  " — and  in.siilc  was  a  bit  of  tobac- 
co and  an  old  pipe,  and  a  letter  ;  and  when  I  spread 
it  out  I  saw  at  the  top  —  "  ,My  dear  son.  " 

1  knew  the  U-ggur  must  have  dit>pped  it,  and  my 
heart  gave  one  big  thump,  ns  though  it  had  been 
turned  into  a  hamnicr. 

Perhaps  his  story  w.is  tnic,  and  he  had  a  mo- 
ther, /shivered  all  ov«r,  and  l!ie  tire  and  the  can- 
dies, and  the  nice  comfirlable  fiiull  might  just  as 
Well  not  have  been  at  all,  I  w,ts  so  cold  and  wretch- 
ed ! 

And  over  and  over  a^ain  /had  to  say  to  myself 
what  1  had  heard  my  pastor  say  so  often  :  "  Never 
give  anything  to  chance  beggurs,  my  dear  friends  ; 
always  bestow  your  charity  on  worthy  pers<in8, 
through  well-on;anized  societies,  "  before  1  could 
get  a  bit  of  comfort.  And  what  nn  old  fool  I  was 
to  cry,  I  thought,  when  I  found  my  cheeks  wet. 

l''Ut  I  did  not  cry  long  ;  for,  ns  I  sat  there,  dn.sh 
and  crash  and  jingle  c.nmc  a  f-leigh  over  the  roB<l, 
and  it  8lop|)ed  at  Our  gate,  and  1  heard  my  Char- 
lie's voice  crying  —  "  llalloo,  mother  !  "  I  went  to 
the  door,  and  had  him  in  my  arms— my  great,  tall, 
handsome,  brown  son.  And  tlure  he  was  ii  Lis 
uniform,  with  his  pretty  sh<iuliler  straps,  and  hear- 
ty as  if  he  had  never  been  through  any  hardfliips. 
lie  had  to  leave  mc  to  put  up  his  horse  ;  and  then 
I  had  by  the  fire  again  my  own  boy.  And  Drusilla, 
who  had  been  iip-ftairs,  and  had  been  crying,  came 
down  all  in  n  miller  — for,  they  were  lii<e  brother 
and  sister— and  ho  kissed  her,  and  she  kiised  him, 
and  away  she  went  to  set  the  table  for  supper.  How 
Charlie  enjoyed  them  !  but  once,  in  tlic  midst  of 
all,  I  f  It  a  frightened  feeling  come  over  me,  and  I 
turned  very  jiale  :  for,  l;rusilla  said  ;  "•  What  is 
the  matter.  Aunt  Fairfax  ?  " 

/said  nothing,  but  I  thought  I  heard  something 
like  the  ghost  of  a  step,  going  tramp,  trump,  over 
the  frozen  snow  :  kind  o'  like  t!ic  gho.«t  of  a  voice 
crying  :  "  Let  me  lie  on  the  floor  before  the  fire, 
and  give  mc  any  kind  of  a  crust :  "  kind  o'  like 
seeing  some  one  that  had  a  mother,  droppiT>g  down  • 
on  the  wintry  road,  and  freezing  and  starving  to 
death  tlure. 

Charlie  and  /drew  np  together  by  the  fire,  when 
tea  was  over,  and  he  told  us  things  about  the  war, 
I'd  never  heard  before  :  how  the  soldiers  sull'tred, 
and  what  weary  marches  and  short  rations  they 
sometimes  had.  And  he  told  me  how  his  life  had 
been  set  upon,  and  he  was  liadly  wom.dtd  :  and 
how,  nt  the  ri.<k  of  his  own  life,  a  fellow  solJier  had 
favtd  him.  and  curried  him  away,  lighting  his  path 
buck  to  Cum  p. 

'•  I'd  never  have  seen  you  but  for  him,  says  my 
Charlie  :  and  if  there's  u  man  on  earth  I  love,  it  is 
Kob  lladway  —  the  dearest,  best  fellow.  We've 
shared  each  other's  rations,  and  drank  from  the 
same  canteen  many  a  time  :  and  if  ever  1  had  a 
brother,  1  Couldn't  think  more  of  him.  " 

"  Why  don  t  yoti  bring  hiiii  home  to  see  your 
mother,  t'liarlie  V  suid  I.  U  liy,  I'd  love  him,  too, 
and  anything  I  could  do  for  him,  for  the  man  who 
taved  my  boy's  life,  couldn't  Ik'  ei'ougli.  ."^end  for 
him,  I  harlie.  ''  lUll  Charlie  sh'jok  UU  head,  und 
covered  his  face  with  liii  hands. 

"  Mother,  .'iiiid  he,  /  don't  know  whether  Koh 
lladway  is  alive  or  dead  to-day.  \S  liile  I  was  still 
in  the  rank.s  he  was  taken  jiri.soner.  And  the  pri- 
sons are  poor  places  to  live  in,  mothi  r  ;  I'd  give 
my  right  hand  to  bo  aVile  to  do  him  any  good  ; 
but  1  can't  find  no  trace  of  him.  And  he  has  a 
mother,  too  ;  she  lives  at  (;^■enbank  —  poor  old 
lady  !  My  dear,  goml,  noMi;  Kol>,  iho  preserver  of 
my  life  !  "  And  i  saw  ('liarlic  nearly  crying.  Not 
to  let  ua  sec  the  tears,  he  got  up  and  went  to  the 
mantel-piece. 

'■  Good  Heaven  !  what  is  this  ?  "  And  I  turned, 
and  Charlie  had  the  tobacco  ]iouch  the  man  drop- 
ped, in  his  hand. 

"  \V  here  did  this  come  from  ?  said  he.  I  feel  as 
tliough  I  hud  seen  a  ghost.  1  gave  llii.s  to  K'  1> 
lladway  the  day  ho  saved  mc.  Ue  soldier.^  hav.,- 
not  much  to  give,  you  know,  and  he  voweil  never 
to  part  with  it  while  he  lived,  blow  did  it  conio 
here,  mother  ? '' 


/fell  back  in  my  chair,  white  and  cold,  and  said 
I  :  '•  A  wandering  tramp  left  it  her.-,  never  — never 
your  Koh,  my  dear,  never  your  Itob.  He  must 
have  been  an  imp<i.'-tor.  i  wouldn't  hove  turned  a- 
way  a  person  really  in  want.  Oh  !  no  :  no  :  it  is 
another  pouch,  my  child  :  not  yonrs,  or  he  stole 
it.  A  tall  fellow  with  blue  eyes,  and  yellow  brown 
hair,  wounded,  be  said,  ond  going  to  lii«  mother 
at  ('reenbank.     Not  your  l!ob.  " 

And  Charlie  stood  staring  at  me  with  clinched 
li.inds,  and  saiil  lie  :  "  It  was  my  Jlob  !  it  was  my 
dear  old  Kob  who  sarcd  my  life,  and  yon  have  dri- 
ven him  out  in  such  a  night  as  this,  mother.  My 
mother,  to  use  l!ob  so  !  " 

••  Curse  me,  Charlie,  said  I,  curse  me,  if  you  like  : 
I'm  nfruid  (Jod  will.  '1  hrte  times  he  asUid  only  for 
a  crust,  and  a  jibice  to  lie,  and  I  drove  hint  away. 
I.  1 — ond  he's  lying  on  the  road  now.  Oh  !  if  1 
had  known — " 

And  Charlie  caught  up  his  hat.  "  /'ll  find  him 
if  he's  alive,  said  he.  Oh,  Hob  !  my  dear  friend  !  " 

And  then — /never  saw  the  girl  in  such  atlurry — 
down  Went  lirusillaon  her  knees,  as  if  she  was  faying 
her  prayers,  and  says  she  :  "  1  thank  God  1  dared 
to  do  it  I  "  Arid  she  says  to  me  :  "  <.)h  !  aunt, 
I've  been  trembling  with  fright,  not  knowing  what 
you'd  say  to  me  1  took  him  in  the  kitchen  way, 
I  could  not  see  hira  so  faint  and  hungry,  and  woun- 
ded, anil  1  put  him  in  the  spare  chamber  over  the 
jiarlor.  and  I've  been  so  frightened  all  the  while!  '' 

"  Lord  bless  you,  I'rusilla!  "  said  Charlij  :  and 
"  Amen,  "  faid  /  And  she,  getting  bolder,  went 
on  :  '■  And  /  took  him  up  hof  short-cako  and 
apple-sauce  and  tea,  snys  she,  and  I  took  a  candle, 
and  a  hot  brick  for  his  feet,  and  told  him  to  eat 
and  go  to  bed  in  the  best  chamber.  Aunt  Fairfax, 
with  the  white  count«T>ane.  " 

After  this,  Charlie,  not  being  nngrat'ful,  nor 
jioor  cither,  helped  Kob  into  business.  .And  he  got 
over  his  wounds  nt  la.'-t,  and  grew  as  hand.some  ai 
a  picture,  and  to-day  a  week  he  is  going  to  marry 
l)rui\\la. 

'•  Id  give  you  anything  /  have,  said  I,  and  I 
won't  refuse  you  even  hrusilla,  "  when  he  asked 
me,  telling  me  had  loved  lier  ever  s-iiice  she  was 
kind  to  him,  on  the  night  I'vo  lold  you  of. 

And  Charlie  is  to  stand  up  with  liiin,  and  /am 
to  give  l)rusiilanway,  and  Kob'e  sister  from  Green- 
bank  is  to  be  bridesmaid,  and  1  have  a  guess  that 
some  d.iy  Charlie  will  bring  her  home  to  me  in 
I'nisillu's  jdace. 

/don't  drive  beggars  from  the  door  now,  as  I 
used  to,  and  no  doubt  I'm  imposed  upin  :  but 
this  is  what  /say  ;  "  Hctter  to  be  imposed  u|>on 
ahfays,  thun  to  lie  cruel  to  one  who  is  really  in 
need  of  your  help.   " 


:-ir 


SLAxnkn. — Tho  evd  done  by  the  first  ■uttTer  of 
a  slander  is  small  comjiared  with  that  which  is 
spread  through  a  community  from  the  repetition 
of  the  fuL-c  tule  by  idle  babolers.  'I  hcse  persons 
would  fain  excuse  themselves  by  alleging  that  they 
had  heard  it  from  Mrs.  So-and-so,  a  .Mrs  Such-a- 
one.  or  they  shelter  themselves  under  the  common 
generalilie.s  of  "  people  gay,  "  or  '•  they  say.  " 
Spurious  coin  and  forged  bank-notes,  however  in- 
geniously executed,  do  no  harm  if  tlrey  remain  in 
the  hands  of  the  original  forger.  It  is  by  their  cir- 
culation that  the  people  suffer.  Somebody  once 
said  to  a  ."age— •'  \  man  slandered  you  in  my  pre- 
sence. " — '•  If,  replied  llie  wise  man,  you  had  not 
listened  with  pleasure,  he  would  not  have  defamed 
me.  "  .,  ,     .   • 

The  remark  was  n  just  one.  -  I 

In  all  cases  of  slander  currency,  whenever  the 
forger  of  the  falsehood  is  not  to  bo  found,  the  in- 
jured parties  should  have  a  right  to  come  on  any 
of  the  endorsers. 

Put  not  yeur  faith  in  him  who  predicts  a  hot 
season  :  he  sells  ices — nor  in  him  who  predicts  a 
cold  one  :  ho  owns  a  cheap  clothing  estaolishment 
— noryet  in  him  who  declares  a  wet  one:  he  vends 
umbrellas — nor  a  dry  one  :  he  sells  beer. 

There  are  fi2,38.3  physicians  and  surgeons  in  tb« 
Uniteil  Elates,  or  an  8v»'rnge  of  one  to  look  after 
the  health  of  every  Gib  people. 

AVire  sliovels,  to  economize  coal  consumption, 
will  be  found  very  advantageous  to  heads  of  house- 
holds.    The  articles  sift  cimlers  thoroughly. 


f..^-,^v^ 
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^■■::         FERDINAND  WARING,  Esq.  *:     " 

.;  -    »  JTon  must  return  to  tlie  country,  Louisa,  said 
Mrs-  Maluiaey,  and  there  is  an  end  uf  lUe  matter.  " 

"  I    shall  do  no  such   tiling,  Caroline,  returned 
the  young  lady  :  and  I  did  not  think  you  would 
behayu  in  such  an  unsisterly  ninnncr.  " 
j.-\     "  Vou  had  no  business  to  ran  aw.ny  from  lionse.  " 

"  lint  I  have  run  away.  Wliat'a  the  use  of  tal- 
king a)>out  that  V  " 

"  With  everything  around  you  to  make  you 
hapi'.y " 

'•  I  hate  being  made  anything.  I  like  to  make 
myself  happy,  or  not  t"  be  happy  at  all. 

*'  Vour  Uelightftil  spirit  haa  improved,  I  think, 
fincc  I  left  you.  What  in  tlie  world  made  you  come 
to  ine  y  " 

"  \\  hy,  where  else  should  I  have  gone  ?  You 
have  a  nice  house,  and  a  nice  husband,  and  plenty 
of  money,  and  plenty  of  company,  and  nothing  to 
annoy  you  ;  and  you  have  no  feeling  for  me,  wlio 
have  been  shut  up  for  two  years  in  a  dull  little  box 
in  the  country,  with  no  amusement  except  listening 
alternately  to  the  history  of  papa's  gout  and  the 
huckiog  of  niamnia's  cough,  and  no  excitement  ex- 
cept wotider  when  tlie  doctor's  boy  came  late  with 
the  bark  and  the  paregoiic.  " 

"  I'our  1.00  I  sjiid  Mrs.  Mnlmsey,  laughing:  but 
then  see  what  a  heaUliy  life  you  have  lt"d.  ^'ou  look 
as  fre^h  an  I  as  j)retLy  as — as  I  ustd  lo  look  before 
the  days  of  late  hours  and  hot  rooms.  " 

"  And  what  is  the  use  of  looking  well  when  tliere 
is  nobody  to  look  at  one  ';'  was  the  u>:nn6werttble 
answer  of  Miss  Louisa  Moutittiorris  :  '•  Yon  write 
me  long  letters  full  of  your  gaities  and  your  par- 
ties—I  >ut  couie,  Caroline,  how  do  you  mean  to 
manage  for  me  ?  '' 

•'  Malmsey  shall  see  you  to  the  railway  to-mor- 
row morning— it  is  too  late  to-night,  I'm  afraid. 

'■  To  go  home  ?  "  ■    ,   .  .  ■, 

,'.;     "  CerUinly.  " 
..'    *'  I  won't,  Caroline  :  "  and  the  beauty  burst  into 
tears. 

■■  You  need  not  begin  doing  that,  Louisa,  said 
Mrs.  Malmsey,  very  quietly  :  you  forget  that  1 
hove  been  in  the  habit  of  seeing  you  cry,  at  var- 
ious short  intervals,  during  cig;hteen  years.  " 

"  What  a  hard,  unkind  thing  you  are!  Oh  I  but, 
Carry,  can't  you.  out  of  all  your  acquaintances,  get 
ute  a  husband  like  Malmsey  ?  " 

"  iSo  I  that  I  can't.  Miss  Modesty  :  but  stop — " 
;"  That's  just  what  I  want  to  do,  Caroline.  " 
.     '  The  married  lady  pondered  for  some  minutes,  with 
'    il'eurioua  smile  occasionally  playing  about  her  fea- 
tures.   -Once  or  twice  she  seemed  alwut  to  speak, 
and  then  checked  herself.     At  last  she  compressed 
her  lips  and  looked  grave,  as  if  making  uj)  her  mind. 

"  Louisa,  she  said,  I  am  too  good  to  yon.  and  you 
don't  deserve  it.  liut  a  plan  occurs  to  me  :  and  if 
Malmsey  approves  it — hark  ! — there  is  his  knock. 
Come  into  my  dreBsing-room — 1  dare  say  he  will 
follow.  " 

The  council  sat  late  :  until  Louif^a,  who  had  ar- 
rived in  town  that  day,  after  an  exciting  journey, 
fell  baok  in  her  white  easy  chair,  '■  a  dove  out- 
wearied  with  her  fliglit.  "  I  Hit  the  result  of  the 
coiifjrence  sliall  be  told  hereafter. 

Ferdinand  Waring  enacted  tlie  part  of  perpetual 
selfishness  with  as  much  fidelity  as  his  means  per- 
mitted. He  had  an  independent  income  of  about 
seven  hundred  a-year,  which  he  selJoin  referred  to  : 
but,  when  he  mentioned  it,  he  always  materially 
understated  it.  partly  that  liis  vanity  might  he 
gratitied  by  the  wonder  of  his  acquaintances  that 
he  could  surround  himself  with  so  many  luxuries 
for  so  little  money,  and  partly  by  warning  oil"  any 
friend  or  relative  who  might  presume,  from  the  ap- 
pearance of  so  much  silver  and  so  many  ijietures, 
or  ike  i^ete  of  such  Burgundy,  \,hnl  a  five-pound 
loan  might  be  elicited  upon  an  emergency. 
L  Ferdinand  was  small  m  person,  but  neatly  made, 
'  wore  a  tiny  black  moustache,  dressed  with  exlieme 
care,  and  used  no  perfume  except  enu-de-cologne. 
lie  was  an  unexceptionable  oriiaiiieiit  in  a  room,  if 
you  were  not  ill-nntured  enough  to  think  of  the 
band-box  in  which  some  people  supposed  he  came. 

Ferdinand,  of  course,  was  not  a  marrying  man  — 

ke  perhaps  took  more  pains  than  was  absolutely 

necessary  to  announce  the  fiict  :  for.  he   wn.s    not 

Tery  popular  among  the  young  ladies  of  his  set. 

.    Irho  haa  not  arrived  at  an  age  to  UDder.<tan<.l  ^h^( 


selfishness  is  a  virtue.  So  that  there  was  not  the 
manifest  scramble  for  the  hand  of  Ferdinand,  which 
that  gentleman,  in  his  private  mind,  ex|>ected  and 
guarded  against.  His  attentions  to  the  bingle  part 
of  the  female  communily  were  of  the  most  limited 
and  frigid  kind.  Morning  call,  dinner  party,  or 
quadrille,  Ferdinand  was  ever  watchful  against 
those  assiduous  enemies  who  must  win  a  heart  be- 
fore ihey  may  wear  a  diamond. 

Lut  with  the  married  women  Waring  was  differ- 
ent. With  them,  the  distant,  starclied-cravat 
manner  was  exchanged  for  one  as  bending,  atten- 
tive, excited,  ond  full  of  gesture,  as  Ferdinand 
could  assume  ;  and  if  it  was  sometimes  a  little 
overdone,  or  not  o  little' funny  to  behold,  assuredly 
it  was  regarded  by  him  as  a  master-piece  of  fasci- 
nation. L>ut  Ferdinand  wa.s  a  sad  bore,  and  was 
habitually  dropped  with  great  expedition,  a  cir- 
cniiiiitaiice  for  which  he  could  never  account  :  for, 
it  is  needless  to  say  that  his  lielief  in  himself  was 
almost  fanatical  in  its  enthusiasm. 

A  few  d;iys  after  the  conversation  which  we  have 
had  tlie  honor  to  recoi-d,  Mrs.  Malmsey  assembled 
a  small  well-selected  party  in  Great  Coram  i^treet. 
Mr.  Malmsey  came  home  early  from  his  office,  and 
gave  out  the  wine  ;  and  hearing  tliat  a  "  sit-down- 
sup|>cr  "'  was  intended,  expressed  a  satisfaction  in 
which  all  right-thinking  persons  .must  have  con- 
curred. As  the  clock  struck  ten, Ferdinand  Waring 
was  making  his  way  across  the  room  to  Mrs.  Malm- 
sey. 

"  Ah  !  Mr.  Waring,  yon  are  very  good  to  come 
early.  " 

'■  i  he  difficulty  is  to  stay  away  from  Mrs.  Malm- 
sey's, "  replied  Ferdinand  with  a  bow  of  extreme 
politeness. 

And  he  looked  towards  a  very  pretty  person 
who  stood  near  his  hostess,  to  sec  wiiethcr  his  dis- 
tinguished manner  had  not  produced  an  effect  upon 
her.  It  obviously  had  :  for,  she  smiled  very  gra- 
ciously. 

"  l^t  me  introduce  Mr.  Waring  to  you,  my  dear. 
This  is  my  sister  Louisa.  Is  ycur  husband  in  the 
room,  dear  ?  "  said  Mrs.  Malmscy,  taking  care  that 
the  words  should  not  be  lost  upon   Ferdinand. 

"  I  —  I  hope  so,  "  said  Louisa,  pretending  to  look 
round,  and  thus  telling  stories  witii  her  eyes,  but 
truth  with  her  tongue. 

Ferdinand  thought  lliat  she  was  the  prettiest 
young  wife  he  had  seen  for  a  long  time.  Jio,  like 
the  gentlemen  who  sliwd  amid  the  glittering  throng, 
he  whispered  low,  he  took  her  hand,  he  led  her 
forth  to  dance. 

Yes,  Ferdinand  was  caught,  though  lie  didn't 
know  it.  How  many  quadrilles  he  contrived  to 
•dance  with  Louisa — how  many  things  he  poured 
into  her  ear,  if  not  tender,  certainly  soft — how  he 
led  her  down  to  6upj)er,  imploring  her  to  draw  her 
scarf  closely  round  her  neck  on  the  stair-case — how 
he  sat  by  her  side,  helping  her  to  the  white  of  chic*- 
ken,  and  sliced  the  tongue  into  the  finest  shaving, 
took  sherry  with  her,  and  then  champagne,  and 
then  more  sherry— and  engaged  her  for  the  first 
valiie  after  supj>er— we  need  not  pause  to  note — 
but  .Mrs.  Malmsey  did. 

Once  during  the  evening,  Ferdinand  asked  her 
to  point  out  her  husband  :  but,  with  an  arch-laugh, 
the  unsophisticated  Louisa  refused,  saying,  play- 
fully, that  surely  so  observing  a  person  —  indeed, 
she  feared  he  was  a  quiz -could  not  fail  to  find 
him  out  And  this  nonsense,  as  Ferdinand  thought 
it,  she  persevered  in,  until  Ferdinand,  after  fixing 
alternalely  on  two  strangers,  one  of  whom  was  an 
Irish  barrister,  and  the  other  a  Folisli  refugee,  de- 
cided that  it  did  not  signify,  and  after  supper  he 
forgot  all  about  it. 

i  hat  olmmpagne  :  but  for  its  effects,  Ferdinand 
would  never  have  told  Ijouisa  that  he  was  an  isola- 
ted being  whom  nobody  understood  or  loved.  He 
would  never  have  aaid  that  if  he  had  ever  the  good 
fortune  to  meet  such  a  creature  of  light  and  love- 
liness as  herself,  he  might  have  bean  spared  a  de- 
solate homo,  a  desert  heart.  He  certainly  never 
Would  have  expressed  a  hope  that,  although  she 
was  another's,  she  would  sometimes  think  of  him 
wiih  ])ity— might  he— dare  he  say,  with  something 
like  interest  '>  And  when  they  were  sitting  on  the 
couch  in  the  corner,  Mrs.  Malmsey  having  discreet- 
ly withdrawn  certain  dowagers  to  leave  such  a  flir- 
liiig-nlace  Rt  thei»>  txmunand,  Ferdinand  would  not, 
but  ioi'  sueli  agencies,  have  managed  to  touch  her 


hand  as  he  asktd  if  he  might  write  to  her.  Would 
he  not*  YeS,  ho  wo--lc  :  for,  it  was  his  nature, 
expanded  a  little  by  t'--;  wine  and  the  excitement, 
but  his  own  vain  nature. 

As  to  his  writing,  Ixiuisa  could  not  think  what 
he  could  ixissibly  have  to  say  to  her,  but,  of  course, 
she  should  be  happy  to  hear  from  him.  but  he 
must  not  addles  her  direct.  What  would  every- 
body think  ?  J-(pt  him  write  undercover  to  her  sis- 
ter, and  put  "  L.  "  in  the  cover.  Would  he  re- 
member, now,  •*  1,  ?  "     Would  he  not  1 

Homo  he  weint,  as  happy  as  young  gentlemen 
who  are  in  the  kabit  of  vending  sand,  are  tradition- 
ally reported  t()  appear.  In  the  morning,  he  re- 
flected on  his  conquest,  and  it  seemed  lo  him  even 
more  signal  titan  before,  bhe  had  not  only  )>ermitt4.d 
him  to  writ$,  but  had  asked  him  to  do  t-o.  Ho 
would  scarcely  w-ait  for  his  boots,  but  rushed  into 
Soho  Square,  Bpd  bought  three  quires  of  embossed 
note-pajier.  wilji  roses  painted  in  tlie  first  page. 
Pleasant  and  pathetic  were  the  lucubrations  he  in- 
dited—corefully  was  "  L.  ''  inscribed  in  the  cor- 
ner—and merrily  did  the  said  "  L.  "  and  her  sis- 
ter laugh  as  they  rend  them.  There  was  no  lack 
of  encouragement  in  the  well-framed  answers,  writ- 
ten under  the  eyes  of  Malmsey,  a  solicitor  of  no 
common  tnleiit^  Nearly  half  the  {tainted  pa]>er  had 
been  received  ,in  a  very  inflaniniatory  state  by 
Louisa,  when  Malmsey  said  that  those  letlers 
would  "  do.  '*  So  he  called  upon  Ferdinand  War- 
ing, and  asked  ;hini  his  intentions. 

When  the  truth  came  upon  Ferdinand  that  he 
had  been  carrying  on  a  correspondence  wiili  a 
single  girl,  and  that  such  correspondence  would 
carry  any  amount  of  damages  Malmsey  might  like 
to  ask  for,  in  *'  Mountnorris  v.  W  aring,  "  ihe  de- 
fendant in  i)en9pective  uttered  a  l.uge  groan,  and 
subsided  into  Lis  easy  chair,  with  thoughts  of  re- 
maining there,  coiled  up,  for  the  remainder  of  his 
natural  life.      ' 

But  Malmsey  was  too  good  a  tactician  to  make 
him  more  unlmppy  than  was  necessary.  He  re- 
presented that  Waring  was  very  well  off — a  jury, 
by-the-byc,  would  remember  that  —  \.\\&t  he  eould 
offord  to  marry,  and,  by  his  own  showing,  was 
desolate  and  lonely.  Louisa  was  a  very  dear,  good 
girl,  and  one  tliat  any  ninn  might  be  proud  of, 
especially  wlien  she  entered  a  room — ;i  weak  ]>oint 
of  Ferdinand"*.  Her  alioctions  had  been  insencibly, 
but  deeply  engaged,  which  was  no  wonder,  consi- 
dering Ferdiniaiid's  knowledge  of  the  sex,  and  many 
other  attractions.  Waring  smiled  miserably.  '1  hat 
there  could  have  been  any  mistake,  was  so  impro- 
bable that  Malmsey  could  only  suppose  Mr.  W  ar- 
ing  was  trying. a  joke,  and  he  admitted  it  was  a 
good  one  ;  but  they  must  talk  seriously,  as  the  , 
poor  girl  had  done  nothing  but  cry  for  two  days. 
Ferdinand  neVer  asked  why,  but  tliat  was  his  guilty 
conscience.  He  would  finally  put  it  to  the  heart 
rather  than  tjie  heod— selfish  people  like  to  be  told 
they  are  good-hearted — whether  Louise's  happiness 
should  be  for  ever  wrecked,  and  one  of  the  best 
girls  in  the  world  made  miserable,  besides  the  ex- 
posure, ridicule,  and  ruinous  damages,  which  an 
action  would  entail  :  or  whether  Ferdinand  would 
not  secure  himself  an  excellent  wife,  who  would 
make  his  eight  or  nine  hundred  a-year — "  that  is 
about  the  mark  ?  "  asked  Malmsey  cunningly — 
go  as  far  as  fifteen  hundred. 

What  could  Ferdinand  do  ?  The  two  things  he 
most  hated  were  threatened,  if  h«  did  not  marry — 
ridicule  and  the  loss  of  money.  And  then  Louisa 
was  very  pretty  and  would  be  the  star  of  almost 
any  ball-room.  He  looked  piteously  at  Malmsey, 
but  the  solicit»r  was  imperturbable. 

"  Were  I  you,  my  dear  friend,  said  Malmsey, 
there  should  be  no  nonsense  or  chatter  about  it. 
We  are  all  attached  to  you,  or  you  should  not  have 
had  such  chaaces  with  little  L>oo.  Come  and  dine 
with  us  at  six  :  I  have  some  splendid  Severn  sal- 
mon, which  1  know  you  like.  " 

He  went,  and  it  was  hard  to  say  which  was  most 
exquisitely  dressed,  the  salmon  or  Louisa.  Ferdi- 
nand asked  for  a  third  slice,  and  that  the  wedding- 
day  might  befxed.  He  was  indulged  on  both  points : 
and,  by  a  «urions  coincidence,  the  same  county 
new8])aper  which  announced  the  marriage  of  Fer- 
dinand Waring,  Esq.,  with  Miss  Louisa,  informed 
the  Malmseys  that  some  quack  ointment  had  cured 
Mr.  Mountiqrris's   gout  and  Mrs.   Mouutnorris's 
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Old  Virginia  Low-lands,  Low. 

Air  :  P  nii>«y  Snow. 


Yo  Tars  of  C'olninbin,  It's  linten  to  my  «on(» : 
ii'h  <if  .^  iriiiiiii  i>:itl*ry.  I  wou't  detain  7011  1ob|;  : 
sli>-  wafi  t.iiilt  by  >sriC!i  >u   u  (■niuiia  mui  la  be, 
■    AuJ  kUu  UttS  |>ri>V^  U  Suutli«rn  traitor*, 

alir'a  Ibe  tarror  of  Ika  M«. 
CUorug  :     Ip  tlia  old  Virginia  low  Uuila.  1«W  : 
lii  tUa  uld  Vir(;iuU  low  lau<lll,  lev. 

It  was  on  th»  o%Ct  of  :\raich.  IM  ))o]ri,  rtBMuber  the  day. 
The  Uebolatua^er  Ueirimac  from 

Korfulk  «aBM'8tral(kt>wa; 
To  burn  slid  sink  oarl'iiloB  (hipa.  ut 

Now-Port'Kews  Ikey  lay, 
And  atriko  tbo  hoarta  of  Union  u'.en. 

with  terror  and  diamsy. 

Sbefirataanailed  tbo  Cuiiiberlacd,  whose  gnnsdid  notaTsil. 
Against  b'-r  iron  pis'ed  bull  a  rain  of  Iron  bailed  ; 
8be  atrick  her  about  atuidablps  and  partad  tier  in  two, 
And  to  til*  iMtiuiu  weut  uiauy  of  ttiis  j'rigata'a  gallant  crew. 

Sh«  nsat  attacked  the  ConKivaa  a  cowardly  trick,  you'll  aajr. 

Who  pouieJ  ht  ber  bijtli  i-bot  aud  iliell. 

wbtle  ahe  at  anchor  laid  : 
Tier  giiiia  thejr  I  eing  iHsabled.  ber  men  were  scvinty  few, 
Aud  prisoncra  tbey  were  taking  both  ofDcera  aud  crsA'. 

8be  tben  steametl  down  to  Uampton-Roads 

for  to  deatroy  our  fleet : 
nut  on  the  road  tho  Monitor  slie  happened  for  to  Uieet, 
Who  poured  ut  ber  a  quilliug  fire  which 

made  tbem  wink  their  eyea, 
And  from  the  Rebel  monster  the  apliutert  tbey  did  fly. 

Tbia  tittle  Union  battery  fought  ber 

for  five  Ion;;  bonra  or  more, 
TTatil  the  Bebel  monster  retreated  for  the  aboro  : 
She  waa  to'ved  iiji  into  Norfolk  lu  a  aiiiking  state,  tbey  say  : 
Which  proves  to  Soutberu  traitors  that 

the  Taakees  gained  the  day. 

The  Connecticat  came  to  anohnr  on  ' 

tbs  third  sncceeding  day. 
And  for  the  Rebel  monnter  at  onr  qiiarlera  we  did  lay 
Until  tha  close  of  iveHing.  and  tbey  did  Bot  appear  ; 
And  tbeu  all  batida  up  anchor,  boys  ! 

and  for  the  Blockade  steered. 

Oh  '.  here  snceeaa  to  Errieaon.  a  Union  man  la  he. 
And  for  hi*  little  Monitor,  pbe'a  the  champion  of  tha  aaa  : 
And  for  all  of  her  blue  Jackets,  wherever  ttiey  may  be. 
And  death  to  Seutberu  traitora  by  either  land  or  SOA  ! 


,T|?-?v 


The  House  Carpenter. 


■•  Well  met.  well  met,  my  own  true  lOTa,   ■ 
Well  mot,  well  met  '  cri.-<l  be  — 
For  I'Te  Jnat  returned  from  the  Salt  Sea, 
All  for  the  love  of  thee— 

I  might  have  married  the  King's  daaghtar,  dear.  " 
"  Ton  might  have  married  her.  cried  ahe, 
For  I  am  married  to  a  House  Carpenter, 
And  a  fine  yuung  man  la  be.   '  \. 

"  If  yon  will  forsake  yonr  Honae  Carpenter, 
And  go  along  with  me.  1 

I  will  take  yon  where  the  graas  growi  high, 
On  the  b^nka  of  old  Tenueaiee.  " 

**  If  I  forsake  my  Honae  Carpenter, 

And  go  along  with  thee. 

What  have  you  got  to  keep  me  upon. 

And  kee{tma  from  misery  ?  "  '^t^ 

Saya  he  :  "  I've  got  alz  abipa  at  sea,  ''    . 

All  aaillng  to  dry  land  :  7 

Oii«  hundred  and  ten  of  yonr  own  conntrymui,  .  ••    '■ 
tote  fbey  shall  be  at  yonr  command.  "  *■ 

She  took  her  babe  upon  her  knee, 

Aud  kissed  it  one.  two  or  three. 

Saying  :   -   Stay  at  home,  my  darling  sweet  babe, 

Aud  keep  your  father's  compauy,  " 

They  bad  not  sailed  four  weeks  or  more. 

Four  war-ka  or  scarcely  three. 

When  she  thonsht  of  her  darling  aweet  babe  at  kOBM, 

Aud  abe  wept  most  bitterly. 

8aya  be     '  Are  yon  weeping  for  gold,  my  loT«, 
Or  are  yon  weeping  for  fear  f  . 

Or  are  yon  weeping  for  yonr  House£arpanter,     ^ 
That  you  left  and  followed  me  t  "  -: 

'•  I  am  mt  weeping  for  gold,  she  replied, 

Kor  aiu  I  weeping  for  fear. 

But  I  am  wc«f>tijg  alone  for  my  sweet  lUtle  babOr 

That  1  left  with  uiy  Honae  Carpenter.  "  - 


•'  Oh^  dry  ay  yonr  taaM,  my  own  tnrt  lova, 

Atrd  erate  y«nr  weeping.  criAd  h«'r        kS 
For   Boon  youll  ae.-  yonr  own  happy  booML  / 
On  the  banks  of  old  Tennessee.   '  ' 

Thay  bad  not  sailed  Ave  weeks  or  more,  '   ' 

Five  weeks  or  scarcely  four. 

When  the  ship  struck  a  rook  and  apraag  a  leak,  ■,' 

And  ihey  were  never  seen  »uy  more. 

A  curse  be  on  the  aea-fa-ing  men. 

Oh  '  corsad  ba  their  Urea. 

For  while  they  are  robbing  Ibe  House  Carpenter, 

And  coaxing  away  their  wivaa— 


i> 


In  the  Louisiana  Low-Lands. 

SKUg  by  M.  Alnalay  Scott,  at  BryauU'  Miaatrala. 


Way  down  In  Lonialan*  not  many  years  ago. 
There  lived  a  colored  geublum,  his  uama 

waa  Pompagr  Snow  r 
Ba  played  M0bki  dn  banjo  and  on  do  ta*bortiie. 
And  Car  rattling  ob  de  liunes  l>e  was  d»  greatest  akar  aaML 
Chorus  :     III  Ibfl  T.  'nixiaiia  luw-luiida   low, 
lu  the  i>^>al8iaua  low-lands,  |ow. 

OnanlghLOKFnmvay  started  off  toplaTforCeucrClofes 
Cut  afure  Ita  waut   ha  fortified  with  a  good 

atont  glaas  of  ma  : 
Wbsb  on  lb* raad.  IM  th«u;;ht  ho  stw  a 

dark«y  tail  and  gflaa  «. 
So  Pompey-lald  de  banjo  down,  to  break  da  darkey's  Ala. 

Chorus. 

Saya  he  :   "  Old  chap.  Just  move  along, 

or  else  I'll  spoil  your  face.  " 
Bnt  dia  darkay  didn't  aeem  to  move  frena 

out  his  hiding  plaea  1 
So  drawing  back,  he  crooked  bla  head 

and  down  at  him  cachnnk. 
But  Fompay  made  a  aad  mtataka  :  for. 

'twas  uothlog  but  a  atnmp. 
Choriu. 


d, 


The  atnmp  it  proved  a  Ttltla  hard, 

too  hard  for  Pomi>ay'a  wool  : 
For   when  be  struck,  the  hickory  knot  went 

through  the  darky's  sknll  : 
They  found  bis  banjo  by  his  aide,  and  Pompey  lying  dead. 
First  time  bo  eber  die  i  l>y  de  breaking  ol>  bis  bead. 
Chyrna  :    Den  (ley  buried  him  in  de  low-lauda,  low. 
Den  day  buried  biiu  in  de  low-lauda,  low. 


The  Detective's  Song. 

Sung  by  Ur.  Corney  Oraln. 


When  infbrmation  I  receive  that  Jonea  haa  been  a  fitrglng. 
And  on  the  proceeds  of  his  crime  ia  prodigally  gorging, 
Do  you  suppose  I  collar  my  fitend  and  take 

him  to  the  beak.  Ma'am  T 
Why,  blaaa  yonr  heart,  they  wouldn't  ratal u 

me  in  the  force  a  weak.  Ma'am. 

In  curioaa  wig  aud  quaint  diagnise  and 

airangeiy  altarad  face.  Ma'am, 
Unreeegnized.  I  follow  my  prey  about 

from  place  to  place,  Ma'am  : 
I  not*  hia  hair,  bla  eyes,  hiinotfe, 

bis  clothing,  and  oomptazloa  : 
And  when  I're  got  'em  all  lato  my  bead. 

I  aet  atwat  dsiaetloa. 

I  take  his  asrranta,  one  by  one,  and 

bring  them  all  to  book.  Ma'am  : 
Both  man  and  maid  of  every  grade, 

particularly  his  cook.  Ma'am  : 
Hia  tradeameu  then  I  call  upon,  ezumiue 

tbem  on  their  oatha.  Ma'am  : 
And  the  elderly  man  of  the  Hebrew  clan. 

who  buya  hia  left-off  clothea.  Ma'am. 

Hia  fatker-ln-law,  perhaps,  is  buffalo 

banting  ia  the  prairlea  : 
His  aont  may  keep  a  lodglng-hoiise 

In  tha  ocaan-girt  Oanarlaa  : 
Bis  ancle's  oat  In  Bonoluln  :  his  niece 

In  artic  tones.  Ma'am  : 
I  find  them  out  and  talk  to  them  l>efore 

arreating  Jonea,  Ma'am. 

And  when  my  case  ia  qnite  complete, 

aud  home  again  I  fly.  Ma'am, 
I  find  that  Jones  has  gone  abroad,  some 

people  are  so  aly.  Ma'am  : 
liut  I've  tbia  coasolatlon— all  the  facta  I'vd  collated 
Would  surely  have  transported  Jones, 

if  Jones  bad  onl^raited. 


.Some  Love  to  OrinJE,    ^^ 

A  Popnlar  Temperance  Song— Air  :  Lilly  Dale. 


Some  loTe  to  drink  from  the  foamy  brink. 
Where  the  wioe-drops  dance  tbey  see  : 
But  the  water  bright  In  Us  sllTsr  light. 

And  crystal  a  cup  for  me. 
Chorus  :    0  water  !  bright  water  ! 
Pure   precious,  ft-ee  '. 
Tes.  'tie  ««ter  bright  in  iU  silTcr  light, 
And  a  crystal  cup  for  me. 

Oh  '.  a  goodly  thing  la  tbo  coolinq;  aprlng. 

'Mong  the  rocka  where  the  most  doth  grow  : 
There'a  health  iu  the  tide,  and  there'a  music  beside 

In  the  brooklet'a  bounding  flow.  Ohoroa. 

As  pure  ns  heaven  is  the  water  given, 

'Xia  forever  fresh  aud  new  : 
DiaMlled  in  the  sky    it  cornea  from  on  high 

In  the  ahower  and  gentle  dew.  OhomS. 

Let  themray  Ita  weak,  yet  tta  atrength  Dl  seek  : 

For.  tha.woniroek.otvas  its  away— 
And  we're  borne  an  ift  along  by  ita  wing  ao  atrong. 

When  it  riaeih  to  fly  away.  Chorua. 

There  la  atreni^  in  the  glee  of  the  mighty  aea, 
When  the  lond  Alorniy  Wlnddotk  blow  ; 

And  a  fe.irful  si»,>bt  it  the  eataract't  might, 
Aa  It  leaps  to  Ui»  deplfaa  bilDw.  Choma. 


Bal  I'm  neitber  proud  nor  gay 
Mo  :  there'a >oih lag  af  that  ai 


There's  Nothing  of  that  About  Me. 

WtUtaa,  .Cooayosed  a^d  Sung  bjr  t.  Wood. 

.     -.<  ,  ■  ,.,».w.  »iir..     f^'      — — — 

rm  %  atngle  young  cbap  in  aeareh  of  a  wllk, 

MfOm  tlia  Qpnntrx  j  Juai  hava  cOme. 
Iaj|jiido<-M  toij^  iaaat  imiHiifm- 

Aarearapleuty  of  giria  ftiii  «fi^.    >^ 
Vol  I'm  aJeilit,  young  chap  In  afv^My. 

ffiuugh  by  aame  I'm  Called  too  free  : 

>b^f  me. 
lor.I'q(«JtU7.*«. 
To  make  aglrl  happy  for  lifk 

My  iiitautions,  yoa'll  And,  they  are  is 
For  there  are  plcuiy  wIjo  live  cm  ta  atr«B^  , 
Aad  wiik  Ihry  uever  had  wooed.  ',^'/' 

My  heart  I'll  give  with  my  hand. 

And  ateady  and  conatant  will  t>a: 
I'm-Bot  fond  of  doing  the  grand, 
Ita  !  there'a  uotbing  0/  that  abont  aa*. 

for,  I'm  aJellF.  ** 

There  are  many  who  are  fond  of  fine  clothe^ 

And  think  if  ihoy  only  dre»a  »ell, 
Th*|<rls  will  admin  their  ahaw  « 

And  ba  enaniourad  to  walk  « iih  a  swell. 
I  don't  think  they  could  e'er  have  bean  to  aehool. 

Or  what  they  have  learned  I  can't  aaa  : 
Ita  throngh  prlda    I  aujipose    they  ro  act  tha  fool, 

Bnt  there'a  uotbing  of  that  about  me. 

F«|[,I*majoll/,  4«. 

Some  people  are  always  complaining 

At  the  trouble  tboy  have  to  go  Ihrongb, 
Then  take  my  advios  and  ceaae  crying  : 

For,  I'm  aure  that  will  never  help  yon. 
Tou  Will  never  get  through  it  by  frattlag, 

Aud  sorry  at  heart  yon  will  la. 
If  ray  motto  you  nro  it  forgetting  : 

For,  there'a  nothing  of  that  about  me. 

For.  I'maJoUy,  Jto. 

00  now  if  there's  any  young  lady  here, 

Who  to  marry  doea  feel  Inclined,  I 

1  hope  she  11  speak  for  once  quits  clear,  '      - 
And  nut  aflerwarda  change  ber  mind. 

I'm  uot  a.-eklng  for  one  who  haa  wealth  in  galore  : 
For.  with  tliat  we  ne'er  happy  could  ba  .- 

Or  one  that  would  always  be  pining  for  mora— 
Mo  '■  tUera'a  BOthiug  of  that  about  me. 

For  I'm  a  Jolly,  *«. 


I 


Have  You  Seen  My  Sarah  f 

Nxw  Taaaioa— Written  and  Sung  by  Joe  WooUey. 


I'm  a  Special  Bobby,  .      . 

My  uuiuber'a  S3  : 
I  love  a  cook  tbat  kDOSa  her  book 

And  I  tbiuk  that  abe  lovea  me. 
I  met  her  at  aa  area  gate. 

One  night  at  half  past  nine  !    " 
I  told  her  tbat  I  loTed  her, 
And  ahe  said  tb:it  she'd  be  mine.     ' 
Have  you  seen  ray  Sarah  t 
She's  only  got  one  eye  : 
If  I  dim  t  love  Sarah. 

Why   I  love  her  rabbit  pia. 
I  met  ber  at  an  area  gate  : 

When  I  Aral  began  to  woo. 
She  beatnwed  her  yonag  sffectloaa 
^T  On  this  Bubby  dreased  in  bine. 


My  Sarah  she's  a  beanty, 

Some  Bay  that  she'a  a  gay  :    -r'   ' 
Bnt  I  ibink  ahe'a  an  Angal, 

Though  aha  haa  a  crooked  aye  : 
She  ought  to  be  a  ducbeaa  : 

Her  hair  ia  nearly  red. 
She  dresses  ao  neat,  with  great  flat  /eet, 

Veaidea  a  bnahel  head. 

Have  yo§  aeea,  4e, 

My  Sarab'a  very  aaving. 

Fifty  pounda  ahe'a  got. 
And  when  we  are  married. 

We'll  Uke  a  fried  flab  ahav- 
We  are  going  to  aell  potstoea. 

And  stewed  eels  in  a  dish,  '[ 

And  won't  wa  serve  you  nobbjr '^'  ' 

When  yoo  come  for  a  pleea  of  tati  * 

Have  yoQ  aaaa,  *«. 

My  Sarah's  home  ia  hand/. 

Not  ISr  froqa  off  say  beat, 
And  when  I  feel  hungry,    ..... 

I  go  and  eat  cold  meat  :■'■'■■■ 
I  tall  her  that  I  love  ber. 

I'll  marry  her  aoon,  tbst'a  flat, 
Aad  all  tha  meat  that  I  can't  eat. 

I  carry  away  in  my  bat. 

HarayoQ 


T^ 


Kind  frienda.  I  mnat  l-e  going,  "'■    .  ^'.  ''fH 
Mytlme  la  getting  short  : 

There's  a  sws  1  gets  drnpk  moat  every  alght, 
'llixl  lives  down  Badger  Court : 

Aud  being  In  waat  af  a  jeb 
I  think  tbat  htm  I'll  cotch. 

Bnt  the  moat  impartaat  qn^stlAa  la- 
Be  carrlea  a  lisTer  watch— 

Bave  yon  Moa,  *o. 


CJ4i 


^^^^■ 
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Ths  Increase  of  Crime. 

At  Banc  l>7   Fbasx  Liw.    the  Oratt  Comic  Blagpr. 

I'TebMn  ifalnklDC.  TTmoI*  8mu.  !'▼•  bMB  thloklag, 

4tt<i  my  tkoaglita  I  cau  acarcel/  defiaa  :  . 
rvo  beou  thlDkiug  wby  people  c»o  mouitt  .,:''■' " 

At  AiBerlc»i  iBcreMe  efcrims. 
OHerAld  Cnole  ■•m  :  It's  »p«»er,  •  <-     ;   ^ 

There  ii  eooieihiBg  I  cant  uuderttaod  : 
I  woulil  glT«  up  »  trifle  to  iiuow,  elr, 

Wkr  crime  elioald  iocreeae  in  our  Una  T 
,  '  '      We^er*  plenty  of  gOl«.  »  »■»  told,  elf, 
J  ■    •■'■  We  ii»**  k*tpa  Mi  »w»y  Jo  •«•»•,  «lr. 
7        -  Guarded  wltu  lM>IU  end  bara.  air, 

.  ^dA  aim  thfra  ia  an  increase  of  erima  ; 

Ifa  qnlte  tr«*  wtat  y««  MiJ,  Dacla  SmamI, 

We  li«»6  «o)d  laid  away  lu  alore, 
KvuJdy  with  mildew  and  »q»U  air,      .^r       ., 

kiiii  gnar«ed  with  heavy  iron  floort.       ^    >■ 
While  yoQ  like  •  «og  iB-yonr  naaBger,  .,  - 

Tuof  #old  to  yo«T«elf  you •onllu*, 
When  a  little  wo«ld  make  a  great  «h»nf«,  Ut, 

In  ihit  terrible  iucroaae  of  crime. 

1.     For  expenaea  yon  d«l'»««fa  » Jot^ •». 
'■'■i  fteliticiaua  you  feed  a  whole  lot.  air, 
White  Ut»  paoc  man  with  hunirer  io«T  rot.. air, 
iii^ud  aUU  thara  ia  an  lncr»|f«  of  cflilia.  »-    ^ 

Cm  you  won4*t  atorlnae-tca*  |o^  noR^M, 

Wlieu  yon  meet  tliePolice.  on  their  t>eal, 

Arretting  the  pool  iB^iu*^",  _         _- 

For  earning  hia  bre#  ln,ito#treetT 
While  llie  thief  on  tKrf%onjMr  aWnds  grining, 

lu  tlje  broad  op.n  light  of  the  day 
Tour  pockel*h«  »ill  pick  for  a  ehilllne,         - 
^.Au4  the  1*«  cannot  t^tich  h»m,  ^*T**f'     -^ 

While  ko  UugUi  with  e<>Bt«nipr»Ba  aanMOB, 

Dellea  all  your  police  ai^ialon. 

Tliia  poor  Career  you  ciat  Into  pflaoB. 

Uuola  Sam,  can  jon  wonder  at  crime  T 

Ifa  ^nita  tma  what  you  aay.  Cncla  8«m.  Blr, 

Te:u|>taiion  la  hard  to  reaiat, 
^nat  look  at  our  poor  need  ia  girii,  air,     . 
■      Trying  their  l)eat  to  aumjat. 
Can  you  woii'ler  at  their  fTtoetltoUon, 
,  whau  kloa4-B«ckUg  flruia  barely  f  iTt 
■   Cnou  lib  toward ->*4cailtattont 

JUtUani^  aha  la  poor,  aho  maat  ll»a— 

There  la  our  poor  aefTant  girl.  Ood  dafena  Bar  . 
Wllh  teellnxa  aa  ^r»  and  tandair. 
Aa  our  proud  city  laUlea  remember. 
FnclaSam,  cauyauwouUaratertma!     • 

Juat  think  whlJa  yoaara  4rinklng  your  wlna.  air. 

Bow  (he  poor  of  oair  4a»d  ttey  Ma.faa, 
Wttiia  yen  with  jponr  rich  folka  can  dine,  air: 

*fta  vO«d  a«Dd  for  them  to  get  bread. 
Oovlaitthe  houae  of  the  foor.  air. 

Such  aluhla  you  Win  ne*-«rl»ehol4-»  -'.-,■  .'..  " 

The  prlaon  deua  go  and  aipoae.  air, 
Than  ecatter  your  »*»**■•■  «  icJd. 

When  a  litlla  would  aoon  break  aanndar 
Tha  chain!  that  the  poor  iMrttoraaia ondMi, 
Oo  li*t  to  that  gr««t  «afo«  aT  huogar. 
;      ^nd  never  more  woniler  at  crime  ! 

There*!  Somebody  Waiting  For  Me. 

The  moon'a  ahinhi^  bright,  aod  the  stars 

gim  tkeit  light, 
And  the  eTaning  invitea  n«  to  atny  : 
But  in  vain  do  I  Ulk  of  a  brigb(  naoonliglit  walk— 

I  am  here,  and  I  can't  get  away. 
I'm  a  bird  in  a  cage,  and  tliey  a«y  "  «  my  age,  " 

1  hat  their  wondi-r  is  what  i  oun  sea 
In  a  walk  in  the  cold— though  the  tmQi  mnat  . 

be  told— 
That  there's  somedy  waiting  for  me 
Choucs. 

There'a  somebody  waiting,  there's  somebody 

waiting, 
Tliara'd  aomebody  waiting  for  me 

They  ask  ma  to  sing,  and  my  mniic  they  bring  : 
.'■J  is  "  Meet  me  by  moonlight  a'.one  "  again  • 
And  it's  getting  quite  late,  and  I.  know  he 

won't  wait 

And  Iiell  go  if  it  coniss  o-^  t^  jain. 
And  now  they  propoea  aU  ■^\^^  shutters  to  close, 

As  a  form  in  the  moor^|jgi,j  I  see. . 
But,  before  they're  Bw-^,^  j.]]  gt^j  '^^^j^  jjj, 

book  atair-' 
For.  tbere's  BoPj^^jj^y  waiting  for  me. 

jere'e  somebody  waiting,  ^. 

^e  Get  Up  Early.    •        * 

''^^  '.  Sang  by  Daruey,  Norah.  and  HoUia  Italian. 


HoaAs 


HOLUB 


I"* 


■f-:*:- 


▲unty.llatan  to  my  Barney. 
All  the  way  from  hri^ht  Ktllarnay ; 
Ha  loTea  nie  and  I  lore  Barney, 
lu  the  morning  early. 
Choni*  :    Oet  Dp  early    Ulatreea  HolUa. 
TtlklDg's  but  an  act  of^foily : 
Horah'a  mlna— Och  !    ala'tljolly, 
''''r  In  the  morning  earley  T 

Who  are  you  who  oomea  to  ma, 
Ta  a«k  the  haud  of  Norah  darling  T 
Jtangh  and  rode  to  me,  ya  rogne, 
•  ^..,  f  oor  oa  any  thruah  or  Starling— 

Qet  np  early,  ae. 

Hra  MolMe,  let  me  plead : 
Poor  D;imey  is  an  honest  trne  man  ,■ 
Phould  you  gire  me  Norah 'a  haud, 
Baaure  'tia  what  yon'Jl  saTer  rue. 


r  Murmuring  Sea. 

'As  Sang  by  Dah  Ebixt. 


♦ 


Babvit  :        Oct  np  early.  Mlatreaa  Molli*, 
I  TalklDs'f  but  an  act  of  folly  : 

Norah  a  mine  -Oeh  >  alnt  I  Jolly, 
In  the  mom  ag  early  T 


Mwrnnring  aea !  beaatifnl  aea  I 
How  I  love  to  list  to  thy  melody. 
When  the  winds  are  still  in  thy  rocky  eaves, 
^,^  And  the  sweet  stars  glance  on  thy  purple  wavM; 
'lis  then  1  dream  of  the  distant  land, 
WheK  I  Iel%  a  loving  and  joyous  bend ; 
Oh !  dea(%r  tljan  eter  they  seem  to  be. 
As  1  muse  oh  the.  shore  of  the  murmuring  seB. 
Choehs. 

Murmuring  sea!  beautiful  aea!  ■■;■•;,. 

(Ml  I  deaKr  than  ever  they  aeem  to  be, 
*"  As  we  mnse  on  the  shore  of  the  murmuring  sea, 
.^    T3ie  nwrmuring,  murmuring  sea! 

Murmuring  sea !  beautiful  sea !  '- 

I  no  more  shull  gail  o'er  thy  waters  ftee^^ 
liut  I  waboli  the  abips  as  ti\ey  fade  from  tSBJbX, 

'-    JR^  my  fancy  follows  their  trackless  fligha. 
Bounding  aw«j  to  their  distant  mart, 
lE^.tlte  laod  aodear  to  my  lonely  heart — .   :  :  .v 
Oh  !  dearer  than  «v»r  it  seems  to  be, 

^  As  I  masa  on  the  shore  of  the  mnrmuring  Mat 
Chorus  :     Murmuring  sea  !  ttc. 

Get  «nt  {  or  Surkie  PoUtiov. 

.,  ,,    .  Saag  by  Walter  Howard. 


-  He  tore  the  maiden  frOtn  my  arma.  and  then  to  her 

aald .- "  aome, 
IieaTe  that  half  cranky  toariat  there,  go  to  thy 

monntain  home  I  " 
I  ouiy  wlah,  ac. 

So  now  she  raalabed  from  my  eight.  I  bave  bo  wlah 

Hy  wealth,  '  tia  almoat  twenty  ponuda.  onto  th«  poor 

rilglT*  : 
Hy  fumltnre  one  wooden  otool,  nato  my  brotbar  Will : 
I'll  turn  a  Hertnit,  build  a  hot,  and  live  on  ^lui-rnae 

fiiU- 

I  only  wlah.  ac. 


Tbe  Kiss  Behind  the  Door. 

^lyug  by  Oeorge  Leybonma.. 


Oh !  I  was  born  Whan  I  waa  young. 

And  Ihla  ia  tUa  aoag  my  mother  ann* i   ■: 

The  landlord  cama  and  aaid  he  mairat 

To  make  my  mather  pay  the  rent. 

Bat  mother  aaid  ■-  "  The  monay'a  apant  ^ 

fipoKza  :    Oet  out : 

I  want  to  aee  my  lady  fklr. 

And  found  another  nigger  there  : 

I  broke  all  that  young  nigger's  bones. 

And  ha  cried  :   "  help  me.  Mary  Jones ! " 

BntXai^aald  in  silvery  tonea: 

9tcm.xn  :    Oat  out ' 

A  friend  of  Darwin's  came  to  na : 
"  A  million  yeara  ago  said  he, 
Ton  had  a  taH  an  no  big-toe.  " 
Bald  I   "  My  friend,  it  may  be  so. 
Bol  I've  oea  BOW,  I'll  let  you  know.  •' 

SraKZU: 


» 


Oh<  onee.  I  waa  aa  gay 

Aa  a  J'iliy  eeck  aparrow. 

Who  a  perched  upon  an  appla  trat^ 

Or  dowa  amongat  the  com  : 

But  now,  clein  through  my  heart 

You  could  drlre  a  Iarg«  whael-barraw : 

For  my  iove  liae  left  a  tool*  in  tt— 

Oh  I  nlmre  is  BoaauuagoneT 
I  shall  neTerkia-f  my  love  again  behind  the  kiteban  door, 
I  ahall^ever  Squeaae  my  darling'a  little  finger  any  more, 
And  ahe'U  ne'er  pinch  my  funny^bOBa,  BBtU  it's 

rather  i 
Oh  !  Where's  Bosanna  gone  T 

Iin  ahure  no  other  mold 

Could  equal  my  Roaaaaa; 

Without  my  love,  thU  manly  I 

Will  Boou  become  a  wreck. 

Of  her  Dad  I  was  afraid, 

lie's  A  idieigreeable  tanner. 

And  he's  often  promiaed  faithfhlly 

Ue'd  ddalooate  my  Beck. 
So  I  used  to  kiaa  Bosanna,  Juat  behind  the  kltShM  door : 
But  I  ne'er  aball  aqneeae  my  darHng'a  little  aagor 

any  Mora, 
And  She'll  never  pinch  my  fnnny-boaa,  natil  It'a 

faiharsoca 
Ob !  Where's  I^istniu  gone  T 

Of  aa  even  lug,  after  tea. 
While  her  Dnddy  blew  hia  " 'baeoa,** 
.,'...,    I'd  aeek  my  love  Boaaina. 

And  ask  her  to  ahare  my  lot: 

But  When  he  found  it  out. 

Oh.  jqy  I  bow  lie  would  whack  her. 

Whde  I'd  Jump  over  the  gardan-wall. 

As  tho'  I'd  Just  been  abot ! 

I  shall  never  kiss  mylar* I 


—  '-<X* 


'*ir 


I'd  Jnuped  over  the  wall,  one  night, 
III  aearch  of  aweet  Bosanna, 
And,  tho'  I  gently  whiatled. 
~'  '    My  love  did  not  appear: 

But  my  iiair  stood  bolt  upright — 
E   '  For  Out  came  her  Dad.  thetannar; 

Oh  !  my  teeth  they  rattled  Ilka  do 
■  '.  '^r '."  And  my  lega  doubled  up  with  fear. 
flrOKkR;— At  the  endof  onr  interview,  I  Tul*  aeavtaaaa 
that  KE  nnderstood  what  "  XAVHUia  "  waa,  and  ao  didi— 
I  also  concluded - 

,  ;  I  aboald  never  Use  my  lova  i 


An  egg  waa  laid  by  our  old  hen, 
fltts  sat  three  moutba  upon  it :  then, 
A  chicken  said  :  "  I'm  down  below, 
It'a  time  my  head  began  to  show.  " 
His  mother  said  "  egt;s-act-ly  ao —  " 

Broxxu  : 


Oat  out' 


Oet  out  r 


I  wish  That  I  Could  fly  f 

'  ■    ..\"      Bong  by  Oeorge  Leybonrne. 

I  once  waa  very  happy,  but  I'm  now  ao  very  sad. 

My  dlaappoiutuient  is  so  great.  It  nearly  drives  me  mad  : 

A  monntain  maid  who  lives  In  Whalea,  a  Oipaay  girl 

aofatr, 
Quite  won  my  heart.  laat  summer.  wh<>n  I  happened 

to  be  there. 
I  only  wish  (hat  I  conld  take  and  fly,  fly  fly  ! 
Up  on  the  mountain  tops  ao  higii.  hisli.  high  ' 
My  life  would  be  all  honey,  'cos  I'd  take  np  all  my  money. 
And  along  with  Jenny  Jones  Id  live  and  die.  die,  die! 

I  saantarad  out,  one  moming.when  this  Olpaey  Girl 

I  spied : 
"Oh  let  me  tell  your  fortune,  air,  "  the  little  darling  cried. 
I  said:  "  fair  mrideu,  what's  thy  name  T"  When  in 

angelic   tones. 
She  said:  "  I  live  upon  the  hilla,  and  my  uame'a 

Jenny  Jones, " 
laonly  wish.  &o. 

I  felt  enraptured,  klaaed  her  hand  when,  lo  \  a  man 

come  near, 

And  awOrs  he'd  aboot  me  if  again  he  ever  canght 

me  there  : 


Soiii4  say  ahe'a  hid  away 
By  her  cruel  D^id.  eii  purpoae 
To  core  her  of  her  love  for  me  ; 
Some  aay  my  Iqve'a  no  more— 
If  ahe'a  defunct,  then  aoon 

Shall  they  find  luy  clay  colS  eerpna.  '      ja 

And  our  chests  sliall  come  aud  frightaa  kar  Bad,    \ 
Behind  tlie  kitchen  door.  _^ 

I  shall  never  kiss  my  love  again,  te.~ 


I  Dashing  Yoang  Oent 

I  *     As  Sung  by  Tont  PAstob, 


As  I  tbrDDgh  the  Park,  on  a  bright  summer'a^y. 
Was  leisurely  walking  to  hear  the  band  play. 
My  thoughts  for  a  while  were  turned  from  the  soenc, 
Aa  I  passed  the  ramble  nenr  hy  the  green. 
And  on  looking  around,  wliy.  who  should  I  see 
Bnt  adasbiogyouug  gent,  who  was  winking  at  mef 

Oh !  he  looked  so  sweet,  an^l  he  dressed  so  g^y, 
With  his  pretty  black  mustache  curled  tiiis  way. 
And  his  jet  black  eyes  ;  oh  !  they  looked  ao  bright. 
And  his  leatures,  too,  were  a  most  lovely  sight ; 
So  I  bad  to  look  around  once  more  ^  see, 
Wben'thatt  dashing  young  gent  gave  a  sweet 

smile  at  B3e. 


And  if  I'wasan  old  maid,  I  do  deelare 

Ihe  sight  of  that  young  gent  would  have  mode 

'  me  atuK : 
But  tl»e  fun  of  it  is  I  am  not  — much  lees — 
And  wlmt  is  more?  I  l<>vo  it,  •  iniirt  confess ; 
Oh  !  dn-ar!  he  puiilcs  :  I  «iil  Ciini  ;  oil !  no.  nntiiie — 
For,  tkut dashing yuun^  i^.-nt  i -  In  r.iil  iuVe  with IDe. 


Easy  TiiiNfJs  to 

— U 


M. 


^'.  ielakes 


^m 
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TH£     SIIVGEB'S    JOfJllIfXCr 


When  the  Boys  Come  Home.  ^ 

Worda  Mid  If  naie  bj  Cbaju^s  Cajibou.  Sawtxb. 


The  boje  are  coming  home  again, 

Thi*  war  will  soon  be  oVr  ; 
The  North  and  ^outb  again  will  stand 

United  as  of  yore  :  . ' 

Tea,  band  in  hand,  and  arm  in  arm. 

Together  we  will  roam  ; 
Oh  !  won't  we  have  a  happy  time. 

When  all  the  boye  come  home  I 

CHORUS. 

We'll  hoist  the  good  old  Flag  again 

On  Freedom's  lofty  dome, 
AAd  live  in  peace  and  happiness, 

When  all  the  boys  come  home. 

We'll  have  no  more  false  hopes  and  fears, 

N-  more  heart-rending  sighs  .  . 
The  Messenger  of  peace  will  dry 

1  he  weary  mourner's  eyes  ; 
We'll  langh  and  sing,  we'll  dance  and  play — 

Ah  I  wait  until  they  come, 

iiome  ! 
We'll  hoist,  dw. 

Bow  proud  oar  Nation  then  will  stand  I 

United  ever  more, 
W>.  11  bi'1  defiance  to  the  foe 

1  hat  dare  approach  our  shops  ; 
Wo'*'  hoist  the  good  old  Flag  again 

On  Freedom's  lofty  dome. 
And   ive  in  peace  and  happiness. 

When  all        J>oys  come  home  ! 
a^Z\.T-    V,  We'll  hoist,  Ae. 


And  joy  will  erown  the  happ] 
When  all  the  boys  come  Lc 


Napoleon's  Farewell  to  Parii. 


Farewell  '  7a  aplendid  citadrl  metropolis.  caHad  Paria. 
Where  Phobos  every  moruing  abouta 

forth  refiilgaot  beaasa, 
Wkare  Florae  bright  Aurora  sdvanciDK  from  the  horlaoD, 
With  radUBt  ligbt  adorning  tbe  pure  fhlulnu  atreama  : 
At  ava,  wh*B  Oantnur  doea  retire   while 

tbe  ocean  glidra  like  fire, 
And  tha  Universe  admires  onr  merchandise  aud  atore, 
OoauiaiidinK  Flora's  fraKr^nce  tiie  fertile  field  to  decorate, 
To  illuoilDate  that  Bojral  Coraicau  again 

on  the  French  abora. 

Itj  name's  Napoleon  Baon^parte  the  Conqaeror  of  Nations! 
I've  builshed  Oermau  legion*,  and  drove 

Kioxa  from  their  thronea  : 
Vt*  trampled  Dukea  and  Earla,  aud 

aplendid  Congregationa, 
Tho'  they've  now  transported  me  to  St  Helena's  shore  , 
Like  ■aaaiLial,  I've  crossed  tbe  Alpa,  the 

bnrninx  lands  and  rocky  cliffs  : 
O'er  Basslan  Ullls.  throngU  frtiat  aud  snow. 

I  ittU  tha  lanrel  wore  : 
rn  00  a  desert  Ulmad  where  the  rata 

tbe  devil  wotild  •ffrlght . 
Tet,  I  hope  to  shine,  in  armor  brigbt 

through  Biu'ope  once  more. 

8oae  acy  the  first  of  my  downfall  was 

parting  from  my  consort. 
To  wed  the  uersiui's  daogbter.  who 

uroncded  my  hrart  aore  : 
Bat  the  female  train  I  ne'er  will  blaiue  , 

for  abe  never  did  me  defame  : 
They  saw  my  aword  in  battix  flaiue.  and  dlQ  me  adurs  : 
Mow,  I  aeverely  felt  tbe  rod  fur  medaiing 

with  tlie  bnnse  of  Oud  r 
Oola,  and  golden  images  iu  th.xisaiidK  uway  I  tore  : 
I  atola  Malta'a  goldon  gatea  ;  1  did  the 

workH  of  God  diagrace  : 
But,  If  ho'll  give  me  time  auJ  \>\3Cf  >.i 

Him  back  I  will  restore. 

If 7  golden  eaglea  were  pulled  down  by 

VVellinfilon'a  silled  army  : 
My  troopa.  all  in  dim  t-i-  ■  <•<  nld  no  lotiKur  sisud  tlie  field  : 
I  waa  aoid  tliat  afieriHou  <  u  iii<  Eigliienuih  day  of  June  ; 
My  relcfarcemeuta  prutel  t  aitor*  which 

cauaed  me  to  yiold  : 
I  am  an  allied  oak  :  with  fire  and  sword 

I  made  tbrm  smoke  : 
I  have  oonqnesed  Dntch  and  Dines. 

aud  aiirprlKed  tbe  OroBd  Signer  : 
I  have  defeated  Austriaua  ainl  Ruasiaiia. 

I<  'th  Portiiftiieae  and  Pnisaiana, 
Like  Joehua  Alexander,  or  Cesar  of  >  ore. 

And  to  lb*  SoQih  of  Africa   anl  '.hn  AtTactle  ocean. 
To  view  the  wild  emotiona  »uil  flowiD;,")  of  tbe  lide  ; 
Baslahe<l  froiu  the  Kual  Crown  of  Imperial  promotion. 
From  tlicF  ench  th-<>un  at  ^lory  to  »eo  iboaa  billowa  glide. 
Tbre"  d  iva  I  >  t^od  llin  pain    Lu  triy'a  c»n*e  to  maintain  : 
Thonaaud*  I  left  a'ain   and  c^vrred  in  Ibeir  gore  : 
I  never  fled  without  revenge,  nor 

to  the  "■Ilie<i  arniy  cringed. 
Bat  now  my  sword  It  sheathed  and  Paria  i>  no  mi.ro  : .  . 


The  Seedy  Swell. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Frank  Jolly. 


Behold  in  me  a  asedy  swelL 

Ai)d  •  mau  that  baa  seen  better  daya, 
Although,  if  the  truth  to  you  I  tell, 

Tie  uot  my  iiitention  myself  to  pralaOk 
Tet  I  once  lived  in  Beigravia.  , 

13ut  now.  my  frieuda,  'tis  essily  seen,  '      '/■' 

That  I  do  my  beat  Iu  shirk  the  Weal  . 

Aud  live  up  a  court  at  Bethual  Oreen. 

SroESV:  Oh!  yes  I  used  to  live  in  Beigravia— tbatwas 
when  I  waa  in  my  property— but  now  I  live  in  Bathnal 
•reen.  and  I  don't  hud  Bethnal  Green  a  bad  place  alter 
all,  for- 

They  pity  the  downfall  of  a  fast  young  awell.  sir, 
Tea   pity  the  Aownfall  of  a  West  lud  awell.  eir. 
Who  ouce  drove  •  carriage,  aud  dreased  so  gayt 
But  now  my  glory  s  all  faded  away— 

I  once  conld  drive  a  carriage  and  pair, 

Tbe  flneat  uf  any  in  tbe  land  : 
The  latest  Ihahiou  out  1  douned. 

And  Iu  pjil-mall  I  did  the  grand  : 
Hy  clothes  1  ordered  them  from  Poo'e, 

i  drauk  braudy,  wine  and  Mor-t'a  ebampafftte  . 
But  uow  It's  ale,  and  aometimea  not  that 

Aud  a  aecoud-baad  ault  from  Petticoat  laane— 


Sroxaa  : 


A  three  and  ainpenny  auit— 

Then  pity  my,  c 


When  I  think  of  tbe  days  when  I  waa  well  eff. 

And  uhat  respect  I  conld  eomyiaDd— 
From  Lorcia  and  Onkax   and  Marquises. 

In  fact  the  higheat  in  tbe  land — 
Their  Concert,  soirees,  and  their  balls, 

I  went  to  them  day  afier  day  : 
But  DOW    «  beu  I  want  a  friend  or  two. 

I  acarcaiy  fiud  one— for.  they've  all  gone  away  ■ 
SroxiB  :  Oh :  wben  I  was  well  up  in  this  world  I  need 
to  have  too  aiauy  of  them  :  but  uow  I  can't  find  one  to— 

Pity  the,  te. 

They  have  given  to  me  the  cold  shoalder. 

Since  I  am  down  in  this  world. 
And  my  mouey'a  gone,  my  carriage  and 

pair  sod  Jtwellsry, 

And  all  my  elotbes,  toe  are  in  pawn- 
But  If  evt<r  I  rise  In  this  world  acaln, 

Which,  perhaps  aome  day.  yon  kuew,  I  ml(M— 
The  only  frifnds  that  I  shall  make 

Will  be  like  those  aionnd  me  here,  to-night 

They  pity,  ke. 


■>t««H 


Goings  Out  Fishing. 

Written  by  J.  B.  Lawreen— Snng  by  Herbart  OampbaU. 


In  Izaek  Walten'a  book  I've  ofl  read  of  the  Joys 

Aud  dslights  of  the  gentle  Sport  : 
So  started  out  of  town   with  Jolly  Jaek  Brown, 

Both  equiped  like  anch  auglera  ouRht. 
800U  the  river  we  reiiched.  and  got  into  a  punt. 

But  furgot  that  the  stream  ran  ihst. 
We  began  to  fiah  fur  chub  in  a  boat  like  a  tab,      '. 

Aud  got  wrecked  upon  tbe  bank  at  last. 

CHORDS. 

Through  going  out  a  flabiog  going  oat  a  flsbiaf. 
How  ofteu  now  l  m  wisbiug 
I'd  nttver  seen  a  brook,  or  Izaek  Walton's  Book 
On  the  pleasorea  and  tbe  Joya  of  Fishing. 

We  next  got  in  a  field  but  didn't  see  a  board 

With  a  uotice  *  Of  the  dog  beware  ' 
And  %:,g\6d  in  the  atream  for  jack  perch  aud  bream. 

Suya  Brown    "  We  ahull  have  a  bite  here.  " 
W«  stood  watching  onr  floata.  aud  longing  for  a  bit*, 

Iu  the  rain  for  an  hour  aud  a  half. 
When    mnlat  an  awful  ront   1  heard  Jack  Brown  eall  eat : 

"  'there's  a  dog  gut  hold  of  me  by  the  calf.  " 

Through  (0lnc,Jtc. 

I  didn't  want  u  bile  :  so  I  took  to  ray  h'-eels. 

When  thii  ownnr  of  the  dog  came  In  eight 
Tbe  JuaUin  ol  n  clowu.  in  a  ditch  ran  me  down. 

And  together  we  there  had  a  flh'bt. 
We  foiiRht  lii.o  brlrka  till  I  got  a  fearful  black  eye. 

Which  at  unce  |  lit  an  eud  tu  the  war. 
Anil  then  lie  said  tu  Bruwu  :  "  wheu  next. 

you  gents,  come  down, 
I  can  promise  yet  a  few  bites  more.  " 

When  going,  kc. 

We  sompliow  lio1>)>led  off.  i;ot  on  tbe  lowing  path, 

Uf  having  iMtter  luck  then  in  hope, 
Aud  soon  I  i!Ot  a  bite   Imt  never  eut  a  sight 

Of  a  I  ar;;e  being  polled  by  >  rope. 
I  funud  Id  hooked  a  QhIi.  and  beani  Biown  call  out : 

*°  He's  a  whacker— ke<p  jour  ro<l  a,little  beut.  " 
Wlile  both  brimful  of  hope— bshiud  ua  came  the  rope, 

Aud  s  ap  iuto  the  river  we  weut— 

Through  going.  Ac. 

When  both  were  iie-irly  drowned,  the  barge-man  got  naont, 

And  we  voxed  we'd  ne'rr  augle  a^ain. 
So  we  ran  about  three  mi  lea- over  hedge   ditch  and  stllea 

Jnat  iu  tiiiie  to  be  loo  laie  for  the  tram. 
We'd  to  walk  all  ilie  nl;ibt  in  sorrow  <o  our  bomca, 

Where  our  »  Ivcabolb  ne/a  1  tu  acold 
Toll  may  call  flahiug  sport,  bnt  what  we  really  caught 

Was  a  aculding  and  a  Jolly  Lad  cold. 

Through  going  ko. 


Waiting  St  the  -W«1L' 

On  th«  seat  by  the  well  I  am  waiting,  my  lova, 

And  list  for  footsteps  so'  dear  :  ']".:'•     v 

Tbe  fair  stars  of  er'ning  are  shining  above)     } 

As  I'm  Waiting  to  welcome  you  here.  ■[■ 

The  soft  wind  is  Whfling  the  nightingale's  soi%. 

So  sweet,  o'er  the  mvadows  to  me. 
And  the  rivulet's  stream  goes  murm'ring  along, 

As  1  wait  at  the  well,  love,  for  thee. 

CllOllt'S. 

Yes,  for  thee  I  am  waiting,  I'm  waiting  heiw  itf-night, 
And  for  yonr  voice  I  listen  in  the  dell,         ■  -  . 

Beside  tbe  chestnut  tree,  and  the  ' 

pale  moon's  silver  light, 
I  am  wating,  yes,  waiting  at  tbe  well. 

Then  haste  (o  my  side,  love,  the  twilight  is  fading, 

The  birds  are  all  nestled  to  rest. 
And  hushed  are  the  sounds  of  the  murmuiiut  nver* 

And  silent  the  wind  in  the  west  :  ^vM  ""■- 

Come  forth  from  thy  casement,  for  the* 

I  am  pining — 

On  !  come  o'er  the  meadows  to  me  : 
The  blue  sky  is  sifliling,  the  moon  it  is  shining, 

At  1  wait  at  the  well,  love,  for  thee. 


After  Me. 


I  am  a  jovial  easterner,  all  miseries  I  shnn. 
And  as  the  proverb  tells  us    I  take  care  of  nnmhar  tee  ! 
I'm  not  at  alt  a  selfiah  man   uiy  maxtin  don't  you  see, 
la  to  let  other  folka  go  first  '  Tes   after  me— 

CHORUS 
After  me  after  me  for  grredlneaa  don't  thirst. 
After  me,  yes,  after  me.  and  then  yon  shall  be  ftrtlf 

Whilst  walking  ont,  tbe  other  day.  I  think 

't  'twas  near  the  Strand, 

In  my  coat-pocket  soon  I  fbit  a  rather  clumsy  hand  : 
Some  rough  was  Just  snout  to  take  my  Uandkerohlaf  away. 
Bat  I  was  qalok,  I  collared  him,  and  thua  Iu  him  did  Say- 
After  DM.  Ac. 

I  had  a  dance,  «>Be  night  last  weak,  'twaa 

at  a  Tt  .desman's  ball. 
With  SDCh  aeharaing  partner,  too  the  haudaomest  of  all, 
At  my  esiiense  she  drank  Champagne. 

when  sons*  swell  aaid  :  "  My  dear. 
Whan  tbs  b^l  Is  doat.  I'll  M»  rn  bame.  " 

'*'  '    ."  .     .     ■     I  Whispered  la  his  ear— 
"■■••■■  ■■  ■■:  ^  '■  ■..»  ■  Afiar  me,  Ac. 

I  knew  a  spenglag  fsUew,  who  somehsw 

will  HOT  act  sqaare, 
And  when  the  settling  tlSM  eomsa  round. 

will  never  pay  his  share  : 
He  did  the  Bsaat  greedy  at  a  wine  party  to-day. 
He  seised  a  bottle,  bat  I  anatebed  it  from  hi  m  and  did  aay— 

Attar  me,  tc. 


.    Old  Folks. 

Written  by  J.  Wood. 


Now  don't  be  sorrowful,  darl.og, 

And  don't  be  eorro»fu],xipniy  ;       .  . 
Taking  the  fear  together,  my  dear,  ; 

There  isn't  more  night  than  day  : 
'Tisrainy  weather,  my  darlinj, 

lime's  waves  they  heavily  run. 
But  tfckiag  the  year  together,  my  dear. 

There  isn't  more  cloud  thnii  sun. 

We  are  old  folks,  my  d«rlinf»,  I 

Our  heads  are  grfiwin^  j;r»'y, 
Bat  taking  the  year  nil  lound,  my  dear. 

You  will  always  find  iho  .May  :  j   , 

We  have  had  our  May,  my  durlitig,  ^ 

And  our  roses  Ion;;  u<j;o. 
And  the  time  of  tlie  year  w  coming,  my  dear, 

For  the  silent  night  nnd  snow. 

Time  trios  us  most  stvrely. 

And  our  children  they  are  gone — 
Ah  !  the  ones  that  loved  us  dearly 

Have  left  for  their  happy  homo — 
That  I  and  you  may  meet,  j^ood  wife. 

In  that  home  tliat  is  above, 
Where  all  i.s  day — for.  there's  no  nig^t, 

But  all  is  Perfect  l.ove  ! 


-»♦•-. 


A  well  known  comic  writer  eays  he  wotild  rather 
be  a  widower  e'very  two  year*  rej.jiilui'Iy.  Ihan  to  be 
a  lonely,  miserable  old  batclielur  fur  ninety  days. 

The  man  who  never  made  a  mistake  never  made 
a  <ii»oovery. 


<*tf     T! 


■^^*E 


ji  ly; 
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Kambling  thro'  the  Town. 


rv«  I«<l  •  «M7  qni«t  lite, 

A  btlDdred  inilrg  from  h«n  f 
rve  •IWKjrl  felt  coiiteated  with  '  '  f 

,  did  c««y  L«ieciteriiiir«  :  *  >    ' 

Bat  ■•  I'd  navtf  k»fa  Kew-Tork,     t  ^ 

I  thoaRht.  the  oihti  air. 
rd  come  and  rlew  Its  woodtni 

B«fore  I  p«M«d  (Wkf.  '  '   : 

I  mnit  My  tbat  aom*  ■igbti  weiw  gtaaM, 

Ao<]  if  }'oa'll  Ittt  to  Browo. 
I'ntell  70a  of  (oin«  itrsDse  tlglita  I*T«  Mao, 

Whilit  nmbling  thro'  the  towa. 

I  Mw  t»o  drdnkiin  fallows,  who 

Were  flgbtlnR  In  the  SlreSt  •        '".    • 
A  PoilceniaD  on  tlie  OTBxm  eld*       •-■«'/  ..;.';;■ . 

Looked  on  '.  '»«■■  off  him  b*mt : 
He  Kkid  :    '  I  onDDot  interfere  :  " 

He  WM  ao  irtfnl  Orrp 
He  »M  locking  np  souje  DDmnzzled  pap, 

(  A  far  more  reey  Job    ) 
Thoie  men  fonelil  on   till  one  poor  wretch. 

Half  dead   at  length  fell  down  : 
I  tboticht  tbia  wae  ■  diagraocftii  eight, 

IVhilBt  rambliDg  thro'  the  tows. 

4  wnman  niopped  me  In  ilie  Itfett, 

Tlio'  shiibby   jet  looked  clekh  : 
She  begL'ed.  and  ealJ  :  '   Uy  ohlldrMl  ■tarte. 

We  better  dare  bave  s«en  - 
Ab  '  Kir  SOMC  charitable  rich. 

Won't  gtWK  to  ancb  •■  MB-. 
But  ovLT  where  tbeir  gift's  mads  kjBowa 

Thro'  Psp^re  ruBUCLT.  " 
1  don't  ponreis  a  f'irtnne   still  .r,,'        '    • 

I  spared  bQr  half  a-ernwn 
Ad4  tamed  frbU  tbat  dlS'reaalDg  sight. 

Whilst  rambling  ihro'  tht  towai 

A  sight  'twas  even  «' one  than  tha^ 

A  (oldlar  next  I  saw  : 
Be'dXnt  one  arm  and  leg— I  thought       ^  {,';    , 

A  shocking  thioi;  1«  war- 
He  had  two  medals  :  for.  he'd  fought 

All  tliro'  tliat  eold  Rebellion  : 
His  pension  was  aixp«uce  a  day,  -:   ^ 

But  only  for  one  year,  . .' 

Aa  an  American  I  fairly  blnshed, 

My  bead  I  hang  H  down  r.'    .; 

At  Ifaat  neglected  hero  .:  ,  >  \ 

I  law  ranibllDg  tbro*  the  town. 

And  then  t  saw  a  sight  to  ie«  ■:, .,  .!• . 

Which  no  one  would  draire  :  ^  - 

'Twas  somewhere  in  this  aelghborhoedL' ;'.  *  ^  ^ 

A  very  large  honse  on  fire  :  '' 

A  woman  riflhad  about  the  Street,      '  .    '' 

And  shrieked  in  accents  wild— '      V  V  :  i.,'/  >       • 
"  Ood  heavens  '  is  tbere  BO  on*  har# 

Will  try  and  eaTe  my  ohlld  T  "  ''       '\ 

A  FIrrman  ap  a  ladder  flew. 

And  brongbt  |jsr  infant  down  : 
Tbat  was  the  KOBLXST  sigbt  I  saw,     - 

Whilst  rambling  thro' tha  town. 


Strolling  on  the  8and& 


Of  eonrta.  we  all  know  Baraagata,  wall, 

Th^t  spot  to  thousands  dear. 
Wh<-re  dualling  belirs  and  heavy  iwella, 

Assenit)  6  ev'ry  year. 
Some  like  to  roam  along  tba  VIer.  '-• 

Aud  Tiaw.wJtat  that  cunmaqds, 
Bnt  nijF  delight  from  morn  till  night,*  ; 
la  strolling  on  the  sands. 
cnoitvs. 

BtrolUftg  OB  tbe  s^nds.  strolling  on  the  sand*      "   ' 
Witching  all  the  batheY*  dip.  liafning  to  tba  haad  : 
Btrolline  on  the  aanda    strolling  on  the  sands. 
IbcqoI  or  buat  there's  uougbt  to  beat  a  stroll  open  the  saads. 

I'll  no'cr  forget  last  Snmmer-tlma  : 

I  spent  n  fortnight  there. 
And  made  the  sweet  acquaintance  of      ,*  ' ' 

A  lovely  lady  fai* 
She'd  gone  t'>  bathe  at  DuMTTOif  Gap,         .*  - 

But.  oh  '  tbe  nanght.r  Quern,  ' .-r.    - 

For  once  she  tliongtit  she'd  do  without  ■;.. 

That  Tile  bathing  machine. 

Strolling  on  th    wnda,  kc. 

She  placed  her  ctothes  opon  the  beach. 
Then  in  the  water  played  : 

Bnt  when  she  tried  to  come  on  shor*. 

Oh'  whkq  t  »hft  dismaved  !  '  -   .    ' 

Tlin  tide  h»d  TUBSED,  and  all  herclothe^ 
Were  floatlnu  out  to  sea— 

Sb«'d  nothing  bnt  her  bathing  dress- 
In  what  a  plight  to  be  ! 

BtroUing  on  th  t  aaada,  kc 

I  fetched  her  mother  to  ber  aid, 

And  saTed  all  farther  strife. 
Tbe  maiden  said  :   "  This  Kreatarent . 

r;i  think  of  all  my  lif.<   " 
W*  soon  became  the  be»t  of  friends  : 

I'^r.  nil  enjoyed  tbe  ftin  :  -.       ''    .,     . 

We  re  lovers  now — and  soon  we  two  ..^,  :^-\ 

Are  going  TO  be  OHE.  .     *' 

Strolling  on  It  >  sands,  Ac. 


}Ie  is  wise  tbat  knows  when  b«  is  well  •:nongh. 


Conld  I  Live  My  Time  Over  Again. 

Written  for  Harry  Clifton,  and  Sang  by  him  at  all  bis 
popular  Ooucarts  throughout  Oreat  Britain  and  Ireland. 


i<fv. 


,,  I'm  not  BO  old  in  appearance  or  yean^  ■>; 
As  I  am  in  fol]y  or  ein  : 
£xperienoe  teaches  fools  to  be  wise, 

But  not  till  their  tronbles  begia. 
\  iiidw  that  in  this  worldly  fignt, 
I'ye  not  i>een  alvt'tfye  In  the  rieht, 
.^nt  a  different  view  I'd  keep  ni  sight,    *:"/ 
Could  I  live  my  time  over  again— 

X  CHORDS. 

Then  what's  the  use  of  fk^tting,  my  boys. 

Id  this  world  of  folly  and  pain  ? 
But,  oh  !  what  a  different  man  I  woult^be^  '    '   * 

Could  I  live  my  time  oter  again  I        '    ;:  . 

That  honesty  is  tbe  best  in  the  end,  % 

Of  course,  I  're  lived  to  see.  '■•■■    , 

.  I  once  wae  t«npted  to  "  do  "  a  friend 
W  ho  bad  done  all  be  could  for  m«  : 

But  when  his  aeeistanoe  I  want,  alack  I 

Be  on  me  coldly  turns  his  back  : 

I'd  sail  tipon  a  different  tack. 
Could  I  live  my  time  over  again. 

''.-"'■-■-■' :^  Then  what'a  the  use,  <bc. 

And  the  boon  companions  I  thought  stlch  friends, 

And  squandered  my  thousands  on. 
And  helped  them  out  of  many  a  fix — 

Oh  !  where  are  those  old  friends  gone  ? 
1  know  that  1  meet  them  day  by  day. 
But  their  hearts,  with  their  memories,  went  away  : 
I'd  treat  those  scamps  in  a  different  way, 

Cfiold  1  live  my  time  over  again. 
:■-;■,  >  '  Then  what's  the  use,  d;e. 

"Aaff  BOW,  instead  of  a  millionaiM,  „. 

I  once  had  the  chance  to  be,  < .  t»-.~=  .• 

Fm  poor  and  old,  and  left  "  out  in  the  eoM,  " 

To  use  a  alang  phrase  :  "  Up  a  tree  1  " 
Think  kindly  then  of  poor  old  Ben  :  .  v  ;  • 

I'm  too  much  like  all  other  men, 
But  if  1  could 'live  my  time  over  again — 

fiut  1  eeaV-flo  it's  fiddle-de-dee— 

,,.,  ,.^  .  Then  what's  the  use,  Ae. 


Awfully  Clever. 


m  a  falla  Vho  doesn't  like  bother,   r 

All  trouble's  a  dsnea  of  a  bore  : 
I've  an  income  left  nie  by  my  mothaw. 

What  on  earth  could  a  fella  want  ssofe  t 
My  favorite  sport's  killing  time. 

My  aim's  to  do  nothing  at  all  : 
Wkifs  some  thro'  this  world  rnp  or  ellmb, 

I  take  tbe  trip  easy  and  crawL 

CRORITB 

]6ot  they  tell  me  I'm  awftally  clever, 
Oh  I  aoelevar,  deuced  clevar— . 
They  say  tbat  tbey  nevar.  00  nevar,  .  r.     ... 
'  If et  a  fella  so  cla var  before. 


--.'•^  ■;.'"■'' 


Boma  fellas  go  in  for  the  army.  ;»;  ',■'.'■■  ^ 

And  some  fellas  go  in  for  trade  ;   •'     '."  '    .■"  .: 
Bnt  I  havn't  such  bores  to  alarm  me,  .  /    / '; 

My  fortune  wa«  already  made.  .  > 

And  some  f>-Has  go  in  for-brains. 

And  scribble  to  turn  in  a  penny  :  ..,.,.'-■.•■> 
Those  feilas  dt^aerre  all  their  galna,  '  ' 

As  for  brains  I  could  do  without  any. 

But  they  tell,  Ac. 

In  the  Park  I  am  often  seen  driving. 

When  tbe  dear  girls  take  me  for  a  duke  : 
Whenever  I  go  in  for  billiards. 

Somehow  I'm  a  demon  to  fluke.        --  ; , 

Sometimes  to  an  evening  party. 

To  keep  them  alive  in  I  peep  :  '^  ■  "  .. 

Whenever  they  atk  me  toeing. 

They're  certain  to  fall  fast  asleetv— 

Bat  tbey  tell.  ho. 

'  Some  fellas  will  borrow  a  tenner,  ,,  ~  ■. 

For  which  I  get  no  I  OU  :  •        '  - 

Sometimes  I  .issist  them  in  bills 
^Which  1  have  to  pay  whi-n  they're  due.  _ 
'Jnere  are  mothers  with  daogbtera  to  matQTt 

Somehow  take  a  fancy  to  me  :  •  -"  : 

Tbey  think  they're  as  deep  as  Old  Harry,'  ' 

But  tbe  bate  and  tbe  book  I  can  see. 

But  they  tell,  kc. 


^  BhiUiBf  or  Tvti 

Written  by  Hak'17  Lynn-Compoeed  by  ■.  W.  Tltefcitt. 

This  is  tneh  I'm  writing. 

And  yet  atill  it  is  true, 
Th*t  each  mortAl  is  fiyhtiaf 

For  a  (billing  or  two  ; 
And  pray  what  erime  ie  ao  great 

'1  hat  it  known  unto  yoo,  ^         , ' 

As  this  to  be  ratlier  short 

Of  a  aUling  or  two  ? 
\  \  CHoaca. 

A  shilfa'tig  or  two,  a  sbillinff  m  two, 
'Tie  itmtkl  to  want  a  shilling  or  t«o  ; 
This  wicked  world  you  can  ncTer  get  tkiowAki 
Lest  you're  possessed  of  a  ahiUiog  or  tw*.  ^  " 

Now  if  you  your  friends  would  tiy, 

'i  here's  but  one  thing  Co  do  :  ' 

Just  ask  tiiiem  to  lend  you  '. 

But  a  shilling  or  two. 
And  you  will  find  your  sworn  frienda 

1  urn  their  backs  upon  you  ; 
For,  it  is  dreadful  to  want 

Just  a  shilling  or  two. 
cuoauB. 
A  shilling  or  two,  a  shilling  or  two. 
Friends  can  be  botight  for  a  shilling  er  liro  ; 
Yes,  yes,  it  is  true,  you'll  find  it  ia  traa, 
Friends  ottn  be  sold  iur  a  shilliog  or  two. 

Now,  pray,  do  girls  wed  for  love  ? 

Well,  p'riiaps  epnie  of  them  do. 
But  they  more  often  do  wed 

Jiut  a  abilling  or  two. 
But  mind,  most  men  are  the  acBM, 

but  their  folly  tbey  me. 
Because  real  joy  is  not  bought 

For  a  eLilliDg  or  two.  * 

CIIORtlB. 

A  shiBing  or  two,  a  sbOlinir  or  two, 

It  oft  proves  a  curse,  a  shilling  or  two  ; ' 

Young  maidens  are  boi^ht,  and 

yo*ii»  mea  aell,  tte 
And  all  for  what  ?— just  a  shllbg  or  tw*w 

Perhaps  tou  may  think  it  etraBga, 

Yet  Btul  it  is  true. 
But  I'm  singing  tbeae  few  Bnaa 

For  a  shilung  or  two, 
And  I've  not  been  baokbitinr: 

For,  March  the  wide  world  timiqgh. 
And  all  men  you'U  aee  fightiag  '• 

For  a  shilling  or  two. 

CHORrS.  -  - 

A  ebilliag  or  two,  a  slilliBg  or  t«», 
Wondezful  charms  has  a  sBfllfaig  «r  •«•  ; 
It  buys  things  6n  earth,  th«t|B  dl  It  Ma  9m  : 
But  heaven's  not  bought  fur  •  ahilifa|>  «r  *•)». 


The  grtatc.ot  peer  that  England  ever  produced — 
Shakspeai^. 

"  It's  all  well  enough,  said  Simon,  to  call  a  spadx 
a  KPADK,  but  I  can't  see  the  sense  in  calling  stock- 

l.NOS — IIOKS.  " 


<1     All  like  Faded  rielrars  an 

The  dream  hae  paated,  tha  ipeH  ia 

Hopes  have  fallen  one  by  aae  : 
The  wtliepered  worde— eo  aweetly 

All  like  faded  flowers  are  gone. 
Still  bar  voice  in  mueie  lingers. 

Like  a  harp  whose  silver  atringa, 
Softly  swept  Dy  fairy  fingere, 

Tell  ;of  unfoi;gotten  thinga. 
'  !  The 

y.:"-     In  the  'mrusic's  saddened  meaaore, 
r>ea4  delights  and  dying  dreama 
Live  again,  and  perished  pleasure 
Wake  from  death  in  golden  glftimg 
"■"•:     Tho*  by  love  and  hope  forsaken, 
Tbo'  by  sorrow  overcaet. 
Yet  will  memory  awaken 
Sleeping  sbaaows  of  the  paat 

Tke 


-v     ! 


Why  ie  a  spider  a  good  oorreepoadeat  f 

he  drops  a  Ime  by  every  post. 

"  My  friend,  have  you  BufBcient  eonHdeaae  n  ■• 
to  lend  Die  a  dollar  ?  "     "  Oh,  yea  1    .ftd^pw 

enough,  but  no  dollar.  " 

Follow  the  wise  few  rather  thu  the  rtH^mamj. 


If 
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TWCLE  RALPH'S  GHOST. 


It  WM  the  twenty-nipth  day  of  June,  1871. 

A  LSrazilian  foreat.  all  a^lnw  wiili  the  flMh  and 
rlitter  of  ■earlet-win<;^d  birds  among  the  d><nee 
wlia^e  o(  the  {iMht  tail  mitnota,where  th«  fettuons 
of  cninson  pasxion-llowvrs  hong  from  tlW  to  tree, 
and  the  gleam  uf  lli«  Orinoeo  Kiver  shofve  like  sil- 
Ter  in  Uia  lunset.  A  rnd«  hut,  eonstmatcd  uf 
bamboo  poles,  dru|>od  by  the  folds  of  c&nvag,  uccu- 
pi«d  the  ctfritfv  of  this  dell,  or  ravine  ;  and  a 'blue 
wreath  i)f  it!bok<^,  «t>riing  Tip  into  the  guld  of  the 
«^^H!%  arr,  «poke  of  home  and  preparstioiis. 

Hafry  l)tlford  «nra«  pinnging  down  through  the 
plumy  (Mtriiivjrs  of  giant  ftrns  that  waved  along  the 
•teep  ^nk.  rrusliiiig  odoroni*  flowers  in  his  descent, 
while  ovfr  his  •hoiifderhe  carried  a  rifle  ;  and  (Juy 
Farringdon  eaine  to  the  tent  door  to  greet  him — 
a  tall,  lirowned-skinned  fellow,  with  pleasant  dark 
eyea,  and  a  siHcy  Mack  moustache. 

"  Home  at  )»«t,  old  fallow  ?  It  has  been  a  long 
and  weary  day  without  you.  Unt  what  makes  you 
look  so  serious  ?  " 

Dellbrd  lowered  his  gun  to  the  ground. 
"  •fi^'Jj  '  ion't  know,  "  he  answered,  with  a  for- 
ced I«uj;l^.     **  ^'omehow  there  has  been  a  shadow 
•Ter  ma  all  day.  " 

"  Indigeslion  ?  "  liazarded  his  friend  gayly. 
"  Nonrenst  !  when  you  know  I've  got  the  sto- 
mach of  an  ostrich.     l5ut   I   believe  1  aia  a  little 
home-sick.   '      • 

Farrin^don  smiled.  '    - 

"  I  hare  botm  home-stek  a  good  many  times 
■inee  we  came  out  here  gold  hunting  :  if  (liat's  all, 
eorae,  supper  is  »e«ly,  and  1,  for  one,  hare  a  good 
appetite  to  bring  to  it   " 

I  hey  sat  dow  n  to  the  broiled  birds  and  tlie  cakes 
baked  in  tU&  ashce,  tliesc  two  friends  ;  and  what 
with  tha.*/i4!r-8upf»€r  pipes  and  cliat,  the  ertnine 
wore  itself  aniij,  uud  lite  tropical  moon  monnted, 
rjkfgni^U  gUiM^iOil  shield  of  gold,  into  th«  sky,  and 
itm  ji«  Ji^nip  waf  lij^iU'd. 

Farringdoti  liad  gone  out  to  look  after  the  welfare 
•if  the  sturdy  hltia  poima  who  were  stabled  under 
an  impromptu  awning,  just  beyond  the  t«nt  ;  and 
Harry  Delford^^^quite  alone,  musing  in  the  moon- 
light, and  Kturing  out  at  the  shadows  of  palm  and 
b*Dana  on  the  tre^al  grass. 

Suddt)*^-«Ji|^pn)  entered  slowly  in  at  the  door- 
way— the  tign«w-of  an  old  luaa.io  a  rough  brown 
eoat,  and  silver  hair  streaming  down  upon  his 
shoulders,  and  jt^culiar  ligl  t  harel  eyes,  which 
■e«me<i  to  *4ra>«  auU  gleam  6tran;;elv  is  the  uncer- 
tain.-lii^  ivditrliis  ai-iii  he  carrieaa  flat  pocket- 
h«Ari)ft  Va||«t  of  iwled  brown  leather  ;  and  afier 
•iMi^infi^HitAt^iU  for  one  inatanton  the  threshold, 
bfl  turned  back,  and  lifting  tlie  bi*oai  flat  stone  in 
front  of  tllC  door,  [ilMid  lili*  waliik  uadvr  it.  1  hen 
he  ■t>fljg|^'i»<i  Mlct  tW  t«nt.  IfivoluatariiT  Del- 
ford  toroea  to  look  ftftcr  him,  but  the  t*M  was 
qufie  empty,  save  for  the  dying  embers  of  the  fire 
am>liwiii«e#h>>  iwOeOtiuos  of  the  moooligkt. 

tint  what  «••  straagest  of  all,  during  all  this, 
Hent^^Milfard  had  seen  th«  moving  bftnana  leaves 
and  sparkling;  dewy  grass'  as  distmctly  as  if  no- 
body intervened  io  th«  door-way.  1  he  strange  ap- 
parition had  boen  like  a  translucent  mist  or  a  sha- 
dow, and  Delford  had  looked  directly  throuyh  the 
dim  outline  of  human  figure. 

•'ii«>sai  there,  a  cold  chill  gradually  stealing 
through  all  his  nerves  and  fibres,  unlil  ihe  cheery 
sound  of  FaWngdon's  whistle  roused  him  frotn  a 
sensation  Vfaich  ^«as  n^-iiher  tmnce  nor  dream,  but 
a  peculiar  mixtbre  cf  lM)th. 

•'  f^hall  f  light  a  lamp,  oW  fellow  »  "  Guy  asked. 
"  No  ;  let  UB  sit  h<  re.  just  as  we  ars.      Farring- 
don,  I  must  start  kit  home  by  the  next  steamer,  "' 
added  Henry  Delfcrd. 
"  For  iiome  »" 
'\    '"tit.     r  have  this  night  seen  my  Unnle  Ralph 
"TVills,  n-hn  lirrn  lliaMsatidi  nf  niilin  (tway.     '1  here 
^ii^Jf>(0»  troflble  at  home.    I  might  have  known  that 
tb*t  strange  depresMon  I  tokt  you  of  arose  from 
no  mere  fancy.  ' 

'  '.Aod  ^  toki  hi*  Mend  of  the  strange  vision  that 
'•"lMlii«|ipeanid  to < him. 

Farrinjidon  listened  in  silence,  'loo  wine  to  laugh 
y„|tA|lt9ry  thi^t  had  so  evidently  impressed  Delford 
with  its  truth,  h^  yet  did  not  like  to  attaeh  undue 
itgjflglfflitinna.       .. 


"*  "  ITa],  "  said  he,  "  I  would  adriae  you  t»  ^ 
Kot  Uiiit  (  really  believe  in  ghosts  or  apmuritimi  , 
but  I  think  you  will  not  be  quite  satisfied  witiiou  t 
inve^tiifating  tho  matter  for  yourself.  Of  eoureo  1 
shall  miss  you  sadly  ;  but  you  will  come  bftck  io 
me.  "  ■■,;• 

And  BO  he  bade  his  friend  farewelL 

"  Mother,  don't  fret.  Harry  will  be  back  oa  soon 
as  a  letter  can  reach  him,  and  he  can  catch  ft  home- 
coming vessel,  lie  i*  strong  and  brave-heaztcd  ;  hs 
will  work  for  us  and  help  us.  " 

I  hus  bcavtly  spoke  oat  little  Clara  Delford,  the 
lame  girl  who  was,  in  herself,  as  hejplen  aa  a  bro- 
keM-wii)){ed  robin. 

The  Widow  Delford  wiped  her  eyee.  , 

"  1  wouldn't  have  thought  it  of  youT  ootttin  C». 
leh,  Clnra,  to  turn  us  oat  of  the  lioMse  Ualf>h  alnoys 
said  was  to  be  ourt.  And  when  he  was  ea  his 
death-bed,  dMr,  )t«  said  we  were  provided  for.  " 

"  I  lis  niind  mn«  bare  been  wanderiof;,  mother 
dear,  or  else — el«o  be  trnnttd  in  Caleb's  gejieresity, 
little  knowing  what  a  broken  reed  it  was  to  lean 
upon  ;  "  and  (.'lura  l>elli»rd's  voice  was  full  of  sup- 
pressed bitternesa.  "  Uni  we  eao  aew,  or  iHnd 
shoes,  or  do  sotnething.  until  Harry  comes  baek  ; 
for  surely,  surely  you  will  not  make  iTsecond  ap> 
peal  to  that  oold-liearted  ra.'iier  !  " 

••  Not  if  we  starve  first !  But  it  it  hard,  Clarit, 
after  all  the  Tf'ars  we  have  made  a  home  for  Kalph, 
and  nursed  hini,  and  waited  upon   hitn.  " 

"  Life  ia  often  hard,  mother,  "  Clara  aaawered 
simply. 

'Ihe  mother  and  daughter  were  litting  in  the 
dreary  uncarpeted  room,  strewn  with  the  ttniw  and 
matting,  and  all  the  debris  of  packing  up  :  for,  it 
was  their  last  day  at  Uorninghaiu  farm-UwUM  .Ca- 
leb Wills,  the  son  wlwm  Uncle  Halplt,  luid  not 
spoken  ta  fi>r  thirty  ye*r6  before  hia  death,  waa  to 
move  in  on  the  murrow,  and  >lra.  Pelford  was  to 
be  banished  from  the  home  where  afae  had  b^n 
born,  married,  and  widowed.  The  sunset  shcyae  in 
the  top»  of  the  trees,  where  here  and  there  a  atray 
golden  leaf  bespoke  the  inaidioua  approach  of  au- 
tano-vand  the  narigolds  nodded  tneir  orests  of  ,' 
orange  bloom  in  the  borders  by  the  gate. 

"  Mother, ""  said  "Wahi,  tt  •  her  eyes  listlessly  ' 
sought  the  view  fEom  the  wiodow,  "  there  oomes  ; 
some  one  with  a  valise.  " 

''  b<ome  wayfarer  to  get  a  drink  of  water,  no 
doubt,  "  Mrs.  ii>elford  siglteU.  "  It  will  be  the  last 
cup  of  water  we  tohall  ever  bestow  out  of  the  old 
well,  CWr#-  " 

£ui  Clara  had  started  up  in  her  chair. 

"  Mother,  it— it  is  llarrv  !  " 

And  the  next  moment  brother  and  swter  were 
folded  in  each  other's  afDiB. 

"  hut.  Harry,  "  gasped  the  enraptured  mipther, 
"  bow  did  you  happen  to  come  home  jutfr  now, 
when  we  needed  ytou  so  Sorely  t  " 

"  I  was  summoned,  "  he  answered,  i^ravely, 
"  Uaele  lialph  died  on  the  20th  of  Jsae,  did  he 
not  *  " 

'°  I  ben  you  got  our  letter  f  But  you  could  n6t 
— it  is  impossible  !  "  cried  .Mrs.  Delford. 

"  1  have  receired  no  letter.  Tell  me  all  about 
it.    " 

He  listened  silently,  while  Mrs.  Delford  recoun- 
ted the  sad  events  which  had  rendered  them  home- 
less and  poor. 

"  If  dear  Ralph  had  but  made  a  will,  as  he  al- 
ways said  he  meant  to  do,  things  would  have  been 
quite  ditfereut,  "  said  Mrs.  Delford,  =    tears. 

"  He  did  make  a  will  '.  "  asserted  her  son. 
"  And  you  will  find  it  in  an  old  leather  wallet, 
buried,  with  other  papers,  under  the  door-stone.  " 

"  Harry  !  " 

"  Get  me  a  crowbar,  mother,  and  let  us  look. 
And  please  ask  lae  no  more  questions  ju»t  yet.  '' 

WitK  a  strength  so  nearly  superhuman*that  it 
seemed  bestowed  upon  him  expressly  for  the  ocea- 
sion,  Harry  Delfora  pried  up  the  huge  flat  door- 
stone  ;  and  there,  enveloped  in  an  oiled  silk  cover- 
ing, lay  the  wallet  he  had  seen  in  his  vision,  con- 
taining papers,  money,  and  the  will,  which  l>e- 
stowed  upon  Mrs.  Delford  and  her  children  the 
Horningham  farm,  and  enough  to  enable  them  to 
dwell  thereon  in  competence. 

'1  hen,  and  not  until  then,  he  told  the  strange 
tale  of  that  moonlight  night  among  the  forests  of 
BrauL 


"  Was  it  a  drsam,  mother,  or  a  vision  ?  "  lie 
asked  in  a  low,  thrilling  voice.  "  Or  was  it.  as  I 
firmly  believe,  that  Vncle  Unlph's  dcpnrtii;<;  .oul, 
troubled  by  the  coureioiisness  of  one  hisl  lUily  un- 
fulfilled, made  it^^lt  preaent  te  me  in  a  way  «hich 
psychologisU  can  m^er  satisfaeUtrily  explain  a- 
way  ?   "  -^        ' 

It  was  a  question  that  they  never  could  answer, 
but  there  were  the  faets  ;  and  when  iienry  Del- 
ford pace  more  rejoined  his  faithful  (H«Ad  out  in 
Brazil,  be  had  a  Ul«  to -unfold  which  iivt<ie  Guy 
cry  out :  "  Verily,  truth  i$  stranger  than  fiction !  " 

And  Uncle  lUlph  sh^pt  peacefully  at  last  in  the 
church-yard  behiod  UvrniAgliam  hiTl 


LEOVO&E : 
OR  THE  PAGE'S  STRATAGEM. 


Through«ot  sanny  Franee  there  was  mingled 
pnde  and  sorrow.  All  France  was  proud  that,  on 
the  morrow,  the  bravo  Sir  UoUad  »as  to  set  out 
for  Spain,  to  make  mmr  ajjain^t  the  •■■•aracens  :  but 
many  «  fiiaide;n>  heart  was  heavy  with  grief  and 
anticipation  of  tlie^iioming  parting  from  the  knight 
she  loved.  Well  f.tr  litem  tliat  they  knew  not  of 
the  faie  -which  awaited  the  gallant  army  of  the 
Paladins. 

Under  the  Gothio  roof  of  tlie  great  hall,  a  group 
of  the  wwestt  the  bravest,  and  most  honared  of  the 
realm  were  gathered  near  the  hrasen  throne  where- 
on sat  tlie  martial  Ktng  of  the  I'aladins,  Charle- 
magne of  the  Irion  Crown.  One  was  a  gray-haired 
warrior,  who  bore  the  scars  of  many  a  battle  ; 
and  as  he  eame  and  stopd  at  tiie  foot  of  the  tlin.n.-. 
the  Hiis;hty  ruler  smiled  graciously  and  inquired 
his  Wish  ;  for,  the  old  Count  of  Navarre,  wlio  had 
served  him  so  faitlifully,  yet  declined  the  honors 
the  King  would  have  showered  upon  him,  was  one 
of  Charlemagne's  most  trusted  friends.  « 

"  Sire,  1  have  a  favor  to  ask,  "  said  the  Count. 
"  We  are  always  ready  to  grant  the  requests  of 
Aiends  at  tpje  as  thou,  "  amswered  Charlemairne. 
"  Ask  on.  "  ^ 

"  Sire,  wilt  thou  send  aiotber  knight  with  Sir 
Roland  ?  ile  is  one  of  my  relatives,  whom  1  would 
have  away.  " 

"  Ihy  request  ia  granted,  "  said  the  King  ; 
"  though  it  seeroeth  to  us  a  strange  one.  Who  is 
thy  relative,  and  why  is  he  in  thy  way  ?  " 

"  He  is  young  Sir  Herbert  of  Murdent  ;  the  or- 
phan son  "Sf  fifty  c<Ju«fh,  sire.  Thou  knowest  he  was 
made  a  kniijlit  but  a  short  time  since.  1  am  fond 
of  the  youth,  and  loth  to  send  him  away  ;  but  he 
must  not  remain,  for  his  own  sake  and  my  dangh- 
Ur's.  He  Iovm  hcc-sire,  and  Uion  knowest  he  ia 
not  a  mate  for  Leonore  cf  Navarre.  " 

I  here  was  a  gleam  of  dry  humor  in  Charlemagne's 
eye,  and  a  hint  of  stnoasiu  in  hia  voioe  as  he  an- 
swered :— "  It  strikes  us  thou  art  ukin?  not  the 
best  way  to  cure  the  youth's  malady  !  Dost  thou 
not  know  that  if  thou  shalt  separate  these  lovers, 
thev  will  J^tvJov«  the  more  i  Or  do  1  mistake  in 
undersUhding  that  the  Lady  Leonore  returns  the 
young  knight  s  affection  ?  ' 

"  'Ihou  art  not  mistaken,  sire,  "  replied  the 
Count,  with  a  look  of  annoyance.  "  My  daughter 
has  so  far  forgotten  her  rank  as  to  encourage  the 
youth  in  his  folly  :  for  which  I  hold  him  the  less 
to  blame,  ond  deserving  of  ift  severer  punishment 
than  banishment  from  Iter  presence.  " 

"  Who  toH  thee  of  the  matter?  "  asked  the  King. 
"  Leonore  s  page  told  me.  lie  Ims  seen  theiii 
often  meet  and  part,  and  knows  of  all  that  has 
passed  between  them.  He  held  that  I  ought  to 
know  it,  but  desired  Uiat  1  should  not  tell  the 
Lady  Leonore  of  his  intervention.  " 

"And  .""iir  Hubert?"  asked  Charlemagne.  "Will 
he  go  willirgly,  dost  thou  think  ?  " 

"  He  will,  8:?e,  "  answered  the  Count.  "  He 
thirsts  for  glory,  and  dreams  of  gallant  deed*.  He 
will  be  a  brave  sokiicr,  mcihioks.  And  when  lie  is 
gone,  the  Lady  I.eonore  will  perhaps  forget  him, 
and  give  her  heart  to  one  who  will  be  a  more  fit- 
ting mate.  " 

'•  We  doubt  that,  "  laughed  the  King.  "  But 
thou  shalt  have  thy  way  ;  ^ir  Hubert  shall  go  with 
Sir  Rol.md.    '  ^ 

And  so,  ei.)  noon,  intellig.iice  came  to  Hslnrt 
of  Mardent,  tliat  Charlemagne  hiiuR,  If  clio»«.  Mm. 
of  all  the  new-made  knighu  at  court,  to  go  with 


1-V 


THC:     i!$IIVO£:R'S    JOUR]\AL. 


631 


i^m 


believoJ  so  tfi^ .  . 
Heiil  back  iitf  tih 
again  f  *  ! 

iiut  LeoiioN  of  N>yarM'wM^n>ud,  mijrwi , 

not   ttwt  any  ^^dul<l  K"^**  '^*°^  <*'**>  1^*^  ^«<>  U^*.. 
faith,   t»  havu:it  Bcornfiillj  tlirdlrn  buck  at  lier.>-' 
Diid  alie  »iill  alidne,  at/tte  and  tournauieiti,  th«  aUr 
of  boiiiity  anu>f)g^  the  loveliest  :  aud  lh«  old  Count 
«iiuckl«-d    to  Itimtielf  oT«ir   the 
Lis  plaB.       '  ;  i        'i   i 

1  lure  came  p  day  when  th»r«  wa«  Aarlf  M«urMk 
ing  ill  tli«lioipie8  of  Fratj«e  :  wbmn  tcmn  w4r»  ti%ll«* 
to  those  who  Imd  thoiiglit  thfy  kliew  *)iai  sorrow 
meant  whec  tltev  wept  at  the  going  forth  of  >i«; 
lloland  and  lii*  knigliU  ;  viten  hearts  fr«»e  •'.viih 
liotror  nt  llie  tliought  of  awful  RonceeTall«r  ^  '  ^JL 


Sir  Roland  into  Sj>ain.  and  r«voiiin»fuded  him  to 
a  i^osilion  near  th«  i>€r»on  of  llifl  t»-'iownc-d  cliiff- 
tain. 

"I  liat  waa  a  pnxul  iiionMnt  for  the  yoang  knight, 
and  no  eimpieion  of  tho  iiiulivo  for  thi«  honor  de- 
tractrd  from  hit  pride  and  jd'^-aaure.  Onlf  when 
he  thought  of  l.eoiiore,  u  ]m:':^  of  pain  and  regret 
letwMud  hii  triumph  ;  but  cveiklhe  aorrow  of  lea- 
Tin'»  hiT  prrw  le«*  bitter  'when  he  thuwght  <rf  the 
luurolt  he  iiiijjht  win  and,  returuiuKi  laj  at  her  feet. 

Hut  little  Cttre<l  l..eonor«  for  hu  briijlit  dream*  of 
glory.  She  only  knew  that  she  loved  him,  and  ha 
was  going  from  her  to  return.  :)«-lin|i«,  no  more. 
W  hen  he  mot  her  at  their  trysting-ptace  that 
iii"iit,  he  found  her  distracted  with  grief  at  the 
news  which  had  already  reached  her  ears.  All  kis 
brirht  pictures  of  the  time  when  he  nhonld  return 
with  honor  and  fame,  to  offer  her  the  trophies  of 
h'u  valor,  failed  to  assuage  her  grief,  or  check  her 
fulling  tears. 

••  My  lieart  tells  me  thon  wilt  not  return,  Hu- 
bert, "  she  wept,  in  answer  to  it  all. 

•'  Notliiiig  but  death  can  prevent  my  returning 
to  thee,  as  loyal  and  true  <»s  uow,  deareat  Leonore,  " 


lond.rly  replied  her  lover. 
"  Death!   Dc 


1  )o  not  speak  x)f  it !  Oh,  Hubert !  how 
can  I  let  thee  go  ?  " 

*•  I  mu»t  go,  beloved.  "  said  Hubert  "  And  if 
dentil  come  t»  me,  l)e  assured  I  shall  meet  it  as  a 
Cliristian  knight,  and  leave  no  craven's  name  be- 
hind me.  " 

•'  Swear  that  thou  wilt  not  forget  me  ;  tiiat  if 
thou  livest,  tliou  wilt  come  back,  "  she  tobbed, 
paMfiionati-ly.  tt 

'•  I  swear  !  "  he  solemnly  replied. 

I^onoro  unwound  froiji  about  her  waist  a  silken 
BMrf.  of  brilliant  colors,  and  gWing  it  to  kim,  aha 
said  :  -  ••  Keep  this,  tiien,  as  a  token  of  thy  truth. 
So  long  as  thou  l«)ve8t  me,  bear  il  with  tliee  ;  but 
if  ever  tliy  heart  shall  turn  from  me,  and  fit>d  a- 
nother  love,  return  it.  " 

'•  I  he  scarf  shall  never  be  thine  aMin,  dear 
Leonore,  "  saWl  tlie  knight,  as  he  pressed  it  to  his 
lip*  and  placed  it  in  his  l»»soiii. 

"  Hubert,  I  mn8t»  not  linger  here  too  long,4«t 
they  will  seek  mo.  "  aaid  the  \a^.  "  1  must  bid 
thee  farewell— and,  ph  !    my   liubert.  I   fe»r  ik  w 

far  ever  t  "      '  '       ^ 

One  passionate  embrace,  one  long  fcfcs,  one  word 
«/  farewell,  and  I>eon».re  tore  herself  fium  her  lo- 
ver's arms,  and  fled  away  to  weep^lorxj  in  her  bow- 
er. And  as  llie  yoong  man  turned  from  the  spot, 
his  heart  seemed  bursilinij.with  the  agonized  thought 
that  they  might  l>e  parting  f'r  ever 

W'iien  bolh  had  gone,  and  all  was  stilt  about 
tlieir  trrstiiiSrplaoe.  a  tliiid  figure  ■el ole  **nt  from 
the  shelter  of  a  rock,  and  slo«J  uiiwi  the  spot 
wlwre  the  lovers  hat  parted.  1  he  figure  of*  hand» 
acme  boy,  in  a  page's  eiiowy  deess.  and  wearing 
in  his  cap  a  j.^wel  that  was  tiie  1  ady  Leonore'a 
gift,  and  marked  him  as  in  her  service.  He  stam- 
ped his  foot  upon  the  ground  where  Hubert  had 
atood,  uud  menaced  willi  hi*  Wench»l  fis^  in1he 
direction  taken  by  liie  d»;i)arUn!£  knight,  os  he 
BnHt<  red  furc.  ly  :  "  >!nve»i  l!>o^  All  *y  the  Sara- 
•en's  hand,  Hubert  •f  Martenl  T  If  thqai  dost  t^ 
♦i:rn,  ihuu  rhalt  no  nior^  be  dear  t.v  lie*,  whose 
heart  I  might  kavc  "won,  iiadst  tliou  not  taken  it 
'.fri>m  mc  ! 

\Titk  hi*  ftwe  full  of  hate  and  anger,  tl»e  page 
turtiod  towards  t'ir  Upland  s  <^mr»,'  whiflWt  Sir 
Hutxrt  had  gone  He  knew  tho  font  wlier.'  Hubert 
was  to"'pa»«  dUe  night.  UftSeen,  be  reached  it.^nd 
Bitfking  sure  that  it  wa»-wioc«»piidr- he  «nt«red 
and  coneealtd  hims.lf  wilfn'n.  .An  hapr  l»te^,f^ir 
Hubert  entered  the  Unt,  and  little  thinking  what 
.unfrkjndly  eye*  wvte  waUihiMf -him,  he  sought  hie 
•uueii  and  slept,  to  dream  of  glory  and  Leonore. 

Upon  tiic  following  nioriiin;;  a  vast  CMWd  ga- 
thered on  the  iduin  wUea»  Ui^inighly  '  harlemagne 
reviewed  Ilia  depntiinwii ■»«**t''^'^*  ,  ^^  ^"  might  the" 
monarch  look  proudly  on  tliat  chivalrou*  array:, 
fof,  the  flower  of  all  the  kingdoiHATas  tliere.  1  he 
braveat  hearts,  the  strohgost.  *rine  in  France,  went 
forth  to  die,  that  day  -  to  die  at  f^^l  Iloi»«esvalle». 

It  was  a  gallant  aight  la.aee  them  go,  amid  the 
fbeer*  and  f«rewelUon§*«f  tliofe  who  flung  wreath* 
»d4  g<»rWnd«  of  flower*  in  their  path  ;  it  wa»  |- 
rlorioua  eight  ;  htit*i«HHiy  ■^*  tbat  sa^  it  nere 
dim  with  Uari,  and  ni«ny  gentle licarta  'mpn  •ftk 
with  bitter  wo«.     The  fcirest  of  ull.lho  lovely  dame* 


who  came  to  see  the  brave  tir  Uoland  start  for 
^pain —  L"5onore  of  Navarre—  went  weeping  from 
the  throng. 

None  saw  her  tears  but  I'hilip,  the  handsome  pa- 
ge, whose  devotion  to  her  was  often  alluded  to  by 
her  friends  as  Uting  so  beautiful  and  touching  :  the 
boy  was  a  waif  of  unknown  birth  aud  pareatage, 
whom  the  Count  had  found  upon  the  battlu-field, 
wliile  but  a  obilJ,  and  had  brought  home  and  edu- 
cated for  hia  daughter'a  page.  liia  age  was  nearly 
that  of  the  Lady  Leonore,  nod  they  had  grown  up 
together,  the  petted  boy  being  treatad  mora  as  • 
familiar  play-male  than  as  a  servitor,  by  his  little 
mistress.  Aud  now  that  she  had  growa^  woman- 
bwvl,  the  Lady  Leonore  was  ever  more  familiar  to 
him  than  to  others.  Much  as  they  praised  his  de- 
votion, they  never  dreamed  how  deep  was  his  love 
for  her  :  with  what  a  wild  passioa  ho  worshipped 
her,  hating  all  men  who  found  favor  in  her  eyes, 
lest  they  should  win  her  heart,  to  which  he  himself 
aspired  :  nor  was  his  dream  *o  rerv  wild. 

lie  knew  that  when  Leonore  gave  her  heart,  her 
hand  would  go  with  it  :  and  ihould  her  father  op- 
pose her  ohoice,  she  would  not  hesitate  to  brave 
[lis  wrath,  and  fly  with  the  man  she  loved.'v  So  all 
his  life  he  litA  shaped  lua  ewy  aet  and  motive  by 
the  hop*  of  gaining  her  love.  So  kind  bikI  even 
affectionate  had  she  been  to  him,  that  he  had  be- 
lieved he  should  succeed,  until  young  Hubert  of 
Mardent  came.  From  tho  first  he  hated  the  brave 
and  handsome  young  knight,  wlio^e  name  waa  al- 
ready Veil  koowQ,  from  the  gallaot  deed  by  which 
he  had  won  his  spurs.  Philip  hud  liaied  him,  at  first, 
for  fear  that  Lady  Leonore  would  love  him  :'&nd 
now  he  hated  him  intensely  fur  tlie  certainty  that 
she  did  lovo  him. 

He  h-i'l  come  with  Leonore  to  behold  the  )u-ray 
tnarehun^y  :  and  hegruuud  his  teeth  to  see  ijubert 
wave  hid  iiund  to  her,  and  to  see  the  tears  that  flowetl 
from  her  beautiful  eyes,  as  she  turned  to  hid«.tliMn 
from  all  eyes  bat  his.  Uiding  close  to  her  aide, 
I  when  they  had  left  the  crowd,  he  beot  near  her 
and  whispered  gently  : 

"  Lady,  art  tliou  weeping,  too  f  " 

"  'W»*iM'«t  thou  not  weep,  I'hilip,  if  iffiSn  wast  • 
inaid,  and  thy  k^99r  gone  to  the  war  ?  "  murmured 
the  I'Xiy- 

"  I'Muon,  sweet  Lady,  hast  thou  a  kajght  with 
Rohind,  then  ?  " 

"  Ah !  Philip  :    the    bravest    and    the    truett 

knight  o{  lliem  ^1  is  mine  !  "    amiled    LeonoM 

throu^  her  tear*  :  "  God  *hield  hioi  through  all 

hfcrm,  and  bring  him  safely  back  to  i:>e  t  "    aha 

added  fel-vently. 

1  he  weeks  passed  on,  and  Leonore  did  not  forget 
Sir  Hubert  of  Mardent.  All  the  dearer  to  her,  in 
ahaMce,  became  the  yvung  knight  ih.  whoA  tmtfc 
8h$  placed  such  a  trust,  and  for  whose  triumphant 
i^im  she  now  began  to  hope  and  wait. 

One  day,  a*  she  aat  alone,  in  her  bower,  dreaming 
of  her  absent  lover,  I'hilip  came  to  her,  bearing  in 
his  hand  a  email  package  : 

"  Lady,  a  lad  brought  ihia  Car  ti^e,  "  haaaad, 
extending  it  to<her.  * 

•*  Tor  m^  :  wliat  is  it  ?  "  -asked  Leonore  indiffe- 
rently. 

"  f.know  not.  Lady  :  the  lad  was  a  stranger  to 
my  eyes,  ai^  he  said  only  thtrt  thou  wouldst  un- 
derstand. " 

■With  enriosity,  Leonore  unrolled  the  little  packa- 
ge, and  out  floated  the  brilliant  folds  of  that  silken 
searf,  her  parting  gift  to  Hubert  of  Mardent  ' 

'lb%  bright  fabric  fell  from  her  nervelesa  hand, 
and,  with  a  cry  of  bitter  agony,  ake  turned  to  her 
waitigSppage  : 

••  iTiilip,  she  cried  aharply,  who  brought  this 
searf?  and  where  is  he  now—  the  messenger  ?  " 

'-  l^y,  I  told  thee  that  I  knew  him  not  :  and 
I  cannot  tell  thee  whither  he  vent.  I  urged  him 
to  stay,  hut  he  said  there  was  no  need  :  he  but 
plweua  the  package  in  my  hand,  and  «*»t«way.  '' 

"   la  that  all  thou  knowestof  the  matter,  I'hilip?" 

"  AD,  my  i.ady.  " 

For  a  moment,  Leonore  aat  ailent  and  pale,  look- 
ing away  into.'cpace  :  then  «he  said  quietly  : 

"  Thon  mayest  go,  Philip.  " 

'Well  for  the  page  that  lUs  mistress  did  not  see 
tb«  WMigeM  siod  nialMton*  glance  in  his  blue  eye*, 
as  he  turned  from  her  presence  !  WhejLJw  *a* 
gon*,  cbe  threw  herself  upon  the  floor  it  a  toirow 
too  bitter  for  tear*.     H«  w«*  false   wihom   the  haS 


he  had  foi^nd  anoUier  hM»«.«nd 

and  now  could  the  evor  truat 

i^wiwi^l 


^  ii 


Na-    , 


ent*  Were  numberrd, 
L(<onore  to  bin  b^-side.    and.  beaonght' 


in  that  bloody  pass  ;  and  it  wh*  but  »",oor  baitnM 
bft)ken  heart*  to  know  that  their  ''^ea'th  waa  mo"! 
glorious  than  ticUuy. 

When  the  fearful  news  rcne',,^    Leonore  of  .  _ 
varre,  it  came  to  a  heart  ol'^ady  filled  with  iK.rrow  :' 
for,  Philip.  hc<  page,  war.  jytt,g   .  h,  ,,»d  j^,  j,^    »| 
pUv-mate  in  cliildhoo'j,    .„d    her  friend  in  y»«th|t 
and   her  hejirl  waa  >^ft   ^.jti,  ,  ^^^  «„gai«h  atHlw^, 
thought  ..f  loBinn;  |>i,„      i„^  i,^  ,„  j,t  li^  :  .o  «a id      . 

'^"''^'"'•f"  P*/siciwi  who  eni!iiin»<l^he  wound   hs'  A 
had   accld©'.,„5ly  received  1^ 

W  hen  \^^  liiie^  tijjjt  i,i^, 
he  cai\^i    n<<j„ore  to  bin  ..,^-..„„ 
''**■  '«o  listen    1»hil»  he  confellse§  tli*  wrong 
•^  ane  to  her.     With  death    hanging: ove^  Tiim.^ha 
told  her  all  :  how  he  ha<kibefrtv^d  her  secret  to  the 
Count,  and  4a^isedxhe  banishment  of  Hubert,  and 
how  he  liad  Btjolen  the  silken  fcarf,  and  brough    it 
back  tubher,  t|iat  sltvmlghi  belicvaht^  luver^fiUaa."    ^ 
Pleading  hi*  ^ain  love  for  liCT,    h«  iiiiplMrd  n^^i.^  | 
veness,  and  L^onortfVas  tt)o  ge'tJtle  to  refuse  it  ;'  SWm 
Philip  died  (ofgiven.  ,^^^- 

'Ihe  old    Count  heard  the  page's  confession,  and* 
hi*  heart  sniote  him  for  w  Imi  lie  had-du^e.     1ah>- 
nore  did  not  reproach  htm  :  biit,  4M  ^arjs,  w'etks, 
and    months  ipassed  on.    and    the    maiden's   «iio« 
bright  cheek  grew  j)Ale  and  thin,   and  Iha  jiyoiii 
smile    that  haid~b«cii  the  -|i;4ht  «irV«r Tather'a  h«a|(kV 
never  gladdened  it  now.  tins  Count  bitleHy  repeift-   ' 
ed.  the  word  which  hud  sent    IPnbeiTof  Mardent  a-  • 
way   to  die  at  ItoiM^svalles.     Mgtf'ttmes  he  sor- 
rowfully   said    titat'werc  it  possible  to  bring  the 
young  knight  back  to  life,  he  would  gladly  bestow 
on  him  the  hand  of  the  Lady  Leonore. 

but  when  he  said  it  to,  his  daughter, (i^he  e«ly 
answered  sad>y  :  "   It  is  too  late,  my  father  !  " 

A  year  had |gone  since  Koland  the 'brave  fell, 
with  hi^gaHajit  knight«,\t  KoncesvidlcF.  It  waa 
the  hour  of  aunaet,  and  lieonore  si/  Navarre  1^ 
her  bower,  and  wandered  ith^  to  the  spat  wljerw-. 
last  aheha4a^n  Sir  Hubert  :  ^>r.  h  »«s  often  lUV 
custom  to  viiit  tTieir  trysting-|iStee,  and  there  to 
weep  for  her  fallen  knight. 

Leaning    against   a    tree,    beneath    ^hose    wide 
bronche*  she  had  parte<i    frArn    Hubert,    the  l.ady   ■ 
bowed  her  head jmBW-*i*p*mn<*ii,  M^Jrtirmured,  ia. 
low  totlfes  :   ";  Otteyear'Jtgo,  Tie' »f!)o5  b«aid^  mV 
here,  and  not  lie  is  dead !    U^ !  Hubeat !  inber^l  il^ 

"  I.ieoDora  t  win*  only  love  !   "  -t, 

"Was  it  a  toiice  ^m  the  other  worl^that  spoke  f  -~ 
'Was  tta  gli«8t  that  Et<^  beside  htf,  «r  waa  it  Hu- 
bert of  Mardent,  alive  and  in  tCe  flesh  ?  the  elsap 
of  hts  strong  arms  told  her  that  he  was  no  spirit : 
and  hia  own  loved  voitse  drove  every  sorrow  tron 
her  heart,  ad  ^e  told  how  two  knighu  alona.  W ad^ 
that  fought  M  Itonoesvalles,  had  lived,  and  he  Vas 
one  of  them,  '  1'aken  prisoners  by  the  llli&rs,  and 
experiencing  many  months  of  hardship  iir  slavery, 
they  had  at  Ifist  escaped.. 

"rHere  was  Ao  more  sorrow  for  Leonora  of  N^ravn^  ' 
re.     1  oo  glad  to  s<^  the  smiled  on  his  ■anghtMpN  i 
face  again  to  be  stern,  the  Count  joyfully  sauelio^ 
ed  her  union  *rith  ^ir  Hnbert.      An<l,  i^tl^ir  hap-^ 
piness,  the  lovers  gladly  f<>rgav*,the  t6iitagem  of 
I'hilip,  the  p^c  n»^! 

IllK  ^SD,  "       •  1  •! 

•       V.       <*  ■'. 

The  weddlrlg-ring  was  Wit,  "W  filV,  of  gold,  but 
of  iron  adorji^d  wiili  an  adnniant  :  (he  metal  hard 
and  Jiil'sble' dignifying  the  durance  and  perpetuity 
of  the  contraict. 
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ill.t1icr  sl^ir,  with  rxprevsioH 


THE  ROSB'S   ERRANS.  ---^ 
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WordR  andjfaaic  hy  CHABLBS  MieKAT 


^  I  i 


1.  I     sent       a     mes  -  sage    by      the    Rose,  That  words  could  not      con-  vev; 

2.  My  love       se  -  ceiv'd     it     with       a      smile,    She    read      its  thought  and   sign'd. 


Swe< 
The. 


\¥mn0^ 


1 


l=t^=^ 


3=|: 


*~r  r^-*-<^^-^^i 


ii-_itit 


TOWS      I        aev  -    er         dared     to  breathe,  And     wish  -  es    pure       as         theV; 
placed   it      on        her       hap    -   py  breast,    And    wore    it    till         it        died— 


A       mute  but    tell    -     tale 

Im  -  mor    -      tal    Boso !       it 


mM  -  sen-ger.        It    conld      not  do        me      wrong; 
eoald    not  die,        The  spir    -    it     which    it        bore 


It       told    the  pas  -  sion  I     concealed.  And  hopes  I    cher  -  isb 
liiTcs   in  '    her  heart  as    first  in  mine,   A    joy     for  ev    -    «i 
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Alv.nya  in«V<>  tlie  Twrt  of  it 
A  j-rtijvr  for  tUosc  at  s«»a   . . 

An  »il<l  Bruii'ii  ajvi«« 

A  HIT  OF  M  V  MINM» 

A  Polortd  i'rofcspor  'cuxfin 

;  ■       Dc  ?"pp«  Lub  I)<N)trin<« 

A  Ittt  of  my  niiud — 

loiiy  rnst(»r"a  Vt-reion   ........ 

Tlie  Hmi  no  tli*  1  ri'e   

Ilomic  Version  nf  MoJli^  I>«i)ii)'» 

Dot  I.c^-dle  Oiruian  BajiJ   

HOLLY  noi  ...]....][ 

'1  lie  l-iri-l  d.-fti-  tliiag  Ibat  rv-r  I  lovpd 

n«i»(>y  OoOiieky  :  or  »)cv*r  lay  l>jc   

Horse- Fly,  come  tickle  uio   . 

llftny   Rots'*  Steirt—  a  .^torj* iMiS- 
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IWoi'.ld  iflcoiiM: 

ir  I  ooi'.Mn  t,  how  noiilj  1 '•    .. 

Kiss  my  Hotlicr  denr  for  me 

Ul:i'  Ltillc  iJrowti  rot  on  (In*  Hill   ..,,.., 

MOLLIR  DARLINY: 

Never  Sliow  tJiR  Wliiw  F«nih<T  

<.)li !  kave  mti  not,  niy  r)«rlti)<j  one  .i 
Oil !  T.ovo  me  as  of  old,  Dailin^  .... 

I'r.'lty  l.iitlo  Mh'^'^j^ ;..:.. 

.*rppt-<l,  .'^jHT.l,  rtiy  Swift  Veef><'l  .. .  ., 

Ilie  Sailor' i»  son^ 

*'■>•'.    ,  Sl,i'.  wart  f:iir,  ^^Jl#  was  ftvt,'f>)ic  was  i- 

•';-;c  ;  iho  .soArnoiLi:u-i  DArniiTCR  . 

•••Vi  ;  'I  hat's  wlifFo  yoii'iv  wrong 
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Elegance  of  IJcisiijn,  and  Extent  of  the  Variety,  by 
titos.'  of  any  ^tt'^r  House  in  the  tni<Ie. 

They  havo^lwayB  been  aeknowled^ed.  by  tb* 
^V^okfale  ai  !well  aa  tlie  Retail  Pnrcbasenr,  t« 
be  thtf  ^  IN  EST  and  CUEAPEST  in  the  Market. 

-.;      IlEKRY  DE  MARSAirS 
!^I.lfO£R'S  JOURNAI4. 

New.<-D»ailer8,  tbw>ugboot   the  Uaited-Statea 
and  Canada,  (an    send    their   ord«ra    tor  tbe 
*•  Siiipers'.loul-nal  *•  TStfct*"* 

AMERICAN   NEWS    COMPAHT,' 
.  ( Or  to  tfaa  Mklv-Toaa  aD4  orrngm  Kava  Comttam^  ) 
Who  will  Bupply  them  at  the  rubltshw'a  1d«m(  Mia. 
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TBTE     SIIVOKH'S    JOtTRItAl.. 


Alwa;i  Make  the  Beet  of  it. 


■\i-.-*^ 


i 


iriiilcr  annvi  br<o|t  •ninmsr  flowtn, 

UarTwat  aad  tU*  T«*t  o<  It  : 
I'lHwkrit  l«  Ibli  world  ufcura. 

If  «'n  riiske  llio  bent  of  It.  :■>■  ^ 

Miifurtun*  boMI/  tD«t  li.r  maa, 

AdJa  bat  to  the  ci  at  of  it  — 
Our  Hr«  at  moat  la  bat  ■  ap«ii, 
Alwajr*  iu>k*  tlio  beat  of  it—  j^.   . 

.    tio  boar  troul>l«  Ilk*  a  man,  ^^: 

Nefer  K"  In  qu*it  of  It  :  4'  ■ 

Ub  at  mo^l  la  Imt  a  apau. 
Alwaya  laaka  tba  beat  of  It 

« 
Soma  fret  and  fain*  •  loait  Ufa  Ikronsh, 

Wblla  aom*  ara  alwaya  Jollr  -. 
And  aofue  give  np  old  fri»ni)a  for  n«*, 

And  llu<l  tbair  wlatlom  follv  : 
Lot*  oflcn  ftiloa  'naath  Furluuo'a  btui, 

PuVvrtj  tha  teal  of  tt  :  _ 

0<kr  llfa  at  moat  la  bnt  a  a|ian,  .'' 

Alvajra  mak*  (he  beat  of  it. 

Bo  bear  txo«bK 


No  taioBCT  roeana  bnl  mooeT'a  wortlt.,^,.  •■■.i.^.K, 

Tho'  monaj'a  power  la  (leat :  •     »'  . 

Willi*  (llvtr  apoona  are  xuvd  at  binta. 

Wooden  ladlca  &ght  'tiBliiat  Futa  :    -  -    ..    > 

CaatI*  or  colUt/o  111  lir^'a  plan,  '^ 

lioit  or  but  ibe  t(««*t  of  It—      '*U*S''   .. 
Oiir  life  at  luoat  la  but  a  apan. 

Always  iiiska  the  beat  «;f  It. 

So  tear  troabla,  he. 

Friands  Iot«,  tnd  money  paaa  awari 

Mere  bnbblra  oa  IKo'a  rlrar  : 
Atiil  aoon  for  ua  ninat  oonio  the  day 

Whao  we  leave  all  for  e»er— 
So  i»t  a  be  JollT  *1>I1«  we  can,         _"     ;• 

Ilanir  oare  — make  a  Je«t  of  (t  i      '.    ''  ..,'* 

Our  ll(^  at  moat  la  but  a  apsB, 

Alwaj-a  iiiaka  llie  beat  of  It. 

So  b««r  trouble,  tz. 


yf  t,-j- 


Who  Stole  the  Ham  ? 

Air  :  Vir^'InU  noeebnd. 


i^l 


We  had  •  ham  'twi*  in  tho  hnnkrnorn  Titnglng; 

Wlilfh  v«»hail  lilttdcn  with  lli«  KrentMtxare  ,.''  .       j 

Wbeu  t-aab«r«  ot  It  ou  tlin  atoTe  were  frylOi;, 

A  tctftrtui  oitnr  aoelueil  lo  All  lUe  air  ; 

Ob  '  liow  eaeli  wttcbrd  lil*  r»Mh<^r  wlllle  Hwaa  cooklnf, 

JMi  tbov(bt  to  eat  Ihu  rust  suoihor  d||iy— 

Tbat  jnoni  we  left  it   nu  ib»  nail  it  waa  baogtog, 
'  but  it«  lUe  uiKbt  'twait  swlflly  »IM«  away. 

Cnoncs 
They  atoto.  thfyalol''.  tliey  atolA  onr  haiu  ftway, 
Ufar  IH  now  calliog.  Iit^ar  ua,  wegpgr^ 

Soio. 
Our  f  mply  atoniiolm  cr«»inif, 
.^.  '  f  or  Utu  luni   the  Uaiu  they've  atole  awty.     '\ 

TfTLT.  CaoBVS.  ''■'^••'. 

My  fancy  aeea  them  Ca  the  atdlr.  \,  Z.- 

'i  boy've  got  tlie  bain.  I  'lo  drclare  ; 
They  atolo  tboy  atu'e.  thty  atolo  our  ham  away. 
They  atole,  they  atole,  they  Stole  onr  ham  away. 

And  than  with  atnmachs  emr<ty  and  drjecled. 

We  waudere<l  through  the  house,  but  all  lu  Vain  ; 

And  every  bu!a  ami  c6rii«T  wiia  luapeetod, 

Uut  Dot  a  aniell  of  ham  dM  lbi>re  remain. 

Tben  awlft  aa  tboU);bt   tliia  Arm  reaolvn  oame  o'er  ni, 

That  fur  tUa  future  whether  iilffht  or  day  :  , 
Revkat 
J'rovialona  tbat  the  Orurory  furnlah  for  ua, 
Hbuuld  never  ftum  tbe  hoUHO  be  alole  away. 

Churua  :  Solo  ;  k  Full  Choru*. 


ril  Find  a  Way  or  Kake  it 

TTrltten  for  Harry  Olltlon.  and  Suae  by  him  ■*  alt  hia 
popular  C'oncerla  tbrooghoul  Uraat  Brltaiu  aud  Ireland. 


\ 


4, 


rn 


A  Prayer  far  Those  at  Sea.      .'    , 

Far  acroafl  th«  anrging  iiiaia 

TIm  i^allant  sLip  doth  atcer.         :.         .  * 
And  now  luny  we  call  >d  rain— - 
For  thoM  who  were  »o  daar  I 
Lonely  o'tr  tlie  ocean'n  fo«m, 

Ao<J  through  the  aparkling  »pT*j, 
Se«k  they  out  another  home, 
Far  away— tar  away  I 

Tray.  pray,  pray,  pro)-, 

I'ray  foi*  those  at  a«>ii. 

Both  by  niglit  and  day. 

Oft  when  through  the  l«nilej>8  trees  * 

T1>e  liollow  winda  ahall  roar. 
Lowly  bending  on  onr  knee* — 

From  thia  our  diatant  ahore — 
Prajera  shall  &II0W  in  the  waVd  '  '    '' 

Cohere  that  akip  doth  glide. 
And  ahall  bleaa  it  for  the  aake 

Of  thoaeit  benra  in«i<le. 

Pray,  pray,  Jke. 


•**hS*' 


The  Sailor's  Song.  \ 

• 

SweHly  blows  the  western  wind 

•Softly  o'er  the  rippling  se*, 
' '    And  thy  sailor's  constant  mind     . 
■    Ever  turns  to  thee. 
Thp'  the  north  wind  may  arise, 

An<l  the  wares  dosh  madly  by  : 
Tho'  the  atoriR  should  rend  tlie  akie*, 

And  vivid  lii^htniugs  round  me  fly  : 
Then  I  love  th<>e  more  and  more. 

Then  art  tliou  more  deor  to  me— 
And  1  sigh  for  that  fkir  sUore, 

Distant  o'er  the  seu. 

:     Thus  thy  sailor,  when  away. 
Fondly  fancios  home  ia  near. 
And  to  thee  lii^  thoughts  will  stray. 

Thee  he  holds  moat  dear— 
Tho'  the  tenipe.st  may  appal, 

And  atrike  t<'rrf)r  to  the  bravs  j  :;-.^.';i;.'., 
Tho'  on  high  for  aid  we  coll,  -   • 

And  pray  wc  may  not  find  a  grave  : 
f  'ihcn  I  lore  thee  more  and  more,  «tc. 


-.♦^ 


8pe«d,  speed,  my  swift  Vessel. 


'Spce.l,  speed   my  awlft  veaasi,  ray  home  la  In  sight. 
The  Uraeaea  are  fair,  we  ahall  anchor  l<>-ulgbt  : 
To-morr'jo  at  afiiiri«e.  •uce  more  I  Shall  atand 
Oil  the  aca-beutru  ihur*  of  my  own  native  land. 
Ah  I  «br  di«a  deaifoudeucy  w«<l(;h  down  my  heart  T 
Suok  tbougbta  are  for  (rlmda  »bo  relnrlsully  part— 
I  (on:o  troiii  an  rxlle  of  twenty  Irne^rara. 
Tet  I  gas*  ciu  uy  country  tbroiigb  faet  falilog  (ear*  * 

I  Coui%  ko. 

My  bomo  la  n<>t  ebanped  t  Kn  tha  eleiBatis  climbs 
U'*r  tb*  gay^tHo  pori'h.  aa  it  did  iu  old  times  : 
And  the  aeat  where  niy  father  tecliued  la  still  thera  t 
But.  u  bera  Is  my  father  t  <>h  '  annwar  Ins.  where  T 
Mr  mother's  owa  casement.  Ibe'ch.^mbcr  she  lov*d, 
la  there  overlo'iklnu  the  Uwn  where  I  roved  : 
Hbe  thouuhtriillr  sat  with  her  hand  o  *r  her  brow. 
Aa  aha  wat  .L«.'<1  her  young  darllcg  — ab  '  where  t*  ab»tiawT 

As  ahe  wWtcbed,  Ac. 

But  ae«  the  {rr*n  path— I  remembsr  It  well— 

Tls  the  way  lo  ibo  Charch— hark  '.  thi  toll  efths  b«U 

Ob  !  oft  In  my  boyhood  a  truant  I've  alrsy-d 

TaJ*u4er  dark  yew  Irn*  and  slept  in  its  shad*  I 

UsKinel^  Ifa*  patfaWBjr  la  narrnwer  nnw —  g 

Ko  amootb  i>Uca  ]■  IrR  'neith  the  dark  yew  tree  boagl»— 

O'er  tdt'ets  tnscrlbed  with  sad. records  I  tread. 

A»*l  !)•#  Ui>t.M  I  havo  *<>iight-U  the  home  of  the  dead  T 

O'er  tabUta,  Ac.  a 

m  i>    ■  ' 

Oaaeyttfity,  duriacr  li£t  is  a  veiy  diiSercat  th!n|i; 
ffin  g^eitcroaify  in  tliS  lioOT  ordcath' :  one  proceed* 
jpSMUoo  libsrality  aed  benarofence,  Uts  other 
'  I  wmI  imt. 


Never  Show  tho  White  Feather. 

..-   Written  by  J.  A.  nardwich. 


."»<w»..4ir<- 


It  WAS  a  nobl*  Uofvut, 

la  Boftie'K  Imperial  diy. 
Vuo  heard  a  iroward  croaker 

Defor*  (lie  castl*  «ay  - 
"  Thay'l*  aafn  lu  auab  a  fortrcsa, 
Tbars  Is  no  way  to  ahi-Le  it :  " 
"  Oi^'.  on  !  es*latin*d  the  ^ro. 
ritaM*  *a|r  Iff  make  Itf" 
'CllOkls. 
80  111  this  world  as  we'ie  travelling  tbrongI>> 
'J  loubiaa  and  trlala  w*  all  *«•  a  trw  : 
Wa  iiinat  not  rI re  wp  as  aom*  povpi*  do, 
Uut  •  flud  it  or  luaLe  a  way  ihrou^b.  '- 

Is  Fame  yonr  aai  Iratfnn  ?      . 
•       rii-r  path  ia  aterp  and  btgh  — 
i  111  vSiii  bcaeeka  her  teniBlo. 
I .      Content  to  gaxe  and  sigh  : 
The  shining  throne  Is  «aliiD(, 
But  lie  alune  can  lake  II, 
I.   Wbt>  saja   nith  Uouian  ftrmi 
"  1*11  Aud  a  way  or  make  It. 

So  In  this  world,  be, 

la  leirnins  yonr  anibllion  T 
■Tber*  ia  no  ro)aJ  road  : 
.    Alike  to  Peer  or  Peaaant 
Uiiat  climb  to  ker  abode. 
Who  feel*  tbe  Ihliet  of  kuuwledg*. 

lb  Helicon  may  al:ike  II— 
If  be  haa  still  tlie  Itomuu  will 
To  '■  OuU  a  way  or  make  it.  " 

80  li>  thta  world,  ao 

'   Are  riebea  worihthe  RetliDgT 

Tbey  uiUKt  be  hiavely  K.nght  t 
Witb  wlahinx  and  wlih  fretting, 
V      "The  l>oou  eanuot  be  boOghk      f 
T<i  all  tbe  prize  ia  open. 

But  he  afoue  can  take  It,  ; 

Who  aii.vs  witu  Kom&u  tours^t  f-i  ■ 
"  I'll  Sod  a  way  or  tu-tk*  it.  '< 

80  In  tut*  world,  ke, 

I'.  In  >ove'a  Impaaainned  warfhre. 
The  tale  ha*  ever  been 
.  Tbat  vtetory  crowna  the  valiant-*' 
Tbe  brav*  are  tliiiae  that  win  '■ 
Tbonuh  strong  is  Boanty's  casti*, 

A  lover  still  nisr  take  it. 
Who  saya  with  Bomau  daring  :  ' 
'•  1  11  hud  a  way  or  make  St.  " 

So  Inthla  wot!d,  Jcc. 


I  know  In  this  world  there  1^  plenty  of  strife, 

Kaeli  inoriiini!  soiuo  tiMublo  dlvclose*  : 
I  kbo<v  we  all  finil  lu  the  garden  of  Ufa 
A  fair  sliare  ot  thorn*  wltb  the  roaea  : 
nut  If  we  face  trouble,  we  anrely  ahall  SCO    / 

'Twill  *ooB  disappear  altogethar  ■  '  ' 

An  Anierlcaii's  >  oa^t  It  ever  aliould  be  : 
"  Jla  usver  haa  sliowii  ths  wblta  feather.  " 
cnontP. 
Don't  show  the  while  f«ntlier  I  don't  aho<r  the  white  feather! 
'i'lio'  ilaiiKOr    ud  triHilile  perplux  you  loKatbcr. 
D"nt  abow  the  «liilo  (i-nther— 'lo."  stiirmv  tbe  weather, 
Au  Au.ericui  never  should  show  the  white  fiather. 

When  debtors  nnd  dims  liolh  annny  and  porplex. 

And  grief  casts  a  shiulow  of  sorrow  : 
Wlien  fortiiiin  sofl'kle  dufs  iiotbiu,;  bnt  vex. 

Then  hopefnily  wait  for  tbe  tuorrow. 
Althouf;)!  It  may  }■«  d  irk  ut  tho  close  of  the  day, 

Ihe  dawn  may  brio:;  forlli  bricbler  wvather  : 
Keep  on  persevering,  but  doti't  let  folks  say  : 

*'  Tuu  ever  have  xbowu  Ibe  while  roither  " 

lioii't  rhow  the  white  fdatber  '.  &e. 

In  lore  as  In  war  you  niii"t  never  Inm  back. 

Altbu*  your  rliaiit-e  may  a)>|  e»r  shady  i 
If  beaten  at  first,  yet  renew  the  attack  :  :.  - 

>'(>r  faint  heart  niv'er  w*n  fair  laily.  -■'■.•■••,..* 

Til*  battle  of  life  ever  fall.t  to  the  brdVa, 

You'll  (-'t  lo  tbe  .-lid  of  the  leihcr. 
And  win  tbe  good  ficl't.  if  yon  I'oldly  behave  : 

S»  B«v«r,  hoya   mIiow  the  wliiie  fe«ther. 

Ouu't  eteow  the  while  feather  !  &e. 


■*~«#M*1 


mPB 


Tlic  wortliiest  peoftU  ore  the  most  injure<1  bv 
slander,  as  w^  uirtially  liii^  that  to-Jie  the  Itestfrart 
wlii«)l  ths  bird*  Itavs  been  ^Mxikitig  at.  . 
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I  would  if  I  could  :  | 

If  I  couldn't,  how  could  1 1    i; 

.■,••-■  Snng  by  Emma  Day. 

Im  such  a  light-hearted  girl, 

."Sorrow  for  me  hotli  no  sting  t 
The  gents  all  declare  I'm  a  b«llo,       * 

I'early  deserving  a  ring  : 
A  ring — that  uieaua  marriage,  of  course— 

I'm  not  in  a  mitrrying  wny  ; 
Oh  !  you  gciita  are  »o  fund  of  Divorce, 
'  Tlutt  at  present  allow  me  to  say  :    ..  J. 

ClIOItlF.  "! 

T  would  if  I  could  :  if  I  couldn't,  how  could  T  ? 
1  couldn't  without  I  cuiild,  C4>uld  1  ^  could  you  t 

The  genta  in  our  dnyi  are,  1  find, 
.  Mont  plfssant  tensing,  but  tiien 
They  think  wc-    like  Jmilice — aru  blind 

lo  nil  the  lU-veit  of  you  men.  ■'    v  :  i         • 
I  dnre  be  botiiKl  now.  if  1  said  :    "  •■ 

"  i'onie  ki.sa  me,  I'm  going  awny  !  " 
Oh  !  tben  each  on«  would  hold  up  hia  bead—' 

Ijut  at  present  permit  me  to  any  : 

1  would,  Ao. 

Ihe  faxhion  nt  present's  to  urge, 

it's  catching,  or  oalcli.  who  catch  cau  : 

On  earth  there  is  no  greater  ra;re, 

At  catching  »v  girl,  thnn  a  iiutn  :     _    j" 

And  tho'  I  am  not  to  be  lost, 

■|he  chaff  will  l>e  all  thrown  awny  : 

Oh  !  tho'  dear,  I  nm  not  tu  l>e  l>ou)j;ht— 

•    ^'v  at  prcsfiit  allow  luc  lo  say  : 

I  wouKI,  4«. 

A  greftt  d»Bl  more  1  could  aay, 

Uut  the  least  said  the  sooiM*st  nil!  mend  : 
Ihit  this  I  respectfully  say  : 

I>on't  tliink  that  I  menn  to  oifend. 
One  word,  'tis  tii«  la«t  ere  I  go-.- 

**  Uav«  I'  oheemt  all  your  sorrows  away  ?  " 
Oh  ?  you'd  like  me  to  stay  heiv,  just  so — 

ilut  at  preseat  psnuit  lus-to  tay  : 

.     fw<mi^««. 


THir  siHOER's  Jotnifti^AI:^ 
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Mollie  Darling^. 

A  DE»lJTirUL  80N0   BY    WILL  8.  HATB. 
Tb«  Uasic  can  be  obtained  at  tha  wail-known  Mliife 

labiuhmaut  of  J.  L.  PEtESS,  900  BrotAmy,  K«w-Tork. 


Won't  jon  Ull  DM,  Molli«  darling, 

TJist  yon  lure  none  •!•«  bat  ma  7 
Fur,  1  love  Jon,  MoIli«  darlini;, 

■You  ai-e  all  the  woild  to  me. 
Oh  I  tell  ma,  darling,  tl»at  jou  love  me,     i^^'' 

l*ut  yo\ir  little  lurnd  in  mine. 
Take  my  heart,'  sweet  Mollie  darling, 

Sar  tuat  you  will  give,  me  thin«. 

Ckurue  :     Moilie,  fairest,  sweetest,  deareot, 

(:,  ,  ^       Look  up,  darling,  tell  me  tint  ; 
.;. "     Do  you  love  roe,  MoUie  darliug  ? 
lit  yonr  answer  be  a  kit*.  .'^  . 

Star*  tn  Bmilisg,  Kollie  darling,  ^  , 

'Ihrongh  tlie  mystic  vail  of  night;  ;"■;•■■';. ;,' 
ll«<»y  seem  langhiiig,  Mollie  dnrlmg,     ;■...;■- 

\\  hile  fair  Luna  hides  her  light; 
Oh  I  nu  one  listens  but  the  flowers, 

While  tliey  haug  their  lieads  in  sharae,       ' 
ILeT  are  modest,  Mollie  darliiig. 

When  tliey  hear  me  call  your  name.     Chorus. 

1  must  leave  you,  A(olli«  darling,  .-.-.. 

Though  the  parting  gives  nis  nain : 
When  the  stars  shine,  Mollie  darling, 

i  will  meet  you  here  9gain. 
Oil !  good-nigfit,  Mollie,  good-bye,  loved  one 

Happy  may  you  ever  be  !  -.  -  - 

When  you're  dreaming,  Moll'ie  dnrling,        ■*•■ 

l>on't  forget  to  dri-ain  of  me.  Chorus. 

^  ■•»  ^ 

Dot  Leedle  Oermas  Baod. 

WrittsB  and  snu  b/ Ovs  WiLuuis.   .. 


t    :/-;■■■ 

lad  Itsdan  anio  nia.  and  I'll  sing  yon  a  ditty, 
K>ud  a  Oermaa  Uaod.  dot  blays  abond  dlacldy:   '. 
I  itisdruijaaods  dot  day  liava  got.    is  a  Drowbons 

nnd  Cornet, 
I  Alto  horn,  a  bif  brass  drum,  nnd  a  B  flat  Clarinette. 
S]poten—  Tea,  nnd  I'm  de  leader  of— 

Dot  leedle  OermairOand,       •  "v  '        ' 

Dot  leedle  German  Band, 
J  De  l>*oble  cry  nnd  say,  "ob  myt" 

*  As  ve  march  drongb  do  tatid. 

1  80  aronnd  de  sdreets.  almoad  every  day, 
id  set  do  bauble  vlld  mit  de  mniic  dot  ve  bityr 
u^ood-liTe.  aoar  heart "  und  "Hiine  aweed  HInia. " 
I  alvays  blay  so  fine  \ 

it  ve  alvays  do  our  best.  Ten  ve  bity  "  Die  Wacbt 

Aiu  Bboln.  " 
9fohvi\—  Tes,  nnd  de  laualo  comes  to  sweed  from— 

Dot  leedle  Oeriuan  Band,  &o. 

la  vslting  yealerdty  down  by  a  Oerman  garden, 
man  aaiiad  mo  if  1  could  blay,  "  de  tuna  de  old 

cow  died  on, ' 
old  dnt  man  to  ko  svay.  or  mil  my  flsds  nnd  toea, 
I  ahnw  talni  (iwlck.  dot  1 4eould  buy  a  anlo  uo  his  noee. 
Spoktn—  Und  dot  if  I  couldn't  do  dot  mineaelf.  dot 

I  vould  get  to  lielb  ma- 
Dot  leedle  German  Baud,  k.c. 


sttic  VerAion  of  Mollie  •Darling. 

:j  Song   by   Tow    PASToa. 

'■   I' "■'  -v    }i^'''\. •^.-r'.^-Af^'.'V.;./' V'. 

'''■'-:■"  .        ♦   '' ■■■■:r "''■'■:  .' 

When  I  111ft  you,  Mollie  darling,  ;».^.:' 

I  believe  fwas  after  ten. 
Yon  had  iin  your  "  Dolly  VarJt-n.  '* 

An<l  you  completely  day.zlpd  me. 
When  1  aeked  you  if  you  loved  nie, 

Ymi  gave  my  little  hand  a  squoze  : 
Take  my  greenback*.  Mollie  darling, 
)<ut  don't  turn  up  al  ine  y»)Hr  nose. 
Chorus  :     Mollie  dearest,  fairest,  sweetest, 
Look,  dorling,  tell  fiie  that  : 
*     Won't  you  love  me,  Moltie  darling  * 
Don't  despise  me  becau8«  I'm  fat. 


V^ 


we're  married,  Mollie  darling, 

And  yoB  are  my  loving  fpouw, 
We'll  have  lou  of  Dolly  Vardens, 

Playinf  arunnd  the  house. 
When  'tis  evening,  Mollie  darling. 

You'll  put  tliem  w  their  little  ^>e<i. 
And  if  th«y  annoy  you,  MoMie, 

Gently  put  OS  tiMm  a  be«<], 


eijoru*. 


The  Little  Brown  Cot  on  the  HilL 

The  Hnaic  can  be  obtained  at  t><e  well-known 
Vusle-Stors  of  C.  tf .  Diisnu  1  Co.  711  Broadway,  X 


I  remember  the  little  brown  oot  on  the  hill. 

W  here  I  live<l  in  the  bright  long  ago, 
Ai)d  tlie  uiuxical  sound  of  tb^  munfiuring  rill 

'I'hat  betiidi  the  brown  cot  used  to  flow  ; 
Though  to  others  uo  l)eanly  in  it  might  np|>ear. 

That  could  waku  in  their  bosoms  a  thrill. 
Tet  there's  nothing  on  earth  U.*  my  ht-art  was 

*o  de«r 

As  that  little  brown  cut  oa  the  hill. 
Choius. 
It  was  lonely  and  old,  and  in  winter  wus  drvnr. 

And  the  wiiida  could  assail  it  at  will : 
Yet  there's  nothing  on  eartlt  to  my  heart  was 

so  dear 
;    As  the  little  brown  cot  on  the  hill. 

'  Long  ago  in  that  little  brown  cot  I  was  burn. 
And  there  passed  ull  my  boyhood  away  ; 
On  its  porch  I  would  ait  from  the  first  dush  of 

luurn 
Till  the  close  of  the  long  summer  day : 
*  Or  I'd  play  in  the  cool  shady  woods  that  were 

near. 
And  my  shout  would  ring  merry  and  shrill, 
Till  fatigued  I'd  return  to  my  mother  so  dear. 
In  the  little  brown  cot  on  the  hill.         Churun. 

It  is  years  giiisc  I  parted  my  fii«'nds  at  it«  door. 

When  I  U'ft  tliem  \*i  wander  away. 
And  I  sigh  when  I  tiiink  that  tliey  11  meet  Jiie 

no  more ; 

For,  tliey  sleep  in  Wif  church-yard  to-day. 
But  although  in  this  world  I'll  not  inucl  them 

,.  It  will  cherish  their  memofy  still. 
And  reiiiembmnce    forever  with  me  will  remain, 
^     Of  tijy  little  brown  cot  on  the  hill.        Chorus. 


Happy  Go-Lucky  :  or  Never  Say  "  Die ! " 

The  MurIc  can  bo  obtained  fur  10  cent*  at  tbe  Mnsic- 
fubllaliiug  Office  of  £   U.  Hardtug,  288  Bowery,   M.  Y. 


Send  care  to  tbe  right  about,  always  be  Jolly  : 

No  matter  if  you  should  bo  luw  iu  the  purse. 
Whatever  yonr  cares  kre.  retaioiiil>er  the  lunxlm 

■■  'Tie  never  so  bad.  but  it  miKht  have  beeu  worse. " 
It  roust  be  a  long  lnue  that  baa  not  a  turning, 

I've  never  beeu  iu  it  myself.  I  declare ; 
If  sorrow  or  troulile  looka  into  my  face,  boya,     ,.  .    "._ 

I  turn  him  away  with  «u  impudent  atare, 
I'm  happy  go-lucky,  aud  never  ^y 'die. '  • '•   ■  ■ 

Chorus.  '    l:^"''    .■ 

Never  say  '  die,  •  Never  aay  •  die. ' 

Give  cire  the  cold  Hhoiiider  and  never  say  '.die, ' 
Kever  siy  "die  '  eay  L 

Some  people  anticipate  trouble  and  worry,  ^'^ '■''     "■■ 

And  fly  off  at  once  to  tbe  care-killing  cup  ;  .    ';,,..  ■ 

'Tie  better  to  wait  ou  tbe  chapter  of  chaocea  :     .,.'  ■.'  '■>'.} 

For.  some  tbinK  or  other  is  eiire  tuJnrn  up.  ;'     ' 

Ulsfortnnes  will  happen,  and  norry  won't  mend  'em, 

A  sober  clear  bead  will  do  much  more  than  that— 
Bo  ready  to  facu  'tta —  to  Jericho  send  >iii ; 

A  ujait  who's  afraid  uf  niisfv>rtuue°s  a  fi.it.  CUorns. 

If  I  have  not  a  friend,  and  I  have  not  a  dollar, 

I  will  not  be  dolorous  then.  IdecUre: 
I'll  ahske  mr  own  hand,  nu'l  I'll  pull  np  my  rollir, 

I'll  whWe  a  time  and  I'll  wait  for  my  fkre. 
I  may  meet  by-au-bye.  if  I  laugh  and  aiu  xa^rry, 

A  a'>rruwfiil  chap  with  soma  money  to  spend  ; 
His  heart  I  con  cheer;  he  pay  for  a  diuuer, 

Aud  thus  give  hiw  more  thau  be'a  a'llo  to  lend.  Cborns. 

'Tin  folly,  yon'il  own.  to  look  back  ou  agrievauce. 

~ris  woree  to  rush  ou  and  meet  trouble  halfway  : 
For.  pleasure  is  ahy.  ;iud  of  blue-devils  Jealous: 

EocoursRe  the  blues,  and  pleasure  noii't  stay — 
And  liftt  is  so  short,  that  time  isn't  granted 

To  flirt  nlth  dull  care  and  be  jolly  to  boot. 
S  would  tend  upon  joy  like  a  bright  little  flower, 

Aud  tear  out  old  care,  Itke  a  weed,  by  tbe  root  ChotBS. 


Dolly  Dot 

As  snag  by  Miss  Jemku  Ejcosl. 


Fm  told  that  ones  there  lived  a  maid, 

Whone  name  wks  Dolly  Dot, 
And  while  her  Pa  eoled  boots  and  shoeSt 
-  She  sold  potatoea  hot : 
Ba  never  aiirred  from  bufbls  stall. 

But  Dolly  h«<l  to  roam : 
for.  she  rspalred  to  Uadlson  8<)nira 

Wblls  bf  rs|^atr»d  at  bo»>0- 


'*.' 


Cberas. 


Dolly  Dnt  was  bandmme.  Dolly  Dot  Wa«  fair. 

Diiil/  Dot  putaturs  hot  ,»old  in  Uadiann  Itauars-, 

Uh  !  Dolly  Dot  Was  casrtu tag  'Dolly  Dot  waa  gay 

And  just  the  sort  q|f  k  gtrl  to  steal  a  fellow's  heart  away. 

Now  as  she  eariied  bar  dally  bresd, 

'lis  sad  thatll  twfel 
8li«  won  tiie  heart  (•rune  « ho  cam* 

His  dill.v  bread  lo  kell  ; 
So  tiay  aai  lie  that  in  hie  coat 

A  flour  ass  always  found. 
Ami  lie  Went  runiifi  the  BqusTa  beeausa 

The  Squire  w»s;lu  Ins  cwnd. 

Dnt  Dolly  luid  a  blmk  aMMar, 

A  chliuoey  saeep  no  cut*. 
Aixt  as  aha  lielp*<l  ibe  blark-amoor,  ' 

8'.e  looked  iijioa  hia  S<int ; 

All  all  pemnadin.'  longn*  bad  ba 

And  w«H>ncU  an  «<l«pt. 
That  all  he  Qrint  »»«  chimu^s  Weep 

And  theu  the  chimnejs  wept. 

I'bes?  two  berot'B  were  boaom  friands, 

Vntll  It  c«UM  kbuut 
That  t>t*y  felt  >b  «itb  Dolly  Dot 

And  Iheo  lliey  both  fell  vatj 
Bt^alde^KMr  dolly's  can  Ibay  met 

Kor  her  filr  liand  Jo  ftgbt. 
A-iii  sooii  tliey  haul  tlie  atattar  np 
'   And  down  ill  bleek  and  white. 

The  baker  S'Hia  b^gau  t«  tire  : 

For.  diiugh  ra  tender  stnff 
AU'I  whrn  the.r'd  a  bont  or  two. 

He'd  had  abont  miongh  ; 
Tl  e  Incky  ehtiuiHiy  sweep  thus  pcovail 

Ura  right  to  Dolly's  cbanna 
And  S'lOii  his  sweellirart  flew  auto 

Her  lUTs'a  vlctorloug  arms. 


Cbcrut. 


Cborvs. 


Ctianis. 


Oh !  Loye  Me  as  of  Old,  Darling^. 

CompoAed  and  Sung  by  Bamoxl  D.  STBicsLca. 


(Jh !  love  me  nji  lof  old,  darling. 

It's  thin  I'd  Btk  of  thee: 
1  hink  of  the  dttys  to  come,  love  : 

Kor.  brighter  days  we'l^see. 
Oh  I  diui't  forget  your  promise 
1  hat  night  vou  gave  to  me '; 
Vie  tiilked  of  days  to  eom« — wbeo 
Ibiw  happy iwe  would  be! 
Chorus  :     <[)|i!  love  me  as  of  old,  ^rling. 
Its  thi<  I'd  .ask  of  thee  ;. 
'Vr,  brighter  days  will«ain«,  lo%'*, 
..-'.:;'.  How  h(»p{>y  then  We'll  be! 

How  bappy  dll  I  ft-el— "then, 

L'pnn  that  ^iniiiner  8  n'ght, 
Vou  said  you'd  e'er  Ije  true  to  me 

As  tlie  star^  that  sliiiie  so  bright ; 
Oh  :  think  not'  uf  the  picture, 

llow  durW^y^y  sceiu  the  hour — 
liut  love  me  iiM  of  old,  darling. 

And  happii^ss  isi  uurit. 


Chora*. 


•  J;  >;      If  I  fhily  Had  My  Way. 

Written  by  B    BJoBeaTs.      .  Music  by  H.  B. 
Bun^  l^y  Miss  J'kxkib  Ksoei.. 


Aixaa. 


How  many  thinffslao  wanting  iH««r,  I  very  oficn  eay, 
I  would  eupply  Willi  plea^ire,  if  I  only  liad  my  way  l 
Apart  from  hrl|j  to  needy  souls,  and  "  lifts  "  to 

i  ;  struggling  friends, 

I'd  give  come  fuili*  that  I  know  their  jtist  deserts 

and  ends : 
I'd  have  tlie  hof^dnt  aided  and  the  weary  Iiearte 

made  gay ; 
And  iili-ness  luiintd  l>egging,  if  I  otjy  had  my  way ! 

Chorus. 
If  I  only  had  ir»y  way !  If  I  ody  had .  my  *ray  • 
•   I'd  do  all  Bort(»  i>f  wonders,  if  I  only  bad  my  wayf 

I'd  have  tli«  eaenest  worker  paid  liis  er«dit  and 

I  Itis  due, 

Kor  have  the  tclliof  many  iin4«  the  pleaanre  of 

j  '  tbe  kml 

Yd.  put  a  tax  oa  baebdora,  and  bar*  some 

husbands  know 
Their  proper  place  at  home,  apd  let  tomt  idle 

wofDan  1^  : 
I'd  be  revcngw!  on  all  that's  mem,  I'd  mak«  all 

debtors  pay, 

1*4  do  til  loru  of  woMUia,  if  I  paly  had  loy  vfty  t 


\ 


tide:     SIlfOKR'IS    JOURIVAI.. 


Upon  the  Danube  Kiver. 

(  Daicabolk.  ) 
Wordt  \'j  Oeacce  Cooi>«x^ArmieeiI  by  H«BrT  Tmktr.  f 

Th«  Wnaie  of  thli  i>l(>Ae.  •rnnsstl  fur  tbn  Toleo  i»<i      ^ 
Ji   pUooforlA.  )•  (lUblUbeJ  in  De  Wltl'a  Half-Dims  Saisl«&  t 
of  Choice  Mnalc.    For  »»!•  by  K.  M.  I)o  tf  Itl,  ••. 

<  No.  33  Koa«  StieeL    Price  t  ive  Centa. 


We  glkkii  over  tli«  rippling  wave 

That  in  the  stsrli^bt  dsncei, 
To  loving  looka  you  fondly  gave 

The  bnghtest,  Bweeteet  gianoe*  : 
We  watched  the  silver  rays  of  oi^M  ■ 

A  bore  us  aoAly  qmrer  : 
Ob  !  life  was  fair,  and  Tony  briyht. 

Upon  the  Danube  river  I 

CIIOBU0. 

We  watched  the  ailver  raya  of  light  ^ 

Above  U8  aoflly  quirer  : 
Oh  !  life  was  fair,  and  rooy  bright. 

Upon  the  Dauube  river  ! 

I  held  yoor  little  hand  in  mine. 

And  thooght  nut  of  the  morrow  ! 
I  aaw  your  eyes  in  beauty  «hine, 

Undiuimed  by  clouds  of  sorrow.' 
I  would  that  both  our  lives  uiigbt  flow 

As  calmly  on  forever  : 
'Twaa  Cupid  at  the  helm,  you  know.  _ 

Upon  the  Danube  river  ! 

Wf  watched. 


Ac. 


Th»  Firtt  Dear  Thing  that  ever  I  Loved. 


Tv*  flrat  d«sr  thioe  tbat  ever  I  love  J 

Waa  •  moitier'a  bvamlog  eye, 
That  smiled  ••  I  woke  on  the  dreamy  ccneta, 

That  eratllod  my  lufaucy  : 
1  SeTer  Jorijot  tbo  joyous  thrill 

That  Bmli«  lu  my  buSom  stirrti'I  : 
ITor  how  It  could  cbarm  ma  aftalDst  ay  will 

1111  I  laa«be<l  Ilka  aioyfus  bird. 

AoA  the  next  (kir  thlDK  that  ever  I  lovad 

Was  a  bnncb  of  summer  tlowrre 
With  <>don.  and  boas,  aud  lovalloass, 

Freab  as  Eden's  Iwwera— 
I  nerar  can  Qoil  socb  ho*  SKSln. 

Nor  •iiiell^nek  swaat  perfoma  : 
And  If  Ibata  be  udrirs  as  swnet  as  they. 

Tls  I  that  have  lust  my  bluoto. 

And  the  next  doar  thing  1  was  fond  to  lovs. 

la  tenderer  far  to  tell  : 
1'waa  a  voice,  and  •  h*B>1  and  a  g^utle  eye 

That  dazzled  me  witji  lis  upell  : 
And  the  lovehsst  things  that  i  had  loved  befure 

Were  ouly  the  Isudiic^pe  now 
On  tha  ciQvaa  brit;hc  nhere  I  pictarcd  hoc 

In  the  glow  of  my  early  vow. 

And  the  next  good  this?  I  was  fain  to  Itkn 

Was  to  Bit  In  mj  cell  alone, 
Mnaing  o'er  thoae  lorety  things,  :, 

Forever,  foreter  llowu— 
And  the  Ust  dear  thing  I  was  fofld  10  lors 

Waa  that  ho!y  sevlce  nigh. 
That  lirud  my  sonl  tojoya  iitKive 

And  i>ieaaurea  that  do  not  die- 


Up  in  the  tformon  Land. 

Some  like  fo  epcnd  their  leisure  time 

At  Long  IJninch,  or  Cnp«  May  ; 
BoDic  ruralize  at  Went  Point, 

And  some  like  at  liomc  to  sl»y. 
But  when  1  have  ft  week  to  e|>are, 

I  spend  it  out  of  hand  : 
I  take  my  swvetheart  and  we  go 

Up  to  the  Mormon  litnJ. 

CIlORf!'. 

Up  in  the  Mormon  land,  folks  are  not  so  shy. 
Up  in  the  Momi-m  land,  how  is  that  for  Uif^U  '! 
Up  in  the  Morinoii  land,  a  matriiitonrnl  hand. 
ln«  ea<<7  plaee  (ur  eourtiog  is  the  Mormon  land  ! 

The  rules  of  strict  soeifty 

Arc  not  to  Mormon  tnst«  : 
And,  if  I'm  so  dij^itoeed,  I  put 

My  arm  around  her  wuisU 
Their  notions  of  morality 

Are  iK>t  so  very  graiuf  :         *  . 

And  so  they  do  ju>t  wJiat  ihcy  pleas?,      ^      ' 

Witliin  tLe  Momton  Innd. 

Up  in  the  Momion  lajid,  it. 


Iffhy  Wl  the  letUr  U  the  gayest  in  the  alphabet 
B««au8«  it  is  always  iu  tan. 


An  Old  Man's  Advioe. 

Written  by  Harry  Clirion,  snd  Aung  by  him  at  all  his 
popular  Concerts  tUroaghout  Great  Britsiu  aud  Ireland.' 


A  jolly  »>ld  man  of  aeventy  three 

Am  I.  as  yoa  piKiuly  you  can  are. 

As  BLITHE  AS  A  LARK,  and  BaiSK  .W  A  RCr  — 

No  doubt  .vou  will  think  it  aiirpnaiiu 
Bow  I  manage  to  carry  my  }eara  ao  well. 

As  HARD  AS  A  ROCfK  and  AS  POlI>D  AS  A  lieU>  : 

Il'a  uu  secret  at  nil— I  dun't  nilud  it  ta  telL 
It's  secontpllshed  t>7  early  rising..     ,.,  '    . 

cnoRt's.  ^' '         '   ' 

1  ben  If  yon  wonld  he  wealthy,  ynn  mnei  always  do  as  t  do  ■ 
8aVM  a  |<enny.  Sfiend  a  penny,  and  a  |>eoay  glru  : 

Aud  If  yon  would  bo  bi>altby.  you  must  alwairs  do  is  (  do  ■ 
Take  a  lot  of  exercise,  that's  tbe  way  to  Uve. 

I  troub)e  my  I^ead  with  my  own  aOaira 

I've  vary  fnw  warns  and  I're  Tory  few  care*  ; 

Ihe  bloom  ou  luy  fice  my  llfo'e  habit  deolarea, 

I  always  keep  steady  suti  anber. 
A  1);;  fur  your  Ilurguudy,  Meet.  Obampagne. 
The  brandies  of  France,  aud  the  viutagx  of  Spain— 
Oive  me  but  twn  thloua.  and  I  cannot  complain  ' 

That's  a  pipe  and  aju;;  uf  October. 

Then  If  jua  would.  Ac. 

The  lunrcbant  njay  toil  from  morning  till  night, 
Anil  turn  all  to  proAt  that  comrH  to  his  sight  : 
But  whiti  ia  hia  wealth.  If  hi*  beallh  Isn't  rlgtit  t 

Uls  riches  be  tbeu  will  be  acoruiiig. 
Perhaps  by  ^ood  livlag  he  grows  corpulent  : 
Then  whim  twlu(;ed  hy  the  K'Xit.  he'll  ait  down  tn  repent- 
And  wiah  that  hi*  ynath  in  Die  field*  had  been  silent. 

And  ho'd  breathed  the  frrsh  air  lu  the  munilu(;. 

Then  if  you  wuuld,  Ac. 

T  be  Doctor  with  me  will  never  agrre  : 

It  dnprlvei  him  of  pruettce.  and  lessens  his  fee  : 

lint  what  ia  lila  practicn  7  It*  nothing  to  n>e. 

All  t>otlons  aud  pills  1  itn  scoruiug. 
The  proof  of  my  niszlm  It  needa  no  alloy : 
Three  things  upon  earth  man  ahonhl  car«  to  enjoy  : 
UeiiUli.  pienty.  aud  |>«ac«  !  I  I  eliuvu  you.  my  Ixiy  : 

Aud  they're  yours.  If  you're  up  iu  the  luoruiug 

Tbeu  if  yuii  would,  Ac. 

She  was  Fair,  She  was  Fat,  She  was  Forty. 

Byb.  W.  HanC 


I'm  full  of  dejection  and  woe  : 

t'pon  me  I'm  anre  yon'll  take  pity. 
The  cauaa  uf  my  grief,  yon  mint  know. 

la  a  widow  who  Uvea  near  the  rill. 
Her  itsiiie  It  was  Junes.  Msry  4vi>rs  : 

How  my  haart  haa  (.-one  flipperty  Hup, 
When  I've  beard  thu  fair  n  idow'a  awcel  toucs. 

And  uiy  love  kept  a  sung  chsudier's  aU'^p. 

8roaEn  :     And   over   the   door  of  (he  aome   «»s  the 
following  poetical  Inscription  — 

"  Mary  Jonas.  Licensed  Dxiler  lu  T<  a  Cuffne,  Tuharco. 
Pcppt-r  and  Vinegar,  to  he  driiitk  on  Ihe  preiuiiea"'-3nd 
lihe  waa  ffeir.  she  w.is  fat,  ahe  waa  forty. 

And  I  tlionght  that  one  day  aUe'd  be  mine : 
But  aUa  serreU  iut.<  lucomnKiuly  naughty. 
And  le(t  mo  to  grieve  and  to  pinn. 

I  often  had  dealt  at  her  ahop. 

When  her  manner  apVeare<<  rather  straos's  : 
Bhe'd  smile,  or  a  soft  word  let  drop. 

And  furfet  n'rhap«  to  ({Ive  ma  my  chsuga. 
1  twgan  to  feel  fnnny  niTaelf 

And.  one  day.  wuh  my  heart  in  a  flntler. 
I  told  tbe  dear  creature  my  love, 

The  while  she  »aa  patting  her  butler. 

(«i-oxKif  :  Ah  !  yon  ahonld  have  lasted  her  celeliratad 
*•  KIglit  i>cuuy  frvsU— "  Oh  :  but— 

She  was  fair,  fre. 

8be  at  firit  seemed  to  not  nnderstand. 

8iiiile<l  »■  thoUi,Oi  It  her  fancy  did  tickle  : 
.^iid  In  trying  to  sqiieese  her  dear  hand, 
I  knocked  down  ajar  of  mixed  pickle  ! 
I  he;;^il  of  her  leu  tio.nssnd  pardous. 

And  olTereil  the  damax»  to  |iay  ■ 
lint  ahe  wnuldii't  allow  it.  and  hinted  ^ 

That  the  lot  lulglit  be  luiiie  some  duo  day. 
RroKKN  :  Oh  '  t'liHUfnl  vialona  of  blotters,  pickles. 
Slid  Italr-nil.  hiindlr-wnod  and  eheese.  tin-taeka  au'I 
treacle,  Fnller's  earth  and  Ogs  bair-plna  and  bntter. 
FtaiiderS  brick  and  hncon.  i>lacklead  aud  German  sau- 
aage— and  there  Mriis  fall  twenty  stuns  of  Ihe  darling  her- 
self. !or  — 

She  «  as  fair,  ftc. 

N»xt  door  to  my  !ovn  llrrd  a  baker — 

(Toiifonnl  htm  '—too  jiartlal  t\t  chat : 
I  ao  nfl  found  him  in  at  tlio  wiilo  •'» 

That  I  f»neie<l  »oi»»  ^ame  he  w..a  at. 
The  worat  of  it   tO'>.  he  uaa  ainglf. 

Aud.  as  t  tboUKlK.  imimIc  r.tllier  too  free  ; 
One  day.  how  it  mide  my  rare  Uncle, 

When  I  beard  UUu  Inviiod  to  tea- 

She  was  f^ir,  A-.. 

Tbe  next  llmo  I  railed  at  ihe  widow**, 

she  «•■  in  .->!  the  Wker's  next  duor. 
l)nt  she'd  left  a  email  note  whuh  lufnruisd  me 

Thnt  I  needn't  call  there  *iiy  moto. 
WIdo'v   shop   and  all  snatched  from  my  graap— 

By  tbe  >>akar  I'd  nlcvly  been  iXatt*  : 
He  luarrird  11,o«iiIiit  ln»t  »rek  — 

Mow  they've  kuockod  the  two  sljope  into  nne. 

Bbo  Wfs  hit,  4o. 


A  Bit  of  my  Hiod. 


Written  for  Ilarrr  Cllflou    and  .Sung  l<y  him  at  ell  hia 
poiuilar  Cuucerls  Ihrooghout  Ure/l  Britslu  aud  IrvUnd. 


Old, 


I'm  not  of  a  qnsrrelsome  oalnre  at  all, 

Hut  a  pf»r»i«t>le  aiirt  of  a  man.  * 

And  I  alwaya  avold~a  dtspule  or  a  brawl, 

That'a  to  say.  If  I  puaalhly  c.m«.  . «! 

8UI1  if  iieople  beliave  in  an  iuKolant  way,     - 

Or  to  argue  or  Bgbt  are  inelined. 
Why,  I  flrat  listen  calmly  to  all  they've  to  say. 

Then  1  give  tbsni  s  bit  of  niy  mlud. 

ClIORl'S. 

A  bit  of  my  mind  a  hit  uf  niy  miad— 

If  friend*  or  relations  ahonld  e'er  pror*  nnkiad. 

Ton  cannot  conoelvo  the  relief  lltat  I  find. 

If  I'm  able  to  give  theui  a  piece  uf  my  miod. 

When  a  wild  little  nrehia  of  seven  yi 

1  wae  nnder  a  imlagogQe's  rule. 
And  the  ftr*t  tlmo  I  col  Into  tmtible.  I'm  told. 

Was  for  siuaahing  a  window  at  school. 
I  »»•  pr»niiae<l  the  cane.  Se  a  matter  of  course. 

Which  I  ti>id  thiMii  was  not  very  kind  : 
but  I  didn't  mi-.ch  care,  tfau'  they  flogged  me  by  fbrca  : 

For,  I  gave  theiu  a  bit  of  uiy  mlud. 

A  bit  of  my  miod,Ae, 
I've  linen  sadiy  deceived  by  my  intimate  trieodtt'  ' 

'I ho' I  treated  liim  just  like  n  Prlucs  : 
Tor.  he  touk  all  Ihe  caah  I  roiild  mftn.ige  to  lead^ 

AU'l  I've  never  ret  e.vrs  on  him  alnce.  T 

&ti>l  I  «role  him  a  letter.  Indltruaiit  and  Strong, 

>'nlt  of  all  the  had  iiaiues  I  roiilil  find, 
Aud  It  plesMtd  me  to  think,  tho'  his  cuudiict  «a«  wro&ff 

Xiiat  I  gave  him  a  bit  of  my  mind. 

'A  bit  of  my  mlud,  te. 


1 


Ho.  (fever  I'm  Injired  or  trealed  arolfs, 

My  hehavior  ie  aiwaya  ttie  kame  . 
And  I'\e  one  »HtUfiriinn.  at'leASt.  which  la  this— 

Tint  I  ilon't  think  I'm  greatly  to  blame. 
If  mv  wife  should  el<'|M  with  a  rival  to-dsy, 

I  Tho'  I  might  uct  Kt  first  ta  resigned   ]'  [ 

I  should  fee!  inyseir  betler.  I'm  happy  toeay. 

If  1  gave  them  a  bit  of  my  mlud. 

A  bit  of  my  wlcl  Ac. 


I 


i*~***-i 


Oh  !  Leave  Me  not^Hv  Darling  One. 


Oil  '  leave  us  not.  my  d*rling  one, 

There's  sorrow  Hi  my  heart ; 
And  with  thee,  shnttld  I  lose  thea  now. 

My  Ust  bupe  wonld  depart  ' 
C4ia>e  bare  and  klna  my  bnrofog  brow. 

And  let  me.  rieareat.  rest 
Cpou  that  pillow  of  my  love. 

Thy  pure  aud  sinless  breast. 

I've  seen  each  flower  of  hope  deciy, 

Save  one—and  ahould  that  dta 
Al>d  iu  Us  beauty  inde  away.. 

And  on  the  cold  groHiid  lie 
All  torn  and  scattered  like  the  rest. 

What  would  l>ecome  of  ma  T 
Tbeu  leave  me  not,  niy  luved,.my  teat« 

I'll  perish  losing  tbre— 

Thou  doat  not  speak,  but  in  thy  fact 

I  read  what  thou  wonld'at  say  : 
Ami  thia  fond  kiaa  ami  dear  ei'ubrtcs 

Ili«l*  i-very  leer  awiy  : 
Thla  truant  tear,  this  huinlng  kUa, 

This  Riiiilo  so  swoetly  ctveit. 
With  i.tpluro  nilH  my  nviil  *lth  blits,  .: 

And  mains  Ihia  earth  a  beaviu. 


The  Bird  on  the  Tree. 


The  bin!  on  the  tree  Is  sinirim;  hi-!  sonj;.        • 
So  swccliy  to  me— (he  wlu>l«-  rveoing  long—  ; 
How  liappy  nnd  gay.  how  jnymi*  and  frt<- 
li«-  is  with  hix  song — swcol  bird  on  iho  trt^e.     //    ■ 

'Ihe  dny-liglit  ».<  fli-etili;;,  the  UIO«mi  fhiore  »1m>v,', 

'lis  lime  ft>r  niir  mcotthi;.  oh  !  font,  mv  l"vc  ! 
To  goide  th«o  to  iiic,  <l>iir.  the  wiNHlUr>d>'  ulon:;. 
'Ihf  liini  on  I  lie  tree,  licnr.  is  singin;^  his  6oiig. 
ciitini!<. 

llieii  li»len  ? 
1  \w  bird  on  tli<»  tr<H>,  ilciir.  iii  i»ingiiig  his  song — 
Yrs,  he  calls,  he  is  ralkiig  for  Mu-e, 

Is  the  binl  on  (ho  tree.-'  . 

Tlic  birl  on  the  tree  sings  carols  so  elt>«r, 
lli«  I'ong  full  of  gifc  m>w  full.4  on  mine  tiir  ; 
Then  hnste  to  me,  pniy,  I  Am  waitint;  fn*  tlicc. 
And  fnin  woiilil  hi;  ;;ny— like  the  bird  on  the  tr<>«. 
'I  lie  lilor'Mims  are  sleeping.  I.lic  wind  eoftly  sighs, 
'1  he  fuir  :-tnrx  nre  |>cepiirg  alM)Ve  in  the  skie/>. 
To  guid*;  thee  to  me,  4ienr.  the  wmMllnnda  along  — 
Ihc  bird  on  the  tree,  dear,  is  eiuging  his  eong. 

.".;-;.:••<..■•        'i  hen  liMen  I  Ac. 

^1  '■»«»»  —I        — ■■ 

tVhai.  is  the  <li(Tcr^iice  Ih-I  wi-en  a  girl  and  a  nighl- 
mp  ':  t  toy  ii  l>orii  to  we<l,  the  olltet  is  w.um  to  bed. 

■iiiMiiiiHHHiiipHMHiMiiiiSSi 
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TH£     SIIVOBR^S    JOlXKJlEAr. 


687 


A  Colored  Professor  'Cnssin  do 
Free  Lnb  Doctrine.    .;i' 


I 


Frilnw  gtlni/era  r.li  <1«  inei>tininble  prlbiledcon  oh  TOtiu' 
(111  Bepnbli(-an  ticket,  rue  'pcareii  kfure  .v>-r  to-utslit  to 
ViianMra.  Woodliuil.  an'  d»  new  an'  iitr»n(;e  idt-aliswbivU 
datar'  lunch  iiisrrlotl  crittar  mu  trjin'  to  ol.funeote  de 
'nUbllBh  doctrines,  which  liab  b«en  de  back  atiy  ob  wa> 
ne*  iIuo«  de  time  «]ieu  dat  culled  jirinceaa.  OicopMra. 
■wallowed  (In  i>earl  iih  (;rc«t  price,  iu  obedieuoe  to  do 
command  ob  d  it  wonderful  delineator  ob  tvlilte  man's 
cxr«ntricitle8,  William  81iakeB|«-»ie.  wbo,  arter  'doptlug 
de  Carl  SLionz  Btjle  oU  poliitcKl  suicide,  'pearrd  on  de 
Jnr;  ob  de  al(euip<ed  nsaaaalUiUur  ol>  Qneait  Victory,  an' 
declar'd  dat  da  )ia)>ble  ob  a  woman's  tungne  wns  wu»s 
dad  da  ehnrkle  ub  de  SlisoKbai  roonter,  who  got  sway 
wM  iuor«  feed  dju  our  respected  PrcHldeot  csu  wld  pre- 
aeuts.     l>at  ain  a  fact   f,'oinuiiii,  deso  am  sum  <>b  de  quea- 
tloiia  wUlcb  I  atu  cum  afore  )'0  dia  }cie  otr«iiiiiK  to 'cuss. 
K»w,  de  Inestimaiile  liberty  wlierewid  dia  yar  wumaa, 
■iimamed  liloo<l.  srtslifs  to  cloths  de  faioale  sex  ob  de 
pieMcnt  K'*>'^rjtion,  am  de  rijjlit  to  marry  aa  luauy  men 
aa  (lie  wants  to.  nu'.  by  Kolly  '  as  luauy  tiiues  as  she 
pioaacs— Xow,  felln,v  franchisers,  dat  ar'  am  a  pleasant 
privilege  fur  de  hardness  ob  bumi>n  fleaU.  but  it  sw  a 
ticklish  'vantage  for  ds  human  family.  Dis  kiudob  bng- 
al!-ot>«r  love  may  do  very  well  for  de  white  trash   but 
d;>r's  no  use  fur  to  try  au'  biuab  np  de  'atablished  regu- 
larity ob  df  married  r-'Utiuns  oto  people  ob  culler.  Dar's 
one  que.atiou,  follu'V  'Puhlicans,  I'se  ttwine  to  ask  yer. 
Miip)Mis«  one  ob  de  chilUn<n  ob  otie  ob  dem  women  who 
dab  forty-^'lebeu  bnab.iu(.tH  an*  one  ober,  should  come 
iiitede  house  ob  de  lunrhly-niarrind  mamma  au' cry  : 
"  Mamma,  <1,'ir's_  a  (Titl   uut   dar,  Bcratc1ie<l   ma.  "     Den 
s'pose  hii  I'liiJiWr  f«y  :  ••  Go  tiJll  your  fnder,  -Tohnny  ;  " 
B«w,  ladies  un'  i;«!iuiuen,  de  question  dat  bodders  me, 
•u',  I  puocs.  wild  bt.>ddur  dat  ac'  chile,  bow.  in  do  iiauin 
ob  ri>).'iii)i-nlsl  rnnUlplicliy.  uin  d.it  tr*  chile  gwlne  to 
flad  outnhuig  his  daddy?  Talb  nU-xit  yonr  Japliet  in 
search  ob  a  fa'Ider.  why.  d.it  ar'  Jnpbet's  search  would 
only  l>e  a  walk  ober  a^'lu  de  queer  old  strlko  out  dat  ar' 
fic«-1iib  chile's  j;wln«<  to  Jj  ib. 

>°eilow  oLoultr.s.  dar  urn  an  old  proberh  dat  say  :  "  It 
km  a  wise  cti lie  dat  knows  him  own  d:Mldy.  "  Let  dem 
rre  fru>.-lul>  ductiiues  Jinn  bandii  vrni  iIk  iiotious  iib  de 
IliucS.  an'  yer  cjh  striko  any  h<-iie  ob  dat  ar'  fadder  fln- 
dlu'  wladora  from  de  buok  ob  ruiucmbrauce  for  ©ler  au' 
ebtjT,  an'  artrr  d»f.  too  Den  dar's  anudder  question. 
dar  s  a  provision  in  de  Couatitiitlon  dat  de  mudder  mus' 
bs  able  to  ctlkiiate  as  to  d«  ladder  ob  her  chile.  Now, 
I'se  cwiue  to  tell  .tor,  brnJders.  dat  dis  yore  promiscu- 
ona  f^idderlcm  uiu't  Rwhiu  toj^o  down,  'canau  its  asaluat 
de  CoDRtitiittou  ob  de  UuiteS  btate«.  'Cordtn'  to  dis  yere 
fr»«-lub  Woudhullisin,  dar  ain't  no  taugent  :  I'Re  beard 
ob  one  man  faddeiiii^  all  do  orphans,  but  I  i^e  nober 
beard  oball  d<<  t:kJdetn  fa^ldcrlii^  one  chile.  Uir's  do 
scratch,  an'  dar's  wliar  dis  am  uucouatitutional.  Yer  ktn 
if  bet  dat  »f  dir  h".d  bin  de  least  show  for  dis  yere  new- 
fangled facld^riS  n  Uirristirecly  would  linb  1>iii  dar  voii 
Iwt.  I'as  ob  de  'piuiou  dat  our  ole  freu'  Ilorris  ain't 
gtrine  tu  ttit  nufllu  de  fjoby  wLen  ds  u'omftu  qaeslinn 
sm  arouse— If  d.ir'a  anythln*  ducfut  in  it,  uo  bow.  I>at 
wudcn't  be  ll'rris  If  he  did.  aud  i'd  begin  tu  t'luk  dat  do 
o'«  m  111  wns  ct-'tt>i>'  wu*s  t'ltigi  on  de  brain  dan  wantiu' 
to  be  I'rcsiddiit.  i'sc  KWino  to  tell  ye.  dat  elwrythlug  iu 
nature  I u  dp  female  linn  1,'Ptn  dar  backs  np  at  de  male, 
an*  1  tell  yon.  rellow-C'>r]><>riilorH,  dat  when  I  sec  dcse  yer 
Wdtuaii  r>lfcs  t:ettln'  dar  backs  up  at  de  lords  ob  creation, 
I  ^Ui.s  t'ink  il;it  it's  '<■  inso  doy  iici-d  a  little  ecratchin'  to 
euio  itli  doiii  down  ,t|.'aln.  l'»e  (;wiao  ta  toll  yer.  fcUow- 
sltiteri'.  dat  if  .vor  ever  want  to  hear  Jordan  roll,  ynr  got 
to  keep  yer  ha'r  down,  an"  do  yor  own  combin'.  De  af- 
finity busiuovs  am  a  big  biixincss.  au'  yer  cot  to  have  as 
niiny  alecpin'  nprtrluiciits  as  a  quern  b«e  has  in  a  honey 
comb  if  yer  k^'U"  to 'coirmtMlate  ail  yer  'QnltieH  to  onct, 
'cperially  if  yor  li»l>  a  face  like  Weuus  and  a  bust  like  a 
CouoT  I  Bland  iiioriuaid.  Dit's  what's  do  matter— su'  as 
*ycr  forowaintd  I  hope  yer  furnarmed.  Dat  ends  de  fnat 
)e»»oii  for  to-ui),'ht.  rtt^hrudilpreii  am  now  invited  to  »d- 
Jeom  to  ex-Sunutcr  Kurton's  tin  weddin'  party, 
■  ^^«i  m* 

Horsc-Fly,  Cone  Tickle  Me! 

X  Cnrnpaiiioa  to  "  KUoo  fly.  rtou't  bodder  me  !  " 

Xde  •diistc  can  bo  nbtaiued  at  fim  popular  Mnsic-Store  of 
I       C.  U.  Dithon  .V  Co..  711  llroadway,  Kew-Tork. 


tT.'. 


lie  tickje  m>; ! 
i:o  tickle  inc  ! 


Ihcrn  ].*  a  elianiiing  girl  I  know. 
Her  oliock.*  jir*  red,  Iior  neck  lik«  snow  : 
i  Niii  to  lianpv  ''j'  l'«'r  »"i'lc, 
I  (lance  ana  ting  iliij  poti^  with  }>rkl«  I 
nuii;ri< 

JIi>rKC-ily  I  Coll 
.•  .  ,' :    llorst-lly  !  ooii 

l!<>r5c-!ly  !  coiuo  ticklo  mo  ! 

V>'()if  t  yoii  come  an<l  ticklu  mc  * 

Ft»mcliiiu.d  f  ^n  t\\it  on  a  titne.        ;"       i.' 
And  oft.  mil  1  n,  wiLlioiil  n  diniA  : 
Lut  wli.'il  of  lliiit  ?   I  '.^  ill  W  !;.?Y  I 
.I'm  bound  l<»  '•  j;o  it  ■'  nnd  vrifl  my  ! 

llortc-ily  I  couk;  lickfe  mc  ! 

I  Vnd  tile  ItfTrfo-nii'^-  nt  tlio  |)ttrk  : 
What  fun  U-i  T»;  ,,n!,  "  <,n  a  l.nrk  I  "'   ;.       -;.: 
To  balL;  nnd  llic.itrcs  I  f;ii,  .i    ! 

Wltcn  coniinf?  Itotiic,  1  tu\-^  otil,  oli  T 

llorsc-ily  1  oomo  tickle  mo  !  Ac 


«tc. 


That's  Where  You're  Wrony. 

One  of  Tony  Pastor's  most  i>opulsr  comic  son^s. 

There's  a  dasblng  younj;  clerk,  here  let  me  remark. 

Ills  sal'ry  ia  ten  doilurs  a  wcok  ;  • 
Yet  he  drvasea  in  style   wears  an  elegsnt  ti!«,      ,  r  .  " 

And  to  keep  np  appearance  will  seek.  -  <>,>-... 

Then  at  night,  let  me  say,  he  at  kenu  will  plsy.   .'.'." 

With  the  boys  around  town  ko  It  strong. 
And  the  money  flies  fast,  but  he's  found  out  at  last. 

And  di8<-OTer»  ihat'a  where  ho  was  wrong. 
Yes,  be  finds  out  that's  where  be  wm  wrong. 

As  yon  ro  through  the  street,  yon  are  certain  to  meet     sS 

Some  fc'ift  entcr^irlie  jewelry  store  :  '^, 

*'  Heaps  of  riches  each  day  here  are  given  away,  '' 

Xou  are  told  by  a  mau  it  tbo  door. 
Tou  go  in  with  the  rest,  yonr  cash  yon  Invest,     '  ..\'  ■•'■.• 

Think  ^old  watches  are  had  for  a  sone  : 
When  your  money  you've  sank,  find  each  drawing  a  blank- 

And  it  atrUiea  you  that'a  where  you  were  wroBK, 
Yes,  it  strikes  you  that's  whore  you  were  wrong, ... 

Just  to  pass  time  away.  Into  court  t'other  day  ,;•-     ■ 

t  ramble<l  and  took  a  seat  :  .  .^'' 

A  pL-or  girt  iiad  to  sue.  for  the  money  was  due, 

A.  Blop-clothini;  mau  from  Cluibam  street. 
Says  the  fellow  :   '■  I'm  bcut  1  will  nut  pay  a  cent, 

Dough  she  sues  mo  for  ever  so  long.  " 
Says  Judge  Duwlliii; :  "  Just  so.    Well,  loprlsou  yon  go.. 

To  convince  you  th«t's  where  yon  are  wrong. 
Tea.  I'll  show  you  that's  where -you  are  wroug.  " 

Kinety-four  .roam  npn.  as.  of  course,  you  sit  know, 

Kint(  (rewrite  o'er  tliesd  colonies  roicned  : 
Cut  the  Yankees  awoke,  aud  their  shackUs  thsy  bloVe  — 

Our  liberty  Washington  gsined.  ,r 

John  Uull  o'er  the  nmln  bolrty  vealnred  sgsin,  -    - 

Ilut  ite  found  otit  Colnutbia  was  stmn;;  : 
Andrew  .Tacksou  they  mot^  and  they'll  never  forget 

How  bo  showed  them  that's  where  they  were  wrons, 
Yes.  he  showed  theu  that's  where  they  wer6  wrong. 

It's  a  pleasnre  to  rue  your  kind  faces  to  see. 

ISrIghtly  beauitng  each  evening  around. 
While  bore,  ou  the  stage.  I  am  b<juad  to  engage 

Every  novelty  that's  to  be  found 
We'll  all  do  our  best,  and  myself  'toous  the  rest. 

Always  happy  to  sing  yon  a  song  : 
Dnt  if  Tou  think  it's  right  hero  to  kA«p  me  all  uishi,   J 

I  csn  tell  you  that's  where  yon  are  wrong.  y 


Pretty  Little  Haggle. 

ByChss.  A.  Ruff. 


Pretty  little  Maggio,  there's  nono  lliafa  half  so  fair  : 
None'8  got  bticli  pretty  eyes  nnd  none  such  pretty  Lair  : 
Of  all  the  pretty  uiaidens  (iiut  in  this  town  do  uwrll. 
There's  none  that's  lialf  bo  pretty  as  little  Mag<^ie&neII. 

CIIOKL'S. 

^Ta^{lcic  d<?ar  I  Mn^^ie  dear,  Maggie  brijjlit  and  fair, 
Maggie  wiih  liright  blue  eyes  ttiid  pretty  Loir  ! 

I'n-tty  liltle  Maggie,  fl3  ipfood  n.s  pretty,  too  ;  ' 
Heiirt  that's  ever  l*ating  worm  aiiJ  heart  that's  ever  true: 
i'h !  what  lire  all  tli«  |>l(ia8t)ret)  tlutt  on  my  pathway  shine 
To  one  Bwect  eiuile  from  na  ewi«t  a  face  ai«  thine  ! 

Maggie  dear  I  &e. 

Pretty  little  Maggie,  if  I  could  only  tell. 
All  theLajipy  thoughtitoftlieethatiniiiy  fancy  dwell — 
I  know  you'd  fondly  listen,  as  inai<lenB  always  do, 
To  all  the  tender  stories  that  I'd  softly  breathe  to  you. 


you. 


oftly 
JMaggie  dear ' 


A  Bit  of  My  Mind.       ;: 

Tony  Psstoi's  Version— Sung  l;y  Tony  Pastor. 


When  I  see  n  yonn^  cbsp  wiih  mere  money  ihsn  brains. 

Dressed  out  in  tbe  fiuest  of  clothes. 
At  Some  tailoring  nian  with  true  blood  in  his  veins, 

Look  ecomful  aud  turn  up  his  tioto  : 
Tlien  I  say,  tbougU  my  arm  is  bard  to  restrain 

I'fom  knocklug  the  idiot  blind  : 
"  My  exqnisita  duck,  you're  a  fool  that  is  plain.  9?  ■'.  ' .-;. 

And  1  give  him  a  bit  of  ujy  miud.  ..'!;' 

When  I  Jnmp  nn  «  street-car.  d«i«rinined  to  rido. 

But  I  cau't  get  inside  of  the  door. 
Like  siinlines  iu  a  box  are  packed  people  inside. 

And  they  always  fiuil  room  for  » 'ine  mors  : 
I  fcrl  It's  An  outrage  wo  shciuldii't  allow— 

If  the  ptiblic  were  <mly  combined.  '  v" 

They'd  wake  np  the  nllroad  directors  somehow. 

If  they'd  give  them  a  bit  of  their  mind.  ';  . 

When  I  see  a  poor  seamstress.  In  garret  or  room,  :'•;.-•'• 

A»  mi'lulKht  incnsuntly  Ktllefa  >./    ■  „ 

And  know  that  consumption  is  onrely  her  doom,  '  ' 

Wliilo  her  wealthy  employer  grows  rich  : 
If  that  aitn  who  grows  fat  on  the  bloiKl  of  the  poor 

Were  to  my  tender  mercies  consigued 
I  mit'htu't  assault  hiui,  bnt  nsiUj  I'm  sura 

I'd  give  him  a  bit  of  my  mind. 


When  I  see  a  yankig  swell  Iu  fine  feiatbera  arrayed, 

And  monatacfca  so  daintily  curled, 
lusnlt  a  poor  cirU  of  the  fallow  afraid. 

And  perha(>a  with  no  friend  in  the  world 

Though  not  foudy>f  a  riot,  and  haiiug  a  din. 

Just  to  tnacb  }itni  good  mauusrs  iiicliued, 
J  like  to  pitch  in.  but  l>efoie  1  begin 

Just  to  give  hjt»i  a  bit  of  my  uiind. 

Tlmn-'s  Cuba  is  yet  in  the  terrible  ^raap 

Of  the  mercilew  miulocs  of  Spain  .- 
Tis  liuin  tliat  America  Itxd^  np  the  task 

Of  ending  there  I'yr*'  uy's  reign. 
But  our  covnrumrnt,  heeding  not  Liberty's  cry. 

To  their  liloo^tbirsty  doings  seem  bltud 
But  I'd  like  to  see  Qcant  on  the  sniped,  and  1 

Would  give  biqi  a  bit  of  mv  uiln<t 

U m  ■»•  ^      ■ 

Kiss  My  Mother  Sear  for  Me. 

k         

Oh  !  kisi  tJiy  -mother  dear  for  nie, 
V-  •  Gently  kise  her  ftirrowed  brow. 

Dry  the  Unrs  that  fast  are  fallint; 

for  hef  iboy  who's  dying  now  ;    ■ 
Never  inMe  shall  I  aatk^sB  Iter, 

Her  sweet  smile  I'll  ne'er  more  •?♦, 
Life  I'TCigiven  for  my  cotintry, 

Kiss  my  mother  dear  for  me. 

CIKIKI'il. 

Soon  I'll  iijL^p  in  liaith's  cold  sltiioK'r, 

^foon  in  Htavn  dt  rest  I'll  be  : 
For  tlie  $tRv<t  and  J-tripes  I've  fallen. 

Kiss  Biy  inotiier,  kiss  my  inutbei-  dear  for  m«. 

If  motherdear  w^rf  near  iiio, 

'1  wonkl  seem  so  huriT  to  die. 
Hard  to  Kiave  hivcd  friends  and  comrade*    • 

iu  a  soldier's  grave  to  lie — 
Yes,  kind  friend,  I  know  I'm  Sying, 

But  o»a  boon  I'll  ewvc  from  thee  : 
\Vhen  swefet  flow'r«  are  o'er  me  bluuniing^. 

Kiss  tity  mother  dear  for  uie. 

isooa  I'll  sleep,  Ae. 

Fainter  ifounds  the  battle  din. 

Death's  chill  is  now  upon  me. 
And  bright  angels  want  to  bear  ma 
To  tli3  worlti  that's  free  fn»m  ain. 
.  _.     Once  I  tliought  to  fight  for  honor, 
Iiut  a«ruwn  of  life  'twill  be. 
I  atu  going— when  ytm  see  her, 
Kiss  Off  mother  dear  for  me. 

I  Sooa  riUUep,  Ae. 

!     I  •       ^    l<l     ■! 

The  8oap-BoiIer's  Daughter. 

Written  snd  Sana  by  Charley  Daekns.  the 
Celebrated  Camedian  at  the  8aa  Francisco  Minstrels. 


Down  by  a  cjldar  and  cooling  stream, 
A  niaid-u-cii  did  dwell  : 

She  was  beaateous  as  a  bright  sunbeam,  , 

Her  name  moi  Cymanthe  PelL 

Sha  came  'way  across  the  sea, 

She  was  a  heavy  lose  to-me  : 

i  tell  you  she  was  a  hummer,  zonnds  ! 

She  weighed  in  her  stockings  tbr«e-hundred  ponnds 
ciioBrs. 
I  loved  her  fondly  and  uiost  true  : 
Her  hair  Waa  red,  tier  ey«s  were  bine  : 
"i'oH  bet,  riyht  straight  in  Jove  i  fell 
With  the  foop- boiler's  daughter,  Cymanthe  Pell. 

Her  father  I  ■tliotijjht  liad  the  soap. 

And  'twonid  wtmh  our  way  through  life  : 

I  told  Cymanthe  not  to  innnp. 
And  I'd  matry  her  for  life. 

I  never  saw  a  girl  so  pleased  : 

Hlic  laughed,  she  pighed,  «be  giggled,  she  sncexed  : 

Fhe  says  :   ''  Kow  do  you  sure  mean  that  ?  " 

Iiut  as  I  efioke,  ehe  fell  in  the  vat —    ' 

Choruc. 

We  put  in  ropes  with  big  hooks  on. 

And  fif^hed  ^his  way  and  that  : 
Cut  all  that  Was  left  was  her  skel-Vtu-ou, 

As  her  ikah  had  gone  to  fat — 
Now,  yott  maiH-u-«n«  wi>o  now  hear  me, 

\  ou  sec  hb*  Cymanthe  I  mourn  ; 
If  you'll  agrte  to  marry  me, 

I'll  grieve  the  aame,  wheo  you  are  gone — 

CLonu.* . 


Why  is  a  beautiful  and  fascinating  girl  like  a 
butcher  ?     lleeaiise  she  is  a  '^  killing  ciijatiut.  " 


-•<^- •»«?•, 


63^ 


THi:    si:voI:r'8  joukpiai.. 


HASKT  ROSS'S   SECBET^ 

Mm  Koss  stool  .l>y  licr  little  Rnnlern^ftl*  *n<1 
Inoki-tl  down  the  nliil^,  dn^ty  Mia>i,  nliore  rIic  «lill 
(liflcriMHl  licr  luishaiui'c  ti!;iin<  i^oi'ii;  witli  ^a.^ly 
ete[i3  townrdj  live  town  ;  tlion  Iht  fy«  rouim;*.!  over 
ftic  tlcwi-y  fit'IvU— alreiwly  dowt-y  in  the  lun^J 
»«mnKT  Iwilijj^jt  — ami  tool;  in  tlio  fflErct.i  of  »lii»- 
dow  on  IhojjolJtn  nliect,  un  the  distant  Idiic  rm;ki«, 
and  the  gli!n]ise  t»f  dnrk  blne-»*a  WyoDil.  'Inily, 
it  was  a  pleasant  ucene  where  lier  houie  waa  eitiial- 
id,  and  inany  pieluros  nished  to  Iter  niomory  a) 
flio  BttM>d  Uivre— ll>e  plitttT  of  white  Hail-<,  na 
they  caught  t!ie  aunliglit ;  tlic  cri«|i  waves  in  the 
fresheriint;  breeze,  tlia  curling  wuws  that  wen* 
creet«d  with  foam,  and  came  tmiii|>in^  up  un  thv 
beach  »troniier  than  any  army  with  banuerM  :  thu 
glidt-i-nin^  line  vf  pebbly  beach,'  thn  golil-gr^'ii 
U)(>s^-8,  orii^htened  by  their  daily  «oa  tmth  ;  the 
cr«g<  with  gr»H;n,  trailioi;  vines  :  the  «ca  diirkmiui; 
irj  dtorm,  the  qnici'  furliii;;  of  sails —  hU  cu- 
Mie  Wfore  htr  ns  she  stood  thor*. 

She  was  A  }>alo,  delicate  littU  creature  at  b«ii<t, 
but  paler  now  with  the  pain  nt  her  hi-nrt ;  for,  she 
was  Poon  lo  leave  thin  »|>ot  m>  dear  to  her,  sinee 
Harry  had  brought  her  th4M  a  bride,  tliree  yeari 
ogo.  A  dear  little  home  it^od  l>een,  hn|i|>y  even 
amid  the  contrivances  and  shifts  of  gentael  |)Qverty  ; 
but  now  they  were  too  poor  to  ki^ep  even  that. 
1  here  was  a  n>orlga;;o  resting  on  it,  enough  to  crush 
the  little  huu!ie,  and  Hairy  had  gone  to  advertise 
it  for  sulo  in  the  local  |>a|M.T.  So  this  must  all  go 
to  another— the  flowers  she  had  planted,  tlie 
BUDinier-lion<ie  which  Harry  hud  built,  nil  the  little 
Contrivances  of  taste  and  beauty  whieh  the  two 
hod  planned  and  executed  together!  AndMrH  l\o«* 
clasiied  her  hands  over  the  gatt-iMist,  and  laid  her 
head  iii«)n  them  with  a  wenry  sigh,  ^"he  did  not 
feel  very  strong  or  hopeful  nDout  her  new  life  in  a 
new  pbtce.  Harry  had  seen  how  thin  and  trans- 
parent the  dear  little  hands  were  growing,  but  he 
bad  not  told  his  darling  the  doctor  s  verdict  alnjtit 
ber  ;  no  she  half  wondere«l  at  lier  weariness  a:id 
want  of  hopefulness  al)out  tlie  future. 

••  i  am  young,  and  I  ought  U.^  help  him  b)  Injur  np 
Against  tli«>  sloriu,  "  she  said  as  she  felt  thid  death- 
like  weariness  steal  over  ber :  "  but  1  am  like  a 
broken  reo.1.     I  wonder  what  is  the  reason  ? "' 

Harry  knew,  r.s  he  rmle  alotig  the  darkening  way. 
anil  the  thought  wo.<  tli«  drop  of  bitterness  in  liis 
cup. 

■'  lf.<he  coultl  go  losomeof  theCierinan  fpns  now," 
the  doctor  hud  nuid  :  "  it  would  restore  ber.  Lins 
is  tlie  pl.Tce  for  her.  " 

lie  hn<l  not  paid  whot  wotild  hni)iH;n  if  she  did 
'  not  go,  but  Harry's  vivi»l  imagination  needed  no 
wonls ;  ho  liaj  a  picture  of  desolation  l>eforc  him 
whbh  no  words  con  Id  utter,  'lose*  her  die  for  the 
want  of  tifly  or  a  hundred  pounds  !— that  would  be 
niailnrsi).  1  he  ihoTight  oven  tnade  him  frantic,  as 
he  lriv<l  to  rememljer  where  be  miglit  Ixirrow  ; 
but.  ala'  .'  no  name  suggested  itself  but  that  of  an 
old  uncle  in  India,  so  far  away  that  poor  little 
Mab«l  might  N;  dead  and  buried  before  they  could 
Lear  from  hint. 

Dead  and  bnrie<l  f  TUcn  what  would  the  world 
be  to  him  ?  He  clinched  his  hoi.ds  in  agony,  and 
strode  on  bitterly  despairing,  half  inchne<l  to 
doubt  tiie  gocxlneis  of  God,  wbo  allowed  such 
things  to  )te.  A  black  clortd  was  gathering  over 
the  aky,  heavy  with  rain,  and  now  and  then  a  faint 
flash  of  pale  light  set  In-fore  him  a  lurid  picture  <if 
ghaotly-iooking  naves,  and  brilliant  white  sfiU 
furletl,  and  wiiite  beach,  dotted  with  hurrying 
figures,  and  wonderful  trees  with  leaves  of  vivid 
greeu  trembling  in  that  fitful  light. 

Mrs  Ifoss  bad  hurri«d  in  to  her  little  parlour  at 
the  first  flash,  ."ihe  wan  not  very  brave,  an<l 
she  trembled  &i  she  6hnt  the  windows,  and  wished 
her  Harry  was  home.  It  was  a  bright,  cozy  room, 
with  its  light  chintz-covered  furnitnre.and  flowers 
here  and  there  in  vases.  Om  saw  that  a  woman 
bad.  adorned  it,  with  taste  and  time,  instead  of 
money,  for  ber  be1p>ers. 

Mrs  Ross  sat  down  at  her  low  table,  and  took  a 
little  bit  of  work  in  her  hands,  but  she  looked  far 
oft'ener  at  the  windows,  which  were  lit  up  now  and 
then  as  with  a  sheet  of  flame,  as  the  *>nu  eamo 
nearer  and  nearer.  She  coold  not  sit  still,  but 
restlessly  went  out  ^  the  kitchfen,  where  beprpugh 
ijj^id-of-«n-work  w»«  busy  ifonlq^j, 


"  It  is  a  l>ad  night.  JMaggie."  she  s-'id,  wistfully, 
"and  Mr.    IJoss    U  not   bi>nie.'' 

"Och,  nu-er  fear,"  SIa'.;gic  said,  tUiliilly.  holding 
an  in>n  frigiitfully  neor  to  lier  faec  lo  ascertain  its 
heat  :  *•  if  he  don"t  tuTse  ehi.lter  under  ft  tree,  like 
me  sister's  eousin'it  son,  Dennii  O'lloggerly  — as 
likely  ft  bye  as  ye'd  with  to  bc*? — os  was  brought 
home  quite  black  in  the  face,  an'  he  a  WaUtibd- 
e«>niplrcted,  red  liairetl  bye,  as  niver  knew  l)ett<T 
'>nt  rill  under  a  piue-lr*-* — the  very  divil  for 
taken  the  lightiiin',  you  know,  ma'aui  ;  but  the 
master's  a  knowin*  «)nc,  nivir  fear." 

"  Iherc  arc  so  many  pine  trees  about,"  s;ii<l  >Iri. 
llo»»,  not  mueli  eomforteil  by  ber  n|>peal. 

"  Ijut  iiiu't  the  iiia.<<leraii  cddicaltd  gentleman  as 
knows  ?  continue<I  .VoKgie,  confidently.  "•  IMdi- 
cntion  before  everything,  I  says  to  me  sister,  as 
wus  for  takin'  .Timiny  away  from  the  school,  an'  he 
doin'  beautiful,  an  biudin'  him  lo  n  cooptr.  Ble^s 
me,  how  the  hall-door  do  i<lam'  It's  uiastfr,  for 
sure."  I 

Mrs.  Ross  rushed  Vmt.  The  first  orops  of  the 
pelting  storm  had  l>ogun  to  loll,  and  Hurry  8«>eiiied 
l>o  lie  shaking  them  off  his  cout.  He  stopped  but  a 
moment. 

'•  Are  you  wet.  Hairy  '/ "  cried  bis  wife.  ''It  is 
Bueh  a  relief  to  see  you  home  again." 

"  What  a  tiiuid  little  kitten  you  are,  be  sai<1  :  1 
think  1  am  rather  too  damp  fi>r  you  to  touch  yet. 
I'll  go  a  moment  or  two  by  the  kilchcii  fiiv." 

He  must  have  wulkeil  veryfa.>t,  Mnbel  thought; 
for,  he  .'■•poke  in  eui-li  a  bnatliless  \ oice  ;  yet  his 
luce  was  pule,  not  (lllslud,  and  lie  did  not  l<H>k  at 
her. 

•■He  feels  it  terribly  — |>i>or  HniTy  !"  (shelhouiihl., 
n.H  she  reiiiemKred  the  liii-iiieiis  which  hnd  taken 
liiui  ti>  town.  "He  is  more  f<haketi  by  ii  ihuu  I 
thought." 

And  bho  tried  to  )«  Very  bright  and  chatty,  as 
he  iitoo<l  silently  by  the  kitchen  fire.  Jjut  not  till 
ilicy  were  in  the  c/y   littl-'  parlour  again,  did  slie 

take  up  the  Soiv  siil-jeet. 

■•\Sill  the—  the  fldvertisouieut  ap|K'nrt<MiioiTow. 
Harry?  ' 

Vory  odd  that  ho  sh'i!iM  gi\«  her  thai  ipieer, 
confu-ed  Kxfk,  a«  if.-,he  had  started  some  new  topie 
of  whieli  he  had  never  Jieard;  then  he  seemed  t<i 
recall  it. 

•Oh.  the  ndverli<ement!  Sit  duwn.  Mabel,  I 
have  eonic  news  for  you." 

•■  fad  news,  Harry  ?"  she  nskwl,  trembling  atiew. 

-Oh,  no  !" 

"because  J  can  nlnioxt  tell  by  your  face,  dear, 
fhe  sjjid  :  and  now  yiiu  look'.d  r-o  vei'}'  solemn  and 
troubled,  and — wtll,  the  rest  of  your  exprcsion  I 
ounnot  analyze,"  she  went  on. eMiniinirig  him  with 
tiuiliiig  ejv-s  :  "but  you  iloiit  look  a^  if  you  ha.l 
goo.l  iiew.s." 

"rcrhaps  I've  botn  unfortunate  so  long,  that 
my  fuoe  has  jrot  Settled  in  tliiil  exjiression."  Harry 
said,  with  a  forced  laugh;  "but  I  think  you  will 
consider  it  goo,l  news  when  1  tell  you  that  1  did 
not  take  the  adverlb<eiiieut  to  the  |iu|K'r,  liccause 
we  are  going  to  keep  the  houise." 

"  Oh,  Harry:"  with  a  bright  llu^ll.  -U  hut- 
how  did  it  happ«'n  'f  ' 

"An  old  debtor  to  my  father  liaij  rcraeTiilKred  his 
debt  in  time— just  in  time— that  is  all." 

'•Tell  uic  his  nainu,  that  I  may  pray  for  him 
every  night."  cried  Muliel.  in  an  exeiled  way. 
'•Oh!  Hurry,  you  di<l  not  know  how  much  it  pained 
me  to  give  up  our  little  home." 

Harry's  face,  clouded  and  troubled  as  it  had 
lookeil,  brightened,  ttw,  ut  these  words. 

"Vc*,  darling,  ho  went  on  r  I  thought  it  would 
make  you  happier,  and  the  doctor  suys  it  will  do 
you  good.  I'm  going  to  carry  oft"  you  to  Kins  fi»r 
a  couple  of  months;  then  you'll  Ihj  well  again.  Oh! 
how  precious  this  money  is  just  now  !  tiod  must 
have  sent  it." 

••Of  conrso,  He  did,  cried  Mabel;  lie  put  it  in 
that  debtor's  heart  to  send  it,  which  is  jiist  the 
came.  Why,  Harry,  1  am  nearly  U-side  myself 
with  joy.  'lo  see  tho  Khinc  '«ith  you — with  you, 
dear,  as  w«  used  to  dreant  about  till  we  grew  so 
poor  that  even  to  dream  of  it  was  pre|>o«t«'rons ; 
and  then,  when  our  rambling  is  over,  to  return  to 
our  sweet  little  bumc  I  How  coijld  you  come  in  with 
«aeh  A  grave,  troabied  face  with  such  news  ?  ' 

Harry  did  not  aaswior  the  laet  qaeetk>n;it  wd« 
plcosAQter  tQ  talk  »bout  tlie  Rhino,  and  fiiuit  up  an 


old  '*CHi<1e,"  and  rmd  on(  howeliarming  each  spot 
was  as  re|irescnl«d  there.  'Ihestorrh  wa- forgotten 
in  that  absorbing  talk. 

•'  Vou  look  bitter  alrMidy,  Mabel,"  Hcrry  said, 
at  last,  as  ho  saw  tlie  tluek  of  her  cheek  and  the 
brightness  of  her  eye. 

••  Ves,  1  was  mortally  weary,  a.,  hourogo:  How 
happiness  changes  everything !  But  we  are  planning 
as  if  wo  had  a  fortune.  How  mueh  did  that  man 
owe,  Harry  ?" 

••How  mneh  ?"  Harry  Iookt>d  at  the  window, 
and  started,  as  a  flash  of  terrible  light  came  with 
thunder  that  rang  like  the  report  of  a  cannon 
through  the  room.  •'!  think  that  uiuet  have  struck 
eomewherv,  love." 

••|  never  saw  you  nervous  about  a  storm  before, 
Harry."  erie<l  his  wif« ;  ••or  is  it  all  tbe  txcjtement 
of  this  nkfht  ?" 

••Itoth.  said  Harry  :  I  wish  the  night  were  over. 
HoK.ooon  do  yoU  think  we  enn  start  ?" 

"Jn  a  week,  I  am  sure."  exclaimed  Mal>el ,  and 
she  forg<it  that  Harry  hotl  not  ausnered  herquestioiK 
.^l:e  rememl)ere<I  it,  however,  and  asked  it 
again  in  a  sWpy  way,  just  as  if  she  was  at  tbe 
gateway  of  dreamland,  and  the  answer  seeuied  lo 
mingle  with  her  dreams.  .,.    , 

Hid  Harry  say  n  thou.oand  [nmnds  ?  '• 

(lie  morning  wa-t  briHiant  after  the  stonn,  and 
Midiel.  standing  in  the  poruh,  fvit  as  if^lle  were 
liK>king  at  a  new  world,  fresh  as  in  the  dewy  dawu 
of  time— sunshine  r.'Velling  everywhere— on  the 
blue  crisp  wavev,  on  the  w  liite  sails,  on  the  chining 
K'uch.  I  here  was  so  much  sunshine  in  her  heart, 
too,  Mal>el  looked  up  ut  that  kky  with  a  half- 
articulate  pniyer  of  thankfulness.  llie  next 
moment,  ber  iHisband  wu.h  at  her  side. 

'•Ihe  ftorm  bus  left  everything  brighter,  like 
our  stonn,  dear,  she  said.  Last  night  it  seemed  to 
me  that  everytbin|(  was  going  to  l>e  swept  uway. 
'Ihe  foundation  of  things  seemed  broken  up;  but 
now  (iod  bus  set  our  feet  in  a  firm  place,  and 
established  our  goini;s." 

Harry  Koss  U)oked  aViout  with  less  exultation. 
His  face  was  pale,  and  there  was  a  sleeple^s 
weariness  about  his  eyes.  Perhaps,  as  he  had  fcflid, 
be  could  not  get  into  the  habit  of  feeling  fiappj'  bo 
soon. 

Maggie  hod  been  having  a  gossip  with  the 
biilclur  ut  the  l>aek  door,  but  brou<;hl  in  thccoHee 
juHt  then,  with  a  face  •f  horror.  Like  most  of  her 
kind,  she  enjoyeil  telling  news,  the  more  tragic  the 
Wtfer. 

"llowly  Mother!  but  I  tremble  (o!  It's  a  mercy 
if  I  kin  tiowM  up  this  tray,  mum.  To  think  of 
a  murther  Inri'!", 

"  A  iiiunler!"   cried  Mrs^    Koss,   growing    very 

white.  Her  happiness  bad  not  made  her  strong  yet. 

••What  do  you  mean,  woman!  by  coming  in  with 

your  howls,  and  fnghteniiig  your  mistress  to  death  y" 

rxclttimed  Harry. 

"Oil!  it's  nothing,  Harry!"  said  bis  wife,  recover- 
ing herself.  "What  tale  have  you  been  hearing 
Ma;;gie  !' ' 

".No  tale  at  all,  at  all,  but  the  blissed-  truth," 
answered  Moggie,  stoutly,  "as  Stubbs,  the  butcher, 
saw,  with  his  own  eyes,  the  poor  gintlemaa  sittin' 
in  his  own  cumage,  mem,  as  his  throat  was  slit 
from  ear  to  ear ;  an' a  gushly  sight  as  he'll  not 
forgil  to  his  tlyin'  day." 

Mrs.  Koss  sut  down,  quite  trembling  nt  the 
terrible  picture. 

•'I  should  think  be  never  would  forget  it,"  she 
said. 

•Do  they  know  who  the  person  is  *'  a«ke<l 
Harry  Ross.  1'erhups  he  cut  his  own  throat.  People 
bavo  done  tl'.nt  Uiforc  to-day." 

'•.?tubbs  says  as  l^w  he  were  tb^rent  the  search, 
an'  notliin'  earthly  'were found — not  a  smitheri-en —  . 
imytlier  n«)U'-book  nor  pocket-lwiok  ;  but  he  were 
awell-dre'Si'il  ginlleman,  nn'  <mld  :  an'  Stubbs  says 
it's  a  clear  case  of  murlher  for  iiioiK-y  ;  fur,  it  isn't 
likely  sich  a  gintlemau  'nd  be  travelliu*  without 
pliniy  of  it." 

••How  frightfal.  Harry!  And  to  think  you  were 
out  last  night!"  exclaimed  Mabel. 

'•i>ut  no  one  would  have  murdered  me  for  my 

money,  love, "  Harry   Mid.  with  a  faint  emile.  '•! 

wi-ih,  Maggie,  yoij  bad   waited  till  after  breakfast 

before  you  dikhed  up  this  murder  for  us." 

i!a-igie  went  out  with  an  offended  air. 

'rome  (yks  ]ike4  to  bear  the  newt,  »b«  muttered ; 
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bnt  the  masler  wns  a  qneer  one ;  nobody   knows 
how  to  take  liitn  " 

MaWl  toyed  with  hrr  breakfast,  and  did  not  ent. 
Sonieiiow,  that  ghastly  picture  of  the  poor  man 
Willi  t)i«  fatal  CQt  across  his  throat  lia4  epoil«d  h<-r 
Appetite. 

••  Think  of  his  family,  Harry  !  "What  desolation! 
What  a  horrible  way  for  liim  to  die!"  8b«  said, 
shuddering. 

"  My  dear  little  aonsitive  plant !  "  lirr  husband 
said,  wnding  over  her,  and  kissing  her  trembling 
lips,  "  don't  vex  yourself  with  any  vain  imaginings. 
'1  he  man  may  have  been  a  cruel  old  hunks,  of 
whom  the  world  is  well  rid.  He  may  have  no 
family.  His  deatli  may  even  have  brought  happi- 
ness to  some  deservini;  people.  " 

Taking  thia  consoling  view  of  it,  Mabel  grew 
more  composed. 

"  But  it  was  a  horrible  thing  to  happen  so  near 
\x»,  she  said :  I  shall  always  feel  miserable  when 
you  are  oway  at  night  again.  There  are  always 
r6uglis  on  the  coast.  To  Uiink  that  you  were 
out  at  that  very  time !  "Why,  Harry,  it's  a  wonder 
■you  didn't  discover  it !  " 

'■  We  don't  know  that  it  was  the  very  time.  ' 
onswercd  1  larry.  "  Come,  we  wont  feast  on  horrors 
any  longer,  dear. ". 

liut  Sirs.  Iloas  had  a  morbid  curiosity  about 
thia  ninrder,  which  had  shaken  the  whole  town  with 
racitcment.  She  found  out  all  the  fact  of  the  case, 
but  did  not  talk  of  them  to  her  husband,  to  whom 
they  seemed  unpleasant.  An  elderly  gentleman, 
gray-haired,  and  Waring  evidences  of  comfortable 
circumstances,  had  been  found  sitting  in  an  open 
carriage  with  his  throat  cut  from  ear  to  ear.  '1  he 
carriage  was  stained  with  blood,  and  the  horse, 
strange  to  say,  did  not  ap|>ear  to  have  dashed  on- 
ward m  any  fright,  but  was  standing  quietly,  as  if 
wailing  for  his  master's  word.  A  fisherman  going 
home  had  first  mode  the  diacovery,  in  a  by-ri>ud, 
near  the  town.  He  said  the  night  was  so  dark 
that  he  "come  upon  it  quite  unaweer,"  and  as  Ike 
was  feeling  his  way,  he  tonehed  something  dark 
and  slippery,  as  give  him  "a  turn,  "  even  before  a 
flash  of  iightning  lit  up  tho  scene,'  and  sliowcd  him 
tliat  he  had  touched  a  carriage  wet  with  blood,  and 
that  a  gbaslly  corpse  was  .leaning  towards  him. 
with  tho  fatal  cut  across  iU  throat.  He  hurried 
bock  to  the  town  aa  if  a  ghost  were  ader  him,  and 
others  crowded  to  the  spot,  the  officer*  of  justice 
among  the  rest ;  but  no  clue,  no  faintest  hint  of 
the  victim's  identity  could  be  found.  It  was  odd 
that  no  letter,  no  memorandum,  were  discovered, 
and  no  money ;  but  that  showed  conclusively  the 
object  of  the  murder. 

Advertisements  were  put  in  local  and  London 
papers,  and  rewards  offered,  but  in  vain.  The  body 
was  laid  out  for  public  inspection,  but  no  one 
identiiie<l  it.  No  friend  dropped  a  tear  over  the 
lonely  man  who  had  been  waylaid  and  murdered 
in  the  stnrm  and  darkness  that  terrible  night.  An 
attempt  was  made  to  gain  a  clue  by  finding  out  if 
the  horse  and  carriage  had  been  hired,  and  where. 
But  this  search  was  also  fruitless ;  and  all  were 
forced  to  believe  that  the  gentleman  owned  his  own 
equipage.  So  the  days  passed  by  till  the  burial, 
'ilic  victim  was  hidden  from  man's  sight  and  the 
crime  was  written  down  in  the  annals  of  heaven. 

During  that  week,  all  was  bustle  at  the  little 
cottage —  a  pleasant  bustle  of  preparation.  Harry 
walked  restlessly  about.  It  was  so  strange  to  have 
nothing  to  do  but  to  get  ready  for  a  pleasant  trip, 
that  he  could  hardly  settle  to  thia  new  phase  of 
existence.  Ue  was  eager  to  be  gone,  that  he  might 
believe  in  this  realization  of  a  day-dream  n)oro 
fully —  so  feverishly  eager,  that  Mabel  laughed  at 
him  when  they  stood  on  the  deck  of  the  steamer, 
and  saw  the  shores  of  home  fading  away. 

"  You  are  quite  glad,  I  think,  to  wish  your 
native  land  good  night,  "  she  said. 

Yes  Harry  saw  the  opposite  coast  with  a  pleasure  | 
lie  could  not  conceal.  / 

Hay  by  day  his  spirits  rose,  and  he  grew  more 
like  the  Harry  of  the  old  time,  before  he  had  been 
sobered  and  made  old  by  poverty  and  care.  They 
sailed  down  the  Rhine  when  the  grapes  were 
just  ready  to  turn. 

"  When  we  come  back,  they  will  be  ripe,  "  cried 
Mabel.  "  We  must  oome  up  here  and  see  the 
viatago,  Harry,  dear.  But  how  stiff  and  ugly  the 
vine*  ar«  trained  on  those  litU*  aticks !   tlia  Italian 


way  nmsi  l)e  more  graceful,  festooAcd  from  tree  to 
tr«e.     . 

"  We  might  stay  a  couple  of  months  at  Ems, 
and  then  go  to  Italy  for  the  winter,  "  eaid  Harry. 

"Oh!  that  would  be  dsligtful!  but  we  would 
quite  squander  our  little  fortune,  "  answered  Mabel. 
*■  1  am  the  prudent,  &r-seeing  one  now,  sir.  We 
must  not  be  no  intoxicated  with  pleasure  as  to  lose 
sight  of  the  future.  We  mast  wait  for  Italv  till 
you  have  made  yonr  own  mark  in  the  world,  my 
Harry.  'Weiniist  not  lavish  this  fairy  money  that 
came  to  us  so  strangely  that  dreadful  night.  That 
night  which  brought  death  and  desolation  to 
some,  was  rich  in  blessing  to  us.  How  strangely 
Providence  deals  with  us!  " 

"  If  you  grow  well,  I  shall  bless  that  night,  " 
said  Iter  husbaiid,  gazing  at  her  with  troubled  eyea  ; 
but  she  looked  so  blooming  that  he  smiled  at  once. 

And  whether  it  was  tiie  change,  or  travelling,  or 
the  famous  water  of  Ems,  she  grew  belter  every  day. 

They  had  long  strolls  through  the  famous  wood- 
ed valley,  but  made  little  acquaintance  with  the 
gay  throng  that  crowded  the  baths.  Their  knowl- 
edge was  confined  to  reading  their  names  in  the 
strangers'  book. 

'•  Here  is  the  last!  cried  Mabel,  one  moruing — 
"  Henry  Marsden.  Esq.  " 

An  exclamation  of  surprise  burst  from  her 
husband.  .»-  .     . 

"  l>o  yo\i  know  him  ?  "  asked  his  wifib -. "^  ■..•■■- 

•'  Not  at  all,  " 

•  Henry  Marsden,  Esq.  Well,  you  seemed 
struck  at  sometbine. " 

■•  1 —  I  have  heara  the  name  before.  How  long 
have  we  been  here,  kitten  ?." 

"  Only   a  month,    you  don't  think  of  tearing   me 
away  ?  " 

"  So,  love.  Why  sould  1,  indofed  ?  "  he  murmur- 
ed, OS  if  speaking  to  himself. 

Mabel  was  puzzled  u  little,  and  felt  some  curios- 
ity about  aeeing  this  Mr.  Henry  Marsden,  whose 
name  had  startled  her  husband  ;  but  she  found  he 
was  a  slout,  common-place,  red-faced  old 
gentleman,  and  her  interest  ceased. 

^he  fiiiind  her  husband  more  fond  of  lonely 
rambles  than  ever,  and  it  struck  her  once  that  her 
Harry  was  growing  unRtKjiable  :  but  while  he  found 
all  his  happiness  in  licr  society,  could  she  com- 
plain ?  liut  did  he  find  liappinesa  ?  Lately  he 
had  grown  more  .quite,  mooay,  listening  to  her 
talk  with  an  absent  smile,  or  recalling  himself 
to  altenlion  with  a  sudden  start. 

"  You  ought  to  make  friends  with  some  of  the 
gentlemen,  Harry,"  sniJ  his  wife.  "Here  is  a 
benevolent,  fut  old  fellow  coming  towanls  us,  who 
looks  as  lonely  as  yourself.  '1  hat  is  Mr.  Henry 
Marsden. "  ' 

Harry  glanced  at  the  individual,  but  took  the 
slkortest  way  of  avoiding  him,  saying,  with  a  laugh, 
"  A  nice,  youthful  friend  you  found  for  me,  pussy. 
Let  me  alone.     1  enjoy  myt-elf  in  my  o*n  way.  " 

it  was  the  month  of  December  before  tliey  reached 
liome  again.  The  vines  were  faded  on  the  little 
cottage,  and  only  brown,  de.id  slalks  stood  nj*  in 
beds  of  snow  in  the  garden.  But  two  fir-tree^, 
green  and  beautiful,  stood  on  each  side  of  tho 
house ;  the  white  beach  was  glittering  in  the  clear 
sunshine,  and  the  busy  sailors  were  hvirrying  about 
ns  uetial.  'Ihe  whole  scene,  so  familiar,  thrilled 
Mabel  witii  the  keenest  joy;  and  when  Mnggie  met 
them  at  the  door,  and  the  little  parlour,  with  its 
bright  fire,  was  opened,  che  ran  from  one  object  to 
another  in  childish  delight,  as  if  in  ecstasy  that  no 
mysterious  change  had  taken  place.  Harry  .«at 
down  quietly  in  his  old  sent,  with  a  look  as  if  the 
old  eares  hud  met  him  on  the  threshold.  His  wife 
rallied  him  on  looking  so  grave  on  their  first  night 
home. 

"  You  are  sorry  the  l\pliday  is  over,  you  idle 
boy!  "  site  cried. 

•No;  I  am  only  revolving  the  future,  he  answer- 
ed :  We  must  begin  to  save  now.  1  have  made 
great  ir>roads  on  our  little  fortune.  " 

It  did  not  make  Mabel  gloomy  to  tiiink  of 
saving.  .She  was  accustomed  to  that.  When 
Harry  was  gone,  the  next  morning,  she  tripped 
blitWly  about,  setting  things  in  order.  It  waa 
sweet  to  be  among  her  own  belongings  again, 
though  so  much  more  simple  than  the  goi^esus 
euflains,  and  canopied  beds,  and  frescoed  ceilings 
of  their  rooms  abro»d.   Mab«l  placed  the  new  niek- 


nacks  she  Uatl  brought  in  Tarious  poBitioBS,£iiding 
that  they  added  immensely  to  the  l^f^i^  tf  ih« 
room,  r  ;  .  ' 

"  I'll  surprise  Harry  by  putting  his  etothasa- 
way,  "   siie  tliought ;   and  she  ran  to  get  the  keys.     I 

Slabel  fek  so  strong  now  that  she  did  not  get  tired 
with  her  woi3c.  it  was  not  the  least  of  her  plealVKs 
In  her  return  boiue  tltat  she  felt  so  well —  as  if  ilie 
had  taken  ft  new  dranglit  of  the  wine  of  life.  1  b« 
old  wearioeae  was  gone.  A  new  sunshine  lay  on 
the  landscape.  She  sang  as  she  tripped  about,  ami 
the  joy  of  her  lieart  overflowed  in  the  music. 
^'<^og>^  peeKng  potatoes  in  the  kitchen,  wss  half 
resentful  at  any  one  being  so  happy  ht  tliis  vale  «f 
misery.  * 

But  the  song  suddenly  ceased,     hfaggic  nerit 
knew  why.     Mabel  had  taken   a  few   papers  i^om  - 
her  husband's  portmanteau,  wh^re  they  were  lying 
loose  amone  his  clothes.  'I  hey  might  be  valueless, 
but  it  would  be  better  to  put  them  with  the  others   . 
in  his  writing-desk.     The   thoneht  -aame    to  l»r,  ' 
as  she  tried  the  various  keys,  that  she  had  nt^rr 
opened  that  desk  before,  and  she  found  that  oou« 
of  the  keys  on  the  rinc  fitted  it 

"  Very  odd,  she  said,  that  Harry  does  not  keep 
this  key  wiiti  the  rest.  "  And  she  begsa  to  search 
ill  every  unlikely  spot,  when  she  discovered  it  in 
an  empty  cigar-case— a  little  bright  br*Bs  key,  that 
was  to  open  for  her  a  eliamber  of  horror  eqnal  to 
the  one  fraiaed  in  Bluebeard's  laf^nd  ;  for,  th«r«i,  « 
as  she  turned  over  soitte  loose  papers,  she  touebci  * 
a  large  gray  pooket-book,  stained  with  blood.  * 

Mabel  drew  back  her  band  with  a  sick  iieeling 
she  could  not  explain.  Then  she  reasoned  with  . 
Iierself  against  such  a  cliildish  fear,  and  boldly  took, 
tlie  pocket-book  in  her  hand.  There  were  only  t«o 
bits  of  paper  in  it.  On  one  was  scribbled  in  lead- 
pencil,  as  a  eort  of  a  memorandum  : — "  A  thousand 
pounds  in  ten. pound  notes.''  The  figures  swam 
before  Mahal's  eyes,  and  grew  into  hery  hiero- 
gyphics.  The  other  was  a  scrap  of  eommenoe- 
iiient  of  a  litter  to  "  Haory  Marsden,  Esq.  " 

That  name!  Mabel  remembered  bcr  hn8b<MK|  ■. 
start  when  lie  heard  it.  1  hen  he  had  said  he  did  ^ 
not  know  the  person.  But  this  writing  was  not 
Harry's.  it  was  a  firm,  large,  old-fashioned,  ' 
business-lilae  hand.  Perhaps  that  of  the  debtor'  . 
who  had  sent  Harry  this  money ;  and  the  old  '- 
pocket-lKiok  might  hare  Iteen  Harry's  ialliet's. 
'J  here  was  a  date  on  the  letter,  however — the  21  «t  i 
of  July! 

MalK:l  sliut  the  desk,  put  the  little  brass  key  in 
its  place,  and  sat  down  to  think.  Who  was  this 
Henry  Mnrsdon,  and  how  did  Harry  come  into  ' 
posseseivD  pf  a  piece  of  a  letter  to  liim  ?  W  ho  liad 
traced  tlmt  name  and  this  other  strange  ineiuo- 
randum—  "  A  thousand  pounds,  in  ten-pon«l  *■ 
notes  ?  "—  and  who«e  was  this  pocket-book  staiosi 
with  blood?  • 

The  21st  of  July!  Why,  that  was  the  day 
which  had  ended  in  soeii  a  stonn —  which  had 
brought  thiem  the  saving  b«Ip — the  very  day  ! 

And  the  day  wiien  that  lonely  traveller  had  btsn. 
way-laid,   murdered,   and   robbed —  for,  no  money   -. 
bad  been  found  with  'him —  the  very  day  [ 

Why  did  these  two  thoughts  strive  and  struggle 
with  one  Another  in  lier  brain,  as  if  they  hud  any 
relation  to  each  other?  H»r  Harry!  A  cold, 
cnrdling  terror  was  at  her  heart.  5<he  knew 
in  what  a  bitter  mood  he  had  gone  forth  that  nigitt ; 
she  knew  qoW  that  lie  had  feared  to  lose  li«r.  tg 
the  want  of  a*few  pounds.  Was  it  possible  that  IB'  -1 
a  momeiA  of  wild  frenzy 

Ah !  Hlie  put  tliat  thought  away  from  lier  with  • 
sickened  groan.    It  was  not  possible.    Her  Hany 
a  highway  robber,  and  worse !  He  lift  his  hand,  even  - 
in   the  jfeepest   gloom  of  poveKy   and   desperatli 
rebellion  at  fate  i^inst  his  feUow-man  I    Never—*  ' 
it  could  cot  be ! 

Yet  the  date,  the  exact  sum  which  lie  had  told 
her  he  hod  received  that  night,  the  pocket-book 
with  the  ghastly    stains,    that    name    which    bad 
startled  him,  all  this  killed  her  peace.    Site   aoag, 
no  more,  but  sat  down  quietly    m  her  old  ikshlob  . 
and  watched  for  her  husband's  coming.  isb«  begMk%9 - 
remember  his   gloomy  air  when  he  was   telling  h4^ 
the  glad  tidings  of  tli<i  money,  aiid  a  tronblnl  loo£ 
which  Ilia  face  had  scarcely  ever  lost  since ;  ftn^' 
th«  meotory  was  like  m  poisoaed  arrow  to  her  Ix-ari 
In  all  tUschaos  of  thoughts  %hich  whirled  thivj 
berbraifefOnepnrposetirmcditself.  Tobti^i 
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THE     SI]\GER'S    JOVRIVAL.. 


Dressed  in  a  Dolly  Varden. 

Sang  b7  Toay  Putor. 


While  promenading',  (heothar  day, 
I  ehmicpd  to  •inv  in  •  car«lM«  way. 
I  mat  a  irotty  irlrl   alia  looked  so  gay, 

Drtaaoil  in  a  Dolly  Varden. 
I  aald  :   "  My  dear,  now  draw  It  mtid  ; 
I  like  Tour  Rtyle  "  •  he  gar*  a  •mi la  { 
I  fallowed  her  fnlly  a  mile. 
Vyain^  har  Doll/  Varden. 
CROKCB. 
Draaaed  in  her  Dolly  Tardeu  dreaaed  In  her  Dolly  Yardan, 

On  the  'hiaiioatLi)  pier  I  naw  my  little  dear. 
Sown.  down.  yaa.  down  on  the  beach  at  Brighton. 

The  band  wna  playing  on  the  plet. 

It  encliaTited  ibe  rsr  nf  niy  little  dear  : 

I  thought  the  maalc  I'd  like  to  hear. 

So  I  followed  the  Dolly  Varden  ; 
I  aaid  :  "  My  dear,  can  I  dance  with  yoa  f  " 
"  That  nniila  in-var  do— with  a  atrangnr   too  : 
What  wonld  ma  «kt  if  she  knew 

I  had  ou  my  Dolly  Varden  t  " 

Dreaaed  In  har,  ka. 

Her  Dolly  Varden  looked  like  allk.' 

Or  London  milk,  which  ia  finer  than  allk  : 

She  aaiU  ;  "  uir  It'a  i 'at  uf  lua'a  bed  quilt 

I  Te  made  a  Dolly  Varden.  " 
I  aaw  her  home,  that  very  night. 
The  moou  abone  In  igbt    my  heart  waa  light ; 
I  popped  tbe  qne^tlon.  and  now  it'a  all  right, 

I'lu  tu  marry  the  Dolly  Varden. 

Dreaaed  In  har,  tu. 


i  *f*. 


My  Pet 

Song  hy  Tony  Faetor. 


Thongh  othara  may  harp  on  their  owji  darling  traaanra, 

Tbe  name  of  their  favorite  often  repeat. 
There'a  nanght  nuto  u.e  affurdeih  auch  plaaaare 
▲a  my  monae-cok>red  kitten  with  little  white  feet. 
Mv  pretty,  aoft  kitten  ' 
:...!/        My  briRbt   piayfnl  kitten  ! 
-    "'       My  little  pet  kitten- 
80  loTing  and  aweet  '. 

8he'a  aa  ily  aa  a  fox— ao  miiehleTona  and  canning. 
And  kerpa  one  ear  npen — e'en  when  abe'a  aaleap  : 
She  knowa  In  a  miuute  wheni>T0r  I'm  coming, 
▲ad  aptlsga  froiu  tlir  cnahion  to  glTa  me  a  aaat. 
My  wide-awake  kitty  ! 
My  frolicklnK  Witty  ! 
-  .  ,         My  mooae-colured  kitty — 

go  loving  and  aweet ! 

« 

Lilly  m^y  aing  of  her  charming  canary. 

Emit  in  hia  warbling  thronRhunt  tbe  long  day  : 
■luuia,  euJoyinK  ber  (air  R«rdau— ao  airy. 

Charmea  by  the  aweola  of  a  fragrant  bodqaat : 
Minnie  haa  chickeua,  and  pet  lamb  ao  pretty. 

And  little  gray  ra>>blta  ao    iTply  aid  neat : 
Tat  none  ao  cheerful   ao  pleaaing  aa  kitty— 
My  Bonea-colored  kittv— with  little  white  feat ! 
My  wondeyfull  kitty  ! 
In)elilrent  kitty  ! 
My  Itoauttd  kitty— 
80  loving  and  aveet  ! 


.    li°<  Loafer's  Advice. 

Oonpoaad  by  John  Sheridan— Sang  by  J.  Kelly. 


In  thia  town  they  call  me  a  loafer, 

A  awinillar  and  a  cheat, 
Wlitlat  otbera,  itill  banler  npon  ma, 

Tbey  can  me  a  regular  dead  beat  : 
Put  iheu  they  luaj  call  n.e  what  they  pleaae. 

It  makea  no  ditrnrence  to  me  : 
For.  I  aiwaya  am  taltiug  my  aaae. 

While  ever  I  have  a  |>enny. 
CHORiia 
Kow  what  ia  the  good  of  hard  worklBf,         -  ,    ' 

While  yon  love  wbiakey  f  ' ', 

Tou  luaj  w.jrii  liarl  allyunr  life  tlma. 

And  than  will  have  no  money.  '•,' 

Borne  loafera  yoa  will  aao  go  to  workt 

And  Work  till  they  get  paid.  '.; 

And  then  art>und  lar  room  will  lark,    '■ 

Until  their  money  la  played  : 
They  will  ponder  tbetr  thouglUa  when  iobar« 

And  tbiuk  of  Ibe  work  tbey  have  dune. 
But  auiiieHitDg  yet  la  etlll  lacliing. 

And  that  la  tbe  board  bill  to  coia»— 

Ohorw. 

Bnt  if  yoa  want  to  be  proaparooi^ 

Aud  lay  year  money  in  etora. 
60  Join  Bome  temperance  anclety, 
>    And  then  drink  wbiakey  no  mora, 
Hezt  day  atart  off  to  yuar  work. 

And  do  what  aver  you  can  : 
Tea  will  think  it  la  very  hard. 

Bat  bear  It  like  a  maa 

OROgns. 
In  leea  than  on*  weak  yon  will  aay  t 

"  Woiking  with  uia  doea  agraa  : 
I  Barer  have  aa«n  a  hard  day. 

•Inoa  I  left  off  froo*  whiakay.  " 


>/,  *■. 


Would  Yoa  be  Surprised  ? 

Written  and  Sung  by  Qua  wiiiiaiB^      . 
the  American  Star  Oomiqaa.     '    *«'. 


Wondera  every  day  we  aea    ;- -  .  ■ 

Start  before  our  eyea  :  '^'      . 

The'  they're  cnmmim  enough,  yet  w«  ■:"  ' 
Oan't  repreae  anrprlae.  <,   ; 

Take  tbe  papera  up  aud  read 
Where  they're  advertlaed  : 
If  there  you  don't  find  half  a  Mor%  - 

Would  yon  l>e  aurprlaed  T 
CHORUS. 
Nothing  urder  the  ann  ia  new  : 
Sii  we're  all  advlaed— 
•  Bnt  If  you'd  nothlug  to  wonder  tt. 

Would  yoa  be  aurprlaed  ? 

Read  the  papera— If  yon  want  eaah. 

Lota  uf  folka.  yoa  aee  .  . 

Lend  yoa  money  at  nought  par  cent—  ' 

What  oonld  ulcer  lie  ? 
Pay  the  feea  that  the  place  requirea. 

Be  well  catechized 
And  if  you  never  receive  tbe  caab. 

Would  you  t>e  aurprlaed  ? 

>othing  ander  tba  ran,  he. 

How  to  live  on  a  groat  a  day. 

If  tbe  way  you'd  learn. 
Baud  aiz  etaiupa,  aud  the  aecret  then 

la  poated  by  return. 
IX.  however  yon  practice  It, 

When  yoa  are  apprlaed. 
And  get  na  ftt  aa  a  driyman'a  bona. 

Would  yoa  he  aurprlaed  r 

Motbiug  under  the  na,  fto. 


►*♦»-. 


Beyond  the  Golden  Door. 

Song  by  Tony  Paator. 


WheM  the  stai^  were  ahinine  dimly. 

At  the  peaceful  close  of  day, 
And  a  veil  of  pearly  dew-drops 

O'er  the  sleeping  blosaoma  lay, 
Little  baby's  eyes  were  closing, 

And  ber  aweet  and  jiatient  smile 
Seemed  to  tell  us  of  the  anc^s, 

Who  were  watching  all  the  while. 

Kow  ber  laugh  no  more  is  ringing 

In  our  lone  and  quiet  room. 
And  the  robins  miss  her  fnot-fall 

in  the  orchard  bright  with  bloom  t 
I  can  hear  their  voices  calling, 

As  among  the  clouds  they  soar. 
For  the  little  baby  angel. 

Who  has  passed  the  golden  door.      . 

Ever  near  me,  waking,  sleeping 

Seems  the  little  cherub  form, 
That  the  shining  boats  have  sheltered, 

Safe  from  every  earthly  storm  : 
And  in  dreams,  the  wee  lips  smiling 

Press  my  forehead  as  of  yore, 
labile  they  ivhiaper  of  the  glory 

Just  beyond  the  golden  door. 


The  Oal  that  took  My  Eye. 


Aa  T  waa  walking  down  the  street. 
The  other  afternoon-  J 

Palled  ua  mj  kida  lit  my  aegar, 
lu  front  of  a  a.^loou 

When  a  vlaion  floated  paat  my  eight, 
Wbich  cauaed  my  alRht  to  fly  : 

Twaa  the  prettlaat  gal  1  ever  aaw— 

My  golly  :  ahe  took  uiy  eye. 
ciiORrs. 
Bhe  waa  ao  fair— I  do  declare 

I  feel  ao  queer  when  I  am  naaf 
The  gal  that  took  my  eye  ! 

I  watched  her  aa  she  crosaed  the  atraat— 
My  heart  waa  ull  taumtt". 

I  oulokly  moved  my  handkerchief— 
I  golly  '  ahe  did  th»  annie  : 

In  a  moment  I  waa  at  her  aide  : 
"  Tour  pardnu,  niiaa.  "  aald  L 

Bhe  aald  I  waan't  very  bold- 
Ob  !  goUy  :  aha  took  my  eya  ! 


Bha  waa  to  ftir,  te. 


I  aaked  If  ahe  would  be  mine, 

Aa  we  atood  at  ber  door— 
Bhe  aald  abe'd  no  oljectlona. 

Har  parenta  they  were  poor  ; 
Bnt  I  doti't  mind  anoli  trifiea  : 

To  win  her  I  aball  try. 
And  if  I  do.  I'll  Jual  abuw  yon 

The  gal  that  took  my  eye— 


for. 


•ha  waa  ao  Mr.  Aa. 


Br«ad-and-Che«ie  and  Kisses. 

Haw  Veraiou— Bong  by  Xouy  Paataa, 


One  day.  when  I  came  home  fatlgaad. 

And  bit  lucHned  to  gi  umble, 
Beeanae  my  Ufa  waa  one  of  toil, 

Baeanaa  my  lot  waa  humble  i 
I  aald  to  Kate   my  darling  wife. 

In  whom  my  whole  life's  bllaa  ia  : 
*•  What  have  you  gut  for  dinner,  Kate  1" 

"  Why   bread-aod-eheeae  aud  klaaaa  !  " 

Though  worn  and  tirad,  my  heart  leaped  ap 

Aa  thoae  plain  worda  aha  uttered  : 
Why  ahoald  I  envy  thoae  whoae  bread 

Than  mine  'a  more  thickly  battered  T 
I  aald  :  ■•  We'll  have  deeaert  at  ooee.  " 

"  What'a  that  T  "  ahe  aaked.     "  Why,  thla  U.  " 
I  kiaaed  ber.     Ah  '.  what  aweeter  meal 

Than  bread-and-cheeae  and  klasea  ! 

I  gased  at  her  with  pare  delight  t 

8be  nodded  and  amiled  gaily  :    - 
I  aald  r  "  My  love,  on  anob  a  meal 

I'd  dine  witb  pleaaure  dally. 
When  I  think  of  yen,  dear  girl, 

I  pity  thoae  flue  mlaaea 
Who  turn  their  noae  up  and  poat 

At  bread-aud-chcese  and  klaaeai 

And  when  I  look  at  your  dear  form 

And  on  yaur  fice.  ao  homely  : 
And  when  I  look  In  your  dear  ayai^  | 

And  on  your  drrsa   ao  comely  : 
And  when  I  bold  you  In  my  arms, 

I  laugb  at  Furtuoe  8  iiiissca. 
I'm  blast  with  yon  conteut  with  yoa. 

And  bread-and-cheeae  and  klaaea.  " 


She  Said  I  was  too  Small. 

Oompoaed  and  Song  by  Samuel  D.  Strlcklgr. 
Air  :  If  ever  I  oeaaa  to  Lot*. 


While  walking  ont.  tbe  other  day. 

To  see  what  I  could  aee. 
I  chance  to  meet  a  pretty  girl. 

Who  amiled  ao  aweet  at  me— 
I  only  aaked  this  girl  for  fan 

If  I  could  on  her  call. 
And  what  do  yon  think  she  aald  to  ma  f 

She  aaid  :  I  waa  too  email. 
Oboma  :    Do  you  really  think  I  am  t 

I'm  over  five  feet  tall  :  ' 

I  can  do  the  work  a  man  haa  dona. 

Do  you  think  I  am  too  email  t 

I  waa  going  to  speak,  and  bad  Jnat  commeneed. 

When  ahe  turned  hrr  head  away  : 
Baya  I  :   "  pleaae  face  thr  muaic   Mlaa, 

I've  aomething  1  wonld  aay.  " 
Bhe  put  l)uth  hauUa  over  ber  eara. 

And  would  net  Uaten  at  all. 
And  all  she  aaid  waa  tbe  parting  word  : 

"  I  think  you  are  too  small.  "  Ohoma. 

'I  tamed  and  looked  after  tbla  girl,  ,: 

In  wonder  aud  anrprlae. 
To  think  that  one  so  email  aa  aha 

Wonld  quarrel  about  uiy  else. 
Bo  1  hope  aome  day.  I'll  get  my  ahapSk 

If  Itf  atout  or  if  It'a  uTl  : 
Tot.  I  hate  the  girls  to  tell  me  that 

They  think  I  am  too  small. 


Ohoraa. 


-»^*-i 


The  Prenchman's  Tabby  Tom  Cat. 


Bang  by  Tony  Paator. 


■r\ 


Oh  '  have  yoa  seen  mv  pnasy  Tom  Oa^ 

What  I  did  love,  ob  !  ao  dear  1 
Be  was  all  over  black   ao  nice  and  fat. 

Can  any  onu  tell  me.  dat'a  here  T 
I  had  my  poor  poasy  ven  only  so  big— 

A  bon  little  kitten  waa  be  ; 
He  grewed.  and  be  grew«l  aa  tat  aa  a  pig. 
Be  gar  '  be  grewed  fatter  zan  me — 
CBORua. 
;      Oh  !  where,  oh  '  where  ia  my  Tabby  Tom  Oat  T 
Oh  !  where,  oh  !  where  ia  he  now  T 
With  hla  Uil  in  se  front,  and  bis  nose  behind. 
Oh  !  where  can  my  Tabby  Tom  be  t 

Hia  w'takers  stick  out  from  za  side  of  hia  BQM^ 

One  grande.  brave  puaay  was  he  :  11. 

Ho'd  Cktch  ze  mooaa.  he'd  catch  aa  nt,'    ■    ' 

And  aouillmes  he'd  catch  It  from  me.         '  ^  ..    - 
Sometimea  bs'd  walk  on  za  tilea   at  night;      :;'  ' 

And  all  ze  strange  cata  be  would  beat,         J- 
And  ven  he  waa  hungry  jump  over  aa  wall,  ?. 

And  dine  upon  aoiuetxMly'a  meat. 

Oh !  what*,  Ao. 

Now.  van  he  waa  angry,  he'd  atiek  op  hla  tail, 

Tho'  it's  not  quite  aa  long  aa  iMtfore  : 
Beeanae  on  one  day   be  waa  rannlng  away. 

When  he  got  hia  tall  Jammed  In  Be  doo   : 
I  walk  tbro'  ze  street  lu  ararcb  of  uiy  pk  ■, 

And  drown  my  desiialr  In  hot  grog  : 
Bome  aay  ray  oAT-ae-tro-phe  met  with  my  oat, 

Aud  aome  aay  my  cafa  gone  to  the  doga— 

Oh  •  whava.  to. 


TH£     SirVOER^S    JOUR.^AL. 


A  Bioh  Daddy.    ■< 

Bang  by  Dick  PrendergMt 


I  eonrtod  one*  a  lOTely  idIm,         •  "r_y: 
T    With  Caplrt*  filr  cnnnlTil  :  ^  '  f.v 

But  when  I  Mid  -  '  Let  lu  marry,  liat^^ 
I  found  I  bad  a  rival. 

Now.  I  w««  bonrat  yonng  ind  atrong;    . -': 
Tbooftb  my  father  waa  a  Paddy  : 

But  mj  rival'e  only  merit  waa,         ..•,.."•■.. 
He  bad  a  wealth;  daddy. .  ;'"i-('.  * '.  ■ 

I  offered  Ler  aa  true  a  bearl  •i..",^   "•>,.'..; 

A*  beata  In  my  bod'-  ■  ;:,U  ■  « 

Bat  a  meebanlek  had  no  ahov 

Again  t  the  eon  of  abodd  r. 

B».  soon  ahe  wed  the  alcklv  aproa^ 
And  Kluried  in  ber  laddie  : 
I  BoOD  In  flue  clottifi  peradrd  ont 
.{    On  the  greenbacka  of  hla  daddj. 

My  hook  I  huatled  lu  the  aea. 

And  caiigbt  an  bumble  maid  : 
And  In  her  honest   faltbfal  Iot«       :  T'  . 

Hy  Btrngglei  were  repaid. 

My  former  love  with  KneetlDg  langb 

Did  often  pms  rae  by  — 
My  wifs  with  swept  content  jnst  said  t      .. 

"  Fob  LOW  how  la  that  for  high  t  "      -  . 

Thna  time  went  awiftly  bounding  on  : 

A  bosa  I  soon  became  : 
My  little  wife  h  lady  grew 

In  look  aud  wealth  and  name. 

Thna  when  (  bnilt  a  atone- front  honao^     '. 

And  hir^'d  i  bnusry  laddie 
I  soon  found  iint  my  huduian  waa 

The  a^n  of  the  rich  daddy. 

"  Come.  Paddy,  quick  bring  ap  the  brlok 

And  inurtar  iu  jour  hoddy.  " 
And  tbia  Is  what  becMne  nf  ber 

Who  wed  the  eon  of  ahoddy.  ■ '  '^ 

And  now  fair  maida  a  moral  learn : 

Benirmber  this   my  rhynin  : 
There  Is  no  path  ao  ruRged  that 

An  boueat  love  can  t  climb. 


—^*-^ 


When  I  was  a  Batchelor. 


When  I  was  a  Batchelor,  bright  was  my  eye, 

I  never  knew  truuble  or  either  a  sigh,      ;•.,,- 

Until,  one  day,  I  met  Miss  Fan  : 

She  declared  I  would  make  a  nice  family  man. 

Oh  !  dear  !  deny  it  who  can  — 

Now  1  am  the  style  for  a  family  man.    '.  ; .  '.; 

We  lived  and  we  loved  — and  (t  year  passed  away  : 

She  drove  me  an>und  like  a  horse  every  day  : 

See  the  cradle  in  the  corner,  deny  it  you  can. 

Now  I  am  a  father  and  a  family  man. 

Oh  !  dear  !  deny  it  who  can — 

^'ow  I  am  a  father  and  a  family  man.' 

There  is  Mr  Moustache  with  his  silvery  talk. 

He  politely  ttoliciLs  my  wife  for  a  walk  :       .:,;;..■ 

I  full  in  behind,  look  pleased  if  I  can. 

And  carry  the  baby  like  a  family  man. 

Oh  '.  dt-ar  !  deny  it  who  can  — 

A*Dd  carry  the  baby  like  a  family  man. 

Now,  hnsbanda  and  wives,  take  warning  by  me  : 

I  0  kind  to  your  families,  and  always  agree  : 

Be  kind  t^>  juur  neighbors.  I  know  you  can  : 

'1  liiN  riiils  the  song  of  the  family  man. 

Oh  I  dear  !  deny  if  you  can  — 

'1  bis  ends  the  song  of  the  family  man. 


►.♦«-, 
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Friends  versos  Money. 


Ton  may  all  talk  of  frienda  aa  much  aa  yon  like. 

Hut  he   wlio  trngta  to  tlieiu.  Is  an  nn'nrky  wigbt  : 

Yon  na<y  count  them  br  scorea  when  'on've  money  to  spend. 

But  wait  till  yr.Q're  -   biO'-e,  "  ibfn  buw  are  yon,  frleods  ? 

Experieuce  «trre  told   is  a  very  gooU  te.iclier. 

And  nzperei  ee  ba'<  taiiuht  at  tha  nii>uey  ■  the  feature. 

To'i  ma.T  cull  it  vilr  droHs  but  on  it  depends 

Yonr  onn  fntnre  proi<p<*cti>   and  :>lao  yonr  frienda  : 

If  liumbiy  aiiired    foi  a  iioaitiun  yuo  go 

Y  n're  quickly  iuforme  I  .  '    We  Ctin't  give  yon  a  ahow.  " 

If  you  aak  for  fli'<  n-HS  ii    l)ii-.v  .1  Hii,>uiiuKly  smile 

kpA  aay  :    >  'tis  becHoan  yon  iiavru't  the  atyle.  " 

lint  ir  frirlilnr'aMr  flessi-d    »b  '  tliat  is  snfBcieut  : 

Alth'  nt^h  In  iDt)ch  inarning  you  nuy  be  deficient. 

ion'ie     aecoiiiplianed—    geuirol "— bo  luaiier  bow  vile— 

Becat.au  ^yjn  >n  the  tiondoullcs— '   money  aud  style.  " 

As  yon  20  ti    <.i   h  I  .<<  world    bur  this  faci  In  mind — 

ro  treat  eve  V  oo>' w,)ll   and  ple.,sore  you'll  And  : 

Oo  ((ooo  wb«r«  .von  can   and  no  one  revile  ■• 

Twi^l  luai.o  you  nioru  i.apt.y  ib.n      MoiiSy  or  Style.  " 


Sorrows  «re  the  shadow*  of  past  joys. 


j       Take  the  Nectar  from  Her  Lipa. 

■  t.    •  ■  :     Snng  by  Tony  Paator.  ,    ^''.\^,i.* 

Basking  in  the  sunshine  of  lovely  womsn'aamiles. 
And  listening  to  the  music  of  her  tongne  : 

Or  toying  with  the  ailken  hair  that  bang*  in  golden  loeka. 
That'a  the  atyl>i.  my  boya  to  Jug  along. 

Obeeka  like  bloofiaiog  rosea   akiu  like  liUea  white. 

One  fair  arm  aronnd  yonr  waist,  presa  her  with  delight. 

CHORUS. 
Then  take  the  nectar  from  her  lipa,  -C .. . 

.{  Sweeter  than  honey  that  wild  beea  alp  : 

:.  t        Then  take  the  unctar  fiom  ber  lipa,  -'..  '  .-3. 

*  Sweeter  than  honey  that  wild  beea  alp.         .■:>'■ 

Dark  and  frowning  beauty,  with  her  eyes  as  bright  aa  atara. 

And  tressea  Mling  like  a  stream  of  Jet : 
With  at'citely  walk  and  proud  disdain  upon 

her  hangbty  brow, 
Take  heed   although  we  stoop,  we  conquer  xat ; 
Talk  of  lank  and  tilea.  or  gold  and  jewela  bri)^— 
Then  ebe  will  offer  yon  ber  band,  press  it  with  delight 

Then  take  the  nectar,  ke. 

Ton  see  how  very  easily  la  lovely  woman  bought. 

Should  wily  man  ber  capture  undertake  : 
And  with  a  Tittle  flattery  how  soon  the  bird  is  cangbt. 
And  thinks  a  splendid  match  abe'a  goinR  to  make— 
Bpt  he  provea  a  nobody  alaa  '  abe  fluda  too  late. 
When  honeyed  worJa  aud  simple  little  kiss 

have  sealed  her  fate. 
Then  take  the  nectar,  &o. 

Now  what  a  simole  VIss  will  do  at  nny  time,  yon've  aeen. 
If  yon  bare  watched  its  progress  through  my  lay  : 

Twill  lift  a  man  from  poverty  or  break  a  malden'a  heart, 
Or  canse  a  "sn  to  throw  hla  life  sway  : 

A  aimple  klaa  works  wonders,  a  woman's  tears  'twiU  dry  : 

We  cannot  do  without  it,  aud  I  dnn't  n  en  to  try. 
t  Then  take  the  nectar,  ho. 


Joe,  the  Charmen  . 

Written  *n<\  Snng  by  DicV  Hunt,  ard  sung  at 
Tammany  Hull,  with  treiueudona  applaaae. 

As  1  was  going  down  Broadway,  -. 

1  met  Miss  big-feet  on  the  way  :  .'■   ■ 

Of  course,  I  stoppied  and  had  a  walk, 
Uer  big  feet  took  up  the  whole  sidewalk. 
ciuiRrs. 
Joe,  the  charmer,  Oh  !  Joe,  the  charmer.  Oh  ! 
j   Joe,  the  charmer,  Oh  !  Joe,  the  charmer.  Oh  ! 

We  took  a  walk,  the  other  afternoon, 

And  went  into  a  Dutch  saloon  :  .    •. 

I       We  had  some  sauer-kraut  and  lager-biep,;;^'/ ; 

j-      And  she  spent  my  money  there.  '    ■ 

1  ^-;  •.'■  ,-•,■  ChoroB. 

f  -■'".';.'  <■'  \  c- .  ''  '<•  -i^r-'-'y^:^"^.  ■  :.'■■'■ 

The  firet  thing  1  knew — she  was  light —       ,. 

And  how  was  I  to  get  her  right  ?  ■•  Sf  -:, 

.•        Of  course,  she  was  not  very  light, 
!         And  by  that  time  it  was  getting  night.      ■< 

Ohorns. 

EircoRK  :  There  was  two  men  afloat  in  a  tub,  one 
was  blind  and  the  other  had  no  arms.  'Ihe  blind 
man  saw  a  knife  a  floating  on  the  water,  the  man 
that  had  no  arms,  he  picked  it  up. 

Chonu. 


Flirting  in  the  Twilight 


Oh  !  I'm  very  fond  of  roving, 

Wheu  the  stars  are  lu  the  skjr : 
And  a  heart.  So  tme  and  loving. 

Often  meets  me  o  i  the  sly.  ::/ 

The  sweetest  worda  be  whiapers. 

And  hla  eyes  are  sparkling  bluej- 
Bnt  what  he  tells,  you  may  t>e  aai« 

I'll  ne»er  tell  you. 

CBORITS. 
Oh  '  we  wnnder  while  the  shadowa  fall. 

But  a  pair  of  eyes  are  mt  light— 
Of  ail  the  joys  it  beats  ibem  all. 

This  flirtiug  111  the  twilight  ?' 

Oh  '  my  heart  kept  going  pIt-a-pat. 

I  scarce  could  tell  what  1  waa  at  : 

We  wandered  in  the  shadows. 

Bnt  bis  beaming  eyes  they  we^e  ¥T  light-* 

Ofjoyswempft   there's  none  so  sweet, 

Ae  flirtiug  in  the  twilight. 

•Fo*  be  called  me  "  pet  "  and  *'  dearest.  "_ 

And  i  conld  not  tnll  yon  half ! 
'.And  he  feaid  1  waa  the    °  nearest,  " 
Then  I  l;'nghi:il  »  little  laugh  : 
His  arm  be  kinllv  off'>red.  .''.,.  '. 

Then  ho  off-ireii  me  hla  band.  .i' ;V  ; 

Ami  aald  ho'd  make  hia  darling  oaa 
Tue  b^ppievt  lu  ilio  laud  ! 


The  darker  the  setting,  the  bri^ter  the  diumood. 


1%. 


Korah  O'Neal's  Eeply. 

from  SaTCBOAX  Nioht. 


Yon  My  you  are  lonely  without  me, 
That  you  sig^b  for  oik  glance  of  my  ey*  : 

Toa're  blarneyiog  always  about  me — 
Oh  !  why  dou't  you  to  papa  apply  ? 

You  beg  me  to  go  galavanting. 

To  meet  you  at  the  foot  of  uie  lane — 

With  a  kis^  too  !  why,  man,  you  are  ranting 
Do  you  thin^t  that  1  m  wholly  insane  ? 

When  you  woo  8  young  lady  of  senae,  air, 
Don't  whine  abtout  sorrow  and  tears  : 

It's  a  matter  of  dollars  and  cents,  sir. 
No  tale  of  romance  interferes. 

Oh  !  poverty's  not  at  all  funny  : 

My  style  I  will  never  conceal  : 
If  1  can't  get  a  husband  with  money. 

Then  I'll  livie  and  die  Norah  O'NeaL 


A  Colored  Professor  'Cnisin'  Office-Saeken. 


Feller-sUngers  ob  de  right  to  plaoe  yer  frens  on  de  high 
road  to  min.  I'ae  'peared  afore  yer  to-night  to  'coaa  de 
science  ob  politics,  unJ  de  pitfalls  cb  ofllce-scckin'.  Now, 
I  tell  yer  gemmen.  wbar's  de  haab  comln'  from.  If  yer 
got  ter  spen'  yer  time  cbasin'  d«  ignna-nabber-cam-at-a- 
bns  pinnacle  ob  de  politician'a  glory  T— Don't  yer  bnild 
yer  bo|ies  ob  bapplneaa  on  gettin'  •  voslsb,  nnleas  yer 
happiness  will  bald  "Ut  .  yer  will  meet  » id  a  high  ole 
disapi'Ointroent  aftite  yer  git  to  de  climax  No  no ;  I  tall 
yer.  geuiiaon.  dia  eff^ce-aoekln'  aui  a  mighty  onaartain 
trade  ,  ye.V  n^iu^  to  bab  de  posielt  at  sharp  eight  to 
morrow  :  Ixit.  my  frens  dnt  tc-n  orrnw  ueber  comes  : 
Dera'n't  none:  when  It's  lo-morrow  it's  to-day.  1  tell 
yer,  fellers  to-mOrrow'a  alla\a  bonu'  to  dodge  a  PM  a- 
head  .-  dar'a  uo  lleS  »aas  dau  to-morruw,  'apecially  da 
politicians'  to-morrow  :  dat  sm  de  moat  onsartaineat 
thing  ou  dla  yere  -  eth   an'  no  miatake. 

I  tall  yer.  feller-fraiichiaes.  go  to  <ie  polla,  posltate  yer 
votes,  an'  den  cjar  out  ;  duut  yer  spen'  no  time  ronn' 
dat  are  little  drop  game.  Dare's  a  Iren  ob  mine  down 
Souf,  day  corns  oije  day  an°  siz  :  '  Mow,  Mr.  Pomfej  we 
want  .Ter  to  go  to  de  uext  Congress  we  do  "  Now.  dis 
tren  waa  a*  honest  an  ole  niirgah  aa  eber  basked  eom. 
bat  when  be  come  home,  goljy  '  whota  changed  man  dat 
ar  nlKKaU  wax  ,  dare  waan't  n  .ffiu'  darker  dan  a  anow 
drift  dat  wild  suit  diit  ar  poacocK  ;  au'  it  didn't  stop  dar 
nndder.  Dat  olej feller,  be  tuk  to  stealln'.  he  did.  an'  de 
parson  be  cnm  aronn'  to  sposnlato  wld  dls  yer  ex-Oon- 
gressruan  '  Mr.  Pumpey.  said  de  parson  I'ae  afeared 
dat  du  am  a  chance  dat  yer  soul  sm  lu  Jt  opardy.  "  'Don't 
;|er  bodder  yer  bed  'bout  dat.  cried  Mr  Pon.p<  y  T':i  h:  b 
a  bill  paased  de  next  aesaion  to  hab  a  new  heel  pat  on 
dat  ar  critter  ,  "  an'  dar  he  was.  He  went  to  Congress  a 
Christian  Dlggak.  an'  cnm  back  wld  more  amendments 
to  de  law  ob  doin'  Ja<>t  as  jer'e  a-inind  to,  dan  one  ob  de 
Committee  ob  Ssvienty. 

I  tell  yer.  uiy  ttttna.  dare  ain't  no  use  peraujbalattn' 
ronnd  de  cercle.  Keep  Jes  aa  Car  out  nb  de  reach  ob  po- 
litics as  yer  kin  git.  Dme's  Horace  Oreel^  lie  need  to 
be  a  Suuday-BCbbol  tcuciier  :  but  aince  ae  ole  man's  bin 
tryln',  to  git  de  nemiiiatiun  fur  Preaideut,  tie's  takin*  to 
awearlu'  like  a  trooper  and  de  wiiat  ob  It  is  de  <  l«  lasn 
don't  know  taowi  tjn  swar  no  b'>w.  It  mns  nbfdstiCKte  de 
Clerk  ob  de  brim^one  pit  when  be  gits  sbont  to  make  a 
record  ob  dat  ew:i|'in'.  1  tell  yer  dare  ain't  iiu  more  ab^>d- 
ders  twecn  dajtUght  an'  dark  dau  wat  ds  ufflce-aeeker 
Cbanea.  No,  noi  freiis  nebber  clihse  dat  ((.nna-nebbor- 
eum  at-a-bns.  Bitter  be  a  Innrh  fl<  nd  dsn  a  poalsh  see 
ker,  nnleas  yer  f;ot  -  weight  ''  on  de  brain.  Breddrea. 
dia  am  de  lessan  for  dis  rbenin'  .  to-morrow  night  we 
will  'rnss  de  snbjei^t  ob  charity  or  how  to  shell  oat  wen 
de  collection  plate  cams  aroun'. 


i;  ;  I  jOnly  ail  Ontcatt 

VrOtn  the  New-¥ork  Ollpper  by  Mlgnone  of  PhlladelpblB. 

"  Only  an  ootoast,  " — wandering  alone — 
Speak  a  kind  word  to  her,  frienda  she  has  none  : 
Once  ohe  was  pure  as  any  you'd  meet — 
Now  she's  a  east  away,  out  in  the  atreet. 

•'  Only  a  Magdalen  "—  etare  in  her  &ee— 
Profligate  debauchee— has  she  no  trace 
Of  womanhood  left  t  Ah  2  mothers,  alas  I 
And  sisters  have  fallen,  hke  her  yon  pass. 

"  Only  an  outcast,  "—but  sad  and  aloi»— 
"  Ye  who  are  einless.  cast  the  first  stone  " — 
God  will  be  pitiful— men  turn  aside — 
Caring  no  luatter  what  evil  betida. 

Weary  and  tir-d  with  contumely  and  strife. 
Day  after  day  madly  struggling  for  life — 
At  last  (  soray  tempted  ;  all  ha»  an  end, 
The  outcast  in  death  at  last  flnde  a  friend. 

When  you  despair  of  good,  beware  of  eriL 

EiiiB 
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THE     SWINGER'S    JOURIVAI.. 
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'  '     'The  Diamond  takes  the  Heart 

.  Air  ,  V^MiUi!  of  tha  Oceon. 


Kla4  frleuda  I  coma  to  Dins  a  ■our  of  wtait  I  do  not  know, 
OnUas  U  la  of  wbkt  you're  leeu  la  lUa  newi, 

■om«  days  kgo  : 
If  tkara'a  looie  tliit  h:ive  not  leei^  It, 

and  itndled  well  ita  pari 
loow  tall  ilieiii  Ua  title  la—  -Tbe  diamond  takes  the  heart " 
loa'Il  ftii  il  it  so  iu  aTer;  place 

whether  ynu'ra  Rood  or  bkd, 
Ro  matter  If  ynn're  homelr.  If  yon  bnt  owo  a  nag. 
And  haTs  plenty  of  luofMy,  why, 

■trangera  will  take  yoar  part, 
And  aay  you'ri  a  ijuod  fellow  :  for. 

tbe  diamond  take*  the  heart 

Ton  may  be  a  noted  vagabond  and 

have  Jnat  knocked  off  the  link, 
In  a  mlnnte  yon're  an  b^neat  luau 

If  yon  bnt  fhow  th»  chink  : 
And  If  a  conrtliig  yna  alionld  en  aurl  capid  «en<la  bla  dart, 
Xboagb  bad  yon  be    if  yon'va  moi><>y. 

ytxi  re  aure  tu  win  her  hAart  : 
■  ind  I  do  not  aay  In  erery  caae  that  th:s  la  lure  tu  paae  : 
But  nlDe-tentlia  I  know  will  liavf  vou 

for  your  money  in  a  mass  : 
Slie'H  not  hare  yon  If  yon'te  on  poorcothea. 

no  matter  if  you're  amart : 
^t  a  good  rig  on,  ake'Il  die  fur  you— for. 

tlie  diamond  takea  the  heart 

llow  when  a  man  Rata  about  forty. 

young  giria  will  langh  at  him, 
And  aay  he's  an  old  fogy,  and  bnt  a  played  out  limb  : 
Tbay'll  make  all  aorta  of  fnn  of  blm 

and  if  be  abonld  propose. 
We  may  expect  to  bear  the  youuK  8'rl  say  : 

•■  O'lt  man,  go  wlpo  yonr  Doae — " 
If  .'lis  mouth  dues  atretcU  from  ear  tu  ear 

or  if  a  by-word  be  hia  name  : 
Or  if  be  has  nn  prlndplt*   or  la  brnkon  <l  '^Tu  and  lame  : 
Or  if  he'a  forced  to  wear  a  wig  or  on 

bia  noae  there'd  be  a  wart  : 
Tat.  if  hes  rlob,  why,  abe'U  hare  him— for 

the  diamond  titkea  .he  heart 

Vow  I  tklak  I've  proven.  In  my  aong. 

all  what  I'Te  aaid  Is  tme  : 
T«'t  still  1  hope  and  prav  it  may  iibt   r  iii^peu  to  you. 
Don't  deapiae  a  roan  brcaupe  he  weaia  a  ragged  coat, 
Tonll  AimI  au  huuaat  tieart  beneath, 

and  ataniich  aa  a  life-boat 
Tbea  If  you  are  a  yooug  Rlrl,  love  uuu  bocause  he'a  yuor  : 
8e  may  be  rich  one  uf  these  days, 

then  can  you  wlab  for  innref 
'f)r  If  a  young  man  yon  may  be  then  take  her,  do  not  start, 
Altbo'  sbo'a  p->or— let  It  ne'rr  he  aaid 

tbxt  toe  diamond  took  the  ttSAlt— 


Pair,  Fair  without  Comparo ! 

r    ,-..         Sujjg  by  Tcny  PMtor. 


^ 


The  best  little  girl  that  ever  I  met 
,Was  OBu  ou  a  ate.iuiei    i  uau't  forget : 
I  was  caagbt  like  a  little  Aah  In  a  net, 

Whrn  10  OravBReud  I  »eut  for  tbe  day, 
Bba  aat  by  my  aide  with  her  waving  hair. 
I  thought  I  ahould  like  her  my  bread  to  share  : 
I  felt  I  could  kiss  her.  and  did— but  there — 

'Twaa  love  that  bad  led  me  away, 

CIlOKb'S. 
>i  Fair,  fair  wilhuut  compare— 

■f  A  aquint  in  lirr  eyr    :ind  carroty  hair. 

One  ny»  'coked  here  nnd  iba  rather  looked 
Beautiful.  BKAUTiruL  girl  ! 

She  b^d  a  felt  hat  with  feather  dark  green, 
vBer  Bge  1  ahoiild  tnf  waa  iib.>ut  nineteen 
'  And  abe  WIS  uut  tuo  criiiiiiiiy  uor  yet  too  lean, 
c      Jnat  the  aort  of  ;i  i;irl  fur  a  \vif«. 
'  Her  waial  waa  aa  ruuud  aa  a  weddinc-riiig 
;  Like  a  bag  of  aawdust  tied  round  with  a  atrliig, 
hShe  wblstlod  tbe  notna  ahe  couldn't  sitig, 
A     And  I  wiabeil  she  waa  mtne  for  life— 
f  Fair,  tklr,  Ae. 

When  Orsveaend  was  rrached,  we  went  for  a  ride, 
:   Ad<i  in  a  (imill  boat  went  d'lwii  Willi  the  tide  : 
;  But   w)mn  I  l<  ok>'d  brhind  me   lo-nn  men  I  spied 

BowiUK  alter  ua  too  wiiii  iniRht  and  main  : 
I  Tbey  pulle<l  very  bard  anU  she  aiieaiued  with  fright, 
'  I  shook  like  a  Itaf.  ami  f.-ii  raihei    ^vbite, 
[Bnt  I  tried  to  defeml  lier  witli  all    ,,y  might, 
And  I  wished  myself  bom«  atniu— 

Fair.  fair.  Ao. 

These  men  for  a  lark  then  boarded  my  k>oat 
And  collared  my  walat-coat    my  girl  and  ray  coat, 
Took  my  acnila  and  my  rudder  and  s>-t  me  afloat. 

And  I  drifted  right  down  to  the  uea~ 
They  dragged  ber  away,  she  he;jaii  in  <tt 
The  boat  apranv  a  leak.  too.  oh  '  crike.  my  ! 
And  but  fur  a  lUhiug-boat  tbat  waa  uigh.  > 

U  soon  would  have  t>een  all  C.  P. 

.     Fair,  Mr,  fee. 

I  got  up  to  town  the  following  day.      *T-.  . 

And  for  my  diveraiou  I  bad  to  |>ay 

The  asperse  uf  new  cl'tbea  :  so  advice  take,  pray, 

If  lijd  and  don't  do  the  aamn  thing  aa  ma  : 
Twas  lovx  at  first  sight   the'  I  mnat  onfeas 
To  so*  ber  auaiu  1  a  wish  puaaeaa. 
And  If  1  could  Qud  out  that  girl  a  addicss. 

Delighted  Indeed  I  should  be. 

Fair  fair  Ae. 


Tm  Sorry  I  Made  the  Remark.-—*-* 

jj    ;  ^tiug  by  Ous  WlllianUkr 
Fm  eareftil  whenever  I  open  my  Ilpi, 

And  know  prntty  well  what  I'm  at : 
Bnt  a  word  n<  w  and  then  froMi  tbe  best  of  IM  sTipe, 

And  I'm  no  exception  tu  tliat. 
A  careleaa  expreaalon  no  matter  how  slight, 

la  taking  a  leap  Id  tli«  ilark  ; 
So  If  I  tranagroaa.  I  freely  confess  .., 

I'm  sorry  1  made  the  remark. 
1  say  .  ■• 'Iwaa  »  Joke, 
I  regret  that  1  apoke— '* 
Or  :  "  I'm  sorry  I  made  the  remtrk.  " 

A  fancied  Indlgulty  often  will  cause 

A  uiau  to  fall  out  with  his  friend  :  ;    . 

And  then  in  a  pa«aion  he  flies  to  the  lawt. 

His  wounded  sell-love  to  defend 
He  seeks  Lis  attorney,  and  aaya  :  "  For  revenge. 

All  my  fortune  I'll  gladly  embark.  " 
Bnt  when  he  hxa  loat,  and  haa  reckoned  the  ooat. 
He's  sorry  he  made  the  remark. 
Be  Quds  11  BO  joke. 
He  regrets  that  he  spoke,     ' 
He's  Foi  ry  he  muUe  thu  remark. 

A  dandy  will  meet  with  a  damsel  so  sweet. 

That  he  offera  all  cost  to  defray  : 
To  the  opera  perhaps  or  ip  smartest  of  trapa^ 

To  LonR  Branch  go  for  the  day. 
Bnt  if  this  gay  youth— as  ia  olieu  the  truth- 
Is  uul>  a  poor  city  clerk  ; 
By  the  time  be  takea  fliglit  to  hia  garret  at  nigbl. 
He  is  aorry  he  made  the  remark. 
To  hia  uncle  be  goes 
With  bla  beat  au  It  of  clothes. 
And  he's  Surry  he  made  tbe  remark, 

A  hatchelor  often  will  jeerinr'v  say 

That  Cupid  will  u«ver  Huiiud  him  : 
Or  at  leuat   If  ha  doea  he  will  have  his  own  way. 

And  gratify  every  «hini. 
He'll  perchance.  a,ty  bia  bride  must  be  slim,  ftndbealde 

Her  t>eautiful  eyes  must  I'O  dark  : 
But  wUeu  he  geta  fond  of  a  plump  little  blonde, 
He's  sorry  he  madx  the  remark. 

He  11  say  .   "  'twas  a  Jest :  » 
Bnt  it  mnat  be  coufesssd 
He's  aoiry  be  made  ibtt  remark. 

A  troublesome  tailor  will  «end  yon  his  bill 

And    -  touching  that  little  account,  " 
Be  II  plainly  inform  you  be  must,  and  be  wUI 

Immediately  have  the  amount 
But  If,  by  a  chance    yon  can  pay  him  at  oaca^ 

Of  bla  valor  there  Isu't  a  spark  : 
Be  says  :  "  1  waa  raab  I  don't  want  the  cash, 
I'm  sorry  I  madn  Iho  icmuik  . 
It  was  foolish  to  make 
Snch  a  stapid  mistake. 
And  I'm  sorry  I  made  the  remark.  " 

The  lover  Is  wooing  the  girl  of  his  heart. 

And  pinrops  himself  down  on  his  kneea  : 
Be  joyfully  bears  her  cousent  to  take  part 

Of  bis  home   and  hia  brea  1,  and  hia  cheese  t 
The  fragrance  he  aipa  from  her  pretty  red  llpe. 

And  he'a  hippy  and  blithe  as  a  lark- 
But  ere  two  years  elapse,  he'll  discoTsr,  perbapa. 
Be  la  Surry  be  made  the  remark. 

He'll  sigh    and  aonfeas  .'    , 

He's  gui  lutu  a  mesa. 
And  be"''  sorry  he  made  ihi^  remark. 


Teddy  O'Lyncb. 


A  beantifnl  cratnre  was  Teddy  O'Lvncb  :     "        ' 
Be  sbtud  in  hia  atookins  aix  feet  and  an  inob  : 
Bia  hAlr  it  waa  red.  and  hia  eyea  they  were  bine. 
And  a  bole  in  liia  face  that  tbe  ahiskey  wint  throogb — 
Snch  a  broth  of  a  b'y  was  our  Tedd. 

He  left  all  bia  fri'uda  aud  reUliona  iu  Cork. 
And  aaili'd  In  a  beanliftil  ship  to  New -York  : 
And  whin  hia  feet  t'lUChnd  on  American  ground, 
A  sbillin  alone  in  bia  pocket  he  iuund — 
So  nearly  cleaned  out  was  our  Teddy. 

'■  A  Bhillln'  '  says  Teddy  — sure  that  Isn't  moeh  : 
T>a  a  poor  abtummickt  b'y  '11  Kit  drunk  upon  saeb, 
But  I'll  look  in  yoD  house  and  dishcover  a  frl'ud  : 
For   I  alwaya  wanllhat  with  a  abilllu'  to  abplnd  "— 
Such  a  jinerooa  b'y  w:is  our  Teddy. 

'Twa.s  the  time  whin  the  North  aud  the  South  had  a  folgbt, 
Atid  vor  poundla  aitcli  other  from  raornin*  till  nigbt  : 
AdiI  Teddy  he  alitnnihied  right  into  a  din 
Where  a  Federal  aarjiut  waa  lookin'  for  min— 
'Twas  a  bit  of  ga<>d  luck  for  our  Teddy. 

Says  the  sarjint  In  Teddy  :  "  A  b'y  like  yerself 
Bhnnid  ruKh  to  the  l>.>ttle  ie(.ardlrss  of  pelf  - 
But  we  11  give  you  (,'ood  wag'S   un'  fitibtiu'  aitch  day. 
And  three  hnu'lrod  dollara  Tt  <  onuty  I'll  pay  :  " 
And  he  flirted  tbe  greei  bicka  at  Tn:1dy 

Says  Teddy  as  gaily  lii<  aipeen  he  twirled  : 

"  I*  there  half  so  much  loo-ry  In  all  the  wide  world  T 

Sure  glory'a  inticlng     ao  give  me  your  flaht. 

And  the  threu  hnndied  down,  an'    bedad  '  I'll  Inliaht— " 

So  ready  for  fet"ht  was  ont  Te*dy. 

..V  i    • 
Then  down  lo  tie  "■I' lerneas  Teddy  be  winf 
Hia  uiuxhk'i  liiasbi^ff  and  his  great  coat  bis  tint ; 
Auil  for  s%bk>n   abiu-iooei  or  ahlurmin'  a  fOrt, 
Ur  uiarcbin',  ut  ft(ihtit  or  un>  sucb  sport. 

The  divii  a  wsn  like  oar  Teddy. 


Oraat's  min  Ihey  wor  kilt  as  a  circle  be  sbwept— 
Bnt  his  own  sklu  waa  aafe  ao  a  pnsbin  he  kept. 
Says  Teddy  :    '  Be  J^bers  '  It'a  warm  here.  "  aajs  he  : 
So  alone  by  hlmaelf  be  tm^k  Oiueral  Lee — 
And  he  ended  the  war,  dill  our  Teddy. 

And  bnt  for  our  Teddy   hialorlaiia  aay  .~..'-vl   ' 

Vbe  North  and  the  8outh  ud  he  foightin  to-day  : 
So  the  Goveriiiint  g»ve  him— hn  loaht  UlS  right  leg— 
A  haud-orgiiu  foine  aud  a  licauae  to  beg  : 
I     Bo  gratefnl  tA«y  wor  to  oar  Teddy.  IV 

"  Och.  mnaha  '  says  Teddy   a  crank  mnsht  t  tars ' 
In  a  muaical  treaU  mill  my  Uviu'  to  earn  ? 
To  the  divil  with  y^n  a.3d  your  organ  !  "  aays  b«  i 
And  he  opened  a  groch  ry  on  Avenue  D —    - ,  <    . 

Where  he's  makin'  a  turtaue,  ;s  I'eddy.  .<■ ''     \r  - 


Der  Excise  Law  :  or  My  Gal  and  L 

Song  by  Qua  WlUiams. 


Ton  day.  T  vent  out  mil  my  gal, 

To  drink  aome  lager-bier  ; 
Ve  vent  oud  to  der  Lluu  Park, 

Far,  far  away  from  here. 

Ye  ate  nnd  drank,  nnd  aang.  nnd  Isffsd, 

Dud  ve  felt  sholly  glad  : 
Ve  tought  of  oldeu  dimea  goae  by, 

Ve  tought  of  noting  pad. 

I  put  mille  band  aronnd  der  valst 

Of  mine  desr  little  Auua  : 
Bbe  laffed  so  aweet,  abe  griuned  at  ia% 

Iu  a  most  telishuua  wanner. 

She  said  she  loved,  oh  '  so  much— 

Uud  I  pelieved  It,  too  : 
She  hntrged  me  tight    und  I  hugged  hect 

Ve  bugged  as  none  eUe  cau  do. 

Put  yon  cannot  Imagine  all  ' 

Der  nature  of  my  pi  las  : 
I  tought  I  V4S  in  beaveu  ven 

8bs  gave  my  moat  a  kiss— 

Ber  llpa  felt  nice,  dat  kiss  so  sweet- 
Mine  heart  coma  to  mine  mout  : 

I  aaked  her  for  unoUer  vun. 
Put  rhe  told  me  '  git  oud  '.  " 

Vhile  ve  vere  den  In  rapture  sitting, 

I  heard  a  nuiae  vas  here  : 
Dere  came  dwo  bolice  who  den  say  :     ' 

••  Vy  you  drunk  lager-bier  T  " 

I  cnrsed  nitd  swore  like  every  tlnka, 

I  said  I  vond  drink  more  : 
I  cried  aloud  und  apoke  der  words  i. 

"  Ob  '  damn  dat  excise  Uw  !  " 

Den  dat  bollceman  kot  roe  py 
Der  throat  und  hold  ma  tight : 

I  told  bim  let  me  go.  I'd  stay 
At  borne  urxl  Sunday  night. 


Never  Look  Behind. 

Suugbraun  Williaius. 


Bow  many  folks  repine  at  fute.  ~ 

Aud  bo«  their. hfsds  to  sorrow  ! 
I  langh  when  cares  upon  me  wait. 

I  know  they'll  leave  me  to-morrow 
And  eaaily  through  life  1  glide, 

Tis  alwa>s  the  i  ei*!  I  Qud 
To  carry  my  tionblcs  cheerfully. 

And  never  look  behind. 
CIIORI'S. 
For.  what's  the  use    f  iiMiking  bsckt 

Or  giving  way  to  i-oi  row  r 
The  akies  to-day  thai  luuk  ao  black. 

May  brighter  bt!  lo-morrow. 
lit  easy  to  drive  dnil  rare  away. 

If  you've  the  sireogth  of  miud 
To  carry  yogr  troiilile  -  cheerfully. 

And  nevur  look  behind. 

In  Jonrne^  tng  'long  the  road  of  Life, 

Tuu'll  HUiuly  m<  ei  »rn  luin.t 
A  man  who'll  throw  an  X  away, 

Becaiia<'  he  a  ioat  a  p<  nuy. 
And  wB'ider  from  the  beaten  track,  - 

Aa  11  bu  lelt  luciincd  ..,. 

To  look  for  souie  new  tronble 

While  lie  might  have  left  leblnd 

Fur   w  iiai  a  ibe  uae  of  looking    kack.  Ac 

Others  too  will  try  and  make  |. 

A  fortune  iu  a  buiry.  .    j 

Aud  if  they  dou't  aucceed  at  once,  ' ' 

Will  fret  anil  fume  aid  «orry.  '.    ,'    -i 

What  can't  be  cured  muai  be  eudured. 

Is  a  mixim  old  and  true  .    .'-  ' 

Don't  cure  for  care,  then  real  astnred 

T'aat  care  Aon't  Caie  fur  }OU. 

For,  what  s  :he  use  of  lookipg  back.  Ae. 

In  life,  at  time*,  we  mnat  expect 

To  meet  with  thlniis  niiplearant : 
We  can't  recall  tb«  time  that  s  past,    r 

Bnt  may  impiove  tlie  present. 
Deal  fairly  with  your  fel  ow  man.       ,; 

To  every  one  be  kind. 
And  tiope  for  biigUt  „ud  better  daySk'' 

But  never  lu<ik   btiilul 

For,  what  s  tbe  use  of  looking  back  Ap. 


The  Qaeen  of  the  Concert  SalooB. 

ni  ttDg  7on  a  leni;  of  •  pretty  little  K»l : 

Oh  '  »}\a  WM  t  high  percoou—  .:'•■ 

Ber  hair  It  wm  red.  and  cnrled  abont  her  head, 

8he'a  de  Qaeeo  of  de  Concert  Saloon. 
Toa  will  aee  ber.  erer;  Dight  dreaeed  in  blue  tnd  white, 

Aod  her  a)>r<'n  all  trlniiued  cflTwUli  jailer  : 
Her  aiuilea  are  faactoa'triR  when  on  da  fbUe  aha  walta. 

An  breaka  de  heana  of  all  de  pretty  feller*. 

With  a  little  T>ilnt  and  powder  abe  looka  like  •  roM 

Or  a  ann-flower  ont  in  full  bloom  :  

Ber  uoae  it  ii  iiug.  and  lita  un  Uor  little  mug.      \,'f.  . 

And  her  bruuth  ia  de  aKeeteat  ef  perfame. 
B'-r  teeth  dey  am  false  bnt  deir  color  am  green,   '■, 

And  alie'a  left-baiided  In  I>ofe  feet  : 
Each  night,  out  at  de  door,  dere  i|  loTera  hj  eooreai 

VTbo  take  her  down  to  Tajloi'a  for  a  treat. 

Dire  waa  a  yunug  man  who  fell  in  lOT* 

WId  dia  little  charming  jODDg  dear  : 
Fnr.  he  Been  her  one  night  »h«Q  be  waa  tight,     .      : 

In  de  concert  aaloon  peddling  beer  : 
Be  apent  hia  Uionejr  like  a  aailure  so  bonld. 

And  a*  ore  dat  Ue'd  marry  her  aoon  : 
Bnt  abe  played  de  poor  feller  for  all  he  waa  wortli : 

Den  eloped  from  de  concert  aaloon. 

How.  thia  fonng  tuaid  waa  eweet  tblrty-flra^ 

Bnt  abe  looked  lUe  a  woniin  of  twenty  : 
And  her  little  png  nnae  wiia  aa  red  aa  a  roM, 

But  for  all  tbst  she  had  lovers  plenty. 
Ber  teeth  waa  tulue.  uud  au  was  Lcr  heart,      ,  ;. 

Her  s'oln  was  dirk,  just  like  an  Octoroon  :  ' 
Bo  jctnns  fellera  takn  my  advice  :  Sbnn  de  wftttar  gtll 

What  tend!  in  de  coDcert  aaloona. 


Dnmpty  Hompty. 

Sang  by  Tony  Pastor. 


^i-r 


•  i 


L'^. 


The  Quill  of  the  Concert  Saloon. 

Air  :  Sally  of  the  Sewing  Machine. 


ril  aing  to  yon  of  a  poor  little  qnlU, 

And  Igneaa  yon'Te  all  aeen  him  abont ; 
Be  looka  so  innocent,  you'd  must  feel  inclined 

To  aan  him  if  lits  luauiiuy  knows  he's  out ; 
Be  weara  parrot-collsra   aqneezed  tight  to  hia  neok. 

And  bis  hair  frizzled  op  witli  perfume. 
With  a  little  louiid  cap  sIj<  ill  tuo  luchea  high, 

Be'a  the  Quill  of  tbe  Concert  Saloon. 

Row  he  boQght  five  bottles  of  '  Old  Oraham'a  Ongnent, ' 

To  make  whiakera  grow  in  six  weeka  ; 
Bu  used  them  u  year  but  uary  a  hair  came  ont 

On  hia  l<nby-Hke  cbeeka  : 
Bill  on  bis  upper  lip  there  grew  a  maataohio. 

At  leaat  he  called  It  BO, 
Three  hair  ou  one  aide  and  four  on  the  other. 

All  laying  down  straight  in  a  row. 

Row  thia  mnstachio  was  his  greatest  pridsi 

ur  acarioty  color  Tery  pae,  '   ■', 

Aafiueasallk   and  looked  very  mncb    .. 

Like  tbe  down  on  a  goose'a  tall  ;  -       ,. 

He  drinka  Soda-Water,  but  he  can't  go  legui : 

Fnr.  they  make  hira  Biok  very  Boon, 
Dot  tie'a  poliig  to  learn  to  smoke  like  •  man, 

Thia  QuiU  of  the  Coucort  Saloon.  ..';'. 

Row  the  glrla  both  before  and  behind  the  eeenef^ 
Pla>  their  poiuia  uu  thia  Quill,  they  aay  : 

They  understand  their  bnalneaa  and  go  it  with  •  nul^ 
For,  where  there  a  a  will,  there'a  a  way; 

Oyaiera  and  wine   lager  and  glu. 

A'ld  a  carrt»ge-ride  In  the  afternoon.  .   .    .  '  : 

And  all  that  they  say     let  the  Lunatic  paj,  ,  ,  -: 

He'B  the  Qoiil  of  the  Cuncert  Saloon. 

»  r  ■  ■ 

Row  their  da{(dr«  are  men  that  put  on  aink  -: 

Tery  rich,  so  the  people  all  aay. 
Big  bng-mertbaDta.  doing  bnalneaa  down  town,    ' 

But  very  bard  luen  on  tbe  pay  , 
They  belong  to  the  cod-Ash  ariatocracy, 

A'ld  otrut  like  ppaCuckB  around, 
AuJ  live  in  the  Tery  latest  frenchefied  ityM^   ," 

lu  a  l>ruwn  aioue  houae  np-towu. 

Row  this  poor  little  Qui  11   he  run  np  a  bill. 

Which  waa  presented  to  bis  dartdy.  one  day. 
it  i.'uk  him  by  aiirprise  he  couldn't  believe  hit  ejot, 

At  tbe  earn  which  he  hxd  to  pay  ; 
Oystera  and  wine   Ice-crrum  and  lemonade. 

And  the  other  hzens  tliat  fbiluws. 
;And  another  littiu  item  1  won  t  mention  here. 

Set  down  in  the  t>lll  at  five  doyarik 

\tl ftm  ibe  Old  man  imelt  a  very  large  mice  i 

For.  he  snditeiily  left  tbe  room  , 
Be  paid  lip  tbe  bill  and  he  struck  a  ■    B  "  Una, 

F>r  thia  terrible  Coucert  Saloon. 
Be  paid  hia  till   and  then  raahpd  in 

And  he  leaned  up  aeitnat  the  wall. 

rhen  (  Oh  '.  what  a  nln  '  )  he  espied  bll  yonng  Mn, 
The  very  biggeat  ui..u  in  the  hall. 

^ow  he  gently  took  him  by  tbe  coat  collar,  ,  .    . 

,    And  raised  him  II  fbot  f'om  ilie  floor  : 

That  was  an  ACT  Itiat  wasn't  in  tha  PBOOBijaai,    ..' 

And,  Oh  '  huw  tha  audience  ilidiuar  !  ^i  ,,. 

B'<  ral  ed  for  ae>rriai;«   an'l  drove  straight  hom^.  .  -. 
V,'   And  ha  took  hlin  B»f  in  Ms  ■i-*i  rooiu      •  "*.  *  ■    .* 

B''  apeoked  his  behinit  and  he  axitt  bim  to  bed,     f  <>.'':. 
1     I'ha  ^ooi  Quill  of  the  Cuuccr.  8  .iouu 


I 


111  times  of  prospeinty.  friends  will  be  plenty  :  in 
times  of  adveraity,  not  one  in  twenty. 


I'm  8  proken-hearted  Dutchman,  '' 

A  boor  old  blay«d  eud  Dutchman  ;     .'.  .  . 

My  vife's  she's  vent  und  gone, 

iJnd  ran  aray,  und  gife  to  me  der  (htke. 

She's  gone  und  jined  Porosis,        ^  .  ^_ . 

Der  Vommen's  Rigbd's  Sorosis  :  '■ '  '■•    ^ 
,       Dnd  vile  she's  hamig  pully  dimes,        :■.- '. ., '  ,  . .. 
T:     I  dink  my  heart  vill  preak.  '' 

CIIORCS 

Oh !  my  Dumpty  Ilumpty's  gone  oud  from  my  sighd, 
Und  ve  mighd  hafe  peen  so  habby,  yes  ve  mighd, 
Put  now  she's  gone  avqy  to  peen  a  vommen's  righd, 
Und  I  bed  she's  dat  got  a  dozen  busman's  more. 

8he  vas  so  nice  und  poody,  . .  ..  .■  » 

So  shblendid  und  so  pooay—*-'  ■,  « r. .-     ■  \,  v.,:. ; : 
Ven  1  married  her  1  nefer  dink«l '.. .  ,v; 

Dat  she  can  use  me  so.  •■    ■ ' 

Pud  she's  goned  avay  und  greaved  mc. 
Gone  righd  off  und  leaved  me, 
Und  now  my  heart's  dat  piuted,     :-  v-i     ;;...•. 
I  TBDt  JOB  all  to  know. 

- 1 .    -  Oh  I  my  Dumpty  Homptj,  A«. 

Put  T  must  go  und  find  her,    ..-....-. 

Go  on  der  shly  und  find  her,         ?     .     ^       '    " 

Shust  go  righd  up  puhind  her, 

Und  to  her  I  vill  say  :  .^"  .  • 

"  You  dought  dat  I  vas  shooken,         .  ' .  :•    .'■.• 
Put  you  find  you  are  mistooken  :        C  '  - 
You  can't  fool  me,  Louisa, 
'Canae  i  voon'd  p«  fooled  dat  vay.  "  V 

i  /  O'  ^        *^^  '  ™y  Dumpty  Uumpty,  Ac 
Now,  my  friends,  took  a  vaming,  . 
Led  my  fade  pe  a  varning  :  :  ■,■  ■: 

Dem  vommens  dem  is  all  alike,  .l  I. ,  '^." 

Und  I  ped  you  dat  it's  drue. 
You  can  loaf  dem  und  caress  dem. 
Fix  dem  up  und  dress  dem, 
Dey  vill  bead  you  if  dey  got  a  shancc, 
Una  ga  vay  und  shook  you,  too — 
j  >|         Oh  I  my  Dumpty  Htmipty,  Ac 

Uotbcri  I  have  Heard  Sweet  Koala 

j;.:-!;:^f     BONO  AND  OHORUS.         -v':-   .\:v 
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Half  Mait  HigL 

Words  and  Masle  by  OuiaiaBL 

With  BilT<r  gleam  the  moon's  pale  beam 

Fell  on  the  sleeping  wave  : 
Yet  o'er  the  main  there  seemed  to  reign 

The  stjilneas  of  the  grave. 
Each  fishing  boat  seemed  scaree  afloat. 

Dark  ships. were  anchored  nigh  : 
Oa  one  al<^ne  the  moon  beams  shone, 

Whose  flag  was  "  half  mast  high — " 
On  one  alone  the  moon  beams  shone. 

Whose  flag  was  "  half  mast  high.  " 

And  then  I  knew,  whik  atars  were  few. 

The  Angel  had  come  down, 
And  o'er  some  brow,  all  peaceful  now, 

Had  held  th'  immortal  crown  : 
His  race  is  run,  his  voyage  done^ 

I  could  not  chooses  but  figh. 
Sad  tears  would  flow,  if  some  could  know 

That  flag  was  "  half  mast  high — " 
Sad  tears  would  flow,  if  some  could  know 

That  flag  was  '*  half  mast  high.  " 

Shine  on,  fair  moon,  and  set  nut  soon  : 

Look  down,  ye  gulden  stars, 
And  shed  your  light  on  souls  to-night 

That  feel  their  prison  bars  : 
For  that  glad  soul  who  sees 

The  goal,  the  heavenly  haven  nigh, " 
We  will  not  weep— tho'  on  the  deep 

A  flag  rides  "  half  mast  high.  '' 
We  will  ix>t  weep — tho'  on  the  deep 

A  flag  rides  "  half  mast  high.  " 


Ai  I  Sat  by  My  Hearth. 

BALIAD-Sung  by  E.  H.  Barding. 
Words  by  A.  W.  Hammond— llnsic  by  D.  Batch. 


As  I  sat  hy  vy  hearth,  when  tbe  day-light  was  cloalng. 

Bound  Time,  long  departed    wsa  Memory  cast  ; 
The  eiul>ers  bnmt  low,  and  were  calmly  repoaing 

Like  Age,  when  tbe  passions  of  tianliood  are  past. 
In  the  warm  glowing  light  I  could  see  the  loved  faces 

Of  frlenda,  well  remembered,  bat  lonv  paat  away. 
And  gladly  my  fond  heart  rejoiced  Ht  ihe  tracaa 

That  fancy  conld  form  of  a  happier  day. 

And  there  waa  the  ataepla  Its  load  mnaic  ringing. 

The  only  glad  tune  that  the  poor  man  can  own  ! 
The  amoke  from  tbe  cotta«re  mibb  beaVnwurd  winging. 

Like  a  bliss-«eekiiig  spirit    tu  sorrow  unlinown  : 
I  triu-nd   too   the  roof-tree  that  ever  faBil  shaded 

The  porch  where  the  rose  and  the  Jasmin  aoold  bloom. 
Till  my  dreama  like  tbe  daya  they  recalled  to  me,  faded 

To  vanlah  fer  ever  in  darkneas  and  gloom. 


.  Mother,  I  have  heard  sweet  music 

Floating  round  me,  as  I  lay, 
Like  the  songs  of  angels  singing    -' 

From  the  bright  land  far  away— 
And  1  felt  such  joy  and  gladness. 

As  1  listened  to  each  strain — 
Mother,  do  you  think  they'll  ever       "; 

Come  ana  sing  to  me  again  t 

CIlORT-g.  '•     '' 

Mother,  T  have  beard  sweet  music 
Floating  roand  me.  as  I  lay, 

Like  the  songs  of  angels  singing 
From  the  bright  mud  far  away. 

Mother.  I  have  heard  sweet  music 

Not  like  that  we  sometimes  hear, 
But  so  full  of  tender  feeling. 

Coming  forth  so  soft  and  clear — 
Ab  I  lay  so  calm  and  »ilent, 

In  tlie  twilight  8oft  and  gray.  ^ 
Such  a  roingliog  of  eweet  voices, 

As  they  came  and  paesed  away — 

Mother,  1  have  heard  sweet  music 

'Uiat  would  melt  the  hardest  heart, 
And  to  the  tirvd  afid  weary-worn 

Would  a  soothing  balm  impart— 
And  1  felt  such  joy -and  gladnesBj-..-.'-; 

As  I  listened  to  each  strain  ;   '    '"' 
Mother,  do  you  think  thejH  ever 

Come  ana  sing  to  me  again  ? 


ChOToa. 
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Choma. 


A  man  of  words  and  not  of  deeds,  is  like  a  gar- 
den full  of  weeds. 


iThe  Step  at  the  Oato. 

The  shades  of  eve  are  falling 

Atliwart  the  gnrden  wall  : 
The  summer  winds  come  whispering  by. 

And  showers  of  roee- leaves  udl, 
As  I  sit  by  my  cottage  window 

And  dteam,  and  lioten  and  wait 
For  the  ponnd  of  a  well-known  whiatia 

And  ai  welcome  etep  at  the  gate. 

The  tea-kettle  ont  in  the  kitchen 

Is  hnmming  its  busiest  song  : 
"  I'm  boiling,  I  say  :  it's  time  to  (^t  tea  : 

So  why  don't  you  come  along  ?  " 
The  table  is  set  in  the  parlor. 

But  the  singing  kettle  mnet  wait  : 
For,  tht  tea  will  sppil,  if  I  make  it 

lul  i  Ifear  the  step  at  the  gate. 

Baby  sleeps  in  her  cradle, 

Dfoaming  with  hII  her  might. 
And  over  both  her  blossom  blue  eyw 

Are  4i|«#D  their  curtains  white  : 
Bot  her  nap  is  nearly  over, 

She  seldtim  sleeps  so  late  : 
She'll  WKke  In  a  glow  of  gla^neaa 

Wh4n  she  hears  the  atep  at  the  g»te. 

Thia  it  onr  little  kingdom, 

1  hit, cottage  with  vinea  o'eigrown  : 
Papa's  the  king,  and  mamma's  the  queen 

And  babyg  the  heir  to  the  throne— 
Why  liagers  the  king,  I  wonder  t 

'Tie  growing  so  very  late  ! 
Ah  !  there  he  comes  — Paby,  wake  np  ! 

Far,  I  bear  the  step  at  the  gate. 
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HAREY  ROSS'S   SECEET. 

(  Continued.  >   -r   ." 
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"  r  BbaTl  »»Tt  Inm  that  question,  ihe  said  :  Heaven 
l-.«lp  un  :  1  luTe  must  be  some  horrible  mystery." 
>li»  askrd  llie  question  suiidenly  that  evening. 
"What  WU8  ihe  name  of  the  debtor  wlio  made  us 
so  hnppy.  Harry?'—  and  she  fixed  her  eyes  with 
A  i«ort  of  terror  on  her  liusband's  face,  as  she 
waiu  d  for  tlie  answer. 

"  What  direful  purpose  are  yon  med!tatin|»,  little 
woman  r  "  cried  Harry,  with  an  un<li8Ruised  start 
••  You  have  a  t^transje  eipression.  You've  lirt-d 
yourself  out  this  day.  i  left,  you  rosy,  bright, 
exultant.  1  find  yt.u  pale,  quiet,  depressed.  Uo  to 
be<l,  kitten.  " 

••  Ihe  name,  Harry?"  gasped  Mabel. 
"To  remember  it  in  your  prayers,  eh  ?  "  asked 
Harry  ;  but  his  laiisjli  did  nt>t  hi.le  his  confusion. 
"  It  H  May  hew.  But  it  won't  do  him  any  rihkI  to 
pray  for  him  now  :  for.  he's  dead—  only  remember- 
od  to  f)e  jiist  in  his  will.  " 

Harry  had  renxon  to  wond»r,  the  next  day,  and 
many  days,  at  tlie  chansjo  in  his  wife'  The  roses, 
dash.d  out  of  her  chtek^  by  the  sudden  shock,  never 
returned.  !~he  wa^  still  q>iitt,  evidently  making 
an  effort  to  talk  with  him.  and  to  app.  ar  interested, 
but  li-itening  with  a  wanderini;,  vacant  look. 

"  >>he  l(K)ks  as  if  somdUing  preyed  upon  her 
mind.  NV  hat  secret  trouble  can  she  have,  dear 
child?"  thought  Harry,  a*  he  strove  to  win  his 
wife  to  the  guy  holiday  mood  which  had  made  their 
stay  abroad  fO  brj;jht  to  hHii. 

'••  I  hose  Herman  springs  are  hnmbugs,  "  _  he 
thought.  "  ^ho  ha-i  lo>t  more  than  she  gained 
already  ;  or  perlinjis  it  doesn't  agree  with  her  here 
and  I'd  b<tter  sell  the  place,  afl<  r  all.  " 

r.ut  Mab,l  resonUd  8ueh  an  idea  strongly.  Sell 
the  house!  AVhere  could  she  be  b-lter  than  in 
such  >>racing  air?  So  ih.y  staid,  and  grew  more 
aii<i  more  misenible  dny  by  day—  more  apart—  as 
though  a  widening  gulf  w.re  Initweon  them.  Even 
Magiirt  wonder,  d  ot  the  sil.nce  in  the  house. 

••'what  iver  has  come  over  they  two?"  she  said, 
in  confidence,  to  a  neii^hlwr.  "  ^ure  an  they  were 
for  all  tlie  world  like  two  kittens,  an'  niver  happy 
apart.  Faix  !  an' its  all  the  btdivilment  iv  Hum 
furrin  waters,  I'm  tliinkiii'." 

( >ne  morning,  Mabel  was  wandering  about  in  her 
lir.tle-!'  way,  too  wretched  to  take  any  interest  in 
anyiliing,  wlipn  she  found  herself  again  in  the  room 
where  the  wriiing-desk  lay,  .\va-uo  wish  seized  her 
once  more  to  look  at  those  dumb  witnesses  of  some 
etcret  which  had  so  marred  her  peace.  It  was 
strange  lliut  she  cared  to  see  them  again ;  for, 
they  were  ever  before  her.  Yet  it  might  be  some 
clue,  some  written  word  ;  or  (lerhaps  a  name  in 
the  pocket-book  had  eicajted  her.  A  wild  desire 
to  know  the  worst  possessed  her  ;  anything—  any- 
thing but  tliii  weary  suspicion  which  dared  not 
form  itself  into  words.  At  times  she  scorned  her- 
self for  her  want  of  faith  in  Iwr  beloved,  her  noble 
Harry.  How  could  she  dare  suspect  him?  He 
was  above  suspicion. 

The  key  was  in  its  old  place,  and  she  turned  it  in 
the  deck.  Mie  had  just  opened  the  stained  pocket- 
book,  and  held  the  memorandum  in  her  hand, 
•  lien  the  dooropen«d.  Harry—  yes.itwaa  Harry— 
with  such  an  angry  face,  as  he  stood  speechless 
I       with  surprise. 

iiab.1  felt  like  a  culprit  for  a  moment ;  then  she 

'       looked  him   full  in  the  face,     bhe  could   dare  all, 

«ven    his  anger,     rather  than  bear    this  dreadful 

i      mystery  longer.   A  sort  of  mad  courage  took  poesess- 

ion  of  her.     I>h«  would  brave  the  worst. 

"  lell  me— tell  me,  whose    is  this,    Harry?  she 
I      said  in  a  chocked  voice.     "  Let  us  hav«  no  aeoreta 
from  one  another.      I  his  life  is  killing  me!" 

J  he  anger  passed  away  from  Harry  Rose's  face 
•8  he  looked  at  his  wife,  and  saw  the  traces  of  suffer- 
ing in  her  laneuide  eyes  and  transparent  skin. 
■What!  had  he  sinned  in  rain,  then  — and  was  God 
punishing  him  by  touching  bis  treasure  ?  He  went 
to  her,  and  took  the  pocket-book  from  her  trembl- 
ing hands. 

"  It  is  stained  with  blood  ! "  she  gasped. 
"  Yes.   lore,  "   ho   answered,   holding  her  hands, 
and  k)okins  at  her  wistfully. 

"  Whose  blood?  "  she  cried  in  a  shrill,  unnatural 
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♦oice.  "  Harry—  not— not  the  man—  the  old  man 
Who  was  mur<lered  tliat  stormy  night?  "  and  she 
4rew  her  hands  away,  and  shrank  from  him  with 
iorror. 

:  •'  My  darling,  be  a  little  calm,  and  I  wdl  tell  jrou 
all.  (iod  knows  I  have  longe<l  to  do  so  ever  since 
tliot  night.  I  did  not  know  what  a  burden  1  waa 
taking  on  myself  when,  in  a  moment  of  U-mptation, 
h  yi  Ided.  You  will  never  believe  in  my  honor 
or  integrity  again. " 

"  Honor!  "  Maliel  echoed  the  wora  strangely 
Surely  he  spoke  in  a  curious  way  of—  but  sheim^l 
]hUu  ;  if  only  she  could  still  the  mad  whirl  in 
ker  brain ! 

"  1  weiitout  that  night,  you  know,  fullofde-pair. 
the  doctor  had  told  me  your  life  depended  on  a 
ehange,  which  I  could  not  give  you.  I  found  a 
letter  at  the  post,  as  I  said.  Old  Mayhew,  a 
friend  of  my  father's,  h  d  remembered  that  he  owe«l 
him  ten  pounds,  whm  he  lay  where  death  shariKus 
llie  memory,  and  the  amount  was  enclosed,  ihe 
•uni  seemed  such  a  mockery  to  me,   Mubel,  I  cant 

til  you  why,  1  felt  more  furious  witli  fate  than 
fore.  1  saw  the  storm  coming  on  ;  and  knowing 
low  timid  yon  were,  I  resolved  to  leave  the  advar- 
tisement  till  the  next  day.  I  U>ok  the  by-path— 
tlie  sliurtest  way  home.  It  was  already  so  black 
i  ilh  the  bloriii  that  1  hardly  saw  the  path,  .-uve 
jhen  a  lurid  llash  illuminated  it  with  a  jwilo,  inUnse 

"ilaliel  hardly  breathed  now.     Her  eyes  dilat<d, 
ixpectunt,   were  fixed  on   her   husband  s  face, 
aeemed   unable   to    meet    those  anxious    eyes, 
turned  hi*  head  away. 

"  Mabel,  that  scene  has  haunted  me  ever  since. 
f)ne  blinding  fiash  revealed  it—  au  old  man's  face, 
*hastly,  leaning  forward  a  little,  rigid,  livid,  with 
a  murderous  cut  from  ear  to  ear.  1  he  carriage 
stood  in  my  way  ;  tlie  horse  was  sUndiiig  still, 
but  seemed  to  tremble  at  the  storm  Of  the  other 
horror  he  could  know  nothing.  " 

'•  bo  you  saw  it  hrwt,  "  cried  Mal«l,  her  heart 
giving  a  strange  liound,  "  this  t«rril)le  seine?   ' 

"  Ves,  love.  We  need  not  dwell  on  it.  You  have 
neartl  ail  before.  Even  aa  I  stood  terrified  in  the 
blackness,  luy  foot  touched  something.  I  f.'ll, 
even  Ufore  I  "saw  in  the  next  llash,  that  it  was  a 
well-filled  pocket-book.  In  a  moment  of  tempt- 
ation, I  took  It,  half  meaning  to  restore  it  to  the 
rightful  heirs,  if  any  ap{)eared.  You  will  despise 
nie  for  such  an  act.  It  was  to  save  a  life,  I  thouglit ; 
as  if  we  can  buy  life  or  death  from  I'rovideiice, 
♦specially  bya  crime.  So  I  hurriclhonie.  I  gave 
DO  alarm.  ?v>me  other  wayfarer  would  make  the 
ghastly  <lisoovery,  I  thought,  which  1  hod  done. 
Vou  remenilHTiill  the  rest.  I  he  man  wasunkiiowiL 
$ome  rovgli><  from  the  sea  must  have  beset  him  on 
lliat  lonely  way.  1  think  he  threw  the  |>ocket-bo«k 
^^m  him    in  the   struggle,   and    they   failed  to  find 

it iM>rhaps  heard  steps,  and  tied,   liut,  oh  !  MaUl ! 

I  feet  as  if  I  had  carried  all  the  burden  of  their 
guilt.  They  murdered  their  victim  for  the  sake  of 
Jobln-ry.  I  robbe<l  him  without  dealing  first 
the  fatal  bhiw.  Afterwards  1  dared  not  come  for- 
ward. It  would  have  been  a  strange  proceeding  to 
bave  produced  the  pocket-book  with  such  a  story. 
I  could  not  tell  but  1  might  be  arresUd  as  the 
murderer.  " 

"  No,  indeed,  "  answered  Mabel,  with  a  shqdder. 
"  1   shall   work    hard   to  make    up  the  original 
ium,  "  said  Harry,  "  if  any  heirs  arise. '' 

•'  Yes,  to  make  restitution  is  all  we  can  do,  " 
•aid  Mal>el. 

"  Poor  little  darling,  you  do  not  reproach  me. 
IV'hat  do  you  advise  ?  " 

"do  to  your  late  father's  lawyer,  and  tell  him 
all,  "  said  Mattel. 

:    "What!    old    (.'arlyon  ?"  cried    Harry,    feeling 
kow  bitter  such  a  confession  would  be. 
,    "  Y'es,  put   it  in    his    hands.     Vou    don't   know 
♦  hat  peace  it  will  bring.    He  will  advise  and  act 
for  the  best.  " 

"  1  will,  dear,  "  Harry  said,  afler  a  moment. 
•'Why  should  I  shrink  from  any  humiliation? 
I  cannot  sink  lower  in  his  eyes  than  1  have  in  n»y 
own.  " 

Yet  his  heart  ached  with  a  bitter  pain  when  he 
stood  the  next  day  at  the  door  of  lli^  lawyer's  ofiice. 
Old  Carlyon  hod  pulled  him  on  the  head  many  a 
time  wh«n  he  was  a  curly-haired  boy,  and  he  shrank 


irom  proviniff  what  sort  of  a  man  he  had  become. 

"   1  ruly.  the  way  of  the  trangressor  is  hard,  "  he 

r uttered,  as  he  stood  in  the  sanctum,  and  felt  like 
culprit  111  the  sight  of  his  father's  friend. 
Old  Carlyon  jumped  up  with  an  expression  of 
4«light. 

"  Why,  my  boy,  you've  just  saved  me  the  trouble 
ef  sending  for  you.  " 

Harry  coloured,  stammered  something,  and  sat 
down.  What  could  old  Carlyon  want  of  him?  He 
lilt  as  if  he  had  been  detected.  '1  he  lawyer  then 
suddenly  remenil)er».l  that  it  was  a  dideful  husiners 
about  which  he  had  desired  young  R*>ss'«  presence. 
"  I  have  letters  from  your  grtnt  uncle's  house  in 
India,  and  frtmi  his  bankers  in  l.ondon,"  he  said. 
**  He  left  India  nearly  a  year  ago,  having  wound 
■  p  his  otfairs,  they  say,  and  desiring  to  end  his 
life  among  his  own  people.  He  obtained  from  his 
bankers  in  London  tlie  amount  of  a  thimsand 
pounds    in    ten-pound    notes.      1    suppose    he    was 

foing  to  make  a  present,  or  pay  a  deposit  on  some 
itende<l    purchase.      He   has   not  been    heard  from 
lince.   Hi.s  letters  sent  to  the  bankers  have  not  I<een 

Iollid  for  or  sent  ior.  His  lawyer  writes  that  you, 
^  ing  the  heir,  would  probably  have  heard  from 
kim  ;  but  there  are  fears  that  some  mischance 
kas  happened. '' 

"  A  thousaml  pounds  in  ten-pound  notes !  echo- 
ed Harry,  in  a  mazed  tone. 

t  "  \es  ;  they  are  quite  particular  in  mentioning 
the  sum,  of  eourse, "  replied  the  lawyer.  "  He 
•arried  a  shabby  old  gra^*  pocket-book  with  him, 
«nd  he  put  the  notes  in  that.  Now,  the  question 
Is,  what  has  become  of  your  worthy  uncle,  and  this 
tioney,  which  is  yours,  my  boy,  if  anything  has 
kappened  to  him  ?  " 

:  An  old  groy  |K>cket-book  !  It  was  time  for  Henry 
to  speak  ;  he  dared  not  be  silent  now,  bitter  and 
bumiliating  as  the  task  might  lie.  He  told  his 
4tory,  and  old  Carlyon  listened  in  silence,  only 
ince  raising  his  bushy  grey  eye-brows,  with  a  look 
#liich  was  like  a  stab  to  Harry's  heart. 
■  •'  'Ihis  need  go  no  further,  "  he  said,  afler  a.mo- 
Aient's  thought;  "  I'll  manage  it  all.  As  it  turns 
•ut,  there  can  be  little  doubt  that  the  money'* 
+ours,  only  you  entered   somewhat   prematurely  on 

{our  estate.  My  poor  old  friend,  he  was  most 
Uely  on  his  way  to  visit  me  in  order  to  inquire 
alxmt  you  .'Ah!  that  was  a  sad  ending  to  his  dreams 
of  hoiue,  after  toiling  so  many  years.  '1  hat  Muisdeti 
was  a  friend  of  his.  .S-nd  me  the  writing.  He  can 
ilentify  it.  1  will  manage  it  all,  for  your  father's 
sake.  " 

An  inexpressible  sense  of  relief  came  over  Harry 
Ross  as  he  took  his  way  to  the  little  cottage,  llow 
g(M)d  Trovidence  had  been  to  him  to  lift  him  out  of 
the  mire  of  guilt  and  shame  into  which  he  had  fall- 
en— to  set  his  feet  in  a  sure  place :  and  estubliith 
bis  goings ! 

1  he  neighbourhood  all  united  in  thinking  that 
Carlyon  was  a  clever  fellow  forliie  discovery,  which 
iias  establishid  beyond  di:<puto  in  time ;  out  they 
never  knew  the  clue  he  possessed  in  Uarr]^  Koss's 
secret. 

And  years  after,  a  sailor,  who  had  received  his 
leath-Blttb  in  a  drunken  quarrel,  confessed  the 
erime. 

I  And  over  the  victim's  grave  children  strew 
powers,  and  Harry  and  Mabel  sit  there  sometimes, 
^iid  talk  with  liated  breath  of  the  dark,  dark  days 
When  the  secret  of  guilt,  long  ago  repented  with 
tears,  made  their  lives  miserable. 


I 


[Tim  T.tiv] 
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Bkarixo  Tr.ooBi.r —  There  are  persons  who 
emerge  from  every  affliction  and  trouble  and  vex- 
ation purified  like  fine  gold  from  out  the  furnace. 
There  areothers —  and  they  are  the  more  numerous — 
who  are  embittered  and  soured,  and  made  despund- 
tnt  and  apathetic.  We  think  the  latter  belong  to 
the  class  who  try  to  stand  alone  during  the  storms 
of  life,  instead  of  looking  Above  for  aid.  When 
one  can  truly  say,  "  He  doeth  all  things  well,  "  the 
sting  is  taken  out  of  affliction,  and  courage  is  given 
to  War  what  the  future  has  in  store.  This,  we 
think,  makes  the  great  difre;^ence  between  tl.eea  two 
classes. 

The  Arabs  say  .  "  Anger  your  friend,  and  you 
will  be  surpris«'d  to  find  what  a  great  villain  you 
are,  even  in  your  friend's  estimation.  " 


^ 
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»  MANAGING  A   HUSBAND.      . 

NiLLii  Datis  was  the  prettiest,  »weeteet,  best, 
and  dearest  little  girl  in  Ilillsburg  ;  and  when  'I  om 
Carter  fell  head-over-LeeU  in  love  with  her.  nobody 
blamed  him  in  the  least.  And  when  the  parson 
gave  his  blesoing,  and  they  went  to  ooninieno« 
housekeeping  in  a  cosy  little  houae  on  U»e  south 
side  of  the  town,  everytxKly  prophesied  all  sorts  of 
happint-BS  for  the  pretty  bride. 

And  truth  to  tell,  Nellie  Carter  was  very  happy. 
It  is  a  pi  saut  thing  to  go  into  housekeeping  lor 
the  first  time,  with  everylhmg  new  and  shiny ;  and 
if  you  have  somebody  you  love  very  much  for  a 
companion,  it  is  still  pleasanter.  Now  Nellie  did 
love  that  great,  big,  bluiiJeiiiig  Tom  Carter  with 
all  her  might  and  main ;  and  there  was  only  one 
thing  to  disturb  her  perfect  peace.  She  waa  the 
very  pink  of  tidiness  uud  1  oiu  was  the  most  care- 
less fellow  alive. 

He  kept  his  person  neat  and  nice— but  he  ki.pt 
his  personal  beloiigiugs  anything  else.  Tom  would 
persist  in  tossing  his  slippers  under  the  parlour 
sofa,  to  have  them  handy.  In  vain  did  she  gently 
suggest  that  the  rack  in  the  hall  was  the  place  for 
his  liat  and  overcoat.  Tom  would  fling  his  over- 
coat, damp  or  dry,  on  her  pretty,  smoothly-made 
bed,  and  drop  his  hat  anywhere. 

In  vain  did  tidy  Nellie  make  a  place  for  every- 
thing ;  for,  1  om  itivariubly  tossed  everytliiug  down 
in  some  other  place.  Now  little  Mrs.  Nellie  was  only 
human,  and  I'om's  slovenly  ways  annoyed  her  ex- 
ceedingly, bhe  was  resolved  not  to  spoil  the  peace 
of  llieir  cosy  home  by  scolding ;  but  how  to  cure 
him  ?  she  could  not  tell. 

isUe  bore  witli  him  with  tlie  patience  of  an  angel, 
until,  one  morning,  after  he  had  gone  to  his  office, 
she  went  into  the  parlour,  and  there  lay  'lom's 
heavy  sliawl  right  across  the  table,  rutlilessly 
crushing  beneath  it  the  pretty  trifles  which  lay  up- 
on the  marble  top. 

"  Now  1  can  t  stand  this,  and  I  wont !  "  saad 
Nellie,  as  she  carefully  raised  the  shawl  from  the 
delicate  treasures,  and  discovered  the  rains  of  a 
favourite  liohemian  vase. 

"  1  don't  know  wArtt  t<>  do,  Dut  this  I  Mon'f  have!  " 
she  continued,  with  the  little  bit  of  wif  ly  snap 
which  every  good  wife  must  have  if  she  expects  to 
get  on  at  all  with  that  occasionally  unreasonable 
animal — a  man. 

"6ome  way  must  and  shall  be  discovered  to 
cure  Tom  of  such  performances  as  thu !  "  went  on 
Mrs.  Nellie,  as  she  removed  the  rnins  of  her  vase, 
and  all  the  morning  she  went  about  the  house  with 
scarlet  lips  closely  compressed  and  a  little  flash  in 
her  brown  eyes,  which  argued  well  for  Master 
Tom's  domestic  subjugation. 

Woman's  wit,  having  a  will,  seldom  fails  to  find 
a  way.  And  when  a  determined  little  womaB  says 
"must"  and  "shall,"  masculine  insubordination 
might  as  well  surrender  at  once.  Before  Mrs.  Nellie 
closed  her  bright  eyes  that  night,  she  had  arranged 
her  plans  for  the  campaign  against  her  liege  lord, 
who  slept  the  sleep  of  the  innocent  at  her  side. 

But  she  meant  to  give  hhn  one  more  chance.  So, 
after  breakfast,  when  Tom  drew  on  his  boots  and 
gave  his  slippers  their  usual  toss  und^r  the 
sofa,  she  gently  said :  "  Tom,  dear,  hadn't  you 
better  put  your  slippers  in  tiie  passage  or  the  bed- 
room ?  " 

"  No :  let  'em  alone ;  they  '11  be  handy  to-nigh^  " 
said  Tom.  ■•  * 

"  But,  Tom,  dear,  they  look  so  untidy.  " 

"  Why,  no,  they  don't.  A  thing  looks  as  well 
in  one  place  as  another.  What's  the  use  of  a  man's 
having  a  home  if  he  can't  keep  things  where  he 
wants  to  ?  "  said  rebellious  Tom. 

"  What's  the  use  of  keeping  a  wife  and  a  servant 
on  their  feet  all  day  to  pick  things  up  after  you  ?  " 
asked  Nellie,  without  the  least  show  of  temper. 

"  Don't  pick  'em  up  at  all.  Just  let  'em  alone, 
and  then  I  can  find  'em  when  I  want  'em, "  de- 
clared Master  Tom,  as  he  gave  her  a  kiss,  and 
took  himself  off. 

And  the  moment  the  door  closed  on  him,  Nellie's 
red  lips  compressed  again,  and  her  brown  eyes 
wore  the  same  look  they  kad  worn  y«sterday. 

*'  War  it  is,  then !  "  she  said  to  herself.  "  Now, 
Master  Tom,  we  shall  see  who  win»  the  field.  " 

ihe  set  quietly  about  Uie  usual  morning's  work 


of  a  mistress  of  a  ITouee  where  only  one  servant  is 
kept  ;  and  when  Tom  came  home  to  lunch,  every- 
thing was  in  its  usual  good  order.  It  remained 
so,  and  Nellie  busied  herself  with  her  needlework 
until    nearly  time  for  TpiU  to  return  to  dinner. 

1  hen  she  rose,  put  away  her  work,  aad  prepared, 
as  she  said  to  herself,  to  "open  the  campaign.  " 

First  she  put  Tom's  slippers  where  ||e  always 
left  them,  under  the  soCs.  Ijien  ahe  tossed  his 
shawl  upon  the  {)iaBO,  and  his  best  ItA^'On  tb* 
table.  'Ihcn  she  brought  some  of  her  dresses, 
and  flung  them  across  the  chairs  and  on  the  sofa. 
Her  furs  repoc>«d  in  Tom's  own  especial  arm-chair, 
and  lier  best  l»onuel  kept  Tom's  slippers  company 
under  the  sofa,  while  her  own  slippers  lay  upon 
the  chetfouier. 

And  then,  tiiinkiug  that  f«)niinine  ingenuity 
could  make  no  greater  sacrifice  than  her  Sunday 
bonnet,  she  took  a  {liece  of  crpobet  work  and  sat 
down. 

Presently  the  do«r  opened,  and  in  walked 
Master  Tom.  Ue  gave  u  low  whistle  of  surprise 
as  he  glanoed  at  the  unwonted  disorder,  and  at 
Nellie,  sitting  calmly  in  the  midst  with  her  crochet 
work,  and  then  came  into  the  room. 

"  Haven't  been  putting  things  to  rights,  Nellie  ?  " 
he  asked. 

•*No,  no.  Why?"  said  Nellii.  ( .oking  np  in 
sweet  unconsciousness. 

"  I  thought  may  be  you  had  been,  that's  all,  "  re- 
remarked  Tom,  dryly,  as  he  looked  for  a  place  to 
sit  down. 

Nellie  quietly  pursued  lier  work. 

Presently  Tom  said :  "  Paper  come  this  even- 

"  Not  yet,  "answered  Nellie.         ,    "  \        * 

Tom  gave  a  half  sigh. 

"  Nellie,  I  met  Granger  just  now  and  he  said  be 
would  call  round  this  evening.  " 

"  Very  well.  I'robalily  he  won't  come  before 
dinner.  It  will  be  ready  soon,  "  said  Nellie,  work- 
ing away  in  demure  innocenMi. 

"  Hadn't  you  belter  put  things  a  little  to  rights 
before  he  comes  ? "  said  Tom,  glancing  uneasily 
aronnd  the  room. 

"  Oh  1  no.  Just  let  'em  lie,  answered  Nellie 
sweetly. 

"  hut  they  look  so  bad,  "  said  Tom. 

"  <  Hi !  no,  they  don't,  "  said  Nellie,  M  sweetly 
as  before.  "  A  thing  looks  as  well  in  one  place 
as  another. ', 

I'otn's  face  reddened. 

"  I  never  saw  your  room  look  like  this  before,  " 
he  said,  hesitatingly.  "  I  shouldn't  like  to  have 
any  one  step  in.  " 

"  Why  not  ?  "  said  Nellie.     "  We  might  as  well 
keep  things  handy.     W  hiU's  the  use  of  having  a 
-  house  if  you  can't   keep  thing*   wli^re  yoa  want 
to?" 

Tom's  face  got  redder  and  redder.  He  tried  to 
look  serious,  and  then  broke  into  a  laugh. 

"Oh!  that's  your  game,  is  it? '' he  said.  "Try- 
ing to  beat  me  with  my  own  weapons,  are  you, 
little  wenian  ?  " 

"  Well,  don't  you  like  the  plan  ?  "  said  Nellie, 
demurely. 

"  No,  by  George,  I  don't!  "  aaid  Tom, 

"Well,  then,  I'll  make  a  bargain  with  j-ou.  As 
long  as  you  will  keep  your  things  in  their  places, 
1  II  do  the  same  with  mine ;  and  whenever  you 
don't " 

"  Oh !  I  will !  "  interrupted  Tom.  "  Come,  Nellie, 
I'll  confess  like  a  man — you've  beat  nie  this  time. 
Only  just  piit  things  right  in  this  awful  room,  and 
I'll  never  throw  anythia|;  down  again.  'Ihere, 
now,  let's  kiss  and  make  it  up,  as  the  ehildren 
say.  " 

Nellie  rose,  and  laughingly  held  up  her  sweet 
mouth  for  the  kiss  of  peace.  And  then,  under  the 
magic  influence  of  her  deft  fingers,  confusion  was 
suddenly  banished ;  and  when  Mr.  Granger  came 
round  to  spend  the  evening,  he  decided  that  no- 
body had  a  prettier  wife  or  a  tidier  home  than  his 
friend,  Tom  Carter. 

Wise  little  Nellie  haTing  gained  possession  of 
the  matrimonial  field,  tooK  good  care  to  keep  it 
until  Tom  was  quite  cured  of  his  catiel— s  habits. 
Sometimes  he  seemed  threatened  with  a  relapse ; 
but  Nellie,  instea4  of  scolding,  only  had  <^ietly  to 
bring  something  of  her  own-«nd  lay  it  beside  what- 
ever he  had  tossed,  down,  an^  it  was  sure  to  be 


t 


put  awa^  immediately  :  for,  Tom  seldom  failed  to 
take  the  hint. 

And  if|aome  other  little  woman,  as  tidy  and  wise 
as  Nellie^  takes  a  hint  also,'  this  little  story  will 
haTe*wrvad  its  purpose. 


F&INCH  LADIE& 


.N  the  details  of  French  etiquette,  the  one  con- 
spicuous feature  everywhere  manifest  is  the  supre- 
macy of  woman  at  home.  Thus  at  the  dinner- 
party she  heads  the  procession  from  tlie  drawin*^- 
ruom  to  tlie  (able  :  for,  in  French  eyes  she  is  on  lier 
own  ground,  and,  therefore,  merits  the  homage 
which  is  due  to  every  woman  in  her  right  place. 
The  husband,  on  the  contrary,  conies  last,  becnufe, 
as  a  man,  his  duty  is  to  yield  precedence  to  every- 
body he  receives.  When  dinner  is  finished,  every 
one  returns  in  the  self-same  order,  arm-in-arm, 
the  mistfeiM  and  her  oavalier  first :  the  husband 
and  his  cbmpanion  bring  up  in  the  rear.  And 
why  do  all  come  hack  at  once  straight  into  the 
drawing-T«om  ?  Why  is  there  no  separation  of 
the  Sexes,  no  division  into  male  and  female  talk  ? 

Becaoae  the  women  will  not  have  it ;  the  men 
obey  thenB,  not  unwillingly,  indeed,  but  because 
they  fin(^  it  pleasauter.  In  many  houses,  especially 
im  Paris,  even  the  excuse  of  smoking  is  not  allow- 
ed to  divide  the  guests  :  cigars  are  lighted  in  the 
dcawing-room —  the  very  women  offer  matcltea, 
so  detenbjned  are  they  that  men  shall  not  abandon 
them. 

But  whatever  be  the  concessions  which  she 
makes  in  order  to  fulfil  her  first  duty  of  keeping  soci- 
ety together,  no  Frenchwoman  who  respects  herself 
will  permit  concessions  to  degenerate  into  liberty. 
No  Frenchman  will  dream  of  showing  less  defer- 
ence to  Ifhe  women  round  him,  or  of  less  striody 
observini^  forms,  because  he  is  allowed  to  smoke 
in  the  cdnapany  of  diamonds  and  white  dresses. 

In  qu«8|,ioiis  of  this  sort  the  French  show  re- 
markable tact.  Impertinent  as  they  often  are 
with  wo»ien  that  they  do  not  know,  they  rar«:ly 
attempt ,t«  profit  by  the  familiaritiea  which  the 
modern  system  of  life  permits  among  people  who 
(neet  on  a  footing  of  recognised  equality.  On  both 
sides  there  is  a  sentiment  of  measure  and  propriety 
which  it  not  often  foi-gotten  ;  tlie  result  is  that  • 
cigars  authorize  no  license,  that  natural  abandon 
produces  DO  disrespect.  The  material  attitudes  of 
the  men  prove  this.  There  is  no  lolling  about,  no 
carelessness  of  position,  no  neglect  of  the  observ- 
ances whkh  are  habitually  practised  in  the  pres- 
ence of  women. 


BETTER  DAYS. 

Tbkkx  ia  something  deeply  and  peculiarly  affect- 
ing In  the  expression —  applied  to.  persons  in  dis- 
tress—  "they  have  seen  belter  days.  "  No  claim 
upon  oitr'sympathy  touches  us  so  nearly  as  this. 
When  Woman,  in  particuter,  gentle,  good,  and  un- 
obtrusive, is  the  unfortunate  object  that  has 
"seen  better  days,  "  the  ease  is  still  more  strongly 
caleulatfed  to  move  our  compassion;  for,  we  are 
usually  inclined  to  presume,  and  with  probability, 
that,  though  she  is  a  particijAtor  in  the  sad  reverse, 
she  could  not  hove  had  any  blamable  shaiv  ia 
producing  it.  Of  all  objecU  of  pity,  indeed,  under 
the  sun,  t|ho  woman  who  has  undergone  a  change 
in  her  estate,  and  bears  her  fall  with  uncomplain- 
ing milduess  and  patience,  is  one  of  the  most 
truly     aid      profoundly      interesting.      ^hoelcee 

farmentless,  homeless  poverty,  ppverty  that  Htt 
y  the  wayside  begging,  wi^  its  many  wants 
oDtruded  on  every  hand,  never  tt^chee  the  soul 
with  a  pang  a  hundredth  part  so  acute,  as  does  the 
shriukiag,  carefully  concealed  indigence  pf  tho 
woman  iwho  has  "  seen  better  4mym.  " 


■*-•♦♦ 


—  N«  snow  falls  lighter  than  the  snow  of  ago ; 
but  none  lies  heavier :  for,  it  never  melts. 

—  Wjiqn  the  gift  of  conversation  proves  a  elevet 
man.  the  want  of  it  is  no  proof  of  a  dull  one. 

— -  Wt  ought  not  to  judge  of  men's  merite  by 
their  qnalificationir  but  Dy  the  use  they  oiolu  of 
them. 
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OoiBg  To  The  Shacking. 

Baojo  Da*U  anof  by  Dak  Kxixt  uid  Boa  KKrnif. 

What'i  lb«  iD»tt«r.  Pompej,  wbat**  th«  msttaraow? 

Tba  rooiter*  are  ft  crowing  ■ndioiiu  ill*  briadi*  cow; 
Tba  piK*  tbayaia  atqaaallog.  th*  old  torn  eat  doaa  meow, 

Mia*  Buaia  aha  am  golog  to  fsad  tba  ap«ckla4  tow. 
Chobtm. 
Tbea  we're  (siog  to  tbe  abucklag, 

Yea   we'll  go  toMia  ahncking. 
T»a  we'll  go  to  tbe  abnckluR  of  the  com,  of  th*  cora, 

Aad  we'll  atar  aotit  the  morolag, 
Tee  we'll  atay  until  tbe  ninralag, 

We'll  atay  aatll  the  morniag,  ear*  aa  yon  are  bora. 

Her  dad  be  waa  a  aargeon,  they  called  him  Dandy  Jim ; 

Ha  cot  down  all  the  treea.  to  amputate  tbe  limb. 
-Ber  luothar  took  in  waaUlag  they  called  her 

Auuty  fliama. 
She'd  foartaeo  little  children,  and  abe  naed  tbem 

forclotbaa-plaa. 
Oboraa. 

Bar  head  waa  like  a  cabbage,  and  reddiih  waa 

ber  cheek. 
Her  Doae  it  waa  a  tnmnp.  and  thereforecan't  be  beat : 
Her  lege  tbey  ware  Ilka  cornatalka,  bar  beela  tbey 

followed  artar, 
She'd  come  ttpon  ber  toea,  which  made  her  a  tomatar. 

Oboraa. 

Mlea  Lacy  aatd  ahe  lored  me.  ahe  aa^a  aha  lored  me  too : 
To  me  aha'd  giTe  her  gizzard,  to  ma  I  kuowaUe'a  true: 
Sba  am  a  Rhlnoceroua  atie'a  a  hump-backed  Cbauiomllei 
She'a  a  Qiraffe-Blppopotamna,  aha'a  a  Kangaroo- 
Crocodile. 
Oboma. 


Why  do  I  weep  when  my  heart  ahonM  feel  no  paluf 
Wby  do  I  aigh  that  my  friauda  coma  not  a^n  t 
OriaTing  for  foma  departed  long  ago— 
I  hear  their  gentle  rolcea  calling:  "Old  Black  Joe." 

Ohoroi. 

Where  are  the  ehildrea  I  held  npoa  my  kxie  T 
Wbeaa  are  the'  hearia  oaca  ao  bappy  and  ao  ftee  T 
Ooae  to  the  ahore  where  my  loul  baa  longed  to  go— 
I  heat  thalr  gentle  yoieeacalliiig:  -Old  Blaok  Joe." 

Ohoraa. 

—  i<    *  ■ 


Pint  She  Would,  And  Then  She  Wouldn't  I 


To  an  eTentng  party  once  I  went. 

And  1  met  each  a  nice  young  girl. 
Dreaaed.  Ob  '.  ao  Sue.  and  amotbered  la  aeent' 

My  head  aooa  felt  In  a  whirl  : 
I  aaked  ber  If  aba'd  dauce  with  BM('.\ 

She  gave  a  langniahlng  amile.  '"^ 

8be  wouldn't  Bay    -Mo."'  abe  didn't  nr  ••Tea!" 
She'd  quite  a  peculiar  atyle. 
Ohoma:  Firai  abe  would,  aud  then  ihe  wouldn't : 

Than  ahe  amiled  and  aaid  "abe  couldn't:** 
Than  abe  aaid  :      Oh  I  my  :  you  f^itaWnl. 
Oh  !  you  ntutgktf.  neMghty  man  ! "   : 

I  aat  down  by  tba  fiir  one'a  aide,  '  ■     >.  -  . 

And  banded  bar  wine  and  oakei   >.    .  /.  -''^''. 
I  told  ber  wbat  Id  do  and  dare  '  '*' 

Torauchadarling'a  aake. 
She  bung  ber  bead  aud  iriiilad  and  giggled-    ' 

Ber  giggle  to  me  waa  bllaa— 
And  when  we  parted  on  that  nlghk".'.  '.,'    ' 

Itrledtoatealaklaa. 

nnt  liM  wimlA,  k«. 

I  often  aat  her  after  that. 

And  I'd  take  her  here  and  there,  ] 
And  arary  time  I  got  a  ctiaace,  ''   '  '  ' 

My  paaatoo  I'd  declare  ; 
I'Ta  Towed  to  be  true  on  the  top  of  8t  Paal'i, 

On  tbe  under-ground  rail.  BichmondHUli 
At  laat  I  aaid  "  If  abe  wonldn't  wad, 

By  Jingo !  myaelf  I'd  kill.  " 

Tint  aha  wrald,  Jke.' 

I  thought  it  waa  Hgkt :  ao  I  had 

Tbe  banna  put  Up  on  jpecft. 
And  aeat  my  lore  a  "  Bwaat  allk  dMaa,,"  -  ' 
Her  darling  aelf  to  deck.  ..    ...:'.'.' 

Upnn  the  wedding  raorn  I  called,     ?  ?   ',. 

My  iutended  bride  to  And          '   .*': 
Bot  <ireMoi  at  0^1  and  worat  of  all,  ;  ■.  ■    '  -  •'.      i- 

Bha'd  not  made  up  her  mlud. 
Broxair.— Sba  aaid  aba  thought 
At  flrat  ahe  would,  and  then  ahe  wonldn't; 
Andlhau.  anmehxw,  aba  tbonghtaha  couldn't. 
And  then  the  aaid   - 1  reallf  abonlda't, 
And  I  waa  a  fMiV^.  Noa^Aty  man. 

Wall,  after  that  we  married  ware. 

And  we're  pretty  jolly  at  borne:  ■,,'-.■" 

To  one  tbtag  the' my  wife  obJeot%  I 'iV  >  '  .  ' 

Tbat'a  when  I  wlah  to  roam. 
She  aaya  that  "bome'a  the  proper  pIImc      '  -     - 

For  all  good  married  men.  "  »''.'  ^" 

If  I  trot  out  at  night.  I  haTa  to  be  in  bed  by  ten. 
Sroxaa.— Aa  for  letting  me  baye  a  latch-key— 
Oite*  ahe  would,  but  now  aha  wouldn't, 
I  Bay  '  abe  could :  "  abe  aaya  "  aha  couldn't  " 
She  aaya  "whafa  more  ahe'a  aure  ahe  ahonldn't, ' 
And  I'm  a  ntmgkl]/,  naughif  man.  '  \ 


Old  BUek  Joe. 


Sooe  are  the  daya  when  my  heart  waa  young  and  gay. 
Oona  are  my  friauda  from  tbe  cotton  flelda  away  '' 

Oooa  from  the  earth  to  a  betlerland,  1  know:        ' 
I  hear  their  gentle  Tolcea  calling :  "  Old  Blank  Jo*. " 

Caoaua. 
rm  eoaiag.  I'm  eoming;  for.  my  heed  la  beadlag  lowi  -, 
IhaerthelrgaatJa  rolaea  oalllac :  "Old  Blaak  Joe  " 


Come,  Birdie,  Comei.     ^ 

The  muala  of  thla  Song  can  be  obtalaaA  at  aay 
Maale  Store. 


fieaulifal  bird  of  spring  has  come, 

Seeking  a  pinoe  to  buikl  bia  home. 
Warbling  hia  aong  ao  light  and  (raa, 

li«aulifiil  bird,  come  live  with  me. 
Coma  live  wilU  uie,  you  aball  be  freg^.^.... 

If  jou  T«')ll  ootue  and  live  with  me:.  ■ ;.. 
Come  live  with  ine,  you  ahall  be  fi^ee. 

Beautiful  bird,  «ome  lira  with  m«. 
I'm  all  alone,  - 

Come  live  with  me,  * 

Come  lira  with  me.  •  :^>: 

Chornt :  Come,  birdie,  come  lire  with  ma. 

We  will  be  happy,  light  and  fi«a : 
I  ^o<i  ahall  be  all  the  world  to  me. 
Come,  birdie,  oome  and  lira  with  u 

Ta  little  birdi  that  ait  and  aing, 

Many  a  thought  of  lored  onea  bring, 
Horering  around  your  tiny  neat. 

Calling  yonr  loved  onea  home  to  raat. 
Oh  t  happy  bird,  no  thought  of  care, 

Ko  aching  heart,  no  grief  to  bear, 
Orer  the  land,  over  the  aea. 

Come  oliaoge  your  home  and  lira  with  me. 
Come  change  your  home, 

No  more  to  roam. 
Coma  change  your  home.  Cbomt. 

Birdie,  what  makea  yon  fly  away, 

W  ben  I  come  near  yon  t  tell  me,  pniy  : 
1*11  not  deceive  you,  yon  are  free. 

If  yon  ahould  come  and  lire  with  me. 
'.  Kow,  birdie,  fly,  fast  to  the  aky, 

To  your  aweet  home  :  for,  night  is  nigh. 
And  when  the  sun  shines  o'er  the  lea. 

Bring  thy  ewect  mate  and  hra  with  ma. . 
Then  we  will  sing. 

Daylight  to  bring. 
Than  wa  will  aing.  Cbora& 


For  Srer  And  A  Day. 

Ax  OuoiHAL  Nrw  Motto-Soib. 


In  life's  spring  time  and  glory, 

When  all  is  fresh  and  new. 
Men  row  and  promise  rashly  1.' .:. 

Wbat  they  will  be  and  do.  ;,' 

But  promises  like  piecrust, 

I've  heard  the  prorerb  say. 
Are  made  but  to  DC  broken 

For  erer  and  a  day. 

Motto  Chorus. 
;,  Oh  I  merrv  men,  and  maideni, 

^•■.  Beware  of  what  you  say : 

Don't  row  and  promise  lightly 

For  erer  and  a  day. 

"  I'll  lore  my  lore  for  erer, 

( Ire  heard  the  lorer  say  :  )  :.-, 

There's  nought  on  earth  can  aarar 

My  heart  from  her  away.  "  ., ., 

But  soon  a  rich  old  widow, 

Lured  by  her  gold  display,         /    ..      ';''.• 
Ha  wed,  and  thought  no  mora  of 

For  erer  and  a  day.  Chorus. 

Some  would-be  warrior  hero. 

Eager  for  fame,  will  cry  : 
"  Though  all  should  fall  around  me, 

I'll  fight  on  till  1  die!" 
Bnt  danger  conquers  courage. 

He  11  vanish  from  tha  fray. 
Preferring  life  to  glory. 

For  era  and  a  day.  Chonu. 


'■■•■;-:';;'  h: 


"  We  swear  eteroal  iKendahip, " 

Crr  rarallan  o'er  their  wine ; 
Btil  Malmislv  makea  focucB 

Of  them  thro'  love  divine. 
Then  friendship's  ties  are  broken, 

They  meet  in  bostila  frM. 
Jini,  u  not  akia,  art  ganaiwd 

For  erer  aad  •  day. 

Tho'  ferms  may  be  all  baMty, 

And  browa  aa  fair  as  tncm : 
And  roioea  lika  tweet  mnsia. 

And  cheeka  Uke  roaaa  glow  : 
Aad  traases  bright  and  goldaa, 

And  eyea  of  starlight  ray  : 
They  cannot  last,  remember. 

For  erer  and  a  day ! 


Olfims. 


Ohorak 


^  fa  ^ 


,  The  London  Street  Arab. 

Sang  by  B.  MoaiinT.a, 
Air—  ••  Perhapa  ahe*a  on  the  Batlway.  * 


la  thia  great  Brltiah  nation 

There  are  atraat  araba  still. 
That  tba  '  School  Board  "  can't  lay  hoM  0( 

To  raacae  from  all  ill 
Ood  bless  tbe  Earl  of  Sbaftesbuy  I 

He  dues  do  all  he  can  ; 
But  I  thluk  wbat  I  am  as  boy 

I  ahall  grow  up  aa  man.  '< 

Ohoma:    Perhapa  I  live  by  dodaary— 
Perhapa  by  ahamming  flle : 
Perbaps  I  lira  by  bonaaty — 
>.,:/■■•      Perbapa  npon  my  wita: 

Perhaps  I  kuow  my  book  well, 
And  ao  a  llTing  gat: 
'.  Perhapa  the   " Lundon  Sehool  Board" 
May  collar  me  aa  yet ! 

Spoken :  And  If  It  doaa  perhape  It  will  kindly  aa* 
lighten  my  understanding  aa  to  wbo  ware  my  father  and 
mother.  All  1  know  about  'em  la  from  the  old  woman 
that  kaepa  the  "  dolly  shop"  where  I  lodge,  and  pay  two- 
pence a  uigbt  for  the  prlrllega  of  being  taken  in.  and 
and  abaring  half  a  iMii  with  a  nigger,  where  I'm  kicked 
en  one  aide  by  tha  black  man.  and  bitteu  by  the  blaok- 
beatlee  on  tbe  other.  Mow.  that  old  woman  telle  me  abe 
!>•  II  a  Tea  I  waa  bom  ouce.  but  it  waa  wbeu  I  waa  very 
yovng  :  and  she  thinks  d  notbar  waa  a  woman—  aLe's 
not  oulta  certain— and  abe  rather  fancies  that  she  waa  a 
girl  ftrat— and  that  my  fitbar.  ofconraa.  waa  a  man— and 
that  my  fktber  and  mother  bad  three  twine,  and  that  I 
waa  one  of  them,  born  a  few  weeka  afterwards—  and  that 
wetwina  all  gut  mixed  up  tOKSther.  and  tbey  couldn't 
tell  which  waa  which— and  that  when  they  took  na  to  be 
cbrlataned  tha  old  man  aaid  to  tba  old  woman  :  "Ooma 
old  girl,  it'a  nut  every  day  in  the  week  we  hare  twlua. 
aappoaa  we  wet  'em  with  a  dialnt"  That's  all  I  know 
about  It :  and  as  for  a  Uvlac,  why—  Ohoma. 

I  like  a  grand  proeeeaion — 

I  like  a  Lord  Mayor'a  Show: 
To  all  teetotal  f>inerala  ':■'  "  ''■'.  - 

This  atreat  arab  will  go^  ■'■Vr.'ir -'';- 

But  tumbling  after  'bnaes  ';.:."'.,'.: 

la  now  no  game  at  all :  .'.■.'. 

And  chalking  ou  tbe  pavement  :/-  V  ''      ' '^' 

"I'm  atarving"  la  a  poor  atalL 

■peken:  Vow.  If  I  eaa't  read  booha.  I  can  read  people. 
and  kuow  a  kind  old  lady  half  a  mile  oit  If  ahe  happena 
to  have  a  fat  lap-dog  with  ber,  I  know  ahe'a  good  for  a 
penny  If  I  aaya  r  ■■  Oh.  my  eyea  !  whatapretty  ereatnre !  " 
Lor'  bleaa  yoa  I  I  don't  know  nothing.  I  don't—  never 
did—  never  aball—  aud  wbat'smora  don't  want  to—  why 
ahould  IT  I'm  only  an  ontcaat.  caat  oat  by  society,  to 
caat  In  my  lot  with  murderers  aud  vagabonds  or  va. 
granta.  aa  the  oaae  may  be.  Wbat  I  gat  for  breakfkat 
dinner,  and  tea  la  a  mere  nothing,  and  what  I  get  for 
supper  la  a  flaabita:  perbapa  I  may  turn  honest  whan 
the  maggot  bites.    Bat  Juat  at  preseat—  Omnn 

Tva  tried  at  holding  horaea, 

I've  tried  at  blacking  boots: 
But,  now-a-daye.  tba  bobbies        '>'>'''- 

Are  really  getting  brnlee. 
They  move  along  a  fellow 

Who  trlea  a  cruat  to  eara. 
And  a  Lnndou  atreet  arab 

Is  euAd  at  arary  turn. 

Spoken  :  I  ease  heard  a  atreet  preacher  say  "Honesty's 
tbe  best  policy;"  and  tho'  I'm  but  a  poor,  ignorant 
street  arab  not  too  boneat.  If  atarving  I  do  believe  it  la. 
Bnt  what's  a  boy  to  do.  when  he's  got  no  friends?  And 
perhapa  bad  a  month  T  Nobody  won  t  look  at  him  to  give 
bim  employment  And  there's  another  thing  I  can  tell 
yon.  my  friauda.-  If  the  London  Bchool  Board  reecued 
all  the  poor  atreet  araba  to-morrow,  the  MawgaU  Llt«ra. 
tars,  and  Thieves  Highwaymen,  penny  iMoks  would 
make  more  to  fill  the  streaU  tha  next  day :  and  they'd 
have  to  aay  aa  I  do—  Ohoma. 

I'd  be  a  ladr's  footman, 

I'd  be  a  cabin  boy. 
Carry  telegraphic  roeesagM, 

Indeed  I  would  with  Joy. 
If  I  Obtain  employment, 

I  la  it  shall  remain: 
If  I  don't  to-morrow  night, 

Toa'll  see  me  hare  agala. 


OhOTM. 


iwA 


V-aA^v^fc 


TH£     SIIV«£R'S    JOVRIVAI.. 


MKl 


The  Inih  Boy'i  Lament 

Writtan  and  Bang  b7  Johnnr  Roach, 
tha  aaoeaaafol  Iriali  vOMltM. 


ItovwaU,  Ireland  !  I  can  bo  loacer  dwall  at  hoTaa. 

I  muat  oroaa  tb«  atormj  mala, 
Vbara  ernal  atrifo  may  «nd  mj  \lt», 

to  a««  70a  ne'er  again— 
It  will  break  my  heart  from  70a  to  part, 

aatore  aenahala  machree  : 
Bat  I  mnat  (o,  taU  mt  gilaf  and  woe 

to  the  aborea  of  America. 
Oboraa  :    Bo  now  farewell  !  I  ean  ne  laager  dwell 
At  home  acaahala  macbree  : 
Bat  I  maat  go.  fall  of  grScf  and  woe, 
To  the  ihorea  of  America^ 

On  the  Irtah  aoil  my  ftrfnar*  lired 

■ince  the  daya  of  Krin  Banoo, 
They  paid  their  rent  and  lived  cookeut, 

coDTenlent  to  Kllldew  : 
Bat  a  landlord  crael  gare  «a  the  alael— 

my  poor  old  mother  and  me, 
Wa  bad  to  leafe  o«r  borne,  fkr  away  to  roam, 

and  come  to  America. 
80  now,  tub. 

Ko  mere  In  the  old  chnreh-yard.  tatora, 

OD  my  fktber'a  grare  iball  I  kneel, 
Bat  the  tyrant  know*  bat  little  of  the  woca 

that  a  poor  boy  baa  to  feel- 
When  I  look  aronnd  on  (bat  little 

■pot  of  cround  where  the  cabin  naed  to  be, 
I  eonU  enroa  the  lawa  that  gave  me  caaae 

to  come  to  America- 
Bo  now,  &c. 

Ob !  wbara  are  tba  aalgbbora.  kind  and  trne. 

that  waa  once  oar  coantry'a  pride  T 
No  more  (hey  are  aeen  at  th«  fair  ou  tLe  greeu, 

or  Ibe  dauce  lijr  the  green  hill  aide  : 
TU  a  atranger'a  oow  tbat  la  grasiog  now 

,        where  the  cabin  oaed  to  be  : 
With  notice  they  were  aerred  to  be 

tamed  oat  aud  itarTed,  or  come  (o  America. 

80  now,  ko. 

O  Erin  Macbree  !  mnat  yoar  ebildren 

be  exiled  all  OTer  the  earth  T 
Moat  they  think  no  more  of  too.  aatore 

Of  the  land  tbat  gaTe  (bem  birth  T 
Xaat  th*  Iriah  yield,  like  the  beaata  of  the  field  T 

No  no  !  acoabala  macbree^ 
They  are  going  away  in  ahipa,  with 

Tangeance  on  their  llpa,  to  retam  from  America  ! 

80  now,  ha. 


It's  Little  for  Glory  I  Car«, 

Air :  The  Grinder. 


It'a  little  for  ^lory  f  care  :  •*,:  .  , '  .v  ' 

Sure  Ambition  la  only  a  fable  :     *■"■  •  ,■-..;,  ..^ 
I'd  aa  Boon  be  mywlf  as  Lord  Mayor,      v  V  ■  '' 

\\  ith  lashina  of  drink  on  the  taole. 
I  like  to  lie  down  in  the  snn 

And  drame,  when  •my  feytnrea  ia  aehonhin, 
That  when  I'm  too  old  for  more  fiin. 

Why,  I'll  marry  a  wife  with  a  fortunt.'  . .' 

And  in  winter  with  baeon  and  egga, 

And  a  place  at  the  turf  fire  basking^,     '2 
Bip  my  punch  aa  I  roasted  my  legs. 

Oh  !  the  devil  a  more  I'd  be  aeking— »   ..    : ' 
For,  I  haven't  a  janiua  for  work, 

It  waa  never  the  gift  of  the  hradiea,    ^ .   -.  -; 
But  I'd  make  a  most  illigant  Tnrk  : 

For,  I'm  fond  of  tobacco  and  ladiea.    ^     . 


y> 


Annie'i  OraTtt 


I  remember  well  the  time,  tho'  'twaa  many  yean  ago, 

W  heu  I  wooed  and  won  the  love  of  dear  Annie  : 

Oh  !  tba  time  waut  awiftly  by.  like  a  aweet  gliding  atream : 

For   mj  yoanR  heart  waa  happy,  light  and  free. 

Bat  that  happy  time  la  paai  and  mr  hair  ia  taming  gray— 

For.  that  loved  one  I  uever  more  ahall  ace. 

And  mr  heart  1*  aad  and  loDe  aa  I  weep  from  day  to  day. 

Since  dear  Annie  la  no  louger  here  with  me, 

OBOSCS. 
Oh !  Annie,  dear  Annie,  thoa  art  laid 

where  the  tall  wlllowa  ware. 
And  my  heart  ia  aad  and  lonely  : 
Tea  my  heart  la  aad  and  lonely, 
Aa  I  weep  o'er  dear  Annie'a  grave. 

Twaa  a  bright  aad  anaay  BoralBC 

In  the  Antamn  of  the  year. 
When  they  told  me  tbat  I'd  loat  dear  Annie. 
Tbat  her  aweet  and  gentle  voice  I  never  more  ahall  bear, 
Or  her  wionlng  amlV*  wonid  beam  again  on  la*— 
In  a  littla  green  vele  where  the  awe^  fl«wara  bloom, 
Haav  the  ^ot  where  the  tall  wlllowa  wave. 
They  have  laid  bar  tbere  to  feet,  and 

ny  heart  ia  aad  And  lone, 
Aa  I  weep  «*ar  daar  Aanlel  mrw, 

-M ;  ABSla,  ««nc  Aula.  te. 


Kate  OXeary. 

Don't  talk  to  me  of  yonr  Broadway  awells, 
Nor  rave  about  your  Bowei^  bellea  : 
I'll  tell  yon  of  the  beet  of  girla, 

A  ooantry  little  fairy. 
I'll  aing  to  you  of  a  girl  I  knew, 
She  lived  in  Huntingdon,  it'a  triie  : 
And  if  you  liaten,  you'll  find  there  were  mighty  few 
Coold  equal  Kate  O'Leary. 
CBOKC8. 
For,  she  ia  jnat  the  girl  you'd  like  to  apark  : 
Her  eyea  are  blue  and  her  hair  ia  dark  : 
J7ot  from  the  Battery  to  Central  Park 
Could  you  equal  Kate  O'Leaiy — 

Her  eheeka  were  red,  and  her  eyes  were  bine  : 
Her  hair  waa  dark,  <X  the  deepest  hte  : 
Her  foot  waa  email  and  neat  to  view, 

And  her  beart  waa  light  and  airy. 
Her  voiee  was  music  to  my  ear  :     . 
She  had  an  Irish  brogue,  so  rich  and  clear — 
The  like  again  1  11  never  bear, 

Aa  from  aweet  Kate  O'Leary — 

For,  ahe'a  just,  Ac. 

Although  she  bad  no  "  Oreeian  Bend,  " 
She  had  the  hearta  of  all  the  men  : 
For,  invitations  they  would  send  : 

For,  she  danced  mat  like  a  fairy. 
She  was  none  too  snort,  nor  yet  too  tall- 
She  had  no  "  Chignon  "  nor  "  Waterfall :  " 
Bat,  £aith  !  the  belle  of  any  ball 

Waa  my  charming  Kate  O'Leary — 

For,  ahe'a  juat,  Ac. 
m  le'i  m» 

Parody  on  :  Twenty  Tears  Ago. 


',  I  wandered  by  the  village,  Tqoi— 

I  eat  beneath  the  tree  : 
And  gized  npoo  tbat  dear  old  Jail 

That  oft  abaltered  yon  and  ma. 
Bat  none  waa  there  to  ball  me  ont. 

At  leaat  they  told  me  ao  : 
I  waa  not  acquainted  with  the  Judge, 

Iiike  twenty  years  ago. 

The  Jail  ia  altered  some,  dear  Tom, 

It'a  larger  now  than  then  : 
•     Its  cella  are  twtoe  aa  wide,  dear  Tom, 

To  accomodate  more  meu. 
The  bell  ia  there  tbat  need  to  ring. 

When  to  work  we  bad  to  go  : 
The  mnaic'a  Jnat  aa  aweet,  dear  Tom. 

Aa  twenty  yeara  ago. 

.-^^  The  hoys  are  at  the  aame  old  game 

Of  hooking  ou  the  ely  : 
Tbey  stole  a  bam.  the  o'ber  night, 

■Twaa  oft  done  by  yon  and  I. 
They're  Rambling,  too.  for  money,  Tom. 

At  aeven-ap.  yon  know  • 
That  good  old  game  we  loved  ao  well 

Jaat  twenty  yeara  ago. 

:•' .  Sown  by  (he  epring.  oloee  to  the  eln« 

Yoa  know  poor  William  Way  : 
'■■;  I  mean  the  old  ahoemaker.  Tom, 
I  aaw  him  yeaterday. 
Soma  wretch  haa  kicked  bla  atnfflog  oat, 

He'a  dying,  aare  but  alow  : 
Jaat  aa  the  one,  yoa  wolloped  00, 
Died  twenty  yeara  ago. 

If  7  lids  bave  long  been  dry.  dear  Tom, 

Bat  teara  came  to  my  eyea. 
When  I  think  Upon  that  good  old  haah 

And  thoae  dear  old  mntton  piea. 
I  want  iatof  a*t'a  to  get  a  drink. 

Bat.  Tom.  1  atarted  ao —  .'.  •.■ 

I  had  narry  red— I  waa  dead  broke— 
.     Uke  twenty  yeara  ago. 


Star  of  Columbia. 


Star  of  Columbia,  fair  aa  the  mom, 

Unaullied  by  crime,  and  in  liberty  bom  : 

The  giant  of  nationa,  of  freedom  and  art, 

The  mirror  of  nature,  the  bold,  honeat  heart  : 

The  arts  fly  for  fiavor  to  thia  happy  land. 

From  Europe's  fkmed  cities  to  tny  foetering  hand, 

Here  find  tney  a  &vor  to  aid  and  to  grace. 

And  are  met  like  a  parent,  with  amiles  on  thy  £aoe  : 

Here  genine  haa  vent,  here  the  mind's  free  to  roam. 

And  the  aoil  to  the  atranger  ia  turned  a  home  : 

No  longer  depreaaed  by  bahiiMi  a  doU  brain. 

He  lives  and  be  feala  bke  a  giant  again  ! 


Wbtn  Toa  marry  "  take  the  dsaghtw  of  a  good 
mother.^ 


There's  VottiiBg  Like  a  Presh'iiing  BreoM 

The  Hasie  of  this  piece,  arranged  f»r  tb*  voloe  and 

pianoforte  ia  publiabed  by  E  H    Harding  in  hia  olagaat 

and  large  doable-sheet  fbrm— The  aame  aa  the  Tkirty 

Cent  Sheet  M naio— For  aale  by  X.  H  Hatdlag, 

H«.  8S8  Bowery— Prloe  Ten  Oanta. 


Gira  m«  •  fi«sh'nfng  breeze,  my  boya, 

A  white  and  swelung  sail  : 
A  shin  that  cuts  Uie  dashing  waTea, 

Ana  leeatbers  every  gale. 
What  lift  is  like  a  seaman's  life. 

So  free,  so  bold,  so  brave  ? 
Hia  home  the  ooean'a  wide  expanaa, 
A  comil  bed  hia  grave— 

cuoars. 
BnrMi  !  hurrah  .'  hurrah  I  homh  tbM 

for  a  aaaoian'i  lift, 
For  ocean  ship  and  wind  ! 
There's  nothing  like  a  fresh'ning  breese 
To  gladden  heart  and  mind — 
Gladden  heart  and  mind — 
Humih  !  hurrah  !  hurrah  !  hurrah  ! 

When  foaming  waves  aronnd  ns  dash 

Theaogry  storm  loud  roars  : 
'Tie  mbaio  to  the  aailor's  ears, 

And  high  his  courage  soara. 
He  feels  a  king  of  niienty  power, 

1  be  elements  Lis  slaves  : 
His  trusty  ebip.at  his  command 

Steers  on  through  storm  and  wave. 
:*', ;    ;j  Hurrah  I  harrah  t  Aa.' 

va.  my  Ship  o<Hnes  Home. 


Tm  aadly  odi  bf  aplrita  :  for.  I'm  ont  of  lack,  yoa 
Dame  Fortune  that  ouoertain  Jade. 

baa  to  mad  her  baek  on  aaa. 
Some  men  are  bom  with  allver  apouua. 

I've  oft  beard  people  atals. 
I  fear  the  apoena  that  fell  to  me  were  bnt  electro  plate. 
I  recollect  In  cbildbood'a  daya.  when  pretty  tuya  1  aoagbt. 
They  told  mie  I  luoat  wait  nntil  my  ahip  came  Into  port. 
Bow  hopefully  I  waited  then— now  coufurtleaa  I  roam  : 
Perbapa  things  will  be  better  when  my  ahip  comea  home. 
When  my  ahip  comea  home,  bnya 

Vben  mw  abip  comea  home. 
Like  a  Jol^  fellow  tbroogb  the  wolVm  roam  : 
When  my  abip  comea  home,  boya, 

when  ray  ahip  eomee  home. 
I  mean  to  do  aome  wondera,  when  my  ahip  comae  boa.e. 

When  childhood  paaaed  and  yonth  appeared 

the  dawn  of  manhood  Iklr, 
I  longed  ao  for  tbat  abip— and  bnllt  my  caatlea  In  the  air— 
What  i>oon  tompanloaa  I  would  eliooae 

what  dinnera  I  would  glva. 
What  horsey  I  wonld  drive,  and,  oh  ! 

in  what  a  atyle  I'd  live— 
The  world  wonld  not  be  large  enough 

for  all  (be  good  I'd  do. 
When  once  that  visionary  abip  of  mineappearMl  la  view— 
Mlafortone'Bigalea  tbo'  kept  her  back 

or  a«nk  her  in  the  foam. 
And  rm  w^|a^  waiting  till  my  ahip  comea  home. 

When  my  ahip  comes  home,  kn. 


II 


The  yeara  go  swiftly  by  :  for.  Time  ia  apeedy  In  bla  fllgbt. 
And  not  a  Veatige  of  that  ahip  haa  yet  appeared  in  eight : 
The  higher  that  one's  bopee  are  raiaed 

the  greater  la  tbo  tM— 
II  will  be  bard  indeed  If  ahe  doea  cot  come  at  alU 
If  friendly  winda  ahonld  waft  ber  here 

to  me  with  wealth  galore, 
Ify  heart  will  atill  be  fonnd  as  (ran  aa  in  the  days  of  yora. 
No  willing  man  shall  want  for  work, 

none  pennlleas  shall  roam  : 
Ton  see  !  Tm  only  waiting  (ill  my  ship  oomea  home- 
When  uiy  ahip  eomee  home,  to. 


-.«*. 


jFrom  One  Single  Kiss  I 

i  

Ah  !  Jnttine  !  what  bave  yon  done  ? 

All  this  ecstasy  of  bliss. 
All  this  throbbing  passion  woo 

From  one  single  kiss  ! 
Lingariqg  kisaes  never  cloy 

Ob  the  loving  lipe  we  preas. 
But,  ptrhaps,  the  foretaste  e'en  of  Joy 

Ts  lore's  greateet  bapfHoeaa — 

And  e'toa  the  remembranoe,  Swaak, 

Of  this 'first  kiss,  alwava  will 
Mat  -  Wnr  boeom  flash  ana  beat, 

^  II4  your  heart  be  eold  and  atilL 
Now  flobr  lover  acaroe  believes 

u  hit  'tia  hia  love  inapirsa  yoa  : 
Battarlto  ^ve  than  to  reoMV*  : 

ap  ^a  joya  ia  Om  lot*  tbat  itw  yen— 


m 
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THC     Slili^^CIft'S  '  JOU RIVAL.. 


Dont  Oo,  MoIIle  Darling; 

Word!  by  Fbaxx  Dumoitt.  Moale  by  J.  BsmT  Wumoiti. 


Oh !  MoUi«,  darling,  th«  anchor  u  weighed, 

The  ship  ia  now  ready  to  anil  o'er  the  sea : 
Each  moment  is  precious  and  time  will  not  wait. 

Oh  I  Mollie  my  treasure,  do  listen  to  me : 
You're  going  far  away  from  kindred  and  friends. 

Off  to  the  land  that  is  far  o'er  the  foam  : 
We've  no  one  but  you  to  gladden  our  hearts — 

Don't  leave  us,  Mollie,  sweet  light  of  our  home. 
CaoKCB. 

Don't  cross  the  sea,  Mollie,  and  leave  ns  alone— 
For,  dreary  our  beautiful  home  then  will  be. 

We've  no  one  to  care  for  but  you,  Mollie  dear, 
Don't  leave  ns,  darling,  Oli !  lislea  to  mo. 

Oh  t  Mollie,  my  darling,  vour  father  ia  ill. 

But  still  he  iiMa  come  down  to  see  you  depart : 
Ha  atanda  by  your  aide  in  our  sorrow  and  pain, 

And  tears  tell  the  anguish  that  lies  in  his  heart. 
Oh?  come  to  my  arms,  let  me  fold  you  again, 

Close  to  the  heart  that  is  throbbing  for  thee — 
Bemeraber  the  days  when  I  sang  you  to  sleep : 

Don  t  leave  us,  Mollie,  to  cross  the  blue  sea. 

Cuoats. 

Oh  I  Mollie,  my  darling,  say  what  will  you  do. 

Alone  in  a  land  were  but  straugers  abide? 
No  kind  words  you'll  hear  of  advice,  Mollie  dear, 

liut,  ah  !  many  evils  will  lurk  at  your  aide  ; 
Let  me  kiss  you,  perhaps  for  the  last  time  on  earth . 

For,  we  are  old,  and  our  days  are  but  few  : 
There's  tears  in  your  eyes,  I  see  yon'U  not  go — 

lieav'n  pour  sweet  blessings,  dear  Mollie,  on  }-ou ! 

.:.*.>;••'•■•  I,';.-  Caomm. 


The  Spade. 


Snug  by  the  Celebrated  Irtth  Comic  Singer, 
Joun  BoAOS. 


f"     Give  me  the  Spade  and  the  man  who  can  use  it : 
A  £•;  for  your  lord,  and  his  soft  silken  hands! 
Let  the  man  who  has  strength  never  stoop  to  abuse  it. 

Give  back  to  the  giver — the  land,  boys,  the  land. 
1  here's  no  bank  like  the  Earth  to  de|x>eit  your  labor, 

I'lie  more  you  deposit,  the  more  you  shall  have  ; 
If  there's  more  than  you  want,  you  can  give  to 

your  neighbor. 
And  your  name  shall  be  dear  to  the  true  and 

the  brave. 
Chokds  :  Give  me  the  Spade,  Ac. 

;,/;.,!  •. 

Give  me  the  Spade.— the  American's  glory —  "'■   * 

'I  hat  fashions  the  field  fi^>m  the  bleak  barren  muor  : 
Let  us  speak  of  its  praise  in  ballad  and  story, 
W  bile  tis  brightened  with  labor,  not  tarnished 

with  gore. 
It  was  not  the  Sword  that  won  our  best  battles. 
Created  oa"  Commeroe,  extended  our  Trade, 
G^ve  fo«d  for  our  wives,  our  children,  our  cattle. 
Bat  the  Queen  of  all  weapons — the  Spade,  boys, 

the  bpade. 
Give  me  the  Spade,  4o.      .  ,    , 

Give  me  the  Spade :  there's  a  magic  about  it. ' 

Tliat  tnrns  the  black  soil  into  bright  «hinini;gcld — 
What  would  our  fathers  have  done,  boy?,  witlionf., 
When  this  land  lay  all  bare  and  the  north  wind 

blew  ^old  ? 
Where  the  tall  forests  stood,  and  the  wild  beasts 

were  yelling, 
'V'here  our  stont^beArted  anoMtor*  shrank  back 

afraid — 
^ow  the  eornstaok  is  raised,  and  have  cleared 

a  dwelling — 
Tken  Hurrah  for  our  trae  fHend,  the  Spade,  boys, 

the  Spkde ! 
Give  me  the  Spade,  Ao. 


Wliy  is  a  new-born  ebieken  like  a  eow's  tail? — 
I-iecausa  it  Was  never  seen  befera. 

\V  by  is  a  gorroter  on  his  trial  Uka  a  shirt  hang- 
ing out  to  ary  ?— B«oaase  he  is  in  a  state  of  sus- 
pense. 

Why  is  aa  extravagant  wifW  lika  ivy  f—  Bacausa 
the  looser  aha  eUags,  tha  grsater  the  rain. 


The  Hero  Stanley. 

By  W.  H.  Ksvaas—       Air:  Bed,  White  and  Dlaa. 


Tha  hero  wa  welooma  aud  honor  t<ydar 

Shall  in  yeara  yet  in  hiatory  relgu : 
BrsTa  8t«ul«r.  wiio  merita  tlie  honor  we  pay, 

BrlDRinit  LivlDuitona  to  ni  ogala. 
Deaertod  by  each  Toiii  explorer, 

Maglected  Liy  Kirk  inJ  liia  crew  : 
Tlis  brava  heart  will  blaaa  kla  rettorar. 

Which  OR 'la  'Ifa  and  hope  dolh  renew. 
CBoavs:  Let  lila  orown  b«  the  evergreen  wreath. 
Let  ua  cliaer  thna.  to  lioDur  hla  (Sins 
Ai  dUl  Mirmion  with  bii  la*t  l>r«alli 
Who  died  while  repeating  the  name. 

Through  baolj  throngh  eold.  'mong  wild  trlbaa  of  man, 

In  tempeata, 'neatU  burning  hot  ami. 
He  toiiKbt  brmraly  on  tbruugh  iwaoip  and  throngh  fen. 

In  tlie  work  he'd  ao  nobler  begun. 
Mo  army  so  monarch,  no  barbarona  race 

Could  atay  tbia  yoang  hero  a  career: 
Bia  pleaaora.  hla  joy,  hla  dellRbt  wk  embrace. 

When  with  LWingatoue  ha  ahall  b«  here. 
Caoava:  Mo  coward  will  dare  sneer  again. 

Tba  hero'a  known  proweaa  he'll  faar  : 
A  groau  for  tha  "  poltroona. "  not  men. 
Who  preaumad  at  the  bauquet  to  sneer. 

Kow  Is  Africa  known  :  may  Ita  rtchea  ne'er  ceoae. 

Wb«re  tlie  lands  are  a  trraanre  of  gold  : 
For.  the  weitltb  of>tlie^world  'twill  liiorssaa, 

Aa  tba  aleUemlatfpromlaed  of  old.        :_  •-•;■■  -  . 
Ita  ricbca  great  kingdoma  will  raise. 

Adding  stores  to  the  atorea  thay  pflSSSII : 
Fnr  tbla   brave  yoang  Stanley  we  pral'e, 
&Iay  hla  great  courage  nerer  be  leas !    • 
Chobus  :  To  America— Slater!   wa  asy  : 

If  lUy  goodwill  baa  aver  been  alighted. 
As  uor  bauds  join  In  friendship  to-day. 
Let  onr  Slataa  be  for  aTer  united. 


Oood-Bye,  Liza  Jane. 

I 

As  sung  by  Fbark  Lcm,  the  great  Sensation  Oomla  Ringar, 
.    with  immanae  applause 


Away  down  sonth  where  I  was  bora,  -i' 

I  li  nsk  the  wood,  aud  chop  the  com,  ■    .-■  -  '< 

Walk  that  loo.  oh  !  mlsa  loo,  ..' 

Ah  '■  ab  '.  all !  bear  ma  now  : 
A  rousted  sar  to  the  hoaae  I  bring. 

Tha  oreraaer  cotch  me  and  made  me  atng.  ; 

Caoapa. 
Ws'k  that  loo,  oh !  miss  loo,  '"':.''■■  , 

Ab  '  »h'  ab  '  hear  ma  now: 
F'>r    I  am  going  away  to  leave  yoa.  geod-bya.  gbed-bya : 

I  am  (.'Oing  away  to  leave  yoa.  good-bye,  Lisa  Jaoa. 
Obi  I  am  going  away  to  leave  yoit  oh'  I  am  got  eg 

down  toLyncbburg  town 

If  you  get  there  before  I  do.  oh  '.  good  bye,  Lisa  Jaos. 

Dueka  play  carda  and  ohioksas  drink  wlaa. 
And  moukeya  grow  upon  grape  vines:  .     .  ,. 

W.iU  tbat  loo,  oh  '.  mlsa  loo.  .'■■''■-. ':  ■-.     v  '  . 

All '  ah  !  ah  !  hear  ma  now  : 

Corn-Starch  pnddiug  aud  tapioca  pie. 
Oh '  the  gray  cat  picked  out  tha  black  eal's  sys. 

CBOBbS. 

Tha  old  cow  In  the  yoang  cow's  abed. 

I'eil  over  a  corn  and  broke  off  her  head  : 
W  Ik  that  loo  oh  '   mlsa  loo. 

Ah'  ah'  ab  '  bear  ma  now  : 
Aud  when  the  J^cbaa*  bxard  the  row. 

Ua  etabbed  himaelf  with  the  tall  of  a  cow. 


A  iiiKcereama  from  .Arkanssw, 
'I  he  worat  oM  fuol  I  ever  >aw: 

\V>ilk  tbat  loo,  oh  I  mlaa  loo. 
He  »ei't  aoioe  water  for  to  get, 

Aud  be  earried  It  boma  in  a  oorn  basket. 


Oioaos. 


CBoars. 


I  «»»i 


.•^■^o-|    Pullman  Car      .^ . ; .  ■■•'v^- ■ ; , 

Words  by  Alvbed  Brvaon.       Maslc  by  Ohas.  J.  Ifiias. 


Pray  give  me  yoar  attaalies.  ■•  i    .'.• - 

Some  ficis  to  you  I'll  msntloa  '  ■f:^ 

Auont  a  dear,  bewlleblng  girl  ',' V  Vii'-*' ■ 

I  met  the  other  day  ;  -i.  '.  < 

Twss  In  the  hours  of  leisure, 

While  traveling  Juat  forpleaanre:  ■'/  ' 

She  e:>me  wmlklng  through  a  Pallnaa  Oar. 
And  looked  ao  a«eet  and  gay. 

CaoBca  .     Biding  lu  a  Pallmao  car. 

Whilst  riding  In  a  Pa  Iman  Oar, 
A  girl  she  paasad  ma  by. 
And  wtDkad  at  masoaiy, 
Wbllat  riding  in  a  Pnllman  ear. 

( Hiptat  Ctenw  ) 

As  I  a:ea«  was  sittiaf . 

Sbe  threogll  Ihaoar  esais  flitting: 
I  wMtel-.ed  bar  with  anraptnred  gtxa. 

Aa  she  'was  trlpfdag  byt 
Xy  heart  wasrgone  eoaspleialy. 

Bar  eyes  they  bfsoied  so  sweetly— 


I  smiled  at  her,  aha  anatlad  at  ma, 
Aud  then  aha  winked  her  aye. 

At  laat  we  reached  the  stoUoa, 

Which  was  our  deailnaiion  : 
I  lost  algbt  of  the  pretty  girl. 

Who  atola  my  heart  away  j 
Bnt  aoon  I  meaa  to  find  her. 

And  then  I  will  ramlad  bar 
About  tbat  small  flirtutlou 

We  had  the  other  day. 


Biding  la,  *• 


Biding  la.  Ao 


Fat  Won't  Oo  Home  Till  Morning. 

Composed  and  snug  by  f.  K.  BZAir. 


The  dswo  npon  the  hill  was  krssking  tbestws  wan 

twinkling  la  the  aky, 
As  Pat  npon  tlM  groand  lay  dreamiog.  hia  big 

shiileUh  lay  close  by: 
All  Bight  the  whiskey  he's  been  drinklag  a&d  now 

he  wokenafrom  his  drunken  snoia. 
He  calls  for  drink  to  moke  him  frUky.  and  awrors 

beoauss  tbeta  Is  no  man, 
Osoavs. 

Then  All  gp  the  bowl,  hurrah  '  for  a  iblr«ty  s«nt  ba!  ba! 
AH  Digbt  on  asprsa,  my  boya,  my  throat  with  flr* 

is  bnrnluik 
Dance  ao  blithe  and  gay,  hurrah !  none  like  Pat  oaa  be, 

b:i.'  ha! 
DlTll  a  holr  I  ears,  ny  boys,  we  woo't  go  hoiae  till 

morulng. 

The  moon  npon  the  bogs  was  gleaming,  and  the  lamba 

were  bleating  la  the  shed, 
The  pigs  sad  sows  the  swill  are  rakiug.  aud  tha 

goaaona  waiting  to  Im  fed  : 
Pat  horns  mm  tba  wska  it  trndgiog  slowly,  with 

din  I  e  farthing  in  hla  pnrae 
Besidss  his  pockets  ore  both  holey   and  credit  to 

poor  Pat  not  worth  a  cnrae. 
Than  All  np.  Ac. 

The  Bight  and  fan  Sffola  advanees,  sad  the  song  and 

dance  again  goae  'round. 
And  Pat  sgola  is  niatbly  drinking,  uatll  with 

«hlakay  he  gets  drowned: 
All  night  he's  beea  swigging  at  tha  l>ottla.  and  bow 

b'  lumblea  flat  npoo  tha  floor, 
Tel  atUl  the  boys  and  glrla  are  danelBg.  bat  Pat'a 

oalsep  to  dance  do  more. 

Then  fill  np,  he. 


'■-'. 


^  «   Ohl  Oeorgel 

8nng  by  Waltkb  Labobitvii. 


Some  time  ago  I  knew  a  girl, 

U  ho'd  eyes  of  sparkling  brightoess, 
With  eoral  lipa  and  teeth  of  ptarl. 

And  stsps  of  fairy  lightness  : 
Then  when  i  used  to  whisper  lova. 

As  we  along  did  stray. 
Shed,  smiling,  hang  her  head  and  blush, 
And  timidly  would  say  — 
Chorus:  "Oh!  George!  Uh!  George! 

Ton  know  I'm  so  sensitive,  Geev^ga  ; 
It  isn't  display —  bnt  only  my  way 
Whenever  I  eny  :  Oh!  George!' 

Her  manners  were  so  innoeant. 

So  eharming  and  so  chaste. 
That,  as  we  wslked.  I  gently  stola 

My  arm  around  her  waist : 
She  shrank  in  modest  f«ar  away. 

As  her  along  I  led, 
And  blushiiur  like  ih«  opaoir.g  day. 

Most  timidly  she  said— 

Oh!  O«oig«! 

As  time  flew  on,  our  love  grew  strong. 
And,  onedav,  I  proposed  : 
'.•]  said  tbat  I  sboula  like  to  wed — 
If  she  was  so  disposed. 
She  gave  a  sigh  and  shed  a  tear, 

Ihcn  hung  her  little  b«ad. 
And  in  her  usual  simpk  way 
To  m«  again  she  said  — 

Oh!  Oeoiige!  Ao. 

And    ow  in  happy  onity 

A  merry  l)<a  we  lead. 
With  lots  of  ottve  branches, 

VV'hieh  I  have  to  clothe  and  f««d 
And  sometimes  whan  we  spesk  about 

OU  times  all  passed  awKy 
r-^ha'll  bring  to  mind  ilow  conrWng  ho?»r». 

Whaa  slyly  she  did  say— 

-    ohf  G«org»!  Ae. 


Ae. 


TUM     SIIVGBR'^;    JOURl^AL.. 


iS^S 


The  Brook. 

Werdi  by  Tannyion— Kvile  by  DoIorMi 

Snog  b7  £.  H.  Haldinc. 

Th*  Vatic  oftblt  plec«.  »rrmn(ed  for  the  role*  and 

plaaoforta,  1«  publiilied  by  E.  H  Bardinji  in  hit  •l«tuit 

and  large  doiible-tbeet  fonn— The  ■am*  m  the  Thirty 

One  Sheet  Hatic— For  sile  by  K.  H.  Harding, 

Mo.  288  Bowary-Prloe  Ten  Oenta. 


With  many  *  cnrTe  my  baoka  I  fret 

By  many  ■  field  and  fallow, 
▲nd  maoT  >  fairy  foreUud  8«t 

Wltb  wlllew   weed,  and  iiiallanr. 
I  alip  I  elide  I  gleain,  I  glanea 

AnioDg  my  •klmrulut  awailowt : 
I  make  (he  netted  aoubeama  ' 

Agtinit  niy  ii*Ddy  ahellowa: 
lehaiter.  cha'ter  aa  I  flow 

To  Join  tiie  brimmins  rlrar : 
Vor  men  may  come,  aud  m 

But  I  Ko  CD  rorarer,  aver— 
I  go  on  forever,  avar— 

I  go  ou  for  ever  ! 

I  wind  sboat.  and  In  and  oot| 

Wltb  bare  a  bloaaom  aallinc. 
And  bare  and  ibere  a  Inaty  troal; 

And  bare  aud  there  a  gayling  t 
And  bcru  and  there  a  anowy  flak* 

Upon  nie  aa  I  travel. 
With  many  a  ailrer  water-break 

AboTs  tbe  eolden  grarel  ; 
And  draw  tb«ni  all  aJoDg.  and  flow 

To  join  the  brimmini;  ri«er  : 
Vor  uien  laaj  coiue  aud  men  may  go^ 

But  I  go  on  foi^ver.  erer— 
I  go  on  foi«T«r  cTet'— 

I  go  un  (or  ever  ' 

I  ateal  by  lawn  and  graaay  plots, 

I  alide  by  hazel  covera  , 

I  movo  the  aweet  furgei-me-oolat 

Tbat  crow  for  bappy  lovera. 
I  mnrmiir.  nnder  moon  and  atati^ 

in  brambly  wildemeaaea'i 
I  linger  by  my  ablugly  bare, 

I  loltvr  round  luy  craeaaa. 
And  ont  again  I  curve  and  flow 

To  join  the  brfminlDR  five*  : 
Vor.  men  may  cume.  and  men  najr  gVk  .> 

Bat  I  go  on  forever,  aver— 
Z  go  on  forevor.  ever — 

I  go  on  for  avet ! 


B«it  of  Wiflhei ,  Loye,  to  Thoo. 

The  kinale  of  tbia  aoog  la  pnbllabad  ky 
J.  L.  Fetara  ft  Bro  .  ClDClnnatU 


Old  Familiar  Faooo.. 


'^■■■I^,,' 


0|Ta  me  o'd  ftimlllar  fkeea.  ',  '  J'i':'  '.>'i 

Plain  and  homely  Ihey  may  ba^'     '•'  T  i~.,~  ■;■'•,■.. 
Bnt  love  eonnia  uot  abaent  graeaa.  -  .  ■::i^. 

Fancy  patnta  them  fiilr  to  me. 
Vaucy  paliita  ibem  fair  to  me. 

Tbmiuht  ber  llght'nlng  plnloni  ■tntoblng. 
Thro'  fairv  realma  may  rove. 

But  abe'll  find  no  aonod  eo  witoblng 
Aa  the  tooea  of  tboae  we  lova  : 

But  she'll  fln'l  uo  anuoda  ao  witebing  ..'  ; : 

Aa  the  touea  of  tboae  we  love.  .       ■■.■j'Mrs 

Then  give  me  old  familiar  facaa, 
Plain  aoil  homely  they  may  be. 

Bnt  low  beeda  not  beeda  not  abaent  graeaa, 
Fanry  paluia  (b«m  fair  to  me, 

Thoaa  old  f  imiliar  facee.  :.^:,.  ..  > 

Tboie  deur.  tUc>ae  loved  familiar  fkoaa      .:. 

■  ■■  ■■■'  -V   ^  '■'' 
I>otlag  aga  la  ainmhar  traeaa.  r  .;  r'.t    :;:. 

By  gone  ye  ra  of  care  and  pain, 
Dreama  <'f  old  fiujiliar  facfB 

Heara  each  well-l;Do.<  n  voice  airala,  ':".'* ' 

Beara  each  well-known  voice  again.  'X 

Deck  tbe  walla  with  fairy  lightneaa, 
Bid  Onwera  perfume  the  air. 

But  bow  cold  will  leem  their  brlgbtnaaa, 
If  tbe  loved  are  wanting  there  : 
-'    Bat  how  cold  will  8e«m  tbeir  brlgbtnaaa. 
If  the  lovefl  ate  wanting  there. 

Oh  '.  with  oil  fanii.lar  tacea. 
Kyea  grow  bright  and  liearta  expand. 

Fioweaa  apriiig  np  iprtng  np  In  daaorl  plaoaa, 
Xaktng  earth  a  fatry  land  ; 

Tboae  o:d  faiDillar  face* 
Tboae  dear,  thoee  loved  familiar  (keea— 

Ob  '  tboae  old  familiar  faoea 

Cirri"  na  like  rairrora  rare, 
Xv'ry  cbaBKa  «blcb  fortnna  traeaa. 

We  ahull  find  reflected  there. 
Wheu  to  diatant  landa  we  wander. 

Beetling  bappy  peace  In  vaio. 
Bow  tbe  wearied  baart  growa  fonder. 

When  retnralng  bona  again  : 
How  the  wearied  heart  growa  fonder,  ' 

When  retnmlng  home  again. 
Aa  wa  near  It,  meiu'ry  tracea 

Eaeb  loved  Taller,  patb  and  hill. 
And  tboae  old.  tboae  old  (^miliar  fheoi^  . 

How  we  tmat  to  find  tbem  atlll— 
Tboae  old  Ikmillar  fkoaa. 

Tbeaa  daw,  thoaa  lorad  temlltar  Ikeaa  ! 

m  igi  a^  . 

The  b«at  gutrdiAo  of  a  womAn'i  hAppiocai  ia  bar 
hutbaod'a  lora  ;  and  of  her  honor,  har  AfEMtion 
for  bin. 


Far  Mrou  Um  traoklMa  oeMn, 

Fliee  the  lone  bird  to  the  main, 
Countleas  miles  end  atill  unwekried 

Till  it  finds  its  home  again. 
Thus  when  far  away  I'm  roaming. 

Memory  fondly  l>ear8  from  me. 
O'er  the  wearr  leu^uea  that  part  us. 

Best  of  wisoes,  ^ve,  to  thee — 
Cboms  :    Thus  when  far  away  I'm  roaming, 
Memofy  fbi^ly  bears  from  me. 
O'er  the  wearr  leaenei  that  part  us. 
Beat  of  wishea,  "hre,  to  thee. 

In  tbe  storm  tbe  ocean  sweepine, 

Tempeet-tost  the  sailor's  band 
On  her  eourae  the  vessel  keeping, 

Makes  at  last  the  wished  for  land  : 
Like  the  star  that  guides  him  onward, 

Safely  o'er  the  angry  sea. 
On  life's  wide  and  stormy  waters, 

Tbott  art  still  tbe  same  to  me. 

Thus  when  fitr  away,  4o. 

Erar  when  along  my  pathway 

Sorrow's  les^thened  shadows  fitU  : . 
Still  its  gentle  ray  ia  shining. 
Shining  sweetly  over  all — 
All  a  poet's  adoration 

Keeps  thee  in  this  heart  of  mine, 
>  Every  hope  and  silent  roaming 

Made  more  pare  by  love  from  thine. 

i  bus  when  fkr  away,  Ao. 


Billy  Johnflon's  Ball 

Writtaa  and  Oompoaed  by  G.  W.  Hsnt. 


Billy  Jobnaon  bad  been  married 

/oat  a  twelve  months  and  a  day, 
When  he  sent  bis  friends  soma  lattaia. 

In  which  ha  want  to  say 

As  bow.  abont  Just  two  months  since, 
~  .  A  baby  had  been  sent  : 

Bo  he'd  give  a  ball  to  celebrate 
Tbe  glorioiu  avant 

OHoaca. 
Lar  dar-de  dar.  and  doodle,  doodle,  diddle. 
They  played  upon  the  fiddle,  and  went 

np  and  down  tbe  mlfldla  : 
Bneb  jolly  boya,  and  pretty  glrla,  enoagh  to  plesaeyon  all— 
A  reg'lar  brilliant  sort  of  spree  was  Billy  aTobnaon's  balL 

Tbara  were  the  Jonea-aa-ea,  and  the  Brown-ea-ea, 

And  tbe  Smlth-ea-es  a  score  : 
Tbe  Sprtggins-ea.  the  Scoggins-ea, 

Aud  half  a  dosen  more. 
In  Billy's  room  tbera  wasn't  room 

To  dance  a  decent  jig : 
80  be  we}it  and  took  a  big  one 
At  •■  Tbe  Tindar-boz  and  Pig.  " 
Broxxa  :  An  efllolent  band  waa  provided.  eonaisUng  of 
a  flddlei  a  tin  whistle,  and  a  Jew'a  harp  and  they  pIayad-~ 

Lar  dar-da,  dar,  Ao. 

Tbey  tutrodoced  the  baby. 

And  we  kiaaed  it  twiee  all  fonnfl. 
Mrs.  Johnson  waa  quite  "  overeoma,  " 

Fell  taiatlng  to  tbe  groond  : 
Bat  they    -  broogbt  her  to  "  with  water. 

And  "  a  drop  uf  something  In.  " 
And  when  "  ab«  faifcifcaiae.f  again,  " 

Tbe  dancing  did  beglit— 

Lar  dar-de,  dar,  fte. 

In  and  eat  and  ronnd  aboat. 

Sncb  a  ball  was  never  scan. 
And.  every  now  and  then 

We'd  "  a  drop  to  drink  batwean,  " 
Billy  Johnson  ba  got  dancing 

With  all  the  girls  ba'd  find. 
Mra  Johnson  she  grew  jealons. 

And  declared  be  waa  '  onkind.  " 

BroKxa  :  I  make  it  a  mie  never  to  iatarfcre  in  ftuaily 
qnarrelB  :  eo  I  ebaaa  a  lovely  eraatnra  In  red  and  yellow, 
and  we  glided  iuto  the— 

Lar  dar-de,  dar,  ho, 

I  drank  "  lova  "  to  the  Joaaa.oa. 

I  drank  *■  lova  "  to  the  Browna  : 
I  tried  to  keep  on  daneing.  bnt 

'Twaa  aomebow  ■■  ape  and  downs  :  ** 
To  (all  yoo  bow  it  eaoed, 

I  really  am  not  able  : 
For,  I  found  myself  L>azt  morning, 

Lying  nnderneath  tha  table. 

Sroxav  :  I  fMt  rather  eoufuaed  tilt  a  friend  ramindafl 
me  that  I  had  been  doing  the— 

Lar  dar-da,  dar,  be. 


■  «»»^ 


■MM 


A  pietare  is  a  p6am  wHboat  worda.-rHoaAoc. 


Oily  an  Ijj  Loa£ 

Werda  by  IL  ^o«A>lCMta  «y  J«ha  Blo^Ie.v. 

rvabronght  the*  aa  Ivy  laat  only  aa  Ivy  leaf : 

From  the  land  of  the  roaa,  wbare-tba  wild  baalhar  growa 

And  tbe  violet  bleessma  la  oniet  repoae, 

I  ve  bronght  thee  an  Ivy  leaf,  only  an  Ivy  leaf : 

Pd  have  bronght  tbee  a  flower,  a  baantlfal  flower. 

Bat  it  weald  have  sighed,  till  it  fcded  and  df»d. 

And  have  drooped  In  hamanlty'a  withering  IIAa : 

80 1  broagbt  tbee  aa  Ivy  leaf,  aaiy  aa  Ivy  leaf. 

I'd  have  broagbt  tbee  a  MMa.bad,  a  IWry-ltke  rooe-V-nd, 
To  plaoa  In  thy  bair,  and  to  perfMaa  tbe  air, 
Bnt  it  Ilka  tbe  flower,  woald  fhda  In  deapair  ■ 
80 1  broagbt  tbee  an  Ivy  leal  only  an  Ivy  leaf. 
An  Ivy  leaf  green,  a  beaatifni  Ivy  leaf. 
Bright  type  of  trae  bearV  of  traa  frlaodabip  a  part- 
Ob  [  wear  It  for  aver.  lova.  ncasaat  thy  heart : 
I've  brought  tbaa  an  Ivy  leaf,  only  aa  Ivy  leaf; 

I  I         •  'Bi  * 

Who  am  If 

A  BacltatitttL  aa  Delivered  by  Ou  WlUlaaBS. 


..^i 


1 


I'm  a  polMb-hearded  Diitabmaa, 
Yot  •  fiBed  mit  grief  und  shame  : 

I'll  tole  yon  vot  de  droobls  is— 
1  don't  ^ow  vot  ia  my  naooa. 

Ton  dink  dot'a  kind  of  fnnnr,  eb  f 
Veil !  vea  you  de  sbtory  hear, 

Yon  Till  not  vender  den  ao  maeb  : 
It  vas  so  shtrange  und  gvreer— 

lly  moder  bad  some  leadla  dwiaa, 
Dere  vas  me,  und  my  bfoder  : 

Ye  looked  m>  very  much  alike, 
Ko  one  koowed  vicb  from  t'othar.' 

Yone  of  df  poys  vas  Yacob, 
Und  1^1  ans,  de  oder's  name  : 

Put  dis  don't  make  do  difference^ 
Ye  both  got  called  tbe  same. 

Yell !  vone  of  us,  vone  day,  got  ijaad 
Yah,  mine  IJerr,  dot's  so  : 

Pnt  vedder  Hans  or  Yaoob— 
Mine  moder  she  don't  know. 

Und  so  1  am  io  droubles, 

Und  I  oan't  get  drongh  my  head 
Yedder  I  am  Hans  vot^s  .living. 

Or  Yacob,  vot  is  dead— 


^ 


Jolly  Miller :  or 


AS  WILOOMB  AS  THE  FLOWKHS  IH  MAT. 
Written  and  Oompoeed  by  Barry  Ollftea. 


I  live  at  tha  BilU.  at  the  loot  of  tbe  bill. 
Where  tb«  atream  roue  rippling  by  : 
For  tan  miles  round  there  cannot  be  fonad 

A  merrier  Jtllow  than  t  : 
For  I  langb  and  I  alng,  and  I  driva  away  1 
rva  enough  for  ray  waata  said  a  little  toepara  : 
If  a  poor  old  ftiend  abonid  paaa  my  way. 
I  make  bim  as  welcome  as  the  flowers  in  Kay— 
CHOBCS. 
For,  I  la«igh  and  I  aing.  and  I  drive  away  eare, 
I've  enoagh  for  my  wants  and  a  little  to  spare  : 
If  a  poor  old  friend  shonld  pasa  my  way, 
I  make  him  aa  welcome  as  tbe  flowera  ia  Kay 

Tbe  Jolly  ol4  milt,  It  stands  there  atlll, 

Aa  It  did  in  my  father'a  time. 
Who  often  need  to  ting  to  me 

Thta  little  bit  of  rbyme  : 
"  Bemember.  my  boy.  don't  tnm  np  year  aoae 
At  poorer  people  in  plalaer  elotbea  : 
But  think,  fbf  the  aaka  of  yonr  mind's  repoae. 
That  wealth  IS  a  babble  that  eomea  and  geea.  " 

For,  I  langfa  aad  I  stag.  fto. 

I  never  saw  the  pleasnra  yot 

Of  dresslag  very  load  : 
I  think  thara'a  litUe  good  to  get 

By  looking  )rary  proad— 
Or  eroaalng  »Var,  when  yoa  maet 
A  poor  ae^pi^tntaBee  in  tbe  atreet— 
I  may  bo  wrragibivt  tbaa.  yoa  know. 
That's  mataly  tbe  style  of  tha  slUar«4ut  so. 

Tor,  I  laagb  asd  I  aisg,  Ac. 

I  tbiak  It  Joat  aa  wall  to  try 

To  pay  yonr  tatler'a  bill. 
Topay  a  wrOBg or  itijary 

inth  good,  teeteafl  arm  : 

In  faet  I  think  it  best  t»4« 

Aa  yoB'd  aee  etbera  do  to  yon  : 

I  aiay  ba  wnoag  bat  tbea.  yon  know, 

That'a  merely  tbe  etyle  of  tbe  miller— Jnat  ao— 

-    For  1  laof  b  aad  I  alng  fto. 
■I  I 


m 
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irthoabaat  afeitariaff  awaotiseiid^eft'tj     | 
enaad  Jnat  mI^m  liis  finner.— Fvllkb.  j 
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THE     SimOEtt'8    J^U^UiKAl^ 


oubest  LAHOSTON  : 

OR 
THE  MATE  OF  THE  DESDEMONA. 


"  I  wonder  whAt  U  your  definition  of  a  bntT« 
woman  f  " 

Tb«  speaker  lay  in  an  attitude  of  oareleei  ease 
on  the  c^k  of  a  merohant  ship  lying  nt  aiMibor  in 
an  Australian  port.  He  wae  very  handsome,  and 
rather  youog —  perhaps  twenty  or  so —  with  a  boy- 
ish face,  curly  golden  hair,  and  a  lilhe  form,  seen 
to  advantage  in  his  uniform.  Hie  blue  eyes  look- 
ed straight  at  the  fsee  of  his  eonipanion — a  dark- 
er, graver  face,  bearing  the  seal  of  tliirty  years  on 
the  broad  brow  and  in  the  restless  eyes. 

"  One  who  thinks  no  sacrifice  too  gr^t  for  the 
■ake  of  her  duty  or  her  honor.  " 

"  I  thought  you  meant  something  in  the  Grace 
Darling  line,  "  said  the  younger  man,  lifting  his 
cap  with  its  mate's  badge,  and  letting  the  wind 
play  among  his  sunny  curls.  "  You  set  so  much, 
store  on  that  one  virtae,  Robert.  " 

A  passionate  glow  darted  fit>m  the  dark  eyes  of 
of  the  elder  man. 

"  I  do,  "  he  answered,  bitterly;  "my  life  for  ten 
years  past  has  been  an  empty  existence  through 
the  lack  of  that  one  virtue  in  a  woman. " 

Gilbert  glanced  at  him.  It  was  an  eloquent 
look,  in  which  pity;'  sympathy,  and  wonder  were 
blended. 

"  The  mail  is  in,  "  he  said,  presently :  "  I  had  a 
letter,  Robert.  See,  here  is  a  piece  of  my  home.  " 
( He  threw  a  small  portrait  at  the  other's  feet. 
Robert  Alleyne  picked  it  np.  )  "  That  is  my 
sister  Meg — my  eldest  sister,  Robert.  I  don't 
exactly  know  whether  she  would  come  up  to 
your  standard  of  an  ideal  brave  woman  ;  but,  to 
my  thinking,  she  is  the  dearest  girl  in  the 
world —  save  one.  " 

Gilbert's  face  was  turned  away.  The  other 
looked  at  the  likeness,  At  first  critically,  then  eager- 
ly 

"  I  can  picture  your  home,  Gilbert, '"  he  said, 

at -length,  musingly — "a  sunny-fronted-Rectory, 
wherein  loving  and  tender  memories  of  you  are 
among  the  dearest  pleasures —  where  every  book 
you  ever  read,  every  son^  you  ever  sang,  are  held 
m  reverence.  I  should  like  to  know  your  people. 
If  ever  we  get  back  to  England,  do  you  think  they 
would  welcome  me  for  your  sake  ?  " 
"They  would  welcome  you  for  your  own,  old 
fellow." 

"It  mtMt  be  pleasant  to  hnve  tome  on«  thinking 
of  a  fellow  when  he  is  away  in  perils  by  tea,  mur- 
mured the  elder  man,  wistfully.  "It  must  be 
1>lea«ant  to  look  forward  to  a  home  and  woman's 
oving  welcome  at  the  end  of  the  peril.  " 

Something  in  Gilbert's  throat  kept  him  from 
replying.      Tears   in   the   eyes   might   be   hidden- 
tears  in  th«  voice  would  shame  his  manhood. 

'1  here  was  a  long  silence —  so  lon^  that  Gilbert 
Langston  fell  asleep  as  he  lay  witii  Ins  head  pillow- 
ed on  his  arm.  'i  he  other  sat  still  with  the  minia- 
ture in  his  hand  just  where  the  sunset  Hashed  on 
it,  revealing  a  fair  face,  doubting,  unsatisfied  eyes, 
full  of  a  want  that  the  coming  years  might  or 
might  not  satisfy. 

"  She  looks  true,  "  he  mused :  "  Am  I  a  feol  for 
deeming  all  women  false  because  one  was  un- 
tme  for  letting  that  old  disappointment  make 
me  what  I  am —  a  hard,  reckless  fellow,  trying  to 
kill  time  by  cruising  about  in  my  uncle's  ships, 
and  letting  my  wealth  lie  useless —  almost  forgot- 
ten f  Was  it  a  happy  fate  led  this  lad  across  my 
path  f  Whew !  1  am  getting  sentimental  over  a 
girl's  faee.  "  and  somehow  a  thought,  too  tremulous- 
ly sweet  for  utterance,  rose  up  and  beat  against 
his  heart  for  entrance  :  "it  might  be  even  yet,  so 
that  some  one  would  wait  and  watch  for  me,  too.  " 

The  sun  went  down — the  red  died  in  the  west — 
but  the  dream  of  that  night  kept  warm  and  bright 
in  the  heart  of  the  dreamer. 


It  was  a  Tary  wet  afternoon  in  October.  The 
twilight  was  closing,  and  the  lamps  in  the  busy 
little  station  of  Bipston  threw  a  bright  light  on 
the  wat  platfont   and  w«tt«r  umbrellas  of  tn«  few 


Sassengers  who  were  waiting  for  the  train  now 
ue—  among  them,  a  young  girl  with  a  pale  yet 
sweet  face,  and  golden  hair  peeping  from  beneath 
a  shabby  black  bonnet—  hh«  was  dressed  in  a  time- 
worn  waterproof  cloak,  and  carried  a  roll  of  musio 
in  her  hand. 

"  I  wonder  who  she  is  t "  said  one  gentleman  to 
another,  as  they  walked  leisurely  up  and  down 
beneath  the  shelter  of  the  shed. 

"  She  is  governess  to  the  children  of  Farncombe, 
the  manager  of  the  theatre,"  was  the  grave  reply. 

"  You  know  her,  then  ?  "  asked  the  first  speaaer, 
euribusly.  , 

"  No.  I  had  a  slight  acquaintance  with  her, 
father —  a  very  nice  fellow.  He  died  in  the 
Summer  of  some  fever,  caught  while  visiting  a 
poor  person.  Ue  was  Rector  of  Chilling —  you 
know  where  that  is  ? —  three  or  four  miles  from 
here.  Perhaps  you  knew  him?  Langston  the 
name  was. "  ■.'■'•■'■■;.'         '    •-.. 

"  No,  I  do  not  think  so.  "  '      • 

"  1  believe  he  died  very  poor —  left  a  large  family 
almost  unprovided  for.  This  g^rl  supports  her- 
self, and  perhaps  does  more;  but  you  Know  what 
women's  earnings  amount  to.  Have  a  cigar  ? 
Here  comes  the   train  at  last,  thank  goodness!  ' 

Ihe  two  entered  a  first-elass  carriage,  drew  uji 
the  window,  and  leaned  back  on  the  luNi)ri(iu-< 
cushions,  while  the  object  of  their  convcr.i!ttii);i 
crept  into  a  third-class  carriage  and  quietly  toulc 
a  seat. 

Yes,  the  story  of  the  golden-haired  girl  was  told 
in  those  few  careless  sentences,  forgotten  almost  ad 
soon  as  uttered.  Ihe  quiet  calm  of  the  sweet  face 
was  unruffled  by  the  discomfort  around  her ;  her 
eyes  were  bent  upon  her  lap  aa  her  busy  thoughts 
flew  away,  far  oeyond  the  crowded  and  dingy 
carriage. 

"Fancy  papa's  daughter  on  the  stage!  But 
then  fancy  papa's  daughter  wearing  flngerless 
gloves,  ana  travelling  like  this. " 

A  little  smile  curled  the  sober  lips  aa  instant. 
A  whiff  of  smoke  fix>m  her  neighbour's  elay  pipe 
wafted  in  her  face,  and  waved  about  her  -head. 
She  sat  very  still,  while  the  rain  beat  against  the 
windows,  and  only  a  driving  mist  of  darkness 
could  be  seen  without.  '1  he  train  came  to  a  brief 
pause  soon  at  a  little  wayside  station  called  Chill- 
ing. The  girl  got  out  with  a  slight  shiver,  and, 
unfurling  her  umbrella,  prepared  for  a  long  walk 
tbrongh  mud  and  rain  and  darkness. 

■  *■■■  .■■^'♦..-■■■■..-^  -  '-''l-m::;'- ''■■•■■-: '^^  '••    -..i 

■  \    "  ■'  -    --•■■  --"■--■'-  -■-?    -■'-;■■ . 

The  firelight  flickered  softly  on  the  walls  of  a 
little  room  tlie  red  carpet  and  moreene  curtains  of 
which,  despite  their  threadbare  sbabbiness,  gave  an 
air  of  warmth  and  home-comfort  to  the  apartment. 
On  a  sofa  lay  a  lady  in  a  widow's  cap.  She  look- 
ed very  fragile ;  but  the  lines  round  the  mouth 
and  the  shadow  on  the  forehead  told  of  the  heart's 
weariness  more  than  the  body's  sickness —  very 
weary  it  was  sometimes. 

By  the  fire  "tat  a  girl  of  perhaps  eighteen 
Summers.  Her  face  was  all  brightness,  her  orown 
eyes  were  full  of  sunshine —  a  very  radiance  of 
gladness.  Ihe  full  red  lips  were  made  for  smil- 
ing, brightest  perhapadi^n  all  around  was  dark- 
ness. There  was  a  sntle  on  them  now  while  her 
heart  went  dancing  over  the  waters  to  a  far  country 
in  the  wake  of  another  heart  that  was  gone  before. 
The  opening  of  the  door  broke  her  reverie.  A 
very  bright  smile  greeted  the  one  who  entered. 

"  Meg,  are  yon  not  tired  and  wet  ?  " 

"A  little  of  both,  Kate.  How  bonnie  your  fire 
looks!  Mother " 

The  yoyng  girl  cast  off  the  waterproof  and  the 
shabby  bonnet,  and  the  fire-light  caught  every 
thread  and  wave  of  the  golden  hair,  as  she  bent 
her  head  over  her  mother's  pillow.  Finally,  kneel- 
ing down,  shs  laid  her  face  upon  it,  and  met  the 
mother's  smile  with  wistful  eyes. 

"What  is  it,  darling?" 

"Mamma,  I'm  going  to  tell  you  something. 
Promise  not  to  be  shocked.  " 

"Is  it  so  bad,  Meg?" 

"  Not  bad,  mother.  This  mornins  Mr.  Fameomba 
met  me  in  his  hall,  and  ha  offered  me  an  engage- 
ment at  the  theatre  as  an  actress,  mamma ;  he  says 
that  my  appearance  and  voice  are  very  suitable, 
and  that  my  salary  would  be  nearly  four  timet 


laiger  than  it  is  now. " 

She  finished  speaking  rapidly.  The  darkntu 
l)iJ  the  burning  oolour  that  dyed  the  very  tips 
of  her  ears.  Ihe  reply  waa  in  a  strange,  hari 
teoe. 

"What  did  yon  say?" 

"  I  said  I  would  speak  to  yon.  " 

"Meg" — the  tone  was  stern  now — "put  awn 
all  thought  of  that  for  ever.  My  darling,  it  wonlj 
break  my  heart  " 

"  It  was  only  for  your  sake,  mamma —  and  for 
the  sake  of  the  rest,  "  whitpered  Meg.  ashamed 
and  grieved.  "  I  was  thinking,  mamma,  that- 
that  the  Winter  is  come,  and  we  want  so  manj 
things.  " 

"My  head  is  aching  with  trying  to  think  what 
we  sliall  do,  Meg.  "  sighed  the  mother.  "  I  am  ao 
weary  of  it  all,  dear.  " 

Meg  streked  the  soft  hair  on  the  careworn  for*- 
hesd. 

"  Don't  give  way,  mamma.  " 

"  Meg,  it  '}i  all  so  dark.  " 

"  Oh,  mamma,  if  my  fcther  eoold  kaow  how  we 
suffer  I  "  uttered  the  girl  with  •  eoU  Krome  on« 
lifted  her  gently  to  her  feet. 

"  Aunt  Janet,  we  are  going  togettsa —  Meg  nnd 
r.  You  don't  deserve  to  have  joor  pampkint 
turned  into  ooaehee. " 

'I  he  widow  looked  np  at  the  sunny  face,  and  m«t 
Kate  line's  wistful  smile  with  another. 

"  Now  lie  still,  and  try  to  imagine  yourself  tlie 
successful  client  of  the    Chancery  suit.  ' 

'I  hat  Chancery  suit !  1  here  had  been  a  tim« 
when  she  thought  that  the  money  to  which  «h« 
bad  so  good  a  claim  in  her  father's  name,  would  b« 
awarded  her  by  judge  and  jury.  For,  long  now  kIk 
had  given  up  all  hope  of  it.  1  he  case  was  in 
Chancery,  and  woold  probably  end  in  her  losing 
it  after  all.  Kate  gave  a  pat  to  the  pillows,  and 
went  off  to  the  laq^  barely  furuislied  tea-rooiu, 
followed  by  Meg. 

"  My  dear, "  she  aaki,  poking  the  fire  with  i 
cautious  hand,  "  I'm  surprised  at  you !  Fancy  your 
encouraging  your  mother  to  repine!  Now,  ^leg,  U 
sensible  :  for,  1  want  adviee.  "  . 

"  Some  fi«sh  trouble  ?  "  asked  Meg.  fearfully. 

"My  dear,  we  are  so  inured  to  Miction  that  I 
have  long  ceased  to  regard  any  phase  of  it  «< 
'  fresh. '  At  present  there  is  quite  a  volly  of  small 
shot  to  face.     To  begin  with,  the  coal  is  almost 

fone  (I  believe  I  eoula  count  the  remaining  lumps), 
aunce's  shoes  are  hopelessly  bad  ;  he  cannot  m 
out  again  in  them.  Next  the  butcher  kinldv 
informed  me  that  we  car.  !'.ave  no  more  meat  until 
we  settle  up —  we  shall  have  to  have  broth  with- 
out mutton  for  the  fbtnre.  To  finish —  Anne  gari 
me  a  month's  warning  to-day.  She  eomplains  of 
being  kept  too  short  in  sugar  (  I  obeerve  she  ii 
devotedly  fond  of  it);  bar  lost  will  be  felt  in  that 
respect  principally. " 

Meg  looked  agbaet.  Kate  flatbed  a  bright  look 
at  her,  and  went  on  more  soberly. 

"  In  a  few  weeks  our  quarter  will  be  out  with  Um 
landlord.  We  roust  take  a  smaller —  a  much 
smaller —  house  in  RipstoD,  to  save  the  expend 
of  your  railway  travelling.  We  will  do  without  i 
servant.  Now,  Meg,  n^  a  word —  I  can  surely 
manage  thn  housework  ;  the  cooking  won't  be  ex- 
tensive. 1  fancy.  " 

Me^''8  tears  plashed  down  thick  and  lui  on  Um 
fender. 

" Kate,  you  do  too  mneh  now  form, "  the  said, 
sadly. 

"  My  dear.  I  can  never  do  too  much  for  yonr 
mother,  ''  was  the  earnest  reply.  "  She  gave  nn 
a  home  ten  years  ago  when  I  had  nene ;  and,  Meg, 
don't  talk  of  these  thinrrs  before  her.  " 

"  How  terrible  it  is  !  "  sobbed  Meg. 

"  Verr,  dear,  if  we  did  not  know  that  Some  On* 
Is  leading  us  throneh  the  elond  right  out  to  th« 
silver  lining,  "  said  Kate,  gravely. 

"  Perhaps  there  is  none,  "  Meg  returned  gloom- 
ily. 

"  There  always  is,  dear,  only  people  don't  get  (« 
it  sometimes. " 

"  If  Gilbert  wera  with  us !  If  be  eonld  only 
know!"  The  yearning  want  burst  from  q^iv*^ 
ing  lipt.. 

"  It  wouTd  bo  no  use  to  make  him'  wretched. 
too, "   Sate  mtirmared,  and  toned  away  to  bid* 
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crimion  brow.  ,       < 

b«  fttuM  iMndr  getting  tba  rimpk  med  u 
childraa  Mm«  trooping  in.  They  gathered 
id  Meg,  Mking  for  a  story ;  and  she  took  the 
y  boy  on  her  knee,  glad  to  hide  her  face  among 
flaxen  onrla  while  she  told  the  wonderful  story 
linderelk  U»  the  bright-eyed  little  band  in  their 
>by  black  dresses.  Kate,  from  her  place  by 
table,  looked  at  the  group  with  a  pain  at  her 
rt  she  often  remembered  in  the  after  jean. 
he  next  morning  Meg  held  an  open  letter  in 
hand.  She  was  already  dressed  in  the  shabby 
erproofoloak  for  her  walk  to  the  station.  She 
nmed  throujh  the  brief  page,  then  looked  up 
1  eyes  fuU  of  Joy  Bnd  eonsternation. 
Oh,  mamm»l  Katol  he  is  coming  home— 
r—  Gilbert  1  mean !  He  only  received  our  letter 
ut  dear  papa  two  months  ago.  He  doea  not 
much  about  it,  only  a  few  sod  worda.  And, 
[lima,  he  is  bringing  some  one  with  him— 
friend  of  whom  he  wrote  before—  Mr.  Alleyne. 
[aUaprwig  to  her  feet  with  an  exclamaUon. 
her  joy  was  overcome  by  the  horror  of  thia 
;  piece  of  intelligence.     Mrs,  Langeton   claapcd 

hands  in  dianuiy. 

'  He  doe*   not  dr«Ma   how   thinga  are.     ^oor 
bert!  what  •  home-ooming !  " 
'1  hey— at    least,  thia  Mr.  Alleyne  must  not 
ne,  thafa  certain?'  Mud  Kate  promptly.    "  We 
8t  write  and  tell  Gilbert  the  truth,  and  he  must  ^ 
for  the  beat"  „    ,    .      ■       * 

kleg  went  off  in  ailenoe.  How  anddenly  her  joy 
I  dashed  with  pwn ;  yet  it  was  a  joy.  Gilbert 
1  coming  home  ;  thera  would  be  some  one  to  tell 
ill  the  anxiety  and  worry  and  poverty ;  some  one 
an  whoee  atrong  arm  to  lean,  if  only  for  a  time  at 
it—  aome  one  whoee  very  presence  would  be  a 
nfort  and  •  rest. 

1  he  day  came  to  a  close,  as  all  days  must.  1  he 
ildren  were  gone  to  bed ;  even  little  Launoe— 
0  pernsted  in  demanding  a  candk  to  go 
sleep  by—  had  been  beguiled  into  silence  and 
imber.  Kata  Lane,  half  enveloped  in  a  sheet  she 
s  repairing,  «m  giving  an  attentive  ear  to  Dora's 
ench  reading.  Meg  sat  before  Mm  little  desk, 
iting  to  Gilbert. 

The  letter  wm  ready,  even  to  the  address,  bt. 
itharine'a  Docks.  "  and  she  was  sealing  it,  when 
)ri8k  rat-tat-Ut  sounded  through  tha  quiet  house, 
using  Mrs.  Langeton  to  drop  her  knitting  and 
kto  her  sheet  The  next  moment  some  one, 
iltoned  up  to  the  ehin  in  a  pilot  coat,  dashed  in 
long  them.  'lher»  was  a  little  cry  from  tjie 
other,  then  abe  waa  elaaped  in  her  son's  arms,  the 
:h  clinging  round  him,  all  unmindful  of  a  stran- 
r  iu  the  shadowy  hall  who  looked  on  with  wistfal 
es. 

"  Little  Meg.  little  Meg  I "  and  Gilbert  drew  the 
ght  black-robed  figure  close.  "  Oome,  my  dar- 
igs,  all  of  you.  Oh,  mother!" 
liis  glance  fell  on  the  white  cap  that  she  had  no 
luse  to  wear  when  he  left  her  last,  and  for  an  in- 
aot  a  dimness  veiled  his  sight. 
"  Kate,  "  he  said  softly,  as  his  eyes  fell  upon  the 
by  happy  face  of  his  cousin.  Only  that  one  word 
»d  he  for  the  girl  who  bad  been  in  all  his  dreams 
lis  long  year  past.  Kate  turned  away  to  hide 
lie  crimson  blush  that  dved  her  cheek.  FoUow- 
ig  her  moveraent  with  his  eyes,  Gilbert  caught 
ight  of  the  fignt«  in  the  doorway.  He  sprang 
)rward. 

"Robert,  mf  dear  fellow !  how  selfish  you  must 
bink  m«l    Mother,  my  friend,  Mr.  Alleyne." 

Uobert  Alleyne,  taking  the  thin  white  hand, 
X)ked  down  at  the  o»rewom  (ace  lit  up  with  tear- 
al  joy,  and  a  feeling  of  envy  filled  hia  heart  that 
iilbert  Langston —  aecond  mate  in  one  of  his 
ncle's  ships —  had  so  moeh  that  he  with  all  his 
reallh  had  nofc. 

Kate  and  Meg  had  atolen  away  to  held  a  con- 
nltation  respecting  supper.  Anne  was  gone  to 
>ed,  and  the  kitchen  fire  was  hopelessly  out. 

"  What  is  there  ?  "  asked  Me«,  anxiously. 

"  I  U  see, "  replied  Kate,  pokn)g  her  head  in  the 
inpboard.  "There,"  she  Mid,  laying  a  vowtll 
>iece  of  haeon  on  the  table—  "  with  the  exception 
i  a  loaf  or  two  and  one  egg,  this  is  all  we  possess.  " 

"  That  la  not  mn«h  use, "  said  poor  Meg  in  a 
Imaolaoa  imj. 

(  2V  to  OMtfMMd. ) 
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"Well,  Weill  This  seems  hard,  very  hard.in- 
d«ed  :  but  it  is  Heaven's  will !  " 

With  these  words,  the  little  woman  folded  the 
letter  which  she  had  just  read,  and  laid  it  upon 
the  mantd-aheUl. 

Poor  Esther!  This  was  the  third  time,  during 
the  List  twelve  months,  that  she  had  bowed  to  the 
will  of  Him  whosa  "  ways  are  not  as  our  ways.  " 
Her  fiither  had  been  prostrated  by  sunstroke,  m 
the  height  of  the  busy  season,  and  died  after  three  • 
daya  ^  unconsciousness,  leaving  his  family  in- 
volved in  pecuniary  diffioultiea.  Her  mother,  who 
had  been  bedridden  for  a  number  of  years,  did  not 
long  survive  the  death  of  her  husband ;  and  Esther 
felt  as  if  the  last  link  that  bound  her  to  earth  was 
broken  when  she  closed  the  eyes  of  the  dear  pa- 
tient sufferer. 

With  her  head  bent  upon  her  knees,  Esther 
pondered  over  the  contenU  of  the  letter,  and  her 
slight  form   shook  with  a  tremor  of  deep  amotion. 

At  length  she  rose  ;  and,  tying  on  her  bonnet, 
went  out  into  the  orchard,  which  seemed  almost 
alive  with  the  twittering  of  birds  and  the  hum- 
ming of  bees  among  the  white  blossoms  ;  but  it 
was  evident  that  her  heart  was  not  in  harmony 
with  her  surroundings :  for,  her  steps  wera^slow 
and  her  eyes  downcast.  Leaving  her  for  a  few 
momenU,  we  will  take  a  peep  at  the  letter  on  the 

mantel-shelf. 

"Maidstone,  June  1st,  18<2. 

"  Mt  Dkar  Miss  Esthir,— 
"  I  suppose  you  are  aware  that,  some  time  before 
his  death,  your  father  borrowed  from  me  a  sum  of 
money,  giving  me  as  security  a  mortgage  upon  his 
farm,  i  saw  your  brother  a  few  days  ago,  and  told 
iiim  that  1  was  pressed  for  money,  and  would  be 
obliged  to  sell  the  mortgage  if  he  was  unable  to 
redeem  it.  He  told  me  he  was  not  only  unable, 
b«t  unwilling -to  comply  with  my  request;  ai^ 
cerUin  circumatances,  over  which  1  had  no  control, 
have  compelled  me  to  dispose  of  the  mortgage,  to  a 
young  man  of  my  acquaintance,  for  ready  money. 
Hearing  that  this  person  intends  settling  on  the 
farm  immediately,  I  feel  it  my  duty  to  notify  you 
of  the  fact,  and  at  the  same  time  oflfer  you  a  honae 
in  my  fomily  until  you  are  able  to  procure  a  suit- 
able situation.  "  Yours  sincerely, 

"Chablkb  Elmork.  " 
Over  the  orchard  into  the  meadow  slowly  walked 
Esther :    so   slowly  and   thoughtfully,    that   one 
would  almost  imagine    she  was  measuring  every 
yard  of  the  greensward  over  which  she  passed. 

She  was  thinking  of  the  olden  days—  the  days 
of  childhood—  when  Roger  and  she  had  scampered 
over  that  very  meadow  :  when  they  bad  gathered 
the  yellow  buttercups,  and  made  them  into  long 
ehains,  while  they  sat  under  the  shade  of  yonder 
chesnut  tree  ;  and  she  wondered  how  Roger  could 
have  changed  so  much :  and  liow  a  few  yeara' 
residence  in  London  could  have  blotted  out  all  the 
sunny  memories  that  were  now  rushing  back  into 
her  heart;  and,  with  nil  the  yearning  love  of  a 
sister  for  an  only  brother,  she  exclaimed  :  "  Oh  I 
Roger,  Roger!"  She  thought,  too,  of  Tom  Wilson, 
the  companion  of  all  their  rambles,  the  sharisr  of 
all  their  fim  and  frolic.  What  of  Tom  ?  had  he, 
too,  fosgotten  ?  Rough  Tom,  kind  Tom,  who  had 
lifted  her  over  the  ditches,  and  carried  her  on  his 
back  across  the  stubble  field — 

Tom  who  always  browglit  her  the  ripest  plums 
and  the  biggest  apples :  who,  in  later  years,  had 
lightened  for  her  many  a  household  burden  ;  who 
had  wooed  and  won  her,  and  whose  wife  she  had 
promised  to  be  in  the  gotden  years  that  were  to 
<}omc —  Surely  he  had  not  forgotten  the  past ; 
although  years  ago  he  had  gone  out  from  her  pre- 
sence with  a  frown  upon  his  brow  because  she 
conld  not,  dared  not,  leave  her  sick  mother  to  the 
care  of  Aunt  Hetty,  and  accompany  him  to  seek  a 
new  home  in  Australia. 

Heaven  knows,  she  would  faaro  followed  him  to 
the  ends  of  the  earth,  but  for  the  sacred  charge 
that  hail  hniti  aommitted  to  her  trust.  A«d  she 
had  never  regretted  the  step  which  she  had  taken  ; 
never  even  murmured,  although  the  roses  faded 
from  ber  cheeks,  and  the  sparkle  of  youth  from 
her  eyes,  with  the  oonstant  anxietj  that  abe 
endimd,  and  tha  akiaa  aonfinanunt  that  bar  -^ — 
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,  ioi  demanded.  Bat  if  tha  "  earthly  Ubemacle  " 
had  grown  less  beaufliful,  the  soul  and  its  a«pira- 
tions  had  been  hollowed,  and  strengthened,  and 
beautified  by  the  witness  of  an  unbounded  faith  in 
all  the  dispensations  of  Providence,  that  was  daily 
exemplified  in  the  life  and  conversation  of  her 
mothec  Oh  I  no^jit  was  impossible  for  Tom  to 
forget.  I  : 

Roger  had  been  led  away  by  evil  companions ;  he 
had  been  lured  by  them  into  a  course  of  extrava- 
gance and  dissipaj^on  that  ruined  himself,  bur- 
dened his  father,  and  which  was  now  turning  his 
only  sister  homeless  and  penniless  upon  tha  world, 
but  Tom  was  prood-spiriled  and  high-minded  ; 
he  would  never  stoOp  to  be  the  slave  of  his  associ- 
ates. Perchance  even  now  he  was  thinking  of  her, 
and  deeply  repenting  of  the  has^  step  which  had 
divided  them,  perhaps  for  ever. 

Thus  thought  and  reasoned  Esther,  as  she 
wandered  from  field  to  field,  constantly  discover- 
ing something  that  brought  another  pang  to  her 
heart ;  and  it  was  not  until  the  sun  had  set,  and 
the  shadows  of  the  evening  were  ahronding  the 
landscape,  that  sha  thought  of  turning  her  ateps 
towards  home. 

Home  I  it  was  no  home  of  hers  now.  She  hod  . 
no  place  upon  aarth)  to  call  by  that  sweet  name. 
Henceforth  strangers  would  gather  round  the  old 
hearthstone,  and  s(»ange  voices  would  ring  through 
the  old  house  that  bad  shielded  *nd  ahaUared  her 
infancy. 

Thus  soliloquizing,   Esther  did  not  observe  a 

stranger   who   had    cieen    watching   ber  fur   some 

time  and  who,  on  seeing  her  oome  towards  thr 

'orobard,  had   opened    the  gate,   and  now   stood 

waiting  her  approacn. 

With  an  exclamaftion   of  surprise,   she   started 
back,  and  gazed  full  on  the  intruder. 
"Esther,  don't  you  know  me  t  " 
Ah!  yes:  it  needed  not  the  broad  (lare  of  day 
to  tell  Esther  who  stood  there. 
"Oh!  Tom!' 

This  was  all  she  oould  utter.  He  took  her  hand 
and  led  her  to  the  seat  under  the  old  pear-tree. 
He  told  her  how  long  and  how  bitterly  ba  had  re- 
pented of  his  condact  towards  her :  how  utterly 
ne  had  despised  himself  for  his  selfishnes  :  and 
how  shame  and  pride  had  so  long  kept  him  from 
acknowledging  bis  fault,  and  begging  for  )ier 
forgiveness. 

He  told  her  of  all  his  wanderings,  and  bow  her 
spirit  had  followed  him,  and  watched  over  him, 
and  strengthened  kirn.  Bow  he  had  struggled 
and  toiled  and  saved  only  for  her;  and  now  re- 
turned to  cast  blmself  upon  her  meroy,  humbly 
and  truly  penitent. 

And  Esther  was  satisfied.  She  spoke  of  all  her 
trials  and  sorrows  during  these  long  years.  Of 
those  who  had  bean  laid  side  by  side  in  the  v'llage 
graveyard  :  of  Roger's  neglect  and  want  of  sym- 
pathy with  her  in  all  her  deep  afflietions.  But 
"  as  her  day  so  had  her  strength  bean. " 

Finally,  she  told  him  of  the  letter  that  bad 
broken  tne  last  .\jnk  of  bar  earthly  associations, 
and  that  she  had  just  returned  from  bidding  a 
silent  farewell  to  the  dear  familiar  hannta  of  child- 
hood and  youth.  * 

Tom  drew  a  paptr  from  his  pocket,  and  laid  it 
upon  her  lap. 

Id  the  deepening  twilight  it  was  very  difiicnlt 
for  Esther  to  make  out  its  import ;  but  she  re&d 
enongh  to  learn  that  it  was  the  mortgage  which 
her  father  had  given  to  Mr.  Elmore,  and  the 
whole  truth  flashed  across  her  mind. 
"And  so  it  is  yours,  now  ?  "  she  said. 
"  Not  mine,  but  vurs,  darling.  Have  you  for- 
gotten ?  " 

Nay,  she  had  not  forgotten  the  promise  of  ber 
girlhood :  and  the  tears  of  love  and  joy  were 
mingled  together  as  she  renewed  the  vows  that 
would  be  fulfilled  very  soon 

It  was  quite  dark  when  tbey  parted  ;  but  the 
cloud  that  had  bidden  from  Esther  the  bright 
sunshine  of  that  glorious  san^mer  day,  was  lined 
from  bee  heart,  and  "at  evening  time  it  was 
Hght."    ^11 

I  I  Thb  Emd  ) 
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TH£     SINGER'S    JOIJRIVAl.. 


When  all  this  Uproar  is  Over. 

Word*  b;  O.  Browne— Maslc  by  Aifrad  Ia6. 


I'mfondof  Uklug  It  eaay  :  .   ^ 

Troobl*  I  ever  sTold,  '^         '-'A"-- 

Tboagb  I  kMni-e  yon  I  alwtjt 

Like  to  •••  othnrs  employed.  '■■,-r: 

80  tt  1  flgbt  or  e  lire.  ,  •'    ■•> 

When  »ll  the  danger  Ji  gone,  '      r 

I.  »•  ■  peecel'ul  •pectktor. 
1.1k*  to  look  quietly  oa. 
Cboru  :    When  all  the  uproar  ii  over, 
When  all  the  bnatl*  ii  dona, 
Let  a  be  a  little  bit  qalet. 
And  let'a  bare  wuie  aenalbU  fna. 

Once  I  wai  elngle  and  happy, 

Leidlug  a  baclie:or'a  life. 
Gone  ar«  my  latch-key  and  chamber^ 

Mow  I  am  blessed  with  a  wife  : 
Motber-ln-Uw  came  to  see  na. 

Then  little  twine  came  to  town  : 
They  and  the  uurae  and  the  doctor 

Tarn  all  the  place  np-aide  dowu.  Ohonu. 

When  all  the  danger  la  orer, 

I  shall  be  viiiting  Fr*nce. 
Though  till  it's  perfectly  quiet, 

Ki>t  a  step  will  I  advauce  : 
Aa  for  the  Commune'a  anpportera. 

I  can  aoon  sum  up  the  lot, 
Patriots  noisy  and  dirty, 

Bunulug  at  aouud  of  a  shot.  Ohorua. 

When  I  go  ont  to  a  party. 

Though  all  th'>  girls  are  divine, 
I  never  go  in  for  dancing. 

Whist  Is  much  more  In  my  line  ; 
Borne  people  consider  it  pleasnre 

Whirling  around  in  a  swarm. 
Making  them  giddy  and  bllions. 

Moist  and  uupleasantiy  warm.  Ohoma. 

Say:  In  a  fete  day  at  Sydenliam.   ' 

Where  is  thejoy  to  be  (onn<l  f 
Old  women,  muslin,  and  basketa. 

Pork-pies  and  babies  abound  : 
Children  get  lost  by  the  dozen. 

Some  tumble  into  the  lake. 
Wlvea  grow  ill-tempered,  and  huabanda 

7ar  too  much  beverage  t»ke.  Choma. 

Some  folks  crowd  Into  a  theatre, 

Pnahing  and  iitrnt.'gUng  so- 
li when  tlis  uproar  is  over,  .     ' 

AAer  them  quietly  go  : 
What  is  the  nse  of  such  bother  T        -     ' 

What  Is  thB  koud  of  this  strifu  T 
Taking  anch  trouble  is  needless 

On  the  short  Journey  of  life.  Ohoma. 


Tyrolean  Ducks. 

,,.'  Aa  Bung  by  Miss  Jennie  Hughes. 

WheneTer  dncks  go  two  by  two. 

They've  surely  got  something  in  view : 
And  what  it  is  they  will  not  tell. 

Although  theiuselves  they  know  it  well  : 
They  smoothe  the  feathers  on  their  back. 

With  a  loving  quack,  quack,'  quack,  qtiack, 

ClIORfS. 

Qaack,  quack,  quack,  quack. 

And  little  ducks  words  never  lack, 

Tra,  oh  !  la  ub,  tra  la,  tra'la  ah,  ah  ! 
Quack,  quack,  quack. 

Whenever  ducks  go  three  by  three. 

It  puzzles  much  both  you  and  me  : 

Are  ther>>  two  drakes  and  but  one  duck. 
Or  but  a  single  drake  in  luck  r 

They  smoothe  tl  e  feathers  on  his  back, 

With  a  loving  quack,  quack,  quack,  quack. 
Quack,  quack,  tkc. 


The  Oirl  in  Advance  of  the  Timet. 


The  "  Olrls  of  the  Period  "  have  all  had  their  say. 
And  we've  had  euongb  of  the    '  Touug  men  of  the  ds7  !  " 
Bat  neither  uf  tlie  parties  with  my  fancy  chimea, 
Becaase  I'm  a  girl  in  advance  of  my  limea. 
Chonu  :  I  can  sing  I  can  aew, 

I  can  ride   I  can  row, 
I  can  coolc,  I  can  nurse  '. 
80  for  better  nr  worse 
I'm  a  girl  in  advance  of  my  tlmea. 

I  eaa  <«el  a  charade  play  bllllarda  or  rool. 

Can  aerre  np  a  cutlet   or  a  drag  1  can  tool  : 

I  c'B  daaee  half  the  ulRbt.  and  be  np  with  the  dawn, 

With  the  eldera  play  whist,  ur  crnqnet  ou  the  lawn. 

I  can  aiog  I  can  sew,  kc, 

I  eaa  live  in  the  conntry  or  live  In  Ihe  town. 
I  can  flirt  with  a  guardsman  or  tulk  to  a  clown  ! 
I'm  the  pet  of  tbe  hoaae   the  pride  of  the    -  Bow,  " 
Vat  a  girt  for  oaa— not  dressed  np  for  show. 

I  oaa  alog  I  eaa  mw,  to. 


The  Military  Style. 

As  Sung  by  Hiss  Jennie  Hugbea. 


One  day,  the  Park  while  ranging, 

Close  to  the  marble  arch, 
Tbe  9th  their  quarters  changing, 

I  met  upon  the  march  : 
Their  dresses  gay  my  senses  charmed,       '  *f: 
Aa  they  marched  rank  and  file,  :  "i 

I  vowed  to  join  them  and  adopt 
Their  Military  Style.      .     . 

CHORUS        '•'  ■■■  '    ' 
Oh  !  how  do  yoQ  like  the  military  ttyle,  girls  t 

Oh  !  how  do  you  like  the  military  style? 
Blow  the  trumpet,  beat  the  drum, 

See  the  conquering  liero  cornea — 
Oh  I  how  do  you  like  the  military  atyle  ? 

To  excursions  I'm  devoted, 

And  always  enjoy  the  day 
I'm  sure  to  be  promoted 

For  merit  not  for  pay  : 
I've  read  the  deeds  of  General  Grant, 

hut  in  a  little  while, 
I  fancy  1  shall  cut  him  out, 


Onoe  He  wai  a  Oay  Tonng  Clerk. 

Aa  Suug  by  Jennie  Ho^fhea. 


In  Military  Style. 


Cboraa. 


On  Broadway. 


Words  by  Oeorge  L   Stonte  and  expressly  adapted  to 
the  air  of  "  Piccadilly  "  for  Misa  Jennie  Hnghea. 


Ton  talk  abont  yonr  langnid  awalli 

Who  Central  Park  parade  : 
Bnt  tbere'a  a  gent.  I  know  right  well,    ' 

Who  throwa  tbemin  the  abade 
Bat  where  he  lives  or  what's  his  naae, 

I  do  not  wiah  to  say. 
Bat  the  first  time  that  I  met  this  gent, 

"Twaa  on  the  gay  Broadway. 
CHOBUS.     • 

On  Broadway,  on  Broadwny. 
For  elegant  swells,  and  the  faireat  of  BeUeat 

On  Broadway,  on  Broadway. 
That's  where  I  am  seen  when  In  town. 

This  handsome  gent  I  sing  abont, 

This  dashing  Broadway  swell. 
Has  pearly  teeth  and  deep  blue  eyea,     ' 

And  Blonde  monstacbe  as  well  :  -    < 

And  like  Adoiiia  Is  bis  form, 

He  always  d  reuses  gay  : 
With  a  nobny  air  and  curly  hair. 

He  walka  in  gay  Broadway.  '      Ohorna. 

I  met  him  at  the  matinee. 

And  much  do  him  admire. 
But  when  be  looks  me  in  the  face. 

1  tbink  I  shnll  expire  : 
At  the  Comiqne  he  buys  a  chair,  ;.  • 

But  more  I  dare  not  say— 
Of  course  you  Vno*  the  Oomiqne  la 

Five  fourteen  Broadway.  Ohoma. 


Don't  Marry  a  Man  if  He  Drinkl. 

The  Mnsic  of  this  Song  can  be  obtained  at 
Horace  Waiera'  Music  Store.  481  Broadway.  New.Tork. 


Tonng  ladies  pray  listen  to  me. 
And  keep  just  as  quiet  aa  mice. 
While  I  sing  yon  a  song   it  la  not  very  long. 

Which  cnntaina  quite  a  piece  of  advice. 
SroKKH  :  It  is  this— 

No  matter  what  people  may  aay. 

No  matter  what  somei'Ody  thinks  : 
If  yon  wish  to  be  happy  the  rest  of  yonr  days. 
Don't  marry  a  man  If  he  drinka, 
.        Don't  marry  a  man  if  he  drinka. 
He  mav  be  an  handsome  and  gay. 

And  have  such  a  beautiful  voice  : 
And  may  dance  «o  divinely    you'll  feel  in  yonr  heart 

That  he  mu^t  be  tbe  man  of  your  choice. 
If  his  accents  are  tender  and  low. 

And  aweeter  tb.in  ruses  and  pinks. 
And  his  breath  quite  a  different  thing— yon  may  know 
Your  exquisito  gentleman  drinks. 

'Tis  no  matter,  4e. 
Jnit  think  of  the  sorrows  and  cares 

Tbe  heart-rending  algha  and  the  feara. 
Of  the  worda  and  tbe  blowa  and  the  cruelest  woes. 

And  tiien  think  of  an  oceiin  uf  leara— 
Tbink  of  Toodlea  tbe  drnnkext  of  men, 
Hia  attitudes   biccougbs.  and  winks — 
And  then  think  what  a  dignified  pair  yoa  will  make. 
If  yon  marry  a  man  and  be  drinks. 

"Tit  00  matte*,  kn 

Tonng  ladies  look  well  to  yonr  hearta.-    .'..v-'.-.- 
Dou't  thiow  ihem  away  on  a  sot  '.-',' 
Or  a  man  who  is  given  to  treating  bis  fMeads,           ;:    ^ ; 

Whate'er  be  hia  station  or  lot. 
Though  bis  pride  may  uphold  him  awhile. 
Tet  nooner  ur  later  be  sioka  : 
"  Than  if  you  would  be  happy  the  reat  of  year  days, 
Doa't  luarry  a  man  If  be  drinks. 

^Tla  BO  Matter,  kc 


I'm  the  girl  that's  always  laughing, 

I'm  ao  very  merry  all  the  day, 

Nothing  can  annoy  or  fret  me,       '    '  v  .'! 

I'm  M  happy  aa  tbe  flowers  of  Ifty  :   ^'.  '] 

Some  are  erying,  some  are  sighing, 
I'm  so  jolly  and  perhaps  you'd  like  to  know  tbe  reason : 

Can't  you  gueea  it  f  I'D  confiM*  it  : 

I'm  in  love  with  such  a  nice  young  man. 

Chonu  :     Once  he  was  a  gay  young  olerk, 
Tn  a  Broadway  dry-goods  store. 
But  now  he's  joined  the  city  militia, 
And  i  love  him  all  the  more. 

My  love  he  is  a  high  private, 

That  is  nothing  very  great,  you  say  : 

But  he's  learnt  how  to  salute  me,  ^'-~,. 

And  embrace  me  in  a  military  way  : 

When  parading  and  arrayed  in 

A  grey  coat  without  a  single  dollar  in  his  po-^ket. 

Could  you  but  see  him,  you  would  love  him  : 

For,  he's  really  such  a  nice  young  man— 

Once  he  was  a  gay  young  clerk,  Ac. 


Little  Coquette. 


Oh  !  how  I  love  to  flirt. 
Tes   to  flirt:  yes.  to  flirt  ; 
To  coax  in  manner  pert. 
And  bring  men  on  their  kneea  ;  '. 
With  love  tbey  tay  they'll  die, 
And  tbey  algb    and  they  erj  ; 
But  tills  i»  my  reply. 
And  this  Is  how  1  tesaak 
Broxwi:  Singing - 

Tral  lal  lal  lal  lal  Isl  Isl  la, 

Tral  lal  lal  lal  la, 
Tral  lal  lal  lal  la 

Tral  la'  lal  lal  lal  lal  lal  lal  la, 
Tral  lal  lal  lal  la 
Tral  lal  ial  lal  la. 

When  asked  to  name  the  daj, 
Tes.  the  day.  happy  day, 
I  laugh  at  them  and  aay  : 
■■  To  think  of  auch  a  thing  !  " 
I  tell  them  that  I  am  free. 
Yes  I'm  free  .  yes  I'm  free. 
And  ne'er  will  married  be : 
And  tbua  I  gaily  aing, 
SroxxM  :  Singing— 

Tral  lal  lai. 

And  SO  I'm  called  coquette. 
Yea,  coquette  :  yea  coquette  ; 
But  then  I  never  fret. 
Mor  heed  a  word  they  say  ; 
For  flirting  la  anch  fun. 
Tes  it's  fun  :  oh  !  ancb  fan  ! 
And  till  my  heart  ia  won. 
I II  laugh  and  aing  all  day, 
BrOKXK  :  Singing— 

Tralhllal, 


to. 


Awfully  Good  Form. 


I'm  not  by  any  meana  a  swell. 

At  least  the  sort  one  sees  about :   : 
Apollo  don't  sit  on  me  well, 

And  dandified  get  up  I  scout  ; 
My  hair  with  perfume  is  not  dank. 

My  hands  with  rings  I  do  not  deek. 
And,  as  for  money,  not  a  bank 

Would  ever  cash  my  check  ! 

SpoKm  :  But  I  come  oat  of  the  ruck  simply  and 
solely  because — 

I'm  awfully  good  form  ! 
I'm  awfully  good  form  f 
Where'er  I  go.  in  park  or  row,     '■' 
"The  men  all  mutter. 
And  the  girls  are  in  a  flutter  : 
For,  I'm  awfully  good  form  I 
I'm  awfully  good  form  I 
In  park  or  row,  where'er  I  go, 
I'm  awfully  good  form  ! 

The  slangy  gent  sings  very  small. 

Whenever  he  conies  into  range  : 
The  West-end  suits  him  not  at  all. 

He  reeks  of  Mark  Lane  and  of  'Chang*  : 
He  n«ver  seems  to  have  enough 

Of  rings  and  pins  ic  doubtful  gold, 
He's  i;reat  in  collar  and  in  cu£F, 

A  nu  searf  of  many  fold. 

8roKKH  :  I  couldn't  match  him  is  thee*— Mid 
only  depend  on  this — 

I'm  awfully  good  fbcm,  to. 


m^ 


m 
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The  Promenade  Elattiqne. 

Written  and  Compoaed  bj  Arthur  Ltoyd. 


Tb«  Oreeian  Bend  la  almoat  dona,  / 

Tbe  Romftu  Fall  M  well. 
Bat  I'Te  inveuted  aometblDC  •!••    \   -'     '' 
That  both  these  mnat  excel  :  -  >. 

The  Rrace  that  I  impart  to  It 

Out-doee  the  PosKs  PlaitiquB. 
It'a  meaut  for  geutlenien   and  called 
The  "  Promenade  Elaatlqu*.  " 

CHORDS.  / 

Look  HKAI  look  RXAK.  fon  awella  and  belles.  .' 

The  Oreeian  Bend  la  at  an  end.  the  Boman  Fall  as  well. 
But  I've  aomething  new  fur  all  of  70a  :  ao  don't  deapalr. 
Aad  I'Te  chriateued  it  the  "  Promenade  Etaatl^oe.  " 

I  need  to  try  the  Boman  Fall. 

But  anffpred  froui  such  pain, 
I  got  a  stifluess  111  the  back 

Would  scarce  come  out  again 
SevEBsal  Turkish  Baths  I  took. 

And  it  waa  only  laat  week 
This  new  idea  occured  to  me— 

-  The  Promeuade  Elaatique.  "  Ckorns. 

If  all  who  tried  the  Roman  Fall. 

Like  me  experienced  pain, 
I  doii't  auppuse  it  ever  will 

Be  popular  a;;ain  : 
And  so  If  those,  who  patronised 

The  fashion  of  the  past  seek 
For  soiuethiiiK  new    I'd  recommend 

"  The  Promenade  Elasllque.  "  ^   Ohoms. 

I'm  certain  that  this  fashion  will 
In  time  gain  great  renown  : 

And  surely  will  adopted  k>e 
By  every  swell  In  town  ■ 

It's  Just  the  thing  for  those  yonng  genta, 
Who  alwaya  vonietliing  fast  seek  : 

80  RiaiefQl,  light  and  airy  is— 
The  Promenade  Elastiqae.  * 

Spokxr  :  You  niay  find  a  little  dlAcnlty  at  flrat,  70  1 
kn'jw,  and  may  be  chaffed  a  little  as  1  was.  really.  Ai-  I 
Was  going  through  the  Park,  yesterday,  a  dirty  little  b<>} 
■boated  :  "  D  ye  'ear  mister  'ave  ye  got  the  staggers?  " 
— Be.illy— -'  No  'e  ain't.  It'a  the  screws  at  the  Joints  want 
tightening.  '—Really 

I  was  rather  annoyed  at  the  time  as  Miss  de  Chignoit 
happened  to  pass.  and.  of  course  I  h:'<1  to  stop  and  speak 
to  her.  '  Really.  I  said,  you  look  as  charuilug  »»  u  d  - 
licate  camelia  and  your  eyes  sre  briuhter  than  the  most 
sparkling  brillianU.  "— '  Do  you  think  so.  Mr.  Pinkey. 
she  said,  (  my  nauix's  Pinkey  Maurice  Pinkey  )  youaro 
kxjkiDK  well  r  "— -  Yaas.  1  said  they  aay  I'm  quite  a  pot, 
what  do  yoo  think  of  my  flower.  Mira  de  Chignon  T  "— 
*'  A  great  deal  more  she  replied  than  I  do  of  the  pot.  " 
—"Mow.  really  Miss  de  ChiguOD, yoar  sarcasm  is  bitter 
•Dough  to  bliglit  the  fluwer  and  crack  the  pot.  "—"That'll 
impossible  "  she  said.  "  Why  ?  "  I  enquired.—"  Be- 
eansn.  ahe  rep'ied,  I'm  afraid  It  was  cracked  before.  "— 
'  Really.  I  said,  that's  too  bad.  really.  "— "  Why,  what's 
the  matter  with  yon.  Mr.  Pinkey  T  she  aaked.  why  do 
yon  Jump  np  and  down  like  that,  are  yon  111  T  "— *  III 
my  dear  I  said,  no  really,  dou't  yon  know  what  It  Is  T  " 
—  •  Ho.  ahe  said,  how  should  1  T  '— "  Well,  then,  I  re- 
plied- 

Look   RSAH    look  BKAH.  *C. 


-♦♦.-c 


The  Hen  that  We  Oaght  to  Avoid. 


A  man  is  oft  known  by  the  ft'lends  that  he  keeps  : 

For.  birds  uf  a  feather,  we  And 
Will  oft  fli>ck  together— and  so  to  the  fkot. 

It  Is  right  we  should  never  be  blind. 
How  many  a  hope  of  advancement  In  lifa 

Has  been  by  false  friendship  destroyed  : 
So  it  cannot  be  wrong  to  name  in  my  song 

Borne  men  you  ought  to  avoid. 

CH0RC8.  V 

Borne  aham  to  be  gold,  bat  with  plenty  of  brsM 

You'll  very  soou  find  thsm  alloyed  : 
A  man  who  aeems  this  and  provea  to  be  that,     ' 

Is  a  man  you  ought  to  avoid. 

There  are  men  who  will  borrow  at  erery  ehAnee, 

Whom  'twere  lietter  at  once  to  offend  : 
But  the  danger  is  wurae  in  knowing  a  man. 

Whose  business  is  ever  to  lend  : 
Be  haa  iiitereat  in  yon  and  from  yon  aa  well : 

And  e'en  if  of  cash  you're  devoid. 
Your  nucle  who  hangs  out  the  three  golden  balls. 

Is  a  man  that  yon  ought  toAvoid.  Chorus. 

A  lawyer  who  mns  np  hit  six-snd-elght  fees, 

A  drunkard  with  unsteady  gait. 
A  bragKart  wDoae  talk  is  all  full  of  bombast, 

As  of  wisdom  is  empty  his  pate  : 
A  liar  whose  word  Is  a  pitfall  and  snare, 

A.  paraoD  whose  time  is  employed 
Informing  on  crimi'S  for  the  sake  of  the  fines  : 

'Ibase  are  men  that  we  ought  to  avoid.  Oboms. 

Tfie  egotist  praising  his  own  paltry  deeds. 

Who'll  of  nothing  I'Ut  aelf  ever  speak  : 
The  aiuootb.  fawning  oil-taking  cat  sort  of  man, 

The  tale-bearing,  tit-tattle  sneak  : 
These  all  are  the  pests  of  our  snug  little  Isle,     ..V. '  ^ . . 

By  wbleb  we  are  oftlmes  annoyed  : 
L:ke  sharks  In  the  sea  or  fliea  in  yonr  tea. 

They  ars  things  that  you  ought  to  avoid. 


Choras. 


Malt*  Hot  a  fool  of  thyself  to  make  othen  merry. 


Nary  Red  :  or  the  Bummer's  Lament 


Oh  '.  where  is  my  money  all  gone  to  T 
Ind  where  are  the  friends  I  used  to  treat  tV     ;■'%"■: 
Now  I  can't  get  a  drink  when  1  want  to 
And  they  call  me  a  played  out  DEAD  BEAT. 
Once  I  Stampa  had  and  frieuda  too  In  plenty,    '■    .: 
But.  alaa  '  they  have  all  long  since  flown —    .  ':'"-.'.'' 

Mow  my  slouiach  and  pockets  are  empty. 
And  I've  not  got  one  Bed  to  call  my  own. 
Chorus:        Nary  Red- Nary  Red- 
Nary  aiui{le  red  cent  to  call  u.y  own — 
Nary  Bed— Nary  Red— 
'vHary  single  red  cent  to  call  my  own.   .;.;:. 

I  am  bleated,  forlorn,  snd  dejected. 

And  my  clothes  are  all  ragged  and  coarse  : 

Iain  homeless,  deepised   and  neglected.  '     .  '.- 

And  am  coTered  with  shame  and  remorse. 

Oh  I  where  have  the  treasures  been  banished. 

"That  were  mine  when  the  giria  I  need  to  caurt  f 

Where's  my  suit  uf  fine-broad ^;loth  now  vaulahed. 

And  the  handsome  watch  and  chain  I  used  to  sport  ? 

Chorus  :        Up  the  spout,  at  my  Uncle's. 

You'll  know  the  plsce  l>y  them  three  golden  liails  : 
Up  the  spout  at  my  Uncle's. 

And  the  Rumsellers  got  the  moiiey  all. 

Now.  one  night  as  I  lay  on  some  lumber,     ';.■  '  - ' 

And  waa  aleeping  aa  quiet  aa  a  mouse. 

A  Polloemin  dropt  in  on  my  alumber  j..^. 

And  Knatched  me  to  the  Ceu(;-al  Station-House. 

In  the  morning,  tho'  I  wanted  a  Hammer. 

I  was  bruuxht  before  squire  Cbargeall.  who  says  : 

Now  I  see  by  your  face  you're  a  Bummer, 

80  I'll  send  yon  up  for  thirty  days.  -  -  .•  .v      . 

Chorus:        Thirty  days-thirty  days 

Waa  the  sentence  often  passed  on  me 
Thirty  dsys— thirty  dsys— 

80  he  aent  uie  up  for  thirty  days  once 


Dear  Loye,  be  True. 

The  Music  is  pulilished  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  h  Co., 
Nui  H7  A  886  Broadway  New-York. 
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Rudolph. 


b'  fore  : 
mare. 


Silver  Convent  Bella. 


Brightly,  clearly  ring  the  convent  bells — 
What  soft  cadence  on  the  tclio  dwells — 
To  the  hillocks,  to  the  silent  dellii, 
Floating  liigh  their  dulcet  music  swells. 
As  tinto  silence  the  chimes  fade  away, 
1  hey  proclaim  the  close  of  weary  day  : 
Like  sparkling  gems  of  wondrous  light, 

'I  he  stars  begin  to  stud  the  sky — 
Sweet  harbingers  of  the  coming  night,     ■■    . 

'i  hey  tell  the  herdsman  rest  is  nigh. 
Chorus  :     On  his  ear,  sweet  and  clear, 

■  ..; ,  Fall  the  convent  bells — 

"  Gone's  the  day,  "  is  the  lay    . 
Of  the  silver  bells.  ; 

HtUe  are  swinging  in  the  belfry  tower. 
Hymns  and  chiming  mingle  at  this  hour  : 
Nuns  ai>e  prayhig  in  the  convent  cells  : 
King  on,  sweetly  ring  on,  silver  bells — 
( >h  !  what  a  world  of  happiness  you  bring. 
With  your  merry  notes,  your  golden  ring  I 
'J  he  lonely  wand'rer  lost  his  way,         '     , 

The  path,  alas  !  is  hard  to  find  ;  '. : 

He  hears  your  sweet  enchanting  lay 
Borne  on  the  balmy  summer  air  ? 
Chorus  :     On  his  ear,  sweet  and  clear. 
Fall  the  convent  bells — 
"  Pound's  the  way,  "  is  the  lay 
Of  the  silver  bells. 


Happy  Mick  and  Dan. 

Written  by  Brian  O'Lynu  and  perfumed  only  in  this 
eonntry  by  Brian  A  Teddy  O'Lynu.— Air  :     The  Cure. 


Here  we  are.  two  Irish  lads,  aa  you  ean  plainly  see  : 
We  jBSt  came  over  from  Ireland,  across  the  briuy  se^ 
To  plesae  you  all  we'll  do  oar  l>est.  we'll  do  it  with  a  will, 
Yon  aee  we're  alwaya  on  the  move  : 

for,  we  never  can  keep  atill— 

:'-■■■'■    'if "•■"'..■:'•  ■■-:-^'-"'  CBOROS. 

▼e*TI  dance  and  stng  from  mom  fill  night. 

aiiil  please  yon  all  we  can  : 
For,  there's  not  two  boys,  from  tli-'  Emerald  Isle, 

litt)  haiipy  Mick  and  Dan. 

We  are  the  boys  for  fan  and  mirth  : 

we  went  to  Donoyhrook  fair. 
And  as  we  went  straight  into  a  tent, 

.why  !  Bridget  and  Molly  were  there  : 
We  asked  them  op  to  dance  a  Jig.  they  did  it  with  a  will. 
That  plaaed  na  both,  because,  yon  see. 

we  never  ean  keep  still— 
Ws'U  dance,  &o. 

We'd  just  set  down  to  take  our  ease, 

when  the  two  Malonays  said 
That  we  bad  taken  away  their  girls— 

and  gave  ns  a  welt  on  the  head. 
Then  np  we  flew,  shillelah  in  hand. 

and  gave  them  both  their  fill  : 
W«  made  the  blaekgnarda  roar  and  shout— 

for,  we  never  ean  keep  atill— 
We'll  daaee,  Ao. 


Dear  lovei,  hiy  heart  is  moaning  now, 

V>  ill  yearn  for  thee  both  night  and  day 
Dark  cfoads  will  gather  on  my  brow, 

When  I,  my  love,  am  far  away — 
I'll  hasten  'hack,  my  darling  one. 

And  driTe  the  shadows  from  your  sky  : 
If  shadows  ever  hide  thy  sun, 

I  soon  'Will  bid  them  fly. 
Ah  !  Anrioa  dear,  be  true,  love, 

Never  J«A  thy  love  grow  e<Ad  : 

No,  neV«r  let  thy  love  grow  cold. 
Amina  dear,  be  true — Amina  dear,  be 

For  tliee,  and  only  thee,  1  live  : 

For  tht!^  and  only  thee,  I  live. 
For  theel  live,  for  thee,  lyve,  I  live? 

Amina. 
Dear  lore,  my  heart  is  moaning  now, 

W  ill  y^arn  fur  thee  both  night  and  day  -: 
Dark  clouids  will  gatlier  on  my  brow. 

When  thou,  my  love,  art  far  away— 
Oh  !  ha^te  thee  back,  my  darling  one. 

And  drive  these  shadows  from  my  sky  :       « 
I'he  8ha4ow8  ever  hide  the  sun, 

Until  thou  bid  them  fly. 
Ah  !  m^  dear  Rudolph,  oe  true,  ]ot% 

Never!  let  thy  love  grow  cold  : 

No,  n^ver  let  thy  love  grow  cold. 
My  dear  Rudolph,  my  only  love, 

For  thee,  ana  only  thee,  1  live  : 

For  tbee,  and  only  thee,  I  live. 
For  the^  |  live,  for  thee  1  live,  for  thee,  lore,  I  Hr*. 


The  Little  Old  Woman. 

r     As  Sung  by  Dick  Marts. 


T'  -^re  wss  ab  old  woman,  snd  wbst  do  yon  think  t 

S  >»  lived  upon  uothin„'  but  victusis  and  drink  : 
Vhtaals  and  drink  were  the  chief  of  her  diet, 
^'  i\  still  this  old  woman  acarve  ever  waa  quiek 

I  lis  old  woiaau  aa  I've  beard  tell, 
Wi  at,  one  dajr  her  e^gs  for  to  aell  : 
8I1U  went  to  market  on  a  market  day. 

8i:e  laid  down  and  went  to  sleep  on  the  bigbwar. 

Tliere  came  by  peddler  who'a  was  stout. 

II  cat  off  tki  clothes  of  all  round  abont : 
lie  cat  her  afesa  off  up  to  her  knees, 

A  iid  left  the  did  womnu  for  10  ahlver  and  freeae. 
V'  l,en  tliia  old  woman  did  firxt  awake. 
~  be  began  to  shiver  and  began  to  shake  : 
She  begun  to  wonder  and  she  began  to  cry, 
S.^ying  :  ■•  l4.dj  gody  maasy  !  thia  can't  be  It 

But  if  it  be:  I,  aa  I  hope  it  he.   •  ' 

I've  a  littleidog  home  and  he'll  know  me : 
If  it  ia  I.  he'll  wag  his  little  Uil. 
Tt'it  if  it  Hint  then  he  will  bark  and  walL  ^     . 
So  home  weiit  the  old  woman  all  in  the  dark, 
Up  xotthe  llittle  dog  and  bet;an  to  bark  : 
H"  liegan  to  liarl:  and  ahe  began  to  cry. 
8a\iug  :  "  I>dy  gody  maHsy  '  ihia  can't  be  I  f  " 
H m  i»i  ^ 


ft 


Who  will  Care  when  I  am  Gone  f 

Bung  by  Tony  Pastor. 


When  hfy  heart  has  ceased  its  yearning    ' 

For  the  joys  that  will  not  stay. 
And  tity  rested  feet  are  roaming 

In  the  angel's  shining  way. 
Who  will  sigh  for  words  of  greeting  f 

Who  will  moan  for  smiles  withdnwa  t 
Never  tqore  my  welcome  meeting, 

Wh4  Will  care  when  1  am  gone  f 

When  irith  still  and  painless  bosotn 

I  am  lying  fast  asleep. 
Underneath  the  dew  ana  blossoni. 

In  the  grave  so  dark  and  deep — 
Who  will  grieve  for  words  unspokea^> 

Tender  greetings  at  the  dawn  t 
From  the  lips  by  death  o'ertakeii — 

Who  will  care  when  I  am  gone  ? 

When  the  birds  have  hushed  their  maai6| 

At  tiK  twilight  dim  and  gray  : 
Who  my  name  will  softly  whisper  f 

Whh  for  me  will  kindly  pray  ? 
Gazing  at  the  dew-wet  bloesoms. 

Leaning  o'er  my  narrow  bec^^ 
Who  win  breathe  a  word  to  blesaing 

For  the  sool  from  sorrow  fled  T 
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THE     SIIVOKR'S    JOUiriVAL.. 


The-Oipiy  Coiint«n»^     ';..;' 
A  Dnrrp. 
Worda  by  1ft*.  OmAwyoBD.    Muiic  bj  Srsramn  Olovkb. 


A  trftdition  ia  current  in  the  North  of  England 
that  a  young  Earl  of  one  of  the  Border  Coaniies, 
in  the  course  of  bis  rambles,  met  wilh  a  beautiful 
Gipay  girl,  whose  charms  at  once  made  a  deep  and 
lasting  impression  on  bis  heart.  Un  entering  into 
convereation  with  her,  he  found  to  his  surprise  the 
artless  grace  of  her  manners,  and  the  intelligence 
and  purity  of  her  mind  were  quite  equal  to  the 
beauty  of  her  face  nnd  person  :  and  in  spite  of  the 
great  disparity  uf  rank,  be  soon  became  enamoured 
of  her.  It  may  be  supposed  that  the  straggle  be- 
tween affection  and  pnue  was  long  and  severe,  be- 
fore the  Earl  could  make  up  his  mind  to  ally  him- 
self to  the  humble  object  of  his  disinterested  re- 
gard ;  but  love  finallj;  triumphed. 

I'o  increase  however  the  romance  of  the  story, 
it  is  added  that  the  Gipsy  girl  had  been  stolen  in 
her  infancy  by  one  of  the  roving  band,  with  whioli 
she  thus  became  af>sociated  :  and  that  she  was 
afterwards  discovered  to  be  the  Daughter  of  a 
Wealthy  Baronet.  The  pride  of  her  lover  was  thus 
spared  the  intended  sacrifice  in  raising  the  beauti- 
fail  Gipsy  to  the  rank  of  a  Countess. 


G1P8T—  Oh  !  how  can  a  poor  Gipsy  maiden  like  me. 
Ever  hope  the  proud  bride  of  a  noble  to  be  ? 
To  some  bright  jwelled  beauty  thy 

vows  will  be  paid. 
And  thou  wilt  forget  her,  the  poor  Gipsy  nmid. 
And  thou  wilt  forget  her,  the  poorGipsy  mnid. 

Eabl—  Away  with  that  thought !  I  am  free, 
I  am  free  to  devote  all  the  love  of  my 

spirit  to  thee  : 
Young  rose  of  the  wilderness,  blubhing 

and  sweet ! 
All  my  heart,  all  my  fortune  I  lay  at  thy  feet, 
AU  my  heart,  all  my  fortune  I  lay  at  thy  foet  : 
By  yon  bright  moon  above  I 

Sh« —  That  can  oliange  like  man's  love — 

lis —     by  the  sun's  constant  ray  1 

Shi —  That  night's  tears  chase  away  f      : 

Both. 

8hx — Oh  !  never  by  thee  will  my  trust  be  betrayed  : 
1  hou  wilt  love  nie  forever,  thine  own  Gipsy  maid. 
Thou  wilt  love  me  forever,  thineown  Gipsy  ninid. 

Hi — Oh !  never  by  me  shall  thy  trast  be  betrayed  : 
I  will  love  thee  forever,  mme  own  Gipsy  maid  : 
I  will  love  thee  forever,  mine  own  Gipsy  maid. 

8bs — Go,  flatterer,  go !  I'll  not  trast  to  thine  art : 
Go,  leave  me  and  trifle  no  more  with  my  heart ! 
Go,  leave  me  to  die  in  my  own  native  shade. 
And  betray  not  the  heart  of  the  poor  (iipsy  maid  : 
And  betray  not  the  heart  of  the  poor  Gipgy  maid. 
Hx — I  have  lands  and  proud  dwellings,  and  all 

shall  be  thine. 
And  coronet,  Zill»h  !    that  brow  shall  entwine  : 
Thoa  shalt  never  have  reason  my  faith  to 

np-braid — 
Fco-,  a  C«unt«M  I  '11  make  the«,  my  own  Giysy 

maid  : 
For,  a  Coontaaa  I U  make  thaa,  mj  own  Oipsv, 

Qiaia — 
Then  fly  with  me  now — 
8hs— shall  I  trust  to  thy  TOW? 
Bk — Oh!  yes,  ooiue  away — 
8bi — Wilt  thou  never  betray t 

Both. 
Shb^No  !  never  by  tliee  will  my  trast  be  betrayed, 
And  to-morrow  thoa'H  wed  me,  tbine  own 

Gipsy  maid  : 
And  to-morrow  tbon'lt  wed  me,  thine  own 

Gipsy  maid. 
Hi — No!  never  l>y  me  shall  thy  tnat  be  betrayed. 
And  to-morrow  I'll  wed  thea,  my  own 

Oipay  maid : 
And  to-morrow  I'll  wed  thee,  my  own 

Gipay  maid. 

Maogregor's  Qathering. 

Tbe  moon's  on  the  laka   and  the  mist's  on  the  brae. 
And  oar  clan  boa  a  name  that  la  Bamslssa  by  day  : 
Than  gather,  (aiber.  other,  aragalleh  '■ 

mmmimmmmmmm 


Oar  signal  for  fluhl  wbieb  from  m'  narehs  w*  drew. 
Hast  \n  heard  but  by  nigut  lu  our  TeDRsfal  bslloo: 
Tlien  taalloo,  halloo,  halloo,  Oregslich  ' 

O'ensrchr's  pronil  nionntslns   Calchnrn  and  hartowsrs, 

Qleiiatrae  siid  Uleiilyon  no  longrr  ate  oiiis— 
We're  laudlexs  landless,  landless   Uregaiich  ! 

Bat  doomed  sud  devoted  by  vsaasl  sod  lord. 
MacgreKor  baa  still  both  his  heart  sud  bis  sword: 
Then,  ounrage,  coarage.  courage    QregalicL! 

Sbonldtbey  rob  nsi'f  name,  and  pnrane  ns  with  bengles. 
Oive  their  roofs  to  the  flames  ami  tlieir  flesh  to  tliseaglea  '. 
Come  then   come  then,  come  tbeu   Qregalioh  ! 

While  there's  learas  in  the  foreat  or  foam  on  the  river, 
MaOKregor   desplie  them,  shall  flourish  for  erer  : 
Then  gather,  gather,  gather   Oregallch  ! 

Through  the  depths  of  t,»ch  Katrine  the  steed  shall  career, 
O'er  the  p^ak  of  Ben  Lomond  tb.)  ealleT  ahull  steer, 
And  the  rocks  uf  Oralg  Royaloii  lllie  ioicle*  n  elt. 
Ere  onr  wrougs  be  forgot  or  our  TcuL'sancr  imfelt: 
Tbeu  vengeance  vengeance  vsugeancc.  Oregallch  '■ 


Little  Nelly  Ray. 


I  love  a  little  ronntrr  qneen.  a  village  beanty  rare. 
With  roay  cheeks  and  peariy  teeth,  auU  lovely 

nut-brown  hair ; 
Her  walat  it  la  an  slender  and  her  feet  th«y  are  aosmai:  — 
Of  all  the  girla  I  aver  luved  m;  Nelly  beats  tbeui  all. 

Chorus. 

Nelly  Ray    Nelly  Ray.  charmlnt,'  littlo  Nell, 
Nelly  Ray   Nelly  Ray.  pretty  Utile  belle: 
Nelly  Riy    like  blrda  of  May    sliiKing  all  the  day  : 
1  never  had  a  aweetheart  like  my  charming  Nelly  Ray. 

Her  father  keepa  a  farm-lioase  in  a  vilhgedown  luKent, 
And  being  1  n  my  holMars  tonpeiKl  them  there  I  weut ; 
Aud  while  strolling  through  the  fields,  as  ou  my  way 

1  roum«d. 
It's  there  I  met  my  Nelly   aa  she  drove  the  caiile  iiou.e. 

Nelly  Bty,  Ac. 

I  took  my  Nelly  f>r  a«alk  among  the  bright  green  grass. 
And  worda  of  lu%e  1  whiai.ered  to  thla  young  country  lusa: 
I  |>  aced  my  am  a  around  Iter  waist    aa  I  sat  by  her  fide. 
Aud  »  hi  ewe  were  a  talking;  ahe  pledged  to  be  my  bride. 

Nelly  Ray,  kc. 

And  now  we've  named  the  hatipy  day,  and  bow  happy 

we  shall  be ! 
No  thongbta  of  Jeaiouay  ahall  enter  the  minds 

uf  her  or  me  ; 
Bnt  in  our  fariu-hoase  we'll  l^e  b:<ppy  night  suit  day, 
And  oar  lives  shall  pass  like  sunauine :  for    I  have 

the  brightest  ray- 
Nelly  Ray,  &c 


Mollie  Dear,  Come  Then  With  Me ! 

Worda  aud  mnsic  by  Habbt  Macabtbt.  As  sung  in 

"  Barney's  Courtship.  " 

The  music  of  this  Soug  la  pablUbed  by  A.  E.  Blackmab. 

201  Canal  Street,  New  Orleans :  Price  3i  cents. 


The  clouds  have  dispersed  and  the  moon  shines  so  clear. 
The  face  uf  tue  Heavens  is  briglit  now,  my  dear: 
My  heart  wlilspera  true,  there  la  Joy  yet  for  thee— 
So,  Mollie  dear,  Mollie  dear,  come  tbeu  with  met 
Cbobub. 

Come  Come.  Come  then  with  me! 
Mollie   Mollie    Con^e  tlieii  witbn.e!     ' 
Come    Ooine  than  with  me  '  <.  .   ■ 

Mollie  dear  Mollie  dear  Come  then  with  me  '. 

The  ship's  In  thr<  1  fflog   the  anchor  ia  weighed  : 
It  Is  but  fur  yon    love    that  I  have  delated  ; 
We're  bonod  for  Columbia  the  land  of  tbi>  free — 
80,  Mollie  dear.  Mollis  dear.  Come  then  with  me  '. 

Come,  Come,  ko, 

I  know  your  heart's  sore  to  1e  ive  your  own  home, 
Aud  over  tbe  wide  waste  of  waters  to  roara  : 
But  with  trneat  friends  darilug,  tbere  we  will  be- 
So,  Mollie  dear,  Mollio  dear.  Come  then  with  me  '. 

Oume  Oone,  ho. 

At  my  mother's  neat  cabin  adown  tbe  boreen 
Onld  Father  Masuira  for  tiieae  iw  .  hoars  lias  been, 
And  I've  got  tbe  ring  .  so.  Cu^hUi  Machree. 
Hoi  lie  dear,  Mollie  dear.  Come  th«u  with  me  '. 

Come,  Come,  ko. 

Poetical  Effusion. 

Poetically  diffuaed  by  Dxa  KuxT*   ; 

The  boy  stood  on  the  baraiBg  deek 
Siting  applea  by  the  pack  : 
At  every  bite  he'd  heave  a  sigh. 
And  loiidly  he  for  more  wunid  ery. 

Wlian  marshaled  on  the  mighty  plain, 
The  spider  and  the  fly  ^        -    '>'.., 

8a^  a  crow  on  a  hickory  limb.  ■„'    •.'■'■•''..■ 

ai'iging:  ■  Root  hog  or  die  ! " 

T'l'sro  is  a  land  oi  pure  delight, 

B^  the  luk«  where  droopa  the  willow  : 

When  (his  cruel  war  Is  over, 

^v  ho  will  oare  for  mother  now  T 


Love  me  little    love  me  long : 
Wouldn't  you  like  to  know. 
In  the  days  aben  we  w^nt  gypsylng, 
A  lung  time  ogot 

I'm  lonely  since  I  lost  my  dog. 
He  was  but  two  feel  high : 
She's  as  lovely  aa  a  roaei 
How  Is  that  for  high?     - 


The  Oirl  What  I  Calls  Miii« 


Jnst  roQnd  tbe  corner,  you'll  observe 

A  snug  little  green-grocer  s  shop, 
With  the  name  of 'Vllilam  Viggins     ..,■■,',■■ 

Painted  large  as  life  on  top : 
Well,  that  concern  belongs  tome,    .":■..■■: 

And  the  trade  I  does  Is  floe  : 
Bnt  I'd  sooner  part  with  all  I  have. 

Than  the  girl  what  I  ealla  *mlne. ' 
For,  I  dotea  on  the  ground  ahe  walks  njMm, 

And  her  two  bright  eyes  tb^>t  shine  : 
I  would  not  take  all  the  money  tu  the  bank 

For  the  girl  what  1  calls  miiie  ! 

Now  where  she  Uvea  and  what'a  her  name 

I  don't  Intend  to  tdl: 
For  certain  sine  slie'd  soon  be  qnizsed 

By  every  noble  swell. 
Ton  may  see  me  on  a  snnday.  if   ..        '   .^ 

Tbe  weather  It  ia  floe,  * 

Aa  I  takex  my  walk   and  on  my  arm 

la  the  girl  what  1  calls  mine. 

For.  I  dotes  on,  A» 

There's  servant  maids— and  other  maids. 

What'a  dealers  at  my  alure  : 
They  winka  ibnir  eye   »o  1  ninka  mine —  j 

In  fun    lint  nothing  more  -    i. 

IfaDiii-hess  wiahed  to  marry  me,  ,;.      '  ■•]  . 

I'd  lixg  leave  to  decline  ;  i-     1 

I'd  rather  live  ou  bread  and  cheese 

With  tbe  girl  what  I  caila  lulue 

For,  I  dotea  on,  Ao. 

'Twaa  on  last  Sunday  afternoon, 

I  plucked  up  nerve  to  |iop 
The- question   if  she'd  iiave  me,  and    ' 

My  wegebles  and  shop 
She  didii  t  say  '  Nn '  "  ahe  didn't  aay  "Tea'!  " 

But  sh'i  said  she'd   "drop  aline," 
'Cauae  ao  very  baahftil  and  so  shy 

Is  the  girl  what  I  calls  mine.  ■■''.'.?: 

Spomh- I  do  believe  she'd  blnah  herself  to  death  it 
anybody'd  let  her-.  l>nt  ii'sn  ton  of  coala  to  a  )>lul  of 
goose-berries  she  snswers  '°Te->'"  So,  if  the  wegebles 
ikould  go  up  a  penny  or  so.  It  will  lis  owing  to  the  msirl- 
iiiunial  speculation  of  this  '  nmble  hindlwiddle  "  with 
the  party  of  the  hopperslte  sect  uf  which  aa  1  said  be- 
fore—  For  I  dutes  on,  Ao. 


^•••< 


While  We  Live,  Let  Us  Live! 

The  Mnslo  of  this  Song  can  lie  obtained  for  10  cents  Of 
-  :         ;;      E.  H.  HAanino  288  Bowery.     V       f 

Life's  journey's  a  path  fnll  of  briers  and  thorns. 

We  imisl  trudge  it  on  foot,  boys,  together: 
The  rough  and  the  sm<Miih,  the  calm  and  the  storm, 

We  must  face  it.  nu  matter  the  w<  atlier. 
It  is  fully  to  grieve  for  the  joys  that  are  pa»t. 
Our  troubles  a  lesson  will  give : 
So,  courage,  my  lads,  with  strong  hearts  and  trae, 
We  will  sing  :  "  while  we  live,  kt  us  live.  " 
Chorus. 
The  adgae,  tbo'  old,  is  a  good  one  to  give  : 
In  this  world  "while  we  live,  let  us  live," 
Iq  this  world  "while  we  live.  Ictus  live." 

The  miser,  a  crusty  old  knave,  with  Lis  pelf. 

The  rich  in  their  carriage  nnd  four, 
Are  not  half  as  happy  as  you  are,  my  friends, 

Ifyou'vegotheaithand  strength,  though  you're  poor. 
Then  to  grumble  gainst  fate  is  a  t-inand  a  shame, 

But  thank  God  h>r  blessing  he  11  give ; 
Throw  care  to  the  winds,  be  staunch  to  tbe  core. 

And  then  sing :  "  while  we  live,  let  us  live.  " 

Chorus. 

Thrre  are  those  in  the  world,  that  are  poorer  than  us. 

Struggling  hard  with  its  turiuuils  and  strife  : 
Then  hold  out  your  hand,  nnd  help  them  to  mount 

A  round  in  tbe  ladder  oMife  : 
The  mite,  though  but  small,  will  reap  its  reward. 

If  you've  enemies,  freely  forgive  : 
With  envy  to  no  man,  and  g«>od  will  to  all. 

You  can  siog  :  "  while  we  live,  let  us  live  !  " 

Choraa. 
■  i>    ■     


Can  anvthing  tbat  is  bakfnl  be  a  bkssing  1— 
Tea,  a  baleful  of  eottoo. 


r 


V^M    .SXJSrORR'S    JOURIVAJ.. 
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'    The  Husband's  Commandments. 

Than  i/kt9t  love  no  other  man  but  me. 
Thou  shdk  not  have  a  da^erreotjpe  or  any  other 
likeness  of  any  man,  but  thy  hosbana. 

1  hou  shalt  not  keep  it  in  secret,  and  worship  it  ; 
for.  I,  thy  husband,  am  a  jealous  husband. 
*  1  hou  shalt  not  speak   thy  husband's  name  witli 
levity. 

Kemember  thy  husband's  commandments  to  keei> 
them  Bacred. 

Honor  thy  husband  and  obey  him,  that  thou  may's  L 
be  long  in  the  home  he  has  given  thee. 

1  hou  siialt  not  find  fault  when  thy  hnsband  chewR 
and  sniokes.        m. 
'1  hou  shalt  not  siold. 

Thou  shalt  not  permit  thy  hnsband  to  wear  a  but 
ton-less  shirt  ;  but  shalt  keep  his  clothing  in  good 
repair. 

Thou  shalt  not  continually  gad  about,  neglectinj^ 
thy  husband  and  family. 

Thou  shalt  not  strive  to  live  in  the  style  of  thy 
neighbor,  unless  thy  husband  is  able  to  support  it. 

'J  hou  shalt  not  covet  thy  neighbor's  fine  house. 
Bor  his  fine  furniture,  nor  his  wife's  thousand  dollar 
shawl,  nor  her  fifty  dollar  handkerchief,  nor  any  thing 
that  is  thy  neighbors. 

\  1  hou  shalt  not  go  to  Women's-Rights  meetings, 
neither  to  speak  thyself  or  to  hear  others  speak. 

1  hou  shalt  not  scold  if  thy  husband  stays  out  till 
after  ten  o'clock  at  night. 

'1  hou  shalt  not  sum  up  large  bills,  at  the  stores, 
which  thy  liusband  is  unable  to  foot :  for,  verily,  b<' 
knuweth  his  means. 


\r 


6t  Patrick's  Day. 


Ton,  Sons  of  the  Gsel,  wherever  yon  kneel. 

At  home  or  alir'aJ,  I  hope  jou  will  pray  ' ■  .-  ' 

For  the  land  of  your  birth,  the  fairest  on  earth. 
On  the  auniversary  of  Patrick's  Day,  i' 

That  Apoitnlic  roan,  when  be  entered  onr  land, 

Hfl  found  her  <-u<lnrlnK  druidical  sway  ; 
But  th  ■se  njintstera  of  li 1  lie  «""u  did  expel,        .  ■■   ;  i 

And  converted  our  lalaud,  on  Patrick's  Day. 

When  tliat  Norman  of  old.  with  his  leKloDS  so  bold, 
M  de  the  8,>xnns  his  giavei  us  history  doei  mtj  : 

Old  Erin  was  tlien   with  l>er  learned  men. 
Admired  by  Europe,  ou  Patrick's  Day. 

Bnt  fate  had  decreed  that  they  would  be  f^eed  • 

To  full  ou  old  Ireland    like  wolTes  on  their  prey  : 

WiMi  Jil>l>et  iind  rack,  they  made  her  bones  crack, 
Abd  caused  Erin  to  weep,  ou  Patrick's  Day. 

The  Snzons  have  tried,  by  torture  and  bribe. 
To  make  our  forefa'hers  their  Country  betray  : 

Bu'  the  torture  they  hore,  and  what  is  atlll  more. 
They  have  never  forgot  8t.  Patrick's  Day. 

OnrT'le'sanflTerines  thron^h  ages,  does  stain  history's  pages. 
And  haa  caused  us  to  wander  from  onr  home,  laravay. 
In  the  land  of  the  Free,  or  wherever  we  be, 
To  think  of  old  Erin  ou  Patrick's  day.        ,'- .. 

The  exile's  of  Erin   if  arm*  they  are  bearinf. 

All  over  the  world    in  battle  array  : 
When  that  day  conies  arouud,  tbey  will  always  be  found 

Drowning  their  Shauirock,  on  Patrick's  Day. 

-Those  brave  Irish  Bona   with,  their  Yankee  goaa^ 
Are  always  flrfit  and  last  in  the  fray  -  ^ 

I  I  ity  the  foe  that  before  them  does  go. 
When  they  march  to  the  tune  of  Patrick'!  Dajr. 

Tbat  0«m  of  (he  sea,  with  me  yon'lt  agree, 

Uer  debts  every  IriHliiimii  shonid  try  to  repay  : 

To  have  revenge  of  the  foe   that  leaves  her  10  low, 
Ou  the  aiimiversary  of  Patrick's  Day. 

When  I  think  of  her  plains  where  Tyranny  nlgub 

And  despotic  landlords  carry  the  sway, 
I  Willi  for  the  time   w  hen  » iih  the  Slzty.Jflntb, 

To  land  in  old  Ireland,  on  Patrick's  I)^. 

So.  yon  tbat  are  here,  be  of  good  cheer. 

Never  mind  wimt  your  enemies  or  others  do  Mft 

Bnt  prepare  for  the  strife   for  death  or  for  life, 
To  rise  for  your  rights,  on  Patrick's  Day. 

Bo  'now  let  ns  all  attend  to  the  call 

Of  our  Country   who  thus  to  her  sons  seems  to  My  ; 
"The  time  has  come  now     ao  come  *  ith  a  vow 

Xu  dxlvf  out  the  Saxon,  ou  Patrick'a  Day  !  ** 


True  courage  is  cool  and  calm  :  bnt  what  is 
done  in  anger,  can  never  be  placed  to  the  •boonnt 
of  courage. 

Tonthful  minds,  like  the  pliant  wax,  are  soeeep 
tible  of  tlie  most  lasting  imprefiRions  :  aind  the  good 
or  evil  bias  they  then  receive,  is  seldom  if  «Tflf  €f»> 

^ated. 


1^0  Wife's  Commandments. 

Thou  shalt  have  no  other  woman  bnt  me. 

Thoa  shalt  not  have  a  piotnre  or  likeness  of  any 
other  woman  but  me  ;  for,  1  only  am  thy  wife,  and  a 
jealous  wife  I 

Remember  thy  wife's  commandmente  to  keep  them 
sacred. 

Love  and  Cherish  thy  wife,  and  no  other  woman, 
that  she  may  live  lovingly  together  ia  the  home  thou 
^vest  unto  her. 

'1  hou  shalt  not  find  fanlt  when  thy  wife  goes  out 
to  spend  money,  buying  fashionable  shawls,  and 
dresses  ;  for,  I  am  thy  wife.  1  hou  shalt  not  scold. 
Thou  shalt  not  suffer  thy  wife  to  wear  a  thread-bare 
dress,  but  shalt  keep  her  decently  clad  and  in  good 
repair.  Thou  also  slialt  furnish  buttons  and  thread 
to  k3op  thine  and  thy  children's  shirts  in  order.  Fail 
not. 

Thou  shalt  not  gad  about,  from  saloon  to  saloon, 
after  sun-set,  neglecting  thy  wife  and  children.  I'hou 
shalt  not  dress  thyself  iu  ui^hion,  unless  thou  dress 
thy  wife  also. 

Ihou  shalt  not  go  to  spiritual  or  other  slight-of- 
band  meetings,  neither  to  s]ieBk  thyself,  nor  bear 
otliers  speak  :  thus  saith  thy  wife. 

Thou  shalt  not  find  fault  if  tliy  wife  should  fail  in 
getting  the  meals  in  due  time  ;  for,  knoweet  thou, 
0  man  ! . .  better  late  than  never. 

Thou  shalt  not  drink  beer,  nor  spirits,  nor  chew, 
nor  smoke  :  for,  knowest  thou  it  coiisunieth  money. 
Verily,  verily  I  say  unto  thee  :  I  am  Mistress  of  the 
house  thuu  ga vest  unto  me. 


St  Patrick's  Day  in  NewTprk. 

.    .1  Air:  Donnally  k  Cooper.  .■••.:; 


Come,  all  yon  true  bred  Irishmen,  wherever  yon  may  be, 
I  hope  you'll  pay  stteution,  and  listen  unto  me  : 
Attention  '.  pray  von  lend  an  eaf  to  what  I  am  going  to  a»,y. 
It's  of  the  glorious  turn-out  in  Tork  on  St.  Patrick's  Day. 

The  morning  it  was  charming,  all  hearts  seemed 

light  and  gay 
In  memory  of  that  glorlons  time  of  old— St.  Patrick's  Day. 
The  sun  it  brightly  shone  that  d:iy,  and  gave  an  extra  Ano 
As  the  line  of  march  commenced  to  move. 

exactly  half  past  nine. 

To  see  Erin's  Sons  that  day  walk  in  (heir  country's  canse, 
Protected  by  America,  her  freedom  and  her  laws. 
United  like  the  shamrock    and  forever  «h:i1l  remain 
By  Murphy  auau'Beilly  UcKeuua  and  O'Nell. 

United  are  those  Irishmen,  united  may  they  be, 

Aud  like  their  little  emblem,  the  one  stem  bear  the  three  ; 

In  brotherly  love  they  marched  along  to  the 

tone  of*flfes  and  drums 
And  if  Orannwale  from  Ireland  came,  she'd 

smile  npoo  her  sons. 

With  banners  waving  In  the  wind  the  mnslc  on  tbat  day 
Played  Hall  Columbia  Garryowen,  Yankee  Do-^dle 

and  Patrick's  Day  : 
The  shamrock  and  the  Stars  and  Stripea 

that  day  vent  hand  in  hand 
To  beat  the  foe  of  Phallm  O'Boe,  and  free  our  native  land. 

To  see  the  military  appearance  of  the  troopa  atarcbing 

rank  and  file 
Through  East  Broadway  and  Chatham  street : 

to  the  Park  tlj«y  drew  in  line 
Their  military  tactios  they  went  through. 

reviewed  by  the  Mayor. 
And  well  may  Erin's  sons  adore  the  land 

vvboso  name  they  bear. 

Snooess  to  Harahall  Keelan,  that  day  did  lanrels  wis. 
Likewise  to  Colonel  Byan.  hi*  officers  and  men  : 
The  way  that  day  they  marched  their  men 

ailed  their  hearts  with  Joy. 

As  it  done  before,  In  daysof  yore,  on  the  plaius  of  Fontenoy. 

Here's  to  tba  land  of  liberty  >  Dnsevered  may  she  be— 
And  to  her  majestic  Eagle,  the  emblem  of  the  free  ! 
Aud  to  the  lions  of  Qranuwale  tbat  may  yet 

their  courage  show 
In  Ireland's  esnse,  for  America's  laws,  as 

they  done  in  Uexico, 

Cheer  np,  snelenl  Hlbemia  boye,  the  time  it  is  not  fkr. 
When  tbat  dear  iale  on  na  will  smile   protected  by  the  Stars : 
And  when  the  Stars  and  Stripes,  my  lads. 

and  Eagle  of  liberty. 
When  the  whole  day  long  will  be  onr  song : 

Old  Ireland,  ahe  Is  free  ' 


The  qtjeetion,  "  Does  getting  drunk  ever  advaDce 
one's  happiness  ?  "  would  se»-m  to  be  put  to  rest 
•  by  the- truhman  who  went  comting  wtten  drunk, 
and  was  asked  what  pkasniM-  be  found  in  whiskey. 
"  Oh  !  biddy,  it's  a  trate  intir.-ly.  to  see  two  of 
your  swate  porty  faoea  instead  of  one.  " 


.Kales  for  Bummers. 


No  Bummer  nnnst  eat  more  than  two  Meals  a  day. 
No  bumniec  aliall  run  down  his  fe]k>w  bummers. 
No  i-nmiiit-r  ^lu^l,  eee  his  fellow  bummers  in  want. 
No  I  ummer  luuet  refuse  to  drink  when  asked  at  any 

time,  for  tiie  good  of  the  house. 
No  I  ummer  is  allowed  to  set  more  than  half  an  hotir 

without  drinking. 
No  hummer  must  sleep  when  bupinees  is  good. 
.All  buiumers  must  attend  the  mietings  regn|y. 

11  Meetings  begin  at  6  o'clock  precisely. 
No  1  ummer's  1  ummer  must  get  too  drunk  to  drink 

when  askejd  or  he  will  be  expelled. 
All  Crackers,  Cheese,  Onions,  dc,  must  be  paid  for. 
No  Bummer  must  leave  the  house  befoi«  the  meet- 
ing is  out,  * 
No  bummer  must  drink  private  drinks,  under  a  floe 

of  four  drinks. 
.No  hummer  must  ask  for  Crackers,  when  asked  to 

drink. 
No  bummer  tnust  take  good  customers  out  of  (he 

house. 
No  bummer  must  run  down  the  company  or  offieera. 
No  bummei^tliat  is  sick  must  stink  around  the  stove. 
All  the  sick  'thnt  can't  drink  better  elay  out  to  make 

room  for  (|t|K-r8. 
No  more  Lu^mers  allowed  in  the  company. 

P.  SwKLLftiAD,  Sec'y.  Nic.  BArrauB,  Pnat. 

M.  BACtiBAHAL,  Treas'r.    Joe  Blowkb,  CaaUer. 


i*  «»  ^ 


St.  Patrick  Was  a  Gentleman. 


liiUi 


Then  sbonldiIl>e  so  fortnnate  as  to  go  back  to  Hnnster, 
Och  I  I'll  be  bound  that  from  that  gronijd 

again  I  ne'er  wonld  eaee  s'ir. 
Twas  there  St,  Patrick  planted  turf,  aud 

plenty  of  the  praties 
'With  pigs  galore,  a  obab  h'estoxk.  and 

bntter  milk  and  ladle* 
Koh  !  aoh  !  Ac. 


Remembraaee  of  Home :  Or  Home  Onoe  Kore, 

Written  and  Sung  by  Ons  Willlaina. 


I  am  thinking  of  my  borne. 

Of  the  coltkge  on  tbe  bill — 
The  cottage  where  my  poor  old  mother  Sled— 

Of  the  otebard,  of  the  school  where 

I  learned  the  goldSB  rti  !•■ 
Of  old  "  Dobbin  "  I  oft  did  ride— 

And  as  I  recall  the  aeene. 
It  seems  Joet  like  a  dream, 

A  dream  that  is  past  now,  and  Is  o'er, 
A  tear  comes  in  my  eye, 

And  I  ea«  only  sigh 
For  to  see  my  dear  and  gooS 

Old  Home  onoe  more. 
Ohotos  t    Bpme  once  more.  Heme  onee  mora. 

wall  I  ever  eee  my  hOme  once  asoret 
'!;'.';'  Bome  once  more   bone  once  n  ore 

Shatl  I  ever  aee  my  home  ouce  more  } 

Shan  I  ever  see  the  ehsfch  where  t  often  need  l«  go  ? 

Shall  I  ever  see  that  dear  old  ohnrch  again  T 
Shall  I  ever  See  the  mill  that  atood  on  the  hill. 

Or  ranat  I  m  a  foreign  land  remain  t 
Shall  I  ever  see  my  Cstber. 

That  dear  old  grey -haired  maa, 
Aa  IM  sat  ite  the  arm-ciia*  r  t)^  tbe  4«r  t 

I  have  pewr  -I  have  wealth  : 
Tet  I'd  giv^  them  all  SWhaaHk. 

So  tbat  lepoU eae  my  dear  oM  boms  naee  mora.  ^ 
~  Hoiua  onee  ■tore,  Sa. 


Saint  Pntriek  was  a  gentleman,  and  earns  o'  decent  people 
He  bnilt  acbnrch  in  Dublin  town  and  npon  It  pat  a  steeple 
His  mother  was  a  Caiiaglian.  his  fatljer  was  a  Brady 
His  sister  wua  an  O  Huolihan.  and  his  brother  a  O  Oiady. 

Hob  !  aoti  '  nob  !  nob  !  ! 

Snclcess  atteud%t.  Patrick's  Set  :  for. 

He's  tbe  decent  Saint.  Ob  ' 
He  iitvt  the  bugs  and  toad*  a  twist, 
Be^s  a  beauty  without  paiiit.  Oh  ! 

The  Wicklow  hIDs  nre  very  high,  and  s<i'b  tbe 

hlllofBowthtoe 
But  I  know  a  hill  that's  twice  as  high   and 

taller  than  them  both,  too 
'Twas  on  the  tep  of  that  high  roonut  where 

St   Patrick  preached  his  aaralat  : 
He  made  the  frogs  Jnmp  thront^h  the  bogs 

and  he  banished  all  tbe  varmint 
Nob  '.  Boh  '  Ao. 

No  wonder  that  we  Irish  boys  should  be  so  gay  and  frisky  : 
For  St.  Patrick  taught  the  happy  knaek  of 

drinking  of  the  wbisk} 
Twas  be  that  brewed  the  best  o'  malt, 

and  understood  diatillini; 
For,  his  mother  kept  a  sheeban  shop 

in  the  town  of  Innlsklllei' 
Noh  '.  Bob  !  Ac. 
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'•     -      (    Continued.  )  , 


f 


"  No,  indeed  ;  T  dare  aay  this  Mr.  AUeyne  has  an 
enormoua    a|>petite—  sailors    geneMlly  have.  ' 

"  He  ia  not  a  sailor —  oh,  KaW,  how  can  you  !  * 
remmstrated  Meg,  with   a  laugh  that  was  half  a 
8ob.     "  Have  you  any  money  left  ?"      • 
"  Yes,  a  shilling.  " 

"  We  must  waken  Anne.  She  must  go  to  Finch'a 
and  buy  more  eggs.  " 

Kinch  wan  proprietor  of  the  Chilling  emporium. 
Kate  spoke  again. 

"No,  that  cannot  be  done.  Anne  would  leave  on 
the  spot.  Vou  go  in  llie  parlour,  Meg,  and  I  will 
manage  the  »upper.  " 

Mvg.  sad  at  lieart,  turned  away,  leaving  Kate  on 
her  kness  before  the  tire-place.  Passing  the  room 
that  had  been  ht-r  fatlier's  stady,  she  saw  wiihin  it 
a  figure  with  bowed  head.  Meg's  light  footstep 
broke  his  reverie,  he  turned  with  outstretched 
arms,  and  she  went  to  them. 

"  I  miss  him  so,  Meg.  " 

She  burst  into  teari*.  It  was  snch  a  tender  chord, 
and  the  poor  little  heart  was  troubled  about  many 
things.-  She  cried  on.  It  was  such  a  luxury  to 
have  a  breast  whereon  to  weep,  and  the  touch  of 
Gilbert's  hand  on  her  hair  was  so  loving  and  so 
tender. 

"  Meg,"  he  said,  at  last,  "you  must  be  "very  poor, 
how  are  you  living  ?  '' 

"  I  scarcely  know,  Gilbert—  I  will  tell  you  all  to- 
morrow. Do  not  ask  me  to-night.  1  am  so  glad 
to  have  yon.  darling.  " 

"How  fooli:ih — how  wrong  I  have  been  !  l>ul 
Robert  Alleyne's  coming  ia  the  fulfilment  of  an  old 
compact.  At  any  rate,  1  can  relieve  your  present 
wants—  I  shall  draw  my  pay  to-morrow.  Dear 
little  sister,  you  are  bo  altered  ;  and  my  mother — 
oh,  Mejj  •  " 

there  was  a  kng  silence  ;  then  Gilbert  Langston, 
looking  attentively  at  the  sorrowful  face  before 
him  said — 

"  Liiit  you  have  grown  very  lovely,  little  Mog. 
If  we  don't  mind,  we  shall  have  Robert  Alleyne 
falling  ill  love  with  you,  "  he  added,  je^'tingly. 

"  Every  one  does  not  see  with  your  eyes,  Oibert,  " 
waa  the  sober  reply. 


Gilbert's  leave  was  up —  the  Desdemona  was 
taut  and  ready  for  sea,  Dound  for  Java.  IJolxrl 
/lleyne  had  left  his  friend's  home  a  fortniglit 
before.  Meg  who  bad  begged  a  holiday  of  her  em- 
ployers for  tUe  last  day  of  her  brother's  stay, 
.walked  to  the  Chilling  station  with  him.  In  these 
last  moments  a  secret  trembled  on  her  lips  many 
times  before  it  found  utterance. 

"Gilbert,"  came  at  last,  half  sadly,  half  shyly, 

"  I  ought  to  tell  you  that  Mr.    AUeyne "  Meg 

came  to  a  pause.     Gilbert  looked  at  her  quickly. 

"  1  think  I  can  guess  the  rest,  Meg.  Robert 
AUeyne  haa  asked  you  to  be  his  wife,  "  he  said 
tenderly. 

"And  I  have  refused, "  she  said,  with  an  effort. 

There  was  a  long  pause. 

"  \\  as  that  well.  Meg  ?  He  is  wealthy.  " 

"Gilbert,  can  you  ask?  My  earnings  will  be 
almost  our  only  settled  means.  How  could  I 
leave  mamma  and  all  the  little  ones  T  And  do  you 
tliink  I  would  bring  such  a  burden  upon  a  generous 
man's  t>ounty  ?  "  '1  he  pain  found  utterance  in  the 
'  passionate  words  anu  tone.  The  white  lips 
quivered. 

'•  My  darling,  my  heart  bleeds  when  I  think  of 
what  your  sufierings  may  be  this  coming  W  ititer. 
Mi-g,  I  would  throw  up  my  berth,  and  stay  in 
England  if  I  had  a  chance  of  earning  anything, 
hilt  I  have  been  to  sea  so  long,  what  am  I  fit  for 
bat  to  be  a  sailor?  ' 

"  l>o  not  think  of  it,  Gilbert:    it    would  ruin 
your  prospects,  dear. " 

"  I  will  send  home  my  pay  as  soon  aa  we  eet  out 
there—  every  farthiog,  Meg,  you  may  depend  upon 
it ;  but  meantime " 

'•  We  ahall  get  on  aomebow,  GUbert. " 


"  And  for  yomreelf,  my  little  sister,  ia  not  thia 
bard  to  bear  ?  " 

'1  be  tone  was  tender.  He  took  her  hands  and 
looked  down  at  her  face,  Meg's  lip  quivered,  but 
she  lifted  her  eyes  bravely. 

"  Not  too  hard.  You  must  not  pity  me  ;  you, 
too,  have  to  bear,  Gilbert,  I  have  known  your 
secret  long.  " 

"  Guard  it  well,  Meg :  it  is  an  untold  secret 
yet,  "  he  said,  solemnly.  "  Now  good-bye.  Let 
me  have  one  smile  to  take  across  the  sea.  God 
keep  us  all  till  we  meet  again  1 " 

"  rill  we  meet  again ! ''  repeated  the  girl,  trying 
to  still  her  heart's  wild  beating  as  she  watched 
him  away.  "  My  Father,  give  me  strength  till 
then.  " 

A  few  days  later  came  a  letter  with  the  Plymouth 
postmark—  only  a  few  hasty  words. 

••  My  darlings —  We  are  fairly  off.  Robert 
AlK'yne  goes  with  us  again —  for  the  sake  of  my 
company,  he  says.  1  am  glad  of  his.  Wish  me 
bon  voyage.  Mother,  my  thoughts  are  with  you 
iu    all    and   through  all.         "(iii.bkrt.  " 

So  he  went,  leaving  behind  him  sad  hearts  all 
the  sadder  for  his  gomg —  hearts  that  looked  for- 
ward, trembling,  doubting,  fearing  to  ask  them- 
selves when  and  in  what  misery  the  next  OMeting 
would  be. 


Robert  AUeyne  leant  on  the  bulwarks  of  the 
Desdemona,  looking  with  dark,  dreamy  eyes  at 
tilt:  white  icliffa  fading  rapidly  from  sight  as  the 
ship  sped  on. 

"  Only  a  month  "  he  thought —  "  only  a  month 
Fince  1  saw  them  loom  up  to  welcome  us  home 
ng'uin.  And  since  then  another  life  drama  is  over 
for  me —  over  ;  and  the  curtain  has  fallen  for  good 
this  time,  I  think.  Yes,  she  is  brave  and  steadfast, 
.she.  by  her  deeds,  has  put  to  shame  my  shrinking, 
cowardly  life —  my  rae^n  unbelief.  I  am  punishedi 
my  very  words  rise  up  and  condemn  me.  Only 
one  thing  I  know —  she  is  noble  and  brave,  and 
because  of  it  my  passionate  love  and  all  hope  of 
h^piness  on  earth  lie  buried  in  the  waves  beneath 
my  feet." 

•  •!•••• 

On  the  deck  of  a  homeward-bound  sliip— home- 
ward-bound in  the  Indian  Ocean — a  little  g;roap 
werw  gaiiiered  round  a  fair-faced  man,  who  was 
reading,  in  clear  and  solemn  accents,  the  burial 
service  over  their  captain.  They  lowered  him  into 
the  waters  that  were  gleaming  in  the  sun—  the 
bright  dancing  waters  of  the  great  ocean,  that 
closed  up  again  after  gathering  one  more  to  the 
niullitnde  of  her  dead,  and  left  no  trace  upon  her 
sunlit  bosom.  '1  here  was  a  moment's  hush.  Then 
the  gangway  was  drawn  up.  1  he  rough  men,  who 
had  no  time  for  weeping,  returned  to  their  work, 
and  the  ship  sped  on  with  her  flag  half-mast  high, 
to  the  old  country,  whence  one  had  gone  out  who 
would  never  return. 

In  his  cabin  lay  another  man,  with  the  shadow 
of  coming  death  on  his  bronzed  brow,  and  lips 
iiarched  with  fever.  Over  him  bent  the  one  who 
iiad  read  the  burial  service,  and  clasped  his  band. 

"  It  is  almost  over,  dear  friend.  " 

A  look  of  intense  agony  met  the  sick  man's  up- 
turned gaze. 

"  Be  brave,  old  fellow, ''  he  whispered.  "  It  waa 
the  skipper  yon  buried  just  now,  was  it  not  ?  I 
shall  be  the  next.  Tell  her  I  loved  her  to  the  last ; 
her  face  has  been  in  mv  dreams  so  often  lately — 
her  name  will  be  the  last  on  my  lips.  She  will 
think  of  me  sometimes  in  the  days  to  come.  " 

'1  here  was  a  long  pause ;  then  he  resumed, 
speaking  with  difficulty — 

"  I  trust  you  will  get  safely  to  England,  Gilbert. 
The  craft  is  in  your  hands—  the  skipper  gone,  the 
first  mate  down  with  this  pitiless  fever.  Please 
God,  the  men  will  be  spared.  You  are  a  good  sea- 
man, Gilbert —  you  do  not  fear  ?  " 

"  If  I  might  save  you,  my  friend,  my  friead  !  " 

"  It  is  very  easy  for  roe  to  go,  Gilbert —  I  do  not 
suffer.  I  am  anxious  for  you,  or  1  would  have 
perfect  peaee.  'Ihey  are  waiting  and  wjttehing 
tor  yon —  no  one  will  miss  me. " 


The  gale  was  eoming  up  with  fearAil  strength. 
"Deep  called  unto  deep."  Waves  mountains 
high  lashed  each  other  with  terrible  wrath, 
breasting  the  storm  rode  a  ship,  laboring  more  and 
more  as  the  night  advanced,  llronzed  cheeks  grew 
pale  when  the  masts  fell  away  and  the  rent  sails 
came  down  upon  the  deck.  One  among  the  little 
crew  walked  amid  them  fearless  where  all  was  fear- 
one  who  yet  bore  on  his  calm  face"  the  lingering  light 
of  his  boyhood  s  grace.  "  He  walked  among  them, 
bidding  them  work  while  there  was  hope,  urging, 
encouraging  the  rough  men  whose  hearts  be  held 
by  the  power  of  his  brave  and  kind  words.  As 
the  night  wore  on,  there  was  a  sudden  alarm,  and 
fL-arfiiT  words  were  spoken  by^ne  with  white 
lips.  • 

"  1  he  ship  has  sprung  a  leak  !  " 

There  was  a  lull —  a  moment  of  despiir  too  deep 
for  speech  or  cry.  'I  hen  the  voice  of  the  young 
mate  rose  high  above  the  storm. 

"  All  hands  to  the  pumps  !  Boys,  keep  a  good 
heart,  for  the  sake  of  those  at  home !  " 

1  hey  needed  to  do  so.  But  for  him,  they  had 
never  done  it.  .-o  the  night  wore  on,  with  the 
storm  and  the  darkness.  Would  tlie  day 
ever  dawn  for  them?  It  came  at  last— first  a 
grey  streak,  then  a  lurid  red  in  the  east.  The 
wind  had  sunk,  the  fury  of  the  waves  ha<l 
abated,  but  the  leak  remained  a  dreadful  reality. 
A  very  little  longer  and 

Suddenly  from  the  mast-head  came  a  ahont — 
clear,  strong,  joyous —  that  rang  through  the 
gloom  and  rose  above  the  sullen  soiind  of  broken. 
^  urges — 

*"  Land  ahead  I " 

The  words  rolled  through  the  dismantled  ship, 
and  after  the  hush  of  joy  loo  deep  for  words,  came 
the  answering  shout  from  many  throats.  The 
crew  left  their  labours  and  cn>wded  round  the 
"  lad  "  who  had  saved  them — whose  brave  words 
and  example  had  borne  them  up.  'I  hey  bared 
their  headis  to  bless  him,  they  pressed  close  to 
clasp  his  hand—  hard,  weather-beaten  men  to 
whom  he  was  scarcely  nmre  than  a  boy.  'I  hen  he 
spoke,  in  a  voice  tremulous  for  tlie  first  time.  He 
had  but  to  speak  to  be  obeyed.  I  hey  knelt  around 
him  on  the  wet  deck,  and  many  there  who  had 
long  foi^otten  to  pray  answered  "  Amen "  to 
Gilbert's  thanksgiving.  A  few  hours  later  the 
Detdemona  ,  stripped  of  her  glory,  ond  looking 
like  the  ghost  of  herself,  rodu  in  safe  waters. 

**  It  is  the  last  resource,  mother.  " 

**  It  is  none  the  less  hard.  " 

•'  Mother,  it  breaks  my  heart  to  see  you  fading 
before  our  eyes  day  by  day  for  want  of  proper 
nourishment  and  a  aoctor's  care,  "  wept  Meg,  des- 
pairingly. 

"  I  am  but  a  burden  to  you,  darling, "  was  the 
wistful  answer. 

It  was  Christmas  week.  More  than  a  year 
had  elapsed  since  Gilbert  left  them —  a  year 
of  such  intense  suffering  that  even  Kate's  sunny 
smiles  were  quenched.  The  family  were  living  in 
Ripeton  now.  in  a  dingy  little  liou^e,  one  of  many 
such  in  a  narrow  street.  Gilbert  had  sent  home 
his  earnings  for  the  outward  trip.  'Ihese  with 
Me^'s  slender  salary  and  a  trifle  Kate  earned  by 
taking  plain  needlework,  were  all  the  helpleaa 
family  had  to  live  upon.  But  worse  than  the 
struggle  with  poverty—  worse  than  the  eight  of 
the  four  young  children,  now,  indeed,  almost  sho»> 
less —  was  the  increasing  weakness  of  the  mother. 
The  two  girls  looked  on  in  speeclilefs  agony. 

"  I  would  eive  my  life —  do  or  suffer  anything  I  ** 
Meg  had  said  one  day  passionately. 

"  W'e  have  done  everything  but  beg —  I  suppose 
that  will  be  the  next  thing,  "  Kate  had  answered 
sadly. 

"  If  Gilbert  would  only  come!  "  Ft  was  the  cry 
of  their  hearts  by  day  and  night ;  but  the  months 
wore  on  and  he  came  not. 

Meg  had  three  weeks  holiday  at  Cbristmastide. 
She  had  obtained  a  little  daily  teaching  in  another 
family  for  the  time.  It  was  snowing  bard  this 
afternoon,  and  she  came  and  stood  by  the  sofh 
while  she  buttoned  on  the  old  waterproof  cloak. 

"Kate and  1  talked  about  it,  ii<amma,  and  wt 
think  it  is  the  only  thing  for  us  to  do,  or— ^  " 
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"  Or  my  children  must  want  bread,  "  said  the 
mother  slowly.  *'  Let  it  be  so. '  Sh«  turned  her 
faoe  sway. 

"  i  hen  (  may  go  to  Mr.  Farneombe  now,  and 
tell  him  I  will  accept  the  offer  he  repeated  Ust 
week  uf  engaging  nie  at  hia  tlieatre?" 

Meg  spoke  steadily,  bringing  out  the  words 
dislinctly,  an  willing  to  face  them  in  all  their  stern 
reality.  It  waa,  indeed,  the  last  resource.  She 
Went  out  in  silence,  not  even  pausing  to  ^peak  to 
the  chjldren  whose  voices  she  heard  in  an  upper 
room.  Vet  as  she  walked  through  the  snow,  a 
vague  indefinable  feeling  that  was  not  all  pain, 
came  to  her. 

"  -"oniething  is  going  to  happen,  "  thought  Meg. 

Mr.  I'arncombe  waa  delighted  to  engage  hia 
children's  pretly  governesa  aa  a  novelty.  He 
undertook  io  give  her  the  necessary  instructions — 
they  would  be  trilling,  he  knew.  'Die  girl  was 
elegant  and  well  educaled,  and  he  ofT-red  her  a 
weekly  salary  more  than  double  her  present  one 

"  I  he  weekly  payment  will  be  bctUr  lo  us  than 
the  quarterly,  "  she  thought  as  she  walked  away, 
trying  to  tt-U  herself  she  was  glad. 

"(be  will  make  a  fortune  with  that  face  and 
voice,  "  said  the  manager  to  himaelfas  he  closed 
the  door  after  her.  He  had  no  need  of  persuasion 
to  think  he  waa  glad. 

it  was  quite  dark  when  Meg  got  home.  She  let 
herself  in  quieily.  llie  children  were  still  at  play 
in  the  Hp|vr  room  Meg  went  to  the  door  of  the 
ritting-room  and  turned  the  handle.  A  single  gaa 
jet  from  the  fire  sliowed  iter  the  figure  of  her  mother 
standing  bif>>re  the  hearth  with  something  in  her 
hand,  'ihe  baby  boy  was  crying  on  thy  rug.  but 
•he  did  not  seem  to  hear  him. 

"Come"  she  said  aliarply,  gasping  for  breath — 
"  come  and  open  this.  I  dare  not —  1  have  waited 
for  you.  Kate  is  gone  out  to  buy  bread.  Come, 
open  it  quick,  quick,  or  I  shall  die !  It  is  just 
come. " 

Meg  sprang  foiVard  and  took  what  she  held 
forth.  ■  It  was  a  large  blue  envelope  with  a  strange 
seal,  and  adlressed  to  "  Mrs.  Langston,  the  Kec- 
tory,  Chilling. " 

"Mamma,  De  calm — sit  down,  "  she  ui^ed. 

'H)pen  it,  '■  uttered  the  white  lips. 

Meg  bent  forward  to  the  flame  and  obeyed,  her 
hands  trembling.  >She  read  the  miasive  in  silence 
—  she  could  not  read  it  aloud  while  iier  heart 
throbbed  madly,  and  the  blood  rushed  swiftly 
through  her  veins,  and  her  brain  waa  hot  and 
dizz}'.  Mrs.  Langston  sat  cowering  with  her  eyes 
covered.     Meg's^and  fell  on  her  shoulder. 

"  Mother,  can  you  bear  me  to  tell  you  some- 
thing ?  " 

She  looked  up.     The  girl's  voice  was  so  strange. 

"  Yes  "  she  whispered,  "  I  think  I  can.  " 

"  It  is  ours,  mamma,  yours — tho  fortune!  Do 
you  hear,  mamma?  The  suit  ia  decided  in  your 
uvour.     We  are  no  longer  beggars. " 

"  O  God,  this  is  too  much  !  " 

With  a  sudden  cry  she  fell  forward  and  lay  at 
her  daughter's  feet.  A  terrified  shriek  rang 
through  the  house,  bringing  tlie  children  from 
their  play,  and  Kate,  who  had  just  relumed,  hasten- 
ed up-slairs. 

"  Meg,  what —  what  is  it  ?  "  ;!  ' 

Springing  forward,  she  lifted  the  fragile  form  kiii 
laid  it  on  the  sofa,  sending  Dora  for  a  candle  while 
she  chafed  the  thin  hands  in  her  own  tender 
Cash  ion. 

Conciousness  at  length  returned,  and  witli  it  the 
wondrous  gladness  that  flooded  into  tiie  seared 
heart,  making  it  beat  as  it  had  not  for  many  a 
long  day.  'i  hen  they  told  Kate  the  glad  tidings, 
who  caught  up  the  baby  boy  to  kiaa  him  and  weep 
over  hiiu  for  very  joy. 

In  the  midst  of  it  all  a  swinging  step  sounded  on 
the  uncarpeted  stairs,  making  the  mirth  suddenly 
cease.  '1  he  door  was  burst  open —  there  was  a 
glad  cry  of  "  Gilbert !  "  and  he  stood  among  them, 
a  powdering  of  snow  upon  his  shoulders,  and  his 
own  bright  smile  answering  the  torrent  ofwelcoms. 
He  broke  from  them  to  bend  over  the  tearful  face 
on  the  pillow. 

"  My  dearest  boy,  they  will  tell  you  that  some- 
thing has  hiippeoed«  "  she  murmured  ;  but  he  was 
heedless  of  her  words. 

"  Motiier,  I  bring  good  news.  T  am  promoted — 
I  am  captain  of  the  prettiest  little  oraft  on  the 


oc<>an —    and    better  than    that,     my     sidary    is 
redoubkd.     Dear  ones,  I  can  help  you  at  last!  " 

"  Oh,  Gilbert,  we  have  won  the  Chancery  suit — 
uncle  Grant's  money  ii  ours  !  "  sobbed  Meg. 

"And  Meg  need  not  goon  the  atage, "  said 
Kate. 

'  And  mamma  can  have  nice  things  to  make 
her  Well,  "  said  Dora. 

Gilbert,  kneeling,  bent  his  sHnnjr  head  in  hia 
mother's  lap.  as  he  had  done  often  in  the  old  days, 
and,  covering  his  face,  remained  silent  a  long  time. 

What  a  Christmas  that  was !  What  fires  roared 
in  the  cramped  chimneys  of  the  dingy  house! 
What  savoury  feasts  Kate's  dexterous  hands  pre- 
pared I  And  amid  it  all  they  did  not  foi^et  those 
poor  ones  to  whose  suffering  no  bright  ending  had 
come.  Many  a  crammed  basket  found  its  way  to 
sad  hearths  nnd  desolate  homes. 

All  the  brighter  waa  that  Christmas  for  the 
presence  of  Itobert  Alleyne.  He  was  an  invalid  still, 
auJ  it  would  be  many  weeks  before  he  recovered 
from  the  effects  of  the  terrible  fever  which  had 
brought  him  so  near  to  death.  What  evenings 
they  spent  round  the  fire,  while  Gilbert  roasted 
chestnuts  on  the  narrow,  inconvenient  bars,  from 
wiiich  they  kept  falling  into  the  coals,  to  the  de- 
light of  the  children  !  How  eagerly  they  listen- 
ed when  Mr.  Alleyne  told  the  story  of  how  Gilbert 
brought  the  ship  and  cargo  safely  home  himself, 
after  the  skipper  died  and  the  first  mate,  like  Mr. 
Alleyne,  lay  sick  ;  and  of  how  his  uncles,  the 
owners,  had  presented  Gilbert  with  the  command 
of  one  of  their  finest  ships,  together  with  a  purse 
of  gold  and  a  gold  chronometer ;  adding,  that  the 
whole  affuir  was  printed  in  the  London  newspapers. 

often  was  Mr.  Alleyne  besieged  for  this  story, 
and  so  ofien  was  Gilbert  called  upon  to  show  his 
chronometer,  that  he  declared  he  would  hang  it 
up  over  the  mantelpiece  for  public  ins{>ecLion 
during  a  whole  week,  after  which  no  one  should 
ever  |>ersuade  him  to  exibit  it.  How  tremulously 
glad  was  Meg,  when  oa  Christmas  Eve,  aa  ahe 
stood  upon  the  narrow  door  step  listening  to  the 
Ciiristmas  chimes,  llobert  Alleyue  came  to  her, 
and,  asking  no  question,  speaking  no  word,  drew 
her  to  his  bre  <st  in  a  silence  more  eloquent  than 
speech,  and  held  her  so  while  the  snow  fell  in  soft 
flakes  before  them,  then  taking  her  hand,  led  her 
in  to  join  the  others  ! 

"  My  brave  Meg —  mine  at  last!  " 

'1  hose  were  the  only  words  she  heard,  although 
tlity  were  all  laughing  and  chattering  while  they 
kissed  her.  and  wished  her  so  much  happiness  in 
her  new  life.  And  how  shyly  happy  was  Kate 
when  Gilbert  whispered  softly  in  her  ear  under 
cover  of  the  noise — 

"Darling,  may  I  give  my  mother  another 
daughter,  as  Meg  gives  her  another  son  ?  " 

Even  if  he  had  not  heard  the  low  reply,  the 
glimpse  he  eaught  of  the  laughing  happy  eyes 
would  have  been  answer  enougii.  With  a  deep 
anJ  joyous  light  in  Iheir  clear  depths, .his  own 
ejNjs  looked  iuto  Meg's  when  she  came  to  say  good 
night,  and  he  whispered  softly,  "  Meg,  it  is  the 
tilver  lining.  "  C.  C. 

(The  Emd)  ;  . 
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Being  Loved. —  It  is  very  sweet  to  be  loved— 
to  know  that  one's  coming  rejoices  the  heart 
and  brightens  the  eyes,  and  that  when  we  go 
where  we  are  beloved,  we  scatter  light  and  joy, 
a:id  make  the  dark  chamber  of  the  soul  radiant 
with  sunshine. 

An  honest  employment  is  the  best  inheritance 
iliat  can  fall  to  any  one. 

Hk  who  murmurs  at  his  lot,  is  like  on*  baring 
Ilia  feet  to  tread  upon  thorns.       ....;  ..;.•..    •-_■  .^ 

MiSERT  and  vice  travel  in  pain;  and  tb^ 
always  prefer  to  burrow  under  ground  as  they  go. 

Always  be  good  natured  if  you  can.  A  few 
drops  of  oil  will  do  more  to  faciliate  the  move- 
ment of  the  most  stubborn  machinery  than  rivers 
of  vinegar. 

A  HUSBAND,  father,  or  brother,  who  is  well-bred 
abroad,  is  ofien  the  very  reverse  at  home.  There 
he  gives  way  to  hia  selfishness,  which  he  has  to 
restrain  in  society,  and  the  wife,  or  daughter,  or 
sister  suffers  in  conaeqaenee. 


THE  hands- 


Neatness  lis  the  first  oonsideration  which  makM 
a  hand  attractive.  No  matter  how  long,  bony,  or 
large-jointed  and  unshapely,  if  it  is  oleao,  and  the 
finger-nails  properly  cared  for,  a  hand  oaa  neyar 
look  disgusiii^. 

A  soft,  wat^i,  pliable  hand  has  great  power  and 
fiucination.  11  here  is  character  in  a  lai^  hand, 
many  timea  far  greater  than  in  a  tiny  one.  A  hand 
correspoudiqe^  in  size  to  the  rest  of  the  body  ia 
much  finer  than  the  Uttle  fat,  dimpled  hands,  so 
many  are  proad  to  possess,  and  others  envy  the 
possession.  It  is  equally  as  nonsensical  to  sqoeeae 
the  hands  inio  glovt-.s  a  size  too  small,  as  to  pinoh 
the  feet  in  tight  UkiLs. 

A  very  small  no^e  is  considered  insignificant, 
while  a  large  one  is  said  to  indicate  nobility  of 
character.  .  W  hy  not  the  same  with  handa  and 
feet  ?  If  with  changes  of  time  the  idea  should 
prevail  that  aniall  noses  only  were  fine,  while  latce 
ones  were  soiitething  to  hide,  and  of  which  to  be 
ashamed,  M^uld  not  the  vanity  of  humanity 
attempt  to  reduce  the  proportion  of  that  member 
by  lacing,  or  inserting  in  a  close  net?  it  would  be 
equally  as  sensible  as  stopping  the  eiroulation  at 
the  blood  in  the  other  portions  of  the  body. 

A  white,  4^|cible  hand  is  desirable,  but  not  at 
the  sacrifice  of  duty.  Many  a  hard,  rough  band 
has  done  enough  good  in  the  world  to  Wk  beauti- 
ful in  the  elyjes  of  the  appreciative.  Girls  who 
shirk  all  the  housework,  making  drudges  of  their 
mothers  rather  than  soil  their  dainty  white  handa, 
need  not  expect  to  be  loved  by  those  who  know  iL 
The  callous  places  and  other  signs  of  labor  would 
be  far  more  to  their  credit. 

'ihe  best  hand  in  the  world  is  an  honest  hand, 
be  it  hard  or  soft,  white  or  brown,  smooth  oi 
rough,  angular  or  shapely ;  an  honest  palm  that 
takes  the  hand  of  a  friend  with  a  warm,  hearty 
grasp,  as  if  there  were  nothing  in  the  heart  ta 
conceal,  only  warmth  and  kindness  towards  alL 
1  his  is  the  ^st  and  most  beautiful  hand  in  tba 
world. 


BOW  TOBE  HAPPY. 

A  Fkenca  philosopher  laid  down  three  rules  for 
the  attainment  of  happiness.  Ihe  first  was  occu- 
pation, the  second  occupation  ;  and  the  third  and 
last  was  still  occupation.  Itdevelopes  your  mental 
and  physical  powers.  You  were  created  for  it. 
Brain  and  judgment,  sinew  and  muscle,  bone  and 
blood,  were  rU  given  you  to  be  thus  uaed.  Un- 
used, tlie^p  rust,  and  wither,  and  shrivel,  and  decay. 
Brought  into  active,  healthful  exercise,  they  bring 
happiness  t<>  Vou  of  which  the  idle,  listless  man 
knows  not.  tven  the  sleep  of  the  toiler  has  a  joy 
and  zest  th«t  others  can  imagine  but  never  fiilly 
comprehend. 

Establish  hours  of  rest  and  relaxation.  To  the 
hardest  worker  comes  the  blessed  day  to  rest,  inter- 
leaved %moag  the  seven  days  of  the  week,  lira, 
at  least,  the  law  allows  him  to  command  for  his 
own  ;  and  tfae  happy  tendency  of  our  times  is  ta 
gpve  him  other  hours  of  rest  besides,  to  enjoy  with 
the  loved  oaes  at  home.  But  those  who  work  with 
the  mind,  aa  well  as  the  body,  should  have  evea 
more  hours  of  rest  and  relaxation  with  their  family, 
unharassed  by  the  wearing  businers  toils  of  liftk 
free  from  il(  corroding  ana  cankering  cares,  ani 
dedicated  to  happiness  and  recuperation. 


What  ia  the   best  thing  to  do  in  a   harry  f— 
Nothing. 

'Verbitm  Sap.—  Time  ia  never  in  a  htury,  Vat 
never  idles.   : 

When    i«  «n    army  like   a  tuck  in   a   lady"* 
■kirt?—  'Wbtn  it  is  hemmed  in. 

The  May  of  life  blossoms  only  one«. 

Wet  is    an    anwelooma    visitor   like  a   ahady 
tTM  T—  Be^anaa  w«  ars  glad  whan  ha  Uayea. 

A  BiirautAK  &et — To-day  will  b*  yeatatday  to* 
morrow. 
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.  I  DO  NOT  WATCH  ALONE. 
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wea    -    ry     eye     shall         close, And        by        the   wings       of      mem'   -    ry  borne,    My  thoughts  on     thee 

rove         a  -  gain    with       thee, And      hear      thy     vow,     "  At      ev'n    -   ing   time.   My  thoughts  of      thee      t 
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Do  not  fear  to  meet  me  to«night 
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The  Fifteenth  Amendment 

OompH*'^  *'"*  Saog.  with  unbounded  kppUoM, 
..  -, '    kj /.  B.  BySD  and  J.  Welch. 


Arnh  '.  aoM.  I  gnaas  70a  all  did  b«ar     ,  . 
Tbe  Ulaat  aewt  tbat  •aeiuB  ao  qne«r  : 
There  ia  do  ahov  for  the  Iriah  bera 

Slnaa  the  Fifieeotb  Amandnicnt. 
Sure  «a  thia  Is  tbe  land  of  tba  fre«, 
Iluat  come  over  the  alghtg  to  aaa  :  ^  ..V 

They  aajr  a  nieKer  is  M  good  aa  yoa  or  ma, 

Sinca  the  Flftaanth  Amandniaiit 
HyoKiH  :  Tea  Ranilameii,  bat  1117  opinion  of  the  itata 
ofvlbira  in  general  la  tbat 

It  would  be  tba  deTll'a  own  alffat  to  we 

.  A  naygar  In  a  white  faaally        ^    _ 

TaliiDK  jour  Bister  out  for  a  aprea,    " 

Or  eloping  with  yoaruiother.       '  ■ 

Tbe  other  day.  aa  I  at  ray  ad  ont. 

A  big  book  nayger  at  me  did  ahoat  '  .;<> 

Spying  :  "  Paddy,  yoQ're  gone  ap  tba  apoot,  .'-    . 

Since  the  Flfteentli  Amendment.  "  '•    ■•      -  .' 

I  retorned  the  couiplimei.t  rlKbt  away, 
Baya  I  :  "  wait  until  election  day. 
Then  you'll  find  tbat  Paddy  will  have  a  lay, 

When  ya  naygara  are  a  voting.  " 
Bpoxir  :  Sura  enough.  I'd  like  to  lee  the  nayger  that 
*\roiil<i  coma  ti)  uie  election  box  with  uio  wben  1  get  na- 
turalized :  I'd  give  him  anch  a  lip  with  thia— under  iha 
left  aide  of  the  right  leg— ttiat  he'll  be  aure  to  meet  with 
■  long  alckueaa  or  ladden  death  ;  for,  as  I  aaid  before, 
gentlemen — 

It  would,  &o. 

Ton'U  find  they  will  not  reat  content 

lUl  they  have  »  iiayRer  Prealdent  :        x 

Wot.  all  the  atampa  are  nearly  apeut  '' 

In  giving  them  education. 
It  aaema  they're  trying  with  all  their  might,    ' 
If  they  could,  they'd  make  a  nayepr  while  : 
Faith  '.  between  them  and  tbe  Woman'a  Rigbta, 

Thii  country  la  gone  to  tbe  divU — 
Broun  :  Tea  gentleman.  Unt  I'm  aure  It'i  no  bniineu 
ofmtoeataU   at  all,  only  that  I'm  atill  of  the  optnionand 
Will  tell  the  day  1  kick  the  bucket,  tbat— 

It  would,  Ac 

Now,  gentlemen,  do  yon  think  it'a  fiair 
To  let  a  nayger  In  the  chair. 
Or  have  a  colored  city  Mayor. 

By  thia  Fifteenth  Amendment  t 
I'm  aare  you'd  get  a  great  aurpriae 
To  aee  them  getting  uaturalizi^d  : 
Faith  !  you'd  aee  gorillaa  In  di«gniae 

At  the  polla  on  next  election. 
Sroscii  :  Tea.  gentleman,  talking  of  inrprlsa,  inra  It 
Wfla  myaelf  tbat  waa  anrpriaed  to  aee  the  coal  yard  they 
war*  making  of  tbe  Oooper  Institute  on  a  certain  occa- 
aloB  :  it  waa  not  till  than  the  idea  atrnok  me  that— 

It  woald,  fto. 

I  find  tbey  have  the  cheek  aa  well 

To  ait  above  In  tba  Saint  NIchoIaa  Hotel :  ' ' ."' 

Tkay  act  tbe  part  t>f  an  Eugliih  awall. 

Since  the  Fifteenth  Amendment : 
Bat  one  thing  gives  me  great  delight.  '[^  ' 

Ton  may  think  I'm  wrong,  but  I  think  I'm  right : 
They  can't  ooma  amongat  us  liere  to-ulgbt. 

And  that'a  where  tbe  fun  cornea  in,  boya. 

BroEXir :  Tea  gentlemen,  one  of  them  had  the  cheek 
otell  ma,  tbeotherday,  he  waa  my  brother.    Ob  '.  boya, 
oh  '  boya.  is  it  it  posalble  I  left  old  Ireland  to  come  over 
to  find  a  brother  as  black  aa  tbe  divil  lu  America?  but 
If  that's  the  caae.  I'll  aoon  pack  ap  and  disown  relation- 
■hip,  but  before  I  go  gentlemen.  I  want  to  aak  you — 
What'a  tbia  coantry  coming  to  T 
Or  what's  a  white  man  KOing  to  do 
'When  a  colored  wench  may  marry  yonr  son, 
Ot  a  baboon  xuu  away  with  your  daoghter  7 


Th0  Woman  in  White. 


Billy  I  have  Miued  Ton. 

A  parody  on  :  "  Willie  I  have  missed  you.  "  dedicate)* 
to  the  Bowery  Bo'hoys  with  faalinga  of  DiannauuBED 
OOKBIDBBATION  by  Pete  Morris. 


>^• 


I  am  really  a  very  susceptible  man  : 

80  I  Yowea  that  uo  woman  my  lieart  shonld  trepan, 

I  lukTe  aet  at  aide  tftblea,  and  played  at  short  whist, 

The  charms  of  tbe  polka  resolved  to  resiet> 

I  have  aaid  to  myaelf  :  "  It's  a  folly,  that's  clear. 

In  a  man  to  get  "  splioed  "  on  three  hnndred  a-year.  " 

But  in  spite  of  all  this,  since  one  unlucky  nignt, 

I  have  been  haunted,  each  day,  by  a  Woman  in  White. 

I  had  my  mia^vinea,  it  raaRy  would  seem  : 

This  Woman  in  White,  then,  waa  only  a  dream. 

I  went  to  a  party  a^ain,  in  despair  : 

"  Tbf  Woman  in  White !  "  I  exolaimtd,  she  was  thew : 

I  led  her  aside  ere  the  dancing  had  closed, 

Sh«  blushed,  I  explained  : 

she  looked  down,  T  proposed  : 
Har  fortune  her  own,  1  waa  her  Mr.  Wright  ; 
80  I  married  the  dear  Inile  Woman  io  White. 


Strougeat  minds  ara  often  thoee  of  whom  the 
WDrid  hear  least. 

It  is  only  tboae  who  elimb  the  ladder  that  know 
the  atraagib  of  every  round. 


Oh  !  Billy,  I  have  missed  you,  -: 

Since  l"ve  been  on  this  spree  : 
Vy  don't  you  come  sec  a  pet, 

Up  in  the  Bowwowrec  ? 
The  Bowery  ain't  "  played  out  "  yet, 

You  may  think  tliat  rayther  queer 
Ease  the  Dutchman  have  possession 

Wid  their  schnapps  and  Lager  Bier. 
So  cooM  along,  my  Billy  boy, 

The  sports  will  be  around,  '■'  ^ 

They'll  show  you  all  the  sights,  Billy, 

In  this  gay  and  gallus  town. 

Oh  !  Billy  I  have  missed  yoa. 

And  it  makes  my  lieart  grieve  :        '  ■ 
I'm  bonnd  for  Blackwell's  Island, 

The  city  1  must  leave. 
So  come  up  there,  my  Billy  boy. 

You  shan't  be  tivated  mean, 
We  will  talk  about  our  gin-head  days. 

Yen  we  run  wid  de  old  mashine  : 
You  sliall  have  mush  plenty,  Billy  boy. 

On  Sunday  you'll  get  rice  : 
So  come  along,  my  Billy  dear,     •     ■ 
■-.   The  times  will  be  so  nice — 


..-.•.  »k 


^•*-» 


What  will  you  take  to  Drink  f 

Originally  sang  by  Pete  Morris. 


Tba  other  night,  I  walked  out.  and  strolling  op  so  grand, 
I  Btopt  in  a  place  to  hear  a  aong  about 

'■  What  are  yon  going  to  atand  ?  " 
Now  that,  we  know,  is  a  common  phraaa — 

bat  if  I'd  got  the  chink. 
Whan  aakad  to  atand,  my  motto  la 

'  what  wiU  yoa  take  to  drink  T  " 

I  stayed  and  drank  very  lata,  nntll  I  ootildn't  atand  : 
Bo  to  the  police  I  waa  took,  aa  if  it  had  all  lieen  planned. 
Bis  worahip  aaid,  with  an  angry  frowo  : 

"  you're  a  very  nice  (allow,  I  think. 
What  have  yon  te  aay  fbr  getting  drunk  T  " 

SroKn  :  Say  T  why,  yoa  old  boftar.  you— what  shonld 
I  aay,  bat— 

What  will  yoa  have  to  drink  T 

Ela  worahip  laughed,  and  with  a  smile 

told  me  to  qail  the  plaoe : 
Bo  offi  went,  reaolvad  waa  I  no  more  to  ahow  my  face, 
Bnt  acarce  oatalde  the  door  I'd  got. 

when  down  I  thought  I'd  alnk  : 
For,  a  lot  of  I>oya  kept  ainging  out* 

•*  What  will  you  take  to  drlok  T  " 

Otorse  the  drink  !  cried  I,  aahatned, 

it'a  the  eanae  of  all  my  atrlfe  : 
80  no  BBore,  thinka  I,  I'll  be  blamed  : 

so  I  went  and  got  a  wife, 
In  a  little  while  we  had  a  child. 

of  perfection  quite  tbe  pink. 
Bat  the  ilrst  worda  it  learnt  to  say  waa  : 

-  Daddy,  what'll  yoa  take  to  drink  T  " 

Bo  you  see  the  trouble  I  got  in :  and  acomad  by  every  one, 
I'll  now  conclude  with  this  advice  : 

"  mind  yon  drinking  always  ahon  : 
For,  In  life,  yoa  know,  there's  many  flaws 

yon'U  agre4  with  me  I  think  : 
Bat  if  I  gain  your  kind  applanse— 

What  will  yon  Uke  to  drink  T  " 


.-^  i^.. 


My  Kary  ha«  the  Longest  Nos«. 

Vritten  and  Bang  by  Pato  Korria, 
▲ir :  My  Helen  la  the  Fairest  Flowar. 


My  Mary  has  tbe  longest  nose, 

in  which  she  gently  takes  a  pride  : 
So  large  tbe  aboea  her  feet  incloae. 

That  insects  strive  in  vain  to  hide. 
Her  hair  is  of  the  brightest  red. 

Which  lights  her  foot-steps  in  the  dark  : 
Ber  mouth  is  large  for  hiding  bread, 

Her  voice  is  sweeter  than  the  luk. 

Yea,  Mary  has,  Ao. 

In  Mary  there  is  nothing  green, 

She'll  let  you  kiae  her  ir  you  oaa  ;>; 
Her  mother  says  she's  not  sixteen. 

Though  twice  aa  strong  as  any  man. 
But  far  ahead  of  theae,  of  all 

The  charms  my  Mary  can  combine, 
She's  six  foot  six,  and  I  can  eall 

This  charming  Uttle  creature  mine. 

Yea,  Maiy  baa,  A«. 


..   I've  Something  Else  to  Da 

After  wailing  long  and  wonderini; 

\V  hether  married  life  is  best, 
I  at  last  resolved  to  venture. 

And  myself  the  qoeation  test  : 
But  my  wife,  e'en  in  my  honeymoon. 

Strange  conduct  did  pursue  :  " 

For,  she  said  :  "  My  love,  don't  tease  me- 

For— I've  something  else  to  do.  " 

I  imagined  all  my  bachelor 
Discomforts  then  would  end  ] 

For  her  I  gave  up  smoking, 
And  I  cut  my  oldest  friend  : 

But  my  collars  are  neglected. 

And  my  buttons  she  won't  sew  :         '  ;   ' 

For,  she  says  :  "  I'm  not  a  seamstreaa,      ^ 
:'    ■'■  f'    And — I've  something  else  to  do.  " 

Shannon's  Flowery  BanJub      ; 

In  snmmar.  whan  the  laavea  were  green, 

and  bloaaoma  decked  eact 
.  Toung  Teddy  then  declared  hla  love, 

hia  artleaa  love  t( 
On  Shannon'a  flowery  banks  we  sat, 

and  there  be  told  hla 
"  O  Patty  '.  aofteat  of  thy  sex  '  oh  I  let  fond  love  pre\ 
Ah  !  well-a-day.  yoa  aee  me  pine  in  sorrow  and  deapi 
Tet  heed  me  not— then  let  me  die, 

aud  end  my  grief  and  c 
"  Ah  !  no  '  dear  youth,  I  softly  said. 

auch  love  dsmanda  my  th 
And  here  I  vow  eternal  troth - 

on  Shannon'a  flowery  bai 

And  here  we  vowed  eternal  truth— 

on  Shannon'a  flowery  b 
And  then  ws  gathered  aweeteat  flowera. ' 

and  played  such  artleaa  pn 
Bat,  woe  Is  me  !  the  preaa-gang  came. 

and  forced  my  Ted ; 
Juat  when  wa  named  next  morning  fair 

to  be  oar  weddlnt 
"  My  love  !  be  cried,  they  force  me  hence. 

bat  sUU  my  heart  Is  11 
All  peace  be  yours,  my  gentle  Pat, 

while  war  and  toll  be  n 
With  richaa  I'll  return  to  thee-" 

I  aobbed  oat  worda  of  thai 
And  Aen  he  vowed  eternal  truth— 

...--.'i..    ..  on  Shannon's  flowery  b 

And  then  lie  vowed  eternal  truth— 

on  Shannon'a  flowery  b 
And  then  I  saw  him  aall  away,  and  Join  tba  hoatlle  ra 
From  mom  to  eve,  for  twelve  dull  months, 

his  abaenca  aad  I  moa 
The  peace  waa  made— the  ahlp  came  hack- 
but Teddy  ne'er  retni 
Hla  l>eaataooa  face,  hla  manly  form. 

haa  won  a  noblsr 
My  Taddy'a  false,  and  I.  forlorn,  muat  die  in  sad  dea| 
Te  gentle  maidena,  aee  me  laid, 

while  yon  stand  round  In  i 
And  plant  a  willow  o'er  my  head- 
on  Shannon'a  flowery  bi 


Lillie'fl  Good-lTight.       : 

Bang  by  Madame  Patey. 

Dear  mother,  when  my  prayer  is  said. 

Before  you  take  the  light. 
Oh  !  lean  yonr  bead  so  cloeely  down. 

And  bid  me  soft  "  Good-night  :  " 
For,  I  am  happier  in  my_dreams. 

And  sleep  in  sweeter  rest,       .'  ]■  • 
If  I  have  laid  myjipa  to  thine,     i  '   -.. 

And  thine  to  mine  are  pressed. 

One  kiss,  dear  mother,  for  the  low  ' 

My  heart  keeps  warm  for  thee. 
And  one  for  all  the  tendernesa  '^  ^i 

Ihy  sweet  eyee  look  to  me  :     •?;    ;■ : 
Kiss  me  forgiveness  of  my  wrongs  ^  . 

Kiss  me  with  hope  ana  prayer  . 
That  I  shall  be  a  better  child,  '   [^' 

Aiid  more  reward  thy  care. 


tTiu  me  for  some  poor  orphan  ehUd, 

I'o  whom  DO  kiss  is  given  : 
And,  next,  for  all  Uie  happy  onea, 

And  then  for  one  in  heaven  : 
Kiss  me  for  every  thinjj  I  love, 

Tlie  beantiftil  and  bnght  : 
Sweet  mother,  kiFS  me  for  thyself 

And  DOW,  once  more,  "  go<>d-njgbt ! 
. tm   i«i  ^ 

There  ia  always  time  cnotigh  to  boast—' 
Utt^  lo^^. 


THE     SimOER'S    JOURIVAL 


6«7 


Prank  Lum's  Fifteenth  Amendment 

^'    Am  Snng  by  Frank  Lam.  tbe  ar«at  Ssuntlona) 
^mic  Siugot,  witb  tr«iB«Ddoiu  appUQW. 

Oh?  wlikt  l«  thta  eonBlry  eomlBff  ta  f 

Wliat  la  a  wliite  luan  »!otiig  to  do. 
Wbeo  a  iilgRsr  IB  aa  good  ua  ma  or  yon. 

In  this  kappy  land  orOauiaB  T 
Tbe  flfteentb  KmoDdmeDt  waa  paaaed  bj  ehaaM, 
Bat  tbe  Deiuocrata  foagbt  it  aword  unJ  Udo*  s 
If  }on  pay  tbe  fiddler  why  yuti  luust  dauce. 

In  tbta  buppy  land  of  Caoaan. 
CHORCS. 

■-'?.    Oh  '.  lan't  tbia  tbe  laud  of  tbe  free. 
.'■:    Wbere  a  nigger  la  na  good  aa  yon  or  me, 
"'    Where  a  big  fat  wench  va»j  marry  yonr  I 
Or  a  uigger  may  marry  your  daughtw  T 

Mo<r  thinga  are  progreasing  very  fact  : 
For.  tbta  ia  the  brazen  aiie  of  braaa  : 
Farewell  to  the  ijloriaaa  daya  of  the  pasW  -; 

lu  tbia  buppy  land  of  Canaan  '. 
Yon  can  eiHirt  your  diainonda  and  velret  ootti 
Bat  a  greaay  Digger   witboat  a  groat. 
Can  go  to  the  polla  with  you  and  vote, 

lu  tuie  Uapt'7'  '*»<'  of  Oauaw). 

Now  yon  may  gc;  Toad,  go  drink  and  get  tight. 
But  a  iilgtier,  llm  .:aii  ueltber  read  nor  wrltab 
Cau  run  for  au  olaoe  aoand  and  tight 

III  tbia  happy  laud  of  Canaau. 
And.  Bonie  iilijbt  when  you're  out  on  a  tare, 
Yoa'll  be  pulled  by  a  cop  witb  woolly  hair. 
And  tried  by  a  nigger  lu  the  judfie'e  chair. 

J>own  to  the  tomb*  In  tbe  morulug. 

There  ia  the  nigger  barber  that  cata  your  bair, 
You  will  aee  sniue  day  in  the  Senate  chair : 
For.  they  will  bavo  all  kiuds  of  colora  tbMMk     ' 

lu  thia  gay  aud  bai>py  Uuiou — 
The  oiggcra  will  CO  it  uuw.  you  bet.  ^ 

And  u  piior  wliite  ujau  will  have  to  get,  '    : 

OU  '■  they  will  have  a  nigger  Preaident  yet, 

But  be  will  walk  off  ou  hia  eyebrow — 

It  wai  glorious  Waibington'a  Intrtt 
That  tbia  waa  a  white  uinu'a  goverumant  > 
To  be  ruled  by  niggera  be  ntiTer  meant. 

In  tbia  happy  laud  of  Canaan. 
Let  them,  who  like  them,  mix  quite  bwa 
With  qigKera  on  teruia  of  equality  : 
Bat  I'm  be  blamed  if  I  want  them  to  mix  Witb  B 

In  thia  happy  laud  of  Ciiuaku  I 

They  can  drink  tlieir  wine  at  white  men's  bura, 

Ciowd  our  city  r«ilroad  cara, 

CouBlder  tbeinaelves  all  firat-clisaitara. 

In  thia  happy  land  of  Cauaan. 
They  o»o  amoke  aegar*  like  etyliab  qatlla, 
Drink  their  wbiaky  and  wipe  tbeir  gllla. 
But  they  can't  come  up  in  Harry  Hill'*—' '   : 

Sboo-fly,  dou't  bother  me  ! 


>-««»-^ 


^:^:X;  ;{•:■■ ,  -:      Truly  Yonr*  V. 

k  K«w  Popular  Ballad,  Sung  by  Mr.  Bobert  Otley. 

^~;  Tii  rnany  years  since  first  we  met 
:>  v;     When  youth  was  in  its  prime  : 
f:  ■•. ,  Too've  made  my  life  a  joy  to  met    ; 

One  long  eweet  summer  time.      ,,'  • 

Otir  friendship  ripened  into  love, 

My  heart  but  you  adores, 
Aad,  day  or  night,  1  love  but  yoa, 

I  still  am  "  truly  yours.  " 
CIlBras  :     Believe  me  when  I  tell  yon  true  : 

I  Love  cannot  close  its  doors, 

So  long  as  you  are  true  to  me. 
And  1  am  "  truly  yoon.  " 

■  r  When  other  lips  breathe  words  of  love, .      , 

And  breathe  some  promise  true, 
''Then,  like  some  swift-winged  messenger. 
My  love  flies  back  to  you. 
.Then  1  am  happy— for,  1  feel 
Love  crushes  hearts  by  scores, 
^od  leaves  yours  loving  none  but  me,  ;      v  • 
; ;       While  1  am  "  truly  yours.  " 
; ; .  '  [  ;  Believe  me,.  4«. 

Thotigh  time,  in  its  untiring  flight, 
1  each  others  to  forget, 
:■  There's  one  whose  heart  you  taught  to  love, 
-  ,     Wlx^ondly  loves  you  yet. 
.'    .Though  1  be  sitting  by  your  side,  . 
.-.v       Or  off  on  foreign  shores,  ;;.,,;.    ,  . 

..Morn,  noon  or  night,  afar  or  near, 
,V       I  aiill  am  "  truly  yours.  " 
, ,       I;  Believe  ne,  Ae. 


im-*^*^ 


B««aaM 


Whw  ii  *n  old  maid  like  an  old  boot  ? 
it  is  of  no  use  without  its  fellow. 

Tbe  ebains  of  habit  are  generally  too  small  to 
be  felt,  till  they  are  too  strong  to  be  broken 


Tile  Tonng  May  Moon. 

Words  by  Tbomaa  Moore. 


The  young  May  moon  is  beaming.  lore, 
1  he  glow-worm's  lamp  is  gleaming,  love  : 
How  sweet  to  rove  tijroi;gli  Moma's  grova. 
While  the  drowsy  world  is  dreaming,  love  t 
1  hen  awake,  the  heavens  look  bright,  my  dear, 
'Tis  never  too  late  for  delight,  my  dear  : 
And  tbe  best  of  all  ways  to  lengthen  thy  days 
Is  to  steal  a  few  hours  from  the  night,  my  dear. 

Now  all  the  world  is  sleeping,  love. 

But  the  sage  his  etar-watch  keeping,  love. 

And  I  whose  star,  more  glorious  far, 

Is  the  eye  from  that  casement  peeping,  love. 

Then  awake  till  rise  of  eun,  my  dear. 

The  sage  his  glass  will  shun,  my  dear  : 

Or,  in  watching  the  flight  of  bodies  of  light. 

He  might  liappen  to  take  thee  fur  one,  my  dear. 

Dear  Harp  of  My  Country. 

Words  by  Thomas  Moore. 


Dear  harp  of  my  country  !  in  darlcness  T  (band  thee, 

The  cold  chain  of  silence  had  hung  o'er  thee  long, 
When  proudly,  my  own  island  harp !  I  unbound  thee, 

And  gave  all  thy  cliords  to  light,  freedom  and  song. 
The  warm  lay  of  love  and  the  light  note  of  gladness 

Have  wakened  thy  fondest  thy  liveliest  thrill  .- 
But  so  soft  hast  thou  echoed  the  deep  sii^h  of  sadness, 

Tli^  ev'n  in  thy  mirth  it  will  steal  from  thee  still. 

Dear  harp  of  my  country  !  ftifewell  to  thy  numbers ! 

This  sweet  wreath  of  !>ong  ie  the  last  we  shall  twine : 
Go  sleep  with  the  sunshine  of  fame  on  thy  slumbers, 

Till  touched  by  some  hand  less  unworthy  than  mine. 
If  the  pulse  of  the  patriot,  soldier,  or  lover, 

Have  throbbed  at  our  lay,  'tis  thy  glory  alone  : 
I  waa  but  as  the  wind,  passing  heedlessly  over. 

And  all  the  wild  sweetness  1  waked  was  thy  own  ! 


Oil !  'tis  Sweet  to  Think. 

*      Words  by  Thomas  Moore. 


Oh  !  'tis  Bweet  to  think  that,  where'er  we  rove, 

We^%  sure  to  find  something  blissful  and  dear  : 
And  tint,  when  we're  far  from  the  lips  we  love, 

We  have  but  to  mak«  love  to  the  lips  we  are  near ! 
Tbe  heart,  like  a  tendril,  accustomed  to  cling, 

Let  it  grow  whet«  it  will,  cannot  flourish  alone  : 
Snt  will  lean  to  tlie  nearest  and  loveliest  tiling 

It  can  twine  with  itself,  and  TnaTte  closely  its  own. 
Then,  oh  !  what  pleasure,  where'er  we  rove, 

To  be  doomed  to  find  8ometIiU|L8till  that  is  dear  : 
And  to  know,  when  far  from  thenps  we  love. 

We  have  but  to  make  love  to  the  lips  we  are  near! 

'Twere  a  shame,  when  flowers  arSund  us  rise, 

I'o  make  light  of  the  rest,  if  the  rose  is  not  there  : 
And  the  world's  so  rich  in  resplendent  eyes, 

'Twere  a  pity  to  limit  one's  love  to  a  pair. 
Love's  wing  and  the  peacock's  are  nearly  alike — 

They  are  both  of  tuem  bright, 

but  they're  changeable,  too  : 
And  wherever  a  new  beam  of  beauty  can  strike, 

It  will  tincture  Love's  plume  with  a  different  hue — 
Then,  oh  !  what  pleasure,  <be. 


-•♦• 


Do  not  Fear  to  Meet  Me  To-Night 

Meet  me  to-night  in  the  path  whioh  Ues 
By  the  side  of  the  woodland  hollow  : 

The  moon  will  have  opened  her  silver  eyes, 
And  tell  thee  which  piath  to  follow. 

Then  tripping  along  to  thy  foot-step's  sound, 
'Ihy  lip  to  tliy  heart  will  he  humming  : 

If  thy  glanoo  for  a  moment  turn  around, 
'Iwill  assure  thee,  love,  I'm  coming. 

Oh  !  do  not  fear,  not  a  tone  will  brtak,  • " 
On  earth  or  in  air,  that  can  chide  thee 

If  a  lonely  rose  perchance  to  awakti, 
'Iwill  droop  its  bloom  beside  thee —    .  •■.=«■ 

Why  ia  Scotland  like  a  place  not  mentionable  to 
ears  petite?  becauae  it  )•  the  land  of  immoktal 
Bdens. 


m 
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A  Gard«n  is  My  Lady's  FaM. 


A  garden  is  jny  lady's  faoe, 

Vv  here  roots  and  white  liUes  Mow : 

A  heavenly  |>amdiife  is  that  plaoe. 
Wherein  tbe  faitvst  ft-uits  io  grow. 

There  cherries,  be  that  none  may  buy. 

Till  "  cherry  ripe  "  themselves  do  oiy. 

Those  cherries  fairly  do  disclose 

Of  orient  pearls  a  double  row  : 
Which,  when  her  lovely  laughter  eliowa, 

Ihey  look  like  rose-bods  filled  with  aBov. 
Yet  them  not  peer  nor  prince  may  buy. 
Till  "  cherry  ripe  "  themselves  do  oiy. 

I     ^  i«i  — 
When  Se  who  Adores  Thee. 

WosdB  by  Thomas  Moore. 


When  he  who  sdom  thee  hu  lefl  but  the  nsma 

Of  his  fault  and  his  sorrow  behind. 
Oh !  say  :  wilt  thou  weep,  when  they  darken  tba 

Of  a  life  that  f«r  thee  was  resigned  ? 
Yes,  weep,  and  however  my  foes  may  condemn, 

'I  hy  tears  shall  eflace  their  d«'cree  : 
For.  heav'n  can  tiitness.  ttiough  guilty  to  them, 

1  have  been  biA  too  iJaitliful  to  thee  I 


AVith  thee  were  t.|i^  dreams  of  my  earlieat 

Every  thought] df  my  nnson  was  thine  : 
In  my  last  humble;  prayer  to  the  Hpirit  abovw 

1  hy  name  cha)  jlie  iningkd  uith  mine  I 
Oh  !  blest  are  tli«  lovers  and  friends  who  ahall  lire     i 

'1  he  days  of  Ih^  glory  to  see- 
Bat  the  next  dearwt  blessing  that  heaven  can  give,    | 

Is  the  pride  of  tlius  dying  fur  thee  t 


£Hn  !  0  Erin  I 

Woedk  by  Thomaa  Moore. 


Like  the  bright  Ump  that  lay  in  Kildare's  holy  fane. 

>knd  burned  thratigh  long  ages 

of  darkness  and  Rtoni I. 
Is  the  heart  that  js^rrows  have  frowned  on  in  vain. 

Whose  spiritwnilives  them  unfading  and  warm — 
Erin  !  O  Krin  !  tliiiR  bright  through  the  tears 
Of  a  long  night  o|f  Ibondage  thy  spirit  appears  1 

The  nations  have,  fhll'n,  and  tlinn  still  art  young, 
Thy  sun  is  butliiising  when  others  are  set  : 

And  though  slaverjp's  cloud 

o'er  thy  morning  hath  hung,  ,  ] 
The  full  noon  of  freedom  shall  beam  round  thee  yet. 

Erin  !  O  Erin  !  tlibugh  long  in  the  shade. 

Thy  star  shall  ehihe  out  when  the  proudestshall  fade — 

Unchilled  by  the  rain,  and  unwaked  by  tbe  wind, 
'I he  lily  lies  sleeping  through  winter's  cold  hour, 

Till  the  hand  of  ilpring  her  dark  chain  unbind. 
And  daylight  aind  liberty  bless  the  young  flower — 

Erin  !  O  Krin  !  itiir  winter  is  pat^t. 

And  the  hope  that  lived  through  it^ 

shall  blossom  at  last ! 


Take  Back  the  Sigh. 

Woijd*  by  Thomas  Moore. 


Take  back  the  reh  thy  lips  of  art 

In  passion's  nioment  breathed  to  me  : 
Yet,  no — it  muft  not,  will  not  part — 
'Ts  now  the  life-breath  of  my  heart. 
And  has  bec<^me  too  pore  for  thee  I 

Take  back  the  \iUs  that  fitithlees  sigh 

With  all  the  iwnrmth  of  truth  imprest : 
Yet,  no— the  fsial  kiss  may  lie —  i 

Upon  THY  lip  i^- sweets  would  die,  .   ;   • 

Or  bloom  to  piake  a  rival  blest ! 

Take  hack  the  v^tws  that,  night  and  day. 
My  heart  Kec^iA'td,  1  iboi^ght  from  thine  : 
,  Yet,  no  -  allow  jtjiem  still  to  olay — 
'1  hty  might  totjie  other  heart  betray. 
As  sweetly  a4  {.licy've  ruined  mine  t 

What  is  it  that  Mam  ntver  saw,  never  posseceed, 
and  yet  he  gave  t<|)jeach  of  hia  children  V    i'arenta. 

W  hen  ridin;^  a  donkey,  what  kind  of  fruit  doyoo 
represent  t    A  p<^. 


I 
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TH£     SliVOKR'S    JOVRIVAL.; 


Ton  ShoiiNhit  Buy  Trip«  ob  a  Friday. 


HICITATITI. 


I*T«  often  hoard  my  poor  old  granny  say 
That  Friday  was  a  must  unlucky  day  ! 

And  as  a  prouf  old  granny  wa«D't  wrong, 
Uh  !  listen,  listeu  to  my  doleful  song — 

AIK. 

Old  Mrs.  Snipe  was  fond  of  trip«, 

^ure  DO  poor  soul  was  thinner  ;       ' ' 
In  Sunday  clothes  to  market  goes 

On  Friday  for  a  dinner  ; 
But  as  she  went  along  the  road. 

She  m*t  with   nciijlibor  Tidy  : 
He  heard  her  errand— lack  a  day  f 

And  unto  her  thum  words  did  say  : 
*'  You  shouldn't  buy  tripe  on  a  Friaay  I  " 

Bat  on  she  went,  the  tripe  she  bought, 

Though  she  was  in  a  shiver  m 
She  got  a  large  piece  for  a  groat, 

B«aides  a  hap'orth  of  liver  I 
As  she  returnea,  a  large  dog  lay 

With  open  mouth  so  wide — he 
&oatche<l  lier  liver,  and  ran  away, 

And  barking  thus  he  seemed  to  say  : 
"  You  shouldn't  buy  tripe  on  a  Friday  i  " 

Then  home  she  went  with  sorrow  flat, 

Such  luck  she'd  ne'er  before  met  : 
And  then  she  saw  her  tabby  cat 

i*at  mewing  at  the  door  mot. 
Ah  !  puss,  she  cries,  1  can't  be  gay, 

This  seems  to  be  a  wry  day —  "' 
But  puss  she  mewed,  and  round  did  play, 

And  thus  to  her  slie  seemed  to  s.iy  : 
"  You  shouldn't  buy  tripe  on  a  Friday  I  " 

But  still  she  thought  her  tripe  to  eat, 
So  laid  it  on  the  dresser  : 

hut  pussy  got  it  down  so  neat. 
And  soon  she  made  it  lesser  : 

A  large  piece  stuck,  sirs,  by  the  way, 
"Which  choked  her,  neat  and  tidy  : 

She  kicked  and  sprawled,  and  down  she  lay, 
And  as  she  died,  sh«>  seemed  to  say  : 

"  You  bhouldn't  buy  tripe  on  a  triday  !  " 


Borty  Carrotty  SaL 

Written  and  Snog  by  Frank  Joilj. 


Ob  '  h»ve  Ton  leen  my  g*}  f 

If  not,  hei  I'll  de*crl>>e  to  ;oa  : 
Sbe't  rorty  ami  »b»  »  very  flsab. 

Upon  my  word,  it'*  trna. 
The  first  time  I  met  her. 

It  was  down  in  Wbite-Clispel : 
BelliDg  wall-flo«era  a  penuy  a  bnnch 

Was  forty  carroly  Sal. 

0roBzx  :   Mak«  DO  bloninlMff  error,  my  boys,  it  waa 
lova  at  first  siirht.  aud  no  wonder  at  it- 
Tor,  she's  a  fl>isli  yotins  gal. 
So  all  t)ia  uelfilibors  say  : 
.    ;^   .        And  wall-flowers  she  doei  sell, 
■%,;■-.  Out  ill  tlie  streets  all  day. 

-f^r  Bbo's  my  rorty  carroty  Sal. 

-.'<...:'  And  (be  Uvea  in  Whlte-Chapel  : 

'  One  d:<y  wblle  walklnK  la  tlM  itnati^ 
In  love  wltb  ber  I  fell. 

When  shs  goes  ont  on  Snndays, 

8:ie  npara  a  white  ibawl  round  her  naek  : 
Krd  lace*   too    in  lace-iip  tKK'ts 

And  a  dreaa  m»de  ont  of  check. 
S!i*-  DeTer  w<>ars  any  cblgiiou. 
Or  K  Grecian  bend  befalnd  : 
Eiit  K^ajrh  Whlie-Cliap'l  thro',  my  boys, 
Ho  flasher  gal  yoa'U  find. 

RroKcy     Y*-B  I  have  aeea  some  flimey  itals  round 

Street  Kid  c.own— Lnne  l>iit  there  Is  noue  to  ikey  as 
my  g4l :  why.  if  alie  thoni'ht  that  any  one  dressed  flasher 
than  her.  alie'd  lake  (oiaon  alie  woaid — make  no  bluom- 
tDg  error— Bat  there,  I  love  ber— 

For.  she's  a  flash  yoaog  ga),  &c. 

Her  f.\ther  keeps  a  private  honse, 

Npar  Mile  End  railway  atatioii  : 
Ber  Urotber'a  aervluji  seTcu  luug  year* 

In  a  t'ovdriiineiit  situation. 
Her  luotlier  and  aiater  got  lagged 

For  garrotting  of  a  pal  : 
Cnt  tb<<  wlrtiion*  one  anion'.;  them  alt 

Is  my  rorly  uarrutiy  Bal. 

SroKKir  Well  she  hasn't  been  )aeK<-d  yet  hat  she's  had 
i>v  .11  ti  •««  uarro*  dances  of  it  ibongh  oni  e  or  twiro 
2  e's  b  I  o  ^er^i-ithn  MaKist'>*««  bat  tb«y'\e  let  her 
<  if  >3.,in{  to  the  bobby  r  -  Tou  know  as  well  aa  I  do, 
tuat— 

For.  aba's  a  flaab  yonng  gal  ko. 


Now,  my  bloomlDg  Ikey  pala^  '  -~  I'jf 

I  dou't  uilud  telllii|{  yon.  "    ' 

Fm  going  to  wed  ihis  flash  yonng  gal, 

In  ttio  course  of  a  neek  or  two  : 
And  if  we  liave  any  children,  (-   « 

Which   ofconise.  1  hope  we  shalL         ' 
I'll  chiislru  oliu  of  them  Ikey  Ulll, 

Aud  the  other  Carrotty  Sal. 

SposiN  :  And  make  no  I  looming  error  I f  we  have  Btim- 
ber  three  and  it'ii  a  buy.  I'll  name  him  Rorty  Ttim,  and 
nam  ber  four   if  a  gal.  Klaoh  Nelly. 

For,  she's  a  flash  yoang  gal,  ko. 


Kitty  Clare.    •■ 

Golden  hair  and  laughing  eyes. 

Beaming  on  the  gladdened  sight. 
Like  an  angel  from  the  skies. 

Comes  a  fragile  form  of  light. 
Not  a  flower,  'mid  all  the  bloom 

In  that  many  lured  rARTFRRr, 
Half  so  sweet  a  presence  has 

As  my  blushing  Kitty  Clare. 
Chorus  :  Golden  hair  and  laughing  eye*,  Ac. 

Komping,  dancing  all  the  day, 

Singing  gay  as  any  bird. 
Never  'mid  celestial  choirs 

Was  a  rarer  cadence  heard  : 
Turii.<  .-ihe  up  two  pouting  lips 

'llicii  witii  laugh  draws  back  the  snare  : 
Never  mind,  Ijll  have  her  yet  — 

Charming,  teasing  Kitty  Clare. 

Golden  hair,  Ao. 


Silent,  0  Moyle  I 

Worda  by  Tbomaa  UooNk , 


•■a- 


When  I  Met  Her. 

Copied  from  the  Neir-Tork  Clipper— Words  by  J.  B.  B. 


I  met  her  not  where  courtly  throng 

Bent  blindly  down  at  Fashion's  shrine. 
Nor  where  the  jest,  the  laugh,  the  song 

Were  mingled  with  the  ruby  wine  ; 
Where  the  sweet  music,  soft  and  low, 

IMayed  for  tlie  dancers  flushed  and  hot, 
Wliirling  in  waltaes  ;  no,  all  !  no,  * 

Amid  such  scenes  1  met  her  not !  •        ^ 

I  met  her  not  where  gladsome  mirth 

Sjied  on  her  rosy,  laughing  hours  : 
Where  bright  lights  burned,  and  where  tba  esrib 

^'eelned  made  of  sunshine  and  of  flowers  ;      # 
Amid  the  gay  and  hi'IBdxnairic 

This  daughter  of  fair  Erin's  land 
I  did  not  meet  —  I'll  tell  you  where — 

On  Broadway,  at  a  peanut  stand  t 


That  Little  Oirl  with  the  Hood  on. 

8ung  b5  Med  Turner. 

Oh  f  I  once  used  to  court  a  nice  young  gal. 

And  I'll  tell  3-mi  now  if  I  can  : 
She  was  a  big  rich  farmer's  daughter, 

And  her  name  it  was  Mary  Ann. 
Oh  !  I  tr<-ate<i  her  to  oysters,  cabbage. 

Also  vinegar,  cheese,  and  blanc  mange  : 
She  says  to  me  :   "  Now  you're  my  darling,  " 

This  little  gal  with  the  hood  on. 

Oh  !  I  took  her  to  supper,  one  evening, 

And  I  placed  her  right  in  a  big  chair. 
When  her  cousin,  »  Frenchman  irom  Limeriok, 

Says  :  "  Mary,  what  are  you  doing  there  t  " 
Says  she  to  him  :  "  This  is  my  sweetheart.  " 

Says  Le  to  her  :  "  What  !  that  sardine  f  " 
I  split  him  right  straight  in  the  "  bugle,  " 

And  skinned  just  like  a  maker-eel. 

One  day,  now,  she  was  a  feeding 

1'he  ducks,  and  the  geese,  and  the  deers. 
This  Frenchman  from  Limerick  came  pouring 

Flat-iron  tales  in  her  ears. 
Oh  !   I  rushed  to  the  house,  and  I  seized  on 

A  great  big  Dutch  butcher's  cheese-knife, 
]  grabb'd  him  right  straight  by  the  wizzen. 

And  ]iul  an  existence  right  to  his  life. 

I(,ui  WAY  — 1  hey  teaoh  every  man  to  know  his 
own  kUtion,  and  to  stop  there. 

On  week  days  yoti  buy  your  moeio  by  the  sheet ; 
on  Sundays  yuu  oaa  have  it  by  the  eboir  for  no- 
thing. 


Silent,  0  Moyle  I  be  the  roar  of  thy  water. 

Break  not,  ye  breezes  !  your  chain  of  repoM, 
^V  hile  murmuring  mournfully.  Lir's  lonely  daughter 

Tells  to  tlie  night-star  her  tale  of  woes — 
When  shall  the  swan,  her  death-note  singing, 

Sleep  with  wings  in  darkness  furled  f 
When  will  Ueaven,  its  sweet  bell  ringing, 

Call  my  spirit  inva  this  stormy  world  f 

Sadly,  O  Moyle  !  to  thy  winter-wave  weeping, 

Fate  bids  me  languish  long  ages  away  : 
Yet  still  in  her  darkness  doth  Lrin  lie  sleeping, 

Still  doth  the  pure  lights  its  dawning  delay  t 
When  will  that  day-star,  mildly  springing, 

Warm  our  isle  with  peace  and  love  '{ 
When  will  Heaven,  ita  sweet  bell  ringing. 

Call  my  spirit  to  the  fields  above  ? 


-♦•^ 


Jenny  Fat  the  Kettle  on. 

New  Vxbsiox— Aa  Sang  by  Ned  Tamer. 


] 


In  old  Virginny,  in  de  artemoon, 

I  sweps  de  Kitchen  wid  a  bran  new  broom  : 
De  rooster's  blind  an'  he  cannot  see, 

Jenny,  put  de  kettle  ap — Ict'a  hab  tea. 

CHORUS. 

Jenny,  put  de  kettle  on,  ;| 

Jenny,  put  de  kettle  oo, 
Jenny,  put  de  kettle  on— let'a  hab  tM, 

De  coffee  is  a  billin  and  won't  suit  me. 

De  ole  gray  goose  an'  de  gander,  too, 
Dey  oof  talked  Dutch  till  dey  turned  blue  : 

De  ole  black  horse  said  "  Yes,  sir-ee  I  " 
Jenny,  put  the  kettle  on — let's  hab  tea. 

Jenny,  put  de  kettle  on,  Ae, 

Dar's  a  little  yaller  gal  dat  libs  in  de  souf. 

Her  head  so  big  she  can't  shut  her  monf : 
Her  eyes  am  bright,  but  she  don't  suit  me. 
.   Jenny,  put  de  kettle  on — let's  hab  tea. 

Jenny,  put  de  kettle  on,  Ao. 

Now,  white  folks,  if  eber  yon  should  go 
Floatin'  down  de  great  ribber  de  Ohio, 

In  a  little  log  cabin  dar  we'll  be — 
Jenny,  put  de  kettle  on — let's  hab  tea. 

Jenny,  put  de  kettle  on,  Ao. 


What  Oives  Life  to  Lovef 


What  gives  life  to  love  f  ' 
A  glance — a  tone — a  tear— 

Value  known. 

Kindness  shewn. 
Some  accents  sweet,  some  word  sineeN  : 

Oh  !  these  give  light  to  love —        j    r 
'When  lources  such  aa  these  supply 

Love  with  life — he  ne'er  should  ditb 

What  keeps  life  in  love  f 
A  hope— a  smile — a  aigh. 

Rosy  youth,  ' 

Trusting  truth. 
And  hearts  that  ever  change  defy  : 

Oh  .'  these  keep  life  in  love — 
When  sources  such  as  these  supply 

Love  with  life— he  ne'er  should  diow; 

What  brings  death  to  love  ? 

A  alight— a  frown— a  sneer,        ,         ,; 

Anger  blind. 

Words  unkind. 
Concealment's  art,  some  jealotv  Uaii 

Oh  !  these  bring  death  to  lov*— 
How  sad  he  cannot  live  for  aye. 
When  all  that  s  wretched  aee  him  die. 


yf  ... 

Why  is  a  large  carpet  like  the  late  -  rebellion  t 
Because  it  took  such  a  lot  of  tax  to  put  it  down. 

When  are  thieves  like  leopards  ?  When  they  are 
"  spotted.  " 

Love's  yoting  dream     a  little  sighing,  a  little 
crying,  a  little  dying,  aud  a  very  great  deal   <•!', 
lying. 
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The  Old  Mao's  Drunk  Aeaiiu,. 

Ai  sung  br  Ous  WoxiAMS. 

Wnrda  and  Mntlc  by  Wiu.  8.  Hatb—   Tb*  Masio 

oftbi*  So-jg  la  pabllahed  by  J.  I<.  PxTBBS,  Kew  Tork. 

Price  33  canta. 
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Yoa've  no  doabt  heard  the  song 

Of  "  Fatber  dear,  oome  home,  " 
And  the  faU  of  hungry  Iitt]«  B«n, 

Who  sent  for  him  to  eome; 
How  the  old  man  used  to  "  amilt,"  . 

And  cause  the  family  pain  : 
But  he  let  up  for  a  little  whil«,  . 
And  then  got  drunk  again. 
Chorus ;      We've  give  him  up  for  gone, 
Ue\  lying  in  tlie  lane, 
.1       And  almost  every  body  knows 
>»■ '■     1,  'i'he  old  man's  drunk  again. 

He  takes  his  morning  nip,  ' 

Awl  loaf-<  about  the  door; 
He  tolJ  Ilia  family  more  than  once 

'I  hfit  he  wuuld  drink  no  more  ; 
l>nt  then  be  would  forget 

From  "  benzine  "  to  abstain  : 
The  police,   they  would  come  and  say, 

"J  he  old  man's  drunk  again." 

He'd  smash  poor  mother's  nose, 

And  ups<?t  brother  Ned, 
An<l  drive  us  all  into  the  street, 

Then  tumble  into  bed  ; 
And  when  lie'd  be  asleep. 

We'd  go  back  and  remain, 
Until  he  woke  and  left  the  houso 

To  come  home  drunk  again. 

"O  Father,  dear!  come  home, " 

Stop  drinking  like  a  sow  ; 
Yon've  drank  away  the  beds  and  stove, 

Don'l  swallow  up  the  cow  ; 
Oh  !  don't  abuse  the  boys, 

And  cause  poor  motlier  pain. 
Or  well  rebel  and  "  go  for  you,  " 
•    When  you  get  drunk  again. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Chorua. 


j     New  Yenion  of  Maggie  Hay. 

By  M.  A.  Mauohto:*. 

)h !  the  summer  lias  gone,  the  trees  are  bare, 

The  bids  have  flown  away  : 
riie  pretty  red  roses  have  faded,  too : 

But  Where's  poor  itaggie  May? 
Chorus. 
)ht  how  (be  loved  to  hear  the  little  birds 

Sing  out  their  melody — 
»he''1  sit  f^r  hours  to  hear  them  siog     •    '       '* 

Down  near  the  old  oak  tree. 

}h !  tliey  buried  her  near  the  old  oak  tres,    ;*"' 

Where  she  was  wont  to  play: 
fhey  )  lid  her  in  the  cold,  cola  ground, 

My  littie  Maggie  May. 


fbe  brook  where  little  Maegie  played 
And  where  she'd  sing  aliday, 

!Tow  i^'a  covered  with  ice  and  snow 
And  Maggie  is  far  away— 


Choms. 


Chorus. 

Bnt  the  winter  will  go  and  spring  eom*  tgun, 

The  brook  will  run  as  ever — 
Will  little  Maggie  play  there  again  f  ^ 

The  echo  answers  "  never!  " 

'-;;,•■•"■;•';.■■•   Choms. 
■    e    wi 


Why  is  time  the  best  pieUe  ?— BeMnse  "  Time 
sores  everything."  ''/■■•Cri-'y.:'  :.■':■;■.■■:  f:':-  ■.';■■>'■;; 

Why  is  a  sail-maker  like  a  man  beginning  an 
ilection? — Because  he  is  about  the  canvas. 

Why  is  a  lover  popping  the  question  like  a 
«ilor  running  a  hot  iron  over  a  suit  of  clothes  t 
3eeanse  he  is  pretting  a  tvit. 

The  prodigal  robs  his  heirs,  the  miser  robs  him- 
»lf. 


.   ,  The  Old  Kitchen  Floor.  . 

"■'  Sang  by  Ed.  Bttbtom. 

Inscribed  to  D.  L.  Moody,  Esq..    Superintendent  of  the 
famous  Illinois  St  Mission  Sandsy  School,  burnt  in 
Chicago,  October  9th,  1871. 


Far  back,  in  my  musings,  my  thoughts  have 
^  been  oast 

To  the  eot  where  the  hours  of  my  childhood  were 
j|i  passed : 

Tloved  all  its  rooms,  the  pantry  and  hall. 
But  that  blest  old  kitchen  was  diearer  than  all — 
Its  chairs  and  its  table,  none  brighter  could  be  ; 
For,  all  its  surroundings  were  sacred  to  me. 
To  the  nail  in  the  ceiling,  the  latch  on  the  door. 
And  I  loved  every  crack  in  that  old  kitchen  floor. 

CiioBns. 
Oh  I  the  old  kitchen  floor,  the  old  kitchen  floor — 
How  dear  to  my  heart  is  Uie  old  kitchen  floor ! 

I  remember  the  fire-place  with  mouth  high  and  wide, 
The  old-fashioned  oven  that  stood  by  its  side. 
Out  of  which,  each  Thanksgiving,  came  puddings 

and  pies, 
That  fairly  bewildered  and  daszled  my  eyes  ;  -^ 

And  then,  too,  St.  Nicliolas  slyly  and  still 
Came  down,  every  Christmas,  our  stockings  to  fill : 
But  the  dearest  memories  I've  laid  up  in  store. 
Is  the  mother  that  trod  on  that  old  kitchen  floor. 

Day  in  and  day  out,  and  from  mornin'g  till  night, 
Her  footsteps  were  busy,  her  heart  always  light : 
For,  it  seemed  to  me  then  that  she  knew  not  a  care, 
The  smile  was  so  gentle  her  face  used  to  wear — 
I  remember  with  pleasure  what  joy  filled  our  eyes, 
When  she  told  us  the  stories  that  cliildren  so  prize  : 
They  were  new  every  night  though  we  heard 

them  before 
From  her  lips,  at  the  wheel,  on  the  old  kitchen  floor. 

To-night  these  old  visions  came  back  at  their  will, 
But  the  wheel  and  its  music  forever  are  still : 
The  band  is  moth-eaten,  tlie  wheel  laid  away. 
And  the  fingers  thai  turned  it  lie  inoldering  to  clay — 
The  hearth-stone,  so  sacred,  is  just  as  'twas  then, 
And  the  voices  of  children  ring  out  there  again  ; 
The  sun  through  tlie  window  looks  in  as  of  yore. 
But  it  sees  stranger  feet  on  the  old  kitchen  floor. 

I  ask  not  for  honor,  bnt  this  I  would  crave. 
That,  when  the  lipis  speaking  are  closed  in  the  grave, 
My  children  will  gather  their  own  at  their  side. 
And  tell  of  their  mother  who  long  ago  died  ; 
'Twould  be  more  enduring,  far  dearer  to  me. 
Than  inscription  on  marble  or  granite  could  be, 
To  have  them  tell  often,  as  I  did  of  yore. 
Of  the  mother  who  trod  on  the  old  kitchen  floor. 


Can  Any  Vone  Tole  Vere  Dot  Cat  is  Gone?  • 

Written  and  sang  by  Ous  Wiujams, 
Unsie  published  by  Wairx  and  Oouixaud,  Boston,  Mass. 

Of  yon  llsden  mlt  me,  I'll  do  rot  I  can    -'■■' 

To  tole  uuto  yon  I'm  a  mtseraple  man ; 
I  did  lore  a  cat,  sliaat  dree  taya  uao. 

TJnd  I  feel  ao  pad,  1  don't  know  vot  to  do. 

Ohorna :    Oaa  any  vooe  tole  rare  dot  eat  is  gone. 
Dot  kidden  oat.  dot  manldose  cat  r 
.'    Can  any  vone  tole  vere  dut  cat  ia  rods. 
Dot  peaotiful  John  Dhomaa  Cat  ? 

He  Toa  a  Dice  cat,  he  had  vone  eye-prow, 

Uiid  such  a  sweed  vuice.  ven  he'd  say  me-ow; 
Pat  yesterday  some  poys.  dey  got  a  dlD-pail, 

Und  dey  tied  Id  ou  to  my  buasy-cat's  daiL 

Chorns. 
To  any  vot  find  htra  nod  pring  him  to  naa. 

I'll  give  to  dot  person  dwo  tollsra  or  dree: 
Be  had  each  nice  eyes   und  den  dey  dldabloe, 

Und  hla  dail  Id  garJed  nb  like  a  pig  namber  aina 

Oboms. 


Micky  Moore,  the  Boot>BIaok. 

By  JoHR  J.  Beddt—       Air :  Broken  Down.' 


Oh  !  I'm  Micky  Moore,  the  boot-black,    .. 

And  I'm  going  to  aing  to  yoQ,  ''''■'. 

And  If  any  body  winta  a  shine,  .,,.•;' 

I  know  jast  what  to  do:  '■'' '  ■,>'',  ,. 

Jost  allow  to  me  the  gentleman         .  ^.■. 

That  wisbaa  for  to  atand  ,.  ;:^;     I.- 

And  put  hla  foot  opon  my  box.  . •■ . 

Then  Micky  ia  on  hand.  ;  -'  U 

Choms  :  Jnai  show  to  me  a  gentleman 

With  his  calf-akin  boots  ao  fine: 
Oh  !  I'm  the  boy  that  can  black  them  np 
'  And  pat  on  them  a  shine.  - 


I  came  of  a  prond  and  noble  race, 

Bnt  a  poor  boot.blaek  am  I : 
And  if  yon  want  tp  know  bow  it  ia. 

I'll  tell  yon  the  reason  wtty.  ' 

My  Father  waa  a  Ffeueh  Lord, 

And  from  Cork's  own  town  be  esBSt 
My  Mother  waa  a  Oermau  Daka. 

And  Flaunigaa  i»aa  her  name. 

Mr  Father  waa  proved  slater 

To  tbe  fearleaa  Teddy  O'Ftyna  : 
My  Mother's  third  cousin  Tnrklsb 

To  the  man  called  Bi  j-au  O'Lyun. 
See  all  these  fine  relations 

Of  which  tbla  beat-black  boy  can  boast- 
There  a  another  ?  «kit.  I  forget  hla  aame— 

Oil!  yea;  'tia  Sbaou  the  Poat. 

Bnt  whni  I've  ear•l^d  my  fortune 

At  my  glorloua  jpro-fea-abnn. 
I'll  go  and  ftnd  out  all  my  fojka. 

And  I'll  cruas  ilie  big  O-slina.  'r  ' 

And  when  I  do  Aud  out  me  folks.  -' 

Won't  tbelr  hearts  all  beat  with  Joy, 
When  they  do  recogutze  In  me 

Micky  Moore,  the  bout-black  boy!— 


Ohoras. 


Chorns. 


Chorns. 


My  Poor  Heart  ia  Sad  With  iu  Dreaming. 

Words  and  MqsIc  by  T.  Baiaaaaii  Bisaor— 

The  Music  of  this  Song  Is  Pnbliahed  by  J.  L.  Pxtebs, 

»99  Broadwagr,  N.  Y.    Price  13  Cents. 

My  poor  heart,  is  ««d  with  its  dreaming, 

It  brings  back  the  once  happy  day, 
When  earth  like  i^  heaven  was  seeming, 

But  now  it  has, passed  all  away— . 
They  say  that  yo»ng  love's  like  the  flower 

That  needs  tender  care  in  its  urn. 
But  mine  it  was  snalcUed  from  ita  bower. 
And  I  never  gained  one  in  return. 
Chorus  :  ily  poor  heart  is  end  with  its  dt«aming : 
For,  it  brings  back  the  once  happy  day, 
When  eari.h  like  a  heaven  was  seeming, 
But  now  it  has  all  passed  away. 

My  sad  heart  recalls  all  the  pleasure 

Of  thoughts  th$t  were  all,  all  for  thee, 
When  dreaming  oif  yon,  of  its  treasure. 

And  you  seemed  to  love  none  but  met- '<■* 
Tho'  we  meet  not  as  friends,  yet  I  11  never 

One  unkind  word  to  thee  give: 
For,  your  cherished  memory  ever 

Shall  be  my  sole  joy  while  I  live  !  •••*!/• 

Chorus. 

A  Tollar  Fifdeen  Cendc  '\' 


*      ■% 


As  suing  by  Ons  Williams. 


:L 


Dwas  at  a  Lager  Bier  talooo, 

'Vay  down  in  'Villlaiu  ahtreet, 
I  need  to  meet  a  Qerman  girl. 

Who  alwaya  looked  au  neat : 
Such  eyea   such  teeth,  und  sDCb  a  nose       :'-r..''' 

I  never  seen  pefOne.  -.^    .,'    •. 

I  did  not  notice  vet  I  eat, 

Cudlll  I  bai>l  d«  Score. 

Spoken :  Den  Ten  I  aMed  her  vot  I  had.  she  said  I  had 

Cbobus, 
Boaat  pork,  polled  pork   bickled  eels  ond  sweltzer  kase, 
Plood  pudding  aaiiar-krant  vich  you  said  vos  immense, 
Bhiue-Tlne.  aausaeea,  i.mear-kaBa.  nnd  lirrrwiist. 
Dot,  added  op  togeder,  makea  a  toUar  flfaeeu  ceuda. 

I  Inoked  at  her  I  tqiieesed  her  hand, 
De  a^eese  ahe  »sii  returned:  ,  -  .- 

I  ventxext  day  to  aeu  dia  gal.        '    ;': .     ' .:y'. 
Because  my  posom  bnrued ;        ;■;'•.•>■ 
Icoaldn'teat  me  noting  ...>     '  •  *■ 

I  felt  soawfnl  queer.  ."-.■' 

Und  she  viuked  Uvr  glass-eye  at  asa,  .,j'  .-. 
Diid  den  sbe  Tispered  in  luy  ear. 
Speben :  Tea,  sbs  sai^  dot  I  had  peiter  order— 

Boaat  pork,  poilcd  perk,  Jio. 

I  Inld  her  dot  1  lo(r»a  her  \,v  Iv      •     .  r  KC-. 

TTnd  I  asked  her  far  hfr  hand :..'-.  . .«-. 

I  told  her  I  vos  vslalty,  '; , 

Und  I  owned  a  t>ea-nnt  sbtand:         J    ••';'   ~    ' 
I  aeked  her  for  to  be  my  vife.  .  -■•■■■.i^ 

Und  be  m.v  turtle-tove :  ■ -,      "..    ■.'"'^ 

■Ve  d'v  el  1  in  Bond  Fi  Me  Avenue, 

Und  iearn  to  IKIe  ou  love. 

i^»«i»i»  ■-  Und  ahe  told  me  aba  n-.nld  rather  live  on— 

'«et  pork,  polled  piirk.  kc. 


. 


lid  me  aba  r<-,t 


Never  marry  a  Iwomftn  till  you  know  where  her 
dress  ends  ana  h«r  soul  b<^ins. 

In  wliat  case  is  it  ahuolulely  irnf,oe>ible  I*  be 
slow  and  sure  ?    |ln  the  cint  of  a  tialch. 

Man    and    wifei,  •  together,    r.re    like   a    jinir   of 
^elisors  ;  separated,  they  are  more  like  daggers. 

I        i  i       "n    I  I         — 


'  J^    iwfcsiiH< 


■      I    *tfgi|i«i«i  II   iM       \7mim^* 


ia^ 


670 


THE     Sl^dSB'S    JOVRPVAI.. 


SHE  WAS  HAD! 

Chaptku  I. 


"ByJov^?  how  lovely!  wh^t  a  p«rf«ct  icene! 
What  a  iiiutf  Charlie  was  to  go  hoiuo  and  misa 
fluch  a  treat  as  tiiis  for  the  take  of  danglinc  all 
<J«y  at  a  tjirl's  heel?,  playin;;  croquet,  and  drinking 
five  oel.ick  tea!  Tliere'g  the  boat  fellow  1  know 
spoilt  by  a  pnir  of  blue  eyes  and  a  pretty  complex- 
ion. He's  a  i>eifect  idiot  about  Nellie  Caiupoell ! 
Strange  how  a  man's  whole  nature  seems  meta- 
morphosed by  love,  I  suppose  I  •liall  undergo 
the  same  peculiar  transformation  myself  some  day, 
but  at  any  rate  I  can  hunestly  eay  now,  Laving 
nached  th«  matnru  age  of  five-and-twenty,  that  1 
have  never  so  far  succumbed  to  female  influence 
aa  toresign  a  riJe,  or  walk,  or  row,  or  to  have  my 
appetite  damped  for  a  single  meal  by  the  lovdicot 
girl  in  the  universe.  " 

So  spake  I  some  years  back,  as  I  stood  on 
lovely  August  morning  on  tlie  summit  of  a  hill  i  i 
Mountshire,  gnzing  down  into  the  most  perfi-i.^ 
little  valley  that  1  had  ever  beheld.  A  faint  wliite 
mist,  which,  like  a  veil  over  a  pretty  womatiM 
face,  hei^iitened  while  it  partially  obsured 
the  beauties  of  nature,  hung  over  tliie  gleamini; 
river  that  wound  through  the  tr««8  ;  the  sky  over- 
head was  a  cloudless  blue,  and  though  the  sun  was 
hot,  the  breeze  that  fanned  my  face  preveifted  its 
rays  from  being  too  powerful. 

Never  had  the  country  seemed  so  perfectly 
enjoyable,  and  yet  Charlie  Harman  had  forsaken  it 
iwhesitatingly,  and  returned  to  tlie  walled-in  one- 
aore  garden  at  Twickenham,  merely  b«cause  his 
sister  had  written  him  word  that  Nellie  CaraplMJ! 
liad  come  to  stay  with  htr  for  a  fortnight!  \\  iii. 
an  extra  shirt  and  a  tooth-brush  in  our  knapsacks, 
stout  boots,  and  straw  hats,  we  ha  1  started,  a  fort- 
night before  my  story  commence',  for  a  month  s 
walking  tour  in  \Val«s;  and  no-.\ .  just  half  way 
through,  before  a  single  cloud  line!  arisen  over  our 
holiday,  he  had  forsaken  ine  in  this  mean,  un- 
mannerly way,  and  left  nie  to.  ex;>res«  my  admi- 
ration to  the  trees  and  stones,  or  to  plod  silently  ou 
till  ray  jaw  rusted  from  disuse. 

It  was  too  bad,  and  1  felt  that  Charlie  was  a 
IcMt  man  to  me.  A  month  or  two  more  and  tliv 
fair  Nellie  would  have  riveted  the  choins  for  ever; 
ani  a  man  married  is  a  man  marred,  as  far  nn 
male  friendships  go.  Never  agai'i  would  he  1"^ 
free  to  waiukr  away  fi>r  weeks  wi:'i  me —  nev  •■ 
again  could  1  s[>eak  my  thoughts  fi.  'ly  as  of  yoi'-, 
knowing  too  well  that  they  would  1h'  [tossed  on  lo 
"dear  Nellie,  "  and  through  her  to  half  the  youiig 
ladies  in  the  neighbourhood —  nev«r  again  shoi:liJ 
we  smoke  the  post-prandial  pipe  of  peace,  and  ^ip 
the  accompanying  tumbler  of  comfort.  Ihese  iire 
the  luxuries  of  bachelorhood,  and  1  knew  too  r  ,11 
that  1  siiould  never  see  my  friend  again  as  a  b  ..h- 
elor.  An  engaged  man  is  rather  w  '  i'>  i  a 
married  one,  and  such  he  too  probably  >  ..  i.lii« 

time. 

AVith  a  heavy  sigh  for  my  lost  friend  I  began 
to  descend  the  lull,  picking  my  steps  with  some 
care  :  for,  there  was  no  regular  path,  and  1  had  to 
jniiip  from  ledge  to  ledge,  often  losing  my  footing 
through  the  loose  stones  that  covered  the  hill.  It 
was  hot,  tiring  work  ;  and  more  than  once  1  wish- 
ed that  I  had  kept  to  the  orthodox  reute,  in  spite 
of  the  finer  view  that  1  had  had  from  the  very 
symmit  of  Ben's  Crag. 

My  wishes  did  not  last  long—  neither  did  my 
descent ;  for,  as  I  alighted  on  a  ledge,  it  gave  way 
bea«ath  me,  and  with  a  cry  of  horror  I  found  my- 
self rolling,  bumping,  bounding  down  the  side  of 
the  hill ;  then  came  a  long  rush  through  the  air 
aad  a  blank. 

I  must  have  lain  senseless  for  many  hours  ; 
for,  when  I  came  to  myself  the  sun  had  passed  over 
to  the  other  side  of  the  hill,  and  the  shadows  were 
getting  long.  I  looked  up  at  the  toll  cliff  above 
me,  and  shudderingly  wondered  why  1  had  not 
awoke  among  the  misty  ones  who  people  the  bilent 
Land. 

"Never  cry  '  Safe '  till  you  are  out  of  the  wood, "  ■ 
though.  The  misty  ones  might  be  unpleasantly 
close  to  me  yet ;  for,  on  trying  to  raise  myself  I 
found  that  my  right  leg  gave  me  such  a  frighlfol 
twinge  that  i  sank  back  with  a  groan  of  pain, 
oonciuus  that,  if  not  broken,  the  limb  was  at  all 


events  so  severely  sprained  as  to  be  utterly  useless. 
I  was  in  pain  all  over,  and  my  head  lay  in  a  small 
red  pool  that  came  from  a  nasty  cut  on  my  temple. 
I  was  still  a  good  way  up  the  hill,  but  far  out  of 
the  beaten  track,  and  the  tliouglit  flashed  through 
my  mind  that  I  might  lie  tliere  all  night  undis- 
covered and  unable  to  move.  All  night!  Nay, 
why  not  for  many  nights  and  days  too  ?  And  the 
misty  ones  drew  verynear  as  I  gradually  realized 
my  position. 

"  I  have  to  thank  Master  Charlie  for  this  agree- 
oble  situation,  "  I  thought  bitterly.  "  If  he  h;.d 
been  with  me,  I  should  not  have  been  in  danger, 
as  I  now  am,  of  dying  hire  like  a  sheep  on  this 
lonely  hill.  Ten  chances  to  one  against  any  one 
coming  to  this  deserted  chalk;pit  until  my  Dones 
ore  as  white  as  the  rest  of  the  place.  Heavens! 
how  my  log  is  hurting  me !  " 

My  fears  did  not  lessen  ns  the  hours  passed  on 
and  no  sound  of  human  beings  was  to  be  heard. 
At  times  I  shouted,  but  the  mucking  echoes  flung 
my  voice  back —  they  alone  reverlmrated  my  cry. 
My  liiubs  were  stiffening ;  my  head  oched  and 
whirtg^  till  I  began  to  wonder  wheather  1  should 
grow  delirious  ;  and  my  tongue,  lukrchrd  and  dry, 
scenu-d  loo  large  for  my  mouth.  1  had  tasted 
nothing  since  eight  o'clock  ;  and  though  there 
were  sandwiches  and  brandy  and  water  in  my 
knapsack,  experience  hod  taught  mc  that  if  I  at- 
tempted to  reach  them  the  agony  in  my  leg  would 
b«  more  than  1  could  bear. 

Thus  the  tortures  ol  I'antalus  were  added  to  my 
other  miserii-s.  And  as  the  hours  wore  on,  and 
the  air  grew  oliill  with  Approaching  night,  my 
senses  wand.^red  fix)m  pain  and  exhaustion,  and 
the  lumps  of  chalk  and  shrubs  around  roe  moved 
slowly  backwa.ds  and  forwords,  before  my  eyes, 
in  a  weird  dance,  whilst  on  old  thorn  tree  nodded 
its  head  in  time  to  Ih^ir  movements,  and  seemed 
to  sing  a  wild  monotonous  song  that  rang  with 
painful  distinctness  in  my  earo.  '1  he  white  cliff 
and  the  blue  sky  mingled  and  parted,  and  part- 
ed and  mingled.  'I  he  singing  of  the  old  thorn 
grew  louder  alid  louder  in  my  ears,  mingled  with 
the  dash  of  waves  on  a  shingly  shore  ;  something 
heavy  seemed  to  press  on  my  chest,  and  then 
came  darkness,  silence,  and  oblivion,  'I  he  misty 
ones  were  very  close,  but  I  knew  nothing  of  their 
presence.     Life  and  death  were  alike  to  me  now  ! 


It  was  not  the  face  of  a  shadow  from  the  Silent 
Land  iliot  met  my  eyes  when  1  once  more  ojwned 
them,  but  the  grave,  almost  stern  countenance  of 
a  man  of  fifty  or  thereabouts,  with  a  piercing  gaze 
that  seemed  to  go  right  through  me.  f  was 
conscious  of* being  in  great  pain  all  over,  and 
feeling  weak  and  giddy  ;  but  it  was  some  minutes 
before  I  could  collect  my  thoughts  sufficiently  to 
recoh'ct  what  had  hapftened.  Then  a  groan  broke 
from  me,  and  I  closed  my  eyes  again. 

"  Where  am  i  V  I  askeu,  as  h  felt  two  strong 
warm  fingers  prssing  my  pulse. 

"  In  my  house,  "  said  a  very  quiet  voice.  "  Vou 
are  a  lucky  man,  and  have  had  a  wonderful  escape. 
Drink  tlii.'i,  "  and  the  speaker  held  a  cup  to  my 
lips,  out  of  which  I  swallowed  a  few  mouthfuls  of 
nectar,  or  what  seemed  like  it ;  and  then  I  looked 
round  me. 

I  was  lying  in  a  large,  low-o«il«d  room  that 
evidently  formed  part  of  a  farmhouse,  clean  and 
neat,  but  very  unpretending,  with  its  white  dimity 
curtains  and  sofa,  its  little  bare  table,  on  which 
stood  a  vase  of  flowers  and  a  black  Bible,  and  a  few 
prints  in  wooden  frames  hanging  on  the  flowery- 
papered  walls. 

My  companion  remoined  silently  seated  by  my 
side  as  I  took  my  inventoij,  and  then,  as  my  eyes 
returned  to  his  face,  he  said — 

"  Now  go  to  sleep  if  you  can.  You  will  toon 
be  all  riglit  again.  " 

"How  many  bones  are  broken?"  I  asked,  be- 
coming aware  that  my  right  arm  was  strapped  to 
my  side. 

•'  Only  your  collar-bone,  and  I  have  set  that.  " 

"  Anu  my  right  leg?"  I  added,  remembering 
the  twinge  I  had  felt. 

"  No  ;  your  ancle  was  disloeated,  but  that  is  in 
now,  so  you  have  only  to  lie  still  and  get  well. 
You  must  not  talk  any  more  ;  "  and.  taking. up  a 
book,  he  leant  back  in  his  chair  and  began  to  nad. 
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whilst  I  in  a  few  minntet  had  taken  his  adriee  and 
dropped  into  a  sound  sleep. 

1  awoke,  feeling  stronger  and  better,  as  the  mor- 
ning sun  streamed  into  my  room.  My  grave 
friend  had  gone,  and  an  old  woman,  her  head 
tied  up  in  a  silk  pocket-handkerchief  and  ascarlet 
flaimel  dressing-gown  enveloping  her  tall,  attenu- 
ated figure,  was  dozing  in  the  great  arm-chair. 
She  awoke  as  I  turned  my  head  on  my  pillow,  and 
^.^my  thoughts  flew  instinctively  to  Meg  Merrilies, 
OS  her  keen  gray  eyes,  sunken  cheeks,  and  hooked 
nose  met  my  gaze.  She  was  a  woman  of  unusual 
size,  and  1  almost  started  as  a  voice  as  deep 
and  hoarse  as  a  mon'e  exclaimed — 

"  Eh,  but  ye've  had  a  fine  sleep.  "         ;      } 
"  Yes.  I  feel  much  better  for  it.     TeU  me  irtun 
I  am  ?     Was  that  a  doctor  I  saw  last  n\ht?  " 

"  Ay,  ny,  it  was  the  master.  Doctor  Mayo.  lie 
brought  ye  home  more  like  a  dead  body  than  a 
livin'  one,  and  he's  just  saved  yer  life,  young 
man ;  "  and  as  she  spoke,  she  forced  a  spoonful  of 
jelly  into  my  mouth  as  if  she  was  feeding  a  baby 
••  ISut  what  is  the  name  of  the  house,  and  wl 
Kves  here  ?  "   I  asked,  Itetween  the  mouthfuls. 

"And  what  do  names  matter,  seein'  yere  well 
care<l  for?  '  she  returned  grimly.  "  l?ut  men  are 
a'  alike.  1  hey  can't  be  content  to  lie  quiet  and 
betook  careo'.  'Ihey  must  know  all  al>out  it. 
It's  just  Deepdale  Farm,  and  Doctor  Mayo  and 
his  gude  lady  live  here  ;  and  ye  may  thank  yer 
stars  and  the  gude  (iod  above  that  Rover  found 
ye  ye«ter  ev,-fi  lyin'  in  the  chalk  pit.,  as  near  dead 
as  a  man  could  be,  and  barkeu  at  ye  dll  the 
master  c«me  and  brought  ye  here. '' 

"I'll  give  Hover  a  gold  collar  wl»en  I  get  well,  " 
I  answered,  rmi'ing  at  the  woman's  gruff  manner. 
"It'ssma'  thanks  he'd  gie  ye  for  that,"  she 
returned  grimly,  lifting  the  bedclothes  off  my  foo» 
and  beginning  to  bathe  it  with  vinegar  and  water. 
I  lay  still  till  the  stern  but  pleasant  countonuncc 
of  my  preserver  appeared  at  the  door  as  he  i>«uscd 
on  his  way  to  his  breakfast  to  ask  how  I  had  th  pt. 
Day  followed  day  in  wearisome  monotony  as  I 
progressed  towards  recovery,  and  thankful  mdce-d 
was  1  when  1  was  allowed  to  get  on  (he  great 
sofa  and  lie  by  the  window,  looking  out  into  the 
great  rambling  shady  garden  that  euironiided  the 
old  fanii-house. 

What  a  quiet  lonely  place  it  was,  standing 
completely  alone  in  that  deep  valley,  \\u:  st.ep 
hills  towering  alwve  it  on  every  side  like  frowning 
sentinels!  i  wondered  what  mad.;  this  mi.idle-ng.d 
couple  bury  themselves  in  su*^  a  secluded  spot, 
without  a  child  or  friend  to  cheer  their  lonely  hours. 
Doctor  Mayo  had  a  look  on  his  i.nle  thin  fnco 
that  spoke  of  some  greot  sorrow  having  passed 
over  him,  and  the  same  look  was  visible  in  the  sad 
blue  eyes  and  firmly  closed  mouth  of  his  wife,  bhe 
was  a  very  sweet  woman,  unusually  quiet  and 
silent,  never  speaking  unless  I  spoke  to  her,  and 
with  hair  of  snowy  white  that  must  have  been 
blanched  by  something  more  than  years  :  for,  she 
could  not,  at  the  most,  be  more  than  sixty. 

I  amused  myself  by  inventing  many  fuotoslical 
stories  about  them  as  1  lay  at  the  open  window 
that  still  August  afternoon:  for,  my  enforced  quiet 
and  seclusion  had  made  me  more  romantic  than 
was  at  all  usual  to  me,  and  I  was  not  allowed  to 
read  for  more  than  half  an  hour  at  a  time. 

I  had  watched  my  host  and  hostess  ^Irire  off 
in  their  low  pony-enrriage,  and  in  my  weariness 
envied  them  even  that  mild  enjoyment,  and  for 
the  hundredth  time  I  enveighed  against  my  own 
folly  in  not  looking  before  1  leapt.  Then,  as  the 
door  gently  opened,  I  turned  my  head,  glad  of 
even  the  grim  Alison  as  a  relief  f-om  my  own  dull 
thoughts.  A  small  oval  face  was  pearing  through 
the  opening  :  great  soft  dark  eyes,  more  like  a 
deer's  than  any  1  have  ever  seen,  were  fixed  upon 
me  in  silent  curiosity,  while  the  tiny  rosy  mouth 
wore  a  half  smile  of  delight. 

Afraid  of  dispelling  the  lovely  vision,  I  neither 
spoke  nor  moved  as  a  light  graceful  form  came 
slowly  forward,  and  one  of  the  loveliest  girls 
Nature  ever  made  stood  by  my  sofa,  gazing  silent- 
ly at  me. 

"  You  do  not  know  who  I  am,  "  she  said,  in  a 

.  low  sweet  voice,   seating  herself  on  a  stool  by  my 

side  :  "    but  I  know  you.     1  saw  y..u    the  night 

you  were  brought  home,  and  I  have  been  longing 

to  come  and  help  to  nurse  yoy,  but  pap>a  and  mam- 
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mn  D«Ter  would  let  me.  " 

"Are  jon  their  child,  Doctor  Maya's  child?" 
T  asked  in  astonishment.  "  I  thought  he  had  no 
children.  " 

Her  lovely  face  clouded,  and  her  dark  eyes  had 
a  dreamy  far-away  look  as  she  answered,  sadly — 

"  Not  really.  'I'hey  like  me  to  say  so,  but  my 
father  died  long,  long  ago,  before  I  can  remember. 
Only,  do  not  say  I  t61d  you,  or  they  would  never 
let  me  speak  to  you  again.  " 

"  'i'hon  you  may  be  quite  sure  I  will  not,  "  I 
answered,  feeling  utterly  glamoured  with  the  fasci- 
nation of  her  rare  beauty  and  her  sweet  nrtkss 
manner.  She  look»'d  about  two  or  three  and  twen- 
ty, but  she  spoke  more  like  a  child  than  a  woman  ; 
that  waa  explained  by  her  next  opeech. 

"  It  i«  BO  nice  to  see  somebody  new,  "  she  said, 
smiling  up  in  my  face.  "  It  is  so  very  dull  and 
lonely  here ;  I  linve  no  fiieuds,  not  one.  From 
year's  end  to  year's  end  I  never-  see  a  yonn<; 
person,  nor  any  stranger  except  the  poor  people 
who  come  to  papa  as  patients.  It  is  very  cruel  of 
them  to  keep  me  here  always.  Of  course  they 
do  not  care  for  society  at  IJjeir  age,  but  I  shouM 
like  to  kiHiw  some  j>eople.  " 

"  I  should  think  so, "  I  answered,  thinking  what 
a  sensation  she  would  make  even  in  London,  and 
how  much  the  worM  would  give  her  of  adini- 
rat'on  ijnd  liomage.     "  Are  you  the  only  child  ?  " 

"  They  have  no  children,  "  she  said,  hurriedly  ; 
"and  my  father  had  none  but  me.  Don't  get  wtll 
quick,  "  slie  continued,  pleadingly  ;  "  it  will  \>e 
worse  than  ever  when  you  go.  It  has  been  quite 
an  excitement  to  feel  you  were  in  tlie  house, 
though  I  have  never  been  able  to  speak  with  you 
before ;  but  papa  and  mamma  are  out  driving,  and 
Ali-'on  is  asleep.  b<hc  was  awake  ull  niglit  with 
toothache,  so  i>he  will  not  wake  for  a  long  time. 
They  would  be  very  angry  if  they  knew  I  was 
here.  " 

"  Why  ? "  I  asked,  longing  to  take  the  tiny 
hand  that  rested  on  my  sofa,  but  afraid  of  frigiite- 
ring  its  owiKT  invay.  "It  is  very  dull  for  me, 
lying  lierc  nlone,  but  I  sliall  not  mmd  how  long  1 
am  laid  up  if  you  will  come  and  sit  with  mc.  It 
is  very  kind  of  you.  " 

"  1  like  it, "  slic  answered,  smiling  brightly. 
"  May  1  do  something  for  you  ?  I  peeped  in  once 
and  saw  Alisoii  batliing  your  temples.  Shall  I 
batlie  them  now  ?  " 

"  Please  do,  "  I  said  eajjerly.  "  My  head  often 
aches  from  tlie  blow  it  had  when  I  fell.  Thefe  is 
the  b)ttle  of  cnu-de-Cologne  on  that  table.  Pour 
a  little  into  the  saucer  and  mix  a  little  water  with 
it.  •• 

She  obeyed  with  alacrity,  and  I  lay  with  closed 
eyes,  i>ertt'ctly  happy,  as  her  soft  little  hands 
stroked  back  the  hair  from  my  forehead  and  dab- 
bled my  temples. 

I  think  that  was  the  beginning  of  the  wild  pas- 
sionate love  that  grew  hourly  in  my  heart  for  that 
lovely  wild-flower.  I  hml  resisted  so  long,  only  to 
fall  more  hopelessly  when  my  time  came ;  and 
even  now  I  cannot  look  back  on  those  days  of  in- 
toxicating happiness  without  a  thrill  passing 
through  my  frame. 

Sheatarted  and  colored  crimson  as  Alison's  harsh 
voice  behind  exclaimed — 

"Miss  Isla — you  here!  Uhat  will  your  papa 
And  mamma  say  ?  " 

"  Oh,  Alison,  let  me  »tay,  "  ahe  said,  pleadingly, 
laying  down  the  wet  handkerchief  and  taking  the 
old  woman's  hand  in  hers.  "  It  is  so  nice,  and  my 
life  is  so  dull.  Come  and  sit  with  him  too,  and 
then  they  M'ill  not  mind.  " 

Bat  the  old  woman  was  firm. 

"  I  daren't,  miss, ''  she  said  grimly.  "  But  you 
run  away  now,  and  you  can  ask  them  when  they 
oome  home. " 

Jala  reluctantly  obeyed,   and  as  the  door  slowly 

closed  behind   her,  the  sun-shio«  seemed  to  have 

gone  out  of  my  ri>om.     My  lot  seemed  duller  and 

mors  wearisome  than  ever. 

••/^' ■■«-.' ^.•.'' 
CuArKB  II.     ■    "  -   •   ! 

T  lay  wondering  tor  some  moments,  when  I 
awoke  the  following  morning,  what  pleasant  thing 
had  happened,  or  was  going  to  happen,  till  the 
recollection  of  the  loVely  little  Isla  flashed  through 
my  mind.  hhonU  i  se«  ker  again?  If  not,  I 
would  beg  Doctor  Hajo   to  kt  me  try  to   limp 


downstairs,  declariiig  I  should  never  get  well  until 
I  got  out  of  that  weary  room. 

I  was  restless  and  tmpntient  luitil  Alison  came 
to  help  uic  to  gat  up,  no'l  then  I  lay  on  tlie  sofa, 
starting  and  turning  my  head  sharply  at  every 
step  in  the  passage. 

After  I  had  finisned  my  early  dinner  (for  the 
habits  of  Deepdalc  Kami  wcro  far  too  primitive  to 
allow  that  meal  to  be  eaten  latiT  than  half-past  one), 
Doctor  Mayo  entered  the  room,  and  drawing  tlie 
Arm-chair  close  to  my  side,  settled  Itiniself  in  it 
with  t!^e  air  of  a  man  who  intends  to  remain.  I 
am  afraid  1  was  ungniteful  enough  to  feel  far  from 
pleased  at  these  signs  ;  and  after  a  few  words  as 
to  my  progress,  I  asked  if  he  was  not  going  out 
that  afternoon. 

•  ■'  No,  I  think  not,  "  he  replied.  ''  1  he  sun  is 
too  hot  for  my  wife.  We  shall  wait  for  our  drive 
until  after  tea ;  so  I  may  ns  well  do  my  best  to 
relieve  the  weariness  of  your  present  life.  '* 

I  thanked  him  as  cordially  ns  1  could,  wishing 
Mrs.  Mayo  in  a  warmer  region  than  Deepdale, 
more  especially  as  the  good  man's  flesh  ])roved 
weaker  than  his  will,  for  lie  was  soon  comfortably 
dozing  over  his  book,  whilstj  laj'  fretting  and 
fuming  and  twisting  my  head  nearly  off  in  my 
efforts  to  catch  a  paseing  glimpse  of  Isla  in  the 
garden. 

Suddenly  I  heard  a  light  step  in  the  passage 
that  made  my  heart  beat  utore  quickly  ;  the  door 
gently  opened,  and  her  sweet  arcli  face  appeored 
once  more.  With  a  quick,  light  tread  she  stole 
across  the  room ;  and  before  Doctor  Mayo  had 
opened  his  eyes,  she  had  seated  herself  at  his  feet, 
and  taking  liii<  hand  l)etween  hers,  said  in  her  own 
sweet  i^leading  tones — 

"  Papa,  let  me  stay  here  with  you !  Mamm.i  has 
gone  to  sleep.  Alison  is  busy  witii  her  jam  ;  and 
it  is  80  dull  downstairs.  I  will  be  very  good,  and 
quite  quiet.     I  have  brought  my  knitting.  " 

Doctor  Mayo  looked  very  much  disturbed,  and 
a  faint  pink  tinged  his  pale  face  as  he  bent  over 
his  daughter. 

"  better  not,  my  darling,  "  he  said,  very  gently 
andfondly.  "  It  may  not  be  good  for  Mr.  Stan- 
hope to  have  visitors  yet.  Kuu  down  to  mamma 
and  wake  her  up.  " 

'"No,  no!"  said  Isla,  in  the  |>ettish  tone^^fa 
spoilt  child  ;  "  I  like  staying  here  best,  and  1  will 
stay.  I  came  in  here  yesterday  while  you  were 
out,  and  it  did  not  hurt  him  ;  so  why  should  it  to- 
day? " 

Doctor  Mayo  looked  up  with  almost  a  startled 
expression  on  his  face ;  and,  feeling  very  guilty,  I 
said  hurriedly — 

"  Miss  Mayo  came  in  for  a  few  minutes  yesterday,  ' 
and  I  think  it  did  me  good  to  see  a  fresh  fece.     I 
shall  be  very  glad  if  she  will  stay  now.     My  head 
does  not  ache  at  all  to-day.  " 

"  There,  papa.  Now  say  no  more,  "  exclaimed 
Isla  triumphantly  ;  "  for  he  says  I  may  stay,  and 
I  do  him  good.  Is  Stanhope  your  name  ? "  she 
asked,  turning  to  me, 

"  Ves,  Frere  Stanhope, "  I  replied,  smiling  at 
her  pretty,  bright  manner. 

Doctor  Mayo,  leaning  back  again  with  a  sigh, 
gave  in,  though  he  seemed  anxious  and  uneasy, 
and  kept  his  keen  eyes  fixed  on  his  daughter  as 
she  prattled  gayly  to  me  of  her  flowers,  her  books, 
and  her  canaries. 

How  the  hours  flew  by !  It  was  the  shortest 
afternoon  I  had  ever  known,  and  my  heart  bound- 
ed as  Isla  exclaimed  in  a  tone  of  regret — 

"  Oh  dear!  Is  it  tea-time  already  ?  We  seem  to 
have  only  just  done  dinner.  It  is  so  nice  having 
somebody  new  to  talk  with.  " 

But  that  was  the  first  of  many  happy  days  ;  for 
Isla  came  to  see  me  every  day  after  that  until  I 
was  well  enough  to  limp  downstairs  into  tlie  pretty 
drawing-room,  when  she  danced  with  delight,  and 
showed  me  her  canaries,  her  piano,  aad  her  books 
with  the  joyous  excitement  of  a  child.  Very 
childish  she  seemed  at  times,  tiiough  never  silly ; 
and,  oh!  how  inexpressibly  sweet  and  charming! 
Isla,  my  lovely  little  Isla! — my  first  love!  Never 
shall  1  see  your  equal. 

'1  he  old  couple  watched  their  darling  with  an 
eager  jealousy  that  I  resented,  for  it  prevented  me 
ev«r  getting  her  alone  for  five  miuutes ;  and  I 
imagined  it  was  becans«  they  had  Kad  ray  secret. 
1  did  not  take  much  pains  to  hide  it  indeed ;  tor  I 


saw  with  a'  Jover's  quickness  how  my  darling's 
soft  eyes  drH>|>ed  wlxt^  (hey  met  mine,  and  how 
the  colour  deiei)eued  in  her  cheek  when  she  av 
me  approachihg. 

1  hey  wer4  days  of  perfect  happiness,  thoa« 
August  days,  land  my  heart  sank  as  Ihey  fled  away, 
for  I  must  gp  back  to  work'by  the  thirty-first,  and 
I  dreaded  tli0  parting  more  than  w«ri«  can  say, 
though  I  had'made  up  my  mind  not  tu  go  with- 
out asking  iDoclor  Mayo  to  give  me  his  one  pet 
lamb.  I  felt  it  was  a  cruel  return  to  make  for  his 
having  saved  my  life  ;  but  that  life  was  valueless 
without  Isla,  fend  I  would  not  part  hiin  from  her. 
They  might  come  and  live  near  u«,  or  with  us,  if 
I  might  not  ;h|ive  her  without. 

Only  one  tnore  day  now,  and  I  was  determined 
to  get  a  moi^ent  alone  with  Isla,  to  hear  from  her 
own  lips  wh«t  her  eyes  had  already  told  me ;  and 
Fate  for  once  was  kind. 

We  were  isitting  on  the  lawn  under  a  spreading 
beech  tree,  llsla  arranging  some  flowers  m  a  vase 
on  the  littU  rustic  table  by  her  side,  and  Mrs. 
Mayo  knittiti^  diligently  on  my  left,  when  Alison 
approached  *r>th  rapid  steps,  exclaiming — 

"  W  ill  yoip  come  in  for  a  minute,  ma'am  ?  Jane 
have  cut  hef  finger  badly,  and  the  master  is  oot.  " 

Mrs.  Maj'o  gave  one  quick  glance  at  her 
daughter,  and  then  followed  her  old  servaat  in- 
to the  house.  The  moment  was  too  piveious  to 
be  lost,  an4,  laying  my  hand  on  lela's;  lex- 
claimed — 

''  Isla,  my  darling,  listen  to  me  ;  we  shall  not 
have  such  a> chance  again.  I  want  to  tell  you  I 
must  go  on  Saturday  away  from  here,  back  to  my 
work.  Only  tell  me  you  love  me,  and  that  I  may 
come  back  sbtie  day  and  carry  you  away  with  me. 
Isla,  you  do  Hove  me?" 

Ikr  great,'  eyes  were  fixed  on  my  fece  in  grief 
and  terror,  o^  ishe  answered,  sadly — 

"  I  do —  I  know  I  do  ;  but  don't  go  ;  or,  you 
must  go,  take  me  with  you.  Ihey  will  never  let 
me  go  if  they  once  know  of  it,  and  I  shall  die  if 
you  leave  m4.*" 

I  pressed  her  slight  form  tightly  to  me  as  I 
heard  her  alvfleet  words,  and  kissed  the  tears  from 
her  upturned  face. 

"My  darling,  you  know  how  gladly  I  would 
carry  you  »way  at  this  moment,  "  I  answerer! ; 
"  but  what  *  return  that  would  be  to  your  father 
for  all  he  has  done  for  me !  He  will  consent.  I 
will  not  tak«  '  No '  for  an  answer.  " 

"  He  cannot,  he  cannot,  "  she  cried,  wringing 
her  hands,  "  becaq^se  of  tliat  terrible  vow!  Oh  ! 
you  must  noi  aek  him,  or  he  will  uke  me  right 
away  and  hide  me.  Hush  !  here  comes  mamma.  " 
Springing  to  lier  feet,  she  hurried  away  to  a  distant 
flower-bed  to  hide  her  tearful,  burning  face,  leaving 
me  with  a  stt-ange  foreboding  of  coming  evil  op- 
pressing my  llieart. 

All  that  evening  she  seemed  to  avoide  iii«,  and 
yet  I  caught  lier  eyes  many  times  fixed  on  me 
with  a  yearning  misery  that  went  through  me  lik-f 
a  knife.  She  jc|ist  Ipoks  oC.anxiety  and  fear  at  both 
Doctor  and  Mrs.  Mayo,  more  especially  the  former, 
and  went  ear)j^  to  bed,  Mying  she  was  tired. 

I  thought;  it  cruel  of  her  to  shorten  the  few 
hours  that  wm  1^  us,  but  the  [><>or  child  was  so 
evidently  upSeft,  that  I  blamed  myself  at  limes  f^'r 
having  spoken  to  her  without  her  father's  consent. 
I  longed  and  yet  dreaded  to  ask  what  she  meant 
by  the  "terrible  vow,  "  and  lay  tossing  8lee|>leskly 
OB  my  bed  hulf  through  the  nighl,  dropping  into 
a  feverish  sletp  towards  mornng,  bo  full  of  troubled 
dreams  that  I  awoke  less  refreshed  Umi  if  I 
had  not  eloaed  my  eyes  at  all. 

Chaptkk   III. 

Doctor  Mayo  was  out  all  that  morning,  attending 
a  man  who  had  broken  his  leg.  and  I  wanderaa 
restlessly  aboat  the  house  aad  garden  In  all  the 
misery  of  suipease.  Isla  aeemed  to  avoid  me,  or, 
more  properly  speaking,  to  avoid  being  alvne 
with  me,  foC  ahe  kept  close  to  her  mother's  side ; 
and  there  was  the  same  wikl  look  of  anxiety  aad 
grief  in  her  (reat  dark  eyes  as  they  restad  on  me 
from  time  to  time.  Onoe  she  passed  ckwe  to  na, 
murmuring  eagerly — 

"Do  not  speak  to  him ;  pray,  pray  do  not!" 
and  as  I  answered  sadly,  "  I  must,  dariiq^  "  aha 
wrung  her  hAdds  and  stmUy  left  the  roan. 

:   (Tobegontimed.) 
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Tv        Sqaint  Eyed  Molly  Gee.      .*-.    ^-  r 

WrttUn  by  Joaeph  Wtlker— Air  :  Bright  Kj»A  Jeanr  Lm. 


r^B«». 


In  my  younc  dayn,  when  all  was  sqaara, 

1  always  felt  e<>  bright  and  gay  : 
To  theatres  and  concsrt-halls 

I  ev'ry  night  did  take  my  way.  >  ■ 

The  sweetest  music  filled  the  air,  .'■•  ;^ 

The  stage  seemed  t'aradiso  to  m«  ; 
The  brightest  actress  on  the  atasa  ^.X  i- 

Waa  cruel  squint  eyed  Molly  Gear   .      ^^-  •: 
Molly  Gee,  oh  !  Molly  (Jee  !  "      \ 

1  cannot  help  but  think  of  thee — 
I  fancie<l  that  thnn  did'st  love  me, 
Thon  cruel  squint  eyed  Molly  Oe«  I 

The  stage  has  from  me  faded  now. 

And  ten  unhappy  years  have  fl^^wn. 
Since  Molly  (Jee  aid  from  me  go 

With  some  chap  who's  to  me  unknown. 
I  don't  waat  her  to  see  again, 

I  know  she  don't  want  me  to  see, 
Myprayers  shall  not  for  her  arise, 

That  cruel  squint  eyed  Molly  Gee  ! 

4  r  Molly  Gee,  Ae. 


Miss  Hiflon. 

I4.  U,  Thornton. 


Hear  my  dilty, 
1  ben  me  pity  : 
Onoe  a  cnnrtliiK  I  d]d  go. 

To  UiM   BlftOQ 

Up  >t  ciirtou  . 
How  she  served  ma  >on  shall  kaoWL 

Jnst  t  year  I 

Loved  her  dearly. 
And  Intended  her  to  wed. 

Took  two  rooms  grand. 

Out  at  Bed  land  : 
Oh  !  the  thoaght  nlgb  turns  my  head-* 

Twaa  on  1  Bnnday— 
No — oq  ftlonday. 
Jane  the  tenth   the  weather  calm. 

latOlifion 
Saw  Mini)  Hifton 

Iisaaing  on  a  Bobby's  arm. 

He  a  beanty, 

Jast  <  IT  dnty. 
Seemed  as  blithe  as  blithe  eoold  ba  1 

"  Hoavena  '.  "  I  ottered. 

•■  Fool  '  "  he  mattered. 
While  Miss  H.  langhed  heartily. 

•   Oh  '  MIsa  Hifton. 

Why  at  Clifton 
Sid  I  yoor  sweet  festnres  see  T  " 

"  Leave  mo  now,  sir. 

Or  I  vow,  air. 
That  well  polled  your  nose  shall  baa  " 

Home  I  speed  then. 

Nearly  dead  then. 
And  next  day  gave  np   alas  * 

Those  two  rooms  grand, 

Ont  at  Badland. 
Taken  for  a  faithless  lass. 

None   believe  roe. 

Shall  (lecelTe  me 
For  the  fotnre  oh  '  dear,  no  ! 

ineeyti  Dingle 

Will  live  single 
And  a-eoartlog  never  go. 


I  wish  I  was  Tonng 
For  the  Sake  of  the  Ladies. 

L.  M.  Thornton. 


Wljen  I  was  a  young  man  about  one  and  twenty. 

Of  followers  1  can  assure  you  I'd  plenty  ; 

Ihe  ease  now  is  altered,  the  truth  iiiubt  be  told,  sir  : 

It  is  becaustf  '.  as  you  see.  am  <jrown  old.  ^ir. 

How  oft  my  mouth  waters,  when  near  me  a  maid  is — 

I  wish  I -was  young  for  the  sake  of  the  ladies  ! 

I'm  Uke  a  clook  now  with  the  works  all  affeeted  : 
I  calSiiot  keep  time,  so  I'm  not  much  respected. 
But  when  seen  by  some  that 

my  worth  used  to  know,  sir, 
I  hear  thenn  say  :  "  He  was  a  good  'un  to  go,  "  sir. 
How  oft  my  mouth  waters,  when  near  nie  a  maid  is — 
I  wiah  1  was  young  for  the  sake  of  the  ladies  ! 

"  [  wonder  what  causes  my  eyes  to  be  so  weak  ?  " 
■aid  a  fop  to  a  lady.  "  They  are  in  a  weak  place,  " 
replied  the  latter. 


rMy  Leetle  Banoh  of  Carrota. 

Written  and  Song  by  Ons  WilllamSb 
the  American  Star  Oomlqae. 


r 


Oh  '  daO  me,  have  yon  teen  my  Katbarlna  ?<— 

Dat  darling  leetle  gal  I  love  so  vetl^ 
▼bo  told  me  dat  she'd  love  ma  to  sattatractioa— 

Uy  darling  leetle  bonkey  deltcher  belle  T 
▼an  aTay  from  her,  I'm  like  a  luackerel 

Dat's  ond  ''e  vatar  vonca  : 
My  heart  la  heavy.  Ilka  a  great  pig  doogh-nat, 

Dnd  I  feel  Ilka  a  dance. 
She  baa  a  Aaee  d«t*a  all  fall  of  freekUa, 

Her  hair  la  re<V  Shoat  like  a  carrot  loa 
Pot  abtlll  I  love  dls  darling  leetle  deiteber : 
If  I  don't.  I  hope  to  pe  cat  right  In  two. 
Her  hair  la  red.  put  (iat'a  not  all. 
Bhust  like  some  vater  It  does  fall  : 
:..    ^   In  bar  hair  ahe  Tear*  a  Rnsala  tnrnip, 
^   :    Dnd  a  swoet  potatoe  In  bar  Tatei>(kli, 

Und  I  love  me  dia  darling  punch  of  carrots, 
Dla  darling  Uetle  deltcher  gal  uf  slL 

De  Arat  dime  I  met  die  leetle  darling, 

'Owaa  at  a  plc-nic  ond  at  Kalner'a  park. 
Und  I  danced  mit  my  darling  Katharlua, 

X7nd  pooty  soon  I  gwick  cumnienca<'  to  spark. 
I  dold  her  dat  I  IriTsd  ber  oh  '  so  mnchly  ! 

I  couldn't  (sy  moe  dan  dat  : 
Und  If  she  vould  love  lue  shoat  a  leetle, 

I'd  pay  h«r  a  new  hat. 
She  said  dat  abe  loved  ma  Tery  truly. 

Und  If  I  wanted  for  to  klas  har,  too.  1.  mights 
I  folt  aa  habby  aa  a  psntam  roosder. 

Z3at  Taa  orowlng  after  he  has  von  a  fight 

Har  hair  is  red,  ta. 

▼e'll  get  spliced  ven  pnttor  It  gets  obeaper. 

Una  Tell  give  a  great  pig  barty  at  oar  hoQse  : 
Und  if  you'll  only  come  ond  aee  me. 

I'll  iotrodnca  you  to  my  darling  spouse  : 
Und  Ten  yoa  see  dis  leetle  peauty, 

You'll  aay  dat  ahe'a  a  queen. 
Und  ahn'i  ahost  aa  po<<ty  aa  a  pea-nnt, 

Pat  yoa  know  vat  I  mean — 
I  must  leavn  yon  now  and  go  to  see  ber  : 

For.  I  promised  for  to  call  on  her  to-nlgbt, 
Und  I  aeTar  praak  my  Tord  mit  Katharloa, 

Peoaosa  dat  Toaldn^  pe  exactly  right 

Her  bair  is  lad,  ta. 
^  <•'  * 

Let  He  Pray  Before  I  Diak  ■ 

Snog  by  Fred  Williams.  '' 

A  poor  motherless  boy  was  fonud  stovvad  awsT  on  board 
of  an  Kngllah  aleamor.  Be  told  the  mate  whose  dnty  II 
was  to  look  after  ancb  casea  that  "  be  had  been  put  a* 
board  by  a  ralatlTe.  "  The  mate  nut  bellaTlng  the  story, 
and  suspecting  aooie  of  the  crew  In  the  matter  told  the 
boy  that  he  had  two  mlautas  to  live,  and  advtse<l  him  to 
speak  the  truth  and  save  his  Ufa.  Oh  !  said  the  Utile 
l>oy,  Tts  told  all  the  truth,  bat  let  me  pray  before  I  dla." 


1 1  oniqe  tp  i' 
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Sad  and  weary,  far  from  home,     ■     : »'  ■".'•,. 

None  to  help  or  save  him  thai*  : 
Pale  as  angry  ocean's  foam,  --^  . 

Knelt  the  rwKed  boy  in  prayer. 
Gently  boN.ed  lis  noble  head  :  • 

Mother  v.atcbed  him  from  the  s^  (  , 
These  the  only  words  he  said  : 

"  Let  lue  pray  before  I  die.  " 

Pale  atiJ  tearful  all  around. 

Hushed  the  noise  of  breeze  and  ware  : 
Cords  are  btutight,  his  hands  are  boand. 

All  are  silent  as  the  grave. 
Mild  blue  eyes  are  raised  in  prayer, 

l>eaih  and  parting  bring  no  sigh  : 
Please  one  luusnent  du  but-apara  : 

"  Let  me  pray  Wfore  I  die.  " 

Softened  thus  the  sailor  stood  : 

Lo  !  he  heeds  that  pleiiding  form  : 
Brave  his  heart,  so  kind  and  good. 

Brightly  fell  the  tear-drops  warm* 
Swiftly  lie  tlew   as  ocean  birds, 

1  htre  a^>und  the  joyful  cry, 
Kissed  the  lips  that  breathed  the  words  : 

"  Let  me  pray  before  I  die.  " 

^m^t^-^m. _ 

Nothing  at  alL 

As  Sang  by  Frank  Lom.  the  Great  Sensational 
Comic  Singer,  with  tremendous  applause. 


In  Derry.dowa.dala,  when  J  w«ated  a  male, 
I  went  with  my  feyther  a-coartiu' to  Kate  : 
With  a  nosegay  so  (Ine^n  my  holiday  clothes. 
And  my  bauds  lo'my  pockaeta  »-coai^in'  t  goes. 
Now.  the  weather  was  cool,  but  my  boaom  was  hot. 
My  heart  In  a  gallop   uiy  old  mare  lo  a  trot. 
And  I  waa  «o  bashful,  so  loving  withal 
My  tongue  atuck  to  my  mouth  and  I  aald— nothing  at  alt 
But  I  would  If  I  coaid  if  I  conlda't  bow  oonld  I  T 
I  couldn't  witboat  It.  now  eoold  I— oould  yoa  t 
Fol  the  rol  de  rol   lol  de  rol    lol  da  rol  lay. 
Fol  the  rol  de  rol,  lol  de  rol.  lol  de  rol  lay. 


'^. 


SSV^'fflliF^"*'  "^  ""* 


When 

Tflb^pper  n»fl.t  "tf  i|t%>|ilHl!Ml  thumb- 

Ba^.  tap  '  wanl  tha^^plirritlBinfl  shewed  ber  cbla  1 

Sba  chnckled  and  bocklrd.  I  bowed  and  went  li 

Now  I  was  aa  baabfol  aa  baahfal  eoold  be. 


Bed  serafehed  : 


Now 
She 


^atTw6uld  {frSiald.  k*. 

r  ff  bashfai  was  I.  ikatjiafe  basbfM  the  ftaid 
Btmperwl  sM  wblMiM.        ,  ^^ 


Till  <he  old  Mks.  im 
Ami«4,i<tt]eCmy  an^Xfl^Wtd 


proiMt^bgs  playeA. 
e  thlhc  foae. 


ritb  b 

■nee  we  yonng  oiw  90m  Bo<il|&,con|tkVt 
Head  Ui  band  t*  the  ehoacb.  to  geUlvrie(W^«iWSBt. 
Where  we  answarad  the  Psrson.  In  voices  qolta  amalL 
LoTa.  honor,  obe/,  and— nothing  at  all. 

But  ws  would  If  we  oonM,  ao. 

Mlas  Xats  left  off  b)S£u«.  iiJE&^iSiliiA/\ 
I  could  play  with  uy  dearie,  laogh  load  at  a  Jeat  1 
Sba  eoold  coax,  too  and  fondle,  aa  well  aa  the  beat. 
Askamed  of  poet  iWHaai  we  iKm  Awaiw*    vtww.' 
We'll  encourage  young  fo  ks  to  havs  In  wedlock  a  sbar* 
And  If  to  their  aid  aoma  aaanraofe  thay  call. 
They  may  kiss,  and  get  married,  and  do— nothing  al  alL 
Bat  they  would  if  they  eonld.  a* 

■s  lai  ^ 


Twu  in  a  ViUage  Vear  CtttltbUry. 

DtSBaa. 

Twas  in  a  village  near  CastteraiT 

A  cobbler  apd  his  wife  did  dweU  :      ' 
And  for  a  time  not  too  so  mieny 

Their  happiness  no  tongue  can  telL  '> 

But  to  this  couple,  the  neiehbprf  tell  na. 

Something  did  happen  tpaC  caused  mnoh  Mtt: 
For  going  to  a  neighlnritu^-aliB-^ouaa, 

The  man  got  drunk  ana  "brat  his  wWa. 

But  though  ha  treated  her  so  vilely. 

What  (fid  his  wife,  good  creature,  do  ? 
Kept  snug,  and  found  a  method  slily 

To  wring  his  heart  quite  through  and  tbroagk  ; 
For,  Dick  the  tapster  and  his  master. 

By  the  report  that  then  was  rife. 
Were  both  in  hopes,  by  tUa-diaaater, 

To  gain  the  ooDbler's  pretty  wife.    , 

While  things  went  on  to  rack  aoa  rxdn. 

And  all  Uieir  furniture  was  aold,. 
She  seemed  t'approve  what  etLold  was  do&g^ 

And  got  from  each  a  purse  of  gold. 
So  when  the  cobbler's  cares  were  OTar* 

Ha  swore  to  lead  an  altered  life. 
To  mind  his  work,  ne'er  be  a  rarer,  | 

And  love  no  other  than  bis  wife.  !  ' 


^  ■•■  mr 


An  Ezeiue  for  a  Song. 

Air :  Haate  to  the  Wedding. 


Ton  ask  for  a  song,  and  indeed  I'm  qaita  socTj 

I  cannot  oblige  the  good  compaay  naie  : 
Were  I  to  begin,  you  would  find  in  a  hurry.  '■  u- '  ,-; 

The  gpiests  would  depart  and 

tliecoasf  would  Ss  blear 
They  could  not  sit  still  to  have  their  ears  pestered 

by  such  horrid  notes,  but  away  they  would  run 
To  some  lone  desert  or  valley  sequestered. 

And  give  that  the  preference  fifty  to  oae.  r. :     ',  > 

But  since  that  yon  seem  so  desirous  to  heiar  ma, 

I  now  will  endeavor — rthis  trial's  my  bast  : 
I  sure  shall  be  laughed  at  by  those  v^ho  sit  near  me. 

And  those  afar  off  will  make  me  their  jeat,      .... 
"  A  shepherd  ohce  tended  his  '   '.    ■ 

flock  on  a  moabtain  " — 

Oh  !  that  is  too  high  for  my  voice  by  a  tone  : 
"  A  maiden  once  sat  by  the  side  of  a  fox^qtaia — " 

Oh  !  that  is  so  low  1  shall  never  get  dope  : 
But  by  your  permission  I'll  try  at  another—. 

"  W  hen  echo's  shrill  voice  ** 

through  the  wood-lands  dbkh  ling — '* 
Qh  !  that  is,  if  possible,  worse  tlM4n  the  other  : 

1  beg  you'll  excuse  me,  '  really  can't  sing. 

Why  should  machinists  be  allowad  to  ope  M>**- 
00  f  because  it's  a  small  vice.  -  1  1  <^^ 


"  Are  cats  good  to  eat,  mother  ?  "   • 
tkey  are,  my  aon— good  to  eat  miaa.  " 

How  to  get  a-Jong  walL 


Of 


TH^     84|%OKR'S    JOURMAlw 


Kitu  Jrftdy  aod  Deaaii  O'CpoQOr. 

lafralaqd.  tbat  prelty  place,  -^  ■ ., 

I  h«Te  lived  a  charming  ladytv  '   ? 

She  wii  thfe  Ulk  of  all  her  rac^  ;       ' ,, ' 

Her  name  waa  KiUy  brady  :  •     -:     , 

Out,  on«  Amj,  deep  in  love  the  fell,     ^  :  ': 

Ti*  tfue,'  Apon  my  honor  ! 
And  swore  ahe  (eli  love's  fatal  spell    '. 
For' young  Dennis  O'Connor. 

Whack  fal  de  ral,  A«. 

Now  penqis  waaas  nate  a  la4      :  ,    ^V'"     '    .. 

As  any  you  could  find,  sir  : 
With  gnef  htt  heart  was  never  aad,    .■ 

hut  alwfcys  true  and  kind,  sir. 
As  Kit  and  him  would  snugly  sit, 

And  talk  of  thin^gs  so  frisky, 
Young  IWnnis  never  did  forget  •  ■"  * 

/iocloa«  Lis  eyes  with  whisky. 

W  hack  fal  de  ral,  Ae. 

Now  hot  with  love  and  whisky,  too, 

Without  any  iuore  dvl^y,  sir. 
To  Father  Swipes  young  Dennis  flew 

Td^faMbetlie  wedding-day,  »ir.       T       . 
Then  roon  this  couple  they  were  wed'. 

Without  botlier  or  care,  sir. 
And  then,  at  nig;!|it,  tliev  went  to  bed, 

And  did -what  they  pleased  there,  sir. 

Whack  fal  de  ral,  Ac. 


mm  ■■■  ^ 


Gramacbrcie  and  Faddj  Whack. 


There  wts  »n  Trish  Ud 

Wl^  loved  a  cloistered  nnn  \^  ,'.>:.  ; 
And  11  uikde  bim  ver^  jad  :        *  i 

For.  «  bat  was  t6  be  done  T 
Be  tboBgJit  It  «M  a  big  shsnta* 

A  most  conf  >DQded  f  in. 
That  ab*  too  Id  not  get  DBt  at  all. 
And  bH  cuuld  not  get  In. 
T«t  he  went  every  da^  —he  coaid  do  nothins  nor*— 
Tet  be  »eut  everj  daj  to  the  convent  door, 
Aod  h«  inng  sweetiT  :  Smaliloa  auiallloa,  amaliloo, 
AbJ  be  sang  sweetly  :  Smaliloa,  graimacbree. 

and  Paddy  whack. 


The  Worse  for  Being  a  Bettor. 

Written  b^  Bsmaey— Snag  by  William  Randall. 
■    ;v;->/;T..^  Air:  Poor  Mary  Ann."*-'  •.:.:.''?■■ 


Only  see  the  nps  and  downs 

Of  a  flasli  betting  swell  : 

Fortune's  smiles  have  turned  to  frowns  ..y 

Of  a  pi>or  betting  s«ell. 

Once  high  in  the  stlrrnps  I  did  ilMh  U,  -    :' .' 

In  fashion  s  tofja  did  gaily  dash  it,  . .'  :i: 

Till  bad  lock  came  and  that 

Puor  betting  swell.  ^'.'  /     ^'\  :'  Iv     ■■- 

First  I  seemed  to  make  good  sach  KtakCthMl, 

Oaj  b«ttlng  swell  : 
I  thought  I  was  qaite  wide  awake  then, 

Oay  betting  swell  : 
But  OD  the  croaa  I  got  well  shaken  '    .^'    ' 

Went  the  whole  bog  aud  was  mistake^  ..-^ 
And  foand  I  conldn't  save  my  bacon, 

Ito&e  betting  sweU  ! 

Kow,  yoang  fellows,  m  trk  what  passes 

From  a  broken  down  swell  i       .; .  ■  i 
If  yon  bet  on  horses,  don't  act  like  asses,       ',  ':  w 

Like  a  broken  down  swell.         '\'' 
Boron  who  now  the  race  list  getting,    '    v 
I/'>ok  at  mi  and  shun  great  betting  : 
For,  yon  are  certain  to  be  let  in  ".-    ./      C 

Like  this  bettlug  swell.  ;  ^  \„  '  \ 
Spoieh  :  Here  I  stand  a  melancholy  example  of  liorae- 
racing  :  the  co\b  wUat  run  tlie  race  and  wasn't  a  winner. 
(  TcBRS  oiTT  XHPTz  pocKXTB.  )  Ab  !  there  is  no  Chsnge 
aijout  noe  Init  yet  there  ia  great  alterations  My  bad  ha- 
bits stick  to  me  :  I  have  been  abettor.  Now  they  say 
there  la  alwaya  a  change  for  the  better— Well,  I  can't 
well  cbanxe  for  the  worae.  If  I  had  never  been  a  bettor, 
it  wonld  have  been  better  for  me :  for,  now  bad  is  the 
beat. 


SolitndOi; 


f- 


To  catch  a  glimpse  of  her. 

He  played  a  tuousand  tricks  : 
The  Iroa  Itvit*  he  tried  to  stir. 

And  be  gav*.  the  wall  some  kicks  : 
Be  stamped,  he  raved,  he  sighed,  he  prayed. 

And  maov  lime*  he  swore  : 
■■  Ocb  '.  tba  iWvll  Uke  the  Iron  bolts— 
Xha  iftvll  take  the  door  !  " 
Tet  he  went  ev'ry  day— be  made  it  a  mle— 
Yet  he  went  ev'ry  day  and  he  looked  like  a  fbol. 

Though  Ire  tuitg  sweetly  ;  gmaltlfm,  kc. 

Ons  mom  she  left  hM  bed. 

Becanse  ^he  could  sot  sleep,  , 

And  to  the  window  sped 

To  take  a  little  peep. 
An4  what  did  she  do  then  T 

I'm  snre  you'll  think  It  right — 
She  bade  Ih*  b'ohevt  Ikd  6ood-Dat1    -' 
She  bfAe  thf  nnns  a  >OD-i(iaHT  ! 
Tenderly  shellnetiedio  all  he  had  to  sa^ 
Then  Ji«i4>s^  Into  his  arips  aod  so  tbey  ran  awav, 

Aiid  they  sung  sweetly  :  SmallioB,  Jke. 


■v.. 
■.■^.■); 


Brian  the  Brave. 


beajjL  jjn  {^.bat^e;  is  »et- 
enoi^D  of  its  glojry  remains  on  each  sword 


Remember  the  glonaa  yf  Brian  the  brare^  '    >. 

1  hotigh  the  davs  of  the  hero  are  0>r, 
Though  lost  to  Mononia.  'ajid  cold  in  the  grave, 

He  returns  to  Kinkorah  no  more  ! 
That  star  of  the  field  which  so  o4ten  has  potired 

IUbe||  -^--    --  ■  ■ 

But  enotl_  _ 

To  ligh^  us  to  T>ot«ry  yet. 

Mononia  !  whe«  nature  embelliebad  the  tint 

Of  thy  fields  and  th^  tnountairis  so  fair, 
Did  she  ever  i&l^pd  fh^  a  tyrant  shotaid  print 

The  footstep  of  slavery  Ihere  i 
No  !  Freedom,  wlioi)^  smfles  we  shall  never  reeigB, 

Go  tell  our  invaders,  the  J>ai^«|i, 
That  'tis  sweeter  to  U«Bd  foe  »n  age  at  thy  abriDe 

Than  to  sleep  bar  a  mdmeiit  i&  chain. 

Forget  not  our  woun^^d  Qompanioha  who  stood 

iD'ttte  nys  of  dietre<s  by  our  side  : 
While  the  moss  of  the  vallfly grewred  with  Uieir  blood, 

They  stirred  not.  but  coatjuered  and  died— 
The  sun,  that  novrx>Iesa«s  our  arms  With  his  light. 

Saw  them  fall  upon  Oseory's  plain  ! 
Oh  I  let  him  not  blush,  when  he  leaves  us  to-night, 

To  ^^that  they  Jm  tbfit  ia  vain- 


It  is  not  that  my  lot  is  low. 
That  bids  this  early  tear  to  flow  : 
It  is  not  grief  thai  makes  me  moan, 
It  is  that  1  am  all  alone. 

, ■'-;■  ■-   :'. ■-«• 

In  woods  and  elens  T  love  to  roun. 
When  the  tired  hedger  hies  him  home  : 
Or  by  the  woodland  pool  to  rest. 
When  pale  the  star  looks  on  its  breast. 

Yet  when  the  silent  evening  aighs    ■ 
With  hallowed  airs  and  symphonie^    ■>. 
My  spirit  takes  another  tone,  '■'''. 

And  sighs  that  it  is  all  alone. 

The  autumn  leaf  is  aear  and  dead,    \ 
It  floats  upon  the  water's  bed  : 
I  would  not  be  a  leaf  to  die, 
W  itbout  recording  sorrow's  sigh. 

The  woods  and  winds  with  sullen  wail 
Tell  all  the  same  unvaried  tale  : 
I've  none  to  smile  #hen  1  am  free. 
And  when  i  weep,  to  weep  with  me.;    .  v 

Yet  in  my  dreams  a  form  I  view, 
That  looks  on  me,  and  loves  me,  too ; 
I  start,  and  when  the  vision's  flown, 
I  weep  that  I  am  all  alone. 

^  ■«■  ^ 

The  Bonnie  Hills  of  Scotland. 

Words  and  Musio  by  O.  Ltnlay.  . 


O'er  the  bonnie  hills  of  Scotland.  .-. 

Where  sports  the  snmmer  bee    ~ 
How  oft  in  youth's  bright  time  I  revet". 

With  heart  ao  gay  and  free  ! 

The  blooming  heath  and  pale  bine  bell "  - 
In  my  bonnet  then  I  wore  :  ''' 

Oh  '  mem'ry  holds  no  fonder  theme 
Than  those  happy  days  of  yore. 

Scotia  !.  land  of  chiefs  and  sens. 
Oh  '  what  charms  to  thee  belong ! 
Oft  I  sigh  bat  sigh  in  vain. 
To  greet  thy  purple  bills  agatn'— 

The  bonnie  hills  of  Scotland, 

I  never  more  may  eee  : 
Oh  !  no  sp.jt  eo  dear  in  the  world's  wide 

As  those  boosie  hilla  to  BM  I  '    "<< 

Oh  !  the  bonnie  hills  otSeetlaad, 

Oft  doth  teoby'a  Arena  reetore, 
Wita  tbs  baaito  I  prlaed.  tb«  taitMBl  trltmU. 

Kow  llsked  t*me  no  more. 


Some  cbMge.  perhaps  o'er  all  has  co— , ' 

Cjold  1  love  a  circle  view  : 
And  my  anxious  eye  might  l«ok  la  vala 
^  For  some  loved  foim  it  knew. 

Scotland  '.  childhood's  happy  heme, 
The  warrior's  bed.  the  martyr's  tomb  t 
Oft  I  sigh,  bat  sigh  in  vain 
To  roam  thy  bonnie  hills  asalB  — 


I 


The  Smuggler's  Bride  :  or 
the  Death  of  Sncaa. 

(  A  Sequel  te  ^he  celebrated  Song  of  '■  WUl  Watak  < 
by  Upton.  1 


"Twas  the  girl  Utat  Will  Watch  the  bold  amnnlet. 

lovSd  dearly. 

Heaved  a  sigh  and  turned  pale, 

when  she  heard  of  his  death  : 
For.  ne'er  was  al^'e(lon  returned  more  sincerely 

Than  that  by  bis  Susan  while  •aaaa  kad  toiesth. 
Brave  Will  pnrrd  ber  iwerlt*  ^ar  voce  than  bar  beavty, 

ThouKb  Suaau  waa  lovely  aa  lovely  conld  be  ! 
But  merit  with  Will  waa  a  Jowel  and  duty. 

To  love  and  to  fight  tor  at  home  or  at  aea. 

"Twas  her  hand  tied  his  handkerchief^ 

when  they  last  parted  .- 

'Twaa  her  bosom  pressed  his  as  tbey  stood  on  the  beach : 
Twas  hto  Upa  that  kieaed  oM  the  fond  < 

tear-drop  that  started. 

And  did  tor  bis  Snsin  each  blessing  beseech  ! 
Will  swore  uotitht  iu  life  their  attachmeiit  coald  aever. 

His  heart  was  bis  Bnasm's  by  laiid«r  by  eaa  : 
"  Tet.  should  It  so  happen  we  now  part  for  ever. 

Then  wed  leuie  good  fsllow,  aad  lova  him  for  me  t  " 

He  spoke— fled,  and  fonght  aye.  and  died  like  a  man.  lao  : 

For.  Will  waa  eoou  cut  oB  at  Destiny's  call  : 
Tet  the  boast  of  bis  crew  is.  (  aud  troly  they  eaii  lee,  ) 

How  dearly  Will  Watch  waa  beloved  by  them  all  I 
The  newi  of  hi*  fate  »itb  relaotaooe  and  aorrow, 

Tbe  very  next  day  to  bia  fiaaan  tbey  bore  : 
She  beard  It  and  frenzy  her  wits  seemed  to  borrow — 

She  smiled,  looked  arouud  her— but  sever  apoto  t 


In  the  grave,  wUh  tbe  lad  that  abe  both  lived  and  died  tor, 

Were  laid  the  remains  of  the  girl  he  loved  dear  : 
And  wbiTetobls  memory  bis  mates  beaVe  a  etgh  for, 

£acb  lover  will  f^ive  to  bis  Soaan'a  a  tear. 
Not  a  flint  marka  tbe  spot  wiiere  tbeir  bones  lie  enshrouded, 

Tet  the  earth  is  held  sacrM  tbd  dear  by  fha  crew  : 
And  often   right  oft.  by  the  moonbeams   unclouded. 

Is  a  tear'dreyrped  for  Willi  and  bis  B«aaD  s«  true- 


milk. 


The  Irish  Smngglers  :  or  the  Comical  Keg. 

From  Brighton  two  Paddies  walked  under  the  cliff. 

For  pebuee  and  shells  to  explore  : 
When,  lo  .'  b  small  barrel  was  drop[>ed  from  a  skiff, 

Which  floated  at  length  to  the  shore. 

Says  Derm^ti  to  Pat  :  •'  we  tbe  owner  will  bflk, 

To-light  We'll  be  merry  and  frisky  : 
I  know  It  as  well  as  my  own  mother's 

Dear  joy  !  ■  'tis  a  barrel  of  whisky. 

Says  Pat  :  "  I'll  soon  broach  it,  O  fortunate  lot  I 
(  Now  ]'«t,  you  must  know,  was  a  Joker  ) 

I'll  go  to  lorn  Murphy,  who  lives  in  the  Aot, 
And  borrow  hie  kitchen  hot  poker.  " 

'Twas  said,  and  'twas  done — the  barrel  wu  bond, 

(  No  LtaccbaDals  ever  felt  prouder,  ) 
When  Paddy  found  out  a  small  error  on  board— ' 

The  whiakjr,  alas  !  was  gunpowder  I 

With  sudden  explosion,  he  flew  o'er  the  OMsa, 

And  high  in  air  sported  a  leg  : 
Yet  instinct  prevails  when  philoeophy  faib^ 

So  he  kept  a  tight  hold  of  the  keg. 

But  Dermot  bawled  out,  with  a  ternble  shout : 
"  I'm  not  to  be  chous'd,  Maeter  Wiseman  : 

If  you  do  not  come  down,  I'll  run  into  the  tdwn. 
And,  by  Jttsus  !  i^H  teU  ttte- ezeisemmn.  " 

■  -jj-t wa     »i    ■! 

Poor  Little  Adelinei 

(  Croaa.  ) 


X>oroUiea  waa  handsome,  ber  teeth  while  as  i 

In  her  cheeks  did  the  rose  and  the  lily  conlbtBa  i 
Her  lips  erimsM  coral,  eyes  aa  Mack  as  a  sloe. 

And  her  luvera  and  lookint-gla«s  called  ber  diviaa . 
But  never  oooteiit,  with  two  sweethearts  eoqoettlas, 

WItb  one  aild  the  other  a  long  time  she  played. 
Till  Bome  how  deH^rted  she  took  to  hard  ftottiag. 

And  poor  little  Dorothy  died  an  old  maid. 

Margaretta,  ihe  prode.  like  a  maypole,  waa  tail, 

AS  tti^stfe  a  charmer  ts  eyes  ever  as(w  • '    - 
From  rudenesi  bar  ktoka  would  her  Irmti  s  sppal. 

Aad  ae  staitely  abe  walked,  aad  tteiuaaAMtlAawe  : 
Two  awaina  she  tormented,  till  eoineltpv  lutt^iiklag. 

Like  possey  too  long  with  the  iilb«Mre'«M'pl^ed. 
Aad^eeeMod,  I  do*'t>naw  bo<«.  tMliee  Uvd  dHskteg 

Bo  laH  Marfaretta  too  died  atl  Md  OMid^ 

Flfrtella.  tbe  witty  Prndentia  the  grave. 

Aad  half-a-aoore  more  aallew  viif  Iriailtar  osA. 
Who  could  aa'er  be  contented  with  one  lovlac  elave. 

Till  alaCk' '  they  WeH  VMdiMIld  han'nt)  sUve  at  an  : 
I  too,  have  been  wront;  ^>ut  to  m«nd  will  begisJ  Ikoogb 

The  first  uiatch  that  offers  Fates  will  be  obeyed  : 
For.  I'm  sure  It  would  be  both  a  shame  and  a  elfi  16 

Let  poor  little  Adeline  die  an  old  maid. 


t  I 


z<^^"^!R^*^'z-r  rj'K-  . 


t 


■  * 


Little  SweftbMTt,  Come  And  Kiss  Me. 

Wor4«  bj  ASTBUB  W.  FjutiicK.  Uoiic  by  W  H.  Bbooxwat. 

Ai  long  by  Qub  Wiixiamb. 

The  Mo«l«  or  thl*  Song  1*  pablisbed  l>y  Whitb  & Govluuid. 

flS  tnmont  SttMt.  Boston.  Price  ii  eenta. 


Little  Bw«i«theart,  come  and  kias  me,  .  . 

Just  on«e  more  before  I  go  : 
Tell  me  truly,  will  you  mbs  me. 

At  I  wander  to  and  fro  ? 
Let  me  feel  the  tender  pressing 

Of  yonr  ruby  Kps  to  mine. 
With  yonr  dimple  nanda  caressing, 
Ana  your  snowy  arms  entwine. 
Chorus :  Ah  !  little  sweetheart,  oome  and  kin  ma. 
Come  and  whisper,  sweet  and  low! 
That  your  heart  will  sadly  miss  me, 
■      '        Aa  I  wander  to  and  fro. 

Little  sweetheart,  come  and  kisa  me, 

We  may  never  meet  again  ! 
We  may  never  roam  together 

Down  the  dear  old  shady  lane  ! 
FntOM  years  may  brine  us  sorrow, 
Tliat  our  hearts  but  little  know: 
Still  of  care  we  should  not  borrow —  - 
Come  and  kiaa  me  ere  I  go. 

Ah!  little  sweetheart,  come  and  kiaa  me, 
Come  and  whisper,  sweet  and  low! 
/  T  I     That  your  heart  will  sadly  miss  me, 
Ae  I  wander  to  and  fro. 


'—t"i 


Whiskey,  You're  The  DiviL 

Oompoaed  and  sung  by  tb«  xraat  JaaaT  Babbihotoh. 
Moalc  vablUhad  by  £.  B.  Babdino  288  Bowery,  K«W  York. 

Now,  brave  boya,  we're  on  for  marching 

Off  to  Portugal  and  Spain  ; 
Druma  are  beating,  colors  flying, 
Divil  a  home  we'll  go  again  : 
Love,  farewell ! 

Chorus. 
With  my  real  royal  al  da  dah,  with  my  real 

royal  al  da  dah, 
My  real  royal  addy,  oh  !  there's  whiskey  in  the  jar  : 
On!  whiskey,  you're  the  divil,  you've  led  rae  ast-ay  : 
Over  bills  and  over  mountains,  and  ont  of  the  way — 
Tou'ra«tvoDg«r,  sweeter,  deoenter,and  apunkyer 

than  tea  : 
Oh  I  wbialuy,  you're  my  darling,  drunk  or  sober. 

Says  the  mother  :  "  do  not  wrong  me,  i 

TVVTwit  take  my  daughter  from  me  :  I 

For,  if  you  do,  1  will  torment  you. 

And  after  death,  my  ghost  will  haunt  you :  " 
Love,  farewell  !  Chorus. 

Now.  tk«  drums  are  beating  boldly. 

Men  are  dying,  liot  and  coldly  ;       . 
Give  every  man  his  flank  of  powder. 

And  his  firelock  on  his  shoulder : 

Love,  farewell  !  Choma. 


Washington's  Grave. 

Diaturb  not  hia  alumbera  :  let  Waahington  aleep 
'Neath  the  bougha  of  the  willow  that  over  him  weep  : 
His  arna  is  unnerved,  but  his  deeds  remain  briglit 
As  tlte  atara  In  the  dark  vaulted  heaven  at  nights- 
Oh !  wak«  sot  th«  h«ro,  hia  battlea  are  o'er. 
Let  %im  rest  andiatnpbed  on  Pototnae'a  fair  ehore — 
On  the  river'a  green  border,  so  flowery  drest. 
With  the  hearts  he  loved  fondly,  let  Washington  raat! 

Awake  not  hia  alumbers,  tread  lightly  around  :  . 

'I  ia  the  grave  of  the  Freeman,  'tis  Liberty's  mfittad — 
1  by  nSfoe  ia  immortal,  our  freedom  )  e  woo. 
liTite  Bh»  of  Colnmbia,  our  own  Washington ! 
Oh  I  wake  not  the  hero,  hia  battles  are  o'er, 
L«t  him  Mat,  ealsaly  reat  on  his  dear  nativa  shore, 
While  Uw  Stan  and  the  :stnpes  of  our  ooantry 

shall  wave 
0'«r  tba/laad  that  ean  boaat  of  a  Waahiogton'a  grave ! 


i^hiy  iaa  pri^ 
)  jnay  be  eali 


IMA  DONVA  like  a  j^w^ller  ?— Beeane* 
called  a  dealer  in  precioua  (s)tonea. 

Chfldren  are  the  to-morrow  of  aoeiety. 


i    The  Star  of  Broadway.    '"  ^ 

As  revised  and  simg  by  Habbt  Saundcbs,  the  London  Comic. 

I  am  one  of  Ihoee  curious,  jovial,  young  bricka, 

'1  hat  dont  cara  a  jot  whulevers  my  lot : 

I  can  tofs  off  a  gluKS,  thuujjh  I'm  not  a  sot,    V 

Or  a  alave  U)  that  beverage  quite  : 

In  aociety,  there  appearance  I  keep. 

And  don't  indulge  too  nmch  in  wine. 
But  at  night,  boys,  I  roam  while  others  do  aleep  : 

For,  In  Broadway,  why  I  thia  atar  doea  ahine— 
Chorus. 

For,  I  am  the  star  of  Broadway,  ha,  ha ! 

of  Broadway,  ha,  ha  '.  of  I'.roadway,  ha,  ha! 

For.  I  am  the  atnr  of  ^roadway,  ha,  ha! 

And  shine  most  at  night,  my  dear  boys,  hurrah! 

I  drive  to  the  race,  with  my  four  in  hand  : 
Like  the  best  in  the  land,  I  cut  it  grand —     • 
Right  down  the  ruud  till  I  reach  the  grand  atand, 
Where  my  |«laoe  ia  already  marked  out. 
I  draw  forth  my  pencil,  pockelbot>k  follows  suit. 

And  to  make  a  short  Look  I  begin  : 
With  black  legs,  my  boys,  I  never  bet. 

But  stand  au  honeat  chance  for  to  win. 

For,  I  am,  Ao. 

Idy  time  all  I  o»n  the  ladies  annoy. 

To  their  perfect  joy,  I  make  them  my  toy:     ■ 

When  I've  naught  else  to  do,  I'm  sure  for  to  find 

A  little  mischief  to  do,  1  declare  : 

I  can  crack  a  good  joke  or  smoke  a  segar, 

Or  at  billiards  for  a  five  I  will  olay: 
There's  none  can  equal  this  Broadway  star, 

So  for  me,  why  !  you  must  clear  the  way — 

For,  1  am,  «bc. 


Washington,  Star  of  the  West 


There's  a  8t«r  In  the  West  that  will  nevsr  go  dowa. 

Till  the  records  of  vslur  deosy  : 
We  must  worship  Its  light ;  for.  It  la  oar  own. 

Aud  liberty  bursts  lu  Its  rsy. 
Shall  the  name  of  Washington  erer  be  heard 

By  a  freeman   aud  thrill  not  hla  bra— tt 
Is  there  one  "Ut  uf  b<  ndage  that  halla  not  the 

Of  Waahington,  SUr  of  the  Wast? 


Fat  Roach  at  the  Play. 

The  Mualc  of  thla  song  can  be  obtained  for  10  casta  of 
E.  H.  Habdino,  288  Bowery. 

Aa  Pat  Roach  and  the  Mlssns,  from  Oalwsy, 

Id  Dublin  oaea  happeaad  to  be. 
To  tUe  i;i.i)hua«a  tliey  weut  onu  flue  STening, 

Determiued  direnlon  to  see. 
Bat,  says  Pat  as  he  entered,  ' '  there's  no  one.  " 

Pa>  here!  "  cded  a  voice.  '  Holy  morther ! 
Bays  P,tt.  tbera'a  a  man  In  the  wall.  " 

'  Pitv  here'  *'  ories  a  voice.  *' Holy  marthar! 
84}  a  Pal   tUere'a  a  mau  iu  the  wail.  " 

The  mlisus  she  Inoked  kII  aronnd  her. 

In  uoniler  bar  eyes  thay  did  roll, 
B'.it  rays  ahe      Paildy  darllug,  alsuna, 

U*<  IS  lj«re  like  a  rat  In  a  hole: 
Pay  here  how  iiincti  la  it?  "  "a  shilling. " 

'  A  Bhilllii;;  apiece,  that  wou't  do  ; 
'Tia  too  macb,  UUter  Pay  'jere  aTonrneen, 

Eighteen  piBce  I  mIH  giveycm  for  two: 
'TIa  too  much.  Mlslar  Pay  here  uvnorneen, 

£  ghtoen  pInCa  I  will  give  yon  for  two.  "         ■■ 

Pat  srnmbled  bat  paid  and  got  seated. 

Tiie  baud  was  betiiunlug  to  play. 
Be  jigged  on  Ilia  seat  quite  elated,  <*.       .; 

Aud  tu  ta*  iBttatoiaaa4ll4  sayi 
■"Tisyef  Rolves  that  cau  do  It  me  boochals. 

And  I  wlafi  td  ^'a  wld  all  BM  Bind 
To  the  flddlera  more  power  to  your  elbowa. 

Miel'-r  linger;  He.iv  u  cpare  ye.  yer  wlud. 
To  tlir  fliidlers  luore  power  to  your  elbows. 

Mister  bugler,  Haav'n  spare  ya,  yer  wind."      , 

The  play  tljau  went  on    aud  Pal  wondar«4( 

Aud  lit  with  ble  nionlli  o  en  wide.  >  "      .'. 

As  tbe  proud  haughty  Lxrd  0f  the  Manor 

Sought  t«  j(^a)(a. the  fair  maldeo  hla  bride  I 
"  To  the  Boioantaina   laya  he   I  will  bare  thee." 

Slie  ahrleked  aa  ihe  aaw  blm  approach: 
"la  there  no  ooe  at  baud  now  to  auve  ma  ?  " 

Shonta  a  Voice:  '  yls  medar:iu  Pot  Boach.  ** 

Then  np  no  (]te  aeat^Duiped  bruve  Paddy. 

Says  ha     '  no<r  )'ou  bUckguord.  be  gone. 
Or  a  lord  thou^  yon  be  tlu  tlmea  over, 

I'll  kuovk  youk'  two eyea  into  one ;  — 
"Sit  down  there  In  IToBi!  "     what  yoa  apalyean 

la  It  me  yon  thus  darn  t»  addrlsat 
DenaSklttklbalbPatBaacb  waaldoit  atsy,  i     i  ., 

And  see  that  poor  nirl  in  dlatslsaf"  .--t.-. 

A  scuffle  ensued  la<a  MftilHa  .i  aili         > '; 

Bill  soon  sura  llie;aavAtA aabsida. '  ill,. h '^O 
A.D(i^9mr:tumHf4Horhrmth   h»diaadv^a«      ' 

Of  the  door  he  w.ia  au  tue  wrong  aide  , 
He  soou  found  the  ffitssut   nextmornlug 

They  starred  for  home   and  P.irswOi«        "  '  *'^; 
If  haonee  safely  landed  lu'Oalway  '  -■ 

Ha'd  coYue  of  to  Dublin  no  mOre. 


Ldii  a  man  be  treated  as  a  brute,  and  he  will  be- 
come more  bruti:<h  than  a  bruta  ;  bat  as  a  rational 
being,  an  J' he  will  sliuw  that  he  is  so. 


War  '  war  to  the  knife- he  enthralled  or  7a  die ! 

Waa  the  echo  that  wuked  up  the  land  ; 
Bat  It  was  not  tbia  frenzy  that  promoted  the  orj, 

Nor  raahD'  as  that  kludled  the  brand- 
He  threw  back  the  fetters   he  headed  the  atrlla. 

Till  maii'a  charter  waa  firmly  reatored  : 
Then  he  prayed  lur  the  raomeut  wbeh  liberty  and  life 

Would  no  longer  be  preased  by  the  aword. 

Oh  '  hie  lanrela  were  pare,  and  hla  patriotic  name 

In  the  pagea  of  the  future  abill  dwell. 
And  be  aeen  In  all  an  nil*   the  foremoat  In  fhma. 

By  the  aide  of  a  Holfer  and  Tall ' 
Then  cherlili  Uls  mem'ry.  the  brave  and  the  good. 

At  Moaut  Vemua  the  hero  now  reata  : 
Peace.  P.-ice  to  b  a  aahes— our  lather  la  dead! 

Great  Waablngtoo.  SUr  of  the  Weat! 


There'f  Bound  to  be  a  Bow. 

Sang  b7  Mlaa  Jbbmix  BiraUb 

I'm  a  poor  nnlocky  married  man, 

I've  got  au  awful  wifa  : 
To  pleaae  her  I  do  all  I  can. 

Bat  still  siie  ploguei  mv  Ufa. 
If  I  do  sverythi  ng  that'a  right. 
She'll  find  a  fault  aome  how. 
And  If  not  lu  at  elitbt.  each  nighl;  .  ' 

Tbare'a  bound  to  be  a  row. 
Choma  :  Tbare'a  bound  to  be  a  row, 
Bound  to  be  a  row : 
Do  all  In  life  to  pleaae  my  wllb. 
Tet  there'a  bound  to  be  a  row. 

She  makes  ma  do  the  henoebold  work 

When  I  come  bmue  at  algbt :  ■■ 

It  I  cough  or  aaeaz  when  golug  to  bad, 

or  course,  that  la  not  right. 
If  she  shoald  wake  the  yoang  ones  vpt 

With  rage  afao'll  storm.  I  vow. 
And  if  I  anore  too  hard  for  her. 

Why,  there'a  boand  to  be  a  row. 

There'a  boimd,  ka. 

She  wakea  me  early,  every  mom. 

In  an  awful  ernel  way  :  >    '. 

She  kicks  me  round  about  the  room; 

Tet  not  a  aentence  dare  I  aay. 
I  haveto  waab  my  ateokioga, 

My  panta  aud  ablrta,  I  vow, 
And  If  I  don't  woah  for  her  aa  wall,     '    -  ' 

There's  bound  to  be  a  row.  IbUa^a  botind,  iMp 

And  whan  I'm  paid  my  wagaa, 
'.  Alter  working  hard  all  week, 
I  give  her  every  farthing  up. 

And  then  ebe's  Kot  the  ebaek 
To  give  me  two  pence  formyaalf. 

And  tor  that  I  have  to  bow : 
But  If  I  apend  it  all  at  once, 

There'a  bound  to  be  a  row. 


Tbera'a  boiud,  kc^ 


-f^ 


All  Among  the 
.0*  .aJ!PP^  ♦*"*  DANCE- Poetry  apd  Xaleiy  by 

W.  B.  DBLXKAIffZ. 


In  ao  Ivy-covered  eottaga, 

Hiddeu  back  of  oaken  ti 
LIvea  a  lovely  little  maiden. 

BIytha  oad  happy  aa  yon 
Where  npwa  a  low  varaad*. 

Every  aamraer's  eventide.    '  ,' 

I  ait  amid  the  flowers  fair. 

Camlllia  by  mv  aide.  -v  .  .I'V  f. 

Oborwa :  All  among  the 
Making  sweet 
Lovely   laaghlng  aoal  bowitahlac 
'   "         iweetOamllllaMay: 

Captivating,  aggraivating;  ■■'■ 

Never  tired  of  play — 
riltung  like  a  Utile  birdla,         '« 
Happy  ligiit  and  gay  :  1. 

Elll  me  or  I'll  die  with  lOT* 
Foraweel  OamtllialCay; 


.(■a: 


f 


TharVa  a  pretty  while  camella 

Ever  glowing  In  her  hair. 
Lovely  violeta  and  rosea 

Btonalog  in  her  fcoe  ao  Ihlr : 
Little  stars  ao4  merry  soashlaa 

lu  her  eyrs  ao  bright  and  gay, 
lad  a  ehPtr  of  a»a*4a  ataelltt 

In  the  voloe  of  Mllly  Ka*. 

Vow  ftrsat  not  ta  raaoanihor.  - 1 '. 

W^aa  in  lo^a  yon  ehsorvta^ 
Try  and  keep  In  all  tDni  iHilagl 

Not  aet  foolishly  nfraaa  : 
For   I  ll'e  OD    keplng.  dreaming 

Ma  en  wing  Joyeaa  day 
Whan  I  II  make  of  one  OaqUUIa 

Saoh  a  lovely  sweet  bon^oat. 


■'*Sv*    i   -  .t■■''.- 
•'^.^  *  ■>■:■   ■■' 

'■■  *■>■■  ■.. 
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,vv. ;  .  v.:    Paaoe  be  StiUl     ;;<>;*; 

Wetdi  mJ  Unaic  hf  M.  Bonvott    l 
V;  \-  *  BACBSa^  soiio. 

Wben  thin*  h««ri  with  sorrow  aobctli,  -v 

PqMa,  Peace  be  etill  ! 
When  the  lad  lone  mem'ry  waketlV:  _■ 

Peace,  Peace  be  still  !         ,   •:    ;  , 
List  to  music  softly  stealing,  ~   - 

O'er  life's  ocean  sweetly  pealing, 
Jesu'9  TOiM  with  b^m  and  healing. 

Peace,  Peace  be  still  ! 

Peace,  Peace  be  s^ll !  «  ,. 

When  tiie  wave  and  billow  rolleth,     \  ^ 

Peace,  Peace  be  still ! 
This  the  word  which  us  consoletfa 

Peace.  Peace  be  still  1 
When  life's  battle  fiercely  rageth,     ■':'. 
Foe  with  deadly  hatred  wageth. 
Ever  this  our  htart  eneageth,  ' 

Peace,  Peace  be  still ! 
•     Peace,  Peace  be  still ! 

He  can  walk  upon  the  ocean,      ,,  ..  ■ 

Peace,  Peae«  be  still  I  ' 
He  can  quell  its  wild  commotion,      r  :'  ■: 

Peace,  Peace  be  still  1 
Sooft  shall  wo  behold  his  glory,        .      )  ^ ., 
Sing  with  jc^  the  wondrous  story  ; 
So  till  grace  i*  crowned  with  glory  : 

Peace.  Paaoe  be  still  ( 

Peace,  Peace  be  still  |. ;,     ;     >:  .r 


Sl«ep  well,  thou  Sweet  Angel  I 

Masic  by  Frsnz  Abt. 

Tbs  Mafic  of  thia  pieos.  srrsnged  for  the  voloe  and 

pianoforte.  Is  pnbllsUed  by  E.  H  Harding  lu  his  elecsnt 

•Dd  large  dooble-sheet  form— The  ssroe  as  the  Thirty 

Oast  Sheet  Mailc-Fof  ssl»  by  E.  H  Havdlag, 

No.  168  Bowery —Prloa  Ten  Canta.    .   ■ 


The  bells  nre  bushed,  the  worM  is  still. 
The  aoimds  of  toil  sre  beard  DO  mora  : 
The  bird  bM  cesaed  his  tonefnl  soug. 
And  hesT's  with  stars  la  ■psngle'l  o'sr  : 
Sleep  well  sleep  well,  and  let  thy  lovely  eye-Ildl  oloaa  : 
Sleep  weU   sleep  well,  dear  angel,  sweet  ba  thy  repoao  ! 

Ob  '  did  st  tbon  think  of  me  to-day  T 

The  tfaoogUt  of  thee  my  heart  could  flll. 
And  DOW  to  breathe  a  fond  good-night, 
Beaide  thy  door  I  iloKer  still. 
Sleep  well,  sleep  well,  and  let  thy  lovely  eye-Uds  close  : 
Sleep  well  slsep  well,  dear  sngel  sweet  be  thy  repoae  ! 

Ihere  comes  to  thee  from  hasT'nly  realms 

A  holy  iiieaseDger  to-night. 
Be  brings  yna  brlebt  and  peacefni  dreams. 
Till  you  awake  in  morning's  light 
Sleep  wall,  aieep  well,  and  let  thy  loTely  ere-lids  close  : 
Sleep  well,  sleep  well,  dear  angel,  sweet  t>e  thy  repose  ! 


I  ft'-'-      Stay  With  Me.      ■■  ■ -,: :  :"\\,\ 

|:     . ;  Words  and  Mosio  by  Fraos  Abt.      i    • 

^e  Hnslo  of  this  song  Is  published  by  tL  T.  OatdaB, 
706  Broadway.  Mew-Tork  City. 


Sea  the  flowers,  their  heads  are  drooping, 

The  golden  Sun  is  near  the  West  : 
Laave  m«  not  with  heart  desponding, 

i  hou  my  dearest,  loveliest,  best  : 
BUty  with  me,  when  all  the  woods  art  itill. 

Love  can  shield  you  yet  from  ev'ry  ill : 
Stay  with  me,  when  all  the  woods  ar»  still. 

Love  can  shield  you  yet  from  ev'ijf  ilL 

I  have  loved  thee  well  and  fondly,    fy.:        -  " 
All  my  soul  was  given  to  thee  :     '  r      /""'>  ".' 

Oh  !  believe  thAt  I  am  hfcppy;     ;;;./■    ■^:::*?,)' 
W  ilt  thoo  only  smile  on  me  ,*'•'    '   '    ■*  "     ' 

Stay  with  me,  when. all  the  woods  are  atfll  t 
Lovaman  abield  you  J^el  from  ev'ry  ill : 

Stay  with  me,  when  all  th»  wtt^s  Are  atU  i 
'  Love  «ata  riMA  ^ti  yet  from  ih^tj  iU. 

Trust  not  yo^ef  3^9cW  of  forrow.   '^  ,.,*v-,^ 

Heartless  Is  that  world  and  cold  :  y  4/tpV' 

.  TU.g«b  of  U:iijh„^||%y..h«fffw,  ,. ,  ;    ,,  ' 

All  tliat  gusl«:^s  is,  not  Gola  : 
Stay  with  me.  wtian  all  tba  woo^s.  a|i;,|^  : 

Love  cttii  shield  you  yet  from  ev'ry  Hi ; 
Stay  with  ^e,  wUeu  all  the  woods  are  still : 

Love  can  shield  yuu  yet  from  ev'ry  ill. 


;t  ;.J?rom  the  Vallby  fou're  Going. 

Words  by  Frank  W  Oraau— Mnsic  by  Anthony  Viah. 


From  the  valley  they  tell  me  you're  going, 

I  shall  miss  your  olue  eyes  and  sweet,  sq^la 
For,  Alas  f  yoH  take  with  yon  the  sunshine     ' 

That  baa  brightened  my  pathway  a-whil«.  1 
'Tis  a  long  time,  you  know,  I  have  wailed 

For  the  word  that  you  never  would  say  . '.  ■ 
But  now  ev'ry  fond  hope  has  vanished  : 

For,  they  tell  me  you're  going  away — . 

CHURLS.  *■"'•'    ■' 

From  the  valley  they  tell  me  you're  going, 
1  shall  mias  your  blue  eyes  and  sweet  emila 

For,  alas  !  you  take  with  you  the  sunshine      ' 
That  has  brightened  my  pathway  a-while, 

,    That  has  brightened  my  pathway  a-while.    ' 

Do  you  think  of  the  vaHey  you're  leaving, 

Aad  how  lonely  and  drear  it  will  be  ? 
Do  you  think  of  the  heart  you  are  breaking,    ■■ 

And  t^e  sadness  that's  shadowing  me  ? 
Then  consider  again,  ere  you  leave  us  : 

Do  not  haste  so  to  bid  us  adieu — 
But  think  of  the  bright  httle  valley. 

And  the  boy  who  has  ever  been  trae-» 

from  the  vaHey, 


:   ..   -  !>:> 


By-Oone  Days. 

Words  by  Martin  Oawood— Haste  by  W.  H.  Walsa. 

I  think  of  thee  and  those  bright  hours,  ■.,:  ,^ 

When  life  was  strewed  with  faireat  flowers,   ,..;;, 
Ere  eare  and  sorrow  yet  were  known,  .  .j      '  ; 

And  love  and  hope  wers  ail  our  own.     {'■  :. 
I  think  of  thee — and  as  I  dwell 

On  youthful  love's  anobaoting  spell,    , "j|  ..' -  - 
I  live  again  a  life  of  bliss, 

Nor  wish  a  brighter  world  than  thisL  ... 

CHORCS.  i      ;' 

I  think  of  thee  and  those  bright  hoars. 
When  life  was  strewed  with  £sirest  flowers, 

£re  care  and  sorrow  yet  were  known, 
And  love  and  hope  were  all  our  own, 
Love  and  hope  were  ail  our  own,  , .;, . : 

Love  and  hope  were  all  our  own.     j.. 

I  think  of  thee,  and  in  my  mind 

A  Heav'n  of  purest  bliss  I  find  :    "'  ;'  ^     :    .r 
And,  oh  !  as  long  as  thou  art  there. 

How  can  I  languish  and  despair  ?         -  ;  ,  : 
As  long  as  ling'nng  hope  remains,  ^    '  ,;  ;; 

As  long  as  life  one  thought  retains. 
That  cherished  thought  shall  ever  be 

Of  by-gone  days,  of  love  and  thee — 

>  V    ;  1  think  of  thea,  Ac 


I 


•*  V.t' 


\  Dream,  Baby,  I^eam. 

Wosda  by  Barry  OorawslI— Masio  by  Virginia  OabrieL 

Tba  Mnsic  la  pnbllsbed  by  Boosev  k  Oo., 
Vo.  32  E  14th  Street.  New-ToHb 

Dream,  baby,  dream,  the  stars  are  glowing  : 
Histr'st  thou  the  stream  ?  'tis  sof(J[y  flowiog.  . 
All  gantiy  glide  the  hours  y^  u',.>r-^--;' ,  a  >  ; 
Above  no  tempest  lowers  :...;;        '^' 
Below  are  fragrant  flowers    ' 
Jai  ailenoe  growing. 

Sleep,  baby,  sleep  tiU  dawn  to-morrow  .%^^v 
Why  sl^ould'st  thou  weep, 

who  know'st  no  sorrow  ' 

Too  soon  «xima  paias  and  fears,     ^  ...        .^  y 

Too  soon  a  cause  for  tears —         -■  ^j.;:;  A -ff'   . 

■     Bo  from  ithy  fixture  yeara   .   ...  f,-;t.i  .    '/r»  •    " 

*         No  sadness  borrow.         ,  .    (.'■i.ij^.  ,'_  ^ 

Dream,  baby,  dream,  thhte  eye-H4*  <iBav*r,V^  ^^ 
Know'st  tton  the  thema  dt  yvadtttntt  T  r  •  -  * 
It  riuth  ?  "  Be  oalni,  ha  iwre,      '  ■'  '=  <"-•-.»-'» 

.  a  ->9  ll-*.«»;,t.p 

'-4i«^t.:t■^a.■^4^t.■■;^ 
■  ■    I  a  Ji.<f 


UnikiEng,  gentle,  ptM  : 
^So  shall  thy  life  endure, 
"ISn  firiiM,  for  evef— 
^'    Sd  shvll  thy  lift  eadTU*, 
'  liikv'vdiAa  for  aWtf  f  " 


1^  lei  ^ 

Some  men  have  little  coin  in  their  purse,  btit  this 
is  fsade  up  in  almndance  of  braaa  m  Uia  counte- 
nance. 


0^|!  would  I  were  a  Star ! 

Words  by  i.  M.  Heppell-Mnsio  by  Oarlo  Mlaast. 

Oh  I  wotold  I  were  a  star,  •»«  '--I*  -' 

Bright  beaming  down  on  thee, 
^^^And  frun  those  realms  ahr 

Could  raise  thy  thoughts  to  ma- 
How  Uissfnl  it  Would  bit, 

ThrotKh  the  lotig  silent  night, 
/'.' Commtiaing,  love,  with  thee, 
^      Beneath  the  moon's  pale  light ! 
'While  heaven's  soft  winds  were  blowing, 
With  minic  low  and  sweet. 
Our  hearts  with  pleasure  flowing, 
f     We  sightly,  love,  would  meet.      '.     ' 
Oh!  would  I  were  a  star. 

Bright  beatuing  down  on  thee, 
Amd  from  those  realms  aikr 
■  ■■•  .:       I    Conid  raise  thy  tbonghs, 

11  thy  thoughts  to 

Ob  !  monld  that  I  could  shine 
.-.I ,    On  thee  from  worlds  above, 
'  !And  feal  that  thou  wert  mine, 
;;.     My  own,  my  only  love  : 
For,  distance  cannot  ohiU 
The  lave  I  feel  for  thee, 
li^or  lov«  from  others  fill 
>:,y>     The  heart  that  beats  for  thee— 
And  when  thine  eyes  are  closing, 

I'll  nng  thee,  love,  to  sleep, 
And  while  thou  art  reposing, 
.::     O'er  thee  my  vigiis  keep — 

Ob  !  would  that  1  could  shina 
;.   ..     -  On  thee  from  worlds  above. 

And  feel  that  thou  art  mine, 
i ,.;  ♦ ,  My  own,  my  only,  my  only  love. 


Lovely  Vight 


-'liovely  night  I  lovely  night  t 

1  bey  have  called  thee  dark  and  drear, 
Bnt  tbs  light,  but  the  light 
Is  to  me  not  half  so  dear. 
For,  though  the  snn-light  gladsome  seems, 

Too  *ft  it  brings  but  tears  alone — 
But  cirbled  with  thy  fairy  dreams. 

Bow  many  joys  my  heart  hath  known  I 
;         Lovely  night !  lovely  night  I 
*  1'bey  have  called  thee  dark  and  drear, 

But  the  light,  but  the  light 
Is  to  me  not  half  so  dear. 

Lovely  night !  lovely  night  t 

Thoi^h  thy  dews  may  be  thy  tears. 
Yet  how  tright,  yet  how  bright 
From  thy  grief  the  world  appears  I 
,  The  flowers  that  before,  at  noon, 

Had  faded  with  the  sun's  warm  ray,      , 
When  smiled  on  by  the  gentle  moon, 
Bevive  to  bless  the  coming  day. 

"■.:.■— ' i»  lei  m  m 

Ibe  Beggar's  Lament 

By  Mallet 


O  merey  t  Waven's  first  attribute, 
Wboae  eaie  embraces  man  and  bmta  : 
Behold  ma  where  I  shivering  stand  :  -  ;    ^ 
Bid  gentle  Pity  stretch  her  haad 
To  want  aat  age,  disease  and  paia. 
That  all  ia  one  aad  object  reign — 

Still  feeling  bad,  stfll  fearing  worse, 
tearistence  is  to  roe  a  cnrse  :  . 

■^  Yet  how  to  close  this  weary  ete  I 
i    By  toy  own  hand  I  dare  not  a ie  : 

And  Death,  the  friend  of  htmian  woes, 
*1Vh6  brings  the  last  and  sound  repose. 
Death  does  at  dreadful  distance  keep, 
"Ana  leaves  one  wretch  to  wake  and  we^ 


A  8eor«t! 


t!<othejt<TAy.,M4Trot  tlitu^oioelT  did  mtaad 
Tojlnkw  a  inm  mm  his  boaesk  friend— 
'*  Cfc^h^  T<«^,;%|id'he,  now  tdl  me  :  on  my  file. 
If  vou  tell  mfe,  Ptt  OBLT  t«ll  iit  wife  !  " 
"  Oh  !  no,  said  Tona,  if  to  your  wife  you  show  h, 
I'm  sure  and  oertain  ali,  the  woklo  will  kmow  it!  ' 
SBWBBWBBlMMBflr'  r'l  ^i — -    " • 


il 


;'*-»^^-' 
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SHE  WAS  MAD  | 

(    CcnUinued.  ) 


Doctor  Mayo  retaraed  home  to  dioMr,  and  I 
hung  about,  watching  for  an  opportunity  to  speak 
with  hint,  wliile  poor  little  hla,  id  her  vain  effort* 
to  fru.^lrate  ni«,  kxpt  close  to  liis  side. 

liul  I  was  not  to  be  l)aalked.  1  could  neither 
leave  her  nur  take  her  without  her  father*  fullcon- 
St-rit.  and,  becuniing  desperate  as  the  afUiroooa  wore 
away —  my  Is-t  atlernoon—  I  said  boldly,  in  spite 
of  I-la's  j)rk'»enoe  and  Airs.  AJuyo's  — 

"  ^^  ill  yuu  give  me  a  few  uiioutes'  private 
conversation.  Doctor  ♦layo,  in  your  study  ?  I  Diust 
leave  you  to-morrow  morning,  and  I  have  some- 
thiiiii  to  say  beft>re  I  do  so.  " 

rla  sprang  forward  and  caught  his  arm. 

'•  No,  no,  no  !  "  she  cried,  wildly.  '•  He  must 
not  speak  with  jou  !  Do  not  let  him,  papa,  please 
do  not!  " 

He  did  not  seem  surprised  at  lier  strange 
behaviour,  though  a  look  of  intense  pain  crossed 
his  pale  features ;  but,  putting  her  gently  aside, 
he  said  soothingly  — 

"  My  darling.  I  will  not  be  long.  1  most  hear 
what  Mr.  Stanhope  has  to  say.  "  1  hen,  with  a 
motion  to  me  to  follow  him,  he  left  the  room. 

l>iJ  he  know  wliat  was  coming  ?  I  thought  then 
that  he  diJ,  and  it  helped  me  to  bejrin  mv  subject, 
hliutiing  tlie  door  and  locking  it  Dehind  him,  he 
signed  to  me  to  be  seated,  and  stood  waiting  for 
me  to  speak. 

"I 'odor  Mayo,"  I  began,  "I  fancy  you  guess 
what  I  am  going  to  say,  and  it  can  scarcely 
surprise  yoU  if  you  do  not,  knowing,  aa  you  must, 
the  beauty  and  attractions  of  your  child.  " 

He  started,  and  a  faint  flush  tinged  hi*  cheek, 
but  he  did  not  speak,  aad  1  wm»(  on — 

"I  littve  been  for  nearly  three  weeks  under  your 
roof,  and  we  have  seen  a  godd  (i«al  of  each  other 
during  the  time  You  must  know  that  it  is  impos- 
Bil>le  to  see  much  of  her  and  not  to  love  her; 
and  I  do  love  her.  Doctor  Mayo,  most  tmly  and 
deeply.  My  means  are  ample.  Hill  you  give  her 
to  me  ?  " 

He  stood  gasing  at  me  with  an  expressioa  that 
made  my  heart  beat  slowly—  grief,  surprise,  anger, 
all  at  once  :  and  h  s  voice  was  hoarse  and  trembling 
ai  lie  ozfllaimed — 

"  .Stop,  for  pity  B  sake.  Mr.  Stanhope  .'  It  cannot 
b«.  it  cannot  oe !  Is  it  possible  yon  do  not  know  ? 
Oh,  great  Heaven  !  " 

He  sat  down  and  buried  his  faoe  in  hi*  hana*. 
overcome  with  emotion. 

.'^lus!  Isia  wa:4  riglit ;  but  what  did  it  mean? 
Feeling  utterly  bewildered  and  miserable,  I  said — 

"  I  kiiovc  notliing.  Doctor  Mayo.  How  should  I  ? 
When  I  »poke  to  >our  daughter  yesterday,  she 
said  yuu  wuuld  never  consent  because  of  some 
terrible  vo#.     What  did  she  mean?" 

•■  My  poor  child,  my  poor  Isla !  "  he  murmureo, 
in  broken  accent*,  and  great  tears,  the  bitter  tear* 
of  a  strong  man  >  asony,  welled  through  hi* 
fingers,  and  ^ell  slowly  on  the  grotind.  It  was 
diitressing  to  see,  and  though  my  own  heart  was 
heavy  enough,  I  repented  ever  having  apoken. 

"  i-'orgive  me.  Doctor  Mavo. '  I  said,  earnestly  ; 
"I  had  no  notion  I  slmnld  have  pained  you  so 
deeply,  or  I  i^ornld  have  held  my  tongne  f  >r  ever.  " 

Me  was  siltat  for  several  minute*,  striving  tore- 
gain  liis  oomposnre,  and  I  rose  and  walkcato  the 
window,  waiting  patiently  till  he  oould  speak.  It 
seemed  strange  tosaetbe  (un  shining  so  peaoefully 
over  everything,  the  bird*  *inging,  the  gardener 
raking  a  distant  bed,  everything  just  tlie  tame  ks 
usual.  whiUt  to  me  all  life  was  changed,  and 
happiness,  as  I  imagined,  gone  for  eyer  from  my 
heart 

}>reB«>ntly  Dootor  Mayo  rose,  and,  approaohing 
me,  laid  hia  hand  on  my  shoalder. 

"  Mr.  Stanhope,"  be  said,  in  a  very  low  voioe 
which  st%l  trembled  painfully.  "  I  cannot  tutl  you 
the  rea&otr  why  ills  mrpOMtble  tbct  my  ehikl 
muHt  never  marry.  It  is  ft  ^ieftoo  great  to  be 
spoken  of;  one  that  ha*  clouded  my  life  aod 
driv«n  me  away  from  the  world  to  kidi^  VIMlf  is. 
tbi*  Solitude  frooi  evcij  eye.  I  wiB  write  H,  And 
ffive  you  lh«  letter  io-mor^ow  morning  wb^n  yoq 
K*ve  by  house— when  I  know  tnat  we  shall  never 
meet  a^ftin.  WiQ  thia  *«ti*fy  you  t  ' 
'  It  must,"  I  An*wered,  wearily.     "But,  Dootor 


Mayo,  believe  me.  If  I  have  to  wait  for  years,  I 
ehall  be  true  to  her.  1'here  can  eeAreelj  be  an 
obstJiele  that  will  not  yield  to  time.  "     <; 

He  shook  hi*  bead  eadly. 

"  Do  not  hope.  She  can  never,  never  be  your 
wife. " 

I  le  walked  to  the  door  and  unlocked  it,  and  after 
I  had  pa**ed  through,  fsetened  it  once  more  behiitd 
me. 

I  walked  like  a  nian  in  a  dream  up  the  narrow 
stairs,  to  try  to  collect  my  though  la  in  my  room. 
In  the  darkening  passage  that  led  to  it  I  met  Isla, 
wild,  almost  fierce-lookmg. 

"I  was  right,"  she  whiepered,  hurriedly,  "he 
utterly  refused  his  consent. 

I  did  not  answer  in  words,  bi)t  pressed  a  misera- 
ble passionate  kiss  on  her  white  face  and  turned 
away.     Sbe  caught  my  arm. 

"Mr.  Stanhope—  Frere!"  she  cried,  piteously  ; 
"  will  you  leave  me  for  ever?  Will  you  give  me  up 
quite?" 
\  "  Not  if  there  is  any  hope  in  waiting  for  you. 
my  darling,  "  I  replied,  sadly.  "  It  will  almost 
kill  me  to  lose  you.  Isla,  but  I  would  rather  die  a 
thousand  times  than  repay  Doctor  Mayo  for 
saving  my  life  br  stealing  hi*  one  treasure.  " 

"  You  are  quite  determined  ?  "  she  said,  in  a 
strange,  ahort  manner. 

"  Quite,  "  I  answered,  iitinly' 

"  And  you  go  to-morrow  morning  ?  " 

"  Yes,  by  the  early  train  fi^im  Barton.  Would 
to  Heaven  1  had  never  come  here,  or  had  died  on 
that  hill  !  "  and.  with  one  long  kiss  on  the  cold, 
pale  lips,  I  turned  away  and  entered  my  room. 

What  a  misenlble  evening  it  was  !  I  remained 
in  my  rtwm  until  Alison  came  to  tell  me  the  tea 
was  ready  ;  and  then,  though  I  knew  I  could  eat 
nothing,  I  went  down  that  I  might  not  lose  my 
last  moment*  with  Isla. 

What  a  *trJnge,  unintelligble  being  ehe  was  ! 
Never  had  she  been  brighter  or  more  full  of  her 
pretty  childisli  gaiety  than  she  was  that  evening. 
There  was  a  reatlesit  look  in  her  great  dark  eyes,  a 
bright  flush  on  her  cheeks,  that  made  her  look 
more  exquisitely  lovely  than'  I  had  ever  teen  her, 
but  no  trace  of  the  hopeless  grief  she  had  shown 
just  now.  Doctor  Mayo  did  not  appear.  He  was 
busy,  he  sent  word,  and-  Alison  was  to  bring  him  a 
cup  of  tea  in  the  library. 

I  do  not  know  how  I  got  through  that  evening  . 
fur,  the  brighter    Isla  was,    the  more  utterly  mise- 
rable did  I  feel  ;  but- 
yls the  day  weary,  and  never  $o  long. 
At  length  it  rinffeth  to  etentong, 

— and  it  came  to  an  end  at  laat.  I  wiabed  Mr*. 
Alayo  and  Isla  good  night  for  the  laat  time,  and 
sought  nly  room,  to  pass  the  long  sleepless  hours 
in  such  misery  a*  I  hope  1  mav  never  know  again. 

C^rrUt    IV.     AMD  Last.^ 

I  wa*  downstair*  next  morning  by  eight  o'cl<)^' 
and  found  old  Alison  preparing  my  breakfast. 
The  old  woman  looked  pale  aod  worn,  and  1  asked 
her  if  she  had  been  kept  awake  by  the  toothache 
again. 

"  No,  sir,  thank  you.  "  she  answered.  "I(  #%• 
Mil*  Islk.  sbe  weren't  well  in  the  night ;  %ut, 
thank  the  gude  God.  she  has  dropped  i nib  ^  nice 
sleep  now,  and  told  me  not  to  come  10  her  tul  she 
rings  her  bell.  " 

"  Poor  little  darling !  '  I  thought,  eadly  ;  "  At 
battled  ft  out  bravely  1a*t  night  to  vparto'  Qae  pain, 
aud  succutubed  when  I  wa*  no  longer  by.  Heaven 
grant  the  may  not  wake  till  I  am  far  away  I  A  nd 
yet  what  would  I  not  gIVe  tat  6ne  laat  mdr€^  one 
parting  ki*s  !  " 

I  strove  bard  to  swallow  some  breakfast,  but  it 
was  a  minerable  failure  ;  and  rising  at  la«t,  I  buckled 
on  mj  kqapa^^  and  prf  pared  to  start.  I>ar^n 
was  only  t^m  .;paile*  ofl,  but  I  was  obliged  to  aOfT" 
mjrtelf  a  Ml  hour  to  do.it  in,  for  hit  foot  ]fra<i  not 
quite  well  y«t,  and  I  sbon^  proWbly  havfL  to  rest 
by  the  way 

Jn*t  as  I  reached  the  hall  dooTv  Doctor  ^ajo 
joined  me,  hi*  pale  face  and  befvy  eye*,  ^vjaoing 
that  be  had  passed  as  weary  a  ftight  4*  I  V4i  ,M« 
put  a  letter  m  my  band,  lajioi^— 

"  1  h^n  is"  wbalTpromYsei  yoii  Heaves  help 
yoQ  to  beair  it!  I  can  only  wish  we' hi(d  naver 
met ;  but  yioii  an  yoaag,  hat  will  iMrn  to  'fi>if«l 


it.     Good-bye. " 

He  wrung  my  hand,  and  walked  away  without 
listening  to  my  abrupt  thank*  for  all  hi*  j^iodne**; 
aod,  putting  the  letter  in  my  pocket,  1  etroda 
rapidly  away  from  Deepdale  Farm. 

llalr  way  up  the  hill  i  turned  to  take  a  last  look 
at  the  scene  of  *o  much  bappinea*  and  miaery.* 
Ihere  etood  the  old  red  hou*e  half  hidd  a  by  tree*, 
the  blue  smoke  curling  lasily  up  from  lU  tall 
chimneys,  looking  the  picture  of  peaee,  bnt  con- 
Uining  so  much  grief  I  eould  see  Isla'*  window, 
with  the  white  curtain*  drawn  close  aero**,  framed 
in  the  old  (>ear-tree  that  nearly  covered  that  side 
of  the  house;  and  I  pictured  the  lovely  young  face 
sleeping  peacefully  on  its  pillow  till  my  heart  felt 
as  irit  would  burst  with  thn  at^uisb  of  ,lciK>wiDg 
I  should  see  it  no  more  ;  Hf^  groajqipg  aloudl 
hurried  on,  not  daring  to  look  ropnd  till  1  reapbed 
the  other  side  of  the  hill,  and  ^i|e  Louae  wa*  hid- 
den from  my  sight.  « 

It  was  a  lovely,  miaty  Ai^tumi^  monung,  ai»^ 
the  country  around  me  waa  p«;rfect  in  it*  beauty,; 
but  I  had  no  eye*  for  it*  .charm*,  I  waa  only 
thankful  for  the  utter  aojitude,  that  no  pa**ing 
stranger  might  read  the  misery  that  I  knew  wa* 
written  on  my  face. 

'1  here  wa*  no  one  on  the  little  platform  when  I 
reached  the  station  except  an  old  man  and  woman 
on  their  way  to  the  market  in  the  neighboring 
town,  and  I  was  glad  to  hear  the  train  approsMhing 
as  1  took  my  ticket.  I  wanted  to  get  «way;  and: 
I  wanted  to  be  quiet  that  I  might  read  my'letter, 
the  seal  of  which  I  had  not  bri^en.  i  was  thank- 
fnl,  therefore,  to  find  an  empty  compartment,  aud, 
jumping  in.  I  locked  it.ffW^mj!.  regardless  of  by- 
rule*,  and  settled  myselrin  tte  farther  corner, 
knowing  tb^  t&e ontyo&er pass^nget*  —  tha  old 
countryman  and  hi*  wife —  were  not  likely  to  travel 
first  clas*. 

Alaa  for  myhopefl    Aa  the  atarting  bell  fttng;, 
the  guard  Itaenly  opened  the  door  and,   re^rdl^sii** 
of  my  exolamatioD   of  diegoat,  hurried  a  ul&j  in,° 
blew  hi*  whistle,  and  apraog  into  hi*  van.     A    few 
puff*  and  snort*  and  we  were  off,  and  as  we  cleared 
the  station  my  unwelcome  compaoion   flung   her-  : 
self  in  my  arms,    and    Isla's  sweet  voioe  exclaim- 
ed— 

"  Frerp,  Frere,  forgive  me !  I  oould  not  atav 
behi«l.l" 

For  some  minute*  I  eould  not  *peak.     The  re-  - 
action  wa*   so  great   that,   after  believing  I  had 
looked   my  la*t  on  her  for  ever,  and  now  finding 
her  once  luore  in  my  4rm*,  I  eoiild  only  (train  her 
to  me,  ,and  rain  ki**e*  on  her  lovely  little  face« 

*'  You    would    not   run    away  with  me,  so  I  waa 
obliged  to  run  away  with  youi     she  said,  laughing  ■ 
merrily  as  she  looked  gaily  up  in  my  fi^e,,    "An  ■ 
you  very  angry  with  me  V  " 

•'My  own  darling,  ho*  ean  I  be?"  I  anpwered, 
scarce  fy  '  able    to   control    my    vofoe.     "Arid 'yet 
what  will  your  &ther  tbink  of  me  ?    Oh  1  ishi.  ray  . 
love.  Would  to  Heavan  you  wefe  \)»fik  at  De«)>dale,  ; 
though  my  heart  nearly  broke  when    I    thought  1  '■ 
had  left  you  thare  for  ever !  " 

"J^u^Jja  is  pot  my  fstb^r,  "  sh^  aaid,  frMipi^ 
herself  and  )oo)pne  ..out  of  the  iniffip^  with  a 
troubled  face  ;  "ana  the  sin  i*  mine,  not  hi*.  It 
ii  I  who  haie  broken  the  vow,  for  he  tried  hi*  beat, 
his  very  btrii  (blfeep  me  true  t6  it.  Bi^t  I  conra 
not  help  it.  I  fit:lt1ast  night  that  I  would  rather 
faoe  the  wrath  of  BaaVen  Ihan  give  you  up.  Why 
ehould  I  auffer  for  my  lather'*  *in  ?  Sm«Iy  I  am 
not  buunfir  by  hik  /a*h  vow,  "  anther  dark  eye*  ' 
flaehed  pki  stars  as  she'  clenched  her  hand*  tigntly 
toeethef'.  ' 

I  felt  beisdd'eTed  onoe  more.  What  waa  thia 
dreadful  vow  tbtt  wk*  tp.dettar. this  lovely  young 
creature  from  all  the  joy*  of  life  ?  It  conla  not  be 
one  that  ought  to  bekapt ;  and.  alas  !  I  Celt,  like 
her,  tliat  I  would  risk  even  the  wrath  of  Ueaven 
sooner  Ibmi  Mlin^uiah  all  hop* ,cj  calling  bar^viite. 
She  turned  to  me  witll  a  look  of  aoaas«MQt  as  I : 
implontd  ber  to  explain. 

"  Yon  mn*t  inoK.  "  eh*  aasw*c«d  alqwl*.  Every-  . 
body  ha*  heard  of  Je^htb^'i  rsab  vow.  ^ 

"Tee,  of  eourie,  • 
of  that?" 

bh*  turned  her  haaatMU  dark  ijm  on  iM.wilh  • 
look  I  ahall  never  fot{(at."iad,  byuiglivhiiid  on 
my  arm, Jkid  in  low  thmlbg  tone*—' 

"  I  am  Jephthah*  daughter  I " 

A  low  «ry  of  otter  horror  broke  (hm  ma  aa  the 


*  I  itaiwwed  eagerly—  "what 


truth  fore«d  it««If  upon  my  mind.  She  wm  m»d ! 
In  a  moment  all  waa  clear —  her  father'*  grief,  her 
•tAdgli  msaiMr,  hie  aeaertion  that  the  oould  never 
lie  my  wife ;  and,  burying  my  face  in  my  hands, 
I  lank  ba«k  in  my  teat  oompletely  atiuMMa  by  the 
terrible  blow.  •   ■    ^  ,      - 

Why  had  I  b^n  eo  blind,  to  terribly  blind,  ■fihaa 
all  wai  10  fearfully  distinct  now?  And  now  i^at^' 
was  I  to  do  ?  I  felt  with  keen  agony  that,  loviog 
her  a'  madly  as  I  did,  I  could  not  make  ber  my 
wife.  It  was,  as  Doctor  Mayo  had  truly  said,  *n 
obsUcle  that  would  not  yield  to  time  ;  for  even 
were  she  completely  cured,  how  could  I  make  her 
the  HH^Uier  of  my  okildren,  to  perpetiiate  in  all 
probability  the  terrible  curse  of  insanity  ? 

Shi  sat  perfectly  silent  opposite  me,  apparently 
well  pleased  with  the  effect  her  words  had  produced  : 
for,  wh»n  I  looked  up  she  smiled  and  said  — 

"  Voa.did  not  know  it  was  as  dreadful  as  that, 
didyint" 

"Indeed  I  did  not,  "  I  answered  with  a  shudder, 
trying  to  form  some  plan  in  my  mind  for  restoring 
her  to  her  parents. 

"  Hut.  Isia  "  I  continued,  very  gently,  "  I  am  not 
so  brave  as  you  are.  I  dare  not  incur  Heaven's 
wrath  by  making  you  my  wife.  We  must  part, 
my  darling,  bitter  as  it  is.  " 

:She  looked  at  roe  in  silent  dismay  for  some 
second*  ;  then  with  a  sudden  bound  she  sprtng  to 
the  oilier  end  of  the  carriage  and  opened   the  door. 

"Sit  still!"  she  cried  as  I  moved  towards  her, 
her  eyes  flashing  wildly,  and  her  lovely  &ce  as 
while  as  death.  "  Make  one  step  towards  me,  and 
I  will  jump  out !  " 

I  sank  back,  paralysed  with  horror,  and  she  went 
on  fiercely — 

"  Your  love  is  not  eqoal  to  mine,  Ihen  ?  Y«u 
would  have  me  keep  that  cruel,  impious  vow  ? 
You  would  send  me  back  to  Deepaale,  would 
yo«? 

•'What  else  can  I  do,  Isla  ?  "  I  asked,  at  my 
wits'  end.     "  Dare  you  fly  in  the  face  of  Heaven  ?  " 

"  Yes,  I  dare, "  site  said  in  the  same  fierce  tone  ;  ' 
"  foi;.—  listen  I  — if  you  do  not  swear  solemnly  that 
you  will  not  seoa  me  back,  that  you  will  marry 
me  at  the  first  town  we  come  to,  I  will  spring  out 
of  the  tmin  this  moment.  Do  not  try  to  stop  me  ; 
I  can  jninn  before  you  can  reach  me,  nnJ  I  will ! '" 

.^he  lieKi  the  door  wider  open,  and  &a  I  hesi- 
tated I  «t«w  tlie  lit^ges  flyag  past,  the  telegraph 
post*  blurred  into  ope  white  mass,  so  swin  was 
tl>e  speed  at  which  we  were  going.  She  would  be 
daiihed  to  atoms,  and  I  should  Da  her  murderer, 
but  then  liow  could  I  take  the  oath  that  she  dic- 
Uted  ?     Should  I  be  justified  in  breaking  it?  ' 

*  )rily  for  one  moment  I  doubted.  It  could  not 
be  binding  under  the  circumstances,  nnd  to  refuse 
would  be  to  have  her  death  on  my  hands. 

"  1  will  not  send  yuu  buck,  Isla  darling  "  I  said, 
soothingly.  "  C^ome  and  sit  down,  upA  do  not 
talk.^  wildly.  " 

"Swear!"  she  said,  without  moving;  and  with 
a  silent  prayer  for  forgiveness  1  repeated — 

"  I  swear.  " 

1  hen  the  shut  the  door,  and  oame  quietly  back 
to  htf  seat,  a  happy  light  shining  in  her  eyes  that 
made  ber  look  inexpressibly  lovely. 
...  Uqf  utterly  miserable  it  made  me  to  look  at 
her  and  know  we  were  parted  for  ever !  In  spite  of 
all,  I  loved  her  still  so  dearly.  1  held  her  tiny 
hand  fast  in  mine  to  prevent  a  recurrence  of  the 
terrible  scene,  and  tried  to  think  calmly  as  she 
prattled  as  qiiietly  and  merrily  as  ever. 

Mow  was  I  to  restore  her  to  lu-f  ^the^ without 
arousing  her  suspicions  ?  ^he  seemed  as  sensible 
as  I  was.  except  on  the  one  pdint,  and  would  in- 
stantly know  if  I  attempted  to  break  my  word  ; 
and  then  what  might  she  not  do ! 

I  wuuJer  my  Imir  did  not  turn  gray  during  that 
terrible  half  hour,  it  was  such  Kgonx  to  hear  the 
swevt  voiee  telling  me  with  chiloish  candour 
of  her  love  for  me,  talking  so  hopefully  of  jour 
future,  and  asking  me  if  I  wuiild  give  her  some 
new  canaries.  At  timet  the  soft  Intle  hand  wa^ 
laid  caressingly  on  my  cheek,  and  jilie  said,  detect- 
ing with  a  woman's  instinct  the  misery  in  my  eyes  — 

"  Ah.  you  do  not  love  me  as  I  love  you,  or  you 
would  not  look  so  troubled.     I  am,  so  very,  yery^ 
happv.     W  ill  the  train   never  stop'  to  let  us  pe 
married  *  I  shall  not  feel  quite  cafe  till  I  ap  act- 
ually yonr  wife,  and  then,  you  know,   pa^  cannot    » 


tftke  me  away.     Ah,  Frere.  Heareiv  «nows  how  I 
love  you,  and  it  is  too  kind  to  be  very  an^^ry.  " 

She  raised  her  sweet  young  face  to  mine,  and  I 

Jeant   forward    and    pressed   a   long,    passionate, 

'ipvittg^.kiss  j)n  tb«.  (Q*y_)j()9.  MiLtlutn.-rz:  1 1^ 

iB«ml)er  Nothing  more.  t. 


When  I  came  to  myself  I  was  lying  on  the  line, 
the  bright  sun  shining  full  on  my  upturned  face,  a 
heap  of  broken  wood  around  and  on  me.  and 
.ahntks,  cries,  and^aaans  of  agugv  singing  in  loy 

'     l^b>re  rcfalqeolll^t 


,^ean 


It  was  some  seZionds  __ 

m%  soat^red  senses  ami  undwiaad  wha^  had 
happened  and%hec«i  was;*' then  1  raised  myself 
and  looked  round  for  Isla. 

She  was  close  by,  lying  not  three  feet  from  me, 

and  my  hear^  l^i^  ®'''"iM  'Ht  *lu?  '**'**^  ?"  *^® 
still  wliite,  lice"' an3^'lhe''^a?fing  lips  wefrrng  a 
strange  a,wet;t  snail4^     1  w^^  unhyyt — iln4sl>e7         , 

WJ|B  a  low  My  olM'efly  I^fe*  Ihfc.slight  young 
figure  from  under  thftna«itju£bfoJtf n  timber^^na 
pressed  my^Jips  to  the  lovely  Scelhat  was 'already 
stiffening  into  rigidity.  A  beam  had  struck  her  on 
the  temple,  and  the  poor  blighted  life  was  over— 
Isla  had  gone  to  the  Heaven  that  is  "  too  kind  to  be 
very  angry.  " .  These  were  her  last  words ;  and 
how  swialy  Siad  they  Been  prgVedJrue  t  WhUe  i]»e 
pure  heartVas  tbll  of  glad^ness.  &fbre  the  /pitter 
disappointniebt  came,  she^  hM  bifen  '•uerttfiiny 
removed  from  this  earth.  ^Jiven  in  the  first  burst 
of  my  sorrow  I  recognised  ihis  ;  ^ikT  though  great 
scalding  tearr  fell  on  the  »ljiite  jupturttOT  face,  I 
thanked  Heaven  for  its  goodness. 

Many  years   have   passed  since  Isla  was  laid  in 
her  quiet  yrtva^  but  even  aow  I  8caro«lylik^  t^ 
recill  jthat  joprney"%»ck  to  liflttw*.  ^vit  was'  njid-^^ 
day  and  past  w^n  we  reaclie4  it.     I  had  teIegEa^ 
plie3to  Doctor  Mayo  to  meet  me,  breaking  the  blow 
as  well  as  I  could  by  a  hint  of  sometliini^  terrible 
having    happened.     The  news  of  the  collision    had    ^ 
alref^  arrive^,  *Q<rUi^poor  ok^mSh-was  pre(^r- 
ed  forlirt  wetst.     liut  still  when  hid  tjw  fell  ,ou 
.the  dead  faoe  of  his  child,  ^s  gri«f  was    terribly  to 
witness.     Jusi  one  word  of  reproach  he  utte.red  as 
he  took  he^n  his  arms,      i  '<ii,  ' 

"  Ah,  Mr.  Stanhope,  could  you  not  have  spared 
me  my  one  pet  lamb  ?  " 

,  1  could  not  bear  that  h^  should  think  me  guilty 
of  4uch  baseness,  asd  in  a  {f0  words  I  tola  him 
all.  ••       ^^ 

"  I  b^eve  y^u, "  "Jie  Jitid,  "sadly  ;  "  ^lie'  poor 
child  was  not  mistre*  of  herself.  We  found  she 
had  escaped  through  her  window  whijewe  thopelit 
she  was  sleeping,  and  I  guessed  where  she.Had 
gonej  Heaven  has  dealt  vety  sorely  with  us,  but 
ltd  will  be  done !  She  saw  ber  only  broVlier  crushed 
to  pieces  in  a  mill  when  she  wa^jonly  fourteen,^nd 
her  miod  never  recqvered  from*rae  shocH.  it  Is - 
be^  as  it  is  perhaps,  but  it  is^^ard  to  say  so  just 
al  first.*       « 

I   woj|j|d  %K   leave   the   strike*  man  till  heand    - 
his  sad   i>urden   had  reached  the  farm,  and  ttTeti, 
feeiing  that   I  could  only   add  another  sting    to 
their  deep  grief  I  left  them. 

I  do  not  thinW  they  suffered  more  l^jp  I  did  at 
the  time.  It^as  such  a ^Itoible  awakening  from 
th*  bri<;ht  dream  of  firet  love,  and  tlie  world 
seemed  so  blank  and  empty,  that  a^ain  and 
again  I  wished  that  I  had  died  when  I  missed  my 
foot  on  the  m&unt^in,  or  with  Jsia  in  the  collision ; 
but  lime  effaces  most  sorrowp,  and,  though  I  b*^e 
never  forgotten  her,  I  have  learned  to  love  another 
89  deeply  onq  truly  as  I  loved  her. 

I  have  visited  Doctor  and  Mrs.  M^o  every  year 
since    then  ;  and    when    I    named    my    first    little 
daughter   Isla,   after   her  we   had   all   loved  and 
mourned  so  deeply,  they  had  once  more  something 
to  love  in  life,  and  my  wife  and  I  try  not  to  mur- 
mur at  the  long  ajid  freq«a<^  stays  our  little jone 
mak^s  at^DeepaaJi^  Farm   wUh  her  godfather  "and 
godmother,     I  know  I  •we  them  ev^ry    reparation 
,  1  can  possibly  make,  as  1  was  the  uawilUng  cause 
of^heir   loss,    and' my  heart  f^ioes  affi  Me  the 
"Wrightening  of  the  two  sad  old  faces  whe»'the  ti^\- 
dish  prattle  and  pattering  of  feet  of  their  new  Isla 
.  IM-nrt  their  $a».     As  to  .▲liaon,    I  believe  she  ac- 
tually worships  the  child.  1(L  f  • 
■               '                 (Tub  Emd)  *^:«__» 


What  a  Bell  Said. 

*T  A.  SUHMBB  B^UNTKaiK. 


It  wa«  •  ^ft,  hasy  day  in  June,  a  veritable  sea- 
<  b  ton  to  f*tDpt  one  (W>m  th«  house  into  bowers  and 
leafy  retMa^.  I  oould  not  resist  the  appeal,  even 
if  I  wished  ;  so  forth  I  went,  now  wading  through 
green  meadow  grass,  anon  stopping  to  note  a  per- 
fect fairy  bower,  covered  with  the  redly-blusmng 
faces  of  June  roses.  At  last,  passing  into  a 
smooth,'  Well-beaten  foot-path,  I  loitered  on  aim- 
Ittsty,  citine  for  no  other  companion  than  Nature, 
wliose  eepUe  hand  led  me  until  I  came  to  an  old 
churchTSifiose  rugged  gray  stone  walls  were  soft- 
ened an^  almost  hidden  by  the  thick  foliage  of 
climbing  ivy. 

,.-§9ni?*hing  about  the  api>o««nce  of  the  edifice. 
Its  aic.ofqiiiet'  peace,  and  its  picturesque  surround- 
ii^s.  atmsebed  me,  and  I  entered.  After  exa- 
mining the  int«rior.  I  «at  down,  overcome  with 
4Mig«B,-'ift  one  of  the  large,  old-fashioned  pews ; 
and  a  delicious  languor  crept  over  me.  How 
long  I  h*d  been  sealed  there  I  cannot  tell.  Sud- 
denly I  Iseard  the  strong,  deep  tones  of  the  bell, 
in  what  at  first  seemed  to  me  a  confused  clangonr  : 
but,,  afttir  listening  intently  a  few  momenta,  the 
sounds  jfipally  resolved  themselves  into  worda, 
and  the  greatoell  spoke  :  — 

■  it'  Many,  a  year  has  passed  away  with  silent 
fpotstepsj,  young  eyes  have  dimmed,  and  brown 
IpcKs  silvered.  Hui  still  I,  from  uiy  ancient  nook, 
have  seen  countless  springs  born  amid  smiles,  re- 
joicings, '  ind  gay  flower*,  and  marked  the  wane 
of  countless  aulunina.  and  heard  the  last  faint 
sighs  of  Uilh  as  they  wafted  into  silence.  Hera 
every  iWy  Sahibaih  Tor  years,  bi^ve  I  rung  out  in 
my  ^ea^t  and  sweetest  tonas  a  call  to  God's 
worshippers,  and  have  bidden  them  gather  with 
love,  una  {reverence. 

"  Hov  lolenmly  have  I  tolled  ray  dii^e  for  the 
dead  l.«nd:  still,  for  the  deep  bi(,tor  furrow  of  the 
living  thefe  was  a  note  of  peace  and  comfort,  as  I 
w^nspered  of  (be  weary  soul  at  rest. 
^Joyously  I  rang  when  I  welcomed  the  mar- 
riMfe  gueeta  to  tliese  portals,  every  note  41  blessing 
on  the  fcir  "young  head  of  the  brid<> ;  and  then, 
when  th<y  emerged  thence,  how  gladly  sounded 
my  God  (peed ! 

"  'Ihe  irkiah  breezy  days  of  spring,  the  paagion- 
la^guor  (4  ^summer,  the  gorgeous  tints  of  autumn, 
«an<^thc  «h^p  frosts  of  winter,  I  have  seen,  and 
loved  them  all.  1'he  dainty  birds  broah  their 
shining  wings  in  fearless  play  against  me:  'Ihe 
whhipering  zephyrs  and  glancing  rain-drops  caress 
my  old  fae*,  rough  and  harsh  though  it  is.  Many 
a  time  and  oft  have  I  basked  in  the  effulgent  sheen 
of  suidight^  or  caught  the  first  pencilling  of  the 
mosgifig.  Undaunted  I  hear  the  hoarse,  deep 
voice  of  the  thnn4«r,  or  face  the  lightning^ 
Ja^ed  flash.  1  he  storm  howls  fiercely  about  me, 
I  stand  unmoved. 

"  Like  B  headstone  of  the  Past,  Time  acknow- 
ledges me  as  a  friend,  and  gnaws  but  gently  my 
weather-ljeaten  visage.  A  h !  through  stonn  and 
sunshine,  through  joy  and  sorrow,  have  I  kept 
my  post,  %  liaithful,  uutired  sentinel.  ' 

XatLold  bell  ceased,  and  silence  filleil  the  build- 
ing. It  was  broken  at  last  by  the  deep  tones  of 
the  bell  sounding  the  evening  hour,  and  I  awoke 
with  a  start.  Night  had  fallen,  and  shadows  were 
stealing  softly  through  the  weird  old  windows, 
that  were  like  the  eyes  of  an  ag«d  peirson.  filmy 
and  dim :  and  I  arose  and  walked  musingly  home- 
ward, pondering  in  my  dream. 


'G«avb"  Subjects.  —  Tomtytonea. 


N> 


Wbt  ipla  convent  like  an  empty  house?  — 
Because  it  is  a  nun-inhabited  place. 

Thi  miseries  of  the  fK>or  arc  as  sacred  as  those 
of  the  rich  ;  and  the  rich  have  miseries  in  spit«  of 
their  rich««, 

Ti^lU  do  not  dwell  long  on  the  cheeks  of  youth. 
Rain  ditpps  easy  from  the  bud,  rests  on  the  bosom 
of  the  maturer  flower,  and  breaks  down  that  which 
has  lived  ita  day. 


Why  are  good  resolntions  liire  &inting  ladieaf 
•— Bacauae  they  want  carrying  oat. 

A  tUtim  company.  —  A  gang  of  tbievca. 
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1.  I  aaw  her  firet  in  gold  -  en  hours 
8.  I  nw  ber  next  in  sum  -  mer  time, 
S.     A -las,   a  -   lati,        on  au  •  tnmn's  wave. 
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prim  -  rose  starH    ap     -    pear 
ev    -    'ry  charm  eu    -    dear 
heav'u      her  bark    was         steer 


in',        Oh,  queen  was  she  of  all  the  dow'rs, 

in',        For    she  was  in  her  girl    -     hood's  fJame, 
in',       And      I,    no  pray'r  of  mine        might  sare 


The  lovo  -  ly  lioso  of 
The  lovo  -  ly  Robo  of 
My  lov  !  -  ly    Rom»      of 


E    ^  .  .f 
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E    - 
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neath       the  shade  of       I    -    rish  hills,         Their  Isle's    own  co  -  lors    wear  -  in',  Ah,  Where  smil'd  the       sham-rock         all        the      day,  , 

met        be -side       the        banks       of  Erne,  No  thought   of    aor  -  row    fear  -  in',  Ah,   Yet     oft         I      thought  hrr  li    -    ly        pale, 

well         a    day       the  an    -    gels  came,        My  hearrs    own  gar  -  den    near  -  in',  Ah,     and  took      from    earth,   to         bloom    in    heav'n. 
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Silent  Eyening. 


Mi 


*  BALLAD.  '■■-'      ^      -.      - 

OonpoMd  bj  S.  H.  HirdiDg— Arranged  by  Anton  Straob. 

The  Mailc  of  thl«  piaoa  ■rrftuge<1  for  t(i«  Toiea  and 

piMinforte.  Ii  pnbliiliad  by  E.  H  HitrtliDK  lu  hi*  •l«(»nt 

Uid  larg*  doiible-iheet  firm— Th*  Miue  u  tb«  Tbirty 

0«at  SbMt  Muiic-For  a.ila  by  I  H  Hardinf, 

No.  288  Uowary-Pric*  T«b  0«Bta. 


Silent  evening,  how  I  love  thee 

With  thy  atar  and  veaper  hymn  I 
Heav'n  ia  awe«tly  calm  above  me, 

While  o'er  earth  loved  perfume*  iwim  : 
Labor  in  hia  cot  repoaee, 

Toil  his  daily  ta«k  hath  done  : 
Ruatio  ohildren,  hke  wild  rosea, 
bhimber  with  the  letting  lun— 
Labor  in  hia  cot  reposes, 

Toil  hi.-  daily  task  hath  dona  : 
Rustie  children,  like  wild  rosea, 
tjlumber  with  the  setting  sun. 

Silent  Evening,  hour  of  musing. 

W  hen  tlie  birds  have  ceased  their  strains  : 
When  devotion,  peace  infusing, 

Lifts  the  soul  to  hallowed  plains  r 
When  the  flowers,  like  angels  brcalhiog 

Grateful  incense  to  the  skies. 
Close  their  leaves  in  fragrance  wreathing, 

, Peaceful  twiliirht  as  she  lies— 
'      When  the  nuwera,  like  angels  breathing 
Grateful  iocense  to  the  akies, 
Cloae  their  leaves  in  fragrance  wreathing 
Peaceful  twilight  as  she  lies. 

Silent  Evening,  well  I  love  thee — 

Balmy  hopes  exalt  my  breast. 
As  I  view  thy  beams  above  me. 

And  behold  love's  mansions  blest  : 
Like  thy  shadows  gently  stealing 

Orer  river,  tower  and  tree, 
Half  the  busy  world  concealing. 
Let  ray  life's  last  moments  be — 
Like  thy  shadows  gently  stealing 

Over  river,  tower  and  tree. 
Half  the  busy  world  concealing. 
Let  my  life's  last  momeuts  be  ! 


The  Old  DeMrted  Charch. 

.//        A  SACKED  BALLAD.    /;,, 
Wmtrtiti  uroM  caiiioroBD  ou>  caOkcB. 
Words  by  Osorga  Jsmes  Cook— Uasic  by  Qeorge  Bsrksr. 


I  love  ths  Old  Dsserted  Chnreh 

'1  hat  stands  upiiTi  the  Hill  : 
Tor.  tboiigh  'tia  fslleu  to  Decay, 

Thare'a  grandaar  tn  It  atlll  : 
Tbare'a  Huaic  In  tba  raatllng  wind 

Tbst  wblitle*  tbrongh  tba  Alsls, 
It  plaja  a  tuuerQl  lueludy 

l7pou  tbs  8»cred  PtI*. 

Thick  foliated  Kims  o'er  dstalsd  graves 

Oaat  forth  a  aoinbre  gloom 
And  one  tail  apreadiuR  a«6il  Taw 

Moan  o'sr  iho  nioalderlng  Tomb — 
The  wayworn  wanderer  baitsth  here 

To  rsat  apoo  tbe  atlle. 
Wher*  yoalb  and  age  bsve  atopt  to  ahsra 

Thsir  PMtor'S  parting  amlle. 

The  Oblmlns;  Bella  long  alnce  have  ceased 

Tbeir  claiuoiona  (>eal  to  riDK  : 
X»w  ronud  (Le  buams  od  nUicb  they  hang 

The  tAioIng  Ivyea  cling  :  ^ 

The  whiatiing  Plntigb-bo/  hobling  home 

At  twiltubt'a  loue>y  hoar. 
With  fearful  glance  atrldes  by  thS  Porok 

B«alde  tbe  ruined  Towar. 

The  asatiess  Porch  affords  s  hanat 

Tor  mldnlMbt  Owl  aDd  Bat 
Where  courtlui;  swains.  In  oldsB  diyt, 

With  BluumlDR  Dawaela  aat : 
And  where  the  good  man  s  warning  voice 

Struck  Terror  to  the  gay. 
The  Bobin  to  MorUllty— 

Ohaants  forth  a  holy  lajr. 

Vhe  silTsr  moon-beams,  teiry-llks, 

flmj  round  tills  hallowed  apot. 
Where  Sabbath  anna  have  brightly  gleamaA 

On  OhrlstlSDS  long  forgot  : 
Whose  mortal  form*  lie  ernmhllng  bsra 

Beaeath  tbe  verdarad  aod. 
Till  aammoned  by  tlieir  Maker'a  oail 

T*  rlae  and  meet  their  Ood. 


Ha  k  «  WMk  man  that  eanxMt  get  angry,  bat  a 
wise  man  who  woa't. 


Fond  Memories  of  Home. 

Words  by  H.  J.  St.  Leger— Maalo  by  W.  H.  Wslss. 


•ye, 


Dear  home  which  roem'ry  oft  brings  back 

To  eharm  my  wearied  eyes, 
vWben  searching,  in  life's  cheqoend  trMk, 

For  joys  unmixed  with  sighs  : 
I  dream  of  thee  with  tearful  eye. 

And  see  the  well-known  tree 
Where  I,  in  sunnv  infancy. 

Have  wandered  oft  witli  the«— 
I  dream  of  thee,  1  dream  of  thee  with  tearful 

And  see  tliat  well  known  tree 
Where  I,  in  sunny,  in  sunny  infancy, 

Uave  wandered,  wandered  oft  with  that. 

The  villa^  bells  I  loved  to  hear, 
At  twilight's  soft  decline, 

Are  charming  now  some  other  ear, 
Some  other  heart  than  mine. 

At  that  sweet  hour  when  darkness  steals 
I  ts  shadows  o'er  the  sen. 

Ah  !  tlien  my  heart  in  sadness  feels 
How  deor  thou  art  to  me — 

Fond  memories  at  that  sweet  hour 

when  darkness  steals 
Its  shadows  o'er  the  sea. 

Ah  I  then  my  heart  in  sadness  feels 

how  dear  thou  art- 
Fond  memories  to  me  — 


Marie  :  or  when  I  am  Near  Thee. 

Uiuic  by  Frans  Abt. 

Ths  LInalo  of  this  aong  Is  pabllabed  by 
8.  T.  Oordou,  7M  Broadway,  Maw-Tork  Oitj. 


TaL 


When  T  am  near  thee, 

'I  ime  treads  on  flowers,  v  ^  . 

Ah  !  how  unheeded  his  foot-steps  slip  by— 

When  thou  art  absent,  slow  move  the  hoars. 
Each  moment  is  marked  by  a  sigh,  a  sigh. 
Each  moment  is  marked  by  a  sigh,  by  a  sigh. 
1  hoa  art  my  treasure,  my  joy,  my  delight, 
1  hou  art  my  sun-beam,  the  star  uf  my  night  : 
Thou  art  my  treasure,  my  joy,  ray  delight. 
Thou  art  my  sun-beam,  the  star  of  my  night. 
Thou  art  my  sun-beam,  the  star  of  my  night  I 

Smile  then,  oh  !  smile  on  the  fond  love  T  cherish, 

Let  one  bright  snn-beara  my  heart  illume  : 
Love  unrequited  must  languish  and  perish  — 

Hope  is  Its  cradle,  despair  is  its  tomb. 
Tliy  smiles  so  beaming,  thy  smiles  so  bright 
Chase  from  my  heart,  love,  the  shadows  of  night. 
1  hy  smiles  so  beaming,  thy  smiles  so  bright 
Chase  from  my  heart,  love,  tlie  shadows  of  night, 
Chuse  from  my  heart,  love,  the  shadows  of  night. 


Words 


J 


Nightfall  at  Sea. 

A  REVERIE, 
rthar  Mattblson— Hnsic  by  VIrglnlaaabrisL 


The  Uiialc  la  ptihliahed  br  Booaey  k  Co., 
.  No.  33  K   Utb  Street,  New-York. 


Sleep  the  great  waters,  shado^Ts  fall  round  us, 

Itight  in  her  mystic  folds  softly  hath  bound  us  : 

Ihrough  tlie  still  darkness,  o'er  the  sea's  deep  caves, 

Floating  serenely,  cresting  th ;  dim  r.-aves. 

Spirits,  home  spirits,  angels  iiov  move — 

Whisp'-  -iij,  breathing,  bearing  us  love  I 

Angels  .   angels  breathing  lovo, 

Softly  and  tenderly  peace  falleth  on  us. 

Gone  the  ('  irk  shadowc,  fair  stars  chine  upou  us  : 

Tenderly,  Koflly,  peace  falleth  on  us  — 

Gone  the  dark  shadovrs,  fair  3taro  shino  npon  uo  : 

1°enderly,  softly,  peace  falleth  on  us  : 

Gone  the  dark  shadows,  fair  stars  shine  upon  as. 

Peace,  peace  falleth  on  us. 

Touth'i  the  Season  Made  for  Joyi. 

ByOay.   ■j-'.:'.--:  .'-  : 


. 


Tooth's  the  season  mado  for  Joys, 

Love  la  then  onr  dnly  : 
Sbs  alone  who  that  employs 

Well  daaarvas  bar  beauty  ! 
Let's  be  gay  while  wa  may, 
Baaaty's  a  power  daspiaed  Jn  t'aeay' 
Tooth's  tba 


season,  ke. 


Let  aa  driok  and  aport  to-daj, 
Oara  la  not  to-morrow  :        ■  •  •  1  v.:: 

Lova  with  yoath  flies  away.    ■■  -  •  '    • 
Age  la  Doa«ht  but  aorrow  ' 

Dance  and  slog  Time's  on  the  wing, 

LUs  Bsvar  knows  the  ratnrn  of  aprlag— 

Let  «a  drink, 


-•♦^ 


Hymph  of  the 


5^.,-        V  y  BABOAflOLI. 

Words  by  Ar<oar  ICatthlsoD— Mualc  by  A.  Wander 

Tba  If  nalc  can  be  obtained  of  tbe  Pnbllaliar. 

A.  WnDclermau    St  tbe  Ezteuaiva  uOee  of  th 

OoaaxsroirCEHCc  l(t;siCAi.E  COO  Broad* ay,  Nuw  ) 


SofUy  Git  moon-beams  on  the  waves  float,    *' 
Under  the  branching  trees,  '  ' '" 

Swift  glides  my  boat  : 
Murmur  a  loving  song,  waves,  as  ye  flow  : 
Moon-beam,  your  sweet  light  o'er  htT  couch  I 
Moon-beam,  your  sweet  light  o'er  her  couch  tl 
Softly  the  moon -beams  on  the  waves  float. 
Under  the  branching  trees,  swift  glides  my^ 

Under  her  window  resteth  my  boat,  ^    '.■ 

ftweetly  my  mandoline  i  .■      \  ' 

Sound  forth  love's  note  :  ',r  ■ ".    " ... 

Then  from  her  dreams  of  me.  shall  she  awake. 
Darling,  sweet  Angel,  nymph  of  the  lake  : 
Darling,  sweet  Angel,  nymph  of  the  lake, 
i^oflly  the  moon-beams  on  the  waves  float,  .- 
Under  the  branching  trees,  swift  glides  my  - 


Sweet  be  thy  Slambei'  I 

'■■■'/■;■'•.;•■;■,;      SERENADE.      '"-Vj:,..  :  ■■;;^^■■ 

Words  by  Arthnr  Maltblson— Music  by  A.  Wnnden 

The  Miiaic  can  be  obtained  of  the  Pni>lisher, 

A.  Wnodermanii    at  the  Extrnalve  offloe  of  tli 

CoaBBapoHDCHCK  UcaiCALC   (Sen  Broadway.  Naw-I 


Sweet  be  thy  slumber,  darling,  to-night  ! 
Angels  watch  over  tLee  from  regions  of  light  : 
Blessings  a  thousand  fold  rest  on  thy  head,    . 
Over  thy  young  life  happiness  spread  — 
Over  thy  young  life  happiness  spread  ! 
Sweet  lie  thy  slumber,  darling,  to-night !' 
A  ugels  watch  over  thee  from  regions  of  ligh 

God  keep  thee,  darling,  holy  and  pure, 
From  all  temptation,  safe  and  secure. 
Guard  thee  when  strongest,  hold  thee  when  faj 
And  when  death  cometh,  crown. thee  a  saint. 
And  when  death  cometh,  crown  thee  a  saint. 
Good  keep  thee,  darling,  holy  and  pure, 
From  all  temptation,  safe  and  secure. 


'■:.'■    The  Baltlj  Prayer,  -'-l--:'-  ■' 

Words  by  Walter  Msnrice-Mnslo  by  HImmsI, 

Th*  Mnalc  of  thia  piree   arrange')  for  tbe  voice  a 

piauoforto   la  pnbliaheU  by  E.  11   IlarduiK  in  hia  eli 

and  large  donble-aheet  form  — The  tame  aa  the  Th 

Ceut  Sheet  Unalc— For  aale  by  E.  II   Harding, 

No.  263  Bowery— Price  Ten  Cents. 

Father  !  I  bend  to  thea—       '  ; 

Life,  it  was  thy  gift. 

Thou  now  can'st  shield  it  :  ...  ) 

From  thee  it  come,  and  to  thee. 

I  ^ield  it— 
In  life  or  death,  forsake  not  me. 
Father  !  1  bend  to  tliee—       .. ,   .  ;!    ;' 

Father!  T  trust  in  thee—  ^.. 

When  mid  St  the  battle's  strife      j 
.  Death  did  surround  m, 

E'en  at  the  cannon's  mouth,      -  .: 
Death  has  not  found  me 
Father  !  'twas  thy  will,  T  trust  in  thee 
Father  1  still  guiue  thou  me. 

All  I  give  back'  ta  thee  I 

When  at  thy  call 
I  my  Life  then  shall  yield, 

When  in  the  oold  tomb, 
^         My  fate  shall  be  sealed. 

Father  !  my  soul  take  unto  th 
Father  I  forsake  not  me- 


! 


Love  like  boneAy  is  much  talked  about  and 
iitile  andarstood. 


—       ..tji,  m^-MJ.  «. 
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Pat  Corney'a  Account  of  HimMlf 


Id  th«  Und  of  shellalaeh  my  father  did  dwell, 
A  dealer  lu  niurpblee-ble  abop  I  knew  well  : 
Hie  wife,   twea  my  uiutiier-my  fatber  and  ahe 
dot  my  brotber  and  alater.  anU  tlieu  got  lue. 
Mow  I  aoun  grew  a  boy  .   M  I've  ofteu  been  told, 
I  fonnd  it  was  trne  tbat  Me  made  u*  old  : 
So  I  reaolTed  for  to  marry  the  first  K>rl  I'd  aee, 
I  bat'i  If  1  did  like  ber  and  abe  wonia  bave  me. 

Niiw  it'a  ahow  me  that  city  where  Rlrla  are  ao  pretty, 
BecHUse  I'm  In  want  of  a  wife  yon  njaat  know  : 

If  abe  la  but  willing   I  awear  I'll  be  klllinK 
And  make  bar  uiy  wife  wbeiber  aba  will  or  i<bk 

Nnw  It  chauoed  aa  one  day  I  looked  nnt  for  a  wlfa, 
1  spied  a  dear  creature.  tii«  joy  of  my  life  . 
There  abe  at'>od  all  alone    like  a  atatue  ao  pale. 
CryiuK  :    '  Oyalera   aud  oocklea.  and  iiiuaclea  for  aale  V 
Ob  '.  abe  looked  ao  bewitcblog.  I  tbouHht  I  ahonld  drop. 
When  '  o.vatera  '  "  I  cried  :  and  beraelf  abe  did  atop  ; 
'  Is  Itoyatera  ;ou  want  ?  they  are  three  for  a  penuy.  " 
Saym  I  .  "  iiiy  dear  Joy,  tbat'a  two  oyatera  too  mauy. 

With  tbat  little  flgare.  I  want  yon  no  blcger : 
For  tall  is  the  elrl  that's  tbe  woman  for  me  : 

S'>   let  vs  bo  btxldeU.  ami  thru  we'll  be  wedded. 
Sure  tbeu  yuu  the  wife  of  Pat  Curuey  will  b«.  " 

Now  abe  aaked  me  to  bny  with  a  Toloe  like  a  dore.  - 
8xya  I  .'  '  my  dear  Jay.   lia  yourae'f  I  want,  lore  !  " 
■  la  It  ue  that  you  want  ?  Oh  '  for  abaiue   you  aly  elf 
I  waa  once  Just  like  yon.  till  I  married  inyaelf  ** 
'J  beii  ahe  bid  me  to  flsb  where  the  flab  they  would  bite, 
Than  tuiDsd  ou  ber  heel  and  was  aoon  out  of  aiglii. 
So  I  left  my  own  laud   and  to  London  did  trautp  It, 
Where  I  got  a  maat«r  and  now  I'm  his  Talet. 

Oh  '  bother  tbe  lad  lea  tbat  lore  nnt  tbe  paddlea  : 
For.  they  have  ibe  will  and  the  knack  fur  to  pi 

If  ever  I  doable    to  aave  farther  trouble. 
I'll  baTe  a  vlrgiu  widow  to  keep  me  at  eaae. 


-••» 


The  Harp  withoat  the  Crown. 

[  At  the  Newry  Petty  Seaalona  a  pnbllean'a  lleenae  w ' 
'  objected  to  becauae  be  had  the  above  sign  over  hia  door 


Tbe  Tankee  lovea  the  Stara  and  Strlpei, 

And  Or^iDgemeu  tbe  blue. 
And  wby  not  we  oar  emblem  ahow, 

Aa  other  iiatlona  do  ? 
Or  muat  we  alter   thro'  the  drekd 

Of  any  higot'a  frowu. 
Tbe  ai^n  for  which  our  flkthera  dla^ 

Tbe  Harp  without  the  CruWB  { 

Oh'  many  a  warlike  hero 

Beueaih  its  shadow  died  t    . 
Ofpoeta   harda  and  saeea. 

It  alwaya  was  the  pride. 
To  pleaae  a  few  offlclala. 

Uust  we  now  pull  it  down. 
The  emblem  of  a  thouaaod  year% 

The  Harp  without  the  Crown  t 

Let  Feniana  rage  and  crafty  aplei 

Aitainat  their  objeota  plan. 
Each  link  they  gain— iu  rapture  prlaa    - 

To  aell  their  fellow-man. 
Convict  impriaon  If  you  will. 

Ami  retiel  cruieera  drown. 
But  yet  we'll  ahow  our  emblem  Bttll, 

Tbe  Harp  without  tbe  CrowB, 

The  world  may  rhanffe  and  Mr.  Black . 

Uuy  wear  au  altered  iniea. 
I  feel  convinced  be  will  not  turn 

To  any  ahade  of  green. 
He  can't  be  white,  but  yet.  thro'  tlme^ 

Perhapa  be'll  turn  brown  : 
■Tia  nonght  to  ua   we  atill  will  love 

^he  Harp  without  the  Crown. 


-.♦^ 


The  Miller. .: 

By  Ounningbam. 


la  a  ^aln  pleasant  cottage,  eonrenlently  aeat. 
With  a  mill  and  aome  meadows— a  freehold  estatat 
A  well-meaning  miller,  by  lal>or  anppliea 
Thoae  blesaiuga  that  grandeur  to  great  onea  denies: 
Ko  passions  to  pla^ioe  biin   no  earea  to  torment  : 
His  coustaut  eompaniona  are  health  and  content : 
Tlieir  lordabipa  In  lace  may  remark    if  tbey  will- 
He's  honest  though  daul>ed,wlth  tbe  dust  of  bis  mill. 

Ere  tbe  lark's  early  carols  salute  tbe  new  day. 
He  apriugs  from  hIa  cottage  aajocniid  aa  Hay  t 
Ue  cheerfully  whiatlea   regar.' leas  of  care. 
Or  sings  tbe  last  l>allad  be  bon^'ht  at  the  fair. 
While  courtiers  are  loileil  In  tbe  cot<weba  of  state. 
Or  hi  ibing  elections  in  bop  a  to  be  great  : 
No  fraud  or  ambition  hi^  boaom  does  fill, 
C'juiented  be  worka,  if  tbere'a  griat  for  hla  mill. 

On  Sunday,  bedecked  la  hla  homrapnn  srr^.     ..  - 
At  church  be'a  the  loudest  to  chant  or  to  pray  r 
Hs  aits  to  a  dinner  of  plain  Engllab  food, 
TliODgh  simple  the  pudding   his  appetite's  good  ■ 
At  uight.  when  the  prieat  and  excii-eujan  are  gone. 
He  quaflTa  at  the  ale-b'  uae  with  Roger  and  John  : 
Tiien  re  la  to  hia  pillow  and  dreams  of  no  ill~ 
No  monarch  mors  bleat  than  the  man  of  the  mllL 


Whene'er  I  Kiu  the  Sparkling  Olasc 

Whene'er  I  kias  the  sparkling  glass,         ;''' 

For  bliss  in  vain  I  try  — 
With  thee  alone  she  dwells,  sweet  lass,        - 

And  epwrkles  in  tliine  eye. 
How  then,  presumptuous,  can  I  dare     ^v 

The  rosy  stream  to  sip. 
Or  hope  to  find  such  nectar  there^     .; 
-        As  on  £>oph>a's  lip  f.i  .■   .-  -» . 

But,  ah  !  such  rapture  is  not  miaik  ' 

At  distance  must  I  gaze  :  ., 

I  woo  Uiee,  eoul-inepiriiig  wine. 

To  join  Sophia's  praise  :  :;      ; '  ■ 

No  rival  thou,  thy  aid  I  boast, 

Most  welcome  ever  prove  : 
Transf^iort  accoiupauies  the  toast,       ..,./;    -. 

Tbe  charming  maid  I  love  !  ~ 


Wandering  Willie. 

By  Bobert  Buina. 

Here  awa.  there  awa,  wandering  WiHie, 
llero  awa.  there  awa,  hand  awa  hame  : 

Come  to  my  bosom,  my  ain  only  dearie, 

'I'ell  tne  thou  bring'st  me  my  Willie  the  same. 

Winter  winds  blew  loud  and  cauld  at  our  parting,    ^ 
Ftars  for  my  Willie  brought  tears  in  my  ee. 

Welcome  now,  simmer,  and  welcome,  my  Willie, 
'I  hti  biiiimer  to  nature,  my  \\  illie  to  me. 

Rest,  ye  wild  storms,  in  the  cave  of  your  slumbers, 
liow  your  dread  howling  a  lover  alarins  I 

Waulun.  ye  breezes  :  row  gently,  ye  biMows, 
And  waft  my  dear  luddie  ance  mair  to  my  anus. 

But.  oh  !  if  he's  faithless,  and  minds  na  his  Nannie, 
Flow  still  between  us,  thou  wide-roaring  main  :     - 

May  I  never  see  it,  may  I  never  trow  it, 
jSut,  dying,  believe  that  my  W  illie's  my 


I  Sighed  aione  for  Yon.    ^ 

When  first  I  left  my  native  soil, 

Wide  o'.  r  the  fuanii^g  surge  to  toi^         :  :  ' 

And  bade  my  friends  adieu, 
Tn  passing  sii^hs  my  bursting  heart       s       ., 
Did  to  the  winds  its  grief  impart,  .' 

^    but  sighed  alone  for  you.  "  ; 

And  when  in  whistling  stormy  gale% 
^olus  sternly  split  our  sails, 

I'd  still  my  fair  in  view  : 
W'hen  lightning  flashed,  and  thunder  roared, 
And  split  our  mainmast  by  the  board, 

I  sighed  alone  for  you. 

In  gun-shot  when  we  did  discern,  \    .',■ 

And  all  the  crew,  from  stem  to  stern. 

Prepared  to  drub  the  foe  : 
I  calmly  viewed,  from  side  to  side, 
Ihe  havoc  made  by  each  broadside, 

But  sighed;  alas  !  for  you 

And  when  in  dock  our  ship  was  laid, 
And  every  tar  hia  wages  paid, 

liis  pleasures  to  pursue  : 
I  hastened  to  the  girl  I  loved. 
But  find  my  Fan's  inconstant  proved— .f-. 

Yet  still  must  sigh  for  you — 


0  Woman,  Tour  Heart  is  a  Fitifal  Treasure ! 

'Words  by  Thomas  Moore. 


And  do  I  then  wonder  that  Julia  deceives  me, 

\V  hen  surely  there's  nothing 

in  mature  more  common  ? 
She  vows  to  be  true,  and  while  vowing  she  leaves  me, 

but  could  I  expect  any  more  frotu  a  womaa  ? 

0  woman,  your  heart  is  a  pitiful  treasuK. 

And  Mahomet's  doctrine  was  not  too  severe, 
When  he  thought  you  were  only 

,  materials  for  pleasure. 

And  reason  and  thinking  were  out  of  your  sphere. 

By  your  heart,  when  the  fond  sighing  lover  ean«i:i  it, 
IJe  thinks  that  an  age  of  anxiety's  paid  : 

Bat,  (Jh  !  while  he's  blest,  let  him  die  on  tb«minut«, 
If  b«  live  but  a  day,  be  U  be  surely  ^tntved— 


Cheete>?aring  :  or  how  to  Choote  %  WUk 

fiy  G.  W.  Baq. 
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(mine  three  daughters  had. 

alliatbe  prime eruili 
And  whiobaoc'er  that  I  should  choose. 

he'd  f  It*  asa  f»r  ny  wlfb 
**  To  try  Ibe  one  would  suit  ma  beat. 

aaya  I   air.  if  you  pleaaa. 
I  Will  preeant  to  each  of  them  a  alice  of  Olouceater  oheeae.  ■* 

The  flrat  to  whom  tbe  cbeeee  I  gave. 

to  me  aeeroed  proad  aad  pert. 
With  greediuese  she  eat  tbe  whole, 

the  rlad  and  all  tbe  dlrl 
"  That  wiU  not  do  !  "  said  I.  My  friend 

„    „,  .,^  who  aeemad  a  little  Teied, 

Sbe'U  prove  a  dirty,  (reedy  wife- 
bat  come  we'U  try  tbe  next 

To  the  ascend,  thea,  I  gave  a  sllee. 

o  ho.  dreaaed  oat  flue  and  gay. 
Tbe  beat  part  of  the  cheeae  she  eat 

but  threw  the  rind  away— 
"  Ah  '.  foolish,  waetefol  Jade   cried  I. 

you'll  apend  my  money  fkat :  " 
Again  with  hope  aud  fear  I  bu.ned 

to  try  the  next  aad  last 

A  third  allee  to  ber  then  I  gave,  who  with  a  pocket  katti 
So  tidily  tbe  riud  did  scrapi — and  her  I  chose  (or  lite 
She  proves  a  cleauly,  prudent  aunl— 

then,  young  men.  If  yon  pli 
If  yoB  would  gain  a  thrifty  « ifa. 

well  bait  your  trap  wttb  el 

^  i»i  ■■ 


IcLiw 


the  Peasant's  Hand  Unking 

Worda  by  Thomaa  Moore. 


rsawtflie  peasant's  hand  unkind 
Frdm  yonder  oak  the  ivy  sever  : 

Theysremed  in  very  being  twined. 
Yet  Dow  the  oak  la  fresh  as  ever. 

Not  aO'  the  widowed  ivy  shines. 

Torn  from  its  dear  aud  only  stay-^ 

In  drooping  widowhood  it  pines. 
And  scatters  all  its  blooms  away. 

Thus,  jlulia,  did  am  hearts  entwine, 
'J  il)  iFate  disturbed  their  tender  tiee  ; 

Thus  gay  indifference  blooms  in  thine. 
Wl»ife  mine,  deserted,  drucps  and  diea  I 


1^  ■»» 


A  Man  to  My  Mind. 

By  Cnnu Ingham. 


Since  wMloek's  la  rogns.  and  sta'e  virgins  decpfaed, 

To  all  babbelors  greeting  these  lines  are  t  remised  : 
I  am  a  nihid  that  would  marry  but  where  sball  I  flad 
(  I  wish  bet  for  fortune  )  a  man  to  my  mind  T 

Not  the  ^air  weather  fop  fi>nd  of  fSshlon  sad  laee  t 
Nitt  the  'kf  nire   that  can  wake  to  uo  Joya  but  tbe  ehaae  i  * 
Not  the  ^ree-tbinklDg  rake   whom  no  morals  can  bind  : 
Neither  this  that,  nor  t'other's  the  man  to  my  mlad. 

N..t  the  Hby-faced  aot   that  topes  world  wllhont  end  : 
N  't  the  dnune.  tbut  can't  relish  hia  bottle  and  fr1<  od  : 
Voi  the  tool  that's  too  fond     nor  the  churl  that's  tiuktad  : 
Neither  this,  that,  nor  t'other'a  the  man  to  my  miud. 

Nnt  the  ^retch  with  full  bags,  without  brwtiag  or  merit : 

Not  tue  flash    that's  all  fury  without  any  spirit  .- 
Not  tbe  flae  master  fribble,  the  scorn  ofmsukiad  ' 
Neither  this,  that,  uor  t'other's  the  man  to  my  miad. 

But  the  yoalh   in  whom  merit  and  seaae  may  eoaaplie  : 

Whom  tbe  brave  must  esteem  and  tbe  (Sir  sboald  admlia: 
In  whoa*  heart  lore  and  trntb  are  with  honor  eoubined 
This,  this,  and  no  other's  tbe  man  to  my  mind. 


The  Lovely  Lass  o'  InTemsML 

By  Bobert  Baraa. 


The  lovely  lass  o'  TQvemess, 

N»e  joy  nor  pleasure  can  she  see  t 
For  e'en  and  morn  she  cries,  alaa  I 

Asd  ay  the  saut  tear  blins  her  ee'i 
Dmoaossie  moor,  Urumoesie  day, 

A  'waefn'  day  it  waa  to  me  : 
For  there  I  lost  my  father  dear. 

My  fatber  dear,  and  brethren  thraa.  ^ 

Thei-  winding-sheet  the  blaidy  clay, 

Tbeir  gravea  are  growing  green  to  sat  i 
And  by  them  lies  tlie  dearest  lad 

I'kat  ever  blest  a  woman's  ee  I 
Now!  was  to  thee,  thou  cruel  lord, 

A  bluidy  man,  I  trow  thou  be  : 
For  monie  a  heart  thou  hast  made  aair 

list  ne'er  did  wning  to  tbine  or  that. 
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The  Animali'  Fair. 

Air.— '■  Uarchlug  through  the  P>rk.  " 
BnQjoBulo.     SauK  b;  Okokoe  HiBTLXT. 

Now.  lliten  to  my  l*r  :  I'D  do  idt  beat  to  p)MM  70a ; 
I'he  soiiK  I'm  Kulng  to  give  i*  >  popular  kiad  of  s  thing. 
I  hmd  •  dream  kud  It  illd  ■•em  to  lue  so  very  queer : 
TUo  bird*  »ud  beMti  iber  bad  a  fair,  aud  1  waaorerMcr. 

CuoMca. 
TwM  at  the  enlmsli'  fair,  allbirdieud  beaite  weretbere: 
The  K>T  babiiuii.  ii>  the  light  of  the  uiooo. 
He  coiubeil  hia  auburu  hair 

Ttie  monkey  he  got  drank  and  fell  on  the  elephant'a  trunk 
The  elephant  tneesed  ^nd  fell  ou  bla  kueea: 
Moor,  bow  waa  that  for  the  luonk  T 

Tb? Jay-bird  played  the  flute,  the  mnak rat  took  thefldiye: 
The  t'>iii-cat  be  dul  pidiup.  >■  be  tuned  bia  ligbt  guitar: 
Tbe  alligator  bugged  the  balldog'i  wife,  the  be<ir 

got  up  bla  dander. 
The  cainet  aiuMbad  the  fox  in  the  eye.  and  tiiamped 

tbe  no*«  of  tbe  gander. 
'  \'.  ■'  '  '       Twa*  at  the  aulmala'  fair,  etc 

Tbe  bear  began  to  cry.  tbe  cmcodlle  wiped  bla  eye, 
Tbe  fox  he  took  a  walk  with  tbe  gooae.  tbe  apid«r 

•loped  with  tbe  fly. 
Sara  the  akeeter  to  the  flea:  "thia  la  no  place  forme:  " 
The  borae  fly  atnng  tbe  tiger'a  noae   au'l  tbe  lion 

awall(>we<l  lbs  bee. 
Twaaat  the  animaia'  fair.  etc. 

Tbe  rabbit  paaaed  the  beana  thn  aqnirrel  paaaed  potatoea  ; 
Tbera  w..a  bab-balla  made  of  mud,  and  cobbleaume 

auccotaah ; 
There  waa  nice  green  peaa  from  bntton-ball  treea 

grape  aoup  auil  peanut  aalad  ; 
The  pig  he  cried  :  "root,  hog.  or  die!  "  and  the  bull 

In  clioriia  bellowed. 
/...,'  "Twaa  at  the  auliuala'  fair,  etc. 

It  a/wm  beean  to  rain,  and  the  f  ilr  to  an  end  It  came ! 

Tbu  J^ckaaa  klsaed  tLe  elepbaut'a  wife  1  bniird  bar 

laugh  quite  plain  ; 
The  grayhopper  Jumped  up  quick,  and  the  kangaroo 

he  did  kick  ^ 
He  threw  a  flip-flap  up  agaluit  the  fence  and  iicrii>ed 

bla  aiiiia  with  a  brick. 
'Twaa  at  the  aulmala'  fair,  etc. 


The  Oray  Hairi  of  my  Mother. 

Worda  by  Oeoboe  Coopcb—  Mnalo  by  T.  B.  BiaROP. 

Tbe  Miialc  of  thla  aong,  pVbllabed  by  BLACKMAa&Co 

Of  201  Canal  atreet,  New  Orleana   can  b«  obtained  at  any 

^aaic  Store. 

The  graty  hairs  of  my  mother. 

This  tress,  this  trvss  recalls  them  now  : 
Again  I  a«e  tliem  chiater 

In  beauty,  in  beauty  'round  her  brow — 
Oh  !  tenJer  ar«  the  mem'ries 
That  wake  from  out  the  past : 
,  I  live  attain  life's  morning, 

Too  beautiful,  too  Iwatitiful  to  last — 
Ob !  the  gray  iiairs  of  my  motlier, 

This  tress,  tliis  tress  recalls  them  now  : 
Again  I  see  them  cluster 

In  beauty,  in  beauty  'ronnd  her  brow— 

Onee  more  I  kneel,  at  twilii^ht. 

In  ehildhuod's  simple,  earnest  prayer: 
Onee  more  I  see  the  liome«stead, 

And  all,  and  a  1  the  blessings  there— 
Oh  !  lovely  tress  of  silver, 

W  hatever  cares  may  be. 
My  heart,  in  all  its  trials, 

Is  nearer  Heaven,  is  nearer  Heaven  for  thee — 
Oh  !  the  gray  hairs  of  my  mother,  Ae. 


Dree  Doasand  Miles  Avay. 

Snug  by  Ocs   Williams. 
Written  expressly  for  bim  by  Ned  HABBiaAR. 


Dree  reeks  ago  laat  Doesday  ulda,  I  come  from  off  d*  aea. 
In  a  greaU  pig  sbib  1  make  dot  drip  from  my  own 

dellcb  gonalry  ; 
I  leave  pehlnd  by  faderland  mj  gal  so  aweed  und  say 

*y,  ay— 

She  Uvea  by  Fraaktord  on  de  Bhlna,  dree  doaaand 

ml  lea  avay, 
*     .  CKOBtML  ' 

Den  plow  yen  vtnda  avay.  I  don't  no  Innger  sbtay. 
I  vaa  on  p<>ard  dot  gread  pig  drain,  vich  ablarta  by 

yaatertay  ; 
Ta>ikee  doodin  doo  nod  Kill  Kolnmpla  too 
I  dink  Ida  bead  I  go  oad  veal   dree  douaaud  mtlea  avay. 

I  wride  ne  leddere  blendy  nnd  I  tole  my  gal  onne  ond ; 
Ve  go  In  pUalnraa  rite  avay  und  niaVti  dot  aauerkraut; 
But  Ten  I  b'ol  aledder  pack  rot  do  y on  dluk  abe  aay.ay,  ay  t 

I  vaa  no  use  I  vaa  a  gooae,  dree  douaand  mllea  a^ay. 

Dea  p'ow  ron  vinde  *«. 


I  vork  de  railroads  nnd  de  farma  I  shovel  blendy  dirt, 
I  fall  avay  down  In  a  coal  mine    Tou  bet  I  don't  vaa  hnrt; 
I  Vita  a.j  alitrong  like  onions  too  but  dot  vaa  uis-ver-alay, 

ay.  ay— 
I  catch  da  gronb,  from  drinking  aoub,  dree  douaaud 

mllea  avay. 
Den  plow  yon  vluda,  Ac 


DarliDg  Bessie  of  the  Lea. 

Words  by  Qko.  Coopeb-  Mnalc  by  Bembt  Tucbbb. 

The  Mualc  of  thla  Song  la  pnbllabed  by  William 

A.  Pond  &  Co  and  can  be  obtaiueJ  at  their  Uuaic  Stores 

M7  Broadway  and  39  Union  Square   New  York— 


Oh  1  I  wander  mid  tbe  rnaea  In  tbe  golden  Summer  time. 
And  Hat)  n  lo  Ihe  Htraamlet  while  it  run*  a  merry  chime. 
But  far  sweeter  tban  the  roaea  or  tlie  aireamlet  unto  m« 
Tbe  auu-brigUt  face  uf  Ueaaie  Darling  Beasle  of  the  Leal 

CHOBva 
Oh '  abe  la  >be  sweetest  flower  ever  arnt  lo  comfort  me  : 
Pure  and  K*'ntle  as  au  Anvel    DirliUK  Uraaie  oi  tbe  Lea  ! 
Y  M.  alie  la  tbe  awf  eteat  flower  ever  aent  to  comfort  me — 
I  love  tbat  l.ttle  fairy.  Darling  Beaaia  of  tbe  Lea! 

Not  a  bird  In  allthe  wlld-wond  bntwill  anawertohereall.- 
OU  :  most  1  love  the  twilight  when  the  pearly 

dew-dropa  fall- 
Then  ahe  meeta  me  In  the  valley  and  abe  kindly 

welcomea  me  : 
My  bonnie  atar  of  evening.  Darling  B<-a8lo  or  tlie  Lea! 
Ob  '  abe  la  the  aweeteet  flower,  4o, 

Oh  !  the  honey-bee  may  linger  where  the  bnda  and 

bixsaoniB  grow, 
Ibe  gentle  breeze  of  Summer  In  Its  fragrauce  come 

and  go: 
But  they  all  will  paas  unheeded    for  wherever  she  may  be, 
My  heart  la  full  of  Beaale,  Darling  Beaaie  of  the  Lau! 

Oil !  ah"  la  tlie  aweeteat  flower,  4c, 


Twilight  in  the  Park. 

A  a  sunt;  by  Qus.   Williams. 

Worda  by  Okobgc  Coopeb.    Music  by  \Vm:  H.  Bbocxwat. 

Thu  Mualc  of  this  piece  is  publiahed  by  C.  H,  Ditkom  4  Co., 

711  Broadway,  Now  York.  Price  40  Oenta. 


'Twas  on  a  summer's  day, 
I  met  her  all  by  chaiioe, 
Uer  smile  was  bright  and  gay. 
And  loving  was  her  glance! 
We  wander  d  in  the  '•  mall  :  " 

We  strolled  liei-ide  the  "  lake  :  " 
Her  pretty  hnnd  so  white  nnd  small, 

Of  course.  I  clittncrd  to  take! 
We  talke<l  about  the  nwans. 
And  oil  the  utiier  birds  : 
I  thdllglit  1  licui'd  fWeel  music. 

When  1  lij-teiied  to  lier  Word*! 
She  leaned  upon  my  arm. 

The  sun  went  down  the  west, 
I  tried  ill  vain  lu  wliia[>er 
All  the  love  witliin  my  breast. 
Chorus  :  'Iwiliglit  in  the  park. 
Twilight  in  the  park, 
<'iipitl  lingers  there. 
And  no  one  near  to  mark: 
Some  one  by  yoi  ■•  side, 
Happy  as  a  lark  ! 

'I  lint's  tlie  lime  1  love 
Twilight  in  the  park. 

She  left  me  at  the  gate 

And  swrvily  said  good-bye  ! 
I  l>egged  lo  know  my  fate. 

And   half  suppresHed  a  sigh  : 
She  '■aid  nhe'd  come  ai^ain. 

And  named  the  time  and  place  : 
Her  absence  gave  my  heart  hiicIi  fMtin — 

For.  heaven  shone  in  her  fnce. 
80  every  day  I  watched  in  love's  delightful  tranc**, 

And  tiure  enough  we  met  again. 
She  knew  me  at  a  glance  : 

Twas  love  at  firtt  sight,  I  said, 
And  as  the  day  grew  dark, 

I  won  her  heart  for  evermore. 
At  twilight  in  the  park. 

Twilight  in  the  park,  &e. 


,..«... 


CharmiDg  Jnne  Loaisa. 


It  wffa  In  Ihe  marry  month  of  June,  when  wootff  ar"^ 

fields  were  fiowery, 
tTi',iii  a  siiiid.>y  afternoon.  I  stroled  along  tbe  Bowery  ; 
It  wa-i  there  a  charming  maid  I  met.  one  allgbtly 

known  torn*  nir 
Slie  wae  a  talloreas  by  trade  her  name  wm  Jane  LooiM 


mmm. 


Cii**^^— 


-  -**•>-.-  a-i^L^M»0^ 


mmsssffi. 


mKV. _■ 


m 


I  made  my  bow,  abe  took  my  arm,  and  listened  to  ni] 

flatti 
I  paid  her  every  attention  until  we  reached  the  batti 
She  iheu  gave  me  to  uuderatand  my  mauuera  much 

did  pleane  1 
I  thought  I'd  gained  the  heart  and  band  of  cbai miu 

June  Loui 

Now,  air,  aaya  ahe,  I  really  have  a  wish  to  leave  this 

dry  te 
Siippoae  we  take  on  board  tbe  Wave  a  trip  to  Btatai 

lala 
You  may  l>e  aure  I  quickly  went,  deleriuined  for  to 

plraae  ^ 
Nor  cared  I  a  cent  how  much  I  apcnt  ou  rbarining 

Jane  Luvl 

We  aoon  arrived,  on  shore  ws  went,  tbe  gayeat  amon; 

a  milii 
And  quickly  tben  our  steps  we  bent  towards  the 

tamed  PaVlU 
For  tucking  In  Ice  Cream,  and  cakea  Lori    waa  not 

abe  a  aneeii 
I  paid  three  dollara  for  the  aaka  of  dearest  J;.n«  Lou 

But  atlll  for  more  abe  seemed  to  lack,  althongb  my 

heart  waa  willll 

I  bad  tickets  for  my  passage  back,  but  I  bad  not 

left  a  sblllii 
80,  saya  I,  we  bad  better  walk  .-  for,  the  wiud  here 

blowa  a  bretct 
Bo  quickly  I  came  back  to  York,  with  charming 

Jane  Lonl 

When  on  Broadway,  she  saya ;  I  know  I  ought  to  aak 

your  pardi 
But   sir.  T  have  snch  a  wlab  to  gn  into  Nibl.i'a  Oard< 
She  apoke  with  auub  a  winning  look,  I  anawered  to 

appease  bi 
At  heme  I  left  my  pocket  book,  my  dearest  Jane  Lu 

She  tossed  bar  head,  and  said :  I  swow,  yon  do  not 

treat  me  right    • 
Here  comes  a  gentleman  I  know,  I  wlab  ;  on  a 

good  night.  I 
She  left  me  there,  to  my  deapalr.  iMueath  a  ahady  t:  ee 
Ana  that  a  tbe  way  I  loal  my  fair,  falae-hearied 

Jaue  Loul 

Since  tben  I  never  bad  a  dear,  nor  now  will  I.  nnleaa 
'Ihvre  la  aoma  gantta  lady  here  uiy  lonelineaa  wNl 

bleaa,  aj 
I'll  treat  her  aa  a  husband  ongbt.  and  do  my  beat  to 

pleaae  h< 
And  never  more  will  give  a  thought  on  cruel  JaLeLoi 


The  Liqoor  Law. 

As  revlaed  by  Johxnt  Boacb. 


One  Mick  UacOee,  from  Arranafee,  who  once  wi^  a  br 

aalkpr.  o 
But  growing  old,  aa  I've  beeu  told,  he  turned  a  liquor 

dealer   o 
To  licence  Mick  wonld  not  agree,  or  pay  tbe  exciae 

^  bounty,  o 

But  ha  aonid  away,  both  night  and  day.  and  beat  the 

exclaa  of  tbe  county,  c 
Cbobcs. 

Arrtb  '  frammaebree  come  drink  with  me, 
Tbe  liquor  law  won't  Injure  me 
Arrab'  graiuinacbree   Come  driuk  with  ma, 
Tbe  liquor  law  won't  injure  me. 

Two  policemen  beld.  aa  I've  t>een  told   heard  MIek 

waa  aeliiug  on  the  al 
So  off  they  went,  with  full  intent  to  get  a  bottle 

they  did  ti 
They  went  in  tben,  dreaaed  like  rag-men,  and  took  a 

aeat  down  iu  tbe  abi 
▲aked  Mra.  MacOee  If  so  kind  ahe'd  l>e  aa  to  give 

them  a  bottle  oftliereal  ould  dn 
Arrah  !  grammacbree.  Ac 

A  thoaghi  straeb  bar  tben  that  *he  knew  the  men. 

and  a  big  black  bottle  alie  went  and  g' 
8he  went  Into  the  room  aaying:   -  I'll  be  back  aoon  : 

and  abe  filled  it  nicelv  up  with  a!o 
"I'll  let  yon  see,  aaya  Mrs  MacOee.  the  liquor  I  sell 

is  tbe  real  ould  stock 

Aa  she  filled  It  right,  she  corked  it  Unht   and  abe  got 

two  dollars  for  a  l^ottle  ofa^r 

Arrah  !  giammachrea    ku 

Tbe  police  in  t^ee  ran  off  do  yon  aea.  and  atated 

the  csae  to  Kaune< 
Who  opened  bis  eyes  at  cheating  tbe  exciaa;  -go 

bring  your  priaoner  at  ours  to  u 
Ton  aay  ahe  did  aell—  (aa  he  took  a  amall    Phew .' ) 

and  what  dl.l  you  pay  for  tbe  bottln  jou  got 
"Two  dollara  aald  they    we  bad  to  pay. '      'Why! 

yon  fODllab  men    It'a  nothing  bnl  alopi 
Arrab  !  grammacbrae.  4< 

Tbe  pollee  In  dreed  hnng  down  tbelr  hea<1a.  wbeo 

they  aaw  nicely  they  were  do: 
Away  they  went  from  Kennedy  with  tbe  atiuking 

l>ottle  tbey  tboaght  waa  ix 
And  Mick  MaoOee  and  bU  wife  Mary  keep  aelUng 

awiy  at  tbe  aame  old  •] 
And,  If  a  apy  or  a  policeman  comea  around   abe 

Cltaa  tbem  a  bottle  of  tbe  real  old  ate 
;.  fi-  *"  Arrah  !  grammachree,  4i 


What  ia  tbat  which  never  ueet  ita  teeth  for  eaU 
pnrposes  ?  -  A  oomb. 
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'-  i       'Pompey  Moore.    '      '     - 

As  Bang  by  J.  T.  Boyee  of  Hooley'i  If laitr«lf. 

Oh  !  my  name  li  Pompey  Moon, 

I'M  from  ole  Vlr((luuy  ibore  :  .■.,.'•''- 

Ami  I  ueb«r  had  ■^ny  edacation*      i','   :,.■■:/• 
Except  uow  and  den  a  licklu' 
Down  at  de  cuttoD-pickin'. 

'Way  down  on  de  ole  plantattoa*  ■■,'';"■:.' 

But  Just  list  to  me. 
And  you  will  plainly  aee 

Dat  I  liave  got  pome  li  now  ledge, 
Though  I  lin't  any  fool.  " 

And  1  never  went  to  school, 

Mur  passed  into  any  Oder  coUegflb    .    '  ;. 
CHORUS. 
But  Just  list  to  ma.  and  yon  will  plalalT  ■••,  ko. 

Now.  yon  nee  it's  bery  plain—  -' 

D<-fe  was  ole  Massa  Caiu  < 

Killed  Ins  broder 'kase  he  was  biggMi 
When  h>*  see  what  lie  liad  done. 
He  tried  to  cut  and  run 

Uut  waa  turned   in  a  crack,  to  a  nlggaik 
Now   it's  often  asked  by  some: 
"  Wbar  de  uiKgera  dey  come  from  T — " 

But  die  Is  luy  calcnlation:  ,. 

For  'tis  e^tsy  to  explain 
Dat  ole  Massa  Cain 

Was  de  daddy  ob  de  nigger  popnlttlon.       Otiorna 

It's  been  de  way  wid  acme. 
Eber  sIuch  dig  world  begun. 

To  I'OtUer  deir  heads  about  de  niggart 
First  Bobolitinn  comes  to  Tlew, 
And  den  8  cession   too: 

And  die  flKbt  Is  all  aboat  de  nigg«r— 
Tou  may  talk  and  you  may  write, 
You  luay  work  and  you  may  figbt. 

liut  what  good  does  eber  ariae  T  ':      .'/ 

Ton  miy  paint  and  you  may  rnb.  « 

Yon  may  waah  and  you  may  acrab. 

Bat  k  nigger  Is  >  nigger  till  be  diet  t  Oboni 

Kow.  white  folks,  in  a  trice, 

I'll  gib  yi>u  some  advice  :  '  'S 

Dun't  t^et  mad  because  it  cornea  from  m  ttoke  <  ^ 
Let  de  Nurf  and  de  8our 
Both  (hut  up  deir  mouf  ' 

And  den  you  will  hit  de  right  stroke. 
Let  Abolition  die. 
And  Secepsion  keep  shy. 

And  de  Norf  and  de  Sonf  shake  band!  : 
And  now  while  folks  bearme  : 
Just  leave  de  nipger  be  . 

For,  I  tell  yuu  dey  Isn't  worth  a  cent.  Ohoma. 


The  Eose  of  Alabama. 


Aa  on  the  Beat  I  Oo. 


Oh  I  I'm  the  eport  that's  got  good  timea, 

I've  just  turned  twenty-two  :.     . 
If  I  don't  pay  for  what  1  get,         ;!  •     ^     ' 

\\  hat  matters  that  to  you  f 
It  is  a  habit  on  me  grown  : 

Of  course,  1  go  it  all  alone, 
As  from  place  to  place  1  roam, 

To  look  for  something  new. 

Spokkn  :  The  other  day,  I  stepped  into  the  store 
of  the  original  Jacobs  in  Chatham  etreet,  gaced 
'over  some  of  his  choice  diamonds,  and  in  the  sil- 
ver line,  including  Spoons— Showld  him  a  letter 
from  "  liKNjAMAN,  "  formerly  of  New  Orleans,  but 
now  residing  in  Lowell,  and  managed  thereby  to 
get  an  invoice  of  Jewels  on  a  promise  to  pay. 

Learing  the  place  and  gazing  around  I  taooght — 
.■:'i..--y      For,  as  on  tbe  beat  I  go,      ':'■'. '';y„^'}.\  ;^ 
The  Peelers  want  to  know 

.  '         Who  is  that  swell  dressed  up  to  kiU  f 
They'd  hke  to  know. 

One  niglit,  I  tried  a  faro  bank 

\N  ith  pockets  full  of  tin, 
But  they  played  a  game  of  flank, ' 

And  I  was  taken  in. 
When  I  got  out  upon  tbe  street, 

^I  thought  a  "  Beat  "  to-night  is  betl^ 
And  for  this  its  time  to  treat. 

An  honest  game  I'll  win. 

BpoKEN  :  So,  at  last,  I  have  made  up  mv  mind 
to  give  up  all  my  old  friends,  including  Members 
of  I'ongress  and  the  Common  Council,  and  believe 
in  the  maxim  that  :  "  An  honest  man  ia  God'a  no- 
blest work.  "     For,  no  more — 

On  the  beat  I'll  go  :  ■ 

For,  in  that  I  have  no  show — 
I'll  settle  down  on  Pork  and  Beaoi^     .; 
I'm  right,  ain't  it  so  ?  :.,;,. 


Never  go  to  bed  at  night  till  you  know  something 
U6«ful,  which  you  did  not  know  in  the  morning. 


Away  from  Mississippi's  vale, 

With  my  old  hat  there  for  a  sail, 

I  crossed  upon  a  cotton-bale 

To  Rose  of  Alabama.  .       x; 

CHOEUS  ;, 

Oh  !  Brown  Rosey,  Rose  of  Alabama—     ;>; 
A  sweet  tobacco  posey  is  the  Rose  of  AlahamS 

I  landed  on  a  sandy  bank, 
I  sat  upon  a  hollow  plank. 
And  there'I  made  the  banjo  twank 
For  Rose  of  Alabama. 


Oh  I  after  d'rec'ly,  by-and-byc. 
The  moon  rose  white  as  Rosey's  eye  ; 
Then  like  a  young  coon  out  so  sly. 
Stole  Rose  of  Alabama. 

The  river  rolled,  the  crickets  sing. 
The  lightning-bug  he  flashed  his  wing 
Then  hke  a  rope  my  arms  1  fling 
Round  Rose  of  Alabama.      ■:•..■■,..    . 

I  hug  so  long,  I  cannot  tell — 
For,  Rosey  seemed  to  like  it  well : 
My  banjo  in  the  river  fell. 
Oh  !  Rose  of  Alabama  ! 

Like  an  alligator  after  prey, 
I  jumped  in,  but  it  float  away  : 
But  all  the  time  it  seemed  to  say  : 
Oh  !  Rose  of  Alabama  ! 

And  every  night,  in  moon  or  shower, 
To  hunt  that  banjo  for  an  hour, 
I  meet  my  sweet  tobacco  flower. 
My  Rose  of  Alabama. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Chonu. 


Cbonu. 


Chorus. 


Chonu. 


Hop  Lite  Loo. 

As  SuuR  by  Frank  Lnm, 
ibe  Celebrated  Ethiopian  Comedian. 


Ole  Bull  and  ole  Dan  Tucker 
Played  a  match  for  an  oyster  supper  : 
Ole  Bull  did  Tucker  beat, 
An',  of  course,  he  had  to  stand  de  treat 

CH0RU9. 

With  a  hop  lite  loo, 

De  Devil's  in  de  big  I  am  : 
Oh  !  oh  !  de  bop  lite  loo  : 

Don't  take  it  all,  but  just  leave  me  some,  an' 
Ram,  jam  de  hoc  da. 

Daniel  Tucker  went  out  for  to  skate  : 

He  fell  down  on  tbe  ice  and  broke  his  pate  : 

He  fell  down  on  tbe  ice  a  little 

harder  than  he  oughter 

The  ice  broke  trough,  and  the  poor 

old  devil  fell  in  the  water 
With  a  hop  lite  loo,  Ac. 

Nix  Comarous  with  de  Sourkrout  : 
Hit  a  negro  on  his  shin  and  nock  his  eye  out  : 
Slock  block,  try  hussuc  :  oh  !  Jenny,  oome  along 
With  a  good  beefsteak  and  a  boll  of  shu-ehong. 

With  a  hop  lite  loo,  <fcc 


Pretty  Dilly  Lum. 


I  lored  a  little  colored  girl  she  lived  in  Tennessee  ; 
She  wasn't  much  to  any  one  but  all  tbe  world  to  me — 
Her  master  tised  her  very  hard,  but  miua  he  need  me  well. 
An4  hOfW  I  pitlad  this  poor  gal— there's 

none  bat  me  oaa  tell ! 

CHORCS. 

I  loved  her  long.  1  loved  her  strong,  ;     .;,"" ' 

And  she  loved  me  In  retarn  : 
Bat  she  lelt  one  day  and  went  awaj,  .  ' 

My  pretty  DiUy  Bum  ! 

My  heart  grew  sad,  I  eoald  not  work— my 

maaas  wonderad  why  ? 
I  told  him  bow  she  left  one  day.  and  never  said  good-bye— 
Twae  then  I  learned  from  hla  dear  lips 

that  Dilly  baa  been  anid 
And  bow  we  sevatvd  had  ta  be  for  a  paltry  aum  of  gold  ' 
I  lovad  her  long,  I  loved  her  atroug.  Ac. 

Row  after  this   (  it  waa  not  Ioor  )  my  Dllly's  owner  dird 
When  maaaa  bnnght  her.  good  kind  aoul  ? 

aii<i  gave  her  aa  my  bridp-  - 
And  now  we're  happy  in  oar  cot,  and 

misss's  pleased  to  t-w 
How  two  fond  hearts  that  tmly  love 

the'  bUek,  can  happy  be  ! 
I  loved  her  long.  I  loved  ber  strong.  *c. 


The  Peanat  Stand. 

Air  :    Joe  Bowers. 


Oome  Uaien  to  me.  white  folks,  while  I  rehearaa  a  ditty : 
Tt'f<  all  alnnt  a  nice  yonng  gal.  she  lived  In  Jersay-Oity. 
She  fell  in  love  with  a  gay  yonng  man  :  ha  was 

wralthy  once  in  bis  time, 
He  waa  Oblef-Bngioeer  of  a  ahoemaker's  shop, 

and  his  name  waa  Ooany  O  Byan. 

Now,  Biddy  Magee  waa  a  hanaome  gal  and 

known  both  near  and  fbr  : 
She  kept  a  peannt-atand  In  Jeraey-CitT.  and 

supplied  the  railroad  ears  : 
But  when  her  mother  she  heard  of  Cuuny. 

.  she  swore  vengeance  againat  bla  elan. 

She  saU  if  her  daughter  kept  company  with  blm. 

I  she'd  bust  up  her  peannt-atand. 

Now.  Oidny  O'Byan  waa  a  man  of  fame, 

and  noted  tar  and  near  : 
He'd  bejtt  Saint  Patrick  at  "  forty-fives  " 

a  playing  for  lager-biar  ; 
Ue  got  la  with  a  parcel  of  Jersey  kocobi  : 

tliey  led  bini  aroand  like  a  toy  ; 
So,  he  Joined  the  New- York  Fire-Zoo-Zooa 

and  he  went  for  a  soger-boy. 

When  Biddy  Hagee  she  heard  of  tbla. 

she  took  right  to  her  t>ed  ; 
The  peslnnt-stand  went  np  tbe  apnnt, 

and  tlie  g%\  ahe  died  rlffht  dead. 
The  neifrs  took  effect  on  Oonny  himself  au 

lie  Could  never  march  to  time  ; 
So.  out  of  the  camp,  in  very  abort  time 

they  drammed  poor  Oonny  O'Byan. 

The  old  woman's  boose  Is  hannted  now. 

at  night  abent  twelve  o'cloek  : 
She  see*  the  moat  horrible  sort  of  a  sisht 

which  gives  ber  a  terrible  shock  t 
The  Ohosts  ofConny  and  Biddy  HaKee  cnnie 

walking  in  hand  and  hand. 
While  eight  behind  them  cornea,  marching  along 

tbe  Ohost  of  tha  peanat-stand  ! 


Paddy  on  the  Rail-way. 


A  Faddy  once,  ia  Oreenock  town,  for 

Qlaagow  city  he  waa  boand, 
Starlneall  round  and  round  : 

I  at  length  he  saw  tbe  Bail-way  : 

Then  nb  the  stair  he  did  repair,  and  a 

*  sixpence  paid  down  for  hia  Ikre, 

And  with  great  wonder  be  did  stare. 

when  he  got  on  the  Ball-way. 
Cboras  :    EnKine,  boiler,  water-tight. 

Driviut;  in  with  all  its  might : 
Upon  my  noul  !  it  was  s  sight. 
To  see  the  Oreenock  Baii-wsy. 

The  ladles  were  all  Pats  dellKbt.  and  be 

aat  down  amongst  their  Whites 
I  once  ijras  wrong,  bat  now  I'm  right, 

this  morning  on  the  Bail-way 
A  Oentiaat  there  with  curled  hair. 

at  Paddy  be  began  to  etai  r 
And  Ba|d;he  did  not  pay  hia  fare  for 

I  j  tbat  claaa  on  tha  Rail-wa< 

Engine,  boiler,  water-tight.  Ac. 

Paddy'f  blood  began  to  rise,  be  took 

.  tbat  spalpeen  by  svrpriae 

And  bit  bim  then  between  tbe  ayes. 

tbat  morning  on  tbe  Bail-«sy 
The  peeple  all  then  made  a  fnaa 

to  get  the  conductor  in  they  most 
Pat  told  bim  to  enter  If  be  dnrat,  th  <t 

morning  on  the  Ball-war. 
Engine,  boiler,  water-tight,  Ac 

But  now  In  sight  of  Ola^ow  town  and 

.  '  at  tlie  station  we  oane  dov,  n  . 

Tbey  leoked  If  a  Police  could  be  foond 

to  drag  me  ttom  tha  Batl-a  ^y 
Bntnowmy  shlllelah  quick  I  drew. 

the  conductor  on  tbe  ground  I  threw 
And  then  with  legs  so  swift  I  flew, 

and  left  them  at  tbe  Bail-w>y. 
Engine,  boiler,  water-tight.  Ac     . 

Now  to  the  harvest  I  will  go,  and 

tell  them  there  of  all  I  ki  ow 
I'll  tell  tbem  of  each  friend  and  foe 

that  I  met  on  tbe  Bail-vay.  < 
Then  effto  Ireland  I'll  repair,  and  tell 

them  all  tbe  wonders  tLere  . 
tat,  never  a  one  in  connty  Clare  ever 

saw  or  beard  of  a  Ball-«  ay. 
Engine,  boiler,  water-tight,  Ae. 


r 
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Wfaien  is  the  right  man  in  the  right  place  ?— when 
a  hushand  is  at  home  in  the  evening. 

Vhen  doog  a  candle  resemble  a  tombetono  ? 
Whfeii  it  is  set  up  for  a  late  husband. 

He  who  has  good  health,  is  a  rich  man,  but  does 
not  kpow  it. 

Nothing  is  more  precious  than  time,  and  thoee 
who  misspend  it  are  the  greatest  of  prodigals. 
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THE     SIMOER'S    JOIJRMAI.. 


AUGUSTAS  EXPIATIOir. 


Ch* 


I. 


The  little  parlour,  culled  by  «ourte«y  drnwing- 
rooni,  at  No.  3,  Derby  I'luce,  Abbot.«ferry,  »i>iiiied 
very  matter-of-fact  and  commonplace  tor  tlic  ex- 
<-itin^  scene  goin^  on  witliin  its  precinct'* ;  it 
I'luked  fur  too  plain  and  hard  for  any  thiiiir  but 
"  the  trivial  round,  the  daily  task,  "  and  moft  un- 
united to  romance  or  eentinunt  of  any  kind.  It 
was  nut  a  room  tliat  one  would  fly  to  with  one's 
lieart  full  of  happy  visions  either  past  or  future — 
where,  lulled  to  a  feeling  of  delicious  repo>c  by 
i;entle  breezes  floating  in  through  eles^anlly- 
draped  windows,  and  surrounded  oy  objects  of 
)>eautyand  taste  and  comfort,  one  could  drcnmily 
pa'<s  away  the  blissful  hours,  uncouscious  of  tlieir 
lli^ht,  yet  l<in;4ing  for  their  slay. 

1  he  room  was  essttntially  severe  and  utx-oin- 
promisin<4,  and  tlie  vcanty  lace  curtains,  faded  uttr- 

{>et  and  u'ushed-out  chintz  clearly  bespoke  a  very 
imiltd  income.  Mill  liiere  was  a  dash  of  bright- 
nets  here  and  there,  and  tlie  appearance  of  an  at- 
tempt to  make  tilings  look  their  best.  A  few 
tasteful  paintingi*  hid  a  small  portion  of  tlie  dii.gy 
paper,  and  a  slender  va^e  nlled  with  Summer 
flower:)  formed  a  fragrant  oasis  amid  the  desert  of 
anuieiit  table-cloth. 

•  rt  hot  afternoon  sun  blared  through  the  white 
blindit  which  covered  but  did  not  shade  tiie  two 
narrow  windows,  setting  forlli  in  distinct  relief  llie 
shabliinesa -and  unhoniely  look  of  the  pM>i  little 
room,  and  adding  possibly  to  the   discomfort  of  its 

OCCM|>IIIltS. 

I'erhnps  that  very  sun's  unlucky  "  showing  up 
may  have  inlluenced  Augusta  Saville  when  she 
refuitd  llie  proffered  love  «)f  Herf>ert  Blake  :  cer- 
tain it  is  that  the  dream  of  nis  manhood  hud  Ih'<  n 
rudely  di.-^pelled,  and  he  stood  by  her  side  fjricved 
and  disappointed  at  ree<  iving  a  negative  wlien  he 
had  f>ii<lly,  and  p- rhaps  not  uuualurally.  anti- 
cipa'ed  an  iifliiiiiaiiTe  r-ply. 

■  then  you  will  not  be  my  wife?"  he  said  at 
leiigl  h,  breaking  a  silence  of  some  minute-  in  which 
he  had  been  striving  to  conquor  his  pa'yion  and 
his  puiii,  and  she  had  nervously  pulled  to  pieces  a 
r'>se  taken  from  the  vase  on  the  table.  t  Id  r  feet 
1  ly  the  crimson  petals,  meet  emblem  of  the  lio|)es 
fhe  had  remorselessly  (or  perhaps  remorsefully) 
rhatlertd.  "Why  is  this,  Augusta?'  continued 
the  gentleman,  more  vehemently.  '"  I  ciinnot 
believe  that  you  have  been  luring  me  on  wilfully, 
only  to  give  me  the  humiliation  of  a  refusal  at 
last.  " 

"Indeed  I  have  not,  "  answered  his  companion, 
turning  tonards  him  imi)ul>ively,  h.r  lieaiitifiil 
dark  eyes  full  of  earnest  pleading. 

"I  have  too  much  faith  in  your  honor  and 
womanliness  to  think  so  ;  and  yet  liow  am  I  to  re- 
concile your  conduct?  Dearest, ''  cla-iping  her 
hands  in  his,  "  I  have  not  rushed  blindly  to  u  con- 
clusion :  for,  I  am  very  sensitive  and  very  piinid, 
ai  you  know,  and  it  is  not  in  my  nature  to  b.  nr  a 
rebuff  such  aa  this  without  ^ling  its  sling  to  my 
heart's  core.  It  is  many  months  since  I  ^lr^t 
loved  you,  yet  even  now  I  should  not  have  spiken 
but  for  one  circumstance.  "  lie  drew  her  cl'-vr 
to  him,  looking  fondly  into  her  face,  whioli  al- 
ternately flushed  and  paled  beneath  his  scrutiny 
■'  A  fortnight  since  I  was  thrown  from  my  hor  >•  at 
your  feet,  stunned  certainly,  but  not  so  unconseions 
as  to  miss  the  cry  of  her  I  h>ved  best  on  earth,  or 
her  excited  utterance  of  '  Herbert!  my  darling  ! 
speak  to  me —  speak  to  me  I '  My  ho[)e8  ha<l  Ix-.n 
fluctuating,  but  thev  bounded  high  at  those  words, 
and  i  determined  to  know  my  fate  as  soon  as  p  >s-i- 
ble,  little  dreaming  of  the  answer  you  wonlo  ^ire 
me.  Think  a<;ain,  dear  one  ;  surely  those  wor.ls. 
breaking  forth  involuntarily,  were  a  truer  indi  \  of 
your  feeliiigs  than  the  cold  repulse  t<f  to-dny  ?  ' 

Augusta  Saville  gave  a  hurried  glance  a)  the 
speaker,  and  another  round  the  sCantily-furni-'hed 
apartment,  ami,  hastily  snatching  her  liands  fmiii 

hi^.  she  covered  her  burning  face  with  them ir- 

iiiuring  almost  inaudibly  over  and  over  again      '  I 
cannot  marry  you,  Herbert!   I  cannot —  I  cannot'  " 

"But  why —  why?  For  Heaven's  sake,  tell  me 
why,  Augusta?"  a  proud  and  angered  gl'ain 
lighting  up  the  speaker's  every  ftatura.  "  I  have 
a  right   to  demaud  the  reMQO    of  this  unexpected 


trratment " 

She  did  not  speak  :  lo  he  repeated  his  question 
more  urgently.  Then,  suddenly  lowering  her 
hands,  she  answered  hurriedly,  as  if  the  words 
would  not  leave  her  lipa  quickly  enough, 

"  I  cannot  ii)arry  a  poor  man.  I  hare  nerer 
known  anything  but  poverty  since  I  was  born  ;  as 
your  wife,  the  same  thing  would  go  on,  and  I 
should  be  miserable. " 

'I  he  hot  indignant  crimson  mounted  to  her 
lover's  broad  white  brow,  while  a  strange  meaning 
smile  flashed  across  his  face. 

"  And  your  love  is  not  true  enough,  your  faith 
in  me  not  strong  enough,  to  War  a  little  longer 
the  poverty  you  deprecate,  till  I  could  give  you  a 
brighter  home  ?  you  are  unwilling  to  consent  at 
once  to  share  the  means  I  have  at  command  ?  I 
thought  a  Woman  was  equal  to  any  sacrifice  where 
she  loved,  but  it  seems  I  am  mistaken.  1  hope 
you  may  find  a  husband  rich  enough  to  satisfy 
your  ideas  of  comfort.  I3y  the  way,  it  is  true, 
then " 

"  \V  hat  is  true  ?  "    asked   Augusta. 

"  The  report  circulated  in  Abbot'ferry  that  the 
wealthy  James  Pearson  is  an  aspirant  for  Miss 
Saville's  liand.  Terhaps  he  has  already  been 
made  h«ppy  by  a  promise  of  the  gift.  No  wonder 
Herbert  Blake  has  received  his  cong4.  " 

"  No,  no,  "  returned  the  girl —  "  Indeed  ue  baa 
never  asked  me.  " 

"  But  you  are  hoping  he  may  do  so.  "Very  well, 
Augusta,  if  you  think  you  will  be  happier  as  his 
wife  than  as  mine,  marry  him  to-morrow.  I  will 
even  attend  the  ceremony  if  you  wish,  '  he  added, 
with  a  bitter  laugh. 

"  <  >h  !  hush,  Herbert !  you  are  cruel,  "  and 
Augusta  held  up  her  hand  ueprecatingly. 

"  I  '•*"?  your  pardon  if  I  have  wounded  your 
delicate  Hensitiveness,  Miss,  .^aville ;  but  perhaps 
you  think  it  nothing  to  have  pierced  uiine  to  its 
Centre.  I  tell  you  again  that  I  am  fearfully  proud, 
and  you  have  bowed  that  pride  to  the  dust.  If 
you  had  t<dd  me  that  you  could  not  love  me,  I 
would  have  tried  to  Sear  the  knowledge  as  a  man 
should —  with  patience  and  all  forKarance  towards 
the  woman  he  honors  and  reveres —  bnt  you  dis- 
oppoint  nie.  You  not  only  refu"e  to  brighten  my 
life  with  an  affection  you  dare  not  deny,  but  yon  are 
contempliiting  a  marriage  in  which  love  can  have 
no  part,  because  you  fancy  your  path  may  have 
fewer  thorns,  and  that  abundance  of  wealth  can 
makeup  for  lack  of  feeling.  (Joo«^bye!  It  is 
the  first  time  I  have  ever  asked  a  girl  to  be  my 
wife,  and  I  swear  by  everything  sacred  it  shall  be 
the  last.  I  will  never  give  another  the  chance 
to  make  a  fool  of  roe.  " 

"Forgive  me!"  faltered  Augusta.  You  make 
no  allowances  for  the  life  I  have  led—  the  miser- 
able strait!  which  have  made  me  loathe  the  very 
word  |)ov«rty ;  and  if  I  am  anxious  to  marry  t<> 
improve  my  circumstances,  it  is  for  the  sake  of 
others  as  well  as  my  own.  " 

"  i  can  understand  it  all,  Augusta;  and  I  longed 
to  take  yon  away  from  this  hard,  cheerless  life  of 
yours,  to  one  which  should  at  least  have  affection 
to  brighten  it.  We  might  have  been  very  happy, " 
he  murmured,  as  if  to  hiiuaelf. 

she  stood  there  trembling,  loving,  fearing, 
doubting —  visions  of  luxury  flitting  before  her, 
which  must  be  given  up  if  she  became  Herbert 
Blake's  wife ;  and  she  strove  against  the  love 
which  was  battling  with  the  unworthier  passion, 
and  ca«t  from  her  the  noble  heart—  bo  warm,  yet 
sensitive  ;  so  proud,  yet  devoted —  wondering  even 
while  she  did  ao  if  "  the  game  was  worth  the 
candle. " 

For  an  instant  her  dark  eyes,  full  of  the  hot 
tears  she  would  not  shed,  met  Herbert's  stern  and 
moody  gaze,  and  sometli^g  in  their  dreamy  depths 
again  dashed  away  the  ani;ry  film  which  obscured 
his  love,  and  w'th  one  great  sob  of  pain  he  folded 
his  arms  around  her,  aud  rained  passionate  kissei 
thick  and  fast  upon  her  upturned  face. 

.Augusta's  heart  throbbed  wildly  ,  all  the  love 
of  her  life  welled  up  in  that  moment  —  promises  of 
lasting  devotion  and  self-renunciation  hovered  on 
her  lips— destined,  alas!  never  to  be  spoken  ;  for, 
ere  they  could  find  utterance,  tlie  door  opened  and 
Irlrs.  Savillo  entered  the  ronin. 

It  waa  too  Uto.  Too  late  t  That  sad,  sad  re- 
aaiem  hu  sighed  owtr  naoy  a  heart's  deain,  killed 


in  its  budding  beauty  by  some  withering,  blighi 
cold,  or  sudden  lightning  stroke. 

Mrs.  Saville's  unexpected  entrance  destroyed 
daughter's  better  impulse  ;  and,  hastily  di 
gaeing  herself  from  her  lover's  clasp.  Augi 
flea  past  her  mother,  leaving  Herbert  to  exp 
matters  or  not,  as  he  pleased.  I>ut  the  lady 
quick-sighted,  and  any  momentary  dibcomfi 
was  politely  ignored,  and  a  few  common-pIac« 
marks  closed  the  interview. 

"  She  must  have  refused  him,  "  soliloquised 
Saville,  as  she  watched  her  visitor  disappear  d 
the  road  ;  "  he  does  not  look  happv  enough  foi 
accepted  suitor  ;  besides,  he  would  have  sjHike 
me  in  such  a  case.  I  like  young  Blake  very  i 
but  Augusta,  with  her  beauty,  may  do  better  t 
that. " 

Mrs.  Saville  was  right ;  her  daughter  did  ' 
l)etter  "  — from  a  monetary  point  of  view,  at 
rate;  for,  when  A ugsta  Saville  and  Herbert  HI 
met  again,  she  was  the  promised  wife  of  Ja 
I'earsou —  the  pain  and  the  sorrow  hidden  f 
stranger  eyes,  which  only  saw  the  Wauty  and 
vied  the  prospects  of  the  fortunate  fiancee. 

CilAPTRR  II. 

There  was   much  truth   in  what  Augusta 
told    &lr.   Make.     Hers    had    been    a    hard    111 
|ieculiarly  so  to  one  pos.^esfiing   much  beauty 
talent,  and  longing  vainly  for  a  j>osition  whicb 
was  by  nature  so  well  calculated  to  adorn. 

We  are  all  too  apt   to  think  that  which  w« 
not    already    enjoy  llie    only  thing    nee<led  for 
|>erfect  happiness ;  and  a  scantily-furnished  pi 
has  been  the  bane  of  many  a  life,  crippling  its 
(i-gies,    warping  its    impulses,   cutting  off  ever 
innocent  pleasures,  and  withering  its  ho))eB.     I'l 
suddenly  within  its  grasp,    however,   the  mean 
gratifying  all  those  different   defire*,    and,    in  i 
cases  out  of  ten,    the  man  or  the  woman  will  y 
to  the  temptation,  even  at  the  risk  of  come  sacri 
of  feeling,   and  p<  rhaps  of  conscience   also, 
will  it  be  otherwise  while  matrimony  is  louked  u| 
aa  a  mere  matter  of  money  instead  of 
The  calm  crowiiing  and  asuurance 
W  tico  luarU.  fulfilling  rather, 
And  not  changing,  either  life. 
l3ut  let  us  deal    gently  with  those   who  have  ti 
den  the    wine-press    alone,    and  Wearily  wrung 
their  joy  and  their  sweetness  drop  by  drop —  we 
may  have  one  weak  spot,  and  barter  in  a  mom 
some  real  for  a  fancied  good. 

An  indolent,  inteiii|>erate  husband  had  li 
rendered  the  exii>Uliicu  of  Mrs.  Saville  and 
daughters  Augusta  and  Winnifred  a  daily  burd( 
Olid  never  woman  expiated  in  bitterer  dust  and  as 
than  did  the  first-named  lady  the  youthful  f< 
of  running  away  from  home  with  the  first  man  v 
whispered  Love's  language  because  be  had 
handsome  face  and  winning  flattering  tongue. 

It  was  the  oft-repeated  story.  Parents,  imagii 
to  be  tender-hearted  and  easily  appeased,  pro' 
obdurate;  and,  instead  of  the  fine  fortune  wh 
Mr.  Saviile  expected  upon  his  wife's  rextoratior 
favour,  the  denunciations  of  an  irate  family  w 
thundered  in  his  ears.  "  Love's  young  dfreai 
was  thus  quickly  dispelled,  and  the  clever  but  i 
George  Saville  was  like  a  leaf  thrown  u| 
the  oeeaa —  at  one  time,  by  a  lucky,  favonru 
wind,  cast  high  and  dry  u(>on  a  friendly  sIki 
at  another,  swamped  and  stranded  in  the  min 
poverty  and  destitution. 

Of  good  faibily  herself,  it  was  gall  and  woi 
wood  to  his  wife  to  be  degraded  by  the  nnmer 
shifts  and  stratagems  necessarily  employed 
keep  the  wolf  from  the  dotir ;  and  when  \\tr  1 
children  attained  the  age  of  five  and  seven  yei 
without  any  prospect  of  improved  eircumstam 
she  became  frantic  at  the  idea  of  their  growing 
under  such  adverse  influences,  and  with  so . 
advantages.  In  desperation  she  made  a  last  i 
peal  to  her  father,  and,  to  her  surprise  and  inwar 
thankful,  was  promised,  "  for  the  sake  of 
girls.  "  the  means  of  sending  them  to  school  ni 
they  were  eighteen,  when,  their  relative  considei 
they  would  De  competent  to  earn  their  own  livi 
In  consequence  school —  generally  such  a  h^teru 
— became  to  the  young  ■''^avilles  an  elysiuni  of  b 
compared  with  their  own  poverty-stricken  and 
often  quarrelsome  liome,  and  the  vacation  ^ 
looked  upon  with  dread  ratlier  than  pleasure. 
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Both  girls  inherited  the  talents  as  well  as  the 
beauty  of  their  respective  parents,  and  nroiiii-'ed 
to  adorn  any  station  which  they  might  oe  called 
upon  to  till—  to  all  appearance,  not  a  veryexalt<d 
one.  liut,  when  Augusta  was  little  more  than 
seventeen,  the  old  grandfather  died,  and  his  heirs 
refui*ed  to  consider  themselves  bound  to  supply 
funds  for  educating  the  Misses  Saville. 

Close  upon  this  catastrophe  came  Mr.  ^aville's 
own  demise,  an  aptpletic  fit  cutting  short  his  un- 
desirable career  ;  so  nothing  remained  for  the  girls 
but  to  give  up  their  studies,  or  continue  them 
under  serious  disadvantages.  This  Augusta  stead- 
ily refused  to  do. 

"  I  will  never  go  back  as  a  governess  pupil, 
mamma,  to  be  twitted  with  my  altered  fortunes. 
I  have  taken  care  never  to  let  my  school  compaions 
know  the  real  state  of  affairs.  Winnifred  can  please 
herself.  " 

"  hut  what  can  you  do,  my  dear?  "  demanded 
Mrs.  .'^aville. 

"  We  will  go  to  another  town,  and  I  will  take 
pupils,  if  you  like;  then,  whon  Winnie  Icavi-s 
school,  we  can  perhaps  set  up  for  qui  selves.  " 

"  Vou  may  marry,  Augusta,  and,  with  your 
beauty,  should  marry  well.  " 

"  L>aily  governesses  are  not  much  sought  after; 
nevertheless  I  shall  never  marry  a  poor  man.  I 
have  had  one  dose  of  poverty,  and  it  has  proved 
BO  nauseous  that  I  shall  never  willingly  place  an- 
other to  my  lips.  " 

'1  his  was  Augusta's  resolve,  daily  strengthened 
by  her  mother,  whose  ambition,  failing  in  herself, 
was  centered  in  her  two  lovely  daughters,  and  she 
Would  have  sacrificed  her  life  to  ensure  them  the 
position  she  had  forfeited. 

Winnifred  did  "  please  n«rself,  "  resolutely 
making  up  her  mind  to  endure  huiuiiiatiou  rather 
than  render  her  education  incomplete.  She  was 
neither  so  lovely  nor  so  ambitious  as  her  sister  ; 
the  glossy  blacic  hair  and  dark  grey  eyes  of 
Augusta  were  softened  to  the  waving  auburn  tresses 
and  tender  loving  brown  orbs  of  her  sister.  The 
former  commanded  admiration  at  once,  the  latter 
won  lastini;  affection  when  known  intiaiately. 

Abbotsferry,  a  flourishing  town  on  the  north- 
west coast,  was  ultimately  fixed  upon  by  Mrs 
Saville  as  a  place  of  residence,  its  daily  increasing 
size,  combined  with  ralubrity  and  distance  from 
old  a^isociations,  rendering  it  peculiarly  a<la|)ted 
to  her  requirements  ;  and  at  the  time  when  this 
story  opens,  mother  and  daughter  had  been  occu- 
pants of  No.  3,  Derby  I'lace,  four  years —  Augusta 
spending  her  days  in  teaching,  while  her  mother 
eked  out  their  scanty  income  by  miniature  painting. 
AN  innifred,  having  bravely  completed  her  studies 
under  many  difficulties,  soon  took  her  place  in  the 
hitrae  circle,  and  any  brightness  or  elegance  the 
little  dieerless  six-roomed  tenement  could  boast, 
wa*  certainly  due  in  great  part  to  her  refin«<i  taste 
and  sunny  contented  nature. 

1  lid  advent  of  Herbert  lilake,  two  years,  after 
that  of  the  Savilles.  drew  the  attention  of  suburban 
busybodies  away  from  the  widow  and  her  two 
daughters,  whose  personal  attractions  gave  free 
»co(A  for  the  exercise  of  "envy,  hatred,  and  nil  un- 
cliaritableness  '  among  their  less  favored  acquaint- 
ances ;  ^nd  » certain  reserve  at>out  the  young  law- 
yer—who had  Come  to  assist  the  great  firm  of  Dexter 
tt  Cleaver,  solicitors —  made  him  all  the  more- 
interesting  to  the  young  Udies.  if  not  the  old 
When,  however,  it  was  discovered  that  the  beautiful 
Augusta  monopolised  the  aflections  of  their  hand 
some  cavalier,  several  ■' unruly  members"  had  a 
gr<  at  deal  to  say  in  opposition. 

'I  declare  it  is  too  had,"  enunciated  one  fai 
daiiisel  to  another,  as  they  stood —  mallet  in  bun  '. 
—  engaged  in  an  exciting  game  of  croquet.  "  Mr 
Idake  ought  to  have -been  here  this  evening— 1 
know  he  was  invited —  and  there  he  is  escortini^ 
those  ^avilles  up  and  down  instead.  He  makes  ii 
perfect  spooney  of  himself  with  that  Augusta;  an  I 
she  is  only  a  governess.  " 

"  Well,  {Auni  H'-ar,  he  is  only  a  lawyer's  clerk, 
as  laamiiia  says,"  responded  anothtr  soothingly; 
"so  if  k  comes  to  anything,  they  will  be  well 
matched. " 

"  She  is  an  awfully  handsome  girl, "  put  in  a 
gentleman  who  had  just  finiohed  placing,  "and  I 
'   nt  wonder  at  any  fellow  being  spooney.  " 

"  Indeed !  do  yon  think  to,  Mr.  •'^mallwood  ?  " 
qncationed  Laura,   who  wa  a  tall  angular  bloade. 


and  under  an  impression  that  the  speaker  admired 
her  p' jle  immensely. 

"  W  ho  is  lie,  and  where  does  he  come  from  *  " 
demanded  an  amiable  inquisitor  with  a  mania  fur 
pedigrees. 

"  No  one  seems  to  know,  "  answered  their 
hostess,  coming  up  in  time  to  hear  the  remark. 
"  My  hustMad  took  a  murvellous  fancy  to  him, 
and  often  has  him  here —  but  he  is  very  reticent 
about  his  home  afiairs.  I  have  heard  him  speak 
of  <  arlsford  as  his  home,  and  I  believe  he  has  a 
mother  living.  He  has  made  himself  quite  a 
favourite  among  the  old  ladies  here  by  being  so 
dev  ted  to  them  individually  and  collectively. 
Richard  says  be  is  studying  the  iuw  because  he 
really  likes  it,  bat  he  certainly  only  receives  a 
clerk's  salary. " 

"Did  he  meet  Miss  Saville  here  then  ?"  asked 
Laura  again,  "^he  teaches  your  children  music, 
Mrs.  Fernyhoiigh.  I  believe. 

"  Yes  ;  he  has  seen  her  here  several  times,  but  he 
was  acquainted  with  her  previously.  I  do  not  ask 
my  cliililren's  governess  to  meet  my  friends  on  an 
tqiul  f-KJlin^,  Mi<s  WilJe ;  but  she  has  played  the 
piano  for  us  sometimes  at  our  juvenile  parties.  " 

'1  here  were  a  few  houses  where  Augusta  met 
with  genuine  open-hearted  kindness,  afew  people 
who  did  not  shrink  from  holding  out  their  liands 
to  her  as  their  equal ;  but  Mrs.  Femyhough  was 
not  one  of  these. 

"  She  holds  hef  head  a  great  deal  too  high  for 
her  situation,  in  my  opinion, "  announced  Miss. 
>V  ilde  again  with  empressement,  and  she  croquett* 
ed  her  opponent's  ball  vicioasly  across  the  lawn 
as  if  she  wished  it  were  the  offending  Augusta  fier- 
self. 

"  For  my  part,  I  like  the  yoonger  nister  best,  " 
said  another  gentleman  ;  "  bat  I  suppose  the  elder 
one  takes  the  lead  in  societT-  I  shouldn't  wonder 
if  that  girl  marries  well ;  I  have  seen  decided  bits ' 
made  by  a  little  careful  manoeuvring.  '• 

Now,  with  all  her  faults,  Augusta  was  too  proud 
to  manoeuvre ;  her  mother  might  do  ao  for  her, 
but,  ambitious  as  her  dreams  were,  she  would  not 
have  lifted  a  finger  to  draw  to  her  feet  any  man 
whom  her  beauty  did  not  make  a  voluntary 
worshipper.  Haman  nature  is  so  Tery  charitable, 
however,  that  it  gave  her  credit  for  many  mean- 
nesses that  she  never  would  have  committed. 
And  even  while  she  loved  Herbert  Blake — loving 
him  better  when  his  presence  brightened  up  the  see- 
dy little  drawing-room  in  Derby  i'lace.  than  amid 
the  ga\er  scenes  in  which  they  both  occasionally 
took  part—  she  had  never  wilfully  lured  him  on, 
though  he  in  his  wounded  pride  accu.*ed  her  of 
doin^r  BO  ;  for,  was  he  not  poor?  And  how  could 
she  Dear  to  marry  a  poor  man  i  Once  (iffection 
got  the  upper  hand  of  prudence,  and  a  second 
time  it  nearly  lost  Mr  rearson  his  wished-tor 
bride. 

'I  he  night  began  to  close  in,  and  the  guests 
gradually  took  their  departure  from  the  house  of 
Mrs.  Fernyhough  ;  but  the  bull  of  scandal  which 
had  been  Bet  rolling  was  not  to  be  stopped  so 
eiiKily.  and  iiu  wonder  if  the  ears  of  Mr.  Blake 
and  Miss  Saville  burned  unpleasantly  during  their 
evening  promenade.  One  of  the  former  speakers 
resumed  the  topic  by  remarking  that  Mr.  Pearson 
had  paid  more  frequent  visits  tq  his  sister's  house 
eipoe  the  lovely  musio-teaclier's  appearance  there. 

"Good  gracious!  '  ejaculated  another  croquet 
player;  "  is  she  aiming  us  high  as  that?  \N  hy, 
we  visit  there;  and  Iin  sure,  if  he  married  her,  we 
could  not  possibfy  continue  the  acquaintance.  " 

Sweet  girl.  Mis.  James  Pearson  would  be  a  very 
different  individual  in  your  eyes  from  Miss  Saville. 
the  daily  governess,  and  you  would  not  like  to 
give  up  the  elegant  luncheons  and  occasional 
toircet  dansarUes  given  by  the  master  of  the 
RoKary,  who  is  no  niggard,  but  rather  vver-fond  of 
display. 

'""o  the  last  idea  soon  became  a  general  one,  and 
more  than  once  was  uttered  in  Herbert  Blake's 
hearing  ;  but  he.  full  of  faith  in  the  girl  he  loved, 
gave  httle  heed  to  the  report  until  Augusta's  own 
.actions  compelled  him  to  believe  there  was  some 
truth  in  i^:  and  he  thought  harder  thoughts  of  her 
because  he  felt  that  she  was  sacrificing  herself 
knowingly,  and  to  one  to  whom  she  oould  not 
poMibly  have  any  affinity. 

Mr.  Pearson  was  a  well-meanins  ntan  in  his 
waj;  behadbeaathearehiteetcrfhiBovnfertaMS, 


of  whicli  fact  he  was  not  a  little  proud  ;  and  when 
he  .'otlrfd  upon  the  accumulated  earnings  of  many 
busy,  liard-working  years,  he  ihouglit  a  haiHiitoaie 
wife  woliild  be  a  fitting  oddeHcLutn  lo  iiis  other 
handsome  surroundings ;  and  Miss  ^avill«  kindly 
■ouling  OD  his  suit,  he  considered  hiiuself  a  happy 
man,  no  questions  of  equality  ev<r  entering  his 
mind.  ^  the  fair  Augnsta —  much  to  ber  parent's 
delight— fulfilled  her  destiny,  and  society,  which 
had  snubbed  Iier  privately,  was  forced  to  receive 
her  publicly  as  the  future  niistrefs  of  the  Kosary, 
in  whoee  hands  would  be  vested  not  a  few  of  its 
eiijoyu^ents. 

Chaptrk   in. 

The  |taTilles  very  wisely  absUined  from  the 
asual  displity  attendant  npon  a  manage  de  eon- 
tenanaei  though  Augusta  was  to  move  in  a  very 
differenit  sphere,  they  remembered  they  were  jK>or, 
ntMJ  acted  accordingfy  ;  and  when  the  middle-aged 
L>ridegrD«in  urged  an  early  day  for  the  conFum- 
mation  of  his  happiness.  Lis  wish  was  acceded  to 
promptly,  and  without  any  fuss 

Herbert  rigidly  avoided  the  house  so  long  as 
Augusta  remained  in  it.  He  knew  they  must  meet 
in  society  after  her  marriage,  but  iV  |>ain  was  too 
new  and  the  sting  too  deep  for  him  at  onee  to  preet 
ber  u:,a>mere  acqiiaintn  loe.  He  did  notHippear 
at  the  qeremony,  as  he  had  ironically  propos^<d, 
btit  took  holiday  atid  \.-»  lost  to  AbboUferry  for 
an  indefinite  number  of  weeks  as  soon  as  tlie  nut- 
brown  leaves  and  purpling  tints  of  Autumn  warned 
him  tha(t  the  time  of  the  sacrifice  drew  nigh. 

It  was  the  evening  before  the  day,  and  for  tba 
last  time  the  listers  shared  the  same  apartment, 
its  scantjt  space  being  filled  to  overflowii  g  with  aU 
the  multifarious  articles  necessary  for  the  moriow's 
exodus-i- trunks  and  packages  '  ohelruc ted  every 
step,  and  the  bride's  gray  silk  traveying  dress 
which  was  also  to  constitute  her  bridal  array,  lay 
waiting  the  pleasure  of  its  fair  owner. 

The  girls  were  more  than  usually  silent —  one 
thinking,  perhaps,  that  there  might  be  as  much 
drudgery  in  schooling  a  rebellious  heart  as  teaching 
a  hevy  of  unruly  children  ;  inwardly  agreeing,  per- 
chance, lOth  one  who  said. 

It  it  the  »adde»t  sight  of  aU, 
To  see  a  gay  young  thing 
Lay  aside  her  maiden  gladness     ^ 
For  a  name  and  for  a  ring. 
The  oth«r>— well,  it  will  not  do  to  scan  her  thooghts 
too  closely.    There  was  a  shade  upon  her  snnny  &ee 
which  even  parting  from  her    sister  could  scarcely 
warrant.     Once  she    came   and    kneeled  down  by 
Augusta,  who  sat    brushing   out    her   long  dark 
tresses,  looking  moodily  into  the  dKssing-glass  at 
the  same  time  and  said — 

"Oa«siedear.  are  you  happy?" 

It  broke  the  spell,  and,  with  a  careless  hngh, 
Augusta!  answered  — 

"  H»P|y.  child  !  of  course  I  sm.  Who  wouldn't 
be.  with  such   prospects  as  mine  ?" 

"Ishpsld  not,  "  returned  Winnifred.  earnestly. 
"  Wealth  would  have  few  charms  for  me  without 
aflfection.  I  should  be  like  a  prisoned  bird,  and 
beat  my  wings  everlastingly  against  the  bars  of 
my  gilded  cage.  " 

"  l>ut  I  aui  going  into  the  cage  of  my  own  ftc« 
will,  sister  :  besides,  uiy  husband  " —  her  voice 
lowered  jtlself  half  a  tone  as  the  last  word  fell  from 
her  lips—  "  will  be  proud  of  me  and  loveame,  after 
his  fashiop,  and  I  shall  be  content.  "  * 

Winnie's  clear  brown  eyes  quextioned  that  asser- 
tion, and  Augusta's  gray  ones  drooped  before  them. 

"  Do  you  never  regret,  Augui'ta:  " 

"I  r^^^t  nothing  but  that  in»ane  momsot 
when  I  ]|et  my  heart  fly  to  my  lips,  and  Herbert 
le.irned  that  I  cared  anything  for  him, "  sba 
answered,  fiercely. 

"And^ou  reaUy  did  love  him?"  murmured 
Winnie,  ilmost  unconscioasly,  while  a  oloce  ob- 
server might  have  noticed  the  deepening  eoloar 
gradually  rise  up  to  her  very  forehead  and  then 
die  away,  leaving  her  paler  than  liefore ;  bat  ber 
voiee  w.is  ealra  and  clear  a«  she  concluded,  "  I  can-  « 
not  understaad  your  motive  for  rising  him 
then.  ' 

"  No,  and  yoa  neycr  wUl.  "  replied  her  mter.' 
still  niore  impetoooaly.  "  I  hate  my  lifc,  yoo  know 
that,  and  I  was  BOt  going  to  perpetoat*  tbc  i 
arf  iHfa#yi>. "  (  To  U  Otnltmti. ) 


uupinijiiip.  m  pw  j^iAJi.ii^wippiiipjpiiipiiip 


FIVE  O'CLOCK  IN  THE  MORNING. 

Ja  9ung  by  Madame  PAREPA  R08A. 


Moderato  con  espress. 
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mist     lay  o-ver  the  brook, 


At  the    I  ar  -  hest  beam  of  the    gol  -  den  sun,  The  swallow  her  nest  for-sook ; 


The  snow  -  y 


fm 


=:y=!Jz=g?:L  Zf  E4 


-T- 


d: 


fat 


d:^: 


-« ^-* 


zizr-.— zi: 


-ife 


hawthorn  tree,  Lay  thickly  the  ground  a  -  dom    -    ing.     The    birds  were  singing  in      ev*  -  ry  bush    At     five      o'clotk  in  the  moru 


2.  ^d  Bessie,  the  milkmaid,  merrily  sang, 

For  ihe  meadows  were  freeh  and  fair,        ..  ■ 
The  breeze  of  the  morning  kissed  hor  brow. 

And  played  with  her  nnt-brown  hair. 
Bat  oft  she  tom'd  and  looked  aronnd 

As  if  the  silenoe  scorning ; 
Twas  time  for  the  mower  to  whet  hit  mjUm^ 

▲t  An  o'dock  in  Um  oMcaiBf. 


3.  Jfbd  over  the  meadows  the  mowers  came,* 
And  merrily  their  voices  rstng. 
And  one  »^m^"g  them  wended  his  way. 

To  where  the  milkmaid  sang. 
And  as  he  linger'd  by  her  side, 
Despite  his  eomrades  warning^ 


The  old,  old  story  wm  told  again, 
M  flf*  o'tlMk  IB  th«  nuMming. 
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TH£     SII^OKK'iS    JOIIKKAL.. 


The  True  Lovers'  Discussion. 


One  pleasant  evening,  aa  piuki  and  daiaiea 

Closed  in  tlieir  bosoms  a  drop  of  dtw, 
Tbe  feathered  warbfers,  of  every  spMies, 

'I'oselber  chanted  Lheir  notes  so.tltM. 
As  I  did  Dtray,  wrnpped  in  medit*UoD, 

It  abaroiea  uiy  heai  to  bear  them  sing. 
The  silent  orbs  of  nigbt  were  just  ariting, 

And  the  air  in  concert  did  awMtly  sing — 

With  ^y  transported,  each  night  I  «ourt«d : 

Whilst  gaziiip;  'round  with  insfxtcliTe  eye, 
Two  youthfol  lovers,  in  conversation 

Closely  engiijjtd,  I  ciiancpd  to  spy  : 
Those  couple  npoke  with  such  force  of  reason, 

Tbeir  sentiiuenis  they  expressed  so  clear, 
And  just  to  listen  to  their  conversation, 

My  inclination  was  to  draw  ne»r. 

He  ppe8s«d  her  hand,  and  said  .-  "  My  darling, 

'lell  nie  the  reason  you  clinnged  your  mind  : 
Or  have  I  loved  vou  to  be  degraded, 

'I'ho'  youth  and  innocence  are  in  their  prima? 
For,  I  am  alii^lited  and  ill  requited 

For  all  the  fiivors  I  di<l  l)e»low — 
You'll  surely  lell  ine.  befjl-e  I  leave  you. 

Why  you're  inclined  now  to  treat  me  so." 

With  great  ncuteness  slie  made  bim  answer, 

Saying  :   "  On  your  favors  I  would  rely — 
But  you  nii£;ht  contrive  to  blast  my  glory, 

And  our  niarriiige  day  j'ou  might  hover  by; 
Young  men,  in  g.nornl,  are  fickle-miitded, 

And  t"  tru-'t  you  I  am  afraid  — 
If  for  your  favors  I  am  indebted. 

Both  stock  and  interest  you  shall  be  paid.  " 

"  To  blast  yonr  glory,  love,  I  ne'er  intended, 

Nor  fickle-minded  will  I  ever  be  : 
Ae  for  my  debts  you  can  never  pay  them. 

But  by  true  l"ve  and  loyally — 
Rememlier,  darling,  our  first  engagement. 

When  childi'<li  pastime  was  all  we  knew— 
Be  true  and  constant:    I'm)  thine  for  ever, 

I'll  brave  all  dangers  and  go  with  you — "    ' 

"  Your  proffer's  good,  i>ir,  1  thank  yon  for  it, 

But  yet  your  oft'.rs  I  can't  receive; 
By  soft  persuasion  and  kind  endearment 

The  wiley  serpent  bemiiled  Kve — 
There's  other  ria.-^ons  miirht  be  assigned  : 

The  highest  tide  love  will  ebb  and  fnfl  : 
Another  femal«  miglit  suit  vou  better— 

Iherfore  I  can't  obey  your  coll." 

"Yes,  I'll  admit  the  tide  in  motion 

Is  always  moving  from  siiose  to  shore.       •      < 
But  still  its  substance  !■<  never  changing. 

Nor  never  \vi,l--till  lime's  no  more —  % 

1 11  sound  your  fnuie  wii!i  nil  loyul  lovers,  .•*• 

To  fix  their  love  on  whose  mind  is  pure,  "" 

Where  no  exist,  ricc  can  ever  change  it, 

Kor  no  pliy.-iciaii  prescrilie  a  cure — " 

She  says  :  "  Voung  man,  to  tell  you  plainly. 

To  refrain  y.'U  T  am   inclined: 
Another  you nir  n.an  of  birili  and  fortune 

Has  guintd  rny  fiivi'r  and  changed  my  mind.. 
My  future  welftre  I  have  considered  : 

On  fickle  foclii'g  i'A  riever  stand  :  '  '    " 

Besides  my  par.-nls  would  be  offended  '». 

'lo  See  you  walking  at  my  riglil  hand.  " 

"What  had  you,  darling,  when  y<>u  were  born  ?* 

What  nature  Knve.   love —so  hail  I-- 
Your  haughty  fiar.nls  1  do  disdain  them. 

And   p<H)r  ill-got  riches  I  do  deny. 
An  honest  heart,  love    n  fur  .-uperior  — 

Your  gold  and  riohc  s  will  soon  decay— 
It's  naked  we  came  into  (his  world. 

And  much  the  same  we'll  go  away  " 

**  You  falsify  when  you  sny  you  love  n»*r 

And  6li";ht  my  parents  whom  I  love  dear— 
I  think  it  S  justice,  sir,  to  degrade  you. 

If  that's  tho  course  you  mean  to  steer, 
y.y  Wealth,  or  feature,  or  art  of  nature, 

You're  not  my  equal  in  any  line: 
Since  I  conjure  you,  in-i^t  no  farther: 

For,  lo  your  wisliea  I'll  not  inolia«,  "  . 

"  To  falsify  love,  I  do  deny  H,         '        •    V 
Your  impulation  is  wro^g.  I  sweat : 

.Like  Eve,  I  find  you're  a  real  deceiver — 
T«Qr  heart's  ••  full  ••yonr  fco*  m  lut — 


For  tbe  want  of  riches  you  vainly  slight  me, 
And  my  complexion  y«ui  do  disdain  — 

Our  skin  may  differ,  but  true  affection 
In  blaok  or  white  is  all  the  same." 

"Oh I  «urb  your  passion,  sir!  tlie  did  exclaim, 

It  was  nut  to  quarrel  I  met  3-ou  here. 
But  to  discurse  y»u  fn  moderation  i->  ] 

And  a  real  intention  to  mako  ap|>ear  : 
I  ipeak  with  candor,  I  will  surrender 

'I'o  what  is  proper  in  every  way  : 
If  you. sabmit  to  &ir  discussion  J'^- 

And  reasons  dictates  you  will  obey.  "       t^  -' 

"  It's  now  to  late  to  ask  that  question. 

When  you  despise  me  Ix'fore  my  friends — 
Lebanon's  plains,  if  yon  could  command  them, 

Are  not  sufficient  to  make  amends. 
There's  not  a  tree  in  the  I'ersian  forest 

Retains  its  color,  excepting  one  : 
That  is  the  laurel  which  I  will  cherish 

And  always  ciu'ry  in  my  right  hand.  " 

"  Tlie  blooming  laurel  you  may  admire, 

because  its  Verdure's  always  new: 
But  there's  another — you  can't  deny  it—    ■ 

Is  just  (IS  bright  in  the  gardener's  view. 
It's  wisely  resting  througliout  the  winter. 

And  bfooins  again  when  the  spring  draws  netr: 
The  pen  of  Homer  has  written  its  prauea. 

In  Jane  and  July  it  does  'ippear.  " 

"  Yon  spenk  exceedingly,  but  not  corrective. 

Witli  Words  supported,  your  cause  is  vain: 
Had  you  the  tongue  of  a  .S\rian  Goddess, 

Your  exhortation  I  would  dizain. 
It  was  your  love  that  I  did  require — 

But  since  you've  placed  it  on  golden  store, 
I'll  strike  my  string  and  my  harp  shall. murmar: 

Farewell,  my  love,  for  ever  more  !  " 

She  seemed  affected-^  with  eyes  distracted, 
'    Wilh-Iond  exclaiming  she  thus  gave  wayr 
"i'ir,  my  denial  was  but  a  trial —  • 

•You,  Gods!  be  witness  to  what  I  say — 
I  say:  my  darling,  if  you  don't  forgive  ma^ 

And  (fuite  for;;et*my  iticfedulity,  «    /    " " 

A  »ingle  virgin  for  your  sake  III  wander, 

While  a  green  leaf  grows  on  you  laurel  tree — " 

So,  all  .young  maidens,  I  prav  take  warning. 

Let  Irtve  and  virtue  be  still  your  aim  : 
No  worWIy  treusiin;  should  yield  you  pleasure 

With  those  who^e  jicrson  you  do  disdain. 
All  lojnl  lovers  Mill  then  re8|iecl  yon, 

A,nd  to  your  memory  will  heave  a  sigh — 
The  blqpming  rose  anJ  ever-green  lanrd 

Will  mark  the  s|>ot  where  your  body  lies. 

From  Ballynahinch  at><>ul  two  miles  distance. 

Where  blackbirds  whistle  and  Ihrusches  sing  : 
With  hill.i  surrounditig,  and  vallies  bounding, 

Hnchanling  prospect  all  in  the  spring  : 
Where  female  beaiily  is  mver  wanting. 

The  lonely  Btr.inger  a  refuge  find — 
Near  Maria  I'enpenny,  if  you  require. 

You  11  find  the  author  of  those  simple  lines. 


i«<«> 


Ti^e  Shipwreck  of  the  "  Atlantic.  " 

I  Cuitipoood  b.r  Kriiilcui. 


Tun  kind  and  tsudsr  Christians,  I  pray  jou  now 

drtw  Dear: 
It's  of  a  drnailfnl  sliipwreck  I  niosu  to  let  you  bear. 
Tlie  loss  of  tbu  Atlantic  i^pon  tliu  ocean's  wave, 
Wli(-re  fulljr  saveD  haudiod  souls  met  with  a 

watery  frtve. 

Twk*  era  llifi  ;A)i|i  (laT  "'  Mareli  uiir  i;all.>Dt  ahip  did  aail. 
UotiiiJ  (or  tbe  burbor  of  No\f  York  :   we  bad  • 

)>lena:iut  gale. 
We  called  next  day  at  Qncenslouu.  as  we  always 

(ltd  before, 
Aod  took  on  board  three  hundred  souls  — tboir  lo-s 

wo  uow  deplore. 

Xfe  (toauied  sway  r>r  leren  days  without  either 

dread  or  fear: 
Our  brave  and  honored  c:iptain  his  c<mrae  riKlit  ueli 

did  strer, 
Cuiil  Ite  fonuJ   l«  bis  illstKiy   bis  coal  nas  laiber  low, 
9u  be  cb,>:i;;ttd  Uia  coitrae  f-r  Uillfjx    wh  eh  piovrd 

o'.ir  ovcrlliio,*. 

Twas  (Ml  the  lat  of  April   In  the  mnrnlDK  at  three  o'clock, 
Whaa  all  on  board  »ui  auuk  In  ■  eep.  she  itrurl, 

«l>oii  a  rock  : 
To  bear  ths  cry  o(  dark  dcspilr  'iwou:d  make  )oii 

f>r  10  weep. 
And  that  loud  wail  of  unguiah   aa  tbey  auhk  iiiio 

tbe  deep  — 


O  heavsna!  'twas  an  awful  algbt  the  strui;i<le  ihc 

The  mother  parted  from  tbe  di'ld,  the  huaband 

from  ll 
The  billows  mad— the  breakers  wild— o'er  the  ve 

aidea  tu 
Ami  washed  o'erboard  thOM,  hnniaa  beiDjrs  to  sii 

•       au^rife  ij< 

Oh '.  aad  it  Is  for  to  dsserlbe  all  that  they  soAred 
Tbe  men  and  wumeu  rasbed  on  deck  with  wild  c 

of 
And  soma  qlimbed  up  tbe  rigKing,  for  so  'we  bav 

be 
Aad  after  hours  of  anlTaring  tbev  died  there  witi 

Ihi 

One  man  eioaped  iutotbe  l>oat  with  terror  looked 
And.  trembliug  tiiete  U|<  >u  tbe  deck,  be  aaw  hia 

s 
"  Without  my  wife  I  caonut  live,  so  with  her  |  w 
And  I  hope  we  soon  will  meet  stiaiu  before  tbe  X 

OB 

It's  when  the  news  it  reached  New  Tork.  'Iwoold 

grieve  your  heart  f 
To  see  the  people  cry  and  weep  lor  frienda  tliey'l 

meet  n( 
The  offce  of  the   'White  Star  "  in  crowda  they  d 

St 

To  see  if  news  from  those  they  loved,  was  there  f 

to  Im 

To  see  tbe  aged  mother  it  would  melt  yonr' heart 

wit! 
"  Where  is  my  loving  daui-litor  ?  muat  we  never 

meet  a 
And  the  tender  hearted  sister  with  sorrow  ahe  dl 
"Doea  my  kind  sud  loving  brother  iu  the  ocean'i 

boson 

The  poor  old  feeble  father  witli  grief  be  tore  bis  1 
"  Must  I  ne'er  see  for  ever  more  my  sons  and 

daughters 
80  to  conclude  uy  dreary  song  I've  one  thing  mo 

I 
In  your  teuder  luercy,  Christiana,  I  hope  you'll  i 

them 


Glitter. 

Sang  by  Ed  Frekhak-     tbe  Muaic  Is  pnbllab( 
£.  HaaDiMa  286  Bowery,  New  York— price  10c 


They're  not  nil  gems  that  glitter— no,    •  , 

Attractive  though  they  seem  ; 
For,  tinsel  has  a  spurious  glow, 
A  bright  but  transient  gleam. 
The  thoughtless  oft  ni«  caught  by  this. 
And  most  men  may  be  sold  :  ~^ 

Be  careful  that  you  don't  get  dross. 
Instead  of  sterling  gold. 
Chorus  :  Glitter  and  glare  may  make  people 
Hut  howe'er  dazzling  bright  it  m 
Glitter  and  gloss  are  nothing  but  d 
l^lregold.  puriegold's  the  uietalfoi 

Be  ye  as  chaste,  as  pure  as  snow, 

^  ou  11  not  escape  the  touch 
Of  slander's  lougue  :  be  guarded,  and      ' 

They  will  not  hai'iu  you  much. 
Be  upright,  just  and  always  fair, 

Each  debt  of  kindness  pay. 
Let  deeds,  not  words,  refkct  your  worth, 

And  bear  ths  light  of  day.  CI 

Pure  gold  with  some  is  very  scarce, 

hut  wealth's  a  fleetiugjoy: 
The  wealthy,  like  the  poor,  oft  Lave 

'l  heir  share  of  life's  alloy  : 
Let  each  look  round  and.  if  he  can. 

Extend  a  helping  hand  : 
The  peasant  thus  may  vie  the  peer. 

The  Eichest  in  the  land.  CI 


My  Sugar-Plum.  ■.'■■/'■■::. 

Bong  and  dsncu.    Buug  by  Cbablit  HahmoV 

I  am  over  head  and  oara  Iu  love 

The  tiiitli  I  tell.  «itb  a  turtle  dov*,. 
She  ought  lo  be  in  tbe  skies  above. 

Ad  aiigol  sbo  should  l>e  ; 
Her  IniiKbtng  eyes  with  n  dimpled  cbia. 

Her  face  so  white  and  fair. 
Her  looka  so  neat  and  so  complete. 
With  a  iiiusa  of  sllk-liLe  huir— ob' 
Chorus :    Prettily  she  dauces  ou  her  little  loss. 

Looks  .18  Dent  and  aweet  aa  a  little  tnbe- 
Ciiarnis  all  t]^  people  asuptliestreetsb 
Sue's  my  aUgar-plum. 

This  luscious  little  ragar-plnm  -\, 

Waa  Introduced  to  the  one  yon  see.    ' 
At  a  iiisaked  ball  where  I  had  ancb  tan. 

Every  one  was  In  full  glee  : 
Tbia  jo.ous  ulfilit  my  heart  felt  light, 

W ith  Klesms  of  future  bliss 
When  parting  at  tbe  dawn  of  day,  ' 

I  was  rapt  iu  bai'pliiess— Ob;  C 


r.-4 


*^  -Kir  *  — T^ 
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TH£    sirvoi^R'S  jrouRi^Al^. 


The  Inereass  of  Thirtt 

From  the  New  Tork  CurriB—  B;  Edwakd  Austik. 
Dedlckted  to  OscAB  SBArrcB  etakracter  roeklUt. 


!>«  been  drinking  of  late,  I've  been  drinking — 

And  the  fftot  I  can  scarcely  deny— 
I've  been  drinking  hot  gin  and  rum-punebea, 

But  now  Vii  obliged  to  go  dry ! 
Cries  the  mnn  at  lite  bar  :  "  Vou're  a  bammer, 

You  re  something  I  can't  understand  ; 
You  ve  worked  like  a  man  all  the  summer, 

And  (till  you've  no  scrip  in  your  hand. 
It  is  true  yon  are  cheeky  and  bold,  sir, 
All  the  mm  I  have  got  you  could  hold,  sir; 
You  could  drink  a  wliole  barrel.  I'm  told,  sir — 

Can  you  wond«r  the  reason  you're  dry?" 

It  is  true  what  you  say,  Mr.  Landlord, 

I  ought  to  have  scrip  laid  awaj^^ 
A  great  plenty  to  go  on  a  bust,  sir, 

And  drink  cocktails  all  night  and  all  day ; 
Cut  you  are  like  a  dog  in  the  manger. 

You  might  treat  me,  would  you  but  try. 
But  to  bummers  you  act  like  a  stranger — 

Can  you  wonder  tlie  reason  I'm  dry? 
For  my  thirst  you  don't  care  a  thing,  sir, 
For  the  rich  roan  you  11  make  a  gin-sling,  sir. 
While  I  for  my  beverage  must  sing,  sir — 

Can  you  wonder  tliat  sumetitnes  I'm  dry? 

'lis  true  what  you  sliy,  Mr.  Landlord, 

Good  liquor  is  bard  to  resist ; 
Just  look  at  that  poor,  dmnken  ronider'-:    • 

Few  drinks.  God  knows,  he  has  misstd. 
Can  you  wonder  at  his  weak  oonstilution. 

When  he  drinks  every  time  that  he's  asked? 
Soon  he'll  go  to  that  great  institution,  * 

To  the  State  Farm  he'll  stagger  at  last  I  ^' 
There's  his  poor  wife  at  home,  God  defend  her  J 
With  children  whode  years  are  quite  tender. 
All  the  bread  that  they  get  kind  friends  send  her- 
Can  yon  wonder  they  re  hungry  and  dry?    . 

Can  you  wonder  I'm  dry,  can  you  wonder  " 

When  there  8  so  many  like  me  on  the  beftt, 
So  many  poor  thirsty  creatures, 

\V  ho  would  much  rather  diink  than  to  cat? 
There's  a  rounder  in  the  corner  silsgrianiDg 

In  tlie  broad  open  liirht  of  the  night— 
In  my  pockets  1  ve  nwgot  ft  shilling,  "' 

Or  wc  d  both  be  exoeedtpgly  tiglit ;  .>''■ 

He  smiles  with  contempt  uod  derision, 
A  hot  whi»key  punch  meets  his  vision. 
But  tlie  price  of  good  liquor  his  riaeo, ,  .. 
And  still  we  are  forced  to  go  dry. 

Just^hink  whila  you  re  drinking  your  wioe,  sir, 

'1  hat  I'm  not  too  proud  to  drink  rum  ; 
While  the  drinks  that  you  take  can't  be  counted, 

'Tis  a  godsend  for  me  to  get  one  ! 
Go  visit  the  places  that  I  take  in  ;         .     ',.'• 

Such  sights  you  will  nsrrer  beJroW.  -  ' 

When  a  msn  s  brok<,  hie  friends  all  forsake  bim« 

Thougli  liit  Tieart  may  be^made  ofpitre  gold ! 
While  one  drink  would  soon  break  asunder 
Ihe  thirst  this  poor  sufferer  is  under: 
Hear  me  plead  wiilt  a  voice  loud  as  thunder  : 
Oh!  why  will  you  let  me  go  dry  t 


The  Bold  Fisherman! 

There  once  WIS  a  bold  fl«herm»a  '. 

Wbo  sailed  fotth  tv<  m  Biilingagkte 

To  catch  the  mild  bloater, 
AlM  the  ga7  muck«r-«l : 

Bat  wbeu  be  arrove  off  Pimlico,       ,..''. 

The  wind  it  did  beglu  to  blow. 

And  bis  little  boat  It  wibble  wobbled  SO,*^    '■■',    '. 
That  slick  overboard  be  fell. 

Cbant :  All  amoDt;  Ihe  Conger  eelt  and  Hie  ScTsr 
iolear  and  the  kippered  berriDRS  and  the.I>ntoh  plaice, 
and  the  Whitebait,  and  the  Blacilcijait,  and tbs  Tittlebats, 
sad  the  J?ricfcb»t8— 

Dinkle  doodle  dura,  dinkle  doodle  dam. 
That's  the  hiRbly  iDtereating  song  be  soBc:* 
Diukle  doodle  daai,  dinkle  doodU  dan,' 
Oh!  the  bold  Fiaberman  ? 

rirst  he  wrifgled.  then  he  strlggM    .' 
In  the  water  so  briny  :  -  • 

He  bellowed,  and  ha  yeU'owed 

Ont  for  help  -bnt  in  vain:  ii:  '    .l 

Tbeu  down  did  ho  grntly  glide  l'"-  ':       '       ^ 

To  the  bottom  of  the  sllVry  tlde-»  "  . 
Bnt  previously  to  that  be  eried: 

■•rareweli   UaryJeael"  ~>, -'4     " 

Ohaat :  On  asi^ivlng  at  the  tnrajIrsM,  at  the  bottom 


of  the  aqua  jmra 
mured— 


be  took  a  cough  loaenge,  and  mar- 


Dinkle  doodle  d«m.  dinkle  doodle  dnm, 
That'a  Ibe  refrain  uf  the  gentle  Song  he  aaog:  V 
Dinkle  doodle  dum.  dinkle  doodle  dnm,  . 
Bald  the  bold  Fiaherman  '- 

Bis  ghOKt  walked  that  night  J,    ■    -    •' 

Til  the  bedside  of  his  Mary  Jane,      ;• .  '      ,,  ;    ' 

He  told  her  how  dead  be  was  r  "' ,-..:!       ■'' . 

Then  says  (be  .-   •  1  'II  go  luad.  "  '^ 

"For  since  luy  inve's  dead.  "  says  *ha, 
'AllJ.iy  from  nia'i  fli  d."  says  she, 
"I'll  gi)  a  ruTiug  lunatic  "  says  she; 
And  she  toent— \ery  bid. 

Chant:  Bhe  thereupon  lore  her  best  ebigneu  to 
smithereens  danced  the  Can-Can  ou  the  inp  of  Ibe 
water-but.  audjuiued  '  llio  wumana  rlghtanaaociatlon.  " 
and  frequently  edifies  the  angelic  meuit>cra  by  soilly 
cbantiog— 

Dinkle  doodle  dnin.  dinkle  doodle  dum. 
That'a  the  kind  uf  soul-iuapirlng  strain  she  snng; 
Dinkle  dnndle  dnm   diukle  doodle  dom, 
Ob!  the  bold  Fiahernisn  ! 


Jane  and  Jeremiah, 

Written  by  Walter  Burnett.   Sung  by  Walter  Labnmnm. 


I've  come  this  evening  to  complain 
Of  the  treatment  of  a  girl  called  Jane,  <  '." 

With  eyes  and  hair  as  brown  as  a  nut. 
Whose  business  place  it  w'as  in  the  Cut: 
Penny  ices  there  she  sold, 
iJiut  like  her  trade  her  heart  it  was  cold  : 
Her  each  night  I  hear  in  a  dream 
Cry :  "  Lemon  ice,  raspberry  or  cream  I " 
I  never  shall  forget  that  girl 

Whom  all  the  cliops  admire. 
Nor  yet  the  names  and  little  gamtfl       ,. 
Of  Jane  and  Jeremiah  ! 

She  used  to  drive  a  roaring  trade,     ,    ,     >  ■' 

And  in  the  ice  line  money  made: 

She  turned  them  out  so  very  nice, 

I  lived  on  nothing  else  but  ice: 

But  on  this  fare  I  grew  so  thin,    .  ■  ■ 

'1  hat  I  wsB  merely  tcne  and  skin,  : .     J  '' 

And,  after  all,  she  told  me  flat 

She  liked  a  fellow  short  and  fat. 

I  nerer  AM,  Ae. 

f-he  said  that  in  the  summer  days 

The  ice  line  is  a  trade'that  pays. 

But  in  the  wjriter,  wlien  it's  cold. 

There's  very  little  to  be  sold. 

Slie  met  a  mm  called  Jeremiah, 

W  ho  kept  a  brazier  full  of  fire. 

And  who  dealt,  in  the  winter  time,  '  *' 

In  baked  chesitnuts  and  elder  wine. 

I  never  B]j|j[^^y|f 
■  111  ^1 

Ail  among  the  Clover. 


Some  people  love  to  ream  about  npen  a  starry  Bight : 

Well,  that  s  the  very  sort  of  thing  that  fills  me  with  delight : 

For.  I'm  a  happy  sort  of  a  lad  wbo  dearly  loves  a  spree. 

All  anioug  the  clover    that'a  the  atyle  for  ms. 

It's  all  auiongat  the  clover,  iu  the  merry  month  of  Hsy, 

WhHii  the  day  is  over  to  the  fields  I  bie  away. 

Sniff  the  baluiy  breezes  that  whisper  in  the  dell. 

And  piace  my  heart's  affections  ou  the  girl  I  lovesowelL 

Nowdou't  you  think  it's  very  nice,  in  such  a  scene  as  this. 
To  fix  your  arm  around  her  waist— Steal  a  gentle  kias. 
And  wliiupor  tulitaoflove  to  bar.  and  press  her  to  your  heart. 
And  vovirby  alltbe  purple  heads  your  love  will  ne'er  depart? 
it'a  all  aiuougst  the  clover,  && 

Then  pluck  the  gent'e  clover  that  blnahes  at  yonr  feet. 
And  robe  your  love  iu  garlands,  there's  nothlyg  half 

SO  sweet: 
The  rose  will  uiautlo  ou  her  cheek,  her  eyes  will 

sparkle  bright. 
All  among  the  clover,  on  asnmmer's  night.    .. 

It'a  all  amoug  the  clover,  Ae. 

There's  nothing  in  this  wide,  wide  world,  coald 

please  yon  half  so  well. 
As  strolling  in  theelover  with  tales  of  love  to  tell: 
It  makes  your  heart  rebound  with  joy.  and  fills 

your  soul  with  bliss 
To  stroll  among  the  clover  and  steal  a  loving  ki»s. 

It's  all  among  the  clover,  ko. 


Dryden  used  to  say  that  the  heart  never  grew 
old,  but  that  it  became  sad  from  being  lodged  in 
a  ruin. 

The  heart  ia  the  mint  of  all  who  have  no  other 
wealth. 


I  Want  to  go  Home  to  Mamma. 


I  once  had  a  sweetheart  —  tho'  her  name  was  Brown, 

She  wae  most  decidedly  green  : 
But  when  you  have  seen  lier,  you'll  say  she's  as  nioe 

A  yoQi^  lady  as  ever  «as  seen  ; 
And  then  elie's  so  funny,  site's  juxt  like  a  child, 

She  lowed  roe  much,  better  fur 
She  loved. her  dear  parents  ;   for,  always  she  cried — 
"I  waoil  to  go  home  to  Manuna    ' 

I  waoCto  go  home  to  Muiiiniiij 

I  want  to  go  home  t<i  Maiiiwa. 

It's  naughty,  I  pay,  to  l,cep  me  away, 

VV  hen  I  waul  to  go  home  to  Mamma !  " 

When  ^st  I  beheld  her,  I  iliouglit  what  a  dear! 

With  jey,  oh!  I  nearly  went  wild. 
But  wli^n  I  began  to  Iiud  and  to  coo. 

Why,  die  snivelled  out  like  a  child. 
I  thought  she  was  ill,  I  could  not  make  her  out, 

When  ehe  jumped  up  and  said  — "Oh!  t-it-la!" 
I  said  :  "  iPray  don  t  go,  "  when  bIio  cried  out  "  Oh ! 

I  want  to  go  home  to  Muiiiiiln.  " 

I  want  lo  go  home,  ic. 

With  lota  of  porsnasion,  and  coaxing  and  fuse— 

The  worst  Job  I've  hod  in  my  lif. — 
I  oontrited  lo  assure  her  I  luved  her  so  much. 

Till  she  said  she'd  be  my  wife.. 
We  druTe  to  the  clinrcii,  w  lien,  oii !  such  a  scene  I 

She  would  have  the  duor  left  ujnr. 
The  clergyman  said  :  "will  you  wed  V  " 

she  shrieked  out-r 

"No!  I  want  to  go  home  to  Slaiiimo!  " 

I  want  to  go  hotde,  &«. 

At  last  we  were  married  :  oh,  my  !  what  a  job ! 

To  the  'Conlinent  then  off  we  went : 
I'm  haplpy  to  say  she  her  nervousness  lost. 

When  the  honeymoon  cosy  we  spent ; 
8o  now  she's  so  diflTrent  to  what  she  once  was, 

We're  happy  by  night  and  by  day. 
Her  marriage  she  says  she  will  never  Kpent, 

And  ^ever  do  I  hear  her  suy — 

I  I  I  want  to  go  home,  Ae. 

Ff'ttty  Swallow,  homeward  fly. 

Oh  t  'pretty  swallow,  homeward  fly : 

Bird  of  passage,  swiftly  hie 

Unto  my  loved  one  niilee  away. 

Whose  love  for  me  will  ne'er  decay. 

Ar6nnd  thy  neck  Ibis  meesnge  bear 
Swiftly  o'er  the  d^ep  blue  sea, 

And  when  the  summer  comes  again, 
Uy  VteWy  bird,  vome  back  tome! 

Ho^  gladly  I  will  welcome  thee— 

Pretty  swallow,  homeward  fly; 
bird  of  passage,  swiftly  hie 
Unto  my  loved  dne  miles  away. 
Whose  Jov'e  for  me  will  ne'er  dfecay! 

Oh]j| pretty  swallow,  while  thon'rt  gone, 
Ihla  fond  heart  will  weep  irtt>ne,  , 

With  fond  love  and  ongiiish  burn. 
Fearing  he  may  ne  cr  return. 
But,  oh  I  I  trust,  when  w  inter's  past, 

To  bear  love's  sweet  enchanting  spell; 
So  ■fly  then  quickly  far  awny. 

My  bonnie  bird,  "  pood-byc  I  farewell  I  " 
How  gladly  I  will  welcome  thee — 

I  'V  V:  Pr»aty  swallow,  4e. 

Ah !'  now  you've  left  me  sad  and  lone: 
ToiDty  humble  cottage  homo, 
I'll  wander  silent  down  the  la  no, 
Wliel'e  s'vm  I'Jl  meet  my  love  again. 
Atniight  I'll  pmy  for  happier  days, 

Wlien  blooming  is  the  hedge  and  tree  : 
And  when  the  summer  comes  again. 

My  love  and  bird  will  come  to  me : 
Iloav  gladly  I  will  welcome  thee — 

1  I'retty  swallow,  Ao. 


What 
some 


••►-^ 


wtll 


is  that  from  which  if  you  take  the  whole, 
remain  ? — Wholesome. 


"  Don't  worry  yourself  about  my  going  away, 
my  darling.     Abeenee.  you  know,  makes  the  heart 

frow  fooder.  " — "  Of  somebody  else,  "  added  the 
arlingl 


I    I 
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THE     SIJVOER'S    JOVRIVAL. 


Down  by  the  S«a. 


Down  by  the  aea.  In  my  life's  Mriy  morn,   ' 

I've  passed  all  my  happiest  taonn  : 
U 7  playground  the  beach,  my  toye  tiny  •bell*. 

While  weeds  of  the  sea  were  my  flowsrs. 
Ort  on  the  shore   when  the  tide  hat  abb«d  oat, 

I've  roamed  o'er  the  ware-rippled  ssnd 
With  playmate*  beloved,  who  are  scattered  tbiotd, 

Or  KODe  to  the  brlKht  spirit  land. 
.  Bveet  days  of  bliss   I  remember  yon  wall— 

On  memory  you  come  back  to  me. 
And  faocy  wUI  paint   In  her  brightest  unj, 

The  Bceues  I  loTed  down  by  the  s«a. 

Down  by  the  sea  I  for  ever  conid  gmse. 

And  still  feel  delight  in  my  soal — 
Its  lunsic  I  love  when  lolled  by  tUe  calm, 

Or  storms  bid  the  wild  « ires  to  roll  : 
I  thlnli  of  the  hopes  and  the  fears  that  it  bsara, 

The  brave  hearts  that  sail  on  Its  breast, 
And  breathe  forth  a  prayer  that  all  may  rstiirn 

To  dear  ones  that  each  love  the  best. 
Tears  hare  gone  by.  yet  the  charm  is  the  same, 

And  weaves  its  soft  spell  oTer  ine. 
As  brightly  a*  when,  in  my  childhood  I  reamed, 

Xliose  seeues  I  loved  d^wn  by  the  sea. 


The  Sport  from  Brooklyn  Town. 

I       Composed  and  Sang  by  Samuel  D.  Sttlckler. 
Air:  Moet  and  Shandoa. 


Beneath  the  Snow. 


Under  th«  snow  the  grass  is  green, 
Though  hidden  from  our  eyes  a  whil«  : 

The  tiny  plants  are  sleeping,  too. 

Till  spntig  awakes  thera  with  her  smil«  ; 

They  snugly  lie  till  sunshines  glow, 
Under  the  snow,  under  the  snow. 

Our  dearest  thoughts,  our  brightest  hopea. 
Lie  hidden  thus  thro'  winter's  frost  : 

Though  deeply  buried  in  the  snow. 
They  are  not  altogether  lost  : 

They'll  again  with  spring,  although 
Like  flowers  they  sleep  under  the  snow. 

The'  winter  seems  so  bleak  and  long. 
The'  snow  be  falling  thick  and  fast  : 

From  out  the  clouds,  so  dark  and  drear, 
The  golden  sun  will  break  at  last  : 

When  birds  will  sing,  and  flowers  will  blow, 
Tho'  they  all  lie  under  the  snow. 

1^  i>i  mm 

We  Met  in  Happy  Sayi. 


I  am  waiting  in  the  wild-wood,  Essis  dear. 

Betide  the  stre^im  that  mnrmurs  sweet  and  low. 
In  the  nook  we've  kuowa  since  cbild-hood  Essie  dear. 

Where  sunbeams  on  the  ripples  come  and  go  : 
Over  Ijead  the  birds  are  singini;  in  the  trees 

While  their  Joyous  carols  echo  thro' the  dell  !    . 
Where  the  violets  are  smllinK  in  the  breeze. 

There  our  happy,  happy  tale  of  love  we'll  tall. 

Xilnger  not.  but  haste  to  me   Essie  dear  ! 

Down  whara  wa'va  roamed  iu  merry  days,  "  lABg-syna : 
I  am  waiting  hare  to  great  thee.  Esala  dear '. 

T'T  I  Ions  to  hear  yon  whiaper  :  ~  Ever  thine  :  " 
Oil  '  I  love  yoQ  more  than  all  the  werld  bealda^ 

Ever  triix  .\on've  been  In  sorrow  and  in  pain  : 
Toil  were  the  s'ar  my  weary  heart  to  cnide. 

How  I  love  to  iieir  yenr  wioning  voice  again  !    .     _ 

■  |>|  ■   

The  Last  Watch. 


The  breath  of  the  tempeat  hat  oast  Away 

The  ahip  to  the  deptha  below  : 
Nought  awims  on  the  ocean  at  break  of  day, 

Save  a  spar  drifting  to  and  fro  : 
It  carries  a  life — tbo'   'tia  but  a  dog'a— 

A  life  that  is  honest  and  true  : 
The  four-footed  fav'rite  of  the  mess, 

The  playmate  of  all  the  crew.  '• 

Up  I  'tis  the  morning  watch,  up  from  sleep, 

See  the  red-breasted  sun  ! 
No  answ'ring  call  comes  over  the  deep, 

No  sound  of  a  morning  gun. 
Hushed  is  the  seaman's  gath'ring  note  : 

No  matter  !  the  dog  is  true  : 
Like  a  briton  he'll  keep  his  lonely  watob, 

He  knows  he's  the  last  of  the  crew. 

The  sun  and  the  moon  may  come  and  go,  4 

He'll  watch  till  bis  latest  breath  ^ 

Orer  the  men  who  have  gone  below, 

AVho  sleep  in  the  hammocks  of  Death. 
The  tempest  awakingn-a  wild  lament  .', 

Is  shneked  by  the  lone  curlew  ;       -  i-  f>.i.-\ 
The  watch  is  relieved — for,  the  brave  old  do^ 

Lioa  again  ai  tite  liMt  of  Um  «nv,     ,  .      T. 


Oh  !  whtt'B  the  matter  with  the  girls  np  town  T 

They  smile  ut  me  when  I  go  that  way  : 
They  look  at  me  with  their  laughing  eyes. 

Which  makes  me  feel  so  happy  and  gay— 
For.  I  ouly  flirt  with  the  wealthy  and  (air, 

Qa.  ha,  ha— ha  ha.  ha  ' 
For  othara  around  me  1  do  not  care. 

Ha,  ha,  ha-ha.  ha  ! 
Chorus  ;    For.  I'm  a  sport  from  Brooklyn  town, 
•    I'm  known  as  a  chap  of  great  renown  : 
I     80  I  flirt  with  the  girla  op  town  each  day, 
.  Which  makes  me  feel  so  happy  and  gaj. 

My  clothes  are  of  the  latest  style. 

The  best  and  finest  are  the  kind  I  mean, 
I  dine  in  the  best  saloou  up  town. 

Ill  the  park  I  drive  the  finest  team  : 
For.  I  only  care  to  flirt  with  the  fair. 

Ha,  ha    ba-ha.  ha   ha  ! 
But  when  it  cornea  to  marrying,  I'm  not  there. 

Ha  ha.  ha— ha,  ha  !  Ohoraa. 


>-«*»-^ 


Flirting  with  Me. 

Sung  by  Dick  Prendargaat 


I'll  tell  yon  my  troublea  as  soon  as  I  can  : 
For  I  certainly  am  an  uofortuuate  man  ! 
Wherever  I  wander,  'tis  a  fact,  you'll  agree. 
All  the  xlrls  In  the  street  keep  a-fllrtlug  with  me  ! 

Flirting  with  me  !  flirting  with  me  ! 

It's  really  a  shame  huw  they're  flirting  with  ma. 

I  rode  In  a  'bus  down  the  street,  t'other  day. 
When  a  charmer  she  gave  me  her  "  fare  "  for  to  pay  : 
She  'miled  so  bewitchlngly  that  I  pliinly  could  see 
Her  dear  "  little  game  "  was  Just  flirting  with  lue. 

My  wife  and  myself  to  the  theatre  went : 
For  a  "  play,  "  why.  of  conrse  I  wooid  spend  my  last  cent— 
My  wife  get  a  letter  that  was  dropped  ou  my  knee. 
From  a  girl  in  the  box  who  kept  flirting  with  me  '■ 

I'd  like  to  tell  all  of  my  woes,  hot  I  can't— 

I  have  beau  down  to  "  Long  Branch.  "  with  Oeo'I"  Grant :  " 

Bat  while  I  was  bathing  to  my  neck  In  the  sea. 

All  the  girls  on  the  shore  kept  a  flirting  with  me  ! 

I'm  In  such  a  flurry  right  here  «bere  I  stand. 
Too  can  see  now  yourself  liow  I'm  troly  nnmanned  : 
I'd  sing  all  the  evening,  bat  I  know  how  'twould  be^ 
Thare'a  a  girl  over  yonder  keeps  flirting  with  me  : 


j  PuUiett  Conple  Vas  Oad. 

Written  and  Song  by  Disk  Prendergaat. 


Here  ve  are  a  pnlly  eenple  vat's  Jnst  cnme  ond  to  sing  : 
How  are  you,  Horace  Oreely  T  does  yoor 

farder  know  yon'ra  in  T 
Of  dronbles  dey  come  shlow  nnd  qnlck. 

ve  do  not  know  amost, 
Dake  battem  after  Frlti  nnd  I,  ve're  de 

pulliest  conple  vas  oud. 

cnoRrs. 

Squint  yoor  eye  nnd  look  on  na.  nnd  aee  if  I  don't  told  yon. 
If  dronbles  dey  come  shlow  oad  quick; 

ve  do  not  make  a  mont  : 
Dake  battem  afte^Frita  and  I,  ve're  de 

pulliest  conple  vas  oad. 

Of  lager  bier  nnd  bretzels.  ve  drink  nnd  eat  our  fill, 
Uud  if  yon  vaut  to  know  us  more,  my 

farder's  name  vas  Pill : 
Uud  if  ve  flghts  mit  a  bolicenian,  ve  hit  him  in  de  anont. 
Put  vat  de  tlayfel  do  ve  care  T— ve're  de 

pnlliest  conple  vas  oud. 
Chorua. 

^  '•>  ^ 

New  Parody  on  :  Ton'U  Kemember  Me, 

When  other  lyys  shall  say  that  they're  ^      ^ 

In  love  with  my  young  Nell, 
I'll  stand  up  and  fight  them  fair,     .    . 

And  make  their  two  eyes  swell, 
ril  sarve  tl»em  as  I  sarved  a  chap 

1  found  with  her  at  tay  : 
I  broke  his  head  with  one  good  rap. 

Then  eaid — now  you'll  remimber  me  ! 

They  once  for  thieving  took  me  up. 

And  sent  me  down  for  trial  : 
The  case  was  proved,  I  found  'twaa  useless 

To  give  them  a  denial. 
The  jndge  he  says  :  "  Vou  must  git  six  montba' 

Hard  labor  :  "  and  then  he 
Began  to  laugh,  and  said  :   "  My  chicken, 

You'll  remimber  me— ah  !  you'll  remimber  me  !  " 


Shdill  I  Don't  Ya*  Hakb^ 

iDng  by  Gas  WlUlami.         - 


I  vas  a  miserable  man  as  ever  yet  vaa  seen, 
Cnd  since  de  hoar  ven  J  vas  pom,  I've  miaerable 
Tan  pom,  I  had  an  ngly  frown  ss  if  I'd  eat  a  bill, 
Dat  nasdy  frown  dat  I  bad  den.  Is  on  my  feadnrci 
My  farder  he  vaa  dead,  and  I  galled  my  angle— p 
Ha  peat  me.  kicked  me.  knocked  ate  aronnd,  and 
Sbdill  I  don't  vaa  habby. 

Ven  I  grew  nb  I  donght.  dal  I  a  doctor  den  Toidd 
I  changed  my  mind,  X  tried  de  law, 

nnd  den  de  law 
I  made  a  very  ahlight  mistake,  apoat  a  peraon'a  p 
Dey  called  it  '■  be^ary,  "  and  I  vas  aant 

aix  aontha  to  c( 
Dey  looked  me  nb,  cat  off  my  bair,  vonld 

give  me  no  ** 
Und  make  me  preak  sbtones  all  day  long,'  and, 
ShdiU  I  don't  vaa  habby. 

I  married,  too.  sometime  sgo,  a  gal  named  Lena  1 
I  donght  dat  she  vaa  vealthy  put  aoon  found  I  vaa  i 
Qar  moder  oomea  to  viaid  me,  nnd 

ahtopa  dree  moni 
Her  six  pig  aisters  alko  come,  nut  never  seem  to, 
Dey've  eat  me  oud  of  houae  and  home, 

I  pegln  for  to  look  * 
I  ain't  eat  noting  for  a  veek.  nnd, 
BhdiU  I  d/>n't  vaa  habby. 


> 


Strolling  Along  by  the  Sea. 


Fraeperity  gains  a  multitude  of  friends. 


Strolling  along  by  the  sea,    *    ' 
Fond  memory  whispered  to  me 
How  a  loved  motbor's  voice  made  my  ehil^liooi 
Strolling  along  by  the  ae*.        1     :      *~ 

Ah  I  well  I  recall  the  old  song 
She  sang  aa  we  wandered  along,       *     ' 
When  the  waves  were  at  play,  on  a  still  raoq 
Strolling  along  by  the  sea. 

When  manhood  my  brow  bad  impressed 
And  the  guide  of  my  youth  was  at  rest. 
Another  sweet  &«e  filled  that  fond  mother's  p 
Strolling  along  by  the  sea. 

But  she,  too,  is  called  from  my  sida— > 
The  hope  of  my  life,  mw  heart's  pride  : 
And  alone,  day  by  mv,  1  still  wander  away. 
Strolling  along  Sy  the  sea. 

■  la    ■■ 

When  the  Sails  were  ITnfarlede 

When  the  sails  were  nafnrlsd.  and  dear  Lucy  1 1«| 
She  declared  that  her  heart  of  each  Joy  was  bareft 
She  looked  like  an  angel,  her  eyas  oaat  alMre, 
Aa  aba  aaid  :  ••  Ton'll  prove  true, 

to  yoor  QtrxxH,  to  yonr  i 

To  her  bosom  she  pressed  me,  an  able  to  speak. 
As  I  kissed  off  the  tear  from  her  beantlfnl  cheek  ; 
And  I  wished  with  the  dead  that  my  balk  mitihi  b 
Bhonld  I  aver  prove  (aUe  to  my  ixitb.  or  my  QtTSi 


►-••♦H 


When  will  Yon  Meet  He  Again,  Voi 

When  will  yon  meet  again,  Nerah  ? 

Tell  me,  i  pray,  ere  you  go  : 
When  in  the  woods  I  am  lonely  straying,  - 

Time  passes  slowly,  you  know  : 
Say  sh«u  it  be  when  the  moon  so  shy 
Peeps  out  to-night  in  the  clouded  sky, 
Down  by  the  stile  at  the  end  of  the  lane  ? 
Say  you  will  meet  me  again. 
Oh  I  when  will  you  meet  me  again,  Nora 

Let  it  be  early  to-night : 
For,  near  the  stile  you  will  find  me  waitii 
Out  io  the  pale  moonlight. 
'.    Down  in  the  lane,  meet  me  again, 

Long  I've  been  faithful  and  true  : 
"     Oh  !  say  you'll  be  there  to-night,  my  Vc 
..    I've  something  to  whisper  to  yoo. 

When  will  you  meet  me  again,  Norab  f 

When  shall  I  see  the  bright  smile 
That  often  has  chaised  my  sadness  away. 

When  we  have  met  at  the  stile  f 
Dailv  to  me  have  you  grown  more  dear, 
Life  naa  no  charms  when  you  are  not  here, 
Let  me  not  plead  so  often  in  vain — 
Say  yoQ  will  meet  me  again. 

Oh  !  when  will  you  meet  me 

A  Pledge  of  BmI  Love— Popping  the  quest 


-%■>- 


T1I£     SIiVO£:ii'8    JOIJ»!VAJL. 


I'm  a  Dad,  Dad,  Dad ! 


I'd  been  married  nearly  ttreuty  yean, 

And  un'er  a  chick  or  child  .       »      '  ..  ■ 

Bid  cniwucd  my Jovi    folks  made  remarka  .  : 

That  often  made  lue  wild- 
Aye    nh»t  they've  naid.  «iid  how  they've  looked. 

Oft  drove  mo  lo  dcupair. 
But  •iOMiatiiiii:;'hai>|ieiied.  t'other  day. 

That  madu  the  i;ei^hbor«  atare. 
My  wifu,  iiiy  liai  int.'  j  'y  she'«  got  a  little  boy, 

I  ftel  so  Very  i^'l:id.  I  coiiM  go  mad.  mad,  mad! 
Tlie  uciuhbors  ray  ;  "  its  clever,  *ud  tt'a  better 

late  than  nerer. " 

I  feel  ao  very  proud  now  I'lu  a  Dad,  Dad,  Dad! 

When  I'd  call  npou  my  married  friend*, 

Each  one  I  anrely  fonnd 
Bad  lota^r  little  Muuuei 

A-pli>y.lat!  all  around: 
And  every  time  I'd  chiiuce  fo  meet 
■  My  old  chum.  Peter  Qreeu, 
Ee'dtay:   "  Why.  Krowu.  yon've  not  one  yai, 

And  I've  got  seventeen  '. 

Spoken-.  This  became  very  annoy Inp  :  ao  at  last  I 
•aid  '  ■  Toa  needn't  throw  your  seventeen  cblldreu  iu 
my  face  quite  so  often  Pi-ler  I'm  iu  no  hurry  for  seven- 
teen, and  when  lam  I  sliiillcotnoneof thosecenvenlent 
«8tabli8hmrnls  IBat  sapply  families  on  the  shortest  no- 
^ce.  "    But  lie'll  open  his  eyrs  now  that  he  hears  that— 

My  wife,  my  darling  Joy,  &c. 

To  behold  the  little  slrau^er  ri 

There'*  l)een  quite  an  anxioaa  crowd, 
They  Siiy  now  im  a  futber  ' 

1  Should  really  feci  quite  proud:  • 

And  BO  I  do   and  oft  Willi  Joy 

I  feel  a»  tho'  I'd  burst, 
.iriieu  I  bear  tlieni  compliment  me 

Ou  the  beauties  of  my  first. 

'*  Spokeu  :  I  was  In  the  RsrdeB  catching  esrwinfrs  when 
th<)  niwB  was  brnii-jlit  nip,*  and  I  Couldn't  help  doing  a 
peculiar  kin'l  of  Can-cun  amongst  the  Reraninms.  A 
feutlemsu  liext  door  looked  over  and  said:  "What  Is 
the  matter,  Mr  Brown?"  "  Hatter !"  said  I— 
-,  Uy  wife,  my  darling  Joy,  ke. 

itgad.  I'm  that  excited 

Every  now  and  then  I  feels 
A*  tho' I  scarce  knew  wlietber 

I'm  on  lay  head  or  on  my  beeig: 
Of  conise.  we'll  give  a  pnrty  soon, 

A.ve.  Jolly  tsrand  affair 
In  honor  of  the  birth  of  thii|...        , 

My  infant  son  and  heir. 

Spoken  :  It's  really  a  wonijerfol  child,  tbo'  bom  very 
young,  and  I  can't  do  aoyihlog  but  rnn  np  and  down 
atairs  all  day  long  singing— 

My  wife,  my  darling  Joy,  Ac. 


When  those  we  love  return  once  more. 


'Tib  only  wlien  the  sad  farewell 

And  parting  sigh  around  us  fell, 
Ibe  heart  can  know  and  fondly  tell 

The  world  of  love  which  thfy  recall : 
But  angel  rays  will  cheer  our  gloom, 

And  dying  hope  to  life  restore  : 
They  whi3p<-r:  *"jpys  that  fade  will  bloom 

When  those  we  love  return  once  more. " 

We  jjaze  witli  fond  and  weeping  eyes, 

While  one  by  one  their  forms  depart  .• 
We  cull  the  flowers  we  know  they  prize,      > 

And  press  litem  to  our  lonely  heart; 
The  moment  comes  in  vision  sweet, 

And  gems  the  future's  mystc  shore  : 
Oh  !  hnnds  and  lips  in  raptures  meet, 

^Vheii  those  we  love  return  once  more. 


'Neath  the  Wild  Prairie. 

;,       As  suug  by  Lizzie  LaGbascge  of  Howk's  Olrcos. 

Oh  '  Nurab.  dear  Norsh  you're  going  to  leave  us. 
To  better  yonr  fortune  you  tempt  the  rough  main: 
But  think,  oh!  uiavorueeu  I  b»w  sa'ily 'twill  grieve  ns 
To  think  wo  may  never  behold  thee  again. 
Let  me  fold  yon  once  more  to  my  poor  heart  that's  breaking, 
God  Kuard  you.  my  darling   where'er  yon  be : 
Iu  a  hr  di^nt  laitd  send  a  si^b  or  a  token. 
That  you'll  never  forget  ns  and  old  Ireland  again. 
Olioms  :  'Neath  tho  wild  wetiern  prairie. 

Poor  Norah  lien  BleeplBg. 

Far  away  from  the  village 

Of  Ca-hlr-civeen. 

Oh!  <htt«r  me  not  with  yonr  speedy  returning. 
Few.  tew.  that  come  back  from  that  bright  distant  land- 
Keep  the  star  of  your  land  in  your  inmost  conl  bnrniog. 
Aud  kl«s  the  green  hills— for.  you'll  aee  theui  no  more— 
Oh  '  bhime  i<i«  not  then  that  my  hot  tears  are  atartlng. 
All  reaily  in  fancy  the  sea  rolls  bitween. 
And  the  Hijlit  of  onr  banie  like  >  dream  is  departing. 
Aud  may  never  return  to  old  Ireland  again. 
«  Cborna. 


For  Charitj'i  Sake. 


Snog  by  J.  Ctrdes- Mimic  piiblisbed  by  E    BABDlRa, 

•288  Bowery  N.  T. 


Oh!  darling,  "lis  cruel  you  are,  and  unfair. 
In  closing  your  enr  to  a  lover's  fond  nriiyer :  , 
So  liungry  am  I  for  your  kisses,  \ou  know. 
And  yet  yon  won't  give  your  |>oor  lover  a  show  : 
Come,  dont  l)o  ko  close,  liuriiii^,  open  your  heiirt, 
And  hold  those  dear  lips  of  yours  sligiitly  a|)i»rt : 
Why,  sure  'tis  more  liK-ssed  to  give  than  lo  lake : 
Then  give  me  a  ki«s,  jusl  for  charity's  sake. 

Oh  !  darling,  I'm  tired  of  a  lutclielor's  life,    -""''■' 
And  oft  my  licart  lulls  me  I'm  needing  a  wife  : 
It  would  be  hnt  a  kindness  some  pity  to  chow, 
W  hen  thus  I  entreat  you  lo  lighten  my  woe. 
1  rue,  faith  is  enduring  and  hope  comes  nt  call, 
1-iut  clinrily,  though,  is  the  greatest  of  all  ; 
Why.  sure  'tis  more  blessed  to  give  than  lo  take: 
Then  give  me  yourself  just  for  charity's  sake. 


Dry  Dock  Sal. 

Banjo  Solo— Sung  by  Joh;<  Booam. 


I'll  sing  lo  you  of  a  red-headed  gal, 
'1  hey  called  iier  Dry  I'ock  Sal. 
She  sold  iiiutlon-pies  on  a  big  tin  pan. 
And  her  lover  was  u  guy  young  sailor  man — 
Iier  lover  was  a  har|x>on  man. 

Her  lover  was  n  Bailor  laddie. 
And  his  Aniericiin  name  was  Paddy: 
He  was  cliiof  Imrpooner  on  a  big  whaling  ship. 
And  he  sailed  once  a  year  right  from  I'eck  Slip — 
Her  lover  was  a  harpoon  man. 

But  now  she's  vanioostd  the  ranche. 
Sh«'8  gone  down  to  J.ong  Branch  : 
'i  here  she  sits  in  llie  light-house  all  da^  long. 
A-lookiiig  through  a  clam-shell  singing  Ihiii  song- 
Uy  love  was  a  aailor  man. 


The  Unlucky  Moke.   ; 

Alr-Boee  of  Texas. 
BiDjo  Solo— Writteu  and  Sung  by  Eo.  FkCEUAX. 


I  was  once  a  g.tllns  nigger. 

And  used  to  cut  a  dash, 
But  now-a-days  am  g'ad  to  g«i  -- 

Some  board  ing-housa  hash.    ' -' 

Once  I'd  plenty  money. 

Now  I  nm  dead   broke.  ' 

And  everything  that  I  have  had, 
Has  gone  up  to  soak. 

My  watch,  clothes  and  everything, , 

Is  laid  up  on  the  shelf: 
But  what  8  the  use  of  talking? 

You  know  how  it  is  yourself. 

So  now  I'm  going  to  leave  you, 

To  get  a  glass  of  beer, 
And  if  the  man  asks  me  for  stamps, 

Why,  I'll  slide  off  on  my  ear — 


Love  Song.   .';:■, 

There  be  none  of  Beauty's  daughters  * 

With  a  magic  like  thee  ;  .  ..  "  .^ 

And  like  music  on  the  waters    "  ^    :  .  , 
Is  tiiy  sweet  voice  to  me; 

When,  as  if  its  sAind  were  causing   .... 

The  charmed  ocean's  pausing,  '.::X 

The  waves  lie  still  and  gleaming. 

And  the  lulled  winds  seem  dreaming. 

And  the  midnight  moon  is  weaving 
Her  bright  chain  o'er  the  deep  :    -  ' 

Whose  breast  is  gently  heaving. 
As  an  infant's  asleep  ; 

So  the  spirit  bows  before  thee, 

To  listen  and  adore  thee,  '  ■       '. 

With  a  full  but  soft  emwtion,  .''::- 

Like  the  swell  of  Summer's  ocean.  .::  v  ' 

Life  is  the  hyphea  between  matter  and  spirit. 


I'm  to  Thirsty. 

Sang  bj  ^Valteb  Laucrmm.     Written  bp  FasD  Alskkt. 


Ton  often  meet  f<lks  who  me  font  of  a  glass, 
lint  <'f  all  IhirHty  roi:U  lull  others  snrpas*  : 
Sr-ch  h|>itr  uf  my  lif,r  I'm  :  fHicled  »ith  thirst 
And  I'vef'drank  ruoii|>b  l>qiii>l  lo  maVe  forty  burst, 
\Vliate*c|-l  dri..l(  an  I  «  l.a  out  1  t  ite 
Kotliii>{)>i(in  me  nili  un  impr,  bbt.iu   make: 
1  li:ivc  p»V(  r  Ix-e  :  (i;itii.fii-  •  jet  fiiuce  my  birth. 
In  I'lctfkii  tho  thiistiuki  uiau  on  ihe  Eaith. 

Spoksii :  Whoiil  nasab:ii,y  ii  lo.'ktiiiileen  wet  nnrsM 
six  leefiiig  bottien  lesi<lfs  iii.v  mother  lo  keep mr alive! 
an  I  Ui»y  had  locnipioy  l«o  woiiiei.  hII  day  to  make  pap 
foi  me;  Wut  tlicn  tiiey  louldu  t  tatisly  n.o. 

I'ni  drilnliing  from  uioruing  till  evening,  you  aee 

'let  still  am  .IS  thirBl  V    i,8  ttilmty  ran  lx<  ; 

All  nlitlik  I  drink  und  I  don't  ijet  a  wink. 

in  shortd  do  nothiii),'  hut  drink,  drink,  drink. 

I  don't  ii^ein  lo  Fsy  that  a  drunkard  am  I, 
But  sllllil  mil  !il«v:i>s  So  terrlJily  dry.  ;.-,. 

And  Kn  tt>  i^et  rid  of  11. e  feeling  Kcvero.  "   ^ 

>driu|  iHarta  of  spirits  aud  I  arrets  of  beer, 
Hi'tihlifar  8  of  ale   and  cuff- e   sndiei 
Ocp.iis  iiU'l  "Ci-aus  are  gulped  dowi,  by  n  «; 
Soiiieiliiies  1  try    vamly.  the  dryness  to  stop 
■With  hundreds  of  duaens  of  prime  Hinger  pop 

^'"'*  t'  ^*"'  '*"'  about  drluklic  I  m  alwavo  .IriBk- 
in;,'.  $'fan  pniiple  Bre  fond  uf  a  iii<  p  or  t«o  a'th-  nvand 
drops  J*0i'.l>lirt  satisfy  me     sod    the  «ondrr  la   v  Iciu  It 

aligoflfcko?     8 e  Say  it's  because  I'm  i-o  Icug    rh  t  be- 

foro  lUeiliqiior  {.'('In  half  wiiv  <Iomi  it  iv:.p<ir.iir«  !  ,l(,ii't 
ki.o>v  IfHiiiiis  inie.  but  I  do  know  ti.ej've  d.  ui..„  i  my 
water  Hie  r\e  drunk  si  mncli  «aicr  tlmt  Mie  u' igb- 
bjis  4  Ini.o  ioumI  iu'i  can't  ;  et  anj  ,  the  Nu»  Biver 
Coiiipliiiv  wou't  viipply  me  a.iy  more  r  ».o  I'm  tjoing  to 
have  a.iiaili  of  my  v\n  laid  on  from  the  'i'haines 

I  ui  drinkinc,  he, 

I've  wpfjn  out  the  jiiimp  Ibat  lenr  our  house  sfo.  d. 

And  dribd  up  llio  foiiiit.'iiii  in  on-  m-l;;hborhoo 

X'vn  hifi^lipa  H  v,e  i  a  small  vav  Ix,  ,,i  d 

And  iitu^  I'm  at  work  at  a  |:iif;o  h>liini,'  p'  nd. 

I've  'Ualik  all  >bo  mi'k  fr<'iii  <.;ieti  <:;.ir.i  nriniiid 

And  ikfljmilkmeii  s  ly    -Simps  ■n  "  ihio'  mei  an'l  be  fonnd. 

All  lh»  (niblieaim  trembl»  when  tic.v  i<ee  me  nij.). 

For   ll|ieiy  ku.iw  that  my  «ant«  th<-j  can  never  i-uj  ply. 

8po|e0  :  Most  penplp  »h-n  they  diink  wj:i  fluj  [% 
quench  their  tliin,'  but  th.^  morel  ilnuk  il.e  n  ore  I 
Want.  I  enc'  neiii  fifhiUij  III  :i  sma  I  ble  lii-l.  |i(,'iiij{  to 
a  Country  Cousin  of  mine  anl  I  drank  i-o  mnili  .  f  tlie 
water  |l|:it  at  last  there  w.is  noi-e  lefi  fir  me  to  B-h  (u, 
uor  tl^e  fis'i  to  i<«im  in  Afli.-  II. at  h*  invHoo  me  to 
Spend  a  day  or  t.>o  ut  his  h  n^e.  I  rBtli.r  MMpi-.ted 
him  I  qan  ;is»iire  you.  My  iisnal  j  >jfoimaiie«  »>.  ,  "  .mo- 
thlng  jafter  this  rtrle  —  a  paii  or  two  ol  t'oflTee  <i  .,  tea 
for  brSakf.ist  diain  all  ttin  ciipH  md  iii.mcrini,  k  linUli 
up  with  the  slop  basin  .  iinlimird  quantines  <  f  nlo  till 
diniier-tiiiie.  tlien  liaif-a-ilizeu  line-is  of  »  mp  iiji.o  of 
broih  and  then  wind  up  by  e"alloviuK  the  vim  ear  aud 
•II  the  Saaces  on  the  t..>-le. 

I'm  drinking  ko. 


Gertie,  My  Drtrling. 

BAI.I.AD. 

A^  sung  by  Lizzie  La  Gkange  of  Howe's  Circus. 


ey  ba 


They  have  laid  her  to  rest  "neatii  the  willow 

by  the  side  of  her  moilier  o:id  child 
In  sommer  birds  sing  sweetly  over  her, 

In  winter  the  winds  whixlle  by. 
Her  form  was  as  fair  as  the  fairest,      c 

Her  efes  were  as  blue  us  the  i-ky:  ■  .  ,- 

Oh  M  ^ertie,  my  d.irling.  my  loved  one, 

Wlijy  did  you,  why  did  you  die? 

Chohts:  Her  form  was  as  fiiir  as  the  fiiiresl. 
Her  eyes  were  as  blue  as  the  sky  : 
Oh  !  Gertie,  my  darlirg.  my  loved  one. 
Why  did  yon,  why  did  you  die? 

Heriljly  white  hands  they  were  folded, 

A;  ifose  bud  w*s  placed  mi  her  breast  ;       ■'■     '  '. 
llerjaoffin  was  strewn  with  caiiulias, ,  ■"   -■■■■■ 

'llie  d.'iy  thai  we  Inid  her  to  rest.      '  "■' 
Her  riweet  gentle  voice  how  we  mids  it,        '  "•/ 

AJnfl  iilfo  litr  bright  loving  smile — 
Oh  j  [Gerlie,  frever  you've  left  tis. 

(^1^!  why  wais  it  not  for  a  wliile? 

Chajr|i9  :  Her  form  was  as  fair.  Ac. 


Iiohls: 


Lofe,  like  the  plague,  is  oflen  oommnnicated  by 
cloljli^s  and  money. 

If  love  were  never  professed  but  when  it  is  felt, 
it  would  ap|>ear  to  be  a  scarce  article. 

Why  is  your  shadow  like  false  friends  ?     Because 
it  fvUows  you  only  in  f'tiiishine. 
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(    Continued.  ) 

"  I  haU  it  too,  d«ar  Gussie.  I  have  had  the 
■ame  provocations  to  bear — and  otiier  thin<;8,  " 
•he  added,  in  a  lower  tone;  "but  they  could  never 
make  me  do  what  you  are  doing  to  escape  from 
it.  '• 

"  We  are  very  unlike  ;  but  there,  don't  prose — 
you  are  a  good  little  thing  "—  rising  and  kissing 
the  Mplurncd  face  of  her  sister,  down  which  the 
tears  were  silently  falling — "111  do  my  best  to 
get  you"  a  rich  husband  loo,  and  release  you  from 
this  dreary,  hai-d  life.  Mamma  will  then  feel  her- 
■elf  compensated  for  some  of  her  owu  disappoint- 
ments. " 

"  Ihank  you,  Augusta;  I  am  npt  ambitious. 
■But  I  hope  you  will  be  happy.  " 

iShe  went  to  the  window  as  she  spoke,  and  gazed 
out  into  the  soft,  clear  Antunin  night,  through 
which  the  quiet  stars  looked  down,  and,  heedless 
of  her  sister's  busy  preparations,  fell  into  a  some- 
what sorrowful  reverie,  the  purpart  of  which  may 
be  slightly  imagined  from  the  few  brief  words 
which  her  lips  framed  and  lingered  over.  They 
were  these —  "I  would  hav«  waited  for  you, 
Herbert. " 

And,  as  if  the  sweet  message  had  been  telegraph- 
ed through  space,  another  watcher  at  another 
window  turned  a  moment  from  the  contemplation 
of  his  soiTow,  and  the  echo  of  her  thought  came 
like  an  answer  to  his  inward  query—  "Would 
Winnie  Saville  have  chosen  like  her  sister?  " 


Mrs.  Fernyhough  said  that  Herbert  Blake's 
home  was  in  sunny  Cailsford,  and  she  eaid  rightly. 
Far  awiiy  from  the  broi^d  waters  wliicti  washid  the 
•bores  of  populous  Abbotf  f<rry.  1  ly  the  sniij;  little 
village,  onud  the  wavinj;  of  trues  and  bubbling  of 
etreitius  ;  while  fine  old  ciitln-dral  bells  pealed 
over  the  space  which  intervened  between  the  parent 
city  and  its  infuTit  surhurh. 

.\flersix  months'  hard  oflice  work,  the  young 
lawyer  was  boyi-hly  glad  to  liiid  hi.'*  wny  to  Ellis- 
cri'it,  where  his  widowed  irmther  lived  her  peaccfnl, 
uneventful  life;  and  to  tliut  httven  of  r<st  he  re- 
treated until  the  gossip  and  agitation  •  consequent 
upon  .Nugui-ta's  marriage  should  be  over. 

lie  tat  at  the  breu1>fast-Uib1e  awaiting  his 
mother's  oppearunce ;  a  news-paper  was  in  his 
band.  As  his  eyes  gravely  perused  the  intelligence, 
fur  a  moment  the  colour  left  his  cheek,  his  lip 
quivered,  and  he  leant  his  bead  upon  his  open 
palm.  I  be  deed  was  consummated,  and  his  love 
— dead,  indeed,  long  sLace —  must  new  be  buried 
out  of  sight. 

A  gentle  touch  aroused  him  from  the  reverie  in- 
to which  he  hud  fallen,  and  a  patient-looking 
white-haired  woman  stood  by  his  side,  gazing 
anxiously  into  his  face. 

.Mrs.  iduke— or  Hannah  Hlake,  as  she  would 
fain  have  been  called — was  a  Quakeress;  ond  a 
worthier  "  Friend,  "  in  every  sense,  hardly  e.nislcd. 
Her  son  was  brought  up  in  the  same  persuasion, 
but  due  thought  and  study  altered  his  views  As 
time  went  on. 

Ho  pres!<ed  his  lips  fondly  to  the  small  thin 
hand  which  rested  on  his  should 

"  Wluit  ails  thee,  Herbert?  Thou  lookest  troubl- 
ed aiicl  sorrowing.  " 

"  Vour  presence,  mother,  has  even  now  dispelled 
•ome  of  my  gloom.  "  . 

"  It  is  well,  dear  boy ;  but  I  doubt  mc  if  it  will 
always  do  go.  Thou  cnn.st  not  say  it  is  ail  gone?  " 
and  the  tender  eyes  were  fondly  questioning. 

Herbert  eighe<l,  and  picked  up  the  paper  from 
the  carpet,  where  it  had  lain  unheeded  for  some 
time.  Uc  placed  it  in  his  mother's  hand,  pointing 
to  a  parngiiph. 

"  October  Gth,  at  St.  Peter's,  Abbotsferry,  by 
the  Kev.  C.  B,  Goode,  James  Pearson.  Esq. ,  of 
the  Rosary,  Abbotsferry,  to  Augusta,  elder  daugh- 
ter of  the  late  George  ^avJ  e,  Esq. ,  of  Dublin.  " 

Mrs.   Blake   read    it    with  n  puzzled  ex|>resBion 

stealing  over  her  placid  countenance.  At  last  she 
seemed  enlightened. 

"  Thou  hast  been  loring  and  loeing,  Herbert,  " 


•he  murmured,  infinite  sympathy  in  her  tone. 
"Who  is  she  that  she  cou  d  refuse  my  boy?" 

"  iShe  in  young  and  beautiful,  but  she  could  not 
bear  her  yonth  and  beauty  to  be  wasted  on  a  mere 
lawyer's  clerk,  and  so  she  morrie*l  a  rich  man." 
I'ride  was  yiaramount,  and  bitterness  tremb.ed  ia 
every  tone. 

"  And  thou  didst  not  Ull  her?  I>ut  no,  she  was 
not  worthy.  '1  hou  art  not  suffering  still  because 
of  such,  dear  ?  " 

"Only  a  little,  mother.  I  came  here  to  be 
tnught  some  of  thy  sweet  patience,  "  said  the 
young  man,  relapsing  into  the  familiar  pronoun,  as 
he  occasionally  did  to  ple:ise  her. 

"  Ah  !  thou  wert  ever  prwid  and  impatient. 
Herbert,  one  day,  when  thy  patijnce  has  had  its 
perfect  work,  a  fairer,  truer  love  will  shine  upon 
thy  life,  and  thou  wilt  forget  that  thou  hast  ever 
rested  thy  heart  upon  so  frail  a  reed. " 

"Not  so;  I  ani  afraid  the  pride  in  me  is  too 
strong.  " 

"  And  tlioH  wilt  go  back  to  Abbotsferry,  and 
perhaps  meet  the  lady.     How  then,  my  son?" 

"  I  he  s'inie  j>ride  w  11  suntuin  me,  .^nd  now  let 
ns  have  breakfiist ;  yunr  keen  affection  sees  the 
slightest  thing  amiss  with  your  wilful  buy,  mother; 
and  while  1  am  here,  you  shall  help  mo  to  forget 
everything  but  your  own  dear  self.  " 

He  rose  and  led  her  to  her  seat  at  the  table,  and 
the  conversation  took  a  cheerfnler  turn  ;  bui  be- 
fore he  left  Ellijcroft,  Herl>ert  Hl.ike  Ir  d  confided 
to  his  gentl<!  monitress  the  story  of  his  love  and 
its  refusal,  with  somewhat  less  of  bitterness  ting- 
ing its  rccit*]. 

CUAPTKIl    IV. 

More  tlran  two  years  elapsed  since  the  incidents 
related  in  the  last  chapter  ,  but,  with  «nc  except- 
ion, they  wrought  little  change  in  the  dranuitit 
persona 

Mr.  Idake  was  still  at  his  post  in  the  office  of 
Dexter  A  Cleaver,  as  great  a  favorite  with  the  ladies, 
younir,  middle-Bged,  and  elderly,  as  ever,  aud  a 
Daohelor.  Rumour  coupled  his  name  with  first  one 
fair  damsel  and  then  another  — most  persistently 
with  that  of  a  Mrs.  Laurence,  a  young  widow  at 
whose  house  he  Atti*  a  frequent  and  welcome  visitor. 
Things  certainly  looked  siispioious,  and  gossip 
took  up  the  slightest  threads  and  wove  them  into 
facts. 

Augusta's  marriage  had  altered  the  ^avilles' 
position  ninlcrial'y  ;  they  lived  in  a  larger  house 
and  entertained  th.ir  friends  ;  and  though  Winni- 
fred  persisted  in  coiiiinunig  her  former  occupation, 
firmly  refuting  to  b'.'  deprudent  on  her  sister's  or 
brother-in-law's  generoMly,  she  was  welcomed  as 
much  for  her  own  sake  as  Augusta  s.  ^he  bad 
rejected  more  tiian  one  eligible  fuiLor —  much  to 
her  mother's  displeasure —  for,  mony  were  attracted 
by  the  sweet  ana  lovable  qualities  she  displayed. 

Herbert,  after  a  while,  resumed  his  old  habit  of 
visitin;?  at  the  S.ivilh-s'  ,  ond  hk  aiid  Winnie  were 
the  best  of  frit-ndij.  Ho  had  al-o  l)een  drawn  rather 
again.st  his  will,  into  becoming  nn  occasional  gneiit 
at  the  I'ooary,  whoso  lovely  nii»tres.'<,  lovelier  than 
ever,  que<'ned  it  right  royally,  and  appeui-ed  out- 
wardly, whatever  she  might  be  in  reality,  jK-rfectly 
happy  and  oontonted  with  her  lot.  Her  husband 
was  her  inferior  in  every  respect,  and  the  reins  of 
government  had  long  since  left  lii^  hands  for  hers; 
but  she  possessed  sutticient  tact  and  goo<l  manage- 
ment to  pr«vent  his  feeling  the  loss. 

Mrs.  Femj-hough  had  the  pleasure  of  frequently 
meeting  her  ci-dernnt  governess  in  society,  who  in 
her  turn  had  the  satisfaction  of  looking  down  from 
her  superior  nllilude  of  wealth  and  luxury  tipon 
her  late  employer. 

Fortune  is  no  respecter  of  persons,  and  i\\e  par- 
venu of  one  year  is  the  ix>cr  of  the  ne.\t.  Mr  ."^mall- 
wood,  finding  the  "avfully  haiidsoMio"  JUS'S  Se- 
ville placed  irremediahly  In^yond  his  reach,  fulfilled 
the  saying  that  "extremes  meet. "  and  from  admir- 
ing the  proud,  dark  tn-auty  of  Augusta  {'aville, 
turned  to  woo  aud  finally  win  the  tail  fair  giantess, 
Laura  Wilde. 

The  orie  chief  change  referred  to  began  about  the 
end  of  the  twoy.  ars.  Pretty  brown-eyid  Winnie 
Saville  was  viry  ill,  fo  iU^hat  many  a  v>.ic;e  gr»'W 
hujhed  when  it  breathed  her  name.  A  viol'-nl  cold 
oaughl  one  damp  Autumn  evening  a-<  a  party  of 
happy  young  people  rambled  all    unthinking  be- 


neath the  beams  of  a  crescent  moon,  resulted  i 
dangerous  inflammation  which  kept  her  prit^o 
the  whole  Winter.  'Ihere  were  no  gay  Christii 
parties,  no  bright  health-giving  walks  for  p 
Wjnnifred,  no  more  going  to  and  fro  to  her  pup 

'1  hey  came  to  visit  her,  bringing  books  and  n< 
ers  and  pleasant  talk  of  the  outside  world,  wl 
Herbert  Blake  oftener  than  ever  was  found  by 
side,  and  the  transparent  cheeks  of  the  iiivt 
Would  glow  and  her  eyes  assume  a  deeper  and  in 
vivid  lustre  as  his  voice  beguiled  the  wearinesi 
her  long  imprisonment. 

tStill  she  aid  not  mend,  and  Augusta,  returning 
Abbotsferry  after  a  prolonged  sojourn  in  Irela 
was  startled  to  find  how  very  thin  and  worn  her  i 
ter  had  become.  'I'o  do  Mrs.  Person  justioe.  she  ^ 
indefatigable  in  ministering  to  the  needs  of  her. 
latives  out  of  the  abundance  she  had  gained  by 
sacrifice  of  herself;  and  her  first  act  upon  reach 
home  was  to  remove  Winnie,  carefully  wrapped  • 
to  the  Uosary,  fo  that  all  the  appliances  of  wea 
might  be  added  to  thoxe  of  affection  and  kinshi 

In  some  unaccountable  manner  the  sisters  1 
seei.ied  nearer  and  dearer  to  each  other  since  tli 
partial  separation  ;  and  Augusta  occasionally 
lowed  Winnie  in  see  beneath  the  veil  which  usun 
shrouded  her  thoughts  and  feelings.  Moreo 
a  keener  insight  into  the  sorrows  of  others  1; 
been  vouchsafed  Mrs.  Pearson  since  her  marria; 
and  her  heart —  bare  as  it  was  of  a  love  wh 
couli  at  all  satisfy  the  yearnings  of  her  |>assion 
nature —  turned  to  Winnie  almost  despairingly. 

»  •  ♦  »         .••t  •    '  :#■ 

Onemornlne  in  earlj  Spring,  aiMr.  Blake  looked  < 
Ills  offlcial  correipniidruce.  be  f»<iud  k  letter  addrel 
tn  n  b:<o<lwritlue  lie  llitl.<  pzpected  Msrvelling  de< 
wliat  Mrs  Praraou  could  liave  to  say  toliim  lie  cast 
other  intsslvt's  ou  one  siile  aud  broke  tbe  seal.  The  t 
ran  as  follows : 

•■  Ynu  will  be  snrpri^ed.  Herbert  Bliike.  tbat  I  aba 
addrrss  you  and  perhaps,  nheii  jroii  liuve  flniahed  ti 
\vg.  yi'Ur  prills  wlil  wonkier  liow  mine  baa  stoopei 
solicit  anything  like  a  favor  at  yuur  bauds—  not  fur  i 
self,  you  luuy  le  sure,  Lut  for  one  wbo  Is  dear  t( 
iiuth 

"  We  have  met  often  as  tbe  merest  acqnslDtsuce.  i 
yon  have  apparently  kept  \oiir  rrHolve  never  to  a»k 
other  noinaii  to  lie  yonr  «  Ife.  '1  he  love  fur  me  has  i 
ont  Herbert—  I  know  tbat  ;  is  it  lo  v.  r  to  live  at;;iiB 
oi:e  nio:e  worthy?  Yonrnnme  has  beru  fteqneutly  c 
pled  wllb  that  of  Mrs.  Liuronre  .  1«  tlipro  any  trntt 
tbo  rninor  tiMi  yuu  are  to  marry  her?  lean  Fc:ircely 
lieve  It  :  sbe  is  not  the  woman  you  would  chooae. 

'  Auil  no.v  I  am  KOiug  to  lost  your  bcnor —  If  I  dlft 
deem  It  fully  worthy,    my  liHud  would  cover  pen 
folioiriiis   secret  ;  bat.   even  if  my  prayer  remains 
anawpreil— otinot  lie   compii'^d    villi— yoo  will    gn 
tbe  revelation  carefully.  I  feel  coofldent. 

"Ilerlierl  BUke.  my  sister  Winnie  lovrs  yoa.  So 
Ihiiig  leila  it<«  that  you  are  n'>t  indifferent  to  ber  ;  II 
will  .^oll  (iiffbr  your  resolvu  t.i  hlixbt  ber  yOung  llfo 
Veibai'S  even  baateu  berpasnago  to  Ibo  timb?  Will 
let  mo  be  eVi-r  liinnled  wi:li  ihn  know  ledge  tbat  my  < 
folly  has  wrecUod  X><e  bapl>i^c^■  of  two  Uvea?  Not 
my  own  sike  do  (  ask  this  but  for  brrs.  oii !  Borb 
she  will  lual^e  >  on  far  Imppier  than  1  could,  with 
ruothaa  rravio;;a  iiiv  um'>itloua  dro.iina,  my  ditcoDi 
and  liiip:iiience.  I  bniiible  iii\se!f  for  her  sake;  I 
fur  h«r  what  I  wi'Uid  dio  latlier  than  iir<.'e  fur  myself 

"Do  not  iui.igine  that  abo  ia  aw.ire  of  Ibis  appeal. 
ilo.'S  n"t  ivcii  (;ncas  th.it  I  have  aurprlsed  ber  seci 
but  »iic!i  la  Iheeaae:  and  nhatpver  ymi  may  do — b 
ever  >.  u  may  act—  1  f.el  aur)  It  is  perftctly  aafe  in  y 
kccpliijr  O.e  «<ird  will  lo:l  ii;o  tliut  Uio  juat  \»tor^l\ 
and  osmiro  lue  Ihst  my  rxidatlou  is  nccnpted.     '   A.  ', 

Mr.  Plaice  read  this  letter  more  than  once,  an 
finite  viiriel}'  of  eniolion.s  jia.s.-^iiig  over  lii.t  fiice  w 
le  he  did  so.  Jlis  imxt  iiiovcinert  was  to  lake  ! 
othtT  corri'^pondenco  to  the  lund  of  Ihe  firm,  ai 
after  a  few  iiKniients'  con  verbal  ion.  riturn  to  1 
desk,  hastily  write  n  few  line*,  ]iiitlii.<  hat  on  1 
lioad  with  n  great  deal  of  encri;y,  and  finally  wi 
out  of  the  (iftice  in  a  stuto  of  decided  |>eturhatioi 

The  very  next  train  convoyed  him  and  his  vol 
in  the  direction  of  farlsford,  on  his  way  to  Ell 
croft;  and  Augusta,  when  she  returned  from  1 
morning  stroll  through  her  gardens  and  conser 
tories,  found  a  brief  note  on  her  dressing-table. 

"  Mr.  1  1  iko  is  suddenly  called  from  Abbo^fer 
but  upon  his  return  will  have  the  pleasure  of  wt 
iug  upon   Mrs.   Pdarson.  " 

•She  dnshed  the  missive  to  the  ground  in  a  par< 
y»m  of  passion,  her  face  pale  with  bitter  ang 
How  much  humiliation  it  ha(f  co.-<t  her  to  write 
him,  no  one  knew,  and  lo  be  answered  thus— 
ttung  her  to  the  (jiiiek. 

"  Is  that  all  he  can  say  to  me  *  "  she  cried 
loud,  the  fcalding  tears  of  wounded  pride  trera 
ing  on  her  dark  laahes.     "  He   might  hove  writ 


vv 


'  Yes  '  or  '  No. '  Oli !  I  niii  puTiished—  punished ! 
and,  my  lillle  sistvr,  I  hnve  done  j-ou  no  (jood.  " 
She  tlirew  licrself  into  iin  ann-cliuir,  and  buried 
lier  fac«  in  Ijcr  li!iii(is,  iiiuriiinring  :  Oli!  Herbert, 
you  are  indeed  implacable!  I  tliouglit  there  was 
Bomc  epark  of  pity  in  your  heart,  but  tliere  is  none. " 

CuulJ  slitt  Imve  reud  thnt  same  licurt  at  that 
moment,  clie  mijjlit  have  made  a  liss  bweeping  as- 
sertion, t^ooii  luncheon-bell  ranjj  :  so.  tossing  off 
her  cloak  and  hut,  ehe  slowly  wended  her  way  to 
the  brealifiist-room,  wliere  Winnie's  pale  face, 
shrined  in  delicnle  eliuwls  and  downy  cushions, 
gnzed  tvcaiily  out  on  the  fair  April  landscape,  and 
mlialtd  the  soft  balmy  uir,  which  lified  her  brown 
tresses,  and  bore  to  her  from  the  surrounding, 
flower-beds  llie  delicious  perfume  of  violet  and 
hyacinth. 

"How  do  you  fwl  now.  Winnie?"  asked  her 
aialer,  ere  she  took  her  seat  at  the  table. 

"  Ever  so  i.Mich  better,  thank  yon,  dear — only 
longing  intensely  to  <;o  out  and  breathe  that  de- 
lightful iiir  unf.  tured  by  all  ihese  wrappings.  1  he 
scent  of  the  fresh  eurlii  after  last  night  a  rain  is 
n)08t  tantalising.  Ky  the  way,  Augusta, "  she 
continued,  clianging  the  pubjecl,  "  did  Mr.  lilake 
ever  bring  Uml  liijoii  d'  Optra  \\q  promised?  I 
wish  you  woidd  try  it  f)r  iiie  nffer  luncheon." 

"  He  never  gave  it  to  me.  "  r.iilied  Mrs.  Pearson, 
with  afpcrily  ;  "  but  I  heard  Mrs.  Laiuence  play- 
ing it  US  I  pa-.eed  yesterday.  " 

"  Oh  !  "  Winnie  gave  a  little  s'gh,  and  a  slight 
tinge  of  ciil'iir  came  intolier  pale  cheeks. 

Augusta  bit  her  li|)  -  she  had  not  meant  to  pain 
her  sister,  but  in  lier  ani;er  the  words  escaj^ed  her 
without  thinking.   .A fur  a  pause  AViunie  inquired — 

*'I>o  you  think  he  will  marry  Mrs.  Laurence  ?  " 
There  was  no  name  meulioned,  but  the  pronoun  was 
sufficiently  definiU*. 

"  How  should  I  know,  child?  At  least No,  I 

mean  I  don't  fancv  ho  will.  " 

Winnie  wondered  at  her  sister's  incoherence,  then 
sigli«<l  again. 

"I  forgot—  he  saiJ  lio  wou'd  never  ask  another 
to  l)e  his  wife  when  you  refused  him.  I  suppose  he 
has  kept  Ilia  word.  " 

"  He  is  so  proud,  so  bitterly  proud  and  unforgiv- 
ing,''  rep  ied  .^ugu^ita.  as  ehe  thought  of  her  ap- 
peal and  its  flp|)areiit  rrjiclion.  "He  has  gone 
•way.  "  slie  added,  abruptly. 

"How  do  you  know?''  demanded  Wiunifred, 
surprised. 

"I  —  I  heard  so  this  morning  ;  but  I  dare  say 
it  will  not  W  for  long.  Let  me  give  you  sonic  jelly, 
dear,  "  added  tier  sister,  wi-^hilig  to  cliange  the 
conversation  ;  and  Winnie  took  the  atnber-lmed 
4<))icaey  to  please  her  iiostess,  but  she  only  played 
with  her  spoon,  and  her  tiioughls  went  roaming. 

CliAriKK   V.     ;      ; 

A  private  brougham  drove  up  to  th«  Rosftry, 
and  its  occupant,  alighting,  was  ushervd  into  the 
drawing-rooni  by  an  obsequious  servant,  upon 
whom  the  equipage  had  made  its  due  impression. 

Mrs.  Pearson  was  not  at  home,  so  the  visitor 
asked  to  see  her  sister.  Knowing  that  Miss  Sa- 
ville  was  not  denied  to  callers,  the  man  led  the 
way  to  the  same  morning-room  where  Winnie  had 
l>een  so  lately  revelling  in  the  scenf  of  flowers  and 
sweet  fresh  breezes.  Ihe  )ady  advanced,  but  there 
was  no  movement  or  word  of  recognilioq.  She 
went  up  to  the  sofa,  and  found  that  tiie  fair  invalid 
she  was  come  to  see,  had  fallen  into  a  light  slumber ; 
and   very  earnestly  she  contemplated  the  delicate 

1)rofile  which  lay  against  the  crimson  cushion. 
>Mwing  a  chair  to  her.  she  laid  her  hand  upon 
that  of  the  young  girl,  and  gently  pressed  her  lips 
to  the  pure  white  forehead  of  the  sleeper.  The 
to\ich,  though  soft,  was  loving  ;  and  with  it  the 
brown  eyes  opened,  and  noildly  questioned  the 
viaiit^t-'o  ideBtity. 

"I  am  ilauQnh  Millie,  dear.  My  son  told  me 
of  thy  illness,  and  I  aqi  come  to  ma^e  thy  acquaint- 
ance 'f  ibou  wilt  let  me.  "  * 

"  Vou  are  v«ry  kind.  "  retnmed  Winnifred  blush- 
ing as  her  companion's  name  fell  on  her  ear,  and 
ra|u"velljng  at  the  quaint  style  of  address.  Herbert 
had  never  been  youdJe  concerning  his  home  rela- 
tions, and  this  was  his  mother's  first  appearance  in 
Abbotsferry,  evidently  brought  aboqt  for  some 
most  oogent  reason. 

"  Kay,  my  cHild  ;  I  oame  to  pleasure  thy  friend 
Uarbert.     B«t  tby  face  ia  paMing  Hitt  ( I  do  qpt 


wonder  they  called  thee  Winnie),  and  I  shall  soon 
love  thee  for  thy  ow  n  sake.  ' 

Winnifred  gazed  wanderingly  at  the  little  prim 
figure  by  her  side,  clad  in  its  deMcate  silver  greys, 
and  her  keart  went  forth  in  qni(:k- response  to  the 
sweet  and  loving  words  uttered  in  so  musical  a  voice. 
How  thoughtful  of  Herbert  to  send  her  such  an 
angel  visitant ! 

'•  My  sister  is  out,  Mrs.  Blake,  "  she  volunteered, 
to  break  the  silence  wherein  her  new  friend  was 
reading  her  face  attentively,  and  she  shrank  a  little 
from  ■  the  scrutiny,  tender  as  it  was.  i  hat  keen 
but  affectionate  glance  seemed  to  pierce  her  searet 
smil,  and  her  eyes  drooped  at  last  beneath  the  new- 
comer's gaze. 

"  I  came  not  to  see  thy  sister,  but  thyself,  and  I 
am  thinking  it  will  be  bee^t  to  tell  thee  all  before  she 
arrives.  Thou  knowest  little  of  me,  dear  chdd,  but 
if  I  ask  thee  a  question  or  two,  wilt  thou  trust  me, 
and  answer  me  truly,  feeling  sure  that  1  shall  do 
thee  now^rong  for  my  son's  sake  ?  " 

"  I  abi  sure  I  may  trust  you,  dear  Mrs.  lUake. 
1  feel  us  if  I  had  known  you  ever  so  long.  " 

"  'I  hen  thou  wilf  answer  my  questions,  Winnie  ?  " 

"  Y-e-s,  "  came  hesitatingly  from  the  girl's  lips — 
not  from  distrust,  but  she  felt  intuitively  that  in 
some  way  her  heart  was  about  to  be  prob«d. 

"  Thou  knowest  that  Herl)ert  once  asked  thy 
sister  to  be  his  wife  "—  and,  in  answer  to>  surpris- 
ed look  in  Winnie's  eyes,  Mrs.  Blake  continued— 
"  he  was  ever  a  good  boy,  coming  to  me,  his  mother, 
in  all  his  difficulties  and  troubles.  He  suffered  much, 
and  declared  lliat  another  love  should  never  more 
gain  ii  place  in  his  heart ;  but  lately  he  has  had 
cause  to  cliange  his  mind.  He  came  to  Elliscroft 
the  other  day,  and  asked  my  advice  ;  but  when  I 
bade  him  learn  his  fate  himself,  he  shrank  from  an- 
other ordeal — he  dreaded  another  repulse.  Dost 
thou  think  he  has  any  need  to  fear?  " 

"  I  should  say  not ;  she  is  very  happy  to  be 
honoured  with  Herbert's —  Mr.  Blake's  affection. " 

"  Then  thou  Uiinkest  he  may  hope  ?  " 

"  Oh,  yes ;  Mrs.  Laurence  would  never  refuse 
him,  1  am  sure,  "  gaBj)€d  Winnie,  her  sHf-command 
nearly  exhausted,  the  realisation  of  numerous  ru- 
mours being  almost  too  much  for  her  weak  frame 

The  little  "  Friend's  '  eyes  opened  wide. 

"Child,  child,  wiiat  have  1  done?  I  know  no- 
thing of  thy  Mrs.  Laurence.  "  Bending  down,  she 
whispered,  tenderly,  "  Would'st  thou  refuse  my  son  ? 
He  has  learned  to  love  thee,  Winnie,  very,  very 
dearly,  but  he  dares  not  come  until  1  hare  told  him 
thou  dost  bid  him  welcome.  " 

"I  —  I,  Mrs.  Blake  ?  "  A  bright  beam  of  joy 
lighted  up  face  and  eyes  till  the  rose-hue  of  health 
seemed  suddenly  planted  there.  "  You  do  not 
mean  it !  " 

"Yea,  verily  I  could  not  have  the  heart  to  cheat 
thee  ;  and  thy  face  tells  me  I  may  go  now,  and 
leave  Herbert  to  plead  his  own  cau'e.  " 

Winnie  threw  her  arms  round  the  dear  old  lady, 
and  sobbed  out  her  surprise  and  happiness  on  her 
warm  motherly  breast. 

"  'J  hee  must  make  haste  and  get  well,  'Winnie, 
and  Herbert  will  soon  bring  me  home  a  dear  new 
daughter. " 

W  ilii  many  fond  kisses  the  worthy  little  Quake- 
ress took  her  departure ;  and  Winnifred  had  scarce- 
ly time  to  recover  from  the  agitation  of  her  late 
interview,  ^iien  the  sound  of  a  famjiiar  footfall  sent 
her  into  another  flutter  of  excitement,  and  a  pair  of 
deep,  loving  eyes  asked  mute  questions  which  were 
fully  and  satisfactorily  answered  by  the  soft  brow  n 
orbs  which  shyly  met  their  downward  gaze. 

Mrs.  Pearson,  entering  tlie  room  in  perfect  igno- 
rance of  all  that  was  occurring  within  the  walls  of 
the  Ilosary,  gave  a  start  of  more  than  surprise 
when  she  saw  Herbert  Blake  aeated  by  her  sister's 
side,  and  evidently  occupying  a  much  nearer  rela- 
tionship than  when  they  had  last  met.  For  the 
moment  a  hot  jealousy,  a  maddening  regret  for  all 
that  she  h'ld  lost,  flooded  heart  and  brain,  then 
hsr  old  pride  instinctively  oanpe  to  her  aid.  Her 
prayer  Was  answered,  her  humiliation  had  not  been 
in  vain — her  sister  would  be  happy;  so,  putting 
aside  all  other  thoiig;hts,  she  tendered  her  con- 
gratulations to  botli,  as  the  lady  of  the  Rosary 
should.  But  when  she  accompanied  'Mr.  Blake 
to  the  door,  while  \\  innie  watciied  bis  departure 
frQva  the  window,  she  held  ont  \im  hand  and  thank- 
ed him  for  what  he  had  done. 

"  I   bare  to   thank  "pou,    Augnsta ! "    was  ti|« 


answer  he  gave,  for  the  first  lime  since  lur  marriage 
calling  her  by  her  CImstian  name.  •  Ido  not  know 
tliat  I  could  have  beuTiny  pride  had  you  not  set  me 
thecKample.  '  iietter  is  he  that  ruleth  b^B  spirit, 
thaii  he  that  taketh  a  city ; '  and  the  tUourht  that 
you  buve  made  two  |>eoj>le  happy  will  a^  a  new 
lu8(f«  and  a  sweeter  peace  to  your  own  lifau  " 

"  You  will  not  tell  Winnie  of  my  shoiie  in  the 
ma|t«r?" 

"H  Vrtainly  not,  if  you  desire  it ;  but  she  irill  miss 
thed^ep  satisfaction  of  knowing  how  nwe^  her  sis- 
ter Jo^■ed  lier.  We  have  both  been  to  Wame,  Au- 
gusta ;  but  perhaps  in  the  future  we  may  be  jter- 
mitied  to  atone.  " 

'Hie  door  cosed,  and  again  the  two  had  parted 
wha  once  stood  iu  such  different  relations  to  each 
othiir. 

Wijinic  Blake  and  her  husband  stood  pnder  tbc 
veranidah  at  KUiscrofi.  while  in  the  room  adjoinkif 
it  tlie  spriu'htly  lillle  fi;xuro  of  .Mr.":  BluUc.  senior, 
coukl  M  discerned  fliuiug  about,  duster  in  liand^ 
said  duster,  butterfly-like,  settling  down  first  on 
oneflelicnte  ornament  and  then  on  anotht^r,  ns  the 
smal'est  speck  of  dust  caught  her  keen  housewifelj 
glancfe.  It  was  (he  iiiornini;  after  tiieir  return  front 
thei^  ;honeymoon  tour,  and  Herbert' had  Ken  slww' 
ing  bis  wife  the  various  points  of  interest  viofcle 
fi'out  ilie  house  itself. 

'  It  i^  |l  (lelii^litfiil  pluco.  "  8:ti>1  tli«  fair yniiDK bride i  "so 
qiiai«t:aiij  Ixaiitil'iil  uilUudasli  of  p,riiuiiesaeveu  about 
its  fl^Wer-beds  and  ^'arden  nsll.8  " 

"  I^lte  the  dear  old  nicithur  lierRclf.  eh  T  My  fkther  and 
hi*  flilher  before  Itiiu  were  strict  Quakers,  and  every- 
tlitni^  lielongiui:  to  them  partook  In  toiue  measure  of  tka 
Paril|a|i  ktyle.  " 

'  'ititon  this  is  your  own.  very  own  houie,  Eerbertt  I 
thoiijh; — —  " 

"Vfitt  thought  I  was-a  penniless  lawyer's  clerk.  4ittis 
wife-|- tike  many  otliers  lu  AliWuiyferry  —  and  you  wes* 
good  ieiiouKh  to  care  fur  uie  in  spito  of  my  disudvantaKet. 
It  was  a  little  piece  of  deception  on  my  part.  I  confea*; 
but  It  ebowed  me  where  I  wai  valued  fur  myself— fr 
OlheifwUe.  " 

"  A,tid  (lid  Augnstsknow  this  when  she  retaaed  youTf' 

*'Xio.  darling  ;  I  never  told  her.  8oiuetiiri»a  I  MiiinJ 
myself  for  not  havini;  done  so.-  still,  I  frave  he^tke 
chaneei;  If  she  bad  not  been  afraid  of  sharing  poverty 
with  las,  1  Fhouhi  have  been  proud  to  share  my  affliieuce 
with  bsr.  Pbrhaps  I  did  nut  make  sufficient  allowance 
for  htr,  but  >t  was  a  test  by  which  I  had  determined  to 
try  the  love  of  any  ».'i>l  I  asked  to  be  my  wife,  and  slie 
could  itot  atiiiid  it.  Bime  oue  e>e  did,  "  be  continued 
lookiiiil  fendly  down  at  the  awuct  f.ice  ueatlini;  aitaiust 
his  afl^,  to  which  the  bright  hue  oj  health  aud  vigor  •  as 
rapidiji  retiirnlug  i  'and  1  cau  never  be  snffliclantly 
thunUfai  that  my  Winnie  cave  l>erxelf  to  m«— braTa 
euoufU  ond  losing  enough  to  share  my  lot,  wLiateVM  It 
might  be. "  f 

•  I  sboald  have  been  content,  dear  Herbert  witk'a 
modeat;  dwelling  In  Abbotalerry  ;  It  uonid  have  beena 
satia&atiou  to  help  you  to  cam  money,  and  makeasmifi 
incoif  e  go  as  far  as  possible.  " 

'*lustead  of  which  you  shjll  help  m»  to  spend  It,  d«^ 
est.  l|y  law  experiences  were  undertaken  so  ely  far 
pleaaUPe;  but,  uow  that  I  have  fully  penetrated  Ita.ntyt- 
teriea  I  may  take  it  up  for  the  sate  of  something  t«<k>. 
Are  yon  agreeably  to  that.  Uis.  Biake?" 

"  INdst  thou  call  me,  HerLert?"  spoke  a  gentle  iroice 

at  hillside. 

"HO^  l^ng  hast  thou  acknow'edged  thy  proper  title, 
friend  Hannah?"  demanded  her  sun    misclnevoutly. 

"Taou  art  a  saucy  buy  "  retnrned  Mr*  lilake  with  as 
near  an  approach  'o  a  lau^h  as  her  peaceful  quiut  nature 
would  allow.     "Winnifred  Ibere  should  chastise  tb«e.  " 

"Kay.  mother,  thy  new  daughter  hath  ueilhur  the 
power  nor  the  will  to  do  so  " 

His ibride  lifted  her  sm^ll  while  hand.  In  "b^tiiiiire 
to  bermother-lu-Iaw'a  injunction,  but  her  buaba^id^'- 
reated  it  and  olasplug  her  iu  hia  arms,  nearly  smotkw- 
pd  bet  with  kisses  * 

•■  T'ju  see  what  return  my  wife  may  expect  if  she  fol- 
lows  yiour  advice,  mother.  " 

Thellittle  Quakeress  looked  with  astonishment  on  %e 
rhapsodies  of  lovers  of  the  second  generation.  Her  oWu 
wooing  bad  been  curried  on  in  a  much  qul>  ter  fitahldti. 
when  Atitony  Blake  came  to  wlnthe  gentle  UanuaUIKjeg 
for  bis  bride. 

"  Ab.  well,  thoti  alionldst  think  me  for  thy  wits,  Her- 
bert, lliy  patience  bad  not  had  its  perfect  work  wheu  I 
brought  tbee  word  that  Winuie ' 

'No.  Indeed  . ''  and  Herliert  placed  an  arm  round  each. 
"It  w|as  only  when  we  were  (driving  away  from  the 
churcl^  door,  and  I  felt  that  neither  my  pride  and  o^titl- 
nacy  anir  anything  else  could  come  between  us  that 
>our  lavorita  ma^li|(  bogau  to  be  clearly  appraclalvd. 
hnt  we  are  eieroiiing  it  unnecessarily  now,  for  the  tome 
la  getting  cold,  and  Harrison  has  rung  the  breakfaat^ll 
long  since."  '. 

Winnie  turned  her  head  once  more  to  admi^  Be 
bright  BDmmer  landscape  spread  out  before  her.  indafer 
the  hHlS  came  the  s«eet  cathedral  chimes,  like  joy-baHf 
welcomtmg  her  to  her  new  horns:  aiid  tfara  of  loTBtg 
gratitude  rose  In  bfr  eyea  for  the  green  pastures  Mid 
still  wafers  be{lde  wbloh  her  future  lifts  was  to  beapiht. 
rsndaitsd  doubly  flair  and  peaceful  by  coctrnst  wHk  uie 
barren  plains  and  noisy,  tarbnient  streams.whleli  li»d 
forme4  the  ecenes  of  her  childhood  and  d«airoy«4  the 
fair  oi|ttook  of  her  youth.  Baisr  B. 
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TJader  the  DaiuM. 

D}-  H   MiLLABB-  Suog  by  Him  V.  Lmoabo. 


■■*«■■; 


I've  Wn  tu«t  ^rning  Ik*  lesson  of  UA^ 

Tlie  end,  sud  Iwaon  of  loving,  ! 

And  all  its  powers  fur  pUuure  or  pais 

iieen  aluwly  awl  vadlj  proving: 
And  all  that's  left  of  ilie  brkht,  briffht  drMOB, 

vv  iili  itM  thousand  and  brilliant  ^Mea, 
Is  a  liarfdful  of  doit  in  a  ooffln  hid-^ 

A  cufia  under  the  daiaiM — 

Ihe  beautifal,  beautiful  daisies,   -    ---        -'  -^■ 

Ihe  snowy,  snowy  daisies. 

And  thus  forever,  throu^hoat  thia  wide  world, 

Is  love  a  sorrow  proving  : 
There  are  still  many  sorrowful  things  ia  lifb, 

but  the  vaddeHt  uf  all  is  loving; 
Ths  lifti  of  soma  is  worse  than  l>«atk,     ^ 

For.  fate— o  hiijh  wall  oft  raises — 
And  far  better  thun  life  with  two  hearts  estranged, 

Is  a  low  grave  starred  with  daisies — 

J  he  beautiful,  beautiful  daisici. 

The  snowy,  snowy  daisies. 

And  so  'tis  t>etter  we  lived  as  we  did 

The  summer  of  love  together. 
And  that  one  of  us  tired  and  lay  down  to  reat 

Ere  the  coming  wintry  weather  ; 
For,  the  saddest  of  love  is  love  grown  cold. 

And  'till  one  of  its  surest  phases  : 
So  I  blesfi  my  lot,  tlio'  with  breaking  heart, 

For  that  grave  enstarred  with  daisies— 

1  he  beautiful,  beautiful  daisies 

The  sDowj,  snowy  daisies. 


.    4     I  an  tad  to-night       -     ' 

Muslo  by  8.  If.  Watlsr—  Sons  by  Alice  Dannlng  Llagtrd. 


Let  me  sing  a  song  of  the  olden  time. 

Let  me  dream  a  dream  of  the  past : 
While  the  stars  are  bright  in  their  golden  light, 

And  the  night  shades  are  gathering  fast, 
I  would  weave  a  chaplet  of  cypress  leaves, 

And  gem  it  with  cypress  flowers, 
And  orv^wn  the  grave  where  the  wild  flowers  wave 

O'er  the  friend  of  my  happier  hours. 
Chorcs. 

I  am  sad  to-aight,  though  the  stars  are  bright, 
And  my  cheeks  have  Tost  their  hue  : 

For,  niem'ry  brings  on  her  raven  winga 
Sad  dreams  of  the  fallen  true  : 

For.  niein'ry  brings  on  her  raven  winga 
Sad  dreauis  of  the  fallen  true : 

Sad  echoes  are  floating  upon  the  air, 

'1  he  wind  is  sobbins;  a-loud. 
And  the  diiity  and  violet  blooming  sweet 

Are  my  brave  soldier's  only  shrond: 
But  I'll  weave  a  chaplet  of  crpresa  leaves. 

And  geui  it  wiili  cypress  flowers. 
And  sUrs  are  bright,  in  their  golden  Hght,     '^^'•' 

And  the  night  shades  are  gath'ring  fast.      Cho. 


The  Happy  HotteototSi  / 

Written  by  W.  H.  Dki.xha«tt. 


We  tre  liappy  Hnttanto^s, 
UspiiT    liapi>7    Lsppr  Buttentota, 
And  frOMi  Africa  wr  came. 

Til  t'l  whtire  »e  got  onr  usne: 
W»  iia>-d  t'>  gainer  Ducliu  Iraves. 
linrhn    lliicliU    K^'brr  Kncba  leaves^ 
All  ;  wli>'ii  M.i«*  >  Heaibold  eaiaa, 
11    |Kiul  us  for  the  same. 
Cltoron  :  Till*  la  what  ws  need  to  do, 

PickliiR  up  the  Buchu: 

vVe  ate  lisiipy  Hntteatnta  v 

Hai>i>v,  hti'pr,  hsppy  Hottentots, 

Anl  fiom  Africa  wa  citme. 

Tliat  s  whsre  we  got  oar  uaine. 

■vary  nlebt  whsa  work  is  done. 

Dar  tliiia,  nifflii  lima,  always  full  of  fun,  ^ 

In  onr  ooay  llltia  cols,  *. 

Da.  hapu;  Hottentots. 

Sing  ana  danra  most  «ll  the  day  : 

Bioglng   daiiclug,  pasa  the  time  awsVi  '«' 

AK  oar  troubles  come  snd  go. 
Wa  aeod  tbam  down  below. 

That  Is  wbkt,  ko. 


MaeKenna's  Draam.  ' 

AaoiTTMOiTS.    —    Strttt  BaUai. 


;•''»  -i- 


4       - 


One  nlgfet  of  Ute  I  chanced  to  stray, 
When  all  the  Orean  in  ulnmber  lay. 

The  moon  auuk  In  the  daap  ; 
I  aat  upon  a  ruined  mound, 
Aud  while  tbe  «iid  wiud  whistled  rovad. 
The  ocean  #lih  a  solatim  sonud. 

LuHad  me  tait  aslaep. 

I  dreamt  I  aaw  that  hero  trna. 
Vbo  did  tke  Dinlsb  force  tutKlae : 
Bis  aabrtf  briRlit.  with  wrath  ha  drew, 

Thefe  worda  be  aald  to  ma  : 
■■Tha  H.irp  with  rapture  yet  shall  sonnd, 
Wlf  children's  clialim  shall  ba  iinbouud. 
And  tbey  ahall  gather  asfa  arouud 

Tbe  bieoiulug  laurel  tree  i  " 

I  thnnuhl  brave  Sarsfl»Id  draw  up  nigh. 
And  to  my  queailou  made  reply  ; 
"7or  Erin's  citusa  I'll  live  aud  die 

As  thousands  did  before. 
Ify  aword  aijatu  on  Angbrliu'S  pUlU 
Old  Erin's  rlKbta  shall  well  maintain, 
ThrouRh  nillliooa  In  the  hitttla  alala 

Aud  tboiiaauil  lu  tbelr  goro  " 

I  thoaebt  Saint  Bulb  atond  ou  the  ground^ 
And  said  :  '  I'll  be  your  monarcli  crownsd, 
EucoMip:iaicd  by  the  Fr<iich  aruunJ, 

All  marching  to  tbe  field.  " 
Hs  raised  a  Cross,  ami  thus  did  say  i 
"Bravaboya.  we'il  show  them  gallant  play  : 
Let  no  man  dare  disgrace  tbo  day, 

We'il  die  before  we  yield.  " 

Tbe  brave  O'Byrne  he  was  there. 
From  Ballymanns.  briKht  and  fair. 
Brought  Wicklow   Carlow,  andKlidare, 

To  mareh  a<  hts  command  : 
Wastmaeth  and  Cavan,  too.  didjoln, 
Tbe  county  Lonth  men  croased  the  Boyaa, 
aiane.  Trim,  and  Navan.  too.  did  Join 

With  Dublin  to  a  man. 

O'Bailly,  on  the  hill  of  Sereene,         ' 

Ha  drew  hts  sword  both  bright  and  kaa^ 

And  swore  by  sll  his  e.vea  had  aeeu. 

Ha  woald  avenge  tbe  fall 
Of  Brin'a  sons  and  daughtera  braira,   :^  .-y'-i 
Who  nobly  filled  a  martyr's  grave. 
And  died,  rstbarthan  live  a  slave,  -  'y. 

And  still  for  vengeance  call.  '  -    • 

Then  Father  M arpby  came  to  say  :  «^ 

"Behold,  my  lord.  I'm  here  to-day. 
With  aigbtaeii  thousand  plkenieu  gay 

From  Wexford'a  bills  and  csTes;  ' 

Oar  country's  fata.  It  sure  depanda 
On  ns.  and  on  our  gallant  frieuds, 
Aadheaven  will  their  cause  defend. 

Who  ne'er  were  willlDg  slaves. " 

I  thoaght  tbe  l>and  plarad  ■■  Patrick's  Day,  * 
To  marshal  all  in  grand  array  ; 
With  cap  and  feather,  white  and  gay. 

Thay  marched  in  warlike  glow. 
With  drama  and  trumpets  load  and  ShrtU 
And  eanuon  Dpon  every  hill. 
And  pikamen  who  with  Valor  thrill    '    ' 

To  strike  the  fatal  blow. 

When  all  at  once  appeared  in  sight  ';   . 

An  army  clad  lu  armor  bright. 

Both  front  and  rear,  and  left  and  right,  ' 

Marched  Paddles  evermore. 
The  chieftains  pitched  their  camps  With  akill, 
Determlaed  lyranta'  blood  to  apill : 
Bsuesth  OS  rau  a  mountain  rill. 

As  rapid  as  the  Nora. 

A  Frenchman  brave  rose  np  and  said : 

■Let  Erin's  sona.be  not  dismayed,  .'      '" 

To  glory  I'll  the  vanguard  lead, 

To  honor  aud  renown. 
Come   bravely  draw  your  swords  with  OM, 
And  let  each  tyraut  bigot  see 
Dear  Erin  s  daughtera  mnat  be  free 

Before  the  suu  goes  down.  " 

Along  the  line  tbey  raised  a  sfaont. 
Orylog  :  '  Quick  march,  right  aliont ;" 
With  hayoueta  fixed  they  all  marched  ont 

To  face  the  deadly  foe. 
The  enemy  were  no  ways  shy. 
With  tbuudering  cannon  planted  nigh; 
Ifcw  thousands  In  death-atrngglelie. 

And  atreama  of  crlmsQu  flow. 

The  enemy  made  such  a  square 
As  drove  onr  cavalry  to  deapalr. 
Who  were  nigh  routed,  rank  and  rNT, 

But  yet  uot  forced  to  yield. 
The  Wexford  l>oyB  that  ne'er  were  slack, 
Oarae.  with  the  brave  Tipe  at  their  back. 
With  Longford  joined,  who  in  a  Crack 

Boon  sent  them  oir  tbe  field. 

They  gave  three  cheera  for  Liberty, 

As  Ihe  enemy  all  broken  flee. 

I  looked  arouud.  but  could  not  sea 

One  foaman  on  the  plain. 
Bseept  the  men  who  wounded  lay:  -     V  ' 
Wiben  I  awoke  'twas  break  of  day —     ._  ,.' 

So  eo^s  MacKanua'a  dream. 


■^: 


Little  Eobin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  Comin{ 

Worda  by  Fbamk  Howiao  —  Music  by  Oeo.  n^  .  Pk 

The  moaic  ft  this  aung  Is  publiHheU  by  8.  BaMSl 
Boss.  Ofeveland  and  Boston.    Pries  3tOaais. 


Littla  Robin,  UXl  Kitty  tm  comlag. 

Yea,  tell  her  to  meat  ma. fur  sufie  ; 
Oh  I  aay  I'll  await  in  tka  gloaming. 

With  love  evar  cona|ai»t  and  pare ; 
How  brij^ht  ia  (be  bloom  of  the.  fowen%, 

Badecking  Ibe  «wuct  tiewinoifltjbay. 
While,  up  in  the  blue  heaven's  bowers, 

Rings  sweetly  the  nightingale's  luy. 

Ghorua;  Then,  Robin,  tell  Kilty  I'meoming, 
Yes,  tall  li«r  to  ni«et  me  for  aure :  ■ 
'>■    Oh  f  say  I'll  await  in  the  gloainintr, 
With  love  ever  constant  and  pure.; 

Little  Robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming. 

With  fondest  of  hopies  in  my  heart. 
Ml  Wftit  where  the  brooklet  is  running — 

Then  fly,  birdie,  quickly  depart ;       ;  .''  '« 
I'll  be  at  the  foot  of  the  meadow, 

A-down  in  the  shady  green  dell. 
And  there  in  the  oak's  spreading  shodowa. 

Our  love  for  each  other  we'll  tell. 

Then,  Robin, 

Little  Robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  coming. 

To  meet  her  the  same  as  of  yore. 
The  old  love  is  still  purely  burnings  • 

There's  none  I  so  fondly  adore  ;  :_■  _ 

Then  go,  pretty  bird,  with  your  message, 

Don't  tarry  so  long  in  the  oir, 
But  flv,  don't  delay  on  your  passage. 

Ana  tell  her  be  sure  to  be  there. 

Then,  Robin, 
■^  lei  ^ . 


,-  V  -  - 


New-York  Society. 

Air:  £on<fon <Soctcfy  —  As  sujg  by  Johicht  MasI 


I  think  I've  travelled  everywhere,  and  seen  what's 

to  be  I 

Wherever  I  may  roam.  I  make  myself  st  home: 
I've  flirted  down  toLong-Brauch.  to  Newport  I  havel 

Vo  Saratoga.  Rockaway  aud  to  Boiue  ; 
I've  aeeo  society  in  every  shape  aud  form, 

I've  watched  ibe  tide  of  faehions  rise  sad  fkll : 
I've  viewed  It  in  lis  calm.  I've  seen  it  lu  its  storm. 

And  this  is  my  coucinslon  after  all. 

Ohoms  :  Baden-Baden  8pi,  France  and  Oermany, 
Liverpool  or  London   Spain  or  Italy  : 

"■:■.  In  such  society  there'a  much  variety,    -  , 

But  uothlDg  equals  New-York  society. 

Society  as  soon  as  the  New-Tork  season's  o'er. 

Will  to  the  sea  run  down,  where  in  a  bathing  gown 
It  dabblea  in  the  water,  or  perhaps  upon  the  shore 

It  yawuB  sod  wishes  It  was  back  in  towu  ; 
And  thongh  It  may  ba  nice  to  drink  the  nasty  wateri 

And  lose  your  mouey  gambllug  at  the  Spa 
And  meet  the  sort  of  men  you'd  cut  at  any  place, 

Ths  Mew-Tork  season  I  prefer  by  far 

Badeu-Bsden  Spi 

Society  I've  met  with  in  old  Ireland,  mid  tbe  boge. 

In  Paris  ever  g»y,  in  London  every  day, 
la  Monnt  St.  Bernard  convent,  with  ibe  monks  and 

Jolly' 

At  every  place  I  think  that  I  may  say  ; 
Bnt  there's  a  chirm  lu  town.  I  can't  help  saying  so^ 

Which  makea  me  like  it  more  than  all  tbe  rest: 
To  the  opera  we  eo.  and  that  will  plainly  show 

Society  m  New-York  is  tbe  best. 

Baden-Baden  Spi 


A  good  Cow;' 


She'a  lon|;  In  bar  face,  she's  fine  fn  ber  born, ' 
She'll  auiokly  get  fat  without  cake  or  com  : 
She's  clean  in  her  Jaws,  and  full  in  Iter  china. 
She's  heavy  in  flank,  and  wide  in  ber  loin. 

She'a  broad  in  her  ribs,  and  long  in  her  runi( 
She's  straight  and  flat-backed  without  e'er  a  hu 
She's  wide  in  her  hips,  and  calm  in  her  eyes. 
She's  fine  in  her  shoulders  and  thin  in  her  th 

Bhe'a  li^ht  in  ber  neck,  and  small  in  her  tail. 
She's  wide  in  herbreoet,  and  will  fill  the  milk-] 
Sha'a  fine  in  her  bone,  and  silky  of  akin. 
She  a  airy  without— a  meat  market  within. 


In  what  case  is  it  absolutely  impoaeible 
alow  and  sure  7— Jij  the  case  of  a  watch. 


•*w»r'  7;rj-,»>. 


Too^alK)o-ral-oo-ral  Left. 

Written,  OompoMd  «id  Bong  by  Astbcb  Llotd. 

,  •.ij'\v >■»■■■>  ;  ,   ■■■:■'■" 
Oil !  I'm  a  fo«I.  ki  yon  cm  we,  ^    ; 

And  rye  been  fooled  :  eo  yon'll  t-gre**  *? . 
Wiien  1  tell  yon  whut  oo^arred  t*  m«    7  ;«: 
And  Too-r»l-oo-r»l-0O-riil  JLee: 
Whe  I  Ti>o-r»l  »nrt  uie  west  oat  to  te» 
Witb  8:ii-ly  Ma-gee  end  ibe  Mt  on  my  knee. 
And  Kocouldu't  »gte«.  ••oeTooralMldhe    -^   . 
Loved  8»I-ly  Mi-Kee,  and  ilie  loTed  be, 
And  eo  all  three  did  dle-a-pree,  ,',    'i  ,\; 

And  8»l-ly  M»-»,f>e  up-»et  the  tea 
All  o-ver  nia  end  Too-r»l-oo- ral-oo-ral  I«a. 
And  roo-r»l-oo-r«l-l-doe;— 
And  Too-r»l-oo-r»l-oo-ral  Lee  and  Too-r»l-oo-raH-doe— 

A  feeling  of  anger  o'er  rae  ipread, 

I  tbreattnied  to  ;  unch  yonng  Too-ral'a  bead; 

Tben  S.lly  s  face  got  awfully  red, 

Wljeii  I  •eked  her  wbicb  of  the  two  abe'd  wed. 

sue  ap  itiid  mid  I  waa  uiieled. 

And  wai  very  ill-bred  on  ber  heart  to  tread. 

'ihat  she  couldn't  conceive  why  I  thought  abe'd  deceive, 

That  shw'd  very  luuch  grieve  ifl'd  dl«i>elleve 

In  ber  love-  for,  abe  wai  certain  that  we 

Would  aiwavi  agree,  and  aald  that  abe 

Would  sooner  h»ve  me  tbuu  Too-ral-oo-r»l-oo-ral  Lee, 

Tbiiu  Too-r»l-oo-ral-i-doe. 

■•'  ■-',.-■.-.'■-- 
80  aa  on  marriage  we  were  beut.    ,*,'■  vU,-  •■•.  •  •; 

Wbv   8»lly  and  I  to  the  altar  went. 
Thoncli  I'm  aorry  ehe  ever  did  give  hercouNnt: 
IJut  ibe  crime  baa  carried  thepnnlaliment— 
For  abe'*  not  coil  tent   that'a  evident,  x;,v,. 
And  I  often  lament  that  I  underwent       '    ;  _ 
'Ibe  eKperlinent :   for  ebea  violent 
To  Bucli  a  degree   'coa  J  could  aee  vi,-'- 

That  Too-ral  Lee  waa  much  loo  free  : 
And.  l^etiveeii  you  and  me.  I  think  that  aha 
Is  rather  fond  of  Too-ral-oo-ral-oo-tal  Lt:*,   -  ■. 

Of  I'oo-ral-oo-ral-i-doe.  ■.  v    >■  .!»/    ;: 

And   theref 're.  »a  a  laat  reannroCa'  i    ■  ;;  *  ' 
I  m  going  to  try  and  get  a  div«ro», 
I  And  ihat'll  I  e  the  eaalest  ooniaa, 
Auil  ru  do  It  without  Ibe  leait  remoraa. 
Fur  ye  knov.  of  course.  I  can't  be  woraa,  ■;     * 

I'd  brat  be  a  bora*,  or  a  bloated  oorae, 
Than  allow  ehe  and  Too-ral  Lee 
To  tieat  poor  me  aa  if  I  waa  afl«:        ■'  r.  rt-v    r  ■ » 
But  I  b<'pe  with  glee  «b«  dayto  eea  i    ;••: 

When  sorry  she'll  be  Ibe  discarded  me,        .    ;     .  . 
Becauio  she  wanted  Too-ral-oo-ral-oo-ralM$,"' 
For  Too-r»l-oo-ral-i-doe.  j' 


1:: 


Chorus 


-t^*^ 


So  as  Near  Bight  as  Yon  Can. 

The  world  atretchcs  wildlj  before  you^  .1 

A  field  for  your  niu»cle  and  brain  ; 
And  though  oloodt  may  ofi«d  float  o'«r  you. 

And  often  come  tenipieats  and  rain. 
Be  fearless  of  storms  which  o'ertake  you— 

Piinh  forward  tlirough  all  lilce  a  man — 
Good  fortune  will  never  forsake  you,  ^ 

If  you  do  as  near  tight  aa  you  can.    .;,,' 

Remember :  the  will  to  do  rightly,       f  *'     ' 
ICused,  will  tba  •ril  confound  ;  '^-r?-  .-. 

Live  daily  by  conscience,  that  niehtly 
Your  eleep  may  be  peaceful  and  sound.  " 

In  contests  of  right  never  waver--.  . 

Let  honesty  shape  every  plan,     \      '.. 

And  life  will  of  Taradise,  eavor,  ■  ' 

If  yon  do  as  near  right  as  you  can.  - 

Thotigli  foes  darkest  scandal  may  speed 

And  strive  with  their  shrewdest  of  taot 
To  injure  your  fame,  never  heed, 

But  justly  and  boneally  act : 
And  ask  of  the  Ruler  of  Heaven 

'J  o  save  yo«ir  fair  name  as  a  man. 
And  all  that  you  ask  will  be  given. 

If  you  do  aa  near  right  as  yon  can. 


How  my  Heart  beats :  or  the  Knock 
'     At  the  Door. 


I've  a  beau,  you  must  know. 

Who  it  is  III  not  tell: 

bon't  ask— for,  you'll  Ret  no  reply.      / 

He's  a  dear  dashing  fellow, 

Although  he's  no  swell. 

For  swells  I  ve  no  fancy,  not  I.      «=:  >   -     ' 

lie's  a  true  gentleman,  and  that  is  a  rank 

Above  titlfS,  which  some  girls  adore. 

Ah!  how  my  heart  beats       ..^»;'v,p;. j 

When  I  hear  my  dear  Frank  "     ' 

Give  his  darling  rat-tat  at  th«  door! 


Oh !  how  my  heart  beats 
Whenever  I  hear  his  rat-a-tat-tat-tat ! 
No  music  80  sweet,  with  joy  my  heart  beats 
When  I  hear  uiy  love  knock  at  the  door. 

He  has  not  yet  proposed,  *■ 

But  1  think  he  will  sooh:  '..:,-::^,'i^  .: 

My  mirth  I've  to  hide  with  a  frown — ^,^^;,i  '  i  V' 
For,  I  know  the  dear  fellow  ■,  vi;;,^;*.'   ,'  ^  "i:^; 
Has  often  began,       _  ••  ->•    '  v^  v  i  : :  {^ 

And  as  oft  in  conftision  broke  down.         v ;,  ":/  . 
He  has  vowed  to  be  mine,  .  .    V  v     > ! 

In  fact  we've  both  vowed      '.'■■'..>    r,,  f      "'.■'    \ 
Each  other  to  love  and  adore : 
Ah!  where'e  the  girl,  whose  heart  beats  not  fast 
When  she  hears  her  love  knock  at  the  door  ? 
\  Oh !  how  my  heart  beats,  <tc. 


^  '•• 


Blackwell's  Island.  No*.  'v 

Sang  by  TOHT  Pastok.         '^'  ■■'•■; 

Sing  I  ofa  gallant  lata,  my  boys,  not  many  miles  away. 
Where  there's  lots  of  time  for  digging  atone,  and  little 

tltue  for  play: 
Where  we  get  no  laab,  bnt  Jots  of  oinali,  and  tliey 

w'ollop  yon  If  you  smile : 
It's  opposite  to ^OBM'  Wood,  and  lUey  cull  it 
■      :.,''•■  .......v-."   ''.•.-■  Blackwell'a  lale. 

■■■•'-       •.  ■.'";  '■:■•:■  .    Chobcs. 

Judge  Dowling  told  me  so.  to  Blackwell's  Isle  I'll  go, 
Jnst,  at  Bellevne.  I'll  aay  adieu  to  my  true  love  so  cay  ; 
For.  the  Steamboat  now  doea  wait 
To  carry  me  en  atate.  ,1.?:  ( 

.  Anl  I'll  stay  for  a  while  on  Biackwella  Is)« 
Not  many  milea  away. 

While  bnasing  In  a  Broadway  atage,  Imetaennutrybloke, 
I  faked  hia  ciy  ao  nice  and  sly,  went  through  lilm 

for  a  Joke : 
But  a  cop  did  drop,  he  caught  me  pop,  he  slagged  my 

game  In  style. 
And  they  didn't  send  me  to  Lndlow  street,  but  op  to 

Blackwell's  Isle. 
For,  the  Judge,  etc. 

When  I'm  at  tbat  snmmer  resort,  which  ain't  mnch 

like  Long  Branch, 
Eow  many  a  day  I'll  feel  quite  gay,  could  I  vat«ooae 

the  rancha ; 
When  I  think  of  my  girl  at  Jonea'  Wood,  with  another 

cull  waltzing  gay, 
Then  I'll  feel  ao  melancholy  when  the  baud  begins 

to  play. 
For,  the  Judge,  ete.    ' 

When  Jim  FiA's  boats  so  gaily  Soata  cloae  to  tba 

Hell-gate  shore. 
And  I  think  of  the  state-room  I  have  cracked,  and 

would  like  to  do  once  more, 
or  the  wallets  full  I  used  to  pull,  with  my  moll  to 

work  the  pay, 
While  all  alone  I'm  breaking  atone,  from  my  palii  ao 

far  away— 

For,  the  Judge,  etc. 

If  I  bad  my  way.  on  seme  ftne  day  I'd  set  the  Tombs 

on  Are, 
8aeb  a  flaae  Td  raisa,  and  is  the  blaae  I'd  tours 

the  Black  Uarla : 
The  paelera,  tee,  I'd  catch  the  crew,  and  roast  them 

on  tbe  pile, 
And  each  Judge  what  Uvea  sis  aaoona  I'd  give  way  op 

at  Blackwell's  Isle. 

Spekan:  Hey,  Shorty  Qlllirer,  wouldn't  th<t  be  bully  T 

We'd  have  all  our  own  way  tlieu.  and — 

Ko  Judge  to  tell  me  so,  etc 


The  Night  is  Fine. 

BABCAROLLA—  Sung  by  MI8S  D.  LiNOARD. 

English  words  by  M.  L.  L.—  Jlaaic  by  Guouxuio. 


Upon  the  bright  lake  shining,  the  evening  stars 

appear, 
Tbe'golden  day,  declining,  has  left  its  shadows  here, 

Has  left  its  ahadowa,  its  shadows  here. 
Still  does  my  heart,  absent  from  thee, 

Vainly  its  long-lost  peace  deplore:   ;/':'■'  ' 
Ah  !  to  my  sight  woulde't  thou  return,'" 
Bringing  the  happy  dream  of  yore —     '-':.- 
Come,  then,  ah  !  list  to  my  voice  entreatltig. 

Come,  come !  ah  I  come ! 

Upon  tbe  water  floating,  my  light  bar^ua 

waits  for  thee. 

And  at  thy  side  unnoted,  the  hours  will  pass  away, 

The  hours  will  pass  away. 
Still  does  my  heart,  absent  from  thee, '   .- :V:  .-■f^-^- 

"Vainly  its  long-lost  peace  deplore:    •  ^    -^  ':" 
Ah!  to  my  sight  wouldi!"t  thou  return,  '     ' 
Bringing  the  happy  dreams  of  yore — 
Come,  then,  ah  !  li 


HouM  and  Home. 


"W^hat'k  »  honse  ?  yon  may  buy  it,  or  build  it,  or  rest : 
1 1  may  be  a'  mansion,  a  cottage,  a  teat ; 
Its  furniture  costly,  or  bumble  and  mean : 
High  walls  may  surround  it,  or  meadows  of  g^rees. 

Tall  BCrvanta  in  livery  may  stand  in  ths  hall. 
Oi  but  one  little  maiden  nay  wait  on  yon  sJl ; 
1  he  tables  may  groan  with  rieh  viands  and  rare. 
Or  potatoes  aud  oread  be  its  costliest  iiare. 

The  idmates  may  glitter  in  purple  and  gold. 
Or  ihOaiinent  be  homely  atid  tattered  and  old  : 
'lis  a  Ihousts,  and  no  iiure,  which  vile  money 

I  -.  •"•y  buy  : 

It  may  ring  with  a  laugh,  or  but  echo  a  sigh. 

But  a  home  must  be  warmed  with  the  embers  of  love. 
Which  none  from  ila  Itearlh-atoiie  may  ever  remove  : 
And  be  lighted  at  eve  with  a  heart-kindled  smile. 
Which  a  breast,  though  in  sorrow,  of  woe 

I  may  beguile. 

A  honie  most  be  a  "  Home : "  for,  no  words 

can  express  it — 
Unless  you  have  known  it,  you  never  can  guess  it : 
' lis  v«i|)  to  describe  <irkat  it  means  to  a  heart 
W  hieh  ton  live  out  ita  life  on  the  bubbles  of  art. 

It  may  be  a  palace,  it  may  be  a  cot. 
It  matters  not  wliich,  and  it  mattcra  not  what : 
'  1  is  a  dwelling  perfumed  with  the  incense  of  love. 
From  ^(jich  to  its  owner  'tis  death  to  remove. 

The  Golden  Curl. 
DodsLx  So.NO  AND  Dance —  By  W.  Cbakues. 


He —  bti !  white  folks,  I've  eome  out  to  sing 
[  1  To  you  about  a  girl 
f  ^et  while  I  was  walking  out, 
ii  And  who  wears  a  golden  curl : 
I  nset  her  vn  the  avenue, 
I    A  promenading  there  : 
ti  er  teeth  so  wliiie.  and  eyes  ao  bright, 
I    And  a  wealth  of  golden  hair. 

Shi — I'  re  promenaded  through  the  streets, 
I    And  think  I've  lost  my  way: 
I'm  followed  by  that  little  nig 


Who  dresses  up  so  gay  : 
scarcely  know  what  I  m  about. 


11 


Come  !  come ! 


ist  to  my  voiee  entreating, 
ah !  come ! 


I  (And  tliough  I'm  but  a  girl, 
\  almost  know  that  he's  in  love 
'    With  my  darling  golden  curl. 

Hi —  I  wonder  where  tbe  deuoe  she  is. 
It  seems  so  very  queer — 

fiaw  her  but  a  moment  sioee 
A  promenading  here.  ■  -'?   » 

Sbx — Ob.  dear !  you  oaughtr,  naughty  man. 

My  brain  is  in  a  whirl. 
Hb—  Tben  let  me  take  yon  aa  you  are. 
With  your  precious  golden  curl. 
She — But  do  yon  think  you "11  love  nie  tmaf 
He —  If  you'll  my  troubles  share. 
BoTU—  And  we  will  wear  next  to  our  hearts 
L  lock  of  golden  hair. 


Heyer  Again. 

By  Abtbub  W.  FaxaoR. 


Never  lagain  in  the  sunshine  or  rain. 

Shall  I  list  to  tbe  voiee  of  my  love  : 
For,  her  wandeHnff  feet  they  are  treading  the  street 

In  ths  Beautiful  City  above. 
Never  again  when  the  sunny  hours  wane,   . 

Shall  1  whisper  my  love  soft  and  low, 
Sitting  cloae  to  her  side,  in  the  sweet  eventide, 

As  I  did  in  the  days  long  ago —  Never  again. 

CBOBua.  ^  - 

Reveriacain.  in  the  Bunahine  er  rain.  "■' 

Sbkll  I  liat  to  tba  voiee  of  my  love : 
For,  IbSr  waaderiaf  feet  tbey  are  treading  tbe  atreei 

la  tke  Beautlfnt  OHr  above. 

Never  (igain  shall  sweet  bappineaa  reign 

In  mt  bosom  that  owes  was  ao  Ught, 
Since  ber  fair,  sunny  face,  with  its  beauty  and  grace, 

Has  vanished  so  lir  from  my  sight ; 
Never  again  shall  the  liirds  sing  as  bweet. 

Or  the  flowers  look  fair  to  my  eye  : 
For,  the  rosea  mav  bloom,  yet  the  heart  live  in  gloom. 

Till 'the  beantifhl  days  Dy  and  by — Never  ggaio. 


II 
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The  Matter  of  the  Ceremoniet. 


Kind  friend*,  plea««  ezease  my  imperfieclionv 

At  present  I  don't  feel  myMlf ; 
I've  been  rubbed  of  all  my  affecliona 

By  a  cruel  bewiloliing  young  elf. 
I  never  thought  che  would  Iiave  done  it: 

For,  she  seemed  ro  (^lartial  to  me —  '' 

My  heart,  at  that  ball,  »he  had  won  it, 

When  I  was  inatalled  the  M.  C.  '\- 

Chorus:     IJer  form  is  still  before  me. 
Wherever  I  may  be— 
That  lovely  charmer  at  the  bdl, 
■'<-:'■•       In  which  I  was  M.  C. 

Her  black  eyes  seemed  on  me  to  linger, 

I  picked  up  a  glove  she  let  fall : 
She  took  it,  and  just  squeezed  my  finger  t 

Oh  !   why  .li<l  I  go  to  that  ball? 
Hrr  sweet  Voice  bewildered  my  senaec, 

Like  a  po!<t  I  often  stood  still  : 
For  a  v\  altz  I  HJioutj^d  out  Lancera,      ,,     • 

Aud  lh«  I'olka  I  called  a  Quadrille. 

iier  form,  Ao. 

I  ent  by  the  side  of  my  charmer. 

And  thought  her  the  nicest  of  girls  : 
Then  vowed  that  no  one  should  harm  her, 

As  I  played  with  her  bright  auburn  curia. 
I  tliought  what  a  beauty  I  d  captured. 

As  close  to  my  side  she  did  cfiog  : 
With  love  I  felt  so  eiii-aptured, 

1  hat  1  gave  to  her  ui  j  diamond  ring. 

Her  form,  &e.  ; 

I  asked  if  I  might  have  the  pleasure  ^ 

I'o  nee  her  safe  home  through  the  rain  : 
She  consented  —  and  called  me  her  treasure, 

I  kissed  her  again  and  again — 
When  a  fellow,  standing  behind  me, 

Orowled  :   "  redress  he  would  have  or  my  liiis: 
And  swore  to  powder  he'd  grind  me 

For  my  making  love  to  bis  wife.  " 

Her  fonn,  Ac. 

In  nnger  and  doubt  I  gazed  on  her,  ^     ,. 

liegi^ed  her  to  explain  the  case  : 
1  appealed  to  her  love  and  her  honor — 

I  Ml  I  the  hussev  !  she  laughed  in  my  fae«. 
I  never  thought  she'd  have  done  it: 

I'or,  ehe  seemed  so  partial  to  me — 
My  heart,  at  that  ball,  she  won  it, 

Where  I  was  installed  the  M.  C. 

Iler  form,  d:«. 


Trust  him  Not. 

A  Parody  on  :  TU©  Gip«y"s  Warning.     By  P.  H.  D. 


Trust  him  not,  oh!  gentle  barman,    ' 

Though  he  swears  Lc  will  pay  down: 
He  lifts  ne'er  been  known  to  do  it, 

since  he's  lived  around  this  town. 
He  has  "chalk.'<  "  in  every  gin-mill     ,. 

You  can  find  upon  the  street,  . 
But  nom-'s  evt-r  seen  a  penny 

From  this  red-nosed  whiskey  beat.  ■ 

Trust  him  not.  oh  !  gentle  barman ; 

For,   he  H  lie  V>efore  your  face, 
Swear  you  are  a  jolly  fellow, 

Ju't  tiie  boy  fur  such  a  place: 
Then  he  11  ask  you  for  some  tipple, 

Vow  he  has  K'ft  home  the  "shot:  " 
But  tie  prudent,  don't  believe  him, 

Gentle  barman,  trust  him  not. 


Here's  a  health  to  all  good 


Here's  a  health  to  all  good  lasses,      -, 
I'ledge  it  merrily,  fill  your  glassea  :   - 

Let  the  bumper  toast  go  round.  -    > 
May  they  live  a  life  of  pleMure,         '■■' 
Without  mixture,  without  measure: 

For,  with  these,  true  joys  are  found. 


'  kii. 

■  -:,J 

r'tl      > 


^V  hat  ought  yon  to  do  if  you  split  your  •i4«a  with 
laugl.tc:  ':  '-  ~  Run  till  you  get  a  stitch  in  them. 


It  jnst  SQits  me. 

Written  by  J.  A.  Ha*i>wioz. 


I  live  •  jovial  country  life,  , .        , 

Happy  am  I  with  my  home  and  wife.    ,. 
Some  men  are  richer,  I  envy  none, 
I'm  rioh  enough  with  my  dug  and  gun, 
Early  at  morning  I  leave  my  home, 
That  is  the  time  in  the  fields  to  roam. .''      , 
Down  in  the  valley  my  house  you'll  see: 
Folks  say  it's  small,  but  it  just  suits  me. 

CUOBUS. 

I  love  my  wife,  my  pipe,  and  my  gkus. 
Gaily  along  life's  road  do  1  pats. 
Jolly  and  free  :  it  just  suits  me — 
Out  with  my  gun  in  th«  morning. 

Who'd  lie  in  bed  when  the  lark  singa  high, 
Up  in  the  blue  and  cloudless  sky  i 
Gay  as  the  birds  to  the  fields  I  go, 
Back  I  return  in  the  sunset's  glww : 
My  dear  little  wife,  as  I  orosa  the  stile. 
Welcomes  me  home  with  a  loving  smile  : 
Perhaps  other  women  may  fairer  De, 
But  she's  my  own  and  she  just  suits  me. 

I  love  my  wife,  «be. 

Winter  may  come  and  the  winds  may  blow. 

Safe  in  my  home  from  the  frost  and  snow, 

By  my  fire-side  with  my  wife  1  sing. 

I  wouldn't  change  with  a  crowned  King  : 

Happy  am  I  in  my  little  cot, 

While  I  am  content  with  my  humble  lot : 

People  may  sneer  at  my  low  degree. 

They  call  >t  poor —  but  it  just  suits  me. 

I  love  my  wife,  Ae. 


Potteen,  Oood  Luck  to  ye,  Dear  I 
Written  by  Cbablxs  Lzvkb,  Kaq. 


At  I  was  a  monarch  in  state, 

Like  Romulus  or  Julius  Caysar,   ~      '  ""•  " 
With  the  best  of  fine  victuals  to  eat, 

And  drink  like  great  Nebuchadnezzar, 
A  rasher  of  baoon  Id  have. 

And  potatoes  the  finest  was  seen,  air; 
And  for  drink,  it's  no  claret  I'd  crave, 

Bu(  a  keg  of  ould  Mullen's  potteen,  sir, 
'With  tlie  smell  of  the  smoke  on  it  still. 

thev  talk  of  the  Romani  of  ould. 

Whom,  they  say,  in  their  own  times  was  frisky ; 
But  trust  me  to  keep  out  of  the  eowld. 

The  Romans  at  home  here  like  whiakey. 
Sure  it  'Warms  both  the  head  and  the  heart. 

It's  the  tbul  of  all  readin'  and  writia*^v- ' 
Tt  teaches  both  science  and  art. 

And  disposes  for  love  or  for  fightin\ 
Oh !  potteen,  good  lock  to  y«,  dear! 


•■:■■  ■■<♦•: 


Love,  and  Home,  and  Native  Land. 

Written  by  BknvTL  Lotxb. 


Whea  o'er  the  silent  deep  we  rove, 

More  fondly  then  our  thoughts  will  stray 
To  those  we  leave — to  those  we  love. 

Whose  prayers  pursue  our  wat'ry  way. 
When  in  the  lonely  midnight  hour 

I'he  sailor  takes  his  watchful  stand. 
His  heart  then  feels  the  holiest  power 

Of  love,  and  home,  and  native  land.     ■'     ;- 

In  vain  may  tropic  climes  diplay 

Their  glittering  shore*— their  gorgeous  shells; 
Though  oright  birds  wing  their  dazzling  way, 
And  glorious  flowers  adorn  the  dells : 
Though  nature,  there  prolific,  pours 

The  treasures  of  her  magic  hand. 
The  eye — but  not  the  heart — adores  : 

The  heart  still  beats  for  native  land. 

1^  lei  ^ 


Love  often  re-illnmea  hia  extinguished  fiame  at 
the  torch  of  jealousy. 

Happiness  is  often  at  onr  side,  and  we  past  her 
by.  Misfortune  is  a(ar  off,  and  we  rush  to  meet 
hur. 


Wlien  the  wind  blown^ 

When  the  wind  blows. 
Then  the  mill  goes. 

Our  hearts  are  all  light  and  men 
When  the  wind  drops. 
Then  the  mill  stops, 

We'll  drink  ana  sing  hey  down< 
^  i»i  *    

I  was  sighing  in  mj  sleep,  Lov 

Written  and  eompo— d  by  H.  MaoOabtht 
The  Uusic  of  tills  iodr  Is  Publlstied  by  Wli 
Smitli  a  Perry,  296-300  WMblngton  Street,  B< 
Price  40  Cents. 


I  was  sighing  in  my  sleep,  love. 
When  a  bright  pearly  tear         ' ' 
<    .  Came  a  trickling  down  my  cheek,  love  : 
For,  my  dream  was  very  drear. 
I  dreamt  thou'd  learned  to  doubt  me. 

I  felt  thine  eyes  were  cold  : 
For,  they  shed  no  joy  about  me,  > 

Aa  in  loved  days  of  old. 
Chorus :  May  the  adage  then  hold  true,  >! 
'1  hat  reverses  all  our  dreams, 
And  the  darkest  clouds  of  night, 
At  morn  be  love's  bright  ^aoo 

I  was  sighing  in  my  sleep,  love. 

And  dreamt  the  love  had  flown. 
That  iu  our  bright  youthful  days,  lore. 

Had  made  thee  all  my  own  ; 
Then  I  tried  to  find  the  light,  love. 

That  was  even  in  those  eyes, 
But  tears  had  dimmed  the  sight,  love. 

And  left  me  naught  but  sighs. 

May  the  adage  th« 

I  was  sighing  in  my  sleep,  love. 
But  brushed  away  the  tear, 
.  Quickly  with  it  went  the  griefl  love, 
That  filled  my  soul  with  fear  : 
For.  the  storm  was  o'er,  and  stars,  lore, 

Twin  stars  began  to  shine  : 
I  awoke  and  found  thy  eyes,  love. 
Were  gazing  into  mine. 

May  the  adage  thai 
i*  lai  m    

•-•Will  you  ever  Tomblef 

To  Ocoaat  B.  Tbbat,  BiisoirOBT,  Oosrir. 
AaxBUB  W.  Fbxmob. 

■  •  ■T'-.SrlJC  «_  ■:.:::  v^ 

I  went  to  see  taj  Basle  dear  one  8an<1ty  nlgbt  at  « 
And  In  theroom  wtih  pa  and  ma  we  chitted  tlH  qui 
The  old  folks  said,  when  off  to  bed  :  ■  Xon  inow 

oar  eiocK  Is  s 
It  wu  a  ftntla  hint,  bat  tben  I  did  not  take  it  so. 

Spoken  :  So  I  was  Jnst  havinf  s  nice  time  with 
when  her  Utile  brother  stock  hla  haad  oat  ct  tl 
room  door,  saying  :  •.•,..■    ."  ;  .  l..'         ■.- 

"Will  yon  ever  tamble.  will  yoa  ever  dropf 
Sberry  oat  of  this  or  else  I'll  c  <ll  a  cop . 
One.  two.  three:  bow  boonc*  him.  bit  him  with  i 
I  oonld  not  help  bnt  tnmbla,  couldn't  help  but  dr 

Some  time  went  by.  I  called  again  npon  my  Susie 
She  met  me  at  the  door,  bnt  then  I  tbonghl  slie 

'  aclec 

When  telling  me  tier  cousin  bad  Just  como  t0|>a8« 
And  coMtjmently  for  hit  lakt  no  calieri  eouid  receive 

Spoken :  I  said  I  wonld  like  to  become  scqnaiuh 
ber  cousin,  wben  tbat  yoang  kid,  at  lite  butlom 
stairs,  song  out : 

'■■'-'■    "     Will  yon  ever  turn) 

I  went  right  home  that.ver7  night,  in  hand  ray  p 

dj 
And  asked  her  If  she  conld  explain  the  cause  <t  • 

sucli  a 
I  asked  ber  to  forgive,  forget,  snd  all  that  sort  of 
Aud  sure,  as  long  aa  life  should  last,  no  other  gir 

to   -I 

Spoken :  A  few  days  after  I  received  a  poata) 
fromberT    No— tlom  that  little  kid   saying: 

Will  yon  ever  tnmt 


»-»«* 


Prefer  loss  before  nnjuat  gain :  for,  that  I 
gfrief  but  onoe,  this  for  ever.       ■  '  J      :  . ;  < ; 

The  moment  a  man   is  satisfied  with  hi 
everyone  else  is  dissatisfied  with  him. 

Be  reasonabla,  and  yoa  will  be  happy. 


^xy"-  * 


TK^-^ir^^-.r^*/ 


THE     I^NO£R'S    jfdURltA!!.. 


^m 


rot 


■■'>■!'.  .'"^-The  Orphan  Boy.      ■'^^^^?^^^^:^v; 

Ai  nog  by  Obakuy  Botsy,  BrooUjn'i  fiiTorlto  Toealitt 

My  poor  Dili  mother  and  I  did  pMt  wta«a  I  wu 

Torjr  yonnc. 
H«r  memory  itlll  erooad  my  heart  like  the  morolnc 

miet  hki  clang ; 
They  tell  me  of  my  mother's  form,  she  watehed  o'er  me 

while  I  slept, 
Ada  wtth  bu  UgM  and  gentle  lua4  aha  vijwd  the 

-r  '^         teerelwopt. 
■•■'•■^'•:  ■•»«--^^  •    ouamvn.   "■>'■■-' 

Bat  now  my  motber'i  gone  to  rest  in  retlmi  of  jinrest  joy : 
I  wonder  If  ibe  tbiniii  of  me,  her  little  orphan  boy. 

And  that  Mma  hand  that  held  my  own  whan  I  began 

to  walk, 
And  the  Joy  that  sparkled  in  her  eyea  when  I  began 

to  Ulk— 
I  ramamber,  too,  when  I  wu  ill,  aha'd  klsa  my 

baming  brow, 
And  the  taart  that  fell  npon  my  cheek,  I  think  I 

feel  them  now. 

Choms. 

And  then  she  used  to  kneel  with  me  and  teach  me 

how  to  pray. 
She'd  lay  her  hands  npon  her  breast  to  taaob  me 

the  way : 
Oh!  mother— mother !  In  this  breast  thy  image  sfill 

shall  be. 
And  I  win  strire  eren  to  the  last  for  to  remember  thee. 

Chona. 

Do  not  get  the  Bluci.   yv 

Trip  lightly  over  trouble  : 
Trip  lightly  over  wrong  : 
".-    We  only  make  grief  double 
By  dwelling  on  it  long. 
Why  clasp  woe's  hand  10  tightly? 
'     ■;        Why  sigh  o'er  blossoms  dead  f 
Why  cling  to  forms  unsightly? 
,.  ;        Why  not  seek  joy  instead  ? 

Trip  lightly  over  Borrow : 

1  hough  all  the  day  be  dark,      •  V     •  v 
,  ■    ■  The  sun  may  shine  to-morrow, 

And  gaily  sing  the  lark:  > 

-/     Fair  hopes  have  not  departed.       '    .        .; 
Though  roses  may  haye  fled :    ." 
Then  never  be  down-hearted. 
But  look  for  joy  instead.     •  ' 

'■'    Trip  lightly  orer  sadnesa  ;  t,. 

Stand  not  to  rail  at  doom  ;         /  .  .    -   '■' 
■■■  We've  pearls  to  string  of  gladiMM, 
,'.    '  On  this  side  of  the  tomb  : 

■  Whfle  stare  are  nightly  shining,  .     _ 

And  the  heaven  is  overhead,  '     ' 

;        '.    Encourage  not  repining,  .   ,.  V    ■   ^ 

'V-     -■        But  look  for  joy  instead.  '   '    '  '     .    ' 

m  ■■■■  ' .; :,;iS. 

■■    Sauntering  down  tiie  Lan«. 


Oar  little  Will 

SOK6  AMD  CBOSim. 


-•♦fcil^**  .- 


Lower  the  curtains,  fold  the  wfait«  baadtr 
Press  the  wan  eyelids — apent  are  HCs'a  aaada : 
In  the  cold  eerementa,  lyin^  so  still, 
Seems  to  be  sleeping— our  little  WiU!    T.;:  «•:;<-., 

Chords. 
Softly,  tread  softly,  he's  gone  to  his  rest, 
Pure  as* the  lilies  he  folda  to  hia  breast.  ,^  >   .j,,; 

Mute  are  the  lips  on  whose  aeeents  we  hung, 
Shadows  are  stealing  those  bright  locks  among, 
Save  where  a  sunbeam  slants  through  the  gloom, 
Deepening  the  thadee  in  the  iesolate  room. 

:  ^ . :'^**'i  :r  ■'''  ^^'J'  '^^^  '°^^^'  **• 

Though  the  door's  muffled  to  shut  out  all  Qoiae, 
Each  lifeless  object  has  language  and  voice  : 
And  as  we  bend  o'er  his  senseless  form,  still 
We  seem  to  hold  converse  with  our  little  WilL 

Softly,  tread  aoftly,  Ac. 


'Twaa  in  the  golden  summer. 

And  the  birds  sang  blythe  and  fn»  t  .  . 
No  other  sound  came  on  the  wind 

Save  the  droning  of  the  bee : 
The  brook  went  purling  throngh  the  woodL 

And  softly  waved  the  grain. 
As  I,  one  mom,  went  sauntering. 

Sauntering  down  the  lane. 
Choros  ;     Sauntering  down  the  laa% 
-Sauntering  down  the  lane. 

How  blest  were  I  if  times  goM  te 
Would  only  come  agaia  I  .,  , 

With  heart  BO  light  and  merry 

I  jogged  upon  my  way. 
When  a  vision  burst  upon  ma 

That  eclipsed  the  light  of  day  }      ■  ,     ' 

0  charming  Jessie  Martin  1  ...;:,    . 
My  toil  was  not  in  vain 

As  I,  that  morn,  went  saunterhg,  ,    : 

Sauntering  down  the  lane!  -•   - 

Sauntering  down  the  lane,  Aft 

No  song  of  bird  was  sweeter 
Than  the  melody  that  fell 

From  those  lips  as  red  as  rosea. 
Where  a  thousand  Cupids  dwell : 

1  pressed  her  to  my  bosom  "    :' 

Agnio  and  yet  again,  '  J.  ■■ 

And  we  kissed  a«  we  went  Banntering,    y'     V^:.; 
Sauntering  down  the  lane!  '    ^  ^   -r  " 

Sauntering  down  the  lane,  At. 


Old  Probabilities. 

AW  "  END  "  SONG-BY  HUKWOOft  . 
Tnna—  "  Meet  and  Obandoa.  *, 


I  am  the  boy  who  lets  yon  know  .1     ;-,' 

When  it  win  rain  and  when  It  will  boov. 

And  the  plan  I  use  I'll  now  tell  yoa  :  :;..'-! 

Tor,  altbungb  It's  old,  'tis  as  goo*  as  new. ' 

Ohoms :  Merer  care  I  how  the  winds  may  blow. 
Oh  hi.  bo,  oh,  hi.  oh! 
I  know  in  advance  of  t>oth  rain  and  anew, 

Oh,  hi,  ho'  hi.  ho! 
Old  Probabilities  is  my  *>me. 
Predicting  Storms  b»s  made  my  fama-, 
I  watch  the  signs  of  a&ow  and  bail. 
And  seldom  tiare  l>eeu  known  to  fail.     . 

When  a  man.  quite  late  at  night,  '  "^'y'  \ 

Goes  rolling  home  a  little  tight,  tfr<-j^-..   :■::.,- 

And  hlB  wife  sits  up,  this  opinion  I  form— " "_^     .; ' 
There  will  be  a  •'  blow  "  and  perhaps  a  •■  storm.  " 
Chorus :  By  Kolng  home  '  fall  "  yon  can  With  aasa, 
Oh,  hi,  bo,  oh.  hi  bo '. 
Oanie  the  old  wouaa  to  ralaa  a  "  braaae, " 

Oh,  hi,  ho!  hi,  ho! 
Old  Probabilities  is  my  name,  *e.  ;     - 

When  an  old  fraud  with  a  very  red  nose,  .-     4 

Who  takee  his  "ulp"  wherever  he  goee. 
Heaves  In  sight,  then  you  can  bet  ■■■■,  *' 

That  he  is  a  sign  of  a    'heavy  wet."    ••v.T  tf''-  e    A-f. 
Chona:  Another  sign  in  him  I  spy,    "  "•'; 
Oh,  hi,  ho,  Ob,  hi.  bo ! 
Whenever  yon  meet  htm,  he's  alwayi  "drr." 

Ob  hi,  bo!  hi.  ho! 
Old  ProbabiUtlea  is  my  namei  te  -  £   '  r'V''  '•; 


A  Weary  Lot  ii  Thine,  Fair  Kaid. 

Song  written  by  Sir  Waltbh  Scott. 
MAsio  is  pnbilsbed  by  I.  ■.  BAasma, 
'  S88  Bowery— Price  lOeeeta. 


Wbe»^yoaaeeaman  and  wife,         , 

Aflerayear  of  wedded  lite,  v  '_ 

Oo  oat  and  bring  a  cradle  heme, 

Lettk  out  fbr  ■'  sqaalls, "  they  are  sure  to  00ms  ! 

Ohoms :  60  yon  may  watefa  the  algns  of  tha  tlnaa : 
Oh,  hi.  ho.  oh.  hi  ho ! 
In  the  manner  I've  mentioned  in  my  tbyttea, 
Oh.  hi.  be  !  hi.  ho!        ,  -  . 

Old  Probabilities  is  my  Bama, 
Predicting  storius  has  made  my  fama^ 
How  I  do  this  I  have  now  told  yon, 
AaA  you'll  And,  if  yon  try,  it'saaar  to  do! 

xifooMvaasa. 

Vfhtn  two  men  get  in  a  flaht. 

And  punch  each  other  with  all  their  might, 

And  a  "i>eeler  "  comes  up  to  take  them  in, 

A  ■' clearing  off"  will  then  begiu. 

Chorus:  They  both  get  fined  ten  dollars  nsxt  day. 

Oh.  hi.  ho.  oh.  hi,  ho! 
And  look  very  "  cloudy  "  when  forced  to paj. 

Oh.  hi,  ho!  hi,  ho!  .... 

'  "         Old  Probabilities  is  my  name,  Ac 


-«•► 


When  is  a  man  likely  to  be  done  brown? — When 
his  friends  toast  him. — 

What  is  the  difference  between  a  tenant  and  the 
son  of  a  widow  y— The  one  has  to  pay  reota,  the 
other  has  not  two  parents. — y,     '",-''y  \-,{r^'-:i 

What  kind  of  Juries  are  most  dangerous  to  onr 
liberties? — Why,  Perjuries. 

Moving  for  a  new  trial — Courting  a  second  wife. 

Why  is  ft  gouty  old  gentleman  like  a  window  ? — 
Because  he  is  full  of  pains  (  panes. ) 

Just  the  reverse. — XVhen  a  clock  is  wound  up,  it 
goes.     When  a  firm  is  wound  up,  it  slops  t 


■eary  lot  is  thine,  fiair  maid,    *  *'' 
I  weary  lot  is  thine, 
pull  tha  thorn  thy  brow  to  hnii, 
.nd  preas  the  rue  for  wioe  I 
b  press  the  me  for  wine ! 
.  ghtsome  ere  a  soldier's  mien, 
|A  feather  of  the  blue  : 
A  'doublet  of  the  Lincoln  green, 

No  more  of  me  you  kney. 
My  love,  my  love  f  ""  •  • 

No  more  of  me  yoq  kDe# : 
Hd  more  of  ma  you  knew,  my  lore, 
No  more  of  me  you  knew. 

TUiB  morn  is  merry  June,  I  trow. 

The  tt>se  is  budding  fain  ; 
^at  she  shall  hlo«ni  in  winter  asow 
{  |£re  we  two  meet  again, 
j  Ere  we  two  meet  again. 
■a  turned  his  eliarger,  aa  ba  spake, 
I  IJpon  tha  river  altopt : 
^^  gave  his  bridle  reins  a  ahake, 
j  ^aid  :  "  adiaa.  for  evenaora : 
1  It  love !  my  love ! 

(kdieu,  for  evermore, 
^  ieu,  for  evermore,  my  ls¥a, 
adieu,  for  evermore  1 " 


Cnpid  is  a  Bogaish  Bey. 

Sung  by  Auoi  DnxBino  LiBaABB   * 


La^WB  we  may  find  plenty,  -~ 

Wavering  as  the  wind. 
But  eearee^  one  from  thousanda  '.V  ''' 

Has  a  true  hearted  mind  : 
Theilefore,  ladies,  lake  care  of  your  bewia, 

Cnpid  is  a  treacherous  boy  : 
He  will  Inrk  with  his  bow  and  hia  darla, 

And  your  petaoe  and  calmness  destroy: 
Conquered  you  are  then  surely, 

If  you  don't  shun  his  field :  -  ■■*  --;      :••.••  ■.   ' 
For,  wounded  only  slightly.    *  "  — '^■'  .  •>  ' 

Tour  bleeding  bearla  must  yieM. 

Bait  we  aay  alao  gaily  :  ,„.  .   ,, 

"  Cruel  you  U  judge  we  are,    ^  -\r  ■^;   .,•.■;' 
Seldom  one  findo  a  lady  .,_  ,^,'^. 

True  as  the  Northern  Star  : "        "     *  ',„;'. 
Therefore,  gentlemen,  be  not  deoeivad,  :%,  j^*- 

1(18  beat  a«m  Cupid  to  flee,  .  '   ,.  . '^r 

Ha  «  one  that  is  not  I9  be  b^va^      ' ,'.  ^r;  ^  ^ 

Or  you  must  his  victim  soon  be.       ^  ",■.;&» 
BatapiU  of  ^Ithia  danger,       ,     ■„::*    '^.^    ' 

You  can't  resist  hia  art,  ,:^  ^iViiih:; 

Too  lovely  is  thu  ranger,  ..f^^  ^ 

i  kreat  ia  the  death  by  bis  dart. 


n;r- 


Beautiful  Emily. 

Bung  by  Alicx  Dtjymtva  LiifOABD. 
Word*  by  W.  H.  S.  Hiisic  by  Cbas  E  PaaxT.      i 

Beaaliful  Emily,  Beautiful  firnily,  i 

Day  time  and  night  time  I'm  dreaming  of  thee.       i 
Woula  I  could  near  thee  Ude  :  ,>,..;.         ' 

Fof,  all  the  world  beside,  •?'.'•'  j 

Tboii  art  Che  nearest  and  dearest  to  me. 
Cboraa:  Beautiful  Emily,  beautiful  Emily, 

Sadly  and  lonely  I  nmva  o'er  the  eea . 
Since  I  have  left  your  arms. 

Life  for  me  lia«  no  cliarms. 
Day  time  and  night  lime  I  dream,  love, 

of  thee. 
Beaijt^l  Emily,  my  darling  Emily,  ■        >' 

Thoo  art  the  beacon  that,  shining  afaj^"'  '-    ""'        i 
Lights  up  my  loneaome  way. 

Turning  night  into  day,  -     -     >:■  | 

OnkBag  me  on  as  a  bright  evening  atar.      (Oho.)      ' 

Beautiful  Emily,  sweet  blacl<-eyed  Emily, 

Oeeans  forever  between  tu  may  roll. 
Still' I  will  turn  to  tltee. 

Stilt  I  wilt  yearn  for  thee. 
Light  of  my  life,  and  joy  of  my  soul.  ( Cho. ) 

L    ■ --.1  i'Lr  ■    .gj     -    uw>'    ■     ■-     »«'.— 


^ 


-■« 


yjii-iJin 
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a;ifJE     I^IJ^GJKR^S    JOU^JIAJL. 


A  Poor  WorkiAg-Oirri  Trial 


I   I 


^ 


I 


"  A  Holiday  tomorrow !  Oh,  ain't  ▼oo  glad  t " 
exelaiined  a  girl,  baautifal  and  hrighk  looking, 
Dotwitlialanding  the  long  houra  and  close  atmos* 
pliere  of  the  work-room. 

She  waa  audi  a  happy  little  bird,  with  auch  a 
linp«ful  heart,  that  ahe  wonld  not  grow  pale  and 
thin  as  moat  of  the  other*. 

"  Aint  you  glad  ?  VV by  don't  you  clap  your 
liands.  and  dance  for  joy  ?  I  believe  I  muat,  " 
throwing  lier  anna  round  one  of  her  eompaniuna. 

She  was  a)>out  to  suit  her  aetiona  to  her  worda, 
when  a  »iep  was  heard  on  the  stairs. 

'•  i>h,  here  cornea  Mise  Crane  1  "  ahe  whispered, 
and  relumed  quickly  to  her  work. 

Mi-<s  •'rune  waa  the  forewoman  of  the  dreaa- 
making  depurtment,  in  one  of  tlie  largest  eslablish- 
nienie  if  the  West  End.  She  had  never  been  very 
populxr  with  the  girls  ;  and  lately  they  bad  nil 
grown  not  only  to  di<like  her  very  much,  but  really 
to  dread  her  ealry  into  the  work-room.  It  waa 
whispered  lliat  she  had  been  trying  to  fascinate  Mr. 
Oi>l>orii.  tlie  head  of  the  firm,  an  old  bachelor  of 
about  sixty.  Hiii  marriage,  a  few  months  previous, 
to  the  widow  of  an  old  friend,  ended  all  hope  in 
that  quarter. 

This  dixappointment  bad  not  tended  to  improve 
her  t«mp'  r  by  anv  means. 

However,  for  a  few  daya  previo«a  to  osr  atory, 
the  girla  liad  to  admit  some  change  for  the  better 
in  her  inu<>d.  'I  hen  some  of  tham  declared  she 
was  after  Mr.  llarry,-lir.  0*b«ra  a  nephew.  In- 
deed, it  looked  catlier  like  it ;  for  somehow  Misa 
Crane  managed  to  have  a  great  deal  of  business 
with  Mr.   Harry. 

Alihougli  no  longer  very  young.  Miss  Crane  was 
still  quiie  handsome ;  and  a»  many  a  man  of  tUirtj 
had  married  women  ten.  fifteen,  and  even  twenty 
years  older  than  Uiemselvea—  she  bad  read  of  me« 
of  fame  doing  just  so—  Miaa  Crane  had  hope,  and 
reilly  did  look  very  sweet  whenever  she  could 
manage  some  excuse  to  corry  her  to  Mr.  Harry. 

"  I'o  you  think  she  heard  Mr  Harry  whisper  to 
me  in  the  hail  ?  "  the  happy  girl  asked,  putting 
her  rosebud  of  a  mouth  clusa  to  her  friend's  ear, 
as  Miss  Crane  passed  by.  going  into  another  room. 

"  I  am  not  sure,  Gertie,  but  foar  so.  /  did, " 
anawered  her  friand. 

"  I  dont  mind  if  you  did  near.  I  should  hare 
told  you.     But  I  do  hope  that  sha  did  not.  * 

'■  We  shall  know  if  she  did.  She  will  show  her 
rage  in  aome  way.  " 

A  moment  after.  Mies  Crane  entered.  •  |_     . 

"  Six  o'clock,  young  ladies,  "  she  a*id. 

In  ten  minuta  more  the  girls  were  ready  to  leare, 
erery  face  brigftteaed  by  tbe  thought  of  rest  oa 
the  morrow. 

"  Miaa  West,  you  will  lia-re  to  evtA«  b«re  i* 
uanal  in  the  morning.  Tbe  dreaa  yon  are  at  wbrk 
on  must  be  finished  for  tbe  evening.  1  have  an 
order  to  that  effect,  "  Mi»»  Crane  said,  approach- 
ing the  d<Mir,  tut  <<ertie  was  ab«nt|^ing. 

'•  Oh,  MO  !  Indeed,  I  can  <  come.  How  can  I  ? 
I '•_  «i,e  heaita  ed—  "I  have  an  engagement,  " 
Gtrtie  siiid.  looking  imploringly  at  Miaa  Crai.e. 

"  \  ery  well,  r.!ii<«.  I'erhapa  Mr.  Oaborn  can 
fii>d  "Otiie  one  more  willini:.  and  n)ore  desirous  of 
gelling  and  retaining  employmt-nt,  to  fill  your 
place,   '   returned  Miss  Cmne.  coldly. 

■'  Can  I  not  Uke  it  home  with  me  f  I  will  finish 
it  to-nigiit  '    Gerlie  nsked. 

"  No.  miss.  Vou  know  that  is  against  the  rulea 
of  thia  department.  " 

"I  hen  I  shall  have  to  come,  "  Gertie  answered. 

Her  lips  quivered,  and  she  strove  hard  to  keep 
back  ihe  tears,  as  she  followed  her  friend  down  the 
steps. 

When  out  on  the  pavement,  Gertie's  companion 
said,  "  You  know  now  that  ahe  did  hear. " 

"  Ves,  of  courM.  Oh.  is  it  not  too  hard?  Mr. 
Harry  wa*  going  to  take  me  out  to  ^ee  mother.  I 
don  t  mind  losing  the  ride  so  much,  but  it  would 
h  ve  been  auch  a  happy  surprise  for  her.  Yon 
know  I  lijtve  not  been  home  for  four  weeks.  I  can- 
not afford  to  go  but  once  a  month.  And  mother 
is  Po  |«"i.rly.  too!  Will,  I  shn  1  have  to  wait  until 
■Saturday  evening,  and  go  in  the  train.  " 

"  VV  uiild  it  be  too  laie  to  aurt  at  twelve,  or  aay 
ten  o'clock?      I  will   help   jou  with  the  dress, 


Gertie."  her  friend  aaked. 

"  Oh,  yea.  If  we  should  atart  ot  ten,  we  should 
not  get  home  before  two  o'clock,  and  it  would  not 
be  worth  while  to  stay  only  an  hour  or  ao.  And 
Miss  Crane  would  manage  some  way  to  stop  my 
going,  ea«n  if  i  could  get  the  dress  finished  in  an 
hour.  I.  woadkr  how  I  can  let  Mr.  Harry  know? 
I  cannot —  I  don't  like  to  go  in  to  tell  him.  Katy, 
you  would  not  mind  doing  it  for  me?  You  always 
turn  this  corner.  Go  in  the  side  door,  and  I  will 
go  on ;  00  Miss  Crane  won  t  know  any  more  than 
now.  She  is  on  the  watch  up  at  the  window,  Fm 
sure,  "  said  Gertie  looking,  up. 

Sure  enough,  Misa  Crane  was  there.       i: 

Katy  promised  to  do  aa  her  friend  wished  ;  and 
ao  they  parted. 

1  he  next  morning,  just  as  Gertie  entered  the  cs- 
tabHshment,  the  ]>ort«r  approached  her,  ond  was 
about  to  speak,  when  Miss  Crane  appeared.  Willi 
a  dexterous  movement,  unseen  by  her,  the  man 
passed  on,  and  Gertie  went  up  to  the  work-room. 

A  few  moments  after.  Miss  Crane  entered. 
Gertie's  face  flushed  painfully  as  she  turned  aside, 
as  if  to  oonceal  her  embarrassment. 

Instead  of  giving  instructjonq  concerning  the 
trimming  of  the  dress,  Mise  Crane  was  very  busily 
engaged  moving  about  and  tui'ning  over  the  work, 
aa  if  hunting  for  something.  At  length  she  grew 
apparently  very  much  agitated,  and  turning  to 
Gertie,  ahe  said,  "  Miss  West,  last  evening,  just 
before  our  leaving,  Mrs.  Dalton's  messenger  handed 
me  a  five  pound  note.  I  thought  I  put  it  in  my 
pocket-book  ;  but  when  going  into  the  counting- 
nouse  to  pay  in  my  money,  a  few  momenta  ago,  I 
missed  it.  i  must  have  dropped  it  here  some- 
,  where  ;  indeed'  I  am  perfectly  certain  of  it.  Will 
you  look  about,  while  I  go  out  for  a  few  moments  ? 
Vou  will  find  it,  oo  doubt  You  know  there  haa 
been  no  one  here  aince  we  left,  and  aa  you  were  the 
^rst  to  entet  this  morning,  of  course  it  muat  be 
here  now.  " 
'  Again  Gertie's  face  crimsoned,  and  as  tbe  door 
.  closed  after  Miss  Crane,  she  said,  with  a  frightened 
look.  "  Ob,  the  most  have  seen  James  when  be 
handed  tlie  note !  " 

Ten  minuts,  and  the  door  opened  again. 

"You  liave  found  it?"  Miss  Crane  said,  in  a 
tone  rather  asserting  than  inquiring. 

"  No,  indeed  ;  and  I  have  looked  everywhere,  " 
Gertie  said,  looking  very  muofa  worried. 

"  Miss  West,  it  is  useless  for  you  to  seek  either 
to  retain  tbe  mony  or  deney  its  being  in  your 
possession,  "  Miss  Crano  said.  approachingXrertie, 
and  looking  as  if  she  was  about  to  Iny  luods  on 
her. 

"  What?"  eried  Gertie.  "You  mean  that  I 
have  found  the  money,  and  am  keeping  it  ?  " 

"Exactly  so.  Miss.  And  it  is  of  no  use  to  |Mit 
on  that  aatonished  and  injured  look.  I  ibtdto  y^u 
have  it.  I  saw  you  conceal  something  in  your 
bosom  as  I  entered.  Can  you  deny  that,  or  ex- 
plain your  embarrassment  at  tbe  tune  ?  "  Miss 
Crane  aaked,  with  a  triumphant  air. 

Gertie  West's  color  fled.  Hhe  grew  very  pale  as 
she  said,  "  i  know  nothing  about  the  money.  " 

"Ah!  you  cannot  deny  it.  I  knew  it!"  Miss 
Crane  cried.  "  Hand  it  to  me,  this  instant!  "  ap- 
proaching Gertie,  and  holding  out  her  hand. 

'I  he  girl  drew  back,  paler  than  ever,  only  re- 
peating ogain,  "  I  know  nothing  about  >  he  money.  " 

"  I  will  ^erld  for  a  p>olicenian.  1  «  11  have  you 
arrested.  Some  one  shall  seorch  you,  if  you  do 
not  give  it  to  me,  "  the  exciled  woman  snid. 

"  I  have  not  it.  Miss  Crane.  Surely  you  will  not 
bring  such  a  dreadful  charge  against  me ! "  the 
poor  girl  cried. 

"  Enough  of  this  acting.  If  yon  do  not  give  me 
the  money  immediately.  Twill  go  for  advice  to  Hr. 
Osborn.  Perhaps  Mr.  Harry  Osborn  would  be 
more  kindly  disposed— a  less  impartial  judge,  eb  ?  " 

Again  the  pale  face  crimsoned.  But  she  raised 
her  eyes  to  those  of  her  tormenter,  and  said,  "  You 
will  not  believe  me.   I  have  nothing  more  to  say.  " 

"  Then.  Miaa,  I  ahall  take  the  liberty  to  lock  you 
in  here  until  i  return, "  Miaa  Crane  said  walking 
out  and  locking  the  door  after  her. 

Gerlie  sank  on  a  seat  and  burst  into  tears.  What 
should  she  do  ?  Ere  she  could  collect  her  thoughts 
the  door  opened,  and  Miss  Crane  entered,  followed 
by  Mr.  OsDorn. 

1  he  old  gentleman  was  very  much  embarrassed. 


He  had  a  good  heart,  and  felt  lorry  always  to 
of  any  one  falling  into  sin.  Gerlie  West  w; 
last  pcraon  lie  oonkl  imagiae  being  diahoneat 
did  not  know  what  to  eay  to  her,  or  how  to  < 
her.  He  looked  at  Hiss  Crane,  and  she  a< 
At  length,  glancing  pityingly  at  the  tren 
girl,  he  said,  "Well.  Miss  Crane?"  feeling 
thing  but  we'l  himself. 

"  I  stated  the  case  to  you  down  stairs,  " 
Crane  anawered. 

"  Oh !—  ah !—  well !-  rwtjly  !  "  began  Mi 
bom. 

It  waa  difficult  to  tell  wkieh  waa  the 
agitated,  Gertie  or  her  employer.  '1  he  poo 
had,  by  a  great  effort,  managed  to  keep 
weeping  aloud.  She  dropped  her  head  titer 
all  the  euppressed  emotion  esciiped  in  one 
sob.  This  was  too  much  fo'r  the  kind-hearted 
He  started  forward,  placed  his  hand  on  h«r  g 
head,  and  said,  "My  dear  child  !  there,  don't 
We  are  all  likely  to  err.  1  he  strongest  of  ui 
be  tempted.  1 — I  will  endeavor  to  have  th 
happy  aSsir  remain  unknown  outside  this  : 
Give  Miss  Crane  the  money.  " 

"Indeed,  I  have  not  got  it,  "  sobbed  fort 
Weeping  girl. 

"  bbe  has,  air,  "  eried  Miss  Crane,  more  i 
than  ever  at  the  kind  woy  Mr.  Osborn  dealt 
Gertie.  "  I  saw  her  niyaelf  wken  she  put  it  i 
bosom.  " 

Mr.  Osborn  knew  not  what  to  say  then, 
walking  to  the  window  and  pulling  it  i 
although  it  was  one  of  the  warmest  inornin 
July,  and  taking  out  his  handkerchief  and  w 
his  foce  he  relumed  to  Gertie.  She  was  i 
calmer,  and  raised  her  eyes  to  his.  ; 

"  Can  she  be  guilly,  looking  so  sweet  and 
cent?  I  can't  believe  it,  "  the  kind  nuin  tho 
but  said  : —  "  The  only  way  we  can  reiri 
wrong  action,  my  child,  is  first  to  acknowled^ 
Then " 

"  Mr.  Osborn,  perhaps  I  may  never  be  al 
prove  my  innocence,  but  I  am  not  guilty.  1 
never  seen  the  money,  "  Gertie  said. 

Miss  Crane  angrily  ankfc,  "  Do  you  prete 
deny  my  seeing  you  hidiog  it  as  I  ento-e 
room  ?"  ■     . ..  ,  <     ■  •■  ■    t'.~ti>\t' 

"lean,  and  do.*'  '  '—   '■  '    'I'      '  •-' 

"  What  is  this,  then  ?  "  Miss  Crane  exc>i 
and  darting  up  to  Gertie,  she  snatched  fn 
closely  folded  paper,  the  corner  of  which 
worked  its  way  through  an  opening  in  her  > 
which  the  poor  girl,  in  her  haste  to  hide  the  f 
had  failed  to  button. 

Impulsively  Gertie  sprang  forward,  and 
stepped  back,  aimply  s^mg,  "  It's  sot 
money.  " 

When  ebrwnrtlir^ptr'TnrtbWed,  and  a 
temptuouB  ymila  oa  tbe  woman'a  6«oe,  she  si 
Mr.  Osborn,  "  She  has  no  right  to  read  my  le 
Make  her  hand  it  to  me.  " 

"Really!  "  Miss  Crane  said,  with  a  m^ 
smile.  "  Mr.  Osborn,  this  is  something  for' 
eyes,  air.  Terhapa  you  may  not  relieh  the  th( 
of  a  thief  becoming  yonr  niece!  'Ihis  arlfu 
has  entrapped  Mr.  fiarry  into  a  proposal  of 
riage.     I  insist  that  she  shall  be  Searched,  si 

Poor  Gertie  !  She  saw  the  look  of  dispU 
plainly  on  ihe  old  gentleman's  face.  \V  hat 
she  do  ?  what  »ny  ?  Nothing  that  she  could 
said  would  have  gorte  so  quickly  to  herenipl' 
heart  as  the  one  word  which  escaped  her  lip 
wail  of  despair  ; — "  Friendless !  " 

Mr.  Osborn  refolded  the  letter  without  lo 
at  it,  and  handing  it  to  Gertie,  said,  "  1  ai 
willing  to  condemn  you,  Mias  Weat,  on  eiti 
Miss  Crane'a  chargea.  About  the  first  there 
be  some  mistake.  I  suppose  it  must  have 
my  nephew's  letter  that  you  concealed  on 
Crane's  entrance.  Still,  for  your  own  bc 
should  like  this  mystery  solved.  " 

"You  can  have  me  searched,  sir;  bul 
Crane  shall  not  do  it.  She  hates  me,  and  is  « 
enough  to  pretend  she  found  it  on  my  p>er8ar 
believe,  "  Gertie  cried.  1  hen  catching  hold 
Osborn'a  hand,  she  said,  "  JVu  are  just  Y< 
help  me  to  prove  my  innocence,  will  yoij 
Have  me  searched  ;  have  the  room  st  at clu.il. 
wemtistfind  it!  Jt  will  kill  my  iiiolluril 
thought  dishonest.  I  cannot  have  this  di 
suspicion  on  me  I  " 
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Before  Mr.  Oeborn  could  reply,  Miss  Crane  said 
•cornfull)'.     "  Having  entrapped  your  neplie"' — " 

•lust  then  the  door  open*-d,  and  Hurry  OsIhii-ii 
entered,  hulding  an  open  note  in  his  liund.  ^li:-s 
Crane's  words  liad  reached  hia  ear.-  Looking  fruiu 
her  excited  face  to  Gertie's,  tear-stained  and  ex- 
pressing so  much  agony,  he  was  by  h«r  side  in  an 
instant. 

•' Wiiat  is  tb«  matter,  eir?"  be  asktd,  looking 
towards  his  uncle. 

"  Miss  Crane  can  inform  you  better  than  I,  "  the 
old  genllenian  replied. 

"I  heard  Miss  Crane's  remark  as  T  enlored. 
Excuse  me,  but  1  must  deny  the  assertion.  I  havi! 
not  been  entrapped.  I  have  been  so  fortunate  ns 
to  avoid  your  snares,  "  Harry  Unborn  said,  in  a 
tone  more  nialicious  than  gi^nlJemanly. 

For  the  moment  Miss  Crane  was  completely 
silcnoed,  while  Gertie,  taking  courage  from  lar 
love/'s  presence,  said,  "  Oh,  Mr.  llarryr  she  bus 
accused  me  of  something  terrible !    She  Las  called 

me  a— a " 

*•  "Thief!"  Misa  Crane  said,  her  tone  and  look 
full  of  yenom.  "Yes,  Mr.  Harry  ()6l)orn,  I  jay 
your  promised  bride  cannot  boast  of  an  unspotted 
reputation  after  this.  I  accuse  )ier  oT  stealing  a 
five-pound  note  !  Let  her  prove  her  innocence,  if 
she  can. " 

A  look  of  withering  scorn  Harry  Osborn  cast  up- 
on the  woman  as.  holding  towards  iiis  uncle  the  open 
letter,  lie  said,  "  Hero  is  the  proof  of  Mi««  West's 
innocence.  Mrs.  Dalton's  servant  Las  just  brought 
it,  and  it  was  for  the  purpose  of  returning  to  Miss 
Crane  the  lost  money  that  I  came  up.  You  trill 
see  Mrs.  Dalton  says  slie  found  it  in  the  sleeve  of 
her  dress  ;  probably  dropped  by  Miss  Crane  when 
folding  it. " 

"  1  hank  heaven  !  "  exclaimed  old  Mr.  Osborn. 
"  I  am  glad,  very  glad.  Miss  Crane,  I'm  sorry 
you  have  been  so  hasty.  " 

It  is  impossible  todescrib«  Miss  Crane's  chagrin. 
But  she  would  make  another  thrust  Aft  poorOertie, 
and  said,  "If  Miss  West  liad  not  looked  so  guilty 
wlien  she  hid  your  nephew's  love-letter,  I  should 
not  have  thought  of  her  having  the  money.  " 

"  The  letter  the  answer  to  which  I  am  so  anxious 
to  hear,  "  said  Mr.  Harry ;  and  added,  "  Uncle, 
Miss  West  is  not  my  promi:>ed  wife.  I  only  wiaU 
she  had  made  me  so  happy.  But  my  highest  hope 
is  to  win  her.  UaTe  1  your  good  wkLea  for  my 
success  ?  " 

Miss  Crane  was  getting  out  of  tlie  room  as  fast 
as  possible,  but  Mr.  Osborn's  reply  reached  her 
ear. 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  win  her,  if  you  can,  and  comfort  the 
poor  child  the  best  you  know  Low.  She  Ims  passed 
through  a  terrible  oi^eal,  truly.  Ugh !  that  woman 
is  very  fierce.  " 

He  turned,  and  was  going  out  of  the  door,  when 
Gertie  hastened  after  him.  Catching  his  hand,  she 
said,  "  I  want  to  thank  you,  sir.  If  you  had  not 
been  so  good  to  me,  I  could  not  Lave  borne  up 
through  that  dreadful  scene.  " 

Hesitating  a  moment,  she  continued  :—  "  Tell  me, 
do  you  not  regret  your  nephew's  loving  me  ?  Would 
you  not  rather  it  should  ue  otherwise  ? " 

Mr.  Osborn  looked  into  the  pretty  young  face 
raised  to  his  with  such  a  gentle,  pleading  expression, 
and  stooping,  pressed  his  lips  on  her  clear,  broad 
brow,  saying,  "  You  are  a  dear,  good  girl.  No !  I 
Lave  no  regrets  about  Harry  or  liis  love.  I  cTi1)?e 
my  own  wife,  and  expect  other  men  to  do  the 
same— to  suit  themselves.  Now  go,  and  be  happj. 
May  God  Ueaa  yon,  «hild  !  And  I'm  sure  he  will.  " 

Harry  Osborn  would  not  let  Gertie  touch  any 
work  that  day.  He  did  not  believe  it  was  ordered 
for  the  evening,  and  did  not  care  if  it  was  ;  Gertie 
should  have  her  holiday,  he  declared.  And  so  the 
day  wliich  brought  Gertie  West  the  greatest  trial  of 
her  life,  secured  to  her  also  the  greatest  blessing — 
(he  lore  of  a  good  and  noble-hearted  man. 


When  does  a  farmer  work  a  miracle  ?  When  Le 
turns  a  horse  to  grass. 

The  way  addition  sometimes  works  subtraction 
may  be  seen  in  tiie  fact  that  if  you  add  another 
syllable  to  short  it  makes  it  shorter. 

What  is  often  found  where  it  is  not  ? — Fault 
The  feature  of  our  age. — Cheek.    ^^ :  ,    *       :  • 


The  Cross  of  Blood. 
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I  wa3  not  young —  sometliing  wer  forty  years  of 
age,  and  a  childless  widow,— when  I  accepted  the 
position  uf  governess  and  eonijSanioa  to  Elise 
Manderson,  the  motherless  daughter  of  I'aul 
Manderson,  the  great  iron  merchant. 

Elindnle,  the  superb  mansion  wixcre  Mr.  Mander-  A*-- 
son  established  his  home  when  he  retired  from  the 
iron  business,  was  a  large  country  house  of  the  last 
century,  moderinz.-d  with  all  the  new  contrivances 
fur  comfort,  and  splendidly  furnished.  '1  he  grounds 
.  were  extensive,  and  thoroughly  cultivated  ;  and 
the  station  where  the  railway  traiua  stopped  for 
passengers  to  and  from  New  York  was  not  two 
miles  away,  over  a  pleasant  road. 

Tlie  little  villuge  of  Linton  was  near  the  station  ; 
but  Eluidalc  was  isolated  from  the  other  country 
seats  in  the  neighborhood  by  having  a  hill  for  its 
grounds,  and  proudly  overlooking  the  country  for 
miles  from  its  eunmut. 

The  family  consisted  of  Mr. -and  Miss  Mandersen, 
myself,  and  a  large  number  of  senmnta  under  the 
superintendence  of  the  housekeeper,  Mrs.  King.  I 
may  as  well  introduce  myself  here  as  Mrs.  lluther- 
ford,  commonly  called  Madame,  being  myself  of 
French  birth,  although  my  late  husband  was  an 
American. 

My  position  in  the  househoJd  m.iy  be  best  de- 
fined by  tUa  words  of  my  employer  wlien  he  wel- 
comed me  to  Elmdale. 

"My  little  girl,  mndame,  will  not  tax  your  time 
for  much  instruclion,  as  she  has  masters  for' 
languages,  music,  and  drawing,  and  pursues  her 
Latin  and  English  studies  with  me.  But  she  wants 
a  companion — one  who  will  fill,  in  some  measure, 
the  place  of  her  motlter,  who  died  two  years  ago 
in  Italy.  While  we  remained  abroa<J;  traTcUing 
constantly,  I  was  sufiicieat  companion  and  protcsc- 
tion  for  Klise ;  but  iny  business  wiU  call  me  from 
lionie  Tery  frequently,  a^  I  shall  feel  Lappier  to 
leave  her  with  a  pleasant  friend.  " 

He  then  led  me  to  the  drawing-room,  and  in- 
troduced me  to  his  "  little  girl.  " 

'I'ruly  I  thought  she  was  a  child  when  she  rose 
from  her  chair  to  greet  me  ;  but  in  a  moment  [ 
saw  my  error.  The  graceful  courtesy  of  her  manner, 
the  gentle  dignity  and  sweetness  combined,  were 
Itot  those  of  a  child,  thotigh  the  exquisitely  lovely 
face  and  small,  delicate  figure  were  very  childlike. 

She  was  in  her  twenty-first  year,  but  any  stranger 
might  have  mistaken  her  for  a  girl  of  sixteen  at 
most.  In  five  minutes  1  was  conversing  easily  with 
my  beautiful  charge,  and  had  my  position  ns  friend 
and  confidante  well  defined  by  the  stately  courtesy 
of  the  father,  and  the  gentleness  of  the  daughter. 

Our  first  evening  passed  pleasantly  ;  and  in  t 
few  days  I  was  thoroughly  at  home  in  Elmdale, 
joining  Elise  in  her  walks,  rides,  and  drives,  and 
sitting  with  her  when  she  was  with  lier  masters. 
She  was  no  book-worm,  but  an  enthusiast  in  music, 
a  fair  amateur  artist,  and  an  admirer  of  the  poets 
of  Germany,  Italy,  and  France. 

I  think  >f  I  were  going  to  name  the  greatest 
charm  of  my  yonng  charge,  I  should  embody  it  in 
one  word — purity.  Her  very  l^auty  was  of  tliat 
fragile  fairness  we  associate  with  angels. 

We  had  plenty  of  visitors,  and  returned  the  calls 
and  civilities  of  the  neighbors  ;  but  tliere  was  no  es- 

r;cially  intimate  friend  to  cause  me  jealousy.  For 
loved  Elise  in  a  w«ek  so  fondly,  titet  I  was  greatly 
bappj  in  having  her  give  me  foad  confiding 
affection. 

It  was  in  September  when  I  went  to  Elntdale, 
and  there  was  no  break'in  our  pleasant,  quiet  life 
until  Christmas.  It  was  from  a  large  Christmas 
ball  given  by  Mrs.  Rierson,  one  of  the  magnates  of 
the  neighborhood,  that  1  date  the  commencement 
of  the  train  of  events  1  am  about  to  relate. 

Mr.  Manderson  had  gone  on  a  journey  upon  some 
business  ;  for,  although  he  had  retired  from  the 
pursuits  that  made  his  fortane,  he  was  oonStanllj 
engrossed  in  speculations,  the  investments  of  his 
immence  wealth,  or  other  occupations.  He  had 
remembered  the  festive  day  by  a  krge  box  of  gifts 
sent  to  Elise  from  New  York,  in  which  was  enclosed 
a  pair  of  heavy,  costly  bracelets  for  myself;  but 
he  was  not  coming  home. 

Being  left  as  usual  to  our  own  devices,  we  had 
accepted  Mrs.  ffierapn's  invitation,  and  after  a  late 
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ith   Christmas   luxuries  for  our  n.lilnry 
selves  and  the  servants,   We  preptir. d  for  the  bitll. 

I  neter  saw  a  lovilier  vifioii  tluui  Eliw  a<  >lie 
entered  the  drawing-room  for  my  final  IoucIkk  lo 
her  dtets,  she  having  laugliintiiy  a^sulld  mr  il  nl 
her  niaid  could  uever  pM  ou  the  1-reiicii  i\uieU  ii. 
my  fingers. 

Over  a  pale  peach-colored  silk  she  wore  a  dr>-s>. 
of  white  lace-- a  I'ari-ian  work  ef  art— caught  up 
on  the  4veri<kirl  with  a  garland  uf  |>each-l•lo!-^oll.8. 
Her  skoulders  and  arms  were  hare  ;  but  I  he  si.  luiir 
throat  was  clasjted  by  a  necUUce  of  pearls,  while' 
pearl-drops  hung  from  the  dainty  ears,  and  l<M>pM 
oflheeaiiie  costiy  stones  confined  the  showers  uf 
golden  curls. 

"  I'djla's  Christmas  gift,  "  she  said,  as  ?  admired 
the  pure  stoaes.  "It  is  to  bad  he  is  not  here  to 
see  iheA.  " 

'I  he  drive  was  not  a  long  one.  and  w.i  were  roon 
at  Mrs.  Bierson'e.  'I  he  evc-ning  was  un  ilie  v<  igu 
of  midiiight  when  the  hostess  came  U>  my  side. 

"  Midnine,  "  she  said,  "  have  I  your  |H-niiipsion 
to  inlrfu^uce  Mr  Baxter  to  your  pupil  V     I  do  not 
like  mi^telf  to  take  the  responsibility.  l>ecan>e  hu 
is  quife*  a  stranger  amongst  us,    and  Lis  story  is 
rather  too  romantic  for  my  tai<te.  " 
"  What  is  liis  sUiry  ?  *  1  asked. 
"  Mr.  Murray,  the  lawyer,  at  Linton,  introduces 
him,  ani  vouches  fur  the  fact  that  he  is  the  heir  uf 
an  eccentric  millioniire  in  San  Kr<lnci^'co,  wiio  was 
a   client  and  old   friend  of  the   lawyer  s.      \\  lio  or 
what  he  was  before  this  benefactor  adopted  him, 
and  leJTl  him  liis  (urluns,  tite  story  does  nut  t-t  te. 
He  is  a  yery  handsome  man,  alxnit  thirty,  and  heir 
to  imnietisc  wealth.     'I  hat  is  a  1  I  know.  ' 
"  Bift  why  must  he  he  iatrudiioed  to  ICIise?  " 
"Ha  has  requested  the    iiitroduciion.     Ah,   we 
are  too  late.     Mr.  Murray  is  presenting  him.  " 

I  folUwed  the  direction  of  Mra.  Kierson's  eyes, 
«nd  saw  tlie  M  lawyer  leading  a^entleman  to  the 
side  of  EUse.  The  young  girl  lo«fced  up,  and 
smiled,  then  courteously  greeted  the  new-comer. 
One  of  Strauss's  waltzes  broke  from  the  band,  and 
the  stn&nger  evidently  asked  Ijr  Elise's  hand  fur 
the  dante. 

She  smiled,  and  bowed  assent.  I  saw  him  put 
his  arm  around  her  delicate  wai^t,  snJ  in  a  mointnt 
she  was  in  the  throng  of  gracefully  niovin>j  wallzers. 
She  ^anced  like  a  fairy,  uiy  dainty  litUe  darling, 
moving  in  that  peirf'eek  accord  to  the  mnsic  that 
only  a  lover  of  music  can  attain,  and  secmiug  to 
float  along  the  cuiTent  of  the  sweet,  stirring  melody. 
Twice  the  passed  roe,  borne  along  on  the. strung 
arm  of  lifer  tail  partner,  who  diinced  well ;  and  the 
third  tirtie-she  approached,  leaning  u|)oii  his  arm, 
and  seeking  a  seat  betiide  me. 

When  she  introduced  me,  I  looked  witli  some 
curiosi^  nt.the  hero  of  Mrs.  Rierson's  roiiianee.  I 
saw  a  laU,  eminently  handsome  man,  wiilt  ^ood 
features,  a  dark  complexion,  black  Liiir  and 
moustache,  and  large  black  eyes,  liis  maimer  was 
gentlemanly,  but  reserved,  and  the  impresfion  he 
left  upon  my  mind  was  that  he  carried  sume  grvul 
sorrow,  or,  )>erliaps,  secret. 

He  siteod  betid^  us  (ur  some  time,  conversing 
pleasantly,  but  al#ay8  with  grave  ri-BtTve.  and  an 
expression  of  settled  nielunchulv,  tliut  was  very  had 
in  BO  yqtmg  a  foce.  Yet,  I  was 'revdrabiy  impressed, 
and  certainly  was  forced  to  admire  the  genllc 
eonrtes^  of  manner  thul  marks  the  breeding  thai, 
is  habitual,  the  inborn  instincts  of  ri-fineiiient. 

"  Whatever  else  Mr.  Baxter  may  U>,  he  is 
oertain)y|a  gentleaan,  "  I  thought,  Ufiare  wts  Lad 
b^n  five>minuta  together,  and  I  never  changed  my 
MMflion  in  all  tlie  4oubts  and  ieais  tliat  ful  uned. 
"^ly  KsponsiMbly  was  soon  over;  for,  «arly  in 
January,  Mr.  Manderson  relumed,  and  his  inqiiiries 
about  tjhe  stranger  resulted  in  a  cordial  exlencion 
of  hospitality,  and  ap|)arently  prfect  approval  o( 
his  adnliration  for  Elise, 

So  the  old,  old  story.  th(it  is  ever  new,  began  at 
Elmdale;  and  I  saw  Elise  learning,  day  by  d^y, 
the  sweet  lesson  of  love,  from  lips  that  could  be 
dangerouoly  eloquent,  and  eyes  that  softened  and 
grew  lutninous  for  her  alone, 

He  loved  her  devotedly—  this  tall,  grave  man  ; 
and  I  wias  sure  his  love  was  ful.'y  returned  when, 
one  lovely  day  in  early  spring,  she  ehowed  me  a 
glittering  diamond  ring,  and  wTiis[>er«'d  that  Morton 
Baxter  had  placed  it  on  her  finger,  the  seal  of  tli«ir 
betrothal  (  To  be  contiriMf^- ) 
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A  TEAR  SHALL  TELL  HIM  ALL 
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Slowly,  with  simplicity  and  feeling. 
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1.  At  moonlight,  nour 


the  brok-en   cross,  Young  E  -  bert  fond 
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ly,  fond  -  ly    swore         To  love  but  me, 
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Slow. 
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me, 


Till  life,  till   life      should  beat  DO  more, 
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To  note  that  vow      on  heaven's  Iiigh  name        So  fervent  -  ly        he  i 
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call.      That  ere  my  fait'    -    ring  voice  re  -  plied 
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A    tear,  a      tear 


had  told  him  all : 


That  ere  my   fait*     -    rii 
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Though  heedless  of  liis  vow  lie  prove 

His  falsehood  I'll  not  harshly  blame 
And  should  he  wandpx  back  to  me, 

I  will  not  ask  him  whence  he  came. 
No  angry  frown  shall  cloud  my  brow, 

No  murmur  from  my  lips  sliall  fall ; 
But  ere  this  heart  in  silence  break, 

A  tear,  a  tear  shall  tell  him  all. 
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D.  and  E.  —  As  we  have  said  it  many  tinaes 
before,  we  take  onr  own  time  to  print  the  songs' 
sent  us  and  accepted  fur  publication. 

Lizzie— 1'he  Music  of  those  songs  can  be  ob- 
tained of  ^.  L.  Peters,  699  Broadway,  New- 
York,  to  whom  they  belong  by  rirtue  of  copy- 
rights. 

The  Singers'  Jonrnal  i*  the  largest  and 
cheapest  collection  of  songs  ever  pulilished  in 
this  Clounlry.  All  Numbers,  from  No.  1  to  the 
last,  can  be  obtained  ot  any  time,  and  they  are 
arranged  so  that  they  can  oe  bound  in  one  or 
several  vohiines,  according  to  the  inclination 
of  the  subscriber  — 

Adtick — Every  Amateur  of  good  Songs  and 
Music  ought  to  make  a  collection  of  all  the 
Numbers  as  soon  as  Published,  and  have  them 
bound  in  book  fonn  :  such  a  book  will  always 
be  a  useful  recreation  and  nn  invaluable  orna- 
ment for  the  parlor-table  io  every  American 
lionaehold. 
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Th«  Heathen  Chinee.  «, 

Worda  by  Bbk*  Hartb.  Ma»ic  by  Henbt  Toou*. 

Tbe  Maalc  In  ptibllabed  b;  R.  M.  Dc  WITT, 

33  Bom  Street     Price  FIT*  Outta. 

* 

Wtalch  I  wtoh  to  remark— 

And  m7.1au».'aaKfl  U  plaiD— 
That  for  ways  that  are  d:irl(. 

And  for  tracks  that  are  vain. 
Th«  beuthen  Cliinaa  ia  peculiar, 

Which  the  8;<me  I  woald  rlaa  to  azpbUa. 

A1^8in  waa  his  nam* : 

And  I  aball  iint.deny, 
Id  regard  to  tlie  lam*. 

What  that  name  might  emply, 
Bot  Ills  amila  it  was  peii«iVe  and  ohild-lik*, 

Aa  I  firequeut  reuiarlied  to  Dili  Nya. 

It  traa  Angost  the  tlilrd. 

And  qaite  soft  ^as  llio  sklea,       "    ^  •'-  -^  .'-  '  ..    , 
Which  it  might  be  inferred  ' '. 

That  Ali-8iu  Haa  likewiaa: 
Tet  he  played  It  that  day  upon  William 

And  uia  In  a  way  I  d«apiae. 

Which  we  had  a  amall  game. 

And  Ah-Siu  took  u  hand  ; 
It  was  Euchro.     The  same  '    .~ 

He  did  not  understand. 
But  lie  amtiod  as  be  sat  by  the  table, 

With  the  aiuile  that  was  chlld-Uk*  asd  bland. 

Tet  the  cards  they  were  stocked  .  '-        , 

In  a  way  that  I  srieve 
And  my  feelinRawere  shucked 

At  the  state  of  Nye's  sleeve. 
Which  was  Bluffed  full  of  uces  and  bowera. 

And  the  same  with  intiut  to  deceive. 

But  the  hands  that  were  played    .  -,. 

By  that  heathen  Chiuee  -     . 

And  the  points  that  he  made 

Were  quite  frightful  to  see  :  v;'  ■' .  "    ",-  ' 

/     Till  at  last  be  put  down  a  right  bower, 

Which  the  same  Nye  had  dealt  uuto  m*. 

Then  I  looked  up  at  Nye,  -    '    . 

And  be  gazed  upon  me 
And  he  rose  with  a  aiKh. 

And  said,  "Can  this  beT 
We  are  ruined  by  Chinese  cheap  labor  ; " 

And  he  went  fur  that  heathen  Ohiuee. 

In  the  acene  that  ensued, 

I  did  not  take  a  liund 
But  the  flO'if  It  was  strewed 

Like  the  leaves  ou  th«  strand. 
With  the  carda  that  Ali-Siu  had  been  hiding 

lu  the  game  "he  did  not  understand.  " 

In  hla  aleevoa.  whfch  were  long,  ".  ■; 

He  had  twenty-four  packs. 
Which  was  coming  it  strong. 

Vet  I  state  but  the  facts  ; 
And  we  found  on  his  nails,  which  ware  taptr. 

What  Is  tr-quont  lu  tapeis— that's  wax. 

Which  Is  why  I  remark,— 

And  luy  lani,'ua;,'e  is  plain. — 
That  for  ways  that  are  dark. 

And  for  tricks  that  arrf  vain, 
The  heathen  Cliinee  in  prcnliar. 

Which  the  same  I  am  f rt  u  to  maintain 


Don't  Sell  my  Father  Rum. 

A  UEAUriFCL  TE.MPERANCE  BALLAD. 


Don't  Bcll  liitn  .tnotlicr  drink,  please, 

lie's  fi'cling  nlreaJy,   )'ou  neo, 
And  I  foar.  wlicti  lie  conies  home  t<»-niglit,  '.  ■> 

He'll  Wat  pour  inollier  uiid  me  ; 
She's  wailing  in  diiiknesaand  cold,    •  .  . 

And  dft-adin;^  to  hear  him  conic  ; 
He  treats  us  ho  had  when  hu's  drunk  : 
Oh  !  don't  Pfll  him  oiiy  more  mm  ! 
Chorus:   Dou'l  sell  him  another  drink,  please. 
He's  reeliiij' already,  you  See, 
And  I  fear,  wben  he  coiues  home  to-uight, 
He'll  beat  jHior  iiiolher  aud  iiie. 

I  heard  niolh.^r  praving  last  night, 

(Slic  tlii.u'.;!:!,  1  was  quite  sound  nsileep(  " 
bliu  pni..'d  (iud  hi*'  iiii  lKi!id  to  trave, 

lli-i  soul  from  tiiiiplalion  to  keep  ;  '' 

She  criid  lik-  Iiei-  |M»>r  hnirt  would  break  : 

So,  trying  lo  comfort  her  some, 
I  Udil  InT  I'd  Ik g  you  to-duj 

^ol  to  Hell  f-illier  any  more  rum.  Chorua. 

Why  don't  you  hnvp  fomething  to  aell 

'I  liiit  will  not  make  [X'ople  ^o  sjwl  ? 
That  will  not  imikc  deiir  iiiother.-<  grieve,  .  ■: 

And  kind  fathers  crtK-l  and  bud? 
Ah,  ine!  it  i*  hunl :   I  can  see  '     '     ', :  . 

You're  ongry  beeaii.-'e  I  huvucorae:       *;■,-, .. 
Forgive  a  poor,  »«d  lit^e  ffirl,  •, 

A  nd  don't  aell  her  dear  father  ruin !         Chorui. 


Behind  the  Scenee.      \V   ;/ 

Snug  by  Ed  Fbbkmam.       Mnslc  pnbllahad  by 
E.  B.  Habdino,  280  Bowery,  N  T.-Prlc*  10  e*ota. 


Wh*B  Uit  a  little  boy,  oh  ■  really  It  waa  my  Joy 

To  vielt  tbe  the  theater.  I'll  admit: 
How  happy  I  could  be  the  performano*  to  a**i 

Whli*  aealeU  ID  the  gallery  or  pit— 
t  hnciad  all  was  r*al  that  the  curtaiu  did  rereal, 

ButeiBC*  that  I've  paaaed  bejund  my  taana : 
I  begin  to  anderstand.  though  la  front  it  may  look  grand, 

Tla  v«r7  differaut  Jnat  behind  th*  ac*D*a 
8o  If  yoa  will  attend  for  a  moment  now.  my  frianda, 

I'll  d«  thf  beat  withjn  my  hambla  maaua 
To  ahow  to  TOO  to-night,  tbouc h  in  frwat  it  may 

look  bright, 

Tia  vary  different  Jaat  behind  tb*  acanea. 

The  comedian  la  one  who  while  canal ag  Iota  of  fan, 

Hla  heart  may  yet  hang  heavy  In  hia  breaat: 
Aud  th*  man  whoplaya  tha  klug.  though  it  seama 

a  curiuna  thing. 

In  private  may  be  vary  poorly  dreat. 
The  ladlaa.  loo  so  fair,  who  go  floatina  tbrongh  th*  air. 

And  look  like  little  augala  there  instead 
Soiitetimaa  have  to  roam  quto  a  wretched  home. 

And  ofteutiixaa  go  anpparleas  to  bed- 
While  those  who  play  th*  parte  of  the  men  with 

atony  hearta. 

And  look  aa  if  their  tempers  were  like  fiends  ; 
Could  you  aee  them  whll*  away,  you'd  very  likely  aay: 

"They're  tha  mildeat  looking  men  behind  theaceuaa." 

Tis  joat  th*  aam*  in  life  :  for,  what  lota  of  care  aud  strife. 

And  auffering  soma  foika  will  undergo 
Juki  to  cut  a  ahin*  and  tu  make  themselves  look  fine  ! 

'I'hey  think  of  nothing  else  but  outside  show : 
Tliey  fancy  and  suppose  that  those  who  wear  good  clothes. 

Always  luok  the  ncliest  and  the  best: 
But  an  buuaat  heart  and  miud  is  respected  most. 

you'll  fiud. 

No  matter  wheatber  rich  or  poorly  drest. 
Still  many  one,  yon  know,  have  caused  themaelvea 

much  woe, 

Through  trying  bard  to  lire  beyond  their  maana : 
And  though  they  wesra  smile,  yet.  really  all  th*  while, 

Thajr  are  very  wretched  Juat  behind  the  scenaa. 

Tlier*'a  many  a  married  pair.  I've  no  doubt  yon  are  awar*. 

Who  in  public  are  ao  tender  aud  ao  kind  ; 
But  cqnld  you  only  aee  them  at  home  in  privacy, 

A  very  dtfforent  state  of  things  you'd  find  — 
Somatlmes  it  is  tlie  wife  who's  the  cans*  of  all  tbaatrlfa. 

Sometimes  it  is  the  basbaud  who'a  to  blame  : 
Let  that  l>*  how  it  may  who  eanaaa  all  th*  fray, 

Th*irqaarr*lling  contlnae*  just  the  iMD*. 
Yot  still  they  try  to  bids  from  all  the  world  oatald* 

The  aiiarlsaudjara  with  which  their  honashold  teems, 
Aud  often,  whrn  )ou  lie.ir  them  Call  sacb  Other  daar, 

Thay  hat*  *acb  other  Juat  bahiud  the  scanea. 

The  wealthy  and  the  great  who  can  ride  about  1q  atata, 

And  have  a  host  of  wealth  at  their  command. 
Have,  you  may  be  ture.  as  many  troubles  to  eudure 

As  those  who  are  the  humblest  in  the  laud-*- 
For.  Eugisnd's  great<  at  sage  aays  all  the  world*a  a  (taga, 

Aud  each  of  us  eudravor  all  our  might 
Our  follies  tu  conceal  and  only  to  reveal  ,,>.«(•.* 

That  which  is  moat  pleaslug  to  the  sight. 
No  matter  where  yon  go  from  tha  highest  to  the  tow— 

From  peasautry  right  up  to  kiuks  and  queens- 
Whatever  they  enjoy,  there's  something  to  auuoy. 

If  WB  could  only  aee  bebiud  the  aceuusl 


Oood'bye,  Susan  Jane ! 

Uaujd  Solo.    Sung  by  Ed.  Vrnxhun^t, 


I  went  to  aee  iny  Susan, 

She  met  me  at  the' door  ; 
She  told  me  that  I  need  not  come 

'fo  aee  her  any  more, 
She  fell  in  love  with  Uufua 

Andrew  Jackson  I'ane  i 
I  looked  her  in  the  face,  and  aaid  : 

Good  bye,  Susan  Jane  ! 
Chorus:  Oh  I  Susan  Jane! 

Oh  !  Suaan  Jane  !  :     .' 

Oh  !  Suaan,  quit  your  foolin' 
And  give  my  heart  tome: 
Oh  !  give  me  back  my  heart  agaio. 

And  I  will  let  you  be  ; 
I  used  to  love  you  dearly, 

I  cannot  love  again  : 
I'm  going  awuy  lo  leave  you  soon— 
'  So.  good-bye,  Sussu  June  I 

IFer  rooulh  is  like  a  cellar, 

Iler  foot  ia  like  a  ham, 
Her  eyea  is  like  the  owl's  at  night, 

Her  voice  is  never  colin  ; 
Her  hair  ia  long  and  curly,  ^      ■ '.    .*  >/  • 

Shcjuat  looks  like  a  swan  :       * ■■•''':; 
I  bid  farewell  to  all  my  love: 

So,  good-bye,  Siiaaii  Jape! 

Ob !  Susai)  Jane,  Ao. 


':^^  :  V         Allie  Weir. 

By  H.  A.  DABLiT-From  the  Maw-Tork  Ct 


In  Um  Tillage  churchyard,  calmly  sleepii 

LiM  tha  rarm  of  darliDg  Allie  Weir, 
While  (he  aUra  above  are  brightly  peepu 

O'er  tha  grave  of  her  we  cheriih  aear. 
TIm  auiumer  winds  ore  gently  aighing. 

And  aadly  murmuring  through  tlie  air, 
And  linger  round  the  grave  uf  Allie, 

Our  Allie,  ooce  ao  young  and  lair 
Ciioaus. 
lAtrllng  Allie,  lovely  Allie, 

We  mourn  the  loaa  of  oi^  so  fair: 
In  the  village  churchyard,  calmly  aleepin 

Liea  the  lonu  of  darling  Allie  Weir. 

With  aohing  hearta  we  watched  our  darli 

Wlioae  eyea  to  ours  would  gently  roam 
Calmly  alle  waited  for  death'a  angel  .... 

To  bear  her  to  that  other  home. 
'*  I  am  going,  faivwell !  aaid  our  darling : 

Kisa  me,  mother,  father,  ere  I  die.  " 
Then  her  gentle  spirit  fled  forever 

To  that  u^»ioif  far  beyond  the  sky. 
.. ...      .       :      Darling  Allie,  lovely  i 


For  the  Lack  of  Gold. 

By  Abthub  W.  Fbbnch— From  the  New-Xork 


My  elothea  they  are  out  of  the  faahio» 

And  luy  toea  they  are  out  of  my  bootci 
They  aay  I  have  got  in  Uie  paaaioa 

Of  wearing  the  oddeat  of  auits  :       t  V, 
&ly  wutoh  has  beeiT  lent  to  a  friend,  tb*, 

(I'lease  do  not  imagine  it's  sold) 
And  the  way  I  have  come  (o  thia  end,  air, 

It  was  all  "  For  the  lack  of  gold.  " 
CiioRca. 

There'a  many  a  man  in  theae  times,  air, 
W)io  loaea  his  grip  and  hia  hold. 

And  lumblea  as  fast  aa  he  climbs,  air— 
liut  it's  all  "  For  the  lock  of  gold.  " 

I  used  to  have  friends  of  a  plenty, 

Who  clung  to  me  long  as  I'd  treat; 
But  now  there  i«  not  one  in  twenty 

Who  woukl  recognize  me  in  the  street.  - 
My  heart  it  will  never  grow  brighter — 

And  it's  wicked  to  envy,  I'm  told — 
But  I  think  that  thia  world  would  be  brigl 

Were  it  not  "  For  the  lack  of  gold.  " 
There's  many  a  man  in  these  timet, 


Mother,  Home  .and  Heaven! 

Bung  by  Jcnhib  Enosu 


Mother,  Home  and  Heaven  ! 

How  dear  those  words  to  me! 
The  first,  she  held  me  to  her  breast. 

And  danced  me  on  her  knee  ; 
I  was  to  her  a  priceless  gem, 

She  thought  tue  nice  and  fair; 
And  now  I  never  can  forget  .-  .• 

A  faithful  inotlier'a  care. 

Chorua  :  Mother,  Home  and  Heaven  f 
How  dear  to  think  of  all! 
Before  the  truiupeter  desoeodd 
To  bid  ua  mind  hi*  oaU, 

Mother,  Home  and  Heaven  !        . 

How  sweet  to  me  ia  home! 
For,  there  we  meet  with  those  we  lore. 

And  do  not  care  to  roam  ; 
We  have  a  pretty  sister's  voice 

To  cheer  ua  day  by  day  ;  " .', 

We  have  a  little  baby  bright 

To  watch  while  he'a  at  play,  .;    .   - 

Mother,  Home  and  Heaven ! 

The  last  we  hope  to  aee ! 
Where  angela  gather  'round  the  throne, 

And  aing  a  joyous  glee  ; 
Oh  !  may  we  all  aesenible  there. 

And  cast  our  sins  aside  : 
For,  with  the  true  and  righteous  onea 

Our  aim  is  to  abide. 
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.      .^        Mandie  Moore. 

Oompeitd  by  Wm.  H.  Delebanty,  and  iVBt^ 
Delabant;  and  Haugler. 


Tm  Mlwaj-t  gay  bv  night  and  day  :  , 

I'm  «ure  I  eould  not  aak  for  more, 

Since  I  have  aeen  that  lovely  queen, 
That  said  Iter  name  was  Maudie  Moon. 

W  hen  ber  you  see,  you  will  agre«  <  . 

'1  here's  none  with  Mandie  ean  compan, 
Her  style  is  neat,  lier  smile  is  sweet. 

In  truth  I  love  her,  Maudie  Moore. 

0  Mand  !  dear  Maud,  I  love  you,  Maud, 
A  nd  I  have  said  that  o'er  and  o''er : 

If  you  will  only  tell  me  boldly 
That  you  love  me,  Maudie  Moore  I 

Gome,  welcome  Spring  :  sing,  birdie,  sing  : 
I  will  not  drive  jia  fr«m  my  door, 

May  flowers  bloom  in  swe^t  f)*rfume 
Around  your  ptathway,  Maudie  Moore, 

Where  we  first  met,  I  ne'er  forget. 

Your  bright  eyes  smiltKi  in  joyous  glee; 

'Iwns  at  the  show,  how  well  I  know  ! 
At  the  Olympic  Matinee. 

Tbe  usher  gay  said  "  step  this  way. 
Your  seat  is  numbered  forty^four .  " 

'Twos  happiness  I  can't  express    ■ 
To  have  a  seat  by  Mandie  Moore. 

Her  face  got  red  ;  for,  then  I  said 
"  I  think  thiit  we  have  met  before.  " 

"  Oh  !  yes  !  said  she,  please  call  on  me  :  " 
Her  card  inscribed  wiih  Maudie  Moore—' 


Sweet  Somebody. 

Words  by  Lou.  R.  Hxwxtt. 


I  am  thinking  now  of  somebody,        ;, . 

i'weet  Somebody,  far  away  : 
And  I  must  see  that  somebody. 

At  not  a  far  distant  day. 
OU  !  to  be  with  her  I'm  yearning. 

And  backwards  my  thoughts  will  run  : 
Yes,  my  thoughu  to-day  are  turning 

To  that  pretty,  thot  lovely  one. 
CnoRus. 

Sweet  Somebody,  Sweet  somebody, 

bomebody  far  away  :  ;    -' -/   i     ^ 

I  ara  thinking  now  of  somebody,  -.   .    ;; 
Sweet  Somebody  far  away. 

And  I  must  eee  ihat  somebody,       /.-^'  "    / 
At  not  a  for  diaianl  day.       ;^     :  ; 

The  eyes  of  that  Swset  Somebody 

As  fair  as  e'er  was  seen  : 
The  smiles  of  that  Sweet  Somebody 

Are  fit  to  grace  a  queen  : 
But  it's  no  use  to  be  singing 

About  this  sweet  little  doYti 
But  I  am  always  exposing     .■.;■:■ 

Myself,  and  the  girl  I  love.' 

Sweet  Somebody,  Sweet  Somebody  Ao. 


When  to  Sad  Music  Silent  Ton  Listen. 

Sz  Tbomas  Moobk. 


When  to  sad  musio  silent  you  listen. 

And  tears  in  those  eye-lids  tremble  like  dew. 

Oh !  then  there  dwells  m  those  eyes,  as  they  glisten, 
A  sweet,  holy  charm  that  mirth  never  knew. 

But  when  some  lively  strain,  resounding. 
Lights  up  the  sunshine  o(  joy  on  that  brow. 

Oh  !  then,  the  young  deer,  o'er  the  hills  bounding, 
Was  ne'er  in  its  mirth  so  graceful  as  thou. 

When  on  the  skies  at  mid-night  thou  gazest, 
A  light  so  divine  thy  features  then  wear 

That,  when  to  some  planet  thy  brighteye  thou  raisesl. 
We  feel  'tis  thy  home  tbun  art  looking  for  tliere. 

But  when  the  word  for  the  gay  dance  is  given, 
So  buoyant  thy  spirit,  so  heartfelt  thy  mirth, 

Ob  !  then  we  say  :   *'  ne'er  leave  earth  for  heaven. 
Bat  linger  still  here  to  make  heaven  of  earth !" 


The  dawn  is  breaking  o'er  u. 

Bz  Thomas  Moobb. 


The  dawn  is  breaking  o'er  us. 
See,  heaven  hath  caught  its  hoe  I 

We  ve  day's  long  light  before  ua, 
What  sport  shall  we  pursue  t 

The  hunt  o'er  hill  and  lea  ?  >_•"'; 

1  he  sail  o'er  summer  sea  ?  .    ". 

Oh  !  let  not  hour  so  sweet  ; ..  ' 

Unwinged  by  pleasure  fleet.  ...  .    ^:,  • 

The  dawn  is  breaking  o'er  na. 

See,  heaven  hath  caught  its  ha*— 

We've  days  long  light  before  us. 
What  sport 'shall  we  putsue? 

They  met  but  once. 

*;::'■■      By  Thomas  MooBt. 


They  met  but  onee — in  Youth's  sweet  hooiv- 

And  never  since  that  day 
Hath  absence,  time,  or  grief  had  power 

To  chase  that  dream  away. 

They've  seen  the  suns  of  other  skies. 

On  other  shores  have  sought  delight:   * 

Bat  never  more  to  bless  their  ej6B 

Con  come  a  dream  so  bright.      •   , 

They  met  but  once— a  day  was  all 

Of  love's  young  hopes  they  knew— 

And  still  their  hearts  that  day  recall 
As  fresh  as  then  it  flew.  \      V 

Sweet  dream  of  youth  !— oh !  ne'er  agahi     /s  \ 

Let  either  meet  the  brow 
They  left  so  smooth  and  smiling  then*-  . 

Or  see  what  it  is  now.  ;•   .;. ,,  •;, 

For,  youth,  the  spell  was  only  thine. 

From  thee  alone  th'  enchantment  flows, 

That  makes  the  world  around  thee  shine 
W  ith  light  thyself  bestows. 

They  met  but  once — oh !  ne'er  agaia   ^, 

Let  either  meet  the  brow' 
Tbey  left  so  smooth  and  smiling  then. 

Or  see  what  it  is  now — 


t.fr' 


'■, 


Avenging  and  Bright 

Bt  Tbomas  Moobx. 


Avengikl  and  briRht  fell  tbe  s«m  sword  ofBrla 
Ou  htm  wlio  tlis  brave  sous  of  Uama  betrayed  ! 

For  eytry  fond  sys  wblcb  be  wikeued  a  le^r  in 
A  dr<]|>rrom  bia  beart-wonnds  aball  weep  o'er  ber  blade. 

By  the  red  cloud  that  Unng  o'er  Cunnor'a  dark  dwelllDg, 
Wbeu  triad's  tbree  obampious  lay  ilerplux  in  gore — 

By  tbe  billows  of  war  abicb.  so  often  bigb  swelling. 
Have  wafted  tbeaa  heroes  to  vlctory'a  abore  '— 

We  swear  to  revenge  tliera  !~nojoy  aball  be  tasted, 
Tbe  barp  aball  be  silent   the  njaiden  uuned  . 

Oar  balls  aball  be  mule,  and  onr  fleida  nball  lie  wasted. 
Till  vengeuce  ia  wrecked  ou  tbe  luurderer's  bead  I 

Tea.  uieuarcb  '  tbongbaweet  are  oar  home  recollections, 
Tbougb  aweet  are  the  lean  tbat  from  teuderuees  Ikll : 

Thougb  sweet  are  out  frieudabipe.  our  bopea, 

our  affections, 
B^veoie  ou  a  tyraut  is  sweetest  of  all ! 


■«;■■ 


And  tb^  JDotai 
ThlDgfl  vent  < 


MtT  fors 

'  ■  il 

ta  a  teMl 


JOear  Fanny. 


"She  has  beauty,  bvt  still  yon  mast  keep  year 

•  beart  eool : 

She  hns  wit.  bnt  yoa  ciTntn't  be  cangbt  so:  " 
Thus  Reason  advises,  lint  Beaaon's  a  foul—     . 
A.ud  'tis  uot  tbe  ilrat  time  I  bave  tbongbt  aa. 

DearVaaB^' 
Tis  not  the  first  time  I  bave  tboagbt  so ! 

"  Sbe  Is  lovelr— tben  love  ber.  nor  let  the  bliss  fly: 
'Tis  the  cbarm  of  joutb's  vanishing  season:" 

Tbns  Love  has  advised  me-aud  who  will  deny     :'.';,^  .-, 
Tbat  Love  reasous  much  better  than  Reason, 

Dsar  Fanny  T 

Ziove  reasous  much  better  than  Beaaou  ? 


Oh!  do  not  Look  so  Bright  and  Blest 

Bz  Thomas  Moobb. 


Oh !  do  not  look  bo  bright  and  Meet—  '    ' 

For,  Btill  there  comes  a  fenr, 
When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest. 

That  grief  is  then  most  near.  .-;'■' 

There  lurks  a  dread  in  all  delight,  •  .-      !■■ 

A  shadow  near  each  ray,  ■■.■.-:•     «-.-,/ 

That  warns  us  then  to  feor  their  night,        /  '       ' 
When  most  we  wish  their  stay. 

Then  look  not  thou  so  bright  and  blest—' 
For,  ah  !  there  comes  a  fear, 
/■  '.y  When  brow  like  thine  looks  happiest, 
That  grief  is  then  most  near. 

Why  is  it  thus  that  fairest  things 

1  he  soonest  fleet  and  die  ?  • .    ^ 

Thnt,  when  most  light  is  on  their  wings, 

1  hey're  then  but  spread  to  fly?  ,  ;  ■ 

And,  sadder  still,  the  pain  will  stay. 

The  bliss  no  more  appears  :  ^' .','!;.''':-' 

As  rainbows  take  their  light  away. 

And  leave  us  but  their  tears ! 

Then  look,  A«. 


Maguire's  Picnic  Party, 
and  Ohoros— By  Wux  H.  STouTKRBuaoa. 


UagnlseTai  onee  stated  tbat  it  was  his  firm  intintloa 
To  celebrate  bis  wedding  date  iu  a  way  be  soou 

«ud  iiilntinn  ; 
An'  so,  tbey  say.  tbat  wan  (uiue  day.  »ld  >  niauner 

free  Mid  baarty. 
He  anaoonoed  to  all  in  place  ov  a  ball  he'd  mrt  a  big 

picnic  party. 

Oboras:  Tbe  girls  were  there  decked  oa(  so  fair, 
Tbe  by'ea  were  gay  an'  iiesrty ; 
Have  ye'B  ever  beeu  on  a  festive  scene 
Like  Muguire'a  picnic  party  t 

They  titled  a  boat,  and  wbeu  afloat  upon  tbe  light-bloa 

Tbe  Addles  then  struck  up  a  chnne  In  tbe  rare  onid 

Ayle  tbey  I'Dght  ter: 
Delanecr  anng.  bnt  tbe  brogue  ov  bis  tongue  changed 

■iutimini  to  laughter. 
And  tb^poiae  t)ten  made  by  aich  gay  young  Made 

•book  the  boat  from  roof  to  ratter, 
Tbe  glrla  wen  there.  Ac. 

iOB  well  forqniieaapell.Jfaguire  was 
_.  doiii' tbe  Lanelera 

wld  anger  blind :  tot.  he  end  uot  find  bia  bride 

'  amonR  (he  dancers ; 

But  off  on  a  seat  in  a  eool  retreat,  bis  wll^  rye 

qaiekiT  found  her— 
Her  fo^s  be  spied  at  Oelsaey's  side,  wid  Delaaey's 

arm  uroond  ber ! 
;.  The  girls  were  tbere  Ae. 


Ible  sweat  he  left  the  set.  to  Mrs.  Magnire 

be  t>oanded, 
He  pnslwd  aside  bia  charming  bride,  bat  DeUney's 

*   •  bead  be  poonded  : 

Tbem  (bat  were  near,  tried  to  Interfere     for   tbe 

t>attle  looked  ao  hearty. 
And  Mis(alre  Fat  loat  the  new  white  hat  bed  boagbt 

1  j  for  tbe  ptOBlo  party. 

The  girls  were  there  Ao. 

Ia  tbeitaeral  fend  that  tbeo  ensued,  tbey  say  some 

■■•  >ii.'        bones  were  ijrokSB, 
An'  blaokened  eyes  to  rumor^ye  ris«  that  hard 

wordft  bad  been  spoken: 
Tbe  moal  of  this  yoa  ean  aisily  gniss  :  ir  ypz  wiab 

kapr  hale  an*  hearty. 
For  root  paoe  ov  mind  lave  jroar  wife  behind  wbeu 

yez  ijo  uu  a  picnic  patty. 

Ohortii :  Tbe  girls  were  tbere.decked  ont  so  Calr, 
The  by'es  were  gay  aii'  hearty ; 
Kiver  bcfor  wa«  there  fun  ^alure 
Like  MajjUire'a  picuic  party  ! 

f    I*!    ^ 

Poor  Broken  Flower! 


Poor  broken  flower !  what  art  can  now  recover  thee? 
TofQ  from  the  stem  thit  fed  thy  rosy  breath  : 
I  |n  vain  the  sunbeams  seek 
I  To  warm  that  fttded  oheek  : 
The  diews  of  heaven  that  once  like  balm  fell  over  thee, 
Now  are  but  tears  to  weep  thy  early  death  ! 

So  drtMps  the  maid  whose  lover  hath  forsaken  ber — 
Thrown  from  his  arms,  as  lone  and  lost  as  thou  : 
Ini  vain  the  smiles  of  all 
Like  sanbeams  round  lier  fall : 
The  ooly  smile  tbat  could  from  deatli  awaken  her, 
Thnt  smile,  alas  !  is  gone  to  olliers  now! 

"Wlkat  chin  ie  it  that  is  neVer  shaved  ?— An  urchin. 

"What  nation  producee  most  marriages  ? — Fasoi- 
natioD. 

When  is  a  eloek  on  the  stairs  dangeroiM?— 
Whea  it  rnns  down. 
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Oh !  Ko,  We  Never  Mention  Her. 


L 


Oh  t  DO,  we  nerer  mention  her, 

Her  name  is  never  heard  ; 
My  lipa  ar«  now  forbid  to  speAk 

That  onee  familiar  word  : 
From  eport  to  a  port  they  hurry  m* 

To  banish  my  reg;ret ; 
And  when  they  win  a  smile  from  mt. 

They  think. that  I  forget. 

They  bid  me  seek  in  change  of  io«D« 

The  oharina  thnl  others  see  ; 
Bat  were  I  in  a  foreign  land, 

They'd  flud  no  cliange  in  me. 
'Tis  true  that  I  behold  no  more 

The  valley  where  we  luet, 
I  do  not  see  tlie  hawthorn  tree  : 

But  how  can  I  f  irget  ? 

They  tell  me  she  is  happy  now, 

The  gayest  of  tlie  gay  ; 
They  hint  that  she  forgets  me  ; 

But  I  heed  not  what  tliey  say. 
Like  me  perhaps  slie  struggles 

With  each  feeling  of  regret : 
Bat  if  she  loves  as  I  have  loved. 

She  never  can  forget. 


Dennit  O'Shane. 

SOKO  AMS  OhOBUS. 

W«rds  by  t.W.  Pora—  Mvsto  by  H.  T.'  Xhakb. 

Tba  Uoslc  Is  pnbllfbsd  by  BABBk  Khak.  12  Sixth 

Btrsst,  MsM  SospcnsiOD  bridge,  Plttsbnrgb.  Pa. 


Why  trt  thou  lonely,  and  why  art  thou  sad  ? 
Thoughts  of  thy  Norah  should  make  tlry  heart  glad : 
Thoughts  of  my  loved  one  gives  life  to  my  heart,   ■ 
Bidding  all  feelings  of  sorrow  depart. 
When  thou  hast  Irfl  nie,  my  Spirit  takes  wings : 
Bird-like  it  follows  thee,  gladly  it  sings,. 
Sings  to  thy  Spirit  its  love-laden  strain — 
List  then,  my  darling,  luy  Dennis  O'Shane, 
Come  then,  my  darhng,  my  Dennis  O'Shane. 

Chokhs. 

Trust  me,  believe  me,  I  only  am  thine. 
TnM  aa  the  star  wliicii  the  mariner  guides  : 
Clouds  may  obscure  it,  but  love  like  to  min« 
Shines  on  the  same,  and  forever  abide*. 

Oft  when  the  sun  with  his  gold  gilds  the  West, 
Oft  when  the  kine  have  lain  down  to  their  rest: 
When  the  sweet  flowers  are  drinking  the  dew. 
Bounds  my  f<»<<l  licart  its  last  vow  to  renew  : 
Short  are  the  lives  of  U^ose  dew-drinking  flowers. 
Short  »re  llie  momenti'Wf  joy  we  call  ours — 
liut  to  e>>j<>y  them  we'll  meet  at  tha  lane, 
Cotiie  ihrM,  my  darling,  my  Dennis  O'Shane — 
Com«  then,  u.y  darling,  ny  Dennia  O'Shane — 

Chorus. 


Homeleu  To-Nigbt :  or  Boston  in  Ashes. 

Music  Pablisbsd  by  Wbitb,  Smith  k  Pkbst,  Doston.  Msss. 


Lone  and  weary  through  the  streets  we  wander  : 

For,  we  have  no  place  io  lay  our  lieads, 
Not  a  friend  on  earth  is  left  to  shelter  us : 

For,  both  our  parents  now  are  deod — 
Poor  mother  died  when  we  were  both  young, 

Tet  ftther  made  for  us  a  home  : 
But  DOW  he's  killed  by  falling  timbers. 

And  we  are  left  here  all  alone. 

CaoKca.        -     -  " 
Lone  and  weary  through  the  streets  we  wander: 

For.  we  have  no  place  to  lay  our  heads, 
Not  a  friend  on  earth  is  Ikft  to  shelter  us : 

For,  both  our  parents  now  are  dead— 

"Who  will  pity  us  and  who  will  give  us  shelter, 

Through  this  sad  and  lonely  night  f 
Little  brother  now  is  cold  and  hungry,         ''-    ." 

And  the  tears  roll  down  his  ohews  so  white : 
Ob  !  if  our  biotber  now  was  left  us, 

Then  she  would  care  for  us  to-night : 
Bat,  ah  t  tha  angaia  th«^  bava  Ixhim  h«r 

Unto  a  home  when  all  ia  bright. 

LoM  and  weary,  <be. 


I  am  Waiting,  Birdie. 

Composed  sod  sung  with  great  spplanas  by 
I  Sahcei.  D.  Etbicklkb.    -    >,, 

I  om  waiting  for  a  bright  smila       .,  ! 

Beaming  pure  and  bright, 
I  aiu  wailing  for  those  footsteps 

Treading  soft  and  light. 
When  the  stars  are  shining.  Birdie, 

I  will  meet  you  here  : 
All  I  ever  long  for,  birdie, 
Is  to  be  with  thee  near. 
Chorus  :  I  am  wailing,  Birdie,  waiting 
For  to  greet  thee  here  : 
All  I  ever  long  for,  darling. 
Is  to  be  with  thee  near. 


I'm  so  lonely,  darling  Birdie, 

Wlien  Iin  far  from  thee  : 
For,  no  other's  smiles  cun  cheer  me. 

You  are  oil  the  world  to  me. 
And  when  I'm  dreaming,  darling  Birdie, 

Dreoining,  love,  of  thee, 
I  pray  lliat  Heaven  will  bless  me,  darling. 

And  bring  me  back  to  thee. 
Chorus  :   I  am  waiting,  liirdie,  waiting 
For  to  greet  thee  here  : 
I  am  always  happy.  Birdie, 
^Vhen  I  m  with  thee  neor. 


Ob!  Trust  Me,  DarliDg,  Once  Again. 
Composed  and  sungby  Samuei.  D.  Stmoxub. 


Oh  I  trust  me,  darling,  once  again, 

J  never  more  will  grieve  ihee  ; 
'Tis  hard  to  part  with  all  I  love — 

I  cannot— must  not  leave  thee. 
How  sweet  those  memeries  to  me  __  , 

Of  the  bright  iftid  happy  hours. 
When  we  strolled  together,  hand  in  hand, 

To  gather  the  fairest  flowers! 

Chorus :     Oh !  trust  me,  darling,  onee  again, 
I  never  more' will  grieve  thee  : 
'Tis  hard  to  part  wiih  all  I  love — 
I  cannot — must  not  leave  thee. 

Wilt  thou  forgive  me,  darling  one  ? 

For.  world's  no  charms  without  thee  ;     • 
Forgive  those  angry  words  I  spoke, 

'Ine  pain  that  I  have  caused  the«:   - 
Believe  me  when  I  tell  you  true  :  .     * 

For,  thou  art  so  dear  to  me — 
And  while  there  beams  a  light  above, 

I  ne'er  will  cease  to  love  thee — 

Oh  !  trust  me,  darlibg,  &c. 


Wine :  or  Around  the  Clock  We  Go. 

As  snog  at  Iho  Ouano  OrskA  Hocsx. 


I  ■.•;- ■;,■:■■■.:::;■■-■". 

I 

Sing  cheerily,  sing  lustily,  .     - 

Good  liquor  is  divine. 
The  nectar  of  the  gods 

Was  wine,  wine: 
Now  pleasure  be  our  queen, 

Ola  father's  lime  we  mock, 
And  close  tho  merry  hours, 

Laughing  'round  the  clock. 

torus  :     All  'round  the  clock. 

Good  liquor  is  divine. 
The  nectar  of  the  gods 
Was  wine. 

With  jolly  souls  like  ours. 

Ana  Wine  to  make  them  gay. 
The  sorrows  of  the  world 

Can  never  come  our  way: 
And  thirstier  crew  than  we. 

Since  Moses  struck  the  rock,        ^ 
Ke'er  chased  the  merry  hours. 

Laughing 'round  the  clock. 

All  'round  the,  die. 


Why  should  a  sea  voyage  have  no  terrors  for 
medical  men  ? — Because  ihey  are  accustomed  to 
see  sickneea. 


A  Shantyman'e  Idle. 

Oomposed  and  Writtaa  by  0>o.  W.  Btaoi 


Ob  '.  aSbintymsn's  life  is  a  weary  ona^  ■      -    -'  - 

Tboagb  Ronie  call  it  free  from  care: 
It's  wIsldlDK  tlie  axe,  from  morning,  till  Dlgbt, 

Midst  th«  forest  darli  Slid  diesr: 
A  lying  lo  the  shsuty,  blekk  and  eold,  i-  -,         .'' 

Where  tbs  stormy  winds  do  blow:      !     '    ' 
And  ss  soou  as  tli*  mornlog  stars  appaar. 

To  the  wild-wood  wa  must  go. 
Trsuaported  we  are,  from  the  pretty  maldsna  tk 

Oil  ttie  banks  of  Black  River  atraam, 
TVliers  the  wolves,  and  the  owls,  with  thair  tan 

Dilsnrb  our  nightly  draaaaa.   '     :v|.-.''    - 

At  two  o'elock.  oar  aarly  cook  [    ' 

Calls  oat :  "'tis  the  break  of  day ! "   I 
In  broken  slambers  we  do  pass 

Tbe  loug  wluter  nighta  away. 
Bad  we  Ale,  Wiue  or  B««r  oar  spirits  toebeer. 

Whilst  iu  the  deaart  wild: 
Or  a  glras  of  aoy  thown,  whilst  in  the  woods  ale 

'Twould  shortaa  onr  loag  exile:     • 
Bat  we've  parted  from  the  glass,  and  the  smilln 

iova; 

All  pteaaarea  l«fl  behind— 
No  kind  frieuda  near  to  wipe  the  fklUng  tear, 

When  sorrow  fills  the  troubled  mind. 

When  spring  oomes  Im  double  hardships  begifl( 

Aud  tbe  waters,  plvclng  cold. 
Dripping  wet  oar  clothes,  our  limbs  are  almoat 

To  our  oars  w*  can  scarcely  hold. 
But  the  rocks,  shoals,  aud  sands  give  employmi 

toal 

Onr  well-bended  raft  to  steer, 
And  the  rapids,  tliat  we  run, 

To  Ds  they  are  but  fun,  *      ' 

Void  of  all  slavish  fear. 

Now  a  shanty-boy  I  do  love  the  best. 
And  I  never  will  deuy  the  sauie  : 

For.  his  heart  fcometh  those  oonoslty  baaoih 
That  call  it  a  disgraoefnl  name. 

It  makes  me,  Indeed,  my  very  heart  to  bleed 

To  see  tlie  danger  be  dal  ly  doea  ^od  : 
But  all  tbia  be  will  repay.  <n  soma  Ritnre  happy 

Wbeu  joined  In  wedlock  band  : 
All  rafting  he'll  give  o'er,  aud  anchor  safs  on  st 

l,ead  «  quiet  and  sober  life. 
Never  more  will  he  roam  from  his  peaceful,  happ 

But  he'll  marry  him  a  pretty  little  wife. 


Fashions  of  the  Day. 

Banjo  Solo*  Written  and  sung  by  OaoaaE  Haj 

.  ■.  '■ '  .'1..  ~^"~~"" 

I  jttst  eome  out  to  sing  a  little  ditty, 
And  I  hope  I  won't  offend  in  what  I  say 

I'll  tell  you  of  the  sights  you  see  while  wall 
Any  afternoon,  up  our  gay  Broadway. 

The  ladies  they  dress  so  very'  funny, 
IVith  a  curl  or  two  hanging  down  behim 

Their  Ti-ont  hair  rushing  down  their  eyebro 
While  they  strap  on  ^1  the  papera  they  ct 

You'll  see  the  swell  a-stand'  ig  on  the  oorr> 
His  pantaloons  s«  tight  you'd  think  he'd 

His  mother's  out  a-wmshing  fur  a  dollar, 
While  he  high-priced  cigars  am  bound  to 

The  free-lunch  brigade,  you're  sure  to  meet 
Any  time  a  day,  workmg  up  tlieir  route  : 

Oh  !  how  the  cheese  and  crackers  they  do  i 
To  say  nothing  of  tbe  beans  and  sauerki 

■  i«i  ■ 

Poor  Child  of  the  Drunkard. 

Poor  child  of  the  drunkard,  none  careth  for 
Thy  desolate  dwelling  no  slielter  can  be  : 
Friendless  and  forsaken,  rude  winds  on  th«« 
Left  now  to  the  wide  world,  say  :  where  oan 

th 
CnoBGs. 

Come  hither,  my  darling,  dwell  ever  with  d 
Here  theu  shalt  be  welcome.  111  eheer  and 

comfoi 

rx>w  under  the  green  sod  thy  mother  now  11 
Uer  prayers  for  thy  safety  God  will  not  dea 
Her  woras  I  remember,  oft  spoken  in  faith 
"  My  child,  Ood  will  shield  you  when  I  alec 

d 
..   /.,;',- .        Come  hither,  my  darling, 

Thy  sad,'  thoughtless  father,  how  fallen  ie  b 
May  God  in  his  mercy  the  drunkard  s«t  fre 
Friendless  and  forsaken,  rude  winds  on  the< 
Left  DOW  to  the  wide  world,  say :  where  can 

*Uk 
Coine  hither,  my  darHiig, 


b 
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The  Bridge  of  Sighi. 


One  more  UnfortunAte, 
Weary  of  breath, 
Rasbly  knportunate,     ■ 
Gone  to  li«r  death  1 

Take  her  up  tenderly. 
Lift  ber  with  oare  , 
Fashioned  ao  clenderly, 
Young,  and  so  ialr  I 

Look  at  her  garmenta 
ClioKiog  like  ceremenla  ; 
Whilst  the  wave  oonitanUy 
Drips  from  her  clcthing  , 
Take  her  up  instantly, 
LoTiog,  not  Loathing. 

Touch  her  not  seomfully ; 
Think  of  her  mournfully, 
Gently  and  hvuianly. 
Not  of  the  stains  of  her  , 
All  that  remains  of  her 
Now  is  pure  womanly. 

Make  no  deep  scrutiny 

Into  her  mutiny 

Brash  and  undutifal ; 

Past  all  dislionop. 

Death  has  left  on  her  * 

Only  the  beautiful. 

Still,  for  all  slips  of  hers. 
One  of  Eves  family- 
Wipe  those  poor  lips  of  hen 
Ooting  80  clammily. 

Loop  up  her  tresses 
Escaped  from  the  comb, 
Her  fair  auburn  trtsses  , 
Whilst  wonderment  gnessea 
W  here  was  her  home  * 

WUo  was  her  fatlierf 
Who  was  her  mother f 
Had  she  a  sister  ? 
Had  she  a  brother  ? 
Or  was  there  a  dearer  en* 
Still,  and  a  nearer  one 
Yet,  than  all  other  ? 

Alast  for  the  rarity 
Of  Christian  charity 
Und^r  the  sun ! 
Oh  !  it  was  pitiful ! 
Near  a  whole  city  full, 
Home  she  had  none. 

Sisterly,  brotherly, 
Fatherly,  motherly, 
Feelings  had  changed 
Love,  by  harsh  evidence. 
Thrown  from  its  eminence ; 
Even  God's  providence 
Seeming  estranged. 

Where  the  lamps  quiver 
So  far  in  the  river, 
With  many  a  light 
From  window  and  casement. 
From  garret  to  basement. 
She  stood  with  amatemeDt, 
Houseless  by  night. 

The  bleak  wind  of  March 
Made  her  tremble  snd  shiver; 
But  not  the  dark  arch, 
Or  the  black  flowing  river ; 
Mad  from  life's  history, 
Glad  to  death's  mystery, 
Swift  to  be  hurled— 
Any  where,  any  where 
Out  of  the  world ! 

In  she  plunged  boldly. 
No  matter  how  coldly 
The  rough  river  ran, — 
Over  the  brink  of  it. 
Picture  it— think  of  it, 
Dissolute  Man! 
Lave  in  it,  drink  of  it, 
Then,  if  yon  «an!° 


Take  her  up  tenderly, 
Lift  her  with  eare  ; 
Fashioned  so  vlenderiy, 
Young,  and  so  fair! 

Ere  her  limbs  frigidly      '  >..• 
Stiffen  too  rigidly,  \  V  : 

Decently, —  kindly, — 
Smoothe  and  compose  tbem 
And  her  eyes,  close  then 
Staring  so  blindly  1  '■  '■'.. .-, 

Dreadfully  staring  _       l)\: 
Thro'  muddy  impurity,  ./     ;, 
As  when  the  daring 
Last  look  of  despairing    ^  -_  ■  '■/. 
Fixed  on  futurity.  ;-, 

Perishing  gloomily, 
Spurred  ty  contumely, 
Cold  inhumanity,  •''. 

liurning  insanity,       ...   *'/ ,- 
Into  her  rest. —         ■''''  '    ^   ' 
Cross  her  hands  hnmMy,  ..■{.:■ 
As  if  praying  dumbly. 
Over  her  breast !        ,  a  v  .'.l    ■ 

Owning  her  weakness,      v;   ' 
Her  evil  behavior. 
And  leaving  with  meekness 
Her  sins  to  her  Savior  1 


-.♦^ 


When  will  you  think  of  me  f 

From  the  New  Tork  Ouppxb— By  ^'  Kioaoinili ' 


When  will  you  think  of  me,  dear  friend. 

When  will  you  think  of  me  ?     Whea  t 
When  you  sit  alone  al  twilight  lK>ur, 
And  yield  unto  its  mystic  pow,cr,  •?•* 

Or  when  yon  see  some  tender  flower,     >^;V. 
Ah'  you  11  think  of  me  M«n 

^^  hen  will  you  think  of  me,  dear  friend, 
W  hen  will  you  think  of  me  ?     When  f 

When  your  heart  is  sad,  no  friend  is  nAr 

To  sadly  wiUi  you  drop  a  tear, 

And  make  tne  grief  more  light  appear, 
Ob!  you'll  think -of  me  then.  .-    ' 

When  will  you  think  of  me,  dear  friend, 
\\  hen  will  you  think  of  mei    When? 
When  adown  the  west  the  daylight  diea, 
And  golden-tinted  Summer  skies 
Smile  on  thy  cnlm.  unclouded  eyes, 
Ah!  you'll  think  of  me  then. 

When  will  you  think  of  me,  dear  friemi. 
When  will  you  think  of  me?    When  ? 
Some  strain  you  hear^  low,  eoft  and  sweeU 
It  comes  like  a  memor3^that  yon  greet 
With  tender  tears — Ah  !  it  were  meet 
1  hat  you'd  thiak  of  me  then. 

When  will  yqn  think  of  me,  dear  friend, 
W  hen  will  you  think  of  me  ?     W  hen  T 
I  cannot  tell :  but  I  believe,  ,, 

As  time  her  varied  chains  shall  weave^  ;■>  v 
No  matter  where,  for  me  you'll  grieve,  i;  /v 
And  kindly  think  of  me  then. 


The  caplUiin  asledp  .-xid  tbe  men  I'ff  their  poaU, 

With  the  coil  >ii4  pioTldona  ron  short 
While  tiis  doomed  ones  thpy  hoped  for  that  bright 

«•..,  t  .    ,  westeiB  Ian*, 

nbicli  Id  Joyous  sneet  dreams  they  had  sought. 

Crobcs. 

Can  It  bs  sneh  neffleet  shell  i>.v  us  be  forgot. 

Or  that  money  shall  triauiph  once  moreT 
A  eood  killing  hand,  a  atout  branch  and  a  roi-e 

Fur  t&uae  who  go  back  on  the  poor. 

When  tiis  divers  went  down  'neath  tbe  wreek  tosetreh 

For  tka  TlcUiiis  that  lay  far  below 
••  Tis  only  a  sleeriga  "  was  oft  the  remark. 

As  the  ghastly  form  came  np  to  view- 
As  if  only  a  steerage  could  shut  out  a  sool. 

Because  poverty  claiiued  hlui  her  own, 
As  if  dollars  and  diiues  are  the  atandard  of  worth, 

Aud  ttte  paas  to  all  good  that  is  known. 
Cbobcs. 
Bat  the  White  Star  nntt  change  its  emblem  a)oft 

To  blood-red,  a'>fl<>at  and  ashore 
Till  the  Steamer  Atlautic'a  forgotten  by  time, 

With  its  cargo  of  anburied  poor. 

At  the  stand*  on  the  comer  of  every  street, 

The  Seed  and  blind  used  to  be 
And  work  out  a  living  to  s»ve  them  from  want. 

From  tlie  poor-huute  that  they  might  be  free  : 
But  uowatoiit  Ilallaua    healthy  and  strong, 

Each  old  grandinolher's  driTen  away. 
I  don't  tkiuk  the  people  will  stand  tlie  base  wro;i" 

Of  these  people  who  work  nnder  pay.  ° 

Ohobus 
And  the  newsboy  or  bootblack  that  tolls,  mom 

_    ..  aod  night 

To  keep  hanger  and  pain  from  the  door, 
Have  blsen  pushed  to  the  wall  by  these  great  organ  men  i 
I«et  as  never  go  back  ou  the  poor. 


■■«» 

»i' 
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Never  go  Back  on  the  Poor,      >  ;' 

Written  and  composed  by  Wstts,  especially  for 

Messrs  Harris  and  Brady,  and  snngby  tbem 

with  great  success. 

An  .—Don't  pnt  jronr  foot  on  a  man  when  he's  Aovib 


In  this  worM  of  sorrow,  of  toi(  snd  rscret,  « 

There  are  acenea  I  would  gladly  pas*  o'er. 
Bat  ktern  troth  compela  that  each  fact  must  be  told, 

That  thro'  life  we  may  check  them  the  more. 
It  it  right  that  a  mau  whe  has  welnsmed  his  paj 

On  the  pipes  by  the  sweat  of  hia  brow, 
Should  wait  like  a  beggar  on  Oreen,  day  by  iKft'r  '■' 

Or  else  home  io  hunger  to  goT 

Chobus.  >  > '.. 

If  a  man  is  In  tronble.  remember  thta  song, 
Oo  drive  tbe  grim  wolf  from  hlsdoor.  -■'I 

Assist  him  In  need,  yon  will  seldom  be  wrongs   T  ' 
If  yon  never  go  back  on  the  poor. 

From  tbe  wild  waste  of  waters  a  deatb-erjr  eama. 

As  dashed  on  tbe  iron-l>onnd  shore, 
A  noble  ship  struck  in  the  ('arkaeas  of  night, 

Aad  sank  'mid  the  tempest's  load  roar. 


Coffin  Jim :  or  Sam  Moore's  Lament 

Obabaotbb  Soho.  * 

By  Wnx  H.  C.  of  Canton,  0. 
sd  to  EnwiK  BnowRE,  Character  Vocalist. 


w 


At  X  Mppened  in  the  city,  one  fine  evening, 

I  took  a  little  muihle  down  the  elrett. 
When  a  splendid-lookia'  chap  came  up  and 

askt^d  me 

If  r  remembered  when  we  last  did  meet. 
I  told  him  that  I  had  no  recollection 

Of  ever  having  seen  his  phiz  before  ; 
And  he  gave  me  then  a  mighty  dose  inspect  ino, 

Ana  be  said;  "My  friend,  I  guess  your  nn    j 
i  i      ..  is  Mooio»" 

ji        \  CnoRus. 

"  Oh  I  jea,  says  I,  my  name  is  S^amuel  Moore,  sir, 

And  I  hail  right  from  the  snnny  liills  of  like  : 
And  t^y  dad  he  used  to  keep  the  villnge  store,  sir, 

Antijl  Have  five  sisters  and  a  brother  Ike.  " 

Tken'be  told  me  that  he  knew  all  my  relations, 

And  lliut  his  uncle's  brother  was  my  dad  ; 
And  fti>T»  his  many  friendly  iiiliinaiions 

I  atat  sure  I  thouglit  he  was  a  bnllv  lad  : 
But  ^rben  he  a«ked  nie  :  "  how  is  ristcr  Lizzie?  " 

I  kinew  he  was  my  Itfng-lust  Cousin  Jim  : 
So  w«  went  into  a  place  that  made  tne  dizzy. 

And  he  told  uie  all  that  style  l>clon^<'<l  lo  him. 
•'  Oh  !  yes.  enya  I,  Ao. 

Tbeo^ke  asked  me  if  I'd  play  a  game  cnll.d  keno. 

But  I  told  hira  tliat  I  d  never  yet  ieann  d  how  ; 
I  sai4  I  could  play  nothing  yet  but  euchre, 

\Vliich  I'd  learned  on  isundays  in  the  barley  mow. 
Just  jllien  in  rushed  some  fellows  dressed  so  funny, 

.  And  quickly  Cousin  Jim  blowed  out  the  light — 
And  now  I  haven't  got  a  cent  of  money — 

For,  with  it  Conain  Jim  has  Ukeu  flight. 
Chorus. 
"Oh;!  yes,  I  say.  my  name  is  Saranel  ^loore,  sir. 

And  I  wish  that  I  was  back  in  sunny  I'ike, 
As  a  qlerk  in  my  daddy's  village  rtore,  sir, 

I  ifrdnld  never  play  except  wiUi  broiher  Ike. 


for 


m 


when    does   a   ship    display    a    pro|->cnsity 
climbing? — When  she  runs  up  her  flag. 

What  is  that  which  has  a  iiic)iit!i  and  never 
speaks,  and  a  bed  in  which  it  never  sleeps  ? — 
A  riy^r. 

"Nfceeeity  knows  no  law.  "  Well,  necessity  is 
like  h  great  many  lawyers. 

Tbe  Persians  have  a  saying  that  "ten  nieasares 
of  talk  were  sent  down  upon  the  earth,  and  the 
womeD  took  nine.  "    A  libel ! 
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T]l£     STI^OKil'S    JOURNAL.. 


Th«  CroM  of  Blood. 

{  Continued.  ) 


It  was  kftcr  I  liod  embraced  and  con^ratuUted 
her,  lliut  Klisc  mcnliancd.  fur  the  Hval  time,  a 
peculiarity  I  had  often  iiDticed  in  her  loVer. 

"  Why  is  it,  do  3-ou  oiippose.  that  Morton  always 
Wears  a  ;;love  on  his  Kft  hand  ?  In  doors  or  out, 
even  (it  the  table,  he  keeps  that  liand  perpetually 
covered.  " 

'•  It  may  be  injured  or  disfi<;:ured  in  some  way.  " 

"I  nuan  to  ask  liiiM.  I  wunt  to  know  all  about 
Iiiiu  now,  "  she  sain,  gaily.  "  It  is  a  mystery,  aod 
I  dislilie  mysteries.  " 

'I  hat  !>anie  evening,  when  iter  lover  came,  »h» 
asked  him  tiie  secret  of  the  cK)ved  hand. 

"  I  here  is  no  mystery  about  it,  "  he  said,  un- 
buttoning the  delicate  kid-gloved  hand.  "  I  wear 
it  to  conceal  nn  unsightly  scar  I  received,  in  a  fight, 
when  I  was  a  miner  in  California.  " 

I  noticed  a  pallor  on  Elite's  face  as  he  spoke, 
and  as  he  uncovered  his  hand.  I  leaned  forward 
with  her  to  see  tiie  red  scar  that  was  certainly  un- 
sightly enough  to  excuse  its  covering.  iJut  Elise, 
white  as  a  Corpse,  never  heeded  the  scar,  fi.ving  her 
eyes,  dilated  witli  horror,  upon  a  large  seal  ring 
on  the  f  lurth  finger  of  the  disfigured  hand. 

Her  very  lip9  grew  white,  as  she  struggled  with 
lome  deep,  painful  emotion. 

ller  lover,  looking  willi  wonder  at  her  white, 
agitated  face,  said,  "Elise,  you  arc  ill!  What 
moves  you  so,  darling  ? 

Shefcoked  up,  with  a  piteous,  yearning  e.xpresioD, 
that  was  heart-breaking,  and  vi'nh  a  si^fii  that 
seemed  like  a  death-knell,  sauk  down,  white  and 
Senseless,  at  our  feet. 

Mr.  Mandcrson  was  summoned  from  the  library, 
and  a  physician  sent  for,  as  we  could  cot  revive 
her. 

All  the  long  night,  her  father  and  myself  worked 
over  her,  restoring  her  from  one  long  fainting  fit, 
only  to  cry,  in  a  tone  of  agonized  horror,  "  the 
cross  of  blood  !  the  cross  (  f  blood  !  "  and  again 
foil  back  insensible. 

'1  he  physician  arrived  when  we  were  bdcoming 
seriously  alarmed,  and  at  once  inquired  if  Miss 
Manderson  had  ^ulTered  from  a  mental  shock. 

Her  father  onswered,  promptly,  "No;  Miss 
Stander.-'on  lives  a  perfecily  tranquil,  happy  life. 
Slits  |ias  never  had  any  mental  affliction,  excepting 
her  motlier's  death.  " 

l>ut  when'  the  night  cf  insensibility  was  over, 
and  Elise  passed  into  violent  delirium,  the  doctor 
became  positive  in  his  conviction,  and  I  grew  fairly 
bewildered. 

She  raved  inoeasantly  of  Morton,  calling  him  by. 
every  endearing  name,  then  cry>>ig  out  in  horror, 
"  Morton  !  1  he  cross  of  blootl ! —  the  cross  of  blood ! 
Oh  !  it  cannot  be  you,  Morton.  w)io  murdered  him ! 
Morton,  my  own  love !  Ob,  God  help  me !  The 
cross  of  blooil ! ' 

This  was  the  never-oeasing  refrain,  and  it  beeame 
horrible  to  me,  as  it  broke  from  her  lips  hour 
aAer  hour,  always  associated  with  her  lover's  name 
and  murder. 

For  one  long,  long  day,  after  more  than  a  week  of 
illness,  it  seemed  as  if  the  secret  was  to  be  buried 
in  the  grave  of  the  fair  girl.  With  bated  breatli, 
the  loving  father  and  I  watched  for  the  waking 
from  sKeji  that  was  to  be  decided  for  life  or  death, 
and  saw  the  large,  soft  eyes  open  rational  once 
more. 

"Madame,"  she  whispered,  "have  I  been  ill?" 

"  'i'es,  darling  ;  and  you  must  be  very  quiet.  " 

'•  Who  is  that  crying?  " 

Mr.  Manderson  clicked  the  deep  sobs  of  grat- 
itude to  come  to  her  side.     ' 

"  It  is  I,  Elise.  Thank  heaven,  yon  are  spared 
to  me,  my  child.  " 

"  Ves.    papa  ;     but — but "    and    her   eyes 

wandered. 

"  Do  vou  want  to  see  Morton  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Morton  ?  "  she  said,  wistfully ;  and  then,  in  a 
wild  sob,  "  No,  no  !   I  want  nobody  but  you  !  " 

I  had  told  no  one  of  tlie  rawngs  that  so  per- 
plexed me.  I  felt  that  there  was  some  deep 
nysUr;  hidden  in  my  darling's  pure,  young  heart, 
and  she  alone  roust  solve  it. 

Yet,  as  slie  grew  slowly  stronger,  I  saw  that  the 
seoret  had  beoome  an  ever-present  burden  of  sorrow 


that  was  breaking  her  heart.  With  retarning  health 
came  no  returning  gladness  to  the  pale,  wasted 
face  ;  but  she  would  lie  for  hours  looking  sadly  into 
vacancy. 

Even  after  she  wns  able  to  sit  up,  she  shrank 
fittm  seeing  Morton,  though  even  her  father  pleaded 
for  his  admittance. 

"  To-morrow,  when  I  am  stronger, "  she  would 
say,  to  turn  to  me  when  we  were  alone,  and  sob  her 
deep  un!<|>oken  agony  upon  my  breast. 

t>he  had  not  seen  Morton,  when  one  day  her 
father  came  in,  carrying  a  letter.  After  some  little 
talk,  he  said,  gaily,  "You  must  get  well  now,  and 
look  your  prettiest,  Elise.  Claude  Steadman  has 
oome  home. "  ,  ,      '    ;       ' 

"  He  has  not  come ! "  she  gasped. 
"  He  is  in  New  York,  and  w)ll  call  upon  us  to- 
day or  to-morrow.     I  have  told  Mrs.   King  to  pre- 
pare a  rooiu  for  him,  for  I  shall  not  let  him  return, 
if  I  can  keep  him  here.  " 

There  was  no  reply,  and  the  father  soon  left  us. 
Alone  with  me,  iJise  gave  way  to  a  burst  of  des- 
pairing anguish  tliat  fairly  terrified  nie. 

"What  sliull  I  do?  Uhat  can  I  do?"  she 
sobbed.  "  1  here  will  [>e  bloodshed  !  They  must 
not  meet !  1  must  warn  Morton  !  Oh,  my  love, 
my  love  !  " 

I  tried  in  vain  to  calm  her,  dreading  a  return  of 
her  first  terrible  illness  ;  and  after  an  liour  or  more 
of  this  suffering,  I  finally  persuaded  her  to  lake  a 
quieting  medicine,  that  held  her  fust  in  sleep  in  a 
sliort  time. 

My  own  bcains  were  whirling.  I  knew  that 
Claude  l^te.idman  was  a  yoli;ig  American  artist 
whom  the  Mandert!(>ns  had  met  in  Italy,  and  that 
an  exquisite  oil-painting  of  Elise,  that  hung  always 
in  her  father's  room,  was  the  work  of  his  hands. 
But,  often  as  I  h't4  heard  him  mentioned,  I  had 
never  imagined  Elise  regarded  him  with  es|)ecial 
fiivor  or  interest. 

She  had  spoken  frequently 'of  his  talents,  of 
their  pleasant  intercourse  abroad,  and  her  desire  to 
see  him  when  to  returned  to  New  York,  but  ever  in 
a  calm,  friendly  tone. 

bhe  awoke  calm  and  rational.  As  I  bent  over 
her,  she  drew  me  down  to  kiss  me  fond^. 

"  I  cannot  bear  my  secret  alone,'''  she  said,  her 
eyes  full  of  unshed  tears.  "  Will  yoO  hear  it,  and 
will  you  aid  me,  even  if  what  1  a«k  seems  wrong 
to  you  ?  " 

I  promised.  Surely,  there  could  be  no  deep 
wrong  done  by  her  little  hands  ? 

"  You  heard  my  father  say  Claude  Steadman 
was  coming  here  ?  ''  she  said,  after  a  moment  of 
silence.  "  Ho  must  not  meet  Morton  Baxter  un- 
gloved! And  yet  it  is  to  screen  him  I  am  doing 
foul  wrong  to  a  noble,  true  nature!  1  will  tell  you 
all !     Von  shall  advise  me.  " 

"  When  we  met  Claude  Steadman  in  Italy,  my 
father  became  much  attached  to  him,  and  be  was  a 
constant  visitor  at  our  hotel.  Y»u  have  seen  the 
picture  he  painted  of  me,  and  know  that  we  became 
very  friendly  in  the  many  long  sittings  J  gave  him. 
He  was  a  very  handsome  man.  in  a  boyish,  blonde 
style,  with  great  blue  eyes  like  a  baby's,  and  a 
sweet  sensitive  moivth.  Young  as  I  was,  I  felt,  as 
did  all  who  came  within  his  influence,  a  kind  of 
protecting  affection  for  him.  He  was  full  of  vi- 
vacity and  life,  but  subject  to  fits  of  deep  mental 
depression.  It  was  durmg  one  of  these  spells  he 
told  me  his  story. 

"  He  was  one  of  twin  sons  of  a  gentleman 
who  was  also  a  twin,  and  had  lo»l  father  and 
mother  when  a  mere  child.  His  father's  estate, 
carefully  man.tged,  had  ^iven  himself  and  his 
brother  support  and  education,  but  nothing  more. 
There  had*  been  the  usuol  strong  luve  of  twins 
between  the  brothers,  though  he  told  me  they  were 
most  unlike  in  appearance  and  disposition.  When 
they  arrived  at  raairhood,  their  futhrr's  uncle  died, 
and  in  his  will  left  his  neptiews  t«*o  riugs,  that 
had  been  made,  by  their  grandfather's  order,  for 
his  twin  boys.  Ihe  rings  were  very  {)eculiar,  ond 
Claude  gave  me  his  to  examine  closely.  Upon 
a  surface  of  onyx-stone,  pure  white,  was  a  cross  of 
deep  red  rubies,  the  family  coat-of-amis  being  a 
•ross  of  blood  upon  a  8now-cover«'d  field. 

"  The  brothers  were  ju-t  of  aje  when  they  de- 
cided to  seperate  for  a  ti.nt  in  pursuit  of  fortune, 
Claude  coming  to  New  i  ork  from  their  Western 
home,  and  Godfrey,  the  b.  other,  going  to  California 


in  search  of  gold. 

".Six  months  after  the  separation,  the 
brother  in  New  York  saw  the  account  of  a  mi 
ous  attack  upon  a  mining  party  who  had  fui 
•  large  nugget,  in  which  the  entice  numl)cr  wer 
ed,  and  the  villains  e6cai>e4.,jnUi  the  pli 
Among  the  killed  wus  GodfreyTleadman. 

"  When, "  said  Elise,  in  a  shivering  lone,  t 
clung  to  me,  "  Claude  said  this,  lie  held  u 
rinjj— the.  twin-ring  with  the  cross  of  bh 
crying,  'Some  day  I  shall  find  the  mate  to  thi 
the  hand  that  carries  it  it  will  be  the  hand  ( 
brother's  murderer  !      I  om  sure  '  f  it.  " 

"  Madame,  "  the  girl  whiajiereU,  "  wheil  I 
showed  me  the  scar  on  his  hand,  I  saw  upo 
finger  the  twin-ring  bearing  the  cross  of  bloc 
There  was  a  deip  silence  fell  upon  us.  I 
arms  the  girl  lay  white  and  exhausted,  yet  sec 
relieved  that  she  no  longer  bore  her  hideous  i 
alone.     I  tried  to  think  how  to  advise  her. 

It  seemed  to  me,  as  to  her,  impossible 
Morton  Baxter  could  be  the  vile  murderer  for 
Yet  the  possession  of  the  ring,  the  sear  he  o 
was  received  in  a  figl\  in  the  California  n 
were  fearfully  weighty  evidence  against  him. 
"  Madame,  "  said  the  low  voice,  "  will  you 
him?  Will  you  send  him  away  before  C 
comes  ?  Guiity  or  innocent,  1  love  him,  and  ] 
not  lake  his  punishment  in  my  hands.  " 

'I  will  warn  him,"  I  said.  "Lie  quiet,  i 
will  ppeak  to  him  at  once.  " 

It  w.is   not  an  ea.-y  task.     Mr.  Manderson 
gone  to  Linton  early  in  the  day,  but  I  was 
sure  Morton  was  in  the  library  waiting  the  bti 
from  the  sick  room. 

1  found  him  pacing  restlessly  up  and  down. 
"  Will  Elise  ece  me  'i  "  he  asked,  eagerly. 

"  Elise  has  sent  me  to  tell  you "  I  said, 

paused,    realizing  the  full  diinoulty  of  my  er 
"  To  tell  me  what  ?  "  he  asked,  impatiently. 
"I'o  tell  you  Claude  Steadman  will  be  her« 
short  titue. " 

"  Claude  Steadman !  " 

He  fairly  shonted  the  name,    not  in  the  voi( 
terror  or  fear,  but  of  the  nmst  rapturous  deligl 
"  Claude— here  !  "  he  cried.     "  Not  dead  !  " 
"  Dead  ?  "  I  repeated. 

"  1  hey  told  me  he  was  dead  when —  oh,  mad 
madame,  I  am  the  happiest  man  alive  I  Clau 
here !  " 

Even  as  he  spoke  the  door  opened,  and 
Manderson  entend,  followed  by  a  stranger.  '1 
was  one  awful  moment  when  the  two  men,  y 
as  death,  faced  each  other ;  then,  with  a  cry  1 1 
imagined  could  spring  from  men's  lips,  a  oi 
womanly  tenderness,  of  boyish  love,  they  sprai 
a  strong  mutual  embrace,  weeping  like  cliiJdrt 
When  we  wen;  quiet  again,  and  seated 
rational  beings,  I  thought  of  the  anxious,  lo 
heart  up-stairs,  and  said,  "  You  must  explain 
quickly.  Elise  is  dying,  broken-hearted,  Mo! 
trying  to  tear  her  heart  from  >ou,  believing 
are  Godfrey  ."^teadman's  murderer.  " 

"  I !     I  am  Godfrey  Steadman  himself!  " 
"  but  you  were  reported  murdered,  "   said 
fair-haired  artist,   seeming  to  just  awake  to 
wonder  of  the  scene. 

•'  I  was  left  for  deod,  Claude,  and  with  me 
companion  and  sharer  in  a  miner's  toils  and  I 
ships,  Morton  I'axter.  But  I  was  not  acli 
killed,  though  I  lay  for  hours  senseless 
bleeding.  W  hen  I  revived,  I  found  Morton 
still  breathed.  For  days  I  (ended  him,  scai 
alive  myself,  till  we  were  able  to  crawl  to 
nearest  station,  and  from  there  send  for  Mor 
father  to  San  Francisco.  \\  hen  he  came  to  u 
had  l)oth  removed  to  his  home,  and  togethe 
and  I  nursed  his  l>oy  until  he  died  of  his  inn 
The  old  man  clung  to  me.  looking  upon  me  a< 
companion  and  friend  of  his  son,  and  as  he  { 
more  and  more  feeble,  gradually  depended  i 
me  for  every  care  and  attention.  When  be  diti 
left  me  his  fortune,  upon  condition  that  I  tool 
son's  name.  But  as  soon  as  I  had  my  senses 
use  of  my  hands,  Claude,  I  wrote  ogain  and  j 
to  you.  There  »vas  no  antwer.'  and  when  I 
able,  I  came  to  New  York.  Mr.  Jones,  our 
lawyer,  told  me  you  had  died  in  Paris. " 

"  I  sailed  for  Italy  soon  after  you  were  n  |.< 
«l.iid,  Godfrey,  trying  to  f  rij.  t  my  sorrow  ii; 
art.  It  was  our  cousm  Claude  who  di<d  in  I'ai 
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I  stole  away  then,  leaving  them  to  exchange 
confidences,  and  went  to  Elise.  How  I  told  my 
story  I  cannot  now  recall;  but  when  the  brothers 
came  lo  the  drawing-room  with  their  host,  a  pale 
little  white-robed  fuiry  glided  to  Morton's  arms,  to 
sob  her  thankfulness,  and  beg  forgiveoeas  fur  her 
diatrast  of  him. 

There  was  a  wedding  in  the  autumn,  and  Morton 
Baxter  has  built  a  superb  mansion  near  ours  fur 
his  bride,  where  Claude  paints  his  new  sister's  fair 
face  as  angels,  fairies,  and  every  lovely  fantasy  of 
an  artist's  brain. 

I  say  ours,  because  Mr.  Manderson,  when  he  lost 
his  child,  decided  to  sell  Elmdale  'inless  I  would 
still  preside  there  as  bis  wife,  promising  to  remain 
with  me  or  make  me  his  companion,  if  he  was 
called  on  business  far  from  his  home.  And  I, 
knowing  him  true  and  good,  gladly  gave  him  my 
hand,  where  my  heart  hud  been  fur  many  long 
months. 


THE  EKD 


;:-^^^-.v.;,       EDITH:   :---.-■;"•''. 

Or  the  loss  of  the  Clipper-Ship 

"Golden  Lion" 


Ton  may  call  this  a  confession,  or  what  you 
like.  I  do  not  regard  it  as  otiicrs  may,  and  I  choose 
to  call  it  a  narrative.  ,  In  it  I  make  no  admission, 
no  acknowledgment  of  guilt.  Whatever  of  wrong 
I  may  have  dune  was  atoned  for  long  ago.  My 
guilt,  if  guilt  it  was.  brought  its  own  terrible 
punishment,  and  ray  sin  has  wrougiit  tin  expiation 
which  I  know  to  be  complete.  Vou  liave  asked 
me  for  my  story,  and  I  have  promised  to  tell  it, 
but  I  do  not  asic  you  to  sit  in  judgment  upon  my 
past  life.  Let  me  tell  you,  however,  that  it  is  no 
romance  that  I  have  to  relate.  Every  word  written 
upon  these  pages  shall  be  truth,  and  nothing 
else,  though  every  letter  traced  by  my  pen  burn 
into  my  sou),  as  1  write,  in  characters  of  living  fire. 

You  must  not  expect  me  to  be  concise  or  even 
coherent.  What  woman,  of  such  a  nature  as  mine, 
writing  the  story  of  her  own  life,  a  life  sucli  as  mine 
has  been,  could  do  it  ynmoved  ?  The  nshes  of  my 
past  are  not  so  dead  but  that  some  cuals  are  left. 

Otir  pretty  cottage  residence  was  in  a  village  on 
the  coast,  aliout  sixty  miles  from  New  York.  '1  liere 
I  dwelt  with  my  aunt  and  sister.  Ali !  let  me  speuk 
of  my  sister— my  motherless,  fatherless  sister— my 
companion,  my  Jove,  my  hope,  my  very  life  ;  for  it 
eeemea  to  me  that  my  liTe  r.egan  witli  her,  and  with 
her  all  its  sunshine  went  out  for  ever.  She  was 
very  little,  very  little  indeed  for  her  a^e.  No  one, 
seeing  that  round  baby  ftce,  wiLh  its  wild-rose 
complexion  and  wide  blue  eyes,  would  have  sup- 
posed her  to  be  eighteen.  I  was  tlien  twenty-three, 
and  her  direct  opposite,  for  I  was  tall,  and  almost 
as  dark  as  an  octoroon.  Had  you  noticed  the  un- 
usual smallness  of  her  figure,  you  would  have  taken 
her  for  a  mere  child,  bhe  had  such  little  hands 
and  feet,  tuti  moved  with  such  supple  grace,  that 
•he  seemed  more  iairy-Iike  than  human.  It  was 
not  her  fiither's  poetic  fancy  that  gained  for  her 
the  pet  name  of  "  Elf.  "  I  think  the  village  people 
were  the  first  to  discover  its  aptness  as  a  term  for 
her  peculiar  prettiness  ;  and  thus,  thougb  she  had 
been  qhristeiied  Elfie,  it  seeiued  tlte  most  natural 
thing  in  the  world  that  every  one  should  fall  into 
the  way  of  calling  her  "  Elf,  "  "  Elfio, "  and  some- 
times '•  Fairy. " 

And  60,  as  I  liave  said,  she  was  just  eighteen 
years  old  when  Gilbert  Stephens  first  met-her  under 
the  willows  by  the  roadside  on  that  sultry  August 
day,  and  stopped  liis  horse  to  look  at  her  in  wonder. 
Elf  and  I  had  been  wandering  about  the  fields  after 
a  few  late  snmmer  flowers  for  our  mautel-vasea,  and 
she  had  reached  the  road  a  little  in  advance,  and 
thrown  herself  upon  the  grass  in  the  shade  to  wait 
for  inij. 

" AViiy,  bless  me,  child !  "  said  Gilbert  Stephens. 
"  Do  you  know  how  pretty  you  are  ?  " 

She  had  never  seen  him  before  in  her  life,  and 
she  now  turned  her  face,  crimson  with  blushes,  to- 
wards the  strange  speaker,  and  bit  her  lips  with 
vexation. 

"  1  beg  yonr  pardon,  "  he  said,  immediately  per- 
ceiving his  mistake.  '*  I  thouKlit  it  was  a  child. 
I  love  children,  and  I  meant  no  offence,  believe  me.  " 


His  whole  manner  was  thht  of  a  gentientan,  and 
as  1  emerged  from  tiie  bushes  I  saw  that  he  was 
young,  not  more  than  tliirty,  and  handsome  too. 
lie  was  so  earnest  in  his  apology,  and  seemed  so 
provoked  by  his  blunder,  that  l'>lfie  smiled  good- 
naturedly. 

"it  is  no  matter,  "  she  said.  "  I  am  often  the 
subject  of  the  same  mistake.  " 

'lliose  two  dimples  of  Elfs  showed  to  fine  ad- 
vantage at  that  moment,  as  she  turned,  flushed 
and  rosy,  to  say  this.  Lut  at  that  moment  I  hurst 
in  upon  the  scene,  and  the  stranger's  attention  was 
at  once  turned  towards  me.  If  I  ever  saw  admir- 
ation in  a  man's  eyes,  I  saw  it  then.  No  woman, 
aware  of  her  own  attractiveness,  ever  mistakes 
that  Wk.  I  was  not  unhandsome,  and  I  knew  it, 
and  I  also  knew  that  my  beauty  had  suddenly 
found  no  ordinary  favor  in  Gilbert  Stephen's  eyes, 
but  he  raised  his  hat,  ^d  gathered  up  his  reins 
again. 

"  I  am  intruding,  "  he  said  ;  -'don't  let  me  add 
to  my  rudeness  !  " 

And  so  saying,  he  touched  his  horse,  and 
ambled  slowly  out  of  sight. 

That  was  the  beginning  of  my  acquaintance  with 
Gilbert  Stephens.  How  well,  looking  back  upon 
it  now  through  the  misty  years,  I  remember  that 
h«t  summer  afternokin,  the  white  dust  of  the  rond 
steeping  in  the  sun-light,  the  drooping  trees  hanging 
their  leaves  listlessly  in  the  quivering  air,  the 
peaceful  midday  stillness  brooding  over  all  the 
fields.  That  acquaintance,  thus  begun,  waa  des- 
tined to  ripen  into  a  close  and  singular  Intimacy — 
singular,  oecause  the  parties  to  it  were  a  rich,  proud 
man,  and  a  simple  girl  whose  face  was  her  only 
wealth. 

I  think  the  most  skilful  of  metaphysicians  would 
then  have  been  puzzled  to  find  a  reason  for  Gilbert's 
whim  in  making  a  friend  of  me.  How  it  came  about, 
I  hardly  know ;  but  in  a  week  after  that  first 
meeting  by  the  roadside  he  had  introduced  himself 
into  our  family,  made  a  friend  of  my  aunt,  and  es- 
tablishcd  himself  on  the  familiar  footing  of  a  regular 
visitor.  After  that,  scarcely  an  evening  passed  that 
did  not  find  him  at  the  cottage.  1  could  not  fail 
to  see  that  I  was  the  cause  of  his  sudden  interest  in 
us.  He  asked  me  to  drive  out  with  him. on  pleasant 
afternoons  ;  he  sent  me  flowers  almost  daily  ;  hfi 
lent  me  books,  and  read  them  tame  while  we  sat  in 
the  sun-set  in  the  little  porch  under  the  ivy ;  lie 
found  a  hundred  delicate  ways  of  conveying  to  me 
the  knowledge  that  he  loved  me. 

And  I — need  I  say  it? — loved  him.  All  the 
passionate  force  of  my  nature  turned  into  one 
channel,  which  led  from  my  heart  to  him.  I  loved 
him,  I  knew  not  why  ;  it  was  not  because  he  was 
good,  for  he  wos  not.  It  was  not  because  I  thought 
him  other  than  he  was.  I  did  not  stop  lo  question 
that. 

Through  all  those  days  he  scarcely  noticed  Elfie. 
lie  seemed  still  to  look  upon  her  as  a  child  ;  and 
though  he  appeared  pleased  with  her  artless  ways, 
and  glad  to  liave  her  near  us,  his  interest  in  her 
seemed  that  which  we  fiiel  i«  pretty  children,  and 
nothing  more.  And  so  ife  dreamed  awmy  ^he 
summer  days,  and  I  foun(^  my  life  rippling  onward 
in  a  plapid,  unbroken  current  of  {tuiect  happiness. 
One  evening  he  called,  as  was  bis  wont,  for  a 
drive  upon  the  sea-shore.  It  was  a  favorite  drive 
of  mine,  and  I  knew  that  he  went  there  for  my  sake 
alone.  The  evening  was  clear  and  beautiful,  and 
a  bright  moonlight  illumined  the  way,  making 
the  road  and  beach  nearly  as  light  as  in  the  open 
glare  of  day. 

"  How  beautiful ! "  I  exclaimed,  as  the  horse's 
hoofs  struck  the  hard  sand,  and  we  came  down 
close  to  the  white  fringe  of  surf. 

"  Beautiful,  indeed  !  "  he  said,  reining  the  animal  . 
in.    "  There  are  not  nuwy  sights  like  it !  " 

We  stopfied  to  look  over  the  sea,  while  the  wash 
of  the  waves  ran  seething  up  the  beach  between 
our  hoyse's  feet.  For  several  mot^enta  neither 
Gilbert  nor  I  spoke,  and  the  silence  was  broken 
only  by  the  constant  music  of  the  breokers.  I 
dont  know  why,  but  the  scene  brought  to  me  a 
dreadful  feeling  of  loneliness.  There  was  an  over- 
powering sense  of  desolation  in  that  wide,  dark 
waste  of  tumbling  waters,  and  in  those  never-ending 
reaches  of  barren  eand.  A  chockinj'  qeas^HOO 
came  into  my  throat,  Rn^  iy&  teai-s  info  iuy  eyes. 
1  thougrlit  of  my  love  for  thi^  niaii  at  my  side,  and 


if  he  g|h|ould  pass  out  of  it,  how  desolate  mv  life 
wouldi  be. 

Ah,,  how  much  more  desolate  than  ever  the 
rolling  tea,  or  the  dead  and  glistening  b<ach  before 
us!  VVoman,  and  fool  that  I  was,  a  sob  burst  from 
me  before  i  could  restrain  it. 

'•  What !  "  he  exclaimed  in  a  sUrtled  tone  ; 
"cryiog,  Edith  ?  You  are  not  in  any  trouble?  ' 

"Ko,^no, "  I  replied  hastily.  "I  don't  know 
what  lails  me.  It  is  so  beautiful  here  to-night, 
that  I  jstippose  I  was  crying  for  that,  if  anytliinc.' 
How  silly  lam!"  '' 

"  You  have  nothing  to  be  ashamed  for,  "  la-  said, 
gentlyi  "  I  feel  inclined  to  cry  myself,  sometimes, 
when  I  come  here.  1  he  ocean  is  the  most  lonely 
thing  in  the  world,  and  when  I  am  in  a  melancholy 
mood  I  come  here  for  synipalhy.  God  knows  I 
need  it  enougli  sometimes  I  " 

"  Yi^u  need  sympathy  ?  "  I  asked,  looking  up  at 
him,  wonderingly. 

"Yefc.;     Is  it  so  strange  that  a  man  should  be 
iut  of  jspirits?      We  of  the  sterner  sex  have  our 
yearning  and  our  moments  of  desolation  as  wj;ll  as 
womenj " 
^  "  Yo^  should  be  happy, "  I  said. 
"Why?" 
"  Yoii  are  rich.  " 

"And  does  that  bring  me  all  that  my  heart 
craves!  Do  you  think  I  wish  for  nothing  more? 
You,  who  are  a  woman,  know  nothing  of  n  man's 
yearning  for  a  woman's  company.  When  I  can 
clasp  in  these  nrnis  the  livin<;,  throbbing  form  of 
the  wonitn  I  love,  then  I  slmll  be  hojipy  ! " 

"Have  you  found  her?"  I  asked,  the  blooa 
rushing  lo  my  tem[)le8  as  I  spoke. 

He  turned  Uil  dark  eyes  full  upon  me,  with  a 
bright  light  glittering  in  them  and  answered  "  Yes.' 
1  could  not  mistake  his  tone.  My  heart  bounded 
fiercely  in  my  bosom,  ond  I  bowed  my  head,  that 
he  might:  not  see  the  burning  color  of  my  cheeks. 
"  You  have  not  asked  her  lo  bo  your  wife  ?  "  I 
said,  trelmulously. 

He  bifoke  forth  almost,  fiercely. 
"  I  have  not,  "  he  said,  "  because  I  dare  not.  I 
am  a  cwwiard.  I  dare  not  trust  my  fate  upon  such 
a  slenda-  thread,  .'^hould  she  refuse  me,  what  for 
me  would  there  be  left  in  life  to  make  it  worth  the 
living?" 

"But" if  she  should  not?  "  I  asked,  trembling  in 
every  limb. 

He  tujriied  upon  me  again,  and  seized  my  hands 
with  a  viehemence  tliat  almost  frightened  me. 

"Edith  I"  he  exclaimed.  "  Vou,  and  you  alone, 
can  t«Il  luje  whether  she  will  or  not.  Let  me  know 
the  worajt.  " 

I    was  *ilent  for  several  momenta.     My  heart    • 
throbbed  'so  as  to  nearly  ciioke  me.'     My  whole 
frame  qiiiered  with  excitement.     At  Inst  I  stain., 
mered   loHl>,    "1    do   not— think— she   would— 
Gilbert. H  • 

He  drfe*  me  near  him  quickly,  and  kissed  me. 
"Oh,    Edith, "    he  said,   you  have   made   nie 
very  happy ! " 

And  IliBt  was  all.  Was  it  all?  Wait  and  see. 
.Mine  was  a  short-lived  happiness.  The  single 
span  of  *  night  and  day  saw  its  glad  birtli  and  its 
bitter  death  and  burial. 

Oh,  how  bright  seemed  all  the  world  to  me  next 
day!  I  bijsied  myself  about  my  house-hold  duties 
with  such  unwonted  cheerfuUness,  that  Eltie  looked 
at  me  in!  wonder.  1  felt  as  if  wings  were  added  to 
my  feet,  aind  a  new  strength  given  to  my  frame.  I 
found  no  cpportunity  for  telling  Elfie  until  nio-ht 
came.  When  we  were  alone,  and  in  Uiv  uulerof 
the  parlor,  1  thought,  then  \  wp^iu  tell  her  And 
so,  al  kit,  the  twilight  came,  ond  I  eat  down  '»y 
the  opei^  ti;oiiow  to  vatch  the  last  fading  light  iti 
t'oc  west,  and  to  wait  for  the  sound  of  the  step  I 
iaii  learii4<l  to  know  so,  well  Elfie  sat  by  my  cUe. 
and  we  both  listened  for  the  eeho  of  the  boofs  of 
GilherV*  korse  upon  the  gravel. 

"  Why,  Elf!  •■  I  said,  suddenly ;  "  rou  are 
trembling, "  ^ 

ni"  \"\ll '!,  '\^  "^P'^-     "  '^«"'  ^  *>«"«^«  »  •"»• 
UD,    Kdlth,      she   continued,    dropping    ter  bead 

upon  my  Aoulder,  "  lana  afraid  tp  Have  him  come ! " 

....^•^^"t!|^^?..*"*''*   ^'^^^   come?"     I   «.ke«i. 
"  »Vi»y,  Elfie !  " 

"  Ido^'lt  know-l  lUn't  keow  what  to  say  to 
him.       j  1  ' 
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3  "I  go,"  she  said, 

"To  the  land  of  rest," 

And  ere  my  strength  shall  fail 

'V  I  must  tell  you  where, 

Near  my  own  loved  home,  .  f    v 

Ton  must  lay,  poor  Lilly  Dal©.'"   ' 
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Wliere  the  wild  flowers  grow, 
And  the  stream  ripples  forth  thro'  the  vali^ 
Wliere  the  birds  ^all  warble 
Their  songs  in  spring, 
llere  lay  poor  lolly  Dale." 
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C  T>.  —Cleveland  — Lf>ok  on  the  front  page  of 
the  Sinsjera'  Jonrnul  and  you  will  see,  under 
tlie  liile  of  ''Gt-ncral  Notice,"  that  we  do  not 
return  copies  <>f  songs  not  accepted  for  pub- 
licntion  and  that  we  answer  only  letters  having 
felaiion  to  the  solid  interest  of  our  Journal. 

Clara.  B. — That  song  will  appeal  in  No  95. 

The  Singers'  Journal  is  the  largest  and 
cheapest  collection  of  songs  ever  published  in 
tliis  <'ounlry.  All  Numbers,  from  No.  1  to  the 
lust,  Clin  be  obtained  at  any  time,  and  they  are 
arraiigo<l  ko  that  they  can  be  bound  in  one  or 
several  volumes,  according  to  the  inclination 
of  the  subscriber : — 

AnvicK — Every  Amateur  of  good  Songs  and 
Music  ought  to  make  a  collection  of  all  the 
Nunibers  as  coon  as  Published,  and  have  them 
Ixmiid  ill  book  form  :  such  a  book  will  always 
be  a  useful  recreation  and  an  invaluable  orna- 
ment for  the  parlor-table  in  every  American 
household. 
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THE     SINOER'S    JOURIVAL.. 


Our  Blessing  on  the  Daisies. 

Worda  by  Charles  Mjcka7— Masic  by  Franz  Abt. 

The  Muiic  of  tlii*  piece   nrrauged  for  the  voice  ind 

piauoforie   ia  pui>llsli«d  by  B.  H.  HardiOK  In  bli  elegutt 

•ud  \xrKe  iloulile-sheet  form-Tlie  xanie  M  tlie  Thirty 

Ceut  Sheet  Munlc— Fur  «alu  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

No  288  Bowery-Piice  Ten  OanU. 


t   v.: 


My  heart  U  full  of  Joy  to-day. 

The  air'bath  miislc  lu  it : 
Once  more  1  roaiu  th«  wild-wood  WtJ, 

Aud  prise  the  paMiug  uiinate. 
The  baliua  of  heav'n  ftre  on  uy  ohMk, 

My  feet  fu  meadow  mazea  : 
Let  me  alone   aud  I  will  speak 

My  blessing  on  thn  daisies  ! 
Iist  m»alouH.  aud  I  will  apeak     •     -    - 

Hy  meaaiuK  on  the  daisies  ! 

I  have  not  ae«n  for  half  a  year,  ' 

Sore  pout  in  cares  and  labors. 
These  gem*  uf  itartb,  thesa  blosaoms  dMtr, 

'i'bese  free  aud  gludsorue  nelgUburs  : 
They  smile  upon  me  as  of  old. 

Thron^'h  mein'ry's  shiftiug  phases  : 
My  bleneiut;  on  your  white  aud  gold. 

Ye  well  beloved  daisies  !  .   .> 

My  blessing  ou  your  white  aud  gold. 

Ye  well  beloved  daisies  ' 

I  love  ye  for  yunrselves  alone 

Ye  bright  persnnial  comers  : 
Y'e  ease  toy  brow  of  winters  known. 

Aud  crown  qiy  locks  wiib  sumnien: 
Regive  me  bad;  the  thoughts  of  youtlt. 

Its  fe«ili>K  aud  tta  phiises  : 
Its  careless  Joy    its  siniplo  truth — 

My  blessiuK  ou  the  duisies  '. 
Its  careless  Jo.v,  it*  8impl»  trnth — 

My  blesalug  ou  the  daisies  ! 

If  only  ouce  each  hundred  springs 
Ye  bloomed  the  long  grass  under. 

The  crowd,  with  all  its  priests  and  kings, 
Mould  throng  to  see  and  wonder  : 

Bellgiou's  self  would  kueul  aud  pray, 
And  hyum  your  Maker's  praises  : 

But  you   ye  blnssum  ev'ry  day- 
Mr  blC'saing  on  the  duisies  '. 

But  you  ye  b.ossom  ev'ry  day—   '    . 
My  blessing  ou  the  daisies  ! 


■V 


y'H: 


«-•«»< 


Leaning  on  a  Salcony. 

Words  by  Frank  W.  Green— Music  by  Alfred  Lee. 


Til  pleasant  on  a  summer's  night, 

I  think  you  won't  deny. 
When  stars,  like  wicked  laughing  eyes. 

Are  winkiug  in  the  sky. 
With  some  one  by  your  side,  whose  eye! 
Are  bright  as  any  star, 
,'•■1'     To  lean  upon  a  balcony, 
Eqjoyiug  a  cl(isr. 

cnoRrs. 
Leaning  on  a  balcony,  smoking  t  cigar. 
Talking  to  a  pretty  girl,  heedless  of  her  pa  : 
Tho'  some  may  like  to  stroll  about   I  like  t>etter  far 
Leaning  on  a  balcony,  amuking  a  cigar. 

You're  glad  to  leave  the  crowded  room. 

And    if  the  niyht  lie  fair. 
To  lean  upon  a  balcony 

To  get  a  breatli  of  air  : 
Aiid.  If  you've  some  one  by  your  side. 

She  won't  take  it  amiss 
If  iu  a  quiet  sort  of  way  '       .   ' 

Yon  steal  a  little  kiss. 

Leaning  on  s  baloony,  &c. 

When  curtains  screen  you  from  the  room, 

And  QolKKly  can  t^ee. 
To  pop  the  question  qnlotly 

What  butter  place  can  be  ? 
The  culdest-hearted  must  relent. 

You  vory  so->n  will  find  : 
For.  girls  upon  a  balcouy 

Usve  uever  proved  uukind. 

Leautng  on  A  balcony,  ke. 

Who  first  Invented  bslcouias 

It  isn't  clnai'ly  sIkwii 
But  1  am  much  liicllii»d  to  thiuk 

The  thoiiKlit  »sn  Cupid's  own  : 
At  any  rate   he  m  ikes  titeui  now 

UlS  own  especial  c.iru  :  , 

For  ou  a  quiet  iiionn:it  night. 

You'll  Always  find  him  there. 

Loaning  on  a  balcony,  &o. 

Then  If  yon  lil:e  in  suiumcr  time 

To  watch  the  stars  BO  brlRbt 
What  place  IS  bsif  HO  pleassiit  as 

A  balcony  at  nlgbt  ? 
Bat  batcholors,  both  young  and  old,  , 

It's  clear  from  what  I've  shown. 
If  you'd  keep  siu^'le  you  must  leave 

'ihose  baici'uies  alone  - 
Bpoxxk  :  And  neTer  catch  yourself— 

Leaning  on  a  balcony,  ke. 


Burnt  Out :  or  Pity  the  Homeless. 

•I       By  James  R.  Murray.  '■'"■.:■  j 

Pnbllslied  and. for  sale  by  Wbite   SMITH  k  PXBVT 
2«e  and  300  Washington  Street   Uualou-Prlce  40  Oc  its. 


The  Lone  Orave  by  the  Sea, . 

■  Composed  by  Will  8.  Hays.  I 

The  Mnalc  is  published  by  Louis  Tripp. 
Harmony  Hall,  Loaisvilie.  Ky. 


Pity  the  homeless,  pity  the  poor, 

By  the  fisne  Kire-fiend  forced  to  your  door  : 

Lut  to  their  pleading,  lint  to  their  cry, 

Pms  them  not  hetdk-ssly  by  : 

Roused  from  their  slumbers,  peaceful  And  sweet, 

HAstening  in  Urror  into  the  street, 

Leaving|.  behind  them  Ircnsurca  most  dear, 

Flying  in  anguish  and  fear. 


ciiours. 


Pity  til*  homelesa,  pity  the  poor. 
By  the  fierce  Fire-fiend  forced  to  your  door  : 
List  to  their  pleading,  list  to  their  cry. 
Pass  them  not  heedlessly,  heedlessly  by. 

See  how  the  Fire-king  leaps  in  his  joy  ! 

As  his  dread  minions  haste  to  destroy — 

See  how  the  homes,  once  pencvful  and  fair,    ,.  - 

Wrapped  in  tlie  flames,  melt  in  air — 

Haste  then,  and  help  tlieni,  who  from  their  home 

Shelterless,  foodless,  wearily  roam  : 

I'ity  their  anguish,  li.-t  to  their  prayers, 

Lighten  their  labors  aud  cares. 

Pity  the  homeless,  &c. 


I  Fatcboula. 

■■f         BONG  AND  DANCK. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Geo.  Evans. 

'Arranged  by  Wm.  Oooch. 

IPnbllabed  and  for  sale  by  Wnrre.  ^mitr  k  PXBBT, 
298  &  300  Washington  Street   liuaton— Price  35  Cents.' 


A  man  who  cannot  command  his  temper,  his  at- 
tention, and  his  countenance,  should  not  think  of 
being  a  man  of  business. 


Lovely  and  fair  is  ray  darling  Pat^houla, 

With  eyes  tender  olue  as  the  mid  summer's  sky  : 
She  is  my  jewel,  my  heart's  fondest  treasure, 

'1  he  bloom  on  her  cheek  will  the  roses  out-TW. 
She  treats  coldly  my  passionate  ardor, 
Oh  !  it's  then  that  I  love  her  tlie  harder — 
Tho'  she  says,  on  her  life,  she'd  ne'er  be  a  wife,- 

Such  a  d^r  little  witch  is  Patchoula  I 

cuoRi;s.  .      ^.,    V 

Oh  !  beautiful,  bewildering  Patchoula  I    ,■■■'%■'  ■'''' 
Lly  dear  little  riddle  I'atchoula — 

8he  can  fi>ol  me  ut  will,  bub  I  'II  thiuk  of  her  still. 
My  witching,  my  dai-ling  Palchotila  ! 

"When  1  first  saw  Patchoula,  one  •*<•-,*• 

bright  summer's  morning. 
She  stood  by  the  side  of  her  own  father's  gate — 
The  smile  that  she  gave  me,  had 

the  spell  of  a  charmer  : 
'Twas  then  that  I  knew  I  had  met  nil  my  fate — 
With  her  inanneiv  so  bewitching  and  simple. 

Her  cheeks  are  so  roguish  ana  dimpled  : 
What  care  I  of  life,  if  she'd  be  niy  wife, 
My  own  little  darling  Patchoula  f 

Oh  !  beautiful,  Ac. 
.      f ^.^^ 

When  all  the  World  is  Toung. 

Words  by  the  Ilov,  C.  Kiugnley-Muslc  by  Ellz,ibeth  Phltp. 
The  Music  Is  published  by  Bousey  k  Co.,  644  Brosdwsy. 

^hen  all  the  world  is  young,  lad, 

And  all  tlie  trees  are  green,  .       , 

And  ev'ry  goose  a  swan,  lad, 

And  ev'ry  la-ss  a  queen  : 
Then  hey  for  Iniot  and  horse,  lad, 

And  ride  the  world  away. 
Young  blood  must  have  its  course,  lad, 

A  nil  ev'ry  dog  his  day  : 
Young  blood  must  have  its  course,  lad. 

And  ev'ry  dog  his  day — 

When  all  the  world  is  old,  lad. 

And  nil  the  trees  are  brown,    , 
And  all  the  ^port  is  stale,  lad,    ' 

And  all  the  wheels  run  down  : 
Creep  home,  and  take  thy  place  ther»> 

'1  he  maimed  and  8|M>nt  among —  ,'• 

God  grant  you  find  oiii!  face  there,  '■        '   '' 

You  loved  when  all  was  young  : 
God  grant  you  fitid  one  face  there, 
1,   -  J      You  loved,  you  loved  when  all  -was  young. 

wli»^,n  all  was  young. 


Pm  sitting  in  the  cottage  door, 

W  here  oft,  in  days  gone  by. 
We've  watched  the  wild  waves  kioi  the  il 

My  Mother  dear  Afld  I  : 
But  now  I'm  left  8*3  and  alone,  ., 

All  that  wns  dear  to  me —  i  -^  V'    ■ 

My  Mother  dear  !  I'm  weeping  by      \. 

The  lone  grave  by  the  sea  ;  *■'  ' 

Alone,  at  night,  I'm  kneeling        j 

By  tha  lone  grave  by  the  sea.         "*; 

The  pale  moon  now  reflects  her  light,  • 

While  half  the  world's  asleep  : 
The  stars,  so  beautifnl  and  bright. 

Looks  down  upon  the  deep  : 
The  murmuring  waves  come  to  the  shore, 

And  go,  in  playful  glee,  i   .. 

To  sing  a  dirge  upon  the  deep      j  " 

Of  the  lone  grave  by  the  sea.    j, 
While  I  am  left  alone  to  weep       '.■■    , 

O'er  the  lone  grave  by  the  8e«.i     . 

The  flowers  that  Mother  planted  there, 

Are  fading  fust  aw.ay  :     • 
They  ne'er  again  will  bloom  so  fair. 

The  cottage  will  decay  : 
But  let  that  cottage  be  my  home, 

No  other  give  to  me — 
For,  1  can  watch,  by  day  and  night. 

The  lone  grave  by  the  sea  : 
And  when  I  die,  oh  !  let  me  lie    ,■  .. 

Near  the  lone  grave  by  the  seft— 


Boston  Belles. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Raymond. 

The  Music  is  pnblisbed  by  Benj.  W.  Hitchcock 
No.  439  Third  Aveuue,  New- York. 


1  walked  down  Trcmont  Street,  one  day,     ' 

One  lovely  afternoon  ; 
The  belles  were  out  in  colors  gay, 

Like  butterflies  in  June. 
They  floated  on  in  glitt'ring  pride, 

1'ue  Kates  and  smiling  Nells  : 
Each  seemed  nrraycd.ua  for  a  brida,  _ 

These  charming  Boston  Bellea. 

CM0RU8. 

These  Boston  Belles,  these  Boston  Belles, 
These  charming  Boston  Bellea  I 

Kach  Seemed  arrayed  as  for  a  bride,    ■ 
These  charming  Boston  Belles. 

One  smiling  hlue-cyed  damsel  came 

With  euch  a  winning  grace  ; 
She  kindled  in  each  heart  a  flame—  - 

Oh  !  what  a  lovely  face  ! 
That  melting  eye,  that  cheek  of  rose, 

'1  hat  heart  where  Cupid  dwells — 
That  Grecian  bend— that  Grecian  nose^ 

'i  he  queen  of  liostou  Belles  ! 
.'_-.■-.  >»."* -^s      These  Boston  Belles^ 

I  Wiw  them  move  along  the  )iave. 

The  bhiiide  and  proud  bninette  : 
Their  graceful  cliurms  such  beauty  gare, 

I  never  can  forget  : 
They  fiiiiled  on  l>ick  and  sporting  Ned, 

And  Charlie,  I'lince  of  ■'dwells  ; 
It  seems  they  are  on  Nectar  fed,  ', 

These  shining  Boston  Belles  ! 

1  hese  Boston  Bellea, 

Then  let  us  sing  a  jovial  strain 

To  praise  the  Boston  fair  : 
Of  Boston  beauty  we  are  vain, 

And  Boston  graces  rare  : 
Then,  love,  ring  out  your  merry  ]>eal3. 

And  stmiid  your  silver  shells  : 
'Tis  hard  to  tell  what  joy  one  feels 

To  sing  of  boston  Belles  ! 

'1  hese  Boston  Belles, 


—•* 


That  woman  was  a  philosopher,  who,  when 
lost  her  husband,  said  she  had  one  great  cons 
tion,and  that  was— she  knew  where  be  was  o'  nig] 


■Ijrin^riiit.ii)  wK>wTii.ii.- 
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The  Fire-C«p  aod  Trumpet : 
or  the  Fireman's  Bride. 


Aa  I  walked  out,  one  fine  Summer'!  morning, 

All  tlone.  to  Uke  the  air, 
I  oTer- heard  a  tender  mother 

Talking  to  her  daughter  dear, 
Saving  :  "  Dear  daughter.  Id  have  you  to  many, 

No  longer  lead  a  single  life." 
"  O  mother  dear  !   I  would  rather  tarry, 

I  choose  to  be  a  fireman's  wife." 
Chorus. 
Give  me  the  lad  with  the  fire-shirt  on. 

Oh  !  give  to  lue  my  heart's  delight ; 
Give  me  the  lad  wiih  the  fire-cap  and  trumpet, 

That  shines  to  me  like  diamonds  bright — 

"  Firemen,  my  child,  are  fond  of  roaming. 

And  to  the  firvs  they  all  will  go  ; 
They  will  leave  you  broken-hearted,     ., . 

Which  will  prove  your  overthrow." 
"Hark!  now  you  hear  the  fire-bells  ringing, 

And  don't  you  hear  that  doleful  sound? 
Hark !  don't  you  hear  ?  The  foreman  of  the  engine 

Criee :  pull  on,  brave  boje!  they're  gaining 

■;;;::•;';;■■.,:.-:.,  ground!" 

Chorus. 

It  is  up  the  ladder  now  he's  tripping, 

Without  danger,  without  ftar, 
And  through  the  burning  window  he  dashes. 

An  infant's  cries  aloud  he  hears  : 
Down,  down  the  ladder  now  he  is  stepping, 

Without  danger,  without  fear:;  .     ,;. 

In  his  arms  he  has  the  mother, 

And  she  does  hold  her  baby  dear. 

Chorus. 


Jeanie  With  the  Light  Brown  Hair. 


I  dream  of  Jeanie  with  the  light  brown  hair. 
Home,  like  a  vapor,  on  the  summer  air ! 
I  see  her  tripping  where  the  bright  streams  play,  ' 
Happy  as  the  daisies  that  dance  on  her  way  : 
Many  were  the  wild  notes  her  merry  voice  would 

poor, 
Many  were  the  blithe  birds  that  warbled  them  oer — 
Oh!  I  dream  of  Jeanie  with  llie  liglit  brown  hair,. 
Floating,  like  a  vapor,  on  the  soft  summer  air! 

I  long  for  Jeanie  with  the  day-dawn  smile, 
Kadiant  in  gladness,  warm  with  winning  guile: 
I  hear  her  melodies,  like  joys  gone  by, 
Sighing  round  my  heart  o'er  the  fond  hopes 

that  die  : 
Sighing  like  the  night- wind  and  sobbing  like 

the  rain, 
'W^ailint;  for  the  lost  one  that  comes  not  again  : 
Oh!  I  lung  for  Jeanie,  and  my  heart  bows  low, 
Never  more  to  find  her  where  the  bright  waters 

flow— 

I  sigh  for  Jeanie.  but  her  light  form  strayed 
Far  from  the  fond  hearts  round  her  native  glade  : 
Her  smiles  have  vanished,  and^^r  sweet  songs  flown, 
Flitting  like  the  dreams  that  have  cheered  us 

and  gone — 
Now  the  nodding  wild  flowers  may  wither  on 

the  shore, 
While  her  genth;  fingers  will  onll  them  no  more  : 
Oil !  I  nigh  for  Jcttuie  with  the  light  brown  hair. 
Floating,  like  a  vapor,  on  the  soft  summer  airl 


The  Oallant  Hussar. 


A  damsel  pnsseiied  of  great  beanty, 

She  stood  by  her  own  father's  gate: 
The  galliQt  Hiisaara  were  ou  dnty. 

To  view  tbem  this  maiden  did  wait. 
Their  horses  were  caperini;  and  prancing. 

Their  ^iccoutremeuts  alione  like  a  star  : 
From  the  plains  they  were  nearer  adTaocIng, 

She  espied  her  yoang  gallant  Hassar. 

Their  pellisses  were  slnng  o'er  their  shoulders, 

80  careless  they  seemed  for  fo  ride  : 
Bo  warlike  appeared  those  yonng  soldiers, 

With  glitteriog  swords  by  their  sidee: 
To  the  barracks  next  morning  ao  early. 

This  damsel  she  went  in  her  car, 
Becanse  that  she  loved  him  sincerely— 

Yoaog  Eiwsrd,  the  gallant  Homr. 


It  was  there  she  conversed  with  her  soldier. 

Thuae  words  they  were  heard  for  to  say- 
Said  Jane:    "I've  a  heart  none  more  bolder. 

For  to  follow  im  Uddy  a*a  "  ';■' 

"Oh   fie!"  said  youiiK  Edward.   "  be  Steady,        ;    •; 

And  think  of  the  danijers  of  war. 
When  the  trumpet  aouuda  I  lunst  be  ready — 

Bo  wed  not  your  gallant  Hvasar." 

"For  twelve  months  ou  bread  and  cold  water,  -  ..'; 

My  p.'iieuts  confined  mn  far  you : 
Oh  '  hard-hearteJ  friends  to  their  danghtac, 

Whose  heurt  it  is  loyal  aud  true  :  .  ..,-  ,  .    : 

Unless  they  confine  me  for  ever,  ^.  .  \ 

Or  lianiah  lue  from  you  afar, 
I  will  follow  my  aoldler  so  clerer,  -  ...  ',''  '.■ 

To  wed  With  niy  gallant  Hussar." 

Said  Edward :  "  your  friends  yon  mast  mind  them. 

Or  else  you  are  for  ever  undone  : 
They  «  ill  leave  you  no  portion  behind  them, 

80  pray  do  my  company  shun."  • 
She  said:  '  if  you  will  be  true  hearted,        .' ?      ' 

I  have  gold  of  my  uncle's  iu  store:  ';. 

From  this  time  no  more  we'll  be  parted, 

I  will  wed  with  my  gallant  Hussar." 

As  he  gazed  on  each  beantifal  featnr*,  ':  .'    ^  '. 

The  tears  they  did  fall  from  each  eye  : 
"I  will  «ed  with  this  beautiful  creature,     -■  "'. 

To  forsake  cruel  war  '    he  did  cry. 
80  now  they're  nnlted  together. 

Friends  think  of  them  now  they're  afhr. 
Crying  :  "  Heaven  bless  them  now  and  for  ever, 

Yonng  Jane  and  her  gallant  Hussar." 

Annie,  we  Have  Farted,    y 

To  Miss  B.   ..  O     .. 

By  the  PepnUr  Writer,  Tbohas  S1.0AIC  Jb,  Author 

of  "Kitty  Wells"  and  "Nelly  Bray." 

Air:   Willie,  we  have  missed  yoa. 


Oh  '.  Annie,  we  have  parted,  my  happy  dream  is  o'er  ; 
I  leave  thee,  broken-hearted,  to  meet  perchance  no  mora. 
The  world  looks  not  so  bnsht.  lore,  as  once  it  did  to  me  : 
Tis  shrouded  now  iu  night,  love :  for,  I  am  leaving  thee ; 
And  yet  your  voice  seems  sweeter,  your  song  is  still 

aaglad : 
Ob '.  Annie,  we  have  parted  and  now  my  heart  la  sad— 

I  never  can  forget  thee  thongb  years  may  raas  away. 
The  time  when  first  I  met  thee,  a  lovely  Snmmerday  : 
The  vows  that  once  were  spoken,  upon  that  Summer's  . 

eve. 
Shall  they  remain  unbroken,  can  my  poor  heart  believe? 
But  you  say  that  we  have  parted  and  my  every  thought 

is  vain: 
Oh  '.  Annie,  we  have  parted  and  ne'er  shall  meet  again. 

The  hopes  that  I  would  cherish.  I'll  banish  from  my 

heart, 
I'll  let  each  fond  dream  perish,  since  you  and  I  most 

part: 
The  hours,  once  filled  with  gladness,  are  fraught 

with  sorrow  now : 
My  heart  is  siek  with  sadness,  'tis  marked  upon  my 

brow  ; 
I  leave  thee  in  thy  beauty,  and  yet  'tis  sad  with  ^in  : 
Ob !  Annie,  we  have  parted  and  ne'er  shall  meet  again. 

Oh '  Annie,  we  have  parted,  and  I  again  must  flad 
Another  more  trne-bearted.  one  gentle  and  more  kind; 
And  when  afar  I  roam.  love,  across  the  trackless  s<a. 
Far  from  my  native  home,  love  I'll  still  remember  thee. 
And  each  fond  thooght  will  linger  aroond  my  weary 

heart : 
Oh  !  Annie,  I  have  loved  thee,  'tis  sadneas  now  to 

part:- 


What  I  wish  I  Werei 

Banjo  Solo. 


I  wish  I  was  a  rooster,  over  every  one  I'd  crow ; 
I  wish  I  was  a  ballet  girl,  what  pretty  feet  I'd  show  ! 
I  wisli  I  was  a  congressman  and  had  eight  dollars  a  day ; 
I  wish  I  was  a  pretty  man  for  some  gal  to  steal  away. 

Chorus  :  If  my  parents  they  were  wealthy. 
Oh  !  wouldn't  I  cut  a  figger! 
But  I  never  will  be  nothing  else, 
I,  golly!  but  a  nigger — 

I  wish  I  was  a  conductor  on  some  of  the  railroad  cars, 
The  ones  that  run  by  steam,  just  for  to  take  the  farea ; 
I  wish  I  was  collector  of  the  internal  revenue. 
I'd  stir  up  the  whiskey  frauds  and  make  a  million 

or  two. 
■■'.■  ..      If  my  parents  they  were  wealthy,  etc. 

I  wish  I  was  a  rich  man's  son,  oh !  wouldn't  I  see 

the  sights ! 
I  wish  I  was  ft  mnsqijito,  oh!  how  the  girls  I'd  bite; 
I  wish  that  I  was  lirigham  Young  and  had  his  forty 

wives, 
Oh !  wouldn't  I  have  lots  of  fun,  at  least  so  I  surmise. 
If  my  parents  they  were  wealthy,  ete. 


Oh!  Erin,  My  Country-No  2 

As  sung  by  En.  BraroN. 


Oh  f  Erin,  my  country,  though  strangers  may  roam 
Thy  hills  and  thy  mouulains  I  once  called  my  own  ; 
Thy  lakes  and  thy  valleys  no  longer  I  see. 
But  warmly  as  ever  my  heart  beats  for  thee. 

I  ■  Chorus. 

Oh  !  "  Cushla  Machree."  my  heart  beats  for  th^  : 
Erin  I  ^ilin  !  my  heart  beats  for  thee. 

Long  yalars  have  passed  o'er  us  since  last  time 

we  met : 
But  lived  I  a  thousand,  I  could  not  forget 
The  waOQ  heart  that  loved  me,  the  bright  eyes 

that  ahone 
Like  ata|-4  in  the  heaien  of  days  that  are  gone. 

Chorus. 

Dear  hoime  of  my  youth,  I  shall  ne'er  see  thee  more, 
But  me^isry  treasures  the  bright  days  of  yore, 
^nd  niyllieart's  latest  wish,  the  last  sigh  of  my  braast 
Shall  t>e  f^r  thee,  dear  home,  the  land  of  the  west — 

Chorus. 


I '  Spooning  on  the  Sands. 

Song  by  ^oaox  Bbowm.    The  music  of  this  song  ean 
be  Obtained  at  H'abdino's,  288  Bowery,  K.  T. 

It 

Who  do««  tot  love  to  wander  by  the  ever  restless  sea  ? 

To  listen  to  the  waves  that  seem  toiuurmnrin  thelrglee 

Those  pleasant  sort  of  songs  that  only  lovers  nnderstaad; 

Mow  isn't  it  delicious  to  ro  Sjooning  on  the  aand? 

Chorus:  Si^ooning  on  the  sauds.  apooningon  the  sasda, 
With  Katie  or  Dolly,  or  dear  little  Polly, 

Qu  spooning  on  the  sands 
Spooning  on  the  sands   apooning  on  the  sands, 
Ok'  isn't  it  Jolly,  ao  awfully  jolly. 

That  spooning  on  the  sands  ? 

When  free  from  all  noiaa  of  the  town,  now  laa't  ihere 

a  cbtm 
To  wander  with  a  little  hand  laid  gently  on  yenr  arm  } 
Then  tanker  words  aud  loving  looke  audpresanre  of 

the  handa. 
All  seems  to  come  so  natnral  when  spooning  on  the 

sands. 
Chora  a. 
Old  baebelers  grow  thonehtfnl  aaa  happy  palrgoes  past. 
And  ancient  maidens  fondly  hope  their  turn  may 

ooine  at  last : 
Then  serVaDta  wish  these  children  who  are  playing 

„       ^  ...  °"  'he  strand. 

Were  fkr  away  and  wouldn't  they  go  spooning  on 

the  sands  T 
Cborna. 
Papa  and  na  have  had  their  day.  and  so  they  only  smile 
When  boanie  Kate  and  handsome  Jack  are  absent  ' 
„.  „  ,^  snch  awhile: 

OLoonrse,  they  aay.  they  only  aUyed  to  listen  to  the 

bands ' 
To  look  at  tbem  you'd  think  that  the>'d  been  spooning 

on  the  sauds. 
Choma. 
Those  safida  are  oftaa  qniekaaads,  and  when  I  their 

,      ,  -  ,.         ,  ^  charms  recall, 

I  only  wonder  we  have  left  nnmarried  folks  at  all  ■ 
There*  magio  in  tboaa  sad  sea  waves,  that  no  one' 

can  wltbstaad  ■ 
And  if  you  doubt  me,  try  a  little  "  spooning  on  the 

sand." 
Ohoras. 
^  lei  m    _ 


Words  and  1 


ngering  Hear  the  Door. 

Music  by  Fbahk  Yah  Hxss  :  Respectfully 
idfdioated  to  Miss  Katie  U.  Cuaoliue. 


Lingering  near  the  door,  *        . 

Hot^  the  moments  fly —      ■>'.•. 

Joy  cTer  happy  dreams 

Fleeting  leaves  a  sigh.  "?.  ^  ' 

Twjight  hour  is  past —  >  ,-  • 

ShajJOws  lengthening  still,  >    - 

Heoirt  to  heart  responds,  ,;  _  ;    ;    '.; 

Lovie  each  breast  aoth  fill. 

Chajrus  .-  Lingering  near,  lingering  near, 

I  Lingering  near  the  door, 

I       How  the  moments  fly — 
!        Lingering  near  the  door. 

Lingering  near  tlie  door— •  ■•   ' 

'VisKHi  ever  bright, 

Rosjp  mom  appears 

Wit$i  its  flushing  light. 

Sadly  now  we  leave — 

Day  dreams  are  before, 

MeSilry  11  fondly  dweU 

liaMnag  scar  the  door.  CboriH. 


II 


71<» 


the:     SINOI^^RS'    JOtJRMAI.. 


The  Flow'ry  Shannon  Sid«. 


It  WM  on  •  (nramer'a  momlDg,  aa  aarly  I  did  tlray. 
In  the  pleMant  mouth  of  June,  when  the  birda  aaog 

their  aweet  ItJ, 
The  lan  ahone  oletr  and  brilliant,  and  fully  deck'd 

with  pride, 
The  primroae  and  the  dalay,  aloog  the  Sbannon  aide. 

I  had  not  roT'd  more  than  a  mile,  until  I  then  ecpied, 
Two  loTara  talk  aa  they  did  walk,  down  by  tlie 

Shannon  aide. 
He  twined  hi*  arma  around  her  neck,  and  thua 

to  her  aald  ; 
O,  iu  America  I'll  prore  true  lo  my  fathar'a  aervaut  maid. 

O.  when  yon  reach  Colnmbia'a  ahore,  aome  handaome 

niaiila  you'll  find. 
Ton  will  have  aweetbearta  pleuty,  more  pleaaiuK 

to  your  mtiid,* 
Too'll  then  forget  the  proruiae  and  the  Towa  to  rae 

Tou  made. 
While  1  remain  lu  aorrow  here,  year  father'*  aeryaut 

maid. 

'When  I  am  In  America  and  yaiikee  matda  I  aee. 
If  they  are  Tery  baudauia«.  love,  they'll  roniiud  me 

wall  of  Ihee ; 
When  paaainir  by  tbeir  torw'riaK  trera,  or  through 

tlielr  niiilnal  ahaJe, 
I  Will  think  npon  the  daya  I  apent,  with  uiy  faiher'a 

aervaut  maid. 

jEow  many  youth*  hare  left  their  home*   lo  atear  for 
\  freeduiu'a  ahore, 

'Who  left  their  frienda  and  aweetbearta  <1rar.  tbey 
\  tliouf'ht  to  ae«  no  more. 

In  eroaaing  the  Atlantic,  in  the  aea  tbeir  graves 

were  made, 
So  atay  at  home  and  do  not  roam,  from  yonr  fathar'a 

servant  maid. 

O  cease  to  think  that  yon're  alone,  or  that  I  am  nntrne, 
There's  not  a  part  that  I  shall  roam,  but  I  will  tbluk 

of  yon, 
Tbere'a  not  a  flower  that  growa  In  bower,  by  fountain. 

dalaor  abitde, 
Bnt  will  remind  me  of  my  lore,  my  fatber'a  servant 

maid. 

Then  mntnal  Inve  toeether  drew  both  to  kind  eml>r*ce. 
While  tears.  like  rosy  drops  of  dew,  did  trickle  down 

bar  face, 
■he  laya:  each  day  while  yoa're  away,  I'll  visit  In 

tbii  thade, 
Whera  yea  first  took  away  the  heart  of  yonr  father's 

aervaut  maid. 

When  ■a'ven  long  years  were  past  and  gone  thia 

young  man  cross'd  the  mala, 
Be  being  l>l«ssed  with  rlebea.  to  bla  love  ratnrned 

again : 
Kow  ainea  yon're  proved  so  faltbfal.  I  will  make  yen 

my  f»lr  brl<4e. 
And  we  will  roll  In  aplendor,  down  by  the  Shannon  aide. 

In  r>«aee  and  love  and  harmony,  together  tbey  did  dwell, 
Which  proved  to  ali  around  them,  the  maiden  be 

loved  well. 
A  bloomlDL'  aou  n"d  dinphtnr  became  their  mutual 

pride,    , 
WkUe  tliey  dw«U  in  love  together,  down  by  the 

Shannon  aide. 

te  ^itiifKlnera  anA  oonstanoy  the  maid  bar  love 

did  pcove. 
The  ;n-tsc  *"^  *-'  ^  nobleman,  yet  the  Servant 

maid  did  love. 
When  the  primrae*  waa  la  bloom,  with  th»ir 

children  by  their  aide. 
Along  the  Sbannon'a  baoka,  did  he  ramble  with  hia 

bride. 

For  here  he  atole  the  heart  of  bla  father's  aervant  maid, 
When  the  primroae  and  the  daisy  tbeir  beauties  rich 

displsyed  : 
In  peace  they  found  tbeir  humble  graves,  the 

bridegroom  ami  the  bride, 
With  their  two  blooming  chtidreu,  down  hy  tbs 

Shannon  aide. 

Then  besrln  recollection  tbeir  conatancy  and  love. 
For  bleat  will  be  your  meittory  if  yon  shall  oouatant 

prove. 
And  down  the  atream  of  life  with  true  happinesa 

von'li  glide. 
With  prlmroaea  round  yon  blooming,  yonr  ohlldi-n 

and  }  out  bride. 


«•»  ^ 


1.   Enigma. 

When  love  would  show  its  fondn«M, 

It  always  U8«th  me  ; 
When  erief  or  pain  eoma  o'er  us, 

1  tell  it  suddenly. 

But  let  me  lell  the  value 

Of  bacon  or  of  beef. 
You  all  look  grim  and  Mtllow, 

And  take  me  for  a  thief. 

Anawer— Dear,  0  dear!     Dear  in  prioe. 


Swett  Letters  From  Home. 
By  0.  B-  rcMNocK— Cfaarl«aton,  S.  C. 

^■-:    ■•-I--:—      .-■■■•  -.V^-. 

Sweet  letters,  dear  letters  from  home,    • 

I  always  receive  with  delight, 
Willie  far.  far  away  I  roam  — 

Ini  happy,  not  lonely  to-night: 
I  hold  ill  luy  hand  a  letter  to  sweet. 

From  the  beat  friend,  a  mother  so  d«ar^ 
When  far.  far  away,  sweet  letters  I  greet, 

I>car  letters,  a  lone  heart  to  cheer. 
Chorus:  Sweet  letters,  dear  letters  from  home,.. 
To  read  them  "lis  pleasure  to  me  ; 
Oh  I  write  me,  yes,  write  me  :  wherever 

I  roam, 
My  thoughts  always  wander  to  thee. 

Sweet  letters,  dear  iflissives,   I  greet. 

While  roaming  alone  o'er  the  sea  ; 
I'll  always  remember — how  can  I  forget 

Those  dear  friends  that  still  write  to  me  ? 
Sweet  letters  so  freeh,  how  preoious  lo  me. 

How  happy  I  feel  though  alone — 
Oh  !  write  iiie  a  letter  from  over  the  sea — 

Sweet  letters,  dear  letters  from  home. 

Sweet  letters,  dear  letters,  Ac. 


I  was  once  what  Tou'd  call  a 

Oood  Fellow. 

Character  Song.    By  Gerald  Siltit. 

(W.  H.   Waters,  jr.) 


I  was  once  what  you'd  call  a  good  fellow, 

A  name  which  I  no  longer  claim, 
Which  I  gained  with  a  heart  true  and  mellow. 

And  loet  with  a  heart  still  the  same ; 
Once  blesaed  with  the  root  of  all  evil, 

'Ihe  debts  of  my  friends  I  would  bear. 
Who  in  return  most  kindly  informed  va» 

The  name  of  good  fellow  I'd  wear. 
CnoRrg. 
Now  moneyless,  homeless  and  shiftless. 

Aid  from  my  friends  I  implore; 
But  they  tell  me  I  was  once  a  good  fellow, 

Thus  changing  good  fellow  to  poor. 

The  loved  ones  at  home  iTieglected 

For  the  cake  of  my  frienda  new  and  old, 
And  friendship  for  them  waxed  warmer. 

As  love  for  my  home-ones  grew  cold. 
I  remained,  wfiife  my  inheritance  lasted,     * 

To  the  name  of  good  fellow  still  true. 
But  when  with  my  last  penny  I  parted. 

Then  frieods  and  good  fellows  left,  too. 

j  Now  moneyless,  bouMless,  Ac. 

'  a«    i»i   » 

Bless  Tonr  Little  Heart,  Love. 
By  Artiicr  W.  French 


Bless  yonr  little  heart,  love. 

For  these  words  of  cheer —       , 
Though  we  ^re  apart,  love, 

'I'hey  are  very  dear. 
Every  word  you  write,  love. 
Tells  how  kind  thou  art ; 
So  I  say  to-night,  love. 

Bless  jour  little  heart. 
Choriu  :  Bless  your  little  heart,  love, 
,  For  those  words  of  cheer — 

I      Though  we  are  apart,  love, 
I  They  are  very  dear. 

Bless  your  little  heart,  love,  ' 

For  those  thoughts  of  me — 
Well  I  know  thou  art,  love. 

True  as  true  can  be  ; 
So  where'er  I  stray,  love. 

From  you  far  apart, 
I  will  ever  say,  love. 

Bless  your  little  heart. 

.  Bless  your  little  heart,  love,  Ac. 


Misery  loves  company- 
young  lady. 


-so  does  a  marriageable 


To  learn  the  value  of  money. — Try  to  borrow  it. 


Only  tell  me  that  you  love  me. 
By  s.  c.  s. 


Only  tell  me,  dearest  Charley, 
You  are  happy  now  as  then. 
Happy  as  when  first  you  met  me 
bown  beyond  the  shady  glen  : 
Then  my  heart  would  beat  so  wildly. 

My  bosom  would  so  qnickly  swell — 
Only  tell  me  that  you  love  me, 

In  fairy  land  I'll  ever  dwell. 
Chorus :  Only  tell  me  that  you  love  me,     ^  ^ 
'Ihat  you  ore  a*  happy  now, 
Happy  as  when  first  you  met  me  ; 
'Twill  sooth  my  weary,  aching  brc 

Only  tell  me  what  you  told  me 

When  I  said  I  d  oe  yonr  own : 
Then  I'll  ever  cease  to  doubt  tbe«, 

And  for  you  will  live  alone  : 
Two  short  years  ago  you  wed  me, 

Alaa!  yonr  love  has  soon  grown  cold; 
Only  lell  me  thal^  you  love  nie,  r  „ 

And  my  jealous  tongue  I'll  hold.    '      ■ 

•     Only  tell  lae  that  you  love  me,  J 


'-4»*-^ 


How  That  Girl  Perspired ! 

Dedicated  to  Lrok  Jctras.  of  Queen's  aiti  Show, 
BY  CHARLET  DmCK. 


I  went  out  to  a  plenle  held  at  Knnnza  Ornve, 
It  was  the  bottest  piculo  I  ever  saw.  by  Jove ' 
We  colored  p>-ople  cave  It.  at  flfiy  ceuta  a  bead 
And  every  time  I  think  of  li.  it  nearly  killa  ue  dead. 

CRORns. 
Oh  •  I  never  can  forget  her:  my  eon  I  waa  anrely  flred 
Ooodneas  gracious,  pardon  we.  but  how  that  itlrl 

peraplri 

The  forenoon  part  was  very  dull  at  picniea  alwaya  'tl 
But  after  '  grab  "  tue  band  atruck  up  aud  we  went  i 

for  ■■  bij 
The  fiddler  acraped,  and  filed,  aud  sawed,  the  hngler 

.»..  .^  .     .       ,  ''•  ^'<1  bloi 

Then  what  a  lovely  time  we  had,  all   en  the   'heel an 

to 
•      .  Oh  !  I  never  can  forget  her, 

I  never  was  *o  happy.  I  felt  that  I  could  die : 
I  felt  I  was  In  glory  way  up  above  the  aky  : 
My  girl   loo.  went  in  heavy,  and  was  straining  every 
-'  Join 

Shemadensalforgetonrinlves  in  "onttingatthepoi 
a-  :  Ob  !  I  never  can  forget  her,  i 

—  lei  ^  . 

Black  Eyes  and  Blue. 
.  •        SoKO  AND  Chords. 


Laughing  eyes  of  cloudless  blue. 

Shedding  light  like  Summer  skies, 
Type  of  all  that's  fond  and  true. 

Prompting  thoughts  of  I'aradis 
Gazing  in  those  azure  depths. 

Mirrors  twain  in  frames  .of  gold, 
I  seem  to  hear  Maud  a  airy  steps. 

Again  my  arms  her  form  enfold. 
Chorus  :  Oh  t  the  old,  old  time,  the  good  Old  tin 
When  life  wasnn  its  noonday  prime. 
And  every  breeze,  as  it  passed  along, 
W  hispered  of  woman  ana  wioe  and  song 
Eyes  that  beam  like  stars  that  glow 

On  the  queenly  brow  of  night,        .  ]• 
Or  rare  Jewells  that  bestow  ' 

Gnice  on  earthly  forms  of  light. 
Flashing  now  like  liglitning  gleama 

Passing  from  a  thunder  cloud,        | 
Still  I  treasure  in  my  dreams 
Thoughts  of  Belle,  the  marble-browed. 

Oh  !  the  old,  old  time,  <1 
I  ^  i>i  ^  ■ 

2.  Charade.       '         ■ 

My^r»f$  a  shelly,  sort  of  fish,  -.-  ' 

Which,  dressed,  ofl  makes  a  taaly  jisb  ; 

My  tecond,  few  will  dare  deny. 

Is  good  in  pudding,  puff,  or  pie ; 

A  fruit  my  whole  soon  brings  to  view.'   ■ 

1  be  name  of  which  I  leave  to  yon. 

Answer— Crab-appI 


H 


THE     SinfOERS'    jrOITRriAl.. 


;    The  Irish  Refagee— No  2. 

By  Jake  Bsbbx— Air :  Stiabby  OentML 


I'm  just  from  old  Ireland  orer  the  ee«,       .  ;  ' 

And  now  I  am  happy,  content  : 
I  left  my  dear  home  for  the  land  of  the  free, 

I  ho|M  I  vlmll  )iever  repent : 
My  fntherAnd  niotb«r  in  still  orer  thera. 

In  a  siianly  tlial  stands  by  the  MA  : 
Oh  !  how  th«y  <lid  cry  wlwn  I  came  away— 

For,  I'm  an  Irieh  poor  refugee! 
Chorits. 

Oh !  I  left  my  home  for  the  land  of  the  free, 
.    God  bless  tiie  soil  of  sweet  liberty, 

And  may  her  brave  sons  like  me  never  be 
An  Irish  |XK>r  refugee! 

My  outside  appearance  to  yon  may  seem  rough, 

But  it's  not  that  which  makes  the  man  : 
A  workin<;  man's  suit  is  for  me  good  enough. 

Let's  all  do  tlie  best  that  we  can. 
I'll  Bland  by  lliis  country  as  long  as  I  live  : 

For,  I  love  to  be  with  Ihem  that's  free^ 
And  I  know  ihiit  the  Americans  will  never  go  back 

On  an  Irisli  poor  refugee! 

.    Oh!  I  left  Ac. 

God  bless  the  land  that  gave  Washington  birth 

And  may  its  Conslilution  never  die  : 
It  was  made  for  lovers  of  freedom  on  earth, 

And  whiit. good  thing  it  is  to  stand  by  ! 
And  may  its  good  laws  for  a  thousaod  yean  henee 

J'rosper  on  lund  and  on  sea. 
And  may  Columbia's  sons  under  uo  pretence 

Go  back  on  the  poor  refugee ! 

Oh!  I  left  Ac. 


Tm  off  for  Baltimore. 


«♦•- 


-.     The  Chelsea  War-"Widow. 

Sung  by  Billy  Morris:    Air;  Our  Grand-fsthers'  days. 


To  all  yonni;  turn  mjr  advice  I  give  free  : 

Wheuevrr  »  pr»lty  war-widuw  jioii  ceo. 

Tiiku  KsrninK  by  oue  wli<>  was  cannht  in  a  soare. 

And  of  all  tlie  war-wldona  I  tell  yon,  beware  ! 

As  I  went  out  ■trolliiii;   one  fine  arternoon 

Down  Tremoiit    IhronKli  Cmirt.  to  liritiliam'B  Saloon, 

I  lnriie<l  round  the  coriiar  and  who  should  I  meet — 

But  :i  lady  Just  comiug  up  Uanover  Street? 

Sbs  was  drrased  In  deep  black  costing  hundreds  or  mere- 

I  knew    by  her  f.ice    that  I  >'  seeu  her  before: 

And   as  nhe  cauio  near  me    In  true  Boainn  Style, 

I  took  off  my  bat  an<l  Jnat  gave  lier  a  aealla. 

Save  she  :      My  dear  sir  you're  a  stranger  to  me." 

Bays  I       'Mvdearmnden    offended  d'>D't  be  : 

AltlioURh  quite  a  atranger  to  yon  I  U'ay  seem, 

Will  you  atcp  into  Copelaud  a  and  bave  au  ice-ereamt" 

At  first  she  refussd  :  bat  soon  gave  consent : 
Ibau  atrai^ibtway  to  Copeland'a  together  we  went. 
She  aald  sho'il  >^een  walking  aud  lelt  very  weak. 
And   inatelid  of  the  crci<m.  wiiy   'be'd  take  a  beef-ateak. 
Wecliatteil  nod  talked,  as  we  sat  there  together. 
Of  all  aorta  of  tbinus  and  the  cbauKesble  nealber: 
She  aaul  that  her  hnab.<Dd  had  gnoe  tn  the  war 
And  was  formerly  Couductorou  a  Chelsea  borae-car. 

She  said  that  the  lived  on  his  lionnty  alona. 

And   over  In  Chnlaea    aim  bad  a  nice  hnme  C 

Thiuka  I  to  myself -yon  are  dnaaed  very  cay ; 

He  niu^t  be  a  Captain,   and  draw  utra  pay— 

She  flniahed  hei  strat.  at  a  two-forty  rate: 

Thru  aaid  she  lunst  go.  as  'tuaa  fretting  quite  late. 

1  offered  my  arm:   alio  qu:ck  gave  her  eoQsent; 

Then  down  to  the  Ferry  together  we  went. 

The  boat  bad  jurt  gone  :  ao   we  stood,  arm  in  arm. 
Awaiting  the  orxt.  iin<l  tliinkini;  uii  harm- 
When  up  steiiped  a  infflan    he  threateuixl  my  Ufa. 
And   aak!<d  m»  what  hnaineaa  I  had  wiih  bia  wife! 
Your  wife  '  my  dear  sir  -that  was  all  that  I  said. 
He  drew  bia  revolver  an<l  placed  it  at  my  bead. 
Buys  he  :    '  Now.  prei'are  !  for.  as  anre  aa  I  speak. 
Ibis  story  will  be  cuntiuued  in  the  Ledger  next  week." 


When  is  a  house  like  a  memorandum  ?    When 
it  is  being  entered. 

When   may  a  tailor  be  said  to  be  a  reformer? 
When  be  is  cutting  a  bad  habit. 

When  does  a  ewallow  resemble  a  dairy-maid  f 
When  it  is  Fkiraraing. 

Why  is  the  Singers'  Journal  like  a  five-poand 
note?    ISeoause  it  IB  worth  having.      r-^  ■\\.-^,/-:' ' 

What  is  that  which  makes  a  Sovereign  and  can- 
not make  a  subject  ?     Twenty  Shillinga. 

Why  is  a  hungry  dog  like  a  tradesman  who  eeUs 
bad  Sherry  f     lieeanre  his  Whine  (wine)  is  pitiful. 


'TwM  on  one  ebening  in  de  month  ob  Jane, 

De  stars  shone  bright  and  de  sky  was  clear:    ' 
Dia  darkey  played  up  die  good  old  tane,. 

To  serenade  his  sweet  Sally  dear ;  >*■:.- 

I  lightly  touched  de  banjo  siring, 

Beneath  de  window,  dat  she  might  hear. 
And  aooD  de  shutters  back  did  swing, 

And  dere  I  saw  my  Sully  dear. 

CiioRCS. 

Den  come,  lub,  come,  you  need  not  fear : 
My  boat  lies  low  i>b«r  on  de  oder  shore. 

And  all  I  want  is  my  Sally  dear— 
Deu  I'll  be  off  for  Baltituore. 

Her  hair  it  floated  to  de^breeze, 

And  hung  around  her  eable  cheek zt*:    • 
I  really  tiiought  dat  I  would  freeze,     '; 

If  my  dear  Sally  did  not  speak  ; 
But  soon  her  silver  voice  I  heard. 

It  wns  music  to  dis  darkey's  ear  :  - 
I  listened  to  catch  ebery  word 

From  de  lips  of  wy  sweet  Sally  dear.      Choms. 

I  shan't  forget,  till  de  day  I  die. 

How  sweet  my  >'ally  spoke  to  me! 
She  said  dat  slie  would  come  bime-bye. 

If  I  would  wait  by  de  ole  pine-tree. 
It  was  not  long  before  sl^e  came. 

Her  band-box  filled  wid  all  her  stores  ;  ; 
She  says  :   '"  for  you  I  leabe  my  home, 

And  go  wid  you  to  Ualiimore.''  Chomsi 


Give  m«  the  Heart 

Akacmomic   BAi.LaO.) 


Give  me  the  heart  that  is  steadfast  and  tme, 

Give  me  the  heart  that  is  tender  ; 
Wealth  I'd  not  ask  were  such  treasure  but  mine, 

And  I  might  but  be  her  defender. 
When  tlie  boy  Cupid  would  pinion  his  prize. 

An  arrow  he  draws  from  his  quiver. 
Launches  his  shaft  from  her  languishing  eyea, 
Ai>d  transfixes  his  victim  forever. 
Chorus:  Fill  to  the  brim,  .  .  .? 

And  the  bubbles  that  rise 
On  each  full  beaker's  rim 
Shall  but  mirror  her  eyes. 

Madge  with  the  hair  that  is  raven  in  hue, 
Kate  wiih  the  form  tall  ond  slender, 

Sne  with  the  eye  that  subdues  at  a  elanoe, 
Might  well  make  a  bermit  surrender. 

But  give  me  the  lass  that  looks  shy  and  speaks  low, 

■    Golden-haired,  gentkreyed  GUssie; 

Let  her  be  our  toast,  synd  each  4rink  with  •  sigh 
To  oar  aiiver-voiced  favorite  {as'sie ! 

fill  tot&ebim,  Ac. 


I  am  Thinking*  of  Thee. 
V    Bt  Charlik  RuftsiLL.    .  : 


I  am  thinking  of  thee  when  the  daylight  is  dying. 

And  the  briglit,  golden  sunshine  is  fading  away  : 
W  hen  the  zephyrs  among  the  tall  tree- tops  are  sighing, 

And  hushed  la  the  song  of  the  wild  birds  so  gay — 
I  am  thinking  of  thee  in  the  hours  of  midnight. 

In  my  fancies  I  see  thy  light  form  liovering  near. 
With  a  halo  around  thee  as  bright  as  tlie  sunlight, 

Like  an  angel  from  heaven  my  pathway  to  clieer. 

ClIORUB. 

I  am  thinking  of  ihoe,  my  own  bright-eyed  treasure : 
Wherever  I  wander.  I'm  thinking  of  thee: 

Your  bright,  sunny  face  seems  to  follow  me  ever. 
To  cheer  my  lone  pathway  where'er  I  may  be. 

I  am  thinking  of  thee— sweet  thoughts  do  I  cherish 

Of  the  many  bright  hours  together  we've  passed. 
With  a  love  iti  my  bosom  that  never  will  perish, 

But,  like  thA>:ne  heavens,  forever  will  fast : 
Yes,  I'm  thinking  of  thee— my  thoughts  of  thee  ever 

As  bright  aa  the  stars  in  ray  memory  will  dwell, 
With  the  ties  of  true  friendbbip  which  time  canaot 

sever 

Till  called  from  on  hq;h  for  our  last  aad  fisrewell. 
I  am  thinking  of  thee,  Ac. 


li 


rtf  Masic  Just  The  Same. 

Baigolstic  Effosiou  Dedicated  to  CuAai.ET  Westoh, 
B<  CaaBLXv  Baica 


I've  e  >^e  right  ont  to  sing  and  shout  to  this  whole 

I,      .J    L  congrrgalion, 

I  m  tie  happleat  nig  (bat  Urea  in  this  almighty  nation 
It  tickles  me  to  play  for  you  and  luako  the  welkiu  nns' 
For.  lb  tb«  village  of  uy  l.irlU    I'mcalled  (he 

•bai.Jo  king." 

CBOBt'S. 

Tbenjlfs  mmp.  tbnaip  pinmp  the  cremona  arema 

I eflea  Ihiuk  1(  is  inspired,  and  will  -at  right  np and  walk 
Ton  akiVy  me,  I  know  you  do  :    but  I  am  not  to  l.lame 
For,  dnywhere  I  obanco  to  •  light."  it  a  mnaic  juat 

Ibe  same. 
When  I  was  a  lltHe  babi   the  b.njo  waa  my  toy 
My  inaaituy  bought  a  little  one  Juat  l.»  amuse  the  boy 
We  r*  grown  right  up  together,  an.l  know  ,  ,ch  o(her  well 
AS,  ny.lhe  way  ilmiuds  luenoTC    v..u  emi  most  an>el'  t.ll. 
j  ihru  it  a  rump    Ibump   *c. 

I  picll  An  atTlea  of  mnalc  and  every  kind  of  (Ime 
My  angers  fly  like  ligUtu(ngKndalwa^a  make  a  shine 
xH-  .T,"!"  '  «««»-'awful  tired  Icunt     pluck  •  any  mora. 
The  -^beya"  aak  loe  to  lake  a    suiile. "  and  that  will 

fetch  me  ••  sure." 
Then  it'a  rump,  thump,  fto. 


Captain  Jack. 

By  JaasE  HsALT-Alr :  Captain  Jinka, 


I  Jb|  Captain  .lack  of  the  Modoc  Brigade, 
;     I'ta  alway*  rtndy  for  murder  or  raid, 
'     Sealpin'  and  killin'  that  is  my  trade  : 

:,         iBor,  I'm  down  on  the  U.  S.  Army '■ 

; '      Whien  I  left  camp,  my  braves  did  cry, 
Mjp  braves  did  cry,  my  braves  did  cry: 
When  I  left  cam|i,  my  braves  did  cry, 
"Bring  in  soine  scalps  from  the  Army." 

Spoksn  :  Yes,  noble  watrior«,  I  exclaimed  :  Ml 
bnng  some  scalps  Uome,  or  my  name  is  not 

""    CtlOKUt. 

C  apUm  Jack  of  the  Modoc  Brigade : 
I  m  always  ready  for  murder  or  raid, 
Sealpin'  and  kiliin'— for,  that's  my  trade: 
For,  I'm  down  on  the  U.  S.  Army. 

^V/tn  on  the  war  path  I  did  go, 

I  met  some  of  U,iicle  ."^otira  boys,  you  know, 

I  ^inted  my  gun  and  Inid  ibem  low 

For,  I  m  down  on  the  U.  S.  Army. 
I  Jteaoh  the  young  bucks  how  to  shoot. 
How  to  shoot,   h.iw  to  shoot, 
I  'tfAch  the  young  bucks  how  to  shoot— 

For,  I  xu  down  on  the  U.  S.  Army. 

Sjioken:  Yes,  ladies  and  gentlemen,  I'm  that 
dist  nguish'ed  individual  so  often  rtad  aliout  but 
rarefy  seen,  exc.pt  by  Peace  Commirsioners  wlien 
tbejf  jiave  a  long  Ulk  with  the  notorious 

Cupuin  Jack,  ic. 
—'•■J* 

I  Am  Glad  to  See  Y6u^*oy. 

Sung  with  great  success  by  Ed.  Udktox. 

TbarjBJs  a  kindly  greeting  we  ahvaya  love  (o  hear 
Tls  tirkeu  our  old  friends  wiah  ua     Merry  Chriatmas- 

But  (jbere  ia  aootber  greeting  I  fae.ir  perhai.^e'f ery '^'"  ' 

Tls  When  some  old  ftiend  t^kes  my  hand,  and         ***' ' 

prou<lly  aeema  tosay  : 
•*  I'm  glad  to  see  yon.  boy,  I'm  glad  to  see  \on    loy  • 
I  feel  so  gay  when  people  aay  :  •  I'm  gia.l  to'eee  you."  boy." 
Perblaps.  too,  we  are  courting,  and  some  b:ue-eyed 
Has  iron  our  heart:  how  gladly  then  to  see  Uer'we"  **'' 
The  door  is  quickly  opened,  aud  there  atanda  onr*''*''' 

WhOiBreeU  ns  with  a  winning  smile,  and  «h lipoma'''*'' 
I  '    ■  ;■  ...  in  oi:r  ear : 

I  I  «  «I»d  to  aee  you   boy.  Ac. 

The|rokerand  the  tax-collector  aeldom  bringa  n.  w,. 
We  do  not  often  greet  them  with:  "ru,  glad  (o  »ec 

Bat  aa  they,  one  and  all,  are  here.  anrronndlDg°"'.e*""'  ' 

Believe  me.  (bat  1  feel  quite  prond  wheoerer  1  he'a'J"*''^' 

yon  say  ■ 
^'«»  «>•*  Ut  see  yon,  boy,  tu. 
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EDITH: 

Or  the  loss  of  the  Clipper-Ship 

"Golden  Lion" 

(  Continued.  ) 


"  What  should  yon  say.  more  tl;an  usual,  Elf?  " 

"  Oh,  dear !  "  slie  said,  rising  hurriedly,  and 
leaning  ngainst  the  mantel.  "  Vou  don't  know, 
and  I  have  been  plucking  up  courage  all  day  to 
tell  you.  lie  nsked  rue  this  morning — to  be  his 
wife —  and  he  is  coming  to-night  for  his  answer." 

Well  for  her  that  the  darkness  hid  her  face.  Well 
for  her  tiiat  she  did  not  feel  the  icy  chill  that  seized 
my  whole  frame.  Like  a  statue  I  sat  with  my  eyes 
fixed  tipon  her  dusky  figure,  while  all  my  blood 
seemed  freezing. 

'•  lie  has  asked  you— to  be  his  wife  f  "  I  repeated, 
mechanically. 

••  Yes,  Kdith.  " 

In  thiit  brief  instant  of  time  my  mind  flashed 
forward  over  my  whole  future,  and  took  withiii  its 
grasp  all  possibilities  of  my  life.  In  a  single  second 
there  came  to  me  a  realization  of  the  conipleta 
misery  of  the  coming  years  — the  bitter  desolation 
of  a  life  without  Gilbert.  But  for  one  instant  only 
did  I  renioin  stunned  and  liewildered.  J«oon  there 
came  anotlier  feeling  — a  f>-elingof  anger  aeainst  the 
man  who  had  led  me  into  the  terrilde  mistake  ;  a 
feeling  of  indignation  such  as  only  a  woman  whose 
dearest  pride  has  been  cut  to  the  quick,  ever  knows 
and  feels  ;  a  hot  and  bitter  resentment  against  him 
who  po  cunningly  formed  his  words  as  to  win  from 
me  a  betrnynl  of  both  Elfie's  secret  and  my  own.  1  o- 
morrow  is  the  dividing  line  between  love  and  bate. 

"  Do  you  love  him,  Klfie  ?  " 

She  came  to  uie,  and,  kneeling,  buried  her  facA 
in  my  lap. 

"(iod  knows  I  do!"  she  said. 

In  those  words  was  the  answer  to  her  own  appeal 
for  advice.  Whatever  I  might  JufTer  in  all  the 
coming  years,  Eltie  must  not  know.  Her  hap- 
piness should  never  be  dinmied  by  any  knowledge 
of  my  sorrow.  She  loved  him ;  and  in  learning 
that,  I  learned  my  duty  both  then  and  ever  after. 

"  I  hen. "  I  said  bending  low  in  the  dusk,  and 
kissing  lier  softly  on  the  forehead,  "  lell  him  '  yes, ' 
Elfie.  A  nd  may  heaven  bless  you  both,  in  all  your 
life  together ! " 

A  horse  8  hoof  upon  the  path,  a  manly  voice 
outside,  the  clanging  of  the  garden  gate,  told  us 
that  Gilbert  had  come ;  and  Eltie,  tusHing  back 
her  hair,  ran  down  to  meet  him.  I  thought  in 
bitter  angujsh  of  my  dream  of  that  sweet  greeting 
to  which  I  had  looked  forward  all  the  day;  my 
beart  seemed  bursting.  1  hen,  when  I  was  alone, 
and  not  till  then,  did  the  full  sense  of  my  de- 
solation and  misery  seem  to  come  upon  me ;  and  I 
sank  down  upon  the  floor  with  my  fingers  twined 
in  my  hair,  and  crouched  there  in  the  dark,  until 
three  hours  after  I  heard  Elfie's  footstep  on  the 
stair.  • 

I  will  pass  qui«kly  over  the  time  that  intervened 
before  Elfie's  wtdding.  The  .\utumn  passed,  and 
winter  came  with  its  fleecy  snow,  robing  all  the 
earth  in  white,  'ihe'wedding  had  been  fixed  for 
the  last  day  of  January,  Gilbert  being  impatient, 
as  he  said,  for  the  time  to  come  when  his  darling 
could  be  all  his  own.  We  busied  ourselves  over 
Elfies  dresses,  and  I  saw  as  little  as  possible  of 
Gilbert  Stephens,  for  I  was  afraid  to  trust  myself 
long  in  his  presence. 

1  tried  hard  to  steel  my  heart  against  him —  to 
remember  his  faults,  to  think  of  the  wrong  he  had 
done,  to  brood  over  the  shame  and  mortification 
he  had  caused  me.  In  this  way  1  hoped  in  time 
to  forget  liim,  or  at  least  to  regard  him  with  calm 
indifference.  Ah  !  if  I  could  only  then  have  fore- 
seen the  end,  what  mountains  would  I  not  have 
moved  to  avert  the  catastrophe  that  1  was  blindly 
.  belping  on ! 

One  morning,  two  days  before  that  fixed  for  the 
wedding  I  unexpectedly  found  Elfie  in  my  room. 
It  was  the  twenty-uioth  of  .January.  Heaven  for- 
bid that  I  should  forget  the  dale !  >ihe  was  standing 
near  the  table,  pale  as  death,  and  motionless  as  a 
marble  statue. 

"Elfie!  '  I  exclaimed,  stepping  forward  in 
alarm —  *'  what  is  the  matter  ♦  ' 

Sb«   made   so   repiy,   but   ber  eyee  waadeved 


vacantly  to  a  letter  that  she  held  open  in  her  hand. 
She  seemed  like  one  juat  awakening  from  the 
stupor  of  a  baleful  drug. 


"Klfie!  "  I  again  exclauned,  seizing  her  by  the 
I  has  happened  IP  E( 
sake,  speak  to  me  !  " 


arm  in  terror.  "  What  has  happened  ?  For  heaven's 


She  made  no  answer,  but  looked  up  at  me  help- 
lessly, her  white  face  rigid,  and  lur  lips  set  with 
an  expression  I  had  never  seen  her  wear  before.  I 
snatched  the  paper  from  her  hand.  She  made  no 
resistance,  and  scarcely  moved,  while  I  glanced 
over  it  with  the  rapidity  of  lightning. 

In  an  instant  1  knew  the  whole.  Gilbert  had 
deserted  her.  Calm  reflection  had  convinced  him, 
he  wrote,  that  he  did  not  love  her  as  he  ought,  and 
his  honor  forbade  him  to  deceive  her,  and  entail  a 
life-long  misery  upon  both.  He  had  mode  a  mis- 
take, he  said,  and  had  passed  many  sleepless  nights 
before  deciding  wltat  ue  ought  to  do.  He  could 
not  bring  himself  to  tell  her  this  in  person,  and  he 
therefore  chose  this  gentler  means,  and  hoped  she 
would  find  it  in  her  heart  to  forgive  him.  He 
knew  he  was  a  villain,  he  wrote,,  and  he  bad  no- 
thing to  offer  ill  extenuation  of  his  conduct.  Should 
she  ever  need  {pecuniary  assistance,  he  had  left 
an  order  with  his  banker  in  New  York  to  honor 
all  her  drafts.  He  closed  by  saying  that  when  she 
received  this,  he  would  be  far  away,  and  would 
never  see  her  more.  Ue  trusted  that  she  would 
forget  him,  or,  at  least,  remember  him  at  his  best, 
*ana  not  at  his  worst. 

In  other  words,  (iilbert  Stephens  wns  a  cowardly 
scoundrel,  and  hod  broken  his  victim's  heart  as 
deliberately  us  he  would  crush  a  worui  beneath  his 
foot.  I  have  said  that  1  was  a  pasoionate  woman, 
but  at  that  moment  my'tenifwr  could  find  no  ex- 
pression. A  feeling  arose  in  my  heart  against  that 
man  which  time  has  never  since  extinguished.  I 
knew  then  that  I  hated  him  with  a  hatred  so  in- 
tense and  bitter,  that  henceforth  it  weuld  become 
the  controlling  quality  of  my  life.  I  longed  then 
for  the  terrible  revenge  winch  I  knew  would  be 
mine  at  last,  though  I  waited  for  it  many  years. 
I  turned  to  Elfie,  and  threw  my  arms  about  her. 

"Oh,  Elfie  I"  WBS  oil  I  could  say.  "Elfie, 
Elfie!" 

She  seemed  to  awake  then,  and  clutched  my 
arms  with  a  vehemence  that  alarmed  me. 

"  You  don't  know  oil,  "  she  cried —  "you  don't 
know  halfl  He  planned  it  from  the  very  first, 
liut.  Edith,  I  loved  him  so! '' 

She  bowed  her  head  upon  my  shoulder,  and  her 
frame  shook  convulsively  ;  but  nut  u  tear  dimmed 
ber  eye  or  a  sob  broke  from  her. 

"  You  speak  in  riddles,  Elfie,  "  1  said.  "  What 
is  it  that  I  d(>  not  know  ?  You  won't  keep  it  from 
Edith,  yill  you,  Elfie  ?  "  ;    ,;  . 

She  raisea  her  head,  and  looked  at  me. 

"  You  would  bate  me,  I'  she  said,  "  if  you  knew. " 

"Elfie!" 

"  You  will  bate  me,  EditB,  "  she  repeated, 
"when  I  tell  you.  I  shall  some  day  be — the 
mother— of  his  child.  But  oh,  Edith!  I  loved 
him — I  loved  him  !  " 

She  would  have  bowed  her  head  again  upon  my 
breast,  but  I  held  her  from  me  at  arms  leugth. 
Yes,  I,  who  should  have  comforted  her-- 1,  who 
should  have  drawn  her  to  my  bosom,  and  held  her 
there  like  a  bruised  and  fluttering  dove — I,  who  of 
all  others  should  have  strengthened  her,  and  o|)ened 
my  heart  for  her  — I  recoiled  from  her  in  horror. 
She  saw  the  soorn  that  was  luirrored  in  my  face  as 
I  pushed  her  back,  and  there  came  into  her  own  a 
look  that  I  sltall  never  forget  to  my  dying  day  ;  a 
look  of  helpless  ngony,  ofliopfless  desolatitm,  of 
complete  aespair,  such  as  I  pray  heaven  I  may 
never  s^e  again.  She  uttered  a  wild  aud  incoherent 
cry.  and  fell  at  my  feel  like  stone. 

It  was  the  ]a.«t  sound  she  ever  mnde  on  earlli. 
For  three  days  and  nights  she  lay  in  an  almost 
lifeless  stupor.  I>uring  all  that  time  I  never  left 
her  l)edside,  but  sat  by  her,  nearly  as  silent  as  her- 
self watching  fur  the  fii-Ht  gleam  of  re4bgniliun  in 
those  vacant  eyes ;  and  through  all  tliose  lo:ig, 
terrible,  sleepless  hours,  I  nnrced  my  hatred  for 
her  murderer.  Revenge  would  come,  I  knew, 
sooner  or  later,  and  I  could  wait.  A  volcmo  was 
smoulde;'ing  within  my  heart,  and  woe  to  him  when 
at  last  it  should  break  forth.  Even  then  I  felt 
that  fate  would  bring  him  in  my  way,  and  ;:ive  mo 
my  reveaga  before  either  be  or  i  wm  ^fi^*  e^vo 


though  the  time  were  fifty  years  in  coming.      '  " 

And  so  Elfie  died.  I  hardly  knew  when  she 
passed  away,  so  slight  was  the  difference  betweetr 
her  death-like  stupor  and  the  final  sleep  of  deatik 
itself  Don't  ask  me  to  recall  the  dreadful  yttut 
that  followed,  when  all  on  earth  seemed  one  vast, 
blank.  I  believe  during  that  .time  I  was  nearly^ 
mad.  One  purpose  only  sustained  me  while  [ 
patiently  waited,  my  determination  to  l>e  revenged,. 

lime  will  heal  the  most  rankling  sorrowa,  and' 
.  mine,  though  not  forgotten,  bec&me,  as  the  yeora 
went  on,  lighter  and  less   hard  to  bear.     'When  I 
began  to  find  some  sunshine  yet  left  in  the  world, 
my  hand  was  sop;^ht  by  John  Sterling— a  3<>ung 
and  industrious  neighbor,  whom  I  soon  learned  to 
respect  for  his  honesty  and  upright  manliness,  and 
in  time  to  love  with  a  devolion  which,    though 
differing  from  the  mad  intensity  with  which  I  had 
once  loved  Gilbert  Stephens,  was  no  less  earnest: 
and  entire.     Uf  the  murderer  of  my  sister  I  lost, 
all  clue  ;    yet  I  bided  my  time  in  patience,  and 
waited  silently  for  the   time   which  1  knew  must 
come  at  last. 

It  was   six  years  after  our  marriage  that  my' 
husband  met  with  Uie  accident  which  resulted  io 
his  seeking  the  appointment  as  lighlhouse.keeper, ' 
on  the  boar's  Head.  About  the  same  time  that  John 
became  a  cripple,    the  former  keeper  of  the  light- 
house, who  had  held  the  solitary  and  responsible' 
post  for  many  years,  wns  drowned,  while  attempting  ' 
to  reach  the  reef  in  a  small  lH)at  on  a  stormy  night. 
John,  wiio  did   not    lack  friends,   succeeded,   after* 
some  effort,  in  obtaining  the  vacant  |>ociliuD  ;  and 
we  Were  soon   installed  in  our  new   home,  in  the ' 
hollow  beneath  the  lighthouse. 

'I he   Boars    Head   was   a   small  rocky  island, 
standing  at  the  end  of  one  of  the  most  dangerous 
reefs  on  the  coast.      I  he  neorest  ppint  of  the  main- 
land was  more  than  a  mile  distant,  and  the  island 
reared  its  bold  front  directly  from  the  sea,  and  bore 
the  brunt  of  all  northerly  and  easterly  gales.  From 
its  isolated  and  circumscribed  limit'',   it  was  not- 
generally    considered  a    very  attractive   place  of 
residence;  but  I  soon  learned  to  love  it.     TLesnb-' 
limity  of  its  winter  storms  was  terrible,  and  its^ 
utter  loneliness  gave  it  a  charm  in  my  eyes  which  - 
I  would  have  scarcely  found  in  any  other  spot. 

We  had  lived  there  several  years— I  know  not 
how   many,   for  I  was   so  far  from  the  busy  world 
that  it  seemed  unnrtessai-y  to  keep  note  of  time — 
when  John  Went  away  to  Charleston.     A  relative- 
had  died,   leaving   him  a  i-mall  legacy,  to  seour* 
which    he  found    the  journey  necersary.     'ihe  in- 
sn^tor's  visit  had  Ju>t  been  made,  and  John  could 
absent  himself  from  his  post  for  a  short  time  wiih-i 
out  fear  of  discovery,  for  I  had  learned  to  take  care 
of  the  lamps  and  machinery  us  well  as  he.     On  the: 
14lh  of  January  he  k-fi  me.  having  first,  with  bis 
usual  thoughtfulne^s,   procured  for  uie  a  supply  of 
newspapers    and    periodicals    from    on   shore,    to 
prevent  me.  as  he  said,  from  being  lonely  during  biai 
absence.     It  was  our  first  parting  since  our  mar-- 
riage,  and  it  was  not  until  he  hna  gone  and  I  wai; 
alone  with  my  babe  that  I  realized  how  infinitely 
more  dear  to  me  was  tlie  new  love  than  the  oli 
What  was   my  mad   pasxiun  for  Gilbert  Stephens 
to  the  love  I  bore  John   .Sterling!  • 

As  evening  came  on  I  a-cended  the  tower,  wound 
up  the  machinery  which  controlled  the  revolutions' 
or  the  liuht.  and  lighted  Hie  lamps.  'I  his  done.  !< 
sat  down  by  the  fire  and  opened  the  bundle  of; 
papers  which  John  hu<l  broii^lit.  Almost  the  first. 
|)aragraph  which  met  my  eye  was  the  following : — 

"OPK.MNO    OF  TIIK    NkW    TaCKKT    LlNK    BKTWKKM 

Mar.«!kili.ks  a.vi)  Qi  vdkc— By  advices  from  Paris, 
r)ecemlKT  17th,  and  London  I'JtIi,  wu  learn  that; 
the  new  A  1  clipper  ohip  (iolden  Lion.  Smith, 
master,  left  Marseilles  December  I'JtIi,  for  Qu<  beo 
direct,  with  a  heavy  freight  and  full  passenger 
lift.  Among  the  latter  was  (Jilb.  rt  ."--teiilieiiB,  Ksq., 
formerlv  of  this  place,  iho  founder  nn<i  prinripal; 
owner  of  the  line.  ihe  Golden  l.ion  was  huilt  at' 
Milford  Haven.  England,  and  is  considered  one  of 
the  finest  clippers  all  at.  ■•hei-'  ih.fir.sl  vessel  upon 
which  the  exp«riiiiet>l  of  carrying  a  f .urtli  nia«t 
ha*  l»een  tried.  (Irent  ex|ii  ct:itions.  ;  .s  to  her' 
S|)eeil,  are  raised  by  the  very  unusual  spread  of 
canvas  thus  obtained-" 

6e  here  was  news  of  Gilbert  Stepbeaa  at  last. 
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Was  Uio  hour  at  liand  ?     W'aa  lie  even  now  un- ' 
coiisciuusly  speeding  towards  uie,  in  pursuance  oT 
a  decree  of  inexorable  fate?    I  believed  it.     l-'ully 
and  firmly  did  I  believe  that  I'rovidence  waa  about 
to  deliver  lyiii  into  tiiy  hands. 

1  dropped  the  pai>er  in  my  lap,  and  fixed  my 
eyes  on  llie  glowing  coals.  '1  he  iioar's  Head  waa 
aliuost  tlie  first  1i;>;ht  sighted  t,y  vessels  coining  in 
from  the  East,  binind  for  points  north  of  Cape 
Sable,  and  was  in  tiie  direct  track  of  vessels  sailing 
between  Canadian  and  Mediterranean  or  Soulu 
Atlantic  ports.  It  waa^now  tlie  14th  of  January. 
Conceding  that  Ihe  expectations  io  regard  to  the 
s]>eed  of  llie  Oolden  J.ion  were  reaHzed,  and  •flow- 
ing for  all  adverse  winds,  the  shi|>  would  be  likely 
to  sight  tiie  Boar's  Head  wiUiin  the  next  ten  or 
twelve  days.  Thnt  I  should  recognise  her  -from 
her  peculiar  rig  and  extraordinary  amount  of  can- 
vas, 1  was  asRuri'd. 

Of  what  use  these  speculations  were  to  roe,  1  did 
not  know.  Even  if  the  vessel  succeeded  in  follow- 
ing the  usual  track,  she  would  not  pass  williin  less 
than  a  mile  of  th^  light.  Nevert(helesi,  I  felt  that 
by  Some  means,  1  knew  not  how,  my  sister's 
murderer  was  to  be  delivored  into  my  hands. 

For  days  afterwards  I  scanned  the  horiaon  ana 
Bwept  the  sea  with  my  husband's  glass,  ^o  eager 
did  I  become  in  my  watch  for  the  expected  ship, 
that  I  ate  my  meals  in  the  lantern,  atid  made  my 
bed  there,  tlmt  I  might  lose  no  moinentof  the  day- 
light, and  might  resume  my  look-out  wiMi  the  first 
gray  streak  of  d>iwn.  Even  then  I  was  liarasscd 
by  a  constant  fe.'ir  that  slie  would  pass  by  in  the 
darkness  without  my  knowledge  ;  and  many  times 
during  the  long  nights  I  rose  and  gazed  earnestly 
over  the  tea,  trying  in  vain  to  pierce  the  dense 
black  curtain  that  shrouded  the  ofKng.  On  the 
twentietli  1  received  a  lotl^^r  from  Ji/hn,  eayin^ 
tliat  he  had  arrived  safely  iti  Ciiarleston,  had  trans- 
acted his  business  there,  and  <ngi»g<'d  passiige  in 
a  small  coasting  schooner,  called  the  Petrel,  which 
waa  loading  for  Halifax,  and  would  thus  bring  him 
h«me  more  directly  than  he  could  come  by  any  in- 
land route,  l.put  tlie  letter  in  my  bosom,  and 
wondered  whicli  would  come  first,  John  Sterling  or 
Gilbert  iStephens.  • 

Two  weeks  ]>as8ed  a^oy,  and  still  no  sign  of  th*. 
Golden  Lion.  I  cannot  describe  the  exciteineiili 
under  which  I  InlHired  during  thnt  time.  I  scarce- 
ly ate  or  slept,  niul  1  remained  from  morning  until 
night  at  my  jmst,  scanning  the  horizon  with  a 
fascination  I  was  poxverlc^s  to  resist.  On  tlie 
28lh  a  leaden  |>all  of  clouds  settled  down  over  the 
aea.  The  wind  changed  to  the  north  and  east, 
and  everything  betokened  the  near  ap|iroach  of  u 
severe  sioriii.  1  lie  wind  increased  during  that 
nigiit  and  llie  next  diiy.  llie  furf  upon  the  reef 
became  very  heavy,  the  clouds  dropped  lower,  and 
a  thicit  mi.'<l  obscured  ihe'oftiiig. 

About  four  in  tiie  afternoon  I  described  a  large 
sail  upon  the  horizon,  baMling  aluwlv  and  labor- 
iously to  windward.  I  wtttciied  jyt  Willi  an  eager- 
ness sharpeued  by  long  wailing.  •'ISlowly  lier  spars 
arose  above  the  level  line  of  di^^tanoe,  and  gradually 
she  emerged  from  the  haza.  Hour  after  hour  I 
kept  my  glass  fix«id  upon  her.  She  carried  little 
canvas,  and  at  last  her  shapeless  mass  resolved 
itself  into  clear  and  distinct  outlines.  She  was  a 
large  clipi)er  ship,  willi  four  masts.  It  was  the 
Golden  Lion. 

In  the  agitation  which  succeeded  this  discovery, 
I  mechanically  laid  down  the  glass,  returned  to  - 
the  house,  and  sat  down  before  the  fire.  What 
was  to  be  done  next^  I  quickly  turned  the  matter 
over  in  my  mind.  Ihe  wind  was  almost  directly 
north-east ;  the  course  of  the  Golden  Lion  north- 
west. If  the  gale  continued,  hec<iBaplaia  Would 
doubtless  attempt  to  run  into  HaKfax  for  a  harbor. 
Failing  in  this — ;ind  there  was  ev«ry  prospect  now 
that  he  would  fail— he  would  find  hinvelf  on  ajee 
shore,  with  I'.oac's  Head  Light  as  his  sole  de- 
pendenoe.  It  was  at  this  momtnt  that  there  flas)v>d 
into  my  mind  the  thought  that  in  my  very  hands  I 
held  the  means  of  avenging  Elfie's  murder.  Tell 
tne  not  that  i  had  planned  it  all  from  the  beginning. 
It  was  not  until  that  night— the  fated  twenty-ninth 
of  January — that  I  i-eu]ized  my  poVrer  over  Gilbert 
Stephens.  A  slight  neglect  of  duty  on  my  part 
now,  an  hour's  delay  in  lighting  theiamps,  and  he 
might  be  seat  at  oMM  bef«>«  th«  Judgowot  Uir  of 
Heaven  to  answer  for  his  orimea. 


I  dared  9^  tfltp  to  tlipnk  ^r  deliherat*.^  I  Tan 
up  into'the  llnterfi  once  inorev'andagain  Bene<f  the 
glass.  It  was  almost  dark,  'ihe  ship  was  in 
Dearly  the  same  position  as  when  1  saw  her  last, 
trying  to  beat  slowly  to  the  northward,  and  labor- 
ing greatly  in  the  heavy  sea.  Beyond  her  I  could 
dimly  descry  the  outline  of  another  and  smaller  ves- 
sel, evidently  endeavoring  to  follow  the  same  course. 
It  mattered  not  to  me  now  tiiat  the  innocent  would 
perish  with  the  guilty.  I  thought  not  of  the 
clipper's  crowded  c«faiaa  ;  1  dwelt  only  upon  my 
revenge.  My  blood  boiled  at  fever  heat ;  ny^rain 
waa  on  fire.  I  threw  d<Mrn^the  glass,  and  with 
three  blows  of  tfae  axe  lianging  sear  at  hand|  I 
broke  the  machinery  and  lamps  beyond  all  hopie 
of  repair,  and  destroyed  two  of  tire  storm-panes  of 
the  lantern.  Tb«  violence  of  the  gale,  whicli'Sn- 
creased  with  every  moment,  would  form  an  easy 
explanation  of  this  ruin,  and  excuse  the  absence  of 
the  light,  should  the  circumstances  be  noticed 
from  the  shore.  I  then  returned  to  the  house.  As 
I  passed  out,  the  air  WM  thick  with  snow. 

Our  dwelling  stood  at  a  short  distance  from  the 
light-house,  in  a  hollow  below  the  hill.  It  was  so 
situated  that  a  bright  light  in  the  east  window 
would,  in  the  absence  of  the  real  beacon,  easily  de- 
ceive and  mislead  a  vessel  steering  by  it,  especially 
in  thick  and  stormy  weather.  Determined  to  omit 
nothing  to  effect  my  purpose,  I  raised  the  curtain, 
and  placed,  a  large  lamp  upon  the  window-sill. 
This  done,  I  sat  down  to  await  the  result. 

Louder  and  louder  shrieked  the  gale,  and  the 
house  seena^d  shaken  to  its  very  foundations.  I 
heeded  not  the  time,  and  hours  may  have  pesoed 
while  I  sat  motionless  before  the  glowing  coals, 
listening  to  the  wind  and  the  driving  of  the  storm 
against  the  windows.  At  last  the  heavy  boom  of 
a  gun  close  at  hand  rose  above  the  howling  a£  the 
gale.  This  was  followed  by  another  and  another, 
in  quick  succession.  I  ran  to  the  door,  aiid  threw 
it  open. 

A  signal  rocket  shot  into  the  air  from  the  di- 
reetion  of  the  reef,  and  immediately  afterwards 
a  bright  blue  light  revealed  the  outlines  of  a  large 
ship.  Intense  darkness  succeeded.  I  saw  that  it 
was  the  Oolden  Lion,  and  in  another  second  I  heard. 
tlie  crash,  and  knew  that  she  bad  struck.  Almost 
at  the  same  instant  a  second  rocket  blazed  up  di- 
rectly in  front  of  the  Louse. 

7\co  vessels,  then,  had  been  lureJ  to  their  des- 
truction ;  and  I  doubted  not  that  the  second  was 
the  smaller  one  that  I  hod  seen  before  dark  work- 
ing up  against  the  wind  in  the  wake  of  the  clippei-. 

"Oh,  God!"  I  cried,  burying  my  face  in  my 
hand,  "  must  so  many  pay  the  penalty  for  one 
man's  crimes?  "  '^^ 

A  dizzy.<41ni  passed  Across  my  e^^es  ;  the  room 
swam  ;  the  air  »emed  red  with  blo«I.  I  clutched 
the  door-frame  for  support ;  but  it  slipped  from 
my  grasp,  and  I  sank  down  fainting  upon  the 
floor. 

NVheiiJ  regained  my  senses  the  Snow  had  drifted 
in  arounjme  througli  the  open  door  to  the  depth 
of  au  in^,  and  the  gitty  light  of  iriOrning  be^Ki 
to  render  visible  the  aea  and  the  rocky  shore.  I 
arose  with  difficulty,  and,  exUnguishing  tli^.Ianip 
in  the  window,  sallied  out  in  the  storm,  which  had 
not  yet  ceased,  though  the  wind  had  somewhat 
abated.  The  reef  was  nearly  hidden  by  the  blind- 
ing snow ;  but  the  roar  of  the  breakers  waa  terrific, 
and  I  could  dimly  discern  through  the  hazea  black 
mass,  which  I  knew  must  Its  the  hulk  of  the  clipper. 
The  shore  nearer  at  hand  was  stroWn  with  x>ieceB  . 
of  the  wreck— broken  spars,  planks,  barrels,  Doxes 
and  bales,  piled  one  upon  tbc^vther  in  chaotic  ruin 
and  confusion.  Among  theae  I  began  ray  terrible 
seiirch  for  the  body  of  Gilbert  Stephens. 

I  CMBot  tell  tiie  rest  coherently.  All  that 
morning  1  passed  at  my  djieadful  work.  Bow 
many  murders  were  on  my  aojd  I  knew  aot.  I  did 
not  stop  to  count.  One  purpose  only  did  I  have 
as  I  looked  one  by  one  upon  tile  dead,  and  passed 
them  by — to  assuve  myself  that  my  search  was 
tiiorough.  Two  vessels  had  b«en  lost,  The  heavy 
spars  upon  the  shore  told  me  that  one  pf  them  had 
undoubtedly  been  the  Golden  Lion.  The  Qlher 
had  gone  completely  to  pieces,  and  coaie  on  abore 
a  mass  of  broken  driftwood.  What  she  waa,  I  had 
no  means  of  knowing,  nor  did  I  stop  to  conjecture. 
AU  my  mind  was  8xe4  upon  one  objeet-^ttM  ^nd- 
10J[,  either  dead  or  alive,  of  Gilbert  Stephens. 


At  last,  towards  noon,  I  came  upon  a  huge  piece 
of  timber,  a  portion  of  a  bulwark,  upon  which,  as 
1  knew  by  the  glitter  of  the  gold  beneath  the  snow, 
was  inscribed  the  name  of  tlie  vessel  to  which  it 
had  belonged.  Though  not  doubting  that  it  was 
a  pottion  of  the  Golden  Ljon.  I  seised  one  end  of 
the;  plank,  and  pulled  at  it  until  1  had  moved  it 
froai  under  the  debrii  piled  over  it,  and  could 
bruBh  away  the  surrounding  snow  to  read  the  words. 

^^'ho  can  describe  the  maddening  terror  that 
iMiaed  me  when  I  saw  before  me,  in  six  laUers  of 
burpiag  gold,  the  name  "Petrel!  ' 

The  second  ressel  was  the  sehnoner  in  whith  my 
husband  was  a  passenger  from  Charle8tt>ta,  and  1 
had  murdered  him  I 

Itbld  you  ia  the  beginning  that  you  could  call 
thisj  a  confession  if  you  liked.  If  you  think  that 
myiorime  did  not  bring  its  own  full  and  terrible 
penaSty,  you  may  condemn  me.  1  know  that  in 
my  own  suffering  I  have  expiated  my  sin.  and  1  do 
not  jask  you  to  judge  my  deeds.  Perhaps  you  will 
havfc  soiue  pity  for  nie  when  I  tell  you  the  end — 
the  :last  words  that  I  shall  write  of  this  terribU 
stort^,  Gilbert  Stephens  waa  not  a  passenger  on 
the  :Qolden  Lion.  A  higher  power  punished  me 
for  ^ly  presumption,  and  look  «|>on  itself  Io  judge 
hereafter  between  me  aad  uiy  sister's  murderer. 
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Testing  Her  Innocence. 


\i  following  touching  scene  recently  occurred 
cjourt  of  justice  in  Paris  ;^ — 
poor  pale  seamstrese,  who  had  recently  r>e- 
ije  ia  widow,  was  arraigned  for  theft.  She  ap- 
peared at  the  bnr  with  her  buliy  of  elevea  months 
on  hei-  arm.  She  went  to  pet  some  work  one  day-, 
Uli  waa  alleged  that  she  Stole  tliree  gold  coins 
of  t«u:  francs  each.  Ihe  money  was  missed  soon 
after  ^he  left  her  employer,  and  a  servant  was 
sent  to  her  room  to  claim  it.  Ihe  servant  found 
her  about  to  quit  the  room,  with  the  tlirec  gold 
CMoSj^ii  her  hand  .  She  saM  to  the  servant,  "  I 
was  Igoing  to  carry  them  ba«k  to  yon.  "  Never- 
theltsB,  she  was  carried  to  the  coiumi^sioner  of 
p<di^  and  he  ordered  her  to  be  sent  before  the 
poliee-eourt  for  trial.  She  was  too  pools  to  en- 
gaga  R  lawyer;  and  when  ablied  by  the  judge 
what  she  had  to  say  for  heri-clf,  she  answered  : — 
"The  day  I  went  to  my  employer's  I  carried  my 
child  Jvith  me.  It  was  in  my  arms  as  it  is  now. 
I  wis  not  paying  attention  to  it.  Ihere  were 
several  gold  coins  on  the  uiontelpiece,  and,  un- 
knoi^n  to  me,  it  stfstched  out  iu  little  band,  and 
seised  three  pieces,  which  1  did  not  obserre  until 
I  got  home.  I  at  once  put  on  my  bonnet,  and 
was  going  back  to  my  employer  to  return  them, 
wheit  I  was  arresUd.  I  his  is  the  solemn  truth, 
as  I  liope  for  heaven's  mercy.  " 

The  court  could  not  behsve  this  story.  They 
upbilaided  tha  mother  for  liar  impudenae  in  en- 
deavoring to  palm  off  such  a  manifest  iUsehood 
for  tlie  truth.  They  besought  her  for  her  own 
«aka  to  retract  so  absurd  a  tale,  for  it  could  have 
no  effect  but^to  oblige  the  court  to  sentence  her 
to  a  much  severer  punishmeni  than  they  were 
disposed  to  inflict  upon  one  so  young  and  evi- 
dently steeped  so  deep  in  poverty. 

Tlteae  appeals  had  no  effect,  except  to  strengthen 
the  poor  mother's  pertinacious  adherenca  to  her 
origifial  story.  As  this  firmness  Was  susUined  by  , 
that  look  of  innocence  which  the  most  adroit 
criminal  can  never  counterfeit,  the  court  waa  at 
some  Joss  to  discover  what  decision  justice  de- 
man44d.  To  relieve  their  embarraaament,  one  of 
the  judges  proposed  to  renew  the  scene  described 
by  tfea  mothe*.  '1  hree  gold  coins  were  placed  oa 
the  Merk's  table.  Ihe  mother  was  requested  to 
assuite  the  position  in  which  she  stood  at  her  em- 
ployaifs  hooaa.  There  was  then  a  breathleas 
pause.' in  court.  The  baby  soon  discovered  the 
Dright  coins,  eyed  them  lor  a  moment,  smiled, 
and  then  stretched  forth  its  tiny  hand,  and 
clutched  them  in  its  fingers  with  a  miser's  eager- 
ness.    The  mother  was  at  once  acquitted. 


A  wise  man,  being  asked  how  old  he  was,  re- 
plied, "I  am  in  health;"  and  being  asked  how 
rich  lif  was,  stid,  "  l  «»  not  in  debt. " 
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MARY    OF    ARGYLE. 


Poco  Allegretto  e  delicatezza. 
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1.     I      have  beard   the  ma  -  vis      singing 
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His    love-song    to       the  morn :      I       have  Been    the  dew-drop  clinging 
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rose  jnstnew-ly  bom:  But    a  sweeter  song  haa  cheer'd  me,  At   the  evening's  gentle  oloae;      And  I've    8t»en    an  eye  still  brightt-r 
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the  rose;      'Twas      thy    voice,     my    gen  -  tie      Ma  -  nr, 


And   thine    art  •  loss  winning  smile, 
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don,    Bon  -  ny      Ma  -  ry      of       Ar-gyle, 
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2  Thongh  thy  voice  may  lose  its  sweetneaa, 
And  thine  eyrf  its  brightness  too  ;     :  I  . 

Thongh  thy  step  may  lack  its  fleetoMS, 
And  thy  hair  its  sunny  hue  : 

Siill  to  me  wili  Hum  be  daaxer 
Than  all  the  world  shall  own ; 


f  r  r'  i    r  r: 


I  have  loved  thee  for  thy  beauty,    , 

But  not  for  that  alone  : 
I  have  watched  thy  heart,  dear  Mary, 

And  its  rroodness  was  the  wile 
Thai  baa  nada  ihaa  auam  lot  evar, 

Bonnie  Mary  of  Argyle. 
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I  ean&t.king  tbe  old  longn 

I  8ut^,  long  years  .n  -o  ; 
For,  hetat  and  voice  >.'ould  fail  me, 
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And  fu  lid!i  te:ir«  \«  'till  fliw 
For,  1)y-j{iiiic  botiM  i  me  o'er 
With  each  familiar  strain  : 

1  oanaq^  zing  the  ukl  Bongs, 
Or  Jreani  thoso  dreams  again  ; 
•  ■  •      I  cannot  »in£f  the  old  sonrja, 

Or  dream  tliose  dreaius  .:gain  !  . 

I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs, 

Their  cliarm  is  sad  and  deep  : 
Their  mel<Klie8  would  waken 

Old  sorrows  from  their  deep  ; 
And  tho'  all  unfurgotten  still. 
And  aoJIy  eweet  they  he  .  . 

1  cannot  sing  the  old  songs, 

They  are  too  dear  to  rae  ;     • 
I  cannot  eing-the  old  songs. 
They  are  too  dear  to  me  i 

I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs  J 

For,  visions  come  again  .  ■  ;     . 

Of  goldea  dreams  departed, 

A  nd  years  of  weary  pain. 
Perhaps,  when  earthly  fetters  shall 

Have  set  my  spirit  free, 
__  ■  \^    Aly  voice  may  know  the  old  songs, 
;  ' '  For  all  eternity  !  .  . 

My  voice  may  know  the  old  songs, 
"For  all  eternity  !  .  . 


Green  Hills  of  Tyrol 

Oreen  Hills  of  Tyrol  !  again  T  see 
The  home  of  cliildhood  so  dear  to  me  : 
Again  I  press  your  Terdant  shade. 
Where  oit  my  footsteps  have  wildly  strayed  : 
Once  more  I  am  near  him — 
My  own  one  1  my  fond  one  1 
;  Again  I  shall  hear  him — 

*  Love's  accents  repeat  : 

While  to  his  sighs 
'.  '  My  heart  replies. 

And  every  glance  is  soft  and  sweet ! 
Green  Hills  of  lyrol !  again  I  see 
The  liome  of  childhood  so  dear  to  me  ! 
Again  I  press  your  verdant  shade, 
\V  here  oft  ray  footsteps  have  wildly  strayed. 

From  yonder  woodlands,  sounding  clear. 
His  merry  bugle   note  I  hear  : 
With  eye  of  hawk,  and  falchion  keen. 
He  comes  !  he  comes  !  my  Tyrolean  ! 
Once  more  1  behold  him — 

Wy  dear  one  !  my  fond  one  I 
To  my  bosom  I'll  fold  him  I 

Wy  own  Tyrolean  !  -  •    '■  ,  .' 

Haste  !  ha8t%  my  love  !  why  linger  now  ? 
The  sun  is  elieddmg  his  parting  glow  ; 
The  Chamois  seeks  his  peaceful  glade. 
And  homeward  wanders  tlie  mountain  maid  : 
'0h  !  eome  thoa  and  cheer. me. 
My  own  one  !  my  fond  one  { 
Again  thou  shalt  bear  me    ' 
t<iiig  love's  tender  strain " 
While  evTy  note 
My  lips  repeat, 
At  soft  and  sweet,  thou'll  breathe  again. 
Then  haste,  my  love  !  why  linger  now  f 
The  sun  is  shedding  his  parting  glow, 
The  (chamois  seeks  his  peaceful  glade. 
And  homeward  wanders  the  mountain  maid. 

Hark,  hark  !  I  hear  hia  well  known  cry, 
While  answering  echo  makes  reply  : 
]!«ow,  now— he  waves  his  scarf  of  green, 
He  comes  !  he  comes  !  my  Tyrolean  I 
Once  more  I  behold  him —  • 

My  dear  one  !  ray  fond  od*!-  •.;: .  •  •  . 
To  my  bosom  111  fold  him  !  * 

My  own  Tyrolean  I 

■  i«i  ■    — i 

What  ia  that  which  muat  play  before  it  can  work? 
A  fire  engine. 


The  Monitor  and  Merrimac. 

By  Chas.  A.  Clark. 


I'm  f^olDR  to  aiog  a  lonf;.  I  won't  detain  you  long  . 

Ifyou  litten,  1  will  tell  you  h<iw  so  baudj.  Uh  I 
The  Monitor  went  siuack  up  to  tli*  Merrimac, 

And  npou  her  aides  pUyed  :  Yankee  Doodle  Dandj,  Oh  ! 

CHORUS. 

Hip  a  DooJen  Do.  Jeff  Davis,  how  are  yon  T 
Unr  Monitor  beat  your  Merrimae  quite  baody.  Oh  ! 

Erricson  he's  aroand  ;  in  the  world  there  can't  b*  found 
A  Psoplo  like  the  Yaukeea  Doodle  Daudy,  Oh  ! 

Twas  ou  the  Bigbth  of  March,  the  Herrlmao  illped  ont 
From  liorfoik,  {or  to  titke  crulza  so  handy.  Oh  : 

EUe  di..!  uot  thick  she'd  luent  any  thing,  iu  our  fleet, 
Able  to  glTo  her  :  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh  ! 

She  wen',  ruahin,':  rouiul.  amaihing  every  thine  the  fonnd, 
Tlii  the  Monitor  came  sailing  iu,  so  baudy.  Ob  ! 

And  ^.'oBDKM  ttoppc  1  her  fun.  soun  uada  her  cut  and  ran, 
Vhile  the  sheila  they  whistled  : 

Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh  ! 

For  the  Torktown  and  (he  other,  they'd  be  little  bother 

To  amash  aud  break  them  both  up.  so  handy,  Oh  I 
For  our  gnu-boats  they  would  do  to  rip 

them  thronf;h  and  ihroneb, 
'    While  the  sailors  they'd  sing :  Yankee  Doodle  Daudy,  Oh ! 

The  Merrimac  was  Some,  till  the  Monitor  she  eome, 
And  opened  up  her  battle  ports  so  handy.  Oh  ' 

Then,  the  ebot  did  flyrtlll  the  Merrlmac'a  men  did  cry  : 
Here'a  the  Devil,  sure,  or  Yankee  Doodle  Daudy.  Oh  ! 

To  Jeff  this  onght  to  abow  :  that  this  Monster  Is  no  go. 

And  that  Mechanics  in  the  North  are  very  handy,  Ob  ! 
Tliat  be  must  aurrander  aoon,  or 

we'll  blow  blm  to  the  moon. 

With  inventions  of  onr  Yankees'  Doodle  Dandy,  Ob  ! 

Kow.  Boys,  let  ns  cheer  the  men  that  don't  know  fear. 
That     orked  that  little  battery,  so  handy.  Oh  ! 

Thay  deserve  well  of  ns  all,  let  us  pray  that  none  may  fall ! 
May  they  live  long  to  sing  :  Yankee  Doodle  Dandy,  Oh  ! 
5 — —^ 

i~      Paddy's  Dream. 

\n  London  oae  night,  atMut  three  In  the  morning. 
In  my  l>ed  wide  awake  fast  asleep  in  a  doze, 

lo  a  loud  fit  of  yawnlDK  I  fell  to  a  laughing  : 
Tor,  love  aud  good  living  disturbed  my  repose. 

Thinks  I  to  myself :  I'll  Jnst  aleep  a  bit  longer, 

Alone  to  enjo)  this  beantiful  sceDe  ; 
With  eyes  wide  opeu  I  slept  nutll  uiorulng. 

Whan  I  found  it  all  nothing  but  only  a  dream 

Bpokxh  :  Och  I  such  a  vision  '  There  was  I  np  to  my 
elbowa  in  illegaut  pastry,  np  to  my  eyes  In  liqaor.  and 
over  my  ears  in  love,  whispering  soft  nonaeosa  to  Molly 
Aahstore  aud  singing  :  m 

Fal  lah  lue.  ful  lab  Ine.  whack  fal  de  riddle. 

Sing  ful  lah  lue    fal  lah  lue   whack  ful  de  ray. 
With  my  sprig  of  ahillalegh  I'W  sing  to  your  fiddle. 
To  a  email  drop  of  whiskey  I'll  never  aay  nay. 

I  dreamed  while  at  hnme  a  eonrtlng  sweet  Molly, 
I  was  eating  minced  plea  in  a  pastry  cook'a  ahop  ; 

And  with  love  and  good  liqaor  waa  getting  so  Jolly, 
Bad  you  seen  uie  I'm  sure  you'd  have  longed  for  a  drop. 

Soch  dishes  I'd  swear  ne'er  grew  fn  Kilkenny, 
Or  before  touched  the  lips  of  poor  Paudeeu  M'Phane  , 

Arrah  !  troth,  could  I  dream  the  itfinie, 

night,  noon,  and  morning, 
I'd  never  go  back  to  Kilkenny  again. 

8POKX9  :    Och  '  snch  a  dream  '  It's  only  delnalon.  says 
Molly.   It  was  illegant  eating  and  driuking.  aaya  I.   Only 
let  me  dream  such  delusions  always,  waking  aud  sleep- 
ing, and  I'll  alug— 
Fu  ru  Iu  philaloo,  whack  fol  de  riddle. 

Sing  wriabtrew,  bubal>oo.  whack  ftU  de  ray. 
With  my  bit  of  shillaleKb.  I'll  dance  to  the  fiddle, 
'X'o  a  drop  of  good  whlakey  I'd  uaver-eay  nay. 

Next  night  to  my  bed  I  went  soon  in  the  morning. 
In  hopes  such  another  sweet  dream  to  obtain. 

When,  zoands  !  you'll  iMlieve  me,  I 

dreamel  that  old  Wackem 
Was  bringing  me  back  to  Kilkenuy  again. 

So  I  laid  my  stock  atlll.  both  trembling  and  sha/lng. 

My  hair  stitfaa  pitcbforka  atuck  out  of  my  head  ; 
TIU  the  daylight  appearing.  I  bade  him  good  moniing. 

Aud  swore  be'd  ne'er  catch  ma  afure  he  waa  dead. 

Spokzn  :  The  flrnt  wink  of  day  brought  back  my  cou- 
rage.so  1  bawls  giving  a  flourish  of  the  alpeeu  :  only  make 
yourself  invisible  to  my  eyes  now.  and  see  hnw  soon  I'll 
measnre  yoa  for  a  new  wig.  Ah  :  faith  !  I'll  lend  yoa 
such  a 
Philaloo  wriabtrew.  whack  fal  de  raddle,   -.  . 

Hnbaboo  Claraboo.  now  fire  away  ' 
With  my  sprig  of  ahillalegh  I'll  crack  yoflr  Old  noddle  : 
To  be  waked  from  such  dreaming,  tha  devil,  I  aay  I 

Why  .oe«  a  clergyman  have  more  wives  than 
any  one  else  ?  Because  he  often  marriea  a  couple 
at  a  time. 

Why  is  your  nose  in  the  middle  of  your  face  ? 
Because  it  is  the  scenter. 

^lat  kind  of  a  ship  has  two  mate*  and  no  cap- 
tain ?     A  courtship. 


My  Vife  Sho  Vas  Vaiting  for  1 

Written  and  Sung  by  Ons  Williams. 
Air  :    My  Little  One's  Waiting  for  Me. 

You  may  vonder  vy  I  vonder  so  distraete 

Pat  de  reason  ia  I've  got  a  vife 
Who,  vbenever  she  gets  a  hold  of  me, 

Viil  peat  tne  in  an  inch  of  my  life. 
I'm  afraid  for  to  go  home  dis  evening  : 

For,  I  know  riglit  veil  Tere  she'll  be^ 
JPehind  de  door  mit  a  pig  club  stick. 

My  vife  she  ia  vaitiug  for  me. 

CHORPB. 

Oh  !  she  looves  me,  I  know,  to  distract 
Und  I  really  ought  habhy  to  be  : 
Put  pehind  de  door  now  mit  a  pig  club 
My  Katie  vas  vaiting  for  me.  •  ^ 

Her  eyes,  how  shall  1  describe  dem  f 

Dey're  like  holes  dat  vas  pnrnt  in  a  raj 
Her  nose  looks  ns  if  it  hod  pusted, 

Her  mouth  looks  like  a  coffee  pag  ; 
She  says  dat  1  often  aptise  her, 

Ptit  apused  she  vill  never  more  be- 
So  pehind  de  door  now  mit  a  pig  club 
My  Katie  vas  vaiting  for  me.  C 


>-4*>-4 


Bom !  Bom !  Bom !  Or  Pretty  Polly  P 

Bung  by  George  Leybonme. 

I'll  sing  a  tale,  and  tell  a  aong 

About  a  party  who  went  wrong. 

And  all  tbrengh  naughty  Cupid's  dart 

Which  shot  her  ><ang  clear  through  the  heart.  ' 

She  had  been  courted  by  a  Uobby, 

But  gave  hini  np  for  a  chap  more  nobby. 

Whose  gorgeous  appearance  struck  her  dnmb. 

As  he  marched,  and  kept  banging  of  a  great  bli 

CIlORrs. 
For,  his  bora  !  bom  !  l>om  \  and  tingle,  tingle. 
Bom  •  bom  '  bom  '.  and  jingle,  jlugle.  jingle  : 
Won  the  heart  of  pretty  Polly  Priugle  : 
Pretty  Polly  Pringle  liked  the  bou  !  bom  t  boi 

She  saw  this  drnmmer  In  the  park. 

She  often  met  him  after  dark  !  '         -- 

Her  Bobby  love,  with  his  carrotty  hair. 

She  gave  him  turnips,  then  aud  there  ; 

She  Bcomed  his  bull'g-eye  and  bis  staff. 

Preferred  her  aoldier  love  by  half. 

The  iiobby  looked  always  blue  aud  glum. 

Beildes— be  hadu't  got  a  bom  !  bou  '.  bom  , 

'TVM^ 

One  day,  whila  walking  arm-fn-arm. 
The  Bobby  saw  them  with  alarm. 
He  felt  aa  be  never  felt  before. 
And  a  horrible  revenge  be  sistire  I 
"  As  she  for  me  cares  not  a  rap. 
Bald  he,  I'll  seitle  her  bom  !  bom  !  chap  !  * 
So  be  collared  the  suldler  on  the  march. 
And  chlrged  him  with  stealing  a  railway  arch  . 

For,] 

The  soldier  got  seiren  years  for  life  ! 
So  Polty  never  became  his  wife. 
The  Bobby  made  sure  she'd  be  hts  bride, 
But  she  preferred  "  sweet  snlclde.  " 
And  now  that  Bobby  walks  his  beat 
In  tadueaa— uot  even  cold  meat         ~        t    •  •' 
Delights  his  gaze,  he  feels  so  ginm—  ' 
Aud  nightly  he  dreams  of  the  bom  !  bom  ?  bom 

Ml 
-;■ :  ■       -^♦-*- -^-  :\ 

Jane  Monroe. 


It  was  down  In  Lonlslsni,  '     j  . 

Not  many  years  at;o.  .  1  ' 

I  fell  in  lub  wid  a  pretty  gaT, ' 

And  bet  name  was  Jaiio  Monroe  ; 
Her  eyea  was  bright  as  diamonde. 

Her  teetL  waa  white  as  snow— 
Oh  '.  de  prettiest  gal  I  eber  saw. 

Was  charming  jane  Monroe! 

CHORUS.  ': 

Bnt  now  she  is  far,  far  away, 
Aud  »e  hear  from  her  ebery  day  : 
And  if  she  was  here,  we'd  have  nothing 
For,  we  darkies  all  lub  her  so  gay. 

She  was  like  a  model. 

From  her  head  down  to  her  tOfl, 
And  sprightly  as  de  hopper  graaa, 

Waa  charming  Jane  Monroe. 
I'd  rather  be  a  alave  for  life, 

Aud  hab  de  corn  to  hoe. 
Dan  to  be  free  and  lib  widont        . -'• 

My  charming  Jane  Monroe. 

A  darkey  trader  catne  one  day. 

And  bought  my  gal  from  me. 
And  left  me  here  alone  to  moom 

Feneaf  de  cypress  tree  ; 
It  filled  my  heart  wid  grief  and  pata 

To  think  dsy'd  treat  me  so. 
Bnt  I  live  la  tiopee  to  meet  again 

My  eharming  Jane  Monxoe. 


tofeai 
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Spring!  Oentle  Spring! 

Words  by  J.  B.  Plinche— Masic  by  J.  BlTiera. 

Ai  SaDK  by  the  Loudon  Madrigal  Boys,  at  Mlblo's  Oarden. 

Itie  Music  can  be  obtained  for  lOcts  at  E.  H.  Harding's 

Mutio  fuMisblug  office,  288  Bower/.  N.  Y. 


Spring  I  Spring!  Gentle  Spring! 

Youngest  Season  of  the  year,  .!{' 

Ilillier  haste  and  with  thee  bring  ■■ 

April  witli  her  smile  and  tear: 
Hand  in  hand  will>  jocund  May,        -.»'  ^     ' 

Bent  on  keeping  holiday: 
With  thy  daisy  diadem, 

And  thy  robe  ot  brightest  green,     I  •;'',; 
We  will  welcome  thee  and  them,  ;  .■ 

Aa  je've  ever  welcomed  been. 

Spring!  Spring!  Gentle  Spring! 
Youngest  iseason  of  tlie  year, 
*    '-    •      Life  and  joy  to  Nntnre  bring  ; 

Nature's  darling  haste  thee  here  ! 

Spring !  Spring !  Gentle  Spring ! 

Gusty  Marcli  before  thee  flies,        ^  >,  -, 
Gloomy  Winter  banishing, 

Clearing  for  thy  path  th«  skies  : 
Flocks,  and  herds,  and  meads,  and  bowers 

For  thy  gracious  presence  long — 
Come  ana  fill  the  fields  with  flowers. 

Come  and  fill  the  groves  with  song  :     .  >-^ 
Make  the  orchards  white  willi  bloom, 

Bid  the  hawtliorn  breathe  perfume — 

Spring!  Spring!  Gei'tle  Spring !  Ac. 

;  Billy  Pastor's  Love  Song.  ' 

Words  and  Music  by  O.  W.  Humt. 

The  Mnslc  can  be  obtained  for  lOcts  at  E.  H.  Harding's 

Music  Publishing  office,  266  Bowery,  N.  Y. 


IiOTe.  loTe  !  Oh  !  what  is  loTe  T 

Lore  'tis  that  maicea  a  man  feel  so  peculiar: 
Oh :  Love !  who  does  not  love 

A  Maud,  a  Matilda,  a  Jane,  or  a  Julia? 
Love  it  Is.  and  love  alone 

That  maiies  the  world  RO  roand  and  round  I  ..':.-■. 
Love  is  certain  to  be  known 

Where  a  woman's  to  be  found- 
When  one  liiis  the  first  attaclc.  ■' >;•  . 

It's  like  Bsspberry-Jam  ruuaing  dowa  one*!  Mok. 

CHOBC3. 

Oh!  lore!  beantifal  love! 

Iiove  'tis  ttiat  makes  a  man  feel  so  peculiar  :  ^ 
Oh;  love:  beantlfnl  love  ' 

A  man's  but  a  fool,  if  be  falls  in  loTe—       : 

Oh  I  love  !  when  you're  in  love — 
To  prints,  to  parties  and  pic-nics  you  treat  her: 

Oh  '  love  '.  just  squeeze  her  glove. 
And  yon  feel  ju«t  as  thongh  you'd  like  to  eat  her: 

But  the  best  of  loves  must  part- 
Then  an  end  comes  to  your  bliss  : 

Yon  press  the  dear  one  to  your  heart. 
And  take  from  her  the  parting  kiss^ 

Yon  bid  her  good-bye  at  tbe  door. 
With  an  other  sly  kiss,  and  two  or  three  more— 

Oh  !  love '  bcautitu:  love  !  ko. 

Oh  '.  love  !  when  you're  in  love— 

Every  half  hour  yi>u'd  go  to  court  her: . 
But,  oh!  love!  IfsbewomH  love—  '    ■■ 

You  talk  about  drowuiug  yourself  in  cold  water, 
ff  it's  all  right,  slie*!!  gleffle  and  Say  : 

■' Please  ask  father  if  I  may  ?" 
Then  you  feel  so  Jolly  and  gay,  ;  .  ,'  .> 

And  tease  her  till  she  names  the  day:  "■' 

Yoo'll  serenade  her  when  she's  abed, 

And  her  Dad  drdps  flower-pots  ou  your  head! 

Oh !  lore '  dangerous  love  '.  &o. 

Oh '  Ibve '.  when  you've  yonr  love- 
Out  all  the  money  you  have  yon  may  ladle : 

Servants,  dresses,  ptrtie's  and  balls, 
Perhaps  each  year  a  clierub  to  lay  in  tbe  cradle  : 

When  the  honeymoon  is  past. 
Then  your  eyes  are  not  so  blind. 

Your  dream  waa  Ht  too  good  to  last...   ■...  . 
.  And  yonr  face  grows  lona  to  find    ' 

Your  looked-for  happiness  begins 
With  a  mother- in-law,  and  "  beautiful  twins"— 

Cbobvs. 

Ob!  love!  luxurious  love ! 

Love  'tis  that  makes  a  mau  feel  so  peculiar: 
Oh!  love!  beautiful  love! 

The  world  would  l>e  dreary  wer't  not  for  love ! 


When  is  a  segar  like  a  bam  ? —  When  it's  being 
smoked. 

Conrtship  is  defined,  by  a  man  who  pretends  to 
know,  M  "  (be  skirmuh  before  the  reguUr  battle 
begins." 

The  surest  way  to  get  on  in  life  is  to  grow  old. 


:f;,- 


Without  thetk. 


Kow.  if  you'll  only  listen. to  my  sad  laleof  woe.      .•'.•■• 
I'll  be  as  brief  as  possible  :  f<<r  m.v  story  youshonldknow. 
It's  about  a  pretty  country  walU,  »hu  a  bust  my 

heart  in  two. 
And  all  the  sympathy  I  get  is— Villain,  this  won't  do. 

Chobus. 
But  I  love  my  Sarah  dearly,  yet  the  question  dare 

not  speak  : 
For,  my  friends  have  always  toUl  me  "  I  was  innocent 

^.  and  meek." 

I  saw  her  home  tbe  other  night,  about  two  miles 

or  more  ; 
She  didn't  auk  nie  in  the  Imnse  so  t  left  beratthe  door, 
And  as  alio  crossed  the  ihreHhold.  I  ou  my  marrow 

bone*  did  drop. 
And  grasping  tight  her  tiny  bands,  the  question 

tried  to  pop. 
For,  I  love  my  Sarah,  kc. 

There's  checkers,  and  backgammon,  and  chess,  aad 

croqnet  too, 
We  played  these  games  and  many  more,  when  her 

I  went  to  woe. 
And  I  supposing  all  along  for  me  nhe'd  set  her  cap, 
But  my  mistake  was  clear  when  she  kissed  that 

sailor  chap. 
How  I  lore  my  Sarah,  Ac. 

One  day,  while  reading  notices  of  marriages  of  late. 
I  spied  the  name  of  Sarah  June— alas'  I'd  ftiund  my  fate: 
And  coupled  with  her  darlint,'  name  was  that  of 

Jack  Salt  Junk, 
And  I  quickly  left  these  horrid  scenes  when  I  had 

packed  my  trunk. 

CUOKUS. 

I  wonder  If  I'd  had  my  Sarah  if  I'd  dared  to  speak. 
And  now  I  think  it  is  a  crime  to  be  born  without  cheek. 


*  '     r    Joe  Hardy,       -v    .;  .  ■ 

The  Music  of  this  song  can  ho  obtained  at  the  popular 

Music  establishment  of  W'm.  A.  Poud  &  Co. , 

547  Broadway,  New-Ygrk. 


Yes,  I  know  that  you  once  were  my  lover, 

But  that  sort  <>f  tiling  has  an  end  : 
Thongh  love  atul  iis  transports  ai'e  over, 
J  ■  i(      You  know  you  can  still  oe  my  friend. 

Don't  kneel  at  my  feet,  I  implore  you ; 

Don't  write  on  llie  drawings  you  bring  ; 
Don't  ask  me  to  say  :  I  adore  you  ; 

For,  indeed,  it  is  now  no  such  thing. 

I  confess,  whon  at  I'lingor  we  parted, 
I  Bwtire  that  1  worshipped  you  then,   ;^  ■ 

That  I  was  a  maid  broken-hearted. 

And  you  the  most  cliariiiing  of  men  :  ..  ~ 

I  confess,  when  I  read  your  first  letter, 
I  blotted  your  name  with  a  tear:         •.. /. 
,1  was  young  then — but  now  I  know  better: 
Could  I  tell  that  Id  meet  Hardy  here ? 

Dear  me  !  now  you  fret,  how  you  worry, 
Repeating  my  vows — to  be  true, 

If  I  said  so,  I  told  you  a  story  ;        .-'-  •    ,    ' 
For,  I  love  Hardy  better  than  yoti.       .  ; 

Yes,  this  fond  heart  is  another's  ;  >' 

I  eiffh  so — whenever  he's  gone  ; 
I  will loTe  you,  indeed,  ae  a  brother, 
,:  ■     But  my  heart  is  Joe  Hardy's  alone.     '. .,/ 


The  Irishman  and  the  JeWi 
By  Jerrt  Cohak. 


Funny  Song. 

Banjo  Solo.     Sung  by  Dak  Kbllt. 

Air.—  "  Dry  Dock  SaD." 


I'll  mg  you  a  song  that's  new. 
And; a  funny  old  song  'tis,  too  : 
Its  about  the  funny  sights  we  see  every  day, 
Audiwhen  I'm  done,  you'll  be  very  apt  to  aay : 
j  "  What  a  funny  old  song  he  siofpi** 

ThedKndies  now-a-days 
Have  funny  aristocratio  ways  : 
They  Wear  their  troueers  tight  to  their  shine, 
Andjtheir  legs  look  just  like  two  clolhes  pins. 
What  a  funny  style  that  is  I 

I  conned  a  red-hended  gal. 
And  Uiey  called  hor  long-ne«ked  Sal: 
Hor  *>yo8  were  squinty,  and  her  nose  was  red, 
Slie  looked  like  a  weasel  tliat  was  half  fed. 
What  a  fuony  gal  she  was  I 

IToi4 
Tli^  ' 
The  ' 


And 


1  iinny  the  women  do  dress! 
look  like  a  shipwrecked  brig  in  distrasa, 
wear  a  large  bail  on  their  main-top  gall; 

H  thing  beliind  lik«  the  tail  of  a  eaU.  ' 

What  funny  looking  things  they  are  I 


•-«•►-. 


Of  a  hod  carrier  once  I  heard  a  story : 

He  was  climbing  a  ladder  in  the  height  of  glory. 

But  just  as  Paddy  had  got  to  the  top, 

A  German  Jew  pedler-near  the  ladder  did  stop^ 

Wlien  some  bricks  dropped  out  of  the  Irishman's  hod, 

And  struck  Mr.  Jew  right  straight  on  the  nob. 

The  pedler  hai  on  a  new  silk  hat,  and.  of 

course,  he  was  as  mad  as  the  devil  at  Pat : 
He  looked  at  the  Irishman,  and  he  said  :  "  Vat 

for  you  dry  to  preak  mine  head  ?" 
Pat  looked  down  from  his  perch  and  he  said : 

"  I  wish  to  the  Lord  Id  bwke  your  head, 
Or  smashed  the  big  nu««  on  your  face,  you 

son  of  a  lying,  thieving  race : 
You  dirty,  wandering  thi«'f  of  a  Jew, 
But  for  your  fore&thers,  the  like  of  yoti. 
The  bleesed  Saviour,  so  tbev  tell. 
Wouhl  be  alive  tbia  day  and  doing  welL" 


Mr.  Brown. 

Banjo lEbett,  as  sung  by  Dan  Kelly  aad  O 

Oldilfan  Tucker  and  my  Aunt  Sally, 

iJfey  both  lived  down  in  Shin-bone  alley ; 
Dey  Went  o'er  dc  bridge  to  get  a  little  gin, 

\S  hen  de  bridge  broke  down  and  dey  both  felirin. 
Chop'$s ;   It  never  do  to  give  it  up  so. 
It  nfver  do  to  give  it  up  so. 
It  never  do  to  give  it  up  so,  Mr.  Brown, 
Jt  never  do  to  give  it  up  so, 

Old  Jlo«  Sweet  he  came  to  town, 

l|e^ wallowed  a  barrel  of  molasses  down  ; 

De   aisees  worked  and  de  hoops  did  bust. 

Ana  away  went  de  nigger  in  a  thunder  gust. 

K'.'t.  It  never  do,  4o. 

He  new  to  de  moon  and  dere  he  stay, 
Ealing  molasses  all  de  day  : 

Lig  nuni  fi  ki  ligeri  bum, 


Ka|^  I  lack  I  doodle. 


It  never  do,  A*. 


Look  at  the  Clock. 

Sang  by  Jbnnii  Emokl. 


Yo«9g  ladies,  tarry,  think  e'er  yon  marry, 

A  lesson  pray  Uke  from  that  I  sing : 
For»  thongh  black  slaves  are  of  course  unknown  here, 

We  wives  you  II  find  are  the  slaves  of  the  ring. 
Our  hu8han<is  nightly,  most  unpolitely. 

With  their  companions  abroad  will  roam: 
Of  n«  ne  er  thinkintr,  they  go  off  drinking. 

While  we  are  crying  our  eyes  out  at  home. 

ClIORCS. 


41 


ink,  think  how  slowly  the  moments  pass, 
While  you  re  enjoying  your  pipe  and  glass: 

Ihink,  think  how  slowly  tbe  moments  p 
♦w,  pentleincn,  pray  mind  what  I  say, 
And  look,  look  at  the  oloek. 

No«v  thus  to  leave  us,  and  so  deceive  na, 

I'nJ  sure  you'll  own  is  a  monstrous  sin  : 
For,  there's  no  knowing  where  you  are  going, 

Ot  what  bad  company  you  may  get  in  : 
For.  wlien  you  tell,  aeeeilAiI  fellowe. 

That  at -your  club  you  have  passed  the  night. 
At  that  CHsino  you're  oft«n  seen,  oh  ! 

You  must  aeknowl«dge  now  that  ie  not  risht. 

'1  hink,  think, ««. 

Then  when  returning,  we're  soon  disoeming 

Vhat  in  your  manner  there's  something  queer: 
Youi  wlii8|v;r  .Salmon,  but  that's  all  gammon — 

tl^s  something  stronger  than  that.  I  fear : 
It  knust  be  really — for,  when  awaking, 

A  noise  you're  making  for  a  onp  of 
You  dkint  ought  to  want  ^oda  water, 

Throtigh  eating  Salmon,  yon  roost  agree. 

i  I  Think,  think,  Aa, 


tfHliiiiii 


ii^bU 


saiL 


-'■-'" 
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THE     SII^OERS'    JOURNAL.. 


Tba  Irish  Short. 

By  UaA— From  ita«  Weatern  Ostkollo. 


"  Til  Tkln  to  hope.  'Hi  Tala  i«  droua. 

Tour  land  can  nerer  riae  . 
With  hate  her  children  rend  her  hMirt, 

While  low  In  dnit  she  Ilea  . 
Fortet  her  wrong*  "— *o  tajra  Iha  world, 

A*  many  did  before, 
Bat.  ch  '  bow  cau  wa  e'er  fo:'gat 

Oar  dear  old  Inata  abore  T 

Oaa  we  forgel  the  glorlona  boat 

Who  acorned  aa  alaTea  to  IIts, 
Who gare  Iheir  llTe*  tu  native  land^ 

What  luora  could  mortal  glrat 
Or  ceaae  to  Tenerate  the  aoil 

Hade  holy  by  their  gore  T 
Oar  hearta  were  oloda   coold  we 

Onr  dear  old  Irlah  ahore— 

Can  we  forget  that  on  oar  browt 

la  alaverr'a  abamefnl  brand- 
That  we  are  uever  trnly  free 

Wblle  fattera  bind  onr  laud — 
That  Freedom  on  na  seeiua  to  froWB 

And  marmur  eTermore  : 
"  If  trne  to  me    arlae  aud  free 

Tour  own  green  Irlab  abore." 

When  we  forget  to  ope  onr  eye* 

To  meet  the  am  lie  of  day, 
Forget  to  weep  when  thoau  mo«t  dMS 

Are  ahroadad  lu  tbe  clay 
Forget  to  look  with  lovetud  traat 

Te  Him  wa  now  adore. 
We  may  forget,  but  not  till  theil| 

Our  dear  old  Irlah  ahore. 

Tl*  Tain  to  dream,  but  not  to  toll. 

O  land  we  lore,  for  thee  ; 
While  hope  remalua  and  mem'ry  UtftC, 

Oar  deareat  wiah  mait  be 
For  tbee  to  labor   plan  and  pray. 

And  aleep  wben  Ufa  la  o'er 
Beneath  the  iod  that  wr«pa  thy  broMt, 

Onr  greeu  old  Iriab  ahore. 


Scotch  LaMie  Joan. 

Song  and  Ohorua.      . 

Aianngby  Fre4.  D  Harri*  Motto  and  Character  Voeallat. 

The  Mnalc,  arranged  by  Harry  Miller  can  be  obtained 

at  the  esteuaive  and  popular  Mniic  Store  of 

J.  L  Patera,  509  Broadway,  New-Tork. 


In  Scotland's  fair  landa  o'er  mounUins  and  rilli, 

That  a  wbere  I  roamed  for  many  a  day 
In  looking  at  tlie  lads  and  laaviea  on  the  green  : 

In  the  fair  old  land  of  ;>cotland  far  away, 
I  hare  waited  for  her  coming,  but  she  has  not 

come  as  yet : 

The  truth  seems  to  dawn  upon  me  plain — 
They  say  she  is  false,  but  I  still  believe  her  true — 

ijhe's  my  darling  blue-eyed  Scotch  Lassie  Jean. 

CUOKCS. 

Oh !  Jean,  my  bonnie  Jean,  come  to  your  Laddie 

ono«  again  ! 
Tb«7  say  you  are  false,  but  1  still  believe  you  mine, 
Yon  are  my  bonnie  blue-eyed  Scotoh  Lassie  Jean. 

She  said  she  would  meet  me,  but  I've  waited 

long  in  vain — 
Fn  lands  far  away  she  does  roam  : 
Uer  promise  she  will  keep — Oh  !  break  it  not, 

my  Jean ! 
We'll  be  happy  in  our  bonnie  little  home. 
Oh !  then  let  me  not  long  wait,  let  me  meet 

thee  soon,  my  Jean, 
And  the  Heavens  will  smile  on  our  love, 
And  when  life  is  dead,  we  will  leave  this 

earthly  scene, 

And  our  hearts  will  dwell  in  joy  and  blisk  above— 

Oh !  Jean,  my  bonnie  Jean,  Ao. 


3.  Charade. 

Whaa  I  view  the  primal  dropping 
Qniv'ring  in  tbe  maiden's  eye. 
Then  I  wish  she  d  next  of  sorrow. 
And  with  lover  s  art  1  try 
To  soften  the  maiden's  trouble. 
Then  her  total  1  espy. 

Answer— TearleM. 

What  oolor  was  tbe  last  squall  at  sea  f     Why, 
the  storm  rose  and  the  wind  bine. 

What  is  the  moat  dangerous  kind  of  an  aaaassinf 
A  man  who  takes  liils  ebeerfally. 


Happy  Little  Flip  Plaps. 

Words  and  Music  by  T.  M.  Hanglar. 


In  the  old  plantation,  years  ago,       .     ' 

'Fore  dis  cruel  war  begun. 
We  hoed  de  cotton  all  daylong. 

Each  happy  black  and  tan  : 
And  when  de  dinner  horn  did  toot. 

We  made  de  boe  cake  sick,  -   / 

Old  massa  laugh  and  missis  shout        ^    :! 

At  Dinah,  Jim  and  Dick. 
Chorus:  We  are  happy  little  flip  flaps, 
Joyfully  we  dance  along  : 
All  we  want  is  nice,  sweet  slapjacks, 
Den  you'll  hear  us  sing  dis  song. 

{Dance.) 


•Twas  in  bright,  sunny  Florida: 

Where  sweet  persimmons  grow. 
It's  there  we  love  to  live  and  die, 

Dancing  on  our  heel  and  toe  : 
Now  we're  free  and  maesas  gone 

I'o  de  golden  streets  on  high. 
We  hear  him  fing  and  laugh  away, 

While  we  sing  and  dance  sboo-ny  ! 

We  are  happy,  Ao. 


The  Boys  of  New  York. 

Ao  sung  by  Billy  Cotton. 


Say,  Jack.  I>e  been  bothered  some  lately 
By  the  poems  that  come  fmm  the  West. 

About  Heathen  Chineea  playlnK  poker  . 

With  mil  Nye  and  all  of  the  reat. 

But  why  don't  tliey  write  of  onr  city. 

Ahout  ns  and  our  big  diamond  pins, 
Wbete  wp  alwaya  play  keuo  aud  faro, 

Aud  commit  other  such  Innocent  sins  t 

This  Is  the  town  for  big  bnffers. 

Where  tbe  elephant  can  alwaya  be  seen, 
And  pocket-hook-droppers  are  waiting 

To  pUy  trlcaa  upon  thuae  who  are  greeif. 

If  those  fellowa  would  like  to  play  poker. 

Let  them  come  here— we'll  rope  them  In, 
Aud  We'll  flgbt  them  With  pops  or  with  twwiM: 

Fur,  we  are  the  lada  for  tbe  akin— 

Tbexe  fellowa  are  great  on  their  lingo, 
Aa  their  poeta  bate  gtveu  a  proof, 

But  we  are  the  boya  for  a  sklruilsh. 
And  cau  put  on  a  flue  Mansard  roof. 

Thoas  fellows  know  nothing  'l>oat  voting— 

I'll  l>et  that  tbey  caunot  repeat  : 
If  we  should  depend  on  sncb  duffers. 

Our  man  would  alwaya  be  beat. 

This  smartneas  may  do  on  the  pralris. 
And  snooiers  may  there  have  a  fling. 

But  if  tbey  wouUl  visit  our  city. 
Ws  woBld  teach  thrm  to  work  the  old  thing. 


Two  Green-Horns. 

Written  and  aang  by  the  Flaldlogg. 


We're  what  yees  oall  greeB-homs, 
W'e're  only  just  landed 
From  the  city  of  Dublin, 

Afar  over  the  sea  ; 
Though  to  be  called  green, 
We  will  not  stand  it : 
Though  foolish  we  look,  '     • 

We  know  all  your  way. 
Chorus  :  '1  hough  our  native  land  'tis  green. 
Oh  !  that's  no  reason  why      * 
That  we  should  be  called  the  same, 
Rememember  that,  me  boys. 

'Twas  not  want  nor  starvation 
That  brought  us  amongst  you. 
As  from  our  appearances 

That  you  can  see  : 
For,  at  home  we  had  plenty, 
'lis  the  truth  that  I  tells  yees. 

But  we  longed  for  to  see 

This  land  of  the  free — 


Choma. 


Wben  may  a  cobbler  be  said  to  be  in  the  deepest 
trouble?     When  he  has  lost  his  all  (awl.) 

What  part  of  a  ohureh  is  dishonest  ?    The  Nave 
(Knave.) 

A  house  of  detention  :  a  pawnbroker's  shop. 


Jody  Pagan. 

Kind  folks,  just  listen  to  my  ditty, 
I'm  from  home  and  that's  no  pity. 
And  I  want  you  all  to  know  the  same, 
That  Judy  Fagan  is  my  name. 

,    :■.'■-■>■■  CUORUS.  ;■  |.v  -.     '_'; 

For,  I'm  Judy  Facan,  oh  I  I'm  Jtidy  Pagan,  « 
I'm  from  old  Ireland,  you  must  know,  you 

must  kn( 
I'm  Judy  Fagan,  oh  I 

When  I  go  wandering  in  the  park,     ' 
In  the  young  men's  hearta  I  atick  my  dart. 
And  if  to  the  strawberry  beds  I  chance  to  go 
I'm  sure  to  hear  the  boys  say  so. 

There's  Judy  Fagan,  oh!  < 

Tbers's  a  wicked  lad,  called  Larry  Dowling, 
And  he  calls  me  his  precious  jewel :   , 
He  savs  if  I  consent  to  be  his  wife      I 
He'll  be  rich  and  happy  all  bis  life — 

With  Judy  Fagan,  oh!  i 


Little  Boy  Stole  My  Jacket 

£nd  Song  as  song  by  Nlel  Bogers. 

I's  been  to  de  east,  I's  been  to  de  west, 

I's  been  to  .South  Carolina,  Is  been  so  for  de  od 

Sid  a  sun  set,  little  boy  stole  my  Jacket. 

CilORCB. 

Sister  Mary  quite  contrary,  | 

She  neaaer  lends  nor  borrows. 
You  speck  she's  goyin  to  lend  a  collored  man 

A  hoes  for  to  ride  all  day  to-morrow  ; 
Dew,  dew,  my  huckleberry  dew,  dew,  dew, 

my  darlit 
Dew,  dew,  my  huckleberry  dew,  a  little  boy 

stole  my  jack 
I  wish  I  had  a  load  of  brick. 

Id  build  my  chimney  higher,  j 

I'd  take  a  match  and  strike  a  light, 

And  set  dem  all  on  fire.  Chon 

Sister  Mary  had  a  dream,  f 

She  dreamed  she  went  a  hunting. 
The  drenmed  she  caught  a  musharoont 

As  big  as  any  pumpkin.  Chon 

Don't  Give  it  Away. 

By  Anrtbnr  W.  French— From  the  New  Tor^llppe 

If  a  secret  f6r  some  one  you'rekeeping. 

With  a  promise  that  nothing  you'll  say, 
Reinember  while  waking  or  sleeping 

That  you  never  should  "give  it  away."       ,.  - 
Wherever  you  happen  to  go,  sir,  ' 

No  matter  who's  wanting  to  know,  sir. 
Remember  there's  nolluog  so  low,  sir. 

As  a  friend  that  will  "  give  yon  away." 

CflORUS. 

Don't  set  yourself  up  for  a  prattler — 
It's  a  business  that  never  will  pay  : 

For,  there  s  nothing  so  mean  as  a  tattler : 
Be  careful— "  Don't  give  it  away." 

If  you  happen  to  hear  a  strange  story 

Aboyt  this  one  and  that  one,  each  day, 
From.3people  who  think  it  a  glory 

To  give  ail  their  knowledge  away. 
Don't  never  such  stories  proclaim,  sir. 
Perhaps  you  may  hurt  a  good  name,  sir. 
And  get  nothing  from  it  but  shame,  sir :  ' 

Be  careful—"  Don't  give  it  away." 

Don't  set  yourself  up,  A< 
■  i«i  m _ 

4.  Enigma.  . 

I'm  large,  small,  black,  white,  j 

King,  queen,  e-^peror.  knight,  j  -     '. 

Man,  woman,  husband,  wife 

Sometimes,  when  the  latter,  the  plague  of    i." 

;      .  yonrlif 

' Answer— Rule 

Religion  is  the  beet  armor  that  any  man  can  bav 
but  the  very  worst  of  cloaks. 

To  remove  stains  from  ths  character  :  Get  ricl 


^Cta 


I 


How  can  I  let  my  Darling  Die? 

Oompoced  knd  Sai.^  by  8«mael  D.  Strickler. 
Air  :  We'ed  Better  Bide  a  Wee. 


How  can  I  let  my  darling  die,  * 

To  leave  me  all  alone  f 
You  know  how  dear  you  are  to  rae  : 

For,  1  am  all  thy  own"— 
Don't  you  remember,  in  childhood's  dayt,      ; 

Where  we  apent  such  happy  hours, 
Where  you  and  I  together  strayed 

Among  the  trees  and  flowers  ? 

CHORUS. 

How  can  I  let  my  darling  die. 
To  leare  me  all  alone  ? 
'     Tou  know  how  dear  you  are  to  me  : 
For,  I  am  all  thy  own —         , 

Shall  I  ne'er  hear  that  voice  aga&i. 

Which  sang  so  sweet  to  me  ? 
Shall  I  ne'er  see  those  smiles  again,  :' 

»  That  form  so  dear  to  me  ? 
Though  I  may  go  in  other  lands, 

And  other  suns  may  shine, 
And  others'  smiles  may  cheer  me — but 
There's  none  ^  brignt  as  thine. 
;"  Chorus. 


Up  and  be  Doing. 

.Wrltten'by  Hsrry  Clifton,  tnd  ■noR  tt  all  his  popular 
Concerts  throngbont  Great  Britain  and  Ireland. 


It's'naelesl  to  mope  o'er  tronblei  all  dty. 

And  to  rail  at  the  lot  we  lalierlt : 
Bear  In  mind  that  success  is  the  crown  of  hard  work. 

And  we  all  have  far  more  than  we  merit. 
Tbo'  the  past  has  been  dark,  tbo'  the  present  Is  drear. 

And  a  storm  o'er  the  future  be  brewing. 
Bright  sunshine  will  smile  ere  a.very  long  while. 

If  *ou'll  only  be  up  and  be  doing. 

CHORCS. 

"Ttien  get  np  with  the  lark  and  to  work  like  a  man. 

The  dictates  of  conscieace  pursning  : 
And  to  oTercome  strife  iu  the  battle  of  life. 

Never  yield—but  be  np  and  be  doing. 

Never  think  it  beneath  yon  to  dirty  yonr  hands, 

Shonld  duty  require  you  to  do  so  : 
But  ready  and  willing,  take  things  as  they  come. 

And  fear  nothing — like  Bobinsoa  Crusoe  ! 
Aa  you  steadily  plod  o'er  life's  dangerous  road. 

The  chart  of  the  past  keep  reviewing  : 
Yet  while  yon  look  back  o'er  the  desolate  track, 

BtiU  keep  travelling  on,  and  be  doing. 

Then  get  np,  ho. 

The  drop  that  la  constant  will  wear  out  the  stone- 
So  if  Fortune  be  slow  to  reward  yon. 

Be  cheerful  and  patient  and  toil  on  in  life. 
And  yonr  conscience  a)  proving  will  guard  yon. 

Hake  bay  while  the  sun  of  yonr  youth  brightly  shines, 
Or  else  all  your  life  jon'll  be  rneing 

The  time  yon  have  spent  and  the  cliances  yon've  lost : 
So  don't  fret— but  be  np  and  be  doing. 
,.        :  Then  get  np,  &c. 


"o--r''.---^ ■:■:-.  Answer  to :■■■■■' ^  ■■■■■■- " 
Oh !  take  me  to  Thy  Heart  again. 

Composed  by  Samuel  D.  Stricklera 

rU  take  thee  to  mv  heart  again. 

If  thee  will  not  deceive  me  : 
I  do  forgive  those  angry  words,  . 

Which  have  so  often  grieved  m«. 
I  remember  well  in  early  life, 

When  long  ago  in  sunny  days. 
The  music  of  your  words  aid  sound 

To  me  like  song  of  praise... 

CHORCS. 

I'll  take  thee  to  my  heart  again. 
If  thee  will  not  deceive  me  ; 
I  do  forgive  those  angry  words, 
Which  have  so  often  grieved  me. 

I  did  think  these  cross  words. 

Which  was  so  quickly  spoken. 
Those  words  of  love  you  said  to  me, 

So  quickly  should  be  broken  : 
Ton  tell  me  that  your  life  would  be 

So  very  lone  without  me  :  ;' 

I'D  take  thee  to  my  heart  again,  ' 

My  heart  is  lone  without  thee — 


Chorus. 


A  tree  that  yields  no  leaTes— an  axle-tree. 


The  Oood  Ship  Cumberland  : 

Which  WHS  snnk  by  the  Bebel  Steamer  Merrimac,  in 
Hampton  Roads  March  9  1802  The  Little  Monitar  t)xen 
Whipped  the  Merrimac,  and  the  whole  School  of  Bebel 
aleamers. 

Air  :  Raging  Canal :  or  the  Dying  Californian. 


Come  all  ye  merry  sailors,  and  all  ye  landsmen,  too. 
Come,  listen  to  a  story  that  I  will  unfold  to  yon  : 
It's  all  atiout  the  Cumberland,  that  ship  so  true  and  brave. 
And  of  her  bold  and  loyal  crew,  who  uiet  a  watery  grare. 

It  was  early  in  the  morning,  jnst  at  the  break  of  day. 
That  the  good  ship  Cumberland  at  anchor  safe  did  lay. 
When  the  man  upon  the  lookout  to  those  below  did  cry  : 
"  I  see  something  like  a  housetop — 

to  the  larbord  it  doth  lie  '.  " 

The  CaptAin  seised  his  telescope 

and  gaied  far  o'er  the  bine, 
Then  turning  spoke  as  follows 

to  his  brave  and  hearty  crew  : 
"  That  thing  that's  floating  yonder  Jnst  like  a  tnrtle  back. 
Is  that  Infernal  rebel  steamer  that  they  call  the  Merrimac  " 

The  deck  was  cleared  for  action, 

•very  gnn  was  pointed  true. 
Whilst  the  Merrimac  came  steaming 

across  the  watery  bin*. 
On  on  she  still  kept  coming,  till  no  distance  did  us  part. 
Then  she  sent  a  ball  a  bamming  that 

stilled  the  beat  of  many  a  heart 

In  vain  we  poured  our  broadside  into  her  ribs  of  strel, 
Tet  still  no  breach  made  iu  her.  or  damiige  did  she  feel  : 
Then  to  our  bold  Commander  the  rebel  Captain  spoke— 
*-  Haul  down  your  flying  colors  or 

I'll  sink  yonr  Yankee  boat !  " 

Our  Captain's  eye  did  glisten,  and 

his  clieek  grew  white  with  rage. 
And  to  the  Rebel  pirate  in  a  roice  of  thunder  aaid  : 
"  My  men  are  brave  and  lojal,  my  flag  shall  ever  stand- 
Before  I'll  strike  my  colors,  you 

may  sink  us  and  be  d d  :  " 

Then  the  iron-clad  monster  left  us 

some  hundred  yards  or  more. 
And,  with  her  whistle  screaming, 

at  our  wooden  sides  she  bore  : 
She  struck  us  right  amidships   and 

her  ram  went  crashing  through. 
And  tho  water  came  iu  rushing  upon  our  gallant  crew. 

Then  turning  lo  his  gallant  crew, 

that  bold  Commander  said  : 
"  I  will  never  strike  my  colors 

while  the  vessel  rides  the  wave  : 
I'll  go  down  with  flag  a  flying  into  a  watery  grave. 
But  you,  my  gallant  comrades 

may  seek  your  lives  to  save.  " 

They  swore  they'd  never  leave  him, 

and  manned  their  guns  afresh, 
And  poured  broadside  after  broitdside. 

I  till  the  water  reached  their  breasts  : 

And  as  she  sank  far  dowu.  far  down,  in  the  briny  deep, 
The  Stars  and  Stripes  were  fl.vlng 

from  the  maintop's  highest  paak— 


Cheer  ior  the  Pilots. 


The  sturdy  Pilots  put  to  sea,      •    >• .' 

Over  the  waves  went  they  : 
For,  a  ship's  dim  form,  in  the  rising  storm. 

Came  on  her  trackless  way  ;  .       '     ' 

They  saw  afar  each  tap'ring  spar 

Of  a  ship,  whoee  trembling  sails  .■.-".'-'' 

Too  fragile  were  for  the  tsmpeet  there,  '  , 

And  rent  by  the  storm's  r»de  gales. 
Then  cheer  for  the  Pilots,  whoever  yon  be,  • 

Who  have  anxiously  watched  for  a  friend  on  the  sea ! 

The  storm  raged  high,  and  the  rooks  were  nigh, 

lint  the  Pilots'  barque  was  driven 
Far,  far,  aback  from  the  vessel's  track, 

"Which  they  to  reach  had  striven  : 
And  darkness  came — save  when  the  flame 

Of  the  vivid  lightning  threw 
A  light  that  bore,  to  their  friends  on  shore,     . -^ . 

The  ship — but  no  Pilots'  crew. 
Then  cheer  for  the  Pilots,  whoever  yon  be. 
Who  have  anxiously  watched  for  a  friend  on  the  sea ! 

The  storm  was  o'er,  and  a  calm,  once  more. 

Was  over  the  sea  and  sky  : 
The  ships,  with  the  tide,  in  the  harbor  glide, 

But  no  Pilots'  barque  was  nigh  ! 
A  mariner's  form,  'mid  the  wrecks  of  the  stoim, 

Was  seen  on  the  ebbing  wave  : 
Its  pulse  was  eold,  and  a  tale  it  told — 

That  the  deep  was  the  Pilots'  grave —         I  .   .r;\ 
Then  cheer  for  the  Pilots,  whoever  you.  be. 
Who  brave  even  death  for  onr  friends  on  the  sea  ! 


-.♦,- 


"Why  is  a  thief  called  a  jail-bird  ?  Beeanae  he's 
bean  a  kobkm'. 


II 


Pioadillie. 


Some  fellas  think  the  Doves  the  spot 

For  the  creme  de  la  crewe. 
And  crawl  into  the  monkey  house 

To  hear  their  brothers  aoream  : 
Willie  some  declare  that  Belgravia  Sqnara^ 

The  Eden  of  the  west. 
.iTo  meet  with  swells  and  dashing  bellsa.      ^ 

But,  by  Jove  '  I  know  the  best. 
CUORCS. 
Picadillle,  PlcadiUie  for  the  elegant  swells 
And  fairest  of  belles  ; 
;Picadillle.  Picadillle. 
':    That's  wbkrk  I  RKsina  waxii  m  tow>. 

^Sometimes  I  do  a  gentle  crawl, 
!    By  Jove  :  I've  gone  that  far 
!That  I  have  nearly  knocked  agalBSt 
j     Thai  borrid'TcmpIe  Bar  : 

Once  I've  hailed  a  Uansum  cab  : 
"  Hackman,  hare,  come  here. 

Oh  '.  drive  me  home  directly, 
:     Or,  by  Jove  !  to  Hall  la  queer.  " 


Pioadillie,  < 


Sometime  Into  the  Burlington 
Our  cads  a  fella  dropped. 

Berauae  a  fella  cannot  bear 
I  :     Tlinse  ooiiimon  tort  of  shops  : 

The  dozy  Beadle  kno«s  me  there. 
As  he  walka  up  aud  down. 

He'll  call  me  Captain,  loneh  his  ha 
That  ooen  a  ralv  a  oaomt. 


Bnt  this  butter-fly  exittenee  now 

With  me  will  soon  be  past  -. 
:  For.  Hymen  seen  will  lead  me  in 

His  sorrows  fetters  tasU 
I  shall  shortly  pop  the  qnestlon  to 
i     The  child  of  an  M.  P— 
I'm  Bare  to  be  accepted. 
So  it  •  all  np  with  me— 


PloadiUla,  te 


I>leadinie,  ho. 


The  Dashing  Belle. 

Compossd  and  Snug  by  Fattie  Stewart. 


II 


My  name  is  Nell,  the  dashing  bell*  : 

iSorae  call  me  a  coquette. 
Of  lovers  I've  had  many  score. 

But  not  the  right  one  yet. 
And  as  I  pass  alung  the  street. 

The  Gents  all  bow  and  smile  : 
I  hear  them  cry,  as  I  pass  by  : 

*'  Oh  !  how  IS  that  for  style  ?  " 

CHORUS. 

For,  I  am  Neli,  the  Dashiiig  Belle, 

The  uents  all  on  me  smile  : 
They  heave  a  sigh,  as  I  pass  by. 

And  say  :  how  is  that  for  style  ? 

I  go  to  Bads  and  Operas, 

Sometimes  a  Matinee, 
And  often  drive  out  through  the  Park, 

To  pass  the  time  away. 
The  other  evening  to  the  minstrels 

1  thought  I'd  go  a  while,  .^ 

But  when  I  came  out,  the  boys  did  shout  : 

"  Oh  !  how  is  that  for  style  ♦  " 

For,  I  am  Nell,  Ae. 
^  i  ■  I  ^         .  ■ .   ■■ 

The  Winds  Whistle  Cold. 

The  winds  whistle  cold. 

And  the  stars  glimmer  red  : 
The  flocks  are  in  folds. 

And  the  cattle  in  shed. 
When  the  hoar  frost  was  chill 
Upon  moorland  and  hill. 

And  was  fringing  the  forest  bough, 
Our  fathers  would  troul 
The  bonny  brown  bowl. 

And  BO  will  we  do  now. 

Jolly  hearts  ! 

And  so  will  we  do  now. 

Gaifer  winter  may  seize 

Upon  milk  in  the  pail  : 
'Twill  be  long  ere  he  freeze 

The  bold  brandy  and  ale  ; 
For,  our  iathers  so  bold. 
They  laughed  at  the  oold, 

yi  hen  Boreas  was  bending  hia  Imw  : 


ing  1 
For,  they  quaffed  mighty  ak, 
■    ■    ■   _      ■■     blyi 
And  so  win  we  do  now. 


And  they  told  a  bl 


ijghl 
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JolybeMtol 
And  so  wll  we  do  now. 


7^e 


THE     Sli^OKKS'    JOURMAL.. 


The  Black  Frigate. 


r 


i 


1 


Very  many  years  ago — I  need  not  specify  how 
man}-,  but  it  was  before  the  Mfditerranfan  liad  be- 
come the  tlirunged  highway  that  it  ia  now — I, 
having  pnt  my  house  in  order  and  arrangi-d  my 
affairs,  aecided  to  return  to  Knglaud,  from  whicli 
I  had  been  absent  more  than  twenty  years.  At 
the  lii/ic  of  which  I  write,  the  East  was  to  moat 
Englishmen  au  unexplored  region  ;  and  when  I  went 
out,  a  }-oang  merchant,  to  try  my  fortune  in  the 
Levant,  1  was  as  mucli  separated  from  liome  and 
kindred  as  1  should  Lave  beeu  on  the  other  side  of 
the  globe. 

Having  ventured  ray  all,  I  was  obliged  to  cling 
to  my  adopted  country  ;  and  though  for  a  long 
time  fortune  so  frowned  on  me  that  bare  existence 
was  a  matter  of  difficulty,  still  little  by  little  I 
got  on,  and  towards  the  end  of  my  twenlietli  year 
of  absence  from  England  I  found  myself  with  an 
xmmarried  dautjhter  (I  had  been  some  years  a 
widower),  and  a  fortune  amounting  to  upwards  of 
twenty  thousand  pounds. 

I  tiiink  few  girls  could  have  boasted  a  rarer 
beauty  than  my  Mary — now  close  on  her  seven- 
teenth year — but  of  course,  from  llie  nature  of  the 
country  in  which  she  had  been  born  and  bred,  slie 
was  deficient  in  many  accompHshmenls  she  would 
have  acquired  nt  Itonie,  and  it  was  for  her  sake  that 
I  gave  up  my  plodding  life  of  gain  to  go  back  to 
my  home  circle — dreadfully  thinned,  nlas!  since  1 
had  left  it,  a  hopeful  man  of  twenty-five. 

Our  preparations  for  departure,  when  once  I  had 
made  up  my  mind,  did  not  take  long ;  for,  liiough 
■we  hud  many  friends  of  whom  to  take  leave,  still 
Mary  was  so  ohildiithly  deligliled  with  tlie  prospect 
of  going  to  England  that  everything  was  hurried 
on  and  we  were  siMin  ren<ly  to  eiiil.  'Hie  main 
difficulty  that  was  iu  our  way  was  the  choice  of  a 
vessel. 

Owing  to  the  uncertain  means  that  then  existed 
for  sending  rcniiUancos,  I  was  coni|>elled  to  take 
home  with  me  a  very  large  sum  in  specie — nearly 
two  thousand  pounds— and  for  ?onie  linic  past  the 
Mediterranean  had  been  infested  by  pirates,  one 
vessel  in  particular  having  attained  a  most  unen- 
viable notoriety  fi-om  the  bloodthirsty  cruelty  with 
which  the  cr«w  treated  the  unfortunate  passengers 
of  any  vessel  whicli  they  captured. 

Alter  some  consideration  I  decided  upon  em- 
barking for  Mulia  in  a  native  coaster,  as  being  a 
vesftl  which  wo\ild  hardly  excite  the  cupidity  of  a 
pirate,  should  we  be  unfortunate  enoHi;h  to  en- 
counter one.  The  event  proved  that  I  was  right, 
for  we  arrived  at  Malta  quite  safely,  though  after 
a  long  and  tedious  voyage. 

When  we  got  to  Malta  a  large  convoy  of  vessels 
was  about  to  sail  for  England  under  the  jirolection 
of  two  British  men-of-war,  and  so  rare  was  such 
nn  opportunity  then,  and  so  eager  were  people  to 
get  their  goods  and  themselves  home  in  cufely, 
that  every  ship  going  had  even  more  pas.ieiigers 
than  they  could  properly  accomodate,  aiul  my 
eager  search  for  two  cabins  for  Mary  and  myself 
was  fruitless. 

I  was  at  Inst  about  to  give  up  the  attempt  in 
des|>air,  mid  lake  my  chance  of  a  passage  in  any 
single  vctstl  wliich  might  l>e  going  in  tlie  course 
of  a  week'or  so.  1  thought  less  of  the  danger  of 
nu-elitig  Willi  a  pirate  than  of  Mary "s  discomfort 
on  the  voyiiiT'-  ;  f^r,  iifter  all.  I  Itelieved  the  tuL-i 
of  the  atrocities  which  jieople  said  these  rovers  y>er- 
petrated  vv.  re  miicii  «.verdrawii.  and,  liosides,  the 
worst  of  lliiiii.  known  as  the  JJiac/c  Frigate — 
from  the  color  of  her  hull— hml  i.ot  been  K.  en  in 
Soutlit  rn  \\:i!irii  for  some  time  past;  and  it  was 
thought  tliiii,.  finding  the  pursuit  after  her  too 
keen,  she  had  lift  I  In  in  altogether. 

I  nienliciiecl  what  I  inlt  iided  doing,  one  evening. 
to  I'aolo  ~  p.  iHMZ.i.  a  Mallise  trailer,  of  whom  I 
had  some  slight  knowledge,  and  with  whom  we 
hud  taken  up  onr  uI)o<1<' ,  but  he  t>hook  his  head 
gruv^ly  uiid  repli.d  — 

••  .\ii.  .•'are;  one  xheep  nogood — ti»o  macli  piral<', 
tooirmeri  i •lid  inn II.      JSnppose  meet  i/?fM5A;  Jf''/7'^(»<<'. 

ell?  'i  iiung  mi«H  go  lou:'  No;  mueli  better  sail 
with  shei  p  of  Miir,  even  suppose  you  lib  on  deck, 
•are.  " 

I  eotiibflted  his  view  for  a  time.  but.  finding  him 
•erio'ifly  opposed  to  my  intiurring  any  risk  while 


with  my  daughter,  and  in  possession  of  such  a  larg« 
■um  of  money  (he  knew  what  I  had  with  me),  I 
consented  to  his  trying  to  get  m«  a  passage,  u  bis 
better  knowledge  of  the  shipping  agents  might 
enable  him  to  t)e  more  successful  than  I  had  been. 

Two  days  went  by,  and  in  two  more  the  convoy 
would  sail  at  latest,  when  on  the  morning  of  the 
third  a  large  British  vessel,  the  Maggie  Lauder, 
laden  with  wool,  ran  iu  from  Alexandria.  Siieranza 
knew  the  ca[)tain,  and  endeavoured  to  obtain  a 
passage  for  me,  for  some  time  in  vain,  as  every 
bulk-head  was  crauimed  with  the  cargo^one  so 
valuable  that  the  master  intende<l  to  go  with  the 
convoy  without  staying  at  &lalta  as  he  had  origin- 
ally proposed.  After  some  demur,  however,  t^ner- 
anza  succeeded  in  getting  a  deck  cabin  divided  in- 
to two  parti  for  my  daughter  and  myself;  and, 
thanking  my  Maltese  friend  heartily  for  his  kind- 
ness, I  at  once  arranged  to  go  on  board. 

The  Maggie  Lauder  was  a  very  handsome 
vessel,  with  a  gaudily  embliizoned  iigurehead  and 
stern.  From  the  run  of  her  linos,  and  the  jaunty 
way  in  which  she  sat  the  water,  1  judged  that  she 
was  a  fast  sailer;  nor  was  1  wrong  in  my  con- 
jecture, llie  captain — a  Levantine — was  most 
obliging  in  getting  in  our  luggage,  and  told  off 
an  officer  A()ecially  to  watch  in  my  chests  of  specie. 
I  had  disguised  them  as  much  as  possible,  but 
from  habit— as  I  supposed— he  seemed  to  recognise 
their  value  at  once. 

The  Captain's  apologies  for  the  rough  way  in 
which  he  would  be  comi>elled  to  lodge  us  were 
profuse,  but  were  really  not  ne«*ded,  as,  though 
small,  the  cabins  were  comfortably  fitted  up  ;  and, 
as  for  their  being  on  deck,  1  considereil  it  a  decided 
advantage  in  that  sultry  climate.  Mary's  attend- 
ant—  a  soldier's  young  widow,  whom  wu  had 
secured  at  Malta — was  to  sleep  on  the  floor  of  her 
mi.stress's  cabin  ;  and  altogether  our  arrangements 
Were  as  perfect  as  could  well  be  expected,  and  we 
might  fairly  look  forwa  d  to  a  pleasant  voyage 
home. 

Tt  was  on  a  calm,  clear,  'but  oppressively  hot 
luorning  in  June  that  the  convoy  at  last  set  sail, 
and,  aided  by  a  light  breeze,  we  went  slowly  upon 
our  way  through  the  waste  of  waters.  I  was  busy 
enough  all  day  unpacking,  and  hod  bat  little 
leisure  to  go  on  deck  all  the  evening  ;  but,  as  the 
sun  went  down,  I  stood  leaning  over  the  taffrail 
watching  the  changing  hues  of  the  fleecy  clouds 
as  the  sun  sank  lower  and  lower — now  green,  now 
gold,  red,  nolet,  blue,  finally  changing  to  a  slatey 
gray,  as  the  orb  sank  beneath  tlie  waves. 

1  think  that  a  feeling  of  sadness  is  common  to 
every  one  during  tlie  first  night  nt  sen.  The  hues 
of  niuht  creeping  over  the  waters,  through  which 
the  ship  glides  so  calmly,  the  canvas-clad  spars 
looming  above  like  gigantic  ghosts,  the  endless 
gurgle  of  the  water  as  it  ripples  past,  broken  only 
by  the  monotonous  cries  of  the  look-out  man,  or 
the  creaking  of  the  helm  — all  these  make  one  feel 
how  uiu  rly  alone  one  Js  exposed  to  all  the  dangers 
of  the  deep. 

I  was  musing  thus,  idly  watching  the  gilded 
crests  of  the  phosphorescent  waves,  when  I  felt  a 
cautious  touch  on  the  arm,  and,  turning,  saw,  to 
my  surprise,  an  Italian  sailor  whom  I  had  known 
in  the  l^vont — and,  indeeil,  once  saved  from  al- 
most certain  death— standing  near  me.  .'the  sight 
of  the  face  of  any  one  1  had  known  was  grateful 
to  me  at  the  moment,  and  I  was  about  to  greet  him 
loudly  and  gladly,  when  I  was  stop|)ed  by  his  tread- 
ing hard  on  my  foot,  and  whispering — 

••  llu-ih  ! —  for  your  life  speak  not  above  a 
whisper,  <>r  we  are  lost!  "  Lel'ore  my  amazement 
wouM  let  me  reply,  he  went  on — 

"  Mon  Jjieu  /  that  I  had  known  this  sooner  , 
but  1  was  away  on  thorc  at  Malta.  '1  hey  teli  me 
you  have  a  fair  young  girl  on  board  with  you,  too. 
l»o  I  deceive  myself'/"  he  added,  rapidly. 

"  N'o,  surely,  "  1  answered.  "My  daughter  ac- 
companies me,  and  we  considered  ourselves  lucky 
in  obtaining  a  passage  in  a  vessel  guardetl  by  the 
convoy. " 

'•  Lucky,  say  you?"  returned  .Jacobo.  •' Yes. 
truly.  See  you  how  every  ship  with  which  we 
left  Valletta  this  morning  is  sinking  low  upon  the 
wave  ?  " 

I  turned,  and  saw,  to  my  astonishment,  that  we 
had  slightly  changed  our  course,  and  that  all  the 
Convoy  Were  already  "hull  down  "  upon  the  tiuriodo. 


"What  folly  of  the  Captain  to  part  compi 
like  this,  "  I  exclaimed,  "  risking  his  whole  oai 
falling  into  the  bands  of  pirates  !  " 

"  No  fear  of  that  for  us,  "  interrupted  Jaco 
with  a  sneer. 

"True,  ■•  I  replied:  "the  Black  Frigate  1 
left  these  seas  ;   but  still " 

"  Madman  without  caution  !  "  hissed  Jao< 
fiercely  into  my  ear,  clutching  my  wrist  coiivu 
vely  as  he  spoke  ;  "  'tis  ou  the  Black  Frigate  j 
are  sailing— you  and  your  daughter  are  bcnei 
its  flag  !  " 

'I  he  water  still  guj^gled  past  us,  and  I  co\ 
hear  the  creaking  of  each  ropte  and  block,  &i 
seemed,  with  extra  distinctness  ;  but  yet  I  coi 
not  comprehend,  though  I  had  heard  the  woi 
that  Jacobo  had  uttered.  How  could  1  be 
board  the  vessel  ? 

"  Listen,  then,"  said  Jacobo.  "  IIow  I  came 
be  on  board  this  vessel  matters  not ;  it  is  enpu 
that  I  tell  you  that  of  late  we  have  been  so  ho 
pursued  in  these  seas  that  for  a  time  we  wi 
obliged  to  leave  them,  and  only  within  the  Ii 
ten  days  have  we  returned,  as  yon  see  ne 
■  I  was  a  bold  expedient  to  go  into  Malta  as  we  d 
but  the  very  boldness  of  the  mananivre,  and  t 
altered  appearance  of  the  vessel,  was  our  safel 
Speranza  is  our  paid  agent,  and  it  was  to  1 
knowledge  of  the  wealth  yon  have  with  you  t1 
you  owe  y  ur  passage  in  this  fatal  ship.  Padroi 
your  life  here  hangs  on  a  thread  ;  bi;t  I  do  r 
forget  what  you  once  did  for  me,  and  I  will  sa 
you  if  I  can  ;  but  appear  as  though  j-ou  were 
ease,  and  mind  you  know  me  not.  While  t 
l^nglish  are  within  eight,  you  are  safe— ah,  ev 
now  they  signal  us !  " 

As  he  spoke,  a  slight  flash  in  the  distance  glai 
ed  over  the  darkening  waters,  followed  after  t 
hipse  of  a  few  seconds  by  a  faint  distant  booi 
showing  that  the  convoy  were  aware  of  the  alt< 
niion  in  our  course,  and  were  signalling  us  to  i 
turn. 

Jacobo  instantly  darted  from  my  side,  motio 
ing  to  me  hastily  to  go  into  my  caUin,  and  ji 
after  1  had  reached  it  the  Captain  and  a  thick-i 
young  man,  with  a  stern,  brutal-looking  face, 
far  ns  1  could  judge  by  the  biuical  light,  camei 
deck. 

I  lay  down  in  my  berth,  pretending  to  ele« 
but  endeavouring  through  the  jealoiuics  to  he 
what  conversation  might  ensue.  Fwr  u  time  i 
heart  tlirobl)ed  painfully  and  the  veins  in  r 
head  seemed  almost  bursting ;  but  by  degrt 
I  calmed  myself  down  sufficiently  to  gather  soi 
few  words  of  the  whis|)cred  conversation  tl 
ensued  between  Jacobo,  the  pretended  (^aptain  ai 
his  companion,  whom  I  soon  discoveretl,  from  t 
manner  of  the  other  two,  to  be  the  presiding  « 
thority  oa  board.  As  they  spoke,  I  someh 
fancied  Hint  Jacobo  drew  tliem  towards  the  cal 
where  I  lay,  fur  the  voices  grew  plainer  a 
plainer. 

"  Well,  we  can  end  it  now,  Jack, "  said  tlie  r 
Captain  to  the  one  whoui  1  had  first  Been  :  "  1 
mark  ye,  overboard  the  women  go  !  The  last  tii 
there  was  a  job  of  this  sort  I  nearly  had  a  mull 
through  the  men  quarrelling  among  theinselv 
and  I'll  not  have  it  again." 

"  Would  it  not  be  better,  "  said  Jacobo,  " 
leave  all  a.s  it  is  till  to-morrow  ?  The  P^ngli 
war-vessel  has  fired  one  gun  to  us  already  ;  if  tl 
chase  and  catch  us,  and  ask  for  the  Englislini 
l>erwent  and  his  daughter,  and  we  have  them  not 
how  then  »  " 

A  pause  of  a  second  or  two  ensued — a  ]ifetim< 
seemed  to  me  as  I  crouched  behind  the  blind 
cold  sweat  of  ngony  pouring  down  my  forehei 
Jacobo  in  whom  lay  the  only  hope  of  a  ohanci 
had.  could  he  too  lie  a  traitor  planning  our  mun 
like  that?  Vet  why  hod  he  told  nief  Hfy  p< 
child,  loo-  I  ground  tny  teeth  in  impotent  rage 
I  thovight  of  the  trap  into  which  I  hod  1)< 
U'traycd. 

••  t'erhaps  you  are  right,  Jacobo,  and  I  rai 
wait,  though  I  grudge  keeping  the  men  below 
long  ;  however,  to-morrow  wUl  end  this  £irc< 
s«e,  another  gun  I  " 

A  faint  report,  wafted  to  us  on  the  bi« 
showed  how  rapidly  wo  wera  being  carried  fr 
our  only  protectors.  Another  gun  sonnded- 
it   s«emed    somewhat  nearer —  and  the    Capti 
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turnine  sndJenly,  gave  a  shrill  whistle,  and  cried, 
•'  Tumble  up  there,  tlie  watch  ;  shake  another  reef 
out  of  those  topsails — up  stunsails!" 

The  noise  of  cables  and  the  trampling  of  the 
sailors'  f«-«t  on  deck  now  drowned  every  other 
sound,  but  in  a  very  few  minutes  I  could  perceive 
from  the  heeling  of  the  vessel  that  we  were  going 
through  the  water  at  a  greater  rate,  leaving  all 
hope  behind — 

1  need  not  waste  words  detailing  the  horrors  of 
the  night  that  ensued  ;  the  wind  rose  and  howled 
dismally  through  the  rigging,  while  the  heavy 
plssh  of  waves  against  the  sides  of  the  vessel  serv- 
ed only  to  remind  me  of  the  fute  that  was  in  store 
for  myself  and  my  only  child. 

When  the  morning  broke  the  rain  was  pouring 
down  heavily,  and  tlie  waves  fell  one  over  anotlier 
in  heavy,  lumpy  masses,  and,  aa  the  ship  was 
running  l>efore  the  wind,  she  rolled  so  heavily  as 
nhnost  to  dip  her  yards  in  the  water.  When  I 
went  on  deck  everything  was  wet  and  uncomfor- 
table, and  to  my  horror  not  a  sail  of  any  descrip- 
tion was  in  ei<^ht :  my  last  hope  was  now  gone, 
and  I  had  to  undertake  the  dreadful  duty  of  tell- 
ing my  poor  child  of  the  situation  in  which  we 
were  placed. 

The  insolent  carelessness  with  which  we  were 
treated  at  breakfast  to  a  certain  extent  prepared 
her  for  my  revelation  ;  but  I  eholl  never  forget  my 
poor  girl's  aspect  of  dread  horror  when  I  told  her 
the  extent  of  the  danger  which  we  had  to  fear.  I 
exploined  to.her  that  the  slightest  appearance  of 
fear  on  our  parts  would  probobly  ije  the  signal  for 
precipitating  the  doom  we  were  both  so  anxious  to 
avoid,  and  our  wisest  discretion  w^ould  be  to  keep 
■within  our  cabins  as  closely  as  possible,  not  giv- 
ing a  sign  of  our  having  any  suspicion  as  to  the 
real  character  of  the  vessel. 

The  doy  cre|>t  slowly  away,  and  the  sun  sank 
into  the  waters  ;  the  last  tinge  of  crimson  faded  on 
the  waves  that  now  rolled  towards  the  stern  win- 
dows in  dismal  billows,  where  Mary  and  I  sat  hand 
in  hand,  wailing,  every  moment  seeming  an  hour, 
in  ao  agony  of  suspense.  IVlary's  attendant  had 
left  the  cabin  a  few  minutes  before,  when  suddenly 
a  scream,  the  shrill  tertor  of  which  rings  through 
ray  heod  even  now,  resounded  through  the  vessel, 
followed  by  a  scuffle,  a  smothered  cry  of  "  Mercy! 
— Mr.  Derwent.' — mercy  1  "  a  heavy  splash,  and 
for  a  moment  all  was  still,  save  for.  the  plash  of 
the  heaving  waters. 

After  a  short  pause,  the  sound  of  approaching 
footsteps  made  me  spring  to  my  feet,  a  loaded 
pistol  in  either  hand — for  I  was  determined  to  sell 
my  child's  life  and  my  own  as  dearly  as  possible. 

"Quick,  there,  Jacobo  !  "  I  heord  the  Captain 
say,  and  in  an  instant  the  outer  door  and  the  door 
between  Mary's  cabin  and  mine  were  burst  open, 
and  Jacobo  and  another  man  rushed  in,  locking 
the  outer  door  after  them,  and  e.ich  hearing  a  large 
sack  wilh  a  elip.knot  running  round  the  neck,  to 
which  a  heavy  shot  was  attached — 

Mary  flung  herself  on  tlie  floor  with  a  fearful 
BCi-eam,  and  as  I  Ared  at  Jacob/)  he  struck  the 
pistol  up,  and  wlien  the  smoke  rolled  away  I  saw 
that  the  carpet  was  thrown  back,  and  Jacobo  had 
opened  a  ttap-door  in  tlie  deck. 

"  In  !  in!  "  he  exclaimed. 

I  needed  no  second  invitation,  but  immediately 
descended,  and,  receiving  Mary's  now  senseless 
form  in  my  arms,  hod  just  timo  to  see  two  bags  of 
meal  standing  near  thrust  into  the  packs,  when  liie 
trap  was  closed  and  the  carpet  readjusted,  leaving 
us  in  darkness,  and  in  such  a  dense  and  stifling 
atmosphere  that  it  was  almost  Impossible  to 
breatlie.  1  heard  the  bumping  of  the  packs  as  they 
were  dragged  through  the  outer  cabin,  a  burst  of 
brutal  and  discordant  laughter  as  two  successive 
pplashes  sounded  in  the  sea,  and  then  all  seemed 
to  swim  round  me,  and  1  became  insensible. 

I  know  not  how  long  I  remained  thus,  but  I  was 
aroused  by  Mary  clinging  tightly  to  me  just  os 
the  Captam  was  giving  some  order  relating  to  the 
udju-itment  of  the  sails. 

•'There,  belay  all  that!"  he  suddenly  exclaim- 
ed. "  And  half-a-dozen  of  ye  clear  out  all  the 
trumpery  out  of  the  cabin ;  well  have  a  rouser 
there  to-night.  " 

A  tramlping  of  feet  now  sounded  as  though  com- 
ing towards  us,  when  I  heard  Jacobo  say — 

"  Steady,  my  lads,  I  have  to  fetch  flour  for  the 


pastry  ;  wait  there,  and  I'll  return  on  the  moment.  " 

Directly  afterwards  the  trap  was  raised  and 
Jacobo  descended. 

"Ah,  padrone,  "  said  he,  "  you  see  I  am  not  un- 
grateful. I  would  have  saved  all,  but  'twas  im- 
possible ;  as  it  is,  my  life  is  in  the  hand  of  the 
comrade  whom  1  bribed  to  save  you.  But  there 
is  not  a  moment  to  be  lost ;  I  have  the  keeping  of 
the  stern-hold.  Look  you,  here  be  two  rows  of 
meal  sacks  fore  and  aft.  If  you,  raam'selle,  can 
hide  behind  the  one,  and  you,  padrone,  behind  the 
the  other,  you  may  have  in  some  sort  two  'little' 
chambers  to  yourselves,  after  the  English  fashion, 
or,  if  you  prefer  the  same  hiding-place,  take  it,  in 
Heaven's  name,  but  lose  not  a  moment ! " 

"And  what  will  be  the  end  of  this  ?  "  I  asked, 
after  some  hurried  expressions  of  gratitude. 

"  I  cannot  say,  "  he  replied.  "  I  will  from  time 
to  time,  when  1  descend  to  get  meal  and  clean  the 
place,  bring  you  provisions.  How  long  this  can 
last,  whither  we  are  going,  and  whether  in  the  end 
I  can  rescue  you,  time  must  show.  If  we  should 
shortly  put  into  some  port,  I  may  be  able  to  pass 
you  ashore  in  one  of  these  sacks,  but  wo  may  not 
see  land  for  a  month — any  way,  for  your  lives  keep 
quiet.  I  doubt  you'll  be  stifled,  yet  there's  no 
help  for  it.  Hide,  hide !  I  dare  not  stay  a  moment 
longer.  " 

He  rolled  down  a  heap  of  biscuits,  placed  a 
pitcher  of  water  by  them,  and  departed — 

Kever  will  our  first  fearful  niglit  in  our  strange 
concealment  be  forgotten.  The  pirate  crew  held 
wild  revelry  over  our  heads  ;  their  fierce  and  in- 
iquitous speech,  their  lawless  songs,  their  awful 
and  demoniac  oaths,  their  wild  intoxication,  made 
Mary  thrill  with  a  horror  that  half  excited  the 
wish  to  escape  in  death  from  the  polluting  vicinity 
of  such  inferual  abominations.  The  hold  was  so 
shallow  that  we  appeared  to  be  close  to  the  re- 
vellers. Their  voices  sounded  so  near  that  we 
seemed  almost  among  them,  and  our  concealment 
a  miracle ;  while  the  heat  became  so  stifling  and 
unbearable  that  we  could  scarcely  gasp,  and  I 
began  to  fear  that  Mary  would  become  exhausted. 

it  was  a  strange  reflection  that  we  might,  al- 
most without  the  warning  of  a  moment,  be  in  the 
hands  of  our  brutal  and  unconscious  gaolers  ;  for 
our  concealment  afforded  not  even  the  slender  de- 
fence of  an  inside  lock  or  bolt,  and  the  carpet, 
Which  seemed  to  present  a  slight  barrier  between 
us  and  the  gang,  had  been  rolled  up,  as  no  longer 
necessary  to  give  our  late  dwelliDg-place  the  peace- 
ful appearance  of  a  cabin  fitted  up  for  passengers. 

The  light  streamed  here  and  there  through  a 
crevice  in  the  trap-door,  and  I  involuntarily  trem- 
bled when  I  saw  it  fall  on  Mary's  white  dress,  as 
if,  even  in  that  concealment,  it  might  betray  her. 
We  dared  scarcely  whisper  a  word  of  encourage- 
ment or  consolation  to  each  other — dared  scarcely 
to  breathe,  or  stir  even  a  hand  from  the  comfort- 
less attitude  in  which  we  were  placed.  We  could 
even  hear  the  crew  speak  occasionally  of  our 
murder  in  a  careless  and  incidental  manner. 

At  length  the  orgie  camo  to  an  end,  and  ex- 
hausted from  excitement  I  fell  asleep.  1  was  ar- 
oused somewhere  near  morning  by  a  conversation 
Wlween  the  Captain  and  his  mate,  who  went  by 
the  name  of  Jack ;  apparently  they  had  been 
speaking  for  some  time. 

"I  suppose.  Captain,"  said  Jack,  "jrego  on 
our  usual  plans,  ch  ? — the  specie  to  be  distributed 
among  the  sliip's  company,  and  the  jewels  and 
personals  to  be  appropriated  in  a  quiet  way  by  the 
officers?  And  for  once  in  a  way  I  hope  there'll  be 
no  breach  of  discipline,  Captain  Uubourg,  in  ask- 
ing where  might  be  deposited  that  secret  casket 
containing  you  and  I,  and  one  or  two  more,  know 
what?  I  mean  that  we  took  from  the  Spanish- 
American  brig. '' 

"  It  is  in  the  (tern-hold  beneath  our  feet  at  this 
moment,  "  answered  the  Captain. 

"  A  good  one  for  dividing  its  contents,  "  said 
Jack.  "I'll  fetch  a  light  in  the  twinkling  of  an 
eye.  " 

"  No  need,  "  replied  the  Captain — "  I'll  warrant 
I  can  lay  my  hand  on  it  in  the  dark.  " 

Without  the  warning  of  another  moment  the 
fierce  commander  was  in  our  hold.  On  the  re- 
moval of  the  trap-door  a  faint  light  streamed  in- 
to our  prison  ;  but  it  fell  only  on  the  part  im- 
mediately under  the  ingress,  and  left  the  sides  in 


obscurity. — 

I  suppose  it  was  about  four  in  the  momiag.  I 
had  laid  Mary  down  on  some  torn  signal  flags  in 
that  division  of  the  hold  which  Jacobo  had  as- 
signed her,  and  had  myself  retired  behind  my  own 
bulwark  of  meal  sacks,  in  order  tliat  my  daughter 
shauild  possess,  for  her  repoee,  sometbiog  like  the 
fre«<iom  of  a  small  cabin  to  herself.  I  had  scarcely 
tilde  to  glide  round  to  Mary's  side  ere  tke  merci- 
less buccaneer  descended.  We  almoet  crept  into 
the  Wooden  walls  of  our  hiding-place,  aixl  literally 
drm:  down  the  sacks  upon  us. 

"Ihe  CapUin  felt  about  with  his  band,  some- 
tiniet  pushing  it  behind  the  aacks,  and  sometimes  * 
feeling  under  them.  And  now  he  passed  his  arms 
through  those  which  aided  our  concealment. 
Gracpous  Heaven  !  his  hand  had  discovered  Mary's 
dress ;  he  grasped  it  tight :  he  be^an  to  drag  her 
forward,  but  at  this  moment  his  fool  struck  against 
theoasket  for  which  be  was  searching.  He  stooped 
to  seize  it ;  and,  as  his  hold  on  Mary  slackened,  I 
contrived  to  pass  towards  his  hands  a  portion  of 
the  old  flag-cloth,  so  as  to  impress  him  with  the 
belief  that  it  was  the  original  object  of  his  grasp. 
lie  dragged  it  forward  and  then  let  it  go. 

Bat  he  had  disturbed  the  compact  adjustment 
of  tbe  sacks,  and,  as  the  vessel  was  now  rolling 
violently  in  a  tempestuous  sea,  a  terrible  lurch  laid 
prostrate  our  treacherous  wall  of  defence,  and  we 
stood  fully  exposed,  without  a  barrier  between  our- 
selves and  the  ruffian  commander  of  the  frigate. 
To  us  it  now  seemed  that  all  was  lost ;  and"!  lean- 
ed mer  Mary,  just  to  offer  my  own  bosom  as  • 
slender  and  last  defence. 

The  Captain  had  gone  to  the  light  to  put  his 
casket  through  the  tra|><loor.  The  sun  was  rising ; 
niid  the  crimson  hues  of  dawn,  meeting  no  other 
object  in  the  hold  save  the  depraved  and  hardened 
courrtenance  of  our  keeper,  threw  on  his  swarthy 
complexion  such  a  ruddy  glow  as,  contrasted  with 
the  surrounding  darkness,  gave  him  the  appearance 
of  some  foul  demon  emerging  from  the  infernal 
regions,  and  bearing  on  his  unhallowed  eonnt^nanee 
the  iefleclion  of  the  eternal  tires  he  had  just 
quitted. 

'ihat  glow  was,  however,  our  salvation.  Th* 
Captain  turned,  with  an  oath,  to  replace  the  fallen 
sadkB.  Any  one  who  has  suddenly  exiinguished  a 
candlle,  even  on  a  bright  sUrry  night,  knows  ihat 
thei  sudden  transition  from  a  greausr  to  a  lesser  de- 
grae:of  light,  produces,  for*  second  or  two,  the 
effect  of  absolute  darkness ;  and  thus  our  conceal- 
nient  lay  enveloped  in  utUr  darkness  U>  the 
Captain's  eyes,  dazzled  by  tho  morning's  tiret  flood 
of  h^ht.  But  it  was  difficult  for  tlie  half-brealhleM 
beings  so  entirely  in  his  powtr  to  r«ali«e  this  &ct, 
when  they  saw  him  advauoiog  towards  them,  hfe 
eyais  fixed  on  the  spot  where  they  stood,  thotwh 
he  saw  them  not ;  it  was  diflioult  to  aee,  and  yet 
retain  a  conviction  that  they  were  not  Men. 

Tke  Captain  replaced  the  sacks  Immediately, 
and  iwe  felt  half  doubtful,  at  he  pushed  them  with 
vicjanoe  against  the  beams  where  we  stood,  whether 
he  had  not  actually  discovered  our  persons,  and 
taken  this  method  of  at  ones  destroying  u«  by 
bruises  and  suffocation.  Uia  work  was,  however, 
accompanied  by  an  imprecatory  running  comment 
on  Jpcobo's  careless  manner  of'^atowage, 

W"*  were  now  again  buried  in  our  concealment, 
but  another  danger  awaited  us.  Jacobo  descended 
to  the  cabin. 

Ap  involuntary  though  half  stifled  shriek  escaped 
himlwhen  he  beheld  the  CapUin.  He  sprang  into 
the  bold,  and  his  ghastly  smile  of  inquiry—for  be 
speke  not— demanded  if  his  ruin  was  sealed. 

•'  I  have  been  looking  at  all  your  pretty  work 
her4  monsieur,  "  said  the  gruff  capUin,  pointing 
tojtl^e  deranged  sacks  behind  which  we  were  con- 
cealed. 

I  canght  a  glimpse  through  them  of  Jaoobo'a 
despairing  countenance.  It  was  a  fearful  moment. 
for  It  seemed  as  if^we  were  about  to  be  involunta- 
rily betrayed  by  our  ally  at  the  very  insUnt  wo 
had  escaped  our  enemy. 

Jacobo  s  teeth  literally  chattered,  and  be  mnt- 
tered  something  about  gallantry  *bd  honor,  and 
there  being  a  lady,  and  Mr.  Derwent  an  old  ao- 
quaintance. 

"iAnd  so,  beoanse  you  disposed  of  a  couple  of 
lubbers,  as  your  duty  was,  at  your  Captain'* 
command,  (  To  be  Continued.  ) 
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Bean  -  tv  all     a 


round. 


Come!    come!   cornel 
Not  a  sigh,  not  a  tear. 
E'er  is  found  in  sadness  here. 
Music  soft,  breathing  near, 

Charms  away  each  care ! 
Birds,  in  joyous  hours,  among 
Hill  and  dell,    with  grateful  song. 
Dearest  strains  here  prolong, 

Vocal  all  the  air! 

Tra  la  la  la,  tra  la  la, 

Tra  la  la  la,  tra  la  la. 
Dearest  strains  here  prolong, 

Yocal  all  the  airt 


I 


3      Come!   come!    come!  ".    ' 
When  the  day's  gently  gone. 
Evening  shadows  coming  on. 
Then,  by  love,  kindly  won. 

Truest  bliss  be  thine ! 
Ne'er  was  found  a  bli.s8  so  pureu 
Never  joys  so  long  endure; 
Who  would  not  love  secure? 

Who  wotdd  joys  decline? 

Tra  la  la  la,  tra  la  la, 

Tra  la  la  la,  tra  la  la. 
Who  would  not  love  secure? 

W)io  would  joys  decline? 
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TH£     SinOKAh'   JOi;jir«AJU 


The  Englishman. 

There's  a  land  tlint  bears  n  well  known  name. 

'J'hougli  'tis  but  a  little  epot  : 
'TJ8  the  first  on  the  blazing  scroll  of  fam«. 

And  who  shall  gay  it  ia  not? 
Of  the  di-alhless  ones  who  shine  and  lire 

In  arniM,  jn  arts,  in  song. 
The  brigliteal  the  whole  wide  world  can  give 

To  that  lilt!.'  latiJ  belone  : 
"i'ia  the  siar  v(  the  earth,  deny  it  who  ean, 

The  Isliiod  home  of  an  klngli^hman, 
■■■.]  "lit  the  etar  of  lb«  enrtb,  Ac. 

There's  a  flag  tliat  waves  o'er  every  sea,     ,^  ,  ■ 

No  niatli-r  ulit-n  or  wliere  : 
And  to  treat  that  flng  an  aiii^ht  but  the  free 

Is  more  than  the  si,rone;f8t  dure. 
For,  the  lion  spirits  that  thread  tiie  deck  - 

Have  carried  llie  palm  of  the  brave. 
And  that  tlai;  may  ^illk.»ilh  a  short  torn  wreck, 

But  never  fli)at  o'tr  a  slave. 
Its  lionor  is  slainlefss.  deny  it  who  con, 

The  flag  of  a  true-born  Englishman. 

Its  honor  is  stainless,  &,e. 

The  Briton  may  traverse  the  pole  or  zone 

And  boldl}'  claim  his  right : 
For,  lie  calls  such  a  vast  domain  his  own 

That  the  sun  never  sets  on  hie  migiit. 
Let  the  haii<;hty  sirantfer  seek  to  know 

Ihe  place  of  his  home  and  birtli; 
And  a  flush  will  pour  from  my  cheek  to  brow. 

While  he  tells  of  iiis  native  earth  : 
'lis  a  glorious  charter,  deny  it  who  can, 

That's  breathed  in  the  words  :  I'm  an  Ki^lishman  ! 
'  1  is  a  glorious  charter,  Ac. 


Star  of  the  Morning. 

Star  of  the  morning,  beautiful  star. 
Rest  from  thy  journey  bHglit  world  afar  : 
Wise  men  of  old  were  cfuided  by  tlxe. 
Herald  of  joy  niay'bl  thou  ever  be —  " 
Chorus  :     lieuulii'iil  star,  beautiful  star. 

Star  of  the  morning,  beantiful  star! 

Lone  in  thy  glorv,  trembling  star. 
Tell  ns  thy  mi.'<sir)n,  what  joys  there  are  : 
Something  of  life  seeun  moving  thee  now. 
Beings  of  glory  radiant  as  thou.  Chorus,^ 

Goddess  of  be.iuty,  dazzling  star. 
Tipping  with  silver  tliu  nky-gaten  afar  , 
Like  a  lost  diamond  gleams  through  the  blue. 
Cloudlets  where  sunlight  is  glimmering,  too. 

Chorus.  J 

My  Mansion  of  Brown-Stone 

By  Jack  JolUheua— Air:     "She's  sweetest  orthemkll."jI 

Oh!  such  a  splendid  iManaioD, 

As  fine  OS  it  can  bo! 
And  iho  young  gent  will  get  it, 

Who'll  chance  to  many  me; 
He'll  net  niy  house  and  servants. 

And  for  liim.ielf  alone — 
But  for  his  love  I'd  fr.ely  give 

My  mansi"!i  of  brown-stone.      -: 
(^iioiius. 
Oh,  dear!  oh,  my  ! 

Yon  may  fpeak  of  wealfJi,  of  ease,  and  pomp'. 

For  Efold  and  jewels  moan  — 

But  for  a  true  heart  I  would  give 
My  mansion  of  brown-stone. 

My  horses  are  the  finest,  •' , 

My  cniriaices  the  best. 
My  furniture  the  richest 

Ihats  found  in  east  or  west: 
Yet,  wiMi  all  I  tu  not  happy —  '  . 

For,  I  must  dwell  alofie. 
Surrounded  t.ut  by  riches,  in  ' 

My  mun.sion  of  brown-stone.  Oboma. 

Can  any  one  then  tell  me 

Of  some  nice,  good  young  gent,    '. 
Who'll  comi',  not  for  my  money. 

But  is,  though  poor,  content?  V. 

Alas!   I  will  not  find  him —  -    .  .\ 

For  him  I  long  may  moan. 
And  mope  about,  all  lonely,  in      "   "^ 

My  mansion  of  brown-stone.  Chomi. 


Blue«Eyed  Bessie  Lyle.  <    - 
By  Arthur  W.  FuiNCH. 

Where  the  mellow  sunlight  lingers 

On  the  ripples  of  the  stream. 
And  the  waterrlUies'  fingers  .  **; 

Keaoh  to  clAap  each  goiden  gleam-^tv 
Close  beside  the  murm'ring  waters. 
Mirrored  in  the  sunbeam's  smile. 
Watching,  waiting,  some  one  loiters— 
'I  is  ray  blue-eyed  Bessie  Lyle. 
lorna:     Blue-eyed  I'.essie,  how  I  love  her! 
With  a  heart  eo  free  from  guile^ 
*  .*     Tnwr  than  the  stars  above  her. 
Is  my  blue-eyed  Bessie  Lyle. 

Oh!  how  oft  we've  strayed  together. 

In  the  hush  of  eventide. 
Just  across  liie  blooming  heother. 

Till  we  reached  the  streamlot's  side! 
While  the  twilight  shed  its  glories,  . 

And  the  stars  of  heaven  smiled. 
There  I  whispered  sweetest  stories 

To  my  blue-eyed  Bessie  Lyle,  Chorus. 


'  Chorus : 


Billy.  Grimes,  the  Rover. 

To  morrow  mom-I'm  sweet  slxteoH.  and 

Billy  Orimes,  the  rover, 
IJa*  popped  the  qnostion  to  me   niamnia, 

and  wants  to  bn  my  lover ; 
To-morrow  Dioru  be  says,  maiuiua,  be'acomtne 

bniibt  and  early. 

To  take  a  pleasant  trJi>  with  ms,  across  tUe  fields 

^  of  barley: 

Toamnstnotgo  my  daughter  dear.  It  is  nouses  talking. 
You  cannot  go  across'the  field,  with  Billy  Orimes 

a  walking : 
Tothiukof  liis  presumption  now,  the  dirty  ujtly  drover, 
I  wouder>rlier*  your  pride  is  gone,  to  tbiuk  of  such  a  rover. 

Old  Qrime*  Is  dead,  yon  know,  mamma,  and  Bill  Is 

so  lonelf  : 

Besides  they  say,  too  Orimes  bas  said,  that  Billy 

la  the  only. 
So  I'll  be  heir  to  all  lie's  left,  and  that  they  siy  is  nearly 
A  good  ten  thousaud  dollars  worth,  and  abont       . 

six  hundred  yearly. 

I  did  not  hear,  my  danghtordear.  yonr  luat  remark 

qn'lte  clearly  ; 
Bat  Billy  Is  a  clever  lad.  and  no  donbt  loves  yoii  dearly  : 
Be  ready,  then,  to-iaurrowiuoin.  and  baup.  briiibt 

and  early. 

To  take  a  pleasant  walk  with  him  across  Ihe 

fields  of  barley. 

And  when  we're  married,  dear  mamma,  we  both 

aball  look  *o  neatly, 
I'll  wear  a  tboasand  dollar  shawl— 'twill  make  lue 

look  so  aweetly  \ 
This  common  (rock  is  getting  old,  and  ilUis  will 

soon  be  fashion, 
I'll  turn  his  pockets  inside  oat,  and  meet  with 

a  short  I  gaesa  him. 

Not  quits  so  fast,  my  pretty  miss,  don't  try  to  win 

the  drover. 
Who's  travelled  this  whole  conntry  thro'  in  search 

of  a  true  lover: 
My  money  ne'er  shall  bay  yonr  shawl,  nor  bnihi 

yonr  castles  hiijher : 
Please,  madam,  take  yonr  daughter  home.  I  uuly 

did  It  to  try  her. 


The  World  is  the  World  That  we  Make  it. 

The  world  is  the  world  Ihot  we  moke  it. 

Whether  for  jov  or  for  sorrow  ; 
There's  pleasure  for  him  who  seeks  to-day, 

And  sorrow  it  may  be  to-morrow. 
To-day  we  join  with  mirth  nnd  glee 

In  the  roiiks  of  the  bridal  train, 
To-morrow  the  groom  untimely 
;    In  the  cold,  cold  earth  is  lain. 

CllORCS. 

Then  this  world  is  the  world  that  we  make  it, 

Whether  for  joy  or  for  sorrow  ; 
There's  pleasure  for  him  who  seeks  tu-day, 

Aiid  Borrow  it  may  be  to-morrow. 

'Tis  better,  by  fur,  yes  'tis  better 

To  taste  of  life's  sweets  as  they're  flying. 
Than  to  pass  the  bright  moments  in  broodiD|p 

O'er  the  hopes  that  are  dying,  a-dying  ; 
Then  strike  up  a  merry  symnhony,     ^      _   .    .'•'■'Vj  . 

And  brisk  let  the  burthen  De  :        •'  V'  y 
'Tis  folly  to  think  of  the  bygone, 

For  the  preaent  alone  live  we  !  Choms. 


Oh !  dat  Watermelon. 


I 


Composed  and  sang  by  Horace  Weatou,  Champion  Banjulst 


My  old  mistes  promised  me, 

Owine  to  git  a  home  b)e  and  bye,  ; 
When  sti«  died  she'd  a>^t  me  free, 

Owlue  to  git  a  Lome  bye  aB>l  \yj%ft 
qbe  did  live  till  *lie  got  b*ld. 

Owine  t«%lt  a  home  bye  and  bya. 

And  she  D»Tar  died  at  al4,    ' 
Qwiue  to  git  a  liome  bye  and  bye. 

^  Oliorns:    Den,  oU !  dat  watermelon— * 
•  '4i  Laml>  of  Rnodnaaa  you  mnst  die. 

'■    jM  I'm  wwlne  Join  deaouiratwnd  Children, 

Owlna  togit  a  home  bye  aa^  bye. 

A  ahoo-fly  eat  a  pignn  wing; 

-    Owine  to  git  a  home  bye  and  bye : 

A  rattle-sn^ike  rolled  in  a  'poaanin'i  akin, 

Owine  to  git  a  home  bye  and  bye : 
Cow  path  crooked  gwine  froukih  de  wood, 

Owine  to  git  a  liouie  bre  and  bye; 
Hitaes  ses  I  ahau't  I  sea  I  should. 

Owine  to  git  3.  boine  bye  and  by«k*. 

Sister  Sue  and  old  aunt  Sal, 

Owine  to  git  a  borne  bye  and  bye : 
Both  lived  down  in  StliH-bouo  al, 

Owine  to  git  a  home  bye  and  bye  : 
Mame  of  de  house,  n:ime  on  do  door, 

Owiue  to  git  a  home  bye  and  bye: 
Big  green  apot  on  de  grocery  store, 

Owiue  to  git  a  home  bye  and  bye. 


\\ 


Oboraa. 


Oboma. 


I  Wish  Mamma  was  here  I 
or  the  Blue-Eyed  Boy.  V 

As  sung  by  Je.m.mr  E.vqrl. 

A  tiny  little  blue-eyed  boy 
Sat  on  his  father's  knee, 
And,  looking  up,  he  feebly  said  :   ' 

"  Dear  father,  do  kiss  me.  " 
He  gently  pressed  him  to  his  breast 

And  smoothed  his  golden  hair. 
And  Willie  whisp«red  with  a  sigh  :    . 

"  I  wish  Mamma  was  here  !  " 
Chorus  :     I  wish  Mai^inia  was  hers, 
I  wish  Mamma  was  here : 
And  .Willie  whispered  with  a  sigh' 
I  wish  Mamma  was  here ! 

A  tear  rolled  down  the  father's  cheek,    , 

He  kissed  his  pining  hoy  : 
For.  her  he  loved  had  gone  to  rest, 

And  Willie's  end  was  nigh- 
He  laid  him  in  his  liule  cot  : 

"  l>on't  weep,  my  darling  dear.  " 
And  U  illie  murmured  in  his  sleep: 

*'  I  wish  Mamma  was  here  !"  I  wish,  hb. 

With  anxious  eyes  the  father  watched, 

Until  the  turn  of  tide  : 
The  angels  they  were  near  him  there — 

At  siK  o'clock,  he  died.  ,^     , 

The  father  elirieked  in  wild  despair : 

"  l>on't  leave  nie,  my  darling  delH*.  " 
And  Willie  breathed  his  last  fond  sigh  : 
"  I  know  Mamma  is  near !  "  I  know,  do. 


Bagle  Song.     / 
With  BtJOM  Accompaniiknt. 


Over  t!ie  sparkling  bright  sea-foam       ,   i 

A  bugle  note  .■'ounds  clear  add  shrill,  •  -    ' 

And  a  sliarp-keeled  boat,  with  a  silken  sail. 
Glides  o'er  the  wave  as  a  phantom  still. 
I  see  her  shrouds  in  the  moi  nlight  gleam, 

I  hear  the  rollicking  chorus  peal, 
And  over  my  senses  1  feel  a  spell  •  .j  > 

l.ikea  dream  of  a  day  forgotten  steal.  '  • 
Chorus  :     Cheerily,  cheerily  bugle  souiid,      ■'.      J  ■ 
And  answer  echoes  high  and  clear, 
"And  while  the  merry  toast  goes  round. 
We'll  greet  the  music  with  a  cheer. 

Blow,  breeses,  blow  from  the  Southern  strand, 

Fraught  with  the  breath  of  .Summer  isles  ; 
We'll  live  for  love  while  still  we  quaflf,  J... 

And  banish  care  wIiIIa  fortune  smiles. 
Here's  a  health  to  those  that  are  far  away, 

And  a  sigh  for  those  that  are  'neath  the  sod. 
And  a  kiss  for  the  lass  with  the  beaming  eye 

That  laughs  response  to  the  rosy  god  I      Choriia. 

■  i»i  ^ 

The  greater  part  of  mankind  employ  their  first 
years  to  make  their  last  miserable. 


-f 
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Poor  Olrl  Horse,  Let  Him  Dial 

H7ClothlDf!once  klu'  1117  friends  wa^  linaey  wooliey  flue, 
■My  liair  was  braihecl  off  neatly.  andKallj  It  did  sblue  ; 
Bat  uow  I'm  a-arowtng  old.  aud  nature  dotb  deCHy, 
Mjr  master  he  doih  frown  ou  uie  and  tbus  I  lieard  bimaay  : 
Cliorus:     "You're  good  for  notlilng  uow.  Old  Hcrae! 
And  theu  he  passed  lue  by  : 
.1  cannot  give  you  U17  aud  Oats : 
:     •^     ' '    -'     Poor  Old  Horse,  let  bid  die !  " 

My  lodging  once  was  on  clean  straw,  and  In  a  stable  warm. 
To  li  rep  my  active  ■tnnly  limbs  from  taklug  cold  or  harm  : 
liut  now  I  am  in  open  fields   compelled  in  truth  to  go 
'Aud  bear  cuid  fro«t]r  winters,  the  bail  tbe  raiu  aud  snow— 

My  feed  ones  was  tbebest  of  oats,  and  likewise  well  cured  hay 
Ase^er  grewnpou  tbslawn  or  in  the  meadows  gay  : 
But  no  such  comfort  now  I  flud  In  the  stable  or  clean  stall, 
I  am  forced  to  uab  tbs  short  grass,  that  grows  ar*and 

the  wall. 

My  shoalders  were  both  fatandflne,  and  clean  and 

smooth  an^  round, 
But  now  corrnpted,  rotten,  my  wind  it  is  nnsonnd. 
Aud  my  founderedcldcracked  hollow  hoof,  that  once 

was  smooth  aud  hard, 
It  deemed  to  be  unrortby  to  tr6a4  my  master's  yard. 

*'  YoD  eat  my  Hay  that's  costly,  yon  also  spoil  my  Straw, 
You're  not  fit  to  ride.  Old  Horse,  aud  my  cart  you 

cannot  draw ; 
And  yon  art  blind  tnd  lame,  Old  Horse,  you're  lazy, 

dull  and  slow, 
I'll  drive  yon  from  my  premises,  to  hunt  your  living  go!" 

My  skin  unto  the  Huntsman,  the  tale  wbo  can  believe  T 
My  fl<-Bb  nntn  tbebnngry  hounds  I  shortly,  too.  uinstgive: 
And  noble  form  ouce  nimble  that  travelled  leagued 

and  m'iles 
O'ermoantains,  hedges,  ditches,  and  leaprd  o'er 

gates  and  stilea — 


Oh!  Nicodemus! 

My  lover  he's  going  to  sea.  Oh !  Nicodemus ! 
He's  going  away  and  leaving  nie, 
'I'o  walcli  the  little  fishes,  swimming  in  the  sea  ; 
Buthe'llsoon  wish  for  boiiie,  and  to  be  back  with  me, 
The  ship  will  heave  to,  Nicod«niua! 
And  so  wretched  you  will  l>e,  eo  wretched  you  will  be — 
Spoken:  So  she  said — 

Cnoars. 
Oh,  Nicodemus  !  Nicoderaus  I  don't  you  go  away  : 
I've  loved  you,  Nicodemus,  and  I've  loved  you 

many  a  day, 
I've  loved  you  in  your  plain  attire,  your  lovely 

fustian  coat, 
Don't  leave  me,  Nicodemus,  for  that  boiler- 
bursting  boat. 

•Spoken  :,And  again  ahe began  to  sing — 

Silt  water,  you  know,  is  very  wet,  Oh.  Nicodemus ! 
You  know  you  are  my  only  pet. 
And  your  absence  will  cause  nie  to  fume  and  fret ; 
They  will  feed  yuu  on  salt  junk  and  uasty  soft 

boiled  peas : 
Think  of  this  well,  Xieodetnus  ! 
Ere  you  cross  those  watery  seas,  those  windy ' 

watery  seas. 
So  she  said —  "    Chorus. 

And  she  also  said— 
Of  pumpkins  boiled  you'll  get  no  more.  Oh, 

Nicodenins ! 
Convince  yourself  of  this  before,- 
You  can't  run  away,  there's  no  back  di  or  : 
'•  Re</the  anchor,  Nicodemus,"  the  Captain 

lie  will  say : 
Youll  have  to  hold  on  by  yonr  eyebrows. 
Or  you'll  be  blown  away,  straiijlitdown  to  iiotany  Bay; 

So  she  said —  Chorus. , 

This  is  what  he  said —     '  '•  '      ■         - 

"  It's  no  use  you  talking  to  me.  said  Nicodemus  : 
For,  I  intend  agoing  out  to  sea. 
Out  to  China  for  Soucliong  ^^nd  Lingo  Tea. 
That's  a  profitable  ciirgo.in  fact  you  can't  get  a  better 
Direct  from  llong  Kong,  Australia, 
When  you  send  to  me  a  letter,  you  send  to  me  a  letter. 

And  she  began  again  yelping  — 

Oh,  Nicodemus!  «tc. 


»-i«»-^ 


^- ':^6.  Charade.    !■  ■    ^  •  "'- 

My  ^rsHs  seen- in  Company  :    .'f   '/ ,t,'    .. 

My  next  in  Chancery  :      • 

My  last  is  in  winter  : 

My  whole  .■<hould  nevor  be  seen. 

Amw4«,:  &»,  W<trd»  Iffr^jp^gjiif  ^ 


The  Maid  of  the  Dairy.      ■     " 

Oh  !  white  m  the  cream  that  the  dairy  yields 

Is  the  snowy  breast  of. the  girl  I   love. 
And  a  tliousand  Cupids  nestle  and  ^lay 

In  every  dimple  that  decks  my  dove.    '■>.:■'    ■  :' 
Uer  eyes  are  lil^e  stars  in  ivcloudless  sky. 

Or  fresh-plncked  berries  swiqiming  in  milk  : 
Her  luoiitl),  like  twin  cherries,  draws  to  a  pout. 

Her  hair  is  fine  as  the  softest  silk. 

Oh !   white  as  the  cream,  Ac. 

When  she  speaks,  'tis  Ijke  music  from  far-off  spheres, 

And  I  tliink  of  the  radiant  Summer  clime. 
Where  the  pulse  beats  high  with  a  passionate  glow, 

And  life  is  fore'er  in  itsnoonday  prime  : 
Then  drink  to  the  Maid  of  tlie  Dairy-.- pledge 

My  lady's  health  in  rosy  wine, 
And  sing  to  the  charms  tbat  enclave  us  so. 

And  render  the  gentle  maid  divine  ! 

Oh  !  while  as  the  cream,  Ac. 


The  Bugabeo. 

Sung  by  Jerry  Barringtan.        Music  published  by  E.  H. 
Harding,  288  Bowery. 


Come,  all  you  tender-hearted  boys  wherever  yon  may  be. 
And  I'll  tell  yoii  of  the  daiiKers  upon  tbe  dark  blue  sea. 
Of  the  daugers  and  tbe  hardships,  my  boys    that  I  weut 

til  rough. 
When  I  shipped  as  cook  aud  steward,  my  boys,  on 

board  of  the  Bugaboo. 
(Repeat  the  last  two  lines  of  each  \erse.) 

Tbe  day  when  first  I  joined  her.  she  lay  in  James 

street  canal ;  , 
She  was  large  and  stont  and  besntifnl :  forget  her 

shape  I  never  shall — 
Tbe  captain  wore  a  large  straw  hat,  knee  breecbes 

aud  a  body  coat  so  blue, 
Arrab  !  boys,  he'd  made  a  fine  flgnrehead  to  oruaiyent 

the  Bugaboo.' 

We  coon  weighed  anchor  and  set  sail  to  plow  the  raging  surf : 
We  were  bound  for  th»  bo^  of  Allan  to  Ret  a  load  of  turf. 
We  sailed  uutil  we  passed' the  back  of  BIcbmond 

barracks  so  true. 
When  the  gallaut  64th  fired  a  royal  salute  of  bricks  al 

tbe  Captain  of  the  Bugaboo. 

We  sailed  three  years  when  a  storm  arose,  and  the 

sea  ran  monntiiin  high: 
Tho  tbuudcr  rolled,  the  lightning  flashed  and  lit  ih» 

dark  blue  sky. 
So  the  second  mate  gaveorders  to  lowertbe  sails  and  clew. 
While  the  captaiu  down  below  was  smoking  iu  his  bed— 

.  he  set  fire  to  tbe  Bugaboo. 

When  tlie  captain  found  what  he  had  done  be  lond 

for  help  did  shont, 
He  called  up  through  the  chimney  top  for  the 

helmsman  to  come  and  pnt  it  ont: 
But  tbe  beliiisman  was  fast  asleep  and  to  Ills  post  untrue 
And  the  tiro  bnruedeo  bard  through  tbe  mMdIe  of  tbe 

tart,  tboy  couldn't  save  tbe  Bugaboo. 

Wlien  fifteen  thousand  miles  frbm  land,  in  latitude 

flfty-fonr, 
Tbo  fire  it  burned  so  bard,  one  uigbt.  that  it  couldn't 

burn  anymore ; 
Sothecaptaiu  he  cave  orders  to  lower  the  boats 

and  save  tbe  crew. 
While  a  1  000  rods  of  turf  and  SO  000  men  were 

smothered  in  the  Bugaboo. 


Can  we  Forget?         " 
To  Gus  Williams—  by  Arthur  W.  French. 

Can  we  forget  all' the  beautiful  past, 
l)i'.ys  that  we  fondly  dreamed  ever  would  last, 
Visions  of  beauty  and  pleasure  untold. 
Faces  of  dear  ones  in  gUd  days  of  old — 
Siiiilee  llinl  will  greet  us  here  never  again, 
Joys  that  live  only  in -mem'ry's  refrain  ?  :  >'■ 

Under  their  spell  our  hearts  linger  yet  ;    ' 
Will  we  remember  them  ?      Can  we  forget? 
Chorus  :  Roses  may  blossom  and  r»ses  may  die, 

Glad  days  and  sad  days  go  wandering  by  : 

Mem'ry  forever  wi  1  keep  a  regret 

For  day  s  of  the  past—  Oh !  can  we  forget  ? 

Can  we  forget  all  the  sweet  days  of  old,     >-.>.i- 
Cheeks  like  the  rows  and  tresses  of  gold, 
Kisses  of  love  in  tlie  bright  etaiTy  hours. 
Days  of  sweet  sunshine  in  pathways  of  dowers  ? 
Baokward  fond  memory  wanders  to-night 
Over  tlie  years  that  have  passed  from  our  sight. 
Lingering  tliere  with  the  dearest  regret — 
Shall  we  remember  ?     How  can  we  fonret  ! 

Hoae*  may  bloMom,  be- 


lt's Fjonny  When  You  Feel  That  Way. 
Sung  by  Tont  Pastor. 

I  nan't  forget  how  queer  I  felt, 

whsn  first  I  fell  in  love; 
I  Had  a  most  severe  attack 

Through  squeezing  a  lady's  glove  : 
I  lit  a  lovely  hand  was  in  it — 

As  I  waltzed  with  her  so  gay, 
I  tliouglit  myself  in  paradise — 
'  It's  funny  when  yon  feel  that  way  t 
C bonis  :  Ift-lt  as  though  I  d  luinhled  into  honey, 
I      And  somebody  had  left  me  all  their  money  : 
j   The  feeling's  so  peculiar  and  funny — 
Oh  !  it's  funny  when  you  feel  that  way  ! 

I  took  her  down  to  supper,  ."'   ',;''^ 

And  I  sat  down  by  her  side, 
-      I  helped  her  to  the  "  niceys,  " 

And  I  filled  her  glass,  with  pride  : 
I  lifact,  paid  such   attention. 

That  she  viewed  me  with  disfnay  : 
'',  I  m6ved  my  chair  so  close  to  hers — 
)h  !  it's  funny  when  you  feel  that  way  ! 
1  felt  as  though,  Ao. 

ben  the  affair  bad  broken  up,  • 

I  Behind  I  yet  did  linger  ; 
JfaFore  I  tore  myself  awuy, 
I  kissed  her  lilt  e  finger: 
I  t|irew  "  pliaiitiiiii  kis.-'es  "  at  the  house, 

As  I  tripped  on  home  eo  gav, 
I'^have  kissed  the  knocker  on  her  door— 
;  Oh  !  it's  funny  when  yon  feel  that  way ! 
1  felt  as  though,  <bo. 

Vu  met  again  one  afternoon, 

And,  as  we  were  alone, 
I  {lucked  up  nerve  to  ask  if  sha    •.; 

1  >ome  day  would  be  my  own  ; 
£bi  blushed  and  said  :  "  Go  see  Papa, 

\nd  ask  liim  if  I  may?' 
I  (anced  a  can-can  round  the  room — 

Oh  !  it's  funny  when  you  feel  that  way  f 
I  felt  as  though,  kc. 

lUe  old  boy  said  ;  "  1  hat  we  might  wed,  " 

And  so  lie  crowned  my  bliss, 
4l  d  I  shall  be  a  doubled  man  :  '.'1:' 

a  about  a  month  from  this  : 
jeems  as  though  the  time,  somehow, 
iVould  never  pass  away  ; 
1  >ng  to  hear  the  wedding  bells  — 
Oh  !  it's  funny  when  you  feel  that  way  ! 

Spokein;:  Being  a  Green-horn  in  such  matters, 
I  enquirt4  of  a  happy  married  friend  of  mine  what 
a  honey-{n|oon  was  like  ?  lie  said  .  "  Well,  as  near 
as  possible,  I  can  only  describe  it  as  though  " 

fancied  you  hud  tumbled,  <bc. 


1, 


I. 
I 


I  •       You  fancied 

r~. — ^•^ 

ll^uie  with  the 


the  Hazel  Eye. 

Words  by  W.  Dexter  Smitu.      Music  by  Stephen  Olovwr. 

The  mnsi^c^tbis  song  is  published  by  O.  D   Snsael,  ft  Co, 

126  ^temout  Street.  Boston.    Price  ii  Oeota. 

There  isja  lass  I  dearly  lov«  ':  '  .,  ■,-:'; 
'In  all  tlileiworld  all  else  above:/-  'Vj^  ;-''.'v  '.•;.-,] 
She  is  tlie  spirit  of  my  dreams,  .;'. 

And  thrftigh  the  day  it  ever  seems 
That  he^  Sweet  presence  beautifies 
Each  ecine  that  meets  my  longing  eyes. 
Chorup  :  Oh!   I  m  forever  haunted  by 

The  lassie,  lassie  with  ilie  ha£el  eye. 

Lassie  with  the  hazel  eye. 

Lassie  with  the  hazel  eye  : 

Oh  !  I'm  forever  haunted  by 

I'he  la:^sie,  lassie  with  the  hazel  eye. 

[may  roam  on  lat.d  orse* 
My  trusting  heart  will  ever  be 
With  ont  who  is  my  guiding  star, 
'Whose  rays  shine  on  me  from  afar. 
And  make  life's  pathway  ever  clear. 
Which  otherwise  were- dark  and  drear — 

Oh  !  I'm  forever  haunted  by,  &«. 


Though 


^h*^*' 


What  is  Che  diflferenoe  between  a  person  transfixed 
with  amaaement  and  a  kopardntail? — The  one  is 
rooted  ta  tjbe  spot,  the  other  spotted  to  tbe  rook. 


m 
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Home  I  am  Going  To-night. 

,,.:y:r  ■■     ■     ":.       ByS.  C.  S. 

Sitting  olone  in  my  room, 

Sweet  visions  of  childhood  •pp««r  : 
And  I  dream  of  the  dayg  of  my  youth, 
When  father  and  mother  were  near. 
Year  after  year,  linve  I  roiiiiie'. 

Far  froyi  t!\e  old  cot,  painted  white  ;        i 
But  now  I  am  happy  and  free. 
For  home  I  am  going  to-tii:j;ht. 

Cliorua  :  flome  I  am  going  to-tiight, 
'  To  mv  dear,  beloved  home  : 

..■•  I'm  going  home  to-night, 

;  ;■  No  more  again  to  roam. 

I'm  thinking  of  joya  tliat.  are  pawt, 

And  of  friends  wiiom  I  liope  now  to  fee  : 
Who,  perhaps,  now  n.\\:  resting  in  death. 

And  will  ne  er  have  a  greeting  for  me — 
I'm  coming  home,  hrotlicr  and  »i»ler,   . 

To  meet  you  wiili  joyous  deiigiit : 
Tell  mother  to  -wait  at  the  fireside — 

Yes,  borne  I  am  going  to-night.  Chorus. 


Pat  Niver  will  Cease  to  Love! 

Writtenexprei8)7  by  J.  A.  U     Air:  "  Ueverl  ceaMto  love.' 


■SB! 


In  the  bogs,  on  the  road,  in  a  cabin. 

At  Donnybrook  Fair,  or  a  wake  : 
Whether  rolling  in  rags  or  in  riohea, 

Paddy  love  to  the  shemalea  '11  mako. 
He's  all  there  to  tip  em  the  blarney, 

A  hone,  love  !   my  own  dove  ! 
And  vowing  on  his  b«nded  knees,     ■, 

He  niver  will  cease  to  love  ! 

Pat  niver  will  cease  to  love  I 
Till  burning  liot  Vesuvius  freeze, 

I'at  niver  will  cease  to  love  ! 
Till  Irish  Bulls  milk  makes  Dutch  ehMM, 

I'al  niver  will  cease  to  love  ! 

For  whiskey,  and  fighting,  and  glory, 

Pat's  tlie  boy,  harring  none  to  the  for*  : 
Though  I'm  kilt  twenty  times  in  the  battle, 

Shure  111  make  love  all  the  more — 
May  shamrocks  turn  into  bulrushes, 

And  may  pigs— ehange  to  figs — 
Till  higlilows  grow  upon  boot-trees, 

I'at  niver  will  ceaxe  to  love  ! 

He  niver  will  cease  to  love! 
Till  Licensed  Victuallers  sell  good  te&, 

Pat  niver  will  cease  to  love! 
Till  fried  red  herrings  swim  the  sea, 

I'at  niver  will  cease  to  love  ! 

Till  Brian  Born  come?  back  to  life. 

Till  huthermilk  turns  to  ink  : 
Till  Irish  boys  all  take  the  pledge 

And  only  cold  walht-r  drink! 
Till  sliip-f  sail  on  the  bkies  below. 

And  the  ocean  rolls  above  : 
Till  skies  r.iin  down  red  burning  snow, 

Pnt  niver  will  ci-ase  to  love  ! 

He  niver  will  cease  to  love  ! 
Till  whiskey  chokes  ould  Nick  below, 

Pat  niver  will  cease  to  love  ! 
Till  you  all  old  as  Mi  thuselah  grow, 

Pat  niver  will  cense  to  love  ! 


I  Love  but  ono. 


I  love  but  one,  and  that  one's  thee  : 
Oh  !  had  tliis  line  a  tongue  to  prove — 

Then  say  thy  hand  to  mine  shall  be 
United,  in  sweet  b<^iids  of  love! 

I  love  but  one,  and  at  truth's  shrine 
My  love  is  p!iglite<l  iie'fr  to  rove  : 

Then  sav  thy  heart  shall  be  to  mine 
United,  in  sweet  bonds  of  love! 


6.  Enigma. 

If  you  travel  the  world  arour.d,'  around. 
Wherever  you  go,  I  am  always  found  ;         ' 
The  fire  would  go  out  if  I  were  away. 
And  without  me  you  eould  not  have  pudding  to-day. 

*  Answer — Air. 


'      Sing  that  Song  again. 

(Original  by  G.  B.  S.)  ' 

Oh  !  sing  onoe  more  that  mirthful  straio, 

'I'htt  sweetest  note  of  thine  : 
Oh!  lisp  that  tale  of  joy  again, 

Nor  heed  this  sigh  of  mine  : 
It  tells  of  happier  hours  gone  by» 

Yet,  nil !  young  love  was  vain— 
My  pretty  page,  heed  not  this  sigh, 

But  sing  that  song  again  ! 


Billy  Barlow. 

Oh!  gnoJ  evening,  gentlemen   bow  do  7on  dof 
A  louR  tiiMK  lias  passed  since  I  called  to  see  yon  ; 
I  WKiit  no  iiitroiliictiou  :   for   I  gaess  you  all  knoiP 
That  I  mil  ilie  nufortimate  Bill;  Bsriow. 

Oh    dear!   I'm  mggod,  I  know,  f     .       . 

Oh  '  lint  It  hard  ou  poor  Billy  Barlow  > 

Since  last  I  iiivr  yna    sirs,  lo  EnK'and  I've  been, 

Iiivii<m1  io  ■(),'"id  a  f«w  weeks  with  the  queen  : 

I  bud  iiiitili  '  r  H>d  quarters   but  Albert,  yon  know, 

Oot  cunfoiii.  '.y  jealous  of  Billy  Uarlow.         Oh,  d«ar'  Sua. 

Then  I  'vent  In  the  triny  at  Sebastopnl. 
To  R-e  niiodnna  :<nd  Turks    the  Frencb  sod  John  Sail: 
And  nlieii  I  f^ot  there   they  all  anni;  out  :   "hallo  ' 
Three  cheeis  and  a  tiger  f>r  Billy  Barlow  '.  " 

Ob,  dear'  kc 

Thnn  Raclnn  aud  Csnrobert  sent.  sirs,  to  me, 
Aii4  a  C'>»iicil  of  war  was  held  by  na  three. 
Said  they  :  "  we've  fonght  well,  but  so  far  'tis  no  go , 
How  shall  we  proceed  now,  dear  Mr.  Barlow? 

Oh.  dear  '  you're  ragged,  we  know. 

Do  give  your  advice  to  us.  Mr.  Barlow." 

Says  I :  "  I  waa  with  Scott  all  tbrongb  Mexico, 
And  )oar  movemeuta  here  seem  to  lue  ^etlous  Slov : 
If  yun  liad  liut  a  few  Yankee  lenders,  I  knnw 
Yofi'd  a'<on  take  the  Fort"  said  poor  Bill;  Barlow. 

Oh  '.  dear!  I'm  ragged,  I  know. 

They  should  have  given  the  coinoMMid  to  Billy  Baclow. 

Bnt  I  wai  reonlled  by  a  letter  so  fierce. 

An  ant'grapli  one   airs    from  President  Pierce  : 

It  said  :   '  Moil  intervention.  I  preach,  you  noai  know  : 

So  conie  back  lustamer.  Mr.  Wm.  Barlow." 

Oh  dear!  I'm  raHged   I  know. 

They  can't  get  aloug  wllbout  Billy  Barlow, 

When  I  got  to  the  White  House  the  President  enae. 
And  bowing  politely    said  :  >-  please,  air.  your  iiair«t''* 
He  aeenied  quite  delitibted.  shook  bauds  with  m»  aov 
Aud  aaid  hn  was  proud  to  know  Mr.  Barlow. 

Oh    dear'  I'm  ragged.  I  know, 

I  wiah  he'd  give  a  good  ufBce  to  Billy  Barlow. 

To  New-Tork  Crystal  Palnce  I  went  t'other  day. 
And  the  man  at  the  gate  there  ho  asked  for  pay  : 
"Pay,  sir  !  what  do  you  luean  ?"  I  look''d  at  bim  so— 
''Oh!  said  he  I  beg  yoor  pardon,  yun're  Mr.  Barlow. 

Ob.  dear'  I'm  ragged,  I  know. 

I  never  pays  nothing,  dou't  Billy  Bailow. 

There  were  Iota  of  fine  statues  a-atanding  abont. 
Which  be.it  all  I'd  e'er  eren  befoie.  out  and  out: 
There  was  Power's  Oreek  Slave   sirs   a-atandlog  Jast  so— 
Ob,  Lord'  bow  I  wiah  aha  was  Mra.  Barlow  : 

Oh,  dear'  I'm  ragced.  I  kuow, 

But  sue  had  leas  clothe* 6u  than  Billy  Barlow. 

And  then  there  were  pietnres.' and  handsome  gold  b-anes. 
Of  lota  of  the  big  buxa  :  I  fbrget  now  their  aauies : 
I  don't  know  who  pnt  me  there,  but  this  i  well  kuow 
That  the  handsomest  fellow  was  Billy  Barlow. 

Oh,  dear '  k.r.. 


Ever  Thus  the  Rose-leaves  Fade, 


Ever  thus  the  rose-leaves  fade. 

Paling,  withering,  day  by  day  : 
Scarce  into  existence  born 

Ere  they  droop  and  pass  away. 
Like  a  rose-leaf  from  a  bough, 

Kre  the  Autumn  gained  its  prime, 
Little  Mamie  fadeth  now — 

Farewell  joy  of  "Summer- time  ! 
'  Chorus  ;  So  the  old,  old  story  runs — 

Scarce  our  lips  the  leaf  have  prest. 
Ere  it  fades,  and  where  it  lay 
Fold  we  ashes  to  our  breast. 

She  was  kind  and  she  was  tnie, 

Mamie  of  the  laughing  eyes. 
With  her  locks  of  golden  hue. 

Fleece  clonds  in  a  sunset  sky  ; 
Koee-leaf  blown  from  parent  steiji 

liy  tiic  first  rude  blast  of  Fall, 
So  our  little  Mamie  fell — 

Nature's  God  baa  room  for  all ! 


Chorus, 


Men  who  are  generally  on  Strike — Priae-fightera. 


The  Bold  Militia  Man.        I 
Written  by  Fred.  Albert.        Sung  by  Jennie  Leslie, 

Behold  a  noble  hero. 

Behold  a  roan  of  might : 
I  never  have  a  fear,  no ! 

For,  I  never  have  to  fight ; 
And  I  hope  I  never  shall  have  to, 
As  it  would  not  suit  my  plan  : 

Then  shout  hurrah  !  shout  hurrah 
For  a  bold  Militia  man  !       i        - 
Then  shout  hurrah  ' 

For  a  bold  Militia  man  ! 
So  shout  hurrah  for  glorious  war  t 
I'm  a  bold  Militia  man  I 

jfy  uniform,  so  splendid, 

Quite  captivates  the  fair  : 
Such  grace  and  valor  blended 
You  don't  find  everywhere : 
but,  of  all,  I  like  the  servants  : 
For,  frons  them  I  get  the  scian.        ' 
Spoken:     Yes,  the  lervanis— for  your  liumble 
servant,  they   know  how  to  reward  my  generous: 
devotion  to  my  country,  and  they  do  reward  m« 
with  their  masters'  victuals,  and  when  I  recount 

to  them  the  deeds  uf  daring  I  have  done,  they 

Shout  hurrah !  &c. 
I've  been  in  several  battles  — 

Sliaiii  fii^lit.'*,  of  course,  1  mean — 
And  wliiiv  the  powder  rattles, 
\\  hy,  there  I'm  never  seen  : 
Ton  may  find  me  io  the  rear. 

But  never  in  the  van.  j       ' 

Spoken :  Ah !  I  have  seen  some  servioe— I  have 
been  in  the  battle  of  Tompkins  f^quare,  on  Easter 
Monday,  and  a  night  attack  at  Prospect  Pork,  ut ! 
the  end  of  a  field  day—  1  remember  once,  in  the 
midwt  of  the  fray,  we  lost  sight  of  the  enemy 
altogether,  but  presently  we  found  them  :  'twas  in 
a  Public  House  :  the  order  was  given  to  charge, 
and  we  ciiarged  them,  and  they  charged  us— in 
fact,  over-charged  us,  fifteen  cents  a  pot  for  ten- 
penny  ale  :   but  1  beat  them  all  at  drinking  it — >—  ; 

So  shout  hurrah  !  &c. 
Of  war  I've  such  a  notion — 

So  all  the  soldiers  say — 
That  Im  sure  to  get  promotion, 

If  with  them  long  I  stay  : 
I  shall  become  a  General, 
Or  a  Corpral,  if  I  can — 

Spoken  :     Yes,  they  say  I  shall  «oon  become  one 

of  three—  a  Corp  ral,  a  General,  or  a  Scoundrel 

and  who  knows  but  what  one  day  it  may  be  the' 
liitltcr? .'so  shout  hurrah  !  Ao.  " 


The  I)«ar  Little  Cot  o'er  the  Sea. 

-Dy  CUAKLIE  KCSSKLL. 

>  ■■■•,.' 

There's  a  dear  little  cot  o'er  the  sea,        I 

By  the  side  of  a  murmuring  rill. 
Whore  the  happy  birds  sing,  all  the  day,  v: 

In  the  grove  at  the  foot  of  the  hill  :      ; 
For  many  long  years  I  have  strayed         '  ■ 
From  the  spot  where,  so  happy  and  free. 
In  my  ^.hildhood,  I  sported  and  played, 
By  the  dear  little  cot  o'er  the  sea.  i 

Chorus :  The  dear  little  cot  o'er  the  sea,        '    ■ 
The  dear  little  cot  o  er  the  sea  : 
Oh!  I'm  loneing  to  be  with  the  dear  ones  again 
In  the  dear  Tiille  oot  o'er  the  sea  I 

Tve  crossed  over  mountains  and  sanda,    I   . 

And  over  the  wide  rolling  deep  :  ' 

When  roaming  through  far  distant  lands, 

Sweet  visions  would  come  in  my  sleep       .    •     . 
Of  the  dear  little  cot  o'er  the  foam,  j. 

And  those  who  are  dearest  to  me  :  "      ' 

Oh  !  I'm  longing  to  see  them  at  home. 

In  the  dear  little  oot  o'er  the  sea.  Cbonw 

The  loved  ones  still  pray  for  me  there. 

Where  so  often,  in  days  that  are  fled, 
I've  whispered  my  low  evening  prayer,  ,   ;'  - - 

With  mother's  dear  hand  on  my  head  : 
Oh  !  I  soon  will  go  boek  to  my  home. 

Where  the  dear  ones  are  waiting  for  m«, 
And  never  aKahi  win  I  roam 

From  the  dMT  iMk  oot  o'er  the  •••—    Chonu. 
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Bnlly  Ni§^ger  Amos. 

BuDg  by  S.  8.  Purdy.    ; 


^yV 


I'd' hab  you  all  to  know         ;.;  ^   ' 

Tee  come  from  down  below,         ■'  .       .  , 

^Vht;^e  de  Bugar-cane  ia  raised,  ■■  ' 

And  de  collon-tlowers  blow  : 
Amos  is  iiiy  name,  and  Masea  saya  I'm  game  :  >^ 
I'm  de  bullicet  little  nig  on  de  Mississippi  flow. 
Chorus  :     Oh  !  white  folks,  pay  attention, 
•^.  And  listen  unto  me  : 

■'        '.     ■         I'm  bully  nigger  Amos, 

Dat  libs  in  lennessee  !   , 

Oh!  I  Itnow  a  ting  or  two 

'Bout  what  de  white  folks  do  :  -    \ 

All  about'de  question  dnt  kicked  up  die  row 
But  our  troubles  all  would  cease, 
And  we'd'  Tcry  Boon  have  j)eacc 
If  dey'd  take  de  'vice  ob  Amos  dat  libs  in  Tennessee ! 

Oh  !  white  folks,  <tc.    , 

Oh  !  dar's  no  use  to  fight, 

Each  Oder's  wrongs  to  right  :  •  • 

I  tink  de  whole  affair  am  a  very  sorry  eight —       '. 
if  dey  would  only  take  a  stand. 
And  shake  each  odtr  by  de  hand — 
Am  de  advice  ub  Amos  dat  libs  in  Tennessee  !  j 

.•-;-.  OL  !  white  folks,  dc.  i^ 


-«♦♦-• 


A  Nice  Cup  of  Tea. 

Snog  by  James  HUlier. 

;       I  would  not  condeiceDd  to  cbaff 
In  ordinary  itj-le. 
:.        |for  by  mere  Tulgar  banter 

•     Wonld  I  seek  to  raise  a  smUe  ; 
.'!     Objectionable  epithela 
Are  never  u»eU  by  me. 
There's  more  expression  in  the  words— 
"  A  nice  cup  of  tea.  " 

SMUV  :  It's  uiiicU  more  effective  to  say— you're 
A  nice  cup  of  tr»  n  sweet  cup  of  tea  : 
Ton  are,  'pon  niy  word,  It  ia  easy  to  see  : 
A  nice  cnp  of  tea.  will  not  do  for  ma  : 
Ton  funny  old  man.  you're  a  nice  cup  of  te^ 

My  landlady  is  subject  to 
The  spaims.  (  very  bail  ) 
.  .-.  ■    When  I'm  at  borne  and  wben  she  thinks 
*•:        '.     There's  brandy  to  bo  bad  : 
Sbe'a  matrimonial  deaiens. 

It's  evident  to  see. 
But  I'd  wunt  luiB  of  sugar  with 
That  nice  old  cnp  of  tea. 

BpoKEW  :  All  '  Mrs  Brown,  r'ant  your  widow's  weeds 
In  aoiiiebody  else's  earden,  and  try  a  nice  cup  of  tea  for 
your  spasms,  you  playful  old  girl,  yon— 

A  uico  cup  of  tea,  &e. 

A  young  man  Introduced  himself 

As  Mr.  FiaalierFlip 
En  wisliod  to  play  at  skittles,  then 

He  cave  a  racinc  tip  : 
He  bad  a  friend  who'd  lay  md  odds 

For  money  down,  aatd  be. 
Said  I :  "I've  bHCVed  a  horse  they  call.  , 

The  nice  o!d  cup  of  tea.  " 

Sroxzx  .'  It's  not  bad.  you  know,  but— 

A  nice  cup  of  tea,  kc. 

I  walked  into  a  tea  garden 

With  my  Selina  Ann. 
Who  tbouchl  tlin  waiter  looked  a  good 

And  f:ilh!>rly  oiil  man  :  * 

I  think  I  never  met  with  one 

More  aff-ible  uiiil  free 
But  be  fiiri;ot  to  bring  the  change 

For  our  nice  cups  of  tea. 

Spoken  :  'Very  sorry,  Sir,  I  quite  forgot.  Oh  !  of  conrse- 

A  nice  cup  of  tea,  &c. 

-      Vben  neighbor  Smith  aud  I  resolved 

To  Epaoin  to  po  <'own 
He  told  bis  wile  thit  business  '   ' 

Had  called  biui  lait  ol  town.  ,'   .  ^  . 

■We  l>otb  went  home  with  bonnets  on,    ^^    ^ 

Fa'se  nosfs   too  had  wn 
And  Smith  ('.eclared  that  ull  we'd  drunk 

Were  two  nice  cui>r  ol  tea. 

SpOKKN  :  Two  nice  cups  of  tea.  iudeed.  and  I  snppoee 
yon  found  those  bonuets  at  the  bottom  of  the  cups,  Mr. 
Smith  — 

.;";;■•    v": .:"'       A  nice  cnp  of  tea,  4c. 

My  cup  Is  nearly  empty. 

And  my  song  is  nc:irly  o'er  :  \ 

I  ve  given  you  so  many  cnpa. 

You  couldn't  swallow  more.  '.".'' 

If  roll  are  pleated.  Jet  your  applause   .'  , 

Express  your  tr.irtb  and  Klee. 
All  1  He  win  have,  some  other  uight, 
'inothor  cup  of  tea. 
Spokes  :  And  wben  yon  ro  borne  and  you  have  a  differ- 
cnco  V.  iih    1  cabman,  a,  row  with  a  policeman,  or  a  run 
iii;a.n«t  A  lamp-post,  don't  loss  your  temper.  I'nt  say— 

A  nice  cnp  of  let  Ac. 


Come  Along  Do. 

Sung  by  Fred.  French. 


/ 


Before  I  wna  married.  I  went  where  I  liked. 

And  did  Just  wbatever  I  choBo  : 
But  now,  when  I'm  out   I  look  like  a  lout :    -  -  :\ 

I'll  tell  you  the  can«e  of  my  woee  :  »' 

It's  the  MirsuB— she's  jealoua  of  (leople  aud  things, 

I  aesnro  you.  'pon  honor,  it's  trua — 
I  never  can  stop  fur  a  moment  alone. 
But  she'll  aay  ;  "  Oh  '  come  aloo^  da  " 
ciionus. 
.;    Come  nlong  do.  come  along  do: 
>   ^hat  arc  you  staring  at  T  coin*,  along  do  : 

Couie  alonj!  do   como  aU'ng  do. 
.     Tou  oUi;bt  to  know  bettft— eo  come  along  do. 

If  a  damsel  by  chance  in  tho  8ti«et  I  should  meet. 

And  my  eyes  hap'  to  wander  that  way. 
My  wife  will  remark  ■'  that's  a  dozen  at  least 

At  wlioni  vou'vo  been  staring  to-day  : 
Who  is  Shu  ?  you  Lnow   I'm  certain  of  that : 

Don't  Fay  sli"  is  nothing  to  yon — 
Very  well    if  she's  no;,  it's  suspicious  at  least. 

Don't  stare  then,  but  couie  along  do.  " 

Come  along  do,  4c. 

To  Dr.  Kalin's  Museum  I  took  her.  one  day,  » 

To  study  the  clJFSiciil  nude  : 
She  thoutiht  that  Venus  ond  Jupiter  were 

Underdreaeed  sod  decide  lly  rude  : 
The  beauties  of  Venus  I  tried  to  point  out. 

When  into  a  temper  she  flew — 
"  Shu  8  worse  than  Mazeppa.  its  awful,  she  said, 

I'm  ashamed   Sir  :  so  come  aluug  do.  "  * 

Come  along  do,  4c. 
Now  whatever  I  do,  and  wherever  I  go,  "     • 

I've  been  f o  annoyed  that  now  I 
Have  madu  up  iny  mind  the  same  sort  of  game     i 

Upon  the  old  lady  to  try.  f 

Bo  wlienever  she  stops  at  a  shop  for  a  look 

At  a  bonnet  or  anything  new, 
I  use  her  ow  n  woids  as  I  tng  at  ber  arm,  r'  ' 

Aud  say  :  "  Sarah  Aun,  como  along  do.  " 

Come  along  do,  4c. 

I  hope  I  amuse  yon  in  singing  this  song  : 

For,  somehow  or  o'ber.  I  know  ,,. 

That  if  my  o'd  lady  she  should  come  along, 

Slin'd  say  it's  time  for  me  to  go. 
But  iliere's  one  consolation  — my  sonj^'s  nearly  donev 

And  p'rhaps  y<'U  are  thinkiug  so.  too  : 
But  I'll  settle  the  matter  and  fay  to  myself!   '. 

"  Old  fellow,  now  come  alont;  do.  "  ^ 

Come  along  do,  4te 


/  :v    Blue  Eyed  Sally. 

Written,  Composed,  and  Sung  by  George  Herb»t*. 


You've  hoard  it  Snhg  a  hundred  times 

How  fellows  fall  in  love. 
But  the  oiher  niglit,  my  heart  was  won 

By  a  pretty  little  dove. 
Oh  '  she  keeps  an  Ice-cream  shop. 

And  she  is  a  charming  girl,  '     ' 

And  hy  all  her  cii»tom'-rs  she's  known 
As  pretty  l)lue-<yed  Sal. 
Spoken:  Yes  aud  the  first  liiue  I  saw  her — 
I  felt  s  )j  >lly  happy   I  feel  so  jolly  gay, 
1  do  not  caro  a  jot  whatever  people  say  : 
My  beart  is  liRiit  and  merry.  I'm  singing  all  the  dajr, 
Siuce  pretty  blue  eyed  Sally  stole  my  beart  away. 

Into  tiie  shop  I  strolled,  one  night. 
It  lieing  rather  hot         ,         ■    .    .  .     • 
■       And  kindly  said  to  her— 

•  What  refreshment  have  yon  got  T  " 
She  paid  ;  ••  Sir.  I  have  everything 

Th.it  in  this  world  is  nice. 
But  the  Stuff  that  will  just  suit  yoo  .  :   :  ■  "     '•  . 
Is  a  plass  of  .Strawberry  Ice — "        .     .     ■ 
SpoKEM  :  F.incy  a  charmin;,'  creature  coming  up  to  you 
and  sayiufT  :       '  My  dear  telUh    what  will  you  take?     1 
have  everything  that's  nice  "— Wliy,  you  would  say  give 
me  your  three-iienu.v-worth  of  the  lady's  fancy,  I  will  bet 
it  would  make  j'ou— 

Feel  so  Jolly,  4e. 
The  Ice  I  quickly  bad  and 

Called  fir  more  and  more  :  ,   ■,,-.... 

My  iove  was  throwing  rather  hot— 

For,  her  I  did  adore— 
1  thoiiHbt  of  a  happy  home,  : .  ■, 

Aud  comforts  of  a  married  life  : 
■ ,     "    So  I  wbiapered  o  er  the  connter  : 
•  ••  Dearest,  w^ill  you  be  my  wife  ?  " 

Spoken  -  That  word  "  will  you"  knocked  ber  clean  off 
her  fent.  lint  shti  like  a  Fensable  woman  soon  came  round 
—I  never  know  a  woman  that  ever  refused,  especially 
when  Shu  bad  a  chance  of  being  made  to— 

Feel  so  Jolly,  4o. 

JSfokz.n  :  This  is  the  touching  part,  don't  cry— 
.She  hliished  and  took  ine  there  and  then 
As  her  lorer  kind  and  true.  > 

.    And  wheb  we  are  married,  boys,  :■* 

I'll  tell  70U  what  I'll  do  : 
;,,."        I'll  opel  a  fine  shop  and  sell     ;    •  •'   ' 
•  ■..      V        Everythins  that's  nice.  "      . 

■„',-..      And  bless  thn  happy  day  :'■.■.•■..'' 

■■     "  .        1  tooU  a  kIsks  of  ISfr  wben '■  Ice* 

Spoken  :    It's  all  over-  been  ^parried  a  •  ' 
got  three  L!d«    h:.d  the  Qneen's  bountv  but  . 
I  rhnll  expect  him  to  drink  my   health  in   u   >  ottle  of 
eluger-iiup   and  then  say  he'll  let  the  Fni>B  alone   aud  — 

Feel  so  Jolly.  4e. 


'  '•'•mcnlh, 
•      !'  nce's : 


Tubal  Cain. 


(MB ^bal  Oaln  wts  a  man  of  might, 
lu  the  days  when  Earth  was  young  ; 
By  the  ilerce  red  tire  of  bis  furnace  bright, 
The  strokes  of  his  hammer  rung. 
And  he  lifted  high  his  brawny  arm 
O'er  the  frou  glowing  clear. 
Till  the  SKarks  rushed  out  wiib  scarlet  root. 
As  he  fashioned  the  sword  aud  spear. 
And  he  sang  .   Hurrah  for  my  bandy  work ! 
Uarrah  for  the  spear  and  sword  !  — 
Hurrah  for  the  man  that  oau  wield  them  well- 
Be  shall  be  King  and  Ixird  I 

And  to  Tubal  Cain  came  many  a  one, 

As  be  sat  by  Ins  roaring  fire  : 

And  each  one  prayed  for  a  siont  steel  blade 

As  the  crowu  of  his  own  desire. 

So,  be  made  them  weapons  sharp  and  strong. 

And  they  shonted  loud  for  glee. 

Aud  they  gave  bim  ^'ifts  of  pearl  and  gold. 

And  spoilt  of  the  forest  free.- 

And  they  sang  :  Hurrah  for  old  Tubal  Cain     ' 

Who  had  given  us  strength  anew  ■ 

Harrah  for  the  smith  and  hurrah  for  his  flre  ! 

And  hurrah  for  the  metal  true  ! 

But  a  snddeit  change  came  o'er  bis  headt  .;       .1 

Ere  the  tilting  of  the  sun  : 

And  Tubal  Cain  was  filled  wltfc  pain 

For  the  evil  he  had  done  r  '■^,'  •_  *:* 

For.  he  saw  that  men,  with  rage  and  bate, 

Made  war  upon  their  kind. 

And  the  land  was  red  with  the  blood  they  shed. 

In  t)ieir  last  for  carnage  blind. 

And  he  said  :  Alas  I  that  ever  I  made,  , 

Or  that  skill  of  mine  should  plan 

The  sword  and  ahield  for  those  who  wield 

To  destroy  their  feliuw  man. 

Ami,  for  many  a  day.  Old  Tubal  Cain 
Sat  broo  line  o'er  his  woe  : 
.  Aqd  his  hands  forebore  to  smite  the  ore. 
And  bis  furnace  smouldered  low  : 
But  he  roea.  at  last,  with  a  cheeKal  face 
And  bright  conrageont  eye. 
And  he  hatred  his  strong  right  arm  for  work. 
While  the  red  flames  songlit  (be  t^ky. 
And  be  sang  :  Hurrah  for  my  handy  work  '. 
Hitrrah  for  the  sword  aud  spear  '. 
Not  alone  for  the  blade  was  the  brisbt  steel  made  : 
Then  he  fashioned  the  first  plow-share. 

And  men.  taught  wisdom  by  the  past, 

lufriendship  joined  their  liands. 

Hang  the  sword  on  the  wall  the  spear  in  the  HaH, 

And  plowed  the  willing  landi  - 

And  they  sang  :  Hurrah  for  Old  Tubal  Cain  .' 

Oi}r  staunch  good  friend  is  be. 

And  for  the  plow-sbare  and  the  plow  .:    '-'  , 

Td  bim  our  praise  shall  be  ;  '-.  1.  : 

But  while  oppression  lifts  its  head. 

Or  a  Tyrant  wonld  be  Lord. 

Though  we  may  thank  bim  for  the  plow. 

We'll  not  forget  the  sword.  •' 


Bold  Booster  Boy. 

Sung  t>y  FranA  Lnm,  the  Great  Sensation  Comic  Singer. 

Oh  !  T  am  a  roving  bold  rooster  boy, 

I'm  fond  of  the  gine.  when  they  don't  me  annoy  : 

I  runs  to  tbe  fire  and  knock  a  man  dow^, 

I  lov«  all  tbe  gals  that  bail  from  up  town.. 

CHOUI'E.    . 

I'raarooster  !  I'm  a  rooeter !  I'm  a  bold  rooster boyt 
Ob  !   I'm  a  rooster  !  a  bold  rooster  boy  '. 

The  girl  that  f  like,  her  name  is  .Sail  I'at  ; 
She's  a  roarer !  a  rooster  !  niid  "  all  around  ray  hat,  " 
She  never  walks  out,  she's  so  nice  and  so  coy. 
Without  she  has  the  arm  of  her  bold  rooster  boy. 

I'll)  a  roosttr  !  ^c.' 

Jake  iliomnine  and  myself  had  a  fallen  out,  one  day. 
His  fljttentions  to  my  girl  tlie  coon  wanU-<l  to  pay  : 
His  breast  pin  he  bragged  was  much  hv^t^vr  than  mine, 
But  be  wasn't  a  rooster     'o  he  cnuldn  t  shine. 
I  .  _  -        I'm  a  rooster  !  Ac. 

I  am  a'  prood  rooster  as  you  easy  can  see. 

And  where  is  the  rooster  that  can  crow  with  me  ? 

J've  a  beart  like  a  bullock,  a  head  like  an  ox. 


And 


w  for  a  row  !  d'ye  stc 


1  can 
I'm 


bt)X  ! 

a  rooster  ! 


Ac. 


If  a  nan  ain't  a  rooeter,  he  must  be  n  hen. 
And  the  rooster,  you'll  own,  is  tin:  most  lik<-  a  man — 
Success  to  California  I  and  for  On-g<>ii  I  •■  m  : 
1  be  tqoeter  that  crows  there  must  be  OM  Uncle  Sani. 

I'mi  a  roohtcT  !  Ac. 


r 


]Wh«t  is  the  difference  betwtton  the  manner  of 
the  deatli  of  a  barber,  and  a  pctilptor  *  One  curls 
up  apd  dies,  and  the  other  makes  faces  and  busts. 
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The  Black  Frigate. 

(  Continued. ) 


**  Aui  no,  b«cau«(>  you  diaposed  of  «  couple  of 
hibben,  as  your  duly  wti.i,  at  your  Captain's 
eortimand,  you  lliink  he  inu^t  not  even  tec  to  the 
righting  of  his  own  siliTn-liolJ?  "  said  the  Cnplain, 
wiih  a  ttruflf  and  abcriive  effort  at  |>lcasantry,  for 
he  fi'lt  Jac<il>o°!i  iniport'iiice  in  amusing  and  keep- 
ing in  good  hiituor  tlie  iiiolley  crew.  Jacobo's  answer 
•bowed  that  he  was  now  eiiliglitened.  And  thus 
we  had  a  i<>urth  ri'.-<ctie  from  the  very  jawg  of  deati). 
I>By  iiflcr  driy  parsed  away,  mihI  clill  we  were  the 
miaeralile,  hnlf-starvi-d.  hulf-i<utTocaled,  tlioiigh  un- 
known prisoners  of  tliis  denton  gang,  holding  our 
lives,  as  it  were,  l>y  a  tlirend,  Iiaiigiiig  in  the  iiiont 
terrible  suspense  between  time  and  eternity,  and 
•oiinlinif  every  prolnnge.l  moment  of  our  existence 
»8  a  miracle.  Jncobo  at  this  period  rarely  dared 
visit  us;  lie  came  only  when  the  hu!>inegs  of  the 
sliip  actually  feiil  him.  I  he  cabin  aJ>ore  was  now 
occu|>ied  at  nii^iils  by  llie  C-iptuinand  some  of  his 
iiio.xt  deprived  u.'<''ociate4,  so  that  small  alleviation 
of  our  fears,  »u\<]\  relaxation  from  our  comfortless 
prison,  sniail  oeeasion  of  niM resting  a  few-  consol- 
atory wonls  I)  each  other,  was  afforded  us  by  eilhur 
day  or  night 

At  length  I  began  1o  fear  that  Mary  would  sink 
under  tlieeontined  air  and  the  coii'<tanl  excitement  ; 
b«r  breath  In'came  short  and  diBicult ;  the  bloinl 
passed  through  her  Veins  in  feVeri<li  yet  feeble  and 
intermittent  pulsation.  It  was  a;;(>ny  to  feel  hercon- 
viilxed  frame  and  hear  li<r  faintly-drawn  and  dying 
breath,  and  know  that  I  could  not  carrv  her  into 
the  reviving  breezes  of  Inaven,  nor  afford  a  single 
alleviutioo  of  her  suffering  nithout  at  once  siuip- 
pitig  that  t'lriad  of  life  which  was  now  Wearing 
away  by  a  -low  nnd  lingering  death. 

At  length  her  respiration  began  to  partake  of 
the  loud  and  irrepnssible  character  which  ia  so 
often  the  precursor  of  di-<solulion.  >he  deemed  her 
hour  drawing  nigh,  yet  feebly  essayed,  for  my  eake, 
to  stide  those  la>l  faint  inoans  of  expiring  nature 
which  raight  betray  our  concealment,  I  became 
sensible  that  the  latter  Could  not  much  longer  re- 
main a  Secret,  and,  with  a  strange  oalmnesa,  made 
up  my  mind  for  the  coming  decl-ive  hour.  I  sup- 
ported Mary's  he^.d.  poured  a  faltering  prayer  into 
her  dying  car,  wiped  the  death  dews  from  her  face, 
and  endeavored  to  whi<|>er  Some  expressions  of 
affection  and  consolation.  Happily  fur  me,  there 
waa  such  a  tempest  of  wir>d  and  sea  aa  drowned 
the  expiring  i^ighs  of  my  child. 

.'°^t  lliis  moment  Jacobo  descended  to  the  hold. 
He  put  hi?  finger  significantly  on  his  lips  and 
whispered — 

*'  Courage  !  rescue  !  'I  here  is  a  sail  in  the  ofiing, 
on  our  Weather  Ik>w.  Our  Captain  marks  her  not ; 
but  I  Lave  watched  her  fur  some  time  with  a  glass, 
and,  if  sIm  be  not  a  British  sloop-of-war,  uiy  eyes 
and  tlie  glass  are  deceivers  together.  " 

I  ijrasp^d  Miir5''.s  hand  ;  she  feebly  returned  the 
pres-inre,  and  murnmred,  "  loo  late.  " 

Vr,-  the  lap.'e  of  a  minute  it  was  evident  that  our 
poe^ible  deliverer  liad  been  discovered  by  the  crew, 
for  We  could  hear  by  the  bustle  of  feet  an<i  the 
noi^e  of  voices  that  the  ship  was  being  put  about, 
and  tiie  har"!!  voice  of  the  buccaneer  chief  wn.i 
heard  even  above  the  roar  of  the  waters  giving 
badly  order*  to  urge  on  the  Vessel. 

Ja3alx>  pi"oii.i.-'t  il  to  bring  u"  more  rows,  and 
qnitU'd  ua.  1  lie  rush  of  air  into  the  hold  seemed 
to  have  r>;vived  Mary,  and  my  hopes  began  to  rise. 
It  was  B«>«n  evident,  however,  that  the  crew  were 
nsi  ''4  every  effort  to  avoid  our  hoped-for  deliverer. 
/\ff<ra  while  tlin  wind  abated,  the  ship  became 
•teudier,  and  ci'rtainly  niado  less  way.  A  voice 
oTe.-  our  heads  faid  distinctly,  in  French,  "  The 
skx  p  i«ignal3  us  li>  lay  to!"  A  low  murmured 
conversation  now  en«ued.  and  then  again  I  heard 
the  same  voice  exclaim.    "  1  he  sloop  is  chasing !  " 

<->f  anything  like  the  anxiety  of  those  moments 
it  is  itii|x>ssible  for  me  to  convey  an  idea.  I  felt 
that  if  aid  could  only  arrive  all  would  be  well, 
bat  to  have  my  child  dying  Wfore  my  eyes  was 
more  than  I  could  bear,  and  I  was  once  or  twiot 
almost  templed  to  take  her  in  my  anus,  riisii 
on  deek,  and  appeal  to  the  meroy — if  any  was  to 
be  found— of  the  crew.  I'hank  Heaven  now  I  did 
DOi  yield! 


At  length  Jacobo  descended. 

"  I  he  f^l^(>p  is  gaining  tipon  us  fust— we  are 
about  to  clear  for  action  I  " 

'•  !  hank  Heaven!  "    I  fervently  ejaculated. 

'•  We  know  not  yet  what  the  result  will  be,  "  he 
replied  ;  "  our  Captain  has,  I  am  told,  before  this 
beaten  a  larger  vessel  than  that  which  is  now 
chasiii;;  us,  but  We  mu.st  hope  for  the  best ;  any 
way  he  has  hoii^tnl  the  black  ilug,  and  that  means 
'victory  or  death.' " 

'•  lint  have  his  mi::<  d  crew,"  T  inqiiired  anxiously, 
"ever encountered  a  briliah  foeof  e(jual  strength ?  " 

"I  cannot  say;  I  have  been  but  a  short  time 
with  him.  and  I  ]iropo.-c  to  myself  to  get  away  as 
soon  as  it  is  po.-isible."  . 

We  now  heard  all  the  noise  of  the  preparations 
for  the  approaching  com b.-u,  cannon  luing  hi.sheil, 
firearms  got  readj-.  concealed  ports  thrown  open, 
and  the  men  harangued  by  the  Captain  in  terms 
calculated  to  aroute  their  brute  courage  and  excite 
their  cupidity. 

Comparative  siloneo  now  ensued,  and  it  wai  evi- 
ilunt  that  a  very  liberal  allowance  of  grog  was  being 
>!erve'l  out.  \\  hile  the  men  were  drinking  it  the 
(^lptain  and  some  of  the  principals  of  the  crt  / 
came  into  the  cabin,  nnd  to  my  horror  I  .heanl  them 
register  a  s-ecret  and  most  horrible  <'atii  to  scuttle 
the  vessel  if  tiieV  were  defei ted,  and  to  thus  sink 
both  captives  and  captors  in  one  common  grave. 

'llie  Worst  was  now  come  at  last;  m  long  as 
there  had  been  n  possibility  of  cscaj>e  I  hatl  bet-n 
in  an  agony  of  exeitemenl,  but,  now  that  death 
was  certain  whichever  vessel  gained  tiie  day,  the 
calm  of  utter  despair  came  upon  uie,  nnd  1  turned, 
intent  only  on  eootliing  the  uying  moments  of  my 
child. 

Not  a  ray  of  light  now  penetrated  through  the 
chinks  of  tlie  trap-door,  and  from  the  noise  of  the 
falling  Weights  1  was  inclined  to  think  that  shot 
had  been  jilaced  over  the  mouth  of  our  prison, 
thereby  ctlVclually  sealing  our  doom  should  the 
pirates  keep  their  dreadful  oath  of  scuttling  the 
vessel.  Any  way,  the  noise  of  preparation  had  in 
it  something  inspiriting  to  the  ear,  and.  us  it 
effectually  drowneil  every  other  sound,  I  dr<w  Mary 
f.'om  behind  the  sacks  into  the  most  roomy  part  of 
our  wooden  dungeon,  and  tndeavortd  by  fanning 
her  with  my  handkerchii  f  t  >  create  a  little  fiesh- 
nessofair  nrouod  her,  when  .•suddenly  I  heard  a 
shot  fired,  evidently  from  the  sloiip,  and  almost 
directly  after  a  hoarse  hail  of—"  t>hi|)  ahoy  !  heave 
to,  or  We'll  sink  you  !  " 

1  he  answer  to  this  waa  a  sudden  broadside  from 
the  frigate,  nnd  the  very  wooden  walls  around  us 
seemed  Coming  ntundcr.  so  great  was  llie  foicc  of 
the  concussion.  After  the  pausuof  a  minute  or  two 
a  broadside  was  fired  bv  the  sloop,  a|>pareDtlv  di- 
rected more  ut  our  rigging,  for  the  crash  of  the 
spars  falling  on  deck  seemed  aliuo.si  to  dtafen 
me,  and  from  the  execrations  and  curses  which 
followed  it  was  evident  that  inanv  of  the  ci'ew  hud 
.  been  injured  by  theru.  The  bro;id8ides  continued  ; 
our  vessel  rcalod  to  and  fro,  and  sometimes  half 
rose  out  of  the  water  with  the  violence  of  the  shocks 
she  received  ;  and  I  heard  her  masts  cracUing  nnd 
her  limbers  flyiiig  in  every  direction,  yet  still  her 
men  ctuitinutd  their  yells  of  triumph,  and  their 
guns  seemed  to  be  served  with  as  much  spirit  as 
ever. 

At  length  o*  l>otli  sides  the  fire  oppeared  to 
slacken.     One  «{  the  ves,«els   was    eviileiilly   np- 

{inmching  IIk-  tllur  for  the  purpose  of  boarding, 
)ut  whicli?  Which  had  been  buccessful  V  ^ly 
heart  almost  ceased  to  beat  from  intense  ex[icct- 
ation.  '1  he  lu-avj-  grinding  of  the  two  ships  against 
each  olher's  side  was  soon  heard,  and  an  instant 
after  the  shouts  of  the  sloo])'s  or.-w  rose  triumph- 
antly over  our  head."!.  Long  and  <t.  f:peraJ<dy  raged 
the  combat  alK)ve  us,  but  the  pirates"  yell  w.ixed 
fainter  and  faialer.  while  the  victoriou.s  shouts  of 
the  men-of-war's  men,  mixed  with  the  frequent  ex- 
clamations of  "  No  quarter,  no  quarter  lo  the  pi- 
rales!  "  became  each  moment  louder. 

At  length  all  sounds  of  conflict  seemed  to  cense  ; 
but  there  was  still  so  much  noise  that,  although  I  ■ 
sliouled   will)  all  the  strength  that  was  left  to  rae, 
I  was  imable  to  make  uiyself  heard  on  deck,  and 
the  trap-door  ^vns  immovable. 

At  this  moment  the  ship,  which  had  hitherto 
l)een  springing  and  realing  from  the  concnssi^tfi  of 
her  guns,  suddeidy  began  to  settle  int4>  an  awfo.l 


and  suspicious  stateof  quiescence.  I  perceived  only 
too  clearly  that  she  wos  about  to  set  tie  for  sinking, 
Afier  the  lapse  of  a  brief  interval  the  conquerors 
became  aware  of  the  treacherous  gulf  that  waa 
preparing  to  receive  them,  and  a  hundred  voices 
exclaimed — 

"io  the  sloop— to  the  sloop!  The  vesssel  is 
sinking!" 

I  now  screamed  out  till  I  thought  mv  head  would 
burst,  and  battered  at  the  trap-door  till  my  hands 
were  covered  with  bKnid  All  was  in  vain.  I 
heard  tlie  sailors  rushing  eagerly  to  their  own 
vessel,  and  abandoning  Hint  of  the  pirates  to  des-  '. 
truclion,  ami  I  could  only  cla-^p  my  child  to  me 
and  try  to  pray  ;  but  my  lips  teeiutd  parched,  and 
the  werds  refused  to  come. 

In  the  dread  silence  that  now  tqsucd  the  rush 
of  the  water  Ihiough  the  holes  where  the  Vessel  had 
been  scuttled  could  be  plainly  heard.  Mie  swn 
began  to  go  down  with  a  ra[)idity  that  seemed  to 
my  exciUd  fancy  to  send  us  every  instant  many 
feet  deeper  beneath  the' waves,  and  I  knew  that  in 
a  very  few  minutes  we  should  be  launched  into 
eternity. 

I  tried  to  rouse  Mary,  but  she  lay  quiet  and 
lifeless,  and  I  thought  her  strength  had  succumbed 
at  lost,  tiuddenly  I  heard  ste|>s  on  the  deck; 
Weights  seemed  to  be  removed  from  the  trap-door; 

it  was  opened  and  a  voice  exclaimed 

"Good  Heavens!  the  fellow  was  right!  Here 
they  are,  sure  enough  !  '  An  officer,  two  sailors, 
and  Jacobo,  bound,  stood  there.  Mary  was  instantly 
lifted  out,  and  then,  like  one  in  a  dream,  daezled 
by  the  light,  I  crawled  up  on  deck.  Perhaps  it 
was  as  Well  that  Mary  was  unconscious,  as  the 
deck  of  the  sinking  vessel  was  no  sight  for  a 
woman  :  for  there  lay,  in  every  attitude,  the  man- 
gled luKlies  of  our  late  dreaded  gaolers,  their 
faces  distorted  by  fierce  rage. 

Never  shall  I  forget  the  scene  of  desolation  which 
the  ship  presenUd  ut  that  moment,  lying  like  a 
vast  plank  or  raft  of  dead  bodies,  almost  level  with 
the  sea,  the  waters  of  whic"l»  dashed  furiously  over 
it,  and  then  receding  from  their  still  ineflfectual 
attempt  to  overwhelm  the  vessel,  relumed,  all 
dyed  with  crimson,  to  the  ocean,  while  the 'sun, 
Setting  in  an  angrj  sky,  threw  hie  rays  for  the 
last  time  in  fitful  lurid  gleams  on  the  doomed  ship. 
A  deep  long  sigh  escaped  from  Mary  on  our 
reaching  the  open  air,  and  I  turned  to  thank  our 
deliverers  ;  but  the  sea  was  gaining  on  us  fast,  and 
there  was  no  t,ime  for  words  ;  I  begged,  however, 
to  be  allowed  to  sever  Jacobo's  bonds  to  enable 
him  to  get  into  the  boat  with  us,  and  we  soon 
afterwards  reached  the  s-Ioop. 

We  had  not  been  on  board  many  minutes  ere, 
slowly  and  awfully,  the  frigaU  sank  to  the  same 
watery  grave  to  which  she  hnd  so  cft&i  doomed  ■ 
her  victims.  We  sow  the  top  of  the  mainmast, 
which  hud  borne  her  faUl  flag  above  the  waters, 
tremble  like  a  point  on  their  very  surface,  and 
then  vanish  beneolh  them.  A  frightful  chasm 
yawned  for  a  moment,  to  be  closed  by  the  meeting 
waves  which  soon  rolled  peacefully  over  the  tpot 
in  which  they  had  engulfed  her,  nnd  the  vessel 
that  h.id  been  so  long  the  terror  of  the  seas  dis- 
appeared for  ever. 

SVe  Were  treated  with  every  kindness  by  all  on 
lioanl  the  sloop,  and  soon  afu-rwards  reached 
Kngland  and  our  friends.  Mary  has  long  been 
married,  and  I  am  an  old  white-headed  man  sitting 
with  her  children  on  my  knee,  but  neither  of  us 
has  f..igotUn  in  all  these  years  the  dreaded  hours 
we  paistd  on  board  the  Black  Frigate. 

C.  F.  F.  Woods. 


TIIR  END 


I 


What  is  the  difference  l>etween  a  well  and  a 
ship  ?— One  has  the  water  inside,  and  the  other 
outside. 

What  is  the  difference  between  a  bull  and  a  buU- 
dog?— One  has  horns,  and  the  otlier  has  not. 

W  hy  is  the  letter  U  like  your  tongue  ? — Beeauae 
it  is  in  the  middle  of  the  mouth.  ,.i     /:    .  . 

Why  is  a  dancing  party  like  a  globe?— Beoauae 
it  forms  a  ball. 

Why  ia  a  lady's  foot  like  a  locomotive  ♦ Be- 
cause It  goes  before  a  train. 


TlIK      SI1^0E:RS'    JOIIRJVAL.. 
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The  Convict's  Tale. 


In  tlie  gloomy  cpII  of  the  edbd«mned  were  two 
pereons.  A  musculur  and  powerfully-made  man, 
lieavily  ironed,  sat  on  a  low  bench  placed  in  one 
Corner.  At  a  glance,  an  observer  would  iiave  pro- 
nounced liiin  a  native  of  Ireland.  His  iiead  was 
Will  formed,  and  covered  with  a  thick  mass  of 
curlin;^  hair,  of  a  li<;ht  brown  color.  1  he  form 
of  his  mouth  indicated  courage  and  decision,  and 
in  tiie  large  blue  eyes  there  was  a  thrilling  expres- 
sion of  suffering  and  despah",  which  is  never  seen 
among  the  hardened  in  crime.  It  seemed  as  if 
tlie  overburdened  spirit  looked  forth  from  those 
mirrors  of  the  eoul,  and,  in  his  extremity,  asked 
sympathy  and  consolulioii  from  those  among 
whom  ills  fearful  lot  was  ca.st. 

His  con)pui)ioii  was  a  Catholic  priest,  the  tones 
(if  whose  voice,  ns  lie  s-polce  in  soothing  accents  to 
the  condemned,  were  soft  an'!  clear  as  those  of  a 
Woman. 

'I  he  prisoner  spoke,  niid  his  voice  sounded  dull 
and  hollow.  Hope  was  extitigui.'-hed  in  hi^  soul  ; 
and  all  the  lighter  inflections  which  express  Ihe 
varied  emolions  stirring  up  within  i:s,  had  censed 
to  vary  the  monotonous  founds  which  issued  from 
his  lips.  A  few  more  hour.-*,  and  for  him  1  ime 
would  have  ceai^cd  to  revolve.  Wliat,  then,  had 
he  to  do  with  human  aspirations  — with  human 
joys?  Nothing.  His  fate  on  earth  was  know ii — 
an  outlaw's  life  — a  felon's  d.-'«th. 

'Ihe  prisoner  folded  liin  niiinncled  bands  over 
his  brea.'sts  and  t.iid.  "  \\  by  sliould  I  seek  to  pro- 
long my  wretchi-d  cxi.stencc  liy  askint;  a  conunula- 
tion  of  my  sentence  V  Death  is  but  ene  pang, 
whereas  solitary  confinement  for  life,  to  whicli  I 
should  probably  be  doomed,  would  be  a  living 
torture.  'I'o  five  for  ever  a'ono!  'Ihitik  what 
that  must  be  even  to  a  nuui  innocent  of  crime, 
and  feel  how  f.ir  worse  than  the  b.  d  of  I'lMcru.-tes 
it  mu.'-t  be  to  one  like  me.  Mo,  holy  fntlier,  let 
me  die  before  the  time  appointed  bj'  niilure.  1  lius 
let  the  tender  mercies  of  my  race  toward  me  be 
consumni'ited." 

"  You  arc  reckless,  my  son,"  said  the  priest, 
mildly.  "  Think  how  far  worse  it  will  be  to  face 
nn  offended' Judge  in  your  present  mood,  than  to 
live  for  repentance.  " 

"Repentance.!"  repeated  the  j)risoner,  in  the 
same  passionless  mantuT;  ''that  is  ever  the  jar- 
gon of  your  cloth,  father.  You  condemn  a  man 
without  advertfng  to  the  motives,  which,  in  his 
view,  often  sanctify  the  act." 

The  priest  looked  at  him  rebukingly. 

As  if  the  slumbering  energies  of  liis  impetuous 
nature  were  suddenly  aiouseil  by  that  look,  the 
jtrisoner  started  from  his  seat,  liis  pale  features 
glowed,  hi.t  eyes  sparkled  with  fury,  as  he  ex- 
claimed, "  Yes.  I  Would  again  trample  the  life  out 
of  the  wretch  who  murdered  my  love  by  deception 
and  ill-treatment,  with  as  little,  ay,  with  less 
'coiit^>unc(ion  than  if  he  hud  planted  his  dagger  in 
her  heart!  " 

lie  covered  bis  face  with  his  hands,  and  large 
tear.-*  fell  over  them.  Passionless  as  he  was,  the 
priest  was  touched  by  this  overwhelming  emotion 
m  '  ne  who  bad  hitherto  been  so  passive.  He  laid 
his  hatid  on  the  sufferer's  arm.  ahd  kindly  said, 
"  Tell  me,  my  son,  how  it  was." 

Melting  beneath  tlie  voice  of  friendly  sympathy, 
the  murderer  wept  like  a  child.  When  he  became 
ciibner  he  said,  "I  will  give  you  the  history  of  my 
life,   and  you  may  jiylge  me." 

The  story  he  told  was  as  follows  : — 

I  was  bora  on  a  wild  and  rook-bound  portion 
of  the  coast  of  Ireland.  My  father  was  at  the 
head  of  (I  small  and  wretohedly-built  villnge, 
whose  inhabitants  were  all.  with  one  exception, 
^reokers.  You  have  heard  of  those  lawless  and 
hardened  men  who  exist  on  the  spoils  of  unfortu- 
nate mariners,  whose  destruction  is  often  brought 
al>out  through  means  of  false  lights,  placed  as 
beacons  of  safety.  Fit  parentage  you  will  say, 
for  the  murderer  ! 

My  mother  died  before  I  can  remember  her  ;  and 
the  Bchoolmnster  of  the  parish  was  the  only  one 
wlio  ever  spoke  to  me  of  higher  and  nobler  pur- 
suits than  those  followed  by  my  father's  adherents. 
'Ihe  r.)ominie  was  a  poor  creature,  whose  necessities 
oonipelled    him  to   abide    in    our   neighborhood. 


though  his  moral  sense  was  greatly  shocked  at  the 
crimes  which  were  often  perpetrated  around  him. 
He  fancied  that  he  discovered  some  superiority 
in  me  to  the  other  urchins  who  were  taught 
to  read  in  his  turf-built  hovel,  and  many  hours 
did  he  employ  in  endeavoring  to  impress  on  my 
young  mind  the  great  evil  of  spending  a  life  in 
such  a  pursuit  as  that  to  which  I  seemed  destined. 
The  good  man  died  while  I  was  j-et  a  mere  child, 
and  1  soon  forgot  his  lectures.  Ihe  school-room 
was  abatidoned  for  the  ocean,  and  1  grew  up  a 
j.romising  pupil  of  my  father's  wild  occupation. 
Young,  buoyant,  full  of  activity,  I  was  ardently 
attached  to  the  adventurous  life  I  led.  My  moral 
perceptions  were  not  active,  and  there  was  ii  keen 
delight  in  dashing  through  the  surf,  when  the 
billows  threatened  eUcli  moment  to  en'.^ulf  my  boat, 
in  pursuit  of  the  wealth  the  greedy  waves  seemed 
eager  to  cluim  as  their  prey. 

At  an  early  age  I  considered  myself  fls  having 
no  superior  in  my  wild  occupation.  The  strong 
energies  of  my  nature  had  no  other  outlet.  For 
days  I  would  remain  alone  on  the  ocean,  with  the 
storm  careering  oround  my  frail  boat,  and  at  such 
limes  my  re.^tless  soul  would  look  into  the  future, 
and  asked  of  fate  if  such  was  ever  to.be  my  lot. 
My  thoughts  often  soared  beyond  the  limited 
horizon  of  my  home,  and  I  made  several  excur- 
sions among  the  cities  of  my  native  island  ;  but 
I  waj  glad  to  return  to  my  wild  retreat.  Uncouth 
in  manners  and  appearance,  ignorant  of  the  con- 
ventional forms  of  society,  1  keenly  felt  my  in- 
feriority to  the  only  class  among  whom  1  would 
have  delighted  to  dwell. 

I  cannot  say  that  my  life  was  passed  without 
excess.  In  such  a  home  as  mine,  that  would  have 
l)een  impossible  The  frequent  brawl,  the  wassail- 
bowl  and  drunken  revel,  were  almost  of  nightly 
occurrence ;  and  I  was  fast  sinking  into  the  mere 
robber  and  inebriate,  when  an  event  occurcd 
which  rescued  iiic  for  a  time  from  the  abyss  on 
the  brink  of  which  I  was  standing. 

tine  evening,  in  the  stormy  month  of  March,  a 
ship  was  seen  from  the  look-out,  drifting  at  the 
mercy  of  the  winds  and  waves.  The  sky  was  a 
ma.~8  of  leaden  clouds,  and  the  sun,  as  it  sank 
from  view,  threw  a  lurid  glare  over  the  angry 
waters,  such  as  one  might  fancy  to  arise  from  the 
de<'peBt  abyss  of  Hades.  My  father  ordered  the 
false  light  to  be  shown,  which  had  already  brought 
swift  destruction  on  many  a  gallant  bark.  I  knew 
not  why,  but  my  heart  was  interested  in  the  fate 
of  the  vessel,  and  I  opposed  his  commands. 

"  Are  you  mad  ?  "  said  he,  sternly  ;  "'do  you  not 
see  that  this  is  a  ship  of  the  largest  class,  and  the 
spoils  must  be  great?" 

"  IJut  her  decks  are  crowded  with  human  l)e- 
ings,"  paid  I,  lowering  the  glass  through  which  I 
had  been  surveying  her;'  "and  there  are  many 
women  among  them." 

Even  as  I  sp^ke  the  baleful  light  streamed  far 
up  into  the  rapidly  darkening  air  ;  a  private  signal 
had  been  given  to  one  of  his  men,  and  it  was  now 
too  late  to  remonstrate.  I  rushed  to  my  boat,  call- 
ing on  a  boy  who  sometimes  accompanied  mc  on 
such  occasions  to  f(Jlow.  One  glance  at  the  ship 
assured  me  that  in  five  minutes  she  would  bo  on 
the  sunken  rock  over  which  the  light  gleamed,  and 
no  human  power  could  prevent  her  from  instantly 
going  to  pieces.  My  boat  had  weathered  many  a 
storm  as  severe  as  this  threatened  to  be,  and  I  was 
fearless  as  to  the  result.  I  resolved  to  die,  or 
save  some  of  the  helpless  creatures  I  had  seen  on 
the  deck  of  the  doomed  ship.  A  whistle  brought 
a  large  Newfoundland  dog  to  my  side,  and  in  a 
very  short  time  I  was  launched  on  the  waves  of 
the  heaving  ocean.  My  father  nodded  approvingly 
to  me,  thinking  that  1  had  made  up  my  mind  to 
assist  as  usual  in  rescuing  our  game  from  the 
waves. 

"  Right,  my  boy,"  said  he,  through  his  speaking 
trumpet;  "all  you  save  to-night  shall  belong  to 
yourself  alone. ' 

I  was  borne  beyond  the  reach  of  his  ■voice,  and 
as  I  turned  luy  face  towards  the  ship,  there  came 
a  violent  burst  of  thunder  whicli  seemed  to  fill 
the  echoing  vault  of  heaven,  attended  by  a  con- 
tinual   flashing   of  lightning.     Mingled    with    its 

awful  rosr  was  a  cry  more  terrible  stUl,  that  of 
human  agony  uttering  Its  wild  appeal  to  heaven 
for  mercy  in  the  last  dire  extremity,     'ihe  ship 


had  struck,  and  hundreds  were  east  Into  tha 
ocean.  'Ihe  struggling  wretches  vainly  raiaed 
their  arms  from  the  foaming  waters,  and  im- 
plored help  from  those  who  could  Lave  sared 
them  had  they  so  willed  it.  The  boaU  paaaed  oa 
and  left  them  to  their  fat«. 

Having  only  myself  and  the  boy  to  propel  my 
boat,  we  did  not  reach  the  scene  of  action  ao  nooa 
as  the  rest.  As  I  came  within  speaking  distance, 
my  frther  shouted  to  me  to  save  a  large  bo« 
which  was  within  reach  of  my  l>oat-liook8,  but  I 
was  deaf  to  his  voice.  Also  near  me  wew  two  of 
the  unfortunate  persons  who  bad  been  ship- 
wrecked. A  man,  with  a  female  form  clasped  to 
his  breast,  was  feebly  struggling  with  the  waves. 
I  saw  that  his  strength  was  nearly  exhausted, 
and  that  before  I  could  reach  him,  both  must 
sink.  Then  came  my  noble  dog  to  my  assistance. 
I  pointed  to  the  sinking  forms  :  Hector  spiai^ 
into  tjlie  water,  and  swam  to  the  side  of  Uie  an- 
fortuaates  ;  be  seized  the  dress  of  the  lady,  made 
an  efl^rt  to  sustain  both  against  the  force  of  tbe 
raging  waters,  and  turned  a  piteous  glance  on  m« 
as  he  felt  their  united  weight  too  mu«b  for  his 
etrenfftii. 

"  Qourage,  old  fellow !  "  I  shonted.  and  made  • 
desperate  plunge  with  my  boat  to  reach  them. 

The  impetus  of  the  rising  billow  sent  me  past 
them.  'Wie  father,  for  such  I  knew  iiini  to  be, 
with  isnbiime  self-sacrifice  relaxed  his  hoM,  and 
turniog  his  death-pale  face  towards  nie,  ntterad 
some  words  which  were  lost  amid  the  bowling  of 
the  blast,  and  sank  for  ever  from  my  siglit.  Re- 
lieved of  the  double  weight,  Hector  now  gallantly 
struck  out  for  my  boot,  and  in  a  short  space  of 
time  I  had  drawn  tbe  senseless  girl  from  tbe 
wavesi.  I  wrapped  her  in  my  sailor  s  jacket,  and 
used  every  means  in  my  power  to  restore  ber. 
A  few  drops  of  brandy,  from  a  small  flaek  I  carried 
in  my  pocket,  brought  a  faint  shade  of  color  to 
her  cheeks  and  lips,  and  presently  she  nnolosed 
her  eye*  and  gazed  wildly  around,  W  jth  •  shudder 
she  again  closed  them,  and  seemed  to  Ktapae  int* 
insensttbility. 

"bfce  must  have  immediate  attentioa,  or  aha 
will  perish !  "  I  exclaimed,  and  I  bent  vkokasIv 
to  the  oar. 

Harney  steered,  and  I  never  for  an  instant 
raised  my  eyes  from  the  sweet  pale  face  before  ■• 
until  tny  boat  grated  on  the  strand. 

Never  have  1  seen  so  purely  beautiful  •  eoant«- 
nance  as  hers  was.  It  seemed  to  me  to  be  tbe 
mortal .  vesture  chosen  by  one  of  the  angels  of 
heaveii  to  express  to  earthly  fouls  all  tbe  at- 
tributes of  the  children  of  light.  She  was  &ir  as  . 
the  l|ly  which  has  just  unfolded  its  slainlesa 
leave*  to  the  kisses  of  the  sun,  with  bair  of  a 
bright  golden  hue  clinging  in  damp  cnrls  around 
her  sfeiider  form.  Her  eyes  were  of  the  color  of 
the  clbfdless  summer  heaven,  and  the  pale  lipa 
were  ep  exquisiuly  cut  that  a  sculptor  mkot 
have  been  proud  to  copy  them  for  his  bmu  ittnl 
of  buRian  loveliness.  I  gazed,  and  vonhipped 
this  ci-eature  rescued  by  myself  from  tWlaws«f 
destruction. 

Hit^ierto  I  had  thought  little  of  l^t^  J^ 
specir<iens  of  the  female  sex  in  o\jv  roii^  -ittli 
ment  fvere,  as  may  be  supposed,  vot  of  a  ««y  t^ 
tractiye  description,  Coarse,  unedncate^  %dl- 
worn  women,  and  girls  who  promised  ia  •  far 
years  to  epiulate  their  mothers  in  '"imiHinna. 
jiossessed  no  charms  for  me.  It  is  true  that,  m 
my  ooicasional  visiU  to  the  more  civilised  part*  of 
my  country,  1  saw  many  of  the  beautiful  aad 
gantlj  nurtured,  but  they  were  plaeed  ao  far 
above  me  that  it  would  have  seemed  as  rHtional 
to  become  enamored  of  the  fairest  star  is  bciMea, 
and  tl^ink  to  make  it  mine,  liut  this  )a|«ir  gU 
had  Uefn  rescued  by  me  ;  her  life  liad  baan  Mr 
gift,  atid  she  seemed  of  ri^ht  to  belong  tome.  Alt 
save  llerself,  had  perished  in  the  wreck  :  ebe  was 
probably  aioue  in  the  world,  and  I  hogged  to  m», 
soul  tint  hone  that  in  me,  her  preserver,  shawoold' 
find  father,  brother,  lover,  all  united.  Wj  tbowbta 
were  iiilierrupted\)y  the  voice  of  my  latber.  «ho  bal 
just  landed  with  a  bo«t-)oad  of  bales  and  boaaa. 

"How  is  this,  Erlun?'    he  thundered.     *< H«M 

you  agaiin  dared  to  save  life,  and  neglect  tbe  oUeat 

of  our  «:pedition  ?     Fo.d!  you  willyet  be  drnw 

forth  as  a  drone  from  the  hive.     The  gM'a  daad. 

To  be  CoJiiinued. 
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1.  No  -  rail !  sweet     No  -  rah  !     the  bright  sun      it 

2.  No  -  rah !  sweet     No  -  rah !     what  bhss  'twas     t< 
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ris  -  iiig.  And  hio-h      in    ^  the     air  sounds  the  birds'     mcr  -  ry    Ktraiii, 
meet  thee,  Wlieu  end  -  ed      the    toils      of      the     <hiy        lor        a  -  while, 


Tlie  bean  -    ti    -   fnl        flow  -  ers        the 
When  thou,  like        a  fai    -    ry,         did 
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fragrance     are     yield-ing,    And     lied      is  the      beo       all     their     sweets     to         uh  -  tain; 

„      trip  forth     to     greet    me,   And  charm'd  me        »i      once     with    tlu-      ra      -      di    -    aiit  siuile; 


Oh!    No    -    rah,     thou 
Sun        of        my 
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know  -  est      this     day       I    mwist     leave  thee,  No        Ion  -  ger    can 
^     day      and    bright  star      of      n-.y  e-    ven,    Shine  forth     on      my 


I       by      thy 
path-way  wher 


side,  love,    re  -    main,      Com 
e'er       I      may        be, 
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forth,  and    once     more,  with     thy    sweetest    Toice  cheer  me,    Tor    long     it      may    bo      ere       I        see    thee     a  -   gain. 
Hope    of       my      hea/l    to        this    bo  -  som  yield    rap  -  tur».  No  -  rah,  swoet    No  -  rah,  thou'rt  all      un    -   to       me. 
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The  Batcbelor. 


I 


The  Batchelor  liU  in  liis  dretry  room,      ;>  ■?•,■,  ►; 

iSadly  lamenting  the  want  of  a  wife  : 
Despondent  and  lonely,  the  picture  of  gloom,  J-       ■*., 

i'lnotliered  affection  has  blighted  his  life. 

The  shadow  pf  grief,  plainly  marked  on  his  face, 
Tells  of  fiwttinfi:  and  aiip;ui»h  befpiiled 

By  days  and  nii^hta,  Bj>ent  without  the  embraee 
^  a  fond  loving  wife  or  a  child.  ; .,    ."* 

W'li  atmosphere  filled  with  clouds  of  tobacco  sniolce, 

As  if  to  shut  out  from  his  vision 
The  cold  dismal  world,  which  seems  but  a  joke 

Of  suffering  and  endless  derision. 

Self  reproach,  with  its  sting,  reverts  to  the  past, 

MooJciiigly  pointin;^  out  chances, 
Once  tlvrown  m  his  w'ay.  that  he  >ni)?ht  have  boaked 

In  the  warm  sunshine  of  sweet  loving  glances. 

Many  companions  in  youth  are  now  blest 
W  ith  the  comforts  of  home  'and  a  wife. 

And  rosy  cheeked  children  to  romp  round  the  nest,'; 
So  cozy  and  joyous  with  life.  --^j,    .-  .-x 

They  no  longer  visit  him  as  they  used  to,  of  old  :■ 

And  this  is  a  source  of  much  sadness 
To  him,  in  his  den  so  cheerless  and  cold,  -^ 

With  no  gentle  soul  to  shed  warmth  and  gladness. 

With  a  shudder,  he  pictures  his  death-bed  scene, 
\\  hen  no  loving  wife  will  be  found  ■• 

To  sootlie  his  last  moments  by  hor  presence  serene 
Like  an  Angel  hovering  around. 

^  '•>  »  • 

^:;^"  Cottage  by  the  HilL'     > 

Air  :  Ben  Bolt,  j       •  .  .-\  ■ 


But  when  you  «re  married,  look  out— or  your  hub 
His  evemiigii  will  ^p.  nd  at  the  odd-ffillowg"  cinb  : 
At  tlio  offlce  or  8toro  b«  wan  kept,  he'll  pretend  : 
And  so  ha  was,  too— driukiug  rtun  wltb  a  friend. 

But  fortnne's  a  false  siid  flckle  jonns  Jiid«« 
Aiid  It's  worse  tliau  b:id  lurk  for  to  die  an  old  maid  : 
And  the  beat  of  all  bleSKinKS  we  can  luctt  lu  this  life, 
Is  a  kind  loving  huabund  and  a  Rood-lempered  wife. 

Banks  of  Allan  Water. 


Do  70a  remeniber.  Nellie  dour, 

The  days  of  long  ago,  "^ 

When  7011  was  youne  and  I  w$m  gay,^|k 

And  romped  with  Willie  O  ?  ^^ 

My  oyi-8  were  blue  and  yonn  were  brown, 

And  Willie's  darker  still. 
As  wa  played  beneath  the  snnshina.'^ 

Near  the  cottage  by  tha  hill,  , 

Do  you  remember,  Nellie  dear,  '( 

What  Willie  said,  one  day  T      '  ■    ' 

Bow  ha  would  be  a  gallant  kuight, 

And  yon  a  lady  gay  ?  *•' 

Wlien  childhood  passed  on  fleeting  wings. 

He'd  love  as  truly  still. 
And  would  come  and  wed  yon,  darling,  f 

In  the  cottage  by  the  hill  r     ...,,.    i 

And  childhood  passed  on  fleeting  wings. 

But  Willie  came  no  more 
To  romp  with  yon  and  I,  as  be 

Had  done  so  oft  before —  "~ 

Far  la  the  diataiit  conntry       i 

Our  darling  playmate.  Will,  j 
Forgot  bis  little  sisters  (  !  ) 


,,'-f 


In  the  cottage  by  the  hi 

And  I  remember.  Nellie  dear. 

How,  waiting  day  by  day,  , 

Faded  the  rosea  from  yonr  cheeka^N    ' 

And  stole  yoar  peace  away —        ' 
And  how  I  wondered  sadly  ' ,    . 

To  see  jon  grown  so  still : 
For,  all  was  mirth  and  gladnesa  >     ' 

In  the  cottage  by  the  hill—      )-, 

And  how,  one  bright  September  day-> 

'Twaa  many  a  moon  ago — 
There  came  back,  wltb  a  ladle  fair, 

Yonr  darling  Willie  O!  , 

And  how  you  met  them  proudly  :  , 

And  I  knew  they  never  will         ^ 
Qneas  the  secret  of  the  lassie 

Of  the  cottage  by  the  hill. 


1 


And  Willie  and  his  ladle  fair 

on  pass  tlie  cottage  door. 
Where  we  played  together,  darling, 

In  the  happy  days  of  yore  : 
And  Willie  baa  forgotten— 

But  I  trou  Ton  never  will 
The  promiaea  he  made  you 

Near  the  cottage  by  the  hill  ! 


•r,  '     ; 


^"^^ 
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The  TJnconstant  Lovier.  1 

By  J.  n.  Collins.  -•      : 

The  iMt  two  lines  of  each  verse  are  repeated  in  Chorus. 

Oh  !  it's  meeting's  a  pleasnre,  and  It's  parting'*  *  grief— 

And  am  nnconatant  lovirris  worse  nor  a  thief: 

For,  the  tbief  tte  will  rob  yon,  and  Just  ' 

_   .  ....  steal  whst  yon  ha-»vl, 

6ut  an  nneonetant  lorler  will  follaw  yon  to  your  gi  -ave. 

Oh' they'll  bny  yon  fine  trinkets  fine  garments  an<l  flowert, 
And  they'll  cail  lu  at  tea-time  to  pay  their  deroars  : 
'ihoy'll  swear  that  they  love  yon  by  the  ligbt  of  th«  moon, 
And  propose  (  marriage  )— no, 

•betrf  cobbalars  at  Taylor'*  jsetoon. 


On  the  banks  of  Allan  Water,  ■.,  ' 

Wlien  tlie  sweet  sjiring  time  did  fall,  ' 
Was  the  miller's  lovely  daughter, 

'Ihe  fairest  of  them  ull.  /V  ■■. 

For  his  bride  a  soldier  sought  her,        •   . 

And  a  winning  tongue  hnd  he  :    ■  .- 
On  the  banks  of  Allan  Water, 

None  was  so  gay  as  she.  ■     .-'      ••    . 

On  the  banks  of  Allan  Water, 

AVhen  brown  autunm  spreads  its  store. 
Then  I  saw  the  miller's  daughter,  ^ 

but  she  emiled  no  more  : 
For,  the  summer  grief  had  brought  her, 

And  the  soldier  false  was  he  : 
On  the  banks  of  Allan  Water, 
,    None  was  so  sad  as  she. 

On  the  banks  of  Allan  Water. 

AVhen  the  winter  snow  fell  fast, 
Still  was  seen  the  miller's  daughter, 
Chilling  blew  the  blast.  .' 

.  But  the  miller's  lovely  daughter 

Botli  from  cold  anu  care  was  free  : 
On  the  banks  of  Allan  Water, 

There  a  corpse  lay  she.  V  ^     ' 

1^  i^i  ^ 

The  Quilting  Party. 

AS  Song  by  It.  H.  Bicey— Air  :  Betsy  Baker. 

It  was  down  at  Mnjor  Parson's  house  : 

The  gala  they  had  a  qnilting.  t' 

Just  for  to  show  their  h.iudsome  looks,' 

And  have  a  little  jilting.  ■*  '-' 

There  was  Deacon  Parson's  danghtar  Sal, 

Squire  Wheeler's  daughter  Mary,  > 

And  Oeneral  Carter's  younuest  gal 

That  looked  Just  like  a  Fairy. 

There  was  Lacy  While  and  Martha  Brown, 

And  JarkBOu's  dauKliter  Betty, 
Femlmo  Pinkhoru,  Prudence  Short, 

And  Major  Dowuing'a  Hetty.  ■/- 

Bat  If  there  was  a  haudaome  gal 

That  would  make  a  feller's  heart  right,' 
I  gaeas  it  was   bv  all  accounts, 

Miss  Carolina  Cartrlght.  / 

Oh  :  as  they  were  a  whirling  plate, 

And  playing  hunt  the  slipper, 
Jerusha  Parsons  went  to  git 

Some  elder  in  the  dipper  :         '  ',  v 

But  Just  as  she  had  left  the  room, 

And  got  into  the  entry,  "~    '    :.•-;;. 

She  gave  a  scream  and  stood  stoek-stlll 

Just  like  a  frozen  sentry. 

We  all  run  ont,  and  there.  I  swow,  ,\ 

Both  hnggin'  like  creation  : 
Miss  Cartrlght  and  Ham  Joues  we  Saw 

A  kisaiui;  like  a  tarnation. 
Oh  t  such  a  laugh  as  we  sat  up. 

You  never  heard  a  finer. 
Says  I  :   "  I  reckon  kiSHitig's  cheap, 

Dou't  you.  Miss  Carolina  t  '' 

Yon  onght  to  see  Miss  Cartrlght  blush, 

Just  as  if  she'd  fainted  : 
She  said  she  Lad  the  toothache. 

And  in  Samnel's  arms  had  fainted. 
Now.  all  yuuiig  t^als.  I'll  asy  to  you  : 

When  you  go  to  a  qnilt-make, 
Dou't  let  the  fellers  hug  and  kiss,        ■,■. 

ITuleas  you've  got  the  toothache. 
^-O*-^ 

Dp  You  Think  I  Can  Forget  ? 


,■ :  X  ■■ 


th< 


As  the  sun  is  to  the  morning. 

Or  the  dew-drop  to  the  flower, 
As  the  rose-bud  to  the  night-bird, 

Or  as  fi-agrance  to  the  bower — 
So  dear  art  thou  to  me,  love,     ,  ,  . 

So  dear  art  tiiou  to  me. 
That  my  only  joy  in  absence    ■■;■. 

la  the  memory  of  thee — 
1  have  treasured  every  word,  love, 

Of  thine  since  first  we  met  : 
Then  ask  not  if  I  remember — 

Do  you  think  1  can  forget  ? 

Kot  a  breath  e'er  passes  o'er  me. 
Not  a  cloud  can  sail  above. 


Not  a  billow  bound  before  me, 

But  i  think  of  thee,  my  lov»— 
My  heart  is  turned  to  heaven 

As  I  look  along  the  main  : 
And  my  dearest  wish  on  earth  is 

1  hat  we  soon  may  meet  again. 
That  fate  hath  torn  thee  from  ma 

Is  my  only  sad  regret  : 
Then  ask  not  if  I  remember — 

Do  you  think  I  can  foi^et  ? 
■-■•';'    —    ♦■  — 


EUrworth's  Avengers  I 

By  A.  L.  Hudson— &ir  :  Annie  Lisla. 


V 


Down  wbere  the  patriot  army, 

Near  Potomac's  side. 
Guards  tlie  glorious  cause  of  freedom, 

Oallant  Ellsworth  died.  ,        . 

Brave  wsethe  nol>»e  Chieftain,    •"•*-' 

At  his  country's  call. 
Hastened  to  the  flcM  of  battle. 

And  was  flrst  to  fall  ! 
Chomt  :    Strike.  Freemen,  for  the  Union ! 
Sheath  your  awords  no  more. 
While  remains  in  arms  a  traitor, 
■•■;;         Ou  Culumbia's  shore  ! 

Zntering  (he  traitor  city, 

With  his  soldiers  true. 
Leading  np  the  Zouave  colnmni, 

Fixed  became  his  view  : 
See  :  that  rebel  flag  is  floating 

O'er  yon  building  tall. 
Spoke  he,  while  his  dark  aye  glistened  t 

Boys,  that  flag  must  fell !  Ct 

Quickly,  from  its  proud  position 

That  l>a»e  flag  w.iS  torn. 
Trampled  'neath  the  feet  of  Freemen, 

Circling  Ellsworth's  form  ; 
See  him  bear  it  down  the  lauding. 

Past  the  traitor's  door  : 
Bear  him  groan  :  Oh  I  -God,  they've  shot  him 

Ellsworth  is  no  more.  CI 

First  to  fall,  thou  youthful  martyr,       a 

Hapless  was  thy  fale  ; 
Hastened  we.  as  thy  avengers,  ,'.'■■.' 

From  thy  native  State,  .,-  .1  •■.■- 

Speed  we  on.  from  town  and  cltjr. 

Not  for  wealth  or  fame. 
Bat  because  we  love  tlie  Union, 

And  oar  EUaworth's  name. 


Ct 


Traitor's  hands  shall  never  snnder 

That  for  which  yon  died  ; 
Hear  the  oath  our  lips  now  utter. 

Those  our  nation's  pride  : 
By  our  hogies  of  you,  bright  heaven  ! 

By  the  land  we  love  ' 
By  the  God  who  reigns  above  us  ! 

We'll  aveuge  thy  blood. 
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I'm  Going  to  Fight  Mit  Sigel. 

Written  by  John  F.  Pool— Snug  by  H.  W.  Egau 
Air  :  The  Girl  I  loft  behind  me. 


Tve  come  ahnst  now  to  tells  yon  how 

I  goes  mit  regimentals. 
To  acRLAUCB  dem  foes  of  Liberty, 

Like  dem  old  Continentals. 
'Vot  fights  mit  England,  long  ago. 

To  save  da  Yankee  Eagle  ; 
tTnd  now  I  gets  mine  'ojer  clothes, 

I'm  going  to  fight  mit  Sigel. 
Chorus  :    Yaw  !  dana  is  drua,  I  shpeaks  mit ; 
I'm  goiui:  to  fight  mit  Sigel. 

Ven  I  eomes  from  de  Dentsche  Conntree, 

I  vorks  somedlmes  at  pakiug  j 
Den  I  keepa  a  liger-bier  saloon, 

Und  den  I  goes  sboo-making  ; 
But  now  I  vas  a  sojor  been 

To  save  the  Yankee  Eugle  : 
To  SCBLACCH  dem  tum  Secession  folks, 

I'm  going  to  fight  mit  Sigel.  Ch 

I  irets  xiK  tarn  pig  rifle  guns, 

Und  puts  him  to  mine  shoulder. 
Don  march  so  bold    like  a  pig  Jack-horae, 

Und  may  bee  a  someding  bolder  .- 
I  goes  off  mit  de  volunteers. 

To  save  de  Yankeu  Eagle  : 
To  give  dem  Kebel  fellers  fits, 

I'm  going  to  fight  mit  Sigel.  Ok 

I>em  Dentschen  mens,  mit  Slgel's  band, 

At  fiiihtiiig  liave  no  rival  : 
Cnd  veu  CbelT  Davis'  mens  ve  meet, 

'Ve  SCA.AUCH  'em  like  de  tayvil : 
Dere's  only  von  ting  vot  I  fear, 

'Ven  pattling  for  de  Eagle  : 
I  vont  get  not  no  Isger-bier. 

Ven  1  goes  to  fight  mit  Sigel. 


Oh 


,-'A.-     •^■:^  ."v 


■i»-     ' 


For  rations  dey  gives  salty  pork, 

I  dInks  dat  vas  a  gieat  sell  : 
I  patter  llkas  de  souBKHOtrr. 

De  SWITZIB  KASE  iind  FRKTsni : 
If  fighting  Joe  (  or  Little  Mac  )  will  glT«  XU  A 

Ve'll  save  de  Yankee  Ka«le  : 
Dnd  I'll  put  mine  kad  in  breechaloons, 

Te  g»nnd  fight  mi^ifal.  Ohi 


;e- 


THE     SIMOERS'    JOIIRHTAI.. 


739» 


The  Alphabet  Song. 

Now,  folks,  I'll  sing  a  little  soog,  and  I  hope 

you  all  to  please  ; 
I'll  make  it  from  tbe  alphabet,  and  commence 

with  A,  B,  C's. 
D.  E,  F,  G,  H,  I,  J,  K,  L,  M,  N,  O,  P, 
Q,  II,  S,  T,  U,  Y.  W,  th«  X,  and  Y,  and  Z. 
Chohcs. 
Then  listen  to  me  well,  Oh  !  hearken  unto  me, 
And  I'll  sing  to  you  the  Alphabet,  from  A  way 

down  to  Z. 

A  stands  for  America  :  land  of  the  brnre  and  free. 
B  stands  fur  liuUy  Boys  :  I  expect  llinl's  you  and  me. 
C  stands  for  Curiosity  :  tliat  means  an  lioncst  man. 
D  stands  for  Diskouesty,  which  with  the  world  began. 

Ihen  listen,  <tc. 

E  stands  for  Eve,  who  first  did  Adam  tempt. 
F  slands  for  Frogs,  of  which  ould  Ireland  is  exempt. 
G  slands  for  Goose :  good  Goose  is  good,  I  tliink. 
U  stands  for  Hoping  that  we'll  never  want  a  drink. 

Tlien  listen,  &.c. 

I    stand*  for  Ireland  :  I  hope  shell  soon  be  free. 
J    elands  for  Jury,  who  seldom  do  agree. 
K  stands  for  Kentucky,  where  they  make 

Bourbon  and  Rye. 
L  stands  for  Lawyers  :  Ob,  ray  !  but  can't  they  liel 

Then  listen,  tto. 

M  stands  for  Married  folks,  who're  alweys  in  a  stew. 
N  stands  for  Nobody  :  I  suppose  that's  me  and  you. 
O  stands  for  One,  Two,  Three,  away  we  go  with  speed, 
P  stands  for  President :  a  good  one's  what  we  need. 

Then  listen,  <S:c. 

Q  stands  for  Queer  :  and  that's  our  Administration. 
E  stands  for  Rotten  :  that's  the  head  of  our 

great  Nation. 
S  stands  for  Swindlers  :  in  Washington  they  live. 
T  stands  for  Treason,  which  we  never  can  forgive. 

Then  listen,  &c. 

U  stands  for  Union,  which  divorces  often  sever. 
"V  stands  for  Victory  :  may  it  onrs  be  forever. 
W  stands  for  Washington  :  a  kind  friend,  but 

bitter  foe. 
X  stands  for  X-actly  what  I  lost  at  Keno. 

Then  listen,  <Src. 

Y  stands  for  Young  :  I  mean  that  Rat,  old 

Brigham  Young. 
Z  stands  for  Zeal,  with  which  I  hope  my  song 

was  sung. 
And  now  my  song  is  ended,  I'll  take  my  oath  abore 
Ihat  I  never  want  to  see  the  back  of  my  neck, 

if  ever  I  cease  to  lore. 
;.  ■  ■.'.  •  ■, .'  ■ . ,  ■;■ ,  - .',"■       Then  listen,  »fcc. 

I  Wonder  What's  her  Name  ? 

A  new  Song  and  Dance  written  by  T.  M.  Uengler. 

There  is  a  darling  gay  and  sweet,       ..      :' :     ' 
1  meet  her  every  day  :  ..'.,        '  ..  - 

She  has  a  cunning  winning  smile,        "  ■ 

And  such  a  charming  way —  '',_■' 

Each  time  I  chance  to  pass  her  by. 

She  always  smiles  the  same  :  ■*■     .  -. 

She  dresses  neat  and  so  complete, 
I  wonder  what's  her  name  ? 
Chorus  :    |  Oh  I  she  is  so  neat  and  so  complete, 
ahe  always  smiles  the  same  : 
I'd  give  the  world  if  I  knew — 
1  wonder  what's  her  name  ?  | 

Last  eve,  her  elbow  mine  did  touch,  .v.  ■ ) 

While  Btanding  in  a  throng. 
But  quickly  I  apologized,  -.•.;..■•, 

And  said:   "I  mean  no  wrong." 
"  No  barm,  she  said  ;  for,  accidents 

Like  that  are  very  lame.  "  ', 

And  then  she  left  with  a  pretty  smile,     *.•  :< 

I  wonder  what's  her  name  ?        Oh !  she,  A*. 

Perhaps  to-night  she's  in  the  crowd. 

That  has  assembled  here  ; 
Will  all  mv  friends  please  look  around, 

And  fina  this  pretty  dear  ? 
If  here,  wbo«ver  points  L«r  ami, 


llll  not  the  slightest  blaiQ«  ; 

or.    ' 


tell  me  where  tbis  darling  is  f 
I  wonder  what's  ber  name  ?         Ok!  the,  ^. 


MyOaL 

Sung  by  Walters  <fe  Morton. 

My  gal,  my  gal,  I've  come  for  to  see, 

Cause  I've  got  nothing  better  for  to  do: 
I've  come  to  see  my  Chlocdear,  >;■  ;"■->.-,;'  .'^ 

For  to  drive  away  de  blues —  .;."'.  ^  C' 

My  Chloe  dear  is  a  mighty  tine  gal,        .:■;:,    ;• 
An'  we're  gwine  for  to  marry  v<>ry  soon  :    '/'y- 
Den  we'll  all  be  merry  and  have  a  dance,       .' ■  ^: r.'- 

By  de  light  of  de  cilvery  moon. 
Chorus  :  Well  sing,  [Svmp.]  and  dance  [Sriip.] 
An'  will  shout  till  de  broke  ob  de  morn  : 
.''•;  Den  we'll  all  go  to  work 

A.  Down  in  de  cotton  field. 

By  de  sound  ob  de  dinner  horn. 

My  coal-black  love  she's  as  lively  as  a  cricket, 

She  can  sing,  she  can  dance  and  shout : 
An'  you  ought  to  see  dat  ole  mule  prauoe,    '  .:.••■;  ■'"' 

AVhen  I  drive  my  Chloe  out —  ,  ' :' 

I  can  wash,  I  can  scrub,  1  can  hoe  de  com         :  -■■ 

Pick  de  cotton— I  know  am  very  true:        >   . 
I  can  rock  de  cradle,  an'  sing  a  song. 

An'  bake  de  hoecake,  too.  Chonis, 

Now,  white  folks  all,  take  our  advice, 

An'  remember  what  we  say  :  .,.  j  . 

Get  married  all,  as  we  have  done  :  i.   • '.. 

For,  we  feel  so  good  to-day — "       .;  '.';■!  .'.;. 

With  Chloe  sitting  by  my  fide,  ■'  I  ■'  ';     '  '■ 

I'm  as  happy  as  a  king,  I  know:    -■  '"■•■'■. 

So  we'll  tap  de  banjo  and  sing  de  chorus. 


And  bid  you  all  ndieu  ! 


Chorus. 


The  Girls  we  Love  the  Best 


SOXQ   AKD  CHOKUS. 


The  miser  drinks  to  golden  hoards  ;         i.:   - 

As  he  counts  them  o'er  and  o'er,    ■•    ,<r ....... 

And  holds  that  while  his  stores  increase: 

Life  hos  no  pleasure  more  ; 
The  sailor  toasts  his  bonny  bark,  ■-''■■■'''  ■''^:"  '. 

And  tliinks  his  lot  is  blest,  :^".   '•       I... 

But  be  it  ours  to  pledge  to-night     '-.  ',-■.■  ;:■  ;•■-'■.• 
The  girls  we  love  the  best !  .      j' ■   -j 

Chorus:  Ihen  let  a  merry  chime  ring  out  ■>     ^-^-r^.: 
From  rim  of  every  glass, 
And  drink  a  health  witli  three  times  three 
To  each  one's  chosen  lass. 

The  soldier's  pride  is  in  his  sword,       "     ?-  -    .'      .■, 

He  boils  it  as  his  bride,  "•'■/^■,y^  '■■':>S'. 

And  saves  his  kisses  fur  bis  steel—  .^.y^.:  ''■''^':''^'::^^ 

He  knows  no  joy  beside  :  •;•■•■.;':..  ■  „.  "^" 

The  poet  drinks  tie  Muses  Nine,        '  ~     V',    ,..■'' 

And  cheers  them  with  a  zest,  ..■'-.-;•  '^^v 

But  let  our  boast,  when  eer  we  toast, 

Be  the  girls  we  love  the  best ! 
^  i»i  — 


Chorus. 


The  Mulcahey  Twins. 
Written  by  Ned  IIirrigan.     Originally  sung  by 
Hakrigan  «fe  Hart.     .  •, 


Oh  !  kapc  your  eyes  on  us  now. 

We're  twins  as  ye  plainly  seer      - 
The  way  that  we  suffer  now, 

We'll  expose  it  all  to  ye. 
Brought  up  on  mush  and  milk, 

From  small  little  babies,  oh  I 
We're  the  Mulcahey  Twins, 

The  pets  of  the  ladies,  oil!     ■  '   ;. 

It  took  two  hundred  days,  ye  know. 

To  cross  the  big  ocean,  oh! 
The  ship  she  was  tossing,  ohl    \ 

Wid  awful  commotion,  oh  ! ' 
We  had  nothing  to  nte,  agrah ! 

But  oatmeal  and  praties,  ob! 
Had  the  Mulcahey  'Iwins,        ->'.  ,;V 

The  pets  of  the  Uidies,  oh  t 

Let  all  of  yecs,  Yankee  boys, 

Yell  out  wid  an  awful  noise. 
For  ourselves  that  has  kim  here, 

I'o  lave  an  example,  ob  1 
If  yeea  have  any  grudge  against, 

Bpit  it  out  here  formnt 
Tbe  MnkaheT  Twins. 

TbepeUof  tbckdiea,  ob! 


My  Beautiful  Lissie. 
By  John  Mahoo. 

Oh  !  fair  lis  tbe  form  of  my  own  darling  Liasie : 

Her  snrile  is  as  soft  as  the  morn's  early  light ; 
And  with  r  iy  poor  heart  the  sweet  maid  is  so  busy. 

That  I  to  a  shadow  am  dwindling  oul-rigbt. 
Her  face  is  tlie  index  to  all  that  is  oiiarming, 

Her  foijm  is  as  lovely  as  lovely  can  be  ; 
And  she  knocks  at  my  heart  witli  a  clamor  alamiiog, 

My  beautiful  Lizzie,  a  cuehla  macree  I 

CuORUS. 

My  life  and  my  so«l  is  my  own  little  darling  : 
Oil !  sh^'p  brighter  than  slar-lieht  or  sun-beam  to  me  I 

And  her  voice  is  fur  sweeter  than  blackbird  or  starling, 
My  sweet  little  colleen,  my  own  little  colleen. 
My  bci|utiful  colleen,  a  cushla  macree  I 

My  Lizzie  is  lovely  and  blooming  and  bonny  : 

llcr  cli^elks  shatnQ  the  blush  of  the  rose  of  the  South, 
The  dew  i)a  her  lips  is  far  sweeter  than  honey, 

A  nd  grnces  in  clusters  hang  round  berdear  mouth  : 
Her  voice  bus  a  gush  of  soft  melody  in  it, 

A  Heaven  of  rapture  it  brings  unto  me; 
Oh  !  °ti^<  pBtveeter  than  song  of  the  skylark  or  linnet. 

My  beSiitiful  Lizzie,  a  oushla  macree ! 

Choma. 

The  light  from  the  eyes  of  my  beautiful  Liczie, 

Is  brigjlitor  to  me  than  the  moon's  silver  beam  ; 
It  shinestbrough  my  heart,  till  my  bead  turns aodiaqfi 

1  wnnjtfr  bewildered  like  one  in  a  dream . . 
Oh  !  giv^  tne  but  Lizzie,  so  fair  and  enchanting  I 

Her  sifiie  is  like  music  of  Angels  to  me. . 
And,  wilfaont  her,  I  feel  Heaven's  sun-light  is  wanting. 

My  be|iutiful  Lizzie,  a  cushla  macree  I 

Choma. 


-^#»-^ 


7.  Enigma. 

Mjt  Jfrs^  though  known,  is  never  seen  : 
My  tecond  s  sometimes  on  a  stream  ; 
Without  my  first,  it's  very  plain, 
My  total  ne'er  would  move  again. 


ti  , 

ssing  alo 


8.  Puzzle. 


Passing  along  14th  Street,  one  afternoon,  I  saw 
a  glass  tablet  that  had  evidently  been  embelliBlied 
with  an  advertisement  in  raixed  letters  \  however, 
through  rough  u^iage  or  wear  and  tear,  some  of 
the  letlets  were  obliterated,  leaving  the  following 
mangled  specimen : — 

i  II 

00 

o 

A     I 


Pleaw 


O 

s 


s. 


endeavor  to  fill  up  the  words  by  supply* 


ing  the  missing  letters 


The  Hero's  Fame. 
By  Akdh. 


My  Bght  of  life  is  gone  for  ever. 

My  hopes  were  blighted  in  llieir  bloom: 
It  biuke  my  youthful  heart  to  sever 

Fiuin  him  who  slumbers  in  the  tomb. 

Aiati !  he  met  a  felon's  doom, 
A  felop'e  grave  now  closes  o'er  him  : 
For,  Mfj  the  scalfola  high  they  bore  him, 

'I'd  end  his  young  career  iu  gloom. 

He  Ibtt  his  life  for  Erin's  glory, 

Atd  he  has  won  a  hero's  name  : 
Imnlorlnlised  shall  be  \m  story, 

Efsbrincd  in  everlasting  fame. 

Uhdannted  youth,  no  blush  of  shaoM 
Shal  mantle  o'er  my  brow  for  thee  : 
You  nobly  died  for  liberty. 

And  manhood's  right  to  freedom's  claiip, 


Answer  to  Enigma  7— Wjnd-MilL 
Answer  to  Puzzk  8- DINING 

ROOMS 
LADIES. 
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TILE     SIlVOElt'S    JOURiVAL» 


Terrible  Times. 

Ai  Snng  by  W.  P.  8.  Lawlor  In 
If  r.  Mftc£To;'i  Original  Htbernicon.  '  *    ' 

Tha  Hntlo  of  tbia  pleca  arranged  for  the  voice  ao'l 

pUnoforta.  la  pabllihed  by  E.  H.  Harding  in  hia  elegant 

•od  large  double-sheet  form— Tbe  tame  aa  the  Thirty 

0«at  Sheet  Uuiic— For  aala  by  E.  H.  Harding, 

Ko.  288  Bowery— Price  Ten  Cants. 


Oh  !  thia  thesa  ara  tha  terrible  times  : 

If  yoa're  lingle.  why,  io  yoa  mnst  tarry. 
Except  a  few  fools  that  are  uiad  enonfth 

for  to  Teotnra  to  marry. 
For,  the  bacon  Is  ninepeoce  a  pound, 

and  Borra  much  cheaper  tbe  meat  is, 
And  altho'  but  there's  two  of  them  aouud. 

nine  and  a'  half  we  pay  for  potatoes. 
Oh  !  thin  these  are  the  terrible  times. 

If  a  friendly  neighbour  drop  In. 

Bare  he  walka  with  sncb  funeral  paces, 
Toa'd  think  he  cottld  walk  on  hla  head, 

he  puta  on  such  awful  long  faces — 
IX a  country  friend  comes  up  to  town. 

he's  not  asked  for  his  wife  or  his  babies, 
Snt  before  he  haa  time  to  sit  down, 

he  must  tell  how  he  left  the  potatoes. 
Oh  !  thin  these  are  tbe  terrible  times. 

7he  American  bacon,  they  say, 

(  though  the  prices  now  and  then  rary,  ) 
Erery  bit  of  it  comes  all  the  way 

from  that  darlln'  cold  town  Tipperary : 
If  yon  take  a  walk  up  the  main  street. 

sure  it'a  there  where  the  wonderful  trade  is, 
Tine  Onmberlaud  cuts  there  you'll  Ret. 

and  beautiful  floury  potatoes— 
Notwithstanding  the  terrible  times. 

And  rare  when  the  boys  at  home  rlz, 

anre  the  ructions  were  terribly  awful, 
Sat  tha  peelers  soon  showed  them 

that  rowa  ware  anpleasant  as  well  aa  unlawful  : 
But  snre  what  the  row  was  about. 

there  wasn't  one  of  them  able  to  state  to  ns, 
Bat  If  "  Xkhant  Biqhx  "  wasn't  the  cause  ■ 

perhaps  'twas  about  the  potatoes— 
Or  may  be  the  terrible  times. 

Th«  Beform  Bill  Is  now  all  the  go, 

but  ould  Ireland's  left  ont  of  the  measure  : 
, There's  fanlta  sure,  we  all  of  us  know, 

which  D'ISBASLI  CAN  SIX  AT  BIS  LEISUXE  : 

But  If  John  Bright  would  acaln  cross  tbe  sea, 

to  see  what  our  home  borough  rate  is, 
We  woald  treat  him  to  laahons  of  tea. 

and  beautiful  mealy  potatoes— 
And  tell  him  the  terrible  times. 

If  there  was  any  yonog  lady  in  here, 

who  would  Uke  for  to  change  her  condition, 
I'm  tha  boy  that  could  talk  In  hor  ear 

and  whisper  my  little  petition  : 
I'd  tall  her  I  came  for  to  woo,  and 

move  her  by  all  my  entreaties- 
Bat  what  else  snre  it's  nothing  to  you, 

but  it  wouldn't  be  about  the  potatoes— 
Kor  yet  of  the  terrible  times. 

And  now  that  the  winter  is  come, 

it's  worse  that  the  times  they  are  gettin'  : 
But  as  Solomon  said  to  his  son  : 

"The  dlvil  a  ose  there's  in  frettin'.  " 
I'm  told  that  Bolloway'a  pills 

cured  a  shocking  bad  leg  of  Tim  Brady's, 
And  aa  it  cures  all  sorts  of  Ilia. 

perhaps  it  might  cure  the  potatoea— 
And  get  rid  of  the  terrible  times. 


♦•►^ 


Poor  Paddy  O'BIarney. 


■ore  nerar  a  lad  loved  like  Paddy  O'BIarney, 
Whoae  heart  was  pierced  tli rough  by  sweet  Sally  Celarney: 
Oeh  !  abe  waa  a  lusa  of  the  first  kind  of  breeding. 
And  ne'er  spake  a  word  all  the  time  she  was  feeding  : 
Bomethlog  odd,  too,  it  is.  and  perhaps  you  may  think. 
She  had  just  the  sime  way  when  she  happened  to  drink. 
Och  !  the  devil  may  bless  the  bright  eyes  of  Delaruey 
Tor  piercing  the  heart  of  poor  Paddy  U'Blaruey. 

Twaa  by  daylight  one  night,  as  she  happened  to  pass. 
As  I  fast  asleep  lay  awake  on  the  grass  : 
8be  looked  like  an  angel.  I  thought  to  my  sorrow  ! 
So  I  polled  off  my  cap  to  bid  her  good-morrow. 
When  ahe  bade  me  farewell,  without  aaying  a  word — 
Which  made  both  my  cheeks  look  as  red  as  a  curd  : 
"  Oeh  '.  the  devil  may  thank  you.  said  I.  Sail  Delarney, 

Ton  have  cat  in  three  halves  the  pour  heart  of  O'Blaraey.  " 

I  told  her  for  granters  I'd  got  a  good  sty. 

And  a  field  of  potatoes,  far  off.  just  hard  by  : 

Bnt  If  to  church  she  won't  Willingly  go,  >;■.,",.,:  . 

To  answer  me  yes,  she  need  only  say  no  :  —  -  ■     • 

So  against  loth  our  will,  faith  '  I  gained  her  eensent. 

And.  wrangling  fro»  morning  till  night,  live  content. 

Bnrely  now  I  must  love  my  sweet  Sally  Delarney. 

Who  Urst  broke,  then  mended,  the  heart  of  O'BIarney— 


There  are  people  whose  very  presence  seems  to 

lift  yon  into  a  better,  bieher  atmosphere.     Clioose 

enoh  associates.    "  He  that  walketh  with  wise  men 

— aball  be  wise  ;  but  a  compAnion  of  fools  aball  be 

deatroyed:  " 


Par  from  His  Moantaiui. 

SA.VOYAIID  SONQ.         ';•..,,•; 

Words  by  George  Lluloy— Music  by  Ch.  GoiUtOd. 

The  Music  is  published  by  Boosoy  Jk  Co., 
No.  3:i  E.  Hlh  Sirtet,  New-York, 


Far  from  liismountnins  ■    '•  •' 

1  he  poor  young  yavoyarJ  must  roam  J  . 
Far  tho'  doonie<l  to  wander, 

He's  sure  to  find  a  homo.  ... 

Hearts  kind  and  gentle  - '      ■■-*  - '.      '  .., 

Are  wormed  to  hear  his  tender  lay  :      -'■-' 
Friendly  purses  open 

To  cheiT  him  on  his  way — 

"  I'arewell,  my  own,  my  de.ir  Savoy  !  '' 

Tlie  mo«nt«in  minstrel  sang, 
Ae  \Yild  and  sweet  each  plaintive  note 

Among  the  vallies  i-ung  : 
"  1  ho'  oilier  landv  tuny  tempt  a  while 
Jly  steps  to  rove  from  love  ami  theo, 
Again  to  greet  a  mother's  smile 
'  liach  proyer  and  wish  will  be.  " 

Days  long  and  weary 

'Ihe  poor  young  Savoyard  must  beiir, 
Toiling  hard,  yet  clicerfiil, 

With  simple,  scanty  fare,  ■-; 

Ere  bounteous  fortuno 

Increase  the  wand'rer's  slender  store, 
Ere  his  feet  bond  homeward 
To  seek  Ills  native  shoi-e. 

"  Oil  !  joy,  my  own,  my  dear  Savoy  !  " 

'Ihe  mountain  minstrel  caiig, 
As  wild  and  ewcet  eacli  gladsome  note 

Among  the  Vallies  rang  : 
"  '1  ho'  other  lauds  might  tempt  a  while 

My  steps  to  rove  from  love  and  thee, 
Now  Impi^  in  a  motlier's  smile 

Aly  future  life  will  be.  "  ;       ., 


Beautiful  Kathleen. 

An  admired  Irish  Ballad,  sung  by  Cnllini,  the  Irish 
Coipedian,  with  i;ioat  applause. 

|By  Henry  H.  Paul,  Esq, 


Oh  '  Ktthlcen,  ahe  lived  near  the  bog, 

Thfl  Ixautifiil  Kathleen  ! 
Her  r.ves  were  so  eancy  and  bright, 
'i'hey  1  lokod  like  two  twin  stars  at  night— 
U<M'  form   too   was  graceful  and  light, 

Ilor  bosom  '  O  Muses  '. 

Tw.'is  stiiolc  full  of  rosos. 
And  lirr  tfelh  were  so  pearly  and  white— 
That  Kathleeu  who  lived  near  the  bog  ! 

Oh  '  Kathleen,  she  lived  near  tbe  bog, 

Tho  beautiful  Katlilceu  ' 
Her  smile  it  «as  ru>,'uii.h  aud  sweet. 
It  looked  good  cuon;;li  just  to  eat— 
I  wouldn't  dare  luoiition  her  (eet> 

Of  which  thoy  do  tell  us 

Touiiff  Capid  was  jealous  : 
He  had  heard  they  were  tiny  and  neat— 

That  Kathleen  who  lived  near  the  bog  ! 

Oh  !  Kathleen,  she  lived  near  the  bog, 

The  beautiful  Kathleen  .' 
Te  talk  of  the  sliauirock  that's  prceo, 
Aud  noRpg:t.TS  whose  like  no  er  were  seen— 
With  her,  they  are  blackguards  I  mcau— 

And  her  hlushea.  O  luurther  ! 

They'll  nuke  your  mouth  water'. 
Just  see  her,  you'll  say  so.  I  ween  — 

'ihat  Kathleen  who  lived  near  the  bog  ' 


-••►-^ 


At  the  Dead  of  the  Night 

At  the  dead  of  tho  night,  when  by  whiskey  inspired. 
And  pretty  Katly  Flannigan  my  bosom  had  fired, 
I  tapped  at  her  window,  wlien  tlui3  she  began  ; 
"  Oh  !  what  the  devil  are  you  at  * 

begone,  you  naughty  man  !  " 

I  gave  her  a  look  as  sly  ns  a  thief. 

Or  when  hungry  Id  view  a  fine  sirloin  of  beef : 

"  My  lienrt  is  red  hot,  I,  but  coM  is  my  skin. 

So  pretty  Mrs.  !■  lanuigan,  oh  I  won't  you  let  me  in  ?  " 

She  opening  the  door,  I  eat  down  by  the  fire. 

And  soon  was  relieved  from  the  wet,  cold,  and  mire  : 

And  1  pleased  her  so  mightily  that, 

long  ere  it  was  day, 
I  stole  poor  Katty's  tender  heart, 

and  ao  tripped  away — 


-^^-m 


m 


TVluit  key  ia  hard  to  tura  t    A  donlrey. 

I    I'll         mmmmm 


Miss  Patty  Puff  and  Her  Two  Sweet-Hearti 

.  -    .  .-OB  THE  DUEL  A-LA-MODE. 


There  was  a  rray  man-nillUner.  his  name  waa  TlmmyTw 
And  at  making  caps  and  bonnets  lie'd  a  niitihty  pretty  I 
With  his  snips  and  shreds,  and  fitting  heads. 

his  gauze  aud  glu>p,  long  thread  and  need 
Oh  !  be  loved  a  pastry-cook,  and  he 

thought  her  heart  to  wbead 
Whack  talare,  bow,  wow,  won 

There  was  a  sprnee  sboemaker.  a  dabster  at  an  awl : 
They  call  him  Billy  Boot,  and  he  kept  a  pretty  stall. 
With  bis  last  and  shoa.  and  lapstone.  too. 

his  waz-eud.  grindlog-strap  and  bamm< 
Oh  !  he  loTed  this  pustry-cook.  too, 

and  told  her  m.iny  a  oramn 
Whack  falare,  bow,  wow,  wo« 

Miss  Patty  Puff,  thi)s  loved  by  both, 

aud  loving  both,  they  a 
W:islike  the  donkey  in  the  tale,  between  two  stacks  of  b 
With  her  flames  aud  darts,  and  apple-tarts 

her  ices,  trifles,  cherry  bran<: 
Oh  !  she  knew  not  which  to  choose  : 

for,  ahe  Ihougbt  thrm  both  tbe  danc 
Whack  falare,  bow,  wuw,  won 

The  rivals  fonght— the  seconds  charged 

their  pistols  for  attac 
Tlmmy  Twist's  with  cotton  balls. 

and  Billy  Boot's  with  cobbler's  wi 
With  their  Jeers  and  Jokes,  a  fuuuy  hoax. 

their  powder,  priming,  and  their  pat 
Though  they'd  courage  lu  their  hearta 

they  d  dlsli-clouts  In  their  faces. 
Whack  falare,  bow,  wow,  woi 

Tbe  seconds  signal  gave  to  fire- 
when  Tlmmy  swooned  aw 
And  Billy,  not  observing  it,  ran  off  without  delay. 
With  his  paste,  and  pegs  i.nd  uiiulde  legs. 

while  both  tho  second*  lauuh  and  boot  bli 
Oh  '.  he  stuck  fast  In  a  hedge,  and 

roared  laat  Tim  should  come  and  ahoot  h 
'"  '  Whack  falare,  bow,  wow,  won 

How,  all  ye  modern  heroes,  who'd  your 

credit  save  from  frlf; 
Be  snre  to  tell  the  constables  wben  challangea  you  writ< 
With  your  guna  and  awonls.  and  great  big  uords 

that  off  weak  atomachs  come  so  olevi 
Ob  !  they'll  bind  you  to  the  peace 

and  yon  may  brag  aa  much  aa  eve 
Whack  falaie,  low,  wow,  wow 


^«>-^ 


.:    The  Unlucky  Fellow.      .; 

Al  Bong  by  Fete  Morris  for  the  last  2S  yeara. 


Is  there  any  one  here  what's  got  a  deslr4      ,  |^  ■ .      -  ■ 

To  wed  with  a  grumbling  wife  ? 
Ho  had  better  by  far  poke  his  head  Into  the  flra 

And  at  once  put  an  end  to  his  life. 
Wlieu  I  married  my  love,  I  thought  her  a  dove, 

But  when  niarried,  I  wished  mysalf  dead  : 
For,  in  less  than  a  week,  ahr  got  tired  of  love, 

Aud  she  tore  all  the  hair  off  luy  head. 

Oh  !  crackey,  oh  !  dear. 
My  heart  is  so  full  that  I'm  ready  to  cry  :  .-   j 
Oh  .'  what  a  poor  unlucky  fellow  am  I .'         .  I:. . 

Tbe  very  first  mishap  filled  my  eyes  full  of  tears. 

She  brought  me  boiue  children  two  : 
Sara  ahe  :    "  Ton  must  father  these  two  little  dears.  " 

'*  But.  says  I,  I'll  be  blowed  if  I  do.  " 
Then  she  said,  with  a  sneer,  how  dare  I  rrcsuiua 

'to  Ibink  of  my  case  being  hard  t 
She  knocked  me  down  three  pair  of  stairs  with  a  broom 

Then  bolted  me  out  in  the  yard 

Oh  !  crackey.  oh  !  dear, 
A  man  who's  by  sorrows  thus  trundled  about, 
Is  worse  than  a  hog  with  a  ring  in  his  snout. 

But  much  worse  than  this  was  the  rest.  If  yon'Il  msrk  ; 

I  tliongUt  I  should  really  go  aild  — 
I  trod  en  our  liitio  cat's  tail  in  thr  dark. 

She  moulrowed  and  wuke  the  youug  child. 
Then  she  up  with  ber  fist  she  put  uie  in  a  fright, 

8lie  swore  she  would  iwake  nie  rue  it  ; 
She  miu'e  me  mo  sle<'p  in  tho  cnjiboaril  all  night. 

Though  I  said  1  didu't  go  fur  to  do  it. 

Oh  !  cracUey  oh  !  dear, 
A  man  that  la  married  mnst  weep  and  iM'^ali, 
Like  a  dog  with  a  tea  kettle  tied  to  his  talL 

It  was  one  Monday  morning.  I  swear  It  la  true  : 

I  met  with  a  shocking  bad  losa. 
She  told  me  to  bay  some  meat  for  a  atew. 

Says  I  :  •■  I  will,  love  don't  be  cross.  " 
But  nhat  mishaps  in  this  world  we  oft  find! 

Before  I  could  get  it  home  to  ber, 
A  large  Newfoundland  dog  came  op  smelling  behind. 

And  be  stole  all  the  meat  off  the  skewer. 

Oh  !  cruckey.  oh  I  dear, 
A  man  that  is  married,  his  pleafures  are  small. 
Just  like  a  poor  Aoi  what  ain't  got  uo  tail  at  all.  . 


There  are  men  brave  enough  to  storm  a  breach, 
who  are  not  always  brave  enough  to  l<'li  the  tioth. 
There  are  heroes  who  can  smile  when  the  doctor 
cuts  off  their  legs,  who  cannot  break  a  miserabk 
littla  habit  of  petulenoe,  pro&nity,  smoking^ 
chewing  tobaoeo. 
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THE     SI]¥GER'S    JOURNAI.. 
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Barbara  Allan. 


It  was  io  and  about  th«  Mart'inas  time, 
W  hen  the  green  leaveg  were  a-fallin', 

Utal  Sir  John  (ir»me,  in  the  west  coiintry, 
l-'ell  in  love  wi'  Barb'ra  Allan. 

He  sent  his  man  down  thro*  the  town,  ..      ,' 

'lo  the  place  where  she  was  dwallin :  -     ;!. 

OL  !  haste  and  come  to  my  master  dear,  .  ,    T 

Gin  ye  be  liarb"ra  Allan.  •;■  '•v;' 

Oh  !  hooly,  hooly.  rase  she  up  ,;  .  '  ;^' ■; 

To  ll>e  place  where  he  was  layin',      /:'■'' ^Jy'i 
And  when  she  drew  the  curtain  by —     '-.      \;'  ' 

"  Young  man,  I  think  ye're  dyin'.  ** 

"  lt>.  oh  !  I'm  sick,  I'm  very,  very  sick. 

And  it's  a'  for  Barbara  Allan  :  j-,. . 

Oil  f  t lie  better  fv)r  iiie  ye'se  never  be, 
'J  Lough  your  heart's  blude  were  a-spillin*.  " 

"  Oh  !  dinna  ye  mind,  young  man,  she  said, 

U  hen  the  red  wine  ve  were  fiUin', 
Thn^  ye  made  the  healtlis  gae  round  and  round, 

And  sliclUil.  borbara  Alkn  ?  " 

He  i.nrn'd  his  face  unto  the  wa',         ,  ,*.  .-  \ 
And  diatli  was  with  him  dealia*  :        :   V-  •! 

••  Aditu,  adieu,  my  dear  friends  a',  - 

And  be  kind  to  liarbaia  AUaq.  '* 

And  siowly,  slowly  rase  she  up, 

And  elowly,  slowly  left  him,  .'    ' 

And,  ti;^liiii',  raid  she  could  not  stay, 
tiiice  death  of  life  hud  reft  Lira. 

tlK  liadna  ganc  a  mile  but  twn, 

AV  luu  ehc  lieard  the  deid-bell  knellin'. 

And  every  jow  that  the  deid-bell  gi'ed, 
Jt  cried  :  Woe  to  Barbara  Allaa  I 

O  mother,  mother,  raak'  my  bed. 

And  mak'  it  sail  and  narrow. 
Since  my  love  died  for  me  to-da^ 

I'll  die  for  him  to-morrow. 


m^-»^*-i 


The  Hnngry  Man. 


Vy*  lieon  fHmtahinK  hnngry  e'er  since  I've  be«n  bora, 
I'Ui  railiig  unil  drinking   uuon   njidnigbt  and  morn, 
niieii  a  balio,  my  greut  appetite  showed  Itself  soon— 
For  I  once  tried  to  »vallow  a  basiu  and  epoou. 
Til'  y  tell  me  that  each  day  I  prew  worse  end  worse.  ' 

'J  iiry'd  lo  natch  me  for  fear  I  sbonld  swallow  the  nurse  : 
I've  Icied  almoit  ev'rytbing.  all  all  kinds  of  Itufl^ 
Hut  somehow  I  never  can  Ket  half  euongti. 

CHORUS. 
I'm  eating  and  drinking  from  morning  till  night. 
Still  I'm  liuni>ry.  still  I'm  hungry,  it's  serious  quits, 
I'm  getting  so  thin.  I'll  be  soou  out  of  sight. 
Anil  the  mure  I  have  why.  the  more  I  wtat, 
Ihro'  luy  great  appetite  ! 

I  have  boen  invited  io  snp  or  to  dine, 
Uiit  I  played  rach  a  havoc  with  Joiut  and  with  wine. 
That  thoy  stared  with  alarm,  sud  asked  me  no  niore  : 
H'W— no  one  ■  at  hoiua  when  I  knock  at  their  door: 
Mo  cook  (taya  a  month  with  mo  :  as  I'm  alive. 
They  say  one's  nsViBe.  that  1  oupht  to  keep  five- 
Friends  give  me  cold  sbouldeb  whenever  we  meet, 
Aud  groan  if  1  liapi>eu  to  neutioa  tlie  bsat. 

I'm  eating,  &o. 

First  thin;;,  in  (he  morninit.  I've  htm,  »ggs.  and  toast :  ; 
Tiien.  for  breakfast,  a  couple  of  fowls— boiled  or  roast-— ;  .' 
Afier  that  slicbt  repustcleun  away  I  can  pack  :t~- 

A  email  leg  of  mutton— by  way  of  a  •'  snack  !  " 
I've  Bianaeed  from  tfien  until  dinner  came  round  ; 
Then  I'd  eoupe  fi»b.  snd  joints,  about  five  or  eix  pnnnds  : 
Xhm  I've  longed  for  my  teD,served  with  chops,  steak  or  bam, 
And  toe  aupper  made  shift  with  a  quarter  of  lamb. 

I'm  eating,  ftc 

My  doofDr's  enggesled  a  CDBiors  diet  f '  "   =< 

'J  o  cnas  me  of  hunger  and  daily  I  try'lt, 
Such  aa  cow-becl  and  cucumber  fried  np  in  lard,     ''     ,  r.  ■■ 
Tripe  treacle,  and  turpentine  boiled  till  it's  bard  ;         :    \ 
Sheep's-head  and  artichokes,  herrings  and  lamb.     • 
Grilled  well  unil  aerved  up  with  mussels  and  jam  :    : 
Picklrs  and  pi^'eou's  milk  stewed  glycerine,  A^ 


Salt  &sb,  and  friccaseed  sewing  machine. 


I'm  eating,  be, 


1 


I've  tried  German  sansace  and  sprats  boiled  in  ale, 
Linseed  meui  poultice,  and  puppy  dog's  tail  : 
Stewed  gntta  pcrcha,  (  which  pilned  my  poor  throttle,  )  f 
B^uerknot,  osokerit,  and  soup  brown  and  mottle  :  ''* 

£veu  Australian  )>eef.  had  it  cut  oif  the  prime,    j 
After  that  I  went  in  for  some  chloride  of  lims,  ' 
Beeswax  and  brimstone,  glue   penny  royal,  . 
And  TaloCIpede  frizzled  in  cod-liver  oil.       '• 

^  BtiU  I'm  sating,  fto.  4 


Keep  to  the  Bight. 

Song  b7  Frank  Melville. 

The  If  nsic  of  this  piece,  arranged  for  the  voles  and 

pianoforte,  is  published  by  E.  H.  Harding  in  his  elegant 

and  large  double-sheet  form— The  same  as  the  Thirty 

Cent  Sheet  Music— For  sale  by  E.  H.  Harding, 

No.  266  Bowery— Price  Ten  Cents. 


One  day,  while  walking  throngh  the  streets 

amidst  the  bniy  throDg, 
Stndying  and  musing  on  a  subject  for  my  song, 
A  board  nailed  to  a  corner,  it  quickly  caught  my  sight. 
And  painted  there  I  saw  a  warning  :  "  Keep  to  the  right " 

CHOBUS. 

Love  whate'er  is  right,  boys,  shun  whate'er  la  wrong. 
Then  npon  life's  billows  >on'll  merrily  go  along  : 
Be  honest  in  your  dealings,  morning.  nooD  and  night. 
And  let  your  watchword  always  be  : 

"  Boys,  keep  to  the  right  r  " 

Keep  a  smiling  eonntenancs,  nevsr  wear  a  firown. 
Do  not  try  to  raiae  yourself  by  pulling  others  down  : 
Envy  not  yonr  neighbor,  ne'er  iuduiue  in  spite  : 
Ualice  brings  onhappiness  :   so  "  Keep  to  the  rif;ht  ■* 

Love  whate'er  is  right,  &o. 

Be  sober  and  indnstrious.  and  ambitions  to  get  on  : 
For,  in  life's  unequal  battle  yon  must 

struggle  hsrS  and  strong — 
In  gossiptuK  or  meddling  never  take  delight. 
Always  ui&d  your  own  affairs  and  "  Keep  to  the  right.  " 

liove  whate'er  is  right,  ke. 

"  Keep  to  the  right—"  then  bow  happy  jron  will  be  ! 
Your  heart  will  be  as  light  n  air. 

your  conscience  pure  and  free- 
Behind  the  darkest  cloud  the  snn  is  always  chining  bright, 
Prosperity  will  crown  yon,  if  you  "  keep  to  the  right.  " 

Love  whate'er  is  right,  fto. 


Hold  Your  Own. 

WrUten  and  Sung  by  Tony  Pastoc 


If  the  world  it  goes  against  you. 
And  you're  struggling  for  a  bone, 

Why,  then's  the  time,  my  laddie  buck, 
lo  grip  and  hold  your  own. 

If  a  lassie  gets  her  back  up,  ■■'      '  ■* 

Stares  at  you  like  a  stone. 
Why,  then's  the  time,  my  Ia<Mie  biiok« 

lo  grip  and  hold  your  own. 

If  your  wify  should  grow  snappish. 

And  rise  a  hateful  tone, 
Why,  then's  the  time,  my  laddie  buck. 

To  grip  and  hold  your  own.  ■ 

If,  when  robbed  of  a  true  friendship,  V  ,V 

By  slander  overthrown. 
Why,  then's  the  time,  my  laddie  buok, 

lo  grip  and  hold  yovir  own. 

If,  when  you  tave  a  glass  too  much. 
Tour  path  has  slippery  grown. 

Why,  then's  the  time,  my  laddie  buck, 
lo  grip  and  hold  your  own. 

And  when  you're  tossed  by  wayward  luck, 
By  each  ill-wind  that's  dIowd, 

Why,  then's  the  time,  my  laddie  buck,    ' 
lo  grip  and  hold  your  own. 

In  all  your  acta  strike  like  a  man,  \._,^ 

L£t /altering  ne'er  be  known,  .''^ 

nave  a  mind  for  yourself  always,  '  ' 
Ajid  grip  and  hold  your  own. 

And  thus  throngh  life,  where'er  you  be  ~l 

By  circumstances  thrown, 
Why,  juBt  take  hold,  my  laddie  buck, 

And  bravely  hold  your  own. 


Ota*  day,  as  I  walked  down  through  Bro«dva«, 

A  young  lady  to  me  gave  a  nod. 
And  most  polltMiy  she  aakAd  bm 

It  I'd  come  from  the  Emerald  sod  : 
AS  t  gated  at  this  charming  yon&g  creatvr*. 

All  the  b:ood  in  my  veins  seemed  to  boll : 
For,  she  aeemed  to  admire  every  featore 

Ot  the  son  from  the  KmeraM  lal*. 

«tMBftl»PM«3r,  AOi. 

Koir.  as  my  heart  l>elng  Ughl  and  airy. 

I  asked  her  name  plump  and  atralght  * 
8ka  answered  :  "  My  name  is  Kate  Carey  t 

Abd  hoped  that  again  wa  might  meet  ■* 
"'Well,  then,  darling,  aaya  I.  I'm  Pat  O'Began.  ** 

But  then  she  began  for  to  smile. 
And  says  :  "  I  bave  a  fiist  cousin  O'Fkma. 

And  sure  he  came  frou  the  Emeraldlaie.  " 

When  at  a  party,  *c 

Now  after  a  long  conversation. 

Of  course,  ihcu  I  thought  it  no  ham  : 
So  then,  without  any  peninaaion. 

So  gently  she  leant  on  my  arm— 
We  walked  aud  we  talked  at  our  lelsnr*. 

Aud  when  parting  I  knew  by  her  amila 
That  Bbe  felt  a  mighty  grent  pleasure 

^  being  with  this  son  of  the  Emerald  Isi«. 

Wheu  at  a  party,  Jw. 


The  Irishman's  Serenade. 

Air :  The  Young  May  Mooo. 


The  fujU  new  moon  is  old,  my  love, 
Tou've  got  plenty  of  money,  I'm  told,  my  love  : 
So  yoitr  knocker  I'll  ring,  and  to  court  you  I'll  sing, 
Ihougjh  I've  got  a  most  shocking  bad  cold,  my  love. 

Then  Swake— for,  my  love  is  so  hot,  my  dear, 
Ihat  without  you  I'll  soon  go  to  pot,  my  deer  1 
For,  njy  ehirt  at  your  clack  would 

stick  close  to  my  back. 
But  the  devil  a  shirt  bave  I  got,  my  dear  !   ^- 

Like  a  oat  my  watch  I'm  keeping,  love  : 
For,  np  bed  have  I  got  to  sleep  in,  my  love  : 
So,  honey,  look  down  and  smile  me  a  frown,  • 
From  ^<>ur  eye  so  beautiful  peeping,  love — 

Old  titaie,  like  the  gutter,  does  run,  my  dear  : 
So  pi'aiy  thee  much  modesty  shun,  my  dear  : 
Have  me,  I'll  have  you,  and  though  still  we'll  be  two, 
All  KilkeDDy  will  take  us  for  one,  my  dear. 
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He  who 
a  (beeD  in 


Ibeep : 


is  a  tiger  in  his  own  fitmily,  is  generally  %  I 


:^  /  The  Bold  PatO'Regan.  " 

Composed  and  Snng  by  J.  H.  Byan. 


Bnre  I  am  the  bold  Pat  O'Began,  }, 

TbouRh  amongst  you  I'm  not  yet  known  i 
Bat  many  is  the  heart  I  have  left  breaking. 

Since  I  atarted  from  famsd  sweet  Athloue, 
Where  thfl^ople  they  all  did  admire  me, 

And  the  girls  all  at  me  would  smile  : 
The  truth  is  tbey  all  did  desire  me, 
As  a  son  of  the  Emsrald  Ills. 
caoRirs. 
Wbeii  at  a  party  I'm  called  for  a  lonft  ^ 

The  eirls  all  at  me  do  smile  : 
I  do  it  ao  ^oare  I  make  tiiem  all  atare 
/    AtthlasonoftbaBiBaraidZale. 


Some  say  that  Mnsic  hath  Charms. 


Borne  say  that  "  music  balh  charme 
V  •.  To  soothe  the  savage  breast  I  " 

I've  also  heard  Some  people  say 

That  "  enough  is  as  good  aa  a  feaaC  " 
Now  I  once  paid  court  to  a  maid, 

I've  stuck  to  her  like  gnm— 
But  she  went  mnsic  mad,  alaa  ! 
Through  her  violent  taste  for  the  dmm. 
CH0RC8. 
Some  like  the  Jews'-barp  some  like  the  fln<e, 

Utbers  the  piano  witii  Us  strum,  strum  strum  : 
While  some  prefer  the  fiddle  with  its  twiddle. 

twiddle    twiddle. 
While  Sarah  Jane  was  partial  to  the  dnuu,  dnun,  droiu. 

Said  Sarah  to  roe,  one  day  : 

"  For  music  I've  an  ear, 
I  wish  dear  Chnrlea.  TOU'D  learn  to  play  !  " 
■^  •■  ■       Said  I  :  '■  I  WILL,  my  dear.  " 
■■'  Bo  I  rnsbed  out  and  purchased  a  flddls, 

A  doutjle  l>aa8  and  a  bassoon  : 
Aad  labored  each  a  trying  to  play 
-        |*j  Where's  Nancy  T  "—  •  Up  lu  a  Balloon  !  " 

I  Some  like  the  Jews'-barp,  to. 

Ik>lew,  and  twiddled,  and  scraped, 

I  thOQgbt  I  should  pleuse  her  so  floe, 
I«ersped.  and  I  twiddled,  aud  blew 

Myself  near  Into  a  decline  : 
When  one  day,  as  we  walked  In  the  Park, 

Out  the  band  of  Coldstreama  did  come  : 
Ghieas  how  I  stared— when  Sarah  declared 

1*1  No  uiuic  ao  tweet  as  tbe  dram  I  " 
'  Some  like  tlte  JawaC-harp,  ho, 

,  ■       or conrae,  I  felt  stageered  at  flret, 

'Uut  ran  ont  and  boutiht  a  drum,  too, 
'.' :   Apd  every  day  I'd  bang  bang  away, 
*,  tlutil  etopf>ed  by  a  party  in  blue  f 

■.•■'•     Yfcs   I'd  practice  the  beats  every  day. 

.Even  plajel  the  tatoo  whilst  In  bed  : 
'  ■  ■   "^  H^tks  fancied  me  mad    l<ut  tbe  truth  to  tell  sad. 
Poor  Sarah  went  cranky  instead. 

Some  like  the  Jews'-barp,  to. 

A^  '.  <res  she  went  clean  ofTber  not. 

Which  translated   means  sctcd  S'>  mm. 
When  I  went  her  to  see.  she  bogau  to  li*^t  me— 

Slie  fancied  that  I  was  a  drum  '■ 
8o  what  may  eooihe  some  savage  breasts, 

B»s  not  turned  ont  soothiko  to  me. 
And  music,  althouish  the  "  food  of  luve.  " 

With  iiarab  Jaae  did  not  agre*— 
lUtol 
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(  Continued,  l  . 


Tlirow  T)«r  hrto  the  lea  ;  she  will  be  a  daioly 
■Tiior9el  for  the  sharks." 

I  he  ;;iil  ruised  her  head  as  she  spoke,  and  cast 
a  wild  look  around  her. 

"Father  !  oh,  where  is  my  father  ?"  said  she,  in 
a  pk-rcing  tone.  "Oil,  God,  let  me  die  !"'  And 
she  clasped  her  Iiands  over  her  eyes,  as  if  to  shut 
out  the  viaion  of  the  swarthy,  reckless-looking 
men  who  pressed  forward  to  gaze  npon  licr. 

"  Hear  her  prayer,"  said  tlio  old  man,  brutally  ; 
"III  with  her  at  once!  We  want  no  witnesses 
against  us  of  this  night's  work." 

He  stepped  forwanl,  as  if  to  pjit  his  threat  into 
execution.  bhe  sliivered,  and  shrank  beneath 
the  covering  I  had  placed  around  her.  I  arose, 
and  stepping  between  them,  said,  "  You  must  first 
throw  me  in,  fur,  by  the  heaven  above  us,  we 
bolh  go  together  !  I  have  your  own  promise  for  all 
succeeded  in  saving,  atid  1  claim  this  waif  as  uiy 
own." 

"  lie  it  so,"  said  he  sneeringly  ;  "  I  olways  knew 
yon  to  be  an  idiot.  A  profitable  adventure,  truly, 
this  is  likely  to  prove  to  you  !'' 

"  I  am  satisfied  with  it,  at  all  events,"  I  replied, 
and  lie  strode  away. 

I  then  turned  to  the  young  girl,  and  said,  in  as 
soft  a  tone  as  I  could  command,  "  Fear  nothing, 
beautiful  being.  I  am  rough  in  appearance,  but 
my  heart  is  in  the  right  place.  I  will  protect  yon. 
I  will  be  your  friend." 

'•Am  1,  tli«n,  alone?"  she  asked  in  an  occent  of 
indeecribable  anguish.  "  Oh,  why  did  you  not 
cuifiT  me  to  perish  with  the  rei<t?  VN  retched, 
wretched  Alice,  to  survive  nil  that  loved  her  I" 

"  Not  all,  lady,  for  /am  h<  re,"  I  said,  naively. 

'•  Yoii  !  I  know  you  not.  All -all  have 
perisiied  !  Forgive  n»e,"  she  continued,  seeing  llie 
blank  expression  of  my  countenance;  "1  know 
not  what  1  say.     '1  he  wretched  are  excusable." 

"  Ah  !"  I  replifd,  with  fervor,  '•  I  am  too  liuppy 
in  being  made  the  iuilrument  of  serving  such  a 
being  as  you  are,  to  tike  any  offence  at  words 
wrung  from  the  overburdened  heart.  Come  with 
nie,  fair  Alice,  and  I  will  place  you  in  safety." 

1  conducted  her  to  the  cottage  of  an  old  woman, 
who  had  been  my  nurse,  'though  rough  ani 
frightful,  she  was  kindly  in  her  nature,  and  I 
knew  would  do  anything  to  oblige  me. 

Ueretofore  my  character  had  been  undeveloped. 
The  master- passion  was  required  to  show  me  my 
true  nature.  As  the  warmth  of  the  sun  is  needed 
to  give  life  and  beauty  to  tiie  productions  of 
earth,  so  the  soul  of  man  remains  in  its  germ  until 
love  has  aroused  and  expanded  his  being  into  the 
more  perfect  state  of  existence.  All  the  better 
feelings  of  my  nature  were  brought  into  action, 
for  I  loved  a  being  far  superior  to  myself ;  one 
who  I  felt  would  long  ere  this  have  perished  in  the 
atmosphere  of  evil  in  which  I  had  been  reared. 
Until  I  knew  this  pure  girl  I  had  never  felt  all  the 
degradation,  the  debasing  effects  of  my  mode  of 
life  ;  but  now  I  blushed  before  her,  and  resolved 
to  rescue  myself  from  my  associates,  and  become 
worthy  of  lier. 

Alice  was  many  weeks  recovering  from  the 
shock  she  had  sustained,  and  the  subsequent  ix- 
poaure.  During  that  time  a  portion  of  our  men. 
Leaded  by  my  father,  had  perished  in  one  of  their 
expeditions.  I  thus  became  by  hereditary  descent 
the  head  of  the  village.  In  pursuance  of  my  re- 
cent determination,  I  at  once  delegated  my  autho- 
rity to  a  nephew  of  my  nurse,  the  same  iteardon 
ou  whose  body  I  have  since  fterpetrated  such  fe'l 
revenge  as  he  merited.  1  learned  from  Alice  that 
the  ship  was  bound  for  New  York,  from  Liver- 
pool, and  five  hundred  souls  were  on  board  when 
she  struck.  "  And  must  so  many  perish  to  bring 
thee  to  my  eide  ?"  was  my  thought;  for  I  felt 
that  she  was  the  guardian  angel  sent  to  save  me 
from  utter  destruction. 

For  many  days  after  the  storm,  bodies  were 
wa<>hed  on  shore,  which  were  thrown  into  one 
common  grave.  Among  them  I  reoogniked  the 
father  of  Alice,  and  gave  him  sepulture  witlTinv 
own  hands.  I  selected  a  small  iieadhtnd  which 
•loped  graduallr  towards  tii«  sea ;  the  j^reen 
•ward  waa  ahadM  by  a  nngle  thcmi-tree,   beneath 
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whose  shelter  I  placed  the  grave  of  the  unfortu- 
nate stranger.  When  Alice  had  suflSciently  re- 
covered to  walk  to  the  spot,  I  led  her  thither,  and 
pointed  out  the  mound  which  marked  his  resting- 
place,  hhe  thanked  me  with  many  tears,  and 
from  that  hour  I  date  the  commencement  of  my 
interest  in  her  heart. 

On  that  spot  1  learned  the  simple  history  of 
Aliee.  Her  father  was  an  officer  on  half-pny  in 
the  I'ritiah  army.  He  had  no  influential  con- 
nexions, and  never  rose  beyond  the  rank  of  lieu- 
tenant. A  eevere  wound,  received  in  the  battle 
of  Waterloo,  affected  his  health  so  seriously  that 
he  was  compelled  to  retire  from  active  service ; 
but  his  pension  supported  himself  and  his  only 
child  in  comfort.  As  his  health,  however,  visibly 
declined,  he  anxiously  contemplated  the  future 
fate  of  his  daughter  ;  and  after  mature  reflection 
resolved  to  visit  the  United  States  in  search  of  a 
brother  who  had  emigrated  to  that  country  many 
years  before,  and  had  there  accumulated  a  for- 
tune. Alice  said  she  had  no  other  relatives  ex- 
cept the  family  of  this  uncle.  In  the  wide  world 
she  was  nlone,  without  the  means  of  reaching  him, 
even  if  she  could  have  remembered  the  place  of 
his  abode.  Many  of  her  fatlier's  effects  had  been 
saved,  but  among  them  were  no  letters  or  papers 
which  gave  any  information  relative  to  the  resi- 
dence of  Mr.  Crawford. 

During  the  illness  of  Alice  I  had  busied  myself 
in  preparing  for  her  an  abode  removed  a  short 
distance  from  the  village.  About  half  a  mile 
from  the  sea  Bto/>d  a  lonely  and  deserted  cottage, 
slieltered  by  several  fine  trees.  The  rank  grass 
had  overgrown  the  walks  in  the  garden,  and  the 
few    shrubs,    which    some    unknown    hand    had 

filanted  around  the  house,  had  spread  in  wild 
uxuri.'ince  over  the  minature  lawn.  I  put  every- 
thing in  order  myself.  The  ruined  portico  was 
securely  propped,  and  the  graceful  vine  made  to 
trail  its  foliage  over  the  rustic  pillars  which  suj)- 
ported  it.  Among  the  accumulated  stores  of  my 
deceased  father,  concealed  in  vaults  constructed 
for  the  purpose,  I  sought  the  richest  carpets  for 
tlie  floor,  and  the  most  beoulifully-wroiight 
fabrics,  with  which  the  mildewed  walls  were  hung. 
I  made  a  visit  to  a  distant  town,  and  secretly 
purchosed  every  article  of  luxury  which  could  be 
desired  in  the  household  of  the  most  delicately- 
nurtured  of  Fashion's  daughters.  > 

When  Vine  Cottage,  as  I  named  the  place,  was 
ready  for  the  reception  of  its  mistress,  I  secretly 
induced  old  Elspetu  to  remove  thither  ;  and  after 
spending  an  hour  of  sweet  com-nunion  at  her 
father's  grave,  I  pursnaded  Alice  to  walk  with  me 
in  the  direction  of  the  cottage.  As  we  drew  near 
it,  she  expressed  her  admiration  rf  its  simply  ele- 
gant appearance,  and  seemed  surprised  to  find  so 
neat  a  residence  in  such  a  vicinity.  ; 

"  A  friend  of  mine  lives  here,  dear  Alice,"  said 
I;  "let  us  visit  her." 

Alice  acquiesced  with  an  air  of  interest,  and  I  ' 
led  her  forward.  Elspeth  met  us  at  the  door.  I 
will  not  attempt  to  describe  her  astonishment 
and  delight  when  she  found  that  this  charming 
place  was  to  be  her  future  abode.  She  turned  her 
beautiful  eyes  on  me,  humid  with  tears,  and  said, 
"You  must  be  the  possessor  of  Aladdin's  wonder- 
ful lamp  to  accomplish  so  much  in  so  short  a  time. 
Hut,  no ;  I  wrong  you,  Erlon  ;  perseverance  and 
affeetion  are  the  tnie  sources  of  what  you  have 
here  accomplished.  I  can  never  sufiiciently  thank 
you,  my  friend,  my  brother." 

"  No,  not  a  brother."  said  I,  abruptly  ;  "  I  love 
you  far  better  than  a  brother." 

Elspeth  had  left  us,  and  I  poured  forth  my 
passion  with  eloquence,  inspired  by  its  own  in- 
tensily.  I  ended  by  saying  ; — "  I  do  not  ask  you 
to  live  for  ever  in  this  horrible  neighborhood. 
Since  I  have  known  you  I  have  ceased  to  be  a 
wrecker.  Never  since  that  eventful  night  have 
I  gone  forth  with  the  band,  and  from  the  hour  of 
my  father's  death  his  authority  has  been  given  by 
me  into  the  hands  of  my  namesake,  liflon  Itear- 
don." 

Alice  slightly  shuddered  at  the  mention  of  his 
name ;  but,  at  the  moment,  I  was  so  absorbed  in 
my  own  feelings  that  I  did  not  observe  her  emo- 
tion. She  answered  my  passionate  declaration,  as 
nearly  a«  I  aan  {emeiuber,  in  the  following  words, 
pronounced  with  a  •erioanMoa  which  was  very  im- 
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Sressive : — "  I  will  not  deny,  Erlon,  that  your 
elicate  kindness,  from  one  from  whom  1  C(.uld 
least  have  expected  it,  has  made  a  deep  iiupression 
on  my  feelings :  and  that  impression  is,  ]>erlia)>», 
lieightened  by  my  forlorn  aiid  destitute  condition. 
Itut  I  cannot  conceal  from  you  that  I  nill  never 
consent  to  marry  a  man  who  has,  only  tlirougU 
his  passion  for  me,  torn  himficlf  from  a  pursuit 
opposed  alike  by  the  laws  of  God  nnd  liiimaniry. 
Your  sorrow  for  the  past  must  come  from  a  hiulitr 
source.  Your  soul  intist  be  bowed  in  huniilily 
before  the  throne  of  Him  whoso  commantls  you 
have  outraged,  and  your  life  mu»t  show  lliueffecis 
of  your  rei^ntance,  before  I  would  dnro  to  trust 
my  earthly  lot  in  your  keeping." 

"Whiit  more  can  I  do?"  I  bitterlv  ns'ked.  "I 
was  born  and  have  been  reared  in  <1arl;nes'<  ;  and 
if  I  am  willing  to  accept  the  light  which  fir-t 
shone  on  my  benighted  path  through  your  agency, 
do  I  not  manifest  a  desire  to  improve?'' 

"But  I  fear  that  you  regard  the  weak  instni- 
ment  more  than  Him  who  threw  ine  in  your  wny," 
she  replied,  with  a  faint  smile.  "  liut  let  us  not 
misunderslaiid  each  other,  Erlon.  I  j<i\fnlly 
accept  the  mission  which  has  been  oppoiniod  me. 
1  see  so  much  in  you  that  is  excellent,  so  much 
that  is  noble,  that  to  me  it  will  be  a  delightful 
task  to  assist  you  in  overcoming  the  evil  which 
is  naturally  foreign  to  your  soul.  '1  he  day  nil] 
arrive  when  1  can  with  confidence  place  my  hand 
in  yours  ns  your  wife,  even  ns  I  now  give  it  as 
your  |ilighted  bride." 

I  rapturously  received  it ;  but  after  a  vain  at- 
tempt to  repress  my  feelings,  I  entreated  kcr  to 
wed  me  then,  and  I  would  never  ceace  striving 
after  the  excellence  she  wished  me  to  attain,  liut 
on  that  seoio  she  was  obdurate.  Her  hand  must 
be  the  reward  of  my  entire  reformation,  not  th« 
precursor  of  it. 

From  that  period,  I  spent  the  greotcr  portion  of 
my  time  with  Alice.  Mie  was  jHistiionaiely  fond 
of  reading,  and,  what  few  women  are,  ai\  excellent 
classic  scholar.  She  nccount<il  for  this  by  in- 
forming  me  that  her  father  had  been  originally 
designed  for  the  Church,  and  wns  cJuoatid  wiiJi 
that  view:  but  aflirwiirds  rebelled  ngainet  the 
parental  decree,  and  entered  the  army.  He  wn* 
u  passionate  admirer  of  the  old  authors,  nnd  im-. 
l>arted  to  his  daughter  his  own  knowledge  of,  and 
exceeding  love  for  their  beauties. 

Among  the  things  cast  on  shore  from  the  ship 
was  a  box  of  Mr.  Crowford's  trcisured  books, 
and  to  them  I  added  such  modern  works  as  wei*. 
roost  congenial  to  the  taste  of  Alice.  1  have 
mentioned  that  my  education  had  not  proceeded 
much  beyond  its  first  elements,  and  now  for  the 
first  time  did  I  begin  to  appreciate  the  intense 
enjoyment  I  found  in  literary  pursuits.  I  studied 
deeply  and  was  soon  conipe'  nt  to  converse  with 
my  mistress  on  the  beauties  of  lier  favorite 
authors.  AVe  then  reod  together ;  and  I  sought 
while  reading  oloud  the  impaesioned^trains  of 
the  jiott,  to  express  by  the  various  intonations  of 
ray  voice  the  tender  and  soul-thrilling  emotiona 
with  which  my  listener  inspired  me  ;  for  I  felt 
when  near  her  an  ineffable  satisfaction,  as  if  the 
soul  had  found  its  better  part,  nnd  the  being  that 
was  needed  to  complete  mv  existence  was  beside 

me.     A    holy  ciiliu  pervaded  my   whole  being 

springing  not  from  the  dull  listlessness  which 
falls  over  the  stupid  or  inert,  but  from  tiie 
fullness  of  content.  The  assurance  that  I  waa 
making  myself  daily  more  worthy  to  claim  thia 
beloved  girl  as  my  own,  spread  through  my  soul 
a  delicious  all  pervading  sense  of  uninterrupted! 
happiness.  No  man.  however  rough,  could  thus 
associate  with  a  delicate  and  refined  woman  nith- 
otit  acquiring  some  of  the  elegance  which  dis- 
tinguished her.  I  imperceptibly  lost  the  clownish 
air  which  hod  so  often  bitterly  mortified  me  ;  and 
as  my  perceptions  became  more  acute,  1  saw  in 
my  own  manners  all  tliat  could  render  me  re- 
pulsive  and  hastened  to  correct  it. 

Ah!  if  Alice  would  then  have  married  me,  nil 
the  horror,  all  the  wretchedness  which  has  ensued 
might  have  been  avoided !  But  I  must  not  anli. 
cipate. 

Eighteen  months  passed  thus,  and  again  I 
urged  Alice  to  listen  to  my  pra^crs  for  nn  imme- 
diate union.  She  replied,  "The  time  has  now 
arriyed  when  I  eao  exprea*  to  yon   the  'rifcniples 
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wbicli  still  fill  my  mind.     Your  perceptions  are 
'HOW  60  correct  that  I  believe  you  will  feel  with  lue 
tlmt  it  is  wrong;  for  you  to  retain  the  wealth  your 
fatiter's  pursuit  enabled  bim  to  accumulute.'' 

"I  have  thought  of  this,''  said  I;  "but  how 
eould  it  poesibly  be  ccturned  to  its  rightful 
owDt-rs?  liesidei,  much  of  it  is  legally  the  right 
of  those  who  rescued  it  from  the  ocean  at  the  risk 
of  life.  All  was  not  purchased  at  so  fearful  a 
price  as  wlien  you " 

(^he  interrupted  me  ^ntly,  "It  matters  not 
how  obtaified,  Erlon  ;  its  possession  will  bring 
with  it  a  curse.  I  cannot  consent  to  enjoy  pro- 
perty, the  loss  of  which  coosumated  the  ruin  of 
Us  rightful  owners.  You  might  think,  perhaps, 
that  for  nearly  two  years  past  1  liave  very  quietly 
submitted  to  tiiis ;  but  the  object  I  had  in  view  in 
rescuing  a  human  being,  capable  of  better  tilings, 
from  ei-ch  a  life,  was  my  motive  ;  and  to  my  mind 
it  seemed  good.  Hut  now  we  must  leave  this 
place.  Your  duty  leads  you  to  a  higher  sphere, 
wlicre  you  must  seek  the  means  of  a  more  honor- 
aide  support.  Wiiile  you  do  tiiis  I  will  obtain  a 
home  among  the  sisters  of  charity,  in  Dublin, 
and  in  acts  of  mercy  and  kindness  pass  the  time 
until  you  are  in  ciroumstaooes  to  claim  me  as 
your  wife." 

"  No,  no,  dear  Alice,  yon  mast  not  expose  your- 
self to  such  privations  as  are  endurea  by  those 
excellent  women.  I  will  go  forth  and  seek  inde- 
pendence, but  you  must  remain  with  my  good 
Elspcth ;  she  loves  me  as  a  mother,  and  will 
watch  ovor  you  for  my  sake." 

"  I  cannot  remain  when  you  leave,"  said  Alice, 
quietly,  but  decisively. 

I  pressed  her  so  earnestly  for  her  reason,  and 
opposed  her  wish  to  go  so  strongly,  that-  she  at 
length  enid  with  great  reluctance,  "  If  yon  will 
not  be  satiiiiiod  without  a  reason,  I  must  give  you 
the  true  one,  Erlon  ;  but  promise  me  that  you  will 
not  give  Avay  to  anger." 

I  gave  tlie  desired  promise,  and  she  then  said, 
in  a  low  lone,  "  1  should  not  feel  quite  safe  here 
in  your  absence.  The  nephew  of  Elspeth,  in  spite 
of  his  knowledge  of  our  engagement,  often  intrudes 
himself  in  my  presence,  and  speaks  of  his  passion 
for  me  in  words  that  sometimes  terrify  me." 

1  started  up  in  irrepressible  wrath. 

"  Cowardly  rascal  !  I  will  instantly  punish 
him!  ' 

"  Nav,  remember  your  promise,  dearest  Erlon," 
said  Alice  in  her  softest  tone. 

I  was  instantiv  calmed,  so  magical  was  her  in- 
fluence over  me.  and  I  seated  myself  by  her  side. 
Our  plans  were  then  talked  over  and  definitely 
airanged.  I  proposed  to  go  at  once  to  Dublin, 
and  with  a  sum  of  money  which  had  been  hoarded 
by  my  father,  get  into  some  mercantile  employ- 
ment, for  which  I  considered  myself  well  fitted. 
I  promised  Alice  that  so  soon  as  I  could  possibly 
fpare  such  a  sum,  the  whole  amount  I  had  taken 
from  my  fitlher's  stores  should  be  replaced  in  the 
hands  of  a  competent  person  to  be  dispensed  in 
charities,  thus  clearing  myself  of  all  participation 
in  the  fruits  of  his  crimes.  She  was  to  obtain  an 
asylum  with  the  sisters  of  charily,  as  she  had 
'proposed ;  for  she  steadily  refused  to  be  any 
longer  dependent  on  roe  until  the  period  liad 
arrived  when  she  should  be«on)e  my  wife. 

Our  intentions  were  silently  but  quickly  put 
into  execution  ;  and  on  the  third  morning  after 
our  consultation  everything  was  in  readiness  for 
our  departure.  Vntil  the  carriage  I  had  sent  for 
by  a  trusty  person  was  at  the  door,  even  Elspeth 
remained  in  ignorance  of  our  intended  (lilting. 
I  then  sought  the  village,  and  announced  to  the 
people  my  final  departure.  They  heard  me  in 
silence  ;  the  majority  of  them  hnd  already  looked 
on  me  as  one  expatriated  from  their  band. 

In  spite  of  the  change  in  me,  some  of  the  old 
leaven  still  remained  ;  and  I  could  not  refrain 
from  giving  a  parting  blow  to  Renrdon  for  having 
dared  to  raise  his  eyes  to  the  object  of  my  adoring 
love.  There  had  been  a  feud  existing  from  boy- 
hood between  him  and  a  young  man  named  Casey, 
both  born  and  rettfed  to  their  present  mode  of 
life ;  and  -when  I  withdrew  from  the  command 
which  devolved  on  me  at  my  father's  death,  there 
had  been  a  struggle  between  the  two  as  to  which 
should  assume  the  authority  I  resigned.  Keardon 
applied  to  me,  and,  as  the  nephew  of  my  nurse.     I 


preferred  him  as  my  siiccessor.  As  my  last  act 
among  the  villagers,  I  now  reversed  that  decision, 
and  appointed  Ira  Casey  as  the  representative  of 
my  hereditary  right. 

I  turned  away  amid  the  acclamations  of  Casey's 
partizans,  and  iteardon  approached  •me.  tii^Ciee 
was  pale  with  concentrated  passion,  and  in  his 
eyes  was  an  expression  that  for  one  moment  made 
even  my  strong  nerves  quiver.  His  voice  was 
scarcely  above  a  whisper,  but  it  was  peculiarly 
distinct. 

"  'i'hough  the  same  arms  had  enfolded  us  in  in- 
fancy, though  the  same  mother  had  nursed  us,  I 
would  still  have  sworn  towards  you  inexlinguish- 
rble  hatred  for  this  cowardly  act.  If  you  had 
left  me  in  peace,  1  should  have  forgotten  the  blue- 
eyed  daughter  of  the  Briton,  and  have  suffered 
jou  to  live  in  happiness.  Dut  now,  in  your  hour 
of  brightest  hope,  remember  Keardon,  and  let  his 
name  send  a  thrill  of  fear  to  your  soul ;  for  I 
solemnly  swear  to  you  to  destroy  that  happiness, 
if  it  should  cost  me  my  life  !" 

I  laughed  aloud,  and  turned  off,  saying,  "  I 
defy  thee,  braggart!  The  whole  village  knows 
how  much  Erlon  Keardon  is  given  to  boasting  of 
bis  future  exploits." 

*'  Call  it  a  Doast,  if  you  will ;  but  to  you  it  shall 
yet  become  a  terrible,  reality." 

"Do  your  worst !"  I  replied  with  a  sneer;  and 
hastily  waving  an  adieu  to  the  assembled  throng, 
I  hurried  towards  Vine  Cottage,  and  in  a  few 
minutes  was  borne  away  from  the  place  for  ever. 

Knowing  the  catastrophe  which  has  since  oc- 
cured,  you  will  be  surprised  to  hear  that  I  really 
had  no  fear  of  the  machinations  of  Reardon.  I 
knew  him  to  be  a  great  braggart,  as  1  had  said  ; 
and  his  threats  against  those  who  offended  him 
were  a  standing  jest  in  the  village,  for  they  had 
never  in  any  instance  been  fulfilled.  My  taunts 
perhaps  stung  him  into  the  accomplishment  of  his 
words  to  me  ;  or  his  passion  for  Alice  was  so  great 
as  to  urge  him  onward  in  wrecking  her  happiness, 
sooner  than  see  her  mine. 

Keardon  possessed  a  talent  which  had  fre- 
quently afforded  me  much  amusement,  and  I  had 
never  thonght  of  the  evil  influence  it  might  enable 
him  to  wield  over  those  who  were  not  on  their 
guard  against  him.  Uc  was  an  admirable  ventri- 
loquist, and  an  excellent  mimic.  Often  have  I 
been  startled  by  his  voice  sounding  so  exactly 
like  an  echo  of  my  own  that  the  nicest  ear  must 
have  been  deceived.  We  were  nearly  the  same 
size  and  not  unlike  in  features,  and  he  could  mimic 
my  walk  and  air  so  accurately  that,  by  a  dim 
light,  my  best  friend  would  havi^  declared  the 
counterfeit  the  true  man.  Alice  ras  not  aware 
of  this,  and  to  spare  her  some  uneasiness,  I  never 
mentioned  the  threat  of  lieardon.  From  these 
simple  causes  sprang  all  the  evil  that  afterwards 
ensued. 

We  went  to  Dublin,  and  pnt  our  mutual  plans 
in  execution.  I  was  successful  beyond  my  hopes, 
and  anticipated  our  union  at  the  end  of  my  first 
year  in  the  capital.  I  entered  into  partnership 
with  a  substantial  trader,  and  nfler  several 
months  I  was  compelled  to  go  over  to  England  on 
business.  An  advantageous  opening  for  a  branch 
of  our  trade  presented  itself  in  one  of  the  seaport 
towns  in  that  country,  and  I  was  reluctantly  com- 
pelled to  take  charge  of  it.  It  was  impossible  for- 
Alice  to  leave  Ireland  until  the  year  had  expired 
for  which  she  had  assumed  the  garb  of  a  sister  of 
charity  ;  and  though  we  both  repined  at  our  sepa- 
ration, we  were  compelled  to  submit  to  the  fate 
which  parted  us.  We  wrote  frequently,  and  it 
was  mutually  arranged  that  at  the  end  of  her 
j)robation  we  should  be  united. 

As  the  lime  of  our  union  drew  near,  I  was  so 
pressed  with  affairs  of  the  greatest  importance  to 
my  future  prosperity,  that  I  found  it  was  im- 
possible to  leave  home  long  enough  to  visit 
Ireland  and  claim  my  bride.  I  wrote  to  Alice,  in- 
forming her  of  the  circumstances  which  detained 
me ;  and  requested  her  to  take  tlie  first  packet 
for  Liverpool,  where  I  would  meet  bar  ana  have 
everything  in  readiness  for  oar  immediate 
marriage.  A  vessel  would  be  in  wailing  to  convey 
us  to  my  residence,  so  soon  as  the  ceremony  was 
performed.  I  sent  this  letter  by  my  confidential 
clerk,  who  I  afterwards  found  was  in  the  p>ay  of 
my  dire  enemy.  '  The  answer  duly  eame,  promising 


to  be  pun«taal ;  and  words  can  eonrey  to  yoa  no 
ideM  of  my  happiness. 

"Another  week,  and  she  will  be  miMr'  I  r»> 
petted  a  thousand  times. 

I  made  every  arrang^ement  that  ©onld  promote 
her  comfort ;  and  having  chartered  a  veaael  iur 
the  purpose,  set  out  with  a  Ijfht  heart,  I'he 
oapliain  of  my  «raft  proved  asl  then  thought, 
very  slunid  in  the  navigation  of  his  vessel ;  but  I 
afterwaras  knew  that  he  had  been  bribed  to  delay 
my  arrival.  I  did  not  reach  Liverpool  until  nany 
bours  after  I  should  have  been  married.  1  hurried 
with  breathless  haste  to  the  hotel,  and  iaquired 
for  Miss  Crawford.  The  answer  whieh  I  there 
re<>elved  almost  paralysed  me. 

''A.  lady  of  that  name  was  married  here  ksk 
evening  at  eight  o'clock,  and  immediately  em- 
balked  with  her  husband  in  a  ship  bound  for 
America." 

"Married  I  "Who,  then,  was  her  hneband  ?"  1 
knew  at  once ;  but  I  need  not  repeat  to  you  all 
my  frenzied  inquiries,  nor  the  dark  certainty  that 
fell  on  my  soul  that  lieardon  waa  the  eause  of 
this  terrible  catastrophe." 

Yes,  yes  ;  he  came  indeed  in  my  honr  of  brig h^ 
est  hopes!  I  will  now  uU  you  what  I  eubse- 
quently  heard  from  the  lips  of  the  dyinv  Alior; 
for  once  again  we  met  lace  to  face,  and  I  beheld 
upon  her  brow  the  impress  of  approaching  death, 
and  thanked  God  that  it  was  so.  I  eould  without 
tcans  lay  her  in  the  silent  earth,  knowing  ibat 
her  pure  spirit  was  with  angels ;  but  it  rived  my 
squ}  with  unutterable  pangs  to  know  that  alie  w«a 
the  wife  of  such  a  wretch  as  Reardon. 

On  the  night  of  my  expected  arrival  in  Liv«|h 
peol,  Reardon,  who  was  kept  iofcnned  of  all 
my  plans  by  my  perfidious  clerk,  personated  ni« 
with  such  success  that  even  Alice  was  deoeived. 
He  met  her  in  a  room  very  dimly  lighted,  and 
under  the  pretence  that  he  was  very  much  liut^ 
ried  by  the  capUin,  who  wished  to  avail  hin>«tlf 
ofUie  wind  and  tide  in  his  favor,  he  wore  his 
clbak  ready  for  instant  departure.  His  luiir  nus 
of  the  same  color,  and  dis|M>sed  as  I  always  woi« 
mine ;  he  spoke  to  her  in  her  lover's  voice,  avd 
Alice,  hurried,  agitated,  half-blinded  by  Iter  tears, 
doubted  not  that  I  was  beside  her.  I  he  licetfse 
was  bonded  to  tlie  clergyman,  who  hnrrird  over 
the  ceremony,  and  within  half  an  hour  B&er 
Reardon'a  appearance  at  the  hotel  they  were  un 
board  a  ship  whieh  was  ready  to  sail  imme- 
diately. They  remained  on  deck  until  the  vessel 
yn$  many  miles  from  land  ;  and  when  Reanloa 
mt  himself  secure  in  the  avowal  of  his  villany, 
he  resolved  to  exult  in  the  anguish  of  his  victim! 
He  entered  her  state-room,  and  seatiag  himself 
befbre  her,  said,  "Alice  Crawford,  you  acknow. 
ledge  yourself  my  lawful  wife  in  the  sight  of 
heaven,  and  you  have  willingly  come  on  board 
thiB  ship  to  accompany  me  to  my  home  V 

1*  Assuredly,  dear  Erlon  ;  why  sueh  queatiour* 
said  Alice. 
;  V  Erlon !     Yes ;    Erion  is  the  name   I  bear  ia 
cb«imon  with  him  who  is  dear  to  you,  and  from 
him  have  I  stolen  you.     Behold  !'' 

lie  dropped  the  cloak,  threw  off  his  hat,  and 
stood  before  her.  Alice  uttered  aa  exclamation, 
and  fell  fainting  from  Jier  seat.  Oh.  had  she  then  > 
died  1  But  no ;  she  revived  to  know  and  feel  ilie  full 
bitterness  of  her  lot.  Vain  were  her  pathetic  en* 
treaties;  vain  her  protesUtions  that  she  would 
never  consider  herself  as  his  wife.  In  reply  to  the 
first,  he  said,  "I  love  you  quite  as  well  as  Pnroel, 
and  you  must  make  up  your  mind  to  fidfil  tli«  ' 
vows  you  have  this  night  uttered." 

And  to  her  threat  to  appeal  to  the  eeptain  and 
paasengers,  and  state  the  diabolical  deception  lie 
bad  practised,  he  replied,    "  I  have  provided  for 
every  contingency,  madam.     Ihe  capUin  bcli«vea   - 
you  to  be  my  insane  wife,  whom  I  am  Uking  to  *, 
K«w  York  on  a  visit  to  your  parenu,  in  the  hope 
(hat  the  sight  of  your  native  hooM  may  benefit    •' 
yonr  mind.       I   have   already    anticipated   yoof 
Story,  and  represented  it  as  the  vagary  of.  a  di*. 
•ndered    intellect.        My    arrangements    arc    aR   ' 
made,    and  you  leare   this   sUte-room   no  wore  ^ 
nntil  we   reach  New  York.     Withdraw  yoor  at 
lections  as  speedily  as  possible  from  Pnrcel,  an^ 
centre  them  on  your  lawful  hasband,  or  i(  naT  ba 
worse  for  you."  ' 
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The  Mariner's  Grave. 


I  r«m«mber  the  nlRbt  wis  itormr  knd  wet, 
Cold  KDd  diimally  dashed  tue  dark  w»Te — 

While  the  rein  and  lUet  cold  end  heavily  bMl 
Oa  the  Mariner's  u J «  dag  grave. 

I  remember  'twM  t'.own  lu  a  darkiome  dftle, 

And  near  to  a  droarj  cave.  ' 

Where  the  wild  winds  wall  roanc?  the  wudaror  pil«, 
In  the  U arluer'a  new  dug  grave. 

t  Mmamber  bow  ilowly  the  vctren  trod, 

Bow  sad  was  the  look  tbcy  cave. 
Ai  they  rested  tbeir  load  ne.-.r  Its  last  aboda, 

Aid  gazed  on  the  Mulner'i  grave. 

I  remember  no  sonnd  did  the  cileoce  break. 

As  the  corpse  to  the  earth  they  gave, 
■mv*  the  night  bird's  shriek  and  the  coffla'i  CNSkt 

As  it  s«nk  lu  the  ^larlner's  sitkfe. 

X  remeiyber  the  tears  that  slo.vly  slid 
Down  the  cheeks  of  a  mesemate  so  brSTO— 

It  fell  on  the  ltd.  and  souu  was  bid  : 
t9t,  olosed  WM  the  Mariner's  grave. 

low  o'er  his  Inne  bed  the  b'  isra  creep. 
And  the  wild  flowers  mournfully  wave, 

As4  the  willows  wevp  and  the  iiiooubeams  Sleep 
Ob  the  Uarlner's  new  dug  grtve. 


Old  Klein's  Poodle. 

Wtltten  andSnngby  Qni  Willlami, 


Dere  lives  a  funny  German, 

At  de  oder  end  of  town  : 
He's  got  a  leetle  poodle-dog, 

Vhoee  plack  hair  it  vas  prown. 
Dot  poodle  alvaja  vas  a  biting 
,         Beobies  in  de  shtreet  : 
Und  yenever  I  pass  dot  vay, 

It  jumps  riglit  at  uiy  feet. 

CHORCS. 

OM  Klein's  poodle  vas  a  sky-terrier  dog, 
Old  Klein's  poodle  can  see  me  in  a  fog, 
I  risb  I  vas  an  elephant,  a  ehiraffe,  or  a  hog, 
Bj  Jiminiay  Christmaa  1  I  vould  voUop 

Old  KUiii'0  dog. 

Dere  raa  a  gal  lives  near  to  Klein, 

Vho  has  got  eyes  so  bright  : 
Und  vhom  1  dought  dot  1  vould  go 

Und  see  de  oder  night. 
ITnd  vile  I  vas  a  dalking  to 

Dis  charming  nice  female, 
Dot  poodle  came  und  jumped  at  me 

Und  obewed  off  my  coat-dail. 

For,  Old  Klein's  poodle,  &o. 

•nly  vish  I  vas  elected 

Ifaycrofdis  town  : 
I'd  go  und  pass  a  I:iw,  und  pat 

Dot  poodle  in  de  pound. 
For,  vile  he  lives,  I  vos  afraid 

To  valk  out  every  day 
For  fear  he'd  pite  me  so  :  so  I  vish 

Tou'd  elect  me  right  avay. 

For,  Old  Kl^'in's  poodle,  Ac. 

■I  ■  i»i  ^ 

Katty  Molloy, 

WHtten  and  Composed  by  Miss  Louis*  Pyne. 

^   S«v.  wbat  are  yon  ittrlng  at.  Patrick  r 
..     Cm  blushing  as  red  as  a  rose  : 
Ton're  always  so  <3CARiE 
When  we  go  to  the  fair, 
~*    And  sare  my  heart  pIt-a-pat  goes  : 
JSit  look  tt  the  dress  I've  pot  on,  dear, 

And  sec  what  an  lUlRant  style  ' 
Bere's  red.  and  hero's  blue   and  green—tO  plesae  yOU, 

tare.  Just  llko  oar  o'vu  £m'rald  Isle. 
Tlien  don't  be  a  starlu  so.  Patrick  : 
Vor.  on  going  to  the  fair  I  am  l>ent 
Bat  whenever  yon  take  ma 
To  church  fair  or  wake, 
Vm  nervous  to  such  an  extent  i 
Ok  I  Patrick,  dear  Patrick.  — ^   "^ 

Dent  teace  yonr  poor  £atty  MoUoj— 

#aat  look  at  my  besntlfal  bonnet. 
And  sea  bow  the  long  feathers  shake  t 
That  Biddy  Maluue 
'''        Bbe'll  snre  cry  :  "  cob  hone  '  " 
When  she  sees  the  fBect  I  shall  makew 
And  then  there's  young  Teddy  O'Orady, 

Ooh  !  snre  he's  •  bruth  of  a  boy  : 
Vor,  didn't  he  fight,  just  from  morning  till  nlghl, 

Vor  love  of  your  Kitty  Molloy  1 
Ob  '  tben  don't  look  so  glam.  my  dear  Patriok  i 
Wot.  sare  when  I  dauce  on  tbe  green, 
It's  Tou  Will  be  prond 
When  they  sty  in  the  crowd  : 
*•  Oeh  '.  snre  bat  she  looks  like  a  fnaen  !  " 

a  I  Patriok,  dear  Patrick, 
tt  te*M  your  poor  Xatl^  K0U07— 


Homber  Dree. 

Written  and  Sang  by  Qw  WlUtaa»'   '      ' 

Vile  dinking  of  my  younger  dayi, 

Vot  shtrango  dings  1  recall 
Of  games  und  blays  I  used  to  know, 

Ven  I  vas  very  shmall  ! 
Und  Ten  I  vent  to  school  dot  time, 

De  fust  ding  dcy  learnt  mo 
Vas  a  simble  common  exercise, 

De  single  rule  of  Dree. 
Gborus  :    Yes,  many,  manr  funny  dbiga 
Has  haobenea  unto  me, 
Yere  I  can  alvays  find  dot  leetle 
Simple  number  Dree. 

Und  since  I've  grown  to  pe  a  man, 

Dot  number  I  can  find 
In  many  different  gases. 

Dot  I  can  recall  to  mind. 
Now  in  de  game  of  Poger,  too, 

Dot  numoer's  often  dere  : 
You'll  alvays  find  dree  of  i  kind 

Vas  pound  to  pead  two  bair. 

Yes,  laaay,  A«. 

Ve  know  dot  Noah  had  dree  sons, 

Ven  he  vent  in  de  Ark  : 
Ve  know  in  courding,  dot  dree  gala 

Vas  too  many  to  rpark  : 
Ve  know  "  nine  dailors  make  a  man,  " 

Vich  vas  shust  dree  dimes  dree  : 
Und  "  Kaiser's  dog  "  had  but  di«e  legs, 

Ven  he  pelonged  to  me. 

Yes,  many,  Ae. 


Sitting  where  the  Flowers  Bloom. 

OBIQINAL  BONO  AND  DANOI. 
Bnng  by  Pankbarst  and  OoUlns. 


When  Ibe  birds  were  sweetly  slngla& 

In  tbe  golden  month  of  Majr, 
I  met  a  fairy  vision  where 

The  willows  gently  sway  : 
Bbe  was  reading  *■  I  paased  ber. 
And  I  could  not  help  the  sigb 
That  my  heart  gave    when  first  I  saW 

Ber  glance  as  I  passed  by. 
Ohoros  :    Bitting  where  the  flowers  bloon. 

Where  birds  are  singing  a  merrJT  tUe  : 

She's  a  fascinating  damsel, 
And  dreams  of  ber  arise, 
When  e'er  I  think  when  first  I  saw 
Those  beaming  brigbt  bllte  eyea. 

I  knew  that,  by  her  binsbaa. 

She  felt  somewhat  confoaed  1 
I  wanted  to  retire,  hot 

To  go  my  heart  refused  :  ' 

I  bogged  that  she'd  excuse  me, 

Ber  smile  I'll  ne'er  furget— 
"  I>on't  mention  It.  she  whispered,  * 

I'm  bappy  (bat  we've  msL  '* 

8lttlafWlMN.ta 

I  sat  doTTn  by  her  side  then. 

And  we  mad  the  uovel  tbrongb  : 
And.  Ob  !  kue  smiled  so  sweetly  aS 

I  said  I  loved  her  tras. 
She  said  she'd  ask  her  mamma  i 

And  how  happy  1  will  be. 
When  side  by  side,  forever, 

Tbxongb  this  world  she'U  go  witb  me  ! 

SitUng  Wliait,  JM. 


My  Dear  Old  Isle. 

llnsio  by  J.  a.  Maader. 

Tbe  nasie  is  pohiisbed  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  4  Oo., 
No.  947  A  665  Broadway.  New-Tork. 


Ob  !  a  blessing  fall  upon  thee  now. 

My  dear  old  isle, 
Tho'  in  grief  and  care  thy  children  bow. 
My  dear  old  isla. 
While  far  away  beyond  the  sea, 
In  pleasant  dreams  I  visit  thee. 
And  best  of  lands  thou  art  to  me. 

My  dear  old  ialo. 

Ik's  a  blessing  on  thy  pretty  girls, 

My  dear  old  isU  : 
For,  of  womankind  they  are  the  pearls. 
My  dear  old  isle. 
Their  lips  are  sweet  as  morning  dew, 
Tbeir  loving  hearts  are  warm  and  troa. 
The  fairest  girls  I  ever  knew, 

My  dear  old  iale. 


Bbotild  a  roving  heart  thy  sod  forget, 

My  dear  old  iale. 
May  a  cloud  npon  his  way  be  set. 

My  dear  old  iale. 
The  storms  that  fold  thy  hills  to-day,  - 
Shall  melt  in  tranquil  sun  away  : 
So  t'^easings  on  thee  now  we  pray, 

My  dear  old  isle  I 

What's  a  Woman  Like? 


A  woman  is  like  to— bnt  stay— 
"What  a  woman  is  like,  who  can  say  f 

There's  no  living  with  or  without  one, 
The  sting  rises  like  a  fly — 
Now  an  ear,  now  an  eye,  '*. 

Buz,  bus,  always  buzzing  about  ona. 

When  she's  tender  and  kind, 

She's  like  to  my  mind. 
And  Fanny  was  »o,  I  remember. 

She  is  like  to— oh  !  dear  ! 

She's  as  good,  very  near, 
Ai  a  ripe  melting  peach  in  September. 

If  she  laugh,  and  she  chat, 

Flay,  joke  and  all  that. 
And  witn  smiles  and  good  humor  she  meet  me 

She's  like  a  nice  dish 

Of  venison  or  fish,  L 

That  cries  from  the  table  :  "  Come,  eat  ma.*^- 


-»♦«- 


The  Reformer  on  the  Sly. 

Bevlsed  and  Song  by  Johnny  Boacb  wltb  great  snoceea. 


Good  people  all,  take  my  advice,  and  listen  unto  me, 

Bnt  don't  pat  too  much  confldeuce  in  every  man  yon  see  : 

They  say  '-  fine  feathers  make  floe  birds.  " 

but  not  so  every  one  ■ 
For,  men  will  often  wear  broadclotb 

to  hide  their  little  game  : 
Bat  wbetber  they  are  lisb  or  fowl, 

it  makes  no  dilferenca  to  I, 
I  know  my  bnalaeaa,  yon  can  bet, 

I'm  a  reformer  on  the  sly. 

There  are  flfly  kinds  of  swlndllng-miils 

In  the  papers  every  day. 
And  lotteries  wbsre  you  draw  a  farm 

(  Ood  knows  bow  far  away—  } 
There's  politicians,  now-a-days,  that  at  pablio  expense 
Tbey  rob  our  city  government 

and  leave  it  not  worth  a  cent — 
I  wish  for  once  I  was  a  Judge,  and  had  thoae  thieves  to  try, 
Tbey'd  get  seat  up  and  polished  off— 

by  a  reformer  on  tbe  sly. 

Tbere's  Madam  Morris,  from  Corsica, 

who  wltb  ber  telescope 
Tour  fDtare  wlfs  or  husband  shows. 

Oood  gracious  !  that's  a  Joke  ! 
If  yon  give  to  ber  but  fifty  cenu. 

she'll  send  you  a  card  by  mail  : 
I  think  tbey  ought  to  find  ber  a  home. 

six  months  In  tbe  county  Jail. 
Tbere's  tbe  seventh  daughter  of  tbe  seventh  son 

to  swindle  you  they'll  try 
Bnt  I  know  tbeir  little  enobre  game. 

I'm  a  reformer  on  tbe  sly 

In  Chatham  street,  tbe  other  day.  I  took  a  walk  along, 
I  beard  a  felluw  crying  ont  :    "  going  !  going  '  gone  ! 
Who  bids  for  it  this  fine  gold  watch,  tbe  finest  ever  seen  T  " 
Tbey  thought  I  was  a  little  flat— perhaps  a  little  green — 
I  says  :  "  excuse  me.  please   If  1  wink  so  with  my  eye. 
I  know  my  business,  you  can  bet, 

I'm  a  reformer  on  the  sly.  '* 
■  M  111  m 

Why  Don't  I  Change  My  Name  1 


I'Ta  ohancee  had  to  change  my  name^ 
And  so  to  do  I  mean  : 

But,  oh  !  it  seems  I  never  shall, 
I've  so  unlucky  been — 

My  name's  a  nice  one— Fanny  Good- 
it  looks  well  on  a  letter  : 

Now  who  would  change  the  name  of  Good 
Unless  'twere  for  the  better  ? 

A  Rose  by  any  other  name. 

They  say,  would  be  as  sweat:    . ^r 
Alaa  !  it  never  was  my  fata    . 

A  Mr.  Roee  to  meet. 
A  single  maiden  still  I  am  -. ;': .;, '; 

In  spite  of  all  my  trouble  ; 
I  would  be  White— or  Black— or  Dnnn- 

0^  even  Mrs.  Double. 

What  do  men  moat  admire  T    Women. 
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The  Old  Hat 

Written  and  compofed  by  Med  H«rrig«D.  and  auig  by  blm 

in  bl*  orlgliikl  sketcb.  antitlad  IiiaooKliOB  atHokk. 

TheMuiic  can  be  obtained  (ur  10  cents  atS.  H. 

Hardinga.  No  288  Bower;,  New-Tork. 


My  name  is  MoNanaam, 
I'm  an  American  Cit-i-zan  ;    -''•■. 
Im  proud,  jou  ki^ow, 
Wherever  I  go; 
I  m  s  true  born  Iriabman. 
,.  1:      There's  one  thing,  me  boyi,  I'd  Iwt«  you  koow, 
And  I've  oome  to  tell  ye  that 
It's  the  aeventeenth  of  March, 
Whin,  as  stiflF  as  starch, 
I  parade  with  my  old  hat. 
Chorus  :     For.  it's  down  Broadway  f  mareliiAfay 
Wid  Cornelias,  barney  and  Pat — 
The  people  shout  whin  I  turn  out, 
-       And  parade  with  my  old  hat. 

That  hat  was  made  in  Dublin, 

Id  the  Year  of  ninety-eight ; 

'Twas  neyer  called  in  and  ye  can't  begin 

To  say  it's  out  of  date. 

It  s  traveled  the  wide  world  oyer,      :' 

From  Ireland  to  bombay, 

And  the  only  time  it  can  be  seen     ' 

Is  on  ^t.  Patrick's  day.  Choma. 

Thin  give  three  cheers  for  the  hat  I  wear, 

Before  it  is  too  late  : 

And  nine  more  cheers  for  Patrick's  day. 

The  day  we  celebrate. 

And  when  you  see  me  on  parada,  .. 

I'll  raise  me  hat  to  ye, 

I'll  invite  ye  all  to  come  and  call, 

And  join  my  company.  Ohoras. 


Hard  to  Love. 

As  sang  b7  Chablxs  Baoxcs,  of  tha 
San  Francisco  Minstrels. 


I  loved  a  girl  not  long  ago :  .     ■' 

Her  father  drove  a  cart, 
But  she's  gone  and  left  me  all  alona, 
And  broken  my  poor  heart. 
Chorus :  Hard  to  love,  bard  to  love, 
Hard  to  change  my  mind  : 
She's  broken  the  heart  of  many  anothar  nig, 
And  she's  almost  broken  mina. 

I  know  I'll  die,  Im  sure  I  will, 

I  feel  it  in  my  heart, 
And  if  she  don't  marry,  me, 

I  will  steal  her  father's  mule  and  cart. 

Hard  to  lova,  Ae. 
Her  front  name  was  Susan  Jane, 

She  had  a  foot  like  a  giraffe, 
And  every  time  she  went  to  walk, 

She  made  the  darkiea  laugh. 

Hard  to  love,  ^. 
If  ever  I  do  marry  again. 

It  won't  be  for  love  or  riches  : 
I'll  marry  a  gal  'bout  ten-foot-ten, 

Ho  she  can  wear  my  overcoat. 

Hard  to  lovai  Ao. 

The  Land  Beyond  the  Sea. 

Tbe  Mnsic  of  this  Bong  Is  pnblisbed  by  tbe  "  tnternallonal 

Bnrean  of  Art."  47  University  Place.     Price  30  cents. 

Words  by  tha  lata  Cathkbihs  A  V    kBUU. 

Unsie  by  Hihbt  TcoKxa. 


Beautiful  land  beyond  the  sea, 

Angels  call  me  now  to  thee  ; 
And  f  hear  great  breakers  roar 

On  its  long  and  distant  shora. 

Cbobus.  ' 

Baantiful  land,  beautiful  land, 

Baantiful  land  beyond  the  sea : 
Beautiful  land,  beautiful  land,  -^ - 

Angels  call  me  now  tothaa. 

There  the  spirit's  free  ^m  death. 
Life's  renewed  with  ev'ry  breath ; 

For,  tha  soul  shall  bud  and  flower 
to  ita  own  moat  par&ot  power. 

BMatifiillaad,*a. 
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Sh«  was  the  Belle  of  the  Ball 

Bang  by  Oeorge  Iiaybonrna.   . . 

To  i  ball  I,  one  night,  was  invited  : .;    / 

And,  being  so  fond  of  the  dance. 
At  the  prospect  I  felt  quite  delighted. 

And  eagerly  jumped  at  the  chance. 
There  were  swells  looking  out  for  belles,   - 

And  belles  were  "  fisbmg  "  for  beaus  : 
But  a  "  pal "  introduced  me  to  one. 

Whom  I  thought  far  outrivalled  the  rose. 

Spoken  :  My  friend  introdaced  me  to  her,  saying  : 
Charlie,  old  boy,  you're  lucky,  for 

Chorus :  This  is  the  belle  of  the  ball,  dear  boy. 
This  is  the  belle  of  the  ball,  dear  boy  : 
This  is  the  best  of  them  all,  dear  boy, 
She  is  the  belle  of  the  balL 

The  envy  of  all  the  fair  dancers. 

She  had  such  a  fairy-like  grace- 
But,  just  in  the  midst  of  the  Lancers, 

The  lady  turned  black  in  the  face  : 
She  gurgled,  she  gasped,  and  she  glared. 

And  seized  hold  of  the  tails  of  my  coat: 
Alas !  the  top  teeth  of  my  partner 

Had  slipped  down  her  beautiful  throat. 

Spoken  :  Well,  there's  nothing  so  awfully  de- 
trimental in  a  false  tooth  or  two,  so  I  still  thought 
that bhe  was  the  belle  of  the  ball,  &c. 

She  retired,  and  when  she'd  recovered, 

In  quadrille  I  next  look  her  hand. 
When  a  look  in  her  eyes  I  discovered, 

W'hicli  somehow  I  could  not  understand: 
Her  eyes  were  as  straight  as  a  Venus, 

When  I  gazed  at  them  fondly  before. 
But  now  one  eye  looks  up  at  the  ceiling. 

And  the  other  looks  down  on  the  floor. 

Spoken  :  Most  extraordinary  appearance !  shed 
evidently  a  glass  eye:  some  of  my  friends  whispered  : 

"I  say,  Charlie" 

You've  got  the  belle  of  the  ball,*  Ac. 

How  the  ladies  they  giggled  and  tittered. 

Of  course,  you  may  easily  guess  : 
Though  my  feelings  were  sadly  embittered, 

I  would  not  leave  a  girl  in  distress : 
So  we  madly  rushed  into  a  waltz. 

When  she  stumbled  o'er  some  fellow's  leg, 
■When  off  came  her  hair — ('twas  all  false,) 

And  her  head  was  as  bald  as  an  egg. 

Spoken :  Horror  upon  horror— she'd  no  more 
hair  upon  her  respected  cranium  than  you'd  dis- 
cover upon  a  billiard  ball :  I  found  my  coat  and 
hat,  called  a  cab  and  went  home  to  bed.  and  when- 
ever I  meet  any  of  my  "pals,"  the  cruelly  enquire — 

How  is  your  belle  of  tlie  ball,  denr  boy  ? 
How  is  jour  belle  of  the  ball,  dear  boy  ? 
Ob  !  wasn't  she  bald  at  the  ball,  dear  boy — 
Oh !  how  is  the  belle  of  the  ball  1     ' 


Helly  Dear. 

BungbyOxB.    Air:  When  the  corn  is  waving,  Annie  dear. 

Wben  the  moon  is  shining,  Nelly  Dear, 

And  the  stars  are  glittering  bright, 
I  will  meet  you  on  the  Battery    ,,  .  '^ 

At  eight  o'clock  to-night :  T    ■• 

And  we  will  stroll  together, 

And  our  tales  of  love  will  tell— 
Oh!  Come— for,  I  am  waiting 

My  own,  my  darling  Nell. 
Chorus  :     When  the  moon  is  shining,  Nellj  Dear, 
And  the  stars  are  glittering  bright, 
I  will  meet  you  on  the  Uatteiy 
At  eight  o'clock  to-night. 

Oh!  Come,  my  darling  Nelly,  coma,  .  ..' 

I  am  waiting  still  for  thee  :  •.,.  ;. 

For,  I  have  something  sweet  to  tell 

That  concerns  both  you  and  me — 
Again,  through  the  paths  of  the  Battery, 

W«  will  wander,  as  of  old. 
Where  the  Sparrows  thrilled  with  mnsia 

Tha  elm's  leaTea  of  gold— 

Wban  Um  moon  ia  a&iniag,  *«. 


Sanny  Southern  Home. 

ll|y|jAiixs  JoHifsoN     Ferfomsd  with  ImmsBl 

J  JoHNsoa  It  Powers,  of  Arlington's  Mlaatzalfc 

'e  are  gwine  away  down  South, 
I  and  my  dear  old  wife  ; 
«t's  where  we  passed  our  yonngar  day% 
Dey  were  de  happiest  of  our  li^, 
ut  oft  when  we  recall  dat  hour, 
A  pearly  tear-drop  starts  : 
e  know  we  were  but  children  than. 
But  we  had  children's  hearts. 
Ofalorus  :  So  good-bye.  white  folks, 

No  more  ob  dia  oily  we  will  roami 
'We're  gwine  hack  where  we  used  to  IiT% 
To  our  happy  Southern  homa> 

Oh!  tell  me,  Hannah,  are  you  glad 

t    Dat  you  am  gwine  away? 

ph!  please  sliut  up  your  month,  old  mu» 

I    You  ain't  got  much  lime  to  stay : 

^or,  before  another  day  has  passed, 

W'e  will  be  many  niiies  away. 
Merrily  singing  while  we're  floating  down 

The  good  old  Tennessee.  O^Mimi 

Kow  we'll  bid  you  all,  alas  I  good-bj% 

With  a  liglit  and  hapny  heart. 
And  eft  our  thoughts  will  reiurn  to  yoi^ 

Though  we  are  many  niiies  apiart: 
And  if  you  should  ever  come  dat  way, 

Look  for  my  old  wife  and  I 
On  ihat  glorioux  plaiilalion,  where 

We  hope  tu  live  and  die.  Ohcna 


The  Marble  Arch. 

Snng  with  great  success  by  Ecnix  KoBirooBk 


Aat  strayed  beneath  a  marble  nrch.  one  evenlne'lB  Jnly. 
A  luaideu  fair  with  golden  hair,  crnie  gently  tripping  by  : 
Tbe  lustre  of  her  diainond  eyes  shone  on  me  like  a  toreb. 
Aadln  a  whisper  soft  she  said    "  Is  this  tbe  marble  areh  T" 

Cbobcs. 
Then  round  her  lovely  form  I  drew  my  maglo  elrela. 

I  presaed  ber   I  caressAd  her.  uiy  brila  was  in  a  wbirji 
Airound  her  lovely  furui  I  drew  my  niaglc  clrola. 
,  I  kissed  her  and  I  called  her  a  very  pretty  gIrL 


I  took  ber  to  a  abady  spot  beneath  the  spreading  tr 

I  took  hold  of  her  111  j-white  baud  and  fell  down  on  my  kaeea; 

'■^eioTed!"  cried  I.  ''Arise!"  said  she:  and  before  I  bad 

tluia  to  speak. 
She  imprinted  a  one  burning  kiasnpon  my  blooming  cb«ek.( 
Then  round  ber  lovely  form,  £o. 

"Oood-night,"  says  she,  in  a  voice  so  sweet,  and  gantly 

■qaeezed  my  baoA  i 
My  knees  began  to  knock  and  shake  ;  for,  1  could 

scarcely  staaA* 
"  iWe'll  meet  again,  some  other  night,  and  then  prepara 

'  to  march." 

"Put where T"  cried  I.    She  then  replied :  "beneath 

that  marble  areh." 
Then  round  her  lovely  form,  40. 

However,  since  that  fatal  nigbt.  I  have  not  aeen  my  qnean, 
Bbl  I've  heard  tbeui  say  she's  ran  away  with  a  big  tSt 

borae  marlasb 
A  n  ng  I  give  ber  when  we  meet,  but  not  as  yon  su  pposa, 
I'  1  leverput  Itouberhand  I'll  stick  it  through  barnoaab 
'  Then  round  her  lovely  form,  fta. 


Kitty  O'Connor. 

Written  for  and  snng  by  Ulas  Josje  Morris,  la  thg 
■■Grand  Hibernica."    Air:  ■■  Pat  IteOasiB." 


k y  name  is  Kit  O'Conner,  OConner,  O'CoBoaTt 
[|  is,  upon  my  honor,  my  honor,  my  honors 
love  a  fine  young  man,  a  man  called  Dan, 
['  1  marry  if  I  can,  1  can,     1  can. 

Whin  I've  a  chance,  (Break.) 
I  like  to  dance  ;  (Break.) 
I  fire  away  both  night  and  day, 
And  start  it  in  the  morning. 

(Dance-B-Uh  ^.) 

tin  dancing  all  the  while,  the  while,  tha  wUl% 
I  likes  to  put  on  ehtyle,  the  girls  t«  rik : 
And  so  I  want  to  show,  before  1  go. 
At  dancin'  I'm  not  slow,  oh,  dear!  oh,  ao  t 
Whin  I've  a  chanae.  (Brtdk.') 
I  likes  to  danoa,  (Break.) 
So  good  I  feel,  I'd  danae  a  nal 
From  DOW  till  day  is  dawsing. 


mm 
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THE     SIIVOUR'S    JOURIVAL.. 


Dancing  in  the  Moon*light 

Word!  ud  Mniic  bj  WllUkm  Dtlabaatx* 

Om  pleuant  anmmer  eyening, 

Some  lady  friends  of  mine 
Did  give  a  moon-light  pic-nio 

And  I  was  asked  to  juin  : 
The  time  and  place  was  stated, 

And  finally  we  met. 
How  anxiously  I  waited, 

I  never  shall  forget — 
The  time  came  round,  and  there  waa  found 

All  as  bright  as  sunlight — 
The  ladies  fnir,  with  flowing  hair. 

Were  dancing  in  tlie  moon-light. 

CHCIRCS. 

Alamande  corners  !  then  the  music  played  : 
Balance  to  your  partners  !  All  promenade  I 
A  sweet  one  then  came  to  me. 

With  smile  as  bright  as  sun-llgbt, 
And  soon  we  both  were  happy, 

While  dancing  in  the  moon-light. 

But  soon  we  left  the  dancers 

And  sought  a  shady  nook. 
And  while  they  danced  the  Laneera,  ' 

A  private  chat  we  took. 
Th«  music  from  a  distance 

Came  wafted  on  the  breeze  : 
'Twas  food  for  our  love's  cadence. 

And  set  our  hearts  at  ease. 
We  ej)oke  of  love,  the  stars  above, 

1  bat  showered  on  us  their  bright  light  ' 
la  dusk  and  dew  I  bent  me  low 

And  kissed  her  in  the  moon-light. 

Alamande  comen  I  Ac. 

The  dancing  now  was  over, 

And  here  and  there  were  found 
The  gentle  love  and  lover 

Converging  on  the  ground  : 
But  where  was  roe  and  mine  own  f 

Unnoticed  by  the  rest. 
In  bliss  until  tlien  unknown, 

Lill's  head  lay  on  my  breast — 
'Twas  then  she  sweetly  answered  :  "  Tea,  " 

\^hich  almost  killed  me  outright — 
The  memory  bright  of  that  sweet  night 

Cornea  dancing  in  the  moon-liglit. 

'  Alamande  corners  I  &o. 


Twas  bat  the  Accent  of  a  Child. 

80Na  AND  CHORUS. 


At  eye,  when  in  the  fire-place  hid 
Ibe  cricket  to  the  kettle  chirps. 
And  save  the  song  of  katydid, 

A  peace  profound  day's  din  usurps, 
As  half  in  revery  reclined, 

My  errant  thought  strange  fancy  weavea, 
A  low  voice  mingles  wiih  the  wind 

Ihat  whispers  'round  uur  cottage  eaves — 
Chorus  :     'iwas  but  the  accent  of  a  child. 

Yet  oft  my  cares  it  has  beguiled. 
As  on  my  sense  a  sweet  face  smiled 
From   mid  the  trellised  leaves. 

This  little  tress  of  golden  hair, 

1  hat  once  his  foretiead  bright  caressed. 
As  pure  as  those  of  angels  are. 

Full  oft  these  burning  lips  have  pressed  : 
And  never  maid  nor  lover  felt 

One  half  the  joy  my  breast  that  heaves. 
As  listening  to  the  tones  that  melt 

Into  the  oreeze  that  fans  these  eaves. 

Twas  but  the  accent,  Ac. 

The  little  ehair  is  vacant  now. 

The  litile  cradle  lacks  the  form 
That  pressed  its  sheets  as  white  as  snow, 

Yet  mem'ry  still  renews  the  charm  : 
And,  though  thou  can'st  not  with  us  b«. 

The  fairj  spell  each  sense  deceives, 
And  thou  seem'st  present  still  as  we 

Bit  weaving  fanoies  'neath  the  eaves. 

'Twas  but  the  accent,  A«. 


No  two  things  differ  more  than  hurry  and  des- 
pAtoh  :  hurry  is  the  mark  of  a  weak  mind,  des- 
patah  of  a  strong  one. 


The  Summer  Bloom  Hath  Passed. 

words  by  OeorKe  Linle;  — Music  by  Caroline  E,  Bay. 

Ths  H'lilc  '■  pnhllsheil  bj  Boosey  k  Oo., 
Mu.  3S  £    I4tb  Sireat.  Mew-Tork. 


The  summer  bloom  hath  passed  away, 

The  flower  droops  on  the  lea, 
The  birds  are  huslied  on  ev'ry  spray. 

And  life  is  dark  to  mo  : 
Ev'ry  fulling  It-af  some  sad  thought  brings 

To  this  heart — now  changed  and  cold— 
And  each  breeze  that  sweeps  o'er  my  wild  harp  strings, 

Seems  to  breathe  some  lay  of  old  : 
Thou  art  lost  to  me,  I  weep  for  thee. 

And  call  on  thy  name  in  vain  : 
That  soft  sweet  voice  which  made  all  rejoice, 

Will  it  ne'er  greet  mine  ear  again  T 

From  their  wintry  beds  the  flowers  will  peep. 

And  the  birds  their  songs  resume  : 
But  who  shall  wake  thee  from  thy  sleep,  ^^ 

Or  the  light  of  those  eyes  relume  ? 
Yet  in  all  I  see,  in  each  sound  I  hear, 

'Ihou  art  present  with  me  still  : 
I  can  ne'er  forget  thou  wert  loved  and  dear. 

Nought  my  fondness  for  thee  can  chill  : 
There's  a  hof>e  still  bright,  glads  my  dream  at  night, 

And  lightens  my  co-.ch  of  pain — 
'Tis  lleav'n's  pure  ray  that  points  the  way 

Where  ere  long  we  shall  meet  again. 


My  Sweet  Mountain  Rose-bud. 

Words  by  Arthur  Mstthlson— Mnslc  by  A.  W.  Diddare. 

The  Mnsic  can  b«  obtained  of  the  Pabllsher, 

A.   Wunilerman    at  the  Exteusive  office  of  the 

CoaaxsroNDENcs  Musicals  M9  Broadway,  Kew-Tork. 


Blooming  flowrets,  fresh  and  fair, 

Deck  the  verdant  meadow 
Bed  and  white  celestial  blue, 

Kright  all  there,  no  shadow  :  ,.  _ 

Flowrets  blossom  in  the  sun, 
blooms  for  me  one,  only  one. 
Blooms  for  me  but  one. 

My  sweet  mountain  rose-bud,  my  swe4t  tott. 
My  eweet  mountain  rose-bud. 

Where  so'er  F  turn  my  steps. 

Flowers  beneath  are  sprmging, 
Garlands  fair  1  gather  not, 

Other  thoughts  are  clinging  : 
Garlands  here  and  garlands  there, 
One  to  me  is  only  fair, 
One  is  only  fair. 

My  sweet  mountain  rose-hud,  my  sweet  ross, 
My  sweet  mountain  rose-bud. 

Pretty  bird  my  message  take, 

Swiftly  to  her  fleeting. 
Fly  to  her  1  cannot  reach, 

liring  me  back  her  greeting  : 
Bear  to  her  this  tender  kiss. 
Bring  back  hers  and  bring  me  bliss, 
I<ring  this  tender  kiss, 
My  sweet  mountain  rose-bud,  my  tweet  ros«, 
My  sweet  mountain  rose-bud. 

Cusha. 

Words  by  Jean  Ingelow— MnsIc  by  Dolores. 

The  Mnsle  Is  pnhliihad  by  Boosey  k  Oa, 
Mo.  12  £.  14tU  Street.  Naw-Xork. 


I  shall  never  hear  her  mors 
By  the  reedy  Lindis'  shore  : 
Cusha,  cusha,  cusha,  calling 
Ere  the  early  dews  be  falling, 
I  shall  never  hear  her  song  : 
Cusha,  cusha,  cusha  all  along, 
Cusha,  cusha,  cusha  all  along. 

I  shall  never  see  her  more 

Where  the  reeds  and  rushes  (juiver, 

shiver,  (juiver,  shiver,  qaiyer. 
Stand  beside  the  sobbing  nver. 
Sobbing,  throbbing  in  its  falling 
To  the  sandy,  lonesome  shore  :  . 

I  shall  never  hear  her  song  : 
Cusha,  cusha,  cusha  all  along, 
Cusfia,  cnaha,  cusha  all  along. 


-  Going  to  the  Nore.  o 

Oh  I  the  morning  waa  eold  whea    ' 

my  9al  and  T  startei 
Dressed  all  so  svellish  for  a  trip  to  the  Nore  : 
As  I  kissed  her  fat  cheek, 

I  felt  pleased  and  light-heartei 
To  see  my  Sal  so  stylish  a  going  to  the  Nore. 

Plump  vere  her  cheeks,  vhioh 

reclined  on  my  shonldei 

Dark  tos  the  morn,  oh  I  I  never  felt  it  colder : 
I  knew  it  would  rain  :  so  Sally  1  told  her 

Ve'd  have  a  precious  vet  day,  a  going  to  the  Nor 

The  captain's  command  put  the  weasel  in  motion. 
How  werry,  werry  pleasant  is  a  trip  to  tha  Nore 

I  packed  up  my  wittais  to  eat  on  the  ocean, 
1  always  comes  it  svelHsh  when  I  goes  to  the  Nor 

The  rain  came  pouring  down,  oh  I  ha  I 

bow  it  did  fhunder- 

Sall  fell  OTsrboard,  and  werry  soon  vent  under  : 
I  cried,  vhilst  my  heart  vos  almost  burst  asunder,  ' 

To  see  my  Sal  fail  overboard,  a  going  to  the  Non 

They  tried,  but  in  vain — they 

could  not  save  my  true  IaT( 
•'  Oh  !  Sal,  oh  I  Sal,  1  cried, 

1  shall  never  see  you  mora 
All  my  heard  yeaminga  I  hoarded  up  for  you,  love. 
Ana  now,  Sail,  you're  drowned 

a  going  to  the  Nore — 

Vith  tears  in  my  eyes,  my  Sarah  I  sought  her. 

Mad  with  my  gnef,  then  I  jumpt  in  the  vater  : 
But  'twas  Hodges  strong  gin 

to  a  vatery  grave  had  brought  her 
Farewell  to  you  Sally  !  1 

shall  never  see  you  more- 
M  l«l  w     . 

Old  Scotland,  I  Love  Thee ! 

Words  by  Andrew  Park,  Esq.— Maslo  by  W.  H.  Lithcow. 


Old  Bcotland,  I  love  thee  '  thon'rt  dearer  to  me 
Tlitn  all  lands  tliat  are  girt  by  the  wide  rolling  sea  : 
Tho'  aalaep  not  In  sunshine  like  Island*  afar, 
Tet  thon'rt  gallant  In  love   and  triumphant  In  war  ! 
Thy  cload-covered  hllla  that  look  up  from  the  saaa. 
Ware  sternly  their  wild  wooda  aloft  Id  the  breeze  : 
Where  fllea  the  bold  Easle  In  Freedom  on  high. 
Thro'  regions  of  cloud  In  Its  wild  native  sky  ! 

CHORUS. 
For,  Old  Scotland.  I  love  thee  '.  thon  art  dearer  to  ma 
Than  all  lauds  that  are  girt  by  the  wide  rolling  sss  :     >'' . 
Tho'  aaleep  not  In  aunthine  like  Islands  afar. 
Yet  thou'rt  gallant  In  love  and  triumphant  In  war  ! 

Oh  '.  name  not  the  land  where  the  Olive  tree  grows. 
Nor  the  laud  of  the  Shamrock   not  the  land  of  Rose  : 
But  show  ma  the  Thistle  thkt  waves  its  proud  head 
Over  heroes  whose  blood  for  ttieir  Country  was  shed  : 
For,  Old  Scotland   I  love  ttiee  '  lliou'rt  dearer  to  ma 
Than  all  lauds  that  are  girt  by  the  wide  rolling  sea  : 
Tho'  aaleep  not  iu  siinslilue  like  Island*  afar 
Yet  thou'rt  gallant  in  love,  and  triumphant  In  war  ' 

For,  Old  Scotland.  I  love  thee  !  ke. 

Then  tell  me  of  Bards  and  of  Warriors  bold. 
Who  wieldfd  their  brands  in  the  battles  nf  old  : 
Who  couqiierod  and  died  for  their  lovxd  native  land. 
With  its  maidens  so  (air.  and  lis  nionntalus  so  grand  : 
For.  Old  Scotland    I  love  tliee  ■  thou'rt  dearer  to  ma 
Than  all  landa  that  are  girt  by  the  wide  rolling  sea  : 
Tho'  aaleep  not  iu  aouahina  like  laUnda  afar 
Yet  thon'rt  gallant  in  love   and  ti  Inmphant  in  w:>r  ■ 

For  Old  Scotland,  I  love  thee  !  *o. 


Lot    at  First  Sight 

From  the  Ne«  Yoi  k  Clipper— By  J.  H.  B. 


They  met  where  the  music  was  soft  and  sweet. 
And  the  perfume  of  the  rosea  filled  the  air  : 

She  fell  in  love  with  his  dark  moustache, 
And  she  fell  in  love  with  his  raven  hair. 

And  the  smile  that  the  foreign  stranger  graye 
Made  her  soft,  young  heart  leap  up  at3  rejoiaa  : 

She  fell  in  love  with  his  languiahinff  eyes. 
And  she  fell  in  love  with  bis  muswaJ  voice. 

And  he — Oh  !  the  maffi^al  power  of  love  f 

'i  hough  they  never  had  met  in  the  world  bafera- 

Be  was  a  penniless  count,  and  be  fell — 
He  fell  in  love  with  the  diamonda  ahe  wore. 


Whoever  Uvea  troa  life  will  lovs  traa  loya. 
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Sammy  Slap,  the  Bill-Sticker. 

rm  Sammy  Slap,  th«  bill-itieker,  and  yon  must 

all  agree,  sin, 
I  Btioki  to  business  like  a  trump,  and  bueiceBa 

sticks  to  me,  sirs  ; 
The  low  folks  oall  me  plasterer,  but  they  deserre 

a  banging, 
Because,  genteely  speaking,  why,  my  trade  is 

paper  banging. 
Chorus  :  With  my  paste,  paste,  paste, 
Oh  !  all  the  world  is  puflBng, 
So  I  paste,  paste,  paste. 

All  'round  about  the  cky  now,  when  anytbing's 

the  go,  sirs, 
You'll  always  find  me  at  my  post,  a  sticking 

up  the  posters  ; 
I'Te  hung  Ned  Forrest  twelve  feet  high,  ana  did 

it,  sirs,  quite  easy  ; 
And  I've  been  engaged,  too,  lately,  both  by 

Mario  and  Orisi. 
Chorus :  With  my  paste,  «tc. 

I'm  not  like  some  in  our  trade,  they  deserve 

their  jackets  laced,  sirs. 
They  stick  up  half  their  bosses  bills,  and  sells 

the  rest  for  waste,  sirs ; 
Now  honesty's  best  policy,  witli  a  good  name 

to  retire  with, 
So  what  I  doesn't  use  myself— my  old  gal  lights 

tlie  fire  with. 
Chorus  :  With  my  paEte,  Ac. 

Sometimes  I'm  jobbing  for  the  church  with 

charitable  sermons, 
And  sometimes  for  the  theatres,  the  English 

and  tlie  Germans  ; 
To  me,  of  course,  no  odds  it  is,  so  long  as 

I'm  a  winner — 
Whether  I  sticks  up  for  a  saint  or  hango  up 

for  a  sinner. 
Chorus  :  With  my  paste,  <tc. 

There's  Jenny  Lind,  I'm  proud  to  say — sweet 

music'd  great  adorner — 
I've  had  the  honor  of  posting  her  in  every 

iiole  and  corner  ; 
Alboni,  too,  so  nice  and  plump,  I've  stuck 

her  up,  that's  certain — 
And  I've  plastered  Mrs.  Mowatt,  right  on  top 

of  Billy  liurton. 
Chorus  :  With  my  paste,  Ac. 

Well  now  before  I  say  good-bye,  permit  me 

to  remind  ye 
That  'round  about  the  city  here,  you're  always 

sure  to  find  me  ; 
And  if  ever  you  should  have  a  job— to  show 

how  I  deserve  ye, 
About  the  town,  through  thick  and  thin,  I'll 

brush  along  to  serve  ye. 
Chorus  :  With  my  paste,  4c. 


The  Marble  Arch. 

IllSICS'  Vkbsiow— L.  M.  Thobitkw. 


I  loitered  by  the  Marble  Arch, 

One  lovely  eve  in  May  : 
The  feathered  tribe  had  flown  to  rest, 

And  set  the  orb  of  day : 
When,  all  at  once,  a  tall  young  man. 

Straight  up  to  me  did  march,  / 

And  said  ;  "  A  noble  structure  that, 
The  famous  Marble  Arch." 

Around  his  graceful  shape 

1  formed  the  magic  circle: 
He  praised  me,  caressed  me, 

On  love  his  accents  ran. 
Around  his  graceful  shape 
-    .r  "  ..  I  formed  the  magic  circle  : 

1  liked  him— for,  I  thought  bim 
■;.;-.'  ..  .:■;/■    A  very  handsome  man. 

We're  married  now  and  this  I  know: 

I  am  a  happy  wife,  :  .":  ' 

He  dotes  on  me,  and  I  love  him,     ,.:;,.; 

Yes,  dearer  than  my  life. 
He  cannot  help  but  smile  when  I 

Straight  up  to  him  doth  maroh, 
And  BAT :  "  A  noble  structure  that, 

Tb*  umona  Marble  Arch." 

While  around,  Ac. 


The  Gay  Masquerade.   ^' 

Bang  b7  Oeorge  Leyboome. 


.    •         Some  like  garden  parties, 
-/^,  • . '         Some  like  flower  shows,  .       •: :  ^ 

;.'.--'■  For  doing  some  spooning, 
'r.    ■    '   /     .-.       Just  "  under  the  rose  ; "      .     •;-.    ■ 
: '    ■     Some  are  partial  to  concerts,,:..  ; 

Or  lectures  so  staid,  j  •■. 

But  my  weakness,  I  fear,  ia     ■  '" 

The  gay  Masquerade.  :'   ' 

I'm  awfully  fond  of  the  gay  Masquerade, 
The  gay  Masquerade,  llie  bright  Masquerade : 
Uiih  sweet  pretty  darlings  in  costume  arrayed, 
The  gay  Masquerade  for  me.  ...\-    ,v.    ,  '^ 

Some  dances  are  like 

Quakers' meetings  in  style, 
V    So  "starchy"  and  formal. 

One  scarce  sees  a  smile :  "'  -  ■   . 

-  '    But  to  do  as  one  likes  <■ 

Without  feeling  afraid. 
By  Jove!  the  right  place 
Is  the  gay  Masquerade, 
i'm  awfully  fond  of  the  gay  Macquerade, 
The  gay  Masquerade,  the  dear  Masquerade  : 
Witli  sweet  "  tootsie  wootsies  "  so  sweetly  arrayed, 
The  gay  Masquerade  for  me. 

To  say  most  daring  things, 
,- ...  'lis  the  easiest  task. 

To  some  elegant  creature,         :  ■  ;, .' 
.  '  ,'  Whilst  wearing  a  mask:  .;     :    ._ 

Oh!   the  tales  I  liave  told. 

And  the  vows  I  have  made—  .'  ' 

There's  no  place  for  flirting  *-    ;■ 

Like  tlie  gay  Masquerade.  '  - 

I'm  awfully  fond  of  the  gay  Masquerade, 
The  gay  Masquerade,  the  bright  Masquerade  : 
With  dear  "pop^y  wopsies  "  so  gaily  arrayed, 
The  gay  Masquerade  for  me. 

Each  lady  that's  masked. 

For  "  a  beauty  "  don't  take  :        J     s 
If  you  do,  then  "  that's  where 

Vou  will  make  a  mistake." 
Some  darling  old  spinsters 

You'll  oft  find  arrayed, 
Who  are  fishing  for  flats, 

At  the  gny  Masquerade. 

Spoken  ;  I  generally  go  as  "  llomeo''  and  natur- 
ally look  out  for  my  .luliet ;  my  last  "  Juliet  "  was 
more  fit  for  the  part  of  '  Nurse—"  fifty  if  she  was 
an  hour — and  wiien  she  unmasked.  Oil !  Nabob's 
Pickles  !  an  awful  take  in,  but  still,  if  there's  any- 
thing I  adore,  by  Jove  !  it  is 

The  gay  Masquerade,  Ac. 


I  Love  You. 

So^Ume  Bhyme  and  Ohime-By  Wm.  H.  Dilbbarti. 


My  Love  to  the  War  has  Gone. 

As  sung  b;  MiBB  Annie  Adams. 

I'm  broken-hearted  quite,        .         ^ 
For  me  there's  no  delight ; 

Oh,  dear  !  oh  dear !  what  shall  I  do  f 
My  love  to  Uie  war  has  gone. 
And  lelt  me  here  forlorn — 
Ok,  iMr !  oh,  dear  I  my  hopes  are  few. 
Ohorwi :     iwish  there  was  do  fighting, 
f  wish  there  wae  no  wars : 
If  I  the  Goddess  were  of  love, 
I'd  rub  it  over  Mars  : 
Or  if  o«r  kings  and  rulers. 
They  must  bark  and  bite, 
Let  those  who  make  the  quarrel  take 
Upon  themselves  to  fighl. 

I  shed  tears  fast  as  rain. 
And  when  I  sleep  would  fain, 

My  screams  in  dreams  alarm  the  neighborhood : 
For,  I  fancy  I  can  see. 
My  love  so  dear  to  me, 

Oh  1  Fred,  there  dead  on  the  cold,  eold  ground. 
;■•.:■  ..^'^ •■■•:■■  ^' ..'..'.■-*■:  .  I  wish,  Ac. 

1  cannot  sleep  at  night. 
And  I've  lost  my  appetite  ; 

Behold,  untold  you  all  may  plainly  tM, 
I'm  waisting  fast  away 
By  inches  every  day. 

Oh !  yee,  oh!  yea,  it's  a  case  with  ra«. 

I  wkh,  Aa. 


;I  strolled  out,  one  evening,  * 

K'hen  the  silver  moon  was  shining, 
d  the  little  stars  were  twinkling, 
\\\  in  the  month  of  June, 
hanced  to  meet  a  beauty, 
o  sylph-like,  neat  and  pretty, 
\k'Uli  pouting  lips  like  ruby — 

Feaoh  blosAums  in  full  bloom — 
i^od  as  she  came  up  nearer, 

^er  aweet  face  full  in  view, 
IlV  heart  spake  like  a  whisper  : 
Fair  uiaiden,  I  love  you. 
ChoH"  ■     Oh  !  yes,  yes,  yes.  she's  all  the  world  to  m« : 
No,  no.  no,  there's  none  so  fair  as  she : 
Her  bright  blue  eyes,  bewitching, 
Had  pierced  me  thro'  and  thru': 
My  heart  still  breathes  a  whisper: 
Fair  tuaideu.  I  love  you. 

'THo'  strange  it  may  be  seeming, 
B^r  face  is  ever  Ix-auiing, 
A  Starlight  in  my  dreaming, 

A  daisy  dipped  in  dew  ; 
Ah!  could  my  arms  perlieu  her, 
I  like  a  dove  would  coo  her, 
And  Wed  as  we  1  as  woo  her, 
his  maiden  fair  and  true  ; 

id  all  the  world  might  envy, 
nd  wish  me  ill  to  do, 

it  I  would  still  be  happy, 

Fair  maiden,  but  with  yon. 


■I 


Ckonia. 


!  here  1  have  a  letter, 
What  could  please  me  better? 
1|>0W,  will)  cun  be  the  writer? 
1  hat  hand  I  never  knew  : 

it  says  :  "  l)ear  friend,  excuse  me, 
f  jas  a  friend  I  choose  ikee  : 
meet  me,  don  t  refuse  me. 
This  course  I  must  pursue  ; 
I  tan  no  longer  tarry. 
Since  first  my  eyes  met  you; 
]  r  »w,  if  you  wish  to  marry. 
You'll  find  me  good  and  true." 


Choroa. 


God  Save  the  Queen. 


God  save  our  graeioua  Queen, 
Long  live  our  noble  Queen, 

God  save  the  Queen. 
Send  her  victorious, 
Happy  and  glorious, 
Long  to  reign  over  us, 

God  save  the  Queen. 

O  Lord  our  God,  arise  ! 
Scatter  our  enemies, 

And  make  them  fall: 
Confound  their  politics, 
Frustrate  their  kt.avish  trioki^ 
On  her  our  hopes  we  fix, 

God  save  us  all. 

The  choicest  gifts  in  store. 
On  her  be  pleased  to  p«ur, 

Lon<^  may  she  reign. 
May  sne  defend  our  lawa 
And  ever  give  us  cnuse 
To  ang  with  heart  aad  voioe: 

Ood  Bave  the  Queen  I 


ANSWERS  TO 


Enigma  in  page  750- 
la.  Verbal  Puzzle -do - 


-Air.     Athmoaphen. 
Prosperity. 


ICVhich  was  the  most  industriooa  author,  Diekaaa, 
BdlVer,  or  Warren  ? 

pjiokens  wrote  "  All  the  Year  Bound  : "  Bolwar, 
"  Night  and  Morning  :"  Warren,  "  Now  and  Then :" 
Btill,  Warren  wrote  "  Ten  Thouaand  a  Year." 


When  is  an  egg  not  oval  ? 
rodad. 


'WImo  you  ton  it 


Why  ii  •  whiaiMr  farbidd«a  in  polite  MMMtj  ? 
B«eanie  H  isn't  ak>nd. 
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The  Convict's  Tale. 
(  Continued. ) 


Fancy  the  torture  of  such  a  lituAtion  to  a  high- 
priacipled  and  sensilive  girl !  Reardon  was  true 
to  lii»  word,  and  lier  »tory  wae  listened  to  in- 
eredulouxly  by  tlie  maid,  the  only  person  beside 
himself  who  was  allowed  access  to  her  during  the 
Toyas;e.  I'.y  the  time  they  reached  New  York, 
her  spirit  was  completely  broken,  and  Iter  health 
in  an  alarming  slate  of  decay.  'Ihis  enraged 
Reardon.  and  he  brutally  reproached  her  with 
grieving  over  my  loss.  Indeed.  I  believe  he  some- 
times proceeded  beyond  reproaches  towards  hii 
helpless  and  now  uncomplaining  victim.  She  bore 
it  all  in  silence,  for  she  felt  that  death  would 
eoon  release  her  from  the  sufferings  she  endured. 
On  their  arrival  in  this  city,  Reardon  procured  a 
house,  and  oet  his  servant  as  a  fpy  on  her  during 
his  absence  from  home.  Alice  made  an  attempt 
to  escape  from  his  power,  determined  to  throw 
herself  on  the  protection  of  the  first  person  she 
met  who  looked  as  if  he  niirjht  give  credence  to 
her  story.  The  servant  followed,  and  brought  her 
back  to  her  prison,  and  when  Reardon  returned 
his  anger  knew  no  bounds.  'I  hen  I  knew  he 
struck  her,  for  she  f>-ll  with  violence  against  the 
sharp  corner  of  the  table  ;  and  that  blow  upon  her 
breast  hastened  the  doom  that  was  already  im- 
pending over  her. 

I'o  die  with  him  was  horrible,  and  she  next 
found  means,  throngh  the  agency  of  an  intelli- 
gent child,  who  Sometimes  played  beneath  her 
window,  to  send  to  one  of  the  city  papers  a  letter 
oonlaining  an  advertisemsnt  addressee  to  her  un- 
known uncle.  She  knew  that  Reardon  never  read 
anything. 

Several  weeks  rolled  away — weeks  of  sickening 
doubts  and  harrowing  fears  ;  but  at  length  the 
hour  of  her  rescue  came.  One  morning,  shortly 
after  Reardon  had  left  the  house,  a  carriage 
•  topped  before  the  door,  containing  an  elderly 
lady  and  gentleman,  who  inquired  (or  Alice.  It 
was  her  uncle  and  his  wife,  and  after  hearing  her 
story  he  instantly  removed  her  to  his  hotel,  from 
whence  in  another  hour  they  started  for  his  resi- 
dence in  the  interior  of  the  State,  thus  eluding  all 
the  chances  of  discovery  by  KearJon. 

It  was  a  mere  chance  that  the  advertisement 
bad  reached  Mr.  Crawford.  When  it  did,  he  lost 
DO  time  in  seeking  his  brother's  daughter,  and 
ofiTerini;  her  his  protection.  Alice  felt  assured  that 
I  would  follow  her,  and  she  yearned  to  l)ehold  me 
once  more  before  her  eyes  closed  for  ever  in  this 
world.  Yes,  she  was  dying  of  a  broken  heart, 
while  I  madly  ploughed  the  ocean  in  pursuit  of 
her  destroyer,  'llie  ship  was  detained  by  long 
oalms,  and  1  bowed  in  abject  supplication  to  the 
God  of  the  storm,  to  send  us  wind  that  might 
waft  me  to  the  land  F  so  ardently  desired  to  De- 
hold.  At  last,  haggard  from  intense  suffering, 
and  half-maddened  with  the  fever  of  my  mind, 
I  stood  upon  the  sod  of  the  New  \Vx)rld. 

I  at  once  sought  out  the  post-oflRoe :  for  I 
knew,  if  still  living,  Alice  would  there  have  de- 
posited a  clue  to  her  abode.  I  found  a  letter  from 
ner  uncle,  directing  me  to  hii  residence,  and  the 
last  words  sent  a  odd  and  sickening  thrill  through 
Bay  soul : — 

"  Come  as  soon  as  this  reaches  you,  if  you  would 
find  Alice  alive  ;  her  only  desire  is  now  to  behold 
you." 

The  letter  bore  the  date  of  the  previous  month. 
If  I  could  but  see  her  again,  I  felt  that  I  could  re- 
sign her ;  but  to  behold  no  more  the  being  who 
had  become  so  knit  to  my  very  existence — to  find 
the  grave  closed  over  that  foria  of  unequalled 
beauty,  was  a  thought  which  made  my  brain  whirl 
and  my  blood  grow  cold.  I  learned  the  route  to 
Meltonville,  near  which  place  was  Mr.  Crawford's 
residence,  i  took  my  seat  in  the  first  stage-coach 
which  left  for  that  town,  and  was  borne  towards 
my  dying  Alice.  I  cannot  tell  you  how  the  day 
and  night  which  I  spent  on  the  road  passed.  I 
know  that  my  mind  was  not  perfectly  clear;  but 
one  idea  filled  it :  Alioe,  dead  or  dying,  and  I  con- 
demned to  live  for  ever  alone.  In  this  wide  and 
breathiog  world,  so  filled  with  human  aapirationt 
and  human  bopaa,  I  felt  myaelf  doomed  to  wAoder 
withost  ties  and  without  aympathy.     Than 


the  image  of  him  who  had  thus  desolated  my  path, 
and  at  once  a  fixed  resolve  filled  my  mind. 
When  we  stopped,  I  mechanically  ate,  beeausa 
I  feared  that  without  nourishment  the  unnatural 
tension  of  my  nerves  might  incapacitate  me  from 
going  through  with  the  trying  ordeal  whioh 
awaited  me.  I  at  length  reached  the  house.  I 
dismounted  at  the  gate,  and  walked  up  the  avenue. 
My  feet  seemed  glued  to  the  ground,  and  I  fal- 
tered like  a  drunken  man,  as  I  slowly  drew  near 
the  portico,  afraid  to  learn  that  I  had  arrived  too 
late. 

A  gentleman  met  me  at  the  door,  and  my 
parched  lips  syllabled  the  name  of  Alice.  Ue  read 
the  question  I  would  have  asked,  in  my  agonized 
and  distorted  countenance. 

"  She  lives,"  be  aaid,  and  led  me  towards  her 
apartment. 

The  doori  were  all  wide  open,  for  it  was  sum- 
mer, and  in  the  darkened  room,  on  a  bed  whose 
snowy  drapery  was  scarcely  whiter  than  her  face, 
lay  my  adored  Alice  in  a  calm  slumber.  I  a[>- 
proached  and  leaned  over.  Then  I  could  mark 
the  ravages  which  suffering  had  made  on  her 
sweet  features  ;  but  I  read  on  her  tranquil  brow, 
and  on  the  subdued  expression  of  her  small  mouth, 
that  the  angel  of  peace  had  folded  his  wings  over 
her  departing  spirit.  1  felt  that  her  trust  in  a 
higher  power  had  subdued  the  bitterness  of  ap- 
proaching death,  and  I  prayed  fervently  to  be  en- 
abled even  then  to  say,  *'My  (Jod,  not  my  will  but 
thine  be  don*;"  but  my  rebellious  heart  would 
not  tbuB  be  achooled. 

A  moment  I  dared  to  ask  why  she,  who  loved 
all  human  things,  would  turn  aside  from  her  path 
to  spare  the  meanest  insect  that  crawls,  should 
have  this  unutterable  load  of  suffering  laid  upon 
her?  My  burning  tears  fell  over  her  :  I  knew  not 
that  I  wept,  until  she  unclosed  her  eyes,  and 
wiped  from  her  cheek  a  luoid  drop  which  bad 
fallen  there. 

She  gazed  upon  me  with  a  radiant  smile  ;  a 
bright  gleam  from  the  heaven  to  which  she  waa 
hastening  seemed  to  shine  over  her  lovely  counte- 
nance, aud  ahe  stretched  forth  her  emaciated 
bands  to  me :  "  Ah,  I  dreamed  this.  I  knew  you 
would  come.  Heaven  is  kind  to  permit  another 
earthly  meeting  before  I  go  hence.  My  beloved 
Erlon,  you  are  just  in  time  I" 

She  turned  to  her  uncle,  and  requested  him  to 
leave  us  alone  for  a  brief  apace.  The  old  gentle- 
man withdrew,  and  I  then  listened  to  the  narra- 
tive of  her  sufferings. 

The  whirlwind,  in  its  greatest  might,  is  the 
only  fitting  type  of  the  wild  thoughts  and  bitter 
purposes  which  filled  my  mind.  In  the  darkest 
recess  of  my  soul  I  registered  a  vow  to  seek  Rear- 
don over  the  world,  until  I  had  signally  avenged 
her  wrongs,  my  own  blighted  manhood,  and 
darkened  future. 

Alice  then  spoke  of  mercy  and  peace  to  all  men, 
and  conjured  me  for  my  own  sake  to  spare  her 
destroyer.  I  heard  without  accurately  compre- 
hending bar.  My  future  course  was  irrevocably 
determined,  and  with  that  stupefaction  which 
only  the  extreme  of  mental  suffering  can  produce, 
I  listened  to  her  dying  words. 

In  two  houra  after  my  arrival  the  family  was 
called  in  to  receive  her  last  farewell.  I  supported 
her  upon  my  breast,  which  no  longer  heaved  with 
the  wild  pulsationa  of  anguish  that  bad  so  long 
thrilled  in  every  throb  of  my  heart  No ;  the 
worst  was  known,  and  above  my  great  sorrow 
arose  the  intense  and  burning  desire  for  revenge. 
Two  great  emotions  cannot  exist  together ;  one 
must  succumb  to  the  other. 

Alice  comprehended  something  of  what  was 
passing  in  my  mind,  and  almost  with  her  last 
Dreath  she  murmured,  "  'Vengeance  is  mine,  saitb 
the  Lord.'  " 

I  muttered,  "  Ay  ;  but  be  often  chooses  earthly 
inatrumenta  by  which  to  accomplish  it." 

She  died  ;  and  imprinting  a  last  kiss  upon  her 
pale  lips,  I  left  the  house :  1  could  not  remain  to 
perform  the  last  rites  to  her  precious  remains.  I 
wandtt«d  in  the  woods  in  communion  with  the 
■pint  of  the  dead,  until  the  returning  atage-coaeh 
arrived,  I  was  then  borne  to  the  soene  of  an- 
ticipated retribstion.  It  wm  midnight  whan  I 
r«a«hed  Naw  Tork.  I  Cslt  tbtt  I  Mold  not  r^t ; 
ia  awth  •  aoaditlon  «f  CiTariak  «Xflit«BMnt,  motion 


>' 


was  the  only  state  I  could  bear,  and  I  hnrriec 
paced  the  streets,  arranging  in  my  mind  the  mes 
of  discovering  my  doomed  enemy.  Day  was  ji 
beginning  to  dawn  when  I  passed  the  open  dc 
of  an  oyster-celler,  from  which  two  men  wi 
emerging.  A  voice  spoke  which  made  my  bio 
bubble  in  my  veins.  It  was  Iteardon.  Ue  •» 
"  I  shall  leave  to-day,  or  that  fool  Puroel  will 
on  my  track.  If  that  girl  had  not  played  i 
such  a  trick,  I  should  long  since  have  been  buri 
in  the  Far  West,  where  I  would  have  defied  hi 
to  find  me.  I  have  fooled  away  too  much  time 
trying  to  seek  her  out." 

He  stepped  on  the  pavement.  At  that  mom« 
a  hoe  of  rosy  light  shot  upward  from  the  risii 
•un,  and  streamed  full  on  n)y  pale  and  detem)in( 
countenance.  Reardon  recoileo,  and  drew  his  kni 
from  his  breast.  Not  a  word  was  spoken ;  i 
rushed  on  each  other,  and  I  sheathed  my  dagg 


in  his  traitorous  heart. 


f-: 


The  prisoner  ceased,  and  the  priest  said  emph 
tically  "  Your  life  must  be  savea,  my  son.  I  mu 
now  leave  you,  but  you  shall  hear  from  me  ere  long 

We  will  only  add  that  all  the  facts  of  the  eai 
being  taken  into  consideration,    the  sentenae 
Erlon  I'urcel  was  finally  changed  to  imprisonmei 
for  ten  years.     His  good  conduct  caused  that  ter 
to  be  reduced  to  half  the  term.     Once  more  fre 
be  went  to  St.  Louis,  and  there  joined  a  band 
trappers  bound  for  the  Far  West.     Let  us  boj 
that  in  the  eternal  forest,   far  from  the  haunts 
civilized  men,  he  has  repented  of  the  crime  he  con 
mitted,  and  found  that  peace  and  trust  in  thefuttu 
which  is  life's  most  precious  possession.. 

TDI  XND 


9.  Enigma. 

Aroand,  around,  around, 

Above  I'm  ever  found  ; 

Before,  behind,  across, 

I'm  never  at  a  loss  ; 

Within,  without,  above, 

I'm  constant  in  my  love; 

Beside,  beyond,  between, 

I'm  felt,  but  never  seen  ; 

Into,  out  of,  under, 

I  aid  the  giant  thunder ; 

Sooner,  later,  ever, 

You  can  kill  me  never  ; 

Master  of  life— don't  doubt  me— 

No  man  exists  without  me  I  G. 


F.I 


10.   Verbal  Puzzle. 

Firtt  in  planet,  but  not  in  star; 
Second  in  mother,  but  not  in  ma  ; 
Third  in  Pole,  but  not  in  Dane  ; 
Fourth  in  sugar,  but  not  in  cane  ; 
Fifth  in  spur,  but  not  in  goad ; 
Sixth  in  burden,  but  not  in  load  ; 
Seventh  in  story,  but  not  in  book  ; 
Eighth  in  fish,  but  not  in  hook ; 
Ninth  in  toll,  also  in  gate  ; 
Tenth  in  play,  but  not  in  mate. 
And  what  to  mind  the  whole  will  oall 
I  beartilj  wish  to  one  and  all. 

8.  J.  OuKBAlt 


'•^•-^ 


Why  is  love  like  a  Scotch  plaid  ?— B««»iis«  it  i 
all  stuff,  and  often  crossed.  i  ■  ■  , 

How  can  writinff-masters  ever  do  wrong  f—Tbe] 
always  do  write,  don  t  they  ? — 

Ah  I — Why  are  stout  gentlemen  prone  to  mel 
aneboly  ?— Because  they  are  men  of^sighs  (size). 

Why  is  a  drunkard  ready  to  sign  the  pledgi 
like  a  sceptical  Hindoo  ?— Because  he  is  in  doub 
whether  to  give  up  the  worship  of  tht  jvg-or-not. 

Why  do  ladies  have  to  replenish  their  wardrobe 
ao  often  ?— Because  their  new  clothes  are  sura  ti 
b«  uom  out  as  soon  as  they  get  them. 

A  wise  nun  may  be  pinched  by  poverty ;  bn 
only  a  £aol  wUl  1«4  hima^  ba  pinahad  by  ticli 
•hoM.  '  ^ 


^^'-TO!^^'^*- 


■  .-T^a :; 
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Two  Hundred  Foands  Reward. 


"  Hare  yon  heard  of  the  accident  that  hat  b*- 
fallen  poor  old  Mr.  Goldsworthy  ?"  asked  my  wife 
in  a  hurried,  trembling  way,  the  moment  I  entered 
the  house,  one  bitterly-cold  snowy  evening. 

"Not  I!  what  accident?"  was  my  somewhat 
ungracious  rejoinder  ;  for  I  had  just  come  by  train 
from  the  north,  and  the  cold  had  given  a  keen 
edge  to  both  my  tem{>er  and  appelite.. 

"  He  fell  or  threw  himself  laet  night  from  the 
folding  doors  of  the  loft  leading  from  his  bedroom 
on  the  third  floor  of  his  house,  in  Newman  Pas- 
sage, Newman  Street,  Oxford  street,  into  the 
paved  court  below,  and  must  have  been  killed  on 
the  spot,"  replied  my  wife,  partly  reading  from 
a  newspaper  in  her  baud. 

"Bless  me,  how  dreadful!"  I  exclaimed.  "His 
strange  habit  of  walking  in  his  sleep  has,  then, 
as  we  feared,  resulted  fatally  at  last! 

"So  the  paf>er  doubtfully  faints,"  replied  my 
wife,  still  with  the  same  odd  quivering  of  lips, 
eyes,  and  voice  ;  "  but  you  know  it  was  Charlotte's 
oare  that  not  only  the  door  spoken  of,  but  her 
father's  bedroom  window,  should  be  securely  fas- 
tened after  he  had  retired  to  bed,  either  by  herself 
or  her  husband.  Ali!  there  is  his  knock  again  I 
He  has  been  here  twice  before ! " 

"  Whose  knock  ?"    I  hastily  demanded. 

"Charlotte's  husband,  Ricbard  Warren,  to  re- 
quest your  presence  at  the  inquest  to  be  holden 
to-morrow  morning.     Ha!     Good  heavens!" 

I  was  not  surprised  at  this  last  txclamation  of 
apprehensive  astonishment,  for  the  face  which 
peered  doubtfully  in  at  the  partial ly-opened  door 
was  that  of  a  corpse,  in  its  mortal  pallor. 

before  I  could  speak,  Ricbard  Warren,  perceiv- 
ing that  only  my  wife  and  1  were  present,  pushed 
wide  the  door,  staggering  in,  and  dropped  help- 
lessly upon  the  nearest  chair. 

"  Wliat  in  the  name  of  heaven,  is  the  matter,  , 
Richard  ?"  I  said  at  last. 

He  strove  mightily  to  answer,  I  could  see,  but 
the  overpowering  agitation  under  which  he  con- 
Tulsively  labored,  choked  his  words.  My  wife 
though  more  alarmed  than  myself,  poured  out  a 
tumbler  of  brandy  which  Warren  eagerly  seized, 
although  his  shaking  hands  could  hardly  carry  it 
to  his  mouth. 

It  seemed  to  steady  his  nerves  somewhat,  and 

Presently  he  said  in  a  low,  palpitating  voice,  "  I — 
wish  you  to  attend  the  inquest  to-morrow 
mornine." 

"  On  wliose  behalf — yours  ?  Why  what  on 
earth  ails  the  man  ?" 

A  slight  tap  at  the  door  by  our  little  mite  of  a 
servant  maid,  who  wished  to  know,  if  my  dinner 
was  to  be  brought  in,  produced  such  a  violent 
Start,  that  the  tumbler  fell  from  his  nerveless 
grasp,  and  was  smashed  to  bits  on  the  floor, 
whilst  the  long-drawn  groan-like  breath  which 
followed  the  girl's  entrance,  testified  alike  to  the 
greatness  of  the  relief,  and  the  previous  terrible 
dread  that  he  had  felt. 

"  One  word,  Robert,"  he,  after  a  few  moments 
of  unquiet  silence,  again  murmured — "one  word, 
Charlotte,  my  wife,  has,  you  know,  been  ill, — she 
timad!" 

•'  Mad  !  your  wife  mad  t"  .'  ^■ 

"  Yes— she  must  be  so.  And  tell  me,  is — is  ft 
wife's  evidence  admissible,  even  supposing  she 
were  deemed  sane,  against——  Merciful  heavens ! 
— they  are  come  ! — have,  as  I  suspected,  dreaded, 
dogged,  tracked  me  hither !" 

A  light,  single  knock  at  the  street-door  oc- 
casioned this  wild  off-break,  and  Warren  awaited 
what  might  follow  in  an  agony  of  paralyzing  fear. 
He  was  not  long  kept  in  susptense.  A  whispered 
sentence  addressed  to  the  girl  who  opened  the 
door,  was  succeeded  by  hasty  footsteps  on  the 
stairs  ;  and  before  you  could  count  ten,  two 
police-officers  abruptly  entered  the  room.  "Warren 
atarted  back,  looked  wildly  round  as  if  in  search 
of  some  outlet  for  escape — saw  none,  and  would, 
I  think,  have  fallen,  but  for  the  iron  grasp  of  the 
officers,  in  which  be  was  immediately  seized.  It 
is  'useless  attempting  to  depict  the  distress  and 
flonfosion  attendant  upon  such  an  incident  as 
tiiia ;  suffice  it  to  aay  that  it  was  not  till  soma 
tim«  ftAer  ona  of  the  deteotirea  had  gone  for  s 


Mb,  that  I  comprehended,  and  then  dimly  only, 
from  the  other  officer's  curt  totto  voce  answers, 
that  Richard  Warren  was  grievously  suspected  of 
having  robbed  his  father-in-law, — and,  detected  by 
the  old  man  in  the  act,  of  burling  him  after  a 
fierce  struggle  from  the  loft  doora  into  the  court 
below ! 

"  But  for  his  wife's  asseverations,  which  can- 
not, however,  be  made  legally  available,  I  doubt 

that But  here  is  the  cab,"  added  the  officer, 

in  a  business-like  peremptory  tone.  "  Now,  sir,  if 
you  please,  at  once,  and  without  any  bother!" 

Their  prisoner  was  hurried  away  without 
further  preface  ;  and  I  had  barely  sufficient 
readiness  of  mind  to  say,  in  answer  to  his  mute, 
but  piteous  appeal,  that  I  would  not  fail  to  be 
present  at  the  inquest  on  the  morrow. 

My  wife  and  I  were  so  utterly  confounded  by 
what  had  occurred,  that  it  was  a  long  time  before 
we  could  reason  coherently  upon  the  subject,  or 
advise  as  to  what  should  be  done.  That  Richard 
Warren  of  all  men  in  the  world,  should  be  ac- 
cused of  such  a  crime  was,  we  both  heartily 
agreed,  marvellous,  incredible.  He  and  I  were 
born  in  the  same  parish ;  I  had  never  lost  sight 
of  him  from  his  boyhood,  and  knew  that  he  had 
ever  been  a  dutiful  son,  an  attached  husband, 
and  an  honest,  industrious  citizen, — though  not 
one  with  whom  the  world  had  gone  smoothly. 
His  trade  was  that  of  a  herald-painter ;  that  is, 
he  painted  arms  and  devices  upon  coach-pannels  ; 
and  when  he  came  to  London  had  found  employ- 
ment at  the  Messrs.  Houlditch's  establishment, 
in  Long  Acre.  He  saved  a  considerable  sum 
from  his  earnings,  and  was  thereby  emboldened 
to  marry  Charlotte  Goldsworthy,  an  amiable, 
intelligent  young  woman,  and  to  furnish  a  house 
at  Uainpstead,  with  a  view  to  increase  his  income 
by  letting  furnished  apartments.  This  latter 
speculation  proved  more  difficult  of  successful 
accomplishment  than  he  had  imagined,  as  1  well 
knew,  from  having  been  consulted  by  him  re- 
lative to  several  debt-difficulties,  in  which,  from 
the  furniture  having  cost  much  more  than  was 
anticipated,  he  had  become  temporarily  involved. 
To  this  hard  struggle  to  save  himself  from  being 
pushed  to  the  wall  by  one  or  two  impatient  cre- 
ditors, I  attribute  the  great  error  he  committed 
in  not  insuring  his  property, —  every  shilling 
being,  as  it  were,  of  vital  importance  in  the  up- 
hill game  he  had  to  play.  Ihe  neglect,  however, 
occasioned,  was  a  fatal  one.  He  had  let  his  first 
floor  to  a  disabled  veteran,  who  had  served  in  the 
Peninsular  war.  1'his  gentleman,  on  the  anni- 
versary of  Waterloo,  drank  so  many  bumpers  in 
gratitude  of  the  triumph  of  Wellington  and  his 
army,  that  on  retiring  to  bed,  be  contrived— in- 
stead of  extinguishing  the  candle  as  he  intended 
— to  set  fire  to  the  window-curtains ;  and  so 
swiftly  did  the  flames  gain  head,  that  before  effi- 
cient assistance  arrived,  the  house  was  a  mass  of 
fire,  and  poor  Warren's  furniture,  save  a  few 
articles,  utterly  consumed  I  This  was  a  cruel 
blow  in  itself,  and  greatly  aggravated  by  the  fall- 
ing of  a  blazing  beam  upon  the  unfortunate  pro- 
prietor's right  arm,  whilst  he  was  strenuously 
engaged  in  endeavoring  to  rescue  some  portion 
of  his  entire  worldly  substance  from  the  flames. 
He  became,  in  consequence,  an  inmate  of  Middle- 
sex Hospital  for  between  two  and  three  months  ; 
and  when  discharged  "cured,"  found  that  his 
right  hand  had  irretrievably  lost  the  cunning  which 
had  enabled  him  to  gain  high  wages  as  a  herald- 
painter  and  that  nothing  was  left  to  him  but  a 
chance  of  earning  an  existence  in  the  much- 
worse-paid  calling  of  an  ordinary  coach  painter. 
Even  in  this  lower  mechanical  walk,  the  accident 
he  had  met  with  prevented  him  from  acquiring 
quickness  or  more  than  a  barely  average  skill, 
and  he  was  sinking  rapidly  lower  and  lower  in 
the  world,  when  his  father-in-law,  BarthoIonAew 
Goldsworthy,  came  very  unexpectedly  forward  to 
the  rescue,  and  it  seemed  probable  that  Richard 
Warren  might  even  yet  get  on  in  the  world. 

Bartholomew  Goldsworthy  was  an  odd,  way- 
ward, eccentric  kind  of  mortal,  —  exceedingly 
deaf,  half  blind,  a  cripple  in  his  arms,  and,  more- 
over, addicted  in  his  latter  years  to  a  growing 
habit  of  talking  aloud  to  himaelf,  unoonscioaa 
apparently  of  the  presence  of  others,  and  of 
walking  in  hia  dreaming  sleep.    In  fut,  hia  fail- 


ing mind  dwelt  continually  day  and  night — and 
every  hour  of  the  day  and  night — upon  one  idea, 
— that  of  his  hoards,  and  the  mean«  whereby 
they  might  be  added  to,  to  the  exclusion  of  all 
other  thoughts,  passions,  or  desirea,  cxeept  leva 
for  his  daughter  Charlotte,  which  one  saw  fhim 
time  to  time  gleam  through  the  thick  eruat  of 
worUliness  that  enveloped  his  whole  life.  This 
penurious  old  man  possessed  considerable  houaa- 
property  in  Tottenham  Court  Road,  and  con- 
tiguous localities,  and  was  himself  domiciled  in  • 
roomy,  tumble-down  bouse  of  his  own  in  New- 
man Passage.  Newman  JStreet.  He  now  proposed 
that  Warren  and  his  wife  should  have  apartments 
thereiiT,  free  of  charge,  and  further  suggested  that, 
as  he  had  all  the  upper  part  of  a  large,  light  work- 
shop in  the  same  court  untenanted,  iiis  son-in-law 
might  set  up  business  there  as  a  coach-painter  to 
the  trade. 

Tlfia  offer  was  gladly  accepted  by  Warren  and 
his  ivife,  and  I  was  told  that  matters  were  begin- 
ing  to  wear  a  brighter  aspect  with  them,— Char^ 
lottels  affectionate  ministrations  to  her  father's 
infirmities,  gradually  softening  the  old  man's 
flinty  miserhness,  though  not  yet  to  the  extent, 
much  as  his  daughter  pressed  him  upon  tlie  point, 
of  elfSectually  assisting  Richard  Warren  with 
mon#y  in  his  business.  Guldsworthy's  propensity 
to  dream  walking  had  increased  with  years,  and 
but  a  few  months  previous  to  his  untimely  end, 
he  bad  been  caught  deliberately  unfantening,  in 
the  dead  of  the  night,  the  very  folding  doora 
through  which  he  had  now  fallen,  or  been  hurled. 
They  were  always  afterwards  carefully  secured  at 
night,,  as  well  as  every  other  aperture  through  or 
out  of  which  he  might  by  possibility  fall  in  hia 
frequent  sleep- wanderings.  ^oinelitiies  his  bed- 
room door  was  locked  on  the  outside,  but  to  this 
precfcution  he  himself  strongly  objected,  from  a 
nervoBs  dread  of  fire. 

THiB  brief  summary  of  our  acquaintance  with 
and  knowledge  of  Richard  Warren  will  sufficiently 
account  for  the  concern  and  consternation  with 
which  his  arrest  on  a  charge  of  murder  over- 
whelmed us  both.  Mrs.  Warren  had  been  not 
long  before  confined  of  a  still-born  child  ;  milk 
fever  had  been  apprehended,  and  after  much 
dismal  cogitation  on  the  subject,  we  dimly  con- 
cluded that  some  wild  expre^^eions  uttered  by  the 
wife  in  her  frenzy,  agjjravated,  it  niiglit  likely 
enough  be,  by  an  unguarded  communication  of 
her  filher's  dreadful  death,  had  led  to  the  appre- 
hension of  her  husband. 

I  did  not  sleep  much  that  night ;  and  my  first 
business  in  the  morning  was  to  see  Mr.  M  fntyre, 
solicitor,  of  Uouthampion  liuildings,  and  engage 
his  Services  in  behalf  of  Richard  Warren.  I  then 
strode  on  towards  Newman  Mreet,  with  a  double 
purpose  in  my  mind  ; — one,  to  obtain,  if  possible, 
an  ipterview  with  Mrs.  WaiTcn, — the  other,  to  get 
myself,  as  I  knew  how,  called  upon  the  inquest. 
I  cuold  not  obtain  speach  of  Mrs.  Warren.  I  had 
no  difficulty,  however,  in  getting  myself  placed  on 
the  jury,  which  on  the  arrival  of  the  coroner, 
entered  forthwith  upon  its  functions. 

The  body  wos  viewed  according  to  precedent  in 
such  cases,  and,  as  far  as  I  could  see,  exibited 
no  external  marks  of  injury  that  might  not  have 
been  taused  by  the  fall  from  such  a  height  upon 
the  grenite  paving  of  the  courtyard.  'I  he  coroner, 
howmr,  and  one  or  two  of  the  initiated  amongst 
the  jury,  looked  serenely  solemn  and  mysterious; 
and  as  soon  as  we  were  settled  on  our  chairs  in 
the  room  selected  for  the  jury's  accommodation, 
and  aome  trifliner  evidence  had  been  adduced  the 
coroner  directed  Charlotte  Warren  to  be  sum- 
moned. Mr.  M'Intyre  objected  instantly  to  such 
a  course  being  taken. 

"If,"  as  he  understood  the  case,  "  that  penon's 
husband  was  accused  of  the  murder,— if,  indeed, 
which  he,  Mr.  MlDt\re,  much  doubted,  any 
murder  had  taken  place,  his  wife  could  not  b« 
permitted  to  give  evidence  which  might  affect 
him,  fikvorably  or  otherwise." 

The  coroner  replied  that  Richard  Wamn  was 
detained  as  a  measure  of  precaution  only,  and 
that,  although  if  sent  to  trial  on  a  capiul  or  other 
charge,  whatever  bis  wife  might  say  could  not  be 
used  ^gainst  him  ;  yet  in  that  court  of  unfettered 
inqoiiy  as  to  the  cause  of  death  of  the  dsooassd 
(To  U  OmUnutA) 
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Bubbles. 

Air  ;  01d  Mr.  December. 


These  days  are  the  tlm«s  to  make  >  gre»t  iplub. 
If  yoo  draw  ont  •  plau  foriuiniDg  or  iUhing  : 

For,  tbe  people  it  ■eeiua  have  too  mucU  OMli, 
And  to  get  ri>l  of  it  all  are  wishing. 

We're  companiee  uow  for  lineu  and  coala. 
For  ocean-bath*,  sioam,  bricks  and  mortar  : 

Not  only  tbey  bom  tiiO  earth  full  of  taolet,  ^     '. 

But  they  likewise  take  'em  under  tbe  wkter.    ^.  £"  ' 

SpoKE^f  :  Do  yon  want  tsbay  any  shares,  sir,  for  tftl 
great  biire  Company  ?-The  Bore  Compmy.  sir,  what  is 
that  r— Just  come  out.  a  most  magni&cent  aifkir  !  propo- 
sed to  bore  a  tunnel  from  Brlgliton  to  newfoundlsnd  I 
we've  only  to  cut  under  the  Atlantic,  and  having  got  so 
far,  there  will  be  no  doubt  of  its  ultimate  success  :  Im- 
agined, sir  that  we  shall  realize  a  hundred  per  cent,  by 
the  bare  article  6t  cod-fish.— I  am  very  sorry,  sir,  bat  I 
have  Just  embarkfd  in  an  aifiilr.  tbe  UuiverssI  Btooking 
Ccimi  any,  which  proposes  to  make  ttockiuui  for  all  this 
world  aud  tbe  next,  too,  by  the  aid  of  the  falls  of  Misgnra, 
brought  to  bear  upon  machiuery  i  I  Just  bought  fifiy 
shares.  Then  there's  another.  I  am  In  the  New  Melting 
Comp.iny,  that  proposes  to  take  a  le.isa  of  Mount  Vesuvi- 
us or  Etna,  It  is  not  seiiled  which  yet,  for  tbe  more  spee- 
dy manufacture  of  rail-roails,  bombs,  anchors,  and  can- 
non-balls ;  the  saviDit  in  the  siugle  article  of  coals  will 
be  five  hundred  per  cent  !— Now  here's  a  new  coinpauy. 
Just  brou^'ht  Into  the  market  to-day.  the  Mctropolitsa 
Pigeon-shootln^'  Company  :  there  are  to  be  twenty  thou- 
saud  shares  for  the  brnoding  of  pixeons  will  serve  a 
whole  town  :  or  If  this  does  not  suit  your  fancy,  what  do 
you  think  of  the  Hnmauu  Man-trap  Company  T  traps  for 
the  grounds  of  country  Kentlemen,  warranted  not  to  am- 
putate higher  thau  the  aukie. 

OU  !  folks   beware  ! 

,  If  you  dabble  iu  companies,  mind  what  you're  after, 
You  may  pay  one  pound  for  a  share,  /' 
And  get  nothing  but  scorn  and  laughter. 

We've  grandeur  at  home  much  more  than  we  know  : 
Where  folks  gather  daisies,  there  lie  wondrous  riches, 

Aud  veins  of  bri|;ht  ore  under  buttercups  How, 
And  with  water-cress  grows  b^  the  ditches. 

Old  England  contains  the  mines  of  Peru, 
Thoufih  before  we  never  yet  found  them  : 

They've  only.  It  srenis.  been  discovered  anew, 
^        With  banks  of  diamonds  growing  around  them. 

Spoken  :  Oh  '  Mr.  Fh  ece,  I  want  to  know  what  thlil 
affair  is  of  yours.— Oh  !  sir  it  is  Impossible  ;  I  could  not 
tell  you  (if  my  grand  affair  nntil  his  lordship  my  friend, 
comes. — What  lordslflp  T  I  tliousht  no  lord  had  a  right 
in  the  city,  except  the  Lord  Mayor  aud  tbe  Lady  Ma.vor* 
caa.— Oh  '.  hern  is  his  lordship  :  good  morniug  my  lord. 
— Well  Mr.  Fleece,  wliat  is  it  you  want  with  me? — 
Something,  luy  lord,  of  v.ist  importance,  of  national 
wealth.— Well  disclose  —Pardon  me,  my  lord,  all  alone  T 
are  the  waiters  out  cf  the  room  ?  well.  then,  my  lord,  my 
plan  la  simply,  are  the  waiters  out  of  the  room  f  no  one 
witbiu  hearing?  well,  my  lord  my  discovery  Is  this.. 
it  is  stroni,'ly  su«pectud  there  is  a  rich  vein  of  silver  ore 
burled  under  Primrose-hlll  '. — A  what  !— A  ailver  mine, 
my  lord,  which  is  supposed  will  be  so  very  prolific,  that 
in  a  few  years  all  the  iuhabitants  of  Pancras  will  be  in 
p<iMessinn  of  a  service  of  plate  :  nor  is  it  Improbable 
that  Ihn  very  lamp-poata  of  8t.  Pancras  parish  will  all  be 
of  soil  i  silver :  I  propone  the  name  to  be  Tbe  Kow  Patent 
Metropolitan  Vicinity  Mininu  Company.— Weil.  It's  very 
strange  !  I've  eften  driven  vay  curricle  near  Primrose- 
hill,  and  never  saw  any  thing  of  tbe  kind  :  I've  seen  a 
great  many  little  boys  playing  there,  too.  I  wonder  they 
never  found  it  out  :  but  whet  is  your  plan  for  this.  Mr. 
Fleece  ?— Oh  I  on  the  most  liberal  principles,  your  lord- 
ship :  I  merely  want  ten  ttiousand  subscribers,  at  fifty 
pouuds  each,  one  pound  to  be  paid  deposit  :  it  is  most 
probable  there  will  never  be  anymore  called  for;  ano- 
ther regulation  is.  no  subscriber  is  allowed  to  take  above 
fifty  shares.— No  certainly  not  I  perfectly  coincide  with 
70D.— Nor  less  — Umph  '  I  don't  think  this  plan  of  yours 
most  felicitous,  Mr.  Fleece.— Sorry  for  that,  my  lord  : 
but  as  I  have  made  your  lordship  the  depository  of  my 
secret,  I  trust,  until  time  shall  warrant  the  disclosure,  it 
will  remain  safe  :  in  the  meanwhile,  my  lord,  I  will 
spekk  of  some  other  little  speculatiuns. 

UU  !  folks,  beware  !  Ac. 

We've  traps  sure  enough  for  onr  money  to  catch. 
Without  any  more  for  our  pockets  to  violate 

Bit  companies  now  in  full  bodies  do  catch,  ' 

And  rciison  and  seii'e  quito  annihilate. 

There'll  be  no  siicli  lh:nL'  n.i  :i  jaunt  in  Hyde-park,  ' 
The  Spa  we  ahall  have  In  Pall-iuall.  sirs  ; 

Inventions  will  make  tb)  iuht  fiou  the  dark. 

And  what  we  shall  mal^e  of  ourselves  who  can  tell,  sirs  ? 

Sposen  :  Now  my  lord,  the  next  company  Is  an  Im- 
portaat  one :  It  is  the  Omnipotent  Mouse-trap  C.mpany  : 
there  Will  be  fifty  percent,  savim;  in  tbe  article  of  cheese, 
and  two  hnnlied  in  cats  :  and  here's  thn  prospectus  my 
lord,  of  the  Patent  Locomotive  Boot  Company,  In  wblcli 
It  is  proposed  that  ov.<ry  mombershall  ualU  five  hundred 
miles  a  day,  to  I  e  etToctnd  by  steam  :  the  surplna  steam 
to  work  a  patent  cooking  aiiparatns  to  nccouipany  the 
member,  so  that  ho  may  cooli  bis  own  meals,  and  lose  no 
time  on  the  road— 

.  Where's  Mr.  Fleece  T  I  want  to  see  Mr.  Fleece.— Well, 
air  what  do  you  want  ?— Oh  !  you  are  tliere,  sir,  are  you  ? 
I  .vant  If. y  fifty-pound  bill. — Wliat  fifty-pound  bill  ?-A 
fifty-pound  bill  you  baiiib  loz'ed  ma  out  of  :  you  told  me 
I  shonid  make  a  foi  tune  by  It  —What  scl:eme  was  it  for, 
sir  ?— I  don't  know  :  I  look  your  word  for  it :  you  told 
me  something  of  building  a  grsud  suspension  chain 
bridge  across  the  New-river.  — Oii  !  I  rocuilect.  that  bill 
did  not  pasa  through  tbe  house,— I  dou'c  care,  I  want  my 


fifty-pound  bill  —Ah  !  thai  bill  TTAS  carried  throngh  tbe 
bonse. 

I  have  a  new  plan  for  a  fennnel  throngh  tha  earth  to  tha 
antipodes  to  be  lighted  with  cnal  k»»  ami  passeng'ers  to 
l^  conveyed  through  in  patent  snspeusiou  buckets.-- 
But,  Mr.  Fleece,  will  th</e  uut  be  some  quibble,  us  to 
whether  the  passenprs  go  with  their  heads  or  their 
baelf  downwards  t— That  difficulty,  my  load.  Is  most  in- 
genioosly  avoided,  aa,  by  my  most  excalktnt  plan  tha 
paaaengara  will  go  wfth  sach  sstoulshlDgaapldl^y,  as  to 
ba  uncertain  whether  they  travel  upon  their  heads  or  their 
heela  :  this  I  think  must  do.  Then,  my  k^^,  1  have  ano- 
ther plau  (or  bringing  live  mackarel  to  London  aud  alao 
fw  Catching  wi  Id  unlcomc  -  of  the  last  Idea  I  must  speak 
particolarly :  it  is  imagii<ed  that  tbe  turners  will  by 
tbair  increased  trade  In  thfse  burns,  make  the  concern 
profitable  even  to  ceot  per  cent  :  let  me  entreat  your 
lordship  to  take  fifty  aharan  of  the  Mouse-trap  or  ber«'s  . 
the  Patent  Self-regulating  Balloon  Company,  by  which 
yon  may  take  a  trip  to  the  Continent  aud  back  again  to 
dinner.— But,  sir.  if  we  sbotild  chance  to  bo  upset,  what 
should  we  do  for  a  supper  or  a  bed  ?— Why.  my  lord, 
that  depends  entirely  upon  where  you  fall  :  U  you  fall 
into  tbe  sea.  aud  alight  up«<n  a  bed  oX  oyatars,  there  you 
have  both  a  supper  aud  a  '>ed. 

Oh  !  folks,  beware  !  &0. 


^  »«»-^ 


Katty  O'Rann. 

Was  not  Patrick  O'l.ill ,  sure,  a  broth  of  ft  lad, 
^VIlo  bartered  what  niojey  and  baubles  lie  had 

For  the  love  of  liis  swfct-heart.  Miss  Katty  O'Rann  ? 
Since  he  fell  deep  in  lo\'e,  faith  !  iiu  lunger  the  spade 
He  handled,  or  followed  the  turf-cutting  trade  : 
But  sung  day  and  nigh*,  to  make  his  heart  light, 
And  swore  for  his  Kaltv,'  he'd  die  or  he'd  fight — 

Thus  did  Patrick  O'iilt  for  Mise  Katty  O'liann. 

He  sung  out  his  love  in  a  sorrowful  strain  : 

ills  warbling  she  heard.'but  she  laughed  at  his  pain  : 

Which  he  could  not  l-ear  from  Miss  Katty  O'liann. 
'Twas  enough  to  have  incited  the  heart  of  a  stone, 
To  have  heard  the'poor  lad  aing, 

sigh,  mutter  and  moan  : 
While  she  turned  her  nwe,  which  stood  always  awry, 
And  plump  on  another  ahe  cast  her  sheep's  eye. 

Crying  :  "  Pat,  you  won't  do 

for  Miss  Katty  O'Rann.  " 

As  he  found  no  impresafon  he  mnde  on  the  maid. 
Faith !  he  shovelled  hiicself  out  of  life  with  hia  apade, 

I>etermined  to  perisl  for  Katty  O'liann  : 
For,  with  Sbade,  axe,  a'3d  mallet  about  his  ne«k  tied, 
iJe  plunged  in  the  Utftf,  and  there  for  her  died  ! 
As  he  sunk  from  the  sUore,  he  cried  : 

■ "  Kattv.  no  more 
Shall  you  trouble  my  e|>irit,  or  make  my  bones  sore : 

So  bad  luck  to  you,  beautiful  Katty  O'Rana  I  " 

•  jBelle  ob  Tenneuee.    '       ^■.^ 

While  (blks.«ow  Ijive  pltf, 

An' Ustou  unto  lae  :  ,'.'    .   \[ 

I  tell  you  'bout  a  g»l  I  lubed,        ,''-  ■ 

Dat  libed  iu  Tennessee  : 
Her  hair  so  black  au'  curly. 

Her  teeth  so  berry  while,  ,  „  -. 

Her  eyes  dey  wasjjst  like  de  atara,' 

Dtj  shine  so  brlf;Ut  at  night. 
Chorus  :     Boaa.  drarost  Boss. 

My  b'  «rt  still  beats  for  thee  : 
[  You'rn  .le  only  yaller  gal  I  lovs^ 
!        De  bs  lie  ob  i  enuesaeo. 

When  I  left  dat  hippy  spot. 

It  griebed  my  hoart  full  sore 
To  tluk  ob  leabing  her  behind. 

An'  neber  see  hrr  more.  , 

De  tears  dey  started  from  my  eyas. 

As  Ilosa  said  to  rie  : 
"  My  dearest  Joe,  ilon't  leala  me  ao,] 

Alone  in  Tenuesaee.  '' 


Bosa,  dearest  Boaaj  |ic> 

Ton  may  talk  abonH  Susanna, 

An' your  pretty  tinsa  Tell, 
De  belle  ob  LoulsiaiiDa, 

An'  de  charmmx  Lucy  Neal  : 
But  wid  my  dearest  Hosa 

No  Oder  one'can  4hine  : 
When  dey  come  tc  talk  of  beanty. 

Why,  she  leabe  dem  all  behind- 

Rosa,  dear-tat  Rosa,  Jkc. 

If  Rosa  she  war  mNe  again,        .' 

Uow  good  dis  u.gser 'd  feel ! 
I'd  play  upon  de  bxujo  den.       -J 

While  Boaa  daa<>e  de  reel :     '> 
I'd  hunt  de  coon  an' possum'^  *,         ->     ■ 

For.  It  war  my  only  pride  : 
Den  happy,  happy  would  I  be 

Wid  Bosa  by  my  aide.  ^ 

Rosa,  dearest  Rosa,  Ac. 


•I 


^»-*#»-^ 


Tis  Fanny,  the  Pride  of  tbe  DelL 

i       r      '-^^S       By  Mrs.  Brooke.         ,,  ,  '       .. 

How  blest  our  condition,  how  jocund  our  day  ! 

Ya  gwaiaa,  xjan  our  pleasures  be  told  "i 
To  nnge  in  iw^et  order  the  rows  of  new  hay, 

To  lead  tha  strayed  lamb  to  tbe  fold  : 

To  fetcli  up  tlie  kine  for  tie  maidens  we  love, 
And  guard  Iter  frofu  noon's  baming  beam  : 

To  guide  her  dear  stepa  when  \ 

she  leads  throngh  the  gi 
The  heifer  which  ^(UtU  for  the  stream  : 

To  carry  her  ^ail  when  with  milk  it  o'erflows, 
I'o  wait  while  she  rests  on  the  stile  : 

To  gather  the  king-cup,  the  woodbine,  or  rose, 
lo  mhke  her  a  poaejMhe  while. 

'Tis  Fanny,  the  lov«4y,  who  causes  my  smart, 

'Tis  she  does  all  maidens  excel  : 
If  you  ask  her  dear  name  who 

has  conquered  mj  be 
'Tis  fanny,  the  pride  of  the  dell  : 

'lis  Fanny,  sweet  Fanny,         ^ 
-;         'Tis  Fanny,  the  pride  of  the  dell '   . 


Paddy  Abdallah's  Legacy. 

My  father  he  left  me  a  snug  little  cot,  ';.  r 

W  hich  by  one  trifling  accident  I  never  got  :  ■ 
For,  dying  without  his  will  having  been  made. 
Not  a  legacy  in  it  ever  waa  paid. 

Foorallalloo,  O  hone  !  graniachree  whack  I 

'Twas  a  nate  little  cot,  built  with  weather-board  st 
Which  kept  everything  else  but  the  weather  clean  0 
Had  a  pig-sty  for  poultry  without  any  door. 
It  was  two  stories  high,  and  both  on  the  ground  fl' 
Foorallalloo,  0  hone  I  in 

A  beautiful  garden  with  weeds  overrun. 
And  an  elegant  fish-pond  dried  up  by  the  sun  :  \ 
Then  the  house  stood  convenient  enough,  you  may  1 
Next  door  to  the  whisky-shop  ever  the  way. 

Foorallalloo,  O  hone  !  &.(. 

'Twas  a  freehold  estate,  heir  at  law  waa  myself : 
So  to  law  went  about,  of  courae,  with  an  elf  : 
Gained  the  cause  :  but  to  try  it  so  long  time  requi] 
The  fireehold  1  lost,  'cause  the  lease  had  expired  ! 
Foorallalloo,  O  houe  !  in 


A  difficult  thing— for  a  doctor  to  keep  his  tem- 
per while  he  is  loinng  li:s  patients. 


Cot  Plesf  Har,  and  He  Came  up  froci  Wal( 

Ere  I  had  well  grown  to  an  age 

Allowed  young  mnids  to  marry, 
Three  youths  would  fain  my  hand  engage,    '. 

And  tried  their  suits  to  carry  : 
Young  Paddy  first  put  in  his  claim, 

Then  Sandy  told  soft  talcs,  '., 

And  Taffy,  look  you,  sung  his  flame, 

And  he  came  up  from  VValea, 

"  Cot  pless  bur,  "  .     i     >     :  ^  ;. 

And  he  came  up  from  Wales.  'j  ^    ■ 

Och  !  I'm  the  crature  !  T'addy  sung,    " 

Take  me,  I  tell  you,  honey  : 
Hoot,  hoot,  cried  t-awney,  hold  your  tongue 

I've,  lassie,  got  the  money  :         .    ,     ,  . 

Well  I,  says  Toffy,  cot  no  pelf,        -  ■  f  :■  ■. 

but  bur  will  give,  look  you,  :    ,    kC 

Uur  heart  and  soul,  besides  hursclf, 

And  hur  will  love  most  true. 

Cot  pless  hur,  dtc 

Now  when  I'd  well  the  merits  scanned,         '; 

To  stop  their  further  tensing, 
I  e'en  to  Taffy  gave  my  hand. 

The  lad  to  me  most  i>lea8ing  : 
And  now  lie's  got  me  for  a  wife, 

So  Well  we  both  agree 
That  few  live  half  go  sweet  a  lifo 

As  my  dear  laff  and  me, 

Qot  pless  hur,  Ac 

»   >•'   m     . 

Profanity  never  did  any  mon  the  least  good.  N"( 
man  is  the  richer,  or  happier,  or  wiser  for  it.  I 
commends  no  one  to  any  society.  It  is  disgusting 
to  the  refined  :  abominable  to  the  good  :  insulting 
to  those  witli  wliom  we  asBociate  :  degrading  t< 
mind  :  unprofitable  and  injurious  to  society. 


.J»..'|; 


Sold  Ererywlm*.    r.        v  . 

It  is  very  hard,  but  it'a  the  truth :       ^  ''>.'■ 

Since  I  was  eight  years  old, 
The  world  has  b«€n  against  me,  and    '<'•  ■  ■■  • 

In  allways  I'tc  been  sold. 
When  boys  broke  windows  in  our  aohool. 

Or  robbed  the  apple  tree. 
They  got  oflF  with  the  appleB,bat  , 

The  thrashing  fell  on  me. 

Spoken:    Y^  it  was  always  a  ease  of  "told 
again,  and  haTen't  got  the  money."  In  faot  I'm — 

Sold,  sold  everywhere,  alas  !  I  griere  to  tell : 
Sold,  sold  everywhere,  now  is  not  that  a  sell  ? 
Sold  right,'  sold  left,  it's  very  hard  to  bear : 
Whichever  way  I  go,  I  find  that  I'm  sold 

everywhere. 

When  I  left  school,  I  fell  in  love : 

Young  fellows  sometimes  do.      r   -  ;. 
I  worshipped  Betsy  Jane,  and  eht-V—   ; 

Declared  she  loved  me,  too. 
She  was  engaged  to  some  one  else, 

Oh!  how  I  was  betray.fd,  .  - 

When,  one  sad  night,  outside  her  hons«, 
I  gave  a  serenade ! 
Spoken  :     And  I  sang :  "  Come  from  thy  window, 
love."     She  did  not  come  down,  but  the  oold  water 
did ;  such  conduct  was  very  loose,  so  was  the  bull- 
dog :  1  tore  away,  so  did  he — my  pursuer  left  me, 

so  did  my  coat  tail,  and  I  was 

Sold,  sold,  Ac. 

I  thought  to  make  a  fortune  ono«» 

So  started  in  a  trade,  ,.,.'*. 

And  my  inventive  genius 

Some  beetle  poison  made.  ;  y    -  -. 

Said  I :  "  here  s  fortunne  come  a^laat, 

I'll  have  some  bills  put  out,- 
And  soon  '  Green  Jones's  beetle  paste' 

Is  sure  to  get  about."  ^   "     ' 

Spoken  :      So  it  woulct  have  done,  only  Smith's 

had  got  about  first,  «Dd  was  in  fact 

:■/■..  'i_,  ■  ,  .  -^        ■'.-». v  "vVr      Sold,  sold,  ke. 

I  loved  again  :  five  thonsand  pounds 

They  said  that  she  possessed. 
I  married  her,  and  found  with  not  ir   '■■'.-: 

One  farthing  was  she  blessed.  ■'.  .. 

She  wanted  bonnets,  jewels,  dress. 

And  all  that's  dear,  and  rare  :  .^^ 

"  How  can  I  get  em'  ♦  "  "  Lor',  said  she. 

Why,  they're  sold  everywhere! " 
Spoken :     Yes,  I  thought,  and  so  am  I 

Sold,  sold,  dto. 

Where'er  I  go,  I'm  bound  t6  pluck  . 

Misfortune's  bitter  fruits,  ...;,., 

And  find  myself  sold  everywhere. 

Except  about  the  boots. 
Come,  Fortune,  turn  your  wheel  ag^ia,. 

And  be  a  little  fair,  * 

And  give  a  good  turn,  please,  for  ona     ■;' 

Who's  been  sold  eveiy  where ! 

Sold,  soU,  Ao. 
'V'--:ii  ^  i«i  ^ 

Kebecca  Jane.. 

Bona  i.RO  DiHca.       •■■:'■; 


Here  we  darkies  come  a-sin^ng. 
With  OUT  merry  voices  ringing  : 
For,  everything  looks  bright  and  gay: 
For,  'tis  the  darkies'  gala  day. 

Chorus. 
Ob !  glory  break  I  oh !  glory  break  I 
Rebecca  Jane,  wake  up,  I  say  ! 
For,  don't  you  see  'tis  break  of  day,  .-      ' 
Hallelujah  come  dis  way, 
And  join  us  in  de  jubilee. 

Massa  told  us  to-day 
There  was  no  work,  so  we  might  play : 
So  with  the  bones  and  tambo,  we 
Hoop  up  the  dance  and  jatbbaree. 

Oh!  glory,  &c. 

I  love  a  gal  with  all  my  might. 

Her  name  is  Malinda  White  : 

I  feel  so  very  good  to-night,  '" 

I  could  throw  myself  clean  out  of  sight. 

Oh  I  glory,  Ac. 


I  Couldn't  Stay  Away. 

Written  and  Oouposed  bf  Wm.  EC.  D^Jeliaaqr. 

Way  down  in  old  Kentucky,  ■;;; -^  • 

Where  I  was  bred  and  bom. 
And  where  dis  child  was  lucky 

To  live  and  hoe  de  oom  : 
Wb«r«  in  my  happy  childhood. 

With  heart  as  bright  and  gay 
As  birds  within  the  wild-wood, 

Who  sing- the  live-IoAg  day.  '.'t      \v 

Chorus  :  I  couldn't,  no,  1  couldnt 

I  couldn't  ktay  away  from  d«n : 

^    ,     I  couldn't,  na,  1  shouldn'^, ,, ,   ,    . 
I  wouldn't  otay  away.         •' 

I  once  did  love  a  sweet  one. 

Way  down  in  dixie's  land, 
And  one  day  popped  the  question 

To  give  my  heart  and  hand  : 
And  she  said  her  heart  had  been  won, 

That  I  away  should  stay.         ,      :; 
Said :  I  oh !  gentle  maiden — 
;>  I  couldn't  stay  away.  Ohonis. 

And  as  I  gazed  upon  her,      );:■  • 

A  little  smile  she  smole,  ■■■■■..^-      /.; 

I  knew  that  I  had  won  her,  :  ,"*  ;^, 

Was  sole  heir  of  her  soul :  '    .  > 

I  pressed  her  to  my  bocom,  •  :  -  V 

A  little  wink  she  wuak. 
And  wilted  like  a  blosaom,  *.  - 

To  think  that  I  had  ihunlr. 


'^^-n-'- 


Ghonu. 


f  «•»« 


Merit  Commands  Sncoess. 


We  often  hear  of  blighted  hopes,    "^  ":';,. 

And  pity  moves  Our  hearts  : 
For,  fortune  seems  to  soolT  at  some, 

To  others  she  imparts  ,   _' 

Her  choicest  gifts,  and  favors,  too  : 

There  is  but  one  redrese. 
Trust  not  to  luck,  trust  tc  yourself. 

Merit  commands  suooets. 

Chorsr. 
Keep  Tour  object  in  view  till  yon  gain  it. 

And  let  nothing  your  ardor  repress : 
Let  not  doubt  rackyourtkoughts,  make  your 

minds  up  to  win^ 
For,  merit  commands  Kiooeas. 

We  often  fail :  but  try  again,   •"■■•"'     *      ;;; . 

Don't  give  up  in  despair,  ,, ; :; 

Let  failure  give  you  greater  strength,    ■  .; 

Of  idleness  beware. 
Keep  working  on,  you  mast  sneoeed. 

But  pray  let  me  impreas 
This  well-known  motto  oa  your  minds : 
:     "  Merit  commands  suoasss."  Choms. 

Seize  every  moment  as  it  €ies,  v- .. 

They're  steps  by  which  we  climb  :  *    .     ' 
Once  gone,  they  cannot  be  reealled: 

So  count  each  one  a  pfise.  t- 

Leave  fools  to  sigh  at  fortune's  frown,  '.-'..: 

Her  secret  I  can  gueaa : 
She  smiles  on  those  who  help  themselves. 

Merit  commands  sucoees.  Chams. 


■  •■^ 


The  Bank*  of  the  Old  Hohawk. 


;.,King  Aithor. 

"When  Arthur  first  in  cooit  began  •  , 

To  wear  long-hanging  aSeeves,       ;  \   ; 
He  entertained  three  senrfng  men,  •■■'■■■■■. 

And  all  of  them  were  tftieves.      "  ^..-   ,     * 
The  first  he  was  an  Irishlnan,  '.  ;..     . . 

The  second  be  was  a  Slot :  '  ■i" 

The  third  he  was  a  Welslrioan, 

And  all  were  knaves,  1  -vot. 

The  first  he  waa,  A«. 

The  Irishman  loved  usquebaugh,  J?'; 

The  Scot  loved  ale  calla>l  Blue-cap  :    \     ■;  v 
The  Welshman  he  loved  blasted  cheesai*' - " 

And  made  his  mouth  like  a  mouse-trap. 
Usquebaugh  burnt  the  IHWhman, 

'I  lie  Scot  was  drowned  in  ale : 
The  Welehnoan  had  like  to  be  choked  with  a  mouse, 

Bat  he  pulled  her  out  ly  the  Uil. 

Usqnebangh  bnmt,  Ac. 


II 


On  the  banks  of  the  Old  Mohawk, 

I  have  seen,  for  many  an  hour, 

lovely  child  in  sunny  years, 
,  While  plucking  the  dewy  flowers : 
Touth  sat  upon  her  forehead  bright, 

Bewitchine  as  a  lark  ; 
Like  a  fairy  bright  she  tripped  alonf , 

On  the  banks  of  the  Old  Mohawk. 

Ah  !  methinks  I  see  her  now. 
With  those  eyes  of  fairest  blue  : 

They  told  a  tale  of  innocence, 

^^  ith  her  heart  so  pure  and  true  : 
,  The  witching  cadence  of  her  voice 

iWith  melody  was  fraught, 
8  music  sweet  ran  through  my  soul. 
On  the  banks  of  the  Old  Mohawk, 
ut,  alas !  there  came  an  evil  hour. 
And  our  hearts  are  lonely  now — 
[er  oyes  grew  dim,  and  the  dews  of  death 
Soon  gathered  on  her  brow . 
1  "hey  decked  her  form  with  roses  fair, 

And,  robed  in  spotless  white, 
{  he  sleeps  alone  'nealh  the  flowers  she  loved. 
On  the  banks  of  the  Old  Mohawk. 


The  Five  Cripple*. 

AJr  "Cork  Leg." 

Fiv«  eripples,  in  London,  for  a  spree 
A  iourney  went  in  the  country. 
Where  at  some  rural  Inn  they'd  sup 
To  gammon  the  flats  apd  have  a  flare  up. 

Ri,  too  ral,  A«. 

There  was  one  of  them  had  lost  an  eye. 

But  a  glass  one  did  its  place  supply : 

Another  had  got  a  row  of  false  teeth. 

And  a  third  he  had  two  ugly  club-feet.      Ri,  too,  Ao. 

A  fourth  he  had  a  neat  cork  pin. 

And  a  fifth  an  arm  so  fitted  in 

That  none,  who  saw  them,  would  suspeet 

But  what  their  limbs  were  aU  perfect.       Bi,  toe,  Ac. 

They  called  for  meat  and  drink  galore. 
Until  six  pound  they'd  run  or  more: 
Thev  sung  caroused  and  made  a  din. 
Such  as  ne'er  before  was  heard  at  that  inn. 

&i,  too  ral,  A«. 

The  Waiter  being  a  country  lad, 

Thought  the  party  were  all  mad  : 

He  served  them  with  ^at  fear  and  dread. 

Until  the  time  for  going  to  bed.       Ri,  too  ral,  Ae. 

And  when  the  time  for  bed  had  come, 

1  b«y  called  the  waiter  in  the  room. 

Said :  "VS' alter,  here  take  charge  of  this  eye  : 

And  another  said  :  Waiter,  put  these  teeth  by. 

Ri,  too  ral,  Ac. 

This  put  the  waiter  in  a  fright, 
Bis'bair  Uke  bristles  stood  upright. 
He  run  and  jumped  down  every  stair. 
And  told  his  master  five  devils  were  there. 

Ri,  too  ral,  Ac. 

"  Land  I  Sir,  such  strange  sights  I've  seen, 
I  wish  yon  had  but  up-stairs  been  : 
They're  pulling  off  lege  and  arms  like  ftin, 
An<f  they're  unscrewing  heads,  one  by  one." 

Ki  too  ral,  Ae. 

Thcry  sent  for  a  parson  to  come  and  pray 
To  try  to  drive  the  devils  away  : 
But  all  would  not  do,  till  a  soldier  came 
Saying  he  did  not  fear  the  devil's  name. 

Ri,  too  ral,  Ae. 

"  Now  a  sovereign  down  I'll  pay  to  thee 
To  rid  me  of  this  company  : 
Go  up  and  tell  them  if  they'll  go  away, 
Th<ir  shot  is  settled,  they've  nothing  to  pay." 

Ui,  too  ral,  Ao. 

The  soldier  smelled  through  all  the  spree, 
So  be  went  and  told  the  company  : 
They  laughed  to  think  they'd  nothing  to  pay. 
So  i^Kf  serewedon  tbsir  Inbaand  they  limpad  away. 

Ri,  too  ral,  Ae. 


■tf-': 


'  \'.'i  .  ■-••j". 
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The  Vorkhouse  Boy. 


The  cloth  TO*  laid  in  tlie  Torkhonse  hall, 

And  tb«  KTe>t-coata  hung  ou  the  Tbita-VMh«d  Tall  : 

Tlie  p:in()<>r«  all  vere  blithe  and  Ruy, 

Keeping  their  Ohriatmaa  linliday  : 

When  thH  maaiar  crlad  villi  a  rotialih  leer  : 

You'll  all  get  fat  on  jonr  ChrUtniat  cheer  : 

And  one  by  bla  look*  be  aeera<?d  to  »aj  : 

I'll  have  mora  a«up  on  thia  Chriitmaa  day  ' 

Ub  :  the  pour  Torktaoaae  boy,  he. 

At  length  all  of  ni  to  bed  roa-aent. 

The  l>oy  tos  niinslne    in  aearch  ve  Tent  : 

Ve  aoiiRlit  biiu  above    »«  nought  liim  lielOV,  :  * ' 

Ve  BOUirht  lilm  vitb  facea  uf  KTief  and  voo  ; 

Ve  aonght  bim  that  hour   ve  aoushl  hint  that  nifht, 

V-'  aoiig   t  lilm  in  fe«r.  and  ve  a»UKhl  hini  iu  frisbt  : 

Vb'-n  a  yniinK  panper  crie*     "  I  know  va  ahall 

Oct  Jolly  veil  vopt  for  looatuir  our  pall.  " 

OU  !  the  poor  vorkhoute  boy,  &0. 

Ve  aonsht  in  each  corner  ench  crevice  ve  knew, 
^a^ntibt  down  tb«  yiir<l  and  vo  koiikIii  up  tlio  flaa  : 
ve  aauKl't  in  e.ich  aaacc-puii    each  k<'ltln  and  pot. 
In  vatter-butt  I"Ol:«<t    1>nt 'found  In  in  not. 
And  veek«  fli'vr  on   ve  v^re  all  of  iia  told 
That  (omeboily  aalil  bed  l<eeu  biirk'il  and  sold  : 
Vben  oar  luaater  g<M»  out  the  purisliiounrs  vild. 
Cry  :  '■  There  goes  the  cove  (hat  buik'il  (lie  p  'or  child  •  " 
Ob  '  tbe  poor  vorkbnuae  boy   lie. 

At  length  the  aonp-eofipera  repair*  did  need, 

The  copperamitb  (;umo.  nn  I  then-  lie  seed 

A  dollop  of  hones  lay  crlzz  lug  there. 

In  the  leg  of  the  breeches  Ibe  boy  did  Tear. 

To  gain  his  fit)  the  )>o.v  did  stoop 

And    dreadful  to  tolL  be  Tos  boiled  In  the  «oup  '. 

And  ve  all  of  ua  aay  it.  and  xay  it  with  aneera  : 

That  he  voa  pusUeit  iu  by  (he  oversaero 

Oil  '  the  pour  vorkbouae  boy,  ko. 


Irish  BeflectioDS  on  Matrimony. 

I  O'Brien.  ]— Air  :  Dennis  Brulgrnddery. 

•  ' 

A  woman  with  one  eye  will  neVr  see  with  two, 
And,  when  she  is  manried.  that  one  may  see  Mae  : 
If  the  husband  is  heedless,  he  may  break  lier  heart — 
'Iwere  better  a  rope  had  OMule  such  a  man  short. 
^   r;.   ..  .  •:■'.':        ?    L>erry  down,  «to. 

Tf  a  wife  wanU  an  ens,  sbe  eannot  wash  clean  : 
'When  snug  in  her  coffin,  she  cannot  feel  pain  : 
.And  then,  if  her  gbOst  is  on  vengeance  inclined. 
She'll  itrajigle  tbe  bosbaud  that  she  left  behind. 

Derry  down,  «tc. 

A  woman  without  legs  is  not  fit  to  roam  : 
And  those  who  can't  tipple  abroad  will  at  home. 
A  woman  deprived  of  her  tongue  cannot  speak. 
But,  give  her  thia  member,  my  stars  I  how  she'll  squeak ! 

Derry  down,  di«. 

For  be4>f  that  is  roaatad  yoa  must  have  a  knife. 
And  when  you  are  married,  the  woman's  vour  wife  : 
if  she  t>io.  v  a  .,  .-'ur.  l:\e  the  beef,  roast  ner  well. 
And,  if  roasting  won  t  do,  sir,  then  baste  her  to  h — . 

Derry  dowo,  (&«. 

A  man  without  feet,  he  will  never  have  t^s  ; 
You  netii  noi  a  rnuff-box  if  you  have  no  noae  : 
I  vprived  of  youi'  toes,  sir,  you'll  never  have  corns. 
And,  in  lieu  of  a  liuM,  friend,  you  may  have  long  horns. 

Derry  down,  Ao. 

So  now  I'll  leave  off,  and  I'll  finish  all  strife, 
Since  a  man  that  ain't  married  can't  fight  with  his  wife  : 
And,  although  you  may  think  me  a  comical  elf, 
]f  you  want  any  more  songs, 

you  may  sin^  them  yonrtelf. 
I  Derry  down,  Ac. 

Bkip-pi-ty,  Nip-pi-ty,  Slack  So  Lah. 

.-.     ,.-  ■.  .  Snng  by  Ned  Tnmer.  '       ■ 

I  will  sInR  yon  a  song  of  a  beantlfnl  maid. 

Who  had  a  Urge  fortniia  :  fur.  an  it  waa  aaid. 

Her  dad's  name  was  Brown,  and  bis  first  name  wai  William, 

Witb  a  bead  juat  tbe  sbapo  of  a  big  watermellon — 

cnoRrs. 

With  my  Bkip-pl-ty,  nip-pi-ty.  slack  do  lah, 
Witb  my  beuah  go  slather  and  tic  dolonr-u, 
I  never  Bee  such  a  Slight  in  all  ray  life 
Aa  de  time  whau  I  tried  to  make  her  aay  wlfa. 

De  folka  dey  all  said  dat  when  ahe  went  to  bed. 
Dat  cariona  tblngi  went  right  atraiKht  tbrouth  her  head  ; 
8bs  thonsht  she  was  Rrem  with  tier  wonderful  pate. 
And  ahe  aaid  that  the  country  waa  in  a  bad  state— 

WlUt  my  akip-pl-ty,  &c 

Bay*  ahe :  "  I  win  m  affalatl  BatUamlB  Battav. 
Baeauaa  iooalBg  so  masir  avoo«a  Mi4  «a  la  •  flnttfc.  » 
Bat.  in  e;ttlng  baefMeak.  sbe  made  a  miitake, 
It  flaw  to  her  head,  and  it  biMtad  her  pate. 

With  my  iklp-pi-ty,  he. 


Tb5  Twig  of  tho  Shannon. 

On  the  beoQ  iful  banks  of  the  ■'Shannon, 

There  gri»  s  such  an  illagant  tree. 
And  the  fruit  that  it  bears  is  shiltnleb,        ' 

I've  a  spi'ig  of  it  here,  you  may  see. 
'Tie  the  remnant  of  all  luy  large  fortune,      '~ 

It's  the  frieml  that  ne'er  played -oie  a  triek. 
And  I'd  rather  lose  half  my  supportia' 

Thau  part  with  this  illagant  stick. 

CHORUS.        -  '     .      ' 

'Twas  a  delicate  sprig  in  the  sammer. 

When  I  first  cut  it  fi^m  the  tree,  * 

And  I've  kept  it  through  all  the  cold  weathar  i 

1-aix  !  the  sprig  of  shillaleh  for  me. 

It'a  the  porter  that  carried  my  Infjgage  : 

For,  I've  shouldered  it  many  a  iftile. 
And  from  thieves  it  will  safely  protect  m«. 

In  a  heftiilifiil  delicate  style. 
It  is  useful  for  rows  in  the  summer. 

And  when  winter  eotVics  on  witii  a  Btorm, 
If  voure  short  of  n  fine  in  the  cabin, 

You  can  burn  it  to  keep  youreelf  warm.  • 

'1  was  a  delicate  sprig,  d«. 

It's  a  friend  both  so  trxM  and  so  ooostant, 

Its  constancy  pen  eannol  paint  : 
For,  it  always  is  there  when  it's  wanted. 

And  sonieiinics  it's  there  when  it  ain't. 
It  beats  all  your  guns  and  your  rifles  : 

For,  it  goes  off  whene'er  you  desire, 
Aad  it's  sure  to  hit  whate'er  it's  aimed  Ct — 

For,  shillulebs  th«y  a^ver  piiss  fire. 

J  ,        "twas  a  delicate  aprig,  Ao. 

It's  a  talisman  ao  uptight  and  honest. 

Twenty  shillings  it  pays  to  the  pound  :   - 
So  if  ever  it  gets  you  in  debt,  sir. 

You  are  sure  to  be  paid,  I'll  be  bound. 
It  never  runs  up  a  long  score,  sir, 

In  trade  it's  not  given  to  hil, 
There's  no  danger  of  its  being  insolvent  : 

For,  it  always  paya  down  on  the  nail. 

j        '      •    'Twas  a  delicate  sprig.  Ac. 

And,  faith !  it  an  Irish  election. 

An  argument  striking  it's  there  : 
For,  with  brickbats  and  sprigs  of  the  ^hanace. 

We  see  things  go  all  right  and  souare. 
It's  then  there  s  no  bribery  at  all,  sir,  •• 

They' vote  as  they  like,  every  soul  : 
But  it's  no  use  opposing  shillaleh, 

Or  it's  sure  to  coqie  down  on  the  poll— 

I                 'Twas  a  delioaCe  sprig,  ^ 
f'     '  I   —'Hi  ■■    -. 

The  Kaid  of  Glasgow. 

Hufb  OB  t,  sliAggy  sea-worn  rock 

rroud  jultii^jj  o'er  the  roaring  flood. 
With  many  a  sigh,  aarf  wia4i^  look, 

Tbe  weeping  ataid  «f  Glasgow  stood. 
"  Blow  fair,  blow  C^,.4b«  «n«4,  sweet  gal*  I 

l;low  fair,  and  smootH^  Ibe  ragiog  sea  ; 
Be  kind  to  love^fiil  up  «aeh  sail. 

And  bring  my  Jamie  «af«  to  me.  " 

Light  sailing  o'er  the  foaming  surge. 

There  came  two  swans  of  fair  degree  : 
In  plaintive  notes  they  sang  the  dirge 

Of  British  sailors  gone  to  sea. 
"  Come,  tell,  sweet  birds,  come  tell  me  truth, 

iiy  your  white  breasts  and  sable  feet. 
Saw  yc  my  love— the  bravest  youth 

That  ever  sailed  iu  any  fleet  f  " 

"  Ah  !  maiden  fair,  by  love  opprest. 

Restrain  those  tears — 'tis  vain  to  weep  : 
Near  I'ortugnl  your  Jamie  i*st, 

I  n  the  cold  lx>s<>ii)  of  the  deep  I  ' 

Dark  was  the  night,  hid  wm  the  rock. 

And  rapid,  rapid  ran  the  stream.  " 
The  morning  dawned,  fair  Jenny  wok«. 

And  thanked  her  fate  it  was  a  dream.  .    '     .  ^ 

Loud  blew  the  post  his  warning  horn— 

Long  had  she  watched  the  welcome  sound— 
Quick  did  slie  glance  the  letter  o'er, 

^s  quickly  dropped  it  on  the  ground  ! 
From  her  flashed  cheek  the  blood  withdraw : 

With  weak  and  faltering  breath  she  oriej— 
•'  My  dream  is  true-  vain  life.  adi<  u  !  " 

Then  broke  her  heart — sank  down — and  died  I 


;  My  Bottll  and  Friend,    j ; 

With  tny  friend  and  my  glass  let  my  lime  pass  aw 
since  it  answers  no  end  to  be  dull,  I "II  be  goy  ; 
I  care  not  bow  others  tiieir  lifetime  may  sitend, 
So  I  have  my  Chloei,  my  bottle,  and  fnenu. 

Let  tlie  miser  with  rapture  his  guineas  behold, 
lie  may  value,  yet  ne  er  know  the  virltte  of  gold  ; 
With  nie  it  s  but  <fros*,  which  with  |>lea«iire  I  sp 
To  serve  but  my  neighbor,  my  mittress,  or  frieiic 

I/et  the  pedantic  preaoher  advise  wlmt  lip  nill. 
Of  wrong  or  of  right-  bi-  of  good  and  of  ill : 
r  neVef  ean  think  that  my  time  ill  I  spend 
If  1  strive  to  relieve  either  neighbor  or  friend. 

Then,  come,  my  companions, 

let's  push  round  the  gl 
'Tis  "  To  friendship  and  love  !  "  so  brisk  let  it  p 
A  nd  care  not  how  othera  tlieir  lifetime'  may  speoc 
So  we  can  enjoy  our  bottle  and  friend. 


Ned  Miieo. 


Ned  Mlun  loved  a  maid  called  Anna, 

Faiir  as  the  rose  in  June  was  she  : 
Ber  gentle  air  and  pleasing  manner 

Mmc  him  forget  nis  toil  at  sea. 
'  The  woW  was  given  to  sail,  ow  motDihf^, 

Fate  parted  thus  the  maid  and  youth  : 
But  not  befoTw— deception  scorning-^ 

They  bpth  had  vowtd  eternal  truth. 

Ked  scarce  had  left  his  blooming  Anna, 

before  a  suitor  came  to  woo,  « 

Who,  though  of  rough,  fen>cious  manner, 

Had  gold  in  store,  if  Fame  speaks  true  t      ' 
Which  made  her  flither  fix  next  morning 

For  thetrt  to  wed  .'—poor  Anna  slgbea->^ 
But,  yet,  all  dtsobedieinee  scol-nmg, 

Gave  np  her  love— then  pined  and  died  I 

Full  soon  arrived  the  fatal  stoVy     .  .  j    ' 

Of  what  poor  Anna  had  befel. 
To  Ned,  sngaged  in  his  country's  glory. 

Which  shocked  him  as  it  were  death's  knell  I 
"  Adieu,  eried  he,  to  bliss  for  ever. 

Since  Fate  me  Anna  has  denied  ! 
I  go,  said  he.  where  gold  oan'l  sever 

Troa  love  "—plunged  in  the  wave,  and  died  '. 


Waiting  for  Velly  near  Temple  Bar. 

I  ]aT»  a  little  charmer, 

Aad  Nelly  that's  h«'r  nanM  : 
Sbe  was  not  born  in  Irtndon, 

From  DeVanisliire  she  eame. 
One  evening,  strolling  doWn  the  stniid. 

Smoking  my'  cigar, 
I  met  my  pretty  little  ^feU, 

CloMby  'femple  Bar.      ;  I        - 

CHORCB. 

Waitiag  fer  Kell  near  Tem]^  Bar, 
Waiting  for  ViW  near  l>emp)e  Bar  : 
Eveiry  Kight.  when  the  gas  shines  bright, 
I'm  waiting  for  Nelly  near  Temple  Bar. 

She  leaves  off  her  work  at  eight, 

i  ofi'er  her  my  arm  : 
We  either  take  a  walk  or  else 

We  go  to  Uighbury  Bam  : 
To  tlie  Argyle  we  liAve  been. 

To  Music  Halls  as  well  : 
But  I  prefer  to  stay  at  home 

Along  with  little  Nell.  Chorus 

Since  I  have  known  my  Nelly, 

How  happy  I  have  been  1 
My  Nelly  is  the  fairest  girl 

Ttiat  ever  therfe  was  seen  : 
I  would  not  exchange  the  girl  I  love — 

For,  sbe  is  all  to  me — 
WUb  mv  Nelly  as  my  bride,  I     ' 

How  Aappy  J  shall  be  !  Ohoroa, 

We  shortly  shall  be  married. 

Then  happy  shall  I  be  : 
I  love  my  utUe  Nelly,  and 

I  know  that  sbe  loves  me. 
The  wedding  day  is  named, 

I'm  as  happy  as  a  king  : 
Aad  OD  the  day  I  'm  married, 

Tbe  bells  shall  merrily  ring—  Cboma. 
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i  am  a  Homely  Man. 

Written  tlid  Song  by  tony  Paatot— Air :  Th*  Albsa. 

-  .'    I  «M  not  born  »  handaome  man. 
The  reason  I  cannot  tell. 
But  tli»t  I  am  a  homely  "  eOM^  " 
"        Bedad.  air,  LkDOW  It  welL 
■:•■■..'  My  noso  it  ii a  bit  too  lOQK.  •  ; 

My  eyea  tbej  bave  a  qneor  Up^ 
-And  worst  of  all,  I  know  I  bav* 
An  ngl7  and  big  bare-Up,         -  s,  • 

CBORUB. 

;.  ■'     Iftan'lbeliere  It  ret  tUtnwt 

X^l  eneSfc  «ll  111  lore  witfc  «» 
■  "'  And  made  me  happy,  happy— yli^      ['■"''    «• 

Happy  aa  I  a'er  coQld  b*. 

BpoKXir  :  Tea,  I  tell  yon  I  present  a  eorry  pietSN  flar  • 
lover,  and  yet  it  waa  my  good  fortnua.  the  other  algbt, 
to  rencua  a  fair  dams«y  from  the  ittack  of  a  party  of  In- 
auItlDK  rufDans  I  offered  hnr  my  encort  home  and  waa 
glad  to  And  that  we  were  nelghbora  I  llTlng  at  42  and 
my  fair  lady  at  44  Juat  oppoalta.  Kext  day,  I  noalT«d  a 
not*,  wbicb  rau  aa  foilowa  : 

Sweet  air.  that  livea  at  forty-two, 
'  My  gratitude  ia  very  great. 

I  know  you're  tMaDtifal.  and  thai 

With  beroea  you  arc  a  mate. 
Last  night.  1  spent  iu  happy  dreamt^ 

And  I  s»w  yottr  handsome  face 
Smiling  sweetly  down  npoo  me, 
Urigbt  with  every  manly  grace. 

BroKKii :  Now,  jnst  imagine  an  ngly  ensa  like  me  w- 
ceiViiiK  BuCli  a  dear  tplktie  from  thch  a  loTsly  Creatore, 
aa  I  kn'iw  tliia  fair  correspondent  must  be.  Beaatifnl  ! 
yes  beaptifnl  aa  a  dream— From  bence  I  felt  that  I  ahoald 
not  regret  my  hideous  api>earance  alnoe  my  heroic  qoa- 
lltlea  bad  made  me  api>ear  sweet  and  beantlful  In  the 
eyea  of  one  of  eartb  a  uireat  dangbtera. 

I  ean't  belit?*,  Ae. 

.  Kext  night.  I  also  dreamed  a  dreaaa,  ^      .., 

I  lovhd  and  I  was  belored  : 
.     In  fancy  o'er  Iba  tbemes  of  bllM 

m  Joyfnineas  I  roTed—  ,  .    -■  • 

r     :  ■  I  Woke,  and  lo  !  a  blUet-donz 
•.■  ••,;'       Lay  nestled  benralb  the  door  > 

■  lly  walling  Joy  wa«  liKhter  now,  .    •      •     < 

And  my  heart  thrilled  to  the  oMi. 
SroKlif  :  Bat  alas  '.  bow  snaky  are  the  eaeUea  wbleh 
we  baild  !  WoDld  yon  l>ellsTa  it?  the  lovely  crestare 
who  bad  written  to  uie,  the  day  prevlona  easbliip  all  over 
witb  gratitude  and  admiration  a^ut  nie  a  oold  letter, 
aaking  me  not  to  take  to  heart  anjrbiDg  ahe  had  written, 
aa  ahe  waa  a  wayward  bitter -thing  and  often  did  very 
foolish  things  '  Blie  added  that  she  bad  watched  for  an 
opportnnity.  and  had  caught  aglimpae  of  me  the  day  fol- 
lowing the  sending  of  her  flrat  note,  and  my  dignified 
appearanoe  convinced  ber  that  abe  bad  dona  a  foolish 
thing.  I  tore  the  letter  In  pieoes,  frautipally  paced  the 
room,  cnrsed  the  ingratitude  of  the  boman  race,  and  con> 
eluded  by  aiuglng : 

•  I  oaa'ibaUeT*,  ho. 

,  ••  I  am  a  gay  old  bichelor  now, 

Bnt  I'm  fat  and  hale  and  rlok  t 
\-t  often  meet  that  fooliah  girl, 
A  faded,  snaring  old  witch. 
She  mirried  soon  a  handsome  BUB, 

Dut  he's  liouiell'-r  than  me  : 
He's  bloated  and  ain't  got  a  cent, 
A  slave  to  gin  and  wb laky. 

Ican>tbeIievia,*o 

Always  Think  Before  You  SpealC 

Word*  by  Frank  W.  Oreea— Xaalo  by  Alfred  Xaae. 

■  Hy  adTlea.  if  it  yon  seek. 

'  U  lint  almple  iu  its  way  :  .   ..   v 

Ere  yon  ope  yonrniouth  to  speak, 

Think  of  what  you're  going  to  aay. 
Bnrrled  words  will  oft  canae  pain.      * 
Where  yoju  would  nut  wound  at  alL 
Then  repentance  cornea  In  Tain — 
Por,  the  speech  yon  can't  reoalL 
,.    .    :    ■  CIIORCS. 

Always  think  before  yon  speak, 

Worda  are  strong  when  Judgment'g  WMk  : 
If^'ou  friendship  a  baud  would  aeek, 
Tbiuk  before  yon  speak,  boys. 

i' When  a  maiden's  band  is  sought. 
And  Khc  s  a»krd  if  she  will  wed, 
Oft 'wlthont  a  second  thongbt       ■  -    ' 

la  the  answer  quickly  aaid.  \. 

Be  it  yea  or  be  it  uay, 

Ere  a  jear  or  two  1  as  passed, 
Otton  docs  she  rno  the  day 

That  her  tongue  ran  «a  ao  fiMb  OlwiCg. 

From  a  rash  and  hasty  speech 

Quarrels  often  »i. I  ariao  :  ■; 

Weigh  your  words  then.  I  beaeecb. 

If  a  quiet  lifo  }ou  prize. 
Then  when  you  those  words  recall,  * 

And  you've  put  them  to  the  test 
.  Toil  n ill  own  tiiat  after  all 

Soconil  tboutibtaarealwaya  bflat.1         Obonu, 
.         .'     Tbnugbileaa  luea  w;(ll  talk  aatil 

Tlicy  fu;;;.  t  what  they  li.ve  e.ild  : 
■  ..  Do  ihey  know  •'  the  ti,nsue  thal'a  atill  .;  '! 

s'.v:  ■'■•.      Of'.cn  eUowa  the  wisest  bead  }  " 
Tl;ie  and  words  they  rnly  waste 

Wi'h  their  tongues' nnceaalng  flow  :...••    -'_-^'- 
Those  who  alwajs  speak  In  haste 
Very  seldom  wiadom  ahow.  Otaoma. 


Matilda  Strawberry. 

Bang  by  Hed  Toraaf. 

IKTRODUOTIOK.  .,< 

Kor,  dsrk]«8,  here  we  mn  aaaembled  All 

To  please  the  ladies  and  gentlemen  in  this  hdll : 

Then  flying  from  grief,  we  11  sing  "  let  aa  be  gsj,  " 

And  send  Dan  I'ucker  supperlees  away, 

Not  e'en  inrite  bitn  in  our  minstrel  fun. 

To  wait  till  Jennie  gets  her  hoe-«Ake  doM  : 

Then  shake  the  Bones,  and  strike  the  Tamboo,  too, 

And  ahow  (be  white  folks  all  what  w«  oaa  do. 


Yon  may  talk  about,  the  big  snn-dowgr, 

1  he  gal  that  winked  at  me  : 
Bnt  r  deolare  none  can  compare     - 

With  Matilda  Strawberry. 
This  Turtle-dove  I  dearly  loTe,  %; 

To  me  I  know  she's  true  : 
She's  six  feet  tall,  h«r  ftet  are  amall, 

She  wears  a  sixteen  shoe. 

CHORUS. 

Salute  your  partners,  down  the  middll^  ;V- 

'Jake  this  darkie'S  hand  :  '.'/i/--- 

Sound  the  banjo,  h«air  the  fiddle,  • 

8he'a  ^he  prettiest  in  the  land.  ; 

She's  pretty  and  she's  learned,  too, 

She's  been  to  boarding  school  :  . :. 
She's  liandsome  as  an  elephant, 

And  graceful  as  a  mule  : 
When  we  walk  out,  we're  talked  Abont, 

We  are  the  belle  and  beau  :  .•; 

Oh  !  I  look  neat,  and  she  looks  sweet 

In  yellow  calico. 

S»lute  your  paitaff^ j^ 

I'm  happy  as  the  dny  is  long  : 

For,  elie  is  all  my  own  — 
I'm  going  to  cork  my  charmer  up,        .:'  ^'  • 

And  sell  her  for  cologne.  -; 

Her  eyes  are  bright,  she's  my  deligbii^    ;   ' 

She's  happy,  gay  and  free  : 
Oh  !  it  is  true — what  I  tell  yott 

Of  Matilda  Strawberry. 

Salute  your  partners,  Ae. 

The  Gymnastic  Wife.   . 

Bang  by  Tony  Paalac. 


tMM  fWlts  tbfnk  women  ongUis^ 

Alblatia.  nuMcnlar.  atroog  : 
Aiaa  j  I  uaed  to  think  ao.  too 

Whan  I  o<i«rtrd  Lnclnda  Lone. 
When  a  tnm*  girl,  she  tiira  could  do 

Over  aiz  good  milea  an  boor. 
And  in  the  way  of  feata  of  airaogth  ■'- 

Bhe'd  uioat  nxitaaxABLX  power. 

Biocwc    Sometimeal  wish  Miaa  Long  had  nmalned 
Hiaa  IiOBg  moeh  longer  :  fer- 
ity wife'a  ae  atrong  and  all  day  leaf 

Rhe  frfgbteaa  ma  eat  of  my  lids  : 
Wbst«r«r  yon  do  on  :  wnanyu  yen  Ao, 
Don't  have  a  oyuiaastic  Wife  ! 

I  married  sweet  Lnoiad*  Long.         ,.■■-..'-;, 

And  blessed  the  Ineky  catch  : 
Bnt  soou  found  out  she  waa  BO  atrong, 

I  waa  not  RBAB  ber  match.: 
For.  at  oar  wedding  breakfast,  oh  i  ''.     .  - 

She  gave  the  guests  a  tsxat 
By  8''illug  me  by  the  liair  of  my  head. 

And  lifting  me  off  wy  feet. 

For,  my  wife's  ao  atrang,  Jte. 

Insteadof  walking  down  the  slaira,  ... 
She'll  c'ear  the  flight  at  a  bound,  ' ' 
Catch  bold  of  me  by  the  tail  of  my  OOet,   '  -. 

And  awing  nie  round  and  round  : 
Bbe  throws  iiulf-bandred  weights  aboot,  '.'.. 

And  twirls  the  Indian  club. 
Or  balances  two  cbairs  and  the  cat 
On  top  of  the  waabiug-tub. 
Spokkr  :  And  frequently  winds  np  ber  performances 
by  tUiowiug  uu  ASTocMOliiO  comeraault  from  the  water- 
butt  on  to  the  das  -bin. 

For.  my  wife's  so  atrong.  Ac 

She  does  the  dnmb-bells  twice  a  day, 

{  A  horrible  welKhl  they  are  :  J 
.     V  .       In  the  garden  ahe'R  fixed  a  high  trapese    -;.'   • 

And  a  horizontal  bar  : 
And  there  she  sports  Iter  lovely  form 

To  the  neighbors  wbo  eome  and  stare    : 
To  oee  my  wife,  tbe  pride  of  my  life, 

'V./'"  Oulng  round  and  round  in  the  sir.  ';'■":.' 
SpoxEN  :  On  practicing  the  somewhat  diffic'iU  Cent  of 
hsucing  br  her  rychrows.  if  I  dareremonatrste  witli  ber 
she  tbreateuH  lo  throw  me  Into  the  next  street :  Knys 
she's  ci-rtiin  aha  could  do  it  <  nee  in  Ibrwe  times.  Hor- 
ror !  I  believe  alM  could,  too  :  fur — 

If y  wlfs'a  so  atnng,  Ac. 


il 
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Sow  do  You  Like  My  Feet  I 

Bnng  by  Med  Turner. 


As  I  was  walking  out  one  day, 

la  taia  muddy  weather. 
I  saw  a  Ctrl  wl  A  pretty  fee* 

Cased  in  luoroeco  leather. 
She  amiled  at  me.  I  winked  at  heri 

And  then  I  Oioaved  the  atreet. 
When  turning  ronnd  abe  aald  to  me  : 

"  How  do  yon  like  my  feet  ?  ' 

CBOflCTa. 

Bays  I :  ••  Blesa  the  rain,  and  bless  tke  alneii 

Thai  make  this  mnddy  waataac. 
Bo  I  can  see  your  pretty  fbet 

Cased  in  morocco  leaUier !  " 

Bbe  wore  a  handsome  watarMI, 

And  a  new-fkahioned  t>ooiiet. 
One  of  the  lateat  fsabion  sarki 

With  sboaldar.etraps  upon  It : 
Ber  drees  she  lifted  out  the  mnd. 

As  she  tripped  o'er  the  street : 
I  really  tho«ight  that  I  should  Mnt, 

She  had  auch  pretty  feet  \ 

Says  I :  "  Blees.  A«. 

I  walked  apart  and  looked  arcmnd. 
She  looked  at  n>e  and  smiled  : 

I  Biaekened  np  my  pace  a  bit. 
And  spoke  to  ber  quite  mild. 

We  were  Joat  by  Taylor's  l»(g  saloon- 
Says  she  :  '  Won't  you  stand  treat 't  " 

I  oooM  not  well  refuse  ber  .  fbr. 
She  bud  snob  pretty  feet  ■ 

Ssys  I :  "  Blesa  ae. 

We  want  In  there  refknshments  bad  : 

I  thoagbt  that  I  bad  woo  her. 
Bot  when  we  came  out  says  sbe  :  *'  Oood-bye  \  " 

And  tripped  around  the  comer. 
I  went  right  bOM.e  and  went  to  looat. 

But  found  I  coald  not  sleep  : 
Vor,  right  before  my  ejea  I  tttoaght 

J  saw  those  charming  feet ' 

Says  I :  "  Bleaa,  Ac. 
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Stonghton  BitterSi 

Song  by  Ned  Tttmer. 

f  you'll  just  list  a  little  while, 

A  little  aong  I  '11  sing  you  : 
.  ^od  if  it  does  not  make  yon  tmfleb ' 

Why.  then,  I  dull  must  call  yoo.; 
it's  of'^Jane  Dove— she  fell  in  lore. 

And  made  each  heart  a  weeper  : 
ler  afFeetions  the  beetowed  upon 

A  heartless  young  bar-keeplr. 

CUOBCS. 

ith  love  for  her  he  crazy  was. 
His  heart  was  torn  in  fiiitcrs  : 

name  I've  heard  was  l<urzy  P.ird, 
liut  they  called  him  Stoughlon  bitten. 

ghton  Bitters  he  was  four  f>ot  twn^ 
And  be  dressed  up  in  tlie  fashioii  : 
ad  mupf  clianps  his  face  peeped  through, 
Jane  thought  be  was  quite  dashing. 
The  "  knocking  down  "  be  done  up  brown, 
'    Hd  went  it  steep,  or  steeper : 
Be  had  plenty  ««sh  to  cut  a  dash, 
Thisgallus  young  bar-keeper, 

\\  lib  love  for  her,  Ae. 

Btoughton  Hitters,  he  was  wide-awnko. 

And  talked  as  sweet  as  honey  : 
And  to  Mif^s  UoTc  he  love  did  make, 

Because  she  liad  mucli  money. 
Her  bank  Account  was  a  large  amount. 

And  lie,  than  Uld  Nick  deeper, 
Snys  :   '•  Very  soon  I'll  have  her  pile,  " 

'Ihis  deceitful  young  bai-- keeper. 

With  love  for  her,  ^c. 

When  ^tongliton  Bitters  got  the  cosh. 

He  for  Jersey  City  started  : 
With  a  waiter  gal  lie  cut  a  dasli. 

And  left  Mies  Dove  broken-hearted. 
■  Bis  victim  has  been  put  to  be<l, 

And  hasn't  since  been  a  sleeper. 
To  think  that  she'd  l)een  done,  'In  said, 

liy  this  criKl  young  bar-keep<-r. 

With  love  f.w  licr,  <tc. 


"Are  the  pictures  which  yon  brotight  home 
from  Kutope  all  landscapes  ?  "  said  an  artist  to 
Mrs.  fehoday,  one  day.  •'"  Ix>rd  >)Uss  you,  no  !  re- 
plied the  indigbiHit  lady,  Uicy're  il«  jiaintin's  !  " 
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Two  Handred  Poands  Eeward. 
(  Continued. ) 


)i<i    to  the  CAUM  of  death  of  the  deceased 

Bartlioloniew  Goldsworthy.  they  had  a  right,  and 
were  indoeil  bound,  to  hear  everybody  likely  to 
throw  liirht  upon  the  matter.  This  was  legally 
comet  .'iiougli ;  the  order  to  bring  forward  Mrs. 
Warren  was  repealed,  and  after  a  delay  of  about 
ten  niinnus,  ehe  was  supported  into  the  room  b^  a 
nurse  and  assistant,  and  oeated  in  a  chair  almost  in  a 
fainting  slate,  and  looking  ns  pale  and  convulsively 
agiUte<l  as  her  husband  on  the  previous  evetiing 
at  my  ii'mse.  After  a  short  pause  the  examination 
proceeded . 

Kichnni  Warren,  I  should  sUte,  was  not  present, 
the  c»r<<n.-r  not  deeming  his  jiresence  essential  in 
the  prcmnt  stage  of  inquiry.  A  whispered  cau- 
tion from  liiiu  a  minute  or  two  previous  to  Mrs. 
Warren's  entrance,  informed  nie  moreover,  that 
she  was  igtiorant  of  her  husband  being  in  custody. 

I  lie  slalement.  elicited  with  much  difficulty, 
fro!ti  S\t*.  ^Varren.  was  in  substance  this; — "On 
the  |>revi'>iia  evening  she  had  found  "herself  much 
better,  anci  her  husband,  about  nine  o'clock,  left 
her  to  proct-eil  something  more  than  a  mile  beyond 
Haiiipsleaii.  on  ])articulnr  business.  About  eleven 
o'clock  the  nurse  w«'nt  lioine,  promising  not  to  be 
gone  more  than  an  hour.  Mrs.  Warren  supposed 
she  must  have  been  some  time  asleep  afterwards, 
when  she  was  awoke  by  a  noise  of  struggling  and 
half-stiflid  cries  in  the  adjoining  bedroom — her 
father's  Starting  up  in  bed.  she  drew  a  curtain 
from  before  a  smiill  window  in  the  partition  which 
looked  into  Mr.  Goldsworthy's  room,  and  saw,  hy 
the  dim.  uncertain  moonlight,  her  father,  in  his 
night-dress,  slruggliog  in  the  grasp  of  a  man. 
She  was  so  teiritied.  so  panio-stnoken,  that  al- 
though she  strove  with  all  her  might  to  call  for 
assistance,  ahe  conid  not  do  so,  and  remembered 
nothing  more  till  restored  to  consciousDess  by  the 
nurot'  a  little  before  one  o'clock.'' 

Iht-re  was  a  dead  silence  for  a  few  minntes 
after  .Mrs.  Warren  ceased  speaking,  broken  by  the 
coroiier,  who,  after  whkpering  witli  a  detaotive, 
said,  in  his  mildest  tone*,  "  Vou  noticed  the  dress, 
I  believe,  .Mrs.  Warran,— the  coat,  at  least,  which 
the  man  you  taw  struggling  with  your  lather 
wore  ?" 

ilow  shall  I  deseriba  the  sudden  flashing  change 
that  passed  over  the  wife's  pale  features  upon 
bearing  this  question  ?  It  seemed  that  an  unseen 
dags«  r  struak  her,  or  that  a  serpent  memory  or 
euspioioo  had  been  awakened  by  it  into  life.  In  a 
moment  she  bad  hidden  her  face  in  her  outspread 
palms,  whilst  a  coDvalsiva  shudderiDg  latibly 
passed  through  and  shook  her  frame. 

After  a  brief  pause,  the  oorqaer  proo«eded  with 
his  inquisitioD.  mildly  as  before. 

"  Yoo  told  tbe  nursa,  I  hear,  Mrs.  Warren,  dar- 
ing the  first  agitated  moments  that  followed 
your  restoration  to  oonaoiousnesa,  that  the  robber 
and  assassin  wore  a  light  brown  paletot,  with 
pearl  buttons — the  same  kind  of  coat,  in  fact," 
added  the  eoroner,  in  a  tone  subdued  involuntarily 
by  the  terrible  suggestion  his  words  conveyed, 
"  the  same  kind  of  coat,  in  fact,  that  your  hus- 
band usually  wears  ?" 

The  convulsive  tremor  by  which  the  wretched 
wife  was  shaken,  as  if  with  a  paroxysm  of  ague, 
increased  in  violence,  but  no  words  replied  to  the 
coroner's  question.  "  Nay,"  persisted  the  func- 
tionary, '•  you  have  beeir  heard,  when  no  doubt 
fancying  no  one  was  within  earshot,  to  directly 
and  vehemently  accuse  your  husband  to  his  fitce 
of  being  the  assassin  of '' 

"Itoouldnot  be!"  screamed  the  wife  distractedly, 
.and  springing  from  the'  chair  to  her  feet,  "  It  is 
fafse  ;  or,  if  true,  I  must  have  been  crazed — mad ! 
Oh,  heavens!"  She  had  fainted,  and  was  im- 
mediately carried  out  of  the  room  in  a  state  of 
rigid  insensibility. 

Dr.  Henslop,  of  Newman  Street,  remarked  that, 
although  there  had  been  at  one  time  apprehen- 
sion of  fever  in  Mrs.  'Warren's  case,  he  was  quite 
sure  her  mind  had  never  been  in  the  slightest 
degrae  affected. 

The  next  witness  was  Martha  Riddel,  the  nurse ; 
tba  had  returned  to  Kewman  Passage  about  a 
quarter  to  one,   baring   been   detained   at  home 


longer  than  she  ihlended.  Just  as  she  reached 
Mr.  Goldsworthy's  door,  she  noticed  the  sljadow 
of  a  man,  ns  she  thought,  in  Mr.  Warren's  work- 
shop, passing  quickly  about,  and  now  and  then 
stooping  down  ;  onoe  she  tlMtuglit  there  were  two 
persons  in -the  luft.  but  on  looking  more  atten- 
tively, concluded  that  the  dim  moonlight  had 
deceived  her ;  she  wondered  rather  that  Mr.  War- 
ren, who  she  knew  hndgoneto  llampetead,  shoud 
be  in  his  workshop  at  that  lime  of  night,  and 
thought  she  would  mention  it  to  Mrs.  Warren, 
whom,  on  entering  the  house,  which  site  did  with 
a  latch-key,  and  proceeding  up-slairs  to  her  l>ed- 
room,  she  found  lying  acroK»  the  Wd,  fainted 
away.  Upon  enming  to  herself,  she  ssemed  to  be 
for  some  minutes  in  a  kind  of  distraoUd  maze, 
and  told  witness,  first,  that  a  man  in  h«r  hus- 
band's coat — then  that  her  husband  himself — had, 
she  was  sure,  robbed  and  murdered  her  father. 
Witness  then  gave  the  alarm,  just  upon  which 
Mr.  Warnen  hmiself  came  hurrying  up-stairs, 
looking,  witness  thought,  very  pale  and  scared. 
She  was  sure  he  had  on  the  light  brown  paletot  he 
generally  wore.  Mrs.  Warren  fainted  away  again 
at  the  sight  of  her  husband,  and  the  house  was 
soon  afterwards  filled  with  people. 

In  reply  to  Mr.  M'Intyre,  who,  by  the  way,  had 
obtained  a  brief  interview  with  Ricliard  Warren, 
the  nurse  said  that  the  uppei^coat  was  always 
hanging  up  in  the  passage  when  not  worn  by  Mr. 
Warren  ;  that  the  street-door  opened  with  a  very 
common  sort  of  latch-key,  and  that  Purtleet  and 
his  journeyman,  who  were  packing-case  makers, 
and  worked  in  the  lower  part  of  Mr.  Warren's 
workshop,  were  quite  familiar  with  the  house  and 
its  ways.  She  certainly  had  thought  at  one  time 
that  she  saw  the  shadows  of  tieo  men  crossing  to 
and  fro,  and  stooping  down,  in  the  upper  floor  of 
the  workshop,  but  had  come  io  the  conclusion 
that  she  must  have  been  mistaken.  Mr.  Golds- 
worthy's  bureau,  she  further  deposed,  as  well  as 
a  large  tin  box,  kept  in  bis  bearoom,  had  been 
wrenched  open,  and  all  the  gold  and  silver  they 
contained,  supposed  to  be  a  large  sum,  carried  off. 
She  further  aoded,  that  the  kt-y  of  the  left-door 
was,  sba  believed,  generally  carried  by  Mr.  War- 
ren in  his  coat  pocket. 

The  detective  gave  the  finishing  stroke  to  this 
evidence.  In  the  tightened  grasp  of  the  deceased 
he  had  found  a  small  pieae  of  light  brown  cl  tb, 
matching  precisely  with  a  rent  m  Kichard  Wor- 
ren's  upp«r-oo«U,  and  torn  off.  as  he  Xthe  de- 
tective) supposed,  if  what  had  been  stated  was 
true,  in  the  death-struggle.  Ha  had  also  dis- 
covered about  ten  pounds  in  gold  and  silver  con- 
cealed under  the  floor  of  Richard  Warren's  work- 
shop, but  the  amoaDt  carried  away,  he  waa  bound 
to  add,  was  known  to  exceed  five  handred  pounds. 

This  was  more  than  sufficient,  and  the  inqoest 
was  adjourned  to  the  next  day,  when  Richard 
Warren  would  be  present,  and  the  evidence  be 
red  over  and  subscribed,— a  nsedlesa  oereinony, 
like  the  presence  of  the  accused  at  these  alto- 
gether ex-parU  proceedings. 

Kichard  Warren's  statement  in  explanation  did 
not  in  the  least  mend  his  position.  He  had  trone 
to  a  friend  living  beyond  Hampstead  to  borrow  a 
sum  of  money  for  a  pressing  occasion  ;  but  judging, 
on  arriving  there,  from  the  closed  shutters,  and 
the  absence  of  lights,  that  his  friend  had  retireil 
with  his  family  to  bed,  he  refrained  from  disturbing 
him  and  returned  home  empty-handed  as  he  went. 
lie  had  neglected  to  take  his  upper-coat  with  him ; 
but  on  re-entering  his  home,  and  seeing  it  hang 
up  as  usual  in  the  p&ssage,  he  had  slipped  it  on, 
ns  he  knew  his  wife  would  be  vexed  it  she  knew 
he  had  gone  out  on  such  a  bitter  cold  night  with- 
out it.  It  was  easy  to  see  that  neither  the  coroner 
nor  one  of  the  jury— keen,  far-scanning,  astute 
gentlemen  all  of  them  — believed  a  word  of  4.his 
simple  story,  and  a  verdict  of  "Wilful  murder" 
against  Richard  Warren  was  quickly  returned  by 
a  majority  of  seventeen  to  one,  that  one  being  my- 
self, much,  I  could  see,  to  the  disgust,  amongst 
others,  of  my  facile  friend  the  beadle,  to  whose 
kindness  I  was  indebted  for  my  place  in  the  jury. 

The  inquest-verdict,  would,  I  doubted  not,  De 
ratified  by  the  Old  i^ailey  jury.  1  he  wife's  evi- 
dence and  reported  expressions  had  been  printed 
and  enlarged  upon  in  every  neW8pa|>er  in  the 
metropolis  ;  and  however  gravely  tlie  judge  might 
warn  the  jurors  to  banish  from  their  minds  all 


they  had  prnvionsly  heard — which  they  could 
alx>ut  as  easily  do  as  banish  their  own  iJenlity 
from  their  minds — would,  I  was  quite  certain,  in- 
sure Richard  Warren's  conviction,  if  the  evidence 
that  could  be  legally  adduced  at  the  trial  were  of. 
the  fiiiiilesl,  fliiMsiest  kind — which,  however,  it 
was  not  by  any  means,  as  wilHiave  been  seen. 

Still,  there  were  many  weak  as  well  as  favor- 
ably suggestive  points  about  the  evidence,  even 
to  those  who,  not  knowing  the  accused  as  I  did, 
could  not  examine  it  by  the  light  of  his  pure  and 
blameless  life  and  character.  Where,  in  the  time,  - 
could  he  have  effectually  concealed  the  large  sum  , 
in  gold  and  silver  that  had  been  carried  off?  the 
ten  pounds  that  had  been  discovered  was  obvi- 
ously a  pliint,  and  the  'two  figure  shadows  which 
the  woman  Riddel  had,  1  felt  convinced,  seen— to 
whom  could  they  iMjint  but  to  Purfleet  and  his 
man,  who  were  both  -familiar  with  the  ways  of 
Goldsworthy's  house,  intimate  with  Warren,  and  ■ 
had  access  by  a  common  .door  to  his  workshop  ? 
Mr.  M  Intyre  conoided  perfectly  in  my  opinion  ; 
and  Mrs.  Warren,  who  was  half  distracted  with 
grief,  remorse,  and  dread,  being  enabled  by  her 
father's  will,  bequeathing  all  his  estate  real  and 
personal,  to  her  exclusively,  to  furnish  us  with 
ample  funds,  a  cliver  dstective's  services  were 
engaged,  and  other  springs  carefully  set  to  en- 
snare and  convict  the  real  murderer  or  mui^^erers. 

No  positive  result  was,  however,  for  a  long  time 
obtained,  and  the  Old  Bailey  Session  was  already 
unpleasantly  near,  when  the  detective  suggested, 
as  a  last  resource,  that  a  reward  of  £20U  should 
be  advertised  for  the  discovery  of  the  perpetrator 
of  the  crime,  payable  to  any  accomplice  in  the 
deed  except  the  actual  murderer,  and  roundly 
promising  impunity  under  the  prescribed  condi-  : 
tions  to  the  informer. 

'-  I'his  may,  parbaps,"  said  tbe  detectirs,  "cause 
that  Jenkins,  Master  Purfleet's  journeyman,  who  ' 
has  so  suddenly  Tanished,  to  turn  up ;  and,  at  all 
events,  it  is  worth  trying." 

It  was  tried,  and  bore  fruit  with  magien]  celerity. 
The  bills  had  not  baen  posted  twelve  honrs  when  . 
the  detective's  agents  apprized  him  that  Purfleet  '■ 
was  selling  his  trade-stoclc  for  anything  he  could 
get  for  it,  evidently  with  the  intention  to  bolt.     A  ' 
closer  watch  than  ever  was  kept  upon  the  fellow's 
motions,    who,  on  the  evening  of  the  third  day 
from  th«  issue  of  the   maoacing   advertisement, 
fetched  a  cab  and  packed  it  with  his  boxes,  which 
were  labelled.  "  James  Dixon,  passage,  l^iverpool. 

At  that  moment  the  detective  made  bis  appear- 
ance, exclaiming,  "  Oh,  these  are  your  packages, 
are  they,  friend  Dixon,— or  Nix'em — which  is  it, 
eh  ?  Or  might  not  the  name  of  I%onuu  Purfleet 
suit  you  as  well,  or  better ¥" 

The  villain  seemed  turned  into  stone  as  by  the 
stroke  of  an  enohanter's  wand,  as  the  officer's 
words  of  doom  smote  ufton  his  ear.  Presently 
tbe  thick  perspiration  odCed  throngh  hia  alammy 
forehead  ;  bis  knees  smote  each  other,  and  his 
quick,  gasping  breath  barely  enabled  him  to 
articulate,  in  an  accent  of  utter  despair,  "  I  see  it  - 
all  now,  and  that  I  am  a  dead  man !  This  is 
Jenkins's  Soing!" 

"  Perhaps  so;  but  this  packet  of  valuables  would,  ^ 
I  think,  do  for  you  without  his  aid.     Come  along! 
it  is  always  at  the  last  pinch,  you  know,  that  the 
devil  deserts  his  mates.     Now,  then  1" 

Instead  of  Richard  Warren,  Thomas  Purfleet 
and  Isaac  Jenkins  were  tried  at  the  ensuing  Old 
bailey  Sessions  for  the  murder  of  Bartholomew 
Goldsworthy,  found  guilty,  and  sentenced  to  be 
hanged.  Purfleet  underwent  the  extreme  penalty  ; 
but  the  judgement  to  die  passed  upon  Jenkins  was 
commuted  to  transportation  for  life. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Warren  still  live  in  comparative 
affluence,  and  have  a  numerous  family.  Richard 
\N  arren  told  me,  for  perhaps  the  hundreth  time, 
the  other  day,  that  after  the  first  hour  or  so  of 
panic  he  never  for  an  instant  doubted  of  a  true 
ileliverance,  a  confidence  which  in  all  cases,  I 
grieve  to  say,  baa  not  been  so  happily  realized. 

THX  XND 


When  is  a  house  like  a  bird?     When  it  has 
wings. 

1  he  gem  cannot  be  polished  without  friction, 
nor  man  perfected  without  adversity. 
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The  Murrnmindi  Nugget. 


H  WAS  aarely  the  hotest  Cbristmas  Day  tmli 
i^yJney  liad  ever  knuwu.  Tli»  atniosplier*  was 
stifling,  and  the  sun  poured  down  his  rays  as  if 
he  meant  to  scorch  up  everything  beaeatii  him. 
Not  A  leaf  stirred,  not  a  npple  dhtnrbed  the 
glassy  surface  of  the  waters  of  Port  Jackson ; 
flowers  hung  their  beauteous  heads,  birds  sought 
the  shade,  and  there  remained,  with  open  beaks 
and  lialf  unfolded  wings,  while  the  constant  and 
monotonous  iiuni-hum  of  loouata  filled  the  air 
with  a  wearisome,  aching  sound. 

Uui,  despite  the  excessive  heat,  the  streets  were 
filled  with  pedistriani — with  men  and  women 
dressed  in  light  fabrics.  Tlieir  pace  was  slow, 
but  their  umbrellas  and  sunshades  were  carried 
with  diligent  hands.  They  did  not  appear  to  be 
considerably  di:<lrcS8ed  by  the  weather ;  it  was 
Christmas  Day,  and  everybody  wore,  or  teemed  to 
wear,  a  holiday  look. 

Everybody  did  I  say  ?  Alas,  no  !  He  whose 
garments  are  all  threadbare,  whose  boots  are 
almost  Boleless,  has  a  face  which  bears  on  it  the 
stamp  of  want  and  sorrow. 

He  is  tall,  and  bears  himself  with  a  certnin  air 
of  good  breeding.  Ue  would  be  handsome,  too, 
were  but  his  cheeks  less  colorless  and  lean.  Ila 
is  walking  on  the  shaded  side  of  the  road,  with 
his  gloveless  hnnds  thrust  into  his  empty  troneer- 
pockets,  and  his  napless  hat  pulled  far  over  his 
Drow.  Ho  looks  at  no  one  ;  he  etrides  on  and  on, 
with  his  gaze  seeking  the  ground.  People  pass 
hjm  on  thij  side  and  on  that,  jolting  bis  elbow  at 
every  turn ;  yet  he  raises  not  his  eyes  ;  he  still 
proceeds  onward,  with  a  dogged  sturdiness  of 
purpose,  as  if  be  bad  some  important  object  in 
view. 

but,  on  the  contrary,  c[uite,  he  has  no  earthly 
purpose  before  him  ;  he  is  a  penniless,  homeless 
man,  and  he  going— he  knows  not  whitlier. 

Ue  slept  in  the  Government  domain  last  night, 
and  this  morning  he  breakfasted — on  air. 

Yet  this  man  had  once  reposed  on  a  bed  of  down, 
been  fed  on  choice  and  delicate  viands,  and  been 
surrounded  by  kind  and  oflfectionate  friends. 
And,  moreover  than  that,  he  had  known  a  woman's 
love — the  love  of  one  younger  than  himself,  and 
fairer  f.'tr  than  you  can  picture  her  in  fancy. 

The  church  Dells  were  ringing,  but  their  8/>nndg 
reached  not  his  ear,  and  lie  continued  to  walk 
onwards,  as  before.  But  presently,  as  he  was 
passing  the  corner  of  King  Street,  some  one  ran 
against  him  with  such  force  as  to  throw  him  ott 
his  balance  ;  and  he  reeled,  and  then  dropped  like 
a  stone  on  the  pavement. 

'Ihe  person  who  had  unintentionally  caused  this 
accident  stop|)ed  at  once,  for  the  purpose  of  assist- 
ing the  othei*  to  rise.  Hut  when  he  stooped  over 
the  prostrate  form,  he  found  that  it  was  witliout 
the  power  to  move. 

A  little  crowd  now  gathered  round  the  two 
strangers,  and  tlie  injured  man  was  raised,  and 
placed  in  n  sitting  posture.  One  of  the  bystanders 
then  removed  his  hat,  and  loosened  his  necktie ; 
while  another  fanned  his  brow  with  a  pocket- 
handkerchief. 

At  the  moment  his  hat  was  taken  off,  the 
second  stranger  gave  a  sudden  start  of  recogni- 
tion, and  uttered  an  involuntary  excUouitioa  of 
surprise. 

After  a  few  moments,  the  insensible  man  rallied 
somewhat,  and,  with  the  help  of  those  about  him, 
managed  to  stand  upright  once  more.  But  he 
was  unable  to  walk,  and  he  leaned  against  the 
wall  with  a  languid  air,  and  with  his  eyes  partly 
closed. 

'He'll  be  down  again!"  one  of  the  bystanders 
observed,  remarking  his  weak  state,  and  placing 
a  supporting  arm  around  the  drooping  figure. 
"  Me  looks  as  if  he  hadn't  had  his  breakfast,  poor 
fellow !  1  wonder  who  he  is.  and  where  he  lives  ? 
I'll  examine  his  pockets,  and  see  if  I  can  find 
out." 

"  Leave  him  to  me,  friend,  "  now  spoke  the 
second  stranger.  "  As  I  was  the  unlucky  cause 
of  this  mischance,  it  is  b&t  lair  that  I  aboukl  take 
charge  of  him  for  a  time,  and  learn  whether  he 
liaa  sustained  any  real  bodily  injury  Jn  conse- 
quence of  his  fall.  He  looks  miserabfy  poor  and  . 
forlorn.     My  name  is  Mansoa.     I  am  staying  at 
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the  Royal  Hotel.  UeP»  is  a  sovereign  for  any  two 
strong  fellows  who  will  bring  him  along  with  rae.  V 
As  the  speaker  concluded,  the  man  leaning 
against  the  wall  slowly  lifted  his  eyes,  and  tri«a 
to  speak.  But  his  endeavor  proved  fruitless,  for 
no  sound  issued  from  between  his  white  lips. 

Mr.  Manson,  a  well-dressed,  gentlemanly-look- 
ing man,  then  led  the  way  to  the  Koyal  Hotel, 
whither  he  was  followed  by  two  men  supporting 
in  their  arms  the  almost  insensible  man. 

Mr.  Maoaon  did  not  send  for  any  doctor  ;  ho 
had  his  charge  laid  on  a  sofa,  and  having  dis- 
missed the  men  who  had  brought  him,  he  rang  for 
a  waiter,  and  ordered  a  good  breakfast  to  be  pre- 
pared immediately. 

When  he  was  alone,  he  drew  forth  a  flask  of 
spirits,  and  poured  a  few  drops  down  the  throat 
of  his  companion. 

"Stephen!"  he  whispered,  in  his  ear;  "Stephen 
Armitag*!" 

W  hereupon  the  other  at  once  opened  bis  eyes, 
and  fixed  them  on  the  speakar. 

"  I'm  in  a  dream,  surely,"  be  said,  oonfuiedly  ; 
and  raising  one  of  his  hands,  he  passed  it  over  his 
brow  several  times,  his  gaze  all  the  while  fastened 
on  the  face  opposite  him.  "  Are — are  you  Adam 
Manson  !  "  he  added,  stammering,  and  b^inniDg 
to  tremble  all  over.  •'     it "  -   •£'   ■  ' 

"  Adam  Manson  is  my  name." 

"  And  I'm  wide  awake?" 

"  Wide  awake,  Stephea  Atnxitage.  I'm  glad  to 
see  you're  not  hurt."  i 

"  How  came  I  here  ?  I  would  rather  have  come 
across  the  foul  fiend  than  yourself!  " 

Adam  Manson  smiled.  "  What  a  strange  fellow 
you  are !  This  is  a  grateful  return  for  Uie  kind 
act  I  have  just  rendered  you !"  he  said  with  sarcasm. 

"  Truly,  I  have  much  to  be  grateful  to  you  for ! 
Look  at  me,  Adam  Manson — look  at  the  wreck 
you  have  made,  and  then  ask  yourself  whether  you 
ought  to  expect  any  thankfulness  at  my  haodal  " 

"  Go  on." 

"  I  will,  lor  1  tliink  you  must  have  forgotten 
the  many  wrongs  you  have  heaped  upon  me.  Six 
months  ago  we  came  to  this  colony  in  the  same 
ship,  on  board  of  which,  during  a  protracted  voy- 
age, we  had  become  what  the  world  calls  fast 
friends.  We  were  both  seeking  fb  build  up  a 
fortune,  to  make  more  of  the  little  we  already  had. 
I  confided  in  you  thoroughly.  I  told  you  even  my 
love,  and  I  showed  you  my  aflSanced  wife's  por- 
trait. Well,  you  were  a  knave,  I  a  downright  fool ! 
When  we  reached  Sydney,  you  tempted,  me  to  the 
billiard  table  ;  you  drew  me  on  and  on  until  I  lost 
—lost  every  shilling  I  possessed.  I  then  lost  sight 
otyou " 

"  Of  course  yon  did,"  interrupted  Maneon,  with 
a  laugh.  On  tka  night  on  which  l.won  your  last 
stiver,  I  met  with  a  sharper,  who  cleared  me  out 
entirely.  1  was  obliged  th$n  to  look  about  me  for 
the  means  of  obtaining  bread.  I  was  far  from 
desponding.  I  viewed  my  ill-luck  with  philosophy, 
and  resolved  to  make  the  best  of  matters.  I  ac- 
cepted a  situation  as  bollock-driver,  and  went  up 
to  Murrurrundi  Diggings,  where  obtaining  a  claim, 
I  set  to  work  like  a  nigger.  I  was  successful.  I 
found  gold  enough  to  make  me  independent  for 
the  res.t  of  my  life.  Now,  aaid  I  to  myself,  I  will 
qui.  the  colony,  and  return  to  dear  old  England. 
"With  this  resolution,  I  left  the  diggings  with 
three  other  men.  and  staried  off  for  Sydney.  We 
were  all  well-armed,  and,  travelling  in  the  com- 
pany of  two  fellows  as  strong  as  myself,  I  antici- 
pated no  danger.  I  imagined  ^hat  we  three  would 
t>e  a  match  Cm*  any  bushranger  we  might  be  so 
unfortunate  as  to  encounter.  We  had  a  large 
sum  of  gold  ;  these  men  having  been  fully  as 
lucky  at  finding  as  myself." 

At  this  instant  the  room-door  was  unloosened 
from  without,  and  a  waiter  entered,  bearing  coffee, 
rolls,  eggs,  and  butter. 

"  Here's  your  breakfast,  Stephen  ;  sit  down  and 
eat,"  Adam  Mansoq  said,  pointing  to  a  table  on 
which  the  meal  had  been  puced. 

Stephea  Armitoge's  vitals  were  hungering  for 
food,  and  this  invitation  was  not  to  be  resisted. 
He  aocordingly  rose,  seated  himself  at -the  table, 
and  commenced  eating. 

"  111  proceed  wiUi  my  atory,  if  you've  no  ob- 
jealion,"  said  Manson. 

"  Do  so." 


"'  Well,  during  the  first  and  second  day  of  our 
journey,  we  met  witli  neither  obsUole  nor  adven- 
lufs.  We  were  traveling  in  a  common  cart,  at 
Uie  bottom  of  which,  covered  with  a  thick  layer 
of  atraw,  our  gold  was  concealed.  Bat  to  b«  brief 
with  my  tale.  On  the  third  day,  at  Mustowo. 
thtM  men  rushed  suddenly  out  of  the  bush  and 
flung  themselves  upon  us.  We  wen  unprepared 
at  this  moment  for  the  attack  of  the  bushrangers, 
and  they  had  it  all  their  own  way,  and  finally 
they  made  off  with  our  nuggets.  Fortunately, 
they  left  me  my  well-filled  purse,  else  I  should 
liBVe  been  obliged  to  go  back  at  once  to  the  dig- 
gings and  to  work.  As  it  is,  I  am  enabled  to  take 
8  ipell  in  Sydney  before  I  resume  my  labon. 
Alia  now  that  you  have  heard  the  history  of  my 
dblngs  since  last  we  parted  company,  let  me  hear 
yours." 

*' It  wouldn't  interest  you,"  Stephen  returned, 
wiitlb.a  deep  sigh.  "  I  have  worked  at  anything  I 
could  get  to  do  at  one  time,  at  anothor  I  have  ^ 
begged,  and  at  another  I  have  starved.  You  see, 
I  bad  to  pledge  my  clothes ;  then  those  I  wore 
grew  so  shabby  people  would  not  pmploy  Ihe 
wearer  of  them.  I  did  once  tnink  of  writing  to 
my  father,  but,  knowing  his  stern  nature,  I 
abandoned  the  idea,  and  made  up  my  mind  to 
saffer  rather  than  apply  to  him  for  funds.  I  l>ave 
not  written  home  since  my  arrival  here,  neither 
have  I  inquired  at  the  post-offiee  for  my  letters. 
I  want  my  friends  to  believe  me  dead,  and  to  for- 
get me— Jessie  Halcombe  amongst  the  rest." 
Adam  liiugbed  heartily  at  this. 
'*  Why,  what  a  faint-hearted  chap  you  are, 
Stephen !  "  he  exclaimed.  "  Gome,  I'll  try  to 
make  amends  for  the  past,  if  I  can.  I'll  oarry  you 
to  Murrurrundi,  purchase  you  a  claim  at  the 
diggings  there,  and  thus  set  you  on  the  road  to 
fortune.     What  do  you  say  to  my  offer  f  " 

''Dig!  I  haven't  the  rlrength  for  such  labor. 
A  &w  days  more,  and  all  will  he  over  with  me." 

"  Pooh,  pooh  !  Never  say  die,  old  fellow  !  Come 
with  me,  and  1 11  put  you  on  your  legs  again  ;  i 
will— I  swear  I  will !  " 
Stephen  Armitage  shook  his  head. 
"\ou  don't  see  me  so  despairing,  yet  I  have 
loet  all  I  possessed.  I  am  gomg  back  feeling  as- 
sured that  I  shall  find  more  gold  toTeward  me  fur 
my  pains." 

"Gold!"  repeated  the  other,  with  sometliing 
v«iry  like  a  groan.  "  I  shall  never  toueh  another 
sovereign  as  long  as  I  live!" 

"  Come  with  me,  I  tell  you,  and  leave  off  talking 
in  that  fashion." 

Adam  Manson  was  sincere  in  his  wish  to  maka 
adme  amends  to  Stephen  Armitage.  The  digger 
was  touched  at  finding  the  other  in  such  a  deplor- 
able condition,  and  was  willing  to  share  the  little 
he  had  with  him. 

"  What  have  you  done  with  Jessie's  portrait  ?  " 
Maason  asked,  after  his  friend  had  finished  his 
breakfast. 

"It's  here,"  Stephen  answered,  producing  a 
worn  envelope,  and  showing  a  colored  cartt  de 
tikite.  "  You  don't  imagine  that  I  coold  loose  it, 
do  you  ?  I've  worn  it  next  my  heart  ever  since  it 
has  been  mine,  and  when  I  aie  I  hope  it  will  be 
buried  with  me  !  " 

"  Here  let  me  have  a  look  at  it ;  "  Manson  said, 
stretching  out  his  hand  for  it. 
•'You've  seen  it  often  before." 
"I  have,  but  I  want  to  see  it  once  agnin, "  Le  * 
replied,  taking  the  portrait,  and  looking  at  it  at- 
tentively. 

Aa  Manson  contemplated  the  photograph,  a 
feeling  which  that  photo|;raph  bad  once  aroused 
in  his  breast,  but  which  had  since  become 
weakened,  now  became  re-awakened.  He  sighed 
as  he  gazed  upon  those  matchless  lineaments. 
The  face,  which  was  exceedingly  lovely,  was  Uiat 
of  a  .girl  of  ninteen  or  twenty  years  old.  She  was 
a  dark  beauty,  with  large  lustrus  eyes,  coral 
lips,  a  perfect  nose,  and  a  broad,  low  brow,  sar- 
mounted  with  rippling  purple-black  hair. 

Manson  had  never  lookea  upon  any  countenance 
half  so  bewitching,  and  he  secretly  resolved  to 
kn0w  the  original  some  day,  and,  if  possible,  to 
makie  her  his  wife. 


{Thbe  Continued.) 
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Beau  Belles : 
Or  That'i  the  way  the  Bell  Goes. 

WriUau  bjr  Hirry  Hauler. 


Dick  WhitUngton  oame  back  to  town 

When  bow  b«IU  aeeiued  to  call  liiui, 
Aod  t«ll  Liiu  of  the  great  renown 

That  after  wuuld  Ufitll  Lim  : 
Everybody  lia*  •  w«y 

Of  faocyiiig  th«  words  lliey  say, 
And  to  tn«  they  leem  to  tell, 

Swioging  to  and  fro, 
Every  beau  should  har«  a  balle,    ; 

livery  belle  a  beau. 

Beau  belles  and  belle  b<>anz, 
-  That's  the  way  the  bell  goes  :   ' 
Ladies  never  sell  beaux 
When  they're  very  swell  beaux, 
,    When  they're  out-at-elbows 
They  know  how  to  tell  beaux, 
l>eau  belles  and  belle  beaux, 
/ 1  hat's  the  way  the  bell  ^'oes. 

With  bachelors  I  don't  agree 

Whi-rever  I  may  tind  them, 
And  dearly  do  I  like  to  see 

The  pretty  maidens  bind  them  : 
Matrimony  does  ihetn  good,  **' 

'1  hough  they  liltle  ihuught  it  would 
Aod  the  bell;!  ihey  neeiu  to  slute, 

Swinging  to  and  fro, 
lie  i;i  glud  to  gel  a  mate, 

'Very  well  we  know.  Beau  bell«s,  ifco. 

An  old  maid's  very  sad  and  prim, 

And  she'd  always  l>e  tart. 
But  she  gives  up  every  whim 

W  hen  she  gets  a  sweetheart : 
All  at  once  her  eyes  are  bri<;lit. 

All  at  <>>  ce  her  heart  is  lii^ht, 
And  the  bells  lliey  seem  to  say, 

Swinging  to  and  fni. 
She  «hall  alwavs  bless  the  day 

First  she  had  a  beau.  Beau  belles,  tbo. 

So  now  to  all  the  single  folk    ' 

This  good  advice  I  tender: 
Don't  fight  against  tlie  marriage  yoke, 

But  eheerfiilly^Burrender : 
You  shall  find  my  words  are  true. 

Every  joy  Bhull  wait  on  you. 
And  ihe  belU  shall  ring  and  say,    ', 

Swinging  to  and  fro, 
Here's  another  pair,  to-day, 

Uappy  down  below.  Beau  belles,  <fc«. 


The  Gin  Fiend. 


The  Oin  Fiend  east  his  eyes  abroad. 

And  looked  o'er  all  the  land. 
Ami  numbered  Ins  myriad  wurshippers 

Willi  his  bird-like  long  right  hand  : 
He  took  his  place  in  the  toeroiog  street^ 

And  watched  llie  |)eople  go, 
Around  and  ;>liout. 
With  a  buzz  and  anhout, 

For  ever  lo  and  fro  : 
And  it's  hip,  he  said,  hip,  faip,  hurrah 

For  the  multiludes  I  oee, 
'Who  offer  themselves  in  sacrifice, 

Aud  die  for  the  love  of  me  I  '     '    • 

Tliere  passed  a  man  in  the  crowd  way 

\^  ilh  eyes  bloodshot  and  dim:     _ 
He  wore  a  coat  iMlhout  a  sleeve, 

And  a  liut  wishout  a  rim  : 
His  grimsy  liands  with  palsy  shook. 

And  he  fearfolly  did  laugh 
Or  driveled  and  swore, 
A*  he  clamored  fur  more 

Of  the  burning  poison  draughC— 
And  it's  hip,  said  the  gin  fiend,  hip,  Bumh  f 

Success  to  him  over  his  bowl. 
A  few  short  month'*  has  made  him  ruin 

Brain,  body,  and  soul ! 


It  Hain't  Happened  Tet 

When  I  was  born,  some  years  ago,  'twa^ prophesied  of  m« 
That,  if  I  lived  to  be  a  man,  a  wonder  I  should  be  : 
Bat  u»w  I'veauDM  t«  man's  estate^  I  mast  sty 

with  regret, 
I  may  torn  out  a  wonder,  but  it  hasn't  happened  yet. 

I  may  turn,  Ac. 

When  I  was  sent  to  Grammar  School  where 

I  was  taught  to  fight, 
I  spent  my  time  in  writing  rhyme,  if  u»t  in 

rhyming  right: 
'Tis  sorrowful  to  know  it,  but  my  plans  are  all  upset : 
f  may  turn  out  a  poet,  but  it  hasn't  happened  yet. 

1  may  turn,  <tc. 

Last  season,  when  at  Leamington,  I  courted,  but  in  vaio, 
A  fascinaiint;  damsel  by  the  name  of  Kitiy  I'avne: 
1  asked  her  if  she'd  marry,  but  she  said  :  "My 

darling  pet. 
Some  day  perhaps  ril.love  yon  : "  but  it 

hasn't  iMppened  yet. 
•Some  day,  itc. 

As  with  a  confidential  friend,  next  morn, 

I  broke  my  fast : 
"By  Jorel  he  said, you're  settled,  Fred,  she's 

done  you  brown  at  last : 
Here  Kitty  Payne  has  run  away  with  liltle 

CapUin  Brett." 
I  thought  my  heart  had  broken,  but  it  hasn't 

happened  yet. 
-J  I  thought,  <to. 

Of  eonrsa,  I  saw  the  value  of  a  syropalhi^^ing  friend. 
And  parted  when  he'd  asked  me  if  a  tiv<r  I  would  lend, 
^ays  he :  "  I'll  pay  to-morruw :  for,  1  hale  lo 

be  in  debt :  " 
But  I  find  oat,  to  my  sorrow,  that  it  hasn't 

(happened  yet. 
But  I  fiud,  Ao. 

A  much  respected  maiden  aunt  I  thought 

«  had  lately  died, 

And  left  me  just  a  thousand  pounds,  a  house 

ai.d  lands  beside  : 
All  this  I  learnt  by  telegram  :  but  a  friend  of  hers  1  met. 
Consoled  my  grief  by  saying  that  it  hadn't 

hap|>ehed  yet. 
.  Consoled,  «kc. 

One  evening.  wh«o  out  for  a  stroll,  I  found  a 

clumsy  thief 
^Yilhout  my  leave  was  borrowing  my  pocket 

handkerchief: 
He  bellowed  when  ^  kicked  him  with  a  force 

he  won  t  forget, 
Uc  thought  I  was  the  vicliu,  but  it  hasn't 

happened  yet. 
He  thought,  Ao. 


^  »•»- 


What  is  the  champion  eonundramf     Life,  be- 
eaoae  everybody  has  to  give  it  up. 


And  now  a  fair  good-night  to  all,  my  song  is 

nearly  done. 
And  may  success  attend  us  wliere  there's 

fortunes  lo  be  won  : 
Let's  breast  the  hill  with  such  a  will  as  knows 

nut  how  to  fret. 
And  we'll  win  the  goal  with  honor  such  as 

never  happened  yet. 
And  we'll,  <kc. 


f 


Hopea  of  my  Childhood. 

In  the  days  that  are  faded, 

I  deemed  not  that  year^ 
Would  change  all  their  brightness 

To  sadness  aod   tears: 
But  the  leaf  that  is  greenest 

Oft  fades  in  the  boui;h. 
And  hopes  of  my  childhood. 

Oh !  where  are  they  uow  ? 

As  the  note  that  is  given 

'1  o  gladness  a'one, 
Oft  awakens  a  sigh 

By  some  memoried  tons  t  -^ "''■•' 
Go  the  hopes  of  my  childhood. 

All  bright  thoiich  th»y  be, 
As  memory  recalls  them. 

Brings  sadness  to  me^ 


Droop  not,  Darling 

Ballad  and  Cuoaca. 


Droop  not,  darling !  though  above  as 

Clouds  have,  veiled  heaven's  irnuquil  blui^ 
Still  beyond  the  sun  is  shining, 

8liil  kind  fate  laay  bear  us  through. 
Hope  on  ever  through  care  and  sorrow, 
Pau«e  not  trouble  still  to  borrow  : 
Joy  may  greet  us  with  the  morrow,     .    *l 

1/ we  rs  tu  our  purpose  true. 
H ;    '  .  !:/';•.   '■'■<:,       l^roop  wot,  darling,  Ao. 
Droop  not,  darling  !  dry  those  tear-drops 

'I  hat  would  dim  those  lustrous  eyes  : 
See  above  our  star  is  gleauiing 

'Ihrough  the  cloud-rifis  in  the  skies: 
With  life  s  future  all  l)ef(>re  us,  f-    ":  . 

Hope's  bright  ant^el,  hovering  o'er  us. 
May  to  happinexs  restore  us, 
•    ^iii  surreiidtU'  all  we  prize. 

Droop  not,  darling. 


Ac. 


Little  Brown-Eyed  Daisy. 

BrOeo.  B.  Pennock,  of  BordenloKu,  M.  A 

Liltleshrown-eyed  l^aisy, 

I'arling  of  my  heart, 
I'm  happy  when  I'm  with  yoa— 

>ad  when  we're  apart : 
When  the  sun  goes  down,  my  darling, 

I'll  hasten  to  your  xide 
To  meet  you.  little  darling  :  •'  .  /    ■'} 

l;rown-eyed  I 'aiKy.  you're  my  pride. 
.  Chorus  :  Liltle  darling,  little  sweetheart. 

Meet  me  in  the  wildwiMnl  green: 
Angrls  guard  you,  little  dailing, 
■Sweeter  eyes,  oh !  ne'er  Were  seen. 

Liltle  sweetheart  Daisy, 

You're  all  the  worlcf  to  me—    " .    : , 
1  can  never  tell  ^ou 

How  dearly  I  love  theet 
Seas  of  melted  velvet. 

Lit  up  by  sunset. 
An-  the  eyes  of  liiile  Dai«y— 

'ihuse  eyes  I  II  ne'er  forget. 

Little  Haixy,  liltle  sweetheart,  Ac. 


Don't  Say  one  thing;  and  Mean  another. 

The  little  lane,  the  greenwood  lane. 

Where  Mary  dwell,  was  gay  with  singing: 
For,  brook  and  l<ird  in  many  a  sir  i in. 

Down  vale  and  moor,  their  notes  were  flinging: 
But  Mary  s  heart  was  deaf  lo  'ong. 

No  lunger  she  her  tears  could  smother: 
For,  she  had  learnt  at  lait,   'twas  wrong 

io  say  one  thing  and  mean  another. 

'lis  right,  'tis  due  when  hearts  are  true, 

To  hIiuw  that  heart  williout  deceiving. 
And  not  to  s(>eak  in  idle   freak. 

To  try  if  one's  the  power  of  grieving: 
In  Mary's  heart  and  Mary's  mind. 

She  loved  one  youth,  and  loved  no  other. 
But  Mary's  tongue  was  apt  inclined 

To  say  one  thing  and  mean  another. 

Would  all  might  see  how  sweet  'twould  ba 

If  iriith  alone  their  words'direoted  I 
How  many  a  day  mii^ht  then  be  gay. 

Thai  passelh  now  in  tears  dejected—     1  •.   * 
Would  all  mi:;ht  learn,  and  oil  discern, 

Ihat  truth  keeps  longest  Friend  or  Brother  I 
Then,  maids,  be  kind,  and  speak  your  mind, 

ii^>^  say  one  thing  aud  meau  auokher. 


11  Enigma. 


'^r. 


We  are  the  principal  part  of  a  nnmeroas  raoa, 
^od  fr  m  ancient  Phoenici'i  onr  origin  trace; 
So  Volatile  are  we,  so  active  and  free, 
^rae  of  us  may  be  met  with  in  earth,  air.  and  sea  : 
I  wo  or  three  in  a  minute  with  ease  you  may  find, 
Bat  all  in  a  body  we  are  seldom  combined. 
Yet,  though  we  ofl  vary  onr  number  and  station, 
•V*  all  are  essential  lo  right  ednoation. 


'f-'iL-iiw-, 
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My  Wif9  haa  Joined  the  Sinkers. 

T  nacd  to  lead  •  happy  life,  ,  ~  ?' 

l>eToid  of  care,  devoid  of  strife  :       ,;.-:■■'.' 
I  thought  I  had  a  faithful  wife,      '/-r :;_'■■;/■'"{ 

We  quiet  were  as  Quaker*  :  -/■  > 

But  all  my  bliss  lias  passed  awny. 
My  joy  has  turned  to  blank  dismay  : 
i'ur,  sad  to  say.  f>he  ran  away. 

And  went  and  joined  the  bbakers.         -  ':>, 

Oh !  my  cruel  wife,  to  me  she's  been  unkind  : 
Oh  !  iiiy  cruel  wife,  I  never  more  shall  find  : 
Oh  !  my  naughty  wife,  on  my  heart  she's  left  a  Inud, 
Since  she's  b«en  and  joined  the  ^^hnkers  in 

the  Walworth  Uoa.l. 

When  first  this  curions  sect,    ' 

1  had  no  reason  to  expect 

That  all  my  ho|)es  would  soon  be  wrecked 

Thro'  tlieir  peculiar  notion. 
But  when  I  te  1  you  what  I  have  seen, 
VN  hen  to  the  meeting  I  have  been. 
You  11  undersiand  the  cause,  I  ween. 

Of  all  my  sad  emotion. 

Oh!  my  cruel  wife.  A". 

Beneath  the  railwny  arch  I  found 

(I  he  ladies  they  are  ki^^eed  nil  roniiJ.) 

My  wife  "all  ih^,  "  y<>n  may  Im;  b<.iuiKl  : 

With  ruge  I  iW'U  beheld  her: 
For,  she  was  kissed  by  all  the  lot,    . 
And,  shortly  after,  >ip  they  got : 
Whiln  1  stood  rooted  to  the  spot,        .     ' 
.       .      bhe  was  dancing  wiih  an  Elder! 
.•':>  •'."  Oh!  my  cruel  wife,  Ac.    . 

The  sight  of  this  1  couldn't  stand :  ; 
A  blow  on  him  I  longed  to  land:      .. 
So  I  pitched  into  all  the  band. 

My  wife  I  wished  to  take  her. 
But  I  was  o^lared  by  tiie  p'lice,        •    , 
W  ho  swore  that  1  had  broke  the  peace  : 
but  when  tliey  did  poor  me  release, 

•She'd  bolted  with  a  fshaker. 

Oh  !  my  cnu-l  wife,  itc. 


Parwin's  origin  of  Man : 

.    Ob  Man  axo  tub  Mokket. 


The  Origin  of  Woman. 

0 

They  tell  us  that  woman  was  made  from  a  rib. 
Just  picked  from  a  corner  so  snug  in  the  side : 

Bui  the  Itnbbies  will  ewenr  to  you  that  is  a  fib  : 
For,  'twas  not  so  at  all  that  the  sex  was  supplied. 

Old  Adam  wna  fashioned,  the  firxtof  his  kind. 

With  a  tail  like  an  Ape,  a  full  yard  and  a  f>pan  : 
And  wlien  Nature  cut  off  this  appendage  behind, 

'Iheit  Woman  wus  made  from  the  lail  of  the  Man. 

And  if  we  may  judge  as  the  fashion  prevails, 

AlA<t  husband's  r.inembering  the  original  plan  : 
And  thinking  hi><  wife  is  no  more  than  hix  tail. 
'  He  leaves  her  behind  him  as  much  as  he  can! 

Then  if  such  be  the  tie  betwix'd  woman  and  man, 
I  he  ninny  who  weds  is  a  pitiful  iielf : 

For,  he  takes  to  his  tail  like  an  idiot  again. 
And  makes  a  most  confounded  Ape  of  himself. 


I  Slept  and,  Oh !  How  Sweet  the  Dream ! 

Wor*  by  L  M.  Thornton,  Esq. 

I  slept  and,  oh  !  how  sweet  the  dream  f 

Methought  I  saw  once  more 
Each  old  familiar  spot,  where  I 

Had  rambled  o'er  and  o'er: 
When  with  my  tiny  hands  I  used    ,;. .  T  ' 

To  bunch  the  flowers  wild. 
And  carol  forth  my  simple  strain,      - 

A  happy— happy  child  ! 

Bright  vif  ion,  that  which  brings  again    ■  .  •■'; 

A  season  fraught  with  joy  : 
A  summers  scene,  ere  winter  stem  ':■.:':/: '^' 

Rides  onward  to  destroy — 
Come,  sweet  dream,  come,  and  with  thee  brinf 

Again  those  flowrets  wild. 
The  tearless  eye,  the  rosy  cheek, 

Aod  all  that  spoke  a  child  ! 


Anawer  to  Eni^a  11.  in  pa^a  762^ 

The  Vowela. 


iiSi 


m 


A  book  has  been  written  renowned 

For  strangest  of  things  to  believe :    •;'•'■:-,;.  f;- 
The  grave  Uoctor  l>«rwin  has  found  ",".■,;;"::  :>■  "^ 

'Ihe  parents  of  Adam  and  Kve.         .  V    , ,    .    .■. 
Old  Adam,  it  seems,  had  a  father. 

And  Eve  a  fond  mother  had  she  : 
They  cracked  cocoa-nuts,  and  they  ralher\:    ,':'' 

Preferred  to  live  up  in  a  tree.  ..■.,■ 

The  pretty  dears  had  pointed  ears,  i    r  ^ 

And  caudal  api^endages,  too,  -^-     ■■.;i.; 

And  such  as  they  you  11  sec.  each  day,  .,> 

If  a  visit  you  pay  to  the  Zoo. 

.  'Tis  a  cheering  thought,  an  endearing  thought, 
Tho'  hard  at  first  to  conceive, 
That  a  long-tailed  npe  was  the  primal  shape 
'I  hat  led  up  to  Adam  and  Eve. 

In  Darwin's  old  pages  I  find 

'I  he  ladies  of  hair  had  no  lack  :  ';;'--.' 

By  chignons  'twas  never  confined,  •  '.- 

Iiut  gracefully  grew  down  their  back, 
And  right  to  their  heels  the  fair  friskera 

Their  tresses  would  neatly  dispose  : 
And  grand-papa-monkeys  their  whiskers 

Would  cultivate  down  to  their  toes.  ■.■.'■' 

With  movements  quick,  and  full  of  trick,  ; 

In  frolic  I  hey  never  could  fail, 
'  ■  Nor  were  they  poor  in  literature  : 

For,  each  would  contribute  u  tale  (tail.) 

*Ti8  a  cheering  thought,  Am. 

.'  Btit  don't  think  the  ope  was  the  first 

(Jrand-fulher  of  me  and  of  you  :        "' •  . 
,     Says  Darwin  that  monkey  was  nursed 

Perhaps  by  a  fine  Kangaroo  :  '     .'i  ; 

. ;    The  Kangaroo  came  of  a  beaver. 

The  Beaver — we  can't  slop  at  that  J'.   ■;      ■: 
He  came,  says  each  Darwin  believer,         .._'■;    :'' 

From  some  primitive  'IhomasCat.   ■.■',■ 
So  on  and  on— and  never  shrink  >  •.       .:■■■    ', 
To  reach  the  original  stock, 
.     Our  fiiPt  papa,  the  Periwink 

That  grew  on  a  submarine  rock. 

Spoken  :  It's  a  dreadful  notion  to  go  so  far 
back  :  for,  I  shall  never  be  able  to  eat  an  oyster 
without  thinking  I  am  possibly  outraging  my 
great-great  Aunt,  or  committing  violence  on  my 
wife's  grand-father's  forty-second  cousin  :  No  !  we 
can't  admit  shell-fit<h  into  relationship  :  we  must 
draw  the  line  somewhere,  and  I  propose  to  draw  it 
at  Monkeys,  and  sing —        'lis  a  cheering,  «fcc. 


Hail!  Thon  Merry  Month  of  May! 

Hail,  all  hail!  thou  merry  month  of  May! 
We  will  hasten  to  the  woods  away. 
And  scent  the  flowers  so  sweet  and  gay  : 
Baste  away,  to  hoil  the  merry  May! 

Hark,  hark,  hark !  to  hail  the  month  of  May, 
How  the  songsters  warble  on  each  spray ! 
And  we  shall  be  as  biythe  as  they': 
Then  away,  to  hail  the  merry,  merry  Mayl 

Hail,  all  hail!  the  merry  month  of  Mayl    ;  j.^  . 
Thou  hast  given  to  every  bird  its  mate  : 
Grant  lovers  true  as  kind  a  fate  : 
So  shall  they  bless  thee,  merry,  merry,  merry. 
Hail,  all  hail !  thou  merry  month  of  May  I 


The  Vow  of  Tipperary.  1' :,^ 

IVom  Carrick  streets  to  Shannon  short,  ;' 

.  From  Slievenamon  to  Ballindeary, 

From  Longford-pass  to  Galtymore — 

Come,  hear  the  vow  of  Tepperary  : 

"  Too  long  we  fongbt  for  Britain's  eaaae. 
And  of  our  blood  were  never  chary: 

She  paid  as  back  with  tyrants  laws. 
And  thinned  the  homes  of  Tipperary. 

But  never  move  we'll  win  such  thanks : 
We  swear,  by  God,  and  Virgin  Mary, 

Kevcr  to  list  in  British  ranks : 
And  thafi  tba  tow  of  lippersfy.** 


The  Face  among  the  Crowd. 

ijlie Music  can  be  obtained    forlOceuU  at  B  H. 
Harding  s.  Vo  2IM  Uc«er>.  New-Tork. 


I  saw  that  face  in  youthful  glow. 

When  life  fur  ine  wa«  fair  ; 
We  met,  and  parted  lung  agd^ 

Ere  fell  the  blight  uf  care  t 
I  tore  her  image  from  my  treast. 

And  years  had  rolled  away. 
And  other  scenes  had  brought  me  reat, 

1  hat  leave  my  heart  to-day  ! 
For,  in  the  bright  and  busy  street, 

Where  walk  the  poor  and  proud, 
I  saw  how  strange  that  we  should  meet, 

Uer  face  among  the  crowd ! 

A  moment  only,  and  it  passed  I 

Oar  lips  refused  lo  r|>eak  : 
Oh!  lime  with  Llighting  hand  had  otal 

1  he  rose*  from  thai  cheek  I 
That  face  still  haunts  me  where  I  go, 

It  brings  the  dream  of  old. 
And  love  and  hope  aruuud  me  floir, 

In  melody  untold  I 
Oh !  thus  we  met  in  after  days. 

Two  hearts  with  s/»rrow  bowed : 
It  seemed  an  angel's  to  my  gasa 

1  hat  face  among  the  eruwd. 


I  I 
i  i 


In  one  Ear  and  out  of  the  Other. 

A  queer  but  good  little  ezpreesion. 

And  one  which  we  hear  every  day, 
"In  one  ear  and  out  of  the  other," 

Oft  handily  ooining  in  play- 
Yes,  a  good  little  rule  to  follow, 

1  hat  is,  in  some  cases  I'll  Uil, 
Id  order  to  trouble  avoid. 

And  to  keep  one's  self  easy,  as  welL 

Cmoiu;8. 
"  In  one  ear  and  out  of  the  other," 

Much  we  hear  had  best  be  received : 
Thus  may  one  avoid  much  bother, 

Sinoe  much  that's  taid  s  not  to  be  beliered : 

How  oft  we  meet  folks  always  ready 

Unkind  words  of  others  to  say. 
With  backbiting  words  of  the  ntMent,^ 

In  a  sneaking  and  eowardh  way  : 
So.  when  all  such  spiteful  ezpressiooa 

In  our  ears  are  eagerly  popped  : 
"  In  one  ear  and  out  of  the  other," 

Is  the  safe,  proper  role  to  adopt.      CborQS. 

Sharp  words  by  the  tongue  oft  are  spoken, 

Not  sanctioned  alway*  by  the  bead. 
But  said  in  a  moment  of  passion. 

Oft  repented  the  instai.i  they're  said. 
Now  in  such  a  ease  to  get  angry 

And  offended's  the  act  of  a  fool: 
"In  one  ear  and  out  of  the  other," 

Is  most  surely  the  sensible  rule.       Chorus. 


-4^»-4 


Claribell. 


^e  sighed  and  told  me  to  forget  t 

It  chilled  me  like  December, 
But  when  I  saw  her  eyes  were  wet, 

They  seemed  to  say—"  Kcmembcr:" 
She  often  bid  me  go  away, 

But  somehow  seemed  to  hold  me : 
"  Yon  never  kiss  me  now."  she'd  aay  t 

Then,  if  I  did,  she'd  eoold  me. 

She  vowed  she  loved  another  ona^  '► 

My  feelinffs  then  were  cooling  : 
Then  when  I  rose  and  would  be  gona, 

8be  said—"  I'm  only  fooling."* 
And  thus  it  is  with  Claribell, 

'1  hough  she  may  dearly  prire  yoa, 
Or  when  she  loves  you  very  well — 

She  loves  to  tantalise  yoa  I 


^  fhj  ia  matrimony  like  stearliog  coin  f  Beeaoai^ 
it  1  aa  a  genaine  ring  with  k. 

"Whyh  A  b«^r  tike  •  lawyer?    BeMoaaha'ia 
a^iUMT. 


''•T,.r 
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The  Drunkard's  Lament 

Bung  with  ^n>*i  •uccea«  by  UaruikuU  MIbii. 


I  uw  him  laid  out  in  ihe  gutter, 

'I  be  ourb-atune  supporiing  his  head  : 
And  he  inult^reil  and  gru^tiied  without  oeasing, 

And  thea«  were  the  wor«J«  that  he  Ml  J  .' 
"  Yes,  yea,  he  ha^i  treaitd  uie  iioblj  ; 

Uia  goodiieaa  I  can  t  but  ooiuiuend  : 
^\'hen  oDe'a  in  di-ttreas.  'lis  a  ooiniiirt 

To  have  auoh  a  kiuJ-hearled  friend! 

He  knows  I  nni  huineless  and  needy, 

And  haven't  a  inur»e>  lo  eat  : 
So  he  piichea  nie  out  <if  his  bar-room, 

And  leavra  me  tu  starve  iu  the  ntreet  I    , 
Ob!  little  I  drt-amed  that  the  fellow 

Would  aerve  nie  like  thia  in  tb«  end— 
A  man  I  have  known  ainoe  luy  childhood— > 

My  botlle-coiu|>aniuu  and  friend  I 

In  happier  days,  when  niy  pooketa 

V\  uh  dollars  were  plenleuualy  alured, 
A  weleoine  waa  always  before  me. 

And  often  a  seat  at  liia  board. 
What  money  I  spent  at  hia  counter! 

W  hat  custom  i  drew  tn  hia  store  I 
And  now,  when  1  in  naefiil  no  longer, 

He  spurus  me  away  from  hia  door  I 

Ob !  villain  !  base,  black-hearted  villain ! 

And  yet,  I  alone  am  lo  blame  : 
'Twas  I  who  Committed  llie  fully. 

And  mine  be  the  sorrow  and  shame  I 
I  once  was  as  prosperous  as  he  is — 

0  Heaven,  how  great  waa  my  fall ! 
From  affluence  down  to  atarvation — 

And  rum  was  the  cause  of  it  all ! 

The  home  where  I  once  was  so  happy, 

Can  never  be  mine  any  more ; 
Ify  luni;-«nffering  wife  is  in  heaven  ;  • 

My  children  are  frientllesa  and  poor. 
Oh  !  fool  that  1  was!— but  no  matter, 

1  cannt>t  recall  what  is  past : 

There  alwa\a  were  foola,  and  I  doubt  not 
'Ihat  fools  there  will  be  to  the  last. 

My  hopes  are  all  gone,  and  the  prospect 

fjtill  darker  and  gloomier  growa  : 
My  1  fe  ia  a  wreck  and  a  failure — 

Oh  !   Would  it  Were  brouirjit  to  a  close  !  " 
And  there  be  lay.  Coiled  iu  the  gutter. 

And  blul>l>ered  and  groaned  through  the  night, 
Till  at  last  a  patrolman  came  on   liiia 

And  dragged  him  away  out  of  sightl 


My  Normandy. 

Hope  whinners  me.  when  summer  cornea, 

And  genial  verdure  crowns  the  plain. 
That  I  shall  see  my  native  land. 

And  greet  my  birthplace  oDOe  again  : 
Where  first  in  Infancy  I  drew 

The  breath  of  life  ao  pure  and  free  : 
Ita  drrsmn  'li<  pres^enl  lo  my  view  — 

My  Normandy  !  my  Normandy ! 

r 

I've  Men  the  shores  of  Italy, 

And  Venice  with  its  goNdoliers, 
And  ^wiizerlarid.  the  brave  and  free. 

Which  boasts  such  hurdy  mountaineert : 
I've  Seen  ail  ihese,  >et  wander  on. 

In  Inpe  my  long-loved  home  to  see: 
Fur.  I  would  ever  gase  upon 

My  Murniaudy  !   my  Normandy  I 

It  seems  to  me  a  dream  of  'ife 

Sinee  \uui.h'a  brighi  smiles  have  paseed  away, 
And  every  form  1  loved  on  earth 

hy  time'*  rude  band  halh  met  decay  : 
Still  let  me  live  to  dream  of  all 

The  sonny  amiles  I  loved  to  see. 
As  when  in  youth  I  gased  upon 

My  Normandy!  my  Normandy! 


>«••_ 


Why  are  f>w1a 
tmrtiucT*  to  keep  ? 
tk«y  give  a  peck. 


the  most  pconomie'il  stock  for 
Because  for  every  grain  of  eorn 


I)         ^f.T'f  ^  12  Kiddle  on  thia  page— Nnn. 


It's  very  Aggravating. 

8uuy  by  JeuDle  Uugbea. 

I  bad  a  beau  some  time  ago. 

Whom  I  thooght  ju«t  the  man 
To  suit  the  taste  of  one  he  called 

His  own  dear  Clara  Anne. 
Three  years,  four  months,  five  days,  six  hours. 

He  spent  in  paying  court ; 
If  caught,  aure  1  d  be  paying  him — 

For,  of  me  he's  made  rare  eport. 

Oh  I  it's  very  agi^ravating  when  your  love's  not  true  : 
It's  very  sggravaling  when  he  don't  love  >ou  ; 
It's  awfully  aggravating  :   but  what  are  vou  to  do, 
When  he  tukea  auother  party  olf  to  1  imbuctoo  V 

Of  course  it  whs  "  the  old.  old  tale  : " 

He'd  do  I  don't  know  what 
To  prove  his  love,  and  should  he  fail, 

He  "  hoped  he  might  be  shot :  " 
Sent  billet-doux  by  twos  and  threes, 

W  ith  •'  loves  "  and  '•  doves  "  and  "  blisaes. 
With  lota  of  dots  and  curious  spots. 

Which  reprcseuted  kisses. 

Oh!  it's  very,  «to. 

He  called  one  day— poor  fellow !—. 

He  Seemed  very  ill  at  ease. 
And,  without  the  slightest  warning, 

He  went  down  upon  hia  knees. 
He  said  he'd  ne'er  get  up  again, 

'Unless  I  named  the  day  : 
I  asked  :  "  please  to  wait  a  month. 
And  then,  perhaps,  Id  say." 

Oh !  it's  very,  &e. 

That  night  I  dreamt  of  wedding  bells, 

And  a  bride  cake  such  a  size  ! 
But  niort.ing  cume  lo  close  such    . 

Happy  visions  from  iny  eyes: 
My  "eVer  con.-'tant,"  lovmg  swain. 

Was  nut  exaciiy  true  :  -- 

For,  he'd  wedd.d  wiiii  another. 

And  was  otT  tu  1  imbuotoo ! 

Oh !  it's  very,  «tc. 

To  Timbuctoo,  too  tme,  they  have  gone. 

Wherever  that  may  be: 
I  care  no  more  for  him  than  he 

Could  e'er  have  cared  for  me  : 
Uut,  girls,  ne'er  dilly,  dally  : 

Should  he  offer,  don't  refuse  it  : 
For.  should  you  play  witli  a  mouse  too  long, 

The  chances  are — you'll  lo«e  it. 

Oh !  it's  very,  Ac. 


Perhaps  it's  a>  well  as  it  is. 

Writtsu  by  James  Uruton.  Esq. 


By  my  pa'  and  ma'  I'm  styled 
A  wicUed  little  mad  cap  wild  : 
1  hey  advised  Hie  iu  wedlock  to  fix. 
And  to  leave  off  mv  tom-boy  irieks. 
Though  scarcely  of  twenty  turned. 
Yet  offi-ra  by  dozens  I've  spurned— 
And  |ierhaps  it's  as  well  as  it,  is. 

My  first  was  an  ancient  youth, 
Who  offered  hia  gold  and  his  truth: 
To  accept  of  the  la-t  I  was  lolh, 
But  I  couldn  t  have  one  without  both  : 
My  hand  to  the  swain  would  I  give, 
but  llien  he  for  yearx  uii^ht  live  — 
So  perhaps  it's  as  well  aa  it  u. 

My  next  was  a  young  man  of  wealth, 

AVho  to  church  once  conveyid  me  by  stealth, 

But  ere  I'd  said  "loV^  and  obey," 

My  mama  came  and  bore  me  away. 

Cried  she  :   "  Girl !  what  would  you  have  ? 

That  man's  but  a  younger  sun." 

But,  gents,  now  what  am  I  to  do? 

My  aad  case  I  must  leave  lo  yon : 

I'll  vow  I'll  be  steady  and  staid. 

If  you  won't  let  me  die  an  old  maid  : 

There's  a  dear  yooth  sits  there  I  adore — 

I  oou'd.  but  I  dare  not  say  more— 

But  perhaps  it's  aa  well  as  it  is. 


I  Love  the  Dewy  Twilight 

Words  by  J.  W.  Lake— Music  by  8.  Oluver. 

I  love  tlie  dewy  twilight. 

When  the  coming  shadows  fall,   - 
Thro'  the  day's  departing  beauty. 

On  some  ruin's  ivyed  wall  :  ^.' 

'When  the  vesper  music,  stealing 

O'er  the  valley  and  the  lea. 
Wakes  the  heart  tu  tender  feeling— 

Oh  !  the  twilight  hour  for  lue  : 

I  love  the  dewy  twilight, 

\^  heu  the  forest  leaf  is  still,    '     '  ' 
When  no  sound  diaturba  the  alienee. 

Save  the  gentle  murm'ring  rill  : 
When  the  silver  moon  is  |ieeping. 

Through  the  mi'ty  clouds  that  flee. 
On  sweet  flowers  like  infants  sleeping  : 

Oh!   the  twilight  hour  for  ine ! 

m  i«i  ■    . 

The  Boys  of  the  Bowery  Fit 


By  w,  c. 


Air:  Tbs  Newsboya 


I  am  sitting  in  the  Bowery  Tit,  amongst  the  gallns  boya. 
Seeing  the  play  go  off,  and  listening  lo  the   noise  : 
1  he  hi-hies  and  the  whiatliug^an  earth-quake 

nothing  to  it-^ 
For  kicking  up  a  thundering  din,  they  re  the 

boys  lo  do  it. 
CiioRts.    ^         '"<:./..  j  '.:'.''  V' 
The  Newsboys  they're  a  gallus  crowd,  as  T  will 

let  you  know, 
They  go  to  the  Bowery  Pit  fur  to  see  the  ehow. 

When  Cony  with  his  dog  comes  on,  you  ought 

to  hear  the  cry, 
And  when  the  dog  gets  wounded  and  makes 

believe  to  die  : 
When  Taylor  comes  with  sword  in  hand,  he 

and  Cony  fight. 
The  hearts  of  all  the  gallus  boys  are  brim  full  of  delight. 
Ihe  Newtib^^iya  they're,  <be 

But  presently  the  Actors  are  seen  looking  at  the  wings. 
As  if  they  were  watching  for  Somebody  or  ^omethings : 
'Ihe  Gallus  Boys  are  Wide-Awake,  they  know 

what  a  Coming  now<*— 
For,  J.  R.  Scott  ia  coming,  and  then  there  s 

jr  ■  such  a  Row  f 

The  Newsboys  they're,  Ac. 

Oh!  if  you  want  to  see  some  fun,  go  to  the  Bowery  Pit, 
Especially  on  soiile  night  wlieti  there  i-<  a  Keuefit, 
And  I  II  be  boaud  that  you  will  think,  an)id 

the  din  and  noise. 
That  they  are  gallus  bloods  indeed,  and  nothing 

but  the  iiojw. 
•     The  Newsboys  they're,  Ac. 
^  '•>  ^  if  -  );  V 

Advice  to  Yoang  Ladies. 

Air:    JuUn  Dean— By  Q.  h.  of  tlie  F.  D.  8. 


When  married  yon  are,  you  must  learn  to  submit 
1'o  the  whima  of  a  hualiand,  and  if  he  aees  fit 
To  go  alone  of  nn  evening  to  a  concert  or  play. 
And,  of  course,  at  home  by  yourself  you  must  slay — 
You  must  "v  'er  be  ill-tem|>ered.  look  sulky  or  frown, 
Or  what  f^ople  comnmuly  call  "upside  down  :  " 
Be  kind  and  submissive,  yet  cheerful  and  gay, 
Or  you'll  break  the  old  promise :  Ipte.  honor  andobey 

Sing,  tu  ri  la  la,  tko. 

And  when  he  comes  home  on  a  cold  winter's  night, 
liave  the  hearth  cleanly  swept,  and  the  fire 

burning  bright. 
Ilia  arm-chair  placed  ready,  his  slipitera  well  aired, 
'1  he  cloth  neatly  laid,  and  the  Bup|>er  prepared  : 
Attend  to  these  rules,  and  you  will  surely  find 
Your  husband  nffecliunate,  tender  and  kind  : 
But  let  this  be  your  motto  :   "  Should  he  be  the  reverse, 
He's  yuur  husband,  you've  got  him  for  better  or  worse.  *' 

^iug,  tu  li  la  la,  Ao. 
^  i>i  ^  . 

12    Biddle. 

Three  letter*  do  compose  mv  name  : 
Re-'d  backwards,  forwards,  I'm  the  same  : 
Within  a  cell  confined  for  life  : 
Aunt,  sister,  frisnd,  bat  ne'er  a  wife. 


Wf^. 


^^ 


-'•       ■■-^•^ 


ai^iiiiyii^iillltiiMitiMi, 


uir.. 
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Here  he  Ooei. 

•nng  bj  i.  H   SimUL 


When  Tom  de«kred  hi*  ardent  IoT» 

To  Mis*  Amelia  Brown, 
He  aaked  Papa  to  give  oooient, 

He  oiilj  gave  a  frown  :  "  ■   -  •  _    . 

But  Toiu  and  his  Amelia  said 

That  they'd  elope  to  town 
And  married  be,  althoagh  it  waa       . 

Against  the  wish  uf  Brown  : 
The  very  murniag  of  their  flight, 

Old  Brown  at  Tioiue  would  stay: 
They  begged  I'd  think  of  something 

Just  to  help  them  get  a- way. 

Spoken  :  And  I  did.  by  taking  Brown's  atten- 
tiuD  while  they  got  off  by  train.  Now  the  old  boy 
was  a  bit  of  a  sporting  character :  so  looking  at 
the  pendulum  of  lite  clock,  I  said  :  "  Brown,  III  bet 
you  ten  pounds  you  don't  swing  your  arm  with 
that,  and  not  miss  one  beat  for  a  (quarter  of  an 
hour.'*  '■  DoiM,"  Mja Iw.  " lliia  u  Ui«  way, '; 
said  I •:^:l/''.'y-^'-'' '■■.''■:'.'.  /:  a    -  '  -  ■ 

Here  lie  goea,  there  Iia  goes, 

Bibberty  bob,  bibberly  bob: 

Here  he  goes,  there  he  goes, 
'>  "       And  this  is  the  way  to  do  it. 

And  Brown  he  set  to  work  at  onee, 
And  soon  began  to  puff. 

Says  I :  'I  thing  you'll  soon  cry  out 
That  you  have  had  enough." 

Said  brown  :  "  I  never  lay  a  bet 
But  what  I  mean  to  win. 

I'll  bet  another  ten,  my  boy, 
That  1  shall  not  give  in." 

Now  Brown  was  fat— the  weather  warm- 
But  never  once  he  stops, 

Allho' upon  his  heated  face 
There  stood  the  shining  drop*. 

Spoken:  And  while  I  stood  laughing,  Brown 
kept  on  swinging  his  arms  to  the  pendulum  ot  the 
clock,  saying Here  he  goes,  Ae. 

Now  Mrs.  Brown  who  beard  me  laugh, 

<''auie  in  the  room  to  see  : 
"  My  goodness  gracious  !  she  exclaimed 

What  can  the  matter  be  ? 
Why.  surely.  Brown,  you're  going  mad. 

Of  that  there's  not  a  doubt. 
To  stand  in  front  of  that  old  clock. 

And  swing  your  arm  about : 
I'll  go  and  fetch  the  doctor,  Brown, 

If  you  go  on  that  way  : 
What  do  you  think  you're  doing,  Brown  ?  " 
.  But  all  Uiat  he  would  say 
v.     .  ,        .       .      r     Was:  here  lie  goes,  Ac. 

The  doctor  only  lived  next  door : 

He  soon  was  in  the  place. 
And  when  he  looked  at  Brown,  said  ha: 

'*  I  see  at  oiioe  the  case  : 
He  fancies  he's  that  old  dnleh  clock. 

And  been  wound  up  to  go: 
His  arm  he  thinks  the  pend  lum,  and 

'that's  why  he  swings  it  so.". 
With  Innghter  I  felt  quite  eonvulsad, 

1°o  see  the  blank  dismay 
Of  doctor  Oreen  and  Mistress  Brows, 

While  Brown  went  on  to  say 

Here  b«  goea,  Ac. 

Brown  won  the  wager,  but  he  lost 

His  daughter  b}r  the  game. 
She  raarri^  loni  in  town,  and  then 

Back  for  forgiveness  came  : 
*Twa«  uselesi,  when  the  job  was  done. 

For  Brown  to  say  them  nay  ; 
Bo  he  at  last  look  all  thejoka    t   .  : 

In  quite  a  jolly  way  : 
Be  gave  a  parly  to  his  frienda,  "'  . 

And  told  the  joke  with  glaa. 
While  shouts  of  laughter  echoed  from 

The  merry  company.  ••  .»  ^Vt  . 


Brightest  Eyes. 

Thon'st  pearls  and  diamonds,  fair  one. 
Hast  all  that  men  adore,  '" 

And  hast  the  brightest  eyes,  love  : 
My  dearest,  what  wouldsl  thou  have  more  ? 

Those  beauteous  eyes  of  thine,  loTa,  ;■'  -. 

I've  sung  them  o'er  and  o'er,  ...  .■'■':  .■■..•. I:.   • 
In  eouniless  sougs  immortal:    Y"-'  f' -■    ■         ■■ 

My  dearest,  what  wouldsl  thou  have  more  ? 

With  thy  bright  eyes  thon'st  pained  me: 
Man  ne'er  was  so  tortured  before  ; 

Down  to  despair  thou  hast  brought  me  : 
My  dearest,  what  wouldst  thou  have  more  ? 


Ihry  .wilt  Thou  have  Mel 

ACKUSTIC. 


J&ry,  tho'  I'm  doomed  to  languish — 
.^oa  fear  there's  nu  relief  fur  ue, 
.Biicked  wilh  sorrow,  torn  with  anguish, 
let  my  soul  will  cling  to  thee. 

TThen  these  eyes  did  first  behold  you,  > 
la  your  youthful  beauties  dressed — 
'  Xured  to  love — loo  soon  they  told  you 
That  you  triumphed  o  er  my  breast. 

7'his  heart  is  now,  oh  !  sadly  torn, 
.fiarrassed  with  a  thousand  fears — 
Oh  I  doom  it  not  to  pine  and  woao, 
Unwept,  unpitied,  by  your  tears. 

jE^bpe  of  my  life  !  let  pity  move, 
.^h  !  let  iu  tender  passion  reign  : 
Veiled  in  its  garb,  let  gentle  love    :  - 
Entreat  you  to  assuage  my  pain. 

jtfar^,  forever  wilt  thou  be 
jffunched  with  all  that's  dear  to  me  f 


►*♦»- 


Thii  Blooming  Rose.  : 

This  blo-iming  rose,  of  early  dawn, 
Expanding  to  the  view — 

I  plucked  the  flower,  tho'  sharp  its  thorn. 
Because  it  looked  like  you  : 

But  gazing  on  thy  beauteous  face. 

Its  likeness  fades  to  view,  ^ 

Nor  on  the  rose  lliy  blush  I  trace- 
Its  charms  must  yield  to  you. 


A  Home  Without  a  Wife. 


A  home  without  a  mother 

A  dreary  spot  must  be. 
No  matter  when  we  lose  her. 

In  age  or  infancy  ; 
But  next  to  this,  no  care,  I  vow. 

Can  so  distarss  our  life. 
As,  day  by  day,  to  travel  to 

A  home  wiihout  a  wife. 

A  home  witlioul  a  mother     :    . 

I  never  can  forget : 
Her  eherished  form,  her  look  of  loT* 

Are  present  with  me  yet ; 
And  but  for  thin,  no  earthly  «are 

Can  so  diMtress  our  life. 
As,  day  by  day,  to  travel  to 

A  home  without  a  wife. 

A  home  without  a  mother! 

Her  gentle  spirit's  flows — 
And  in  this  dreary  world,  alaal.": 

I  find  myself  alone  ; 
And  but  for  this,  no  care,  I  vow,.;; , 

Can  so  distress  u}^  hfe. 
And  111  no  longer  travel  to 

A  home  without  a  wife. 


-»♦»- 


Spoken  f    Really,  said  Brown,  I  shall 
the  pendulum  of  a  clock  bat  it  will  put  m*  in  mind 
of Here  he  goes,  A«. 

'Wliat's  the  latest  and  sweetest  thing  in  bonnets? 
llie  ladies'  iiaoes,  to  be  sure. 


Would  yon  Gain  the  Tender  Creature  ? 

Would  you  gain  the  tender  oreatnre  T 
Mildly,  gently,  kindly  treat  her  : 

hunenng  is  the  lover's  part.- 
Beauly  by  constraint  possessing, 
Yon  enjoy  but  half  the  blessing — 

Lifeless  eharms  withont  the  heMi. 


Funking  the  Cobbler. 

▲Ir :     The  Sprlf  of  SblUelah. 


There  was  a  cobbler  by  name  Toby  Brad  : 
Though  he  lived  in  his  suU,  yet  he  didot  lit* 

With  a  fol  de  rol,  A«. 
One  night,  he  was  mending  an  old  pair  of  aboaa. 
And  he  looked  very  black,  tho'  he  d  got  lite  bloas — 
Put*,  it  happened  to  be  the  next  day  after  iteoday,' 
Add  snobs,  you  all  know,  don't  like  working  on  Meoday, 

Ktiw  the  leather  was  tough  and  the  awl  wouldn't  piaoa. 
Which  made  Toby  Brad  look  devilixh  fierce, 

With  his  U>1  iol,  A«. 
Hf  took  up  his  lapstone  and  hauiniered  it  out, 
Then  he  haiumerea  hia  fingers  and  that  nia4e  him  slient : 
As  be  threw  down  his  work  with  passion  well  slowed, 
Crying  out :  you  can  go  to  Old  Nick  and  be  blowed  I 

In  this  shocking  manner  he'd  no  sooner  swora 
Ihau  a  thuuderiug  knocking  was  heard  at  the  door  : 

Wilh  a  fol  de  rol,  A«. 
H^  khivered  and  shook  from  his  head  to  his  fisat — 
He  [was  all  in  a  tremble  and  while  as  a  sheet  : 
Fori  he  very  well  knew,  and  that  made  him  feel  queer, 
Ifyiou  talk  of  the  Devil,  he's  sure  to  appear. 

Now  Toby  had  read,  in  the  tales  of  the  ghosts, 
liuw  the  devila  in  smoke  rise  behind  your  Led  poats  : 

ji  Wilh  his  ful.  As. 

Ak  lie  was  thinking,  a  cloud  then  arose 
AnS  the  smoke  it  all  got  up  the  cobbler's  nosa, 
Aui  he  said  to  himself,  though  afraid  to  b«  iokiof, 
If  this  is  the  Devil,  I II  swear  he'a  been  suuklog. 

I'hen  he  shivered  and  quivered  and  fell  on  his  knaas. 
Crying  out :  Mr.  Nick,  go  away,  if  you  pleaae : 

y>  ith  his  ful.  Ae. 
He  took  out  his  bible,  which  alwa\a  waa  by  him— 
Ut;  though  t,  while  he  d  that,  old  Nick  dare  not 

come  uigh  him : 
Then  eajferly  over  his  shonlder  he  siarea. 
I'hf  n  bobbed  back  his  head  and  got  sa^  iiig  his  prayara. 

I  mver  yet  harmed  child,  woman  or  man, 
1  tisvn'l  got  drunk  since  tee-totalling  began  : 

I  U  ith  my  <bl,  Aa. 

1  ne'er  stole  a  penny  from  any  man's  pnrsa, 
I  tie'er  cut  a  throat— I  might  have  done  worse: 
I  pe'er  told  a  lie  in  the  whole  of  my  life, 
Nor  I  never  made  love  to  any  other  man'a  mitt. 

Tlicn  the  cobbler  M>gan  to  confess  all  hit  nns. 
Then  he  made  au  endeavor  to  stand  on  his  pina  : 

With  his  fol,  Ae. 
And  when  by  degrees  he  at  length  stood  apright, 
Hie  was  juAt  like  u  ghost  so  fearfully  while — 
Th^n  he  tried  Imrd  to  look,  tho'  he  did  it  with  pain  : 
W  hen  a  Voice  cries  out :  hullo !  and  he  went  down  agaia. 

Now  as  he  lay  down  on  the  floor  nearly  dead, 
A  thought  Very  suddenly  came  into  his  Itead  : 

With  his  fol,  A«. 
lie  took  up  a  hammer  which  was  by  his  side, 
VVhich  over  his  shoulder  at  Old  Nick  he  shied  : 
Bjut  as  no  Nick  was  ihere,  the  unforlunate  ass 
ily  sent  the  great  hammer  through  six  squares 

ofglaaa, 

Toby  jumped  up  nearly  frightened  to  death, 
cut  out  of  his  stall,  never  stopping  for  breaih  : 

With  his  fol.  Ae. 
|ofi  looked  behind  to  see  if  he  wan  followed, 
lie  charity  boys  then  after  him  halloed  : 
He'd  heard  'eiii  before,  and  he  knew  by  llirir  shoot. 
It  was  only  them  rascals  been  funking  him  out. 


Pm  a  Pilgrim  and  a  Stranger. 

I'm  a  pilgrim,  and  I'm  a  stranger: 

J  can  tarry  but  a  night : 
Do  not  delain  me  :  for,  I  in  going 
To  where  the  streamlets  are  ever  flowing. 

There  the  sunbeams  are  ever  ihining, 

I  am  longing  for  the  sight  : 
Within  a  country  unknown  and  dreary 
1  have  been  wundering  fur  orn  and  weaiy. 

Of  that  eonntry  to  which  I'm  going. 

My  Redeemer  is  i  he  light : 

There  no  sorrow,  oor  any  sighing, 

Nor  any  sin  th«r»,  our  any  dying. 
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The  Mnrrnmindi  Nugget 

(  Continued. )  , 


It  waa  a  wild  and  dinhnnornble  detcrminnlion 
to  maka  ;  but,  as  you  will  soon  di«oover,  Adam 
Manson  was  not  possessed  of  much  principle; 
perliapa  yon  will  find  thai  he  had  none  at  ail. 

With  sixteen  thousand  inile^  of  ocean  between 
Jessie  halconibe  and  himself,  and  they  perfect 
Strangers  to  each  other,  it  was  singular  how  Man< 
ion,  merely  from  seeing  her  likeneos,  could  con- 
ceive such  a  sentiment  as  love  for  her.  But  tliat 
he  did  so,  and  that  his  passion  '^re'i  to  be  a  most 
potent  and  ungovernahle  one,  the  future  events  I 
nave  to  narrate  will  fully  prove. 

The  reader  mu^t  now  imagine  himseir  at  tbe 
diggings  at  Murriirrundiii,  aniidxt  many  holes, 
many  bark  huts,  and  iMany  shanties. 

it  is  a  strange  ccene— rude,  almost  weird,  at* 
times.  'I  here  are  the  deep,  deep  lioles,  some  of 
which  are  seventy  or  eighty  feet  deep,  and  into 
which  the  di<;i;er  is  lowerrd  from  above  by  means 
of  a  sort  of  bucl^et.  liiere  are  the  cri^dles  here 
and  there,  worked  generally  by  the  diggers'  wives, 
who  labor  in  the  searcli  after  gold  as  industriously 
as  their  husbands  do.  All  in  bustle — all  is  life — 
and  every  face  wears  a  hopeful,  hun<;ry  expression. 

Here  we  again  meet  our  two  friends,  ^Stephen 
Armitage^.and  Adam  Manson,  each  of  whom  is 
working  a  seperate  claim. 

'I  hey-  have  been  here  six  weeks,  but  as  yet 
Beither  of  them  has  found  more  than  a  few  grains 
of  gold. 

ilanson  is  cross,  and  he  exclaims  loudly,  and 
enrsea  his  ill-luck  day  and  night,  night  and  day. 

Bat  ^Stephen  Armila);e  utters  no  complaint 
whatHoever,  but  hour  after  hour  shovels  up  the 
earth  and  w/ishea  it,  only  to  meet  with  re|^>eated 
diaappoinlment. 

"Its  just  my  luck!"  was  all  that  Stephen 
wonld  say,  at  the  end  of  each  day's  almost  fruit- 
leas  labor. 

)t  was  now  that  Adam  began  to  resort  to  the 
•hanty,  and  there,  amotig-'t -recklef>s  and  riotous 
eonipanions,  endeavored  to  drown  the  remem- 
brance of  his  failures  in  draughts  of  potent  brandy. 

You  may  feel  Certain  tliut  he  did  not  improve 
either  his  fortune  or  his  health,  ^oing  as  he  did. 
Nevertheless,  he  was  now  to  be  foutid  nightly  in 
a  shanty,  while  ^tephen.  tired  with  his  work,  had 
sought  hi*  mattress,  and  was  enjoying  a  tho- 
roughly healthful  i<lnml><>r.  In  all  tilings  these 
two  men  were  as  distinctly  different  from  each 
other  as  a  black  man  i^  from  a  white.  Wiijiin 
one  heart  lodged  hone-ty  and  goodness,  while,  in 
the  other,  but  little  of  either  of  thoee  qualities 
eould  be  found. 

Mephen  never  studied  to  be  honorable,  be- 
eanse,  being  so  bv  nature,  he  had  no  occa-<ion  to 
tronble  about  the  matter.  Indeed,  it  would  have 
given  him  positive  pain  to  be  otherwise  than  what 
he  really  was. 

Each  man  occupied  a  sepernte  hut,  and  as  I 
have  slated,  each  man  worked  hi-i  own  elaim. 
Stephens  claim  had,  in  the  first  place,  been 
bought  and  paii]  for  by  Adam  ;  but  recently  tha 
fitrmer  had  scraped  together  a  sum  snffioient  to 
pay  Manson  for  it.  Thus,  Stephen  became  wholly 
inilependent,  and,  consequently,  more  easy  in  hia 
miiM 

Adam's  constant  ill-luck  was  rendering  him  idle 
as  Well  as  di-<i|>ated,  and  sometimes  he  would 
wastt  whole  days  to;relher,  and  Would  only  re- 
sume his  pickaxe  and  his  spade  a^  the  spur  of 
neeessity 

liy  dejjrees,  Stephen's  sfrer.glh  returned  toliim, 
and  with  that  sireiiirth  came  back  to  him  all  his 
old  buoyancy  of  spirit.  tie  dug  cheerfully  and 
■nxmu-ly.  hoping,  ere  long,  to  reap  a  brilliant 
rewaril  ft»r  his  industry  and  perseverance.  'I  hen, 
should  his  hopes  brTealized.  lie  would  away  back 
to  England,  and  to  hi'<  love. 

He  had  already  written  home  to  his  family,  and 
to  J«ni-i«  Ha  Combe  infonning  them  and  her  of 
Ills  losses,  and  adding  that  he  was  now  at  the 
dii:<;ins<  at  Murrurrundi,  seeking  for  a  nugget  as 
big  as  hia  own   head. 

He  shrnirged  his  shoulders  and  sighed  heavily, 
ma  he  wrote  tliesa   lines   to  his  fricmla,   thinking 


how  nnlikely  it  wa«  that  he  tbould  erer  turn  up 

suoli  u  inuiuie. 

Nevertheless,  he  went  on  hopefully,  a  voice 
within  him  inciting  him  constantly  to  action. 

'i  hroaghout  the  whole  diggings  you  could  not 
have  found  a  cleaner  hut  than  that  belonging  to 
Stephen  Armiiage.  He  slept  on  a  kangaroo-skin 
rag,  in  one  corner  of  his  dwelling,  and  he  cooked 
in  the  opan  air.  He  eat  damper  and  stewed 
parrots,  and  he  drank  his  tea  out  ot  a  tin  can,  and 
washed  his  own  linen  when  it  wanted  wasliing. 
He  was  an  example  to  the  whole  of  the  other 
diggers ;  for  his  person  he  never  neglected,  and 
he  wae  never  to  be  found  in  a  shanty. 

Stephen  had  a  dusky  retainer  —  a  fellow  to 
whom  he  had  once  given  a  meal  of  victuals — and 
who,  in  Consequence  of  that  aet  of  generosity,  had 
attached  himoelf  to  the  young  man  ever  since. 

Now,  as  a  rule,  the  blacks  of  New  South  Wales 
are  a  l:iEy  set;  but  Murrurrnndi  'U>m  was  an 
exception  to  that  rule,  and  contrived  to  make 
himself  amazingly  useful  in  the  service  of  his 
benefactor  ;  for  he  fetched  and  out  firewood, 
snared  parrots,  carried  water,  and  performed  a 
score  of  other  acceptable  eervices. 

Tom  was  only  partially  attired.  In  the  first 
place,  he  wore  no  shirt,  and  his  old  trousers  were 
so  short  that  they  barely  reached  to  his  knees,  to 
which  they  descended  in  fringed  ends  of  various 
lengthts.  yis  hat,  which  was  cooked  on  one  side 
with  quite  a  rakish  feather,  was  a  battered 
erushea  article,  minus  the  top  of  its  crown  and  a 
portion  of  its  brim  ;  and  his  waistcoat,  through 
which  his  naked  arms  were  thrust,  had  entirely 
lost  its  cri<;inal  shape  and  color,  and  gaped 
widely  in  all  directions. 

In  his  way,  1  om  was  a  remarkable  character — 
he  was  honest.  Neither  sugar  nor  rum  could 
temp  this  fingers  to  steal ;  and  he  owned  as  grate- 
ful a  heart  as  ever  throbbed  in  any  human  breast. 

Nearly  all  the  day  long  he  was  to  be  seen, 
stretched,  like  a  faithful  watchdog,  across  the 
threshold  of  Stephen  Armitage's  hut,  and  at  night 
he  slept  on  the  same  spot,  guarding  the  slumbers 
of  the  man  he  loved. 

Touched  by  the  poor  fellow's  deration  towards 
him,  Stephen  fed  him  daily,  and  Tom  called  him 
"Massa."  and  regarded  him  as  such. 

Now.  the  black  had  an  instinctive  dislike  to 
Adam  Manson,  and  always  used  to  watch  him 
with  suspicious  eyes. 

Having  discovered  that  he  had  lately  injured 
his  dear  one's  portrait,  Stephen  now  left  it  at 
home  while  he  pursued  his  labors.  He  had 
casuallv  told  Manson  of  the  fact,  at  tlu;  same  lime 
expressing  his  sorrow  at  the  accident. 

Now,  near  Aruiitage's  bed 'there  stood  an  old 
tea-chest,  which,  beini;  turned  on  its  side,  served 
alike  as  a  cupboard  and  table.  In  this  same  tea- 
chest  the  digirer  had  bestowed  his  only  earthly 
treasure — the  likeness  of  his  love. 

One  day,  when  Stephen  was  absent  from  his 
hut,  Manson  entered  it,  took  out  the  oarte,  and, 
seating  himself,  began  to  contemplate  it. 

Tom  was  stealthily  watching  him  from  the  door- 
way. 

Adam  was  ]»res*ing  kiss  after  kiss  upon  the 
piece  of  pasteboard,  and  the  black  was  beginning 
to  think  him  mad. 

Grinning,  Tom  thrust  hie  head,  hat  and  all,  into 
the  but. 

"  Want  anything,  Maasa  Manson  f '*  he  asked, 
showing  nearly  all  his  ivories. 

"Uo  to  the  devil!"  Adam  answered  coarsely. 
"  You  see  what  I  am  doing?"  be  added,  fixing  his 
eyes  upon  the  other. 

"  Yes,  sar ;  rae  see  well.  Dat  a  picture  ob 
Massa  Armitage's  wife,  "  he  replied,  pointing  to 
the  photograph  in  Manson  s  h'lnds. 

"  His  wife!  Never!''  Adam  muttered  tu  himself. 
Then  turning  to  the  bhick.  he  continued,  "  Mind, 
if  you  say  anything  about  my  coming  here,  I'll 
wring  your  grinning  head  off  your  shoulders." 

At  that,  lom  began  to  rub  his  bristly  chin. 
Manaon  was  a  |i«werful  man.  and,  to  speak  the 
truth,  the  black  was  rather  afraid  of  him  ;  but  he 
was  too  shrewd  to  show  the  gentleman  whnt  be 
felt. 

'-Did 'Ton  bear,  yon  inky  aon  of  Satan V  re- 
•nmed  Adam. 

"  Me  not  deaf  yit,  aar." 


•'  Do  you  like  baoey  f" 

At  that  question,  lom's  eyes  glistened  like  a 
pair  of  black  diamonds  ;  bat  the  next  moment  liis 
teatures  fell. 

"No"  he  answered,  foreing  his  speech,— "no, 
me  not  like  baccy  at  all.  Massa  Armitage  say 
smokin'  a  cussed  bad  habit,  an'  n>e  left  it  off." 

"  t)h,  you've  left  it  off.  have  you?  And  have 
you  also  left  off  drinking  rum  f " 

"  No,  sar, "  'I'om  rejoined,  in  a  low,  timid  voice, 
as  if  ashamed  of  making  such  an  admission ; 
"  rum  are  quite  anoder  ting,  sar." 

"Ah,  so  I  thought,"  returned  Adam  with  a 
laugh.  "  Well,  if  I  give  you  a  glass  of  it,  you 
must  promise  to  keep  your  mouth  closed  for  the 
future?" 

"  Keep  my  mouth  shet,  sar  I  How  me  drink  de 
rum  wit  my  mouth  shot?" 

"  Pshaw  I  you  are  a  fool !"  Manson  exclaimed, 
at  the  same  lime  slarting  to  his  feet,  and  pulling 
I  he  photograph  into  one  of  his  po«kels.  "Come 
•long  to  the  shanty,  and  I'll  make  you  as  drunk 
a.^alord." 

•  "Stop,  sar;  you  put  Massa  Armitage's  prop'ty 
into  your  pocket.  ' 

"And  wliat  the  deuce  is  that  to  yon,  I  should 
like  to  know  ?  Am  1  not  going  to  shut  your  eyea 
with  rum,  you  ebony  scoundrel?  " 

Tom  shook  his  head  very  gravely. 

"  Me  not  shet  my  eyes  on  a  cussed  thief,"  he 
said,  sturdily. 

"  Thief!  "  echoed  Manson,  his  whole  face  grow- 
ing ashy  pale  with  sudden  rage;  "repeat  that 
word  again,  you  infernal  black  rascal,  and  111 
pilch  you  down  the  deepest  hole  in  the  diggings !" 

'I  he  other  recoiled,  with  trembling  limbs.  He 
looked  around  inquiringly  for  an  instant ;  in  the 
next,  he  had  snatched  up  a  heavy  billet  of  wood, 
and  was  holding  it  threateningly  in  the  air. 

I  he  black's  eyes  rolled  in  his  head,  and  his 
white  teeth  were  set  edge  to  edge,  while  every 
muscle  in  his  body  seemed  prepared  for  contest. 

Manson  was  perfectly  amazed,    and    somewhat 
alarmed  as  well,  but  he  assumed  a  bold  front,  and   ' 
did  his  best  to  look  as  unconeerned  as  pos^il>le. 

"  \V  hat  do  you  mean  by  that?  "  demanded  he, 
indicating  the  dangerous-looking  Lillet.  "  \to 
you  want  to  murder  me  in  cold  Itlwd  ?  ' 

"  No,  sar ;  me  want  you  to  put  back  dat  pictur, 
'longin'  to  Massa  Armitage— dat's  all." 

"  Well,  but  suppose  I  won't  do  that,  what 
then?" 

"  Den  I  must  kill  you,  sar !"  waa  the  resolute 
and  emphatic  rejoinder. 

Manson  bit  his  lips,  and  stamped  his  feet  npon 
the  ground  in  impotent  rage.  He  did  not  like  to 
be  compelled  to  restore  the  likeness,  and  to  be 
compelled  to  do  so  by  a  black  fellow,  was,  he  felt, 
degrading  to  him  in  the  extreme. 

"Come,  come;  nut  down  that  ugly  piece  of 
wood,"  he  said,  in  uland  aeoents. 

"  The  pictur'  fust,  sar  !' 

"Curse  it!  There!"  Adam  returned,  twitching 
forth  the  photograph,  and  then  flinging  it  on  the 
floor. 

Tom  then  lowered  the  billet,  but  still  retained 
firm  possessioQ  of  it.  while  Manson,  frustrated 
in  his  wishes,  marched  out  of  the  hut  and  dis- 
appeared. 

"  Dere  goes  a  big  tot  o'  rum,   may  be  twoo" 

dem  !"  the  black  cried,  rnther  regretfully.  And, 
so  saying,  he  threw  aside  his  weapon,  and  picked 
up  the  ill-used  portmit. 

When  Stephen  came  home,  which  waa  not  till 
some  time  after  dark.  1'om  took  care  to  relate 
what  had  happened  during  massa  s  abeenee. 
The  black  made  the  most  of  his  story,  and,  for 
the  snke  of  effect,  added  to  it  here  and  there. 
But  despite  the  graphic  description  of  the  affair, 
Armitage  paid  bat  little  attention  to  it. 

"The  fellow  was  a  bit  screwed,  I  suppose, 
Tom?"  he  remarked,  when  the  other  had  finished. 

"  No.  massa.  be  no  dat,  me  aanin.  Me  took 
good  care  ob  de  pictur,"  he  a<:ded.  "  Me  put  it 
back  where  massa  left  it." 

"  i'haok  yon,  Tom ;  you're  a  regular  treasure 
to  me, '  Steplien  said. 

I  he  black's  eyes  sparkled  to  hear  this. 

"  Me  11  keep  my  eye  on  dat  Massa  Manson, 
aar." 

"  All  right,  Tom  ;  I'd  keep  my  tw>  e)es  on  him. 
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if  I  were  you,"  Stephen  answered,  lightly. 
"  fx>ni«  day,  dihu  find  him  a  dam  raaoal." 
•'  I  dara  MT  I  ahall,  old  fellow." 
*'  Bat  me'U  watoh  dia  plaoe  more   dan    eber, " 
replied  Tom.     "  Oh,  goah  I  "     he  auddenly  cried, 
lifliog  up  both  bia  handa,    "  dat   Massa   Manaon 
hab  maae  me  forget  de  dampar — it  will  be  burnt 
to  a  oinda!" 

And  Ihniatiog  hit  fingera  into  bia  hair,  tha 
speaker  rushed  out  of  the  hut,  and  flew  to  a  log- 
wood fire,  whiah  waa  burning  at  a  abort  distaooe 
from  the  door. 

With  hia  bare  hands  he  quickly  removed  the 
thick  bed  of  ashes,  and  at  length  he  came  upon 
a  round  black  maaa,  wbieh  he  recognized  aa  tha 
damper. 

"Uoah!"  he  exclaimed,  ready  to  burst  into 
tears  at  the  sight  befure  him — "gosh  I  but  me'd 
like  to  stuff  die  down  that  Massa  Manson'a  troat!" 

On  the  following  day,  as  Stephen  was  digging, 
his  spade  suddenly  atruok  bgainst  some  hard 
aubstanoe. 

All  at  once,  he  began  to  tremble  with  expecta- 
tion, and  »  hot  flush  auffused  his  face.  He  leant 
oo  hia  spade,  almost  dreading  to  bring  to  light 
that  which  it  was  touching,  and  feeling  very  faint 
and  f^ick. 

"Heaven  I  should  it  be  a  nugget?"  he  ex- 
claimed, mentally. 

he  pushed  his  spade  deeper  and  deeper,  but 
failed  to  dislodge  the  opposing  substance.  Next, 
he  seised  his  pickaxe,  and  used  it  dexterously, 
and  presently  a  heavy  lump  of  something  waa 
brought  wiiliin  view. 

Here  the  digger  dropped  upon  his  knees  to  ex- 
amine what  he  had  found,  and  then,  discovering 
what  it  waa,  he  gathered  bia  arma  about  hia  new- 
found treasure,  and  straightway  became  insensible 
from  the  effects  of  too  much  joy. 

By-and-by  he  recovered  his  consciousness,  and 
quitted  the  hole.  He  could  hardlj  contain  him- 
self, he  was  in  such  a  whirl  of  delight  and  happi- 
ness. He  aeated  bimaelf  on  the  ground,  and 
called  to  some  men  who  were  busily  employed  in 
washing  the  earth  they  had  just  dug  up.  and,  on 
their  coming  to  him,  showed  them  hia  prize,  a  nug- 
get of  aolid  gold  aa  large  aa  hia  own  head,  the 
fsrgeat  nugget  that  haid  bean  found  in  Mur- 
rurrundi. 

'1  he  newa  of  Stephen  Armitage'a  lucky  "find" 
apread  with  the  speed  of  lightning  all  over  ^he 
diggings,  and  everybody  came  to  look  at  the  great 
nugget  of  Murrurrundi.  A mongsttho^e  assembled 
was  Manson,  who  looked  malignant  as  a  fiend. 

Every  one  present  save  Adam  waa  loud  in  con- 
'  gratulating  Stephen  on  hia  good  fortune.     Many, 
'tis  true  gave  envious  glances  at  the  lump  of  pre- 
cious metal,   but  not  one   regarded   it   with  such 
covetous  eyes  as  Manaon. 

"  You'll  now  dig  no  more,  I  suppose  ?"  he  re- 
marked, as  he  walked  on  by  Stephen's  aide  in  the 
direction  of  the  latter's  hnt. 

"  You  are  right ;  I  shall  dig  no  more  :  I  shall  be 
off  immediately  to  dear  old  England  and  my  love," 
Armilage  answered,  quite  gaily. 

"  And  get  married  as  soon  as  you  can?" 

"  Yes,  I  am  now  in  a  position  to  marry ;  heaven 
be  praised  for  it !'      • 

"  Youre  a  lucky  dog."  »;     '   ^^    ^        ' 

"Indeed  I  am,  Manson." 

"  You  don't  forget  that  you  owe  your  present 
piece  of  good  fortune  in  part  to  me  1".  .... 

"  To  you  !     What  do  you  mean?" 

"  Why,  didn't  I  bring  you  here?" 

"  Manv  tLf.nks  to  you,  Manson  ;  you  did  do  so." 

"  I  think,  if  you  did  the  fair  and  gritteful  thing 
by  me,  you  would  let  me  have  an  equal  ahare  in 
this  find." 

"What!"  exclaimed  Armitage.  "Ridiculous! 
If  you  had  been  the  finder  of  this  treasure,  instead 
of  me,  would  you  have  acted  as  you  expect  me  to 
act?" 

"  That's  not  the  question.  I  waa  here  before 
you,  and  all  that ;  and  I've  been  a  great  fnend  to 
you.  What  would  have  become  of  Stephen  Armi- 
tage had  I  left  him  in  Sydney  ?" 

"  I  have  returned  you  every  penny  you  ad- 
vanced me,  and  I  nave  over  and  ever  again 
thanked  you  for  your  kindneaa.  What,  in  raaaon, 
can  you  aak  for  more  ?" 

"  I've  told  yon  onoe,"  waa  the  curt  reply. 


"  Pahaw  !  You  are  jeating  with  me— or  else 
you  are  out  of  your  senses." 

"  You  shall  see." 

And,  without  a  word  more,  Adam  Manson 
turned  on  his  heel,  and  soon  diaappeared  behind 
the  door  of  a  neighboring  ahanty,  while  Armitage 
reached  the  entrance  of  Itia  kut,  before  which  he 
found  hia  aable  friend. 

"  Ooah,  iiiaasa !  Me  hear  de  news  ;  me  hear  ob 
de  big  nugget  you  hab  just  found,"  Tom  cried 
out,  in  an  ecatacy  of  delight  "  Where  are  it  ? 
me'd  like  to  see  it." 

"  And  ao  you  ahall,  my  boneat  darkey,"  Stephen 
answered,  as  he  entered  his  dwelling.  "  There !" 
he  added,  showing  him  the  lump  of  gold. 

"  Massa  Manson  would  like  to  hab  dat,"  tha 
black  obaerved,  with  a  grin. 

♦  *  #         •^■"  .;•'•:  ■;•(•;■.;•''•/,.■. 

Adam  sat  down  in  the  ahanty,  and  called  for 
some  brandy,  which  he  drank  greedily  ;  then  he 
called  for  some  more,  and  with  tliat  by  hia  side, 
he  fell  into  a  train  of  wicked  thoughts. 

Jeasie  Halcombe  !  Waa  he,  then,  never  to  be- 
hold her?  If  he. had  only  that  great  nugget,  he 
might  return  to  England,  introduce  hiuisflf  to 
her,  and  probably  marry  her.  If  he  could  but 
put  Armitage  out  of  the  way,  he  might  then  pos- 
sess himself  of  hia  gold,  and  afftrwards  of  his 
love. 

Adam  here  lifled  his  glass,  with  a  trembling 
hand,  gulped  at  the  brandy  onoe  more. 

Ah !  if  he  could  but  put  Armitage  out  of  the  way. 
And  what  was  there  to  prevent  his  doing  so  ? 
One  well-directed  blow,  and  all  would  be  over! 
A  sharp  blade  of  steel  and  his  own  powerful 
hand  could  perform  the  deed !  ^ 

And  here  Manson  mechanically  drew  forth  a 
large  pocket-knife,  opened  it,  and  lightly  passed 
his  finger  along  its  edge. 

"  This  would  do  the  business  and  it  thaU  1 " 
he  said.  And  onoe  again  he  partook  of  the  fiery 
draught  before  him.- 

Before  Manson  had  quited  the  ahanty,  dark- 
neaa  and  night  had  gathered  around  tlie  scene. 
He  started  forth  in  a  half-intoxicated  state,  rnlher 
unsteady  in  hia  gait,  but  knowing  well  what  he 
was  about. 

He  went  in  the  direction  of  Stephen  Armitage's 
hut,  but  paused  before  he  came  to  the  entrance 
of  it. 

Now   he  drew   himself  up,  and   presently  his 
finger  was  re-examining  the  edge  of  Lis  knife. 
"  All  right  I "  he  whispered  to  himself. 
And  he  went  on. 

Just  as  he  arrived  in  front  of  the  entrance  of 
Armitage's  hut,  he  made  a  false  step,  stumbled, 
and  measured  his  length  upon  the  earth. 

The  noise  of  his  fall  penetrated  the  sheets  of 
bark  seperating  him  from  the  inmates  of  the  hut, 
and  reaching  tlie  acute  ears  of  one  of  the  inmates, 
aroused  him  from  his  slumber. 

This  individual  was  the  faithful  black,  who  now 
crawled  on  bis  bands  and  knees  nearer  to'  the 
doorway,  and  puttir.g  his  ear  to  the  ground, 
listened. 

Manaon  breathed  heavily.  And  as  he  picked 
himself  up  he  muttered  some  grumbling  words. 

"Gosh!'  cried  Tom;  "dat's  Masea  Adam! 
Oho,  sar,  me's  wide  awake  !  W  bat  de  debil  do  he 
want  about  here  at  dis  time  o'night,  me  wonder  ? 
Me  tink  me  guess.  He  dam  rascal,  an'  he  want 
Massa  Armitage'  nugget!" 

'Ihe  black  then  softly  rose  to  his  feet,  and 
awaited  the  approach  of  the  intruder. 

He  advanced,  step  by  step,  until  he  stood  on 
the  very  threshold  of  the  hut,  the  entrance  to 
which  Was  protected  only  by  a  single  sheet  of 
bark,  which  was  removed  in  a  moment,  and  with- 
out creating  the  least  perceptible  sound. 

Stephen  waa  aleeping  aoundly,  and  happy 
dreama  were  his. 

Tom  crawled  close  to  his  maater'a  aide,  and  there 
remained. 

There  were  no  boarda  to  creek :  the  atepa  of  the 
ruflSan  fell  noiselessly. 

Manson  knew  well  the  position  of  the  bed  ;  but 
as  it  was  on  the  ground,  it  was  necessary  that  he 
should  approach  it  on  his  hands  and  knees,  holding 
hii  knHls  between  hia  tMth  the  while. 

This  he  did ;   and  he  groped,   when   near  the 


bed,  for  him  who  elept  there,  and  laid  hia  baada 
upoo  the  black,  whom  be  took  fur  btephen  Araoi- 

taga. 

Tom  trembled  from  top  to  toe,  bat  at  onee 
sprang  up  and  flung  himseif  upon  MaHvn,  with- 
out mtering  a  cry. 

"Ah,  what!  you  would  struggle  for  your  lifc, 
would  you?"  Manson  exolaimMl,  his  weapon'  ia 
hi*  hand. 

Still,  not  a  sound  from  the  !ips  of  tlie  black, 
who,  having  felt  the  touch  of  the  cold  steel,  waa 
nuw  seeking  to  possess  himself  o(  it. 

At  this  instant,  Stephen  Armilage  awoke,  startad 
up  in  a  sitting  posture,  and  f«lt  behind  hia  pillow 
for  his  nugget. 

It  waa  there  safe  enough. 

He  was  about  to  call  and  inquire  what  waa  th« 
matiter,  when  some  strange  pow«r  seemed  to  cbeak 
his  voice  and  hold  it  still. 

"Die! "  ahouted  Manson. 

Hut  at  this  moment  Tom's  fingers  elutebed  the 
knife,  and  in  the  next  it  was  plunged  up  to  lb* 
hilti  in  the  breast  of  liis  assaiUnt,  who,  without  a 
gn>in,  dropped  to  the  ground. 

i'SMassa  Armitage!"  cried  the  black,  braathleealy. 

!"lt  is  you,  Tom?"  bteplten  asked,  in  anrpriaa. 

'"^Strike  a  light,  massa,"  he  answswered  as  before. 

Stephen  did  ao,  and  ignited  the  wick  of  a  tal- 
l<5w  candle,  the  faint  rays  of  whieli  showed  him  1^ 
native's  ebony  countenance,  and  the  prostrate  Com 
of  the  villain  Manson. 

"  He  come  for  de  great  nugget,  maaaa,"  said 
tUe  black  ;  |"  he  come  wid  aharp  knifs  to  kill  yMt, 
an'  me  kill  him ! " 

"Is  he  dead?"  demanded  Stephen,  with  a 
shudder  of  horror. 

Tom  made  no  answer,  but  seizing  a  night-rattla, 
he  sprung  it  with  all  his  might,  and  within  a  very 
siiort  space  of  lime  nearly  Ihe  whole  of  the  diggers 
had  assembled  in  and  around  Stephen  Armitage's 
hut,  and  the  tragedy  which  had  just  oaourred  waa 
aolon  known  to  all. 

Adam  Manson,  the  would-be  thief  and  murderer, 
had  been  sent  to  his  lust  account,  and  tliert  waa 
not  a  heart  that  grieved  fur  him,  not  an  eye  that 
shed  for  him  a  tear. 

As  a  matter  of  course,  there  was  a  Coron«r*a 
inquest  over  the  body,  and  an  inquiry  into  the 
w$y  in  which  the  dead  man  met  his  violent  death. 
But  'iom  gave  his  evidence  with  such  elearbeaa 
tUat  he  was  aquilted  at  once,  and  wiCbout  the 
sl^test  blame  being  attached  to  hisnama. 
I  j«  •  •  •  •  • 

lAnother  Christmas  Day  opens  upon  as — and  a 
oaQd,  frosty  day  it  is,  too. 

A  sliip  has  just  arrived  from  Sydney,  and  haa 
entered  one  of  the  London  docks. 

Amongst  the  passengers  who  so  haolily  spring 
arfibre,  there  is  one  aitended  by  a  black,  who 
bears  a  weighty  box  in  his  arms. 

The  gentleman  and  Lis  attendant  enter  a  cab 
together,  and  are  driven  westward. 

Tom  gapes  about,  amazed  at  fll  he  aeea,  and  in 
the  course  of  an  hour  and  a  half  the  vehicle  slope 
before  a  large  houae,  and  Stephen  and  tha  black 
alight. 

What  a  warm  welcome  Stephen 'a  parenta  gira 
hint.  ~and  how  pleased  Jessie  Halcombe  ia  to  saa 
her  love  bock  again  ! 

And  then  Stephen  preaenta  Tom,  and  telle  Ibem 
all  how  bravely  the  olaok  had  preaerred  hia  life 
and  the  great  Murrurrundi  nugget. 


THK  ZND. 


Biddle.  -t 

Four  people  sat  down  at  a  table  to  play ; 
Ihey  played  all  that  night  and  aome  part  of  next  day; 
I'hia  one  thing  observed,  that,  when  all  were  seatao , 
Nobody  played  with  them,  and  nobody  betted : 
Yet  when  they  got  up  each  was  winner  a  guinea, 
lybo  tells  me  thu  riadle,  I'm  sure  is  no  ninny. 


Ods.  — This  riddle  ia  attribated  to  Sir 
Newton  It  is  stated  that  Walpole  eaot  it  to  Lady 
Oaeory,  with  the  following  comment :  "  A  very  old 
riddle  ;  but,  if  yon  never  saw  it.  yon  will  IQu  it, 
and  rerers  the  riddle-makw-,  wbleh  wt»  om»  fik 
Isja^  Newton,  a  great  starfaiaar  and  ao^jaNr." 
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I  Should  Like  to. 

As  sang  with  grbat  aiipl.iuse  liy  Uui  Wll 


-MI  kindii  of  fun  and  frulie  too,  '»'"'" 

I  meet  with  night  and  day, 
And  yet  from  ull  of  it 

I  have  to  tonr  aiysclf  SfWy  ; 
The  girla  a|^iii  I  alwuy*  meet, 

Are  (<oi;!elliiuj<  eweel,  I  vow  : 
Oh!  couldn't  I  enjoy  myself 

If  I  wero  siiiglenow! 

Spoken  :  Ye?,  now  I'la  miirried  and  Mtllad,  I 
couie  aoross  no  end  of  ehuiict^s  for  reul  enjoyment. 
Wlien  I  was  uns^le,  things  were  as  dull  ao  ditch 
water.  It's  cruci  to  be  tantalized  iu  tliid  manner 
now,  a  fallow's-  running  in  double  liarness,  and 
when  I  see  my  old  ninijle  mcnibtTs  iioing  out  for  a 
rcg^ulur  break  down,  thul's  the  time  when  I  feel  a» 
thougii — 

Chorus :  I  should  like  lo,  I  eliould  like  to, 
And  oorry  I  am  lo  cay  shun't. 
But  llie  fact  is.  ye«,  the  fact  is. 
■       ."  1  m  married,  alas  !  and  I  can't. 

Some  fi'ii-nds  of  mine  they  called  on  me, 
;  'lis  just  a  week  ago. 

And  wiih  them  on  a  trip  at  onee, 

They  said  llial  I  niUKt  go; 
Of  Course,  they  uU  seemed  greatly  vexed, 
';  And  savage  quite  to  find 

That  1  Could  not  their  frolio  share, 
But  iiud  to  stay  behind. 

Spoken  :  1  hey  said.  "  1  his  won't  do,  old  fellow, 
you  must  come,  for,  we're  goini;  to  have  n  genuine 
Hare-up  and  no  mistake."  "  Iiu  very  sorry,  my 
dear  boys,"  was  my  gloomy  reply,  '"but  it  really 
can't  b'!  managed— shes  in  the  next  room — but, 
of  course,  1  should  wish  you  thoroughly  to  under- 
stand, that" —  i.  should  like  to,  <tc. 

One  night,  last  week.  I  overtook 

A  lady  tall  and  fair  : 
Oh!   hazel  were  her  beaming  eyea. 

And  golden  was  her  hair: 
This  fair  one  I  a  little  while 
V  ,  In  doubt  and  silence  eyed. 

But  Po<m  we  holl»  together  got, 

And  walked  on  side  by  side. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  this  dear  little  creature  and  I 
soon  got  on  very  good  terms,  and  at  last  she  said — 
"  Won  t  you  Uke  me  to  the  theatre  ?"  •'  Kh  ?  Ah  !  " 
said  I — "  I'm  grieved  to  observe  that  you're  asking 
an  impossibility.  I  am  utterly  powerless  to  manage 
it,  though  I  really  can  assure  you  that " — 

I  nhould  like  to,  <bc. 

But  now  I  must  conclude  my  song 

And  toddle  off  with  speed. 
Or  otherwise  1  feel  convinced 

There'll  be  a  row  indeed  : 
.'.■      For,  Mary  Jane,  my  vixen  wife. 

Is  wailing  close  at  hand. 
And  rows  with  her,  I  do  declare. 

Are  more  than  I  can  stand. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  ladies,  I  must  now  bid  you  adieu  ; 
I  trust  you  will  not  ask  me  to  sing  again,  as  my 
wife  is  to  awfully  jealous — although,  as  far  as  I'm 
personally  concerned,  yt-u  know — 

Chorus :  I  should  like  to,  I  should  like  to. 
And  sorry  I  am  to  say  shan't, 
But  the  fact,  oh  !  the  fact  is, 
'  '  '           I  hear  my  wife  coming  and  can't. 
iM  ■»■  —   

The  Child'a  Petition. 


"Dear  father,  drink  no  more,  1  pr«y. 

It  makes  you  look  so  sad  ; 
Come  home,  and  taste  no  more,  I  say, 

'Twill  make  dear  mother  glad. 

Dear  father,  think  of  mother's  tears. 
How  oft  and  sad  they  flow  ; 

Oh  !  drink  no  more,  then  will  herfean 
t^o  longer  rack  her  ao." 

That  spake  in  tenderness  the  child — 
The  father's  heart  was  moved  ; 

He  drank  no  more,  be  wept,  he  smiled, 
Aikd  kisseH  the  boy  he  loved. 


Beautiful  Girls.      ^  .,)  , 

As  suuff  by  ona  Willlan*-^*^'''''^' 


i 


Tbey  talk  about  their  foreign  ^Is, 

How  beautiful  tb«y  are. 
And  bow  they  dieaa,  and  all  that  things. 

But  for  that  I  don't  care  ; 
The  firls  I  love  are  \'ankee  girls  ;   ,5    ^,       ,,_:  . 

I  SM  them  every  day ;  *    .         .  ■  • 

They're  plain,  I  own,  but  then  they  have 

A  nice  and  winoing  way. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  indeed.  I  needn't  go  out  of  the 
United  Slates  to  find — 

Chorus :     I'>«autiful  girls,  boaatiful  girlt, 
f^aucy,  teasing,  pleasing  girls; 
I  love  one  and  all.  l>oth  great  and  small. 
Beautiful,  brauliful  girls. 

It's  nice,  when  it  is  winter  time, 

To  go  ui>on  ths  road 
In  a  nice  sleiiih.  a  pr.  tty  girl 

'Long  side  of  you  is  stowed  ; 
And  how  the  pei>|)le  they  will  look, 

And  wonder  wlio  she  is  ! 
But  you  drive  on,  and  nevermind. 

Because  it's  not  their  "  biz." 

Spoken  :  It's  Iho  nicest  thing  in  winter  to  hare 
a  pretty  girl  out  sleighini;.  You  stop  at  a  hotel, 
and  ask  her  what  she  will  have  todiink.  She  says 
(very  meekly),  "Wine.'  "What  kind— port  or 
sherry?"  Hhe  say*,  '•  Ciiompagne."  Now  im- 
agine treating  to  oham|>agne  and  only  a  dollar  in 
your  pocket— and  tliat  always  happens  when  you 
take  out  riding — 

Beautiful  girls,  A«. 

And  when  the  summer  comes  around, 

'i'o  pic-nics  you  do  go. 
And  to  enjoy  yuuiself,  while  there. 

You  ask  along  your  beau. 
The  day  is  fine,  tlie  music,  too,  j 

And  birds  sing  from  eaeh  tree. 
And  with  a  charming,  nice  young  girl. 

How  happy  one  nmst  be  I 

Spoken  :  At  a  pic-nic  a  man  can  always  enjoy 
himself,  if  he  has  a  pnaty  girl  with  him.  How 
nice  it  is  to  eat  luneh  with  her  that  she  has 
prepared  with  her  delicate  hands!  How  nice  it  is 
to  gel  into  a  swing  with  her,  and  ihen  to  wander 
off  in  ihe  wooils  alone  !  Vou  get  on  your  knees, 
and  tell  Iter  you  will  love  her  as  long  as  life  lasts, 
and  ask  her  to  l>e  >our  wifu.  She  conm^nts.  You 
then  get  up,  and  find  a  lot  of  mud  and  ovster- 
shells  all  over  your'  knees  ;  and  all  that  eoiues 
from  making  love  to —  Beautiful  girls,  <be. 


The  Home  of  Youngp  Mary. 

Air:  *° Home,  Sweet  Home." 


Oh  !  sweet  was  the  home  of  young  Mary  the  fair, 
For  love  and  contentment  were  found  ever  there  ; 
When  evening  spreads  over  the  earth  her  dark  wing. 
Then  William  and  Mary  together  would  sing — 

Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 

'1  here's  no  place  like  home, 

There's  no  place  like  home. 

But  dark  wns  the  eloud  that  o'ershaded  that  home, 
W  hen  William  had  learned  to  the  ale-house  to  roam ; 
When  came  the  long  evening,  no  joy  did  it  bring, 
For  the  wife  and  the  children  no  longer  could  sing — 
Home,  home,  sfreet,  sweet  home,  Ae. 

But  joy  came  again — the  gaunt  demon  had  fled — 
The  husband  and  father  the  promise  had  made 
To  touch  not,  to  taste  not,  the  poisonous  thing. 
And  now  every  evening  with  transport  they  sing — 

Home,  home,  sweet,  sweet  home, 

There's  no  place  like  home. 

There's  no  place  like  home. 


i        Saett  WrUten  expressly  lor  the  Freeman  Sisters, 

-        .-'  ...       BjrOao.  Wj    - 


iM-4«*^ 


Charade.  ' 

In  my  whole  you'll  find  my  flrtt; 

Of  tny  firtt  my  whole  is  made. 
If  oft  you  do  not  read  my  vohole, 

You'll  be  thrown  qiiite  in  the  shade. 


On  Board  the  Mary  Jane. 


■HE. 


ai. 


HI. 


BHI. 


811 K 


I'm  goiac  away  to  leave  you,  dear, 

I'm  urewiK  off  u>  aaa 
How  don  t  wy  so,  ny  Jolmny  dear. 

What  wUI  bec<>tn«  of  lae? 
To«  know  I  love  your  darliag  face, 

Bnt  r  na)i8k  tell  you  plain, 
Tb  off  (o  eeft  as  th«  captain  bold 

On  board  the  Maty  Jane. 

Chorus  :  both.     On  board  the  Mary  Jane, 
On  board  the  Mary  Jane, 
^       I've  fiz«d  itricht,  leleepte-i 

:«:       ♦   ""  '•*        On  board  the  Mary  Jane. 

HI.     Here's  a  lock  of  hair,  you  can  have  it  made 

Into  a  fine  gold  ohain. 
Bill.  Oh!  Jack,  don't  eonrt  another  girl 
When  you  are  on  the  main. 
Now  here's  some  chewing  gum  for  yoo,  ■ 

And  to  cTiew  it  find  the  Itnaek,  oh  ! 
Bnt,  Jack,  when  yon  come  home  from  sea, 
.    Mind  bring  back  some  tobacco. 

■OTii.— On  board  the  Wary  Jane,  kt. 

SHC.  Here's  a  needle.  Jack,  to  mend  yonr  pants. 
Here's  a  thimble  with  a  hole  : 
Jock,  what's  tlie  cargo  on  board  yonr  ship  ? 
nc.         Oh!  a  great  big  lump  of  eoal. 

Two  harpauites  and  a  few  cheslnuts. 
It  s  a  large  ship,  that's  quite  plain. 
Yes,  I'm  thecaptain,  njate  and  chief  bone  polisher 
On  board  the  Mary  Jane. 

BOTH.— Ob  lK>ard  ihe  Mary  Jane,  Ac. 

Well,  I  must  leare  you,  darling  dear, 
And  leave  my  native  shore. 
SHK.   Will  the  voyage  take  long*  '      i 

Ue.         An  hour,  love  ;  or.  per  haps,  a  qnarter  more  : 

Do  you  think  you  can  keep  true  ail  that  while  f 
SHK.       So  help  me,  bob,  1 11  try, 
BK.     That's  a  put  up  job. 
■RK.       What? 
HK.     Why,  so  help  me.  Hob. 

And  I'll  just  show  you  why.     ^ 

(Speaks.)  I  don  t  want  any  Dob  to  be  helping 
Tou  while  I'm  on  my  dangerous  V03age  to  Brook- 
lyn. I  want  you  to  be  ter-rue  toyourJaek,  yo«r 
everlasting  Jack. 

811K.  And  so  (  will  be,  Jack,  only  don't  be  away 
more  than  an  hour  or  so  ;  you  can't  tell  what  may 
happen  while  you're 

BOTH.— On  board  the  Mary  Jane,  Ae. 

nc.  I  don't  want  any  Bob  to  be  helping  you  while 
I'm  on  the  raging  sea,  going  to  Brooklyn,  and  other 
wild  parts.  No,  I  want  you  lo  be  ime  to  your 
Jack  in  blue,  your  seafsring  Jack,  your  navigating 
Jack,  your  larpauling  Jack,  your  everloati^^k. 
Oh,  see  I  she  starts.  /^  :f>" 

BHK.  Oh.  Jack,  I'll  be  trne  for  an  hour  or  two  : 
only  I'm  told  you  sailors  told,  when  you  go  on 
shore,  you  find  a  drug  store  and  quickly  at  onee  you 
get  brisky,  with  drink  you  get  intaoe,  can't  tell  Mary 
from  Jane,  you  dress  up  quite  spruce,  go  the  whole 
hog  little  Doys  flog,  and  then  into  their  eyes 
squirt  tobacco  juice,  and  then  swear  it's  all  through 
the  bod  whiskey.  Now,  Jack,  don't  do  that,  now 
look  sharp.  Jack  :  come,  I  say,  ai.d  bring  home 
loU  of  pay,  and  FU  be  waitinj'  for  vou. 

■OTU.— On  board  the  Mary  Jane,  Ae. 

Some  Fifty  Yeari  Ago. 

4bmpoeed  and  sang  by  Jolia  T.  Haha. 

Oh!  I'm  a  poor  old  nigger. 

As  plainly  you  can  see  : 
I'm  just  as  poor  a  nigger  as  «ao  be^ 

But  now  I'm  getting  old. 
And  I'm  not  quite  so  bold 

As  1  used  to  be  some  fifly  years  ago. 

Now  good-night  to  one  and  all,  ,.i.-  >  J-. .. 

And  may  your  lives  be  long: 
Dis  poor  old  nigger  now  will  hare  to  go— » 

For.  my  time  le  very  short. 
And  I'se  not  auoh  a  sport  i  3^^~ "  |r 

As  I  used  to  be  some  fifty  yeen igo. 


w 


fi 


it- 


«iiiitiii:i4«'  aouUi^Ai^ 


MaldooD,  the  Solid  Man. 

Written  and  niiiig  by  Ed  Habbioah   in  bli  original  iketcli 

of    --  Wlio  owaa  tti*  •lotkes  Un«T" 

Enternd  •ocir^inK  to  Act  of  Cnuurei*    in  tbe  7«ar  1674, 

11}  E  U  HardliiK    tu   tke  offle«  of  th«  Librarian  of 

C4»ncfMi.    at    WaalilQgton— D.  O. 

PwrnilFalon    t<i  na«    thia  aong  granted  to  the  RnM»Ba' 

JuDBNAi.  br  I  H.  Hardiii«.  pakilahcr  of  tha  Mtwle, 

N.>  :2i)8  Bowery.   Na«r-Torl(-PrlO«  10  casta. 
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I  am  a  maa  ofgroM  inftaenea,  >     ' 

And  educated  to  a  kigb  degree; 
I  come  l>«i«  wlien  anali  from  Donegal, 

In  Uio  Daniel  Webaler.  aeroea  tlu  aea. 
Id  the  Fourt«i»nLh  Ward  I  aituaied, 

In  A  teneniant  houM  willi  nj  brother  Dan  : 
liy  |>er»everance  I  elevated 

A  nd  went  to  the  front  like  a  solid  man. 
Chorus. 
Go  vHh  me  and  I'll  irate  yon  daeent ; 

I'll  act  you  drunk,  and  I II  fill  tbe  can'. 
Ar  I  walk  tlie  street,  eaoli  friend  I  mt^t 

Says:  "  There  goes  Muldoon.  Hc'ta  aolidmaB!" 

At  any  parly  or  any  raffle, 

I  nlwAvB  go  as  on  invited  guest  ; 
K%  ci'n^picuoviij  a«  Ceneral  (iRAMic^Oja, 

I  wear  a  roaebad  upon  my  bieftsk         'P- 
I'm  cnilftl  upon  l<>  a<JdrcBs  the  meeting, 

WiiliDut  ri>i;ard  to  clique  or  elan  ; 
I  eliow  the  (^otistilntion,  with  elocution, 

liecase   you  know,  I'm  a  »olid  man.       ^  ^ 

(iu  with  me  and  I'll  trate  yon  dae«nt,  Ac.  > 

I  control  the  Tomba,  I  control  the  Uhwd; 

&ly  constiiuenta,  they  all  go  there 
To  vDJoy  the  auminer's  rucreation. 

And  the  refrealiing  East  Uiver  air..  .    .  >-  . 
I'm  known  iu  Harlem,  I  m  known  in  Jaraey  : 

Ini  welcooied  hearty  on  every  Land  : 
\\  iih  my  bk-oa-i^y,  on  i'alrick'a  day, 

J  march  away  like  a  solid  tautn. 

Ciioari.         .,,    X   , 
For  oppositions  or  politicians,. 

'I'aUe  my  word,  1  don't  give  a  damn  ;    "*,-:'  ■' 
As  I  walk  the  street,  each  friend  I  meet^ 

^ays:  "  Uiere  goes  Muldoon.  He's  a  solid  man  !'* 

^i    !♦!    — 

She  was  Clerk  in  a  Candy  Store. 

Entered  ace  >rdinK  to  Aet  of  Onngraai    la  the  year  1874, 

by  £  H.  HarHlaff    in  th*  oAca  of  the  Ubrarian  of 

Cougraaa.    at    Waatilagton— B.  C. 

Perioi»lon    to  nae    tlila  sour  griDled  to  the  SlHOMas' 

JouBifAC  by  B.  H  HerAteg.  puMiahiii  •€  the  Matlc, 

No  288  Bowery.  New-Yorlt— Price  10  cents. 

The  other  day,  up  by  the  sauare,  I  saw  a  |HreUy  fiioe, 

A  pair  of  dancing  sloe-biaek  eyes. 
And  aoUoos  full  ofgrMK:  ...     .... 

In  (ilka  and  velvets  by  tbe  yard, 
In  the  faaliion  of  the  daf-r-     •  v  i-,;^    v    .. 

Made  np  this  charming  little  Belle, 
Who  stole  my  heart  away. 

Spoken  :  I  was  struck  very  bad,  I  bowed  :  she 
bowed  :  we  both  bowed  :  and  'twas  not  long  before 
I  (ifond  out — 

Chorus  :  She  was  clerk  in  a  oandy  store. 

She  was  clerk  in  a  candy  store : 
Sweeter  by  far  than  the  sweetest  of  sweets 
Was  this  clerk  of  a  candy  store. 

And  now  we  were  the  beet  of  friends  : 

We  chatted,  laughed,  and  talked  : 
Iler  theme  was  candy,  mine  was  love. 

As  down  the  street  we  walked.    . 
The  Wst  of  friends  must  often  part, 

I  left  niv  heart's  deliu:ht. 
But  promi^  we  should  meet  again 

'Nealh  the  dusky  shade  of  night. 

Spoken  :     Yes,   at  nine  o'clock  that  ere'-' 
was  to  escort  home- 
Chorus  :    1  his  clerk  in  a  c     ,      ,         . 

.aidy  etore,  Ae. 
The  twinkling  stars  shining  V" '    , 

1  hey  seemed  so  full  of  '  ./'^^^ 
Winked  and  nodded-        -  "\   , 
If  she  would  h-        -ailMked 
And.  as  she-       .;:  my  wife— 

One  V         jt^nwy  murmured  "  yes, 
The'-      ^<:»r  from  this  sweet  night, 

4  danced  and  sparkled  as  if  to  say  : 
ft  Veil  keep  your  pathway  bright !  ' 

Chorua  :  bhe  wa«  clerk  in  a  candy  store,  Ae. 


jmg,  I 


Coming  Home  From  tbe  Ball. 


**•<    \ 


Entered  iccording  to  Aet  of  Coaprree*   in  tba  Te:ir  1873. 

By  E.  H.  Harding    in  tl»«  office  of  tlie  Ltbrariuii  <  f 

Cougreaa.    aI    Waaliiniitou— D.  C 

Permission   to  usa  tbis  soug  granted  to  tlie  SiitoRBa' 

JouBMAL  bv  E  H  Bardiiit;   pnbliiber  of  the  Mu«ic, 

Mo  288  Bowery.  Kew-Tork— Priee  10  eta. 


There  is  no  plaoe  so  gav  as  the  ball-room. 

When  we're  dancing  in  dreiimy  deliglit. 
When  the  cares  of  the  day  never  greet  ns. 

In  tbe  flush  of  the  beautiful  night—  •     i  :  ; 
But  the  dawn  puts  an  end  to  our  gk>ry, 

And  the  pleaaure  we  dearly  adore : 
We  must  pari  from  tbe  soeue  so  enchanting. 

And  go  home  looking  sleepy  and  sore — 

Spoken ;  Tee,  we  all  know  there  is  nothing 
more  delightful  than  to  go  to  a  ball,  and  dance, 
all  night,  with  a  pretty  girl,  and  eat  expensive 
suppers,  and  flirt  a  little  in  a  quiet  corner,  and  all 
that  Tou  know — But  when  reflecting  on  it,  the 
next  day,  one  can  t  help  but  think— > 

CuoBL's.  '■.     •    : 

Oh  !  it's  all  very  well  to  be  waltfiag. 
And  the  pleasure  we  love  to  recall—     - 

But  you  know  how  we  feel  in  the  nioroiitg. 
Coming  lioane,  coming  iMHoe  from  the  ball ! 

There  the  ladies  are  rivals  of  Venue, 

And  their  smiles  all  around  us  bestow  : 
Every  face  wears  a  mantle  of  gladness, 

1  here  is  welcome  wherever  we  go  : 
But  when  morning  comee  round,  we  are  weary. 

And  we  growl  at  the  pain  in  our  heads — 
Aa4  we  think  we  were  foolish  for  dancing. 

When  we  should  have  been  home  in  our  beds. 

Sf)oken  .  T4iat  is  just  h«»w  it  ia  :  It's  all  very 
fine  while  it  lasts,  but  we  have  to  pay  for  it  in  the 
end.  One  will  say  :  '*  Oh,  my  !  I'm  so  sleepy  !'' 
— Somebody  elue  will  yawn  out  very  loud  :  "  Dear 
me  I  I  wish  I  was  home!" — Another  will  complain 
of  being  chilly,  and  so  on — and  when  we  contem- 
plate alLUris,  we  naturally  eay  to  ourselves — 

Oh  !  it's  all  very  well  to  be  waltziiq;,  Ac. 

All  around  us  the  Alusic  is  floating, 

Light  and  gay  as  the  birds'  happy  song  : 
And  we  sigh  when  the  last  note  is  over. 

Though  we  know  we've  been  dancing  too  long. 
We  are  lost  in  the  gladness  around  tis. 

And  we  heed  not  the  hours  as  they  fly, 
Till  the  light,  peeping  in  through  the  window, 

M«kes  tis  ail  bid  each  other  good-bye. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  we  mnst  all  say  good-bye,  at  last, 
while  we  sympathyze  with  each  other  in  our  misery, 
land  go  home  shivering  in  the  morning  air.  On 
the  way,  we  all  join  together  and  give  vent  to  our 
feelings  thus  -^ 

OhiJti-»U  .¥ety  w4LU»  be  walUing.  dc. 

Fm  Saddest  at  Heart  when  Tm  Singing. 

TbeMasIc  sold,  for  MraanU  by  E  H.  Harding  owner  ot 
tbe  copy-right,  Ho  366  Bowery,  New-Yorlc. 

I'm  saddest  at  heart  when  Im  ringing  &:■'' 

Fond  mem'iy  doth  still  hold  its  sway. 
And  to  me  it  is  constantly  bringing 

Sad  thoughts,  while  all  others  seem  gay 
I  cannot  forget  ha-^^py  moments  : 

Bright  days  '.'nat  will  ne  cr  come  again— 
Though  oth'_,f  kind  friends  may  surround  me, 

' '^^^^ber  the  lost  ones  with  pain,    . 
•    _,  CnoRi  s. 

^  '^  saddest  at  heart  when  I'm  singing  : 

Fond  merary  doth  etill  hold  its  sway, 
And  to  me  it  is  constantly  bringing 

Sad  thoughts,  while  all  others  are  gay. 

I'm  saddest  at  heart  when  I'm  singing, 
Bright  eyes  come  again  to  my  view. 
Sweet  smiles  that  to  me  seem  like  heaven - 

Amidst  other  fitoes  so  new — 
They  are  gone,  but  I  cannot  forget  them  : 

No  more  those  *iweet  forms  shall  I  see — 
For,  in  heaven,  above,  they  are  dwelling. 
...    :'     And  from  this  world's  cares  they  are  free — 

I'm  saddest  at  heart,  «tc. 


>  «>i  ^ 


Of  what  color  is  ihe  Singers'  Jouimal^— It  is 
•apposed  to  be  red  (reftd)  by  everybody. 


I'll  Meet  you  on  Broadway. 

SKRIO-COMIC    80MG. 

Entered  aerordii^  to  Act  of  Cougreaa,  In  the  year  1674, 
by  t    |I   HardiiiK    lu   tb«    offiof    of  tbe  Librarian  u( 
I  I         Cougreaa  at  Wkahingloii— D.  C. 

Pern,l^4ion  to   iite  thia  song   grtatcd  to  the  SmoiBS' 

Jou^tliALbyK    U.  Hirdrui.'     piitilmher  of  tlie  If  ualo, 

toneuowrery.  New-Iork- Price  lOcanta. 
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t'lie  dearost  thing  to  me  in  life, 
!  I'Midst  all  my  iilensures  gay, 
Isj  when  my  darling  girl  I  meet 
j  jAnd  to  inc  die  aoe»  say  ; 
pan't  slay  now.  my  dearest  freorge, 
ll've  been  too  long  away, 
ipt  at  half-past  four  this  afternoon,        ' 
I'll  meet  you  on  lir»>Bdway. 
Choi  a  I :  Yes.  1 11  meet  you  on  rrt)adway,  my  dear, 
I'll  meet  you  on  Broadway  : 
At  half-past  four  o'eloek  P.  M. 
I'll  meet  yon  on  Hruadway.    -.  .--i-t, 

I  inn  myself  with  usual  care. 

Cravat  and  gloves  t<r  match  : 
And  at  the  pretty  girls  I  stare. 

They  think  me  "  quite  a  catch." 
Uteres  nothing  troubles  me  at  all, 

My  heart  is  light  and  ny, 
A  nd  at  half-past  four  o'cLck  P.  M. 

Von  11  see  me  on  Broadway —  ChorxM. 

i  nd  now  it's  time  to  say  good-bye, 

I  can  no  longer  stay  : 
1  he  best  of  friends  mutt  part,  I'm  told. 

At  least,  that  s  what  they  say  :       >^| 
I  nt  if  yoti  wish  to  see  nie  more,  j. 

Let  me  appoint  the  day  ;       ,    i,^.  ■  j.-X 
To-morrow  afternoon  at  fonr, 

I'll  meet  you  on  iJruadway —  Chorus 


Kever  go  Back  on  the  Boys. 

WililKen  by  H.  Jaoobsou  fur  Jobu  Haho,  aB4  anag  by 
him  with  great  success. . 
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my  wanderings  are  over, 

I  hope  I  am  greeted  by  all ; 
Tllien  try  and  atisist  a  j-Mjor  brother. 

Let  his  offerings  be  ever  so  email  ; 
Though  some  people  and  fortune  may  sevei\ 

And  have  not  a  dollar  fur  toys, 
But  then  if  I  do  live  forever,  j:      ' 

ill  never  go  back  on  the  boya.      ■  •'Jj-rii 

CHORrg.  -A 

So  here's  we  may-herer  know  sorrow,    "J     ' 

'iogether  we  II  share  all  our  joys,       j  ' 
I'll  meet  von  again  on  the  morrow,        'f-/  •■ 
.  And  I'll  never  g»)  back  on  the  boysi  ' "" 

^lien  a  mnn  has  acquired  wealth^plenty 
^To  bnv  all  this  world  in  its  jojk,         , 
You'll  £md  nineteen  out  of  twenty         ^  ***** 

Will  turn  their  back  on  the  hoys  ;     i- ".  •'  -   -* 
Tkey  forget  that  they  once  was  loneljTV  ■" 

And  think  of  their  trouhles  to  mofe  : 
hey're  down  on  a  friend  Ixrcanse  only — 
This  friend  he  chances  to  be  prJor.         Chorus. 

've  traveled  this  wide  world  over,         ". 
Ihe  south,  the  eSRt  and  ihe  west,      ~^ 
And  at  the  end  I  discovered 

'I  hilt  here  in  the  north  was  the  best; 
The  f>eople  up  here  can  live  quietly,      j. 
And  have  all  the  world  in  lis  joys,     ' 
rbat  is  if  they  only  act  rightly 
And  never  go  back  on  the  boys.  Chorus. 
^  i«i  m  

Adien,  my  Loved  Harpli  ., 

Adiien,  my  loved  harp !  for,  no  more  shaQ  the  vale 
R^-echo  thy  notes,  ss  they  float  on  the  g^le  : 
N6  more  melting  pity  shall  sigh  o'er  thy  string. 
Or  ^ove  to  thy  tremblings  6o  tenderly  sing. 

"When  battle's  fcil  si  rife  launched  itn  thunders  afur, 
Atiti  valor'tj  dark  hrow  wore  the  honor's  of  war, 
''tfWas  tliou  breathed  the  fame  of  the  lieroaround, 
Antl  yuuug  eiiiululiuii  wus  ivuked  by  the  bound. 

"^le  dau:,'liler-  <.rriiii.  •<<•:'■  r  uicsi'ie  ^nd   day, 
Wllen  ovrr  th<-  tnrf  wli-  r-;  I  Kl<ep  y<-  shall  say — 
"!0h!  still  i«  the  'or.g  »..  repsid  with  a  tear. 
And  ailent  the  string  that  delighted  tbe  ear  I" 
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That's  the  Proper  Caper. 
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I  am  a  man  of  easy  mir.d, 

I  know  no  care  or  woe  : 
I  make  myself  agreeable 

\S  herever  I  niny  go. 
My  friends  I  count  ibem  by  tbe  soore, 

And  the  ruusuu  I  will  lell : 
I  always  do  things  propt-rly. 

And  consequently  well. 

Spoken  :  To  do  tbings  properly,  my  fHenda,  is  a 
great  Aocomplisliuient :  and  whenever  I  meet  with 
a  person  who,  properly  (•peaking,  ean  be  called  a 
proper  jjerson,  I  am  always  ready  to  properly 
appreciate  his  qualities,  and  give  expression  to  my 
adiniraiioo.  In  fact,  such  a  person  always  induces 
me  to  fay — 

Chorus  :  That's  the  proper  caper, 
That  •  the  proper  caper  : 
When  tilings  are  done  in  proper  style, 
I  always  like  to  »ay  ; 
That's  the  ptoper  caper. 
That  8  the  proper  caper : 
Be  fair  and  true  in  all  yoa  clo : 
For,  that'i  the  proper  way. 

The  other  day,  I  met  a  friend,  * 

A  Tery  nice  youn^  man  : 
I  aaked  liitn  could  Ite  dine  with  ra«  1 

"  Of  ooarse,  said  h«,   i  can." 
We  dined  and  wined  in  suuiptuous  style, 

And  smoked  onr  Henry  Clays. 
And,  when  we  parte4,  he  remarked  :    ..' 

"  My  friend,  I  like  your  way." 

Spoken  :  "  Oh  !  that's  all  right,  my  dear  fellow, 
said  I  :  when  shall  I  s«e  you  again  y"  He  told 
me  he  would  be  delighted  to  see  me  at  any  time 
under  the  same  circumstances.  He  also  told  me 
I  was  a  charming  fellow.  "  Thank  you,"  said  I, 
and  I  went  off  singing— 

That's  the  proper  caper,  Ae. 

My  sweet-haart  is  a  pretty  girl. 

So  lovely  and  so  fuir  — 
Some  day  she's  going  to  marry  ma. 

My  fattire  life  to  share. 
A  rich  young  roan  was  after  her. 

But  bia  love  she  oould  not  see : 
She  told  him  he  was  not  the  thing. 

She  rather  fencied  me. 

Spokes  :  A  very  commendable  idea  oq  her  part, 
don  t  you  think  6o  f  I'erharps  the  riob  joting 
man  was  not  of  the  same  opinion,  but  no  matter 
about  that— at  anv  rate,  I  thought  it  a  very  proper 
occasion  to  remark — 

That's  the  proper  caper,  Ac. 


There  Goes  the  Dmskard. 

Air :  -  Life  let  as  cherish." 


There  coes  the  dninkatxl. 

Sta<;ijennfj.  reeling  to  and  fro  ; 
Do  you  wish  to  be  bke  him  ? 

No,  no,  no! 
He  wB."  once  as  young  as  we,  ' 

Happy,  thdnghtle-s   qay,  and  free, 
Cai-e   nor  pain,  nor  acl:e  had  lie, 

Happy  morn  and  night: 

Now  he  in  a  drunkard,  staggering,  A«, 

See !  how  he  clop«  and  stares. 

Like  an  owl  when  in  the  light  : 
Hark  I  how  he  raves  and  swears. 

What  n  sad  stghtl 
What  waxt  made  him  firft  begin 
To  commit  this  wicked  sin  ♦ 
Drinkin'j:  porter,  ale,  and  sjin, 

Morn'n:r    noon,  and  night 

.  Now  lie  ia  n  dri:nkard.  staggering,  Ac. 


The  Lords  of  Creation  Shall  Women  Obey. 

The  lords  of  creation  men  we  call. 

And  they  think  they  rule  the  whole: 
Bnt  they're  much  mistaken  after  all — 

For,  they're  under  woman's  control. 
As  ever  sinae  the  world  began. 

It  has  always  been  the  way  : 
For,  did  not  Adam,  the  very  first  man, 

'Ihe  very  first  woman  obey,  obey,  obey? 

The  very  first  woman  obey  '! 

Ye  lords,  who  at  present  hear  my  song, 

I  know  you  will  qniekly  say  : 
"Our  size's  more  large,  our  nerves  more  strong, 

Miali  the  stroeger  the  weaker  obey  ?" 
Bat  think  not,  tho'  tliese  words  we  bear, 
'  We  shall  e'er  mind  the  thing  you  sav  ; 
For,  as  long  as  a  woman's  possessed  of  a  (ear, 

Your  power  will  vanish  away. 

Bnt  should  there  be  bo  strange  a  wight 

As  not  to  be  moved  by  a  tear,  >'. 

Thougii  much  astonished  at  the  sight. 

We  shall  still  have  no  cauve  for  fear. 
Then  let  thenr  please  themselves  a  while, 

Upon  their  fancied  sway — 
For,  as  long  as  a  woman's  possessed  of  a  smile. 

She  will  certainly  have  her  own  way. 

Now,  ladies,  since  I've  made  it  plain 

That  the  thing  is  really  so. 
We  II  even  let  them  hold  the  rein. 

But  we'll  show  them  the  way  to  go. 
As  ever  since  the  world  began. 

It  has  always  been  the  way. 
And  we'll  manage  it  so  that  tbe  very  last  man 

bhall  the  very  last  woman  obey. 


Happy  Children. 

Air :  "See  the  eonqaering  hero  eoasaa." 


//■ 


Happy  children  meet  to-day. 

Leave  their  books,  and  leavi  their  ji*y. 

Bright  with  joy  beams  every  fa«e 

In  the  Temperance  meeting-place. 
Oh,  Jiow  hnppy  shall  we  be. 
When  we  gain  the  victory ! 

Temperance !  let  us  shout  ii  round, 
'1  is  a  happy,  jojiful  sound  ;  .  "•! 

Let  the  drunkard  bear  it  roll—'        ~- 
Let  it  sound  f>x>m  pole  to  pole. 

j  Oh,  how  happy,  Ae. 

Children,  let  our  watchword  b»^ 
Onward  !  tjntil  all  are  free, 
Untill  all  the  world  shall  say 
Temperaooe  has  won  the  day. 

Oh,  how  bapfiy,  4o. 


Good-Pye,  Fritxyl .    "     ^ 

Ven  I  vas  hime  in  deitseher  laind, 

1  lofed  Lou-i-fa  Schmidt : 
She  told  me  I  vould  proke  her  heart. 
If  could  my  gonndry  gwit  ;  ' 

Put  I  va*  poor  und  so  vas  she. 

So  I  eait  —  I  must  go  vay,  •     - 

Und  on  A-mer-i-gan  I  got  rich,  den 
I  come  pack  someday. 
Chorue  :     Good-pye,  Fritzy!  ven  yon  vas  a-vay. 
Write  me  a  leid-der  lofe. 
Don't  you  for-get  it.  lofe, 

Good-pye,  Kritzy!  ven  you  vas  a-vay. 
Don't  forget  your  poor  Loa-i-aa. 

My  Louisa  she  vos  penutiful, 

I  ^un't  forget  her  face  :  .      ■  i:' 

I  link  apK>ud  her  efery  time 

I'm  eading  Mwitzer  Kane;  '    ,    ■". 

I  make  me  blendy  money  now,       •  i  •r\  ■ 

By  bakin  dwisted  pread  :  .->';. 

I  tink  dot  soon  I  vill  go  pack,  "';;••' 

Und  den  1  vill  pe  ved. 

Spoken  :  Put  shtill  all  de  time  T  shtay  in  dis 
gountry,  I  dont'  forget  dose  peautiful  vorda  she 
sail  ven  I  come  avay  :  Cboroa. 


Answer  to  Charade  in  page  2— News-paper. 


La«t  Night  I  was  Dreaming  of  Too. 


By  8.  0    SVLUVAif. 
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Oh  I  I  dreamt  of  a  beautiful  maiden. 

Of  a  face  th»t  was  lovely  and  fair,       |, 
Of  a  damsel  who  smiled  like  an  angel,     • 

And  playfully  tossed  her  fair  bair.       }'  'i 
Perhaps  you  may  think  I'm  Joking,         1"  .  -    . 

l>ut  nevertheless  it  is  Irne —  I 

And  now  I  am  certain,  quite  certain. 

Last  night  I  was  drtamiBg  of  yon. 

Ciioara  ' 

Last  niglit  I  was  dreaiWrng  so  sweetly. 

And  I  hope  that  my  dream  may  oome  true  : 
For,  now  I  am  certain,  quite  certain. 

Last  night  I  was  dreaming  of  yon.       '     ^ 

I  dreamt  that  her  eyes  were  like  dew-drops 

When  the  sun  first  appears  in  the  morn  : 
And  her  voice  seemed  as  sofi  as  the  cepbyrs 

That  runtle  so  gently  the  corn. 
She  said  "  Yes"  to  a  question  1  asked  her : 

How  I  hope  that  my  dream  may  come  true— 
For,  now  I  am  certain,  quite  certain. 

Last  night  I  was  dreaming  of  yon.        Chorus 


-*^*-^ 


At  th«  Pensive  Twilight  Hour. 


BONO  AMD  RIFBAIN. 


When,  at  the  pensive  twilight  hour,  . 
A  silence  falls  on  ball  and  bower, 
I  bow  to  love's  resistless  power. 

And  dream  of  days  forever  flown. 
When  life  was  in  the  noon  of  youth. 
And  hearts  were  fresh,  and  tongues  spoke  truth. 
And  not  a  thought  of  ill  orrulb 

Its  shadow  on  the  path  had  thrown. 
Refrain  :  Return,  0  guileless  days  of  youth ! 

Come  bacif  in  all  your  love  and  truth. 
And  once  more  let  those  arms  entwine 
That  erst  were  fondly  linked  in  mine. 

Although  no  other  form  is  near,    •  ,>      -I...' 
In  fancy  still  her  voice  1  hear;  . . 

And  yet  those  features  reappear 

In  dreams  as  bri|^lit  ts  o^ce  they  gleamed ; 
And  entervening  years  roll  \>y, 
And  in  the  glass  of  meenory 
beams  on  me  still  lliat  loving  eye,   •     W    ■ 

As  once  in  ardent  love  it  &amed.  ' 

Refhiin  :  Return,  O  guileless  days,  <tc. 

~i^  |>|  —  I'      I  m    ]  'f  -^  '■    ■. 

Your  Money  is  Your  Friend. 

By  Osaar  WlUia.  Bang  by  A«a  Wray. 

You  may  Ulk  y«jr  beat  of  friends,  bnt  the  only 

one  to  it.e 
Is  tbe  money  in  your  pocket-book,  ae  you  can 

plaitily  fcf 
For,  when  a  man  is  flush  of  cash,  and  money  he 

^  can  lend 

He'a  courted  by  a  score  of  men  who  claims  to  bu 

his  frieud. 
Chorus  :  So  never  let  yourself  run  short. 
And  all  your  money  '•j)«nd  : 
For,  when  it's  known  that  you  are  broke. 
You  haven't  got  aft  ieud. 

If  sickness  lays  a  hold  .of  you,  aad  your  pur«e  it 

biMrunluw. 
If  you  ask  some  one  to  wait  on  you,  they  Jo  it 

Very  flow : 
But  don't  they  go  it  with  a  rush  witen  you  ve 

pl«uty  cash  to  spend  ' 
What  is  it  I  can  do  for  you?  you  know  i  aiujoui  (rienu. 
So  never  ktyourseil'  run  short,  .to. 

So  now  pr«y  all  take  my  advice  and  never  do  «»ef  ra»h. 
But  always  try  and  manage  to  hold  on  to  hJI  yotir  eui-h  : 
For,  what  I  ray  you  know  is  true  .  as  thr<n'gh 

this  world  }ou  wend. 
They  all  can  say  jnst  what  they  nay.  but  yoi;r 

tiioney  is  xour  friend. 
So  never  let  yoorself  run  eLofl,  <k.Q, 


•••- 
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Why  is  Hymen  represented  wiih  a  toTh  ?-  "^o 
throw  a  lijjbi  upon  iLoae  liitl«  impex&cUtwB  love 
iablindto.         Vv.^..s^:.:.^.VvV>/.^;v^^it^^*'-^.:. 
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'      'look  Ober  Dare. 

Aa  original  mmg  eompoaed  by  &  Bondl. 


What,  fierce  looking  ni^gera  eome  ober  to  bm  M, 

Aod  uke  »k>ii|{  wid  oa  a  oup  ubipneen  tMt 

I>en  list  U>  de  note*  ob  de  banjo  I  play, 

Will  de  •oiHid  ob  de  tambo  at  de  broke  ob  da  dajT 

{Solo  )  <>,  nii;5;*r,  nigger,  nigger,  look,  look  whare, 
lF\tU  Chorus.)  O,  mgger,  nigger,  look,  look  dare. 

I'o  de  nianagerie  I  weol  wid  dein  niggen^V ' 
And  dar  when  de  cport  and  fun  did  begin, 
De  girafft)  did  kieli  her  upon  de  aliin, 
And  den  he  did  mugnatise  dal  ole  ling. 

■  O,  nigger,  nigger,  ^ 


■.••». 


The  Scamp. 

Written  ky  Heary  Pattttt         Compoaad  by  IiaBce  Mijor. 

I  flatter  mrseirrm  a  rogne — 

And  ear>didly  own  Im  a ea4—      '' 
A  sliarp,  a  leg   a  vagabond. 

And  every  thing  «li^  that  is  bad.        ' 
I  proved  to  my  parents  a  bane,  • 

A  perfect  yuung  fiend  to  my  nan« : 
And  every  yeur  I  continue  to  live,    y, 

I'm  getting  from  bad  to  wor«e.     • 
-  ■  '    '-."-■•■"■■■'■'.;''  ^C^0RCB.     --,'■■'-"'  -,'.■■ 

Ob!  if  there  was  ever  a  soamp,    ,^,        ^ 

I  flatter  luysclf  I  am  be — 
From  \V  illiam  the  ^'uniian  to  Brigb«m  (be  Mormon, 

'Ihey  oaa't  hold  a  omdle  to  me. 

I  wa«  leader  In  miochief  at  iiehool,    ''  •.   ■'■•'■•'■      ' 
Thongh  always  so  hnmble  and  meet : 

And  when  I  diecovered  a  chance  of  reward, 
I  W&4  always  informer  and  rneak. 

By  the  evil  example  I  set. 
Other  boys  into  mifchief  were  led  : 

But  f  always  managed  to  pocket  the  spoil, 
And  get  other  boys  wolloped  msteaa.      Cho. 

When  a  man,  I  went  into  the  world,  .   .   ^      ^ 

I  plundered  lite  lielpleM  and  poor :  ,    " 
T«t  always  got  off  wilb  a  song  liitla  a«tm. 

When  It  came  to  a  qiiaelion  of  law. 
I  started  benevolent  funds,       >      .  -. ■•■ 

Aad  spouted  at  Exeter  Halt,  .  ^ 

I  started  loan  offlees,  ho*piUls,  olnbs, 

And  lioally  awindled  them  all.  Cboroe. 

In  the  City  my  namt  I  keep  tip. 

And  swindling  corop'nies  promote  : 
Yet  always  creep  out  with  the  balk  of  tbefbndt. 

Before  it's  found  out  it  won't  float. 
I'm  an  alderman,  and  aa  M.  C.  •  ■"■■ 

To  stand  I've  rsceived  an  invite  :       i"'  *  ■.'*    "* 
And  if  r  get  is,  why,  my  party  I'll  sell, '   '  ' " 

Aod  Qrant  be  will  m«ke  me  a  kn^ht.      Cfao. 


:i' 


Oh!  Mr.  Coon. 

Cboras  tad  fall  b»n<I  aceonpsBlmants— 
As  snug  by  the  Virginia  Minstrels. 


Tis  a  berry  lubly  night,  and  de  moon  shines  br^ht, 

De  clouds  in  de  nort  are  gwoin  out  ob  »ight, 

De  whipperwill  sing^.  and  de  crickets  all  dance, 

De  frogs  dey  want  to  come  it.  but  dey  oan't  get  chance. 

Oh !  Mr.  Coon,  you  come  too  soon. 

De  gals  wont  be  ready  fore  to-morrow  arternoon  : 

Oh  !   Mr.  Coon,  you  come  too  soon, 

De  gals  won't  be  ready  'fore  to-morrow  ar:«roooa. 

^  >m>  ^  — ; '.■ : 

:■■■    The  Irish  Speculator.         '■:  '' 

Since  you  cnll  for  a  fonc,  why.  111  sing  yoti  that  same, 
And  if!  should  fail,  your  indulgence  I  ck  m  ; 
And  that  yon  «iay  know  me,  1 11  tell  you  m*name  : 
I'm  Plielim  O'Pairick,  an  Irish  boy. 

.;.i-^r.;--.    ■>„■.;, 

'my  CAsh. 
down  smap  i ; 
I  uiasl  have  been  cracked  when  my  money     spest : 
For,  like*  oracked  ibing  all  le  pittoes  I  w  ot. 

Huhhery.  hnbhery,  ^o'her  and   Ftrife — 
I  Wi-<h  f  were  dead  to  get  rid  of  my  lifiT 
For,  in  this  world  I  find  no  joy, 
I  in  Phelim  OPatrick,  an  Irish  boy, 


I  o«ec  speculated  tite  wboI<)  of  i 
'1  o  rise  in  the  world  or  tumble  < 


SmishiBe  and  Shade. 


The  brightest  day  that  ever  shone  ,'(•,.. 

May  l>e  a  while  o  ercast ;  /  '  :,  , 

Should  passing  clouds  obscure  the  sob,  V 

'lilt  briyhter  when  they're  past  1       .    ;«; 
1  his  life  of  ours  is  even  so,  : .' 

With  joy  and  gloom  inlaid — 
Who  breailies  its  air  must  learn  to  share 

The  8un,'*hiue  and  the  shade. 

The  tear  may  rise  to  dim  the  sBil% 

A  smile  to  gild  tlie  tear  ;       »  ; 
8o  afler  lovers' aiigrv  Words         ''' 

The  kind  ones  seem  mere  deer;   ' 
Yes,  ever  eo !  oM  sorrows  die. 

New  p]ea'<nres  flower  and  fade : 
Then  calmly  leam  to  bear  in  turn   •' 

The  sunshine  and  the  shade.         '• 


Hov  Ma  I  iMV*  Ttett 

Tb«  Unaie  of  this  song  can  be  eblMned  at  tke  •14  wmA 
popnUr  Mnsie-siora  of  S  T  •of^tatt.  7MBf«a4way.  X.  X. 


J    4 


•■  r:i- 


^     K V  De  Vigga  Gal's  Dream: 

OR  I  LOVED  COO«  STILL  DS  BAHK.  , .,   .- 

Air :     "I  dreamt  I  dwelt  la  marble  HaHa."  >    '■^:/ 
I  •  -.  ../  .'^  ,. 

I  drenmed  dat  \  libed  in  hotel  halls,       -     -  •     • 

Hid  silbery  pans  at  my  side, 
An'  ob  all  de  buck  niggas  dat  sarV'd  ia  dttn  walla 
Dat  I  was  depet  an'  de  pride.      "  •■*    "•^'•,'       -^ 

I'd  wiltals  ob  all  kinds,  boiled  an'  roaaW„vf,,  j^ 
An'  dishes  too  many  to  name,  ..»r„^  ';  .; 

An'  I  alao  dreatnedt  wbat  oliartued  m»  most^  : 
Dut  I  lobed  Coon  etill  de  same.  f 

I  dreamed  dAt  buck-nfggas  did  sought  my  bamd, 

Each  night  I  set  on  dar  knee, 
An'  wid  busjes  dnt  no  poor  wench  eonW  sUmd,,. 
..  Dey  Spmited  dar  heart*  to  me. 

I  dr«am«d  dat  ooe  oi^ga  bug  me  mo|^  doae. 

liroiight.  SABsage  atid  oder  roast  g»<ii«. 
But  I  also  dreained,  wliat  charmed  me  most, 

Dat  I  lobed  Coon  still  de  same. 

:  J  iiut  1  also  dr«ame<3,  A«. 


Oire  Him  Another  CtutBoe. 

,'  A*  sung  by  Jemitic  Ucobbs. 


.  if  '■■('' 


'>:*- 


'■.ll-;;ir    • 


V  » 


■•3»v 


1  ,J  j';.;V»  ; 


This  world's  a  cold  and  selfish  one,        "v 

As  many  titoujiands  know ;, 
Wlio  once  wer«  U«e«ed  with  hope  and  joy, 

l>9\.  now  are  fallen  low  : 
Whose  hfaris  were  ever  kind  aod  FSnOt 

Nor  torned  from  grief  aside,  .     .,,.     r. 
But  always  leant  a  liatening  ear,  !,:. ,.,'  > 

When  pain  aad  sorrow,  sighed. ,.», 
T^ien  }«t.u»  ajd,]^!*^  u4  ^Vtrey  &  ]'■ 

F^r,  we.  ?ijf»  ihem  p«j«Uaj»ce.   j'J" 
May  cEav«  iJM  ttMOf  of  tb^wgrldij, ,  , 

To  giv»  jj"  ofiotber  .cMOQe. 

We  cannot  search  ibeir  breeking  hearts 

To  know  the  angaieh  there, 
:    But  kindly  acts  may  heal  tbeir  amarti!' 

And  oooihe  tlteir  sad  despair  : 
For,  many  whom  you  meet  to-day         ■»' 

Fn  sorrow  broken  down,  ■' 

Possesses  hearts  a«  kind  and  tme. 

And  noble  as  thine  own. 
Then  do  not  turn  oway  from  then. 

With  cold  and  haughty  glanee, . 
But  lift  your  fallen  brother  up.      ^r": 

And  give  him  another  chance.    •• 

The  riches  of  the  world  were  made 

Not  for  a  selfish  end  : 
But  Uiat  we  generously  might  spare 

Some,  far  a  suffering  friend. 
No  matter  what  the  faults  may  be 

Coaceuied  within  ]>is  heart. 
To  save  the  wretched  erring  one,   ,.  ,    ■>.     .,?..,; 

Is  a  true  and  manly  part :         '  "^\  '"■>'.  ,';' 

Then  when  you  see  a  fallen  man,^;;:  ,-\^;v;  ,.; 

With  sorrow  in  Ihs  glanoe,        '     !.'::.: 
Deo't«rusb  liim  fnrther  in  Uie  dust,    r'^-    ...  .^  ■'■■._  ,. 

But  give  hiiu  another  chauce. 

■■''ii>--:      ■ »  ■•■  ^     I -«:'■  blf/^'-.^^ 

When   i"    the   best    time   to  T**i  the  boeli  of 
nature?— When,  autumn  turns  the  leasee. 


>      "H  1 

••<r:',"5S  ■ 


Bow  oMi  I  leave  tbea  f   ,,  , 
U*w  can  I  say  larswell  f 
Ua«  can  I  breuk  the  sp«)i. 

So  dear  to  nte  f 
Thou  art  a  nleaaiag  dr«ai%. 
Thou  art  a  life  diviaa. 
Guiding  tiiis  heart  uf  mi^ 

O'er liCs  a  dark  seal    ..,»  : 


There  is  a  blooming  flawer. 
Id  life  s  enchanted  vala, 
bighiiig  in  every  gale  ;      , 

'•  Foigei  me  not  !*      ' ,    ^^  __ 
Here  only  J^pring  appears. 
Chasing  the  lnuchiii<,7(o«iii^* 
Scaiiermg  her  richest  ^wert' 

Love's  liallowed  spot. 

Oh  r  wohM  I  irtre  a  birt  1 


»*'-L  h:>a  :f  • 

!    ''fr  -iHvl  i    t 

'     1   >'        ''vh   ''      ' 

'•  •■^.AA'^y.-,'.-  .iJ 

a  ■  .♦r:"«k*  •<■-•' 

"•vait  '■>*  *\r^  X  ■ 


•It 


Weloome,  Happy  Dtf  1. 


>  J»tii,  •>•;•-•, 

■       vf      I^I«     ♦    •- 

lo  che*r  Afleclion  s  bo*«r,  .'•'.  {''^'''  " 
With  ihee  til  pass  each  hdwt    '*  "  ' 

Swiftly  Idlly..   '  -    *'•*'  '•  t^*   ^'' 

Thongh  sorrow  o'prwy  ftecrl  '  "•  "^^"""^ 
Swept  Mke  some  demoiK^iDg;  '■'  '**='*  *'* 
Still  lo  thee  could  I  eliag— 

'Iwtrc  joy  to  «ffc!       '      ^ 

+,       W     : 

J  j»«*»»l«'  I 

I  day  ia  braakisK.    ..    .i-w   .  .)«    Ut,|r.vi 

■ee  the  gloMiiy  abaJBaw  f fl  n\  i     wh>  .„,,|,h 

■gilt  ray*  are  sireakiag        ••    .-^s'lii   If,   . 

A  oalni  and  tramjail  akr.  •  tl'-i-.        i 

U  night  baa  had  a  lea«lHeMd M^piw I  .<    .  i 

k«  worM  has  )<>«g  >n  iarfcnasa  latm  |      .     n 

But  day  is  ooniing  oa  aaaia ;         .     i«  ti  m 

Weieoaje,  happy  day  1  .■  .'.'.^m',;^  h -bn  / 

.W.   I    J.Ur    Jlk.r    ».; 

Dkards  are  dyin^.  .  j,  ,.,,  f,  ,^^., 


Bertiug  to  a  faarful  4ooa.: 
hyrs  are  sighing  , 

O'er  many  as  early  tomb"  - 

■t  drunkeness  shall  die  away,  ' 
And  1  euiparunee  aludl  poaeraa  ifce 
Tbaa  let  us  all  unite  aod  gay 

Welcome,  hap|>y  day! 


'J 


—  '•«  eaa 


Sweet  Belle  MOeM. 


f.   I  '•JU'-na 


,t 

>r<   S't^w 

'i;^«"',ila 
r^''  tvai 


^ 


The  iCuaie  of  tbia  song  is  paMliheA  by  ft  •  ykimtk  ' 

II  Stats  St .  BAekeetar    IT  f  tt*f  m^fff^  ^ 

'  'Words  sad  Xnsie  by  9.  S.  tfetTaaghHlS^" '    '  ** 

"tekn  b^ytmd  the  iarbw  h*  ■**.; '«  '.'i'T  •»'^«« 

•"fil*Ha>yb»rkbe»ailinjf^-'^-^.  ^-i^J^'-3-l 

, ,  d'er  the  wor^d  I  waader  loa^     .'         ^»*-■.•■  ' 

'     ^"^^  teweet  Melle  Mahone !      ^  ' -^      --^J :  •»>• 

■    0*ar  thy  grave  I  weep  good-by^      *  *^'^'*'  **" 

"  lfee«r !  oh  :  hear  my  lonely  ety—  '"'',!.' t''""'  "* 

Ok!  without  thee  what  am  I,         ^''-  t'«r  ni 

pweet  Belle  !Hahone  ♦  '     T  "* » 

Chorus  ;  Sweet   Belle  Mahone  t  .  '  *'  '  ''*■• 

Sweet   Helle  Mahone  f  •"• 

''"    Wait  for  me  at  hcavcai'e«M^ 

:!!^fiweet  Mle  MafaoBel    .T^' 


,'{■:- 


^ ' '.  J>iAj  liV  a  withered  tree, 
'    '  "i'hat  i»  all  (he  wortd  to  me>' 


'.1 
•I 


;  Jfe  and  Tiglit  were  all  n  tlie< 

fSweet  I<im»»  MHh«ne. 
'  )«*iieH  paU  in-ei  |»*>i>wi»t|^  tf^i-^' 
\n  rrty  ht^rt  can  e'er  adens':  "  •   "-n  -^ 
jkati  1  maet  •!»♦«  nt^tr'imm*, '  '  ^^  '-f/  i<  i  «  .'« 
'Sweet  Metts  M4m«i47     '■■•  ■  <'■■■■  « .*  -■" 
-■"■■!    -     bsiMiBdW 

Jtiftly,  kmakiy  iimwkwr  «h^ 
'>to}y  OM  I  call  ny  o«r» )       l -.■)  ,n-^-.^     , 
While  in  tears  I  wander  1ob<^-kiV-4  r-.m*:  h 


,  « Sweet  Belta  MbImiIH 
-iMed  now  aaaois  ercry 
Cut,  when  eosnea  eternal 
/  <  Wiaii  tbos  I  >i  be  wadtnai, 
■ .  I  {0v«etSaUe  Mahone  I 


m 


m 


f« 


ms     SINCHBRS'    JO URU AI.. 


'^-^.  tl»  AoUr's  Daogiittr.  ■ 

r    -    --:■•-■  -     CHArMfi  Iv  ^^ -•;■  '•    ■'•*:«--■--;•' 

Tk«  honr  is  «  Ut«  one. 

All  lir«  Memt  to  bare  fled  from  the  large  town 
of  Uartleatone,  whoM  dimly-lighted  streets  are 
■till  and  deaerted.  1'be  only  thing  left  behind  i« 
the  heaTj.  miaty  atmoephere.  '1  be  night  air  ha* 
Bot  b««o  able  to  do  any  thing  in  the  way  cf  removing 
the  daat  and  the  unpleasant  odoi-s  in  the  narrow 
thoroughfare* ;  but  the  noiae  of  carriages  and  carts 
has  eeased,  and  one  ean  walk  abroad  without  much 
fcar  of  being  interrupted  in  any  way.  You  can 
hear  the  splashing  fountains  playing  upon  tlie  cold 
stone*  ;  ao  agreeable,  soothing  sound,  which 
appears  to  have  made  the  tall  gray  old  houses  close 
their  eyes  in  slumber.  But  aU  lUv  houses  have  not 
•loscd  their  eyes  vet.  Here  and  there  the  reflection 
of  a  lighted  window  falls  across  our  path  ;  then  we 
raise  our  beads,  and  gaze  into  the  bright  cpace. 

It  has  large,  plate-glass  panes ;  white  curtains 
and  blinds  eonoeal  from  us  the  interior  of  the 
apartment,  till  a  door  suddenly  opens,  and  our 
interest  is  fully  awakened  for  the  solitary  person 
w«  see  antaring  the  apartment,  and  for  every 
aeperale  indifioual  we  manage  to  catch  sight  of 
by  SQch  means— ao  matter  what  they  are  doing,  or 
who  they  are. 

Around  the  next  corner,  on  our  wav  home,  we 
suddenly  meet  a  youag  couple,  slowly  walking 
arra-in-arm.~  They  are  speaking  quickly,  but  very 
low,  to  one  another,  as  if  they  feared  that  the  old 
house*  and  walls  had  ears  to  hear  them,  and  stood 
in  leagua  against  them  to  report  them  to  the  old 
people,  who  were  so  determined  to  ruin  their 
kappineaa.  Ha  ik  A  weU-frown,  enrly-headed  fellow. 
This  we  ean  easily  a«a ;  for,  although  it  is  late  in 
the  evening,  it  is  not  Tary  dark.  Ihe  gas  is  not 
lighted,  •Viflg  la  the  eeonomieal  prir.oiplea  ef  the 
aulhoritiai^  who  kn«w  there  is  a  new  moon ;  and, 
true  enough,  then,  beyond  the  roofs  of  the  houses 
▼ander,  ii  is  just  beginning  to  rise,  and  contribute 
ita  Weak  light  towards  the  scene.  By  its  mild 
rays  we  ean  distinguish  that  the  young  lady  on  the 
youth  s  arm  is  possessed  of  a  pretty,  slfm  waist, 
and  a  light,  elastic  step  ;  that  she  hangs  confidingly 
upon  her  protetstor's  arm.  Further  than  this  we 
are  unable  to  see.  for  her  face  is  enTelo|>ed  in  a 
thiflfeWR!  #6ich  flies  graoefuHy  over  her  shonlilers. 
wafted  by  the  gentle  breeze.  Bat,  although  we  did 
Bot  see  a  panicle  of  her  face  as  she'passed  us — 
although  ■Wte'""*  away  her  head  with  the  evident 
iatentioD  of  not  being  seen,  and  shows  an  unground- 
«d  diatmst  in  IM  iiio>v«aMBt' of  tbataame  head, 
wfaJAh^p^vsnts  us  even  catching  a  glimpse  of  her 
M^^$7t4W«  ia  fio^  of)e  amongst  ua  who  w^sld 
Bot  hava^lnl^A  d(Hi>Wd  in  teres  t  i  o  this  youag  aonple. 
W*  ask  cforaairas  what  thair  history  ean  be — what 
romaatio  entanfflemant  has  caused  them  to  teak  a 
rsndar'oos  naoer  bsBTen's  clear  sky  ?  '  We  ask 
cmmlwm  whksh  hien^lypliio  and"' unintelligible 
•dTertiaeoaent  in  the'last  column  of  the  TeUgrt^h 
was  theirs  f  A  yd.  truly,  if  we  oould  do  aoytking 
to  help  them  in  their  loT»-ma)<ing,  we  woulddo  so, 
ia  utter  disregard  of  all  consequences. 

They  have  disappeared  ;  but  another  couple  have 
entered  upon  the  seene,  and  are  now  beginning  to 
awake  our  attention.  The  pair  that  are  walking 
Just  io,  frpat  of  us,  consists,  this  time,  of  two  men. 
We  ean  only  sea  their  backs  ;  but  we  do  not  doubt 
for  a  moment  that  the  left-hand,  middle-sized, 
powerfully-built  frame  has  youth  on  his  side :  whilst 
the  other  tall  and  somewhat  spare  man  must  be 
eonsiderably  past  middle  age.  His  whole  bearing 
gives  evidence  of  this,  as  be  walks  uncertainly  along. 
He  speaks  very  rapidly  and  a  good  deial,  and, 
unlike  to*  first  couple,  very  loud,  as  if  he  would  not 
at  all  mind  the  whole  world  listening  to  him. 

We  do  not  soften  our  atapa,  the  echo  of  which 
riK*  4ii^tV^ly  through  the  empty  streets,  in  order 
toustan  to  the  conversation.  No,  indeed  ;  the  old 
gentleman  will  not  be  warned  by  the  footsteps  of  a 
third  person,  for  he  declaims  and  geatioalateaeven 
more  than  before. 

"  Tes,  yes,  my  young  ttitiod  t  "  eries  he,  with  a 
Bot  altogether  plaaaaat  vrnoa,  that  showa  moss  of 
eonsidersble  psat  exertion  ;  "that  is  life— that  is 
the  worU  I  You  now  know  the  prineiplea  of  my 
aetioaa — tha  ezperiencea  of  my  long  pilgrimage. 
Olij  m»  lilt  uiity,  saj  I  ;  no  unsteadiness.     For, 


,as  Schiller  ought  to  haTe  said,  '  Short  is  the  joy, 
but  eternal  the  remorse  1 '  " 

*'  1  completely  understand  yon,  my  dear  Mr. 
Hammond.  You  have  had  the  go>>dness  to  explain 
your  excellent  principles  so  fully  to  me,  that  I 
should  consider  myself  decidedly  wanting  in 
penetration  if  I  had  not  completely  understood 
you.  " 

There  was  so  much  of  pain  in  the  younger  man's 
tone  as  he  said  this,  that  it  looked  as  if  he  would 
have  done  anything  sooner  than  put  implicit 
confidence  in  tlia  other's  principles. 

"  And,  now,"  continuH  the  man  with  the  hoarse 
Voice,  "  we  will  part.  1  see  the  moon-lit  garret 
which  hides  ray  iate,  under  which  a  hardly-proven 
life  is  spent — a  life,  the  disoernmeut  and  pattern  of 
which  could  hardly  b«  entitled  to  a  higher  abode ; 
for  yon  garret  is,  as  you  aee,  close  to  the  stars,  and, 
consequently,  nearer  the  gods  in " 

"  If  you  wish  me  to  listen  further  to  this  splendid 
outburst,  my  old  friend,"  interrupts  the  young  man, 
at  this  juncture,  "I  will  with  pkasare  accompany 
you  up  to  your  abode  among  the  stars,  and  light  my 
cigar  there,  and  wait  until  your  splendid  ideas  end 
happily  with  a  full  atop.  Should,  however,  your 
humanely-disposecL  heart  see  otherwise,  and  permit 
us  to  rest  at  a  comma,  I  will  at  one«  say  a  short 
good  night." 

"  Yes ;  good  night  1 "  cried  the  other,  laughing ; 
'•good  night,  my  worthy  young  friend  !— gooanight, 
my  phoenix  of  a  youth,  who  troubles  himself  to  find 
that  sadly  misapprehended  and  profitless  profession, 
and  bows  to  it,  instead  of  seeking  excitement  in  the 
frivolous  distraction  of  worldly  minds,  that  leave 
behind  them  nothing  but  emptiness  and  distaste!" 

While  he  was  saying  this  the  old  man  shook  the 
other's  hand  warmly,  and  seemed  inclined  to  add 
something  more  to  bis  speech,  in  order  to  make  a 
little  effective  and  affecting  scene  out  of  it ;  but 
the  other,  in  spite  of  the  praises  bestowed  upon  him, 
WHs]possessed  of  too  mush  youthful  superficiality  to 
value  this  according  to  its  full  worth.  He  with- 
draws his  blind  with  a  eertain  amount  of  inconside- 
ration  from  the  talkative  old  gentleman. 

Nor  waa  the  latter  at  all  hurt  by  his  behavior. 

Whilst  the  young  man  was  turning,  he  called 
after  him,  "  Don't  forget  that  you  promised  to  lend 
to  my  garret  a  saw  light  by  coming  yourself  to 
see  me ! " 

"  Yes,  yes,"  replied  the  other ;  "  I  will  come  to- 
morrow. You  may  depend  upon  my  coming 
without  fail." 

I  he  young  man  wared  a  farewell ;  and  com- 
mences slowly  to  retrace  his  steps  in  the  direction 
he  had  come.  But  the  elder  gentleman  suddenly 
seemed  to  remember  something  that  he  would  on 
no  account  omit,  and  cried  after  the  ether's  re- 
treating form,  "  Hallo  t  hallo  I  listeB— wait  t  " 

I  he  young  man  stopped  at  once. 

Ibe  elder  man  walked  with  slow,  dignifiad,  aad 
grave  steps  towards  his  friend.  Than  he  raised 
bis  bsnd.  and  laid  it,  with  sokmn  amotioB,  upon 
the  other's  shoulder,  saying,  "  Now,  good  night, 
friend  Romeo  I    1  moat  to  bad !  " 

The  first  words  be  deolaimed  with  afieotiog 
pathos.  The  end  he  whispwsd  in  a  gloomy  tons, 
as  if  the  subject  he  was  talking  of  was  one  of  the 
most  terrible  importance  and  weight. 

"  I  can  only  approve  of  your  determination, 
Mr.  Hammondf,  though  it  seems  to  be  of  the  most 
terrible  import  to  yourself,"  answered  th«  young 
man,  laughing,  ana  a  aeoond  time  turning  to  go, 
this  time  with  greater  success. 

The  old  gentleman  then  walked  in  a  long, 
diagonal  line,  across  the  street  towards  a  high,  old 
house,  with  a  broad  gable,  in  which  two  dimly- 
lighted  windows  were  visible.  Although  nobody 
was  present  now,  the  old  man  did  not  seem  to  have 
lost  all  pleasure  in  talking,  for,  as  he  walked  along, 
he  gesticulated  with  his  arms,  and  recited  aloud 
scraps  of  different  plays. 

\\  hen  at  length  he  reached  the  house,  he  warmly 
welcomed  a  man  of  middle  age,  and  of  powerful 
frame,  who  just  then  had  stepped  in  front  of  the 
door,  and  was  now  seeking  the  hole  for  his  latch-key. 

*'  Oh,  good  evenieg— good  evening,  old  gen- 
tleman !  "  said  the  than  with  the  key,  trying  to 
quell  the  other's  exuberance.  "Who  was  that 
who  just  left  you,  Mr.  Hammer  ?  Had  you  found 
some  one  else  ready  to  listen  to  your  drollery  T  " 

"  Drollery  t      Did   you  really    please    t«    say 


'  drollery,'  Mr.  Peachfold,  really)  I  was  acquainting 
an  intelligent  youth  with  some  of  my  past  ex- 
perience ;  J  found  him  ever  ready  to  gain  knowledge, 
therefore  disburdened  myself  of  gome  of  the  rich 
stores  of  my  moet  eventful  life.  " 

'•  I  can  qaite  beUeve  Uiat,"  intemipted  the  other, 
who  just  then  sacceeded  in  opening  the  lock.  "  I 
can  also  imagine  the  ^eason  the  intelligent  youth 
listened  so  patiently  to  your  past  experienoes  ;  but 
more  of  that  another  time.  Come  in  now  ;  1  sea 
there  is  still  a  light  burning  in  your  room,  I 
expect  your  daughter  has  come  to  pay  yon  a  visit, 
and  is  waiting  for  you." 

Both  men  now  disappeared  into  the  house,  and 
the  door  fell  into  its  lock  behind  them. 

It  is  a  pity  the  old  gentleman  has  vsnisbed  so 
soon  from  our  sight,  liis  character  might  have 
interested  us  even  more  than  the  young  couple  we 
saw  before,  if  we  had  only  had  the  opportunity  of 
fuliowicg  it  up.  Let  us  now  continue  oar  Haroun 
al  Ilasehid-like  walk  ;  perhaps  we  shall  again  meet 
persons  who  instinctively  attract  and  interest  us, 
and  give  us  an  insight  into  the  night  lifib  of  a  large 
city. 

Let  us  turn  to  the  left  into  a  broad  street,  con- 
taining new  and  modern  houses,  which  forms  the 
commencement  of  the  more  arislocralio  portion  of 
the  town. 

In  the  middle  of  this  street  is  a  large  fountain, 
placed  there  for  the  benefit  of  the  thirsty  wayfarer ; 
It  is  a  sort  of  monument,  with  a  figure  in  stone 
on  the  top,  which  represents  some  noted  personage 
in  the  good  old  times.  As  we  approach  this  useful 
structure,  we  again  hear  the  sound  of  voices. 

The  sound  proceeds  from  two  men  who  are  coming 
along  the  pavement  from  the  opposite  direction. 
As  we  are  stationed  on  the  other  side  of  the  fougUin, 
they  naturally  fail  to  see  us,  and  their  conversation 
is  so  loud  that  we  can  hear  it  for  a  long  time,  and 
again  become  accidental  eavesdroppers. 

"  You  now  see  f)r  yourself,  Befferton,  that  nobody 
comes,"  said  ths  one,  in  youthful,  pleasant  tones. 
"We  have  been  paaing  up  and  down  here  for  an  hour 
or  more,  and  I.  for  my  part,  have  found  the  time 
pass  exceedingly  slow." 

"  Only  patience  a  little  while  longer."  replied 
the  other,  who  posseesed  a  thinner  and  sharper 
voice.  "  You  will  soon  see  with  your  own  eyes. 
Holding.  When  she  crept  past  me  last  night  it  was 
after  nine  o'clock.  My  man.  who  first  drew  my 
attention  towards  the  adventure,  remnrked  the 
plieiBomenon  between  nine  and  ten,  so  we  had  belUr 
wait  here  till  the  clock  chimes  the  half  hour." 

"  Very  well ;  it  is  all  the  same  tome,"  answered 
the  man  whose  name  seemed  to  be  Holding.  "  I  am 
willing  enough  to  sUy.  for  we  owe  this  much  to 
the  poor,  slandered  girl,  that  we  wait  to  see  the 
affair  explained  before  we  believe  in  such  nonsense." 

"  That's  all  I  require,  too.  I  want  the  affair 
to  bs- fully  "ajiplalued  to  yoa,"  replied  Befferton, 
in  his  shrill  "voice. 

They  had  reached  the  fbuntalnln  the  meantime, 
and  turned  round  again.  Now  xhrj  were  entirely 
out  of  earshot,  iiut,  shortly  afterwards,  they 
turned  at  the  end.of  the  street  once  more,  and  ad- 
vanced in  our  dirt  ition  again ;  so,  if  we  were 
perfectly  still,  we  r  hould  be  able  to  catch  some 
more  broken  frngmc  its  of  their  conversation. 

"  But  you  keep  on  foivetting  that  it  is  impossible 
to  misuke  her,"  we  «  the  first  words— ihey  were 
spoken  by  Beffertoi  —we  heard  as  the  two  men 
approached.  "  If  a  nistake  were  possible.  I  shouid 
believe  anything  n  -self  ratlier   than   that  cold, 

Erudish  Mary  Middl-ihurst.  who  only  arrived  from 
er  boarding-school  a  few  days  ago,  goes  about  the 
streets  at  night,  dn  sed  like  a  servant-maid.  The 
story  is  so  absaru  so  improbable,  so  utterly 
ridiculous." 

"It  is  simply  imp-  »sible!"  interrupUd  the  other, 
with  angry  determii.  ition. 

"  If  I  had  not  see  .  it  with  my  own  eyes,"  con- 
tinued Befferton,  "yesterday  evening,  whilst  on 
the  watch,  and  foil*  wed  the  innocent  little  angel 
from  a  distance.  ;  t  the  end  of  this  street,  she 
took  a  cab,  which  I  ras  easily  able  to  keep  up  with, 
as  the  horse  was  dc  ri  tired.  1'hus  I  saw  her  arrive 
at,andcautioaaIyer  cr,  her  mother's  (Mrs.  Middle- 
burst's)  house.  .So  you  see,  a  mi«iak«  is  utterly 
out  of  the  queation,  md  that  is  why  I  sought  yon 
out,  to  bring  yon  ere.  Eothuviastie  creature  I 
The  little  form  ha    already    bewitched  yon  with 
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h«r  dreamy  blue  eyes  ;  and  I  could  sco  your  intention 
of  forsaking  your  gay  bachclur  cxisU^ucd  by  tbe 
ezprea«iun  of  your  fao*.'" 

"  I  wonder  wbat  you  doii'l  aee  l1irou|^b  tliose 
blneglaaset  of  yours!"  Re|>lifd  Holding,  lauglting 
difdainfullj.  "  ^o,  my  friend  :  you  are  older 
tban  I,  and  therefore  I  bave  looktrd  up  to  you  ••  a 
kind  of  raeiitor.  So  I  will  allow  you  to  go  ou  before, 
and  ibow  me  a  good  example  — of  course,  if  Mrs. 
Middlehurst  herself  should  make  you  faithless  to 
your  principles,  whicii,  by-the-bye,  I  tliink  not  at 
•U  unlikely." 

With  these  words,  tb«y  again  turn,  and  their 
Toioes  are  almost  unintelligible,  till  al  length  they 
are  drowned  br  the  splashing  of  the  wat«r.  But 
the  subject  of  their  conTersation  certainly  deserves 
our  waiting  to  see  whether  their  patience  will  be 
rewarded.  For  this  much  w« have  karut  through 
our  eavesdropping  propensities  —  namely,  that 
these  two  gentlemen  ure  waiting  to  Pce  whether  it 
is  indeed  true  that  the  girl,  'vho  lias  won  one  of 
their  hearts,  walks  out  alone  in  the  evening, 
dressed  like  a  Hervant^miid. 

The  a<Tair  seems  very  improbable  altogether; 
but  heaven  alona  knows  what  liappens  in  a  large 
town  like  this,  under  the  veil  of  night.  'I'he  word 
"  impossible,"  civilization  has  scratched  out  of  jts 
dictionary.  Tbaa  we  wait  another  <^uarter  of'an 
hour  in  our  biding-place.  We  may,  perhaps,  bear 
witness  to  some  intorcsling  scene,  Ihut  will  contain 
some  instructive  disclosures  for  au  observer  of 
manners  ajid  cu!<toriis. 

And  there  they  come  again  — thoae  two.  Their 
walk  seems  to  grow  shorter  and  shorter.  And 
yonder,  from  the  same  direction  in  which  we  our- 
••Ives  have  coma,  do  we  not  hear  light,  quick  sleps  ? 
Is  that  not  a  female  form  approaching  from  yooder. 
and  keeping  strangely  close  to  the  houses  ? 

"  When  my  servant  saw  her  for  the  first  time," 
continued  befferton,  on  the  other  side  of  tbe 
monament,  "  a  tuU,  powerfully-built  young  roan 
was  foUowinij  her,  and  keeping  his  eye  upon  her. 
W heather  he  was  doing  so  with  her  knowledge  or 
not.  I  do  not  know.  Yes,  yes  ;  still  waters  are 
often  the  deepest." 

"  Yes  ;  I  acknowledge  all  that.  But,  slill,  this 
step  is  beyond  the  bounds  of  orobability  I " 
exclaimed  Holding. 

"  Beyond  all  bounds  of  probability  ?  What  ii 
beyond  the  bounds  of  probability  in  a  woman's 
mind,  when  she  has  begun  a  thing  she  is  bent  upon  i 
But  hurh  t — look  yonder!" 

Both  men  paused,  and,  bidden  by  the  nrana- 
ment,  stretched  forth  their  necks,  in  order  to  see 
without  being  seen.  Their  attention  was  fixed 
upon  the  girl  we  ha^  already  remarked,  and  who 
now  was  approaching  towards  us,  keeping  well 
under  the  shadow  of  the  houses  all  the  while. 

Neither  of  the  men  opeak  another  word.  Both 
try  their  eyes  to  the  utmost— one  throqgh  his 
spectacles,  the  other  only  witli  his  naked  eye— to 
eatch  every  feature  of  the  face  hurrying  on  toWM-4s 
them,  if  they  possibly  could. 

"  f^he  is  about  her  size  and  figure,"  whispers 
Holding,  at  length,  with  some  little  agitation. 

"  Only  a  moment's  patience,  and  then  we'll 
follow  her  up,"  replies  tlie  other,  qtiilft  as  sofily. 
"  1  hera,  now  she  has  passed  ns ;  you  must  go 
straight  to  ose  point,  about  ten  slep^  io  advance 
of  me,  And  I'll  Keep  just  the  same  distance  behi«d 
her,  then  she  11  not  be  able  to  escape  us  either  way." 

Both  men  execute  their  plan.  The  moment  the 
young  girl  sees  the  two  figures  sMp  forth  from  their 
hiding  place,  she  stops,  as  if  routed  to  lli«  spot ; 
she  then  utters  a  short,  sharp  cry.  and  tries  to  fly 
back  in  the  directh>n  in  which  she  had  come,  for  she 
recognises  at  once  that  the  men  have  been  lying  in 
wait  for  her.  Bat  as  soon  as  she  has  ran  five  ateps; 
five  tottering,  hesitating  steps,  she  nonces  the 
start  her  pursuer,  with  the  rpectaelef.  has  gained 
over  her  ;  she  pauses  once  moM,  and  places  upon 
her  poor  fluttering  heart  her  hand,  which  is  Liddea 
by  the  great  gray  shawl  that  en  vela  pee  her  form. 

She  does  not  dan  to  approach  her  enemy  calmly. 
Vo  i  it  is  vary  stapid  of  her,  very  impobtie,  but. 
in  her  fright,  she  knew  not  what  to  do ;  m  instead 
of  going  boldly  forward,  and  oontimiing  her  way 
cftlmly,  flhe  turns  acain,  and  hurries  in  the  direction 
wbenee  abe  baa  just  eome,  and,  consequently, 
Aomea  fa«e  to  face  with  Holding.  She  tries  to  get 
off  tha  pATaoMiit  into  the  ro»d,  but  haa  not  tb* 


piiwer  to  do  so  now. 

"  Lovely  maiden,"  said  he  in  his  saroaalio  toii>-.'<, 
"  W  ill  you  not  permit  us  to  conduct  you  home  ? 
i^uch  a  lonely  walk  is  out  oi  place  for  one  so  young 
and  fair  as  yourself.  My  friead  and  I  would  never 
forgive  ourselves  if  we  allowed  yon  to  go  borne 
without  offering  you  our  protection." 

"  l>eave  nie  alone  !"  cried  the  girl,  nimost  out 
of  breath  ;  "  I  am  not  in  want  of  your  protection." 

"Great  heavens!  what  voice  is  that  I  hear?" 
exclaimed  tbe  young  man,  with  well'«oted  astonish- 
Dient ;  "  is  it  not " 

"Miss  Middlehurst,"  interrupts  Beflferton,  who 
had  now  advanced  towards  the  scene  of  action. 
His  voice,  too,  betrays  the  utmost  astonishment 
and  disbelief. 

"  Miss  Middlehurst,"  cried  Holding,  drawing  a 
deep  breath,  as  if  startled  beyond  all  control, 
"  forgive  us  for  having  frightened  yon  so  ;  but 
who  could,  fur  a  moment,  have  su«[>«oled " 

"  No ;  we  could  not  have  irnagiriod  such  a 
thing!"  declared  befferton,  still  affecting  iheutniost 
astonishment. 

"  But,  Miss  Middlehurst,"  continued  Holding, 
in  a  tone  of  voice  that  shows  lie  had  fallen  xtraight 
from  the  c'ouds — "but,  Miss — Miss  Middk-hnrst, 
can't  you  understand——" 

"  I  bet?  that  you  will  let  me  go,  now,"  cried  the 
young  girl,  summoning  to  heraid  all  the  tvsolulion 
»he  po8ses^•ed,  at  the  same  time  trying  to  da-h 
past  the  two  men. 

"  Never ;  unless  you  permit  us  to  escort  you 
safely  home " 

Holding  could  not  finish  his  sentence,  for  it  was 
suddenly  interrupted  by  a  third  person,  who  had 
silently  approached  the  group  without  being 
noticed  and  bad  evidently  overheard  Mary's  last 
words. 

"*Let  the  girl  go,"  said  he,  in  a  very  determined 
manner,  at  the  same  time  approaehing  the  party. 

Both  the  others  turned  towards  him. 

"  Who  are  you,  sir?"  demanded  Holding. 

"  What  do  you  want?"  returned  Befferton.  « 

The  stronger  bad  planted  himself  at  the  girl's 
side. 

'•  Confide  yourself  to  my  care,"  said  he.  'I  he 
voice  was  one  we  have  heard  before  that  evening, 
for  it  belonged —  yee,  it  belonged  to  the  rame 
young  man  who  haa  accompanied  the  gesticulating 
old  gentleman  on  his  way  home  ;  and  whn.  instead 
of  proceeding  to  his  own  lodging,  had  preferred  to 
stroll  quietly  a  little  longer  through  the  streets, 
perfiapa  with  the  same  desire  for  adventure  that 
had  actuated  ua  in  coming  here  this  evening. 

1  be  young  girl  must  have  decidedly  lust  her 
hend  in  her  alarm,  for  she  stepped  forward,  as  if 
about  to  plaoe  herself  under  an  utter  stranger's 
protection. 

"  Go  your  own  way,  I  pray  you."  Don  Quixote 
BefTerton  had  just  been  crjing  out  to  him. 

"  Ak  ^r  you,  gCBllemen,  1  shall  be  prepared  to 
answer  yon  to-niorrow4"  exclalt»«d  the  neW-^omer, 
calmly  planting  his  powerful  frame  so  decidedly 
agiin^t  tbem.  that  aii  desire  to  escort  lii«  voung 
laay  home  vanished  at  once  from  their  mina». 

As  soon  na  he  bad  a<>8utued  this  anlagoni.'lio 
position,  he  put  his  fingers  into  his  wuixlcoat- 
poeket  and  drew  forth  a  card,  which  he  handed  to 
JieRerton.  )n  tli«  next  inoment,  he  was  agaig  by 
the  ride  of  the  girl,  who  had  taken  the  first 
opportunity  lo  hurry  away,  and  both — be  ^bout 
a.  fool's  length  behind  her — disap|>eared  quickly 
out  of  earahot. 

"  By  the  Lord  Harry,  TtUeyiand  is  right  ! 
One  only  wants  to  live  to  see  wonders !"  cried 
Holding,  gnashing  his  teeth  with  anger.  "  Oh, 
Ernest,  what  gloomy,  dark  shadows  this  little 
episode  will  throw  upon  my  whole  life  1" 

'^  Not  as  dark,  as  it  is  to  be  hoped,  as  the  shadow 
of  night  that  lies  at  present  ufJOO  this  curd,  making 
it  a  thiil((  of  impoesibilily  ko  read  it,"  answered 
Befferton  vainly  cn<icavoriog  .through  his  glasses 
to  deciplier  the  characters  upon  tba  scrap  of 
pasteboard  which  he  was  still  holding  in  his  hand 
as  a  lasting  remembrance  of  the  adventure. 

"  Egotist !  heartless  wretch  !  have  you  no  idea 
of  what  is  passing  in  me  at  present?" 

"  I  really  don't  think,"  replied  Befierton,  "  that 
you've  aay  occasion  to  reproach  me ;  for  if  there 
IS  a  respectable  name  upon  tbia  card,  I  shall  have 
the  do«^tAil  pleamire  of  gettiog  into  a  confeuaded 


scrape    through   you  ;    and  if,    in   pare  unselfish 
friendship,  I  jam  hor<>e-whipped  to  death  for  your 
sake,  shall  hliie  th«  satisfaction  «f  •-■■  -t^  y|p  y 
will  write  on  |ny  tombstone,  '  ii«rc  Vm  an  egotist.' " 

"  Ofc,  you  Jiavn't  the  fainteat  idea  of  my 
reelings!'  cried  Uoldinf^,  violently.  I  ||av4  loved 
thit  girl  more "  ,^  V, ' 

**  —  '  Than  you  can  siay.'     I  know  all  thaZTwi 
come    on.        Our    personal    preaenoa    t 
necessary  here  now." 

"  If  that  creatnrc  haa  lost  her  purity,"  eont: 
Holding   without  taking  any   heed   ofhisfi' 
iuterrupiton,     aiid  fl^ng  his  eyes  upon  the 
ment,   as   if  the   fire  of  his  burning  gWinA 
melt  the  hard  granite,    "the  whole  0  Ihis'^ 
less    planet    oesenres    to    be    sunk    into 
darkness!" 

"  So  it  niaki  for  what  I  care  ;  but  T  hope  it  will 
choose  its  tiiiifiwell.    •iJowcoQie,'  c^dod  befferi^. 

"Whither}?"  f        » 

"  Von  arel  aurely  not  going  to  allow  this  ad- 
venture to  diiip  heraf  Coma  with  liie  at  ^ce  to 
Mrs.  Middlehurst.  8he  is  at  horoa,  I  know,  for 
this  is  one  ojf  her  weekly  reception  nights.  We 
shall  then  bei able  to  witness  how  ^lary  enters  her 
mother's  preHxse,  and  lu-r  aMwj^iiiU^eut  alp^eving 
us  there."        t  '  .  %       * 

"  You  are  right,  as  Mephistopboles  alwayi  istf 
answered  Holding,  at  the  same  time  pladug  his 
arm  through  tliut  of  lii.'<  friend. 

After  thatj  Ibolh  men  walked  quickly  down  the 
street,  and  w|f:|e  soon  lost  to  sight.      ^ 


Tre  soon  lost  to  sight. 
I  ClIArTKU    II. 

hall  we  allhw  this  odventnre  to  d 


Shall  we  allbw  this  odventnre  to  drop  here  ;  or 
does  the  reail^''  wiah  to  follow  the  yt>un|{  iu«^«nd 
see  how  it  .«ftd»,  fi-eling,  as  we  do,  a  d^auied. 
interest  in  tile!  p<H>r  fiiglilenid  cirl,  who  hae  ISieea 
so  grossly  al^t^ali^d  whilsbou  her  wav  home? 


If  tliia  is  Hilt  case,  kind  readar,  you  will  Itava  to  ^.i 
ac%empnny  it  a  g<>o()ly  stretch,  as  we 'are  oliligW}'-'''' 
to   traverse  a^verol   of  the   principal  and  broadest 
streets  wliieh  JTorm  tlia.arisioerauc  portion  of  the 
town  before  M'p  can  p<w>Hil>ly  I'eni^i  our  destination. 

We  shall  have  no  difficulty  in  finding  the  road. 
Our  two  valiant  knignts  are  walking  on  in  front  of 
us.    At  the  vi-rynexioarner  wefiad  a  eab-sland.  ati 
which,  ow^ng  to  the  fair   wratlief,   then   are  mapy  ^ 
more  vehicles  in  waiting  Ih'un   usual. 
-.,  Uur   two  frirnds   throw   iheiiiselves  into  one  of 
these.      I  her«»  is    no  e<irt  of  mixon  why  wo  should 
not  follow  ifctir  ezamfile,  ifit  is  wily  for  the  ^kc 
of  slilll  having  the  advantage  of  Tlicih  as  olr  eqn-    \^ 
ductors  ;  anUso  we  are  »^>o'n  rolling  along  in  their*^^ 
wake,  tilltlnfit  cab  halts  in  front  ofa^iigh,  modem- 
hvuse  in  out  of  the  broadest  Ktr«ets  J.h«t  eer^inly 
belongs  to  ilieyoutigeft  in  the  town,  for  there  are  stil 
several  mansions  iu  the  courve  of  being  ballt:       In 
other  places  low  garden  walls  form  the  boundary  oi 
the^lin^l;    over  which    pretty    shi^^  and  tnca 
are  peeping,  -  -  -  "  »••. 

In  the  first  s|pry  of  llie  iioufs  IkCare  which  thc.\ 
cab   containing   li|e   two   yoar?    gcntlcnieir    haa* 
•top|)ed,.lhilae  windolk  are  li^jitT^.    '1  he  r^eclion' 
of  tliem  fttlU  iipon  the  plant"  in  art  opposite  garden, 
that  are  very  gently  fanned  by  the  night  breece, 
causing  the  leaves  to, .whisper  iu' such  a  way  that 
a  lively  imagination  would  alnxiipt  swear  that  tlic 
slender  braaeliea  had  sltetwhcd  tm-nMelves^tlrardL- ' 
in     sudi    a    manner' tin     onter    lo  see   well  iato 
Mrs.  Middlehurst's   windows.       4  hey   th^  shake 
their   heads  over    something      going    on    in    that 
worthy     la^'s    apartment,     and     whisper    eaar-i. 
gcticttliy  abojiit  soiA«-iliiag   Uiay^sre   theiik  ,    hv4i 
they  are  ve^  stupid   for   thnr   pains,   19^^  to  ka  ^ 
honest,  there' is  nothing  at  ail  extraordinary  going 
on    in   the    widow's    riHiins — nothing    that  could-* 
possibly  cauec  tite  etrieieat  J»r*bn  to  akake  hie 
head.     On  ibe  contrary,  the  arawin4|.TOoni,  as  well 
as   the   roomy   anle-chaiiil>er,    WliicU  >•   wMratcd 
from    the    larger    apartment    liy-^-a    heavy   t^kcQ 
portiere,   it   most   beautifully  ^nd    comiartaMjt,) 
furnished,     tha  walla  are    decokaud    by<Jtv«M\ 
•l^lendid  oil-Dainting*  in  massive  ira>>>M.     Alaigt V 
broaye  lamp  hon^^om  the  eeiliag,  mnS  1tf>i>A»i  ii—  ^ 
modern  furniture  andeurtain  with  its  warm  light. 
Candles  in  silver  candl^ticks  addi^p  tbe  general 
brightncsa.     Ihey  are  etandifig  on-*-  li^tla  whist- 
table,  ■•pnad  whicb  three  pereofvalCaeat^ 
,    (,To  b0,  Ocmttntui.)     ,. 
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1.  O'er  thy  bright  and  sparkling  V  a  -  ters,  As  I     steer    my  bark      a  -  loug, 

2.  When  to     far  -  off  climes  I      wan  -  der,  And  am  etran-ger  scenes   a  -  mong;. 
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Is  Ve-nice,  lovo-ly  Ve   -  nice,  The  Queen  of  Ad-ria's 
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Highland  BloiioiB. 

Written  by  O  Ltnley.  X«tlo  by  W.  ▼.  W( 


Fair  m  the  morn ing  snn. 

Her  cheek  with  bcaaty  elowa  ; 
Oh  I  sweet  m  the  •ong-bira's  \»j. 

Her  Toio*  with  masie  flows ; 
Tlukt  yoio«,.whoee  aofUat  whii|M^^      . . 

Might  wake  the  ooldeat  heart ; 
Thaieheek,  whoae  fiiiqteet  bloshi^f 

Lore's  pureneaa  doth  impart ; 
Ch  i  not  10  the  loreliest  bowers         ^  ^  ,. 

A  flower  more  rare  oan  be—      ■  ;'.■!    '; 
Ihan  dwells  not  in  ocean  caTcS 

A  gem  more  bright  than  ahib  *^  '^ 

lU'cr  o'er  her  eladsome  path 

May  Cste  a  shadow  throw  : 
Oh  I  ne'er  may  a  stain  of  griaf 

Rest  on  her  gentle  brow — 
tf  o'er  it  rude  winds  sweeping 

That  tender  blossom  chill, 
Aftction,  like  the  iry, 

Would  cling  around  it  stiD^ 
Cb  I  rivers  may  cease  to  run. 

And  seasons  Cade  and  flee. 
Tet,  true  as  the  sUrs  that  shin*, 

My  loYe  for  her  will  be. 

rm  Sailing  at  the  Dawn,  Darling. 

I'm  saOlng  at  the  dawn,  darling. 

Away  from  all  I  lore  : 
It  may  be  on  old  Erin's  sod 

My  feet  no  more  shall  roTe ; 
But  as  I  leave  my  home,  darling, 

The  tears  will  sadly  fall. 
To  think  of  you,  so  kind  and  true-^: 

I  love  yoo  best  of  all.  (Bep«at.) 

Your  smile  is  brare  and  good,  darling. 

It  cheers  me  to  the  last : 
But,  oh!  the  weary  clouds  of  care,   . 

That  o'er  my  way  are  cast— 
I'll  think  upon  you  all,  darling, 

Mv  babes  so  bright  and  fair, 
My  little  home,  and  you,  my  own. 

That  made  sweet  sunshine  there.  {Repeat.) 

For,  you  were  ever  kind,  darling. 

In  poverty  and  pain  : 
Oh !  press  the  gentle  lips  to  mine. 

I  neer  may  pres^  again — 
In  land*  beyond  the  sea,  darling, 

I'll  toil  for  you.  ray  own  : 
Trust  Heav'a  we  II  in««t  again,  sweet. 

When  days  are  brighter  grown.  {Bepeat.) 

I'm  sailing  at  the  dawn,  darling, 

But  hope  is  in  my  breast  : 
Farewell!  dear  angel  of  my  heart. 

And  land  I  love  the  best  ; 
I  know  you'll  think  of  me.  darling,     ' 

Each  weary  night  and  day : 
May  Heav'n'a  blessings  on  you  fall. 

When  1  am  far  away.  (Bepeat.) 

The  Village  Clock. 

The  village  clock  is  striking  eight 

As  the  misty  twilight  closes. 
And  some  one  stands  in  the  cottage  porch 

Under  the  clustering  roses  : 
And  ever  she  gases  down  the  road. 

Her  young  lieart  anxiously  beating  :- 
*'  Why  stays  he  so  late?"  thinks  she. 

Her  lips  each  stroke  of  the  clock  repeating : 
"  Why  sUys  he  so  late?  '  thinks  she, 

Her  lips  each  stroke  of  the  clock  repeating. 

The  village  clock  is  striking  ten 

While  two   neath  the  roses  linger. 
And  lomething  bright  in  the  fair  moonlight 

Shines  on  the  maiden's  finger  : 
And  whispers  the  youth  "  to-morrow  mom," 

As  he  bids  good-bye  in  the  door- way. 
Oh  !  hasten  thy  coming,  happy  dawn. 

There  shall  some  one  be  waking  before  ye :  , 
Ob !  bMtan  thy  coming,  happjr  dawn. 

There  shall  sofas  one  be  waking  before  ya. 


8ehBieid«r%  Mnikedaen. 

OoaspassdaadBung  b;  Sddls  Herwood, 
Air:    •'  Mnlllgsn  Onsrds  " 


IfvaaJoB'tgotsomejasuttions,  I  van  t  to  sing  to  you 
Of  a  0«k«h  gonpany  from  Shermany.  uod  I  vos 

oaptain  too ; 
▼•Toagompoaedof  fatDntchmen,  und  dam  oud 

efery  year, 
Und  der  name  of  dot  daiget  gompany  vos 

Schneiders  Muskedeer's, 

Cbobds. 

For,  we  look  so  gay  as  ve  march  droughde  shtreet, 
Der  poys  shout  hurra,  uod  der  drums  dey  do  peat : 
Dot  Mulligan  Guards  dev  never  could  gompete 
Mit  Schneiders  Muskedeer's. 

As  ve  march  drongh  de  eity  I  dold  yon  ve  look  grand — 
Und  feel  so  proud  ven  de  paod  does  blay  dunes 

of  our  vaterland ; 
Der  priies  dot  ve  got  vos  cigars  und  kegs  of  beer, 
Mit  aweitaer-cbeeae  and  sourkraul  vioh  vos  to 

J...      >;,  ■  Dutch  so  dear. 

!  For,  ve  look  so  gay,  Ac. 

Dar  beople  vos  axcited  yen  ve  march  home  at  night. 
Dree  cheers  dey  cry  as  ve  bass  py,  dot  fills  us 

mit  delight : 
I  vos  a  puUy  oaptain  too  :  der  girls  you  ought  to  see. 
Day  heave  a  sigh  aa  1  bass  py  in  front  of  my  gompany. 
For,  ve  look  so  gay,  Ac. 


^  »>»i 


In  a  Jug. 

AiraWKR  TO  LITTLK  BtOWH  JUO. 


Vy  lH(e  and  1  lived  all  alone. 

In  a  brown  stone  hou^e  we  called  our  own  ; 

She  had  money  and  I  had  none. 

And  thutis  why  we  were  joint-d  in  one. 
Chorus  :  Ha!  ha  !  ha!  just  bear  and  grin. 

When  you  have  found  you're  taken  in. 
Ha!  ha!  ha  !  just  bear  and  grin. 
When  you  have  found  you're  taken  in. 

I  ^bought  I  made  a  point  so  fine,    .:''''  -V'. 

That  mine  was  hers  and  hers  was  mine. 

With  gulden  hooks  we  fished  for  fate. 

And  both  caught  gudgeons  with  our  bait.      Cho. 

For,  she  supposed  that  1  was  rich. 
While  I  was  on  the  self-same  "  hitch." 
The  crael  vixen  had  me  pinned 
'    To  one  lame  leg,  and  a  bisg  of — wind.      Chorus. 

So  if  you  find  that  you  are  bit, 
Just  trace  it  to  a  woman's  wit ; 
They'll  make  yoa  find  a  little  later. 
You've  too  much  "o'  the  precious  orature." 

Chorus. 

To  drown  your  misery  and  your  plight, 
"  Little  lirown  Jng  '  mny  make  you  tight. 
But  I'll  be  bound,  thougn  yon  may  lug. 
They'll  get  you  "  tighter '   in  a  jug.  Chorus. 

Now,  all  young  men.  just  look  ahead. 

Be  very  careful  who  you  wed. 

The  women  laugh  to  think  you're  "  sold," 

While  "  all  that  glitters  is  not  gold."      Chorus. 

■  i»    ■    

Parody  on  Araby'i  Daughter. 

Oompossd  snd  sang  bj  O.  Besd,  tas  cslebrsted 
',.•  Banjo  pisjrsr.     .,  ,   * 

Farewell,  farewell  t«>  Virginny's  black  daughter! 

( I  hnii  warbled  a  nigger  liy  de  light  <>b  de  moon  :) 
No  calm  eber  lay  on  de  bay  black  water 

More  sweeter  than  you  are  to  me. 

For,  I  will  hunt  for  de  lubliest  possum. 

Dateber  was  cotched  in  de  holler  gum  trva. 
Only  if  you  will  »teal  from  your  abamber. 

And  meat  me  by  de  okl  gum  tree. 

Nor  shall  I,  beloved  by  my  Dinah,  forget  her — 
No  maasa  should  beat  me  and  make  my  back  smart. 

But  to  her  side  would  I  stick  :  fur,  I  lub  her— 
For,  slia  is  de  pride  ob  my  heart. 

h  For,  I  will  hunt  for,  Ac. 


Lawyer  MaoOin. 

Written  and  snat  *>J  Fsllm  O'Dowd. 
Atr  :    Moll  Roe  in  tts  Moralng. 


J 


|j 


Come  all  you  who  chanoe  to  have  any     v; 

Litigious  thrani^actions  in  h*n'. 
If  ye  want  one  to  manage  yer  business, 

lie  jaroiny  !  I'm  jist  yer  man  ! 
Te  have  heard  of  me  duubtless  already  : 

For,  many'n  the  scrape  I've  been  in  : 
I  cams  here  from  the  land  of  St  Paddy, 
An'  folks  call  me  Lawyer  MacOin. 
Chorus ,:  For,  a  lawyer  I  am  in  full  glory. 

An',  och!   it's  myself  makes  the  diiT: 
..  i  ,:.,->:.  Tou  may  talk  aboat  Marshiill  an'  Story, 
C    '       Lift  what  are  they  all  to  MacOin  * 

Me  skin  in  addhressin'  a  jury 

Hns  seldom,  indeed,  been  displayed}    >*.  ,„. 
For,  althuugli  I  ca'n  rant  like  a  fury,        ..-■.'."■'■.■  t 

I  rarely  have  eases  to  plade.  >.   ■       "*  ^ 

At  blackguardin'.  moiithin',  an'  rantin**'    '.'  ' '" 

Its  roe  that  is  ceruin  to  win  ;  '     '     r 

An'  at  balderdash,  blii.'ther  an'  vuuntin' 

"  hen's  ;ione  ean  compate  with  MacOin. 

..U'V    I'  ■;  ■  For.  a  lawyer  I  am,  Ac. 

At  thransfers,  indentures  an'  lases. 

You  always  will  find  me  a  brick: 
For,  I'm  posted  in  this  kind  of  cases,     ... 

An'  know  every  quibble  an'  thrick.    '^'''■ 
If  you're  one  who  has  no  hesiiation 

To  thry  any  dodge  that  will  win,  .' 

Och!  there  i».rt  a  shark  in  erayatioo     , 

Can  manage  the  job  like  MacGin  ! 

For,  a  lawyer  I  am,  Ac. 

Some  scan  my  proboscis  with  wondhsrt     ' 

Uecase  it  is  curved  like  a  beak: 
'Twould  be  nthrange  were  it  straight :  for,  by  thundhar  I 

It's  it  that  got  niany'i  a  tweak ! 
Had  Nature  not  graciously  granted 

To  me  vuch  a  thickness  of  skin. 
By  my  conscience  !  I  never  could  stand  it. 

Although  I  am  Lawyer  MacGin. 

Yes,  a  lawyer  I  am,  Ac. 

At  boxin'  or  fencin'  or  raillin'  ■  '  .,     ■ ,  ,.i.'- 

I  can't  say  I  ever  was  great;  •■    ' '  '!    '' 

but,  begorra!   I'm  never  unwillin'  .;   : 

lo  tthrike  whin  I  know  I  can  bate. 
A  blackguard  once  called  roe  a  shysther, 

I  gave  him  a  tip  on  the  chin. 
An'  1  laid  him  as  flat  as  an  oysther,  j 

As  sure  aa  my  name  is  MacGin. 

For,  a  lawyer  1  am,  Aa. 

So  you  that  may  chance  to  have  any  :<>{ 

Litigious  ihransACtioos  in  ban', 
If  ye  want  one  to  piuli  through  yer  businaas, 

Bejaminy!  I'm  jist  the  man. 
A  lawyer  should  dr«-m  it  his  duty    ''"  •'  %         ■'! 

By  fair  or  by  foul  means  to  win  r 
He  should  swear,  clival  an'  lie  like  ould  clooty. 
An'  none  oan  do  this  like  MacGin. 

For.  a  lawyer  I  am  in  full  glory. 

Whose  aim  is  the  makin'  of  tin  : 
You  may  ulk  about  Marshall  an  Story, 
but  whnt  are  they  all  lo  MaoGin  F 


Good  Wivea 

OE^LIKI  ASD  HOT  LIKK. 
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Oood  wivea  to  bnailr  should  be  a-kin, 
Ahoay  their  houee*  keep  leAMn ; 

But  not  to  carry  (fashion  s  Jiacks !) 
AU  they  have  upon  their  baeka. 

Oood  wives  like  kciioks  sti  1  should  do. 
Speak  only  when  they  re  tpoken  to ; 

But  nut  like  echoes  (must  absurd!) 
To  have  for  ever  the  Uut  %Bord. 

Oood  wives  like  citt-clocks  should  rhyme, 

Be  regular,  and  keep  in  time ; 
But  not  like  oily-clock  (aloud.) 
-  ..    Be  heard  by  all  the  vulgar  cnmd. 
• -a.^^*.- 

Why  is  an  interesting  book  like  a  topar'a  aoaa  1 
Baeause  it  is  red  to  the  v«ry  end. 


MMi 


'-^~*-  -  -^'-■^'  >■  • 


•  iMrhi>~niiitrii 
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Weeping  by  the  Spring. 

Entered  aeeording  to  Aet  of  ConsreM.  in  the  yeer  1S74, 

by  S.  B.  Hardlug.   in  the  olBee  of  the  Librarian  of 

Oougreaa,    at    WMblDgtou— D.  0. 

The  aaale  of  tbiisongcko  b« obtained  of  E  H.  Hardiof , 

Nu  288  Bowerr.  Hew-Tork— Prioe  10  eente. 

Harding's  ten  cent  nioeic  is  printed  from  engrared  plataa, 

full  moaic  •!£•    equal  in  trttrj  reapect  to  the  heat 

moaie  pnbliatied  for  U  cent*  per  oopy. 


Rem«mb«r,  dear  AIIm,  tb«  •pring  where  w«  pUyed, 

'Ibe  farm  near  the  mDrmnringg^ve, 
Where  maids  and  their  lovers  at  evening  oft  atnyed, 

To  Lear  gentle  whispers  of  love  : 
Remember  how  oft,  with  yoar  band  elaaped  in  mine, 

We  have  rambled  the  path  to  the  spring, 
Wbere  grow  the  sweet  daiay  and  wild  tvy  Tioe>' 

And  nightingales  sweetly  did  sing—  -s  >, " 

Chokus.  "'"^ 

'Tie  here  that  I'm  kneeling  and  weeping  to-night :    - 

'lis  here  that  I'm  weeping  at  day. 
While  dreams  of  my  darling,  ^  ebeerfol  and  bright,  f 

An  chasing  my  «ad  tears  away. 

Bemember,  dear  A  Hie,  when,  years  passed  away 

And  we  plighted  lovers  beeanie,  * 

■We  rambled  the  path  to  the  f  pring,  day  by  day. 

As  others  had  oft  done  the  same. 
Remember  tlie  promise  I  won  from  you  then, 

While  I  held  you  in  joy  to  my  heart —  '  • 

Come  baok  to  tbe  spring,  and  b>e  happy  again, 

And  promise  no  more  to  depart.  Chorus. 

R«member,  dear  Allie,  our  love  of  the  paat : 

With  nie  'tis  as  brip;ht  as  of  old : 
Come  baek  to  tbespnng,  and  we'll  ramble  and  sing. 

While  tales  of  afleotion  are  told. 
Remember  the  days  when  the  light  of  thy  gaee 

Was  the  sweetest  of  sunahine  to  roe — 
Now,  lonely  and  weeping,  I'm  here  by  the  spring. 

My  heart  slowly  breaking  for  thee—         Ghoms. 

.-  ^  v»'  ■  

";;     Time  Never  Keturns.        :  ;     - 


My  Dear  Old  Irish  Home. 

BALLAD. 

Entered  aeoording  to  Aot  of  Congress.  In  the  year  1874. 

by  E  B  Bardlng.  in  the  oiBce  of  the  Librarian  of 

CoDgreaa,  at  Washlngton-D.  C—    Price  10  eta. 

In  dreams,  sweet  dreams,  I  see  again 

A  spot  so  dear  to  me :  * 

Where  those  I  parted  from,  in  pain. 

Still  linger  lovingly : 
Where  oft,  in  ohildhoods's  sunny  hours, 

1  fondly  loved  to  roam :  - 

A  eweet  green  spot  on  Erin's  Shore, 

My  dear  old  Irish  home ! 
A  eweet  green  epot  on  Erin'e  Shore, 

My  dear  old  Irish  home  ! 

There  is  no  place  like  our  native  land, 

I  care  not  where  we  stray. 
O'er  mountain  steep  or  valley  deep. 

On  Oceans  pathless  way: 
My  heart  yet  turns  with  fondness  baek, 

Across  the  ra^ng  fbam. 
To  that  fair  spot  on  Erin's  Shore, 

My  dear  old  Ineh  home!  "  V 

To  that  fair  »pot  on  Erin's  Shor%  ,     i       ;  .  • 

My  dear  old  Iriah  home  1 

One  hope  still  lingers  in  my  heart. 

Gives  zest  to  all  my  joys, 
Onoe  more  to  see  again  the  home  .-•'." 

Where  we  were  girls  and  boys  ; 
A  mother's  form,  in  age  bowed  down. 

Still  on  the  earth  doth  roam. 
In  that  green  spot  on  Erin's  Shore, 

My  dear  old   Irish  home!  ^   ■    >::• 

In  thht  green  spot  on  Erin's  Shore, 

Ms  dear  old  Irish  home. 


Tell  her,  eh!  teU  her. 

Tell  her,  oh !  tell  her,  the  lute  she  left  lying 
Beneath  the  green  arbor,  is  still  lying  there  ; 

And  breezes,  like  lover*,  around  it  are  sighing. 
But  not  a  aoft  whisper  replies  to  (heir  prayer. 

Tell  her,  oh  !  tell  her,  the  tree  that,  id  going 
Beside  the  green  arbor,  slie  playfully  set. 

As  lovely  as  ever  is  blushing  and  blowing. 
And  not  a  bright  leaflet  has  fallen  from  it  yet. 

So,  while  away  from  that  arbor  forsaken. 
The  maiden  is  wandering,  still  let  her  be 

As  true  as  the  lute,  that  no  sighing  ean  waken. 
And  blooming  forever,  unchanged  as  the  tree! 

.  ^-      Tom  Stitch,  the  Tailor.^.    :c...i 
Air:      "  Derry  down." 


Mark  bow  it  snows !  bow  fast  the  valley  fills, 

And  the  sweet  groves  the  hoary  garment* wear 
Yet  the  warm  sun-beams,  bounding  from  the  hills. 

Shall  melt  the  veil  away,  and  the  young  green  appear. 
But,  when  old  age  has  on  your  temples  shed 

Her  ailver  frost,  there's  no  returning  sun  : 
.Swift  flies  eur  summer,  awift  our  autumn's  fled. 

When  youth,  and  love,  and  spring,  and 

golden  joys  are  gone —  % 


■i 


Yon  must  know  I'm  a  tailor,  Tom  Stitch  is  my  name. 
And  at  working  a  button-hole  great  is  my  fiame  : 
But  somehow  no  eomfort  I  gets  o'  my  life, 
I've  got  such  a  terrible  shrew  of  a  wife. 

Derry  down,  Ac. 

Last  Whitsuntide  twel'month,  I  went  out  for  tbe  day, 
Oot  tipsy,  and  at  night  1  must  go  to  the  play : 
In  the  one  shilling  gaUery  got  a  front  plaee. 
And  there  'twas  I  first  saw  my  wife's  charming  faoe. 

Derry  down,  Ac. 

Her  eye.  like  a  needle,  my  heart  went  quite  through, 
I  was  all  of  a  twist  somehow— what  eould  I  dof 
She  cabbaged  mv  heart,  and  so  I,  in  return. 
Thought  1  would  try  if  I  could  cabbage  hern. 

Derry  down,  Ac. 

I'he  play  was  soon  over,  I  home  with  her  went. 
And  that  we  should  keep  company  got  her  consent : 
I  vowed  if  she'd  have  me,  my  love  should  ne'er  tail  her : 
"  For,  says  I.  I'm  a  man— although  I'm  a  tailor." 

Derry  down,  Ac. 

Her  looks  and  her  manners  were  quite  superfine  ; 
•So  I  had  the  banns  published,  and  soon  called  her  mine ; 
But  the  very  day  after  she  made  a  great  stir. 
And  swore  that  no  tailor  should  put  upon  her. 

Derry  down,  Ac. 

We  lodged  at  a  barber's,  'tis  true.  I  declare,  '  •  ■      - 
And  him  she  would  have  up  to  frizzle  her  hair: 
IShe  soon  in  him  took  such  a  deal  of  delight. 
He  always  was  with  her  from  morning  tul  night. 

Derry  down,  Ac. 

There's  one  little  boy  she  calls  mine,  it  is  true. 
But  it's  no  more  like  me  than  red  cloth  is  like  blue ; 
And  the  neighbors  all  say  they're  sure  mine  it  can't  be : 
For,  it's  got  Faizzle's  eyes,  nose,  and  mouth  to  a  T. 

Derry  down,  Ac. 

So  jealousy,  somehow,  got  into  my  mind, 

And,  one  night,  1  caught  them,  when  they  thought 

me  blind  : 
I  flew  upon  Frizzle,  and  apite  of  bis  airs, 
Laid  hold  of  bis  pig-tail,  and  throwed  him  down  stairs. 

Derry  down,  Ac. 

I've  entered  an  action  'gainst  Bill  for  Con.  Crim. 
And  if  I  ><hould  have  the  good  luck  to  oast  him, 
I  "11  the  damages  pocket — -let  him  have  my  wife — 
And  live  single  myself  all  tbe  rest  of  my  life. 

Derry  down,  Ac. 

Thou  Loy'it  no  More.  ,; 


Too  plain,  alas !  my  doom  is  spoken. 
Nor  canst  thou  veil  the  sad  truth  o'er; 

Thy  heart  is  ohaaged,  thy  tow  ia  broken, 
Thou  lov'st  no  more — thou  lov'st  no  more. 

Tho'  kindly  still  those  eyee  behold  me. 
The  smile  is  gone,  which  onoe  they  wore ; 

Tho'  fondly  still  those  arms  enfold  me, 
'Tis  not  the  same —  thou  lov'st  no  more. 

Too  long  my  dream  of  bliss  believing, 

I've  thought  thee  all  thou  wert  bwore:.^  -  /' 

But  now— alas !  there's  no  deceiving — 
*Tis  all  too  plain,  thou  lov'st  no  more. 

Oh !  thou  as  soon  the  dead  eould 'st  waken 

As  lost  affection's  life  restore — 
Give  peace  to  her  that  is  forsaken,  '-''>- 

Or  bring  back  him  who  loves  no  more. 


PnbUe  CharMten; 


TMUUI    or    tAMCT. 


The  worid.  baa  delt  by  me  both  easT  and  httd. 
And,  therefore,  I  must  not  complain  : 

Some  en«tures  elaim  pity,  and  sodm  my  regard. 
And  ao  I've  had  pleasore  with  pain. 

I  have  seen  modest  merit  half-iamiabed  and  shooDed, 

Honest  bosoms  behind  priaon-hara. 
Ruined  tcadeamen  by  impudenee  laogbed  at  and 

dunned. 

And  eooundrela  bluoned  with  stare. 

I  have  seen  blushing  Innooenee  crawling  in  r^a. 

And  atarving  at  Luxury's  door  ; 
I  have  aeen  dying  Avarice  worshipping  bags. 

And  strumi^te  in  eoachea  and  four. 

I  have  seen  bally  parasites  pimping  for  plaee, 

And  barter  their  children  for  gold  ; 
I  have  Been  noble  spirits  too  oft  in  diagraee, 

And  Beauty  to  Leehery  sold. 

I  have  aeen  doatincr  Folly,  at  three-eeore  and  ten 
With  green-budding  seventeen  wed  ; 

I  have  seen  titled  villains  and  Jionorable  men 
With  the  wives  of  (heir  best  friends  in  bed. 

I  have  seen  wounded  Honor  give  Slander  tbe  lie. 

And  oo wards  resort  to  the  law  ; 
I  have  Ken  splendid  talent  in  miaery  die. 

And  virgins  of  fiime  in  the  st: aw. 

I  have  seen  in  life's  vision,  and  np-and-down  ehaee, 
(And  wliat  does  not  fortune  exibitT) 

Some  creatures  parading  in  power  and  plaee, 
I'hat  ahould  have  been  bung  on  a  gibbe(. 


Big  and  the  Little  of  it 

By  Earrlgan  and  HarC 


I 

■  I 

I 

riKST  LOTKK.  | 

I've  just  arrived  in  town  to-day,  | 

To  see  the  girl  I  love ;  I 

She  lives  in  yonder  little  cot,  '    |  ^ 

She  is  my  turtle  dove.  1 

I  faiow  I've  got  a  riva),  | 

That  comes  here  on  tbe  ely  ; 
I'm  bound  to  have  the  girl,  you  bet. 

At  least  I'm  going  to  try. 
Chorus  :  Oh,  my !  the  girl  she  must  be  mine. 

With  her  Grecian  bend  stuck  out  behind :' 
I'm  bound  to  have  the  girl,  you  know. 

The  fairest  in  tlie  land  ;       '    i 
And  I  never  will  be  satisfied,      I 
Until  I  uke  Iter  hand. 

8ECOMD    LOTKK.  j 

I  wonder  who  that  feller  was,  | 

He  thinks  he  outs  a  shine!  ! 

He  comes  around  tbe  girl  I  love,  ' 

And  Tery  aoon  I'll  find. 
He'd  better  quickly  lake  a  walk,  . 

On  him  I'm  put  a  head ;  | 

An4  send  him  nonie  with  his  Ma, 

Hhe'll  put  him  right  in  bed.  Cborua. 


Oh!  what's  the  matter?  exotiae  me,  air, 
What  waa  yon  doing  here  T 


iUb 


JL 


8KCOND   LOTEB. 

kmc  to  oourt  tbe  girl  I  love, 
j  Now  don't  you  interfere. 

I   j  riKBT  LOTKK. 

l!dl  interfere,  just  if  I  Eke . 
For  you  was  now  on  time. 

8KC0KD  LOTKK. 

okon  not  if  I  know  myeelf^ 
She  promised  te  be  mine. 


Cboma. 


II 


Enigma.  « 

A  wwi  of  one  syllable,  eaay  and  abort, 
Reads  backwuda  and  forwarda  the  same  ; 

It  expresses  the  sentiments  warm  from  tha  heart, 
And  to  beauty  lays  prioeipal  claim. 


}: 


Anewer-i-AB  ey«. 


-\jUiA.  «al.«u 
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TIIF      SI'l^.iKR^*    JOlUxY/il.. 


Sown  by  the  Village  Well. 

Coiupoaed  bdiI  writteu  hy  Ml«s  J«uul«  EuRsl. 
Muaiu  pauilihed  by  Busaal  Jk  Co  .  Boaioo. 


'TwM  in  Sprinc.  not  long  aeo,  '-■'    *':  .,r'..V\    • 

When  down*in  Lincolnshire,  "'•*':;:• 

TwM  there  I  8aw  a  niaid«n  fair  ,  "  ^.  . 

With  e\ei  8o  blue  aud  clear:  .  .    .; 

Sh«  waa  a  farmer's  Janghter, 

And  h«r  name  was  Nellie  Bell :      j .  ; 
She  stole  my  leart  and  I  won  hera,   "■ 
While  eonrting  by  the  well. 

Ciiorua  :     Down  by  ih^  village  well. 
Down  by  tlie  villa^e  well  : 
'1  was  ihere  I  oourted  Nellie  Ball, 
Duwn  by  the  village  well. 

First  time  I  saw  my  Nellie  Bell, 

Quite  deep  in  love  I   fell :  ■ 

I  asked  her  whilher  ohe  was  bound. 

When  these  words  answere*!  Nell: 
*' I  ni  going  lo  feicli  some  water,  sir. 

For  n)otlier  dear  in  the  dell  :  " 
And  she  gaily  cl>att«red  by  luy  side, 

Whilst  nalking  to  the  well.  Chorus. 

Day  by  day  and  night  by  night. 

I  met  my  Nellie  dear. 
And  helped  hei-  fetch  the  water  from  _  ■ 

'    The  spring  xo  pure  and  clear : 
I  asked  htr  if  siied  marry  me 

And  come  »»^»  me  lo  dwell,  ■    !    .  ■  -•'  .ti 
And  Nellie  she  ConseDled,  M 

\\  e  sliK)d  Uside  Iho  well.  ;.;  ^i         Chorna. 

I'm  very  happy  now  to-day, 

I  leadf  u  jolly  life  ; 
I  smoke  irjy  pipe,  en'.oy  my  glass. 

And  (ihaie  it  with  my  wife: 
And,  as  tlie  years  roll  K>ily  <">. 

I  hope  111  live  lo  tell. 
And  even  bItMS  the  day  I  met 
.    My  Nellie  by  the  well.  Choroa. 


Father  Paul  and  the  Irishman. 


As  Father  Paul  to  Taddv  went. 

Who  sick  in  bed  did  lie, 
Thia  pious  consolation  gave  : 

"  Tliat  all  men  once  must  die." 
"  Arrah  !"  cried  Pat,  "  that  is  the  thing 

Which  grieveth  me  full  sore  : 
]f  I  could  die  a  dozen  times. 

My  grief  would  then  be  oer.  " 


Down  by  the  Village  Well 


(LADIIC8'  VIKSIO:*.) 


'Twas  in  Spring,  not  l»ng  ago,    . 

I  lived  in  Lincolnshire,  ,'     -'  ■ 

And  often  lo  the  well  did  go 
For  water  eweet  and  dear. 
One  morning.  I  ih»  handle  turned. 

To  let  the  bucket  down. 
When  such  a  fine  young  man  I  saw, 

Dressed  in  a  suit  of  brown. 
Chorus  :  Down  by  the  village  well,   -,.'. 
Down  by  the  village  well : 
'Xwas  there  that  Harry  charmed  me 
Down  by  the  village  well. 


.The  Bard  of  Armagh. 

'*        As  sang  by  Ned  Harrlijan- 


quite, 


A  tweWemonth  from  that  very  time. 

He  came  a  courting  me. 
And  no  one  more  affectionate, 

I'm  sure,  than  him  could  be. 
With  joy  I  leaned  upon  bis  arm. 

As  far  we  used  lo  stray. 
And  sighed  when  at  the  hour  of  tea. 

Adieu  I  had  to  vay.  Chonie. 

The  ring  is  bought,  the  belle  have  rung, 

A  little  cot  I  share.  '-:..■  -^  '. 

And  whoeer  steps  within  will  And 

That  happmess  is  there.  • .  -  '.. 

U  waa  a  lucky  day  for  me,         ,' .\.. 

(I  in  prouf',  the  truth  to  UH.)  *^'  *«• , 
Wlien  handsome  Harry  I  beheUJ 

Down  by  ihe  village  well.  Chorna. 


Oh !  list  to  the  lav  of  a  poor  Irish  harper. 

And  »ourn  not  the  strains  of  his  old  withereil  hands, 
Butramembcr  those  tingers,  they  once  could 

move  sharper 
In  raining  the  merry  strainsof  his  dear  native  land. 
It  was  long  before  the  shamrock,  dear  isle, 

lovely  emblem. 
Was  crushed  in  its  beauty  by  the  Saxon's  lion  paw  : 
And  all  the  pretty  colleeno  aronnd  me  would  gather. 
Call  me  their  bold  i'ltelim  Brady,  Ibe  Hard 

.■•,:.:-  •'.■''•i"K>'  r  •  "^  Armagh. 

How  I  love  to  muse  on  ihe  days  of  my  boyhood. 

Though  fourscore  and  three  years  have  flew  by  them  ! 
It's  king's  sweet  reflection  that  every  young  joy. 
For  the  merry-hearted  boys  'make  the  best 

of  old  men, 
At  a  fair,  or  a  wake  I  could  twist  my  shillelah. 
And  trip  through  a  dunce  wid  my  brogues 

tied  wid  straw  . 
There  all  the  pretly  uiaidens  aronud  me  would  gather. 
Call  me  their  bold  Phelim  Brady,  the  Bard 

'  •■    '.  '  ■  ...  I  of  Armagh. 

In  tnith  I  have  wandered  this  wide  world  all  over. 

Yet  Ireland's  my  home  and  a  dwelling  for  me, 
And  oh.  let  the  turf  that  my  old  bones  shall  cover. 

lie  cut  from  the  land  that  is  trod  by  the  free  ; 
And  when  Serjeant  dcalh  in  his  cold  arms  doth  embrace, 

And  lull  me  to  sleep  with  old  Erin-go-bragh, 
By  theciileofniy  Kalhleeii,  my  dear  pride,  oh.  place  me, 

Then  forget  I'helim  iirady.  the  Bard  of  Armagh. 

Pretty  Sally  Solomons. 

Drough  every  blace  I  rove. 

A  pedlar  by  my  trade,  : 

Und  soon  1  fell  in  love 

With  a  Very  pretty  maid. 
Von  day  I  met  her  all  so  smart, 

^ome  coots  ot  me  she  pny, 
She  paid  me  for  dein,  but  shtole  my  heart. 

Vhich  made  me  sorely  sigh. 

.Spoken  :  I  vas  all  over  so  comical  as  a  man  dat 
is  drunk  ;  I  didn't  know  vat  I  vas  apoi}t ;  I  ate  all 
my  lollipops,  und  blayed  at  ducks  und  drakes  mid 
my  shlieve  buttons,  lit  my  pipe  mid  a  shtick  of 
sealing-vax.  und  proke  my  vatch  py  vinding  it  up 
packvards  :  und  von  day,  instead  of  calling  my 
shoestrings,  1  cried,  "  Sally  Solomons,  all  a  penny 
a  pair  :"  so  de  beoples  laughed,  und  I  looked  like 
a  fool — 

Chorus  :     Und  'tvas  all  for  Sally  Solomons  ; 

rretty  Sally  Solomons, 

Oh  !  lisden,  love,  to  me  : 
'     '  ■    Vould  you  be  Mistress  Abr'ams? 

Vould  you  be  Mistress  Abr'ams? 
How  happy  should  I  be ! 

Her  eyes  vere  bright  as  paste, 

Her  lips  like  vax  vere  red  ; 
Like  pencils  shtraight  her  vaist. 

Her  tongue  vaa  smooth  as  lead  : 
No  girl  in  Baxter  Shtreet  could  gompwre 

Mid  her  lo  puy  und  sell : 
She  made  nucli  pargains  you  vould  shtare. 

And  so  ill  love  1  fell. 

Spoken  :  Plese  my  heart,  it  vould  have  done  you 
coot  to  see  her  pay  a  lot,  she  talked  de  beopliah 
over  so  shweelly,  dat  she  got  de  tings  more  as 
twenty  per  ct-nt.  cheaper  dan  her  old  father  Shad- 
rack,  vho  kept  a  cloths  shop  und  two  counters  in 
it ;  und  so  she  turned  up  her  nose  at  me,  all  so  aa 
if  I  vas  an  oM  slipper,  because  vat  I  carried  a  box 
und  it  proke  my  heart.  iieigho  !  I  had  a  coot 
mind  to  drown  myself,  put  I  thought  I  should  get 
nothing  py  it,  so  I  set  out  on  my  ti  avels  deter- 
mined to  die  an  old  bachelor  ,  und  live  so  long  aa 
I  might.        Uud  'tva^  all  for  Sally  t^olomona,  Ao. 

Question  and  Answer. 

"  Can  you,  by  any  means,  the  cause  divine 
That  U  and  I  together  ne'er  can  dine  *" 
"  Oh  !"  yes,  the  reaiion  all  must  plainly  aee  : 
Tou  know  that  (7^  can't  come  till  after  T."    * 


What  Right  has  a  Man  to  be  Poor  ? 

WrlUrn  by  J.  F  Poole.  Huug  by  Blily  Weat 

I'm  gi.^ng  to  sing  a  now  ditty  :. 

You  will  i<ay  there  is  truth  iu  my  rbynM — 
Where  ever  you  go  throngh  the  city — 

That  poverty's  eounted  aeriiue. 
A  man  may  be  worthy  and  honest. 

Yet  hie  ooudact  we  cannot  endure  : 
For,  while  Uiches  alone  People  worafaip. 

What  right  liaa  a  man  lo  be  poor  ? 

One  day,  as  1  went  out  a-walking,      V  *'''?       ■  : f 

"Stop  thief!"   I  heard  someK^yery— 
Amongst  the  crowd  that  began  to  assemble 

Was  a  fop  with  a  glass  to  his  eye  :  ;  ■  ,.  . 

At  a  poor  workingmau  there  be  pointed,  ''•'•'"'■  T 

Saying  :   "  that  ruffian  you'd  better  secure. 
That  he  is  l  he  thief,  I  assure  you 

lie  must  l>e,  because  he's  so  poor."  . 

T'otlKr  day.  on  a  steamboat  excursion, 

A  young  lady  fell  over- board  : 
A  poor  man  jumped  after  to  save  her. 

While  her  parents  in  agony  roared. 
When  8afe  in  his  arms  he  brought  her, 

Says  her  father  ;   '  I  Ihank  you,  I'm  snre : 
But  you'll  please  to  leave  go  of  my  daughter. 

To  embrace  her,  young  man,  you're  too  poor. 

When  war  cast  a  oloud  o'er  our  nation, 

And  liberty's  call  did  resound  : 
How  manv  kid-gloved- wearing  gentry 

In  the  ranks  of  our  soldiers  were  fonndf 
The  first  lo  march  off  was  the  toiler, 

Our  Union  and  rights  to  secure  : 
When  our  Banner  was  savrd  from  the  spoiler, 

The  fighting  men  came  from  the  poor. 


I 


The  Fair  Sex. 


When  Eve  brought  woe  to  all  mankind. 

Old  Adam  called  her  wo-man  ; 
But  when  she  toooed  with  luve  vo  kind. 

He  then  pronounced  it  *Doo-fnan. 
Bat  now.  wiih  folly  and  with  pride. 

Their  husband  s  jKKskets  (nmming. 
The  ladies  are  so  full  of  tehim. 

That  people  call  them  tchim-men.    . 


'Tis  Eyeniag  Brings  my  Heart  to  The«! 

Words  by  Miss  Fanny  Crosby.       Hosic  by  Henry  Tockar. 

Tl.eMniicoftli is SnnKli published  l<y  Wm.  A.  Pond* Co., 

M7  and  80*  Broadway,  New  York.      Price  aseenta. 


Tis  evening  brit.gs  my  heart  to  Ihea,, 

When  all  is  lovely,  calm  and  still:  -'  . 
That  welcome  hour  so  dear  lo  me, 

When  purest  thoughts  my  bosom  fill  I 
The  bird  flies  homeward  to  its  nest. 

The  zephyr  woos  the  wandering  bee. 
The  dewdrop  seeks  the  lily's  breast : 

So  evening  brings  my  heart  lo  thee  I 
Chorns  :  'lo  thee !  to  thee ! 

'  I  is  evening  brings  my  heart  te  thee ! 

A  truant  beam  returns  again 

To  mingle  with  the  orb  of  day : 
A  streamkt,  winding  through  the  glen. 

Will  lose  itself  in  ocean  spray: 
And  when  the  sky  with  beauty  glow% /: 

And  starry  eyvs  look  on  the  sea,     :-.'.. 
When  weary  nature  seeks   repose, 

Then  evening  brings  my  heart  to  thee  f 

Oh  !  I  could  linger  at  thy  aide. 

And  dream  away  my  every  ears  : 
Or  faney  life  a  silver  tide. 

With  not  a  wave  to  ripple  there  :    '  >'-' 
Though  fortune  frown  ana  coldly  spora. 

And  mine  a  chequered  path  must  be. 
Till  mem'ry's  lamp  shall  cease  to  bom. 

Will  evening  bnng  my  heart  lo  theet       Cho. 


Ohoma. 


—  —  ^ ^:  ■;.■!■■ 

The  Value  of  Time.  '  ; 

Youth  is  not  rich  in  time :  it  may  be  poor ;  v< 

Part  with  it  as  with  money — sparing  ;  pay  j, 

No  moment  bot  in  parobaae  of  its  w«vtL~ 
And  w.'iat  iu  worth  *— ask  death  beds,  tbey  eaa  telL 


fVLttn^y^^'*'^-^ 
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TH£     8ti^OJER'8    JOUUKAI^ 


There's  a  Good  Time  Coming,  Boyi. 

Words  by  Cbarlet  MacKiy— Moalc  by  Benry  Ru«m)L 

There's  m  good  time  coming,  boy»,  ■  ?^.i  ;,•  , 
A  good  time  coming  :  -  <    '  v    '■'; 

We  may  not  live  to  see  the  day,         >■•    :  A 

Bnt  emrth  shall  glisteq  in  the  ray  .';'''*,'•-"' 
Of  the  good  time  com ing.  '?-i  ^■;^;^'■ 

Cannon  balls  may  aid  the  troth. 

lint  thought's  a  w«'apon  stronKer  :  ; 

Well  win  our  battle  by  its  ai^  "*,  .  ^ 

^  ait  •  little  while  longer. 

CHOR08. 

There's  a  good  time  coming,  boys, 
A  good  time  eoiuiog  :  .,. 

There's  a  good  time  ooiuing,  boys,    .' 
Wait  a  little  longer. 


Charming  Arabella 
With  Her  Back-Hair  Down. 

Snng  by  Tony  Pastor. 


There's  a  good  tinie  coming,  boys, 

A  good  time  coming  : 
War  in  all  men's  eyes  shall  be    ^  v. 
A  monster  of  iniquity. 

In  the  good  time  coming. 
Nations  shall  nut  quarrel  then, 
1o  prove  which  is  the  etn>nger, 
Nor  slaughter  men  for  glory's  sake  : 

Wait  a  little  longer. 

There's  a  good  time,  Ac. 

There's  a  good  time  coming,  boys, 

A  good  time  coming  ; 
Let  US  aid  it  all  we  can. 
Every  woman,  every  man, 

The  good  time  coming  : 
Smallest  help,  if  rightly  given,    ■■  ' 
Makes  the  impulse  stronger  : 
It  will  be  strong  enough  one  doy,  r.  - 

W  ait  a  little  longer. 
'■*  There's  a  good  time,  &o. 


There's  a  Oood  Time  Coming,  Girlt. 

There's  a  good  time  coming,  girls, 

A  good  time  coming  : 
When  ladie»  need  not  sing  their  beaux    ■ 
The  song  "  Why  don't  the  men  propose?** 

]n  the  good  time  coming. 
When  "eligible  men  "  won't  fail. 

The  middle-aged  and  younger  : 
And  leap-year  be  of  no  avail,    ■    .  .•..      ,  -      '.  > 

but  wait  a  little  longer.  "  '      :      ' '; 

There's  n  good  time  coming,  girla# 

A  g^ood  time  coming  : 
When  Cupid's  power  shall  be  obeyed, 
Nor  men  to  marry  be  afraid,    .,   .. 

In  the  good  time  coming  r 
When  girls,  like  girls  not  women,  dress. 
And  make  their  charms  the  stronger, 
And  ne'er  say  •'  no  "'  when  they  mean  "  yes,  " 

Bnt— wait  a  little  longer. 

''r'/X--''''''-'-      ^^®  Gipsy  Band.  <;::':<■:■"':.:,/':-.. 

List  to  the  lay  of  the  Gipsy  band,    - 

Merrily  roaming  from  land  to  land  :         ;    "■'■■.: 

Free  as  the  skylark's  wing  above. 

Fearing  no  hate,  nor  courting  love  : 

We  borrow  from  all,  yet  none  we  ow«,    ■   . 

Laughing  at  law  where'er  we  go  : 

The  fattest  deer,  in  park  or  wood. 

Of  knight  and  peer,  supply  ns  food  : 

Our  drink's  the  best  of  contraband — 

Then  shout  for  the  merry  Gipsy  band  I  ; 

The  wealthy  may  boast  of  stately  halls, 

8tr«amrng  lights  from  nictured  walls  ; 

Of  nookled  ceilings,  gilaed  domes,  . 

Flowered  carpets  o'er  their  rooms  :  '         : ' : 

Hot  we're  rich  as  they,  below— aloof— 

The  grass  our  floor,  the  sky  our  roof : 

Tha  bonny  rays  of  yonder  moon 

Can  match  the  blaze  of  their  saloon  : 

We've  healthier  cheeks,  although  they're  tanned 

Then  shout  for  the  merry  Gipsy  band  ! 

Who  sedulously  attends,  pointedly  asks,  calmly 
speaks.,  coolly  answers,  and  ceases  when  he  has  no 
more  to  say,  is  io  possession  of  som*  of  the  best 
requisites  of  man. 


I  oDce  went  down  to  Hsr«ate,  Jn^t  for  a  cbanee  of  sir  : 
Ws«  never  so  amused  in  all  my  life  while  I  was  there. 
There  were  cockueya    dreased  like  sailura. 

who  strolled  upon  the  sand, 
SomeSDOba  a  jolly  lot  of  auobs  wbo  liked  to  do  the  graud  : 
There  were  swarms  uf  pretty  girla 

aud  aoiungst  tbeni  there  was  one 
Who  seemed  s  perfect  Vinus 

whose  eyes  shone  like  the  snu  : 
She  made  the  people  stare  she  electrified  the  town, 
When  she  walked  ikloug  the  ctreet 

with  all  her  back-hair  down. 
'■'  cnoRCS. 

Bhe  wss  a  otaarnilnR  belle,  in  love  with  her  I  fell. 

Aud  I  really  conlJu't  help  it— for,  1  felt  dou«  brown : 
Euoiicb  to  kill  a  fellitb  u-aa  charming  Arabella. 
As  she  walked  uluug  the  jetty  with  her  bstek-hair  down. 

Each  vaomiag   in  the  water  see  her  bathing  T'd  t>e  sore  : 
Of  all  the  pretty  bath^ra  none  like  her  could  do  the  cure  : 
Alter  tijat,  she  lulfrht  b^  aern  wlihnut  )ier  crii'oltne, 
A-atrolling  on  the  jetty  quite  aa  proud  as  any  queen — 
Yuu  may  guess  there  would  be  lots 

after  such  a  girl  as  this. 
But  I  made  her  acquaintance,  which 

I  thought  the  height  of  bliss  '. 
As  we'd  promenade  together,  many 

jealnoa  looks  were  thrown 
At  me,  and  at  my  charmer  with  the  back-hair  down. 

8Ue  waa  a  obarming  belle.  Ac. 

One  day.  we  walked  the  jetty,  the  wind  wns  rather  high, 
Arabella  sctrce  could  keep  her  legs,  by  Jove  ' 

uo  more  conld  I  : 
Bat  still  we  thought  we'd  stand  it, 

altlio'  'twas  hard  to  stand. 
The  show  of  pretty  buckles  upon  that  day  waa  grand— 
Of  a  sudden  I  felt  stnpefled   with  both  my  e.ves  did  atare. 
To  aee  her  hat.  back-hair  aud  all  guflyiug  throagh  the  air  : 
Wh^n  I  from  my  fright  recovered. 

my  charmer  she  had  flown. 
She  hurried  from  the  spot  without  h«r  back-bair  down. 
She  wss  a  charming  belle,  &c. 

I  tried  my  beat  to  find  her  as  laughter  met  my  ears. 
Instead  of  her  I  found  her  hair  'midst  most  derisive  Jeers- 
It  waa  ber  liatr  that  charmed  me.  oh  '.  false,  deceitful  miss  ' 
'Xwss  fastened  to  her  hat,  a  fact — for.  here  It  la  '. 

(  Pboducss  raik.  ) 
I  felt  somewhat  disgusted,  and  then  tried  her  to  fluJ, 
Bat  she'd  started  off  for  town. 

and  left  her  lovely  hair  behind. 
I've  never  seen  her  since,  tho'  I  ve  iMsen  iu  many  a  town. 
Bnt  I've  had  enough  of  charmers  with  back-hair  down. 

Shu  WHS  a  charming  belle,  kc 


tr   :.i.       The  Doily  Varden. 

. ' '  -  ■  -"'.".''■--* 

Of  all  the  flowers  of  woodland  bowers,      "■,'-.- 

Of  meadows  sweet,  or  garden,  ■'■>"■■■.•; 

None  can  compare  with  maiden  fair 

Dressed  in  a  I)o]ly  Varden  : 
The  laughing  face,  the  blithesome  grace. 

The  lovely  braided  tresses, 
Tlie  boots  that  poep  ))eneath  the  sweep 

Of  these  quaint,  pretty  dresses.  • ; 

The  roguish  eyes  that  feign  surprise 

At  looks  of  admiration.  - 
The  rose-bud  lip  that  gives  a  skip 

To  each  male  heart's  pulsation  : 
The  way  she  holds  the  pretty  folds, 

When  out  perambulating. 
And  lifts  the  skirt  from  dust  and  dirt      \  i  , 

Is  very  fascinating. 

But,  ne'ertheless.  the  witching  dress 

Must  have  the  maid,  that's  certain  :     --•/:.. 
Or  else  it  seems  like  morning  dreams 
.-     Of  hideous  chamber  curtain. 
,  .':,  '  And  should  a  lass  who  scarce  could  paas 
For  aught  that's  sweet  or  winning, 
i;!The  Dolly  wear — against  the  fair 
.    ,,     And  lovely  she'd  be  sinning.  ^  .'^  .'•  . 

But  let  the  flowers  of  Beauty's  bow«ra    ^^' '>>.•-■ 

Monopolize  the  fashion,  ,  ■■■/.',• 

And  e'en  the  tints  of  figured  chintz 

Will  fire  a  man's  love  passion.  '  : 

And  when  he  sighs  to  pluck  a  prize         c- 

To  plant  in  his  own  garden. 
He'll  take  a  rose  that  sweetest  blows 

When  in  a  Dolly  Varden. 

Parents  often  see  their  faults  reflected  in  their 
children,  and  want  to  break  the  glass.  1  he  difii- 
culty  is  not  with  the  mirror,  but  with  the  object 
before  it. 
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Darby  M agmiz*. 

As  Sung  by  Harry  OIIIIob. 


Some  say  *twaa  in  Englaad  I  ftrst  saw  tb*  Ugkt 
And  otb«r«  iu  Scotland  would  have  my  first  night  : 
But   aa  writers  on  beroea  are  often  astray. 
I  think  for  myself  I'll  hitve  something  to  say. 
Oh  '  the  nicht  I  was  bom.  surs  I  very  well  know, 
When  tlielClergrmau  tumbled  In.  covered  with  snow  : 
He  laid  holil  of  myself  and  sat  down  by  the  fir*. 
And  ii.ade  a  good  boy  of  yonnc  Darby  Magnlra. 

Then,  librrah  for  6n:d  Ire. and    the  laud  of  my  Mrtk  '■ 
Tis  thjere  you'll  get  plenty  of  pleasure  sad  mlrlll, 
Where  the  I>eaatifii1  girls  are  anre  to  admire 
Such  follicksome  (eliows  as  Darby  Magnlre  '. 

From  cbrlsfninga  to  weddings  what  heavenly  bUas— « 
As  I  sta9<)  by  the  bride  and  obtain  the  first  kiss. 
While  the  oeature  l<>ol:s  s'y  as  if  nothing  occorrad 
Aud  the  Husi'aud  lool  s  daggera,  but  daren't  say  a  word. 
Och  !  then,  for  the  carving  of  praties  and  pigs  '  — 
The  piper  begiua  for  to  "  rattle  the  jigs 
The  girls  tbey  jump  np.  and  tteKiu  to  v>«rsplr« 
at  the  pleasure  of  dancing  with  Darby  Uaguirs  * 

'1  ben,  burrab  for  Ould  Ireland,  4e. 

For  tweoiy  miles  round   at  a  market  or  (hir, 

I'm  sure  |o  be  found,  iff  don't  l«  elsewhar*  : 

I'm  Juat  on  the  spot  when  a  row  Is  began. 

And.  I'm  ^maahiiig  a«ay.  for  th><'sake  of  the  ftin  : 

'Ti8  theii  that  you'll  ace  the  big  bisckthnms  all  fly  ■ 

Hilia  luiirther  '  you'd  lliink  'twas  a  abower  from  the  aky  t 

And  who  wins  the  ball  la  ?  I  never  inquire  : 

They're  all  "  blood  relations  "  to  Darny  Xagnir*. 

Then,  hurrah  for  Ould  Iraiaad.  ko. 

Bnt.  spjesking  of  rows   I  dou't  wish  to  oSaad  : 

For  I'm  always  the  bov  to  assist  a  poor  friend  ; 

Though  first  in  the    ■  field   "  and  not  last  in  the  "row.  >* 

I  can  iillpd  numlier  one    and  look  after  the  ploogk. 

Some  paint  Bagged  Pat  with  a  villanous  faqe 

Bnt  I  bope  none  of  that  In  my  own  yon  oau  traaa  : 

To  see  etery  man  la  all  I  deaire. 

CouteiiMd  aud  jovial   like  Darby  Magnlra. 

Then   hurrah  for  Oald  Irslaad,  ko. 


A  Marriage  Proposal 


Arrah  t  t^elix   mv  honey.  I  have  value  and  money— 

A  snug  and  compact  little  farm  ; 
Three  ^res  of  gionud.  with  ditches  all  ronnd, 

'Io  kee|i  our  |>otiitoes  from  harm  : 
A  headlind  of  flax  free  of  duly  and  tax. 

A  aoW  that  in  eight  weeks  will  litter  : 
An  iroD'hooped  pail    a  cheat  to  hold  meal. 

And  a  beaouful  crock  of  salt  butter  : 

Four  Ijena  that  will  lay  an  egg  e'ery  day. 

Two  geese  and  a  thrashing  fine  gander  : 
A  broSra  turkey  cock,  the  floner  of  the  flock. 

Tbiit  Struts  like  a  marching  Highlander  :  ' 

Take  4o«rage.  my  t>oy.  what  malies  yon  so  shy  f 

The  diickeua  '  what  are  yon  afraid  of? 
Great  Jason  to  Oreece  never  irought  snch  aflesoe 

As  aiy  uew  quUt  aud  blanket  are  made  of. 

My  grandfather  Tim    (  peace  be  unto  him,  ) 

When  Ofiug  be  did  not  forget  me  :  f 

When  Disking  his  will    he  wrote  wiih  bis  qolll    ! 

A  great  many  things  that  he  left  me— 
A  haclite  uid  reel,  and  a  new  epiuning-whesl. 

As  blB  heiress.  I  honestly  got  them  : 
A  sack  full  of  com.  a  cow  with  one  bora. 

And  a  bod  with  stout  ropes  in  the  bottom  : 

Five  tiags  of  white-eyes  snd  nine  boodles  of  fries*, 

Xw^  forka    and  a  knife  that  will  open  . 
A  largo  atack  of  <«tB   with  four  new  guinea  notes. 

Fi^^teus  and  three-five  penny  toliens  ; 
Twelfe  pounds  of  flock  wool  aud  a  ticken  chock  fail 

or  stiperfiue  chaff  from  the  i>am  : 
A  bettowB.  a  griddle    two  sieves  and  a  riddle, 

Fot  oleaniug  and  aiftlug  our  com.  | 

Three  pewter  plattera   and  other  weighty  matters. 

A  fl-yiug  pan.  tongs  aud  a  imker  : 
Four  trenchers  a  plate    and  a  bi^'  tub  of  meat. 

And  they're  all  at  our  seivice   my  joker  ' 
John  Wright  the  school -master,  that  works  by  tba  Vostar. 

MMtle  out  by  his  own  calculation 
Cash  difbtor  to  stock,  and  it's  down  in  bis  book. 

Thtttrui  heiress  to  twenty  pound  fortune. 

Besi4(|s  it's  well  linnwn  I  c»n  dsnce  bobbing  Joaa, 

A  Congo,  a  real   and  a  minuet 
M.r  prayer-tK>ok.  indeed   I  can  very  well  read. 

iiy  skippinx  bard  words  that  s'Sin  it. 
Ttien  Felix  my  jewel   wh.v  are  }oa  so  cmel 

To's|ight  me  that's  connted  a  charmer  T  • 

And  If  you  don't  take  me  my  uncle  will  make  ma 

A  wife  to  old  Keely  tue  farmer. 

Peg  {.eary   my  mother   and  Darby   her  brother, 
win  squeezed  out  of  s«eet  apple  pratees  : 

Hy  feither.  you  know,  before  Brieu  wrote  O. 
And  he  well  kne.v  what  cabbage  and  meat  is. 

I'm  none  of  your  Looneya.  B"r  gnt-slnshing  Ooonayi  : 
My  fathers  were  all  Irish  kings   sir  ' 

Thea  with  each  a  wife  you'll  be  happy  for  life, 

T^  will  bring  you  so  many  good  thiitgs,  sir. 
^.>.i 


Ho  man  has  a  right  to  do  as  he  pleasea,  exeept 
when  he  pleases  to  du  right. 

If  you  d«  your  duty,  God  will  not  fail  of  his. 


^*»^i.7rrf:s.'tki,^-A*:**--*i^  *•  •'--•^-■•^•* 
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The  Actor's  Daughter. 

(  C'ontmuetL  )  C  ^^ 

AH  tbree,  a  gentlemnn  and  two  ladWa,  are  beyond 
middle  age.  I'he  lady  of  the  house— we  recognise 
her  by  her  more  simple  attire — is,  however,  Tery 
well  preserred,  and  it  ia  a  question  whether  she 
wouia  not  be  indignant  at  our  assertion  respecting 
her  age  if  we  repeated  it  in  her  presence. 

This    luaeh   is   certain — she    has    kept    herself 

wonderfully  well  ;  her  moTements  are  still  youthful, 

and   her  conversation  is   full  of  animation.     Her 

unwedded  life  does  not  seem  to  rest  very  heavily 

•upon  l»er. 

8lie  has  an  uncommonly  nice  litlte  income.  The 
lady's  two  (guests  are  relatives  of  hers,  who  consider 
themselves  in  duty  bound  to  appear  at  their  kioe- 
woioan's  weekly  "at  homes."  Ihe  latter  is 
all  the  more  grateful,  as  these  visitors  are 
the  only  ones  she  has  seen  at  her  reunions  for 
some  weeks  past.  -'For,  in  the  iir^t  place,  Mrs. 
Middlehurst  was  in  rather  an  out-of-the-way  part  of 
the  town  ;  and,  in  ^he  second — well,  the  reader  will 

Erobably   have  an   opportunity   of  studying  the 
idy's  character  from  different  sides,  and  then   he 
will  be  able  to  judge  for  hiriiself  without  our  aid. 

It  is  a  quarter  to  ten  ;  therefore   the   hostess   is . 
all  the  more  agreeably  eurprisetl  when  she  suddenly 
hears    masculine    sU-pa    advancing    towards    her 
drawing-room. 

The  first  person  that  enters  is  a  young  and 
ratlier  slvully-built  man,  with  a  fresh  complexion 
and  straw-colored  hair,  which  is  carefully  brushed 
over  the  temples,  to  hide  a  certain  weakness  and 
emptiness  in  that  quarter. 

The  otlier,  who  accompanies  him,  and  is  first 
seen  looking  over  his  shoulder  in  the  doorway, 
is  exactly  the  opposite  of  him  in  every  respect. 
He  is  lean,  dark,  and  of  the  sallowest  complexion, 
and  wears  upon  his  nose  a  pair  of  blue  spectacles. 

"Ah,  Mr.  Holding!  and  you,  too,  my  dear 
befferton  !"  cries  the  widow,  with  her  most  fasci- 
nating smile ;  "  Tni  so  glad  to  see  you  !  Pray  make 
yourselves  at  home  at  once ;  and  please,  Mr. 
IJeflFenon,  pull  tliat  bell,  so  that  the  servant  may 
bring  up  more  lint  water!  Vou  see  the  little 
spirit-lamp  has  been  out  some  time.  Have  you 
Deen  very  r>u?<y.  tliai  you  are  come  so  laUi  ?  How  have 
you  been  spending  the  day.  my  dear  Mr.  Befferton  ?" 

"  Oh.  ill  the  most  substantial  way,  my  dear 
madam  I"  cries  Holding,  for  his  frieiid,  as  both 
gentlemen  tiike  tlieir  cents  in  a  couple  of  easy 
chairs  ;  •'  yes,  in  the  moj't  xnbslaniial  way  !  You 
kn»w  that  Htftferton  is  a  collector  <>f  antiques  and 
other  varieties.  I'o-day  he  has  succeeded  in  finding 
the  firyt  piece  of  a  new  collection  which  he  is 
about  to  commence." 

"  And  may  one  ask  what  they  are  to  consist  of?" 
inquired  a  lively  little  lady,  silting  opposite  to 
Mrs.  Middlehurst. 

"Certainly  ;  but  I  don't  know  whether  Befferton's 
got  the  courage  to  confess  such  a  thing  t6  you, 
Mrs.  Middlebarst.  '1  he  collection  is  to  consist  of 
the  prettiest,  noses  faithless  womankind  make 
behind  our  poor  backs." 

"  1  hat  is  certainly  very  nngallant !"  cries  the 
same  little  lady. 

The  hostess  then  exclaims,  in  laughing  tones, 
"  Then  /should,  for  my  part,  rather  collect  men's 
false  oaths !" 

"Oh!  they  are  not  varietiet,  by  any  means!" 
laughed  Befferton. 

"  You  look  quite  raelanoholy,  Mr.  Holding," 
remarked  ^rs.  Middlehurst.  "  That  is  because 
you  are  a  bachelor.  Vou  must  give  up  that  un- 
comfortable life  !" 

"Really,  I  never  felt  less  disposed  for  matrimony 
—  never  less  tempted  !"  sighs  Holding,  from  the 
bottom  of  hi:<  heart. 

"  Fancy  saying  such  a  thing  in  the  presence  of 
ladies!"  cries  Mrs.  Middlehurst.  "'1  ell  us,  Mr. 
Befl^ton,  the  reason  why  your  Jriend  is  so  de- 
pressed and  melancholy  this  evening." 

"  I  brought  my  depression'away  from  the  theatre 
with  me,"  replied  Holding,  quickly.  "I'hey  are 
pilayiog  a  piece  in  which  the  heroine,  who  seemed 
to  De  the  patUirn  of  virtue  and  modesty,  was 
running  after  an  adventure  unUn.iwn  to  her  parents." 

Holding's  word.*  which  were  hpoken  with  un- 
mistakable point,  seemed  to  have  a  strange  effect 


upon  the  mistress  of  the  house.  She  changed 
color  rapidly,  and  gave  a  sharp  side  glance  into 
Mr.  Holding's  lace. 

"  The  theatre  !  As  far  as  t  know,  the  performance 
isn't  even  over  yet ;  I  have  not  heard  the  carriages 
pass." 

"  No ;  the  play  isn't  over  yet.  Indeed,  I  am 
hoping  that  the  end  will  not  be  as  serious  as  I 
imagine,"  replied  Holding. 

"  You  don't  suppose  you  will  find  out  the  end 
by  staying  here,  ao  you  ?"  returned  the  other,  in 
surprise. 

"If  you  please,  madam,"  interrupts  the  old 
gentleman  who  was  playing  dummy,  and  who  bad 
hitherto  been  sitting  as  quietly  as  liis  partner, — 
"  if  you  please,  the  trick  is  mine.  I  just  put 
down  the  queen." 

"  Oh,  I  beg  pardon  !  I  waa  thinking  of  some- 
thing else  !" 

Holding  seemed  on  the  point  of  answering  bis 
hostess's  last  question,  wlien  the  door  opposite 
him  opened  to  admit  a  parlor-maid  with  a  tray ; 
whilst  behind  her  appeared  a  young  lady,  wlio 
glided  silently  into  the  drawing-room,  as  if  she  had 
been  waiting  for  this  opportunity,  in  order  that 
her  entrance  might  create  as  little  commotion  as 
possible.  This  young  lady  was  of  great  )>oauty  ; 
her  lovely  form  was  attire<l  in  a  simple  gray  silk 
dress,  relieved  only  at  the  throat  by  a  piece  of 
white  lace.  Her  hair  was  sin) ply  brushed  back 
from  her  temples  ;  her  o.val  face  would  have 
been  perfect  if  it  had  been  possessed  of  a  little 
more  color. 

But  who  knows  whether  her  complexion  was  not 
more  brilliant  when  her  lovely  olue  eyes  were 
turned  upon  some  pleasanter  objects  than  those 
that  meet  them,  in  the  shape  of  the8«  two  young 
men,  immediately  on  her  entrance  ? 

There  was  a  peculiar,  hard-to-be-interpreted 
meaning  in  the  glances  exchanged  between  these 
three  persons. 

Confusion  and  shame  might  be  said  to  be 
pictured  in  the  young  girl's  eyes,  which  were 
quickly  raised  and  then  dropped  again  ;  but  there 
was  something  beyond  this,  too.  '1  here  was  an 
expression  of  defiance  in  them,  as  well.  But  the 
girl's  innate  shyness  prevented  it  from  asserting 
itself. 

Whatever  these  exchanged  glances  might  mean, 
so  much  is  certain,  that  they  were  not  remarked 
by  any  one  of  the  three  at  the  whist-table—  least 
of  all  by  the  hostess  herself. 

Mrs.  Middlehurst  was  looking,  with  an  expression 
of  annoyance,  at  her  cards,  when  her  daughter 
entered  ;  and  when  the  latter  approached  her  to 
kiss  her  hand,  she  prevented  her  from  doing  so, 
and  said  with  dry  coldness,  ''You,  Mary?  I  never 
heard  you  come !  Di^  you  take  no  cab  this 
evening  ?" 

"  Pray,  forgive  me,  mamma  !  My  singing 
roislrefs  accompanied  me  to  the  door.  The 
evening  is  so  beautiful,  that  I  thought  you  would 
have  DO  objection " 

•'  Then  you  thought  very  wrong,  as  I  desired 
you,  onoe  for  all,  to  take  a  cab  when  your  lesson 
ended  so  late  in  the  evening!" 

'1  he  lady  uttered  these  words  so  sharply  and 
reproachfully,  that  she  astonished  herself;  and, 
in  order  to  soften  her  former  remarks,  added,  with 
melting  fondness,  "  And,  now,  my  dearest  child, 
give  the  gentlemen  some  coffee." 

Mary  did  as  she  was  bid ;  but  her  hands 
trembled  so  violently,  that  the  silver  spoons  rattled 
as  she  placed  them  in  their  saucers.  When  she 
had  poured  coffee  into  both  cups,  she  took  good 
care  not  to  carry  them  with  her  own  hands  to  the 
young  men  ;  but,  simply  placing  the  sugar-basin 
and  cream-jug  by  their  side,  walked  slowly  in 
the  direction  of  the  ante-chamber.  As  she  passed 
Holding,  she  gave  him  a  peculiar  glance,  which  be 
was  not  slow  to  understand. 

He  drank  half  of  the  steaming  liquid  before  him, 
and  then  went  slowly  towards  the  ante-room  also. 

The  eyes  of  the  mistress  of  the  house  followed 
him  to  the  door,  and  then  glanced  contentedly 
back  at  her  cards.  A  tete-a-tete  between  Holding 
and  her  daughter  was  one  of  the  things  she  decired 
most  of  all  in  the  world.  Heffi-rion  was  discreet 
enough  not  to  follow  them  with  either  his  eyes  or 
his  own  long  lanky  form. 

He  seemed  deeply  interested  in  Mrs.  Middlehurst's 


cards,  which  sba,  with  the  greatest  eivihty,  held  in 
suoh  a  manner  that  he  eoald  look  at  them  com- 
fortably. 

The  ant»-room  waa  only  dimly  lighted  by  a  lamp 
hung  from  the  ceiling.  Its  shade  was  of  frosted 
glass.  A  ronnd  table,  covered  with  albums  and 
handsomely-bound  volumes,  stood  in  the  centre  of 
the  apartment ;  next  to  it  was  a  luxurious  sofa 
and  an  easy-chajr.  Mary  had  already  seated  her- 
self upon  the  fornser,  when  Holding  entered,  and 
could  not  be  seen  by  the  party  in  the  drawing- 
room. 

A  book  lay  open  before  her,  but  she  was  looking 
over  it  towards  the  young  man.  NV  hen  he  sto<>d 
opposite  to  her,  she  motioned  him  to  take  a  seat 
beside  her. 

"  I  am  longintr  for  the  moment  when  I  can  talk 
to  you,  Mr.  Holding,"  said  sue. 

"  I  can  easily  understand  that.  Miss  Middle- 
burst,"  easily  replied  Holding  ;  and  though  his 
eyes  looked  with  grave  earnestness  into  the  girl's 
beautiful  face,  she  could  distinctly  see  that  the 
situation  was  not  altogether  without  some  inward 
satisfaction  to  him. 

Mary,  it  seemed,  remarked  this  expression  of 
moral  indignation,  and  the  little  addition  of 
triumph,  as  well,  perliaps  ;  and  this  was  the  reason, 
may  be,  that  she  mnnaged  to  meet  the  >ouiig 
man's  eyes  with  more  courage  than  before. 

"  You  have  interfered  most  unwarraniably  in  a 
secret,  Mr.  Holding.  Moreover,  you  have  just 
heard  me  telling  my  mother  a  fulseliuod." 

"Oh,  I  am  very  sorry,  indeed!  it  was  certainly 
not  my  intention  to  mix  myself  up  in  your  secrets," 
replied  Holding,  in  bitter  tones. 

"  You  have  done  so,  however,  and  I  do  not  wish 
to  waste  time  repnwching  you  for  your  conduct." 

"  Perhaps  reproaches  from  your  lips  would  be — 
on  this  parlicuiar  evening,  to  i>ay  the  least  of  it — 
rather  strange,  anomalouf.  Miss  .Middlehurst." 

"  "Iherefore,"  r«'plied  she,  coldly,  "  let  us  return 
to  our  subject.  Ihere  are  two  ways  in  which  you 
might  judge  of  my  conduct  to-night.  Perhaps 
you  will  allow  that  a  young  girl  can  hn  eo  circum- 
stanced that  she  is  obliged  to  fulfil  o'bli-^ations 
behind  her  mother's  back,  and,  for  this  purpose, 
forced  to  alter  her  regular  attire,  in  order  that  she 
should  act  more  secretly  a  part  she  could  not  en- 
trust any  one  else  with  ?" 

"Such  circumstances  viight  be,  I've  no  doubt," 
replied  Holding.  "Indeed,  I  do  not  deny  their 
possibility.  But  you  must  be  just.  Miss  Middle- 
burst,  and  not  be  offended  that  I — well,  that  I 
shake  my  liead,  when  I  hear  that  a  young  and 
lovely  girl  goes  out,  evening  after  evening,  quite 
alone,  and ' 

"Oh,  I  was  certainly  quite  alone  to-night:" 
interrupted  Mary.  "  But  this  was  a  mere  accident ; 
and  I  was  going  to  take  a  cab  at  the  end  of  the 
street,  to  take  me  home." 

"  '1  hen  1  am  to  conclude  that  you  are  not  alone 
on  other  evenings  V 

"  I  won't  be  examined  any  longer,  Mr.  Holding !" 
interrupted  she,  in  a  decided  tone. 

tie  made  a  gesture  with  bis  head  and  hand,  as 
much  as  to  say  such  a  thing  had  never  entered 
his  mind. 

"  Then,"  continued  she,   "  yon   prefer  judging 
my  conduct  in  the  other  way,  and  simply  believe  ^ 
\n   what   you   saw  ?      I  am  sorry  to  say  that  you 
will  have  to  abide  by  your  own  judgement,  for  I 
am  not  at  liberty  to  offer  you  any  explanation.     I ' 
can  do  nothing  more  than  tell  you  that  I  am  much  ' 
pained    by    it.     But   what  else   can    I  do  ?     1  he 
society  in  which  you  live,  Mr.  HoMing.''  continued 
the    young    girl,    with    a    sigh.    "  which  reckons, 
amongst  iU  many  privileges,  the  fact  that  it  may 
judge   without  examining  first  into   the   matter, 
•luthorizes  you  in  yonr  mistrust.     I  know  that  I 
have  to  submit  myself  to  it.     But  will  jon— will 
your  friend— keep  this  mistrust  locked  up  in  your 
breast  as  I  sliall  wish  you  to  do?" 

"  Miss  Middlehurst,"  said  Holding,  with  a 
suddenly  altered  voice  nnd  unusual  wormth,  "if  I 
could  tell  yoa  how  inexpressibly  grieved  I  am  at 
this  mistrust  of  yon  which  I  am  bound  tu  feel,  by 
heavens  you  would  Uke  a  heavy  load  off  my  heart 
if  you  could  do  so  !"  he  added,  with  a  deeD-drimu 
•igh.  *^ 

•  Vou    have    not    answered    my    quesUoii,    .Mr 
Hoklin|(,"  said  Mary,  in  tlie  same  calm  tones  as 


JUaitk.. 


I 


TH£     SIMOllRS'    JOURPVAl.. 


15 


before.     "May  I  rely  npon  yooT' 

"  Mary."  replied  Holaiog,  "  you  oan  nodtrtUnd 
that  the  fiienasLip  whioh  your  mother  hooora  me 
with,  the  ooiifidenee  with  wbioh  for  aoue  years  past 
■be  has  opened  her  doors  to  me,  lays  me  under  a 
certain  obligation  to  her." 

"And  yet  I  oould  not  have  believed  that  you 
would  have  refused  my  request,"  aaid  the  youog 
girl. 

"  It  depends  entirely  upon  yourself,'  cried 
Holding,  quickly;  "for  you  can  demand  even 
mors  from  me  by  placing  implicit  confidenoe  in 
ma,.aQd  thu  making  me  feel  indebted  to  you.' 

"  And  do  you  know  why  I  could  not  bare 
believed  it  of  you  ?"  continued  Marj,  without 
taking  heed  of  Holding's  last  word*. ...  ..    .,, 

"No;   why  not.  Mary  !""  %;■'-''■;. 

"  Because  }ou  your'-flfare  in  the  tame  poeilion," 
answered  she,  "  and  must,  therefore,  know  how 
disagreeable  it  is  when  a  third  person  mixes 
hiin»elf  np  in  an  affair  of  a  strictly  private 
'  nature,  whioh  you  tliink  is  unknown  to  all  the 
world  beside",  and  then  goes  to  publinh  it  abroad 
like  a  town  crier." 

*'  And  wliat  makes  you  suppose  I  can  have  a 
fellow  feeling  with  yon  in  this  mutter?''  asked  the 
young  man,  whose  color  had  been  rapidly  changing. 

"  I  do  not  suppose  it  at  all,  Mr.  Holding," 
answered  the  girl,  almost  snappishly ;  "  for  I 
have  never  played  the  eavesdropper  in  any  matter 
that  was  no  concern  of  mine.  But  ray  friend  'ulia 
Peaclifold  led  me  to  believe  as  much  I" 

At  the  mention  of  this  name.  Holding  started  as 
if  be  had  been  unpleasantly  near  an  eleetrio  battery 

that  had  suddenly  b«en  set  io  moliun. 

'I  he  young  girl's  eyes  were  bent  reproachfully 
npon  him. 

"Julia  Peachfold !"  said  he,  with  a  peculiar 
twitching  of  his  features.  "  I  did  not  know  that 
you — that  amongst  your  circle  of  friends" — he 
laid  a  particular  stress  upon  this. word — "ladies 
could  be  found  that '' 

"  Say  nothing  more,  I  beg,  Mr.  Holding,"  saia 
Mary,  rising.  "  I  did  not  mention  that  name  for 
the  sake  of  opening  a  debate  re.'peoting  the 
character  of  that  good  and  honest  girl." 

"  But  you  will  surely  allow  me  to  give  you  the 
necessary    explanation,    for    the   sake   of  my  own 
justification.      This    much    you    owe    me.    Miss 
Middlehurst,  after  mentioning  that  name  in  such —  ' 
well,  don't  he  ofifended — rocha  very  malicious  tone!" 

"  Malicious  !''  raid  the  youn^  girl,  shaking  her 
head.  "  Oh,  do,  I  am  not  tfuU.  but  the  world 
forces  a  harmless  girl,  who  is  at  peace  with  all  her 
fellow-creatures,  to  occasionally  remember  the 
'  eye  for  an  eye  and  tooth  for  a  tooth.'  But  I  must 
go  now,  and  give  your  friend  another  cup  of  coffee." 

She  inclined  her  head  slowly,  and  then  walked 
into  the  adjoining  apartment. 

"  You  may  rely  upon  my  discretion,  and  i  can 
promise  the  same  from  Befferton  "  cried  Holding, 
in  an  anxious  whisper. 

When  she  had  disappeared  through  the  portiere 
he  stamped  the  floor  angrily. 

"  Confounded  little  witch  that  she  u  !  She  has 
left  me  here  completely  baffled  !  How  in  the  world 
has  she  managed  to  come  across  Julia  ?  '1  hat 
romantic  creature  will  have  given  her  a  nice 
account  of  our  little  love-affair.  I  can  quite 
imagine  what  she  has  aaid.  What  a  fatal  turning 
for  me  this  business  is  taking  !  But  it  ia  only 
what  I  deserve,  fool  that  I  am  I  How  oould  I  have 
doubted  that  divine  little  Mary!  Her  eye  ia  the 
mirror  of  the  pure  soul  witliin.  She  is  charming, 
positively  charming.  I  declare  I  am  more  in  love 
than  I  ever  was  before  !" 

He  went  slowly  and  noiselessly  back  into  the 
drawing-room.  Mary  had  taken  up  a  piece  of 
work,  and  cat  alone  at  the  little  table  upon  »hieh 
the  tray  had  been  standing  before.  Befferton  waa 
still  deeply  interested  in  the  game  of  whist. 
Holding  made  a  sign  to  him,  and  in  a  few  minutes 
Befferton  lotinged  slowly,  as  if  accidentally,  up  to 
the  former,  after  which  Voth  men  stepped  into  the 
ante-room. 

"  Befferton,"  aaid  Holding,  hastily,  as  soon  aa 
tbey  we're  out  of  earshot, — "  Befferton,  not  a  word 
about  our.  liti)e  adventure,  I  beg.  She  baa  ex- 
plained all  to  me.  t>he  goes  out  in  the  evening  to 
attend  upon  her  old  govemess,  who  is  ill,  and 
entirely   dependent  upon  her — do  you  seef     Her 


mother  haa  had  a  quarrel  with  this  person,  and 
that  ia  why  Mary  goes  there  in  secret,  and  by 
night." 

"And  the  fellow  who  generally  acoompaoiea  her 
home  ?" 

"  la  the  nurae'a  aon." 

"  The  governeaa's,  you  mean  !" 

"  Tes,  to  be  sure,  governess.  He  waa  abaent  by 
aecident  to-night ;  and  as  she " 

"  The  governess  ?" 

"  No,  no  ;  Mary.  And  aa  she  waa  sure  of  getting 
a  oab  at  the  end  of  the  street,  she  ventured  home 
alone,  for  once  in  a  way.'* 

"  Well,  I  believe  you,  of  course,  and  admire  the 
talent  you  show  for  becoming  a  model  husband." 

"  Why?- 
-'-    "  Because  you  are  80  ea!<ily  satisfied."        ••••.. 

"Oh.  Befferton!   she's  a  downright  angel!" 

"  Bravo !  Only  you  and  your  angels  are  eorae- 
what  like  the  astronomer!*  and  their  planets  ;  that 
is  to  say.  you  are  always  finding  a  new  one  !  But 
beware  of  these  stirs  crossing  each  other,  which 
they  ard  sure  to  do  some  day.  But  come  back 
now.  The  whist  party  has  broken  up,  and  tlie 
ladies  are  looking  forward  to  the  pleasure  of  your 
conversation."' 

Both  young  men  return  arm-in-arm,  back  again 
into  the  drowing-room. 

Cbaptkr   III.  .•-■'. 

When  one  has  orcended  the  steps,  up  which  we 
saw  the  form  of  talkative  Mr.  Hammond  disappear 
into  the  old-fashioned  house  on  the  previous 
evening,  and  one  is  not  loo  lazy  to  climb  the 
remaining  four  fliglita,  one  would  ultimately  reach 
a  glass  door  leading  into  a  long  aod  completely 
empty  passage.  Low.  double  doors  down  each 
aide  made  it  at  first  difficult  to  determine  in  which 
direction  to  turn,  till  suddenly  a  little  while  card, 
fastened  to  one  of  the  nearest  doors  by  four  tin-tacks, 
and  bearing  the  laconic  word  "  Hammond,"  met 
one's  gaze  On  looking  round,  however,  one  would 
distinguish  upon  the  opposite  door  a  much  more 
important  notice  in  the  shnpe  of  a  huge  brass 
plate,  bearing  the  inscription  of  "  Joseph  I'eacb- 
fold,  livery-stable  keeper."  Tlie  person  entering 
would  be  confronted  by  two  windows ;  they  looked 
out  upon  a  |v-rfect  labyrintli  of  roofs,  gables, 
and  high  stacks  of  chimneys,  not  to  forget  the 
picturt-sque.  water-sj'outs.  And  here  it  was  where 
Mr.  Hammond  spent  a  goodly  portion  of  his  time, 
when  he  had  nothing  el^e  to  do,  and  when  he  was 
tired  ofwatcliingliie  busy  mullilude  passing  to  and 
fro  in  the  street  below.  And  we  now  meet  our  old 
acquaintance  in  one  of  these  leisure  hours.  He  had 
thrown  the  windows  wide  open  in  order  to  admit 
the  fresh  morning  air.  After  tliis,  our  worthy 
friend  passed  up  and  down  the  passage,  blowing 
large  puffs  of  smoke  in  the  air  from  his  pipe. 

His  appearance  was  respectable  in  the  highest 
degree.  A  large  dressing-gown  of  flowered  chintz, 
held  together  by  a  cord  round  his  waist,  enveloped 
hia  long,  lean  form ;  a  black  velvet  smoking-cap, 
decorated  with  some  golden  braid  and  a  large 
tassel,  covered  his  head,  leaving  bare  the  high, 
bald  forehead,  upon  which  the  old  gentleman 
prides  himself  so  much,  thinking  it  is  a  mark  of 
cleverness  every  time  he  looks  at  himself  in  the 
glass.  Heavy  eyebrows  ;  a  nose  which  is  thin 
enough  at  ita  root,  but  developes  into  considerable 
thickness  towards  the  end  ;  great  gray  eyes,  and 
a  mouth  with  rather  flabby,  broad  lips — these  are 
the  features  we  have  to  chronicle,  before  finishing 
the  worthy  old  gentleman's  portrait. 

Mr.  Hammond  paced  the  passage  to  and  fro. 
Being  of  much  larger  proportion  than  his  own 
small  room,  Mr.  Hammond  always  preferred 
taking  such  walks  there.  Whilst  slowly  parading 
up  and  down,  he  talked  gravely  to  himself;  but 
tSe  loudly-intoned  worda  showed  that  it  waa 
nothing  o(»,  private  nature  he  was  discoursing  upon, 
and  that  we  might  listen  with  the  greatest  pleasure 
to  him,  if  we  had  a  mind  so  to  do. 

"  Oh,  Minona !"  cried  Mr.  Hammond,  with  a 
sigh  ;  "  lovely  creature  !  Your  image  appeara 
before  me  with  renewed  freshneaa  every  morning  ! 
I  am  longing  for  you,  Minona !  I  wouldn't  mind 
betting  that  yon  are  taking  a  delioioua  cup  of 
oofEee,  full  of  rich,  freah  cream,  at  this  very 
moment!     And  you  are   probably   lying    amidst 


your  easy  cushions,  sipping  the  fragrant  and  re- 
freshing drink.  Oh,  dear '  what  does  King  Lear 
say? 


*  Toa  «i«  •  noble  wonsn  ' 
To|  fees  me  here  ye  gods  •  poor  old  man ' 
As  irall  of  (ribf  •■  ■!{•— wrelcltea  lu  botb  : 

But,  vanquish  it,  Adheiiiar  !  submit  lo  your  doom  I 
Mistaken  in  one's  nature  is  a  fate  which  one  ahai«e 
with  the  heroea  of  all  ages,  ludeeil,  I  may  ray, 
that  these  are  the  aole  conteats  of  what  one  ealla 
the  history  of  the  world  !'' 

When  fiaminond  reached  this  point  of  his 
soliloquy,  he  was  suddenly  disiurlnd.  'J  he  door 
opposite  bim  opened,  und  a  youog,  strongly-built 
man,  with  a  ^ood-terapered,  i>pen  countenance, 
dressed  as  a  ouizen  of  the  middle  classes,  but  in 
shirt-kleeives,  appeared  in  ifae  pacvage.  '1  he  man 
was  holding  a  large  leathern  trunk  upon  his  shoulder, 
which  he  now  placed  against  the  wall  by  the  side 
of  his  door. 

"  Oh,  glood  morning,  Mr.  Hammond  !"  said  be, 
at  the  saue  moment,  however,  vaiiishing  again, 
without  vailing  for  the  other's  greeting,  ^oa«l 
afterwards,  he  once  more  appeared  this  time 
carrying  a  large  carpet-bag,  which  he  also  plaoed 
against  the  wall,  by  the  side  of  the  box. 

'•  Well,,  Mr.  Hammond,"  cried  he,  turning  to  aod 
advancing  a  few  aUpa  nearer  the  old  gentleman, 
"  how  are  we  to-day  ♦  I'retty  good  night,  eh  f 
Slept  off  the  little  fit  of  intoxication  of  last 
night?" 

"What,  Mr.  Peachfold?  You  miide  nae  of  a 
very  stmnRe  expression,  Mr.  Peachfold  !  I  do  not 
understood  you  !  Did  you  really  say  '  intoxication  T" 

Peackfpld,  the  proprietor  of  a  livery-stable, 
laughed. 

"  Yes,  truly  ;  I  made  so  bold  aa  to  use  it  I  Von 
and  yopr  young  friend  were  so  busy  talking  to- 
gether, to  say  the  least  of  it,  that  you  were  not 
able  to  [Conduct  your  daughter  home  again  !" 

"  Ahj  buh  !  that  wasn't  the  reason  I  Mie  would 
not  pernit  me  to  escort  her.  '  No,  papn ;  you 
came  liofue  so  tired,'  snid  the  sweet,  tender-hearlcd 
crealune.  '  You  have  got  the  f<iur  flights  of  stairs 
leading  \o  your  Olympus'— yes,  Peachfold,  that  is 
what  she  calls  my  lodging — -well  behind  you,  so 
you  sliain  t  go  down  again.'  Yes,  this  is  wliut  the 
uffecliooate  child  said,  Peachfold.     But  that  is  the 


Yes.    yes!       W'hat    does 


way    of    the     world. 
ShaksfKire  aay  ? 

^'!*  Be  tliou  aa  cbatte  as  Ice    as  pore  aa  sooa. 
T^uo  ibslt  uot  escape  caliiiiiny  !' " 

"  But  you  should  not  allow  it,  Mr.  llammoDd  ; 
you  sliuuldii't  let  her  go  home  alone,  "  declared  the 
other.'  ■•  If  ynu  hud  <inly  told  me  fo  last  night, 
I  wotiU  liave  walked  home  wiili  her  before,  and 
am  only  too  glad  lo  do  it.  .>-^lie  lius  certainly  only 
one  stteet  to  go  down— f..r  at  ihe  end  of  it  there 
are  aliwjays  plenty  of  cabs  ;  hut  there  is  a  certain 
amount  of  risk  ;  for  one  can  t  tell  the  disagreeables 
a  youli^  girl  of  that  sort  migiit  be  exp<is«^  to." 

"  Oertainly— certainly  ;  you  are  right  then, 
Peachfold." 

"  Add  what's  more,  Mr.  Hammond.  I  feel  obliged 
to  telPyou  this — I  am  sure  your  doughter  ia 
rather  ihouglitless !'' 

"  I'lioughlless  ?  Mow  so,  Mr.  Peachfold  *  '  aaked 
the  old  gentleman,  in  alarm. 

"  Becauae  she  dresses  herself  beyond  hersution, 
and  kqowsalotofyoung  gentlemen  who  will  bring 
her  {6  no  good.  I  met  her  last  ."-unday  in  town, 
and  able  was  decked  out  in  silks  and  velvets,  like  a 
regular  lady.  A  stoutisli  young  gentleman,  with 
stra^HBolored  hair,  was  walking  by  her  side,  and 
payiftg  her  the  greatest  attention.  ' 

"  Really,  really  !"  answered  Papa  Hammond. 
whiUt  his  features  brightened  with  a  knowing  ex- 
prcation. 

"  Well,  we  know  that  youth  is  a  trifle  ibolish,  ao 
we  maat  be  lenient,  and  not  see  everything  we  are 
not  intended  to  aee  ;  and  aa  far  as  my  girl  Maria 
is  concerned,  she's  got  plenty  of  sound  sense,  and 
her  head  in  the  right  place  ;  she'll  uot  al^w  kei^ 
aelf  t#  be  made  a  fool  of,  1 II  wager." 

"Well;  the  affair  ia  yours  alone;  if  you  aM 
aatilfied.  of  course  I  cannot  help  being  so,  too ; 
but  I  only  hope  you'll  not  live  to  regret  your  in- 
attention. As  far  as  I'm  concerned,  Mr.  ^aaa* 
moad,  I  have  no  great  opinion  ofyonng  giria' 
sense,  nhen  (To  b€  Continued) 
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JOCJKrVAI.. 


stokes'  Verdict: 

Written  kDd  Snog  by  wiiiiaiu  S.  Scaclcfn, 

Tti*  Bialug YouDcCuuiic  auil  '  Motto"  VocalUt. 

Air;     'Never  gu  back  on  the  poor." 


If  yoti'll  listeu  nwhile,  I'U  sing  you  a  song  ' ,,  ., 
About  this  •'gloriouB  laud  ut  the  tree,'      "  "' 
And  the  ••  diliereuco  "  I'll  show  'twixt  the 

rich  and  the  poor. 
In  a  •'  trial  by  jiuy,"  you  see — 
If  you've  pleuty  of  "Btumpti,"  yoo  can  hold 

up  your  head. 
And  walk  out  from  your  own  prison  door  : 
But  they'll  hang  you  up  high,  if  you've 

no  friends  or  gold — 
Let  the  "  rich"  go,  but  haug  up  the  poor  ! 
Chorus. 
In  the  trials  for  murder  we've  had  uow-a-dayts 

The  rich  oues  get  oft'  swift  and  surt', 
"While  they've  thousands  to  puy  to  the 

jury  and  Judge : 
You  can  bet  they'll  go  back  on  the  poor ! 

Let  ine  speak  of  a  man  who's  now  dead  in  his  grave— 

A  <wod  man  as  ever  was  bom — 
Jim  F isk  he  was  called,  and  his  money  he  gave 

To  the  outciist,  the  poor  and  forlorn  : 
We  all  know  be  lev  id  both  women  and  wine. 

But  his  heart  it  was  ri{j;ht,  I  am  sure  : 
Though  he  lived  like  a  "Prince  "  in  a  palace  bo  fine. 

Yet  ho  never  weut  back  on  the  poor ! 

t'lIOKtS. 

If  a  man  ^^■as  in  tinnble.  Fisk  helped  him  along 
To  drive  the  -'grim  wolf"  from  the  door  : 

Ha  strove  to  do  right,  though  he  may 

have  done  wrong. 
But  he  never  went  back  on  the  poor  !  ^ 

Jim  Fisk  was  a  man  who  wore  his  "heart 

on  his  sleeve, " 
No  matter  what  people  would  say  : 
And  he  done  all  his  deeds  (both  the  good  and  the  bad) 

In  the  broad  opeu  light  ot  the  day. 
"With  his  grand  ••  six-iu-haud,"  on  the  heaoh 

at  Long  Branch, 
He  cut  a  "big  dash,"  to  Unsure. 
Bat  "Chicago's  groat  fire"  showed  the  world 

that  Jim  Fisk, 
Viih.  his  "  wealth,"  still  remembered  the  poor  ! 
Chorl-s. 
When  the  telegram  came  that  the  homeless,  that  night, 

Were  starving  to  death,  slow  but  sure, 
TTi«  "Lightning  Express, "  manned  by 

noble  Jim  Fisk, 
Flew  to  feed  all  her  hungrj-  and  poor ! 

Now,  what  do  you  think  of  this  "trial"  of  Stokes, 

\Vho  miu'dered  this  frieud  of  the  poor  ? 
When  such  men  get  free,  is  there  any  one  safe 

II'  they  Ktep  from  outside  their  owu  door  ? 
Ib  there  "one  law  for  the  pofjr,  and  one  for  the  rich  ? 

It  seems  so — at  least  so  I  say — 
If  they  hang  up  the  poor,  why — damn  it — the  rich 

Ought  to  swing  up  the  very  same  way  I         , 
CHontrs. 
Don't  show  any  favor  to  friend  or  to  foe, 

ITie  begger  or  prinec  at  his  door  : 
The  big  millionaire  you  must  hang  up  also. 

But  never  go  bick  on  the  poor. 

Oh !  shame  on  this  ' '  land  of  the  free  and  the  braye, " 

When  such  sights  as  this  meet  our  eye  ! 
The  poor  in  their  prisons  are  treated  lie  slaTe*, 

While  the  rich  in  their  cells  they  live  hi^h. 
A  poor  devil  "  crazy  with  drink,"  they  will  hung 

For  a  mur'x-  he  didn't  intend  : 
But  a  wealthy  .tssassin,  with  "  political  friends," 

Gets  off :  for,  he's  money  to  spend  ! 
CHOKrs. 
But  if  things  go  on  ihis  way,  we'll  stand  it  no  more  : 

The  people  will  rise  up  in  bands  : 
A  (Vigilance  Committee)  well  raise  on  our  shore, 

AaJ  take  the  law  in  our  own  hands ! 


Why  is  a  selfish  friend  like  the  letter  p  ? — Because 
tiwogn  h«  is  first  in  pity,  he  is  the  last  in  help. 

When  vras  Earth  the  mother  of  "Wisdom  ?— "When 
she  brought  forth  a  sage  bush. 


Jennie,  the  Flower  of  Kildare.    > ..  y. 

Tm  thinking  of  Erin  to-night, 

And  the  little  white  cot  by  the  sea.  .  *  • 

Where  Jeimie,  my  darliug,  now  dwells  ••; 

The  faj^st  and  dearest  to  me  : 
I  know  that  she  waits  for  in.',  day  alter  ilay,     -•  f-, 
My  heart  ever  longs  to  be  then*,  V 

To  meet  her,  my  darling,  my  own,       .  :  ;,        : '    • 
Sweet  Jennie,  the  flower  ot  Kilclare.  '  ■'  J- 

Chorus  :  I  know  that  she's  waiting  for  me,  '       r 
^  My  heart  ever  longs  to  be  there  : 

To  meet  her,  my  <larhng,  my  own. 
Sweet  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare. 


Fm  waiting  her  sweet  face  to  nai. 

While  we're  parted  I  linger  in  pain  : 
But  soon  will  uiy  heart  \m\t  w  ith  joy. 

O'er  the  sen  I'U  l)e  nailing  again  : 
Again  her  sweet  kisses  of  love  to  receive, 

For  her  the  sea's  storms  I  will  dare, 
To  meet  her,  my  tlarling,  my  own. 

Sweet  Jennie,  the  flower  of  Kildare. 


Chorus. 


The  Pearly  Dropi 

By  T.  Joaaa. 


I  saw  my  Julia's  sparkling  eye 
Like  glist'uing  dews  at  mom  appear : 

But,  ah  !  her  bosom  heaved  a  sigh. 
Arid  diimned  the  glist'ncr  with  a  tear 

The  pearly  drop  that  lingered  there. 
Was  surely  anucd  with  Cupid's  dart. 

And,  falling  ou  that  breast  so  fair, 
First  tau^t  mo  how  to  feel  its  smart. 


The  Darling  of  my  Heart. 

Written  and  compoied  by  Wm.  H.  Delebanty. 

There's  a  lovely  girl  in  town. 
The  sweetest  one  I've  seen. 
And  with  her  roguish  winning  ways — 

Her  age  is  just  sixteen  :  ^  ~       "  ' 

And  in  her  dark  blue  eyee 

Lurks  Cupid  with  his  dart — 
He  took  good  aim  and  sent  a  flame 
Of  love  into  my  heart 
Chorus  :  My  bmin  was  all  a  whirl — 

For  this  sweet  charming  giri  : 
Oh !  how  I  love  this  girl 

No  language  can  impart : 
She's  all  the  while  sweet  as  her  smile, 
(The  darling  of  my  heart. 

I  dream  of  her  by  night, 

And  think  of  her  by  day  :  . 

Her  lovely  face  and  fawn-like  grace—  ,       ' 

Haunts  me  where  ere  I  stray  ; 
She's  like  a  picture,  fair — 

A  master  pieie  of  art, 
She's  dear  to  me  as  lii<e  can  bo, 

The  d'^''>'"e  of  my  heart. 


Chorus. 


The  Elopement. 

Ballad  \>r  B.  D.  Ooodlog.  Song  by  Ada  Wray. 


They  looked  me  in  an  upper  room. 

And  took  away  the  key, 
Because  I  would  not  wed  a  man 

That  never  suited  me  : 
They  did  not  know  the  female  heart, 
,  Or  they  would've  cleorlv  seen 
That  locks  and  bars  coiUd  never  keep 
A  girl  of  seventeen. 

Chorus :  Ecsolved,  therefore,  I  woidd  not  stay 
To  be  imposecl  upon  : 
So  while  tbey  thoiight  I  was  secure, 
I  was  going — going— gone  ! 

The  night  was  dark,   the  window  raised. 

How  could  I  answer  no  ? 
And  he  my  virtues  highly  praised. 

Yes,  Charlie  teased  me  so — 
A  railroad  station  being  near, 

A  carriage  ^-aiting bv,  ■ .  •  :  '''./'   \ 

What  other  course  could  I  pursoe. 

What  could  I  do  but  fly  ?  Chorus. 


Poor  Wonnded  Heart 


Poor  wounded  heart,  farewell  I 
Thy  hour  of  rest  is  come  , 
'i  hou  aoon  wilt  reach  thy  home- 
Poor  wounded  heart,  fiifewell ! 
The  pain  thou  It  feel  io  bnaking       | 
Lesa  bitter  far  will  be  } 

Than  that  long  deadly  ecLing     .'       I- 
Ihia  life  has  been  to  me. 


There— broken  heart,  farewell  I 
'Ihe  pang  is  o'er — 
The  parting  i>ang  is  o'er ! 

'     Ihou  now  wilt  bleed  no  morel 

Poor  broken  heart,  farewell !     .• ; 
No  reit  for  iliee  but  dying  :         ;  ;' 

Like  waves  who.-e  strife  is  past, 
On  death's  cold  siiore  thus  lying. 

Thou  sleep'st  in  peace  at  last  : 
I'oor  bcpken  heart,  farewell  I 


J 


m  «•'  ' 


Fm  Coming,  my  Darling,  to  Thee- 

Y'es,  I'm  coming,  my  darling,  to  meet  thea^;    :; ;,  .^ 

I  haste  to  the  viue-trellised  lx)wer. 
And  all  the  more  fondly  you'll  greet  me. 

For  keeping  you  waiting  an  hour. 
For,  a  heart  that  is  true  ne'er  grows  weary, ,.';  •■ 

But  sings  of  the  charms  of  its  mate,  ■ '  '• 

^Vhile  contriving  new  joys  for  its  dearie  : 

But,  love,  I  am  sorry  I'm  late.  .  j 

Oh  !  the  lihes  and  cowslips  and  roses,  V- 

They  may  bloom  ne'er  so  fair  for  a  day. 
But  the  sweet  flower  a  fond  love  discloses, 
It  blossoms  for  ever  and  aye.  •  j  •- 

Chorus:  I'm  coming,  yes,  coming,     ■       '     "'■ 
I'm  coming,  my  darling,  to  thea  : 
I'm  coming,  yes,  coming, 
I'm  coming,  my  ilarlmg,  to  thea 

The  sweet  pledge  that  a  j'car  you've  been  seeking. 

While  sajing  my  alisoiuo  you  grieve,     . 
It  was  modesty  kept  rue  from  speaking. 

And  fear  that  vou  wooed  to  ueceive  : 
But  now,  through  the  mists  of  the  twilight^  ,  - 

I'm  coming  my  promise  to  bring  : 
For,  your  smile  warms  my  heart  like  the  stmlight. 

My  darling,  my  ])ride,  and  my  king  ! 
Oh  !  the  lilies  and  eowslijjs  and  roses,  •'•"{;•. 

They  may  bloom  ne'er  so  fair  for  a  day. 
But  the  flower  a  fond  love  discloses, 

It  blossoms  for  ever  and  ave.  Chorus. 


The  Streamlet  that  Flowed  round  her  Ck>t. 

Dy  Sir  H.  B.  Dadley.        -..    | /. 


The  streamlet  that  flowed  round  her  cot. 
All  the  charms  of  ray  Emily  knew ;    ; 

How  oft  has  its  course  been  forgot,       .  T  ' 
"While  it  paused  her  dear  image  to  wo6 1     I 

BeUeve  me,  the  fond  silver  tide 

Knew  from  whence  it  derived  the  fair  prize  ■ 
For,  silently  swelling  with  pride. 

It  reflected  her  back  to  the  skies —     I    ■*'  : 


-.♦^ 


When  Wearied  Wretchei  Sink  to  Sleep. 

.     By  T.  Moor*. 

'NVben  wearied  wretches  sink  to  sleep. 
How  heavenly  sofl  their  slumbers  lie — 

How  sweet  is^  death  to  those  who  weep, 
To  those  who  weep  aud  long  to  die — 

Saw  vou  the  soft  and  grasKy  bed,  I 

"where  flowrets  deck  the  green  earth's  bteast  ? 

Tis  there  I  wish  to  lay  my  head, 
"Tis  there  I  wish  to  sleep  at  rest. 

Oh  !  let  not  tears  embalm  my  tomb. 
None  but  the  dews  by  twilight  given  : 

Oh  !  let  not  sighs  disturb  the  gloom. 

None  but  the  whispering  winds  of  heaven. 


How  many  feet  has  a  horse?— Six  :  ^bre-feet  in 
front  and  two  bdiind. 


^Kis& 


W  »       '       ■  I    »  V  . 


LlkJ^'.i.^'tc 


j£ki 


'^=^^-^*-^ 


■  ir  rii^iiliiilififgiiliiiiM^^*-^ 
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1     M 


•     Father  Says  I  May. 

WritUo  aud  compoaed  bj  O.  W.  Hunt 


When  I  was  courting  Nellie  Clair, 

I  often  need  to  say  : 
"  Whatever  you  think  of  doing,  lore^ 

Ask  father  if  you  may." 
^Vhateve^  she  might  wish  for,  I,    '  .  - 

Of  course,  could  ne'«r  refuse; 
So  the  darling  did  just  as  she  pleased : 
For,  this  was  her  excuse  : 

Chobits.  ''/'''::■'.:•■■''. 

"  Father  saj-s  I  may,  Georgie— father  says  I  a»y ! 
Ofcounse,  you  can't  say  'no,'  Georgie,  if  fiither 

says  I  may. 
Father  says  I  may,  Georgie— fiather  says  I  may  : 
Sq  don't  say  '  no  : '  for,  it  is  no  go,  since  father 

says  I  may." 

I    It  was  always  "father  says  I  may," 
'        When  she  fanciecl  something  new  :  . 

But  when  a  fellow's  in  love,  dear  boys,  , 

(What  rcouldnt  ft  fellow  do? 
It  was  "  Georgie,  dear,  do  go  inside     - 
And  buy  me  that  b^utiful  boquet : 
And  then  you'll  take  me  to  the  opera  to-night : 
For,  lather  saj-s  I  may."  .     CnoruB. 

She  said  that  with  her  Georgia 
She  could  lead  a  happy  life  : 
And  I'd  longed  for  the  day  to  come 

When  I  might  call  her  wife.  ^ 

One  day,  I  went  in  great  suspense 
To  hear  whtit  the  "old  boy'd " say  : 
I      A\4en  she  threw  her  arms  around  my  neck, 
i         And  Slid  :  " Father  says  I  may." 

Chorus. 
'  Father  sajs  I  may,  Georgie— father  says  I  may  : 
W course,  I  can't  siy  'no,'  (Jeorgie,  when  father 

saj-s  I  may  : 
Father  saj-s  I  may,  Georgie — father  says  I  may  : 
So  take  me  when  you  please,  Georgie,  since 
I  father  says  I  may." 

She's  often  teased  and  trifled  through 

Our  very  happy  times  : 
But  her  "father  sajs  I  may's"  enough 

To  pardon  all  her  crimes. 
There's  a  numerous  family  springing  up. 

Which  I  view  with  much  dismay  : 
But  she  drives  my  fro'wns  oflF  with  a  smile. 

And  says:  "father  says  I  may."  Chorus. 


■*;..■       Only  Asleep.     .   ;:i 

CfaM.  M.  CoDDoUy'a  beaatifnl  ballad, 
Tb«  Ifnste  can  be  obtained  of  O.  DiUon  h  Co. 
PobltabeY*    277   WaahlnRtou  Street   Borton 


0.  H.  Ditaou  &  Co.,  711  Broadway, 


Hnato 
and  of 
New  Tork. 


>, 


Lies  she  with  closed  eyes, 
Calmly  at  rest : 
'.     Hands  meekly  folded 
■  .^       On  her  still  breast : 
Peaceful  the  smile 
On  her  Quiet  face, 
n    Calm,  gentle  vision 
V'  :        Of  pure,  holy  grace. 
;.'■    Friends  gather  round  her. 
But  not  to  weep, 
Knowing  their  darling    ', 

Is  only  asleep.  '  ■    ,  ; 

;  ,     Gone  are  her  troubles,    ;:. .    ;   .  ■•    ;^  '. 
All  now  are  o'er  :        "'-/''y'.:.::     'j,^':'' 
:      Naught  of  this  life's  straggles 
Knoweth  she  more — 
Soothed  is  our  grief 
./       While  this  thought  we  keep  : 
'!       Not  gone  forever, 
■■,  "'       No !  only  asleep ! 
.■■   '•  Friends  gather  round  her,  Ac 

Sterling  Wit  is  Sterling  Gold. 

AOLis— By  E.  MnlMk  r  --   .;• 


I  Eather  Think  He'd  Like  it. 

Ned  Straight'!  Comic  Song. 

Til*  Mnelo  ran  be  obtained  of  Jnbn  Cbnroh  It  Co., 

Maalc  Pobliahera.  66  Weat  FonrtU  Stnet, 
/  Cinclnuatl.  Olilo. 


I  wish  I  was  a  Uttle  flea,  .,    --1 

How  awfiil  teasing  I  would  be —  ••  ir. : 

Around  my  lover  I  would  skip. 

And  then  I'd  kiss  him  on  the  lip. 

Chorus :    I  wonder  if  he  d  like  it, 
I  wonder  if  he'd  like  it  ? 
I  rather  think  he'd  like  it — 
Oh  !  yes,  indeed  I  do. 

I  wish  I  was  a  diamond  pin. 
My  Johnnie  I'd  be  sure  to  ^in  : 
I  think  he'd  grant  me  one  request — 
To  place  the  pin  upon  his  breast 

But  here  I  am  a  maid  forlorn, 

I  sigh  and  pine  tiom  night  till  mom. 

And,  oh !  'twould  be  such  happiness 

If  I  had  Johnnie  here  to  kiss !  Chorus. 


What  Mollie  Said. 

ANSWER    TO    MOLLIE    DABLCfO. 

Tbn  Maaic  can  be  obtained  of  O.  Ditaon  k  Co..    Mualo 

Pabliabera    277  Waatiinetnn  8treet    Bo«tun :    and  of 

C  H.  Ditaon  &  Co.,   711  Broaduay,    New  York. 


Chorus. 


Yee,  I  love  you,  dearest  darling. 

Love  no  other  one  but  you  ! 
Long  for  you  my  heart  was  pining, 

I  will  evermore  be  true  !  ^  . 

Oh !  hear  me  while  I  fondly  tell  you,    ' 

While  j'ou  clasp  this  hand  of  mine, 
MoUie  still  will  be  your  darling,  ■ 

While  the  stars  above  us  shine ! 
Chorus  :    Darling,  kindest,  fondest,  truest  I 
Your  sweet  eyes  to  me  are  bliss, 
Yes,  I  love  you,  dearest  darling, 
Take  my  answer  vrith  a  kiss  ! 

Smile  upon  j'our  Mollie  darling. 

Like  the  stars  above  to-night  ; 
Make  the  heart  within  my  bosom 

Throb  again  with  ■wild  delight ! 
Oh  !  well  the  roses  know  our  meeting, 

Oft  they've  seen  us  here  before  ; 
They  will  fade,  but  MoUie  darling 


She  will  love  vou  evermore  ! 


Cham*. 


Must  you  leave  your  MoUie  darling  ? 

In  her  eyes  are  burning  tears  ; 
But  when  stars  to-morrow  twinkle, 

Come  again  to  calm  her  fears ! 
Oh  !  good  by,  darling,  don't  forget  me  : 

Though  our  paths  are  severed  wide,  /■- 
In  her  dreams  your  Mollie  darling 

Still  will  keep  you  by  her  side  !        Chorus. 


The  gay  Side  of  Life. 

Cbaa.  M.  ConnoUy'a  Character  aong. 

The  Mnalc  can  he  obtained  of  O.  Ditaon  k  Co..    Mnale 

BnliJiabers    277  Wasbinvton  Street.   Bo'-ton  :    and  of 

C.  H   Ditaon  *  Co.,  711  Brcadway,  New  Torli. 


If  the  prize  yon  mean  to  get,     '•  _   '  ■ 
Season  music  well  with  wit,        ;","'- 
Sense  and  harmony  combined,  ■       ' . 
Make  a  banquet  tor  the  mind  :  '    ' 
The  prize  obtained,  with  me  yoaH  hold. 
Sterling  wit  id  sterling  gold. 


What's  life  without  its  pleasures       v  ; 

To  hdp  pass  time  away  ? 
What  is  the  use  of  grieving 

And  fretting,  day  by  day  ?       :\;;  .:^ 
Too  short  indeed  is  life —  ''::■/-  ^.  .  - 

So,  while  here  we  do  abide,  ;;  ■  ■   ^ 
Let's  alwaj's  trj'  to  look  upon     -  ?■  '.  V 

The  pleasant,  bright,  gay  side. 
Chorus  :     The  gay  side,  the  bright  side. 

Let's  always  look  on  the  gay  side  : 
For.  life  is  short — so,  whole  we're  her*. 
Let's  look  on  the  gay  side  of  life. 

■Whr  borrow  care  and  trouble  ? 

Why  think  of  them  at  all?  '_    '■  '■    ^ .   '/ 

Look  alwaj's  on  the  bright  side,        .; 

Let  not  the  spirita  fell  :  V  '  ■;  .'  "  ■: 

For,  life  may  be  made  pleasant  .,>/;' :;.,    .. 

If  this  rule  be  your  guide  :      "     '      -■■■'■ 
To  always  try  to  look  upon 
Its  pleasant,  bright,  gay  side.  Chorus. 


The  Broken  Heart 

By  C.  w. 


Jlarewell  !  in  drnpeir 

I  escape  from  thy  wiles : 
!]fliy  iTowns  I  can  bear, 

And  even  thy  smiles  : 
^ake  back  that  dear  token 

That  blessed  mo  before  : 
^e  heart  you  have  broken 

Can  prize  it  no  more — 

fow  vain  were  thy  fa'vor; 
Thy  pity  more  vain  : 
am  lost,  and  for  ever, 
To  pleasTU^',  to  pain — 
ords  swretly  spoken 
Deceived  mo  before, 
>at  the  heart  you  have  broken 
Can  trust  it  no  more — 


The  Marseilles  Hymn. 


Ye  sons  df  Freedom,  wake  to  glory  ! 

Hark  !  hark  !  what  m^-riads  bid  yon  tise  ! 
Your  children,  wives,  and  grandsirefl  hoary. 
Behold;  their  tears  and  hear  their  cries — 
Shall  hateful  tyTant«,   mischieis  breeding. 
With  hirehng  bostc,  a  ruffian  band, 
Afiright  aud  desolate  the  land. 
While  pefice  and  hberty  lie  bleeding? 
Toarms  !  to  arms  !  ye  brave  I 
I  |rh'  avenging  sword  unsheath  : 
Mirch  on !  march  on  !  all  hearts  resolved 
1  pn  victory  or  death  ! 

Now,  no^.  the  dangerous  storm  is  rolling, 

Whicpl  treacherous  kings  confederate  raise  ; 
The  doM  of  war,  let  luose,  are  howling. 

And,  jl^ !  our  fields  anil  cities  blaze — 
And  shall  we  basely  view  the  ruin, 

Whilt  lawless  force  with  guilty  stride 

Sprea(^  desolation  fiu'  and  \nde. 
With  crimes  and  blixxl  his  hands  embroisg  ? 

To  arnLs  !  to  unus  !  ye  brave,  Ac. 

With  lujtury  and  prido  surroimded. 

The  trile  iniatiato  desiwts  dare, 
(Their  thirst  of  power  and  gold  unbounded,) 

To  mete  and  vend  the  light  and  air  : 
Like  b^ajsts  of  burden  would  they  load  us, 

Likejgods  would  bid  their  slaves  adore  : 

But  luan  is  man,  and  who  is  more? 
Then  eiuill  they  longer  lash  and  goad  us  ? 

I  ;  To  arms  !  to  arms  !  ye  biave,  Ac. 

O  Libejriy !  can  men  remgn  thee. 

Once  having  felt  thy  generous  flame  ? 

Can  duqgeons,  bolts,  or  bars  confine  thee? 
Or  4hips  thy  noble  spirit  tame  ? 

Too  lohg  the  world  has  wept,  bewailing 
Thai  falsehood's  dagger  tyrants  wield, 
But  Ififeedom  is  our  sword  and  shield. 

And  al  1  their  arts  are  unavaihng — 

To  arms !  to  anna  !  ye  brave,  kc. 


Flaying  Hookey. 

Bang  by  Sberldan  aod  Hack. 


We're  asl  happy,  just  as  happy  a^  caa  be, 
We're  full  of  fun,  my  little  Sue  and  roe 
We  ran  ♦Way  from  school  to-day. 

And,  0b  !  we  had  such  fun ! 
Playing  Ihookey  from  the  school, 

I  kno^  is  against  the  rule. 
But  we  Aen't  care  !  when  we  got  there. 
The  sebool  it  was  b<^un. 

ChortiE  :     I  don't  care,  I  don't  care- 
Do  you.  my  little  Sue  ? 
You  know  I  don't,  you  know  I  tlont, 
•  I'm  happy  when  with  yoa. 

rirst  we  went  and  got  some  cherries  in  the  wood. 

And  m  bet  you  they  tasted  good  : 
And  than  we  went  down  to  the  pond, 

And  »-ith  the  ducks  did  play. 
Then  Jiaamy  climljed  an  apple  tree. 

And  threw  all  the  cherries  down  to  me. 
But  a  great  big  dog  he  chased  us. 

Oh !  didn't  he  fngbten  me !  Choras. 


.  <T>3cK!* 


WfTi. 
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BariMy  AlenL 

Bftxsey  Aleen,  I'm  down  by  the  gate,  j 

Don't  you  know  1  am  waiting  tor  you  7  ■ 

loQ  told  me  ^oud  come  around  about  eight, 

And  I  know  you'll  be  faithful  aad  true. 
Fm  longing  to  hew  your  Ibnd  voice  ouce  again, 

Aa  you  whispered  to  me  sweet  and  low  : 
Yoor  footetepe  I'm  longing  to  hear  in  the  lane  : 

Tor,  the  clock  luu>  strucK  eight  long  ago. 

CHOBfS. 

Bumey  Aleen,  say,  what  do  you  mean  "i 
I  know  you  are  fjoithiol  and  true  : 

It's  long  alter  eight,  and  I'm  down  by  the  gate, 
I'm  waiting,   deux  liaruey,  for  you. 

Yon  told  me  last  night  you  hod  something  to  say. 

Whan  you  kissed  me  good-bye  at  the  door  ; 
You  said  you  were  coming  to  meet  me  again. 

And  see  me  the  same  as  before. 
I  know  you  will  ask  me  to  be  your  fond  wife. 

And  the  answer,  ef  coun»,  you  can  guess  ; 
For,  Barney,  I  love  you  far  better  than  lil'e. 

And  I'll  certainly  say  to  you  "  yes."  Chonis. 

Barney  Aleen,  say,  what  do  yoti  mean? 

Do  yon  ever  intend  coming  at  all  ? 
I  hope  you've  not  wandered  with  some  other  maid, 

And  gone  to  a  party  or  ImII. 
It's  lonely  I'm  waiting  KtUl  down  by  the  gate. 

And  my  heart  groweth  sad  with  its  fear  : 
I  am  thinking,  dear  Barney,  why  you  are  so  late. 

And  your  footsteps  I'm  longing  to  hear.     Chorus. 


Some  day  when  I  am  far  away. 

Word!  by  0.  O.  Clayton.        lloalo  by  J.  J.  FrMmsn. 
Tlte  mnilc  nf  ihta  toDg  canbsobuined  of  E  H  Harding, 

Nu  388  Bowery.   Maw-Tork-  Price  10  centi. 

BardlDI'steu  ceoi  uioelo  1«  printed  from  engraved  pistes, 

(all  nado  slxa.  eqoal  in  rvnry  reipect  to  tbe  best 

mniic  pnbUabed  for  35  o«nti  p«r  copy. 


Some  day  when  I  am  far  away 

From  this  my  cherished  home  and  thee. 
Draw  near  this  harp,  and  sing  each  lay 

"Which  oft,  of  yore,  you've  sung  to  me  : 
Then  as  your  hand  glides  o'er  the  strings. 

And  as  you  breathe  each  tender  tone. 
Fond  thoughts  may  rise  on  golden  wings. 

And  you  will  not  feel  ull  alone. 

Some  day  when  I  am  far  away. 

Take  down  this  book  and  o'er  it  pore : 
And  as  yoa  rewl  Life's  pleasant  lay. 

Our  early  life  again  live  o'er — 
Yea,  B6  your  hand  glides  o'er  the  stringi, 

And  as  you  breathe  each  tender  tone. 
Fond  thoughts  may  rise  on  golden  wings, 

And  you  will  not  feel  all  alone. 

Some  day  when  I  am  far  away, 

Take  np  this  little  modest  flower, 
And,  though  its  beauty  may  decay. 

Its  scent  will  yield  a  magic  power : 
For,  as  your  hand  glides  o'er  tne  stringp; 

And  as  you  breathe  each  tender  tone. 
Fond  thoughts  will  rise  on  golden  winga. 

AnH  you  Cannot  feel  all  alone. 

^  ■■■  m 

Partiog^  at  the  Gate. 

OompoMd  by  3.  S.  Cox  for  Sheridan  k  Mack. 

I  was  walking  out,  one  evening,  • 

'Twas  in  the  month  of  May  : 
A  pretty  maid  was  by  my  side. 

Who  stole  my  heart  away  ; 
She  looked  so  sweet  and  loving — 

I  vowed  that,  soon  or  late, 
rd  steal  a  kiss  from  that  young  miSB, 
When  parting  at  the  gate. 
Chorus:  Twas  on  one  pleasant  summer's  night, 
(But  never  mind  how  late: ) 
I  vowed  to  kiss  this  charming  miss. 
When  parting  at  the  gate. 

We  met  quite  oflen,  after  that, 

"Till,  on  one  summer-night 
I  told  my  love — she  did  the  same  :  . 

I  trembUil  with  delight—  .  ....'     ;    ;], 

She  Towed  that  she'd  he  faithftil,      *^  ■'  '  ' 

I  blessed  my  lucky  fate  : 
Of  course,  I  kissed  this  charming  mias, 

When  parting  at  the  gate.  Chorus. 


Believe  Me  True. 

By  Cpton. 


Oh  !  yee,  believe,  believe  me  troo—       .  >?* 
Though  lalsehotKl's  tongue  our  loves  would  sever, 

The  world  niiist  chanye  ere  I  from  you. 
And  every  piUse  !«  cold  for  ever.       •    r  - . 

Oh  !  yos,  believe,  bi-lifvt)  me  true—  '•      ' 

Though  friends  to  jwit  us  may  endeavor,"      • 

The  breubt,  loud  braa.st,  that  throbs  for  yoa. 
Can  leave  thee,  deartst,  leave  thee  never  ! 

Oh  !  then,  believe,  believe  mo  true — 
Let  come  what  may,  I'll  love  thee  ever  : 

While  life  is  mine,  1  li\t'  for  you. 
And  nought  but  d«ath  our  hearts  oan  sever — 


Simple  Simon. 

As  ■OBg  by  Eddie  Brady,  tbe  anccessfal  comlqne. 


Minnie  Gray. 


Written  Ijy  Will  L.  Tbomrson. 

The   Mnalc   C'li    lie  n*  tslued  t>f8.  Uralnard's  Sena, 

MuaioPubliabera,  i03  ^HperlorSt.OieTeland,  O. 


In  a  pretty  littlo  cottiij^'c  by  the  sea-Khore, 

Where  the  i\y  and  tho  houcy.^nckle  twine. 
Lives  tbe  swct  test,  the  deiire-st  little  ilarling 

That  ever  deigned  to  elmnn  tliis  heart  ol  mine. 
She'K  as  foir  and  a.s  [>ure  as  the  lily. 

And  as  chiinuing  as  the  tiii^-  tlowers  of  May  : 
Oh  I  I  never  shall  Hirget  my  channing  Minnie, 
I  shall  never  cease  to  love  sweet  Miiuiie  Gray. 
Chonis  :  Miimie  Gray,  Minnie  Gray, 

In  the  cozy  Lttle  ci>ttjige  by  the  sea  : 
She's  the  s\f  eetest,  the  dearest  little  darling. 
Oh  I  Minnie,  thou  art  ull  the  \\ovh\  to  me, 

To<;pther  we  have  wandered  iu  the  Miivliiiie, 

When  tbe  robin  stui^'  his  merry  warbling  lay  : 
Ti)f;etLor  we  have  spent  the  liiijipy  nKiiueuts, 

in  the  tv.ilight  ot  the  tiist  departing  day  : 
Oh  !  Minnie,  nhall  I  evt  r  call  thee  uiii:o,  love  ? 

I  am  waitini,'  tor  tluit  haiipy,  Imppy  day  ; 
There  never  wus  a  niuuleii  half  so  iovily 

As  my  pretty  little  darUng.  Minnie  Grey.     Cho, 


Decrease  of  Crime. 

Written  for  Oforge  Harris,  and  sanit  by  talm 
with  great  snoceaa.  Air:    Crime. 


Oh  !  I'm  a  curious  comical  cove,  and  cvCTybody 

knows  it,  oh  ! 
Hay  rickity  barlow,  cocky-doodle-do. 
I  was  bom  one  day,  my  mother  was  out,  and 

luy  father  wat>n't  ut  home,  oh 
Hay  rickity  barlow,  cocky-doodle-do. 
Chorus ;  u«i^-ho,  heigli-oh,  cocky-doodle-do, 
Ueigh-ho,  heigh-ho,  oocky-doodle-do. 
Where  ever  I  go,  the  people  know 
;  V         That  I'm  a  simple  Simon,  oh  ! 

Heigh,  rickity  barlow,  cocky-doodle-da 

Onoc  I  saw  a  poker  a-sfickiug  iu  tl;e  fire,  oh  ! 

Heigh  rickity  barlow,  cocky-doodle-do  : 
TopoU  it  out  and  play  with  it,  of  course,  was  my 
.      '  desire,  oh ! 

Heigh  rickity  barlow,  C0cky-d<.>odk-do. 

Heigh-ho,  heigb-l>0>  ix. 

Now  I  pulled  it  out  and  turned  round  the  wrong 

end  I  got  hold. 
Heigh  rickity  barlow,  cocky-doodlfr<lo: 
I  very  quickly  dropped  it  down  without  waiting 

to  bo  told, 
Heigh  lickity  barlow,  cocky-doodle-do. 

.    '  Heigh  ho,  heigh  ho,  Jtc. 

So  now,  my  friends,  I  must  be  off,  I've  told  you 

all  I  know. 
Heigh  rickity  barlow,  cocky-doodle-do  : 
m  be  verj-  glad  to  sing  a  song,  whenever  you  like  to  call. 
Heigh  rickity  barlow,  cocky-doodle-do. 

Heigh  ho,  heigh  ho,  ic. 
■■\,     m  i«i  m  

Help  Yourself 

MOTTO   SONG.  "  ' 

Words  by  J.  D.  Murphy.  Music  by  E.  D.  Oooding. 


I  oft  take  a  walk  throuf.'h  the  city, 

^Vhere  througs  that  iTe  strange  may  be  seen  : 
And  I'll  tell  what  I  Kit V,,  in  this  lUtty, 

In  a  few  of  the  jiaees  I've  been. 
I  go  when  the  theaters  are  closing. 

And,  thoughtful.  I  stroll  thi-oni,'h  the  street: 
'Tis  the  time  when  th.  neh  are  carousing. 

And  the  hoinelesK  iu  misery  you  meet-. 

Let  the  working  men  all  pull  together 
In  the  tight  Initween  Libor  and  cash  : 

And  each  ilirk  da\  will  change  to  fair  weather, 
And  Right  (jvei'Mi-ht  hold  the  lash. 

Let  a  swell  iu  his  wine  be  inciting.  ; 

The  police  will  in  l<;u  ;  ;•.  s  liim  by  :  • 
There's  no  danger  from  li; . .  ets  resulting,  ■■    = 

If  he  gives  them  a  bri'iH-  ou  the  sly — 
But  let  iH)verty  sit  on  ihe  door  step,  ^        '  -    ,; 

As  an  emblem  of  hunger  and  woe. 
They  will  dmg  thoni  like  sheep  to  tlio  slitughtor, 

To  the.crime-hajonted  cell  they  must  go. 

I  Let  tho  working  men,  Ac. 

Search  the  gilded  salootm  of  the  wealthy. 

And  nuirk  well  their  jK>njp  .ind  tlieir  pride  : 
If  they  think  you're  in  want  of  a  dollar,  .. 

Your  poverty  they'll  but  deride - 
Tho'  their  cash  it  was  gained,  through  their  fathers. 

By  the  sweat  from  tlie  bn>w  of  the  jkkii. 
They  will  langh  if  from  hunger  you're  dyiug, 

And  burl  you  with  sconi  from  their  door. 

I  Let  the  working  men,  &c. 

Not  a  week  but  a  hank  now  is  closiii;'. 

And  the  earnings  of  laltor  is  stole. 
While  the  victims  at  home  are  I<m<l  iiursian 

The  fiends  who  their  savingMeoutiol.  •   ,;_ 

If  a  million  is  gra«|jed  from  the  people,    .  < 

'Tis  accounted  no  sin  iu  this  town  :  -  ,'     r--' 

Only  steal,  when  you're  huugry.  a  dfiUar,  ". ;  .i 

.told  then  they  will  trample  you  down — 

Let  the  working  men,  Ac. 


Help  yourself,  ;  ; 

Never  dei)end  on  the  aid  of  another. 
If  friend  or  acquaintance,  or  uncle  or  brother  : 

Help  yourself, 
Tough  though  the  journey  up  hill —  rough  though 

it  be  by  the  way. 
Step  by  step,  climb  with  a  will— gain  something 

every  day. 
•   .     ■  CHoBua.'-'.. 

Then  never  depend  on  another  for  aid, 
Work  till  a  name  and  a  station  you've  made  : 
Struggle  and  strive  and  save  your  pelf. 
And  stick  to  the  motto  of  help  yourself. 

Help  yourself : 
Though  a  friend  in  ii<*d  is  a  friend  indeed. 
Yet  friends  seldom  help  other  friends  to  succeed. 

Help  yoursell". 
Blot  the  word /(/('/ from  your  book — make  it  the 

nile  to  succeed. 
Do  it  by  hook  or  by  crook,  if  honor  but  sanction 

the  deed. 
Then  never,  «tc. 

Help  yourself :  ^^  '   • '[ 

Thousands  who  do  it,  succeed  every  day : 
Thousiinds  who  won't  do  it,  fall  by  the  w»y — 

Help  yonrw'lf,  ._.- 

Strike  the  air  Imo  of  suocefis :  keep  it  as  long  as  yon  can. 
Use  the  word  will  for  I(jucs.t,  and  oe  every  inch  of  a  man. 
Last  CaoRrs. 
Then  never  depend  on  another  for  aid  . 
,         If  granted,  it's  got  to  be  sometime  repaid  : 

Struggle  and  strive  and  you'll  gain  the  pdt',        ' 
With  no  one  to  thank  that  you  helped  yoursell  r 


••»- 


TRAXSPOSmON. 

Nma,  hoghrut  lal  saeg  fo  wlngrioe  emit, 
Ggunnhucai  anm,  ni  rveye  gnryvia  melic, 
Smede  shi  nwo  dlna  eht  dalu  fo  rveye  rdiep, 
Edbvole  yb  eanvhe  reo'  lla  hte  drlow  dseieb; 
•Sih  ehmo.  eht  tpso  fo  trhae  elvmpruse  t]ab% 
A  arrdee,  retwese  pots  fiita  lal  het  site. 

SOLtniOM. 

>Ian,  through  all  ages  of  revolving  time. 
Unchanging  man,  in  every  varying  clime, 
Deems  his  own  land  tbe  land  of  every  pride. 
Beloved  by  Heaven  o'er  all  the  world  beside  ; 
His  home,  the  spot  of  earth  supremely  blest) 
A  dearer,  sweeter  spot  than  all  the  reat 


M*i 


1^^ 


■  ^    '  ^- 
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Heenan  and  Sayen. 

By  John  Mtckeaile— Air  :  Donnelly  and  Cooper. 


rM  on  tbe  lixtMntb  day  of  April  thai 

tbey  kgreed  io  flgbt, 
I  inoDej  It  wM  all  pat  np  and  eTerytbing  waa  right. 
Beenau  «M  arn-atad  aud  broUKbt  to  tbe  coauty  jail, 
ere  be  waa  bald  to  keep  tbe  peace  oBder 

tUree  bundred  ball. 

frienda  tbey  went  qnlokly  tbere  and  tbey 

did  ball  bim  ant, 
waa  forced  to  cbaoge  bla  training  sronnd 

•Dd  take  anotber  roate. 
>y  tboagbt  for  to  dlaeonrag e  blm  ao 

aa  to  prevent  tbe  mill, 
baTlog  a  brare  heart  in  blm  awore 

tbat  Sayer'a  blood  he'd  apllL 

lee  tboae  beroea  In  the  ring  it  woald 

ma  lie  yonr  heart  feel  g*y. 
b  bore  a  amile  upon  bia  face  iu  honor  of  tbe  day. 
apectatora  tbey  were  eager  tboae  cbampiona  for  to  ae«, 
,  tbey  both  aaid  tbat  they'd  eitber  die 

or  gain  tbe  Tlctory. 

la  wiB  called,  tbey  both  atood  op.  the 

excitement  It  waa  great 
lee  tboae  Champlooa  aeeking  for  to  aeal 

each  otber'a  Ate. 
era  he  made  a  left  band  punch  at  Heenan'a  pretty  face, 

0  auickiy  dodged  aud  with  a  blow 

laid  Tommy  naar  a  cat*. 

when  tbe  aeoond  round  came  on.  the         .H   '  '.- '".;;.  . 

Briton  wai  np  to  tlma, 
nan  gaTe  him  another  blow  whicb 

nearly  broke  bia  aplne. 
frienda  tbey  then  began  to  abeer, 

which  made  Sayert  feel  aad, 
,  be  tbonght  tbat  bed  aaally  win.  wbich 

would  make  tbe  Tankeaa  mad. 

Bra  waa  np  to  time  again  and  bla  face  It  bore  a  amile, 
nan  made  a  paaa  at  biiu,  which  aligbtly 

brniaed  bia  dial  .- 
made  a  terrific  right  hand  punch  wbich 

gi)t  home  on  Heenan'a  Jowl, 
qnlckly  a  aledge-hammer-blow  cauaed 

Sayera  for  to  bowl. 

lok  of  tnelanchnly  waa  npon  each  Briton'a  face  :.-  - 
y  tbonght  tbat  Sayera  would  get  wbtped 

and  to  E  •gltai  ba  a  diagrace. 
then  be  got  a  bandaome  blow  npun 

braTa  Heeoau'a  nob  ; 
ir  faoea  bore  a  amile  again  and  tbe  betting 

ou  Sayera  wai  odd. 

le  waa  called,  tbey  botb  were  np  to  toe 

tbe  acratcb  once  more  : 
sra  got  home  on  Heenan'a  mug.  which 

made  tbe  Britona  roar  : 
nan  followed  quickly  np  and  aa  Sayera  turned  around, 
met  him  witli  a  right  band  blow  wbich 

aprawled  bim  on  tbe  ground. 

1  Sayera  waa  up  to  time  again  and  be  looked  Tery  bad  .- 
nan  looked  as  freab  again,  wbicb 

made  the  Bbitohs  mad  ; 
y  bad  a  little  falae  aparrlng,  then 

at  each  other  did  gaze, 
Bn  Heenan  aprawled  blm  out  again 

wbich  did  tbe  bttlli  amaze. 

n  tbe  cbaera  and  bawla  of  Heenan'a  frienda 

would  make  your  heart  feel  gay  : 
,  tbey  were  aura,  tbey  bad  no  doubt  but 

he  would  gain  tbe  day. 
frienda  of  Sayera  began  to  think 

tbat  be  won  Id  aoon  glTe  in, 
1  to  think  their  obampion  would  get  bfat, 

it  cauaed  them  to  grin. 

ftght  waa  drawing  to  a  eloae.  the 

excitement  growing  worae, 
(rlendi  of  Haenan  they  did  cheer  and 

of  Sayera  tbey  did  cnrse. 
BULLa  wera  anra  that  Heenan  would  win, 

whicb  eauaed  them  all  to  fret, 
,  erery  cent  tbat  they  were  worth  on  Sayera  it  waa  bet 

then  the  tbirty-aerenth  ronnd  oame  on,  to  be  tbe  laat : 
Briton'a  frienda  tbey  plainly  aaw 

their  man  waa  falling  fkal ; 
en  Eaenan  gaTe  him  another  blow  wbich 

made  tbem  feel  fbrlom, 
Briton'a  frienda  Jnmp«d  fn  tbe  ring 

and  aaid  tbe  flgbt  waa  drawn. 

Beanan  called  on  Sayera  again  to  come  and  fight  It  out, 
be  waa  ao  badly  pnnlahad,  be  could 

Bcaroety  open  bia  month, 
nan  aaid  :  tlie  fight  ia  mine  and  atood  npon  bia  ground, 
Ing  :  I  am  tbe  cbamplon  of  tbe  world 

Id  the  tliirtyaeTanth  roiud. 


rhere  ia  no  gri«f  like  the  grief  that  doea  not 

He  who  girea  you  fair  worde  only  feeds  you  with 
empty  i>poon. 

some  persona  will  liaten  to  oo  eonriotioos  but 
Bt  they  derive  from  fatal  experience. 


Old  Hickory's  Days. 

By  Bug.  T.  Joh&aton— Air :  Oar  Orand-Tathara'  daya. 


A  aoBg  I'll  now  alog  of  the  hnppT  d>Ta  gone  hjr. 

When  peace  and  proaperiiy  reixiird  in  tbe  land  ; 
Tbeu.  tbe  Nortb  and  tbe  South  were  logetber  un1t«d. 

And  ere  dvatard  Traitora  had  kindled  the  krand  ; 
Wlieu  o  d  Andrew  Jucli8<u  waa  bend  of  our  nation, 

A  Soldier  and  8t*teain>n   who  irade  no  delay, 
But  quickly  put  down  tbe  bold  Nullification. 

AuU  aaved  our  dear  land,  iu  old  Ulckory'a  daya. 

In  old  Hickory's  days,  we'd  no  ahoddy  contractors. 

That  awlndled  tbe  natlnn  tbey  pretended  to  lore  : 
Our  mercbants  were  houeat.  and  tbeir  uianntacturea 

Ware  free  from  all  ahoddy.  aa  hiatory  will  proTa. 
In  old  Hickory'a  da.ra.  h-tya  wore  no  false  muatacbloa, 

And  girls  of  fourteeu  didn't  Lave  tbeir  own  way  : 
Tbe  people  ware  honest,  aiid  no  Bonntj-jumpera 

Were  ever  beard  of,  iu  old  Hickory'a  daya. 

In  old  Hickory'a  daya.  we  had  no  Prof  oat-Marabala, 

Drawing  a  large  aalary.  aud  uothiug  to  do  .  . 
Our  good  Loyal  Heu  forged  no  proclaiuatioua  : 

Ob  no  '  we'd  a  man  tbat  would  put  tbem  throngta. 
In  old  Hickory'a  daya.  mighty  scarce  were  Pawn-brokers  : 

Fur.  people  llTed  wjtbin  tbeir  nieana  and  tbeir  waya  : 
And  our  bar-rooma  were  not  ao  infested  with  Soakera  : 

For,  tbey,  too,  »'ere  acarce,  in  old  Hickory'a  daya. 

In  old  Hickory's  days  Fiuukeya  and  Connter-Jnmiwrs 

Didn't  wear  broadcloth,  aad  cut  a  big  daab  : 
Ob,  no  '.  tbey  were  aaTing  and  laid  by  their  money. 

Well  knowing  tbeir  beat  friend  in  n»ed  waa  tbeir  caab. 
Oar  ladies  apeut  part  of  tbeir  time  in  tbe  kitchen. 

Could  cook  tbeir  own  dlunera  aud  make  their  own  ataya. 
Knit  atockinga,  make  ahirta  and  other  aucb  Axina  : 

And  aucU  were  tbe  gala,  in  old  Hickory'a  daya  '. 


The  Sailor's  Adieu. 


Farewell  to  New-England  '  tby  wblte  cliffs  adien  ! 
Can  tbe  gale  l>e  auapicioua  that  brara  me  from  you  t 
Though  oceans  divide  us  aa  wide  as  tbe  pole. 
No  distance  can  change  the  true  love  of  my  aonl  : 
Aa  well  might  my  ineasniates  determine  to  bale 
All  tbe  watera  tbat  fill  up  old  Neptiine'a  great  pall, 
Aa  direct  mv  firm  luind  from  its  f>n<i  thought  of  yon- 
Farewell  to  New-England  !  dear  Mary,  adieu  '. 

Dear  Mary,  adieu  '  cau  tbat  abip  go  to  wreck. 

Where  every  pbuk  t>earB  yonr  aweet  name  on  tbe  deck  ? 

Nay.  many  lovc-knota  on  the  topa  I  have  made 

While  guileless,  my  shipmatea  at  chequera  have  played. 

Tbeir  apurta  ar«  not  paatime   but  sorrow  to  me  : 

My  mind  is  more  happy  in  alRhing  to  thee  ! 

More  happ  '  by  far  when  tbiuLiiig  of  you — 

For,  the  hope  of  return  takes  the  atlng  from  adien  ! 

Tea  !  the  hope  of  return's  nil  the  joy  of  a  tar, 
'Tia  bis  compnas  bis  helm— 'tis  bis  guide  and  bla  star  : 
'TIS  impreased  ou  bia  bosom  tbe  nioinent  be  aaila. 
It  shortens  long  nlgbla   and  it  qnickena  light  galea  : 
The  dull  uiidnight  watch  it  senna  limplug  away. 
And  dawDS  a  new  hope  on  bia  mind  with  tbe  day  : 
With  rapture  it  makea  hia  affectiona  to  burn. 
And  chsngea  adieu  into  welcome  return  ! 


Morrissey  and  Heenan  Fight 


By  J.  J.  W. 


Oh  !  was  not  that  a  glorious  sight 
To  see  those  two  heroes  in  a  fi^bt, 
And  on  each  other  try  their  skill,     •;    - 
To  prove  the  victor  of  the  mill —    .■•'•:- 
To  gain  a  trifle  more  of  wealth.       -  ^  ;:^ 
Wiui  the  privilege  of  the  belt  ? 

This  manly  tug  was  ended  fair. 
Everything  being  on  the  square  : 
And  though  Morrissey  won  the  fight,    : 
Beenan  pressed  him  pretty  tight. 
And  many  thought  tnat  at  the  call 
Morrissey  would  not  win  at  aU. 

To  the  end  it  was  givk  and  taki, 
The  blows  making  both  men  quake. 
And  stagger  as  if  on  a  drunk — 
'Twas  hard  to  tell  who  would  be  luuik^. 
Until,  in  less  than  one  half  hour,     :  ^• 
Morrissey  sliowcd  the  right  bower. 

Both  men  could  not  possibly  win. 
And  neither  of  them  would  give  in  : 
So  let  us  fill  our  glasses  high. 
And  hope  they  both  may  never  die, 
That  they  may  live  to  see  the  day 
To  participate  in  another  fray. 


Why  Is  a  Cast  young  lady  like  a  steamboat  ?  He- 
oaoae  she  never  goes  ahead  without  a  Swell  after 
her. 


1 1  Played  Out 

Snng  by  Tony  Ptator— Air  :  King  asd  Conatfyaan. 


New  IT  wokZM  e4i$a  np  every  yaar. 
Which  all  ronnd,  ap  and  down,  we  bear  : 
Tbare'a  one  which  all  around  folks  vhoot. 
Aud  all  of  yon  know— it  is    Plats^-ow  - 
Chorus  :    Wtik  ri  too  rai  l<w.  ki|ao  raloa 

If  yon  happen  to  owe  a  man  a  bill. 

And  dodge  it  with  new  excuaaa  stlU, 

And  tell  blm  you'll  pay  next  werk    no  dnabt. 

He'll  quickly  reply  :  Couie,  that's  played  ont ' 

With  ri  toa,  *e. 

When,  on  some  etsning  ont  yon  roam. 
And  ratber  late  c(>a>e  creeping  borne  : 
*'  Where  have  yog  been  atayiug  ?  "  your  wifa  balwa  cni. 
<•!  waa  keptat  ths  lodge.  "—She  criea  -  that'*  played  ont 

Witbri  too.  Ac. 

Ton  go  home  to  dice,  quite  ripe  for  feeding  : 
The  cook  or  wifelB.been  gaddiUK  or  reading  : 
They  aay  :  Bntchier  came  late,  and  tbe  fire  want  rat. 
Tou  bang  at  the  plate,  crying  :  that 'a  played  ont ! 

With  rl  too,  ac 

Ton  go  to  a  club  f<ir  wine  and  wit. 

And.  in  nice  expeotatiou   alt  : 

Yon  hear  a  aiale  Joke,  and  angry  ahont : 

"  Oh  !  dry  np,  otU  boaa,  tbat'a  played  oat  '. 

With  rl  too,  te. 

The  rolltlcian  will  mount  the  atum|>. 
And  awear  bla  roan  and  meaaure  a  tramp  : 
You've  heard  it  before,  and  are  apt  to  ahnnt. 
With  your  thaml»  On  your  noae  :  tbat'a  played  eat ! 

With  rt  toe,  to. 

Tonr  gay  wife  aeeer  rich  Jewela  and  dresses. 
And  tickles  y<iu  ronud  with  fond  ca'eeaeN. 
With  her  eyee  on  your  pocket  or  thereabont. 
Till  yon  give  her  a  cooler  with  i  tbai'a  pbived  ont ' 

Witb  rl  too.  ka 

A  conghing  old  bnck  of  aix(y-flve— 

He  »«»•»  a  young  beauty  — f>-els  all  alive  . 

With  bia  purse  iu  bia  band,  be  comes  bowing  abovt. 
Says  she  :  "  Old  ^d  you're  all  played  out  '.  " 

Witb  rl  too.  to. 

Although  onr  Staltaa  may  bare  aome  Jars, 

Should  a  foreign  power  inault  our  Stare, 

Tbe  country  united  will  aet  np  a  about. 

And  we'll  abow  'siit  Columbiana  are  DeTerpbyad  ont. 

With  rt  too,  to. 


BitwHn  Mokr:88it  avd  Hioa*. 
Compoaed  by  3.  Brady— Air  :  Donnally  and  Cooper 


Yon  sporting  sons  of  New-Tork  I  hope  yo«  will  draw  near, 
I  will  tell  yon  aa  tme  a  atory  as  ever  yon  did  hear : 
It  concerna  a  figbt  which  took  place  the  other  day. 
And  our  hero  he  did  conquer,  on  the  plalua  of  Canada. 

When  Morrissey  got  the  challenge,  be 

received  It  with  great  might, 

He  ran  unto  hia  t)aoker8.  and  told  tbem  be  bad  to  flgbt. 
Oo  ou  go  ou.  my  noble  boy,  go  oo  and  yon  will  aee. 
All  we  are  worth  that  day  we'll  bet  upon  yon,  Morrissey. 

Morrissey.  true  game,  be  pointed  ont  the  day. 

On  tbe  20th  of  October  to  have  this  grand  display  : 

On  tbe  20th  of  Octoter  the  sports  did  all  agree. 

And  tbat'a  the  w^y  tbe  Benicia  Boy  did  flight  with  Morrissey. 

It  waa  a  pleaaant  Wedneaday  morning  when 

tbe  aon  waa  sblnlng  brlf  ht,' 
Tbere  a  large  aaaetnblage  gathered  to  aee  the  flfbt. 
And  then  two  baity  champions  strippedoff  for  the  dtaplay. 
They  boldly  stepped  into  tbe  ring,  at  the  plains  of  Canada. 

For  the  flrat  4  ronada  of  the  l>attla  Morrissey  took  it  vary  eool. 
Bat  coming  on  tfaa  &th  round  be  aaid  ha  would  be  bo  fool. 
Ha  turned  to  bia  aecondr.  and  tbua  to  them  did  aay  : 
Ob !  now  1  am  goli^g  to  have  him  low,  at  tbe  plaina  of  Canada. 

There  waa  a  hnndred  now  to  twenty  bet  on  Morrissey, 
But  BO  one  to  aocspt  it  aa  yoa  will  plainly  sea. 
They  aaid  tbat  tbey  would  bet  no  more. 

and  neither  would  ttoy  ^ttf. 
For,  tbsy  saw  tbalr  man  waa  whipped  upon 

the  plaina  of  Canada. 

Coming  on  the  liini  round,  tbey  bad  a  little  ekat. 
He  bit  bim  in  tbe  Jugular,  aad  knocked  hia  man  gnitaSai; 
It's  there  he  lay  a  full  half  hour  before  bed  aoytblogtoaay. 
And  onr  hero  was  crowned  victor  on  the  plaina  of  ~ 


Ton  bullies  of  Bptleia  Boy  yonr  boaating  now  five  o'er. 
Since  Morriasey  baa  conquered  ye,  aad 

Isfl  ye  In  your  ton  t 
9oT  I  am  anre  myself  they  both  cnrae  aad  raa  the  day. 
When  flrat  they  challenged  Morrlaaay  to  flgbt  at  <Vrr*a, 

Long  life  to  brave  John  Morrissey  and 

all  hia  Bobia  MeaAa, 
I/ong  Ufa  to  all  his  backera  on  them  we  may  dapead. 
Ltkewtae  bla  Jolly  tratnera  that  did  show  bim  tbe  way. 
To  laab  tbe  Benicia  Bully   ou  the  plains  of  Canada. 


a  i«i  m* 


A    pedant  BetfarV^d    U>   a  farmer  :    "  T   rtionot 
'  ■  1  <ini  moilar  ixold,  '    ■■•■•':  tht 
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THE     SmeERS^   JOUBmJLL.. 


The  Actor's  Daughter. 

(  Continued. ) 


when  tlegant  young  men  are  always  at  their 
heels,  fiUing  their  hemU  full  of  nibbish.  Ive  had 
my  bittiTexiKjrience  with  Julia  ;  she  has  sense,  and 
plr-nty  of  cleverness  — almost  too  much,  I'n)  afraid. 
She  has  read  every  book,  and  can  recite  hundreds  of 
lovoly  poems  ,  and  as  far  as  her  work  is  concerned, 
slic  Jols  iinbroidery  better  than  any  of  the  girls 
about  here.  And,  now,  look  how  she's  clianged 
sinoe  tiiat  young  swvll  catiie  dangling  after  her  - 
proriii.-iin;^  to  marry  lier,  and  then  ending  in  jilting 
her  ;  h»-r  life  is  poisoneil  ;  she  is  a  poor,  pitiful 
cri'iiture  now.  lltr  head  is  filled  with  nothing  but 
the  one  tliought  of  tliis  man,  and  his  der<trtion  of 
her.  1  may  come  homo  in  tho  evening  at  whatever 
time  1  like,  she  is  always  sitting  at  her  work  with 
8W(dlen  eyes,  looking  paler  and  thinner  everyday. 
I  do  believe  ehe  11  di    of  a  broken  heart,  pmir  little 

sister,    and lait, "      interrupted     I'cachfold, 

stopping  in  his  energetic  speech,  "what  is  the 
matter  with  you,  Mr.  llatumond?  Vou  are  looking 
quite  sad.     I  do  believe  I  see  tears  in  your  eyes." 

••  .\h  !"  replied  Hammond,  putting  hiB  hand- 
kerchief to  his  eyes.  '•  There  is  no  wonder,  either, 
foryonr  well-drawn  picture  touches  a  chord  in  my 
own  strangely-eventful  life." 

"  Your  life?  ' 

"Yes,  .loseph  Peachfold,  it  is  so!"  said  Hani- 
inond,  still  sobbing.  '•  The  sorrowing  individual 
who  has  the  honor  of  standing  here  U'fore  you,  is 
also  the  miserable  victim  of  aristocratic  llioii<;lit- 
lessness.  Oh,  the  folly — tlie  thoughtlessnces  of 
youth  ;  Mr.  Peachfold,  do  you  happ«n  to  have  a 
fuzee-match  by  you  ?" 

Mr.  Hammond  here  trii-d  to  ight  his  pipe,  which 
had  gone  nut  in  the  mcaniime 

I'eachfol.l  looked  at  him,  and  shot>k  his  head 
thoughtfully. 

"  Mr.  Hammond,  take  care  of  yourself,  saia  he, 
tapping  his  forehead  gravely  ;  then  drawing  a 
niaicli-box  from  his  pocket,  he  stepped  up  to  the 
wall  and  set  it  alight.  After  handing  it  to  his 
friend,  lie  continued,  '  I'ut  I  wns  g"5ing  to  say  1 
am  heartily  sick  of  tlie  alfair.  and  am  g  'inr  to  I>t)t 
an  end  to  it.  1  he  g.rl  is  to  have  this.  1  am 
sending  her  away,  a  long  distance  from  here,  to  a 
relative  who  liv<-*  in  the  country,  and  1  hope  ih- 
change  will  put  otlur  ideas  into  her  head." 

"Oh,  I  see;  and  hence  tlie  preparation  for  a 
journey  ?"  a.'iked  Hammond,  pointing  to  the  trunk 
and  carpel-bag. 

•'  Yes  ;  the  coach  starts  in  an  hour." 

At  this  juncture  ihe  glass  d.>or  Lading  into  the 
passage  was  opened,  and  a  young  man  slepjied 
towards  Hammond. 

He  was  of  pli'asing  exterior,  healthy-looking, 
and  hi*  regular  features  were  bi-onzed  by  wmd  and 
sun.  His  hair  was  curly,  his  tigure  of  middle 
hei^t,  but  actively  and  strongly  made,  forming 
altogether  a  wliole  whioli  wi mid  creale  satisfiiction 
in  everyone's  mind.  I  he  blue  eyes  lookeil  boldly 
into  the  world  ;  but  there  was  wmietliingeven  more 
than  mere  youthful  merriment  in  his  expression, 
for  one  could  almost  fancy  he  was  adicted  to  harm- 
lees  cunning.  He  was  dressed  in  a  sliooling- 
costunie.  and  bore  the  geneial  stamp  of  being 
a  country  gentleman,  accustomed  to  country 
pursuits.  His  necktie  was  carelessly  knotted  under 
a  faultlessly  clean  collar. 

"  Ha!  ha  !  there  yon  are  ray  g«od  young  friend 
— true  to  your  promise!"  cried  Ir'ammond.rnsliirig 
forward  to  meet  him.  "  I'm  so  glad  you've  come; 
I  must  say  I  hardly  expected  your  risit  so  soon.  ' 

"  How  goes  it  with  you  to-day,  sir?"  asks  the 
yonng  man  juessing  the  other's  hand. 

"Ah!  Ii'>w  should  it  go  with  me?  !o  answer 
with  the  (i  riH-k  sage,  I  should  say  like  a  soap  bubble 
always  decreasing.  But  come  in.  '  continued 
Hammond,  opening  the  door  of  his  own  apitriment. 
'  Si«p  into  this  mo<le»t  room,  which  I  tna^  my 
hides  an  inl<re8tin;r  individua''s  fate  l)elwe'-n  its 
walls.  You  are  ])hil  sup'ner  tnougli  ii' t  t'>  tuk'- 
heed  of  ouiwHrii  appearances,  as  they  are  probably 
rather  dusty  at  present,  for  my  attendant  spirit 
my  Ariel,  baa  not  yet  descended  from  his  regions 
of  li(rhl  to  tidy  up  thi^  solitary  hermitage  in 
which 

'•Oh.  lh.it  does  at  sigi.ify  in  the  least,"  inier- 


n^ted  the  young  man,  laughing  at  the  other's 
long  speeoli,  and  following  him  into  hie  apartment, 
around  which  he  gazed  with  twinkling  eyes.  For 
the  old  man's  lodging  Ijad  the  effect  of  setting  one 
into  a  laughing  humor.  I  he  nxmi  was  small,  and 
boasted  of  an  exceedingly  faded  carpel ;  it  waa  the 
true  type  of  a  bachelor's  untidy  doinestioity. 
Clothes,  books,  linen,  pa|vrs,  shoes,  and  articles 
of  every  sort  littered  llie  table  nnd  chairs  ;  a  large 
inkstand  stood  upon  a  shaky  chair,  with  a  broken 
leg,  and  thus  was  in  continual  danger  of  emptying 
its  contents  upon  the  tiior  at  some  unwary  move- 
ment from  its  master  ;  the  tray  bearing  his  break- 
fit^t  was  propped  upon  a  number  of  different  xized 
volumes  upon  ihe  tnhle,  and  formed  a  crooked 
plain  that  would  set  a  |>«rson  not  accustomeil  to 
acrobatic  feats  of  orockeryware  into  a  perfect 
flutter,  f  >r  fea>  that  every  mumeiit  would  see  the 
plates  and  dishes  lodged  upon  tliu  carpet. 

1  he  old  tin  coffee-pot,  which  was  leaning  as  far 
forward  as  the  Tower  of  Pisa,  seemed  quite  content 
with  its  )>osition.  Ihe  experiences  of  a  long  and 
eventful  life  may  certainly  have  taught  it  to 
regard  a  probable  fall  in  a  very  different  manner 
than  the  young,  untried  china  pot  could  po.  jibly 
hnve  done  ;  at  lefi)*t,  it  gjiowed  signs  that  it  had 
Come  out  of  Several  accidents  of  this  sort  with 
great  presence  of  mind,  arid  no  more  serious  loss 
than  its  h;indle,  c«>vcr,  or  part  of  the  spout. 

.Several  irints  of  celebrated  actors,  which  were 
fAf>tened  up  ly  small  tin-tacks,  decorated  the  walls. 
Mr.  Hammond  seisetl  Hie  back  of  one  of  the 
cliiiir.-",  gave  ii  n  fiieM<lly  shove,  and  freed  ii  from 
allit.s  burden,  which  fell,  with  a  terrific  bang,  to  the 
ground.  ftei  t!ii.<,  he  drew  it  lo  the  table,  and 
j)re8ented  it,  wiili  a  f.iiinal  bow,  lo  llie  stranger. 
I  hen  reaching  down  anew,  hftnd.xot!iely  embroidered 
slipper  frotu  liie  cornercnpboard,  he  went  forward, 
as  if  aboiilto|>re«enlitt<)hisyouiig  friend,  butsud- 
denlydrew  back,  with  a  hasty  movement,  whilst  the 
chinking  of  some  pieces  of  money  wos  distinctly 
audible. 

'  It  seems  thftt  vou  place  all  your  spare  cosh  in 
slipjier  .  Intichcd  the  stranger.  "  I'robably  to 
prevent  V  walking  away  ?  ' 

"  Ah  I  if  lie  only  coiild  maniige  to  keep  it  at 
home,  how  go. id  that  would  be, '  replied  Ham- 
moiul,  wiili  u  comic  sigh  ;  "  but  I  was  about  to 
pre^ictit  iis  I  win  brother  to  you.  ' 

With  tlii*.  he  placed  the  fellow  slip|)er  before 
his  guest,  who  at  once  saw  that  this  one  served  its 
master  as  a  ci:;ar  cu*e. 

"  Help  youreelf.  my  dear  Jlr.  Godfrey,"  saia 
HummoiiJ.  looking  among  the  articles  that  lit  tere<l 
the  table,  for  his  iiiaichbox.  "nd  selling  the  old 
coffee-pot  in  grunt  jeopardy. 

)  lie  young  man  had  taken  the  slipper  from 
Hammond's  hand,  and  after  selecting  a  cigar  for 
himself  looked  long  and  attentively  at  the  pretty 
Worsted  work. 

•  .\re  Ihey  not  lovely,  my  young  friend  ?  They 
were  given  to  me  by  my  daughter,  who  kindly 
worked  lliem  for  me,"  remarked  Hammond,  smiling 
pleasantly. 

"  Jsy  your  daughter?  I  fancied  so  !"  cried  the 
young  man,  lost  in  thought,  as  he  regardid  llie 
work. 

"  They  are  really  too  pretty  to  wear,"  exclaimed 
the  old  gentleman,  "therefore  I  have  promoted 
them  to  a  higher  sphere." 

"Your  daughter  works  very  beautifully  nnd 
tastefully  !"  remarked  young  Godfrey. 

".She  is  an  excellent  girl  !"  answered  Hammond, 
evidently  delighted  at  ihe  turn  the  conversaiion 
was  taking.  "  A  perfect  woman.  Yes.  indeed.  I 
may  «ay  she  is  perfect  in  every  respect,  although 
she  is  both  in  mind  and  person  the  very  counter- 
part of  her  father. 

'i  he  yoiini;  man  did  not  seem  to  hear  this  piece 
of  news  with  the  sSme  satisfaction  as  it  was  said. 
He  looked  into  the  old  man's  features  with  ralher 
a  disappoinl-^d  and  startled  exjiresidon. 

"  ^o  she  is  like  you.  Mr.  Hammond,  is  she? 
Is  your  daughter  married  ?"  asked  he,  after  a  pause. 

••  L  nmarried— unbotind  by  Hymen's  fetters!" 

By  Jove,  that  isn  t  right  of  her  !'  answered  the 
young  man;  "she  shouldn't  have  remained  un- 
married so  long,  but  ralher  have  attended  to  8<ime 
fortnnaie  youth's  domestic  coniforis  " 

"  And  what  is  it  (hat  causes  you  lo  sigh  so 
deeply  whiUt  talking  of  her.  .Mt   Godfrey?" 


are  a 
Do  not  torture  me  longer,  for 


"  My  dear  sir.  I  eboold  bare  to  tell  you  a  long 
story  Mfore  you  eoald  possibly  understand  my 
sighs.  " 

"  lell  it  me,  for  all  that— tell  me  directly,"  ex- 
claimed Hammond,  hastily.  "  I  am  quile  as  good 
a  list«Der  as  talker,  1  assure  you.  ' 

"You  were  formerly  an  aetor,  Mr.  Hamaaond?" 

"  Yes,  I  was  an  actor— a  much  admired  one — 
and,  as  I've  frequently  been  told,  an  unrivalled 
delineator  of  despotic  fathers,  kings,  heroes,  and 
tyrants.  According  to  my  conscientiously-kept 
diary,  I  have  been  called  l>efore  the  curtain  seven 
hunilred  and  seventy-six  times;  hissed  only  about 
thirty  limes ;  and  with  other  signs  of  public  dis- 
satitfaclion  fur  more  seldom,  and  these  only  from 
personal  motives.  Hut  let  the  curtain  drop  upon 
this  subject  now,  for  those  pleasant  days  of  London 
are,  alas  !  over  now." 

"  I  lit  your  pleasantest  days  were  not  those  of 
I.iondoii,  1  believe,  but  those  of  Cheltenham  ?" 

"  Young  man,"  exclaimed  Ike  old  gentleman, 
greatly  surprised  by  the  other's  words,  "  what  do 
you  know  anoot  Cheltenham  ?" 

"  When  you  and  a  very  respectable  company 
played  in  the  Cheltenham  theatre,  you  represented 
liomeog  love  affairs  splendidly." 

"  Good  heaven  above  ns  !  are  the  ghosts  of  by- 
gone days  rising  up  again  before  me  ?  Chelten- 
ham !  How  the  sound  of  this  name  trembles  in 
my  mind  !  Oh,  youth,  youth  ! "  added  the  excited 
old  man,  seising  his  guest's  band  in  his  emotion. 
"  Speak  to  ue  of  Cheltenham  again  !"| 

"  Yes,  my  dear  sir,"  answered  the  latter,  sighing 
deeply.  "  I  have  come  here  for  no  other  reason 
than  to  talk  over  these  past  days  of  yours." 

"You   have  come  here  for  this?     Y"ou 
masculine  Sphinx 
heaven's  sake !" 

•'  You  are  right,  dear  sir.  I  must  out  with  it, 
I  suppose.  I  have  been  in  this  town  a  fortnight, 
and  have  been  putting  and  pulling  the  day  off  till 
I  can  do  so  no  longer.  '1  his  morning  1  got  a 
letter  with  such  Strict  injunctions  from  my  uncle 
Groltland " 

"  Grottland !  Oh,  Lord !  oh.  Lord !  Is  he  your 
uncle  ?" 

"My  own  uncle — my  mother"s  brother.'' 

"  Tender  scene  of  recognition  between  two  noble 
and  kindred  hearts  !"  screamed  the  aid  gentleman, 
beside  himself  with  joy  at  this  piece  of  news,  and 
presiing  the  young  man  slormily  to  his  breast. 

'I  I.e  laller  had  great  trouble  to  compose  him 
again 

•■  liut  you  must  calm  yourself  now.  Mr.  Ham- 
mond, onil  listen  attentively  lo  me.  Very  serious 
nioiiv.  8  have  induced  me  to  seek  you  out.  and  our 
meeting  in  the  coffee-liouse,  where  I  first  addressed 
yon,  wns  not  owing  entirely  to  chance,  as  you 
recnied  to  Ihink." 

"Oh.  1  aru  listening— am  all  ears,  nothing  but 
ears  !"  cried  llHiumond.  nibbing  his  hands  glee- 
fully. '  nd  Inking  up  his  station  on  the  table  before 
the  young  man. 

"  Uell,  '  l)egan  the  latter,  who  was  called  Philip 
(Godfrey,  "when  you  played  the  lover  in  Chellen- 
hom,  a  pretty  young  lady  in  (he  neighborhood 
fill  <l.!»poiately  in  love  with  your  taUnt  and  your 
(a^lefiilly-cnrled  hair,  and  this  love  was  not  al- 
log<  titer  unreciprocated  on  your  part." 

"Noble  youili.  in  few  words  you  have  explained 
things  that  it  has  taken  years  lo  enact.'' 

'  Well,  this  aiiaclimenl  was  not  of  a  very  long 
duration,  '  interrupted  Philip,  with  a  smile  ;  "for 
when  you  and  the  young  lady  saw  that  fate  was 
against  yon.  you  both  determined  to  go  off  to- 
gether." 

"  \  ef ,  fo  it  was  ;  she  eloped  with  me.  Alas  f 
it  was  but  short-lived  happiness !"'  exclaimed 
Hammond.  • 

"  I  he  young  lady  was  the  only  daughter  of  my 
uncle.  Mr  Grottland.  Now,  I  don't  know  if  you 
have  had  the  opportunity  to  find  out  that  he  will 
stand  no  joke.  I'-nough.  When  the  unheard-of  fact 
was  made  clear  to  him  that  bis  only  daughter  had 
eloped  with— pray  pardon  my  saying  so!— an 
aoior.  his  anger  knew  no  bounds.  He  cursed  his 
daughter,  and  eradicated  her  name  from  his  will, 
telling  all  around  him  never  to  mention  he.r  again 
in  his  presence.  He  then  pronounced  me.  his 
ristcf  s  son.  to  be  his  heir,  and  adopted  m«  from 
that  day  forth." 


-     ' 
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T««  ;  I  remember.  He  had  no  eonl  for  art — 
■d,  bard  man  !"  cried  tiammond,  wiping 
with  Lis  handkerchief. 

is  now  some  years  ago,"  eontinned  Philip, 
f  uuole  has  become  very  aged  and  infirm 
n. '  Ue  is  kepi  to  bis  room  bj  rheamatism  ; 
,  no  doubt,  accounts  fur  the  idea  he  has 

into  bis  head.     Ue  has  in  a  measure  re- 

his  conduct,  and  wants  to  repair  the  injury 
lone.     He  beard  that  bis  daugiiter  was 

I  from  you,  but  that  there  was  a  graiid- 
iiewhere  ;  and  thus  be  has  come  upon  the 

/can  repair  the  damage  he  did  years  ago. 
s  me  to  find  this  grand-daughter  ofhia, 
Tiarry  her,  ia  order  that  both  she  and  1 
efil  by  hia  money." 

the  brave,  the  good  old  soul!"  cried 
id.  "  Yu8,  indeed — indeed  !  innocent  as  a 
heaven  !" 

of  course,  areoverjoyed,  my  dear  cousin  !" 
lip,  willi  a  sigh.  "  But  what  about  «i«  ?" 
oung  man  rose  with  these  words,  and 
e  room  several  times  to  and  fro. 
-you— the  fortunate  man  who  is  destined 
s  fuch  a  girl  as  mine  ?" 
m  she  will  be  forced  upon.  Yea,  I  know." 
may  tiiarik  your  stars  that  sli«  will  be  so !" 

old  gentleman,  excitedly. 

as  I  said  before,"  continued  the  young 
IT  uncle,  to  whom  I  wrote  and  told  that  I 
d  you  out,  forces  me  to  take  immediate 
:lie  matter,  and  this  it  is  that  has  brought 

to-day.  In  the  first  place.  I  must  beg 
lay   nothing  about  this  matter   t<>  your 

until  I  have  seen  her  ;  and  in  order  that 
•ring  this  meeting  about,  I  must  request 

II  me  where  she  is  living  at  present." 

1  her  mother,  of  course.    W  here  else  should 
ite  planet  be  nurtured  except  in  the  light 
«"8  eyes?" 
rays    thought    her    mother's    name    wae 

and  ao  it  ia  ;    but  my  loving  heart  has 
d    her    Minona— darling    Minona!'    ex- 
.lie  old  man.  in  excited  rapture, 
were  lagally   separated  from  one  anotber, 
* '" 

and  she  has  assumed  the  name  of 
irst.  Oil,  how  ill-adviited  you  were  at 
e,  my  charmer!     But   1   raise  my  pure 

innocence  !"  cried  Hammond,    emphat- 

lehurst !"  repeated  Philip.  "  I  know 
>e  already.  I  have  a  letter  from  my  uncle 
usin." 

have  a  letter  for  her?"  And  you  are 
t  quietly  in  your  pocket,  without  hurrying 
it  to  her  ?  Oh,  flint-hearted  youth  !  cruel 
ou  liave  the  heart  to  keep  back  ihid  proof 
;ened  love  from  Minona — you  are  pnltiug 

loment  of  Joy  when " 

-yes ;  you  are  right.  It  was  unpar- 
of  me,.'    said    I'hilip,    evidently    rather 

of  himself.     "  I  must  not  put  it  off  any 
I  will  go  to  her."     .  ;       ;      ,. 
roie. 

!  stop ! — not  80  fast,  young  friend  !" 
nmond,  sliding  from  tlie  table.  "Several 
ust  be  oon!<idered  before  you  take  this 
lona  will  speak  to  you.  The  conversation 
npon  me — oli,  surely  it  will !  I  am  con- 
it  »he  will  talk  of  me,  and  then " 

,  and  then  ?" 

then  much  lies  in  your  riower,  my  young 
member  this  !  Sptak  about  me  without 
I  ell  ht-r  what  impression  this  man  " — 
iinond  licre  struck  bis  breast  vigorously 
rexfively  — "  this    uian    made    npon  you. 

his  appearance;  allow  her  to  guess  his 
uwurds  her.  ^^peak  of  bis  high  principles  ; 
iray  you,  upon  the  tragic  contrast  between 
L^D  and  liis  social — yea,  bis  social  position. 
>eg  yuu  to  make  use  of  this  expression  ? 

k  man  more  sinned  agsinst  than  sinnlnff.' 
appropriately  added  to  your  speaoh,  I 

,  fit  any  rale,  would  cause  it  to  flow  on 

t;eflbly.      Hut.  on  no  account,  omit  to  call 
undying  word*  to  her    memory—'  And 

i->hBbIe  because  I  was  human  1" 
nUaeiire,"  answered  Philip,  smiling. 


"  And  if,"  continued  Hammond — "  if  she  asks, 
like  Hamlet,  '  How  he  looks  ?'  answer  with 
Horatio —  ■'•'■ 

'  A  coantensnce  more  In  ferrow  than  in  anger,  and  verjr 
pale  ' 

Otherwise,  however,  excellently  preserved.  Truly, 
I  am  trusting  a  good  part  uf  my  fate  to  you,  my 
cousin  and  my  friend." 

'I'be  old  gentleman  here  pressed  kis  hands 
pathetically  upon  the  young  man's  shoulders, 
and  gazed  with  an  indescribable  expression  into 
hi*  eyes.  A  moment  afterwards,  however,  be 
rubbed  hia  hands  together,  and  ran  excitedl}-  up 
and  down  the  room,  wiiilst  he  joyfully  niunnured, 
"  All — all  is  won  !  This  message  from  her  ogi-e  of 
a  father  will  soften  Minona's  heart.  Her  sofieiied 
feelings  will  no  longer  be  able  to  withstand  my 
depth  of  aflection.  Yes— yes ;  she  will  meet  me 
half-way,  I  am  sure.  Must  not  my  fatherly 
consenl  be  asked  to  this  union  ?  Oh.  what  a  fine 
tiling  it  is  to  be  a  father!  And  my  paternal 
blessing  shall  not  be  missing  either,  that  I'll 
warrant.  A  doubly  holy  blessing  npon  us  all — 
for  tbe  young  ones'  certain  happiness— forme,  the 
bridge  of  reconciliation  with  my  {>recious  Minona! 
And  my  sweet  little  daugiiter !  ilow  glad  she  will 
be  to  sectu-e  so  charming  a  husband  !" 

"  l>ut  in  any  case,  my  dear  cousin,"  interruptea 
Philip,  at  length  — "  in  any  case,  you  must  promise 
not  to  disclose  anything  I  have  told  you  to  your 
daughter  till  I  have  had  tbe  pleasure  of  seeing 
her ;  for  I  don't  know  wluit  she  is  even  like,  at 
present." 

"  Oh,  do  not  trouble  yourself  on  that  score.  I 
shall  say  nothing." 

"  Your  band  u|>on  ft.  then.'* 

"Here  it  is!'  replied  Hammond,  at  the  same 
time  stretching  it  solemnly  towards  bis  new-found 
relative. 


Chaptir   IV. 

Wbilst  this  conversation  had  been  taking  place 
in  Hammond's  lodgings,  a  second  scene,  hardly 
less  important,  as  coming  events  will  show,  was 
being  enacted  in  the  ante-chamber  or  passage,  in 
which  we  first  met  our  old  friend,  the  actor. 

Mr.  Peacbfold  tbe  livery-stable  keeper,  bad  after 
Hammond  ar.d  his  young  guest  bad  disapptared 
in  the  former's  room.  step|>ed  back  into  bis  own, 
in  order  to  change  his  dress  for  going  ont.  He 
bad  first  to  go  to  bis  mews,  to  look  afler  his  horses 
and  grooms,  and  then  to  drive  about  a  young  and 
newly  married  couple,  who  had  thai  afternoon 
ordered  one  of  his  broughams  lo  take  them  upon 
a  round  of  visits  ;  being,  however,  good  customers, 
he  had  chosen  to  drive  them  on  this  occasion  himself, 

Being  thus  eng.iged,  it  was  inijiossihle  for  him 
to  take  bis  sister  to  the  conch  liiiuself,  who,  as  lie 
knew,  was  leavinpj  tbe  town  that  afternoon  on  a 
visit  to  the  country.  Ho  had  to  take  leave  of  her 
at  home  ;  and  when  he  had  done  so,  and  left  the 
room,  tbe  girl  accompanied  him,  her  eyes  red 
with  tears,  into  the  passage,  where  her  boxes 
were  still  standing. 

"  I  will  Send  a  porter  up,"  ciiid  be,  as  both 
stepped  from  tbe  apartment  together.  '■  Heaven 
bless  yon,  my  child  ;  and  mind  you  take  care  of 
yourself — do  you  hear?  Oive  my  love  to  the  old 
lady  j  amuse  yourself,  yonder,  as  much  as  you  can, 
and  gel  nil  thin  t-iily  nonsense  out  of  your  bead. 
In  the  autuiiiM,  1  11  come  and  look  you  up.  and 
see  how  the  cure  has  been  working.  So  now  good- 
bye, dear  sister  Julia." 

"Good-bye— good-bye,  Joseph  !"  cried  the  girl, 
shaking  her  brother's  band  again,  when  she 
reached  tbe  glass  door  lh.it  opened  upon  the  olair- 
case.  After  that  she  returned,  her  lovely  features 
bearing  traces  of  the  deepest  emoyon. 

Julia  Peacbfold  was,  indeed,  a  remarkably 
beautiful  girl.  Her  figure  was  perfect  as  a  Grecian 
statue  ;  tall,  slender,  and  empvosing,  i-o  that  fshe 
might   have   been  a  fitting  model  for  some  Juno. 

She  stepped  up  to  the  window,  leant  against  tbe 
side,  and  gazed,  with  a  heavy  heart,  towards  llie 
piece  of  blue  sky  which  could  be  distinguished 
above  the  roofs  of  the  Jwusee,  I'resenily  she 
turned  suddenly  round,  for  she  had  heard  tbe 
glass  door  open  once  more.  Tbe  pert^ou  who  now 
entered  upon  the  scene  waa  the  young  lady  we  had 
the  pleasure  of  meeting  last  night — the  very  same 


girl.  Miss  MiddlehiirBt. 

Julia  stepped  forward  to  meet  her  with  out- 
stretched bands. 

"  You,  miss  !  "  «ri^  she  ;  oh,  how  kind  thia  ia 
of  you  ;  if  I  am  U(»t:  too  bold  in  thinking  that 
you've  come  here  lo  >€e  me." 

'•  No.  Julia  ;  1  oob^  aolely  on  your  acoount.  I 
wanted  to  800  you  a|^ain  before  you  left ;  for  you 
are  going  to  slay  awj^  so  long,  that " 

'■  Ye-,  indeed,  ujifs  ,  I  am  going  to  remain 
away  a  long,  a  very  long  time ;  and  w  ho  can  tell," 
added  Julia,  with  .rktber  exaggerated  pathos-^ 
"  who  can  tell  wbel^r  we  shall  ever  see  one  an- 
other again  ?  Oh.  Mje^  Middleburst,  1  feel  that  my 
hi  art  is  broken  !   I  fe^llhis  will  be  the  death  of  me  r 

"Oh,  nonsense,  ! nonsense!  Don't  tAke  the 
matter  so  sadly  lo  hie^rt.  dear  Julia." 

Julia  made  a  gesiine  with  her  arm,  that  aeemed 
to  say  that  of  coursei  qobody  oould  understand  her 
or  her  affairs.  j 

"  If  you  slionld  heja^,"  said  she,  as  ehe  grasped 
Mary's  liand  and  pr«siwd  it  convulsively— "  if  yon 
should  Jiear  that  4'<y  accident  has  happened 
lo  your  poor  Julia— that  her  body  has  been  found 
at  the  boitoni  of  a  cfy^Ul-clear  lake,  with  her  long 
hair  entangled  in  the  i'eeds " 

'•  Mop,  stop  !  where  are  you  going  to,  Julia  ?" 
interrupted  Mary.  '►  How  terribly  unstrung  your 
nerves  iiiuft  be  I  Kp.  no ;  your  jonrney,  the 
change  in  your  daily,  life,  the  beauttAd  country, 
and  the  fresh  mountain  breezes,  will  soon  dialr«et 
vour  mind  and  heal  jypur  wound.  It  will  not  be 
long  Ik  fore  you  are  luitipier  than  we  poor  crea tuna, 
imprisoned  in  town  lilere." 

"  And  ymi  call  yotiBself  a  poor  priaoner?  Oh, 
Miss  Middlehurst!  '  tjeclared  Julia,  with  energy, 
•'  if  you  knew  bow  t  ^nvied  you,  living  in  town 
ai  you  do,  enjoyin(^;it  a«  a  fashionable  lady 
can  always,  dressed,  in  silks  and  satins,  and  in 
lovely  jewels,  drivi*)^  in  handsome  carriages, 
playing  with  and  majung  fools  of  bostsofadmirera 
—  uh,  if  I  could  enjoy  (ill  these,  then  all  would  be 
different !  Ue  would  iben  l>e  at  my  feet ;  he  would 
c.-irry  me  upon  his  han^s,  and  nothing  would  stand 
between  our  bappin^sB,  except  what  I  chose  to 
place  there  myself,  in  order  to  (eel  my  power.  Oh, 
beaveni< '.  tliis  wouU  'be  a  life  worth  living  for  ! 
All  — all  would  be  well  tlhen  !  My  heart  would  not 
have  been  broken  tlien,  nor  should  I  have  been 
deserted,  ^'ck,  if  for*  ^hort  period  1  oould  change 
mys,  It"  into  a  lady.  Ja^nd  throw  my  present  life 
from  me— if  1  coujdl  pretend  to  be  of  gentle 
birth,  insti-ad  of  the  u^ij^rotected  girl,  earning  her 
livelihood  by  enibroidiery,  I  am  sure  I  should 
be  happy.  If  I  coul<^  Change  my  life  for  a  month, 
n  week,  and  play  the  i  grand  lady,  be  wou  d  then 
return  to  my  side,  anfl  become  my  slave  ;  for  he 
loves  me.  Miss  Middleburst — loves  me  in  spite  of 
my  lowly  position  ;  niiy.  heart  whispers  this  to  me  ; 
be  is  only  obeying  tbe  voice  of  prudence  by  keep- 
ing awuy  from  me,  for  (lis  heart.  I  know,  is  bleeding. 
He  is  fully  aware  tljnit  nothing  can  come  of  bis 
love  for  p<»or  Julia  Peaehfold  but " 

'•  Ob,  Julia."  interttipted  her  friend,  after  listen- 
ing lo  tiie  other's  imi^assioned  oulburBt,  "  how 
willingly  I  would  exoji«inge  situations  with  you! 
How  happy  I  should  tben  be  ;  but,  instead  of  this, 
I  U>o  am  wretched  -miserable  !  Oh,  why  cannot 
one  exchange  one's  fa(ej»  You  wish  you  were  'm 
my  place,  and  1  eh<>tild  be  delighted  we;*  J  jn 
yours  ;  80.  you  see,  botH  might  be  helned  without 
doing  an  injury  to  ei^bpr.  I  should  then  not  be 
placed  in  the  unbap|>ir  position  1  occupy  with 
regard  to  my  parents.']  ] 

Mary  paused,  and  Jt|lta  seemed  to  be  brooding 
over  her  young  companion's  words.  1  be  position 
Mary  bad  just  alluded  io  was  cerUinly  a  sorrow- 
ful one  enouijh  for  «  daughter  poBStssed  of  an 
atfectionale  dispositioQ.  And  Julia  knew  what 
this  position  was ;  for  (drhihit  Mary  was  abeenl  at 
the  boarding  school,  fr<)iii  which  she  bad  only  j«t 
come.  Julia  bad  Ukefal  pity  on  tbe  folitary  old 
gentleman  who  seemed  i©  have  no  one  to  take  an 
interest  in  him.  and  jmanaged  bis  househoid 
matters  for  him.  bbe;  had  helped  him  every 
WM  m  her  power,  anj  nursed  him  through  a 
tedious  illness.  Hence,  .when  .\»*ry  came  to  see 
her  fsth.r,  after  leavfag  school,  and  found  the 
sacrifice  the  other  girl  bad  made  for  him,  bar 
heart  wae  filled  with  gratitude. 

(To  h«  'O^inued.) 
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THE    SOGERS'    JOtlRHTAIi. 


Booton  Pire- 

Aa  mag  with  lacceat  by  Utes  Annie  BaUU*. 
Air:  "Pat  wont  go'noint  tin  viornliic.'' 


[t  WW  oolj  on  the  tenth  of  last  November, 

Ehat  we  heard  the  news  we  ever  atmH  remember — 

Fhat  the  fire-king  h»d  cast  its  bviming  embers 

O'er  another  fated  city  in  our  land. 
kH  the  woeful  tidings  flashed  along  the  wii% 
[>f  this  other  sad  catastrophy  so  dire, 
Diat  Boetou.  beauteous  city,  was  on  fire, 

.Uid  winking  'neath  the  fiend's  relentless  hand. 

CaoRCB. 
Fire  !  fire !  wns  heard  the  cry,    ■' 
In  every  breeze  that  passed  us  by, 

And  all  thii)  world  did  heave  a  sigh  of  pity  ; 
Strong  men  in  anguish  prayed 
Fervent  prayers  to  Heaven  to  aid,  ^ 

Before  the  fire  in  ruins  laid 

Fair  Boston,  beauteous  city. 

bid  all  throngh  the  terrible  commotion, 
rhe  wind  blew  a  gale  from  off  the  ocean  : 
rhe  brave  firemen  worked  with  tdl  devotion, 

To  laugh    t  their  efforts  yet  it  tseemed. 
Lad  Hoaiid  with  fiery  prayer  still  higher 
!)'er  chimney  top,  steeple  and  church  spire, 
rill  all  was  one  vast  flume  of  fire. 

As  the  light  around  the  horizon  gleamed. 

Fire !  fire !  wua  heard,  &c. 

Jnt  who  saved  the  city  from  a  panic, 

ii'rom  the  mle  of  a  fire-king  ho  tyrrtimic, 

iut  the  brave  hearted  firemen  aiul  mechanic, 

The  best  and  the  noblest  in  the  kud  ? 
j"ar  brighter  than  the  soldier's  record  of  glory, 
Ire  the  names  of  those  who  live  in  song  or  story, 
Yho  rebuild  the  city  to  its  former  glory. 

And  build  her  np,  if  possible,  more  grand 
Chobx». 

And  soon  will  no  trace  remain    -    ' 

Of  this  vast  sea  of  flame; 

Boston  will  rise  again:  remember^ 

Br.we  men  will  be  found. 

Who  will  build  a  fairer  town. 

Like  Chicago,  from  the  ground. 
Before  the  next  November. 


Tom  Collins :   or  I'vo  been  Led  Astrsj^ 

Dedicated  to  Tqii;  Pa<t'>r.     K*  tuog  by  Urvaot'*  MInitrels. 

Miuic  aad  words  to  he  had  of  J.  L  Vrtifn.  M9 

Broadway  Naw-York.  Prloa  M  c«uts. 
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Twine  the  Bose  and  the  Lily 'Together. 

I  cnlled  for  the  maid  of  my  bosom  a  rose: 
Twas  an  emblem  of  beauty  and  love; 

For,  its  bloom  all  her  blushes  seemed  to  disclose. 
And  the  dew-drops  were  shed  from  above. 

And  the  dew-drops,  &c. 

But  soon  the  sad  floweret  drooped  in  decay, 
A  victim  to  rude  winds  and  weather: 

While  love  cheers  the  heart  in  youth's  happy  day. 
Twine  the  rose  and  the  lily  together. 

T^^ine  the  roe^,  &c. 


A  Handful  of  Tail 

Aa  long  b;  Ed.  Bat  ton. 


t's  sailing  I  am,  at  the  dav\-n  of  the  day, 

T^  my  brother  that's  over  the  sea, 
Lnd  it's  little  I  care  for  my  life  anj-where — 

For,  'tis  breaking  my  pof)r  heart  will  be: 
)ut  a  treasure  I  bike  for  old  Ireland's  sake. 

And  I'll  pledge  all  belonging  above, 
ris  a  handiul  of  turf  from  the  land  of  me  birth. 

From  the  heart  of  the  country  I  love. 

(Eepeat  last  txco  lines.) 

[lien  won't  that  poor  kd  in  his  exile  be  glad. 

When  ho  sees  the  bright  present  I  bring  ? 
Lnd  ^.on    then  the  flowers  m  their  elegant  bowers 

T'-cath^    orth  the  perttmie  of  Spring  ? 
)h  !  Erin.  Machree,  though  it's  parted  we'll  be, 

"Tis     )  lessing  I  leave  on  your  shore, 
[lu>tigh  your  mountains  and  streams  I  will 

see  in  my  dreams, 
old  Ireland  once  more — 

(Eepout  aa  btfort.) 


Why  ^o  the  recriminations  of  married  conplee 
■enable  the  sound  of  waves  on  the  shore?  B«- 
MM  th'    an  murmnrs  of  the  tied. 


«  Tom  Callins  "  is  the  man  I  want,  Fve 

searched  for  him  each  day; 
In  every  place  I  ask  for  him,  he's  sure  to  tie  away: 
I'm  qoite  distracted  in  my  mind,  111  shoot 

the  man  on  sight; 
He  haunts  me  in  my  very  dreams,  Fve  lost 

my  appetite. 
They  tells  me  he's  in  such  a  place,  and  when 

I  goto  see. 
They're  sore  to  tell  me  that  the  man  has 

gone  to  look  for  me. 

CHORtlS. 

Oh  !  where  can  I  Tom  Collins  find  ? 

I  hunt  for  him  each  day: 
I'm  quite  distracted  in  my  mind. 

While  up  and  down  I  stray. 

<<  Tom  Collins  "  has  insulted  me,  and  mnst 

apologize: 
They  say  he  talks  about  me  In  a  manner  I  despise. 
The  other  day  I  met  a  friend  and  heard  the 

worst  of  news: 
He  told  me,  if  I  didn't  mind,  my  lovely  wife 

I'd  lose ! 
•'  Tom  Collins  "  said  that  she  had  gone  up 

'on  the  morning  train. 
Along  with  quite  a  handsome  chap,  to  see 

nie  ne'er  again. 
Oh  !  where  can  I,  Sx. 

I  wander  up,  I  wander  down,  from  pkce 

to  place  I  stray, 
I  ask  in  each,  if  they  have  seen  "  Tom  Collins  " 

there  to-day. 
In  one  place,  for  the  twentieth  time,  I  called, 

and  was  kicked  oat 
No  satisfaction  can  I  get:  I'll  catch  him  soon, 

no  doubt 
Fve  worn  out  twenty  pairs  of  shoes,  such 

is  the  chase  I've  led; 
Oh  !  wouldn't  I  be  tickled  now,  to  hear  that 

he  was  dead — 
Oh!  where  can  I,  Ac. 


Nelly  Bly. 

Nelly  Bly !  Nellv  Bly  !  bring  de  broom  along: 
We'U  sweep  de  kitchen  clean,  my  dear, 

and  hab  a  little  song; 
Poke  de  wood,  my  lady  lub,  and  make  de  fire  bum. 
And,  while  I  take  de  btmjo  down,  just  gib  de 

mush  a  turn. 

Choavs. 
Heigh!  Nelly,  ho!  Nelly,  listen,  lub,  to  me: 
I'll  sing  for  you,  play  for  you,  a  dulcem  melody. 

Nelly  Bly  hab  a  voice  like  de  turtle^iove, 
I  hears  it  in  de  meadow  and  I  hears  it  in  de  grove; 
Nelly  Bly  hab  a  heart  warm  as  a  cup  of  tea. 
And  bigger  dan  de  sweet  potato  dovi'n  in  Tennessee. 
Heigh  !  NeUy,  ho  !  &c 

NcUy  Bly  shuts  her  eye  when  she  goes  to  sleep. 
When  she  wakens  up  again  her  eye-balla  'gin  to  peep: 
De  way  she  walks,  she  lifts  her  tout  and 

den  she  brings  it  down. 
And  when  it  lights,  dere's  music  dar  in  dut 

imrt  ob  de  town. 
Heigh!  NeUy,  ho!  Ac. 

Nelly  Bly  ?  Nelly  Bly  !  ncbber,  nebber  sigh. 
Nebber  bring  de  tear-drop  to  de  comer  ob  your  eye; 
For,  de  pie  is  mode  ob  {luukius,  and  de 

mush  is  made  ob  com. 
And  dere's  com  and  punkins  plenty,  lub, 

a  lyin'  in  de  bam. 
Heigh !  NeUy,  ho !  Ac. 


Charade. 

yiy  first  is  what  you  daily  do^ 
Ana  with  my  seaxnd  it  is  true; 
To  do  my  first  you'll  do  my  third. 
And  at  my  xehoit.     Please  name  the  word. 
Answer— Wash-hand-stand. 


time. 


.V    Siddj  Doyle's  Dragoons. 

Written  aud  luiig  br  the  Fieldiagt. 

I'm  jolly  Pat  the  gunner, 
I'm  Biddy  Doyle,  the  drummer: 
On  the  mnth  of  last  Octol>er, 
I  enlisted  Uke  a  man,  r. ;  i; 

And  of  him  I  made  a  private,        -, ,  c 
In  this,  my  female  band. 
Cboms:    If  you  wish  to  join,  i 

Just  fiftll  in  line, 
.  And  march  away  while  we  bate  the 

And  don't  we  all        ,. 
Then  cut  a  shine  ' '    ■    ■ 

In  Biddy  Doyle's  dragoons  I  ,  t 

In  my  regiment  there's  just  nine,  ; :  - 

And  seven  of  them  are  blind:  '...;■' 

Our  enemy  it  is  whiskey,      ,  . ".      ^^ 

We  fight  it  every  day,  '  '  ,■-■■.■ 

And  it  generally  gets  the  best  of  yon,  .. 

That's  just  what  I  was  going  to  say. 

If  you  wish,  Ac. 

Minnie,  Last  night  I  was  dreaming  of  you 

By  John  T  Botiedge.  '•■';.; 


Minnie,  last  night  I  was  dreaming  of  yon,    ' 

I  sat  by  your  side  as  of  old: 
And  you  twined  your  sweet  arms  "bout  my         -' 

neck,  Minnie  dear, 
■While  I  my  fond  love  for  you  told. 
Oh  !  would  that  my  life  were  a  dream,  Minnie  dear. 

A  dream  fond  and  gentle  as  this  ! 
For,  you  told  me  you  loved  me,  my  own  Minnie  dear. 
And  I  pressed  on  your  sweet  lips  a  iusa. 
Chobui. 
Minnie,  last  night  I  «-as  dreaming  of  yoa; 

But  now  they  have  laid  you  to  rest — 
Oh  !  could  I  but  see  thee  again,  Axinnie  dear, 
And  press  you  once  more  to  my  breast  I 

^Minnie,  last  night  I  was  dreaming  of  you—        :. 
'The  mocking-bird  sang  a  sweet  lay 
As  it  did  in  the  days  when  we  strayed  'neath  (he  elm. 

And  prattled  the  hours  away: 
Oh  I  could  those  sweet  days  but  return,  Minnie  dear ! 

For,  Minnie,  I  loved  you  so  tme — 
And  I  felt  so  happy  last  night  Minnie  dear,  - 
Dear  Minnie,  while  dreamin([^  of  you. 

Minnie,  last  night  Ac. 


The  Hat  Me  Father  Wore. 

Oompoied  by  DanUI  MeC  rty.      Sang  by  Jobnny  Beach. 
Alr-'IrUh  Molly,  O!" 


Fm  Paddy  Miles,  an  Irish  boy,  just  come  across  the  sea; 
For  singing  or  for  dancing,  boys,  I  think 

that  111  please  ye; 
I  can  sing  and  dance  with  any  man,  as 

I  did  in  daj-s  of  yore, 
And  on  Patrick's  day  I  love  to  wear  the 

hat  me  father  vote, 
■    Chobcs.  '-■^■'f'\ 

It's  old,  but  it's  beautiful-  the  best  you  ever  seen; 
'Twos  wom  for  more  than  ninety  years  in 

,  that  little  Isle  so  yui-i  . 

From  my  &ther's  great  ancestors  it  descended 

with  galore — 
It's  a  relic  of  old  dacency,  is  the  hat  me  father  wore. 

I  bid  you  all  good  evening— good  luck  to  yoo,  I  say. 
And  when  I  cross  the  ocean  I  hope  for  me  you'll  pray; 
I'm  going  to  my  happy  land,  in  a  place  called 

Ballymore, 
To  be  welcomed  back  to  Paddy's  land  with 

the  hat  me  father  wore. 
It's  old,  Ac. 


And  when  Tdo  retnm  again  the  boys  and  girls  to  see, 
I  hope  that  with  old  Erm's  style  you'll  kin    / 

W(  icome  me, 
With  the  songs  of  dear  old  Ireland  to  cheer 

me  more  and  more, 
And  make  me  Irish  heart  feel  glad  v.ith  the 

hat  me  father  wore. 
•  It's  old,  Ac 


.\ 


J 
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Poor  TTncle  Pete. 

ordi  by  Ed.  HarrigftQ    *  SnDg  by  HtrrtgMi  k  Hai  t 

Miialccaa  be  li»(l  of  White.  Smith  *  Co..  Pabliiheri. 

Boatou,  Mms  —  Pries  3S  c«ute. 


h !  macT  years  ago,  away  down  in  dixey — 
Dat's  when  I  was  a  poor  old  slave — 
told  you  dat  I  had  a  heap  ob  pleasure,  > 
Now  everything  am  silent  as  de  grave. 
11  de  boys  dat  belong  to  good  old  mawa 
Am  scatter  'round  de  countiy  in  a  heap: 
m  k)t»t,  I'm  bewildered,  I'm  dumfounded — 
Oh  !  what  will  become  ob  Uucle  Pete  ? 
m  lost,  I'm  bewildered,  I'm  dumfounded — 
Oh  !  what  will  become  ob  Uncle  Pete  ? 
Chorus:    Poor  Uncle  Pete  come  along, 
Poor  Uncle  Pete  come  along, 
Children  now  am  calling: 
Poor  Uncle  Pete  come  ^cmg, 
^  -  Poor  Uncle  Pete  come  along, 

-  Yea,  I  am  coming — 

,    _:       Yes,  he  is  coming; 

b  more  will  I  see  my  good  old  missy 

Dey  laid  her  slowly  in  de  clay, 
he  sickened  and  she  withered  like  a  flower, 

Yes,  from  tlis  weary  world  she's  passed  away. 
0  I  roam  round  here  'mong  yon  strangers. 

And  try  hard  to  shufBe  wid  my  feet: 
m  crippled,  I'm  aged,  I'm  rhumatic,      , 

^Vhat  will  become  ob  Uncle  Pete  ? 
m  crippled,  I'm  aged,  I'm  rhumatic, 

What  will  become  ob  Uncle  Pete  ?  Chorus. 

cuse  me,  white  folks,  for  dis  feeling, 

Dat  flows  Spontaneous  from  de  heart: 
spect  I'll  sgou  cross  o'er  de  river  Jordan, 

What  we'll  meet  again  no  more,  no  more  to  pnx^ : 
ut,  while  I  stay  down  here  among  you, 

I'll  try  and  please  yon,  white  folks,  all  a  heap: 
U  collapse,  1 11  go  under,  1 11  expire, 

Dat's  what'll  become  ob  Uncle  Pete — 
U  collapse,  I'll  go  under,  I'll  expire, 

Dat's  what'll  become  ob  Uncle  Pete.         Choras. 


-^^♦» 


The  Pain  and  the  Fleanirc- 

ADTJEI-ByUpton.        '-" 


1 !  tell  me  what  is  it  that  spurns  mle  or  measure, 
d  yet  is  composed  of  the  pain  and  the  pleasure; 
cold,  and  yet  burning  !  so  sweet,  yet  distressing  ! 
I !  t^  me,  what  is  it— an  ill  or  a  blessing  ? 

8  love !  it  is  love  !  so  untamed  and  capricious ! 
tender,  yet  cruel !  so  strange,  yet  propitious ! 
at  feeds  on  the  heart,  yet  the  heart's  fondest  treasure •. 
glove  that  imbibes  both  the  pain  and  the  pleasure  ! 


The  Oirl  Across  the  Way. 

Air :    *'  Ten  Tbonikod  Milei  Away." 


I  Buppoee  yes  all  heard  this  tune, 
Its  ten  Uiousand  miles  away: 
Bnt's  not  the  one  I'm  going  to  sing — 

Fot,  that  has  had  its  day. 
But  I'm  going  to  tell  of  an  Irish  girl. 
Who  loves  me:  so  they  say,  ay,  ay; 
She's  plump  and  fat  as  butter,  boys, 

And  she  lives  across  the  way. 
borus:    My  Peg  she  has  blue  eyes. 
Her  trade  is  making  pies, 
Her  cheeks  is  red,  .  .  * ' 

And  so  is  her  head,  ■',.>«: 
And  she  hails  from  Dublin  Bay,  ay,  ay; 
She  is  as  thick  as  she  is  tall. 
And  she  wears  a  waterfall. 
She's  gone  on  me,  that's  plain  to  see, 
My  girl  acroas  the  way. 

Her  &ther  is  a  Connanght  man,  ' 

Her  mother  is  a  Tip, 
And  she  was  bom  in  Kerry, 

So  yes  see  she's  not  a  Mick; 
I're  told  yes  all  I  can,  me  boys; 

For,  I  must  not  delay,  ha,  ha — 
For,  this  very  night  I'm  to  be  spliced 

To  this  girl  acrass  the  way.  Chorus. 


Paddy  Murphy's  Auction. 

Air :  Vback  row  de  dow '  Sung  by  Tony  Paetor 


'Why  is  the  word  "  Yee  "  like  a  mountain  ?    Be- 
lt is  ao  aoseDt, 


Now,  Gintlemin,  we'll  soon  begin:  there's 

seats  for  those  that  walk  in. 
And  goods,  well  worth  your  notice,  here  at 

Paddy  Murphy's  auctiou. 
If  you  have  antiquarian  taste,  you'll  just  step  in 

and  see  'em — 
Don't  miss  this  opportunity  of  filling  your  Museum. 
Chobub. 
With  a  whack  row  de  dow  ! 

Now,  just  step  up  and  see  the  auctiou: 
Whack  row  de  dow ! 
It's  going — going — gone!  ;       r 

But  if  I  cannot  coax  you  in.  111  call  the 

catalogue,  sirs: 
The  article  marked  No.  1  is  the  head  of  the 

mammoth  hog,  sirs. 
And  No  2  is  on  the  wall,  stuck  in  one  of  the  niches — 
^c's  the  flap  and  ivory-button  of  Paddy 

Haggerty's  leather  breeches. 

Na  8  it  is  the  Comet's  tail,  that  all  the  Folks 

did  gaze  ut: 
No.  4  is  the  piece  of  chalk  that  Micky 

fehakespeare  wrote  his  plays  wd: 
No.  5  's  a  lawyer's  conscience — Come  bid  on 

that  now,  frrcly: 
.Vnd  No.  6  an  old  white  hat:  belonged  to 

Horace  Greely ! 

We've  a  lot  of  books  that  printed  were  before 

the  world  began,  sirs, 
-\nd  written  in  a  language  that  was  never 

spoke  by  man,  sirs; 
Na  7  's  a  lot  I'll  sell  you  cheap:  it's  suited  for 

a  preacher: 
They're  Political  Sermons  that  were  used  by 

Henry  Beecher. 

And  No.  8  's  the  gandher  that  belonged  to 

King  O'Toole,  sirs; 
No.  9  is  the  schoolmaster's  desk  that  used  the 

golden  rule,  sirs. 
No.  10  's  some  of  the  pieces  that  were  found  when 

day-light  broke,  sir.s ; 
Next  comes  a  little  lot  of  Abram  Lincoln's 

patent  jokes,  sirs. 

Here's  a  cloak  and  Scotch-cap  Andrew  Jackson 

never  used,  sir-,; 
And  here's  two  lots  I'll  sell  you  next:  they 

ought  to  fetch  good  pricrs: 
The  life  of  Wendell  Phillips,  and  the  last  of 

Helper's  Crisis. 

Now,  as  my  time  is  getting  short,  111  put  them 

up  the  faster: 
Here's  the  only  comic  song  that  ne'er  was 

sung  by  Tony  Pastor; 
Here's  a  cod-fish-ball  weighs  twenty  pounds: 

they're  made  for  Bamum's  Giant; 
Here's  a  hat  for  Handy  Andy,  that  was  worn 

by  Dan  Bryant 

Another  lot  111  oflFer  now,  you'd  better  bid  upon: 
Here's  the  brick  that  BuU-Bun-RusseU  threw 

at  Billy  Patterson; 
Here's  the  Carte-de-visite  of  a  Moke,  fresh  from 

the  Southern  Nation, 
The  only  one  that  e'er  saw  use  in:  That 

'ere  Proclamation ! 

Here's  one  of  Fremont's  contracts,  but  I'm  stire 

I  don't  know  which: 
Here's  the  spade  that  Jefly  Davis  bought  for 

digging  that  Last  ditch: 
But  if  I'm  too  prolific  now,  I  fear  that  it  might 

toiseyou; 
So,  111  sell  the  rest  to-morrow-night,  if  this 

night's  sale  should  please  you. 


Honest  Nature  Answers:  ITo! 


What  is  love  ?  an  idle  passion. 

Sage  advisers  call  it  so; 
Can  I  treat  it  in  their  fashion  ? 

Honest  Nature  answers:  no ! 

Wise  ones,  eeaae  in  vain  your  preachlog, 
Age  has  turned  your  hearts  to  snow; 

Can  I  profit  by  your  teaching  ? 
Eaamt  Natoie  answers:  no ! 


.  ..  ,^      Fill  the  Bowl  Again. 

;.'     '  '    -  ,  ByT  W   Kelly. 

Pill,  boy,  oh  \  fill  the  bowl  again. 
And  soothe  niy,  bosom's  niaddeuing  pain 
Lull  my  soulV  cares,  that  I  may  know 
There  even  ia  a  bliss  in  woe  ! 

Fill,  fill  the  bofwl,  that  I  may  drown. 
Within  its  tides,  my  Fanny's  frown; 
Butno^take  back  the  wine  again; 
For,  see !  she  smiles— now  where's  my  paia 


V  Clare's  Dragoon's. 

When,  on  Bamillies'  bloody  field. 
The  baffled  French  were  forced  to  yield. 
The  victor  Saxon  backward  reeled 
Before  the  cha^je  of  Clare's  Dragoons. 

The  Flags  v^ie  jconquered  in  that  fray. 

Look  lone  in  Vpres'  choir,  they  say: 

W^e'll  win  theai  company,  to-day. 
Or  biuvely  die^  hke  Clare's  Dragoons. 

Chorus:  Vivift^la  for  Ireland's  wtooa  I 
Viva  la  for  Ireland's  ri^t  I 
Vivia  la  in  battle  throng, 
v~ :  : '  ■  For  a  Spanish  steed,  and  sabre  bright ! 

•.\n»tber  Clare  is  here  to  lead 
The  worthy  soti  of  such  a  breed: 
The  French  expect  some  famous  deed. 
When  Clare  luMb>  on  his  bold  Dragoona. 

Our  Colonel:  oomes  from  Brian's  race; 

His  wotrndsajre  in  his  breast  and  £Koe; 

The  Beakn^  baetail  is  still  his  place: 
The  foremost  pt  his  bold  Dragoons  ! 

Chorus:  ViVa  la  the  New  Brigade  ! 

Viva  la  the  Old  One,  too ! 
[■y'\  Vit^  la  the  Rose  shall  fade. 

And  the  Shamrock  shine  for  «Ter  new  I 


There's  not  a  tnan,  in  squadron,  here, 
Wi»s  ever  known  t*'>  flinch  or  fear, 
Though  first  in  charge  and  last  in  rear. 
Have  ever  beetti  Lord  Clare's  Dragoon's  ! 
But,  see  !  we'll  soon  have  work  to  do. 
To  shame  our  boasts,  or  prove  them  true; 
For,  hither  comes  the  English  Crew, 
To  sweep  awajy  Lord  Clare's  Dragoons  I 
Chorus:  Viva  la  for  Ireland's  wrong ! 
Viva  la  for  Ireland's  r^t  i 
ViVa  la  in  battle  throng. 
For  a  Spanish  steed,  and  sabre  bright 

Oh !  Comrades,  think  how  Ireland  pines: 
Her  exiled  Lords,  her  rifled  shrines, 
Her  dearest  hope,  the  oidered  lines — 
And  bursting  charge  of  Clare's  Dragoons  I 
Then,  fling  your  Green  Flag  to  the  sky  I 
Be^  LiMEBiOK  !  yoilr  battle-cry. 
And  charge !— till  blood  floats,  fetlock  hi^i. 
Around  the  track  of  Clare's  Dragoons  1 
Chorus:  Viva  la  the  New  Bri^ide ! 

tiva  la  the  Old  One,  too ! 

Viva  la  the  Rose  shall  fisule, 

>  And  the  Shamrock  shine  for 


My  Heart  was  Formed  but  for  Ton. 

By  W.  H.  IreUnd. 


LI 


Do  not  my  eyes,  when  I  gaze  on  each  ftatore, 
Express  all  the  transport  that  reigns  in  my  Mai? 

Yes,  they  avow  that  I  sigh  for  a  creature 
(Seated  by  heaven  each  thought  to  ocmtroL 

Does  not  my  breast  throb  with  raptnrotu  pleMui*, 
Whene'er  hei  soft  eyes  beam  the  language  of  bliss  ? 

Shall  I  not  own  mysdf  charmed  beyond  meaanrs 
As,  gazing,  I  know  she  will  grant  me  a  kte? 

Yes,  I  confess  that  no  mortal  was  ever 
Blessed  with  affection  so  ardent,  so  true: 

No  fate,  my  dear  creature,  our  union  shall  serer. 
My  heart,  Ipvely  Bosa,  was  formed  but  tafjoa. 


_♦►. 


There  is  a  "word  in  our  language  of  fh«  letters; 
aiid  if  two  of  the  letters  are  removed,  ooly  om  trUl 
remain,  and  that  word  is  stone. 

Why  is  eleotricity  hke  the  polios  wh«o  they  are 
wanted?    Beftff"^  it  is  an  invigible  toco.  || 
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De  Peaatifallest  Oal  in  Town. 

Dotcb  8oog  »nd  Dtno*. 


Von  dftj  lant  fall,  I  valk  apoat 

To  de  Castle  Garden  down, 
Yen  I  meets  a  Deitch  gal  sbust  come  oat, 

De  peautiiulleut  gal  in  town. 
I  say:  "  my  dear,  you  dont  live  here  ?" 

Sheaay:  "  my  dear,  don't  ftet" 
She  look  dat  vay  ,  I  don't  know  That  to  ny, 

She  vaa  a  (XMty  gal,  yon  bet 
Her  nose  vas  pine,  und  turned  up,  too: 

Her  hair  so  re<l  hung  down,  ; 

Her  foot  vaa  big  as  a  lost  year's  pig, 

She'H  de  peautiiullet>t  gul  in  town. 

I  ask  her  if  she  valk  mit  me, 

Und  have  some  lager  bier. 
She  told  me  she  vould  happy  b«, 

Und  tiaid  I  vaa  a  dear. 
I  vent  mit  her  in  a  lager-bier  saloon, 

Und  aa  quick  as  ve  got  in, 
She  bawled  right  out  on  de  top  of  her  Toice: 

"  Vaiter,  pnng  me  somegin  !" 
I  don't  like  dat  -I  told  her  flat, 

Und  ipiick  she  knock  me  down, 
Und  since  dat  day  I  kee{>H  a  vay 

From  de  peautifulleHt  gal  in  town. 


: 7^   Sailor's  Lullaby. 

Bj  Oobb. 


.  \ 


Peaeefnl  slumbering  on  the  ocean,        - 

Seamen  fear  no  danger  nigh. 
The  winds  and  waves,  in  gentle  motion,      . 
Soothe  them  with  their  lullaby — 
Lullaby,  lullaby,  lullaby. 
Soothes  them  with  their  lullaby. 

Is  the  wind  tempestuous  blowing. 

Still  no  danger  they  descry; 
The  guilelem  heart,  its  boon  bestowing, 
Soothes  them  with  its  lullaby — 

Lullaby,  ke. 
■    ♦    ■    

Fm  What  Toa  Call  a  Militery  Man! 

Dtered  aoeordlng  to  Act  ofConcr^n   In  the  yetr  1674, 
by  E.  H.  HardliiK.    In    the  office  of  the  Librarian  of 

Cougraoa,    at    Waahlugtou— D.  0. 
ha  mnaio  nt  iblaaong  can  be  obtained  ofE.  H.  Harding, 
Nu  288  Bowery.  Naw-Tork- Price  10  cent*. 

Written  and  Compoaadby  Qao.  H.  Hart 


'm  what  yon  call  a  military  man, 
f  yon  doubt  me,  I  wiU  prove  it — for,  I  can- 
stand  just  six  foot  two,  "sans"  a  stocking  or  a  shoe, 
Liul  a  hner  soldier  you  will  never  scan. 

Chorcs. 
?o  a  "right  shoulder  shift,"  my  musket  I  will  lift, 
iml  all  the  pretty  faces  I  will  scan,  oh  ! 
VLen  the  band  does  sweetly  play,  we  will 

march,  march  awny: 
''ox,  I'm  what  you  call  a  military  man. 

Vhenever  I  go  out  npion  parade, 
■WBken  in  the  breast  of  every  maid 
L  feeling  they  admire:  for,  I  set  their  heart  on  fire, 
Lsd  of  military  men  they're  not  a&aid.        Chorus. 

Vbea  they  see  me  marching  prourUy  down  Broadway, 
ihaj  look  at  one  another,  and  they  say: 
*0b  !  what  %  splendid  man,  just  look  at  him, 

Mary  Ann, 
o«nt  resiBt  his  military  way."      .  Chacaa. 

Hiare'er  I  go,  I  greatly  am  admirfd, 

ind  with  such  martial  feeling  I'm  inspired 

!bat  the  ladies  all  assert  that  with  me 

they'd  rather  flirt: 
fat,  of  military  men  they're  never  tired.     Cbcmia. 


fnitfal  Earth  Drinks  np  the  Rain. 

k  O  lee— By  Oowley. 

Fmitftil  earth  drinks  np  th«  rain, 
Trees  from  earth  drink  that  again; 
The  na,  too,  drinlu  the  air,  * 

The  snn  drinks  the  sea,        .  _  .     . 
And  him  the  moon  — 
Is  il  a  TCMon.  then,  do  yim  think. 
That  I  flhoold  thiist  when  ail  dae  drink  ? 


My  Barney. 


Written  for  and  ■niiR  by  Uhr  Joale  Morrli  In  the 

"Grand  Hlbernlca  " 

Air— -  Tedily  HcOlyim." 


My  name,  *pon  me  honor,  is  Kitty  O'Connor, 

And  I  live  near  the  city  of  Dttbliu  so  graud: 
My  lover's  name's  Barney,  he's  tippe<l  wid  the  blarney, 

And  his  car  any  day  you  cixn  see  i>n  the  t>titu<l: 
As  he  drives  through  the  street,  sure  you  niver 

can  meet 

Another  wid  such  a  sweet  blarneying  smile. 
Himself  is  a  picture  so  trim  and  so  neat,  sir. 

And  he  is  the  boy  that  my  heart  does  beguile: 
My  Barney  the  guide,  'tis  he  is  my  pride, 

.    And  he  is  the  boy  that'll  make  me  his  bride. 

In  mctions  and  fighting  he  takes  a  delight  in, 

A  joUy  good  shindy  it  fills  him  wd  glee, 
And  sometimes  a  drop  of  "  the  cnitur  "  he'll  sup. 

He  drinks  nothing  stronger  than  whiskey,  d'ye  see. 
A  long  time  we've  tarried  luid  soon  we'll  get  married: 

And  won't  I  be  proud  when  I  sit  by  his  Hide, 
All  dressed  in  my  best,  wid  silks  and  the  rest, 

Aa  I  leap  on  his  cair  and  to  church  we  will  ride. 
Me  and  Barney  the  guide,  my  joy  and  vay  pride  ! 
Tis  he  IS  the  boy  that'll  make  me  his  bnde. 


ni  Remember  yon,  Love,  in  my  Prayers. 

BeaatlfDl  Song  &  Ohorui  by  Will.  8.  Hays. 

The  Unile  can  be  obtained  for  33  cents  at  the  PnblUher'l 
Mualc  Store,  J.  I..  Petera  b99  Uroadway.  New- York. 


When  the  curtains  of  night  are  pinned  back 

by  the  stars. 
And  the  beautiful  m(X)n  leaps  the  skies. 
And  the  dew-<lr(>pH  of  heuveu  are  kissing  the  rose. 

It  is  then  that  my  memury  tlies. 
As  if  ou  the  wiugs  of  Home  t>eantifiil  dove. 

In  haste  with  the  mtHsiige  it  bean. 
To  briug  you  a  kiss  of  attection  and  say: 
"  I  remember  you.  Love,  in  my  prayers." 

Chobvs. 
Go  where  yon  will,  ou  land  or  at  sen, 

I'Q  share  all  your  sorrows  and  cares. 
And,  at  uight,  when  I  kneel  by  my  be<1-fiide 

and  pray, 
I'll  remember  you,  Love,  in  my  prayers. 

I  have  loved  you  too  fomlly  to  ever  forget 

The  love  you  have  Kp<jken  for  me. 
And  the  kiss  of  affection  still  wamt  ou  my  lips. 

When  you  told  me  how  true  yon  would  be— 
I  know  not  if  fortune  be  fickle  or  friend. 

Or  if  time  on  your  memory  we»vrs: 
I  know  that  I  love  you  wherever  you  roam. 

And  remember  you,  Luve,  in  uiy  pntyers. 

Chorus. 

When  heavenly  angels  ai-e  guarding  the  good. 

As  Ckid  hiiM  ordaiued  them  to  do. 
In  answer  to  prayers  I  have  offered  to  Him, 

I  know  there  is  one  wutcihiug  you : 
And  may  its  bright  spirit  be  with  you  through  life. 

To  guide  you  up  he»\ven's  bright  stairs. 
And  meet  with  the  one  who  has  loved  you  so  true. 

And  remember  you.  Love,  in  her  prayers. 

Chorus. 


Hark  !  Twas  the  Sea-Boy. 

By  Byaa. 


Hark !  'twas  the  sefr-boy  from  on  high. 

Slow  rocking  o'er  the  foaming  wave; 
Hark !  'twas  the  sea-boy's  tremiilous  cry. 

Sure  warning  of  a  waterj'  gnive — 
Farewell !  farewell !  ill-fated  crew. 

Who  fearless  spread  your  snow-white  saih; 
Reckless  where'er  your  ve«wel  flew, 

li'  bleesetl  with  heaven's  propitious  gales. 

"  All's  o'er,  all's  lost !  the  master  cries. 

The  darkling  waves  swift  o'er  us  roll: 
The  lightning's  flash  !"  -  he,  stricken,  diea — 

Now  heaven  receive  his  fearless  soul: 
The  lightning's  glare  the  sea  illumes. 

Wave  U!v>n  wave  swift  o'er  them  sweep: 
They  sinit,  'midst  thunder,  to  their  tombs, 

'Their  tombs,  alas  !  the  green  sea  deep  I 


Silver  Threads  Among  the  Gold. 

SONO  AND  ChOBUS. 

Wordaby  Eben  E  Bnsford  —  If  uxic  bv  H.  P.  Danka. 

The  Mnalc  can  be  oi>taliied  for  36  eta  at  tlif  Pnbiiaber'a 

Mnalc  Store,  Obar.ea  w.  Barria    Mo.  13  Eaat  14th  Si 

New-Tork. 

OoriaioBT  1873 Bt  Chauu  W.  Habbu. 

Darling,  I  am  growing  old. 
Silver  threads  among  the  gold       '.:::';^.-v 
Shine  upon  my  brow  to-day:  '■'"•";     :"   ' 

Life  is  fading  fast  away. 

But,  my  darling,  you  will  be,  willb*—  ,    ' 

Always  j-oung  and  fair  to  me — 
Yes,  my  darling,  you  will  be 
Always  young  and  fair  to  me — 
Chorus:  Darling,  I  am  growing,  growing  old. 

Silver  threads  among  the  gold 

Shine  upon  my  brow  to-day: 

Life  is  fading  fast  away — 

When  your  hair  is  silver  white. 

And  your  cheeks  no  longer  bright 

With  the  roses  of  the  May, 

I  will  kiss  yotir  Ups  and  say: 

"Oh!  my  darling,  mine  alone,  alone  / 

You  have  never  older  grown —  . '•  v- 

Yes,  my  darling,  mine  alone — 

You  have  never  older  grown  !"  Chonu. 

Love  CAu  never  more  grow  old. 

Locks  may  lose  their  brown  and  gold;  A 

Cheeks  may  fade  and  hollow  grow, 

But  the  hearts  that  love  will  know 

Never,  never  winter's  frost  and  chill: 

Summer  warmth  is  in  them  still — 

Nev»r  winter's  fi-ost  and  chill. 

Summer  warmth  is  in  them  stilL  Chorus. 

Love  is  always  young  and  fair —  : / 

What  to  us  is  silver  hi*ir,  :    ■.. 

Faded  cheeks,  or  steps  grown  slow. 

To  the  heart  that  beats  below  ? 

Since  I  kissed  you  mine  alone,  alone. 

You  have  never  older  grown — 

Since  I  kissed  you  mine  alone,  ■ 


You  have  never  older  grown. 


Choms. 


^♦♦►< 


Glass  Put  In. 


Oh !  my  song  is  of  a  nice  young  man. 

Whose  name  was  Johnny  Glass: 
He  was  a  glazier  by  trade,  and  the  stamps  he  made 

Ah  through  back  streets  he'd  i)ass. 
He  started  m  life,  with  putty  and  knife. 

And  a  big  pane  of  gLiss  to  begin. 
He  was  fat  as  a  hub  aud  foud  of  his  grub, 

And  he  hallooed  out  "glass  put  in  !" 

He'd  rise  with  the  Lirk  and,  from  daylight  t'Jl  dark, 

He'd  trudge  through  wind  and  the  rain; 
By  the  light  of  the  Limps,  he'd  count  his  stamps, 

Next  morning  he'd  be  off  again. 
Twos  joy  to  his  soul  when  he  spied  a  bole. 

Or  11  window  patched  with  tin,  •  '. 

With  his  eyes  rolled  np  he'd  yelp  like  a  pup: 

"  Do  you  wont  any  ^vss  put  m  ?" 

At  length  he  fell  deep  in  love,  ..;  • 

But  the  fault  was  not  all  his  own; 
He  got  shot  through  the  heart,  with  Cupid's  dart, 

Bv  a  little  Dutch  girl  half  grown. 
With  a  huge  large  paw  she  broke  his  jaw, 

AYhon  his  keg  was  half  full  of  gip. 
As  he  rolled  in  the  dirt,  she  cries,  "  where  is  you  hurt  ?" 

And  his  awwer  was  "glass  put  in." 

Oh  !  he  made  her  his  fton,  but  I  can't  tell  you  how 

They  pnased  a  honepTnoon : 
The  pork  was  all  hot  ooiling  in  the  pot. 

As  he  toddled  home  that  noon.  .  .■ '; 

Tears  rolled  by,  three  children  did  cry —  « 

Two  boys  and  a  g^l — what  a  siu  !  ■  -' 

Oh !  they  chriKlened  the  last  Miss  Put-in-QlMB, 

And  the  boys  they  called:  GLu»-Put-In. 


A  Madrigal-by  J  Wilby<>,  1598 

Away,  away,  thou  shalt  not  love  me; 

So  shall  my  love  seem  greater,      -■;'.;.' 
And  I  shall  love  thee  better—  *  .; 

Shall  it  be  so?  wiiataay  you?  '  :' 

Nay,  then,  I  kuow  you  love  me. 

That  80  you  may  disprove  me. 


^ 


! 


\ 


Tiic:    sirvoER's  JouRrvAi.. 
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Young  Folk!  at  Home. 


Ttrt*  In  %  Roathern  grore  I  dwelt, 

N*  aorrow  then  I  knew  : 
It  seeiued  d»t  eb'ry  huur  wm  bright,    - 

Dat  (I>'l7  o'sr  »>•  flew. 
Dr>  little  onee  dat  clong  aronnd 

Ere  I  (roiu  dein  did  roam. 
Made  ebry  liour  atill  happier  Mem— 

OU  :  dear    -  Tuudk  Folks  at  Home  '.  " 
Olioraa  ;    I'lu  bery  sad— no  J07  for  m*— 
Why  did  I  eber  ro»m  t 
Oh  ! 'shall  I  iieber  neber.  neber  MA 
De  dear  '  Yuuug  Folk*  »t  Home  t  " 

We  played  dn  baojo.  ttmbonrine, 

And  daDced  Ix-ueatb  do  shade  : 
kknd  all  around  us  lubbed  to  he4r 

De  iiinaic  dat  we  luade. 
De  iiiockini;  bird  sunK  sweetly  then, 

De  wild  birds  dey  would  come. 
And  make  de  (itove  wld  music  ring — 

Oh  :  dear    ■  Tuung  Folks  at  Home  !  " 

I'm  berjr  ud,  ko. 

B<it  now  I  brokrn-be^rted  go. 
Poor  lorn  dey  a' I  despise  : 
irieve  o  cr  all  de  huppy  past,         ■'  . 
rid  bitter  tear*  and  sighs— 
1*111  scorned  by  all  de  carelea*  crowd. 

No  niaHer  where  I  roam  : 
Oh  '  shall  1  neber  see  again 
De  dear  -  Yuung  Folks  at  Home  T  " 

I'm  bery  lad,  k*. 

Ah  '  no  I  now  am  hr  away^ 

Where  do  «nch  pleasure*  shine  : 
I  nelier  dreamed  dal  surrow'd  com* 

To  di«  poor  heart  of  mine — 
Den  take  lue  to  dat  di-ar  old  apot 

Where  oft  I  lubbed  to  roam. 
And  lie  uie  in  de  cold  cold  grara. 

Near  de  dear  '  Toung  Folks  at  Home  '.  " 

I'm  bery  Mkd,  ft*. 


Young  Folks  from  Home.     ;  y 

Tonng  folks  from  home,  V    - 

Bu«  caily  speed  de  hour* 
When  rovlDS!  wld  our  lubly  Bellel ! 

We  heed  not  snn  or  showers. 
W-  stroll  among  de  Co  ton  pl*nta,  7 ' 

8oiue  times 'mid  fields  of  hay  : 
And  tell  des"  maid*  onr  tale*  of  Tub, 

To  which  dey  don  t  aay  nay 
Oboru*  :    Toiidk  folios  from  hoioe, 
Uai'py  paaa  <li^<  day, 
Let'H  cant  astile  de  cares  ob  Uh 
And  mike  It  ou«  ob  play. 

Tonng  folks  from  home. 

Bow  happy  I'ey  all  seem. 
Wid  all  <ley  lub  on  earf  aroand, 

LookR  briKbt  aa  am  a  dr>-ara  :  ^    ' 

Dere's  Plioet>e  Lee  and  Pompey  BroWB, 

Will  Cic'ly  iird  her  bmdder  : 
Dere'a  Nelly  May  and  Gabriel  Clay— 

Dere's  Cbloe  and  anudder.  Obom*. 

Tonng  folks  from  home. 

De  picnic's  nearly  started  ; 
De  "  old  folk*  at  home.  "  I  fear.    -. 

Will  frel  near  broken  heated. 
Dere's  Cuffy  and  hi*  t>eauful  Jul*, 

Dv  beaus  all  try  to  please  her  :  >:.. 

De  chariulug  maids  look  sad  and  glniB 

Till  dey  spy  out  brudder  Ceaaar.  Oboma, 

Tonne  folks  from  home. 

When  die  day's  fiport  am  obot,  .•       .. 

We'll  work  attain  at  hoeing  com  ! 

At  nii;ht.  we'll  sl«ep  In  cloher. 
I  apec*  we'll  aoon  aee  most  ob  nl 

Tu  church  K  long  in  1  air* 
An'  from  dat  time  lib  free  from  mnta. 

An' gib  up  aiugle  care*.  Oboma. 


Wilt  thou  Say  Farewell,  Love  1 


tlion  say  farewell   love,  and  from  Bo*a  part  T 
*  tears  will  tell   lore  tb«  angnitfb  of  ber  heart. 
Ill  l>e  thine   and  thoii'lt  be  mine, 
ive  thee   though  we  sever  : 

ay:  caul  e'er  ce!<ae  to  aigb  orceaMloloTa}no,B*Tar' 

tbon  ill  I  Ilk  of  me.  love   when  tbon'rt  fkr  away  T 

I  II  think  of  thee   love,  never,  never  atray  : 

111  be  thue  aiid  thou'lt  be  mine. 

>ve  thee,  though  we  seTer  : 

ay:  can  I  e'er  cease  tosigh.  orcea*«toloT*Tno,  nerer  I 

0  other'*  wile,  lore  the  ardent  heart  betray, 

imber  Rosa's  smile   love   Rosa  fkr  away  : 

III  be  thine  and  thou'lt  be  mine. 

▼e  thee  though  we  sever  ; 

ay  :oau  le'ercease  toaUb.  orceass  toloT*Tno,  neT*r' 


►^♦►^ 


he  hatred  of  those  who  are  the  moat  nearly 
lected,  i*  tlie  most  inveterate.—  1  acitvs. 

thou  art  a  master,  be  aometimes  blind  .  if  a 
mt,  BometiiD«8  deaf.— Fdller. 

wmmimmmmmmHmmmmfilfmmmm 


Madoline. 

':     Wrlttaa  by  J.  aui-Oompoaed  by  3.  W.  OhVtTf, 

,,..■..■.:•     Sung  by  Jamea  D.  Hndaon. 
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r  dream  of  thee,  a we«t  Madeline,  !,     - 

So  beautiful  and  bright — 
"iiy  mem'ry  weave*  each  look  of  tliine    '; 

With  ev'ry  thought  of  light. 
Thou  art  the  music  of  mj  heart. 

That  whisper*  thro'  each  daj — 
That  speaks  thy  name  in  ev'ry  breeze, 
W  hen  far  from  thee  away. 
Choru*  :     1  dream  of  thee,  sweet  Madoline, 
So  beautiful  and  bright — 
My  mem'ry  weaves  each  look  of  thine 

With  ev  ry  thought  of  light. 
Madoline  !  Madoliue  !  sweet  Madoline  I 

I  dream  of  thee,  dear  Madolihe,        v  -  ■ 

1  hro'  life'*  sad  waste  of  year* — 
Like  spring's  sweet  breath  to  flowers  that  droop 

Thy  beaming  smile  appears. 
When  e'er  the  world  may  cast  ita  care, 

When  sorrow  near  I  see — 
I  fear  no  shade— for,  in  my  grief,  ^    '^ 

I  turn  again  to  thee  ! 
Chorus  :  1  dream  of  thee,  sweet  Madoline,  Ae. 


^•» 


Thii  World  ii  Fall  of  Beauty. 


There  lire*  a  rrlce  within  me.  (he  angel  of  my  heart. 
And  It*  *weet  lUplngs  win  me,  till  tears 

will  aometlmea  itari 
Dp  evermore  it  springelh   lilie  hidden  melody, 
Aud  evermore  It  aiugelh  this  soug  of  song*  to  m*. 

CUUR(I& 
Thi*  world  Is  run  of  beaut),  ;• 
As  other  worlds  above  : 

And  if  we  did  our  duty  it  might  befall  of  love,  fhll  of  loTi 
It  might  be  full  of  love. 

If  men  were  more  forgiving  and  kind  word*  often  (pokCE 
In*tead  of  scorn  so  grieving,  there 

might  be  few  heart*  broken 
Were  troth  onr  ottered  langnaxe. 

angels  might  talk  with  men 
And  the  Ood-lllouliied  earth  might  see 

the  KOlden  age  again 
.-  f  Thi*  world  i*  full  of  beauty,  Ao. 


He  plenty  round  n*  amlleth  why 

wake*  this  Cry  for  bread  '. 
Why  are  crushed  million*  toiling 

gaunt,  clothed  In  rag*  unfed  ' 
The  sunny  bills  and  valleys  ijluab  ri|>e  with  fmit  and  ^raia 
But  the  lordllug  in  hi*  palace  still  robs  hi*  feliow-uieu. 
This  world  Is  full  of  beauty,  Ac 

TiB  strange  what  boats  are  trampled 

amid  this  thirst  for  gold- 
What  noble  souls  are  sapped  of  love, 

what  apirits  lose  life's  bold- 
And  yet  npon  thi*  bleaaed  earth  there'*  room  for  every  one 
Million*  of  acre*  wait  the  seed,  and  food  rotH  iu  the  siiu. 
Thi*  world  i*  full  of  beauty,  tta. 

The  leaf-loogaes  of  the  forest   the  fl"Wer-Ii{>*  of  the  aod. 
The  birds  that  hymn  their  r.<pture  into  the  tar  of  Ood  : 
The  hidden  wind  that  briucetb  sweet  music  froin  the  sea 
Have  each  a  voice  that  aiugeth  this  aong  of  aonga  to  me. 

;     ...-n-    ■■•:   .        Thi*  woriiT  IS  luil  of  beauty,  Ac 


The  Way  My  Daddy  Went 

Xccentrlo  acng  and  dance  composed  for  Johnny  Qaaaa, 
Sang  by  him  at  the  Ban  Francisco's  Uinstrsls. 

Word*  by  A.  P.  Chas»— Mnaic  by  Rollln  Howard. 

n*  Mnale  t*  pnblisbad  by  Wm   A.  Pond  A  Oo., 
No  547  A  865  Broadway,  New-Tork. 


White  folks,  I  come  to  tell  you 

Of  the  days  that's  past  and  goM, 
How  my  daddy  used  to  do. 

When  he  was  young  and  strong  : 
Bow,  when  the  work  was  over, 

For  the  banjo  I  was  sent  : 
UfK>n  the  old  cabin  floor, 

i  his  way  my  daddy  went —  ' 

And  when  the  dance  was  over, 
And  the  nigs  got  settled  down, 

Sail  the  good  things  wotild  bring  out, 
And  nutke  me  pass  tbem  round  : 

mmmmmmmmimmmamfmmmm 


And  dad  brought  out  the  eom  JTiiai      / 
On  a  good  time  tLey  were  bent —      / 

And  when  h^  oneo  got  warmed  up, 
Ihis  way  my  daddy  went  — 

Tho.sa  days  have  pat>eed  away  : 

l.>ad'8  no  lokigcr  young  and  stroif — 
When  he  heaiis  the  banjo  play. 

Thinks  ofthe  days  that's  gone 
Be  tells  the  inlgs  to  I'^ten  to 

1  he  happy  hours  he's  spent  : 
And,  when  be  sees  nie  dancing,  ssya  : 

This  way  biy  daddy  went — 


Bine  Eyed  Violete. 

Coifiposed  T.  J.  Jackson. 
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Bine  eyed  violet*  *re  nodding  where  our  darling  la  at  seat. 
And  the  little  bird*  are  singing  swe<  tc^t 

carol*  o'er  ber  braaat : 
No  more  aorrow  may  betide  her  :  for 

I  she  sleepa  Id  qolel  I 

Where  the  violets  hnc  no<1dlng  m  tlo- 

gentle  *pring-tlme  air— 
nine  e>  ed  violets  ariB  nodiling  wdere  i.nr  dnrllug  is  at  reat. 
And  tbe  little  birtlsiare  aiugiug  sweetest 

j  ;  carol*  e'er  her  breaai 

CHORUS. 

Bine  eyed  violet*  are  nodding  where  onr  derlingi*  atrMt, 
And  the  little  birdls  iare  singing  sweetest 

carol*  O'er  her  breast. 

Bine  eyed  violet*are'noddlngon  the  mild  aadhalmybreaM, 
While  the  rippling  brook  is  singing 

all  Its  sweetest  melodlea  ; 
She  wa*  fairer  tbab  tbe  flower*  blooming 

on  the  greenhill  aide. 
Where  the  violets  are  nodding  o'er 

the  darling  '  n*  that  diad— 
Bine  eyed  violet*  are  nodding  where  onr  darling  iaat  reat. 
And  tbe  little  birds  Are  singing  s-teeteat 

carols  o'er  ber  bresat 
Blue  eyed  violets  are  nodding.  Ae. 

Oh  !  her  voice  wsi  lika  sweet  mu*io 

Kii>^hiiiK  forth  In  long*  *o  light 
That  our  heart*  wmb  filled  with  eorrow 

'   when  we  aaw  death'*  chilling  blight : 
But  we  hope  to  meet  uur.d.irliUK 

fiir  be«oud  death'*  chaofefnl  ahoro. 
Where  no  augel  s  Dew^s  are  blooming, 

save  to  I'lonn  for  evarroore— 
Blue  eyed  violet*  are  nodding  wh>Te  our  darling  Is  at  reat. 
And  the  iiltle  birds  are  sltjging  sweetest 
I  carols  o'er  ber  breaat 

'    Blue  eyed  violets  are  nodding,  Ao. 


0  Ijaly  I  Dear  Italy  ! 

Written  by  H.  Frenmsu   Esq  —Composed  by  0.  W.  Olover. 

The  Music  of  this  piece,  arranged  for  the  Voice  aad 
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0  Ttaly,  delar  Italy,    v:;  -' 
My  loved,  my  liappy  home  ! 

My  dearest  ilioughts  still  dwell  with  tbae, 
'Ilio  far  aMraj  I  roam. 

1  think  u|>en  thy  cloudless  sky, 

'1  hy  vineyards  spreading  far  : 
I  think  on  liosa's  laughing  eye, 

I  hear  her  light  Guitar  : 
I  think  on  iseeiieB  of  infancy, 

Of  inuooeace  and  love. 
When  Life  from  ev'ry  care  was  free. 
And  bright  as  all  above. 
Choroa  :  O  It^y.  dear  luly, 

Mt  ioved.  my  happy  bom*  I 
My  oeArest  thuughls  still  dwell  with  lliee 
'Iho'  far  away  1  roam  : 
.  My  tle^rest  thou^hU  elill  dw^  wHh  thee 
'Iho'  far,  thu'  faraway  1  roem— 

0  lUly  !  dear  Italy  ! 

The  land  that  gave  me  birth  ! 
Between  u*  roar^  the  foaming  sea, 

No  more  I  hear  thy  mirth  : 
No  more  I  bear  the  mountain  song — 

I  tivad  a  ^trnng^r  ehor*- — 
Nor  meet  «'illi  one  among  the  throng. 

To  tell  my  sorrows  o'er  : 
No  more  the  b'-em  of  jNit-s'i  eye 


^hali  wiikie  iiiy  »oul  to  glee, 
And  niem'ri  only  brings  a  sigh, 
Loved  IMiy>  to  thee — 


ii 


Obom*. 
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The  Aetor's  Daughter. 

(  Continued. ) 


Thru  K  atrong  friendship  apmng  up  between 
th«»«  iwo  girls,  i«ho'«  positions  io  life  Wi-re  to 
aturlj  di^renU  Mary  bad  at  once  made  a  cnA- 
dant  of  Jnlia.  to  whom  she  explained  her  stritii>;« 
position  ;  tbua  the  knew  that,  afi«r  a  short  |><  riod 
of  wedded  tiiiscrj.  Mary's  luuther  wai  sepnaiod 
from  her  father,  and  that  Mary  herself,  ilifn  an 
infant  of  tender  years,  had  been  placed  und<-r  lier 
father's  care,  and  had  sharad  his  precarioiu  h\eli- 
bood  till  the  aee  of  six.  I  he  di-ciple  of  ari.  who 
settled  himself  like  a  butter-fly,  first  ni  one  tl><  aire, 
then  at  another,  frh  thut  tiie  girl  could  not  r  main 
longer  with  him.  if  her  future  aas  to  be  of  any 
g.Kxi.  So  when  she  had  reached  her  sixih  v<  ar. 
he  sent  her  to  his  wife,  with  a  few  laconie  lin  s  lo 
the  following  etfect  ; — 

"  I  am  sending  our  child  to  joit  ;  educate  her 
till  I  come  t>>  claim  hrrtnytelf." 

Mary's  Qii>ther  had  in  all  probability  given  up 
the  child  with  a  tileeJing  heart  when  she  tirot.  Intd 
lu  part  with  it ;  but  when  it  was)  returned  to  her 
ifflhia  unexpected  manner,  it  probably  arrived  at 
ft  very  in  pp.'riune  moment.  At  any  rate  ehe 
only  took  it  id  to  »end  it  away  ai;ain  immediately, 
For  the  child  was  placed  at  a  boarding-sohiX'l  at 
once.  For  the  present.  .Mrs.  Middlehurst.  who  had 
lived  since  her  teparaiion  wi^h  a  relative  in 
•ome  distant  country  town,  wa^  jii»t  then  on  the 
point  of  endeavoring  t<>  obtain  a  divorce  from 
Iter  huihand.  she  was  still  wonderiiiily  hiuidcoine, 
of  gtx>d  family  and  repute,  and  l.aj  a  con--ideral.le 
Fortune  inherited  from  her  uioiher.  After  a  liule 
time,  Mrs  Middlehurst  came  to  live  in  town,  where. 
It  the  time  we  are  writing,  she  had  been  al>out 
Lhree  years.  1  he  lady,  however,  had  not  troiihUd 
l»rr9e  f  about  ht-r  daughter  till  al>out  a  cmiple  of 
iveeks  ago.  when  »he  had  written  to  iDf'>ini  her 
khat  she  w»«  now  at  liberty  to  receive  her.  Xs 
lobody  in  town  knew  of  her  separation  fr.Jiii  her 
tiushand,  she  merely  introiiuced  -Mary  a.-  her 
laughter,  without  raying  anything  furih  r  aliout 
ier. 

For  ieTeral  month»,  howeTer,  Mary's  father  had 
il»o  been  living  in  town.  ^  wo  day-  uf.er  her 
trrival  at  her  mothers  lii*u»e.  the  giri  reout-l  a 
note  asking  her  to  come  and  see  her  fuihtr  at  his 
lodging  in  the  fourth  story  of  a  hou^e  in  Lronurd 
Street.  >lie  hurrird  to  his  side  in  the  gr  aie«t 
•xcitement.  preserving  the  ultuo-it  secrecy.  and 
found  him  in  a  verv  Juiresjiiiig  position.  He  had 
i^rowD  old.  and  failed  in  finding  an  eni;ageiii>  it  at 
iny  theatre,  m*  his  (>ower«  had  almost  dtterte' I  iiim 
low.  Mis  intention  now  was  to  reek  a  r  C'>nciliutii>n 
with  his  wife.  Mary  was  to  act  as  an  inieic-  ssi  r. 
lie  was  innocent  en<^iugh  to  see  no  uifficullitis  to 
Lliis  plan,  iiow  little  he  knew  of  the  wurid.  or  if 
kiM  nattire  of  the  woman  who  had  deserted  hiiu  ! 

Tee.  I  say,  how  litile  did  the  old  actor  kno.v  of 
ihe  world,  and  of  the  nature  of  the  woman  who 
>nee  had  loved  him.  Mary  had  the  almost  <liffi- 
sulty  to  prvvent  him  fom  accompanying  her  :nio 
lier  mother  s  pre.'ence,  and  sjvoiling  all.  At  length 
tli«  girl  succeeded  in  persuading  him  to  reiit 
qoieUy  where  he  was  till  a  moment  chould  C'>iiie 
«ben  she  could  do  something  for  him  with  her 
mother. 

•  \ '  "    ^ ' .    '  •  *      '     . 

Cbaptib  V. 

Meanwhile,  Mary  did  her  best  to  make  her  fnther 
somfortable.  She  had  ci>t  plenty  of  mi-ney  for 
though  her  mother  had  been  cold,  «he  was  not 
mean  towards  her  child  — and  often  vi!>iied  her 
hilier  in  the  evenings,  taking  care  to  bring  him 
K>iiie  ne«e<>sary  comforts  each  time.  Her  sinixmg 
lessons  gave  her  frequent  opjvirlunities  for  vitiiing 
ber  old  tifttber,  for  ohe  generally  took  them  in.  the 
tveoinga.  She  made  a  confident  of  her  nusic 
mistress  who  generally  accompanied  her  as  far  ** 
Leonard  street.  In  order  that  she  shouH  b«-  less 
remarkable.  Mary  took  care  always  to  dres«  h.-r«^lf 
la  simple  and  quietly  as  she  eould  whilst  l^nt 
npoo  iheae  excursions.  And  this  waa  the  un- 
fortunate po<ition  in  which  the  girl  was  plaoed, 
snd  which  had  the  effeet  of  distressing  her  so 
much — this  it  was  that  she  had  ooiifided  to  her 
friend,  Julia  Paachfold  ;  bat  there  was  mueii  oiure 


that  filled  ber  bnMt  baeidea  thia,  and  Julia  knew 
it  as  wall  aa  herself,  for  poor  Mary  had  no  one  elsa 
to  open  ber  heart  to.  and  Julia  aeenied  to  her  the 
moft  reliable  person  to  confide  in.  '1  he  sorest 
torture  she  felt  waa  the  poeiiioa  she  occupied  in 
her  mother's  heart. 

"  You  will  have  to  put  up  with  that,  misa."  said 
Julia,  as  Mary  broached  this  subject  again  to-day, 
"for  it  is  unfortunately  often  the  case  that  a  mother 
feel  I  no  aflfection  for  a  daughter  who  has  just 
entered  womanhood,  whilst  she " 

'Oh,  not  that— not  that!"  interrupted  Mary. 
"  Yon  are  jndging  my  mother  too  harshly,  i  he 
reason  we  are  such  strangers  to  each  other  is  owing 
to  the  peculiar  circum>tances  tliat<«xist  between 
us.  as  well  as  my  own  fault.  Not  only  that  I  re- 
mind my  mother  of  the  time  she  tries  to  foiget, 
but  that  I  really  am  not  suited  to  her  ;  our  ta«tea 
are  not  alike.  I  am  shy,  simple,  quiet.  I  do  not 
unlersiand  the  art  of  pleasing.  V\  hen  ninniina 
looks  at  me,  my  heart  Degins  to  beat .  when  all 
around  her  laugh  nt  her  witty  conve^^ation,  I  feel 
more  inclined  to  cry  heartily.  It  is  really  n<>  fault 
of  my  moUier  s  that  I  cannot  get  over  this  nervous- 
ness—that  my  nature  is  so  serious " 

"Ob,  but  it  M  ber  fault!'  interrupted  Julia. 
"  She  should  not  have  given  you  int«<  strange 
hands  :  she  ought  to  have  done  her  best  to  win 
your  love,  and  understand  you  I" 

"  Be  that  as  it  may,  we  are  certainly  not  suited 
to  one  another  now.  '  exclaimed  Mary.  ••  <  'ur 
natures  are  quite  different,  and  mamma  knows 
this  as  well  as  1  do.  so  doesn't  care  to  give  herself 
trouble  about  a  thint;  she  cannot  alter.  If  I  were 
different  — if  I  were  like  von,  Julia— then— ves,  then, 
all  would  be  well.  Slie  would  enjoy  havinir  a 
daughter  like  you.  It  would  flatter  her  to  see 
her  own  youth  reflected  in  a  handsome,  lively,  de- 
termined girl  like  yourself.  You  would  till  her 
drawini^-rooms  and  know  how  to  entertnin  her 
guests,  instead  of  trembling  nervously  when  people 
address  me,  as  I  do.  VeS,  if  only  you  wrre  in  my 
place  I  You  spoke  a  minute  ago  about  changing 
one's  life  ;  certainly,  it  is  painful  to  think  that 
our  Sorrow  is  often  (»jrs  alone,  and  that  another 
Would  be  perfectly  coDtenled  in  the  saiue  situation 
a-i  we  should  be  in  that  other  person's,  although  that 
other  is  made  almost  desperate  by  it.  Yes,  if  one 
could  but  change  one's  life !  ' 

Julia  looked  moodily  on  theeround,  as  she  leant, 
with  foKleti  anil',  against  the  window  sash. 

"Should  you  realy  be  happy  in  my  j->osiiion?" 
asked  she.  "  Doomed  to  spend  a  laive  portion  ^ 
your  days  in  the  country,  among>t  a  lot  of  farmers, 
with  the  daily  pleasure  lo  store  for  you  of  reading 
seme  nninteresting  book  to  a  deaf  and  disagreeable 
old  aunt?" 

"  I  can  quite  fancy,  Julia,"  cried  Marv.  in  a 
bantering  toLe.  "  that  the  fact  of  there  being  no 
libiarv  at  hand  will  not  be  one  of  your  least 
tr«>ubles.  for  where  trili  you  get  fresh  stores  of 
novels  from  ?  But,  seriously."  continued  she.  "  I 
would  be  happy  to  be  in  your  place,  provided  I 
was  not  sent  into  the  country,  but  eould  remain 
here  as  you  have  hitherto  done,  so  that  I  could 
watch,  and  Uke  care  of  poor  dear  papa.  Yea, 
then  I  should  be  happy." 

Both  young  girls  paused  a  moment  in  their 
eonversatioo.     Mary,  at  length,  broke  tl>«  silence. 

"Julia,  I  had  something  else  to  say  to  you — 
something  I  have  not  been  able  to  mention  yet." 

Julia  looked  questioningly  at  her  eompanion. 

"He—jou  know  whom  I  mean?"  eontinned 
Mary 

Jnlia  nodded  her  bead,  but,  at  the  same  time, 
turned  it  away. 

"  He  has  pn>po0ed  to  me!" 

"  What !  He  proposed  to  jfou  t"  exclaimed 
Julia,  excitedly. 

"  Yes,  he  has  been  paying  roe  the  greatest  atten- 
tion for  some  days  paat.  Yesierilay  evening  I  had 
a  longer  conversation  'with  him,  and  certainly 
thougbt  I  gave  him  no  sort  of  encouragement ; 
and  yet  (though  I  cannot  understand  how  niTself ) 
hs  must  have  seen  something  of  the  kind  in  my 
words,  for  he  spoke  privately  to  mamma  after- 
wards, begging  her  to  do  all  she  could  to  indoee  me 
to  favor  his  suit." 

"Oh.  great  heaven!"  sighei  Julia  from  tbc 
depth  of  ber  heart. 

".And   my   mother,"   aontiniied  Mary,  "SMma 


hardly  to  baT*  thoncbt  me  worth  consulting 
in  the  matter  at  alL  She  told  me  of  this  oon- 
versation  whi  si  we  were  at  breakfast  this  murning, 
and  gave  me  to  understand  that  she  bad  consented 
to  the  match,  and  that  i  waa  to  marry  Mr.  Holding. 
Oh,  dear  I-  oh.  dear!"  sighed  Mary,  in  conclusion, 
whilst  she  buried  b«r  face  in  her  hands  ;  "bow  ia 
it  all  I.O  end  *  ' 

"How  is  it  to  end?  It  shall  never  begin.  I 
say  ! '  cried  Jnlia  indignantly,  b«r  br«ast  heaving 
with  excitement. 

"  You  do  not  know  my  mother.  Jnlia,"  replii  d 
Mary.  "  You  do  not  know  her  hard  nature  ;  she 
will  gain  her  purpose,  as  she  has  already  done 
over  and  over  ai;ain.  she  will  marry  me  to  Mr. 
Molding  with  the  same  determined  spirit  she 
followed  my  father,  in  opposition  to  grandpapa  a 
wi>lirs  ;  in  the  same  nianner.  she  got  separated 
from  him  afU-rwnrds.  Holding  is  a  suitable  party  ; 
he  ha«  lur  Word,  and  I  know  she  will  be  glad  to 
get  rid  of  me  into  the  bargain.'' 

"  But  she  shall  not  marry  yon  to  him  ;  and  yet 
— oh  my  heart!"  cried  Julia,  wringing  her  hands, 
and  bursting  into  tears — mure  of  indignation  and 
wounded  pride  than  pain. 

"  My  only  hope  is  with  Mr.  Holding  himself," 
continued  Slary.  "  If  1  tell  him  plainly  that  I 
won't  marry  liiin,  .and  that  I  do  not  like  him — 
that  I  even  despise  him  for  his  conduct  towards 
yon,  Julia  ;  then — then " 

"Ob,  then,'  interrupted  Jniia.  with  a  bitter 
smile,  he  11  be  all  the  more  determined  to  carry 
out  his  plans.  Men  are  so  indescribably  conceited! 
If  you  go  against  him,  he'll  raise  heaven  and 
earth  to  make  you  fall  in  love  with  him  ;  and  tlint 
he  will  eventually  succeed,  even  if  he  should  have 
to  wail  till  after  matrimony,  he  will  nomoredoul-t 
ihan  any  of  them.  No,  no  ;  that  is  not  the  way 
to  manage  it.  No;  something  else  must  l« 
thought  of;  and  it  shall  be  done,  if  I  raise  the 
|x>wer8  of  evil  to  assist  me." 

\Vhen  Julia  had  said  this,  Hammond's  door 
opened,  and  I'hilip  Godfrey  stepped  into  the  anle- 
looni.  He  bad  just  been  listening  to  all  he  was  to 
say  to  the  old  man's  "  Minona.  '  when  be  should 
see  her.  and  was  now  on  the  point  of  going  to  pav 
his  respects  to  that  lady,  although  his  heart  failed 
him  at  the  idea  of  seeking  oal  and  marry  ioi;  a 
girl  totally  unknown  to  him.  both  in  person  an-1 
character,  in  obedience  to  his  uncles  wishes,  hv 
was  horrified  at  a  union  without  l"Ve,  or  evt-n  at- 
tachment;  without  any  harmony  of  the  Uiind  ; 
without  an  exchan£:e  of  thought,  sentin<ei  t  or 
feeling,  such  as  daily  intercourse  must  infalliMy 
bring.  How  his  open,  honest  heart  was  to  briiig 
its.  If  to  pay  false  compliments  and  hypocriiicnl 
addresses  to  the  oiifortunate  girl,  who  would 
naturally  expect  them,  he  was  at  a  loss  to  uider- 
etand  *  Poor  fellow  !  bis  heart  had  never  before 
been  so  heavy.  But  what  was  to  be  done?  Iiow 
could  be  go  agaiD^t  his  nncle?  He  wns  a  poor 
young  fellow,  quite  dependent  upon  his  rich  old 
kinsman.  If  the  latter  disinherited  him,  he  had 
nothing  whatever  to  (all  back  ufion.  We  mn^t 
conA^Bs.  to  his  shame  that  be  bad  learnt  bot  little  ; 
and  that  that  little  was  of  the  least  possible  use  to 
bim.  I  be  only  thing  he  knew  •n\  thing  abont  was 
farming  ,  and  what  good  would  that  l^  to  biro  if 
be  had  nothing  to  farm  *  No  ;  he  wms  bound  lo 
o  on.  fur  bis  gouty  old  ancle  would  brook  no 
elay  in  the  matter. 

As  I'hilip  walked  through  the  ante-room,  ha 
noticed  the  two  yonng  girls,  who  were  standirg  in 
the  window.  Mary,  on  hearing  ber  father  •  door 
opening,  had  -turned  her  bead,  and  blushed 
crimson,  on  seeing  the  yonng  man  who  had  come 
to  her  r>'scue  on  the  previous  niglit  after  which  be 
had  eondaeied  her  to  her  motiier's  ht>uae.  Both 
young  pet^iple  must  have  taken  a  certain  interest 
in  each  other  as  they  walked  on  together.  Fhilip, 
ar  any  rate,  who  at  once  recognised  Mary,  and 
'  oticed  her  blnshing  face,  came  forward  to  meet 
beK  with  a  beaming  expression  npon  his  features. 

"  Ob,  what  a  fortunate  meeting  !"  exclaimed  he 
"  Do  1  really  find  you  here,  my  dearest  yourg 
lady  *  But  pardon  me  :  the  boose  I  took  jon  to 
last  night  I  thought  you  said  belonged  to  Mra. 
Middlehurst ;  and  to-day  I  find  yon  in  my  (riend 
Hammond's  lodging.  You  sorely  are  not  hia " 

"  Oh,  I  know  what  Tou  are  going  to  say." 
replied  Mary,  hastily,  and  in   terror  lest  a  perfeol 
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'  thonld  find  out  ber  mother'*  secret  and 
"  No,  no  ;  I  am  only  in  Mrs.  Middle- 
lerrice,  as  I  told  you  yesterday." 
y  in  hef  service !'  repeated  Philip.  "I 
added  be  to  Liioself,  "  it  were  as  I  first 
i.  I  sliouldn't  BO  much  miod  manying 
ely  girl." 

ing  thus,  he  gazed  admiringly  at  the  girl's 
rorm.  Lat  as  Mary  was  most  simply 
and  had  been  cauglit  talking  to  a  girl 
kme  ix>sition  in  life  as  she  pretended  t<j  De, 
if  course,  had  not  the  slightest  doubt  of 
ciiy,  and  eonseqaently  l>-lier«r<l  implicitly 
tury  she  had  V>U  him  last  evening. 

she  were  in  Mrs.  Middleliursi's  servioe, 
she  the  beft  person  to  question  respecting 
i-'s  dnughw-r  T 

ioinmeiiced  at  once.    "  What  wa*  she  like? 
e    pretty —wcll-Hl'icatci  ?      V.:\-\  a'le  tiice 
and  a  gentle  di^po8ilion  ?     Whnt  kind  of 
rhad  she?- 

oQ    ask  so  many  questions  at  a  time!" 
Mary,    smiling.      '■  Vou   surely   must 
lat   my    position  binds    me   to   be — be — 


/ 


r«et!  that  i^n't  bad !"  said  Philip;  and 
»  himself  "  This  pretty,  good-natured 
),  no  doubt,  says  the  best  she  can  of  every 
nks  it  desirable  to  be  ditcreet  about  her 
li^tress.  Tliai  looks  bad— very  bad  I" 
cannot  yon  tell  me  one  good  point  in  her 
r?"  continued  I  hilip,  presently, 
yes ;    one.    I   dare   say,"  replied  Msiy, 

/"  repeated  Philip,  ironically. 

is  a  simple,  unpresuming  girl  enough." 

lose  slie  cannot  lielp  being  so  V 

;  that  is  certainly  true  enough,"  answered 

a  Very  modest  voice. 

rubbed  his  forehead,  and  then  said,  in  a 
tone,  "  Well,  in  any  case,  slie  II  be  glad 

0  get  married.     Don't  vou  think  so  *" 
what  makes  yon  so  sure  of  that  V    asked 
some  surprise. 

won't  require  much  pressing  wlien  an 
iffer  presents  ilself  :  even  if  the  gentleman 
lit  be  all  that  is  charming  and  desirable — 
sated,  town  bred,  and  all  the  rest  uf  it." 
.  I  really  don't  know  ijfj^y  you  should 
is  of  her ! "  cried  Mary,  purging  up  her  lips 
illy. 

then,  there  is  some  hope  of  a  refa«al !" 
ip  lo  himself  ■"  If  she  won't  have  me — 
!)<>ws  the  fainte<t  resistance— I  shall  b« 
step  Itack.  and  shall  have  done  my  duty 
kiously.  and  uncle  will  be  able  to  find  no 

h  m?  conduct " 

'  have  you  asked  me  all  this  ?*'  asked 
length,  interrupting  hi«  soliloquy. 
..  you  s«e.  there  \i  something  of  the  kind 
at  present."  answered  I'hilip;  "but — 
ir  young  mistress— the  fellow  whom  they 
to  marry  won't  suit  her  at  all.  I  know 
—he  is  a  regular  scamp,  a  ne'er-divweel — 
unt  say  anything  more  alH.nt  him  n<>w. 
speak  plainly  amongst  our-elv,:S.  «arn 
mg  lady  against  tliis  man.  who  certainly 
deserve  her ;  you'll  be  doing  a  real  act 
y  by  telling  her  how  bad  he  is  '." 
f  er  he  had  whispered  these  woris  con- 
into  Mary's  ears,  I'hilip  look  his  have, 
■fied  with  the  diplomatic  turn  the  conver- 
kd  taken. 

ooked  after  him  with  surprise  and  fear. 
XT'  said  she  to  herself,  "this  man.  a 
stranger,  knows  all  about  it  already ! 
k'e  been  making  the  alTair  public,  as  if  I 
rord  to  put  in  the  matter,  and  was  bound 
J  Mr.  Holding,  whether  I  wuuld  or  no! 
iKj  much — too  much  !" 
had  hardly  finishe<j  before  her  father's 
in  opened,  and  Mr.  Hammond  appeared 
t  scene.  1  he  old  aoti>r  was  K Miking  re- 
)■  odd.  His  face  was  not  al>>ne  beaming, 
' ;  but  his  whole  figure  wliich  he  had 
lut  to  ita  follect,  showed  the  radiance  of 
a. 

s  as  spmee  as.  a  new  pin—  at  lea"!,  as  far 
l-fashiooed  wardruha  wool<l  periuit  faiiu  to 
lioaa  was  inaapabla  of  improrement,  for 

1  that  nnder  her  ehar|re ;  aad  tbongh  tba 


green  dress  eoat,  with  its  long  pointed  tails  and 
narrow  collar,  only  had  an  historical,  or  ratlier 
memorable  worth,  aa  showing  the  taste  of  byirone 
ages,  Mr.  Hammond  felt  thoroughly  Well-dressed, 
and  a  perfect  cavalier,  in  it.  \V  heu  he  saw  his 
daughter,  he  raised  both  his  hands,  and  walked 
up  to  her  will)  touching  solemnity  in  every  gesture. 

"  Mary  !  You  here?"  exclaimed  he.  "  Oh,  let 
me  place  the  full  blessing  of  that  holy  emotion 
fatherly  lore  has  instilled  upon  me,  upon  your 
precious  licad  !" 

Mary  was  not  in  the  humor  to  allow  her  father's 
hands  to  rest  long  upon  ber  fair  curls. 

"  I'apa,  what  is  the  matter*  What  are  you 
Coing  lo  do  ?  I  know  you  intend  to  do  something, 
you  are  so  excited  !" 

'•  Yes,  s^wettest  child ! '  interrupted  Hammond  ; 
"  how  Well  she  knows  — how  intelligent!  Fate  waj» 
not  unkind  to  me  in  sending  me  a  girl  in^lcuJ  of 
boy  to  iniierit  niy  f<>rtuneand  name.  I  misjudged 
it  sally'  Here,  upon  this  rirgin  head,  I  place  the 
wreath  of  orange   biossouia!  ' 

"Orange  blossoms  I  What  can  you  mean, 
papa  V  interrupted  Mary,  completely  taken  by 
surprise. 

"  What  do  they  mean — orange  blossoms?  Oh! 
maiden  "'  exelaimed  the  old  gentleman,  "  surely 
there  is  a  key  to  this  in  your  own  thoughts  !  More 
I  must  not  e-ay- 1  must  not ! 

■With  solemn  oaths  I  have  promised. 
But  wait — wait  I  " 

With  this,  Hammoni  stepped  quickly  1>ack 
a?ain  into  bis  chamber,  to  appear  or.ce  more  in  a 
few  moment",  carrying  a  pocket-book  between  his 
finders,  which  he  pressed  excitedly  into  Mary's 
band. 

"Here,  take  this — take  this!"  said  he;  'but 
allow  me  to  depart  unquestioned,  to  meet  the 
solemn  moment  that  awaits  me." 

"  What  am  I  to  do  with  this,  papa  ?"  asked  she. 

"  What  are  you  lo  do  with  it?  You  will  re- 
quire it  soon — very  soon.  May  the  hour  you  will 
want  it  fly  witt  quick  pinions  towards  you.  And 
take  good  care  of  it— the  pa^r  that  shows  the 
family  you  belong  lo.  which  is  gpfied  with  both 
quality  and  talent."  Mr.  Hammond  here  struck 
his  breast  pompously,  as  he  raised  his  eyes  mildly 
to  the  Ceiling.  "  Lut  detain  me  no  longer ;  my 
lips  are  still  sealed  against  you  ;  but  now  farewell, 
young  beauty  :  farewell,  oh,  beauty,  beauty, 
neaoty  !" 

>ie  spoke  the  last  words  as  he  reached  the  g'a«s 
do.jr ;  and  then,  once  more  turning,  waved  his 
liaod,  in  token  of  farewell,  and  disappeared 
down  the  staircase. 

W  hen  Philip  had  approached  Mary  a  little  while 
a.;o,  Julia  had  turned  aside,  t-he  wa.<i  not  in  a  mood 
^lo  listen  to  or  j'>in  in  a  conversation  with  a 
stranger :  so.  when  the  young  man  showed  that 
he  was  going  to  sp^ak.  she  went  ai  once  into  her 
lodging,  and  half  closed  the  door  behind  her. 
When  she  hear!  Ilammon-l's  well-known  voice  de- 
c'aifning  in  the  passage,  she  came  out  a^aiu,  ai;d 
$'o<>d  upon  the  threshold  of  the  door,  regarding 
1  oth. 

"Julia!"  cried  Mary,  turning  to  her  friend  ;  I 
am  DOW  quite  at  a  lo^s  what  to  do.'' 

Julia  stepped  hurriedly  up  lo  her,  and  grasped 
her  hand. 

"Mi'S  Middleburst,  I  have  found  out  a  way  to 
help  you.  "  said  she  in  a  whisper,  but  with  a 
|"-cul:ar  expres.-ion  of  determination.  Her  whole 
:;  ann>r  was  changed  :  her  cheeks  were  burning. 
°  i  have  sworn  to  play  a  trick  upon  them  all.  and 
1  will  keep  mr  oath,  too — that  is  to  say.  if  you. 
Miss  Middlehurst.  have  the  courage  to  help  me. ' 

"  Yes  ;  you !  Listen  !  Mr.  Holding  bus  asked 
T'>ur  mother  for  her  daughter's  band.  He  shall 
have  it  — this  hand  '." 

•  Oh,  never!"  cried  Mary.  'I  could  not— 
eon  d  not  give  him  my  hand  I" 

"  1  at  he  shall  have  it.  Instead  of  having  yours, 
he  shall  have  mine— that  is  all  the  difference  '■ ' 

"How  would  that  be  possible,  Julia?"  asked 
Mary,  with  sotne  hesitation. 

"  Oh,  it  is  so  estsy  I  Yon  were  saying  before  that 
it  was  so  terrible  that  two  persons,  who  eonld  ba 
happy  under  other  eireumstanees,  were  not  abk 
to  ehaaga  their  own  iHrtiuiss,  and  so  aoit  bolh.'' 

•  w3  r 


"Let  us  exchange  our  positions.  What  ia  to 
prevent  as  doin:^  So  ?  Your  father  aeiit  you  to 
jour  moihrr  at  the  l^e  of  six.  lias  yonr  mother 
any  proof  that  \ou  lare  rrally  her  child?  U«r 
feelings  and  actionii  do  not  seem  to  show  H ! 
VS  eil,  then,  let  us  Isfty  that  your  father  deceived 
her  ;  that  a  brotticr  iajsior  of  his.  on  his  deatli-bed, 
left  his  child  in  Mr.  iiatnmond  s  ebarg«,  and  that, 
in  order  to  save  it  itppi  starvation,  the  latter  arni 
it  to  yonr  mother,  trilling  her  it  was  her  own,  in 
order  to  insure  its  safety.  Now.  you  are  to  prtteod 
to  be  this  strange  child,  grown  up  ;  whilst  /  tli« 
right  one,  have  been  fbr  some  years  in  the  family 
of  a  respeeUble  tradea«ian,  who  has  done  everyihing 
to  ensure  me  a  goo>l  ^ucation.  But  now,  however, 
that  Mr.  lianioiond  h^«  heard  from  \oa  that  tliey 
are  about  to  marry  tou,  he  can  keep  op  the  ds- 
c  jiti.in  no  longer,  a«J  has.  therefore,  dircloaed  all 
to  you,  who  mu-t  h«4nceforth  di.^aiipear  from  Mr*. 
Middleburst  s  side,  so  that  I  can  take  the  vacant 
place."  I  J 

"  But  this  is  a  1  so  improbable,  it  will  neTer  ba 
credited  !  "  cried  Matyl 

"  Listen  to  me,  mif  ^ ! "  answered  Jnlia,  grarping 
her  friend's  arm,  and  jioldiiig  ii  firmly.  "  We  ara 
at  lih^rty  to  do  anyifii^g  we  please — play  theui  any 
trick  we  like— for  do|  ijliey  not  do  the  same  to  os  ? 
He  l.reaks  his  inoct  jfaithful  promisee,  and  your 
motiier  dis[K>ses  of  ypi  as  if  you  were  her  slave! 
liave  we  not.  then  U  eerf.^cl  ri^lit  to  free  oorsrlves 
from  this  treatment ->- to  save  ourselves*  For," 
continued  the  girl,  wil^h  gr.-al  firmness,  •*  we  need 
not  hide  this  from  ic^ne  another — onr  lives  will 
otherwise  be  com|ple<ciy  sacrifice*],  for  I  must  ae- 
knowle<lge  that  the  ohought  that  Mr  Holding  is 
married  to  you. whilst  I  am  lefi  to  pine  away  in  the 
country  as  an  old  maiilj  wuuld  drive  me  distracted  ; 
and  I  will  not  di*-— »4ill  not  be  diiven  mad  !  I  will 
not  wa^te  my  Ufe.  tiije;  bloom  of  my  youih.  thus! 
Need  we  starid  tliis,  i^ejed  I  ack  ?  W'hyare  we  |>oor 
women  so  oppressed  ib  this  wotld  ?  >imply  becaosa 
we  submit  patietitiy;  :aod  witliout  a  murmur.  k> 
onr  destinies,  «hi!-t  the  men  struggle  with  theirs? 
So  Courage.  Miss  MidUlehurvt.  Lut  ve  have  a 
means  of  ccape  tliis  time,  and  a  very  ea»y  one.  too. 
For  a  short  time  |  !»iU  play  the  part  of  Mrs. 
Middhhurst  s  dangl^ter.  1  will  act  it  true  to 
n  ture.  I  prr.mi-e  yo^.i  Meanwhile,  you  can  stay 
here  with  your  fatti*  r.  i  We  will  r>^iiarlv  ebaore 
our  parts.  Vou  shil^  live  here  like  a  girl  of  the 
people,  and  be  happ^^  as  you  said  you  would  be, 
te8<iini;  and  nnr-ii.g  |^our  old  father,  and  watchirg 
over  I  is  coMiforts.  You  know  what  I  mean,  for 
have  vou  not  often  ^>ough  wept  Liitrr  tears  that 
y<u  could  not  always  \>t  with  him.  and  keep  hhu 
from  l>i<  weakness,  wliicli  solitude  aLne  hasdnvto 
him  to?  MeanwhiU,'  Mr.  Holding— oh  !  he  haa 
demanded  Mrs.  Micjdjlehursl  s  daughter's  hand, 
and  that  liand  has  ^en  promised  him— what  a 
tender  meeting  theiijel  will  be  between  us,  to  '« 
sure :  No,  I  will  nod  ^  too  bitter  agaiosi  him.  the 
monster!— the  wretlh !  but  I  will  make  him 
tiiorcuglily  ashamed  {of  himself  firsL 

Julia  paused  to  dra4  fresh  breath. 

"But  Mr  Holding Ijnows  you— he  knows  that," 
intermpted  Mar\.      '  j 

"  He  knows  nof/tiTM  He  knows  tliat  my  naata 
is  Julia,  and  that  I  livie  in  I>eonard  Street  and— 
am  nobody  of  very  gr^t  importance.  More  than 
this  he  cannot  knoii^.  ifur  he  has  only  met  me  at 
one  or  two  pub.ic  ball*  which  he  eoDdesc>-nd<^d  to 
honor  with  his  presence,  or  a  couple  <>f  times  oat 
walking,  and  he  has  bever  aecouirtanied  me  farther 
Uian  the  d'or  of  this  house.  If  Toor  mother  is 
willing  to  acknowledge  me  as  her  daughter,  oh,  I 
know  he  will  only  be  too  e>aJ  t>  lo  the  same  ;  kt 
this  fikithleas  creature,  I  (eel  con\ineed.  still  IcTea 
me,  and  has  only  givjeQ  me  up  for  you  because  ha 
fears  the  word  and  its' judgement." 

Whether  Mary  believed  this,  in  the  fiice  ofev«fT- 
thing  Holding  had  told  her.  we  cannot  tell,  for  sb* 
made  no  answer  to  it,  ^nd  only  said,  "  but  how  to 
convince  my  mother?'' 

"  A  few  bnes  from  your  &tb«r  will  be  snffieient 
ibrthat." 

"  Bnt  she  does  not  thick  that  b«  is  here !"  cried 
Mary.     >'  I  dare  not  frkfaun  her  by  telliac  bar  ao, 
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took  my  love  one  evening,  ■,   "'  .  .'a 

ben  the  Summer  moon  was  beamingi , 
tiro'  silent  arbore  gleaming,  ,  ._  '  [  ■'^'. 

liere  Cupid  has  control; 
wanted  to  tell  her 
ow  dearly  I  adored  her, 
it,  oh  !  ^e  wotild  not  listei^  , '  , 

lo' I  tenderly  implored  her; 
li !  love,  oh  !  love,  why  don't  you  heed  me? 
ow  can  you  treat  me  so? 
vain,  in  vain,  in  vain, 
le  heeded  not  my  pain:  ,- 

le  turned  away  her  bead,  -  '•.  •' .. 

id  this  was  all  she  said- 
Chorus:    Ob  !  ain't  yon  awftil ! 

It's  wrong,  yon  know,  to  love  me  so: 

Yes,  you  are  awful; 

Your  like  I  ne'er  tiid  see; 

Oh  !  ain't  you  awlnl ! 

It's  wTont;,  you  know,  to  love  me  so: 
.:  ■        Dear  me  !  you're  horrid — 

Why  don't  you  let  me  be? 

)  make  my  feelings  clciircr, 

ulvanced  a  little  nearer,  ', 

id  said  I'd  like  to  bear  her 

y  yes,  and  ease  my  mind ;  ■.■>•' 

le  fumbletl  and  mumbled, 

id  laughed  at  my  attention;  .. 

le  said  mamma  would  scold  her, 

such  tilings  she  daretl  to  mention; 

[^ome,  love,"  I  cried,  "  we'll  run  away 

id  leave  your  mamma  behind." 

3h  !  no,  oh  !  no,"  she  said. 

Don't  a.sk  me  now  to  wed; 

bat  w<jiilil  the  p<  ople  say 

we  should  run  away?"  Chorua 

e  talkfd  011  useless  matteni,  :  ■ 

11  my  putifuco  wiis  iu  tatters, 

st  a>*  a  woman  cLit  tors, 

hen  sileur  she  should  be; 

x^ed  her  to  Usten, 

id  clrew  her  close  beside  me, 

it  she  began  to  fidget, 

id  her  roguish  eyes  defletl  me, 

id  Koou  she  told  me  with  a  smile        _ 

lat  she  did  not  care  for  me-  •    - 

Y  love  was  all  in  vain, 

le  heeded  not  my  pain,  . ,     ■ 

,e  turned  away  her  head, 

id  this  was  all  she  said — 


Cboms. 


Off  Like  a  Bocket 


kn  nnfortimate  fellow  am  I — 

One  who  never  Kucce^ul  c&u  be:     ^  . .  ,  ^-^  ^ 
Qood  luck  always  jxwKes  me  by, 

DiflappMsiutmeut  alone  visits  me; 
For,  whatever  I  do. 

Be  as  cheerful  or  bright  as  I  may,     ' 
I'here's  a  time  that  soon  comes. 
When  all  my  good  plans  fly  awaj. 
CStOfsa:    On  like  a  rocket  nn  it  flies  away, 
J  Amid  the  clouds  ou  high,  sir: 

"Up  in  the  air  with  a  flash  so  gay, 
It  flies  up  in  the  sky,  sir.    '    *   ■ 

Sow,  in  Wall  street,  I  thought  I'd  invest,      v  ' 

And,  of  course,  become  wealthy  at  once 
Bo  the  whole  of  my  cash  I  laid  out. 

Oh !  alas  I  I  was  such  a  dunce  ! 
For,  you  see,  one  fine  day, 

A  beautiful  crash  came  aroimd — 
And  the  whole  of  my  fine  cash 

Went  floating  away,  as  I  found.  ChoniH. 

A  charming  vonng  creature  I  loved,      .  -;  i^  ■  ••  ■, 

And  I  fondly  hoped  that  she  loved  me^ 
But  when  the  sweet  ouestion  I  popped, 

I  fotiod  that  we  did  not  agree:    . 
For,  she  suid,  when  I  asked  her  -     - 

If  my  dear  bttter  half  she  would  be, 
TbaX  she  wished,  and  must  have, 

A  much  handsomer  fellow  than  me.     Chorus. 


Bear  high  thy  bleak  majestic  hills, 
Thy  Sieltered  vulliee  proudly  spread. 

And,  Scotia,  pour  thy  thousand  nils. 
And  wave  thy  heaths  with  blossoms  red. 

But,  ah  !  what  poet  now  shall  tread 
Thy  airy  heights,  thy  woodland  reign. 

Since  he,  the  sweetest  bird  is  dead. 

That  ever  breathed  the  soothing  stiuiu? 


Little  Cupid,  Hear  my  Prayer. 

Little  Cnpid,  hear  my  prayer. 
Hear  thy  votary  call  to  ttiee; 

If  lovers  ever  w«Te  thy  prayer. 
Little  Cupid,  pity  me. 

Pity,  pity,  Ac. 

Little  Cupid,  with  thy  dart 

Thou  this  ptnting  "breast  didst  pierce; 
I  feel,  alas !  the  festering  smart. 

It  bums  with  flame  so  fierce. 

Pity,  pity,  4c. 


The  Mulligan  Guards. 

Oompoiedandaiinc  br  nARKioAK  a' d  Hart    witli  Immeai 
■ucces*,  at  tlie  Tht-at<e  Coiui<)ue.  New-York. 


We  crave  yonr  condescension, 

And  well  tell  you  what  we  know 
Of  marching  in  the  Mulligan  Guards 

From  the  seventh  ward  below; 
And  our  Captain's  name  was  Uuasey — 

A  Tipperarj-  man  - 
lie  crtrrie<l  his  8^vor(l  like  the  Russian  Duke, 
. ,  Whenever  he  took  command. 
Chorus. 

We  shouldered  gtius. 

And  marched,  and  marched  away  '    ' 

From  Jackson  Street 

Way  up  to  Avenue  A. 
Drums  and  fifes  did  sweetly,  sweetly  play,   " 

As  we  marched,  marched,  marcben  in  tha 

Mulligan  Gtuurds. 

VVTien  the  band  played  Qarryowen  or  the 

Coimemarro  pet, 

With  the  Irub,  dub,  dub,  wo  marched  iu  the  mud. 
To  th«  military  step— 

With  the  Green  above  the  red,  boys, 
To  show  where  we  come  1  from; 

Our  gmis  we'd  lift,  ..  *   • 

With  the  right  shoulder  shift. 

As  we  marched  to  the  beat  of  the  drum. 

Wo  shouldered,  Ac. 

When  we'd  get  home  at  night,  boys, 

The  divil  a  wink  we'd  sleep. 
We'd  all  sit  up  and  drink  a  sup 

Of  whiskey,  strong  and  neat  ".  " 

Then  we'd  all  march  home  together 

As  slippery  as  lard;  •   ■    ; 

The  solid  men  wotild  all  fall  in. 

And  march  in  the  Mulligan  Guards. 

.,  .  Wo  shouldered,  Ac. 


Why  we  Love. 

VVTiy  we  love,  and  why  wo  hate. 
Is  not  gnuitrd  us  to  know: 

lUtndom  chance,  t>r  wilful  fate, 

Guides  the  sbatt  from  (.'lipid's  bow. 

If  on  mo  ZelnuLv  fro^Ti, 

'Tis  madness  sure  in  ino  to  grieve: 
Since  her  will  is  not  her  own. 

Why  should  I  uue*s>y  live?  • 

If  I  for  Zrliii(U  die,] 

]K;if  ti)  po.ir  Mist'Ba's  cries, 
Ahli  not  me  the  re.iso'i  >vliv. 
.      Seek  the  riddle  in  Jh    --'"<• 


^Vhat  throat  is 
high  notes  witb?- 


the  bt^t  for  a 
-A  soar  throat 


biuger  to  reach 


Twas  FaBt  Twelve  O'clock. 

'       ■    ,  By  Gibber.     .     '      " 


TwM  past  twelve  o'clock,  in  a  fine  summer  morniii;: 

When  all  the  village  slept  pleahantly, 
Cynthia's  bright  beuns,  all  nature  acfoming, 

Shall  guide  my  swift  st^^^ps  to  my  lo\ely  she: 
And  then  my  fair  Flora,  fmught  \ntb  kind  wishes, 

I'll  fold  in  my  arms  with  amoioiiK  kisses. 
Which  serve  as  preludes  to  mpn  solid  Llissetj, 

Soon  as  the  vicar  has  made  us  ooe. 


The  Emmet  Life-Ouard. 


Up,  up  with  the  simbuTBt,  our  standard  so  true  ! 
So  long  in  obscuritv,  'twill  shine  forth  anew: 
Tho'  tyraimy  kept  it  so  long  iu  the  shade. 
We'll  fai.se  it  for  Erin,  and  won't  bo  diBmej-ed^ 
Tis  the  flag  of  old  Ireland,  by  no  stain  is  nmrred, 
And  will  be  unfurled  by  the  Emmet  Life-Ouard. 

Chorus. 
The  Emmet  Lifo-Guard,  the  Emmet  Lifc-Guard, 
Our  motto  is  old  Irelaud  and  the  Emmet 

-■■;■-■_  ,..-^.  ■;"■:",  ■■■,■.'•■■.''■  ..v      Lifie-Guard. 

For,  centuries  of  oppression  and  wrong  we  did  Vx-nr 
From  a  fon>igu  govcnuncut  that  must  not  nile  there: 
The  fault  won't  Iw  ours,  if  old  Erin's  not  free,       . 
We'll  ase  our  l)est  eft'orts  for  her  liberty. 
So  prepare,  our  countrjmen,  the  to-sk's  not  so  liard. 
If  tliey  follow  the  example  of  the  Emmet  Lile-GuuriL 

0  Erin,  dear  Erin  !  we  love  thee,  'tis  true, 
Land  of  our  sires,  ob  !  how  we  love  yoti ! 
To  right  the  wrongs  of  centuries  is  oiur  only  aim. 
To  give  you  back  your  government,  j'our 

commerce  and  fame: 
To  gain  this  hallowed  object,  we  trust  to  the  Lord, 
And  tho60  champions  of  freedom  the  Emmet. 

Life-Guard. 

Our  forefathers  conquered  on  Eurojie's  battle  field, 
In  France,  Sjiain,  and  Italy,  they  bled  but 

would  not  yield. 
"  Mount-Cashel "  and  brave  "Sarsfield,  Dillon 

and  Lord  Clare: " 
These  countries  were  well  guarded  by  those 

heroes  so  rare: 
To  imitate  those  Patriots  we'll  work  very  Imrd, 
And  make  soldiers  for  Ireland  like  the 

Emmet  Life-Guurd. 

Now  well  dmw  the  eword  of  vengeance  on 

ancient  Tara's  bill, 
AgiiiitRt  onrtcommon  enemy — for,  rebels  we  are  still 
And  olf  the  soil  we'll  cut  them,  like  hay 

before  the  scythe. 
And  friH)  the  laud  &om  misery:  lor  that  our 

Emmet  died. 
Then  with  her  statesman  and  warriors,  her 

sages  uud  her  bards, 
The  pride  of  the  nation.s  M-itb  her  Enuuet 

Life  Guard. 

WeTl  wed  ourselves  together  for  Frin's  holy  cause. 
And  resist  British  tjTanny  and  her  oppressive  Liws: 
With  the  North  and  South  united,  the  Eo-st  and 

West  will  be 
A  nation  proud  and  lofty,  most  glorious  and  free  ! 
Then  the  freedom  which  for  centuries  she  has 

been  debarred. 
Will  be  proudly  pnx-laimed  by  the  Emmet 

Life-Guard. 


How  Hard  ii  the  Fate  of  all  Women-Kind. 


How  hard  is  the  fate  of  all  wom^^u-kiud. 
For  ever  subjected,  for  ever  conliucd: 
Our  parents  control  tis  until  we  are  wives. 
Our  hiisUinds  enslave  us  the  rest  of  our  lives. 
Tho'  fondly  we  love,  j'et  we  dare  not  reveal; 
In  secret  we  Liuguish,  compelled  to  couceaL 
Denied  ever>-  fnedom  of  life  to  enjoy, 
V.'e're  scomoil  if  wore  kind,  and  we  re  blamed  if 

wete  coy. 


What  man  must  have  his  glass  before  he  can  do 
bis  day's  work  ?— A  glazier. 


L 
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Tanny,  be  Kind. 


Ki't. 


Fanny,  be  kind,  no  more  perplex  m«^ 
Blight  not  my  love  at  each  a  rate: 

Shoald  I  your  scorn  retom,  'twould  vex  ye: 
Love  much  abased,  will  torn  to  hate. 

Hew  can  yon,  lovely,  charming  creature^ 
Pat  on  the  look  of  cold  diBOun  ? 

Women  were  first  designed  by  natare 
To  give  a  pleasure,  not  a  pain. 

TTitifinflm  creates  a  flame  that's  lasting. 
When  other  charms  are  fled  away: 

Think  on  the  time  we  now  are  wasting; 
Throw  off  those  fiwwns,  and  love  obey. 


I  Love  Thee,  by  Heayens! 


By  Ooncaaaii, 


love  thee,  by  heavens  !  I  cannot  say  mere:    oV    r 
Then  set  not  my  passion  a  cooUng. 
tboa  yield'st  not  at  onoe,  I  mwst  e'eu  give  thee  o'er— 
For,  I  am  but  a  novice  at  looling. 

liat  my  love  wants  in  words,  it  shall  make     ■    :,  J 

up  in  deeds. 
Then  why  should  wo  waste  time  in  stuff',  child? 
performance,'  you  wot  well,  n  promise  exceeds: 
A  word  to  the  wise  is  enough,  child. 

know  how  to  love,  and  to  make  that  love  known: 
Bat  I  hate  aH  protesting  and  arguing; 
ad  a  goddess  my  heart  ene  should  e'en  He  alone^ 
If  she  made  many  words  to  a  bargain. 

n  a  quaker  in  love,  and  bnt  barely  afOrm 
Whftte'er  my  fond  eyes  have  been  saying: 
ithee,  be  thou  so,  too:  seek  for  no  better  term. 
But  e'en  throw  thy  Yea  or  thy  Nay  in. 

'annot  bear  love  like  a  chancery  suit* 
The  age  of  a  patriarch  depending:  .  ;    .  ;> 

len  pluck  up  a  spirit,  no  longer  be  mate. 
Give  it  one  way  or  other  an  ending. 

ing  courtship's  the  vice  of  a  phlegmatic  fool, 

iSie  the  grace  of  fanatical  sinnere: 

"here  the  stomachs  are  lost  and  the  victuals 

grow  cool. 
Before  men  sit  down  to  their  dinners. 

V  ■.;--■'' ■^■•'  * 

Alas !  When  Charming:  Sylvia's  Gone. 

Alas !  when  charming  Sylvia's  gone,  '.  \[ 

I  sigh  and  think  myself  undone: 

But  when  the  lovely  nymph  is  here, 

I'm  pleased,  yet  gneve — and  hope,  yet  fear: 

Thoughtless  of  aS  but  her,  I  rove-- 

Ah  !  tell  me,  is  not  this  called  love? 

Ah,  me  !  what  power  can  move  me  so? 
I  die  with  grief  when  she  must  go. 
But  I  revive  at  her  return: 
I  smile,  I  freeze,  I  pant,  I  bum: 
Transports  so  strong,  so  sweet,  so  new, 
Say,  can  they  be  to  friendship  due? 

Ah,  no  !  'tis  love,  'tis  now  too  plain; 
I  feel,  I  feel  the  pleasing  pain; 
For,  who  e'er  saw  bright  Sylvia's  eyee. 
But  wished  and  longed  he  was  her  prize? 
Qods !  if  the  truest  must  be  blessed, 
Oh !  let  her  be  by  me  possessed — 


Martha  Frowns. 


Martha  frowns  whene'er  I  woo  her,    ■ 
Yet  she's  vexed  if  I  give  over: 

Much  she  feare  I  should  undo  her. 
But  much  more  to  lose  her  lover — 

Thus  in  doubting  she  refuses. 

And  not  winning  thus  she  losea       '■; 

<■., 

Prithee,  Martha,  look  behind  you,  •  ■ 
Age  and  wrinkles  will  o'ertake  you: 

Then,  too  late,  desire  will  find  you. 
When  the  power  mi>t  lor^ike  you: 

Think  uf)on  the  sad  rnndition 

To  be  past,  yet  wish  fruition— 


-£?*■ 


Indulgent  Powers,  if  Ever! 

Indulgent  powers,  if  ever 

You  marked  a  tender  vow:     '  ..  .^ 
•Oh  !  bend  in  kind  compassi<»i,    ;    ' 

And  hear  a  lover  now. 

For  titles,  wealth,  and  honors. 
While  others  crowd  your  shrine, 

I  ask  this  only  blessing- 
Let  her  I  love  be  mine. 


t.-«r 


A  Flaying  we  will  Go. 

Billy  Shakspeare  told  us,  long  ago: 

Rx)m  infancy  to  age,  •' 

That  all  mankind  were  players, 
And  that  all  the  world's  a  stage. 

And  a  playing  we  will  go,  Ac 

A  scolding  wife  plays  hell  on  earth. 
And  storms,  and  rants,  and  teases: 

But  a  sweet-tempered  wife  will  play 
Which  pait  her  husband  pleases. 

And  a  pLiying  we  will  go,  Ao. 

Some  people  will  in  earnest  play. 

Whilst  others  play  in  jest: 
Some  few  will  pLiy  a  double  part. 

But  fair  play's  always  best 

And  a  playing,  Ac 

The  heedless  man,  who  croes  to  law. 

Oft  plays  with  au  edged  tool: 
For,  while  the  lawj-er  plays  the  knave, 

Elis  client  pLiys  the  fooL 

And  a  playing,  Ac 

Toung  soldiers  play  the  hero's  part,  -' 

And  talk  of  d— — d  hard  duty;  ■  : 

Old  statesmen  boast  economy,         ,  .  , 

But  all  the  while  play  booty. 

And  a  playing,  Ac. 

The  wife  ■will  sometimes  play  the  truant. 

The  husband  play  the  scrub: 
The  scrub  will  jjay  the  gentleman,  ; 

And  the  gentleman  the  scrub. 

And  a  playing,  Ac. 

Good  Lord !  how  folks  mistake  their  parts 

By  taking  that  for  this  ! 
For,  Uttle  miss  will  play  mamma,  ,. 

And  lat  mamma  play  miss. 

.,,;.;;.;  ; ;  v;        And  a  playing,  Ac 

The  pmde  win  play  the  hypocrite. 

The  wanton  Uie  coquette:  ;    - 

Old  maids  will  play  the  solo  part. 

Brisk  widows  a  duet 

And  a  playing,  Ac 

The  fribble  plays  the  monkey's  part : 

While,  fuU  of  roar  and  revel. 
The  bucks,  the  bloods,  and  jolly  dogs     •;-;,..'' 

Will  play  the  very  devil. 

And  a  playing,  Ac 

The  borrower  often  plays  to  lose. 

The  lender  plays  too  light:  ,.-.  ••;./ 

The  creditor  would  fain  play  sure 
The  debtor  least  in  sight  .      ^ 

And  a  playing,  Ac 

But,  when  these  trifling  scenes  are  past. 

And  life's  last  act  is  o'er,. 
Then  Death  will  let  the  curtain  drop, 

And  we  shall  play  no  more. 

No  more  a  playing,  Ac 

Then,  who  played  cobbler,  who  played  fcir^  ? 

Will  not  be  then  the  jest —  ;  v 

The  only  question  that  wiU  be—  '  '"■  ' 

Who  played  his  part  the  beet  ? 

No  m<:>re  a  playing,  Ac 


One  |l!hing  and  the  Other. 

Last  year,  I  was  one  and  twenty: 

And  having  entered  life, 
My  mother  Mid  it  was  time 

I  had  myaelf  a  wife. 
But  how  to  go  I  didn't  know 

About  any  such  a  bother: 
For,  just  then  I'd  no  idea 

Alxmt  one  thing  or  the  other. 


CSiora*. 


There  was  a  lady  lived  close  by, 

I  thought  she'  would  suit  me  beet; 
So  to  her  house  I  went — 

Quite  sitioy  I  was  dreased: 
I  whistle<l  three  times  three, 

Wheu  doi»Ti  comes  her  mother — 
Saj-s  she:  "'what  do  you  want?" 

Says  I-  "'one  thing  or  the  other."    Chonu. 

I  walked  into  the  parlor, 

Sat  down  by  the  lady's  side: 
Saj-sl:  "you  are  my  darling. 

And  yoft  phall  be  my  bride." 
First  she'd  whimper,  then  she'd  simper. 

Her  feelings  trying  to  smother: 
And  there  we  sat  and  looked 

At  one  tlriug  and  the  other.  GhonuL 

We  were  married  in  three  weeks. 

And  evei^-  thing  went  right; 
But  we  felt  kind  of  funny, 

^Vhen  left  alone  at  night 
She'd  cock  Iher  e3'e  and  Took  so  sly. 

Her  feelitgs  trjnng  to  smother: 
And  we'd  lai  mighty  queer  time. 

About  ouc  thing  and  the  other. 

But  troubliis  have  no  end. 

And  tiine  flies  swiftly  oo:        :  u. .. 
One  day,  a  ilrieud  says  to  me: 

"  Amdi,  Mike !  you've  got  a  son  J" 
"  It  ain't"  saj-s  I.     '•  It  is.  "  says  he. 

"  It's  a  daughter, "  says  another. 
"Well,  darii  the  difference,"  says  I,  "as  long 

As  it's  one  thing  or  the  other."         Choms. 

Some  folks  are  never  wtiisficd, 

But  gnjmble  lit  their  state; 
But  should  she  bruig  me  ten  times  ten, 

I  ain  niot  help  my  late. 
Increase,  jsays  1,  and  multiply,     .■^^'\:-'> 

And  heup  one  another;  'C.'  "i 

And  nowjl  hofx;  you're  satisfied 


ChonM. 


With  one  thing  and  the  other. 


Oboms. 


i^^««»-. 


Pretty  Mocking  Bird. 

— — -.    •     ■ , ..  ,<^  ■■■ 

t:  **'  .  ■  >;';t.i     ■     • 
Living  echo,  bird  of  eve, 

Hush  thy  wailing,  cease  to  grieve;      '^. 
Feathered  warbler  wake  the  grove        '.  ;    : 

To  songs  of  joy,  to  notes  of  love:  j   ■ 

Pretty  mocking  bird,  thy  form  I  see 
Swinging  \N-ith  the  breeze  on  iie  mangrove  tree. 


-Oysters  and  Wine  at  2  A  M 

Fm  a  maiden  who  never  refuses 

The  pleasures  that  come  in  my  way: 
For,  now  is  the  time  to  be  merry. 

To  be  biishful  is  but  to  delsiy; 
When  the  ttars  far  above  r.s  an^  shining. 

With  a  party  of  friends,  but  u  lew. 
Quick  the  night  passes  by  and  we  finish 

With  oystens  and  wine  at  2. 

j  Choeuh. 

Oysters  and  jioo  at  2  a.  m  ,  2  a.  :a.,  '_»  /..  m.. 
Oysters  and  \ki  le  at  "2  a.  m.,  oysteiv  uu.!  •.viix- 

Now  a  jouiTi^y  to  Long  Bnuicli  1    .  .    is.  i.. 

Oh  !  yes]   tis  delightful  to  me: 
We  stroll  flb  the  l)eaeJi  in  the  moo.  Iif.')t. 


Wheu  t: 
Oh !  but 

And  tiwefei 
While  we  w 

With  oyi 

'Thro' this 
Life  cillfe 


nt2. 


wild  waves  an- :<iiirini<    .j..  glee; 

me  a  j.:trtner  U'v  flaiM  ii^f.  '     . 
music  to  hven  us,  too,  / 

isixu-  "good-night, "and  the:,  f.  .wh 
irs  a: id  wine  at  2.  ''!  <  n..-*. 


r  .iniii!(^ 


de  world  where  wo  nov  ar- 
or  excitement  and  fun : 
8o  why  should  we  sigh  or  feelglofmivV 

For,  toolstx>u  will  life's  pleesnrf;H  !» !  done; 
So  then  let]  ^  Ixi  merry  while  living: 
For,  it  lirv*  r  w  ill  do  to  look  blue, 
But  still  cl^r)!-;  to  the  pleasures  dehghtfol. 
And  oj-st*ji-s  lud  wne  at  2.  Choms. 

.— ff.— •^^ 

■What  is  fHt  which,  by  loniug  an  eye,  h*!*  ouly 
a  nof*  left  ?     -4  uoise. 

What  {»■  th|a|  whi<h  yon  cannot  hold  tco  minutes 
although  it  is  "^  as  hght  as  a  feather?"  Your  breath. 

I 


11 


':.;i:: 


:  ^;y  %.'*:x'f^'z^  'S^T  - '?  '  g?l 


MSS 


»o 


'  rfr-*»V.'»^«f?'w»i  ,,;».-..%■»-,-«.* 


TH*:    {Sii^OJ^KS'    JOUHi^AL.. 


'  Grafted  into  the  Army.         > 

Our  Jiinmv  htut  pfone  to  live  in  fl  tent, 

They  haVe  grafted  him  into  the  army; 
He  tiniilly  pnckereti  Up  courage  and  went. 

When  they  gralt«(i  him  into  the  army. 
I  told  them  the  ctiild  was  too  young:  alas  ! 

At  the  Captain's  lore-qnart«»,  they  Bay,  he 

•woala  pass. 
They'd  train  him  np  well  in  the  miantiy  clasa— 

So  they  gialtcd  him  into  the  axmj^ 

Chobtjs.  ! 

0  Jimmy,  farewell !  yo»ir  brotheis  fell 

Way  down  in  Alabarmy;  ,   i.  • 

1  thought  they  wotdd  spare  a  lone  widdeta  heir. 
But  they  gmtletl  him  into  the  army. 

Dressed  np  in  his  unicorn,  dear  Utile  chap  ! 

Thoy  have  t,'nilt«l  him  into  the  army; 
It  Heeiiis  but  ii  dav  since  he  sot  in  my  hip; 

But  they  t,'nitted  him  uito  the  arm  v: 
And  these  are  the  trousers  he  used  to j*-ear-- 

Them  ver\-  same  buttons—  the  pjUch  und  the  tear- 
But  Uucle  iiim  gave  him  a  bmn  new  pair. 

When  they  gralted  him  into  the  army.        Chorus 

Now,  in  my  provisions  I  see  him  revealed— 

They  have  gmfted  him  into  the  army; 
A  picket  beside  the  contented  field,  ^ 

Thev  have  patted  him  into  the  army. 
He  lo<ikB  kinder  sickish- begins  to  cry— 

A  big  volnnteer  standing  nght  m  hw  eye: 
Oh  '  what,  U"  the  ducky  should  up  and  die. 

Now  they've  gTafted  him  into  the  army. 


Cho. 


'    How  the  Gates  came  Ajar. 
/    '  SoNO  A»i>  Chobtjb. 

Word,  by  Hel.n  L  Bo.tw  Ick-Mii.lo  by  Ewthnrn. 
-,.    u     .        .,Kii.h.rt  h»  S   B)  »l'>»''d*8oii».  Olevelgnd, 
TheMa«ic.  P°»'''*J«*  °' ^Ji'.,.  „nU  U.uyMn.lc 

Ohio,  cmn  be  obtalued    for  »«.   ^  _j^. 

Btor«  tu  th«  Dnitov^  bww*. 

Twas  whispered,  one  morning    ifi,'  heaven. 

How  the  little  white  angel  May 
Rat  eVer  beside  the  portal. 

Sorrowing  all  the  day:  , 

How  she  said  to  the  stately  warden. 

He  of  the  golden  bar— 
•'  O  angel,  sweet  angeL  I  pray  "lee. 

Let  the  beautifid  gate«  ajar: 
Only  a  little,  I  pray  you. 

Let  the  heavenly  gates  ajar— 
Chorus:     O  angel,  sweet  angel,  I  pray  you. 
Let  the  beautiful  gates  ajar: 
'       Only  a  little,  I  pray  you. 

Let  the  bwutiful  gate*  ajar— 

"  I  hear  my  dear  mother  therf  weeping. 

She  IS  lonely,  she  cannot  sea 
A  slimmer  of  Ught  in  the  darknefi* 

Whfre  the  gates  closed  after  m»; 
One  ftleam  of  the  golden  splendor, 

O  warden,  would  shine  so  fiar— 
But  the  angel  he  whispered:  "I  dare ttOt 

L.  t  the  beautifid  gates  ajar; " 
Si)ok»-  low  us  he  answsred  "  I  dare  not 

Let  the  heavenly  gates  ajar- 
Then  up  arose  Mary,  the  Blessed. 

Sw.et  Marv,  the  motber  of  Christ: 
Her  liaiid  on" the  hand  of  the  angel 

She  laid,  and  her  touch  sufficed  — 
Tb-  n  turned  vhs  the  key  in  the  portal. 

Fell  ringing  the  golden  Iwir, 
AMtV  lo  I  in  the  little  cliild's  fingers     . 

S»f>»«l  the  Ijcautifnl  puti'*  ajar-- 
And  lo  !  ill  the  child's  angel  fingers 

St.:(*i  the  hiavculy  gat<s  ajar! 

"  And  this  key  for  no  further  using 

To  my  blefwed  Son  shall  be  given," 
Baid  Mari'.  the  mother  of  .Tesns, 

Tendeppst  heart  in  heaven. 
Now  never  a  sad-eyed  Mother 

But  m  -.y  catch  the  glory  afar. 
Since  safe  in  the  Lord  Christ's  boeom 

Are  the  ke>-s  of  the  sates  ajar: 
Safe  hid  in  the  dear  Christ's  bosom. 

And  the  gates  for  ever  ajar ! 


Chons. 


Choms. 


The  Nnn  of  Kenmare. 


Ohorac 


God  bless  the  royal  Kerry  hills,  away  by  Erin's  shore. 
And  sweet  Loch  Lene's  enchanted  tide,  God 

bless  it  o'er  and  o'er  ! 
Methinks  I  see  the  nioonboams  dance,  once 

more  upon  its  breast, 
And  heather  bells  wave  proudly  o'er 

Mangerton's  bold  crest 

Oh!  land  of  bright  enchantment — Killamey 

of  the  Lakes, 
Of  swelling  hills  and  flashing  floods,  and  sweet 

arbutus  brakes^ 
I  greet  you  with  a  yearning  heart,  romantic 

laud  of  love. 
Where  eagles  scream  and  torrents  roar, 

from  towering  peaks  above. 

Li  days  of  yore  McCarthy  Moore,  by  Lene's 

enchanted  strand. 
An  Abbey  tall  and  stately  built,  with  nave 

and  chimcel  grand: 
And  right  richly  he  endowed  it,  with  gold  and 

meadows  green, 
And  when  he  died  they  laid  his  bones  'ueath 

his  Abbey  of  Loch  Lene. 

And  in  this  cloister  by  the  way,  the  Monks 

with  locks  of  hoar 
Toded  day  by  day  with  loving  hearts,  upon 

old  Erin's  lore. 
And  well  thoy  rescued  from  the  gloom  the 

annals  of  the  Gael: 
May  God'ti  bright  glory  orowu  their  souls, 

bravo  Monks  of  Innisfa. 

And  to  this  Abbey  holy  came  fair  youths 

across  the  foam, 
From  Gaul  aijd  Greece  and  Saxon-land,  and 

some  from  distant  Rome, 
To  kindle  at  its  glorious  shrine  the  torch  of 

k  lowledge  bright. 
And  backward  to  their  for-off  homes  to  bair 

the  l)eacon  light 

But  (^kness  cfune  upon  our  isle— black 

Cromwell  trod  the  land. 
And  riin's  fire  blazed  luridly,  from  church 

and  Abbey  grand. 
And  that  {(toy  shrine  of  Itrelagh  in  crumbling  ruins  lay. 
And  all  its  Monks  were  dead  and  gone,  dead 

and  passed  away. 

Centuries  hate  papsed  away,  but,  lau.s  Deo  !  once  again 
A  holy  cloister  rei\rs  its  head,  by  the  shore 

of  sweet  Loch  Lene, 
And  there,  within  her  lonely  cell,  kneels 

Majiy  Frances  Clabz, 
The  modem  OUwnh  of  our  isle,  the  Nim  of 

sweet  Kenmare. 

The  mantle  of  bright  learning,  which 

Eugene  O'Curry  wore. 
And  John  OTtenovan's  great  wealth,  of 

ancient  Gaelic  lore. 
Have  found  her  in  her  cloistered  cell,  by 

Roughty's  emerald  vale. 
And  inspired  her  pen  when  writing  of  the 

anoient  Ollanna  Oad. 

And  like  the  olden  Masters  who  dwelt  in 

Muckross  Fane. 
That  holy  Nun  toils  ceaselessly,  with  teeming 

\tcu  and  bmin. 
To  snatch  old  L-eland's  Annals  from  cold 

neglect  auil  gloom. 
Where  long  they've  sadly  mouldered,  like  a 

^  '      corpse  within  a  tomb. 

May  St  Bridget's  bencmction  be  with  you, 

sister  Clare, 
And  crown  you  like  a  glory  in  your  Convent 

of  Kenmare  !  j 
May  the  wild  careering  breezes,  that  cross  1 

Atlantic's  foam,  ■ 
Bear  bleessings  of  the  scattered  Celts  around 

»  your  Convent  home  ! 


Oentle  Airs,  Melodions  Strains. 

Gentle  airs,  melodions  strains. 
Call  for  raptures  out  of  woe. 

Loll  the  regw  monmer'a  pains,       ', 
Sweetly  soothe  her  as  yoa  flow ! 


„>: 


Dear  Object  of  Defeated  Care ! 

Dear  object  of  defeated  care  I 
Tho'  now  of  love  and  thee  bereft, 

To  reconcile  me  with  despair, 
Thine  image  and  thy  tears  are  left 

"Tis  said  with  sorrow  time  can  cope:  , : 

But  that  I  feel  can  ne'er  be  true:  ■ . 

For,  by  the  death-blow  of  my  hope  "_,^.  . 
My  memory  immortal  grew.  -      ! 

The  Blighted  Hntband :     '  '  : 

OS  POOB  mahbt^it^  yun.  ' 

Wrltt«D,  OamposedaDd  Song  by  the  Qtmi  Taiio«. 


Kind  friends,  Tm  a  vauiyr,  a  thing  of  the  past, 
A  poor  faded  flo^r  that's  d^nf  qp^fa«t, 
Tho'  onee  I  was  jolly,  handsome  and  free: 
But  my  wife  has  quite  settled  m& 
I  thought  when  I  got  married  to  Miss  Angelina  Gawks, 
That  I  should  be  at  liberty  to  spfee  and  walk  my  chalks. 
But  how  to  tell  this  awful  sell,  my  bhghted  features  scan : 
Then  let  me  be  a  warning  to  each  unmarried  man. 

Spoken — Yes,  my  happy  single  friends,  lodk  at 
me — a  married  man.  Yon  can  see  I'm  married, 
although  a  few  months  book  was  considered  a 
sweet  and  interesting  yoatb,  bo&liow  tb^  csiX  me 
the  "  Caution."—  •  r-  , .  ' 

I  once  was  so  handsome,  rosy  and  plump. 
But  now  I  am  settled  and  gone  off  my  chomp: 
In  fact  I  was  rakeish  and  called  "Giddy  Dan," 
Behold  me  a  poor  married  man  ! 

No  youth  oonid  be  fSsirer  than  I  used  to  be:  ' 
The  pride  and  hope  of  the  whole  family. 
The  image  of  my  mother,  the  pet  of  my  dad, 
A  sweet  tempered,  roond  i&ouldered  lad; 
My  youthful  hopes  all  vanished  when  my  heart 

went  to  pot: 
I  thought  Miss  Gawks  had  money,  but,  oh,  dear! 

I  found  she'd  not; 
She  was  ngly,  lame  and  squinted,  and  was  'game' 

about  Uie  feet, 
Tho'  of  tongqe  she  waant  stinted,  and  thought 

herselt  a  treat. 

Spoken — Tet  she  never  tieated  me  to  a  jam  tart, 
or  a  penny  valentine;  all  she  thinks  about  is  read- 
ing all  the  high  cUlss  novels,  such  as  "Jack  Shep- 
pard:"  "TheBoadtoBuin:"  "  The  Newgate  Cal- 
endar:" "Sketches"  by  Booeey  and  Calcraft  and 
other  eminent  authors;  whilst  I — p>oor  Bounce  !  she 
calls  me  "  Boggy  " — has  to  do  the  washing  and  ran 
errands  for  the  lodgers:  but  mind  you,  a  day  will 
come,  'twill  be  a  will-come  day —  Chorus. 


Let  me  Die,  or  Live  to  Love. 

By  these  tears  my  anguish  speaking. 
Oh  !  your  past  affection  prove; 

By  this  heart  so  torn  and  breaking, 
Let  me  die,  or  hve  to  love.     .       .  -       ■ 

Think  the  fatal  vow  once  given. 
Think  can  aught  my  ixmgs  remove?  , 

Oh  !  assist  me,  pitying  Heaven  ! 
Let  me  die,  or  hve  to  love. 


Encore  Verse  for  Ballad. 

By  Jamea  M.  W»id.  Su...     v  Harry  Stanwood. 


\V»id. 
Alr- 


Su... 
CUecM. 


If  I  had  li  iloukey  wl..  i       > ":  m't  go. 
Do  you  think  I'd  \voUo;i  airn'r'  oh,  dear !  no: 
I'd  give  him  som«  ofU.s  and  I  say  "gee  whoa. 
Get  up,  you  Uttle  rasowl.  don-ki-oh." 
For,  a  pea  and  a  pcKl  s^xl ji  neb«-cod  nod. 
And  a  knife,  and  a  razor,  spells  neb-a-cod-iazur; 
One  pair  o'  stockings  and  two  pair  o'  shoes, 
Spella  neb«-ood-nAznr,  f  be  king  of  the  Jewa. 

Ft;'     I    r;  ->%  yourselves,  Ac. 


Who 
tune  did 
away." 


the  first 
he  whiatle? 


whutler  ? 


The  wmd.     "V\'h.;t 
Over  tbe  hills  and  fnr 


\-:'' 


ii 


f 


THE    SirVO£RS'    JOIJRIVAL. 


U-- 


iO 


Have  Faith  in  one  Another. 

Oetebrated  Song.     Snug  )>j  T7,  Bwiiaon, 


En- 


(•,'■■ 


diffisr 
met, 

yefc 


9  £uth  in  one  anoilier, 

lieu  ye  uieet  in  frieadiship's  nAme  ; 

yoor  true  friend  is  a  brtither, 

id  your  hearts  should  throb  the  tame. 

igh  your  paths  in  life  may  differ  ^ 

uce  the  hoar  when  first  ye  met,         >. 

tiave  laith  in  one  another,  ■  \^  ,. 

)  may  net-d  tlMt  Irieudship  yet 

Thou-ii  your  patbfl  in  lil'e  may 
Biucc  the  hour  when  first  ye 

Yet  have  iiadth  in  one  another, 
Ye  may  need  tiuit  fnaiklship 

;  faith  in  one  aiiotber, 
hea  ye  whisper  love's  fond  vow ;    . 
fiy  not  always  summer  be,  .  ■ ;  • 

>r  dl  as  bright  as  now  : 
n  winter  time  comes  o'er  ye,         "  ,      , .,; 
id  one  kindred  heart  ye  share,  '- 

1  have  faith  in  one  another, 
shall  never  know  despair. 

When  winter  time  comes  o'er  ye. 

And  one  kindred  heart  ye  share, 
Then  have  faith  in  one  another. 
Ye  shall  never  know  despair. 

>  faith  in  one  another, 

id  let  honor  be  your  guide  :    '       - 

he  truth  be  always  spoken 

hfttever  may  betide. 

false  may  reien  a  season, 

id  doubt  not  but  it  will,  ;  ;  - 

lave  faith  in  one  another, 

id  the  tmth  will  triumph  still. 

The  false  may  reign  a  aeaaon. 

And  doubt  not  but  it  will. 
Yet  have  faith  in  one  another. 

And  the  truth  will  triumph  stiD. 


I  ■"■ 


That  Girl  Aoroes  the  Way^  ^'^    | 

•         ;•       Copyright   1874  by  E.  H  Harding.  v.'-s:v.     P 
The  njn»fc  of  lUls  BouR  cnn  l>eol)lained  of  E  H  HirtllHR. 
No  288  Bowery.     New-Tork-B  ettkiit  Full  Music 
Siza  tjtieet  for  10  cents. 


'^f.:-- 


■I 


The  Fairy  Qneen. 


leard  fofts  sing  of  "  Home,  siwet  Bom*,'* 
id  the  "  C!ottAge  by  the  sea," 

I  knows  an  establishment      .  , 
liat's  dearer  far  to  me  : 

knocks  four  times,  then  walks  np  stun 

II  you  can't  get  any  higher, 

in  the  splendid  four-pair-back,     :     -.; 
lere  dwelleth  mj-  Mana  : 
[■  Oh !  my  ilaria's  a  Fairy  Queen, 
''     Such  a  Fairy  ne'er  was  seen, 
J'  Bound  she  goes  on  her  darling  toes, 
' .     Bound  on  her  tootsie  wootsiee — 
"*  Ton  eiionld  hear  me  cry  "enooare  T 

That's  the  girl  what  1  adore : 
."^  My  love  sh^s  honest,  tio'  she's  poor, 
And  an  the  world  to  me. 

ght,  she  dances  on  the  stage, 

white,  and  golden  mangle  : 

in  the  day-time,  helps  her  ••Mar" 

turn  the  ancient  mangle !  -'■" 

ght,  swells,  with  theiropem  glaai, 
r  fair  form  do  admire  : 

cries  :  •'  Brayvo  !"  but  Uttle  know 
at  she  is  my  Maria. 

Oh  !  my  Maria's,  && 

ts  a  "Tanner"  twice  a  week, 

el«e  I  gets  an  order,  ■      .  ■. 

when  my  love  comes  tripping  on, 

r  eyes!  don't  I  applaud  ner  !  , 

xa  chaps  till)*,  abfmt  her,  \  - 

t  rd  sit  one  oil  the  fire— r 

3r  he  trie<l  "for  to  come  and  to  go," 

d  •'walk  round"  my  Maria. 

:.,     <,.;.-.    .:>-       Oh  !  my  Maria's,  Ac. 

(the  Phiifomiinee  IH  bet 

ere'g  not  such  a  Fairy  Qoeen ! 

ooks  so  sweet,  sitting  on  a  clond,  ^  V  . ;     * 

the  transformation  scene.  '•  '  '-'   V 

"times  I  fefar  shell  tumble  down,  ,■         '," 

1  !  how  I  do  p<TKr)irP  !  v^'V   " 

1  ee  can  keep  my  seal  the  while  T  . ; 

ley  wind  up  my  Maria. 

Oh!  myMaifa'k,  Ae. 


i  Isaw  her  peeping  thro'  the  blind. 

With  a  laughing  roguish  eye,     ■  •  •: ,  •..; 
;  And  every  time  I  looked  at  her,        '.:,•;.. 
She  smiled  a  Bweet  reply  ;  » ', 'iv.  »■ 

I  fell  so  much  in  love  with  her,     \.-2'/'^  -..i 
She  led  me  quite  astray  :  ,;•> 

But  soon  I  found  nhe  was  a  flirt. 
That  girl  across  the  way. 
Chorus  :  For,  she  was  a  uaughtj'  flirt, 
She  fooled  me  every  day  : 
Oh!  boy's,  Innvare,  and  never 
At  gills  across  the  way. 

My  duties  all  wa«  left  undone, 

Like  ft  fool  I  did  behave  : 
I  could  not  teiir  my  eyes  away. 

In  truth  I  wa.s  a  shivc  ; 
From  moni  till  night  it  was  the  same. 

The  same  from  day  to  day  : 
In  fact,  I  was  enchanted  by 

That  girl  across  the  way. 


A  Hijpht  Thought 

How  od  a  clonq  with  envious  veil 
Obscures  yotft;  basliful  light, 

^\^lich  seems  M  niodestlv  to  stenl 
Alony  the  Witte  of  iiigiit  I 

"Tis  thus  the  world".^  obstmsive  mtourh 

Oliscure  ^ritil  maliee  ketoi 
Some  timid  heart,  which  only  lougs 
;    To  live  and  die  unseen  I 


stare 


•i: 


Choms. 


She  flirted  with  her  handkerchief, 

She  flirted  with  her  fan  : 
You  know  how  girls  can  use  such  things 

To  captivate  a  man  ; 
Distractton  filled  my  heart  and  brain. 

While  she  her  tricks  did  play. 
And  still  I  could  but  gaze  upon 

That  girl  ocriiss  the  way.  Chorus. 

I  threw  her  kisses  with  my  hands 

And  she  returned  the  same  :         -.  \:'  .    '.- 
And  soon  I  felt  within  my  breast       ■ ,:  ^         .•!■  .   '- 

A  strange  consuming  ILmie.  . ,  ,' ;. . 

At  last,  I  begged  her  to  come  down. 

And  hear  what  I  should  say  : 
She  came,  and  with  her  came  a  man 

Who  hved  across  the  way.  Chorus. 

"How  dare  you,  said  this  man  to  me,    ;'    ■'  '    ' 

Make  faces  at  my  wife  ? 
Be  careful,  sir,  or  you  may  find       ..    ■    '        ,: 

Yourself  without  a  life."  "     '..  ^.    ?  " 

I  ventured  to  apologize,  " 

But  such  was  my  dismay. 
They  only  laughed  and  said  :  "  beware 


^l-' 


Of  girls  acrotis  the  way  !" 


Chorus. 


Jamie's  on  the  Stonny 

Ere  the  t'-.-ilight  bat  was  fleeting 
In  the  sunseC  at  her  knetting      * 
Sang  a  lonely  maidr^n,  sitting 
Un&meath  her  threshold  tree : 
And  ere  daylight  died  before  ua, 
And  the  vesper  star  shone  o''!r  ns- 
Fitfull  rose  her  tender  choms  : 
Jamie's  on  the  stormv  Red.  * 


Warmly  shone  the  sunset  glowijg. 
Sweetly  breathed  the  young  fliwers  blowing. 
Earth,  with  beauty  overflov^ing, 
Seemed  the  home  of  love  to  be. 
As  those  angel's  tones,  ascending  - ' 

With  the  Kong  and  season  blending,  ,•:  •• 
Ever  had  the  same  liw  ending  : 
Jamie's  on  the  stormy  sea. 

Blow  ye,  west  winds,  blandly  hover, 
;       O'er  the  bark  that  bears  my  lover,       .   :  .' 
*■ .     Gently  blow  and  bear  him  over  ; . .' 

V;    To  his  o^^^l  dear  home  and  me  ; 
;%;■    For,  when  night  winds  bent  the  willow. 
Sleep  foi>aikes  my  lonely  pillow. 
Thinking  of  the  foaming  biUow — 
Jamie's  on  the  stormv  sea.  '  . '     , 

■   ■■».■■";■"   - 

"'i'^   How  could  I  but  list,  but  linger ''  '  'V"  .,V. , 
"^■'   To  the  song,  and  hear  the  singer       ^'v"' 
■  ,    Sweetly  wooii"  Vieaven  to  briag  her  'V'",!  ' 
';  '    Jamie  from  tJie  stormy  sea  ? 
j     And  while  yet  her  lips  did  name  me^  ' 
■■     Forth  I  KjVnng,  my  heart  o'ercame  me  : 
Grieve  no  more,  sw.^t,  I  am  Jamie, 
Homo  returned  to  love  and  thee. 


:  :  -  Pi«-^for  Shame! 

"  '    OK  WHAT  WOnj)  UAJtUA  BAT? 


Now  some  girfs  are  bashful,      •■-  '^  s'^^-. 

And  others  hre  bold  :  -^J  ■"'';: 

Now  1  knew  a  charmer  •■*> 

Of  nineteen  years  old  : 
About  her— like  some  others — 

There  was  much  pretence  : 
For,  at  the  least  thing, 
. :';  ~       She'd  be  sure  to  commence  with  : 
Oh,  my  !  fie  for  shame ! 
.-:  Wiat  would  mamma  say  ? 

'.   '•'  '■         .■;'.;  What  would  papa  say? 

'  .*'•        Ob,  my !  fie  for  shame ! 
diet  along,  Jos^h,  do  / 

I'd  take  her  a}>^t 

To  whereveir  ishe'd  please  : 
When  we  were  alone. 

She'd  appear  ill  at  ease ; 
Now  a  Idas  oaoe  a  week 
Every  fellow 'd  expect. 
But  when  I  tried  for  one, 
,,  .    She'd  be  sort  to  object,  with  her — 

Oh,  my !  fie,  Ac 

Her  papa  and  her  ma  'v     »  ^     ''' 

■f,-         Out  of  town  chanced  to  be :  '  .'.•',  :  ■   ;   ' 
'■j'.      So  I  callal  on  my  charmer,       '„:t  ^^ji  -':  •-.'.■■ 
And  with  her  took  tea ;  ^  -.  ^v  •".  %,.'; 
The  time  lik«  ft  alow  •-:■    '    -■•--- 

;.         Quakers'  of ceting  did  pnss, 
Till  she  someh|c»w— by  accident — 
Turned  otit  the  gas. 

Spoken :     These  we  were,  all  in  the  dark  :  T  wm 
afraid  to  move  for  fear  of  brsaking  something,  and 
she  couldn't  or  wnddn't  find  the  matchse  :  when 
she  found  I  didn't  move,  she  said— 

Oh,  my !  fie,  Ac 

She  seemed,  oh  !  so  awfully 

Coy  and  demure,  ■  .  .■ 

That  I  thou^^  her  oomplunt  '/^- '-'''■'. 

Only  marriage  would  curs :  ;....*'■. 
So  I  asked  "if  she  wed. 

Did  she  think  she  would  di«T"  "— VV  V 

She  pretended  to  faint,  .  '  *' " 

And  her  only  reply  was —  .•.".,:_ 
Oh,  ray!  lb  Ac 

Now  I  found  out  this  bashful 
■?j  And  timid  young  lamb  ;"■  "•>.'•' 

Wa'' simply  ft:  con-  '■]  "•   '■; 

Glom-er-ai-tion  of  sham  ;  V  ,';      j. .- 

To  tvDO  othei!  parties  .  •'  5; 

Her  kisses  were  free,  •_.  V.-;;     ■'■■/ 
Perhaps  she  had  one  of  them, 

Fut  she  didn't  "  have  me  !"  with 

Oh,  my!  fie, Ac 


•     If  She  be  Made  of  White  and  Sed. 

If  she  be  made  of  white  and  red, 
r-^  Her  faults  will  ne'er  be  known  ; 

'i "      For,  blushii^  cheeks  by  faults  are  bred, 
•";•;,  Andfearsiby  pale  white  shown  ; 

' '"     Then,  if  she  fear,  or  be  to  blame, 
-  ■„  By  this  yoo  shall  not  know  ; 

For,  still  heir  cheeks  pasBees  the  same, 
;;'         'Which  native  she  doth  owe. 


>;:sii.v4»^i; 


'What  nation  ^lodnoee  most  marriages  7 — Fmoi- 

nation. 

Why  is  a  passing  remark  blasphemous? — ^B*- 
oMue  'it  is  a  eurthory  ruoark. 


'••»">i< 


li: 


■■,*■■ 
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The  Actor's  Daughter. 
1/    -  .  s.'  V    (.Continued.) 

"  Oh.  eoBsiderate  maiden  ! "  mooked  Julia, 
shrugging  lier  ithualders.  "  But,"  added  ahe, 
"  wliat  liave  you  there  l*  What  is  in  that  pooket- 
book  ?" 

Mary  opened  it  now  for  the  first  time.  It  con- 
tained folded  papers,  with  large  seals.  When  ihe 
girls  examined  tliem,  they  found  a  certificate  of 
Mary's  birlh  and  of  her  parents'  marriage,  as  well 
as  a  few  letters  that  were  connected  with  the  girl 
—a  letter  from  Mrs.  Middlehnrst  to  her  dausjhter, 
written  when  the  latter  waa  a  little  child  and  living 
with  her  father— and  two  or  three  other  notes. 

"Oh,  heavens!"  cried  Julia,  "  lliis  is  indeed 
strange  that  these  papers  should  fall  into  our 
hands  at  thia  propitious  moment.  Why,  these 
will  speak  more  in  my  favor  than  anything  else. 
How  IS  it  that  your  father  has  placed  them  in 
your  hands  just  now  ?  Oh  !  I  gues*  !  I'robably 
because  they  will  be  required  before  your  mm  iiut;e 
can  come  off  with  that  prince  of  honesty,  Mr. 
Holding,"  added  she. 

"  Vee,"  agreed  Mary  ;  "  for  my  father  seems 
bent  upon  tliis  marriage  also." 

'•  Well,  thank  goodness,  it  doesn't  matter  niiich 
what  he  takes  into  his  head  !"  cried  Julio,  oiirug- 
ging  lier  i-houldert.  "But  mce  more,  Miss 
Middlehurst,"  continued  she,  "will  you  agree 
to  all  ihis  ?  Will  you  give  me  the  papers  t  Yes, 
the  rest  i  will  nianoge.  For  a  short  period  I  will 
be  Mary  Middlehurst,  or,  more  properly,  Hammond, 
and  shall  preserve  my  character  till  Mr.  Holding 
is  puniihed,  has  confessed  his  fault,  and  is  at  my 
feet.  Then  we  are  at  liberty  to  tear  the  veil  aside 
at  any  moment ;  for  of  course  I  have  no  inter.lion 
of  playing  your  part  for  any  length  of  time  or  of 
robbing  you  of  your  fortune.  When  you  return  to 
your  mother,  you  will  be  able  to  say,  '  Vou  see, 
mamma,  what  steps  you  forced  me  to  adopt  by 
your  harsh  measures,  and  because  you  showed  me 
no  love.'  " 

Mary  was  silent.  She  was  greatly  moved  and 
her  breast  heaved  storm  ily. 

"  Decide  quickly  !"  cried  Julia.  "  I  hear  a 
heavy  step  upon  the  stairs.  It  is  probably  the 
porter  who  is  going  to  carry  my  luggage  to  the 
station.  If  you  accede  to  tiie  proposal,  I  will  send 
tlie. boxes  to  Duke  Street,  and  shall  follow  them. 
Or  do  you  prefer  to  return  there  yourself — to 
your  mother  and  your  bride-groom? '  asked  Julia, 
wiih  cutting  sareasni. 

"  No — no,"  replied  Mary,  with  deep  emotion. 
"  Do  what  you  please.  Kemain  then;  as  long  as 
you  like  and  oan.  I  shall  stay  here  with  my  poor 
old  father.  ..Send  my  things  over  as  soon  as  you 
oan." 

"  My  brother,  of  cbarse,  is  to  suppose  that  I  ve 
gone  to  the  oouDiry,"  said  Julia. 

"  And  papa  V      W  hat  am  I  to  say  to  papa ':" 

"  That  you  ve  bad  a  quarrel  with  your  mother — 
that  she  has  given  you  to  understand  that  you 
might  go  lo  your  fatlier's— probably  because  she 
liai  found  out  that  you  have  been  visiting  him 
secretly  ;  but  jou  niiisl  arrange  all  this  pan  your- 
self. Miiry.  for  you  muvttake  some  little  trouble 
in  the  iMiti.ur.  I  w  sure  my  part  is  difficult 
edbugh  already  " 

1  he  glas.s  door  opened  nt  this.     A  porter  entered. 

"  lake  this  lug;^age  loMrs.  Middlehurst's  house 
in  r)uke  suvet,"  eaid  Julia,  turnini;  to  him.  "  I'll 
follow  directly." 

Chaptkb   "VI. 

Two  hdni*  may  have  passed  since  the  oonver- 
sali<yB'we  hav*-  jnst  recorded  took  place  between 
the  I  wo  young  girls. 

Mis.  Middleliursi  was  pacing  her  drawing-room 
to  and  fn>  in  such  a  stale  of  agitation,  that  her 
green  silk  dresn  rustled  incessantly.  1  he  lady  was 
noi,  of  a  nervous  or  exeitable  temperament :  if 
anything,  quite  the  contrary  ;  but,  to-day,  she  was 
agualed  lo  no  emaffdegfee,  and  during  her  passage 
up  uikI  duWfi  th«  f  oiu,  ttlie  kept  pressing  her  fine 
p.icket-liiin.lkerchi  f  lo  her  face.  Upon  a  table, 
cl.>%,.  ni  ban. I,  lay  ill.-  p<>ekel-l>ook  llatiiniond  had 
givni  iiiio  his  dua^ttl«r  8  cl.arcc,  f'-'r  whil*t  the 
iH<ly  held  her  father's  letter  of  reaommandaik>n 
b«lweeii  her  fingers,  she  was  talking  energetically 


to  her  companion,  who  was  none  other  than  Mr. 
Philip  Godfrey,  her  cousia,  who  at  length  had 
screwed  up  his  courage  suffioienlly  to  present  him- 
self before  bis  kinswoman.  It  was  about  two 
hours  since  he  had  left  Hammond's  room  ;  but  he 
bad  spent  all  this  time  in  considering  whether  he 
should  put  the  evil  moment  off  a  little  longer  or 
not.  He  now  sat  modestly  and  eDently  on  a  corner 
sofa,  with  his  legs  crossed,  and  hia  hands  folded 
upon  his  knees.  Hia  eyes  were  bent  upoa  the 
carpet  beneath  his  feet. 

"  So,  my  dear  cousin,"  she  was  just  saying, 
"  you  need  have  no  scruples.  My  daughter's  heart 
ia  free,  and  there  is  nothing  to  be  done  but  to 
obey  my  father's  wishes." 

"  No :  there  is  nothing  to  be  done,"  eahoed 
Philip,  dejectedly. 

"  After  the  character  my  father  has  given  yon, 
I  can  place  uiy  child  in  your  care  with  the  greatest 
confidence,  my  dear  cousin,"  continued  Mrs. 
Middlehurst. 

"  My  uncle  is  very  kind,"  said  Philip. 

"He  suys  you  are  a  most  amiable  and  kind-/ 
hearted  young  man." 

'•  I  believe  I  must  be,"  replied  Philip,  with  a 
slight  tinge  of  irony. 

"  Very  well,  then,"  continued  the  other  speaker, 
suddenly  p&using  in  front  of  the  young  roan  ; 
"then  I  am  sure  you  wid  not  refuse  my  request, 
so  mneh  depends  upon  it — so  very  much  !" 

"  What  do  you  wish  me  to  do,  madam?" 

"  I'o  get  yourself  readv  for  a  journey  at  once, 
and  take  me  and  your  hride  to  my  father  this  very 
evening  ;  but  preserve  the  strictest  seereey  ;  no- 
body must  know  of  this — even  the  servants  must 
not  hear  that  we  are  leuving— you  shall  know  my 
reasons  later.  Come  back  here  at  eight  o'clock — 
it  will  be  dork  then  ;  meet  us  in  the  pavilion  at 
the  end  of  the  garden.  I  will  order  the  iravelling- 
carriage,  and  everything  else  that  will  be  ne- 
cessary. " 

•'  But  why,  dear  madam — why  this  rash  baste?" 
continued  I'hilip,  in  alarm. 

"  That  is  my  secret— do  not  inquire  into  it ; —  < 
at  least,  not  to-day  ;  to-morrow,  whilst  we  are  on  . 
our  journey,  I  will  explain  it  all.  I  can  assure  '. 
yon,  however,  that  it  is  nothing  that  oan  cause  a  i 
fal'e  light  to  lie  cast  upon  my  child." 

"  But,"    interrupted   Philip,  "  I  have  not  seen 
the  young  lady  yet.     She  hasn't  seen  me  either, 
and  surely  the  ought  to  have  some  voice  in  the  , 
matter  herself?" 

"  Oh  !    I  will  arrange  all  that.     And  as  far  as 

your  seeing  her  is  concerned,  cousin "  the  lady 

paused.  "  It  is  quite  impossible  to  preseul  him  to 
ner  in  her  present  get  up,'  thought  she,  during 
this  pause  ;  "  be  would  siare  finely  if  he  saw  her 
in  her  worn-out  merino  dros,  with  her  hair  dressed 
like  a  charity-girl.  lie. would  think  I  had  taken 
no  care  of  her.  No.  that  wouldn't  do  at  all.  She 
will  make  such  a  bad  impression  upon  him  in  tiiose 
clothes,  that  he  would  never  forget  her  in  them. 
I  am  sure  he  would  never  consent  to  marry  her  if 
he  saw  her  now.  If  only  she  was  not  so  much 
taller  than  Mary,  some  of  A«r  clothes  might  fit; 
but  of  coarse  they  would  be  much  too  tight.  Well, 
we  must  see  what  oan  be  done  quickly  for  her  this 
altemoon." 

'  My  daughter  is  not  at  home,  cousin,"  resumed 
she.  at  length  :  if  you  come  again  towards  the  end 
of  the  afternoon  you  shall  see  her ;  and  now  good- 
bye, my  dear  boy.  I  must  go  and  prepare  for  our 
journey — every  mioute  is  of  value.  So  au  renoir, 
my  dear  cousin,  and  future  son-in-law,  may  heaven 
bless  your  union  -  you  will  be  very  happy,  I  know, 
although  your  marriage  will  be  brought  about  so 
hastily.  Your  future  oride  is  a  lovely  creature — 
she  is  brilliant  and  talented  — has  a  figure  like  a 
queen.  Ah  !  you  11  be  envied  by  every  one  :  but 
DOW  you  really  must  leave  me." 

Philip  took  his  hat,  and  kissed  his  newly-found 
cousin's  hand. 

"  Good-bye,  then,  till  to-night ;  eight  o'clock, 
remember,  m  the.  pavilion, "  said  she  and  rustled 
away. 

"  iill  to-night!"  exclaimed  Philip,  to  himself. 
"Why,  she  has  just  told  me  I  wns  to  come  in  the 
afternoon,  to  have  a  look  at  this  sweetheart  of 
mine,  ^be  doesn't  seem  to  care  mucli  for  n  meet- 
ing between  us.  She  evidently  tlianks  lier  stars 
that  I  need  not  see  the  '  lovely  creature,  so  brilliaiit 


and  talented,*  as  site  describes  her,  till  we  three 
are  silting  t*gelher  in  the  carriage,  and  when  it 
will  he  too  late  to  retreat.  1  don't  l>elieve  a  fellow 
was  ever  caught  in  such  a  trap  as  this  before — 
'pon  my  word,  I  don't!  Enviable  sitaation— if 
only  uncle  wasn't  so  obstinate!  And  1  wonder 
what  they  mean  by  running  away  in  this  sudden 
and  unexpected  manner  ?" 

With  these  words,  Philip  left  his  cousin's  re- 
ception-rooms, and  went  slowly  down  stairs,  taking 
care  to  look  to  the  right  and  left  as  he  went,  in  the 
hopes  of  meeting  some  one,  who,  however,  never  ' 
made  her  appearance.  Then  lost  in  thought,  he 
strolled  moodily  towards  his  lodging,  lie  tried 
to  make  oat  something  of  his  future  wife's  character 
by  Mary's  words,  but  failed  to  do  so,  as  the  laiur 
was  so  very  '  discreet '  where  her  '  mistress  '  was 
concerned.  Never  did  a  bridegroom  elect  wend 
his  way  so  dejectedly  throagh  the  crowd  as  Philip 
did  on  this  memorable  day  in  his  life.  Mrs. 
Middlehurst  had  hurried  at  once  into  an  adjoining 
apartment  when  the  young  man  had  departed,  and 
here  she  found  Julia  sitting  on  a  couch,  thanking 
heaven  th^t  the  ordeal  of  the  first  introduction  to 
Mrs.  Middlehurst  was  so  well  over,  that  all  the 
questions  lia<l  been  asked  and  answered,  that  all 
the  outburst  of  astonishment  and  indignation  that 
such  a  trick  had  been  played  upon  herself,  were 
over.  Julia  tried  to  collect  herself,  in  order  to  get 
well  through  the  rest  of  her  examination.  Up  to  ' 
the  present,  all  had  passed  off  well  enough.  'Iheeld.r 
lady  did  not  seem  to  entertain  the  sl^litest  donbt 
as  to  Julia's  veracity,  for  was  she  not  in  possession 
of  all  the  papers  that  pnoved  who  she  was  ?  And, 
slrnnge  to  sny,  Mrs.  Middlehurst  took  the  parting 
from  the  girl  she  had  hitherto  looked  upon  as  her 
daughter  lu  a  very  calm,  niatterK>f-fact  manner. 

"  I  wrote  to  the  young  girl  who  Las  hitherto 
filled  my  place  here,  begging  her  to  meet  me  at 
my  former  lodgings,  in  order  that  we  should  talk 
tbrf  matter  over,"  said  Julia.  "  bhe  cnnie  to  me, 
and  we  now  thoroughly  understand  one  another. 
I  have  seen  that  she  is  well  taken  care  of,  and, 
with  your  |)ermisaion  shall  at  once  send  her 
possessions  over  to  her,  for  I  am  sure  you  will 
spare  the  poor  creature  the  mortification  of  meil- 
ing  you.  and  taking  her  leave." 

"  Oh,  I  quite  understand  that,"  rejoined  the 
other,  ."^he  wns  on  the  point  of  questioning  Julia 
about  her  mode  of  life  up  to  the  present,  but  this 
intention  was,  however,  frustrated  by  the  sudden 
and  unexfteeled  vi»<it  Philip  had  paid  her.  She 
at  first  refused  to  see  him,  as  the  excitement  of 
the  last  hour  had  rendered  her  totally  unfit  to 
meet  any  stranger ;  but  the  servant-maid  returned 
with  the  unexpected  news  that  the  gentleman 
muit  see  Mrs.  Middlehurst,  as  he  was  the  bearer 
of  a  message  from  her  father.  Surprised  at  the 
anDouncement,  she  ordered  Philip  to  be  shown 
into  the  drawiog-room,  whither  she  soon  hurried 
herself  to  receive  a  communication  of  an  equally, 
if  not  more,  unexpected  nature  than  Julia  had  just 
made  to  her. 

Meanwhile  the  latter  breathed  a  sigh  of  relief 
when  Mrs.  Middlehurst  left  her  alone.  When  the 
lady  entered  the  room  again,  after  dismissing  her 
young  cousin,  the  girl  who  was  guilty  of  such  a 
gross  deception  towards  her,  could  not  help  heaving 
a  deep  sigh ;  for,  in  spite  of  all  the  benefits  she  would 
derive  through  this  change  in  her  circumstances, 
she  could  not  help  feeling  some  slight  compunction 
and  pricks  of  eonscienoe  at  the  trick  she  was 
playing.  She  was,  therefore,  rejoiced  to  find  that 
the  old  lady  made  no  signs  of  returning  to  the 
former  sut.jeet  again,  but,  on  the  contrary,  waa 
evidently  full  of  something  els^ 

"Oh,  dear,  dear  child  !'  exclaimed  she,  in  her 
excitement ;  "  what  a  day  this  has  been— what  a 
day  !  Only  fancy,  this  morning,  which  has  seen 
Tou  brought  back  again  into  my  arms,  my  long 
lost  child,  has  also  brought  with  it  a  reconciliation 
with  my  father  after  ytais  of  discord.  Dear  me— 
dear  me !  I  am  so  excited,  so  surprised  with  all 
the  evente  of  the  day,  tht.t  I  really  begin  lo 
wonder  whether  my  wits  will  stand  it  all.  My 
dear  old  father  I  How  shall  1  find  him  when  I  see 
him  again,  and  how  pleased  he  will  b«  to  see  you, 
my  child!  You  will  be  his  prid<  'iil  first  <if 
all  we  iiiufst  manage  lt>ehuiige  Ibos  '  clothe    . 

Utey  iww  positively  voluar.  Oh.  w,        i   ,|,ink  oi 
the   tr«.ubie  and  education   I   lAve    Httbied  on  an 
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utter  stranger,  whilat  joa  kkTfl  been  w  orueliy 

iie>clect«d "  ■    •*'/ •:'-/v^:- "*^--'^.^--.^- ;:;'.;   / 

Julia  looked  up. 

'•  (-"ruelly  neglected!  cried  she,  in  piqued  tones. 
''  Oil,  I  liofx)  yuu  do  not  tind  nie  tutally  un- 
eilueated!  I  li.ive  iin  proved  my  niiiid  by  reading 
U8  luueli  at  I  possibly  could." 

"  ^V  ell,  we  sliull  ^ee.  Perhaps  there  is  time  to 
improve  yet.  You  say  you  have  earned  yocr  living 
liy  eiiit»rc>idering.  1  liat  horrid  vnlparinn— fA«< 
nMn.  whom  I  iit-ed  not  mention — W  iiennitttd  ■^'•n 
to  do  ikiaf  liul  let  us  not  speak  uf  him,  «1m 
there  would  be  no  end  to  my  complaints,  t'h^ 
time  i«  tlyiiig  fusi.,  and  we  reqiiint  it  bii;«rly. 
Listen  to  n)e,  Mary.  You  must  s.  e  tluii  I  cannot 
puas^My  allow  l\\\i  bOair— this  d«eei>lion  thui,  Laj 
beet)  practroud  upon  me  to  be  published  abroad, 
I  cannot  iiilroduce  you  to  my  friends  as  'my 
daiiglitor  Mary,  hiiherio  an  eiiibroideress  foroiMof 
llic  prin«ipal  shops.'  and  upon  their  quesiiuiis  i»- 
vpectiiig  the  missing  girl,  explain  that  she  wud  not 
my  daughter  at  all,  and  that  a  liitle  misntidrr- 
sianding  hud  ttiken  place  ;  for  of  o<>ur!>c  yuu  can 
see  that  1  mustn't  get  the  fact  abroad  lliut  1  didn't 
know  my  own  daughter,  and  that  I  ptiiiiilted  a 
certain  unfortunate  individual  whom  I  unhappily 
met  in  the  exuberance  of  my  youth  to  send  me 
first  one  of  his  cliildreu  and  then  another.  Nobody 
here  at  present  even  knr.ws  of  the  existence  of  such 
a  man  ;  therefore  the  affair  must  be  kt'pt  a  secret. 
Not  a  poul — not  even  liie  cervaiits  mu.st  know  tliat 
you,  my  cliill,  are  not  the  same  Mary  who  has 
been  here  for  the  last  three  weeks.  This  recon- 
cilialion  with  my  futlier  comes  raoet  providentially. 
I  hIiuII  go  lo  liiiM  at  once— this  very  day.  'I  ill 
then,  no>M>dy  must  see  you.  \Ve  nnitit  pass  tisis 
evenintr.  thickly  veiled,  to  the  jMmiMn  «t  the  «nd  . 
of  tlie  garden,  neiir  which  we  shall  find  a  private 
<;ut«  Laliiur  into  a  deserted  lane.  1  here  Wu  ^iiall 
find  a  carrioife  awaiiinff  iie,  whioh  wi'l  ^rcorW  ~l 
once  wiili  us  X»  th«  north— to  riiy  faih'-i'b  ln.n-'i." 

"We  are  to  u;o  away  from  here*  To-day  :" 
asked  Julia,  wftli  anyliiing  but  pleasurable  ^r-.>» 
lion. 

Nothing,  indeed,  could  have  frijrhteodJ  li«t*-co 
much  IIS  Ihia  Fudden  pie«e  of  inlelligeiiC' .  11' r 
whole  plans  were  ihreateni-d  lo  vani^<li  lik<(  «niol:e. 

"  Have  you  anytiiing  to  pay  airiiin.«l  leavinj;;  :'' 

"  Oh,  heavens  !  what  will  becuuie  of  me  !" 
8i<:hed  Julia  to  berseif,  knowing  of  no  pica 
sufficient  lo  advance. 

'■  You  must  see  that  there  is  nothing  elHe  left  to 
bedoui." 

"  No,  there  is  no  way  of  avoWing  iV,  I  !<npjn>l<e,'V 
replied  Julia,  whose  lieurl  seemed  lo  oeuse  lo  beut 
in  its  utler  hopelessness. 

"  liul  one  thing  more,"  conlitiUL-d  the  elder  lady 
— "a  thing  that  is  more  closely  connected  wii^ 
yourself."  .C      ' 

"  And  wiiak  is  thja  thin^?  '  asked  Julia,  ttope- 
lessly,  turning  \\ft  pala  'face  away  from  Mrs. 
Middlehucst  in  order  to  escape  noiice. 

Khe  had  great  trouble  lo  keep  her  thon<;hts  from 
wandering  away,  and  in  answering  her  dupe  4i»  a 
rational  raftnner.  Her  wh'dle  Boul  longea  to  be 
free  from  the  trammels  slis  had  so  tbou^^hlKssly 
entangled  hersalf.  The  news  ibat  Mrs.  Middl^ 
hurst  had  be<i||rab  reconcil|d  to  h^r^-  fdtNr  «• 
suddenly  had,  in  itself,  alarmed  her.  Tor  she  mw 
at  once  that  this  would  complicaie^Jser  puna 
materially  ;  an'9'now  the  bar#  idea  of  playing  the 
part  the  had  undertaken  for  nothing,  knowing  she 
would  have  to  quit  the  town  that  evening  without 
ever  having  had  the  chance  of  speaking  to  Holding, 
nearly  drove  her  distracted.  1  his  was  all  more 
than  she  could  boar,  and  she  asked  herself  breath- 
leisly  h9W  in  the  world  site  was  t^  t^ar  herailf  oat 
of  the  mesbei  she  had  woana  around  her. 

••You  mutijtnow,  Mary,"^  began  Mrs.  Middle- 
burst,  once  more  finding  it  a  difficult  matter  to 
grow  aocustoMod  to  the  name  of  Julia — "  yoajnuet 
know  ihat  a  young  man  has  demanded  your  hand 
inx»arriai;e." 

*'  afy  hand  ?  Tou  mean  the  hand  of  that  other 
gill  who  haa  been  occupying  mv  place  liere," 
said  Julia,  who.  of  course,  supposed  Mr^.  Middle- 
hurst  to  be  speaking  of  Mary's  hrst  lover,  Holding, 
for  she  had  nnturallv  never  heard  of  Philip. 

"  For  my  daughter's  hand,  child!"  replied  the 
other,  with  n  sharp  stress  upon  the  words.  "  No, 
not  for  that  other  girl,  but  iory<m.    Oh,  heavens !" 


added  she.  solemnly,  "  what  a  terrible  piece  of 
business  there  would  have  been  if  Providence  had 
not  sent  you  to  me  just  at  iha  very  moment  you 
were  most  needed !" 

"  But  there  is  such  a  ^fferenoe  between  as, 
perhaps  ha " 

'-  Oh,  do  not  trouble  yourself  about  that !" 
interrupted  the  matron  ;  "  the  whole  business  is 
arranged.  A'our  bridegroom  elect  has  my  promise. 
He  asked  for  my  daughter's  hand,  and  I  consented 
to  the  match.  So  this  is  what  I  was  about  to  tell 
you.  I  was  going  to  prepare  you  for  the  arrival 
of  a  young  man  who  is  to  travel  with  us  to  your 
grandfather's  home.  Him  you  must  look  upon  as 
your  intended  husband.  I  hope  you  will  make  no 
objection  to  the  match,  and  put  no  difficulties  in 
the  way,  as  it  is  a  settled  thing.  He  is  a  young 
and  handsome  man  ;  perhaps  you  will  see  him  in 
a  couple  of  hours,  for  he  raid  lie  would  call  again 
this  afternoon,  although  I  must  confess  that  I 
shouldn't  like  him  lo  se<»  you  yet.  'You  oannot 
possibly  get  yourself  ready  in  so  short  time, 
especially  when  so  much  is  at  stake  as  meeting  a 
bridegroom  for  the  first  time.  The  dressmaker  1 
sent  for  is " 

"Oh,  you  are  right,  quite  right !"  interrupted 
Julia,  her  fpirils  rising  at  these  words  of  joy.  "It 
is  much  better  that  ne  should  not  see  me  before 
we  are  in  the  carriage." 

"  I  hen  you  have  no  sort  of  objection  to  themateh?" 
enid  the  other,  quite  delighted,  yet  at  the  same 
time  a  lillle  surprised  at  her  newly-found  child's 
obedience, 

"  Oh,  how  could  1  ?  What  you  think  best  is,  of 
course,  best  V" 

"  Well,  I  must  t<uy  such  obe4lience  as  this  pleases 
me  more  than  I  can  describe.  Now,  with  that 
other  girl,  I  should  have  h«d  a  nice  business,  I 
know.'*^ 


,  :,    /         Chaptkr   VII. 

JnKs  became  reanimated.  So  he,  the  man  who 
had  asked  fur  Mary's  hand,  was  to  travel  with 
them.  Her  plans  would  not,  then,  be  frustrated, 
after  all.  Iliings  could  not  have  turned  out 
better,  for  would  it  not  be  doubly  mortifying  for 
.Mr.  Molding  to  discover  her  instead  of  Mary  when 
she  chofo  to  throw  back  her  'veil  and  disclose  her 
ftatures?  \Vhut  a  scene  there  would  be  between 
them  ! 

*•  f  cannot  help  telling  yon,"  began  Mrs.  Middle- 
hurst  once  more.  "  that  your  obedience  has  moved 
ine  deeply.  1  hope  and  trust  it  will  find  its  due 
reward,  for " 

Mrs.  Middlehurst  could  say  no  more,  for  ap- 
proaching steps  became  audible  in  the  hall.  She 
placed  herself  in  front  of  Julia  so  that  she  should 
not  be  recognised  by  any  one  passing  in  case  the 
door  opened.  It  was  only  the  lady's-maid,  how- 
ever, who  came  to  announce  the  dressmaker. 

"  I  am  quite  ready  for  her.  Go  and  fetch  her 
St  once,"  replied  the  mistress  of  the  house. 

And  whilst  the  girl  went  to  find  the  seamstress, 
Julia  passed  quickly  through  a  ride  door  into 
Mary's  room. 

The  rest  of  the  day  she  spent  here  alone  with 
her  own  thoughts.  '1  he  servants  were  told  that  she 
was  very  unwell,  and  were  forbidden  to  enter  her 
apartment,  for  fear  of  disttirbing  her. 

The  elder  lady  had  her  hands  quite  full  in  ar- 
rnnging  a  decent  wardrobe  for  Julia  and  her  own 
preparations  for  the  journey.  If  she  went  into  her 
daughter's  room  now  and  then,  she  never  stayed 
long  enough  to  renew  her  conversation  again. 

Ihus  Julia  was  at  liberty  to  meditate  upon  the 
stents  of  the  day,  and  wonder  at  the  beartlessness 
of  this  woman,  whom  she  had  taken  as  her  mother, 
and  who  now  was  offering  her  to  Mr.  Holding  in 
place  of  the  girl  he  had  chosen,  as  if  nothing  had 
to  be  eonsidered  but  her  fortune,  and  that  aiU  else 
was  of  no  consequence  whatever. 

"Well,  Ae  voM  be  astonished!'  was  the  con- 
elusion  of  all  her  meditations — of  all  her  ideas. 

As  for  the  rest  she  thought  the  bold  step  she 
had  taken  would  be  a  success  in  every  way.  for 
Mr.  Holding  could  hardly  refuse  to  wed  l»er  when 
he  had  gone  so  far  with  her. 

"  But  I  am  curious  lo  know,"  thought  .lulia, 
"  how  the  good  old  lady  will  explain  the  change 
that  has  occurred.' 


\ 


She  now  saw  how  fortunate  it  was  that  Mrs. 
Middlehurst  was  just  then  reeonoiled  again  to  her 
parent,  as  to  this,  no  doubt,  sIh  owed  the  fact 
ihat  the  lady  was  iii  such  a  stale  of  ekpitearnt, 
and  gave  herself  so  little  trouble  to  inquire  into 
the  matter  of  this  andden  change  in  bar  ohildren. 

Obaptkb   "vni. 

Philip  Godfrey  went  back  to  his  lodgings,  to 
prepare  for  his  sudden  flight  from  town,  loo  ;  bat 
of  course  he  was  not  quite  so  excited  about  k  as 
his  eldery  cousin.  Ue  was  in  a  slate  of  mind 
difficult  to  deseribe.  Uis  whole  soul  revolted 
against  this  union  which  be  was  being  forced  into, 
and  yet  he  saw  no  way  of  escaping  bis  tale.  Ha 
was  naturally  disinolined  to  mary  a  person  he  had 
never  known  or  eveti  seen.  During  the  fortnight 
he  had  spent  mostly  by  Hammond  s  side,  he  had 
made  no  mention  of  his  daughters  to  that  gentle- 
man ;  but  now  he  felt  even  more  reluctant  to  put 
up  with  his  fate,  fer  the  pretty  girl  whom  he  had 
met  and  assixted  in  the'  street  tfie  previous  night, 
and  who  declared  she  was  in  Mrs.  Middlehurst  s 
service,  had  made  a  deep  impression  upon  the 
young  man's  mind.  When  he  was  at  the  lady's 
house  that  mi.rnjng,  he  had  looked  anxiously 
about  him  in  the  hope  of  catching  a  glimpse  of 
her.  She  was  only  a  servant  girl ;  ant  Tliilip  liad 
been  brought  up  in  the  country,  and  consequently 
was  as  much  pleased  with  a  person  in  her  rank 
of  life  as  he  would  have  been  with  that  person  if 
she  had  been  a  prineess.  And  Mary's  oonauct  had 
seemed  perfect  to  him,  with  not  the  fainUSt  sign 
of  vulgarity  about  it.  She  had  made  a  complete 
conquest  over  him^  He  could  think  of  noDody 
but  her. 

His  trunks  were  packed  at  length.  Scarcely 
had  he  finished  hit  iask  when  the  waiter  came  lo 
tell  him  that  a  gentleman  was  waiting  upstairs  to 
see  him. 

Philip  sprang  to  the  upper  story,  and  really 
found  a  young  mati  parading  the  passage  to  and 
fro. 

"  Pardon  me,"  said  the  stranger,  "  for  pwrding 
your  door  In  this  Seemingly  impertinent  uiauner  ; 
but  I  hear  you  are  going  to  leave  town  to-day,  so 
I  was  determined  not  to  miss  you  again,  for  1  have 
been  here  once  before  already.'' 

Philip  now  recognised  the  voice  and  stout  figure 
of  the  your.g  gentleman.  He  was  surely  one  of 
the  two  he  had  had  a  rencontre  with  on  the 
previous  evening.  With  a  bilcut  Low.  he  now 
opened  the  door  of  his  room,  and  begged  the 
gentleman  to  enter. 

"  You  can  guess  what  has  brought  me  here,  Mr. 
Godfiioy,"  exclaimed  Holding  after  ho  had  made 
himself  thoroughly  comfortable  upon  liiilip'seofii. 
"  My  friend,  Mr.  iVfferton,  secretary  to  the  em- 
bassy,  feels   insulted   ot  your  conduct  loct  night, 

and  therefore  ha*  cmnmissioned  me  to " 

"Oh.  I  understand,"  interrupted  Philip  f;<Klfrey, 
"and  1  should  only  be  too  happy  to  afiord  him 
every  apology  in  iiy  power ;  but  1  mtiiil  confens 
I  don't  know  ho#  it  can  pf>scibly  l>e  managed, 
for  1  have  no  fuiijier  time  at  your  disposal  than 
between  now  and  eight  o'cli>ck  this  evening; 
therefore  if  you  catvnot  arrange  our  little  mutters 
immediately,  I  hardly  know  how  the  affair  aan  bs 
settled.' 

"  You  know  yourself,  sir,"  cried  Holding,  "that 
a  matter  of  this  nature  cannot  be  arranged  in  a 
minule,  therefore  you  will  have  to  put  off  your 
journey." 

"  That  is  altogether  out  of  the  question." 
"  I  should  have  thought  that  where  lumor  is  con- 
cerned  " 

"  Yes,  you  are  right,"  interrupted  Philip,  who 
suddenly  thought  this  would  be  a  very  good  ex- 
cuse for  getting  out  of  the  journey,  this  evening, 
at  any  rate,  and  sending  the  matron  and  her 
daughter  alone  to  bis  old  uncle.  Of  course  it  de- 
pended Uiuch  upon  whether  the  violent  old  lady 
would  consent  lu  it ;  he  feared  he  would  have  some 
little  irooble  with  ilijer  but  perhaps  ii  would  be 
as  well  not  to  mention  this  quarrel  to  her,  either, 
as  women  generally  «]iowed  a  great  WBi.t  of  respect 
for  such  matters,  asd  he  wa«  not  ^ure  whether  the 
old  lady  would  noit  have  siraight-woy  i  -ported 
him  to  the  police. 

{To  be  Contuiued.) 
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1.  We      have  been  friends    to  -  ge  -  ther, 

2.  We      have  been   sad        to -ge- ther, 


tn      sun  -  shine  and  in      shade. 
We've  wept   with  bit  -  ter       tears. 


Sinoo  first    be  -  neath     the 
O'er  the  grass-grown  graves  where 


..,  chest-nut  trees,  In        in    -    fancy     we     play'd. 
slum     -     ber'd  The     hopes      of  ear  -  ly      years; 


Bnt  cold-ness  dwells    with-in     thy  heart,  A        cloud       is  on      thy 
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We    have  been  friends     tc  -  pether, 
We    have  been    sad        to  -  gether, 
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Shall  a  Ught  word  part  us     now?  ) 
Oh !    what  shall  part  us    now  ?  ) 
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ge-ther.        In     sunshine  and  in    shade,  Since      first    bc-neath  the   chest-nut  trees.  In        in  -   fancy  we    plfty'd. ' 


TT    V    ■0-    ■0-  ^    ■&     ■»•    TT       -W    -W    -W    •&       ^  '     ^ '  '  '  ^       ■#        •^•l^  ^  ^ 

■-•  ■■•'^-    ^       ^      ^       ^     ^        I      I      ,      I      [jyi   ^        ^<Ki        -i:--. 
-.^^>_L.__J_1 ^ ^j. ^__J__r:_..^.uJ__.€^       i^^_.V_ tiL_^^__^ 

.        ..  .^     _. . ^    . . ___  .  __ — ^1-4^. — __^^ x_i — .,,^^^^^agnv.;:'..J.fe:rr--r- — :i ^.-^=«s--E^^ ------f ^' 


• 1 — . T  —\ — • "•  i ^-        7\~"'    I riS' 


»«'  r*^?fF'«»r*aaE 


tOI^VME.    II. 


HFMPv'A^JMMiWtg  OflMie  WW  saWWEMTAl 


^  1    I 

all  the  most  pc^ular  Songs  of  thu  any. 


«B 


OUR  AGENTS. 


BOSTON.       ( Mass.  )      J.    W.    Shirman, 
Books,  Stationery,   News-Papers,  No.  115 
Cambridge  Street 

PHILADELPHIA.  (Pa.)  A.  W.  Auner. 
Song-PuMisher  and  Job-Printer,  8.  W. 
Corner  of  Tenth  and  Ruce  Streets. 

CINCINNATI.  ( Ohio.  )  P.  Habtlaub, 
NewH-Stand,  Vine  Street,  Opposite  Post- 
Offlce. 

NEWARK.  (N.  J.)  H.  M.  Wildman. 
News-Agent,  252  Market  Street,  between 
lAwreuce  and  Mulberry. 


TO  COEBESFONOENTa 


Money  sent  in  letters  by  mail  should  be 
registered.  We  do  not  hold  oarseWes  respon- 
sible for  loss  of  money  letters. 

In  sending  orders  care  shonld  be  taken  to 
sign  your  Name,  Town  aad  State  in  a  legible 
manner. 

The .  Singer^  Journal  is  the  largest  arid 
dieapest  collectiou  of  songs  ever  pablished  in 
this  Couutrj'.  All  Numbers,  from  No.  1  to  the 
last  issued,  om  be  obtained  at  any  time. 

Advice— Everj'  amatenr  of  good  Songs  and 
Music  ought  to  procure  the  First  Volume  of  the 
Si)uje7:i'  journal  which  we  have  on  hand,  bound 
in  a  durable  form  in  cloth,  containing  Numbers 
1  to  100— or  708  pages— giving  4500  Songs  and 
86  pieces  of  choice  Music  for  voice  and 
piano — Price  $3.  00  per  copy.  Postage  free. 

Such  a  book  will  always  be  a  useful  recreation 
and  an  iuvaluiible  ornament  for  the  ptvrlor- 
table  in  every  American  honsehold. 


Songs  and  Music  for  the  Million. 


OEMERAL  Nq;rxc£. 


Cor  CoQoert-Boom. 


CONTENTS. 


AU  Oommnnications  must  be  addre«sc<1  (n 
60  Chatham    Street,     Ncw-Toflc. 

We^qnotondertalcetoretnnnjeeted  MSS, 
ct  to  answer  by  Post  j 

Each  Number  will  oooti^ii «  Collection  of  the 
most  popokr  iougs,  Sni^  iu  titt-  Tlux^ms 
Opoi«4iocyi('s  and  CaMcert-rooms  at  the  United- 
States  and  Great-Britun 


HEITRT  DB  MAABAS,  PubUiiher  of 

Comic  akd  senttbcentai.  vaisnttoeb,  1 

sokust  song-boukb  and  au.  kiktw  ot  tot-boou 

MbTTO  VERSES,  MOTTO  CtJT  PAPER.  HOtn*E  BtUM 

WKimiU  BOOIS,  BOEXVIT^O  AICD  CIIILINO  PAPKB,     M 

A,  Bi,  C,  OONVKRSAJlOir,  AND  PL.\yi.SO  CARDS,    S 

TiMTTE  PAPER,  AND  ALL  KINDS  or  STATrOWERT,  • 
And  Ot^EB  CHEAP  ARTICtXS  PUR  THE  TRADE.  ' 

tlViE  Old  OnoiNAii  5i(n(B-D>K)T  : 
60  Ck«thui  Street.  I'int  Floor. 

OPPOSITE  WILLIAM  STREET,  NEIT-TOBK. 

This  House,  estaUithed  luoro  than  25  yeass, 
is  the  oldest  PabUshing-Establishment   of  the 
kind,   and  the   tirst  t^t  introduced,    in    tbei 
United-StAtos.  tbi;  publishing  of  the  penny-sliHe^ 
Songs  a»d  Ballads,  for  the  benefit  of  the  tmUiuty* 

The  Singers'  Journal  is  Pnblioked  MocUUy. 

Sin^e  copies  will  be  sent  per  MaU  on  receif 
of  five  cents,  free  of  Posfiige  Suliscriptiol] 
50  cents  per  year  or  30  cents  for  six  moDths. 

We  have  alwavs  on  hand  copies  of  all   tl 
Numberb  of  the  5in</er*'  Jwirnat  from  No  1. 
the  last  issued. 


A  Kiss  at  the  darclen  Gate! page  4!> 

The  Actor's  Daiight«r-- Story  coatiaued 46—47 

Bid  me  Discoune j. ;,,.,«. .,>;.i 4- tf: 

Between  «ie  Ebb  and  Flow. .'.43 

Bacchui,  come,  thy  vot'ry  own  me ,  .44 

Ciuderillo,  the  Glass  Slipper — Music.. i.y.j. 48 

Close  the  Shutters,  Willie's  dead » .  44 

The  FiKh-Ball  Musketeer 44- 

Hurrah  f<w  Comic  Singers !.  .i»^v».«.,k.. » .i  .4t 

Happy  Bird 1 .45 

'Twos  ou  a  Sunday  Morning 42 

I  sit  and  dream  of  thee ......  i  ;  .vwi .  ^ . .  ,  w  i  .44 

In  the  Merry  Month  of  May. '. ..,..;  .45 

Jessy  on  a  bank  was  Sleeping ;  .44 


Long  paHe<[  have  w«^4>een 


.42 


Leave  me  not  in  anger.  Darling 44 

Maiden,  wrap  thy  mantle  round  thee 43 

Mortals,  leaiu  yonir  lives  to  measure 43 


Modem  Times 

The  Nice  Young  Man 

Never  give  way  to  despair 

Our  Nell  :   or  Singing  like  a  Bird 

Oh  !  Turu»thoee  dear,  dear  eyes  away. . . 
The  Old  Home  ain't  what  it  used  to  be 

Pious  Emily  goes  to  Prayers  . . . . » 

Paddy  O'Neil 

Pat  my  little  shoes  away 

Sweet  Bird 

S\veet  Seventeen 

To  Beauty  compared  pale  gold  I  despise. 

To  tell  you  the  truth 

To  be  gazing  on  those  charms 

The  Village  Maid 

Wlien  clouds  of  sorrow  round  him  lower. 

Why  asks  my  &ir  one  if  I  love  ? 

What !  Put  oflF  with  one  deinl? 


4S 
43 
45 
42 
42 
43 
42 
43 
44 
42 
44 
43 
45 
15 
45 
42 
45 
45 


-EXKKl  la  HAVAn  ▼ALmTDTES 


Cannot  fas  nnm— mil  io  RiehnaM  of  Uatei 
Elegance  of  Design,    and  f>xteot  in   Variety,  1^ 
those  of  aj^y  other  house  in  the  trade. 

They  have  always  been  acknowledged,  bj-  tl 
Wholesale  as  well  ns  the  Eetuil  J'm^chasc^^  to 
the  FINEST  and  CHEAPEST  in  the  Market. 


} 


NewB-D^^lers,   throoghout  the  United-StateH 
and  Oafiada,  can  aeod  their  ordera  iai  the 

"  Singers'  Journal "  to  the 
AMEblCAK  NEWS  COMPAKY. 
or  totbe  , 

NEW-YORK  NEWS  COMPANY, 
Who  will  floitply  thenfat  the  Publisher's  lowest  ] 


a 


•Mt  ^i^  fJLo  f 


IWftI      X 


laiMMMh 


49 


HPIMS    8iWa£R8'    JOIIIUVAIh. 


>4 


21 


>w»f 


Hnrrah  for  OimioVfiglii  t 

Written  b;  Jan  To«B|tldge.  ' 

I'm  one  of  those  n^o  k>y  t<>  heftr  ^lly  qpiio  soog : 
TUere'ii  uothiug  Mean  to piuih  ttMmpo  m 

Sck,  with  your  kind  attntton,  111  ptt<^ itf<  •  litLl«fe7 
lu  pmise  of  daabiug  comic  sougH  oiul  singers 

of  the  day. 

Harrah  -fbr  the  taeiry  comic  Hmfors  of  tb*  tlAy  I 
For  jollity  all  othen  the^  exoel  1^  far : 
Yea,  they  are  the  boys  to  tlrivo  cure  away  : 
Tliaa  join  me  in  Um  ohonw  witk  ft«bi0Bt,  "hnnah!"' 

I  dont  dlaHkA^the  opera,  a  theatre  or  a  ball, 
But  a  Music  ffiM  far  wit  and  fun,  by  jove  ! 

excel  them  all ; 
So  wfafiu  Tvu  doll  and  want  to  spend  an  extra 

jolly  night, 
I  go  and  hear  a  song  or  two,  and  they 

fill  me  with  delight — 

ISfwken  :  Talk  ubout  theatres  ;  why  !  they're 
not  a  patch  on  the  music  halls  ios  comfort— Just 
let  me  draw  a  picture  of  each,  and  note  the  ditfer- 
ance — Money,  of  coarse,  will  procure  comfort  iu 
either  i)Iace  :  therefore,  my  picture  will  not  be  of 
the  "w«ltto-do^"  but  the  working  man.  Just 
stretch  j'our  iiuagiuution  to  oue  of  our  eivst-end 
theatres  :  Heated  in  the  pit  is  a  comfortably  (IrcNied 
man  and  his  vnia  :  he,  having  done  a  hard  day's 
work,  and  a  deal  of  pushiug  and  squeeziug  to  get 
iiuiide  the  theatre,  'wishos  to  lean  back  i\^  his  seat, 
but  finds,  to  his  anuoyauce,  it  lui.s  uo  back  to  it — 
B«atod  next  to  him  and  his  wife,  are  some  of  those 
lads  that  are  ver>-  fond  of  luxuries  :  one  of  them 
has  got  some  trotters,  and  is  amusing  himself  V^y 
putting  the  bones  in  tlfe  mau's  jKioket  auother, 
after  having  a  "  blow  out "  of  fried  fish,  wipes  his 
fingers  on  the  woman's  dress  .lust  behind  them 
is  a  lad  with  a  small  genaan  sausa-^'eand  a  handful 
of  peas-pudding  :  being  rather  flush  uf  money,  be 
bought  an  extra  halfpenny  worth  :  consequently 
instead  of  hcking  his  fingers,  which  is  the  nsxtal 
custom,  he  cooly  wipes  them  on  the  tails  of  the 
man's  coat — In  front  of  them  is  a  talkatiye 
old  dame,  with  a  very  fat  "  sit-me-down-com- 
fortable,"  part  of  which  is  on  the  mau's  knees  : 
she,  of  course,  l^nows  all  the  ]>liiy,  iiud  keeps 
chatting  aud  bobbing  her  head  to  the  person  next 
to  her  ao  that  those  behind  her  see  ana  hear  very 
little  of  the  play.  The  muu  then,  thinking  he'll 
have  a  little  comfort,  begins  to  smoke,  but  has 
(Carcelj'  had  a  puff  before  theires  a  cry  of  "put out 
that  pipe  !"  Kising  with  disgust,  he  withdraws  with 
his  wife  and  is  determined  nut  to  go  to  a  theatre 
again  until  he  can  go  in  the  b<>.\*'K  or  best  part  of 
the  house— That  being  too  exp.Msivo  for  a  working 
man,  they  are  next  seen  ata  iiiiisir  li^dl  -•Tust&ncy 
YOU  can  see  them — they  walk  in  without  any  pmh- 
mg,  get  a  very  comfortable  si  at  v  ith  a  table  in 
front  of  them,  and  then  call  a  waiter  who  is  gener- 
ally  very  obliging,  and  will  bring  them  whatever 
they  require  to  drmk.  The  entertainment  is  varied, 
but  as  comic  singing  is  the  principil  feature,  they 
exerdn  their  mn^  by  jnnisg  heiMly  in  the 
choruses— the  man  can  smoke  his  pipe  and  they 
can  have  a  Uttk  chat  together  during  the  inten-al 
between  each  artiste — the  evening  passes  off  so 
jolly  that  they  go  home  delighted  and  determined 
to  patronize  music  halls  much   more  in  future ; 

therefore,  the  music  halk  ate  a  great  success as 

forme,  I  say —  Hurrah!  &c. 

Tho  critics  of  the  day  upon  them  lately  seem  to  frown, 
\uil  theatrical  proprietore  oft  try  to  put  them  down  : 
But  where  would  be  our  burlesques  and 

pantomimes  so  gay. 
If  'twas  Dot  for  dashiog  comic  sii^iers  ot  the  day  ? 
,     ,      ■ :  J".     '      i,  ^       Hurrah !  &c. 

Thee  may  oar  comic  vocalists  and  mtwic 

halls  increase ; 
To  give  them  yoar  kind  patronage  I  hope 

yonll  never  cease  : 
For,  in  spite  of  moralizing  folks  and  whatever 

critics  say. 
There's  nothing  like  a  comic  sopg  to  drive 


Hurrah !  ±c. 


Bid  Me  DisotnrN. 

Bid  Bae  dis«OurHt^  I  will  enchant  thine  ear, 
Olr  like  a  iiii-y  trip  upon  the  green, 

Or  fike  a  nysii^h  with  bright  aud  flowing  hair. 
Jmuc«  on  the  sauds,  aud  yet  uo  luotiug  seaD. 


Oar  Nell! 


OB  BIMOINO  IXKX  A  BIBD. 


':a^ 


Fm  very  proud  and  happy,  ^     \, 

I  am,  upon  my  word — 
F<tt,  I've  a  wife  who  all  through  life's 

Been  singing  like  a  bird ': 
That  is  since  I  have  knoN^-u  her 

For  twenty  years  or  more  : 
Of  course,  I  don't  pretend  to  know 

How  she  might  sing  before. 

Unthinking,  foolish  people  may  laugh  and 

have  tlieir  way. 
Bat  the  singing  of  my  dear  old  wife  keeps 

sorrow  far  away. 

Oh  !  bless  her,  when  she's  warbling. 

She  makes  the  whole  houst!  ring  : 
Our  neighbors  cry  :  "  Laws  !  Heiiry, 

How  your  dear  wife  does  sing  !" 
I've  known  her  at  the  washing  tub 

For  hours  and  never  stirred. 
And  there  she's  toiled  nud  tUl  the  while 

Kept  singing  like  a  bird.  . 

Uuthinluug,  foolish,  &c. 

I  recollect  ('tis  years  ago ), 

"Wten  I  was  very  bad. 
She  used  to  sit  ap,  night  and  day, 

To  wait  on  her  poor  lad ! 
The  doctors  said  uiat  I  should  die^ 

Bat  there  they  greatly  erred  : 
For,  I  got  well,  and  soon  our  NeQ 

Was  singing  like  a  bird. 

Unthinking,  foolish,  <fcc. 

Of  course,  'tis  not  for  me  to  say        .      ^ >'.. 

When  I  shaU  end  this  life  : 
For,  then  (God  knows)  I'll  have  to  port 

With  my  old  darling  wife. 
Yet  will  I  pray  that  after  death 

(Oh !  may  that  pr&yer  be  heard !) 
In  heaven  above  to  hear  her  voice 

Still  singing  like  a  bird. 

Unthinking,  foolish,  Ac. 


Twas  on  a  Sunday  Morning. 

Twos  on  a  Sunday  morning. 

Before  the  bells  did  ptiU  : 
A  note  came  thro'  my  window 

With  Cupid  on  its  seal  : 
And  soon  I  heard  a  \s  hiq;>er, 

^M  soft  as  Seniphs  sing  ! 
Twas  on  a  Hnnday  morning, 

Before  the  bells  did  ring. 

The  dawn  had  been  but  cloudy. 

My  heart  had  caught  iXe  gloom  : 
But  now  a  sudden  sunUght 

Filled  all  my  little  room  : 
I  kissed  the  note — 'twas  guarded 

With  ribbon,  flowei,  and  string— 
Twas  on  a  Sur.day  morning, 

Before  the  bells  did  ring. 

Oh !  good  was  he  and  handsome, 

As  any  in  the  Lind  : 
.  That  vowed  to  me  his  true  heart. 

His  heart,  and  faithful  hand — 
I  hurried  through  the  garden. 

And  back  the  gate  did  swing  : 
Twas  on  a  Sunday  morning, 

Before  the  bells  did  ring. 

My  foot  jiist  turned  the  field-path, 

And  on  its  turf  did  rest, 
Wlien  in  his  arms  he  caught  me. 

And  strained  me  to  his  breast : 
A  tear  was  on  his  foml  cheek. 

Sweet  tears  that  love  can  bring- 


I. 


m^m 


^iwr 


ar  Eyei  Away. 


0\il  tisn  Miih.'  cUar,  deaMeyes  away. 

If  y  ehsdl  With  love  it^llushiug  ; 

•Aad  thoa^/n  smfls  may  o'er  it  play, 

lly  eyw'  \fith  tsais  arc  jjjjiuhiug. 

Oh  !  lopk  not  ill  a|y  ey«a,.love, ' 

They  t«ll  a  tide  too  trtto ; 
See  not  my  bliishtxi  riw;,  love, 
Nor  listen  to  my  sighs,  love  ; 
lor,  blushes,  sighs,  and  eyes,  love, 

AJl  speak,  aH  speak  for  yon. 


1 


Loogr  Farted  Have  We  Been.-— 

Long  ported  have  we  been, 
Xluuy  troubles  have  we  seen, 
Siuoe  the  weary  day  we  left  them  on  our 

good  old  Irish  shore,  ^ 

And  we  ti  >ok  a  last  farewell  to  returp  to  them  no  moreJl 

But  they're  coming,  coming,  coming. 

They  are  coming  with  the  flowers, 

Thwy  are  coming  with  the  summer 

To  this  new  laud  of  ours  :  :        .     ' 

And  well  all  forget  our  sadness, 
Aud  shako  their  hands  with  gladness. 
And  bid  them  joyous  welccme 
To  this  new  limd  of  ours. 

How  often  have  we  prayed         .  ' .' ,  . 
They  were  here —  ~  ' 

The  friends,  the  dear  relations,  aud  the  lovors,  .. 

fond  aud  true —  j- 
To  share  our  better  fortune,  and  all  the  joj-s  we  knewf 
And  they're  coming,  coming,  coming. 

They  are  coming  with  the  flowers. 
They  ore  coming  with  the  summer 

To  this  new  land  of  ours  : 
And  we'll  give  them  cordial  greeting; 
And  have  a  merry  meeting. 
And  a  day  of  true  rejoicing, 
In  this  new  loud  of  oars. 

In  all  our  happiness. 
There  seemed  a  joy  the  less. 
When  we  looked  around  and  missed  them 

by  the  fire-side's  cheerfid  glow^ 
The  old  familiar  comrades  that  we  lovetl  so  long  ago— 
But  they're  coming,  coming,  coming, 
.     They  are  coming  with  the  flowers,      : 
They  are  coming  witli  the  summer 

To  this  new  laud  of  ours. 
It  needs  but  their  embraces. 

And  all  their  smiling  faces. 
To  make  us  quite  contented. 
In  this  new  land  of  ours. 


When  Clouds  of  Sorrow  Eonnd  Him  LbweK 


Vlien  clouds  of  sorrow  round  him  lower,       t 
The  captive  hails  his  dying  hour, 
That  frees  him  from  tjTannic  jKiwer, 

From  tears  and  deep  despair  1 

Tims  eager  for  the  azure  skies. 
The  joj-ous  Lirk  deUghts  to  rise, 
.\nd  towering  o'er  the  mom-dew,  flies. 
To  carol  iu  the  air ! 


t 


) 


»-•••-«■ 


Pioni  Emily  goes  to  Prayen. 

Pious  Emily  goes  to  prayers. 

If  I  but  ask  the  favor  : 
And  yet  the  tender  fool's  in  tears,    . 

When  she  believes  I'll  leave  her.    i 

Would  I  were  fn-e  from  this  restraint, 
Or  else  had  ho]>e8  to  win  her ; 

WdUd  she  could  moke  of  me  saint. 
Or  I  of  her  a  sinner — 


Sweet  Bird. 


Sweet  bird  that  shnim'st  the  noise  of  folly, 
Most  musical,  most  melancholy  ! 
Thee,  channtress,  oft  the  woods  among, 
JMmo  to  hear  thy  evening  song. 


!■ 


^OAfiifilUit  ^JOllWUJk 
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xuff  ITiOO'xOtn^  HkSi' 


. 


There  was  a  nice  yotmg  maa,  hkoaiDe'waBBnMW, 

He  wore  a  short  frock  coat ; 
The  hail  ou  his  temples  was  plastered  down. 

And  kia  collar  on  the  sid^e  of  his  throat 
Oh  *   his  hands  they  were  white,  his  pants  they 

were  tight, 

And  his  hair  was  the  color  of  tan ; 
The  ladies  all  said,  whether  widow,  wife  or  maid. 

That  he  was  such  a  nice  young  man ! 
i  ;..  Ritol,  Ac. 

Thin  yonnR  mtm  Brown  spoke  soft  and  low, 

And  WBH  civil  to  everj'  body  ; 
The  tenjpt'Hiuce  pledge  with  him  \^-as  all  the  go: 

For,  he  never  anmk  a  glass  of  toddy. 
At  the  name  of  a  play,  he  would  run  right  away  : 

For,  the  play-house  was  the  devil's  fryiug-pan  ; 
He  read  nothing  but  tracts,  and  he  stuck 

to  them  like  wax  : 

For,  he  was  such  a  nice  yonng  man  ! 

Bitol,  Ac 

Three  times  on  a  Sunday,  and  once  a  Sunday  night. 

He  went  to  church  quite  regular  ; 
He  was  so  polite  that  he  didn't  fall  asleep  quite. 

But  sang  hyms  with  a  &t  dowager. 
Oh  !  he  turned  up  hi«  eyes  like  a  duck  when  he  dies, 

Kowed  his  nose  when  the  sermon  began  ; 
When  the  poison  had  done,  to  shake  hands 

with  him  be'd  run. 

And  the  parson  said  he  was  a  nice  young  maci ! 

Ri  tol,  <tc. 

To  a  christening  party  Brown  invited  himself, 

And  offered  for  to  stand  god-pappy  : 
There  was  none  ao  frisk  as  he,  when  he  handed 

round  the  tea. 
He  made  them  all  so  jovial  and  so  happyW 
Oh  !  talked  to  tha  pappy,  and  he  kissed  the 

little  baby ; 
Oh !  the  mother  admired  his  plan. 
How  beautiful  he  talks  !  But  where's  all  my 

silver  forks  ? 
They  were  in  the  pocket  of  the  nice  youug  man ! 

1  .  .  -  :  Ki  tol,  4c 

'  ■:  J-  ■•■«-.-'  ^3.  ^^'"^^^  r>---':.  .:>-  -  ^•■' 

Th^  took  bim  off  to  Sie  pblioe  ofBoe, 

And  the  first  thing  his  worship  said,  '   -    < 

Was  "  We've  been  looking  for  you,  for  a  year  or  two, 

And  Fm  glad  you  hare  been  disoovared  !" 
In  spite  of  Us  good  looks,  he  was  upon  their 

bad  books. 
They  sent  ^^m  off  in  the  police  black  van. 
They  didn't  stretch  his  wizen,  but  for  two 

years  in  ptiSoB, 
And tbej  kMked  iQ>  the  moe yoaogmaa ! 
,■ ,;  .-      -,_,„,^,.....^^ .;,,,. .,  .^,.,.  .    Kitol,  4c 

Brown  servad  ont  his  time  and  came  oat  prime. 

And  looked  much  nicer  than  ever  : 
He  just  changed  his  name  to  play  the  same  game, 

Aiid  alter  the  scene  of  his  endeavor. 
Oh  !  he  twaddled  out  of  town  before  he  settled  down. 

And  followed  the  self-samae  plan  ; 
He  looked  wise  and  demure,  as  st^  as  any  skewer. 

And  they  all  said  he  was  a  nice  young  man  ! 

Ri  tol,  <tc 

He  found  a  gold  watch  in  his  landlord's  room, 

And  he  took  it  right  away 
For  fear  some  one  to  steal  it  should  presume. 

The  landlord  woiild  be  in  bad  way. 
The  landlord  discharged  his  maid  and  hib  ckrk, 
.  Thinking  them  in  the  stealing  plan  ; 
If  he  had  suspected  Brown,  he  would 

have  knocked  him  down, 
For  suspecting  such  a  nice  young  man ! 

Ritol,  4c 

In  the  conrse  of  his  sinning,  he  grew  very 

short  of  linen. 
He  managed  to  drop  into  a  dry-good  dealer's  skirts, 
In  preaching  of  Parson  Sacks,  over  a  bundle 

of  tracts; 
He  made  sfuft  to  steal  a  dozen  shirts  ! 
In  spite  of  his  looks,  the  shopman  noticed  his  hooks. 

Aid  straight  for  the  police  officer  ran. 
First  of  all  they  knocked  down,  when  they 

took  up  Mr.  Brown, 
And  transported  this  nice  yoang  man  ! 

Ri  tol,  4c. 


Mum, 


11 


•U,  both  little  and  teU. 


r      Pray  listen  to  what  I've  been  describing ; 

This  history  so  true  that  I,  dedicates  to  you,       :_'  ■ 
I       And  a  warning  I  hope  you  11  embibe  in  :      '• " 
:  When  a  husband  j'ou  select,  of  course,  we  expect 
That  yon'U  pick  oat  the  beet  yon  can. 
But  nothing  can  be  worse,  than  that 

hc^low^Maited  coxae, 
A  smooth-faced  sneaking,  nice  yomig  man ! 


To  Beauty  Compared  Pale  Gold  I  Despwe 

To  beauty  compared  pale  grfld  I  despise  : 
No  diamonds  can  sparkle  like  Celia's  bright  eyes 
Let  misers  with  pleasure  survey  their  bright  mass. 
With  far  greater  rapture  I  view  mv  fine  lass  : 
Gold  locked  in  my  coffers  for  me  iias  no  charms  ; 

But  its  value  I  own. 

And  I  prize  it  alone. 
When  it  tempts  blooming  beauty  to  fly  tomjranus — 


The  old  home  ain't  what  it  nsed  to  be. 


Oh  !  the  old  home  ain't  what  it  used  to  be :      .  ~/' 

The  banjo  and  the  fiddle  has  gone,  P    ' 

And  no  more  5'ou  hear  the  darkies  gitiging 

Among  the  sugar  cane  and  com. 
Great  cnange*!  has  come  to  the  poor  colored  man. 

But  this  change  makes  him  sad  and  forlorn ; 
For,  no  more  we  hear  the  darkies  «'"gpg 

Ajuong  the  sugar  cane  and  com.  v  :  - .,     ■ 

Choeus.  .;■  ■ 

No,  the  old  home  ain't  what  it  used  to  be,    ^     : 

The  chauge  makes  me  sad  and  forlorn  :  :.:..-.:.; 
For,  no  more  we  hear  the  darkies  singing 

Among  the  sugar  cane  and  com. 

In  the  field  I've  worked  when  I  thought  'twas  hard. 

But  night  brought  its  pleasure  and  rest, 
In  the  old  house,  down  by  the  river  side, 

The  place  of  all  the  world  the  best.  ~'  . 

Oh  !  where  are  the  .children  that  once  used  to  play 

In  the  lane  by  the  old  cabin  door? 
They  are  scattered  now,  and  o'er  the  world  they  roam. 

The  old  man  ne'er  will  see  them  more.      Chorus. 

Now  the  old  man  would  rather  lived  and  died 

In  the  home  where  his  children  were  bom. 
But  when  freedom  came  to  the  colored  man. 

He  left  his  cotton-field  and  com. 
This  old  man  has  Uved  out  his  three-score  and  ten. 

And  hell  soon  have  to  he  down  and  die —  , 
Yet  he  hopes  to  get  into  a  better  land,  '^ 

So  now,  old  cabin  home,  good-bye !        QiONS. 


Haiden,  wrap  thy  mantle  round  tbMb 

Maiden,  wrap  thy  mantle  round  thee,         f; 

Cold  the  rain  beats  on  thy  breast :  j,,, A 

Why  should  horror's  voice  astound  thee?  y 
Death  can  bid  the  wretched  reet :  •  ;.<3 

All  under  the  tree 
'    Thy  bed  may  be, 
And  thon  mayest  slumber  peacefully :       .     >  , 

Maiden,  once  gaj"  pleasure  knew  thee. 

Now  thy  cheeks  are  pale  and  deep^  • 

Love  has  been  a  felon  to  thee. 
Yet,  poor  maiden,  do  not  weep  : 

There's  rest  for  thee  . 

All  under  the  tree. 
Where  thou  wilt  sleep  most  peacefully. 


4^Jn4^y^ea 


«  • 


Ye  sons  of  nih^piiip.  wl|p  nuw  on  dry  kai. 
Round  a  sparkhng  turf  fire  vtilh  whiskey  in  hand, 
Ne'er  think  of  the  dangers  attandia^  the  boj-s 
Who  are  fightjn|g  your  battles  through  nonsense 

andnoise. 
To  Dublin  I  went  up,  that  damnable  place, 
A  Kixilpeeu  came  up  and  he  swore  to  my  fwe. 
He  calltHl  fur  the  preeBcang,  they  came  without  fail,  • 
And  they  neck  and  heds  tietl  me,  ixwr  Patldy  ONeil. 

Away  to  the  t^Bider  they  made  me  repair, 
Of  teuderuess  dfevil  a  morsel  wa4  there  : 
I  roared  and  I  OtUHed,  but  it  did  not  avail. 
In  the  cellar  they  crammed  poor  Paddy  CNeil. 
They  called  up  «U  hands,  hands  and  feet  soon  obeyed 
I  wisheil  nij-self  home,  cutting  turf  with  my  spe^de  ; 
The  first  thing  I  saw  made  my  cymnwe  to  fail— 
'Twas  a  large  floating  castle  ft»  Pad^  O'NeiL 

I  let  go  with  my  hands  to  boold  fast  with  my  toes  ; 
The  ship  took  a  rowl,  and  awny  my  head  goee, 
I  fell  in  the  water,  and  splashwl  Uke  a  whale, 
And  v^ith  boat  hooks  they  fished  up  poor 

Paddy  ONeU. 
For  a  1)ed  they'd  a  sack  hung  as  high  aa  my  chin, 
They  called  it  a  hammock,  and  bid  me  get  in  ; 
I  laid  hold,  took  a  leap,  but  my  footinc  nail 
I  swung  clean  over,  poor  Paddy  O'NdL 

Up  hfljnmocks,  don-n  chests !  the  boatswain  did  bawl. 
There's  a  French  ship  in  sight !  tonder  an'  ouna, 

is  that  aO? 
To  a  gon  I  wm  stationed,  they  nnoovered  her  tail. 
And  the  leadinji  strirnjs  gave  to  poor  Paddy  O'NeiL 
The  captain  cries  :  "  England  and  Ireland,  my  1x71  T 
Oh  !  when  he  m^itioned  ould  Ireland,  my 

heart  made  a  noiae, 
I  clapped  fire  to  her  back,  whilst  I  held  bv  her  tail. 
The  damned  divil  flew  out  and  threw  Paddy  O'NeiL 

5k)  we  lathere4  away,  by  my  soul !  bob  or  nob, 
'Till  the  Frenebmim  gave  up  what  he  thought 

a  bad  job : 
To  tie  him  behind— a  strong  cord  we  did  bring. 
And  we  led  him  along  like  a  pig  in  a  string. 
Peace  now  is  returned,  but  should  war  come  again,    - 
By  the  piper  of  Leinster,  I'd  venture  a-main  ; 
Betamiag  I'd  tell  you,  fine  folks,  such  a  tale, 
Tha^  you'd  la(^b  tUl  you'd  cry  at  poor  Paddy  O'NeiL 


Mortals,  Learn  Tour  Lives  to  Measnre. 

Mortals,  leam  your  lives  to  measure        J.' 

Not  by  length  of  time,  but  pleasure  :       ;r  '' 

Now  the  hours  invite,  comply  : 

While  you  idly  pause,  thev  fly  : 

Blest  a  nimble  pace  they  keep,  -i  j^ 

But  in  tonneift,  then  they  creep.     .  -        ^   ; 

Mortals,  leam  your  lives  to  measure 
Not  by  length  of  time,  but  pleasure  :        ^, 
Soon  your  spring  must  have  a  fall :  ,„.  - 
Losing  youth,  is  losing  all  :  ■>■. 

Then  yonll  ask,  hut  none  will  give,  ' 

And  may  linger,  but  not  Uve. 


Between  the  Ebb  and  Flow. 

The  •veniog  bxeoEe  is  ebbing  low 

A  lullaby  to-day  ;  ..  ^-.^ 

I  have  a  qtieation  I  would  ask  T- 

Befate  ft  idies  awanr.  V^^^ 

The  pebbles  On  the  beach  are  diy,    *  '   ' 

The  tide  has  sonken  low,  t,    '>"->«►. . 

A  little  form  is  standing  near,  -' Ji 

Between  the  ebb  and  ilaar. 

Chobtts. 

She's  just  a  roguish  httle  dear,  .- 

And  it  was  not  very  hte. 
As  she  whispered  "  yes  r  and  abed  a  tav; 

As  we  pattod  at  the  gate. 

A  little  heart  that  longing  waits 

To  know  what  next  'twill  hear : 
A  little  mce  that  shyly  looks 

To  sec  if  still  I'm  near. 
Ah !  little  heart  that  whisjiered  "Yes," 

Though  pouting  lips  said  "  Nok" 
You  thought  that  you'd  be  asked  again. 

Between  !the  ebb  and  flow.  Chorna. 

A  little  face  haH  frightened  wten 

I  tum  to  go  away  : 
Two  little  hands  that  shyly  reach 

As  if  to  bid  me  stay : 
A  bttle  voiee  that  softly  savs  J 

"I  did  plot  mean  that  "No:"  •    . 

A  little  pride  that  well  was  loot 
•  .-Between  flie  ebb  and  flow. 


OlOfOR. 


What  is  thai  which  every  one  can  divide,  but  no 
one  can  see  wqere  it  has  been  divided  ?    Water. 

What  is  that  which  is  fall  of  holes,  and  yet  holds 
water  ? — A  sponge. 
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Th6  7i«h-Ball  KHOfttMi; 

All :  Xb«  Cork  Lag. 


A  Muflketeer  went,  ap  and  down,  /  ;.'    ■ 

To  8cek  a  dinner  throng  the  tQwn  ; 
He'd  Dothiug  Uxiohed  tor  one  long  day— 
•    No  one  to  treat,  i>u  all  Broadway— 

A  fish-ball  musketeer. 

He  opeuA  his  nms  to  ooant  bin  pOiM, :  -;    ! 
And  finds  bfi  hiU  but  jnst  three  oent«  ;    -  ~  ~ 
This  won't  do  nmoh,  but  still  I'U  trj 
Tu  Hee  what  my  iiii^t)  cents  will  bay. 

Hays  my  fisb-balt  musketeer. 

At  Itist,  he  findfl  n  right  good  place,  ..  v   h 

And  enters  it  with  modest  graca  — 

The  waiter  stared  as  he  aime  iu. 

And  thought  he  looked  qnite  nhort  of  tin. 

This  fish-ball  musketeer. 

The  bill  of  fare  he  glances  throogh. 
To  see  what  his  three  cents  would  do — 
The  cheapest  viands  of  them  all 
Wait  just  six  cents  for  two  fish-balls. 

My  fish-ball  baccaoaer. 

Six  cents ! —  Tve  not  but  only  three, 
And  for  two  balls  I  can't  agree —  .'■'■' 

So,  the  waiter  to  him  he  did  call,  '        '■  "-^ 
And  gentlj-  whu^jiered  :  oni  fish-ball. 

This  oyster-t)ie  ZooATe— 

The  waiter  brought  him  his  fish-ball :    (■*■■-■ 
My  ZooATe  whispered  ,  that's  not  all  ;    '■"   "     ' 
A  piece  of  bread,  sir,  if  you  please. 
Will  appetite  and  conscience  ease. 

Says  my  little  plum-broth  enaign. 

The  guests  all  stared  at  onr  poor  friend  ; 
The  waiter  looked  from  end  to  end, 
And  than  he  roared  it  through  the  hall : .. 
We  dont  give  bread  with  one  fish-ball. 

My  coffee  and  oftke  cadet 

HOKAIi.  ,;  :   r:* 

Which  I  hope  the  Cnptain  of  the :  free  lukcb  OArm6: 
will  communicate  to  his  Company.       «; 

If  your  cash  is  <li  iwif  u vjtu*  three  cents, 
O'Jjeil  1^  IcA  |sut  one  request ;     „,,.,'- 
Take  iny  advice  now,  one  and  (ill,   " 
Don't  ask  for  bread  with  one  fish-ball, 

l/ft«  my  flsh-ball  namkatitT. 


Sweet  Seventeen. 


Jeny  on  a  Bank  wmi  Sleeping. 

Jessy  on  a  bank  was  deeping,  ,    .  ,. 

A  flower  beueivth  her  boaomlAy  It'-  ■'■■,  .  '. 
Love,  upon  her  slumber  creeping,    -•:  » '. 

Stole  the  fiowor,  aud  flew  away  I 

Pity,  then,  poor  Jessy's  ruin,  •-■>■■-  ■  ,  ■" 

Whp,  ba:!ilme<l  by  rfumber's  *la§,  ':    > 

Nevwf^ilt  What  Love  was  doing —  < '..  •■ 

Never  dreamed  of  such  a  t^ing.  - 

—  lai  mt 
Leave  Me  not  in  Anger,  Darling. 

-'-■•;■;         By  Fred  IrTington— Of  Boston— 


Leave  me  not  in  anger,  darling. 

Drive  me  not,  love,  to  dettpair —     ■ 
As,  besides  yonr  soft  embraces,  •      , 

For  nau(;bt  iise  on  earth  1  care. 
What  wonlil  life  lie,  love,  without  you?    .  .    :  ; 

What  woa|d  fame  and  wealth  awl. 
If  you  cohIcT not  share  them  with  me. 
And  ^nth  me.  down  life's  stream  sail  ? 
Ononis  :  Leave  me  not  in  au^er,  darling. 
.    M..  Say  not  that  wo  two  must  part  : 

^   1 V.  For,  'twould  be  a  cruel  death-blpw 

-' .  To  a  fond  and  loving  heart 

Leave  me  not  in  anger,  darling  : 

For,  the  words  were  rashly  said :  "^    ■    . 

And  if  you  should  now  forsake  me,  ' 

I  would  wish  that  I  were  dead. 
For,  'twas  jealous  anger  drove  me    .  :■•'■'  •.,■... 

To  the  words  that  gave  vou  pain  ; 
]<  yoK^will  but  i^MA  na  pM^Mik 

It  shall  happen  ne'er  again.  Chorus. 


! 


When  the  hay  was  mown,  LisEi%  :    » 

Many  years  ago,  ■  ■  ,-'. 

And  wbilB  the  western  sky  was  rich 

With  sunset's  rosy  glow — 
Then,  hand  iu  hand,  close-linked  we  paaaed 

The  dewy  rick  between. 
And  I  was  one>and4wcnty,  Liz, 
And  you  were  seventeen— 
Chorus  :  'Twas  long,  long  ago,  dear  Liz, 
Yet  still  in  mem  ry  green, 
We  cherish  all  those  happy  sceneOi 
When  you  were  seveut»«n. 

Your  voice  was  lowt  and  sweet,  Lizzie, 

Your  wavy  hair  was  brown  : 
Yotir  cheek  was  like  the  wild  red  rose       ^  ; 

That  showered  it»  petals  down  : 
Your  eyes  were  lik«  4jie  blue  speedwell. 

With  dewy  moisture  sheen, 
Wheii  1  was  oue-and-twenty,  Lii;''C      '*    .   -> 


Ckm»  the  Shatten,  Willie  ■  Dead. 

Words  and  Mnilc  bj  Jsniei  E.  Stwsrt— 

The  Mnilc  can  be  obtstuad  (or  30  centa  at  th^  Mnile 

Stor*   of  tlie    PvblUlrvr.    J   L  Prtera     aW 

BroAdway.  Now-Tork. 


\ 


'M 


And  you  were  seventeen- 

The  spring  was  in  our  hearts,  Lizzie, 
And  all  its  hope*  were  ours  : 

And  we  were  children  in  the  fields, 
Among  the  op'ning  flowers  : 

Ah  !  life  was  like  a  summer  day, 
•  Amid  the  woo<lland  preen  : 

For,  I  was  one-»md-twenty,  Liz, 
And  you  were  seventeen — 

The  years  hjive  come  and  gene,  Lizzie, 

With  suushiuo  and  with  ^hadc, 
Aud  silvered  is  the  silken  1  lir. 

That  o'er  your  shoulders  stmycd 
In  many  a  soft  and  wayward  trees. 

The  fairest  ever  seen— 
AVhen  I  was  one-ond-twenty,  Liz, 

And  you  were  seventeen — 

Tho'  {jeutle  changing  time,  Lizzie, 

Has  touched  you  in  his  flight. 
Your  voice  has  still  the  old  sweet  tone, 

Your  eye  the  old  love-light. 
And  years  can  nerer,  never  change 

The  hciirt  you  gave,  I  ween. 
When  I  was  one-and-twcnty,  Liz, 

And  you  were  seventeen — 


I  tit  and  dream  of  thee^ 


Cboms. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


'DarHng,  I  am  loatiy  now — 

Tears  unbidden  flow  for  thco . 
Sad  thoughts  fill  my  aching  brow — 

Cb  !  Ftai  lonely  now,  and  sad  a«  I  can  be 
For,  you've  letl  me  broken-hearted  nov. 

Filled  nay  life  with  bitter  pain,  * 

And  in  loneliniaeB  my  head  I  bow — 

Fot,.]ibver  more  I'll  sue  thee  here  agun.  ^~r 
Darling,  I  am  lonely  now, 

Ob  !  I'm  lonely  new,  and  sad  as  I  can  be  ! 

Chorus. 

Darling,  I  am  lonely  now, 

Y'es,  I'm  loTiely  siuce  thou'rt  gone  from  me : 
8ad  thoughts  fill  my  achini;  brow — 

Oh  !  I'm  lonely  now,  and  sad  as  I  can  be  i 

Darling,  I  am  lonely  now — 

In  the  twilight,  still  and  gray, 
Oft  I  think  of  thy  sweet  vow. 

And  tho  happy  hours  of  love  we  passed  away  : 
Sweetest  mem'ries  ronnd  me  hover,  love, 

A^  I  sit  and  dream  of  thee, 
While  the  stare  so  sweetly  shine  abovev 

In  heaven,  where  I  long  to  be  with  thee — 
Darling,  I  am  lonely  now. 

Oh  !  I'm  lonaly  now,  aud  sad  as  I  ean  be ! 

Darling,  I  am,  &c. 

Darling.  I  am  lonely  now — 

Always  thinking,  love,  of  thee — 
Sadly  o'er  thy  grave  I  bow. 

Ever  wishing  that  I  were  in  heaven  with  thee : 
In  my  dreams  I  often  see  thy  form. 

And  thy  gende  voice  I  hear. 
But  those  fleeting  dreams  are  bat  a  charm. 

And  only  cause  me  one  more  silent  tear. 
Darling.  I  am  lonely  now, 
.  Oh !  I'm  lonely  now,  and  sad  as  I  can  be  1 

Darling,  I  am,  Ac 


Chorus. 


Close  the  shutters,  Willie's  dead. 

Whom  we  loved  BO  dear — 
Like  a  dream  his  spirit  fled 

From  OUT  home,  now  sad  and  drear  : 
When  the  spring-time  flowers  were  blooming, 

And  the  happy  birds  sung  sweet — 
Angels  called  him  to  their  home,  .  . ; 

Up  in  heaven,  where  .we  shall  meet —  ■-    ^^'»- 
Chorus  :  Close  the  shutters,  Willie's  dead  : 
Hepc  with  him  has  fled 
-..      From  our  home,  now  sad  and  lone- 
Close  the  shutters,  Willie's  dead  I 

Ooee  the  shutters,  Willie's  dead. 

Gone  in  childhood's  bloom — 
Pillowed  now  his  little  head 

In  the  cold  and  silent  tomb — 
O'er  his  grave  the  daisies  blossom. 

Where  his  Uttle  form  is  laid — 
And  the  murm'ring  streamlet  fHajB 

'Neath  the  willows'  quiet  shade — 

Close  the  shutters,  Willie's  dead. 

Death  has  claimed  him  now  : 
Never  more  his  smile  will  shed 

bmushine  on  poor  mother's  brow- 
She  is  almost  broken-hearted. 

And  our  home  is  sad  to-day  :  '■ 
Life  has  lost  its  hope  and  joy. 

Since  oar  Willie's  gone  away«—  CboruB, 

■■''"'>■".<;  1^  lei  ^  '^-'KV 

Bacchus,  come,  tby  vot'ry  own  me. 

Eacchus,  come,  thy  vot'ry.  own  me:  ^'^.;  .' 
'Tis  said  that  thou  all  CArcs  canst  eiiAll'' 

A  perjured  fair  has  basely  flown  me,  .  ■« 

Fled  with  a  false,  perfidious  friend. 

Let's  drink  ! — 'tis  true  —my  sorrows  pam 

New  joys  exhilarate  my  sotil : 
I  find  a  fri«nd  in  arery  glass. 

And  a  kind  mistrce*  in  the  bowL  r    ■ 


-»♦.-, 


Pnt  My  Little  Shoes  Away. 

Words  by  Samuel  N.  If  Itobell— Kualo  bjr  Ohsrlee  t  fntt. 

The  Matlc  can  be  nhUlned  for  W  oente  at  the  Maeie 
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Motlieir  dear,  oeoie  bathe  my  forehead  : 

For,  I'm  growing  very  weak'— •  . 
Mather,  let /me  drop  <rf  wtiex  •    ./ .  ? . 

Fall  upon  my  bnrniag  oh—k :  .     ': 

Tell  nry  loving  little  sohoolmaie* 

That  I  never  noore  will  play-.- 
Oive  them  all  my  toys,  but,  FiTihir, 

Put  my  little  shoes  away. 
Chobus. 

I  am  going  to  leave  you,  mpthac  : 
So  remember  what  I  say : 

Oh  !  do  it,  won't  you  ?  please,  tnot)i<r, 
Put  my  little  shoes  awny. 

Santa  Clans  he  gave  them  to  me. 

With  a  lot  of  other  things. 
And  I  think  he  brought  an  angel 

With  a  pair  of  golden  wings  : 
Mother,  I  will  be  an  angel. 

By  perhaps  another  d£y  : 
So  you  will  then,  dearest  mother. 

Put  my  little  shoes  away — 

Soon  the  babv  will  be  larger, 

Then  they'll  fit  his  little  feet : 
Oh  !  hell  look  so  nice  and  cunning, 

Wlien  he  walks  along  the  sireet — 
Now  I'm  getting  tired,  mother. 

Soon  I'll  say  to  all  good-day  ! 
Please  rememember  what  I  tell  yoa  * 

Pnt  my  bttle  shoes  away — 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Which  is  the  most  warlike  nation  ? — Yaecination. 
Why? — Belhiise  it  is  always  in  arraa.  *" 


t»^ 


■T'S  *-   '   ■B,''..-'-*.'^^'--  ts. 


',»••■  m^'.-i\m 


THE    «II««£Rli'    JOUBlIAi;;, 


4»i 


« 


Why  Aik«  My  T$it  One  if  I  Lots? 

Whyasksmy  ftdrosMif  I  Jove?  «... 

Thom  eyee,  bo  pioraiiig  bright,  , ; ,  ^  -^ ; ; 
Can  every  doubt  of  th«<  remove, 

AimI  need  no  other  light 

Those  eyes  foil  well  do  know  my  heart,   ;^?": 

And  all  its  workings  nee  ; 
E'er  since  they  played  the  conqmior't  put) 

And  I  no  more  was  free. 


mi  »m»" 


.    .      ;  Kodern  Timei.        -  " 

When  people  talk,  or  people  siag,         *  V 

Abont  the  days  of  yore,  , 

I  always  think  that  sort  of  thinjp    ,  •  '■-. 

A  most  prodigious  bore.  .  ; 

Twiit  you  and  me,  I  can'tagns    ;    *' 

In  what  they  sing  or  say : 
Whateyer  olden  times  may  be,  .    ',■: ' , ,; 

Give  me  the  present  day. 

Chosus.     •'-■''-'■    ■■■■^■•.■:^ 

Good  gracious !  what  an  age  it  is  for  pnttisg 

on  the  steam, , 

When  great  eventa  go  galloping  as  quickly  as 

a  dream — 

If  time  cotlld  send  us  back  again  to  fifty  yeus  ago, 

Our  life  would  be  a  burden,  we  should  feel 

80  vexy  slow. 

Old  sires  of  yore,  old  records  say,    '■"''•';;» 

Did  nought  but  drink  and  fight : 
Their  fighting  lasted  all  the  day,  ;    ; 

Their  drinking  half  thenight     ,, 
Perhaps  we  drink  a  little  yet,       '  .    ;  ■■'  >^    v 

But  still  we  keep  the  peiMti'  "      -  • .     ■• .  ■.  • 
And  if  in  any  row  weget. 

We  merely  shout  "  Police  T  ChonB. 

They  carved  their  meat  with  gloves  of  steel. 

Instead  of  knires  and  forks  : 
And  Home  and  Smollett  don't  reveal    .  . 

The  way  they  drew  their  corks. 
Those  ancient  banquets  must  have  been 

A  mockery,  no  doubt. 
When  table-cloths  were  never  seen. 

And  pppirMMf-  wezn't  found  out  Chonub 

Our  sireii  were  slow  and  steady  swells. 

Who  never  dared  to  dream  ;  •  ;  , 

About  balloons  or  diving  bells, 

(^  telegraphs  or  steam.  1'  I.  .  _    ; 

They  bad  no  daily  papers  thea 

The  latest  news  to  tell : 
They  wem't  exactly  reading  men,  

Because  they  couldn't  spelL  CboCQS. 

I  think  if  any  erne  surveys        ii  .'•  -  ^  •; -^  .^.-i 

The  present  aad  the  past 
He  won't  regret  those  good  old  days, 

Which  proved  too  good  to  last :        .'  -^ 
I  may  be  wrong,  I  may  be  right,     ■}^'':"''  .'■'''■:::,' [:■ 

Bat  1  expect  well  fipd  i  - 

Our  days  are  cv'rk  bit  as  bright 

As  those  we've  left  behind. 


Ohoras. 


To  tell  Tou  tM  Inith. 


To  toll  yon  the  truth, 
In  the  days  of  my  youth. 

As  mirth  and  naiure  bid, 
I  liked  11  gliss, 
.\n(l  I  lovid  a  lass, 

AihI  I  did  as  younkeis  did. 

But  now  I  am  old. 
With  gi  ief  be  it  told, 

I  lml^t  those  freaks  forbear  ; 
At  sixty-three,  ,  .', 

Twixt  y>:>u  and  me,       <■    -•• 
.  A  man  grog's  worse  fbr 


When  (Wk  t'c  sea  remind  of  widowhood? — 
Whta  yon  see  weeds  upon  it 

Why  does  water  nm  down  nill? — Because  n 
can't  walk. 


Hftppy  Bird. 

Happy  bird,  oh !  how  swift  is  your  flight  to  the  wort, 

'To  the  rfiores  that  I  dream  of  in  vain  ! 
You  are  wafted  on  wings,  that  will  ne^<f&t  know  rest. 

Till  they  reach  the  dear  home  once  again. 
If  one  tear-drop  of  memory  starts  from  the  sonroe, 

I  could  pray,  happy  bird,  as  it  flows. 
That  this  eye  which  is  dimmed  while  it  follows 

yourcotuse, 

Might  but  foUow  that  conise  to  its  close. 
Chosxts. 
Eappy  bird,  Oh !  how  swift  is  your  flight  to  the  west, 

"To  the  shores  that  I  dream  of  in  vain ! 
You  are  wafted  cm  wings,  that  will  never  know  rest, 
Till  they  reach  the  dear  home  once  again. 

Happy  bird,  how  I  wish,  when  yon  traverse  the  seas. 

You  could  bear  with  you,  over  the  foam. 
The  regrets  and  the  signs  that  I  give  to  the  breeu. 

For  me  sake  of  the  loved  ones  at  home — 
Yet  I  would  not  embitter  their  thoughts  by  a  word. 

Which  may  sadden  the  hearts  that  are  dear  : 
Kever  speak  of  my  sorrow  to  them,  happy  bird. 

Since  the  message  might  cost  them  a  teai^ 

Happy  bird,  fto. 

What!  Fat  off  with  one  d«nialt 


What !  put  oflf  with  one  denial. 
And  not  make  a  second  trial?  '^  ^ 

You  might  see  my  eyes  consenting, 
All  about  me  was  relenting  : 
Women,  obliged  to  dwell  in  forms,     ^ 
Forgive  the  youth  that  boldly  stomub 

Levers,  when  you  sigh  and  Iftw^iah, 
When  you  tell  us  of  your  anguish. 
To  the  nymph  you'll  be  more  pleasing 
When  those  sorrows  you  are  easing ; 
We  love  to  try  how  far  men  dare,  ;, 

And  never  wish  the  foe  should  span. 

In  the  Merry  Month  of  May. 


->«'.•  "J-- 


1 


She  is  sweeter  than  the  blossoms 

In  the  merry  month  of  May  1  :; 

She  is  brighter  than  the  dew-dzop 

At  the  dawning  of  the  day ! 
But  tbe  blossoms  fade  and  wither  . 
And  the  dew-drops  dis^pear,  ^  • " 
Yet  her  loving  smile  I  chensh 
Thro'  the  happy,  happy  year.     Ah  !     ,,^  ^,-^  : 
GhoroB  :  She^  the  idol  of  my  bosom. 

And  I  love  her,  oh  !  so  well ! 
She's  the  sweetest  httel  daxCng, 
And  the  queen  of  all  the  deU ! 

Th6'  I  prize  h^  for  her  beauty, 

Not  for  that  I  love  ^ob©— 
For,  her  gentle-hearted  goodness         ;  ...^  ..i..    ■- 

Make^my  darling  all  my  own  :  •;  ^- ■    ", 

Oh  r  the  bright  and  loving  glance*,         ■ ,;'     .-.-  ..y: 

That  she  gives  me  when  we  mee^  ■  '  ' 

Makes  the  world  around  me  finirer. 
And  my  happiness  complete  !  Ah  !       Chorus. 

She  has  given  me  her  promise. 

And  her  heart  is  mine,  I  know  :  .... .,  ^      •  ;  - 

And  the  waiding-beUs  shall  echo         .;.       .  .■  .'yi 

In  the  spring  time's  early  glow  :  -, . '  .'/.'>'? 
Oh !  this  world  has  naught  of  beauty  ^;1 ':  •' 

That  can  lure  my  Jieart  away  ;  y'.  -  ' "-  ,.•  ,,,^' 

For,  she  brings  to  me  the  freshness,    '     "* 

And  the  gladness  of  the  May !  Ah !       Choms. 

To  be  Gazing  on  Those  ChariBI^^      jr^ 
, ■  'vy-:>-'v'-  ;■,;  ' 

To  be  gazing  on  those  charms,  >■-  ';., 

To  be  folded  in  those  arms,      '.;•.       •■-.;.'•! 
To  unite  my  lips  to  those,  ' 

Whence  eternal  sweetness  flows :  ' .,   «     V 

To  be  loved  by  one  so  feir,  .„; ;  /  ».  :■-:'; 
Is  to  be  blessed  beycmd  compare! 

On  that  bosom  to  recline,  '■'.!■'.'■  --^ 

While  that  hand  is  locked  in  buna :         '.'<■■  '.  : ; 
In  those  eyes  myself  to  view,  ,i--:'~',r'. 

Gazing  still,  and  still  on  you  ;  -'•    ■■,  ■.'•.''■ 

To  be  loved  by  one  so  fiur, 
Is  to  be  blessed  beyond  compare ! 


A  XiM  at  the  Garden  Oat*. 

The  silver  stan  were  peeping  in  the  twilight : 

The  jeweled  moon  was  riaiag  in  her  queenly  state : 
When,  in  my  joy,  I  clasped  you  gently,  and, 

in  loving  raptnre, 

Stole  a  Idas  besida  tlte  garden  gate. 
Years  £ade  away,  bat  still  tbou'rt  dear  to  me : 

Oh  I  still  I  live  again  the  hours 
Vfhea  there,  beneath  the  stars,  we  Unbred 

And  told  our  love  among  tbe  dreamug  floweta 

We're  growing  old,  my  darling  one,  together. 

Our  summer  daj-s  are  dying  and  the  years  grow  late : 
But  in  my  heart  I  still  remember  what  it  was 

you  whispered, 

Down  beside  the  rustic  garden  gate : 
Close  in  my  own  I  hold  thy  hands  again. 

And  press  the  lips,  where  love  reposes, 
As  dear  and  sweet  as  when  I  won  thee. 

That  summer  eve,  among  the  dreaming  flowen — 


"•»^ 


HeTer  giTe  way  to  Despair. 

What  a  troublesome  world  this  is,  to  be  sure  I 
Some  people  are  wealthy,  and  others  are  poor  : 
Some  have  good  things  in  plenty,  and  still  they 

want  non^ 
And  even  will  harbor  dull  care— 
'TIS  silly  of  folks  to  take  trouble  to  heart : 
For,  of  troubles,  of  course,  we  must  all  have  our  put, 
And  if  we  would  like  it  to  quickly  d^jiart^ 
We  most  ^oe  it  and  never  deqiair^ 

Cbobos. 

' ;  Then  let  trouble  come,  twill  soen  go  away, 

.:    Let  the  weather  be  cloudy  or  fkir,  as  it  may, 

/   -;  We  always  should  make  n  oar  maxim  to  say : 

"  Never  give  way  to  despair." 

I  know  it  is  easy  to  get  into  ddt>t 

And  we  shall  not  get  clear  while  we  sit  down  and  trei : 

We  must  strive  to  pull  through  and  forget 

That  of  woe  we  muat.all  have  our  slure. 
Though  creditors  press,  there  is  always  a  way 
To  get  clear  c(  the  worst,  and  then  hope  for  a  day, 
When  bright  things  may  happen,  and  cause  as  to  say: 

"  Never  give  way  to  despair." 

Then  let  trouble  come,  ia. 

Some  pec^le  say  tionble  is  easy  got  thnragh. 
But  that  is  all  moonshine,  betwixt  me  ana  yon  : 
Trouble  is  dreadful  at  times,  it  is  trtw, 

But  still  tis  a  thing  we  mtsst  fear. 
Tis  oselesB  to  pine  because  things  are  down  : 
For,  fortune  is  fickle,  and  often  will  frown 
At  a  time  when  she  ought  with  a  smile  to  look  down 
And  say:  "never  give  way  t«  despair." 

'Then  let  troubls  oome.  Ae. 

Tnsibl^  vill  oome  to  us  wherev^  wo  go  : 
It's  like  a  bad  shilling,  it  follows  us  so — 
Look  At  the  poor  people  in  Chicago, 

They've  had  trouble  enough  over  there  : 
A  most  awl'ul  fire  did  range  all  around, 
And  the  beautiful  citj-  was  burnt  to  th''  e^round, 
But  our  people  soon  raised  many  a  thousaud  iiounds, 

And  kept  the  poor  souls  from  drspnir. 

Then  let  trouble  come,  4c. 


The  Village  Maid. 

8il«nt  I  Itoead  this  lonely  wood. 
Silent  I  shed  the  piteous  Uur— 

No  hope  to  chet  r  my  drtx)i>iQii  soul, 
Berefb  of  him  I  hold  mustdc&i. 

Still  do  I  seek  the«o  dreary  nhadcs, 
A  lovelorn  maid,  the  villai:^!'  ficoTn, 

Since  He^rj'  won  my  plight.  .1  faith. 
Then  1^  me  here  to  sigh  lorlom. 


>^.."'  ■ 


Ton  molsy  bank  oft  time  n>callK 
The  image  of  the  blooming  youth  . 

Twas  there  he  stole  my  «i«y  heart. 
With  vows  erf  constancy  and  truth. 

Faint  from  her  lips  her  accents  fell. 
And  faintly  beamed  her  eyes  so  bright— 

She  sunk  upon  the  mosuy  bank. 
She  sunk  to  everlasting  night ! 


ifi  »  ••  •    I        I    Tl 


4« 


THlv    9J\oj:k8 
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L_lJi'_LJJL,     I    I  H> 


The  Actor's  Dao^liter.        > 

:  (Continvxd.) 


Whilst  b«  thought  oTer  tliis,  he  saw  tlist 
Holding  waa  reganJing  him  with  growing  distrust, 
lo  lie  said.  "  I  see  that  you  are  astonished  at  tliis 
journey  of  mine,  which  eannot  hu  put  off;  but 
|ud;;e  for  yourself— I  will  be  perfectly  eandid  with 
jfou— wliy  should  I  not  be  eo?  Vou  •«;«,  tliia 
jnurnt-y  i.4  a  sort  of  wedding  trip — at  least,  it  is  to 
n-sult  in  matrimony ;  my  bride  expeets  me  at 
!i;;ht  o'clock  this  evening ;  you  must,  therefore, 
ickoowKiI^u  that  punctuality  is  necessary." 

"Ofi  arse,"  answcnd  Holding,  shrui;ging  his 
ihoulil  s.  "  Ihen  the  only  thing  you  can  do  is 
,o  ret  III'  I  ill  a  fuw  days,  in  order  to  i;ive  my  friend 
he  d '"-'irt'd  satisfaction  in  the  shape  of  a  verbal 
kpolouy.' 

"  (Vnainly ;  but,  you  fee,  there  are  still  diffi- 
!nltii:S  in  the  woy  of  that,  too.  1  am  about  three 
lays'  j  >iiriiey  from  my  home,  therefore  ehouM 
>refi'rf  ilic  matter  settlmi-lxiiwro  Heft  this." 

I  he  I  xpression  of  divlrust  upon  Holding's 
ealnri"  inerea^ad  visibly;  he  was  eertaia  that 
'liilip  iiili'iided  to  shirk  llie  business  altogether. 

"  I  irin!<t  beg  for  a  more  decided  explanation," 
did  he  ;  "  for  you  must  know  yourself  that  what 
oil  have  told  me  i-*hanllyof  asatis&otery  nature. 

Iiarc  no  idea  of  placing  any  di.'*b«lief  in  your 
toi.U.  altiiough  \  am  raiiier  surprised  that  you, 
rho.  n.4  far  as  I  6an  ascertain,  have  not  been  sesn 
n  socifty  sirjce  your  arrival  in  town,  should  have 
>i'iuetl  an  engagement." 

■'>ir!"  interrupted -Philip,  angrily.  "  I  should 
ope  that  you  did  not  plate  any  doubt  in  ray 
ords,  indeed  ;  for  sinee  this  morning  I  have  been 
ngaged  lo  Mrs.  Middlehurst'i  daughter."  , 

••  Whai?  VV  hom  do  you  say  you  are  engaged  toT' 
creamed  Holding. 

"  Well,  why  does  this  name  electrify  you  so  ?" 
sked  riiilip,  in  surprise. 

"  And  you  are  going  away  with  Miss  Mary  to- 
oy  ?" 

"  This  eTening,  at  eight  o'clock." 

"  Ah,  I  can  guess,"  cried  Holding,    ironically. 

Von  nq  doubt  became  acquainted  with  her  at 
chool,  and  as  Mrs.  Middlehur!<t  of  course  refuses 
er  consent  lo  this  romantic  attachment,  you  are 
liinking  of  eloping  with  the  young  lody  ;  but," 
onlinuud  Holding,  with  the  greatest  indignation, 
nothing,  willcomeof  it— nothing,  I  assure  you — 
otliin<;,  nothing  !  ' 

''  I  do  not  un<]erst«Dd  what  can  justify  suck 
tnguage,"  exclaimed  I'hilip,  quite  pale  with  anger. 

"  \Vh:u  can  justify  such  language,  indeed?  I  am 
uit«  sensible  of  what  1  have  been  saying.  I  have 
jy.'olf,  if  you  persist  in  knowing  it,  sir,  a  decided 
laim  to  that  Udy  s  hand.  1  have  asked  and  re- 
eired  her  mother's  consent.  Therefore  you  will 
cknowledge  that  I  ought  to  reauire  satuStction 
n  my  own  behalf,  as  wall  as  my  friend." 

Philip  siared  at  the  excited  youn^ntan  who  had 
InDted  lii;nself  immediately  in  front  of  him,  in  the 
reatcst  surprise. 

••  I  liit  is  all  news  tome,"  said  the  other,  with 
lie  utmost  indifference;  "  but  it  is  very  surprising. 
everthehsH  ;  and  if  your  stale  will  permit  it,  I 
houKI  much  like  to  talk  the  matter  over  more 
almly  wiih  you.  Please  eil  down  again.  I  assure 
ou  It  will  not  be  my  fault  if  we  do  not  part  on  the 
lost  Amicable  terms." 

Holding  refuse*!  Philip's  invitation  to  be  seated, 
'ilh  a  siilTtMJw, 

The  latter  was  not  one  whit  diseoneerted  at  this, 
n<l  continued,  quietly:  —  "In  the  firpt  place,  my 
ngugement  with  Mary  Middlehurst  has  not  been 
iiicred  upon  without  her  mother's  sanction,  for  it 
I  her.  my  cousin's  mother,  who  has  insisted  upon 
liis  hurried  journey  into  the  country." 

"  Her  mother  your  cousin  '!  .And  »he  insists 
pou  this?'  exclaimed  Holding,  in  utter  astonidii- 
lent. 

"I,  "added  Philip,  "know  my  intended  bride 
ut  slightly — very  slightly  !  We  are  going  to 
larry  each  other,  because  ciroiiinsinnce*  have 
v'uvn  that  make  the  match  a  very  -iiitHblc  one  ; 
lilt  thi(<  >  :dden  journey  was  not  of  my  wishing— on 
lie  contrary.  I  am  only  oWying.  to  s(>euk  can- 
lidlv.  the  somewhat,  oonimmiflinc  nrrangemenls 
iiy  cousin,  Mrs.  Middl  hnrrt,  Ii^>e  made  for  us  all." 


f  Philip  said  this  with  such  good  humor  that 
any  one  but  the  man  who  was  then  wiih  him  would 
have  believed  in  him  ihoroughly. 

lint  Holding  only  looked  angrily  at  him,  his 
eyes  flaming,  and  his  hmw  knitted. 

"This  story  ia.toti  iiiiproliable  "  cried  he.  "  I 
fiever  heard  such  a  two-sided  version  in  my  life. 
The  lady  has  given  me  promise  after  promise,  and 
I  could  have  lielieved  in  this  woman  as  in— as  in 
k  saint,  and  now " 

"Really,  I  begin  to  think,  by  what  you  say, 
or,  at  Any  rate,  infer,  that  llie  reason  Mrs.  Middle- 
burnt  i-i  trying  to  Kave  town  in  this  abrupt  manner," 
cried  Philip,  "  is  simply  because  she  lia.^  promised 
you  her  daughter,  and  therefcre,  is  now  afraid  of 
meeting  you." 

"  Yes,  indeed,  there  is  certainly  some  escapade 
going  on  behind  my  back.." 

".Still,  if  there  is,  it  no  fault  of  mine.'  inter- 
rupted I'lii  i|),  who  Ix-gan  lo  regard  I  he  affair  in  a 
ridiculous  light,  and  who  could  not  help  lau;;hiii^at 
the  mixture  of  indignuliou  and  alarm  in  his  com- 
panion's countenance. 

Holding  threw  an  enraged  glance  upon  liim 

I'hilip  then  tried  lo  compose  liimself,  in  order 
not  to  wonnd  the  slighted  lover's  bleeding  heart 
more  Ihan  necessary. 

"  Well.  I  think  we  shall  be  able  to  come  to  terms 
yet."  said  Philip.  "I  am  not  the  man  to  force  a 
girl  into  a  marriage  against  her  will ;  therefore,  if 
there  is  a  longer-standing  engagement  between  the 
young  lady  and  yourself— an  engagement  of  so 
tender  a  nature,  that  it  wouhl.be  cruel  for  me  to 
destroy  it  -  I  shall  bfl  only  too  happy  to  yield  to 
your  prior  claims.  I  cannot,  I  lliink,  do  more 
than  this  !"• 

"  1  hat  is  true,  certainly  ;  I  must  be  grateful  for 
the  way  in  which  you  look  upon  the  affair,"  ex- 
claimed Holding,  but  not  with  the  pleusurAble 
surprise  I'hilip  had  expected  from  him.  Holding 
knew  well  that  he  would  have  litlle  chance  with 
Mury  iigainst  a  rival,  if  a  sudden  decihion  were  de- 
manded from  her  His  vanity  assured  him  that 
with  time  her  scruples  coum  be  overcome ;  but 
ft'm«  he  iHUSt  have  — his  vanity  even  allowed  tliis 
.  much — and  this  day  was,  of  all  others,  less  calcu- 
lated to  advance  his  suit,  as  on  the  previous 
evening  Mary  had  been  anything  but  |>repostt«Bsed 
in  his  favor,  and  had  spoken  to  him  in  a  raiher  sum- 
mary manner  of  the  way  ill  which  h«  had  broken 
off  his  engagement  with  Julia  Peachfold.  He, 
therefore,  required  time  lo  wipe  away  thf  im- 
pression this  had  made  upon  Mary,  and  make 
everything  straight  again  with  her. 

"  In  oroer  to  carry  out  this  plan,"  began  he. 
therefore,  after  a  pause,  *'  we  must  allow  the  lady 
breathing  time,  and  see " 

'*  Oh,  that  won't  do  at  all,"  inUrrupted  Philip. 
"  My  cousin  insists  upon  going  into  the  country  at 
once,  and  I  fancy  she  is  about  the  last  person  in 
the  world  to  change  her  plans  when  once  she  has 
formed  them." 

"  Well,  be  it  so,  then  ;  but  I  won't  give  up 
Mary  like  this,"  cried  Holding.  "  Vou  are  to 
leave  the  house  at  eight,  I  lielieve  V 

"  Ves,  at  eight  o'clock  ;  the  carriage  is  ordered 
to  drive  up  to  the  garden  door  in  a  buck  lane." 

"I'm  glad  1  know  that,  at  ony  rate.  Ihi.i  ab- 
duction shall  not  take  place  behind  my  back,  I 
swear ! ' 

Holding  seized  his  hat  and,  with '  a  slight  in- 
clination of  his  head,  left  the  room. 

"  Hut  what  about  the  other  affair — your  friend 
Befferton  ?  "  cried  Philip  ofler  him. 

Holding  never  heard  him.  Wiih  long,  heavy 
strides,  he  hurrie<l  angrily  along  ihe  passage,  and 
down  the  staircase. 

"  This  is  a  most  providential  meeting  at  the 
eleventh  hour;"  cri<>d  Philip,  clinckling  inwardly, 
as  he  shut  the  door,  after  vainly  calling  niter 
Holding.  "Mont  providential  I  He'll  hurry  as 
fast  as  hi-*  legs  will  carry  him  to  my  amiahle 
cousin,  I  know,  and  claim  her  promise.  v\  ell, 
thank  goodness,  the  affair  is  at  last  taking  a  more 
pleasant  turning-  pleasantcr  than  I  could  have 
su[)poso<l  it  possible  but  one  short  quarter  of  an 
hour  a<jo.  Unole  will  be  able  to  s.iy  no' him:  '•> 
me  now.  I  came  too  late  ;  fmii'd  the  little  Indv  en- 
gaged already  ;  nothing  left  lor  me  to  do  hi.t 
go  hack  home  ngain  as  quietly  as  I  came.  Heigh 
ho!" 


Philip  rubbed   his  hands  gleefully,  and  felt  od" 
amicable  terms  with  all  mankind. 

'■  It  is  Abut  the  time,"  said  he,  "that  I  wm  W 
(o  and  pay  my  respects  to  my  intended,  whom  I've 
not  even  seen  yet.  lim.  I  thimk  1 11  leave  it  alone 
for  the  present.  Ihis  Mr.  Holding  will  probab.N 
go  direct  to  my  respected  •onsin.  and  havea  soeoe 
with  her.  I  won't  disturb  them.  Let  the  good 
people  settle  their  litlle  matter  enfamiUe.  Xhat 
will  be  much  better.  Ill  go  and  look  up  my  jolly 
old  cousin  Hamnaond  inslMul.  I  have  broken  my 
word  in  the  most  barefaced  manner  to  him,  for  I 

f>romised  to  bring  him  news  of  his  divine  Mir.ona 
mmediately.  He'll  famish  for  it  like  a  thirsty 
hart  for  woter.  Poor  old  fellow!  What  didnt 
be  tell  me  to  say  to  her  1  And  I—  I  never  said 
one  word  al>out  it  all !  But  there  was  no  timel 
But  I  can  find  all  sorts  of  comforting  leMoua  for 

his  h<>n<>fit!'' 


Ohafter    IX. 


Let  ns  hurry  on  in  advance  of  Ph'illp  to  old 
Hammond's  hJdgings.  A  strange  change  had 
been  worked  therein  since  our  last  visit.  All  was 
iso  tidy  a^deo  clean,  that  the  place  whs  scarcely  to 
ht  recognised  again.  i  he  turuiiure  stood  in  its 
Tight  place,  and  was  well  ducted  ;  the  papers  and 
■books  arranged  neatly  togeilur.'and  the  wearing 
apparel,  which  was  generally  littering  the  room  in 
every  qiiarter,  was  now  siowid  away  iu  different 
cupboards  and  cheats  "  of  drawers.  1  he  bed- 
'cliainl>er  was  also  perfectly  neat,  as  well  as  the 
email  recess  Mary  had  chosen  'to  sleep  in  herself. 
For  this  reason  she  asked  Joseph  Peachfold  to 
lend  her  Julia's  bed,  and  the  youi)g  man,  who 
naturally  concluded  his  tister  was  miles  away  from 
;the  town,  readily  assenied  lo  her  request.  As 
Peachfold  was  not  acquainted  with  the  girl's  cir- 
cumstances, and  thought  she  had  been  a  servai't 
residing  beneath  Mrs.  Middlehursl's  roof,  but  out 
of  place  at  present,  he,  of  curse,  supposed  her 
fathers  lodgings  tl»e  correct  place  for  her  to  stop 
at  whilst  seeking  another  situation.  Peachfold 
had  also  done  his  best  in  helping  to  arrange  her 
fathers  rooms,  and  succeeded  in  divirting  the 
girls  attention  so  far  with  his  merry  gossip,  that 
Mary  almost  lost  all  the  fear  she  had  formerly  felt 
at  the  reckless  step  she  hud  taken.  In  the  after- 
noon he  went  back  again  to  his  duties.  Hammond 
had  not  come  home  all  day.  He  was  in  the  habit 
of  dining  at  a  very  third-rate  eating-house,  »nd 
afterwards  playing  a  game  of  cribbag*  there, 
finishing  up  later  in  the  afternoon  with  a  long  walk. 
Mary  had,  therefore,  had  nothing  to  eat  to-day. 
How  she  was  to  manage  for  the  fntnre,  she  would 
ask  her  father  on  his  reiuro  ;  but  to-day  ebe  was 
in  too  much  excitement  to  feel  hunger,  lowards 
evening,  however,  she  began  to  experienoe  the 
want  of  food,  and  therefore  determiiied  to  go  out 
and  boy  something. 

When  she  relumed,  with  a  little  basket  upon 
her  arm,  she  was  m\>ch  surprised  to  find  a  stranger 
pacing  up  and  down  the  passage,  outside 
her  fathers  d»or;  this  stranger  was  Philip,  who 
had  been  vainly  knocking  at  Hammond's  portal 
for  admiitance.  He  was  jrtst  on  the  point  ofgoing 
away  suain.  when  the  glass  door  opened,  and 
Mary  entered.  In  the  deepening  twilight,  the 
yountf  man  reolly  thought  her  superbly  beniiliful. 

"  Oh  !"  cried  he  ;  *^^ve  1,  indeed,  the  pleasure 
of  meeting  you  once  more,  miss  ?  But  1  really  do 
not  know  what  your  name  is  yet ;  you  never 
favored  me  with  it,  you  know.  " 

"  My  namer  "  replied  she.  "Oh,  it  isn't  at  all 
a  pretty  one— not  even  a  good  one  !     It  is  Mary." 

"  And  you  think  that  isn't  a  good  name?" 

"  I  mean,"  replied  she,  earnestly,  even  sorrow- 
fully, •'  there  is  something  prophetic  in  the  name. 
Mary  sounds  unfortunate  ;  it  is  like  the  title  of  a 
drama,  full  of  misery." 

"  What  a  strange  notion  !  Do  you  think  Philip 
an  iinfortunate'name,  a'so?     Ifine  is  I'hilip." 

'  Philip?  "  answered  the  girl.  "  Well,  the  name  of 
Philip  generally  belonged  lo  persons  gifted  with  no 
luirticnlarly  ir"o<l  qualities. — such  as  I'hilip  of 
Slace.lon.  Philip  the  Second.  Philip  .\m;ustus. 
Km."  added  she.  with  a  xmile.  as  i/' to  icsssure 
hii.»  a  !i(  fie  after  what  -he  had  said,  -there  «os 
fi^  p  ntiiiip  the  Good,  y.-u  know,  Huke  of  Kur- 
C'liHly." 
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'•  All!  I'm  glad  of  that,  at  any  rate,"  cri<?d 
l%ilip.  merrily.  "  You  8e«,  I  waa  chrieleiicd  afwr 
him  .'  liut  tell  me— it  i«  an  inopertiaetit  queplion, 
I  know,  but  I  hope  you  will  forgive  it— tell  me  liow 
ii  i'  that  you  know  history  io  Ihia  aatoundiug 
way  ?     I  can  not  understand  it  at  all." 

*-  Uh,  a  well-educated  lady  s-maid  always  knows 
euoh  things,"  cried  Mary,  mirthfully.  "  Your 
doubtful  compliments  may,  however,  be  pardoned, 
as  you  told  me,  yesterday,  you  had  come  straight 
from  the  country." 

"  Yes  ;  really  etraight  from  the  country  ;  and  I 
dare  say  that  you  would  have  known  that  by  my 
appearance— would  not  you  ?  Ob,  it  is  a  miserable 
thing  always  to  have  lived  in  the  country  1  People 
become  so  awkward  and  shy,  after  a  time,  that 
they  hardly  like  to  open  their  lips,  or  speak  out 
plainly,  as  they  should  do." 

"Indeed!"  cried  Marv.  in  laughing  tones  ;  -fliis 
issomelhingquitenew  tome— quite  new  I  always 
tbouglit  and  heard,  for  I  never  lived  in  the  country 
myself,  always  in  togrns " 

"  And  you  have  heard,  what  ?" 

"  That  people  in  the  country  pride  themseWes 
upon  being  so  very  outspoken,  and  telling  you 
their  minds." 

"  1  lieir  minds  ?  Well,  yes  ;  that  may  be.  But 
there  is  something  beyond  in)eaking  one  8  mind  in 
a  man.  For  instance,  one's  feelings,  one's  heart ; 
and  tliere  it  is  where  we  fail  so  signally  ;  especially," 
continued  Philip,  "  when  one  meets  with  a  well- 
educated  young  girl,  who  might  oome  to  our 
a-Bi-innce  in  a  dilemma,  Jndiise  some  of  her  wit 
in  ynessing  our  feelings.  ' 

.Miiry  felt  that  Philip  would  not  have  chosen  this 
mode  of  expressing  himself  if  he  had  not  taken  her 
for  some  one  else  than  she  really  was.  Dut,  in 
spite  of  this,  she  was  in  no  way  hurt,  and  said, 
smiling,  "  Well,  this  much  is  certain— country- 
men are  very  naive!" 

"  And  why,  pray  ?" 

"  I  should  think  that  is  £sr  easier  to  guess  than 
that  other  thing  you  expected  me  to  guess.  And 
now  that  we  have  both  got  our  little  riddle,  I  think 
we  had  betUr  seek  solitude  in  order  to  gueso  the 
difliciilt  problem.     So,  good-bye  !" 

••(iood-hye,  miss!     May  I  not  hope— — " 

But  Mary  had  meanwiiile  disappeared  into  Jnlia's 
room,  in  order  to  replace  the  latter's  basket,  which 
she  had  taken  out  witli  her,  and  thus  out  Philip's 
hope  short. 

Pliilip  now  went  down  stairs,  determined  to  try 
and  find  llammond  later  in  the  evening. 

'  --I''  ■■•         '■■  CnATtKR  X.    '  '-^.'-^ 

It  was  quite  dark  by  this  time.  The  different 
clocks  of  the  town  were  chiming  a  quarter  to  eight 
o'clock.  Mr.  Hammond  returned  home  in  rather 
an  ill  humor.  He  had  told  Philip  to  meet  him 
that  afternoon,  to  tell  him  how  Minoua  had  borne 
the  great  joy  of  hearing  that  her  beloved  Hammond 
wan  once  more  close  to  her  side.  But  no  ;  Philip 
was  not  to  be  seen  anywhere.  The  young  man,  us 
we  know,  had  had  no  opportunity  of  speaking  to  lier 
about  her  husband,  and  afterwards  he  had  been  far 
too  much  engaged  with  his  own  affairs  to  voluntarily 
seek  an  interview  with  the  excitable  old  man,  who 
was  a  very  jolly  companion  in  a  general  way,  but 
much  too  talkative  when  one  felt  in  a  eerious  mood. 

I  bus  Philip  was  euilty  of  a  breach  of  promiue, 
and  old  Hammond  fomed  impatiently  at  the  eating- 
house  all  the  afternoon  at  the  non-arrival  of  Ins 
comrade.  This,  however,  Philip  had  no  notion  of. 
and  consequently  bent  his  steps  to  the  old  actor's 
lodgings  instead. 

1 1  ammond  had  returned  home  in  n  very  bad  t.  m per. 
He  swore  and  raved  to  himself  in  Uie  language 
of  both  dead  and  living  poets  and  melo- 
dramatic wthors.  When  he  wa«  iu«l  on  the  poiai 
of  entering  his  rooms,  Peachfold,  dressed  ready  for 
going  out,  suddenly  emerged  from  his.  He  was 
just  drawing  on  a  pair  of  brown  dog's-tkin  gloves. 

It  was  still  light  enough  for  Peachfold  to  dis- 
tinguish the  splendid  "get  up  "  his  old  friend  was 
§n_fof  the  honesj,  Jivery-stable  keeper  bad  never 
before  seen  the  ex-aotor  so  fine  ;  <or,  if  you  re- 
member, he  was  dressfd  in  his  Smday  best,  ready 
to  appear  before  his  faithless  spouse  at  a  moment's 
notice,  expecting  every  minute  to  be  summoned  to 
•}\tT  side  ky  the  truant  Philip.  ^ 


"  But,"  exclaimed  he,  stopping  suddenly  ;  "  what 
are  you  dressed  like  this  for,  Mr.  Hammond  Y  1 
never  saw  such  si  swell  in  my  life!     What's  up,  eh  ^" 

"'What's  up?'  did  you  please  to  remark, 
Peaehfold  ? "  asked  Hammond,  with  cold  reserve. 
"  I  really  do  not  know  what  you  mean  by  such  a 
question.  If  I  were  to  tell  you  the  reasons  that 
induced  me  to " 

*'0h,  I  know  I  Some  long  story,  I'll  be  boond, 
Mr.  Hammond !"  interrupted  the  other.  "  I'm, 
unfortunately,  in  a  desperate  hurry  iust  nowf  and 
must  be  on ;  but  really,  if  I  had  not  met  you 
coming  quietly  home,  I  should  have  thought  there 
was  something  of  the  greatest  importance  in  the 
wind.  How  well  you  look,  to  be  sure!  I'll  be 
bound  you've  often  worn  that  coat  before  the 
public!" 

'•  Certainly,  my  friend — certainly.  In  'The 
Kivals,'  in  '  Ihe  Jealous  Wife,'  in  'The  Dan- 
gerous   ' " 

"Ah!  I  thought  so.  I  thonght  you'd  been 
dangerous  in  it  once  ;  but  farewell,  dear  sir.  I'm 
in  a  hurry,  as  I  said  hefore,  and,  I  dare  say,  sha'n't 
be  back  again  for  a  couple  of  days  'or  ao.  I 
oughtn't  to  go  rayaelf,  I  daresay,  but  I'm  so  dull 
now  Julia'«  gone,  that  I've  determined  to  take  old 
David's  place  on  the  box,  and  make  the  little 
journey  myself.  Besides  which,  the  order  is  of 
rather  an  odd  nature,  and  I'm  curious  to  know  the 
end  of  it.  But  you'll  not  be  dull  whilst  I'm  gone. 
Go  into  your  room,  and  you'll  find  your  daughter 
there." 

"Mary  here?"  exclaimed  Hammond.  "But 
where  are  you  off  to,  Peachfold  ?" 

"  Well,  you  see,  that  s  just  the  strange  part  of 
the  business.  I  don't  know  myself.  I  am  ordered 
to  take  a  large  traveling-carriage,  with  a  pair  of 
horses,  to  Mrs.  Middlehurst's  garden-pavilion  at 
eight  o'clock." 

"  Mrs.  Middlehurst  who  ?"  screamed  the  old  «■£•  % 
actor. 

"  Well,  Mrs.  Middlehurst,  of  Leonard  Street,  to 
be  sure!"  replied  Peachfold.  ''  Where  she's  off  to 
at  eight  o'clock  at  night,  and  with  a  pair  of  horses, 
the  deuce  knows  !  And  she  has  not  told  me  how 
long  she  is  going  to  keep  the  carriage,  either." 

"  Joseph,  Joseph !  what  news  of  terror  is  this  ?" 
exclaimed  Hammond,  who  had  been  standing  as 
still  as  a  statue,  "Mrs.  Middlehurst  going  away — 
going  away  in  the  evening,  by  stealth,  and  witii  a  • 
pair  of  horses  !  Oh,  ye  gods !  this  can-not.  can- 
not be !  And  is  this  the  result  of  my  uie^Bage  to 
her !  Has  the  knowledge  that  I  atn  here  caused 
her  to  adopt  such  measures?  Oh!  then,  all,  all 
will  be  lost !  Poor,  poor  Hammond !  But  no ;  fill 
is  not  lost  yet— in  fact,  nothing  as  yet!" 

This  was  all  said  with  the  greatest  pathos  ;  all 
except  the  last  sentence.  After  which,  he  turned, 
and,  with  two  long  steps,  bounded  along  the  passage, 
and  down  stairs, 

'i'he  old  gentleman's  loud  and  passionate  voice 
had  reached  Mary's  ears,  and  she  now  hurried  out 
into  the  passage  also.  She  only  understood  his 
last  words  and  saw  him  diAppear. 

Her  cry,  "Papa,  papa!  what  is  .the  matter? 
Papa!  do  listen  to  me  !"  met  with  no  response ;  so 
the  girl  now  anxiously  turned  towards  I'eachfold, 
who  was  standing  tliere,  utterly  dumfoundedatthe 
effect  his  words  had  produced. 

"What  does  this  mean? — what  is  the  matter 
with  papa,  Mr.  Peachfold  ?  ' 

"  Heaven  knows,  for  I'm  sure  /don't!  I  only 
told  him  your  former  mistress.  Mrs.  Middlehurst, 
had  ordered  a  traveling-carriage  and  pair,  and  that 
I  was  just  on  the  point  of  driving  her  into  the 
country,  and  this  is  the  extraordinary  result.  lie 
is  as  mad  as  if  he  were  a  young  lover,  whose  sweet- 
heart was  going  to  elope  from  him  !" 

With  these  words,  I'eschfold  went  away  down 
stairs.  Mary's  heart  nearly  ceased  its  beating  at 
this  news.  Her  knees  began  to  shake,  and  she 
was  obliged  to  prop  herself  against  the  door  for 
support. 

oh,  heavens^"  exclaimed  she  ;  "  this  is  a  pretty 

Eieee  of  business  I  Mamma  going  away!  I'll  m 
ound  Julia  has  told  her  that  papa's  in  town. 
She  could  hardlv  help  telling  her  so,  as  this  alone 
ooiiJd  account  for  her  having  the  papers  ^  and  now 
he  has  gone  there  ;  and  what  will  he  say  when  he 
sees  Julia  instead  of  me?    Oh.  dear!     And  Joseph 


—  when  he  wee  hit  siatar!  And  IT— 1  dare  not 
leave  papa  to  fight  the  battle  alone.  W  hat  would 
Julia  say,  toc^  If  I  didn't  go  to  the  liseti*  ?" 

With  these  words,  Mary  hurried  VaCk  into'  her 
father's  apartment,  and  fetching  her  ijiat  and  cloak, 
rushed  excitadly  down  stain  and  out  of  the  house. 


I  stairs  and  uui  < 
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Wlien  Mary  reached  the  street,  ^he  hurriedly 
bent  her  Kiepa  in  the  direction  of  her  fornx-r  home. 
After  she  had  walked  about  fifty  yardi,  alie  rvaohed 
a  broad  street,  in  the  middle  of  wBioj^  the  driiikiiig 
fountain,  we  Uave  already  mentioned,  stood.  I'he 
place  seemed  (o  have  something  about  it  fatal 
to  Mary  :  fof  when  she  reached  the  well  where 
Holding  and  Befferton  had  so  frightened  her  n  few 
days  ago,  she  suddenly  encountered  Philip.  «d>o  was 
on  his  way  to  her  father's  lodcings,  thinking  tbit 
now,  at  any  rate,  he  must  be  home  again. 

Mary  recognised  him  at  once. 

She  hurried  towards  him,  and  stretched  forth  her 
hands  as  if  rejoiced  at  tliis  unlooked-for  meeting, 
and  cried  "  iMi.  how  glad  I  am  to  tee  yon  !  Yua 
nirst  do  me  a  service  now." 

"  A  thouiartd:,  if  yon  wiH  ;  I  am  quite  at  youi 
disposal." 

"  Then  do  pleaae  run  to  tkat  eab-stand  yoi 
and  fetch  roe  one  of  those   vehicles.       I  am  in  tke 
greatest  hurry,  and  my  knees  refue*  to  oarry  me 
further." 

"What  is  the  matter  with  you,  miss?— you 
seem  to  be  very  much  agitated." 

"  Oh,  ask  BO  questions  !— fetch  the  carriage 
quickly." 

"  I'm  off  at  once." 

Philip  was  as  good  as  his  word,  and  darted  ol 
with  lightning  speed  to  summon  one  of  the  cabs 
Mary  followed  more  slowly.     In  two  miautes  Phili 
was   at  her  side  again,   one   of   the  oabs  trotting 
quiokly  after  him.     Mary  prepsred  to  get  in. 

"  Io  Mrs.  Middlehurst's,  Laonard  Street,"  tried 
she  to  the  coachman. 

riiilip  opened  the  door,  and  eave  her  his  hand.- 

"  You  must  have  mtt  my  faner.  Did  you  not 
meet  him  on  y))ur  way  hither?"  asked  she  hurri- 
edly, as  she  entered  the  vehicle,  Philip  closing 
the  door  after  her. 

'•  Your  father  t  I  have  never  even  seen  him,  miss !'' 

"  Why,  you  irere  with  him  this  morning'  Yon 
came  out  of  his  rooms,"  replied  Mary  \  addintgi 
however,  a  moment  afterwards,  "  Dear  me  ! — in  mff 
fright  I  totally  forgot  that- "  1 

Tlie  carriage  rolled  away,  and  her  last  wordf 
were  entirely  drowned  by  the  noise  of  the  wheelc 
Philip  gazed  after  the  retreating  cab,  utterly  un> 
able  to  connect  his  ideas. 

"  What!"  exclaimed  be  ;  "  did  ibe  not  aay  lisr 
father  1  and  thajt  /waa  with  him  this  morning? 
Whom  else  can  she  mean  but  Hammond  ?  iSif 
Jovet  she's  been  making  a  regular  fool  of  me!— 
and  she's  his  daughter,  after  all !  Didn't  I  fancy 
•o,  the  first  motoent  I  saw  her  ?  But  why  make 
me  the  victim  of  snoh  a  hoax?  ' 

These  were  PhiHp's  first  thoughts  at  the  di«- 
oovery ;  but  thoughts  that  filled  liim  with  <i|r 
greater  alarm  >i)d  annoyance  foratd  themseW< 
upon  him  presently. 

"  Then,  in  this  case,  the  is  my  bri<1e— the  gir! 
am  to  marry;  and— oh,  this  is  terrible !  this 
enungh  to  drive  a  fellow  mad  !  /  I  myself,  ha 
arranged  that  another  man  is  to  meet  her,  ai 
carry  her  away  from  me !  I  Byaalf  set  1 1  olding  afl 
her  ;  and  now— and  new — why,  I've  even  feieh 
her  a  cab,  in  erier  diat  she  may  arrive  punekM% 
at  eight  »'clock  at  her  mother's  residence—  tur  Oi^y 
are  evidently  to  start  upon  their  journey  at  ^ight 
o'clock,  as  at  firrt  intended  ;  else  why  should  she 
have  been  so  agitated,  and  in  such  an  awfui  hurry  ? 
And  idiot,  fool  that  I  am!  why  am  I  wabting 
valuable  time  here?  Well,  I  never  was  in  stcl><a 
fix  before  in  all  my  life  !    By  Jove  !  I  never  wi 

W^ith  these  words  Philip  rusliad  in  hot  bi 
after  the  carriage,  which  he  soon,  however 
sight  of  round  a  eorner.  If  be  had  hastened  beCl 
in  quest  of  a  cab  for  Mary,  it  now  really  seemed 
if  he  was  in  possession  of  the  seven-leagued 
as  he  darted  with  bug*  strides,  faneatblesaly  after 
Mary ;  exelauning  all  Mm  time,  aa  be  ran.  *'  Faol 
t^t  I  waa!  consummale  ass!" 

( To  be  Co7Uimud4 
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GUITAR 


1.  A         fair        lit    -     tie        mnid  -  en       -wns      \rork  -    ing       one      day,  Em    -  broid'ring    a       slip  -  por    was 

2.  Tlie      first      man      that  ctime  to        try         on        this      shoe,  A        man      of  great   rit-li  -   es    was 

3.  At       leuprth  thero       cnme in  so         sau    -     cy         and       sly.  Young     Wil  -  lie     the    brave   and   tba       i 


Of  him  whom  the  shoe 
For  none  would  the  shoe 
Of      liirn    whom  the   shoe 


will       fit. 

e'er      fit. 

■would     tit. 
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TH£    SinOEBS'    JOVRriAIi. 


Down  by  the  old  Mill  Stream. 

Ton  mnst  knbw  that  xaj  uncle  is  a  farmer, 

Keeps  a  large  fsLrm  in  the  West : 
While  Btitying  there,  I  met  a  little  charmar. 

And  many 'a  a  time  I  careHsed 
That  girl  no  fair,  with  nnt-brown  hair —  .. 

Her  equal  ne'er  was  seen  : 
And  where  I  met  this  little  charmer  '7  '^''' 

Watt  down  by  the  old  mill  strwua.  '   . 

GHOBIWi 

Down  by  the  old  mill  strenm. 

There  many  happy  houis  I  have  seen  : 

Stmlling  day  by  day,  we  pu«ed  the  time  aWRJi 
Down  by  the  old  mill  Btruuu. 

Her  fiather  was  the  owner  of  a  dairy, 

Her  brother  worked  the  plongh, 
And  while  I  used  to  roam  with  little  Mary, 

Her  mother  would  milk  the  cow. 
Bat  her  father  said  :   "  We  should  not  wed," 

Whioh  I  thought  rather  mean  ; 
Aaebe  ooald  not  be  my  wife,  she  said  :  "  She'd 

end  her  life," 
'  By  drowning  in  the  old  mill  stream.         Chorus. 

How  ihe  old  man  laughed  at  his  daughter. 

Saying  :  "  I  don't  believe  a  word  that  you  say," 
But  when  he  saw  her  Rtruggliug  in  the  water, 

He  exclaimed  :  "Do  save  her.  pray !" 
But  it  was  too  late,  she  had  met  her  fate  : 

Oh  *  what  a  terrible  scene  ! 
The  old  man  cried  as  the  neighbors  tried 

To  pull  her  out  of  the  stream.  Chorus. 

At  last,  they  got  her  out  of  the  water, 

And  some  of  the  neighlwrs  said  : 
••  Oh !  Brown,  you've  been  the  ruin  of  yout 

daughter ; 

For,  the  girl  is  really  dead  T' 
He  tore  his  hair,  gave  way  to  despair. 

Ran  away,  never  more  was  seen  :  :■  ', 

And  now  I  m  told  the  dairy  is  sold, 

That  stood  by  the  old  milfttream.         Chonu. 


Bear  Native  Iile. 

Wiltten  by  W.  K.  B»Ummy.     Ad»:  ted  by  V.  EavMtaC 


■^n- 


•••^ 


Maria  Conienta  to  be  Mine. 


By  the  girt  of  my  heart  I'm  accepted  at  last. 

And  the  happiest  creature  alive. 
To  obtidn  my  reward  for  the  cares  of  the  past, 

In  the  joys  of  the  future  I'U  strive. 
From  this  day  not  a  cloud  shall  appear  in  the  sky, 

And  the  sun  shall  do  nothing  but  nhine  : 
The  most  favored  of  lovers  ana  mortals  am  I — 
For,  Maria  consents  to  be  myie,  yes,  mine. 

Chobcb. 
By  the  girl  of  my  heart  I'm  accepted  at  last. 

And  Uie  happiest  creature  alive. 
To  obtain  my  reward  for  the  cares  of  the  past. 
In  the  joys  of  the  future  111  btrive. 

When  her  parents  had  left  us  alone  for  a  while, 

On  my  knees  in  a  frenzy  I  dropt : 
"  Ton  must  ask  my  Mamma  "  she  replied  with  a  smile, 

When  I  softly  but  eagerly  popt. 
To  her  Mother,  at  once,  in  a  gallop  I  flew  : 

She  obligingly  asked  me  to  diue. 
And  my  smt  seemed  to  please  the  old  gentleman,  too : 

8«  Maria  consents  to  be  mine,  yes,  mine. 

Chorus. 

In  a  month  f^om  to-morrow  the  knot  will  be  tied. 

The'  at  present  I  cannot  say  where  ; 
Bnt  I  rather  imagine  my  love  will  decide 

On  the  church  near  Madison  Square  : 
We  shaill  form  a  pmceesion  at  least  half  a  mile. 

With  our  carriages  all  in  a  line  : 
FoK,  of  course,  I  shall  manage  the  matter  in  style, 

Mow  Maria  consents  to  be  mine,  yes,  mine. 

Chorus. 

'.-.if''    ■'!.-.:.  ^!':    ■     '■ 

Tot  OUT  honeymoon  trip  to  Niagara  we  repcdr, 

Aa  a  highly  romantic  rfwort : 
And  Fm  sure,  when  it's  r  Ter,  we  both  shall  declare 

That  the  month  was  dreadfully  tthoiU 
Let  oar  life  in  the  future  be  gloomy  or  gay. 

As  ([ood  fbitnne  or  ill  may  design, 
.  I  am  padtetty  happy,  at  least  for  to-day  : 
Wm,  Ham  onnsints  to  be  mine,  yes,  mine. 

Chonis. 


Dear  native  Isle,  the  sinnmer's  sun  is  flowing 

O'er  thy  wide  vales  in  calm  tranquihty  : 
FnHn  thy  blue  hills  the  cool  frenh  breece  is  blowing, 
^)eaking  to  the  soul  of  health  anAberty — 
Dear  native  isle, 
-    ■-,■.■  Dear  to  me  *      .   . 

••"  Thou'lt  ever  be, 

My  own  native  isle  t 

Dear  native  isle,  the  days  of  childhood  glided 

In  thy  calm  Ixieom  peacefully  away  : 
There,  when  the  storms  of  life  have  all  subsided, 
la  safety  moored,  my  little  bark  shall  stay — 
Dear  native  isle. 
Dear  to  me 
Thou 'It  ever  be. 
My  own  native  isle  I  ' 


With  an  Honeet  old  Friend. 


Major  K.  N.  Pepper!  or  where'e  that  Jones  1 

If  I  seem  somewhat  excited. 

Well,  I  trust  I'U  be  excused,  sir  :      .*, 
My  faith  and  hospitality's  *    ..  ^ 

Been  shamefully  abused,  sir. 
My  Angeline — my  only  child,  -, 

On  whom  I  fondly  hoped — •         '•       • 
Has  driven  her  father  frautic,  wild— 

The  baggage— she's  eloped  ! 

Spoken  :  Eloped,  sir,  that's  the  word,  bolted ! 
Thunder  and  liKntuing  !  my  child  fled  with  a  pol- 
troon named  Jones !  you  may  have  heard  the 
villain's  name  before  ;  but  by  the  blood  of  all  the 
Peppers,  I  will  pulverise  Jones,  if  I  but  catch  him, 
sir  i  ,••',. 

''     ■'        -      ■  ChOBUS.  ■.■-•■:•-■■..■-■■- 

Oh  !  Where's  that  Jones?  If  I  catch  that  Jones, 

I'm  sure  there  will  be  slaughter  I 
Take  ail  I've  got,  I'd  not  care  a  jot — 

But  don't  take  aa  old  man's  daughter. 

Fool  that  I  was  1  I  let  my  child 
„    :         The  coxcomb  introduce,  sir, 
.'  ■■    And,  from  that  very  moment. 

He  has  played  the  very  deuce,  sirs  : 
He'd  What  those  chits  of  giili  would  call 

A  fitsciuating  manner : 
He'd  sing  mamby-pamby  love  songs. 
While  my  child  played  the  Planer  t 

Spoken  :  The  Aetuguing  ruffian  !  my  girl  would 
boast  that  he  could  go  up  to  A  with  his  voice.  I 
wish  he'd  gone  down  to  the  D —  with  his  anatomy 
before  I'd  seen  him.  I,  Uke  an  old  fool,  could  see 
no  harm  in  it,  but  now — guns  and  trumptets — 

Oh  !  Where's  that,  Ac. 

My  girl  got  so  affected,  and 

So  sad  and  queer  her  tones,  sir. 
If  but  a  day  elapsed  without 

Her  seeing  her  dear  Jones,  sir: 
He'd  come  to  dinner,  stay  to  tea. 

Play  cheeg  till  Inte  at  night ; 
That  she  should  leave  her  Dad  for  Jones, 

You'll  own  was  hardly  right 

Spoken  :  To  think  he  should  defeat  me!  T,  who 
have  led  my  men  up  to  the  cannon's  mouth.  I, 
Major  K.  N.  Pepper,  deceived,  diddled  by  an  in- 
significant nincompoop —    Oh  !  where's  that,  Ac. 

Yesterday  mom,  I  waited 

To  receive  her  morning  kiss,  sir  :      / 
She  did  not  come  as  usuaJ, 

Something  I  feared  amiss,  sir ; 
Before  me  laid  a  Uttle  note. 

Which  froze  my  poor  old  bones  : 
She  hoped  I  would  forgive  her — 

For,  she'd  run  away  with  Jones ! 

Spoken  :  Forgive  her !  Guns  and  trumpets ! 
never,  sir !  If  she  prefers  Jones  to  her  poor  old 
fiather — she  may  starve.  Ah  !  how  I  loved  her  ! 
when  she  was  a  golden-haired  little  cherub,  how 
she'd  pUy  at  horses  with  the  tail  of  my  coat,  whip 
my  old  legs  with  the  toasting  fork,  and  tell  me  to 
"Gee  up,  Dada."  And  then  she  grew  towards 
beantiful  womanhood,  and  how  tenderly  she 
nursed  me  when  the  gout  set  in— but  that's  all 
gone  now.  She's  torn  from  me  by  that  idiotic 
onff-ahooter,  Jonea —  Oh  1  while's  that,  Ac. 


With  an  hooast  old  friend,  and  a  merry  old  song. 
And  a  flask  of  old  port,  let  me  sit  the  night  long, 
And  laugh  at  the  malice  of  those  who  repine 
That  thoy  must  swig  porter,  whilst  I  can  drink  wine. 

I  envy  no  mortal,  thoogh  ever  so  great. 
Nor  soom  I  a  wretch  for  his  lowly  estate  : 
But  what  I  abhor,  and  esteem  as  a  curse. 
Is  poomees  o€  spirit,  not  poorness  in  purse. 

Then  dare  to  be  generous,  dauntless,  and  gay, 
Let's  merrily  pass  life's  remainder  away  : 
Upheld  by  our  friends,  we  our  foes  may  despise — 
For,  the  more  we  are  envied,  the  higher  we  rise. 


J. 


How  Sweetly  Conld  I  lay  my  Head. 

How  sweetly  could  I  lay  my  head 
Within  the  cold  grave's  silent  breast. 

Where  sorrow's  tears  no  more  are  shed, 
No  more  the  ills  of  life  molest— 

For,  ah  !  my  heart,  how  very  soon 
The  glittering  dreams  of  youth  are  past 

And  long  before  it  reaches  noon. 
The  sun  of  life  is  overcast — 


••^ 


Toung  I  am,  and  yet  Untkilled. 

Young  I  am,  and  yet  unskilled    . 
How  to  make  a  lover  j-ield  : 
How  to  keep,  or  how  to  gain. 
When  to  love,  and  when  to  feign. 

Take  me,  take  me,  some  of  yoo. 
While  I  yet  am  young  and  true  t  '.. 
Ere  I  can  my  soul  disguise. 
Heave  my  breast,  and  roll  my  eyes. 

Stay  not  till  I  learn  the  way 
How  to  lie,  and  to  betray : 
He  that  haJs  me  first  is  blest ; 
For,  I  may  deceive  the  rest 

Could  I  find  a  blooming  youth,       ' 
Full  of  love,  and  full  ot  truth,         .  *;. 
Brisk,  and  of  a  jaunty  mein — 
I  should  long  to  be  fifteen. 


Gentle  Maid,  ah!  why  Snspect  Me? 

Oentle  Maid,  ah  !  why  suspect  me? 
Let  me  serve  thee — then  reject  me  : 
Canst  thou  trust  and  I  deceive  thee  ? 
Art  thou  sad,  and  shadl  I  grieve  thee? 
Gentle  maid,  ah  !  why  suspect  me  ? 
Let  me  serve  thee — then  reject  Me. 

Oh!  Ked  Looked  the  Sun! 

Id  tb«  Opara  of  "  Tb«  egyptlso  raatlTkl.") 


Oh  !  red  loooked  the  sun  on  that  sad  fatal  day, 
When  poor  me  from  my  country  white-man 

tore  away : 
While,  wringing  his  hands,  Bambra  sighed  on 

the  shore : 
"  My  Nigra,  alas !  is  no  more— is  no  more  V 

The  sea,  too,  was  troubled,  and  loud  roared  the  wini 
But  my  heart  was  more  troubled  for  him  left  behind  ; 
"Tis  my  Bambra's  hard  fate  that  aloue  I  deplore  : 
For,  be  now,  alas !  is  no  more — is  no  more  I 

As  the  breeze  swelled  the  sails,  so  with  grief 

swellud  his  heart : 
For,  he  vowed  he  could  ne'er  live  from  Nigra  apart ; 
Then  he  plunged  in  the  sea,  and  £eu:  fh>m  the  shore 
He  sunk,  and,  alas  !  is  no  more— is  no  more  ! 


>..■-...      Cnitom  Prevailing. 

Onatom  prevailing  so  long  'mongst  the  great. 

Makes  oaths  easy  potions  to  sleep  on, 
Whioh  many  (on  gaining  good  places)  repeat, 

Without  e'er  d<»igmng  to  keep  one. 
For,  an  oath's  seldom  kept  as  a  virgin's  Cair  fSuns^ 

A  lover's  fond  vows,  or  a  prelate's  good  name  * 
A  lawyer  to  truth,  or  a  statesman  frooi  Uamo, 

Or  a  patriot's  heart  in  a  oomtkr. 


/  i  -■. 


TH£    8I]VG£RS'    JOVRMAI^ 


SI 


L.  8  D. 
or  Pounds,  Shilling  and  Penc«. 

A  man  withont  money  ,< 

Ib  thought  but  a  fool,         '  ■  V  .',;.   \ 
In  these  daj-s  of  wealth — 

Now,  when  I  went  to  achool, 
I  was  told  to  be  fond 

Of  my  A.  B.  C,  :. 

Bnt  now  I'm  much  fonder      '-■  ■'  -  " 
OfL.  S.  D.  ~  ;    -    -^ 

L.  S.  D.,  L.  S.  D., 
That  is  the  stuff  for  yon  and  me : 
All  the  world  over,  well  we  know, 
lis  money  that  makes  the  mare  to  ga 

A  man  may  find  friends, 

Be  he  e'er  such  a  snob. 
As  long  as  he's  got 

L.  S.  D.  inhisfob,  ,:/    % 

While  the  true  gentleman. 

But  a  poor  chance  stands  he. 
If  he's  found  to  b«  JVinw 

Of  L.  S.  D.  : :      L.  S.  D.  4o. 

•    Those  letters  are  balm  .  , 

To  the  Miser's  soul,  :  - ;    .t 

And  for  them  men  travel 

From  Pole  to  Pole, 
And  we  even  find  nati(»is  ,^' 

Will  oft  disagree, 
And  the  "bone  of  contention" 

IsL.  8.  D.  L.  S.  D.  4c 

A  lover  will  kned  '  .      • 

At  his  lady-love's  feet, 
And  eternal  fidelity 

Vow  to  "  his  sweet," 
But  he'll  look  for  his  hi^ 

And  he  quickly  will  flee^ 
If  he  finds  out  she's  short  ^ 

Of  the  L.  8.  D.        >         L.  8.  D.  Ac. 

A  damsel  may  chance 
Have  a  lover— perhaps  two : 
'■\  If  one  breaks  his  promise, 

■     He's  likely  to  rue  : 
1^,   For,  she'll  go  into  court,  ]■■,_ 

AJid  the  lawyers  she'll  fee^ 
And  her  broken  heart's  mended 
WithlxS.  D.  L.S.D.  4c 

It  is  called  "filthy  lucre." 

"  Dross,"  "  Satan's  sweet^toH* 
■    But  I  ne'er  knew  a  man 

To  confess  he'd  enough  I 
Tis  the  root  of  all  evil, 

Some  poets  agree : 
If  you  wish  to  get  rid  of  it. 

Give  it  to  me.  L.  8.  D.  Ac. 


The  Flower  OirL 


Forbid  it,  kind  heaven,  that  my  parent  should  sigb, 

While  I  can  sell  flowers  in  the  street — 
My  poor  little  sister,  too,  surely  would  die, 
Ihd  I  cease  to  procure  ^em  some  meat 
Then  buy  my  sweet  flowers,  and  shidd  as 

from  sorrow, 
What  I  earn  to-day  we  must  live  on  to-morrow. 

Ah !  hod  not  my  father  been  killed  in  the  war, 
And  left  us  both  friendless  and  poor, 

I  should  not  thus  wander  with  flowers  so  £«;'    -  v 
And  cry  them  at  every  door. 

Then  buy  my  sweet  flowers,  4c. 

My  mother,  alas !  since  my  father  is  dead,     >  ^ 
Is  almost  deprived  of  her  sight,  /    -v. 

And  I,  for  my  sister  and  her  to  get  bread,         ■;  '^^  -i 
Cull  flowers  as  soon  as  'tis  light 

Then  buy  my  sweet  flowers,  4o. 


At  First  Like  an  Infant  Appearing. 

*~ 

At  flirst  like  an  infemt  appearing. 

With  neither  his  bow  nor  his  dart,    ■ 
To  his  wiles  we  attend  without  fearing, 

Till  he  creeps  by  degrees  to  car  heajL 

When  soon  for  ourfolly  requited, 
Tjiis  guest  the  sole  master  we  find : 

For,  scarce  to  the  bosom  invited,  ? 

He  lords  it  at  will  o'er  the  mind.      - 


tm-tm*-^ 


The  San  That  Lights  the  Roses. 

Tho'  dimpled  cheeks  may  give  delight. 

Where  rivid  beauties  blossom  : 
Tho'  balmy  lips  to  love  invite. 

To  ecstasy  thy  bosom  : 
Tet  softer  than  yon  summer's  sky  ", 

Each  blushing  tint  discloses. 
Give  me  the  lustre  beaming  eye,   :;;■': 

The  sun  that  lights  the  roses. 

The  voice  of  love  is  soft  and  clear, 

Eiciting  fond  emotion  : 
How  sweet  it  sounds  upon  the  ew. 

Like  music  on  the  ocean  ! ' 
Yet  dearer  fiw  to  lover's  sight 

The  eye  that  truth  disdosea,  _ 
SorpasBing  with  its  q;>leindor  bsi|^ 

TttfigoD  Omt  lii^tB  the  raaw, 


There's  Danger  on  the  Line. 

It  we'd  bnt  only  look  ahead,      ,     ". 

In  journeying  through  life,     ;  :     .:     :    :> , 
What  accidents  by  flood  and  fl^d        ;    -     vr .;". 

'Twould  save  us  in  the  strife  ! 
The  railway,  has  its  signal  light. 

And  so  in  life  have  we  : 
They  only  want  attention,  and  >  ;  ■ /'J •.''■/' f\: 
No  danger  there  would  be. 

Fc:,  the  white  light— all  right-^.        ,;>' 
Gk>-aheftd  in  safety —  , ,  ■/  ;  i  J 

The  green  light,  seen  right,     •♦I  . 

Will  caution  us  iu  time  :  -  ■''•/-.  *    -'■ 

But  the  red  light— shown  bright —  j 

Brings  us  up  right  hasty  : 
For,  when  they  show  the  red,  we  know 
liiere's  danger  on  the  line. 

For  instance,  look  at  courtship  now—         ,    '■, 

A  road  you'd  think^ell  knowu^  j''  '• 

The  warnings  placed  along  this  line 

Are  pretty  plainly  shown  :  .♦ 

But  folks  rush  past  the  junction 

With  bliudnesti  to  their  fate. 
Ne'er  stopping  till  they're  past  the  points. 

And  then,  of  course,  too  late 

For,  the  white  light,  4c 

For  matrimonial  signals  then 

We  haven't  far  to  gaze, 
The  warnings  are  in  plenty  shown. 

And  strike  us  with  amaze  : 
The  safety  Ught  along  this  branch, 

I'm  sorry,  seldom  shows  : 
Then  look  well  to  your  coupling,  boys^ 

£re  each  the  journey  goes. 

For,  the  white  light,  4c 

Then  push  along  thro' life,  my  boys,         -v'  ^ 

But  heed  well  what  I  say  : 
Don't  pass  or  snub  the  cautions  that  :-■'     ■ 

You  meet  with  by  the  way  :  , ,?  ,; 

And  if  you'd  safely  reach  the  end. 

Just  keep  yourself  awake. 
And  when  you  find  there's  something  wrong, 
•'■'  ■  llien  quickly  ply  the  brake. 

For,  the  white  light,  4c 


Something  in  tho  City. 

Fve  furnished  rooms  at  Gambenral^ 

Of  a  morning  out  I  crawl, 
Perhatjs  take  a  city  omniboat 
PerLips  don't  go  out  at  all : 
My  movtiimeuts  are  uncertain  qoile 

And  curious  folks  I  pity  : 
The  conclusion  they  all  come  to,  la 
I'm  something  iu  the  city. 

I'm  something  in  the  city, 
I'm  something  in  the  city  : 
They  don't  know  quite,  they  think 

they're  tij^ 
rdi  Something  in  the  mtj. 

Some  fiuicy  I'm  a  banker's  deri^ 
Or  else  on  the  exchange  : 
'  Landladies  think  I'm  a  cashier, 
Because  I  so  often  change. 
Some  think  I'm  in  the  «-ine  trade^ 
Or  a  lawyer,  "  more's  the  pity  V  » 

:  At  any  rate),  they're  all  agreed  , 
::.    I'm  something  in  the  city. 


Ohona. 


Lovely  Charmer,     ^v,; 

Lovely  charmer,  dearest  creature^ 

Kind  invader  of  my  heart :  '• 

Graced  with  every  gift  of  nature. 

Graced  with  every  help  of  art : 
Oh !  could  I  but  make  thee  love  me^ '  '■■■'-■■ 

As  thy  charms  my  heart  have  mored- 
None  could  e'er  be  blessed  above  me, 

None  could  e'er  be  more  beloved.  ... 


Here  Lies  a  Philosopher. 

Here  lies  a  Philosopher,  knowing  and  brave. 
From  whom  madam  nature  ne'er  hid  the 

least  wonder, 
Who,  looking  to  heaven,  tumbled  into  hia  grave. 
And  diadauMd  tliat  same  earth  that  he, 

Tottiag,  liaaimclar. 


Perhaps  I  meet  with  Smith,  we  have  a 

And  talk  about  the  weather  : 
When  in  comes  Brown  (you  all  know  Brown), 
"  >    We  "  hpb  and  nob  "  together ; 
.>  When  I  am  gone.  Brown  says  '  who  ia  that  chap  f" 
':  ,     "  That's  Johnson,  rather  witty. " 
; ;  V  J'Whatis  he?"  "Blest  if  I  can  tell— 
>  -       He's  a->-a  something  in  the  city." 

Spoken  :    Of  course,  a  fella  couldn't  walk  op  to 

another  fella  and  ask  the  fella  how  be  got  hia  U^Bfc 

could   he?    it  would  puzzle  some  fellaa    to  taS, 

wouldn't  it  ?  fibil  find  it  highly  req>eotable  to  1 

Something  in  the  dty,  4a. 

On  peoplesl  curiosity 

I'd  never  put  a  stt^per : 
So  let  them  think  me  what  they  chooaa^ 

As  long  as  it's  something  proper. 
But  if  I  tell  you— you'll  keep  it  dark 

Or  else  'twould  be  a  pi^ — 
Well  now,  u>ken  I'm  in  the  dty,  I  am 
•        SonuOiin^  in  the  city. 

I'nf  something  in  the  dt^, 
Yaas.  something  in  the  city : 

teu'll  find  it  highly  proper  to  be 
Something  iu  the  city. 


VoToil  |e  Down-Hearted,  Boyi, 

This  worid  to  some  seems  like  a  Add, 
Where  naught  but  weeds  will  grow. 
While  many,  less  deserving. 

Often  reap  what  othen  sow. 
Some  are  always  up  and  dcnng^ 

Others  pine  and  mope. 
And  forget  the  good  old  aajinff— 
"While  there's  life,  there's  nope." 
Should  fortune  frown  upon  jo% 

Or  dark  thoughts  interiope^ 
Banish  them  at  once,  my  boys  )m 
For,  while  there's  life,  then'a  hopSk 

Let's  watch  your  noble  veaael. 

With  her  nappy  crew  on  deck ! 
Ere  long  upon  the  wave  she's  daaha^ 

A  dull  and  dismal  wreck. 
Her  boats  are  lost,  her  mninmant  gooa^ 

But  cling^ig  to  the  rope. 
You  hear  her  seamen  whisper  atOl : 
; :  f  Wl^  there's  life,  there's  hope." 

Should  fartima  ftowB,  i 


The  miner  underneath  the 

Toils  on  from  day  to  day  J 
In  darkness  and  oblivion 

His  life  is  paased  away. 
With  sad  mishap  or  deadly  damp 

He  often  has  to  cope. 
His  comfort  still,  whUe  waitiiii^  i»~ 

"  While  tkflre's  life,  there's  bopa" 

Shoold  fixtmaftowB, 


Why  are  lawyea  like  aheanf     Bccaqae 
don't  cot  each  owar,  but  on^  what  oontaa 
than.  I 


^^"r  fAO^^^  •«.  ic.^..,.*.' 
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At 


THE    SINGERS'    JOrRIVAI.. 


Shy,  Shy,  Dreadfally  Shy. 

Had  I  been  a  monk  or  a  Hermit  that  dwelt'    ' 

In  a  care  where  the  worid  could  not  see, 
I  then  might  be  qaiet,  collected  and  cool. 

But  fate  has  not  willed  it  to  be  : 
Tm  thrown  on  the  world  with  its  troubles  and  tlials, 

To  avoid  (hem  I  every  day  try  ;         , .      . 
I'm  nervotis,  fidgety,  very  reserved,  v '  '; 

In  fiict  Fm  most  awfully  shy, 
I  can't  look  a  girl  in  the  face  but  I  bluah —  • 

For,  I  feel  most  awfully  shy.     •. 
Chorus  :  Shy,  shy,  shy,  shy  !         "  ^ 

Oh  !  I'm  so  shy — dreadliilly  shy: 
Bhy,  shy,  shy,  Hhy  ! 
I  can't  pass  a  stay  shop,  becaose  I'm  ao  shy. 

Some  people  go  to  the  theatre,  each  night,  •     , 

To  see  actresBes  dreused  comme  U  faui. 
But  I  never  will  otuit  my  eyes  on  the  stage 

UnfesH  the  footlights  they  put  low  ; 
There's  the  baljet  girls,  too,  so  graceful  to  view- 
To  see  them  is  Btretched  every  eye  ; 
To  some  this  is  good,  but  'tis  not  so  to  me  : 

For,  I  fell  mont  awfally  shy. 
Ballet  girls'  movements  are  all  very  well, 
But  I  feel  so  dreadfully  shy— 
Chorus  :  Shy,  shy,  shy,  shy  ! 

Oh !  I'm  so  shy-  dreadfully  shy  :     - 

Shy,  shy,  shy,  shy  ! 

I  would  if  I  could,  but  I  can't :  I'm  ao  shy  I 

For  all  Fm  ao  shy,  I  once  fell  in  love  : 

To  my  sweetheart  no  question  could  pop. 
For  hours  I  would  sit  by  my  loved  one  and  say — 

Nothimj  1  and  then  I  would  stop  ; 
She  put  the  question,  I,  blushing,  said  "yea," 

Got  married-  - 1  felt  I  should  die 
T»  think  of  the  future,  tears  eame  to  my  eye« — 

For,  I  felt  so  uncommonly  why — 
Yes,  to  think  of  the  future,  tears  came  to  my  eyes— 
For,  I  felt  so  uncommonly  shy. 
Chorus :  Shy,  shy,  shy,  shyl! 

Oh  !  I'm  so  shy — dreadfully  shy  : 

Shy,  shy,  shy,  shy  ! 

When  I  put  on  the  ring,  I  was  awfully  shyl 


The  Old  Log  Cabio  in  the  Lane. 

As  lang  \ij  Billy  and  MiggU  R>y. 


The  Little  Low  Boom 
Where  I  Conrted  my  Wife. 

My  brow  is  seamed  o'er  with  the  iron  of  yeais, 
And  the  snow-threads  are  gleaming  the  furrows 

among : 

My  eyes  have  grown  dim  in  the  shadow  of  tears, 
Svhere  the  flowers  of  my  soul  have  died  as  they 

sprung : 

But  memory  bears  to  me,  on  its  broad  wings. 
Bright  images  true  of  my  earliest  life  : 

And,  there,  'mid  the  fairest  of  all  that  is  seen. 
Is  the  little  low  room  where  I  coiurted  my  wife. 
Is  the  little  low  room  where  I  conrted  my  wife. 

That  low,  humble  room  seemed  a  palace  of  light. 
As  love  h#ld  his  torch,  and  illumined  the  scene 

With  glory  of  state  and  profusion  bedight, 

Where  1  was  a  monarch,  my  darling  a  queen  ; 

Ounelves  were  our  subjects,  pledged  loyal  were  each. 
And  which  shoold  love  best  was  our  heartiest  strife  ; 

What  tales  could  it  tell,  if  possessing  a  speech. 
That  Uttle  low  room  where  I  courted  my  wife. 
That  Uttle  low  room  where  I  courted  my  wife  I 

Warm  vows  has  it  beard,  the  warmest  e'er  spoke. 
Where  lips  have  met  lips  in  holy  embrace. 

When  feelings  that  never  to  utterance  woke, 
It  saw  oft  reveale<l  in  a  duplicate  face  ; 

The  sweet  hours  hastened,  how  quickly  they  flew. 
With  fervent  devotion  and  ecstasy  rrfe  ! 

Our  hearts  throbbed  the  hooia,  but  how  I  ne'er  knew. 
In  the  little  low  room  where  I  courted  my  wife. 
In  the  little  low  room  where  I  courted  my  wife. 

Th«  romuiee  of  youth  lent  its  raptmoiM  seat. 
And  fhirydom  knew  no  delight  Hke  our  own ; 

Oar  worda  wen  but  few,  but  ther  were  the  beat, 
A  dialect  sweet  for  ourselves  all  alone. 

So  anxious  to  hear  what  th(*  other  might  say, 
We  neithw  oonld  ntt^r  a  word  tor  our  life  ; 

Thns  the  hours  in  silence  pas^Hi  quickly  away, 
In  the  Uttle  low  room  wheru  I  ooorted  my  wife. 
In  lh«  littk»  low  room  whera  I  ooorted  my  wifia 


lam  getting  old  and  feeble  now,  I  cannot  work  no  more, 

I  have  laid  the  rusty-bladed  hoe  t^t  rest : 
Old  Massa  aud  old  MissuM  they're  bleeping  Hide  by  side. 

And  their  spiritet  are  now  roaming  with  the  blest ; 
Things  are  changed  about  the  place,  the  darkies 

all  am  gone, 

Aud  I  cannot  hear  them  singing  in  the  cane. 
And  the  only  friend  that's  left  uie  in  that  Uttle 

boy  of  mine, 

In  my  little  old  log  cabin  in  the  lane. 

There  was  a  happy  tinle  to  me,  not  many  years  ago. 

When  the  darkies  U8e<l  to  gtither  rouml  the  door  : 
They  used  to  siug  and  dunce  ut  uight,  and  play 

the  old  banjo  : 

But,  alas '  they  cannot  do  it  any  more  ; 
The  hinges  are  aU  ruKty  now,  the  diwr  is  tumbling  down 

Aud  the  roof  lets  in  the  sunshine  aud  the  rain  : 
Oh !  the  only  friend  that's  left  me  is  that  Uttle 

boy  of  mine. 

In  my  Uttle  old  log  cabin  in  the  lane. 

BOI. 

Oh  !  daddy,  don't  yon  be  so  sad  and  melancholy  now. 
For  you  there's  many  happy  days  in  store  : 

Although  you're  old  and  feeble,  your  boy  is  young 

aud  btrong. 
And  wiU  love  and  cherish  you  for  evermore  : 

I'll  try  and  do  the  best  I  can  to  make  vou  happy  now, 
I'll  comfort  aud  protect  yon  from  all  pain. 

BOTH. 

And  the  angels  they  wiU  bless  us  in  our  happy 

little  home. 

In  our  little  old  log  cabin  in  the  lane. 

OLD  MAN. 

Oh  !  child,  I  am  contented,  but  the  day  must 

(liiickly  come. 

When  I'll  have  to  leave  this  earth  for  eveniiore  : 
The  nngel«  they  will  take  mc  from  my  humble  little  cot. 

And  waft  me  to  that  bright  celestial  shore. 

BOT. 

Oh  !  don't  despair,  out  come  what  may,  yon 

will  be  happy  yet, 
If  from  sorrow  and  bad  feeling  you  refrain. 

BOTH.       -■'  .':  ■--'"  *  ■ 

Yat,  the  angels  they  will  bless  us  in  onr  happy 

Uttle  nome. 
In  our  little  old  log  cabin  in  the  lane. 


Fair  Ellen. 


Fair  Ellen  like  a  lily  g«ew. 
Was  Beauty's  fav'rite  flower, 

Till  falsehood  changed  her  lovely  bae^ 
She  withered  in  an  hoar. 

Antonio  in  her  virgin  breast 
First  raised  her  generous  sigh  : 

His  wish  obtained,  the  lover  blest 
Then  left  the  maid  to  die  - 


>-•♦►-< 


The  Faded  Leaf. 


In  their  robes  of  gold  and  crimson 

Tree  aud  shnib  in  turn  are  drest,  ,         . 

Only  witheretl  shreds  are  gathering 

In  the  flying  swiUIow'k  nest : 
Down  thd  grove  I  sadly  wander. 

Pressing,  oh  !  how  fervently  I  .;    \ 

To  my  lips  this  faded  leaflet 
That  my  Sadie  gave  to  me. 
Chorus  :    Autumn's  passing,  Winter's  coming. 
Soon  shall  snow  clothe  leaf  and  tree. 
But,  through  every  changing  season, 
'nreeAured  slmll  this  token  be  ! 

In  the  golden  west  is  sinking 

To  his  rest  the  wearied  sun. 
But  the  douils  that  veil  his  splendor 

Soon  must  vnuisb,  one  by  one  : 
And  some  friendly  sprite  is  whispering — 

"  Tmasured  stiU  that  token  be  ; 
SoAar  aim  bring  Uvelier  measures, 

'She  will  oome  again  to  thee  I"  GhorMs, 


When  Away  From  My  BeantifU  Kaid. 

When  absent  ttota  her,  my  aonl  holds  most  dear : 

What  a  medley  of  passions  invade  I 
In  this  bosom  what  anguish,  what  ho[>e,  and  what  fear 

I  endure  for  my  beautiful  maid  I 

In  vain  I  seek  pleasure  to  hghten  my  grie( 

Or  seek  the  gay  throng  in  the  shade  ; 
Nor  retirement,  nor  soUtude  yields  me  reUef, 

Whfu  away  from  my  beautiful  maid. 


!• 


The  Timid,  Awkward  Squad  I 

Oopjrigbt   1874  \>j  %.  H  Harding. 

The  mniio  of  till!  lunf  c*Db«obl>lD»d  of  E  H  Harding, 

Ho  288  Bowary    Maw-Tork-K  •KSiit  Fall  Uaale 

Sis*  Bbcet  for  10  canta. 


Ye  may  talk  about  your  ' '  Mulligan  Guards, " 

and  "Regidar  Army,  oh  !" 
I  never  shall  forget  the  day  I  started  for  to  go 
And  be  a  bold  Miliahee  boy,  so  happy,  gay  and  free  : 
In  the  gallant  '■  Sixty  Ninth"  I  jined  the  ranks 

of  Company  G, 
They  put  me  in  the  "  Awkward  Squad  "  wid 

"bout  a  dozen  more  : 
Wid  a  musket  on  me  shoulder,  sure,  they  made 

me  walk  the  floor. 
We  marched  unto  the  right  and  left,  until  me 

feet  were  sore, 
When  we  were  in  tne  Timid,  Awkward  li^uad. 

Caoaua. 
Lift  I  Ufl !  the  Sargint  used  to  oiy  : 
Now  ye's  have  it !  can't  ye  keep  it? 
Turn  yer  head  this  way  f  Kight  about  1  ; 
Shoulder  arms  I  an  hour  every  day. 
Whin  we  were  in  the  Timid,  Awkward  Sqnad. 

I  found  it  very  diffikilt  to  kape  the  step  at  all 
Along  wid  aU  the  others,  whin  paradiu  in  the  Hall : 
At  aich  mistake  I  used  to  make,  the  Saigint  he 

would  say : 
' '  Yer  as  awkward  as  the  Di vil — doant  ye  hould 

yer  goon  that  wf  jr  f 
Whin  e'er  he'd  spake  an  ordher,  but,  egad  1   'twas 

wid  a  vim  : 
I  often  wished,  upon  me  soul !  to  put  a  head  on  him — 
But  he,  at  leatit,  weighed  twenty  stone,  while  I 

was  very  shlim 
From  marchin  iuthe  Timid,  Awkward  Squad. 

.      Chorus. 

Whin  we're  considered  compitint  into  the  Company, 
They'U  put  us  in  the  ranks  at  wanst,  and  there 

they'U  let  us  be — 
And  under  Sargints'  orders  thin  no  longer  we  wiU  plod, 
Shonldher  arms  aud  counter  marchin  in  the 

Timid,  Awkward  S<inad  : 
Whin  out  intf)  the  stmte  we  go  to  hiivo  a  foine  parade. 
We'll  be  looketi  u^n  wid  pride,  me  boys,  by 

*  every  servant  maid. 
And  wid  the  sar^t  on  onr  right,  no  more  we'U 

be  afraid 
Of  marchio  in  tb*  Zimi^  Awkward  Squad  - 
.;         .■  ^^' ■■■■•■"•  J.  .■'--'■■  .-,'v    ^■■;,'.^;v,■      Chorus. 

Tf  ever  Fm  promoted,  and  a  Gineral  T  be, 

I'll  make  'em  feel  me  vingeanoe,  all  the  Sarginta 

under  me ! 
ni  have  'em  marchin  every  day,  or  carryin  the  hod. 
For  IkJing  BO  uncivil  to  the  Timid,  Awkward  .Squad  ; 
And  if  they  should  retallyate  or  give  me  any  talk, 
I'U  rejuce  thim  to  the  ranks  at  wanst,  and  there    v 

I'll  make  'em  walk. 
If  that  aint  puniakmint  enough,  ' '  like  any 

other  gawk" — 
Gad  !  Ill  put  tUbn  in  the  Timid,  Awkward  Souad 

Qiorua. 


When  Lowely  Woman  Stoope  to  Folly. 

When  lovely  woman  aloops  to  folly. 
And  finds  too  late  tbat  men  betray. 

What  charm  can  soothe  her  mdanoholyt 
What  art  oan  jwaah  her  guilt  away  T 

The  only  way  her  gaili  to  eorer. 
To  bide  her  shame  from  every  ay^ 

To  giira  repentanoe  to  her  lorer, 
ijtd  wimg  Ua  boHBB  i»~to  dia. 


^ 


THE     SIMOER'S    JOCRIVAL.. 
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The  Onginal  Dead  Beat 

▲ir  :  Pr«tty  Maid  mllklBi  httmm. 


There  wm  «  jonnff  man,  in  the  oitr,  .  V  ' 

A  nd  no  one  could  tell  where  he  urad  :      > .  a  ; 
And,  if  you'll  just  list  to  my  dit^^  ,■  ■      ,v      ; 

His  history  to  you  I  will  give.  ' 

He  dressed  in  the  height  of  the  fashion. 

And  all  the  fair  damsels  he'd  meet. 
Would  whisper  :  O  my  !  ain't  he  dashing  f '  ';;' 

But  they  knew  not  he  wm  a  Dead  Beat. 

CHORDS 

It's  of  a  wealthy  eod-fish  merehant'e  daughter, 

Ue  courted  her  out  on  the  sly  : 
A  large  thing  on  iee  he  now  thought  her. 

Ana  to  get  at  her  Stamps  h«  did  try. 

He'd  take  her  to  Maillard'i  and  1  aylor's, 

And  call  for  refreshments  so  fine  : 
loe-cream,  Charlotte  Uusse,  or  game-suppers, 

V\  ashed  down  with  a  bottle  of  wine  : 
▲nd,  when  tlie  refreshments  were  ended, 

He'd  murmur  in  accents  so  sweet .  . 
Just,  lend  me  your  pocket-book,  darling  .  . 

And  she'd  sling  it  out  to  this  ]>ead  Beat. 

It's  of  a  wealthy  cod-fish,  Ao. 

One  day,  an  elopement  was  suggested  }     V^ 

bhe  Very  soon  gave  her  consent  : 
His  stamps  in  a  carriage  invested. 

And  to  a  North-Kiver  Steam-boat  they  vent  : 
A  detective  he  met  on  the  pier, 

And  these  are  the  words  did  him  greet  : 
I  want  you,  my  shiner  of  queer  : 

For,  1  think  you're  a  wealtliy  Dead  Beat  I 

It's  of  a  wealthy  cod-fish,  dc. 

This  fair  damsel  was  taken  heme,  in  a  passion  : 

W  hat  horrors  her  bosom  now  filled  ! 
Charles  Augustus  was  tried,  the  next  Sessions, 

For  passing  off  Counterfeit- bills. 
They  gave  hun  twelve  months  on  the  Island, 

And  there,  any  day  you  will  meet : 
Breaking  stones,  in  the  quarry, 

Is  this  wealthy,  but  played  out  Dead  ISeat ! 
It's  of  a  wealthy  cod-fish,  A«. 


•••- 


The  Song  My  Mother  Used  ip  Biny. 

Written  and  Oonipo<ed  i  7  Ralph  Loomls. 

Oh  !  Lady,  sing  that  song  again, 
'1  he  one  my  mother  used  to  sing  : 

It  cheers  my  lieart,  and  I  would  &n 
Livten  to  the  strains  that  ring 

80  sweetly  in  my  mem'ry  still. 

As  when  she  taught  my  childish  Toioa 

To  lisp  the  song — I  loved  it  then  : 

iOhl  how  it  made  my  heart  rejoice  : 
,     "Lulhiby,  Lullaby, 
Reet  thee,  my  baby  boy  : 
Lullaby,  Lullaby—" 
1  he  song  my  mother  used  to  dag. 

Methinks  I  hear  her  lovely  voiaa^ 
As  first  it  fell  upon  my  ear,       ' 
The  melody,  it  is  my  ehMce,  * 

Song  by  her,  my  mother  dear  ; 
80  sweetly  doth  its  cadence  &11 

Upon  my  ravished  soul,  what  bUsa  I 
I  eannot  tliink  her  dead  and  gone, 

1/  1  hear  a  strain  hke  this  :  . 

I  "  Lullaby,  Lullaby, 

Best  thee,  my  baby  boy:   ' 
Lullaby.  Lullaby-" 

The  song  my  mother  osed  to  dag. 
•  <-.■,- 

That  strain,  alas  !  it  doth  neaU 

Her  lovely  voice  and  image,  too. 
And  pains  me  maeh  :  for,  Mie  hath  gsaa 

To  dwell  in  heav'n  beyond  my  view—  '. 
Tet  sweetly  doth  its  aeoeaU  fall 

L'pon  my  ear,  but  not  in  vain  : 
The  cold,  eold  grave  and  fan'ral  paQ 
Will  take  me  to  her  arms  afsia. 
"  Lullaby,  Lullaby, 
Best  thee,  my  mother  dear  : 
LoDaby,  Lullaby—" 
The  song  my  mother  used  to  ilnf  ■ 


Minds  ^hi«|»  are  too  mwh  elated, 
polled  49^^^ 


Issmre  toba 


Fm  Off  For  Kieartfua. 

lane  by  Frank  Lam,  tha  Orest  Sensation  Ooatle  Uager. 


One  day  while  walking  down  Broadwseh..  .'v.;--: 

Wl/at  should  I  meet.  •;•-     ■ '  '• '•', . 

ComlDK  np  the  street,  ... 

But  a  seiaier  naf ,  ..x^'^':' 'J.r'-:].  ,"■;.■' 

1b  k  grand  srny. 

Who  bati  been  lo  Nicaragua  ?  >.,  -    -  -^ 

He  took  me  >varml]r  by  the  band.  .■^  ,'.  •  ::<.'; 

Aud  aaya  :    '  Old  fellow,  joa'r*  my  maa.'%..: 

How  would  yon  like 

A  soldier's  life.  •.;.::    " 

On  the  pUins  of  Kicaragtia  f  :  ^ . 

Then  come  with  me  down  to  tha  ship, 

I'll  qaickly  send  yon  en  your  trip. 

Dou't  atop  t<i  think  :  for.  thera's  maat  aad  dilBk 

On  the  plains  if  Mlcarsgna.  " 

1  acarcely  knew  what  t«  do  or  saf  1  :;:''•  ■,.■■•-!•■■■''. 

No  money  I  hsd.  .        ;      ■  .  ■-■ ' 

My  boots  were  bad.  :■    ,.•'..'  ,';'.    J 

Hat  WM  goua.  .  riV  ;'•'-'      '-''■■•"  :'^ 

My  pants  ware  torn. 

So  1  was  off  for  Nicaraima. 

He  took  me  in  and  did  me  trett, 

Oave  ma  a  clKSr  snd  srob  to  eat ; 

And  on  bia  scroll  did  my  uaoiC  envolit     .  :   .-  ' 

A  siildlet  for  Nicaragua  j-  .    :'     " 

He  took  iLS  do'ND  nntu  the  ahip, 

Qoickly  a<!ut  me  on  my  trip  : 

int.  O  Lord  '  wasn't  I  aca-sick, 

Ooing  to  Nicarsgoa !  < .'  ..~'      -^ ;■  ;  ': 

Bnt  after  ten  days  of  sailing  a«|f,  '-  ' 

We  aaw  tbe  land  of  San  Juaa  * ..       '    , 

My  heart  beat  light : 

For,  I  thought  it  all  right. 

Whrn  I  got  to  Nicaragua. 

But  when  tbey  got  me  ou  the  shoM^' 

Tliey  pot  me  with  alMot  twenty  BMM. 

To  light  sway 

Or  be  hauce^   they  say. 

Far  going  to  Nicaragna. 

Now  wasn't  I  lu  B  pretty  flsf 

If  I  could  ouly  have  cat  ui  j  atloka. 

Tou'd  ucTer  caught  me  playing  sack  tricks, 

As  going  tu  Nicaragua. 

Next  miming,  tlien   In  grand  array,  ,j:     ;.-' 

All  I'airged  and  Jadsd, 

We  were  paraded. 

At  dote  .f  day.  :'-:,■■'.:  ,^J  '-^  '    '"■*-: 

We  were  inarched  away 

To  tbe  urniy  lu  N'carugua. 

Not  a  bit  of  breakbst  did  I  sea. 

And  dliinei' was  the  aau*  to  ma.    ■ 

Two  fried  cats  ..    "      .'->i;      •'■'    ' 

And  thiee  slewed  rata  ■:'... 

Were  sapper  in  Nicaragna. 

Marcbing  all  day  with  acre  feet. 

Plenty  uf  lighting  and  uotbiug  to  SMl^  '.  -  :.^ 

How  I  sltfbrd  for  picklod  pigs' feet^.    ,-.,''  > 

Way  down  In  Nicaragua !  '  '      •.    . 

The  Ooata  Ricans  tackled  na  one  daf : 

lu  the  first  alarm, 

I  lost  my  arm  : 

Bat  we  made  them  yleM^.'^l:",',' 

On  Rivas'  field 

Way  do»u  in  Nlcarat^na. 

Tbe  Yankee  boy  a  fuaght  long  and  wall, 

Tbay  gave  tboae  Coata  Bleana— flta  I 

Bnt  wasn't  1  dry 

And  hungry.  '■ 

Way  down  in  Nicaraena  ! 

Marching  all  day,  and  fighting  awaj, 

Nothing  to  aat  qnita  as  mtMh  pay,   ..  .■ 

Do  it  all  for  glory,  thsy  aay,  • ;  . 

Way  down  in  Nicaragua. 

But  when  I  was  on  duty,  one  day,      ;...': 
Give 'em  th*  Blip—  .,  j   ^     ..      .■ 

Jnalp•d  cd  the  ship,         ;.  '     ■  '       ' 
And  bid  Rood-bya,  ..    v    ; :.  : 

ForcTcr  and  aye. 
To  the  plains  of  Nicaragna. 
And  wben  I  got  to  old  New-Tork, 
I  filled  myself  with  beans  and  pork :  V  ' 

My  frlaa<ta  I  cheer  aad  in  lager-beer 
Drown  times  in  Nicaragua. 
And  now  I  tread  Columbia's  land. 
Take  my  friends  all  l>y  ths  hand  : 
And  tf  ever  I  leave  'em.  may  I  be— blei 
Togo  toMiearagna. 


The  spirits  of  Washington   Warren.  Meatgomery 

Look  down    fioiu  tbr  clouds   « it h  bright  aspects  aaiaaa! 
Ooni".  Soldiers  !  a  tear  and  a  loaat  to  tbrir  aiSMory  * 

Rejoicing  tbey'li  aaa  us  as  oace  tbey  have  tteaa ! 
To  u«  iba  bivh  boon  by  tbe  U»ds  hae  baan  granlaa. 

To  S|M>ed  the  dad  tidings  uf  Liltarty  far  4 
Let  millions  itt«ada  us.  we'll  meat  tbem.  uadaaatad. 

And  vanquiah  them  by  t^  Amerteaa  Star  ! 

Tour  bauds  then  dear  comrades  ronnd  Liberty's  alter  : 

Cuiti  d  wt-'li  swear  liy  the  souls  of  the  Brave  ! 
Hot  oiM  from  the  strong  reaulatlon  aball  fclt^, 

We'll  lira  independent  or  sink  to  the  grave  : 
Tbeii    Fnenien   fill  Dp  !  lo  '  our  atrl|>ad  Buanar'a  Sying. 

I'he  proud  bird  of  Lilieriy  soars  Ibroagh  the  air! 
Bett'-atb  her  bright  pinions  Oppresaion  is  dyiaf  ! 

Success  to  tbe  beauilng  American  Star  ! 


-MM- 


The  Ameriean  Star. 


Obsse  sIHke  tbe  bold  saffcem.  the  wsr-dogs  ara  howling, 

Already  tbey  aagerly  anoff  up  their  pray  ; 
Tka  red  eloada  of  w/w  e'er  our  dwaiiinga  at*  aeowling. 

aeft  Paaoa  spreads  her  wings  and  flifs.  weeping  away  : 
Oar  lahiita  aSTigbtad.  cling  close  to  their  motherm. 

Oar  yautk  graap  ttoalr  s«orda  and  for  oombat  prapare. 
Wblla  BaiBly  is  weei  ing  fur  huBbands  and  brothers. 

Who  msreh  to  defaad  the  Aaaarioan  Star  ' 

Oema.  blow  tbe  ahrill  l>agia  the  wild  dmm  awaken, 

Tba  draad  rifla  arise  sud  let  eaoQons  loud  roar  : 
Xo  heart  with  pie  fear  or  fnlnt  doni. tings  bs  abaken, 

Xo  slave  s  hoatile  foot  laa<  a  a  print  on  onr  ehore  '■ 
■bull  mnthars.  wivrB  danKbiera  and  slaters,  left  weeping. 

luaaltad  i-y  ruttaaa   t>e  drang'd  10  -taapair  t 
Oh,  DO  :  fioiu  her  Bills  the  proud  Sagia  eontas  sweeplag. 

And  wavae  to  tka  Biave  tbe  Aaserteaa  Star ! 


t. 


The  Cracksman's  Chant 

Tba  Mnsle  esn  ha  obtained  at  the  Mnate-etot*  of 
Wm.  A.  Fund  a  Co.,  M7  *  8U  Broadway,  Hew-Tork. 

I  see'd  three  plioemen  in  the  strand, 

Lnddy.  fuddy.  oh  !  poor  luddy,  lieigho  I 

I  seed  three  p'lieemen  in  tbe  strand. 

And  I  knowed  as  they'd  got  a  eliase  on  hand, 

Luddy,  fuddy,  oh  !  poor  luddy,  beigho  I 
Chorus  :     Laddy,  fuddy,  oh  !  poor  Itiddy,  keigho 

And  I  see'd  as  they  axed  Ach  passer-by, 

Luddy,  fuddy,  on  !  poor  luddy,  beigho  I 
And  I  see'd  as  they  axed  each  passer-by, 
And  I  knew,  as  the  cove,  what  they  wanted 
Luddy.  fuddy,  oh  !  poor  luddy,  beigho  I 

First,  they  axed  a  ^nehman  they  ebaaaed  to  aaeet 

Luddy,  ftiddy,  oh  !  poor  luddy.  beigho  ! 
First,  they  axed  a  Frenchman  they  clwnecd  to  meet 

II  est  la  :  voUB  le  trouveres  tont-ae-aaite  I 
Luddy,  fuddy,  oh  !  poor  luddy,  beigho  ! 

Then,  they  axed  a  Putchman  :  Ya  mynheer  : 
Luddy,  fuddy.  oh  !  poor  luddy,  beigho  I 

I  see  yist  sesh  man  bass  py  here, 

Yille  I  sits  at  mein  toor  und  I  trinks  mein  peer  : 
Luddy,  fuddy,  oh  !  poor  luddy,  beigho  I 

Now,  why  did  this  threw  them  off  tbe  traok  ? 

Luddy,  fuddy,  oh  !  poor  luddy,  heiglni  ! 
Now,  why  did  this  throw  them  off  the  traek  f 
Cos  Frenchman  and  Dutchman 

Were  both  eoU  the  eraok 

Lnddy,  fuddy,  oh  I  poor  luddy,  beigho  I 


The  Wonderful  Eater 

'Words  by  h.  M.  Thornton— Air  :  The  Cork  Leg. 


rn  tell  a  story  !  hear  it's  true  : 
I'm  certain  it  will  astonish  yon  : 
It's  about  a  man  who  stood  ten  feet, 
And  everything  he  saw  he  d  eat. 

Bi  toeral,^ 

He  Ostrich  eggs  for  breakfast  eat, 
with  a  stewed  Hyena  fur  a  treat  : 
And  a  Conger  eel  he  used  to  broil. 
And  slioes  of  porpoise  fry  in  oiL 

Rjstoo-ral,  Aa. 

For  lunch,  be  roasted  a  rattle  snake. 
He  tliought  it  a  rare  tit- bit  did  make  : 
He  eat  up  a  Jackal  vefy  soon, 
And  cracked  the  bones  of  a  fine  Baboon. 

Ki-too-ral,  Ae. 

At  dinner  tiaae,  he  dispatehed  a  Shark, 
Likewise  a  Camel  —  Uh  !  what  a  lark  I 
He  used  to  dote  on  a  roasted  horse 
Hken  served  up  with  Alligator  sanoe. 

Ki-teo-ral,  Ae. 

At  tea  time,  oh  !  what  a  feast  made  he — 
He  eat  a  bear  and  a  chimpanzee, 
A  Lion.  Leo|>ard.  and   I  iger.  too. 
And  licked  ois  gums  o'er  a  Kangaroo. 

Bi-too-ral,  A*. 

He  had  for  his  supper  sonething  light, 
A  ^ckled  Dolphin  went  oat  of  siglH  : 
Ue  said  fat  laii(e  joioU  be  did  not  csrt, 
As  tbey  wens  apt  to  prodooe  nigbt-mara. 

I  {  Ui-too-nd,  Aa. 

At  ninty-elght  he  his  last  hrMth  drew  : 
They  hurried  him  at  a  phtec  ealKd  Kew. 
I  d  rather  have  kept  biro  oite  week  than  twe^ 
My  i^  afMnpaoitms.  what  ssj  yon  t 
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The  Aotor't  Daughter  :       ■■ 
(  Contmued. ) 

When  h«  FMohed  lh«  end  of  the  street,  h«,  too, 
threw  liiiDoelf  into*  cab^nd  told  the  man  to  drire 
M  fut  M  hie  iteed  would  go  to  Mrs.  Middlehnret'i 
house. 

Let  «•  harry  on  in  advanee  of  all  theee  agitated 
personages,  and  see  what  is  going  on  in  the  garden 
pavilion,  where  the  worthy  matron  had  ordered  the 
soaeh  to  be  in  readiness  for  her  intended  departure. 
This  day  has  been  very  bitter  to  her.  One  has  all 
«orls  uf  lies  in  a  place  where  one  has  resided  any 
iengih  of  time  ;  ties  that  are  hani  to  tear  aounder 
wh«-n  the  lime  eomes,  esi>ecially  when  one  leaves 
it  at  a  few  days  noli«e  oiilv-  A  wh  >le  hoot  of  ac- 
]nainiaiie--'«  wnuld  feel  offended  if  oneleft  the  pluoe 
«iilioiii  lii^t  calliii!;  to  say  good-hye.  Hut  Mrs. 
Midillt-liurxt  paid  non*'  of  tliene  visits  ;  she  packed 
and  prepared  for  tiie  journey  as  fa^t  as  she  could, 
•ending  her  servanla  about  on  errands,  till  they, 
too,  poor  souls.  w<>re  dead  tired !  I  hey  had  to 
lake  cards,  witii  a  few  hasty  words  written  upon 
them  in  pencil,  the  last  niomrnt,  to  her  best  frionds  ; 
then  parcels  had  to  be  fetched  from  different 
places,  bills  settled,  itc.  ttc. 

I  hus  the  servants  were  far  too  busy  to  trouble 
themselves  as  to  what  hud  brought  about  this 
sudden  journey,  and  why  Misn  Mary  had  locked 
herse'.f  up  in  her  room,  without  once  ringing  for 
one  of  them  to  as^ist  her  in  auy  way. 

When  visitors  eanie,  they  were  not  admitted 
eithrr  ;  only  one  was  allowrJ  to  enter  the  house, 
and  this  was  Beffrrlon.  Mrs.  Middlfhurst  had 
•t-nt  a  note  afkinK  him  to  come  ;  and  then  a  long 
converfalion  had  taken  place  beiween  them,  after 
whieh  the  genilenian  had  takt-n  a  tendrr  farewell. 
8hi>ril>  afU-rwardi-,  Mr».  Middlehur»l  spoke  to  her 
servants,  and  told  them  that  Mr.  Kefferi on  had 
kindly  underniken  to  vi.«it  tlie  house  occa?ionally, 
and  i-re  that  all  was  right  during  her  abxeiice. 

Iloldini;  hud  be«-n  ho  le-s  llian  twice  to  No.  14  ; 
but  on  both  occasions  wa.i  sent  away  without 
pffiiig  any  meniUr  of  the  family.  'I  he  second 
time  he  irceivtd  a  nufSHije  from  the  matron,  to 
llir.tf.  ct  ihal  he  wa^  to  pi,  a»e  lo  exeuKe  herseeitig 
him,  as  a  sudden  j  urney  ^ll<- wan  ol  1  ge<l  tound«-r- 
laUe  kf pt  !it-r  so  much  iinplo  ed  tliat  she  had  no 
lime  for  any  «>ne.  ^ll^•  added  I  hat  the  would,  how- 
evi  r,  write  in  a  couple  of  days  to  Mr.  Holding, 
I  hue  the  moment  for  departure  had  come  at  lasl. 
1he  >ad\  gave  a  sigh  <if  relief  al  the  thought  that 
all  had  Kone  off  .'<>  Well  ;  that  nolxKly  had  guessed 
of  the  miotake  I  hat  had  l>e«n  made  with  regard  to 
her  daughter,  for  she  had  not  (Ten  mentioned  the 
circum^'larlce  to  I  efferton. 

.>»he  was  now  quite  at  lil>erty  to  proceed  atonee, 
with  Julia,  to  liie  linle  pavilion  in  the  garden, 
which  was  close  to  llie  private  gate  leading  into 
th    i^ol  (ed  1  ne  nt  the  back  of  ih     house. 

.*»he  had  cho-en  thi^  mkmIc  of  quilting  her  house, 
in  order  to  prevent  the  Servants  from  foll«)wmg 
them  to  t\<i  carriaire.  wiiich  must  have  inevitably 
ensued  had  tl  e  vehiele  awaited  them  in  llie  street. 
.•She  was  afraid  of  them  seeing  or  takitjg  leave  of 
Jnlia.  as.  unfortunately ,  the  latter  s  figure  re^mbled 
Mary  s  not  in  the  least. 

ItwascloB  uiH>n  eight  o'clock.  Jnlia  had  thrown 
a  lart;e  e  oak  around  her,  and  hid  her  face  by  a 
thick  veil.  '  he  mairon,  too.  was  quite  ready  for 
starting  Both  ladies  emerged  from  their  ehanibers 
into  the  lighted  hu  1 

'  Now,  '  whisix-reil  Mrs.  Middlehurst.  "you  must 
hurry  as  fast  ns  yon  can  to  the  pavilion,  Mary.  I 
will  en  into  the  servants'  hall,  and  give  some  orders, 
whilst  \on  flip  acro^-s  there,  by  this  means,  I 
shall  deUin  them,  and  prevent  them  from  seeing 
yon.     I'll  follow  presently  myself.' 

Julia  did  a^  she  was  bid  >he  reached  the  garden 
pnvflion  unobserved.  Here  she  found  several 
Doxe"  and  earpet-l>a(rs,  which  had  already  beien 
«.  I't  there  bv  Mrs  Middlehu  st.  Her  next  action 
^' :■  lo  throw  I  er-.lf  iiiioaohairwhich  stood  io  the 
'     li'/i.ie-i  li  lie  r  oii>. 

i>,>M.>.-!'    cried  she,   with  a  deep  sigh; 
near:    threatens   to   burst,    it  is  Ixrating  so  ! 
at    will    Mr    Holding  say   wlien    he    eonies  ? 
What  wiU  he  say?" 
At  this  moDMot,  Mrs.  UiddUbarst  entered. 


.•.^j&r^-. 


'  **  TleaTen  be  praised  that  we've  got  as  far  as 
this  without  mishap !"  exclaimed  she.  "  The 
earriage  not  b«re  )/et  t  Well,  it  will  be  here  in  tha 
next  minute,  I  suppose." 

It  is  now  eight  o  clock. 

Julia  does  not  answer. 

"My  precious  child,"  said  the  other,  after  the 
had  gazed,  for  a  short  time,  at  her  daughter  in 
silence ;  "  do  you  know  that  I  really  admire  yon 
very  much?" 

"  And  why,  pray,  if  I  may  be  permitted  the 
question  J"  replied  Julia,  In  low  tones. 

She  was  so  much  agitated,  that  it  was  really  a 
.painfull  exertion  to  speak  at  all. 

"  I  admire  your  composure,  your  apathy,  to 
greatly." 

'•  Yes ;  that  certainly  is  my  strong  ftoint,"  re- 
plied Julia  smiling  ironically. 

"During  I  he  whole  of  this  afternoon,  you  have 
not  once  found  sufficient  time  to  question  me  re- 
specting y<iur  bridegroom  elect  ;  never  even  asked 
to  see  him.  though  tliis  was  rather  fortunate,  con- 
sidering he  has  had  no  lime  at  your  disposal." 

*■  Vou  were  so  occupied  yourself*  anrwered 
Julia,  slightly  embarrassed  :  "  so  interested  in 
packing  up  your  things  ;  and  the  moments  you 
spent  wilh  m«^were  so  hurried,  that  we  hardly  had 
time  to  say  a  few  words  to  one  another.  _  In  truth, 
I  had  no  opportunity  of  questioning  you  on 
the  subject  of  my  future  husband  ;  t>ut  I  am 
naturally  all  the  more  curious  to  see  him,  now 
that  the  time  is  drawing  so  near." 

"  i)\\,"  interrupted  the  other,  "  you'll  like  him 
fast  enough  when  you  see  him.  You  will  find  him 
a  trifle  awkward  and  shy,  I  admit;  but  wiih  the 
inferior  eduoaiion  whieh  you  have  received  through 

Am  neglect i'Ut  I  will  not  dwell  further   upon 

this  subject,  or  else  I  shall  become  quite  ill.  V\  ell, 
what  I  mean 'is  that  you  wil  feel  the  want  of  hi» 
education  less  in  consequence ;  and  this  is  the 
onU  piece  of  luck  in  the  whole  affair.  He  has 
alwltys  lived  in  the  country. 

'■  Lived  in  the  country  * — who  ? — my  bride- 
groom y  asked  Julia,  with  a  start. 

"  Well,  yes  ;  certainly  !"  cried  the  matron.  "  I 
should  think  my  worthy  cousin  has  not  b<.'en  to 
town  six  months  in  the  whole  course  of  his  life." 

"  Your  cowiin  ?  ' 

"  My  cousin,"  answered  Mrs.  Middlehurst.  "  But 
har''  !  the  carriage  is  coining.  1  hear  it  ap- 
proaching !" 

"  Hut  tell  me,  for  lieaven's  sake,  whom  you  are 
■peaking  of? ' 

"  Why,  of  your  cousin,  and  future  husband,  of 
course,  child.  I  do  not  know  whether  you  are 
aware  that  your  grandfother  had  a  younger  sister, 
who  married  a  Mr.  (Godfrey?  Philip  was  her 
Second  son." 

"  Oh,  merciful  powers  !"  shrieked  Jnli'a.  in  such 
a  terror-stricken  tone,  that  the  matron  would 
lave  thought  that  some  accident  had  l>efallen  her, 
if  the  approaching  vehicle  had  not  drowned  her 
T'ice. 

•'  So,  "  continued  Mrs.  Middlehurst,  when  the 
earriage  had  stopped,  and  the  noise  had  ceased — 
"so,  you  see,  he  is  your  cousin.  I  hope,"  added 
she  jokingly,  "that  the  clos«  relationship  will  not 
cause  you  to  make  any  scruples." 

''  Oh  !  "  sighed  Julia  to  herself,  ''  what  shall  I  do 
—  what  shall  I  do?  An  utter  stranger— a  man 
whom  I  know  nothing  of—  whom  I've  not  even 
seen !     What  a  terrible  situation !" 

'  These  two  little  bags,"  continued  the  elder 
lady,  seizing  one  of  them  as  she  spoke  "  can  easily 
fio  into  the  carriage  with  us.  You  take  the  other, 
Mary.  " 

Julia  never  heard  her  ;  she  felt  more  dead  than 
alive.  She  had  got  herself  intoa  terrible  dilemma, 
from  which  she  saw  no  outlet.  All  that  Mary 
told  her  left  her  no  doubt  that  Holding  was  the 
genthman  who  had  proposed  for  her  hand,  and 
that  it  was  he  who  was  to  accompany  them  on  the 
journey.  And  now  this  diseovery— now,  jast  at 
the  moment  it  was  too  late  to  do  anything!  Oh  ! 
it  was  too  t>-rrible— too  terrible!  Jnlia  could  have 
done  herself  some  injury  in  her  despair,  as  she 
thought  over  the  l>old  game  she  had  inten(?ed  to 
plav.  and  the  miserable  posiiiou  into  whieh  site 
Bad  thrown  her  elf 

"  I'll  mn  awaj  before  ever  this  eousin  arriree  I" 


theee  were  her  next  thought*  ;  "  for  if  I  am  once 
■hut  up  in  the  earriage  with  that  eonntry  bumpkin, 
I  shall  be  lost—  irrevocably  lost !  Oh,  dear !  oh, 
dear!  what  else  can  I  do?" 

Julia  seised  the  second  bag,  and  whil.<t  Mrs. 
Middlehurst  used  that  moment  in  putting  on  her 
gloves,  darted  frantically  towards  tne  parlor  door. 

But  she  had  nvt  reached  it  before  it  was  suddenly 
opened. 

A  man  with  a  large  coat  and  oilskin  hat  stepped 
into  the  room  :  it  was  the  coachman,  who  now 
ci.me  to  make  his  presence  known  to  the  ladies, 
whilst  his  man  held  the  horses  outside.  Coming 
suddenly  into  the  dnrkened  chamber,  he  was 
naturally  uiable  at  first  to  diatii.guish  the  oc- 
cupants of  the  apartment ;  but  they,  accustomed 
already  to  the  twifight,  saw  him  easily  enough. 

'1  hus,  to  Julia's  added  alarm,  she  iuddenly  saw 
herself  confronted  by  her  own  brother  Joseph. 

"  Oh,  now—  now,  all  mutt  l>e  lost !"  cried  ^he  to 
herself;  "  there  is  no  means  of  getting  out  of  this 
scrape  now !" 

>he  had  turned  aside  quickly,  and  thrown  her 

veil  over  her  fnc-. 

'Make  hasu-  with  the  boxes,  coachman,"  cried 
the  matron  ;  "  we  ar«  quite  ready,  and  are  only 
waiting  for  a  gentleman  who  is  sure  to  be  here  in 
a  minute  " 

"  W  here  can  my  cousin  be?"  added  she  presently, 
to  herself.     "  I  hope  he  won't  keep  us  waiting  !" 

"  Perhaps."  said  Julia  with  great  presence  of 
min<l,—  '- perhaps  he  may  be  coming  tiirongh  the 
house  ana  garden."  At  the  same  time  stepping 
towards  the  door,  as  if  on  the  point  of  looking  out 
for  some  one. 

But  Julia  was  particularly  unfortunate  in  her 
attempt  to  e>-caf>e.  She  had  not  reached  the  door 
before  it  opened  to  admit  a  man,  and  Julia 
recognised  him  at  once ;  for  it  was  Holding. 

'  Great  heavens!"  exclaimed  she;  "  then  it  was 
be,  after  all !  '  and  a  terrible  weight  seemed  to  lift 
itself  off  her  breast.  She  was  now  enabled  to  breathe 
more  freely.  All  that  was  to  follow,  and  whieh 
she  had  so  much  dreaded  t>efore,  seemed  as  nothing 
compared  to  the  scrape  she  had  expected  to  find 
herself  in. 

Julia  gave  up  all  idea  of  running  a«>ay  now. 

IheeldeiUady  in  the  meantime  altacked  Holding. 

'  You.  &U'.  Holding?  '  cried  she,  at  length,  as  if 
scarcely  believing  ihe  evidence  of  her  ow  n  eyes. 

"  Yes,  it  is  I,  madam !"  replied  he  ;  adding  in  a 
tone  of  bitter  irony,  "  You  refused  me  admittance 
twice  to-day ;  but  you  will  not  now  prevent  me 
fn)m  expressing  the  emotion — the  really  painful 
emotion  this  sudden  journey  of  yours  has  filled  me 
with." 

"Oh,  how  tiresome!— how  can  I  get  rid  of  this 
presuming  creature  l*"  said  the  lady,  antrrily  to  her- 
self ;  then  stepping  up  to  Julia  she  cried,  "  Get 
into  I  he  carriage  quickly,  Mary.     Do  yo»hear  ?" 

Julia  did  not  move,  h  'Wever. 

"  Under  whose  protection,  after  all,  are  yon 
ladies  going  to  travel?"  continued  Holding,  with 
the  same  bantering  tone  as  before,  although  he 
could  now  scarcely  control  his  feelings. 

"  Mr.  Holdini;.  "  exclaimed  the  matron,  who  was 
about  the  last  person  in  the  world  to  allow  an  im- 
pertinence to  escape  unnoticed,  "I  am  on  the  point 
of  taking  my  daughter  to  my  father's  honee.  I 
have  haJ  news  from  him  which  makes  my  presence 
necessary  ;  and,  moreover,  am  so  much  occupied 
that  I  have  really  no  time  at  your  disposal.  You 
will,  therefore,  oblige  me  very  much  by " 

"  I^y  K"i"K  ■  '  ^^f*  **y  ■  I  **"  quite  fancy  that ; 
but  do  not  be  offended  when  I  declare  that  I  wilt 
not  go  till  I  have  heard  from  your  flanghter 
whether  she,  too,  bids  me  to  depart.  I  owe  this 
much  to  her.  Yon  are  on  the  point  of  sacrificing 
the  poor  girl  to  this  cousin  whom  she  has  nt^ 
even  seen,  and " 

"  Foolish  creature ! '  screamed  the  other ;  "  this 
has  nothing  whatever  to — ^Bat  why  should  I 
stop  to  explain  matters  to  him?  '  added  the  lady 
to  liereelf.  "What  a  piece  ot  bnsiness  this  is,  to 
be  sure  !     What  shall  i  do  with  this  madmaa  ?" 

"  Allow  Mary  to  speak  freely  tome,  "  eontinned 
Holding,  with  passionate  eagerness,  at  the  same 
time  approaching  Julia,  and  passing  his  arm  round 
her  waist, 

"  Mr.  Holding,"  ezolaimcfl  liM  vatroB,  in  calm 
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toD«a,  "listen  to  me,  I  pray  Grant  me  tlii«  one 
request— namely,  that  you  )i;o  aw>iy  now,  without 
fai'ilirr  parlt-y,  and  pal.i«nily  await  the  written  ez- 
planaiiun  I  proiiii^e  to  send  y<>a.  Do  not  foro« 
yonr-elf  int«)  an  affair  of  a  totally  privnte  nature, 
which  I  have  no  time  nor  winh  to  explain  at  present," 

"  Nur  is  tliat  at  all  necessary,  madam, '  replied 
Kuldiiig,  bitterly,  "as  I  am  able  to  oeelhroagn  the 
whole  business  at  a  glance.  A  more  s'igible  and 
wealthy  Kuitor  has  presented  himself,  and  conse- 
quently the  promise  you  made  stands  for  nothing  !" 

"  Do  you  think  so  much  of  a  mere  promise.  Mr. 
Holding?"  said  Julia,  but  in  such  low  and  anritated 
tones  that  the  gentleman  never  noticed  the  differ- 
ence of  voice. 

"  Indeed,  I  do ;  it  ought  to  be  congidered  more 
holy  tlian  anything  else  in  this  worid,"  returned 
lioKIing  with  iiassionate  eagerness. 

Julia  was  about  to  advance  towards  the  window 
and  to  lift  her  vv^,  to  that  the  young  man  should 
recognise  lier,  when  she  suddenly  heard  a  strange 
voice  behind  her  exclaim,  "  I  hank  heaven — thank 
heaven,  you  are  still  here  1"  And  wiih  llii",  a  man 
dashed  into  the  room,  and  seizing  Holding  s  uriu, 
said,  "  Best  and  worthy  young  sir,  a  fearful  mis- 
understanding has  come  between  us— but  please 
do  nut  trouble  yourself  any  longer.  I  am  going 
off  with  my  bride  myself." 

"  Whatdo  you  want,  sir?"  cried  Holding,  turning 
briskly   round,    "Ah!    I   believe  it    is   you,  Mr. 

Godfrey  ?" 

"Itu;  and  I  am  fortunately  in  time  l<>  thank 
you  for  your  kindness  in  offering  to  go  off  with  my 
bride,"  replied  Philip,  who  had  arrived  at  tin 
bouse,  without,  however,  knowing  it,  even  sooner 
than  Mary  herself. 

"  I  will  relieve  you  of  the  trouble,"  added  he, 
seeing  that  the  other  had  no  intention  of  moving  ; 
"  there  was  some  misunderstanding,  as  I  said  before." 

'•  .■*ir,  you  have  surely  lost  your  wits !"  cned 
Holding. 

"  Indeed,  something  of  the  kind  must  have 
happened  this  morning  ;  but  now " 

At  this  moment  Philip  felt  his  right  hand  seized 
by  Julia,  whilst  her  left  sought  Holding's  arm,  and 
leading  them  both  thus,  they  approached  the 
window  slowly.  1  he  twilight  was  iusl  enough  to 
allow  them  to  recognise  each  other's  features. 
Julia  had  thrown  back  her  veil  now.  When  they 
were  at  the  window,  she  glanced  first  at  Holding 
and  aft  rwards  at  Philip. 

"  I  think,"  said  she,  in  low  tones,  "  that  if  you 
gentlemen  guard  against  further  misunderstanding, 
you  will  have  no  reason  to  bandy  words  with  one 
another." 

"  Julia  Peachfold  '"  exclaimed  Holding,  in  as- 
tonuhment. 

"  Good  heavens  !  What  does  Hiis  mean  V  cried 
poor  Philip,.now  thoroughly  alarmed. 

"Julia!     You?"  repeated  Ilolciinc;. 

"  I  have  been  entrapped,  after  all!  '  stammered 
Philip,  in  horror. 

Mrs.  Middlehurst  had  meanwhile  stepped  towards 
the  strangely  agitated  group. 

'-  For  heaven's  eake,  tell  me  what  all  this  means  ?" 
cried  she. 

"It  is  the  renewal  of  an  old  friend^'bip,"  answered 
Julia,  her  voice  suffocated  with  embarrassment  and 
emotion.  "Mr.  Holding  has  just  been  saying 
there  i  nothing  so  holy  upon  earth  a^  a  given 
promise,  and  1  have  taken  the  liberty  of  humiliat- 
ing his  virtuous  pride." 

^'  Indeed,  Julia,"  whispered  Mr.  Holding  "you 
are  right.  I  am  standing  humbled  before  you. 
Hut  is  this  a  dream,  or  reality?  Is  this  your 
daughter,  Mrs.  Middlehurst.  whom  you  are  intend- 
ing to  lake  away  with  you  ?" 

*■  I  have  already  told  you,  Mr.  Holding,  tiiat 
you  would  oblige  me  by  not  detaining  me  longer,  ' 
eried  the  lady,  now  in  the  greatest  indignation. 

"  If  I  were  this  lady's  daughter,"  said  Julia,  in 
low  tones,  to  Holding—"  if  I  were,  then  you  would, 
no  doubt " 

"Oh,  I  understand  it  all  now!"  inlerrupted  he. 
"This  is  a  trick  that  little  Mary  has  l>eeii  plaviiig 
upon  me.  And  Julia -and  you— ytni,  Julia  -leant 
foorself  u>  this!" 

*-  If  I  saw  no  other  means  of  speaking  to  yon,  o^ 
of  making  yon  repeat  yonr  promises?" 

"  Yon  ara  too  bad  Julia " 


Holding  had  not  finished  his  sentenoe  before  a 
burst  of  wonder  was  heard  from  the  honest  livery- 
etable  keeper  and  pre.'ent  coachman,  Joseph 
Peachfold,  who  had  been  standing  unnoticed  for 
some  time,  listening,  with  surprise,  to  the  strange 
conversation. 

Suddenly  stepping  np  to  the  trio  at  toe  window, 
whose  backs  were  turned  towards  him,  be  placed 
hia  hand  on  his  sister's  shoulder,  and  cried,  "  By 
all  that's  eood.  Julia!  how  came  you  here?"  - 

"  Joseph,  I  beg  and  entreat " 

"  ^'hat  does  this  mean  ?"  exclaimed  the  matron, 
for  the  third  time  completely  losing  her  patience. 
"  Mr.  Peachfold,  I  must,  indeed,  b^  you  to  modu- 
late your  voice  when  addressing  mp  danghter!" 

"  Tatir  daughter  f"  ejaculated  Peachfold — 
"your  daughter?" 

"  J^  daughter !  Y'es ! '  cried  the  lady,  now  quite 
beside  herself  with  rage. 

But  rarely  has  a  violent  storm  subsided  so 
quickly  as  on  this  occasion.  In  a  moment,  all  the 
irate  lady's  anger  vanished,  as  she  listened  to  a 
dreaded  voice  in  the  buckground. 

"  Minona,  whatdoyou  require  of  your  daughter  ?'' 
asked  tills  voice,  solemnly,  from  the  darkness  be- 
hind her— a  voice  that  made  the  worthy  lady  quake 
in  her  shoes,  and  gravp  at  the  back  of  the  nearest 
chair  for  support,  as  the  said  in  a  low  voice,  "Oh, 
aiy  goo<lnet>8  !   He!  he  I" 

"  Papa,  what  are  you  doing?"  said  a  gentle  voice 
b(8ide  iiiiu.  It  belonged  to  Mary,  who  bad  over- 
taken Hammond  in  the  doorway,  and  now  hurried 
quickly  to  her  mother's  side,  seeing  that  she  was 
really  on  the  point  of  fainting. 

"Who  is  this?"  asked  Holding  in  gp«ater  sur- 
prise than  ever. 

"  Who  I  am  ?"  replied  Hammond — "who  I  am, 
young  sir?  '  The  blind  in  Genoa  know  my  step  !'  " 

"  Mamma,  can  you  forgive  me  V  stammered 
Mary. 

I  he  matron  made  no  reply ;  but  turning  to 
Hammond,  she  cried,  "  For  heaven's  sake  where — 
where  is  luy  daughter?" 

"Minona!"  exclaimed  Hammond,  retreating  a 
few  steps  from  the  irate  lady ;  "  your  —  our 
daughter!  Where  else  should  she  be  bnt  here,  at 
your,  at  my  side — the  sweet  angel  of  peace  between 
us?" 

And  stepping  up  he  seized -Mary's  hands. 

"  Are  you  all  determined  to  make  a  fool  of  me, 
or  what?"  screamed  the  elderly  lady,  in  her  indig- 
nation. 

"  Nothing  of  that  sort,  dearest  mamma,"  answer- 
ed Mary,  softly  and  kindly  ;  "  but  we  are  still  very 
much  to  blame  for  the  imposition  we  were  about  to 
practise  upon  you." 

It  woula  be  impossible  to  describe  the  doings  of 
the  next  few  moments.  The  i&alron  was  beside 
herself  with  anger  at  the  trick  that  had  been 
played  her ;  and,  therefore,  nothing  was  left 
to  be  done  by  Mary  and  Julia  except  to  explain 
end  confess  everything,  in  spite  of  the  three  men's 
presence. 

Holding  played  the  most  pecnliar  part  in  the 
whole  affair ;  and,  therefore,  thanked  bis  stars  that 
the  darkness  had,  in  the  meantime,  regularly  set 
in  :  for  the  terror  of  a  union  with  him  bad  driven 
Mary  to  the  ill-advised  step  she  had  taken. 
Nothing  could  liave  been  more  humiliating  for  him 
to  listen  to  than  the  confession,  and  it  served  as  an 
excellent  lesson  for  bis  slumbering  oonseieDce.  No 
Wonder,  then,  that  he  silently  determined  to  alter 
bis  conduct  for  the  future  ;  though,  to  his  shame  be 
it  said,  this  might  all  have  passed  without  benefiting 
him  in  the  least,  had  it  not  been  for  the  love  he 
suddenly  felt  once  more  to  the  handsome  girl  who 
stood  now  before  him  in  all  her  imposing  beauty, 
attired  to  perfection  iu  a  faultlessly  fitting  dress 
Mrs.  Middlehurst  had  quickly  made  for  her.  I'he 
widow  was  at  a  loss  to  know  which  she  had  better  do 
— whether  she  should  fall  into  a  faintir.g-fit,  or  give 
herself  up  to  her  rage,  or  listen  to  all  with  silent 
resignation.  At  length,  she  decided  for  the  latter, 
thinking  that  under  the  circumstances,  this  w6ol<l 
have  the  greater  effect. 

She  saw  that  she  had  done  HaibmoDd  a  deep  in- 
justice by  supposing  he  could  have  been  guilty  of 
changing  the  children,  and  this  fact  alone  warmed 
her  feelings  towards  him.  Then  she  remembered 
that  as  Mary  was  her  daughter,  after  all,  thars  was 


no  occasion  to  harry  away  by  night  and  darkneaa. 
The  Connection  existing  between  Holding  and  Julia 
was  suffioieat  in  lloelf  to  ensure  Uie  young  (nan's 
silence.  I  hinking  over  all  this,  and  deiertuined  to 
make  an  end  to  th«  painful  scene,  she  ro««  and  Mid, 
"  Cousin  Philip,  eend  the  carriage  away  again.  I 
shall  not  leave  town  to-night,  perhaps  not  till  to- 
morrow, or  even  the  day  after  that.  Let  s  go  badk 
to  the  house.     Follow  me— all  of  you!" 

She  ru!<iled  on  la  advance,  the  rest  in  her  wake. 
Hammond  was  the  last,  as  he  step|^  pom(>ouslj 
along,  with  head  more  erect  than  ever.  Peaohtold 
alone  hud  no  idea  of  mixing  in  the  unaccountable 
scene. 

tk>on  afterwards  the  whole  party  were  seated  in 
the  widow's  drawinfg-room. 

situated  as  they  all  were,  no  doubt  a  full  ex- 
planation, full  caodpr,  was  the  only  way  of  restoring 
good  humor  amongst  the  pnriy.  and  I  hilip  there- 
fore, was  the  proper  person  to  lake  this  npon  hioi- 
s«lf. 

He  succeeded  wonderfully  quickly  in  restoring 
equanimity  amongst  them. 

As  far  as  Hammond  was  concerned,  Mrs.  Middle- 
hurst wished  those  present,  especially  Holding  and 
Julia,  to  regard  her  in  the  best  light. 

"Very  well  off  already,  and  certain  now  that  her 
father's  money  would  revert  to  her  also,  she  at 
length  offered  Hammond  her  lovely  house  and  a 
regular  income,  if  lie,  on  his  part,  would  prumiae 
to  let  her  go  in  peace,  and  make  no  further  elaius 
upon  her. 

Hammond  did  not  require  her  to  make  the  offer 
twice. 

"  Oh,  Minona,  tUen  depart  with  my  blessing  I" 
exclaimed  he.  •'  ^olUow  whene'er  your  affectionate 
heart  dictates.  Ani  I  the  man  to  step  between  a 
father  and  his  daughter  T     But  my  child " 

"'Ihe  naughty  cbdd  who  wished  to  run  away 
from  its  mother  ?"  cfied  the  matron,  with  lightened 
heart.  "I  hope  and  trust  it  will  not  try  to  escape 
from  hm,"  laying  i|iary's  hand  in  that  of  Philip. 

'•  Unless,  indeed,''  whispered  Mary,  blushing 
crimson  up  to  the  roots  of  the  hair,  "  he  binders 
me  from  coming  htjr^  occasionally,  and  seeing  what 
papa  is  doing  in  hisjnew  home." 

'Oh,  he'll  not  hrevent  your  coming,  Mary," 
interrupted  I'hiipi  laughing.  "Isn't  his  name 
Philip  the  Oood,  yo^i  know  ?  ' 

Holding  and  Juii«l  meanwhile  whispered  together 
in  a  corner. 

The  former  now  spoke.  "  I  hope,  Mrs.  Middle- 
burst,  jou  will  pardjuh  me  for  persisting  in  annoyirtf 
you  with  my  presea0e.  If  I  had  not  come  when  I 
did,  you  would  have  gone  away,  and  taken  Julia, 
my  promised  wife,  wtin  you." 


"  Your  promised  wjfe !   Well,  r<ally.  all  is  turnini 
[it  most  happily,  "neplied  the  widow.  "  And  so. 
suppose,  I  must  forgive  you  and  this  wicked— nicked 


'! 


girl  for  playinff  me.s^ch  a  irick.  lul  I  muft  warn 
you  to  look  Well  after  this  enterprising  young  lady.'' 

"  Oh,"  ezclaimedi  Julia,  rather  ashamed  of  her- 
self, "  she  spent  so  many  bitter  moments  of  alarm 
during  the  whole  tini|e  she  played  tliat  trick,  that 
she  has  been  amply  punished,  and  therefore  de- 
serves your  pardon,  aiadam.  bhe  will  never  again 
attempt  to  interfere  with  the  destiny  God  has 
marked  out  for  us."    ! 

"  No,  I  should  t^ink  not,"  cried  the  matron, 
"  when  one  is  as  saiis^ed  with  one's  destiny  as  you 
seem  to  be  at  presents" 

"And  what  about  our  duel,  Mr.  Ho'ding?" 
asked  Philip.  "  We  must  not  forget  Mr.  Befferu>n, 
who  felt  insulted  at  my  conduct,  and  demanded 
satisfaction." 

"  Befferton— an  insult  ?"  asked  Mrs.  Middle- 
hurst, listening  attentively.  "  With  you,  eousin? 
Ah !  nothing  shall  cotne  of  that  /" 

"  Of  course  not.  1  hese  are  not  the  days  of 
duelling.  Yet  we'll  honor  the  double  wedding," 
cried  Philip,  laughins;. 

"  No,  no ;  I  won't  have  it,"  cried  Mrs.  Middle- 
hurst, eagerly.  "Mr.  Befferton  will  be  pacified 
without  that,  I  assun  yon  ;  for  /  will  promise  to 
underuke  that  part  of  the  responsibility.  Allow 
tn4  to  settle  everything  with  km." 

TBI  UD. 


The  'VTHa'a  aaM«t.^Bar  <^oion  vtha  boabcaA. 


i*Vi«*-^«*R.»^-a?3P'SW..-«., 


^MiiiiiriiiiMai 


'^^f^r^9wss^mm9!!^''?mi9^ 


W       ■  s 


.  .  JOSIE  WALTZ., 

For  tlM  Piano,  by  Prof.  EDMIJin)  OLAEE,  the  renowned  Ooitar  Teaoher,  Ho.  286  BowMy,  Kew  7o^ 

9  s^  q-g— jit- 


i?-> 


^iL\fe-£^^ 


I^:p;LT=f  -c     tlx^iT-rn^^  --^ 


t— :qr:t=;=: 


t= 


i^^^ 


^y&lEp^-gP^^I 


X=t 


( 

I 


fHi.cJ.i---5if=i:=i 


+-I — I- 

-, 1 1 — ^--u 


^  ±:  Jrijl^£^zz=zli  y-y \r-- 


^^, 


XI_t- 


Afi^^-AA 


ErE^EEE 


-:^-Jr_TF 


^i^Sa 


:t= 


$^\ 


±EE 


I 


i?— i=i: 


^ry^u 


7? 


t  t  -I 


i:i« 


:c: 


-■-  — , — I — f— 


fifi 


rr 


n 


=11^=1"^ 


t- 


H=t:rcz:  iizzt-  4=n=p: 


tt 


I 
1 


:zi? 


.^fr^^.T 


^f:^^gpEfg^::|Eiir:^|;?E;^^ 


r 


.2^t 


-I — 


?— E5 


p 


#-^-4 


f- 


c:=::Li=n: 


1  t-,__ti_:t 


^^l^gl^E-^EIEZ^EZEijEEEii^SEEr-^ 


U;- 


r^ 


^"tEe'^'EE 


•— •- 


:?-zA 


-#— • 


F 


• — I 1 — — \ — 


z^^zli- 


FjJEIEEiE!E,'^:aEl-=Ei 


1^^ 


I        I 


-C 


izh^ 


uizz:*: 


» — »- 


-ft 


-# #- 


■»— •- 


• m 

:E=±-Ei^_:r:-F-b«-Z_-z:Etiz± 


t 


x: 


_l_r 


-t=1i: 


fill 


te 


iEy= 


L^ 


ii 
1 
8i 
P 

ai 

tB 


^g^-ggJpE: 


m 


z±!irEEig:!?-^_Lfz:rEF-Fpz:iEziE^: 


i2i^.,:r,=rzii?_::S:rr=i=4 


.r--i-^,-W--i-.^f-f 


^^^^m^^^i^^^m^^^ 


1] 


irirt, 


BP^ 


P3 


r|r5:r_  J  r|-rHj^ii»t-- 


rr 


a^ 


M 


*i*:x-^^ 


fS3£:f-H 


^Egl^jif— :^t 


*    ■*■■*■ 
tt 


pSE 


H 


The 


■■-:?!^ 


bi 


■<  J         ■    '         -^ 


wr^ 


y  * 


N1J]I1B£R   108. 


TOliUJUJE.    II. 


HENRY  DE  MARSAN'S  COMIC  AND  SENTIMENTAL 


sivms 


I 


Contaming^  all  the  most  popular  Songs  ^f  the  day. 


OUE  AGENTS. 


BOSTON.       (  Ifass.  )      J.    W.    Shebman, 
Books,  Stationery,    Nevs-Fapets,  No.  115 
Cambridge  Street         „ .    .  .-;  -  . :  ■  •;.  . :;?   v 

PHTLADELPHIA.       (P&.)      A.  W.  Attnzb, 

Song-Pnbliaher    and    Job-Printer,   S.    W, 
Comer  of  Tenth  and  Bace  Streete.    . ':..:: 


CINCINNATI. 
Ne^m-SteDd, 
Office.     .. 


(  Ohio.  ) 
Vine  Street, 


P.  Habtlaitb, 
Opposite  Post- 


NEWAEK.  ( N.  J. )  H.  M.  WmwcAS, 
News-Agent,  252  Miu-ket  Street,  between 
Lawrence  and  Mulberry.    .^ ,     '-.y.  <■■  ■  -■■■., 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 


Money  sent  in  letters  by  mail  shonld  be 
registered.  We  do  not  hold  omaelTes  iQBpon- 
sible  for  loas  of  money  letters.  ",.'-:. 

In  sending  orders  care  should  be  taken  to 
sign  your  Name,  Town  and  State  in  a  legible 
manner. 

The  Singers'  Journal  is  the  largest  and 
cheapest  collection  of  songs  ever  published  in 
this  Country.  All  Numbers,  from  No.  1  to  the 
last  iamed,  Ciin  be  obtained  at  any  time. 

Advice— Every  amateur  of  good  Songs  and 
Music  ought  to  procure  the  Firal  Voiwrneof  the 
Singers'  Journal  which  we  have  on  hand,  bound 
in  a  durable  form  in  cloth,  containing  Numbers 
1  to  100— or  768  pages— giving  4500  Songsand 
86  pieces  of  choice  Music  for  voice  and 
piano— Price  $3.  00  per  copy,  Postage  free. 

Such  a  book  will  always  be  a  useful  recreation 
and  an  invaluable  ornament  for  the  parlor- 
table  in  every  American  household. 


Son^  and  Kusic  for  the  Million. 


An  Reroir ! page  61 

A  welcome  to  the  New  Year 59 

A  voice  from  Castle  Garden 60 

An  ancient  Scottish  Fragment 
extracted  from  a  MSS  in  the 

Advocates  Library,  Edinburgh — Music  64 

Codfish  Balls -  ..V .  •  •f  »•«;•;••;♦...  •  58 

Canst  thou  forget? 59 

Darling,  I  must  go 59 

Dot  Lager-Pier  Zlinger 60 

Dreaming  of  Home  and  Mother 61 

Farewell,  Lilly  dear  !  58 

From  place  to  place  forlorn  Igo.... 58 

He's  such  a  lovely  Waltzer  ! 60 

If  in  that  breast  bo  good,  bo  pure 58 

Just  Landed 61 

The  little  pet  bird  in  its  cage 60 

Mygel  Snyder's  Barty (A 


Onr  Concert-Room. 


CONTENTS. 


My  Katy  is  the  snow-drop  fair 69 

N^ht 58 

OldFriends  58 

Over  the  Snow 58 

On  the  Jury 59 

One  little  sweet  kiss  at  the  door 60 

The  Orphan  Emigrant 61 

On  the  brink  of  a  precipice — a  Story 62 — 63 

•        Pestal:  or  the  Prison  Song 60 

The  Storm ...*,....  59 

The  Sweet  Spell  is  Broken ../.. 60 

Twelve  Kisses 58 

Tim  Flaherty .>^.,., >.>j»: 61 

Temperance  Ode 59 

The  Watcher  56 

What  are  the  little  birds  saying. 

Dear  Mother? <0 

-  Widow  Malona. *8 


(GENERAL    NOTICE 

>.  All  Commnnicntions  most  be  addrMsecl  to 
Henrx    De     Marban,    PubliBher, 
60  Chatham    Street,     New-Ycxk. 

We  do  not  undertake  to  retnxn  rejected  M8S, 
or  to  answer  by  Poet 

Each  NutnfcAT  will  contain  a  GoUeotioa  of  the 
most  popular  Hougs,  Simg  in  the  Tlie^tNS, 
Openi-Houae«  and  Conoert-rooma  at  ILb  UnUed- 
States  and  Great-Britain 


HENRY  DE  MARSAN,  Publisher  of 

Comic  akd  sbntiiientai.  VAi^NnNia, 

SONOB,  80M0-B00K8  A^T  AIX  kutdb  of  TOT-BOOO, 

Motto  vebse^  motto  cut  tapes,  boubx  BiUJi, 

WbITINO  books,  SHELVINa  Aia>  CEILENO  FAPEK, 
A,  B,  C,  CONVEBBATION,  AND  PLATINO  CASDS, 

Tissue  paper,  and  au^kimw  or  stationibt, 

And  OTHER  CHEAP  ABTKXEB  FOB  THBTSADB. 

The  0Iu>  Orioimaii  Sono-Dxpot  : 
60  Chatham  Street.  First  Floor. 

0PP06ITX  WIIXUM  BTBZXT,  NEW-TOBK. 

This  HoQse,  established  more  than  25  yean, 
is  the  oldest  Publishing-Establishment  of  the 
kind,  and  the  first  that  introduced,  in  the 
Cniled-8tat«<,  the  publishing  of  the  penny-abeet 
Songs  and  Ballads,  for  the  benefit  of  the  millioa. 


The  Singers'  Journal  is  Published  Monthly. 

Single  copies  will  be  sent  per  Mail  on  receipt 
of  five  cents,  free  of  Postage — SubecriptionB 
50  cents  per  year  or  30  cents  for  six  months. 

We  have  alwavB  on  hand  oopias  of  all  the 
Numbers  of  the  Singert'  Joutnal  firom  No  1.  to 
the  last  isBU^ 


HENR7  DE  UARSAN'S  VALENTINES 

CanDot  be  supasBed  in  Richness  of  ICaterial, 
Elegance  of  Design,  and  extent  in  Variety,  by 
those  of  any  other  house  in  the  trade. 

They  have  always  been  acknowledged,  by  the 
Wholesale  as  well  as  the  Betail  Purchasen,  to  be 
the  FINEST  and  CHEAPEST  in  the  Market. 


NewB-Dealers,    throughout   the  United-States 

and  Canada,  can  send  their  orders  for  the 

"fll^t^ers' Journal"  to  the 

AMEEIciLN   NEWS   COMPANY, 
or  to  the 
NEW.YOBK  NEWS  COMPANY, 
Who  will  sapplyjthein  at  the  Pabhsher'B  loweat 


m 


«$ 


TSH&^^ITVOBBIS^    «IOI»IVjUU^ 


1^ 


The  Watoher. 

The  night  \ras  dark  and  fearfol,   .v  .      «t^' 

The  blast  swept  howling  by, 
A  watcher,  pale  and  teadffl," 

Looked  forth  with  an^laoB  eye :     • 
How  wistfully  she  gazetBw" 

No  gleam  of  ruom  was  Here,    ■ 
Her  eyes  to  Heaveo  she  raiBeth,    ' 

In  agony  of  prayer. 

How  wistfully  sue  gazath,  Ac 

Within /h»t  dwellijig  lotiely,    5^         ;    •-" 

Wii^e  want  and  dixrknem  reigxik    •      •  -    . 
Het  precious  child,  her  only,  , 

Lay  moautbg  in  his  peia : 
And  death,  idone  can  iree  him, 

She  ImU  that  tbii  laoiA  be, 
But,  oh  !  for  m>  >ru  to  see  him 

ftl1r^^^^  ouce  ''ijiiji'  ou  mc ! 

And  death  alone  can  firee  him,  Ac. 


■:e 


l.f  ■••' 


A  hnndred  lights  are  shining 

III  yonder  munsiou  fair,  '      ■    -,■.-.  .;■;'-. 
And  meny  fott  ure  pmiieing —       -         -    . 

They  heed  not  iiit>i-mu^  tlusre ; 
Ob  !  young  iind  joyous  creatures. 

One  lamp,  from  out  your  store,         ",. 
Would  lend  that  poor  boy's  features    >  - 

To  his  mother's  gaze  oiicf  more — 

Oh !  young  and  jojous creatnxe«,  «kc. 

The  summer  sun  is  shining,  , . 

She  heedeth  not  its  ray  :    '^  ■        , 

Beside  jiei  dead  reclining. 

The  palo  dead  mothtT  lav — 
A  sm  le  ber  lijis  waw  wreatliing       '"' ' 

A  smile  of  hope  and  love. 
As  though  she  were  still  breatbuig  : 

•'There's  light  for  as  above." 

A  smile  ber  Upti  was  \\Teathiug,  dtc. 


Old  ftieiid*M    .. 

The  time  Is  sweet  when  rofles  meet,        ' 

With  sDrin^' 8  aofH  brei^th  arouud  them ; 
And  Bweei  the  cost  when  hearts  (ire  lost. 

If  th»*e  We'  love  have  fomid  them  ; 
And  sweet  the  miud  that  still  cau  llud    , 

A  stiir  in  ditrketit  weather  ;  :t  • 

But  naught  can  bo  so  sweet  to  see  ^  , ' 

A»  old  friend*  mot  togetl»er.  .■     "  . : 


Farewell,  Lilly  Dear. 

■.,\i ,  i.  ,-  Lilly  dear,  -it  grievee  me 
The  tale  I  have  to  tell : 
Old  massa  sends  me  roaming^ 
So,  Lilly,  fare  you  well !      [ 
Oh  !  fiira  yon  wieB,  my  true  Iq^riB, 

Fare  well,  old  Tennessee  ! 
Than  let  me  weep  for  you,  love, 
Bat  do  not  we^  for  me ! 
Chobot. 
Fare  well  forever  to  old  Tennessee 
Fare  well  fftpyier  to  old  Tennessee 
Fare  well,  my  Lilly  dear,  don't  weepToi 


#. 

*/ 

i^... 


me : 


Fare  well,  my  Lilly  dear,  don't  weep  for  me. 


Oyer  the  Snow. 


P^gy  dear,  the  sleigh  is  waitinf^, 

Get  yonr  bonnet,  don't  be  shy  -,     ■" 
Don't  pretend  your  mother's  angry, '•', 

Ko,  my  dear,  she's  only  sly. 
Fetch  your  xunS.,  and  gloves,  and  tippet, 

Sooti  you'll  have^  rudygbw  : 
For,  the  air  to-night  is  bracing, 

Ciaok  the  whips  !  away  we  go  !  away  we  go ! 

Chobu».' 

Sliding,  gliding,  riding,  striding  over  the  snow, 
ilapidly  all  sorrow  our  mirth  dispels  : 

Bingle,  jingle,  tinkle,  tankie.  off  wr  ^'o. 
To  the  merry  music  of  our  winter  belli  ! 

Softest  light  the  moon  Is  beaming, 

Bee  the  stars  in  clusters  bright :   ^.^^ . 
For  the  gay  pell-meU  of  winter, 

"This  is  quite  the  slcigher's  night  \-''. 
And  the  snow  is  crisp,  unyielding,  ■•'  '    '  ' 

Ice  gems  deck  the  trees  along  :        ," 
Nature's  robed  in  sparkling  jewels, 

Oiv*  this  night  to  mirth  and  song !  away  we  go ! 

Cboraa 

Listen  to  our  happy  voic«. 

Hear  our  merry  jokes  go  round,     . 
And  with  joy-inspiring  laughter. 

How  wv  make  the  air  resouna —    -"it  -. 
Let  us  distance  ever*-  rival. 

Lash  the  horses,  pfiss  the  cup  ;       • '.    ^.. 
Not  'till  sober  dawn  is  breathing. 

Will  we  br«ak  our  revel  up  !  away  we  go  ! 

Ohoras. 


Fb  guine  to  rorun  the  wide  world 

In  lands  I'vo  never  hoed. 
With  nothing  but  my  banjo  "! 

To  cheer  mo  on  the  road  : 
For,  when  I'm  sad  and  weaiy, 

I'll  make  the  Iwnjo  play, 
:  To  mind  me  of  my  true  love 

When  I  am  for  away. 

I  wake  up  in  the  morning. 

And  walk  out  on  the  farm  ; 
Oh  !  Lilly  am  »  darling — 

She  take  me  by  the  arm. 
We  wander  through  the  clover 

Down  by  the  river  side, 
I  tell  her  that  I  love  her 

And  she  must  be  my  bride. 

Oh !  Lilly  dear,  'tis  mournful 
To  leave  yon  here  alone — 

You'U  smile  before  I  leave  yoo. 
And  weep  when  I  am  gone : 

The  sun  can  never  shine,  loTO, 
So  bright  for  you  and  me. 

As  when  I  worked,  beside  yoo, 
•     In  good  old  Tennessee — 

-Widow  Malone. 


<*mf- 


Choms. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Did  yoi*  hear  teU  of  the  widow  Malone,  ohono 
Who  lived  in  the  town  of  Athlone,  ohonoV 

Oh  !  she  melted  the  hearts 

Of  the  swains  in  thera  ports. 
So  lovely,  the  widow  Malone.,  ohoue  I 
8o  lovely,  the  widow  Malone. 

Of  lovers  she  had  a  full  score,  or  moK, 
And  fortunes  they  all  had  galore,  in  store ;     \ 
,  J  From  the  minister  down  ■„ ,  .Y    '■ 

To  the  clerk  of  the  crown,  '       •;  _ 

AH  were  courting  the  widow  Malone,  ohone  I . !.'  .^ 
All  were  courting  the  widow  Malon&  "■'^ ' 

But  so  modest  was  Mistress  Malone,  'twos  known 
That  no  one  could  see  her  alone,  ohone  U  -.r^.  tJ 

Let  them  ogls  and  sigh,  ~ ,;;  '      '  ■ 

They  could  ne'er  catch  her  eye. 
So  bashful  the  widow  Malone,  ohone  I     " 
So  bashful  the  widow  Malone. 

Till  one  Mister  O'Brien,  from  Clare-how-qnoM  I 
It's  little  for  blushing  they  care  down  tLero, 
Put  his  arm  round  her  waist—-  .    ..j  •/ 
Gave  tan  kiaos  »t  laste—      f  ■•    *''-  ',.    - 
"  Oil  ■"  says  he,  "  you're  my  Molly  Malone,  my  owh  I 
"Oh  !"  eaj-S  he,  "you're  my  Molly  Malone." 

And  the  widow  they  all  thonght  so  shy,  my  eye  I 
Ne'er  thonght  of  a  simper  or  sigh,  for  why  ? 
Bnt  "Lucius,"  saj-s  she, 
"  Since  youVe  now  made  .-^o  free. 
You  may  marry  ymir  >Liry  Malone,  ohone  I 
You  may  marry  your  Marj' Malone, "  ♦ 


If  in  That  Breast  so  Good,  so  Pore 

If  in  that  breast  so  good,  so  pure, 
Corapashion  ever  deigned  to  dwell 

Pittv  the  sorrows  I  endure. 
"The  cause  I  mu.'it  not,  dare  not  telL 

That  grief  that  on  mt  (ftliet  preya, 

That  rends  my  heart,  Hnt  checks  my  toogoe, 
I  fear  will  last  me  all  my  days. 

But  feel  it  will  not  last  me  long. 


Air: 


^ ^rr: 

Codfish  Balls. 

Solly  of  tha  Sewing' llaohln*. 


( 


There  was  a  young  man.  as  I  have  heard  said. 

And  he  was  a  ^/^ouug  ctx)n  ; 
He  was  head-oveni«r  of  the  Codfioh-Balls, . 

In  a  oaA>e  and  cake  Oidoon. 
With  his  aprou  white,  by  day  and  by  mgiit. 

He'd  tend  to  tbe  orutoinns'  culls, 
And  his  voi^  sii  sweet  tor  to  hear,  it  was  a  treat. 

As  ha'^oller  out  r  C'uilfish-Bolls  I 

A  Ktra\\berr)-i;iil  with  him  fell  in  love  : 

Uis  Piisrtou'lj.)  ut>o(^it)r  to  tell  boK, 
And  to  isec  hiiu,  at  night,  w-heu  her  work  was  done, 

She'd  bang  around  the  cellar  : 
She'd  peep  through  the  window,  and  whialle 

on  the  stoop, 

Till  her  lover  he  heard  her  calls. 
And  then,  through  the  grating,  he'd  pop  np  his  head, 

And  he'd  holler  out :  Codflsh-Bolls !  ' 

One  day,  in  the  policy  he  made  a  big  hit,    i. ,  j_ . 

Which  made  him  feel  aU  alive  ;  • '    T 

So,  he  hired  a  horse  and  a  big  clam-cart, 

To  take  his  girl  out  for  a  drive  ; 
The  horse  ran  away,  and  the  wagon  broke  down. 

Then  out  on  the  road  he  falls  ; 
The  girl,  in  affright,  cried  :  Where  are  you  hurt? 

But  his  answer  was  :  Codfish-Bolls  I        . 


One  night,  he  tackled  the  coflTee-can,    * 

And  before  he  could  be  stoppetl, 
He  drank  so  much  thai  he  got  blind  drunk : 

To  his  girl  then  the  question  he  popped. 
They  married  were  that  atler-uoou, 

And  their  friends  for  to  see  them  calls  : 
And  the  very  next  day,  for  dinner  ibey  hod 

A  couple  of  Codfish-Balls.    .ivv'j.;i<-;*u,  ••  ' 


^;r 


From  Place  to  f  laca  Forlorn  I  g9. 

From  place  to  place  forlorn  I  go. 
With  downcast  eyes,  a  silent  shade : 

Forbidden  to  declare  my  woe. 
To  speak,  till  spoken  to,  afmid.  -■; 

Me  to  the  youth  who  cjiused  my  grief| 
My  too  consenting  Itwks  betray  ; 

lie  loves,  but  gives  me  no  relief-^    ■      ^ 
Why  speaks  he  not  who  muj-? 


.■^,,:-y,,      Night    .., 

Night  clouds  the  deeds  of  daikeftt  dj'e, 
Night  hides  the  robber  inissiuy  by,  ■ 

Night  wraps  the  world  in  mystery  I    /.-V:   ;. 

Night  is  a  void  in  bleakness  bom. 
Night  conceals  what  most  men  scorn. 
Night  is  a  refuge  /or  the  'lorn  ! 

Night  knows  not  kings  nor  rojtil  ilamaif, 
Night  knows  not  rich  from  poorer  names. 
Night  blightti  the  brightest,  purest  flames ! 

All  except  the  flamo  of  love  ? 

That  lifes,  if  bofh  liomatoove. 

Pure  as  the  breath  of  woodland  dova. 

That  liallowed  flame,  the  Scripture  saith. 
Will  ne'er  be  quenched  by  mortal  breath, 

'Twill  live  throughout  the  night  of  death 


^ 


••►- 


Twelve  Kisses. 


iin,     j 


There's  a  formal  kiss  of  fashioi^ 
And  a  burning  kiss  of  passion  ; 

And  a  fiither's  kiss,    " 

A  mother's  kiss. 
And  a  sister's  kiss  to  nerve. 
There's  ii  trtiitor's  kins  for  gold. 
Like  a  sequent 's  clammy  fold  ; 

A  first  kiss, 

A  stolen  kiss, 
And  the  thriUiug  kiss  of  loTO. 

A  meeking  kiss,  v  S  .^- j 

A  maiden  kiss, 
A  kiss  when  fond  hearts  sever ; 

But  the  saddest  kiss 

On  earth  is  this, 
A  kiss  to  port  forever. 
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A  Welcome  to  the  New  Year. 


The  old  year  has  gone,  the  new  one  has  come, 

And  merry  bells  tell  us  it's  here  : 
Both  young  and  old,  let  your  voices  resound. 

To  welcome  the  happy  new  j-ear. 
8ome  hearts  are  sad,  while  others  are  glad,  '   ■  V  - 

Of  troubles  we  all  get  a  share. 
But  keep  a  stout  heart  and  look  straight  ahead. 
You  will  then  have  a  happy  now  year. 

Yee,  it  is  the  village  bells,  ■•    ' 

Falling  on  mine  ear, 
Sounding  forth  their  merry  notes, 
A  welcome  to  the  glad  new  year. 

The  joy  of  man's  life  is  a  good  loving  wife,  .      ;. 

Our  sorrows  thev  comfort  and  cheer  :  ■    *■ 

If  both  hearts  be  ffue,  there's  but  one  thing  to  do. 

That  s  to  look  for  a  happy  new  year ; 
To  friends  that  are  distant  lu  lauds  far  away. 

Their  mem'ry's  still  ever  dear, 
May  they  soon  return  with  good  health  and  wealth. 

To  gladden  the  happy  new  year.     Yes,  it  is,  &c 

^Ve  «hould  all  be  content,  whatever  our  lot :  v 

For,  wealth  is  not  all  we  desire  : 
There's  more  true  love  in  the  poor  man's  cot, 

Than  the  home  of  the  stately  squire  ;  ■,  :•. 

Our  spirits  unite  at  this  joyous  time, 

.\8  we  all  gather  round  the  good  cheer, 
The  wish,  one  and  all,  from  the  great  to  the  small, 

Is  a  glorious  happy  new  year  !         Yes,  it  is,  Ac. 


On  the  Jury.    -•...,■...,/ :;'■■ 

I've  wished  I  never  had  been  bom, 

Since  the  last  Old  Bailey  trials. 
Thro'  one  who  went  away  fhjm  me     ;>:  '  ". 

With  H  man  called  brother  Miles  ;  :': 
She  was  the  darlin<»  of  my  heart»  v.  .^: 

But  now  I  seem  to  hate  her. 
Thro'  going  away  with  a  christian  friend,   . 
I  mean  a  Walworth  Shaker. 

But  where  shall  I  go,  what  shall  I  do ! 
-  For,  my  heart  is  in  a  fury, 

r.. ■:  ■  '■    Thro'  my  wife,  who  really  went  away, 
While  I  was  on  the  jury. 

I  used  to  keep  an  eel-pie  shop 

In  a  street  down  Drurj'  Lane,        ^  - 
.Vnd  lots  of  nice  girls  would  come  in     - 

To  patronise  the  sitme. 
But  one,  oh,  dear!  made  me  so  queer,  -^ 

■Who'd  give  me  such  a  greeting— 
She'd  ilance  and  say,  "  I've  been  to  day 

To  another  Walworth  meeting." 
:,  ,._  .     But  where  shall,  &c. 

One  night  she  had  been  eating 

About  thre&-and-twenty  pies  :  ',■■  ■':'./  ?.  .  ■ 
Said  T  to  her,  "  Do  you  love  me?* 

And  teaw  came  in  her  eyes. 
I  put  my  arms  arouud  her  waist. 

And  said,  "  I'd  not  forsake  her,  '  . 

If  she  would  only  in;iiTy  me,  .  ■  ■      •    .. , 

And  not  be  a  W.ihvorth  Shaker." 

But  where  shall,  Ac. 

We'd  been  mftrried  about  three  weeks. 

When  a  Jtirj'  summons  was  sent  .\'.  ._ 

For  me  to  attend  the  Criminal  Court,  . 

With  my  neighbor  Mr.  Kent.  '  ■ 

My  wife,  I'm  sure,  she  danced  and  cried,  ; . 

Because  I  could  not  tike  her  ; 
'Twas  then,  yon  see,  she  jilted  me         ..•".'; 

For  a  nast^  Walworth  Shaker.         '  ■" 

i  ^  _ ;;  rfii.j^ :.: .  i.    •         But  where  shall,  Ac. 

When  I  retnred  &om  the  Criminal  Court, 

My  house  and  shop  was  let, 
A  man  was  in  my  very  place. 

One  of  the  Walworth  set 
I  thought  that  I  was  going  mad,  !  -v 

And  everywhere  did  search, 
To  find  them  who  had  gone  away,        . ■<     ••  :• 

And  left  me  in  the  lurch. 

But  where  shall  Ac. 


Whr   is  Rn  indnBtrions  woman  like  a  clock? 
l>ecani<e  her  hands  are  incessantly  at  work. 


Temperance  Ode. 

Bj  Qftorge  H.  BoberU.  Ait:  JoUy  Bed  Note. 


Good  morning,  old  fellow,  why,  how  do  you  do? 
What  a  jolly  red  uoee— sure  it  cannot  be  yon ! 
You  look  so  much  altered,  I  cannot  define 
What  has  made  that  red  nose,  unless  it's  red  wine. 
Chobus. 

Oh  !  what  a  red  nose  !  oh  !  what  a  red  not>e  ! 
It'a  wine  that  gave  you  that  yolly  rud  nose. 

That  nose  is  expensive,  I  venture  to  say. 
You  must  have  a  pension,  and  paid  by  the  day  : 
For,  the  worms  you  have  on  it  Uke  stars  they  do  shine. 
Be  careful,  don't  kill  them  with  over  much  wine. 
Brandy  wiU  give,  Ac. 

Pray  what  do  they  charge  you  for  djing  your  skin  ? 
For,  the  skin  of  your  nose  is  remarkably  thin  ; 
Its  color  is  deep  as  the  grape  on  the  ATue, 
It  must  have  been  dipt  many  times  in  the  wine. 

Bum  wiU  give,  Ac.  — 

If  j'ou  for  your  country  have  any  respect, 
Keep  away  from  the  navy,  or  surely  it's  wrecked  : 
For,  the  magazine's  well  stocked  with  powder  I  bet : 
If  your  nose  comes  in  contact  -  why,  afl  is  upset — 
With  your  jolly  red  nose  gin,  Ac. 

Your  nose.  Mount  Vesuvius,  no  one  admire, 
Tis  a  sign  for  a  rumhole  that  deals  in  hell  fire  : 
If  the  weather  be  cold  and  the  snow  on  it  pop, 
It  is  not  there  long  before  it  does  drop — 

From  your  jolly  red  nose  whiskey,  Ac 

The  cure  costs  nothing  to  take  it  away. 

Come  up,  Rgn  the  pledge— there  is  nothing  to  pay 

Cold  waiter's  a  cure  that  soon  moves  the  stain. 

That  leaves  no  remorse,  no  headache  or  pain  : 

You  then  can  go  round  with  your  mind  free  from  fear  : 

For,  strangers  won't  know  that  e'er  whiskey 

reigned  there. 


<»—* 


My  Eaty  is  the  Snow-Drop  Fair. 

My  Katy  is  the  snow-drop  fair,     .      .  .    ;  . 
Curling  endive  is  her  hair  :  .;  : 

The  fragrant  jess'mine  is  her  breath,    >  '■■:■: 
WTiite  kidney-beans  her  even  teeth  :     ,    " ; ;. 
Two  daisies  are  her  shining  eyes,  ": 

Her  breast's  Uke  swelling  mushrooms  rise  ; 
Her  waist  the  tall  and  upright  fir — 
But,  ah  !  her  heart  is  cucumber.  ;    ■-; 


Darling,  I  Most  go. 

Bj  Kdwkrd  J.  MeHabon. 


Night-winds  sweetly  sighing,  love,     '  v 

Where  the  flowers  blow, 
Seem  to  tell  the  stars  above       ,     :> 

That  I  love  thee  so  :  '  ;f  ■ 

But,  oh  !  I  sigh  to  part  from  thee — ^^.  ^ 

My  heart  is  filled  with  woe — , 
I'll  (ierish  e'er  thy  memory. 

Yet,  darling,  I  must  go  ; 
m  cherish  e'er  thy  memory,     -^  :. 

Yet,  darling,  I  must  go.  .»■'.";." 

Though  I  wander  sadly,  love,         , , . :, , . : 

Where  the  cypress  grow,  .:• " .'  . 

Still  this  h«art  will  constant  prore,  -  4v- 

For,  I  lo^  thee  so  ;  '^  '>  .' 

And  when  I'm  far  away  from  thee,   "'  , 

This  bliss  I  ever  know —  "..'  ;.' 

There's  one  heart  that  beats  for  m^v.;}:     -. 

But,  darling,  I  must  go  ;  ■'■ ;.;  .>  . 

There's  one  heart  that  beats  for  m«b  - :.  :- 

But,  darling,  I  must  go. 

Enigma.  •;    ji^ 

Here  is  indeed  a  wondrous  thing  : 

Examine  and  yonTl  find 
That  though  yon  take  the  whole  a'way. 

Ton  leave  a  part  behind  :  s 

And,  if  you  feel  you*Belf  inclined 

To  make  a  partial  theft, 
And  only  take  a  part  of  it, 

The  wh(de  of  it  is  left 

Whd*4nme. 


i .. 
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ThB  Storfti. 


Oeaiei  rude  Boreas,  blustering  laikr : 

liei,  jb'a  landsmen,  all  to  me  ; 
MesBttrntesfhear  a  brother  sailor 

Sinj{  th*  daugors  ot'  the  h«i. 
From  bounding  biliows  fimt  in  moti&D, 

When'  tiio  tiiHtaut  wbilwinds  rise, 
To  the  ttmpest-troubk-d  ootim, 

A^heru  the  seas  contend  >*ith  akias. 

Haiivi  I  Trie  boatsM-aiu  h<Kurs«.l^'  bawling, 

ih-;  topsail-shet'ti,  and  hal3'ard8  stand  : 
D6\hl  top-gidlauts  quick  be  hauling — 

Dtwii  toiv+iiiils  -  hand,  bttj-s,  hand ! 
No*  St  freshens,  set  the  braces — ■ 

Now  the  tdpsail-sheetR  let  go — 
LuB,  boys,  luff!  don't  make  wry  tke&i — 

Up  your  topsails  uimtde  clew. 

No*j  all  j-QU  at  home  in  safety, 

^beltereti  from  the  howling  storm, 
Tadth^  joy8l)y  heaven  vouchsife  ye. 

Of  our  state  faint  notions  form. 
BoUad  us  roan  the  tem]V«t  louder. 

Think  v,-h»t  fear  our  minds  cbtfarala : 
Harder  yet,  it  ret  Wows  harder, 

SW  i^ain  the  boatswain  calls  1 

Thfe  Hop-sail  yards  point  to  the  wind,  boyi, 

$«?e  all  clcju:  to  reef  each  course— 
Lotihp  fonvSheet  go—don't  mind,  boyi, 

'Taough  the  weather  should  be  wort*. 
Forq  and  aft  the  sprit-sail  vard  get, 

fifef  the  mizen,  set  all  cleai^— 
HHtuds  up— each  prevent*r-brac«  aet*— 

Ibiu  the  fore-yard— cheer,  lads,  cheer ! 

Nd«  the  dreadful  thunder  roaring, 

peal  on  peal,  contending;,  clash ! 
On  our  heads  fierce  rain  falls  pouring, 

fii  our  eyes  blue  lightnings  flash  : 
Ohe'  wide  water  all  oxuund  us. 

Ml  above  us  one  black  s^y  ;  , 

DijStrent  deaths  at  once  surround  OB —  , 

I^k  !  —what  means  that  drvodftil  cry  7 

Thei  foremast's  gone  1  rri«s  evot;  tongne,  ont 

Of  or  the  lee,  twelve  feet  'bove  <l«ck ; 
Aletik  bentath  the  cbo^  tJVQ's  sprang  oat— 

Call  all  hamls  to  dsiir  the  wreck  I 
Quick  the  lanyards  out  to  pifoes— 

Come,  my  hearts,  be  stoai*and  bold  1 
PkUub  the  well'  the  leak  iuci«a«aa — 

*1our  feet  wat«r  in  thehold  j . ,  i  •       .         ^ 

Winle  o'er  the  ship  wild  wavm  ari%tMteg,  . 

We  for  wives  and  children  mftliM'': 
■  AM  !  from  henc<>  there's  no  ii  liirtii%. 
TUas !  to  them  there's  no  return,  . 
■HiiB  the  leak  is  gaining  on  na, 

Both  chain-ptunpe  are  choked  ImAow, 
Heaven  have  nieroy  here  upon  ns  1 
,  ^or,  only  that  can  nave  as  now. 

Ore^  the  lee-beam  is  the  land,  boys—  ^ 

Let  the  guns  o'erboord  rv  thrown —  j 

TV)  the  pump  come,  every  iiand,  boji*— 
See,  our  mizeutnast  i«g6qe. 

The  leak  we've  found  -it  cannot  pour  tel, 
We've  h^teaed-her  a  foot  or  mote ; 

TJp  and  1%  11  jnrj--fo*einast — 

She  rights !  Khe  rigbte !  bo  jsi  wear  off  ihert^ 


Canat  Thou  Forg^ett 


CahiA  thou  forget  the  silent  team 

Wfcich  I  have  shed  for  tin*  ? 
AnA  all  the  psA^  and  doubts,  and 
Which  scattered  o'er  my  bloom  of  yean 
?vT^>    The  bhghts  of  misery? 

I  neter  close  my  languid  eye, 

Unless  to  dr^im  of  thee  : 
My  Very  breach  is  but  the  sigh,  * 

My  every  sound  the  broken  ety 

Of  la^^ing  misery. 

Oh  !  when  in  boyhood's  happier  soen^ 

I  pledged  my  love  to  thee, 
ILdvr  very  little  did  I  ween 
My  reoompenoe  shookl  xxm  have  been 


■A 


,^~ 


TT''  ■ 


*•-    '*-^      '     V: 
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Ha's  Such  a  Lovely  Waltserl 

Ooprrigbt   1674  by  E.  H  Harding. 
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He  takea  me  gently  round  U»e  waist. 

He  holds  his  arm  just  so — 
I  place  my  willing  hiaud  in  his, 

And  gaily  off  we  go !  '' '  *>  "■'. 

He's  never  weary  of  the  danoe,      .',■,,;•.         ,'     - 

And  I'm  about  the  same  : 
And  when  the  music  sounds  no  mON^  .' 

I  cry  "  Oh  !  what  a  shame  !" 
Spoken :  "  Yes  indeed,  I'm  quite  sorry  when  the 
dance  is  over  ;  it  seems  like  waking  from  a  sweet 
little  sleep.  Of  course,  my  Charlie  is  the  whole 
cause  of  it — everybody  is  aware  of  that — because 
you  know — "  » 

Chorus :    He's  such  a  lovely  waltzer — 
So  graceful  he  can  go — 
Oh  !  he's  such' a  lovely  waltzer — 
My  darliug,  daucing  beaal 

Aroond  the  floor,  with  many  more. 

We  go  in  wild  delight. 
We  Uiink  of  nothing  but  the  daooe. 

While,  in  the  many  flights,  \     ■ 

We  seem  to  float  u{>on  the  air. 

Like  angels  from  abov«  :  ' 

And  every  where  we  take  our  share 

Of  music,  dance  and  love— 
Spoken:     "  Under  some  circumstances,  it  might 
not  seem  so  delightful,  but  with  him  it's — well,  you 
can  guess  how  nice  it  is  when  I  say," —  Chorus. 
I  can't  endure  those  old  quadrilles. 
And  reels— oh  !  gracious!— don't. 
Don't  speak  of  them— if  you  insist,  "•-"-. 

I  plainly  say  "I  won't !" 
,  Tm  far  above  those  worn  out  tbingi^ 
They're  much  too  full  of  halts :  . 
No  dbknce  to  me  can  ever  bring 
Such  pleasure  as  the  waltz — 
Spoken :     "And    he's  such  a  glorious  fellow ! 
Sometimes  when  the  dance  is  over,  he  sa^'s,  '  Come, 
love,  find  have  some  Soda  Water !    You  like  Soda 
Water,  I  suppose  ?'      I  tell  him  I  do  like  it  very 
well.      Then  he   sajrs,    '  Soda  I !'      And  if  there 
happens  to  be  a  bright  moon  looking  down  from 
the  sky,  he  often  tells  me  that  he  wonders  which 
looks  Uie  most  glorious,  the  moon  or  my  eyes !    I 
say,    '  hush !    don't   talk   nonsense  !'      But   then, 
I  don't  oare  what  he  says,  my  aduutation  is  oil 
based  upon  the  fact  that—"  Chorus. 

With  mellow  strains  from  jolly  StraoBS, 

And  gleaming  lights  around,  ^ 

Our  forms  entwined,  our  joy  combined. 

We  hear  the  gladsome  sound  ; 
We  think  no  more  of  worldly  woe. 

While  quickly  flies  the  time  : 
Th«  music  oomee  so  soft  and  low—  ,■'  " 

I  think  it  quite  sublime — 

Spoken :     ' '  Sublime,  did  I  say  ?    Ye«,  thatV  jnst 
the  word.     I  may  seem  a  little  enthusiastic,  but  I 
i  oa&'t  help  it !    It's  all  because — "  Chorus. 


One  Little  Sweet  XiM  at  the  Door. 


In  a4ittle  brown  cot  in  the  valley. 

By  the  side  of  a  cahn,  flowing  stream, 
•Twas  there  that  I  wooed  darling  Allie, 

WTiose  love  seemed  a  beautiful  dream  ; 
And  I'll  ever  remember,  while  straying 

In  the  days  that  will  never  come  more, 
How  I  stood  by  the  threshold,  delaying 
For  one  little  kiss  at  the  door. 

CboruH  :  One  Uttle  sweet  kiss  at  the  door, 
A  dear,  precious  token  of  love. 
In  the  happy  wooing  of  vore, 
Bom  only  to  live  up  above. 

For  thoee  kisses  are  memory's  mirror,      - 

Reflecting  the  days  long  ago. 
And  will  always,  aye,  always,  seem  dearer 

Than  any  I  ever  shall  know  ;  , 

For,  I  weep  by  a  mound  in  the  valley,         ■  i 

At  the  edge  of  the  little  strcnm's  shores 
And  ere  long  I  shall  meet  darling  AUie, 

Wboll  kirn  me  at  Ool|^.^ldan  door.      Choros. 


Dot  Lagb;>Fier  Zlingw. 

Bjr  Jno  J.  McADlUr*. 


Shust  Uxten  avile  und  I'll  sing  yon 

Aboud  der  teer  greature  I  knew. 
Who  VQB  dull— she  vos  young,  und  vos  hansom, 

Und  ve  met  d'vos  iu  Afeime  Due. 
Oh  !  she  lilt  luit  her  fnrder  iu  his  leetlo  zaloon 

Vere  oft  I,  ad  efeniiig,  did  shtniy  ; 
She  blayed  der  biano,  uuil  sung  duui  shwcet  songs, 

Und  my  hear^it  id  vos  dookeu  avsy.     . 

CHoBua  •     ' 

She  voa  young,  she  vus  guy,  uud  vos  hansnm, 

Und  tu  me  she  vos  vouico  vtiy  teer, 
"Ven  she  bhiytd der  biui.o.  iiiul simg dum ahweet son^ 

Uud  det'lt  oud  dill  t;(x>t  Ln,'er-pier. 

Shnst  veil  I  rememiKir  der  uide  ilot  I  agxed 

Dot  shweetvon  tu  p<'  niy  teer  vife — 
She  pluMhcd,  und  sho  \  it.jx  red  "  I  lofe  none  put  you." 

Und  ve  vill  shtig  py  eiich  oder  \or  life — 
I  velt  So  much  hubby  dbt  I  chuckt*!  nb  mine  had 

Uud  dieatud  von  dimes  f)r  dreo  more  : 
Put  ven  I  vos  lenting  dot  leetle  zaloon,  ;      ' 

She  gisfsed  me  so  shwcet  py  iler  toor —         Cho. 

Von  nide  as  I  vent  py  dot  leetle  zaloon, 

Now  Vdt  du  yon  diiik  dot  I  ziiw  ? 
Put  a  naxdy  pig  dutcluiinu  u  hugking  mine  lofe 

Und  gissiuK  her  ri(k-  py  der  toor  ; 
I  diimbled  und  zwore  ilot  mytielt  I  vould  gick 

Und  no  more  tu  dot  /iiloou  I'd  shteer  : 
Und  so  I  got  married  in  less  dun  u  veek, 

Viie  dis  vuLse  von  kLUII  zlings  oud  der  pier. 

Chorus.  ' 


The  Sweet  Spell  is  Broken. 

CoptrlRbt,  1874  •  v  E  H.  Harding. 
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The  sweet  spelUs  broken    "  '     . 

That  1(111'^  thrilled  my  heart : 
The  List  words  are  sjxiken, 

And  now  we  must  part — 
For,  Fivte  has  bereft  me 

Of  all  I  adore— 
My  loved  one  hiis  li'ft  me. 
He  loves  me  uo  nioi*  ! 

The  Hwe«t  spell  is  broken 
•    ':  That  long  thrilled  my  heart : 

•    '?         The  last  words  are  spoken, 
....  And  now  we  must  put — 

The  moments  were  fleeting,  '       .. 

So  joyful  aud  bright— 
And  with  everj-  meeting 

There  eauie  more  delight — 
But  now  I  awaken 

From  love's  happy  spell 
To  find  me  forsaken,  -  ;  " 

And  sighing  farewell ! 

The  sweet  spell  is  broken,  &.C. 


A  Voice  From  Castle  Garden. 

Dedicated  to  Sam  Bickey.        Bj  J.  J.  McDerniott. 


Me  friends,  now,  I've  jist  landed,  an'  me  name 

'tis  Rory  Hays, 
From  the  county  Tipperary»I  come  across  the  says 
To  find  a  l)etber  li\-in'.  an'  perhaps  see  bether  days 
In  this  shwate  land  iv  liberty,  me  boj-s,  ho  ! 

Three  weeks  ago  I  parted  wid  me  charmin'  Peggy  doar- 
She  whimpered  an'  she  pouted,  shure  I  ni  ver 

dhropt  a  tear— 
For,  it  is  me  expectation  to  bring  her  otw  here 
To  this  shwate  land  iv  liberty,  me  boys,  ho ! 

But  they  tell  me  that  the  times  is  hard,  and 

that  the  work  is  shlack 
In  every  occupation,  wid  all,  both  fhite  an'  black. 
But  Rorj'll  not  bo  danted,  nor  niver  will  shtan'  back 
In  this  shwate  land  iv  liberty,  me  boys,  ho  ! 

As  honesty's  me  policy.  Ill  shtrive  to  get  along  — 
Thrate  yez  one  an  all  sjike.  an'  give  a  right  for  wrong  ; 
111  dhrink  plinty  iv  good  f  hiskey,  or  anything 

that's  shtrong, 
In  this  shwate  land  iv  liberty,  me  boys,  ho  * 


What  are  the  Little  Birdi  Saying, 
Dear  Mother! 

By  Prof  Edniniid  Clark,   tlie  renowned  snitar  iaaebar. 
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Come,  mother,  draw  near  to  my  bedside, 

And  open  the  window  for  me, 
I  want  to  look  out  at  the  birdies. 

That  build  iu  the  old  cherry  tree ; 
How  sweetly  they're  singing,  dear  mother ! 

And  look  at  that  pretty  red-breast — 
How  careful  she  watches  the  young  ones. 

Asleep  in  the  httle  brown  nest ! 
Cbobcs. 
Oh  I  what  are  the  little  kirds  saying,  dear  mother, 

^^^lile  chirping  aud  singing  the  while  ? 
Please  tell  me,  I  m  anxious  to  know,  mother, 

So  tell  me,  your  little  sick  child.  .;::': 

Dear  mother,  just  list  to  the  blue  jay,       „.  ..  ■ 

How  fondly  it  culls  to  its  mate —         ''    '  '   ' 
And,  yonder,  the  proud  looking  sparrow 

Is  perched  on  the  bar  of  the  gate  : 
Far  up  in  the  air,  the  swift  hw^ow.-.,  v;    :  ,. 

Goes  dodging  about  like  a  kite. 
And  still  further  up  is  the  blackbird — 

>Vhy,  mother,  'tis  near  out  of  sight 


Chorus. 


Now,  mother,  please  clnee  down  the  window, 

Aud  tell  if  birds  that  fly  high 
Will  reach  the  bright  gold  gates  of  heaven 

Far,  far  away  up  in  the  sky — 
Soon,  mother,  your  darling  will  be  there — 

An  angel  with  cnuuing  sweet  wings — 
And,  mother,  I  ^-ant  a  companion. 

The  birdie  that  merrily  sings.  Chonis. 


►  «♦►. 


The  Little  pet  Bird  in  its  Cage. 

A  little  pet  bird,  in  its  cage,  , 

By  my  darling  was  given  to  me,       '      , 
Of  her  heart's  true  affection  the  gage, 

Aud  it  slugs  in  my  cabiu  at  sea  ; 
When  the  noise  of  the  storm-kiug  is  heard, 

Aud  the  billows  ure  lashed  into  foam, 
The  joy  of  my  little  pet  bird 
Takes  me  back  to  my  Nellie  at  home,  * 

Sing,  sweet  bird,  to  me. 

Then  sing,  oh  !  sing,  sweet  bird,  to  me, 
■ ;       The  sea  is  rAlni  and  still, 
'  '      >  Tee,  sing,  sweet  bird,  again  to  me, 
•      .  Sing  sott  and  merrily  trill. 

A  little  pet  bird  in  its  cage, 

In  the  porch  of  an  ivy-(3^wn  cot,  .  *•' 

Sing  sweet:  for,  my  Nellie's  love  gage 

Is  retleemed,  and  content  is  my  lot ;     ;^    ■ ; 
No  more  o'er  the  seas  will  I  roam, 

No  more  o'er  the  billows  I'll  ride, 
The  Ivy  grown  cot  is  my  home,  , ; 

And  my  o^^ti  dniliu;;  Nellie  my  bride. 
Sing,  sweet  pretty  bird,  to  me. 

Then  sing,  Ac. 


Peital :  or  the  Prison  Song,  y-'-y 

Yes !  the  die  is  cast,  '.  a        ^•  *;■.'./ 

The  turbid  dream  of  life  is  waning ; 
The  gulf  will  soon  be  past, 

The  soul  immortnl  joy  attaining. 
Thus,  then,  I  fall,  my  native  land  to  save  ; 
Shall  I  live  a  slave  ?  No  !  the  free  and  brave 
Shall  scorn  to  yield  ;  my  count's  fla^  shall  wave 
Around  the  patriot's  grave !    ,       -  , 

Hark  !  the  fat^d  bcU, 

Each  passing  hour  the  dongeon  waking, 
Chimes  a  sad  farewell, 

In  solemn  tones  the  silence  breaking  : 
Fell  usurper,  know,  thy  savage  tjTanny 
Soon  will  set  me  free  ;  thwarted  shalt  thou  be — 
For,  I  shall  rise  above  thee  in  eternity  ; 
InunortHl  life  thou  givest  me. 


Why  are  Cashmere  shawls  like  deaf  people  ?- 
Because  you  can't  make  them  here. 


T 
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Au  Kevoirl 
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We  lingered  at  the  gate  a  while  .1  >  ;^> 

To  say  our  last  good-night :  v''- '  /    •.,;''■ 

The  little  stare  shone  bright  aboT«^   •   .  '^'    ,    '  • 

The  moon  beamed  with  delight :      .3  '  ^    :    " 
I  pressed  her  ruby  lipe  to  mine—        ;>:;;, 

The  girl  whom  I  adore —  .,•;'.        { ; 

"I  will  not  say  good-bye,  shesaid,       •  -;  v-  . ;  l. 
But  simply  "  an  revoir  I "  I.-; .  •  ;-'  . 

An  revoir,  au  revoir ! 

Little  word  full  of  future  gise . 
An  revoir,  au  revoir ! 
Oh  I  it  sounded  hke  music  to  m*. 

And,  though  I  leave  my  darling  giii 

For  many  a  weary  day,  ^; 

ni  ne'er  forget  those  last  sweet  words         .:     ' 

Which  made  my  heart  so  gny  :  ; :      v . 

And,  though  I  roam  in  foreign  lands,  ; . 

And  sail  from  shore  to  shore, 
Thoee  little  words  seem  ever  near — 

My  darling,  ' '  au  revoir ! "  An  revou^  &c. 


The  Orphan  Emigrants    ' ; 

By  Prof  Edmnnd  Clark,  the  ranownad  gnltsr  tateher. 
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I  am  a  londy  stranger :  I  don't  know  where  to  go : 
In  all  this  crowded  city  no  friendly  face  I  know. 
No  friendly  voice  to  tell  me  what  course  I  shall  pursue — 
I'm  faint,  bewildered,  lonely,  I  don't  know  what  to  do, 
I  humbly  crave  assistance  from  each  one  passing  by — 
Bat  no  oile  stops  to  aid  me— for,  no  one  heeds  my  cry — 
1  am  BO  faint  with  hunger,  I  Hcaroe  can  lift  a  hand : 
Oh  I  I'm  a  lonely  wanderer  in  a  strangers'  land — 

Chobus. 

I  don't  know  what  to  do,  I  don't  know  where  to  go. 
I'm  faint,  bewildered,  lonely,  my  brain  is  whirhng  so- 
I'm  weary,  oh  !  so  weary,  but  no  one  heeds  my  cry, 
No  friendly  voice  to  cheer  me,  I'm  left  alone  to  die  I 

The  lamps  are  burning  dimly,  the  watchman  on 

his  beat 
Is  silently  patroling  the  dark,  deserted  street, 
And,  in  the  chilly  night-winds,  the  stillnees  dark 

and  deep, 
I'm  wandering  so  lonely,  I  have  no  place  to  sleep  : 
My  clothes  are  worn  and  ragged,  my  shoes  are 

nearly  through. 
My  feet  are  cold  and  paining,  my  head  is  aching  too — 
For,  poverty  has  stricKen  me  with  his  iron  hand, 
And  left  me  lonely  wandering  in  a  strangers'  land  ! 
I  don't  know  what  to  do,  Ac. 


Tim  Flaherty.  ;  > '.  k  i 

Oalabratad  original  Irish  aong  anng  by  Bakar  k  Farroo. 

The  Mnaic   pnbliahed  by  the  we))  kDOwu  Mnaic 

Pabiiabara  John  Chnrch  *Co.  of  M  W.  Fonrth  Street, 

CliioioDati     can    ba  oi  tmlnad   *t  all   the  Moaie 

Stores  In  the  Ualted  Btataa— Prioa  30  cants. 


Tm  a  light-hearted  Paddy,  a  rale  Irish  laddy  : 
I  came  to  this  country  strange  wonders  to  say  : 
I  sailed  from  dear  Cork  for  the  port  of  New- York, 
I  was  eighteen  long  days  a-crossing  the  say. 
When  I  arrived  in  the  land,  I  was  tuck  by  the  hand 
By  a  blaggard  who  said  "  Paddy  come  go  with  me, 
I  will  show  yon  the  city,  the  sights  are  so  pretty  !" 
Ha«^  "  what's  your  name  ?"  says  I  "  Tim  jlaherty. " 
Chobtts. 

I'm  Tim  Flaherty,  arrah  !  gaze  upon  me, 
A  light-hearted  Paddy  is  Tim  Flaherty—      ' 

He  showed  me  aroimd,  the  sights  were  soon  found  : 
I  viewed  them  with  wonder,  and  astonishment 
When  he  bade  me  good-bye,  tears  came  in  m^  eye, 
I  found  he'd  been  through  me  and  took  ivry  cmt — 
WTiat  to  do?  didn't  know  :  where  was  I  to  go? 
?o  I  wint  to  the  Court,  and  explained  to  the  Judge. 
[T>*  called  me  a  pauper,  a  vacrrant  and  loafer, 
kn&  give  me  bis  Tn«T"tha  in  the  Island  above 

Tm  Tim  Plaherly,  Ac 


Jut  Landed. 

Sang  bjr  Diamond  and  Byaa. 


We  came  from  Connemaira 

A  few  short  months  a^ 
With  spirits  light  and  auy. 

Two  emigrants,  you  know': 
Pray  let  us  ask  your  pardon,  -  ',.>;;: 

Smile  on  us  if  you  choee. 
We  come  to  Castle  Garden, 
We're  the  two  Irish  cuckoos. 
Chorus  :    For,  we've  just  landed,  just  landed. 
We  landed  over  there,  you  know : 
• " '.      We've  landed,  just  landed. 

We're  tht  two  Irish  cuckooe. 

Cutting  turf  was  our  occupation. 

In  the  bogs  of  Allen  then,  ^  • 

But  they  say  that  in  this  nation 

We'll  at  least  be  Aldermen,  '.': 

We  will  run  for  big  positions, 
In  offices  of  note  :  '.:.■<■'...  .•'.  ii-  • 

We'll  join  the  poUticians, 

;'    And,  of  course,  for  us  you'll  rcia.  Ti  Choms. 

WheA  we  go  back  to  Ireland,     ,•,,;, ;  :     • 

Stire  then  it  will  be  said         , v.  ■  *.i  ■''".. 
We'll  raise  up  iu  our  sire-land  'vl;  .v-V. 

The  green  above  the  red  :      ' ' ' '  "^^^  '.■  •  /' • ,  >■ 
Then  aB  this  world  will  glory,  >  -^^  :. 

When  e'er  they  hear  the  news 
Of  Ireland,  and  the  story  of 

The  two  Irish  Cuckoos.  Chome. 


Dreaming  of  Home  and  Mother. 

Words  iDd  Mnaic  by  J  P.  Ordwty.  M  D. 

The,  Mnaic  Pnhllahed  by  I  he  popular  Hnalc-Pnbiiahera 

O.  D.  Bnasell  k  Co.  nf  IM  Trernont  Street    Boaton. 

can  ba  o'tiiii^-U  at  aU  the  Mnaic  Storeaiutha 

Uuited  6t*tea-Prico  40  Ornta, 


Dreaming  of  home,  dear  old  home  > 

Home  of  my  childhood,  and  mother 
Oft  when  I  wake,  'tis  sweet  to  find 

I've  been  dreaming  of  home  and  mother : 
Home,  dear  home,  childhood's  happy  home ! 

When  I  played  with  sister  and  with  brother— 
'Twas  the  sweetest  joy  when  we  did  roam, 
Over  hill  and  through  dale,  with  mother ! 

Chobds.  :    .         ': 

Dreaming  of  home,  dear  old  home  f    '   '  . 

Home  of  my  childhood,  and  mother-  '  ...■■.- 
Oft  when  I  wake,  'tis  sweet  to  find 
I've  been  dreaming  of  home  and  mother ! 

Sleep,  bcdmy  sleep,  close  mine  eyes.     .    ;. 

Keep  me  still  thinking  of  mother :  ' 
Hark  !  'tis  her  voice  I  seem  to  hear. 

Yes,  Fm  dreaming  of  home  and  mother^ 
Angels  come  soothing  me  to  rest, 

I  can  feel  their  presence  as  none  other : 
For,  they  sweetly  say  I  shall  be  blest 

With  bright  visions  of  home  and  mother — 
'..  -f  Dreaming  of  home,  Ac. 

Childhood  has  come,  come  again  :  '. .     . 

Sleeping,  I  see  my  dear  mother, 
See  her  loved  form  beside  me  kneel. 

While  I'm  dreaming  of  home  and  mother — 
Mother  dear,  whisper  to  me  now, 

Tell  me  of  mv  sister  and  my  brother  : 
Now  I  feel  thy  hand  upon  my  brow — 

Yes,  I'm  dreaming  of  home  and  mother ! 

Dreaming  of  home,  Ac. 


Mygel  Snyder'i  Barty. 

Wrtttan  and  Sang  by  the  Celebrated  Oiu  Williams. 


Mygel  Snyder  gave  a  baity. 

Last  vee'K  at  his  house  :  -  -r     -,     . 

Of  gourse,  I  vas  invided  ■■•-.-•' 

By  a  lady  named  Miss  Kronse. 
Ven  I  arrived  at  Mj'gel's,  .    '  . -' 

Many  beobles  I  zaw  dere  : 
Und  if  you'll  only  lisden,  '    i 

I  vill  tole  you  who  dey  vere. 

Spoken :  Dere  vas  Miss  Kronse,  Mr.  Biaople, 
Mrs.  TAntentilareer.  Misd^r  KansmeyeR  Mrs. 
Dinglebender  nnd  oders  too  numerotis  to  mendion. 
Miss  Kronse  had  her  hair  done  nb  in  Kninballed 


eggs,  and  den  she  vore  a  blain  corded  bed-diek 
dress :  young  Bumbleetein  had  on  a  new  segond 
hand  svoUow  head  ooad,  imd  den  he  had  a  vatoh 
chain  made  oud  of  ^  tail  of  de  cow  vot  kiog^  de 
lamb  over  in  Shioago  dot  dime ;  deu  de  sabWr 
dable  vas  loaded  down  mit  all  de  indelicaciwofde 
season  oud  ;  dere  vas  beannds,  red  herrings,  bod- 
dles  of  green  seal  Bod»-vater,  und  diugs  like  dot ; 
den  dere  vas  nice  danees,  de}*  vas  Valtscs,  Poken, 
Las  Ltmches,  Squadriles,  Succatoshes,  und  oder 
dances  :  den  ve  blayed  some  games,  callt'd  Btis  in 
Shoes,  Boet  Office  oud,  Crokenhageu,  Blind  Man's 
Snuff,  und  oder  gaioee  ;  deu  a  man  got  ub  to  make 
a  sbeech,  und  he  said — "I  am  here"— iu  aboud 
dree  minutes  he  vasa'i  dere,  he  got  drunk  und  de 
oommiddee  chucked  him  oud,  (S  de  segcmd  edory 
vindow,  but  you  vould  got  tired  of  1  dold  you  every 
ding  now :  so  I'll  siin^y  say — 

Chobcs. 
Oh  !  vot  lods  of  fun, 

r  Oh  !  vot  lads  of  Ihn ! 

Dancing,  ^nging,  all  de  dime. 
Drinking  Isiger-bier  nnd  Vein  : 

;^ .' ?|-  "  '"   Oh  !  vot  lodb  of  fun, 

.^'■r  "  'I  Oh  !  vot  lods  of  fun, 

^- ■^'  -i  y  At  dot  barty  down  ot  Mygel  Snyder's ! 

{,  Ven  subber  it  x|as  ready, 
?'  ,~  >      Und  I  sot  me  down  to  end  ; 
■•■•\  I'  *  Dere  vas  Dripey  imd  Cakes,  nnd  Oniona, 
■^;y  t^r      Und  Bodadoes,  nud  Bigs  Feed  : 
.^•r  -.;     Ve  all  ead  ve^y  hardy, 
;•  •  B»t  Miss  Krpuso  got  very  mek  ; 

Ve  calle<i  de  Ddcter  mid  he  aait 
She  had  da  Coleric. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  und  de  Doctor  said  dot  she  go* 
id  from  drying  to  ead;  a  miuce  pie,  mit  a  gouble  at 
dooth  prushes  in  id :  [veil,  afder  ve  sent  her  hotne, 
den  dere  vas  siugiug :;  vone  young  man  sung  a  bong 
vich  vent  like  dis-^'^  He  flies  drough  de  air  mit 
his  mout  fall  of  cheleee,  he  vce  a  young  man  vol 
chewed  ub  a  ilrapeze  "—und  den  dey  ai^ed  me  to 

sing,  and  veu  I  got  ub  to  siiig,  de  bieoble  kepd  so 
sdill  dot  yon  oould  h^u*  a  house  fall  down  :  isung 
dot  song  aboud — Mar^'  had  a  leetle  ram,  ids  vo(3 
all  over  vite — und  veu  I  had  sung  vone  verae,  some 
feUtir  hollered  oud — ''  Oh  !  give  us  a  resd  "  -I  dold 
him  dot  I  didn't  know  de  re«d  of  id,  und  of  I  did, 
I  vould  give  id  to  him  I:  den  he  dold  me  to  "  drop  of 
myself,"  tmd  sait  "vpunt  you  ever  dumble?"  but 
I  don't  imdcrstood  Ladin  :  so  I  couldn't  dell  vot  he 
vas  dalking  aboud  :  but  ven  I  vent  home  nnd  got 
dinking  aboud  de  btiiy,  I  had  to  say  to  mineself — 
I    Oh  !  vot  lods  of  fun,  Ac. 

Miss  Kronse  who  vas  so  sick  dot  nide, 

I  vent  too  gee  nezd  day  ; 
I  bobbed  de  gvestion  :  for,  I  fotmd 
%  I  loven  her  rite  avay. 

.  ,,:'  ,1    I  married  her  •oon  alder  dat, 

I'm  as  habby  as  can  be  : 
.-   iLj    Und  we've  got  a  leetlo  baby  now 
Vich  I  diui0e  on  my  knee. 

Spoken  :  I've  got  the  nicesd  leetle  baby  vot  yoo 
ev»  seen,  a  nice  leetle  ding,  aboud  de  size  of  big 
sdove-bibe,  ids  ^  a  nose  like  a  vort,  nnd  ids  beM 
looks  like  a  pilliard  bail,  (I  mean  de  vite  ball  :)  de 
baby's  ynst  old  enough  now  to  grawl  aroonn  on 
de  garpet,  und  feed  on  docks  imd  hair-pins.  I  ex- 
bect  ven  I  gome  home  for  my  vife  to  dell  me  dat 
de  baby  faU  in  de  slob-bail  nnd  vas  choging  mit  a 
bod-a-do— sgia ;  ids  a  nice  ding  being  a  farder, 
expecially  gedding  nb  off  a  cold  wintein  nide,  nnd 
bouring  oud  baregoric  in  a  dea  sboon  by  moonlide  : 
ids  nice  to  dink  dot  de  baby  vas  going  to  grow  ub 
und  have  mumbs,  measles,  colera  infan/lntn,  Jija. 
Jams,  nnd  dings  like  dot,  to  take  avay  a  man'e 
money,  vot  he  has  laid  avay  for  a  new  mtid  ot 
glothes,  und  all  dot  gomes  of  meeting  Mies  Kronse 
at  dot  barty— veil,  I  can't  plame  her  ;  for,  venever 
I  dink  of  dot  barty,  I  alvays  say — 

Oh!  votlodsofftin,  A«. 


A  word  there  ki  fl|ft  nrHnW*^  contoifr*— 
Take  one  away,  noj^ syllable  remuin^ 

^-  AnMrar:    MoooqdWUa. 


On  the  Brink  of  a  Precipice. 

"  I  tell  yon  what,  Delia,  yon  will  live  to  repent 
it,  if  yon  do  not  take  care  what  you  are  aboot ' 

"I  don't  underHtand  what  you  mean,  amit,"  re- 
torted Delia,  shaking  her  sunny  curls,  with  a  «au- 
cily  defiant  air.  "  I  do  take  care  what  I  am  about" 
"Not  you!  I  wouldn't  have  allowed  that  Abel 
Dale  to  hang  about  me  bo  when  I  was  a  girl,  I  can 
teJJ  you,  much  more  walk  out  with  him.  I  ought 
to  luiow  what'8  proper,  and  what  isn't ;  and  I  aay 
it  isn't  proper  to  urge  the  fellowH  on,  when  you 
have  no  meaning  in  your  kindness." 

"But  I  have  a  metiniug.  Abel  n»etl  to  get  wor- 
ried out  of  what  little  ijense  he  had  imtil  I  took  him* 
under  my  protection,  and  now  who  dares  say  an 
imvivil  word  to  him  ?" 

"No;  they  say  tmcivil  words  of  yon  instead," 
replio<i  Mrs.  Fray,  grimly.  "Why,  it  was  only 
last  night  a  neighbor  told  me  cgming  home  from 
church  that  she  understood  you  were  sweet-hearting 
with  Abel  !" 

Delia  laughed  loud  and  long. 
"That  was  Mother  Long,"  she  cried,  "Iiim 
sure,  and  we  all  know  what  her  wonVs  worth.  She'd 
talk  scandal  on  her  death-bed,  and  abuse  some  of 
us  with  her  last  breath.  I  don't  believe  there  is  a 
wickeder  old  woman  in  the  country  !" 

And  Delia  gave  her  curk  another  toss  to  em- 
phasise her  assertion.  She  was  quite  a  beauty,  and 
she  knew  it  She  had  been  the  belle  of  the  villiige 
ever  since  she  was  a  mere  child,  and  had  been 
flatternd  enough  to  turn  her  pretty  head,  certjiinly  ; 
but  she  had  a  wivrm,  womanly  heart  for  all  that 
and  if  she  did  j»itronise  Able  Dale,  she  had  never 
expected  to  be  no  misuuderHtood. 

She  had  lieen  engaged  lor  three  years  now  to  ti 
cousin,  a  gallant  young  soldier,  who  had  Ineii 
serving  with  honor  in  the  Crimea,  and  had  Iweu 
severely  wounded.  He  wiw  shortly  expected  home 
— a  sergeant  now,  with  the  Victoria  Cross  for  his 
promised  reward,  besides  the  proud,  happy  smiles 
of  the  girl  he  loved. 

No  wonder  Delia  felt  as  if  she  could  hardly  show 
kindness  and  83rmpathy  enough  to  those  about  her. 
She  hod  ha<l  a  long  spell  of  suspense  ;  and  then 
her  fenrftil  anxiety  lest  he  should  die  in  the  hos- 
pital, and  she  shoidd  never  see  her  hero  more  ;  and 
now  he  was  actually  on  his  way  home. 

It  was  so  wonderful,  lA^lia  could  hardly  believe 
it  ^Tts  true.  She  was  an  orphan  and  had  always 
lived  ■with  her  aunt  as  long  as  she  could  rememl)er  ; 
and  although  Mrs.  Fray  was  well-meaning  and 
conscientious,  she  was  not  the  kind  of  woman  Delia 
could  confide  in,  or  tnni  to  for  advice  in  any  diffi- 
culty. She  was  so  thoroughly  conscious  of  this, 
that  all  through  the  terrible  months  gone  hy,  when 
she  was  suffering  such  a  fever  misery,  she  never 
once  thought  to  st?ek  comfort  from  Mrs.  Fray  or  tell 
her  of  her  fears. 

But  all  this  was  past  and  gone  now,  aud  Delia 
would  liave  a  happy  home  before  the  summer  was 
out  Meanwhile,  where  could  bo  th«>  h.irm  of  Vie- 
friending  the  poor  lad,  Abel  Dale,  whose  dogged, 
pcrsistont  devotion  U^  hciself  gratified  lu  r  vanity, 
while  her  really  good  heart  was  moved  at  his  frtrlom 
stata 

Abel  was  not  really  an  idiot  as  the  riHagers 
called  him,  but  he  was  "soft."  He  would  tjUk 
seasibly  enough  at  times,  but  had  fantastic  ways 
with  him,  which  excited  ridicule.  The  yoimg  men 
played  him  cruel  tricks,  and  occasionally  nuide 
him  tipsy  ;  but  since  the  beautiful  Delia  had  elected 
herself  hLs  ob\mpion.  Abel  did  very  well,  and  could 
afford  to  defy  them  all. 

"1  dou't  want  to  be  clever,"  Abel  would  often 
say;  "ehe  wouldn't  be  so  kind  to  me  if  I  was. 
You  think  yu>u>>elvc!*  clever,  and  she  ncer  goes 
out  for  walks  ^vith  you  ;  so  Fd  best  stop  as  I  am." 

"She  coidilii'l  fool  tis  so  easy  as  she  fools  yon," 
some  one  retorted. 

"I  was  a  fool  before,  and  so  that  won't  much 
trouble,"  Abel  always  replied,  with  a  sly  air  of 
knowing  and  thinking  more  than  any  one  Kusptctwl 
— which  was,  nad«>ubt  tb«iHct  :  for Iv  sometimes 
startled  Delia  l>y  an  acute  suggestion,  which  she 
chose  to  consider  a  pfflof  of  his  eccentricity  rvther 
than  a  sign  «f  his  sense. 

Mrfi.  Fi-.y's  was  not  th«  only  warning  she  re- 
ceived, »p;  * 'ras  .\bel  wa,';  (ibncerned,  but  s!;  heeded 
cone,      i  a  <i  aa  ii:;'.)<  cilo  UJes  Abel  eiuuul.l  mis- 


understand ber  fevor  for  »  second  seemed  an  im- 
possibility to  piretty  Delia,  and  she  laughed  the 
notion  to  scorn. 

' '  I  shall  go  on  being  kind  to  him  until  Will  comes 
home,"  she  told  her  aunt  "  and  then  I  shall  get 
him  to  announce  in  the  village  he  will  knock  any 
one  down  who  interferes  with  Abel,  and  the  poor 
fellow  will  be  safe  from  persecution.  It  seems  so 
horrible  he  should  be  ill-used  just  because  be  is  a 
•fool. " 

"  That's  the  way  of  the  world,"  remarked  Mis. 
Fray. 

"  Then  it  is  a  wicked  way,"  exclaimed  Delia,  im- 
patient!^', "  aud  I  am  sure  Will  would  not  Uke  me 
to  give  mto  it" 

"Does  Abel  know  about  yotu:  engagement?" 

"  I  haven't  the  least  idea.  What  can  it  signify 
whether  ho  does  or  not  ?' 

"  I  ihirik  I  should  tell  him,  though,  if  I  were  you 
-and  that  at  once." 

"How  absurd!"  And  Delia  showed  all  her 
pearly  teeth  in  a  ringing  laugh.  "  Why,  he  wouldn't 
know  what  b«>ing  engaged  mejint !" 

"T  thought  you  said  one  day  ho  tmderstood 
more  thuH  people  lanciecL" 

Delia's  kiugh  stopped  suddenly  short,  and  for  a 
,  minute  she  looked  troubled  aud  confuse<l. 

"  So  I  di»l;  but  not  tlmt  sort  of  thing,  I  wish, 
auut,  you  would  not  get  into  the  way  of  discussing 
him  as  if  ho  were  like  any  one  else.  AIh'1  is  just 
a  child  in  mind,  and  has  the  feelings  of  a  child." 

"Umph!"  said  Mrs.  Fmy.  "  The  way  ho  looked 
at  you  when  h(!  was  sitting  at  your  feet  in  the  gar- 
den lust  night  wasn't  a  child's  l<x)k.  I've  got  eyes, 
if  you  haven't  and  I  keep  mine  for  use." 

"  .\nd   I    keep   mine   for   orujimeut''   retiUTied 
Dtlia,  lifting  them  audaciously  to  her  aunt's  iikce. 
"  I  don't  expect  yon  thought  about  use  either  when 
you  were  my  age. " 

"I never ^Tis  a  flirt  anyhow." 

Probably  Mrs.  Fniy  had  had  no  temptation  ;  for 
you  coidd  see  with  a  glance  that  she  had  never 
been  either  handsome  or  attractive  But  of  course, 
she  did  not  take  these  things  into  account  aud 
Delia  could  not  well  remind  her  that  circumstanceH 
lUter  cases  considerably. 

So  she  flouted,  like  the  spoilt  child  she  was,  and, 
catching  up  her  hat,  hurried  off  to  thewfxxls. 
Mrs.  Fray  was  alwa.'vs  complaining  of  the  idle  life 
she  led,  and  no  doubt  the  reproach  was  dt*«>rved 
to  a  certtiin  degree.  For,  although  Dt'lia  woiUd 
bustle  al)out  very  willingly  in  the  house  of  a  morn- 
ing, she  expected  to  have  the  aftom(H)n  entirely  to 
herself,  auu  wander  about  at  her  own  free  will. 

To  Mrs.  Fray,  who  never  wiUked  for  pleasure, 
except  sometimes  of  a  Stmday,  this  seemed  a  fear- 
ful waste  of  time.  She  stood  aud  watched  the  girl 
as  she  went  dowti  the  garden-p.ith,  with  rather  a 
sour  visage  ;  and  Deliii,  catching  a  glimpse  of  it  as 
sh<!  tumcfl  back  to  shut  the  gate,  laughed  irrever- 
•  utly,  and  made  her  curls  shine  like  gold,  shaking 
them  ill  the  sun< 

Sh«  made  such  a  pretty  picture  as  she  went  along, 
with  hfr  head  uncovered,  swinging  her  hat  in  her 
Imnd,  that  Abel,  who  lay  behind  the  hedge,  watch- 
ing for  her  to  come  out,  according  to  his  wont, 
thrilled  with  ecstacy  as  he  put  the  hone}'Huckle  on 
one  side,  and  peeped  up  straight  into  her  beautiful 
unconscious  face. 

She  passed  on,  radiant  and  smiling,  singing  a 
low,  soft  song  to  herself,  and  Abel  watched  her 
always.  He  made  it  a  rule  to  follow  her  in  her 
walks,  and  join  her  as  if  by  chance,  when  they 
were  out  of  sight  of  the  village,  and  it  never  oc- 
ciured  to  him  that  Delia  woiild  see  through  this 
little  device. 

But  the  girl  was  evidently  preoccupied  to-day. 
Instead  of  going  briskly  off,  as  usual,  she  stopjied 
short  at  the  style  that  led  into  the  wood,  and,  sett- 
ing herself  upon  it,  took  a  letter  from  her  pocket, 
and  began  to  read. 

The  loveUet-t  dimples  came  and  went  round  the 
pretty,  seasitive  mouth  as  she  perused  brave  Will's 
fovo-iin<-s,  and  then  kissed  every  word,  with  a  pas- 
sion (>f  dulight  that  turned  Abel  sick  with  jealotisy. 

He  had  heard  of  this  soldier-consin  of  Delia's, 
asstiredly  ;  but  the  poor,  foolish  lad  beUeved  that 
Delia  loved  him  (Abel),  and  that  this  oouain,  if  a 
lival  at  all,  would  be  an  m. successful  one,  from 
whom  be  had  nothing  to  fear, 

Dolia  would  have  been  surprised  and  indignant 


beyond  measure  if  Ae  could  have  seen  into  Abel 
heart;  for  he  had  not  only  wit  enough  to  loi 
deeiwrately,  but  he  had  aim  cunning  enough  I 
plot,  and  power  to  com  pas  the  destniction  of  an 
one  who  stood  in  his  way. 

Delia,  smiling  there  and  kissing  her  loreJette 
was  on  the  very  brink  erf  a  precipioe,  if  she  ha 
but  known  ;  for  W^ill  would  be  coming  to-mon\»v 
and  Abel,  behind  the  hedge,  had  just  registered 
solemn  vow  that  nought  should  stand  between  hii 
and  his  cherished  hopt«. 

Preeentlpr  Delia  folded  her  love-letter  up,  and  n 
placed  it  m  her  pocket  Then  she  bounded  ove 
the  stUe,  with  the  lightneHs  of  a  ia^-n,  and  plimge 
into  one  of  the  dark,  winding  paths  that  led  int 
the  heart  of  the  wood. 

Abel  rose  slowly  to  his  feet  and  followed  hti 
He  had  not  been  able  to  ascertain  which  path  sh 
had  taken,  bat  this  (>eemed  of  little  consequence 
for  no  sooner  had  he  crossed  the  style  in  his  tnn 
than  he  laid  his  ear  to  the  ground,  and  listened  ii 
tently. 

He  looked  like  a  gnome  or  goblin  just  rise 
out  of  the  bowels  of  the  earth;  for  his  head  was  r 
much  disproportioned  to  the  rest  of  his  body,  tha 
it  gave  him  at  all  times  a  strange  aspect 

But  it  seemed  as  if  the  deprivation  of  som 
senst>s  had  quiekened  eUMrs  :  tor  At)ers  heariq 
was  almost  Hui)ematundlv  acute,  and  there  was 
saying  in  the  ■»'illage  that  he  could  see  in  the  dar 
like  a  cat  which,  by  his  sleek  velvet  steps, 
imitated  closely. 

For  a  few  seconds,  he  listened  intently,  then 
picking  himself  up,  tapped  his  forehead  signifl 
cantly,  smiled  a  cunning  little  smile,  and  went  ooi 
iidently  along  the  path  Delia  had  taken. 

Was  it  poHsible  that  he  could  have  heard  h 
light  footfall  on  the  turf,  or  was  she  singing  to  be 
self  according  to  her  wont  i*  However  this  may  Ix 
Abel  was  soon  at  her  heels  :  and  t^mling  she  wi 
tmconsciooB  of  his  near  neighborho<xl,  he  tappe 
her  rosy  cheek  gently  with  the  twig  he  held  in  hi 
hand. 

Delia  started  nervouslj-,  and  uttered  a  faint  en 

"It's  only  me,"  whispered  AbeL  "You  aio 
frightened,  are  yon?" 

"Of  course  I  was  fHghtened,"  answered  Debi 
pouting.  "  Iv'e  told  yon  fifty  times,  at  least  a 
to  steal  after  me  in  this  fashioiL" 

Abel  looked  up  at  her,  with  dull  surprise. 

"  I  don't  want  all  the  folks  to  know  just  whi 
I  am  about" 

Delia  with  the  insniration  gained  from  her  anoi 
began  to  understiiud  him  better,  and  flashed  rouo 
upon  him  haughtsly. 

"  How  can  it  matter  what  folks  know,  as  long 
one  does  nothing  to  be  ashamed  of?    You  ha 
better  stop  at  home,  if  you  are  so  ptuticular. " 

Abel's  eyes  had  an  expression  in  them  jou 
see  in  those  of  an  animal  when  the  hand  it 
liked  is  suddenly  upraised  to  strike,  as  he  aske( 
doggedly,   "  >Vhat  he  hiul  done  to  offend  her?" 

"  Oh  !  nothing!"' she  replied,  with  assumed  car 
lessness.     "  Only  it  is  hard  one  can  never  be  alone. 

"You  never  told  me  that  before,  Delia." 

"  I  dare  say  not ;  but  I  tettyon  now,  at  any  rate, 
she  retorted,  sharply. 

Abol  looked  down  and  pondered.  Finaly,  he  sail 
with  more  penetration  than  one  could  have  e: 
pected  of  him,  "  It's  that  letter  I  saw  you  kissiii 
a  while  back  has  set  you  a^iinet  me. " 

*'  Well,  and  what  il  it  had  ?" 

Only  it's  queer,  am't  it  ? " 

"  Not  at  all,  sir."     And  Delia  began  to  stan 
her  foot  and  looked  very  angry  indeed.     "I 
yon  it  isn't  pleasant  to  feel  that  you  are  folio 
wherever  you  go  ;  and  as  vou  won't  be  able  to  do 
after  to-morrow,  you  had  better  leave  it  off  to-daj. 

"But  I  like  following  you,"  returned  Abe 
gmvely.     "  It's  the  only  pleasure  I  have." 

"  Yon  won't  have  it  long,  then." 

"  What's  to  hinder  ?" 

Delia  tapped  her  pocket  and  I&ughed  latbi 
scornfully. 

"Why,  he's  coming  home,  that's  all ;  andl 
vary  much  alt«red  if  h«  allows  any  one  aJbow 
but  himself," 

"Who's  he?" 

"The  man  Fm  going  to  marry.  Dont  be 
silly  84  to  pretend  you  dont  know  who  it  » 
tfuaa,"  replied  Delia,  who  faaly  lost  hertempai 
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hi*  peraistenoe.     "  It  haant  been  maoh  of  ft  secret 
for  them  three  years,  I  iaacy." 

"  I  thought  yoa  wwe  going  to  marrv  raft,"  said 
Abel,  thereby  aemoastnituig~clearly  what  an  idiot 
tie  was.     Delia  burst  into  a  fit  of  laughter. 

"  I  do  declare  I  never  heard  anything  to  equal 
that  I"  Bhe  cried.  "  It's  the  very  beet  joke  iu  the 
world.    What !  marij  you  ?" 

"Yee.    Why  not?'' 

"  What  did  you  mean  ua  to  live  on  ?"  she  asked. 
„'oing  off  into  a  fresh  convulsion  of  merriment. 

"I  can  work."  returned  Abel,  sullenly. 

"  Then  wh^  don't  you  pray  ?"  ■.^;-^. 

'  "  I  was  waiting "  .^ ,  .^ ,    ,?  . 

"For  me  to  show  you  how?"    ,■■-.•..■-:■   <,,  ',  ' 

"I  don't  want  no  showing." 

"  Then  you  are  a  lazy  fdlow,  that's  aU  I  have 
pot  to  say  foe  yon,"  she  retorted  so  mcwtified  by 
his  pretensions,  and  the  fuMIment  of  her  aunt's 
prophecy,  that  she  felt  actually  crueL  "  You  had 
uo  Dusinees  to  let  your  iothur  keep  you  all. this 
while  if  yon  could  support  yourselt  I  always  knew 
you  weren't  such  a  fool  as  you  pretended  to  be ; 
ut  I  wouldn't  have  taken  yoor  part  as  I  have  done 
if  I  hod  guessed  the  real  truth." 

Abel's  liace  worked  convulsively,  as  he  stretched 
out  both  his  hands  in  front  of  her,  saying,  with  a 
\engelul  smile,  " They're  strong,  aint  they?  All 
the  better.  I've  got  a  tough  bit  of  work  for  them 
to  do." 

Delia  shrugged  her  shonlders  hatightily. 

"What's  that  to  me?" 

"  You'll  Ree.  Don't  be  afraid,"  he  added,  as  he 
saw  her  shrink  involuntarily.  ' '  I  sha'n't  do  you  uo 
harm.  It's  the  man  you  are  going  to  marry  I  want 
to  get  at" 

"  You'd  better  mind  what  you  are  about  Will's 
as  strong  as  two  such  puny  fellows  as  you." 

"  Ah,  but  I  am  cunning,  too !  And  I  can  creep, 
reep,  creep  after  people,  and  spring  on  them  when 
they  don't  even  know  I  am  near  ;  and  then  isn't  it 
r.\re  to  see  how  they  twist,  and  writhe,  and  call  out  ? 
I  like  them  to  think  I  am  on  idiot ;  but  I  ain't,  for 
I  know  those  I  love  &om  those  I  hate,  and  I  never 
forget  anything.  You  mind  Uttle  Parley  ?  He  hit 
me  with  a  stone  on  the  cheek  once,  and  then  jeered 
me.  It's  two  years  ago,  and  I  never  got  my  turn 
nil  last  week  ;  but  I  paid  him  out  then  finely.  Oh, 
It  was  rare  !"  repeated  Abel  with  a  fiendish  chuckle 
that  seemed  to  chill  all  the  warm  blood  in  Delia's 
veirn.  "I  saw  him  coming  down  the  lane  quite 
alone,  and  I  hid  myself,  and  when  ht  got  close, 
nmning  ^ith  all  his  might,  I  put  out  my  foot  and 
down  he  went     He,  he,  he !" 

'It  was  yon  then  who  really  made  little  Parley 
break  his  leg  ?"  Delia  asked,  feeling  very  sick  and 
I  old. 

'  That  was  the  beet  fun  of  it  nobody  guessing. 
I  am  so  sly,  you  know — ap  awfully  sly." 

'And  you  are  awfully  wicketl,  too,  it  seems," 
the  retorted,  with  great  courage.  "If  I  had  had 
the  very  least  idea  of  your  real  character,  I  would 
have  taken  good  care  not  to  trouble  myself  about 
you  in  any  way. 

"But  you  didn't  know,  you  see,  and  the  mischief 
is  all  done  now. " 

And  he  examined  his  hands,  cracking  all  the 
finger-joints,  in  a  weird  sort  of  way,  that  made 
I)Sm.  shiver  a^iu,  although  she  was  careful  to  dis- 
enise  from  him  the  effect  he  created,  and  would 
have  had  him  believe  that  she  was  as  dauntless  as 
ihc  looked. 

If  she  had  but  heeded  her  aunt !  Mrs.  Fray  had 
ilways  declared  that  Abel  was  vicious,  naturally, 
ind  was  only  kept  in  check  by  a  wholesome  fear  of 
the  poUoe ;  and  she  had  arrogantly  assumed  to 
inderstand  him  better  than  the  rest  of  the  neigh- 
ors,  and  would  have  it  that  he  was  a  poor,  hann- 
less  fellow,  much  ill-treated  and  maligned. 

But  she  began  to  understand  him  now,  and 
tremble.  She  had  been  so  happily  dreaming  of 
'V  ill's  return  a  few  minutes  back,  and  now  she 
dreaded  it  above  all  things,  much  as  she  longed  to 
foel  herself  once  more  pressed  to  that  brave,  true 
heart 

"Something  dreadful  will  happen,"  she  thought, 
tuoumfully,  as  she  glanced  at  Abel's  sullen,  lower- 
ii^  ftic-e,  and  recalled  his  vague  threats.  "  I  wonder 
if  it  would  be  any  use  asking  him  to  promise  not  to 
mtarfere  with  Will  ?  If  it  came  to  a  fight  I  know 
irho  would  get  the  beet  of  it  in  a  minute ;  but  his 
cunning  frightens  me." 


She  turned  towards  Abel  again. 

'•  Abel, "  she  said,  with  forced  composure,  "  I  have 
been  a  friend  to  you,  have  I  not  ?" 

"  No !"  he  answered,  fiercely.  "You  took  me  up 
to  please  yourself,  and  now  jFou've  let  me  drop  to 
please  yooiself.    I  don't  call  that  being  a  ixiaoo." 

She  was  astonished  at  the  shrewdness  of  this 
rqdy,  and  the  penetration  it  evinced  ;  for  she  could 
not  feel  that  this  accusation  was  altt^ether  imde- 
served.  If  Will  had  not  been  coming  home,  she 
would  certainly  have  amused  herself  with  Abel's 
devotion  a  Uttle  longer,  and  taken  great  credit  to 
herself  for  a  meritorious  action. 

"  I  took  pity  on  you  because  I  saw  you  were  being 
ill-used,"  she  answered  ;  but  Delia's  conscience 
told  her  that  this  was  not  all  the  truth. 

'T  had  always  taken  my  own  part  before  you 
interfered  ;  and  although  the  boys  teased,  they  were 
afraid  of  me,  toa" 

"^Vhy  didn't  yoa  say  so,  then?"  she  inquired, 
sharply. 

"Because  I  liked  it"  •»..:„■-  : 

" Liked  being  teased ?    Nonsense!" 

"  No  ;  it  was  you  being  so  kind  I  hked." 

"  If  so,  it  would  b«  very  foolish  of  you  to  forfeit 
my  kindness,"  she  said,  in  an  insinuating  tone,  and 
beginning  to  recognise  thai  from  henceforth  she 
must  treat  Abel  more  like  au  equal,  intellectually, 
and  reason  with  him  in  a  tlifferent  way  to  what  she 
had  hitherto  done.  "I  should  be  kind  to  you 
always,  if  you  would  let  me. " 

"  Just  as  you  are  kind  to  a  dog, "  he  rephed.  ' '  I 
dont  want  that" 

" Then  what  do  you  want,  Abel?"  And  though 
she  kept  her  temper  now,  Delia  was  red  with 
scorn. 

"  I  want  you." 

"A  pretty  thing,  indeed!  Why,  you  must  be 
mad!" 

"  Fools  don't  go  mad  ;  they've  told  me  bo  over 
and  over  again." 

Once  more  Delia  was  confounded,  and  kept  an 
embarrassed  silence.  Abel  drew  a  Uttle  nearer  to 
the  disdainful  beauty. 

"  I  hate  soldiers,"  ho  muttered  close  at  her  ear. 

"And  I,"  retorted  Delia,  hunyiug  away  from 
him, — "  I  hato  fools !" 

She  did  not  stop  to  note  the  effect  of  her  nvsh 
speech  ;  but,  springing  past  him,  fled  switlly  back 
along  the  path,  took  the  stile  with  a  boimd,  and 
never  paused,  or  once  looked  back,  until  she  reached 
her  aunt's  garden-gate. 

Then  she  stopped,  breathless,  and  glanced  to- 
wards the  wood.  There  was  no  sign  of  Abel,  and 
after  waiting  a  while  to  r^ain  her  composure,  she 
walked  slowly  indoors,  and  sat  down. 

Mra  Fray  was  mending  some  stockings,  and 
being  accustomed  to  her  niece's  erratic  movements, 
did  not  so  much  a.s  look  up. 

"I  am  sure  I  don't  know  how  you  will  get  on 
when  you  are  a  married  woman,"  she  observed, 
presently  in  a  querulous  tone.  ' '  It  strikes  me  Will 
must  put  most  of  his  work  out  if  he  wants  it 
done." 

"That's  his  af&ir,  at  any  rate,  aunt"  was  Delia's 
reply.  ., 

Mrs.  Fray  wagged  her  head  and  sighed.  ' 

"  He'll  only  wed  you  for  your  pretty  face ;,  and 
when  that  has  grown  old  and  faded,  you  vfj]  fin^j 
you  haven't  much  to  be  thankful  for." 

"Then  I  shall  be  thankful  for  haviD|;  been  pretty 
when  I  was  yonng,  and  that's  more  than  aU  can 
say,"  retxuned  Delia,  pertly  ;  for  she  had  received  a 
shock  and  was  not  m  the  humor  to  bear  Mis. 
Fray's  lugubrious  prophecies  patiently.  "It's 
better  to  have  a  good  thing  for  a  while,  and  then 
lose  it,  than  never  to  have  it  at  aU." 

"But  I  never  heard  that  beauty  was  a  eood 
thing." 

"You  don't  put  yourself  in  the  way  of  hearing 
pleasant  things,"  retorted  Delia.  "I  beUeve  you 
would  rather  I'd  got  a  hump." 

"It  would  save  you  a  deal  of  trouble,  if  you 
had."  ^ 

"But  I  prefer  the  trouble." 

And  not  finding  the  athmosphere  here  by  any 
means  congenial,  Delia  retired  to  her  little  cham- 
ber, to  take  up  the  thread  of  her  broken  dreams. 
But  it  was  odd  and  disagreeable  how  Abel's  words 
followed  her  even  here,  and  how  his  suUen,  vicious 
face  seemed  to  obstruct  her  vision,  when  she  wanted 
to  recaU  WiU's  bright,  handB(une  countenance. 


"  It's  so  foolish  of  me  to  mind  atoat »  cxmtan 
like  that"  she  kept  teUiDg  herself;  but  ^te  did 
mJnd,  for  aU  that  If  any  barhi  should  come  to  bar 
lover,  Delia  would  break  her  tender  heart. 

"  And  him  so  looking  forward  to  coming  home," 
she  thought ;  "and  our  baims  going  to  be  put  ap 
next  Sundfty  I    It  would  be  too  h&rd !" 

"But  at  last  Delia  msoned  herself  into  deft- 
pising  Abel's  threats,  and  vent  down  to  tea,  sub- 
dued, but  hopehiL  Her  sleet)  was  rather  disturbed, 
but  then,  iaany  case,  it  would  have  been  ueoessary 
to  make  sure  that  it  was  i«aUy  true  WiU  was  com- 
ing home,  for  she  had  dreamt  it  bo  often  before, 
and  her  dreams  had  bee4  auch  a  sweet  deceptioa 
nntU  this  night.  ' 

She  was  up  with  the  biiils,  and  singing  a.s  gaily 
as  they  amongst  the  floAierR,  when  Mrs.  Fray  got 
down  stairs. 

"  Well,  this  is  wonderful !"  her  annt  cried,  M 
she  caught  si^ht  of  Delia,  "We  must  make  the 
most  of  it,  for  it's  sure  not  to  last" 

But  Delia  would  not  be  offended  this  morning. 
She  went  cheerily  to  work,  singing  stiU  ;  and 
though  Mrs.  Fray  was  not  gxsciona  enough  to 
praise  her,  she  inwardh*  confessed  that  the  girl 
could  do  wonderfuUy  wall  if  she  liked.  The  cows 
were  milked,  the  butter  churned,  and  the  place 
swept  up,  befol*  the  usoal  breakfast  hour,  for  Delia 
had  a  mind  not  only  to  take,  but  to  earn,  her  hoU- 
dav  in  the  afternoon.      •  : 

but  it  was  a  terrible:  long  day.  The  clock 
wouldn't  strike  half  fast  «tiough,  and  Delia  felt  in- 
clined some  times  to  give  it  a  shake.  WiU  could  not 
possibly  get  to  the  station  before  six,  but  Delia, 
who  was  to  meet  him  on  the  road,  started  long 
before  five,  although  s)ie  had  only  two  miles  to 
walk. 

The  consequence  wastlM^t  she  had  to  linger  about 
the  lanes  for  an  TmconB(}i<mable  time,  getting  more 
and  more  impatient  every  five  minutes,  until,  nt 
last  she  heard  the  whistle  sound,  and  the  precious 
train  that  brought  her  |hero  back  to  her  puffed 
slowly  into  the  station.  ^ 

Neither  cared  to  meet  before  strangers,  and  s'a  it 
had  been  settled  between  them  that  Delia  sb.onl'i 
wait  at  a  certain  spot  untiU  WiU  came  to  jo'ji  ber. 

How  her  heart  beat,  and  her  fair  cheeks  'danied ! 
One  second  she  was  sure  he  had  not  come,  the  next 
she  fancied  she  saw  him,  and  would  fe«l  a  strange 
unusual  shyness  creepinRover  her.  She  was  getting 
quite  faint,  when  standing,  bke  a  blot  in  4^,^  g^jj. 
shine,  she  perceived  WlU's  taU,  uprif^ht  figurt?.  and 
he  came  briskly  towa^  her,  with  a  firm,  even 
step.  ! 

"  Oh,  I  hope  I  am  not  altere«'^"  j)^^  thought, 
anxiously.  "  I  looked  w  pa*;^  this  momiug,  and  he 
used  to  admire  my  c<il^f.  if  he  w  ere  to  leave  off 
loving  me "     •        .  j 

S^^  had  no  tiir  e  to  tiink  on  the  consequences. 


for  WUl's  »*r 


bronzed 


.^ 


^ 


A 


!iong  arm  ^^as  about  her  now,  his 


^r  ^^^  touching}  hers. 
'  .  r  hy,  you  are  bonnier  than  ever,  sweetheart," 
b^  murmured,  his  voice  shaking  with  emotion,  as  he 
Kissed  her  with  fond  pride.  "  It's  man}' a  time, 
lying  half  frozen  in  tto  trenches,  I've  pictured 
your  face,  and  made  it  keep  mc  company  ;  but  I 
never  made  you  half  beautiful  enough,  I  swear.  I 
think  I  mnst  have  iorept  the  smile. 

And  he  held  her  pack,  that  he  might  see  the 
better  into  those  modest,  do'wncast  eyes  ;  then  he 
rapturously  pressed  hfer  to  his  heart  once  more,  and 
when  they  walked  on  presently  it  was  hand  in  hand, 
Uke  happy  folks  who  bad  forgotten  ever^ihing  but 
their  love,  and  everybody  but  themselves. 

Delia  had  no  more  thought  of  Abel  than  if  he 
had  never  existed,  a$  she  pressed  close  to  WiU's 
side.  The  girl  was  trajn^ormcd,  radiant,  charming, 
beyond  words.  j  j 

She  was  so  proud  ^ven  of  the  scar  WiU  had 
brought  home  from  th<  wars,  and  above  aU  of  the 
cross  he  wore  on  his  breast,  which  she  kept  touch- 
ing reverently,  first  with  her  fingers,  and  then  with 
her  lips. 

She  would  have  had  the  whole  village  toni  out  to 
witness  her  triumph  ;  but  this  was  supper  time,  and 
the  good  people  of  DeepweU  were  sitting  amongi* 
their  Uttle  ones  contentedly  munching  their  frugal 
fare,  so  they  met  no  one  until  they  came  to  a  clump 
of  trees  close  to  the  cbnrch,  so  thick,  that  already 
it  looked  qcdtS  dark  in  their  shadow. 

(To  be  Continued.) 
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TH£    SirVOdRS'    JOlJRIVAIi. 


Pull  Yourselves  Together,  Boys! 


*-;-3  ■  fj  ■ 


Wo'ro  all  of  ns  iMitbond,  Bomo  time  iu  aax  Uves, 

By  Komctbiii','  thiit's  sure  to  go  wroiig 
With  lis. or  oiircLildrfn,  ooj- swoet-heartH aud  wives, 

As  life's  lOiiil  utj  journey  along. 
That  tnnibli's  luv  litthl    I  coiifiaB— at  the  timo, 

Though  ufterwairls  they  npixsar  Knuill, 
Ami  I  will  tudtiivor  to  8how  in  my  rybme    .;       ;..; 

A  way  to  gut  I'vor  them  all.  &■•■    v"'' 

JSpoken:    And  that  is  to—  "^         "     ■- 

Chonis :    Pull  yourstlvcs  topethfr,  boys, 
I'liU  youretlviN  togotbor : 
_,r^         Ntver  miiiil  the  kuock-tlown  blows, 
But  i>iill  yonisch'estogither. 

Tis  iiioe,  whtn  your  (•ui)l)Oiiril  is  aoiuity  aud  bare. 

To  have  bnugry  visitors  call, 
.\n(1  say  they've  i)o|>fH'(l  in,  yoirr  siuiiU  iliimer  to  share, 

Hut  hojH;  you  won't  niiiid  tin  in  at  all  : 
The  hust  bob  hiks  vauishe«l  tor  vietuakt  aud  drink, 

Ami  .so  has  yoiu'  cretlit  as  well : 
You  treat  tbein  as  (rieuds,  but  mfrtury  you  think 

That  it  Is  a  terrible  sell — 

'".Spoken:    Still  nevertlidess,  yon  naist— 
.    .;:  ^     I^ill  yourselves,  Ac. 

"Tis  nicp,  wtipn  yon  borrow  and  pay  interest  large. 

To  l)e  just  a  little  ht>hind. 
And  go  home  and  tind  brokers'  men  are  in  ehanjp, 

.\nd  taking  yuur  gcKHls     nevermind 
Your  t'uruitiut),  wortJi  more  than  treble  your  debt, ■ 

Is  seized  by  thise  scnuiidrels,  but  they 
Will  tincl  to  their  eo^t  there  arc  jVIagistrates  yet 

WUo'U  uiukc  the  rogues  heavily  i>ay. 
,,,  /    .  v.  Pull  yourselves,  Ai". 

It's  mpfnre,  whon  ont  until  thrtc  or  till  four,    ,      . 

Unknown  to  your  wife  on  the  spree. 
To  find  that  the  ehain  is  put  np  on  the  door. 

And  yoii  have  forgotten  the  key. 
It's  uiee,  when  you  s<rve  on  a  jnrj',  to  lind 

Your  tailtu'  sits  next  dinir  but  one,  < 

And  he  is  a  Cluiiiiihil.  but  law,  never  mind. 

All  trials  will  some  tLiy  be  done.  ■ 

i)keu  :     And  until  life's  little  trials  are  over, 


^.ii^ 


Out  in  the  Green  Fields. 


■ih 


ifc 


Six 

vou  mast 


PuU  yourselves,  A( 


Od  the  Expanse  of  Maggiore's  Ocean. 

On  the  crjstal  expanse  of  Maggiore's  blue  ocean. 
How  fondly  the  mind  loves  in  sorrf)w  to  dwell. 

To  gaze  ou  its  bosom,  whose  latent  emotion 
Oft  s«ems  with  the  scvl)  of  true  feeling  to  swell — 

Here  Nature,  all  lov.  ly.  forgotten  and  lone. 

Enjoying  tlio  stilbuss  of  midnight's  r.  jiose. 
Seems  to  eeho  the  si-lis  of  the  stnmger  unknown, 

^Vnd  listen  attentive  to  the  eause  of  his  woub. 


White  Cat  and  Black  Cat. 


White  cat,  black  cat,  any  cat  at  aD, 

When  you  catch  do  pussy  cat,  don't  yon  lot  her  squall. 

CnoRfs. 

When  you  catch  d<'  white  cat,  sidje  him,  oh  !  saha  him. 
When  yon  catch  de  bLick  cat,  i^halK-  him  to  dc  tail. 

Toin  cat's  a  gemmeii,  an'  ho  nimblo  in  do  dark, 
l>ull-dt>^-ilc-buw-wow  sketr  'ini  wid  bis  Uirk. 

When  you  catch  dc  white  cat,  Ac. 

Ole  cat  an*  kittens  was  a  pUiying  on  de  hay. 
Big  eat  git  out  ob  do  little  cat's  way. 

When  you  catth  de  white  cat,  Ac. 

Tom  cat  he  bellow  at  <le  bristles  ou  his  bft<'k,  '•■:.,!-  • 
Kase  btisee  de  pussy  cat  a  peepin'  through  de  crack. 
When  yon  catrh  de  white  eat,  Ac. 

Tom  cat  grin,  and  de  pus,^v  cat  she  laugh  : 
Stan'  back,  T(<niin v  cut.  vfiu  haven't  see  de  half. 

When  you  catch  de  wliitt!  <at,  Ac. 

Grei'U  ]vach  pndibi',  an'  a  punkin  pit,  ■'.',.■' 

De  black  cat  kicke<l  out  de  white  cat's  rye. 

When  yon  cat<'h  do  white  cat,  Ac. 

Big  cat.  little  cat.  any  sort  o'  cat,  .    ;  , 

Skit  at  te  at  te  skat  te  it.  at  te  skat !    ' 

When  vou  catch  de  white  cat,  &c. 


A.  ootmtrf  lad  am  I, 

A  rqstio  lired  and  bom. 
The  birds  do  sing  and  so  do  I,      »'     '     j-; 

And  ria©  at  early  mom  ;  €'  ..''t 

To  reap  and  mow,  to  till  and  sow  v'  ; 

The  laud  with  plough  and  toun,        7 '« 
There's  tenght  oau  )>eat  a  countijr  Ufe^ 

Out  in  the  tields  so  gren-'U. 

Spoken  :  Ah  !  I  Ik?  ahappylvd,  morning,  noon, 
and  night:  min  or  shine,  blow  or  snow,  it's  all  the 
same  to  I,  wliilo — 

Out  in  the  green  fields,  so  happy  and  gay, 
Out  in  the  gn^-'u  fields,  a  raking  of  the  hay. 
Out  in  the  grcvu  tiolds,  I  pati8  my  time  away, 
And  like  a  Lirk  I  whistle  iu  the  moruiug. 

When  sun  \te  hot  and  Lmd  be  dry, 

I'gBtH  the  same,  'tis  clear  :  -' 

'Tis  tlien  1  stop  to  tjike  adrop 

Of  stunning  home-brewed  beer ;  . 

With  a  tidy  snaek  of  luncheon,  aye. 

At  plough  tail  all  serene. 
Cold  beans  aud  bacon,  that's  the  tack,    • 

Oat  in  the  fii'lds  ho  green. 

Spoken:  Ah!  bacon  and  cold  greens  them's  the 
sort  for  me.  and  wash  'em  down  with  a  drop  of 
goo<l  home-brewetl  Intjr,  it  makes  I  whistle  and 
sing  all  day  long  -  Out  iu  the,  Ac. 

My  dolly  she's  the  finest  lisa,  ■ 

For  twentj' miles  around  : 
The  country  gills  have  rosy  cheeks. 

Their  iMjual  can't  Ik-  found  ; 
'When  harvest  home  comes  round,  my  boys, 

Each  lass  looks  like  a  (jueen. 
Then  Doll  and  I,  oh  !  don't  we  dance 

Out  iu  the  fields  so  green- 
Out  in  the,  Ac. 

Some  say  the  jolly  joys  of  town      ;     ■ , . .  ■'. . 

Are  just  the  proper  sort : 
Give  I  the  chases  and  hurdle  race. 

And  other  country  sport  : 
(•Breaking  their  re6t  with  sprees  at  night,) 

Fast  men  are  never  jaeen  : 
We  like  the  open  sunlight  best. 

Out  in  the  fields  so  green. 

Out  in  the,  Ac 


Soft  as  the  Morning's  Hne. 

Soft  as  the  morning's  blushing  hue 

Arose  my  lovely  Kate  : 
And,  glittering  as  the  vernid  dew. 

Auspicious  beamed  her  fate. 

But  mornings'  dews  sfH)n  jmss  away, 
S>  vanished  Kate's  delight : 

The  hoiH)  that  flattered  tnirly  thiy, 
For  ever  cloned  at  night 


1^- 


Kariette. 


Maggie,  the  Pride  of  the  Yale. 

I  once  loved  a  damsel  whose  mven  black  hair 
.\nd  bright  yellow  skin  was  my  heart's  sad  des|)alr ; 
"I'was  mid-siuumer'H  mom,  in  the  bright  suimy  dale, 
WIkii  first  I  met  ibiggie,  the  Pride  of  the  Vale. 
Her  lij)  like  the  conil,  her  teeth  ivory  white, 
'Twas  the  nise  and  the  lilly.  the  shade  and  the  light : 
The  bright  Naiad  Queen,  In  >m  the  ocean's  deej)  wail. 
Could  never  compare  with  the  Pride  of  the  Val& 
Chokus. 

But  ^laggio,  dear  Maggie,  thou  hast  faded  away. 
Like  the  Sower  that  bhwms  in  the  bright  simny  May  : 
Thy  dark  eye  hath  faded,  thy  cheek 'hath  grown  pale, 
Poor  Maggie,  the  Pride  of  the  "Vale  — 

Now  May-tlay  may  come  drear  and  mid-summer  bloom, 
No  joy  now  remains  -all  is  sa«lneH8  and  gloom. 
As  lonely  I  wander  o'er  hill  and  thro'  dale, 
.And  list  for  the  voice  of  the  Pride  of  the  Vale. 
And  around  the  old  oak.,  that  I've  watered  with  tears. 
And  sheltered  the  grave  of  my  Maggie  for  years. 
Will  some  kind  hciirted  friend  but  place  a  lone  rail. 
And  scratch  on  the  old  trge  ' '  The  Pride  of  the  Vale  ?" 

Ohoms. 


Oil  I  hotr  I  love  my  pretty  bird  I 

Sing  to  me  a  pretty  song —         ^  .     ' 

Let  your  song,  so  often  sung,  now  be  heard  : 
Oh  !  let  your  strains  be  sweet  aud  long ! 
Sing  my  Miriette  a  song  :  . 

Let  your  stniins  !«  sweet  and  long  !  ' 

Often,  would  I  hear  thy  yoioe  I 
Fur,  singing  always  makeo  my  heart  iu  love  rejoice  I 

The  quiet  Summer  eve,  when  stars  are  in  the  sky. 
The  brook  that  murmurs  soft  in  forests  largo  and  high. 
The  breeze  that  gently  blows  to  make  the.fuiih  rejoice. 
Have  not  such  charms  for  me  as  thy  soft  gentle  voice  : 
Have  not  such  charms  for  me  as  thy  sott  gentle  voice. 
Ah,  ah,  ah  !     Oh  !  how  I  love,  Ac. 

The  organ's  solemn  ytool,  tho'  sounded  loud  and  long, 
The  trumpet's  shriller  tone,  whose  strains  are 

bold  and  strong : 
The  flute  that  sounds  so  soft,  employed  in  songs 

of  praise. 
Have  not  such  charms  for  me  as  thy  sweet  tender  lays  : 
Have  not  such  charms  for  me  as  thy  sweet  tender  lays. 
Ah,  ah,  ah  !    Oh  !  how  I  love,  Ac. 

Tho  early  flowers  of  Spring,  which  lovely  hues  display, 
The  bright  and  golden  beams  of  Summer's  setting  day, 
Tlie  sweetest  things,  which  hero  to  Nature  do  belong. 
Have  not  such  charms  for  me  as  that  sweet  lovely  song. 
Have  not  such  charms  for  me  as  that  sweet  lovely  song. 
Ah,  ah,  ah  !    Oh  !  how  I  love,  Ac. 


The  Litte  Monnd. 

BONO  AMD  CHORUS. 


A  little  mound  lies  tmder  the  hill. 

In  a  nook  half  hidden  by  the  daisies  aud  thyme. 
All  by  itself  so  sadly  still. 

That  the  bees  that  drone  in  the  Summer-time 
Pause  in  their  song  .is  theyitUy  hover. 

As  though  there  was  something  in  the  air, 
Scenteil  by  wild  flowers  and  fragrant  clover, 
AVhich  told  that  a  child  Liy  sleeping  there. 
Chorus :  Coralie,  sylph  with  the  eyes  so  tender, 
-  .:  Coralie,  nymph  with  the  curls  of  gold. 

Heaven  no  greater  boon  coidd  tender 
Than  taking  thy  spirit  back  to  its  fold  ! 

Over  the  sjKit  twin  willows,  drooping. 

Sing  gently  a  sad,  swei-t  lullaby. 
But,  low  as  tho  sound  may  lie,  its  echo 

Blenils  with  the  notes  of  the  choir  on  high  : 
And,  on  calm  eves,  when  the  shadows  gather 

And  nature's  hushe<l  in  a  sleep  profound. 
Airy  figtu%s  are  seen  to  cluster 

In  the  soft  moonlight  that  l)athes  tho  mound. 

Comlio,  sylph,  Ac 


My  Johnny  is  a  Sailor  Bold. 

Air:    M  J  love  U  m  Sailor  B07. 


My  Johnny  is  a  sailor  Im)1<1,     .- 

As  ever  sailed  the  sea  : 
He  dearly  loves  his  own  dear  Kate, 

He  thinks  the  world  of  me. 
And  now  I'm  pining  for  my  love —  ,,. 

For,  he  has  gone  afar:  -  V 

Oh !  my  Johnny  is  a  sailor  bold      *     '■':.: 

On  bKxird  a  man  o'  war. 

(Repeat  for  chorus  the  last  four  lines.) 

And  now  I'm  pining,  Ac. 

Oh  !  my  Johnny  is  a  loving  boy. 

His  heart  is  true  and  kind  ;  .  .  .•  i 

1  know  that  he  is  sighing  now 

For  the  girl  he  lell  behind  : 
I  know  he  dearly  loves  me,  ^    .  >  ' 

Although  he  is  afar  :  • 

For,  there's  not  a  truer  heart  than  hia 

On  board  a  man  o'  war. 


Choros. 


And  when  my  .Johnny  docs  return. 

He'll  go  to  sea  no  more  : 
But  we'll  live  a  happy  life 

Upon  the  glorious  shore. 
He'll  never  go  to  sea  a^gain, 

To  soil  his  hands  with  tar  ; 
Oh  !  my  Johimy  is  a  sailor  bold 

On  board  a  man  o'  war. 


Oioroa. 


Immm 


':*^'v:.\rx- 
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Air 


My  Mother's  Castoms.        V  I 

Tlie  dftya  when  we  went  k-giptjlng.  * 


Cdiuo,  llary,  bring  the  scrabbiDg  brush,  and 

chuck  away  the  slopB, 
And  you,  Selina,  comb  your  hair,  and  wash 

your  dirty  cbope  ; 
Go,  mend  your  father's  small  clothes,  don't 

sit  aud  pick  your  noee. 
Hut  go  up  stairs  and  make  the  beds,  aud  double 

up  the  clothee. 
While  I  go  out  and  take  a  walk,  it  is  so  very  tine— 
I'hese  were  my  mother's  customs,  aud  so 

they  shull  be  mine. 

Make  haste,  and  pawn  your  father's  1xx)t8,  well 

have  a  drop  of  gin  ; 
\  I  111  i  (the  tally-man  should  come,  say  I  am  not  within  ; 
Ti'll  him  your  father's  very  ill,  and  likely  soon  to  die  ; 
Uiit  mind  you  hold  the  door  ajar,  and  seem  to 

pipe  your  eye — 
Say  that  1  m  sure  to  be  at  homo,  each  evening 

af&r  nine : 
These  were  my  mother's  customs,  and  so  they 

shall  be  mine. 

Now  clear  away  the  dinner  things,  throw  out 

them  nasty  sprats, 
1)<  )n't  put  them  in  the  yard  :  for,  that  encoufages 

the  cats ; 
You,  Tommy,  may  go  out  to  play,  but  don't 

get  in  the  dirt, 
And,  Sacah,  you  must  go  down  stairs  and  wash 

your  father's  shirt  : 
Don't  rub  too  hard,  but  wring  it  well,  then 

hang  it  on  the  liue  : 
These  were  my  mother's  customs,  and  so  they 

shall  be  mine. 

Rumeml)er  this  is  Saturday,  get  out  your  father's  chair, 
'Hieu  leckon  up  my  weekly  score,  make  no 

mistakes,  beware ; 
Don't  tease  your  father,  let  him  be,  yon  see  he's 

got  the  blues. 
He's  very  tired,  and  then  he  knows  we  all 

must  have  new  shoes  : 
"  You  look  quite  ill,  tell  me,  hiivo  you  made 

much  over-time?" 
These  were  my  mother's  customs,  aun  so  they 

shall  be  mine. 


» »m»  ^ 


Send  Home  My  LoDg<Strayed  Eyes  to  Me. 

Send  home  my  long-etrayed  eyes  to  me, 
Which,  ah  !  too  long  have  dwelt  on  thee  : 
But  if  from  thee  they've  learned  such  ill — 

To  sweetly  smile, 

And  then  beguile   - 
Keep  the  deceivers,  keep  them  stilL  '  ,    ' 

Send  home  my  harmlc<«  heart  again, 
Which  no  unworthy  thought  corJd  stain  :; 
But  if  it  has  been  taught  by  thine 

To  forfeit  both 

Its  word  and  oath — 
Keep  it :  for,  then  'tis  none  of  mine.        ; ' 

Yet  send  me  home  my  heart  and  eyes. 
That  I  may  see  and  know  thy  lies,  ' 

Aud  liiugh  one  day,  perhaps  when  then      . ,     ■ 

8halt  grieve  for  one 

Thy  love  will  scorn. 
And  prove  as  false  as  thou  art  now.        * ; 

Teach  Me,  Martha. 

Teach  me,  Martha,  how  to  prove 

My  boasted  fLime  sincere;  *     ', 

Tis  hard  to  tell  how  dear  I  love,     .       ; .     <   '■  , 
And  hard  to  hide  my  Ci\rc  — 

Sleep  in  vain  displays  her  charms        ,     '  ■  •; 
To  bribe  my  soul  to  rest : 

r  vain  she  spreads  her  silken  arms,  i.'; 

And  courts  me  to  her  breast 

Where  cnn  Pobort  find  repose,  '-':.■'.' 

If  Martha  is  not  t>i(r«'? 
For,  ah  !  no  jjcace  his  Ixisom  knows,  ,:  :'• 

When  absent  from  the  fair. 
\Vhat  though  Phcebus.  from  on  high, 

Witholds  his  cheerful  ray  ?  t" 

Thine  eyes  can  well  his  light  supply,  : 

And  give  me  more  than  day. 


It  was  my  father's  Custom. 

A  1I£EBT  CHBI8TMAS  SONQ. 


t"^ 


Come  hither,  bring  the  holly  bush  to  decorate  the  hall, 
With  lofty  bows  ol  uiistletuu  to  hang  around  tJw  wail — 
Spread  wide  the  snowy  table-cloth  npoti  the 

shiuy  board  ~ 
And  bring  the  best  of  every  thing  the  larder  cun  atlord  : 
Then  place  a  seat  lor  everj'  guest,  let  here  the 

glasM;.s  shiuo  : 
It  was  my  father's  custom,  and  so  it  shall  be  miue. 

Now  bring  the  massive  yule  k>g— the  fire  pile  well  up  : 
For,  wc  must  dnvw  aroimd  it  to  drain  tlie  wtissail  cup. 
The  harmless  joke  shall  pass  around  in  spiriLs 

gay  aud  light — 
Our  laughter  shall  ring  out  loud,  and  echo  with 

delight — 
The  old  their  gossip  shall  enjoy— the  youth 

with  mirth  combine : 
It  was  my  father's  custom,  and  so  it  sluUl  K-  mine. 

Now  rlcixr  away  the  table-cloth  and  let  the  wine  remain, 
Bri»^  oranges  from  Portugai,  and  grnix^s  from 

stimiy  SjKvin  : 
Place  here  the  cakes,  and  there  (ho  nuts,  aud 

there  the  rich  preserves  : 
Grood  housewives,  bring  your  dainties,  keep 

nothing  in  reserve : 
Then  bring  the  bowl,  the  jolly  bowl,  and  fill  it  up 

with  wine  : 
It  was  my  father's  custom,  and  so  it  shall  \>e  miue. 

Now,  clear  away  the  table,  and  tak»^  a«iiy  each  chair, 
Aud  let  the  merry  music  rcjoiciiiL,'  dinici'  preiuire  : 
We'll  play  the  games,  the  Cliristiiuis  pones, 

blind  man  and  hunt  the  shoe — 
And  kiss  the  lasses  round  and  round,  under 

the  uiihtletoe — 
For,  Christmas  comes  but  once  a  yeftr,  its  joys 

let  none  decline : 
Those  were  my  father's  customs,  aud  so  they 

shall  be  mine. 


Widow  Mulroony's  Ball. 

Air  :     Bryan  U'L;un. 


Listen  a  while,  and  111  sing  you  a  ditty        ;_  v, 
About  a  grand  l>arty,  in  this  famous  city, 
At  a  fine  iustitutioil  called  Hibernian  hall, 
^Vhich  surely  knocked  spots  out  of  Lannigan's  balL 

There  was  Tim  Mulkeaf^'hy  and  Bridget  O'Nale, 
Mapuifiu  McSweeuy  and  Pandeiii  ilcPhail : 
And  the  Galleghers,  and  M  luphvs  fn  )m  sweet  Donegal, 
Came  to  shake  their  tLit  feet  at  !MubxH)iiy  s  ball. 

There  was  lame  Judy  Bnrk>',  and  McManns  (he  big, 
who  was  transported  from  Ireland  forsteaIiii;^'apig  : 
With  one  eyed  McSweeuy,  and  fat  Micky  Ucrail, 
Dancing  their  bmius  out  at  Mulroony's  balL 

Next  came  Pat  O'Fliinigiin  w  ith  Lis  big  red  nose. 
Dressed  up  to  kill  in  a  new  suit  of  clothes  ; 
He  no  sooner  came  in,  than  on  the  floor  ho  did  fall, 
Baising  the  first  laugh  at  Mulroony's  grand  ball. 

Pat  Mngiiffiu  got  up,  and  he  swore  by  the  ropo 
No  uuin  should  djiuce  till  he  first  jjaid  the  stiap  ; 
As  'twas  to  bring  t<^>  this  countrj-  the  widdy  mo  small. 
They  got  up  the  grand  shiu-dig  at  Hiberiiiiiu  liall. 

The  table  was  laid,  he  collected  the  tin,  -; 

The  fiiddle  stnick  np.  and  the  dancing  begin  ; 
For  a  breakdown,  of  course,  Miilkeaghy  did  c;ill : 
Sure  there  was  nothing  but  breakdowns  at 

Mulroony's  ball. 
After  dancing  a  few  jip;  and  a  throe  handed  reel, 
Casey  called  for  a  son^c  Irom  Timothy  Freel, 
Who  sung  :  Piwldy's  Wedding  to  the  delii,'ht  of  all  ; 
For,  they  were  all  merry  at  Mulroony's  balL 

The  dance  was  kept  np  till  the  middle  of  the  night, 
W^hen  Cork  got  glorious,  and  Kerry  got  tight ; 
Tim  Mulkcaghy  struck  out  at  poor  Micky  Gerali  : 
He  began  the  blue  murder  at  Mulroonys  balL 

Eyes  were  kuockeil  out,  and  noses  battered  in. 
The  table  was  upset,  and  dowa  came  the  tin. 
All  in  postage  stamps  (stickers,)  both  large  and  small. 
Which  stuck  to  the  floor  of  the  Hibemiun  HolL 

But  the  pport  was  soon  stoppod  by  a  squad  of  police 
Who  anvsted  the  rofcrs  for  breaking  the  ptacc, 
And  broke  up  the  "  yon  and  your  partner  "  ball 
Of  the  Widdy  Mulroony,  at  Hibernian  HalL 


Irish  Hod'Carrien. 

8nii({  oiil^'  l>}  Diamottd  Mid  Byu. 


We  are  two  Irish  bow  so  frisky  : 

Nmie  betttT,  stiTe,  you  could  find 
To  twirl  the  twig  jin<i  drnik  strong  whiskey, 

t)r  l«>x  a  bif,'  U«f,  Ay-  niinii  : 
If  tlie  loiiMwveA  klianirock  we  could  get  now, 

All  Imre  liH.te<J-ji'il»l'lt»>  should  1h?  shod. 
No  poor  needlu  ^'(|>men  sluHiid  sturving  sil  down. 
But  be  gay  hkejthe  lioys  Unit  carr}  the  hoil 
Chorus  :     !4)'driuk  sticc.  sh  to  liisli  laboivrs, 
J  ^ust  new  o\ « r  fmm  the  sod  : 
,'ti;u>'--f.>-ii  ?   is/jU  Wo  want  «■  iaUirer's  witges, 

J  iVeVe  the  U'Vs  ^u  carry  the  hod. 

Sure  we're  for  fileidoni  ol'  opinion. 

Noiif  should  ^«fl  but  tlinx-  houiv  a  day  : 
We  should  liiwa^u  tax  in  this  dianiniou. 

But  men  gctt  just  threi  times  tli>'  juiy  : 
All  should  liavi  r)>iist  1h<  f  ai  <1  less  Kdt  c<h1. 

Pigs  bigger  tliitfi  cows  iu  ht,Ni':>  should  stiuuiLuow, 
For  to  Ihtteu  thi'  boys  that  lany  tU  ho<l. 

j  j  S<i  drmk  suca-sh.  Aa 

GfXKl  clothes  ai(j<li  iuouey  should  gLiddonthc  nation. 
And  lionestv  I'liwardotl  lie  ; 


I 


Starvation  slioului  have  no  it  latwn). 

But  slaves  l>laeii  and  whit':  should  sll  lie  i 
Then  Liii^,'li  -.uui  ififi^;  w  iih  voiees  ehanuing, 

Lo; 


In  sjtite  of  evl'iiis'  liiuv!nng  i^juimL 
Just  shoulder  tlit^K^  and  ^ou  II  Ijud  no  harm 


In  thist-  his 


lys  that  laid's  the  hotl. 

So  driuk  suucotie,  iiC 


Thej  tittle  Blacksmith. 


Wc  heard  hi-il 
On  thi-  anvjl 


r: 


nniner  all  day  long  '  :  ;  •. 
rinp  i\nd  ring. 
But  he  al\T»yj»  usrae.  wL«n  the  sun  wont  down. 

To  sit  on  tjii '  j,'iite  aud  siii'-r  : 

His  little  liniijlli,  so  kird  luid  brown,  .  .','  .>/ 

CroKsed  idh'.ou  hin  knee,  ■;}?.'■ 

Aud  striw-hil  loppijig  over  chocks  .''V  '.^- 

As  re»l  a.s  tin  y  could  be.       ^  ,..   ,  .  ,  ."  " ; "  v  J 

j  CuoRVs.     "  "       -''      ' 

The  hainnur|;;!;ln)ke  on  1U<'  anvil  fdlisl 

His  luatrt  l-i  th  a  hafijiy  ring. 
Aucl  li!!it  was  1  rhy,  wlun  the  smi  went  down. 

He  e;vnio  ti  ho  gate  to  siug. 

His  Muo  and  f  uiod  jacket,  trimmed      '  • ...   ".. 

With  sigudcf  work    his  fe<t 
All  bare  and  jfair  ui Kin  file  gross,  .  .' 

He'miuk'(t{  |^ictureswe.l 

lod. 


Jle'miultt  H  »ictureswe.l  : 
For,  still  liis!hli<H>s,  witli  iron  sho^ 

On  the  Multliy  wall  lie  hung, 
A.S  Jorth  hi  <|;i|ne,  wlieu  tiie  sun  w 


And  s;it  en 

Tlio  whistlin 

WouM  1. 
And  half  t; 


ho  gale  and  sung. 


rustic,  lending  cows, 
in  ^..-.^iiu*;  near, 
11  ,v  villui/ers 


Lean  In-nJ  lli.ir  dcMH-s  to  li.ar  : 


Ai!d  frau  til 
And  mad 

Until  the  sti 


limt- tlio  robin  <amo 

i  lie  h.ilges  I)riL;ht 
I  lie  Yellow  <'tew. 


lleuevtr  inissi  d  a  iiiu'bt- 


Snug 


Kind  friends. 
How  do  von  li  * 
We're  rather  jdl 
For,  we  are  tlxp 
Chorus  : 


went  down. 

Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Irish  Swells 

]j  1)7  Diamond  and  Rfan.  -' 


Hi/m. 

Sum. 
Syin. 


'■ro  glad  to  Hi-t-  you  well, 

us  Irish  SWi.Ur,? 

y,  Jts  you'll  obs*  rvr; : 
K)ys  that  have  tin; nerve, 
dance  lUid  sing  all  day, 
e're  m«  ny.  gay  and  free, 
AiiK  e.ue,  it  11.  ver  c:ui  sulxlue 
f  lUch  jolly  b<  lys  as  we. 

Sure,  Ireland  i  ^,a  pnrty  ph'v,  "fftftn. 

The  Rirls  are  t  i  1  of  luse,  of  gm'''^,  ,    Si/tn. 

And  the  Ixiys.  too,  fher  «.••>>  .'11  no  ffisky,  i'?ym. 

Aud  don't  till ;     ike  a  dro]i  i  .f  wliiskey  -  ■''ifm. 

Kind  'rieuds,  welikiMos»-.youweIl,  Ac. 


Whokillid   1 
for,  ho  did  ''ijn 


a 


<■  most  poultry? 
rder  most  loul.'' 


Iluuilet's  ancle  : 


II 


h 


.1^^ 
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Down  by  the  old  Mill  Stream. 

Entered  tceordlng  to  Act  of  Ooogreai.  In  tbe  year  1874, 

By  £  U.  Usrdiug     In  tbe  office  of  tbe  Llbrariau  of 

Cuogress,     at    WaablUKtoo— D.  O. 

American   Teralon— By  Joseph  P.  Skelly. 

Tbe  Maslc  can  be  obuined  of  £.  H.  Harding,  Mo.  M9 

Bowery,  New-Tork,  Price  10 cent*. 

ni  come,  when  the  little  stare  are  shining, 

Where  the  twilight  soft  and  still 

Into  night  deeper  shadows  is  declining 

All  around  the  plain  and  hill : 

I'll  seek  thee  among  the  willows. 

Where  I  first  felt  love's  young  dream. 

And  renow  our  delight  while  the  moon  shinee  bright, 

Down  bv  the  old  mill  stream. 

ObuJros  :     Down  by  the  old  mill  stream, 
,  *    •        : :_,,       There  in  the  moon's  gentle  gleam, 
•     '         To-night  I'll  wait  for  thee, 
« "  And  hiippy  we  will  be — 

Down  by  the  old  mill  stream  ! 

'    m  come  when  the  pretty  flowere  are  sleeping, 
When  the  song-birds  are  at  rest : 
And  I'll  bring  all  the  kisses  I've  been  keeping 
For  the  darling  I  love  best 

:    I  long  fur  thy  voice  to  cheer  me. 
And  tlie  hours  so  sweet  will  seem 
When  we  sit  side  by  side,  while  the  rippling  tide 
Plays  by  the  old  mill  stream.  Chorus. 

We'll  hear  but  the  echo  of  our  voices, 
And  the  stieamlet's  bubling  flow, 
As  it  rolls  on   lefore  us  and  rejoices. 
Seeming  glud  in  the  jiale  moon's  glow. 
While  night  is  advancing  we  will  linger 
'•    And  our  vows  of  old  redeem. 

And  the  angels  alx>ve  will  smile  on  our  love — 
'    Down  by  the  old  mill  stream.  Chorus. 


Sweet  Maid,  you  say  I  am  Untrue. 

Sweet  maid,  you  say  I  am  untrue, 
Beciiuse  from  fair  to  fair  I  range  : 
But  tho'  my  fancy  seems  to  change. 
The  more  of  other  nymphs  I  view. 
The  more  luy  heart  is  fixed  on  you. 

The  boe  collects  his  honied  store 
From  every  various  flower  that  blows  ; 
But  when  she  tastes  the  fragrant  rose. 

Forgetting  sweets  that  pleased  before, 

She  fixes,  then,  to  rove  no  more. 


When  the  Moon  is  on  the  Waters. 

When  the  Moon  is  on  the  waters, 

I  will  hasten,  love,  to  thee  ; 
For,  of  all  earth's  fairest  daughters, 

Thou  the  dearest  art  to  me. 
Tho'  rude  winds  may  ruflBe  ocean. 

Still  my  btirk  shall  tempt  the  sea. 
And,  in  strains  of  i)ure  devotion, 

I  will  sing  love-songs  to  thee. 
When  my  Star  of  Hope  was  waning. 

There  was  c)iie,  but  one  heart  true— 
And  which  sbired,  without  complaining, 

All  the  ills  my  bosom  knew  : 
It  was  thine,   my  gentle  Mary  : 

Thou  wert  all  the  world  to  me — 
And.  however  fortune  vary, 

I  will  still  be  true  to  thee  ! 

Thou  wert  dear  to  me,  in  childhood, 

When  the  rosebud,  on  its  tree. 
As  it  blossomed  in  the  wild  wood,    ■  ' 

Was  an  emblem,  Love,  of  thee  ; 
In  thy  youth,  thou  wert  still  dearer  : 

With  the  dawn  of  reason,  came 
Thoughts  that  brought  thee  to  me  nearer, 

Tho'  they  bore  not  yet  love's  name  :    , 
But  thy  womanhood,  unfolding. 

Won  the  secret  from  my  heart. 
And  my  life  was  in  thy  holding — 

For,  'twas  death  from  thee  to  port ! 
I  have  loved  thee,  gentle  Mary, 

I  have  loved  thee,  through  the  past : 
.\Bd,  however  fortune  vary, 

I  will  love  thee,  to  the  last  f  -  '.':,-  V.". 


Who  is  Sylvia? 

aBAKarsABB. 


Who  is  Sylvia  ?  what  is  she 
That  iiU  the  swains  commend  her? 

Holv,  fair,  and  wise  is  she  : 
Too  heavens  such  grace  did  lend  her 

That  she  might  adored  be. 

Is  she  kind  as  she  is  fair  ?  v  ~ 

For,  beauty  lives  with  kindness  : 

Love  does  to  her  eyes  repair 
To  help  him  of  his  bbndness, 

And,  being  helped,  inhabit<>  there. 

Then  to  Sylvia  let  tis  sing  : 

That  Sylvia  is  excelling — ■ 
She  excels  each  mortal  thing. 

Upon  the  dull  earth  dwelling  : 
To  her  let  us  garlands  bring  ! 


The  Kegnlar  Army  0. 

Written  by  Kd.  Harrlgan.  Mtiaic  by  David  Brahsm. 

Uualc  to  be  bad  of  Wm.  4.  PoudftCo.    547  &  666 

Broadway,  N.  T.        Price   40  ceuta. 


Three  years  ago,  this  very  day,  we  went  to 

Governor's  Isle, 
For  to  sand  fominst  the  cannon,  in  true  military  style. 
Seventeen  American  dollars,  each  month  wo  surely  get. 
For  to  Ciirry  a  gim  and  baganetts  with  a 

r^mcntal  stop. 
We  had  our  choice  of  going  to  the  army  or  to  jail ; 
Or  it's  up  the  Hudson  river  with  a  "  copper  " 

ttike  a  sail ! 
Oh  !  we  puckered  up  oar  courage,  wid  bravery 

we  did  go, 
Oh  !  we  cursed  the  day  we  went  away  wid  the 

Kegular  Army  O ! 

Cbobcs. 
There  was  Sergeimt  John  McCaffery, 

And  Captain  Donahue, 
Oh  !  thov  <mako  us  march  and  toe  the  mark, 

In  gallant  company  "  Q," 
Oh !  the  drums  would  roll  upon  my  soul, 

This  is  the  style  we'd  go. 
Forty  miles  a  day,  on  b«ujs  and  hay, 

In  the  Begtilar  Army  O. 

We  wint  to  Arizony  for  to  fight  the  Injins  there  ; 
We  came  near  being  made  ^Id-hcaded,  but 

they  never  got  our  hair  : 
We  lay  among  tho  ditches  in  the  yellow  dirty  mud. 
And  we  never  saw  an  onion,  a  turnip  or  a  spud. 
Oh  !  we  were  taken  prisoners,  conveyed  fominst 

the  Chafe, 
Oh  !  ho  said  we'll  make  an  Irish  stew,  the  dirty 

Indian  thafc. 
On  the  telegraphic  wire  we  walked  to  Mexico, 
We  bless  the  day  we  skipped  away  from  the 

Regular  Army  O ! 
There  was  sSjrgeant,  <tc. 

We've  been  dry  as  army  herrings,  and  as 

hungry  as  a  Turk ; 

Oh  !  the  bo3rs  along  the  street  cry  out,   "  Soger, 

would  you  work  ?" 

We'd  ship  into  the  Navy,  for  to  plough  the  raging  sea. 

But  cold  water  sure  we  couldn  t  endure, 

'twould  never  agree  wid  me. 

We'll  join  the  politicians,  then  we  know  we'll  be  well  fed 

Oh  !  we'll  sleep  no  more  upon  the  ground, 

but  in  feather  bed. 

And  if  a  war  it  should  break  out,  they  call  on  us  to  go. 

We'll  get  Italian  substitutes,  for  the  Regular  Army  O  ! 
There  was  Sergeant,  &c. 


We've  corns  upon  our  heels,  my  boys,  and 

bunions  on  our  toes. 
From  lugging  a  gnn  in  the  red  hot  sun,  puts 

freckles  on  our  nose. 
England  has  its  Orenadicre,  France  has  its  Zoozoos, 
The  U.  S.  A.  never  changes,  they  say  :  but 

continually  wear  the  blues. 
When  wo  are  out  upon  parade,  we  must  have 

our  muskets  bright. 
Or  they'll  slap  us  in  the  guard  house,  to  pass 

away  the  night. 
And  whin  we  want  a  furlough,  to  the  C/olonel  we  do  go  ; 
He  says— go  to  bed,  and  wait  till  you're  dead,  in 

1  the  Regular  Army  O  ! 

.  " . . .  ,  ' ". '  > ...     I     There  was  Sergeant,  Ac. 


A  Diadem  among  the  Gold. 

Dedicated  to  W  d  .     By  M.  E.  J. 
Air:     "  Silver  threada  among  the  gold." 


Dearest,  thy  thoughts  are  without  deface^   ? :  : 
Pure,  good  and  true  :  so  tells  thy  face  ;         ^ 
Thy  ht«rt  can  uoVer,  never  grow  old,  ' 

Tho'  silver  locks  are  among  tho  gold : 
.December  mouth,  tho'  cold  and  drear. 
Brings  on  the  twenty-fifth  go<Hl  cheer. 
At  Savior's  coming,  to  all  unfold 
A  diadem  among  the  gold.  ' 

Chorus  :    Dea'-est,  thou  must  not  grow  old,    : 

Tho'  silver  locks  are  among  tho  gold  : 

'  And  tho'  you  say  "  I  must  grow  gray. 

Yet,  dearest,  thou  must  not  grow  old. 

80,  dearest,  thou  must  not  grow  old. 
If  silver  locks  are  among  the  gold  : 
Our  Savior's  coming  brings  good  cheer, 
And  to  me  thou  art  younger  every  year  :    . 
And  whenever  I  hold  in  mine  thy  hand. 
No  matter  what  earthwom  cares  imfold,      : 
I  feel  Ood  will  pLiee  thee  on  his  right  hand. 
At  last  a  diadem  among  the  gold.  Chorus. 


Somebody's  in  the  House  with  Susie. 

Banjo  Solo.      Snug  by  John  Bogan. 


Now,  white  folks,  listen  to  me, 

I'll  sing  you  a  little  song, 
I'll  do  my  best  to  please  you,  .  •;. 

I  wou't  detain  you  long. 
Chorus  :  I  hud  a  little  poodle, 

I  lost  him  in  the  street, 
The  Dutchman  round  the  comer 
Stole  him  for  sausugc-meot. 

The  ladies  in  tho  city,  ^>  .{    , 

To  fascinate  the  men. 
On  their  he<id  they  wear  a  waterlall. 

On  their  back  a  Grecian  bend.  Chorus. 

Now,  election  it  is  over, 

New- York  came  out  all  square  ;  |    . 

Tilden  is  the  governor. 

And  Wickbam  is  the  mayor. 


Chorus. 


I  Loved  thee  ouce,  I'll  Love  no  More. 

(From  Playford'a  aelecl  Ayrea.   1609.) 


I  loved  thee  once,  I'll  love  no  more  : 
TLiuo  be  tho  grief  as  is  the  blame — ■ 

Thou  art  not  what  tliou  wert  before. 
What  reason  I  should  bo  the  same? 

Gotl  send  me  love  my  debts  to  pay, 
But  not  ou  you  to  throw  away  : 

He  that  can  love  unloved  agaiu. 
Hath  better  store  of  lovo  than  bniin. 


Who's  in  the  House  wid  Susie  f 

Banjo  8  >lo     By  Dan   Kelly 
Air.      ■' Souiebody  ill  wid  Diuab.*' 


Fve  brought  along  the  banjo,     { Sj/mphony.) 

To  sing  a  little  song  :     (Symphony. ) 
I'U-try  my  Ik-ist  to  please  you,  '   T  ' 

And  I  wou't  dutuin  you  long.'      ■'■■■■■■    ■  t' 
Chorus  :     Who's  in  the  house  wid  Siusie? 
Dcre's  some  one  there  I  know, 
-    :'      BwiiUf;*^  I  liuar  Viu  ]>lauug 
Ijion  the  old  banjo. 

Now  if  I  was  ft  soger,     (Symjfhony.) 
Oh!  wouldn't  I  get  ftiitf  nui,     (Symphony. 

-\nd  hide  Khind  the  tncs 
When  tho  enemy  would  come —  Chorus. 

Oh !  if  I  was  a  pootUei,     (Symphony. ) 

And  had  lout;  curly  hair,     (Sytnphony.)  ,  ) 

How  the  ladies  they  would  love  me. 

And  take  mo  ever}- where—  Chorus. 

I  wish  that  I  was  President.     (Symphony.) 
Oh  !  wouldn't  I  turn  the  tide—     (Symphony.) 

I'd  set  the  Island  of  Cuba  free. 

And  let  the  niggers  slide,  Chora& 


The  fiunily  jar  is  frequently  a  jug. 


■7 


'        Drive  Doll  Care  Away. 

There  are  some  people  in  this  world        ,  ,  ', 

Who  like  to  sit  and  mope. 
And  never  sti^Bl*' to  get  on. 

But  cast  aside  till  hope.  .     ■  •  ■    . 

That's  not  my  way,  I'll  tell  you  plain : 

I've  tried  it,  yes,  too  long  :  -;  ■ 

So  now  I  trust  m  Providence, 
And  find  I'm  not  much  wrong. 
Chorus :      Then  give  a  cheer  and  let's  be  gay, 
As  we  journey  on  through  life, 
Put  your  shoulder  to  the  wheel 
And  laugh  at  care  and  strife. 
It's  said  we  have  not  long  to  Uve, 

At  least  80  people  say. 
Then  let  us  hd  contented,  boys. 
And  drive  dull  care  away. 

Let  your  motto  be  ' '  Industry, " 

Like  the  bee  that's  in  the  hive  :       . 
You  must  act  upon  that  principle, 

If  in  this  world  you'd  thrive. 
If  you  are  rich,  your  neighbor  poor. 

Assist  him  if  you  can  :  - 

For,  such  au  act  I'm  sure  becomes 

A  Christiau  and  a  man.  y 


Chorus. 


Some  i^eople  say  they  can't  get  on. 

They've  tried,  yes,  tried  in  vain. 
They  won't  resolve  to  stick  to  it 

Or  try,  yes,  try  again. 
You  must  have  resolution  if  you 

Would  a  fortune  win. 
You  are  bouud  to  be  successful,  boys, 

When  once  you  do  begin. 

Then  if  you'd  be  advised  by  mc,       ^ 

Jtist  list  to  what  I  say  : 
Don't  satisfy  your  selfish  thoughta 

Or  throw  a  chance  away,  -/  . 

Make  those  around  you  happy. 

Give  advice  whene'er  you  can. 
Don't  be  like  some  whose  promises 

Are  nothing  else  but  sham. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


If  You've  Only  got  the  Tin. 

Br  JohuT.  Butledge. 


I've  traveled  'round  this  world  a  bit, 

Of  troubles  seen  a  few — 
I  think  I've  seen  the  "  elephant," 
And  somehow  caught  the  "Q." 
I've  never  failed  to  find  it  yet, 

In  every  place  I've  been. 
That  you  always  have  your  steady  friend 
If  you've  only  got  the  tin. 

Chorus  :  It's  the  money  makes  the  mare  go. 
In  weather  thick  or  thin : 
You're  always  put  up  as  a  man. 
If  you've  only  got  the  tin. 

I  know  a  rich  young  fellow 

Who  has  a  mint  of  wealth  : 
He  has  a  thousand  friends  or  more  v. 

Who  always  drink  his  health. 
They  go  into  a  barroom 

And  drink  champagne  or  gin. 
And  chalk  it  down  to  their  dear  friend. 

Who's  always  got  the  tin. 


ClioruB. 


Once  I  had  money  plenty. 

And  caretl  not  what  was  done — 
I  spent  it  on  my  dearest  friends, 

'Till  soon  I  found  I'd  none. 
I  met  one  on  the  street,  one  day, 

Saj-s  I,  " How  have  you  been?" 
He  smiled  :  sa3-8  he,  "I  don't  know  you — 

You  haven't  got  the  tin  ! "    :,    ,  Choms. 

Now,  just  a  word  of  warning, 

And  then  my  song  shall  end  : 
AVhere'er  you  go,  whate'er  yon  do,        . 

Don't  ever  buy  a  friend  :  - 

For,  if  you  do,  you  soon  will  find 

A  blockhead  you  have  been  ; 
They'll  leave  you  in  the  cold,  my  friend. 


Unless  you've  got  the  tin. 


ChoroB. 


■Why  does  the  new  moon  remind  one  of  a  giddy 
cirl  ?  Because  she's  too  young  to  show  much  re- 
flection. 


-  V:       Love  Me  Little,  Love  Me  Long.  .. 

Say  not  life  is  dark  and  dreary,  '  .'• 

While  around  us  flowerets  bloom  t  '  '  ,;   '  v'; 
/..'.       All  is  bright  where  love abideth,  .';'-';: 

His  fpud  smile  «ui  all  illume.  ;   •!.■ 

Is  there  not  a  spell  in  beauty  'f  ■    ■■'    ■• 

Bow  we  not  before  her  shrine  ?       ,    •■ ,-  ;      \ 
Is  the  coldest  heart  not  >%'akened 

By  the  jwwer  of  song  divine?        •.  -■  . ;  .-• .' ,  ' 

Chorus.  •■;; ■■.■ ; -•'  ■■•'  . 

Then  no  more  be  sad  and  weary,       *  ;:'.    ' ' 

When  amid  the  world's  coW  throng, 
If  thou  hear'st  one  soft  voice  whisper  : 
.,  "Love  me  Uttle,  love  me  long —       - 

"Love  me  little,  love  me  long."  ":  * 

Yes !  'tis  love  can  soothe  and  cheer  us,  ;  •" 

Down  the  thorny  vale  of  life  ; 
Better  far  a  peaceful  cottage  .  ; ' 

Than  a  paLujo  full  of  strife. 
I  am  happy  while  fate  leaves  mo 

One  kind  hesirt  to  warmly  prize. 
While  the  light  of  pure  atfection 

Beams  within  those  gentle  eyes.         Chorus. 

•  Wait  till  you  get  it 

We're  always  a  wishing,  it  matters  not  what : 
For,  seldom  you'll  find  one  content  with  his  lot ; 
Perhaps  you  wish  that  a  fortune  might  fall  in  your  way, 
Say — ten  thousand  a  j'ear — well,  all  I  can  say — 
Is  wait  till  you  get  it,  wait  till  you  got  it. 
And  if  you  don't  get  it,  then  wait  till  you  do. 

If  jou're  hard  up,  on  this  you  may  depend  : 
You'll  find  it  a  job  to  discover  a  friend  : 
Just  ask  one  to  lend  you— well,  only  a  pound, 
He'll  make  some  excuse,  and  stuv  I'll  be  bound— 

You  may  wait,  &c. 

Perhaps  you've  been  out  of  town,  and  just  got 

back  by  train. 
You  feel  doosetl  thirsty,  and  wish  for  a  drain. 
But  it's  past  twelve  o'clock  and  a  man  dressed  in  blue 
Says  '  Now  then  move  on,  sir  !'  you  know  not 

what  to  do — 
You  must  wait,  &c. 

My  income  taz  paper  comes  in,  when  I  leam 
That  my  income  is  more  than  throo  times  what  I  cam  ! 
To  lay  it  on  thick  they've  a  l)eautiful  knack  : 
Of  course,  I  return  it  luid  write  on  the  back — 

Wait  till  you,  Ac. 

Sometimes  you  go  courting  the  one  you  adore, 
And  you  try  for  a  kiss  just  Iwhind  the  street  door  ; 
She  says,  '  Go  along,  sir !  you  do  il'  yon  dare  ! 
If  you  kiss  me,  I'll  scream,  I  will,  I  declare.' 

You  must  wait,  Ac. 


The  Soldier's  Motherless  Daughter. 

Let  me  kiss  yon,  father,  kiss  you, 

I  am  very  tired  of  play  :  "  " , 

I  shall  have  no  one  to  love  me, 

When  my  father  goes  away  : 
For,  my  little  prayer,  at  even, 

At  your  knee  is  always  said. 
And  I  dream  of  you,  till  morning,      ^    ^-   ' 

On  my  little  trundle  Ixd. 

Chorus  :    I  shall  have  no  arms  to  rest  in, 
I  shall  hiive  no  place  to  pray, 
'  '    '         I  shall  have  no  one  to  love  me, 

^Vheu  my  father  goes  away- 
Must  I  be  a  soldier's  daughter  ? 

Does  that  mean  I  must  not  cry. 
When  I  know  that  jou  are  going. 

When  I  kiss  you  this  good-bye? 
■When  yon  ride  into  the  battle  .  • 

With  the  foremost  of  your  men,  ' 

Will  you  thiuk  of  little  Minnie? 

Will  you  want  to  see  me  then?  Chorus. 

Oh  !  my  mother  is  in  heaven,  !^:    ■;   [ 

Where  the  gates  have  pearly  bars. 
And  I.  sometimes,  think  I  see  her 

In  the  iairest  of  the  stars  : 
For,  I  know  she  is  an  Angel—*  ;  ■.     ;"'.: 

And.  dtsir  father,  don't  you  cry,        ,:;;_:,■.:.:' -.^ 
If  I  go  with  her  to  heaven  "  >  ;;    - 

When  I  kiss  you  this  good-bye —         Cborns. 


Angels  Hover  o'er  her  Orve. 

Detllcftted  to  N*lUe  Ooruiao,  U;  U.  Uouiiilua  Ue<>r«. 


In  the  «)ld  g^<ve  she  is  Ijiug, 

With  whit«}  ^Ki«>s  on  her  breast. 
And  the  coldMiwds  o'er  her  ^iJ;hing, 

Whilt'  sill'  ^'t'jis  in  j><.'rlVvt  ri'st  ; 
Little  blue  eyi*  clost'il  in  slunilH^r, 

Little  liaiuls,  all  tjuiet  h»y, 
Little  keepsakes  without  uuiuIkt, 
All  iu  sileuee  Liid  away. 
Chorus  :  6iH,>n  wide' the  gates  of  hi^aveu, 

:    Our  sweet  darling's  wnil  to  save  : 
i'or,  her  sins  are  idl  lorgiven  — 
1  Angels  hover  o'er  her  gtavc 

Place  a  wreath  of  snou-j-  whiteness 

On  our  darling's  wavy  liair, 
Thnjt  iu  heawt's  golden  brightness 

She  may  hloom  iu  Ixiauty  there  ;    -r       '  >•.■ 
For,  she  kueW  the  sacrwl  story,  •  '-'    •■  .- 

That  fter  HaVior  lives  above. 
In  His  home  tif  golden  glory. 

Of  eternal  life  and  love.  Choruii. 


The  Swell  of  the  Day.    .. 

'    pERIO-OOJUC    BONO. 

Copyrii^t    1874   by  E  H   HardiiiK. 

Wrlttoii  aull  coin  poBed  by  JuNi-|ih  p.  SkvMy. 

The  muaic  of  tlii^  toOK  cmi  benbtamod  nf  E  U    H>rdlnj{ 

No  268  Uowsry    New-Tork-Ele»!ant  Pall  Maatc 

8^e  Sbeet  fur  IU  ceuM. 


I  am  a  swell  o|  tthe  day,  as  yon  see  : 
All  other  swell*  are  but  mrxlels  of  me. 
You  must  have  ht^rd  of  the  name  vihich  I  bear. 
Surely  you  mubt-  for,  I'm  known  everywhere. 
Girls  are  enchi^iitt^'d  when  1  am  iu  view. 
Gents  are  bewii4ered  and  gaze  at  mo,  too  : 
Some  criticise  nje  and  stare  while  they  say  : 
'•  Oh  !  aint  he  luobby.  that  Swell  of  the  ilay  !" 

Chorus  :  I  aiii  the  swell  of  the  day 
,;' :  -i  .        Thjat's  what  the  jteople  all  say — 
.    -    ■  ,       Go  ^here  I  will,  they  say  to  me  still 
Haa  a  genuine  Swell  of  tlie  «L»y  !" 

Now,  I  confesH  I'm  a  little  low  down  : 

How  can  I  help  jit  when,  all  through  the  town, 

Peoplt!  are  prayhig  for  times  to  improve  ? 

Still  I'm  conttiite*!  and  keep  on  the  move  : 

Why  should  I  jgtumble  when  aire  I  have  none  ? 

All  my  delight  js  iu  faMhi«>u  and  fuu. 

Friends  crowdfvtouu<l  me,  and  wine  makes  us  gay  - 

Then  they  all  lilitter  the  Swell  of  the  day 

j  I  am  the  Swi  11  ol  the  ilay,  &c. 

lam  accomplifeied  and  verj-  refinwl. 
Once  I  was  ricjl^  but  my  purse  has  decline*!  : 
Love  is  a  stnmffer  as  yet  to  my  hcMrt, 
But  from  th(!  liilies  I  ne'er  can  <le|>art :    .'■  ' 
They  are  the  oa^ise  of  my  joy  and  despair  - 
None  C!vn  resiijtlthem  so  charming  and  fair  — 
Some  spoony  liilown  tliey  drive;  to  dismay. 
But  they  all  c  i^  to  the  Swell  of  the  day  - 

I  am  the  Swell  of  the  day,  &c. 


Tou  I  Love. 


You  I  lovE,  by  all  that's  true. 
More  thah  ijill  things  heri'  lielow. 
With  a  ii|u»iion  far  more  great 
Than  e'enj  4reature  loved  yet  ; 
And  yet  HtJll  j'ou  cry,  "forU«r, 
Love  no  iupre,  or  love  not  here." 

Bid  the  miter  leave  his  ore  : 
Bid  the  WTJPtchod  sigh  no  more  : 
Bid  the  qli  be  young  again  : 
Bid  tfie  nifi  not  think  on  man  : 
Emma,  when  you  this  can  do. 
Bid  me  tb^n  not  think  f>f  you. 

Love's  not  a  thing  of  choice,  but  fate  : 
What  makes  me  love,  makes  you  to  hate  : 
Emma,  thto  do  what  you  will : 
Ease  or  OuTe,  torment  or  kill — 
Be  kind  <>i  cruel,  false  or  true. 
Love  I  mtot,  and  none  but  you. 


'     Why  is  a  nA«ghty  boy  like  the  letter  "  d  "  ?    Be- 
caose  he  makB^  " ma "  "mad." 


■i!.^^' 


■■.■.;'■■» .r/'vi  .V 
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On  the  Brink  of  a  Precipice. 

(Iimliniiiil.) 


D.li:i,  wliowisgettiiipuK'icaccn  'f^moilto  Will's 
{)n-.t  i  ce,  li  tl  rivst  oHsoin.  (ilhtrs  yiitw-i,  and  w;  in 
cb  itliiit,'gii  'y,  wluiiKUtldri  ly  ft  li;4ut  twi^lnuched 
lurltiislml  ■Utfk,  iiud  stniif;  it.  Slu  st;ii1i'd,  iiud 
cliiii^'  iiistiiiitivt'ly  to  'Will,  who  w  is  mily  tiM>  t;lml 
of  ail .  xciisc  to  put  his  iirm  once  luoro  about  lier 
Kh'udt  T  w.ii  t. 

"■Wbftt  is  tlu'  m,itt«r,  tLirling?" 

"  Souuthiii^'  toiu'lu'd  my  cliotk." 

"It  innKt  liiivo  Ikvu  fi  \>vo  luistouk  it  for  ii  ro«t'," 
ftUHWtrtd  btT  lover,  gnUiiutly. 

"Oh  !  it  wftKii't  like  that :  and  bi sides " 

Slie  stnpiH'd  short,  tnmljliiij,'.  tor  there,  f,'leiiui- 
iu^'  out  nfthe  dirk  Imek^ToiUid  of  the  trees  w; is 
AIh I's  white,  ineaafiiiK  fiu-e.  Will  eauf,'ht  si(,'ht  ot 
liiiu  !it  the  siiiuo  miineut  ;  but  he  neither  saw  nor 
niiderstiKHliis  Deliii  did,  for  he  said,  roossuriiii^'ly, 
"  Why.  its  thr  foul,  Al*!  IMlo, .  I  deeLir*  !  WliiU 
!in  cnld  chap  he  is  to  prowl  alxmt  in  (Lirk  pLiees, 
when  lif^ht  ones  are  so  miieh  plea&iuter.  Ci<><>d 
eviiiiii','  to  you.  Sir  Abol." 

And  oat'  of  the  lightness  of  his  hiait.  Will 
touelud  his  C",ip,  with  a  burst  of  pUiisjint  laUL;ht<r. 
Hem-ant  to  cheer  the  lad,  and  not  to  uioek  liini  : 
but  Alul  elenehfd  ills  list,  and  ^land  so  Ijerecly 
at  Imtli,  tluit  even  Will  undei-sttMxl  now. 

"Whj-,  he's  as  s\uly  as  a  iHur!"  he  sjiid,  with 
some  siirprise.  ••  I  supiM>se  the  miniu  is  in  tlie 
wront,'  qnarttT.  IJiit  what  maki'syouliHiksofri^'ht- 
eni  d,  Pilia?  Am  [  not  l.i'_;  onou;^h  to  takectireof 
tw.>  sueli  tiniiil  little  tLirUu^H  iu»  yoU'?" 

"  Yt'S  ;  only "" 

"Only  you  are  nei-vous  to-nl^'ht,  iK.'lia,  that's  it. 
It  wntt  a  hal>it  of  mine  to  l,iu^,'h  at  that  st>rt  of 
tliili;  olire  up'tiatillie  ;  but  1  know  b.ttr  r  now.  I 
us.  d  to  till  the  doetor  it  was  worse  to  bear  really 
tliantiiepainofniy  wound,  and  put  me  liurk  more. 
IJiit  lure  1  am  all  ri'^ht  eow,  >o  I  mns'i't  -nimble, 
must  IV  .\nd  as  tor  Ab  1,  it  will  w»"i  i-ime  to  a 
nnkoniiiji  Ktweiu  him  and  me,  if  he  fri'.;liti  :  syoii 
au'iin.  Thou^di  ho  is  daft.  In- mu8tbotiiUf;ht.some 
kind  of  manners,  you  see." 

"O'l.  pi';>y  don't  haveanylhiii'^'todo with  liim." 
I'  lift  cried,  apprehensively.  And  tl.enshi'  low  en  d 
her  voice  lo  fidd,  "He  is  not  half  so  foolish,  and  a 
threat  deal  inor>'  .spiteful  tliau  i^'O^^l'  have  any  idea. 
We  shan't  lie  in  his  way  lon^?.  Will,  au<l  I  know  it 
wou't  do  to  curate'  him." 

"  Come,  l)«lia,  you  wouldn't  like  to  see  me  afniid 
of  :\  fellow  like  that':'"  said  the  soldier,  str.ii^'liten- 
in;_;  hinis.lfa  little. 

••No:  only  nothin;^'  must  liapiHU  to  spoil  our 
hai'i'inessnow.  "sheaiisweri'd,  wistfully.  "  Ishoiiid 
br  ak  my  heart  if  it  ditl.  It  has  Uen  suehalon}^. 
|oi,el\  tiine  whilst  you  were  away.  Aud  now  every- 
thing; look-i  so  l>rit,'Ut." 

••  And  it  will  keej)  briL;lit,  too." 

They  li  111  inus.sid  the  clumi)  of  trees,  aud  were 
out  of  AIh  I's  ranj^'o  of  vision,  so  that  Will  ventured 
to  jireSK  a  kiss  on  Delia's  rosy  lips,  as  he  addtil, 
••To-morrow  momin<,'.  first  thiji '.  I  shall  Ih'  off  to 
the  i>arson's  to  j,'et  the  Imnns  pu'  i:p,  and  if  you 
would  fix  this  day  mouth  forourweddini,'-day.  ymi 
will  make  me  the  happiest  fellow  alive.  I  want  it 
jiaitieularly  to  be  this  day  month,  because  then  we 
shall  ;dways  mark  TtuWay  as  a  iiicky  iLay  iu  otu 
almaii:'.ek.  Delia." 

Dili;!  Iilnshed  <'oyly,  and  looki'il  shy  at  first,  but 
111  w  could  >lie  deny  lierhero'/     She luvd never sujw 

5«o^t  d  he  w  >uld  cons<'nt  to  wait  over  the  month,  and 
1  ididreelv  bei^nni  herHimi>le  preixtnitious.  Unt  it 
Was  lath  r  a;,'itatint;  to  be  lirou^ht  so  <losc  lo  the 
nality.  and  she  could  not  helpsheddiiii^afew  te:;i-s 
on  Will's  red  eoiit.  Lut  she  fondled  the  cross  o  i 
his  breiust  at  the  same  time,  and  was  ;;l:id  to  r.-- 
n;c'in''erll!fitb»tvi>  men  are  {,'euendly  true.  •■  Evea 
.\unt  Fr.iy  bus  ji  "thing  to  si\y  appiiust  Will,  except 
that  li  '  foolish  tl'  be  taken  in  by  my  imttv  face, 
and  that'--  a  fftult  I  woulibi't  have  him  withoui," 
jMUiderwl  Delia;  and  then  she  IfMiked  up  ftt  her 
lover,  and  smiled  at  him  throuGih  her' tears.  ••It 
shall  be  just  as  yon  like.  dear,  deir  Will."  shemur- 
nnire<l,  Rf)ftly  ;  ••nn«l  ob,  I  will  try  to  make  you  u 
gfx  id  wife !" 

••I've  jio  far  MlM)ut  tluit,"  ftn.swered  her  lover, 
coiil'i. "  -1  itb .  "  And  1  >ok  I  len  ■,  Delia  ;  I've  Siivcd  two 
hundicdiiotiiidsodd,  and  one  of  the  officers  has  put 
it  out  to  interest  for  m  ■.  and  it  brinjrs  in  actually 


five  shillinpi  a  week  ;  that,  with  my  pay,  will  Bee  us 
pntty  comfortable.  I've  p)t  the  OjIoucI's  [lermis- 
sion  tomnrry,  ofetnirse.  and  bo  sent  yon  a  message, 
Delia,  uiH)n  uiy  woril ! " 

"Me'i*"  said  Delia  blushing. 

"Well,"  continue*!  Will,  "it  wiw  no  flftttering,  I 
feel  nuKlest  alxmt  K'viu^i  it  touf^ue.  If  strict  on 
jiftr.ide  and  all  the  better  for  us  he's  a  pleiusant- 
siK>keu  gentleraiuk  when  duty  d«jesn't  come  iu  the 
way,  aud  says  bo,  im  b^  sliook  me  by  the  luind,  like  ft 
friend,  '  You've  Im'cu  n  ^<kkI  soldier,  sergeant ;  and 
tell  yoiu-  wife  from  uie  she's  alxnit  as  lucky  u  K'ri 
!is  I  know.'  It sountls like st'lf-prii.se.'inldiHl  Will, 
who  bluslied  with  Delia,  '•but  those  was  biti  very 
wortls  ;  and,  ol  coin>ie,  if  any  tme  ^ivc!8  you  i\  mes- 
sivj^e,  you've  ^nt  to  deliver  it  true." 

••Of  cours*'."  .\nd  Delia  looke<l  as  prtMul  iw  a 
(pieeu.  "I  always  said,  when  I  was  (jnite  a  little 
(,'irl.  I  woiiUl  many  a  soldier  who  had  been  iu  the 
wars." 

".\ud  wbftt  ftlxmt  this  scar?"  iiuiuiretl  Will, 
)>oiiitin^  smilin<;lv  to  the  ^itsh  on  biu  cheek  that  a 
liiissiau  bavonet  bad  madi'. 

•M)h,   I  like  it!" 

And,  standinj^  ou  tip-toe,  Delia  touched  it  shyly 
with  her  lijis. 

'•  Slie's  a  ^'<mh1  littk!  soul,  ftud  she  k>vc«  me,"  the 
yoiui<;  soldier  s;iid  to  himself,  with  a  k1"W  of  lui- 
tiinil  pride.  '•  I  w  ish  I  may  be  shot  if  she  over  sbetls 
a  tear  of  my  e^uisiuf^  !" 

The  news  of  Wdl'u  return  soon  spread,  nnd  the 
cctta^^e  was  iH-sie^eil,  for  tlie  youn^  fellow  was  a 
f,'eneiul  favorite,  and  h;ul,  iK'sidi-s,  a  ("oo*!  deal  to 
tell  them  about  the  wars  ho  had  witncssi'd,  the 
storming;  of  tlie  MaLikoff,  ftud  ofthecircuiustaiices 
under  which  ho  w:is  woimdodat  SebiistoiKil. 

An  eiiLjer  little  v,'nnip  j;atbered  rouud  the  K"tc, 
whilst  Will,  slaiidin-^  bareheaded,  uiidi-r  the  moou- 
lii,'ht,  told  them  many  a  pitiful  story,  or  roused 
their  entliiLsiasm  to  such  a  ]iitch  that  if  a  reerutiui,'- 
ser„'eant  had  only  lutli  by,  half  of  the  lueu  would 
have  «>iilisted  on  the  six>t. 

llieu  lieiuj,' fori-ed,  Ijutsorely  a;.;ainst  his  will,  he 
sjioke  of  his  owu  achievements,  aud  told  them  the 
way  be  had  won  his  cros.s,  nnd  a  far  t)iLrLri'r  scar 
than  the  llj^'ht  one  dii  his  cheek  tluit  Delia  bad 
ki.ssi'd. 

Delia  lu>rKelf  stood  liehi'ul  him,  proud  aud  t,'Lid, 
and  lier  little  h  uid  it'sted  in  his. 

•'Oh!  lioii't  1. 11  ii»aiiy  more,  Will."  she  would 
eiy  out,  oUeii,  n "I  tjien  li-ileii,  liiseinat^ul  witu  the 
nst,  holdiiiLj  him  liist,  however,  as  if  she  feared  to 
lose  him  aj,'aiu. 

It  was  i|uite  late  wbeu  the  two  went  iu  tof»cther, 
and  Mrs.  Fr.iy  b.-int;  in  her  very  best  temiMT,  Ix'- 
cause  Will  had  liiou^ht  h'  r  home  a  handsome  new 
gown,  there  wits  n«jtliing  to  mar  this  delightful 
evening. 

"I  declare,  my  ton  nie  aeh«'s!"  s;iid  Will  laugh- 
ing, as  he  went  otf  to  bis  attic  in  the  roof.  "I've 
done  two  much  tilkiug  by  lialf  t<MLiy  !" 

IJut  be  had  not  done  tiMi  much  kissing,  it  sccmwl, 
for  I  should  l>e  ashamed  to  s;iy  how  numy  he  st«>le 
from  Delia  when  he  «iught  herali  me  in  the  jMuwage, 
and  as  she  liad  a  dish  in  laT  hand,  she  could  not 
resist. 

I  am  not  very  sure  that  she  wjiuted  to  resist, 
however. 

Ihitting  up  the  l«nn8  was  a  solemn  sort  of  ccre- 
njony — almost  as  solemn  as  being  married  ;  and 
Delia  felt  very  .sol  lerSvhen  Will  came  lijick  from  the 
vieanige.  saying  that  he  had  seen  the  parson,  aud 
se-t  things  going. 

He  didn't  reiH-at  what  the  p;irson  had  sjiiil  on  the 
iK-casion,  iM'cansi'  it  was  not  a  niessagt',  and  Will 
was  a  modest  young  fellow,  and  could  not  believe 
that  lie  done  more  tluiu  bis  duty,  although  folks 
ditl  make  such  a  fiiKs. 

Uut  he  held  anotlur  levee  that  night,  aud  had  to 
rejx-at  over  again  nil  he  had  soil  and  suflfored, 
whilst  Ab'  1  st(«Kl  on  the  outer  edge  of  the  group, 
and  watclii  d  the  li  »ppy  coujile  with  Ids  evil  eyes. 
If  ft  look  could  liavij  killed.  Will  would  have  beeo 
ver\-  silent  from  that  ni','ht  forth. 

Delia  was  vi'r\'  !  lasy  tbe  next  few  days.  Sh«  and 
Will  walkid  to  the  neighlKiring  town  to  cho<i8e 
the  wedliii'.'  i]r-s-,  and  it  was  pretty  to  si-e  the 
bronzed,  b  aided  '•  i-re  of  thesergi'ftrt.  and  Delia's 
fair,  self  ili'-liing  face,  beiuUng  togetber  over  the 
draper's  vui"-  8. 

••Ilikewhit  list."  -aid  Will  ;  "It  looksso  inno- 
cent :"   and  .straightawagr  Delia  fixed  on  a  simple 


white  fabric.  Then  sbe  bought  her  bonnet,  and 
Will  bad  to  stity  down  stairs  whilst  it  was  iMing 
trieilou,  and  «as getting  tjuite  uiii>atieut,  man-like, 
when  Delia  came  tripping  towards  bim,  ber  face 
radiant  with  delight. 

"Ob,  Will,"  she  said,  ccbtaticully,  "it  is  deli- 
cious !" 

"What  is  delicious?"  be  inquired,  thiukinp;, 
naturally,  that  she  was  alluding  to  somclbing  cat- 
able. 

"You  sillT  fellow  !— the  bonnet,  of  course.  All 
white,  and  the  very  finest  bunch  of  omnge  flowers 
just  along  the  brim." 

"Reiil  orange  flowerK.  Delia?" 

"  It's  no  ntm  talkiug  to  men  about  snch  things  I" 
and  Delia  iKnited  prettily.  "  They  never  do  under- 
stand anytiiiug  alnrnt  them  !  Fancy  !  real  omnge 
flowers  !' 

And  she  Liughed  ber  merr}',  light-hearted  laogb, 
that  Will  tljought  the  pleiisiuitcst  music  he  bad  ever 
beard. 

'.'  Come  ?"  she  ad<led,  taking  his  arm  proudly, 
liefore  everyimc.  "  I  have  tkmc  now,  and  we  may 
lis  well  go  home." 

Doba  was  very  merry  on  the  way.  She  had  for- 
gotten all  alxiut  Abi;l  and  bis  tbrci\t«,  aud  bud  no 
iiUii  that  he  luid  doggi-cl  ber  steps  [lersistently  ever 
since  Will's  return,  aud  was  cimuingly  biding  bin 
time. 

Delia  wotdd  not  go  to  church  on  the  Sunday 
morning,  Ijecause  jieople  would  stare  at  her  so, 
when  her  bauus  were  published,  she  said  :  but  iu 
the  allt'nuKm  she  accom|>auied  Will,  and  every- 
iHMly  decLired  they  would  make  a  very  handsome 
couple. 

Alx'l  bad  bidden  Imhind  theb<'dge,  and  saw  tbem 
goby,  ami <leucbeHl his ti.st  and  uuittered  tiercelvto 
himself.  The  lioys  never  worried  bim  now— Ubey 
were  afniid  ;  and  ho  he  had  time  to  brotxi  and  to 
plot.  He  did  not  mean  to  Imrm  Delia-  that  had 
never  beeu  in  his  thoughtfi-  but  he  would  creep, 
cnvp,  creep  after  Will ;  aud  when  be  caught  him 
in  some  unguanled  moment,  let  bim  beware  of  the 
cou«efin«?fiees  ! 

The  riK-ks  round  Deepwell  were  steep  and  high, 
and  the  si'ft  fiowed  Untaitb.  'ITie  wiivt-s  would Ix-ar 
Delia's  lover  away,  and  no  one  would  lie  the  wiser. 
*)f  i-oui>se  she  would  cr}-  a  gtxKl  dtid  at  first 
womeji  were  like  tliat  ;  but  soon  she  would  think 
him  faithless,  aud  allow  berselfto  be  consoled  ;  and 
then  his  tnni  woidd  come. 

Meanwhile  the  villagers  were  stuprised  to  find 
that  .\Im1  had  gone  lo  work.  At  first,  none  of  the 
lanuei-s  would  h.ive  him  on  their  land  ;  but  he  gave 
sueli  proof  of  Ills  strength  and  g(KKl-willa««x)ncon- 
vince-d  the  most  bceptie;il,  and  at  lost  took  the 
wages  he  had  well  eanie<l. 

"  The  LmI's  waking  up,"  people  said.  "  I  expect 
be  was  more  Lizy  than  iucupable  of  working,  atlcr 
all." 

"  He  was  waking  up  ;  but  it  was  a  terrible  sort  of 
awakening.  He  had  just  nius«'d  himstlf  from  the 
mental  stujK)r  of  years,  Ix'cauw  love  and  hatred 
were  so  strimg  within  bim  they  gave  liim  no  rest. 
The  riot  in  his  pulses,  the  wikl  tlmibbing  of  his 
heart,  sjK)ke  of  a  fever  that  must  neitls  cousnme 
him,  aud  destroy  others  if  it  batl  its  bitter  way. 

ISut  no  one  cared  whether  Abel  was  sick  or  well, 
and  bo  went  his  way  nnoli««rv««l  idler  the  fint 
wonder  his  sudden  industry  had  excited  passed  off. 
Delia  never  walkeil  alone  now,  luid  when  he  saw 
the  jmir  advancing,  Ab<  1  woidd  always  nm  and 
bide  himself  from  tbt'ir  sight 

IJut  be  tcKik  care  never  to  lose  a  look  or  a  smile 
of  DeUa's,  although  each  and  all  were  given  to  his 
rival. 

It  wanted  only  three  tlaj-s  now  of  D*Ua's  wed- 
ding. Her  ]>vejiaration8  were  complete,  and  she 
bad  time  to  tb'nk.  She  liad  nothing  to  regret  in 
the  life  ^hl•  wn-  le;iving  liebind.  and  yet  she  could 
not  help  f> '  li.r.  certain  dicad  of  the  impending 
chauge. 

She  loved  Will  detirly— better  tlmn  ever  ;  but 
her  affectitMi  made  ber  timid.  What  if  he  should 
fiud  her  a  bad  wife,  and  be  sorry  one  of  these  days 
that  he  had  ever  married  her.  D<'lia  was  a  co- 
(piette  by  nature,  almost  un<'o"  cioiwly,  and  bad 
certainlv  fiirted  a  little  duriix*  >\  ill's  alin  nee  ;  but 
throiigh  all.  ber  heart  had  been  tju^  to  the  love  of 
ber  youth,  and  would  never  swerve  from  its  path, 
come  woe,  come  weiJ. 

Will  did  not  look  or  talk  as  if  he  were  afraid  of 
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anything.  The  two  things  he  was  most  prond  of  ou 
this  earth  were  Delia  and  the  cross  his  valor  had 
won,  and  which  the  Queen  luul  bestowed  with  her 
owu  hand. 

The  aftenioon  of  that  third  day  Will  went  oflf  to 
bid  good-bye  to  a  comrade  in  a  neighboring  village. 
The  walk  was  t«x>  long  for  Delii\,  and  so  she  stayed 
at  home,  moix-d  foolishly,  and  tried  to  close  her  ears 
to  her  aunt's  alarming  prophecies. 

Mrs  Fray  did  not  mean  to  be  imkind,  but  she 
always  looked  on  the  dark  side  of  things  herself, 
whidi  gave  everj'  subject  she  discussed  much  the 
same  depressing  aspect.  As  her  husband  had  nu 
away  from  her,  she  was  not  likely  to  believe  in  the 
constancy  of  men. 

"It's  all  very  well  just  at  first,"  she  said,  with  a 
mournful  sigh  ;  "but  you'll  see  the  difference  as 
time  goes  on,  my  deai.  I  am  very  fond  of 
Will " 

"  So  it  seems  V  retorted  her  niece  drily. .  ,  :  ^> 

Mis.  Fniy  l<x>ked  oflB?ndcd.  f -^    "* 

"I  am  very  fond  of  Will,"  she  repeated,  more 
emphatically.  "  As  men  go,  I  think  you  are  a  lucky 
girl  ;  but,  lor' !  they  all  change.  It's  '  dear '  ana 
'duck'  the  fii-st  six  mouths,  and  utter  tlmt  they 
take  to  swearing  if  their  dinner  isn't  ready  the  very 
moment  they  conn'  in." 

"  I'll  take  care  Will  sha'n't  have  that  to  complain 
of,  aunt ;  and  as  to  swearing,  you  know  ho  never 
does." 

"Not  now,  my  dear.  Oh,  of  course  not !  That's 
a  pleasure  to  eome." 

"  Aunt  Fmy,  how  win  you  be  so  cmd  as  to  tell 
me  such  things ':'"  cried  Delia,  with  imssiountc  in- 
dignation.    "  Why  won't  you  let  me  b*^  happy?" 

"I  want  you  to  be  happy.  I  hope  you  will  bo, 
with  all  my  heart,"  was  the  obtuse  reply.  "  Bat  it's 
no  use  affecting  to  be  blind  to  things.  A  lover  ia 
quite  different  from  a  husband,  and  so  you'll  find." 

Delia,  whose  nerves  were  a  little  luistmng,  l)Ogan 
to  cry.  Mrs.  Fray  contemplated  her  with  cool  siu-- 
prisa 

"  How  silly  you  are !"  she  said.  "  I  am  sure  I 
have  said  nothing  to  call  for  this  folly.  If  you 
can't  Ixnir  sjteiiking  to,  you  had  better  be  put  luidor 
a  gliws  shade  like  a  china  ornament,  and  stood  on 
the  mantelpiece  just  to  be  stared  at  You  didn't  ex- 
pect things  were  going  to  bo  just  as  they  arc  now 
always,  did  you  ?" 

"Yes,  I  did.  Why  should  Will  love  me  less 
when  we  are  married?  He  ought  to  love  me 
more." 

"if  people  were  just  what  they  ought  to  l)c, 
heaven  would  soon  Vxj  overstocked,"  was  the  calm 
reply.     "  It  doesn't  do  to  go  by  thai" 

At  this  moment,  Delia  heard  her  lover's  step 
on  the  gravel  {lath,  and,  springing  from  her  seat, 
ran  out  to  nu>et  him. 

"What!  tears?"  ssiid  Will  fondly  as  he  kissed 
her.     "  What's  the  meaning  of  this?" 

Delia  repiiited  Mrs.  Fray's  words,  and  Will 
frowned. 

"  You  know  what  she  is,  Delia — alwnjrs  hunting 
up  troubles.  I  wonder  yon  mind  what  she  saj-s. 
Gro  and  get  \our  hat,  and  let's  have  a  last  walk 
togfther  on  the  rocks 

"Oh,  but  are  you  not  tired.  Will?"  she  asked. 

"  Not  a  bit  of  it !  I'd  do  throe  times  the  distance 
I  hare  done  to-day,  and  make  nothing  of  it." 

She  ran  indoors  for  her  hat  directly  then,  and 
they  went  off  together.  Abel,  lying  in  the  shelter 
of  the  liedge,  in  his  favorite  hiding-place,  saw  them 
come  forth,  hand  in  hand,  smiling  at  each  other, 
and  shook  like  an  n^pin  leaf  with  rage  and  menace. 

The  neari-st  and  pleasantest  way  to  where  they 
were  going  was  through  the  wood  ;  and  no  sooner 
had  theydisiippeari'd,  than  Abel  picked  himself  up 
slowly,  with  tiiat  deadly  look  in  his  blanched  face 
Delia  had  seen  once,  and  bad  prayed  never  to  see 
again,  and  followed. 

They  were  too  much  absol)ed  in  each  other  to 
torn,  and  his  step  was  so  stealthy  and  iiauther-like, 
it  made  no  sound. 

When  they  paused,  he  paused,  and  felt  for  the 
knife  he  carrieil,  with  a  smile  of  terrible  meaning, 
which  showed  thejagped  line  of  his  teeth,  and  made 
them  gleam  horribly,  as  if  he  was  snarliug. 

The  Made  was  keen— he  had  sharpened  it  that 
^ery  day — and  conld  be  trusted  to  do  its  woik,  if 
better  means  fiuled.  Abel  had  meant  to  take  a 
diffesent  revenge  to  this — swifter,  surer,  si  enter ; 
but  he  had  never  been  able  to  find  Will  alon.  \vli>ii 


ho  wanted  him  to  be,  and  the  time  ^us  getting 
short. 

If  he  waited  any  longer,  his  prey  would  est-ajHi 
him  altogether ;  and  that  is  why  he  felt  the  bkule 
of  his  huge  knife  caressingly,  and  his  heart  leaped 
almost  into  his  throat,  as  he  thought  that  his  enemy 
would  soon  be  delivered  into  his  hand. 

But  fortune  seemed  to  favor  him.  Will  and 
Delia,  leaving  the  wood  behind,  made  straight  for 
the  rocks.  Abel  quickened  his  jwice,  but  was 
cautious  stilL  If  they  turned,  ho  was  undone,  for 
the  country  was  0|K'n  here  ;  but,  an  it  hapi  lened, 
they  marched  steadily  forward,  and  did  not  look 
back. 

On  the  edge  of  the  rock  they  stood  still,  and  Abel 
thrilled  with  horrible  longing.  One  push,  and  there 
would  be  an  end  of  it,  if  only  he  could  get  (juite 
close  without  being  observe<l.  Ho  was  too  far  off 
to  make  a  sudden  attack,  or  tLit  might  have  done  ; 
for  Will  might  have  been  whirling  down  the 
precipice  before  he  had  time  to  realize  his  iK>sitiou  ; 
much  more  think  of  defence. 

At)erB  sight  was  growing  dim  with  the  intensity 
of  his  gaze,  when  the  lovers,  of  a  sudden,  s;it  down, 
still  close  to  the  brink,  and  looked  silently  seaward. 

Their  backs  were  turned  to  him,  and  he  stole 
closer,  watching  them  eagerly.  Their  hands  were 
divided,  he  jealously  noted  ;  but  they  would  soon 
join  again,  unless— — 

The  strain  was  almost  more  than  his  week  mind 
could  bear,  and  he  could  have  shrieked  aloud.  The 
p^y  wings  of  the  K<'a-bird8  glanced  through  the 
Still  air,  and  whirred  over  his  hoiwl.  He  could  hear 
the  plash  of  the  hungry  tides  beating  against  tho 
rocks. 

And  closer  and  closer  came  the  stealth}'  step. 

' '  Only  throe  days  now !"  Will  had  just  said,  when 
a  hand  clutched  his  throat,  and  he  felt  himself 
pushed  violently  forward.  His  head  hung  over  the 
precipice,  and  no  saw  the  wavi«  leap  up  plRytiilly. 
A  mist  came  over  his  sight,  the  prociousues.s  of  life 
became  as  nothing  to  the  physical  imug  of  the  mo- 
ment, when  Delia's  loving  arms  drew  him  back, 
and  Pouse<l  to  the  jx^ssibility  of  escape,  ho  closed 
with  his  foe  in  dcatUy  fight. 

The  struggle  was  short,  sharp  and  fierce.  AIk'1 
was  nearest  to  tho  edge  of  the  precipice  now,  and 
though  he  fought  with  the  stn^ngth  of  dcspuir, 
Will  was  getting  the  better  of  him  fast,  lint  sud- 
denly the  misemble  man  writhcil  himself  fn^e,  luul 
springing  forward,  with  a  wild  shriek  Delia  would 
never  cease  to  remember,  darkened  the  air  for  a 
second,  and  then  went  whirling  down  to  his  grave 
in  the  deep  waters  below. 

It  was  many  a  long  day  Ix'fore  Delia  recoveretl 
from  this  terrible  shock  ;  and  Will  hiid  to  wait  three 
months,  instead  of  three  days,  for  his  wife.  But  ho 
was  true  and  tender,  and  she  Wcame  happy  at  List, 
only  how  could  either  ofthem  ever  forget  tiie  idiot's 
grave? 


Charade. 


Through  field  and  meadow  wc  have  steoyed — 

My  own  true  love  and  I ; 
We've  lingered  in  the  forest  glade,       -  ■ 

And  watcliod  tho  fair  sun  die.  , 

We've  plucked  flowers  wet  with  morning  dew. 
And  pmisid  (bcir  Ir.ignincc  rare  ; 

And  while  om-  las(ts  were  good  and  true. 
We  knew  no  earthly  care. 

The  skj-lark  oft  has  filled  our  souls  '■  .. 

With  its  swoet  bUthe  refrain  ;  .  '  '  ^ 

When  we  were  happy  thoughtk«s  tp/iotes. 

How  could  we  dream  of  pain? 

But  nothing  now  seems  half  so  first    ■ 

As  it  had  seemed  of  old  ;  y;     . .  ;  •.  r 

Otu-  joyous  dreams  are  all  disiK-rsed,  V 
Our  lasts  have  grown  so  cold. 


Why  is  grass  like  a  penknife?     Because  the 
spring  brings  out  the  blades. 

When  does  water  resemble  a  gymnast?    When 
it  makes  a  spring. 

Answer  to  Numerical  Charade — Robin  Hood. 

Answer  to  Cliamde — Swcnt-Hearts. 


A  FRAYEB. 


Tho  followiue  l^iyer  was  found  in  tho  Tomb  of 
mu-  LORD,  JESUS  CUIUST,   in  tho  >-e*r  803, 

and  sent  from  (^o  I'ope  to  th(>  Emi>eror  Charli<K, 
as  he  was  goinjj  Ito  battle,  for  ^afetJ•.  They  who 
shall  reiHtit  it  orrery  diiy,  or  hear  it  n  pi«Kd,  or 
keep  it  alxmt  tllopi,  shall  never  tlie  a  sudden  deiitli, 
nor  be  drowned  in  water,  nor  shall  iM>ison  have 
any  effect  uj  onthoiu.  .■Vnd  it  being  n-ad  overany 
woman  in  Lilmr,  i^o  will  1)0  deliventl  safely  ami  1«> 
a  glad  mother  :  in>d  when  the  child  is  Ix.ni,  hiy  tliis 
ou  his  or  her  rigUt  side,  and  ho  or  kIk'  shall  not  t>. 
troubled  with  an^-  misfortunes  ;  and  if  you  He«<aii\ 
one  in  fits,  Liy  it  wn  his  or  her  right  side,  and  h. 
or  she  slmll  stacid  up  tmd  thank  GOI>  :  and  th<  v 
who  shall  reiH».ii  U  in  anv  house,  shall  !>«•  blessed 
by  thp  LOUD  J  iand  he  thiit  will  Luigh  at  it  will 
siifter.  Believe!  t^is,  for  certain  ;  it  is  as  true  sk  if 
the  Holy  Evaug*list«  h;id  written  it  They  who 
k«t'p  it  alxait  fliJL'm  shall  not  fear  lightning,  noi 
tlumder,  and  tiii-y  who  shall  r.  i>eat  it  every  iLiy, 
shall  have  throd  Aays  warning  Ixtore  their  desilh. 

f HE  PRAYER. 


0!  adorable  LORD  and  SAVIOUR  JESUS 
(-HRLST,  dvuTpi  oji  the  Cross  for  our  lives  :  ( ) ! 
Holy  CroRS  ;  Of  K'HKLST,  see  mo  in  thought ;  ;  > ! 
Holy  Cross  of  OltUIST.  ward  off  from  me  all  wiii- 
ixius  of  diinger  |  jO  !  Holy  Cross  of  CHRIST,  wanl 
off  from  me  aU  things  that  are  evil  ;  O  !  Holy 
(^'mHRof  CHlilJjT,  jmitect  me  from  my  uumiw  ; 
O  !  Holv  Cross  )of  (  IIRIST,  i)rot«-t  me  in  the  whv 
of  hiip^Jiness  ;  KJ!  Holy  Cross  of  CHRIST,  warJl 
off  from  luc  all  diingerous  deaths,  and  give  me  lifit 
ab«3-s  ;  O  !  cmtified  JEISUS  of  Niusareth,  have 
nuTcy  ou  me  u6\>'  aud  for  ever  ;  .\nien. 

lu  honor  of  oi^  I^ord  JESUS  CHRIST,  am.  in 
honor  of  his  SiKjrt'd  Passion,  aiid  in  honor  ol  his 
Holy  lWurrc«ii()u,  and  <J<Kl-like  n«<'ension,  to 
which  he  Uke4  Ito  bring  me  to  th(>  right  way  to 
Heaven  ;  true  jn^  JESUS  CHRIST  was  Ihtu"  ..n 
Christmas  D.iJ, I  in  a  stable;  true  ns  JRSUS 
CHRIST  was  ^rlicifietl  ou  Good  Fridii.v  :  true  :is 
tho  thrcv  wis4( '  Kings  brought  their  offerings 
there  to  JESIT|t>iou  the  13th  cLiy  ;  true  n^  li.  m- 
cended  into  Hcijiteu,  so  the  honor  of  JE^US  will 
kA^p  me  from  ^^\  eucmios,  visible  and  ii.v  :.li  I.  . 
now  and  lor  evdrj;  Amen. 

()!  LoRl  JESt|tS  CHRIST,  hav.;  men  y  <  ■!  me; 
Miiry  and  JoR<']ill,  j)i-.iy  forme.  throughKieiKlemii>i 
and  Joseph  will)  took  our  LORD  <lown  from  tli.- 
CrnRsandburifiihim;  O!  Ii«ird  JESUS CHKIST, 
thrrmgh  tliy  su|^(  ""M  ""  t^l'c  Cross,  for  truly  your 
soul  was  parting  lout  of  this  sinful  world  ;  give  im^ 
grace  that  I  miijl  carry  my  Ctous  patiently,  willi 
dread  and  fca^  {when  I  suffer,  and  that  without 
complaining,  aiid  that  throught  thy  sufferings.  I 
may  escajH;  all  dangers,  now  and  for  ever  :  Amen. 


Xxunerical  Charade. 


A  name  com»qsed  of  9  letters.  My  4,  1,  8,  5,  is 
most  useful  to  Mituidressos  and  bLw;ksmiths  ;  my  &, 
2,  7,  1,  is  a  niejuis  for  ke<'ping  out  draughts  ;  my  5, 

4,  3,  forms  thoi  jjrincipal  p-art  of  a  ytcn ;  my  3,  4, 

5  Ls  wanted  by  JeVery  mill<T  ;   my 

6, 8,  2,  9,  is  a  cbf  ering  for  the  head ;  my  i,  i,  3,  i, 

5,  a  winter  sfingiitress  ;  my  !),  7,  5,  a  great  persOD- 
age ;  my  5,  2,  V.i  a  f^'f,'"  of  weariness ;  my  7.  (i,  an 
exclamation  ;  liijr  9.  7,  fi,  a  soimdinmasie  ;  my  1, 

7,  3,  is  to  braik  the  eighth  Ci>mniandment ;  my  1, 

8,  9,  is  for  a  naughty  child  ;  my  K,  5,  4,  2,  5,  brings 
the  tears  in  yoiir  eyes,  aud  is  also  good  to  eat ; 
my  6,  4,  5,  9,  is  la  very  active  animaL  My  v}h'>l>' 
is  a  name  tlmt  was  borne  by  a  niiui  in  the  reign  of 
Richard  L,  whoao  ficune  is  more  owing  to  the  Ijall- 
ads  that  hive  bean  mode  on  him  than  to  any  of  his 
own  good  or  hald  doods.     He  died  lu  1247. 
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8.       But    now  tlion'rt  cold  to    mo, 


"n^ 


— •^^    #^^-  -'= 


rF- 


«5i>- 


Bo  -     bin's      not         near. 
']k>  -,    bin         A  dair. 

B9  -    Ua         A     -      dair. 


What  was't     I  wisird 

What  made  th'As   -  sem 
But   now  thou'rt      cold. 


to    SCO  ?    What     wish'd       to  hoar  ? 

bly  shine  ?  Ro     -     bin  A     -        dair. 

to    me,       Ro     -    bin  A    -        dair. 


)'i^-» 

^J^^ 


m^^- 


b5i-< 


5 


■^^- 


:|^i: 


^i^; 


£ 


~x_ 


Whore's 

What 

Yet 


all 

when 

him 


tho 
the 
I 


lov'd 


and  niirtli  Made 

was    o'or,  Wliat 

so     well.  Still 


tbis 

made 
iu 


i^iii^s 


town    a      heav'n 

my heart 

my heart 


on     earth  ? 
so      sore  ? 
shall  dwell, 


m 


7^ — •- 


jS- 


t: 


5 


■a- 


$ 


irrt 


:Uf: 


/T\ 


'<-. — f 


r-J=— ir: 


G^ 


Oh,  they're  all         flod with  tlieo. 

Oh,       it        was       part     -     -     inp  with 
Oh,       I        can       ne'er for-  get 


Ro  -  bin  A  -  dair. 
l{o  -  bin  A  -  dair. 
Ro  -   bin      A    -     dair. 


rv* 


-•-«-!  # — \ — I 


^"-^. 


<7\ 


-_-=•_ 


^ 


^'^^ 


'^^^l 


vi 


\m- 


tI'^gl-,^^_tfec 


F=^3S 


♦:£•    ^ 


'^-^:: 


rf\ 


a 


II 


•w' •"■--'«•*: 


■  .  (.         '"■■.'.'..■.■.,  .^  •       ■  ■■■      .'         ■        ,  ■■  ■    *  .        ;.■  .-  .     ,  ■■,■     -'I.    ":■'.• 


IfVJIlB£B  no. 


TOIiVJHE.    II. 


HENRY  DE  MARSAN>S  COMIC  AND  SENTIMENtAL 


Sims 


I 


>; 


Contaming  all  the  most  popular  Songs  of  the  day. 


CUB  AGENTS. 


BOSTON.       ( Maas.  )      J.    W.    Shxbmam, 
Books,  Stationery,    Kews-P&peiB,  No.  115 
Cambridge  Stroet 

PHILADELPHIA.  (Pa.)  A.  W.  AtrNia, 
Song-Publisher  and  Job-Printer,  S.  W. 
Oomer  of  Tenth  and  Bace  Streets. 


(  Ohia  )      P.  BjlXTIavb, 
Vine  Street,   Oppoeote  PosU 


OINCINNATL 
News-Stand, 
Offloe. 

NEWARK.  (N.  J.)  *]it  it  WiLDiUM, 
Newii-Agent,  252  llarket  Street,  between 
Lawrence  and  Mulberry. 

SAN  FRANCISCO.  (CaL)  J.  D.  AMDiasoH, 
Books,  Stationery,  Periodicals  Ac.  No.  120 
Fourth  Street,  between  Minna  &  Howard. 


Bongi  and  Mnsie  for  the  Million. 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 

Money  sent  In  letters  by  mail  shonld  bo 
registered.  We  do  not  hold  ouiBelves  respum- 
sible  for  loss  of  money  letters. 

In  sending  orders  care  should  be  taken  to 
sign  your  Name,  Town  and  State  in  a  legible 
mttnner. 

The  Singers'  Journal  is  the  largest  and 
cheapest  collection  of  songs  ever  published  in 
this  Country.  All  Numbers,  from  No.  1  to  the 
last  issued,  can  be  obtained  at  any  tim& 

Adtiok— Every  amateur  of  good  Songs  and 
Miuio  oua[ht  to  procure  the  First  Vohimeofthe 
Singers'  Journal  which  we  hare  on  hand,  boimd 
in  a  durable  form  in  cloth,  containing  Numbers 
1  to  100— or  768  pages— giving  4500  Songs  and 
88  pieces  of  choice  Music  for  voice  and 
piano — Price  $3.  00  per  copy,  Postage  free. 

Such  a  book  will  always  be  a  useful  recreation 
and  an  invaluable  ornament  for  the  parlor- 
table  in  every  American  household.  «  , 


A  better  home page  76 

Down  in  the  long  shady  lane 74 

Fatal  will— •  story 78—79 

Flirting  on  the  Mall 76 

Hannah  Jane  and  me 76 

Tm  on  the  Teetotal 76 

Jim  Holmes 75 

The  Lake-side    Shore 74 

Let  OS  live  with  a  hope,  Maijr 75 

Love's  a  cheat 76 

The  Lone  cot  by  the  Sea 76 

Love's  but  the  frailty  of  the  miad 77 

Hrs.  Lofty  and  1 74 

My  Mother's  BiUe ....;.......  74 

Mulcahy's  gtneaway!.... 77 

My  Mothor-iD-kwiidMd! '77 

1^ -^llaga  Home— 

80 


Oar  Conoert-Room. 


CONTENTS. 


Nellie,  wilt  thon  be  my  bride? 78 

Old  Uncle  Edward > 74 

The  Old  Bummer 74 

Patriotism 76 

Sharon  Lawn 75 

Stand  by  the  Flag! 75 

The  Sweet  little  girl  that  I  loved 75 

Speak  to  me '. 77 

The  Shoes  my  Daddy  wore 77 

The  Tipperary  Men 76 

We  are  all  so  food  of  "Kissing 74 

What  other  name  than  thine.  Mother  ? 74 

Hie  Watery  Grave 75 

Welooooe,  Mother! 75 

Wakenp,Moee! 75 

Toang  Fdlah,  yoo're  too  fredi 77 

,  Toa  gne  ma^  kat  irwk, 

aymwlianit 74 


GENERAL    NOTICE. 


All  GonunonioatioDS  most  be  addnoed  to    ;. 
Hksbt    Dx    Mabsam,    Pabliehcr, 
60  Chatham    Street.     New-Ycck. 

Wedo  not  nndertake  toxetam  lejeoted  JfBEl 
or  to  answer  by  Post  g 

Each  N«mber  will  contain  a  OoQeetkacf  flM 
meet  papular  songs.  Sung  in  the  Tkealn^ 
Opera-Hooses  and  Conoat-rooms  ot  the  Uattid* 
States  and  Qteat-Britain 

•  mm* 


The  Singers'  Joumcd  is  Published  Monthly. 

Single  copies  will  be  sent  per  Mail  on  reoeipi 
of  five  cuutB,  free  of  Poetage — SubscriptiaBa 
60  cents  per  year  or  30  cents  for  six  montoa. 

We  haw  always  on  hand  copies  of  all  the 
Nnmbeis  of  the  Singers'  Journal  from  No  L  to 
the  last  issued. 


HENRT  DIE  1CAS8AF8  TALEinilB 

Cannot  b^  'tsnupaesed  in  Bichneas  of  Matsfkl, 
Elegance  of  Design,  and  extent  in  Variety,  by 
those  of  any  other  hoose  in  the  tntda 

They  have  always  been  acknowledged,  by  the 
Wholesale  as  well  as  the  Betail  Poichaaen,  to  be 
the  FINEST  and  CHEAPEST  intheMaiket 


«»*«». 


Newa-Dealdni,  throos^ioat  the  T7Bited4natca 

and  Cauda,  can  send  their  ordcn  tot  Ota 

" Sngers' Jomnal"  totfae 

,    AMEBjIjCAN   NEWS   COMPAVT, 
I!  ortotlw. 

HEW-TOBX  HXWB  OCODiMt 
"Who-wOlt 


HENRY  DE  KAR8AN,  PohliilMgr  df     | 

Come  AMD  sxMTnacNTAi.  TAXxmnraa, 

SONOB,  SONO-BOOKB  AKB  AIX  KDOia  OT  TM 

Motto  txhsss,  motto  cirr  papsb,  aovi 

WBTTDia  SOOKS,  BHZLVIKO  AND  CBUMOPAm^ 
A,  B,  C,  OONVKB8ATION,  ASD  PIATIIIO  OAaO^ 

TisstTX  PAPEB,  ANDAixKiKDaoraTAnoiaii; 

Aia>  OTOB*  CSKAP  ASnCUS  rOB  XSXSBAIMI 

Tbs  Old  Obioinai.  Somo-Dspot  : 

60  Chatham  Street.  Pint  Floor. 
oFFoam  wtLUAH  wasmr,  mwwToaa. 

This  House,  established  more  thanSSyean^ 
is  the  oldest  Publishing-Eitebliehment  of  tha 
kind,  and  the  first  that  intzodnoed,  in  tha 
United-States,  the  publishing  of  thepenny-abaat 
Songs  aod  Ballads,  for  the  benefit  ctf  the  miUian. 


■•^■--9-»'}J.mmi  ^jui^ 


74 


THE    SINOURS'    JOURTVAI.. 


Mrs.  Lofty  and  L  «, 

Mtb.  Lofty  keeps  a  carriag*,  so  do  I : 

She  has  dapple  grays  to  draw  it,  nonfl  have  I : 

She's  no  prouder  with  her  coftchmac  than  am  I 

With  my  blue-«yed,  laughing  baby  troudliug  by  : 

I  hide  his  fiwe,  lest  she  bbo^d  see 

The  cherub  boy,  and  envy  me. 

Her  fine  husband  has  white  fingers,  mine  has  not ; 
He  could  gi^e  his  bride  a  palace—  mine,  a  cot : 
Hers  comes  home  beneath  uie  starlight— ne'er  cores  sbA: 
Mine  comes  in  the  purple  twilight,  kisses  me, 
And  prays  that  He  who  turns  lite's  saudH 

Will  hold  His  loved  ones  in  His  hands. 

■ . '-  •*. 
Mrs.  Lofty  has  her  jewels,  so  have  I : 
She  wears  hers  upon  her  bosom—  inside  I :  - 

She  will  leave  hers  at  death's  portal,  By-and-by ; 
I  shall  bear  my  treasures  with  me  when  I  die  ; 
For,  I  have  love,  and  she  has  gold- 
She  coimts  her  wealth-  -mine  can't  be  told.    " 

She  has  those  who  love  her — station— none  have  I : 

Bnt  I've  one  true  heart  beside— glad  am  I ; 

rd  not  change  it  for  a  kingdom,  no,  not  I :     • 

God  will  weigh  it  in  His  balance,  by-and-by 

And  the  difference  define 

Twiit  Mrs.  iJbfty's  wealth  and  mine. 


My  Mother's  Bible. 

This  book  is  all  that's  left  me  now ! 

Tean  will  unbidden  start. 
With  faltering  lip  and  throbbing  brow 

I  press  thee  to  my  heart  ; 
For  many  generations  past, 

Here  is  our  family  tree  ; 
My  mother's  hand  this  Bible  clasped. 

She,  dying,  gave  it  m& 

Ah  !  well  do  I  remember  those, 

Whose  names  these  records  bear. 
Who  round  the  hearthstoua  used  to  close, 

After  the  evening  prayer, 
And  speak  of  what  tbn'se  pages  said. 

In  tones  my  heart  would  thiill  1 
Though  they  are  with  the  silent  dead. 

Here  are  they  living  stilL 

My  father  read  this  holy  book 

To  brothers,  sisters  dear  : 
How  oUm  was  my  poor  mother's  look, 

Who  loved  God's  word  to  hear  ; 
Her  angel  face— I  see  it  yet ! 

What  thronppug  mem'ries  come  ! 
Again  that  little  group  is  met 

\Vithin  the  halls  of  home. 

Thou  truest  friend  man  ever  knew. 

Thy  constancy  I've  tried  ; 
Where  all  were  false,  I  found  thee  true, 

My  counsellor  and  guide  ; 
The  mines  of  earth  no  treasure  give 

That  could  this  volume  buy  ; 
Jn  teaching  me  the  way  to  live, 

It  taught  me  how  to  die. 

!■      I«l      ^1 

Down  in  the  Long  Shady  Lane. 

Words  and  Malic  hj  0«o.  B,  Paanock. 


Sweet  little  birdie,  oh  !  meet  me 

Down  in  the  long  shady  Line, 
Where  the  quail  whistles  loud  in  the  wheat  fieldfl^ 

That  are  yellow  with  ripening  gmin. 
ni  wait  for  thee,  birdie,   my  sweetheart. 

Where  the  scarlet-lippetl  strawberry  gro^w  : 
We'll  gather  the  pretty  wild-flowers. 

And  the  buds  of  the  sweetest  red-rose. 

Chobits.  ,V 

Down  in  the  long  shady  lane,  love,  > 

Oh !  meet  me,  oh !  meet  me  again, 
Whec«  the  quail  whistles  loud  in  the  wheat  fields. 

That  are  yellow  with  ripening  grain. 

Sweet  little  dirdie,  come  meet  me. 

When  the  cares  of  the  day  have  passed  o'er — 
m  wait  in  the  long  shady  tane,  love. 

The  spot  where  we  oft  met  before  : 
When  twihght  is  gathering  around  ua,  :■;    : 

And  night-birds  are  singing  to  rest,     -Z'.^    ■; 
In  the  long  ahady  line,  meet  me,  darling. 

My  sweetheart,  my  birdie,  the  best        Chorus. 


The  Lake-Side  Shore. 


Summer's  breatL  is  lightly  falling 

On  the  silent  watets  blue. 
And  the  moonbeams  bright  are  sporting 

With  the  drops  of  glittering  de«.; 
Hark  1  away  npon  the  waters  '?  -  .' 

There's  a  aoimd  of  dipping  oar, 
And  a  boat.«ong  loudly  chanted 

Echoes  down  the  lake-side  shore. 

Now  the  night-bird's  song  comes  floating 

Sweetly  down  the  midnight  air, 
Waking  all  the  depths,  tu  listen 

To  the  birds  that  thus  should  dare 
To  break  the  weird  and  solemn  stillueas, 

That  had  reigned  so  long  before 
In  the  wood,  and  mead,  and  valley. 

On  the  silent  lake-side  shore. 

Now  the  song  comes  swelling  bolder. 

And  the  boatman's  chant  is  heard 
Louder  o'er  the  distant  waters. 

As  it  would  outvie  the  bird  : 
But  each  song  at  last  is  finished. 

And  the  bird,  to  rest  once  more. 
Leaves  no  sound  to  break  the  quiet 

Of  the  happy  lake-side  shore. 

Who  can  say  there  is  no  pleasure 

Thus  to  walk  the  night  alone. 
Listening  to  the  night-bird's  music. 

Or  the  boatnuin's  solemn  tune  ? 
Where  is  there  a  spot  more  lovely. 

Where  the  vail  of  night  hangs  o'er. 
Where  another  peace  more  holy 

Than  this  silent  lake-side  shore? 


Old  Uocle  Edward. 


There  formerly  might  have  been  seen 

An  aged  colored  individual. 

Whose  cognomen  was  uncle  Edward : 

He  departetl  this  life  some  time  since,  some  time  since. 

And  he  had  no  capillary  substance 

On  the  summit  ot  his  cranium,  '  ' 

On  the  place  designed  by  nature 

For  the  capillary  to  vegetate. 

Chobcs. 
Then  lay  down  the  agricultural  impliments. 
Allow  the  violin  and  the  bow  to  be 
Pendant  on  the  wall— 
For,  there  is  no  more  physical  energy 
To  be  displayed  by  indigent  aged  Edward  : 
For,  he  has  departed  to  the  abode  designated 
By  a  kind  Providence  for  all  pious. 
Humane  and  benevolent  individuals. 

Uncle  Edward  had  digits  equal  in  longitude  to  the 
Bamboo  formation  which  springs  so  spontaneously 

on  the  banks  of  the  Southern  Mississippi, 
And  be  had  no  ocuLirs  with  which  to  observe 
The  beauUes  of  nature. 

And  he  had  no  dental  formations  with  which  to 
Masticate  the  Indian  meal  cake  : 
Consequently  he  was  forced  to  permit  the 
Indian  meal  cake  to  pass  by  with  impunity. 

Then  lay  down,  Ac. 

When  nncle  Ned  relinquished  his  hold  on  vitality. 
His  master  was  exceedingly  grieved, 
And  the  lachrjmal  poured  down  his  cheeks 
Similar  to  the  nun  from  heaven  : 
For,  he  knew  that  the  old  man  was  laid 
Beneath  terra  flrma,  terra  firma. 
He  would  never  have  the  pleasure  of  beholding 
The  phj'siognomy  of  the  aged  Edward  any  more. 

Then  lay  down,  &£. 

■■  .,  1^  lei  ^ 

Ton  Gave  Me  Last  Week  a  Tonnsr  linnet 

Yon  gave  me  last  week  a  young  linnet. 
Shut  up  in  a  fine  golden  cage  :  ,     ,    , 

Yet  how  sad  the  poor  thing  was  within  it— 
Oh  !  how  he  did  flutter  and  rage — 

Then  he  moped  and  he  pined 

That  his  wings  were  confined,  .     . ,  ^  .   , 

Till  I  opened  the  door  of  his  den : 
Then  so  merry  was  he. 
And,  because  he  was  free. 

He  camo  to  his  cage  back  again. 


The  Old  Bammer. 

Air  :     Bad  Bublu. 


^ 


Com*  into  my  lodging  old  Bnmmer, 

And  shelter  I'U  thue  give  to  thee  ; 
I'll  make  thee  a  bed  in  the  comer, 

Where  you  ahall  sleep  mug  as  a  flea  I 
I  will  give  thee  a  nip  from  my  bottle, 

And  there  you  shall  sleep  until  day  ; 
111  not  turn  against  thee,  old  Bummer, 

Let  the  Pohoe  use  me  as  they  may  1 

Oh !  where  are  yonr  good  clothes,  old  Bummer, 

I  saw  on  your  back  'tother  day  ? 
I  suppose  they're  sbotsd  cp  to  your  wdx'u  : 

For,  money  you're  fined  for  to  pay  : 
And,  by  your  black  eye,  poor  old  hammer. 

You've  been  in  a  row,  I  dare  say  ; 
But  I'll  not  turn  against  thee,  old  Bummer, 

Let  the  PoUce  use  me  as  they  may  !         .      j . 

I  remember  the  time,  poor  old  Bummer, 

When  your  hair  it  did  curl  to  your  head  : 
But  now  nothing's  left  of  your  beauty 

But  your  nose— that  is  fiery  red  !  [ 

I  suppose  that's  all  owing  to  whiskey, 

Which  you  have  swilled,  dav  after  day  ; 
But  I'll  never  deseit  thee,  old  Bummer, 

Let  the  Police  use  me  as  they  may !  '       P' 


What  Other  Name  Than  Thine,  Mother  ? 


What  other  name  than  thine,  mother. 

What  other  name  than  thine 
Can  bring  to  hearts  bowed  down,  mother, 
A  balm  so  like  divine  ? 
Choms  :     "Tis  like  a  beam  of  light,  mother, 
Our  darksome  way  to  cheer, 
Dispelling  gloom  of  night,  mother. 
And  bringing  gladness  here. 

What  other  voice  than  thine,  mother. 

What  other  voice  than  thine 
Can  waft  a  magic  spell,  mother, 


O'er  sorrow's  tearful  shrine? 


Ist  Choms. 


Thou'rt  with  us  yet,  but,  oh  !  mother. 

How  long  ere  setting  son 
Shall  shroud  in  gloom  and  night,  mother, 
A  day  so  bright  at  noon  ? 
Choms  :     At  morning  when  we  kneel,  mothw. 
Ascends  an  earnest  plea  : 
At  evening's  holy  calm,  mother, 
A  prayer  ascends  for  thee. 

Dost  think  that  we  neglect,  mother. 

To  prize  thy  dearest  name  ? 
Thou  knowest  not  how  warm,  mother. 

Is  fire  without  a  flame—  2nd.  Chorus. 


We  are  all  so  Fond  of  Kissing. 

...  - ♦. 
Oh  !  kiss  me  qnick,  and  let  mego^ 

Don't  keep  me  here  a-waiting  : 
For,  if  by  chance  we  should  be  caught. 

It  would  set  the  gals  a-talking. 
I  vow,  I  qaite  in  passion  get 

To  see  yon  act  so  silly, 
I  think  I'll  have  to  kiss  you  flrst  : 
For,  Fm  getting  very  chilly. 
Chorus :    Oh  !  kiss  me  quick,  and  let  me  go, 
Don't  keep  me  here  a-waiting  : 
For,  if  bj' chance  we  should  be  caught, 
.  It  would  set  the  gals  a-talking. 

She's  fond  of  Inssing,  tbat  I  know  :  .,. ,     r 

So  often  as  I  meet  her,  '  -     ^ 

She  says  :  "  kiss  me  quick,  and  let  me  go^ 

You  11  love  me  all  the  better." 
At  evening,  when  the  room  was  dark. 

And  time  was  getting  later, 
I  thought  I'd  steal  a  kiss  from  her. 

And  I  kissed  the  Servant  Waiter. 


Oboros. 


Ob  !  now  I'll  give  yon  my  advice : 

When  you  go  a-sparking. 
Don't  do  your  kissing  in  the  daz^ 

For  fear  your  lips  of  marking. 
But  choose  the  day,  and  fear  no 

If  it's  not  distreasing, 
I'm  sure  it's  nothing  very  new— 

For,  we're  all  eo  fond  of  kissing. 


Ghoraa. 


ii 


11^  •  ^-- 
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THE    SOGEBS'    JOV^IVAjL. 


i  I 


y« 


Let  oa  Live  with  a  Hope,  Mary. 

Ijet  us  live  with  a  hope  for  a  better  day,  Maiy, 

A  better  day  yet  may  be  known. 
And  if  toil  hath  reward  for  the  willing  hand  ever, 
Tboul't  welcome  the  fruits  of  mine  o'wn. 
I  will  toil  with  a  pride. 
Till  I  share  by  thy  side 
The  comforts  and  pleasures  of  home  ;  ;  >  ^ 

Oh  I  then  live  with  a  care. 
And  forget  thy  deRpair, 
In  visions  of  moments  to  comfi. 
Chokus. 
Let  us  live  with  a  hope  for  the  bettCT  time  coming, 

Tho'  dark  be  our  dreams  for  awhile  : 
For,  there's  joy  in  thethonghtsof  abetterday  dawuiu)  . 
Then  welcome  thy  fate  with  a  smile. 

I  know  that  the  fears  of  a  darker  day,  Mary, 

In  silence  thy  heart  will  endure, 
And  I  sigh,  when  I  gaze  on  thy  patient  £ace  often, 
In  pity  for  all  who  are  poor  : 

With  the  nerve  of  a  man, 

I  will  strive,  while  I  can, 
To  better  thy  portion  in  life  : 

Oh  !  then  lend  me  a  hand, 

And  thv  heart  shall  command 
The  blessings  of  Slother  and  Wile ! 

Let  ns  live  with  a  hope,  when  the  winter  winds  whiKtl\ 

A  hope  for  the  Spring's  merry  hous  : 
Till  the  mild  tempered  mom  in  the  sunny  time  comiu;,', 

Shall  gladden  our  pathway  with  flowets, 
^    |~~      Let  us  hope  for  the  best, 

'  Till  the  storms  are  at  rest,         /  ,: ; 

And  the  winter  winds  hasten  away. 

When  the  birds  on  the  wing, 
With  the  chamw  of  the  Spring, 
Shall  welcome  the  beautiful  May. 


The  Watery  Grave,      v 

The  sun  had  set  in  its  crimson  bed. 
The  moon  along  its  pathway  spetl, 
A  few  clouds  were  floating  in  tne  air. 
The  breeze  moved  gently  here  and  there 
On  that  lovely  night :  beneath  an  oak 
Two  lovers  stood,  but  they  had  not  npoke. 
He  around  her  neck  his  arm  did  place. 
She  now  upward  turns  her  pretty  face. 

I  heard  these  words  borne  by  the  air — . 
"But  one  lock  of  thy  beantifhl  hair. 
One  kiss  from  those  rosy  lips  of  you. 
Then  fare  thee  wt^U.  my  love  :  adieu  !" 
She  gently  raised  her  light  blue  eyes, 
Whik  within  she  now  sobs  and  cries  :        - 
"  Would  you  go  and  leave  me  here. 
Would  you,  my  own,  my  WilUe  dear  ?" 

"No,  Clara,  you  shall  go  along  with  me 
To  sail  across  the  deep  blue  sea  ; 
To-morrow  mom  we  will  set  sail, 
And  then  we'll  fly  before  the  gale." 
That  ship  was  on  the  ocean  tossed. 
And  every  one  on  board  was  lost ; 
It  was  then  those  lovers  fell  asleep, 
Now  they  lay  beneath  the  ocean  deeiJ— 


■  «•»  ■ 


Hellie,  wilt  Thou  be  My  Bride? 

Nellie,  wilt  thou  be  my  bride,-       ^" 

And  leave  a  home  of  gladneso. 
To  dwell  with  me— what  e'er  betide —      ■         , 

And  cheer  my  heart's  lone  sadness?      ; ' 
There  are  no  gifts  that  I  may  own. 

But  nature  s  sweet  bestowing. 
Yet,  cheered  by  thee,  where  weeds  have  grown. 
Sweet  flowers  may  be  growing. 
Cboros  :  Oh  !  NeDie,  wilt  thou  be  my  bride. 
And  leave  a  home  of  gladiiewt 
,  ■; .'; :.  To  dwell  with  me — what  e'er  betide — 

/;.;;.     And  cheer  my  heart's  lone  sadness? 

Nellie,  wilt  thou  be  mv  bride^  .. 

And  all  my  fears  dispeHinfe  - 
Turn  ttom  the  home  of  gilded  pride, 

To  blesq  ft  lowly  dwelling? 
Love  shall  be  onis,  what  e'er  onr  lot,  r. 

Till  at  the  grave  we  sever— 
To  meet  again  where  death  is  sot, 

And  love  ahftll  iMt  for  ever.  Chom. 


Jim  Holmea 

▲  Pmrody  on  Ben  Bo  t  by  one  of  th«  b'hoja. 


Oh  !  don't  yon  remember  the  b'hoys,  Jim  Holmes, 

The  b'hoj's  with  noses  so  red  ? 
Who  drank  with  delight  wherever  they  met. 

And  always  went  drunk  to  bed  ? 
In  the  old  grave  j'ard,  in  the  edge  of  the  town. 

In  corners  obscure  and  alone. 
They  have  gone  to  rest — for,  the  gay  young  sprijs 

Biave  dropped  off  one  by  one. 

Oh  !  don't  you  remember  the  jug,  Jim  Holmes, 

And  the  spring  at  the  foot  ot  the  hill. 
Where  oft  we  have  lain,  thro'  the  hot  summer  hour. 

And  drank  to  our  utmost  fill  ? 
The  spring  is  filled  with  mud,  Jim  Holmes, 

And  the  wild  hogs  root  all  around. 
And  the  good  old  jug,  with  its  whiskey  so  sweet. 

Lies  broken  and  spilled  on  the  ground. 

Oh  !  don't  you  remember  the  tavern,  Jim  Holmes, 
And  the  bar-keeper,  kiud  and  true.  , 

And  the  Uttle  nook  at  the  end  of  tlie  bar. 
Where  we  dmiik  the  wiiio  that  ho  drew? 

The  taveru  is  burned  to  the  groxmd,  Jim  Holmes, 
The  bottles  are  crucked  and  drj'. 

Of  all  the  b'hoys  who  spreod  it  then. 

There  remains,  Jim,  out  you  aud  I— 

There's  a  change  in  the  things  I  love,  Jim  Htjlmes, 

Of  some  'tis  right  sorrowful  to  think — 
For,  we  feel  that  the  wrongs  are  grievous  to  biiir, 

^Vhen  they  change  to  a  shilling  a  drink. 
Many  the  mouths  that  have  jwissed,  Jim  Holnitw, 

There  is  change  from  the  old  t<i  the  new— 
But  friends  wiU  be  false  and  frieudNhip  will  change. 

Ere  I  refuse,  Jim,  to  drink  w  ith  you. 


Welcome,  Moi her! 

Welcome,  mother !  now  I  greet  thee — 

Cim  I  all  my  feelings  tell  ? 
How  this  heart  has  longed  to  meet  thee,  - 

Since  my  hps  breathed  out,  "Farewell I" 
Welcome,  mother  !  while  I  press  thee 

Fondly  to  my  j'outhful  heart. 
Every  word  I  speak  will  bless  thee, 

While  I  know  how  dear  thou  art 

Welcome,  mother  !  I  have  often 

Traced  thine  image  in  my  dreams  : 
Memory's  touch  the  sjiell  would  solten,      .' 

Dressing  life  in  golden  beams. 
Lone,  forsaken— 'midst  the  smiling; 

Longing  for  some  absent  one, 
I  have  stood^one  thought  beguiling — 

'Twas  the  thought  of  thee,  alone. 

Welcome,  mother!  life's  before  ma 

Days  of  simshine  aud  of  tears  : 
Yet,  with  thy  fond  guidance  o'er  me, 

Joy  may  smile  in  after  years  ; 
I  have  cherished — dearly  cherished 

All  the  lessons  given  me  ;  .  ' 

Every  praj-er  my  bosom  nourished, 
r  Has  been  fraught  with  love  to  thee. 

The  Sweet  Little  Girl  That  I  Loved. 


My  friends  all  declare  that  my  time  is  misspent. 

While  in  rural  retirement  I  rove  : 
I  ask  no  more  wealth  than  daiiie  Fortnne  had  sent 

But  the  sweet  little  girl  that  I  love. 

Tho  sWfeet  little  girl,  Ac. 

The  rose  on  her  cheek's  my  delight. 
She's  soft  as  the  down  on  tho  dove  :  . 

No  lily  was  ever  so  white 

As  the  sweet  little  girl  that  I  love. 

The  sweet  little  girl,  &c. 

Though  humble  my  cot,  calm  content  gilds  the  scene  : 
For,  my  fair  one  delights  in  my  grove  ; 

And  a  palace  Fd  quit  for  a  dance  on  the  green 
With  the  Bweet  little  girl  that  I  love. 

The  sweet  little  girl,  Ac. 

No  ambition  T  know  but  to  call  her  my  own, 
No  &me  but  her  praise  wish  to  prove  : 

My  happiiiem  centren  in  Mrtt  alone, 
Shfi'a  the  sweet  little  girl  that  I  love. 

The  sweet  little  girl,  kc. 


■'' :   \    Wake  up,  Motel 

Oh !  whit4  folks,  now  I  sing  a  eaag, 

Althoug^i!  It's  not  so  wittj' : 
I'll  tt41  you  I'bout  a  coloretl  chap 

Dat's  1W>^  do  Empire  City.  k 

He  used  t©  iruu  do  i-uihxiud — 
He  was  (k  bulgine  tender ; 
Ob.  goUy  I  he's  do  debil, 
\Vheu  h<^  gets  on  a  bender. 
Chorus ;  ^'ako  up,  Mose !  wake  np,  Moee  I 
'-  ;  ;  ,  Wakeup,  Mose!  de  fire  am  bumiBg : 

I  Round  de  comer  de  smoke  am  curling, 
JTake  de  rope  and  keep  a-ronning  i 

Moee  he  Wcjnt  to  college — 

He  said  he  was  a  poet. 
And  whilst 'he's  young  he's  bound  to  bfakse, 

And  saT4  he  means  to  go  it 
He  go«8  i^  irid  a  ruxh.  my  boys. 

No  mattOT  what  belalhs  him — 
He's  de  lit-*  mau  to  de  engiuu-hooae 

Wheuet»4r  duty  calls  him.  Chonu. 

Jlose  he  ■*'*nt  to  ^loxico. 

And  dui:  pe  hiw  Sautii  Anna  ; 
lie  sent  a  liiessagc  to  de  camn, 

Tellin'  Ziick  not  to  Kxirreuder. 
Says  Sanii;  Anna  :   "  Who  are  yon  f 

You  se«qi  to  bo  so  witty  ?" 


Sa\-s  MoHJB 


I'm  ixohi  de  Empire  City- 


B«'neath  the  1 


'  Go  long— I'm  one  ob  de  boye — 


Choraa 


Sharon  Lawo. 


'Tw  18  on  a  h  ipht  and  sunny  mom. 

When  spring-time  bloomed  with  flowan; 
birds'  sweet  warbling  son^ 


1  roametl  through  woodland  boweiB. 
There  first  I  <iiw  my  fairy  queen. 

At  dayligli  's  early  dawn, 
A  gathering  flowers  nmidxt  the  bowen; 
My  own  «\^eet  Hharon  Lawn. 
Choruti :'    bharou  dear  is  sleeping  10% 
Beside  the  silvery  lake  : 
Aud  I  am  weeping  o'er  her  grave 
As  though  my  heart  would  break. 

Sweet  Sharbt  now  is  sleeping  low. 

Beneath  those  aged  tKvfi, 
While  sumtDJer  breezes  o'er  them  sweep 

With  dirgf-liko  harmony  : 
.\nd  when  tuj;ain  the  spring-time  comes, 

I'll  go,  at  ^irly  dawn. 
To  plant  sw^et  flowers  upon  the  grave 

Of  my  desir  Sharon  Lavin. 

Then  farewell,  Sharon  !  rest  in  peaces 

No  mo*  W-'ll  cull  the  flowers, 
Wliere  oft  W'^ve  roamed  in  happineai 

And  speiit)  those  pleasant  hours  : 
The  flowerB  kiweet  will  soon  decay — 

For,  thou  too  soon  hast  gone. 
And  left  tl)e|ii  in  their  loneliness. 

My  dear  (luir  Sharon  Lavm. 


Stand  by  the  Flag. 


T»t 


Cban^ 


Cboras. 


Stand  by  the  Flag,  its  folds  have  streamed  in  f^arj, 

To  foes  a  ffcar,  to  friends  a  festal  robe. 
And  spread,  \n  rjthniic  lines,  the  sacred  story 

Of  Freedoi^'s  triumphs  over  all  the  globe — 
Stand  by  the  Flaj?,  on  land,  and  ocean  billow: 

By  it  yoT»  fathers  stood,  unmoved  and  tme  ; 
Living,  defended  :  dying,  from  their  pillow 

With  their  last  bltadng,  passed  it  on  to  yon — 

Stand  by  thfjFlag,  thonph  death-shots  round  it  rattle  ; 

And  underneath  its  waving  folds  have  met. 
In  all  the  dread  army  of  sanguine  battle. 

The  quiverincr  lance  and  glittering  bayonet 
Stand  by  the  Flag,  all  doubt  and  trrason  ncomin({, 

Believe,  with  conm«re  firm  and  faith  sublime, 
That  it  vrill  float  until  the  eternal  morning 

Pales,  in  itis  glories,  all  the  lights  of  tim»—  t 

^  ■■■  ^  i 

What  IS  better  than  a  promising  yooag  maa?->- 
A  paying  oae. 

'Why  is  the  l«>tter  8  fatal  to  royalty  T^BeoaoM  it 
makes  thoM  who  reign  resign. 
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THE    8inrO£RS'    JOIJRIVAL.. 


Tm  on  the  Teetotal.      ^  .    .^    ., 

ty  fellow  sinners,  lend,  I  pray,  attention  most  intenM : 
n  me  you  see  a  Khining  light  of  total  abstiueuce — 
'ye  passed  a  very  sinful  life,  got  queer  for  nights 

and  days. 
Kit,  praised  be  thanks,  I  now  perceive  the  error 

of  my  ways, 
Lnd  now  I'm  on  the  teetotal,  total,  total-tum-total : 
res,  I'm  on  the  teetotal,  total,  tee-total-tum-tay. 

n  earliest  childhood  I  commenced,  and  with  my  ABC 
>iank  S.  and  B.  and  prime  L  L.,  took  gin  with 

my  Bohea. 
noised  the  foe  that  stole  my  brains  and  that 

iH  why,  I  think, 
'▼e  grown  a  brainless  enemy  to  every  kind  of  drink. 

Spoken  :  Bnt  when  I  signed  the  great  teetotal 
pledge,  suddenly,  uh  !  the  delicious  trembles  came 
back  ten  himdred  times  worse,  and  I  shook  like  a 
dish  of  jelly  with  the  palsy,  "  Ease  it  off  gently," 
says  the  Docter  ;  "  don't  be  too  rash.  Take  your 
noggin  of  gin  at  breakfast,  and  your  Irish  hot  at 
lunch,  and  your  bottle  of  port  at  dinner,  and  your 
boiled  brandy  and  cayenne  at  bedtime.  Only,  be 
moderate !"  Of  course,  medical  science  must  be 
respected  :  so  here  goes  (Drinks  from  pocket  bottle 
hbkled  brandy. )     For,  now  I'm  on  the  t^totul,  «tc. 

'our  worst  rogue  makes  your  holiest  saint,  and 

that's  the  reason  clear 
ip  down  npon  the  moderate  man,  whom  I  catch 

sipping  beer : 
call  him  sundry  awful  names,  and  urge  him  to  repel 
"he  deadly  poison  ;  if  he  won't,  he'll  sign  his 

own  death  knell. 

Spoken  :  Well,  well,  the  flesh  is  willing,  but  the 
spirit  is — {drinks  out  of  bottle  labelled  ntm) — weak, 
decidedly  weak— I  must  speak  to  Spiers  and  Pond 
about  this.  Call  this  the  Pro  Rata  principle  in- 
deed—  Still,  I'm  on  the  teetoal,  Ac. 

[y  fellow  duffers,  let  me  beg  the  bottle  you'll  abjure  : 
or  all  your  ills  cold  water  is  the  only  certain  cure, 
ris  wine  that  causes  chilblains,  corns,  lumbago, 

dropsy  gout : 
nd  spiritB  bring  on  income  tax,  and  measles, 

too,  bring  out. 

Spoken :  Bnt  if  you  want  luxurious  whiskers  or 
hair,  if  yon  desire  a  perfect  fit  guaranteed  and  no 
charge  for  booking,  if  you  are  troubled  with  rhnma- 
tism,  sciatica,  pains  everywhere,  and  are  generally 
out  of  sorts,  why,  fly  to  the  ptunp !  ( ahoics  bottle  lab^ll- 
td  gin) —  Here  alone  is  the  genuine  article,  and  all 
Qthers  are  spurious.  Here  no  vent  peg  is  required, 
»nd  in  short— (dnnJlf.s) — lor  bless  my  soul  f  some 
Bnemy  to  temperance  must  have  substituted  a  bottle 
of  CJeneva  for  the  ginger-pop  I  always  carry  about 
with  me  :  But  shalt  that  enemy  triumph  ?  Never ! 
[  will  be  revenged  on  him  by  drinking  it  to  the 
rery  dregs.  (drMcs. ) 

Though  I'm  on  the  teetotal,  &c. 

he  men  who  drink,  yet  don't  get  screwed,  my 

feelings  really  hurt  : 
^ive  me  the  drunkards  out-and-out,  for  them 

I  can  convert ; 
tit  as  for  men  who  don't  exceed,  they're  lost. 

as  I  maintain— 
think  the  water's  moontin'  up  and  shettling 

1-.  on  my  brain. 

Spoken :  It's  very  curiotudngTa— I  nerer  was 
iaken  so  before.  I  think  the  at— (Wc) — I  mean 
Lhe  attack— must  proceed  from  the  force  of  my 
jonvictions.  I  know  whatTl  put  me  right—  a  gentle 
lone  of  Robnr,  the  tea  spirit— the  teeto-tal  tea  spirit 
[drinks  from  bottle  labeUenl  Robur.) 

or,  he's  a  jolly  good  fellow— total,  total  good  fellow : 
m  on  the^ieetotal— and  so  say  all  of  us. 


^•«>~< 


Patriotiim. 


The  Patriot,  all  nnnsed  to  arms. 
Bewails  the  clang  of  war's  alarms. 

And  monms  the  angry  field  : 
But  when  his  Country  calls,  he  flies. 
He  arms,  he  strikes,  he  dares,  he  dies— 

And  win  Dot,  caxiDot  yield ! 


Flirting  on  the  Mall. 

Oopyrlgbt.  1874  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

Wor<U  and  Music  bjr  Jotepb  P.  Sktily. 

Til*  mnilc  ut  tblsiuDg  caubsobtaiDed  of  E  B.  Htrdiag, 

Ho  286  Bowery.  New  York- Eleicaut  Full  Maile 

8ise  Sbeet  fur  10  ceuta. 


Yon've  been  to  the  Central  Park,  of  coarse, 

And  know  the  place  so  well 
I  need  not  now  describe  it,  - 

But  there's  one  thing  I  can  tell : 
It's  just  the  place  to  go 

To  catch  a  darling  beau. 
And  have  a  sweet  flirtatton— 

Just  for  fun,  you  know  : 

Just  for  fun,  ha,  ha,  ha  I 
Just  for  fun,  ha,  ha ! 

Chobub. 
Flirting  on  the  Mall,  flirting  on  the  Mall, 

To  a  nice  young  Miss  I  throw  a  kiss. 
Flirting  on  the  Mall : 

She  returns  a  smile,  I  advance  the  whOe, 
And  I  take  hej  arm  without  alarm, 

Flirting  on  the  Mall ! 

Some  go  to  Long  Branch  for  a  lark. 

And  some  to  Rockawny, 
But  here  beside  the  Central  Park 

I  would  prefer  to  stay  : 
Because  I  think  it  nice, 

And  roguish  eyes  entice 
Young  men  like  me  to  ftJl  in  love — 

They  are  so  nice. 
On  !  so  nice,  ha,  ha,  ha  ! 
Oh !  BO  nice,  ha,  ha  !  Chorus. 

I'm  always  there  on  music  days. 

And  keep  my  eyes  alive 
To  feed  upon  the  passing  smiles 

That  grace  the  walk  and  drive. 
No  place  there  is  like  this, 

So  full  of  of  walking  bliss  ;     • 
And  sometimes,  when  I  have  the  chance, 

I  steal  a  kiss, 

■  Steal  a  kiss,  kiss,  kiss,  kiss,  {imitate  kissing.) 
Steal  a  kiss,  ha,  ha  !  Chorus. 


The  Lone  Cot  by  the  Sea. 

Words  by  I.  i.  Mcltemiott— Uoale  by  Joa.  Sehwanscek. 


Love'i  a  Cheat. 


Love^  a  cheat :  we  over-rate  it, 

A  flattering,  false,  dewitful  joy  : 
A  very  nothing  can  create  it, 

A  very  nothing  can  destroy. 

The  lightning's  flitsh  which  wondering  lei&ves  us 
Obscured  and  darker  thou  before  : 

TTie  glow-worm's  tin.sel,  which  deceives  us, 
A  painted  light,  and  nothing  more — 


^>-♦♦•- 


A  Better  Home. 

By  Llent    B.  H   KelloRg. 


How  often,  when  the  twilight  shades 

Are  gathering  thick  and  fast. 
While  gazing  on  the  evening  stars 

I  dream  of  visions  past — 
Chorus  :  Of  that  old  home,  that  dear  old  home. 
Where  birth  and  death  have  striven— 
The  spot  whence  iW)m  that  earthly  toil 
Our  parents  fled  to  Heaven. 

I  see  the  bed  where  mother  prayed 

While  kneeling  by  my  side. 
The  bed  on  which  we  all  were  bom. 

And  where  dear  father  died. 
Chorus  :  That  dear  old  bed,  that  dear  old  bed. 
Where  birth  and  death  were  given  : 
And  may  our  parents'  oft-told  prayers 
Unite  UH  all  iu  Heaven 

Mybrothers  fond,  and  sisters  dear. 

Though  separately  we  roam, 
I  pray  that  in  a  better  world 

We  still  may  find  a  home—  • 
Chorus  :  A  brighter  home,  a  happier  home, 

Where  paritnt;  ne'er  is  given  :  « 

A  home  where  those  we  love  await 
To  meet  us  all  in  Heaven. 


"Mid  the  dark  towering  cliflb  on  the  wave-beaten  shore. 

Where  the  cold  and  bleak  wintry  winds  moon. 
Stands  a  desolate  cot  that  in  days  long  ago 

Was  my  happy  and  bright  little  home. 
Where  oti  we  have  sat  by  the  old  fireside,    •   '    ,, 

And  mingled  together  in  glee — 
Twas  there  that  the  hours  full  of  pleasure  did  gide, 

In  that  lone  little  cot  by  the  sea. 

;    Twas  there  that  the  hours,  Ac. 

When  night  spread  its  mantle  of  darkness  about. 

And  the  sky  vvith  black  clouds  was  o'eraist. 
Whilst  the  storm  in  its  fury  raged  wildly  without, 

lU  shelter  we'd  seek  from  the  blast : 
Beneath  its  dear  roof  were  my  golden  days  passed. 

And  though  far  from  it  I  may  be. 
Within  me  sweet  mem'ries  forever  shall  last — 

For,  I  love  that  lone  cot  by  the  sea  ! 

Within  me  sweet  mem'ries,  &0, 


Hannah  Jane  and  Me. 

k  double  soog  and  dkuee.  by  Edwin  Dudley. 


Oh !  here  we  are,  two  flowere  &ir — 

We  grew  in  old  Car'line  : 
We've  just  dropped  'round  to  see  de  town. 

And  hab  a  little  time. 
We'll  sing  for  you,  well  dance  for  yon. 

And  then  you  will  agree 
Dat  none  can  beat  de  nimble  feet 

Of  Hannah  Jane  and  me. 

,■,■■;"•>;    Chobus.     ;■..  ,V;; '■.■■:,•;.;■■■■;• 

Hb.      O  Hannah  Jane  1     (Break.) 
She.    Oh  !  dat's  my  name  !    iBrmk.) 
Both.  We're  gwine  to  raise  a  muss,  as 

plainly  yon  can  see : 
For,  we  are  de  last  sensation        ■     ', 
Dat's  crept  Into  dis  nation  : 
And  we'll  bust  de  whole  creation — 
Will  Hannah  Jane  and  me.      CDance.) 

He.     When  Fm  elected  President, 
She.       Each  dny  I'll  hab  my  beer ; 
Both  Well  sport  fine  "  rags,"  drive  fancy  nags, 
On  fifty  thons'  a  year  : 
We'll  give  a  ball,  invite  yon  all 

To  our  cottage  by  the  sea  : 
And  now  we  hope  you'll  cast  your  vote 
For  Hannah  Jane  and  me. 

0  Hannah  Jane !  &c. 


Matches  that  go  off  quiok— The  runaways. 


The  Tipperary  Men.     -; 

Bang  by  Diamond  tud  Byan. ' 

Kind  friends,  we've  just  comeoTer 

From  old  Ireland  right  away  : 
For,  the  times  they  were  so  very  bad, 

No  longer  we  could  stay  : 
For,  meat  and  drink  we  could  not  get, 

The  landlords  kept  us  poor. 
Till  at  last  we  had  to  bid  adjea  ' 
To  Erin's  lonely  shore. 
Chorus  :    Although  we're  far  away,  my  boys, 
.    .       We  love  Ireland  just  the  same  : 
At  a  fight  or  fair,  youll  find  us  there, 
We're  both  Tipperary  men. 

They  say  no  Irish  need  spply,  ..  :'  = 

Sure,  that  I  don't  imderstand  :  '■ 
For,  where  do  they  get  such  bmre  big  boys 

Ajb  those  from  Paddy's  laud  ? 
If  Britain  was  to  go  to  war,  boys, 

What  would  she  do  then, 
Unlew  the  ranks  were  well  filled  up 

With  Tipperary  men  ?  Qumis. 

If  Ton  happen  to  ero  to  Ireland, 

Hospitality  yon'll  find  there  : 
If  a  poor  man  has  only  a  drink  of  milk,       •-  V 

By  my  soul !  yon'll  get  your  share  :  ;'    ' 

No  matter,  friends,  how  poor  you  be^ 

It's  there  yon'll  find  a  friend  : 
Tes.  warm-hearted  yon  will  find 

The  Tipperary  men.  Choms. 
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Young  Fellah,  Ton're  too  Freth. 

Oopjright    1874  by  V.  H  BwdlDf. 

Word*  Mid  Moite  hj  Joaaph  P.  8k«llj. 

Tb«  mnile  of  ibti  souk   cmi  beobtsinad  ofB.  H.  BwdlBf, 

Mo  2B8  Bowery.    Ne»-York-£leKSiit  rail  Mulo 

SIM  Slieet  fur  10  caati^ 

::: V  \  |.r  .:■':•?  --^  K-  z : r.;. ;-, .,_..;,;--.  -  - _■ 

BeoanBe  I  am  a  countryman,        > 

And  a  stranger  in  the  city,  '  •   ' 

All  fiorts  of  tricks  they  play  on  m^ 

And  think  their  actions  witty  \ 
When  I  go  out  I  turn  about,  .   ; :: 

And  peculiar  smiles  I  see, 
"  Oh  !  ain't  he  fresh  !"  I  hear  them  shoat, 

When  they  take  a  look  at  me. 

Spoken  :  I  can't  understand  it  all.  No  matter 
where  I  go  I  bear  some  personal  remarks.  I  don't 
like  personal  remarks:  They  strike  deep  into  my 
sensitive  breast  and  make  me  swear.  I  say,  dem 
it,  what  does  it  mean  ?  and  echo  answers  dem  it, 
what  does  it  mean  ?  The  very  day  I  arrived  in 
this  city  I  asked  a  man,  at  the  Grand  Central 
Depot,  if  he  knew  where  I  could  engage  a  nioe 
furnished  room.  "Oh,"  says  he,  "you're  after 
furnished  rooms,  eh  ?  Well,  sir,  you're  in  the  wrong 
neighborhood.  You  don't  belong  here.  Well,  sir, 
I  suppose  you'll  keep  correct  by  following  your 
no8e."  I  told  him  he  was  very  impertinent,  but  aa 
I  walked  away  in  silence  and  dismay,  I  beard  the 
fellow  say,  in  a  very  peculiar  way. 

Chonis  :    Young  feliah,  you're  too  fresh, 
Y^oung  fellah,  you're  too  fresh : 
It  strikes  me  very  forcibly, 
Young  fellah,  you're  too  u^ah. 

One  day  last  week,  I  took  a  car, 

And  a  stmnger  sat  beside  me,  '    ' 

Who  stole  my  watch  and  pocket-bool^    • 

Tho'  to  prove  it  he  defied  me  ; 
I  went  and  saw  a  man  of  law. 

And  I  begged  his  best  advice  : 
"My  frieuii,  siiid  he,  you're  very  fresh. 

Why,  you've  just  come  off  the  ioe  !" 

Si>oken :  I  thought  that  a  very  strange  ez- 
prrssiou  for  a  man  of  law.  I  told  him  he  must  be 
mistaken,  for  I  had  never  been  on  the  ice  in  my  life. 
"Oh!  yes,  you  have,"  says  he,  "metaphorically 
speiildng  you  have,  sir,  you  have  been  on  the  ice 
of  innocence,  you  have  lived  in  an  atmosphere  of 
artic  virtue  free  from  the  burning  influence  of 
m-  tropolitau  wickednesa  "  He  wanted  to  convince 
me  that  I  was  an  ice,  man  I  suppose,  but  as  he 
could  give  me  no  satisfaction  for  the  loss  I  sustained, 
I  left  him,  and  as  I  came  down  stairs  I  heard  him 
say.        J        Young  fellah,  you're  too  fresh,  Ac 

I  took  my  girl  to  Central  PArk,  • 

And,  while  there,  I  grew  quite  spooney, 
I  asked  her  if  she'd  marry  me— 

"Why  ,  sa3'8  she,  you  must  be  looney." 
I  told  her  no,  it  was  not  so. 

And  I  assure  you  I'm  quite  sane,  ,  '■)' 

You  know  I  love  yon  verymuch, 

Ob  !  don't  let  me  love  in  vain. 

Spoken :  She  didn't  seem  to  understand  my 
feeliiigs  correctly,  although  I  poured  out  my 
love  in  strains  worthy  of  a  troubadour.  AH  she 
would  say  was,  "  oh  !  don't,  please  don't,  I  want  to 
go  home,  please  don't" 

"  Nay,  home  thou  shalt  not  go^ 

TiU  reasons  good  I  know  ':\'';  ':::'.''.-:<■ ,'' 

Why  thou  wilt  not  bestow 

liiy  love  on  me,     .,    .■  -.;•  ■/.    >■.  vf 

And  fill  with  glee    "       '  .         ' 

This  breast  now  shadowed  o'ct  by  woe : 
By  jingo !  yes,  the  cause  111  know, 
Speak  out,  oh  !  fairest  creature,  speak  I 
Tell  me  what  secret  hate  thou  hast ! 
The  talo  I  hear  may  make  me  weak,   .;  - ;   ^ .  " 
And  all  my  hopes  and  fancies  blast,  :-  ;  *  ■ 

But  I  must  know,  yes,  I  must  know 
Wherefore  thou  slightest  me." 

I^tpoken  :  I  began  to  get  excited,  so  she  thonght 
she  had  better  explain  herself.  Yon  may  judge  of 
Ay  B6tonifib«nent  when  she  remarked — 

Yoong  fellah,  you're  to  frwb,  Ae. 


Mnleaby'i  Gone  Away  I 
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Speak  to  Me. 


The  hero  of  my  humble  aong 

Was  once  a  mighty  man, 
A  shining  Ught  in  his  neighborhood,        ..     ' 

And  Chiel  of  all  his  Ohm  : 
But  when  he  found,  in  course  of  time, 

The  tricks  his  friends  did  play — 
Sore  he  lelt  them  all,  and  now  they  oiy— 

"  Molcaby's  gone  away !" 

Cbobus. 

He  was  greet  and  grand,  and  took  oommand 

Of  the  boys  on  Patrick's  day  : 
But  now  the  cry  is  everywhere— r 

Mulcahy's  gone  away !  :-;    .. 

He  won  our  pride,  and  won  onr  praise^ 

And  he  deserved  it  too  : 
Sure  many  a  time,  for  nights  and  day^ 

We  stuck  to  him  like  glue — 
He  held  an  oflSce  of  the  State, 

And,  faith  !  he  nmde  it  pay — 
But  for  such  a  place  he  was  too  grea^— 

An  now  he's  gone  away  !  Chontf. 

nie  poUticians  worshipped  him. 

And  swore  he'd  yet  be  Mayor  : 
And  tho'  the  chance  looked  rather  dim, 

He  thought  it  bright  and  fjair ; 
But  ere  he  came  to  rule  the  town. 

His  mind  was  led  astray. 
And  now  the  cry  is  everywhere — 

Mulcahy's  gone  away  1  CharoflL 

He  was  as  sound  a  democrat  ■  ',:■ 

As  ever  filled  a  chair : 
But  he  lost  his  great  position,    .  .     .:      ,-   ' 

And  it  drove  him  to  despair. 
We  know  not  where  to  seek  for  him, 

He  must  have  crossed  the  "say," 
Ob !  it  grieves  us  just  to  think  of  it — 

Mulcahy's  gone  away !  Chorofl. 

He  treated  us  like  gintlemen. 

Whenever  we  did  meet :    . 
The  sight  of  him  would  do  you  good 

From  his  head  down  to  his  feet. 
He  wore  a  collar  stiff  and  high. 

Which  made  a  great  display  : 
He  was  a  most  distinguished  man — 

But  now  he's  gone  away  !  Choms. 

The  girls  went  crazy  when  he  winked. 

And  many  an  artful  plan 
They  put  in  operation  for  T  ,  v 

To  catch  this  darlin'  man  :  < 

But  now  they're  left  alone,  poor  things ! 

They  weep,  and  .wail,  and  say — 
Oh !  whatll  we  do  at  all,  at  aU? 

Mulcahy's  gone  away  !  ChorcK 


■  ■•»' 


The  Shoei  my  Daddy  Wflfe. 

Copyright   1874    by  E.  H.  Harding. 
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Just 'fore  my  daddy  died. 

He  called  me  to  his  bed  : 
I  knelt  down  by  his  side,       :;     Vv" 

And  dis  to  me  he  said  :        '^'■■r::-'.'.^-:y:^-':^  <■../-_ 
**  Come  take  dese  good  old  ahoeik  V  . 
I  cannot  give  you  more — 
.,  IVe  had  dem  more  dan  fifteen  yeus 
On  dis  old  "Virginia  shore." 
For,  deee  am  de  shoes  my  daddy  won  1 
Choras  :    Den  watch  what  I  does, 

Wid  dese  old  plantation  shoes : 

For,  dese  am  de  shoes  my  dMl4y  worn, 

: i-  On  ereiy  Holiday  '',.j\ ,./'i  -  .J":  .0 

Dese  same  old  shoes  I  weaf, 
'  And  when  I  danoe  in  dem,  ' ..;,  .t^  - .  v  -  J 

I  make  de  white  folks  stare  :      ;:.-\  r ;  f-;  :    ■ 
When  I  have  grown  quite  old, 

m  hang  dem  on  de  wall. 
And  think  of  happy  days  dat's  jKMM, 
And  those  happy  scenes  ncalL 


Cbens. 
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Why  turn  away  when  I  draw  near  ? 

Why  oold  to-day  ?  once,  1  was  dear ! 

Then  thy  heart  stirred,  and  flushed  thy  brow : 

Never  a  word  welcomes  me  now. 

Now  thy  hand  lies  listless  in  mine — 

Once  its  rephes  spake  love  divine  I 

Cold  as  if  we  never  had  met. 

Can  it  then  be  hearts  can  forget  ? 

Ah!  speak  to  me,  speak,  be  my  heart  beard. 
Or  will  it  break  for  one  poor  word  1 
No  vow  to  bind,  no  pledge  I  seek. 
Only  be  kind,  speak  to  me,  speak  I 

One  idle  day,  tho*  didst  deplore 
Some  cast-away  oB  det<ert  shore : 
Twas  but  a  tale  by  poet  feigned. 
Yet  thou  didst  pa^e,  silent  and  pained. 
And  thou  didst  moan— sad,  sad  to  be 
Utterly  alone  by  the  bleak  sea  ! 
My  life  is  drear,  I  castaway- 
Give  m*»  the  te4ir  thou  shedd'st  that  dayl 

AL  !  sjH'iik  |lo  me,  speak,  be  my  heart  beard, 
Or  will  it  "break  for  one  poor  word  ! 
No  vow  to  bind,  no  pledge  I  seek. 
Only  be  kind,  speak  to  me,  ^eak  I 


'-^*-^ 


My  Mother-in-Law  it  Dead! 

Copyriglit    1874  by  E   B.  Hkrdlng. 
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I  had  a  uoble  mother-in-law. 

Oh  !  she  was  dear  to  me  : 
Her  voice  wom  lOusic  to  my  ears; 

Her  smile  wbS  sweet  to  see. 
But  she  is  gone,  last  week  she  died^ 

And  the  doctor  gave  no  cause  : 
Some  say  she  talked  herself  to  death 

And  broke  her  poor  old  jaws. 

I  cry,  I  sigh,  she  is  dead !  she  is  dead  i 
And  I  can't  help  Int  sob— ob— ob. 

Oh  !  poor  old  dame  ! 
Nowsbe.has  gone  and  left— «nd  left— and  klt^ 

Weep,  weep,  moBn,  grriau — 

Now  we  are  all  Uereft—berdl— bereft  1 

Yon  must  exciMe  these  team  of  grief 

Now  trickling  down  my  nose  ; 
I  can't  forget  the  dear  old  sotxl. 

No  matter  where  I  goes. 
We  loved  her  to,  I  could  not  show 

How  we  felt  when  she  was  dead  : 
I  thought  I'd  take  a  fit,  but  no— 

I  took  a  drink  inittead. 

I  ciy,  I  sigh,  to. 


She  never  scolded  me  at  all. 

Though  she  was  sometimes  cross : 

And  now  that  she  is  here  no  more^ 
We  sadly  mourn  her  loss  : 

Oh !  boys,  it's  tough,  indeed  it's  ron^ 
But,  alas !  there's  something  rougher : 

The  undertaker's  bill— oh,  lor'  I 


It's  me  that  J 


to  BufilBr! 

I  cry,  I  sigh,  Aa. 


Loye't  bnt  the  Frailty  of  the  Mind. 

■■■'''.''■X-;'a  (OONOBEVB.) 

Love's  but  the  frailty  of  the  mind 
When  'tis  not  with  ambition  joined : 
A  sickly  flame  which,  if  not  fed,  expina. 
And,  feeding,  wastes  in  self-ooustumug  fires. 

"Tis  not  to  woimd  a  wanton  boy. 
Or  amorous  youth,  that  gives  the  joy : 
But  'tis  the  glory  to  have  pierced  a  swain 
Fur  whom  infciior  beauties  sighed  in  viun. 

Then  I  alone  the  conquest  prize. 

When  I  inmilt  a  rival's  eyoe : 
If  there's  delight  in  love,  'tis  when  I  see 
The  heart,  which  others  bleed  foe,  bleed  for  a 
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Fatal  Will 


Here  is  a  tnle  showing—  as  it  may  ever  be  shown 
—  that  it  is  kIwuvs  tlie  iunocent  who  moet  sutt'tT  hy 
or  tlirough  the  willfiihiess  of  the  guilty. 

And  when  the  latter  wuril  ia  nsed,  it  do  h  not 
follow  that  crime  in  intended.  If  a  mnu  i^  dt- 
termined  upon  a  certain  couriie  of  action,  uuiUl(>«8 
not  yield,  though  it  oun  afford  him  no  btDc:tit  or 
natixfaction  in  any  way  to  carry  out  hig  piujtct, 
while  it  will  injure,  or,  perhope,  only  pain  :<>me 
other  person,  then  he  is  guilty  of  causing  di-^Uoss 
where  not  any  need  nece^isftrily  be  suffered. 

This  is  a  story,  in  tlie  first  place,  of  the  infl<'x- 
ible  dettirmination  of  one  nwu  to  bear  hatrwl  to- 
wards the  iunocent  sou  of  another,  whom,  rightly 
enough,  he  abominated  ;  in  the  second  place,  of  a 
woman  of  indexible  will,  wlio  detenuiuevt  that  a 
certain  person  shoidd  be  her  husband,  tbougli  she 
knew  he  looked  >ipf)n  her  with  dread. 

Out  of  the  huTsh  will  of  this  man  and  woman 
eame  the  desiwir  of  two  innocent  people,  who  luid 
doue  no  harm,  who  loved  Ciich  otlier  denrly  and 
whose  deaths  crushed  their  monil,  if  not  })hysic;d, 
destroyers  out  of  all  hope  of  further  happiness  in 
this  world. 

The  drawing-room  opened  upon  the  Thames 
between  Windsor  and  Maidenhead,  and  the  interior 
8pf>eared  as  peaceful  as  the  exterior,  the  exquisite 
valley  of  Ihe  Tlutmes,  which,  in  pirts,  is  equal  to  any 
of  the  English  lake  scenery,  and  of  which  so  few 
Londoners  know  anj-thing. 

The  occupants  ol  that  room  (it  was  a  very  quiet 
summer  evening)  were  four.  One,  a  woman  of 
about  thirty,  and»ntill  very  beautiful,  but  wuL  a 
set  determination  of  such  a  chivrticter  as  sliocked 
the  keen  olwerver.  The  second  occupant  was  a 
a  miin  of  about  seventy— a  soldier-like  looking  man 
— evidently  of  iron  will.  One  felt  that  if  ho 
and  the  first  person  here  discribed  wen  at  war, 
neither  would  give  way.  The  third  person  was  a 
yotmg  girl,  who  looked  supremely  pure  and  U-auti- 
ful ;  nevertheless,  a  certiiu  detenuinatio.-i  in  the 
face  associated  her  with  one  of  the  two,  but  more 
especially  with  him  of  militir>-  iipj>earance.  The 
fourth  occujiftnt  wivs  a  boy  of  about  six.  in  wb<  )m 
the  sternness  of  decision,  evident  in  thefuces  of  the 
family  of  which  he  was  the  youngest  member,  had 
so  far  not  become  developetl. 

This  household  consisted  of  Colonel  R<irt«>,  his 
second  wife,  his  daughter  Amalie — only  chdil  .uu\ 
daughter  of  his  first  marriage —and  Henrj',  only 
child  and  son  of  the  CV)lonel  and  his  serimd  wife. 

"What  a  lovely  evening  !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Sorte. 

"  Yes,"  added  the  Colonel,  lookfng  up  from  his 
book  ;  " it  reminds  me  almost  of  India  !' 

A«  he  spoke,  his  face  clouded,  i\nd  his  di\ui.;ht<r 
tm^ed  slightly  —  very  slightly  pale ;  and  after 
glancing  at  her  father  for  a  moment,  she  again 
bent  over  the  silken  work,  about  which  her  fingers 
were  very  bu.-»y. 

"It  was  just  stich  a  sky  as  that,"  he  said,  "when 
the  news  came  in  at  JaUiipore  that  Nampton  had 
turned  traitor.  You  were  about  three  ye»irs  old 
then,  Amalie  ;  and  as  your  ayah  held  yon  near  me, 
trembling,  I  put  my  bind  upon  your  little  h.  lul, 
and  swore  to  hunt  him  down— to  hate  him  and  to 
hate  his.     He  had  a  sou  !" 

"But,  papa,  deir,"  said  the  young  lady,  "the 
son  was  not  a  traitor. " 

•'  The  sins  of  the  fathers  foil  upon  the  children." 

"Then,  papa,  if  it  is  a  sin  to  be  revengeful,  your 
sin  against  yoiu*  old  friend's  son  should  fall  upon 
me,  or  little  Harry  here." 

"Just  heaven  forbid  !"  said  Mrs.  Sorte,  shud- 
dering. 

"  Old  ftriend  !"  said  the  Colonel,  looking  so  stem 
that  all  the  handsome  appearance  passed  out  f  )f  his 
face.  "  Then>  is  the  heart-breaking  fact.  That  a 
man  I  hod  (I  am  not  afraid  to  say  it)  loved  tor 
thirty-four  years  shoiild  have  betrayed  his  country 
and  himself!    Ah  !  it  is  too  terrible  !" 

"But,  papa " 

"Oh  !  I  know  what  yon  are  going  to  aav.  If  is 
what  your  poor  mother  always  urged  in  the  lit'le 
time  she  was  left  me  after  the  mutiny— she  bel  ievt  d 
that  he  might  have  become  mad.  Gnvnted,  my 
child  ;  but,  if  so,  then  all  his  life  he  had  be^^n  a 
hypocrite,  becAase  it  is  when  madness  attacks  a 
man  that  hia  natural  tendencies  are  shown. " 


*'  I  don't  want  to  pain  jou,  pa^ia  ;  but  I  cannot 
hel]>  taking  advantage  of  your  once  more  referring 
to  India  to  urge  upon  you— not  that  I  have  any 
spH-eial  object  in  doing  so—  that  supposing  yon  are 
quite  right  with  regard  to  Major  Nampton,  you 
cunuot  be  certain  with  regard  to  his  sou.  ' 

-  If  he  is  aUve,"  sitid  the  old  Colonel.  "  He  was 
bom  about  ten  years  before  you,  Amie,  and,  there- 
fore, he  would  be  now  twenty-nine.  But  I  have 
never  heard  of  him,  nor  am  1  at  all  likely  to  learn 
news  of  him.  Doubtless,  following  his  father's 
footsteps,  he  has  sunk  into  an  Anglo-Indian— unless 
both  were  verj'  properly  jjoisoned,  as  traitors  gene- 
ndly  are  in  India,  by  those  whom  their  treason  has 
served.  Pray  do  not  let  us  say  any  more  upon  the 
subject" 

It  will  be  observed  that  during  this  conversation 
l)«tween  the  Mher  and  daughter,  the  mother-in- 
law  had  said  no  word.  But  she  was  watching — 
watching  like  a  merciless  lynx. 

"Papa,  pipa  ! "  here  shouted  the  boy  ;  "here 
comes  Mr.  Quain." 

But  it  is  quite  necessary  that  the  reader  should 
be  made  acquainted  with  the  (Mrticulars  of  the  lives 
of  the  people  to  whom  he  has  been  now  intro- 
duced. 

•Some  j'ears  after  the  battle  of  Waterloo,  a  couple 
of  subalterns  met  for  the  first  time  at  the  mess  of 
one  of  the  regiments  of  the  then,  and  long  after. 
East  India  Compmy. 

From  that  hour,  until  the  year  18.57,  they  were 
the  fastest  possible  friends  ;  and  eqiially  honorable, 
earnest,  and  tem{)erate,  they  rose  together  in  the 
Indian  army..  One  became  a  colonel,  however 
(Colonel  Sorte);  while  the  other  renuuned  but  a 
major  (Major  Nnmpton). 

In  1843,  Mr.  Nampton  married,  and  by  his  wife, 
who  dietlin  1844,  he  had  one  son,  who,  when  alxiut 
fi  >ur,  was  sent  to  England  to  be  Educated.  Mr. 
Nampton  never  married  again. 

Mr.  Sorte  (ulfimatelv  a  colonel)  married  in  18.')3, 
and  Amalie,  his  daughter,  was  bom  in  the  same 
\var.  She  was,  therefore.  al>out  four,  and  the  son 
of  her  father's  friend  was  fourteen,  when  the  Sepoy 
mutiny  broke  out. 

At  tiiat  time.  Major  Nampton  and  Colonel  Sorte 
were  both  stwtioned  at  Jallapore,  one  of  the  shitions 
at  which  the  mutiny  first  showed  itself. 

Thne  days  In-fore  the  mutiny  broke  out.  Major 
Nampton  was  missing.  Four  days  after  it  had  de- 
chired  itself.  Colonel  Sorte,  ppconnoitring  the  ap- 
jiroaching  enemy,  saw  his  old  friend,  still  in  his 
English  uniform,  amongst  them. 

It  has  never  been  kilown  to  this  day  whether  or 
not  Major  Nampton  was  false  to  his  countrj',  or 
whether  he  was  taken  in  an  ambush,  and  pretended  * 
to  go  over  to  the  Sepoys,  and  so  sacrificed  himself 
by  leading  the  enemy  into  such  a  position  that  they 
were  utterly  annihilated  by  the  English. 

Amongst  the  vanquished  the  body  of  Nampton 
was  not  found  ;  and  it  was,  therefore,  inferred  either 
that  he  had  escaped,  or  had  fiiUen  into  the  river, 
and  was  drowned  in  the  retreat  across  the  river 
which  the  enemy  endeavored  to  effect 

Such  was  the  history,  and  the  end  of  the  friend- 
ship between  these  two  soldiers.  Whjit  were 
Nampton 's  motives,  if  he  had  any,  has  never  been 
asc-ertained  ;  but  this  is  certain— that  if  a  man  htis 
t)een  loyal  for  fifty-seven  years,  it  is  highly  impro- 
bable that  he  will  become  a  traitor  in  his  fifty- 
eighth  ;  and  it  is  to  the  credit  of  his  brother  oflBcers 
that  they  firmly  believed  either  that  he  was  seized, 
and,  pretending  to  lead  the  mutineers,  had  brought 
them  into  such  a  no«rition  as  resnlted  in  their  de- 
struction, or  that  he  had  gone  mad,  and  was  not 
really  accountable  for  his  actions. 

What  had  become  of  his  son  ?  The  boy  had  been 
sent  for,  and  was  certainly  in  India  at  the  time  the 
mutiny  broke  out  That  was  all  that  his  fiither's 
conipanions  in  arms  ever  learnt  about  him. 

Mrs.  Colonel  Sorte  died  in  1859,  her  death  being 
attributed  to  the  shock  of  the  circumstances  which 
she,  in  common  with  many  other  sufferers  by  that 
calamity,  both  men  and  women,  never  recovered. 

More  of  the  English  died  from  the  hormr  pro- 
duced by  the  mutiny,  within  three  or  four  years 
aftf r  that  terrible  event  than  were  killed  by  the 
enemy  during  the  progress  of  the  detestable  war. 

In  i860,  Colonel  Sorte,  weary  of  soldiering,  capi- 
talised,  and  cam«  to  England,   where,  with  tue 


amount  obtained  by  the  sale  of  his  commission 
added  to  his  private  fortune,  he  bad  commenced  a 
very  successful  business  as  a  shawl  manufacturer  in 
a  small  way,  and  upon  a  model  the  intricacies  of 
which  he  had  learnt  in  Hindostan. 

It  was  several  years  afterwanls- in  1865 — that 
feeling  his  daughter,  then  thirteen  j-eare  of  age, 
should  have  other  companions  timn  mere  servant  . 
be  determined  to  marry  again,  and  his  choice  fi  11 
upon  a  lady  who  was  governess  in  the  home  of  oi  e 
of  his  Eugiikh  friends. 

She  was  described  to  him  as  a  woman  of  absolu 
honesty,    and  self-respect,    cheerful,   clever,   ai  d 
gentle. 

He  married  her,  he  being  sixtj'-five  and  s}.<' 
twenty-four,  he  never  hoping  to  welcome  aiiv 
family.  He  found  her,  in  behavior,  far  excee<l  nil 
the  gf)od  that  had  been  said  of  her  ;  and  she  e.i- 
hanced  his  happiness  contpletely  by  the  birtli  of  r. 
son,  whom  he  calletl  Henrj-,  after  his  old  ludiiui 
commander.  Sir  Henrj'  Havelock. 

That  son  was  the  Harry  who,  being  sir,  did,  njipn 
that  esjiecial  summer  evening,  call  out,  "Papa, 
here  is  Mr.  Quain  !" 

Thus,  then,  we  again  get  back  to  the  year  187"2. 
But  before  we  proceed  to  the  events  which  brought 
the  end,  there  must  be  given  the  remnant  of  a  con- 
versation held  in  the  e»»rly  partof  18fi5,  the  speake.M 
l)eing  she  who  became  the  second  Mrs.  Sorte,  and 
a  very  good-looking  youth  two  or  three  years  hi  r 
junior. 

She  was  then  in  the  full  blaze  of  loveliness,  and, 
perhaps,  flattered,  as  most  women  of  her  age,  by 
the  evident  admiration  of  the  young  man,  who-- 
not  an  uncommon  thing  at  this  time  of  life — was 
passionately  devoted  to  this  lady,  though  she  wis 
his  senior. 

This  was  the  end  of  the  conversation  in  que.<^ 
tion. 

"  We  are  too  poor  to  marry,  my  Philip," 

"  Hut  we  want  so  little,  and  we  can  be  so 
{Xitient  !" 

"No,  no  ;  I  have  seen  poverty,  my  Philip,  and  I 
know  that  it  kills  love.  We  will  wait — but  for 
riches.  This  man  who  offers  to  marry  me  is  sixty- 
five.  He  must  die  soon,  and  some  of  his  waUth 
will  surely  be  mine  if  I  make  Lim  a  good  wife — aa 
I  will— as  I  will !"  ,, 

"  But  he  may  not  die." 

"  We  must  hope  that  he  will.  I  shall  not  sav 
good-bye,  and  I  promise  you  that  we  shall  be  near 
each  other.     No,  we  will  not  say  good-bye." 

Such  were  the  material  points  of  that  conversa- 
tion lK>tween  an  eager  youUi  and  a  passionate,  but 
prudent  woman. 

She  married  Colonel  Sorta  Six  weeks  after  her 
marriage,  hearing  he  wanted  a  clever  foreman,  she 
recommended  one  PhiUp  Middleton,  and  thus  sho 
kept  her  word.     They  were  not  parted. 

Years  went  on,  and  with  them  tneir  necessary  and 
natural  changes. 

At  twenty-two  a  young  man  may  love  a  woman 
who  is  his  elder — it  is  no  uncommon  thing  ;  hut 
when  he  becomes  twenty-nine  himself,  it  is  the 
natimd  law  that  he  shall  love  one  far  younger  than 
he  is. 

But  he  knew  Mrs.  Sorte  kept  him  to  their  bar- 
gain. Her  love  for  him  became  the  greater  by  its 
suppression.  As  the  slow  years  went  on,  and  she 
saw  him  improving,  while  time  began  tearing  away 
her  beauty  wifh  that  rapidity  from  which  every 
beautiful  woman  suffers  after  she  has  numbered 
twenty  years,  she  niged  in  her  gilded  imprisonment 
To  aU  outward  appearances,  and  as  far  as  honesty 
of  behavior  went,  she  was  a  tmfhful  wife  :  while, 
marvellous  to  relate,  she  loved  her  son  and  respected 
her  husband 

Yet  nevertheless,  she  yearned  terribly  for  the 
hour  to  come  when  the  old  Colonel  should  die,  and 
leave  her  free  to  marry  her  first  love. 

It  was  this  dark  and  hypocritical  life  which  wore 
her  splendid  beauty  away  more  rappidly  than  it 
would  otherwise  have  vanished ;  and  tuisshe  knew,  , 
only  to  rage  the  more. 

Never  once  did  she  suspect  Amalie  as  a  rival, 
even  until  that  verj-  evening  when  the  reader  first 
sees  this  family  apparently  so  happy  and  peaceful, 
in  reality  so  utterly  at  variance. 

For  Amnlie  and  Philip  Middleton  loved  each 
other.  NVhen  he  first  came  to  the  manufactory,  she 
WM  thirteen,  be  nearly  twenty-thne.      Naturally, 
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be  looked  npon  her  as  a  child,  and  as  snch  she  waa 
quite  familiar  with  him. 

She  uever  knew  when  she  first  really  loved  him  ; 
while,  as  for  him,  he  dreaded  to  auk  himself  when 
he  grew  to  fear  his  Megsera,  the  Colonel's  shrewd 
and  waiting  wiiB. 

He  owed  all  to  her  ;  his  comfortable  position  in 
the  factory,  the  power  to  see  and  love  ^jnalie,  the 
happiness  of  being  loved  by  her  ;  and  yet,  in  being 
grateful  to  her,  in  being  faithful  to  a  passion  he 
knew  then  to  have  been  equally  horrible  and  in- 
famous, he  would  have  wrecked  his  life  and  oliio 
Amalie's. 

Ay  ;  for  he  had  another  secret  His  real  name 
waa  one  he  dared  not  use,  for  he  was  not  Philip 
Middleton,  but  Philip  Nampton,  the  son  of  that 
iufumous,  or  most  hapless.  Major  Nampton,  who, 
whether  sane  or  mud,  had  certainl}'  denerted  his 
laud  and  comjjanions,  and  gone  over — whether 
intentionally  or  not  could  never  be  learned  to  the 
Sepoy  mutineers. 

Pitied  by  an  English  gentleman,  after  two  years' 
residence  in  secret  amongst  the  Brahmins,  be  b&d 
been  brought  to  England,  and  there  after  a  time, 
by  the  death  of  his  benefactor,  he  had  gained  his 
living  as  a  tutor.  It  was  then  that  be  met  the 
lady  who  became  Mrs.  Sorte, 

The  reader  knows  the  rest 

We  will,  therefore,  introduce  ilr.  Quain,  who,  as 
a  justice  of  the  peace,  bus  been  left  really  too  long 
upon  the  threshold. 

He  had  evidently  a  naturally  cheerful  face,  but  he 
was  now  very  grave  aa  he  saluted  his  neighbors. 

' '  I  have  some  disagreeable  news  for  you, "  he  said, 
seating  him-self,  "for  Mrs.  Sorte  is  mixed  up  in 
some  way  with  a  death  in  the  village.  A  fellow, 
one  Robin  Clow,  ha.s  been  in  the  habit  for  years 
of  beating  his  wife.  The  poor  woman  has  just  been 
found  dead,  and  he  has  been  accused  by  the  villagers 
of  poisoning  her,  the  accusation  being  based  upon 
the  fact  that  this  man  tuis  actually  bought  poison 
at  the  chemist's  within  a  week.  As  a  justice  of  the 
peace,  I  have  questioued  the  man,  and  he  says,  can- 
didly, that  he  did  buy  this  poison,  and  for  you,  Mrs. 
Sorte.  He  says  that  he  took  a  letter  from  you  to 
the  chemist!" 

"Quite  right,"  said  Mrs.  Sorte;  "it  was  a 
packet  of  acetate  of  lead  I  required,  for  reducing 
swellings.  It  is  in  my  escritoire,  exactly  as  I  re- 
ceived it" 

She  went  to  the  desk  in  question,  opened  it  and 
brought  a  httle  square  packet  to  the  magistrate, 
8eale<i,  the  seal  being  covered  by  a  gummed  hbel 
marked  "  Poison, "  and  bearing  the  chemist's 
name. 

"  That  is  enough, "  said  the  magistrate.  ' '  I  will 
see  that  no  more  is  said  about  the  matter.  I  will 
explain  all,  and  I  have  ordered  a  post-mortem  exa- 
mination. Heigho  ! — I  wish  my  home  was  as 
happy  as  yours.  Colonel !  Mine  is  but  a  desolate 
place  !" 

' '  I  am  very  fortimate, "  said  the  Colonel,  8milinf», 
as  he  looked  at  bis  wife  ;  "and  I  feel  as  j'oung  as 
ever  I  did." 

"  It  is  /  who  am  growing  old !"  said  Mrs.  Sorte, 
in  a  strange  voice. 

Her  daui^hter-in-law  looked  at  her  with  keen, 
searching  gl  moes.  She  was  eleven  years  the  other's 
junior,  but  nhe  was  not  afraid  of  the  war  she  knew 
would  come. 

"  And  /  have  just  grown  up,"  said  Amalie,  in  a 
quiet  tone. 

It  WHS  Mrs.  Sorte's  turn  to  look  searchingly. 
Wivs  there  any  hidden  meaning,  she  asked  herself, 
in  those  words? 

Suddenly  the  boy  shouts.  "  Here  comes  Phil  !— 
hero  comes  my  friend  Phil !" 

They  alllooked  up  to  welcome  Mr.  "Middleton" 
with  a  smile,  and  Mr.  Qnain  rose  to  take  his  leave. 
Tlie  two  women  knew  ttiat  he  was  Philip  Nampton 
—the  man  whom  the  Colonel  theoretically  hnt«d,  but 
of  whose  actual  existence  in  this  world  he  knew 
nothiip. 

Happy  in  tout  ma^fieictory  manager,  even !" 
said  Mr.  Quaiu.     "  Grood  night !" 

"Oh  !'  r('i>lied  the  Colonel  "he  is  the  friend  of 
the  family.  My  wife  knew  him  when  he  was  little 
more  than  n  boy,  and  long  before  our  marriage. 
Grood  night !" 

"I  still  look  upon  him  as  a  mere  child,"  said 
&IrB.  Sorte,  whaa  Mr.  Quain  had  left  the  room. 


"  Yet  he  is  twenty-nine  V  said  Amalie. 

"How  do  you  know  that?"  aiiked  Mrs.  Sorte, 
calmly.  A,    .: 

"Because  he  told  me,"  said  the  girl 

"You  are  very  familiar,  it  seems,  with  yotir 
fathors'b  servant" 

"It  Ls  because  be  is  my  father's  servant  that  I 
amfamiliar— if  mine  be  familiarity — with  him.  If 
he  were  a  relative,  or  a  visitor,  or  an  intruder  here, 
I  should  not  be." 

"  Amalie,"  said  her  father,  "  I  am  afraid  you  dis- 
hke  Mr.  Middleton." 

"  I  neither  disUke  nor  like  V  said  the  young  girl. 
"It  is  a  matter  of  absolute  indifference  to  me. 
But  he  is  here  !" 

At  this  moment  Philip  approached  the  open 
windows,  having  come  up  from  the  river  temice, 
and  carrj'ing  the  boy  who  had  run  out  to  welcome 
him. 

Mi-s.  Sorte  begun  watching,  but  she  saw  no  sign 
of  common  understanding  between  Middleton  and 
Amalie. 

"I  have  called  in,"  said  Philip,  addressing  the 
Colonel,  "  to  tell  you  that  I  have  managed  the  dif- 
ference amongst  the  nien  in  this  way " 

"No  particulars,  I  beg!"  said  the  ColoneL  "I 
am  sure  I  should  be  satisfied  after  hearing  them,  so 
I  will  not  trouble  you  to  go  into  detail,  Philip.  By 
the  waj',  is  there  to  be  some  fishing  to-morrow  ?" 

"  I  have  made  the  arrangements,"  said  Philip. 

"  Thank  you,  Mr.  Middleton,"  said  Mrs.  Sorte. 

"By  the  way.  Colonel,  Mr.  Gk>ddard  comes  this 
evening  to  stay  a  day  or  two.  I  forgot  to  tell  you. 
It  appears  that  he  has  something  very  important  to 
say  to  you." 

"Goddard—and  important !"  asked  the  Colonel. 
"  Then,  indeed,  it  must  be  about  himself ;  for  he 
looks  upon  that  personage  as  the  one  important 
object  on  the  surface  of  this  earth." 

"You  say  nothing,"  said  Mrs.  Sorte,  to  Amalie. 

"  Because  I  have  really  nothing  to  say,"  she  re- 
plied, laughing  lightl}'. 

"  He,  I  believe,  is  another  gentleman  you  do  not 
like,"  said  Mrs.  Sorte. 

"  I  neither  like  nor  dislike  him — the  good  man." 

By  this  time,  the  Colonel  had  seated  himself  on 
one  hide  of  a  chess-table,  Philip  at  the  other,  and 
their  ordinary  evening  game  was  commenced. 

How  to  pass  it  came  that  Mrs.  Sorte  suspected 
Am: 'he  and  Philip  of  loving  each  other?  By  what 
protound  analysis  had  she  arrived  at  the  conclusion 
that  they  were  deceiving  her? 

The  two  men  were  immediately  abeortied  in  the 
game,  leaving  Mrs  Sorte  free  to  watch  her  victims, 
for  victims  they  were.  Like  a  cat  drawing  close  to 
a  mouse-run,  she  moved,  and  sat  down  upon  the 
s>>fa  partly  occupied  by  the  yotmg  girl ;  and,  under 
pretence  of.helping  her  daughter-4n-law  at  her  em- 
broider}-, she  began  her  attack. 

She  had  determined  that  the  girl  should  X^e  moved 
fi-om  the  house  by  Vay  of  marriage.  She  had  de- 
cided that  this  danger  should  be  moved  from  her 
pith. 

And  in  this  way  she  began  her  attack. 

"My  child,  Mr.  Goddard  has  proposed  for  you." 

In  a  moment  the  girl  was  on  her  guard. 

"A  bad  sign,"  thought  the  mother-in-law. 

"That  is  very  impertinent  on  the  port  of  Mr. 
Guddard." 

"On  the  contrary,  I  consider  he  does  you 
honor.  He  is  young,  rich,  well-bom,  and  well- 
bred.     \Mmt  more  can  you  want  ?" 

"  A  man  who  will  propose  to  me  before  he  pro- 
poses/or me." 

•But  yoiu-  papa  and  I  are  better  judges  of  these 
matters  than  you  are  !" 

"  Which  only  proves  that  I  prefer  a  worse  judge, 

clear  Mrs.  Sorte,  when  it  is  a  question  of  my  mar- 
riao^e.  You  see,  it  is  an  af&ir  for  life.  He  is  older 
tiiun  I  am,  but  be  might  not  die  so  soon  as  I  could 
^vish." 

Mrs.  Sorte  looked  keenly  at  her  daughtcr-iu-law, 
ani  after  a  pause,  she  said  "Perhaps  you  like 
somebody  else?" 

"A  very  probable  supposition,"  said  Amalie; 
"  but  it  happens  not  to  be  the  case." 

"Pardon  my  random  shot,"  said  Mrs.  Sorte. 
"  You  young  girls  are  so  impressionable.  Yoo  fail 
ill  love,  as  you  call  it  with  the  first  man  you  see. 
For  instance,  I  could  qpite  comprehend  vonr  be> 
coming  enamored  of  Philip  MidcDeton  here." 


"  Could  yon  ?  Then  I  suppose  if  you  had  met 
Philip  many  yeuis  ago,  when  you  were  much 
younger,  you  might  have— what  do  you  call  it — 
fallen  in  love  with  hint  ?" 

"I  think  it  is  possible." 

" It  is  not  possible  with  me,"  said  Amahe.  "He 
is  my  lather's  senant" 

"  But  also  his  friend.  What  if  your  &ther  were 
to  suggest  such  a  mairinge  to  you  ?" 

"I  cannot  believe  it  possible  ;  but  if  my  &ther 
so  far  forgot  himself,  I  should  have  to  recall  him 
to  a  8ense  of  self-respeici  " 

Mrs.  Sorte  smiled. 

"  You  are  severe, "  sljeisaid :  then  added,  suddenly, 
"  Dont  move  !  "There  tis  a  garden-beetle  on  your 
shoulder." 

The  next  mcmient  as  her  hand  touched  the  thin 
muslin  dress  Amalie  nas  wearing,  she  frowned 
savagely,  and  she  utteired  a  low,  threatning  sound, 
almost  like  that  of  an  angering  tigress. 

There  had  been  no  Ix-etle  on  the  white  muslin 
dress  the  young  lady  w)ap  wearing.  Why,  then,  the 
statement  ?  As  an  ekcuse  to  touch  tiie  neck  be- 
tween the  shouldersi  A  man  or  woman,  and 
especially  the  Litter,  tijing  t<>  suppress  emotion,  or 
playing  a  difficult  game  of  words,  will  begin  to 
perspire  profusely  betwven  the  shoulders. 

Mn>.  Sorte,  doubtiqg  whether  the  young  girl  was 
not  enacting  a  part,  inade  the  excuse,  and  kid  her 
testing  band  upon  Amalie's  neck.  It  was  unusually 
warm,  and  in  a  moment  the  watchful  woman  con- 
vinced herself  that  the  girl  was  but  mmiiining  i^ 
character.  ,  ; 

"Ah!"  she  said  '\ire  must  marry  you  to  Mr. 
Goddard."  i  * 

"If  you  can,"  said  the  girl ;  and  then  followed  a 
long  silence,  only  bnflciin  by  the  rustle  of  the  em- 
broidery, the  click  of:  the  moved  chess-pieces,  and 
the  cringing  of  the  g^r^len  gravel  beneath  the  little 
boy's  fViet 

Half  an  hour  passed,  and  then  there  was  noiae 
enough  in  the  place,  tor  Mr.  Goddard  had  arrived, 
together  with  one  Doctor  Plaine,  an  old  regimental 
friend  of  the  Colonelk 

At  the  end  of  twenty  minutes,  Mr.  Goddard,  wlr>, 
in  his  way,  was  keen  enough,  came  to  the  conclu- 
sion, that  as  Miss  Sort«J  had  received  him  so  coldlj-, 
she  must  be  already  iengaged,  and  his  sharp,  if 
small,  wits  fixed  upon  Philip  as  his  rival. 

He  was  a  ver>'  ptartical  man,  and  never  pro- 
cnistinated.  At  the  «ad  of  a  half-minute's  thought- 
ful sUeuce  he  went  to  the  Ixiy,  and  whispered  some- 
thing which  made  him  laugh.  The  little  fellow 
then  ran  towards  the  river  temice,  whither  Philip 
had  now  gone  to  Kpeak  to  a  passing  boatman  con- 
cerning the  next  da/s  fishing,  and  then  in  a  few 
moments,  he  came  ruaning  back,  calUng  out,  "  Oh  I 
oh  !  help  !     Philip  has  fallen  in  the  river  !" 

This  was  Mr.  Goddard's  gentlemanly  mode  of 
testing  whether  Atuali*  loved  the  factorj'-manager. 

She  knew  he  conld'sxnm.  and  did  not  move  a 
hair's  breadth,  or  utte|r  the  least  crj*. 

Aa  for  Mrs.  Sort«,  she  screamed  affrightedly, 
and  dropped  the  cuf>  ^d  saucer  she  was  holding. 

"  He  !  he !  he  !"  Cried  the  httle  boy.  "  It  was  a 
trick  between  me  aujd  Mr.  Goddorii  Phihp  is  all 
right!" 

As  for  amiable  Ml.  Goddard,  he  gave  an  invola- 
tarj-  long,  low  whisUes,  He  had  made  a  discovery 
in  one  (lirection,  if  he  had  not  in  another. 

"It  would  have  dpjie  him  good,"  sij  id  the  doctor. 
"  A  dip  alwaj-s  does  a  strong  man  good." 

The  next  moment,  .Philip  returned  to  the  room  ; 
but  no  one  said  a  wood  to  bun  concerning  what  had 
occurred. 

As  for  the  Colonel,  he  had  been  so  absorbed 
studying  the  moves  of  the  interru]>t«^  game,  that 
he  had  neither  hedrd  nor  seen  anything  of  thi« 
odd  scene. 

That  same  night,  Then  the  moon  was  peacefully 
glistening  on  the  silver  Thames,  murmuring  nest 
3ie  old  Colonel's  hoiufie,  Mrs.  Sorte  said  to  her  nua- 
band,  "  We  must  reaBy  get  Amahe  a  huhband  ;  she 
is  so  impressionable,  I  have  sometimes  feared  that 
she  mi^t  form  an  attachment  for  the  noanager, 
Philip  Middleton.  Pardon  me  speaking  so  hatiSiIy 
of  him.  She  has  seen  too  mnch  of  him,  and  he  la 
&iTly  good-looking,  keen-eighted  enough,  and  no 
doubt  quite  aUve  to  his  own  interests.  We  moat 
marry  her  off :  and  to  whom  more  satisfactorily 
thantoMr.  Goddaadr  (7b  6e  Cbntimud) 
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hap  •  p7  years,    And  youth's  bright  morn  was     pass'd;        With  ma  -  ny  hopes  and   ma  •  ny   fears,     I    re  -  torn    to   thee     at  last !  I 

rank  have  gain'd.  And    won      a        war  •  rior  s  fiame;  Bat  have    I    still   my  ptaxl     retained.     Which    won,   I  oome    to  claim?      Ah, 
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left    thee  poor,  in  search    of  gold.  Thro'  diB  -  tant  lands  to      roam ;    But  I     left      a     ptarl     of   price  an  •  told.    For  thee,     my  vil  -  lage 
yes,    she  ner-er     &lae    coald  be,   She  neer  from  me  coald  ro«m,        And     soon  her  smilci  will  wel-come  me     To     my  dear  Til  •lage. 
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home,  I     left     a     ptarl    of   price    an  -  told.        In     thee,  my  yil  -  lage  home, 

home,        And  s  oon  her  smiles  will  wel  -  oome  me,        To       my  dear  vil  •  lage  home. 
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OhlLtrcyBea     .  «*^ 

.■'■:-'    ■■.  •,,■? ~ 

By  old  James*  riv«r  1  wa«  bom, 

In  de  big  Varginny  Stale  : 
I  learn  to  bM  de  yallcr  com, 

De  coon  to  cmptiv;  .<■. 
Old  massa  Heddou  fotch  too  up, 

A  cleber  taixa  wtm  ha. 
And  dar  it  waa,  aat  winter  xnorn,      j,,.,   ^^. 
I  see  Mi88  Lucy  Bee.  ■    ■^'    ** 

ChoTOH  :    Oh  !  Lucy  Bee,  oh  !  Lucy  Bee, 
Bl^ick  eyed  Lucy  Bee: 
,  vi  4     Dar'fl  not  a  gid,  on  old  James'  ifrer, 
'■         Cue  half  8o  sweet  as  she. 


Her  eym  dey  shine  like  little  stan,  v 

Upon  a  froety  night : 
Her  lips  was  red  as  beet-root  juice, 

Her  teeth  were  snowy  white  : 
De  motions  of  her  graeeftil  form 

Was  like  de  waving  tree, 
And  mocking  birds  dey  couldn't  sing 

•So  sweet  as  Lucy  Bee. 

One  mom  in  spring,  de  day  had  broke, 

And  berry  fine  (le  mom. 
We'd  just  gone  out,  bofe  young  and  old. 

To  plant  de  jtUler  com  : 
Old  Massa  Seddoa  he  rode  up, 

And  berr>'  sajl  was  he— 
For,  death  had  come  de  Bight  before. 


*-:i-*...^^^ 


Chorus. 


And  took  sweet  Lucy  Bee. 


Chorus. 


Dancing  in  the  Dreamy  Waltz 

Dancing  in  the  dreamy  waltz. 
Beautiful,  sweet  and  ckeamy  waits. 
As  round  and  round 
To  sweet,  languid  strains  we  whirl : 
Dancing  in  the  drei\my  waltz. 
Beautiful,  sweet  and  (ireamy  waltz  : 
Oh  !  the  joys  of  dancing 
In  the  dreamy  waltz  : 
Hearts  aU  responsive  >' 

To  the  music  sweet : 
Bright  eyes  so  yoyoua. 
Lightly  tripping  feet 
Chorus  :    Dancing  in  the  dreamy  waltz, 
Beautifiil,  sweet  and  dreamy, 
As  round  and  round 
,      '  .        To  sweet,  languid  strains  we  whirl ; 
Dancing  in  the  dreamy  waltz, 
'    Beautiful,  sweet  and  dreftmy  waltz : 
Oh!  the  joys  of  dancing  \^ 

In  the  dreamy  waltz. 

Gliding  in  the  dreamy  waltz.  '  ' 

Languid,  sweet,  delicious  waltz,      . ' 

Clinging  so  fondly 

Close  to  some  partner  dear  ; 
Oh  !  the  sweet  and  ditiamy  ^aiiz. 
Best  of  all  to  me  the  waltz. 

Sweet  the  joys  of  dancing, 

In  the  dreamy  waltz. 
Pleasure  surroimds  us. 

All  around  is  bright. 
No  gloomy  shadow 

Dims  our  spirit*  light.         f-;^ 


'j'l 


Chorus. 


The  Contented  Maid. 


No  glory  I  covet,  no  riches  I  want,      . 

Ambition  is  nothing  to  me  ; 
The  one  thin^  I  beg  of  kind  heaven  to  grant. 

Is  a  mind  mdependent  and  free. 

With  passions  nnniffled,  untainted  by  pride. 

By  reason  my  life  let  me  sminre  ; 
The  wants  of  my  nature  are  cneaply  supplied, 

And  the  rest  are  but  folly  and  care. 

The  bleesings  which  Providence  freely  has  lent,' 

I'll  justly  and  en^tefully  prize  ; 
While  sweet  meditation  and  che«>rfnl  content 

Shall  make  me  both  healthfull  and  wise. 

How  vainly,  thro'  infinite  trouble  and  strife, 

Do  many  their  labors  employ ! 
Since  all  that  is  truly  delightfal  In  life,      ' 

Li  wb»t  ftU,  if  tbey  wiU,  eea  aiyoy.  > 


Ouian'a  Serenade. 


Oh !  oome  with  me  in  my  littk  oaaoe. 
Where  the  sea  is  calm  and  the  elqr  is  bhe : 
Oh  !  oouM  with  mo— for,  I  lonf(  to  go 
To  theee  Isles  where  the  mango-Apples  grow  ; 
Oh  !  come  with  tne  and  be  my  love, 
For  tkee  the  jangle  deptli  I'll  tow, 
ni  gather  the  honey-comb  bright  as  gold. 
And  chase  the  elk  to  its  secret  hold. 
Chorus:  I'll  chase  the  antelope  o'er  the  plain. 

And  the  tiger's  cub  I'll  bind  with  a  chain  ! 
And  the  wild  gazelle,  with  its  silvery  feet, 
I'll  give  thuo  for  a  pl^jmate  sweet 

I'll  climb  the  palm  for  the  bird's  nest. 

Red  peas  111  gather  to  deck  thy  breast  t»-;  ■•;     V>  f,^ 

I'll  i)ierce  the  cocoa  for  its  wine. 

And  haste  to  thee,  if  thoult  be  mine —       . 

Then  coma  with  me  in  my  light  canoe. 

While  the  sea  is  calm  uud  the  sky  is  blue  : 

For,  should  we  linger  another  day. 

Storms  may  arise  and  love  decay. 


The  Ducii  Song. 


•nng  vHh  inat  applaaia.  by  Ilollln  Howard. 
bjr  J.  W.  (iattlsou  &  Co.,  N.  Y. 


Pabliabed 


When  the  ducks  go  two  by  two, 

Withoot  caring  what  they  do. 

People  kimw  not  wlmt  they  say, 

But  they  (joaok,  qoack,  ({uack  all  day, 

They  underatand  weO  what  they  say.'  }i 

Choevs. 
Quack,  quack,  quack,  quack,  quack,  quack. 
Quack,  quack,  quaek,  <jiia<'k  ;        a*  -•-      .  •  i* 
When  these  ducVs  are  Tyroleec: —  •    *• 
Tra-a-la-a-la-ft,  Ac. 


li 


Old  Rosin,  the  Bean. 


I  have  traveled  this  wide  world  over, 

And  now  to  another  I'll  go,  -    '■ 

I  Jknow  that  good  quarters  are  waiting 
To  welcome  old  Rosin,  the  Beau. 
Choms  :    To  welcome  old  Rosin,  the  Beau, 
,.  -   .  To  welcome  old  Rosin,  the  Beau  : 

I  kuow  that  good  quarters  are  waiting 
To  welcome  old  Bosin,  the  Beau.    . 

When  I'm  dead  and  laid  out  on  the  counter, 
A  voice  you  will  hear  from  below, 
i"    Singing  out  "  whiskey  and  water. 

To  drink  to  old  Roeiu,  the  Beau  !"  - 

To  drink,  Ac. 

..And  when  I  adi  dead,  I  reckon 

The  ladieK  will  all  \»ant  to,  I  know,  -    '  •  ", 

Just  lift  oil  the  Ud  of  the  coffin. 
And  look  at  old  Roeiu,  the  Bean. 

And  look,  Ac. 

You  must  get  some  dozen  good  fellows. 

And  stand  them  all  round  in  a  row,  .  ^  < 

And  drink  out  of  hnlf'^allon  bottles. 
To  the  name  oCold  Boein,  the  Beau. 

To  the  name,  Ac, 

Oet  four  or  five  jovial  young  fellows. 

And  let  them  all  staggering  go,  *  ■•. .;  ■£•:■.- 

And  di^  a  deep  hole  in  the  meadow. 
And  m  it  toes  Rosin,  the  Bean. 

And  in  it,  Ac- 

fHien  get  you  a  oouple  of  tombstones. 
Place  one  at  luv  l.eiul  and  my  toes, 

And  do  not  fail  fr>  s<-vateh  on  it 
The  name  of  oKl  Kosiu,  the  Beau. 

The  name,  Ac. 

I  feel  the  grim  tyrant  approaching. 

That  cruel,  implacable  foe, 
'  Who  spares  neither  a^e  nor  ctxidition. 
Nor  even  old  Kosiu,  the  Beau. 

Nor  even,  Ac. 
■  ^-*^^^-<#i  ^^  ■ 

The  Celebrased  Cat  Duet 

Snng  br  Rollln  Howard  and  Jainai  Matf  witti 
Maaa  H  Buglea  Moral  Enterpriaa. 


Tom. 

Tabbt. 

Tom. 

Tabby. 

Tom. 

Tabby. 

Tom. 

Tabby. 

Tom. 

Tabby. 

Tom. 

Tabby. 

Tom. 

Tabby. 

Tom. 

Tabby. 

Both. 


Meau,  mean,  me-me-au. 

Mean  ; 

Maria, 

Mean, ; 

Come  out. 

Oh 'dear;  ■' 

Maritx,  can  I  come  over  in  yotur  yard  ? 

Yes. 

Who  put  these  bottles  on  this  fence, 

mean,  mean ; 
Now  Tom,  trend  softly  here, 
I  love  you,  mean.  Tab,  my  dear  ; 
Go  'way,  get  out  of  here, 
I  see  love's  no  use  here  ; 
(Ornwlinfj.)     No!  mean,  '  ; 

There's  going  to  he  a  row,  I  fear : 
Away  !  get  out !  (spits). 
Oood  mght,  my  dear. 


W^  we  kuow  what  sport  it  makes 

To  see  them  A^iiddling  toward  the  lakes. 

Ducks,  why  go  you  one  by  one. 

Bobbing,  quacking,  having  such  fun  ?  ' 

They  say  :  "'cause  most  of  us  are  drakes."      ' 

Quack,  quack,  quack,  Ac.  Choms.- 

When  the  sun  sinks  in  the  West,  j  ;: 

We,  drakes  and  ducks,  go  to  our  rest .         \  i 
We  drakes  quack,  quack,  still  do  sing  j 

^\'hich  the  ducks  think  just  the  thing.  'f 

Before  our  heads  go  'neath  our  wing. 


We  quack,  quack,  quack,  Ac. 


ChoTOS, 


I'm  Owine  Home. 


"i 


The  SUB  of  my  life  am  surely  sinking. 

And  I  hear  de  happy  angels  ober  djir ; 
From  life's  happy  joj-s  I've  been  drinking, 

'Till  de  yarn  hab  whiten'  ebery  lock  o'  bar.  • 
And  my  steps  among  do  clol>er  am  unsartiu. 

And  dat's  de  sign  I  sure  will  go  away. 
But  no  tears  in  my  eyelids  is  a  startin' — 

For,  I'm  g>»inc  where  de  happy  angels  stay. 
Choevs. 

Then,  good-bye,  I'm  gwine  away  to  lebf,  you,  •< 

And  soon  I'll  hab  a  double  liberty  :  -     J 

For,  de  Bible  says  dat  in  de  Golden  City  '  I 
De  colored  man  from  trouble  will  be  free. 

I'm  done  wid  de  plantin'  ob  de  cotton  : 

Trav'lin'  'round  among  de  sugar-cane  is  o'er. 
And  de  ringing  ob  de  banjo  is  forgotten  : 

For,  dar's  sweeter  music  on  de  oder  shore  ; 
And  de  angels  am  waitin'  in  de  clober  i 

For  de  'mauciixited  niggars  of  de  hxTnl ,         I   ,  jj 
And  when  de  niggars' workin'-daj-s  am  chrr,        ^ 

De  angels  come  to  lead  us  by  de  hand. 

Then,  good-bye,  Ac 


Oood-Night  Serenade. 


TBIO. 


,f'-;:l 


Oompoaad  \>j  Chaa.  MacEvoy.  and  annS  by  Uarle  D. 

MarEvoj.  Uaii.  Uurrla   and  Mlaa  Qah  ine. 

Mutic  piibllaeed  bjr  Whittemore  &Co.,  Detroit. 


babnxy. 


Oh !  Norah  dear,  I'm  waiting  here. 

Just  open  the  window,  Norab, 
And  let  me  see  your  purty  fiice, 

'Tis  all  I  ask,  aston^  j 

The  rain  again  will  soon  begin 
To  fall  and  wet  me  to  the  skin. 
And  if  you'll  only  let  me  in, 
I'll  wait  until  'tis  over.  | 


i 

i 


nobah. 


Oh !  Barney  dear,  my  mother  will  hear 

You  if  you  dout  speak  lower, 
Y^on'd  better  go,  she  s  listening  now — 

OLDWOMAW.      Who  is  that  talking,  Norah  ?    .   .  ^ 

babnit.        Oh!  say  'tis  nobody,  Norah  dear. 

The  ould  woman  has  the  shariicst  ear. 

OLD  woMAK.  That  blackguard  Barney's  there,  I  fear, 
Get  me  the  broom,  a.stora. 

Now,  Barney,  you'd  better  be  going. 
My  mother  has  just  got  the  broom. 

The  storm  soon  again  will  be  blowing. 
And  will  soon  overtake  yon,  aroou. 


nobah. 


TOOETHKE. 


BAB.VEY. 
NOEAH. 


Good-night,  good-uight,  Norah 

dear,  grxvl-nigfat  '■ 

Good  night,  good-nig^t,  Bturiey         ,^ 
dear,  goo<l-niglB  ■ 


-»i»- 
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Mrs.  Morphy'i  Sleighing  Party.  I         Faddy  McCarthy,  the  Irish  Tinker. 


Air  :    Dkoie  Darden— As  saDK  by  Tony  PMtor. 


31^.  Mnrphy  kept  a  grocery  store  upon  the  boulevard, 
And,  oue  night,  for  mysell  and  friendB  a  great 

feast  she  prepared ; 
I«cver  shall  forget  tK&t  time,  it  was  a  wintry  night, 
When  wo  engaged  thut  four-horse  Hleigh,  and 

Rtuited  with  delight 

Spok«i :  Yes  :  we  all  arranged  to  hurt  a  jolly 
time.  Mrs.  Muiphy  supplied  the  hash,  and  we 
ft>nud  the  whiskey.  So  I  went  among  my  ac- 
qiuiintanccs  to  make  up  the  party.  And  a  liner 
k>t  of  boys  and  girb  neyer  started  on  u  trip  to- 
ffetlier  :  such  hugging  and  loving  as  ttiere  was  in 
Biut  sleigh,  I  can  scarcely  debcribe.  These  are  the 
names  ctf  the  crowd — 

Chobus. 
Ikere  was  Sam  and  Mick,  and  Pat  and  Dick, 

and  Bill  with  the  oarroty  hair : 
there  was  Sue  and  Sal,  and  Bridget  and  NeU 

and  Lucy,  so  pretty  tmd  Ihir. 
9irst  Sam  kissed  Sal,  then  Dick  kinsed  Nell, 
Aiid  Bill,  with  the  carroty  hair,  kissed  Lacy  so 

pretty  and  fair ; 
iut  I  with  Kitty,  the  charming  girl,  of  hugging 

I  took  my  share. 

We  Ktnrted  in  the  greatest  glee,  a  merry  laughing  party. 
We  kissed  and  joked,  and  joked  and  kissed, 

and  sang  with  voices  loud. 
Till,  just  beyond  the  Central  Park,  we  over  board 

did  go ; 
Qtir  drunken  driver,  for  a  Luk,  he  pitched  us 

1     :  •  i:     .  '.IV  r         iu  thfi  BUOW. 

Spoken  :  And  of  all  the  screacliing  that  ever 
you  beard,  our  gals  beat  it  by  chalks.  It  seemed 
as  if  by  mutual  consent  all  the  men  folks  went  in- 
to the  snow-drift,  and  the  gals  after  them.  Sally 
C'iissidy  made  a  tenstrike  with  her  bustle  on  Sam 
Jones'  nose,  while  Sue  Snyder  stack  fast  in  the 
bank,  \NTong  side  up,  doing  the  mannal  exercise 
with  her  garters.  Mickey  Kelly  and  Lncy  Jones 
pit  tied  together  in  a  sailor's  slip  knot :  it  took  us 
ten  minut^  to  unravel  them.  As  for  me,  I  struck 
Sully  Smith  so  hard  with  my  corporsoeity,  I  drove 
her  down  into  the  drift  like  a  spile,  and  we  thought 
for  some  time,  she'd  have  to  lay  there  till  spring 
ftuil  get  thawed  out  But  at  List  we  got  fixed  all 
right  again  for  another  start,  and  off  we  went, 
both—  Chorus. 

To  Mrs.  Murphy's  house  we  got,  and  straight- 

i^-ay  all  went  in  : 
We  eat  her  hash  and  fish-balls  up,  we  drank 

her  beer  and  gin ; 
In  fact  a  jollier  crowd  was  never  seen  before 
Then  wc,  when  starting  to  go  home,  from 

Mrs.  Murphy's  door. 

Spoken :  Yes,  you  can  bet  j'our  stamps  there 
wasn't  a  gnl  or  fellow,  belonging  to  ftat  party,  but 
was  fifty  above  proof.  W*  got  spilled  out  of  the 
sleigh  two-by-two.  Sam  fell  into  Florence's  water 
•-  trough,  while  Sue  spent  the  night  in  a  frog  pond, 
siugiug  Home,  Sweet  Home.  Dick  u-as  ^Dund  in 
the  middle  of  Harlem  Lane,  trying  to  strangle  him- 
Ktlf  with  Bridget  Delany's  pompadour.  Nick  got 
entaugled  in  Lucy's  hoop-skirts,  and  as  for  myself 
and  Kitty,  we  shall  never  forget  the  time  when  we 
went  sleighing —  .  ^.-.f,-^7..       Chorus. 


Amanda,  see  From  Yonder  Flowers. 

Amanda,  see,  from  yonder  flowen 
The  bee  flies  loaded  to  its  cell :      - 

Can  you  perceive  what  it  devours? 
Are  they  impaired  in  show  or  smell?  : 


So,  though  I  robbed  you  of  »  '. 

Sweeter  than  their  ambrosial  dew^ 
^Vhy  are  you  angrj*  at  my  bliss? 

Has  it  at  all  impoverished  yon?    ■    . 

'Tis  by  this  cuhmng  I  contrive,        i 
In  spite  of  your  unkind  reserve, 

To  keep  my  fnmiKhpd  love  aHve, 
Which  you  inhumanly  would  starre. 


Ai  inuK  b7  Dan  MorrU,    ^Mravy  tb«  Onlds   with 
Mr.  Cbu.  UkcKto;,  Origiual  "Uib«ruioon." 


In  Biillinahack,  there  resides  an  ould  man 
That  can  handle  u  chanter,  a  spade  or  a  pai|j^  ,  . 
For  his  tinkering  he's  a  beautiful  plan. 
And  his  name  is  ould  Paddy  McCarthy. .  ,,^  *'VV    >' 
He  rises  at  seven  his  work  to  begin,         ■-.-'■■•. 
.\ud  he  wollops  away  with  his  solder  and  tin  : 
'llie  girls  \v-id  their  tay-pots  and  kittles  come  )& 
1\)  be  mended  by  Paddy  MoCartl\y.^   *  ;..  '^li-'j^  ^ 

On  Fridays  he  goes  to  the  market  at  Clare, 
W  id  fresh  lard  on  his  brogues  and  the  same  on  his  hair. 
He  gets  drunk  and  throws  the  same  in  the  air  : 
"  Who  wants  to  fight  ? "  says  ould  Paddy  MoCacthy. 
One  Shaun  O'Meany,  a  piper  by  trade,  >\;  i  ,- 
Who  can  chanter  a  stick  or  a  spade,        :     '     , 
Swore  the  divil  a  tinker  ever  was  made  -.  !  ," 

Oould  wTHstle  ould  Paddy  McCarthy. 

One  Dennis  Gilloughly,  a  cornicle  card,   ' 

Wid  a  noddle  as  bald  as  a  bladder  of  laid. 

Got  jealous  of  Paddy  from  the  way  that  he  sparred, 

So  he  chalenged  ould  Paddy  McCarthy. 

They  fought  for  two  hours,  but  he  murdered 

IK>orMac 
Wid  a  left-handed  scelp  on  the  broad  of  his  back, 
Paddy  lay  on  the  floor  like  a  coal-porter's  sack — 
God  be  good  to  ould  Paddy  McCarthy !     . 

Poor  Paddy  is  dead,  the  solderin'  rogae^ 
Thro'  that  left-handed  scelp  from  Gilloughly's 

Idthooge ; 
Every  boy  in  the  village  will  lay  a  burgrogue 
Wid  sorrow  for  Paddy  McCarthy. 
His  silent  remains  wsis  stuck  under  the  claj%      :      - 
Wid  his  budget  and  solder  in  glory  he  lay  ; 
I  hope  for  the  corpse  every  Christian  will  pray 
When  they  read  of  ould  Paddy  McCarthy. 


There's  Naught  so  Delightful  as  Woman. 

#  ;^^^;,•^• 

There's  naught  so  delightful  as  woman, 
Delectable  source  of^U  joy  ; 
When  lovely  and  kind 
And  possessed  of  a  mind,  ','".,    :: 

She's,  by  heavens,  no  trifling  toy ! 

Of  a  truth  ('tis  disputed  by  no  man,)  - 
Kind  woman  of  life  is  the  soid  ;       ;  ?. 

With  dalicate  ease 

She  fails  not  to  please. 
When  she  sways  man  with  gentlest  oontnd. 

O  woman,  bewitching  sweet  woman. 
Thou  idol  whom  all  mtist  adore — 

Let  virtue  inspire  '  '.s  •  ■  v 

Eeah  hallowed  desire,            *'?■-  -  r  v.   '    • 
Then  rule  thou  the  worid  ever  more.       -l'--'- 
^  lei  ^  • 


•  Sweet  Lilies  of  the  Valley. 

O'er  barren  hills  and  flowery  dales,       '■;.>,..'''■ 

O'er  seas  and  distant  shores,  _     ., 

With  merry  song  and  jocund  tales,       '     ' 

I've  passed  some  pleasant  hours. 
Though  wandering  thus,  I  ne'er  coidd  find 

A  girl  like  blitbesome  Sally, 
Who  picks,  and  culls,  and  cries  aloud : 

' '  Sweet  lilies  of  the  valley  V 

From  whistling  o'er  the  hollow  tart, 

From  nesting  of  each  tree,  , 

I  chose  a  sailor's  life  to  wed. 
So  social,  gay,  and  free  ; 
r'  ■  Yet,  though  the  lasses  love  as  well,  ;, 

Y       And  ofien  try  to  rally, 
-I  None  pleases  me  like  hCT  who  cries :       .3 
' '  Sweet  lilies  of  the  valley !" 

'■^-  Tm  now  returned,  of  Lite  dischai^ed,  -i.-  -_';' 
To  use  my  native  toil : 
-  From  fighting  in  my  ooimtry's  cause,  >.'  > 
To  plough  my  coiintr^-'s  soil :  '  ;  ■ :; 

I  care  not  which,  with  either  pleased,  ^;/  "  f 
So  I  possess  my  Sally,  ' .' .• '. 

i     That  little  merry  nymph  that  cries  :       r  - 
"  Sweet  lilies  of  the  valley !"  ■       • 


}:■{' 


Tour  Li^le  Darling's  Blind. 


Word!  bj  i  J.  W»Uw«. 


MwlO  kr  B.  T.  CardelU. 


Mother,  what  is  the  sunshine?   ::-,,-• 

What,  mother,  is  the  air? 
What  Are  the  hands  now  tojing  '■■  •■   ' 

\i\th.  the  trealtares  of  my  hair? 
Are  they  not  the  angel's  fingers,  v' : : : 

So  gentle  and  so  Kind  ?  "  .-  ';'■-■■ 

What  are  they  ?    Oh  !  Mother,  teU  me :  .        •. i 
For,  your  httJe  darling's  bliiid.  -  •,:    f; 

Chorus:    I  am  Hind.  1  am  Wind,  ^=^0,  r 

j  Yotir  little  darling's  blind  : 

What  ore  they  ?    Oh  I  Mother,  tell 
For,  your  httle  diuling's  blind. 

Mother,  what  is  ttie  perfume 

That  comes  opon  the  breeze,  -  ;l  .t^;    ; 

That  greets  me,  in  the  evening,  '    'r  ' 

Among  the  shiwly  trees  ?  .;  ■  i  \ . , 

>Vhat  are  the  fields  and  flowers?  •"    •' 

Oh  !  show  theih  to  my  mind  :  — ^  '=.  / 
What  are  they?  '  Oh  !  Mother,  tdl  me : 

For,  your  Utfle;  darling's  blind.  Cbonu. 

Oh  !  Hothw,  wb»tM  he»ven?  .r,  <  --     r  .-;.r. 

Oh  !  teU  me,  fa  it  fiur?  v^r  ^      v 

And  tell  me  what  a  rainbow  ii^ 

And  what  the  litUe  star : 
And  what  the  taocxx  that's  nhinning 

So  gentle,  soft  and  kind  : 
You  know  I  cannot  see  them — 

For,  your  littte  darling's  bHnd.  Charns. 


Waiting  for  Angels  to  Come. 

From  her  cheeks,  9aoe  so  roe; ,  the  crimson  had  fled : 

Her  bine  eyes  no  Ipnger  were  bright  : 
And  we  spoke  in  low  whispers  as  though  she  weredead. 

As  we  leaned  on  hjer  pillow  at  night. 
Her  pale  lips  were  parted  to  bid  uh  good-bye, 

Wiiile  the  moonfigbt  stole  into  the  room  : 
And  she  Said,  as  she  gazed  on  the  beautiful  sky — 

"  I'm  waiting  for  ssgels  to  come." 

,  .  Chobus. 

■       Waiting  for  angels  to  come, 

Down  from  their  beautiful  home : 
All  the  night  loog  we  beard  her  sweet  song : 

I'm  waiting  for  angels  to  come. 

Waiting  for  angels  to  eome  : 
All  the  night  long  we  heard  her  sweet  song  : 

I  am  waiting  for  angels  to  oome. 

When  the  night  had  fled  away,  anditsshado^rs 

were  past. 
And  morning  shone  brightly  and  clear, 
Ayd  we  heard  their  light  wings  flutter  round  her  at  last. 

And  we  knew  that  bright  spirits  were  near : 
A  sweet  smile  was  wreathed  on  her  glor}'-lit  brow. 

As  she  felt  she  ««s  close  to  her  home  : 
And  she  whispered  "  dear  friends,  I  must  part 

from  you  now. 
The  angels,  I've  longed  for,  have  oome." 

Waiting  for  angels,  Ac. 


Nelllie  Malone. 


The  stars  in  the  skies  ne'er  shone  brighteiv  : 

Not  moon  shed  more  benntifnl  ray. 
Yet  darkness  and  sadness  surround  me. 

Because  my  sweet  NeBielsaway. 
The  bixds  h^ve  no  songs  to  delight  me,       ^        > 
"The  B(*nt  of  the  roses  has  flown  ;  '      ■■^' 

I'm  t-hinlrinpr  on  Nellie,  my  darling. 

My  beantiful  NeUie  Malone. 
Choros :  Come  back  to  me  ooiokly,  maTooineen, 
DispeDibg  the  iom  shadows  grown  : 
.   My  heart  is  so  oheerless  witboat  yoa, 
1  Come  "btMsk,  my  own  Nellie  Msktie. 

Come  back  to  me,:  NdBe  aeoshla. 

Bring  gladness  to  me  once  again  : 
Bring  gl^nees  and  joy  to  my  pathway. 

Where  aU  is  now  sorixiw  and  psin.  ■:'--  ;^ 

Fm  happier  far  by  your  side,  love,  .  ~  'i- 

Than  ever  was  kisg  on  his  thioae : 
To  thee  shall  my  true  heait  tun  erer. 

Come  back,  my  svcet  NaQia  Mslonff. 

Cone  back  to  me,  Ac. 


:c.4ii9DeiK^ 


■■-:    .'■■^-.'.i^:-:'  .^■r:i>. 


"'?w^*^i^7iw"  * 


^         Waterford  Boys. 

Sangby  Wm.  Cwrletoo.    Air:  The  Fluulng  O'FUnBigtiia. 

Well,  boyfl,  lor  diviirsion,  we've  all  met  together  : 

I'll  tell  you  how  from  Waterford  hither  I  cann : 
I  left  that  duir  city  iu  dark,  gloomy  weather, 

My  heart  it  was  light,  and  my  pockets  the  same. 
I  lifted  a  Bong  em  I  tripped  it  along  : 

By  the  road-side  a  tavern  I  happened  to  spy, 
Anti,  us  I  wa8  meltiu',  mv  pockets  I  felt  in 

For  the  price  of  a  drink  :  I  was  mortally  dry. 

Chobits. 

But  we  are  the  boTS  for  fan,  wit,  and  element, 
Drinking,  and  dancing,  and  all  other  joys, 

Kuctions,  destruction,  divarnon.  and  divihuent : 
Who  (  lu  compare  with  the  Waterford  Boys  ? 

In  the  tavern  I  strolled,  out  the  landlord  he  rolled  : 

Gootl  morhin',  says  he.     Says  I :  If  yon  please, 
Gould  you  Mlmku  me  a  bed,  but  first  bring  some  bvead. 

With  a  bottle  of  porter  and  small  lump  of  cheese  ? 
For,  times  they  are  queer,    and  provisions  are  dear  : 

If  you  ciiunot  get  meat,  with  cheese  beoontent 
Says  the  landlord  :  You're  right,  as  he  brought  me 

the  bite  : 

So,  I  rolled'  up  my  sleeves  and  at  it  I  went 

But  we  are  the  boys,  Ac. 

My  bread  and  cheese  ended,  I  then  condeeceDded 

To  seek  my  repose  :  so,  I  bade  'em  good-night 
Soon  imder  the  clothes  I  was  trying  to  doze. 

But  tint  popped  in  my  toes,  and  then  popped 

out  the  li^ht 
Not  long  was  I  sleeping.  I  heard  something  creeping, 

And  meiiudeting,  and  scratching  about  the  bed-post. 
My  l>reath  I  suspended,  but  the  noise  never  ended  : 

Thinks  I  :  ye  have  mighty  long  claws  for  a  ghost ! 
But  we  are  the  boj-s,  Ac 

The  row  it  commences  :  near  out  of  my  senses, 

I  ventured  to  peep  from  beneath  the  bed-clothes. 
MiUa murther !  what's  that?  Twasabigblack  jack-rat, 

With  li  leap  from  the  floor,  came  a  top  o'  my  nose. 
Divil  Hwape  ye  !  says  I,  for  a  scheming  ould  vagabone  : 

Take  that,  and  that— I  jumped  on  the  floor  : 
Oh  !  Moses  !  blue  fire  !  Biddy  !  Sophia  ! 

The  rats  they  are  eating  me  np  by  the  score ! 

Bat  we  are  the  boys,  Ac. 

The  landlord  affrightened,  hethenbioaghtalight  in, 
'    Says  I  :  I'm  near  dead,  it's  time  I'm  away  ! 
Says  he  :  Before  going,  I'd  have  ye  be  knowing 

For  supper  and  bed  you've  five  shillings  to  pay. 
Five  shillings !  for  what  ?    Now,  don't  be  disgracing 

Yonrself  as  a  rogue,  says  I,  if  you  please  ; 
When  I  can't  sleep  for  rats,  you'Te  the  divil's 

own  face  on  y* 
To  charge  me  five  shillings  for  plain  bread 

and  cheese! 
But  we  are  the  boys,  Ac. 

Says  he  :  Och !  those  rats,  I  wish  they  would  leave  me. 

They  ruin  my  trade — I'm  not  worth  a  rap. 
Says  I :  The  five  shillings  now  would  you  forgive  me, 

if  I  tell  you  the  way  to  keep  out  every  rat? 
I  will  —Says  I  :  Then  to  sapper  inrite  them, 

And  plain  bread  and  cheese  set  before  them,  be  sure. 
Don't  mind  if  they're  willing,  but  charge  Siem 

five  shillings : 

Bad  luck  to  the  rat  that  yell  never  see  more ! 


I- 


Bnt  we  are  the  boys,  Ac 


t 


The  Night  was  on  the  Deaert  Xoor. 

The  night  was  on  the  desert  moor,    -  ,    " 

And  on  the  silent  wood,  ,   > 

When  Soaaa  at  her  cottage  door  i 

In  list'ning  terror  stood  : 
And  oft  with  faltering  Toioe  she  cried 

The  name  she  loved  so  well  ; 
No  answer  save  the  soond  that  died 

In  echoes  in  the  dell  .,  ,    ■ ,-  ../■ 

A  taper  in  her  hand  she  bore,      ''-';>  •  <_  ''J- 

To  cniide  him  o'er  the  hill :      "  ';^       : 
But,  ah  !   her  lover  comen  no  more  !  •" 

For,  all  is  hashed  and  sHD— 
At  If  ngth,  by  robbers  slain,  his  cries 

She  heard— and  knew  too  weH  \ 
She  answeced— bat  the  aooent  dies     -^  -,  _,  v  .  _^ 

In  echoes  in  the  deH 


The  Gilded  Age. 

By  Edwin  Dadley. 

This  is  a  very  fanny  world. 

And  there's  funny  people  in  it : 
They'd  hke  to  rush  things  right  along     . 

At  a  thousand  miles  a  minate. 
But  we're  going  fast  enough,  just  now    • 

Sensation's  fdl  the  rage  ;  . 

And  'tis  "money  makes  the  mare  go" 
In  this  "The  Gilded  Age" 
Chobcs. 
Then  sing,  boys,  sing,  and  drive  dnll  care  away  : 
Sing  merrily,  sing,  and  let  us  all  be  gay  : 
Whether  we  are  fool,  or  whether  we  are  sage, . 
Our  money's  what  will  tell  the  tale  in  this 

,»The  Gilded  Age" 

A  man  may  t)e  a  stnpid  dunce. 

Or  perhaps  a  scheming  villain  : 
But,  if  he  has  a  pile  of  stamps, 

Sootety  is  quite  willing 
To  take  him  in — 'tis  as  Shakespeare  said  : 

"  This  world  is  all  a  stage." 
For,  glitter  surely  takes  the  eye 

In  this  "  The  Gililed  Age.  Chorus. 

The  ladies,  bless  their  little  hearts. 

We  know  thejr  all  endeavor 
To  beautify  their  face  and  form 

To  make  them  look  more  clever. 
They've  done  so  since  the  world  commenced. 

We're  told  by  history's  page. 
And  so  they  still  continue  it 

In  this  "  The  Gilded  Ag«."  Chorus. 

We  oflen  judge  men  by  their  looks, 

"Tis  then  we  make  mistake— 
We  think  that  some  are  /^i/rc  and  qotxl. 

Who  often  prove  the  rtikf : 
And  still  they  war  'gainst  honest  men, 

'Cause  they  play  npon  the  stage  : 
But  that  seems  to  bo  Jhe  style,  of  some 

In  this  "The  Gilded  Age." 


Chorus. 


Behind  the  Parlor  Blind. 


I  cannot  think  what  sister  Jane 

Can  spend  her  time  about : 
She  seems  so  absent  now-a-days. 

It  really  puts  me  out 
She  used  to  sing  so  pleasantly. 

And  be  bo  very  kind. 
But  now  she  mopes,  the  livelong  day, 

Behind  the  parlor  blind. 

I  know  she  had  a  little  tifi' 

With  George  the  other  day. 
And  he  has  been  so  surly  since 

That  he  b.as  kept  away  : 
But  over  that  I  would  not  fret, 

I'd  let  him  know  my  mind. 
And  never  mopo  about  the  lout. 

Behind  the  parlor  blind. 

He  often  comes  along  the  street. 

But  since  that  evil  day, 
He  bounces  by  like  some  yoang  lord. 

And  looks  another  way  : 
He  cannot  know  that  sister  Jane 

Has  him  upon  her  mind, 
And  that  she  often  sees  him  pass. 

Behind  the  parlor  blind. 

If  I  were  Jane,  I'd  be  as  proud 

As  ever  he  can  be. 
And  flirt  with  every  nice  yoang  man 

Who  sought  my  company  ; 
He  is  so  jealous  and  headstomg, 

So  scomfnl  and  unkind, 
I  never  conld  look  after  him. 

Behind  the  pcurlor  blind. 

It  qnite  npset  our  family 

To  see  poor  Jane  in  gloom, 
■Who  used  to  laugh  so  merrily 

As  sv.nlight  in  our  home  : 
If  jealous  George  should  come  agafa, 

I  hope  he'll  be  inclined 
To  pop  the  question  unto  Jane, 

Behind  the  parior  Uind. 


The  Last  Ray  of  Sonshine. 

By  O  Bomalna  Been. 


The  last  ray  of  bright,  golden  sunshine. 

That  peeps  o'er  the  green  grassy  hill,  .       : 

Is  surely  and  swiftly  deptarting,       » 

While  echoes  the  shrill  whippowil ;  , 

The  flowers  are  waiting  the  dewdrops. 

The  song-birds  have  sought  their  repose^     , 
The  stars  in  the  ether  are  peeping —  .     ' ,    : 

God  bringeth  the  day  to  a  close. 
Cherus :  The  last  ray  of  bright  golden  sunshine 
Is  fading  in  splendor  away  ; 
While  the  stars  are  twinkling  in  heaven. 
The  past  throws  its  pall  o'er  to-day. 

The  dark,  dewy  evening  is  coming 

To  sadden  the  memeet  heart 
The  bright  golden  sunbeams  have  vanished — 

Then  all  of  our  day-dreams  depart ; 
By  the  hearth  will  some  of  us  gather, 

And  little  ones  kneeling  to  pray — -  .  /  ■ 

God  watch  us  to-night  and  protect  us, 
The  angels  will  guard  us  by  day. 
Chorus  :  The  hkst  ray  of  bright  golden  sonshine 
Has  faded  in  splendor  away, 
And  the  stars  are  twinkling  in  heaven. 
The  past  throws  its  pall  o'er  to-day. 

Did  you  ever  see  an  oyster  walknp-stairs? 

Sang  with  immence  incoaH  by  Mlii  Jennie  Engel. 

I  have  a  beau  so  handsome,  with  glossy  curly  hair, 
He  wants  me  for  to  maary  him,  and  daily  does  declare, 
Upon  his  knees  he  asks  me,  too  :  but  in  a  knowing  way, 
I  slyly  shake  my  saucy  head,  and  then  to  him  do  say : 

Chobus. 
Did  yon  ever  see  an  oyster  walk  up-stairs  ? 
Walk  up-stairs — walk  np-stairs  ? 
Well,  when  you  do,  I'll  marry  you  and  share  j"our  cares. 
But  not  before  you  see  an  oyster  «-alk  up-stairs. 

He's  got  a  nicely  flirmshed  house,  a  few  pounds 

in  the  bank  : 
His  friends  assure  me  that  he's  good-tempered, 

gay  and  frank. 
All  this  he  tells  me  hourlj',  bnt  my  love  he  cannot  gain, 
I  shut  my  eyes  and  then  reply,  in  this  annoying  strain  : 

Did  you  ever  see,  Ac. 

To  all  the  ojrster  shops  in  town  he  sadly  wends  his  way. 
To  Catherine  Market  he  does  go,  as  well  as  Oyster  Bay, 
In  hope  to  find  an  oyster  that  wiU  undertiike  the  tusk. 
But  everybody  laugns  at  him,  when  dolefully  he  asks  : 
Chobus. 

Have  you  got  a  Saddle  Rock  that  can  walk  up-stairs  ? 
Walk  up-stairs — walk  upstairs  ? 
For,  if  you  have,  she'll  marry  me  and  share  my  cares. 
But  not  before  I  see  an  oyster  wslk  up-stairs. 


M*«*^ 


Tse  Happy  all  de  Day. 

BoDg  and  Dano* — By  Ben  Dodge. 


Good-ebening,  folks  :  I'se  awful  gJad 

To  meet  yon  here  to-night 
And  for  to  please  30U,  ebery  one,     ' 

I'll  try  wid  all  my  might 
I'se  gwine  to  tell  yon  ob  myself. 

And  what  de  folks  all  say, 
Dat  let  de  world  waj;  as  it  will. 
.     "  I'se  happy  all  de  day." 

Chorus  :  Oh  !  I'se  happy,  careless  Uncle  Ned, 
^Vho  always  feels  so  gay — 
Nuffiu  cber  bodders  me  : 
"I'se  happy  all  de  day." 

I'se  got  at  homo  a  good  old  yrifi-. 

mio's  always  happy,  too  : 
She  neber  scolds  me  or  finds  fault 

Wid  anything  I  do  : 
Our  quiet  little  cabin  home 

Wid  love  is  always  bright — 
We  live  togedder  like  two  doves 

From  morning  until  night 


Choms. 


What  is  the  diffiarence  between  an  overcoat  and  a 
baby?  One  is  what  you  wore,  and  the  other  is 
what  joQ  was. 


e...>^.|.^^V.::.;. 
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Patrick'!  Day  Farads.    >"     ' 

Uatlc  to  b«  li»d  of  Wm.  A.  Pond  *  Co.,  547 
Bro»dir»7,  N.  T.       Price,  40  oenU. 

Saint  Patrick  was  a  gentleman. 

Sure  hi»  name  we  celebrate. 
And  on  the  Bcventeenth  of  March 

The  Irinh  concentrate ;  ;       .  ~ 

A  bran-new  hat  on  each  man'8  head,  , 

And  a  preen  necktie  that's  newly  made  ; 
The  left  foot  first,  then  UghUy  treaa       ■■.    • 

In  the  Patrick's  day  parade  ; 
Then  two  by  two  away  w«  go,  '  ,    : 

Up  Broadway,  through  rain  or  snow : 
We'd  face  the  divil,  friend  or  foe,  ^    '. 

In  the  Patrick's  day  parade. 

CHOBr&   ■     ■  ■;;■•' 

We  shoat  horrah  for  Erin-go-bragh, 

And  all  the  Yankee  nation. 
Stars  and  strips,  and  shamrock  bright  arrayed  ; 
The  Irish  shout,  the  girls  torn  oat        , 

To  see  the  celebration  :  V    .•  .■  ! 

We  march  stiff  a«  starch,  '      . 

In  the  Patrick's  day  parade. 

You  should  see  the  marshal!  on  his  TiorBe, 

Like  Napoleon  Bonyparte, 
And  as  he  ridee  along  the  line. 

He'd  break  each  lady's  heart. 
And  if  the  rain  should  fall  down  then,     '. 

We  hoist  our  umbrellas  high  : 
For,  history  states  that  Irishmen 

Are  always  warm  and  dry  ;     ;•■-."" 
Then  two  by  two  away  we  go. 

Up  Broadway,  through  rain  or  snow  ; 
We'd  face  the  divil,  friend  or  foe, 

In  the  Patrick's  day  parade.  Chorus. 

Then  here's  succees  to  Patrick's  day. 

Though  it  comes  but  onoe  a  year. 
And  though  I'm  not  a  drinking  man, 

On  that  day  Id  drink  my  beer ; 
I'll  wear  the  shamrock  in  my  hat. 

The  green,  my  boys,  'twill  never  fade. 
And  march  along  with  Dan  and  Pat, 

In  the  Patrick's  day  parade  ; 
Then  two  by  two  a*-ay  we  go. 

Up  Broadway,  through  rain  or  snow  : 
We'd  face  the  divil,  friend  or  foe. 

In  the  Patrick's  day  parade.  Chorus. 

M    l«l    —I      


Why  80  Sad,  my  Precious  Darling  ? 
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?tri- 


Why  so  sad,  my  precious  darling  V 

Smile  upon  me  once  again  : 
From  your  face  in  loving  sweetness 
•'  Drive  away  that  look  of  p>ain  !" 
Lay  your  band  in  mine  so  fondly. 
Tell  me  why  that  gloomy  sigh? 
Shadows  come,  but  never  linger  -  ^    ~ 

MThile  onr  days  are  gliding  by  ? 
Cbonu ;    Why  so  sad,  my  precions  darling  ? 
Let  no  frown  your  beauty  mar- 
Smile  again,  and  bring  the  sunlight : 
Be  the  joy  yon  alw'ays  are  ! 

Skies  that  wore  their  clouds  for  ever. 

Soon  would  kill  the  roees  fair — 
Loving  hearts  will  early  perish. 

Hiding  'neath  the  clouds  of  care  ! 
Whisper  every  thought  of  anguish,  ,  •    ■  ;'  -. 

Lest  yoor  iittle  heart  should  break :     -     : 
Tell  me  all  your  secret  sorrows, 

I  would  share  them  for  your  sake.       Chorus. 

Don't  forget  the  darkest  moment         .  • 

Comes  before  the  brightest  hoar —  .  /: 
Utoder  all  the  snow  of  winter 

Lives  the  germ  of  every  flower!  »  •■ 

Give  me  onoe  again,  my  precious — 

Give  me  once  again  yonr  smile  : 
Make  mv  life  one  dream  of  beauty. 

Make  it annshiiM  all  the  while!  Chorns.  ^ 


I  know  a  Kttle  girl,  the  best  in  all  the  world  : 
Her  equal  is  not  living  in  the  land — 
I  see  her  every  day,  my  pretty  Kitty  May, 
And  when  we  meet,  I  squeeze  her  little  higind ! 

'    --   ,:-::'^'.v.  .':■:  r'       Chobus.         '.■::-'■.■';'■ ';;^./y-;-; 
Oh !  how  she  makes  me  sigh  !  she's  just  as 

sweet  as  pie — 

0  pretty  Kitty  May  !  so  charming  and  so  gay — 
Her  equal  is  not  living  in  the  land  : 

She  says  she  'will  be  mine,  oh  !  happiness  divine  ! 
For  me  she  wears  a  ring  upon  her  hand—     Dance. 

She's  worth  her  weight  in  gold,  and  lovely  to  behold  : 
Her  smile  of  love,  so  gentle  and  serene. 
Shines  o'er  me  like  the  sim,  and  will  when  we  are  One — 
Oh  !  won't  she  be  a  perfect  little  queen  ! 

Chorus  and  Dance. 

No  voice  can  King  as  sweet,  n6  form  can  look  so  neat : 

1  know  no  gladness  when  we  are  apart  : 

I  wish  the  weary  day  to  fly  vrith  wmgs  awaj', 
That  I  may  press  her  fondly  to  my  heart ! 

Chorus  and  Dance. 


Th«  Dream  of  his  Yonth. 


Oh !  sweet  were  the  beautiful  dreams  of  his  youth, 
AVhen  voung  Hope  was  deemed  the  liEiir  daughter 

of  Truth  ! 
The  bright  star  of  glory  had  led  him  astray. 
And  shed  its  first  glimmer  of  light  on  his  way. 

But  life's  sun  is  sunk — from  the  scene  it  has  past. 
And  the  bright  tints  of  mom  are  but  shadows  at  last : 
Tlie  victim  of  sickness,  dread  scourge  of  the  land. 
He  sleeps  the  last  sleep  on  a  far  foreign  strand.        -: 


Help  a  Struggling  Priend. 

By  Oeo.  B.  Harconrt. 


As  we  travel  on  through  life,      •,   -    -^^^  ;: 

How  many  men  we  find 
Full  of  troubles,  care  and  strife,  ;  ^ 

By  fortune  left  behind  ! 
Then  we  must  help  with  willing  hand. 

Assistance  freely  lend,  ',  - 

And  each  and  all  should  do  their  parts 
To  help  a  struggling  friend. 

Chorus  :     Freely  help  a  fellow-man. 

And  friendship's  hand  extend  : 
Try  and  do  the  best  you  can 
'  To  help  a  struggling  friend. 

Mfmy  in  this  world  we  find  '^ 

In  business  make  a  start 
With  cheerful  face,  a  happy  mind. 

And  hopeful,  willing  heart  ; 
But  fortune  seems  against  them  still. 

Though  bravely  they  may  strive 
And,  try  and  turn  which  way  they  wiHj   ''■'- 

They  find  they  cannot  thrive.  Choi 

When  we  prosper  and  succeed. 

And  fortune  quickly  gain, 
Upon  onr  struggling  friends  in  need 

We  look  wi^  proud  disdain  : 
Instead  of  pitying  their  distress,         , 

We  calmly  pass  them  by — 
Not  knowing  much,  and  caring  less. 

If  others  live  or  die. 


Chorus. 


Now,  in  the  future,  let  us  try 
To  help  our  poorer  friends — 

The  times  may  alter  by-and-by, :    ; 
And  fortune  make  amends  ; 

A  good  deed  brings  its  own  reward. 
It  shines  with  ^orions  light. 

And  we,  my  friends,  I  feel  assured, 

. .  Will  not  refuse  onr  mite. 

m  iBi  m    


Choms. 


No  man  can  truly  feel  for  the  poor  without  feel- 
ing in  his  pocket 


SpeLk  to  M«  Kindly. 


Speak  to  me  kindly,  cheer  with  your  voice, 

Whitqjer  sweet  tidings  of  love  unto  me. 
Breathe  fond  affection,  words  of  your  choice, 

Deariy  I'U  U»ger,  yes,  linger  by  thee  ; 
Smile  on  me  sweetly,  call  me  thine  own. 

Never  trtsat  fal«ely  the  heart  that  is  true : 
Gone  is  the  Summer,  soogaten  have  flown 

Dearest,  oh !  dtjarost,  there's  none  heru  but  you. 
CnoKtrg. 
Speak  to  me  kiUUv,  whisper  to  me. 

Breathe  fond  ajSfection,  111  linger  by  thee  ; 
Ah !  smile  on  me  sweetly,  your  heart  is  so  free: 

I'll  linger,  my  darling,  1*11  linger  by  thee. 

Speak  to  me  kindly,  speak  soft  and  low,     •  •' 

Nearer  and  deai?er  your  motto  must  shine  : 
And,  too,  remember,  where'er  we  go. 

Closely,  my  darling,  your  love's  bound  to  mine  ; 
Think  of  me  truly,  day  after  day, 

Always  fight  bmvely  this  life's  troubled  sea. 
And  when  you  mdnder  far,  far  away, 

Dearest,  thy  image  shall  linger  by  me. 

Speak  to  me  kindly,  Ao. 


Blow  Your  own  Trumpet ! 

The  Moaic  can  be  oi.t>iD'><I  of  £.  IT.  Hurdlng,  Ko.  268 
Bowery,  Ke« -York    Price  10  ceuta. 


Blow  yopr  own  trimpet  when  you  have  the  chance. 

It's  a  maTJm  I'll  practice  and  preach. 
And  sound  your  own  piaises  if  you  would  advance-, 

Is  what  I'll  endeavor  to  teach. 
Modesty's  charming,  no  doubt,  in  its  place. 

But  I'm  sorry  to  say  it  don't  pay  : 
For,  the  modest  man  finds  that  he's  soon  kft  behind 

By  the  man  who  had  plenty  to  say.  v_. . 

Chorus. 
Blow  j'our  own  taumpet  where  ever  you  go  : 
For,  nobody  elm  wilt  if  you  don't,  yon  know. 
Make  men  respect  you,  or  they  will  neglect  yon, 
Blow  your  own  tlumpet  yourself,  you  know. 

There  have  been  men  of  genious  who  have 

died  of  despair. 

Unrewarded  by  fortune  and  fame  : 
In  vain  they  have  struggled  for  many  long  years. 

They  ooold  not  establinb  a  name. 
Perhaps  you  will  B4k  me  the  reason  :  it  is 

Their  modesty  caused  their  defeat, 
They've  been  passed  in  the  road  for  position  and  place 

By  some  numskull  with  heaps  of  conceit. 

Blow  your  own  trumpet,  Ac. 

So  if  yon  have  talpat,  don't  hide  it,  my  friend. 

That  is  if  to  rise  you  aspire  : 
The  higher  you  raise  it,  the  more  men  will  praise  it. 

If  yon  tell  them  just  what  to  admire  ; 
For,  the  public  will  follow  the  leader,  my  boys. 

Like  sheep  that  are  led  to  a  fold  : 
So  if  you  just  tell  them  how  clever  you  are. 

Ten  to  one,  they'll  believe  what  they're  told. 

Blow  your  own  trumpet,  Ac. 

Blow  your  own  trumpet  and  blazen  your  name. 

Wherever  you  happen  to  be  : 
Don't  wait  for  a  hcuald  to  trumpet  your  name. 

If  distinguished  you're  anxious  to  be. 
Don't  go  to  the  rear,  but  push  on,  never  fear. 

And  do  not  forget  my  advice. 
But  blow  your  own  trumpet  as  onward  you  go, 

And  you'll  get  t«  the  front  in  a  trice. 

I  I    Blow  your  own  trempet,  Ac. 
I  i  hi^  i»i   ■       _    .    .    ,• 

Ckerry  Ripe.  ■■{'l"^ 

:'>-^\^ •■«'.'■:., ^'"•."..-      i  -.;.■■=  \  .:': 

ChOTty  ripe,  cherry  ripe,  I  cry  ; 
Full  and  iaii  ones  ;  come  and  buy  ;    ~ 
^ ; :    If  80  be  you  ask  me  where 

>        They  do  grow — I  answer,  there,  .',  , 

Where  my  .Julia's  lips  do  smile,     ' '••■':    "    . 
„-p.    There's  the  land  of  cherry-isle.  "  • '        *' 

;:^^Vv:v -.i^v  ■  .;:  .J  j  ;.  'v-v,  l:      Cheny  ripe,  Ac. 

Tbeir  plantations  fbUy  show 

All  the  year  where  cherries  grow  : 

Cherry  ripe,  cherry  ripe,  I  cry  ; 

Full  and  fair  ones';  come  and  buy ! 

Cherry  ripe,  Ac. 
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Fatal  Will 

(Continued.) 


"  But  siippoiw  shp  does  not  like  him  T 

'•  Oirl«  ucver  kiiow  their  own  mincte,  Colonel." 

"I  would  not  have  my  danghter  forced  into 
niiiiTiftfTe  iit,'ftiust  htr  inclinatioD,  even  to  prcJong 
my  life  ;  and  I  would  snifer  almo«t  any  saoriflce  to 
iuhievt>  th.it,  for  I  believe  jxni  like  me,  Agatba,  and 
would  he  sorry  to  see  me  dead."  , ;, 

"Indeed;  yee !"  '■  '       ••.;■" 

"  But  n  ;iUy  the  idt-a  of  her  marrj-ing  MiddJeton 
is  by  uo  niciuui  a  bad  one.  Why  not,  if  they  like 
each  other  ?  He  has  admitted  that  he  is  of  £Ekir 
birth,  the  son  of  an  officer  in  the  English  army  ;  and 
if  he  is  aasociated  with  our  family,  I  shall  feel  that 
when  my  time  comes  there  is  one  who  will  look  after 
you  and  our  little  Harry.  Do  you  know,  I  almost 
wish  it  may  come  about  But  why  are  you  so 
sifcut  ?" 

"  I  am  listening,"  she  said,  ominotisl}'. 

(>n  the  other  n'n\c  of  the  house  another  conversa- 
tion Wiis  prngresdiug  —the  speakers  being  Amalie 
and  Philp.  bho  leaning  from  her  window,  and  he 
balf-hiddeu  in  a  low  tree  that  grew  very  near  the 
hoasf. 

It  would  have  lieeu  imixiesible  to  hear  what  they 
were  sayiu^',  even  two  yards  from  the  spot 

'•  I  hiivf  thought  of  it  from  every  |)uiut  of  view, 
and  I  am  sure  that  it  wiU  be  best  for  me  to  go  away. 
Everv'  hour  adtis  to  your  danger,  my  darling,  for 
Mrs.  Sortc  is  not  a  woman  to  bia  trifled  with.  We 
shiUl  but  love  the  more  dearly  when  we  are  far 
a{)art. " 

"  Do  as  you  will,  my  Phihp.  I  shall  always  lore 
yon,  and  ve  have  enough  time  for  ^-aiting.  I  love 
with  my  whole  life  !" 

"She  »iisi>ect«— I  am  sure  she  suspects." 

'•More."  Kai'l  the  yoimg  girl,  solemnly;  '•  her 
instinct  has  not  misled  her — she  kTunc.i!" 

'•I  have  already  made  preparations  for  going. 
Indeed.  I  am  determined  to  get  away  to-morrow. 
You  are  ui  )t  aii^ry  ?" 

'  •  Not  evi  u  grieved  !"  she  said  ;  "  for  to  be  grieved 
would  pain  you,  my  Philip.  We  can  waiL  We 
must  embrace  lips  before  we  part,  my  darling,  for 
she  wonlil  find  your  kisses  on  my  lips.  She  will 
know  why  yon  are  going  away,  and  she  will  rerenge 
htfself  np< )ii  me." 

For  a  111  imeut  he  hesitateil,  and  then  he  replie<l ; 
"  Despevute  diseases  require  desperate  remedies.  I 
am  a'>hanii.'d  to  do  what  I  am  about  to  do.  Here  is 
a  little  pa  ket  of  letters  she  wrote  to  me.  If  she 
renders  y  >\\t  life  unbearable,  tell  her  yon  have 
them  ;  thrfx»ten  to  expose  her  to  the  Colonel,  and 
you  will  vanquish  her. " 

"  Ha  !"  the  young  girl  said,  with  a  sigh  of  relief. 
"  I  think  I  can  now  keep  her  at  arm's  length.  We 
are  somewbit  equal  now,  my  mother-in-law  ! ' 

He  did  not  attempt  to  chmb  the  window,  that  ho 
might  kiss  her.  They  parted  in  whispers,  and  even 
without  their  handsi  meeting. 

Next  morning,  to  all  appeiuunces,  the  breakfast- 
table  was  as  cheerful  as  could  be.  Only  Dr.  Plaine 
biuv  that  there  was  something  wrong. 

"Mr.  Middleton,"  said  Mrs.  Sorte,  "I  will  tnke 
your  arm  down  to  the  boats,  to  see  that  they  are 
properly  provided." 

By  this  means  she  obtained  what  she  wanted — a 
few  words  in  private. 

"  My  Philip,"  she  said.  "  I  shall  not  allow  you  to 
leave  this  place !" 

"Leave  this  place?" 

"Yes  ;  ><>n  are  going  to  take  flight  Oh,  do  not 
deny  it !    'siiall  I  ttll  you  why  7" 

"Yes  ;  1  amgoingaway.     Why?" 

' '  Because  you  love  Amalie  Sorte  ;  because  yon 
know,  being  the  son  af  the  traitor  Nampton,  you 
can  never  hi  )pe  to  marry  her  while  the  Colonel  lives  ; 
because  you  purpose  going  away  to  wait  until  the* 
old  man  "dies  !  Oh,  I  tmderstand'it  well,  my  PhjKp ! 
You  feared  you  would  betray  j-onrselres  to  me,  and 
wv  awake  my  jealousy.  Why,  my  instinct  told  me 
you  loved  each  other !  I  knew  it  by  no  other 
means." 

"  Ha  !  y„n  have  surprised  our  secret  ?"        ' 

"  As  yon  will ;  it  matters  little.  I  knew  you 
were  gomg  away  by  a  very  simple  fEtct  I  opened 
a  letter  whi.  h  came  here  for  you  ;  it  was  a  bill  from 
a  trunk-maker's  for  a  large  portmanteau.  Send  it 
back !" 


i    "I  am  going  away." 

"  You  are  going  to  remain  here  1  What !  have  I 
shut  up  my  life  all  these  yean  that  you  may  have 
your  freedom  rtou)?  I  know  to-day  how  near  love 
IS  to  hat«  ;  but  of  this  I  am  certain,  that  you  sliall 
not  leave  this  place  r      ,  1  ■■^,    , ■ 

"Whatifldo?"         ■  I  .'    :>. 

"I  will  tell  the  Colonel  all  our  iufemon.-<  bar- 
gain ;  of  his  (kn^'liter  loving;  the  son  of  the  man 
whose  memory  he  abhors  ;  1  will  .show  Lim  how  ho 
has  been  baflled,  cheated,  turned  to  account !"' 

"  You  will  kill  him  !" 

"He  would  have  time  to  cnise  his  daughter — 
perhaps  to  kill  her  !" 

"  Torture !"  cried  the  misemblc  man. 

"Torture  t  Think  you  I  urn  at  ease  in  seeing 
this  pale-1'acod  girl  t^ike  iH^s-sessiou  of  the  man  I 
love — the  man  for  whom  I  have  pLiyed  a  nhsteej'nl 
part,  aud  acted  an  untruth  nil  my  life  ?  Do  you 
think  I  nm  so  dead  to  shame,  that  I  am  not  srinie- 
tiiues  in  agouy  when  I  see  the  old  man's  honest 
looks  tmukly  fixed  upon  me,  when  I  know  ho  is 
thinking  how  pure  and  good  he  believes  mo  to  be  ? 
Do  you  suppose  I  do  not  sometimes  shudder  when 
I  kLss  my  son,  whose  very  love  is  my  shame  ?  Ha, 
I  Kuflfer  more  than  you — more  than  you  two  puny 
creatures  !" 

"  Would  you  marry  me,  knowing  I  loved 
another  ?" 

"Yes.  1  desire — I  claim  my  right !  When  this 
man  ilies,  I  will  become  your  wife  ;  and  this  miser- 
able girl  shall  be  married  Ixiforc  her  iiither  is  in  the 
gmve  !"■ 

"  You  are  mi'rcileas !" 

"I  am  just,"  she  said  ;  and  she  really  iielievcd 
that  she  was  so.  Do  you  go  or  not  ?"  she  said, 
after  a  pause. 

"  I  will  remain  !"  he  replied,  in  a  broken  voice. 

And  then,  the  old  Colonel  approaching,  these 
unfortunate  persons  began  talking  lightly  of  in- 
dififerent  matters,  as  though  neither  knew  aught  of 
tragedy. 

Half  an  hour  afterwards,  ilrs.  Sortc,  drifting 
down  the  river  in  the  same  boat  as  Amalie,  (she 

Eulling  and  her  daughter-in-law  steering),  said,  "I 
a ve  news  for  you." 

"Indeed!"  ! 

' '  Philip  is  not  so  clever  as  you  are.  I  surprised 
his  and  your  secret.  He  is  morr'  lioiK'st  than  you, 
ami  coulessed  !" 

'•  That  we  loved  each  other  ?  Yes  ?  I  knew  that 
you  would  do  so.  Do  ynn  know  that  I  am  not 
ignorant  of  the  Imrgain  you  made  with  him  befon> 
you  married  my  father?  Ha,  you  see  I  have  news 
for  yov.' " 

I'here  were  the  two  women  in  summer  dresses, 
floating  dowu  a  summer  sti-eam,  sun  shining,  river 
babbling,  and  birds  singing,  and  war  to  the  death 
l)etween  them. 

"Then  now  we  play  an  open  game?"  said  the 
elder  woman. 

"Yes.  We  know  this — that  ho  no  longer  loves 
you,  if  ever  he  did  more  than  think  that  ho  loved 
you  :  that  he  loves  me,  and  that  I  love  him.    Well  ?" 

"Well?" 

"  Try  and  conquer  us, "  said  the  girl. 

"I  have.  I  order  him  to  remain  here — not  to 
leave.  If  he  dare,  I  will  tell  your  father  all.  And 
should  you  refuse  Mr.  Goddard,  I  shall  take  the 
same  course." 

"Oh,  I  see;  von  stiike  at  us  through  mv 
father." 

"  I  \«-ill  not  yield  :  I  hold  Philip  Nampton  to  his 
bargain." 

"Bargain  is  the  w)rd,"  said  the  young  lady. 
"You  would  be  very  happy  with  him." 

"It  is  not  of  my  happiness  I  nm  thinking; 
bnt " 

"  Of  destroying  «m»?" 

"Yon  shall  destroy  it  yourself.  Your  father  is 
going  to  propose  to  you  to  many  Philip.  What 
shall  you  do  ? ' 

"Rt^fuse  him." 

"Why?" 

"You  know  he  would  never  hear  of  mv  marry- 
ing the  son  of  his  old  enemy  ;  and  it  would  be  use- 
less to  attempt  to  keep  up  the  fraud  of  his  false 
name,  beeause " 

' '  I  should  let  the  Colonel  know  his  real  one, "  said 
Mrs.  Sorte.  "  Oh,  be  nt  ease.  I  vn.l\  not  sit  by 
and  suffer  while  you  people  are  happy.     My  life  has 


been  hard,  and  I  will  have  my  bond."  ,       . 

"Have  our  Uvea,  if  yon  like^"  .,  .; 

"Philip — dead!"  she  whispered. 

"  His  love  for  yoa  is  dead  already  ;  and  what  is 
hfe  without  love  ?" 

"Beath  !"  said  the  miserable  woman. 

It  was  at  the  little  pic-nic  on  an  island  in  the 
river,  \\hich  came  off  after  the  angling,  that  the 
iron-willed  yet  warm-hearte<I  Colonel  quietly  pro- 
iHised  to  his  daughter  that  she  should  many  Philip. 
Khe  did  not  even  clmnge  color  as  she  said,  "  Ht 
has  l)eeu,  and  is,  your  servant" 

"Mydear  Amie,"  expostulated  the  Colonel,  "he 
]fi  no  senant" 

"I  consider  him  to  l)e  one,"  said  the  young  lady. 
"  Pray,  papa,  say  no  more  about  the  matter." 

"Perhaps  she  would  prefer  Mr.  Goddard,"  said 
Mrs.  Sorte,  smoothly. 

She  looked  steadily  at  her  executioner,  and  said, 
"  I  should  prefer  Mr.  Goddard." 

"Accept  him,"  Mrs.  Sorte  added,  in  a  low  voice. 

"  Wait  a  few  days,  papa,"  urged  the  young  lady. 

"  You  have  noade  my  heart  very  heavy,"  said  the 
Colonel.  "  I  was  hoping  that  you  liked  Philip  a 
httle." 

"  No, "  she  replied,  calmly. 

Mrs.  Sorte  gave  a  sigh  of  relief,  as  she  felt  she 
hnd  coiK]uered  her  ditnghter-in-law. 

It  was  at  this  moment  that  Doctor  Plaine.  ai>- 
pnniehed. 

"Ha  !  here  comes  the  doctor,"  she  said  ;  "always 
ready  for  a  knife  and  fork  at  the  Colonel's  table. 

The  doctor  colored  as  he  said,  "Yes  ;  it's  a 
habits  pantsitical,  if  you  like,  Mrs.  Sorte.  But  you 
know  Amalie  is  my  god-daughter,  and  that,  upon 
my  death,  my  little  fortimc  will  be  hers." 

"  Ha  !  a  sort  of  juomise-to-pay  for  yonr  dinner." 

"  How  I  hate  this  woman  !'  thought  the  doctor  ; 
"and  how  she  hates  me !  I  know  she  is  a  murderess 
in  her  heart,  and  she  knows  well  what  I  thirtV  of 
her.     She  is  marked— -'Danger.' '" 

But  as  the  boats  were  pulled  towards  home,  a 
something  in  Amalie's  iace  led  the  muther-in-law  to 
doubt  whether  her  victory  was  so  certain  as  at  first 
she  took  it  to  be.     . 

That  stmie  evening,  after  dinner,  and  when  t<^ 
was  taken  to  the  drawing-room,  the  two  women 
met  again  in  the  conservatory  leading  from  the 
great  room.  • 

"  You  are  still  at  war?"  Mrs.  Sorte  said. 

"  Yes.  I  have  a  good  weapon.  Jjisteii.  Let  mo 
and  Philip  flee  in  peace.  We  will  trouble  you  never 
again." 

"  What  if  I  say  no?" 

"I  will  show  my  father  the  letters  you  vrroto 
Philip  before  he  came  here. 

"  Ha  !  he  would  kill  me  r*     ' 

"Oh  !  no,"  said  the  girl;  "he  would  only  turn 
you  out  of  his  house." 

Suddenly  the  woman's  manner  changed. 

"  Where  are  the  letters  ?" 

"  Where  you  will  never  find  them." 

"Amalie — AmaUe,  be  merciful !" — and  she  took 
her  daughter-in-law  in  her  arms.  "Give  me  the 
letters?" 

"  Give  me  my  lover  1" 

"She  has  them  in  the  bosom  of  her  dress," 
thought  the  implacable  woman,  who  had  embraced 
Amalie  that  she  might  hear  the  crackle  oi  paper  if 
the  letters  were  about  her. 

"Silence !"  she  said — "the  men  are  here  1" 

The  doctor,  the  Colonel,  Goddard  and  Philip  now 
entered  the  drawing-room  ;  and,  with  a  smiling 
face,  the  lady  of  the  honse  began  to  make  tea. 

The  doctor  his  natural  antipathy  always  on  the 
alert,  distrusted  her  lace  more  thaji  ever  that  even- 
ing. 

"Why  has  she  gone  to  the  eecritoin?"  be 
thought     "It  is  odd." 

He  continued  watching  her,  bat  hissttention  was 
once  or  twice  drawn  away. 

Ten  minutes  afterwards,  Amalie,  who  bad  taken 
part  of  a  cup  of  tea,  set  down  the  cup  and  saucer, 
leant  back  m  her  low  seat  uttered  a  £Eunt  moan, 
and  fell  into  a  heavy  sleep. 

"Don't  be  alarmed,"  said  Mrs.  Soite  ;  "she  is 
ace  istomed  to  these  attacks.  Mr.  Phihp  and  Mr. 
Goddard,  lift  her  and  follow  me  to  her  room.  I  will 
look  after  her  myself." 

Within  five  minutes  the  woman  had  obtained 
possession  of  the  letten  fh>m  the  still  sleeping  girl, 
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and  had  burnt  them. 

i  Meanwhile,  the  doctor,  left  alone  in  the  drawing- 
room  with  the  footman— who  had  been  a  sergeant 
•in  the  old  regimental  times,  and  in  the  regiment  in 
which  both  the  Colonel  and  doctor  had  served— the 
doctor  took  up  the  cup,  and  said  to  the  other, 
"Jackson,  put  the  contents  of  this  cup  into  a  bottle, 
and  bring  it  to  me." 

He  had  previously  tasted  it,  and  said  to  him- 
self, "Opium,  but  not  much.  She  has  tried  fur 
sleep— not  death." 

The  woman's  keys  were  still  hanging  in  the 
escritoire,  whence  on  the  previoos  evening  she  had 
produced  the  packet  of  acetate  aif  lead. 

"Something  wrong,"  said  the  doctor,  "and  I 
must  stop  it" 

An  hour  or  two  afterwards  a  terrible  scream  was 
heard,  and  a  white-faced  girl  came  into  the  room 
saying  her  young  mistress  yras  dying. 
:         She  was  Amalie's  maid. 
I    I    The  doctor  leapt  tip — he  had  been  watching  Mrs. 
Sorte  for  two  hours  as  the  family  sat  on  the  Liwn 
outside  of  the  drawing-room,  Amahe  alone  being 
absent,  but  reported  tjuite  well  again,  and  asleep — 
and  ran  to  the  poor  girl's  room- 
As  he  looked  upon  her,  the  others  following  him, 
be  shouted,  "  Poisoned  !" 

And  then  it  was  that  Philip,  unable  longer  to 
deceive,  uttered  a  terrible  cry,  and  screaming, 
"We  love  each  other!"  he  flung  himself  by  her 
side. 

i   She  was  quite  insensible,  and  showed  no  signs  of 
life. 

[.It  would  be  vain  to  endeavor  to  describe  the 
mwful  agitation  into  which  the  house  was  thrown. 
V  }  The  doctor,  who  never  travelled  without  his. 
Kgimental  medicine  chest  and  apparatus,  was  at 
once  at  work,  but  he  gave  the  distracted  father  no 
hope  of  recovery. 

I    Philip,   however,    staggering  to  his  feet,    was 
by  the  side  of  the  doctor,  as  the  latter  taking  a 
phial  from  his  chest,  said,  "  She  is  poisoned  with 
lead.  Colonel,  and  here  is  the  antidote — as  deadly 
a  poison  as  the  other.     There  is  one  last  hope —that 
they  might  neutralise  each  other.     But  I  dare  not 
administer  it  until  another  medical  man  arrives. 
W^illhebelong?" 
1     "  A  few  minutes  only !"  said  the  mother-in-law. 
'     Suddenly  she  felt  the  doctor's  eyes  upon  her. 
T-i  He  took  her  apart,  and  said,  "You  have  doua 
this !    You  gave  her  opium  first,  and  the  deadlier 
poison  afterwards !     Except  for  pity  of  my  old 
Colonel  here,  I  woul/i  denounce  you  !    Yet,  under- 
stand, you  will  have  to  leave  this  house !" 
<  i  "  /—poison— ray  husband's  child  !" 
J   "Yes,  the  poor  girl  is  dying  of  lead-poisoning  ! 
Yesterday  you  bought  some  acetate  of  lead  ;  and 
your  motive,  my  good  woman,  is  jealousj- — for  you 
love  this  man  PhUip  Middleton,  and  you  know  that 
he  and  Amalie  love  each  other." 
^  J  With  awful  suddenuess  of  movement  she  ran  to 
"^  Ber  escritoire,  opened  it,  and  fonnd  part  of  the 
packet  of  poison  torn  away  and  gone. 

"We  havefomid  the  missing  port  of  that  label 

'  and  the  toi-n  pajx-r  by  the  poor  child's  beailstead  ! 

For  the  Colonels  sake,  I  will  endeavor  to  prove 

that  the  girl  destroyed  herself,  but  you  will  have  to 

leave  this  house." 

"Ha  !"  cried  the  woman  "  this  is  her  vengeance. 
She  has  jwisoned  herself,  that  she  may  make  me 
appear  an  assassin !" 

"Oh — a  mere  subterfoge !"  Then,  changing  his 
tone,  "silence — your  husband  !" 

The  imhappy  Colonel  had  gone  out  to  hurrj"  the 
second  doctor,  who  now  accompanied  him. 

They  all  went  towards  the  room  of  death,  the 
iniquitous  mother-in-law  farthest  from  her  victim, 
and  trembling  horriblj-. 

They  started  as  they  opened  the  door  ;  for  Philip 
and  Amalie  were  in  each  other's  arms,  and  she  was 
sensible. 
"fn^  Neither  of  the  victims  was  afraid. 
"^  "  Ha  !"  suddenly  cried  the  old  docter.     "  ^\^lere 
is  the  phial  I  left  here  ?" 

"  I  heard  you,  and  I  follow  her  to  the  grave  !" 
said  Philip. 

"  Woman,"  said  the  dying  girl,  fixing  her  waning 
sight  upon  the  cowering  mother-in-law,  "  his  kiss, 
his  voice,  have  brought  me  from  death,  that  we  may 
go  down,  down  into  the  grave  together.  You  would 
not  let  me  claim  him  living,  and  we  are  wed  in 
tlte  death  we  have  given  to  ourselves !" 


The  miserable  Colonel,  but  faintly  comprehending 
what  was  happening,  said,  "I  wished  you  man  and 
wife. 

"  No,"  said  Philip  ;  "  for  I  am  the  sonof  Phihp 
Nampton  —  your  friend,  whom  you  thought  a 
tmitor ! " 

Even  in  that  moment,  with  £is  d)-ing  daughter 
before  him,  the  old  Colonel  raised  his  weak, 
clenched  hand  against  his  enemj-'ssou. 

"  You  war  with  death  !"  cried  Philip  ;  "for  we 
two  seek  in  the  tomb  that  peace  yo<ff  blind  hate 
and  this  woman's  satage  will  denied  us  in  hie. 
For  Amahe,  and  for  me,  in  our  youth  the  grave  is 
rest.  My  father  tried  to  save  India  to  England. 
He  was  not  a  traitor— he  was  a  martyr  !" 

Still  with  his  fist  raised,  the  miserable  man  ran 
at  the  man  who  had  in  a  fuLse  name  lived  under  his 
roof  year  after  year,  and  then — then  he  saw  his 
daughter  lying  in  his  enem3''s  arms,  and  already 
dead. 

, '  My  bride,  my  bride !"  cries  Philip  17amptcm, 
rocking  to  and  fro  ;  and  then  with  a  wild  l(»p  in 
the  air,  still  cUnging  to  her,  they  fall  towirds  that 
ever  placid,  ever  faithful  mother,  the  earth,  far  past 
all  human  vengeance,  and  the  nearer  the  mercy 
seat 

Self-killed,  in  sheer  desperation,  the  victims  on 
the  one  hand  of  imbridled  hate,  on  the  other  of  un- 
bridled passion,  examples  of  this  daily  tragedy 
that  the  guilty  and  the  merciless  mak«  victims  of 
the  innocent. 

This  is  the  great  statute  of  society,  and  no  mere 
sentiment  can  erase  it.  Every-  evil  or  injustice 
committed  involves  the  innocent  in  Buffering.  For 
this  i}  the  law. 


Edith  Ashton. 


Edith  Ashton  sat  by  the  cottage-door,  engaged 
upon  the  sweetest,  and  yet  the  saddest,  work  a 
woman's  hands  do.  Snowy  muslin  and  fleecy  laces 
were  being  wrought  into  wondrous  cunning  gar- 
ments by  the  deft  white  fingers.  Content  and  hap- 
piness lighted  up  the  soft  brown  eyes,  and  gave  to 
the  pale  oval  face  a  look  of  inefiable  sweetness. 

Ah  !  would  that  cruel  fate  could  spare  thee,  gentle 
Edith  !  for,  thou  art  all  too  good  to  sin  thyself ;  and 
whj',  oh !  why  should  another's  sin  break  in  upon 
thy  happiness?  But,  al.is  !  such  is  life.  The  innocent 
must  suffer  for  the  guilty.  Broken,  blighted  hearts 
are  in  our  midst  and  upon  every  side.  Veiled,  per- 
haps, when  others  are  near,  by  light  words  and 
smiling  £ices  ;  but  when  alone,  ah  !  who  but  the 
all-seeing  eye  of  Heaven  knoweth  the  wretchedness 
which  exists  here  in  this  beantiftd  world. 

A  manly  step  sounded  upon  the  gravelled  walk  ; 
and,  with  blushing  cheeks,  Edith  started  to  lay 
aside  the  dainty  robe.  But  she  was  arrested  by  a 
deep,  musical  voice,  saying,  "  It  is  only  I,  Edie 
di\rliug  ;  bring  back  your  work,  and  I  wUl  read  to 
you.  See,  I  have  brought  you  Tennyson's  '  Maud. ' 
all  in  blue  and  gold." 

Philip  Ashton  was  tall  and  dark,  with  a  world  of 
power  in  the  midnight  eyes,  and  a  world  of  jetty 
curls  clustering  around  the  broad,  beautiful  fore- 
head. 

His  voice  and  manner  were  very  tender  when  ad- 
dressing his  wife,  the  little  brown-eyed  Edith,  who 
looked  up  to  him  witli  her  pure  heart  full  of  love 
and  trust. 

The  honeysuckle  and  eglantine  clambered  over 
the  door  ;  and  out  upon  the  lawn  wwe  beautiful 
flowers  and  shrubs,  while  over  all  there  towered  a 
row  of  apple-trees  in  full  bloom.  It  was  a  swaet 
little  cottage-home,  a  pure  and  lovely  spot  Can 
it  be  that  sorrow  was  lurking  near,  that  aught  but 
death  could  sejwu-ate  those  two  who  love  each  other 
so  fondly  ? 

The  little  wicket-gate  was  thrown  open,  and  a 
woman,  closely  veUed,  walked  quickly  up  the  path, 
and  i>aused  at  tho  open  div>r  where  Philip  Ashton 
sat  leading  to  his  wife.  She  threw  back  her  veil, 
and  looked  upon  them  with  a  cmd  gleam  in  the 
«old,  blue  eyes,  and  a  bitter  smile  upon  the  thin, 
pale  lips. 

Philip  rose,  and  their  eyes  met  in  one  long,  search- 
ing look.  The  book  fell  from  his  hands  and  he 
cLisped  his  fingers  together  so  tightly  that  the  nails 
sank  into  the  flesh,  until  drops  of  blood  oozed  out 
from  the  wounds, 

Turning  to  Edith,  she  said,   "  So  you  are  the 


n^r 


woman  whi^m  my  husband  has    chot^m    for  his 
mistress  1" 

Then,  taking  the  little  ibbes  from  Edith's  lap,  she 
examined  them,  saying  with  a  sneer.  "And  you 
are  expeotiqg  a  child  ?  Much  joy  ma.\  it  give  you, 
woman  ;  for  it  will  be  illegitimate,  at-  vou  are  not 
a  wife." 

"Oh!  Philip!"  cried  poor,  frighhuetl  Edith; 
"  what  can  she  mean?" 

And  theD  a  pitying  light  came  int.*  hor  eye«i, 
and  she  said,  "  Poor  woman,  she  is  A  lunged  ;*  »-e 
must  be  khid  to  her.  But  Philip,  niv  husband, 
what  is  the  jtnatter  -why  don't  yon  sjjaik  to  me  ?" 

"Your  btisbaBd,  indeed!"  said  the  stranger. 
"He  is  mine,  not  yours." 

"  Oh !  Phihp,  Philip  !'"  moaned  Edi'U  ;  "speak 
to  ma— tell  jne  that  she  is  mad  !" 

With  a  Bjjighty  effort,  he  tunied  his  eyes  a»-aj- 
frMn  the  stranger  ;  and  kueehug  by  the  side  <€ 
Edith,  he  rested  his  head  upon  her  slioulder,  and 
wept  as  only  strong  men  can  weep. 

"My  darling  one,"  he  said,  " forgive  th<'  wrong 
I  did  you.  I  hoped  she  was  dead.  I  know  it 
was  a  sinful  'wish  ;  but  I  wished  it  from  the  depth 
of  my  heajt" 

"Hiilip  Ashton,  am  I  to  unjierstand  that  the 
is  your  wife— that  I  have  no  right  to  call  you  hus- 
band?"        ! 

The  little  hands  were  cUnched  now,  and  (h** 
brown  eyes  tearless  and  flashing  with  indignation. 

"  Edith," ,  he  nphed.  "  1  luniTied  her  years  ago ; 
but  an  angel  could  not  have  Uved  yriih  her  in 
peace.  I  bore  with  her  imtil  I  found  that  both 
my  mind  and  health  were  giving  out ;  then  I  loft 
her.  I  hayd  not  seen  her  from  that  <lay  until  this. 
The  law  will  say  that  I  am  her  hu6l)aud  ;  but  bey 
fore  heaven^  Edith,  you,  and  you  alone,  arc  my 
wife." 

"No,  I  am  not  your  wife  ;  but,  men-iful  Heaven ! 
what  am  i  then  ?" 

"  His  mistress,"  sneered  the  cruel  woman. 

PhiUp  sprang  to  his  feet,  and  coulronted  her 
with  flashing  eyes. 

"Repeat  those  words,  Madge  Grafton."  he  hissed, 
"and  womao  though  j'ou  are,  I  ^lill  ttrike  you  to 
the  ground.  Before  Heaven  she  is  my  wife,  and 
as  pure  as  an  angel." 

"Please  remember,  my  dear  huslwnd,"  she  re- 
plied, mockiuf-ly,  "that  I  threw  aside  the  name  of 
Grafton  ysart  ago  when  I  l)e«ime  your  wife.  Please 
address  mens  Mrs.  Ashton,  in  tutiire,  I*hilip,"  and 
her  manner  changed  :  "  1  know  that  I  am  and  ever 
have  been  a  wicktxi,  siuful  woman  ;  that  I  used  you 
badly  in  thoSe  years  when  you  trietl  to  \h^  a  kind 
husband  to  me.  I  do  not  intend  to  trouble  you  long. 
I  learned  that  you  were  niiirried  again,  and  my 
wicked  nature  prompt<'d  me  to  seek  you  out  and 
reveal  to  that  dainty  creature  that  she  was  not  your 
lawful  wife.  My  mission  is  accomplished,  and  I 
am  weary  of  this  miserable  life.  But  here  is  an 
antidote  that  will  give  mo  rest   -oblivion. " 

And  she  held  up  to  their  view  a  small  phial 
labelled  "fqison  ;"  and  before  Philip  could  prevent 
her,  she  hap  swaUowe<l  the  contents. 

He  caught  the  fainting  Edith  in  his  arms  and 
bore  her  to  her  room,  and  left  her  in  the  care  of  a 
faithful  nurse,  whik  he  sent  a  messenger  for  a  phy- 
sician, doing,  in  the  meantime,  all  that  he  crmld  for 
the  suffering  woman,  whom  the  ser^•allts  had  lai«l 
upon  the  soifa,  and  who  was  now  writhing  in  fearful 
convulsions. 

The  do(  tor  came,  but  his  skill  could  not  save  her, 
and-she  die<1  a  miserable  death  just  us  the  shadows 
of  night  wefre  gathering  around  that  once  peaceful 
cottage-home.  Alas !  what  sad  changes  had  been 
wrought  in  a  few  short  hours ! 

When  mnming  dawned  again  upon  that  grief- 
stricken  hoose-hold,  the  gentle  spirit  of  the  wTonged 
Edith  had  passed  away  for  ever ;  and  uprju  her 
bosom  ntited,  her  baby  girl,  cold  and  stUl  in  death. 
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Enifma. 


I  float  an  the  sea  ;  I  grow  on  a  tree : 

In  medTdne  my  uses  are  fotmd  ; 
Of  thieves  I'm  the  dread,  and  sportsmen,  'tis  Bal4, 

Ip  me  fiiid  a  musical  sotmd. 

Answer :  Bark. 

Why  is  hope  like  the  son  ?    Because  it  brightens 
our  prospecta 


AND  YE  SHALL  WALK  IH  SILK  ATTIRE. 
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:,   1.     And       ye       shall     walk     in 
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•Ut        at          tire,         And        sil    -     ler       ha'e        to        spare Gin  yo'U  con  -  sent  to  bo          his  bride,  Nor 

wish        is          pure,       Far       dear  -    or         is           to        me; Ajid  e'er  I'm       forced  to  l>rcak  my  faith,  I'H 

won        mv        heart,      He        grate    -  fn'       took      the        gift; CJould  I  but       think  to  seek  it '  back,  It 
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think        o'        Do  nald      mair. 

lay        me       down        and        dee; 

waid        be      waor         than      thelL 
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Oh,    wha      wad      biiv      a 


ken  gown      Wi'     a       POO^ ....      bro    -     ken 
For       I         ha'e   pledged  my     vir    -     giu    troth,      Brave       Do  -  nald's  fate  to 

For    lang  -  t'st       life     can    ne'er       re  -  pny        The         love       he    bears        to 
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And        he  has       gi'cn       to  mc  his       heart,      Wi'        a'  its       vir    -        tues       rare. 

lorc'd     to  break 
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ler      crown,     Gin      frat>       my      love I  part  ? 

his       heart,      Wi'        a'  its       vir    -        tues       rare.  ;;^ 

my      troth,       I'll      lay        me      down         aod       dee. 


5^ 


-I \ i—  -^- \ P L_J- 


i 


^ 


:trf: 


li 


-v.»«r,*K:>  • 


.•9B^-rs»..:t:.i 


-^.^^^        ^^-*-^*^  HENRY  DE  MAR8AW8  MMIC  AND  SENTHIBITAt: 


V 


;;?* 


Containing  all  the  most  popnlar  Songs  or  the  day. 


OTTBi  AGEVTS. 


BOSTON.      ( Moas.  )      J.    W.    Shebmam, 
Booka,  HUticuMiy,   News-Papen,  Na  llo 
CftinheidseStnwt  ^..«j 

PHILADEI^HIA.  (Pa.)  A-  W.  Aother, 
Bc»g-Pablisher  and  Job-Printer,  8.  W. 
Comer  of  Tenth  and  Baoe  Streets. 

CINOINNATL  ( Ohio.  )  P.  KLurrLArB, 
Neva-Stand,  Vine  Street,  Oppoaite  Post- 
Office. 

NEWABK.  ( N.  J. )  H.  M.  Wzldxam, 
Nflws-AgeDt,  Ac.  Ckvner  of  Market  and 
Mulberry  atVMts. 

SAN  FRANCISCO.  (CaL)  J.  D.  Andkbsov, 
Books,  StatKHMiy.  Periodioala  Ac  No.  120 
Foartb  Street,  betircen  Minna  i.  Howard. 


F 


COERESPOVDENTS. 


Ttauaf 


sent  in  letto^  b^   moil  should  be 
Vfe  do  not  hold  oiuuflTes  ruspon- 

sitda  for  loss  of  money  Ictteni. 

In  sending  ordMs  cara  abould  be   taken  -in 

Bigu  your  Name,  Town  and  State  in  a  legible 
manner. 

The  Sinaers'  Journal  in  the  largest  and 
cheapest  coUeotion  of  aongi  ever  pablitdied  iu 
this  Country.  All  Numben.  fiom  Na  1  to  the 
Luit  imned,  can  be  obtained  at  any  time. 

Advic» — Every  amntenr  of  good'  Sonpp  and 
HuNio  ought  to  procure  the  First  Volume  of  the 
Sirwjers'  JiMtmal  which  we  have  on  hand,  bound 
in  a  durable  form  in  cloth,  containingNombers 
1  to  100— or  768  pages— giving  4600  Soagsand 
86  pieced  of  choice  Music  for  voice  and 
piano— Prioe  $8.  00  per  copy.  Pontage  firee. 

Such  a  book  will  always  be  a  useful  recreation 
and  an  invaloable  ornament  for  the  pador- 
table  in  every  American  houaehold. 


'II 

GEKEEAL    HOTICE. 


All  Conuutuiications   must  be  addrpsned  to 

HxNBT    ,Dz     Mabsan,    Publisher, 

CO  Chaliham     Street,     New- York. 

V!^(>  do  not  nndcrtako  to  return  rejected  M^, 
or  to  answer  by  Post 

Each  Number  will  eodtain  a  Gollecticn  of  th« 
meet  popiilnr  KxigB,  Sung  in  the  Thtatres. 
Opeia-Houses  and  Conoert-rooms  of  the  UuifHd- 
States  and  Grwt-Britain 


Ah !  te&ch  tity  bteast  soft  pity's  throb . .  page  90 
Ciothe»-rin  Od0tg« 90 

TbeDoUar-StoreOaahier 90 

Flawy,  FWwy 93 

The  Female  Anotioneer— Moaic  for  guitar 9C 

ni  be  a  mmbler  no  mora 91 

It  tickled  me  ao.  I  Uked  to  die . . .  »^^V«. . . .  92 

The  Kind,  lorlng  facee  at  home 90 

Kiea  me,  and  say  you'll  forgive 91 

Let  Pndenoe  atill  cry  :  Who  goes  there?  ...  90 

Leoon 91 

Littie  SaUy'e  wooden  ware ; . . . .  92 

Madeleine •. .  *,*>«;:,. 91 

MyEmmaLodse 92 

My  Lore  he  is  a  zou-zu,  only  19  yearn  tdd  . .  92 

'NeMkk  the  oikk  oo  ^  Hill 90 

Now  to  n«t— How  8ilent.aU  i. .  > .-. 92 

Netfjfliiao  more.... 92 


:h 


■?*'  JT\'r.-;f.'T  ■''■  ; 


TIjc  Pride  of  Killamey 01 

Poor  Billy  VaU 91 

Pat  McCarthy 91 

Since  the  Boop  boose  moved  away 93 

The  Stylo  of  the  day 9(.> 

Swim  out,  you're  over  your  bead 93 

The  Soldier— Duet 90 

Stranger,  think  me  not  too  bold 92 

There's  a  lettCT  in  the  candle 93 

Tom  Rowlock— a  Stoty 94—95 

Vive  la  Compagnio. . . ..41,*. . ►.,,,.... . W 

The  Western  Star ! . .  i .  J . . . , , 90 

Wliat  is  home  without  a  wife  ?. . , 91 

WTien  tl>e  aoop  honee  comes  again 03 

When  night  spreads  her  shadows  aroond 91 

^Vhile  the  silver  tints  the  gold 93 

Ye  winged  winds. .,»,«•• M 

The  Yellow-haired  laddie ^  ,*,... .* ..  W 


HENRT  BE  XARSAN.  PnbliFher  of 

Come  ixn  BJumniESTAL  taixvtixkr, 

SONOB,  BONO-BOOKS  AT/TD  AIX  KINDH  OF  TOT-BOOW. 

Motto  ^■KK8Es,  moTto  ctt  papkbT  HorhK  nixs^-, 

WlUTINO  BOOtt,   BMXI.TXKO  AND  CMUXCI  PAI'tll. 
A,  B,  C,    rOMVMtSATION,  AND  PI^TINO  «-AlinH, 
TlHSVK  PAPEB,  ANDAIXKrVDSOI'KTATIoM.icy, 
AXD  tmOLa  CB£aP  AltncLBti  >'0B  thktbadk. 

The  Old  Oiuoinal  Song-Depot  : 

60  Chatham  Street.  lint  Floor. 

OPPOsm  WnXlAM  H'lMEt I ,  XEW-TOnK. 

This  BoufiC.  established  more  than  2''>yeftrR, 
is  the  olduet  piibliKbiu^-EbtabliftliuK  ul  ot  tbo 
kind,  and  the  fiiKt  tluit  iutroducod,  iu  the 
Unitf-d-StiitcK,  the  publishing  of  tliejxiuny-fhort 
Songs  and  Ballads,  for  the  benefit  of  them  illiou. 


The  Singmi'  Jmirnal  is  Pnblishe*!  Monthly. 

Single  copiee  will  be  sent  per  Mail  on  receipt 
of  five  centf^  free  of  Postagi!— Snliecrintious 
50  cents  per  year  or  30  cents  for  bix  muntDK. 

We  have  always  on  hand  copies  of  all  the 
Numbers  of  the  f^yjtrs'  Journal  from  No  1.  to 
the  lost  issued. 


You  never  mist  the  lager  'liD   *•?*  tor  • 

,;  ..   ..  .4    .      j  I  the  keg  nms  dry 93 

Henry  de  Manan'i  Valratiaet 

Have  always  been  acknowledged,  by  the 
Wludesale  as  well  as  the  Botail  Purchasers,  to  be 
the  FINEST  and  CHEAPEST  in  the  Maifcet 


News-Dealprs,  throogfaovt  tlM  Uoited^States  and 
Canada,  aaamadt^m  orden  for  the  Singert'  Jourmd 
to  the  following  Ncws  Compaidfis,  who  will  supply 
them  at  the  Publiaher's  lowest  rate : 

AMEEICAN  HEWS  OOMPAITY. 

119  ft  lai  Kmmv  Stmt 


NEW-TOBK  JfEVrS  OOMPANT. 

18  Beekman  Stmet 


TiiirrtT  i^PwT 


'timmmmmmm 


»o 


THE    Sli^OERS'    JOIJRIVAL.. 


The  Kind;  Loving  Yacet  at  Home. 

I'm  thiukiiip;  to-day  of  tho  home  of  nay  yuatfa. 

Near  the  brooklet  that  inuurthroog^  the  glade  : 
The  green,  gnu»ty  lawn  and  the  orchard  so  iieaf, 

Where  ort  iu  my  chililhood  I've  ■titMrt<i. 
Tis  many  a  year  8inoe  tboe*  6ceues  I  nave  left, 

Through  far-diKtAnt  cotmtrieH  to  loam, 
But,  where'er  I've  wan<lered,  I've  still  iouged  to  see 

The  kind,  loviog  firuxM  at  home. 

CUOBUK. 

And  though  we  are  parted,  ytt  evtr  to  me 
Sweet  thoughts  of  my  loved  ouca  will  come  : 

And.  where'er  I  wander,  I  Ktill  long  tusee, 
Tbo  kind,  loving  facei>  at  home. 

How  oft  in  my  dreams  have  my  thuiighta  wandered  back 

To  my  mother.  m>  kind  and  so  truo. 
Who  wluHpered  "Good-bye,  and  God  blefisyou, 

my  boy  I" 

When  I  bade  her  and  father  "  Adien." 
E'eu  now,  in  my  fancy,  I  once  more  can  feel 

Her  warm,  loving  kixn  on  my  brow. 
And  High  when  I  think  that  'tix  naught  but  u  dream — 

Fwr,  I'm  wandering  far  from  her  now. 

Anil  though  we  are  pftrtcd,  Jtc. 

My  Bweet  loving  sister,  ^ith  whom  I  bavo  pluyed 

Ho  oft  iu  our  childhood  at  home. 
Has  Rent  to  me  many  a  meiaMge  of  love 

To  cheer  me  wherever  I  roam  :  ' ' 

My  father  is  waiting  to  greet  me  again, 

When  my  long,  weary  journey  is  o'er. 
And  Hoon  we  will  meet  round  the  old  fireside. 

To  port  on  thiu  earth  never  diore. 
,.  And  though  we  arc  parted,  &c. 

The  Western  Star.      • 

Ar:    DofoiidGan. 


'Ifeath  the  Oak  on  the  Hill. 


I  have  wandered  from  Arkansas,  a  jewel  bright  to  find. 
An  Indian  moid  from  Oregon,  mowt  l)eantifvu  and  kind  ; 
I  have  left  mv  natal  bower  and  dear  relatives  afar. 
In  search  of  the  dear  maiden,  they  cull  the  western  star. 

When  floit  my  eyes  b«held  her,  it  gave  me  great  delight, 
I  saw  her  in  a  wigwam  upon  the  mountain's  height. 
Her  father  was  a  Chieftain  brave,  with  his  tribe 

he'd  gone  to  war. 
And  left  at  home  hia  ilaughter  they  call  the  wtistem  stiir. 

On  a  hunting  expedition  from  my  fiither's  tot  I  stniyed, 
When,  lo  !  nj^n  the  Mountain  top  I  met  this 

Indian  maid : 
I  rapped  upon  her  cabin  door,  which  she  quickly 

did  unbar. 
The  brilliant  orb  I  then  beheld,  they  call  the 

Western  Star. 

Multaoomoh  is  tho  nuudcn's  name,  sweet  us 

the  moimtain  air : 
Her  cheeks  were  like  the  primrose,  aud  raven 

hUek  her  hair. 
My  hunting  garb  she  now  surveyed,  then  drew 

from  a  neat  jiir 
A  cooling  drink  wUicli  I  received  from  this 

lovely  Western  Stiir. 

Heart-broken  and  disconsobte,  the  world  I'll 

Wiuider  o'f.r — 
r<«,  the  sweet  blooming  Indian  maid  on  eortli 

I'll  see  no  moro. 
Her  noblo  chieftain  fethor  she  followed  to  the  war, 
A  prisoner  they  made  her,  they  call  the  Western  Star. 

I  Icf^  her  on  the  mountain,  though  it  filled  my 

heart  with  piiin. 
My  charming  sweet  Multnoomah  I  thought  t^; 

Hce  again: 
I've  lost  my  Imlian  Moontaio  Maid  by  the  fate 

of  cruel  war— 
Farewell  then,  Indian  lassie,  they  call  the  wcHtem  Htor ! 


'Heath  the  oak  on  the  hill  I  have  wandered  to-night, 

To  think  uf  the  days  long  gone  by, 
Aud  the  memoriee  de*  of  that  sweet  loitf  aqo- 

ViKoa  my  heart  they  wring  many  a  sigli-         .  . 
Twos  there,  Birdio  dear,  that  we  plighted  oiv  troth, 

It  was  thecB  that  I  kiiaed  yun  good-night  : 
Il^as  there  ttiat  w«  loitered  while  scAiag  you  hone, 

It  was  therto  that  I  kisseil  you  gooil-aight.         ^. 

CuOKl'b. 

Dejur  Birtlip,  dear  Birdie, 

It  was  there  that  I  ki8He<l  ^'ou  good-oigfat : 
'Neath  the  oak  on  the  hill.  I  ui  sitting  there  still, 

Nciir  the  pLico  where  I  kissed  yoii  good-uight. 

I  bid  you  farewell  'ue.ith  the  oak  on  the  hill,* 

When  I  left  yon  to  cross  th&wido  sea. 
To  find  for  my' Birdie  a  soft,  downy  nest, 

A  home  for  both  Birdid  and  me  : 
Your  luce  wjiH  iHiforo  me  wherever  I  went, 

And  when  all  niittu-c  s(>emed  hushed  and  still, 
It  WHS  then,  Birdie  dear,  tluvt  my  thoughts  would 

fly  back 

To-those  times  'ncath  tho  oak  on  the  hill. 

•  Dour  Bii'die,  dear  Birdie,  ic. 

My  mission  fultilled,  I  returned  for  tho  prize — 

For,  I  longed  the  old  stt)ry  to  tell- 
But  they  said  you  were  dead,  and  they  kiid  you  at  rest 

On  the  spot  that  we  both  loved  so  well : 
But  now  you  are  gone,  I  feel  weary  and  sad. 

And  no  joy  can  I  again  fini\  until 
They  have  laid  me  away  in  my  List  resting  place, 

By  yoor  side,  'neitth  the  oak  on  the  hill. 

Dear  Birdie,  dear  Birdie,  &e. 


"    »».j^^ 


^««»-<» 


Let  Prudence  ritill  ery— Who  goes  there  ? 

Ah,  maids !  if  yon  would  not  with  hapiuness  part, 

(Df  Love,  the  false  traitor,  beware  ; 
Let  reafiou  a  sentinel  stand  at  tlie  heart. 

And  the  oludlenge  be  still — AVho  goes  there  ? 

For,  whether  he  mine  it  or  take  it  by  storm, 
Ilis  sway  brings  iw  anguish  and  care  : 

Then  !«  not  ensnared  by  hia  beautiful  form. 
Bat  let  I'rmdonoe  still  cz7—Wbo  goe^  there? 


Ah!  Teach  Thy  Breast  Soft  Pity's  Throb. 

Ah  !  teach  thy  breast  soft  pity's  throb, 
And  harmonize  thy  rugged  mind : 

Ah  !  teach  thy  lid  soft  pity's  t«ar. 
That  gem  ot  sentiment  refined. 

Conldst  thou  once  know  the  tender  bliss 

The  sympathising  bosom  knows. 
When  at  meek  sorrow's  saisred  toudi. 

Respansive  sadnesH  roond  it  flows  !      .,  ijt 

No  more  thy  brow  would  wear  that  frown. 
Thy  glance  no  more  so  sternly  dart, 

But  joys  would  glitter  in  thy  eye. 
And  peace  cling  gladly  to  thy  heart 


The  Style  of  the  Day. , 

I'm  a  Jolly  yoMig  lender  o^ftibioai,  -    \ 

My  dresses  aivl  je'irels  W^^i^  ; 
Ksweosts,  fcr  tlK^ut  I  care  BAthing — 

■y  ftit  her  &eown4«  gv^  fine ; 
IfIwwit*V,I,-orm   ■•.-*'^ 

Pre  only  to  n^  MfhajBlnr : 
' '  Of  oouni%  mjr^ve^  youHjmJiave  it 
To  bring  out  the  style  of  the  tlay." 
Chorus  :    It's  the  fiishiou  that  makes  us  fe<:<]  bigger 
Thau  our  neighbors  jusi  over  tht/wa^  ; 
__:  r  J  And  tben_  its  no  tiiee  tu  be  lend*-. ' 

And  bring  out  the  style  of  the  day.' 

Ai.Long  Braneh  I  spoit  in  the  ^"TnintrT-fc  .    .m 

At  Newport  I  stop  for  a  while  .- 
To  mu  all  the  young  fellows  cmiy. 

And  show  them  the  beauty  of  style. 
Kumtogo,  though  still  fond  of  dreamug.      '"  ' 

Loves  a  boat  race,  a  hoi-se  race,  they  anjr : 
But  I  thiuk  I'll  go  up  there  next  Susomer 

And  bring  out  the  stylo  of  tho  day. 

If  H  the' fitshioD,  A& 

At  music,  I'm  quite  a  good  singer  :  -;  \, 

At  croquet,  I  m  one  of  the  best :  ;> 

I  play  an  eight-octave  pixuio  :  'i  '  ^  ' 

At  dancing,  I  beat  all  the  rest  ,  ' 

Young  gents,  why,  I  just  set  them  craxy  :    '  ' 

But  uere's  one,  though  I  don't  likw  to  mj, 
Whom  I'm  going  to  take  as  a  partner 

To  bring  out  the  style  of  the  day. 

It's  the  fashioD,  &o> 


Clothe»-Pin  George. 


8AKJO  SOIXX 


fiiyi 


«>-•• 


The  Dollar-Store  Cashier. 

Uy  Oiier  tftrla. 


Ilt-'s  a  rasliier  in  a  dollar-store, 

T'uis  guy  young  man  I  know  — 
He  sports  the  ciish,  a  iiicp  moustache, 

And  promenades  just  so  - 
He  figures  on  the  corners  oft         . .     _ 

To  see  tho  style  iiaes  by,  ;  ^ 

And  Kmil<^  at  me,  in  roguish  glee. 

While  flirting  on  the  sly. 

Chorus. 

TTp  ngftinst  n  lamp-post,  the  fellow  T  revere. 
Txiuw  my  guy  a<lmirer,  the  dollar-store  cashier : 
Up  against  a  lamp-ixxt,  as  I'm  passing  by, 
Thus  he  waves  his  liiudkcrehiof  -  flirting  on  the  sly. 

I  had  occasion  once  to  buy — 

As  I  have  had  before  - 
And  quickly  sjxid  the  way  that  led 

Down  to  the  doUiir-store  ; 
Some  time  elapsed  ere  I  could  find  * 

What  I  had  sought  for  here, 
^Vh(•u,  lo  !  I  spied,  right  ut  my  side, 

Tho  dollar-store  crLshifr. 

|L'i)  against  a  lamp-post,  Ac. 

Ono  PTeninj»  at  a  jlarty.  too, 

I  met  with  this  yonnp;  man  — 
My  time  'was  spent  in  merriment 

While  flirting  with  a  fKa  : 
You  need  not  look  nt  me  so  hard 

To  win  a  smile  sincere— 
For,  yonder  man's  my  husband  Dan, 

The  dollar-store  cashier. 

Up  against  a  lamp-post,  Ac. 


I'm  clothes-pin  George,  who  plays  de  bones, 

Aud  maken  the  banjo  ring  ; 
The  girls  say  I'm  too  sweet  to  lire,     ■       •*?«'.? 

When  I  begin  to  sing.  /'■■-'■ '  •>  | 

I'm  going  to  tell  of  a  pretty  gul,.  •  ..    &: 

A  moeiKchaum-coloired  belle  ;    '  ',, 

She's  hy-per-coon  in  the  fish-ball  room, 

At  Leland's  big  hoteL 

I  met  her  first  at  a  fimcy  hopi       '  4, 

In  South  Fifth  Avenue  : 
When  I  got  there,  my  charmer  fait 

Was  worrying  an  oyster  stew.   .  •  • .-     '■^', 
I  sought  an  introduction  and 

I  soon  was  by  her  side,  -    ^  ■ 

Which  made  me  feel  as  happy        ^ 

As  a  soft  clam  at  higb  ti(k\  ..     . ,.:  - 

I  asked  her  for  to  fly  with  me'        .^  - 

To  some  secluded  8j)ot ;  :  *    '      '      < 

She  said  it  wasn't  fly  time,  ;:".■' 

And  thought  she'd  better  not  '*"  *  — ' 

We  agreed  to  wait  till  summer,  --• 

Till  the  beans  and  peas  were  rijie;-  ■  '  •-  • 
But  she  choked  that  night  w  ith  u  Kusslau  towel 

ijhe  ute  for  a  piece  of  tri|>e. 

'  The  Soldier. 

ADiMt-  Air:  "WliiteOockad*." 


She. 
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She. 
He. 
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Bom. 

Rue. 
Hz. 
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O  !  Johnny,  what  kept  you  so  Itog  ? 
Oh,  list,  I'll  tell  you  ma  song— *-,'.-.. 
I'm  going  to  l»e  a  M-arrior  bold. 
To  fight  for  glory  and  for  golX 
How  long  do  you  think  youTl  stay  away? 
Perhajw  a  month,  peYhjipB  a  «l»y. 
Before  you  go  the  foe  to  sill, 
Let  me  put  you  through  «  coone  of  driU. 
Chorus.  ^   , 

To  Bunker's  Hill  we'll  march  awov,      '     I 
'Tis  there  well  give  the  foe  fair  pmy  • 
Come  along,  you  butchers  out  ot  Htoaiu, 
We've  whipiied  yo«i  once  and  we'll  do  so  again. 

Now  mind,  Johnny,  and  make  the  enemy  run. 
You  look  so  nice  when  you  shoulder  your  gun. 
If  I  only  get  behind  their  Iwicks,  j,   ,, 

You  bet  rU  see  them  make  tmcks.      "^^-.iV : 
But  yon  must  fight  them  face  to  fMe, 
If  they  fight  me  they'll  have  to  moe  : 
For,  he  who  fighta  and  runs  away 
Will  live  to  fight  another  dayt  Cboms. 
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*■  Xadeleina. 

•OHO  AND  CHOBUS. 


Cbonu 


In  tha  Snmmor  twilight's  gloaming  -\      ^ 

Spirit  fonuR  I  iwm  to  see, 
Hovftrmg  iu  the  Kilvery  nioonhght,     ■ 

Peering  from  each  wish  and  tree  ;         . 
Eyes  that  onco  bwuiicd  for  itm  cmly, 

Uleam  us  flicy  -w^re  wont  to  gleam. 
And  remcmbereil  voices  iitingle  .."/■'.  ^; 

With  the  mnrmnr  of  the  Btream.         .  J  ' : 
Madeleine,  O  Madeleine  f  -  ** 
Might  I  presH  thy  lips  again. 
Once  more  clasp  thee  to  my  heart- 
Ne'er  nf,iuu  from  thee  I'd  depart, 
Peeriess  Madeleiue ! 

Homo  firrfet  the  eyee  tkat  glow  "'"■•• 

With  the  firefly's  brilKaut  sjiark  :  .  . 

Some  the  orb«  that  brightest  gleam, 

Like  lone  meteors,  through  the  dark  :         ■     .  > 
Some  affect  the  eyes  of  blue, 

Soft  with  heaven's  reflected  light,  .        ;> 

But  thd  hiizers  niit-brown  hnc's 

Alwiiya  faircBt  in  my  sight  -;  Chomf. 

Ilound  me  everj-Arhfre  I  Hee 

Slid  reminders  of  the  time    '         '    -  ■ 
When  in  Hammer  groves  wo  wnndercd,  . 

And  our  lives  were  in  their  prime  : 
And  though  ishadowa  gather  roimd  me. 

Still  from  ont  the  fitful  gloom  • 

Be.im  onco  more  thine  eyes  ui»n  me. 

And  thy  dear  voice  fills  the  room.  Chorus. 

Th«  Prid©  of  Killarney. 

By  Ed.  J.  McMabon. 

My  heart  is  in  sorrow  for  lenving  any  Noeii, 

The  pride  of  Killamej',  the  joy  of  onr  home  : 
When  sobbing  fiirewell,  and  praying  to  Heaveu 

May  He  protect  yon  wherever  you  roam — 
When  wandering  over  the  green  fields  of  clover 

With  Nora,  my  jewel,  my  cmhla  astore, 
She  whispered  "my  darling,  when  end  tears  were  falling, 

Yoa  ore  going  to  leave  me.  111  ne'er  eeeyott  more !" 

Darling  aKtore,  darling  aKtorc, 

You  are  going  to  leate  sac.  111  ne'er  sec  you  more ! 

Ah !  sad  wa«  the  warning !  when  dajlight  was  dawning, 

I  8aw  by  the  puling  the  hour  had  come : 
Fan-well  to  the  flowei>i  and  sweet,  sminy  bowers  ! 

Witli  Nora,  my  darling,  no  nionj  I  will  roam  — 
Thongh  sadly  111  waiidcr,  and  often  I'll  ponder     • 

Of  Nbrft.  my  jc\»el,  my  cnshla  astoroT- 
Wheu  the  flowen  are  blooming,  my  diirling,  I'm  coming 

To  make  your  heart  lighter  and  leave  you  no  more. 

CHOBtJS. 

Dajling  astore,  darling  astore. 

To  make  jour  heturt  lighter  and  leave  you  no  mo.<». 


*-*«»-< 


ni  be  a  Rambler  no  Mora         1    ^ 

Oopjrlgbt    1874   by  E.  H   Harding. 

tTnnli  »nd  Muilc  by  Jo»«>ph  P.  8*el!y. 

T*M  mnflc  nf  IbtB  ■nua   ennbeobtainadof  E.B.  HiWtl'ag, 

No  288  Bowery.    N»«r-York-Ele>.'»iit  Full  Wnpic 

Size  (iUeet  for  10  contt. 


Long,  long  ago,  when  wild  and  gay, 

I  raml)led  fi-om  frieudK  nud  hoin^, 
Btnired  ftt>m  the  scenes  of  boyhoode  pl«r, 

'Mid  Rtraugcrs  to  live  nn<l  rrxuu  : 
Only  in  dieauut  and  fnncicR  bri;.;ht 

Can  I  Kce  my  loved  ones  of  yore  ; 
But  now  I'll  go  hixck  to  my  old  delight, 

And  I'll  be  a  nimbler  no  more, 
No  more,  no  more,  nomcro — 

I'll  be  A  iHmbler  no  more. 

Twiw  I  liave  liveil  in  dist-uit  lands,      ,  ■     • 

And  thought  of  the  gladsome  past  J    ; 
Oft  I  have  sigSed  to  press  the  hand 

That  linfrn^d  iu  mine  the  last : 
Sad  I  have  been,  at  night  and  day, 

Far  away  from  those  I  adore  ; 
But  homeward  Again  I  will  go,  60  gay, 

And  ni  be  h  rambler  no  more,        /  v-  " 
No  morer-SB  move,  no  ntore — 
'  IH^bra  iunbtetio  itMce. 


-    What  ii  Homo  Without  a  Wife! 

CApyrigbt.  1S74,  by  E  H.  II»rding. 

Wordi  by  A  Smith.         Mule  by  J.  J.  Fre«miB. 

The  Mnalc  of  tbiaaoDgran  b«  obtained  n(E.  H,  Harding. 
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What  is  home  without  a  wife? 

Tis  her  smiles  that  make  home  dear;,;- 
All  is  lost  Vheu  her  8weet  life  'j 

Dei>art8,  with  many  a  bitter  tear !         '  '' 
My  early  love  ia  in  the  grave. 

My  home  once  Inight  is  so  uo  more  ;  ;-'■ :', 
Above  her  now  the  willows  wave,  j.. 

And  naught  can  e'er  my  joy  restore  I    V    , 
Wlint  K  home  without  a  wife  'i  .     .-,; 

'Tig  hersmileH  thiit  make  home  dear : 
All  Ls  lost  when  her  sweet  life 

Departfi,  ^ith  many  a  bitter  teart,     . 

She  was  like  a  punny  beam.  ;      '  ' ;;    /^ 

All  the  world  she  was  to  me !  '.    '.  .  ; :     ;-, 

Life  it  W!is  a  blissful  drciini : 

'Tis  now  a  weary  and  troubled  sra ! 
I  long  to  clasp  her  to  my  heart  t^     * ,         ( ; 

In  yonder  radiant  home  above  ;  ^   ■■„,-' 

There  every  Borrow  shall  depart,  . ,' 

And  be  forgot  in  joy  or  love. 
Wluit  is  home  w  ithout  a  wile  'i 

'Tis  her  smiles  that  make  home  dear ; 
All  is  lost  when  her  sweet  life 

Dejwirts,  with  many  a  bitter  tear ! 

,:    Kiss  Me,  and  say  You'll  Forgive. 

Come  to  me  closer,  my  darling,  look  once  upon 

mo  agsiin  ; 
Speak  to  me  fondly  and  tmly  tt^l  nie  the 

cause  of  yoiu*  pain  ; 
Did  I  speak  thoughtless  or  chiding  "i"  did  1  your 

heart  ever  grieve  ? 
Don't  keep  the  truth  from  me  hiding — kisame, 
*,  and  s»iy  you'll  forgive,  oh !  forgive.' 

•I 
No  one  bat  what  have  their  tiiliugs,  try  to 

forgi\  e  and  forget ; 
And  if  you'll  love  me  as  ever,  life  will  have . 

cluirms  for  me  yet ; 
Say  then  agniu  that  you  love  me,  never  tjiall 

change  while  we  live  : 
Just  onc«  again  tell  me,  darling — kiss  Mie,  and 

say  you'll  forgive,  oh  !  forgive.^ 

Ah  '  tell-tale  smile,  I'm  foi^jiveu  ;  now  are  my 

ti-onblcs  ail  I ''or. 
Like  Cupid's  arrow  it's  driven  thro'  to  my  hciufs 

very  core  ; 
Smiles  breaking  from  you,  my  darling,  tlms 

ever  smile  while  wo  live  ; 
lemember  to  err  is  but  humiin  :  so  kiss  mc, 

"^  and  say  j-ou'll  forgive,  oh !  tbrgivc. 


i 


^'i 


LeoDore.  : 

Oh  ?  hie  thee  gwiftly  where,  lightly  falling, 

The  stn^unlet  passes  your  C4)ttJtg<'  door. 
And  there  entrertt  thee  on  Herman  («lliug 

The  shepherd  hither  to  Ijeonore. 
To  yonder  fountain  first  gently  lea<l  me,    • .       •:  _    ^^_ 

Thy  wearj'  burden  will  soon  l)e  ti'er  :  ■: 

Then,  gentle  maiden,  oh  !  kindly  speed  the?. 

The  hours  are  numbered  ©f  Lcouorc. 

Oh  !  Herman,  tcU  me  dost  thou  remember 

This  fonn  so  lade<l,  this  alt«>re<l  brow, 
And  say,  ere  l«iveK  me  lite's  fading  rmlier. 

Thy  son,  thy  Xdoljih,  where  is  he  now  ? 
Ah  !  gentle  maiden,  when  thou  wcrt  given 

To  wed  another  of  wealth  and  store,  ;. 

His  heart  and  ser\icc,  resigned  to  HeaTCn,     ; ' . ; ,    > 

Were  kwt  forever  to  Leouore.  ..    •   -  , , '  ^ 

From  death  to  r.iise  thoe  where  crowns  the  guerdon 

And  Adolph's  only  the  hand  to  save. 
He  could  not  bear  thee  speak  thy  pardon,^  ;  -       .:■ 

Yon  convent  holds  bim  a  living  grave. 
Oh  !  Herman,  ceiuic  this  fafcxl  sorrow 

That  rends  mv  bosom,  it  can  bear  no  more. 
Night  closes  round  me,  und  iiPTcr  morrow 

Agaio  shall  awaken  poor  Ijeonore. 


P#or  Billy  YaiL 

A  PABOIDT  CM  "  ISttSt  DAUC" 


Twas  ft  r<>ld  wiw  night. 
And  the  moon  rave  no  light. 
And  it  rainetf  both  snow  and  hM^ 
':■.■,  W^hen  a  pair  of  Poljce, 
With  mast  in^dent  eAse, 
Took  awnv  my  Billy  VaiL 
Chorus  :    Ah  i  BlUy,  poor  Bilhr,  Bwert  Billy  V»U  ? 
Mj^  the  bloom  ne  er  depart 
"    ,  From  lihe  little  pug-none 

;    ■;    ^   Of  isl»^eet  Billy  Vkfl! 

:_         -    -■■••  j   :  ^ 

V.    "  I  mwt  go,  Ba^-s  ho, 

'With  those  chaps,  you  see,  '  ' 

-.      My  pleading  is  all  iuVaiu  : 
>  -But  iihcd  not  a  tear  : 
-- '  For,  in  three  uiunlhs,  my  dear. 

You  will  see  jour  sweet  Billy  again."    Chorns. 

; ;  Then  ho  fotchrid  a  deep  sigh, 
'  And  he  turuejilup  each  eye. 

And  his  joh*  red  nose  turned  pale  : 
Oil !  he  looked  so  forlorn, 
..,  ,  As  he  took  his  Lint  honi — 

Then  away  went  Billy  Vnil.  Choms. 

In  tlie  Prison  so  low. 
My  poor  Billj'  :must  go,  * 

V  \    Where  his  unso  must  soon  grow  pala : 
./  And  at  home  I  must  stay, 
-     Binco  poor  BtUy's  away, 

'Way  dow  n  iu  Centre  StreelJail.  Clxmui. 


When  night  spreads  her  shadows  around. 

When  uighl  Hprojuls  her  shadows  arotmd. 

My  kisses  KbntI  sordho  lliec  to  rent ; 
,1  will  soften Ithy  Ixd  on  the  groimd, 

And  tliy  cheek  shall  repose  ou  my  breast. 

Love,  heed  noi  the  storm  and  the  rain. 

On  me  let  their  furj'^  descend  ; 
This  iKisom  will  scorn  to  complain. 

While  it  Vihelters  the  life  of  a  friend, 

■.>-T  4- 
Yet  should'st  thon,  ah  !  cruelly  fly —        .'■■.■. 

Thy  name  sluiU  for  ever  l)o  dear,  :/ 

The  winds  shall  couvej'  thoe  a  sigh,       »   ■ 

And  the  Ijallow  slaU  carry  a  tear.       ; . .  \ .: 


Pat  McCarty:  .'  > 

Och,  my  name  is  Pat  McCarty,         •.':    t     '  .v 

Fnw  Irekihd  sure  I  came  ; 
I  left  mc  own  country  •:/;;  '':^'  '. 

For  waul  of  a  better  name.  -;:>^,^  .   . 

J  heard  that  Amcricii  '     .     ^;;    .  '4 

Was  the  tend  of  the  free  :  •  ' 

Said  I :  N'ors^h  dear,  I  will  go  tb^re  : 

For,  thiit's  the  place  for  me. 

j  j  Chorus. 

Wid  mc  ril»  |i  dnb  dub,  row  dow  dow  dow : 

It  is  the  liibd  of  the  free  ; 
Och,  Norah  fleur,  I  ^ill  go  there. 

For,  thatjs  the  place  for  »ne. 

So  wid  me  j>tick  upon  mj'  back,       .:  t..,  <  . 

I  walked-tt)  Dublin  town. 
To  siiil,  acBotw  the  balmy  sen,  • 

To  tliat  ooimtrj'  of  renown  : 
Atid  when  li^>it  I  did  come  lierc. 

They  thoi^ght  I'd  take  their  slack :  .'' 

But  v,kI  a  tonch  o'  me  black  thorn  stick, 

"They  suttg  out  x>addy  Mback.  Cberta. 

Oh !  I'm  down  upon  the  nagnr. 

Ana  I  ^unt  ye's  to  know  that        • 
I'm  an  independent  freeman. 

And  a  gtfod  sound  Democrat 
Wid  me  rib  &  dub  dnb,  row  dow  dow  dow  : 

It  is  the  land  of  the  free  ; 
Och,  Norah  dear,  I  will  stay  here. 

This  is  the  piace  for  me.  Oborap. 


What  ia  ibcre  which,   gnppoeing  ha 
breadth  to  b«  four  inebea,  knRHi  ntea  inrhi  <>| 
depth  three  jbchea,  «oahiMa solid iM?  Aabosk 


fi 


r±*s 


.4>jfjr,ii..i.i 


'mtmm 


•9 


TH£    SINOKBS'    JOlJRffAiL. 


■  ■■' 


■as* 


It  Tickled  me  so,  I  Liked  to  Die. 

W«rd»  by  Sol  Smith  HuMelL      MMlc  by  a  T  Dondore.   , 
Ztaellu*ic  of  litis  aont;  UpubllBbed  by  \V.  W.  W  tiituej.    ^ 
'luledo,  Ubio.    Price  40  ceutt. 


It  tickled  me  so,  I  liked  to  die,  . .     ■  .  \ 

Ono  Siiniliiy  uflemoon —  > 

Ail  dressed  to  kill  Irom  head  to  heal. 

Such  a  handiiome  little  coon — 
When  I  seed  de  gals,  my  hat  I  raised. 

And  bow  do  white  folKB  stared : 
"  Dar's  little  Bob.-de  nobby  houl. 

Out  on  a  promenade  !" 

Spoken  :  Yes,  I  was  Klamenading  aronnd  pro- 
miscusly,  when  my  'tention  was  'tracted  si\\aj  by 
one  of  de  lubliest  iinimilos  I  cber  had  do  opportunity 
of  gazing  npon.  It  wiw  a  femide  of  do  saosafras 
complexion,  with  de  most  beeofticnest  drei«,  and 
de  sweetestest  waterfiills,  and  innocent  mouth,  and 
more  of  it  dau  any  gul  I  ever  seed  before. 
Chobus. 

All  dressed  to  kill  I  Bee  her  still, 

Leaning  ou  de  wiuder  sill ; 

She  winked  her  eye  as  I  passed  by, 

Haugh !  it  tickled  me  so,  I  liked  to  die  ! 

I  passed  her  on  a  block  or  no^ 

But  could  not  stay  away  ; 
She  shook  her  haudkorchicf  after  me. 

Which  signified  O.  K. 
She  smiled  so  sweet  when  wo  did  meet, 

I  thought  dat  I  should  fly  ; 
It  tickletl  mo  so  when  she  asked  mc  in. 

Oh !  goUy  !  I  liked  to  tlie  — 

Spoken  :  But  T  declare  to  gooilness  I  musn't  sav  ' 
much  more  about  it,  or  I  get  to  laughing  so,  I  cj»u  t  ^ 
tell  yoti  de  storj'.  Chonus. 

It's  just  about  a  year  ago, 

Since  what  I  told  transpired  ; 
I  asked  her,  "  please,  won't  you  be  mine?** 

Says  she  :  "ii  you  desire." 
We're  going  to  be  married  soon. 

You  must  be  sure  to  be  there  ; 
And  I'll  introduce  you,  all  around. 

To  the  fairest  of  the  fair.  Chorus.  T 


>-«*^^« 


Now  to  Rest— How  Silent  all! 

A  cnoKVS — BT  HOLMAN. 

Now  to  rest— how  silent  all ! 

Solemn  is  the  forest's  gloom  : 
Beams  that  on  3on  ruin  fall 

Seem  hke  raj-s  that  light  a  tomb — • 
Earth  our  bed,' our  roof  the  sky, 

Slumbers  sweet  our  eyes  will  close, 
While,  in  vaiu,  tbo  guilty  try 

On  be<ls  of  down  to  find  rei-ose. 


,    .   Vive  la  Compagnie. 

Let  Bacchus  to  Venus  libations  pour  forth, 

Vive  la  eompagnie ! 
Aid  let  us  make  use  of  our  time  while  it  lasts, 
Vive  la  compagnie ! 
ChoraH  :    Oh  !  vive  la,  vive  la,  vive  I'amour, 
Vive  la,  vive  la,  vive  I'amour, 
,.■     •   •         Vive  I'amour, -vive  I'amour, 
Vive  la  compagnie ! 

Let  every  old  bachelor  fiU  up  his  glass, 

Vive  la  compagnie ! 
And  drink  to  the  health  of  his  fovorite  lass, 


Vivo  la  compagnie ! 


Chorus. 


Let  every  married  man  drink  to  his  wife, 

Vive  la  compagnie ! 
The  friend  of  his  bosom  and  comfort  of  life, 


Vive  la  compagnie ! 


Chorus. 


Come,  fill  up  your  glasses-  111  give  you  a  toast, 

Vive  la  compagnie ! 
Htm's  a  health  to  onr  friend— our  kind  worthy  host, 

Vive  la  compagnie  !  Chorus. 


I  ftQ,  viA  i;nod  humor,  I've  toa&ted  ao  &ee, 

X  hop*  it  will  please  you  to  drink  now  with  me, 
-   ^     — *^ 'if  Gk^iJi. 


Ye  Winged  Windi. 

Toll  me,  yo  winged  winds,  that  round  my  path^vny  roar, 
Do  ye  not  know  some  spot  where  mortiils  weep  no  more, 
Some  lono  and  pleasant  dell,  some  valley  in  the  west. 
Where  iiao  from  care  and  jmin  the  weary  soul  may  rest  ? 

Chokus. 
No  rest,  no  rest  for  mortals  here  below,;      .'  ' ;  . 
Sorrow,  sin  and  death  fill  the  pathway  as  yon  go. 

.  {Rfjieat.) 

Tell  me,  thou  mighty  deep,  whose  billows  round  mo  piny 
Know'st  thou  some  favoi«d  snot,  some  island  far  away, 
Where  weary  man  may  find  the  bliss  for  which  he  si^hs, 
^\^lerB  sorrow  never  lives,  and  friendshii)  never  dies  ? 

No  rest,  no  rest,  Ac. 

And  thou,  serenest  moon,  that,  with  such  holy  lace. 
Dost  look  uixin  the  earth  asleep  in  night's  cixibnico  ; 
Tell  mc,  in  all  thy  round,  hast  thou  not  fotmd  some  spot 
Where  wo  jKXjr  wTetchcd  men  may  find  a  happier  lot  ? 

'So  rest,  no  rest,  &c. 

Tell  me,  my  secret  sotil,  oh  !  tell  me,  hope  and  faith, 
Is  there  no  restiug-plaoe  from  sorrow,  sin  and  death  ? 
Is  there  no  happy  Ri)ot  when;  mortals  moj  Ik* blessed, 
Where  grief  may  find  a  bulm,  and  woar.>uens  a  ri»it  'f 

GuoBt's. 
Y<«,  they  rest — yes,  they  rest  beyond  the  bright 

blue  skieiH 
Where  sorrow  never  comes,  and  friendship  never  dwn, 

(Rcixat.) 

Nettie  is  no  More. 

Air ;  Nettle  Moore. 


In  a  little  lonely  cottage  by  the  shadv  mountain  side. 
Where  the  river  wanders  slowly  by  the  doir, 
I  have  oft'  times  met  a  welcome,  where  my 

we^ary  tUy  was  pa.ssed, 
Fronr  the  hand  of  my  Darling  Nettie  Moore. 
Choris. 

But  I  never  meet  the  smile  of  that  fair  and  happy  face. 
As  I  sit  as  I  oft'  times  sat  before  : 
I  listen  to  the  music  of  the  cheerfid  mocking-bird— 
For,  my  Nettie,  Darling  Nettie  is  no  more  ! 

Oh  !  I  loved  my  Nettie  well :  lor,  she  was  all 

the  world  to  mc  ! 
But  I  can  never  love  as  I  have  loved  before  ; 
Let  me  wander  as  I  will,  I  can  never,  never  find  a  fnend 
Like  my  Darling,  Little  Nettie  Moore — 

But  I  never  meet  the  smile,  Ac. 

For,  there  is  sorrow  in  my  heart,  that  I  cannot 

drive  away. 
And  my  happiness,  my  happine»>s  is  o'er— 
Yet  I  strive  to  be  content  as  I  toil  from  djiy  to  day. 
But  I  never  can  forget  my  Darling  Nettie  Moore  - 
But  I  never  meet  the  smile,  Ac. 


My  Emma  Louise. 

Word*  by  CbM.  Carroll  Sawyer.    Mode  by  Ilenry  Tucker. 

You  may  talk  of  your  beauties  with  eyes  so  bewitching. 

Of  forms  that  are  faultless,  and  checks  like  the  rose  : 
You  may  speak  of  sly  glances  that  keep  one's 

heart  twiching : 

It  is  all  very  well,  just  as  far  as  it  goes  : 
You  may  tell  me  of  voices  that  sotind  like  the  ringing 

Of  siLVEBY  BEixs,  just  as  much  as  you  please  ; 
But  yet  I  am  sure  none  could  be  half  so  winning 

An  my  little  darling,  my  F.mnia  Louibc. 

CHOBtm. 
My  Emma  Louise,  my  own  little  darling — 
There  is  none  to  compare  with  my  Emma  Louise. 

Though  others  may  boast  of  their  beautiful  feces. 

Such  delicate  hands,  and  small  fairy-like  f.iet  : 
Just  compare  them  to  any  or  all  of  the  Graces, 

But  none  with  my  darling  can  ever  compete  ; 
Though  Venna,  they  say,  was  in  all  things  psrfection. 

It  all  may  be  true  :  yet  I  ne'er  will  believe  • 

That  even  the  Angels,  upon  close  insyieetion.  ^-    • 

Could  be  half  so  sweet  as  my  Emma  Louise. 

My  Emma  Louise. 


Make  IX  len  by  adding  to  it S-I-X. 


The  Yellow-Haired  Laddi*. 


lu  April,  when  primroses  paint  the  swoot  plnin, 
And  summer  approaching  rejokieth  the  swain. 
The  yellow-haired  lad<Ue  woald  oftentimes  go 
To  wild  and  deep  g^ena,  where  the  hawthom- 

treeBgzo^'. 

There,  under  the  shade  of  an  old  saered  thorn. 
With  freedom  ho  sung  his  loves,  evening  and  morn  ; 
Ho  sang  with  so  soft  and  enchanting  a  sound. 
That  Syivaus  and  Fairiea  unseen  danced  aroond. 

The  shepherd  thna  snng :  ' '  though  young  Mary  be  fair. 
Her  beauty  is  dashed  with  a  scornful  proud  air  ; 
But  Susio  was  handsome,  and  sweetly  could  sin^. 
Her  breath  like  the  breezes  perfamed  in  the  spring. 

That  Madie  in  all  the  gay  bloom  of  her  youth. 
Like  the  moon  was  tneonstant,  and  never  spoke  truth  ; 
But  Susie  was  faithful,  gtxxi  humored  and  fi?ee. 
And  as  liiir  as  the  goddess  who  sprung  from  the  sea. 

Tliat  mamma's  fine  daughter,  with  all  her  great  dower. 
Was  awkwardly  airy,  and  frequently  sour—" 
Then,  sighing,  he  wished  would  patents  agree 
The  witty  sweet  Susie  his  mistress  might  be. 


Hy  Love  he  is  a  Zou-Za,  OAly  19  Yean  old. 

My  love  is  a  Zon-Zu,  so  gallant  and  bold  : 
He's  rouj^h,  iuid  he's  handsome,  scjirce  lOycareold. 
To  show  ofi"  in  W.ishington,  he  has  left  his  own  dear. 
And  my  heart  is  a-breaking  because  he's  not  here. 

CaoEus. 
For,  hiii  spirit  was  bravo  :  it  was  fierce  to  tehold 
In  a  young  man  bred  a  Zou-Zu,  only  I'J  years  old 

His  parents  taught  him  to  be  a  Cavalier,     ^ 
But  the  life  of  a  Z<m-Zu  he  much  did  prefer ; 
For,  his  heart's  with  his  Country  iu  right,  or  in  wrong, 
And  in  Richmond  with  Famham  he'll  be  afore  long. 

For,  his  spirit,  Ac. 

My  fond  heart  is  beating  for  him  constantly. 
But  I  ftar  his  affections  may  wa^'er  from  me  ; 
For,  a  sweet-heart  cac  be  found  in  each  State,  I  am  told. 
By  a  young  man,  «  2qu-Zu  only  19  yeant  old. 

;,.■:.■       For,  bis  spirit,  Ae. 

And  now  fnr.niyZon-Zn  T  grieve  and  repine. 
For  fear  that  his  brave  heart  mjiy  never  be  mine  ; 
All  the  wealth  of  Jeff  Davis  in  cotton,  or  gold, 
I  would  yivo  for  my  Zou-Zu  only  19  years  old— 

For,  his  spirit,  Ac. 


Stranger,  Think  me  not  too  Bold. 

stranger,  think  mc  not  too  bold, 
Jud{je  with  candor  of  my  youth  : 

Ere  this  curtain  I  unfold. 
Listen  to  a  simple  truth. 

The  heart  alone  ia  worth  a  thonght. 
Features  bnust  no  real  worth  ; 

Betiuty  may  be  sold  or  bought : 
True  merit  in  the  mind  has  birth. 

Yet  think  not,  stranger,  I  would  Kay 
Mine  are  features  formed  to  please, 

I  hiiNte  to  chase  the  thonght  away. 
By  simply  showing  such  as  thet>e. 


Little  Sally's  Wooden  Ware. 

Come,  '>uy  poor  Sally's  wooden  wb«^ 

Who  all  for  money  barters  : 
My  pins.  n»y  to\%  my  shoe-knots  rare, 

My  IxHlkins,  lace,  and  gnrters  :     •  ^«' 
Pull  cheap  my  \'arions  goods  I  sell. 

Through  >'dl4ige,  street,  and  alley  : 
In  London,  where  I'^i  known  full  well. 

They  call  mc  little  Stdly.  In  Loiidon,  Ac. 

Now  thiw  ffr«m  town  to  town  I  stray,  ^ 

Light-hearted,  free  from  sorrow  ; 
And,  when  I  cat  my  meal  to-d«y,        ■.  ^i  ,.~i 

I  care  not  for  to-morrow —  '-  ■" 

So  ne'er  agjiin  111  London  see,  ■•tj^' 

But  range  each  hill  and  valley  ; 
Come,  si^nd  •  tritie,  sir.  with  bm. 

And  think  on  little  Sally.        CttmB^panA,  Ac 


THE    Sl^rOERS'    jrOURMAI^ 
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riewj,  Flewy. 

Wrlttan  and  Bans,  with  grwrt  wieotui,  by  Wau  C«Mttrlgbt. 

Elephant  walked  a  rope,  '■ 

Flewy,  Flewj',  Flewy,  Flowy:     ^    .^ 
Elephant  walked  ft  rope,  .     '   ,; 

Tlewy  an'  ft  rfohn  ^•- '  '       :-.-'.. 
Elephant  walked  a  rope, 
Twas  all  full  of  grease  and  OOftp  : 
Wasn't  that  a  flna  walk  "  ^i 

Flewy  an'  a  John ?         ■'"•    '■'■  ^'^^'■ 
Choms  :    Oh  !  Flewy,  Flewy,  Flewy,  Plowy, 
An*  Flewy  an'  a  John  ; 
■....;  Oh  !  Flewy,  an' Flewy,     , 
j  r'l  -  .'  Wasn't  that  a  fine  mik 
^:;    :  ,j  ;-   :     Flewy  an' a  John?    ■"•-?;■ 

Bnail  drew  a  rail. 

Flewy,  Flewy,  Flewy,  Ftowy  ; 
Snail  drew  a  rail, 

Flewy  aa'  a  John ;     . 
'  Snail  drew  a  tall,  •}    ^^  • 

He  drew  it  with  hiH  tail :      ■       ■  * 

Wasn't  that  a  fine  draw  . 

•  Flewy  an'  a  Johnf  Chorus. 

Oamel  climbed  a  tree. 

Flewy,  Flewy,  Flewy,  Flewy  ; 
•    Caaoel  climbed  a  tree, 

Flewy  an' a  John ;  .' 
Camnl  climbed  a  tree  .        ;.; 

For  to  catch  the  bumble-bee : 
Wasn't  that  a  fine  climb  . 

Flewj'  an'  a  /ohn  ?  .  Chorus. 

Uhinoccros  danced  a  reel,  "■ 

Flewy,  Flewy,  Flewy,  FIe\»7  : 

Blnaoceros  danced  a  red, 

Fle*7  an' a  John  ;  :      :     - 

lUiinooeros  daoiced  a  reel.  ": 

Then  waltzed  off  on  his  heel : 

Wasn't  that  a  fine  waltz 

Flew7  an  a  John  ?  Chorus. 


Since  the  Soup  House  moved  away. 

DVrltUn  and  luugbT  Kd  HiaaraAii.  in  hit  tketoh  of  tbe 


cm 


rerrtbia  Example." 


C<Hd  winieiP  passed  away. 

And  the  summer  time  ba»come  : 

I'hc  snoozer  and  the  biunmer, 

'They  most  all  take  a  rest.  -•' 

Young  men  ^tU  go  out,  '     • 

And  they'll  sport  themselves  aboot, 
While  I'have  to  seek  my  livijjg,  r   • 

In  the  mighty  far  off  West  I     ^    :    . 
There's  old  BuflWo,     ^  r.  '•' 

The  Bwate  town  of  Chicftgt^   " 
On  the  Er-i^  canal ; 

ShuM  I'll  have  to  go  to  say- 
Chorus:    Oh !  rn  b©  bewailing, 

^  strength  'twill'be  a  tailing : 
Wld  hunger  111  be  aihng, 
Siuceuie  soup  booflo  mored  away. 

Buecess  attindyon,  Binoett,  '     < 

May  your  Herald  never  die  ; 

You  kept  me  from  hard  work  and  toll 

Upon  the  Boulavard.  . .  ':   ; 

To  work  rd  never  stoop, 
^Vhile  1  ate  your  meat  and  soup  t . 
Oh!  to  break  stones  in  a  quany,      .: 

I  think  ifs  awfhl  hard. 
There's  many  an  honefit  man,  '  i 

You've  oft  filled  his  dinner-can  ; 
You  put  sunshine  in  his  family, . .: 

At  mealtimes  every  day.  •   ',    Cbotns. 

I  remetiiber  well  the  staikm-hoass. 
WlxCTB  I  always  slept  ;  -  : 

On  the  daffy  down  featfaezs,  .  '; 

That  were  in  the  iron  bed.  >  ' 

The  wharf  down  at  the  riv«r,        *^ 
Whera  Td  crawl  under  ont'v  the  wali  ^ 
IVeath  longshortimo.  fishennea  ;i-; 

And  eanaSen  gMitle  twa4      ;'v'..Ai-?; 
rm  oaBed  a  BMeeer  '     *■- 

By  svsiy  ooid  tetdMf  s 
Fm  as  bnogty  M  a  mule, 

leooldatoabakofhay.  Chorus. 


When  the  Scop  Eotim  eontea  again. 

Written  and  Bung  bj  Ned  Berrlfen. 

Xnilc  to  ba  bad  of  wm.  A.  Pond  a  Ca,  M7 

Broadny,  M.  T. 


The  summer  time  is  gone,  eold  winter's  ooming  on, 
'Twill  bring  tlniary  dttstitution  unto  poverty's  door  : 
The  rich  will  all  bo  ssng  while  they  their  fires  hug — 
Kind  people,  remember  the  enfEering  of  the  poor : 
Coal  it  is  rising,  and  flour  getting  dear. 
And  yell  want  a  Iwan  new  overcoat  for  Christmas 

or  Isew  Y'eiir . 
So  let  ye's  beer  in  mind,  don't  spind  yoiu:  money  blind. 
Or  ye  surely  will  be  himgry  when  tho  soup  house 

comes  again. 

There's  many  a  noble  man,  with  spirit  bold  and  grand. 
Was  drove  to  desperation  and  accepted  charity  : 
Last  winter  was  so  hard  :    from  alleyway  and  ytad, 
Mr.  Bennett  got  a  blessing  from  many  a  family. 
When  the  snow  be^ns  to  Ml,  your  landlord  hd  will  cfil, 
You  must  have  your  money  ready  when  for  reht 

ho  calls  your  name : 
So  let  ye's  bear  in  mind,  don't  spind  your  pinnieb blind, 
Or  you  surely  will  be  hungry  whcm  the  soup 

houbc  comes  again. 

Now  all  min,  young  and  old,  unto  who  these  words 

I've  told, 
I  wish  ye's  all  enough  to  ate,  I  do  sincerely. 
With  cabbage  and  com  meat,  praties  and  pig's  feet. 
With  plenty  may  you  smother  wherever  you  nay  be  ; 
But  let  ye's  take  ad\ice,  loc*  out  for  wintry  ice  : 
Arrah !  keep  your  children  cosy  and  tinugont  of  the  rain. 
80  let  ye's  ^ar  in  mind,  don't  spind  vonr  pinnies  blind, 
Or  ye  surely  will  be  hungry  when  the  soup  house 

comes  again. 


There's  a  Xetter  in  tbe  Candle. 

Words  by  Jtmea  Clirk.  ■  Mnatc  by  Geo.  T.  £v»o«. 

Tbe  Mnalo  of  thia  aong  ia  pabUabed  by  M.  Orey,  623  and 

62S  Claj  at.  San  Fraociaco.  Oal-.  sod  101  First  •(.■ 

Portland,  O.     Price  SO  oanta. 


■^^■■■ 


There's  a  letter  in  the  candle,    :^ 

And  it  points  direct  to  me ;     •  r  '  ./    . 
How  the  little  spark  is  shining ! 

From  whoever  can  it  be? 
It  gets  brighter  still  and  brighter. 

Like  a  little  sunny  ray. 
And  I  dare  to  guess  the  writer — 
For,  it  drives  suspense  away. 
Chorus :    Brigut  spark  of  hope, 
f  Sued  your  beams  on  me. 

And  send  a  lo^'ing  mesaage 
From  far  &cioBa  the  sea. 

Hope  and  fear  alike  perplex  me :  ;    ^.. 

Oh !  superetitious  dread,  )      .i,   V 

How  many  idle  fancies  ... ' 

You  conjure  in  my  head  ;  :     ,       f 

When  those  we  love  are  absent. 

How  wantonly  you  play — 
Every  shadow  seems  a  subetanco 

And  drives  suspense  away.  Chom& 

How  gladly  I  remember— 

"Tis  two  short  months— no  mOW-i 
Since  a  letter  in  the  oandla 

&toae  out  as  bright  before !      ■ . ' 
Then  the  darling  messenger 

Came  prompt  and  safe  to  me ; 
If  this  is  only  from  the  same. 

How  welcome  it  shall  be !       '  "  .  ■ 


5..  V 


.•:i 


Chornf. 


/    You  ITever  miu  de  La|^er  till  do 
KegBnnsDry. 

Sniic  witb  great  anoeeaa,  by  Chadie  Konollmao. 

Not  very  loBg  ago  I  took  to  mineself  a  liddle  vife, 
Und  I  did  swear  to  lov  her  all  deresd  of  mine  life, 
Und  now  ve  got  a  beer  saloon  but  at  first  it  did  not  pay. 
Until  mine  vife  one  day  did  to  me  dese  goot  vords  say, 

Chobus. 
Trust  not,  Jacob,  nndgit  pait  vor  all  your  drinks. 
Of  you  want  to  do  tome  peesneas  und  make  some  shink. 
Don't  never  let  dem  vellats  vat  git  drinks  paaByou  by, 
Vt  yon  never  miss  de  lager  till  de  keg  runs  dry. 

Vhile  Ticking  out  de  odder  day  down  dot  Boiw«7  street, 
Some  erf*  my  old  firients  den  I  happen  vor  to  meet. 


Ve  vent  into  some  blaoes  vor  us  to  git  eome  drinks, 
Dcrc  I  seen  doo  fhtuts  valk  oud  %-at  don't  pay 

vor  some  drinks. 


ftpoken  :  UbSim  dem  Tcllara  tos  valking  ood 
of  dot  blace,  I  told  my  friects  dese  vords  vat  my 
vife  first  sait  to  Ab.  Churua. 

Und  I  m&do  mo  up  mine  mind  never  moi«  mr  to  trust ; 
Vor  if  I  do  such  poesness,  I  surely  don  vill  bunt, 
Dem  vat^  vat  nune  vife  dold  juc  is  vat  I  now  stick  by  ; 
Now  alv9ya  I  got  dc  money  vcu  dot  keg  mns  iry. 

Trust  not,  Jacob,  Ac. 


SwiBi  out,  Ton're  Over  Tonr  Head. 

At  tbe  Battery  I  landed  one  x^pming  in  May,  boj-s, 
A  stranger  unknown  in  this  laud. 
Tho^some  as  Christopher  Columbus,  the  hero, 
Wh^  no  one  would  tuko  by  the  hand  : 
I've  worked,  I've  stnigglfd,  I've  labortKl 
By  the  sweat  of  my  brow  to  got  bread, 
Now  Fm  tould  by  the  younc  generation 
To  swim  out,  I'm  over  my  Head. 
Chorus :    They  say  shoot  the  hat  upon  Snndnv, 

Take  a  walk  round  tho  block,  go  t»»l)ed. 
■         Part  your  hair  in  tho  middle,  McNalh-, 

Swiiq  iiat,  for  you're  over  yciu  hf  ad. ' 

I  belong  to  an  orjganixation  of  niiy,  boya, 

^\^lo'd  shurly  rehve  you  a  drop, 

I'nlflsa  yon  were  taken  wid  terrible  rrainps 

Whin  you  drink  'till  ouki  death  makes  ynn  atop  . 

But  since  I  have  become  a  niimbcr, 

I'm  always  confined  to  my  bed : 

Now  I'm  tonld  by  the  grand  committee 

To  B^im  out,  Fm  over  my  head.  Choma. 

They  say  I  have  plinty  of  chin  for  to  give  you, 

I  never  mind  warting  my  breath, 

I'm  acquainted  wid  all  of  tho  bould  nndcrtakeiB, 

Who'd  plant  you  whin  I  talk  you  to  death  : 

Bt  heavens,  I  never  will  tumble, 

I'll  drop  to  the  bottom  like  lead  :  ..... 

They  say  take  a  moon  or  a  jumblo,  °"''    ' 

Swim  out,  for  you're  over  your  head.  Chorus. 

—   Hi   fci 


When  the  Silver  Tints  the  Gold. 

Companion  to  " Silver  Threada  Anong  Ibe  Oeld." 

The  Uaalo  of  tbfa  sonK  ta  pnbitabed  bv  Wm.  k.  J>oud  k  Co., 

M7  Broadway.    Prlca  40  cenln. 


"While  the  silver  tints  tbe  gold. 
And  together  we  grow  old, 
I  will  linger  ever  near,  c- . , 

Speaking  words  of  hops  and  cboer : 
lor,  to  me  yon  seem  as  young 
As  when  first  my  praise  you  sung, 
And  1  love  von  just  the  same 
As  tbe  day  I  took  your  name. 

Chorus  :    Whilo  the  silver  tints  the  gold, 

i-.  And  together  we  grow  old, 

■".  ■:  I  will  love  you  just  the  samn 

-U:  As  the  day  I  took  your  name. 

.Yes,  our  locks  may  lose  their  gold. 
And  our  facets  too,  grow  old. 
But  our  hearts  will  be  the  same. 
Naught  can  dim  love's  hdy  ilama.  V." 
We  have  journeyed  on  in  Ufa, 
Side  by  side,  through  storm  and  strife : 
Still  together,  hand  in  hand. 


Seek  we  now  another  land. 

Let  us  down  life's  sunny  slope 
Wander  with  tbe  blissful  b<^ 
That  when  shadows  round  us  creep, 
And  we  lay  Qs  down  tP  sleep, 
Sleep  to  know  no  pain  or  care. 
We  shall  meet  just  over  there. 
By  the  shining  gates  of  gold. 
Where  our  laces  ne'er  grow  old. 


Cboius. 


Choras. 


i 


^Hebna. 


Complete  I  em  a  word  of  fiv«  letieza,  andoaasot 
move  without  assistance  :  behead  me,  aadXaafimrt 
of  the  foot :  again  behead  me,  and  I  am  a  mh  ; 
again  behead  me,  and  I  am  a  particle  of  Spanish 
grasimar. 

Aaswer :    Whxel  ;  bxzl  ;  xkl  ;  sl. 


^j^lililJfiiiiaiSiateabdl^L . 
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T1I£    SI]irO£RS'    JOURNAL.. 


•■^>.j. 


Tom  Rowloek. 


ChaptebL 


Th«  TmI  rays  of  th«  setting  mni  wore  fiIo«ly  fall- 
ing on  a  (JomiBh  village  in  tlie  xi('i^hborh<xx]  of 
St  Michael's  Monnt,  oh  a  rough-looking  conutry- 
man,  of  surly  aspect,  crowed  the  fstilc,  unci  li.>okt'<l 
towarda  a  comfortjiblo  cottage  thnt  stood  near  the 
village  greou— it  wiv«  the  residcuce  of  Gregory 
Freeman,  theschoolmairterof  the  place  ;  but  school 
was  over,  the  impatient  scliolars  bid  been  diHmissod 
for  the  day,  and  the  cottage  sccme^MhoUy  uut<u- 
anted. 

"I  wonder  whether  the  schoolmaster's  at  homo 
or  abroad,"  wiid  thq  soau  on  the  stile  to  himself  ; 
"not  that  it's  him  I  want  to  see,  but  his  pretty 
niece,  Wiuuy -pretty  in  two  ways— a  pretty  face, 
and  a  pretty  little  forutno."  The  light  of  avarice 
shone  in  the  man's  eyes,  and  it  was  plain  to  per- 
ceive tlmt  his  was  a  greedy  nature,  that  was  very 
much  inclined  to  regard  self  interest  as  the  first 
thing  to  be  consulted.  He  knew  he  had  a  rival  in 
the  j>ei-snu  of  Tom  Rowlock,  Winuy's  favored  lover 
— a  sailor,  who  had  now  l)een  at  sea  three  years 
without  having  been  heard  of.  This  gave  Nick 
Howlett— the  i>ersouage  who  opens  our  story  — 
strong  hopes  of  supplanting  the  young  seiimsu. 

Nick  appeared  to  have  made  up  his  miud  as  to 
the  course  he  m^fuit  to  pursue.  He  approached 
the  cottiyo,  muttiTing  as  he  went,  "If  Winny 
won't  have  me,  she  shall  have  no  i)eace  with  any 
one  else  ;  so  I'll  put  a  b«Id  face  on  the  matter,  aiul 
see  how  the  laml  hes."  He  knocked  at  the  cothigo 
door,  and  Wiimy,  the  8ch(K)hnaster's  uiece,  re- 
sponding to  the  snm^ions,  saw  the  mam  who  hud 
come  to  wo<i,  sti\nding  in  the  porclu 

"NicoLis  Howlett !"  she  exclaimetl,  in  a  tone  of 
unplciWiunt  surprise. 

"  Yes,  that's  me,"  he  answert^d  ;  *'  and  if  you've 
no  objection,  I'll  step  inside  and  have  a  word  with 
you." 

"My  uncle  is  not  in,"  said  Winny  ;  "  you  know 
you  are  no  favorite  of  his,  and  he  would  not  like 
my  asking  you  in  ;  anything  yon  have  to  say  you 
cau  mention  hero." 

"  I'll  be  bound,  now,"  leered  3Sick,  ns  ho  loaned 
bizily  against  tlif  i)orch,  "you  cau  guess  what  I'm 
going  to  say  !" 

"Oh.  yes!"  replied  Wiuuy,  with  an  arch  ex- 
prrssiou  in  her  bright  black  eyes:  "and  I'll  l>c 
i>")und  you  cau  guesa  what  kind  of  answer  yuu  11 
get  !" 

"(•'omo.  come,  Winny,"  said  Nick  with  a  hjixv 
critical  sifih  ;  "don't  be  so  disdainful.  Why  can't 
you  listen  to  me ?' 

"  llecausc  you  know  as  well  as  I  that  I've  listened 
to  some  one  l)of<>re  yon,"  she  answerecL 

"  I  know  who  yon  mean,  Winny— Tom  liowlock  ; 
but  noboily  lias  heard  anything  of  him  these  threti 
years,  and  from  what  fi'e  heard,  I  reckon  he's 
dead !" 

"You  ho}^  he  is,"  said  Winny,  with  a  searching 
look. 

"  Why,  not  exactly  that,"  Htammercd  Ni<k ; 
"  hut^bnt " 

"But  vcrj-  miich  like  it,'*  answered  Winny,  fin- 
ishing the  sentence  for  him. 

"  Yon  know  what  sailors  are,  Winny  ;  -  suppose 
he's  got  married  to  wimcbody  else."  And  he  ajv 
proached  her  as  he  spoke,  and  took  her  hand ;  she 
threw  his  hand  from  her,  and  answered  indignantly, 
"  And  if  he  is,  I  can  console  mjTwlf  by  hoping  he 
has  found  a  worthy  pjirtner  ;  tint  he  has  not  for- 
gotten me,"  continued  the  confiding  girl.  "  My 
uuole  tells  me  ho  may  have  written  me  a  dozen 
letters,  and  the  canse  of  my  not  receiving  one,  is 
the  war  we  are  engaged  in,  and  not  Tom's  false- 
ness !" 

Winny  was  right  as  to  the  slender  means  there 
were  at  the  time  of  which  wo  are  writing— 18H— 
of  sailors  on  bonrdji  man-of-war  being  enabled  to 
communicate  with  thmr  friends.  England  was  at 
war  with  France— both  at  sea  and  on  land.  Priva- 
teers, pirates,  and  siispicions  crafts  scoured  the 
SAW,  and  cominimication  with  the  main  land  was 
wtremely  difQcnlt 

"I  ])ity  Tom's  taste,"  sneerod  Nick,  "going 
wandering  nboOt  the  seas,  and  thrusting  himself 
into  danger,  when  he  might  have  stayed  in  safety 
at  home,  the  fool  f 

"  Tom  isn't  a  fool  T  cried  Winny,   spiritedly. 


"If  all  thought  like  yon,  and  kept  as  selfishly  out 
of  danger,  England,  may  lA',  wouldn't  lie  the  land 
of  fn'wloni  it  is  for  her  people,  nor  a  refuge  in  time 
flanger  for  the  onfortunute  aud  opj)ressod.  Good 
day,  sir  !"  and  she  moved  towards  the  door. 

He  canj;ht  her  by  the  wrist. 

"  One  word  moru  with  jou  before  you  go  !"  he 
cxclainietl. 

"No,  not  one!"  suid  Wiuuy,  throwing  ofl  his 
gnisp.  ' '  And  let  me  tell  you,  one*  for  all,  tliat  the 
abMut  sailor  is  dearer  to  mo  all  the  world  overthau 
his  ^vious  rival !  You've  got  yc^r  answer,  once 
for  all!" 

She  quickly  passe<l  iuto  the  cottage,  and  the  door  . 
was  closed  in  Nick's  liure. 

He  lounged  out  of  tlie  iwrch,  with  a  muttered 
oath  on  his  lips,  antl  mis<-hief  iu  his  eve. 

"  Still  fixed  to  the  .same  point,  I  see,''  he  growled 
to  himself.  "  Oh,  for  some  ■vny  to  bend  her  proud 
heart,  till  I  Imd  brought  it  lieneath  my  foet !  Ho 
croBsetl  the  stile  in  the  Kanie  direetion  iu  which  he 
had  first  appeared,  hissing  ont  from  between  his 
clenched  teeth,  "  I'll  still  work  on,  like  the  blind 
mole  in  the  dark,  'till  I've  hit  upon  a  plan  to  saj) 
the  foundation  of  her  happiness  for  over  T' 

Wiuuy  Watching  from  the  window,  saw  him  dc- 
fKirt  with  groat  satisfiiction.  She  was  alone  iu  tlie 
house,  and  felt  more  at  her  eai>e  when  he  had  possed 
out  of  sight.  She  took  up  her  work,  aud  as  she 
thought  uiKin  the  pist  — of  Tom's  absence,  aud  th« 
base  suspicions  that  Niek  had  tried  to  instil  Mithiu 
her  mind  — the  tears  roue  iii  her  t^ycs  in  spite  of  her 
efforts  to  supwesN  them.  Was  Tom  renll}'  false  to 
her,  or  was  he  dead  at  the  I  ottom  of  the  sea,  a 
victim  to  the  chances  of  war,  in  which  no  many  were 
tliily  faUing  ? 

She  was  roused  from  her  reverie  by  thcsonud  of 
nipidly  approaehing  i'ootstcps.  and  l<K)king  from  the 
window  saw  hi  r  iniclo  with  his  cane  ui)rai.sed,  pur- 
sning  a  mischie  vous-lt)oking  nrchiu  in  the  direction 
of  the  cottage. 

"  Oh,  master,  I  won't  do  it  any  more— that  I 
won't!"  snivelled  the  boy,  rubbing  bis  ragged  pina- 
fore with  the  comer  of  his  eyes. 

The  schoolmaster  tot>k  "him  by  the  car,  and 
brought  him  into  the  house. 

" lien's  voung  Hopeful,  Winny,"  said  the  vil- 
lage  jxidagogue,  giving  his  charge  a  slight  tap  witn 
the  cane. 

"I  won't  do  it  avty  more,  I  won't !"  repeated  the 
boy. 

"No,  uneio,  I'm  sure  he  won't !"  pleaded  Wiimy. 
She  well  knew  the  lad's  cfFence  ;  he  had  Ijeen  play- 
ing iniaut  that  aflemoou  ;  a  pnictice  that  Jack,  for 
such  was  the  l)oy's  name,  was  v»rv  apt  to  indulge 
iu.  }\o  was  a  parish  orphan,  and  Aregorj'  Freeman 
had  adopted  him  out  of  pity  ;  taken  him  into  his 
house  to  make  him  his  servant,  and  assistant  to 
Winny  in  the  household  work— run  on  errands, 
weed  the  garden,  and  do  other  little  odd  jobs  about 
the  hou.s«>.  IJut  Jack  was  of  a  roving  nature  ;  the 
pursuit  of  birds'  nests,  nia&ingtlie  woods  in  search 
of  ntits,  blaekW'rries,  or  squirrels,  was  ranch  more 
to  Jack's  taste  than  reading  and  writing. 

"  He  won't  do  it  any  more,  do  you  say,  Wiuuy  ?" 
replied  Grcgorv,  in  answer  to  her  iutcrccssiou. 
"He  does  nothing,  aud  that  suits  him  best,  I 
think." 

"  Woll,  see  what  hard  lessotis  and  sums  yon  give 
me!"  blubbered  Jack.  "How  can  vou  exiiect  a 
boy  like  me  to  find  ont  when  William  tlie  Conqueror 
WHS  married  to  Queen  Anne,  or  if  a  sack  of  'taters 
come  to  ton  sliillings,  how  much  they'll  fetch  at 
three  pound  two]wnce?" 

The  sohoolmaster  and  his  niece  with  difficulty 

fn-eserved  their  gravity,  and  Gregorj  Freeman,  in  as 
larsh  a  voice  as  he  could  assume,  asked  Jack  what 
he  really  would  like  to  leam? 

"I  should  like  to  go  to  sea,"  answered  Jack, 
"  like  Tom  Rowlock  did,  aud  leam  how  to  sUrr  the 
anchor,  poit  your  mainsail  take  a  j«cf  in  your 
rudder,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing  V 

"Ah,  Jack,"  said  Gregory,  "  you'd  soon  find  ont 
your  mistake  then  I  There's  no  back  door  to  mn 
out  at  on  board  ship.  But,  Winny,"  continued  the 
schoolmaster,  "jnst  talk  to  this  boy,  wll  you  ?— for 
if  he  don't  mind  what's  said  to  him,  I  shall  be  com- 
pelled to  send  him  back  to  where  he  came  from— 
the  parish  f* 

Casting  a  wamioR  look  at  Jack,  Gregory  Trended 
his  way  back  towards  the  town. 

"Yon  bear  Ibat?"  said  Wiimy  kindly  to  Jack. 

fSmmmm 


' '  What  a  foolish  boy  you  are,  wishltig  to  bo  a  sailor ! 
Now  I  detest  the  sea." 

"Then  how  is  it  ran  arp  so  fond  of  a  nautical  tar 
And  why  do  jrou  want  to  be  spliced  to  him  t"  ubkcd 
Jack. 

"Don't  be  rude,  Jack  !  Y'on  know  what  a  time 
it  is  since  I  b^rd  from  jK>or  Tom.  For  anj-thing  I 
know,  1  may  never  see  himagiiin." 

"Oh,  yes,  you  will,"  i^id  .^k,  in  a  comforting 
tone  ;  for  he  really  liked  Wimiy.  "  If  you  don't, 
I'll  turn  powder  monkey,  and  sail  the  salt  seas  till 
I  find  him." 

She  bade  him  hold  his  (ouguc,  and  follow  her  into 
the  cottage.  Jack  obeye*l,  gave  hirawlf  a  good 
wnsli,  and  sat  down  by  Wiuny's  side  to  leam  his 
neglected  lessons.  They  were  inJornipted  by  the 
sudden  opening  of  the  door,  and  the  ap{x>arauce  of 
Gn-n'oiy,  breathless  and  excited. 

"  Winny,  Winny,  my  girl !"  he  oxclaiiucd,  jHiut- 
ing  for  breath.  "News!  such  uevssl — news  of 
Tom,  my  giri !— news  of  Tom  !" 

"Of 'TomT  cried  Winny  and  Jack  both,  leaping 
np  from  their  seats  together. 

"Yes,  of  Tom,"  answered  Grcgoiy.  "Imetn 
tmveller  from  Plj-mouth,  who  told  mo  tliat  Tom's 
ship  was  i>aid  off  thf  re  List  uight,  and  Tom  had 
started  for  hero  first  thing  this  morning  ;  ho  we  may 
exi)oct  him  evcrj*  monu^nt. ' 

"Oh,  uncle  !"  cried  Wiuny  tnming  scarlet  with 
sudden  joj-  and  etmfnsioii ;  "  I  never  exin-cted  Tom 
to  come  back  so  sutldculy.  I  fool  as  if  I  should  liko 
to  CTV  and  then  to  laugh.  I  can  scarcely  contain 
mjself." 

"  Try  and  be  calm,  Winny,  or  this  will  be  too 
much  lor  you." 

Even  while  they  wore  speaking.  Mr.  Boilkin,  the 
tailor  of  the  place,  was  ht^ird  <iilliug  for  Mr.  Free- 
man. They  hurried  to  the  door,  and  encountered 
the  knight  of  the  shears,  fresh  from  the  shop-bojird, 
and  in  working  trim,  evidently  as  excited  as  them- 
selves. 

"Tom  Rowlock,  I  hear,  has  just  got  off  the 
conch  at  the  'Hying  Dolphin,'"  be  cried  ;  "and 
mnning  here  fast  enough  to  givehimastitchinlho 
BideT 

Even  CM  he  spoke,  the  cheers  of  the  neighbors  in 
the  distance  told  them  that  Tom  luul  arrived  in  the 
village.  Tom  was  a  favorite  with  all,  jave  Nick 
Howlett,  and  his  re-appeamncecreatetl  as  much  ex- 
citement amrmg  them  as  if  a  ro>al  pcrsonuge  had 
poid  them  a  visit.  Winny  hcarA  Tom  hailing  her 
in  the  distence.  and  the  lovers  were  boon  iu  uk-L 
other's  arms.  • 

"Oh,  grape  shot  and  canister!"  cried  Tom,  iu 
all  the  figurative  Linguage  that  sailors  are  apt  to 
indulge  in  ;  "do  I  really  anchor  alongside  the  dear 
lass  I  love  once  more  ?  And  you,  Ma<>tcr  Freeman, " 
he  added,  grasping  the  schoolmaster's  hand.  "I 
never  thought  to  meet  you  again,  for  Davy  Jones's 
Locker  has  often  stared  me  in  the  face  ;  and  vet, 
vou  see,  without  scuttling  mc,  after  all!  And 
here's  Master  Bodkin  ana  half  the  vilLigo  turned 
out  to  meet  me !  AYhat,  Jack !"  shouted  Tom, 
seizing  the  lad's  band,  and  wringing  it  vigorously. 
"How  ore  yx)a,  my  httle  powder  monkey?" 

"There,  now!"  exclaimed  Jack,  proudly,  to 
Winny;  "didn't  I  say  he'd  come  back?  Oh! 
Tom,  if  you  could  only  have  seen  her  cry  ftbout  you 
on  stormy  nights,  when  the  thunder  used  to  growl 
and  the  Ughtuing  flash,  the  rain  patter  against  the 
windo\»-8,  and< " 

"Silence,  Jack— silence!"  said  Wiuny,  tnming 
scflrlet  with  confusion.     "  I'm  ashamed  of  you ! " 

"  Ashamed  of  him,  my  lass  ?"  cried  Tom.  ' '  Now, 
don't  say  that ;  for  what  can  bring  such  comfort 
and  courage  to  the  poor  sSilor  in  storm  and  Imttle, 
ns  the  knowledge  that  he's  loved  and  prayed  for  at 
home  by  the  faithful  toss  that  he  left  behind  ?" 

Tom  soon  became  the  chief  object  of  interest — 
the  great  lion  of  the  village.  With  Winny  on  his 
ann,  Gregorv  and  the  rest  by  bis  side,  they  made 
a  call  npon  all  old  friands  of  former  dayp.  Tom's 
proposal  was  that  they  should  all  make  for  the 
"  Cornwall  Arms, "  and  finish  up  the  evening  over 
a  can  of  grog. 

"BecareftU,  Tom— pray,  do!"  adviaed  Wimiy, 
seeinc;  Ton's  excited  state. 

"  "ro  be  sun  I  will,  my  lass ;  but  when  a  sailor's 
been  away  three  years  fipom  home  and  friends,  it 
ranst  be  a  poor  heart  that  oevtir  rejoices.  But 
don't  fear.  Winny  ;  you  shall  be  at  the  hehn,  my 
lass  ;  taid  if  you  find  I'm  stearisg  oat  of  the  sea  of 
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pnidf>nce,  just  bring  me  np  witll  a  roaud  tarn,  will 
you?" 

Winny  uromised  him  sbe  would,  and  Tom,  telling 
his  frieu«j3  to  give  three  cheers  foroldsweetUeartK, 
old  friend^  and  old  ram,  bore  off  with  them  for 
the  "Oomwall  Arms." 

There  was  one  evil  heart  in  concealment  oloM  by, 
hiding,  like  A  suake  in  the  grass,  >rsutiug  to  plant 
his  sting  when  an  oppertunity  offered.  Need  we 
wiy  that  this  was  Nick  Howlett?  He  marked  the 
direction  iu  which  Tom  and  his  party  had  gona,  and 
qnickly  made  off  after  them.  What  his  motive  was 
will  prestiutly  be  He«u.  One  of  his  companions  had 
been  prcssoda  few  jeaxti  back,  and,  by  conning  ser- 
vility and  brutidit}',  had  become  the  captain  of  a 
Eress-gang.  This  man  was  called  WiU  Crouch,  and 
e  m^e  a  profitable  living  by  eutruppiug  men  into 
tbe<Kiug's  service.  The  navy  wanted  fresh  hands 
Iwdl.v,  for  we  were  at  that  time  at  war  wHh  France, 
and  the  dread  of  an  invasion  had  almost  reached  a 
panic.  Nick  hud  fallen  in  with  tb«' press-gang 
the  preceeding  night,  and  the  return  of  Tom  Row- 
lock poisessed  Howlett  with  a  thought  worthy  of 
his  maligniiut  nature  :  he  was  resolved  Tom  should 
utjt  long  enjoy  his  liberty.  Making  his  way  along 
the  bench,  he  reached  the  base  of  a  rock,  where  he 
RStve  a  low  whialle  ;  this  was  quickly  resix)nded  to 
rrom  above,  and  brought  Will  Crouch,  the  captain 
of  thd  prc»i-gang,  to  his  side. 

A  plan  was  soon  formed  to  entrap  the  mwuspect- 
lug  Tom,  and  slip  him  off  again  to  sea. 

WiU  reasccnded  the  rock  to  fetch  his  men.  Nick 
Howlett  chuckled  over  the  sweets  of  his  antici- 
piited  revenge. 

"  My  enemies  Khali  now  /ear  as  well  as  hate  me," 
said  Nick,  as  he  paced  the  beach.  "  What !  did  the 
Hcomful  Iiias,  Winuy,  think  I'd  sit  calmly  down, 
and  let  Tom  Rowlock  walk  off  with  the  prize  I 
have  so  lims?  madlv  coveted?  No,  no !  if  Wiuny  is 
not  7ny  wife,  she  shall  never  be  his !" 

Evening  wiis  now  drawing  in,  and  the  press-gang, 
led  by'Nick  Howlett,  were  ready  to  pounce  on  Tom 
the  moment  an  opjwrtunity  oOered. 

II  was  agreetl  Uuit  Nick  should  watch  for  Tom 
when  he  was  on  his  way  back  to  Gregory  Freeman's 
cottage,  where  Nick  had  heard  Tom  was  to  pass 
the  night  Will  and  his  men  wished,  if  possible, 
to  avoid  a  collision  with  the  inhabitants,  who  de- 
tested the  press-gang.  They  therefore  remained  in 
ambush  near  the  "Cornwall  Arms,"  where  Tom 
and  his  friends  were  still  carousing. 

Nick  Howlett  being  on  the  look-out,  saw  old 
Gi'egory  Freeman  come  from  the  inn,  and  seat  him* 
self  on  a  bench  by  the  door.  He  had  a  purse  in  his 
hand,  and  some  bank-notes,  having  persuaded  Tom 
to  trust  him  with  ius  prize-money.  Freeman  knew 
n  sailor's  habits  when  he  came  ashore  after  a  long 
craise,  so  was  determined  Tom  should  husband  his 
rt^sourcos  for  a  time  of  need.  The  old  man's  inten- 
tion was  to  pLice  it  in  the  bank  on  the  following 
morning.  In  Um  meantime  he  would  proceed  to 
his  cottiige,  hwk  up  the  money,  and  then  return  to 
the  "Cornwall  Anns"  for  his  daughter  Winnyand 
her  lover.  Old  Freeman  had  taken  more  liquor 
than  h«  was  usually  accustomed  to,  and  his  hand 
WHS  uono  of  the  Hteadiest  as  ho  p'laced  the  notes 
and  gold  iu  a  smiUl  leathern  bag,  and  made  for 
home. 

Nick  Howlett  ^o  had  no^d  all  this,  wws 
stealthily  following  him.  Arrived  at  home,  Gre- 
gory unlocked  his  door,  and  left  it  ajar  while  he 
Went  into  a  room  at  the  bock  of  the  cottage,  which 
served  for  a  kitchen,  to  strike  a  light  Nick 
watched  his  opportunity,  and  shpped  into  the  pas- 
sage. He  had  set  his  avaricious  heart  on  having 
the  money  at  any  hazard.  He.  felt  along  the  wall 
for  the  parlor  door.  NoiseVpssly  turning  the 
handle,  he  crept  into  the  room,  hid  himuelf  under 
the  table,  and  listened.  In  4  few  moments  he 
heard  the  old  man  ascend  the  atairR,  and  the  noise 
of  his  footsteps  overhead  indicated  the  room  where 
he  had  no  doubt  gone  to  pLice  the  money.  Nick 
looked  upon  his  point  ub  being  nearly  gained,  for 
when  Gregory  had  left  the  house  to  r^um  to  the 
inn  where  be  had  left  Tom  and  his  niece,  he  had  but 
to  help  himself,  without  encountering  the  slightest 
obstacle.  Gregory  did  not  seem  i  n  a  hurry  to  come 
down  stairs,  and  an  nneasy  tfacoght  flashed  across 
Nick's  mind  that  perhaps  the  old  man  had  retired 
to  bed  for  the  night  not  intending  to  revisit  the 
"Comw&ll  Arm&"  If  bo,  he  had  taken  all  thia 
trcnhU  for  nothing,  and  by  the  delay  Tom  would 


slip  through  the  fingers  of  the  press-gang,  after  all. 
lie  began  to  get  uncomfortable,  and  wiLh  liirnnplf 
out  of  the  house.  He  rose  to  his  feet  with  the  in- 
tention of  leaving  the  cottage,  when  the  footstepv 
of  Gregory  descending  the  stairs  caused  him  to  re- 
turn to  his  hidiug-jdace. 

Greeory  passed  along  the  passage,  openai  the 
street  ooor,  and  left  the  house. 

"  Now  for  it !"  cried  Nick,  groping  his  way  from 
the  room,  when  the  old  man's  retreating  foot<>tei>i 
had  told  him  it  was  sale  to  set  about  his  Aillauous 
work. 

He  found  his  way  up-stairs,  felt  for  the  wiudo\i', 
unbHrred  the  shutter^  and  let  the  moonlightstream 
into  the  room. 

Nick  looked  around  him.  Anddfoshionetl  chest 
ofdrawers  stood  in  one  corner  of  the  room  ;  a  bureau 
occupied  the  other.  In  one  of  these  articles  of  fur- 
Biture  the  money  wa^  no  doubt  placed.  >Vhich 
should  he  begin  \nth  ? 

He  determined  on  trying  the  bureau  first.  The 
lock,  not  an  over  Btroug  one,  soon  yielded  to  the 
application  of  Nick's  clasp  knifo.  Filing  within 
the  recesses  of  the  bmreau,  his  hand  enconntere<l  a 
small  desk.  He  took  it  to  the  window.  Nick's 
knife  went  to  work  on  this  also,  and  on  niisiug  the 
lid  a  couple  of  small  canvas  bags,  and  the  iKxtket- 
book  that  he  had  seen  in  Gregory's  hands,  revaded 
themselves  to  view.  It  was  the  work  of  a  moment 
to  transfer  fhem  into  his  pockets,  replace  the  desk, 
close  the  window-shutters  again,  and  prepare  for 
leaving  the  house.  He  descended  the  titau^  and 
made  for  the  street  door  ;  but  here  was  a  difficulty 
iu  his  wa3'.  The  door  was  locketl.  He  put  his 
knife  again  to  work  to  force  back  the  lock,  suc- 
i^eeded,  threw  the  door  open,  and  met  Grcgorj' 
Feeman  face  to  face  ujpon  the  threshold. 

"Nicolas  Howlett!  exclaimed  the  old  man, 
starting  back  with  affright.  "  How  did  you  get 
into  my  house?" 

Then  an  idea  of  the  nature  of  the  man's  visit 
appeared  to  flash  ucross  Gregory's  mind,  for  he 
seized  Nick  by  the  ctdlar,  a.s  ho  charged  him  with 
being  there  for  no  good  purpose. 

"  Let  me  go — let  me  go !"  said  Nick,  as  he  pro- 
ceeded to  shake  off  the  giTisj)  of  the  old  man. 

"  Nay— nay  !  not  till  1  know  what  t<x)k  you  into 
my  hoiise !"  Ah  idea  of  the  truth  seemed  to  JLish 
across  his  mind  as  he  suddenly  exclaimed,  "Howlett, 
you  have  becu  robbing  me !" 

"  Will  you  let  me  go  ?"  was  all  the  answer  Nick 
chose  to  give  as  he  tried  to  wrench  himself  from 
Gregorj''s  grasp  ;  but  the  schoolmiLster,  old  as  ho 
was,  could  not  be  so  easily  shaken  off ;  he  clung 
with  determination  to  the  burly  rufliau,  and  began 
to  shout  hiKtily  for  hdp. 

This  maddened  Nick  ;  if  he  were  arrested  with 
the  money  in  his  possession,  he  well  gtiessed  what 
his  doom  would  be.  Tom,  too,  would  slip  through 
the  hands  of  the  pi-ess-gang  ;  and  the  only  man 
likely  to  cross  the  seas  would  be  himself. 

With  a  cry  of  rage,  he  threw  the  old  man  from 
him,  and  attempted  to  fly  from  the  house,  but 
Gregory  elnng  to  him  from  Itehind  and  stayed  him. 
With  a  c)|ts{)ed  knife  iu  his  gmsp,  Nick  swung 
round  his  hand  with  an  oath— the  wrajton  was 
buried  in  the  old  man's  heart,  and  he  fell  d<ad  at 
his  murderer's  feet. 

Amazed  for  the  moment  at  what  he  had  done, 
Nick  utood  petrified  with  fear.  If  ho  left  the  old 
man's  body  where  it  had  fallen,  discorery  would 
quickly  follow,  the  robbery  of  the  house  become 
known,  and  should  be  be  arrested  on  suspicion,  tho 
money  in  his  poesession  would  seal  his  doom.  He 
determined  to  conceal  the  body,  niisbd  it  in  his 
arms,  and  carried  it  into  the  garden  at  tho  rear  of 
the  premises.  An  arbor,  some  distance  down  the 
grounds,  seemed  to  ofer  a  temixiiary  place  of  con- 
cealment for  his  ghastly  burden.  Casting  the  body 
of  the  poor  schof»lmastcr  within  the  arbor,  Nick 
fled  from  the  cottage,  closing  tho  door  istrcfully 
after  hhn. 

Loud  laughter  and  sounds  of  many  voices  strack 
upon  his  ear.  The  neighbors  were  returning  to 
their  homes.  Tom  and  Winny  were,  no  doub^  of 
the  party.  Nick  turned  in  another  direction  to  seek 
Will  Crouch  and  the  pressing  ;  he  was  resolved 
to  clench  the  treacherous  and  wicked  work  he  had 
sofkttally  began. 

In  spite  of  all  Winny's  watchfulness  and  care. 
Tom  had  got  more  grog  aboard  than  was  good  for 
him. 


"  Steady,  Tom— steady !"  said  Winuy,  seeing  the 
effect  that  the  open  air  was  taking  ou  him. 

"Oh,  I'm  steady  enough,  my  lass,"  hiccupeii 
Tom.  "It's  the  gfouud  that's  heaving  and  i^tcfaiuK 
about  .\fter  all,  there's  nothing  ao  steady  as  the 
deck  of  a  man-of-war  ;  you  can  awing  iu  y«nr  ham- 

muc>k,  and Bat  I  say,  Winoy,  wlier*  am  1  to 

swing  my  hammoiik  to-night  ?" 

"Uncle  said  he'd  get  you  a  bed  at  neighbor 
Woodford's,"  replied  Winny.  "  He's  been  there, 
uo  doubt  and  maybe  is  waiting  for  us  at  home  ;  he 
won't  come  back  to  the  '  Cornwall  Arms  '  now.  de- 
pend upon  it  Let's  hurry  on,  Tom  ;  I  shall  bo 
glad  to  know  when  you're  seitcly  housed  for  the 
night.  Wish  your  friends  good  night,  and  let  us  go. " 

Tom  parted  from  his  friends,  and  with  micertaiu 
footsteps,  supporting  himself  on  Winny's  arm,  iniwlo 
for  Gregory  Freeman's  cottage,  little  dreaming  of 
what  had  happened  thera. 

As  they  neared  the  cottage,  Wimiy  i»ciwivtHi  that 
the  strect-docmus  o^xin.  This  did  not  particnlarly 
suri)rise  herJ^Hk>nutry  folks  are  not  so  careful  in 
this  respect  itWne  dwellers  in  towns  or  cities.  She 
called  within  td  ascertain  if  her  uncle  was  To&Uy 
there,  but  no  <>L(e  answered  her.  She,  tliereforo, 
concluded  the  old  man  had  not  returned  Irora  neigh- 
l)or  Woodford's.  She  felt  rather  surjiristil  at  this, 
as  the  hour  wok  now  growing  late,  and  resolved 
ujxin  seeking  hiia^  He  migl^t  iierhaps,  be  induced, 
she  thought,  to  tsjke  a  glass  or  two  more  liquor,  and 
feiu'etl  the  ill-eft^cts  that  the  old  man  might  feel. 
from  it  tho  ue^it  day,  when  Lis  schoUstic  duties 
would  have  to  cOi)ttmence. 

She  retriuuned  the  lamp,  and  plaeed  it  on  the 
parlor  table.  She  had  left  'Tom  iu  this  nxim,  and 
he  had  fallen  aslejep  iu  the  pedagogue's  easy  cliHir. 
Winuy  determined  not  to  wake  nim  until  she  had 
returned  with  her  uncle.  It  struck  ten  by  the  pariub 
church  08  she  passed  out  of  Uic  porch— a  late  hour 
to  be  astir  in  that  seiiuestered  vitlagt^. 

The  scapegrace  young  Jock  had  been  enjoying 
himself  rarely  during  Tom's  roturiL  ♦  With  a  couple 
of  half-crowns  ttoni  Tom's  libend  hand,  lie  had,  in 
company  with  some  of  his  playmates,  walked  to  tlio 
next  village,  where  a  company  of  strvlling  pLiyers 
had  taken  up  their  quarters.  Jack  had  ofU>u  heard 
of  a  play,  but  ne<?er  witnessed  one.  Some  of  his 
eoBii)tnions  shared  the  same  igd&rancc,  and  were 
in  the  seventh  heaven  of  delight  at  what  they  had 
seen  and  beard.  The  lads  wished  each  other  good- 
night, and  Jack  lirent  into  his  master's  houK.\ 

"Is  that  you,  Winny?"  asked  Tom,  suddenly 
v.idiing  at  the  Ijo^'s  entering  the  room. 

"Oh  !  it's  yon,  is  it.  Jack?"  said  the  sailor. 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Kowiock.  But,  I  say^  haven't  you 
had  a  drop  too  much  to-night  ?" 
V  "  Maylj«  I  ha^  ;  and  Fm  still  aa  dry  as  a  bit  of 
old  oakum!  Joick,  my  lad,  just  run  bock  to  tho 
'  Cornwall  Anns,'  and  fetch  us  a  drop  of  rum,  to 
make  a  can  of  three-water  grog  with.  It  shall  be 
uo  stronger,  I  giire  you  my  davy  T 

"But  what  i  ^ould  master  and  Miss  Winny 
say?"  J  '■ 

"They'll  not  know  anything  about  it.  They're 
out,  and  I'll  pt|t  the  hqucw  under  hatchw  before 
they're  back.  |(j!ome,  ooyf.  sheer  off,  and  I'll  give 
you  a  shiUing  for.  yourself." 

This  was  a  K^iiiptation  too  iwwerful  li»r  Jack  to 
resist,  and  he  d<Jparted  on  his  errand. 

Tom  dropped  :ofl'  again  to  sleep,  unconscious  of 
the  danger  that  bnng  over  him. 

As  Jack  left  the  house  in  one  tlirecf  ion,  Nick, 
leading  on  Will  Crouch  and  the  presH.gang,  ap- 
proached it  bj'  another. 

Arrived  withiu  a  short  distance  of  the  school- 
master's house,  Niok  kad  seen  Winny  Imvc  the 
rottrige  ;  also  Jack.  He  knew,  therefore,  Tom  was 
within,  alone.  Will  Crouch  and  his  men  were 
placed  so  that,  at  Nick's  signal,  they  could  be  on 
the  spot  in  a  few  seconds,  and  necure  Tom  the  mo- 
ment he  placed  his  foot  across  tho  threshold,  but 
how  to  get  Tom  out  cf  the  hotise  wa^  tlie  question. 
It  was  against  the  law  for  a  press-gang  to  enter  a 
house,  Quleas  in  search  of  a  deserter  ;  and.  villain 
as  Nick  was,  be  felt  a  shudder  run  through  his 
veins  as  he  remembered  that  the  body  of  his  mur- 
dered victim  was  close  at  baod  ;  but  this  waa  no 
time  for  hesitalioD.  He  feh  he  roold  not  be  in 
safoty  until  Tata  was  oooe  moi«  at  sea,  and  be  was 
far  from  the  village. 

{Tobe  OwSimi. 
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2-  Though  aomo  may  tleem  mo  port  or  8o, 
Tliey  deal  in  idlo  strife, 
I'or  whore's  the  girl,  I'd  like  to  know, 
Who'd  uot  become  a  wifo. 
-    Indeed,  I  roallv  think  I  shouhl, 
lu  spite  of  all  alarms,  • 

So  >)acheIors,  pray  be  so  good, 
As  to  take  me  to  jour  anna. — Cho. 


3  Ye  bacholors,  my  ways  towards  you 

Should  not  your  thoughts  mislead, 
I've  never  yet  been  called  a  flirt 

Or  coquette,  no  indeed  !  ;  ;.;> 

My  heart  and  hand  I  offer  you^  >     . 

If  you  will  buy  the  lot,  :':;.'-; 

Now.  all  cuddling  I  will  Bi>are, 

If  Hyineu  tics  the  knot. — Cue. 
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I  ve  Been  Eoamiag  o'er  the  Prairiet. 

I've  been  roamius,  roamiu-,'  o'er  the  pnuriea  wild, 
Pluckiog  dowy  blobbouw,  liiippy  us  u  vuU^ 
Citsting  care  aud  nailucmj  vory  iur  uwuy  : 
For,  the  eaxtli  rejoiceb  oa  tbw  plmuiout  ilay. 
I've  beeu  rutimiu^,  roamiug  wlicre  ilie  lilioa  sleep, 
Ou  the  tiuy  likeiet  bparilmg,  cool  aud  awp, 
Where  the  brooklet  amgoth  o'er  the  p«bblu>  white, 
M^iifing  gliidjiome  muiuc  glanciug  iu  the  lij^bt 

(,iicp«ui  Uiu  two  J.uit  liuett. ) 

Tve  been  rtiamiag,  roaming  through  the  will  wofxl  tloep. 
Searching  for  the  flowerets,  wheu  the  pniint^  bleep, 
In  the  tiuy  blo«oms  swaying  to  aud  li-o. 
Whispering  to  each  other  very  soft  aud  low  : 
I've  been  roaming,  roaming  o'er  the  dewy  gross 
Qemmeti  with  fairy  blossoms  waviug  us  I  jim* : 
For,  the  breeze  was  flitting  o'er  the  graK^  y  lea, 
Whisperiug  many  a  story  to  the  flowers  uud  lue. 

(Roixjut  the  two  l.i8t  lines. ) 


Pareweil  to  0  d  England! 

Air:  Farewell  tn  IlieMoautalu! 


.  Farewell  to  old  England, 
_'        The  land  ol  my  birth. 

The  scenes  of  my  childhood. 
My  dear  native  earth ! 

Ne'er  agnin  shall  I  roam 
O'er  thy  moss-covered  dell : 
■ '      Then  farewell  for  ever. 

Farewell,  oh !  tkrewell  1 

The  fViends  that  I  cherished 

Ne'er  again  shall  I  see : 
The  hearts,  once  united. 

Now  severed  mvKt  bo — 

No  more  can  such  love 

My  fond  bosom  swell : 
Then  farewell  for  ever. 

Farewell,  oh  I  fiireweU  ! 

Mother,  I  Pray  to  Thee! 

Id  St«j'*rl>*«<''i  0|>«r»'     L'CTOlUK  DU  NoBO. 

Mother,  I  pray  to  thee  : 

Look  down  from  Heaven,  and  guide  them  still ! 
"Tis  happiuees  to  me 

To  have  fulfilled  thy  dying  wish  !: 
Whilst  poAsitig  to  realmn  above. 

Thou  host  told  ma.  Mother  dear,   . 

To  protect  and  cheriah,  here, 

Thy  Sou.  thy  fondest  love. 

Thy  fondest  love ! 

Ah !  Mother,  1  pray  to  thee, 

Bless  audi>mile  upon  me ! 

Gay  berk,  on  light  "billows  riding, 
When,  'neath  thy  shelter  abiding. 
Let  joyous  echoes  repeat,  trim  the  ntrand. 
My  parting  songs  to  friends  on  land  ! 

An  !  joyous  echoes,  repeiit  still  my  songs ! 
Gay  bark,  on  light  billows  ridiug. 
When,  'neath  thy  shelter  abiding, 
Let  joy  reecho  my  songs, 
Bepoat  my  parting  songs, 
Repeat  my  parting  sougH  ! 
Joyous  echoes,  repeat  still  my  sougs,  my  songs  ! 


Hore'f  the  Bower  she  Lov^d  so  Much. 

Here's  the  bower  she  loved  so  much, 

And  here's  the  tree  she  planted  ; 
Here's  the  harp  she  used  to  touch. 

Oh  !  how  that  touch  enchanted  ! 
Bo«es  now  imheeded  sigh, 

Where's  the  hand  to  wreathe  them  ? 
Sonfliii  aroaud  ne^^lected  lie, 

Where's  the  lip  to  breathe  them? 

Spring  m«v  Uloom.  but  s'he  we  loved  .    ■ 

Ne'er  shall  teel  its  sweetness  ; 
Time,  that  once  so  fleetlv  moved. 

Now  hath  lost  its  fieetness. 
Years  were  days  when  hero  phe  strayed, 

Davw  were  moments  near  her  : 
Heaven  ne'er  formed  a  brighter  maid. 

Nor  pity  wept  a  dearer — 


New  England. 


M  f?  . 


New  England,  I  love  thee,  thou  land  of  the  f^  I 
Our  sires  trom  uppressiou  louud  refuge  iu  thee ; 
Thy  laws  aru  comiuonded  beyoud  the  wide  seas, 
New  Euglaud,  uiy  coouliy,  1  love  thee  lur  thesa. 

New  England,  I  love  thee,  thou  land  of  the  I  mva, 
Our  tatiieni  fought  uubly  thy  Iruedum  to  saTu  ; 
Thy  rights,  otut  sacred,  all  luitiuus  must  please, 
>iew  Eugluud,  my  country,  I  lovu  thee  for  theas. 

New  England,  I  love  thee,  thy  code  of  good  rules, 
'I'iiy  clergy,  thy  churches,  thy  teaeliers  anil  KohooLs, 
Thy  Htdtesmeu  aud  poets,  thy  minstrels  aud  glees. 
New  Eugland,  my  cuiuitiy,  1  love  thee  for  these. 

New  England,  I  love  thee,  thy  rocks  and  thy  rills, 
'J'hy  (lelis  aud  thy  fountains,  thy  vales  and  thy  hills, 
I'hy  rivers  aud  meadows,  thy  moontaias  and  trees. 
New  Euglu:  d,  my  country,  1  love  thee  for  these. 

\ew  England,  I  love  thee,  repose  of  the  blest. 
The  oppressed  of  all  nations  iu  thee  fiud  their  rest ; 
Thy  banners  of  freedom  float  high  iu  the  breeze. 
New  Eugland,  my  country,  I  love  thee  for  these. 


In  the  Morn  'twiil  be  all  Bight. 

Ujr  Ueu  Djilge.  wlili  Snufaid  *  Miust.a:*. 


'Twas  the  Sabbath. 


'Twos  the  Sabbath  mom.     On  his  way  to  church, 

A  rich  man  rode  iu  his  glittering  coach  : 

On  the  silkeu  cushions  sat,  at  his  side, 

Uis  wife,  'mid  the  trappiugs  of  wealth  and  pride. 

The  ground  was  frozen— the  day  was  cold — 

Oh  !  piercingly  so— and  a  woman,  old  .  >f  •  . 

Aud  feeble,  sat  by  the  damp  bare  wall. 

Shivering  beside  her  poor  apple  stalL  <  /  ;'. 

There  slept  in  her  arms  a  babe— not  her  own  I:"-'    ■:,■ 
'Twas  the  orphan  child  of  her  only  son. 
Who  had  died,  like  the  Hebrew  of  olden  time, 
"  Making  bricks,"  'neath  the  sun,  in  a  foreign  clim& 

A  poor  man,  passing,  had  stopped  by  the  stand 
To  buy  of  the  widow— in  her  thin  cold  hand 
Put  his  hiud  earned  penny — then  went  his  way. 
With  the  lowly  to  worship — that  Sabbath  day. 

From  his  plittering  coach,  the  Pharisee  saw 
The  poor  I'olks  tniusgressing  the  Simday  law,      ' 
He  groaned  :  oh  !  for  saints,  'twas  a  model  groan — 
So  orthodox,  proud  and  frigid  its  tone. 

"  This  nuisance,  he  cries,  must  from  henceforth  ceaae, 
And  the  Sabbatli  shall  be  a  day  of  ease,  —^.■^s^, 

Aud  of  BtUlness  profound.     No  vulgar  noise  ■'.  ' 

Of  poor  fruit  women  or  hungry  newsboys  .*.' 

Shall  disturb  the  repose  of  the  favored  few,  "   ., .,; 

Who,  on  damask  couch  or  in  cushioned  jiew,  ,.  ;- 

Enjoy  soft  slumber,  and  dream  away  '  ■    ' 

The  long,  lazy  hours  of  the  Sabbath  day."  ;  •  ,, 


When  you're  feeling  nd  and  lonely, 

*  And  with  trouble  you're  bowed  down: 

Wheu  the  rude  world  looks  upon  you 

With  a  cold  and  augry  trowu  : 
When  your  whole  hie  boems  o'eruhadowed 

Wit^  dark,  threatening  clouds  of  night. 
Wait  with  patience  tot  the  daybreak — 

"  In  the  morn  'twill  be  all  right. " 

If  from  loved  ones  you  are  parted, 

Botiming  from  them  far  away, 
Wamderiug  lonely,  wearj-heorted, 

Farther  every  busy  day  : 
No  sweet  message  ttom  the  dear  ones 

Cou)eH  to  cheer  you  with  dehght  : 
Do  not  then  become  despondent — 

"In  the  morn  'twill  be  all  right" 

Don't  give  up  to  idle  murm 'rings. 

Grieving  sadly  o'er  your  fate. 
But  be  choert'ul,  gay  and  happy. 

For  a  brighter  future  wait  ; 
Soon  the  dawning  of  the  morning 

Will  drive  away  the  long,  dark  night — 
So  do  not  think  your  lot's  a  hard  one — 

"  In  the  mom  'twill  be  all  right" 


Oh !  Strike  the  Chords  Lightly ! 

By  Harry  But  too. 


Little  Jenny  Dow. 

Little  Jenny  Dow  lives  bej'ond  the  mill. 

Her  merry  voice  is  heard  all  'round, 
Iltr  liapi>y  hmiU«  i  re  seen  ou  the  green-clad  hill, 

Where'er  the  budding  flowers  are  fouud  : 
She  greets  the  blushing  mom  like  a  dew-drop  bright 

And  carols  through  the  livelong  diiy  : 
She  gladdens  up  my  heart  hke  a  beam  of  hght. 

And  drives  my  bitter  care  away. 
Chobus. 

ill  rrily,  merrily  her  winning  little  voice  is  ringing, 
Aud  the  w  oodlaud-birdaare  singing  to  little  Jenny  I)ow. 

JIany  are  the  hearts  that  have  sighed  for  her. 

And  many  that  have  siphed  iu  pain  : 
Many,  that  I  know,  would  have  died  for  her, 

Aud,  alius  !  they  would  have  died  in  vain —     ., 
Little  Jenny  Dow  never  donds  her  brow 

In  sorrow  o'er  a  love-lorn  swain  ; 
With  spirits  full  of  glee,  none  so  gay  as  she, 

As  she  rambles  o'er  the  hill  and  plaiu.       Chorus. 

By  the  G:ti<fhin£r  streamlets  her  fond  footsteps  glide, 

Leavinc;  little  prints  in  the  sand  : 
Yonll  meet  hor  m  tlie  dale  or  the  woodland  wide, 

Giving  life  and  joy  to  the  land  : 
Ever  may  she  roam  with  the  same  light  heart. 

Ever  may  she  sing  with  glee. 
While  the  Summer-days  cau  their  beams  inipart 

And  Summer-birds  their  melody  !  Chorus. 


Oh !  strike  the  chords  lightly,  my  bonnie  Marie ! 

And  raise  your  voice  sweetly,  my  love  ; 
It  wiU  carry  me  back  in  memory  sweet 

To  when  we  first  met  in  the  grove ! 
You  raised  your  sweet  voice,  the  woods  echoed  the  song, 

Tlic  birds  caught  the  strain  in  each  tree — 
Entniuced  there  I  stood,  and  I  fancied,  'tis  true, 

That  Cupid  was  whispering  to  me. 

Oh  !  strike  the  chords  hghtiy,  Jcc. 

Oh  !  strike  the  chords  lightly,  my  bonnie  Marie ! 

And  sing  the  old  song  that  I  love. 
That  wakened  a  chord  in  this  cold  heart  of  mine 

As  I  gazed  on  the  st\r-dome  above  ; 
"Come  rest  in  this  bosom."  the  words  that  you  sang. 

Drew  me  nearer  your  sylvan  retreat :  ■ 

Till  led  on  by  Cupid,  before  you  I  stood,  ' 

Then  threw  myself  down  at  your  feet 

Oh  !  strike  the  chords  lightly,  &o. 


There's  Millions  in  it. 

By  Artbar  W.  French. 


The  other  day,  upon  the  street 

I  met  a  curbstone  broker. 
Who  handed  me  his  card  so  neat — 

Upon  it  "William  Croaker." 
He  soon  explained  a  little  scheme — 

A  thousand  would  begm  it — 
And  said  that  it  would  prove  a  "cream,* 
Because,  "there's  millions  in  it" 
Chorus  :    Don't  grab  or  bite  upon  first  sight ; 
Just  stop  aud  thiuk  a  minute  : 
There's  many  a  "  fresh  "  got  in  a  mesh. 
Because  "there's  miUions  in  it" 

My  friend  Fitz  Jones  onoe  bought  some  land. 

Somewhere  around  Hoboken — 
"  A  speculation  safe  and  grand  r*    "         'I 

This  what  was  often  spoken.  .j;- 

The  laud  was  high— in  fact  so  high  1 

You  couldn't  climb  or  shin  it — 
But  some  Lind-sharp  had  made  him  buy. 

Because  "there's  millions  in  it" 

Don't  grab  or  bite,  &c 

How  many  men,  from  day  to  day, 

We  see  who  wear  long  faces. 
Who  foolishly  have  thrown  away     .  " 

Their  many  hard-eamed  "cases." 
Stocks,  bonds,  and  lots  they  eager  bought 

On  the  imptdse  of  the  minute. 
And  all  because  they  merely  thorght  I 

That  "  there  was  millions  in  it." 

Don't  grab  or  bite,  Ac 

Why  is  a  dog  biting  his  tail  like  on  economist? 
BecauJae  he  makes  both  ends  moot 


THE    SIIVOERS'    JOrRiVAL.. 


99 


I 


Mnirneen  na  Oronegh  Baaneh. 

Down  by  the  river  fiiJe,  there  dwells  a  comely  bride. 

No  beauty  ciiu  excel  this  damnel ; 

The  beams  that  spring  from  her  eyes  wonld 

dazzle  yonr  sight. 
Like  Phebus  om  a  Summer's  morning  ; 
Her  BDowy-milk  white  breat>t  iirising  from  her  chest, 
Her  ruby  lips  they  are  moHt  charming  : 
The  bLick  bird  and  the  thrush  King  concert  on  each  bush 
As  she  roves  through  the  groves  and  the  gardens. 

I  think  the  day  so  long  that  I  cannot  march  on 

And  pay  a  visit  to  my  darling, 

To  take  her  by  the  hand  and  have  her  at  command 

And  join  her  by  the  holy  orders  : 

She  is  fairer  than  the  swan,  she  is  milder  than  the  lamb, 

She  is  beautiful,  discreet  and  charming  ; 

If  she  went  to  Rotterdom  I  would  follow  her  by  land — 

She  is  my  Muimeen  na  Grouegh  Baaneh. 

Woe  to  yon,  Martin  Rowe,  I  never  thaught  you  so 

Stubborn  and  ill-natured,  »>    ■ 

That  would  not  join  with  me  in  sweet  unity. 

As  I  was  your  lovelj'  creature — 

Young  men,  I  find,  nre  different  in  their  mind 

And  ofleutimes  prove  deceitful  : 

All  for  the  sake  of  you  which  left  me  in  despair. 

No  other  man  shall  ever  tease  me. 

It's  in  the  morning  fair  this  virgin  does  appear 
Like  Phebus  when  she  first  gave  waruiug, 
Thousands  of  yotmg  swains  Khe  has  left  in  pain 
No  Doctor  can  recall  them. 

Her  eyes  (la  black  as  sloes,  her  cheeks  are  like  the  rose. 
She  is  altogether  both  divine  and  chiirmiug  ; 
Through  the  nation  round  her  praises  1  will  sound  : 
She  is  my  Muimeen  na  Grouegh  Baaneh. 

In  Balla  na  Hench  she  lives,  this  maid  of  high  degree. 
The  sun  seems  dark  Around  her,  i 

If  I  got  my  right,  I  wonld  have  her  as  my  bride 
To  comfort  me  both  night  and  morning  ; 
The  honey  drops  like  dew  on  the  mountain  •> 

as  she  goes  through. 
All  in  the  month  of  June  and  August : 
No  persiiasions  now  shall  part  me  from  yon. 
My  Muimeen  na  Grouet;h  Baaneh. 


Korine  Manreen. 

By  Bill  J  Devere. 


;      Minnie  May. 

"Neath  the  shady  woodland  tree  -     :  ^ 

Where  its  branches  sway, 
There  I  loved,  beneath  its  boughs, 
Minnie,  Minnie  AL\v. 
Chorus :    My  sweet,  pretty  Minnie  May, 
My  own  Minnie  May  : 
I  loved 'neath  the  woodland  tree, 
Minnie,  Minnie  May. 

Flowing  curls  of  snnny  hue  \, ; 

O'er  her  brow  did  play  ; 
Light  blue  eyes,  with  winning  smile. 

Had  sweet  Minnie  May—  ChoitM. 

Now  she  still  in  death  doth  sleep, 

"Neath  the  cold,  cold  clay. 
Leaving  roe  alone  to  weep 

For  sweet  Minnie  May —         „  Chorus. 

When  in  death  I  shall  repose. 

Prom  this  world  away  : 
Then  111  meet  my  own  loved  one. 

My  sweet  Minnie  May—  ChoniSi 

M  ■■■  m 
Kitty  Tender,  Gay,  and  Blooming. 

Kitty  tender,  gay  and  blooming, 

Lover !  wonldst  thou  hope  to  gain? 
Warmly  court,  grow  more  presuming ; 

Maids  despise  the  bashftil  swain.  ,i.      : 

When  she's  coldest,  press  her  boldest.  ' 

Fondly  seize  her,  clan>  her,  squeeae  her,  .  - 
Kiss  her  lips,  her  neck,  her  breast. 
And  you'll  soon,  j-ouTl  soon  be  btost 

But  if  afJ^r  everv  trial, 

Everr  proof  of  tender  art. 
She,  with  coldness  and  denial. 

Still  nrove^  cot.  and  mocks  twit  miM*— 
Cease  dull  whininsr.  moninq.  pining. 
Vex  her,  erieve  her.  sliebt  b*T.  Iwre  her. 
Stamp,  frnwu,  swesr  nnd  bid  sdlen,  ., . 
Oease  to  oonrt— and  ahell  aonrt  yoai    '  '       ',  ■ 


Norine  Maureen,,  I  am  out  in  the  gloaming, 

Down  where  the  uightrngule's  suigiug  its  lay, 
Under  the  willtwa  I'm  waitmg  thy  coming, 

Amid  the  gray  twilight  just  closing  the  day. 
The  Kun  kissed  the  Occident  long  ere  we  parted. 

And  tiauk  into  rest  'ueath  the  amethyst  beii. 
You  remember  the  promise  you  made  wlien  we  parted, 

Nurme  Maureen,  I  am  waiting  lur  thee. 

*  ■■'.  .':'■■  ■-:'-,■■  .ri-     Chobub."V^:"v;"V  .■■■■" ;  '■;..  v-' 
Norine  Manreeti,  the  bright  sun  in  its  splendor 

Shall  tiiil  to  e&oe  heaven's  tear-drops,  the  dew. 
And  the  mother  shall  oease  her  first  born  to  remember, 

Ere  I,  darling  Norine,  prove  faithless  to  you. 

Don't  forget,  darling,  the  promise  you  made  me 

Down  in  the  orchard,  last  evening  so  late. 
While  over  our  hosids  panzied  pippius  were  hanging, 
'    And  the  katydids  chimpiiig  down  by  the  giite  : 
You  jiromised  to  meet  me  to-uight  in  the  gloiiming, 

Way  down  where  the  daisies  Ix^paugle  the  ka  ; 
Norine,  ray  darling.  Oh  !  hasten  thy  coming  — 
Here  in  the  twihght,  I'm  waiting  for  thee, 

Norine  Maureen,  &c. 


.     No  Home. 

Br  Chsrlef  Rntiell. 


Out  in  the  cold,  dreaiy  streets,  >  ^  • 

Alone  I  am  wandering  to-night : 
.  I've  no  home  to  shelter  me  now. 

For  the  dear  ones  have  gone  from  my  sight : 
There's  no  one  to  kiss  me  good-bye. 
Nor  greet  me  whenever  I  come — 
Alone  in  this  cold,  dreary  world, 

I  am  left  with  no  friends  and  no  home. 
Chorus  :     There's  no  one  to  kiss  me  good-bye. 
Nor  greet  me  whenever  I  come 
-■  .     Alone  in  this  cold,  drearji  worl'i.        • 
I  am  lett  without  friends  and  n  ;  :uiiie. 

The  bitter  winds  moamfully  sigh 

Through  the  bare,  leafless  boughs  o'er  my  head. 
And  the  beautiful  flowers  I  loved 

Are  UTinilx'red  with  those  that  are  dead  ;    ,  .  .  :  \ 
My  heart  knows  no  happiness  now, 

For  never,  where'er  1  may  roam,  ,  •  V 

Will  I  hear  those  sweet  voices  again. 

And  their  glad  songs  of  greeting  at  homo. 

There's  no  one  to  kiss  me,  &c. 


Full  Bags,  a  Freih  Bottie. 

Full  bags,  a  fresh  bottle,  and  a  beautiful  face, 

Are  the  tliree  greatest  blesKings  poor  mortals  embrace  : 

But,  alas  !  we  grow  muckworms,  if  hags  do  but  till, 

And  a  bonny  gay  dame  often  ends  in  a  pill : 

Then  heigh  for  brisk  claret  whose  pleasures  ne'er  waste ; 

By  a  bumper  we're  rich,  and  by  two  we  are  chaste. 


Here's  a  Health  to  Thee,  Tom  Moore! 

My  boat  is  on  the  shore. 

And  my  bark  is  on  the  sea  ; 
But  before  I  co,  Tom  Moore, 

Here's  a  double  health  to  thee ! 

Her'^'s  a  sich  for  ihrmp  that  love. 

And  a  smile  for  those  who  hate :  - 

And,  whnt/^ver  skv's  nbovo.  ''     . 

Here's  a  heart  for  every  fate— - 

Th"nch  fh"  o*v>ni  r^rs  sronnd  me, 
Yet,  it  still  shall  bear  me  on  : 

Thourrh  a  desert  should  surround  me, 
It  hath  springs  that  may  be  ^on. 

Wer't  the  las*  drop  In  the  well,       v 

As  T  enKT)  Tipon  <h»  brfnV, 
Ere  mv  rinkin''  snWts  fell. 

Tls  to  thee  that  I  wonld  drinV ! 

In  t^is  ■^fif'>r  as  this  ^■^*i, 

Tb»  Vbfitions  T  woiild  tvotit. 
ghonVI  b« — noaoe  to  the  snd  ♦hine.  ;...•. 

And  a  health  to  thee,  Tom  Moore  1  '*^•V 


^ery  Man  a  Square  DeaL 

By  Artbor  W.  FiMOh. 


Give 


This  life  is  a*^me  we  are  playing. 

For  happujuwH,  weidth  and  tor  tiune  ; 
"Faint  huiirt  liever  wins,"  is  the  saying- 
Then  let  uji  |,'o  in  for  the  game. 
Yet  ever  be  tjrUe  to  each  t)tber, 

No  tricks  lr<>m  another  to  steal  ; 
Be  it  enemy,!  Aiend  or  a  brother, 
"  Give  ev^ry  man  a  square  deal." 
Chorus  i  ■  Then  let  us  be  true  to  e«eh  other. 
No  liiurels  to  b<WT0w  or  steal ; 
And  help  while  we  can  one  another 
By  giving  each  one  a  aqoan  daaL 

Yon  cannot  km.  wealthy  by  cheating. 

Nor  happiii^  gain  through  a  sin  : 
These  words  tjiey  will  bear  a  repeating; — 

Then  keep  them  your  conscience  within. 
Ba  honest  in!  every  endeavor — 

"Do  right,'!  and  uo  one  will  "squeal ;" 
And  rememW  this  motto  forever — 

"  Give  evfllrj'  man  a  square  deal." 

I  'I'hon  let  xu  be  true,  Jbo. 


Lovely 

At  yfii 
Pra\-8  vf  1 

dne'ii 
Did  yo4 

He  n6t 
Prince  <>f 

Scare! 


VTn 


t 


Lovely  Nymph. 
CO'Haka.) 


ph,  aAsuage  my  angnish, 
feet  a  tender  swain 
will  not  let  him  languish, 
d  look  wonld  ease  his  pain, 
(now  the  lad  who  conrts  y 
long  needs  sue  in  vain  ; 
song,  of  cports  of  dance— yoa 
will  meet  his  hke  again. 


I  ^he  Limerick  Pair. 

DfldicatecllU.v  Thnit.M  111(1  He-nat  to  ibtir  frtaodi 
JAiiiiie  aiMi  Audy   Huiftiea. 


(Bnak.) 


We  are  a  hjij)  ->y  Irish  pair,  ;' 

Fr(>m  the  (juld  green  s<h1  we  kem  ;     ■: 
In  Limbrick  Iwo  were  bre<l  and  bom. 

And  Hn^li()8  it  is  our  name.  ' [''' 

For  singinij'tt^d  for  dancing  -''  ' 

Our  likf«ir(iHld  not  be  found  ; 
We  can  bnt^   him  nil,  both  big  and  smaU, 

This  gnvt^  L)ig  counthry  round. 
j  Chobvs. 

Oh !  watch  11 1*)  movement  of  our  feet. 
In  executii*  we're  so  neut,         (Brmk.) 
We'll  thry  tp  plase  yees  one  and  all — 

The  con>1wobbl«'e  we  can  cure — 
Kiipe  your  fy««  upon  us  now, 

And  watojli'  as  welt  the  flure.  (J)aM».) 

We  are  goiijr;  to  settle  down  for  life 
On  C<>lnuiVia'8  f-lnrions  shore, 

Tlint  land  4f  pace  and  hnppiness 
That  thnlnj  Irish  hearts  adore 

But  we  muit'lave  yees  now,  kind  friends. 
We've  trik-fl  \c<*  to  amuse — 

So  don't  li>(fti-t  tho  Limbrick  pair- 
Annie  ami  Andy  Hnphes. 

Ottkrua  avd  dance,  os  at  end  of  first  vtrte. 


"Vaito  is  Every  Fond  Endeayor. 

('very  fond  endeavor  ■■':'■'  - ' 
ist  the  tender  dart : 
pies  move  us  never, 
st  feel  to  know  the  smart. 

When  tie  shepherd  swears  he's  dying. 
And  '>nr  bdutiea  sets  to  view, 

VaTiitn  J^er  aid  supplying, 

Bidfi  ns  think  'tis  all  our  dn*.   ■::  ^    - 

go'^'r  jfli-^i  ih"  TPT^'l  breezes 
Ts  thf\  mild  deceitful  strain  : 

rrowrnrte  truth  onr  sex  displeiieee, 
FlatltflrT  n<=Ter  sues  in  vain. 

JJrinn    tiy>  conn    tbe  Vionnv  l<TreT 

T>(vH«  (""'•  foTi(^oT"cf  hnnea  deceiTS  t      ■■ 

Jffln  irw!  fnyrrt^  to  be  n  TOTCT, 
Foolish  womim  to  believe. 


4" 


lOO 


TlfJ^     i$J.\<iiE:R8'    JOLJBxlfAL.. 


1 


Since  Terr;  First  Joioed  the  Gang. 

C.ipyrlRlit    1675   l.j  E   U   Haiaiii«. 

Wiirrtg  liy   \Vf;i    ScuuI'U  IhiMC  by   u  m.  Cronln. 

Tl'»  Mil  Hie  of  ti:>iiii4  lix  cu  hr  oLtaluedct  K   U<  H»rUiD|;. 

No  2'J9  liowt-o     oiiogile  Prince  Sif»«t    Ni-w-7ork— 

£  ei;«iit  fn.'l  Mukic  S.ze  Sl^tet  lor  10  ceuu. 


My  niimp  it  is  Mike  Slattery,  ■  ■ ,  .,      , , 

Ami  from  Ixuluud  1  came: 
Auil  I'vo  11  Kdu  wlio's  a  big  blackgxiarJ, 

And  Termuco  is  bin  uume. 
lie  weiim  a  f^oiil  watch  iiml  chiiiti. 

And  hf  citib  it  11  ••Bujitr,"  iiiid  ii  '•slang  :" 
Oh  !  my  heiirt  is  Liokt',  God  kuuws  it  is, 

yiuoc  Torry  first  joined  the  "giiiig." 

CHonrs. 
He'll  coTiie  rolUu>{  home  iu  the  mnrninf». 

And  he'll  nivo  tlic  door  the  devil's  owu  bang  ; 
Ob  I  my  hi'art  is  broke,  God  kuows  it  is, 

Since  Terry  tirst  joiuetl  the  "giiuy." 

AVh<"ii  hf>  inirto  hoiue  last  Thnrsdny  night. 

Sure.  I  tiilk-jd  to  him  very  nice  : 
\Vii«n  he  siiid,  "  old  man,  yon're  fjettinR  too  frebh, 

And  We'll  soon  have  to  put  y<m  on  the  ice  !" 
lie  toil  thf>  old  vomnn  for  to  take  u  drop, 

And  to  -hut  np  jfi'iug  him  her  slung  ; 
Oh  !  h-r  licart  is  liroke,  God  knows  it  in. 

Since  TeiTy  fii?it  joined  the  "  Miing.". 

He'll  come  K>lling  home,  Ac. 

Snro,  he  stnnd«?  npon  the  comer 

From  mominf::  until  night, 
An>\  if  the  Policenian  Kayo,  "  move  on," 

He'll  spit  at  him  with  spite  : 
He  went  to  the  market  only  yesterday, 

And  Ihcro  he  stole  a  "wipe"  and  a  "slang  ;" 
Now  he's  got  three  months  in  the  Penitentiary, 

Along  with  th*  ireHt  of  the  "gang  !" 

He'U  come  lolhusj  home.  <ltc. 


:  Taking  a  Smile. 

A  Teiuperjiice  Svtm—Hj  Luniii  Kateu. 


You  Never  miss  de  Lager  till  de 
Keg  Kuns  Dry. 

Written  and  »nii(;  with  Br»»t  nppUuBB  bv  Oni  W1IU>B>8 
tlie  Auericaii  Star  Cuuiique. 


I  v(  -nee  dill  keep  a  beer  znloon,  nnd  it  vo«  near  a  bchool, 
T'lid,  oh!  de  vay  Idrnstedden,  bhoweddot  I  voBttfool, 
I'nd  often  I  remembex  veu  init  oiirdH  I  nsetl  to  blay, 
Vy  Irieuds  wotUd  round  de  tablo  sit,  und  dis  vos 

vot  dey'd  Bay  : 
C'HORCa. 
I)ru6t  not,  Jacob,  or  you  never  vill  g«t  paid, 
.Make  dein  setldle  for  de  beerven  id's  before  dem  laid, 
Don't  you  let  dem  say,  "  all  rite,"  nnd  gwickly 

jvisR  yon  by, 
Fi  T  you  never  miss  de  lager  till  de  keg  runs  dry. 

Dert's  dwo  or  dhree  young  fellftrs.  vot  come 

in  my  zaloon 
Mosd  ev'ry  nide,  nnd  dey  get  tight,  und  sletp 

dero  undil  noon  ; 
Dey  owe  for  ev'ry  ding  dey've  got  for  de  liisd 

dwo,  (kee  year, 
I3ut  next  time  dot  dey  do  come  in,  I'll  vLsper  iu  dere  ear  : 

Chortjb. 
I  vou't  trust  you,  for  I  never  vill  get  paid. 
You  muKt  seddle  for  de  beer  vhen  id's  b«'fore  you  laid. 
1  von't  let  you  SHy  "all  rite,"  or  else  you'll  jmikh  me  by, 
Und  I  ijtver  niias  de  lager  till  de  keg  rims  dry. 

A  feller  came  in  dere  von  daj*,  und  ordered  drinks 

for  eif;ht, 
T  usged  him  for  to  pay  roe  firsd,  for  fenr  Fd  be  too  late  ; 
Hi-  said  he  vo.s  iubulded.  und  hit  me  in  de  snoot, 
I'ud  as  I  Liid  upon  de  floor,'  on  me  he  used  his  boot. 

Spoken  :  He  kicked  me  all  aroundt  de  room,  un' 
\-.ii  I  vould  get  nb,  he  vpuld  knock  nii^  down  again  : 
liij  actually  swept  de  floor  niit  me.  Vh  !  dere  vos  lots 
i.i  lim  i«  r  him.  De  Lisd  kick  he  gavii  sent  my  head 
rite  dr'>u;;h  a  splddoou  ;  den  heasgtd  me  if  I  vanted 
any  more.  I  lUld  him  I  vos  no  hog,  uml  dot  I  got 
i-iiouuh.  I  vofc  dakeu  to  de  hospidi  1.  imd  dc  docdor 
a«;c;ed  me:  'Vot  vos  de  fite  aboud'?"  I  dold  him 
from  dmsding  mv  friends,  dot  ven  I  pot  in  a  fite,  my 
frien.l^  Tould  hold  mv  hands,  vile  some  von  else 
vould  kick  my  hend  off,  nnd  dot  de  reason  I  vog  laid 
nb  now  vos  trom  daking  a  frieud's  ndviee  of — 

Drnst  not,  Jacob,  Ac. 


As  I  walked  out  one  moonlight  night, 

I  met  u  clever  fellow  ; 
He  asked  mo  just  "  to  take  a  smile  : " 
We  smiled,  and  we  got  "  mellow." 
Chorus  :    Beware,  young  men,  pray  don't  indolge 
In  smilrK  tliat  end  in  sorrow  : 
If  they  don't  bring  you  woe  to-daj, 
They  likely  will  to-morrow. 

On  going  home,  I  met  a  lass. 

She  proved  my  fair  intended  .  ..     .' 

I  gluncetl  at  her,  and  tried  to  pass, 

I  saw  she  was  ott'euded.  ChorUK. 

Oh  !  I  was  caught  in  a  sad  plight, 
Mj'  "smile'   wius  turned  to  sorrow  ; 

I  knew  that  I  had  not  done  right — 
It  proved  so  on  the  morrow.  Chonw. 

Next  mom.  a  dohful  note  she  sent, 

lieciiuse  I  f,'ot  so  juliy  ; 
She  told  me  that  the  time  I  spent 

■Whs  si>ent  in  mirth  and  folly.  Chortts. 

I  went  to  see  her  that  Nime  night, 

She  met  me  nvther  colilly  ; 
I  thought  'twas  best,  I'd  been  so  tight. 

To  sum  uj)  matters  boldly.  Chorus. 

S<}  I  confes.sed  at  once  my  sin. 

And  vow  fd  to  make  atonement ; 
I  pledged  to  drink  no  rum  or  gin, 

.■\ji(l  have  not  from  that  moment.         Chorns. 

•Shf  pled;.;od  to  I>e  my  lovinp;  wife, 

'J'hat  we  mi^ht  sraile  together  ; 
And  now  we  lead  a  smiling  life, 

With  car»^  light  tvb  a  feather.  Chorus. 

Now  if  you'd  lead  a  happy  life. 

You  would  no  more  g*.  t  mellow. 
But  to  your  fond  and  loving  wife 

Act  like  a  clever  fellow. 


Chorus, 
A  Wet  Sheet,  and  a  Flowing  Sea? 


>-*•»-< 


A  wet  sheet,  and  a  flowing  sea  !    .. 

And  a  wind  that  folio WH  fii-st,  ..^        , 

And  tills  the  white  and  rustling  sail,    ..' 

And  bends  the  gallant  mast. 
And  bends  the  gallant  mast,  my  boys ! 

While,  Uke  on  eagle  free. 
Away  our  good  ship  flies,  i.nd  leaves 
Columbia  on  our  lee. 
Choms  •    Oh  !  give  me  a  wet  sheet,  a  flowing  sea. 
And  a  wind  that  follows  fust, 
And  tills  the  white  and  rustling  sail. 
And  bends  the  gallant  mast ! 

For  a  soft  and  gentle  wind, 

I  heard  a  fair  one  ciy  : 
But  give  to  mo  the  roaring  breeze. 

And  white  waves  heaving  high. 
And  white  waves  hetiving  high,  my  bojB  ! 

The  good  ship  licjht  and  free  : 
The  world  of  waters  is  our  home, 

And  merrj'  men  are  we  !  Chorus. 

There's  tempest  in  yon  homed  moon. 

And  lightning  in  yon  cloud — 
And  hark  the  music,  mariners, 

The  wiud  is  piping  loud. 
The  wind  is  piping  loud,  my  boys  ! 

The  lightning  flashes  free. 
While  the  hollow  oak  our  palace  is. 

Our  heritage  the  sea  ! 


Choms. 


Charade. 


yiyjirst  makes  everything  extinct, 

Until  my  seconds  to  it  linked  ; 

My  sfrtDicl  has  no  other  use 

Alone,  but  all  things  to  reduce  ; 

My  ichc^e  ne'er  quiet,  onward  wending — 

'Tis  working  ever,  iiever  ending. 


Answer  :    Deathless. 


Why  docs  a  sailor  know  there  is  a  man  in  th«» 


moon  t    Because  he  ba.s  been  to  sea. 


..The  Bold  Shotmakcr. 

I  am  a  bold  repnblican,  James  Irving  is  my  name. 
And  to  my  sad  misfortune  I  listed  iu  the  tmiu  ; 
My  usage  being  so  severe,  with  me  did  not  agree. 
That  was  the  time,  my  bmve  boys,  I  thought  on  liberty. 

Ibeingdmnk  when  I  enlisted,  not  knowing  of  the  same. 
Until  my  youthftd  senses  returned  to  me  again, 
To  see  those  color*  flying,  the  tears  did  fall  from  me  ; 
That  was  the  second  time,  my  boys,  I  thoaght 

on  liberty. 

Then  we  marched  to  Tipperary,  with  courage 

stout  and  bold. 
Where  my  unworthy  ofBcers  unkindly  me  controlled  : 
To  exercise  on  Sunday  with  me  did  not  agree  : 
That  was  the  third  time,  brave  boys,  1  thought 

on  liberty. 

I  had  a  loving  sweetheart,  Jane  Wilson  was  her  name, 
Aud  it  grieved  her  to  the  very  heart  to  see  me 

in  the  train  : 
She  told  me  if  I  would  desert,  to  quickly  let  her  know, 
Aud  she'd  dress  me  iu  her  clothes,  that  were 

I  pleased  might  go. 

Then  I  marched  to  Colerain,  and  being  weary 

ou  the  way, 
I  stept  into  a  small  hnm,  and  laid  down  uu  sonte  hay  ; 
Oh  !  I  had  not  very  long  liid  there  till  I  arose  again, 
Aud  looking  all  around  me,  I  spied  five  of  the  tntiu. 

Oh  1  we  had  a  bloody  combat,  't  is  tnie  I  b«^t  them  all, 
I  made  those  cowardly  i-.iseals  for  merev  loudly  ctiU, 
Saying  :  Ri>are  our  livl■^;,  hold  L'viu,  and  we  will 

pray  for  thee, 
And  we  will  swear,  by  :dl  that's  £iir,  j'ou  fought 

-    ■        ■■■'_,    -         ,     .    .  ,  ,  ■,..■.  for  liberty. 

Go  home,  you  cowardly  dogs,  said  I,  since 

nothing  else  you  crave. 
Go  home,  and  tell  your  oflicers  that  with  them 

I  won't  stay, 
Go  home,  and  tell  your  soldiers,  likewise  your 

s«}rgeaut8  three. 
That  my  name  is  James  Irving,  and  I'll  have  my  liberty. 

Then  I  marched  to  sweet  Colerain.  aftd  weary 

it  me  made  : 
Oh  !  there  I  worked  a  full  half  year,  at  my 

shotmakiug  trade  : 
But  a  Carrick  fair  being  so  near,  I  longed 

my  friends  to  see  : 
It's  ten  to  one,  my  brave  boys,  but  I'U  lose  my  liberty. 

There  were  John  Brown,  of  Cnrrick  town,  a  man 

1)  >t'.i  itfxtT  and  mean, 
For  the  sake  of  forty  shillings  he  had  me  false  taken  ; 
They  put  mo  in  a  guard  house  my  sorrows  to  deplore. 
There  were  four  at  every  window,  and  a.-{  many 

at  the  door. 

'Twos  early  the  next  miming,  I  walked  ray 

guard  r.vim  round. 
And  jiunped  out  of  a  window,  and  kuocked 

four  of  them  down  ! 
Both  light-horse  and  trainsmen,  they  all  did  follow  me, 
But  my  friends  (hd  reoeiv«  ?-.ie  aud  I  kept  my  liberty. 

Now  I  am  a  bold  repuljlican,  James  Irvitig  is  my  name, 
I  can  whip  as  many  Orangemeu  as  will  sbmd  up 

in  a  train  : 
I  can  whip  as  many  Omngemen  as  will  stand  iu  a  row, 
Ajid  will  make  them  fly  before  mu  like  on  arrow 

from  a  bow. 


Let  Erin  Eemember  the  Days  cf  Old. 

Let  Erin  remember  the  days  of  old 

Ere  her  fuithle-ss  sons  betraj'ed  her. 
When  Malacbi  wore  the  colkr  of  gold. 

Which  he  won  from  her  proud  invader  : 
When  her  Kings,  with  standard  of  irrea  onfurled. 

Led  the  Red  Branch  Knights  to  danger. 
Ere  the  Em 'raid  gem  of  the  Western  world, 

Was  set  in  the  crown  of  a  stranger.  | 

On  Lough  Neagh's  bank,  as  the  fisherman  strays, 

^^■hen  the  clear  cohl  eve's  de<'lining. 
He  sees  the  round  towers  of  other  diw-«  -■  .         i 

In  the  wave  beneath  him  shinine  !*       "    -       ' 
Thus  shaU  Mem'ry  often,  in  dreams  sublime. 

Catch  a  glimpse  of  the  days  that  aie  river  ; 
Thug  sighing,  look  thrr  ugh  the  waves  of  Time 

For  the  long  faded  glories  they  cover. 


■^G  «i:\ciEits*^>^6tote?MlL]r 
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.    The  Runaway  Mare.        '-''  • 

i~il-.    .  •  ;  ■  ■        ■:■ 

•  f^Oopyrllillt    1875    by  E.  11    Harding.  ;     ,. 

Irish  doMic  RoMO  -  Wi'ids  sud   Mimic   )'V  Joi  P.  Skelly, 

'Ib«  luii-'C  of  luis  ■•lilt;  c  III  bnobiHiied  of  £  U   BHrding, 

No  229  B.iwerv     oipositw  Prineo  Strut    lfe«-Tork— 

Kkvaut  Full  Music  S'Zf  »ueet  fur  10  cents. 
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We  started  loi"  the  fair, 

With  s{)iritn  light  and  heajfji,^    •-'" 
Behind  McCarthy's  mure  :  '       ' ,  ,    ,. 

,.,'  Oh  !  it  was  a  livtly  party  !         '^     ,V  • 
Ton  never  saw  the  hl<es  of  it,         ,     '    '    . 

Believe  me  what  I  say —        '     ', 
Sure  we  had  a  roariuR  racket,      "  '-' 

But  the  mare  she  r.in  away  ' 
Refrain :    Oft"  she  wiut !  off  she  wint ! 
4,*    i      ^^^'  S"^  '  I  wiuiu't  worth  a  cint ! 

t    t'-     :-      rpjj^  g,^^  ^.^^  y^^^  j^j,  Jj^j.^^  ,jg  g^i^ 

Behind  McCarthy's  mare  ! 
CbpruB  :    "  Honid  hcf  in  !"  McCarthy  cried. 
,  i  '•'  Stop  her  !"  says  McCne. 

■-■).-  .  I      .  -     J  (]j(,„„j,t  j',1  ^liiite  to  pieces 

As  along  the  road  we  flew — 
Me  head  was  swiuiming  like  a  top, 

Me  heart  was  iu  dispair — 
The  divil  liimself  was  in  the  wheels, 
.Behind  McCarthy's  mare  ! 

McCarthy  held  the  reins,  ..,       it 

And  Muri)liy  held  McCarthy,  '      •' 

Biit  vhiskey  tilled  their  bmins,  :■  '  ' 

'  And  made  them  wild  and  hearty  :        >'; 
Malouey  tnnililed  out  behind. 
And  there  we  let  him  lay — 
Snre  I  offered  to  assist  him, 
J  But  the  mare  t-he  ran  away  I 
!•■  ^4-         ,'  Retrain  :    Oflf  she  wint,  &c. 

—     '  Chorns  :     Hould  hsr  in,  Ac. 

3|e  daceut  coat  was  tore, 

iMo  hat  was  h  fi  behind  me  : 
mttled  nud'I  swore. 
And  I  thoUL{!it  the  dnst  wonld  blinij  me— 
I  holes  und  ilitehts  went  the  wheels, 
Ohlmurther!  Mich  a  day!    ;,.... 
S|ire  meself  was  kill  intirely 
i-With  the  main  that  run  away! 

Eel'min  :    Ofl' she  wint,  Ac. 
■.;i    '■  ;  ■      Choms  :     Hould  her  iu,  Ac. 


,^.w.    t 


-:-:)-?t 
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e  Finest  Police  in  the  World!^ 


CopyriBht    1675   by  E.  H   Harding. 
Oomlc  Sons— Word*  aud  Mnaic  hy  Joseph  P.  SkeDy. 

We're  the  finest  police  iu  the  world !  ? 

In  a  pay  drefis  of  blue  they  enfold  hs —  r 

We  arr.«t  all  offenders  of  law, 

And  the  people  are  proud  to  behold  us — 
We  walk  the  streets  all  the  lonf:  dark  night. 

And  we  take  gpoti  ciue  to  be  liir  from  a  tight  : 
Onr  clnhB  are  hard,  and  onr  shields  are  blight. 
We're  the  finest  police  iu  thki  world ! 
Choms  :     We're  the  iiiiest,  we're  the  bravest,    ••,' 
'■-;.,  I     .'    We're  the  pmndest  }>olice  iu  the  frtSrid ! 
I        We're  the  finest,  we're  the  bravest. 

We're  the  grandest  police  in  the  world  I 

WeVe  the  finest  police  in  thf  world  1 

And  our  pndses  are  sung  in  the  papers :      , 
When  we  find  a  disorderly  man,  .   .    \ 

Verj'  soeu  he  is  cured  of  his  c:  pers  •.■  ;■     ; '  ';.  ■'. 
We  are  the  pride  of  the  nation  wide. 

And  around  our  footsteps  no  law  is  defied  : 
The  rof^es  all  fear  ns  on  everj'  side,  ,  ,    .  , 

We're  the  finest  police  in  fhe  worldT  ,  , .    / 

We're  tlie  finest,  Ac. 


•♦♦"•<- 


"'I  "^Charade. 


How  cheerfully  blazes  my  first  in  the  grate, 
As  faat-lalling  snow  cojnpels  all  ftiends  to  wait ! 

So^we  pile  tip  the  logs  and  the  coal. 
Each  beaming  countenance  smiling  with  mirth  ; 
Each  take  their  sfcoici,  for  true  friendshipe's  worth, 

A  seat  cozy  and  snug  by  my  ichol*:        n?*r        • 

Answer ;     Fire-plam 


'■m'  h*|.-^ 


Why  in  a  oat's  tail  like  a  Bwan'e  boeom  ? 
it  grows  down. 


Becatise 


Charming  Neliie  Lonf." ' 

Double  Snso  and  Da-ice—  Snus  by  the  Fnllrr  Brother*. 
UurtUikUU  ^Usic  by  David  Biugl*,  Jr.   ' 

Fve  come  away  from  to\vn  to-night  >'"f'i..^^f  ^  ?-' V;; 
To  sing  to  you  a  soni;  '     **?'.?:' '''■ ;    i ' 

About  a  charming  ^iiller  gal,         ^ :  r'.'».v.  '"'•.r'rvTv. 
.    Whose  name  is  I^ellie  Long.    '^:^  ^^,- "7*|^*^\ 
One  day  when  I  was  strolling,    •*      '':'"' '.^.^'''f'/ 
She  took  my  heart  awiiy,  "'■Y".';''^":'  ■':'..-- 

And  since  then  I  haven't  seen  h»,    ^' ■ ;  '^f  .^'*.'^ 
Until  but  vesterdav.  :  '>''.;' ^'"^■' ' 

Oh  !  ain't  she  swct!"  {Dnnre.)  ••  |  '  '   t-'""' 

Lake  a  cooked  up  beet.     {Dimce.)      '  ' 
Chorus  :     She  s  the  finest  looking  colored  gal 
That  ever  you  did  see. 
■   But  since  luy  heart  she  stole  away. 
It's  take  care  then  for  me. 

Twa8  at  an  evening  iwrtj*,  ;   \S  "'  V  ' " 

Down  iu  Billy  Wilson's  honse,  ;-.    -  .■'=3' ''' 

I  met  this  charming  yaller  gal,  .#.  \;;  :    '?■-•■' 

With  a  dandy  nit-'L'er  spouse.    *.    ;•  ;■    ':,:':.••'■ 
And  Billy  tooic  that  yaller  gal,     ..^.  .t':;,  -...--.  ^^ 

Who  Was  iuti'fxlucetl  to  me,     ■  ■■■   -i      :  S  ,-'"-' 
And  out  of  fun,  he  wit  tliisj^al    "  ^ :   •./      '.;■'-'•' 

Eight  on  that  nijrger's  knee.     ■•:■-'"  -..■•'^''' 
Oh  !  was-u't  I  mad  !     (Dunce.)  )'-'<= 

Like  a  North  River  Shad.     (Dayire. )  ':?f:'<  '' 

Chorus :    If  I  ever  catch  thin  feller 
•"'  ;■  Fooling  round  my  Nellie  Long. 

;    ■     ,  ■  ^ '  V    I'll  teach  him  how  to  let  her  he, 
-■'■'  ;:         . /:'        Or  else  I'm  iu  the  wTong. 

We've  both  agreetl,  this  very  night,  |,:,r.-.. 

To  call  ui>on  ilias  L'  n^'.  ';-'■-,  >''\:■^■  ■ 

And  ask  her  then  to  tell  which  one     :;  ^    '.;>•' 

She  loves  the  best  of  tUl-  ,  ,.  =,  ;;,  ,  ... 

And  then  the  oue  she  chooses    •:"■. 

Of  these  uiggers  tliat  you  see,  \    '■-:'. 
-Will  be  the  happy  oue.  you  bet,; 

Aud  I  bet  it  will  be  nie  ! 
Oh  !  we'll  be  friends     (Danoe.)  ;'  .  .-' ;; 
Like  two  cackle  hens,     (Danct.")/ 
Chorus :    So  we're  goiu;,'  down,  this  very  night. 
To  serenade  Miss  L<3u;; : 
To  show  her  liov,-  we  both  can  sing, 
And  dehght  her  with  oar  eoug. 


% 


-T^ 


■ii  ■■- 


-:%^ 


When  the  Little  Birds  are  Singing 
in  the  Garden!  ,>  _. 

Copyrigl.t    1875   by  E   H.  Harding.       <";. 

so;-  i  AND   DANCE.  '?.. 

Words   and    !VIii8ic   by    Oeu.  O.  Bart.     -iY^'. 


.'-'' a;'-*'. 


That  I  love  no  one  but  thefr^ 


Wten  the  little  biidn  are  singing  in  the  garden, 

I'll  come,  my  love,  to  thee. 
And  together  then,  Ui y  darling,  we  will  wander 

With  hearts  both  li  'ht  and  free — 
I'll  tell  you  of  my  lov<',  my  little  turtle  dove  ;.  ■'.: 

For  you're  all  the  >'.orld  to  me—  "  v*" 

And  I'll  whisper  iu  reply,  while  there's  no  one    • 

stiuiding  by, 

.    ? '■'•-.'•'•6  ti^f'-'-'  ^'.: 

Choeus. 
When  the  little  birds  are  singing  in  the  garden, 

I'll  come,  my  love,  to  thee, 
And  together  theu,  my  darling,  we  will  wander    - 

With  heaits  both  light  and  free-^.  .  ....    (IMwce.) 

W^en  the  little  birds  are  singing  in  the  garden, 

I'll  wait,  my  love,  for  tliee  ; 
Those  happy  little  songsters,  in  the  spring-time. 

Are  full  of  joyoiis  glee  : 
And  their  meny  little  throats  are  full  of  happy  notes 

As  they  sing  their  pretty  song. 
Mv  life  with  thee  is  gay,  a  joyous  roundelay, 

I'm  happy  all  day  long  !         ( Chorus  and  I^cx.) 


Wedding  is  Great  Jnno's  Crown. 


Wedding  is  great  .Tnno's  crown,       '  >«^->S( 
O  blpRsed  bond  of  board  and  bed1\'  ; 

Tis  Hymen  peoples  ev'ry  town  ;  ^:" .■ 

Hic'h  wedlock  then  be  honoured  :    J     /  ' 

Honour,  high  honour,  and  renown       '" '  " 

To  Hymen,  god  of  every  town  ! 

F-H  4  KT^tPE  ABB. 


!]!ia-la-l8,  George! 
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8iaH  8u(et  lur  10  ccuta. 


;■■    .,•■-,.      C.>p.\r 

'V\',^r.^«  » 

Th»  Mnnlc  (.f  tliii 

Ho  'Hi  liowery 

>;.ij     E.e^aiit  l^^^^ 

..■■ZiMr  love  is  ydubg,  aud  fair,  and  swe«t, 
,  <?    ify  fancy  s)h^  can  piease, 
•  •tBut  oh  !  Hhu|i^  iu<  liu<  d  to  fliii 

With  every.  <)uf  she  stwH  : 
""WhenevocHh^  ^s  out  alone, 
J>    She'n  sure  (io,  catcii  a  I  >»«u, 
But  then  she  is»ys  it's  all  for  fun,  ■    'J^i  '.•V;,.  \ 

And  tliat's  (bii  harm,  you  know — 
I  want  her  to  Ije  mine, 
Aud  ofl  I  t.}l|  her  tu\ 
But  though  sh4  don't  decline. 
She  wou't  HJiiv  ye»  or  uo. 
Chorus :    Tni-U-li,"  tieorg*'.  Tra-la-l»,  Oeorge, 
.,.tjv-Jf>.>      Von  ijiist  go  and  ask  Piipit,  George  : 

"        Tra-li-ji.  (leor^,  'lV.*-ltw-Lx,  George, 
'".•■■  >RT      You  iipat  go  and  ask  l^pi— ha,  ha,  pa  ! 

One  day  she'l)  tmile.  the  next  she'll  frown. 

She  is  a  cr^HUiti  bt  range. 
But  there  is  ij(^oue  iu  tliis  town 

For  whom  I  jwould  excLiinge  : 
She's  like  the  liust  of  v  omau-kiud, 

A  riddle  hiii-d  to  rend 
I'd  like  to  kQ^\i-  just  what  she  means, 

'TwouUl  pl4a|>e  lue  much  indeed !      • 
I  want  her  toihie  mine. 

To  me  she  Lsj  most  (lear. 
But  though  am  don't  decline. 

Her  answer]  ^aii  IS  my  ear — 

jHer  father  is  k^juff  old  man, 
"y    With  lots  of  {vorldly  pelf  - 
.  JBe  B.iys  his  c|iirming  daughter  is 
'v "  A  fortune  iii  herself  : 
In  that,  of  conise,  we  Iwth  agree, 

Kut  when  I  imeak  about 
Her  hiuid  antl  heart     we  have  to  part 

For,  he  coo|jj  kicJcs  me  out ! 
1  see  my  love  ieacli  day,      . ,    _^ . . 
She  sa\s  it  W  a  shame  :^  -'''■'. 


Cborua, 


*^v 


■Wliat  will  wt 


I  s;iy— 


Her  auBwefiiji  the  same — 


Choms. 


i -;i    The  ]^Blle  cf  the  A'enue.  w....;^ 

C»t  yriijli*    IBT.'S.  (y  E.  H.  H^irdlng 
WaltzSiDK- Vdrdaaiiil  Mnme  b.v  Jos  P.  Skelly. 


My  love  is  tha  ^Jle  of  the  Avenno* !  **^  >•  V** 

She  walks  qri  and  down  evriy  day.     '    ^ 
And  charms  dvpry  one  as  she  p;isseH  by,'  '■' 

So  bPiintiful,  igrac^ful  and  gay- 
The  swells,  wh^u  thev  see  hi  r,  go  crazy. 

And  silently  t*ish  they  were  fi>^ 
To  walk  by  liiilHidi — but  they  are  denied— 

For,  she  wiU'lmvp  no  one  but  ffie— <ih  ? 


Chorus  :  Riie  i^  jhe  Bille  of  the  Avenue ! 
■:rV' ',   -  Gfrtc^fui  and  bright,  fnll  ol  fairy  licht, 

"•?*;j»  SweetJsind  enchanting  with  eyes  of  blue, 

'  ""^  ■  Beajnting  >^ith  love  and  glee  - 

''".^^.-  She  i^fhe  star  of  society, 
•'.'T'  ■  ?'         PriW  of  tlie  lidl  with  her  fain-  form— 

.■•''',';',*'  Joy  ai|i4  delight  of  lier  home  so  brifli* 

'■•'.''"■"■'       And  Bearer  than  life  to  me  ! 

-,■.,-■:.-...  T| 

Sometimes  wlieb  it's  fine  in  the  afternoon, 

Her  ma  Bend*)  her  out  for  a  walk  : 
"Now,  darling,?"  she'll  sjij',  "don't  be  long  away. 

Don't  stand  4ith  the  young  men  to  talk." 
'•  Oh  !  ma,"  sM  replies,  "  do  not  fear  me, 

Yon  know  stith  a  thing  cannot  be—" 
Tlien  smiling  she  gfiee,  in  all  her  nice  clothes, 
.And  iraits  obithe  comer  for  me— ha  !  hn  ! 
-*'■•  '•'  *  She  is  the  belle,  Ac. 

We  walk  and  i*e  talk  r,{  the  latest  balls. 

And  view  aU  the  stylew  of  the  day  : 
And  whip*  she  rtiust  h«,ve.  oh  !  .^ou  can't  canoeire 

Hww'maoh  I  wonld  wish  her  to  stay — 
But  she  will  rajtsm  on  the  morrow. 

That  is  if  niatua  will  acre*--  - 
And  while  we're  apart,  I  know  in  my  heart 

Bhe's'sll  the  time -wishing  for  me — ah  ! 

She  is  tbe  belle,  Ac 


BBI 


L. 


103 


TH£    SIIVGERS'    JOURNAI.. 


Tom  Rowlock. 
Oontimted. 


H?  rallied  himself,  and  Btrove  to  collect  hifl 
firmneeR.  Advancing  along  the  pnsnage,  he  saw 
Tom  fust  nsleep  in  the  chair.  No  time  was  to  be 
lost  He  wonld  put  on  the  appearance  of  having 
come  to  pay  a  friend!}'  viHiL  Tom  and  he  ha<l  not 
met  since  the  former 'h  retam  from  sea,  and  Nick 
resolved  to  pretend  that  he  had  sooght  Tom  to 
offer  him  the  hand  of  friendship. 

With  an  affection  of  jollity  and  good  will,  he 
slapped  the  sailor  on  the  shoulder,  as  he  exclaimed, 
"Tom  Rowlock,  ahoy  !" 

"  Who'B  that  hailing  me  ?"  a«ked  Tom,  starting 
to  his  feet 

"Why,  don't  yon  remember  Nick  Hewlett, 
Tom  ?" 

"Oh,  yes,  I  remember  yonr  ngly  fignre-hend  !" 
replied  the  sailor,  as  he  gazed  on  the  man  who  was 
about  to  entnp  hira.  "But  you  never  meant  me 
much  pood.  Master  Nick." 

"  Well,"  said  Nick  in  a  tone  of  conciliation,  "  I 
know  there  was  a  little  bit  of  a  disagreement  be- 
tween ns  iibout  Winny  ;  bnt  I've  got  over  that  long 
ago,  and  want  to  be  trieuds  with  yon." 

"What,  all  fair  and  square  and  above  board?" 
a.ske<l  the  unsuspecting  seaman. 

"  Ay,  that  I  do :  and  I'm  only  sorry  that  we 
should  ever  have  fallen  out." 

"  Well,  Nick,  08  to  the  matter  of  that,  so  am  I  ; 
HO  give  i4h  your  fln.  and  let  ns  sink  past  squalls  iu 
the  sea  of  iorgetfuluess. " 

Tom  took  his  false  friend's  hand,  and  shook  it 
warmly. 

•   "I've  seen  Winny  and  her  father,  and  they're 
waitint;  for  you  at  a  neighbor's  close  by." 

".\h,  of  "course;  at  Wootlford'g,  where  I'm  to 
hleep  to-night" 

"Tes,  that's  the  place,"  said  Nick,  catching 
etxgerly  at  the  idea.     "Come  along." 

Whin  they  were  fairly  outside  the  hotise,  Nick 
g:ive  a  shrill  whistle. 

Will  Crouch  and  hi.«)  men  sprang  suddenly  for- 
wi'.rd.  and  Tom  found  himself  in  the  grasp  of  four 
st'iut  fellows  ;  while  V'U  Crouch  presenttnl  a  pistol 
at  Tom's  heixd,  swearing  he  would  blow  his  brains 
Out  if  he  didn't  yield  quietly. 

"Hollo!  what  does  this  mean?"  asked  Tom, 
taken  by  surprise  at  the  position  in  which  he  found 
hiniielf 

"  What  does  it  mean  ?"  echoed  Will  Crouch,  with 
a  loud,  brutal  laugh.  "  Why,  the  King  wants 
men,  and  I  jiress  yon  into  his  service  !" 

"Pi-essedl"  shouted  Tom.  "What,  when  I've 
jast  served  three  }-earH  at  sea?" 

"  You're  all  the  better  lor  that,  and  just  the  sort 
of  m:m  we  want. " 

"  There  has  been  treachery  here — some  one  has 
betrayed  me  ;'  and  he  glanceid  instinctively  towards 
Nick  n-s  he  spoke. 

"You're  right"  said  the  captain  of  the  gang. 
"There's  the  man  who  pointed  yon  out  to  ns." 

"Oh,  the  villain  !  the  traitor!  the  hypocrite!" 
cried  Tom,  struggling  to  reach  Nick.  "  I  can  now 
see  thrr>nc;h  the  devilish  scheme  he  laid  to  entmp 
me.  It's  a  phin  worthy  of  a  fiend.  Ho  knew  I'd 
been  to  sai  in  storm,  peril  and  battle  for  years, 
and  no  sooner  did  he  find  I  was  about  to  anchor  in 
the  haven  of  happiness  than  he  gets  yon  to  lay 
yfiur  rrrappliuK  irons  on  me  !  Oh,  you  iron-hearted 
STvah  !"  exrlaimed  Tom,  still  struggling  to  reach 
Nick.  "  We  may  yet  meet  when  I  am  a  free  man  ; 
then  tremlile,  yon  lubber,  at  the  vengeance  of  Tom 
Rowlock  !" 

"Bah!"  answered  Nick,  with  a  sneer  of  hate. 
"  I  know  how  yon  and  Winny  hate  me,  and  I  now 
pay  back  with  goodly  interest  the  grudge  I  have 
owed  you  so  long.  Did  yon  think  I  was  such  a  poor 
spiritless  cur  as  to  be  scorned  and  rejected  without 
showing  my  teeth  ?  No.  Since  you  robbed  me  of 
Winny,  the  only  girl  who  can  make  life  dear  to  me, 
I  became  yonr  ioe,  and,  by  the  hate  that  barns 
within  me,  111  remain  so  while  I  lire." 

"  There,  lads—  yon  hear  him  t"  cried  Tom,  to  his 
wptors  :  "and  yet  you  hold  me  like  a  felon,  while 
he  exnlfs  in  his  foul  schema  of  treachery  and  r«^ 
Tenee  !" 

Will  Crrnoh  sm'led  grimly  to  himself  and  looked 
upon  Nick  with  a  sinister  erpression,  that  evidently 
bod*d  the  tnitov  and  i&fonMr  no  good. 


"Only  let  me  go  for  two  minnts — only  two!" 
implored  Tom  of  those  who  held  him  ;  "and  I'll 
pour  such  a  broadside  into  that  cowardly  lubber, 
that  he'll  never  lorget ! ' 

"Hold  him  tuut  !**  commanded  Will  Cronch ; 
"and  bring  him  along." 

'I'he  love  of  liberty,  however,  was  not  so  easih' 
extinguished  in  Toui's  breast  -  he  shouted  for  help, 
he  struggled  like  a  lion  with  thotte  who  held  him. 

Will  Crouch  knew  well,  from  experience,  what  to 
do  in  such  cases.  He  stepjied  behind  Tom,  and 
with  his  cudgel  brought  hin»  Henseletis  to  the  ettrth. 

"Aboard  with  him  as  quick  as  jHissible,  lads," 
cried  Will  Crouch.  The  men  raitted  Tom  in  their 
arms,  and  bore  him  onwards. 

Chapter  II. 

How  Nick  Howeltt  exulted  at  the  revenge  he  had 
taken  upon  his  rival,  and  his  luck  iu  stetding  the 
money  from  the  schoolmaster's  houce  !  He  felt  sel 
cure  in  his  villany  ;  no  one  had  seen  him  deal  the 
old  man  his  death-blow,  and  l)eforo  the  iKHly  was 
di«covere<l,  he  reckoned  ui>on  being  far  away. 

Tom,  still  insensible,  was  carried  by  his  captors 
to  a  small  creek,  where  a  boat  was  moored,  plucetl 
in  it,  and  rowe<l  off  on  board  the  ship  at  anchor  in 
the  bay. 

Nick  could  not  restrain  his  joy  at  Tom  being  so 
easily  trapped.  Tho  thought  that  the  yonu'4  sailor 
and  Winny  were  again  parte<l,  filled  his  malignant 
heart  with  delight  What  a  speedy  revenge  he  had 
taken  on  his  rival,  by  not  only  i-obbing  him  of  his 
sweetheart,  bnt  hisiuoneyaLso !  He  c(  mid  not  help 
boasting  to  Will  Crqncli  of  tho  clcvem«>sH  of  his 
plans,  and  how  speedily  he  had  carried  then*  out. 

"Ay  ;  alls  well  so  far,"  remarked  Will.  "  You've 
fixed  him  safe  enough,  there's  no  denying  that ' 

Nick  was  now  for  t)\king  his  leave  ;  bnt  Will 
vowed  they  must  drink  together,  ir»  mcinors'  of  old 
times;  In'sides,  he  ha<l  not  thanked  him  for  putting 
so  valuable  a  hand  in  his  way  as  Tom  Rowlock, 
who  was  worth  a  dozen  landsmen.  From  a  secret 
cleft  iu  the  rock.  Will  pnxluced  scvor.d  Ixtttles  of 
spirits,  and  all  drank  freelv  as  the  best  of  friends. 
'The  moon  had  risen  high  in  the  sky  when  the  men 
who  had  taken  Tom  on  l)oard  returned  to  tho 
beach.  In  spite  of  the  potent  liqtiorthat  Nick  had 
been  imbibing,  ho  was  anxions  to  leave  the  neigh- 
borhoo<l  before  tho  discover}'  of  thf*  robl)ery  and 
murder  took  place.  If  he  was  arrested  on  sus- 
picion, the  money  found  upon  him  wonld  seal  his 
doom.  He  hoped  to  put  many  miles  between  him 
and  the  village  before  morning,  proceed  to  Ply- 
mouth on  foot,  and  from  tlienoo  take  the  conch  to 
London. 

"  I'm  off.  lads,"  he  said  rising  to  his  feet  and 
shaking  Will  by  the  hand. 

"  Not  yet !"  cried  Will,  in  a  sharp  tone,  and 
placing  his  hand  on  Nick's  shoulder. 

"Can't  stop  a  moment  longer,"  replied  Nick. 
"  I've  business  on  hand." 

"  So  have  I,  so  have  we  all,  and  you  must  help 
us  do  it " 

"  I  think  I've  helped  yon  pretty  well  What 
more  do  you  want  ?" 

"  Why,  wo  want  yox  .'"  exclaimed  Will,  laying 
his  bnxwny  hand  on  Nick's  shoidder. 

"Want  mo?"  echoed  Nick,  beginning  to  feel 
nneasy.     "For  what?' 

"To  servo  the  Kinj,',"  answered  Will  Cronch. 
"You've  let  j'onr  friend  into  the  hole,  and  I  don't 
see  why  you  shouldn't  follow  him." 

"Why,  Will,  my  old  friend,"  stammered  the 
traitor,  in  abject  f(«r,  "you  wonMn't  take  rne?" 

"The  King  wants  men,  and  that's  my  answer  to 
all,  whether  they  are  friends  or  foes." 

"Why,  haven't  I  placed  a  nam  in  your  power?" 
pleaded  the  decoy  duck,  who  now  liegan  to  trenble 
for  his  own  safety. 

"  Yes,  and  yourself  too  ;  so  come  along  ;"  and  as 
he  spoke,  Will  tightened  his  hold  upon  Nick's 
collar. 

Nick  perceived  that  to  expostulate  would  be  all 
in  rain.  The  only  chnnce  of  escape  he  had  was  by 
offering  Will  a  tempting  bribe  out  of  his  ill-gotten 
gains. 

"Hold  on  a  moment.  Will,  and  hear  me.  If 
you'll  let  me  go.  111  glTO  yon  ft  ten  ponnd  note," 

"  .V  ten  pound  note  !"  sneere<l  Wi  L  "  Whr 
where  should  yon  b«com«  poeswor  of  to  much  ? 
Have  yon  turned  forger  as  wf  11  as  Informer?  I 
want  none  of  your  notes  ;  I  prefer  you  isctoad  ;  so 


bear  a  hand  with  him,   mates,   if  be  won't  go 
quietly." 

"  I'll  give  yon  the  amount  in  gold,  then.  Ton 
can't  be  deceived  in  that '  nrg^  the  trembling 
villain. 

"Let's  see  it,"  said  Will,  releasing  his  hold  of 
Nick  lor  a  moment 

With  a  treml  Ung  hand,  Nick  drew  from  his 
pocket  the  protlnce  of  hLs  crime.  The  eyes  of  the 
press-gang  twinkWl  as  they  saw  the  gold  ond  notes, 
rhey  winked  at  their  captain,  and  nudged  him 
with  a  meaning.     Will  well  understood  them. 

"  Why,  Nick,  my  old  friend,  what  can  you  want 
with  all  this  money?  and  where  did  you  get  it? 
Not  honestly,  I'll  swear  ;"  and  in  spite  of  Nick's 
attempt  at  resistance.  Will  snatched  the  ill-gotten 
money  from  Nick's  hands  into  his  own,  and  began 
to  count  it  over. 

The  vilLiin  groane<l  in  spirit  as  he  saw  the  pro- 
duce of  his  muroeronH  deed  slip  through  his  fingers, 
and  begged  in  vain  for  its  restoration. 

"  Lightly  come,  lightly  go,  my  friend,"  answered 
Will.  "Think  yourself  lucky  that  we  don't  hand 
you  over  to  the  law,  who,  if  they  once  laid  their 
grappling  irons  on  yon,  wouldn't  part  with  yon  till 
you'd  squared  the  yards  with  them  as  to  bow  yon 
got  so  many  bhots  in  yonr  locker. " 

Nick  Well  knew  how  true  this  was,  and  now 
cursetl  tho  duplicity  that  had  led  him  to  betray  Tom 
Rowlock,  and  place  hinoself  in  the  power  jof  the 
mau  he  had  thought  his  friend. 

"There  is  but  one  way  of  escape,"  be  said  to 
Bimself  "  I  must  forfeit  the  money,  and  sectire 
my  liberty." 

He  gromid  his  teeth  with  fury  as  be  thought  of 
having  to  ]Htrt  with  the  fhuts  of  his  crime  so 
easily. 

"  You're  mortal  ban!  with  me,  Will  Cronch," 
said  he  ;  "  bnt  as  liberty  is  sweet  we'll  go  halves  in 
the  money,  and  with  my  share  I'll  be  off  at  once." 

"We'll  neither  go  halves  nor  let  yon  gooff. 
Master  Nick.  You're  booke<i  for  the  sea,  and  on 
board  our  craft  yon  must  go ;  and  when  you  get 
there,  if  yon  dare  to  say  a  word  abont  this  money, 
yon  may  find  yourself  in  irons,  with  the  prospect 
of  l)eing  sent  ashore  to  be  tried  for— you  know 
what,  it  strikes  me." 

The  murderer,  robber,  ond  false  friend  well  knew 
how  tnie  this  was.  "  I  must  grin  and  bear  it"  he 
growled  to  himself,  as  he  scowled  askance  at  Will 
with  all  the  malignity  of  a  fiend.  He  saw  the  gang 
divide  tl>e  money  amongst  them.  Will  remarking 
the  while,  "  Share  and  shore  alike,  then  every  man 
will  be  as  deep  in  the  mud  as  I  am  in  the  mire." 

While  the  men  were  thus  engaged,  a  sudden 
thought  struck  Nick  :  he'd  make  a  start  for  liberty, 
let  what  might  come  of  it  He  seized  the  moment 
when  all  eyes  were  averted  from  him  to  rash  off  at 
full  speed  along  the  rocks.  In  all  the  energy  of 
despair,  and  fe<-linj?  that  liberty  was  sweeter  tobim 
now  than  it  ever  had  been  before,  he  put  forth  all 
his  strength  to  distance  his  captors.  With  a  loud 
shout  they  marked  his  flight,  and  bore  after  him 
with  shonts  and  imprpcntions,  vowing  they  wonld 
shoot  him  down  if  he  refused  to  bring  to. 

Nick  heeded  them  not,  but  ran  on  at  a  rapid  paee, 
regardless  of  all  bnt  his  own  safety. 

On,  on  he  sped,  putting  a  greater  distance  be- 
tween them  at  every  stride.  He  turned  his  head  to 
see  how  far  he  bad  distanced  them,  stmck  his  foot 
acrainst  a  projecting  piece  of  rock,  stumbled,  and 
fell  over  a  projecting  cliff  that  bad  escaped  his 
notice  ;  his  pnrRuers  beard  the  cry  of  despair  that 
bad  escaped  from  his  lips  as  he  disappeared  from 
view,  and  reached  the  spot,  to  find  him  lying  insen- 
sible in  the  opening  below.  One  of  the  gong  gave 
it  as  his  opinion  that  Nick  had  broken  bis  neck. 
"  Don't  alarm  yourself,  lad,"  said  Will.  "  His  fate 
don't  lie  that  way.  Plaee  bim  on  bis  back,  and 
pour  some  of  this  brandy  down  bis  throat ;  he's 
onlv  stnnntd,  I  reckon  !" 

Will  was  right  for  after  a  portion  of  the  potent 
spirit  had  been  imbibed  by  Nick,  be  befran  tosbow 
signs  of  animation.  Wben  the  ganc  saw  that  he  was 
sniBciently  recovered,  they  raised  him  to  his  feet, 
an(> began  to  nrge  bim  onward. 

Nick  bad  gained  suflQcient  sense  to  see  bow  hope- 
Icfw  further  re^istanoe  wonld  be.  He  maintained  a 
gloomy  silence,  and  suffered  himself  to  be  led  away 
their  prisoner.  They  seat«d  him  in  the  boat  be- 
twe«n  two  men  armed  with  nsk'-d  cntlaasea.  Will 
Kit  opposite  with  a  loaded  pistol,   vowing,  with  a 
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dreadful  oath,  if  he  attempted  to  stir,  he'd  poor  a 
broadside  into  his  upper  rigging.  The  meu  rowed 
lor  their  veesel,  aud  the  paugs  of  a  guilty  con- 
science smote  Nick  with  double  force  when  he  re- 
flected he  should  soon  be  on  board  the  same  ship 
that  contained  his  betrayed  rival,  Tom  BowlocliL. 


Chaptke  ill  ■■'     ' '  -■ 

The  Surprise  man-of-war,  on  which  Tom  Rowlock 
now  found  himself,  was  one  of  the  g«od  old-lashion- 
ed  ships  of  past  da^'S.  when  England  had  to  rely  on 
her  wooden  walls.  Steam  power  was  in  its  infancy, 
aud  seamen  would  have  called  any  man  an  ignorant 
lubber  had  he  prcmhecied  the  subetituliou  of  iron 
for  British  oak.  These  were  the  times  when  one 
EugliHhman— either  sailor  or  soldier — was  supposed 
to  be  equal  to  half  a  dozen  Frenchmen,  whether 
ashore  or  afloat  This  national  vanity,  no  doubt, 
inspired  the  men  with  invincible  courage,  and,  led 
by  lion-hearted  commanders,  enabled  Albion  to 
sweep  the  seas,  aud  render  her  island  "  the  biith- 
place  of  liberty— the  home  of  the  slave !" 

But,  if  the  truth  must  be  told,  a  man-of-war  in 
those  daj's  was  a  floatiuj^  paudemouium.  Her  crew, 
recruited  from  all  sources  to  replace  the  number  of 
men  lost  in  every  engagement,  contained  some 
atrocious  characters.  Pickpockets  aud  highway- 
men, who  found  London  too  hot  to  hold  them,  run- 
away apprentices,  faithless  husbands,  swindlers, 
deserters,  fracdulent  bankrupts,  forgers,  and 
oflfenders  of  the  deepest  die,  all  sought  refuge 
uuder  the  union  Jack.  Between  the  decks  was  one 
scene  of  fighting,  dnrnkeuncss,  and  ribaldry — it 
was  every  ""^"  for  himself,  and  selfishness  reigned 
supreme. 

It  was  amidst  ench  a  Babel  of  confusion  as  we 
have  described,  that  Tom  Eowlock  returned  to  con- 
sciousness. He  at  once  realized  his  situation,  aud 
his  heart  grew  sick  within  him  at  this  bitter  change 
in  his  luck. 

"Dashed  down  from  the  pinacle  of  happiness," 
he  crroaued,  "  into  the  cockpit  of  misfortune !" 

But  the  sailor  well  knew  that  piping  his  eye  would 
only  provoke  ooutempt  in  those  around  him,  instead 
of  obtaining  sympathy  ;  so  he  wiped  the  tears  from 
his  eves,  and  bowed  to  the  cruel  destiny  that  had 
sent  him  once  more  tossing  on  the  main. 

"  All  hands  on  deck  !"  piped  the  boatswain  :  and 
Tom,  in  company  with  all  the  new-comers,  obeyed 
the  summons. 

The  first  heutenant  and  his  subordinates,  in  com- 
pany with  the  ship's  crew,  were  all  assembled  to  re- 
ceive the  new  captain,  who  was  every  moment  ex- 
pected to  sucoe(»d  to  the  command  which  had  bo- 
come  vacant  by  the  death  of  the  late  commander, 
slain  in  the  last  engagement  The  word  being 
given  that  a  boat  was  alongside,  the  first  lieutenant 
crossed  the  deck  to  receive  the  recently-appointed 
captain,  who  appearea  to  be  a  man  who  had  seen 
much  service,  although  not  past  that  period  de- 
scribed as  the  prime  of  life. 

Tom  RowlocK,  as  he  looked  upon  him,  was  struck 
with  the  idea  that  the  skipper  had  none  of  that 
smartness  of  beanng  about  him,  cr  frankness  of 
expression,  which  is  to  be  found  among  naval 
officers  in  genetaL 

Captain  Paget— for  such  was  his  name — had  a 
heavy,  sombre  countenance,  and  small,  restless, 
shifting  eyes,  which  seemed  to  avoid  meeting  those 
of  others.  As  a  matter  of  course,  he  was  received 
with  three  cheers,  and,  in  return,  made  the  usual 
speech  to  the  officers  and  men,  counting  on  their 
devotion  to  their  country,  their  ship,  aud  the  Union 
Jack. 

Some  of  the  pressed  men  muttered  curses,  instead 
of  joining  in  the  cheers  that  broke  forth  from  the 
ship's  crew  at  the  end  of  the  captain's  oration  ;  but 
Tom  cheered,  from  the  force  of  habit,  forgetting  at 
the  moment  that  he  xvns  a  pressed  man,  torn  from 
all  that  was  dear  to  him. 

The  captain  went  to  his  cabin,  the  men  mustered 
for  duty,  and  the  Surprise  stood  out  to  sea.  The 
wiud,  which  had  been  rising  all  the  morning,  now 
freshened  into  a  gale. 

"  Beef  topsails  !"  was  the  word  piven  ;  and  Tom 
Rowlock  wtiB  one  of  those  ordered  to  qo  aloft.  Ho 
felt  it  a  relief  to  have  some  occupation,  for  he  had 
been  brooding  on  the  home  and  friends  be  had  left 
liehind.  until,  as  seamen  sav,  he  was  hove  down  in 
the  port  of  melancholy.  One  man  by  Tom's  f  1  le 
seemed  imu^ed  to  the  task  that  had  been  given  him. 


and  Tom  was  about  to  lend  a  hand  in  the  way  of 

help,  but  at  that  moment  their  eyes  met  and  "Tom 
recognised  his  bitterest  foe,  Nick  Hewlett  The 
sailor  could  scarcely  credit  his  senses.  His  enemy 
ou  board  the  same  vessel  iu>  himself,  said  serving  as 
a  common  seaman  ?  What  (hd  this  mean  ?  In 
another  moment  the  truth  fliished  across  his  mind  ; 
the  traitx^r  hud  been  pi-essed,  like  liimwt^lf 

*'So,  you  swab!"  cried  Tom,  addressing  the 
craven  wretch,  whose  cheeks  had  turned  the  color 
of  the  canvas  he  was  attempting  to  reef ;  "  you've 
got  tarred  with  the  siime  bru^  as  mj'self,  have 
you  ?  I'll  come  athwart  your  ha\«''8ti  some  of  these 
days  for  this !" 

Nick  finished  his  task  as  well  as  he  could,  and 
slunk  below.  Tom  followed,  rejoicing  in  the  thought 
that  the  man  who  had  been  the  means  uf  seudlug 
him  ouce  more  to  sea  wiwi  now  no  better  off'  than 
himself.  It  was  us  well  that  he  knew  no  more  than 
he  did  ;  had  he  been  aware  of  the  robberj'  at  Gre- 
gory Freeman's  house,  aud  the  foarful  fate  that 
had  befallen  the  old  man,  his  lot  would,  indeed, 
have  been  hard  to  bear.  Ignorance,  in  this  case, 
was,  indeed,  bliss— at  least,  for  the  time  being. 

Days  passed  on,  and  Tom  soon  became  a  fa- 
vorite on  board.  His  messnu\tes  heard  kis  storj', 
aud  while  they  condoled  with  him,  and  pruphecied 
brighter  days  in  store,  they  scouted  Nick  Hewlett 
for  the  spy  and  the  traitor  that  he  had  proved  him- 
self. Nick— servile,  cowardly,  and  mean— had  been, 
ever  since  his  arrival  ou  bcxird,  seeking  to  curry 
favor  with  the  first  lieutenant :  by  worming  him- 
self into  that  officer's  favor,  ho  hoped,  in  time,  to 
create  a  prejudice  in  his  mind  against  the  young 
suilor — to  cause  his  disgrace  by  some  means,  no 
matter  what,  was  the  idea  that  now  haunted  him. 
His  conscience,  too,  plagued  him  sorely.  He  started 
in  his  sleep ;  he  struggled  as  though  seeking  to 
escape  Irom  some  deadly  enemy ;  he  was  again 
in  his  native  village  ;  he  saw,  as  plainly  as 
though  he  lived,  the  old  man  that  he  had  laid 
prostrate  on  the  threshold.  How  anxious  he  felt, 
too,  as  he  thought  of  the  place  where  the  body  had 
been  placed !  Of  course  it  had  been  discovered 
long  since!  Who  was  suspected?  Had  his  own 
absence  been  constnicd  into  an  appearance  of 
guilt— or  was  any  other  person  suspected?  How 
he  longed  to  see  a  newspaper !— but  there  was  no 
chance  of  his  curiosity  being  gratified.  All  ou  board 
were  debarred  from  hearing  any  news  relating  to 
home  afliairs ;  each  day  bore  them  fiir  from  the 
land  that  many  were  destined  never  to  see  again. 

As  Lieutenant  Sjxincer  im-ssed  Nick  Hewlett  on 
deck  one  day  ;  the  Litter,  touching  his  hat,  asked 
if  he  could  sjietik  to  hira. 

* '  Yes, "  replied  the  lieutenant  ' '  What  is  it  you 
have  to  say  ?" 

"  I  don't  like  the  way  Tom  Rowlock  is  going  on, 
jour  honor ;  he's  always  growling  and  scowling 
at  me  as  though  he  meant  mischief^  and  the  worst 
word  in  his  mouth  is  too  good  for  me." 

"  You  can  hardly  wonder  at  that,  I  should  think  ; 
for  I  hear  you  had  him  pressed,  and  parted  from 
his  sweetheart" 

"I  don't  care  so  much  about  myself,  but  he 
speaks  against  your  honor  worse  than  he  does 
me." 

"  Indeed !    ^\^lv  should  he  do  that  ?" 

"That's  more  than  I  can  tell,  your  honor.  I 
believe  it's  the  natural  badness  of  his  heart  He 
used  to  sene  all  his  friends  the  same  way  in  his 
native  place ;  he  was  a  regular  mischief-maker, 
sii-." 

"And  I  suppose,"  said  the  lieutenant,  fixing  his 
t-ye  steadily  ou  Nick.  "  you  had  the  welfare  of  all 
the  people  in  his  nativp  place  so  much  at  heart,  that 
you  thought  you'd  get  him  out  of  the  way  ?" 

"Well,  I  guessed,  sir,  it  would  be  all  for  his 
good." 

"I've  heflvd  all  alnint  yonr  motives  from  the 
boatswain.  Will  rroncli.  who  was  captain  of  the 
gang  that  pressed  him,  I  believe." 

"He  was  your  honor  :  and  he  acted  verj'  un- 
fairly, for  he  prpKKf'd  me  too." 

"Ah,"  rpmarked  tho  lieutenant,  with  a  sly 
twinkl»»  in  hi«  eyo,  "  T  suppose  he  thought  it  would 
be  for  yn^n-  r<w1.  just  as  you  thought  it  *?ould  be 
for  Tom  Eo^  I'^ck's  ?■' 

All  the  evil  niisfiions  in  the  man's  nature  broke 
out  uncontroUi^d,  ns  he  exclaimed.  "Curse  them 
both,  I  say  !    I  should  like  to "      -  : .- , 


"  Avut,  Hewlett  avM*  P  interrupted  the  heu- 
tenant "No  threats  ou  board  this  vessel  !  In 
spite  of  your  alwtiys  trying  to  set  me  against  Tom 
Bowlock,  I  like  the  fellow  still,  notwitlistandmg 
what  you've  said  as  to  him  alwaj-s  speaking  ugaitu.t 
me  behind  my  b<U:k.  Why,  h^t  he  comes,  aud  I'll 
tax  bim  with  it"! 

Tom  was  coniiug  on  deck  as  ihn  lioutouaut 
spoke. 

"No,  no,  your  honor !"  implored  Nick,  not 
thinking  Tom  was  so  near  at  hand  ;  "  dou't  say 
anj-thing  just  now,  or  at  least  dou't  moution  my 
name  in  the  matter. " 

"Oh,  oh,  my  man!"  returned  tho  lieutenant; 
"you're  one  of  that  sort,  aie  you?— nmdy  enough 
to  run  down  a  man  behind  his  back,  but  when 
before  his  face  vou  haven't  the  courage  to  say  a 
single  word  I" 

Nick  found  he  had  gone  ux>  far,  that  tho  lieu- 
tenant was  no  friend  of  his,  aud  all  his  words 
spoken  with  a  \iew  to  prejudice  Tom  had  better 
have  remained  tuksaid. 

"Tom  Rowlock,"  said  the  lieutenant  bockoniug 
our  hero  towardsjhim,  "  be  careful  what  you  say  on 
board  this  veaaet  for  every  word  you  l-t  Urop  is 
carried  to  me,  null  that's  the  mau  who  brings  it." 

He  pointed  toirords  Nick  Hewlett  lis  ho  spoke, 
and  wunt  into  the  cabin. 

"  Oh,  oh !  you're  on  the  tack,  are  you  ?"  said 
Tom,  eying  his^ijaemy  frjm  head  to  loot  with  tho 
most  supreme  contempt 

"  Don't  beliete  all  you  hoar,"  whined  Nick,  in  a 
hypocritical  toAet  "  Everj-body  on  board  soevis 
against  ma  and  I'm  sure  I  don't  know  whv." 

"Don't  yon?  jThen  I'll  tell  you.  It's "l)oeatiso 
they  sec  you  in  |j'|>ur  trxie  colors.  They  know  you 
got  me  pressed^  ihe  ver>fii8t  day  I  sot  my  foot  in 
my  uiitive  village;  after  three  years  abseuco.  hoping 
to  anchor  in  happiness  for  life  with  the  girl  of  my 
heart  You  pretended  to  be  my  friend,  aud  then 
betmypd  nio  ;  hnt  vonr  freacherj-  carried  its 
punishment  ala|n^  with  it,  and  yoii  who  wore  so 
anxious  to  send  ine  to  seii  again.  h<>  that  I  might 
again  encounter  all  the  perils  of  stonn  aud  buttle, 
will  now  have  a  (?hauo<i  of  seeing  how  you  like  'cm 
yourself."  ' 

Nick  could  well  imagine  the  triumph  it  was  to 
Tom  to  soe  him  there,  but  it  did  not  answer  the 
traitor's  purpoHe  to  quan-el  with  his  rivid.  Ho 
thought  ho  couHgain  his  ends  better  without  it 
so  pretcudin^  to .  dash  away  a  jieuitcut  t«ar  from 
his  eye,  he  said  he  was  very  sorry. 

"Ay,"  said  Tom;  "tell  that  to  the  ..larincs. 
"  You're  sorry  tfaiit  you're  here  ;  but  gLid  to  know 
that  I'm  once  ntqre  afloat  Tell  me  wLuit  piKxl  yon 
think  you've  donp  by  your  treacherj-  ?  Why,  you 
swab,  did  yon  think  if  you  had  succeeded  in  sending 
me  ofif  to  sea  again,  aud  you  had  contrived  to  stay 
behind,  that  WUmy  would  have  sailed  under  your 
flag  on  the  ocean  of  life  ?—  she  that's  my  stur  of 
hope — the  compaas  that  I  steer  by  in  everj'  diuiger — 
my  sheet  anchor,  that  I  have  so  much  faith  in, 
because  I  think  that  the  greet  Commander  aloft 
will  let  us  meet  ajgain,  in  spite  of  all  that  our  ene- 
mies may  plan  to  wreck  our  hapi)inc8s  ! ' 

Nick  now  ixiBctived  that  Tom  viewed  him  in  his 
true  colors,  and  that  further  deception  would  Iw 
useleee,  and  vowed  within  himsch  that  they  should 
be  foes  to  the  last 

The  call  to  doty  seperated  them,  and  each  wrnt 
his  way.  Altheugh  Tom  knew  Nick  Howlett  hud 
wrecked  his  happiness  for  a  time,  still  the  hardy 
sailor  fotmd  cqpifort  in  the  thought  that  Winny 
would  ever  remain  true  to  him,  and  looked  ibrwiird 
to  their  meeting  agiiiu  with  as  firm  a  ho|>(-  jui  the 
tar  looks  up  to  the  Union  Jack  that  is  to  lead  him 
on  to  victory. 

How  Tom  losf^ed  for  a  lett<'r  from  Winny,  or  the 
means  to  send  one  to  her !  Hs  had  one  written  all 
ready,  and  reH(4>|ed  to  try  and  [xwt  it  at  the  first 
port  they  anchdr^d  in. 

But  he  reoeivpd  news  from  his  native  village  in  a 
way  that  he  never  conld  have  dreamed  of. 

It  was  the  mbming  after  the  new  captain's 
arrival,  and  Tom;  was  leaning  over  the  ship's  sido, 
thinkhig  of  the  pa(<-t  and  shaping  plans  for  tho 
future,  when  a  ^tell-knowTi  voice  shont'^d  in  his 
ear.  "'What  ch*^r,  Tom  ro«lork?"  He  turned, 
and  there  standing  on  the  dock,  diemed  in  full 
nautical  rig,  wae  |Iack  Wliiu-. 

(^Tobe  Oonlimied.       ..      ,rjc,. 
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1.  My      first      love    Avas      Sa  -  rali,       O,      none  could    be       fair  -  er       Than   slie      was,  in 
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3  Unexpected,  one  night,  I  called,  when  a  sight 

Muc  my  view,  that  I  sc.ircc  could  believe  my  own  eyes — 
,    iiat  al.is!  'twaa  loo  tine  :  there,  a  big  soklier  in  bhio 
■S        Sii'  qiaLe  c  izy  with  Sarah,  who  Hta,red  with  aarprise  ; 
And  wiien  I  (h'lnnndod  a  triu>  t  xplanatio?! 

Of  such  ho:irtlof5>;  conduct,  Jliss  SariUi  began 
To  Iniivrli  .ind  grow  bolder,  whUo  her  great,  clumsy  soldier 
^.       Seized  hold  of  the  collar  of  Sarah's  youug  man. 

-,,.  \,-     ;  .-.         The  balftuoe  of  tLa  woi'da  of  this  Sony  can 


4  Said  he,  coolly,  to  me:  "You're  not  wanted,  yon  see! 
If  you'll  quietly  take  my  advice,  vou'll  walk  out." 
Said  "I,  "  If  I  do,  by  Jove  !  you'll  go  too  !" 

When  the  monster  began  for  to  kick  me  about.    ■ 
While  si niggling,  we  both  hear  the  voice  ci  the  master — • 

The  soldier,  with  flight,  up  the  area-steps  ran. 
While  I,  bOon  as  able,  crawled  under  the  table: 
I  A  nice  situation  for  Sarah's  young  mant  ,. 

bo  fonnd  inUio  SioKt'i's  Joaruol,  No.  8,  Volume  L.   ,».  .^.  .      ..;>;<;., 
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TH£    SliirCvERI!^'    JOURJVAI.. 


My  Little  Bright*£yed  Hary. 

Oh!  such  happy  thoughts  '"'*'•. 

In  my  brain  will  ever  play,  ,,':' 
When  I  think  cf  litUe  Mary,    •    :         ;    ^ 

My  Mary  far  away. 
For.  her  eyes  tliey  brighUy  b«aa 

When  htT  blooming  face  I  ae9,  -f    >      *     • 
My  bright-eyed  little  Mary  ■^- ♦, 

la  so  fond  and  dear  to  me. 
Chorus  :     My  Mary,  little  Mary, 

Your  mem'iy's  dear  to  me. 
Hay  roses  btrew  your  pathwfty, 
'        :  '  May  you  ever  nappy  ba' 

Oh  I  sing  soft  to  me  a  lay, 

That  my  heart  may,  night  and  day, 
Think  fondly  of  my  alary  : 

Tho'  Khe  from  me  doth  stray, 
Yet  my  songs  shall  ever  be 

Of  her  I  love  so  fond  and  free  : 
Oh !  my  little  bright-eyed  Mary, 


Ficturei  on  the  WalL 


This  heart  beats  but  for  thee. 

Oh  !  soon  again  we'll  meet. 

When  her  voice  again  I'll  hear, 
In  numbers  soft  and  sweet. 

Linger  gently  on  mine  ear  : 
Around  her  still  will  twine 

My  heart  from  day  to  day. 
Until  I  meet  sweet  Mary  mine. 

My  Mary  far  away. 


Clioras. 


Chonu. 


I  Crown  Thee,  Love,  My  daeen. 

I  crown  thee,  love,  my  Queen, 
This  Isle  shall  be  thy  land, 

Kest  on  this  throne  of  green. 
And  wave  thy  willow  wand : 

Thy  subject  I  wiU  be. 

To  wait  thy  dear  commands, 
"  And  low  before  thee  bend  the  knee^ 
To  kiss  the  Sovereign's  hand. 
To  kiss  the  Sovereign's  hand.    ' 

I  crown  thee,  love,  my  Queen, 

Whatever  thy  mandates  are, 
To  roam  the  snowy  clouds  between. 

And  steal  from  Heaven  a  star. 
Or  siuk  beneath  the  sea. 

Where  sans  ne'er  cast  a  ray. 
To  bring  its  rarest  pearls  to  thee^ 

Thy  mandates  I  obey. 

I  crown  thee,  love,  my  Queen, 

All  Queen  of  Eiirth  above  ; 
Before  thee  shall  convene 

The  joyous  court  of  love. 
Oh  !  happiness  to  me ! 

Let  Earth  and  Heaven  sing. 
For,  I,  oh,  joy  !  at  once  will  be 

Though  subject  yet  thy  King  ! 

Though  subject  yet  thy  King  I 


The  Flag  of  the  Republic. 

Air  :  I'm  Afloat 


Long  wave  oui  proud  Stars  and  Stripes  of  Lil^erty 
O'er  this  mighty  Republic,  the  land  of  the  Free — 
The  Nation  sacred  that  Washington  blest. 
The  asylum  and  home  for  all  the  distressed  f 
Where  the  foreigner's  free  from  Oppression's  obsls, 
Tnie  as  tho  sea-birct  that  flies  o'er  the  main  : 
Where  wealth  has  no  jx)wer,  honor  no  throne  ; 
Columbia  !  Liberty  claims  thee  its  own  ! 

Columbia  !  though  Treason  now  reitms  in  thy  land. 
Thou  shalt  escape  unscarred  from  the  dastard  band 
Of  TiaitotK  who've  trampled  thy  Flag  in  the  duat — 
For,  triumphant  shall  be  the  cause  of  the  just, 
And  thy  good  Ship  of  State  shall  sail  again  free, 
The  terror  of  despots,  the  mistress  of  the  sea. 
And  thy  Banner  of  Stars  once  more  proudly  flow 
From  the  piue-tree  coast  to  the  broad  Mexico  ! 


Why  do  people  talk  about  foplinj?  doubts  in  their 
own  ruind  ?  Where  else  could  they  be  expected  to 
feel  them? 


Oh  !  cweet  the  dreams  that  haunt  me  at 

Of  days  bo  long  ago,  :■)  ■  ;       - 

I  wandered  by  each  vale  and  hill,     '  . 

Each  flower  and  brook  I  know  ;  ^■ 

Once  more  a  child  I  seem  to  be,  Ij"! 

When  twilight  shadows  fall,  ■  »•• 

Within  my  childhood's  home  I  see         '    "   * ' 
Sweet  pictures,  sweet  pictures  on  Ae  walL 
Chorus  :     Oh  !  days  that  ever  more  are  past. 
How  sad  your  echoes  fall. 
Oh  !  happy  scenes  that  would  not  last. 
Fair  pictures,  fair  pictures  on  the  widL 

That  little  group  at  home,  so  dear. 

They  beam  in  tranquil  light. 
Their  loving  voices  still  I  hear. 

Around  the  fire  so  bright ; 
My  mother's  pure  and  angel  &cd 

How  fondly  I  recall- 
No  Gems  of  art  can  now  replace 

These  pictures,  these  pictures  on  the  waO. 

Oh  !  days  that  ever,  Ac 

Loved  pictnres  that  our  childhood  knew. 

You  ne'er  can  fade  away, 
'Till  mem'ry's  walls,  so  fair  and  true, 

Shall  crumble  to  decay  ;  ;^ 

Oh  !  when  life's  dream  of  joy  or  paki 

No  more  to  us  shall  fall. 
Kind  heaven,  restore  to  us  again 

Those  pictures,  those  pictures  on  the  walL 

Oh  !  days  that  ever,  Afl. 


Will  Friendship  bay  ns  Bread? 

B7  Vm.  8hlr»i— Saggested  nn  learning  ■  fkmllj  wm  in 

a  itkle  of  ■t»rv:itlon  :  Tb«  Little  girl  applied  for  aid 

to  a  WMltb;  lady    tod    raceived   the   foUowInc 

•ncoorageuieuti 


Mother !  she  spoke  of  friendship — what  did  the 

kdy  mean? 
Of  brighter  days  for  us  in  store,  although  by  us 

unseen  : 
She  said  we'd  yet  be  happy,  then  turned  away 

her  head ; 
Now,  mother,  quickly  tell  me— will  friendship 

buy  OS  bread? 

Will  friendship  buy  us  bread,  mother  ?  if  so, 

when  will  it  come  ? 
For,  days  have  past  since  it  vras  seen  within 

our  wretched  home : 
I  care  not  for  myself,  mother,  but  you  are  pale 

and  weak. 
And  there  my  httle  brother  lies  :  he  scarce  can 

move  or  speak. 

She  bade  us  trust  in  Providence,  and  said  it 

would  provide : 
So,  mother,  cheer  thy  spirits  up,  whatever  may  betide  : 
Yet  see-  -my  little  brother  dioops  and  death-pale 

grows  his  cheek, 
He  lifts  his  little  hands  to  heaven,  and  tries  in 

vain  to  speak. 

He  sinks  and  he  is  motionless  —he  falls  a  lifeless  clod  : 
His  bleesmg  rests  upOn  us  both— his  spirit's 

gone  to  God ! 
This,  mother,  is  the  promised  aid  the  lady 

said  would  come : 
It  takes  us  from  this  wretched  world,  to  a  bright 

and  happy  home- 


Over  the  Left. 


I  am  thine  in  thy  gladness, 
I  am  thine  in  thy  tears. 

My  love,  it  can  change  not 
In  absence  or  years. 

Were  a  dungeon  thy  dwelling. 
My  home  it  should  be. 

Its  p^oom  would  be  sunshine. 
Were  I  but  with  thee. 

For,  life  has  no  beauty 

Of  thee.  love,  bereft, 
I  am  thine,  and  thine  only. 

Thine— oi'er  tht  left — 


From  a  fiuband  to  his  Wifa. 

Slie  who  dMfs  open  aig^eeji, 

Was  the  *bt  to  win  !!]>) 
She  who  dnam&opoa  ni^  breast, 

Kver  rsigiK  wJU^  ilir 
SUe  who  luMes  41  my  tvfK 

Wakes  thonr  wA^atat  UiBsing  : 

She  who  reeta  within  ma  arms, 
■J^-     <;.      Feels  their  clowit  pwiiing. 

Other  days  than  these  shall  come, 
,  ^-j  Days  that  may  be  dreary  : 

*^        Other  hoOTH  sfaaD  gtfeet  as  yat,    -.     .  r ',   ., 
•>*  Honrs  that  aaay  b«.veaiy^:  •     .■  \.i 

Still  this  heart  shall  be  thy  throne, 
'  '     -'     8tiH  this  breast  a^dl  be  thy  fiUov^ 
Still  these  Ups  shall  meet  thme  oft. 
As  billow  meeteth  billlow. 

Sleep  then  on  my  happy  heart. 

Since  thy  love  hath  won  it :     >-  .  . 
Dream  then  on  my  loyal  breast,    ■ 

None  but  thou  hast  done  iL 
And  when  age  our  bloom  change  , 

With  its  wintry  weather, 
May  we  in  the  self-same  grave     , 

Sleep  and  dream  together — 


.1- 


Paddy  McFaddeiu 

Paddy  McFadden  was  lazy  and  fat. 
And  the  hair  of  his  head  grew  out  of  his  hat 
He  had  but  one  son  and  he  christened  him  Pat, 
Musha  whack  Fadden,  Faddeu  ui  ah. 
Cbobxts. 

With  me  rap  scallan,  pigs  liver  and  &gan  galore-. 

One  fat  poney  Moore  weighed  just  forty-four ; 

If  he  had  weighed  forty-five. 
He'd  weighed  a  stone  more  ;  J   :' 

Musha  wlwick  Fadden,  Fadden  ni  ah. 

He'd  a  big  jug  of  whiskey  that  stood  on  the  sh«U^ 
Along  with  the  plates,  platters  and  elf ; 
And  when  he  did  drink,  he  drauk  to  himself ; 
Mtisha  whack  Fadden,  Fadden  ni  ah. 

With  me  rap  scallan,  pigs  liver,  Ac. 

Paddy  McFadden  when  he  went  to  bed. 
The  neighbors  all  round  thought  he  was  dead  ; 
But  in  the  morning  be  got  up  and  fled  ; 
Musha  whack  Fadden,  Fadden  ni  ah. 

With  me  rap  scallan,  pigs  liver,  Ao. 


-♦♦^ 


KiDdliBg-Wood  Man. 


In  New- York  city,  there  used  to  live  a  genVons 

man  who  made 
An  honest  living,  like  others,  in  the  kindling-wood 

trade. 
He  sold  it  by  the  bundle,  also  by  the  box  : 
And  suppUed  the  Canal  boats,  at  the  East-River  docks. 

'Twas  there,  he  fell  in  love,  about  the  month  of  May, 
To  a  lovely  girl  of  Erin,  both  handsome  and  gay. 
When  he  first  beheld  her,  he  kneeled  down  at  her  feet : 
And  in  an  angel's  whisper,  bade  her  to  take  a  seat 

Spoken  :    That  is  on  the  kindling-wood  wagon  ; 
and  there  she  whispered  :  Matrimony. 

They  rode  to  the  minister,  where  she  became  his  wife  ; 
He  swore  that  from  that  morjent,  he  would 

lead  a  happy  life  ; 
But  sickness  came  upon  her,  and  this  young  girl  died, 
When  he  seized  a  pieoe  of  kindling-wood,  and 


committed  Su-i-cide. 


I'l' 


Freedom  ii  a  Real  Treaaua. 

Freedom  is  a  real  treasure. 
Love  a  dream  all  false  and  vain  : 

Short,  uncertain  is  the  pleasure,        ' 
Sure  and  lasting  is  the  pain. 

A  sincere  and  tender  |MauoB  V 
.    Some  ill  planet  over-rules  ; 
Ah !  how  bund  is  inclination  !       . 
Fate  and  women  doat  on  fools. 


WOUBBLST. 


•  f.^J.    ::,ff     r  ^... 


THE     SlIVOERS'    JOIJRIVAI.. 


t»T 


■n 


How  Delightfal  Twoald  be  if  Toa'd  let  Me! 

I  ue'er  cm  that  lip  for  a  momeut  have  gazed. 
Bat  a  tboniiaiiU  teiuptauons  beuet  me  :         ;■'' 

And  I've  ibought,  att  the  d««r  litUiD  rubi/^  yoniaisod, 
Hovr  dbliglitiai  'twould  he—il  >ou'd  let  me — 

Then  be  not  so  nngry  for  what  I  have  d<me, '.' ' , . 

Nor  say  l^.it  you're  SMOm  to  forgi?t  nio  : 
They  were  buds  of  temptation  too  pouting  to  shnn, 

And  I  thought  you  could  not  but— kt  me. 

When  yonr  lip  with  a  whiiiper  come  close  to  my  cheek, 
Oh !  think  how  bewitching  it  met  roe—    , 

And  plain  as  the  eye  of  a  Venus  could' a)eal[, 
Your  eyes  seemed  to  say  ^ou  woidd — let  me. 

Then  forgive  the  transgressiou,  and  bid  me  remain — 
For,  in  truth,  if  you  go,  y<m11  regret  me  ; 

Then,  oh !  let  me  try  the  transgreMion  again. 
And  ni  do  all  you  wish— if  you  let  m«. 


W    ni  Let  tQTL     .  V;x'  ":,;. 

If  ft  kin  be  delightfiil,  so  tempting  n^  lips,     -       t 
That  a  thouBbnd  soft  wishes  beaet  you, 

I  vow  by  the  nectar  that  Jupiter  sips. 
On  certaih  DOnditicni&— I'll  let  you. 

If  yon  swear  by  my  charms  thjit  youTl  ^er  be  Jrue, 
And  that  no  other  damsel  shall  get  yda — 

By  the  stars  that  roll  aroimd  that  summit  of  blu' 
Perhaps,  sir— perhaps,  sir— I'll  let  you. 

If  not  urged  by  a  psaeion  as  fleeting  as  wild 
Thiit  makes  all  the  virtues  forget  you, 

But  aflfectiou  unsullied,  soft,  fervent  and  mild— 
You  ask  for  a  kiss— then  indeed,  love— 'I'U  let  you. 


Doubt  Me  Not,  I  Cannot  Change. 

Doubt  me  not — I  cannot  change — 

Treasure  ol  my  heart,  twheve  me  ;    .    ..■ 

By  the  mooubeam'u  silvery  hght,  ■■       ';.'  '; 

By  the  the  star-lit  sky  so  bright,    •     . . 
I  swear  I'll  ue'er  deceive  thee  !    .  '■■ 

Dearest,  listen  to  my  vows,  1  ..    • 

For  the  future  have  no  fear  : 
111  strew  thy  path  with  harmless  flowitn, 
I'll  find  for  thee  joy's  Bunuiest  bowers, 

My  darling  ever  dear —     !  i.  ^    -i---f:,.-  -: 

m  shield  thee  from  all  trials. 

With  affection  pure  and  true  : 
Then  doubt  not  ray  imchauging  love — 
Lile  for  thee,  my  bright-eyed  Dove, 
Shiill  wear  its  fairest  hue. 

And  time  with  rosy  wings  shall  pass^ 

Like  a  summer's  cloudless  sky  : 
And  we'll  tread  the  shadowy  vale  of  life. 
Free  from  all  sorrow,  free  from  strife, 
You  and  I,  love,  you  and  I. 


J 


When  TwIiUght  Dews  are  Falling^. 

^^'hen  twilight  dews  are  tailing  soil   ■ 
Upon  the:  rosy  tea,  love,  ^  ,,'].- 

I  watch  tbe.Ntar  whose  beam  so  soft       • 
Has  lighted  thee  to  me,  love.  -     > 

And  thou,  too,  au  that  orb  so  dear  .  .(V  '  * 
Dost  ofCqa  gaze  at  even,  i  •  •) 

And  think,  though  lost  for  ever  here^  ;"' ' 

Thou'lt  \¥t  be  mine  in  heaven.        '  '   . 
•  t  "».■., 

There's  not  a  gtu-den-wnlk  I  tread,      •'" 

There's  not  a  flower  1  see,  love. 
But  brings  to  mind  some  hope  that's  fled. 

Some  jor  ttat's  pone  with  thee,  Im-o. 
And  still  I  Wish  that  hour  was  near. 

When,  ftiends  and  fties  forgiven. 
The  pains^  the  ills  w-e've  met  through  here. 

May  turi)  to  smiles  in  heaven. 


Darling  Nell 

Ail :    Poor  Old  Slave. 


Oh 
Iplmy 


Lucy  Long. 

!  I  list  come  out  befoie  you.  to  sing  a  little  aong, 
lay  It  on  de  banjo,  an'  I  call  it  Lucy  Long. 
Choms  :    So  take  yotir  time.  Miss  Lucj, 

Take  your  time,  Miss  Lucy  Long 
Take  your  time.  Miss  Lucy, 
Oh !  liucy,  Lucy  Long  ! 

Oh  !  if  I  had  a  scolding  wife,  Pd  whip  her,  sure 

you're  bom, 
I'd  take  her  down  to  New  Orleans  and  trade 

her  off  for  com. 
So  take  your  time,  Miss  Lucy,  &c. 

I  took  Miss  Lucy  walking,  I  did  not  mind  exiiense, 
I  bought  her  dat  ere  parasol,  it  eoBt  me  eignteen  pence. 
So  take  yonr  time.  Miss  Lucy,  &c. 

MiwLncy,  when  she  tiabbels,  she  always  leaves 

dumpj-k 
Ob  her  footsteps  in  de  gravel,  you  can  see  dem 

in  de  dark. 
So  take  your  time.  Miss  Lucy,  &.c. 

De  world  was  made  Jh  six  days,  an'  'twas  built  up 

,  '  .    very  strong, 

But  I  gueos  \t  took  de  sebenth,  to  finish  Lucy  Long. 
So  take  yoUr  time.  Miss  Ltcy,  Ac. 

r 

Lucy  cuts  the  widgeon  ping,  and  daooefi  funcy  reels. 
Fust  time  leber  seen  her,  I  cotohed  her  ukinnin'  eels. 
So  take  ycmr  time.  Miss  Lucy,  &c. 


'  Cdme,  ^kies,  listen  imto  me, 

Whilst  I  a  Ktory  tell  V 

About  a  girl  that  I  once  loved —  "   '  ,. 

They  called  her  Darling  Nell. 
Chorus  :    But  her  form  no  more  Fll  see. 
Death  took  my  Ix)ve  away  ; 
And  little  Nell  in  Heaven  does  dwell. 
With  the  Saints  of  God  to  stay  ! 

Oh  !  she  was  like  an  Angel  bright ! 

We  loved  each  other  well : 
I  sang  my  sweetest  songs  of  love. 

When  wandering  with  my  Nell. 


Chonu. 


The  darkies  all  loved  litUe  Nell :       : 

They  liked  her  loving  way  ; 
Among  the  girls  she  was  the  belle. 

When  in  the  fields  at  play.  Chorus. 

But  death,  one  mom,  took  Nell  away — 

In  Heaven  she  doth  dwell  ;  .'",;.'' ^. 

She  left  me  here,  alone  to  stay- 
So,  farewell,  little  Nell!  ;  Chorus. 

.  ^  ■*■  » : 

The  Wandering  Boy. 

When  the  winter  wind  whistles  along  the  wild  moor, 
Aud  the  cottager  shuts  ou  the  beggar  Lis  door. 
When  the  chilling  tear  stands  in  my  comfortless  eye, 
Oh  !  how  hard  Ls  the  fate  of  the  wandering lx)y — 


The  winter  is  cold,  I  have  no  place  forest. 
And  my  heart  it  is  cold  as  it  beats  in  my  face  ; 
No  father,  no  mother,  no  kindred  have  I — 
For,  I  am  a  pareutless  wandering  boy. 


f 


I  Ko9W  Not  if  She  Lovc$  Me. 

I  know  not  if  she  loves  me  :    , 

Hiirarms  are  never  vomxd,f r'y;-.: 
In  hours  of  deepest  tenderness, 

Hy  bending  fiprm.aroimd : 
Her  exes  are.  veiled  and  hidden. 

Her  Ups  are  turned  aside  : 
I  know  not  if  she  loves  me  now,        *' 

With  all  her  Woman's  pride. 

And  ytt,  I  will  not  doubt  her ! 

I  tiave  iw  etiter  link 
To  Hind  mf  aooi  to  hopes  of  good. 
When  heart  and  spirit  sink  s  v;  ^ 
The  tery  dT*«m  of  felaehood 
■1  *'     With  pain  and  death  is  fraught : 
i  ■Bo,  let  m^  trust  her  mnrmtiied  words, 
!     And  peviflh  in  my  tbeoghtd). 


i 


Yet  T  had  a  home,  and  I  once  had  a  sire, 
A  motl)<>r  who  granted  each  in£iut  desire  :     '' '  ■ 
Our  cottage  it  stood  in  a  wood-embowered  vale, 
Where  the  Ring-Dove  would  warble  its  sorrowftal  tale. 

But  my  father  and  mother  were  Rnmmoned  away. 
And  tliey  left  me  to  hard-hearted  strangere  a  prey  ; 
l;fle<l.froni  their  rigor  with  many  a  sigh. 
And  now  I'm  a  poor  little  wandering  boy. 

The  wind  it  is  keen,  and  the  snow  loads  the  gale. 
And  no  one  will  lint  to  my  innocent  tale  ; 
I'll  go  to  the  grave  where  my  parents  both  lie. 
And  death  shall  befriend  the  poor  wandering  boy. 


True  Friendship. 

Oh  I  whai  nappiness,  what  brightnees 

In  Ufe'a  ehangiug  scenes  appear — 
When  we  meet  kind  words  aud  actions, 

And  w0  feel  they  are  sincere  ! 
'VMien  the  imiles  of  thendahip  greet  us. 

And  we  know  that  they  axe  true. 
What  greater  charms  hatii  this  fair  world 

To  offer  toe  or  you  ? 

With  the  beaming  sky  above  us, 

And  the  lovely  earth  beneath  : 
With  the  liiusic  of  the  ocean. 

And  tbe  ^flower-enamelled  heath  : 
With  theao  beimteous  6cen<«  of  Nature, 

What  more  cheering  would  you  ask 
Than  the  glance  that  speaks  affection 

From  tbs  heart  without  a  mask  ? 

For,  pure  truth  is  such  a  jewel. 

Oh  !  BO  precious  aud  so  rare,  . '  ' 

That  it  seems  a  sjMirk  from  heaven. 

Seldom  lent  to  mortal  care — 
When  we  n^eet  it  in  earth's  friendship. 

Let  us  i|rize  its  holy  might : 
For,  it  ooitios  unto  our  spirits 

Like  ail  angel  winged  in  light. ,/",  ■■ .    .■:[' 

The  Ladies'  Man. 


When  we  Dwell  on  the  Lips.   V- 

^Vhen  we  dwell  on  the  lips  of  the  lass  we  adore. 
Not  a  pleasure,  in  nature,  is  missing  ; 

May  his  soul  rest  in  Heaven,  (he  de^serves  it,  I'm  sure) 
Who  was  first  the  inventor  of  Kissing ! 

Master  Adam,  I  verily  think,  was  the  man. 
Whose  discovery  w-ill  ne'er  be  surpassed  ; 

Then,  since  this  sweet  game  with  creation  tjegan. 
To  the  end  of  the  world  mav  it  last !     ?  ,  " 


I'm  quite  a  ladie  ?'  man,  in  fact  the  belles  they  all  declare 
They  never  had  » beau  before  who  walked  so  millitain) : 
My  whiskers  ai  d  mustacbios — rasiKt  their  charms 

who  can — 
It  is  their  facfailitionfi  niakcK  me  quite  a  ladies'  man. 
I'm  jwi-tLiltoa  moonlight  walk.  I  liken momiag ride 
With  Iiady  Maiy  Cavendish,  in  all  her  youth  and  pridu  ; 
I  love  to  visit  the  Bazaar,  the  trifles  there  to  scan, 
I  never  go  to  Greckford's  now,  I'm  quite  a  ladies'  man 

Tis  pleasant.  When  the  heart  is  free,  to  vratch 

the  maiden's  smile, 
To  mark  her  eyes'  bewitohing  glanoc  the  youthiul 

h(  ■  rt  beguile  : 
But  I  can  gaaeon  beauty  bright,  and  I'd  much 

rather  than 
Peru's  rich  iqi^es  were  mine  to  boast,  be  quite  a 

ladies'  man. 
Once  I  could  live  on  balmy  sighs — 'twas  foolish— 

I  was  young, 
I  spoke  the  language  of  the  ey^  but  now  I've  a 

bettor  plan  : 
I  flatter,  swear,  write  sonnets  and— Pm  qnite  a 

ladies'  man. 


I  Saw  What  Seemed  a  Harmless  Child. 

I  saw  what  seemed  a  harmless  child. 
With  wing»  and  bow,  and  aspect  tuQcL   '-^  . 
Who  sobbed  and  sighed,  and  pined,'    '  ''*'* 
And  begged  I  would  some  bomi  hniow' 
On  a  poor  Uttle  boy  stone-blind. 

Not  aware  of  the  danger,  I  instant  compiled. 
When  he  drew  from  his  qmiver  a  dart,  cried  : 
•My  power  yon  shall  know  :' 
Then  be  lev^Jled  his  bow, 
And  w^mnded  me  right  in  tiie  heart. 
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I  am  a  Homely  Man. 

Vrlttan  mni  laog  by  Tony  PMtor— Air:      The  Album. 

I  was  not  bom  a  handsome  man,    .  . 

The  reason  I  cannot  tell, 
But  that  I  am  a  homely  "  cuss,"      •      ' 

Bedad,  sir,  I  know  it  welL  ■        ■ ' 

My  nose  it  is  a  bit  too  long,  •:    - 

My  eyes  they  have  a  queer  tip,     ■  .    -y 
And  worst  of  ail,  I  know  I  have 
An  ugly  and  big  hair-lip. 
Chorus  :     I  can't  beueve  it,  yet  'tis  true  : 

A  gal  once  fell  in  love  with  me, 
And  made  me  happy,  happy— yes, 
Happy  as  I  e'er  could  be. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  I  tell  you  I  present  a  sorry  picture 
for  a  lover,  and  yet  it  wa»-»y  good  fortune,  the 
other  night,  to  rescue  a  fair  damwtit'rom  the  attack 
of  a  party  of  insnlting  ruflfiana  I  offered  her  my 
escort  home,  and  was  glad  to  find  that  we  were 
neighbors— I  living  at  42,  and  my  fair  Iftdy  at  44, 
just  opposite.  Next  day  I  received  a  note,  which 
ran  as  follows. 

Sweet  sir,  that  livg  at  forty-two. 

My  gratitude  is  very  great : 
I  know  you'r»  beautiful,  and  that  >         ' 

With  heroes  you  are  a  mate. 
•Last  night  I  spent  in  happy  dreamB,    . 

And  I  saw  your  handsome  fece 
Smiling  sweeUy  down  upon  me,  , 

Bright  with  everj*  manly  grace. 

Spoken  :  Now,  just  imagine  an  ugly  cuss  like 
me  receiving  such  a  dear  epitrtle  fro'j  such  a  lovely 
creature,  as  I  know  this  fair  correspondent  must  be. 
Beautiful ! —  yes,  beautiful  as  a  dream.  From 
hence  I  felt  that  I  should  not  regret  my  hideous 
appearance,  Kiuce  my  heroic  qualities  had  made 
me  appear  sweet  and  beautiful  m  the  eyes  of  one  of 
earth's  fairest  daughters.         1  can't  believe,  Ac. 

Next  night,  I  also  dreamed  a  dream  : 

I  loved  and  I  was  beloved  ; 
In  fancy,  o'er  the  themes  of  bliss        .      : 

In  joyfolness  I  roved —  "J 

I  wok«,'  and  lo  i  a  billet-doux 

Lav  nestled  beneath  the  door  : 
My  waking  joy  was  Hghter  now. 

And  my  heart  thrilled  to  the  core. 

Spoken  :  But,  alas !  how  shaky  are  the  castles 
which  we  build  !  Would  you  believe  it?  the  lovely 
creature  who  had  written  to  me,  the  day  previous, 
gushing  all  over  with  gratitude  and  admiration, 
sent  me  a  cold  letter,  asking  me  not  to  take  to  heart 
anything  she  had  written,  as  she  was  a  wayward, 
little  thing,  and  otlen  did  verj-  foolish  things-  sh^ 
added  that  she  had  watchad  for  an  opportunity,  and 
had  caught  a  glimpse  of  me  the  day  following  the 
Bending  of  her  first  note,  and  my  dignified  ap- 
pearance convinced  her  that  she  had  done  a  fooUsh 
thing.  I  tore  the  letter  in  pieces,  franticnlly  paced 
the  room,  cursed  the  ingratiude  of  tha  human  race, 
and  concluded  by  singing.      I  can't  believe,  Aa 

I  am  a  gay  old  bachelor  now,  •.  ,.▼ 

But  Im  fat  and  hale  and  rich  :  '' 

I  often  meet  that  foolish  girl,    >.    -^      >        ,;^ 
A  faded,  snarling  old  witch.'  ■  '  '-' 

She  married  soon  a  handsome  man. 
But  he's  homelier  than  me  : 

He's  bloated  and  ain't  got  a  cent, 
■■'  ■       A  slave  to  gin  and  whiskey.  Choms. 

^r ,-JI^^»'   ^ ■ 

...  Yon  am  Sweet 

Written  and  Sang  by  Mr.  Wm.  Oonrtrfght. 


-r 


Oh  ♦  my  lady,  fere  yon  well ;   >    ,    . 
Oh !  my  lady,  fare  you  well  i^'  [(  . 

Oh !  my  lady,  fare  you  well ;  -   ^       ' ...  I 

How  I  lo^e  you,  hard  to  telL 
Chorus  :    You  am  sweet,  sweet,  sweet. 

Yon  am  sweet,  sweet,  sweet, 
•      t  ., .      -    Yob  am  sweet,  sweet,  sweet. 

Yea,  I  told  yon,  Tm  gone.  (Dance.) 

CkriiM  to  heaven,  how  you  git  dar  ? 
Owine  to  heaven,  how  yon  git  dar? 
Gkvine  to  heaven,  how  yon  git  dar  ? 
Jaoob'b  kddar.  dat  don't  reach  dar. 

(Chorus  and  Domoe.) 


Bockaway. 

On  old  L<)ng  Island's  sea-girt  shore,      * 

Many  an  hour  I've  whiled  away. 
In  list'uiog  to  the  breakem'  roar. 

That  wash  the  beach  of  Itockaway. 
Transfixed  I've  stood  while  nature's  lyr« 

In  one  hnmionious  concert  broke, 
And  catehinl^  its  promethean  fire,      •  , 
My  inmost  soul  to  rapture  woke. 
Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  ' 

On  old  Long  Island's  sea-girt  shore. 
Many  an  hour  I've  wLiled  away, 
,,..    In  lisfning  to  the  breakers' roar. 

That  wash  the  beach  of  Eocka way. 

Oh !  how  delightful  'tis  to  stroll        ,„  ;. 

Where  munu'riug  wind  and  waters  meet, 
Marking  the  billows  as  they  roll 

And  break  resistless  at  your  feet— 
To  watch  yomig  Iris,  as  she  dips 

Her  mautlo  in  the  sparkling  dew,    '  ' 
And  chased  by  sol,  away  she  trips       >•■■-* 
O'f r  the  ho-ri-zon'8  qnlVring  blue — 
Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh  ! 

On  (Jd  liong  Island's  sea-girt  shore. 
Many  an  nour  I've  whiled  away, 
■        ■  In  liHt'uiug  to  the  breakers'  roar. 

That  wash  the  beach  of  Boekawaj. 

To  hear  the  sfartling  night-winds  sigh, 

As  dreamy  twilight  lulls  to  sleep. 
While  the  pale  moon  reflects  from  high  ,  . 

Her  image  in  the  mighty  deep  :  •  > 

Majestic  scene  where  nature  dwells, 

Prijfonnd  in  ever  lusting  love. 
While  her  niimeixsnred  music  swells 

The  vaulted  firmament  al>ove.  •    •  . 

Oh  !  oh  !  oh  !  oh !  oh !  oh  !  oh ! 

On  old  Long  Island's  sea-girt  shore, 
-  >  Many  an  hour  I've  whiled  away. 

In  list'uing  to  the  breakers'  roar, 
'That  Wiish  the  beach  of  Bockaway. 


Longshoremen's   Strike :   or,  the 
Poor  Man's  Family. 

Written  by  Ed.  HarrlRan.  Music  br  David  Brehem. 

BuQg  by  Ed.  Harrlt.'>n   In  bti  eldKiplittiog  iketcb, 

-  Raffle  for  a  Clock." 


Oh  !  I  am  a  simple  laboring  man,   ■ 

I  work  along  the  shore,  .    * 

To  keep  the  hungry  wolves  away  ■ 

From  the  poor  longshoreman's  door ; 
I  toil  all  day  in  the  broiling  sim 

On  the  Rhipn  that  come  ifrom  sea. 
From  broad  daylight  till  late  at  night, 
For  a  poor  man's  family. 
Chorus ;    Give  ns  fair  pay  for  every  day 
Is  what  we  ask  of  ye  ; 
Our  cause  is  right. 
We  are  out  on  a  strike 
For  a  poor  man's  family. 

Oh  !  the  rich  one's  gilded  carriages 

And  horses  swift  and  strong  : 
Whin  a  poor  man  asks  for  a  bite  to  eat, 

They  tell  him  he  is  wrong  ; 
"Go  take  your  shovel  in  your  hand. 

Go  out  and  work  for  me — "  , 

Die  or  live,  they  have  nothing  to  give 

To  a  poor  man's  family.  ChoMB. 

They  bring  over  tln'ir  Italians 

And  Chinamen  from  the  Sonth,  '' 

Thinking  they  can  do  our  work. 

Take  the  bread  from  out  our  mouths  ; 
The  white  man's  children  they  must  starve- 

Shure  we  will  not  agree 
To  be  put  down  like  a  worm  in  the  ground. 

And  Htar\-e  our  family.  ChonB. 


Done  to  Death. 

Do«e  to  death  by  Rlanderous  tonguea 
Was  the  Hero,  that  here  lies  : 

Dt«th  in  guerdon  of  her  wrongs, 
GiveB  her  fame  which  never  dies  : 

So  the  life  that  dy'd  with  shame. 

Lives  in  death  with  glorious  fame. 


I'. 


The  Nobleman's  Daughter. 

Tis  of  a  Nobleman's  danghter,  :'•>  •  H-ii 

Most  beautiful,  comely,  and  &ir ;        >>  i  j'; 
'   Her  father  possessed  of  great  fortune^  >  ,        (! 
Of  thirty-five  thousand  a  year.       ^        ^ 
He  had  bat  one  only  daughter,     "^'  '"'  '      '  "^''' 
fi.     Caroline  was  her  name,  I've  been  toldl 
One  day,  from  her  drawing-room  window. 
She  admired  a  young  sailor  bold. 

His  cheeks  were  like  two  roses,  ''■'  ''.'■  *'  ♦^ 

His  hair  was  black  as  jet  '   •';  •  '^^ 

Young  Caroline  watched  his  depaitrm, 

WaJOked  round,  and  young  WiQiam  ^e  met 
She  says  :  "  I'm  a  Noblaman's  daughter, 

PoBMased  of  t«D  thousand  in  gokl ;  .,  ,.f' 

I'll  forake  both  my  father  and  mother, 

And  wed  with  you,  young  sailor  bold."  •,,.." 

,    Says  Wilham  :  "¥mragkdy,  remamber,   '  . 

Your  parents  yoa're  bound  for  to  mind  ;    ; 
For  in  sailors  there  is  no  dependence. 

When,  their  true  love  is  left  far  behind. 
Be  advised,  and  stay  home  #lth  yodr  fkaents,  " 

And  do  by  them  as  you  are  told,  ir    ! 

And  never  let  no  one  persuade  yoa  <  ''.  ■<»'  "'■  ' !' 

To  wed  with  a  yonng  sailor  iJold."    '• 

She  sajU  :  "  There^  no  one  shall  pennade  me ' ' 

One  nlomeDt  to  alter  my  mind  ;  -/'  | 

ni  ship,  and  proceed  with  my  trne  love—  ':  . 

He  never  shall  leave  me  behjpd."  "t 

She  drwsed  like  a  gallant  young  sailor,    ... 

Forsook  both  her  parents  and  gold  ;        ;, ,, 
Two  years  and  a  halt  on  the  ocean. 

She  ploughed  with  her  young  sailor  bold. 

Three  times  with  her  k>v«  she  waa  shipwrecked. 

And  always  proved  constant  and  true. 
Her  duty  she  did  like  a  sailor,  .1 

Went  aloft  in  her  jacket  so  blue. 
Her  father  long  weeped  and  lamented. 

From  his  eyes  tears  in  torrents  long  rolled, 
'Till  at  length  they  arrived  safe  in  England, 

Caroline  and  her  ypnng  sailor  bold. 

Caroline  went  straightway  to  her  father. 

In  her  trousers  and  jacket  so  blue. 
Her  father  he  instantly  fainted,  '■•  ' "  ' 

When  first  she  appeared  to  his  view. 
She  cries  :  "  Dearest  father,  forgive  ma,  •  '■,-  4-  i 

And  forever  deprive  me  of  gold  ; 
Grant  me  one  reqneet,  I'm  contented 

To  wed  with  my  yomig  sailor  bold." 

Her  father  admired  young  WiUiam,  • 

And  vowed  that  in  sweet  unity, 
If  life  did  them  sp>are  till  the  morning. 

Together  they  married  shoold  be. 
They  were  married  ;  and  Caroline's  portion 

Was  ten  hnndred  thousand  in  gold! 
So  now  they  live  happy  and  cheerful, 

Caroline  and  her  yomig  sailor  bold. 


,  ,•   ^  Sentiment  and  .Realitjk 

A  Serio-Comic  Ditty— By  LleaL  ^.  H.  Kellofg. 


When  first  we  met,  no  word  betrayed 
The  burning  impulse  of  my  heart ; 
I  held  my  breath,  almost  afraid 

Its  beating  would  my  wish  impart ; 
For  "OU!"  thought  L  *'  were  I  to  claim 

A  boon  that  might  not  granted  be, 
A  bitter  blast  must  quench  the  flame   ■ 
And  ruin  my  tranquillity." 
Chorus  :     Mtich  better  bear  a  life  nnblest 

And  all  my  inner  wishes  smother, 
Than  hear  her  answer  my  request 
In  icy-tones  :  "I  love  another  f 

But  then  I  was  a  silly  boy. 

And  little  knew  of  maidens'  freaks : 
Bnt  as  she  looked  with  glances  coy. 

The  blushes  sprang  into  my  cheeks  ; 
And  then  I  most  have  binrted  oat 

Some  Words — I  cannot  tell  their  bent —  V 
But  this  I  know  her  arms  about 
My  neck  inclosed  with  plain  intent 
Chorus  :    All  thoughts  had  fled  of  life  unbleet 
The  giri  clung  closer  than  a  brother, 
And  quickly  set  my  heart  at  rest 
-*  -- Ae  she  znilied  :  "  Just  aek  my  mother.  1; 


\^j*~r^ijj!^  'irT^E^  - 
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Skidmore  Qaard.  -  ;      i' 

Written  toy  Kad  H»rrlfi»n.    Ai  Bang  by  Barrig&n  and 

Qui,  uiltted  by  the  Tlieatre  OoujlqaeTronp«. 

The  Mailc'oftbti  song  ti  pabllabed  by  Wm.  A.  Pond  k  Co., 

M7  Broadway.    Price  40  cent*. 


We  represent  de  privates  -   '/  ; - 

In  de  nohie  colored  troops, 
Who  march  about  the  streetB  of  Tork      '     r" . 

In  French  Imperial  suita  ;  '■;      ' 

Black  pantaloons  and  yellow  hats,  "  :,  ; 

Helmets  trimmed  with  blue  :  '[^    .,; 

De  wenchee  shout  when  we  turn  out        '  ,■ 
On  South  Fifth  avenue.  '' 

Chorus  :     Nobby,  airy,  Ught  as  a  fairy. 

Music  playing,  sweet  and  gay, 
Hats  a  waving,  we're  parading. 
Marching  down  Broadway. 

(Umph)  talk  about  your  Mulligan  Band, 

Dese  nigs  deV  can't  be  beat : 
We  march  to  time,  we  cut  a  shine^   -  ■  i  '• 

Oh  !  Watch  dese  darkies  feet — 
Pe  left  foot  first,  de  right  foot  follow,     ,•  ■ 

De  heel  down  mighty  hard :  i»»   '; . 

Ten  platoons  of  dandy  coons 

March  in  de  Skidmore  Gnard.  Choms. 

Dars  Mister  Brown,  de  waiter  man     "        ; 

In  de- Astor  House  hotel  :  '     ' 

He's  sargeant  in  de  second  brigade 

Division,  Ctompany  L : 
He's  six  feet  high,  he  carried  de  flag       . 

So  noble,  proud  and  gay, 
He  took  de  prize  for  marching  out 

On  'Mancipation  day. 

We  neber  hire  a  German  band, 

Italians  carry  a  can 
Of  lemondde  dat's  fresh  and  sweet 

For  every  colored  man  ; 
Dey  follow'  up  de  regiment 

Maccaroni  in  do  rear, 
And  when  dey  get  obstropolous, 

We  bounce  'em  on  dar  ear. 

Dars  adjutant  general  Jom  Primrose, 

And  parson  Sunpson's  sons, 
De  envy  of  de  yaller  gals 

Wid  "boquet«  on  dar  guns  ; 
Doy  look  just  Uke  a  circus  horse 

When  de  band's  a  playing  loud — 
For  elegant  stjle  and  sweet  hair  ile 

Dem  darkit*  lead  de  crowd. 


.Choms. 


Clioms. 


Cfaoms. 


Kiss,  KisB.         * 

A*  •nnR  with  tbe  ureatoat  anccesi,  by  Jennie  Horgan. 

MualctobebadofO  D  BnniPllfcCo  Boatou.  Mass. 

Price  50ct». 


^^^lo  hath  not  felt,  when  sad  and  lone, 

The  magnetic  pressure  of  a  hand  ? 
The  music  of  a  friendly  tone. 

We  all  the  charm  well  understand  !    \ 
But  there's  n  rapture  deeper,  dearer, 

Love's  symbol  and  its  swil  of  bliss, 
MTien  hearts  and  lii>8  come  nearer,  nearer. 

And  language  melts  into  a  kiss  1    •      ■ 

CnORCS.  I        :  V,  '• 

Ah  !  Lea\Tee  on  the  tree—     *    •  "       . 
Flower  and  the  In*  !     *     * 
To  the  waters  glowing  winds  are  kisses  blowing ! 
Matron  and  maid —  ..*    *,,     -  :        i 

None  are  afraid—     •     *<_        .  ' 

Sign  of  all  our  earthly  bliss  is  this— a  kiss ! 

Tho'  many  a  false  kias  hath  been  given — 

Tho'  many  a  lip  hath  feigned  its  love  ! 
A  kiss  came  none  the  less  from  heaven — 

It  must  be  right,  'tis  done  above  ! 
Affection  hath  no  image  purer — 

Then  if  a  maid  be  over  coy. 
Let  this  reflection  reassure  her— 

^n^at  angels  quite  approve  the  joy  ! 

i  Ah  !  Leaves,  Ac. 


The  Aubura  Bullelin  fashion  editor  sums  up  the 
present  female  oo(%>oe  in  the  brief  word  "tuckup- 
bahi|)ddoUjvri|;gl|dampboolitsyeQe68." 


There  is  no  Harm  in  Kissing;. .  ' 

As  Bung  by  Jennie  Morgan. 

Word*  by  Geo.  Cooper  Muaic  by  W.  H.  Brockwsy. 

Muiic  tu  be  bad  ut  Oliver  Ditaou  b  Co.,    Boatou. 


Upon  a  rustic  bridge  we  met,  .,.■-. 

One  afternoon  in  Spring  :  /  'r   ; .  .' '  -  .:•.  . 

His  loving  words  I  can't  forget, 

Within  my  ears  they  ring  !        '■'*'■".:■-'■:''.       ' 
The  swans  were  sailing  on  the  Lake^  '  .  .' 

And  all  the  Park  was  gay  ; 
My  hand  in  his  he  chanced  to  take 

In  such  a  charming  way  ! 
The  flowers  were  bright — but,  oh  !  his  eyes 

They  shone  like  stars  of  night ' 
TTJH  smile  washke  the  glowing  skies, 

And  tilled  me  with  delight —  .     ^ 

I  seemed  in  love's  delicious  dream,  .'  ■.{ 

My  heart  with  rapture  beat : 
And  while  his  eyes  did  on  me  beam,  - : 

I  heard  his  lips  rejjeat : 
Choros  :    There  is  no  harm  in  kissing, 

,.  Pray  tell  me,  is  there,  dear?     ;  -'■ 

.    .  Those  rosy  lips  invite  me  now, 

>  nd  no  one  lingers  near  ! 
Then  loving  ones  are  meeting,    ■ 

No  prying  eyes  to  mark  : 
There  is  no  harm  in  kissing —  (a  kiss) 
At  twilight  in  the  Park  ! 

We  stroUed  along  where  roses  grew,  ' 

And  all  was  bright  and  fair  :  ., 

He  promised  ever  to  be  true  : 

And  begged  my  love  to  share. 
The  little  birds  were  flying  home,  -_  : .  '\    ' 

They  heard  my  lips  reply  : 
And  stars  were  bright  in  yonder  dome 

Before  we  say  good-bye — 
But,  oh  !  he  seemed  so  sad  to  leave — 

My  heart  grew  sad  as  well  :  \    .  ' ." 

For,  love  within  each  heart  did  weave 

Its  dear  bewitching  spell !  ^  ' 

Wo  lingered,  though  the  hour  was  late, 

How  quick  the  time  had  sped  ! 
But  when  our  lijM  met  at  the  gate, 

He  softly  to  me  said  :  Choros. 


Idling  the  Time  Away. 

Sung  by  John  Fielding. 


If  yon  have  health,  if  yon  have  wealth, 

If  you  intend  to  enjoy  yourself  : 

If  you  want  pleasure,  if  you  want  sport. 

Just  take  a  trip  to  New  York  ; 

Walk  through  the  Citj% 

There  you'll  find  pictures,  I  think,  of  every  kind  : 

If  you  feel  weary,  not  up  to  the  mark. 

Then  take  a  gentle  walk  through  the  Park. 
Chorus  :     Inhere  you  can  lie  beneath  the  trees, 

Enjoying  yourself  with  the  greatest  of  ease, 
Wink  at  the  girls  just  as  you  please. 
Idling  the  time  away. 

You  feel  so  jolly,  lighthearted  and  gay—  ' 

Perhaps  to  a  girl  these  words  you  aay  :         ;  •  ,,     : 
I  mean  to  enjoy  myself  to-day, 
Whate'er  the  expenses  may  be  ; 
You  treat  her  to  one  or  two  bottles  of  beer,' 
Then  you  get  spooney — call  her  your  dear — 
Say  that  you  love  her,  to  her  you'll  be  true — 
In  fact,  anything  in  this  world  say  you'll  do. 

There  you  can  lie,  Ac. 

You  stay  there  perhaps  some  hours,      '  'i  i 

Watching  the  bees,  the  birds,  and  the  flowers. 

Exercising  all  your  power 

To  get  her  to  name  the  day — 

First  she'll  say  yes,  then  she'll  say  no. 

Then  she'll  say—"  Fred,  don't  bother  me  so— 

But  if  it  will  please  you,  it  wiU  give  me  delight 

To  give  you  an  answer  going  home  to-night." 

There  you  can  lie,  Ac. 

Beneath  the  trees  no  longer  you  stay,       :      .       • 

But  for  whom  you  hasten  away  : 

Back  to  the  City  you  return  again. 

And  see  the  girl  home  to  her  door  : 

Yon  kiss  her,  caress  her,  squeeze  her  hand  tight, 

And  after  some  talk,  bid  her  good  night — 

Tell  her  you  have  an  income  for  li/e, 

And  then  she'll  consent  to  become  your  wife. 

And  all  through  lying,  Ac 


Don'tj]fou  tell  my  Fatherl    .  •',  ■ 

Ttaemntlcof  ilita^tinircan  l>eoblaiued  of  E.  H.  Harding, 

No  '^29  Bowery.  lokipoalU  Prince  Street    New-Tork— 

Klegaut  FdD  piiialc  Siae  tib««t  f«r  IP  centa. 


Tm  in  love,  I'm  in' love,  I'm  in  love  with  daiiiog  Flo  : 
I'd  have  you  all  to  know. 
Wherever  you  malj-igo,  -./   •.  .  ■   .,- 

That  love,  yes,  svy^et  love  "  .r''  "■.■'• 

Around  us  sheds  itk  glow —  .     ^:^1 

Don't  you  wish  y<)tt  were  me?  '    '^  /' 

She  is  a  little  dove,  -■  :     ■  '^-■\  ' 

The  only  one  Ilovi  '     ^      '»•    ?. 

A  pretty,  coaxing,  wheedling  little  thing  : 
If  to  kiss  her  I  try  ^ 

"  Oh  !  iluo't :"  sli's  sure  to  cry,  ■"" 

But  afterwards  you're  sure  to  hear  her  Bing  f '"' 
Chobcb. 

You  may  kiss  me^  and  caress  me,  and  I  wool  ay  no, 
I  won't  say  no,  I  Won't  say  no — 

You  may  squeeze  Die,  if  it  please  yoa,  and  I  wontaaj  no  J 
But  don't  you  toll  my  father  ! 

We  oftentimes  go^oourting  in  a  qaietooantiy 

To  ofiend  her  I'd  disdain —        ..  :-^   . ,-  ■.  -  ^^ ,  ^_ 
Her  love  I  hope  togaiu  :  ,'.■,.>: 

For.  I  love  her,  yta,  I  love  her,  ^''( 

And  I'll  never  cause  her  pain,  •  .  -      ' ,  j! 

If  she'll  be  true  to  ixe.  ,    ., ,.  ■.  •  '•- 

She's  tht  apple  o^  my  eye,  / 

I  love  her  like  pie  :  ,    ; ;  _ 

I've  courted  her  for  many  a  weary  day  j,-^.   Vf 
I  askel  hi r  to  be  mine,  ,  j.\. 

No  longer  could  I  pine — 
She  looked,  and  l&ttghed,  and  ^en  to  me  did 

You  may  kias  me. 

Her  father,  that's  (hie  old  mun,  is  very  fond  of  me : 

We're  soon  to  married  be. 

And  then  there'll  be  a  spree  I 

If  fortune  should  but  favor  her  '"'    . .  'J 

With  children  forjher  knee. 

How  nice  to  be  a  IRa !  ''"  '  I" 

Thus  happy  night  And  day,      ;  _.  ■■[  '\    ■ 

The  time  will  j»sfc  R way —  ■•  "^ 

With  the  little  on^  I'll  play  whfle  rotmd  fh^y  ding, 

And  thus  so  blitht  ^nd  gay. 

We'll  bask  in  love'sj  sweet  ray,  ^ 

WTien,  seated  rou*d  the  fire,  she  can  sing  : 

You  may  kiss  me,  Ac. 


.'"?t 


■  --  ..* 
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CocNTiNo  A  Biij  JON— What  is  a  billion  ?  The  re- 
ply is  very  simple  +  a  million  times  a  million.  This 
is  quickly  WTitt«|ii  and  quicker  still  pronomioed. 
But  no  man  is  aUl4  to  count  it.  Yon  count  160  or 
170  a  minute  :  bjit  let  us  even  suppose  that  j'oiigo 
as  far  as  200,  thenan  hour  would  produce  12,000  ; 
a  day,  288,000;  an4  ayear,  or  365  days,  106,120,000. 
Let  us  suppose,  n^w,  that  Adam,  at  tbe  beginning 
of  his  existence,  bid  begun  to  count,  had  oontinned 
to  do  so,  and  was  <!ounting  still,  he  would  not  evan 
now,  according  tb  the  usually  supposed  age  of  our 
globe,  have  countekl  near  enough.  For  to  ooont  a 
bilUon  he  would  rt?quire  9,512  years,  342  daya,  5 
hours  and  20  mihf  tea,  according  to  the  above  role. 
Suppose  we  were'  tp  allow  tho  poor  counter  12  hoaia 
daily  for  rest,  eatitg,  and  sleeping,  he  would  need 
19,025  years,  319  days,  10  hours,  and  45  niintit<i« ! 


c« 


Charade.         »   ■ 

JAyfirsl  is  pialt,  it  cannot  last,        "     ■:; . 

For  now  we|  find  it  over  :  '    ■'-; 

My  next  is  mnde  of  various  shades. 

And  does  tihje  body  cover. 

The  two  combined,  I  think  yoall  find. 

And  for  it  live  good  reason. 
Do  oft  adorn  tpe  outer  form  * 

All  through  [the  Winter  season.      •." 

To  poor  or  riic^  no  matter  which,  ' 

To  all  I  giV4  my  arms. 
And,  when  it  bie,  they  smile  with  giaa. 

And  praise  my  many  charms. 

Now  yon  that  read  and  give  good  hoed. 

My  name  jofi  will  diacover : 
My  greatest  ofaiaLrni  is  to  keep  yoa 

But  many  flefects  I  cover. 

Azwwar:    Orer-ooai  r 


IIP 


TH£    $1  DOERS'    JOVRPVAL,. 


!;  ff;':  Tom  Bowlock. 
.        >.  Conlinued. 


Vfl:.--,.:        V.  . 

Tom  rubbed  his  daylights,  started  back  a  step  or 
two,  taraed  his  qaid  over  in  his  mouth,  and  cned, 
"Ifo  ;  it  oan't  be !" 

"  But  it  is  r' 

"  What,  Jack  White  ?" 

"  His  own  self,  and  nobody  else  f  cria<l  the  boy, 
■baking  Tom  vioUntl^'  by  the  hand,  as  though  to 
prove  he  was  real  flesh  and  biood. 

"  I  was  never  so  taken  aback  in  all  my  bom 
days  !"  said  the  astonished  Tom.  "  How  did  it  all 
come  about?  How  is  it  you're  here?  How's 
Winny  ?     How's  the  oUl  man  ?     How's 

Avast!  avast!  as  we  sailors  say."  interrupted 
Jack;  "and  you  shall  know  all  in  it's  proper 
turn. 

"Quick,  then  ;  pay  out  your  lingo,  Jack,  for  I'm 
running  all  lulrilt  into  the  haveu  of  suspense.  In 
tiM  first  place " 

"In  the  first  place,"  said  Jack,  "yon  want  to 
know.  I  suppose,  alwut  Wiuny  ? ' 

"  That's  it— that's  it !"  shouted  Tom,  excitedly. 
"  Don't  say  you're  going  to  tell  me  any  bad  news 
about  her." 

"  Port  your  bowsprit,"  replied  Jack,  thinkinc^be 
was  answering  Turn  in  the  best  ni\utical  phrase- 
ology. "Dii  you  thitkk  Wiuny  would  ever  Iw  false 
to  you?  No  ;  «he's  as  firm  a.s  oak  —and  as  true  as 
pins  and  nsedles  to  the  pole." 

"  Oh.  Jaok !"  crie«l  Tom ;  "  you've  taken  a  weight 
oflf  my  mind  as  heavy  as  a  cargo  of  iron." 

"  .\vivst  a  little,"  said  Jack.  "  I  must  hoist  one 
black  fla;»,  or  I  can't  make  sail,  nohow.  Wiuny's 
uncle's  dead !" 

"  Dead  !"  exclaimed  Tom. 

"  He's  not  only  dead,  but  somel)ody's  been  and 
kille<l  him.  "  asiid  Jac^c,  grively  ;  and  proceeded  to 
tell  Tom  how  the  old  man's  body  was  found  in  the 
garden,  the  house  discovered  to  be  robbed,  and  the 
news  of  Tom's  impres-sment  having  been  brought  to 
them  by  a  fishorai.in,  who,  whilo  tending  his  nets  in 
the  bay,  had  witue.ssed,  unseen,  the  whole  trannftc- 
tion. . "  I  heard  the  name  of  the  sliip  on  which  you'd 
been 'taken  ;  and  as  tW  alwaj-s  a  mind  forthesea," 
continued  Jivck,  "  I  told  Winny  I  wouldn't  come 
back  till  I'd  found  you.  so  I  started  off  the  next 
morning  to  get  a  ship  at  Plymouth.  I  met  the  new 
captain  of  this  vessel  there,  and  got  a  berth  as  his 
servant  :  tmi\  here  I  am.  'r«>m.  ready  to  stick  to  3'ou 
bke  a  btmac.le  to  a  ship's  eopp<.r." 

'•  But  thi)  poor  olil  man's  murderer— has  no  one 
been  arrested  —no  one  tr.ic*?d  ?"  asked  Tom,  taken 
aback  by  what  he  had  h>'Jird. 

"  No  one  WHS  seen  ueur  the  cottage  who  looked 
suspicious  like,  without  it  was  Nick  Howlett :  but 
the  people  who  killed  the  oM  man  must  havt-  robbed 
him  at  the  same  time.  Now  I  see  Nat  Howlett  is 
one  of  the  Kailon*  on  board  this  ship  ;  and  if  he'd 
oommitdd  the  murder,  and  got  the  money,  would 
he  hive  been  fool  enough  to  come  here  ?" 

"  H>1  didn't  oomo  h«re  of  his  own  accord— ho 
was  pressed,"  exclaimed  Tom  ;  "  and  hadn't  a  shot 
in  iiis  looker  ou  that  night— so  the  men  tell  me 
who. brought  him  here." 

■"Thatdon'tlookasifhe'd  done  it— does  it,  Tom? 
Iltlte  money,  or  any  p»rt  of  it,  ha<l  been  found  on 
the  scamp  it  would  have  looked  black  against  him  ; 
but  as  it  is,  I  d<n7t  see  what  advantage  Mr.  Free- 
man's death  could  hftve  bee^  to  him." 

"  Well,  no,  neitl^r  do  1,"  said  Tom.  after  a  few 
moments'  reflectioa  "  But  the  fact  is.  Jack,  when 
I  think  of  Winny  being  left  alone,  and  how  cBielly 
we're  parted,  I  seem  hove  down  in  the  gulf  of 
despair,  and  sinking  in  a  sea  of  trouble." 

"  I  say,  Tom,  if  you  talk  about  sinking  so  easily, 
I  sha'n't  think  yoo  a  true  blue  at  all.  but  only  a 
fresh  water  swab,  not  worth  a  quid  of  stale 
'bacca !" 

And  Jack,  suiting  the  action  to  the  word,  opened 
a  tin  box  with  which  h*"  had  provided  himself,  and 
took  a  plug  of  the  weed,  as  though  he  had  been  a 
regular  old  "  salt,"  telling  Tom  to  bowse  up,  and 
he'd  take  care  of  him. 

"  IV©  A  thousand  questions  to  put  to  yon.  Jack. 
Come  to  my  berth  and  pay  ont  all  you  know,  for 
I'm  -eo  <ii©  tenter-hooks  of  ^nspense  till  I  know  all 
the  bearings  of  the  bumneel." 

Tom,  led.t|i8  w»y  below,  and  Jack  followed  him. 


Lieutenant  Spencer,  going  to  the  captain's  cabin 
to  pay  his  morning  visit,  found  the  skipper  entering 
from  it  for  a  turn  on  the  deck. 

It  was  a  tine  summer's  morning,  with  s  steady 
breeze,  and  the  ship  was  calmly  gliding  along  on 
a  ttwit  bowline. 

"  1  hope  you  find  everything  taut  and  trim  on 
board,  sir?"  asked  the  lieutenant  of  the  newly- 
arrived  commander. 

"  Everything  seems  tolerably  ship-shape,  thank 
you.  Lieutenant  Spencer." 

"  We  expected  j-ou  some  time  back,  sir." 

"  Some  important  business  detained  me,"  replied 
the  captain.  And  then,  as  if  wishing  to  change  the 
subject,  he  remarked  that  the  majority  of  the  orew 
appeared  to  be  a  fine  set  of  fellows. 

"  They  are,  your  honor,  and  you'll  find  them 
bmve  ones,  too ;  as  ready  to  run  into  action  as  a 
middy  is  to  get  into  mischief !" 

Nick  Howlett,  who  had  been  assisting  in  holy- 
stoning the  deck,  looked  up,  and  gazed  searchingly 
after  the  captjiiu. 

' '  Where  nave  I  seen  that  man  before  ?"  mnttered 
Nick,  as  he  went  on  with  his  work.  "  111  have  a 
look  at  his  face,  to  see  if  I  can  refi«ih  my  memory, 
when  he  passes  me  again."  The  captain  came  by 
again,  leaning  on  the  arm  of  the  lieutenant,  and 
Nick  eyed  him  narrowly.  When  they  had  proceeded 
to  the  larboard  of  the  vessel,  Nick  rose  to  his  feet, 
with  a  lotik  of  trinmph  in  his  countenance  as  he 
exultiiigly  remarked  to  himself,  "he  the  cap- 
tain of  this  ship.!—  ha,  ha,  ha  I  that's  a  good  joke  !" 
Pur]x>i('ly  placing  himself  in  the  captain's  way 
when  he  saw  he  was  left  alone,  the  former  could  not 
avoid  noticing  him,  and  as  he  did  so,  the  color 
forsook  his  diet  ks  fora  muoient,  and  he  passed  on 
with  a  quicker  step.  But  Nick  was  not  to  be 
denied.  He  followed,  and,  touching  his  hat,  with 
an  air  of  mock  humility,  inquired  if  his  honor  was 
not  siir])rised  at  meeting  him  onboard. 

."  Who  are  you,  fellow?"  demanded  the  captain, 
in  a  voice  of  severity.  "  Get  to  your  duty !  I  know 
you  not." 

"Not  know  me  !"  said  Nick.     "  Why,  when  we 

last  met,  you  were "     Nick  was  proceeding  to 

explain,  m hin  the  captain  giving  him  a  look  of 
meaning,  told  him  to  follow  him  into  his  cabin. 

The  captiin  carefully  close*!  the  door,  and  threw 
hinist  ll,  with  an  air  of  vexation,  into  a  seat 

'•  I  heard  you  had  entered  the  navy,"  said  Nick, 
seeing  the  captain  was  in  no  hurrj-  to  open  the  con- 
versation ;  "  but  I  never  dreamed  that  your  promo- 
tion would  be  BO  rapid  as  this.  You've  changed 
your  name,  too,  and— — " 

"  And  am,  as  you  htc,  Cajttain  Paget !"  said  the 
captain,  iuterrni)tiug  him  with  a  warning  forefinger 
held  up,  which  plainly  indicated  that  Nick  was  not 
to  be  too  familiar.  Nick  understood  the  warning, 
and  fell  to  thinking  what  an  advantage  he  could 
have  for  the  future  over  Tom  Rowlock. 

The  captiiiu  had  ganged  his  man.  He  knew  self- 
interest  was  the  mainspring  in  most  men's  natures, 
and  broke  the  silence  by  saying,  "The  second  mate's 
place  is  vacant.  I  suppow,  if  I  bestow  it  on  you, 
it  will  be  tlie  means  ot  sealing  your  lips  as  regards 
certain  matters  ?" 

Nick's  heart  leaped  with  joy.  Second  mate ! 
Here  was  a  chance  of  serving  out  Tom  Rowlock  ! 
"I  thank  your  honor,"  he  answered.  "I'll  lick 
the  crew  into  shape,  I  warrant  you  I  There's  one 
among  them  who  is  always  hatching  mischief  of 
some  sort" 

"  Indeed  !  who  is  he?"  asked  the  captain. 

"Owe  of  the  pressed  men,  like  myself — Tom 
Rowlock  by  name.  He's  backed  up  by  Lieutenant 
Spencer,  who  takes  his  part  in  all  things." 

"  Well,  if  you  see  anything  wrong  with  the  crew, 
act  as  you  think  best  with  all  offenders.  I'll  stand 
between  yon  and  harm." 

"  I  thank  your  honor." 

The  captain  pointed  to  the  door,  mying,  "  You'd 
better  go  and  attend  to  your  duty  ;  it  won't  do  for 
yon  and  I  to  appear  familiar." 

"Not  by  no  means,  your  honcr; "  and  Nick 
went  on  deck,  conscious  of  having  the  power  to 
crush  Tom  Rowlock  whenever  an  opportunity 
afforded  of  inventing  some  false  chare*  against 
him,  and  so  getting  him  punished  and  disgraced  in 
such  a  manner  that  would  prevent  his  rival  ever 
showing  his  fac<>  in  his  native  villn^^.  In  this  mood 
he  was  pacing  the  deck,  when  be  oame  across  Jack 


White  for  the  first  tim*. 

"  You  here?"  exclaimed  Nick,  in  wonder  at  the 
boy's  appearance. 

"Yes,  here  I  am,"  replied  tbe  pert  yonngster, 
"  Did  you  think  you  were  going  to  have  all  the  ship 
to  yourself?" 

"  What  brought  yoo  here?"  growled  Nick. 

"  The  captain's  gig,  to  be  sure,"  answered  Jack. 
"Tm  a  friend  of  the  skipper's,"  added  the  boy, 
conceitedly.  "Ar'n't  you  glad  to  see  me,  yon 
sulky  horse-macken-l  ?" 

"  No  insolence,  you  whelp,"  rephed  Nick.  "  I 
shall  soon  be  placed  over  you  ;  then  look  ont  if 
you're  saucy." 

"Shall  you  indeed  T'  said  Jack.  "Well,  every 
dog  has  his  day." 

"Take  care,  my  lad,  that  you  don't  get  the  cat 
on  your  shoulders  :  and  that  pretty  smartly,  too, 
if  I  have  the  layiug  of  it  on." 

"  Take  care  you  don't  get  a  knot  under  the  left 
ear,"  retorted  Jack,  speaking  without  a  thought 

Nick  staggered  back  as  (iiough  some  one  had 
dealt  him  a  blow. 

"  Who— who  says  I  had  a  hand  in  it  7"  he  stam- 
mered. 

"A  hand  in  what?"  asked  Jack,  obliviotiB  of 
Nick's  meaning. 

"  Nothing— nothing !"  replied  the  mvderer  ; 
and,  to  cover  his  confusion,  be  walked  away,  with 
one  idea  fast  obtaining  a  rapid  hold  upon  his  mind, 
and  that  was,  a  conviction  if  he  did  not  get  Tom 
and  the  boy  silenced  while  they  were  on  board  the 
vessel,  when  the  ship  touched  English  gronnd  he 
should  find  himself  givei  in  charge  for  the  murder 
of  Gregory  Freeman ;  or,  perhaps,  they  might 
accuse  him  on  board  the  vessel 

Nidc  Howlett  began  to  feel  extremely  ill  at  ease. 

Chapteb  IY.  '■ 

Jack  was  a  constant  thorn  in  Nick  Howlett'aside. 
He  feared  the  lad  would  tell  all  he  knew  the 
moment  the  ship  pmt  into  an  English  port.  He 
began  to  think  how  he  could  silence  him  for  ever. 

"What  I  have  done  once  I  can  do  again,"  m- 
mins^ed  the  villain. 

One  dark  night  in  a  heavy  sea,  when  Jack  was 
on  deck,  he  found  himself  in  the  iron  grasp  of 
Nick  Howlett  who,  mising  the  lad  in  his  arms, 
was  about  to  throw  him  overboard,  when  Tom, 
who  had  been  alo/l  to  reef  topsails,  descended  to 
the  deck  at  the  moment  Jack  was  struggling  in  the 
hands  of  his  foe. 

"  Avast  there !"  cried  Tom,  as  he  interposed,  and 
rescued  Jack  from  the  hands  of  their  mutual 
enemy. 

' '  IIow  dare  you  obstruct  me  in  my  duty  ?"  roared 
Nick.     "  Do  you  know  I'm  bo'sen  ?" 

' '  If  you  call  it  your  duty  to  send  this  lad  to  Davy 
Jones,  why  then  I  say  hang  me  if  you  shall !"  re- 
torted Tom. 

"Oh.  you  resist  my  authority,  do  you?"  Nick 
blew  his  whistle  and  some  of  the  crew  came  np. 
"Seize  them,  men,  ordered  Nick. 

But  Tom  and  Jack  were  soch  favorites  on  board 
that  the  men  hesitated. 

"Do  you  refuse  to  obey  my  orders,  men?"  de- 
manded Nick. 

"  Listen  to  me,  messmates,"  said  Tom,  pointing 
to  Nick  as  he  spoke.  "  He  was  the  cause  of  my 
being  pressed  just  as  I'd  set  foot  ashore  after  a  long 
cruise.  I  was  taken  from  the  girl  of  my  heait  just 
as  I  thought  of  being  sphced  and  living  happily 
ashore.  By  some  underhand  work  the  lubber  has 
become  bo'sen  of  this  ship,  and  bears  down  on  this 
lad  and  me  as  hard  as  he  can,  because  we  know 
something  which,  if  proved,  would  bring  him  to 
the  yard-arm.  This  lad  knows  him  to  be  a  robber, 
and  when  he  and  I  reach  old  England  again  we'll 
charge  him  with  being  a  murderer." 

"Don't  believe  him,  men  ;  hell  say  anything  to 
make  bis  own  story  good.  Fll  get  the  captain  to 
order  each  of  'em  a  round  dofen.  What !  do  you  re- 
fuse to  obey  orders?"  exclaimed  the  petty  ty- 
rant, seeing  that  the  men  still  held  back.  "Then 
look  out,  for  here  comes  the  captain." 

"What  are  all  these  words  about ?"  demanded 
the  captain  as  he.  came  from  his  cabin. 

"Tom  Rowlock  has  been  hatching  mischief  as 
usual,"  answered  Nick.     "  He's  always  at  itt"  , 

"Oh,  that's  it  eh?"  said  the  captain.  •  j' 
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"  No,  iwking  your  honor'ti  pardon,  that  isn't  it," 
interpoiied  Tom.  "  That  swab,  Nick  Hewlett,  isn't 
worthy  to  tread  the  same  pLmks  with  honest  men. 
He's  a  thief  and  a  murderer,  and  thi»  lad  and  I  can 
pri)ve  it" 

The  Captain  wan  boutid  to  stand  by  Nick,  for 
motives  which  will  be  seen  hereafter,  so,  with  an 
air  of  severity,  he  uxchiimed,  '•  The  boatswain  must 
not  be  insulted  in  bin  duty.  You  must  be  tiiught 
submission  to  your  sujxrrion*.  As  to  your  stories 
of  robbery  au<1  uiurdor,  I  look  upon  them  as  so 
many  wordx  oi  malice.  Lnsh  them  to  the  gratings, 
men  ;  and,  boatiiwuin,  you  give  them  two  dozen." 

"  Under  favor,  captain,"  said  Lieutenant  Spencer, 
who  now  cume  up,  "  I  beg  to  say  your  honor's  in 
the  wrong  if  you  allow  such  a  punishment  to  be 
carried  out." 

"  Know  your  place,  sir,"  replied  the  captain. 

"  I  know  I'm  t>ound  to  obey."  said  the  lieuten- 
ant ;  "  but  justice  and  fair  pLiy  should  reign  on 
bc>ard  of  every  ship  ;  and  speaking  from  what  I've 
seen,  I'd  sooner  take  the  bare  word  of  Tom  Bow- 
lock  tbin  the  sworn  oath  of  Nick  Howlett" 

"  Silence,  Lieutenant  Spencer !"  ordered  the 
captain.  "  Do  you  want  to  create  a  mutiny  on 
board?" 

"  No,  air  ;  not  a  mutiny,  but  the  right  of  seeing 
that  one  man  is  treated  as  fairly  and  as  well  as 
KDother." 

The  captain  reflected  for  a  moment,  and  then  it 
occurred  to  him  it  would  be  belter  to  appear  to 
yield  for  awhile,  so  that  he  might  carry  out  his 
plans  all  the  better  hereafter. 

"  Return  to  your  duty,  mon  !"  hoordrrcd.  "I'll 
consider  of  what  has  passed.  Howlett,  you  stay 
here  with  mo  ;  I've  some  orders  for  you." 

The  captain  and  the  boatswain  were  left  to- 
gether. 

"  A  word  with  you,  Howlett,"  said  the  captain. 
"  I'm  a  reader  of  faces  ;  I  can  see  gnilt  in  yours ! 
Tom  Rowlock  spoke  the  truth.  I'heio's  blood  uix>n 
your  soul !" 

"I — I— swear  I'm  innocent!"  stammered  Nick. 

"Oh,  very  well,"  coolly  replied  the  captain. 
"  Then  you  won't  mind  being  given  up,  and  stand- 
ing your  trial." 

Nick  winced  at  this. 

"  No,  no  ;  don't  give  me  up !"  he  implored. 
"  Protect  me  from  the  law,  and  I'll  be  your  veriest 
slave !" 

"That's  well!  I  want  a  reckless  man  at  my 
elbow,  like  yon,  to  aid  me  in  a  plan  I've  formed  ; 
and  if  you  tail  me,  I'U  yield  you  up  to  the  law  !" 

"I  knew  there  was  some  sesret  about  vou,"  said 
Nick. 

"  There  is  ;  but  never  mind  that ;  rest  content 
with  the  knowledge  that  I  hold  yours.  Not  a  word 
to  a  8o»il,  mind,  that  we  ever  met  before  !" 

"  I  should  like  it  to  be  secret  for  secret,"  thought 
Nick,  as  he  promised  compliance. 

They  were  interrupted  by  the  cry  of  "  A  man 
overbcMird  I"  All  ran  to  the  side,  and,  clinging  to 
the  fragment  of  a  ship's  mast,  they  beheld  a  man 
waving  his  hand  on  high  for  help.  A  boat  was 
lowered,  and  the  man,  more  dead  than  alive,  was 
brought  on  board.  Restoratives  were  applied,  he 
sufficiently  recovered  to  give  an  account  of  himself. 
His  name  was  Joseph  Graham,  an  English  sailor  on 
board  the  English  sloop  Hermione,  belonging  to  the 
British  navy.  The  sloop  being  attacked  by  two 
French  vessels,  had  been  taken  as  a  prize,  and 
towed  into  the  harbor  of  Puerto  Capella,  a  Spanish 
fortress  wre«ted  by  the  French  from  their  enemies, 
the  Spaniards.  The  English  captain  had  been 
killed  in  the  engagement,  and  the  Hermimie  lay  a 
prize  in  the  enemy's  harbor,  only  a  few  leagues  to 
windward  of  the  Surprise.  Joseph  Graham  bitterly 
felt  the  loss  of  his  ship,  and  me  ultimely  fate  of 
his  captain. 

"I  propose,  with  your  sanction.  Captain  Paget," 
said  Lieatenant  Spencer,  "  that  we  make  for  the 
fortress,  and  try  to  rescue  a  noble  English  vesMl 
from  the  hands  of  the  enemy,  and  restore  her  to 
the  British  navy." 

This  was  spoken  before  the  crew,  and  elieited 
three  hearty  cheers. 

"  Have  you  calculated  on  the  risk,  lieatenant?" 
asked  the  captain. 

"  Why,  as  to  the  risk,"  replied  the  gallant  officer, 
"  if  English  sailors  had  ever  stopped  to  calculate 
risks  heton  they  gzappkd  with  thair  foes,  Bri- 


tannia would  never  have  ruled  the  waves  !" 

"I  don't  approve  of  this  expedition,"  baidthe 
captain. 

A  murmur  of  disapprobation  broke  &om  the 
crew. 

"Silence,  men  I"  ordered  the  captain.  "This 
looks  very  like  mutiny  on  your  part !" 

"And  cowardice  on  yours,"  murmured  Tom  to 
himself. 

Seeing  that  his  refusal  was  likely  to  cause  insub- 
ordii  ation  on  board,  the  captain,  j-ielding  to  Lieu- 
tenant Spencer's  arguments,  at  Iei^;th  consented  to 
allow  the  attempt  being  madt,  and  ordered  the  ship 
to  make  for  the  port,  and  anchor  off  it,  out  of  range 
from  the  guns  of  the  fort. 

The  Surprise  made  all  sail,  and  soon  came  within 
sight  of  the  enemy's  walls.  Here  they  lay  to, 
waiting  for  the  tirst  £av<aable  night  tl^t  might 
oflfer.  It  was  long  in  coming  ;  but,  one  night,  dirty 
weather  came  on,  as  sailor's  call  it  There  was  no 
moon.  A  mist  arose  ;  dark  clouds  lowered  ;  a  miz- 
zling rain  fell  ;  and  Tom  Row  lock  declared  it  to  be 
a  night  rnade^  for  the  purpose. 

Lieutenant* Spencer  asked  for  twenty  volunteers. 
They  were  soon  fotuid.  Jack  begged  to  make  one 
of  the  party,  so  also  did  Joseph  Graham,  whose 
heart  was  with  his  old  ship.  'The  uiimbt-r  being 
complete,  they  put  off  with  muffled  oars,  and  in  the 
darkness  of  the  night  made  for  the  harbor.  Slowly, 
cauticuslj",  but  surely  they  went  on. 

"  The  foolhardy  idiots  !"  sneered  the  captain,  as 
he  watched  the  boat's  departure  ;  ' '  may  they  never 
return !" 

"Amen  to  that!"  said  Nick,  who  was  by  the 
captain's  side,  and  overheard  the  remark  ;  for  should 
the  wish  he  fullfilled,  he  would  be  well  rid  of  two 
dangerous  enemies. 

"Howlett,"  said  the  captain,  in  a  low  voice, 
"  when  we  stand  out  to  sea  once  more  this  shall  be 
my  plan." 

And  he  whispered  certain  words  in  Nick's  ear 
which  even  caused  that  worthy  to  start 

"What!  cast  the  ship  and  cargo  away!"  he 
cried,  aghast  at  what  he  had  heard. 

"Don't  fear,"  said  this  ornament  to  the  navy; 
"well  take  care  of  ourselves,  never  fear.  Come 
into  the  cabin  wdth  me  ;  you've  not  heard  all  my 
plans  yet  Obey  me  in  carrjing  them  out,  or  your 
life  is  not  worth  a  rope's  end." 

"  You  shall  command  me  as  you  please,  sir,"  said 
the  grovelling  ruffian,  following  as  he  was  bid  ;  mut- 
tering beneath  his  breath,  "  until  I  can  please  my- 
self " 

With  beating  hearts  and  anxious  hopes  the  boat 
went  on  its  silent  way,  with  its  brave  and  deter- 
termined  crew.  Each  man  held  his  breath  with 
excitement,  and  grasped  his  cutlass,  as  nearer  and 
nearer  they  drew  to  their  perilous  object.  They 
were  now  so  near  that  they  could  see  the  vessel  in 
harbor  they  were  determined  to  take.  Closer  and' 
closer  they  drew,  directed  by  a  light  in  the  hull  of 
the  captive  ship. 

In  a  few  moments,  favored  by  the  darkness, 
they  were  close  alongside.  Half  the  party  in  the 
boat  were  left  to  sever  the  ropes,  with  their  sharp 
axes  that  held  the  Hermione  to  her  moorings,  while 
the  boarding-party,  led  by  Lieutenant  Spencer, 
which  included  Tom  Rowlock,  Ja<  k,  and  Joseph 
Graham,  swarmed  up  the  ship's  side,  cutlass  in 
teeth,  resolved  to  do  or  die. 

The  fog  had  so  increased,  that  they  actuaUy 
touched  the  ship's  deck  before  their  presence  was 
discovered. 

The  increased  motion  of  the  ship,  on  being  re- 
leased from  the  ropes  that  had  bound  her,  first 
gave  alarm  to  the  two  French  sentinels,  who  were 
patrolling  the  fore  part  of  the  deck. 

"  Qui  est  In  ?"  shouted  the  advanced  sentinel, 
giving  the  challenge. 

The  lieutenant  and  his  party  crouched  down  by 
the  bulwarks  as  mute  as  mice  as  the  soldiers  ad- 
vanced, ^lien  they  were  within  distance,  the 
sailors  sprang  on  them  ;  and  the  sentinels,  over- 
powered by  numbers,  were  speedily  secured,  one  of 
their  muskets  going  off  in  the  stm^le. 

Lieutenant  Spencer  disdained  to  take  the  poor 
fellows'  lives,  and  had  them  gagged  and  tied  to  the 
mast  During  this,  the  other  party  in  the  boat 
below,  having  secured  it  by  a  ring-bolt  in  the  ship's 
aide,  now  came  on  deck. 

At  this  moment,  a  rocket  shot  up  bom  the  foct, 


and  a  roll  of  dran^t^  nt  the  same  time,  told  the 
English  siiilors  that  [the  enemy  was  alarmed. 

Ldeutenant  Spi  ucCij  and  Tom  flew  to  the  wheel 
to  put  the  ve.ssel  ofV.  |  Aide<l  by  tlietising  tide,  they 
vt re  <;ucoeesfnl.  au^V  she  shot  out  of  the  harlxw 
ats  tiiuugb  ooiiM-iousi  4f  (,oiug  turth  to  liberty. 

The  guns  from  fflik'  fort  were  now  oi)ened  on 
them,  the  balls  uiulkiug  ducks  and  drakeb  in  the 
water,  but  none  ol  tLim  striking  the  vetisel. 

On  and  on  went  tiii;  Ht>rmionu  with  her  guUant 
rescuers,  until  iheyl  jcould  Liugh  at  fear,  and  call 
the  rescued  vct>b«I  England's  uw  u  again. 
■••"   ■  ,'"  . '    ■    ■■     1         -  ■..  ■•-■■       ,_..■■  :-/  .;•    '..Vs 

ClIAlTKK   V. 

The  captain  of  tht)  $uq)rise  was  mad  with  en^  at 
the  succetis  of  Lieuteiiaiit  Spencer's  expedition. 
No  glorj-  would  Accrue  to  hiip  from  it. 

When   the  Suq^nitje  *tifere<i  Pljinonth  Harbor, 
towing  the  rescued  tljermion*' in  triumph,  the  news 
nached  there  of  Nn|jH)lw)nK  defeat   at  Watt^rloo. 
Tom's   Ltart   leaped  Iwiihiii  him  as  he  heard  the 
news.      He   fon-saWi  that   J>eace   would   be   pr^t 
claimtd,  his  ship  ^>iiid  cff,    aud   with   his  prize-    ^^ 
money  he  oc'iild  rt'tjum  t<>  kii>  native  vilkce,  and' 
this  time,  at  least,  fujake  Wiuuy  his  wiite.     He  had 
never  had  one  lettii  from  lit r  since  his  depaitnre, 
but  that  was  not  (itbuige  in  tinie  of  war.     The 
means   of  tniuhniii-^on    were    difficult    and   few 
letters  reached  their  destination  nrrose  the  seas.     It 
may  be  guesbed,   Aibn,   with  what  an  eager  heart    - 
Tom  saw  the  white  4lifis  of  Albiou  once  again. 

Jack  was  equally  dlatetl.  lie  now  fancied  him- 
self a  hero—  a  veteran  tar,  licensed  to  spin  yams  ; 
aud,  next  to  Tom,  Upuld  Ix'  the  greatest  man  in  the 
village.  ' 

1'om  wrote  to  Winn  J',  announcing  his  arrival  ■at . 
Portsmr)Uth,    and  Wiling   her  that  he   wotild  be  5, 
obliged  to  renain  ia  the  tow  u  till  his  ship  was  paid 
off;  then,  with  the  tliino  in  his  pcKiket,  he  should 
make  for  his  native  place  again,  and  they  would 
never,  never  jwrt  Oiorc. 

The  chain  of  ev»Uj|ts  which  connect  our  story  now 
leads  ns  into  one  of  the  w  ildest  parts  in  nigged, 
nx'ky  Cornwall,  ^ar  a  bay  stood  a  rude  httt, 
which,  although  looking  somewhat  delapidated,  was 
still  supplied  with  Strtiug  doors  and  windows.  It 
was  the  resort  of  w|r«-i-kers  aud  i-mugglers,  some  of 
whom  will  have  to'  play  an  impc>rtant  part  in  the 
remaining  p(  rtion  of  tliis  narrative.  Within  the 
hut,  a  wretclitd  raL'gtd  man  emerged  from  a  trap- 
door in  the  rougit  fltxihug,  looking  cautiouny 
around  as  he  crept  Slowly  out 

"Thnfflk  HeavenJ"  he  exclaimed,  "that  at  last 
gives  me  stitiigth  ll<^  eticape  from  my  prison,  and 
reach  here  while  i\if  wreckers  are  absent" 

Then  the  thought  crt'ssed  his  mind,  how  long 
would  thfv  be  ^o:?',  Six  months  had  he  been  a 
pii(-rn<  r  in  their  la^lleHs  bands,  and  daily  threatened 
with  death  if  helatttmpted  to  escujie.  S<meof 
these  men  thought  po  more  of  taking  human  Ufe 
than  the  \eiiest  tiivntie  on  Afric's  shore,  and 
the  stranger  nowi  jujied  to  escape,  to  reach  the 
town,  and  drnouiici'  the  villains  who  had  too  long 
eluded  justice,  ijd  tri(  d  the  door  ;  it  was  secnrehr 
locked.  He  wenl  (o  the  window,  and  found,  n 
baned,  Lut  pt  n  eiMd  the  bars  could  be  removed  by 
aLy  man  with  oiddinftr}-  strength,  but  he  was  as 
weak  as  a  child.  'He,  nevertheless,  shook  them 
with  iill  the  force  tlat  de^lair  lends  acaptive  who 
is  struggling  for  Ijlierty.  His  efforts  were  answered 
by  a  mocking  lau^h  fi'<^  ^  without  The  hut  door 
opened,  and  a  tall,  gaunt  wcman,  who,  althdBgh 
long  past  the  prim*  e)f  life,  seemed  endowed  with 
prodigious  rtfenpth,  stood  before  him. 

"Ah  !"  she  cried!;  "  so  you  fonnd.the  nest  empty, 
and  thought  to  fly,  :not  thinking  that  the  "old  eagle 
was  watching  without.  You'll  never  escape  from 
here.  You  must  b«  as  one  dead  to  the  world,  lost 
to  all  that  is  dear  to  thee,  as  thy  brother  made  toM 
forfeit  peacfi  and  pdrity  of  mind." 

"  My  brother  !"  Exclaimed  the  stzanger.  "Was 
he  ever  acquainted  Mith  you?" 

"  He  was,"  replied  the  woman.  "  Did  yon  never 
bear  him  speak  of  ijlable  Blake  ?" 

••Mable  Blake!"    echoed  the  stranger,  in  snr- 

prise.     ' '  Surely  yon  are  not  that  wronged  woman  ?" 

"lam,"  answered  Mabel  ;  "and  you-  yon  are 

the  brother  who  persuaded  my  deceiver  to  abandon 

me— he  who  swore  to  be  my  husband  T 

{To  be  GunUmted. 
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Fm  a  Merry,  Laughing  OirL 

Fm  a  merry,  merry  laughing  girl,  and  o'er  the 

hills  I  rove, 
Singing,  aa  I  trip  along,  the  native  lays  I  love  ; 
WiUi  heart  so  gay  I  take  luy  way,  no  care 

pervades  my  breast. 
No  pensive  sigh,  nor  tearful  eye,  betrays  the 

unwelcome  goeet. 

Chobcs. 
I'm  a  merry,  merry  laughing  girl  and  gaily  I  trip  along. 
Singing,  o  er  my  native  hills,  our  own  wild 

mountain  song,  la  !  la  !  la  ! 

I  am  told  the  tyrant  love  will  bind  me  in  his  chains. 
And  that  sorrow  then  will  cloud  the  breast  where 

joy  now  reigns  : 
But  my  light  heart  will  bid  depart  each  deep 

and  anxious  sigh. 
Then  let  me  still  with  heart  and  will  the  despot 

love  defy. 
4  I'm  a  merry,  merry,  Ac; 


Alleen  Astore. 


Oh  !  blessings  forever  on  Aileen  Astore  ? 

She  is  as  good  as  she  is  lovely,  and  twenty  times  more  : 

Her  sparkling  blue  eyes  and  magical  smile-  - 

'Tis  the  hardest  of  hearts  my  love  doth  l>eguile. 

Sure,  I  ne'er  can  forget  the  Lanagh  of  Kildare  : 
All  the  prettiest  girls  in  the  County  were  there  ; 
But  there  was  not  one,  were  there  twenty  times  more. 
That  at  all  could  compare  with  my  Aileen  Astore. 

We  met  at  the  dance,  and  how  great  was  my  pride. 
When  I  moved,  like  a  Lord,  with  that  f,'irl  by  my  side ! 
And  when  to  some  others  we  gave  up  the  floor. 
Sure  my  heart  was  clean  gone  to  my  Aileen  Astore. 

Oh  !  my  love  it  was  honest,  'twas  constant  and  true. 
And,  what's  better  than  all.  it  was  faithful  love,  too  ; 
And  the  day  will  soon  come  when  the  priest  to  the  door. 
When  for  life  she'll  be  mine,  my  own  Aileen  Astore. 


-.♦*-. 


Jersey-Blue  Handkerchief. 

Come  all  you  vifes  and  maidens,  and  attention 

give  to  me, 
While  the  cruelties  of  loveship  I'll  relate  them 

unto  thee : 

Tia  of  the  Maid  of  Cooper's  Creek,  Isabella  by  name. 

She  was  driven  to  distractiou.  and  she  wasn't  to  blame. 

Broken-hearted  she  wanders  for  the  loss  of  her  lover, 

Vith  a  Jersey-blue  handkerchief  tied  under  her  chin, 

Vith  a  Jersey-blue  handkerchief, 

Vith  a  Jersey-blue  handkerchief, 

Vith  a  Jersey-blue  handkerchief  tied  under  her  chin. 

In  the  sandy  soil  of  Jersey  Isabella  did  reside  : 
f  -wme  comted  by  a  Jerseyman  she  longed  to 
*  l)e  his  bride  — 

fEtoe  of  another,  far  prettier  than  mine, 
:ea  my  Jerseyman.  I'm  left  here  to  repine. 
Broken-hearted  she  wanders,  Ac. 

A  maiden  so  fair,  with  her  glossy  black  hair, 
Alone  at  Billy  Cooper's,  I  vish  I  was  there  ; 
Way  up  in  his  garret  alone  I  do  cry  : 
For,  a  maiden  I  am,  and  a  maiden  I'll  die- 
Broken-hearted  she  wanders,  Ac. 

Morn  on  the  Meadow. 


Mom  on  the  meadow,  and  blossom  and  spray. 

Glitter,  like  gMns,  in  the  dewlight  of  day  : 

Grasses  of  emerald  tinted  with  gold. 

Lilies,  like  love,  wheii  too  bashful  and  cold  : 

Wings  of  the  wild  bee^Jisturbing  the  nest 

Of  the  lark  that  still  broods  o'er  the  song  in  its  breast : 

Floweret  and  t)UtteBfly  wake  as  new  bom  : 

"Tia  mom  on  the  meadow,  the  dew  lighted  mom. 

Night  on  the  fields,  and  the  mower  liath  l)een, 
Aod  the  gems  of  the  meadow  no  longer  are  seen  : 
Tie  bright  and  beautiful,  faded  and  dead. 
Lie  cold  as  the  tears  which  the  moonlight  hath  shed. 
The  years  of  oor  being  are  lost  like  a  breath — 
For,  the  mower  hath  been — and  that  mower  is  death  ! 
Bat  a  mom  shall  yet  rise— and  the  dead  be  rebom 
And  a  beaaty  eternal  shall  circle  that  mom. 


Life  let  us  Cheriah! 


Life  let  us  cherish,  while  yet  the  taper  glows. 
And  the  fresh  floweret  pluck  ere  it  close  : 
Why  are  we  fond  of  toil  and  care  ? 
Why  choose  the  rankling  thorn  to  wear, 
And  heedless  by  the  lily  stray. 
Which  blossoms  in  our  way  ? 

Life  let  ns  cherish  !  &c. 

When  clouds  obscure  the  atmosphere. 
And  forked  lightnings  rend  the  air. 
The  sun  resumes  his  silver  crest. 
And  smiles  adorn  the  west. 

Life  let  as  cherish  !  &c. 

The  genial  seasons  soon  are  o'er. 
Then  let  us,  ere  we  quit  the  shore. 
Contentment  seek— it  is  life's  nest. 
The  simshine  of  the  breast. 

Life  let  us  cherish !  &e. 

Away  with  every  toil  and  care  ! 
And  cease  the  rankling  thom  to  wear 
With  manful  hearts  life's  conflict  meet, 
"Till  death  sounds  the  retreat — 

Life  let  us  cherish  !  Ac. 


The  Coon  Hoot. 

On«  of  Charley  Wliits'a  great  «a«t*- 


As  I  was  gwine  down  to  Sandy  Point, 
As  I  was  gwine  down  to  Sandy  Point, 
As  I  was  gwine  down  to  Handy  Paint, 
The  other  afternoon, 
Oh  '  then  I  met  a  great  big  dog, 
A  running  arter  the  co-co-coon. 
Chorus  :     Bow,  Ixiw,  bow,  says  the  big  dog. 
Bow,  l)ow,  Ik)w,  says  the  big  dog  : 
The  little  dog  laughed  to  see  snch  ajjort. 
We  all  mn  arter  the  coon. 

I  saddled  up  the  old  grey  horse, 

I  saddled  up  the  old  grey  home, 

I  saddled  up  the  old  grey  horse  : 

At  the  end  of  the  lane  I  came  across 

A  big  racoon  that  bit  the  horse. 

And  made  him  jtimp  tip  to  the  sky.         Chorus. 

The  horse  he  run,  he  run,  he  pitched. 

The  horse  he  mn,  he  mn,  he  pitched, 

The  horse  he  mn,  he  nm,  he  pitche<l. 

He  throwed  old  Massy  in  the  ditch  : 

I  scarce  had  tinjf,  by  the  lij^ht  of  the  moon. 

To  grab  by  the  tail  ot  dat  big  racoon.      Chorus. 

I  arrived  in  town  wid  a  broken  head, 

1  arrived  in  town  wid  a  broken  head, 

I  arrived  in  town  wid  a  broken  head  :  . 

De  doctor  said  dat  I  was  dead. 

And  den  dey  laid  me  on  the  bed. 

And  shaved  the  wool  all  oflF  my  head —     Choms. 


My  Clara  Dear. 

The  Southern  Sun  was  sinking  low, 

And  bathing  all  in  lieauties'  glow  : 

The  little  Vale  lay  cahj  and  still 

And  silence  reigned  upon  the  hill : 

And,  as  I  gaze<l  with  loving  eyes, 

I  heard  these  tender  strains  arise — 
Choms  :    Never  more,  my  Clara  dear. 
Never  more,  my  Clam  dear, 
■'  Never  more,  my  Clara  deiu, 

Shall  my  song  at  evening 
Greet  yoiur  ear.  -        . 

Tlie  Sun  now  sank  far  from  my  sight, 

The  hill  and  vale  lay  wTapt  in  night, 

But  soon  the  Moon,  in  loveliness,  \ '. 

Came  forth  again  the  scene  to  bless  :    ; ,  -    .  v 

Still,  as  I  gazed  with  loving  eyes,  ■'-     ".■  T  • 

I  heard  the  tender  strains  tirise —  Choms. 

'Tis  thus  the  darkies  fondly  rave. 

Whose  love  extends  beyond  the  gniTe . 

And  where  the  lost  ones  calmly  sleep. 

The  fsithfnl  lovers  come  to  weep. 

And  nightly  there,  midst  streaming  eyes. 

Such  moumfal  strains  as  these  arise—    Ghoros. 


Phelim  Mavonrneen. 


Oh  !  ?helim,  dear  Phelim  !  tho'  lonely  you  wait 
At  our  own  trysting  place,  near  the  old  garden  gate, 
Tho'  night's  gathering  shades  bring  the  cold 

falling  dew, 
Yet,  Phelim  Mavoumeen,  I  can't  come  to  you  ; 
For,  the  doors  are  all  locked,  I  may  sigh,  sulk,  or  pout : 
Yet,  it's  no  use,  my  darling,  they  won't  let  me  out. 

Oh  !  Phelim,  dear  Phelim  !  the  time  has  sped  by. 
When  I  promised  to  meet  you,  yet  cannot  come 

to-night : 
I  fear  me  with  dew  youll  get  wet  to  the  skin. 
Still  they  won't  let  me  out.  and  I  dum't  let  yon  in — 
For,  the  boys  are  on  watch,  and  at  you  soon  they'd 

shout : 
So,  it's  tiseless,  ma  Cushia,  they  won't  let  me  out. 

You  are  wandering  about,  all  alone.  I'm  afraid. 
And  keep  wondering  why  from  your  dejir-self 

I  have  staid  : 
Seated  high  on  a  bank,  you're  admiring  a  star, 
Or  whistling  a  tune,  till  most  frozen  you  are  ; 
Sure,  I'm  coakiug  'fim  Roouey,  this  half  hour— 

(the  lout !) 
Yet,  it's  no  use,  my  darling,  he  .won't  let  me  out. 

Oh !  Phelim,  dear  Phelim  !  I  hope  you  won't  think 
That  from  meetin",'  iiccording  to  pnmiise  I'd  shrink  ; 
Ho.  now,  don't  mind  at  iM  what  the  old  people  nay — 
That  where  there's  a  will,  there's  always  n  way-  - 
Sure,  I've  cried  till  I  scarcely  know  what  I'm  about : 
But  to-morrow,  dear  Phelim,  I'll  surely  get  out 


Fond  Hearts  at  Home.  | 

When  I  left  the  dear  home  of  my  fathers. 

And  saw  itbblue  hills  melt  away. 
Young  hojie  oha.sed  the  tears  from  mine  ej'clids, 
,  Like  the  ni^ht-dew  in  morning's  bright  my. 
"Stay,  stay,"  said  the  loved  ones,  at  parting, 

"Oh  !  tempt  not  the  wild  ocetin  ftxmi  : 
It  may  be  thou  leav'st  tis  for  ever. 

Oh  !  stay  with  the  fond  hearts  at  home  !" 

But  dreams  of  the  future  allured  me. 

Such  dreams  as  young  hearts  only  know. 
When  the  skies  are  all  sunshine  and  glory. 

And  this  earth  seems  a  heaven  below  : 
And  swiftly  my  bark  bore  mo  onward. 

As  slie  gallantly  dashed  throutih  the  foam, 
Far,  far  from  the  amis  of  my  kii)dre<l. 

The  true  hearts,  the  fond  hearts  at  home. 

Like  the  beautiftil  tints  of  the  evening. 

My  fancy's  bright  dream  soon  was  o'er  : 
I  returned  to  the  home  of  my  fathers. 

To  the  home  of  my  kindre<l  once  more. 
"Stay,  stay,"  sitid  the  loved  ouf-s,  at  meeting, 

"  Oh  !  say  thou  wilt  never  more  roam  — " 
"If  there's  bliss,"  I  replied,  "in  this  wide  world, 

Tis  fotmd  with  the  fond  hearts  at  home." 


•••• 


The  Respectable  Man 

Written  knd  anoi;  by  the  Fi»ldlnf(S 


I  keep  a  small  store  at  the  end  of  the  street ; 
Please  give  tis  a  call,  we  sell  everything  cheap  ; 
You  can't  miss  the  house,  sure:  for,  the  door  stands uai; 
And  our  sign  reads  the  "Mullahy's  Bazar."       - 
Chorus ;     We  sell  pins  and  pails,  ;■ ."  * 

Needles  and  oat  meals  :  ;.. 

Com  starch  and  nail-s 
-     .  Cream  tarts  and  fine  ales,     ■ 

Potatoes  i.nd  Btiy  mm. 

Our  business  was  poor  'till  we  put  out  a  sign  : 
"Reduction  in  prices"— now  business  is  fine  : 
\V\int  we  drop  on  prices,  sure  you  lo«>in  weight. 
Others  do  it,  so  must  we,  or  lose  onr  trade. 

We  sell  pins,  Ac. 

Wlien  we  first  staried,  'twas  on  n  gallon  of  gin  ; 
They  called  me  a  murderer,  a  tliief,  and  a  fiend— 
But  now  I  have  money,  also  houses  and  lands. 
And  now  I'm  known  as  a  Respectablf  Man  ! 

We  sell  pins,  Ac. 


Wliy  is  a  lover  like  a  dog  ?  Becanae  he  bows  and 
be  woW 


THE    SlIVOERS'    JOIIRMAL.. 


lia 


Farewell  to  HoMel 

SUISS  MSUJOE. 


Rise,  C«tnrR<1eA,  mA  joiu  me  to  tbag  • 
To  the  land  of  my  birth  iiuil  the  spot  whern  I  d\ 
Adieit  then,  (k'lir  cottage,  dear  mooutain  iuul 
Adieu,  oil  1  Adicu  I  till  I  sec  you 


The  smi  never  lingers,  nor  pHoaes  to  raat, 
Bitt  inoveH  ever  on,  from  the  EtttA  to  the  W| 
The  wave  never  lingers  to  rest  on  the  tihote. 
The  wind  rushes  ouw  j:d  with  tuuiolt  Oud 


The  birds  tarry  not  for  the  winter,  l>nt  con 
And  sini;  in  the  distance  the  songs  ot  my  h 
Well  pleased  shall  I  see  them,  well  pleased  aball  I 
And  think  of  these  mountaina  and  all  who  are 

The  flowers  that  sprinR  tip  in  the  path  when  1 1 
Mid  flowers  that  I  loved,  ere  I  wandered  sw^. 
Perchance  there  may  hloom  that  smuU  ti< 
I  cuUod  lor  the  bosom  I  name  not  to  yoo. 


I ";        My  ain  Fireside.     ;    ^^ 

Oh  !  I  hae  Been  great  enes,  and  sat  in  gvaat 
'Maug  Lords  and  niiing  Liidies,  a'  cover'd  wf 
At  feastH  made  for  Princes  wi'  Princes  I've  ' 
Wbar  the  grand  shine  o'  splendor  has  ilaoled  waj 
Chobcs. 

But  a  night  sae  delightful,  I  trow,  I  ne'er 
As  the  lK)nnie  blithe  blink  o'  my  ain  * 
My  ain  fireside,  my  ain  fireside. 
Oh  !  sweet  is  the  blink  o'  my  ain  flredda^ 

Ance  mair.  Heaven  be  praised,  round  my  ain 

ht^rtnome 

Wi'  the  friends  o'  my  youth  I  cordially  min(^ ; 
Nae  force  now  upon  me  to  seem  wae  or  f^iad, 
I  may  laugh  when  I'm  merry,  and  sigh  when  1*10  M 

My  aiu  firetride,  te 

Nae  falsehooil  to  dread,  nae  malice  to  fear. 
But  truth  to  delight  me,  and  kiudneHB  to  cheer ; 
O'  a'  the  r<jads  to  pleasure  that  ever  were  tried. 
There's  noiie  half  so  sure  as  ain's  ain  fireside, 

'  ;     My  i.in  fireade.  Ail 


At  Moonligbt'g  Hour  we'll 

The  stars  are  shining  V>rightly, 

At  moonlight's  hour  well  i 
The  breeze  upon  the  rose,  lowB^ 

Shall  kiss  thy  flushing  cheek.     ■ 
I  hear  the  distant  music,- 

Sound  welcome  to  our  ear, 
It  echoes  tnie  sweet  chords  of  lovi^ 

The  merry  days  are  near. 

Then  if  that  merry  tale  I  hear, 

And  ail  within  be  true, 
As  sunrise  hail  the  flowrets  wild   •  ■ 

Or  part  the  early  dew, 
The  bells  shall  peal,  the  village  folk^ 

All  clad  in  garments  gay, 
Shall  grace  the  peaceful  sons  of  m' 

Upon  our  wedding  day. 


Had  I  a  Olasa. 

Air:     Had  I  ft  Heart. 


Had  I  ft  glass  of  largest  siw    •  - 

Filled  full  of  mountain  dew, 
I'd  quaff  it  ofl"  before  their  eym     ''. 

To  prove  that  I  am  true.       '     -  /    :  v. 

Then  dread  not.  I'll  e'er  forgil 

Thy  nose  so  red  and  long  :  -  -  j^   ' 

For,  while  that  I  remain  in  deli^;    .  -   < 
ril  drink  thy  liquor  strong. 

And  when  I  hear  that  you  are  dead. 

I'll  drink  thy  dirge  in  wine, 
And  when  the  fumes  are  in  my  hoA   -  •  '' 

I'll  call  thee  friend  of  mine. 

Then  dread  not  sir  111  e'er  forget 

Thy  nose  so  red  and  long  : 
For.  e'en  when  von  have  taken  the  defal, 

ril  drink  thy  liqnor  strong. 


Venetian  Boat  Song. 

ne  daybeam  is  over  the  sea. 

Oh  !  haste,  every  bark,  to  the  shore ; 

No  joy  in  the  morning  can  be. 

With  moonlight  our  pleasure  is  o'er : 

Perhaps  it  is  sweet  on  the  hills 
To  watch  how  the  daylight  appears, 

Toaee  it  all  bright  in  the  rills, 

1  shining  through  night's  dewy  tecun. 


Bot,  oh  !  in  the  wild  hour  of  night. 

When  lood  winds  are  hushed  to  a  breeze 
With  mnsic  and  moon-beams  so  bright, 

Tib  heaven  to  glide  o'er  the  seas. 
How  sweet  'tis  to  watch  the  bright  glow, 

-\nd  taste  the  wild  freshness  of  heaven  !   }} 
Bow  Bwaet  'tis  to  gaze  on  below 

DiB  likeuess  the  blue  wave  has  given !       ' 

To  fenathe  the  soft  night  air,  perfumed 
With  the  sighs  of  the  groves  on  the  shore, 

To  we  bow  tlie  moon  bivs  illumed 
The  droppingB  that  fall  from  the  oar  : 

■oek  pfc-iiiuiii  the  mom  never  gave, 
Tbea  hwti',  erery  Gondolet,  on  : 

OhJ  wlio  would  remain  on  the  wave, 

1  moonlight  and  music  are  gone? 


Onte  I  had  Loveia 


Onee  t  bad  loven  in  plenty. 

When  a  onlleen  I  lived  in  the  glen  ;  " . ; 
Killed  astj  before  I  was  twenty. 

Oh !  how  happy  the  moments  flew  tfaao ! 
The  winter  I  ne'er  ooidd  discover  : 

For.  love  brightened  time's  dmkr  wing — 
Oh  I  when  every  new  month  bronght  a  iawet. 

The  year  them  seemed  always  like  i 


But  Cnpid's  more  delicate  pinion 

Goold  never  keep  np  with  old  1 
So  the  grey  beard  assnmes  his 

When  the  mid-<lay  of  life  rings  ili  < 
Then  gather,  when  morning  is  shining, 

Some  flower  while  the  bright  mowoit  h 
WfciA.  ekmeiy  around  the  heart  twining, 

Wm  tt«e  when  the  summer  is  past. 


■ary  May. 

'  have  dMsen  tlie  proud  i 

Because  a  lord  was  be. 
Who  could  boast  of  wealth  and  itohai^ 

And  a  line  of  high  degree  : 
Tkiy  hsfe  left  me  here  to  bngaiiA, . 

TO  fcde  and  pine  away, 
Tbey  have  made  the  world  a  i 

Bereft  of  Mary  May. 

When  I  net  l>er  m  the    __,. 

And  wandered  by  her  M\ 
Ae  told  mc  that  she  loved  ■%  -  '- 

And  vowed  to  be  my  bride : 
Ihey  have  torn  the  tie  asunchi; 

She  now  is  far  away, 
Ihey  have  left  me  broken-hearti^ 

Bereft  of  Mary  May. 


tM  Others  Breathe  the  Meltinf  Sigk 

Let  othera  breathe  the  melting  sigh. 

And  swear  they  love  to  madnew : 
To  them  I  leave  the  tearful  eye, 

And  all  love's  sober  sadness. 
Ho  tender  vows  and  prayers  are  miMV  - . . 

But  this  I  swear  sincerely —  ''. 

While  trtth  and  honest  love  are 

rn  love  thee  ever  dearly. 


iTTjen,  lady,  though  I  scorn  the 

Which  love  too  oft  discovers, 
Ke'er  spurn  the  heart  that  wooes  in  i 

For.  smiles  were  made  for  lovers— 
And  though  his  tender  vows  are  mine. 

Yet  this  T  swear  sincerely — 
While  truth  and  honest  love  are  tiiine, 

ru  love  thee  ever  dearly.  (Axsouy) 


The  Farmer  sat  in  hii  Easy  Chair. 

The  farmer  sat  in  his  easy  chair. 

Smoking  his  pitod  of  clay. 
While  his  hale  old  vife  with  busy  can 

Was  clearing  the  dinner  away  ; 
A  sweet  little  girl,  ^-ith  fine  blue  eyes. 
On  her  grandfatherW  knee  was  catching  flies. 

The  old  man  Liia  his  hand  on  her  head. 

With  a  tear  on  tis  wrinkled  face  ; 
He  thought  how  often  her  mother,  dead. 

Had  sat  in  the  $€(f-same  place  ; 
As  the  tear  stole  dolwn  his  half-«hut  eye — 
"  Don't  smoke,"  aUd  the  child,  "how  it  makes 

1  you  cry !" 

The  house-dog  laj  Stretched  out  on  the  floor. 
Where  the  shade  i  after  noon  tised  to  steal : 

The  busy  old  wift^,  |by  the  open  door. 
Was  turning  the  Kpinning-wheel  ; 

And  the  old  bras»-dlock  on  the  mantle-tree 

Had  plodded  aloqg:  to  almost  three. 

Still  the  farmer  84t{in  his  easy  chair. 

While  close  to  kik  heaving  breast 
The  moistened  broW  and  cheek  bo  fidr 

Of  his  sweet  grandchild  were  preesed ; 
His  head,  bent  down,  on  her  soft  hair  lay- 
Fast  asleep  were  t}i^y  both,  that  stunmer  day. 


Shall  we  Ever  Meet  Again  1 


Shall  we  ever  n^ejet  again  ? 

Whispers  throngh  the  land, 
Like  the  oc«an'|i  gentle  murmtur 

Rippling  on  tl*e  sand — 
Friends  and  kin4t^<  long  since  parted 

Seem  to  hoptj  in  vain 
That  the  sunshicle  may  unclouded 
Beam  on  them; again. 
Otorus  :     Hark  !  tqc  winds  are  softly  breathings 
Hope  is  not  in  vain  : 
Brightly  {beaming  sunshine  tells  M 
We  spiU  meet  agaiiL 

Oh !  ye  watchers,  cease  repining, 

Ye  shall  meet  again. 
If  not  here,  in  regions  brighter. 

Free  from  mot^l  pain  : 
Each  new  bud  iu  fnigrancA  sweeter 

Leaves  its  m^ttier  earth, 
But  the  soul,  in  winging  upward. 

Fadeless  joys  give  birth. 


Ohonak 


Giv^  Me  a  Home. 


;  Give  me  a  hoi^e,  that  I  can  oall 
My  own  dear  peaceful  home : 
Where  I  can  "bis  nappy  and  free. 
And  kindly  |)leasiu'e8  come. 

Give  me  a  home,  some  simple  plaoe^ 
Where  peace  is  sure  to  come  : 

Where,  freed;  ft-om  care,  I  may  And  there 
A  kind  and  happy  home. 

Give  me  a  hoi^e  where  sunny  smiles 

The  hours  of  sadness  break  : 
Where  all  day  long  the  joyous  aoog 

Its  notes  of  glee  may  wake. 

Give  me  a  hdme,  though  it  be  soma 

Lone,  humhie  spot  on  earth  : 
Grief  ne'er  shall  come  in  that  sweet  homs^ 

Where  hearts  are  filled  with  mir»l>. 

Give  me  a  home,  where  I  can  be 

By  my  own  bright  fireside, 
And  be  lord  o'er  that,  if  aye  do  iBflM^ 
;     And  fearlefdy  preside. 

Give  me  a  home,  that  none  can  WKJ  t 

"  Your  quarter's  rent  is  doe: 
Without  delay  you  most  it  pay, 

Orfor  iti  wiilsue." 

Give  me  a  hoihe,  where  no  vile  threat 

Or  fear  shall  us  distress  : 
But  where  each  heart  will  do  its  part 
To  make  all  bappir 


m 
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Biddie  Doyle. 

Sang  by  Jamet.  O'Nell, 


Oh  !  I  have  come  over  here,  Biddie  Doyle^ 

For  to  tell  you  pretty  clear,  Biddie  Doyle^  ; .       ; 

For  to  gain  your  heart  and  band, 

As  you  will  understand, 

And  to  be  at  your  command,  Biddie  Doyle  : 

So  I  will  always  prove  true, 

No  matter  what  you  do,  '     ;    - 

And  I  will  stick  to  you  like  glue,  Biddie  Doyle. 

Oh  !  the  summer  is  past  and  gone,  Biddie  Doyle, 

And  the  winter  is  coming  on,  Biddie  Doyle  : 

And  the  stormy  winds  will  blow,  '  ■■. 

It  wiU  hail,  rain  and  snow. 

And  what  will  become  of  you,  Biddie  Doyle, 

What  will  you  do  at  all. 

When  the  snow  begins  to  fall. 

With  your  back  against  the  wall,  Biddie  Doyle  ? 

Ton  know  how  it  is  yourself,  Biddie  Doyle, 

You  will  soon  be  on  the  shelf,  Biddie  Doyle  ; 

You  know  you  are  old  enough. 

And  your  face  is  getting  rough  : 

Another  year  will  make  you  tough,  Biddid  Dolye. 

80  leave  off  your  lamentation. 

And  increase  the  population. 

Or  j6u  are  not  worthy  of  your  nation,  Biddy  Doyle. 

Oh  !  when  I  go  on  a  spree,  Biddie  Doyle, 

I  will  raise  lots  of  fun,  you'll  see,  Biddie  Doyle  : 

If  I  should  come  home  tight. 

Don't  try  to  raise  a  fight,  -     _ 

Or  I'll  give  you  a  box  that  will  make  yon  quiet, 

Biddie  Doyle 
Don't  call  the  neighbors  around  me. 
Or  if  you  do.  111  surely  pound  you, 
And  I  will  spit  on  you  and  drown  you,  Biddie  Doyle. 


He  Said  I  Said 

Written  and  sang  by  Oai.  Williamt,  the  Amerietn 
Star  Comlqae. 


I  do  not  know  de  reason  I'm  in  an  awful  muss : 
Dere  is  a  fellar  in  dis  town  vot  vants  to  raise  a  fuss. 
He  blames  it  all  upon  me,  xmd  says  I've  told  a  lie, 
Ven  he  knows  dot  I  ve  told  de  druth,  yes,  just  as  veil  as  L 

Spoken  :  Yes,  dot  same  fellar  dot  I'm  dalking 
abend,  I  mean  Jake  Wcigel  !  dot's  de  roo«der !  He 
knows  I  vouldn't  dell  a  lie  aboud  anybody,  but  den 
he  never  did  "  like  me  for  a  cent,"  und  dots  de  reason 
dot— 

Chorus  :    He  said  I  said  you  said  I  said 
He  vos  an  awful  fraud. 
And  said  you  said  I  also  said 
He  couldn't  pay  his  board  ; 
And  den  he  said  you  said  I  said 

His  grand-farder  vas  dead  ; 
80  tell  him  he  is  wrong  in  vot 
He  said  you  said  I  said. 

Tve  told  him  he's  mistaken,"  dot  I  never  said  a  vord 
About  him  or  his  business  ;  but  den  he  said  he  heard 
Dot  I  spoke  of  his  farder,  und  had  called  him  a  fool, 
Und  dot  he  vos  an  awful  dunce,  und  never  vent  to  school 

Now  de  idea  of  me  dalking  aboud  him  dot  vay, 
vy,  I  vouldn't  dalk  aboud  anybody,  und  even  if  I  did 
know  any  ding  bad  aboud  his  family.  I  shoud  keeb 
id  to  myself,  und  not  tell  anybo<ly  ;  in  fact,  ids  none 
of  my  business,  dot's  id,  none  of  my  business.  Vot 
business  is  id  of  mine  if  his  grandfarder  vos  hung  in 
Germany?  Den  ke says  I dnlk  fthf^i/l his  fftmily :  und 
dot  his  moder  used  to  do  vashing  for  my  imcle's 
aunt's  sister.  Dm  he  says  I  dnlk  afxntfl  his  family  : 
vot  business  of  mine  is  id  dot  his  sister  vent  und 
married  a  shoemaker,  und  dot  he  died,  leaving  her 
two  old  lasts  of  different  sizes  ?  none  of  my  business 
—dot's  just  vot  I  say.  D''n  he  snys  I  dnlk  nh<»td  his 
famUy ;  vot  business  is  id  of  mine  if  his  broder  vos 
sent  to  skade  brison  on  accound  dot  he  sdolea  gouple 
of  second  hand  mince  pies  from  a  bakery  in  Vest 
Sdreet?  Dm  he  says  f  dalk  ahond  hit  family ;  vot 
bonnesB  is  id  of  mine  dot  he  himself  never  vent  to 
school,  vinks  mit  his  ear,  chews  a  piece  of  leather  for 
tobacco,  drinks  viskey,  vorks  in  a  shooding  gallery, 
picking  ub  bullets  und  sleeps  down  on  de  dock  at 
'night  ?  Vy,  ids  none  of  my  business.  Und  den  he  says 
IdaUc  oboidMm  und  hisfamUy;  vy,  you  know  m 
veil  as  I,  dot  I  voiildn't  do  such  a  ding,  und 
yet  for  all  dot—  He  said  I  said,  *c. 


Bonnie  Katie  Waits  For  me. 

SoDg  by  J«Dnle  Eng«l. 


Where  the  lilac  buds  and  blossoms 

By  the  towering  poplar  tree,  "       ': 

Eyes  of  loving  blue  are  watching, 

Bonnie  Katie  waits  for  me — 
Merry  birtls  among  the  branches 

Chirp  together  aJl  the  while. 
And  the  May  flowers  look  refreshing 
As  my  Katie's  winning  smile. 
Chorus  :    Where  the  lilac  buds  and  blossoms 
By  the  lowering  poplar  tree, 
■  Eyes  of  loving  blue  are  watching, 
Bonnie  Katie  waits  for  mo — 

'Neath  the  purple  buds  and  blossoms, 

Where  the  scented  breezes  blow. 
There  my  pretty  Katie  is  waiting, 

Bonnie  Katie,  pure  as  snow  ;  . 

Merry  birds  among  the  hedges 

Answer  one  another's  call. 
And  the  squirrels  nimbly  caper 

On  the  rugged,  winding  wall. 

Where  the  lilac  buds  and  blossoms 

Soon  I'll  meet  thee,  Katie  dear  : 
For.  your  gentle  voice  is  felling. 

Sweetly  falling  on  my  ear — 
Happy  birds  a-down  the  meadow 

Call  me  with  their  merry  voice  : 
So  I'm  coming,  darling,  coming, 

Bonnie  Katie,  you'te  my  choice. 


Cboma. 


Chonu. 


Zephyr,  who  with  Spring   Retttrninf. 

Zephyr,  who  with  spring  returning. 

Wafted  soft  o'er  opening  flowers : 
Breathing  in  the  face  of  morning. 

Wakes  Aurora  from  her  bowers  ; 
While  with  love's  fierce  flame  I  langaWl 

In  these  dry  and  desert  plains, 
Gently  breathe  and  soothe  my  angnish. 

Fan  my  breast,  and  cane  my  paina. 


Little  Darling. 

By  Ssmnel  If.  Mitchell. 


Would  yon  kiss  me  again,  little  dariinR 

And  lay  your  sweet  head  on  my  bPMMl, 
The  same  as  joa  did  when  the  robins 

Were  singing  their  young  ones  to  featf 
Would  you  touch  your  soft  lips  to  Biy  cheek,  iemt. 

Or  whisper  as  gentle  and  low 
As  when  we  were  courting  that  evvoing 

In  summer,  so  long,  long  ago? 
ChoniB  :     Would  yon  kiss  me  again.  Uttle  darling. 
Or  whisper  as  gentle  and  low 
As  when  we  were  coiurting  that  evening 
,  In  summer,  so  long,  long  ago? 

Would  you  kiss  me  again,  little  darling. 

And  rest  your  pink  cheek  'gainst  mj  own,  « 

The  same  as  you  did,  'neath  the  eypnn, 

That  evening  we  sat  their  alone  ? 
Would  yon  twine  your  white  arms  ImatBiy  necK,  love. 

Or  steal  now  and  then  a  caress, 
.\nd  could  I  succ.  ssfully  capture 

\  ringlet  from  one  little  trefis  ?  Choros. 

Would  you  kiss  nie  again,  little  ihlting. 

And  tell  me  that  legend  of  old. 
The  same  as  yoti  did  when  the  cricketo 

Were  chirruping  about  vm  h>  bold  T 
Would  you  tell  me  again  that  you  lora  m». 

Or  sing  me  that  sweet  little  songf 
Oh  !  could  I  again,  little  darling. 

Be  with  you  the  bright  summer  long  ?     Choras. 

Te  Little  Loves  That  Ronnd  Her  Wait. 

Ye  bttle  lovew  that  round  her  wait   _ 

To  bring  me  tidings  of  my  fate,  ':      .; 

As  Celia  on  her  pillow  lies,  ;  f:    .  ', . 

Ah  !  gently  whilst— Strephon  diea.     "      '  .•< 

If  this  win  not  her  pity  move. 
And  the  proud  fair  disdains  to  love^ 
Smile  and  say  'tis  all  a  lie. 
And  haughty  Btrephon  scoma  to  die. 


Don't  you  Dare  to  do  it,  Qeorge. 

A*  sang  by  Tony  PMt«r. 

71  courted  once  a  lovely  girl,     '-,;;'•'" 
■  V       A  beauty  young  and  fair  : 
i'    Bhe'd  cherry-red  lips,  and  teeth  like  pearl. 

And  golden  was  her  hair  : 

•       Her  eyes  were  like  the  evening  stars,     -  • ,  >;. 

That  shine  in  heaven  above,      , .  , ,    ;     ...■>■ 

And  with  this  lovely  beauty  ■■  ;  -v  ^ ,  , 

I  was  overhead  in  love.  ..:'-•,.'.;-'', 

Spoken  :  I  shall  never  forget  the  first  time  T  met 
that  girl— never— no  never— and  when  the  time 
came  to  bid  her  good-bye,  you  know  that  time  al- 
ways comes,  although  it  comes  rather  late  with 
some,  and  rather  early  with  others.  We  were  early 
birds  that  time  -early  in  the  morning,  you  know. 
So,  I'd  gone  through  all  the  preliminary  ceremonies, 
such  as  good-bye,  darling,  and  pleasant  dreams, 
and  I'd  just  slided  my  arm  around  her  waist  and 
was  going  to  give  her  one  good  kiss  right  square  on" 
the  mouth,  when  she  boxed  my  ears  and  said  : 

CHORrs. 
"  Don't  yon  dare  to  do  it,  George, 
Don't  yon  dare  to  do  it,  George, 
.  If  'twas  found  out,  what  would  my  mother  say  ?' 
Don't  yon  dare  to  do  it,  George,        :, 
Dont  yon  dare  to  do  it,  George 
Ain't  yon  a  verj-,  very  naughty  man  ?" 

I  took  her  for  a  walk  one  night,    . 

Twi.s  in  a  flowery  dell. 
And  while  there,  to  my  fair  one    , 

I  tales  of  love  did  tell. 
She  sat  down  in  a  shaded  tpot, 

I  sat  down  by  her  side,  ■   ^ 

And  v*dth  my  arm  around  her  waisi     -       .  ] 

I  said,  "  darling,  be  my  bride." 

Spoken:  "Yes,  "I  says  to  her,  says  I— "Susan," 
says  I — says  I — ' '  Susan,  says  I— Darned  if  I  know 
what  I  did  say  now  :  bat  I  know  I  said  it,  yes  I  did, 
and  when  I  showed  her  the  ring,  and  asked  her  for 
her  answer,  she  said  :  "  get  away,  George,  you're 
•Iwaj-s  saying  aomething."  That  means  yes,  yes  it 
does,  BO  I  says  to  her,  sitys  I,  I'll  go  and  have  our 
names  put  in  the  morning  papers,  and  then  I'll  go 
to  the  minister  and  have  our  names  called  in  church 
next  Stmday,  Ck<orge  so^nd-so,  and  Miss  Susan 
KMUid-srt,  to  be  joined  together  in  holy  wedlock, 
and  any  one  having  any  objections  will  please  stato 
them  or  forever  after  hold  their  peace,  and  my 
Susan  actually  swooned  over  in  my  arms,  yes  she 
did  ;  and  when  she  came  to  herself  the  very  first 
words  she  nttered  were  : 

Don't  yon  dare  to  do  it*  George,  Ac 

Well,  I  need  not  tell  you  more  about  .... 

Those  happy  nights  we  met : 
For,  soon  we  put  off  courting,  boys,      .;.: 

And  married  we  did  ge* 
,    And  now  I  feel  so  happy. 

Oh  !  my  heart  is  filled  with  Joy  ; 
For,  yesterday  my  Susan  dear 

Brought  forth  a  little  boy. 

Spoken :  Yes,  it's  the  prettiest  little  baby  you 
ever  saw.  Oh  !  girls  do  come  and  see  it !  all  the 
girls  in  the  neighborhood  have  been  to  see  it,  and 
they  say  it's  the  handsomest  child  they  ever  saw — 
the  very  pictture  of  its  father.  I'm  its  father  ;  yes, 
I  am.  Bv  the  by,  boj-s,  before  I  go,  I'll  let  you 
into  a  little  secret,  on  the  quiet,  you  know.  When 
you  take  your  sweetheart  out  for  an  evening's 
promenade  and  you  want  to  kiss  her  good-bye  at 
the  door,  and  she  says,  "  don't  you  dare  to  do  it," 
that's  the  time  you  must.  They  only  pretend  to  be 
a  little  shy — why,  bless  your  souls !  after  they're 
married  their  shyness  and  bashfulness  aU  vanish 
ju.st  as  quickly  as  a  glass  of  lager  in  the  hands  of  a 
thirsty  Dutchman.  Why,  since  I've  been  married, 
I  don't  rememhei,  not  even  once.  My  Susan  ever 
saying : 

Donl  you  dare  to  do  it,  George,  &c. 


Why  is  the  letter  H  Like  a  cure  for  deafness  ? 
Because  it  makes  the  ear  hear. 

Why  is  anythiaffieconsidered  acoonnted  "  profit- 
able 7"     BeoaoseTt  is  considered  a-gain. 
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Major  Jones  of  the  IT.  S.  A. 

By  WlllH.  Oox.  ...    .. 

I'm  N.  Adolphus  Jones,  you  know,        "•;.  ^ 

A  fellah  full  of  sport ;  .   •'' ■ 

I'm  all  the  rage  among  the  ton,  .  .-    •        ,  J 

And  flirting  is  my  forte.  ,;  ^:.- 

I'm  a  "bonanza"  in  my  line,       '^''-.■"■^'^■*::^  .-'''■' 

So  all  the  ladies  say  :  ■...'.'■•■ 

And  I'm  the  pet  of  all  that's  fine 

Among  the  U.  S.  A. 

Spoken  :  Yaas  !  Pon  me  honaw,  you  know  I'm 
a  deuced  fine  fellah  of  the  first  watah,  and  whenever  I 
pass  along  the  promenade  with  military  step,  the  ladies 
all  say  :     "  Ah  !  there  goes  that  precioug— 

Chorus  :  Mgijah  Jones  of  the  U.  S.  A. 

,  Handsome  Adolphus,  sweet  and  gay  : 

"_■'{'■  ''■  Step  like  a  duke  and  march  away, 

'  Majah  Jones  of  the  U.  S.  A. 

All  fine  receptions  I  attend. 

And  dance  with  all  the  belles  :c 
I'm  pet  of  all  the  ladies  there,     '  ';  ♦ 

And  chief  among  the  swelb ;    . 
And  they  all  know,  where'er  I  go, 

I'll  alwaj^s  have  m^  way  : 
For,  I'm  the  choice  of  all  the  style 

Among  the  U.  S.  A. 

Spoken  :  Yans  !  I'm  a  we-al  American  Count,  yon 
know  ;  my  mot  hah  was  the  daughtah  c  .  Noah  Count, 
and  she  was  Nomh  Count  by  descent,  you  know  ;  but 
Count  or  no  Count,  I'm  couteut  to  remain — 

Majah  Jones  of  the  U.  S.  A.  &c. 

While  out  on  dress  parade,  one  day, 

I  cut  a  dashing  swell, 
And  fell  in  love  with  a  charming  girt 

Whose  name  I  dare  not  tell ; 
She's  sweeter  than  the  wed,  wed  wo«e — 

And  seems  so  light  and  gay— 
I'll  ask  her  soon,  upon  me  word. 

To  join  the  U.  S.  A. 

Spoken  :  Upon  me  honah,  as  a  soljah,  I  shall 
positively  call  upon  her  pa,  and  ask  if  she  n»y  not 
join  the  kwmy,  and  be  Mrs.  — 

Majah  Jones  of  the  U.  S.  A.  &c. 


The  Talk  of  the  Town  ! 

CopTFlgbt    1875  l«v  E  H  Harding. 
Word!  »ud  Mn«ic  )>;  Jnsepb  P.  Skelly. 

The  Mimic  of  tliis  »onK  can  be  obtained  of  E.  H,  Harding. 

No 229  Bowery    oiipogite  Prince  Street.  New-York— 

Eegaiit  Full  Music  8ize  Slieet  for  10  ceuti. 

I  wander  through  life  like  a  gentleman's  son : 

For,  forttnie  has  fnvored  me  well— 
I'm  blest  with  gooH  temper  and  love  to  make  fun, 

No  matter  with  whom  I  may  dwell. 
I've  made  many  friends  in  my  rambles  about. 

And  gained  a  good  share  of  renown, 
'Till  now  I'm  so  famous  within  and  without — 

I  seems  I'm  the  talk  of  the  town  ! 

Chorus. 

I  am  the  talk  of  the  town,  they  say  : 
Friends  grow  around  me,  from  day  to  day. 
Because  I  possess  such  a  charming  way— 
I'm  really  the  talk  of  the  town  ! 

Wherever  I  go,  it  is  always  the  same  :  '     I' 

I'm  known  just  as  soon  as  I'm  seen — 
They  point  with  their  fingers,  and  mention  my  name. 

While  taking  survey  cf  my  mien — 
1  smile  recognition,  and  say  nothing  more,        v'.,   ,• 

Though  sometimes  they  force  me  to  frown ; 
But  I  find  it's  no  use  to  give  praise  or  abuse, 

WBen  I  am  the  talk  of  the  town  !  Chorus. 

I'm  known  to  the  girls,  and  I'm  known  to  the  boys. 

And  legions  of  all  human  kind 
O'eiT-ahadow  my  footsteps  in  sorrows  or  joys. 

And  give  me  a  piece  of  their  mind — 
Scone  love  me,  some  hate  me,  some  say  I'm  a  fraad. 

And  many  would  fain  crush  me  down — 
B«it  such  is  "the  fate  of  the  good  and  the  great : 

It's  because  I'm  the  talk  of  the  town !         Chorus. 


The  Belle  of  Sockaway. 

Copyright.  1876.  by  £.  H.  Harding. 
Wordi  and   Mniic    by  Job.  P.  Skelly. 

Themnsicof  this  sonRcan  be  obtained  of  E.  B.  Harding. 

No  229  Bowery,    oppoeite  Prince  Street    New-York— 

Elegaut  Full  Music  Size  Slieet  for  10  cents. 


About  the  end  of  June,  each  year, 

I  pack  my  tmnks  and  go  ■  Vv;    ■■■V'^ 

To  rest  in  some  secluded  place^  ;  j"  ' :,'\. . 

Away  from  care  and  woe  : 
I've  been  to  all  the  gay  jesorts 

Where  the  wild  waves  dash  and  play,  : 
But  I  can  only  feel  at  home 
On  the  shores  of  Rockaway. 
Chorus  :    I'm  the  Belle  of  Rockaway  ;         ;   >;, 
Here  I  reign,  at  night  and  day— r^    '- 
•       Everj-  where  the  people  siiy —       ■     v,v '! 
Tm  the  Belle  of  Rockaway  I         V.;.  •;;. 

We  stroll  along  the  sandy  beach  ••;.;• 

>     Beneath  the  morning  sun,  ;  , 

And  throtigh  the  day  we  flirt,  and  play 

In  gladness  and  in  fun  ; 
When  night  comes  on,  we  dance  and  sing, 

While  the  hours  im.ss  on  so  gay  - 
And  everj'  one  agrees  with  me 

In  my  praist^  of  Rockaway.        -  Chorus. 

We  ramble  through  the  shady  groves 

And  hear  the  birds  of  song  ; 
And,  if  we  chance  to  l>e  in  love,       ■ "  ■ 

Sometimt-s  we  stay  too  long; 
But  that's  no  harm  :  for,  we  are  free         ,;      i 

To  wander  where  we  may — 
I  love  the  sea,  and  long  to  be 

On  the  Ijeach  at  Rockaway ! 


ChoniK. ' 


^  ■»■  ^ 


The  Baaotiful  Blue  Danube. /^^ 

wAiTz  BONO.   ;;..;;■:.".;■;:■■;;  /,.:;;'..> 

Wordi  by  8  E.  Walcott.    Music  by  Johann  Siranss. 

TheMnsiccan  be  obt  lined  of  Wl]ite.  Smith  k  Co  ,  298 fc  300 

Waeliin^toii  Street   Boston.  Mass. 


Over  the  n%er  now  we  glide. 
On  l)€«utiful  Danube's  sparkling  tide,      -~:'  ' 
Merrily  o'er  each  tinj-  wave- 
Now  dances  our  Bark  o'er  coral  caves,    ' 
And,  fleet  as  a  bird,  now  we  will  glide, 
Now  swift  over  Danube's  rippling  tide. 
The  lovely  blue  Danube,  oh  !  beautiful 

Danube,  River  wide- 
Nursed  by  little  brooks  from  the  motmtains'  side, 
Danube  River,  Danube  River, 
Kissed  by  lily-bnd.«,  where  the  moonbeams  fall, 

On  the  Danube,  beautiful  River  wide— ah  ! 
Over  the  river  now  we  glide. 
On  beautiful  Danube's  sparkling  tide,    ..  :     , 
Merrily  o'er  each  tiny  wave- 
Now  dances  our  Bark  o'er  coral  caves,  -....-:;'■. 
And,  fleet  as  a  bird,  now  we  will  glide. 
Yes,  swift  over  Danube's  rippling  tide,  ..> 

The  lovely  blue  Danube,  oh  !  beautiful 

Danube,  Biver  wii»-- 

With  merry  music  ringing,  . 

While  joyou'?  birds  are  singing,       :.      ,  •, '  ■    ^fe 

We  watch  the  rippling  tide 

Of  beautiful  Danube,  River  wide. 

And  when  the  moon  is  beaming,  i    ^ 

When  earth  is  hushed  and  dreaming,  . 

Oh  !  then,  our  Bark  shall  glide 

Upon  the  blue  Danube's  rippling  Hris    wk  I 
Over  the  river  now  we  glide,  :'^-^  T:^,  ■ '.' ' 

On  beautiful  Danube's  sparkling  tida^       f      :.  ,. 
Merrily  o'er  each  tiny  wave —  ■■^.-[l.^-'C,- 

Now  dianc*  our  Bark  o'er  coral  cavaa,  -^  '• 

And,  fleet  as  a  bird,  now  we  will  ^ide,  ■■■  -  ', 

Yes,  swift  over  Danube's  rippUng  tide,  r 

The  lovely  blue  Danube,  oh  !  b^otifel  -;.     - 

Danube  River,  .     ,,  ' '.i '■  v/ 

•-v;';^."  ;>  /  Beautiful  River,       ,  i^-^  :V  .>  - 

■  .-\."'  Beautiful  River, 

Blue  Danube  River, 

River  so  blue — 


Epitaph.— "Here  lies  W.  W., 

Who  never  more  will  tronble  you, 
trooble  joa." 


And  everj-  dhrii  k 


datey't  Whiskey. 

Tbe  llaiie  can  lie  obtained  of  £.  H.  Harding,  No.  S» 
Boweiiy]  New-York.  Price  10  cents. 

Meself  and  Barae  r  Casey  wint  to  have  a  little  spree, 
He  had  a  l>ottle  fr  r  himself,  and  another  one  for  me : 
We  traveled  arojii  id  the  city,  till  our  heads  and 

feet  were  sore, 
it  was  so  nice — it  made  us 

wish  for  monk 

Chorus. 

Bad  luck  to  Cat^s^J-'s  whiskey  !  it  made  ns  both 

so  friskey. 
We  dhmnk  our  Ix^ttles  empty,  and  at  last  we 

couldn't  stand ; 
ire  rambled,  we  staggered  and 

we  scrambled, 
the  whole  night  long,  of  gay 

ould  Paddy's  land. 


Along  the  street  i 
And  sang  a  son| ;, 


I'll  strike  him,  :  f 
Spoken  :  And  if 


He  turned  aroui  u  I 
I  called  him  bad 


' '  Of  coorse,  sa jjs 
"  Hurroo  !  says  1 


We  met  a  big  po  li  ?pman,  and  he  looked  at  us,  says  he : 
"  What  brings  y  a  i  out  so  late  as  this  ?"  Says  I. 

"the  countrj's  free." 
"  Shut  up  !  sayi    ^ksey  :  come  along  f  "  Oh  ! 

divil  a  bit,  says  I, 
he  says  a  word,  the  dirty  mane 

ould  spy  !" 


I  ever  did  strike  him,  he  might  well 
Bad  luck  to  Casey's  whiskey  I  tc 


Don't'  ^ou  hear  the  Bulgina  ? 

As  aqng  by  liryaut  e  Minstrela. 


"0 

lit 


and  left  us—  sure  the  mKU 

was  not  to  blaUM) 
and  axed  him  if  he'd  pLiso 

to  tell  his  name, 
he,  it's  Flanigan  :  I'm  from 

the  county  Clare." 
shake  liandN.  me  b'y,  our 

whiskey  you  must  share." 
Bad  luck  to  Casey's  whiskey  1  to. 

Out  kem  the  enJi:  ty  bottle,  and  I  put  it  in  his  paw  : 
"  Look  out !  saVf  he  :  whin  on  me  post,  a 

1  dhrink's  against  the  law," 

He  put  the  bottk  to  his  mouth,  but  diWl  a  dhrop 

was  tben^' 
And  while  we  bpjh  laughed  at  Flanigan,  sure  he 

began  to  swear. 
Bad  luck  to  Casey's  whiskey,  Ae. 

He  raised  his  cljij)  above  his  head  and  vowed 

he'd  take  ns  in 
Fordhrinkin'  o^  the  highway.  "Oh  !"  says  Casey, 

that's  too  thin. " 
He  dhraggM  p^c  r  Casey  ofi"  to  jail,  and  thried 

1  to  take  me,  too. 

But  to  keep  a  Ho  lit  on  Casey  was  as  much  as  he 

I  could  do. 

Spoken  ;     1  p|t  ed  poor  C/a«ey,  and  1  suppose  he 
'''"'    '  '    *  ■     ras  all  his  own  doings— The  two 

Bad  lu«k  to  Casey's  whiskey  f  Ac 


Oh  I  1  arrived  W  town  de  oder  day, 

I  went  to  de  dep4>t,  and  I  hear  de  people  say 

Dat  de  cars  wa$  ^-coming  an'  de  people  want  to  go  : 

For,  de  stages  aqd  de  steamboats  trable  very  slow. 

j  Chorus. 

.  ••       Ding,  doAd,  bell !  way  goes  de  bell, 

Don  t  yoij  aear  de  bnlgine  ? 

Don't  yon  hear  de  bnlgine  ? 
.?.•.■       Clear  de  (jrick  —  for,  she  am  coming. 

We  all  took  out  i^ts,  but  neber  said  a  word. 
And  we  flew  through  de  countrj',  just  like  a  bird  . 
He  came  to  get  his  money,  which  I  believe  was  a  doUal^ 
Birt  I  didn't  ha  vela  cent,  an'  he  caught  me  by  de  ooUar.  1 

Ding,  dong,  bell !  Aa 

Now  I'm  done  Mid  de  railroad  :  so  take  my  advlc 
If  yon  ever  do  asi  I  did.  why,  don't  do  it  twice  : 
For,  if  dat  you  do,  hell  cotch  yon  by  de  oerfkr 
Hell  ton  yon  allkbont,  an'  den  hell  make  yon  holler. 
j  j  Ding,  dong,  bell !  Ac 


.;.~  -g;?r;«f^»^-  '^■■jfi|,-«»;^n 


118 


THE   si.iroERS'  joijr:val.. 


Tom  Rowlock. 

CotUiTMed. 


"No  ;  not  to  abandon  you  -at  least  not  without 
n>*ViTip  you  some  rentitution. " 

"  Reetitutiou  !"  laughed  MrIxjI,  bitterly.  "Yes, 
Burfi  as  money  would  nmkf  thinking,  I  suppose, 
that  it  would  replncf  thf  [xfrU^fw  jewel,  honor. 
But  I  spumed  the  bril)e  ;  1  pn  ferred  to  cherish  my 
revenge  instead  of  bartering  it  lor  the  price  you 
offered." 

"  My  brother  in  dead,  as  you  liave  no  doubt 
heard. '  said  the  stranger. 

"I  know  it,"  replied  the  vindictive  woman. 
"But  you  live,  and  the  oath  of  vengeance  I  took 
shall  be  carried  out  on  yon  and  all  your  hated  race  J 
For  that  purpose  I  st^nt  my  spies  to  track  you— to 
seciure  you.     You  know  the  rest. " 

"  But  sooner  or  later,"  said  the  prisoner,  "your 
treachery  and  cruelty  tt>  me  will  K'come  known,  and 
then  the  law  will  severely  punish  you  for  this." 

"  It  may,"  she  cried  ;  '•  btU  you  will  not  Uve  to 
see  it  1" 

Opening  the  hut  door,  she  called  towards  the  men, 
who  were  close  at  hand.  They  entered,  antl  the 
woman,  giving  them  a  bunch  of  keys,  ordered  them 
to  take  their  prisoner  to  the  secret  cave  in  the  rock 
below,  where  the  light  of  day  never  J  )euetnitcd.  The 
wretche<l  prisoner  fell  i>n  his  kuees  begging  for 
mercy. 

"  ilercy  !"  repUed  'MnlHl,  with  a  ni<x'kinglaiigh. 
"/asked  for  that  at  your  brotlnr's  hands,  but  as 
he  said,  so  do  /  now  sjiy,  •Uegout;!  I  know  you 
not  ;  and  if  I  ever  did,  that  tiuie  is  jwist !'  To  his 
dungeon  with  him,  tjuick  !"  ordered  the  remorse- 
less woman. 

The  wreckers  lt\id  hands  ujk)u  the  wretched  man 
to  drag  him  below. 

"  Wretch  !  fiend  !  hag !"'  exclaimed  the  half- 
maddened  oiptive  as  they  forced  him  below.  Mabel 
followed,  to  assure  herself  that  her  orders  were 
obeyed. 

Two  travellers  were  apjiroiwhing  the  wreckers' 
hot  by  the  rocky  path  which  led  to  it.  They  proved 
to  be  two  old  acquaintances  the  man  w  ho  has  been 
known  to  us  as  t'aptaiti  Paget,  and  his  guilty  accom- 
pUce,  Nick  Howlett,  who,  by  the  furtive  looks  he 
cast  arouml,  seemed  by  no  iuet;ns  at  his  ease. 

"  I  can't  stay  in  these  jiarts — you  know  I  can't !" 
pleaded  Nick.  "I  tremble  at  every  footstep  I  hear 
behind  me  !  My  native  place  is  near  this  ;  1  want  to 
give  it  a  wide  berth.  You  said  you'd  give  me  the 
means  to  reach  foreign  parts  the  moment  we  reached 
this  coast" 

"And  so  I  will,"  replied  his  companion,  "if 
you'll  he  patient ;  and,  maylx^,  I'll  go  with  you." 

"What,  your  honor!  leave  the  navy?"  said 
Nick. 

"  The  war  is  over,  and  my  ends  are  gained  !"  an- 
swered the  false  captain.  "  I've  enriched  myself 
tiom  the  ship's  lockers  to  my  heart'M  content.  The 
money  I  found  on  board  the  Hermioue  I've  secured 
for  my  own  private  use,  iiustead  of  {myingit  over  to 
the  Government"  ' 

*•  What !  robbed  the  ship  V"  exclaimed  Nick. 

"  Ay  ;  just  as  you  robWd  old  Gregori-  Freeman, 
the  schoolmaster,  4>f  his  life  !"  retorted  the  captam. 

Nick  understoo<l  the  meaning  of  those  words  ; 
they  remiudefl  him  that  if  he  were  not  silent  as  to 
what  he  knew,  a  prison  would  hold  him. 

On  they  went  towards  the  wTeckors'  hut.  When 
it  was  r«M;hetl,  the  eaptiiin  gave  three  significant 
raps  at  it.  .\fter  a  short  p»»use,  it  was  opened  by 
Mabel. 

"What  Reuben!"  she  exclaimed,  grasping  the 
c-aptain's  hand  with  joy. 

"Hush!"  whispered  the  captain,  poirting  over 
his  shotilder  to  Nick  ;  "a  stranger's  with  ne." 

"Don't  fear,  boy,  I'll  be  careful,"  said  Mabel. 

"  Is  your  prisoner  safe  ?  "  whispered  the  captain, 
whom  we  shall  henceforth  call  Reuben. 

"He  is,"  rephed  his  mother,  for  such  she  really 
waa.  "I've  just  seen  him  secured  in  the  dungeon 
in  the  rock,  w  hich  hell  he  clever  to  leave  alive. " 

"Then  I'm  safe  T  exulterl  Reuben.  "Come 
with  me,  mother,  into  the  inner  room  ;  I've  some- 
thin<»  I  wish  you  to  take  care  of  forme." 

"One  moment"  said  Nick,  as  they  were  leaving 
the  pnom.     "  Are  you  sure  I'm  quite  safe  here  ?" 

"  Quit*  ;  why  do  you  ask?" 

"  BecauBe,"   answered   the  craren   wretch,    "  I 
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dread  danger  in  every  sound— in  the  whistling  of 
the  wind,  and  the  rtistliug  of  the  leaves  !'' 

"  Bah  !"  said  Reuben.  "Quiet  yonr  guilty  con- 
science ;  you're  safe  enough  here."  Audi  'he 
room  with  his  mother. 

"Can  I  tnxst  him?"  thought  Nick,  when  ^ 
alone.  The  captain  was  holding  back  his  i>ay  ;  i  .t 
seemed  suspicious  to  him.  He  also  feared  meeting 
with  Tom  R()wl<x:k  and  Jack.  He  knew  they 
would  at  once  denounce  him,  and  his  neck  would 
l>e  in  danger  :  he  .resolved,  therefore,  to  venture 
out  as  little  as  possible,  for  fear  of  U-nig  recognised. 

A  storm  at  this  moment  broke  forth.  Nick  na- 
tumlly  looked  towards  the  wiu<low,  and,  to  his 
suri)rise,  saw  Winuy,  with  Ikxlkiu,  the  tailor,  hurry- 
ing t(nvards  the  hut  ;  being  caught  in  the  storm, 
they  were  making  towards  the  house  for  shelter. 

From  the  moment  tluit  Winny  bid  received 
Tom's  letter,  shet«uld  not  restrain  her  eagerness  tfi 
see  him.  One—  two— three—  four  days  passed,  and 
still  Tom  did  not  arrive.  Impatient  at  delay. 
Winny  resolved  togott)  l'lym<nith  alter  Tom.  She 
knew  what  sailors  were  when  they  got  ashore  ;  he 
might  get  into  bad  comiwuy,  and  In.' robbed  again, 
as  he  had  be<n  iH.fore.  NfJthing  would  do,  but  she 
must  go  after  him.  Telling  her  resolve  to  liodkin, 
he  offeretl  to  go  with  her.     She  agreed. 

There  were  no  coaches  on  that  cross  country  road, 
so  they  set  oft'  to  walk.  The  distuiice  was  thirty 
miles,  which  Winny  heeded  not.  She  was  a  stout 
country  girl,  and  felt  (piite  equal  to  the  journey. 
Being  overtaken  by  the  storm,  they  made  for  the 
first  shelter  they  siiw  ;  aud  it  offered  in  the  hut  of 
ILibel  Blake. 

Nick,  knocking  at  the  dof>r  of  the  room  in  which 
Reulieii  aud  liis  mother  were  close'teil,  expresstdhis 
desire  to  si)ej»k  with  them.  Mabel  balf-openedthe 
door,  and  told  his  news.  ,  At  this  moment  there  wits 
a  knocking  at  the  door.    I 

"  We  want  no  intrudeifs  here,  "  grumbled  Mabel. 

"Shelter  them  for  a  sliort  time;"  whis|)ered 
Reuben  to  her.  '•  I've  i^iy  motives  in  wishing  you 
to  do  so." 

Nick  stoutly  omxvM'd  this  ;  he  dreade<l  to  meet 
the  daughter  of  the  luan  he  hiul  killed  ;  the  news 
would  get  abroad  that  ho  had  returned,  a  hue-and- 
cry  would  Ih)  raised,  and  justice  nin  him  down. 
Reul)en  thrust  him  into  the  next  room  for  a  coward, 
and  bade  him  keep  quiet  until  Wiuuy  aud  hercom- 
jMiuion  hiul  again  set  forth. 

"  J)oes  that  man  know  your  secret  ?"  asked  Mabel 
of  Reuben. 

"  He  knows  nothing  -suspects  nothing,"  he  an- 
swered. "  I  knr  w  hix  secret  but  he  little  guesses 
mine." 

"  That's  well ;  for  if  you're  discovere<l,  you  know 
your  fate  ?" 

"But  o\\r  prisoner?"  eagerly  ask«'d  ReulH'ii. 

"  He's  safe  in  the  rock  duugeou  IhIow.  '  an- 
swered his  mother  ;  "and  there  let  him  bide  till 
death  silences  him." 

.\  loud  knocking  at  the  door  iut<'rrupted  thmi. 

The  storm  hail  increased,  and  Bodkin  was  im- 
portunate for  admis.sion.  Mabel  opened  the  door. 
IVxlkin  craved  shelter  on  Winny 's  account  Mabel 
gmnted  it,  and  placed  seats  for  them  by  the  tire. 
Bfxlkin  expUiined  their  motives  for  the  journey, 
how  anxious  Winny  was  to  meet  with  her  sweet- 
heart, Tom  Rowlock  ;  how  he  had  been  treacher- 
ously kidnapi>ed  after  his  return  from  his  first  voy- 
age ;  and  now  that  the  war  was  over,  he  was  coming 
back  to  settle  down  in  his  native  village,  with  Winny 
for  his  wife. 

Nick  had  been  listening  to  this  ;  it  was  wormwood 
to  him.  Tom  and  Winny  would  be  happy,  after  all. 
Reuben's  evil  eye  had  falleu  upon  Winny ;  her  youth 
and  beauty  aroused  all  the  evil  passions  within  him, 
and  he  secretly  resolved  at  any  hazard  to  possens 
her. 

At  this  moment  Nick— as  Winny  and  Bodkin  sat 
with  their  backs  towards  him— beckoned  Reuben 
within  the  room  in  which  he  was  concealed. 

"  Skipper,"  said  he,  after  carefully  closing  the 
door,  "  for  that  girl,  Winny,  I  imperrilled  life,  soul, 
and  happiness.  She  scorned  me  for  a  hated  rival, 
and  I'd  make  her  mine  at  any  cost." 

"  Yf»i .'"  thought  Reuben,  astonished  at  the 
fellow's  presumption.  Controlling  his  surprise,  he 
resolved  to  humor  hin»,  and  render  him  his  eats- 
paw,  his  jackal  :  so  that  Winny  should  fall  into  his 
own  hands.  So  he  replied,  "The  giri  shall  be 
yours,  Nick.     I  should  like  to  be  revenged  on  that 


Tomllowlock  ;  his  bravery  is  in  every  one's  mouth, 
while  I  am  ceusnretl  for  not  leading  the  attack  in 
which  the  Hermioue  was  recaptured." 

"Then  now's  the  time,  j'our  honor.  Yonr 
yucht's  in  the  bay  ;  why  not  let  me  take  her  on 
Ixtard,  and  carry  her  up  ix>  London?  Can  we  re- 
venge ourselve-i  better  than  n>bbing  hhn  of  his 
sweetheart  ?  He  calls  her  his  life,  his  sheet-anchor, 
his  only  joy  on  «irth.  Why,  he  was  mad  alxait 
her  at  sea  !  I.«'t  nu-,  then,  crush  his  ho]ies,  and 
l>ay  liack  with  inten'st  the  hate  I  owe  him ! ' 

"  Here's  a  nwcal  !"  tho»ight  lieuben.  He,  how- 
ever ai>i>eared  to  fall  in  with  his  views  as  he  said, 
"I  think  you'd  better  not  he  seeu  iu  the  busiiies-s 
until  the  girl  litis  left  here.  I'll  tell  her  that  Tom 
is  ou  iKMinl  my  yacht.  You  have  a  hout  iu  the 
creek,  ready  to  put  off  to  the  yacht.  If  I  were 
you,  I'd  set  about  it  at  once.  You  am  leave  here 
uu|)erceived  by  the  back  door." 

Nick  was  delighteil  at  the  sugg<>sti<m,  and  do- 
jxirted  to  carry  out  the  scheme  which  he  imagiued 
would  place  Wiuuy  iu  his  hands. 

Reuben  now  made  himself  known  to  his  intended 
victim. 

"  Welcome-  welcome,  my  lass  !"  he  said,  in  a 
cheery  \"«ice.  "  This  is  rough  weather  for  you  to 
be  out  in  ;  but  how  true  it  is  that  it's  an  ill  wind 
tliat  blows  nolKnly  gcxxl,  for  it  lias  been  the  means 
of  bringing  you  here  to  meet  your  sweetheart's 
captain.     I  nm  he. " 

"You  Captjiin  Paget,  of  the  .Surprise?"  said 
Winny  and  B<idkin.  in  the  same  breath. 

"  Ay.  my  las.s,"  n.j)lied  Reubeu.  "  Aud  us  uim-h 
your  trieud  us  Tom  RowUx-k  is." 

"Oh,  thank  yt)u,  sir!"  exclaimed  the  gnitefnl 
girl.  "  You  cannot  inuigine  what  I  have  sutl'ered 
since  Tom  haa  been  away  1  My  jxiop  father  was 
murdered  !" 

"  No,  that  you  can't,  sir,"  said  Bodkin.  "She'd 
have  grown  as  thiu  as  my  sU-eveboard  if  I  hadn't 
tine-<lniwu  the  thread  of  ho|>e  within  her  with  the 
thread  t>f  iiatience  !" 

"  There's  no  need  of  your  journeying  to  Plymouth 
to  meet  Tom  now,  for  he's  on  board  my  yacht, 
which  is  now  anchored  iu  the  bay." 

The  go<Kl  news  was  loo  much  for  Winny.  It 
overjM>wered  h<-r,  and  she  would  have  falleu  fai.it- 
iug  to  the  grouud,  bad  not  Iknlkiu  received  her  m 
his  arms. 

"She  wants  a  stimulant,"  siiid  Reuben,  wink- 
ing at  Mabel.      "  Y(»u  know  what  will  do  her  g(KKl. " 

The  vile  woman  understood  him  well,  and 
leavincf  tho  room,  returned  witha  l>ottle  of  drugged 
bnindy.     Of  this  Winny  was  pereuadt  d  to  jxirtake. 

Bodkin  wiiD  also  pioffi-red  a  glassful,  which  he 
eagerly  swidlowed.  Tho  ilrugged  liqt:or  soou  told 
uiKiu  him  ;  his  head  swam,  his  eyes  grew  dim,  and 
the  luH'iissed  tailor  fill  insensible  on  the  grfiund. 

Beeiug  Wiuuy  was  also  alKiut  becoming  in- 
sensible, Reubtai  took  her  in  his  arms,  and  bore 
her  down  to  the  l«%  ch,  where  he  ff)nnd  Nick  await- 
ing him  with  a  lioiit. 

Nick's  exultatiou  wnn  boundless  ^he  saw- Winny 
in  Reuben's  power.  The  insensible  girl  was  placed 
at  the  bottom  of  the  bo«it.  and  the  two  villains 
rowed  off  with  her  U*  the  vacht. 

Shakspere  observes,  "how  poor  are  they  who 
have  not  jwtit-nce."  This  applies  to  Winny,  for 
had  she  waited  at  home  a  few  hours  longer,  she 
would  have  received  a  letter  horn  Tom,  acquaint- 
ing her  that  he  had  s«'t  out  from  Plymouth,  and 
would,  in  comiMiny  with  Jack,  be  with  her  that 
very  day.  When  the  letter  arrived,  Winny  had  de- 
parted. 

After  Hal  aud  Ralph,  the  two  wreckers,  had 
safely  imprisoned  the  stranger  in  the  cave  beneath 
the  hut  in  accordance  with  Mabel's  orders,  they 
strolled  down  to  the  beach  to  have  what  they 
termed  a  quiet  pipe,  and  talk  over  the  arrival  of 
Mabel's  son,  and  the  strange  torn  that  affiairs  had 
taken  in  making  him  a  captam.  Overtaken  by  the 
storm,  they  took  shelter  under  a  projecting  rock. 
Scarcely  had  they  done  so,  when  the  sotmd  of  voices 
on  the  other  side  at  the  cliff  caused  them  to  look 
round  the  angle  of  the  rock,  and  they  perceived  two 
sailors  in  conversation  ;  one  was  an  able-bodied 
seaman  ;  the  other  a  stripling,  considerably  hia 
junior.  The  words  they  let  fall  caused  the  wreckers 
to  listen.  They  overheard  Captain  Paget's  name 
mentioned,  the  "  Surprise,"  and  what  had  taken 
place  on  board.  The  younger  s-tilor  also  began  to 
congratulate  the  other,  whom  he  called  Tom,  upon 
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soon  meeting  with  his  sweetheart  Winny.  The 
«-recke»  looked  at  each  other  as  they  understood 
that  the  elder  of  the  two  sailors  must  be  Tom  Row- 
lock, of  whom  they  had  heard  Winny  speak  while 
in  Mable's  hut. 

"I  fancy  we  can  make  something  out  of  this 
meeting  if  we  work  it  properly,"  whispered  Hal  to 
lialph. 

Uie  companion  thought  ho  too.  They  knew  the 
two  sailors  had  just  been  paid  off  with  pockets  well 
lined,  and  knaves'  fingers  itched  to  be  in  them. 

"If  we  could  only  get  them  to  the  hut !"  said 
Hal. 

It  was  agreed  that  they  should  entice  them  there 
if  possible.  The  wreckers  went  round  the  rock, 
and  encountered  Tom  and  Jack  as  if  by  accident. 

"  What  cheer,  mates?"  cried  Kalph  to  them. 

"  Not  much  cheer  in  such  dirty  weather  as  this," 
rephed  Tom,  '•  or  we  shouldn't  have  anchored  here  : 
but  any  port  in  a  storm,  as  the  saying  goes." 

"  You  and  your  mate  have  wet  jackets,"  said 
Hal.     "That's  not  over  pleasant." 

•'No,  it  ain't  I  dont  care  how  I'm  soused  in 
salt  water,  but  it's  the  soft  tackle  from  aloft  that  I 
don't  like." 

"  I  reckon,  mate,  you  wouldn't  say  no  to  a  drop 
of  grog  if  it  could  be  had,"  said  Hal. 

"  It  would  come  to  me  like  mother's  milk,"  re- 
plied Tom  ;  "but  there's  small  chance  of  getting  it 
in  these  outlandish  parts,  I  reckon." 

"  Not  if  you'll  come  with  me  and  my  mate,"  said 
Hal.  "  We've  a  keg  or  two  of  moonshine  stowed 
away,  that  the  eye  of  an  exciseman  never  said  good 
morning  to. 

"Oh,  smugglers,  eh?"  and  as  Tom  spoke,  he 
nudged  the  wrecker  with  meaning,  a.s  he  said,  "I 
warrant  you've  run  many  a  cargo  in  yonr  time." 

"  I  have,"  rephed  Hal  "and  never  thought  it  a 
sin  ;  and  I  suppose  j'ou  can  shut  j'our  ej-es  as  to 
how  a  drop  of  the  right  sort  is  come  by  ?" 

"  Ay,  and  open  my  mouth  to  it  as  well,"  laughed 
Tom. 

"  Then  come  along  with  lis,"  said  the  wrecker. 
"  It's  all  on  your  road.  The  storm  s  giving  over, 
and  I  sha'u't  have  to  pilot  you  far." 

"  I  call  this  a  jolly  lucky  meeting,''  said  Jack, 
as  he  and  Tom  followed  the  wreckers. 

Upon  reaching  the  hut,  Hal  gave  the  usual 
signal  at  the  door,  which  was  opened  by  Mabel. 

"Oh,  Tom!"  exclaimed  Jack,  starting  back  at 
the  wpman's  weird  appearance  ;  "  did  you  ever  see 
snch  a  Grorgon?" 

Tom  nudged  him  to  be  silent,  and  they  entered 
the  hut 

"I've  brought  you  some  travellers  who  were 
caught  in  the  storm,  mother.  They  want  to  rest 
here  for  a  spell,  and  dry  their  jackets.  I  know  you'll 
say  they're  welcome." 

"  Sailors  who  have  been  serving  their  king  and 
countrj'  should  be  welcome  everywhere,"  answered 
the  hag,  scenting  booty.  Tom  and  Jack  divested 
themselves  of  their  jackets,  and  by  the  woman's 
invitation  took  their  seats  by  the  fire. 

"  Come,  bear  a  hand  with  the  grog,"  said  Tom. 
"  We  can  pay  for  it" 

And  he  rashly  displayed  his  well-filled  purse. 

The  •wreckers  and  the  woman  exchanged  a  look  of 
meaning  with  each  other,  and  a  bottle  of  rum  was 
placed  upon  the  table  by  the  crafty  Mabel.  The 
liquor  was  genuine  in  this  instance,  for  the  hag 
knew  sailors  were  used  to  the  taste  of  good  liquc  r. 
The  time  for  hocussing  him  should  come  when  Tom 
bad  taken  his  full  share  of  the  bottle  before  him 
and  become  elevated,  as  sailors  were  apt  to  be  when 
the  grog  was  to  their  taste. 

' '  TTiis  is  only  a  poor  fishing-hut, "  apolf^zed  the 
woman.  "  But  you're  welcome,  if  you've  a  mind 
to  take  things  rough  and  ready." 

"That's  just  the  way  sailors  do  take  things," 
said  Tom.     "Eh,  Jack?" 

"Yes,"  conceitedly  replied  the  kd.  "We  old 
tare  know  how  to  mix  the  ups  with  the  downs." 

When  the  laugh  caused  by  this  remark  had  sub- 
sided, and  the  conversation  grew  general,  Mabel 
leamt  to  her  surprise,  that  Tom  Rowlock  had  sailed 
with  her  son  ;  that  he  was  the  lover  of  the  girl  that 
Reuben  had  not  long  before  carried  oflf.  It  then 
strnok  her  that  Hal  and  Ralph  had  a  double  motive 
ia  bringing  the  sailors  to  the  hut  ;  it  was  that  they 
might  he  robbed  first  and  detained  afterwards.  The 
HmeK:  woman  asd  her  aasociatee  were  soon  going 


to  bid  adien  to  the  coast  of  Cornwall,  and  in  Reu- 
ben's yacht  would  go  on  a  roving  cruise  until  some 
safe  spot  abroad  aflTorded  them  a  shelter  where 
they  could  hve  unknown  and  unsuspected. 

Tom  grew  loquacious  imder  the  influence  of  the 
grog,  and  launched  forth  in  praises  of  his  Winny. 
"Treachery  once  parted  me  from  her,"  he  con- 
tinued ;  "  but  now  the  war  is  over,  I  can  make  full 
sail  into  the  harbor  of  happiuees,  without  being 
hauled  away  from  it  again." 

"  Well,  maybe  you  can,"  muttered  Mabel. 

"  Why  do  you  say  '  maybe  ?' "  demanded  Tom. 
"  \\'hat's  to  prevent  it  ?" 

"  Oh,  Nothing — nothing  ;  only  I've  seen  much  of 
hfe,  and  I  know  the  uucertamty  of  things." 

"  BeLiv,  you  croaking  old  raven  !"  ssiid  Jack. 
"  Do  you  mean  to  hint  that  his  sweetheart  ain't 
true  to  him  ?" 

"Not  I — not  I!"  she  answered,  with  an  inward 
chuckle,  as  she  reflected  on  what  had  passed ; 
"  Don't  heed  me — don't  heed  me." 

"  I  don't  mean,"  said  Tom.  "For  if  I  didn't 
feel  shure  that  Winny 's  heart  was  anchored  to  mine 
with  the  chain  cable  of  constancy,  all  the  perils  of 
the  deep  and  the  dangers  of  battle  will  have  been 
passed  in  vain.  She's  my  heart's  sheet-anchor, 
and  if  she  fails  me,  what  am  I  butavTeck,  orifting 
to  leeward  without  rudder  or  compass  ?"  And  the 
h;irdy  sailor  dashed  away  a  tear  from  hia  eve  as  he 
siwke. 

"  Belay,  lielay,  Tom,"  said  Jack  ;  "  And  you, 
you  old  weatherbeaten,  dried  haddcK-k,"  he  con- 
tinued, addressing  &Iabel,  "if  you  pay  out  any 
more  of  your  croaking  lingo,  blow  me  if  I  don  t 
liiunch  out  a  guinea  to  have  you  ducked,  for  the  old 
witch  that  you  are  !" 

"Tush,  tush,  lx)y !"  she  answered.  "I  mean 
you  and  jour  friend  well,  but  forewarned  is  lore- 
armed.  " 

"  Forewarned  I—against  what?"  asked  Tom. 

"Oh,  nothing  in  particular,"  the  hag  answered. 
"  Life  is  full  of  losses  and  crosses,  and  it's  best  to 
be  prepared." 

"  That's  not  my  tack,"  said  the  frank-hearted  tar. 
"  I  never  meet  trouble  half-way. 

"The  weather's  clearing  up,  Tom,  said  Jack, 
going  to  the  window.  "  Don't  you  think  we'd 
l)etter  think  about  weighing  anchor?" 

"Not  till  you've  tasted  another  bottle,"  said 
Hal.  "Go  down  below  to  the  cellar,  and  get  it, 
mother.  In  the  meantime  I'll  go  with  Ralph,  and 
see  if  I  can't  get  neighbor  Tree  woof  to  give  these 
lads  a  lift  on  the  rmd  in  his  cart  ;  it's  a  long  stretch 
yet  to  PljTnoutb. 

Tom  thanked  him  heartily  for  having  so  much 
forethought ;  and  Hal,  with  Ralph,  left  the  hut,  not 
in  search  of  any  conveyance,  but  to  find  some  of 
their  comrades,  to  assist  them  in  carrying  out  their 
vile  intentions  against  the  sailors.  Tom  and  Jack 
were  two  stiflf-built  fellows.  Mabel  might  not  suc- 
ceed in  drugging  them  sufficiently,  ana  if  their  in- 
tended nctims  escaped,  the  hue-and-cry  would  be 
mised,  and  captivity  might  be  their  lot.  Just  as 
their  plan  of  escape  was  about  to  be  put  in  force, 
SLibel  raised  the  trap,  and  went  below  for  the 
drugged  liquor.  Scarcely  had  she  disai>peared, 
when  a  voice  from  the  next  room  was  heard  at  the 
keyhole,  calling,  "Tom  !— Jack  !"  They  started  at 
the  mention  of  their  names.  "Tom  !— Jack  !"  re- 
located the  voice. 

"  AVTio  are  you  that  hails  us  ?"  asked  Tom,  going 
to  the  door. 

"  I'm  Billy  Bodkin,"  answered  the  voice,  "  and  a 
prisoner.  Oh,  lend  a  hand  to  release  me  !" — pray 
do !" 

Tom  tried  the  door  ;  it  was  locked.  But,  placing 
his  brawny  shoulders  against  it,  the  lock  gave  way, 
and  Tom  and  Jack  started  back  with  amazement  as 
they  saw  Bodkin,  bound  hand  and  foot  With 
their  pocket-knives  the  sailors  soon  severed  the 
cords  that  bound  the  unfortunate  tailor,  and  raised 
him  to  his  feet.  Before  Bodkin  replied  a  word  to 
their  inquiries,  he  quickly  closed  the  trap-door, 
drew  a  chest  over  it  that  stood  in  the  comer  of  the 
hut.  then  placed  the  table  upon  it,  the  chairs,  and 
all  the  other  articles  of  furniture  he  could  find. 

To  the  amazement  of  Tom  and  Jack,  he  told 
them  how  he  had  been  drugged  and  made  prisoner, 
and  how,  though  half  unconscious,  he  had  heard 
the  plan  arranged  between  Captain  P&get  and  Nick 
Hewlett  to  oeny  Winny  on  boud  the  yaohtnow at 


anchor  in  the  b^y. 

The  news  almt>st  bewildered  Tom  ;  it  seemed  in- 
credible. She  'Whom  he  st)  adored,  and  thought  to 
meet  with  so  h|ibpUy,  in  the  power  of  his  enemies  ' 
There  was  luadimis  and  distraction  in  the  thought 

"  Oh,  if  I  co|iJd  only  lay  my  grappling-irons  oi< 
the  villain  !"  eiojaimed  Tom. 

"  And  if  I  colild  only  lay  my  tailor's  iron  on  'em. 
red  hot !"  wishiiHi  Bodkin. 

Tom  was  reiHved  to  get  on  board  the  vaciit  by 
some  means,  jjjack  vowed  to  stick  to  him  ;  bat 
Bodkin  was  for  doing  to  the  nearest  luagiBtratt*,  and 
setting  the  offio^^  tt>  work. 

"And,  in  tlii^> ; meantime,  the  yacht,  with  my 
Winny.  would  4h|(-er  oft'!"  said  Tom. 

Jack  and  he  h*ld  counsel  together,  and  went  in 
search  of  a  bond.  They  at  length  suci-eeded  in 
hiring  one  from  a  fisherman,  also  in  pnx'urinp  a 
couple  of  i>ea-j(in  kets  and  sou'-westera.  in  « hich 
they  disguised  til 'ms«'lves,  telling  Ii<xlkiii  he  might 
go  to  the  nearMt  magistrate's,  if  he  thought  any 
assistance  could  be  rendered. 

Bodkin  was  no :  long  in  making  ofi°.  Tom  ai>d 
Jack  got  into  i^i  boat,  and  rowed  towards  the 
yacht. 

When  Winnj'  oame  to  her  senses,  she  found  her- 
self lying  in  th|?  |  cabin  of  the  vessel,  with  Reuben 
stjinding  by  heir  side.  With  a  start  of  alana, 
Winny  inquired  ^"here  she  was. 

"  On  Ixxird  nijj  vessel,"  nplied  the  traitor. 

"But  Tom  V  ■  You  told  me  I  should  see  him." 

"  Did  I  ?  Doinft  place  any  dei>e^^d6nce  on  what  I 
said,  for  I  don'tjajlways  speiik  the  truth." 

A  sudden  sentd  of  (iauger  flashed  across  Winny's 
mind.  She  sa\t  khe  had  l)een  entrapped,  and  rose 
to  make  ft>r  thejcloor,  but  her  enemy  Ktoo<l  before  it 

"  Detain  me  |ai  your  i>eril  !"  cried  the  agitated 
girl.  "  You  areia  false  villain,  to  lure  a  poor,  friend- 
less girl  here  !"  '  ! 

"Be  ixx)r  amij  friendless  no  longer,"  said  the 
tempter.  "Sail  ju  convoy  with  me,  and  jon Khali 
have  all  that  yoM  heart  can  desire  !" 

As  he  was  aboiit  to  take  her  hand,  she  avoided 
him,  and  calledjlfiudly  for  help. 

"Call  till  joulai^e  hfnirse  ! '  laughed  her  cowardly 
persecutor.     "  1^6  help  can  reach  you  lure." 

"Then  I  will  kUo  rather  than  remain  in  yonr 
power !"  \ 

"  Die,  then  !"!  l^e  exclaimed,  levelling  a  pistol  at 
her.  j  , 

The  terrified  |g|rl  sank  down  on  her  knees  in 
terror,  hiding  h^ri  face  in  her  hands,  and  strove  to 
pray,  thinking  her  hour  was  really  come.  At  this 
moment,  Nick  eii|ered  the  cabin. 

"  Well  done,  jyiour  honor  !"  exulted  the  fellow, 
pointing  to  Winpy.  "  You've  secured  the  girl,  1 
see."^ 

"  Yes  ;  here  sp  ;  is,"  replied  his  companion. 

"She's  mine, kier,  after  all  !'  said  Nick,  about 
to  advance  uud  t«  ise  her. 

"Hold  on!  ^X'hnt  do  you  mean  J"  askttl  the 
other,  placing  hlqiself  before  Nick. 

"Why,  I  me|ij  what  I  say!  Wasn't  it  agreed 
that  you  should  la^ist  nie  to  secure  her  V" 

"  I've  changedl  my  mind,  and  secured  h«  r  for 
myself"  '  j 

"Never!"  exeliiimed  the  enraged  Nick,  seeing 
that  the  man  in  irhom  ho  had  trusted  had  played 
him  false.  ' 

"Silence,  mutidprer  l"  hissed  the  reprobate  in  his 
ear.  j 

The  guilty  wrtt^h  shuddered,  and  drew  Ijeck. 

"Ah!  that  toUdbes  you  home,  dose  itV'  he  con- 
tinued. "  Away  ^u  deck  with  yon  ;  and  if  ever  you 
dare  interfere  with  nie  again,  1>y  Heaven,  I  swear  to 
yield  you  up  to  i^e  law  !" 

"  But  captaii|,f  whine<l  the  fellow.    "I " 

"Gro,  I  say  !"  jct)mmanded  the  other,  {Kiiutingto 
the  door.  !  j 

"  I  will — but  pot  without  revenge  f  exclaimed 
the  vendictive  rq£|ian,  springing  upon  him  with  a 
drawn  knife.        i  i 

But  his  opponett  was  prepared  for  him.  and  with 
the  but-end  of  hiBpjstol  dealt  his  adversarj-  a  blow 
on  the  temple,  that  sent  him  jolling  insenwble  at 
his  feet  He  tnriled  to  raise  Winny ;  bnt,  to  his 
rage  and  astonishment  Tom  and  Jack  nwhed  into 
the  cabin,  and  confronted  him.  With  a  cry  of  joy, 
Winny  threw  herself  into  Tom's  arma,  and  implored 
him  to  save  her. 

(To  be  Ootdinuid. 
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Lioffer  Hear  Xe,  Littl*  DwUaff. 

Word!  by  (Ho.  Ooop«r.    Muio  by 

Linser  near  me,  little  dariing, 

llvke  m/  life  a  pleamnt  dream ; : 
Charm  away  the  boms  of  ndnea^ 

Let  your  smiles  upon  me  beam  : 
Lay  your  hand  of  snowy  whitanew 

u>  my  own.  and  sweetlr  aay 
That  yoa  love  me,  little  darling. 

Lore  me  better  day  by  day  I 
That  yoo  love  me,  little  darling, 

LoTe  me  better  day  by  day  I 

Linger  near  me,  when  the  sonligfat 

Of  my  life  is  gleaming  Ikir  : 
All  the  joys  the  day  may  bring  ma  . 

I  wonld  have  yoa  fondly  shaie. 
In  the  calm  and  lovely  eTeaing 

I  wonld  have  yon  by  my  am  ; 
Ton  are  still  my  onlv  bleaing 

In  thiB  weary  world  so  wide  I 
Ton  are  still  my  onlv  bleadng 

In  this  weary  world  ao  wida  t 

Linger  near  me,  when  in  sorrow 

I  am  bowed,  and  joy  ia  flown  : 
Whisper  words  of  hope  and  oomfbH, 

Tell  me  yoa  are  still  my  own  I 
In  my  gloom  and  in  my  gladnwa, 

Win  me  with  voar  gentle  nnila :  . 
Am  the  dewdrop  lovea  the  lily,   . 

So  I  love  yoa  all  th«  while  I 


Wait  till  the  Moonlight  Falls  on  tht  Water. 

Cease  yoor  repining,  bright  eyes  are  shining. 

Fond  hearts  are  melting  with  fervent  love  ; 
Red  cheeks  are  paling,  sweethearts  bewailing. 

Tarry  not  one  moment  from  the  girl  yoa  love. 
She's  snre  to  cheer  yoa  when  she  comes  near  yoo, 

She's  ever  waiting  for  the  food  sweet  kiss : 
If  yoa're  inclined  for  a  midnight  ramble. 

Tell  me  what  yen  think  of  a  scene  like  thiaf 

Cbobttb. 
Wait  tQl  the  moonlight  falls  on  the  water. 

Then  take  yoor  sweetheart  oat  for  a  walk  : 
Mind  what  yon  say,  boys,  that's  how  to  oonrt  her, 

1^  her  that  yoa'll  wed  when  the  days  grow  abort. 

See  when  the  moonlight  ffdls  on  the  streamlet. 

Silvering  each  ripple  with  its  brilliant  rays. 
Oat  in  the  midnight,  making  the  heart  bright. 

Waking  up  the  little  birds  before  the  break  of  day  ; 
Tickling  aud  teazing,  kissing  und  s^aeezing, 

Telling  lots  of  little  fibs,  and  sweanng  they  ate  troe : 
Some  say  it's  naughty,  others  very  pleasing, 

Jost  wait  one  moment  and  I'll  tell  90a  what  to  da 
Wait  till  the  moonlight,  Ac 


SwMt  Long  Ago  I 


■OHO  AMD  CHOBOI. 

Wards  tad  llutio  i>y  J<>a«pb  P  8kelir 
Tbe  Itaaie  of  tlila  toag  emi  b«  ol>UlDed  »f  E  H.  Hirdin^. 
XanS  Bowary    ovpoalta  PrliiCa  Strrat,  Mew-Xork-- 
-   Biegaut  Fall  Muale  Siia  Sbeat  for  lOcanti. 


Now  there's  no  one  left  to  love  roe,       : 

Friends  of  old  have  passed  away : 
Some  are  glad  in  lands  above  me. 
Where  my  fancy  loves  to  stray  : 
Some  in  distant  homes  are  dweUing, 

Bom  a  joyoofl  life  to  know. 
While  I  live  so  sad  and  lonely. 

With  my  dreams  of  long  ago — 
Cbonia :    Swet<t  long  ago— sweet  long  ago ! 

Life  now  no  pleasure  can  bestow  : 
Pure  and  bright,  in  lands  above  me, 
Live  my  friends  of  long  ago. 

Oft  a  friendly  smile  may  greet  me. 

But  its  pleasure  soon  is  fltnl : 
Angei  smiles  in  slumber  meet  me, 

when  I'm  dreaming  of  the  dead. 
Days  are  dark  with  clouds  of  sorrow, 

Hope  is  dead  within  my  breast  : 
Joy  to-day,  aud  pain  to-morrow. 

Till  there  comes  eternal  rest.  Chonu. 

The  Pretty  Girl  of  Bonceyert 

Wards  by  Tboa.  C^Tbackitou.    Mnolc  by  Obaa.  K.  'rati 


Thomas  Cat 

Btujo  ao)o  Sang  by  Dan  Kelly,    .^llr:  '■  Dp  with  the  Flic." 

Have  yoa  seen  the  animal  they  call  the  Thomas  Cat  ? 
He  am  a  gay  deceiver  and  he  live  on  kidney  fat : 
He's  the  pet  of  the  old  maids,  to  plense  him  they  do  try. 
And  they  like  to  be  alone  with  Lim  when 

no  one  else  is  by. 

The  cat  he  is  a  gentleman,  his  head  is  fnll  of  sense. 
And  every  night  ne  sees  his  love  out  ou  the  garden  feuoe: 
He  says  to  her  :  my  laay  love,  now  what  have 

you  been  at-  - 
Hare  yoa  been  making  love  to  any  othcrThon^is  Cat  ? 

The  cats  they  have  a  concert  at  the  bcginuinc; 

of  the  year  ^ 
The  mnsic  it  commences  at  the  biting  of  au  ear, 
And  when  the  lady  cats  begin  to  liolor  and  to  cry, 
lliat's  when  the  fun  commences  and  the  fur  begins 

to  fly 


Aileen,  my  Darling. 

Sang  by  Bsrtba  Foy. 


Oh  t  Aileen,  my  dariing,  when  Tm  &r  away, 

Waiting  to  hear  from  you,  day  after  day. 

Send  me  a  letter,  and  happy  111  be 

To  hear  fh>m  my  darling  tax  over  the  sea. 

For,  in  that  strange  land  I'll  have  no  one  to  cheer, 

Tet  in  my  thooghts  yon  shall  ever  be  near  : 

80  do  not  forget  me  and  ever  prove  troe. 

And,  Ailean  Mavoameen,  111  oome  baek  to  yoa 

.  ."-'•■♦     .■■■•: 

Chostti. 

Oh  f  Aileen  MaTonrvieen,  when  Pm  tu  away. 
Waiting  to  hear  ttom  yoa  day  after  day, 
Aileen,  do  write  to  me,  happy  m  be 
To  hear  from  my  dailing  fkr  over  the  sea. 

Oh  ?  Aileen  Ifavonmeen,  when  Vm  tu  awa}^ 
Look  for  a  bright  and  hnppier  day. 
When  we  shall  banish  all  sorrow  and  pain. 
And  we  shall  be  nleeting  in  gladneas  acain: 
Yes,  back  to  Erin,  111  return,  k>Te,  tothae. 
No  more  between  as  shall  mil  the  bloe  asa :     ; 
So  write  me  a  letter  and  never  forget, 
Andi^  Aileen  Mavoomeen,  well  be  happy  yet 
Oht  AOaenllaf 


She  lingered  there,  her  bean  beside  her. 

They  waited  for  the  coming  train  : 
From  a  "Pullman"  window  I  espied  her, 

We  stopped  to  soon  move  ou  again  ; 
Bat,  oh  !  bow  loving  wero  her  glances. 

Her  face  so  pretty  and  so  pert — 
She  woke  my  heart  to  sweetest  fancies, 

Thia  pretty  girl  ot  Roncevert 
ChoroH :    A  bright  oasis  evei* beaming. 

This  coquettish  cLunning  flirt ; 
As  sparkling  as  the  fonntttiuH  gleaming. 
This  pretty  girl  of  Roncevert 

She  caught  my  eye— enough  the  glory  !     ' ,  ■ 

I  lobked  at  her,  entranced  and  dozed — 
I  blnahed,  she  blushed  -make  short  the  story, 

My  heart  was  pierced  while  thei«  I  gazed. 
The  "card"  I  sent  she  took  with  laughter, 

And  then  I  tip't  the  hat  polite  : 
We  moved— she  waved  her  white  hand  after. 

Until  oar  train  was  out  of  sight  Choros. 


ShiToring  and  Shaking  oat  in  the  Cold. 

By  Ssm  Bsgnal. 

Qazing  on  noblemen's  mansions  of  splendor. 
Filled  with  perfbme  and  shining  with  gold, 

A  thonght  often  strikes  me,  do  great  ones  remember 
Thoae  that  are  tihivering  oat  in  the  cold  ? 

CHOBtTS. 

Himgiy,  dejected,  feet  nnprotected, 
HooaeleaB,  homelesa— sad  to  behold. 

Eyes  red  with  crying,  care-worn  and  sighing. 
Shivering  and  shaking  oat  in  the  cold. 

No  one  to  soothe  the  sad  heart  of  sorrow. 

None  to  pity— plenty  to  scold  ; 
None  will  ask  if  be  lives  to-morrow, 

Shivering  and  shaking  oat  in  the  cold.      Chcmut. 

What  has  he  done  to  be  ao  neglected  ? 

Why  do  yoo  throst  him  away  from  the  door? 
Perbaps  he  was  once  most  highly  respected, 

The  answer  is  sim  ply — becaose  he  is  poor.        Cha 

What  is  that  dark-looking  object  before  as  ? 

A  faneral.  carried  from  the  workhouse,  I'm  told  : 
Tbm'n  taking  a  poor  wretch  home  to  his  friends, 

T^ey  fonnd  him  last  night  oat  in  the  cold.  Cha 

Friends  of  the  churchyard,  none  there  will  scorn  him, 
E'en  from  the  best  down  to  the  worst ; 

He  11  soon  be  forgotten,  no  one  will  mourn  him. 
Where  he  commingles  his  duet  with  the  dust    Cha 

Sad  scenes  of  sorrow,  each  comming  morrow, 
Bringa  in  its  doll  stealthy  pace  day  by  day  : 

Haafrfag  fteah  traablea  on  man  to  his  horror, 
TOl  death  seals  hiadooB,  and  be  paaaea  away.    Cha 


.  Aileen.  Dost  Tbon  Really  Love  MeT 

By  O.  B.  Hareonrt 

Aileen,  dost  thon  really  love  me  ?  ; 

Aud  am  I  dearest  to  thiuo  heart?    "  .    ' 

Is  it  some  sweet  shrine  devoted 

Kept  for  me  entire  apart  ? 
Then  my  zeal  shall  mighty  make  me. 

And  thy  promise  keep  mc  true  : 
Xanght  shall  daunt  that  may  o'etake  me. 

Oh  !  how  I  will  live  for  you  ! 
Chorus :    Aileen,  dost  thou  really  love  me  ? 
Am  I  dearest  to  thiue  heart? 
la  it  some  sweet  Nhrine  devoted 

■'-  -  Kept  for  me  entire  apart? 

Aileen,  dost  thou  really  love  me  ? 

If  thou  dost,  ah !  hear  me  swear. 
By  the  calm  blue  sky  above  me. 

And  the  land  of  beauty  there, 
That  my  heart  to  thee  forever 

Loving,  faithful,  true  shall  be  : 
And  whate'er  may  tempt  shall  never 

Lore  me  to  inconstancy.  Chorna. 

My  Mamie's  Kisa  j 

By  Llant  E  H.  Kellogg. 

•  --'. 
There's  mtisic  floating  in  the  air, 

0  papa,  don't  3*ou  hear  them  sing? 
They  re  angels  bright  with  shining  hair. 

And  wings  like  rainbows  glittering. 
Chorus  *    Come,  Mamie,  come,  these  angels  say, 
Oar  Father  bade  ns  come  for  yoa : 
Dear  papa,  here  I  cannot  stay, 
And  shortly  you  will  come  there,  too. 

Dear  mother's  there  among  the  band — 

She's  stooping  down  my  fuce  to  kiss — 
She  softly  takes  my  icy  liaud, 

And  bids  me  give  dear  jMipn  this. 
Cbonia :    My  Mamie  kissed  my  tear-wet  cheeks. 
Dear  father,  I  muHt  quit  you,  too  : 
She  died,  and  yet  metMnks  she  speaks, 
And  shortly  you  will  como  there,  toa 


It  Would  Not  Do. 

I've  tried  to  fool  myself  into 
The  fond  conviction  that  we  be 
The  happiest  race,  most  blest,  meet  free 

Upon  the  globe — but  'twould  not  do. 

Dispassionately,  cooly,  too, 
Tve  combated  with  common  sense  : 
The  Saxon's  scourge  aud  insolence 

I  glossed  o'er,  bat  it  would  not  da 

I  sat  and  reasoned  with  the  view 
To  prove  the  Saion's  innocence — 
To  prove  the  Celts' improvidence        ,  .- 

And  worthlessness,  but  'twonldinot  da  -  -; 


What  is  that  which,  by  losing  an  eye,  baa  only  a 
none  left  ?    A  noise. 

Tlie  origin  of  Easter  eggs. — A  b«a 


^^^,;/^^c£ll!^i;-iL?i^ 


^.'4^5.^^ 
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On  the  Saa :  or  bis  Name  wu  Bill. 

Aa  *nnt  bv  3>'Ua  Tliompaon    in  bia  orlgmftl  •kttota. 
eutitl  d    '-TheA|'i>te  Wouiau'a  Baveogt.'* 


My  youDR  man  was  a  fine  joong  man 

And  a  line  piano  tuner ; 
Bat  now  he's  gone  away  from  me, 

On  board  of  a  merchant  Bchooner ; 
Oh  !  wouldn't  I  like  to  find  him — 
For,  the  truth  1  then  wonld  tell  him  : 
For.  he  lert  me  with  my  apple-stand, 
Still  staudins  o'l  the  comer.  •  •  < 

iHbamt  i    For.  his  name  was  Bill,  a  jolly  chap 
Oh  1  wouldn't  I  like  to  find  him— 
He's  o'er  tJie  seas  away  from  me  : 
I'm  the  las6  he  left  behmd  him. 

He  6tot>d  six  foot  three  in  his  stocking  feet. 

And  he  was  a  cU'ver  fellow. 
And  a  policeman  hf*  wonld  make, 

I  bet  my  bottom  dollar : 
And  wouldn't  I  like  to  find  him — 
For,  the  truth  1  now  would  tell  him  : 
For,  he  left  me  with  my  apple-stand. 
Still  standing  on  the  corner.  Choms. 


ni  Meet  you  in  the  Park.       , 

SERIO  COMIC  BONG. 

Wf>r<!s  and    Miihlc    by   Joa   P  Sk^Iiy. 

Theni'ioicof  ililB  aoia' c  1"  b^'btaine'l  of  E  H   Hurtling. 

No  229  Bowerv    oi.poaitc  Prince  Strri-t    New-Torlt- 

Kla^'aut  Fall  MtiKic  Sisu  tjlieat  for  10  ceuta. 


I've  a  note  from  dear  Aucustm-. 

Tia  replete  with  love  for  me.  J 

Ho  invites  mo  out  next  Sunday,  " 

Oh  !  what  pleasure  it  will  be ! 
To  Central  Park  ho  iuteuds  to  {<o. 
To  mmblo  'ronu<l  and  obscn-e  the  shdw  : 
That  day  I'm  sure  ninny  joys  will  briug. 
Ja-St  listen  and  hw  words  I'll  siup. 

Chorus  :    I'll  meet  you  in  the  Park  next  Sunday. 
Oh  !  don't  forpet,  my  pretty  little  pet, 

.    .     ..j       To  meet  me  in  the  Pork  next  Sunday, 
I  And  we'll  ramble  all  arotmd. 

I  mtist  go  to  my  Anjjustus—  : 

When  be  calls  I  muFt  obey. 
No  one  over  could  refuse  him —   ^ 

Let  mama  say  what  she  may:  .■   .  .^ 

She  tells  me  1  rim  a  wilful  child,         =      '    ;•    *   ' 
And  wonders  why  I  should  be  so  wild,  .  •  ' 
But  girls  in  love  ouly  hear  one  voice, 
Whose  language  is  their  only  choice. 

At  the  lake-side  and  casino. 

We  will  mingle  with  the  crowd. 
And  the  grass  will  feel  our  footsteps, 

If  eucb  freedom  be  allowed  : 

And  gaining  plea.suro  where'er  we  go, 

Sweet  words  of  love  will  whisper  low  : 
Augustus,  deal',  1  will  meet  you  there. 
Oh  !  won't  we  be  a  happy  pair? 


Chorus. 


Choms. 


f 


Farewell,  Birdie,  Love,  Farewell! 


! 


B;  H.  A  Darle.T. 


The  BUvoy  moon  on  high  is  gleamiiig,  '  . 

And,  Birdie,  you  and  I  must  pert : 
But  while  thine  eyes  are  on  me  beaming,  •     : 

Oh  !  let  me  clasp  thee  to  my  heart ! 
It  may  be  yeiirs  ere  we  again  ^  ■>  ■       :  f 

Can  love's  sweet  tale  ever  tell,     .  - 
Though  with  the  words  my  heart  knows  pain,  lore. 

Farewell,  Birdie,  farewell,  farewell  ! 

Farewell,  Birdie,  farewell,  farewell ! 
Though  with  the  words  my  heart  knows  pain~- 

Farewell,  Birdie  -  farewell !    y      ;     :    - 

Ah  !  let  thino  arms  \i\>oc.t  me.  j'.v:ti<^,  lovei 

And  thy  sweet  lips  ou  mine  impress :  ...... 

Thy  Inminoas  « ye^s  upon  me  shine,  love. 

That  all  my  f ntnn  thou  may'st  bless-  :  f : . 

For.  when  I'm  fiir  from  l:cre  and  thee,  '   .V  .-V. 

My  heart  its  nngni^h  then  shall  tell :  ;•  ; 

Far  from  the*  mv  life  mnst  be,  love —         '  '^  '■ 

Farewell.  Birdie,  farewell— farewell  f        •■ '  "'■  " 

Farewdl.  Birdie,  farewell— ftirewell  ? 
'at  from  the^  mv  life  most  be — 

Farewell,  Birdie,  fiaewell— fiirewdl !  ' 


The  Flowers  will  Come  in  lUj. 

B;  Artiiar  W.  Treneb.  )',  ■> 


O  sweetheart !  don't  be  sighing. 

The  Winter  won't  be  long  :    ,  y-'::-'^'/.:.-\,-' 
Soon  merry  birdlings  crying    i.  ,^    ,  : 

Will  glad  the  earth  with  song. 
For,  though  it  be  December, 

Ajid  dark  and  drear  the  day. 
Be  cheerful  and  remember 

The  flowen  will  come  in  May, 
Choms  :    The  flowerti  will  oome  in  May, 
:.    Sweet  flowers  bloom  in  May, 
:     And  hearts  now  sad  stu^  then  be  glad, 
•   When  the  flowers  come  in  May. 

O  sweetheart !  so  with  sorrow— r  .    ^ 

The  Winter  of  the  heart—     -  ,:  ';  v;^ ; ''       ; 
Some  golden,  fair  to-morrow  ':'/' 

Will  see  it  all  depart :  '\  .;■■.;:  -. 

And  love's  own  birds  be  singing  ^^ 

Their  carols  sweet  and  gay, 
With  wedding-beUs  a-ringmg 

When  flowers  come  in  May. 


Chens. 


California,  My  Home  in  the  West. 

B;  Ous  Muit  Clark*. 


Sadly  and  lonely  by  the  "  Father  of  Waters," 

Dear  California,  I'm  dreaming  of  thee — 
Of  thy  glorious  clime,  of  thy  sons  and  danghten, 

So  hannsome  and  happy,  so  true-hearted  and  free. 
No  happiness  here— there's  nothing  that  pleases  : 

Through  this  land  I  have  wander^  without  any  rest: 
There  is  only  one  thing  that  my  beurt's  pain  eases — 

'Thoughts  of  thee,  California,  my  home  in  the  West 

They  may  boast  of  rivers  and  prairies  so  boondlees. 
Of  mighty  cities,  majestic  and  ^nd  : 

Since  parting  from  thee  my  heart  it  has  fomid  less 
Of  true  love  and  kindness— not  one  helping  hand. 

How  oft  do  I  find  privation  and  sickness- 
Far,  far  in  the  West  these  things  are  auknown — 

I  pmy  time  would  fly  (how  slow  is  its  quickness  f) 
So  once  more  I  may  rest  in  my  beautiful  hom& 


Don't  Forget  to  Dream  of  Me. 

By  Arthur  W.  Frenclu 

Little  darling,  when  you're  dreaming         ^  ^ . 

Fast  asleep  within  your  bed. 
And  the  golden  stars  are  gleaming 

Far  above  your  wearj'  head, 
"Mid  the  visions  sweet  of  slumber 

Floating  round  you,  bright  and  free,  . 
Keep  me  ever  in  their  number — 

Don't  forget  to  dream  of  me. 

'Alid  the  visions  sweet  of  slnmber,  Ac. 

Little  darling,  may  we  never 

From  each  other  drift  apart .  ■    ^ 

May  there  nothing  come  to  sever  '•■■.; 

All  our  happiness  of  heart —  .- 

Night  and  day,  where'er  you  wander, 

Even  though  we  parted  be. 
On  these  sweet  words  ever  ponder —  >*  ■   . 

Don't  forget  to  dream  of  me. 

"Mid  the  visions  sweet  of  slumber,  Ac 


A  Sleigb'Eide. 

-  By  Geo  JVanertb. 


Over  the  snow  away  we  go. 

Dashing,  clashing. 

Over  the  bright  a'jstals  so  white. 

Voices  singing,  8leigh>bellfi  ringug, 

Mingling,  jingling. 

O'er  the  snow  so  merrily,  oh ! 

Sunlight  dancing,  horses  prandng. 
Oliding,  sliding :  ,.       .  - 

Faces  bright — hearts  so  light-v"-  .; 

Merry  beams  glancing,  bright  eyes  dancing. 

Sportinp,  cc -urtinj? : 

Oh  !  the  joj-s  with  the  boys 

Laughing  we,  ftill  of  glse, 

Ttaasm,  BOjoeezing : 

Oh !  what  blitt,  a  ride  tflw  this ! 


Love  and  Glory. 

'-;■■."■.':•/"•'■■■    BJr|Bob*rtlIeK«r. 

Kifli  me,  darling,  era  I  lesTa  the* — 

And,  e'en  tboagfa  it  grieve  me  lON^ 
I  cannot,  wiU  not,  love,  deceive  thec^ 

We  may  meet  on  earth  no  mora. 
Oh  I  how  sweet  would  be  the  pkMOM 

>t  thy  side  to  erver  stay — 
Bat,  my  love,  my  only  trcasoie, 

Doty  calls,  I  most  away. 
Chons :    Look  ap,  loved  one,  oeMe  repining, 
'   .  -■>  ;        looting  is  love's  stroo^sst  teal : 
■  •"     Fate's  dMTees  defy  divining— 
Man  Is  bat  a  mark  at  beat 


I  me,  darling,  let  me  lineer 
Long  in  this,  perchance,  ust ', 
See,  my  impatient  steed  waits  yonder :      ^ 

AO  too  brief  will  be  my  bliss— 
Vow  I  seem  to  seent  the  battle — 

B«r  me,  good  steed,  hence  afiu. 
Where  rockets  whirr  and  bullets  rattle— 

noewell,  love  :  for  welcome,  war. 
Gbora :    What  Js  love  to  warrior's  glor^'  ? 

Stmgt  of  death  to  woman's  sighs? 
Oh !  to  be  inscribed  in  story 
Tis  indeed  a  mighty  prize — 


Clonda  are  Breaking. 

■ong  aad  Obpraa.  By  O.  E 


Cheer  op,  darling,  clouds  are  breaking. 

Soon  our  troubles  will  be  o'er. 
And  the  joyous  hours,  departed. 

Will  retam  to  as  once  more. 
See  the  sonbeams  stealing  softly 

Throogh  the  dell  and  leaden  sky — 
Let  no  longer  teardrops,  darling, 

Dim  the  lustre  of  your  eye. 
Choros :    Yes.  my  darUng,  clouds  are  breaking. 
Golden  glory  tints  the  sky. 
And  the  jellow  sunbeams  glisten 
Where  the  pearly  raindrops  he. 

Though  our  lives  havi  long  been  clooded,  * 

And  our  hearts  oft  filled  with  pain, 
Let  us  hail  with  joyous  greeting 
God's  bright  sunshine  come  again. 
.     Let  us  ever  more  be  joyful. 

Let  as  banish  all  our  fears, 
;'.    Tnanking  God  for  righteous  wisdom, 
Troating  him  through  coming  years. 

Yes,  my  darling,  Ac 

:   .      The  Blue  Jacket's  Qood-bye. 

By  Bobert  XcKay. 

Onr  Rood  ship  Hes  out  ou  the  bay. 

Her  sails  are  all  bent  taut  and  trim-- 
As  some  feathered  bird,  pinmaged  gay. 
Does  she  on  the  blue  waters  swim  : 
C  She  waits  but  her  captain,  and  I 

Linger  still  at  the  ebb  of  the  tide 
■  To  whisper  one  last  fond  good-bye 

To  luiiy,  my  swieet  promised  bride — 
Choms :    Good-bye,  then,  darUng,  good-bye 
Keep  a  good  heart  tiu  I  oome 
With  treasure  brought  from  the  blue  deep, 
No  mora  o'er  the  ocean  to  roam. 

:     rim  sDTe,  though  1  go  far  away, 
Yoor  image  win  ever  remain 
..;  In  my  heart,  l)y  night  and  by  day. 
Until  I  come  back  again. 
Then  look  up,  my  darling,  and  giTs 

A  kjas  to  your  lover  so  true, 
And  let  me  now  say  I  but  live 
That  constant  I  may  prove  to  jroo— 

Good-bye,  then,  dailing,  Ae. 


I 


I  •. 


■  «•*' 


;       Oh !  too  Lorely,  too  Unkind 

Oh  ?  too  lovely,  taonnldnd. 

If  my  lips  no  credit  find, 

THeroe  my  breast,  my  heart  shaD  peom 

Stmnct  in  Tirtne.  ttstaog  in  lows : 

OoilllNit  vntebed,  left  fatan, 

And  iruiMthaot»Tgdewdby<qri 


>J.^ 


»■■*»  —  -         5 


'I  'wflK5i» 


« 


'•'«   .^-..Jk  .  « tkJkt 
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The  Green  Shores  of  Erin. 

Writtan  and  arranged  by  C.  B.  Pu  VaL 


The  green  shores  of  Eria  I've  left  far  behind  me. 

Across  the  broad  ocean  for  forfnue  I  stray  : 
I  try  to  forget  her,  but  incm'rieti  remind  me 

Of  the  dear  ones  from  whom  I'm  now  parted  away  ; 
Oh  !  darhug,  I  love  thee  too  dearly  to  sever. 

And  leave  without  sighing  thy  fond  trusting  heart, 
Like  the  tendrils  of  ivy  my  love  for  thee  ever     1 

Clings  greener  uud  trebher  whwever  thou  art  J 

(Bepeat) 

The  towers  of  my  eonutrj ,  thow:  dials  of  ages. 

When  the  beautiful  snuKOt  sheds  forth  its  bright  glow. 
Throw  shadows  whoso  darkness  envelops  the  pagen 

Of  the  histories  lost  of  long  af;eK  ag«). 
Oh  !  could  they  but  sin-ak  antl  Diie  miunto  reveal 

The  stories  now  past  of  our  l^'autiful  isle. 
How  pn)ud  might  hci"  suns  of  iwor  luuislail  feel,    ) 

>nd  pniy  tluit  lit  r  fortunes  again  on  her  smile  !   ([ 

•  (IJcllfUt.) 

Oh  !  often  when  wanderiii',' « '!i  bri'^lit  summer  morning, 

Where  Sljauou's  broad  river  Kwerps  on  to  the  sea. 
The  brilliant  simberun.  without  moment  of  warning.- 

By  clouds  ovi  rcn'^t  disujijiearing  I  set.'- 
And'so  the  bright  hojHs  that  f  elurished  are  fleeting. 

Clouded  and  I'ark  as  I  mnnnur  ••Fareweil!" 
Bat  mem'ry,  "my  d:U-ling,  "  while  this  true  i 

heart  is  beating,     I- 

Alone  shall  my  truth  and  my  eoustaney  tell.       ) 

(Repeat.  > 


When  Charlie  Plays  the  Drnm. 


Wordi  acil  Uelody  by  Jim  A.  Giiellck. 
Jennie  Hc>rf;«ii. 
Tb  e  Mualc  can  be  lia>l  of  J  L  Peter*,  N.  Y. 


Ai luuc  by 
Price,  35ct». 


Tm  in  love  with  such  ii  charming  little  man, 

A  musician  in  the  militiry  band  : 
And  I  love  him  better  than  gold  or  wealth. 

When  I  8ee  him  in  his  uniform  so  grand— 
The  first  time  that  I  met  him, 

W'ith  love  I  was  struck  dumb, 
-ind  my  heart  was  in  a  flutter,  ' 

When  cluirlie  played  the  drum. 
Chorus. 
And  it's  on.',  two,  three,  with  his  sticks  ou  the  dnim, 
Ril^v-a-tootlle-tunitnm,  my  sugar  plnin. 
Oh  !  my  !  but  1  tell  you  it's  fun, 
When  Chariie  play.s  the  drum. 

Oh  I  he  often  eonus  to  take  me  for  a  walk. 

And  we  stmy  along- together  sidi-  by  siiK . 
And  so  sweetly  and  so  lovingly  he'll  talk 

And  on-.^  ■  e  .-isked  me  if  I'd  be  his  bridf. 
And  every   "'jiursday  evening. 

As  soon  as  work  is  douA 
J  hitsten  to  the  park  to  hear 


;      My  Dear  old  Mother  and  I. 

Composed  by  Harry  Robinson,  and  sang  by  him 
tUroujjbout  tbo  coDutry. 


My  Charlie  piny  the  dnim. 


Choms. 


Fifty  Miles  Under  the  Sea. 

As  Ruug  hy  T«uy  Pastor. 


The  other  night  I  went  to  btxl. 

In  fact,  I  often  do  : 
And  In  my  sleep,  went  down  to  the  deep. 

Where  il  stmuge  world  met  my  view  : 
This  world  was  called  Concordia, 

Its  jH-ople  gay  and  free, 
I  wished  that  I  were.oue  of  them. 
Fifty  miles  under  the  sea. 
ChoBVS. 
Tliis  is  wbit  I  saw  when  .tlr naming. 

As  pliiin  as  plain  could  be  : 
They  were,  oh  !  so  content,  they  never  paid  rent, 
Fifty  miles  under  the  sea. 

Their  foo<I  imd  drink  wan  pur\^,  and  not     , 

Adultenited  stuff: 
They'd  no  Good  Temi>larK— for,  they  knew 

When  they'd  just  had  enough. 
They'd  no  "blues,"  partial  to  nmning  in. 

No  Divorce  Court  had  they  got, 
And  th<  y  never  read  "  The  Englishman," 
Oh  I  they  were  a  happy  lot 
Chobus. 
This  is  what  I  saw  when  dreaming, 

As  plain  as  plain  cofild  be  : 
They'd  ne'er  had  an  '  Odger, '  no  claimant  Sir  Roger, 
Fifty  miles  under  the  sea.  .•    .        . 

They'd  never  had  a  national  debt. 

They  never  were  troubled  with  wars. 
•     They  never  had  a  man  for  the  rates 

Come  kiioek,  knock,  knock  at  their  doors  : 
The  toothache,  income  ta.\,  and  corns 

They  knew  not — happy  souls  ! 
Of  railway  sma.shes  they'd  ne'er  heard. 

Nor  the  price  of  a  ton  of  coals. 

Chorus. 
lliis  is  what  1  saw  when  dreaming. 

As  plain  as  plain  could  be  : 
You  may  doubt  my  tale,  they'd  no  workhouse  nor  jail, 

Fifiy  milts  under  the  sea. 

Never  a  one  had  been  known  to  dread 

The  approach  of  quarter  day  : 
The  mothers-in-law  all  lived  by  themselvef 

Ten  thousand  miles  away  : 
No  pater  was  troubled  with  milliners'  bills, 

Their  children  ne'er  numbered  a  score  : 
You  may  think  it  strange,  it  was  wisely  arranged 
That  eich  should  have  two  and  no  more. 
Chobus. 
This  w  what  I  saw  when  dreaming. 

As  plain  ft«  plain  could  be  :  ■- .  -    •'    ■ 

I  then  heard  a  knock,  and  it's  past  ten  o'elock. 
I  came  up  then  from  under  the  sea. 


Would  Fate  to  me  Belinda  Give. 

Would  f.ite  to  mo  Belinda  give. 
With  her  alone  I'd  choose  to  live  : 
Variety  I'd  ne'er  require, 
Nor  a  gre.-ter  bliss  desire. 

My  charming  nymph,  if  you  can  find 
Amongst  the  race  of  human-knid 
A  man  that  loves  you  more  than  I. 
I'll  resign  you,  though  I  die^ 

Let  luy  R'lindii  fill  my  arms. 
With  ail  her  bc-auty.  all  her  charms. 
With  scorn  and  pi'.y  I'd  look  down 
Ou  the  glories  of  a  crowu 

The  Sbaughraaa. 

Words  by  C.  L.  Ecnney.  Music  by  J.  L.  Uollu}. 

Homeless,  mgged  and  tanned. 

TTuder  the  changeful  sky. 
Who  so  free  in  the  land—  *  . 

Who  so  contented  us  I  ?  ,'     ' 

Ne'er  need  I  (juake. 

Let  fortune  prove  unkind  : 
Ne'er  my  heart  break 

That  vows  hate  ceas«-d  to  bind. 
Not  e'eu  a  dog 

Would  I  call  by  friendship's  name. 
Lonely  I  jog, 
E'eu  thither  whence  I  came. 

Chorus  :     Homelwis,  ragged  and  tinned. 
•  Under  the  chaugefid  sky, 

W><o  so  free  in  the  laud- 
Who  bo  contented  as  I  ? 

Ntirsed  by  hunger  and  want, 

Taught  out  of  nature's  page. 
Banned  by  a  saintlicst  cant. 

Scorning  hypocrisy's  wa^ja ; 
Singing  I  plod, 

By  wayward  fiincy  led. 
Trusting  in  God, 

Who  the  sp-irrows  still  hath  fed  : 
No  '  let  me  die, 

Ere  be  the  world's  base  thrall ! 
rate  I  defy ! 

To-morrow  ne'er  i-ecall !  Chorus. 


Once,  tender  lore 

■Watched  at  my  side  : 
Now,  ftrom  above, 

An  fttigel's  my  guide  : 
When  heaven  atK>ve 

>sks  my  last  breath.  ,' 

Angel  love. 

Smile  on  the  Shaughravm's  death— 
When  heaven  above 

Asks  my  last,  breath. 
Ancel  love, 

Smile  on  the  SLangluraun's  death  - 


My  dear  old  mother  and  I  have  come    ' 

To  see  all  the  sights  above  us  :  :        ,  I 

We  are  bound  to  sec  them,  every  one,  .  ,  {, 

If  otir  folks  can  do  w  ithout  us  : 
It  is  seldom  we  go  away  from  home,       .        ,    i 

For,  mother,  I  know,  ain't  wiUing—     .•       | 
But  when  wo  do,  we'll  have  our  fun  I: 

If  it  cost  us  evcrj*  shilling.       :, 

Chobtjs. 
Oh  !  yes  I  oh  !  yes  !  to  please  we  are  a-going  to  try, 
Oh  !  yes !  oh  !  yes !  my  dear  old  mother  and  I. 

(Jiepeai.) 

My  dear  old  mother  and  I  jog  on, 

Of  troubles  we  know  none  or  care, 
.Kiu\  of  all  tho  good  things  iu  this  life 

We  are  bound  to  have  our  share. 
I  am  lamo  and  cannot  walk. 

So  ou  mother's  back  I  ride, 
.^d  we  lovo  each  other  all  the  time 

More  than  all  tne  world  beside.  Chonic. 

My  dear  old  mother  and  I  dcUght 

To  see  ou  each  face  a  smile,  \. 

And  though  she  is  old,  she  loves  t^ch  night 

To  make  you  laugh  a  while. 
I  hope  that  all  this  merry  crowd,  <  , 

Each  night  as  you  pass  by,  I 

Will  favor  us  with  an  early  call. 

My  dear  old  mother  and  I.  Cliorus. 

Will  he  come  Home  to-night,  Mother? 

Will  Tom  como  home  to-nighl,  mother. 

Or  will  ha  Ktiy  away  "i^ 
There  is  a  something  tells  me  .   .  ^  : 

He's  drinking  hard  to-<lay  :  '       :  ■ 

He  iL'ft  the  shop  this  moniing,  J 

And  stilted  o'l-r  the  hill,  \  •  .  j 

While  ju.sta  |)aee  behind  him  ' 

Was  tlrunkeu,  Lizy  Bill. 
Chorus  :     Will  Tom  come  home  to-night,  mother. 
Or  will  he  stay  away  ? 
There  is  a  something  tells  me 
He's  drinking  hurcl  Uxlaj-. 

^^■hy  does  ho  drink  so  much,  mother, 

.\nd  why  his  work  neglect? 
He'll  Ix!  a  picture,  surely. 

Of  liquor's  bad  efi'ect ; 
His  lace  is  cut  and  swollen,  ;  - 

And  in  his  waterj'  ejes 
We  miss  the  look  of  gladness,  "    • 

The  blue  of  Autmun  skic  s.  Chorn; 

I  know  'twill  bruik  your  heart,  mother. 
%  Aau  send  you  to  tho  grave  : 
For,  it  has  proved  so  fniitJesg 

His  chai-aoter  to  Siive  ; 
But  stop  your  Weeping,   mother,        ., 

And  kef-p  your  spirits  bright. 
Well  ask  our  heiivcnly  Father 

That  Tom  may  como  home  to-night.     Choms. 


Don't  ¥oa  Oticve  After  Me. 

F.u.l  -'ons   ii«  hiii'K  by  Il-rry  K«rD«II. 


Cho. 


I  once  knew  a  girl,  her  name  was  Snsj-  Homer. 
She  is  of  light  coTupli>\ion  and  she  lives  around 

the  corner  : 
I  told  her  that  I  loved  Ler,  she  said  she  was  a  goner. 
I  told  her  not  to  grieve  after  me.  ., 

Chobcs.  '  • 

When  I  am  gone  I  told  her  not  to  griere, 

When  I  am  gone  :    (syupbonx.) 
When  I  am  gone  I  told  her  not  to  grieve, 
Oh  !  I  told  her  not  to  grieve  afUr  me. 

Oh  !  Snsiin  says  to  me.  '  'I  want  your  hand  in  marriage:" 
She  put  her  hand  iu  her  pocket  to  pay  for  the  carriage  ; 
Den  1  says— "Susy,  I'll  pay  for  the  ferriage  ; 
But  don't  you  grieve  after  me."  Choms. 

I  ki!«ed  her  three,  she  then  began  to  cry, 
She  h.nd  a  blubber  on  her  cheek,  and  a  tear  in  her  eye  : 
I  sfivs     "  Susy  dear.  IU  be  back  bye  and  bye. 
Oh  !  don't  yon  grieve  after  me."  "Choroe. 
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Inll  deWB ' )  J  Blind. 

.;l   ;^.>    kanmtWrT  <  sVuUtt.h..-,  '-^.y .  - 

Did  you  ever  make  lore  ?      not,  have  a  07  : 
1  cotuted  a  girl  onoe»  so  ' .  jLfiil  and  iby, 
A  fair  little  creature  whT'     a  t^  by, 

At  coaxing  and  whee<i  jg  haa  such  a  nice  way-  - 
E\  cry  uight  to  ber  hoc  .    L  went, 
111  Larmless  delight  c     ^enings  were  spent : 
!SLe  had  a  queer  sayir  4  whatever  it  meant— 

For,  whenever  I  o  -.led  her  house,  she  would  say  : 

/!bobus. 
PuU  down  thet      jd,  pull  down  the  blind, 
PhU  down  the'^   nd,  love,  come,  don't  be  unkind  : 
Thonah  we're      ue,  bear  thi^  in  mind, 
Somebody's  l*  i  aug,  love,  pull  down  the  blind. 

How  loTinR  we       fe.  how  cony  we'd  chat 

B<iut  one  thir         ■  .1  t'other,  and  thi«  thing  and  that : 

With  my  arr.        ,ud  her  waist,  how  cosy  we  sat, 

Like  two  JitiJ.'  turtle-doves  perched  on  a  tree  : 
Sii'.h  squeezing  aud  teezing  and  pleasing  we  had- 
Siicii  wooing  and  cooiug  to  make  our  heartii  glad— 
With  lau;hing  aud  chaflBng  I  n«ir  drove  her  mad  ; 

Dr.t  Htili  she  wan  uwfully  upooney  on  me. 

hl^^ken  :      And  if  that  soldier  would  only  have 
Ipfl  us  iiloue,  she  would  never  have  exclaimed  : 

PuU  down  the  blind,  Ic. 

Oue  uit-lit,  (tir  ii  chaugf,  we  went  to  the  play. 
.Xml.  wb«;ii  we  got.  home,  she  was  awfully  gay  ; 
.Slie  Kaw  ihem  make  love,  and  so  learned  the  way. 

The  piece  was  '  'Claude  Melnotte. "  and  suited  her  tiue ; 
She  ojilltKl  nie  her  rose-hud,  her  duck,  and  her  dear. 
She  threw  her  arms  round  me,  while  fnst  fell  each  tear  ; 
Slie  cried  :  oh  !  don't  leave  me—  toi,  sadly  I  fear 

You  don't  love  me  truly— say,  will  you  be  miueV 

Spoken  :    Just  at  that    moment    a    policeman 
passed,  and  she  said  :         Pull  down  the  blind,  Ac. 

Our  conrtiug  daj-s  o'er,  at  last  we  were  wed, 
I  oft  blMS  the  hour  wheu  to  church  her  I  led  : 
I  now  call  her  Mary,  she  calls  mc  Ne«?, 

We're  happy  and  loving,  and  never  know  strife  ; 
We've  a  fine  handsome  lass,  aud  two  noble  boys. 
Trouble  or  sorrow  never  us  anu(>>t> ; 
Of  life  we've  the  sweets,  aud  while  tasting  its  joys. 

I'm  thankful  I'm  blessed  with  a  good  little  wife. 

Spoken  :    And  should  au  angry  word  rise  to  my 
lips,  with  a  meek  smile  ou  her  face  she'll  exclaim  : 

Pul down  the  blind,  Ac. 


I         The  Gallant  "  69.' 
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We  are  priTates  in  the  Sixty-Ninth.  '  :'[ 

We  follow  np  the  fife  and  drum  : 
We  can't  forget  our  old  comrades, 

Aud  their  glory  at  Bull  Run. 
It  was  there  with  bayonets  bristUng, 

In  the  thickest  of  the  fray. 
Where  the  shot  and  shell  were  whistling, 
Onr  boys  helped  gain  the  day. 
Chorus  :     We  march  behind  the  baud. 
True  sons  of  Paddy's  land. 
The  Irish  boys  for  style  are  excellent 
The  green  above  the  red. 
With  martial  step  we  tread. 
In  the  gallant  Sixty-Ninth  Regiment, 
We  meant. 

Thev  admit  we  are  the  ladies'  pride. 

When  we're  out  for  a  grand  review. 
They  shout  huzza !  from  near  and  fiw,  . 

At  our  Irish  boys  so  true.      ;. ;  -y       V  >;  ; 
With  columns  solid  as  a  waD,         -.  .  '     v 

Bright  uniforms  neat  and  cleaii,     '  '    .;. 
We  are,  one  aud  all.  sons  of  Erin, 

From  the  land  of  the  Sharorock  green.     Choras. 

Shooid  America  call  on  her  soldier  boys. 

To  the  ftout  we'd  surely  go. 
For  a  righteous  cause,  onr  nation'*  lawa, 

GivB  battle  to  the  foe  — 
We'll  na'er  forget  old  Ireland,  , ;' . '  \.    K  v. 

Bat  keep  onr  powder  dry : 
**  FWif^  ft  baUagb,"  oar  c^,  clear  Am  waj 
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Will  a  Monkey  Climb  a  Tree  ? 

By  JobD  Bead. 

Th«  luniilcof  Ibla  aoogcaa  b« obtained  of  E  H.  Bardiag 

Ko  229  Bowery,    oppoaite  Prince  Street    Mew-Tork— 

Elegaut  Fall  Music  Sice  Sbeet  for  10  ceuu. 

Whilst  walking  out  the  other  night, 

A  giii  I  chanced  to  meet,  -    .      ■:,•.• 

A  very  simple  looking  lass. 

As  I  thought,  iu  the  street  :    ,   .';.;    V  -    : .  '- 
She  had  a  lovely  head  of  hair. 
^  A  dark  aud  rolling  eye  :  .    '    '_.-,, 

I  asked  her  if  she'd  walk  with  me, 
And  this  was  her  reply 
Chorus;     Will  a  nioukey  climb  a  tree  ?        .     . " . 
Will  a  hsh  swim  in  the  seu  ? 
Will  a  livvyer  take  his  fee,  ;    ■■. 

,    .■  .\  jew  his  money  lose? 

■  Will  u  cabman  take  his  fare  ? 

, .  Will  a  l)arb«-r  out  your  hair  ?  ;    r: 

If  they  say  no,  then,  dour  sir,    ' 
-.  :  You  Iwillrefus*.'. 

I  thought  her  very  witty,    ; "  ; 

So  I  to  her  did  say - 
"Will  you  go  to  a  mu.sio-huU  ■; 

To  pass  an  hour  awayV 
Now,  Miss,  what  do  you  say  tti  this? 

Your  answer  —3'es,  or  no  I 
.Tust  tell  me  what  yon  really  think.  -:    •  ' 

And  if  you'd  Uk>;  to  go  T 

Spoken  ;     '•  Will  I  accompany  vou  Y'    she  saiil. 
"why Will  a  moukoy  climb  a  trw,  Ac. 

I  hired  a  cab,  drov<>  to  the  hall. 

And  paid  the  man  his  fine, 
Aud  when  wt;  got  inside  the  hall. 

Saw  the  chiiirmau  in  his  chair  :  " ;. 
I  shook  him  by  the  hand  and  said- 

"  What  will  you  have  with  niP,      • 
Whisky  hot  or  bnmdy  cold,  '■:■ 

Or  a  glaiis  of  sotia  and  B  ?" 

Spoken  :     "  Will  1  take  a  glAsn  of  brandy  and 

water,  did  you  say?  Oh !' 

Will  a  m*ukey  climb  a  tree,  &c. 

A  waiter  then  he  brought  the  driuks. 

Which  came  to  one-and-four. 
The  same  time  Bsiyiug  :  "Sir,  -    .    ; 

Will  you  require  any  more'f"        • ' 
I  gave  him  a  two  shilling  piece,  C  ; 

He  looked  at  me  so  Strang^ 
I  then  said  to  the  waiter  : 

"  Will  you  acc^jpt  the  change '•'" 


S[X>ken :  He  first  looked 
piece,  and  then  at  me -and 
coin  in  his  pocket,  exclaimed 

Will  a  monkey  climb  a  tree,  Ac, 


at  the  two  shilling 
qnicklj"  putting  the 


■ --  '  I  Wish  I  Was.  -^^■■■v-?^:.: -■•-. 

Bnnf;  br  JohD  Ftntdinc. 

Tbe  Mnaie  can  be  nbtaineil  ofE.  H.  HarAlng.  No.  229 

Bowery,  New-York.  Price  10  cent* 


I'm  not  satisfied  at  all  ^^  .' 

With  what  I  am,  but  could    ...  ; .  > 
I  only  be  what  I  am  not. 

Depend  on  it,  I  wonld  :       ,       ■  ^  - 
For,  madly  I'm  in  love,      .'  \     ;  :.'  j^ 

As  deep  as  deep  can  be  : 
But,  snre  enough,  I  find  to  my  coat. 

The  girl  don't  care  lor  me. 

1  wish  I  was  a  bee. 

From  her  lips  to  gather  honey. 
Or  like  the  great  Buon  Rotchscbild. 

With  heaps  of  ready  money  : 
I  wish  I  was  a  train. 

Or  ber  Bath-chair  I  would  be : 
t  wish  I  was  a  Hansom  cab, 

lliat  she  oould  ride  in  me     ' . :" 

I  wish  she  was  the  Octopus, 

And  she  might  go  to  bathe  :   ' 
If  she  should  drown,  I'd  stick  to  ber 

My  loved  one's  life  to  save. 
By  bisr  hair,  or  the  soles  of  ber  fiMt 

I'd  drag  my  prize  on  shote : 
I'd  live,  and  love,  and  die  in  peaoa^ 

And  never  go  to  sea  any  mare. 


I  wish  that  (she  was  Tichborae. 

And  I  wa«  the  rightful  heir, 
I  wouldn't  go  to  law  to  know  who's  wiMt, 

My  money  she  should  share  : 
I'd  wed  her  with  three  wedding  rings. 

To  make  ber  safe  and  sure, 
;  And  dress  her  in  the  finest  things 

That  a  feQow  coidd  procure. 

1  wish  I  waa  4  little  belt 

That  claspK  her  tiny  waist. 
Or  else  the  jewel  in  her  hair 

Which,  by-the-by,  is  paste  - 
1  wish  I  vk-os  il  little  puppy  dog 

Put  iu  u  show  for  sale. 
And  if  she  votild  only  purchase  me 

Forever  I'd  wag  my  taiL 

I  wish  I  was  u  Tom-cat, 

Aud  she  was  a  tiny  mouse. 
And  we  shotild  bo  the  occupants 

Of  a  four-rot)med  empty  bouse  : 
If  she  should  nm  from  her  hole, 

.A.nd  try  to  escape  from  me. 
If  she'd  refute  to  be  my  wiie, 

Then  gobbled  up  she'd  be — 

I  T«ish  I  was  the  Shah, 

AVith  his  twenty  thousand  wives 
Oh  !  wouldn't:  I  then  go  to  Hamm  scarum 

.\nd  Irighteu  them  out  of  their  lives  ! 
Or  I  wish  I  wfs  England's  Prince, 

To  mairy  Ifce  Rnssiim  Maria, 
I'd  sail  aboijt  the  sen  in  ships. 

And  set  the  Thames  on  fire- 


-:    Whisper  Softly,  Mother's  Dying. 

U  urda  br  Knnk  Dnpiout- Mnalc  by  Jamet  E  8t*wart. 

'X'lie  MiiKlccaii  be  obtiioed  of  J.  L.  Pelera.  tes 

Broadway.  K*«  York.        Price  30  cents. 

WhisiKjr  softly,  «ioth»;r's  dyiu?;. 

Soon  she'll  clmi:  her  loving  eyes- 
Angels  wait  to  b&xi  her  gently 

To  the  home  beyond  the  skies - 
Kiss  her  lips ;  for,  soon  she'll  leave  as  : 

Mother,  clasp  me  tu  your  breast. 
As  you  did  iu  days  of  childliootl. 

When  you  sang  your  child  to  rest. 
Chams :    Whisper  softly,  mother's  dying, 

,'    Soup  she'll  close  her  loving  eyee- 
Angejlq  wait  to  bear  her  gently 
To  tlie  home  beyond  the  skiee— 

Whisper  softly,  toother's  dying. 

Soon  well  miss  the  truest  love — 
Aud  well  miss  the  voice  ao  loving. 

When  her  spirit's  flown  above- 
Mother,  ask  the  shining  angels. 

Ask  them  if  yc^u  cannot  stay ! 
Who  will  care  for  us  in  sorrow. 

When  they've  taken  you  away  ? 


Choraa. 


Whisper  softly,  da  other's  dying. 
And  she  tells  i|s  not  to  weep— 
Site  will  watch  o^er  and  protect  tis 

Through  the  uight,  when  we're  asleep- 
Darling  mother,  guide  our  footsteps. 

Be  with  us  fnom  day  to  day  :  * 

Hark  !  the  angels  now  ore  calling- 
Mother  dear  has  jMissed  away ! 


CbOTQB. 


Enigma. 


I  am  known  in  each  «'Br,  yet  I  help  to  make  peace, 
And  no  landlord  without  me  could  e'er  get  a  leaae. 
Though  no  great  pari  of  bis  fields,  yet  you'll 

aJl  trnderetand 
I  am  found  in  each  acre  of  pasture  and  land. 
I  am  part  of  his  cattle,  and  yet  I  most  vow 
I  have  nothing  to  do  with  horse,  sheep,  pig  or  oow. 
I  am  known  to  each  iLiwyer,  though  not  m  bis  brief ; 
I'm  connected  with  stealing,  aud  yet  I'm  no  thief. 
No  officer  owns  me^  and  yet  I  must  tfcll 
I  belong  to  the  army  and  navj'  as  well. 
Tboogb  not  in  the  mrvice.  'twill  quickly  be  seen 
I'm  part  of  each  captain,  Jack  Tar,  and  marine. 
I'm  fotmd  in  the  company  of  p^ve  and  of  gay  : 
I  aball  not  tell  2'on  Etore,'eo  what  am  I  ?  pleaae  aty. 

Answer  :    The  IMter  A. 
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THB    Sl.iroeRS'    JOURNAL.. 


Tom  Bowloek. 

f'OfUinHtd. 


"  Lord  love  you,  mj  laisK !  that's  what  I'm  here 
for,"8Bid  Tom. 

"  Leave  this  vefisel !"  comnLondetl  Beubeu.  '•h'n 
private  property,  .\8hore  with  you  both,  or  ovtr- 
board  you  go !" 

"Oh,  we're  off!"  said  Tom.  "Come  nloiig. 
Wiuny  r 

"Not  so;  the  yirl  stays  with  mo,"  Aud  ar. 
Beubeu  spoke,  be  attempted  to  lay  hauiiu  on 
Winny  ;  but  Tom.  ilrawing  a  cutlasH,  with  whicit 
he  had  provided  himself,  ordered  him  to  stjiiid  back, 
nor  dare  to  oppose  his  depurtiire. 

"  Wtiat !  would  you  t'uire  draw  a  sword  afjainst 
your  superior  officer  ?" 

"  You  are  neither  an  officer  or  a  Rentleman  to 
B«dc  the  destruction  ofim  innocent  girl,"  retorted 
Tom.  Then,  addresKiii-i  Juck,  he  told  him  to  sheer 
ofi  with  Winny,  and  he'd  scuttlo  the  captain's  nob 
if  he  dared  to  follow.  Wiunv  was  loth  to  leave 
Tom  ;  but  Jack  urgetl  her  iwm  the  cabin,  and  Tom, 
with  his  drawn  cutluis,  kept  th*-  libertine  at  bay. 
who  levelled  the  pu^lol  he  held  in  his  hand,  and 
fired. 

The  ball  struck  Tom's  hat  fmm  Lis  head,  and  left 
bim  uuinjured.  Tom  staggereil  buck  for  the  mo- 
ment His  intended  assassin,  taking  advantage  of 
this,  drew  his  sword,  to  cut  him  )\o\\  a  ;  bnt  Tom 
had  his  cutlass  out  with  the  rapidity  ol  lightning. 
Parrying  the  blow  that  was  meant  to  Liy  him  low, 
Tom  returned  it  with  imothtr  ;  which,  striking  his 
opponent  on  the  forehead,  sent  him  insensible  lo 
the  ground.  Rushing  on  deck,  he  found  Jack,  w  ith 
Wiuny,  anxiou-sly  awaiting  him. 

The  crew  of  the  yacht  had  not  yet  anived  on 
board,  so  Tom,  Jack,  aud  the  grateful  Winny 
entered  the  boat  which  L-iy  alongside,  and  made  for 
shore. 

Chaptbb  VI. 

When  Mabel,  Hal,  and  Ralph  arrived  ou  board 
the  yacht,  according  to  armugement.  they  were 
surprised  to  find  it  apparently  deserted  ;  bnt  upon 
deocending  into  the  cabin  they  became  acquaintetl 
with  alL  Reubeu,  half  inseasible.  related  whjit 
had  occurred,  vowing  he  would  see  Tom  run  up  to 
the  yard-arm  for  the  injuries  he  bad  received  at  his 
hands.  A  sailor's  doom  for  striking  his  superior 
officer  was  death.  Nick  Hewlett,  who  was  crouch- 
ing in  a  corner  of  the  cabin,  half  unconscious  of  the 
blow  he  had  received,  was  -.tsked  to  be  a  witness  ; 
bnt  he  vowed  he  dared  not  make  himself  known, 
fearing  to  be  arrested  for  the  miuder  of  old  Gre- 
gory Freeman.  He  Ijegged  for  the  money  that  was 
due  to  him,  so  that  ho  might  reach  London,  go  to 
the  docks,  and  get  a  ship  that  was  leaving  Eng- 
land. Mabel,  Reubeu,  and  the  ^vreckers  conferred 
together,  and  came  to  the  conclusion  that,  after 
all,  Nick  would  be  as  well  out  of  the  way—  perhaps 
it  was  poUtic  to  be  rid  of  all  old  associates— so 
Reuben  threw  Nick  a  five  pound  note,  as  he  would 
have  thrown  a  dog  a  bone.  • 

Nick  secured  it  eagerly,  and  was  rowed  ashore  by 
Hal  aud  Ralph,  who  afterwards  returned  on  board 
to  mak^  amnc;ements  for  their  cruise  ;  bnt  pre- 
vious to  that  Reubeu  resolved  to  take  his  revenge 
on  Tom.  H«  learnt  from  Nick  the  name  of  Tom's 
native  village,  which,  of  course,  would  be  the 
sailor's  destination,  aud  resolved  to  communicate, 
with  the  authorities  there.  This  was  done  the  next 
day  by  letter.  The  Admiralty  wus  also  informed 
of  Tom's  offence,  and  at  once  proceeded  to  take 
steps  in  the  matter. 

Admird  Gascoyno  lay  off  Plymonlh,  en  bor.rd  the 
flag-ship  Redoubtable,  and  received  orders  trom 
the  Admiralty  to  arrest  Tom  and  place  bin.  on  his 
trial. 

Tom's  arrest  took  place  after  hie  arrival  in  his 
native  village.  He  feared  such  an  event  taking 
nlace  ;  as  a  seaman,  he  could  not  shut  his  eyes  to  the 
fact  of  the  law  regarding  his  offence  in  a  serious 
light ;  but  he  harped  by  the  e\i(1ence  of  Winny  and 
Jack  to  show  the  captain  in  his  true  colors,  and 
so  claim  consideration  from  the  Admiralty.  He 
f.-.^  known  to  be  a  gallant  wilor.  while  his  enemy 
•  IS  somewhat  suspected  of  not  being  a  whit  braver 
'iian  he  should  be.  Still  the  serious  fact  remained 
^t  bebadbeenefarookbyoneofbiaoKw,  and  dis- 


cipline must  be  maintoioed  in  the  navy  on  every 
point,  Tom  was  therefore  not  greatly  surprised 
one  moining  to  find  himself  in  the  hands  of  a  paity 
of  Marines,  who  conducted  him  ou  bcxird  the  Re- 
doubtable, to  take  his  triaL  Thtt  grief  and  dis- 
tress of  Winny  and  Tom's  friends  may  easily  be 
imiigiued.  The  brave  sailor  had  reached  homo 
after  all  his  perils  only  to  be  tnken  from  it  again, 
aud  tried  perhaps  for  his  Ufa  Such,  indeed,  provetl 
to  be  the  case.  His  enemy  prevailed,  in  spite  of  the 
evidence  given  by  Winny  and  Jack.  The  .\rtial>-K 
of  War  expressly  declared  that  he  who  shonlil  di-au, 
Ol-  offer  to  ilraw.  his  sword  agaiast  his  8Ui>er:i>i 
officer  must  suffer  de<tth. 

Lieutenant  Si)encer,  upou  hearing  of 'loui's  jKibi- 
tion,  immediately  set  off  to  the  Admin^lty.  He 
pleaded  for  Tom  on  account  of  his  bruveiy,  the  vile 
conduct  of  his  ("aptain,  and  the  provocation  the  jkh  r 
seaman  h.id  received  :  bnt  he  only  receive<l  a  <-<.«!d 
reply  that  the  .\rticlt'M  of  War  must  Im-  abideil  by. 
The  <lay  opi)ointed  tor  Top's  trial  came  ir.uuil. 
Winuy,  Jat-k,  Bodkin,  the  tailor,  aud  ntuirly  ;ili 
the  village,  journeyed  to  Plymouth,  s»>  that  th^^y 
might  have  speeily  news  of  the  issue. 

It  came  in  due  course.  The  verdict  wfls  "Guilty;" 
the  8eutt»uco  "Death." 

"  I  die  because  I  tried-to  wive  the  la»is  1  love  fron- 
the  grappling-irfins  of  a  pirate,"  wiidTom,  addn-h;- 
ing  the  court  :  "aud  the  sailor  who  would  not  di- 
the  same  for  his  heart's  slitet-unchor  is  neither  tnif- 
Brii'-n  nor  true  blue." 

He  was  neutenced  to  die  one  week  livm  that  day. 
uud  heard  his  dtxmi  without  Hinrhing. 

His  Iriends  were  not  itUe.  A  petition,  nuine- 
lonsly  signed,  was  presente«l  to  the  Admiralty. 

Lieuteutuit  Spencer  wus  nmeloxing  in  his  efforts 
loobtainaeonimutatiouof  tlienentence,  aud  vowed 
h,>  would  not  leave  Loji^lon/wliile  a  ray  of  hopo  re- 
mained. 

Bnt  time  wore  on.  It  was  the  night  before  the 
exe<'ution,  and  no  I'^rders  had  lieeu  received  to  stuy 
it.  On  the  same  evening,  Admiml  Gascoyne  visited 
the  condemned  man.  "Rowlock."  said  ho,  "I 
have  come  to  ask  whether  yoi^  have  any  command'- 
to  leave  which  a  friend  may  perform  for  you,  for  I 
am  s<.)rry  to  say  you  must  die  to-mont)w'f" 

"I  have  prejiored  myself,  your  honor,  by  en- 
deavoring to  seek  lix)m  the  great  Commiuider  aloft 
that  mercy  and  considenttion  which  my  fellc>w-men 
deny  ti^*'  here.  I  die  for  defending  her  1  love  against 
a  villain.  Let  the  world  heuoeloith  judge  between 
him  and  me." 

The  admind  left  him  with  such  words  of  consoLi- 
tion  that  he  could  give  utterance  to.  The  truth 
was,  the  gallant  old  siiilor  felt  that  Tom's  sentence 
was  eicessive,  c«iusideriug  the  provocation  he  had 
received,  and  he  had  appended  that  opinion  to  the 
petition  which  had  been  sent  in  Tom's  behidf. 

Ujjon  reaching  his  cabin,  he  found  liieutenant 
Spencer,  who  bad  just  arrived  from  London,  await- 
ing him. 

"Have  yon  receive<l  any  favorable  news  from 
the  Admiridty?"  asked  the  lieutenant 

"  None,  I  am  sorry  to  say,"  answered  the  admi- 
ral. "The  law  must  take  its  course  ;  there  is  no 
hope." 

"  By  heaven  !"  exclaimed  the  excited  lieutenant, 
"there's  not  a  tiner  fellow  in  the  fleet  than  Tom 
Rowlock  ;  and  I  say  it's  infamous  to  see  a  brave  man 
severed  from  life  under  such  circurostancee." 

"I  have  said  all  I  can  for  him,"  sighed  the 
admiral.  "I  should  like  to  see  some  mercy  ex- 
tended, for,  from  what  I  hear,  the  sun  will  never 
rise  upon  a  braver  man." 

"I  can  vouch  for  that,"  said  the  lieutenant; 
"and  I  swear  I  would  sooner  hear  an  enemy's 
brofidsiiie  rattling  in  my  cars  than  the  words  yon 
spokp,  saying  there  was  no  hope." 

The  next  morning,  which  the  law  had  declared 
wsR  Tom's  hi;it  day  on  earth,  he  was  surprised  at  an 
early  visit  from  the  admiraL  He  carried  Bome 
papers  in  his  hand. 

• '  Rowlock, "  sjiid  he,  * '  these  documents  have  jnst 
been  received  by  rne  from  the  Admiialtj-.  It  ap- 
pears they  would  have  been  sent  to  me  before,  but 
they  have  been  reflecting  on  your  case,  and  con- 
gidering  whether,  when  you  attacked  the  captain,  he 
was  still  your  superior  officer.  They  have  considered 
that  he  w-as  so,  in  consequence  of  your  not  having 
received  yotir  discharge  ;  but  still  they  have  agreed 
i&  a  reuussioo  ci  your  eesateoce." 


•  What !    pardoned   me  ?"    cried  Tom,  scarcely 
comprehending  the  admiral  s  words. 

"No;  not  pardoned,  I  regret  to  say,"  eaid  the 
udminU,  and  iwusing,  as  if  he  scarcely  knew  how 
to  give  utterance  to  what  he  was  about  to  say. 

"Then  what  are  they  going  to  do  with  me,  your 
honor?"  eagerly  asked  Tom. 

"  I  regret  to  say.  Rowlock,  that  although  yotir 
life  has  bt'cn  spare<l,  you  are  to  be  llogged  throu^;h 
the  fle<>t,  when  it  anchor's  in  the  bay. 

"Flogged  through  the  fleet!  No,  no,  your 
honor !    Death  -  death,  a  thousand  times,  first ' ' 

Lieutenant  Spencer,  who  had  followed  the  ad- 
miml, in  the  hope  of  hearing  some gootl  newt,  w^s 
as  indignant  as  Tom  when  he  heard  the  result 

"  How  can  those  who  have  condemneii  )iim  hav 
one  peaceful  horn-  of  rest  after  onleriug  sudi 
s«  verity  !  For  had  Tom  killed  the  villain,  instt^d 
ol  wounding  him,  it  would  have  been  the  scoimdr.'  i's 
just  doom,"  declared  the  lieutenant. 

" Lieutenant  Spencer,"  said  the  admir.d,  "my 
symjittthy  with  Rowlock  is  equal  to  your  own  ;  but 
I  am  but  a  servant  of  the  Government  and  in  this 
iustanco  bitter  indeed  do  I  find  the  fulfilment  of  mv 
duty." 

Ki'Otdy  as  Tom  felt  his  degradation,  the  sy  mpathj 
and  goril  wjshes  of  these  two  brave  men  was  a 
great  consolation  to  him.  He  nerved  himself  to  hl-h  • 
\V  inny,  who  was  permitted  an  iiitorview  with  hmi. 
How  piiuful  that  meeting  wtis  may  be  well  iina- 
jjined. 

"  Poor  l;i-s !  ixx)r  la.s.s  V  wept  Tom,  as  he  pressed 
her  to  his  heart.  "I  would  have  spared  you  the 
agonv  of  this  meeting,  had  my  wishes  been  con- 
.iulted." 

"  But  we  are  not  to  be  parted  now,  dear  Tom  ; 
we  shidl  mcc-t  again  in  happiness— for  is  not  your 
life  to  be  sixu-ed  ?" 

".\j-,  it  is,"  repUed  Tom,  bitterly  ;  "  but  how 
<9ia  a  man  hold  up  his  head  in  the  world,  when  he 
has  been  scourged  like  a  dog?  Do  you  know  the 
disgrace,  the  bitter  punishment,  of  being  flogged 
through  the  fleet  —of  being  rowed  from  ship  to  ship, 
while  the  torturing  lash  falls  like  rods  of  iron  on  the 
agonizing  fnime,  driving  its  victim  into  madness  ?" 

"Oh,  horrible  !  horrible!"  shuddered  Winny. 

"To  know  that  I  shall  carry  with  me  to  the 
grave  the  degrading  marks  that  will  be  inflicted  on 
my  body,  is  more  than  my  tortured  mind  can  bear ! 
All  that  I  have  done  to  serve  my  country  will  avail 
me  as  little  as  though  I  had  hoisted  the  Bkck  FLag, 
instead  of  maintaining,  as  I  have  ever  done,  the 
honor  of  the  Union  Jack  !" 

Winny  tried  all  she  could  to  soothe  and  comfort 
him,  and  had  partly  succeeded,  when  the  word  was 
given  that  they  must  part. 

Three  weeks  elapsed  before  the  fleet  anchored  in 
PljTnouth  Sound.  Winny  had  been  allowed  to 
visit  Tom  every  «lay,  and  was  present  when  the 
admiml  entered  the  gnn-room  where  Tom  had  been 
allowed  to  remain  a  prisoner,  and  reluctantly  an- 
nounced to  him  that  at  noon  on  the  following'  day 
the  sentence  would  be  carried  into  effect 

Tom  had  been  nerving  himself  for  many  previous 
days  to  meet  his  doom.  It  was  for  Winuy's  sidiC 
he  rt-solved  to  try  and  bear  it.  Had  it  rrmaiucd 
with  himself,  he  had  as  lief  they  have  thrown  him 
overboard  to  dr-own  like  a  dog. 

He  was  marched  ou  deck  by  a  guard  of  Marines. 
There  stood  the  officers  and  many  of  his  old  ship- 
mates drawn  up  to  witness  his  punishment  and  dis- 
grace. The  grating  was  there  to  which  he  w.^8  to 
to  lathed,  with  the  boatswain  standing  by,  cat-o'- 
ninc-tails  in  hand.  Alongside  lay  the  boat  which 
was  to  convey  him  from  ship  to  ship  imtil  the  full 
terms  of  the  sentence  had  been  carried  out 

"  I  am  ready."  said  Tom,  when  he  was  ordered 
to  strip  ;  "  but  hear  me,  all,  messmates  and  brother 
sailors.  From  to-day  I  shall  be  no  longer  a  sailor, 
bnt  a  branded  felon,  aud  my  country  vi-ill  loe^e  the 
nervices  of  one  who  would  have  died  to  maintain 
her  name  and  glory.  I  won't  brag  of  what  I've 
done  ;  bnt  if  every  sailor  does  the  like,  England 
won't  have  much  to  blush  for.  I  pray  Heaven  that 
I  may  weather  this  day  of  punishment  I  give  my 
love  to  my  sweetheart,  the  sheet  anchor  of  my 
soul,  my  gratitude  to  my  friends,  and  my  forgive- 
ness to  my  cowardly  enemy.  Now,  then,  I  am 
ready.  ' 

He  was  bsbed  to  the  gratings ;  the  boatswain 
raised  the  degrading  lash ;  bat  before  it  could  fall. 
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Jack  rnahed  up  the  ship's  side  from  a  boat  that  had 
brooght  him  there,  and  exclaimed,  "Hold  on! 
Hold  on,  for  mercy 'h  sake,  and  that  of  justice !" 

He  was  followed  on  board  by  the  stiangerwhom 
it  may  be  remembered  was  left  a  prisoner  in  the 
\vrecker8'  hut 

"  What  does  all  this  mean  ?"  asked  the  admiral ; 
"and  who  are  you,  sir  ?"  he  continued,  addrebsing 
the  stranger  ;  "  and  by  what  right  do  you  intrude 
on  board  this  ship?" 

"To  denounce  a  wolf  in  sheep's  clothing,"  an- 
swered the  new  comet,  ' '  I  am  the  true  Captain 
Paget  The  villain  who  has  been  assuming  my 
name  is  an  impostor." 

AU  eyes  were  fixed  upon  him  ae  he  spoke,  and  the 
wonderful  resemblance  between  the  real  captain 
and  the  false  one  was  apparent  to  all.  Amidst 
breathless  attention.  Captain  Paget  proceeded  to 
explain  the  mystery.  He  began  by  explaining  what 
the  reader  already  knows,  as  to  the  revenge  the 
woman  Mabel  Blake  bore  him  on  his  brother's 
accoont  His  detention  in  the  wreckers'  hut  was 
caused  by  Reuben's  enticing  him  there  under  a  pre- 
text of  wishing  to  ^oin  his  ship.  Stnick  by  Etui  en's 
resemblance  to  himsell.  Captain  Facet  made  much 
of  his  newly-raado  acquaintaniic.  They  drank  to- 
gether, and  when  the  captiiu  wiis  off  his  guard  he 
was  seized,  stripped  of  his  clothes  and  papers,  and 
made  prisoner. 

Possessed  of  his  jmpers,  Mabel's  aou  personated 
the  captain.  His  likeniss  to  Paget  emboldened 
him  in  the  uudacioas  attempt,  which  had  succeeded 
to  the  extent  we  have  ah-eady  seen. 

The  captiin  proceeded  to  explain.  The  sea  had 
broken  into  his  subterranean  dnngeon,  and  he  found 
himself  strugqling  in  the  waters  of  the  bay,  a  weak 
and  exhausted  man.  Hi<{  senses  left  him,  and  when 
he  regained  them,  he  foimd  he  had  been  cast  upon 
the  beach.  He  contrived,  by  the  aid  of  some 
fishermen,  to  whom  he  had  told  his  stoiy,  to  reach 
Plymouth. 

Proceeding  to  the  magistrate  there,  he  denounced 
the  villain,  and  the  gang  who  had  robbed  and  made 
him  captive.  The  story  soon  got  abroad.  Jack 
was  one  of  the  first  to  hear  of  it  The  captain  heard 
of  Tom's  danger,  arid,  vdtii  Jack,  put  ofl  imme- 
diately to  avert  Tom's  unjust  doom  ;  and  he  only 
arrived  just  in  time,  as  we  have  seen.  Tom  was  re- 
leased from  the  gratings  tmtil  the  truth  of  this 
strange  revelation  could  be  tested.  The  course  oi 
Reuben's  yacht  was  traced  and  followed.  A  fast- 
sailiug  frigate,  commanded  by  Lieutenant  Spencer, 
came  up  with  the  yacht  off  the  Lizard.  To  board 
her,  and  place  the  \ill)unK,  heavily  ironed  in  the 
hold  of  th»^  frigate,  Mabel  Blake  also,  was  a  work  of 
short  time,  and  the  frigate,  amidst  the  cheers  of  all 
assembled,  was  towed  into  Plymouth  Hound. 

Confronlfcd  with  Captain  Paget,  the  false  knave, 
Reuben,  broke  down  in  his  assumed  character.  His 
associates,  hoping  to  obtain  money,  offered  to  give 
evidence  against  him.  Who  can  paint  the  joy  of 
Tom,  Winny,  and  their  friends  ?"  Tom  was  ot  once 
released,  and  the  next  day  returned  to  his  native 
village,  amidst  a  perfect  ovation.  He  ^-as  the  lion 
of  the  place,  and  overwhelmed  with  congratula- 
tious.  Reuben  Bkko  and  his  associates  were  com- 
mitted for  Dial  at  the  assizes.  The  old  woman,  his 
mother,  died  in  prison  l^efore  the  trial  came  on,  at 
which  Reuben  Blake  and  the  rest  of  the  gang  were 
transported  for  life.  Nick  Howlett  also  came  to  . 
grief.  He  succeeded  in  getting  shipped  on  board  a 
small  vessel  bound  for  America,  which  went  down 
with  all  hands,  thereby  robbing  the  gibbet  of  one 
wdll-deserved  victim.  After  the  perils  Tom  had 
passed  through,  he  believed  in  the  old  saying,  which 
declares  that  "  A  sailor's  life  is  the  best  one  in  the 
world— next  to  staying  at  home." 

As  may  be  imagined,  it  was  not  long  before  Tom 
and  Winuy  became  man  and  wife.  With  his  prize- 
money  and  the  itssistauce  that  was  offered  him  by 
sympathising  friends,  be  became  the  owner  of  a 
small  farm,  and  Jack  his  right  hand  nan ;  and 
Bodkin'*  adventures  brought  him  so  much  into 
notice,  that  he  became  the  most  prosperous  tailor 
for  miles  ronnd. 

As  time  rolled  on,  and  blest  Tom  with  a  happy 
and  numerous  family,  they  were  never  tired  of 
hearing  their  father  relate  the  history  of  a  Sailor's 
Perils  by  Sea  and  Land. 


The  Hair. 


TBZZMD. 


Thotisands  and  thousands  of  people  are  anxious 
to  know  what  will  prevent  the  hair  from  turning 
gray,  and  what  wUl  prevent  it  from  falling  out 
This  is  not  the  only  evidence  of  the  gcneitii  high 
value  which  is  placed  upon  a  full  head  cf  hair,  oi 
the  natural  color.  Further  proof  is  found  in  the 
very  extensive  and  profitable  sale  of  c\<.:t  article 
which  is  advertised  sufficiently  as  a  hair  restorer, 
or  hair  preserver.  Many  of  these  specifics  luv;  not 
merely  useless  ;  theyarewoi¥t>— theyun-iujurioun. 
and  some  of  them  are  dangorons.  Paralysis,  iiud. 
it  is  said,  neuralgia,  and  in-sanity,  have  been  caused 
by  the  lead  contained  in  some  of  these  prepant- 
tious. 

At  the  same  time,  much  may  b*-  done  to  keep  the 
hair  of  a  natural  color,  and  to  keep  it  from  tinlling 
out.  In  some  families,  the  berwlitary  tendency  to 
become  bold  at  an  early  age  is  strong,  ihnt  it  is 
not  likely  any  caro  or  treiitment  would  ovt  rcomo  it 
certainly  not  in  a  single  general iou.  But  with  the 
ordinarj-  run  of  people  bathing  the  h(?ud  iu  cold 
water— all  the  better  if  the  water  bo  suited ;  brush- 
ing the  hair  often  and  thoroughly  with  a  brush,  the 
bristles  of  which  ore  long,  fo  tliut  they  will  clean 
the  scalp  without  scratching  it ;  frequent  clipping 
off  the  ends  of  the  hair— a  practice  which  should 
never  be  omitted  with  children  if  you  wisli  them  to 
bt>  healthy  ;  sleeping  on  soft  hair  pillows,  instead  of 
fe:ithers ;  a  generous  diet  without  intempeiauce- 
all  these  and  many  other  observances  contribute 
towards  preserving  a  good  head  of  hair.  The 
tffoct--or  whether  there  be  any— of  particular 
articles  i  ^f  food  on  the  hair  we  have  never  studied 
in  the  htimiiu  race  ;  but  nothing  is  more  certain 
than  that  carrots,  oil  meal,  or  regular  small  doses 
of  sulphur,  given  to  a  horse,  produce  on  influence  on 
the  coat  rtudering  it  glossy  almost  immedi:  tely. 
The  common  "condition  powders, "  as  they  are 
called,  which  are  composed  mainly  of  black  anti- 
mony, nitre,  and  sulphur,  have  a  Uke  effect. 

A  writer  on  the  subject  saj-s,  "  The  most  marked 
benefit  tipon  the  human  hair,  both  in  thickning  it, 
and  in  changing  the  gray  and  white  back  to  the 
natural  color  without  the  use  of  anything  dele- 
terious, that  has  ever  fallen  under  our  observation, 
WIS  derived  from  the  external  application  of  spring 
water,  and  drinking  the  same  water.  One  of  the 
ingredientu  of  the  spring  water  was  iron  ;  but 
whether  it  was  that  which  worked  the  change,  or 
whether  the  same  spring  water  would  have  the  same 
influence  in  other  cases,  we  do  not  know,  nor  do  we 
even  entertain  an  opinion.  While  of  course  the 
natural  hair  forms  a  convenient  and  comely  cover- 
ing for  the  head,  we  mustsoy,  for  our  own  part,  wt 
cannot  seo  any  good  reason  why  so  much  aversion 
should  be  felt  to  have  it  turn  gray  or  white.     To  a 

ErofessioCtil  man,  it  is  decid^y  advantageous  to 
avo  gray  hair.  It  increases  the  practice  of  a 
lawyer  or  doctor ;  and  we  think  it  enhances  the 
reverence  felt  for  a  clergj'man.  It  is  no  injury  to 
the  man  of  business.  And  we  do  not  think  it  mars 
the  beaut}-  of  woman.  We  have  seen  a  girl  of 
eighteen  with  hair  as  black  as  the  raven's  wing. 
She  was  beautifoL  At  forty  she  was  the  mother  of 
grov.  n-up  girls,  and  of  boys  who  considered  them- 
selves men.  Her  hair  was  as  white  as  the  falling 
snow.  Yet  she  was  beautiful— if  not  more  beauti- 
ful than  iu  her  teens  ;  yet  more  so,  we  think,  than 
she  would  have  been  with  her  hair  changed  back  to 
itf*  original  black.  We  like  gray  hairs.  They  are 
emblems  of  wisdom.  They  remind  us  of  hearts 
that  save  been  steadfast  umid  all  external  changes, 
and  of  friendships  which  time  and  circumstances 
have  not  chang«i  or  weakened. 


Witchcraft 


Near  the  cloee  of  the  seventeenth  centnary,  that 
renowned  judge.  Sir  John  Holt,  Lord  Chief  Justice 
of  England,  esteemed  by  his  contemporaries,  as  well 
JUS  by  men  of  after  ages,  as  an  embodiment  both  of 
the  law  and  of  justice,  was  presiding  at  the  assizes 
held  in  and  for  his  native  county  of  Oxford.  A 
decripit  old  woman  was  put  on  trial,  charged 
with  the  crime  of  witchcraft  The  history  of  the 
case,  the  offence  of  whioii  the  prisoner  was  alleged 
to  be  guilty,  were  laid  before  the  vary  by  the 
Attorney-General  proaecuting  for  the  Crown.    The 


Chief  Justiae  listened  to  th*  opening  of  the 
with  unusual  eaoiestueas,  for  there  was  recalled  to 
his  memory-  a  curious  incident  comMcted  with  bis 
own  early  Ufe.  When  a  student  at  the  University 
of  Oxford  his  habits  were  «-ild  and  irregular,  and  he 
gave  no  promise  jof  his  great  future  eminence.  In 
company  with  «eVerai  other  young  students,  he  had 
been  for  seven  J  (lays  on  a  airoiise  throu|;h  some  of 
the  counti*j'  plaoje*  iu  the  winity  of  Oxford.  Young 
Holt  had  separated  himseU'  from  his  com ]mn ions  ; 
and  riding  up  to  u  wayside  inii,  without  any  money 
in  his  pocket,  he  yet  directed  his  horse  to  be  fed  and 
an  ample  dinner  |irepared  for  himself.  Strolling 
into  the  kitcheUi  he  noticeil  the  daughter  of  the 
hostess  was  ill,  and  was  told  by  her  mother  that  she 
v.T^  a  groat  suffitner  from  fever  and  ague,  and  that 
the  doctors  had  been  unable  to  cnre  her.  The  young 
collegian  at  once  declare<l  his  ability  to  effect  a  cure. 
Taking  a  piece  of  parchment  he  wrote  upon  it  a 
cabahstic  word  in  the  Greek  characttre,  bound  it 
tightly  upon  the  wrist  of  the  girl,  and  then  assured 
her  that  while  isho  retained  it  she  would  have  no 
further  ret  urn  of  her  chills  and  fever.  Ho  remained 
at  the  inn  for  several  days,  and  the  Kirl  had  no 
return  of  her  illnea>.  When  demanding  nis  bill,  the 
grateful  mother  said  she  had  no  charge  against  him, 
and  only  regretted  that  her  Umited  means  would  not 
permit  her  to  ma);e  him  more  ample  payment  for 
the  healing  ot  h«r  daughter.  He  rode  away  iu 
triumph.  And  ^lOw,  aa  ho  sat  on  the  bench  as  the 
Lord  Chief  Justice  of  Engknd,  he  knew  that  the 
'lecrepii  old  woinau  on  trial  for  her  life  before liim 
was  the  daughtcf  of  the  woman  who  kept  the  way- 
side inn,  and  upo»  whose  wrist  he  had  bound  the 
parchment  charm  forty  years  before. 

She  had  followiad  in  his  own  footsteps,  and  had 
been  using  the  charm  for  the  benefit  of  her  neigh- 
bors and  friends.  The  Chief  Justice  oxlltid  her  up  ; 
and,  as  she  unfolded  some  old  greasy  rags,  she  pre- 
sented to  him  the  well-worn  |)archmeut  with  the 
cabalistic  word  iu  his  own  handwriting  written  upon 
it  It  is  needless  to  add  that  the  woman  was  at 
once  discharged.  If  the  great  Chief  Justice  had  pre- 
viously entertained  any  doubts  on  the  subject  of 
witchcraft,  they  Were  now  removed. 

'  :      Qossipt  and  Oossipping. 

We  all  know  U9w  difficult  it  is  to  uarmte  the 
Rimplest  fact  as  it  actually  ocx^urred,  or  to  repeat  the 
plainest  story  !.s  it  was  told  to  us.  For  the  most 
port,  we  round  ofl'nur  picture  with  fancy  tttiches 
thrown  in  for  light  and  color  and  a  more  harmoni- 
ous rendering— nofcto  do  mischief,  but  to  satisfy  the 
artistic  instinct ;  and  the  consequence  is  that  we 
create  an  inaccurate  impression  on  the  mind  of  the 
heai-er.  He,  thifi  ihearer,  repeating,  adds  fancy 
touches  on  his  side< ;  and  the  process  is  repeated  till 
the  actual  event  (^ts  lost  in  a  fog  of  false  rendering, 
wherein  nothing  is  true  but  the  instinct  of  fluid  talk 
by  which  it  has  bWn  propagated.  But  the  fact  of 
this  certain  inacctimcy  .of  repetition  has  no  curbing 
power  on  the  goetsip  who  retails  the  story ;  and, 
when  he  is  brought  to  book  on  the  charge  of  spread- 
ing abroad  false  reports  and  bearing  his  pnii  in 
shying  stone«<  at  Ibis  neighbors'  houses,  amfwen 
demurely,  "I  did  not  mean  to  do  any  harm  ;  I  only 
told  so  and  so  to  ]i£rK.  This  and  That  and  she  had 
no  business  to  rejieat  it !"  This  only  telling  ao  and 
so  is  jtist  the  whole  burden  of  the  mischief.  Iftk 
This  and  That  is  as  great  a  Rossip  as  himself— •« 
much  of  a  sieve  ;  unci  when  two  sieves  arc  p«t  to- 
gether to  hold  wat*r,  how  much  « ill  be  left  for  a 
thirsty  soul  to  drii>k  by  the  end  of  a  Kummer'n  d*y  ? 
And  again,  Mrs.  This  and  That's  promise  to  secTMy 
is  no  valid  plea  fjsr  condonation.  The  tiling  we 
cannot  keep  for  oufp^lves  we  have  no  right  to  expect 
others  will  keep  fnjrius,  and  we  only  play  monkey 
tricks  with  our  conscience  when  we  pretend  to 
believe  that  every  one  else  is  more  tmstworthy  thui 
ourselves,  drim  ei;perienoe  tells  ns  that  gossip  is 
never  kept,  how  sapied  soever  the  promise,  and  that 
no  methods  have  been  as  yet  invented  which  can 
padlock  the  wagging  tongue  and  check  that  fluid 
speech  which  is  w<>n«e  than  the  letting  out  of  many 
waters.  We  know  (fbat  we  have  simply  ensured 
translation  and  jMuisinc;  it  on  with  additions,  when 
we  gossip  to  our  fricods  under  promise  of  silenoe, 
and  that  we  have  been  sowing  seeds  of  evil 
whereof  no  man  can  foretell  the  oltimats  deadly 
growth. 
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Lucy  Darling,  Come  and  Kiss  Me. 
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News-Stjiuil,     Viuu  SUcct,    Opposite  Pont- 

Oflica 
NEWARK.      (N.  J.)      n.   M.   Wildman, 
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TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 

Mouey  sent  in  letters  by  mail  should  be 
ref,'istereil.  We  do  not  holil  ourselves  re«gK>o- 
sible  for  loss  of  mouey  letters.  „  ■■  -  ■''•".'    I 

lu  Nfludiup;  orders  care  sbould  be  taken  to 
nigii  yotir  Numu,  Town  uud  Stuto  iu  a  legible 
uuiuuer.  .  ,,  •'     ;    ,  . 

The  Stngets'  Journal  fa  the  laTRest  and 
oheiipest  collectiou  of  songn  ever  pttblished  in 
thiK  (!oniitry.  All  Numbers,  from  No.  1  to  the 
List  issued,  can  bo  obtaineil  at  any  time. 

.\.i)vicE  -Every  amateur  of  good  Songs  and 
Miisif  oiiglit  to  procure  the  Fimt  Volume  of  the 
Siii'ii-rs'  .lixinml  wliicb  we  hnveou  liaud,  liovnad 
ill  11  ilur.ibl.'  fonu  iu  clotb,  coutainiug  Numbers 
1  to  li>0  or  ICA  pages  -  giving  4.50()  Songsaud 
8^.  pi.Hv's  of  oboice  Music  for  voip?  ftHrt 
I'lauo     I'lU-e  #H.  (Hi  iH-f  oopy,  i^ostiiUfJ  tveo- 

Sui-h  a  book  will  always  be  ft  useful  repjeatjau 
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THB    81JVOERS'    JOUIIMAL.. 


. '         Pretty  as  a  Picture.     . 

As  loug  b7  Maokin  h  Wilson. 

Oh !  my  Leart  is  gone,  and  I'm  forlaru, 

A  darling  face  has  won  me—  M  'j  } 

Such  a  lovely  girl,  with  teeth  of  pearl,      ■ '  >    • 

I  met  dowQ  by  the  brook  : 

She  is  the  prettiest,  and  the  wittkst. 

Her  smile  has  quite  uudone  me, 

I'm  her  ouly  beau,  she  told  me  so,  -  -^^    — 

When  first' my  ftrm  she  took  :    • 

She'b  as  pretty  as  ii  pieturo, 

And  her  voice  in  jtwt  the  c»f;e,  where  the 

littU  binls  are  Hinging, 

She's  the  sweetest,  and  the  iientewt. 

She's  M  prettv  n«  a  picture  aU  the  while. 

Chorus  :     6U  !  uiv  heart  is  gone,  niul  I'm  forlorn. 
Her  darlinpr  fnce  has  Won  me, 
Such  a  lovely  girl,  with  teeth  ofpoail, 
An  angel  without  wings— 

^Vl»en  'twas  time  to  go,  we  talked  bo  slow, 

The  rosen  scarce  could  hear  us  : 

Then  my  heart  in  sport,  'twas  cupid's  caught. 

Like  lishtis  near  the  shore. 

When  I  loved  her  so,  as  I  turned  to  go, 

She  foudlv  lin^'ered  near  me. 

And  she  dropited  her  head,  and  sweetly  said  : 

"  I  wish  you  au-revoir  !" 

She's  a.s  pretty  as  a  picture. 

And  my  huirt  is  a  golden  frame,  where  evtr 

you  may  find  her — 
She  is  ft  fairy  blithe  and  airy. 
She's  as  pretty  as  a  picture  all  the  while. 

Oh  !  my  heart,  Ac 


When  the  Stars  are  Shining,  BeMie. 

aoiio  ABD  CHOBUB.  By  Ghadey  liu^saiL 


i 


When  th«  stars  mt  shining,  BeSsii^ 
And  tbs  birds  hnve  gone  to  rest ' 
When  the  i)MrIy  devc-drops  tremb)» 

On  th«  lilieB'  snowy  brenst, 
Aild  tiie  npl^vrs,  aoftly  sighiug. 

Wall  sweet  iMrftunes  o'er  the  lei^ 
rR  be  wiiftiog  'ne»(h  the  willow, 
Waiting  there  to  welcome  thee. 
Chorus  :     lil  be  waiting,  Bessie,  waiting; 

Down  beneath  the  wilk>w-trM : 
...      When  the  starH  are  shining,  Beasie, 
I'll  be  waiting  there  for  thee. 

Oh  ?  the  days  ore  dreary,  Besme,     'i-     • 

And  the  hours  jjohh  slowly  by, 
While  I'm  waiting,  longing,  sighiug 

For  the  happy  bymnd-bye —  j 

When  I'll  hear  your  voice,  my  Befisie, 

While  the  stars  above  us  shine. 
Telling  me  in  sweetest  whispers 

Thou  art  constant,  I  am  thine — 


4 


-■■V-*  .. 


Choma. 


^  «•>  — 


Can't  Keep  Away. 


Irish  sooc  U)d  danc*.  writtan  and  pcrforiBsd  only 
by  JkmM  Welch.     Air:    I  coulda't  keep  awty. 


•••-^ 


I  Shall  Never  see 
the  Summer  Flowers  Again. 

Br  Bobert  McKay. 


See  how  fast  from  heaven,  mother, 

Foil  the  feathery  flakes  of  snow,        i 
Weaving,  white  and  pure,  a  mantle 

For  the  fruitful  earth  below  : 
Ere  they  melt,  I'll  leave  you,  mother, 

Leiivo  for  e'er  this  world  of  pain  : 
Something  tells  me  I  shall  never 
See  the  Summer  flowew  again — 
Chorus  :    Do  not  weep,  dear,  loving  mother  : 
Slid  am  I  to  cxuse  you  pain  : 
:     But  Romothiii»  tellH  me  I  shall  never 
• '  ■'     •    •"       See  the  Summer  flowera  again. 

How  I  loved  aloue  to  wander. 

In  the  happy  ilavs  long  flown. 
O'er  field  iiiid  moadcjw  tiir  to  guthftr 

Bright-hued  blossoms  freshly  blown- 
Soon  beside  the  rippling  river. 

Winding  onward  o'er  the  plain, 
The  buds  will  bnrst,  but  I  shall  never 


Gather  them  lor  you  ag»un. 


Chorus. 


Don't  Marry  Yonr  Mother-in-Law. 


Bj  A.  W.  Fiencb. 


Of  all  the  tronblewomo  ore»\fnfM    * 

That  cling  to  a  married  man's  life. 
There's  none  with  such  terrible  f(»ntnres 

As  the  ma  of  your  dear  little  wife  : 
Her  head  it  is  filled  with  snp;gestioas 

For  the  good  of  coimuliinl  blLsi^ : 
She'll  kill  you  outright  with  her  questions — 

So  take  my  advice  just  in  this  : 

Cnours. 

Don't  marry  your  mother-fn-law, 
^  Keep  out  of  the  reach  of  her  paw  : 
You  had  brtter  be  dead,  with  a  slab  at  your  head, 
Than  to  marry  your  mother-in-law. 

She'll  keep  you  all  d.iy  in  hot  water. 

And  worrv  you  almost  t."»  denth.         '       • '  ' 
Till  yon  wish  in  yonr  heart  that  her  daughter 

Aud  herself  had  never  dniwii  breath  : 
She  will  rnake  yonr  much-lK>pod  for  elysian 

A  dos-^rt  of  unending  strife  : 
So  keep  these  fnv  words  in  vonr  vision. 

When  yon  take  to  yourself  a  voting  wife  : 

Don't  many  jour  m.other-in-law,  &c 


*'  r 


.if). 


My  name  it  is  McCarty, 

I've  come  from  Erin's  Isle, 
The  place  that  is  so  hearty,  J'^. , 

Where  you'd  get  a  friendly  smile :  ^^[/: . 
But  I  was  forced  to  leave  her,  .-  v   '*  'V  "" 

Aud  the  cot  where  I  was  bon^  -;   *'  :■-'    ■Tl'^ 
To  wander  in  America,  '  ; 

And  known  aa  the  green  hom.    '        ' 
Choma  :    But  I  oau't  aud  I  shan't 

Keep  away  from  Eria't  Ida  ; 
For,  I  wonhhi't  and  I  ootddat, 
I'm  gomg  home  again. 
•V  {Repeal— Dcmm.) 

Old  Irehmd  you're  my  darling,      r  -  v    . 

Acoahla  machree,  *'  < 

And  I  hope  some  day  so  charming, 

like  America  yx)a  11  be  free,  ^ -i 

And  have  the  green  flag  flying        ."  >^     .  :- 

As  it  did  iu  days  that's  gone,      * 
And  some  one  for  to  role  na, 

Like  the  immortal  Waahington. 


Bat  I  can't,  Ac. 


(DoMtoff.) 


Plain,  Honest  Fred. 

Br  a.  B.  Htreeoit 


I'm  a  man  that  can  bve  in  a  plain,  homely  way, 

I'm  happy  as  happy  can  be  ; 
I  drees  as  I  like,  irrespective  of  style  : 

For,  the  fiishion  is  nothing  to  me.        -     .-- 
Though  my  clothes  may  be  homely,  and  not 

of  Inoadcloth, 

My  bilk  when  they're  due  I  can  pay : 

So  I  jog  along  gaily,  and  smile  on  the  world. 

Never  hoecling  what  others  may  say. 
Chorus  ;    Plain,  houeftt  Fred  :  yes,  that  ia  my  name : 
I  always  am  just  as  you  see  ; 
I  uever  was  proud,  oh  !  no,  not  I — 
For,  I  like  to  be  open  and  free. 

Tliere's  many  a  man  wiih  a  fine  suit  of  clothes — 

Who's  not  got  a  coin  in  his  purse — 
Who,  when  reckoned  up,  may  be  nothing  at  all 

But  a  trickster,  a  gambler,  or  worse — 
Though  I  don't  wear  a  watchguord,  or  trinkets,  or  rings, 

I've  a  heart  that  is  joyons  and  gay  ; 
So  I  jog  along  just  in  my  own  quiet  style. 

Never  heodiug  what  others  may  say.         Choros. 

Don't  think  I'm  tight-flsted,  or  selfish,  or  qmui. 

Because  I  so  plain  like  to  live  : 
111  a  case  where  tlio  pangs  of  grim  poverty's  felt, 

I  always  am  willing  to  give  : 
For,  I  thluk  those  who're  up  should  assist 

those  who're  down. 

And  wish  others  woatd  think  the  same  way. 
And  a  little  bit  leas  of  tbeni.s«lve6  and  their  gold. 

Aud  of  w-h.-it  the  world  of  them  may  say.      dhofija. 


ill..  ,.-•--■.: 

Waiting;  by  the  Kiver. 

^y  OkaHey  BoMell. 

lem  traWeg  t»4ii||^  by  tti  river. 

Where  tht  tturmviug  wilres  kiss  the  shoi\  || 
I  am  waiting,  «iy  darliug,  to  greet  you. 

Where  we  met  iq  ihe  sWeat  daj's  of  yore, 
llauj  long  ^emj  yaaiu  w«'aa  been  parted — 

On !  hoW;htt|>y  oar  mn<%)g  will  be ! 
Won't  yoa  haaMb,  my  loved  one?  I'm  wniting— 
■  Sweetlr  Biirtle  once  agahi  wpon  me. 
Chorus  :    I  am  waiting  to-night  by  the  river — 

Now  the  lliile  stars  twinkle  so  bright —  ' 
■  ^  Won't  yon  hasten,  my  dnrling,  to  meet  me  ? 
>      i,  4  :■-  *    By  the  river  I'm  waiting  to-night. 

I  am  vaitiiig  to-night  by  the  river,  f 

And  I  think  of  the  days  long  ago,  "" 

When  so  often  we  wandered  together 

Through  the  valo  where  the  wild-flowers  gltJ* 
We  would  wander  afar  down  the  valley. 

And  our  sweet  tales  of  love  we  wonld  tell. 
As  we  sat  'ueatb  the  shade  of  the  willow. 

By  the  stream  that  we  both  love  so  well. 

I  am  waiting  to-night,  Jtc. 

I  have  roamed  fur  away  o'er  the  oceau,       ■'^;  I  ' 
Far  away  from  the  ones  that  I  love  :  f  > 

But  wherever  I've  wandered,  my  dorlinp',         | 
I've  been  true  as  the  bright  stars  above —    ■ 
Won't  vou  hasteu  to  welcome  me,  Jarhug? 
By  thy  side  I  am  longing  to  be  :  ; .  j    ' 

'■   Where  so  often  we've  met  iu  the  twilight,       ' 
All  alone  I  am  waiting  for  thee. 

I  am  waitiiig  to-night,  &c. 


■t 


■    Leaf  of  Bose. 

A  Psrslao  Love  Soag-By  Lteat  B.  B.  Eallogg. 


u 


Come,  darling,  to  ray  house  this  sight : 

Stay,  my  love,  all  day  to-morrow  : 
For,  thou  art  my  soul's  deUght, 

Thou  canst  solace  all  my  sorrow. 
Like  a  peacock  ia  thy  neatness,  '     - 

Beauties  all  thy  features  cover  ;'•'•'• 
With  the  Arab-courser's  fleetnesa,  '.:.   '  ■>: 
Come  unto  thy  longing  lover.      '    '     ■ 
Chora*  :    Then,  wait  not,  darling,  till  to-morrow — 
Come,  my  own  love,  come  to-night : 
Dearest,  drive  away  my  sorrow  : 
For,  thou  art  my  heart's  deUght. 

■■  '  v'  - 

Thou  art  comely,  beauteous  ever. 

Thy  black  looks  are  moist  with  dews — 
Naught  from  thee  my  love  cau  sever — 

Oans't  thou,  then,  thy  love  refbse  ? 
Almost  frantic  irom  those  glances 

Sparkling  from  thine  eyes  ot  blue. 
•■  Leaf  of  Rose,"  thy  breath  entzancea— 

I  am  mad  with  low  for  you  I 

Then,  wait  not,  darling,  to. 


V 


!»'   ^ 


Jost  From  Ireland. 

Writtan  by  John  Fitldlng. 


Arrah  !  why  do  yees  look  at  us  so  ? 

I  s*p)ose  it's  because  we  look  green : 
We  have  but  jtist  landed,  you  Imow, 

So  yeea  ought  not  to  trate  us  so 
We  left  ould  Ireland  last  month,  ■ '  •  1 

On,the  steamer  the  City  of  Cork,  [ 

And  we  came  here  all  in  a  jump. 

To  see  the  United  States  of  New  YoriL 
Chorus  :    Just  from  Ireland, 
Joat  from  Ireland, 
J  ./     Yes  we  are,  yes  we  ore  : 

We  landed  here  an  hour  or  two  ago, 
^      * ;   All  the  way  from  the  onld  Irish  sod. 

(Repeat  Chorus.) 

^«— Our  faihers  and  mothers  came,  too| 

He — And  so  did  me  big  brother  Jim,    •  A 
She — Me  aunt  and  me  grandmothers,  too. 

He— And  me  thirtv-third  Baa-in,  Tom  Finn. 
She— Tbet«  was  Dan  KeJlv,  Tim  Weh*  a»d  P&t  Doyl 

He— Mike  O'Brien,  Biddy  Doe,  and  Peter  Tip, 
8ho — And  alx)tit  forty  njore,  the  names  I  forgot  ; 

He — All  relations,  eame  on  the  same  ship. 

f nat  tfcn^  I|!«]and.  ixi. 


.1 


m 


ifli 


the:    SlIfOERS*    JOITRIVAI.. 


Shells  of  Ovitwrt. 

PABODT  ON  BHELLfl  OT  THT  OCXiX>     ' 

One  snmmer's  eve,  'twM  in  Bn»d«igr« 

I  peusive  stood,  and  scratched  my  be*d  : 
I  wifibed  thht  I  a  friend  oould  meet—         . 

For,  I  had  not  a  aingle  red.  * 

The  faucy  belles  tripped  out  so  dy, 

Tin>ed  me  the  wiuk  aa  they  paeeed  by  : 
I  wished  that  I  a  friend  could  meet—  • 

For,  1  was  very,  very  dry.  {BtpeaL),  J 

In  Oyster  bay  I  took  my  stand,      ^-     _  -;      ; 

\Yhere  oyuters  fresh  around  me  lay  :}    ^  ; 
The  kndlord  opened  them  in  his  hand,      - 

The  shells  threw  one  by  one  away  ; 
I  nte  two  plates,  but  cotdd  not  pay—  ;• :  ^ 

Which  set  the  landlord  nearly  wild  :       v  ^ 
For  the  police  he  sent  straightway, 

Tbev  marched  me  o£f  joat  like  a  child. 


,~»^t-t 


If  Heaven  iU  Blesiings  to  Augment.  / 


If  heaven,  its  blessings  to  augment,    _^| 

GiU  Fanuy  to  the  skies—  , 

Hence  from  the  earth  flies  all  content, 

The  moment  that  she  dies  :  ,      . 

For,  iu  this  earth  there  is  no  fair 

Gin  give  such  joy  to  me ! 
How  great  must  then  be  my  despair, 

Mv  Fiiuuv,  if  thou  die?  ' 


Bnt  now  pi^le  sickness  leaves  her  fiM», 

Aud  now  my  charmer  smiles  ;  .1 

Nfcw  beanty  heightens  every  grace,         ;    ;  .^ 

Aud  iill  my  feiu-  begniles  :  ^  '  2L1         ■» 

The  bounteous  jwwers  have  heard  the  pstiftXA  f 

I  diiilv  mane  for  tl.ee  ; 
Like  tUem  be  kind,  aud  ease  my  cwjea,  , 

Else  I  myself  must  die —  ;  ,  f     : 


Chinese  Song. 

Sacs  liy  JoUu  TliOiBptoB. 


From  flot-gow-fo^^T  me  come  makes  walkee, 

Bif,'  piecee  ship,  pieces  bamboo, 
Mcliftiu  a-man  me  likee  makee  talkee, 
Wellee  good  a  sing  song  fiddle  play,  too. 
Hi-j  a-ha-chiu-chin-chin, 
Chow^bow  wellee  good  me  likee  him. 
Make  plenty  sing  song  sabee  bye-and-bye, 
Cbiuaman  no  wellee  goodee  laugh  hi-yl. 

All  a  same  a  you'll  fuce  once  wipee,    "^   ..;  ^    .  , 

Long  pigntiilee  baugee  down  btick,    ^^ 
Melican  a-man  makee  much  a  fightee  - .    ■•  i  ^ 
Pullee  tail  bard  and  a  make  a  face  black. 
Hi-ya-ha-ebiu-cJa  ix»-chiu. 
Chow-chow  wellee  goodee  me  bkee  him. 
Make  plenty  sing  song  sabee  bye-and-bye, 
ChiuauaHU  no  wellee  goodee  laugh  hi-yi. 


^<«> 


When  Delia  on  the  Plain  Appears. 

When  Delia  on  the  jilaiu  appears — 
Awed  by  a  thousand  tender  feaw, 
I  would  apprmcb,  but  dare  not  move  : 
Tell  me,  my  heait,  if  this  be  love?     —  j 

Whene'er  she  speaks,  my  ravished  ear 
No  other  voice  out  hers  can  bear, 
No  othw  wit  but  hers  approve  :  -  :^ 

Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love? 

If  she  some  other  swain  commend. 
Though  I  was  ouce  his  fondest  friend. 
His  instant  enemy  I  prove  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 

When  she  is  absent,  I  no  more 
Delight  in  all  that  pleaned  beCore, 
The  clearest  spring  or  shady  prove  : 
Tell  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love? 

WTien  armed  with  insolent  disdain,      '' .  ■ 
She  seeme<l  to  triumph  in  my  pain  : 
I  strove  to  hate  but  vainly  strove —     v       •  . 
Tel!  me,  my  heart,  if  this  be  love  ? 


That's  What  I  Like  to  See. 

Br  Wtil  H.  Ooz. 


I  like  to  meet  with  an  honest  man —  ^t; 
That  yon  don't  see  every  day —  .;/  ; 

One  of  the  kind  that  yon  seldom  find, 
No  matter  where  you  stray. 

Thongh  rich  or  poor,  he  is  just  the  same. 
As  true  as  a  man  can  be  ; 

A  man  who  will  help  a  friend  that's  down- 
Yes,  that's  what  I  like  to  see. 

Chobus. 
A  man  who  will  help  a  friend  that's  down,  -' 

Is  one  of  the  kind  for  me  : 
Who  takes  bis  stand  aud  shows  his  haad— ; 

Oh  !  that's  what  I  like  to  see !  . ,  ■  ■' 


A-': 


When  you  can  find  me  a  man  like  that,     ,:^  \ ;  "  . 

In  all  this  world  ol  scamps,  "  •  , 

ril  take  his  hand,  and  tell  you  true      i  ; '.:,/.": 

He's  worth  his  weight  in  stamps —  ,:'/V: 

One- who  will  go  to  the  poor  man's  door,    ;    \ '" 

With  a  heart  that's  glad  and  free. 
And  give  him  a  share  from  Bis  own  small  store — 

Ah  !  that's  what  I  like  to  see.  Chorus. 

But  with  all  its  gilded  spires  and  domes,  *» 

This  world  is  but  a  ball. 
That  rolls  along  in  a  selfish  way,      •-       ^    %r-  ?><T 

Tb  crush  the  ones  that  falL  ^/"^    , 

Yet  now  and  then  j-ou*ll  find  a  man     ; ''.    '         '- 

Who  is  just  the  style  for  me  ;  .  •    -(>.;-*: 

One  who  will  always  lend  a  hand,.      -  »• 
.    And  that's  what  I  like  to  see.  Chorus. 


-I-.- , 


Sparkling  Lager.: 


I  love  the  sparkling,  sparkling  lager,  '•  ?'^,?  v  jj^; 

It  frees  tbe  heart  from  pain,  ,     ,'_i!   «; 

As  trials  come  mxju  us  daily,  ,   . .,  :    * 

It  makes  our  sorrows  vain  ; 
As  friends  we  pass,  we  take  oar  glas^' .'< -''^, .. .' -v^ivT 

Wtaate'er  our  troubles  be  :  | 

At  foes  I'll  laugh,  it's  foam  I'll  quafi^   . ,  .  - 

Oh  1  sparkling  lager  yet  for  me.  '   '    -       : 

Chorus  :    I  love  the  eparkling,  sparkling  lager. 

It  frees  the  heart  from  i)ain,     ,^^  _ -^ 

-».  >•»     As  trials  come  upon  us  daily,       ''   .  ^ 
It  makee  oor  sorrows  vain.       ^  St^  .  .'i 


I  love  the  sparkling,  sparkling  lager, 

When  love  is  iu  its  deart;h,  -  v' 

When  woman  proves  to  as  her  frailty^* 

Or  when  she  proves  her  worth.     .   ■ 
At  night  or  mom,  at  early  dawn,        "\ 

When  trammeled  or  when  free, 
To  me  it's  health,  to  me  it's  wealth  : 

Oh !  sparkling  lager  still  for  me — 


Choi.Tis. 

«*•■■!' — - — •     :-j-?.;;-' 
My  Goddess  Lydia,  Hearenly  Fair.  > 

My  goddess  Lydia,  heavenly  fiaiiv  r  W  f  >  .' i-^j  . 
As  lilies  sweet,  as  soft  an  air. 
Let  loose  thy  tresses,  spread  thy  charms,  %:'):'/■ 
And  to  my  love  give  fresh  alarms.  ?. 

Oh  !  let  me  gaze  on  these  bright  eyes; 
Though  sacred  lightning  from  them  flies  ; 
Show  mo  that  soft,  that  modest  grace. 
Which  paiuts  with  charming  red  thy  ftice— 

Give  me  ambrosia  in  a  kiss,         ;_, ;  _:■■'.:,,  yjt-"'- 
That  I  may  rivalJove  in  bliss:  .!i      <  • 

That  I  may  mix  my  soul  with  thine^  'J; 
And  make  the  pleasure  all  divine.        '■;' ^  >    . 

Oh  !  hide  thy  bosom's  killing  white,  ;  !  ;^    > 
(The  milky- way  is  not  so  bright, )  ■  \ 

Lest  you  my  ravished  soul  oppress       \    ';  ;  ' 
With  beauty's  pomp  and  sweet  excesB^r.      c 

•Why  draw'st  thon  from  the  purple  flood     '  • . 
Of  my  kind  heart  the  vital  blood  ?  < ; 

Thou  art  all  over  endless  charms. 
Oh  !  take  me  dying  to  thy  arms, 

BOCHESTKR. 
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:e7  Dorey  Sam. 


Compoaed  and  Bnns  by  John  Fmbj. 
air :     Some  80  jttt  Hl<K 


;  Good  evening  to  yon,  white  folks, 
:'  ' '       My  name  i«  Saesey  Sam  ; 
,-.    I'm  a  honkfl[y  dopey  uiger, 
V        I  came  from  Alabam 
■    I  took  my  It^vve  some  years  ago^  v» . 

And  away  from  home  I  ran. 
And  they  nev»r  yet  did  got  a  holt 
Of  H<Hik^  Dorey  Sam. 

■  ;■■  ■  "When  I  came  to  Peuwy  Ivaoin,  ■ . 

Oh !  tiie  giris  all  at  me  ran  ; 
You'd  Kwnro  tSia'd  never  anuff  of 

Hunkey  Don;}'  S«im.  .J.  * 

,    But  now  I'm  Carried  and  settled  down,' 
As  happy  iop  a  clam  : 
■Tbo  girls  a«  more  gctu  cmscy 
-,     After  Henkey  Dorey  Sam. 

—  i»i  ^         ■     I  ■ 

Whar  you  Gwine  ?  Whar  yon  'Speot  f 

Ortf;ln«l  Qukiiette  >>;  K«d  Barrigka. 

M).'.  Horsehollf  did  yon  aay 

Dat  you  wa«  gwine  away? 

G^ne  a\\ay  to  have  a  time  in  Hallelnyah. 
rirst  Voice:        Broddera,  whar  you  gwine ? 
Second  Voice:     ^Tha^  who  gwine  ? 
TliJrd  Vmce:      Whar  3'ou  gwiue  ? 
FxirihlVux:     Vfhar  you 'spect  ? 
AU ;  'Sx>ect  you'fcgwiii^  to  have  a  time  in  Hallelnyah. 


eiiasi 


,.     Mr.  Biddeiitls  ffld  yon  say 
■   Dat  j'ou  was  gwine  uway  ? 
Gwine  away  jo  tarty  dar  in  Hallelayah. 
First  Voice :        Breddern,  wbar  yon  gwine  ? 
Second  Voice :     ^Vhar  who  gwine  ? 
U  hint  Voice :      Whar  you  gwjnc  ? 
Fourth  Fotce;     \Vbar  yi,u  spect? 
AH:  'Spect  you^  gwine  to  have  a  time  in  Hallainyah. 


Air 


Irel^d>  Gramachree. 

Or^qiacbreo  Hacmtke«n  Lawn. 


•f.Ji 


There's  an  Isle  beyant  the  Sea,    ' 

Where  Irishmen  EJhonld  be. 

To  guard  both  night  and  day  tenderly — 

But  absent  from  their  home, 

To  other  laiide  they  roam, 

From  Ireland  Gramachree,  Gromachreo, 

Ah  !  poor  unhaj^'  laud. 

Thy  best  sous  hear  the  brand 

Of  Prison  Exile— and,  alas  ?  for  thee — 

Sbll  round  out  hearts  entwined. 

And  in  its  core  fenshrined. 

Is  Ireland  Grapiacbree,  Gramachree. 

Onr  Island  is  thfe  faireht. 

Our  IsLiud  is  Ibo  denii«t—  '    - 

ITuhiippy  are  tlik'  children  o'er  the  Sea— -^  ' 

But  a  fluy  will  dome  -I  pKiy,  >• 

When  nil  vlio-^nreaway  - 

Shall  see  Iitlai>«  Gramachteo,  Gramachree. 


Why  is  "  naming  the  day  **  like  a  naval  battle  ? 
BeMRUe  it's  a  marrytime  engagement 


At  Setting  ^ay  and  Rising  STorn. 

At  Kcttinc;  day  and  rising  mom — 

With  soul  tliat  still  shall  love  thco,  T. 
I'll  ask  of  heaven  thy  safe  return. 

With  all  tbut  can  improve  tbcc  ;  ■ 

ni  visit  oft  tbe  birken  bush, 

W'here  fii-st  thou  kindly  told'st  mo  ■ 
Bweet  tales  of  love,  and  hid  my  blnsh,.-'' 

Whilst  rottdd  thou  didst  enfold  me.   ^ 

:  To  all  onr  haunts  T  ■will  repair, 

By  greenwopd-sbaw  or  fountain  ; 
Or  where  the  $nmmtr-day  Fd  share 

With  th(o  Tlpon  yon  mountain.  .  •' ' 

There  will  I  tell  the  trees  and  flowerK, 

From  tboufijhts  unfeigned  and  tender, 
By  vows  you'rt  mine,  by  love  is  yours 

A  heart  that  cannot  wander. 


^ 
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Don't  aik  Me  to  Oive  np  FloV 

'Written  tnd  Compoaed  by  Artbvr  Lloyd. 


I  loTS  »  dtrUng  p'rl  e*ll«4  FIo»—    .' 

Such  a  chinuing  girl  it  Flo' : 
I  li»Te  asked  ber  baud  In  marrlags. 

But  ber  pa  and  tna  aajr  :  ■   No  !  ;  ;  , 

You  can  neTer  wed  our  dangbter.  .  ' 

Give  her  up"- bot  I  say  :    "No!     .      . 
Aek  anylhlott  in  this  Wide  world.  . 

But  don't  ask  me  to  give  np  Flo*.  " 
CHORCS. 
Ask  tbe  Utile  sparrows  not  to  chlrrap  : 
Ask  tbe  tide  to  cease  to  ebb  ead  flow  : 
AbI<  the  little  lambs  and  sheepies  not  to  blMty< 
But  ilon't  ask  nie  to  give  up  Flo'. 

Ask  tbe  two-beaded  girl  to  separata. 

Or  tbe  Cbristys  to  make  a  novel  Jok«  : 
Aak  the  Serenth  Avenue  Coiup'ny, 

On  their  Hue  to  let  you  smoke  : 
Ask  police  to  come  when  wanted, 
Or,  wb«Q  ckugbt.  to  let  you  go  : 
Ask  tlie  L  iwyers  to  finish  the  XichlionM  ei 
But  dou't  ask  me  to  give  np  Flo'. 
CUORCa. 
Aak  little  ehiekena  not  to  cackle  ! 

Aik  littla  cockles  not  to  crow  : 
Ask  little  plggy-wigRiea  not  to  grnnty-pnnty — 
Bat  don't  Mk  me  to  give  up  Flo*. 

Ask  milkmen  not  to  deal  with  "  Slmpaon.  " 

Or  cabmen  tn  charge  tbe  proper  fare  : 
Ana  poTernment  to  leave  ns  Epping  Foreat, 

And  to  rob  us  of  It  If  tber  dai«  : 
Ask  me  if  I'll  li*e  iu  Sboredltch, 

Or  np  In  a  balloon  will  go  : 
Ask  me  to  jump  off  London  Brldga—  ' 

Bat  don't  ask  me  to  give  np  Flo'.      >    * 

CHORUS. 

Ask  little  fishes  not  to  swim,  pleaae  : 

Aak  treea  and  flowers  not  to  grow  : 
Ask  little  birdie-wirlies  not  to  aingU-plOglS 

Bat  don't  aak  me  to  give  np  Flo*. 

Ask  Blamark  and  the  plona  Billy 

To  give  up  Alsace  and  Lorraine  :    . 
Oive  a  nanghty  child  a  thrashing,      ^ 

And  ask  it  not  to  cry  with  pain  : 
Tour  Ineoma  tax  tf  yon  gmdge  payings 

Ask  It  back  from  Mr.  Lowe  : 
Ask  me  what  I'll  hare  to  drink— 
.      Bat  dou't  uk  ma  to  give  np  Fit/.    !\ 
cuosus.  .  -"■ 

Alk'oyitera  not  to  bloom  la  winter  :         ^'*" 
..  thk  oraugea  oo  apple  treea  to  grow  : 
Mk  liitla  dOKftte-woggies  not  to  berkl*-warkl*— 

fSat  don't  ask  i&«  to  give  up  Flo'. 

Ask  Bee  Wright  to  yonr  ho«M  on  Btinday, 

Give  bim  wster-creaa  to  tea  : 
Ask  Mr.    ■  ■     •■.  on  any  evening.  j 

Tu  admit  you  ail  in  free:  * 

Ask  the  great  Sir  Roger  Tlcbboma  i 

Not  ao  very  atottt  to  grow  : 
Aak  lue  if  I'll  aiug  again—  '      .  - '  , 

But  don  t  aak  me  to  give  np  Flo'. 

CHORUS. 
Ask  water  not  to  freeze  in  winter. 

Kt'i  rosea  if  they'll  bloom  in  snow  : 
A>k  anythiui<  you  like,  no  matter  how  ImpOMlbla— 
But  dou't  ask  lue  to  give  up  Fie'. 

^  i»i  ^1    


I 


f 


Tbere'i  not  a  look,  a  word  of  thine. 

There's  not  a  look,  *  word  of  thine 

My  soul  hatli  e'er  forj^ot  : 
1  hou  ne'er  kast  bid  a  ringlet  fhine,    -.i  - 
I^'or  giv  n  thy  locks  one  graeeful  twine,  - 

Which  I  remenilMir  not. 

There  never  yet  a  nnirmur  fell    Vj-  '  .  * ';' 

From  that  beguiling  t<4ngn«, 
IrS'hich  did  not  with  a  lingering  spell 
Upon  my  charmed  senses  dwell,         , 

Like  something  heaven  had  sang.         . 

Ah  !  that  I  could  at  once  forget 

All.  all  that  haunts  me  so— 
And  yet,  thou   witching  girl,  and  jet 
To  die  were  sweeter  titan  to  let 

The  loved  remembrance  go.       ''  ■        ' 

No,  if  this  slighted  lienrt  must  see 

Its  faithful  pulse  decay,  .1-     ' 

Oh  !  let  it  die  remembering  thee, 
And  like  the  burnt  Aroma  be  .  ' 

Consumed  in  sweets  away—         •  ^  /■•     ■ 


►<#»- 


Squeeze  Me,  Joe. 

Written  and  Composed  by  John  Bead. 


Silver  Plated  Men.    . 

Written  by  Bobby  Newcomb-Snng  by  Oas  WinUiMk 

J-.i^  Music  can  be  obUined  at  tbe  Unalc-Store  of 

Wm.  Hall  *  Son,  751  Broadway,  New-Ycrk— Price  34  Cants. 


In  life  we  find  some  fnnny  folks. 

Whose  ways  are  very  stranxe  : 
Bi)t  ■«  yon  Journey  throngb  th«wldt. 

Of  course,  ne  like  a  changai 
People  of  true  metal  are  .    ' 

A  Boarclty,  Imt  tben 
'VTe  know  tbeir  value  when  we  deal 

W'ub  Silver  plated  uieu. 
CH0RC3. 
Then  alwsya  be  stralcbt-forward,  boya^ 

Lft  your  motto  read — 
llouienib^r  when  you  want  a  friend, 

A  friend's  a  friend  iodef^d  : 
Act  on  tlie  sqiiare  to  every  ore. 

They'll  all  speak  of  yon  tbca 
A"  not  bclonuinK  to  tbe  claia 

Culled  Silvor  plated  ueu. 


C  ASUB] 


Wli'-n  drv  n  by  adversity. 

Anil  fuiniie  leaves  your  side, 
1'ia  ib.-n  >on  need  a  lielpiug  band 

'I'iie  troubled  sea  to  ride,  ■  '  "     ■■ 

1'>;i  lio  >n  lind  out  tbe  sunshine  friends^ 

Foi-.  what's  }  our  cares  to  them  ?— 
Tbey  promise  mneh  and  nothlog  do  : 

The y'le  Silver  pUted  luen. 

Then  always  ba,  &e. 

A  man's  Ilka  gold  or  silver,  and  .   -. 

■Tho  « ay  to  try  him  •  est  '•    •-•  • 

Is  j  i'I;.o  not  by  nppi'araiicca, 

1  r.l  put  hill  to  tlio  Imt—  .'        .    . 

VoM'Il  soru  find  oat  what  ha  Is  worth,     ■.■..!■ 
You'll  know  bim  aurely  then  :  :•;•.■   ;.    '. . 

If  l.o's  true  ujetul   he  is  worth    '  "  ' 

A  hundred  plated  men. 

Than  always  ba,  lia. 


:■■.■■:  ;.r T 

In  Lineolnshtra,  tbera  once  did  dwell  '■• 

a  charming  littla  widow, 
Whom  I  naed  to  meet  and  aometimes 

treat  to  a  walk  acroaa  the  meadow  , 
I  knew  that  ahe  was  fond  of  ma.  tbo'  she  never  toi4  me  so  — 
But  when  I  pressed  bar  to  my  brasat. 

she  said  :  "  Oh  .'  eqneese  ma,  Joo.  " 
CHORCS. 
*'  Oh  !  squeeze  me,  Toe,  (7h  !  eqneezo  me,  Joe  : 

It  makea  me  feel  so  }ally.  you  kuow  : 
Ob  '  squeeze  ine.  Joe,  Oh  '  sqaaasa  ma,  Joa, 
^  '      Aud  if  you  love  me,  tell  me  so.  " 

Bfce  kept  a  pretty  littla  farm,  and  beraaa  ahe  had  three  : 
So  I  aaid  :  ■'  My  dear,  there'll  ba  no  barm 

to  take  a  rld«  with  me  " 
She  did  and  slipped  from  off  the  horse, 

bat  I  raagbt  bar,  yon  mnst  know. 
Then  placed  my  arm  aronnd  her  waist. 

when  the  cried :  "  Doa'l  sqtiaea^  aa.  Joe.  " 

Choraa. 

I  popped  the  qnestioa  thara  and  than,  I  dM  opqn  lay  life, 
And  aakad  ttaiaaharmlog  widow, 

would  aba  really  be  my  wife  ? 
She  gave  a  slgb,  then  said  :  "  Oh,  my  : 

I  really  can't  say,  no  ' 
I'll  ba  your  wlte  and  ioj  ttaseagh  Ufa. 

if  yon'U  only  squeeze  me,  Joe.  " 
-  Choraa. 

I  married  then  the  widow  and  am  happy  aa  oan  ba  -. 
For,  the  little  turn,  aad  all  Ita  obarma, 

of  conrsa.  bslongs  to  me  : 
And  when  I  say  I'm  going  away  to  town  fbr  a  day  or  so, 
1  can't  do  less  tban  give  bar  a  kiaa 

then  aha'll  aay  :    '  Ob  !  aqnaesa  ma  Joe.  " 

Cboras. 


<  i 
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Friend  and  Furtuiie  Inve  Departed 


By  Charlie  Marvlllsw 


•/■■. 


Friend  and  fortune  have  departed,      '"'''■■:  '' 

Years  of  toil  are  spent  ih  rain  :  ,      ' 

Sad  and  almost  bioKen-hearted,  "  ■ 

Who  can  bring  me  joy  again  ? 
Riches,  like  the  daw  of  morning, 

i>rightly  in  my  pathway  lay  : 
But  when  briglitest  hopes  were  dawning, 

bwiftly  fled  tliose  joys  away — 

Toiling  hard,  and  wan  and  weary. 

In  the  heat  and  in  the  cold. 
Far  from  home,  and  lone  and  dreary. 

For  the  dear  ones  of  the  fold. 
That  when  life  and  strength  are  waning. 

And  when  fortune  biiiilea   nu  more, 
We  a  happy  home  maintaining, 

May  hive  plenty  in  our  store.  "  *  '      '     ,  • 

It  is  hard  in  life's  doclining  .> 

Thus  to  be  of  all  btrefl, 
While  in  poverty  are  pining  ('••.. 

All  the  cherished  objects  left  ; 
And  wliat  anguish  to  be  thinking  »    : 

How  my  darling  ones  may  fitre 
From  the  ouKl  world,  kh<1I3'  uliunnintj. 

When  I  ceaso  to  hftvc  lUcir  care —    • 


Of  evil  grain  do  good  seed  can  oome. 


:  :,  The  Plough-Boy. 

:'-,.■    Buni  by  Totiy  Pasttir. 

,  ;;■.;    'M't  ■'-     ■ 

1  wonder  what  he's  thinking 

Id  the  ploof^hing  field  all  day  :     V.  •'. 
He  watches  Ihe  heads  of  his  oxen,    :  :    ••  - 

And  never  looks  this  Way. 

And  the  furrows  grow  longer  and  longer 

Ai«9ad  tba  base  of  the  hill. 
And  the  vallay  is  bright  with  the  sunset, 

Yat  he  ploughs  ana  whistles  still. 

i  am  tired  of  counting  the  ridgeS)    ^ 
Where  the  oxen  come  and  go,         '  ': 

And  of  thinking  of  all  the  blossoms        :'. ' 
That  arc  trampled  here  below. 

1  wonder  if  he  ever  guesses. 

Under  that  ragged  brim. 
That  I'm  porting  bsok  from  the  oaseroent 

Tbe  rosea  to  look  at  him  ?    •:  ..'•      s   ,  ' 

The  spire  of  the  church  and  the  windowa 

Are  all  aflamrfn  th^smr: 
Ha  has  left  the  plough  in  Hie  furrow. 

His  sunmier-UHy's  work  is  done. 

The  buttercups  in  the  pasture  '■''•-    '  "    ■ 

Twinkle  and  gleam  like  start- 
He  has  ratherena  fmglUnt  handful, 

A'leanlng  o'er  the  bars.  ^  ;I 

He  has  lifted  his  ragged  hat  brim. 

And  is  looking  up  this  way — 
Oh  !  where  is  my  sun-bonnet,  mother  t 

He  was  thinking  of  me,  all  day. 

And  I'm  going  down  to  the  toeadoW  ; 

t'oir,  I  know  he  is  waiting  there. 
To  wreathe  the  sunshiny  blossoms  : 

La  tbe  ourls  of  my  yellow  hair.    '         4 

And  1  hear  him  humming  softly  ;  i  -I 

A  sweet  and  simple  lay,  -,.,■'•: 

That  we  often  have  sung  together,      ,; , " 
Wliile  be  turns  the  oxaa-Away. 


Loye  ii  the  Tbeme  of  tbo  MinstreL 


IMe  !s  ttie  tbeme. 
I   Love  is  tbe  tbeme  of  lite  minstrel,  all  over  the  rartb. 

Love  la  tbe  theme. 
,   Love  ia  the  tbaana  of  tba  lulnstrel  sll  over  tbe  esrth  : 
j        List  to  tbe  1lght>Tie«rled  Chanron  of  France. 
Trsce  the  hurtheu  of  OermDn  r>nianee. 
Hear  tha  Oaita>  lit  tbe  sweet  orange  grove, 

of  «  bat  aiugs  the  Spaniard  ? 
Oh  '  is  it  not  love  ?  yes.  yes. 
cnoRcs. 
Love  la  tha  theme. 
Love  la  the  tbeme  c(  the  minttrel.  all  over  the  earth, 

Love  fs  tba  fhei^e. 
Love  Is  the  tbeme  at  tbe  aaiustrel,  all  over  the  earth. 

lA>ve  la  Ihe  (heme. 
Love  ia  the  tbeme  of  the  mloatral,  all  over  tha  esrth  : 
I  JUrva  ia  ihtf  theme 

Liatta  tba  SMMl  in  tbe  camp  of  the  Brave,  "v':''"''^.         \' 

Hear  tha  Sailor  the  sport  of  the  wave. 
In  court  or  to  ceaiagw,  where  aver  yoa  r«*a. 

of  what  sings  the  miostrel  T 
Oh  !  Is  it  not  love  T  yes,  yrs.  Chorus. 


f  Dashing  Yonng  Gent. 

'1   'long  by  Tony  Pastor.'  :-■ ' 


As  I,  throagb  tha  Park,  on  a  briirht  anrnmer's  day. 

Was  lelanraly  walking  to  bear  tbe  band  plav, 

My  thoiighti  for  awhile  were  tutneJ  fioni  tbo  acene. 

As  1  pas<«ed  the  rsmble  near  by  the  green  .- 

And  ou  looking  aronnd.  wby  who  should  I  sea 

But  a  dashing  young  gent,  who  was  •  Inking  at  ma  T 

Oh  '  he  looked  so  sweet  and  l:e  dreaaejl  so  gay.       ,»    j. 

\Vltb  bia  pretty  I. lark  moustache  rurletl  thia  way.    ''     ' 

And  his  jet  black  eyes-ob  :  they  ionked  so  tirlgbt— 

And  bis  ff-atures  too  were  a  luoat  lovely  sight  : 

So  I  bad  to  look  arounri  ouce  moro  lo  aee. 

When  that  dashing  youog  geut  gave  a  sweat  smile  at  ma. 

And  if  I  wss  an  old  maid.  I  do  deelarak 

Tbe  eight  of  that  yonug  gent  would 'katfa  made  me  stare 

But  the  fun  of  it  Ja   I  am  not— mnch  lers 

And  what  ia  mora.  I  love  it,  I  moat  confefs  : 

Ob.  dear  !  be  smtlee  I  will  faint  :  Ah  '  no   iMt  me— 

For  that  dashing  jowjig  geut  U  in  ital  lovo  with  me. 

■^^-••'-^^ 

llovr  will  poatertty  mnk   Orneral  Grant  beside 
Ilia  pre<lece8«ora  ? — As  tJie  mo.-t  fliiTKj)  of  them 

nlL  -' 


^^ 
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Will  you  love  me  when  rm  old!  :     . 

1     .  fir  Bdwin  Sadler.     .,,,...;,,.'> 

Will  yon  love  me  when  I'm  old?  ■:>/.•    1 ;.; 

When  eftch  golden  thren  is  gr»y?      ■-'■\ 
Will  yonr  arms  oronnd  me  fold    v  :  ■; 

Just  the  sniue,  dear,  as  to-day  ?"■ '      :.  5  a  •    .  ,'■  ? 
Win  yon  smooth  my  wrinkled  brow?  »  ./;       j.  ■ 

Shall  t  be  AS  yoang  to  yo«?  .•.-...' 

Will  you  love  me  then  as  now?     :;^^;.,  •  ' ...       v!. ; 

Tell  me,  darhng,  tell  me  tm«. 
'  ''  Cboma  :    Will  yoa  love  me  when  I'm  old? 
When  each  golden  tren  is  giaj? 
'1  When  life's  story's  nearly  told — 

Will  yotl  lotfl  ma  as  to-day  ? 

Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  old  ? 

When  my  cheeks  have  lost  their  bloom?  .    ; ;    ' 
Will  thre  lova  of  years  grow  cold  ?  J     . .; 

Will  my  hopes  thus  fade  so  soon?    ;  '  ,'.  ! 
Will  you  say:  "  I  love  thee  yet. 

Dearer,  deeper,  than  before?"  ■     :  :    . 

Or  will  the  heart  that's  loved  forget. 

And  these  sweet  days  be  no  more? 

Will  you  love  me  when  Tm  old?  Ac. 

WiUyoa  love  me  when  Fm  old  ? 

Wnen  my  eyes  are  growing  dim  ? 
When  the  belfa  above  are  tolled,  r  s  \  .^ 

Bidding  me  to  oome  to  Him  ?  y  \    /  . 

Oh  !  take  me  nearer  to  year  heart,  ,- '  ■ 

Clasp  me  tighter  in  thy  hold !  ;  ">        ;,   '^ 

Naught  on  earth  onr  lives  can  part — 

Yes,  you'll  love  me  when  Fm  old.  •    ~ 

Cn^omB  :    Yes,  youll  love  me  whoi  Fm  old : 

'    f  Naught  on  earth  our  lives  can  part: 

'  Love  fike  thine  can  ne'er  grow  cold, 

But  nestle  deeper  in  your  heart 


■V' 


Roses  underneath  the  Snow. 

Word!  by  Oea  Ooop«r  Katie  hy  H.  P, 

Muile  to  be  lia4  of  Lonie  Bersh   Ifi  E.  14th  tliMt. 
Prtoe  S  oeiita. 


Sumner  groves  may  lose  their  ^adMSfl, 

Wint'ry  winds  may  wander  by  : 
Cares  may  come  and  weary  sadneae-i!*.  . 

Must  we  then  forever  sigh? 
Brave  the  storm  with  inn  endeavor,  <■,..•-..; 
Let  your  vain  repinings  go  !  ''''^'.:^:  .;';•. 

Hopeful  hearts  will  find  forever —  \.  ■';•,; 

Boaes  underneath  the  snow  ! 
Chorus  :    Brave  the  stoim  with  firm  endeATor, 
Let  your  vain  repininga  go  I 
Hopeful  hearts  will  find  forerer— 
Boses  underneath  the  1 


fi^A 


Pat  Xalony'i  Family. 


Written  and  nag  br  Bd.  Hanli 

"  Who  owak  the 
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Over  the  Hill  to  the  Poor>Honse. 

Word!  by  Oe«  L.  Cetlla.       Mnato  by  David  Brmbam. 

Maele.  to  be  bad  of  Wm.  A.  Pond  k  Oa,  M7 

Binedwftr.  N.  T.  Price  40  cesU. 


What?  no!  it  cant  be  that  they've  driven 
llieiir  father,  so  helpless  aod  old,  .-  ' :; 

(O  God  1  may  their  crime  be  forgiven  !)  : 
To  perish  out  here  in  the  cold —  ■.[« 

0  Heavens !  I  am  saddened  and  weary — 
See  the  tean  bow  they  course  down  my  cheeks ! 

Oh  !  this  world  it  is  lonely  and  dreary, 
And  my  heart  for  relief  vftioly<  seelw.    -j-  p<-.    .  ^. 

ChOBCS.  ■■■^''~:,^.  r 

For,  Fm  old,  and  Fm  helpless  and  feeble,  ^ 

The  days  of  my  youth  have  gone  by —     • 
!«■  Then  over  the  hill  to  the  poor-honse 

I  wander  alone,  thereto  die—  '" 

.  Ah  itie !  <m  that  old  door-etep  yonder  ^ '^ . 

I've  sat  with  my  babes  on  my  knee  : 
NoliUher  was  hRppier  or  fooder        .^,;;'   •    !■ 
,'       Than  I  of  my  little  ones  three —      {., .'  -        . 
,    Tk*  boys,  both  so  roKy  and  chubby,  i,  V  ,;        ;;:  <* 
'        And  Lily  with  prattle  bo  sweet !       -"         - 
G^  knows  how  their  father  has  loved  them — 
But  they've  driven  him  oat  in  the  street     Chorus. 

It's  long  years  since  my  Mary  was  taken,  '         [  : '  ■ . 

My  fciithful,  affectionate  wife  :  "  •  "; 

Since  then  I'm  forlorn  and  forsaken. 

And  the  light  has  died  out  of  my  llffl-- 
The  boys  grew  to  manhood  :  I  gave  them 

A  deed  tor  the  furm  !  aye,  and  more, 

1  gave  them  this  house  they  were  bom  in  ! 

And  now  Fm  turned  out  from  its  door—     Choms. 

Oh  !  children  !  loved  children !  yet  hear  me, 

I  have  jonmeved  along,  on  life's  stage. 
With  the  hope  that  you  all  wotUd  be  near  me. 

To  comfort  and  choer  my  old  age  : 
My  life-blood  I'd  gtadly  have  given  ,  . ,. 

To  shield  and  protect  you  '.—but  hark !  ■  r  ' 
Though  my  heart  breaks,  I'll  say  it's  you've  driven 

Me  out  here  to  die  in  the  6»A.  Chorus. 

But.  perhaps,  theyll  live  happier  without  me : 

Farewell,  dear  old  home,  ah!  farewell ^j„.^,       ; 
Each  pathway  and  tree,  here  about  me,       ''  '     '  . 

Some  memory  previous  can  t«ll : 
Well !  the  flowers  will  bloom  bright  as  ever. 

And  the  birds  Ring  as  swett  to  the  morn  : 
Then  over  the  hill,  from  the  poor-honse. 

Next  Spring  the  old  man  shall  be  borne—    Choms. 


One  by  one  the  links  that  bind  us 

May  be  severed  here  on  earths?  =■.■; ;  .> .  ■■:. ' '"': 
Bat  the  Sun  will  surely  find  US    '- 

Thro'  the  Winter's  gloomy  dearth  ! 
Cheerful  hearts  around  us  beating. 

Wearing  ever  Summer's  glow,  '/  'i- ., 

Ah!  we  know  you're  always  msetisg — 

Boses  underneath  the  snow !  ■  Chonu. 

Never  joy  that  earth  cou  send  as  . ,  ,  . 

Can  forever  leave  us  here  !  .    j  '  i    :"  ' 

Every  flower  that  Spring  oon  lextd  m  ,;.-'• 

Blooms  again  another  year  ! 
Cares  may  come,  but  never  mind  them,      ;;;.-  :■"'- 

Joys  may  come  and  joys  may  go ! 
Leok  around  and  you  will  fiadtbem — 

Boses  ondemeaU)  the  snow  1  Qionib 


*-***H 
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Rale  MeMuUin  Style. 

Written  by  Ed.  HarriKan.  Mneie  by  Joka  Btakan. 


Oh !  I  am  a  rale  descindent  of  McMnllin  tnm  Oleadall : 

?or  beauty  and  education  the  McMullin's  bate  ibua  all, 
he  name  is  handed  down  from  the  days  of  Adam's  time, 
Wid  the  greatest  admiration,  I  ehtha  the  nameMitaUDe. 

Chobus. 
For,  I  walk  wid  stately  tread,  I  keep  up  my  noble  bead, 

I'm  a  credit  to  my  country,  grin's  ule  : 
McMoUiu  is  my  name,  without  oif  ftar  Of  shame, 
I'd  stand  out  here  fominst  yoa  in  the  role 

Uolfollin  styk. 

My  father  often  tould  me  to  never  tell  a  lic^ 
I  always  help  a  beggar  if  I  saw  him  poastog  by : 
Be  free  and  independent  as  a  bird  that  iies  tM  air, 
Let  my  heart  be  lik^  a  dove  aodmyApuritlDceabear. 
F0K,  I  walk  wid  stately  tread.  Ac 

Mr.  ^lokeepere's  brain  said  there's  nothing  in  a  nams. 
But  he  was  a  total  stranger  to  McMnllin  all  the  while  : 
For,  if  he'd  lived  to-day,  one  thing  he'd  surely  say — 
There's  nothing  can  compare,  my  boys,  to 

rale  MeMnlUn  style. 
For,  I  walk  wid  statdy  tteod,  Ac 

,My  father's  blood  is  in  my  veins,  and  M*^^"!!'" 

isiby  same. 
It's  known  frcnn  Iselaad  iinto  the  river  Nile, 
And  when  you  have  bad  luck,  don't  oiy  out  Uke  a  duck. 
But  put  your  shoulder  to  it  in  the  tale  McMnllin  style. 
For,  I  walk  wid  stately  tread,  ijc. 


PunnyOldGal.  -k/Xi^i 

Fm  a  Aumy  old  gal  and  I  take  things  eool !  ,  ;  .  - 
The  people  all  say  that  Fm  an  old  fool,  '  :' 

But  they  may  all  laugh  and  chaff  at  my  pate, 
I'm  a  funny  old  gal  from  old  Ca'lina  state. 

Chobus. 
Then  all  of  you  sing  for  this  funny  old  gal,        '■-    ' 
All  of  you  sing  for  this  funny  old  gal  : 
All  of  you  sing,  and  don't  yon  be  too  late,  '   ' 

For  this  funny  old  gal  from  South  Calins  state. 

T'other  day,  while  Walking  in  the  street. 
Some  naughty  little  boy  say — "  how's  your  poor  feet  ?" 
I  hit  him  with  my  cane,  and  then  we  had  a  tossle. 
And  I- found  all  the  sawdust  coming  out  of  my  bustle. 
.  V  ^,  Then  all  of  you  sing,  Ac 

Oh !  iSrebeen  married  many  a  time. 

Of  husbands  I  have  had  just  nine  : 

I  alwajTi  done  my  best  for  my  husband's,  dont  yon  see, 

But  none  of  tliem  ever  done  much  for  me — 

Then  all  of  you  sing,  Ac. 


t/ 


Me  name  is  Mike  Molonr, 

Fm  a  oaipeater  by  tade ; 
ImoRied  MoUy  Hicgiiis, 

Who  all  my  tiD^e  made. 
She'd  OS  notiy  of  relatiaoi  ^ 

As  fishes  in  the  sea  ;  "^ 

They  ate  me  oat  of  house  and  bOBMk        1> 
And  destroyed  me  Ikmily.  ^. 

Ch(ffas:    There's  her  father. 
And  h«  mother, 
And  her  sister. 
And  her  brothsr. 
,  I       ;  .     1700  babies  laying  on  their  kBSfli,  1 
■M^     ^[        Em  mviles  and  her  ooosIds, 
j^ .     >■'.        And  her  aunties  by  the  docen 
:^    -  'o^     Lived  upon  the  earnings  of  Patrick  Makny. 

My  pants  would  fit  her  miele, 

Her  dress  wotiU  fit  her  nieoa ; 
I  have  to  sleep  upon  the  roof^ 

Or  I  never  have  no  peoee. 
They  made  me  buy  them  dainties^ 

Boot  beer  by  the  pail ; 
Fd  have  to  wait  'till  they  were  full 
Before  Fd  git  me  male. 
Chorus :    There  wto  paddii^. 
These  vras  mutton 
;,,.  That  woold  make  yoa  boist  a  batton. 

And  a  fieiy-head  Gorkflotaa 
By  the  name  ot  Fat  OoMy, 
:     To  snperintend  the  tald^ 
To  put  me  in  the  stable 
:  >  WhfletbeyaUopalltbs  labor  of 

Her  ancle  won  my  stookinoi, 
My  hot  would  fit  his  hBad; 
Whin  tired  out  wid  labor. 

They'd  kick  me  out  ot  bed. 
I  pot  up  every  ainny 

For  to  keep  taem  from  Bellevue, 
I  wish  the  coroner  would  sit 
On  my  wife  oiad  all  her  crew. 
Caona;    There'a  her  n4>hewB 
,i^_-Aiv       Andhernieoes 

That  oome  from  several  plaose^ 
ITOOamdmothers 

And  mother»-in-law,  yoa.  see  ; 
A  wagon  load  of  Dalys, 
MoSweegan  and  the  Holys 
Lived  on  the  earnings  of  Patrick  Slalony. 

There's  her  second  cousin's  brother. 
And  his  toothless  old  step-mother. 

And  1600  emigrants  from  Ireland,  yon  see. 
Wid  ttieir  botes  and  tMr  bedding. 
On  mj  Ingrahi  carpet  treading. 
Tbeynived  upon  the  earhings  of  Ftatriok  Malonr. 
ChOrns:    There's  the  Biadys, 
And  the  Qfodys— 
Daoeci  perfect  kdi««. 

Always  ating  eharity. 
From  my  ftimily  yoa  me. 
,  /    ,;^'        One  husband  was  a  loafer, 
■■';  ■■'  The  other  was  a  toper, 

,  ':-     ':*:    Depending  on  the  friendship  of 

Patrick  Malony. 


■n 


Mated 


Dedicated  1 1  Btrttey  Fergnion  by  John  A.  Tbompeeo, 

Hands  are  joipod  and  hearts  united. 

O'er  life's  tmubled  waves  to  gUde  ; 
Thou  hast  each  thy  journey  plighted — 

Mark,  then,  wdl  the  rumuug  tide. 
Shape  thy  cforse  with  steady  rcok'ning, 

Pass  the  threatening  billows  by  ; 
Life  is  full  of  evil  beck'ning- 

Be  thou  iiteadfkst  true  and  shy. 

Let  no  trivial  Ktorm  dishearten. 

Though  reverses  yon  may  feel ; 
From  the  straight  path  be  not  poitiB' — 

Jointly  labor  at  the  irtieeL 
fiftfe  in  port  thou  then  wilt  enter, 

And  a  tenfold  blceaing  gain. 
If  thy  thoughts  and  acts  bat  osntre 

In  the  sacnad  ootbe  thoos't  ta'en. 
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JTHJ:    SllVOERS'    JOURIVAIi. 


*;   .       Phebo  Willii:      ■:\^  "'■  "^ 

(OB  A    MOTHIR's  DEVOTION.'' 

It  was  on  a  clear  morning  in  the  sjpring  of  18 — , 
that  a  young  and  remarkiinly  hancfuome  peomnt 
girl  about  sixteen  or  seventeen  years  of  age,  Btood 
by  the  stylo  of  a  greei>ly-flad  meadow,  rich  in  all 
the  budding  beauties  of  the  young  year,  and  which 
pliiced  the  traveller  on  the  broad  highway,  winding 
sinuously  over  hill  and  dale,  throu!,'h  fair  valleys, 
and  by  many  a  thriving  town  and  village,  until  it 
terminiated  in  that  vast  centre  whither  all  thegnat 
path  of  England  lead  -the  metr(Tpolw— in  the 
inulst  of  wbicU  is  absorbed  all  those  multitudinous 
nnita,  who,  leaving  the  coimtry  for  ever  behind 
thtm,  are  lost  in  the  great  human  tide  flWayiug  and 
thronging  its  busy  streets. 

Holding  her  small  bundle  in  her  band,  she  looked 
a  while  wistfully  toward  the  old  village  of  Sel  wood, 
where  her  infancy  aiwl  her  childhood  had  been 
passed,  and  which,  with  teara  iu  htir  blight  brown 
eyes,  and  with  a  rising  iu  L«r  throat,  she  felt  slio 
should  never  see  again.  Phebe  Willis-  Ler  name 
—rested,  to  await  the  arrival  of  the  carrier's  cart, 
which  wns  to  bear  her  on  her  way  to  Loudon, 
whither  she  was  bound.  Shortly  the  sharp  crack 
of  the  whip  proclaimed  the  approach  of  the  vehicle, 
and  presently  the  muny  barking  of  a  foxy  dog,  the 
mprrier  carol  of  a  rotmd-faced,  burly  carrier,  seated 
iu  front  of  it,  came  nearer  and  nearer  ;  and,  finally, 
as  by  pre-arrangement,  the  cart  drew  up  in  the 
road  opposite  the  stile  where  Thebe  waited,  iu 
order  to  receive  her. 

"  Well.  Phebe,  bia  r  began  John  Brown,  carrier 
to  and  from  Maltborough,  as  the  writing  on  his 
well-covered  cart  testified;  "so  thou'rt  here,  eh? 
Not  changed  thee  mind,  eh  ?" 

"No,  John— no,"  wan  her  timid  answer,  as  he 
helped  her  into  his  vehicle,  seating  her  comfortably 
within  chatting  distance — for  onr  carrier  liked  to 
gossip.  "No,"  she  said,  "it  won't  do  for  me  to 
change  my  mind.  And  so  I  must  go  and  leave  Sel- 
wood  for  ever !" 

"  And  never  coming  back,  eh,  Phebe?"  he  con- 
tinned,  gravely.     ' '  Ain't  that  n  long  time,  Phebe  ?" 

"Yes,"  she  gently  replied  ;  "but  there  will  be 
on  end  to  that,  if  it's  ever  so  long." 

He  seemed  struck  with  the  philosophy  of  this  ; 
and,  after  a  little  silence— for  ho  had  a  woman's 
infirmity  for  talkiog^again  proceeded  anew.  "  And 
thy  aunt— she's  bid  thee  come  up  to  Lunnon,  eh  ? 
aii  she  sent  thee  a  Uttle  money  to  help  thee  on  ?" 

"  Yes,  I  had  a  letter  from  her.  It  wasn't  much, 
but  enough." 

"  A  letter !  Ah  !  thee  cans't  read  and  write,  I 
jjuow — that's  one  good  thiag  o'  the  parson's  school 
down  in  Selwood  there.  I  can  maka  a  cross,  iiow 
—a  mark  feir  eaoagh ;  bat  as  for  writing  -gee- 
hup  !"  And,  with  thii  comment,  he  made  the 
lazv,  fat  horse  take  his  trot  afresh  ;  and  so  on,  by 
fields  and  country  farms,  and  villages  and  gentle- 
men's seats,  they' proceeded,  until,  kteiu  the  even- 
ing, John  Brown  arrived  at  Maltborough,  where  ho 
got  Plulje  decent  lodgings  at  a  friend's  house  for 
the  niL;ht,  in  order  that  she  might  rest,  and  proceed 
by  wiigon  the  remainder  of  the  journey  to  London 
on  the  morrow. 

Phebe  Willis  was  an  oiphan.  Ilcr  parents  wero 
the  victims  of  fever,  engendered  by  want,  caused 
by  the  miserable  wages  of  agriculture.  She  was 
left  literally  alone. 

Charitable  neighbors  helped  her  till  she  was 
fiftf'cn  ;  and  after  a  time  Phebe  wrote  to  an  aunt 
in  London— a  mother's  sister— told  her  a  sad  ston', 
received  a  sympathetic  letter  enclosing  a  little 
money,  and  the  desolato  girl,  naturally  desirous  of 
quitting  the  scene  of  what  had  been  to  her  sur- 
charged with  sorrow,  accepted  the  invitation  to  go 
up  to  Loudon  gratefully,  replying,  after  having 
made  the  necessary  inquiries,  announcing  the  day, 
the  hotir,  and  the  country  wagon  by  which  she 
would  reach  the  metropolis. 


The  next  morning  the  honest  carrier  saw  Phebe 
safely  jilaced,  with  her  bundle,  in  the  wagon  :  bade 
her  c;txxl-bye,  and  turning  his  way  to  his  conifort- 
ablo  home  at  Selwood,  left  her  to  pnrsne  her  jo»imey 
to  London,  where  she  arrived  in  due  time,  and  was 
received  at  the  inn-yard,  where  the  wagon  stopped, 


by  a  plmap,  bnxom-looking,  well-drossed  woman, 
whom  she  did  recognise  as  her  mother's  sister. 

This  person  kept  a  lodging-honse  of  questionable 
repute,  and  thither  Phebe  was  taken.  After  a  few 
days  she  had  found  her  place  in  the  large,  warm 
kitchen  of  the  house,  with  a  truckle-bed  to  sleep  on. 
The  heartless  woman  shocked  the  virgin  purity  of 
Oie  girl  by  making  base  proposals  to  her,  from 
which  her  sense  of  delicacy  and  virtue  rebelled  :  and 
that  night  Phebe  escaped  from  the  house,  pacing 
the  streets  till  the  gray  morning  :  then  she  found 
herself  in  tho  Park— sat  upon  a  ijeuch,  and  slept. 

iShe  was  startled  ont  of  this  sleep,  shuddering 
with  the  chill  air  of  the  morning,  and  dazzled  by 
the  ix)uring  snnshine- startled  and  awakened  by  a 
Blight  shake,  and  a  deep  voice  saying,  "Hollo! 
jouug  woman  !  Come,  wake  up  !  This  don't  do, 
you  know !" 

Tho  Koiuewhat  harsh  voice,  the  official  livery 
(Phebe  had  never  seen  a  policeman),  which,  by  in- 
tuition, sbo  knew  indicated  authority— the  horriblo 
nionl  shock  she  had  received— the  knowledge  that 
her  last  human  hope  was  little  better  than  a  trap  to 
catch  her  soul  and  body —hungrv,  cold,  and  despair- 
ing, Phebe  had  nothing  to  do  but  to  burst  into 
tears,  and  wringing  her  bauds,  said,  "  Oh,  sir  !  I 
have  done  no  harm  !  I'm  a  poor  friendless  coimtry 
girl,  and  ran  away  from  my  aimt's  \' 

"  Ran  away  from  your  aunt's,  eh?"  he i-epcated. 
"  You  had  better  go  back,  or  you  will  come  to  no 
good,"  observed  the  policeman,  eententiously. 
"  You  had  better  go  back,  ami  be  a  good  girl?" 

' '  Nereer  !"  she  exclaimed,  firmly.  ' '  A  good  girl, 
indeed !  There  are  noue  good  long  there,  I  am 
afraid.     And  I  was  glad  to  escape  her  clntches !" 

An  eldery  man,  in  the  drwis  of  a  mecb*nic,  with 
his  basket  od  his  aboulder,  had  been  standing  by, 
during  the  dialogue,  and  now  interposed. 

"  By  thy  speech,  loss,  ibou  should'st  come  from 
Buckinghamshire. " 

"  Yes,  I  do !"  she  answered.     ' '  From  Selwood  V 

' '  Selwood !  I  knew  the  place  years  ago.  What's 
thy  name  ?" 

"  Phebe  Willis  1"  she  replied. 

"Phebe  'Willis!  What,  daughter  of  Jonas 
'Willis,  the  ploughman  ?" 

"Oh,  yes— ye*  1  But  "—checking  herself— '  •  he 
is  dead  I  And  mother's  dead  !  Ana  I'm  alone  in 
the  worid !" 

And  she  wept  afresh. 

"Oh!"  remarked  the  policeman;  "she's  not 
wrong,  then,  eh  ?" 

•'  I  should  think  not.  Bnt  she  says  she  mn 
from  her  aunt !  Who's  thy  aunt,  lass  ?"  pursued 
the  workniau. 

"  She's  a  dreadful  woman,  who  wanted  to  make 
me  wicked  !    I  don't  know  where  she  lives !" 

.\nd,  in  a  few,  artless  words,  she  told  her  simple, 
sorrowful  story. 

••Poor  lass!— poor  lass!"  remarked  the  work- 
man.    ' '  What 'a  to  he  done  ?" 

'■Why,  she's  had  a  narrow  escape,"  said  the 
policeman  ;  and  may  thnnk  her  stars  she's  fallen 
mto  better  hands.  I  ain't  quite  sure  what  can  be 
done  with  her.     Perhaps  his  worship  will " 

"If  shell  come  home  with  me  to  my  place,"  con- 
tinued tho  worker,  "  I'll  give  her  breakfast ;  and 
niv  uiifwis,  maybe,  can  help  to  get  her  a  place.  Yon 
kut)wuie?"  addressing  the  policeman,  who  nodded 
assent. 

"  Well,  toll  her  she  can  trist  Jack  Lockwood  ! 
We'll  do  her  no  harm,  I'll  promise  her  1  I  knew 
her  father  well !" 

"  It's  all  right,  my  girl !  And  you  may  thank 
your  stars  that  you've  fallen  into  good  hands.  Oo 
with  him  !  Don't  sleep  in  the  p.irks  !  Don't  you 
get  into  bad  company,  and  you'll  do  yet !  That's 
what  my  advice  is  !" 

And  he  strwle  on. 

And  so  honest  John  Lockwood  led  the  timid, 
trcnihling  girl  to  his  moilest  dwelling,  near  his 
workshops,  at  Pimlico,  where  her  story  won  Mrs, 
Lookwood's  acHve  sympathy,  and  from  whose 
hospitable  roof  she  went  forth,  in  another  week,  to 
service  at  a  Belgravian  residence  ;  and  for  about  a 
twelvtinonth  Plielx*  Willis  found  a  hard-working, 
comfortjiblo  Lome,  and  was  happy,  grateful,  and 
contented. 

It  was  her  custom  now,  every  other  Sunday 
afternoon,  to  go  to  the  humble  home  of  tho  artisan 
for  a  eup  of  tea  and  a  gossip,  and,  iu  the  evening, 
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she  went  to  the  neighboring  church,  leaning,  not  a 
little  proudly,  upon  the  arm  of  young  Joe.  Lock- 
wood. 

Joe  Lockwood,  just  twenty-one,  was  a  blufl^ 
strong-handed,  good-tempered,  industrious  young 
Ci^rpenter.  He  was  made  familiar  with  Pbebe's 
history,  and  felt  the  same  interest  in  her  welfare 
as  his  parents  did.  He  had  been  greatly  struck 
by  her  beauty  ;  and  the  usual  shy,  sheepish,  half- 
boyish,  half-manly  and  unspoken  tenderness  was 
awakened  in  his  honest  breast— just  that  feeling 
that  an  uneontaminated  yonth,  not  too  manly,  nor 
too  precocious,  cherishes  towards  a  young  and 
pretty  girl  of  whom  he  dreams  by  nfght,  and  who 
mingles  in  his  waking  thoughts  by  day. 

The  Lockwoods  admitted  she  had  every  quality 
likely  to  render  a  man  happy  ;  and  tnus  their 
wooing  sjied  on,  and  time  went  by  like  lightning, 
and  happily,  withal,  when  poor  Phebe's  fate  b^;au 
again  to  darken  over  her. 

She  lived  at  the  house  of  a  fashionable  pair,  where 
a  great  deal  of  compcmy  was  received. 

Among  the  visitors  was  one  old  roue  of  siity— a 
man  of  wealth,  title,  position.  He  had  paid 
marked  attention  to  Phebe,  and  more  than  once 
insinuated  a  desire  to  provide  her  with  a  home  suit- 
able to  her  beauty  and  wcnlh,  but  with  small 
favor  from  the  girl,  who  repulsed  his  offers. 

One  day  he  called,  and  finding  Phebe  busy,  dust- 
ing the  drawing-room ;  ere  she  oould  escape,  he 
imbhishingly  recommenced  his  scheme. 

"You  are  determined  to  persecute  me — to  ruin 
me,"  at  last  said  Phebe. 

"  I  am  resolved  to  conquer  your  prudery,  my 
dear.  And,  by  gad  !  how  pretty  the  rogue  looks, 
too !  Don't  give  yourself  any  airs,  child,  for  all 
that  !" 

"I  am  determined  you  shall  not,"  answired 
Phebe,  firmly,  as  she  quitted  the  room. 

But  she  little  knew  the  creature  she  thought  she 
had  thus  escaped.  The  evening  came  on,  and  she 
was  finishing  her  work  with  a  bUther  heart,  when 
she  heard  a  knock  at  the  door,  and  presently  a  lady 
wished  to  speak  with  her  in  the  outer  hall. 

Wondering  who  it  oould  be,  Phebe  hurried  to 
the  hall— to  a  side  chamber,  reserved  for  casual 
visitors — where  a  lady  sat  She  rose  as  Phebe 
entered,  and,  shutting  the  door,  lifted  her  veil, 
and  disclosed  the  crafty  features  of  her  aunt  ! 

The  girl  gave  a  startled  look,  and  would  have 
gone,  but  the  other  authoritatively  said,  "Stop, 
stop,  and  listen  to  me,  if  you  would  not  quite  be 
your  own  ruin !" 

She  come  on  behalf  of  the  man  who  was  be- 
coming Phebe's  other  evil  genius  ;  and  between 
these  two,  who  was  to  save  her?  Coaxing  and 
wheedling- showing  gold  and  offering  jewels— 
threatning  and  manacing,  until  the  girl's  con- 
tinued and  dogged  heedlessness  once  more  aroused 
the  fury's  wrath  but  to  no  purpose. 

'NVith  a  bitter  vow,  the  woman  left  the  house, 
and  Phebe,  in  her  despair,  went  up  ioto  her  owd 
chamber,  and  there  formed  the  resolution  to  leav* 
the  house.  She  sought  the  housekeeper,  explain4>d 
the  position  and  danger,  readily  receiving  her  asseui 
to  the  step.  The  good  woman  paid  her  her  wages, 
and  the  same  night,  Phebe  was  once  more  under 
the  roof  of  the  Lockwoods. 

The  following  evening  Phebe  had  bnsiness  at 
her  late  employer's  house  ;  when,  at  a  street  comer, 
she  suddenly  came  full  upon  her  old  enemy  and 
her  depraved  aunt,  holding  colloquy  together. 

"  Oho !"  said  the  old  debauchee  :  "so  our  pretty 
bird  would  fly— eh? 

"  Ha,  hix  !"  snarled  the  woman.  "  Weehall  clip 
bar  wings  for  her  !" 

"By  the  bye,  the  chanoe  is  not  to  be  thrown 
away.  I  have  my  groom  at  hand,  and  my  cab  is 
close  by.  Do  yon  hold  her  by  the  arms,  and  gjig 
her  !"  and  both  seized  the  startled  girl,  who  began 
to  shriek  for  aid. 

They  were  hurrying  her  towards  a  retired  street, 
where  a  cab  was  waitkig.  As  her  assailant,  strong 
in  his  bad  passion,  was  beckoning  to  his  man,  a 
hand  of  iron  gripped  him  by  the  ooll^  from  behind  : 
and  flinging  tho  woman  aside  till  she  reeled  and 
fell,  the  former  was  sainted  with  a  bldr  upon  the 
face  which  crushed  the  jnw,  and  the  wretch  fell 
howling  to  tho  eartfx. 

"Now,"  said  a  stern,  rarxlo  voice,  "  do  either  of 
you  two— I  gutas  who  you  both  mv— da  either  of 
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you  try  another  trick  with  this  yonng  woman,  and 
ill  see  if  the  law  can't  help  my  hand  in  putting  a 
otop  to  your  game  for  many  a  day  to  come  !"  And 
Lockwootli  for  it  was  he,  caught  Phebe  in  his 
Btrong  arms  as  she  was  sinking  to  the  groimd. 

"Cheer  up,  Phebe,  my  dear!  Don't  faint— don't 
be  cowed  and  trembling  before  this  contemptible 
pair!  Here,  Is^y  !"—ci3lii^  to  the  groom— "oriug 
up  your  cab  this  way,  wUl  you  ?  Pick  up  your 
master,  and  take  him  ho^je  ;  and  if  he  wants  to 
know  who  made  his  jaw  ache  so  confoundedly — I 
warrant  he'll  feel  it  a  few  da\-s— tell  him  it  was  Joe 
Lockwood,  and  that  he  can  be  found  at  Trollope's 
wr>rk8hop8  whenever  he's  wantetl. '  And  dmwing 
Phebe's  arm  under  hia  own,  he  led  her  away,  and 
home. 

Again  happiness  dawned  upon  the  orphan,  and 
every  evening,  when  Joe  came  home  from  his  work, 
she  was  there  to  welcome  him  with  a  smile,  to  tiike 
n  walk  witL  him  when  fine,  to  listen  to  his  reading 
when  rainy.  His  mother  sat  in  her  big  chair,  in  a 
condition  of  happy,  smiling  stateliness  ;  while 
Pheb*  like  a  fairy  (a  little  overgrown  perhiiw), 
went  rapidly  and  noiselessly'  about  the  work  of  the 
house.  Father  Lockwood  smoked  his  pipe  of  peate, 
and  was,  in  turn,  as  stately  as  an  alderman  ;  and 
all  the  while  in  Joe  Lockwood's  heart  and  brain 
was  surging  a  vast,  an  auilacious  idea — the  idea— 
gocd  gracious ! — of  being  married  ! 

And  so  they  were  united.  Joe  proved  to  be  a 
steady,  good  husbftnd,  iuduatrious  and  frugal. 
Phebe,  besides  making  his  little  Lome  a  pattern  of 
neotness  and  comfort,  by  lace-making,  added  a  few 
shillings  a  week  to  her  hasband's  income.  They 
throve,  as  patient,  saving,  industrious  labor  always 
does,  despite  of  every  exaction,  and  tegan  to  put 
their  superfluous  money  into  the  savings'-bank.  By 
the  time  their  first  and  only  child^  was  born,  they 
had  jointly  saved  thirty  poiinds. 

A  dozen  years  paiad  away— twelve  years  of 
imtience,  diligence,  and,  on  the  whole,  ofunalloy*^ 
domestic  happiness.  A  bettw  man,  a  kinder,  more 
affectionate  husband  than  Joe  Lockwood,  could  not 
be  met  with  in  a  day's  walk  ;  a  wife  more  full  of 
appreciation  and  of  pride  tlmn  Phebe— now,  of 
coarse,  Phebe  Lockwood— could  not  be  found. 
They  had  none  other  children  than  their  first-bom, 
Fred,  and  on  him  they  lavished  their  love ;  and, 
in  tiQth,  the  boy  promised  to  reimy  them  at  some 
future  day  for  ijill  the  care  so  uugnidingly  bestowed 
upon  him.  Tho  littl*  business  continued  to  thrive  ; 
their  anual  savings  to  increase.  A  vision  of  splen- 
dor and  of  prosperity  for  their  sou  was  pheriahed 
by  both. 

Fred  had  received  a  goo<l  plain  education,  and 
book-keeping,  and  such  auxiliary  branches  as  were 
thought  uepgssary,  were  soon  mastered  bythe  quick, 
intelUgent  boy, 

Three  or  four  years  went  by,  and  Fred  was  a  fine 
young  fellow  of  Bixte«n,  engaged  in  a  merchant's 
office,  and  was  begimiing  to  give  himself  airs,  to 
grow  supercilious,  to  adopt  "  fast  habits,"  and  to 
sink  into  the  inefiBible  creatnre,  the  "  gent ; "  and 
the  yrorse,  because,  in  adopting  the  habits  of  those 
he  strivss  fo  imitate,  by  some  perverted  instinct,  ho 
Imbibes  the  worst  and  the  most  vulgar  of  those 
maniierism9  which  give  him  so  numistakable  a 
stamp.  Fred  learned  to  smoke  cigiirs— to  fre<jnent 
the  billiard-rooms,  and,  fhtalest  of  delusioas,  to 
ima^m  h^nself  a  good  player-  to  visit  sporting- 
houses,  and  engage  deeply  in  tiettinp;  tnmsactious, 
which  led  eventually  to  his  u.'ang  moneys  entrusted 
to  him  by  his  employers,  for  the  liquidation  of  his 

dabtB. 

It  was  a  dreadful  blow  to  his  father,  when,  one 
day,  Fred  told  hi«u  te  bad  used  twenty  pounds  of 
his  eBjployeis*  pooney,  which  he  must  at  once  make 
up.  The  money  was  paid.  There  was  more  sorrow 
folt  in  the  old  home  that  night  than  had  ever  been 
fejt  befoj*,  bnt  jt  was  soften^  in  some  de§«e  by 
the  fact  that  he,  their  only  child,  had  been  saved. 
The  lesson  ww,  donbtlew,  a  saveie  one  It  might 
be  tasting — it  might,  iv  fact  be  the  vefy  best  thing 
that  oookl  hava  kippened. 

Alas!  It  WM  not  so.  Th«  youtk'a  nnateady 
h.^bits  became  more  and  more  fixed  and  ingrained. 
'  L:ite  hours,  the  tavern,  and  the  billiard-room,  b^au 
toexercisean  irresistible  fascination  over  him.  The 
convivial  associations  of  the  town  were  as  numerous 
03  tempting  ;  apd  the  lad,  merely  yet  in  his  teens, 
be<nin  to  reel  Lome  at  midnight,  and  the  evil  of 


drunkenness  was  l>cginuiug  to  beset  hiui.  Frc>m 
that  hour  entered  the  twin  spirits  of  cure  and  grief 
into  the  once  contented  home,  of  the  Lwkwotxi.s 
and  never,  u^ver  more  quit  tut 

One  day,  u  hunitd  uiess;ige  cumo  to  say  that 
Frei\,  their  boy,  their  pieraise,  their  stay— alas  ! 
the  tmst  in  a  broken  reed -was  a  prisoner  iu  a 
police  cell,  on  a  chui«e  of  embezzlement.  This 
merged  into  one  of  forgerj-.  an<l  the  result  was  a 
commutation  of  a  severe  sentence  to  twoyeare'  im- 
prisonment. 

The  shame  and  the  disgriice  that  had  fallen  ujwn 
an  honest  name  wiis  not  so  eitsilr  to  be  b(>rue  by 
two  i)eople  so  constituted  as  John  and  Phe1>e  Ijock- 
wtKid.  Misfortune  followed  on  misfortune  :  the 
beiliflfcame  ii)toi>osseiibion,  and  the  oiiee  iwoKjierous 
home  was  broken  np.  The  sole  wisUof  the  man 
now  was  to  get  awiiy  from  tlie  pluee,  and  to  go 
somewhere  wliei'e  neither  l^i  uor  his  story  coidd  be 
known  ;  and  ho  went  (o  live  at  lliulliuid. 

They  hud  nf)t  been  iu  tkis  town  very-long  when 
the  artisiin  died,  sorrowing  for  his  lost  son  to  the 
last. 

A  strange,  avfall  bewilderment  fell  \\\wii\  the 
miserable  motlier— the  lone  widow  •,  and  she,  al.is  I 
—like  too  many  rnore— sought  refiigo  fi-om  her 
heavy  sorrows  in  the  oblivion  of  drink.  Her  miud 
at  times  seemed  to  have  received  a  jar  -  to  Ik'  un- 
hinged ;  and  lior  tenqx^r,  once  so  sweet,  became 
irritabk,  e,nsily  provoked,  and  c^qnicious.  All  this 
time  she  was  waiting  with  a  feverish  anxiety  for 
the  tenn  of  Fred's  impi+joemeut  to  be  up,  having 
written  to  him  to  tell  him  where  she  was  to  bo 
found,  and  ready  yet  to  give  him  a  mother's  wel- 
come, to  make  him  still  a  home —Jione  other  under 
heaven  being  open  for  him. 

Ho  wixs  relciised  ;  he  came  to  her,  and  found 
humble  lodgings  at  hand — she  coutriboting  to  Iris 
support — he  himself  having  iettlad  down  into  the 
life  of  a  j'oung-old  tavern-hunting  sot,  out  of  whom 
there  never  was  one  atom  of  good  to  be  expected 
more.  She  murmured  not ;  she  aecept-ed  the  fate 
iu  store  for  her  without  a  siyh.  Her  sorrows  were 
too  deep  for  words  ;  and  long  or  short  as  the  drearj- 
remnant  of  her  life  might  be,  she  devoted  it  to  him 
— to  her  still  beloved  son. .. 

About  this  time  Mrs.*  Lockwood  obtained  the 
situation  of  barwoman  to  a  Mr,  Butts,  and  then 
Fred's  i>er8ecutions  redoubled  themselves.  From 
the  property  of  her  employer  she  supplied  the  wants 
of  her  spendthiift  son,  even  at  the  riskof  deteciion. 
It  was  for  him,  all  for  him,  the  mother  for  her  boy 
— abandoned  and  lost  though  he  was— she  risked, 
bore,  endured  all  the  misery  of  her  daily  life. 

Then  came  the  discovery,  her  dismissal,  and  witli 
it  recklessness  and  despair  ;  and  mother  and  son 
took  the  sucidal  raid  of  the  dram-shop  together. 
It  did  not  seem  now  i]xi\,t  either  strove  to  avert  the 
cx)ming  evil ;  and  stmngo  enough,  even  to  the  latest 
hour,  none  thought  of  the  nature  of  the  real  tie 
between  them— so  that,  in  thought  even,  i)Oor 
Phebe  was  vilified. 

Due  fatal  nij^ht,  mother  ami  sou  hiul  a  quarrel. 
He  wanted  money  ;  she  either  hadtwJne  to  give,  or 
would  net  give  hira  any.  Then  cnsuetl  a  struggle  — 
a  fell ;  the  measureless  anguish  of  Which  overthrew 
her  rejison,  made  her  fi-antic— and  the  poor,  mad 
mother  ended  her  life  by  gnicide. 

Within  the  week,  Frcdook  l>>ckwoo<l  followed 
her.  Exaeasive  drinlcinf?,  a  broken  constitution, 
debilitj',  delirium,  and  desxth  rounded  iu  the  whole 
of  his  ini:erablelife  ;  and,  finally,  mother,  son,  and 
father  tilept  within  the  confines  of  the  same  narrow 

bed. 

,       ■-»        . 
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Enijrma, 

Beware  of  me  ;  such  is  my  mood — 
Morose  and  bitter,  often  rude  :        ,• 
With  much  of  evil  I'm  imbued,        ;i 
And  never  lead  to  any  good.     . 

—^  -  "-'^' 

Wth  anger  bnming  Tm  on  fire. 
While  you  may  see  me  in  the  mire  j 
A  flight  of  fimcy  mounts  me  higher. 
For  Fm  then  on  a  church's  spire. 


The  Science  of  Legerdemain 


What  arc  c;^^c9  iu  the  bUght  of  hand  art  to 
think  of  the  mirvelons  dtnds  whioh  an  author 
relates  a  magiciaai  jn^rfonned  at  the  I'ourt  of  King 
Sigismund,  of  FoUiud,  many  years  ago  ? 

Chie  day  the  King  gave  a  sumptuous  Imnqnet,  at 
which  the  i)rinei|xd  lords  and  ladies  of  the  empire 
were  invited  to  participate  :  aiidZito,  the  magician, 
who  always  treatinl  the  Kin-'s  guests  with  some  t>f 
his  marviUoiw  tricks,  also  riKH-iveil  a  welcome  at  the 
lt-4itive  iKjard.  It  is  prop.r  to  state  that  Zito,  ac« 
eording  ttrnU  aacoiiuts,  was  hiiloonslv  dffowu<Hl, 
and  tliiit  his  moiikh  strtfohed  nearly  fixiin  earto  e«ir, 
Scarealy  had  the  first  course  Ijeeuwrved,  when  there 
arose  a  gKat  <lia:and  sound  of  mtisie  iu  the  street 
in  front  of  the  K|ng's  palace,  in  which  the  dram, 
tiiinqKt,  and  fvinbals  played  a  pr>'inii:eiit  imrt 
The  guests  imuieiiiatfly  rushed  from  the  td>le,  and 
thrust  their  heacfc  out  of  the  windows  to  In-hold  the 
jia-ssing  pageant.  Their  surprise  was  verj-  great 
when  they  sawtl^e  street  was  entirely  deserted,  and 
thcr«)  was  not  a  Unman  l)eing  iu  sight.  Whenthey 
desired  to  draw  'their  heads  iu  the  window,  they 
found  they  coBld  not  do  so  ;  for  Zito,  who  had 
caused  the  noise  and  sounds  of  music,  thrust  on 
every  head  an  leiiormous  ]wir  of  antlers,  which 
spread  broader  than  the  fr-anie  of  the  window.  Ho 
finally  relieved  them  from  their  unpleasant  dilemma, 
and  (the  quaint  chronicler  adds)  the  ct)mii««iy  were 
very  meny  over  the  af&ir. 

On  another  occasion,  a  tmvelling  jtiggler  visited 
the  cit\',  and  as  he  was  n'ported  a  thorough  ade{>t 
in  the  art  of  nuugic,  the  citizens  gave  him  a  very 
fine  house,  Zitonjso  being  among  the  audience.  AU 
that  he  undertook  was  performed  verj'  cleverly  by 
the  man,  to  the  great  edification  of  a  large  nmuber 
of  flie  audience  5  but  Zito,  who  fathomed  ©very 
trick  at  a  glauc«,  was  perfectly  disgusted,  and 
finally  told  the  tultn  that  he  was  nothing  but  a  com- 
l)lete  bungler.  This,  as  a  matter  of  course,  letl  to 
an  angry  discussibn,  which  Zitoseltled  by  lumping 
on  the  stage  and  pwaUowing  the  juggler,  all  but  his 
boots,  which  ho  ajMit  out  on  account  of  being  dirty  I 
He  thtu  left  the  stage,  Imt  retume<l  in  a  moment  or 
two,  leading  by  the  hand  his  late  anfjigouist,  who 
publicly  acknowledged  before  the  audience  that  Zito 
was  his  master  and  deserved  the  name  of  the  King 
of  the  Necromanoers. 

The  chronicler  also  states  that  Zito  soid  to  a 
butcher  in  the  town  a  dozen  fat  pigs,  Init  gave  hira 
strict  injunctioM  not  to  drive  them  to  a  ronning 
stream  to  drink.  I  The  butcher,  disregarding  Zito's 
admonition,  drove  the  pigs  to  wat^r ;  but  they  no 
sooner  drank  thnn  they  were  changed  into  grains  of 
com.  The  butcher  seeking  out  Zito  and  demanding 
reparation,  caught  Irim  rather  Tooghly  by  the  arm, 
when  it  came  Ortt  by  the  roots.  They  b^n  to 
wnuigK  and  "Cljve'me  my  pigs,"  and  "Give 
me  liack  my  arm,"'  was  tha  argument  wliich  soon 
collected  a  vast  ciowd  of  lookers-on,  who  appeared 
to  enjoy  the  sport.  Zito  fimdly  pr<?tended  to  get 
anfpy,  and  sjiid,  "This  butcher  is  a  acandaloua 
felloWj  and  no  Ijetter  than  a  cannibal.  Ho  jiretends 
to  sen  beefi  pork,  and  mutton,  but  if  you  visit  hi« 
shop  yon  will  find  it  filled  with  the  carcasses  of  men, 
women,  and  children." 

The  mob  rushed  for  the  shop  of  the  unfortunate 
butcher,  and  foimd  the  (mmw  precisely  as  Zito  had 
stilted.  They  were  'a1x)ut  to  sacrifice  the  butcher  to 
their  vengeance,  when  Zito  disenchanted  their  eyes, 
and  the  butcher  was  proved  an  honest  man  and 
good  citizen,  instead  of  a  caimibal. 
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Charade.  x  ',! 

Kyfrst  a  well-known  pronoun  ia^      ' 
Though  neiitber  you  nor  me  ;  •  '     ^^ 

Mv  n«sn<  is  where,  in  battle's  din,  ■ 

Brave  men  desire  to  be  ;  ■ ."     ^    - 

'^ly  (hirers  n.  os^ful  implement,  >  ~  ;'    "■ 

By  fanners  gteatly  used; 
My  tcWe'.s  a  world-renowned  romance 

You've  sorely:  all  perused. 

/nswer  :    I-van-hoe. 


Answer :    Ire. 


What  is  everybody  doing  at  the  same  time  ?- 
Orowing  old 
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Hnsic  by  SCHUBERT. 
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1.  Wc       sat  aide  by    gkle  brok-i'n     heart   -   ed,      Be- 

2.  Now    aldo    by  eiUe  ouco  more  we're  i>eat  -    ed,      Ite- 


l»l» 


^t^i^ 


S=i 


>  5  - 


_  ~:~r~[ — "~  2 

luuth     the    OM    Elm  Trt^, 
lu'uth     tlic     OUl    Eliii  Tree, 
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And      eit*    for    the  wnif    I      fle  -  part      -      f().      My      M;i  -  ry    thus  nuiniiur'd  to       iiio: 
The     >v:ir3   all     ure  hap  -  iii  -  ly         y    -    -     vcr,   And     .Mu  -  ry    thus  whi^iKTS   to        me: 
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"Y(Mi     p;()    fur  from  lience  on  the       nior    -     row,     To      puil   o'er  yon  dark,  Ptorniy        sea, 
"'Ti8  three  ycurH  this  iiiijl^t  since  you     Icli  ni»',       To      sail   oVr  yon  dark,  fctoruiy         wa, 


You 
Uut 
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Ii^ave  me     in    Badness  and        sor    -    row.     But    tnie     I      r.tn  snr.^  you  will         be. 
lifuv'n  to    my  arm.-<  hath    re   -  nlon-d      you.    And       we  noVrnuir*- part-tMl  Khull         Ix-.' 
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kind,  and  the  first  that  introduced,  in  tb« 
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The  Singers'  Journal  is  Published  Monthly. 

Single  oopien  will  be  sent  per  Mail  on  receipt ' 
of  five  cents,   free  of  Postage — Bobachptiona 
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THE    SlIVOIiIRS'    JOIJRIVAL.. 


Why  tin't  you  Fly,  Like  Me  ! 
4  raw  coico  SON  a — Ti  M. 


Ob  I  here  I  nin.  a  cnnfidence 
Oue  of  (lefr.'.u.tmg  btamp — 
I  flatter  mvsclf  I  mux  a  rocne.  »- 

A  pertect  swiudlmd  scaili[K—  -K. . 

I  alwnj-s  Htiirt  benevolent  ftinda, 

Aud  gLout  nt  crery  boll— "Oh  T 
I  ruu  loan  offices,  hoapitAk,  elaXm, — .  -  -    . 

And  flually    wiudle  them  nil. 
Choruj  :  A  B09a  job,  too  -uervei*  tliein  ri(?ht —       • 
•     hain't  mjr  taol^  tb«.v  oiigbt  to  kuow  b«tt«i: 
«    ■i  AoBod  job,  too— atfvett  them  right  - 
*     Whj  aint  joa  &y,  like  uae  ? 

AD  enterpriaes  I  work  np, 

Aud  cuoipauies  I  prumute : 
I  get  away  with  all  the  tuuJa, 

A^d  theu  they  go  afloat— 
I  run  for  office  everj-  yaur. 

Aud  siirely  make  it  tell — "Oh  T 
111  ftetiu,  tot  mouev  then 

My  party  I  wLU  selL  CSMRMi 

X  boTTuw  money  every  day — 

With  it  I  speculate, 
Aad  nuhka  my  fhc^uiU  imagine  thftt  ]  ■■■  ^ 

I  own  a  large  e8tat9 :  y.  . 

If  I  invest,  nud  theu  I  lost), 

Tbeyrtl  ffimnKweo'to  bawl— "Oh T 
Tb«  Uutkrupt  oath  1  ciutokly  taksi 

Ajid  theu  they  lose  it  all  Chonif. 
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WrlMea  t«A  ratif  ky  $.  B-  Br>ii.  ■««! 
▼iBeeiit  «t  Toay-  Pattora  Q] 
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ROBT.  '^ 

Son,  Xatj  dttlinf^  iT^u're  honesL. 

Take  from  out  MyveaKt  this  pMl| 
Stir*  the  divil  a  ban!  faiore  I  metiqA  yt. 

Hat  the  ehidigimi  it  yoiir  name. 
If  to  that  Slime  yiMi  but  cfinsented, 

I'm  aa  true  a  bov  ns  e'er  was  bom. 
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Eilleen  AlJaana. 


EIUmb  Allanna.  Eilleen  Asthoiw. 

Ligkt  of  my  mul  and  itn  Queeu  evennoi* — 

It  seems  years  have  lins^ered  sinoe  last  we  did  fUt, 

Eilleen  Allanna,  the  pride  of  ray  beort. 
Oh  !  durlinf^  loved  oue.  yonr  d^r  smile  I  miss, 
lly  lips  seem  to  cling  to  that  sweet  paitin|(  kiM — 
Mavourtteen,  thy  dear  face  1  see  at  the  door, 
Eilleen  Allanna,  Angus  Asthore, 
tiiiliiian  Allauua,  Au^«s  Asthore. 
Cuusua. 
IVtithfol  I'll  be  to  tb*  colleen  I  adoi%     '.• 
Eilleen  AUamia,  Angna  Asthora,  ^ 

Eilleen  Allanna,  Eilleen  Astht  re. 

The  ocean's  blue  waters  wash  by  the  shore 

Of  that  dear  laud  of  shamrock,  where  thou  do»t  abide, 

Waiung  the  day  when  111  call  thee  my  bride— 

Ood  bless  you,  darling,  I  know  you  are  true. 

True  to  the  boy  who  would  die  uow  for  you — 

My  heart  is  now  bleeding  to  its  innermost  ooie, 

Eillaeu  A^lann^tll,  AugUM  Aiithore. 

.1  Chobus.  .-,    • 

Soon  rU  be  back  lu  the  cuiieen  I  adoi% 
Eilleen. AUanuii,  Ajigtu*  ^thens.     .  _     «^^„-„ 


The  divii  a  (l»y-  yut'd  e'acyeps^  it-  _ 

For,  I'd  btiug  yoa  ociJbrt  xl^  end  nam.  - 

Kathleen.         [HEAim  binorjo  witbw.] 

Now,  Rory,  be  off  with"  yonr  Miruey, 

Aud  don't  c<^>me  here  plabbering  me  : 
Sure  yoo  know  how  yon  bavy  ^-rved  Kate  KAtsej, 

And  also  the  widow  STcOwe  : 
Tou're  botheration  night  and  morning, 

Yonr  winning  ways  does  me  de ceivsk 
With  all  your  blarney  you  I'm  •comings 

Yoor  lying  tongue  I  oan't  believe.  .,-.,-. 


'fhe  lad 


and  Sweet  Good  Night  I 


And  ii  the  Harp  for  ever  Stilled,! 

Bj  BryiB  M*catre> 


And  in  the  liiirp  foe  ever  stilled.        ^ 
That  once  was  heard  in  Erin's  Isle  T 

And  baa  the  air,  its  Rtraius  once  filled. 
Forever  shakan  off  freedom's  smile  f 

If  ao,  oh !  let  me  fly  awajf 

To  some  new  world  where  I  may  eee 
Scenes  that,  like  these,  will  not  deiDey, 

Bat,  unlike  these,  will  all  be  fiiee — 

Ajid  there,  oh !  there- meh  heaven  rDflsd, 
As  in  (hii  world  was  never  seen  ; 

And  picture  often  to  mv  mind 
What  my  dear  Ldaud  once  had  beM  I 

The  Soldier  of  Erin.  i 

Air:    KxlleefKriB 


There's  Magic  Id  a  Kiu. 

■nu|  br  0«ri>er  ft  Stuntlll  n  >tb  r*at  sneeaiii  throngh- 
oat  tL«  United  State!— Mniiiu  by  Qes.  OstlU. 


,-/vn;  I  •*' 


In  life  there's  notniag  sweiiwi^  '■  ■^  -    ' 

Thau  to  have  or  be  a  btiiii ;     .'.      ;.    ^, 
It^  nice  to  court  n  pretty  girt 

Cut  that  you,  feUowK,  all  knpw.    ^  ■  \     .-u  •    . 
Now  I  have  got  a  sweetheart,       ,,."*. 

A  charmiug  little  miss,         ^  ■  •        '•'  '  * 

Asd.tbat ie  how  I  oome  toknow      ;    :>,    ;^,  _,^. 

Theru'i  magic  in  a  kiss.  ^  • 

Chorus  :     My  chiirmiug  little  fairy.        fArcfe) 
&>  biithescune  i\nd  adry  :         (Brtak.) 
Oh  !  my  heart  is  captivated 
f)^  By  a  chaimiag  httle  misers!    - 

:.,  ,  ■  V  And  that  is  how  I  come  to  knew 

There's  magic  in  m  laa. 

Now  when  two  lovean  qraurelt    '  ;  ,;r' 

They'll  sit  and  pout  awhile. 
The  one  or  the  othear  will  wry  eeoB        :'.' aI-'  . 

Provoke  a  friendly  raoile  : 
Then  making  up's  deliphtful, 

Th«»  way  it's  dona  is  thia —  f',:  iijfl 

He  clasp*  her  in  his  arms,  and,  well — 

There's  magio  in  »  Uss,  Chceoe 


mie  shadows  of  darkuees  arcmnd  htm  were  fUBag, 

And  eve's  lonely  star  lit  the  wanderer's  way. 
When  the  harp  of  the  minstrel,  bis  footfiteps  rnoellfaifc 

The  brave  soldier  paused  at  the  beart<mo%iii^lay. 
Ob  I  dear  to  my  snnl  in  the  sprints-time  of  feebng. 

Ere  the  blight  of  the  oold  world  bad  swept 

o\  r  itn  flowen ; 
Was  that  strain  of  my  childhood  from  tender  Upe 

stealing, 

In  fair  Connamara's  now  desolate  boweta. 

Sweet  soup;  r.f  uiy  boyhood,  still  de€f>er  and  deeper, 

It  Hink^  uu  my  heart  as  I  list  to  the  strain  ; 
Like  11  In  I'-u  vf  the  dead  that  steals  o'er  the  sleeper, 
.  Joid  briu;;^  bockjhe  io*t  (uid  the  loY^ou^gj^ia^ 
Dear  voice  of  the  piut,  like  the  loue  harp  of  Tara, 

It  vioktix  Aid  the  riins  4tf  alt  I  4epl<f«;  .. 
Farewell  to  tk)  (^egjhille..  mt  fi>fcy)iyintfw. 
First  home  of  my  heart,  1  swiU  \iee  thee  no  mace. 


My  Bark  ii  on  the  Dreaiy 

rAVOBTTX  BAXXJUOl 


My  bark  is  on  the  dreary  eee,    '  '    <' 

Adiea,  to-night  we  sever : 
Friend  of  my  soul !  I  will  think  on  tlie%"  1. 

I  win  on  tht>e  for  ever  •  ' 

And  aa  my  bark  coen  swiftly  o'er 

Yonder  moou-lit  s^a.  r. 

The  parting  tear  I  will  liiink  upai^  . 

I  will  ever  think  on  thee-  ^   ... 

I  I  will  e*er, 'Jte. 

When  snilins  through  life's  dreary  tid^   ;,,. 

Should  I  forget  thee  7  never !  ., 

rn  tbiijk  of  Iheo  while  oceans roet,       ,   ■^' 

1  will  think  of  thee  for  erver—       '  -  ^   ■  'J^ 
And  as  the  niorht  wind  blows  me  OO 

Yonder  monn-lit  eea.  •...j.X 

Thy  partinR  tM»r  I  will  think  npoa^^  .  ^V*..- 

I  will  ever  think  on  thee — 

-  I  win  ever.  to. 


TQAtteet  1^  irind  Mlyfif 
.    Ovet  tlM  iMttle  Hsa ;. 

AaA  tli  amWdaylight  d^ln|^ 

On  hwdwur.  lull  and  tree;- 
The  cattle  beUe  aie  ringing^    ^ 

Amobg  the  tlantiug  dowtejF  '    - 
t^iid  enildren'e  Toices  flinging^ 

Oiad  echoes  through  the  toffne  : 
Oh !  enmnuK  day  ea  aoon  awif — 

The  hnppv  hearted  niKh  and  say — 
Sweet  is  the  light,  and  cad  tJby  flight, 

Auo  8^  th^  woi  Jd  Good  ivgh^  i  ^Ogoi  aM^M 

Inlsad  the  'wo4U  Oood  ni^  !  oSdd  uiht  I 

The  wun  white  clouds  nre  trailing 

Low  o'er  the  level  pkhi :  -Sr:<-  ♦  •.  iti 

And  the  wind  bnuxa  with  its  waiUoSV     ' 

The  chill  of  comiug  rains  : 
Fringed  by  the  faded  heather,  ;  -    ' 

Wiile  pools  of  water  lie  ; 
Aud  birds  aud  leaves  together;  ;   \. 

Whirl  through  the  ev«uing  sky,    - 
"Haste  thee  away,,  O  xrinter  day  r     ~  ' 

The  weary  hearted  sfgh  and  say- 
Sad  is.  thy  light  aud  slow  thy  flight  : 

Sweet  were  the  wonls  Oood  ni-^htl  0<Si9iat^I 

Sweet  were  the  words  Good  night !  Qoodnqht  I 


i^««- 


A       ;V  Pie  on  Sinfat  Phantasy  1 

Fie  on  einftal  phantasy  I  ,.';,<,. 

Fie  on  lost  and  luxury  I  .■; ;     ,  r  ;■ 

Lust  is  bnt  a  bloody  fire.  :  i.- v  =-  ■  -  ■. . "^ 

Kiudled  with  unchaste  denre. 

Fed  in  heart,  whoee  fliimee  aspire. 

As  thoughts  do  blow  them  higher,  end  higher : 

Pinch  him,  fairies  mutually  ; 

Pineb  him  for  his  villany  : 
Pinch  him,  and  bom  him,  and  tun  him  aboul^ 
Till  caudles,  and  star-light,  and  moonshine  be  ont> 


^1 


Die  am  de  Way  we'd  Oo. 

WorAi  br  Barry  lidiiBrtt      Written  i  zpress)7  for 

Juliii'on  and  Urano,  tba  Kr«at  •rculiktio  Boog 

and  dune*  artlit*         4ir:    The  Dudg«r. 


We  lived  down  South  at  de  broke  of  de 

As  happy  as  nigs  could  be  ; 
But  white  men  come  and  took  iis  from  oar 

And  dey  told  us  dat  we  were  free. 
We  'listed  den  wid  de  FedemI  troope^ 

And  we  went  for  to  fight  de  foe,         ■    " 
And  when  de  boys  hiul  sorrow  in  der  heaife 

Why,  dis  am  de  way  we'd  ga 

-■'[''.. -y:  ■?  ■:■•      CaoBo^'r':    :..:.  i«;;^ 
Things  am  changed  on  de  ole  filantelioB 

We've  bung  wp  de  shovei  anil  de^oe^ 
But  we  often  think  of  thoMe  happy  days, 

And  db  way  dat  we  used  to  go. 

When  work  w,.g  done,  we'd  gather  in  de  bam 

For  to  rattle  de  heel  and  t<ie  :  , 

And  dance  dat  good  olo  Mipsissippi  fling,         '| 

To  ie  tnne  of  (*«  ole  Iwmjo.  *■  i  .V 

Well  never  see  dem  good  ole  times  again  S'  '   ' 

For,  Death  has  laid  our  niosmlow  : 
And  Co  tears  run  down  our  cheeks  like  de  ra&i,. 

Wheil  we  think  cf  da  way  we'd    x  ChatXUL 


.r 


I 


.iL.^p  iif.  if  Ton  Vex  a  Woaaa. 


•u>. 


Keep  off,  if  von  vex  r,  >  'oman, 
liU  she  '  ives  her  passion  vent ;  ' 

In  her  fury  she  spares  no  men. 
But  her  tongue  fjoes  click  and  elaek;  ,,  ^;  \\ 
Click,  clack,  clack  ;  ^ind  Ucka,  tioke,  tadt,' 

TiU  her  rage  in  noise  is  spent 

Wompu,  whan  the  fidget*  aeixe  'em, '  > ".,  •;:  R 
.  Bide  on  like  a  foundered  nag  :  -    1/ 

'Tbev  are  tjentle,  'till  you  tenze  e'm  ;  "    ' '     ■ 
Then  their  tongue  fToes.  click  and  cladc : 
CKck.  olick.  clack  ;  and  ticka,  tick% 
"Till  it  can  no  longer  wag.  ,  .. 


"r 


TH£  'SI]««ERS'    JOURrVAI^ 


tse 


F 


Vobody'B  TreaMixvu 

Bang  b7  J«dd1<  KnftL 


The  ■SOW  hu  b«en  &lling  and  lie*  whita  in  the  street, 
And  thro'  it  are  wandering  tboae  little  bare  feet. 
With  an  old  torn  dnas  that  tries  to  enfoH 
Her  sbiTeiing  form  from  the  mereileas  eold  ; 
She  holdis  ont  her  hand  now  chilled  with  the  (>la«t, 
Hoping  to  find  a  kind  word  at  last ; 

But  all  paw  her  by— for,  they  all  hare  a  hooM, 

Leaving  Nobody's  treaaore  to  wander  alooe. 

Chorus.  ,, .,...  ,.;/y.j^  .■  .■  ■•   I 

Nobody's  treason,  nobody 'd  treasura,  ' 

No  one  will  miaa  her,  or  speak  words  of  loiTf  : 
Nobody's  treaaore,  no  oat  will  miss  her,  or  speak 

words  of  love : 
Nobody's  treosrue.  Angels  bear  nobody'f  treasure  above, 
Angels  bear  nobody's  treasnre  above — 

The  storm  has  heen  fierce  and  deserted  the  street. 
The  snow-flakes  still  fall  and  are  mingled  with  sleet : 
She  sits  on  a  doorstep  and  bitterly  cries, 
Bnt  the  warmth  is  within  and  no  one  replies  ; 
She  whispers  a  prayer  she  learned  on  the  knee 
Of  one  who's  dead  and  from  sorrow  free. 
She's  no  one  to  mias  her,  and  no  words  of  love  :     • 
So  the  Angels  bear  nobody's  treasnre  aboT»— 

Nobody's  treecore,  Sec 


Friend  aod  Fortane  Have  Departed. 

Friend  and  fortane  have  deputed. 
Years  of  toil  are  spent  in  vain  ; 

Sad  and  almost  broken  hearted,         .^    ' 
Who  can  bring  me  joy  again  ?      "  ^  '■■ 

Biehea,  like  the  dew  of  morning. 
Brightly  in  my  pathway  lay. 

Bat  when  brightest  hopes  wbre  dawning; 
'  Swiftly  fled  those  joys  uway— 

itbiling  hard,  and  wan  and  weary. 

In  the  heat  and  in  the  eold, 
Far  from  home,  and  lone  and  dreary. 

For  the  dear  ones  of  the  fold, 
That  when  life  and  rtrength  are  waning; 

And  when  fortcne  smiiee  no  moi% 
We,  a  happy  home  maiutaiuing. 

May  have  plenty  in  oor  store. 

n  is  hard  in  life's  declining  , 

Thus  to  be  of  all  berefl. 
While  in  poverty  are  pining 

>11  the  cheribbed  objects  lefl ; 
And  what  anguish  to  be  thinking 

How  my  darling  ones  may  fare    • 
From  the  oold  world,  sadly  shnnning, 

When  I  cease  to  ha^e  their  < 


Bird  of  Love. 


Thera  waa  a  bird  came  to  my  braail 

WImb  I  wa  rerj  yonng : 
I  only  kosw  that  sweet  bird's  nest; 

To  me  she  only  snng. 
Ah !  one  summers  day,  loTB^ 

I  saw  that  bird  depart ; 
The  truant  flew  thy  way,  lovs^         ^ 

And  nestled  in  thy  heart 
Chorus  :    Bird  of  love,  bird  of  lore,  Mrfl  of  tor* 
The  truant  flew  thy  way,  Um, 


■?! 


I 


And  nestled  in  thy  heart. 


There  was  a  rose  that  blosbing  gr«w 

Within  my  life's  yonng  bower, 
The  angels  sprinkle**  holy  daw 

Upon  the  blesfed  flower  : 
I  xlorj-  to  resign  it,  love,  -: 

Though  it  was  deer  to  me  ; 
Amid  the  InaTelii  twine  it,  loTi^ 

It  only  blooms  for  thee. 

There  was  a  rirh  and  radiant  { 

I  long  kept  hid  ttom  light. 
Lost  from  some  seraph's  diadem, 

Itahone  with  Heaven's  omn  light  : 
The  world  oonld  Mwcr  taar,  lova^ 

That  gem  of  gems  fhma  me. 
Tat  p«  tby  food  bceast  wear  it,  loMb 

It  only  shines  for  thee. 


Oh !  had  we  Some  Bright  Little  Isle  of 
Mr  own  I 


Oh !  had  we  some  bright  little  Isle  of  oor  own, 
In  a  'Mae'sbtniQei'  ooean^  far  off  and  alone  ; 
Where  a  leoT  n^ver  dies  in  the  still  blooming  bowen, 
And  the  bee  bouquets  on  thro'  a  whole  year  of  flowers  : 
When  iheiflUQ  lonres  to  paase  with  so  i(>nd  a  delay 
That  the  night  only  dnws  a  thin  veil  o'lr  the  day  : 
When  Bim}>^to/f*dL  that  we  breathe,  that  we  live, 
Is  woith  the  beet  joy  that  life  elsewhere  can  give — 

There  with  souls  ever  ardent  and  pore  as  th^  clime. 
We  should  love  as  they  loved  in  the  first  golden  time  : 
Tlie  glow  of  the  ^ushine,  the  balm  of  the  air. 
Would  steal  to  onr  hearts  and  make  all  summer  there. 
With  aflactirm,  aa  free  from  decline  aa  the  bowers. 
And  with  hope,  like  the  bee,  living  always  on  flowers. 
Our  life  should  resemble  a  long  day  of  light. 
And  oor  death  come  on  holy,  and  calm  as  the  night- 


Mama,  ain't  I  Sweetl  ;    VI   i, 

0ODg  *nd  Oborei  written  on  Dmn  Bryant,  9r ,  by  Bollin 

Huward.    Son*  by  H   Morman  it  Brysat'S 

Ke«  Oftera  HoQM.  N.  T. 


With  golden  hair  so  lovely,  T' . 

And  eyes  of  softest  blue, 
:    TbaA  say,  in  looks  so  heavenly — 
■•  ^«    ■  Mama,  I  so  love  you  ! 
Our  lovely  little  darling, 

With  fbotst'ips  light  and  fleet. 
With  pleading  looks  comes  asking — 

Dear  mama,  ain't  I  sweet? 
Chorus  :    Roev  little  cherub. 

With  hair  of  golden  hue, 
,  J    Ah !  you  know  not,  my  darting. 
How  Well  mama  loves  yoo  1 

The  first  thing  ia  the  morning. 
That  voice,  so  soft  and  sweet, 
•Comes  its  JitUa  eOng  a  sinjgiog, 
Its  mama  dear  to  greet : 

And,  at  the  hour  of  evening,  V;,  ;- 

Its  evening  prayer  11  repeat :     -/^      *■.. 

But,  ever  before  its  sleeping, 
Says  :  mama,  aint  I  sweet? 


CBusraa. 


Mg.lilj  of  the  Vallej. 

.':       ♦'  '  Byl.  E.  L«nt 


Of  all  the  hanpy  days  Fve  known. 

It  was  the  best  of  any, 
That  placed  this  lily  on  my  breast 

My  chosen  out  of  many  :  -,  -'":: 

At  sight  of  her,  or  thought  of  h«r,  ~ 

My  drooping  spirits  rally  : 
For,  she's  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

My  lily  of  the  valley  : 
Of  all  the  happy  dajrs  Fve  known. 

It  was  the  best  of  any, 
That  placed  this  hly  on  my  breast    ^ 

My  ehosen  out  of  many. 

Her  form  and  face  have  every  graces 

By  beauty's  magic  given  ; 
From  her  bright  eyen.  as  from  the  skie^,' 

Looks  forth  the  light  of  heaven. 
And  in  her  mind  the  holiest  thonght 

Where  sweetest  fancies  dally  : 
60  pure  the  darling  of  my  hearty 

My  lily  of  the  valley —  : 

Of  ail  the  happy  days  I've  known. 

It  was  the  oest  of  any, 
That  placed  this  lily  on  my  breast,     ^  = 

The  chosen  out  of  many. 


! 


Oh  I  Talk  not  to  me  of  her  Wealth. 

Oh !  talk  not  to  me  of  tbe  wealth  she  posaesate. 
My  hopes  and  my  views  to  bersslf  I  confine  ; 

The  splendor  of  riches  bnt  slightly  impresses 
A  heart  that  is  fraught  with  a  passion  like  mine. 

By  love,  only  love,  should  our  souls  be  cemented. 
No  int'rest,  no  motive  but  that  could  I  own  ; 

THth  her  in  a  cottaoie  be  blest  and  contented, 
f^r\A  wretched  without  her,  tho'  placed  on  a  throne. 


Lot* 


Darling,  Lo^e  Ma 


Iiove  me,  dailing,  love  me  : 

For,  my  wild  and  wayward  heart, 
Like  Noah's  ddve  in  search  of  reat, 

Will  hover  where  thou  ait,  will  hover  whan 

then  ait 
Will  linger  near  thee  like  a  spell 

Till  by  thy  hands  caressed  :  •  " 

It  folds  its  weary,  care-worn  wingi  >  v.:  ^  ' . 

To  nestle  on  thy  breast  'If^;  ■«  ^••S  ^  » 

Love  me,  dailitig,  love  me  ; 

When  my  eoulwas  sick  with  stzlft^ 
Thy  soothing  words  have  been 

"The  sun  that  warmed  it  into  life  : 
Tby  breath  called  forth  the  pnssion  flewvi 

I'hat  slurahered  'neath  the  ice 
Of  self-diHtnist-  -and  now  their  balm 

Makes  earth  a  paradise. 

80  love  me,  darling,  love  me : 

For,  I  have  no  world  but  thee, 
And  darksome  clouds  are  in  my  s^,      -V 

Tis  woman's  destiny—  ''■^  .  . 

But  let  them  frown,  I  heed  them  nc^   * -^  .■■., 

No  fear  can  they  impart,  ■i.x-' 

If  thou  art  near  with  smiles  to  bend        k 

Hope's  rainbow  round,  my  heart. 


tM. 


■    .'4.  ■    ■ 


Lend  a  Band  to  one  Aftotbor. 

Lend  a  hand  te  one  another  : 

In  the  daily  toil  of  life. 
Should  we  me^t  a  weaker  brothi^ 

Let  us  help  him  in  the  strifa 
There  are  none  so  rich  bnt  may 

In  their  turq  be  forced  to  bonrov. 
And  the  poor  man's  lot  to-day 

May  become  our  own  to>mont>w. 
Chorus :    Lend  a  hand,  lend  a  hand. 

Lend  a  hand  to  one  aanlhir  I 
In  the  daily  toil  of  life. 

Should  we  meet  a  weaker  bnthst; 
Let  ua  help  him  in  the  atiifa 

Lend  a  hand  to  one  another  : 

Where  malicious  tongne  hath  thrown 
Park  snspiciouH  on  yoiir  brother, 

Be  not  first  to  cast  the  stone.  ll-'  ' 

There  are  none  so  rich  but  may  :",  -  -,. 

Come  adrift  on  vfaame  or  sorrow, 
And  the  best  man  here  tOi^y 

May  become  the  worst  to-morrow.       Obflt. 

Lend  a  hand  t©  one  another :  ^    x*, 

In  the  race  fbr  honors  crown,       *"  ^ 
Should  it  fair  lipon  your  brother. 

Be  not  first  io  tear  it  down. 
Lend  a  baud  t^  all,  I  sav. 

In  their  mUuthine  or  their  aomnr  : 
Then  the  prito  we've  lost  to-day. 

May  become  oor  own  to-monew.         CBtena 
—  i>i  ^ 

::■:'-.'■  '■'■'^:-    QniTe  of  Ben  Bolt 

Bo  the  side  of  sweet  Alice  they've  laid  Ben  Boll, 

Where  often  be  longed  to  repose  ; 
For,  there  he  would  kneel  with  the  early  apnog  flowen 

And  plant  o'er  his  darling  the  rose. 
His  heart  ■veaa  em  tme  oh  the  star  to  his 

When  to««ed  on  the  billows  alone  : 
But  now  it  is  cokl  and  forever  at  rest —        "Z   '■ 

For,  he  calmly  lies  nnder  the  stooe. 

How  often  his  eyes  were  seen  brimming  wfft  teta 

To  mingle  with  others  in  grief! 
But  joy  would  rekindle  the  light  of  his  smilt^ 

When  j)ouring  the  balm  of  relief. 
At  last  he  has  gone  to  the  bright  spirit  land, 

And,  free  from  all  sorrow  and  pain, 
He  tasteb  the  lull  niptores  of  angels  above : 

For,  he  meeta  with  sweet  Alice  a^^in. 

Well  gather  tbe  flowers  from  the  green  shady  nook, 

And  mOKS  from  the  silent  old  mill. 
To  strew  o'er  the  paves  where  obscnrely  repoaa 

The  hearts  that  death  only  could  chill  : 
And  oft,  wh»>n  th*  sonl  hnth  prown  wosry  and  aad. 

Well  eome  by  the  twilight  alone. 
To  muse  o'er  the  spot  where  togetht-r  Ben  Bolt 

And  sweet  Aiiea  lie  ondsr  the  stone. 
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TH£     ^IIWOKR'S    JOtJRI^JJI^. 


Beaatifal  Arabella. 


MlM  Vr«b«ll»  WinkVtop  ..T 

Wma  liMiKlitar  to  •  Plumber, 
Aa  I  riKlil  and  fair  M  bird*  that  hep  .       ' 

DpoH  tlie  trcea  in  Smniiier— 
Tba  hairta  nf  lovera  coaldn't  (ha  rand. 

And  ill  iD't  fb"  l"<>k  tlie  ihrcae  T 
Oil '  cixilda't  aba  do  iha  -  OrrciUl  b«B4,  *    ■- 
;       Aud  didu  t  aba  try  tO'plaaaa  t 
BKunttriil  Armiialla. 
Dcsatifiil  Arjballit. 
8ba  atola  my  begirt   and  uiade  ma  •mad. 
Did  baautiful  ArabaUa, 

I  lo"k  bar  to  all  aorta  ofmwt. 

C  emnrtia  and  Cr>  aial  Palaca  :  ■•. 

W-   i>l'<<  cioaaed  tha  Dover  atralta. 
To  Dlei>pa    Boulogne  ai<d  C^laia. 
,II>UM<«'er  ta  went    nba  flxeU  the  gasa 

Or«  Millii  III  Maalo  li   Ha  : 
Tiixlrli  art*  alia  nioved  and  alwiy*  prorad 
Ttia  mactiet  In  Iba  atnlia. 
SpOSKH     Ob  '  she  wa*  a  bemity  '     and  so  Krae<»fnl  '     I 
Bairly  broka  my  baart  tryiug  to  walk  Id  bar  aff*-c(loBa, 
and  I  ua  riy  broke  my  back  trying  to  do  tba    '  Bum«n 
Tall,  "  walking  iu  bar  company— 

lieaatlfnl  Artbell*.  ke. 

My  baart  with  lore  wa«  nlowing  bot 

An  furtx  Blacksiiiitbs'  foritra, 
AD'I  aona  I  ta'vd  t«  tie  tba  kuot  a 

Ciiinnblal   at  St   Oaurge*  : 
But  ah!  tbat  -  allp-'twlit  cnp  and  Up— " 

Willi  wbicli  ao  iiisiiy  ma«t 
It  fall  to  me— and  hrre  juu  aea 

lb*  vieiim  of  d«o«lt— 

BeaatifDl  Arabella,  ko. 

To  tlia  Eaatar  Volnntee'  Rorlew 

Of    •  Peilod '•  cruik  KiUe* 
Ui>*  A    abe  went,  eat'oilrd.  toov  ( 

By  Ci>|>t«lii  Blazer  Biflen  — 
Hnr  D.id— the  PiUuibrir-  tlioagbt  II  grand 

A  tilled  aweil  alionid  win. 
lustra')  "f  MC.  bla  dau^biec'a  band. 
Aa  I  bad  little  tin. 
eromrn  :  AU'itofien  bapp^na.  If  afellnw'e  gnt  a  hakp- 
LK  to  li;*  inmu   ibo°  be  «  a  pcMr  liliii*)-lf.  he  can  tlirow 
cold  WATER  on  a  rival     Kucb  Kaa  tba  caaa  with  MB.     iiut 
attlt,  1  abail  uaver  forsel— 

Beautiful  Arabella,  &c. 

BtM'B  Ma.  bnt  p'rbxpa  mieht  have  been  mlue— 

1  hi*  dauitMar  of  li'a  PlatuIxT— 
Sad  1  b-?aii  In  tbe  aolderluK  LUIB, 

If  only  a  boy-draiiiii  er. 
Tb«  nniforni   it  did  the  trick, 

And  won  ber  fickle  heart  :  ■        : 

Mow  wbatKlrl  III  my  h-art  will  atlek         '       - 
Another  Ciipld'a  dart  ? 
BroBBM  :  Tbo'.  II  I  ean't  chaiiR*  my  aout.  T  mean  to 
abantta  luy  rotb,  and  aay  "  uuduilfiil  '  "  iuateid  of— 

lieautifui  Aiaialia,  &e. 


The  Sailors'  Consolation. 


OiM  niglit,  eam«  on  a  linrricAne, 

'1  be  Bea  waa  mountaina  rolling, 
When  Barney  l;anlline  turned  Lia  quid, 

And  said  to  Uillj  l^owling  : 
"  A  etronK  nor-w«ater  a  blowing.  Bill, 

Hark  !  don't  jou  li^ar  it  roar  now  f 
Lord,  help  tb«ni  !  how  1  pitiea  all 

Lnhaiipy  folks  on  shore  now — 

Fool-hardy  chaps  who  live  in  town. 

What  danger!)  they  are  all  In  ! 
And  now  are  quaking  in  their  beds 

For  fear  the  roof  ahoald  fall  in  : 
Poor  creatures,  how  tliey  envies  us  I    , 

And  wish  (  as  I've  a  notion  ) 
For  our  good  hick,  in  such  a  stonoe    ^ 

To  be  upon  the  ocean. 

But  a»  for  tlR'in  who're  out  all  day     ..•  ■ 

On  businssd  from  their  houses. 
And  lat«  at  night  are  coming  home 

'I  o  clieer  their  bahe#  and  spouses- 
While  you  and  I    Till,  on  the  deck 

Are  comfortably  lying. 
My  eyes  !  what  tilet'  and  chimney-pota 

About  their  heuds  ore  flying  ! 

And  often  huve  we,  Ri'.imt-n,  heard 

lluw  men  are  kilkd,  and  undone 
By  ovti'tiirns  of  carriages. 

And  thieves  and  finui  in  London  : 
We  kno>v  what  ri.-ks  all  lundsiuen  ma. 

From  nobU-in»-n  to  tailors  : 
Then,  I'ill.  let  us  thank  I'rovidcDM 

Ihut  yuu  and  i  are  sailors.  " 


Tliere  ia  no  joy  so  great  aa  that  which  springs 
froB  •  kind  Mt  or  plMsant  deed. 


MooD-struck. 

BONO  AND  DAMCE. 


-C 


Song  bj  Oharlef  Btnrgaa  at  tba  San  rranciaoe  Xlnatrela. 

Tba  Mnate  1«  rnbllataed  by  ValrehIM  aad  Dwyer, 
Vo.  177  8Uth  Araune,  Hew-Tock.     . 

'■■•■•  "f    " «■  •!  ^',     f^'v.y 

TiMre'a  •  tweet  one  that  Vrt  often  ■>■■ 

A  form  and  iiaoe  divine — 
Her  style  is  dashing,  just  the  thing  : 

1  think  her  moat  sublime. 
Ber  cliarms  so  fascinated  to* 

That  I  io  lore  did  fall  : 
And  since  that  time  she's  been  to  bm 
The  dearest  one  of  all. 
cnonrs. 
Oh  !  I  cannot  live  without  her. 
And  I  always  dream  about  her  i 
I  have  had  no  peace  of  mind. 
Since  I  in  love  did  fall  : 
And  ervr  «in«e  she's  been  to  bm 
The  dearest  one  of  all. 

She's  dearer  iisr  than  life  to  mc, 

'ihis  dearest,  darling  one  :  '-''', 

And  when  her  smiling  fao«  I  see. 

With  joy  I'm  overcome. 
Dow  lone  is  single  life  to  me,  .''  i^ 

SSince  I  in  love  did  iisll  I 
For,  my  heart  has  flown  to  her  I  think 

1  he  dearest  one  of  all.  Choma. 

I'll  nsk  this  dear  one  to  be  mine, 

i  o  cling  to  nie  Uirough  life  : 
And  if  she  will  consent  to  be 

My  darling  little  wife, 
I'll  prove  to  her  niy  love  so  tme. 

And  in  her  mind  install, 
And  she  through  life  shal!  cTcr  be 

The  dearest  one  of  all. 


Choma. 


William  Winki. 


A  *ad  ynnng  dog  was  Villlam  WInka  t 

Be  bad  a  w.iy  of  slyly  wluking. 
Whene'er  a  pretty  girl  he  met  :  "  , 

Vow  tbi*  was  very  wrooK.  I'm  IbiDklag. 
Aa  rears  rolled  on   Ibis  liabit  iirew. 

UdiII  at  leiieih  grekt  t--mrm  roaaeaaed  bim  t 
As  oer  Ilia  winba  he'd  loat  control. 

Ill*  future  proapecia  luucb  oppraas^  him* 

Wink    wink,  wink  t 
Willi. 'm  Wink*  coi]1d  not  help  winking,  | 

Wbetbrr  talking    «betliar  ibliiklnx,  i 

Whether  eailng   whether  drlaktng. 
wiiiiaiu  Wink*  c<iiil  I  uot  help  olnklnc  ( 
When  away  from  dauger  (iirluklng, 
Heart  within  bim  aliuoat  sinking, 
Ofi  be  bad  lo  run  like  winking, 

Po-ir  WUUam'Wiiika!  ^-  .. 

na  (tave  hia  heart  to  Patly  Prim. 

Aud  a*  they  walked  along,  one  Bnadaf, 
H"  preaa.'d  tier  ao  to  "  naiua  tba  day  " — 

8lie  l>IUkbed  and  wblapered  :   "  Say  next  HondaT.  " 
When  UouUuy  came,  they  went  to  Chinch, 

Aud  all  went  wall— niitil  the  bride  aald, 
When  aaked  If  aha  would  ■-  take  Ibia  man  T  " 

"  Mo,  no  :  baa  wlakinc at  my  l>rld**mald.  " 
i  WlLk   wink   wink  ' 

I     '.;   :  WUJiamWuike,*fc 

One  8nrom''r*a  eve.  whilat  alroHIng  oat,  .   .  . ! 

A  aad  mUfortiiDe  oTertook  hliu  " 

Th«>ra  nisbed  acroaa  the  road  a  man 

Who  aalsed  hliu  by  the  throat  aud  shook  kllk 
Pijor  Wiuwa  gasped  oui    tbu'  aliuoat  choked  : 

'   Ob  '  do  joH  wlali  to  take  m.v  life   air  t  " 
"  Toil  bare-fareit  acamp  the  man  leplied. 

Uow  dare  yuu  wink  tUna  at  my  wife  air  T  " 

Wluk    wiuk  winkt 
William  Winka,te. 

Poor  WInka  then  iraTe  lb*  man  In  obarge  : 

Befdie  the  Ci>urt  next  day  sppetu-lng. 
ne  aiepped  into  the  wiineaa  box 

For  Ilia  S'.kI  tale  tn  ^el  a  beKrinc. 
The  Mayor  roared  out     '    What  ?  wink  at  me  '. 

To  act  Ilk"  thia  I  can't  permit  yow  : 
Tbi*  man's  diKcbarced   l>tit  fur  contanpt  \ 

OCoonrt  lonaol  1  abali  ceuiuiit  you  ? ''  .  '., 

(.  .       wink   wink   wink' 
WiiUauiWlaks  *a 

I  think  I've  sa)<t  enough  to  show 

How  much  poor  Uilllnni  WInka  haa  anibred  : 
And  I'Te  no  duubl  thai  yon  iwRin 

To  think  that  you  bivaqniie  eu  'litb  beard. 
Tontiir  men.  take  nariilnn  by  hia  'a>e. 

Don't  wiuk  i'<n  mncb.  you  max  repent  U  t    >•    >« 
Fur  you.  like  Winka  Iu  courae  of  time, 

May  not  be  able  to  preveut  It— 

Wiok.  «tnk.  wink  '. 
WUliam  Wlaka   *e. 


That  Swell  at  the  Matinee. 

Bung  I'y  Bulilu  Howard-Compoaed  by  D.  E.  Bieks. 
Tha  If  uaie  ia  pablUbed  by  W  B  Smith.  Pblladelpbia. 

A  broken-hearted  girl  am  T, .  .""^ 

All  through  a  swell  so  fair —    ,  ..       i;  ,,  . 
I  awing  the  latest  fashion,  too.         ;.  >'' 
And  wear  such  flowing  blond«  hair— 
I  met  him  at  the  matinee. 

With  his  opera-glass  he  admired  ma  : 
De  winked  his  eyes  all  out  of  ihapa 

At  this  sweet  little  bee. 
I  burnt  two  big  holes  in  his  heart 
With  my  roguish  eyes  of  bine  : 
Aad  he  said  the  world  was  nought  to  him— 
For,  he  loved  me— wouldn't  you  f 
ciiottrs. 
I  burnt  a  big  bole  in  his  heart 

With  my  rognirh  eyes  of  bine. 
De  felt  the  world  was  nought  to  him— 
For,  he  loved  me — wouldn't  yon  f 

He  waited  till  the  play  waa  o'er. 

And  quick  atepped  to  the  door,  -  •  .■;    - 

And  waited  to  see  his  liitle  bellci  ,V  - 

As  I  passed  on  before.              .  t    • 

"        As  he  ftjllowtd  me  up  the  street,  •'■■*'■ 

A  fellow,  with  a  reddish  siraot,  .'  -  'i 
Sara  :   "  Why  are  you  staring  at  my  wife, 

Vou  ugly,  big  galoot  ? 
I  burnt  two  big  holes,  ile. 

h'fi  ^  Choma. 

He  saw  he  was  mistaken  and  in  a  fix. 

His  temper  did  raise  high  : 
De  said  we  met  by  accident,  '  -  :>,     j 

And  hubby  banged  him  in  the  cyfcf  ^ 
We  walked  off  and  lefl  him  there, 

W  iih  his  eyes  he  scarce  could  sea  :  .' 
De  awore  he'd  never  flirt  again 

With  girls  at  the  matinee.  s'  1 

I  burnt  two  big  holes,  d:c. 


Chora* 


"-••►-^ 


Begrets. 


JtudtM  ti  aloiM,  and  sighing. 

And  I  follow  where  she  goce,        •  -   ■>: 
To  her  secret  chamber  flying—   ■ 

Scene  of  all  her  bitter  w<»ea  ; 
For  a  wliile  her  stifled  grief  ■  •    -T 

is  very  slill,  then  finds  relief    :' " 

In  a  fit  of  passionate  sobbing  %■'-  ■     "■ 
And  her  tears,  too  lonn  repr<.st,      '    ' 
Fall  in  torrents  on  her  breast. 

Heaving.  bealin<T.  panting,  throbbinj^ 
Like  the  stormy  waves  <if  ocean. 
Lovely  in  its  wild  emotion  ; 
Still  with  Valnn's  kisaee  burning. 
For  his  presence  madly  yearning  ; 
Kneeling  with  her  wearied  lieaa 
Hiding  in  the  snow  white  bed, 
From  the  garish  sun  above,  •■.«.«:•-' 

bighing,  sobbiag.  '*  Is  this  lore  t  • 


The  Retorn. 


Faithl^sa  tho'  ber  lorer  were, 

lie  was  constant  all  the  time 
Juatine.  sweet  as  she  is  (air. 

Has  pardoned  him  the  moment'a  «s'iSM. 
Breatliing  many  an  ardent  tow. 
In  hia  anus  he  holds  her  imw  : 
I'o  his  kisaea  ali«  replica 
I-ty  her  silenee  and  ner  sigha. 
Smiling  at  that  pnasion  still 
Leia  that  passion  hare  its  wilL 
Yet  tie  joy  is  his  aione, 
AiKi  love's  pleasure  all  hia  own  i 
For,  her  love,  once  thrilling  mad: 
Now  is  Sorrow's  crown  of  ridnesa  : 
Tho'  the  words  are  never  (pokeo, 

"^'ou  may  hear  it  in  her  sighs,         .1 

You  may  read  it  in  her  eyes,  v;*| 

That  tlie  olMrm— the  charm  ia  brok«^'' 


Drink  nothing  withont  seeing  it  :  aiga  f>ot>>io^ 
without  reading  it.  and  make  stirc  tbat  it  means 

no  more  than  it  says. 


1 

i 


iHH 


THE    SIMOGRS'    JOVRMAL. 


141 


Bog«r  O'Mal  ey         -  ^ 

OotpTrlgbt   1879  lij  B  H  HardlBf. 
Word!  •nil  If  alio  \>j  Jixopb  P  Skellj. 

Tb«  Mnalo  of  tins  oodj;  can  b«  uliUlned  of  E.  H.  Hardlagi 

Ho  2S9  Uowery     ocpoO'te  Fiiiice  Stirot.  Nrw-Tork— 

I.e^tut  Full  Mimic  Sise  8liret  for  10  cauta. 

My  name  is  Eoger  CMnlley,  anderBtsod,       ;     . 
And  don't  begin  for  to  doubt  me  ;  1 

I  owa  my  owu  bouse,  aud  a  bit  o'  land,        ' 

Tbere'H  no  common  st4>ck  aboat  me. 
I  went  to  collt-£;e  wbeu  a  bey, 

Aud  left  M-itii  heaps  of  lore—  " 

And  came  out  here  to  this  free  land. 

Just  pravious  to   he  war. 
Chorus  :    Boger  O'Malley,  that's  my  nam^ 
Quite  famouM  I  have  ((rown  : 
I'm  far  saperior  to  Moldoon, 
ilulcahy  or  Malone. 

Fm  qnite  ind«-pondent  in  mr  way, 

Hiqh-tourd  iind  well  educated  ; 
All  my  taxw  I'm  ready  for  to  pay. 

And  I'm  >;ot,  in  the  least  dissipated. 
I  can  take  a  drink,  aud  amoke  a  cigar, 

With  comfort  and  delight ;  "-  j. 

But  you'll  never  see  me  loofia'  roond 

Tlie  whiskey  bars  at  night /^  ' '  Cbonu. 

Fm  as  daceut  a  man  as  yon  can  find — 

Like  all  my  seven  gtnerations— 
With  a  good  deal  of  laruiu'  in  my  mind. 

Which  I  rse  on  important  occasions  ; 
I'm  Ikr  above  jcr  common  scraps, 

That  fling  their  names  all  round. 
And  they'll  not  catch  me  in  any  traps  : 

For,  I'm  sensible  and  sound.  Cbonu. 

Fm  a  marshiU  whenever  we  parade, 

I  ride  a  horse  from  Arnby  : 
With  a  big  stick  of  honor  in  my  hand. 

Sure,  in  martial  nffairB  I'm  no  baby. 
I  ate  «y  fill,  and  wear  good  clothes,     .' 

Made  up  in  the  style  you  aee  ; 
My  ^-alk  is  grand,  and  plainly  shows 

That  there's  no  such  man  as  me !         Chorus. 


^»-«#>-^ 


Alderman  Fiynn, 

An  Irltb  ebkractor  •oog. 


I  gness  yoa've  heard  of  fighting,    ,  .,;  ■ 
That's  what  I  t^ike  delight  in. 
When  I  go  down  the  street,  boys. 

With  my  sword  drawn  in  my  hand  : 
We  march  to  the  tune  of  the  Mulligaa  ga*rd* 
Whenever  I  take  command. 
Chorus  :    There's  Aldermuu  Flynn,  ' 

What  do  you  think  of  him?- 
He's  a  little  bit  crippled 

lu  his  left  chin  : 
Oil !  the  girls  all  say  as  Ke  march  away— 
"  Horroo  for  Alderman  Flynn  P 

Fm  th«  pet  of  all  the  ladies,    ■ 

Fm  fond  of  all  the  babies,  .     ., 

My  appearance  is  engaging-^       , 

It  is,  upon  my  word, 
I  expect  to  be  Boas  Alderman 

Some  day  in  the  ould  foorth  ward. 


Ghent. 


^4«>^ 


True  Love. 

Words  b^T.H  BoTiioMion.       Uasto  bj  BoIIiaL 

If  love  be  but  an  idle  dream. 

Merely  a  phantom  of  the  brain- 
Bereft  oi  thuf,  to  this  cold  world 

Never  let  mt  wake  again  - 
Bat  ah  !  blur  not  the  brightest  pag* 

In  nature's  holy  plan  : 
Tis  blasphemy  to  slander  thus 

Heaven's  choisest  gift  to  man — 

No !  love,  when  pure  and  based  on  troUfc 

Can  all  life's  bitterest  ills  assoaga  : 
It  oalms  the  wild  desires  of  yonth. 

It  soothes  the  cares  of  age- 
Then,  ah  !  blur  not  the  brightest  pag*    > 

In  nature's  holy  plan  : 
Tis  blasphemy  to  slander  thni  ^y 

Heaven's  choisest  gift  to  man.  -li' 


Mulcaby'i  Home  Agpain.      -    .^ 

8equzl  to  "  Mclcaht's  Gons  Awax.*  r>  . 

Copjrlglt.   1879   hj  E   H.  H»rrtliig.         f"  '  .' 

Words  and   Mntic    by   Joa  P  Skally. 

Tbomii'icofibli  aoii;:  c.iii  l>oi>liii«iiie  I  nf  £.  H   Harillaf, 

Mo  299  Buwarv    orpo«it»  Prince  Street    New-Tork  — 

Elegant  Foil  M ualc  8is»  Slieat  for  10  eanta. 


I  Come  with  news  to-night,  me  boy^-,-    ,'  ■ ;  - 

Jufit  heed  me  for  awhile  ;  ^  ^  '  >   ' 

My  song  will  give  delight,  me  boys  : '       -'■'  '■'''- 

For,  it  mnkas  me  grin  and  smile.  -r^' 

Ton've  haxrd  about  that  famous  man  ' 

Who  left  us  all  in  pain  ; 
Snre,  he's  back  at  last  all  safe  and  aoond — 

Mulcahy's  home  again !  •         .      .  _.    • 

Chords. 
Then  shont,  aud  cheer,  and  diiuk  yer  bear. 

No  more  in  grief  remain  ; 
For,  now  the  cry  is  every  where — 

Mulcahy's  home  again ! 

I  met  him  down  in  Chambers  street; 

A  week  aj-^o  to-day  ;  ■;;   .' 

And  wbon  I  shook  nis  friendly  hand,  ' 

Sure,  I  thought  I'd  faint  away  ! 
He's  big  and  stent,  and  wiilks«boat 

lu  dress  both  uate  and  cLine  ; 
Sa^-B  I  with  glee—"  oh  !  can  this  ba 

Mnlcaliy  home  again  ?"  Chonie. 

I  axed  him  why  he  stmyed  away,  ■,.-.  ., 

And  left  us  all  l>ehind  ; 
But  divil  a  word  would  he  reply 

To  satisfy  me  mind  ;  , 

He  may  have  lived  in  foreign  lands — 

In  Jiirscy,  or  in  Spain — 
But  none  will  cai-u  from  whence  he  eama, 

Wheu  he's  home  with  us  again.  Choni. 

He  talks  no  more  of  politics — 

He  says  he's  had  enongh  ; 
To  stand  their  capers  and  their  trieka 

One  must  be  bold  and  tough ! 
lie  thinks  he'll  start  a  comer  store, 

Aud  (Miiut  a  sign  so  plain. 
To  greot  as  wheu  we  reach  the  door — 

"  Slulc  ihy'd  home  again !"  Choros. 


■  •■  ^ 


Mulcahy's  Sitter  Kate. 


4ir: 


'  Uolcabj'i  Koaa  awaf.' 


Ton  have  heard  them  sing  of  a  hero  boU^ 

Mulcahy  was  his  name  :  :  ^ V  ■ '■ 

And,  faith  !  be  had  a  sister,  too," 

Was  noted  for  her  fome  : 
She  was  chief-cook  in  a  boarding  honaeb  ^    ^    ' 

And  at  making  hash  was  great ; 
She  came  from  the  Couuty  Dynegole, 
And  her  maiden  name  was  Kate. 
Chorus :    She  is  tall  aud  thin. 

With  her  crooked  shin  : 

Her  cheeks  were  red,  and  so  waa  the  head 

Of  Mulcahy's  sister  Kata. 

She  treats  me  like  a  lady      ' .  I'   '  i 

When  her  I  go  to  see  ;  ■* 

She  takes  me  into  the  kitchen. 

And  treats  me  to  cake  and  tttit 
And  ofttimes  I  used  to  sit  until 

It  was  very  late. 
And  whispering  my  love  story  to 

Mulcahy's  sister  Kate. 

I  thono-ht  she  was  an  angel 

When  I  kept  her  company ; 
Bnt  in  the  courue  of  time  I  foirad 

That  she  was  tooling  me  ; 
I  went  to  her  house,  one  nigh^ 

And  standing  by  the  gate,         "■ '; 
I  saw  a  greasy  soapfat-man 

A-hngging  my  darling  Kate.        -"   ' 


Miss  Tomkins  says  that  every  unmarried  la^ 
of  tottj  has  passed  the  cape  of  Good  Hope. 

There  is  no  other  creatures  in  nature  that  can 
charm  like  women  and  snakes. 

A  great  man  is  most  calm  in  atorma,  a  litda  ODt 
most  stormy  in  calms. 


.>•  . 


Solid  Ditb  g  to  the  Front 

br  Bill/ 


>■  i.. 


air 


Birch  nftbx  Sen  F  amlaeo  Mlnstrvla 
'SprlBK   Oentlc  tpriag." 


Beans,  beans.  Boston  bi>'..td  beana. 
Served  up  red>hot  or     buiKtay  mom  ; 

Beans,  beans,  Bastor  oaked  beana, 
Is  a  (iish  that  is  fit  for  a  queen,  aora'a  ytm'n 

Whenever  yon  go  to  Ikwtou  town. 

Get  t)ome  one  to  show  you  round  ; 

Smoking  red-hot  on  the  plateK, 

Oh  !  how  I  love  those  Yankee  dates  ! 

You  may  talk  about  yoiu  guod  ekm  obem&m, 

Talk  aboat  yoor  whiskey  wmr— 
CHoara. 


Give  me  beans,  beans,  Boet.'>n  baked 
Served  up  red-hot  on  a  Sunday  mom. 

With  coffee,  sugar,  bread,  aiul  cream. 
Is  a  dish  that  is  fit  for  a  qneeu,  mxnM  yoaVa 

Hash,  hash,  mysterious  hash  ! 

In  a  second-clsHs  hotel  you  never  miss  mtsh  ; 
Hash,  haish.  befttitifnl  hash  ! 

It's  a  haul  cmwd  to  tackle,  bat  mu^  to  catch  ' 
I've  tnivelletl  this  country  thro'  and  thro'. 
This  fauiDUK  couundrum  is  alwtij-s  new  ; 
Talk  of  .siTuubJed  eggs.  erumhMand  eriHl, 
But  mysterimm  hush  is  imtre  robust ; 
Reed-birds,  quail,  chiunpagne  and  ioe^ 
Qinary  birds  stnfied  is  all  very  uioe — 

Cbobtw. 
Hash,  hash,  mynterious  hash  ! 

In  a  second-class  hotel  you  never  mi«  hash  ; 
Hash,  ha&h.  beaatiful  hash  ! 

It's  a  hard  crowd  to  tackle,  bat  easy  to  eateh. 

Cheese,  cheese,  Ximbuiger  cheese ! 

Floating  so  gaily  and  sw<>et  in  the  breeaa ; 

Cheese,  cheese,  Limbnrger  cheese. 

Bring  me  a  di«h  of  sweet  Limbnrger  eheoM : 

At  Miller's  8:Uoon  I  take  my  ease. 

And  revel  on  Liger  and  Limbnrger  cheese  ; 

That's  the  luscious  stuff  to  eat 

For,  it  makes  yunr  breath  so  sweet 

Talk  of  love  in  Cupid's  bowers,  ■ '""'  ;  !  * 

Talk  of  the  bulm  of  a  thousand  flo' 


Cbobdb. 
Cheese,  eheeee.  Limburger  cheese  I 
Floating  no  gaily  and  sweet  in  the  1 
Cheese,  cheese,  lum  burger  cheese. 
Bring  me  a  dish  of  sweet  Limburger  cbeass. 


Sadie  Ray. 

Words  by  BamncI  H.  Mllehal      Mnale  bjr  J  TasDMibaaBi. 

Aa  ■nn«  by  On*  Williams. 

Tbe  Mnale  of  tl<la  iil-  en  la  pnblialiod  b^  White   tmlth  k 

Parry    206lk;3(l0  Waalilmtoii  Straat.  Uvaten. 

Prle>'  35  cauia 


Near  a  cool  Slid  shady  woodland,       -     '    '- 

Where  the  rippling  streamlets  flow, " 
Dwelt  a  maiden   kind  and  lovely. 

But  'twMS  iij  the  long  ago — 
Ofl  I  kissed  her  and  carewed  her,     '  ■■'■■■■  -  ■  • 

As  we  dauc4d  the  hours  away, 
Oft  I  told  hflrthat  I  loved  her. 

But  she's  dead,  ray  Sadie  Ray  ! 
Chorus  :     Oft  I  ki><ned  ber  and  caressed  htt, 
^  Ak  we  danced  tbe  honn  away, 

,  ;■  Oft  I  told  her  that  I  loved  her, 

Hnt  sbf^'s  den d.  my  Sadie  Bay  t 

When  at  ere  the  golden  snuset 

Ushered  in  tbe  moon  and  stars. 
Arm-in-arm  wb  walked  toffetber 

To  the  gate  pf  f  bestnut  liars. 
Here  we  tailed  of  future  pleasurri^  ;*  ■ 

Here  I  named  our  wedding  day, 
Bnt,  alas  !  'tis  long  in  coming  — 

For,  she's  dead,  my  Sadie  Bay 


In  ray  dreams  I  eee  ber  smiling 

Far  above  the  clear  bloe  aky, 
Eh«  is  kneeling  to  tbe  angles, 

Who  in  groups  are  standing  hf : 
Then  again,  T  near  her  calling  : 

*'  Come,  my  dartii^  ootne,  I  aay. 
These  is  room  hen  for  another, 

Oomeand  kiss  your  Sadie." 


Cb<««M. 
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THE    SI  MO  KRIS'    JOlFRIVi^l.. 


■i»:«iiw»-^ 


Fraooetca. 


It  was  sad  news  to  me,  when  I  learnt  that  my 
father  had  taken  to  himself  another  wife,  who  waa 
to  occupy  my  deer  mother's  place.  I  waa  only 
twelve  years  of  ttgo  when  I  loHt  her,  but  I  was  quite 
old  enough  to  folly  appreciate  h«r  Talae,  hsr 
ItMitieneflH,  her  tendemeaa.  My  father  was  dotingly 
loud  of  her,  and  her  death  was  a  blow  to  him,  so 
great  that  lie  could  not  remain  in  England.  Ha 
ticotpti-d  the  poet  of  Consul  at  a  oertain  Italian 

rrt,  leuvirg  me  at  school,  where  I  remained  until 
wivi  MghtMn.  It  was  then  I  rtioeived  the  a». 
touudiug  intelligence  that  he  had  marriod  again, 
nnd  wns  about  to  bring  his  wife  home. 
"You  mvtat  endeavor  to  love  her,"  he  wrote  ;  "and 
1  do  not  thixik  you  will  find  that  a  diiBcnlt  task. 
Phe  has  already  learned  to  love  you,  from  my  de- 
aaciittifgu,  and  from  my  oontinnally  talking  of  you. 
8be  itt  much  younger  than  I  am,  atid  very  beautiful 
— I  will  send  you  her  photograph  in  my  next 
She  will  tflke  the  place  rather  of  an  elder  sister 
than  a  parent  Above  all  thingd,  be  sure  to  write 
her  a  pretty  letter,  and  to  receive  her  affectionately, 
tor  Rhe  ia  painfully  sensitive  to  the  slightost  cold- 
ness " 

Here  followed  numerous  directions  for  getting 
the  house  in  order,  and  the  welcome  announcement 
that  I  was  to  leave  school  for  good. 

I  obeyed  his  injunctions  in  all  partioulara,  and 
wrote  a  letter  to  my  mother-in-Lxw,  which  1  en- 
deavored to  render  as  affectionate  as  I  was  nble 
—  but  I  am  afraid  the  attempt  was  a  failure,  and 
that  my  dissatisfaction  could  only  be  too  plainly 
discorued  beneath  my  carefully  considered  sen- 
tences. 

Our  mansion  was  a  large,  ancient  building, 
flanked  by  two  wings ;  the  centere  had  been  re- 
built at  the  commencement  of  the  present  century, 
but  the  viugu  were  in  their  primitive  condition, 
aud  hud  been  unoccupied  for  several  generations. 
Since  my  mother 's  death  the  place  hod  been  given 
over  to  the  care  of  on  old  housekeeper  and  her 
daup;hter,  aud  had  somewhat  fallen  into  decay,  from 
nepl«et  and  disuse  ;  but  the  masons,  carpenters, 
and  painters  yrere  now  set  to  work,  and  upholutereni 
were  busy  rc-furuishing  the  best  suite  of  rooms. 

It  was  situated  in  a  wild,  lonely  part  of  the 
country,  sourounded  by  thick  plantations  of  fir, 
l^ine,  ond  eypress,  and  dark  evergreen  shrubs, 
which  imparted  to  it  a  portioolarly  gloomy  ap- 
pearanoA. 

At  length  the  prepamtiona  were  complete,  and 
the  djxy  of  the  arrival  fixed.  I  need  not  say  how 
anxiously  I  looked  forward  to  my  meeting  with  one 
upou  whom  niy  future  so  greatly  depended.  I  had 
not  received  the  promised  carte-de-visite,  but  sho 
liad  WTitteu  an  answer  to  my  letter,  full  of  affcetion- 
nte  phrases  ;  and  yet  it  did  not  please  me  ;  like  my 
ou-u.  it  d'd  nut  seem  to  come  from  th?  heart 

It  was  on  a  Rniy  October  diiy  they  arrived.  The 
sky  was  leaden,  and  a  damp  mist  hung  over  the 
groimd,  while  a  high,  chilly  wind  stripped  the 
J I  How  aud  brown  leaves  from  the  trees,  and  scat- 
tered them  everywhere  around. 

lu  the  letter  I  had  received  on  the  previous  day, 
my  father  request^l  me  to  send  the  carriage  to  the 
milwny  station,  which  was  several  miles  away,  to 
meet  the  12.30  train  fnim  London,  and  intimated 
that  I  was  not  to  be  there  myself,  as  he  preferred 
I  should  meet  them  at  the  hall  dour.  Long  before 
they  could  possibly  arrive,  I  stood  anxiously  at  the 
littticed  wiado'v  of  the  Ubrarj',  hstening  for  the 
riunble  of  the  wheels. 

At  length  my  patience  was  rewarded— they  were 
coming.  I  flaw  to  the  door  and  stood  out  upon  the 
gTHVi'lled  path,  eagerly  watching  for  the  hones  to 
turu  the  sharp  curve  which  at  present  hid  them 
flrom  my  view. 

Another  moment  they  drew  ap  in  front  of  me  ; 
the  door  of  the  carriage  opened,  a  gentleman  leaped 
ent,  and  I  was  eLwped  to  my  father's  heart.  In 
the  happiness  of  this  re-nnion— we  had  not  met  for 
six  years — I  wns  for  an  instant  oblrrions  of  all  be- 
side. He  was  the  flmt  to  recover  ;  gently  unclasp- 
ing my  arms  from  about  his  neok,  he  took  my  hand, 
and  said,  "  T&is  is  your  mother,  Ellen— embrace 
her," 

1  looked  round,  and  saw  a  tall  lady,  habited  from 
head  to  foot  in  black  velvet  and  sables,  which 
brought  out  in  startling  contrast  the  poifcot  eolor- 


lessnesN  of  her  complexion.  The  countenance  waa 
marble  in  its  hue,  its  repose,  iind  it«  exquisite 
beauty  of  featuit>  ;  but  the  large,  lustrons  erus,  full 
of  passion,  were  purely  black,  as  were  also  the  rich 
m.i.si>ei>  uf  her  huir. 

She  put  her  arms  roimd  me,  and  LJSBed  me. 

"My  darling,  you  miu>t  learn  to  kive  me  as 
though  I  were,  indeed,  your  mother,"  she  said. 

Was  -it  the  chill  air,  or  was  it  thusu  Uuutilul 
but  icy  lips  that  made  me  shivei?  I  kuow  not 
what  reply  I  made,  for,  on  turniu^  my  head,  I  suw 
a  third  person  close  to  the  carriage. 

"  My  brother  ^stolfo  !"  she  said,  introducing  as. 

He  was  the  very  counterpart  of  his  sister. 

But  hnw  was  it  I  bad  not  been  warned  of  this 
other  axriviU?  My  lather  seemod  to  read  me 
thoroughly,  for  he  said,  hastily,  "  It  w,is  quitcan 
afterthonglit  the  Marquis  accompanying  us ;  but 
one  more  in  so  Wge  a  house  as  oui°s  cauuot  incom- 
miidons." 

I  mmxanred  a  polite  deprecation,  but  a  little 
coulusedly,  as  1  could  teel  the  stianger's  gaze 
wtm  tixud  upon  me. 

I  hitvd  omitted  to  mention  that  my  father  had  not 
commnuicated  lo  me  the  slightest  iufurm.tiion  k- 
s{>oc'tiug  the  Lidy  of  hiHcboiuu,  aud  it  wud  onlj  now, 
from  licr  nrceut  ayd  uppeuriiucc,  I  discovered  she 

wtu>  uu  ItllllUl. 

We  entered  the  house,  and  {Hissed  into  the  large 
dining-rooiu,  my  father  holding  a  hand  uf  e.ioli. 

"  How  like  you  are  to  your  poor  mothor !"  he 
commenced,  gasing  wistfully  and  tearfully  >tt  me. 

He  w;iK  too  almfirbed  iu  the  remiuii^ceiice  of  the 
past  to  i)erceivo  the  exprossiou  of  his  wife's  face 
at  those  words  ;  but  I  cau^lit  it  ns  it  {M&sed  away 
— it  was  full  of  hate  and  jealousy. 

From  that  moment  I  distrusted  her. 

"  How  cold  and  dark  it  is  here  ?"  nha  said,  shiver- 
ing, and  walking  awny  to  th«  fi-c  to  hide  her 
chagrin  at  her  t;biuce  huvinir  b^en  d"t«  cted. 

She  spoke  English  excellently,  with  only  the 
8light.0!st  fotuignocctnt. 

"  Ah,  yes.  it  is  indeed  n  chntige  trcm  the  shores 
of  the  Me<literruiuan  !"  miswrreil  my  father. 
"  Even  I,  a  native  of  tho  gloomy  north,  find  it  so  ; 
what  must  it  lie,  the>Q.  to  you,  my  darling  7  We 
must  be  curt^ful  that  it  does  not  blight  my  choice 
south'  m  flower." 

"  You  shall  be  my  sun  ;  I  vill  bask  in  the  beams 
of  your  love,  in  the  light  x>f  your  smiks  ;  they  uro 
always  warm  awl  oheerfuL  Wlmt  inure  shotJd  I 
desiiv  ? 

She  spoke  in  Italian  this  time,  which  she  did  not 
think  I  undor8to.)d,  and  my  knowledge  of  which  I 
was  rosnlved  to  keep  secret.  As  she  laid  her  head 
ui>on  his  shoulder,  and  looked  up  at  him,  I  could 
well  understiud  her  powers  of  fascination,  and  how 
tlioroughly  she  could  enthral  a  raan's  soul. 

Perhaps  it  is  unnecessary  to  remark  that  my 
fitther  was  not  an  old  man  ;  he  wns  scarcely  more 
than  forty  years  of  age,  appeared  even  younger,  and 
was  remarkably  handsome,  so  that  there  did  not 
seem  to  be  any  disparity  in  that  respect  in  the 
marriage. 

Shortly  afterwards  there  was  another  arrival — 
Mrs  draven's  maid  (our  name  was  Craven) — with 
the  luggage.  A  small,  pale  woman,  with  red  hair, 
sharp  feature*,  and  small,  white,  pointed  teeth. 
She  was  English,  but  if  I  was  not  tavorably  im- 
prctised  with  the  mistress,  I  was  still  lees  so  with 
the  maid. 

Iu  a  day  or  two  we  had  settled  down  into  an 
ordinary  routine  of  life.  Almost  every  hour  af- 
forded me  new  proofs  of  the  slavish  adoration  of 
my  parent  for  this  woman — of  the  power  she  exer- 
cised over  him  ;  and  I  often  caught  her  glance  of 
triumph  cast  upon  me,  as  much  as  to  say,  "You  see 
I  am  all  supreme  I  You  most  not  attempt  to  dis- 
pute my  empire !" 

I  confess  she  did  all  she  could  to  render  herself 
agreeable  to  me,  to  secure  my  friendship,  if  not  my 
albotion.  Whether  she  reeilly  desired  to  win  me 
to  her  side,  or  whether  this  was  merely  a  temporary 
Biask  worn  in  the  preecnse  of  her  husband,  I  cannot 
say,  but  looking  back  apon  my  behavior  at  the 
time,  I  can  perceive  that  my  reBjwnses  to  her  were 
oAld,  and,  as  I  see  now,  imprudent ;  for  I  had  wit- 
nessed quite  sufficient  to  prove  that  if  she  chose  to 
openly  declare  herself  my  enemy,  she  could  speedily 
astiauge  my  father'*  heart  from  me.  But  I  was 
only  a  girl  jealous  of  my  atotiber's  memory,  and 


of  a  fathers  love,  with  an  instinctive  feeling  beyond 
that  made  me  shrink  from  my  stepmother. 

Frauuei^CH— tliat  was  my  mother-in-law's  Tuim<>  - 
set.med  lo  take  groat  pleasure  in  poering  iuioi-very 
nook  and  comer  of  our  quaint  old  houif.  On  tlie 
day  after  her  arrival  she  explored  the  t«'0  disused 
wings. 

"  It  only  wants  a  broad  river  and  hi?h  hills  to 
moke  one  think  this  some  old  Rhine  castle. "  she 
said. 

"  Oh  !  yes  ;  we  have  all  the  materials  for  romance 
hun,'  replied  myfiither,  "even  to  a  haunted  chom- 
her." 

"Indeed  !— pray  show  it  to  me,"  she  cried, 
eogeriy. 

He  hetiitated. 

"Come,  caro  mio,  I  am  quite  impatient  to  see 
this  awful  chamber,"  she  went  on,  playfully  clasp- 
ing his  arm.     "  Why  do  yon  hesitate?'" 

"  You  will  kkugh  if  I  tell  you,"  he  answered. 

"  I  laugh  7 — no,  no  ;  but  yon  have  aroused  my 
curioHity. " 

"  Well,  there  is  an  old  tradition  in  our  family  that 
if  the  secret  of  this  chamber  xhonld  be  reveuied  to 
mure  than  two  itersous  at  a  time  some  great  calamity 
will  fall  upou  the  Ctavena.  I  am  now  the  only  one 
living  tnat  knows  it ;  if  I  reveal  it,  yon  will  he  the 
second-  but  Ellen  is  with  n&" 

"Oh!  I  will  leave  you,"  I  answervnl,  prepaiing  to 
depart. 

'  •  No,  no  ;  it  is  mere  idle  nonsense, "  he  huk  wered. 
"The  fact  is  it  is  simply  a  secret  room,  and  was 
probably  ased  in  disturbed  times  as  a  plice  of 
refu»?e,  or  of  deposite  for  vnhmhU  «.  It  was,  there- 
fore, highly  necess-Tir}'  that  its  ( xi-tence  should  be 
kuowu  only  to  the  heads  ( f  the  iitmily  ;  hence  the 
^  inj  auction  ;  but  we  havi-  no  need  of  such  mysteries 
iu  th'  se  diiys,  aud " 

"  hut  \ou  must  not  break  it,"  she  interposed, 
quickl.v .  '•  I  am  very  superstitions  :  aud  were  yo« 
to  do  so  !  shouhl  be  for  ever  haunted  with  the 
dread  of  scmu  terrible  calamity.  You  will  not,  will 
you  7" 

Hjr  manner  was  so  earnest  that  he  could  not 
r«-tus«. 

•  \V.  II.  lEIlen,"  he  said,  laughing,  *"yon  must 
toie-o  >uur  curiosity,  it  seems." 

.\u<l  away  they  went  towards  the  right  wing. 

They  weie  w>me  time  away. 

•'  It  is  s  fearftil  place,  and  what  a  dreadful  story  P 
I  li-ard  her  say  as  she  approached  thentom  wherein 
1  sut ;  "  and  yon  say  he  wns  starved  to  death  7" 

A  "  Hush  I"  from  my  father  iuterrupted  the  sen- 
tence ai  they  entered  the  apartment 

Fraucohca  wns  very  thoughtful  for  the  rest  of 
tlwt  day. 

"  What  you  have  seen  has  depressed  you, 
dearest,"  observed  my  father  ;  "it  was  very  wrong 
of  me  to  show  it  you. " 

"  Oh  !  no,"  she  interposed,  qnickly.  "  I  am  gktd 
you  did  ;  it  would  render  me  wretched  to  think  yon 
Kq)t  any  secrets  ftom  me,  however  terrible." 

These  broken  snatches  of  -  conversation  greatly 
awakened  my  inquisitivoness  ;  and  a  day  or  two 
aft«rwards  being  alone  with  the  housekeeper,  who 
hnd  been  in  our  family  from  girlhood,  I  aiJicd,  in  a 
caroloRs,  indiffrrent  tone,  whether  she  hud  ever 
lietird  there  was  a  secret  chamber  in  The  Grange  to 
which  some  story  was  attached. 

"Well,  Miss  Ellen,"  she  replied,  "old  Jenkins, 
who  was  buthr  to  your  grandfather,  and  who  knew 
ev<  rythiug  about  the  Crnvens,  used  sometimes  to 
thrf>M  out  obscure  hints  about  such  a  place,  and  tell 
ft  stor}  respecting  some  enemy  of  the  family,  whom 
one  of  your  aucestors.  a  cruel  man,  had  fastened  np 
in  the  room,  and  let  starve  to  death,  and  that  his 
skeleton  was  there  to  this  day.  ** 

I  remembered  the  words  of  Fmncesca,  which  I 
bad  overheard. 

"And '"he  used  to  say."  she  continued,  '.'the 
walls  were  so  thick  that  no  sound  eonid  penetrate 
them  But  I  believe  it  was  nil  rom-inre.  for  I  have 
gone  over  both  the  u-ings.  time  out  of  mlivl.  and 
been  ijito  every  room,  and  I  ronld  never  find  any 
vestige  of  ^ch  a  place. " 

Never  twre  Blue  Beard's  wives  posseesed  of  a 
mon^  eacer  curiositv  tf>  penetrate  the  secrets  of  his 
myst4:r\onH  ejomef  than  I  was  to  discover  this  hidden 
moiii. 

One  day  when  my  father  sud  Pmnoesca  were 
out  visiting,  and  I  was  quite  alone,  I  made  an  «x- 
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ploration  of  the  liKht  wing.  It  was  ft  gloomy,  di- 
lapidated place ;  the  grooud  floor  hod  once  been 
serraiita'  offices,  tlie  upper  part  bed-rooms  store- 
rooms, lumber-rooms  ;  out  all  was  crumbling  and 
mouldering,  and  tbe  dust  rooe  in  clouds  beneath 
my  every  footstep.  Every  room  door  was  unlocked  ; 
nowhere  cuuid  I  &nd  one  barred  or  secured,  or  any 
portion  of  space  that  could  not  be  accounted  for. 
The  con.struction  of  the  building,  however,  was 
very  curious.  A  narrow  stone  staircfts^  wound 
&om  basement  to  roof,  passing  ri(;ht  through  the 
ceutre  of  an  apartment  upon  each  story.  The 
chambers  were  not  separated  by  any  passages,  btit 
opened  one  into  another,  and  the  suite  at  earh  stage 
formed  a  half  circle  ;  tht:s  the  side  of  each  that 
formed  the  outward  wall  was  broad,  and  the  oppo- 
site, which  adjoined  tbe  main  building,  u.jtow  ; 
the  other  two  walls  sloping  inwards. 

After  half  an  hour's  fruitless  search  I  was  obliged 
to  give  up  my  object  in  disgust 

But  it  IS  time  to  revert  to  other  important  points 
of  my  story. 

My  father's  affection  for  his  wife  did  not  appear 
to  have  extended  to  her  brother  ;  although  he  treated 
him  with  every  outward  appearance  of  friendship, 
and  made  him  handsome  preueuts,  I  could  soon  per- 
ceive  that  A>>tolfo  it-as  the  one  shadow  upon  his 
felicity,  a  shadow  that  fell  upon  his  brow,  and  nerer 
quitted  it  while  he  was  present. 

One  day  I  chanced  to  overhear  a  brief  conversa- 
tion between  Francesca  and  her  husband  upcu  tb.c 
subject  I  was  sitting  in  tbe  deep  embrasure  of  a 
window,  hidf  concealed  by  the  heavy  curtains,  and 
they  hajd.  probably,  forgotten  my  prest  nee.  She 
was  reclining  at  his  feet ;  her  head  resting  uptn  his 
knee — a  bvurite  position— and  gazing  thoughtfully 
into  the  fire. 

Suddenly  she  looked  up  at  him.  and  aske<1,  in 
that  plaintive,  silvery  tone  which  was  peculiar  to 
her,  "My  dear,  why  do  you  dislike  poor  Astolfo?" 

"I— dislike  him?"  auswered  my  father,  con- 
fusedly, evidently  startled  by  the  suddenness  of  the 
question. 

"You  cannot  deceive  me,"  she  replied,  hervoica 
growing  yet  softer.  ' '  I  can  read  your  e verv  thought, 
as  if  your  mind  were  a  book.  Yoti  wish  idm  away. 
Why  is  this?  He  loves  you  as  a  brother.  It  pains 
liim^  oh,  so  much,  jXK'r  AHtf>lfo  !" 

"Perhaps  I  am  jealous  that  th^re  is  another 
being  on  earth  who  shares  yurr  affections  with 
me,"  he  answered,  evasively. 

"My  love  for  Astolfo  cannot  rob  you,  my 
darling,"  she  answered  ;  "  it  is  so  different  Have 
I  not  more  reason  to  be  jealous  of  Ellen  ?"  Is  she 
not  a  huk  that  binds  you  to  the  memory  of  one  who 
once  held  my  place  in  your  heart  ?" 

Here  a  movement  of  mine  betmyed  my  prMence, 
and  put  an  end  to  the  conversation. 

Astolfo,  like  Francesoa,  was  wonderfully  gentle 
and  fascinating  ;  but  whether  it  was  the  result  of 
my  father's  coolness,  or  proceeded  from  some  other 
cause,  I  was  not  in  a  positicm  to  determine  ;  but  he 
certainly  seemed  ill  at  ease  at  The  Grange,  and 
seldom  mingled  with  us,  save  when  at  meals  ;  and 
in  rainy  weather  he  usually  kept  to  his  own  room. 
At  other  times  he  wandered  about  the  grounds,  and 
therelfreouently  methim.  He  spoke  English  very 
well ;  but  ue  soon  discovered  that  I  could  converse 
with  him  in  his  native  tongue  He  frequently 
sought  my  society,  and  I  found  his  manners  had 
all  that  inefiable  grace  and  gallantry  which  dis- 
tinguish men  of  southern  climes.  His  attention  was 
devoted,  his  compliments  flattering  without  gross- 
neas.  To  say  that  he  fascinated  a  girl  fresh  from 
school,  who  had  never  before  received  a  man's 
homage,  is  to  say  but  little.  Eighteen  is  not  an 
age  of  heroic  resolution  and  strong  will ;  and  I  am 
afraid  I  did  not  struggle  very  bravely  against  the 
spell  that  was  enthralliug  me.  When  others  were 
present,  however,  his  behavior  towards  me  was 
distantly  polite. 

Ooa  crisp,  frosty  December  day,  I  m«t  him  in  the 
fir  plantatian,  and  he  poured  forth,  in  his  genial, 
silvery  voice,  the  very  acoents  of  which  were  the 
sweetest  music  I  ever  heard,  a  paasionate  declara- 
tion of  lore ;  he  held  out  his  hands  when  he  had 
finish  '^  and  I  sank  into  them  like  a  bird  into  the 
fowler's  net 

He  preet«d  me  rapturonsly  to  his  heart,  and  held 
me  tkere  until  I  struggled  from  his  embrace. 

"But  we  must  be  seoret,"  he  Whispered,   ear- 


nestly. "  Fianoesca  must  not  know— no,  no,  not 
for  woiids — not  at  present ;  by-«nd-by,  perhaps, 
but  not  now  I" 

I  felt  little  inclination  to  take  my  mother-in-law 
into  my  confidence,  but  I  pleaded  to  be  allowed  to 
open  my  heart  to  my  father. 

"To  tell  him  woujd  be  to  tell  her,"  he  replied. 
"  You  know  that  he  does  not  and  be  cannot 
conceal  from  her  his  lightest  tbouKht" 

This  was  so  certain,  that  I  could  find  no  reply. 
We  continued  to  meet  secretly  as  often  as  we  could 
do  so  in  safety,  and  each  time  he  repeated  tbe  same 
injunction.  He  seemed  to  be  in  great  terror  of  hia 
sister.  But  what  possible  objection  could  she  have 
to  his  loving  me,  when  such  a  marriage  would  bind 
her  by  yet  another  link  to  her  husband  T  One  diiy. 
however,  it  suddenly  struck  me  what  a  strange 
union  it  would  be?  Was  he  not  my  uncle  by  law? 
This  idea  put  me  into  a  terrible  state ;  and  the  next 
time  we  met  I  told  him  my  doubts.  But  he  only 
laughed  at  them. 

"  Your  mother-in-law's  brother  cannot  be  any  re- 
lation," he  answered  ;  "and  I  am  even  a  degree 
removed  from  that,  for  she  is  only  my  half-sister. " 

That  was  news  to  me. 

"  But  why  are  you  so  fearful  that  she  should  hear 
of  our  love  ?"  I  inquired. 

My  question  evidently  embarrassed  him. 

'•  She  is  a  strange  tempor,  and  may  fancy  we 
acted  clandestinely,"  he  replied. 

"  Then  is  it  not  better  to  confess  at  once  ?  The 
lon(;er  we  delay  doing  so,  the  more  she  will  be 
offended,"  I  urged. 

He  hung  his  head,  and  made  no  reply  for  a  few 
moments. 

"My  darlin<;,"  he  said,  presently  throwing  his 
arm  round  me,  t^>tiakiug  in  his  tsudereet  accents, 
and  gazing  upon  me  with  his  most  alluring  smile, 
"  there  is  only  one  course  open  to  us." 

He  hesitated  as  though  fearful  to  name  it 

"  And  what  is  that?"  I  asked,  faintly. 

He  brought  his  lips  close  to  my  ear,  and 
whispered.  "  Fly  with  me  to  Italy !  Do  not 
start  r  he  continued,  holding  me  dose  to  his 
breast !  "Do  not  fear  to  trust  yonnelf  with  me  I 
I  swear  to  treat  you  with  all  honor !" 

"  No,  no ;  I  could  not  do  that  V  1  interrupted, 
turning  away  my  head,  and  struggling  vainly  to 
free  myself.  "  I  could  not  betray  my  father's  con- 
fidence—act with  such  Tile  deceit  f 

"  Then  are  you  lost  to  me  for  ever  T'  he  replied  ; 
and  releasing  his  hold  on  me  he  leaned  dejectedly 
against  a  tree. 

"If  my  father  could  be  convinced  that  my  happi- 
ness is  at  stake,  he  loves  me  too  well  to  withhold 
his  consent"  I  pleaded,  timidly. 

"  Your  father,"  he  answered,  with  a  touch  of 
contempt  in  his  tone,  "  has  no  will  but  his  wife's. 
Were  she  bent  upon  casting  yoa  into  the  street,  he 
would  not  long  oppose  her. " 

"  You  go  to  far,"  I  replied,  with  some  mortifica- 
tion. ''However  devoted  he  may  be  to  her,  he 
loves  me  dearly  for  my  poor  mother's  sake,  and 
will  always  guard  my  happiness." 

"  You  have  read  of  love-spells,  of  enchantments?" 
he  cried,  suddenly  graining  my  wrist  and  looking 
at  me  with  a  gaze  of  startling  earnestness.  "  I 
tell  yon  that  she  has  enchanted  your  father ;  that 
his  very  soul  is  so  fettered  by  her  spells,  that  he 
is  the  helpless  victim  of  ber  will  ;  conscience, 
honor,  affection,  all  may  struggle  within  his  heart, 
but  all  must  succumb  to  tbe  potency  of  her  arts  V 

I  trembled  at  those  words ;  they  were  spoken 
with  snch  terrible  force,  that  they  carried  convic- 
tion with  them.  Again  he  pleaded  pasionately 
that  I  should  trust  myself  to  his  honor,  and 
beneath  his  fervor  I  could  feel  all  resolution  melt- 
ing away. 

But  suddenly  we  were  startled  by  what  seemed 
to  be  the  sound  of  footsteps  a  little  distance  from 
ns,  crunching  the  dry  fir  cones  that  strewed  the 
gronnd.  I  oonld  feel  Astolfo's  hand  tremble,  and  a 
look  almost  of  fear  came  upon  him. 

"  What  was  that  ?"  he  whispered. 

"  Some  one  among  those  trees,"  I  aiiswer«>d. 

We  listened  breathlessly.  The  sound  did  not 
occnr  again. 

"  We  will  not  go  back  to  the  house  topfether,"  he 
said,  presently.  "  I  shall  go  into  thd  fields.  Yon 
return  by  the  shmbbeiy.  When  dinner  is  over, 
contrive  to  see  me  in  the  garden,  if  it  bs  but  for  a 


muting  my  ivply. 


moment" 

>nd  withdrik 
among  the  trees. 

In  much  agitation,  I  took  my  way  towards  the 
house.  I  walked  but  slowly  as  it  was  necessary  to 
compose  mj-salf  a  httle  before  euoouuteriiig  iu- 
qr.i8itive  eyes. 

The  plantation  adjoined  the  shrubbery  which  im- 
mediately surrounded  The  Orange.  As  1  entered  the 
latter,  I  caught  sight  of  Fnuaoeaca  slowly-  puoing 
down  one  of  the  walks.  1  wished  to  avoid  her,  but 
her  quick  ear  caught  the  sound  of  my  footstep  upon 
the  gravel,  and  she  turned  loond. '  Never  shall  I 
forget  the  ezpreseion  of  ber  face  ;  all  its  beauty  wta 
blottedout— itwas  that  of  a  fiend.  I  gazed  at  ber 
for  a  moment  tod  then  fled  in  dismay. 

When  1  entered  the  house,  I  ran  to  one  of  ttis 
windows  commanding  a  view  ot  tbe  spot  when  I 
had  left  her,  aud  pt«ped  cautiously  ttt  see  if  riis 
were  still  them.  She  was  gotie— to  setk  for 
Astolfo,  no  doubt ;  for  it  was  evident  to  me  hhe 
had  overheard  our  conversation.  But  why  this 
rage,  and  what  was  the  nature  of  the  mysterious 
power  she  held'Over  him,  which  could  compel  him 
to  fly  from  me  In  tbe  very  moment  of  victory? 

I  Lad  not  stood  at  my  place  of  observation  many 
Boments  when  t  heard  my  father's  voice  calling  me. 
I  forget  now  what  he  required,  and  I  renember 
that  he  kept  me  some  time,  aud  that  w  hen  !  left 
him  the  wintry  dusk  was  £ut  darkening.  Franceses 
had  not  returned,  or  she  would  have  sought  him  out 
This  protracted  absenoe  boded  no  good  to  Astolfo, 
I  felt  assured.  I  was  restless  and  uneasy.  I  could 
not  exclude  her  horrible  look  from  my  mimL  It 
wanted  an  hour  to  the  dinner,  so  throwing  a  woollen 
shawl  over  my  head  and  shoulders,  I  wwnt  out  into 
the  urden  hoping  I  might  meet  him  returning. 

I  nad  not  proceeded  many  paces,  when  I  heard 
some  one  hurrj'ing  towards  me.  The  winding  of 
the  path  amoi^j;  the  trees  hid  the  pi  rson  from  tlie 
sight  Fanoyinft  it  mi^ht  be  Fniuci«ca,  I  glided 
behind  ft  bushy  ishrub  that  entirely  concsaled  me. 
It  was  she.  Dusk  as  it  was,  I  conid  see  her  coun- 
tenance quite  plainly.  The  same  terrible  look  was 
upon  it  She  swept  post,  and  hurried  into  the  housa. 

I  observed  that  she  had  come  from  the  direction 
of  tlie  right  wing. 

I  lingered  about  some  little  time  longer,  until  I 
was  compelled  to  go  in  and  diess  for  dinner. 

When  we  met  at  table,  no  trace  of  passion  was 
visible  upon  her  countenance.  It  bad  so  completely 
resumed  its  usual  expression,  and  ber  manner 
towards  me  its  customary,  almost  demonstrative 
affection,  that  I  could  scarcely  believe  but  that 
what  I  had  seen  in  the  shrubbery  was  a  virion  of 
my  disordered  fancy.  But  no  ;  it.  was  too  deeply 
engraven  on  my  memory  for  that 

Astolfo  did  not  appear. 

"  Where  is  your  brother?"  asked  my  fntbsr. 

"He  has  goBsaway,"  she  anKwrre<t  fixing  her 
gaze  upon  me  nstil  my  cheeks  grew  crimson. 

"  Gone  away  7'  he  echoed,  uinazedly. 

"  Yes  ;  he  received  a  t<?legrain  Irom  Italy  about 
half-iin-honr  agnv"  she  said,  "  which  obliged  him  to 
.depart  on  the  itistant  He  bade  me  make  his 
adieus  to  you,  and  thank  you  for  your  hoepi- 
tolity. 

All  this  time  riie  continued  to  look  fixedlyat  me. 
I  could  not  tourk  a  morsel  of  food  after  this. 

And  yet  I  almost  rejoiced  that  he  had  gone.  It 
set'ined  as  though  some  oppressive  burden  had  been 
lifted  off  me,  and  I  breathed  more  freely,  tn  short, 
the  spell  was  broken. 

His  absence  was  undoubtedly  a  relief  to  my 
father.  His  name  was  not  again  mentioned— ftt 
least  in  my  presence.  After  this,  Franceuca  ap- 
peared to  be  more  desirous  than  ever  of  winning 
my  affection  ;  but  I  could  never  forget  that  look. 
Whenever  she  caressed  me,  as  she  was  so  fond  of 
doing,  it  rose  before  me,  and  I  could  not  help 
shrinking  from  ber  touch.  She  did  not  pretend  to 
remark  it ;  but,  young  and  inezperienoed  as  I  was, 
such  a  transparent  mask  did  not  deesife  me,  for  I 
knew  full  well  (liere  was  not  a  movement — scarcely 
n  thought—  that  escaped  her  keen  intelUfeooe. 

I  soon  reriarked  that  my  father's  manner  towards 
me  was  becoming  cold  and  almost  severe,  and  I 
thought  of  Astolfs  words  :  "  Were  she  bent  upon 
casting  yoa  into  the  strests,  he  ootild  not  long 
oppose  ber."  . 

(To  U  Qmtinued. 
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■^^  .;-'>;/'  ^  V  {- 


.    Mother  ArohDe. 

WrttUn  hj  J.  H.  Br«a.   and  anog  bj  blm  and  Wallle 
Viuceiit  With  great  (UCCeM.    Air:     Widow  Macbrea. 

OLD  WOMAX.  /.      '■  ;; 

Armli !  Mollyeen  Mavonnjeen,  don't  be  crying  ao bard, 

Ocb  bone,  Mollye«n  ftrohne  : 
Sure  you  know  he  is  but  a  decoiring  blackgnard, 

Och  bone,  Mullyeen  oiohne. 

■f  ''--'^  jfoixn.  -■/•'''■:    •    ''■)■' ^ 

Ah  I  but,  motber,  tbey  say  be  will  fioon  leave  oat  shore, 

And  never  come  buck  to  old  Irekiud  no  more  : 
With  tiad  thoughts  in  my  beail,  my  heart  ia  lull uore — 

Och  bune,  mother  arohuc. 

OLD  WOMAN. 

If  he's  going,  I  hope  he  won't  make  mnch  delay, 

Och  h6ue,  Moilyeeii  iin>hue  : 
Far  Wtter  he  ko»*s  now  thnii  ut  loo  li\te  a  day, 

Och  houe,  MoUyeeu  nriihue. 

MOIXIK. 

Ah  !  but,  mother  to  me  he's  been  constant  and  true. 
And  htiH  never  wxid  one  hard  or  cros-s  word  of  you. 

And  I  love  him  for  that,  and  what  am  I  to  do  ? 
Och  hone,  Mollyeen  iirohne — 


Wriella. 


Clorto  beside  a  rippliuR  river, 

■VVhi-re  the  sweetest  zejibyrs  stmy, 
I  could  kneel  and  wer^  fDrOTCT 

By  a  little  mound  of  day.         — ; 
"Neath  it  lies  my  idol  cherished, 

llosebuil  ot  my  Iwvbood's  dream, 
W'hoBu  loved  im;»p;e,  lost  ami  perished. 
Shone  like  l(rij,'ht  utars  o'er  a  stream. 
ChoruB  :     There  is  a  prave  l)e*iide  the  river, 

Where  the  weejii.ig  willows  rise  : 
There  I  could  weep  forever, 

Thtre  my  Wriella  liea.       [Repeat.] 

W'lipro  the  forest  jxxth  was  wildest, 

There  she  loved  the  most  toroum  : 
Where  the  soft  wmds  blew  the  mildest 

Wriella  made  her  home, 
Sinji^iiig  like  the  charming  linnet, 

Lau<>hin^  bright  and  full  of  glee  : 
Each  fond  look  had  something  in  it 

That  endeared  her  form  to  mo.  Chorus. 

But  her  soul  is  now  above  me, 

'Mid  the  realms  of  peace  and  rest. 
And  the  form  God  gave  to  love  mo. 

Dwells  forever  with  the  blesL 
Still  about  this  grave  I  wander, 

^^'hile  the  Autumn  leaves  grow  sere  : 
And  ou  mournfid  thoughts  I  ponder — 

For,  my  heart  lies  buried  hcva.  Chonis. 


Sleep,  iny  Dear  one,  Softly  Sleep! 

Sleep,  mv  dear  onp,  softly  sleep, 

Angi-ls  vigils  o'er  thee  keep  :        '    •■      -''"" 

There's  a  Heaven  ot  Miss  above. 

And  a  fond  heart  here  to  love. 

Dream,  luy  deurest.  sweetly  dream. 

Floating  down  life's  happy  stream  : 

May  its  ripples,  soft  and  sweet, 

Mummr  music  ut  thy  feet — 

Chorus  :     Sle«'p,  my  dear  one,  softly  sleep, 
Angela  vigiln  o'tf  thee  keep  : 
And  whate'er  thy  dreiuua  may  be. 
Dream,  oh  !  sweetly  dream  of  me — 

Rest,  my  loved  one,  softly  rest. 

Thou  in  innocence  art  blest : 

S«ntph8  ^de  thy  couch  above. 

With  their  wakeftil  eyes  of  love. 

Boom,  my  fair  one,  light  and  gay. 

Far  in  dreamland's  Howery  way  ; 

And  may  sweeter  lays  than  mine 

'Boond  thy  gentlo  spirit  twine —  Choms. 

If  within  thy  tender  breast 

There  is  sorrow  or  nnrest 

That  may  waken  with  the  light, 

I  would  have  it  always  night—  '    , 

Would  that  thy  dear  life  might  prove 

One  long  bliasful  dream  of  love. 

With  no  shade  of  sin  or  care 

Resting  on  thy  forehead  fair —  Chorus. 


Oat  upon  the  Little  Lake. 

Out  upon  the  little  kiko 

Floated  Lillie  love  and  I, 
When  the  silver  waters  make 

Mirrors  for  the  starry  sky  :        . 
No  one  heard  the  tale  of  love 

That  we  told  eixch  other  there, 
Sftve  the  angels  juat  above. 
That  were  ^^-atchiiig  in  the  air. 
Cborua :     Rowing,  rowing,  niwing  along. 

Singing,  singing,  singing  the  song 
Over  the  sea,  over  the  sea, 
Lillie  is  happily  floating  with  me. 

Out  upon  the  lakelet  fair. 

Where  the  zephrys  come  and  go. 
In  the  balmy  summer  air. 

We  our  tiny  boat  did  row  : 
And  we  sang  our  wooing  laj-s, 

As  we  lightly  dipped  the  oar. 
And  we  thought  of  happy  days, 

As  we  floated  from  the  shore.  Chorus. 

Many  years  have  flown  since  then. 

Out  upon  life's  boundleas  sea, 
When  my  Lillie  love  has  been 

Sailing  happily  with  me — 
'  If  the  storm  winils,  or  the  showeiH 

In  our  course  a  ripple  make. 
Then  we  call  to  mind  the  hour. 

When  we  floated  on  the  lake.  Chorus. 


Oh !  Annie,  Come  Back  Kow. 

Oh  !  Annie,  come  back  now  :  for,  lonely 's  my  heart. 

And  to-day  there's  a  cloud  in  life's  sky. 
And  darknem  seems  brooding  o'er  all  of  the  eartb  : 

But  know  'twould  be  bright  were  yon  but  nigh — 
"Whenever  yon  are  there  is  sunlight  enough, 

No  matter  how  gloomy  the  sky  ; 
Oh  '  why  did  you  go,  then?— you  knew  that  to  me 

All  the  earth  would  b?  black  when  away. 

Chorus. 

There's  a  long  road  ahead,  and  dreary  the  way. 

As  it  winds  np  the  hill  to  the  sky  : 
Oh  !  Annie,  come  back  now,  and  go  up  with  me. 

And  there'll  none  be  so  happy  as  L 

Still  the  birds  in  the  trees  arc  singing  their  song, 

And  are  love-making  all  of  the  day  ; 
Their  song  fails  to  please,  and  a  discord  I  hear 

Since  the  moment  when  you  went  away  : 
Oh  !  Annie,  come  back,  and  nguiu  sing  to  me 

The  songs  that  I  once  love<1  so  well : 
Your  Warblings  ar«  sweeter  than  bird-songs  to  me, 
.  Or  the  chime  of  the  sweet  evening  bell. 

There's  a  long  rood,  &c. 

There's  something  to-day,  in  the  air  and  tho  sky, 

liike  a  storm  brootttng  over  the  land  : 
'Tis  crushing  my  spirit  and  sweeping  my  heart 

Liko  the  waves  sweepiu"  in  o'er  the  strand. 
I  cannot  tell  why  now  my  lieart  is  so  siid. 

It  was  joyouti  enough  in  the  jjaat, 
Tho'  the  liourp  and  days  W(  re  less  pleasant  nud  fair, 

Aud  the  sky  with  dork  cUaids  was  o'«rciwt. 

There's  a  long  roi\d.  Sec. 

Oh !  .\nnio,  come  back  now  :  for,  lonely's  my  heart. 

And  I  have  a  strange  story  to  tell. 
And  'tis  fit  for  no  car  but  vour  own  to  hear. 

And  there's}  no  one  can  listen  so  wel]  : 
There's  a  long  road  ahead  and  weary  the  W!iy, 

As  it  winds  np  the  hill  to  tho  sky. 
Oh  !  Annie,  come  back  now,  aud  go  up  with  me, 

And  there'll  none  be  so  happy  a«  I— 

TIk  re's  a  long  road,  Ac. 

Here's  a  Bottle  and  an  Honest  Friend. 

Here's  a  bottle  and  an  honest  friend  ! 

What  wad  yo  wsh  for  mnir,  man? 
Wlia  kens,  before  his  life  may  end, 

>Vhat  his  share  may  be  of  care,  man  ? 
Then  catch  the  moments  ns  they  fly, 

And  use  them  as  ye  ought,  man  : 
Believe  me,  happiness  is  shy, 

And  comes  not  ay  when  sought,  man. 

BUBNS. 


I  Heard  a  Voice  at  Dead  of  Night. 

I  heard  &  voice  at  dead  of  ni  ;ht 
Rise  softly  on  the  swelling  Wast : 

It  filled  my  soul  with  sad  delight, 
The  echo  of  the  past. 

It  seemed  to  say—"  oh  !  ne'er  forget 
The  days  of  fond  aflfection  flown. 

If  William  be  romuubered  yet. 
Believe  his  heart  thy  own. 

Believe  tho  glories  of  tho  F^ist, 

The  dangers  of  tho  frozen  sea. 
Nor  time,  nor  distance  have  e^ced  *'•. 

The  love  he  felt  for  thee." 

Mrs.  Hijsteb. 


^^•» 


The  Little  One's  Prayer. 

Oompoaed  and  iniiR  by  Chaa.  L.  Konollman. 
▲ir:    I  wlab  mamma  waa  here. 


I  heard  a  little  girl,  one  night. 

Repeat  her  evening  prayer, 
I  heard  her  ask  for  One  above  ,' 

To  keep  her  in  His  care  :  ' 

She  knelt  beside  her  little  bed. 

With  her  face  turned  up  to  heaven  {■■ 
1  wonder  if  that  darling  one  ■.■'.' 

Had  sins  to  bo  forgiven  ? 
Chorus  :    She  knelt  beside  her  little  bod. 

With  her  face  turned  up  to  heaTen 
I  wonder  if  that  darling  one 
Had  sins  to  be  forgiven  ? 

The  tears  ran  streaming  from  her  eyes. 
While  her  smooth  and  shining  curbs 
Himg  proud  and  gnioefnl  ttom  her  head. 

As  she  knelt  down  to  her  prayer :     . 
Her  little  hands  together  clasped. 
Her  heart  so  free  from  guile — 
•'  Forgive  my  sins,  she  sweetly  liRped, 
And  make  me,  0  Lord,  thy  child  !" 
Chorus  :     Her  little  hands  together  cla-spcd. 
Her  heart  so  free  from  guile — 
"  Forgive  my  sins,  she  sweetly  lisped. 
And  make  me,  O  Lord,  thy  child  I" 


Let  Matters  of  State  Disquiet  the  Great 

Let  matters  of  state  disquiet  the  great,  j 

Tho  cobbler  has  notight  to  perplex  him  :  j 

Has  nought  but  his  wife  to  rulHe  his  life,  I 

>nd  her  he  can  stmp,  if  she  vex  him.  ' 

He's  out  of  the  power  of  Fortmie,  that  whoro, 
Since  low,  as  cap  bo,  she  has  thrust  him  : 

From  duns  he's  secure — for,  being  so  poor. 
There's  none  to  be  found  that  will  trust  him. 


C.  COITE. 


Let  us  Love  one  Another. 


Let  ns  love  one  another,  not  long  may  we  stay — 
In  this  bleak  world  of  mourning  some  droop  while 

'tis  day ; 
Others  fade  in  their  noon,  and  few  linger  'till  eve — 
Oh  !  there  breaks  not  a  heart,  but  leaves  some 

one  to  grieve ! 
And  the  fondest,  the  purest,  the  truest  tliat  met, 
Have  still  found  the  need  to  forgive  and  forget  ; 
Then,  oh  !  tho'  the  hopes  that  we  nourished,  decay. 
Let  us  love  one  another  as  long  as  we  stay  I 

Tlicre  arc  hearts,  like  the  ivy,  tho'  nil  be  decnye*!. 
Who  seem  to  twine  fondly,  in  sun-light  and  shade  ; 
No  leaves  droop  in  sadness,  still  gaily  they  spread, 
Uudinnned 'midst  the  blii,'htcd,  tliclr.nrlv,  and  dead  ! 
But  the  mistletoe  clings  to  tho  oal',  not  m  part. 
But  with  leaves  closely  round  it,  f  be  root,  in  its  beart. 
Exists  but  to  twine  it,  inibil>efl  the  same  dew. 
Or  to  fall  wiWi  its  lovod  otik,  aud  perish  there,  too ! 

Then  let's  love  one  another  'midst  son-ow  the  worst, 
Unaltered  and  fond  ns  we  loved  at  the  first ; 
Tho'  the  false  wing  of  pleasure  may  change  and  forsake. 
And  the  bright  urn  of  wealth  into  particles  break, 
Tliere  are  some  sweet  nfi"ections  that  wealth  cannot  buy, 
That  cling  but  still  closer  when  sorrow  draws  nigh. 
And  remain  with  us  yet,  tho'  all  else  pass  away — 
Then  let's  love  one  another  as  long  as  we  stiy ! 


X'H.£    $]N«iEBS'    JOVRNAL. 


l& 


That  Song  of  Thine. 

Wotiil  by  E  i«  J.  Mori»rly.         Music  by  J.  B.  ThOBiM- ^ 

Oh  !  siug  (iRain  :  that  song  of  thine 

Hiitb  Wiikened  mem'ries  old  and  dear, 
And  briuRvitb  joy  nuto  my  heart. 

Though  Irorn  mine  eye  there  falls  »  »eai— 
Each  word  and  tone  recalls  the  time. 

When  I,  in  cliildhood's  ignorance. 
Dreamed  life  was  bhss— alas  !  iU  cares 

Soon  rudely  broke  that  glowing  trance— 
Oh  !  siug  again  :  that  song  of  thine 

Hath  wakened  mem'ries  old  and  dear, 
And  briugeth  joy  unto  my  heart, 

Though  from  mine  eye  there  fells  a  tear— 

Oh  !  sing  again  :  that  gentle  strain 
Has  charmed  my  weary  heart  from  woe,: 

The  i)reseiit  fades,  the  past  is  mine, 
With  all  the  joys  of  long  ago. 

The  tones  of  friends  delight  my  ear,      - 
And  lovins:  arms  are  round  me  pressed,     :• 

With  musicixl  accord  again 

Sweet  hopes  and  joy  thrill  o'er  my  breast— 
Oh  !  siug  ajipiin  :  that  song  of  thine 

Hath  wakened  memories  old  and  dear. 

And  briup;eth  joy  unto  my  heart, 
Though  from  mine  eye  there  falls  a  tear— 

Oh  !  slug  again  :  and  let  me  hear 

The  strains  I  loved  in  days  of  yore,      •■ 
The  voice  seems  hke  an  echo  sweet  ; 

Of  tones  I'll  hear  on  earth  no  more— 
Oh  !  sing,  and  should  I  weep  the  while. 

My  tears  will  not  from  sorrow  flow  :  ■ 

For.  oh !  thy  strains  with  memories  teem 

Of  friends  and  joys  of  long  ago. 
Oh  !  sing  again  :  that  song  of  thine 

Hath  wakened  mem'ries  old  and  dear. 

And  bringeth  joy  unto  my  heart. 
Though  from  mine  eye  there  falls  a  tear— 


In  Vain  You  tell  Your  Parting  Lover. 

In  vain  you  tell  your  parting  lover, 
You  wish  fair  winds  may  waft  him  over — 
Akxs !  what  winds  can  happy  prove, 
That  bear  me  far  from  what  I  love  ?       , 
Alas !  what  dangers  on  the  main 
Can  equal  those  that  I  sustain 
From  slighted  vows,  and  cold  disdain? 

Be  gentle— and  in  pity  choose  " 

To  wish  the  wildest  tempest  loose, 

That,  thrown  again  upon  the  coast. 

Where  first  my  ship-wrecked  heart  was  loBt 
I  may  ouce  more  repeat  my  pain. 
Once  more  in  dying  notes  complain 
Of  bhghted  vows,  and  cold  disdain.        pbiob. 

She  Whispered  when  we  Parted, 


Words  by  Jobn  D.  Conclin. 
by  E  O 


BAIXAD. 

Cnmpoied  tor  Bollln  Howard 
B  Holder. 


She  whispered  t\hen  we  parted  : 

"  You'll  forget  mo  by  and  by  : 
For,  you're  not  so  broken-hen  rted. 

At 'this  imrting.  John,  as  I." 
I'm  not  sorrj'— isit,  dtarest. 

Thus  you  talk  to  one  like  me  ? 
One  who  trembles  when  thou  feirest. 

Lest  a  frown  should  trouble  thee  ! 

She  whispered  when  we  parted— 

"  You  will  see  another  one. 
Who  will  dim  the  love  that  started,^^ 

When  our  friendship  first  begun." 
I  Khali  see  *uother  Ktrauger, 

Who  will  dmw  uiy  love  from  thc-e  I 
Oh,  no  !  (Kjarest,  there's  no  danger 

Such  a  day  can  ever  be. 

She  whispered  when  we  parted — 

"Time  will  always  make  a  change. 
And  this  pjission  which  upstarted. 

Will  some  day  be  dull  and  strange!" 
No.  I  swear  'twill  never  leave  me, 

'Till  of  life  I'm  all  bereft : 
And  I  swear  I'll  not  deceive  thee, 

W  hile  there's  aught  of  reason  left  t 


I 


Pren  she  Orape  and  let  it  Pour. 

Press  the  grape  and  let  it  pour 
Around  the  board  its  purple  shower  ;" 
And  while  the  drops  my  goblet  steep, 
I'll  think  in  woe  the  clusters  weep. 

Weep  on,  weep  on,  my  pouting  vine,       ^  ,  ;   ; 
Heaven  grant  no  tears  but  tears  of  wine  t  >    '  ' 
Weep  on,  and  as  thy  sorrows  flow, 
I'll  taste  the  luxury  of  woe  !  t.  uoobk. 


When  I  went  out  a  Skating. 

One  day,  I  took  it  in  my  head,  to  go  and  have  a  spree  ; 
So,  off  to  Central  Park  I  starts,  to  see  what  I  could  see  ; 
I  took  my  skates  into  my  hand,  and  muffled  up  so  nice ! 
So  I  resolved  to  try  my  skill  at  skuting  on  the  ice. 

CHbBUS, 

So,  I  started  off  to  have  a  little  spree. 

But  I'll  tell  you  all,  white  folks,  what  happened  to  me. 

So  I,  just  like  a  gallos  sport,  strapped  on 

my  skates  so  neat ; 
Then,  to  be  smart,  of  cours*,  I  thought  I'd 

stand  upon  my  feet : 
My  heels  went  up,  my  head  went  down,  jnst 

like  a  dancing  Jack  ; 
I  soon  found  oat  I  was  smart  enough  to  lay 

upon  my  back. 
So,  I  started  off,  4c 

I  scrambled  up  the  best  I  coold,  and  thonght 

I'd  try  again 
To  be  a  brick  and  strike  out  bold,  but  nvy  luck 

was  all  the  same  ; 
For,  soon  I  slipped,  sad  to  relate,  the  ice  was  very  thin  ; 
It  quickly  broke,  and  in  I  pocked,  right  chock 

up  to  my  chir 
,  •    So,  I  started  oflfi'&c. 

I  scrambled  out  the  best  I  oonld,  with  c(4d 

I  soon  WAS  shaking  ; 
So,  I  resolved  no  more  to  try  the  manly  art  of  skating  ; 
Now,  if  you  don't  know  how  to  skate,  to  learn 

you  surely  oughter  ; 
Take  my  advice,  before  it's  late,  and  don't  go  /" 

near  the  water.  / 
So,  I  started  oS,  &c. 

\        Sweet  Dora  Dare.  -ri 

llatio  to  b«  had  of  Wm.  ▲.  Pond  Je  Co.,  M7 
Brokdwsy,  K.  Y. 


jiypples  and  Pean. 


Bwat  *Hh  erent  sticerM  by  Wild  k  Dndley,  ofThMtr* 
Coisiiqne.  M<  Br<Md«fty.  N.  T. 


Tripping  down  the  valley,  skipping  o'ear  the  lea. 
Goes  a  little  maiden  jtist  as  fair  as  maid  can  be  ; 
Like  a  plume  of  ra\-en  is  the  bright  sheen  of  her  hair, 
Happy  as  a  little  queen  is  my  darling  Doca  Date.       i 
Mocting  all  the  song-birds,  as  they  sweetly  sing. 
Hear  the  voice  of  winsome  I>ara  through  the  valley  ting ; 
Waking  sweetest  echoes  thro'  the  wildwood  tar  and  pear 
Waking  love-bom  echoes  in  the  hearts  of  all  who  hear. 

Chobcb. 
Sweet  Dora  Dare,  my  darling  Dora  Dare, 
Dora  with  the  Ulies  of  the  valley  in  her  hair  : 
Darling  little  Doni,  she  s  the  fairest  of  the  fair, 
Jly  heart  it  will  go  pit^-pat  at  sight  of  Dora  Dare. 

All  the  liuls  fire  sicthing  at  fair  Dora's  feet, 

Happy  for  a  week  nt  one  bright  smile  of  hers  so  sweet — 

If  they  think  she  loves  them  just  because  she  drops 

a  smile, 
They'll  soou  know  that  Dora  Dare  was  fooling 

them  the  while. 
What  has  passed  betwe<>n  us,  Dora  Dare  and  I, 
Must  be  strictly  confidential  between  you  and  I ; 
When  the  summer  comes  again,  my  Dora  Dare  will  wear 
Orange  flowers  with  lihes  of  the  valley  in  her  hair — 

Sweet  Dora  Dare,  &c. 

Tender  Handed  Stroke  a  Nettle. 

Tender  handed  stroke  a  nettle,  ^       ; 

And  it  stings  you  for  your  ptuns  ;    ;    > 

Grasp  it  like  a  man  of  mettle, 
,   And  it  soft  as  silk  remains. 

Tis  the  same  with  grovelling  natures  : 

Use  them  kindly,  they  rebel : 
But  be  rough  as  nutmeg-graters,         . 
'  And  the  rogues  obey  you  welL 


Tm  a  widow  with  a  large  fltmily. 

My  husband  was  killed  in  the  war  ; 
He  enliKted  one  day  for  a  soldger. 

Faith  !  they  murdered  my  aarliDg  »/grm — 
From  the  Government  I  receive  a  ainall  pendon. 

Which  all  ijiy  family  does  share  : 
Faith  !  it  ain't  enough  io  maintain  na  : 

For,  I  have  to  sell  apples  and  pears ! 

If  I  was  a  mati  I  could  labor. 

Sure,  what  i?an  a  poor  woman  do? 
I  can't  stjiud  all  day  at  the  wash  tub,      :^   ,  I 

The  rea.sou  I'll  tell  now  to  you  ;  -^     . 

I'm  troublei^  bad  with  the  Bhenmaticks, 

And  to  be  Up  witli,  many's  the  cares  : 
And  that's  the  riason  you  see  mo  ..    ,   . 

Out  here,  eeUing  apples  and  pears.       • 

There's  a  great  many  men  I  could  mart; — 

There's  Dennis  McCarthy,  so  fat  I 
There's  Patsy  Marley,  a  sound  boy  ! 

Faith  !  he  is  a  good  Democrat ! 
But  they  all  do  object  to  the  children  ; 

To  marni'  me  not  one  of  them  oarea— 
So  I'll  let  them  all  go  to  the  divil. 

And  slick  to  my  apples  and  pears ! 


Dashing  Ootoroon. 

■  "  I      BONO  AND  DASCX.        ^ ,'  '    ' 

\  I        ' r    "  ■  i' ':  ■  -  ■' 

Oh  !  the  time  it  pooooa  lowilyr- 

While  at  a  masouerade  : 

The  boj-s  and  gms  itH  danciBj?  tonau  the  room. 

And  When  eaok  dauoe  is  finiahed. 

We  take  a  promenade  with 

My  dashing,  wptivating  octoroon.       > 

Chobus. 
Oh  1  she's  a  charmer,  and  soon  abeH  be  mine,  ( J>snce. ) 
She  is,  on  my  honor,  so  bandsome  and  fine, 
This  dashing  octoroon— (Dance.) 

'■'  •-    •■■'    '  .  ! 
Oh !  now  she  wears  the  wedding  ring, 
Next  Sunday  is  the  time. 
The  preacher  man  and  friends  will  all  be  thaw : 
So  a  general  invitation  is  extended  to 
Every  one  to  see  us  pronounced  the  happy  pair. 
Oh  !  she's  a  channer,  Ac 


Pretty  Little  JfilUner. 

BOKO  AKP  DIKCE. 


Dp  Bleecker  street  tbe  other  day, 

By  chance  I  did  pecoeive 
The  prettiest  face  I  ever  saw. 

My  eyes  I  scarce  believed  : 
She  was  smiling  at  the  windo*^  ♦    . 

And  I  stopped  just  bv  Vae  door  : 
For,  I  felt  lioved  hir  a't  firstsight, 

The  girl  in  die  nuii«wj;v  ntore. 
Chorus ;    B^ie's  the  deft<r<st  one  to  me, 

iler  fittiliiiig  fftce  you  ought  to  see— 
»  Sba'f^  the  sweetest  little  milliner, 
•-And  the  idol  of  my  heart : 
S»mc  liappy  day  I'll  make  her  mine, 
1  jSo  we  never  more  can  part. 

I  entefred  th*n  into  the  store, 

To  win  her  I  would  try  : 
I  told  her  that  I'd  called  to  see 

Some  neck-ties  that  I'd  buy  ;        ,'       /■'. 
She  picked  me  out  a  pretty  one,    ■  ' 

I  uuaked  her  o'er  and  o'er, 
I  promised  her  I'd  call  again. 

When  I  passed  the  millinery  stora.       Choms. 

At  a  masquerade  we  met  next, 

I  sat  down  by  her  side  : 
In  the  mazy  da^ce  I  asked  her      ■    - 

Some  day  to  be  my  bride  ;  '  ,• 

Of  course,  as  I  expected,  '■  ■'■    '• 

As  many  have  aone  befbi^         J-   ..  . :'         '■ 
She  aiiBWered— "yes,"  so  sweetly, 

Aiid  we  keep  a  millinery  store.  CborcM. 


.flU^i«:A,'.''i.-'3 
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TJIK    SJil[Ci[ERI$'    JOl^RMAI.. 


Jack!  Jack!  Jack! 

Words  »a4  Motle  bj  a«o.  Wwd. 


I 


Fre  got  a  beaa  and  he  lores  me. 
In  his  head  he's  got  a  notion, 
The  place  to  make  money  is  »o  go  to  sea.  : : 

Acrofis  the  stormy  ocean. 
He  mid  he  knew  a  place  w  here  there  was  lumps  Of  gold, 

Somewhere  upon  au  Island — 
So  h«'8  left  poor  me  to  go  to  sea, 
And  lament  hifl  loss  on  dry  land. 

Oh  !  Jack,  Jack.  Jack !  •  ' 

Come  bach,  back,  back  ! 

And  hear  the  little  dacks  go  qnack.  qoacki  qUACk  ! 

Come  home  from  sea. 

And  marry  me, 

And  never  mind  the  money. 

I've  good  roosters,  and  six  fe*  hens. 

And  a  calf  that's  quite  contrary, 
A  pig  and  a  cow  :  so  I  think,  any  how, 

That  we  might  start  a  dairy  ; 
With  plenty  of  water  to  make  good  milk. 

And  all  the  hens  a  laying, 
I  shall  yet  be  a  lady  and  wear  rich  Mlfc 

Oh  !  Jack  !  you're  soft  for  straying. 


Chcrus.  i 


Suppose  yonr  ship,  stnck  in  the  mud. 

Somewhere  npon  au  IsL\nd  : 
Or  Rnppoee  yon  meet  another  flood. 

You'd  wish  yott  were  on  drylAnd. 
I  was  seven  long  years  finding  you  out : 

On  his  face  I  used  to  revel  :  "* 

He's  a  good  looking  boy,  there  is  no  doubt, 

fiut  his  head  it  can't  be  leveL 


Chorus.- 


(RfpeaL^ 


Sculing  on  the  Lake. 

Words  by  Oordisn  K.  Hyd«.    Mosic  by  DiTld  Brfthun. 

TbeMdtieoftblssoiiRispnbUilMdbTWm.  A.  Pond  it  Co. i 

M7  Bro»dw»y.  N.  y.        frloe  40  o«nt*. 

' ^ 

One  day,  while  walking  dowfl  Broadway, 

I  met  my  consin  Joe  : 
He  asked  rae  then  if  I  with  him 

To  Central  Tark  would  go  ; 
Wth  my  consent,  we  then  did  start. 

And  reached  the  lake  nt  three, 
Wtj  took  a  sail,  and  words  of  love 
Were  passed  by  Joe  and  me. 
Chorus':    Sailing  on  the  lake, 

To  the  mnsic  of  the  birds, 
The  rippling  of  tho  ^titers, 
_jljidttie«ound  of  loving  words. 

On  our  retuA,  we  took  a  stroll, 

And  soon  did  reach  the  mall, 
When  from  the  distance  music  sweet 

Upon  our  ears  did  fall";  f 

We  fat  and  listened  to  the  band,       '  '^  ' 

Beneath  a  hawthorn  tre*, 
While  ^utle  breezefl  carried  words 

Of  k)ve  from  Joe  to  me.  Chorua, 

Now  Joe  has  ft«ked  ni?  to  be  hi«,  . 

Of  couiso,  I  won't  refuse  ; 
And  pn  Im-i  t;iveu  his  consent — 

ThiK  clii^nco  I  must  not  lose  : 
Aiul  when,  some  day,  at  Central  Park 

The  lake  you  go  to  see, 
I  know  you'll  whisper  words  of  love. 

Like  my  dear  Joe  and  me.  Chorus. 


i*  <•> 


Had  I  a  Cave  on  Some  Wild,  Distant  Shore. 


Air,  "Kobln  AiUlr." 


Had  I  a  cp.vis  ou  some  wild,  distant  shore. 
Where  the  winds- ho^^^  to  the  waves'  dathing  roar, 
There  would  I  weep  my  woes. 
There  seek  my  lost  repose. 
Till  grief  my  eyes  should  close,       * 
Ne'er  I  m  w.ikc  more. 

F  ilsfi-t  of  womankind,  canst  thou  declare 
Ail  thy  foud,  pli;;htod  vows,  fleeting  as  air  ? 

To  thy  ucw  lover  hie, 

Laugh  o'er  thy  {lerjnry. 

Then  in  thy  bosom  try        ,■  ,  '; ' 

What  peace  is  thers.  '■■[■l  ''"'J,  - ; ..  '■  '^^^^  „  .v . 


A  Terrible  Example. 

Copyridbt    ttBi  by  E.  U.  BanlluK-     '   Tb«  Mnile  ein  b« 
bad  of  E,  U  Utrdlug.  No.  229  Bowery.    Frlce  10  cU. 


McOee  was  a  jolly  old  cobbler, 

He  came  froin  the  divil  knoWs  whero  ; 
Of  whiskey  he  was  a  great  gobbler. 

And  delighted  to  go  on  a  "  tare." 
Ho  was  often  persuaded  to  alter 

His  habit«,  and  live  like  a  man. 
But  whenever  he  tried,  he  would  falter, 

And  go  back  to  his  tx>ttle  and  can. 

Chorus.'^ 
McGee  WM  R  terrible'man, 

He  was  always  so  flighty  and  frisky  ; 
He  tried  to  reform,  but  he  couldn't  keep  warm, 

Sure,  he'd  die  if  ho  hadn't  his  whiskey. 

His  wife  was  a  dacent  ould  woman, 

And  scolded  from  mornin'  till  night ; 
She  told  him  he  must  be  inhuman 

To  be  keeping  them  in  such  a  plight. 
He  would  listen  in  scorn  and  derision, 

And  drink  just  as  much  as  before  ; 
Till  at  length  she  gave  out  her  decision 

To  begin  on  a  temperance  war.  Chorus. 

She  went  to  a  temperance  preacher 

And  stated  the  case  of  SfcOee  ', 
He  promised  to  help  the  poor  creature — 

'•  I'll  go  over  next  mornin',"  says  he — 
When  he  came,  tho  old  cobbler  was  roaring 

A  song,  with  his  glass  in  his  hand  ; 
'Twas  the  glass  he  M-ap  fond  of  adoring. 

And  he  seemed  hardly  able  to  stand  !    Chorus. 

"  Dear  Misther  ilcGee,  said  his  reverence, 

I  hope  you  will  alter  your  ways  ; 
I've  come  now  to  give  you  delivemnce 

From  the  evil  that's  blighting  your  days !" 
•'  Ton  me  sowl !  says  McGee,  I  am  ready, 

I'll  stop  with  the  greatest  of  cheer  ; 
But  I  fear  I  can  never  be  steady 

While  a  dhrop  of  good  whiskey  is  near. "     Cha 

"  Fear  not,  said  the  man  of  cold  water. 

You'll  show  us  how  good  you  can  be  ; 
The  demon  of  drink  we  will  slaughter. 

And  we'll  honor  the  name  of  McGree." 
Then  he  promised  to  keep  at  a  distance 

All  drinks  of  whatever  degree  ; 
"Noble  man,  you  shhll  have  our  assistance — 

In  a  week  the  reanlt  we  will  see."         Chorus. 

Spoken ;  The  revcrCned  gentleman,  after  some 
further  persuasions,  took  Ins  departure,  and  Mr. 
McGee  at  ooce  became  a  strict  disciple  of  temper- 
ance. The  sudden  change  of  life  had  a  severe 
effect  upon  him  ;  he  lost  all  his  exuberant  spirits, 
being  entirely  under  tte  control  of  his  wife  and 
the  temperance  advocates,  who  filled  his  mind 
every  day  wirh  solemn  lectures,  and  worked  him 
into  such  a  queer  state— half  comfort,  half  despair— 
that  he  would  often  say  to  himself,  "Begob,  Imnot 
meself  at  all !"  At  last  they  induced  him  to  state 
in  a  public  meeting  the  various  benefits  he  had  de- 
rived from  his  adherence  to  the  pledge— the  comfort, 
the  happiness,  the  great  joy  and  peace  of  mind  ho 
had  experienced  dunng  his  short  season  of  sobrietj-. 
He  attended  tho  meeting,  and  with  a  very  grave 
countenance,  rehited  his  exixirienco  as  follows : 

RECITATIUX. 

Good  people,  I  stand  hero  Infore  you  to-night, 
Me  month  very  dhry,  and  me  head  very  light ; 
It's  three  weeks  to-day  since  I  joined  in  the  rinks 
Of  the  Wather  Brigade,  I  left  oflf  me  ould  pranks  ! 
And  ever  since  then,  sure,  my  life  has  been  blessed 
With  a  great  many  comforts,  and  nightaof  good  rest 
I  ptiid  all  nie  debts,  and  I  brnight  a  new  gown    • 
For  the  wife  of  me  bonom—  a  i^eautiful  brown — 
I  took  from  the  pawn-shop  me  foin  Sunday  coat. 
Which  cost  mo  last  winter  t\  ti-u  dollar  note, 
And  put  a  new  sole  on  the  ould  woman's  shoes — 
A  moighty  big  job,  for  she  weais  "twenty  two's !" 
And  fix-  d  tip  tlifi  garden  with  bushes  and  twigs  ; 
I  wiut  to  a  lawyer  and  madootit  my  will. 
My  duty  tf>  all  I  was  botmd  to  fulflil. 
And  ye  tardily  mornin'  (don't  think  that  I'm  scoflBn"), 
I  bought  for  me  body  an  illi,i,'i<nt  coffiin  ! 
For,  I  know,  if  my  Mhiskey  is  tnkcn  from  mo. 
You'll  very  soon  moke,  a  dead  man  of  McGee. 
t  }■  .  v/ •  ■•        I  McGrte  was,  Ac, 


The  Iriah  Kifle  Team. 

flaDg  by  Conroy,  Daly.  Mella.  and  Snlllvan. 


We  started  away  from  Ireland, 

To  cross  the  raging  sea. 
To  try  our  skill  with  the  Yankee  Team, 

To  shoot  in  America  : 
Tliey  brought  us  over  to  Creedmoor,  - 

And  Fulton  was  the  best, 
Btit  Rigby  of  the  Irish  Team 

Was  better  than  the  rest 
Chorus  :    Fire  away,  both  night  and  day, 
Wfc  aire  the  jolliest  elnei"  seen : 
Although  we  got  beat. 
Wo  will  not  retreat — 

The  Irish  Rifle  Team, 
Bang  !  bang  !  bang  !  bang  ! 

We  came  from  the  Isle  so  green, 
Bang  !  bang  !  bang  !  bang  ! 

We  are  tho  jolliest  ever  was  seen  : 
Although  we  got  beat, 
We  will  not  retreat — 
The  Irish  Rifle  Team ! 

When  we  led  our  home  in  Ireland, 

*Twas  with  a  very  light  heart  : 
We  got  received  with  three  good  cheers, 

When  we  were  about  to  depart : 
They  gave  us  a  grand  reception — 

For,  they  knew  that  we  were  game, 
Hoping  that  we  would  succeed, 

And  betit  the  Yankee  Teatfl.  Chorus. 

We  were  truo-bred  Irishmen, 

The  same  we  will  not  deny  : 
The  Yankee  boys  they  treated  us  weU, 

And  the  divil  a  word  a  lie — 
Now  we  must  start  aboard  the  ship. 

For,  she  leaves  very  soon. 
And  we'll  do  our  l>est  to  beat  them 

On  the  twenty  ninth  of  June.  Chorus. 


Be  CareM  When  Ton  Find  a  Friend ! 

SONO  AND  ChOBUS. 

Wordi  by  J.  0  MinnlDg.  Uailc  by  Cba't  D'Aca. 

Tba  Mnaio  can  b«  obtained  of  E.  B.  Harding.  No.  229 

Dowery,  N»w-York.   Price  10  ceuta. 


Oh  !  if  in  life  you'd  irieods  obtain, 
Be  careful  how  you  choose  them  ; 
For,  real  friends  are  hard  to  gain, 

And  trifliug  things  may  lose  them  ; 
Hold  out  your  hand  to  every  palm 
That  reaches  forth  to  greet  you. 
But  keep  your  heart  for  tho.se  alone 
Who  with  pure  friendship  meet  yotL 
Chorus  :    Then  if  in  life  a  fnend  you'd  find. 
Be  careful  how  you  choose  one  ; 
True  friends  are  scarce  amongst  man-kind, 
A  trifling  thing  may  lose  them. 

A  friend  your  heart  may  now  relieve, 

And  one  daj'  want  relieving  : 
So  if  from  others  you'd  receive, 

Ne'er  shrink  from  wisely  giving.  '  • 

Be  grateful  when  you  find  a  friend. 

The  heart  that's  thankless,  spurn  it 
Let  coascience  guide  you  to  the  cud, 

Take  friendship,  and,  return  it  Chonu. 

When  days  grow  cold,  tho  swallow  flies, 

Till  stinshiue  bright  retumeth  ; 
When  life  grows  dark,  false  friendship  dies, 

True  friendship  brighter  bumeth  ! 
An  angel  fair,  twin-bom  of  love. 

It  lights  lifo's  pathway  for  us. 
And,  like  the  stars  that  shine  above, 

At  night  be.iUis  brighter  o'er  us.  Chorus. 


>-*^t^ 


Anna,  thy  Charms  my  Bosom  Fire. 

Anna,  thy  charms  my  bosom  fire, 
And  waste  my  soul  with  care  ; 

But,  ah  !  how  bootkfls  to  admire. 
When  fated  to  despair  ! 

Yet  in  thy  presence,  lovely  fair. 
To  hope  may  be  fortjiven  ; 

For,  sure  'twere  impious  to  despair,  ' 
.So  much  in  sight  of  Heaven. 


J 


...     The  Bonlevard. 

Jk  I>OFVtJiB  IBI8B  80N0. 

"■A  "-y  ■ 

.     r  Ooprrifbt    1675,  kr  E  B  H«rdlii(. 

Tb9  Maiic  eta  be  obtaloed  of  E.  B.  Harding,  Ho.  ttO 
Bowery,  Naw-Tork.  Prie*  10  Mot*. 


1, 


Good  eTening  to  yoo,  one  and  all : 

You're  looking  well,  I  see  ; 
I  took  a  trip  in  a  great  big  ship 

AcroM  the  reging  sea ; 
I've  been  ont  of  work  a  month  ot  more, 

And  you  know  it's  very  hard  : 
But  now  I've  got  a  job  to  do 
Bejaut  on  the  Boulevard. 
Chorus  :    Whist  1  ad-i-dy  I  Whi«t  I  ad-i-dy ! 
Times  are  very  bard. 
But  now  I've  got  a  job  to  do 
Beyant  on  the  Boulevard.  •   , 

So  here  I  am,  an  Irishman, 

And  to  work  I'm  not  afraid  , 
While  my  eon  does  carry  the  Pick,  my  boys, 

And  I  do  handle  the  Rpade  i 
My  Uncle  Dan  is  an  Alderman,  v    ^ 

And  he  holds  a  grip  in  the  ward  ;     .  ,   ' 
*Tis  him  that  gives  the  tickets  out 

To  work  on  the  Boulevard.  Chorus. 

Bo  now  farewell !  I'm  going  away, 

1  can  no  longer  stay  ; 
J'or,  if  i  sing  any  more  ft»r  y6U, 

I'll  lose  a  half  a  day  ; 
I'm  going  down  to  the  City-Hall,       V" 

To  try  and  get  a  card 
To  put  my  father's  Uncle  to  work 

Beyant  on  the  Boulevard. 


Chorus. 


Kicking  a  Man  When  he's  Down. 

Ct>pyrigUt    1875.  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

Words  and   Mn«le    by   Jo«.  P.  flkelly.  • 

Dedlosled  to  Jaraet  V  KintTMi. 

The  runtiC  of  llil«  •ons  cun  beob«»ftied  of  E  H.  Harding, 

No  220  Bowery,   orpoltte  l>rlno«  filre«t   New-Tork— 

Klegeut  Fall  Maalo  8i*e  Blitet  for  10  eenta. 

When  the  sun  of  prosperity's  shining, 

And  man's  growing  richer  each  day, 
Wheu  in  ease  and  iu  comfort  reclining, 

And  golden  success  cro*ns  hifi  way, 
How  friends  then  will  gather  around  him  ! 

But  if  fortune  should  happen  to  frown. 
He  finds  that  bis  foimer  ' '  good  fellows  "     . 

Will  kick  him  as  soon  as  he's  down. 

'  Cbobcs. 

When,  poor  and  astray,  a  man's  in  the  way. 
He  meets  all  around  him  a  frown; 

Then  reckless  and  sad,  he  "goes  to  the  bad," 
Because  he  is  kicked  when  he's  down. 

How  kindly  the  world  smiles  upon  him,     '; " 

When  life  with  successes  abounds  ; 
How  blandly  each  neighbor  will  greet  him, 

As  iu  i)lei\6iiie  he's  riding  around  ; 
But  then  let  reverse  overtake  him, 

And  Lis  Irieuil.s,  both  iu  country  and  town, 
Have  not  a  kiud  Kcntence  to  cheerhim, 

But  will  kick  him  .as  soon  as  he's  down. 

:  When  poor  and  astray,  Ac. 

Let  a  man  get  position  and  riches — 

No  matter  by  right  or  by  fraud— 
The  world  nods  approvingly  on  him, 

And  loudly  his  creatures  applaud  ;    ; 
But  just  let  him  lose  all  his  treasures, 

Tho'  beforo  he  was  full  of  renown. 
The  people  find  out  he  has  fallen, 

And  then  let  him  die  when  he's  down. 

Wheu  Tpoot  and  astray,  Ac 

Oh  !  why  is  all  mankind  so  selfish  ?         , :        .- 

We  know  it  shonild  never  be  thus  ; 
Then  why  can't  we  do  to  our  neighbors 

As  we  would  have  them  do  to  us?  ; 

And  if  in  "  adversity's  ocean  "  J  •;   • 

We  are  sinking  and  ready  to  drown, 
Twioe  blest  is  the  (i-ii'i!<' V.  hose  (If- votion 

Will  help  a  man  up  wbei\  he's  down. 

When  jioor  and  astray,  Jtc 


Dear  Heart,  we're  Growing  Old. 

Bona  Alio  CHOBUa— Words  aDd  Mualc  bi  II.  M.  Esttbrooks. 

Sold  at  all  Maiic  8torp«— Price  SSceiits.  or  teut 

potlpald  liy  Oro.  W.  Rielnrdaoo  k  Co., 

2M  WaatiiiiKtuu  Street.  Boa^on. 


Dear  heart,  I  find  we're  gro'winR  old,  :  "      , 

The  years,  so  quickly  passed  awny 
Since  first  we  met,  have  left  their  trace    . 

Upon  us  both,  in  thres^ls  of  gray  ; 
The  rose  has  faded  from  your  cheek. 

But  never  has  your  heart  grown  cold,  ;  * 

Nor  do  we  love  each  other  less. 

Dear  heart,  because  we're  growing  old. 

Dear  heart,  because,  Ac. 

To  me  you're  fuirer  than  you  were 

The  day  I  won  yon  for  my  bride, 
And  held  you  fondly  iu  my  arm8, 

Unconscious  of  all  else  beside. 
The  faded  cheek  and  whitened  hair 

Have  yet  for  me  a  chaiiu  untold,  x 

That  only  streugtheus  with  each  year,  .;: 

Dear  heart,  now  we  are  growing  (^d. 

Dear  heart,  because,  4c 

Full  forty  yeara  have  passed  sine*  then —      ;    . 

Years  filled  with  only  purest  joy  ;  ! 

No  cloud  has  ever  cros.sed  our  path,   .  ~ 

Our  bliss  has  been  without  alloy  : 
And  when  we  reach  the  shining  shore, 

And  pearly  gates  for  us  unfold, 
God  grant  that  both  may  enter  in. 

Deer  heart,  and  never  more  grow  old. 
Dear  heart,  and  never  more  grow  old. 


>4«»< 


Since  Terry  has  Left  the  Gang. 

Cotrpoeed  by  nackett  4  Bowe. 

My  name  it  is  Pat  Murphy, 
And  from  Ireland  I  came  : 
I  have  a  cousin,  who  was  a  blackguard, 

And  Terence  was  his  name  ;  ■..;;* 

Now  he's  turned  over  a  new  leaf. 

And  dropped  off  using  his  slang  :  '■:■■■ 
My  heart  is  overflowing  with  joy, 
Since  Terry  has  left  the  gang. 
Chorus  ;    He  comes  home  in  the  evening  at  8  o'clock. 
He's  dropped  oflf  using  his  slang, 
And  my  heart  is  overflowing  with  joy, 
Since  Terry  has  left  the  gang. 

He's  six  months  down  from  the  island. 

You  know,  for  stealing  that  ham  : 
Not  long  ago  he  was  a  blackguard, 

And  a  member  of  that  gang  : 
But  he's  joined  the  T.  A.  B's  now,     '        ;     .,.  r 

Which  made  him  a  diffeient  maB,r  < 
And  my  heart  is  overflowing  with  joy. 


The  Broom  Brigade. 

Sung  wltb  grrat  sooeeea  by  Sklddy  &  DobllK 


Since  Terry  has  left  the  gang. 


Chorus. 


His  father  and  mother  they  are  well  off,     ; 

And  live  on  Filth  Avenue, 
And  of  all  the  boys  that  they  do  like. 

They  think  him  the  most  true  ; 
Years  have  pone  and  j'ears  have  come,  ,• 

And  while  in  a  foreign  land, 
Health  and  wealth  have  crowned  his  name. 

Since  Terry  has  left  the  gang.  Chorus.. 


Pauline. 

By  Willie. 


May  angels  guide  thy  path  through  life 

And  make  thy  way  seem  clear. 
And  may  you  conquer  every  strife 

When  troubles  do  appear — 
Such  is  the  wish  and  earnest  prayer 

Of  one  that's  ever  true. 
Who  would  all  creation  dare 

If  he  could  but  serve  you — 
Could  you  ask  for  more  than  this; 

My  peerless  little  queen  ? 
Does  it  not  seem  Heavenly  blia»r  ;.. ; 

To  know  I  love  Pauline?         •',•■■ 


Tf  your  wife  is  good,  kiss  her  for  reward. 
isn't,  kiss  her  for  punishment. 


If  she 


You've  heard  of  the  "  Regnlnr  Army,  oh  !'* 

And  the  "  J'ogarty  MusketeeiiH," 
But  when  yout«ce  our  grand  turn-out. 

You'll  surely  give  three  cheers.  .-   -  .; 

Our  miiform  13  stylish,  :     ;(  .. 

In  Baxter  Street  wits  made —  ^        \ 

Wo  will  show  Hhat  there  are  Irishmen 

In  the  New  |York  Broom  Brigade  !        ,    ~  ; 
Caonrs. 
We  belong  to  the  Broom  Brigade,  boj«i' 

We're  never  in  the  shade  : 
To  earn  our  gittib  we  dig  in  the  mud. 

Of  work  we're  not  afraid.  ■•• 

While  working  at  our  trade,  boys, 

There's  plei^y  of  money  maae. 
Then  give  thrde  cheers,  as  wo  stand  here, 
r  For  the  New  Y'ork  Broom  Brigade ! 

We  have  no  Italian  substitutes,        '''-...  ■  ■,      -  ] 

No  one  to  diiive  us  around  ; 
We  take' a  broOm  in  onr  strong  hands,       -.  - 1 

And  away  Wfe  skim  the  ground  ;  •  ^ 

And  if  the  Italians  should  trouble  as,     .   i  '  -, 

On  them  we'd  make  a  raid. 
We'll  show  thekn  that  there's  Irishmen 

In  the  New  Vork  Broom  Brigade.        Chorus. 

Oh  !  when  we're  out  on  Broadway, 

That's  the  time  we  must  clean  : 
For,  nobby  sports  and  dashing  men. 

The  likes  we!ve  never  seen  ; 
But  when  they've  hired  laborers. 

Like  Green,  they're  never  paid — 
We'll  tell  you  what  that's  not  our  stylo 

In  the  New  York  Broom  Bsigade.        Chorus. 


Do  You  Know  Where  Nowhere  Is? 
If  you  don't,  so  do  I. 

Word!  by  Harry  Banter.    Matlc  by  Tinceot  Dtvies. 

Tbe  Mnalc  of  tbla  seofr  can  be  obtained  of  E.  H.  Harding. 
Ifo  229  Bowery,  ohposite  Piluee  Street,  New-Tork— 
:      Elegant  Full  Muaic  Sise  Sheet  for  10  cents, 
Aa  MtDg  by  John  Pendy. 


'Twas  when  thd  snow  was  on  tho  ground, 

The  twenty-two'th  o(  June, 
The  clock  had  just  struck  forty-three, 

Towards  the  afternoon  ;  "■' 

When  in  a  green  and  shady  lane,  , 

Not  far  from  Temple  Bar,  /^ 

I  saw  a  lady  walking  on  '.      ' ":,' 

An  Irish  jaunting  car.    '-j     •.  '■  ■ 

Choitis  :    K  yo«  don't  believe  it,  so  do  I ! 

I'm  going  to  "  Nowhere,"  by  and  by. 
And  then  I'll  bring  my  witnesses  ; 
'  - .        ■  ■  -  Say,  do  you  know  where  Nowhera  is? 

Her  father  is  a  flriver  of       "^  *    ■     "  .    r   .. 

A  four  wheel  Hansom  cab ! 
Her  lovely  eyes  are  black  and  blue. 

Her  lo^•ely  hair  is  drab  ;  ,.  v 

She  haii  an  only;  Lrolhtr,  and        ' '        • : '  -  - 

Another  one  ii(s  well  ; 
She  saj-s  she  lo\')rK  h(  r  mother,  but 

She'll  kiss  an4  never  telL  Chonis. 

She  used  to  havo  a  sister  onco. 

Who's  always  with  her  now ; 
They  never  disatrco,  because 

They  do  so  like  a  row  ; 
'Twas  when  wo  iode  out  for  a  walk  ,   '■.. 

1  found  hLc  loved  me  so, 
For  everj-  time  I|  squcczod  her  hand. 

She  kissed  my,  brother  Joe  Chorus. 

I  asked  her  if  tfliie'd  many  me. 

She  smiled  and  antnverrd  "  No  !" 
So  we  were  wed  jast  Friday  week. 

Some  fifteen  V^  r*)  ago  ;  ' ;.-  ■  .- 

Tlie  chiMrcii  g*tpr  round  the  fire '"  .^' •;'     ,   ' 

Each  lovely  fi'^Jimer'K  day,  -  V 

And  when  the  *int< r-limo  comes  ronad, 

We  all  go  mnlijug  hay.  Chorus. 


••••• 


What  .<!imilaiity  iis  there  between  a  uobe  and  a 
violin  ?— They  each  have  a  bridge. 


»— .•■^J» 


mmtk 
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TH£    81MOER8'    JOVUMAL; 


Franoetoa. 

{Coniinxitd.) 


One  day  we  happened  to  be  alone  together— a 
most  unuBual  circumstance —  for  sheearcely  ever 
left  her  husband's  side.  Suddenly  the  thought 
came  upon  me  that  I  would  bring  about  an  expla- 
nation. I  rose  from  my  chair,  and  cast  mysell"  at 
hi»  feet.       -  »j«s-       --v?— • 

"Father,".  I  cried,  ."why  have  you  ceased  to 
love  me  ?" 

My  movement  waa  so  abrupt,  my  words  so  »m- 
espccted,  that  he  waa  at  Iobs  for  a  reply. 

>  "Ceased  to  love  you ?"  he  stammered.  "  What 
do  you  mean  ?    I  do  not  understand  you  !" 

•  "Do  not  evade  my  question,  dear  father!"  I 
urged.  "  What  have  I  done,  that  you  should  treat 
me  so  coldly?  But  it  is  not  you !"  I  added,  bitterly. 
"  Your  mind  is  poisoned  against  me  by  oue " 

>  "  Silence !"  he  interrupted,  sternly,  and  snatch- 
ing his  hand  away  from  my  clasp.  ' '  I  will  permit 
no  such  words  in  my  presence.  If  my  manner  is 
changed  towards  you,  look  into  your  own  heart  for 
the  answer !" 

*■  "  My  heart  can  give  no  accusing  response  !"  I  re- 
plied, boldly.  ' 

p  "Then  it  is  black,  and  vile,  and  wicked!"  he 
rejoined,  passionately.  "  It  is  full  of  petty  jealousy 
—of  contemptible  malice  !  It  envies  me  my  happi- 
ness !  But  I  tell  you,  Ellen,  I  will  not  endure  it ! 
You  are  cold-hearted  and  ungrateful !  ^  You  turn 

away  from  proflered  love "  .    , 

l»  "Because  it  is  only  feigned  love,"  I  broke  in, 
"  and  is  only  masked  hatred.  Oh,  father,  let  me 
conjure  you  not  to  yield  up  yourself  so  utterly  to  this 
infatuation !  You  are  under  the  influence  of  an 
enchantress.     Cast  it  oflf,  ere  it  is  too  late  !" 

Had  I  not  been  wrought  up  almost  to  a  pitch  of 
frenzy,  I  would  not  have  dared  to  speak  such  words  ; 
but  excitement  carried  me  away. 

>  I  saw  I  had  struck  the  chord  of  some  hatf-acknow- 
ledged  fear.  But,  ere  he  could  make  any  reply,  the 
door  opened,  and  Francesca  entered  the  room.  I 
rose  in  great  confusion,  and  walke<l  away  to  the 
window  to  hide  my  tears. 

>  "  I  am  afraid  I  have  interrupted  an  interesting 
conversation,"  I  heard  her  say,  coldly.  .    "     ' 

"  I  am  glad  you  have  come,  darling,"  said  my 
father.  ' '  Ellen  has  been  complaining  that  my  Iwe 
for  her  has  grown  cold  ;  and  I  have  told  her  it  is 
she  who  casts  away  love."  •  ' 

"She  rejects  mine,"  she  said,  in  that  soft, 
plaintive  tone  which  was  so  fascinating,  "although 
I  have  done  all  in  my  power  to  win  her  by  tender 
afifection— nay,  even  by  concealing  things  which  I 
ought  to  have  made  known."  * 

I  imagined  what  waa  coming,  and  I  knew  how 
completely  thia  woman  was  about  to  triumph  over 

me.  ■■"  ~"-  „* 

' '  What  do  you  mean— what  have  you  concealed  ?" 
asked  my  father,  anxiously.  T 

"It  is  a  painful  subject,"  she  answered  gently. \ 
"  I  do  not  think  I  should  ever  have  mentioned  it, 
hud  not  your  daughter  almost  forced  me  to  do  so  in 
ficlf-dtftuce  ;  but  when  I  find  her  on  her  knees 
1>.  fore  vou,  conjuring  you  to  cast  oflf  my  spells,  as 
slie  chooses  to  designate  my  love,  I  think  it  is  a  duty 
I  owe  to  myself  to  si^ak." 

Tliere  wus  not  a  shadow  of  malice  in  her  tone, 
which  was  tender  and  sorrowful  throughout. 

.  "You  could  not  suppose  that  such  words  would 
have  any  effect  uiHin  me  ?"  my  father  replied.  And 
I  hinxrdhim  kiss  her  ;  for  I  was  still  staring  blankly 
throufjh  the  window,  rigid  as  a  statue.  "But 
tell  me,  what  is  this  mystory?" 

'•  She  cannot  feel  at  this  moment  more  pained  in 
listfuiug  thiin  I  do  in  revealing  it,"  she  resumed. 
'•Four  days  ago,  it  came  to  my  knowledge  tliat 
Ellen  aud  my  brother  were  meeting  clandestinely. 
One  d;iy  I  watched  them  ;  I  overheard  him  endea- 
vor to  persuade  her  to  consent  to  an  elopement. 
>8  soon  as  they  parted,  I  met  Astolfo,  and  insifited 
upon  bis  leaving  the  place  on  the  instant.  Now 
yon  know  the  real  cause  of  his  sudden  disappear- 
aucp." 

' '  Ellon,  what  have  you  to  say  to  this  ?"  my  father 
Bteruly  demanded. 

I  was  so  overwhelmed  by  the  sudden  manner  in 
which  he  turned  upon  me,  that  I  could  only  bow 
my  head,  without  oflTering  one  word  of  defence. 

"Yon  ooold  not  have  given  me  a  greater  pang 


than  to  have  pAved  so  deceitful,"  be  said,  with 
sorrowful  severity.  "You  have  endeavored  in- 
effectually to  disparage  this  augel,  and  your  effort 
has  justly  ended  in  your  own  discomfiture.  Go  to 
your  own  room !  When  you  have  repented  and 
learned  your  duty,  come  to  nie  aguiu." 

With  a  heart  almost  bursting,  I  silentljr  obeyed. 
As  I  reached  the  door,  Francesca  hiirned  to  me 
with  outstretched  arms,  as  though  offering  to  em- 
brace me.  I  pretended  ilbt  to  see  this  ;  for  I  could 
not  have  allowed  her  to  touch  me  at  that  moment, 
had  my  life  depended  upon  it  She  had  doubtlesa 
calculated  on  this  evasion,  and  had  only  made  the 
movement  to  embitter  my  father's  miud  still 
further  against  me.  She  succeeded  too  well  ;  for, 
as  I  closed  the  door,  I  heard  him  say,  "I  could  not 
have  believed  such  maUce  aud  obduracy  existed  in 
her  nature ! " 

Had  Astolfo  been  at  my  ear  that  day  he  would 
have  found  little  difficulty  in  persuading  me  to  fly 
with  him.  Fortunately  lie  was  not  ;  but  I  felt  that 
I  could  not  remain  beneath  my  fathei's  roof  after 
what  had  passed. 

During  two  days  I  never  quitted  my  room  ;  on 
the  third  I  received  a  letter  from  my  father. 

"  Ellen,"  it  said,  "your  mother  has  never  ceased 
pleading  for  you ;  express  your  sorrow  to  me  for 
what  has  passed,  and  promise  to  give  her  in  the 
future  that  love  she  so  well  merits  at  j-our  hands, 
and  the  past  shall  be  buried  in  oblivion." 

"  Dearest  Fathxb,^ 
"I  cannot  play  the  hypocrite!"  I  wrote  back. 
"As  your  %rife,  I  will  treat  Mrs.  Craven  with  every 
respect  aud  duty,  but  I  cannot  love  her  ;  at  lea.st 
I  will  not  add  duplicity  to  the  faults  I  possess,  iu 
your  opinion. 

Your  ever  affectionate  child. 

"Ellen." 

That  same  evening  there  came  a  tap  at  my  door, 
which  was  immediately  opened,  and  Francesca  en- 
tered the  room.  I 
►  "Ellen,"  she  said,  seating  herself  opposite  me, 
"  what  is  the  meaning  of  this  wilfulness?  What 
can  you  gain  by  such  hostility  towards  me  ?  I  wish 
to  be  your  friend  ;  I  have  been  bo  in  saving  50U 
from  a  villain  who  would  have  destroyed  you. 
What  groimd  have  I  given  for  this  dislike  ?" 
'  There  ky  the  difficulty  of  my  position.  I  could 
not  cite  the  shadow  of  a  cause,  and  yet,  oh,  how 
much  more  poweri'ul  is  instinct  than  reason ! 
•  I  was  silent ;  but  rfie  continued  to  urge  an  an- 
swer. 

"  I  will  never  fail  in  my  duty  ;  bnt  I  cannot  k>ve 
yon,"  I  said,  at  length. 

"  Be  it  so, "  she  answered,  calmly.  '  ' '  Remember, 
I  have  oflfered  you  friendship  ;  yon  prefer  enmity. 
The  choice  is  not  miM,  but  yours." 
r  So  laying,  she  left  ln«.  I  felt  that  I  waa  acting 
foolishly  in  thus  defying  her  ;  bat  I  had  fallen  into 
a  state  of  sullen  apathy,  and  cared  not  what  became 
of  me. 

Never  shall  I  forget  what  I  sulTered  during  that 
dreadful  period.  My  father  would  not  allow  me  to 
enter  his  presence  ;  and,  but  for  the  kindness  and 
sympathy  of  Mrs.  Smith,  the  good  old  housekeeper, 
I  should  have  fled  my  home,  or— I  shudder  at  the 
thought— destroyed  myself. 

•  "  My  dear  young  ladj%"  she  would  say,  "I  was 
always  brought  up  to  reverence  my  superiors,  aud 
to  believe  that  my  position  in  life  did  not  wamvnt 

me  to  criticise  their  conduct;  but  l^Ii-s.  Craven 

Well,  well,  I  need  not  speak.  But  for  all  that,  I 
must  take  the  liberty  of  saying  you  are  wrong  in 
holding  out  against  your  mo"ther-iu-kiw  :  it  is  your 
duty  to  submit ;  and,  even  if  it  was  not,  it  would  bo 
your  jwlicy." 

There  was  no  pninaoying  the  justeess  of  this  ad- 
vice, and,  at  length,  my  proud  spirit  gave  way.  I 
humbled  myself.  FranceHca  would  scarcely  allow 
me  to  complete  my  humiliatiou,  and  lavished  upon 
me  tears  aud  caresms  iu  abundance.  But  I  could 
feci  that  my  father's  heart  was  gone  from  me. 

I  avoided  the  society  of  both  as  much  as  poRsiblp, 
and  from  morning  until  night  waudertd  listlesbly 
about  the  house  and  grounds,  or  shut  myself  up  in 
m^chamber  with  my  books.  I  frequently  thotight 
how  stmiige  it  was  Astolfo  had  fouud  uo  mcnu.s  of 
communicating  with  me,  and  I  often  pondered  upon 
the  sudden  and  mysterious  manner  iu  which  he  had 
disappeared.    I  had  made  many  indirect  inquiries 


among  the  servants  and  (he  people  about  The 
Grange  ;  but  no  one  appeared  to  have  seen  him. 
From  the  moment  he  left  me,  it  wm  as  though  he 
had  vanished  into  air. 

One  day  in  my  wanderings  about  the  house,  I 
peeped  into  the  room  he  had  occupied  during  his 
stay  ;  his  clothes  L»y  scattered  about,  his  books  aud 
papers  were  upon  the  table  ;  he  had  taken  nothing 
with  him,  nor  had  anything  been  forwarded  to  him. 
It  was  frequently  on  my  Tips  to  ask  Francesca  if 
she  had  received  any  tidings  of  him,  bat  I  dared  not 
speak  the  words  after  what  had  pa-ssed. 

At  times  an  awful  suspicion  would  dart  through 
my  miud,  but  I  would  not  allow  it  to  remain  there 
long  enough  to  assume  any  tangible  form. 

Whila  in  this  listless  mood,  the  desire  again  came 
upon  me  to  discover  the  secret  chamber ;  and  I  used 
frequently  to  loiter  about  the  apartments  of  the 
ruined  and  deserted  whig,  hopiug  to  light  acci- 
dentally upon  sorje  clue  to  the  mystery. 

One  evening  in  early  spring  I  lingered  about  the 
dusty  rooms  of  the  first  storj'.  When  twilight  set 
in,  I  stood  at  one  of  the  windows,  watching  a 
glorious  moon  rise  as  the  daylight  faded  a^By.  I 
was  just  turning  towards  the  stone  steps  to  de- 
scend to  the  basement,  when,  to  my  surprise,  I 
heard  stealthy  steps  ascending.  I  retreated  into  au 
adjoining  room,  crouched  down  behind  the  door, 
and  looked  through  the  crevice. 

A  ray  of  moonlight  streaming  across  the  top  of 
the  stairs  revealed  the  person  of  Francesca  ascend- 
ing through  the  aperture.  She  carried  a  light  in 
oue  hand  and  a  box  of  some  kind  of  metal  in 
the  other  ;  the  latter  seemed  heavy,  and  she  bore 
it  with  difficulty.  She  glided  into  the  very  room 
where  I  lay  concealed,  but  the  door,  which  was 
right  back  against  the  wall,  effectually  screened  me, 
and  I  was  aliso  attired  im  a  daxlc,  slate-color  dress, 
the  very  hue  of  my  surroundings. 

On  the  inner  side  of  the  room  there  was  an  open 
hearth  ;  she  got  beneath  the  gaping  chimnev,  put 
down  the  box,  aud  held  the  light  forward,  as  though 
looking  for  some  particular  spot  Then  she  drew 
something  that  looked  like  a  key,  from  the  folds 
of  her  dress,  and  pressed  it  against  the  stones  ;  I 
heard  a  sound  as  of  the  click  of  a  clock  being  wotmd 
up,  and  then  I  saw  the  back  of  the  fire-place  sUde 
away,  and  disclose  a  black  hollow. 

She  entered  ;  I  heard  a  grating  sound,  like  the 
movement  of  iron,  after  which  she  hurried  back 
into  the  room,  pressing  her  handkerchief  to  her 
nostrils ;  at  the  same  moment  the  air  became 
noisome 

After  pausing  for  a  moment,  however,  she  took 
up  the  box,  and,  still  bearing  the  light  plunged  into 
the  aperture. 

She  was  there  scarcoly  a  moment  When  she 
came  forth  she  moved  back  the  false  wall  to  its 
original  position,  and  gasping,  staggered  to  the 
window,  which  I  had  left  open,  as  though  over- 
come by  the  oppressive  atmosphere. 

I  think  my  senses  must  have  deserted  me  for  a 
short  time,  as  I  did  not  see  her  go ;  and  when 
I  next  remember,  I  was  alone.  I  could  scarcely 
believe  that  what  I  had  witnessed  was  not  a  visi(  i  . 
But  my  olfactory  nerves  convinced  me  of  the  reality. 
I  had  discovered,  then,  the  secret  of  the  haunted 
chamber,  and  I  feared,  a  yet  more  terrible  one  ! 

My  father  had  gone  to  Loudon  on  the  previous 
day,  but  was  to  be  homo  that  evening  ;  and  I  re- 
solved to  go  on  the  road  to  meet  him.  A  hat  was 
the  only  out-of-<loor  gear  that  I  had  on  to  protect 
mc  against  the  cold  March  wiud  ;  but  had  it  snowed, 
I  sholild  uot  have  heeded,  should  not  have  felt  it,  in 
my  then  excited  state. 

I  left  the  grounds  by  n  side  entrance,  and  wan- 
dered iuto  the  high  road.  I  walked  on  for  about 
half  a  mile  ;  then  I  sat  down  under  a  hedge,  and 
waited  and  listened.  Not  a  soul  passed.  In  about 
tweuty  minutes  I  heard  the  rumble  of  wheels,  and 
soon  afterwards  I  saw  a  chaise  driving  rapidly 
towards  me.  I  stood  right  in  its  path,  and  shouted 
as  loudly  as  I  could  to  the  driver  to  stop.  A  head 
was  thrust  out  ot  the  carriage  window  ;  it  was  my 
father's.     I  ran  up  to  him. 

"  Open  the  door,  take  me  in,  and  tdl  the  coach- 
man to  drive  very  slowly  !"  I  cried. 

When  I  was  seated  beside  him,  he  asked  me  what 
all  this  meant 

As  rapid  and  coherently  as  I  was  able,  I  told  him 
what  I  had  seen.      A^  I  might  have  expected,  he 
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treated  it  till  as  an  hallucination,  until  my  terrible 
eiimestuess  shook  even  his  scepticism. 

Hare  I  described  the  position  and  the  means  of 
oj)euiug  the  secret  chamber  rightly  7"  I  demanded. 

"  Yon  have,"  he  replied. 

"All  I  ask  of  you,  then,  is  to  come  with  me  to 
the  place,  and  examine  into  the  mj-stery  yourself. 
Disbelieve  all  I  say,  but  come  f 

He  Wiui  silent  for  a  few  seconds  ;  then  he  called 
out  to  the  coachman  to  stop,  alighted,  dismissed 
him,  and  \re  walked  together  down  the  road  towards 
The  Grange.  His  usual  cumplexion  was  ihnid  ;  bnt 
in  the  bright  moonlight  its  color  had  vanished. 

"The  whole  story  is  so  prepoKtcrous,"  he  said, 
presently,  like  a  man  struggling  against  conviction. 
"  What  would  you  infer  from  it,  even  if  it  were 
true?" 

"Nothing,"  I  answered.  "I  only  wish  you  to 
discover  its  meaning." 

He  stopped  suddenly,  and  regarding  me  with  a 
look  of  intense  severity,  said,  "Ellen,  if  this  beany 
trick  to  create  suspicions  against  your  mother " 

"  Oh,  father,"  I  ejaculated,  "what  do  you  think  I 
am  ?"  The  reproachful  bitterness  of  my  tone  seemed 
to  convince  mm,  and  he  pressed  my  hand,  and  said 
uo  more. 

We  entered  the  garden  by  the  door  I  had  left  open, 
and  proceeded  straight  to  the  right  wing.  The 
entrances  to  this  part  of  the  building  were  never 
secured.  In  one  of  the  Rpartments  upon  the  base- 
ment, my  father  groped  his  way  towards  a  largo 
open  fireplace,  similar  to  the  one  above  stairs,  and 
from  some  concealed  crevice  in  the  chimney  drew 
forth  a  rusty,  strangely-fashioned  key.  Then,  for 
the  first  time,  I  remembered  that  Francesca  had 
used  a  similar  instrument. 

In  breathless  silence  we  proceeded  upstairs  to  the 
room  where  I  had  witnessed  her  strange  doings. 

The  moon  was  shining  brightly  through  the  open 
window,  rendering  every  object  as  clear  as  though 
It  were  daylight.  A  white  powder  was  scattered 
over  tUe  JiearSi.  which Ve  discovered  to  be  lime.  I 
coukl  se%  (Mt  he  shuddered  as  he  ascertained  its 
uatoie.  Coupled  with  my  narrative,  this  discovery 
was  highly  suggestive. 

"You  had  better  remain  without,"  he  said,  in  an 
DBsteady  voice. 

"  No  ;  let  me  see  all,  I  beseech  yon,"  I  answered. 
My  morbid  curiosity  was  irrepressible.  He  offered 
no  further  opposition.  By  means  of  the  key,  he 
worked  away  the  back  of  the  chimney,  and  we 
entered  a  hollow  space.  Then  for  the  firet  time,  we 
rem«nbered  we  had  no  light 

"Stay,"  he  whispered.  "I  have  a  box  of  wax 
matches  ;  you  take  it,  and  light  one  ;  they  will,  I 
think,  answer  the  porpoee." 

I  did  as  he  bade  me,  and  by  the  feeble  glimmer 
per<Mive<l  that  we  mere  in  a  narrow,  circular  pas- 
sage in  front  of  what  appeared  to  be  a  large  iron 
cylinder.  I  now  saw  the  reaeon  of  the  peculiar  con- 
struction of  the  aijartment.  The  secret  chamber  was 
in  the  centre  ot  the  suite  ;  that  is  to  say,  the  two 
formed  an  inner  and  an  outer  circle,  and  even  the 
existence  of  the  former  could  only  have  been  ascer- 
tained by  the  minutest  measurement  of  the  whole 
boiiding.  On  each  story,  except  this,  it  was  of 
solid  masonry.  The  secret  was  almost  impoauble 
"of  detection  without  the  clue. 

My  father  touched  a  spring  and  caused  a  black 
knob  to  dart  forth,  and  a  narrow  slit  appeared 
fi0ai  the  top  to  the  bottom  of  the  cylinder.  By 
means  of  the  knob  he  increased  this  until  he  had 
made  an  aperture  about'tbree  feet  wide. 

"  You  must  remain  here,"  he  said,  imperatively. 
He  went  into  the  oavity. 

He  was  absent  about  a  minute,  bat  it  seemed  to 
me  an  interminable  space  of  time.  When  he  re- 
turned, he  had  a  pocket-book  in  kis  Hand.  Some 
writing  in  pencil  was  scrawled  over  the  leave*.  It 
was  in  Italian.  I  looked  over  his  shoulder,  and 
with  great  difficulty  we  deciphered  the  following 
words . — 

"To  those  who  find  my  body.— I  am  Astolfo 
PulcL  Francesca  is  my  wife.  When  she  married 
the  rich  Englishman,  Craven,  I  was  a  convict  at 
Toulon.  I  escaped.  When  1  threatened  to  daim 
her,  she  retorted  by  saying  sk*  would  denounce  me 
as  an  escaped  felon.  I  loved  Ellen  Craven  ;  Fran- 
cesca discovei^  it,  »nd  jwomnted  by  jealousy,  lured 
me  to  this  ruinous  lower,  ana,  by  means  of  chloro- 
form, deprived  me  of  sense.     Witeo  I  recovered,  I 


found  myself  in  this  place.     I  feel  I  am  doomed  to 
death  by  starvation." 

This  was  found  beside  the  body,  which  was 
half-covered  by  quick-lime.  She  had  evidently  not 
seen  it.  It  had  been  written  in  intense  darkness, 
hence  the  almost  illegibility  of  the  characters. 

Neither  spoke  after  the  perusal  of  these  awful 
words  ;  my  father  stood  like  one  deprived  of  sense. 
I  touched  him  upon  the  shoulder.  He  started  as 
though  awakened  from  a  sound  sleep,  thnist  the 
book  into  his  ixwket,  re-secured  the  entrances  to 
the  fatal  chamber,  and  left  the  building.  He  seemed 
unconscious  of  my  presence  until  I  agi\in  caught  his 
arm. 

"Father,"  I  whispered,  "speak  to  me;  your 
silence  and  your  looks  terrify  me  !" 

He  pressed  his  cold  lips  upon  my  forehead,  and 
said,  in  a  gentle  voice,  "Go  away  to  your  own 
room,  darling,  and  promise  me  you  will  not,  on  any 
consideration,  quit  it  again  this  night." 

I  promised,  and  we  parted. 

What  I  endured  that  night  may  bo  better  im- 
agined than  described. 

It  was  about  eight  o'clock  next  moniing  when  I 
came  down  stairs.  I  could  hear  a  great  bustle  and 
confhsion  below  ;  I  asked  one  of  the  servants  what 
it  meauL 

She  told  me  her  mistress  had  received  a  telegram, 
informing  her  that  her  brother  was  dying,  and  was 
hurrying  to  catch  the  train  for  London. 

I  understood  it  all.  Then  he  intended  to  spare 
her.     It  was  the  best  waj-. 

I  watchejj  her  depart,  but  could  catch  no  glimpse 
of  her  face. 

An  hour  afterward^-,  my  father  sent  for  me  to  his 
room.  He  looked  ten  years  older  than  he  had  two 
days  before 

"We  leave  here  this  evening  for  the  Continent, 
where  we  shall  be  supposed  to  join  her.  We  must 
act  out  the  play  !"  he  said,  bitterly. 

We  traveilea  about  Fiance  and  Germany,  care- 
fully aToiding  Italy,  for  two  years.  Some  ten 
months  after  our  departure  my  father  wrote  home 
to  announce  that  Mrs.  Craven  was  dead,  and  ho 
had  her  death  announced  in  the  newspapers. 

Her  name  was  never  mentioned  between  us,  but 
in  those  two  years  he  sank  from  a  hale  tc  an  almost 
aged  man. 

One  evening,  while  passing  through  a  side  street 
of  a  not  particularly  reputable  quarter  of  Mar- 
seiUee,  we  were  startled  by  a  loud  crj',  and  the  next 
moment  a  woman,  her  dress  much  disordered, 
rushed  out  of  one  of  the  houses,  and  fell  expiring 
at  our  feet.  She  was  followed  by  a  man  dressed  in 
the  costume  of  a  Greek  sailor,  who  fled  up  the 
street,  and  was  in  a  moment  lost  to  sight. 

In  the  convulsed  features  of  the  woman,  who 
was  dying  from  the  injuries  caused  by  the  violence 
to  which  she  had  been  subjected,  we  recognised  the 
once  beautiful  Francesca. 

My  father  did  Jiot  long  survive  this  shock.  In 
spite  of  her  crimes  and  wickedness,  I  am  certain  he 
loved  her  to  the  last. 

A  twelvemonth  afterwards  I  married  an  Austriau 
gentleman,  and  settled  at  Vienna. 

The  Grange  is  again  delivered  over  to  desolation, 
and  will  remain  so  until,  at  least,  our  children  are 
grown  up. 

The  haunted  chamber  still  holds  its  dreadful 
secret,  or,  rather,  two  secrets,  which  will  never  be 
divulged  to  husband  or  children. 

I  often  think  of  the  strange  phrophesy — when  the 
secret  of  the  chamber  should  be  known  to  more 
than  two  persons,  some  dreadful  calamity  would  fall 
upon  the  Ctavens.  It  has  been  strangely  and 
terribly  fulfilled. 


Charada 


The  virgin  first,  when  winter  reigns  around. 

And  poor  red  robin  hops  from  door  to  door, 
In  showers,  fall  upon  the  frosted  ground  : 

At  mom,  if  woods  and  meadow  we  explore, 
The  iaik  from  grassy  hau^t  begins  to  soar, 

And  off  her  wing  the  de«-y  last  she  shakes : 
The  total  is  a  flower  that's  seen  before 

The  gentle  spring  to  buds  and  verdure  wakes, 
And  'fore  are  gone  the  days  of  ice  and  frozen  flakes. 

Answer :    Sngw-Drop. 


Schneider's  Ride. 

A  r«citation  Written  by  Oofty  Oooft  and  delivered  by 
Gu«  WlllUmi  witli  great  ■pplanie. 


From  gross  der  rifer,  ad  broke  of  day, 
Bringin'  by  Boooklyu  IVesh  dismay,  " 
Der  news  vas  send,  by  a  Dudchmau  drue. 
Dot  der  officers  of  der  refenue 
Vould  he  pfer  in  less  as  a  hour  or  dwo. 
To  confiscate  aill  der  viskoy  dey  got 
In  Schneiderls  blace,  or  near  der  shbot 

Und  vilder  yett  dem  rumors  dey  flew,       •  - 

DiU  Schneider  didu'd  know  ^•at  to  do  ; 

So  he  glosed  d«r  doors  iind  barred  dem  dight. 

Saying,  "  Dey  Jdu  hauaner  avay  mit  all  der  might ; 

Of  dey  gid  deiu  oben  before  id's  night. 

Den  I  don'd  ktiow  -  but  ve  shall  aee 

Who  is  der  sohtiuudc'sd,  dem  or  me  !" 

For  a  hour  or  dree  no  ri>sil  he  got, 

Shdill  Schneider  shdaid  righd  on  dor  shboL 

Bud  dere  is  a  shdreed  in  Brooklyn  down 

Dot  isn'd  bafetlj  dot  leads  righd  down 

To  Goney  Island,  und  vat  is  more 

(Dot's  a  vonder  id  nefer  vas  used  before,) 

Id  vas  righd  in  Croud  of  der  back  of  der  shdore, 

Und  dere  on  dot  road  vas  nine  dricks  mid  a  cart. 

Loading  luit  vasky  all  ready  to  hhdart ; 

Dey're  mosd  all  loaded,  und  Schneider  is  gay. 

In  den  momeuds  he'll  bo  boud  a  mile  avay. 

Dey're  off,  and  noding  is  lef  to  show 

Vat  vay  dey  niafle  ub  deir  minds  to  go, 

Und  oferjdinf^s  niofed,  yed  nod  a  sound 

Kin  be  heered  Ixid  der  veels  agoin  around. 

As  dey  mofe  so  shwifdly  ofer  der  ground  ; 

ITnd  Schneider  looks  Iwick  nnd  says,  "Goot  day," 

For  now  he's  more  as  fife  miles  avay. 

Shdill  jumbs  dem  horses,  shdill  on  dey  go, 

Und  der  vay  dey  mofe  dot  isn'd  shlow, 

Dey're  goin  down  hill,  nnd  lasder  und  fasder, 

Dey're  drifen  ahead  by  Schneider,  der  masder. 

Who  shducks  to  dem  now  like  a  boor  man's  blaster, 

For  veil  he  knows  dot  if  now  he's  dookcd. 

He  kin  make  nb  bis  mind  dot  his  goose  vas  cooked, 

So  efery  mus.sels  dey  pring  in  blay. 

Cause  dey  aind  any  more  as  den  miles  avay. 

Under  dheir  flyiag  hoofs  der  road. 

Like  a  grade  big  mutgudder  dot  flowed, 

Und  der  flies  dot  had  come  all  der  vay  from  town. 

Now  got  dired  nnd  had  to  lay  down 

To  took  a  shmall  resd  ubon  der  ground  ; 

For  "Shneid"  und  der  vagons,  dem  ventsofasd 

Dot  efen  der  flies  gifed  oud  at  lasd  ; 

Der  dusd  vas  dick  und  der  horses  gray, 

Und  Schneider  vas  fifdeen  miles  avay ! 

Per  wery  firsd  difag  dot  Schneider  saw    • 
Vas  der  sand,  unfl  he  heered  der  ocean  roar. 
He  shmelled  der  salt  in  der  good  olt  preeze 
Dot  vafed  ofer  veye  dere  vasu'd  some  drees, 
Und  he  feld  firsd  rade  mit  his  mind  at  ease. 
Und  dem  wery  horses  dem  seemed  to  say — 
"  Ve  pringed  yon,  Schneider,  all  der  vay 
Prom  Brooklyn  town  und  safed  der  visky. 
But  'bon  our  vords  'dwas  radder  risky  !" 

Hurrah !  hurrah !  for  Schneider  drue  ! 
Hurrah !  hurrah  !  for  der  horses,  doo  I 
Und  ven  deir  shdadurs  vas  high  und  dry. 
Led  some  bully  boy  mit  a  grockeiy  eye 
Gid  nb  on  der  dop  of  a  barrel  und  gry—  .  ■ 
"  Deae  is  der  horses  dot  safed  der  day 
By  carting  der  vieky  und  Schneider  gay   - 
From  Brooklyn— flwendy  miles  avay  V 


Enigmas. 

As  a  £&Yorite  danoe  yon  may  ever  know  me. 

By  my  quick  graceful  step  ever  bounding  and  free  ; 

And  at  gtand  balls  at  Christmas,  or  on  fete  days 

in  Jane, 
Couples  whirl  as  the  band  gaily  strike  up  my  tone. 

Answer :    Waltz. 

The  initials  and  finals  if  yon  take,      V .  . ; 
A  desirable  personage  it  will  make    •  "^ 
For  which  a  woman  is  sure  to  fret 
If,  by  chance,  it  she  cannot  get. 

Answer :   SwaetJieait, 
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Air 


I  Have  no  Sister  now. 

By  Tbomai  Robblni. 
I  have  DO  mother  now,  I'm  WMping. 


Hurk  f  the  soft  wicd'R  sighing 

Tbrnogh  every  bush  and  tree, 
Where  uow  sweet  sister'a  lying, 

Away  from  love  and  me. 
I'rom  eyes  the  tears  are  atarting,    ,, 

And  sorrow  shades  my  biow :  ./  ; 
Oh  !  weary  was  our  parting  — 

I  have  11')  sister  now. 

I  ace  the  atars  are  shiuinp^  '  '- ; 

On  sinter's  white  tomb»>tone  : 
The  rose-bush,  around  it  twining, 

Is  here,  like  me,  alone  : 
And  just,  like  me,  are  weeping 

ThioBe  dew-drops  from  the  bough  : 
Long  time  has  she  been  sleeping — 

I  have  no  sister  now. 

My  heart  is  ever  lonely. 

My  life  is  dreary  ann  sad  : 
'Twfts  her  sweet  presence  only 

That  made  my  spirit  glad  ; 
From  morning  until  even. 

Care  rests  upon  mv  brow, 
She's  gone  from  me  to  heaven — 

I  have  no  sister  now. 


The  Mill's  Shut  Down. 

Word!  by  Samnel  N.  Mitchell— Maile  by  H.  P.  Dank*. 

Tba  Mmlr  can  bo  ohtaiued  of  J.  L  Peter*.  M9 

Broadwa/,  New  York.        Price  30  cent*. 


,  Crocodile. 

Snug  by  Junni  nradlry  h  Joim  Wild  at  the  Theatre 
CoDiiqae,  5U  Broadway,  N.  Y. 


Sitting  on  the  banks  of  the  Mississippi, 
Down  where  the  waters  flow  along, 
Happy  as  a  worm  iu  a  barrel  of  mud. 
Levee  niggers  do  nothing  wrong  — 
Steamboat  whistle  heard  along  the  shore — 
Puddle  wheel  make  the  water  bile  : 
Putty  soon  the  darkey  heard  an  awful  noise, 
Coming  from  the  slippery  Crocodile ! 
Coming  from  the  slippery  Crocodile  ! 

Yon  ought  to  see  the  tongue  of  that  animile. 

When  he  opens  his  mouth  and  rolls  up  his  eyes ! 

He's  veiy  fond  of  niggers  that's  yoimg  and  fot ' 

And  little  yaller  .speckled  flies  : 

Marster  Jonah,  he  lived  inside  the  Whale  : 

You  can  bet  your  money  that  he'd  spile, 

If  he  sleep  one  blessed  moment,  sure, 

Inside  the  slippery  Crocodile ! 

Inside  the  slippery  Crocodile  I 


The  mill's  shot  down  to-tlny,  dear  wife,  . 

There's  nothing  here  to  eat, 
And  look,  the  boots  I've  worn  a  year 

Are  dri>pi)iiig  otl  my  ft'tt  ;  i 

My  clotlus  are  hanlly  dcci ut,  wife, 

While  j'ou  !iro  nigged,  loo. 
And  liiniiiu'  .'tarts  us  in  the  face, 

Oh!  \vhi:t  are  we  to  do? 
Chorus  :    Oh  !  what  are  wo  to  do,  dear  wife ? 
I  cannot  got  my  pay  ; 
The  grocer's  bill  is  over  due. 
The  mill's  shut  down  to-day. 

The  mill's  shut  down  to-day,  dear  wife, 

The  coal  is  nearly  gone, 
And  see  there's  scarcely  wood  enough 

To  kindle  iu  tlie  mom  ; 
The  Liudlord  will  be  coming  soon 

To  get  the  rent  from  you. 
And  I  have  not  a  cent  to  pay 

The  bills  becoming  due.  Chonis. 

The  mill's  shut  down  to-day,  dear  wife. 

The  snow  Ls  on  the  ground  : 
And  hark  !  the  piercing  winds  without 

How  mournfully  they  sound — 
The  children  have  n(^  shoos  to  wear. 

They  cry  for  milk  and  bread  : 
Bat,  wife,  the  mills  have  stopped  to-day. 


How  shall  wc  all  be  fed  ? 


Choms. 


Iffy  Wife's  Mother's  Gone  Away. 

Written  and  eompoied  by  Oiwald  Allan, 
A*  aaog  by  Touy  Paator. 


Maldoon's  Brother  Fat. 

Written  and  inng  by  Ed.  Harrlgan.  In  hii  aketch  entitled 
"In  the  Clotbes  Line." 


Don't  think  me  alligoragle, 
If  I  praise  myself  to  ye  ; 
I  royally  descended 

From  a  Eoyal  Family ! 
Bom  and  reared  iu  Donegal, 

In  merry,  merry  mouth  of  May, 
I  took  a  trip  ou  a  packet  ship 
For  sweet  America  ! 
Choms:     Around  New  York 

In  style  I  walked  !  -' 

I  dare  any  man  to  shoot  my  hat. 
Yell  understand, 
'    .:       I'm  a  solid  man, 

I'm  Michael  Muldoon's  brother  Vai  ! 

.   I'm  a  leading  man  in  politics, 

I'm  known  throughout  the  StiUe ! 
In  every  bar,  both  near  and  far. 

My  name  is  found  ujxin  the  Slate ! 
I  could  put  you  on  the  lk>ulevard. 

With  a  pick,  shovel  or  a  broom  ! 
On  Union  Square,  I'm  a  stature  there> 

Everj-  sunny  afternoon.  Choms.  ' 

In  the  Police  Courts  I'm  a  Counsellor  ! 

At  every  dance  I  take  the  Cup ! 
I'm  acknowledged  in  Sncicty, 

Influentially— I'm  liang  up  I 
I  write  for  all  the  papers  ; 

All  the  leading  men  I  iuterview! 
And  like  the  great  frcorgo  Wiwhington,  • 

Every  word  I  spike  is  surely  trae  -    Chwns. 


She  said  slie'd  only  come  to  sec  how  her  poor 

daughter  felt. 
She  said  I  knew  a  mother's  heart  with  fi'ar 

was  fit  to  melt 
I  did  not  then  know  mother's  hearts,  wife's 

mother's  hearts,  I  mean, 
I  only  know  that,  since  she  came,  I  have  most 

wretched  been. 

Spoken  :    She  said  she  could  not  stop  a  moment, 
would  not  even  take  her  things  ofl' ;  but  she's  never 
been  out  ai  the  house  for  twelve  months  till  this 
morning  ;  but  now  she's  gone,  so —    .    •  , 
Chorus  :    Oh,  my !  hip  hurrah ! 

My  wife's  mother's  gone  away —  ♦ 
Stopped  for  a  year— came  for  a  day — 
Now  she's  gone,  so  hip  hooray  I 

The  first  thing  that  we  fought  about,  was 

smashing  aU  my  pipes. 
And  locking  up  the  gin  and  rum,  with  nought 

to  drink  but  swipes  ; 
Our  grand  encounter  though  remained,  a 

dreadful  thing  to  see- 
It  was  the  evening  when  she  made  my  wife 

dock  my  latch  key. 

Spoken  :  Ah  !  I  could  stand  anjrthing,  but  the 
latch-key  being  docked  :  I  even  slept  in  the  back 
kitchen,  because  mother-in-law's  cough  was  so  bad  ; 
I  put  up  with  hot-tempers  all  the  week,  and  cold 
dinners  on  Sundays,  but  now — now  she's  gone — 
Oh,  my  !  hip  hurrah  !  &jc. 


O'er  the  Brake  or  o'er  the  Mountain. 

O'er  the  brake  or  o'er  the  mountain, 
Near  the  rill  or  near  the  fountain. 

All  my  hopes  are  fixed  on  thee — 
At  the  wake  or  at  the  fair. 
If  Henry  do  not  meet  me  thtre. 

What  care  I  for  aught  I  see? 

What  care  I  for  heaps  of  treasure  ? 
What  on  earth  affords  the  pleasure 

That  one  moment  gives  with  thee  ? 
In  my  love  all  pleasure's  found. 
And  in  his  smiK'  all  joys  abound. 

He  is  all  the  world  to  me— 


The  La.  De.  Das. 

Written  by  Jamrs  liiaiUry. 


Right  and  left  all  aroraid. 

The  Leader,  he  did  say— 
Balance  to  your  partners,  boys — 

And  around  the  other  way. 
Chorus ;    Strike  the  fiddle  with  the  bow ! 

We  took  the  cars  down  ncarl'avk  Row, 
'        And  np  to  Turn  Hall  we  all  did  ^;«>, 
To  dance  with  tlie  La.  De.  ]):ls  ! 

Red  necliticK,  hair  panted  in  (he  middle,  ■         t 
Wo  danced  QnatlriUcs  to  flie  time  of  the  fiddle  : 
Their  nose  is  the  color  of  a  red-hot  griddle  !— 
As  they  dance  to  their  La.  De.  Das  !        Chorus. 

The  music  stopped,  the  gas  went  out, 
Reception  Committee  all  did  shout !  .1 

Three,  as  pivoters,  got  the  gout — 
Looking  at  the  La.  De.  Dos !  Choros. 


That's  the  Man  for  me.  Boys. 

Al  snog  by  Tony  Pastor. 


In  these  d.iys  of  fraud  and  corraption, 
An  honest  man's  rare  to  be  seen  :    ■ . 
In  feet  they  are  rather  considered  - 

As  not  being  sharp  or  keen  : 
Yet  give  me  the  man  that  can  never       " 

Forget  that  upright  he  must  be. 
And  who  sticks  to  his  piiuciplus ever — 

Yes,  that  is  the  man  for  me. 
Chorna :    I'hat's  the  man  for  me,  boys. 
That's  the  man  for  me  : 
Honest  and  wjuare,  and  always  fair. 
Yes,  that's  the  man  for  me.     (Hi  peat.) 

The  gay  politician  quite  seldom,  - 

If  ever,  thinks  office  is  more 
Than  means  of  acquiring  a  living, 

That  don't  need  much  hard  woik  fi^r. 
Yet  sometimes  there's  one  who  remembers 

That  profits  not  all  there  may  bo. 
And  believes  in  respect  and  honor — 

And  that's  the  man  for  me.  Chorus. 

And  then  the  girls,  sweet  charming  creatures. 

Don't  always  act  just  as  they  might. 
But  snarl  and  snap,  sometimes  quito  spiteful  — 

Indeed  them  they're  not  a  sweet  sight— 
But  some  of  them,  bless  their  sweet  liicea ! 

Wear  always  a  smile  sweet  to  see,    ' 
And  then,  indeed^  may  I  exclaim, 
Oh !  that  is  the  girl  for  me— 

That's  the  girl  for  me,  boys. 

That's  the  girl  for  me  : 
Eyes  so  bright,  a  picture  quite. 
Oh !  that's  the  girl  for  mo  — 


Be  Good  and  Jolly. 

As  inng  by  Tony  Pastor.    Air:    Merry  and  Wise. 

I  love  to  be  merry,  I  don't  like  to  bo  sad. 
Through  life  I've  been  jolly  when  f^iu  could  bo  had  : 
No  use  of  my  crying  'tis  all  but  a  dream, 
I  for  one  want  to  float— sail  on  with  the  stream — 
Chorus  :    Be  good  and  jolly,  jolly  and  good, 
Fal  lal  la,  fal  lal  la. 
Be  good  and  jolly,  joUy  and  good, 
Fal  Lil  lal,  la  la.  (Repeat.) 

I  love  the  young  girls,  they  are  dear  unto  me, 

To  be  timid  and  bashful  I  never  can  be  : 

I  was  bom  to  be  jolly,  the  pet  of  thegirls, 

I  know  I  am  merry,  would  like  to  be  wise.     Chorus. 

I  love  the  hard  worker  who  lives  by  his  toil, 
I  hate  and  despise  those  their  hands  will  not  soil : 
I  love  the  poor  boot-black  I  meet  on  the  street, 
When  I  tl^'"k  'neath  his  rags  a  trae  heort  may  beat- 
Chorus. 

I  love  the  fire  laddies  who,  when  danger  is  nigh. 
Gives  his  life  to  the  flame  and  bravely  does  die —   . 
I  love  the  bold  soldier  who  scorns  for  to  yield 
The  flag  that  he  fights  for  on  the  tented  field.     Chorus. 

I  love  the  poor  sailor,  when  alone  on  the  main, 

Perhaps  never  to  see  tus  dear  country  again  : 

I  laugh  at  all  trouble,  I  frown  at  all  care, 

I'm  good  and  I'm  jolly,  and  never  despair —      Choms. 


•-',  •-■'fff-*  ■■ 


•■     »■. 


■"•■"'  •  ^»yii'.r»'«''rj*i: 
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Rise.  Fair  Maiden,  From  thy  Slumber! 

Rise,  frtir  raaiik-u,  from  thy  elumber !  ..      • 

lliilio  tlio  moruin-^  beams  more  bright 
For.  Imploss  momcuts  must  I  number 

'Till  I'm  bltjsstil  with  thy  dear  sight         \    , 
Ciimson  tinges  uow  are  streamiug  .i, 

J'iiiutly  o  er  the  bhishing  skies. 
Love,  luvidie  from  thy  sweet  dreaming, 

BeauteouH  l)looming  maid,  arise  ! 

Leave  thy  Koft  and  downy  pillow 

For  the  ninadow's  rilly  side,       '■''''.,       •' 
Where  the  virdant  branching  willow  - 

Si.i)i.s  to  IvIkk  the  passing  tide  :         ■■''-:^  '• 
Come,  thon  lovely  charming  creature, 

So<:lhe  the  sorrow  of  my  breast. 
Hear  the  voice^of  truth  and  nature,  ^     ; 

Lless  thy  lover,  and  lie  blest ! 


I 


f-nn.s  Dear,  are  you  Forgetting? 

A*  »;iMi:  1  V  MixH  Jixin  Morilo    in  tlip  '  Grand  Ilibernica." 
Xlii!  Uiiii.c  u  iiublieUcd  by  Wbitteiuoro,  Detruit, 

D'niiis  d.'ar,  arc  you  forgetting 

Th:\t  your  Kitlileiu's  waiting  here?  -  •' 
For,  you  promised  that  in  spring  timo 

ThV.t  you  suri'ly  would  be  near  ; 
Long  the  flowers  have  been  blushing, 

And  liaisii-s  blooming  on  the  lea  ! 
('cnie  back,  Dennis,  I'm  so  lonelj' — 

Darling,  soon  retmii  to  me,  return  to  me. 
Chorus  :    Dennis  dear,  are  you  forgetting 

Your  own  Kathleen  o'er  the  sea  ? 
Come  back,  Dennis,  I'm  so  lonely, 
Darling,  soon  return  to  me. 

Dauiis  deiir,  are  you  forgetting 

All  the  talcs  of  love  you  told? 
AVhen  you  said  "  good  by  "  at  parting, 

KoTu'id  me  then  your  arms  (fid  fold  ; 
Write  a  letter  to  me,  Dennis, 

Oil !  tell  me  that  you'll  soon  be  near, 
Ami  111  wait  just  by  the  sea  shore, 

For  the  good  ship  to  appear  to  me,  to  me. 

Dennis  dear,  &c. 


Sweet  Marian  Gray. 

By  Aitbur  W.  French. 

When  the  siinlight  is  dying       ':  " 

On  meadow  and  lea. 
And  the  wavelets  are  sighing 

By  the  shores  of  the  sea. 
Through  the  pathway  of  daisies 

Then  I  hast  eft  away 
To  whisper  eweet  praises 

OfMariauGray.  v:    '     ,,     : 

Chorus  :    Pn  tty  Marian  Gray, 
Little  Marian  Gray, 
Ev(r  so  lowly,  yet  pure  and  holy, 
Darling  Marian  Gray. 

With  the  sweetest  caresseB 

Her  red  lips  I  press, 
An  1  her  pnn-tinted  treases     , 

Lie  ovtr  n'.y  breast — 
The  simie  old.  old  story 

Softly  over  I  say. 
In  the  hiwh  of  the  twilight, 

To  Marian  Gray. 


Chorus. 


The  Lassie  o'  Merry  Eighteen. 

Mv  father  wad  hae  me  to  marry  the  miller, 

Jly  mither  wad  hae  me  to  miirrj-  the  laird, 
lint  br.iwlv  T  ken  it's  the  love  o'  the  .siller,         ..       c 

That  brii^litens  their  fancy  to  ony  regard.  •; 

The  mill'Tiw  crooked,  the  miller  is  crabbed, 

Tlic  laird,  though  he's  wealthy,  he's  lyart  and  lean  ; 
H>'s  anld,  and  he's  cauld,  and  he's  bliu',  and  he's  bald  : 

And  he's  no  for  a  lassie  o'  merry  eighteen. 

Bi  ^  oil !  th-n-'s  a  iaddie  wha  tells  me  he  loes  me. 

Ami  him  I  l'>e  dearly,  aye— dearly  as  life. 
Though  fatherand  mither  should  scold  and  abuse  aoe, 

Nil  eilhiT  shall  ever  get  me  for  a  wife. 
Although  ho  can  boast  u.a.o'  land,  nor  yet  siller, 

Ho's  wortliy  to  match  wi'  a  duchess  or  qneen  ; 
For  his  heart  is  sao  warm,  and  sae  stately  his  form — 

And  then,  like  myscl',  he's  just  merry  eighteen. 


•;.,..- -:r\/:.^:':      Sugar  Cane.    ■■■/■■:•.■;>; .w\r---. 

Bung  by  Jamei  Bradley  &  JoVn  Wild  it  the  Thesitre 
Coiuiqaa,  514  Brcwdway,  N.  T. 

Way  down  in  old  Carolina,    ' 
In  gootl  old  Dixie's  Lmd — 
All  among  the  cane,  ■":.■;.■;•;.•' 

With  a  happy  darkie  band,  * 

-\       There  we'd  jom  together  ;  ,  ,  -    ■'  • 

;    ;       Old  Massa  he  would  bring  . :    : 

Kind  Mis.si  and  the  little  ones 
To  hau:  us  niggers  sing. 
Chorus  :    I  never  shall  forget  old  Annty  Dinah, 
And  the  fun  we  had  in  old  Carolina— 
You  may  talk  about  your  Jubilees — 
.         I  wish  they'd  come  again^ 

I'd  roll  around  upon  the  ground, 
■       Among  the  Sugar  Cane ! 

WTien  the  sun  was  boiling  hot,    ^     '  ■ 
Like  gravey  in  the  pan,  ■ 

I  could  tote  the  Sugar  Cano 

W'ith  any  other  man  :  < 

And  wheu  the  day  was  over. 
To  my  Julia  I  would  skip, 

Throw  my  arms  around  her  neck. 


And  kiss  her  on  the  lip- 


Chorus. 


Ne'er  Lose  Your  Temper. 

Snng  with  great  spplante  by  Charlei  Meade. 

I  have  found  a  subject  great  to  meet  your  approbation  : 
If  you'U  just  one  moment  wait,  I'll  make  an  obsen-ation. 
If  you  have  no  clothes  to  wear,  why,  never  fret 

about  them. 
Your  pantaloons  you'll  never  tear,  if  you 

always  go  without  them. 
Chonis  :    Be  like  me  so  full  of  glee. 

As  thro'  the  world  you  scamper  : 
In  a  fit  don't  you  get. 

And  never  lose  your  temper.  '  ' '-  * 

If  you're  married,  love  your  ^vife,  be  mild  as 

milk  and  water, 
Never  say  a  word  of  strife  before  a  son  or  daughter  : 
If  your  sweetheart  runs  away,  as  some  do  iu  a  passion, 
Keep  your  spirits  up,  I  p»ay,  there's  more  fish  iu 

the  ocean. 
' ;  Be  Uke  mo  so  full  of  glee,  &£. 

If  you're  on  a  spree,  at  night,  take  a  simple  warning. 
You  pay  for  getting  jolly  tight  with  a  headache 

in  the  morning  : 
No  doubt  you've  heard  my  subject  great,  and 

my  expectation 
To  reward  me,  friends,  as  you  may  with  j'our 

kind  approbation. 
Be  like  me  so  full  of  gloe,  &c. 


All  in  the  Merry  Spring  Time. 

Serlo  Comic  Soug-by  Phil.  H.  Mowrey. 


All  in  the  merry  spring  time. 

We've  wandered  o'er  the  hill, 
And  plucked  the  little  daisies 

Along  each  rippling  rill  : 
I  whispered  "  if  thou  wert  my  bride, 

I'd  be  forever  blest  — " 
When  in  her  soft  and  silvery  voice 

She  said  :  "  Oh  !  give  as  a  rest." 

And  on  one  summer's  morning. 

As  along  the  brook  we  strayed, 
Tlie  birds  sang  out  their  joj'ons  lay, 

Deep  in  the  wild-woofl  shade  : 
I  promised  that,  through  weal  or  woe, 

I  ever  would  prove  true — 
When,  in  accents  low  and  sweet,  :  j' 

She  whispered—"  Cheese  it,  do  V      ', 

I  promised  that  to  foreign  shores 

We'd  go  if  she'd  be  mine  :  ' 

We'd  dwell  in  Italy's  fair  land,         ;^.;  j 

Or  in  the  flowing  Rhino  : 
Or  if  she'd  wish  it,  we  mic-ht  dwell       * 

Upon  some  mountain  high 
W^hen,  with  a  winning;  smile,  shecri-^dt^ 

"  Oh  !  go  lay  down  and  die." 


My  Donald  is  Cominf. 

Sang  by  Annie  Adams. 


There  is  no  mistake  about  it,  1)07% 

I  have  a  haudsome  bean — 
Just  the  kind  (>f  sort  of  chap  '  f .!; ' 

I  like  to  lotci  you  know  : 
And  Donald  Canning  is  his  name, 

A  Scotchmaa  he's  by  birth. 
Perhaps  the  nicest  sort  of  chap  :  ^.#  > 

That  ever  d>ielt  on  earth. 
ChoniH  :     I  fancy  I'm  hearing  him  now, 

With  his  n>w  de  dow  duw  dow  : 
;  ■    >.'  My  Donald  is  coming, 

And  keeps  up  a  ilrummiDg 
■1  ••;J'.  Bow  de  dow  dow  de  dow. 

He  looks  delightful,  that  he  docs —  .';  "'i'  ■'[  "'-' 

So  handsome,  and  not  rough  :       v,'' '" ;    .,,: 
Just  like  the  figures  in  the  sho^)s      .'S'l'v  ,  ■;    .  \ 

That  Ki'U  K«gniv  and  sutiflf :   ^  ;,  ■ .! '  :!;.;■.."  ,• " 
And  » hen  I  »ec  thoBo  figurots    '  ",    .,; 

I  oft  wish  (jlu)  time  had  couO  '      •',■■.,.',. 
That  I  could  icjaim  my  Donald 

Uib  money  imd  his  dnim— 

I  I  faory  I'm  hearing,  JlC 

liove,  Look  on  Me ! 

Written  by  B  H  PaUeraon— Oonipo*e4  by  WalUr  Uaynard. 

Love,  look  on  niP,'  while  thine  eye  still  is  bright. 

And  love  in  thy  heart  is  still  1^-ing  like  light  : 

While  beauty  anid;yoHth  sparkle  gaily  iu  thee^ 

Love,  look  on  Mei!  Love,  look  on  me  ! 

I'll  twine  thee,  ni  twine  thee  a  wreath  ; 

ril  crown  thee,  I'll  crown  thee  with  song  ;    '.   '    , 

ril  {mint  thee  hi,hue.s  that  to  iKH.'ts  belong  : 

I'll  lavish  the  mi)rlit  of  my  sonl,  of  my  soul  all  on  thee — 

Love,  look  on  njfo  !  Love,  look  on  mo ! 

Love,  look  on  me,  while  thine  ej-e  still  is  liright, 

And  love  iu  thy  heart  is  still  lying  like  light  — 

While  beauty  antl'youlh  uparkle  gaily  in  thoe, 

Love ,  look  on  m*  !  Lore,  look  on  nic  ! 

And  M)  wljeu  thy  youth  and  its  glorj-  are  gone, 

And  the  charms  of  thy  soul  live  uunibcd  and  alone. 

An  idol  of  beauty  ^o  agoB  thou'lt  be. 

Ah  !  Love,  Love^  Ivov. ,  look  on  me  !  look  on  me  1 

Ah  !  Love,  look  nU  me  ! 


m 


Can  you,  Brave  Comrade,  e'er  Forget? 

Canj'ou,  hnxlf:i  comrade,  e'er  fiM:Ret         .  \  ;,..■" 
The  .awful  hfliir  when  Inst  we  met  ? '.  •_ 

O'er  our  wat<ili-fire  mute  we  gazed,  -1'    •.,' 

And  hi  ahl  no  sound  ••/><.  •   .,  ;..'r'^   .    / 

The  williu  round. 
Save  when  tljit  fen-ent  prayer  we  raised — 
"Cheir  and  jijspire  our  jmtriot  band — 
We  light  for  ii^ioe,  and  native  land  I"      ;•.-  -• . 

'Twas  in  theOnfllow  dell  Ijelow,  J  ^   *•- 

The  night  \^'(}to  wu  fought  the  foe  : 
But  ere  Ihe  it'Jrning's  dawn  we  praised. 

Loud  cLiLk^ed  the  air 

With  claf<bing  war  -  ,ii       . 

Yet  still  this  liirvcnt  jimyer  we  raised —  ' .     Vi. 
"Cheer  inspjrt  our  patriot  liand  -  -'';   V  ! 

We  fight  for  liom",  and  native  Lind  T     *"     "  ;/ 

r  Come  Away,  Death. 

Come  away,  como  away,  death,  '  7  / 

And  in  Siul  cyptf^s  let  me  Ix^  laid  :        \  *  >, 

Fly  away,  fly  avflay,  breath,  -.-  '  ^  ■'_ ;- ; 

I  am  sLiin  by  la  lair  cruel  maid  ."    '^^- 

My  shroud  of  w  nBte,  stuck  all  with  yew,       '  ^  -:  ■■: 

Oh  !  prepare  ft  :  '  i  ■,. . ,       /  '-y 

My  part  of  death  tio  one  so  tme        1^';  '  .'  V ' 

Did  share  it     I  ;-■  .■'"-■"•  ■'"':. 

Not  a  flower,  not  a  flower  sweet.  .     / 

On  my  black  coffin  let  there  be  strewn  ;    *' 
Not  a  friend,  not  a  friend  greet 

My  poor  c/)rf>«',  where  my  1x)nes  shall  be  thrown 
A  thousand,  thoi.sind  sighs  to  save, 

Iav  me.  fih  !  ivlK-re 
Siid  trm  -love  n«-Tef  ''"'l  i^y  fti'^ive, 

To  Wi  ej)  tli<-ri  •  SHAKf-TE^RF. 

-  t. 
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Spilt  Milk. 

By  Snl  SartMW.    To  S.  D.  B. 


When  I  was  a  little  child  I  heard  my  mother  say  ; 
^ever  moura  for  what  is  past,  my  boy,  it  will  not  pay  ; 
-Gather  up  the  blossoms  now,  while  time  is  on  the  wing, 
•Vor  crying  alter  spilt  milk  is  a  very  loolish  thing. 

=Wh(>n  I  Rtew  to  man's  estate,  the  maxim  still  I  kept. 
And  it  drove  away  with  smiles  the  tears  I  might 

have  wept 
litt  the  world  go  up  or  down.  111  ever  gaily  sing 

.  TliiU  crying  atter  spilt  milk  is  a  very  silly  thing ! 

What  if  all  yonr  schemes  have  failed  and  fortune 

flown  away ! 
Lcok  ahead !  the  sun  will  shine,  though  all  be 

clouds  to-day ; 
Weary  Winter  cannot  last,  for  soon  will  dawn 

the  Spring, 
.And  crying  after  spilt  milk  is  a  very  useless  thing ! 

Never  man  was  perfect  yet,  and  all  will  go  astrfty  : 
Brood  uo  more  in  sorrow  o'er  the  faults  of  yesterday  : 
Just  look  forward  to  the  joys  that  future  days  will  bring. 
For  crj  ing  over  spilt  milk  is  a  very  childish  thing ! 

Keep  this  motto  still  in  view,  and  let  the  past  go  by  ; 
Fortune  comes,  and  better  days,  to  those  who 

hope  and  try ; 
If  you  have  done  a  silly  act,  to  sorrow  never  cling— 
For  crying  over  spilt  milk  is  a  very  senseless  thing  ! 

Since  Terry  Shook  the  Oang^. 

A  new  and  orlcinal  long   written  and  inng  by  William 

ScauUn   iu  the  great  Irish  sketch  entitled      "Since 

Terry  Shook  tbe  Gang  "  as  performed  by 

Scanlau  and  Oronln. 


I've  Just  come  here  before  yon  all,    . 

To  tell  ye  who  I  am. 
And  about  a  darling  son  of  mine 

\Vho  onoe  did  lead  a  gang. 
He  was  the  terror  of  the  neighborhood 

And  the  comers  where  he'd  hang. 
But  he's  taken  his  father's  and  mother's  advice, 

And  entirely  shook  the  gang. 
Chords. 

He's  workinc;  now  and  he  steals  no  morOi 

He's  given  up  aU  the  slang  ; 
God  only  knows  how  proud  I  feel, 

Since  Terry  shook  the  gong. 

When  he  came  from  the  Island, 

I  was  as  happy  as  a  duke  :  ^ 

He  sat  down  there  beside  the  stove. 

And  began  to  read  his  book. 
He  says  "  dear  father,  FU  never  go  away, 

Nor  I'll  never  more  steal  a  ham  ; 
Oh  !  I've  given  up  all  card-playing. 

And  entirely  shook  the  gang."  Cboms. 

He  goes  to  church  every  Sunday  now, 

And  works  then  all  t^e  week  : 
He  stays  home  in  the  evening. 

He  uo  longer  roams  the  street ',    '      , 
He  never  goes  to  hops  or  balls. 

Or  strikes  the  door  the  onid  bang  ; 
Oh  !  our  hearts  are  filled  with  joy,  my  friends, 

Since  Terry  shook  the  gang  —  Chorus. 


Olden  Times. 

By  Iiady  Gay  Spanker. 


Let  us  talk  of  old  times,  and  forget 

For  a  while  the  gloom  ot  the  present ; 
There  is  pleasure  in  store  for  us  yet. 

While  discoursing  of  days  that  were  pleasant. 
Let  no  thoughts  of  the  future  intrude, 

And  when  Memory  her  p<>rtals  incloses. 
Then  our  path  for  a  timn  will  be  strewed 

With  sweet  leaves  of  long  withered  roses. 

Let  us  tnlk  of  old  times,  and  rejoice 

While  wo  seem  to  view  far-distant  faces, 
While  we  list  to  some  loiif:-«ilent  voice, 

And  look  'round  on  yotith'n  favorite  places  ; 
Ev(  ry  ^U'nvx  of  the  pre«<  ut  <  xclude. 

While  the  sense  of  its  anguish  reposes— 
Then  our  path  for  a  time  will  be  strewed 

With  sweet  leaves  of  long-withered  roses. 


Malone  at  the  back  of  the  Bar. 

CopyrlKlit,  1875,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 
Written  and  snog  by  Ned  Harrigan. 

Tbe  Mnsic  of  this  song  can  be  obtained  of  E.  H.  Harding, 

No  229  llowery.   0|>|!O8ite  Prince  Street   New-York— 

Eiegaut  full  Music  biza  Siieet  (or  lU  cents. 


I  keep  a  saloon  on  the  cbmer,  my  boys. 

And,  faith  !  I've  a  flourishing  tride  ; 
I've  brought  out  my  cousin,  Nathaniel  Doyle, 

The  money  on  whiskey  I  made. 
I  could  sell  to  you  now  a  nice  "  Pusse  Cafifay," 

Or  a  "  llhino  Victoria  "  cigar ; 
No  slate,  chalk,  or  jiencil,  is  kept  in  the  house 

When  Malone's  at  the  back  of  the  hat. 
Chorus  :     Tn\  la  la,  tra  la  la  ! 

When  Malone's  at  the  back  of  the  bar. 

I  never  was  stood  up  for  brandy  or  beer. 

My  rule  is  to  never  give  "  tick  :" 
When  a  bum's  at  the  store  on  a  cold  winter's  mom, 

It's  meself  that  is  making  a  "  kick." 
I  set  out  a  lunch  ou  the  table  so  neat. 

Fat  herrings,  presarved  iu  a  jar  ; 
I'd  cut  ofl"  the  baud  of  a  snoozer,  or  vag, 

That  grabs  when  I'm  back  of  the  bar 

Tralala,&c. 

The  till  I  keep  hero  in  my  pocket  so  safe, 

I  light  up  my  kerosene  lamps  ; 
At  daylight  I  put  iip  my  shutters  so  tight. 

Then  go  in  to  count  up  my  stami>s. 
I'm  open  all  day  on  a  Sumiay  so  gay, 

To  the  young  girls  I  "  tra  la  la  la  !" 
They  say,  as  they  i^ss  by  my  window,  so  sweet — 

Malone's  at  the  back  of  the  bar. 

Tra  la  la,  &c. 


The  Feller  That  Peddled  Ice-Cream. 

By  Billy  Mortland. 


Have  pity  on  me,  I'm  in  great  agony — 

Your  sympathy  I  do  implore  : 
My  feelings  arc  bruised.  I've  been  awfully  usod — 

i  wa.s  ne'er  treated  so  badly  before  : 
A  girl  I  did  love,  and  I  thought  her  above 

Such  a  trick,  and  I  little  did  dream 
That  from  me  she  would  go,  and  worry  me  SO, 

For  a  feller  that  peddled  ice-cream. 

Chorits.  ' 

Strawberry,  vanilla,  lemon  ice-cream — 
As  he'd  go  through  the  streets,  ho  loudly  would  scream  ; 
And  as  ho  hove  iu  sight,  it  enmptvired  her  quite 
To  hear  the  ico-cream  vender's  cry. 

At  night  or  by  day,  when  he'd  pass  that  way, 

To  see  him  she'd  run  to  the  door  ; 
Her  face  be  would  scan,  as  ho  rattled  his  can, 

And  his  cart  he  wotild  push  on  l)efore  ; 
And  after  a  while,  he  oji  her  did  smile. 

Then  her  eyes  on  hiiu  swietly  would  l)eam  ; 
And  late,  on  one  night,  they  together  took  flight 

In  the  ctirt  ttiat  contained  the  ice-cream. 

Stmwbcrry,  vanilla,  ic. 


«#•-« 


Little  Darling,  do  you  Love  me? 

By  Ben  Dodge  of  Mew  Castle,  Pa., 

Little  darling,  do  you  love  me? 

Will  you  ever  euro  for  me 
While  far  from  you  I'm  wandering 

O'er  life's  dark  and  stormy  sea  ? 
For  I  cherish  you  so  fondly. 

And  my  heart  will  e'er  be  true, 
And  in  time  I'll  gladly  hasten  \ 

Back  again  t<^  home  and  you. 

I  Little  darling,  Sic, 

Little  darling,  will  yon  miss  me 

As  away  from  you  I  roam  ? 
Will  you  greet  mo  with  a  welcome 

When  we  meet  ap^in  at  home  ? 
Shall  I  feel  your  hand's  warm  pressure. 

See  your  bright  and  happy  smile ; 
And,  far  Ijotter,  hear  yon  whisiier  :  ..   ; 

"  1  havt!  loved  you  all  the  while  ?" 

Little  darling,  &c. 


When  this  Old  Ri'g  was  New. 

»j  Jvasa  H.  QillMpld.  ^ 

Tonr  wedding  ring  wiars  thin,  dear  wife ;  ah ! 

Summers  not  a  few. 
Since  I  put  it  on  your  finger  first,  have  passed 

o'er  me  and  you  ; 
And,  love,  what  changes  we  have  seen,  what 

cares  and  pleasures,  too. 
Since  yon  beoame  my  own  dear  wife,  when 

this  old  ring  was  new. 

Oh !  blessings  on  that  happy  day,  the  happiest 

of  my  life. 
When  first  your  Icfw,  sweet  loving  "Yes  " 

made  you  my  own  dear  wife. 
Yotir  heart  will  say  the  same,  I  know  ;  tUo 

day's  as  dear  to  you, 
That  day  that  made  me  yours,  deaf  wife.  wLeu 

this  old  ring  was  new. 

How  well  do  I  remember  now  your  young, 

sweet  face  that  day 
How  fuir  you  were,  how  dear  you  were,  my 

tongue  could  hardly  say — 
Nor  how  I  doted  on  you  ;  ah  !  how  proud  I  was  of  yon  ! 
But  did  I  love  you  more  than  now,  when  this 

old  ring  was  new  ? 

Oh !  partner  of  my  gladness,  wife,  what  caro, 

what  grief  is  there 
For  me  you  would  not  bravely  face,  with  me 

you  would  not  share  ? 
Oh !  what  a  weary  want  was  that.  If  I  wero 

wanting  j-ou. 
Wanting  the  love  that  God  made  mine  when 

this  old  ring  was  new. 

The  past  is  dear— its  sweetness  still  our     .  • 

memories  tre.isturo  yet — 
The  griefs  we've  borne,  together  borne,  we 

could  not  now  forget  ; 
Whatever,  wife,  the  future  brings,  heart  imto 

heart  still  ti"ne. 
We'll  share  as  we  have  shared  all  else  since 

/^  this  old  ring  was  new. 

And,  oh !  when  Death  shall  come  at  last  to  bid 

me  to  my  rest. 
May  I  die  looking  in  those  ej-cs  and  resting 

on  that  brexst ; 
Oh !  may  my  jmrting  gaze  be  blesset!  with  the 

dear  sight  of  you. 
Of  those  fond  eyes— fond  as  they  were  when 

this  old  ring  was  new. 


-*•» 


The  only  suits  that  last  too  long  are  law  suits. 


Life  Bears  Light  on  the  Rich  and  the  Oay. 

Life  boars  light  on  the  rich  and  the  gay, 
Tbongh  heavy  it  binrs  on  the  po(>r  : 

Earth  is  plt<i\s;uit  to  those  who  am  plsiy, 
From  morning  tiil  evi  ning,  secure  — 

Secure  of  the  same  on  the  mcrrtjw. 

Life's  a  blessinf,'  to  those  who  have  wealth. 

To  those  viflioiit  tronlile  or  cue  : 
Troubles  they've  ih  ue,  if  blessed  >?ilh  goo<l  health  ; 

I  know  it,  I'm  sure,  I  declare  • 

DccLirc  that  lliey  never  need  borrow.  ■ 

Trouble,  money,  or  friends— for  the  last 
Will  flock  to  till  ir  side  like  the  crows 

Flock  to  corn-fields  in  June  for  repast, 

As  sweet  unto  them  ns  t  lie  rose   -  f 

The  rose  which  is  called  "Hose  of  Sharon." 

Wealthy,  healthy  and  gay  I  would  be 

While  li'N'ing  in  this  vali'  of  tenrs  ;  j 

Then  I  never  should  wish  to  l>e  free 
From  earth  and  its  joys  ;  but  for  years — 

For  years  would  I  live,  cheating  "Charon." 

But  death  I  should  dread  were  I  wealthy, 
As  death  to  the  weidthy  must  come  ; 

While  poor  I'll  remain  (I  am  healthy). 
And  die  when  Old  Death  beats  his  dnim — 

The  mnstering  dnim  for  recruits. 

—  i»>  ^  '   .  f 

When  does  not  a   son  lake  after  his  father? 
When  the  father  leaves  nothing  for  him  to  take. 


TH£    SlIVOERS'    JaURIVAJL. 
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I       -To  Donnybrook  Fair.     '.:     c  ^ 

Written  and  inog  by  i.  fi.  Byan.    Air :   Umerlck  Tkir. 

Now  !t  was  a  Monday  morning,      i  -.;.:•.:;; 

In  tLe  pleasant  month  of  May*  . 
As  myselt  I  took  a  jolly  ride  v .     • ;. 

With  churming  Molly  Gray,  .  .-■ 

Whose  eyes  shone  like  the  stars. 

And  her  cheeks  were  like  the  rose  ;    < 
I'll  t«;ll  you  all  about  it. 
Just  as  my  story  qoes. 
Chorus :    But  as  I  drive  my  jaunting  car, 
I  drive  away  dull  care, 
,    And  never  can  forget  the  day  ^ 
We  went  to  Donnybrook  Fair. 
And  never  can  forget  the  day 
We  went  to  Donnybrook  Fair. 

Arrah !  Molly  had  on  her  Sxmday  gown, 

And  I  my  Sunday  coat ; 
It  was  in  my  breeches  pocket 

I  had  a  one  poimd  note. 
With  an  odd  few  shillinRS  or  so. 

And  the  whip  was  in  my  hand  ; 
She  jumped  upon  my  Irirfi  car, 

And  away  we  drove  so  grand.  CbomSi 

But  Molly  and  me  both  agreed 

To  become  man  and  wife  : 
So  the  beet  we  try  in  every  way 

To  be  happy  all  our  life, 
Or  should  the  times  be  good  or  bad, 

We  drive  away  dull  care  ;  .,.;!,■•, 

We  never  shall  forget  the  day 

We  went  to  Donnybrook  Fair.  Cborai 

So  fill  your  glasses  full,  my  friends, 

And  give  one  toast  with  me  ; 
Here's  success  to  dear  old  Ireland, 

The  bright  gem  of  the  sea  ! 
Let  us  hope  the  day  is  drawing  nigh. 

And  may  we  live  to  see 
That  poor,  down-trodden  Emerald  Isle 

A  laud  of  hberty  !  Oiarus. 


Hildebrandt  Montrose. 

Copjrigbt.  1875,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

Words  and  Uasic  by  Ed.  Harrigan. 

Tbamniicoftbls  aoiiRCtD  beobtained  of  E.  H.  Harding, 

Ho  229  Bowery,    opposite  Prince  Street    New- York— 

Elegaut  Fall  Muiic  Size  Sbe«t  for  10  cent*. 


His  name  is  Hildebrandt  Montrose, 

Some  folks  they  call  him  Charley  ; 
In  his  button-hole  he  wears  a  rose, 

He  can  "  francais  vooley  parley !"  ;. 

His  hair  in  auburn  ringlets. 

His  eyes  an  azure  dark  ; 
The  girls  they  call  him  Birdie, 
Like  the  swallows  in  the  Park. 

Chobcs.  ;\ 

Ta,  ta,  ta,  ta,  my  baby  dear, 
I'll  meet  you  in  the  Park  if  the  weather  it  w  cleftr, 
111  strike  you  with  a  feather !  every  daisy  knows 
The  darling  of  the  ladies  is  Hildebrandt  Montrose. 

His  necktie  is  of  golden  hue. 
This  most  exquisite  fellah  : 
He  looks  just  hke  a  Christmas  toy,  .: 

Underneath  his  silk  umbrella  ; 
His  boots  are  patent  leather,  ^ 

His  bills  he  never  pays,  ■* 

He  always  drinks  plain  sodfl,  *■ 
And  tiiis  is  what  he  says.  '  "f 

Chords. 
"An  revoir,  bye,  bye,"  you  shonld  hear  him  say, 
'  'I'll  buy  some  ginger  drops  for  Camille  across  the  way  f' 
The  ladies  all  together  are  sighing  for  a  beau  ; 
Of  coune,  the  individual  is  liildebrandt  Montrose. 

He  parts  his  hair  with  wondrous  care,      ,- 

Aud  chalks  his  paper  collars  ; 
His  pa  is  very  wealthy — yes,  «    .. 

He's  worth  a  million  dollars  ■  ,. 

In  "Big  Bonanza"  mining  stcok I         ?  . 

Hi«  voice  is  quite  soprano, 
You  should  hear  him  sing  "Love's  Chidings," 
To  a  Fogarty  piano. 

CuoROs.     'i'.  ':_-.\.^''V'} 
"  Oh  !  bye,  bye,  I  must  go  away, 
Ht'lciv  Aurora  bright  gilds  the  summer  clouds  so  gay !" 
The  ladies  (Heaven  bless  them)  positively  know 
Their  choicest  little  treasure  is  Hildebrandt  Montrose. 


field  Tonr  Tongue. 


Word!  br  J-  0.  Manning.  Mniic  by  Cha'i  D'Aoe. 

Tbe  Mnale  can  be  obtained  of  E.  H.  Harding,  Ko.  S29 

Bow«i7,  Naw-Tork.  Price  10  oanta. 


■  Tre  often  thought,  as  throogh  the  world 

I've  travelled  to  and  fro,  .;;    >,  > 

How  many  folks  about  me,  . .  ,      .  "   '  \ -fi 

Above  me  and  below,  /^  ■  --•',;]>.•;■..' 

Might  make  this  hfe  more  happy,        •}  .v*  ^iV 
If  old  as  well  as  young  .•    ;  ''    • 

Would  bear  in  mind  the  maxim 
Which  bids  them  hold  their  tongue. 
ChMiiB  :  Hold  yonr  tongue,  hold  your  tongue, 
You'll  ne'er  be  thought  a  dunce : 
Hold  your  tongue,  and  think  twice-.      /,  > 

Before  you  loose  it  onoe ! 
Hold  your  tongue  :  for,  quiet  folks 

Are  oft  repntetl  wise  : 
Yes.  hold  your  tongue,  but  open  wide 
Your  ears  and  your  eyes. 

How  oft  we  find  that  words  unkind  '   I 

Unhappy  lives  may  mj^ke  :  ^ '  - 

■  That  loving  hetirts,  through  idle  words, 

Will  bleed,  and  sometimes  break!  .■;   'V 

What  mischief  have  we  scattered  , ,.  ' 

All  our  bosom  friends  among,  \ ". .  j        ;.  ^" 

Which  might  have  been  avoided 

Had  we  only  held  our  tongue.  '.. .  ^       Choma, 

The  kindly  deeds  men  do  in  life, 

Their  own  reward  will  bring  : 
But  where  they  come  with  trumpet  words. 

Their  sweetness  bears  a  sting  ; 
The  silent  giver's  most  beloved  • 

Eight  thinking  folks  among  :      ;    ".:. 
So  when  you  do  a  kindly  thinig,  •' 

Be  sure  you  hold  your  tongue.  Chorus, 

Yes,  hold  your  tongue,  except  in  life 
When  days  of  sorrow  come  :  .     , 

Then  syjeak  to  mise  a  drooping  heart,  ' "  ,"  "; 

Or  cheer  a  darksome  home ;  ^  ^.v       ■  / 

If  none  of  these,  let  silence  be        '  ■ "'"  '  ■ 

The  burden  of  your  song  ; 

He  holds  his  own,  nor  hurts  his  friends. 


Who  learns  to  hold  his  tongue. 


Chorus. ' 


-^<«»^ 


Gone  to  Smash. 


YonTl  excuse  my  appearing  so  seedy  and  Bad, 
But  the  fact  is  my  garments  have  gone  to  the  bad  : 
They  once  were  the  fashion,  the  smartest  e'er  worn, 
Now  fit  for  a  scarecrow,  all  tattered  and  torn;-.-    ■ 
A  short  time  ago,  I  came  into  some  cash,  :  . 

Like  others,  alas  !  I  went  in  for  the  dash  !       ^, .  \  ... 
I  hved  like  a  lord,  my  chink  soon  did  spend,    . 
A  shcHt  tho'  a  merry  time,  this  is  the  end  !      j  \   ,_,4 
Chorus  :  Once  I  had  cash,  then  I  was  rath,  ,: 

Cut  such  a  dash,  soon  went  to  smash  ! 
Now  you  may  see,  I'm  "  All  up  a  tree," 
Ah  !  fools  and  their  money's  soon  parted. 

I  then  used  to  toddle  to  ball  room  and  rout. 

If  I  now  showed  my  nose  they  would  usher  me  out : 

And  those  I've  befriended  in  sunnier  day, 

Now  give  me  cold  shoulder,  pass  over  the  way. 

This  hat  I  have  doffed  to  many  a  fair  maid, 

Now  the  brim  wouldn't  stand  it,  of  the  roof  Pm  afraid : 

These  gloves,  once  beautiful  fit  for  a  Don, 

Are  80  torn  and  tender  they  scarce  will  keep  on. 

I'd  a  gold-hraded  cane  which  I'd  twirl  in  my  hand, 
In  its  place  I've  a  small  card,  yon  p'raps  understand  ? 
An  eye-glass  an  air  of  importance  would  lend. 
Long  ago  I  for  safety  left  that  with  u  "  friend  :  " 
In  a  hansom  I  then  gaily  rode  down  the  street. 
Now  I  tramp  it,  not  handsome  alxjul  my  poor  feet : 
These  boots,  once  suiierb  in  both  style  and  b&st  leather, 
They  scarce  now  can  body  and  sole  keep  toguther. 

This  sleev<"  still  poss^RCS  for  me  a  sweet  rhami 
When  I  think  of  the  ladies  I've  bad  on  my  arm  : 
This  old  ooat  could  tell  a  good  tale,  I  believe. 
But  one  tail  I  find's  given  notice  to  leave. 
The  wind  tliro'  my  '  Sydenhams '  so  gently  does  steal, 
Aud  nothing  but  holes  in  their  pockets  T  feel  : 
They've  clung  to  mo  well,  so  I  still  hold  them  dear, 
Tho'  patches    alts  !  may  be  found  in  the  rear. 

And  as  for  tho  t'nrment  I  wear  next  my  skin, 
To  be  '  ehirty  '  with  that  after  yenrs  xvonld  be  sin  : 
I  could  once  '  shoot  my  linen '  so  spotlessly  white, 
But  now  I  am  thinking  'twere  best  out  of  sight : 


So,  friends,  shotild  some  cash  ever  come  in  year  way, 
Stick  to  it  in  ease  of  a  rainy  da^ : 
Take  care  of  yourself,  and  mind  don't  be  too  frec^ 
Or  some  day  you'll  find  yourself  right  up  a  tree. 

Tommy,  make  room  ibr  yonr  Unde ! 

Fred  Jonea,  hatter,  of  Madison  Square, 

Presents  himself  to  yon. 
And  yon  may  guess,  when  he  is  diened. 

Of  girls  he  knows  a  few. 
A  widow  fell  In  love  with  him. 

While  rjding  in  a  train. 
She  had  a  blessed  bor  with  hei; 
.:\ .  .;  Who  caased  us  both  much  pain. 

Spoken :  Yes,  the  confounded  young  nrohin 
caused  me  a  great  deal  of  pain  *nd  eooow  ;  and 
the  widow,  his  mother,  introduoed  me  to  him  as 
his  tmcle  !  Fred  Jones  was  never  an  micle  before, 
and  will  never  again— not  if  he  knows  it-^aod  the 
.  whole  of  the  journey  the  mother  said  to  the  boy — 

Tommy,  qiake  room  for  yoor  ancle, 

There's  a  little  dear  ;  .  4     ,•  . 

Tommy,  make  rocan  for  your  tmcl^    '  ' '• 

I  want  him  to  sit  here  ; 
Yon  know  mamma  has  got  a  bon. 

And  that  she'll  give  to  yoii  ;  \ ' 

So  don't  amioy — there's  a  good  boy — ' 

Make  roam  for  your  uncle,  do ! 

When  first  I  met  the  firm  of  Green, 

'Tw88  on  the  journey  down 
To  spend  it  day  at  Tottenville, 

"  Just  like  a  swell  from  towiL'' 
The  widow  loved  romantic  aoeneB, 

And  a  sqaeeze  on  the  aly, 
But  when  my  arm  went  round  her  waist,  ( 

The  boy  began  to  cry. 

Spoken  :    He  declared  I  was  hurting  his  Mam- 
ma, and  would  insist  upon  sitting  between  us — 
only  fancy  making  love  to  a  girl  with  a  boy  in  tho 
way — but  she  said  to  him  in  a  voice  so  sweet- 
Tommy,  make  room,  i/i. 

The  mother  told  her  loving  son 

To  watdh  the  passing  train. 
But  "  No,"  he  said  "my  biksIo  Fred 

Will  kias  your  hand  again." 
The  widow  blushed  a  maiden  blush,  \ 

And  I  wnn  not  myself : 
For,  who  could  make  love  on  a  seat, 

In  front  of  that  young  elf  ? 

Spoken  :    No,   it  would  never  do  to  make  love- 
before  the  bpy,  and  the  widow  said—  "Not  before 
the  boy,  Fred!— not  before  the  l>oy."     Just  then 
we  went  uniex  a  tunnel,  and  she  sai'd— 

Tommy,  make  room,  4c 

In  a  mug  nptreat  at  TotteoTille, 

I  went  down  on  my  knoea,  >  .v'v.i  r 

And  asked  if  she  would  fly  with  roe     '    ■■i'  ■ 

Across  the  bright  bln«  seas.  >  ■'<i    ''j 

She  8if,'hed  and  said  "  Yon  wicked  man,  '  ' 

But  how  a1x>nt  the  child  ?" 
Ai'd  clasjM  him  fondh-  to  her  bn^Mt, 

While  I  the  agony  piled. 

Spoken:  I  said,  "  My  lovfly  of  all  lovely  beings, 
let  us  fly  to  p^nio  lortigu  clime,  where  I  will  pro- 
tect you  and  )o«r  boy."  She  answered  and  said, 
"  How  aljout  my  little  tripc-shop  in  Baxter  Street  ?" 
"Oh  !  Broop^bar}■ !  do  you  keep  a  tripe  shop?" 
Tomm}',  make  room,  &o. 
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Rest  beneKth  those  blooming  roses. 
Which  Jour  friend  Las  planted  here. 

And  now  e^ch  dewy  leaf  encloscM       ,       ;  .,  . 
A  farewell  kiss-  a  burning  tear.     '■' '"  '  ' 

Rftrt  in  peace  and  trnnqnill  slumber, 

Best  beheath  the  turf  and  clay, 
Until  tbo«,  with  the  ^Teat  number,  ■•.■■?;  r 

Shalt  av^ake  on  judigemeot  day.      >  <  :;.n:;y>i 

Rest  from  all  your  woes  and  sorrow,    *'  • 

In  the  dixrk  and  silent  tomb. 
Till  on  some  bright  sonny  morrow 

God  will  itake  yoo  to  His  home. 
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THE    SlIfOERlS'    JOrRJlTAIi. 


■>■  , ';  The  New  England  Parmer. 

John  Mallory  was  returning  from  his  days  work, 
with  his  spade  over  Bis  sLonlfler,  when  ho  saw  a 
'  woman  aittiDg  dowi  to  the  wail,  waopiuj;  bitterly. 
John  had  a  kind  heart,  and  was  easily  moved  ut  the 
sight  of  distress  ;  so  ho  stopped  and  addressed  the 
woman. 

•'You  seem  to  be  in  trouble,"— that  was  what  ho 
said. 

The  mourner  looked  at  him,  and  he  saw  that  she 

was  a  very  young  woman,  scarcely  more  than  a  girl, 

in  ^t     But  this  did  not  lessen  his  pity  at  aD  ; 

possibly  it  increased  it,  for  his  heart  wits  human  as 

'  well  as  kind. 

"Trouble?  Ah,  yes ;  I  have  come  such  a  long, 
long  way,  and  am  so  fatigue — so  much  weary  !  I 
went  to  th«  people's  doors,  but  no  one  said  any- 
thing, only  •  Go  'may  !  We  have  no  room  lor 
strangers.  Gro  to  the  hotel,  why  do  you  not  ?'— 8<j 
I  went  to  the  hot^,  but  the  landlord  was  worst  than 
all  the  rest  Oh,  how  he  frighten  me,  he  wius  so 
fierce,  so  loud  !  He  call  me  a  tramp -a  thief— be- 
cause he  found  I  had  no  mc  ney.  No  money—  yes  — 
that  was  it  ;  and  he  bade  me  go  about  my  business  ; 
but  I  have  no  business,  and  so  I  c.\mo  out  into  the 
woods  to  die  alone." 

"  Cheer  up,  then,  if  that  is  all,"  said  John,  "and 
come  with  me.     My  mother  won't  drive  you  from 
■.  her  door,  you  may  be  sure." 

And  John  spoke  truly,  for  his  mother's  heart  was 
like  his  own.  She  only  neeiled  to  know  that  the 
girl  «-as  a  stranger  and  in  distress,  to  give  her  a 
cordial  welcome.  • 

"Take  off  your  things,  my  dear,"  said  she,  re- 
moving the  girl's  shawl  with  her  own  hands,  "and 
sit  here  by  tiie  fire.  How  you  shiver,  poor  child ' 
You're  chilled  to  the  bone.' 

"  You  are  so  kind— so  very  kind !"  said  the 
visitor  taking  the  arm  chair  offered  her  ;  and  then 
John  saw  that  she  was  not  only  young,  but  singu- 
larly beautiful,  though  much  worn,  as  if  by  recent 
illness. 

"You're  out  of  health.  You're  not  fit  to  be 
abroad,"  said  Mrs.  Mallory.  "How  your  mother 
would  feel  to  see  you  looking  so !" 

"Alas,  I  have  no  mother  1"  said  the  girl ;  and 
her  tears  began  to  flow  afresh.  ' '  I  will  tell  you  my 
story." 

"There,  there,  I'm  sorry  I  said  it — I'm  such  a 
blunderer !  Never  mind  the  story  now,  but  after 
supper,  when  yon  are  warm  and  comfortable,  yon 
shall  tell  us  about  yourself— that  is,  all  that  you 
wishtoteU.' 

So,  when  the  three  had  eaten  their  evening  meal, 
and  Mrs.  Mallory  had  cleared  away  the  table  and 
taken  out  her  kmtting-work,  the  yoimg  girl  told 
her  story. 

She  said  that  her  name  wan  Estelle  Le  Roy  ; 
that  her  father  was  a  French  Refugee  ;  but  that  she 
herself  was  bom  in  Canada,  some  years  after  he  had 
left  his  native  country,  he  having  married  a  Ca- 
nadian. After  the  death  of  her  mother,  he  had 
moved  to  Boston,  hoping  to  be  able  to  support  him- 
self and  her  by  teaching  his  own  language  ;  but 
just  as  he  had  found  a  situation  which  promised  to 
be  permanent,  he  became  very  ill ;  in  fact,  the 
climate  of  this  cotmtry  had  never  agreed  with  him, 
and  he  was  alwaj-s  mourning  for  "  la  belle  Pninre." 
He  was  ill  a  long  time,  and  when  he  died  he  left 
her  penniless. 

Of  her  relatives  in  France,  she  knew  nothinpr ; 
_6nd  although,  since  her  father's  death,  she  had 
written  more  than  onee  to  her  mother's  friends  in 
Canada,  no  letten  had  ever  been  received  in  re- 
turn. She  Ijelieved  she  could  find  them,  however, 
if  she  could  get  there ;  and  that  was  now  her  aim. 
,  What  she  had  suffered  since  she  left  Boston,  she 
said  she  could  "  never,  never  tell." 

"  It's  all  over  now,  my  dear,"  said  Mrs.  Mal- 
lory :  "  so  try  to  forget  it,  and  just  make  yourself 
contented  with  us  till  you  are  better  able  to  travel 
than  you  are  now." 

For  a  whole  week  Estelle  stayed  with  the  Mal- 
lorys,  gaining  in  health  and  beauty  every  day.  and 
developing  a  careless  lightness  of  spirit,  greatly  in 
contrast  to  her  first  depression. 

That  John  was  not  insensible  to  her  attractions 
may  well  be  imagined,  and  what  the  consequences 
might  have  been  1  cannot  tell,  if  his  heart  had  not 
en  already  preorcnpied.     Tliat  l>eing  th«  cas.-, 


there  was  no  room  there  for  the  fair  stranger,  save 
in  the  way  of  friendship  ;  auU  he  showed  hiA  tiieuii-' 
ship  by  bringing  Mary  his  betrothed  to  s«e  her. 

Curious  it  was  to  see  the  two  together — Mary, 
the  staid  New  England  girl,  with  her  rosy  checks, 
her  calm  and  beautiful  liwe,  her  plain  Steas,  and 
steady  Northern  tonguo  :  and  Estello  vrith  her  oUvo 
Bkiu  and  (Lirk  complexion,  her  fanciful,  idiomatic 
speech,  and  her  airy  fignre,  which  gave  grace  even 
to  the  worn  garments  which  clothed  it  It  was  the 
brown  thrush  and  the  canary  bird  sitting  side  by 
side  on  an  apple-tree  bough. 

Still  thoy  got  on  well  together— these  two— Rnd 
kissed  each  other  when  they  parted.  But  when 
Estelle  parted  from  Mrs.  Mallory,  she  hung  on  her 
neck  as  if  it  had  been  her  own  door  mother  she  was 
leuviug. 

John  saw  her  safely  on  her  journey,  and  when 
he  took  her  hand  to  say  farewell,  ho  left  in  it  a 
small  parse  couhiiuing  A  sum  sufficient  lor  her 
cxiK^nsi's. 

"  I  shall  not  forgot  yon,  ever— ever— no,  not  till 
my  dying  day  does  come, '"•Riiid  Est<>lle,  with  tcai-s 
in  her  eyes.  "  Ble.ss  you  for  yoxvc  kindness  to  tho 
poor  stranijer— you,  and  tlio  dear  mother,  and  tho 
pretty  Marie." 

In  a  lew  weeks  tho  Mallor)'s  received  a  letter 
from  Est«!llo,  saying  that  she  had  reached  her 
journey's  end  in  safety,  and  was  among  friends. 
It  was  the  only  letter  they  ever  received  from  her. 

In  course  of  time  John  and  Mary  were  married, 
and  settled  down  on  tho  5L»llory  farm,  and  thero, 
for  the  present,  we  will  leave  them. 


One  day,  a  handsome  travelling  carriage  drew  up 
before  the  door  v{  a  hotel  in  a  <iniet  New  England 
village. 

It  was  an  event  in  the  history  of  tliat  hotel,  for 
never  had  such  an  eshUJLshmeut  been  seen  there 
before.  Out  came  the  two  ostlurs,  out  camo  the 
stable-boys,  out  came  tho  bar-keei)er,  and  lastly, 
out  came  the  liiudlord  hiuistlf. 

A  geutlomau  alighted  from  tho  carriage,  and 
wns  follomcd  by  a  iHiautifid  and  richly-dressed 
lady. 

Bobbing  his  bare  head,  and  waving  aside  his 
subordinates,  tho  obsequious  liuidlord  led  tho  wa}-  to 
the  parlor,  took  tho  onlers  of  Lis  distiii^'uished 
gtiests,  nnd  communicated  them  to  his  sonants. 

Then  there  wna  an  op>ning  nnd  shutting  of  doors, 
a  ringing  of  IjoUs,  a  rushing  to  and  fro, — in  short, 
a  tumult  as  if  tho  (^ueen  f)t'  England  had  come. 

When  tho  trarelh.'j-s  woro  K'ft  to  themselves,  the 
lady  broke  into  a  m(  rry  liuigh. 

"  Oh,  it  is  too  droll.  Sir  Edward  ;  it  is  the  same 
landlord  who,  fifteen  years  ago,  bade  me  begone  lor 
a  tbicf  and  a  tnimp  !" 

"  The  mscid  !  I  should  like  to  lay  my  cane  over 
his  back,"  Sidd  Sir  Edward. 

"It  isn't  worth  while, — such  an  insignificant 
back,"  said  tho  Luly  ;  "only  dou't  take  on  airs, 
thinking  all  this  alleution  is  fur  u.s.  It  is  only  for 
our  carriage,  and  horses,  and  our  clothes." 

By-an-by,  the  landlord  having  mjide  some  ftirther 
ermud  to  the  parlor,  the  lady,  who  was  sitting  by 
the  window  remarked,  "Y'ou  have  a  pleasant  little 
villagfi  here." 

"As  pleasant  and  thriving  a  village  as  any  in  tho 
county,  '  answered  tho  delic^hted  landlord. 

"  Do  you  know  if  there  is  a  family  by  tho  name 
of  Mallory  living  here  T  asked  she. 

"There's  a  farmer  by  that  name,  my  lady.  Mr. 
John  Mallory— if  it's  him  you  mean." 

"The  same,  no  doulrt.  Ho'shving  then,— and 
his  mother'/" 

"  She  died  six  years  ago,  niy  lady  ;  and  it's  well, 
perhaps,  considering  tho  misfortune  tltat's  come  to 
tlie  family. " 
"Misfortune?" 

"Then  vou  dou't  know,"  said  the  landlord,  do- 
lighted  to  have  some  intelligence  to  communicate, 
but  marvelling  much  that  this  great  lady  could  feel 
any  interest  in  the  Mallory  family.  "Well,  it's  a 
great  misfortune  ;  and  the  worst  of  it  is,  it  was  all 
his  own  fault  If  jKoplc  will  l)c  so  foolish,  they 
ninst  fcike  the  consr(iiiences.  There  wasn't  a  more 
prosperous  man  near  here  than  John  Mallory,  and 
his  projH'i-t  y  l«inL'  nifistly  in  real  istnle,  then?  wiw 
no  rensfrti  why  he  shouldn't  keep  it  always,  and  his 
ehildren  alter  him,    for  real  (»tate  doesn't  take  to 


itself  wui^  and  fly  away,  like  other  riches.  But 
what  does  John  do  but  Sign  a  note  for  a  friend,  and 
now  he's  lout  everything." 

"Everything?" 

"Everything,— just  tume<!  himself  and  family 
out  of  house  and  home.  That  is  to  sjiy,  they'll 
have  to  go  ;  there's  no  help  for  it." 

"He's  at  the  old  place  now,  is  he?" 

"He  is,  my  lady  ;  but  he  won't  bo  long  ;  the  sale 
tiikes  place  to-<lay." 

"Thanks,"  said  the  Imly  ;  and  then,  as  if  to  her- 
self, "Poor  John  !  so  like  him." 

"  You  know  him  ?"  queried  tho  landlord. 

"Ho  showed  mo  great  kindness  once,  fifteen 
years  ago.  I  was  here  also  at  that  time.  You  do 
not  remember  it  ?" 

"It  is  very  strange,  bnt  really,  my  lady,  it  has 
cscajied  my  recollection." 

"Quito  likely.  It  was  before  my  marriage." 
And  with  this  the  landlord  was  forced  to  bo  satis- 
fied. 

^     Tho  sale  was  over ;  and  John  Mallory  was  wan- 
dering from  room  to  room,  taking  a  mute  farewell 
of  the  house  which  he  could  no  longer  adl  his  own, 
when  his  little  daughter  camo  to  say  that  a  Lidy 
;  Wits  in  the  parlor  who  bad  asked  for  him. 

"  Very  well,"  said  he,  supj)osing  it  to  bo  somo 
neighbor  who  wished  to  see  him  on  a  trifling  matter 
of  business  ;  but  when  he  opened  the  door  a  stranger 
stood  before  him. 

She  gieote<l  him  conrteonslj-,  and  then  said,  with- 
out any  circumlocution,  "I  am  tho  purchaser  of 
your  farm,  and  I  havo  brought  the  deed,  that  von 
may  see  if  it  is  all  right" 

Ho  t(H>k  it  listlessly  enough,  but  as  ho  glanced 
over  it  his  countenance  changed 

"  I  don't  undenstaud,"  said  ho  ;  and  no  wonder, 
for  tho  ileed  was  made  out  in  his  own  name. 
:  "So  you  too  have  forgotten  me,  as  well  as  tho 
landlord  up  there  !  But  maybe  you  will  remember 
//('(/ .""  -  and  she  held  out  a'  que«.r  little  purso  of 
netted  silk. 

John  Mallory  fixed  his  startle*!  gazo  njion  her, 
and  something  in  the  smiling  mouth  touched  a 
long-silent  chord  of  memory.  Sho  saw  it  and,  an- 
swering Lis  look,  said,  "Yes,  I  am  Estello  Ia'  Kov  ; 
and  tho  siune  Providence  which  sent  \t)U  to  nio  "in 
my  despair  has  sent  me  to  yon  in  your  time  of 
sorrow.  No  tlianks,  John  Mallorj- !  Idonomoro 
than  requite  your  kindness  to  mo, 'and  hardly  that ; 
so  keep  the  deed,  I  pmy  you  !    But  the  little  purso 

with  that  I  will  never  iwrt." 

She  then  told  him  that  within  two  or  throe  years 
after  rL'turning  to  Canada,  she  hnd  married  an 
English  baronet  of  great  wealth,  and  kid  been  in 
Eurojie  most  of  the  time  since  ;  but  that,  being  now 
on  a  tour  through  "  the  Stiitcs,"  they  had  come  out 
f)f  their  way  to  visit  thoso  who  had  befriended  her 
in  her  need. 

"The  dear  mother  is  gone,  I  hear  ;  bnt  the  pretty 
Marie— she  is  well  ? ' 

"My  wife  is  Mcll,  and  will  come  herself  and 
thank  you  for  your  great  goodness." 

"  Not  .to-night  -not  to-night ;  but  bvmorrow  Sir 
Edward  will  come  wsth  me,  and  we  will  tallc  it  all 
over  -the  jwst  and  the  present  He  knows  it  all, 
and  he  will  say  the  thanks  are  due  from  ourselves— 
not  you." 

And  in  this  she  proved  a  true  prophet 


The -Present  Life.      '    •    '' 

The  present  life  is  sleeping  and  waking;  it  is  "good 
night  "  on  going  to  led,  and  "good  morning  "  on 
getting  np  ;  it  is  to  walk  in  the  garden,  and  see  the 
flowers  ojjeu,  and  hear  the  birds  sing  ;  it  is  to  huve 
the  postman  bring  letters  ;  it  is  to  have  news  from 
East,  Wet*,  North,  and  South ;  it  is  to  read  old 
Ixjoks  and  new  books  ;  it  is  to  see  pictures  and  hear  ■ 
music  ;  it  is  to  have  Sundaj-s  ;  it  w-to  pray  with  a 
family,  morning  and  evening  ;  it  is  to  be  well,  and 
sometimes  to  be  ill ;  it  is  to  have  bnsiness  to  do,  an<l 
to  do  it  ;  it  is  to  havo  breakfast,  and  dinner,  and 
tea  ;  it  is  to  belong  to  a  town,  and  to  have  neigh- 
bors, and  to  be  in  one  circle  of  acquaintance  ;  it 
is  to  have  friends  to  love  one  ;  it  is  to  have  sight  of 
dear  old  faces  ;  and  with  some  men  it  is  to  be  kissed 
daily  by  the  same  loving  lips  for  fifty  years  ;  and 
it  is  to  know  themselves  thought  of  many  times 
a-<lay,  in  many  places,  by  children  and  grand-chil- 
dren, and  many  friends. 
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Poor  Lisette. 


All  strangers  visiting  the  great  French  metropolis 
ore  sure  to  i>ass  one  or  two  evenings  at  the  very 
Iileasaut  estublishmeut  known  oa  the  Variotes 
Tbeiitre,  ami  those  who  kwe  done  so  at  any  tinie 
vithiu  the  lust  six  years  will  remember  upon  the 
bills  the  name  of  Mademoiselle  Lisette,  thelavorite 
d'inseii.te  of  the  company. 

Apart  from  htr  remarkable  beauty  of  features, 
lior  cx<inisite  form,  and  her  gn\eeful  expression  in 
everj-  dei>artment  of  her  profession,  there  was  a 
ci  rtain  pcnsivcness  and  a  native  refinement  about 
Lisette  which  chiiUiiiiged  admiration.  Perhiips  it 
was  in  part  the  contrast  which  she  presented  in  this 
resiiect  to  her  associates  as  a  class  that  rendered  her 
so  noticeable. 

It  is  a  sad  fact,  and  one  that  cannot  be  over- 
looked, that  the  calling  of  a  fi(junmte  in  Paris  is 
Bjuouynious  with  disrepute  ;  and  the  association  is 
one  nearly  ccrtixin  to  entail  the  loss  of  character  in 
any  girl  who  atlopLs  this  iX!rilons  profession. 

in  the  instance  of  Lisette,  however,  no  one  had 
ever  breathed  a  suspicion  as  regarded  her  conduct. 
Bhe  was  a  prominent  exception  to  the  rule  we  have 
just  referred  to.  She  made  uo  pretence  to  any  credit 
above  her  comiiauioua  ;  she  ^as  devoted  to  her  art, 
and  though  her  private  Ufe  diflfered  so  much  from 
theirs,  still  she  was  universally  popular. 

Lisette  was  a  blonde.  There  was  nothing  arti- 
ficial iu  the  profuse,  soft,  sunny  locks  that  adorned 
her  head.  Her  large  and  pensive  eyes  were  simply 
jiprfict— shaded  by  di\rk  and  long  lashes  which  af- 
fordod  an  affect  of  exruiisito  delicacy  and  loveliness. 

The  principal  dauctr  of  the  Varietes  wijs  the  idol 
of  scores  of  frequoutcrs  of  that  popular  e.itiiblish- 
moiit.  Their  hberal  offers  of  presents  she  always 
declined,  except  such  as  were  given  before  the  pubUc 
in  the  always  acceptable  form  of  flond  oftlrings. 
Slu'  was  courteous  to  all,  intimate  with  none. 

Thtre  was  a  mystery  hanging  over  her  life,  but 
all  who  knew  her  in  "the  least,  felt  that  there  was 
nothing  in  the  past  or  the  present  which  could  in 
any  way  reflect  upon  her  personal  purity. 

"  An  angel  might  have  stooped  to  see, 
And  bless  her  lor  her  purity." 

For  over  six  years  Lisette  had  appeared  almost 
ni"htly  upon  those  boards,  commencing  as  a  tiny 
tiifry,  being  at  first  especially  choaen  for  her  singukr 
beauty,  and  afterwards  continued  because  she  ex- 
hibited such  remarkable  aptitude  for  the  stage, 
p.irticuLirlv  Jis  a  dancer. 

The  balleUmaster  took  pride  and  pleasure  m 
teaching  so  apt  a  pupil,  and  his  endeavors  were 
rewarded  by  complete  success.  Liaetta  became  a 
star,  which  would  have  reflecte^l  credit  upon  i.ny 
est.-xblishment  in  the  French  metropolis.  The 
manager  realized  this,  and  voluntarily  so  increased 
her  siiiarj-  as  to  enable  her  to  procure  everj-  needed 
necessary  iu  her  stage  costumes. 

No  one  ever  insulted  Lisette.  Her  salt-respect 
insured  for  her  the  respect  of  others  ;  but  it 
mast  not  be  inferred  that  she  had  no  foUowers,  or 
gentlemen  who  sought  her  interest  with  honorable 
intentions.  There  was  several  of  these,  but  to 
none  had  the  young  girl  ever  given  encourage- 
meut. 

Lisette  lived  in  the  same  quiet  quarters  where 
she  had  found  a  home  for  many  years,  in  the  Kuo 
Saint  Honore,  Here  she  had  two  small  rooms,  a 
bed  and  a  sitting-room.  Everjthing  was  a  pattern 
of  neatness  and  refined  ta.stc.  The  young  girl  had 
the  good  sense  to  improve  herself  intellectually, 
and  there  was  a  number  of  good  books  to  be  seen 
upon  her  table. 

A  few  choice  pictures  hung  upon  the  walls.  The 
furniture  was  of  an  antique  pattwrn,  and  very 
simple.  There  was  not  an  unnecessary  thing  to  be 
found  in  those  two  little  rooms  in  the  Hue  St. 
Honore. 

Sometimes  people  asked  what  Lisette's  other 
name  was.  No  one  knew.  No  one  could  answer 
this  question— not  Iven  Lisette  herself. 

A  young  American,  named  Hunter,  who  came  to 
Paris  in  the  Autumn  of  1874,  from  Rome,  where  he 
had  been  8tud5ing  the  art  which  he  had  embraced 
as  a  profession,  saw  her  dance  at  the  Varietes  one 

evening. 

Hunter  was  greatly  impressed  by  the  beauty 
of  Lisette,  and  more  especially  by  her  unmistakable 


modesty  and  refinement  - 

It  was  not  until  he  had  witnessed  her  appearance 
in  public  several  times  that  the  yotmg  American 
sought  an  introduction  to  her. 

This  he  found  to  be  po  easy  task,  but  it  was  ac- 
complished at  last  ;  and  those  who  observed  her  on 
the  occasion  saw  that  the  art  student  made  an  tm- 
usual  impression  upon  Lisette  at  once. 

Hunter  was  a  Soathemer,  a  Georgian  by  birth. 
He  was  a  ix>or  man's  son,  but  friends  had  seen  the 
geuious  that  wa.s  in  the  Lid,  and  had  miulc  up  a 
purse  to  send  him  to  study  art  iu  Italy.  He  had 
improved  his  opjxjrtuuities,  and  though  but  twenty- 
five  could  supiwrt  himself  haudsomely  now  by  his 
art. 

The  acquaintance  between  these  two  young 
people  rii>ened  into  a  tender  intimacy. 

One  evening,  after  her  return  from  the  theatre. 
Hunter  called,  as  usual,  and  shared  with  her  the 
cup  of  tea  which  it  was  her  custom  to  take  alter 
the  exertions  of  the  performance. 

"Lisette,"  he  said,  "I  have  got  letters  calling 
me  home  to  America  at  once." 

Lisette  started,  and  her  tremulous  frame  told 
the  young  artist  more  truly  than  words  could  have 
done  that  ho  was  beloved  by  this  beautiful  girl. 
Neither  had  spoken  of  love  up  to  that  hour. 

"  Lisette  !"  he  said  tenderly. 

"Well,  Louis?"  she  answered,  caUing  him  by 
his  Christian  mme  for  the  first  time. 

"I  love  you  very  dearly  !"  he  continued,  taking 
the  hand  that  hung  by  her  side. 

She  looked  into  his  handsome  and  manly  face, 
and  seemed  as  though  she  would  read  his  Ter}'  soul. 

"Louis,  I  think  you  are  very  truthful.  If  I  did 
not  believe  you,  I  should  be  very  unhappy !" 

"  You  love  me,  then,  Lisette?"        r     ; 

' '  With  all  my  heart !" 

In  the  next  moment  ^ho  was  in  his  arms,  and 
pressed  close  to  his  Iteart.  She  had  yielded  at  luat. 
Lisette  was  in  love. 

And  then  these  two  pledged  their  hearts  to  each 
other. 

Lisette  told  all  her  storj'  to  Louis  Hunter ;  that 
is,  all  whichshe  herself  knew.  It  was  a  meagre  one, 
and  left  nearly  the  same  mystery  hanging  over  her 
which  had  screened  all  knowledge  of  her  birth  from 
the  public  for  years  past.  However,  to  his  loving 
heart  that  mattered  little.  She  was  pure,  innocent, 
beautiful.  He  asked  no  more.  And,  best  of  all, 
ehe  loved  him. 

"  Must  you  go  to  America  ?"  „      .  »* 

"Yes,  Lisette;  that  is  imperative." 

"  Alas  !"  she  sighed. 

"Biit  I  shall  return  almost  immediately." 

"TouiciM  return?" 

' '  Y^es  ;  and  never  again  to  be  separated  from  yon, 
my  dearest  one." 

AiTangements  were  made  for  the  young  artist's 
departure.  He  was  to  come  back  to  the  fair  young 
girl,  and  make  her  his  wife  within  six  weeks. 

Happy  Lisette ! 

Notwithstanding  the  tears  shed  at  parting,  still 
BO  bright  seemed  the  near  future  tn  the  beautiful 
dancer,  that  on  the  evening  of  her  sepamtion  from 
the  young  artist  she  performed  her  arduous  part  in 
the  ballet  with  such  vigor,  grace,  and  charming 
effect,  as  to  elicit  more  than  usual  applause. 

"  How  brilliant  Lisette  is  to-night !" 

"  She  excels  herself !"  f'     '-'  ■ : 

"  How  bright  and  lovely  she  is !" 

Such  was  the  Bpontaneous  eipresmons  which 
ran  from  mouth  to  mouth  among  the  crowded 
spectators  that  evening  at  the  Varietes. 

Lisette  kept  on  the  even  tenor  of  her  w»v,  and 
patiently  awaited  the  time  for  the  return  of  Lini  to 
whom  she  had  pledged  her  heart  and  hand. 

More  than  one  letter  came,  renewing  the  tender 
promises  which  had  been  exchanged  between  them 
that  eventful  evening. 

Happy  Lisette ! 

There  was  now  but  a  few  days  of  time  to  inter- 
vene before  her  lover  was  expected  to  join  her. 
Less  than  a  week. 

She  rose  bright  and  happy  on  the  mwming  of  the 
eighth  of  May  last  She  took  up  the  morning  paper 
which  the  hous^eeper  laid  always  upon  the  table 
with  her  cup  of  coffee  and  breakfast  roll. 

In  startling  sentences  she  read  of  the  loss  of  tljp 
steamship  Schiller  off  the  Scilly  Isles,  and  concern- 
ing the  wholesale  loss  of  life  ;  and  then  all  at  once 


it  da«-ned  upon  her  that  her  beloved  was  a  iiassenger 
on  board  the  lost  ship  ! 

The  blood  rushed  back  to  her  heart  from  every 
channel  iu  her  body. 

The  list  of  saved  was  published  on  the  folknriag 
day.  She  fielt  intuitively  that  he  was  lost  fn>m  the 
first  moment  that  she  read  of  the  ship's  catat>- 
trophe.  j 

And  it  WM  so  I  I 

For  two  nifihts  Lisette  had  not  filKnl  her  accus- 
tomed iXKation  at  the  Varietes.  The  niauagt-r  c:imo 
round  iu  liis  cucriage  ti>  the  Hue  Saint  Hi^uore. 
He  was  shpwn  to  her  aiiartnioDts  by  (bu  g*oJ  old 
woman  who  act«'d  as  housekeeper. 

There  Ly  uinm  the  Kp»>tleb8  conch  the  dead  btx^ 
of  Lisette,  The  brasier  ol  charcoal,  by  whidi 
means  sho  had  taken  her  own  life,  stood  near  the 
head  of  the  be<l. 

She  had  waited  only  to  assure  hprnelf  of  her 
loret's  lose^  bud  then  had  lighted  that  fiita)  fire  ! 

She  lay  peacefully  with  tier  hamds  across  her 
bosom,  claBpiug  his  miniature. 

P«x>r  Lisett<!  ! 

She  had  cut  out  the  account  of  the  steamer's  lo8$. 
The  truth  wjis  at  onco  Kurmised. 

She  left  li  few  pencilled  directiong,  giving  fiw 
hundred  fmncs  for  the  exjH>nNe8  of  her  barial,  fiv» 
hundred  fmncs  to  her  kind  old  laoullady,  and  tUo 
rest  to  be  equallj'  divided  among  her  toraxex  oau- 
panions  at  the  Varietes. 

When  the  authorities  railed,  the  old  woman  whD 
kept  the  house  told  Hie  following  story. 

"About  seven  years  since  an  elderly  lady,  dressetl 
in  widow's  weeds,  came  and  took  the  rooms  which 
have  since  been  occupied  by  Madem<ii8rfk.  BlM 
kept  her  own  secret  She  was  poor,  for  this  child, 
then  but  thirteen  years  old,  went  nightly  to  tl^ 
theatre,  and  c^mie  liomo  at  midnight,  after  filling 
her  juvenile  part. 

"  One  night  she  came  down  and  mked  me  for  » 
lighted  candle.  They  were  too  poor  to  bum  «uidle«. 
I  gave  her  the  cjmdle,  and  followsd  her  upstairs.  [ 
found  the  W^man  dead,  and  the  child  occupied  iti 
burning  a  q«intity  of  letters  which  she  t<x>k  from 
an  old  trunk.  Slie  said,  '  My  mother  has  died,  and 
charged  nie  to  bum  these  letters  without  reading 
them.  I  huve  done  so.'  And  then  sho  Went  and 
wept  on  the  {billow  of  the  dead  woman. 

"She  knew  not  the  name  of  either  father  or 
mother,  and  she  was  eutireiy  alone  in  the  worl(^ 
having  no  resoorce  save  her  itrofiiSKinB  as  a  dancen 
She  was  always  good,  true,  and  pious,  and  she  was 
to  have  married  the  American  Artist  wlio  was  lost 
iu  the  late  steamship  disaster  ofl  the  English  ciost !" 

Such  is  the  story  current  iu  Paris. 

Poor  Lisette  ! 


A  Qreat  Mistake. 


Boys  ana  men  sometimes  start  out  in  life  witU 
the  idea  that  one's  success  depends  on  Bhaqnutit 
and  chicanery.  They  imagine  if  a  man  is  able 
always  to  "jget  the  Ijest  of  a  liarRain."  no  matter 
by  what  deceit  and  meanness  he  carrii-s  his  jioiiit, 
that  his  prosperity  is  assived.  I'his  is  a  grent 
mistake.  Ebduring  prosperity  cannot  be  fonnd«d 
on  cunning  and  dishonesty.  'J'he  tricky  and 
deceitful  man  is  sure  to  fail  a  victim,  noner  or 
later,  to  the  influences  which  are  for  ever  working 
agaiiMt  him.  His  house  is  biiilt  upm  the  santl,  and 
its  foundations  will  te  certain  to  givs  way.  Young 
people  cannot  giv*  these  truths  too  mucn  weight. 
The  future  of  that  Touug  man  is  saff  who  eschews 
every  phase  of  double-dealing  and  drshoutasly,  and 
lays  the  foundation  of  his  nureer  iu  the  enduring 
principles  cf  everlastfaig  truth. 


^  '^i         I  Health  and  Wealth. 

Then  is.  this  difference  betwnen  those  twoj 
temporal  bleOiiflgs— health  and  money  ;  money  is 
the  most  envied,  but  the  hiist  enjoyed  ;  hwdth  is 
the  most  eujayi  d,  but  the  least  envied.  And  this 
superiority  of  the  latter  is.still  more  obvious,  when 
we  reflect  that  the  poorest  amonq  us  would  not 
part  with  health  for  money,  but  that  the  richesfti 
would  gladly  part  with  all  tlieir  money  Cor  bealtlL 
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DoBt  giye  np  the  Ship. 

Oopyrlcbt    1879.  bj  M.  H.  Huding. 

Words  \>j  0«o.  Ooopar.     M«al«  by  Frad.  Ur  LilndMl. 

Tkamnalooflbll  toug  ckn  baoMalued  of  E  H.  HkKUng, 

■o  230  Bowarr.    oppoalta  Prncs  StrMt  Naw-Tork— 

Ilagaut  1*011  Maato  8ls«  Sbaet  for  10  ceuta. 

Beside  the  porch  the  sailor  fiat,  -• '■  ;       '   1- M'  ; 

The  sunlight  kissed  hiB  silvery  bitir;      • 
The  house-dog  lay  npon  the  mat,  ;%  •',':'' 

And  near  him  played  a  child  BO  flur.     ^■•'•\»,V 
"Come  here,  my  lad,"  the  sailor  cried,         ';"  ' 
l»  While  o'ej  his  wrinkled  face  there  came 

A  l«ok-Qf  aoaiu  he  could  not  hide, 

AJti  ia  ha  ej'e  a  rodden  flame  ! 
V       "1  4!*r,"lie  said,  "  those  words  again  ! 

I  heard  them  long,  long  years  ago  I 
TwMi  '  Don't  give  up  the  ship,  my  men, 

Strike  not  your  colors  to  the  foe  !' " 

Myboy,  'twas  on  the  Chesapeake 

That  years  ago  we  sailed  away 
The  hanghty  foreign  foe  to  seek.  _^.     . 

I  never  shall  forget  the  day 
Onr  deck  was  cleared  and  piped  all  hands. 

And  down  we  swept  before  the  gale  : 
The  bravest  there,  'tis  Lawrence  stands, 

He  gives  the  order  "  Crowd  all  sail !" 
We  fought     Our  captain  now  I  see ! — 

They  bore  him  bleeding,  fast  below. 
And  "Don't  give  up  the  snip,"  cried  he^ 
,    Strike  not  your  colors  to  the  foe  !" 

The  tear-drops  dimmed  the  sailor's  cheek. 

"Oh  !  love  your  country  well,  he  said, 
"My  little  child  so  fair  and  meek, 

Since  men  like  these  have  fought  and  bled. 
Tb«T  lived  for  her,  for  her  they  died, 

Id^  pretty  one,  so  sweet  and  fair, 
Aad  always  look  with  joy  and  pride. 

Upon  the  starry  banner  there ! 
And  shoold  war  come,  so  dark  and  sad. 

When  I  to  yonder  port  shall  go. 
Ah  !  don't  give  up  the  ship,  my  lad, 

Stzika  not  your  colors  to  the  foe !" 

Willie,  my  Darling. 

BONO  IITD  CHORUS. 


Down  by  the  seaaands  I  wander. 

Where  the  wild  winds  whistle  free ; 
Team  have  gone  by  since  my  darling 

On  this  spot  parted  from  me. 
Gorlew  and  albatross,  circling, 
Soond  a  lament  o'er  my  head. 
And,  as  I  hearken,  faint  voices 
Come  to  me  as  from  the  dead. 
CBionu:    Willie,  O  1  Willie,  my  darling. 
True-hearted  son  of  the  sea ! 
Sick  is  my  spirit  with  waiting, 
Wilt  thou  never  come  back  to  me  ? 

Seems  bnt  a  day  since  thy  kisses 

Stung  my  lips  into  a  glow, 
And  I  listeued  with  meannreless  transport 

To  the  songs  that  enraptured  me  so — 
And  I  hear  the  keel  grate  as  thy  shallop 

Glides  over  the  shell-strewn  shore. 
And  I  feel  in  my  heart  that  my  darling 

Will  never  come  back  to  me  more  — 

WUlie,  O  !  Willie,  Jtc. 


Bonnie  Jeani    Qra  . 

Words  by  W.  PtnL  Mnilo  by  P.  Webster. 


Oh  !  whaur  was  ye  sae  late  yestreen, 

My  bonnie  Jeanie  Gray  ? 
Your  mither  miss'd  yon  late  at  e'en. 

And  eke  at  break  o'  day. 
Tour  mither  look'd  sae  sour  and  sad. 

Your  father  dull  and  wae. 
Oh  1  whaur  was  ye  sae  late  yeatreeo. 

My  bonnie  Jeanie  Gray? 

Dear  riater,  sit  ye  down  by  me. 

And  let  naebody  ken, 
For  I  hae  promis'd  late  yestreen 

To  wed  yonng  Jamie  iRlen. 
Tka  melting  tear  stood  in  bis  e'e. 

What  heart  coold  aaj  him  nay  ? 
As  afk  he  vow'd,  tim>'  Jue  Tm  thine, 

My  bonnie  Jeanie  Qiay. 


A  Motto  for  Life. 

By  Lieut  £.  B.  Kellogg. 


Nary  a  red  in  the  wide  world  of  sorrow, 

MayVw  I'll  die  ere  snurise  to-morrow  ; 

But,  while  I  live,  I  am  bound  to  be  merry. 

And  buck  agaimst  trouble  with  heart  bright  and  cheery, 

Though  thoMj  who  know  me  may  turn  the  cold  shoulder, 

Say  1  grow  seedy  and  every  ilay  older. 

Still  I  will  Huiile,  unheeding  their  uueerlng. 

While  I  have  health,  and  am  onward  careering. 

Chorus. 

What  are  life's  chances  to  those  who  won't  take  them, 
As  the  creator  has  Keen  tit  to  make  them? 
Blocks  over  which  blind  schemers  stumble. 
Then  hasten  on  with  a  curae  and  a  gnuublc 

Let  selfish  mortals  worry  and  flnrrj'. 
Like  tltecy.  tlviii^,*  kciuIh,  UHelessly  skurry 
»Over  life"-<  zenith,  tlit-n.  windily  waning. 
Die  like  their  prototyix  s,  nothing  attaining. 
I  know  a  trick  worth  double  their  broiling — 
Which  will  reply  a  lelluw  kir  loiliug— 
'Tis  do  with  a  vim  all  the  g<>o<l  that  you  can 
To  win  tlie  affectii>n  of  your  fellow-man. 

What  are  life's  chances,  <kc 


I'll  Love  You,  Only  You,  Alway. 

SoMO  AND  Chorus.       By  Robert  McKay. 


What  if  life's  crini'^on  tide  grows  cold. 

And  locks  are  gray  that  once  were  gold — 

What  if  Time's  hand  has  scanned  your  brow. 

And,  bent  with  yerirs,  you  totter  now? 

To  me  your  tiftce  is  not  less  fair 

Than  'twas  when,  blithe  as  birds  of  air. 

We  wandered  by  the  wildwood  stream. 

And  thought  how  sweet  was  love's  young  dream. 

Chorus :    Believe  me,  dear,  where'er  I  stray, 

Your  love's  the  st*ur  that  lights  my  way  ; 
Until  from  earth  I  pata  away 

I'll  love  you,  only  you,  olway. 

Together  we've  endured  the  storms 
Of  life,  and  in  each  other's  ariiia 
A  joy  we've  found  for  every  woo 
That  falls  to  mortals  here  below  ; 
Then  let  us  still  together  tread, 
Till  death's  cold  hand  is  on  us  laid. 
The  narrow  way  to  yon  bright  shpre 
Where  pain  and  parting  are  no  more. 

Believe  me,  dear,  where'er  I  stray,  ic 


My  Life. 

ABAIXAO. 


My  life  is  like  the  Summer  rose. 

That  opens  to  the  morning  sky, 
But,  ere  the  shades  of  evening  close. 
Is  scattered  on  the  ground  to  die. 
But  on  that  roses  humble  bed 
The  sweetest  dews  of  night  are  shed. 
As  if  it  wept  such  waste  to  see — 
But  none  shall  weep  a  tear  for  me ! 

My  life  is  like  the  Autumn  leaf. 

That  trembles  in  the  moon's  pale  ray. 
Its  hold  is  frail— its  date  is  brief — 
Restless,  and  soon  to  pass  away  : 
Yet,  ere  that  leaf  shall  fall  or  fade, 
The  parent-tree  shall  mourn  its  shade — 
The  winds  lx>wail  the  leafless  tree. 
But  none  shall  breathe  a  sigh  for  me  ! 

Mv  life  is  like  the  prints  which  feet 

Have  left  on  Tampa's  desert  strand, 
Soon  as  the  rising  tide  shall  beat. 

All  trace  will  vanish  from  the  sand. 
Yet,  as  if  grieving  to  efface 
All  vestige  of  the  human  race. 
On  that  lone  shore  loud  mourns  the 
But  none,  alas  !  shall  mourn  for  me ! 


Tell  not  your  secrete  to  your  servant,  for  he  will 
then  be  your  master. 

When  is  coffee  like  the  earth  ?  When  it  is  ground. 

What  part  of  a  house  does  a  certain  sea  resemble? 
A  dry  attic  (Adriatic). 


Lilly  Lee. 

By  Bobert  McKay. 


TIm  distant  west,  in  splendor  drest. 

Proclaims  the  close  of  day, 
And  sombre-hued  o'er  dale  and  wood 

Descends  the  twilight  gray  ; 
Then  come,  my  love,  and  with  me  rove  ; 

Beneath  the  greenwood  tree  ; 
Here  at  the  gate  I  anxious  wait 

To  greet  thee,  LiBy  Lee. 

Then  come,  my  love,  Ac. 

Well  wander  where  Dame  Nature  fair. 

By  man's  arts  undefiled. 
Her  sceptre  wields  o'er  waving  fields 

And  woodland  winding  wild  ; 
Nor  creeping  thing,  nor  bird  on  wing, 

Is  there  abroad  to  see, 
Or  hear  me  say,  now  and  alway, 

I  love  thee,  Lilly  Lee. 

Then  come,  my  love,  4c 


Iin't  it  Delightfa!  1 

By  Baal  Sertrew. 


Isn't  it  delightful  when  the  breezes  blow. 
And  the  waves  are  tossing  white  as  pearly  snow  7 
All  aboard  the  steamboat,  gliding  like  a  bird. 
Every  hotly  dancing— couldn't  hear  a  word  I 
Forward  to  your  partner,  balance  up  and  down. 
That's  the  way  we  do  it  going  out  of  town  I 

Isn't  it  delightful  when  we  steal  a  kiss 
From  our  little  charmer— one  she'll  never  miss  7 
Then  we  whisper  softly  in  her  pretty  ear  ; 
Oh  I  it  makes  a  fellow  feel  so  mighty  queer  ; 
How  the  corks  are  flying  when  we  go  to  dine  I 
Sandwiches  and  kisses — don't  we  cut  a  shine? 

Isn't  it  delightful— should  there  come  a  storm. 
Round  a  waist  so  taper  just  to  put  your  arm  ? 
Like  a  jolly  sailor  we  can  stand  it  all. 
When  the  boat  is  rocking,  and  we  meet  a  squalL 
What's  a  little  water  whUe  we  gaily  rove. 
When  a  fellow's  over  head  and  ears  in  love  ? 

Isn't  it  delightful  when  the  day  is  done. 

And  our  nose  is  blistered  with  the  broiling  sun? 

While  we're  sailing  homeward,  turtle  doves  are  we ; 

Happy  as  the  sea-gull  sailing  o'er  the  se.i ! 

Merry  goes  the  music,  gayly  goes  the  boat : 

Tell  you  it  is  jolly  when  we're  all  afloat ! 


i 


The  Big  Bonanza 

Ooi-yrlght    I87S   1)/  E   H.  Harding. 
Words  tod  Miitic  I'T  Joseph  P.  Skelly. 

I  started  in  the  race  of  life 

With  hopes  and  fancies  mountain  high  ; 
I  won  the  fight  in  every  strife. 

And  left  my  hopes  no  chance  to  die  ; 
Great  fortunes  I  have  made  and  loht,  ''. 

And  o'er  the  world  I've  rambled  far. 
While  everywhere  it  was  my  boast 

To  own  a  bright  and  "  lucky  star." 
Chorus  :    The  "  Big  Bonanza"  I  behold  ; 

I've  labored  long  and  travelled  fiar  ; 
But  now  I  see  my  dream  of  gold. 
And  blebs  my  bright  and  "  lucky  star. 

m  buy  a  mansion  big  and  grand. 

And  spend  my  fortune  gay  and  free  ; 
And  gladly  fill  the  beggar's  hand — 

There's  plenty  in  the  world  for  me  ; 
111  speculate  without  a  fear 

Of  "  Bulls  "  or  "Bears "  opposing  war, 
And  while  I  win  their  gold  so  dear, 

111  bless  my  bright  and  "  lucky  star." 

The  "Big  Bonanza,"  lo. 

ni  search  aronnd  my  social  sphere. 

And  fall  in  love  with  some  sweet  maid ; 
For,  love  alone  can  cheer  my  home — 

The  "Big  Bonanza "  gives  me  aid  ; 
And  when  I'm  wed  and  settled  down. 

And  voiceH  rotind  me  cry  "Papa  V 
ni  bless  the  day  so  far  away 

When  first  I  saw  my  "  lucky  star." 

The  "Big  BcoanBa,"  Ac 
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^iii^  sMot^S'  jovntiVAi.. 


How  Soon  we  are  Forgotten! 

B;  8«muel  N.  UitchalL 


Oh  !  how  800U  we  are  forgotten  !   . 

lu  this  busy  world  of  outb. 
Though  we  ofleu  strew  the  pathway 

Of  our  frieudx  with  choicest  flowen ! 
Every  loviug  deed  and  action 

Is  remembered  but  a  while,        •        ' 
And  tlie  tlmuks  are  oft  as  heartlen 

Ab  a  flirting  maidea's  smile.  j 

Chorus  :    Though  we  often  strew  the  patliwajr 

Of  our  friends  with  choicest  flowers, 
We  are  Tcry  soon  forgotten 
Id  this  thankless  world  of  oon. 

Oh !  bow  soon  we  are  forgotten 

In  the  paths  of  daily  life. 
Though  we  aid  our  lame  companions 

Who  are  plunged  in  deepest  strife  1 
Every  tender  word  that's  8f>oken 

To  a  friend  in  sad  despair. 
Has  a  meaning  seldom  relished 

In  this  bustling  world  of  care —  ChortW. 

Oh  !  hown  soon  we  are  forgotten 

When  the  form  is  cold  and  still, 
Tboogh  we've  helped  the  poor  and  needy 

To  ascend  life's  rugged  hill ! 
Some,  perhaps,  will  have  a  sorrow 

When  the  Reaper  calls  us  in  ; 
But,  ^las  !  'tis  soon  forgotten 

In  this  thankless  world  of  sin —  Chorus. 


With  Plenty  of  Money  You'll  Always 
Have  Friends. 

A  Motto  Bona  and  Chobub       Bj  Samael  V.  Mitchell. 


I've  seen  it  once  quoted,  and  you  have,  no  doubt, 
"  A  man  is  a  man,  though  his  pocket's  played  out ; " 
But  that  is  all  nonsense,  you  know  it  yourself — 
A  man's  not  a  man  without  lot's  of  the  "  pelf." 
For  iustance,  a  person  that  hasn't  a  cent 
Is  passed  by  the  wealthy  with  utter  contempt. 
While  he  of  the  dollars,  the  "blow-outs"  and  "bends," 
With  plenty  of  money  has  plenty  of  friends. 

Chobds. 
Yes,  oh  !  yes  :  you  will  find  it  so,  {tBolii  time). 

It  matters  not  where  you  chance  to  go  ; 
For,  just  as  true  as  the  raintmw  blends, 
With  plenty  of  money  you'll  always  have  friends. 

Just  look  at  the  beggar  who  calls  at  your  door — 
With  some  he's  no  man,  but  a  regular  "  bore  : " 
They'll  treat  him  with  coolness,  and  look  with  a  soom. 
And  'cause  he  is  hungry,  they  make  him  pass  on  ; 
And  then  the  poor  cripple,  who  hobbles  about. 
Is  looked  on  by  some  with  a  sneer  and  a  pout : 
While  seldom  such  conduct  the  creature  offends 
With  plenty  of  money — you'd  all  be  his  friends. 

Yes,  oh  !  yes  :  you  will  find  it  so,  ic 

That  "  all  men  are  brothers  "  'tis  useless  to  say, 
But  then,  like  the  dog,  we  must  all  have  our  day  ; 
And  he  who  is  friendless  may  sometime  arise 
To  be  just  as  rich  as  these  saints  in  disguise  ; 
Though  he  may  be  honest  and  true  as  he  can. 
There's  one  thing  that's  needed  to  make  him  a  man  : 
And  when  he  obtains  it,  his  miserj-  ends  : 
For,  plenty  of  money  makes  plenty  of  friends. 

Yes,  oh  !  yes  :  you  will  find  it  so,  &a. 

Though  Fortune  Darkly  o'er  m-  Frowns. 

BtlUd  from  Bmlfe'a  opera.   "The  Boae  orCiatllle." 


Though  fortune  darkly  o'er  me  frowns, 

And  each  day  brings  new  care. 
Ambition's  dream  bright  hope  still  crowns. 

And  bids  me  not  dispair  ; 
Though  morning's  bloom  be  passed  away, 

Its  beauty  spent  and  gone  ; 
Though  foes  assail  and  friends  betr«y, 

My  hope  shall  lead  me  on. 

New  dangers  may  my  path  beset; 

New  storms  life's  sky  o'ercast,      ;  .; 
My  darling  I  shall  ne'er  regret. 

But  dare  on  to  the  last 
The  fleeting  prize,  if  held  in  view. 

May  yet  be  nobly  won  : 
Tbooffh  life's  fint  dream  may  not  pian  true, 

Stmhope shall  lead  me  on. 


Swee.  0.;ier  Days. 

B;  Arthar  W.  Freucb. 


Fond  mem'ry  weaves  a  blissful  dream 

Of  love  and  long  ago. 
That  hovers  near  me  like  the  gleam  .;^' 

Of  golden  sunset's  glow  :  •■'.., 

A  dimpled  hand  is  laid  in  mine,  : .  ■  ■^■,; 

Blue  eyes  upon  me  gaze, 
And  stars  of  heaven  sottly  shine 

As  in  sweet  other  days. 
Chorus  :    Sweet  other  days,  sweet  other  days, 
In  mem'ry's  golden  haze 
You  ever  cling,  while  still  I  sing 
Of  thee,  sweet  other  days. 


I  hear  a  gentle  voice  repeat 

Affection's  story  still : 
So  fall  the  hours,  or  sad  or  sweet, 

My  heart  with  rapture  thrills  ; 
By  leafy  glade  and  flowery  dell 

My  heart  in  gladness  strays, 
'And  recollection  weaves  a  spell 

Of  love  and  other  days. 


Choms. 


Oatlier  Boses  While  They  Bloom. 

By  Arthur  W.  FreDCh. 


Gather  roses  while  they  bloom. 

In  their  beauty,  rich  and  riire  ; 
Pluck  them  ere  their  sweet  perfume 

Fades  upon  the  Summer  air  ;  ■   .        - 
Soon  their  petals  will  decay. 
And  each  leaflet  pass  away — 
So  then  quickly,  while  yon  may. 
Gather  roses  while  they  bloom. 
Chorus  :    Gather  roses,  sweetest  roses. 

In  their  beauty,  rich  and  rare  ; 
Pluck  them  ere  their  sweet  perfume 
;     Fades  upon  the  Summer  air. 

Love  is  like  the  sweetest  flowers 
That  around  our  pathway  climb, 

Making  all  life's  passing  hours 
Seem  eternal  Summer-time  ; 

So  if  we  would  win  and  wear 

What  to  us  is  young  and  fair, 

We  must  in  their  beauty  rare 
Gather  roses  while  they  bloom. 


Choms. 


Ah!  why  did  I  Gather  this  Delicate  Flow  r1 

Ah  !  why  did  I  gather  this  delicate  flower  ? 

Why  pluck  the  young  bud  from  the  tree  ? 
Twould  there  Lave  bloomed  lovely  for  many  an  hour, 

And  how  soon  will  it  perish  with  me  ? 
Already  its  beautiful  texture  decaj's. 

Already  it  fades  on  my  sight ; 
"Tis  thus  that  chill  nincor  too  often  o'erpowere 

The  moments  of  tr.nsient  delight 

When  eagerly  pressing  enjoyment  too  near. 

Its  blossoms  we  gather  in  haste  ; 
How  oft  thus  we  mourn  with  penitent  tear 

O'er  the  joys  which  we  lavished  in  waste : 
This  elegant  flower,  had  I  left  it  at  rest,        ,;; 

Might  still  have  delighted  my  eyes  ; 
But  plucked  prematurely,  and  placed  in  my  breast. 

It  languishes,  withers,  and  diea 


What's  the  Harm  in  a  K  S8? 

What's  in  a  kiss  ?  do  not  moralists  say       ■  ' 
Tis  the  pure  pledge  of  friendship  to  man  ? 

The  breeze  kisses  the  flower  every  hour  of  the  day, 
And  night  follows  as  day  has  began  :   r 
So  there  can  be  no  harm— no,  no. 

What's  in  a  kiss  ?  the  clouds  oft  kiss  the  earth. 
While  all  calm  on  its  surface  th^  lie  : 

And  the  waves  kiss  the  land  in  the  nour  of  their  birth. 
And  the  winds  kiss  the  clouds  as  they  fly.   .v    ..  " 
So  there  can  be  no  harm  -no,  no. 

What's  in  a  kiss?  the  wine  kisses  the  lip. 

Ere  the  o'erflowing  goblt  t  is  drained  : 
The  bees  kiss  the  rose,  ere  its  fragrance  they  sip — 

Yet  the  roses  have  never  complained : 
So  there  can  be  no  harm — no,  na 


i  I  Cigars  and  Cogfidtte. 

.1  I  — ■ —  j 

He  who  wears  a  regimental  stiit  { 

Is  oft  as  poor  as  any  raw  recnxit, 

But  what  of  that?  { 

Girls  will  follow  when  they  bear  the  dnnn. 
To  view  the  tassel  and  the  waving  phune 

That  decks  his  hat 
Oh !  he  will  sing  when  he  is  not  on  duty. 
Smoke  his  cigar,  and  flirt  with  some  gay  bSMlty— 

Chobits. 
Oh  !  vive  I 'amour — cigars  and  cogniao — 
Hunah,  htinah,  hurrah,  humdi,  with  theas 

•1!  litWIi 
Oh  !  vive  I'smour—  cigars  and  cogaiao — 
Hurrah,  huhtih,  hurrah,  hunah,  with  these 

wellbinNMO. 

When  we  march  into  country  towns. 

Prudes  may  fly  from  us  and  dames  may  frowB — 

But  that's  absurd  ! 
When  we  march  away,  we  leave  behind 
Prudes  and  dames  that  have  been  vastly  kind — 

Pray  take  my  word. 
Off",  off  we  go  and  tell  them  we're  on  duty. 
Smoke  a  cigar  and  seek  for  some  new  beauty. 

Oh  !  vive  ramonr,  Jba. 

When  at  night  with  victory  crowned. 
Among  the  fires  on  the  battle  ground — 

We  bivopac. 
Relieved  from  fighting,  then  we  sink  to  ml; 
The  ground  our  bed,  tho'  hard,  it  is  the  beat 

That  we  can  get 
We  laugh,  we  sing,  but  reedy  are  for  doty, 
Smoke  otir  ^cigars,  then  dream  of  home  aodbsMlto;  ^ 

Oh !  vive  I'amoarTcik 


II 


I*-***-. 


There  lives  a  Y.ung  Lassie  in  ytm  QltB. 

,  i  

There  liir^s  a  yonng  lassie  far  down  in  yon  glsBt    ' 
And  I  lo'e  that  lassie  as  nae  ane  may  ken ; 
O  !  a  saint's  faith  may  var}-,  but  faithfb'  111  bs^ 
For  weel  I  lo'e  ^l&ry,  and  Mary  lo'es  me. 

Red,  red  as  the  rowan,  her  gmiling  wee  moa' ; 
And  white  ns  the  gowan,  her  breast  and  her  brow 
Wi'  the  foot  of  a  fairy  she  tripe  o'er  the  lea ; 
O  !  weel  I  lo'e  Mary,  and  Mary  lo'es  me. 

There  lives  a  young  laasie,  Ae. 

She  sings  sweet  as  ony  wee  bird  o'  the  air, 
And  she's  blythe  as  she's  bonnie,  she's  gnde 

as  she's  fair ; 
Like  a  lammie,  ae  airy  and  artless  is  she  ; 
O  !  weel  I  lo'e  Mary,  and  Mary  lo'es  me. 
There  Uves  a  young  ' 


Two  Hearta,  Two  Handa 

I  Bf  Bamu*)  N.  MltchelL 


Blue  Wfi  the  sky  far  overhead. 

And  bright  the  little  twinkling 
But  lovelier  was  the  moon  that  shed 

Its  light  upon  the  mcadow-bara. 
We  t^tooil  together,  he  and  I, 

Amid  fair  Luna's  mellow  rays. 
Anil  talked  of  future  bye-and-bye. 
And  what  had  passed  in  other  days. 
Chorus  :  Two  hearts,  two  hands,  were  botmd  i 
■  We  vowed  to  brave  all  kinds  of ' 
And  fight  the  many  storms  of  life — 
I  lie  as  husband,  and  I  as  wifeu 

Bright  was  the  dew  upon  the  grsas. 

Green  were  the  mosses  on  the  wall. 
And  not  a  bird  was  seen  to  pass— 

The  whippoorwill  had  ceased  his  call. 
It  was  to  us  an  Eden  fair, 

A  place  we  never  shall  forget — 
The  rose  I  nestled  in  his  hair 

I  seem  to  think  is  bloomiag  y«L 

Though  years  have  passed  away  ainoe  ttflB, 

And  time,  no  doubt,  has  chaaged  mu  lit«^ 
He's  been  the  very  betit  of  mefl. 

And  I  to  him  the  best  of  wives. 
We  oft  look  back  on  days  of  y<ne, 

And  wish  that  we  were  raaHfl  M)ii^ 
That  we  might  lire  the  Iffb  ottM'dbiS^ 

Th«t  new  knew  the  slig^iSiit  pailL 
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THE    SJNCERS'    JOVRnrAI.. 


Hie  way  of  the  World. 

Oopyrlgbt   187},  bj  I  H  Hardiog. 

Words  \>7  Jolly  Maab.  Mosic  by  T.  S.  Bllorr. 

Tb«  MmIc  c>u  b*  obUlned  ofK.  H.  Harding,  Mo.  220 

Bowary,  Naw-Tork.  Price  10  eaota. 


Pre  seen  a  great  deal  of  the  world  in  my  time, 

I've  mixed  with  the  grave  and  the  gay, 
And  I've  noted  the  ways  of  the  poor,  and  the  piood. 

As  I've  journeyed  thro'  life's  rugged  way  ; 
Pre  seen  a  good  man,  at  a  turn  of  the  wheel. 

By  dame  fortune  to  poverty  hurled, 
And  I  have  seen  thoee  he  fedin  hisproeperoiudayB, 

FasB  him  by— that's  the  way  of  the  world. 

Cbobus. 

Oh  yee !  it's  the  way  of  the  world,  my  boys. 

It's  the  way  of  the  world,  you  see  : 
Oh  yee !  it's  the  way  of  the  world,  my  boys, 

But  it  is  not  the  way  with  me. 

It's  the  way  of  the  world  to  lavish  its  wealth 

On  those  who  don't  need  it,  we  find  : 
To  smile  at  the  follien  of  those  that  are  rich. 

And  to  their  misdoings  be  blind  ; 
Should  poverty  err,  it  is  quite  the  reverse  : 

The  smiles  are  all  changed  into  frowns  ; 
Your  conduct  will  always  be  judged  by  your  purse. 

You  will  find,  in  the  world's  upe  and  downs. 

Oh  yes  !  it's  the  way,  Ac. 

It's  the  way  of  the  world  to  envy  the  man 

Who  b}'  his  exertions  may  rise. 
And  cant  about  luck,  if  he  who  have  pinck, 

Succeed  in  the  things  that  he  tries  ; 
Some  people  make  mischief  the  nile  of  their  liTe* — 

Keep  the  banner  of  discord  unfurled — 
Make  tools  of  the  weak  to  gain  their  own  ends. 

As  they  wriggle  their  way  through  the  world. 

Oh  yes  !  it's  the  way,  Ac 

It's  the  way  of  a  few  in  the  world,  I  observe, 

To  frown  upon  all  who  are  gay. 
And  pull  a  long  face  when  innocent  mirth 

Would  chase  the  dull  moment  away  ; 
I  have  learnt  some  guotl  lessons  by  what  I  have  seen — 

It  is  better  to  laugh  than  to  cry- 
That  much  good  is  mixed  with  the  bad  in  the  world. 

Ana  each  on  himself  should  rely.  , 

Chobcs. 
Fve  shown  yon  the  ways  of  the  world,  my  boys. 

The  ways  of  the  world,  jou  see  ; 
Take  the  good  with  the  bad,  together,  my  boys^ 

That  is  the  way  with  me. 


Where  the  Water  Lilies  Qrow. 

Mnaic  by  Artbor  Farcy. 

/haViuIeortblaaoxK  iipnbllabad  i>v  Wm.  A.  PoaAkOo, 

M7  Biuadaay.  M.  T. 


"Twas  in  the  pleasant  summer  time, 

I  met  him  all  by  chance. 
The  robins  saug  their  sweetest  rhyme^ 

And  loviug  was  his  glance  ; 
W«  waod«red  mid  the  blooming  flowers. 

He  called  me  sweet  and  fair. 
The  queeu  of  all  the  sunny  bowers; 

The  brightest  rose-bud  there. 

Spoken  :    Oh  !    he  was  charming— such  a  de- 
ligLtful  little  fellow  !    I  never  can  forget— 

Choras  :  When  we  met  there  by  the  river. 
In  the  sunlight's  merry  glow  ; 
For.  my  heart  Le  won  for  ever, 

Where  the  pretty  little  water  lilies  grow. 

I  dream  of  him  where'er  I  go, 

I  never  can  forget 
Those  eyes  that  shone  with  sparkling  glow. 

The  day  when  fin>t  we  met ; 
The  lilies  all  w^U  fade  and  die^ 

The  birds  will  fly  away, 
W*  can't  forget,  nor  he  nor  I, 

The  love  we  told  that  day. 

flpokea:  No!  For,  he  begged  me  jnst  to  whisper 
the  tittle  "Tes."     .  When  we  met,  ftc. 


Why  is  a  railway  train  in  motion  a  safe  place  in 
a  thnnder  storm  T— Becaoae  it  is  famished  with  a 
oondsotor. 


The  Cot  upon  the  Hill. 

Compoaad  by  Frank  Lavarnla.    PnblUhad  by 
Konkal  Bros..  St  Loaia. 


•  Tis  years  since  I  left  my  home,    .  ,  - 

The  one  I  loved  so  dear. 
Where  in  my  youth  kind  parents  lired 

My  weary  heart  to  cheer  : 
Now  all  those  days  are  passed  and  gone. 

And  I  am  from  them  still. 
But  while  I  live  I'll  not  forget 

The  cot  upon  the  hill. 
Chorus  :    The  cot  upon  the  hill. 

Where  friends  are  living  still ; 
That  pleasant  little  love-birth  place. 

The  cot  upon  the  hill. 
That  pleasant  little  love-birth  place, 
The  cot  upon  the  hilL 

Twas  in  that  cosey  little  cot 

I  passed  my  younger  days. 
With  friends  and  others  always  by, 

To  cheer  my  childish  ways  ;  , 

But  now  that  I  am  far  away, 

I  often  wonder  still 
If  those  kind  friends  would  welcome  me 


The  Last  Link  is  Broken. 


To  the  cot  upon  the  hill. 


Chorus. 


^»e>-' 


Every  Home  has  Lost  a  Darling. 


Words  by  Oeorge.  Cooper 


Moslc  by  Krnast  Laslio 


One  by  one,  they  wander  from  us. 

And  we  linger,  'mid  our  tears  ; 
But  their  sweet  and  loving  mem'ries 

Blossom  thro'  the  lonely  years. 
Oh  !  the  yearning  hearts  around  us. 
Oh  I  the  footsteps  heard  no  more  I 
Every  home  has  lost  a  darling — 

Some  dear  loved  one  gone  before. 
Chorus  :    They  are  waiting  o'er  the  river. 

Where  the  strife  and  pain  are  o'er : 
Every  home  has  lost  a  darling. 
Some  dear  loved  one  gone  before. 

Day  by  day,  we  miss  their  faces. 

And  we  wuuder  on  alone  ; 
But  we  know  each  fleeting  moment 

Brings  us  nearer  to  our  own. 
Oh !  the  bliss  to  meet  our  loved  ones. 

Once  i.gaiu,  on  yonder  shore  ! 
Every  home  shall  find  its  darling — 

Sweet,  sweet  darling  gone  b>efore.      Choms. 


The  last  link  is  broken  that  bound  me  to  thee, 
And  the  words  thou  hast  spoken  has  rendered  me  free — 
That  bright  glance  misleAding  on  others  may  shine  : 
Those  eyes  smiled  unheeding  when  tears 

streamed  from  mine. 

Chorus. 

I  have  not  loved  lightly,  HI  think  on  thee  yet, 
I'll  pray  for  thee  nightly  till  life'rs  sun  has  set 

If  my  love  was  deemed  boldness,  the  sorrow  is  o'er  : 
I've  witnessed  thy  coldness,  I  prize  thee  no  more  ; 
The  heart  thou  hast  broken  once  doted  on  thee — 
And  the  words  I  have  spoken  proved  sorrow  to  me. 
I  have  not  loved  lightly,  &c. 

Oh  !  badst  thou  then  treasured  my  words  siioken  free, 
Thou  could'ht  not  have  measured  my  owu  love  to  thee  : 
But,  oh  !  thou  hast  sorrowed  the  heart  that  was  thine, 
I'U  return  to  thee,  borrowed,  the  one  I  thought  mine. 
I  have  not  loved  lightly,  &c. 


Gold,  Gold.  Gold ! 

CoupoaedbyO.  W.  Hnnt-Sang  by  Tony  Piator. 

The  Mnsle  of  tlila  anns  cm  be  obtained  of  E  H.  Hardiqg, 

No  229  Bowery    opposite  Prince  Street   N«w-Tork— 

Elegaut  Fall  Music  Size  Bbeet  for  10  cauta. 


Down  the  Beautifiil  River  of  Time. 


love, 


Down  the  beautiful  river  of  time,  love. 

We  are  gliding  along  with  the  tide. 
While  the  wavelets  in  musical  rhyme. 
Softly  murmur  as  onward  we  glide. 
We  are  seeking  that  far-away  shore, 
Where  all  the  good  and  the  best 
Are  watching  for  us  evermore. 

By  the  shores  in  the  sweet  isle  of  rest 
Chorus  :    Down  the  beautiful  river  of  time,  love, 
We  are  gliding  along  with  the  tide. 
While  the  wavelets  in  musical  rhyme,  love. 
Softly  murmur  as  ouward  we  glide. 

Down  the  beautifiil  river  of  time,  love, 

There  are  spleudom  our  thoughts  to  allure  ; 
But  we  seek  for  a  happier  clime,  love. 

Where  pleasure  will  ever  endure. 
Let  us  do  what  we  can,  then,  to  teach 

Each  other  the  things  that  are  best. 
And  strive,  vm  we  jouruey,  to  reach 

That  home  in  the  sweet  isle  of  rest        Choms. 


My  Dolly  waa  the  Fairest  Thing. 

My  Dolly  was  the  fairest  thing  : 

Her  breath  disclosed  the  sweets  of  spring  ; 

And  if  for  summer  yon  would  seek, 

Twas  painted  in  her  eye,  her  cheek. 

Her  swelling  bosom,  tempting  ripe, 

Of  fruitful  Autumn  was  the  type  ; 

But  when  the  tender  tale  I  told. 

I  found  her  heart  was  winter  ooli.        ^ 


We  often  read  of  the  power 
Of  princes  and  of  kings. 
Who,  stripped  of  all  their  grandeur. 

Are  but  poor  mortal  things  ; 
But  there's  a  power  stronger. 

Which  lasts  for  time  untold. 
To  which  all  men  must  bow,  and  that's 
The  bright,  bright  Gold. 
Chorus  :    Gold,  Gold,  Gold  !  I  love  to  hear  it  jingle. 
Gold,  Gold,  Gold!  its  power  is  untold '. 
We  men  strive  hard  to  store  it. 
And  woman  she'll  adore  it ; 
The  best  friend  that  a  nuMi  can  have  is 
Gold,  Gold,  Gold! 

The  man  that's  minus  money, 

The  world  will  call  a  flat  1 
And  pass  him  by,  but  if  he's  rich. 

Will  gaily  raise  its  hat ; 
It  sneers  at  the  unlucky. 

But  smiles  on  he  who  wins. 
And  gold  will  gloss  and  cover 

Quite  a  multitude  of  sins.  Chonis. 

The  maid,  both  plain  and  ancient 

ApiiearsH  perfect  "sweet" 
If  rich     her  gold  magnetic  dmws 

"  Fond  "  lovers  to  her  feet ; 
Some  say  this  Gold's  a  curse,  and  that 

It  causes  strife  and  pride. 
But  we  know  it  is  a  blessing. 


When  it's  projierly  applied. 

Love  and  content  in  a  cottage, 
I've  heard  of,  so  have  you. 

But  I  fenr  that  kind  of  bliss 
Is  only  experienced  by  few  : 

When  trouble  comes  unto  the  door. 
Love  flies,  or  else  grows  cold. 

And  the  onlv  thing  to  warm  it  up  is 

Gold,  Gold,' Gold  I 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Little  Rosebud. 


Wcrdi  by  Dexter  flmith  Music  l>»  W.  H    Broekway 

For  sale  by  Win   A.  Pond  kCn    H'l  Drosdway. 


Little  rosebud,  are  you  lonely. 

Now  I  om  so  far  away  ? 
For,  of  j'ou  I'm  thiuking  only. 

As  I  ever  sadly  stray  ; 
Since  from  you  I  sweetly  parted. 

Earth  has  no  delights  forme. 
And  I  wander  heavy  hearted 

O'er  the  laud,  and  o'er  the  sea. 

Little  rosebud,  I  am  coming 

Home  to  see  you  once  again  ; 
For.  I'm  weary  now  of  roaming. 

Drifting  o'er  the  stormv  main  ; 
Will  yon  welcome  home  the  ranger 

To  the  sunshine  of  your  smile? 
Then  will  sadness  be  a  stranger. 

And  hfe's  sweetest  jo3r8  begnila. 


Choms. 


Choms. 


THE    SINGERS'    JOITBIVAI.. 


lOd 


Van  Dieman's  Land. 

Sang  by  Wm.  M^or. 


Come  all  70a  lads  of  leaming  and  rambling 

boys,  beware, 
Whenever  ydti  go  a  banting,  bring  your 

dogs,  gnn  and  snare  : 
For  those  lofty  hills  and  valleys  we  have 

at  our  command, 
Not  thinking  of  the  last  fiirewell  going  to 

Von  Dieman's  Land. 

There  were  three  men  from  Galway  town, 

Martin,  Luke,  and  James, 

They  were  three  loyal  comrades  their 

countrymen  they  formed. 

And  it's  there  they  were  transported  by 

the  keejiers  of  the  strand, 

And  for  seven  long  years  transported,  going 

i       -  to  Van  Dieman's  Land. 

We  had  a  tme-love  on  board  the  ship, 

Jane  Murphy  was  her  name  ; 
And  there  she  was  transported  for  carrying 

on  the  game. 
The  captain  fell  in  love  with  her,  and 

married  her  out  of  hand  ; 
Oh !  she  gave  us  the  best  of  treatment, 

going  to  Van  Dieman's  Land. 

This  land  in  port  we  went  to.  was  on  a  foreign  shore, 
The  negroes  they  sxirrounded  us,  about  five 

hundred  score  ; 
They  yoked  ns  like  horses,  and  sold  ns  out  of  hand. 
They  yoked  us  to  a  trace,  bravely,  to  plough 

on  Van  Dieman's  Land. 

The  houses  they  built  for  us,  were  made 

of  mud  and  clay, 
The  beds  we  had  to  lie  upon,  was  made  of  rotten  hay. 
Oh !  rotten  hay  for  beds,  my  bo3's,  and 

slumber  if  yon  can  ; 
Sure,  they  gave  us  the  worst  of  treatment, 

all  in  Van  Dieman's  Land. 

One  night,  as  I  lay  down  to  sleep,  %  'had  a 

pleasant  dream, 
I  dreamed  that  I  was  in  old  L-eland,  down 

by  a  purling  stream  ; 
I  dreamed  I  was  in  old  Ireland,  my  true-love 

at  my  command : 
But  when  I  awoke  my  heart  was  broke, 

all  in  Van  Dieman's  Land. 

j.-.  . ^.^ r 

Mother,  Bear  me  to  the  Window. 

Mother,  bear  me  to  the  window. 
Now  the  birds  begin  to  sing  : 
Let  me  onee  more  hear  their  music 
And  inhale  the  breath  of  Spring ; 
For,  I  know  the  time  is  coming — 

Feel  that  it  will  not  be  long  1 

When  the  joyous  little  minstrels  ' 

Cannot  wake  me  with  their  song. 
Chorus  :    Hark  !  'tis  the  Angels'  whispering 
Waits  to  waft  her  spirit  home — 
Never  more  among  the  flowers 
W^ill  our  darling  Nelly  roam. 


V-- 


Mother,  bear  me  to  the  window. 

Now  the  rose  begins  to  bloom  : 
For,  I  love  to  see  them  thriving, 

And  to  breathe  their  sweet  perfume  : 
And  I  long  to  see  the  lilies 

Once  more  growing  round  my  home, 
Although  never  more  among  them 

Will  your  darling  Nelly  roam.  Choms. 

Mother,  dear,  I'm  growing  weary, 

Lay  me  down  upon  the  bed  : 
Farewell,  song-birds!  farewell,  flowers  1 

Sing  and  bloom  when  I  am  dead — 
Dearest  Mother,  you  are  weeping—  . 

Do  not  weep,  it  gives  me  pain  :  y 

For,  a  something  sweetly  whispers — 

We  but  part  to  meet  again.  Chorus. 


When  is  a  thirf  like  a  eeainstreBB?— When  he 
cuts  and  rone. 


Married  at  Last 

Thamniloofttalt  toDseanbAobUiiiedof  K.  H.  Hording, 

Mo  229  Bowerr,   oppoalta  Prlnoe  Street   New-Tork— 

Elegaut  Fall  Mailc  Sixe  Sbeet  for  10  cent*. 


When  I  was  alone,  and  aged  sixty-three, 

I  thought  that  I  would  marry  : 
So  I  fell  in  love  with  a  pretty  little  girl,         K 

Her  christian  name  was  Clarry. 
I  wished  to  be  wed,  if  we  could  agree. 

So  1  asked  her  if  shed  have  me. 
When  she  answered  me  with  accents  firee— :,   .  v' 

That  seventeen  is  yowaa  to  marry. 

Spoken:    Now  I  consider /ler  lost    Letting  yonth 
hinder  her  joining  wealth  aud  beauty. 
.;■/ .  ■/.■,:";\.,:CH0Br8.    -'v^ ';:-    ■-,:■       V  '•■.-• 

With  a  blnsh  and  a  smile  I'd  hy  to  begtule 
The  eyes  that  at  me  were  glancing  : 

'Tis  hard  to  be  refused  when  a  poor  lover  sues 
And  the  girls  they  are  so  entrancing. 

I  waited  a  month,  then  made  up  my  mind 

That  single  I'd  no  longer  tarry  : 
The  question  then  to  a  lady  fair  I  popped, 

But  me  she  declined  to  marry. 
Marriage,  you  see,  was  not  yet  my  bliss. 

These  pretty  little  doves  wouldn't  have  me  s 
I  could  not  live  in  the  world  like  that. 

The  thought  of  it  I'm  sure  would  kill  me. 

Spoken  :  It  was  really  provoking,  a  smart,  dash* 
ing  fellow  like  your  humble  servant,  not  able  to  capti- 
vate the  affections  of  a  youthful  charmer  :  I'm  sure 
that—  With  a  blush,  4c. 

I  next  made  an  offer  to  dear  Mrs.  Brown, 

The  widow  of  a  gent  I  knew. 
But  she  turned  up  her  nose,  as  the  saying  goes, 

And  like  a  cat  at  me  she  flew. 
So  I  tried  hard,  you  see,  and  I  tried  in  vain. 

Not  one  could  I  get  to  have  me  : 
They  all  refused,  which  to  me  was  so  unkind. 

Oh,  my !  how  my  heart  did  ache  for  Clarry  ! 

Spoken :  Yes,  my  thoughts  were  always  with 
little  Clarry— Ah,  dear  I  the  impression  of  first  love  on 
the  heart  is  like  a  bad  character— lasting. 

With  a  blush,  &c 

A  year  after  that  I  thought  rd  try  again, 

No  longer  I'd  stay  to  bandy  : 
An  offer  I  made  then  to  my  great  fat  cook, 

And  proud  was  she  to  have  me. 
A  month  had  elapsed  when  I  made  her  my  wife. 

With  love  I  could  no  longer  parry  ; 
♦'  A  bird  in  the  hand's  worth  two  in  the  bush," 

So  I  found  some  one  at  last  to  marry. 

Spoken :  Yes,  married  at  last,  and  for  certain 
rooked — If  I'm  not  blessed  with  qxudiiy,  I  am  with 
qnaniiiy—th&t'B  a  consolation  ;  it  would  he  a  difficult 
task  for  a  poet  to  describe  her  figure,  no  taper  waist, 
no  jet  black  eyes,  no  pearly  teeth,  oh,  dear,  no  !— 
well—  :■:■'  ■■:  \.        With  a  blush,  4c. 


^  ■»»  *■ 


Call  Me  YoTir  Darling  Again. 

Ah !  call  me  your  darling  again. 

In  tones  that  are  tender  and  tme. 
And  say  that  you're  loving  me  still. 
And  tell  me  I'm  dearest  to  you  : 
I  care  not  for  days  full  of  sorrow. 

If  ever  you're  true,  love,  tome —  .  /■ 

And  hope  for  a  brighter  to-morrow. 
When  I  shall  be  dearest  to  thee. 
Choms  :  Call  me  your  darling,  call  me  your  darling. 
And  don't  be  angry  any  more  : 
Oh !  call  me  your  dailing  again. 
And  say  that  Tm  dearest  to  you— 
Call  me  your  darling  again. 

iOh !  call  me  your  darling  again,    . ., 

And  now  let  us  banish  the  past, 
Fve  prayed  for  our  meeting  again. 

And  now  I  am  happy  at  last — 
Oh !  tell  me  you'll  never  forget  m^ 

While  pressing  me  close  to  your  heart — 
Oh  !  kiss  me  and  call  me  your  d&rliog. 
And  say  never  more  shall  we  part ! 

(}f.\]  me  yonr  <*•'<<"£[,  ac 


Ti  Down  Tour  Yeit. 
Bj  Billy  KortlMd. 

Did  yon  ever  hang  out  in  a  liqnor-aaloQof 
I  own  that  I  did— I'm  a  foolish  gossoon — 
Though  I  knew  it  not  then.  I  found  it  oot  aoon. 

For  a  party  I  met  there  by  night  tad  bj  day. 
Whenever  into  that  saloon  I  womd  go, 
I  would  meet  with  that  crowd,  that  md  lead  me  on  n^ 
They'd  stand  and  they'd  drink  till  the  daylic^t 

would  gknr. 

And  whenever  I  entered  the  place  they  would  wty  : 

Cbobus. 


"  Pull  down  yoor  vest :  say,  pull  down  yonr  • 
SUug  up  your  bat,  now,  the  same  as  the  rest ; 
We  always  have  thought  you  as  good  as  the  bcal^ 
So  don't  you  go  shy  now,  but  pull  down  yoor  Teat" 

This  "  Pull  do\ni  your  vest,"  I  did  soon  onderstaitd, 
Vfem  a  modest  iieqnest  to  treat  all  on  baud. 
Which  I  foolishly  did,  aud  thought  it  bo  grand. 

That  I  joiued  in,  and  soon  became  one  of  the  orow^ 
And  then  with  the  rent  at  the  bar  I  would  drink. 
And  smoke  bad  cigars  till  I  scarcely  could  think. 
And  if  any  one  entered  at  each  other  we'd  wink. 

Then  we  all  would  yell  at  him  noisy  and  load  : 
Pull  down  your  vest,  4o. 

I  could  nee  that  my  money  was  leaving  me  tut, : 
I  found  that  my  strength  at  tliat  rate  oooldnt ' 
And  I  thought  of  the  health  I  enjoyed  in  the 

So  concluded  carousinp;  to  stop  I  would  try  ;  I 

And  when  my  stamra  with  them  no  more  | 

I  fonnd  that  the  "  gang  "  one  by  one  did  "  ihj  "  wm\\ 
I  wasn't  the  "  Solid  Man  "  I  used  to  be, 
For  to  this  invitation  I  wouldn't  reply  : 

Pull  down  your  Teat,  Ao. 

But  all  these  sad  ways  I  wisely  gave  o'er. 

And  I  hope  that  to  them  I  shall  go  back  no  moi*  ; 

For  Fve  been  taught  a  lesson  I  ne'er  knew  befora. 

But  experience's  teaching,  they  say,  is  the  beat 
Be  advised — in  those  places  now  don't  yonhanffoot— 
Take  a  drink  with  yourself  or  a  friend,  and  walk  oat) 
Or  you  will  be  braced  by  those  who're  about,  j 

For  they'll  "strike  "  you,  though  they  may 

be  filled  to  the  chest— 
So  pull  down  your  vest,  4a. 


I'U  Speak  to  Thee. 


WordfbyFrtnk  Aihlelgh  Unalc  by  8.  B.  tptak. 

The  Moilc  cut  be  obt*ined  of  B.  T.  Peacock.  296 Qnad 


StreeK.j  New  York. 


Price  liMiita. 


Do  not  repine,  darling,  I  pray, 

Thy  love  divine,  once  cold,  to-day 

Is  as  of  yore  thine  own  to  be  : 

My  heart  is  sore— I'll  speak  to  thee — 

Now  do  I  kneel  down  at  thy  feet, 

Couldst  thou  but  feel  my  poor  heart  beat 

Oh  !  then  thou  wouldst  be  ever  as  jret,  I 

And  one  oofold  see  hearts  can  forget  | 

i  I  Cbobus.  i 

m  speak  to  thee,  thy  heart  is  heard. 
It  shall  not  break  for  that  poor  word  : 
My  soul  inxparta  its  love  to  be  j 

Sacred  to  heart  -  I'll  speak  to  thee. 

One  form  to  be  ever  in  sight,  i 

Dear,  dear  to  me,  both  day  and  ni^t, 

I  was  content  ever  to  dwell,  | 

My  soul  was  lent  in  mystic  spell : 

But  I  grew  cold  as  years  rolled  on, 

A  tale  was  told,  I  was  forlorn  : 

Oh !  imknown  to  thee  I  was  held  £ut — 

And  once  more  free,  I'm  thine  at  last 

I'U  speak  to  tbea,  Ae. 


My  Tean,  Alai! 


My  tears— alas  !  I  cannot  speak  !— 
Must  thank  this  goddess,  sore  divioa 

For  had  I  words— words  are  too  weak. 
Too  poor  to  vent  such  thoughts  i 

The  sun,  in  its  meridian  hm(^t 
Will  gmCitade  like  this  inepira  : 

Whose  kindly  heat  and  pierang  light 
We  woadar  at,  and  we  admin. 
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TIIC:    SIJVOERS'    JeURMAL.. 


Julian  Fenton. 


A  briffht  winter's  day  wtw  Rbining  oyer  New 
York.  The  air  was  cold,  sparkliup,  and  exhilarat- 
ing. The  sky  was  of  that  intense  blue  seen  only  in 
America  and  Italy. 

The  Rreat  steamsbip  St.  Lanrent,  eastward 
bound,  and.  to  sail  in  a  lew  hours  for  Europe,  lay  at 
her  wharf,  with  the  steam  already  whizzing  from 
her  waste-pip<»,  and  her  screw  now  and  then  re- 
volr.ug  with  a  f^iu^ie.  sullen  throb,  that  sent  the 
waters  whirling  and  churning  into  snowy  foiim  far 
astern. 

A  well-favored  pentleroan,  of  near  tbe  middle 
age,  perhaps  thirty-eifjht,  ami  decid»'dly  handsome, 
stood  on  her  deck,  with  hands  plnnj,'ed  into  the 
pockets  of  his  overci>at,  and  a  cigar  between  his 
lips,  Burveyin!»  tlie  busy  scene. 

Business  of  inijxirtance,  connected  with  the  firm 
of  which  be  \va.s  a  mi'iiibt-r,  onlU'd  Julian  Fenton 
abroad  ;  but  be  yielded  to  the  neces-sity  of  a  winter 
voyage  with  anything  but  a  f;ood  f,'mce. 

Meanwhile  the  bustle  on  the  wlmrf  and  at  the 
gangway  incrcast'd.  Pdrtt-rs  were  hurrying  on 
board  with  Iriuiks  iind  parcels,  and  the  friends  of 
the  depirtiug  tnivclUTs  wire  wiying  good-bye,  and 
hastening  on  shore  ;  tiie  newsjwiptr  and  magazine 
vendon  were  making  a  last  etturt  to  dispose  of 
their  wares  ;  and  oniiige-woin«'n  were  oflfering,  in  a 
frenzied  way,  nuliniited  fruit  lor  nominal  sums. 

In  the  mid.st  of  all  this,  an  elegant  private  car- 
riage, with  tbe  inevitid)le  Kttanier-<>hair  and  roll  of 
rags  that  mark  a  practise<l  voyiiger,  drove  hurriedly 
np  to  the  foot  of  the  gangway  luilder. 

Only  two  persons  desci-u<led  from  the  carriage — 
one,  a  tall  and  Rtylish-looking  man,  and  the  other  a 
lady. 

The  features  of  the  latter  conld  not  be  seen,  as  a 
heavy  veil  of  thickly-worked  black  lace  was  drawn 
closely  over  her  features.  But  her  slender,  ekstic 
figure,  in  its  close-fittiug.  fur-Umkred  polomiise, 
was  a  m<vlel  of  grace  antl  symmetry  ;  and  the  foot 
and  ankle  which  she  disi)layed  in  moinitiug  tlje 
gangway  ladder  wt  re  so  jierfect  that  Fenton  ut- 
tered an  ejaculation  ol  surprise  and  admiration. 

Mr.  Fenton  lost  no  time  m  following  this  dainty 
Tisiou  to  the  cabin,  where  he  found  her  surrounded 
by  friend.s  who  were  uttering  their  last  messages 
and  adieux  in  a  chorus  of  confused  and  eager  voices. 

She  had  mianwhil>»  thrown  back  her  veil,  and  re- 
vealed a  verj'  lovely  face,  with  large,  soft,  gray 
eyes,  though  the  latter  were  now  somewhat  dis- 
figured and  swollen  with  weeping.  She  was  re- 
fined, high-bred,  intellectual-looking,  with  deli- 
cately-ctit  and  mobile  features,  which  at  first  im- 
presmd  Julian  Fenton  with  the  idea  that  he  had 
seen  the  face  somewhere  or  other  Wfore,  but  which, 
on  more  proloDge<l  exauiiuation,  he  decided  to  be 
wholly  unknown  to  him. 

At  this  moment,  the  gentleman  who  had  accom- 
panied the  fiiir  traveller  on  board,  looked  round, 
caught  sight  of  Mr.  Fenton,  and,  after  a  whis- 
pered colloquy  of  some  moments  with  his  com- 
panion, disenga;4ed  himself  from  the  group,  and 
came  towards  Julian,  who  was  leaning  agsiinst  the 
doorway. 

"Mr.  Fenton,  I  believe?"  be  said,  raising  his  hat 
M  he  spoke, 

"That  is  my  name,  sir." 

"Allow  me"  to  introduce  myself.  I  am  Mr. 
James  Castlemaine,  of  the  firm  of  Castlemaine  and 
Ca,  bankers." 

"  Ah  !  yes,  I  know,"  s-nid  Julian  Fenton,  blandly, 
offering  his  hand. 

"This  lady,  the  widow  of  my  late  brother,  is 
about  to  proceed  to  Paris,"  continued  the  other, 
bowing  again,  "  and  she  is  without  an  escort.  May 
I  trouble  you  to  look  after  her  a  little  on  the  voj-- 
age  ?  She  has  no  friends  on  board  ;  but  her  aunt 
is  to  meet  her  at  Brest  ;  s«)  that  your  charge  will 
not  be  a  very  long  nor  a  very  onerous  one." 

"The  latter  it  could  not  be,"  tbou<,'ht  Julian 
Fenton,  as  he  was  taken  up  to  be  presented  to  Mrs. 
Cbstlemaiue. 

There  was  something  in  her  style  of  beatity.  at 
opce  matured,  refined,  and  intellectual.  th\tmiited 
his  fastidious  tastes,  and  he  began  t>  think  that 
his  voyage  would  not  be  such  a  bad  thing,  after  alL 
The  lady  gave  him  a  speaking  glance,  from  her 
dark-fritiged.  lustrous  orbs,  and  laid  in  his  palm  an 
exqnisitely-gloved  hand,  tlmt  in  delicacy  and  sym- 
UMti;  matched  the  perfect  foot  he  had  before  noticed. 


Just  at  that  moment  the  List  bell  sounded  :  the 
lost  farewells  and  embraces  were  hurriedly  given 
and  returned  ;  those  shoreward-bound  retired ; 
while  the  steam  passengers  ruslied  on  deck  to  take 
a  last  look  at  their  liieudi>,  and  the  sunny  shores 
of  their  native  laud. 

It  is  always  a  solemn  luomeut,  no  matter  for  how 
brief  a  time  the  outwar(l-V)ounil  traveller  is  going, 
when  the  great  Cjibles  that  hold  tiie  steamship  to 
the  wharf  are  cast  off,  and  thus  the  last  visible  link 
that  unites  the  traveler  with  home  is  severed. 

Then  the  mighty  vessel  trembles  from  stem  to 
stem  with  the  strong  throb  of  the  engineN,  the 
screw  dashes  the  water  into  foam,  the  ship  glides 
onward,  the  shore  receiis,  and  the  voyage  is  fairly 
begun. 

Mrs.  Castlemaiu  did  not  come  to  dinner  tbit 
day;  the  emotion  of  parting,  and  jxissibly  the 
first  heavy  swell  of  the  o<'ean,  having  induce<l  her 
to  remain  quietly  in  her  state-room. 

But,  as  the  next  day  was  mild  and  pleasant,  she 
maiie  her  appearance  at  breakfast  in  a  dark  gray 
travelling-dress,  trinmied  with  f\ir,  with  a  cixjuet- 
tish  little  hood  to  match,  both  of  which  were  ex- 
ceedingly becoming,  the  long,  tight  polonaise  of  the 
former  showing  off  to  advantage  her  lithe,  elegant, 
and  graceful  form. 

"  I  am  glad  to  8t«  you  able  to  come  to  the  table, 
Mrs.  Castlemaine,"  said  Julian  Fenton,  assisting 
her  to  place  herself  comfortably  on  the  long,  nar- 
row sofa.  "Now  M"lmt  shall  I  order  for  your  break- 
fast ?" 

While  her  meal  was  l)eiug  i)reparcd,  Mra. 
Castlemaine  chatted  with  Julian,  or  talked  to  the 
captain  in  the  purest  of  French,  and  with  the  most 
perfect  Parisian  accent. 

How  lovely  she  looked  under  the  influence  of 
conversation  or  excitement ! 

That  bright,  animated  coimtenance  was  still  a 
per{)lexify  to  Jlr.  Fenton,  so  confident  did  he  feel 
at  times  that  he  Imd  seen  it  somewhere  else  ;  and 
yet  he  was  fully  j>ersuade<l  that  he  had  never  Iw'fore 
met  with  so  charming  a  woman,  and  one  so  entirely 
to  his  tjistes. 

Above  all  tbintpbe  adored  stylo  and  piquancy  in 
ft  woman  ;  and  Mrs.  Castlemaine,  to  use  a  much- 
abused  word,  was  "stylish,"  from  the  dark  braids 
crowning  her  shapi'ly  head,  down  to  the  tips  of  her 
dainty  French  kid  Imltiurs. 

Then,  too,  every  line  alxait  her  breathed  of  grace 
and  elegance.  The  tall,  shajK-ly  form  :  the  slender, 
white  hands  ;  the  long,  hij)ering  fmit  ;  the  dainty 
head,  so  gracefully  poised  on  the  graceful  throat 
and  sloping  shoulders. 

The  breakfast  was  succeeded  by  a  pronieuade  on 
the  deck,  where  the  skies,  and  the  waves,  and  the 
sea-gulls  were  all  discussed  ;  and  that  ali-ab.sorbiug 
question  at  sea,  the  probabilitii-s  of  tiiir  wiii<ls  and 
favorable  weather,  or  the  reverse,  was  duly  de- 
bated ;  and  at  the  close  of  it  the  two  promenaders 
had  reached  a  degree  of  intimacy  which  a  mouth's 
acqiwintanceship  on  land,  nmler  ordinary  circum- 
stances, could  scarcely  have  occasioned. 

Then  Mrs.  Castlemaine's  sea-chair  was  brought 
up,  and  the  lady  was  ensccmced  in  it,  so  "wrapped, 
and  lapp<'d,  and  cozily  hapjjed  "  in  furs,  and  shawls 
and  carriage-rugK,  that  she  looked  a  very  jxxjtical 
version  of  an  Esquimaux  belle. 

Mr.  Fenton  placed  himselfon  a  l)ench  beside  her, 
and  a  merry  conversation  alx>nt  New  York  and 
Paris,  and  society  in  these  two  cities,  ensued,  in 
the  course  of  which  they  discovereil  that  they  pos- 
Bes.sed  so  many  friends  in  common,  and  found  so 
many  topics  of  mtitual  interest  to  talk  over,  that 
the  lunch-hour  came  and  passed  unhe«  dcd,  and  it 
was  not  till  the  gathering  shadows,  tw  well  as  their 
sea-sharpened  ai  ])etites,  told  of  the  approach  of 
diuner-tmie,  tluit  they  separated,  only  to  meet 
again  at  the  tablo,  and  to  be  more  plaesed  with  each 
other  than  even  in  the  morning. 

The  first  day  proved  to  lie  but  a  siimple  of  the 
rest.  The  weather  was  as  mild  as  midsummer. 
Mra.  Castlemaine  appeared  daily  at  t'iimer  and  on 
deck  in  the  most  bewitching  of  travelling  cnstntnes. 
But  Mr.  Fenton  was  not  permitted  to  monopolize 
her  society,  accrf  dited  escort  though  he  waa 

A  Spanish  gentleman.  Senor  Travera.  suc- 
cumbed at  once  to  her  charms  ;  and  there  was  a 
Frenchman  on  Irmrd,  the  Baron  de  Kerra.<!ec.  the 
head  of  an  old  Breton  and  Lcgiti^jist  family,  who 
lost  uo  time  in  trying  to  get  np  what  his  couiitry- 
man   call  vne  flbiation  AmericaiM  (an   American 


flirtation). 

Mrs.  Castlemaine,  as  she  told  Mr.  Fentqp,  had 
passed  nearly  all  her  married  life  abroad,  with  her 
husband,  who  was  a  confirmed  invalid  ;  and  sha 
B^xtke  both  French  and  Spanish  with  equal  fluency, 
so  that  she  was  enabled  to  reply  with  ease  to  the 
compliments  and  cuuveiaation  of  her  two  foreign 
admirers. 

It  was  a  mar^•el  to  see  how  perfectly  she  ma- 
naged to  retain  these  admirers  in  a  good  hnmor 
with  each  other,  as  well  as  with  her  bewitching 
self.  She  was  as  adroit  in  her  way  as  is  the 
juggler,  who  contrives  to  keep  a  half-dozen  balls 
in  motion  in  the  air  at  one  time,  without  ever 
letting  them  strike  against  each  other,  or  permit- 
ing  one  of  them  to  fiill  to  the  ground. 

But  if  any  amongst  them  could  lay  claim  to  a 
shad.  >w  of  preiereuce,  that  shade  was  certainly  ac- 
corded to  Julian  Fenton.  It  was  on  his  arm  she 
leant  while  ascending  or  descending  the  slippery 
staircase  that  led  from  the  bulwarks  to  the  upper 
deck  ;  he  wiis  her  next-door  neighbor  at  meals  ; 
and  if  her  delicate  hand  lingered  a  thought  longer 
in  the  clasp  of  anyone,  it  wmt  in  his  ;  it  was  alwaj-s 
to  Julian  Fenton  that  special  marks  of  preference 
were  accordeiL 

The  g(H)d  ship  St.  Laurent  had  not  half  accom- 
plLshed  her  voyage  before  Mr.  Fenton  caught  him- 
self in  the  act  of  seriously  weighing  all  the  pro* 
and  nms  of  matrimony.  Notwithstanding  his  state 
of  sworn  celibacy,  he  Wiis  still  compar.itively  a 
young  man,  and  his  knowledge  of  the  state  of  the 
late  John  Ca-stlemaiu's  fortune  enabled  him  to 
consider  the  matter  from  a  purely  prudential  point 
of  view. 

One  beautiful  moonlignt  evening,  a  party  waa 
grou|x;d  together  on  the  deck  consisting  of  Mrs. 
Castlemaine,  Senor  Travera,  M.  de  Kerrasec,  and, 
of  course,  ilr.  Fenton.  The  latter,  by  this  time, 
had  grown  careless  of  appearances,  and  suffered 
his  adoration  to  become  visible  to  the  most  casual 
of  lookera  on. 

The  conversation  had  turned  on  Christian  names. 
M.  de  Kerrasec  had  modestly  confessed  to  the  pos- 
se.s.sion  of  some  six  or  eight,  beginning  with  Louis, 
and  ending  with  Amedee.  Mr.  Fenton  had  been 
joked  a  little  about  Julian  the  Apostate,  and  Senor 
Travera  had  proclaimed  himself  the  owner  of  the 
very  pretty  cognomen  of  Francis. 

"It  is  strange, '  remarked  Senor  Travera, 
"  how  much  fashion  has  to  do  vrith  names.  Look 
at  the  Nancys,  the  Bettys,  and  the  Pollys  of  the 
last  century  !" 

"  Lady  Bettj*  Modish,  for  example,"  remarked 
^Irs.  Castlemaine,  "  though  she  is  only  the  heroine 
of  a  wicked  comedy." 

"Alter  all,"  said  Mr.  Fenton,  "those  homely 
names  were  better.  In  their  way,  than  the  affected 
and  sentimental  ones  now  in  vogue — Ada,  Eva, 
Maud,  Elbe,  Itosie." 

"Take  care,  Mr.  Fenton,"  exclaimed  Mrs. 
Castlemaine,  holding,  up  her  finger,  \rith  a  playful 
gesture  ;  "you  are  growing  personaL" 

"In  what  way r 

"  My  name  is  Itosa,  at  your  service." 

"  I  Ix-g  ten  thousand  pardons  ;  Rosa  is  a  charm- 
ing name.     I  take  back  my  speech." 

"It  is  not  a  common  name,"  remarked  Senor 
Travera. 

"  No,"  said  Julian  ;  "  I  do  not  think  I  ever  met 
with  it  befora" 

"Think  a  moment,  Mr.  Fenton.  Did  yon  never 
know  a  lady  name  Rosa  before  ?" 

Mrs.  Castlemaine  spoke  laughingly,  and  yet  there 
waa  a  shade  of  earnestness  in  her  tone. 

"Never,"  answered  Julian,  after  a  momentary 
pause  for  reflection.  "I  am  quite  certain  of 
that." 

"  Indeed  !    Then  I  am  fortunate  in  being  the  < 
first  and  only  Rosa  of  your  acquaintance." 

The  conversation  here  took  onother  tnm,  and 
the  little  discussion  was  soon  seemingly  forgotten 
by  all  present 

The  day  before  the  Steamer  arrived  at  Brest, 
Julian  Fenton  reaolved  to  put  his  fate  to  the  test 
Not  that  he  had  much  fear  as  to  the  reetilt ;  be  had 
self-conceit  enotigh  to  keep  him  from  dreading  a 
refusal.  Yet  it  was  with  an  unwonted  emotion 
that  he  liazarded  his  avowal. 

He  was  on  derk  alone  with  Mm.  Custlemainew 

Tbe  iafinence  of  the  hour,  and  of  the  first  tnie, 
pore  pa«ion  that  had  ever  filled  his  breast,  lent  his 
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words  a  new  and  thrilling  eloqaence. 

Nor  was  this  eloquence  Beeniingly  unfelt  by  his 
hearer.  The  lair  face  looked  pale  in  the  cold 
moonlight,  and  the  aViining  eyes  were  sotleued 
and  eh^owed,  as  if  by  some  new,  yet  strong 
emotion. 

"Yon  love  me,  Mr.  Fenton?  Can  I  trust  you 
—can  I  believe  your  words?" 

"You  may— you  can.  I  love  you  as  I  never 
loved  humau  being  on  earth  before.  Will  jou 
not  answer  me  ?  Mis.  Castlemaine !  Rosa,  may 
I  hope?" 

She  drew  her  slender  hand  from  the  clasp  that 
would  fain  have  held  it  prisoner. 

Not  yet.  I  cannot  answer  yet  You  must  be 
patient— you  must  wait." 

"Wait!  And  for  how  long?  Can  you  not 
comprehend  the  misery  of  such  suspense  ?" 

She  gave  a  forced  laugh. 

"Is  it  the  accomplished  flirt,  Julian  Fenton, 
who  speaks?  I  cannot  believe  the  fact.  Patience 
yet  for  a  week  or  two.  I  will  write  to  you  when  I 
reach  Paris.  You  must  give  me  time  to  meditate 
over  my  answer  ;  for  remember  that  I  am  no  im- 
pulsive girl  to  reply  nay  or  ye  in  a  breath." 

••But •• 

"Nay;  it  most  be  as  I  say,"  she  interrupted, 
holding  up  her  hand  to  stop  his  expostulations. 
"And  not  another  word  of  love  must  you  speak, 
while  we  are  on  board  this  Bhip.  I  do  not  want 
the  busy  tongues  of  our  fellow-passengers  to  be 
set  wagging  about  our  afiE&irs  any  more  than  can  be 
helped." 

"These  are  hard  conditions,  Mrs.  Castlemaine." 

"  Shall  I  say  no,  at  once,  then  ?"  she  asked, 
playfully,  rising,  as  she  spoke,  and  looking  bewitch- 
ingly  lovely  in  the  soft  moonlight.  "  Choose,  Mr. 
Fenton,  and  I  will  abide  by  your  choice,  whichever 
it  may  be." 

"Then  my  motto  shaU  be,  'Wait  and  hope  !' 
But  you  are  a  stem  tyrant !" 

"Like  most  femsJe  soverings,  I  believe,"  she 
answersd,  smilingly.  "Grood  night,  then,  and 
pleasant  dreams !" 

"They  will  be  pleasant,  for  I  shall  dream  of 
you. 

Another  smile,  a  wave  of  the  hand,  and  she  was 
gone. 

Julian  Fenton  felt  confident  of  success  in  this, 
the  first  matrimonial  venture  he  had  ever  decided 
upon  taking. 

He  had  for  years  acted  the  part  of  a  butterfly 
among  the  fairest  flowers  of  his  native  land,  hover- 
ing over  the  sweet  and  the  beautiful  but  disdaining 
to  settle  anywhere.  And  now  the  rover  was  caught 
at  last— the  butterfly  was  netted— his  freedom  was 
gone. 

The  next  day  the  steamer  arrived  at  Brest,  and 
Mrs.  Castlemaine  disembarked  there,  being  met 
on  the  wharf  by  an  aged  lady,  who  seemed  over- 
joyed at  seeing  her  niece. 

Mr.  Fenton  would  fain  have  quitted  the  ship 
there  also,  and  journeyed  with  his  lady-love  to 
Paris  ;  but  this  she  positively  forbade  ;  so  he  was 
forced  to  content  himself  with  escorting  her  on 
shore.  Their  parting  was  a  very  hurried  one  ;  but 
as  they  shook  hands,  ilrs.  Castlemaine  again  whis- 
pered "I  will  write." 

Two  days  after  Mr.  Fenton's  arrival  at  Meurice's, 
a  letter  was  handed  to  him— the  letter  which  he 
had  so  ardently  expected. 

The  delicate  flowing  hand,  which,  though  unseen 
before,  bore  too  distinctly  the  characteristics  of  its 
writer  to  bo  mistaken,  and  the  dainty  monogram  of 
"R.  D.  C."  on  the  envelope,  were  tokens  that  he 
welcomed  with  delight  With  an  eager  hand  he 
tore  it  open. 

"  Once  upon  a  time " 

How  oddly  it  began !  Could  he  have  been  mis- 
taken ?  He  turned  to  the  signature,  and  read  thers, 
"Boea  D.  Castlemaine,"  so  he  re-<wmmenced  the 
parusal  of  the  oddly-worded  missive. 

"Once  upon  a  time— for  that  is  I  believe,  the 
way  to  begin  a  story  about  forgotten  persons  and  an- 
cient places — there  came  to  Newport  (United  States") 
an  old  lady  from  Nashville,  with  a  very  young 
niece  in  her  charge.  The  time  was  eight  years  ago, 
not  ao  very  lon«  after  the  conclusion  of  the  war, 
and  the  Ooean  House,  where  these  ladies  were  stay- 
ing, was  anything  but  gay.  The  niece,  Boea,  was 
a  ■moll,  shy,  timid  little  person,  without  any  know- 
ledge of  th*  wold  or  of  aodety.    Thia  trip  to  New- 


port wee  her  first  entrance  into  either— and  she 
foimd  ttiiugs  verj'  dull,  and  not  at  all  what  she 
had  imagined. 

"  Her  aunt's  acquaintances  were  bat  few  in 
number,  and  were  quite  staid,  old  people,  like  her- 
self ;  so  that  poor  Kosa's  opportunities  for  dissipa- 
tion were  mostly  contiued  to  an  attemoon  drive,  or 
a  seat  beside  her  aunt  in  the  long  corridor,  which, 
on  Saturday  evenings,  was  till«Jd  with  a  gay  and 
animated  crowd,  but  which,  at  other  times,  was 
stupid  enough.  It  seemed  so  dull  and  lonely,  too, 
for  her,  on  those  piy  Saturdays,  when  everybody 
else  walked,  and  talked,  and  chatted  yritix  their  ac- 
quaintances, and  discussed  the  last  party,  or  the 
one  to  come,  and  made  plans  to  go  hither  and 
thither  on  pleasant  excursions— while  she,  poor 
pale,  dark-eyed  child,  sat  silent  in  the  shadow  be- 
side her  aunt,  and  felt  dreary  and  lonely,  and  very 
much  inclined  to  cry  for  very  weariness,  and  long- 
ing for  a  little  of  the  pleasure  that  seemed  to  be 
sown  broadcast  all  about  her,  but  which  never 
seemed  to  spring  up  and  bear  a  bright  blossom  or 
fragrant  fniit  for  her. 

"One  unusually  crowded  evening,  Rosa  over- 
heard a  voice  near  her  say,  '  A  pretty  little  thing, 
that  dark-eyed  little  girl  in  the  comer.  Who  is  she  ?' 
The  speaker  was  a  tall,  fine-lookinfi  man,  the  very 
beau-ideal  of  a  young  girl's  imagination — hand- 
some, graceful,  and  elegaut-looking.  The  lady 
whom  he  addressed  turned,  looked,  and  shook  her 
head.  But  a  few  minutes  after,  the  young  gentle- 
man was  brought  up  by  one  of  Rosa's  elderly  ac- 
quaintances, and  was  introduced  as  Mr.  Julian 
Fcnton- 

"  From  that  day  thenceforward,  Rosa  lived  in 
a  perfumed  utniosphere  of  impossible  delights. 
Julian  Fenton  wiis  her  devoted  cavalier.  He  took 
her  out  to  drive  behind  his  matchless  pair  of  fast 
grays  ;  he  danced  with  her  ;  hu  introduced  her  to 
the  Newixirt  leaders  of  fashion  ;  ho  got  invitations 
for  her  to  all  the  bulls,  and  fetes,  and  receptions 
of  the  seasou  ;  aud,  iu  fine,  ojieued  up  to  her  an  en- 
chanted world  of  pleaisursaiid  enjoyment,  of  which 
she  had  scarcely  eveu  dreamed  before.  And,  withal, 
he  was  so  kind  and  so  devoted.  He  interested 
himself  so  deeply  in  all  her  little  affairs,  and  gave 
her  good  advice  ubout  her  dress  and  deportment, 
and  tiiught  her  nil  the  new  steps,  and  the  new 
figures  iu  the  German,  and  something  else  besides 
— he  ti\nght  her  to  love  htm. 

"  Not  that  he  ever  made  positive  love  to  her.  I 
will  acquit  him  of  that.  But  love  is  shown  in  look, 
and  tone,  and  gesture,  and  is  told  in  half-breathed 
words  and  half-uttered  phrases,  as  well  as  when 
spoken  with  all  the  fervor  and  poetry  of  Romeo 
or  ('laudc  Mehtolte.  What  was  he  dreaming  of, 
this  practised  man  of  the  world,  when  he  took  the 
soft  wax  of  a  childish  heart,  and  stamped  his  image 
thereuiwn.  only  to  fling  the  jjoor  plaything  away  at 
last,  heedless  if  it  were  broken  in  the  process  or 
not?  Was  he  indeed  innocent  of  all  thought  or 
intent  of  ill-doing  when  he  so  diKjxirte^l  himself? 

"Six  weeks  and  more  had  jwsued  for  Rosa  in 
this  bright  bewildering  whirl  of  enjoyment  and  in- 
toxication. The  season  was  near  its  close,  and 
a  brilliant  bull,  given  by  one  of  the  leaders  of 
Newport  gaiety,  was  to  form  the  final  to  the  fes- 
tivities of  the  season.  Rosa  prepared  for  this 
ball  with  trembling  hands  and  a  throbbing  heart. 
Something  of  inward  premonition  told  her  that 
on  that  evening  her  fate  would  be  decided.  Mr. 
Fenton  had  been  more  than  usually  devoted.  Her 
dress  of  pale  pink  silk  had  been  ordered  at  his  sug- 
gestion, her  hair  was  dressed  iu  the  style  he  pre- 
ferred, and  her  boquet  was  an  offering  from  him. 
So  she  went  out  to  the  ball,  bright,  joyous,  and 
happy,  never,  so  help  me  Heaven  !  to  dieam  a  fool- 
ish love-dream  any  more. 

"  For  this  was  the  conversation  that  she  heard,  as 
she  sat  trifling  with  some  ice  behind  the  shelter  of 
a  tall  stand  of  plants,  too  happy  to  eat  or  drink,  or 
to  think  of  anything  but  the  coming  German,  for 
which  she  was  engaged  to  Mr.  Fenton.  The  voices 
were  both  knovt-n  to  her— one  was  that  of  Julian 
Fenton,  the  other  that  of  James  Wyllis,  his  par- 
ticular friend.  'Well,  Fenton,  and  when  is  the 
wedding  to  be  ?  Am  I  to  congratulate  you  at  once, 
or  is  the  engagement  still  a  secret  ?'—' What  en- 
gagement and  whose  wedding  ?' — '  Don't  pretend 
ignorance  !  Yours,  to  the  little  Denham  girl ;  the 
Southern  rosebud,  as  Clayton  calls  her. '— 'Non- 
I !'    cried  the  other.     '  What  1    I  engaged  to 
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Roea  Denham?;     It  is  absolute    folly f— 'Well, 

everybody  is  talking  about  it  and  you  "have  flirted 
tremendously  with  her  without  a  doubt  '—'A  flirt*- 
tion  is  all  very  iitell  ;  matrimony  is  quite  a  dlffenat 
thing.  No,  no  ;;  my  freedom  is  my  own  still,  and  I 
mean  to  keep  it  She  is  a  nice,  fresh,  shy  little 
thing,  and  1  haV«  taken  quite  an  interest  in  her.  aad 
have  brought  her  forward  tliis  season,  and  made  her 
a  very  positive  success.'— •  And  for  what  reason.  If 
you  really  did  »iot  care  for  her?'— 'Oh,  «he  is  a 
bright  pleasant  tirl,  and  I  like  her  very  much  ;  she 
does  well  enoq^  to  amuse  oneself  with  for  a  few 
weeks,  though  njio  is  nitlier  too  young  and  inexpe- 
rienced for  mt  'taste.  But  the'fact  is  1  «-auUd  to 
sene  out  Cariid  Forrester,  for  more  than  one  ill- 
turn  she  has  flone  me  lately.  Carrie  was  having 
things  all  her  Mn  way  at  Newport  'till  I  bronchi 
forward  this  prfeflty  young  creature,  and  then  Came'a 
paint  and  her  thirty  years  had  a  hard  time  of  it 
Nothing  like  putting  a  rosebud  beside  an  old  arti- 
ficial flower,  to  jihow  the  effects  of  the  latter  effec- 
tually. No,  nt>:;  to-morrow  I  shall  say  good-bye  to 
Miss  Denham.  We  are  to  lead  the  German  together 
to-night,  and  thjit  will  probably  be  the  last  I  shall 
ever  see  of  her.;  Oblige  me  by  contnidicing  the 
report  that  W0  kre  engaged,  whenever  you  get  » 
chanc*.*  | 

"  liosa  Denham  neither  screamed  nor  fainted,  nor 
did  anything  despemte  ;  she  merely  put  aside  her 

Elate  of  ice-crt-am,  and  asked  her  escort  to  bring 
er  a  glass  of  wino.  And  then  she  went  out  ana 
danced,  and  lei  the  German  to  admiration,  and  went 
back  to  the  hott4,  and  laid  down  on  her  bed  with  a 
feeling  that  her  lieart  was  broken.  But  she  did  not 
get  brain-fever,  ■  nor  did  her  bn)ken  heart  Liil  b«r. 
In  point  of  fact,  she  was  married  two  years  aftei^ 
wards,  and  diiltt  extremely  well,  in  a  worldly  point 
of  \-iew.  And^  Ibr  tliat  marriage  she  had  to  thank 
Julian  Fenton;  for  it  was  only  the  aching,  hollow 
feeling,  that  was  left  when  love  and  hope  were 
littendly  crushed  out  of  her  existence,  that  ever  led 
Rosa  Denham  to  give  ear  to  John  Castlemaine. 

"  For  you  know  mo  now  ;  you  must  have  recog- 
nised mo  long  ago,  totally  as  you  had  forgotten  meu 
It  was  not  to  b«i  wondered  at  I  was  but  one  of  the 
myriad  of  unn<)tEd  girls  with  whom  you  have  whiled 
away  somo  of  jiour  sujx'rfluous  hours  that  often  hang 
so  heavy  on  your  hands. 

"  And  now  jiou  come  to  me  to  sue  for  the  heart 
that  once  might  have  been  yours  for  the  asking  ; 
nay,  that  ouca  vis  yours,  wholly  and  entirely,  for 
a  few  brief  wfeeks,  long  years  ago.  But  to-day  I 
make  answer,  tjiat  I  cannot  love  yon,  for  I  know 
you  too  well.  That  I  did  love  you  once,  I  have  con- 
fessed, without  hesitation  ;  but  when  you  dealt 
my  heart  the  btow  that  crushed  it  the  stroke  also 
shattered  the  worthless  idol  it  contained.  You  may 
call  me  false,  eold-h«'arte<l  coquette,  if  you  will ; 
but  niy  consdidnce  is  clear ;  I  used  no  efiort,  put 
forth  no  wiles  to  attract  j'ou. 

"  Moreover,^  am  but  what  you  yourself  hare 
made  me.  Tlie  timid,  loving,  inexperienced, 
tmsting  girl,  exists  no  longer.  You  are  not  the 
first  Fianken4t|;iu  that  has  beheld  the  creature  of 
his  own  fashioiijing  turn  against  him.  If  you  hare 
indeed  loved  trte,  with  a  true  and  sincere  passion, 
(which,  parddnme  if  I  doubt,)  then  we  are  quits  at 
last  I  was  the  amusement  of  your  season  at  New- 
port ;  you  have!  served  to  divert  the  tedium  of  my 
late  voyage.     Again,  I  repesit,  we  are  quite. 

I        "  Rosa  Denham  CAflTLntAiKi." 

"  "Who  is  that  charming  woman  that  we  pawed 
just  now  ?"  at^ed  a  French  count  of  Julian  ii^nton, 
as  they  were  driving  through  the  Bois  de  Boulogne 
some  six  montl^s  later. 

"  That  la(^t"  answered  Julian,  with  a  alight 
flush,  "is  a  countrj'woman  of  my  own— lun 
Castlemaine."! 

"I  beg  your  pardon,  mwi  chrr,"  interposed  the 
Baron  de  Kemtsec,  who  formed  a  third  in  ttia 
party  ;  "  she  is  your  countrywoman,  it  ie  troa^ 
but  she  is  Mfs.  Castlemaine  no  longer.  She  was 
married,  three  weeks  ago,  to  the  Russian  Frinoa 
Orlanoff^  and  jthey  start  tor  St.  Petersbotgh  to- 
morrow."        I  I  THE  EKD. 


Why  is  a  beautiful  and  fascinating  yoang  girl  Uka 
a  batdier  ?    Becatise  she  is  a  "  killing  creiUnra,'' 

What  is  the  difference  between  firmi 
obetinaey?    A  Strong  will  and  astioagvi 
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MY  LOVE  SHE  IS  A  LADY  FAIR. 
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love     she  is  a       la    -    dy  fair,     While    I'm     I  a  yoeinan  with  scarce     a  crowu  1    She    has       nine  hun  -  dred 

fa  -   ther  looks  ve-ry     cold      oh  me,      And      meets   me  al   -   ways  with       a  frown !    He     says  that  a     lady  of; 
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think  she  loves, 
sure    she  loves. 


tit 

me, 
me, 
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a  piacere. 
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And 
And 


1 
I 


=i=-^=i: 


^i 


in  -  tend  she  my  bride     shall     be ! 
in  -  tend  she  my  bride     shall     be ! 


i 


* 


HENRY  DE  MARSAN'S  COMIC  AND  SENTIMENTAL 


Containing  all  the  most  popular  Songs  of  the  day. 


OUR  AUJi«T!J»' 


)        J.    W.    Shkrman, 
News-Paoers,  No.  115 


BOSTON.  (  Mass. 
B'joks,  Stationery, 
Caiubridf^e  Street. 

PHILVDELPHLV.       (Pa.)      A.  W.  Auner, 

Song-Publisher     and    Job-Printer,   S.    W. 

Corner  of  Tenth  and  Race  StreeU. 
CINCINNAT[.        ( Ohio.  )       P.  HAnTLAra, 

News-Stand,     Vine  Street,    Opposite  Post- 

Office. 
NEWARK.      (N.  J.)      H.    M.   Wii.bmvn, 

News-Agent,  &.o.     Corner    of  Market  and 

Mulberry  Streets. 
SAN  FRANCISCO.   (Cal.)   J.  D.  Anderson, 

Books.  Stationery,  Periodicals  Ac.  No.  120 

Fourth  Street,  between  Minna  &  Howard. 


Songs  and  Music  for  the  Hillioa 


TO  CORRESPONDENTS. 


Mon^y  sent  in  letters  by  mail  fthoTild  be 
retfistered.  We  do  not  hold  ouiBelres  respon- 
sible for  loss  of  money  letters. 

In  sending  orders  care  shonld  be  tnUen  to 
sign  your  Name,  Town  and  State  in  a  legible 
manner. 

The  Shigers'  Joumnl  is  the  largest  and 
cheapest  collection  of  songs  ever  published  in 
this  Country.  All  Numbers,  from  No.  1  to  the 
la.st  issued,  can  be  obtained  at  any  time. 

Advicr— Every  amateur  of  good  Songs  and 
Miwic  ought  to  procure  the  First  T'b/?(nieof  the 
Sinrjers'  Joiinuil  which  we  have  on  hand,  boimd 
in  a  durable  form  in  cloth,  containing  Numbers 
I  to  100— or  768  pages— giving  4500  Songsand 
86  pieces  of  choice  Music  for  voice  and 
piano— Price  $3.  00  per  copy.  Postage  free. 

Such  a  book  will  always  be  a  useful  recreation 
and  an  invaluable  ornament  for  the  parlor- 
table  in  every  American  household. 


GENERAL    NOTICE 


immnnications    must  be  addreaaed  tD 
3NRT    De     Marsak,    Publisher, 
OO  Chatham     Street,     New-York. 

Weqo  not  undertake  toretntn  rejected  JiSH 
or  to  lu^wer  by  Post    *.-.,, 


}. 


The  Artful  DddgfiW. ; . .  •. . .... . , 

Aunt  Chloe . . , 

A  Fatal  Love— a  Story  ..,.*■ 

The  Blind  Piper  of  Blarney 

The  Briar 

Darling,  I  am  growing  bald. 

Do  the  best  you  can 

Tlie  Day  we  celebrate 

The  East  Side  of  Town. ......... 

False  Hearted 

The  Fanner's  Daughter 

He  isn't  a  marrying  man 

How  Sweet  is  old  Ireland  1 

The  Handsome  Lover 

I  want  to  see  the  good  old  home  again 
The  Lover Tind  the  Bird .«*.  »^.  •  • 

Love's  labor  lost .....'........ . .  *<^. . . 

Thelittlecdd  Dnddeen .-..,.... 


page 


174- 


»  ,«  •-^.'M  «  •  '»'«  •  • 


170 
171 
175 
171 
173 
171 
172 
173 
173 
170 
172 
171 
172 
170 
170 
170 
170 
173 


^^     .-.i^V-^^-.^-r-^',::,^*^.!,^.]-.^^-'^-^ 


Oar  Concert-Room. 


CONTENTS. 

Little  Butterfly. . .  .^.  .V.  V:.. .  V:f.. .....  171 

My  home,  my  h(Mno  is  there 171 

Mason  Clerks 171 

My  button-hole  boquet 172 

Motherless  and  Fatherless 172 

Out  of  Work ,.,i. ;,;.,..,*.  173 

Standmg  on  the  comer ;. .  170 

The  Sweet  little  creature 171 

one  and  1. . . ,».,,,,». ........... ...... . ,  1<2 

TheSnovF-Storm. . . . . . . ... '.. ... ..!.., ! . . . ...  172 

Skidmore's  Fancy  Ball 173 

Take  me  again  to  your  heart 171 

Terry  Matone 171 

Tim  McFadden— Music  for  guitar 170 

That  lady  seems  to  know  you,  George 175 

When  the  moon  is  beaming,  Mabel 171 

We  are  growing  old  together .^72 

When  the  Autumn  leaves  are  falling 173 


Eadh  Number  will  contain  a  CoIIectioB  <^ll 
nioht  popular  songs,  Simg  in  the  Tbei^tM. 
0)>ei-a-Honses  and  Concert-rooms  oi  the  Unilldt 
States  and  Great-Britain  v 


HENRY   DE  HARSAIT,  Pnbliaber  at 

COMTO  iND  HENTIMENTAI.  TALXmCnBli 

So^^OB,  SONG-BOOKS  AND  ALLXIMIM  OF  TOT- 
li[9TTO  VERSES,  MOTTO  CUT  PAPXB,  BOOSB 
WlUTtt^  BOOKS,  BHEL.VINO    AND  CXIUKO  PAPX^ 

A,  Bj  C,  co^'^•ERSATION,  and  PLATDJO  CA 

TlisUE  PAPER,  AND  A IX  KINDS  OF  STAITO; 
AlO)  OZ^EB  CHEAP  ABTICIiES  rOB  THXTBADB. 

I  THE  Old  Original  SoMO-DxpofT : 

60  Chatham  Street.  First  Floor. 
oiPPosrrE  vraxuM  street,  niw-tobk. 

Thi^  !House,  established  more  than  26] 
is  the  ^Idest  Publishing- Establishment  of  fh* 
kind,  atnd  the  first  that  introduced,  in  ihb 
United-States,  the  publishing  of  thepenny-shMi 
Songs  atid  Ballads,  for  the  benefit  of  the  million. 

Thei  $ingfrs'  Journal  is  Published  Monthly. 

Single  copies  will  be  sent  per  Mail  on  receipt 
of  five  ceutK,  free  of  Postage — Subecripticm 
50  centts  i)er  year  or  30  cents  for  six  montLs. 

We  liave  always  on  hand  copies  of  all  tb* 
Numb^  of  the  dingers'  Journal  from  No  1.  to 
the  last  issued. 


When  tihpu  shalt  wander. 


^  i«i  ^  I 

Henry  de  Marsan's  Valentines 

Have  always  been  acknowledged,  by  the 
Wholesale  as  well  as  the  Retail  Purchasers,  to  be 
the  FENESrE  and  CHEAPEST  in  the  Market 

At  K  H.  Haedino's  Music  Oinci,  No.  229 
Bowery,  opposite  Prince  Street,  yon  can  buy  the 
Music  of  most  all  the  popular  songs  of  the  day, 
published  in  iaige,  elegant,  full  size  doable  sheets: 
Price  10  cents  per  Copy. 

I  1^  111  ^1 

NewB-Dealers.  throughout  the  United-fitatea  an4^ 
Canada,  can  send  their  orders  for  the  Singera'  JoummTj^ 
to  the  following  News  Companies,  who  vill  mi^^ 
them  at  the  Publisher's  lovest  rate  : 

AMERICAN  NEWS  COMPANY, 

119  1 121  Nmmq  StxMt 

NEW-YOEK  KEWS  COMPANY, 

18  Beeksum  Street 


^£^sdhs6auaamkiiimisiSi& 


m 


f 


Take  He  Again  to  Tour  Heart. 

SONO  AMD  Gooses. 

Copyright,  1673.  by  E.  H   Dardloe. 

Word!  by  Artbar  W.  French.    Music  by  H.  Maylalb. 

Themnslcof  tbi»  eoiiscan  beolitalned  of  E  11.  nardinj, 

No  229  Bowery,    oppoaitn  Prince  Street    Nnw-Yorlt— 

£leB»Dt  Fnll  Uuiic  Size  Sheet  tor  10  couta. 


Take  me  again  to  your  heart,  ' -^  --; 

Say  you  forgive  and  forget 
All  that  has  torn  iis  apart, 

All  that  has  bron.c;ht  us  rofrret : 
Let  your  bright  tresses  of  gold 

Lovingly  lie  on  uiy  breaRt—    -  ;'   ., 

With  thee  ac^ain  in  my  hold, 
Eniib  is  a  heaven^of  rest ! 
ChoruB :    Take  me  again  to  your  heart. 
Never  to  wander  apart, 
Never  to  cause  thee  a  pain — 
Take  me  again  to  your  heart !   , 

Take  me  again  to  your  heart. 

Whisper  these  sweet  words  onco  more, 
Tenderly  telling  thou  art 

Dearer  than  ever  before  : 
Smilo  on  me  sweetly  again,  • 

Promise  to  never  recall 
Words  tliat  have  given  thee  pain — 

Why  did  my  lips  let  them  fall  ?        Chorus. 

Take  me  again  to  your  heart. 

Life  will  be  brighter  with  thee — 
Never  again  will  we  part, 

Wandering  over  life's  sea  : 
Time  will  go  by  like  a  dream,    , 

Days  be  a  heaven  of  blias 
All  our  lo«t  joys  we'll  redeem 

In  the  sweet  spell  of  a  kiss  ! 


Cboras. 
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The  Lover  and  the  Bird. 

Word!  by  J.  Oxenford.  Masic  by  F.  D.  Onglielmo. 

Aa  iung  by  Jennie  Morgan. 

The  Moale  ofibll  song  i*  pnbliahed  i<v  Wm.  A.  Pond  k  Co. 
MTSioadway.  N.  Y.         Price  4U  cent*. 


Oh !  sing,  sing  on  sweetly  to  cheer  me, 

Bird,  thy  music  solace  will  bring  : 
Thou  wilt  not  fly — why  shouldst  thou  fear  me  ? 

Sing  of  love,  of  love  only  sing. 
These  honied  notes  of  thine  ... 

Thro'  me  are  thrilling. 
This  heart  long  desponding  with  plca.gTire  filling  : 

Oh  !  sing  on,  sweetly  to  cheer  me, 
Sing  of  love,  of  love  only  sing. 
Choiufl :    Sing  !  Sing  !  Ah !  Ah  ! 

Ah !  Songster,  pity  me  : 
Why  can  I  never 
■  .;    ':    Sing  a  song  of  rapture  like  theo 

Oh  !  sing,  sing  on,  e'en  to  deceive  me. 

Bird,  with  visions  glitt'ring  and  vain  ; 
Bain  flatt'ring  hopes,  oh  !  do  not  leave  me — 

Sing  of  love,  of  love  only  sing. 
Soon  from  my  ttreams  shall  I  waken  to  sorrow. 

To-day  give  me  rapture,  I'll  weep  to-morrow  ; 
Oh !  sing,  sing  on,  e'en  to  deceive  me, 

Sing  of  love,  of  love  only  sing.  Chonw. 


Love's  Labor  Lost 


I  loved  her  with  a  perfect  love. 

That  flung  all  sense  away  ! 
And  near  my  heart  I  wore  her  glove, 

And  kissed  it  every  day ! 
I  kept  the  flowers  from  her  hair — 

I  have  some  rose-leaves  still ; 
And  thought  how  very  dear  tbey  were-  — 

When  came  the  florist's  bill ! 

I  lived  a  life  of  stupid  bliss,  ,' ,' 

Yet  never  dared  to  speak  !      .  ■'    r 
And,  if  I  got  her  hand  to  kisa,         "'■'-  ':  ■ 

Was  happy  for  a  week  1 
But  when  at  last  my  fate  I  tried. 

She  said  in  ley  tones  — 
"N«st  week,  sir,  I  shall  be  the  bride 

Of  John  Aogobttui  Jones." 


The  Artfiil  Dodgers. 


Sous  and  Dau«e.    Siinf;  )>;  P:irVhiirft  and  Colliua. 

Now.  gals  and  boy ;,  I  hope  yon're  weU, 

And  thank  yon,  Jim,  I'm  the  same  : 
Of  course,  you  dou't  know  me,  not  at  all, 

But  tbc  i)o<lgei>i  ii  onr  name  ; 
You'vi;  read  our  .adv*  utiiro.s  writ  by  "Boz," 

(I  s;i}',  who  the  dickens  is  he?)        ..        ..-.■.■ 
About  a  jiarish 'pi-enlice  lad,  '■•  ',.. . 

Who  was  idl  of  a  twist  like  wo. 

CUORUS. 

Then  faro  you  well,  Pliiladelphia  boys, 

And  farewell  ftll  onr  friends  ! 
We're  going  away  for  the  good  of  onr  health, 

But  not  at  oiu:  own  exiMjnse. 

Tl>pn  farewell,  l)oya,  a  long  farewell ! 

But  when  we're  gone,  you  must  not  grieve  ; 
Wu'U  soon  be  once  more  back  again, 

'Clause  we'll  wwn  work  the  ticket  o'  leave  ; 
But  there's  one  thought,  where'er  we  go, 

That  will  these  bosoms  cheer. 
Which  is  that  when  we  comes  again. 

You'll  welcome  the  Dodgers  here.        Chorus. 

Standing  on  the  Corner. 

SoDg  and  Dance.       Bong  by  Parkknrat  and  Collini. 


It  was  the  other  day,  oh  !  the  emotion  lingers  yet, 
My  timid  little  heait  refuses  to  forget : 
I  was  walking  down  the  street  when  I  by  chance  did  spy 
A  gay  and  di^shiug  fellow,  who  smiled  and 

winked  his  eye. 

CnoKrs. 
Standing  on  t ho  comer,  waiting  for  the  car, 
Didu^  he  look  charming,  smoking  a  cigar  — 
I  knew  he'd  my  aflfectious,  and  never  would  we  part  : 
For,  with  a  glance  he'd  stolen  my  fluttering  Uttle  heart 

lie  bowo<l,  and  such  a  sniilo  he  gave  as  I  passed  by  ! 
I  cafit  a  timid  glance  and sn<h  a  dreadful  sigh— 
I'd  never  been  in  love,  tho'  thirty  is  my  age. 
But  I  look  young  and  blooming  too,  my  stylo 

is  all  the  rage. 
Standing  on  the  comer,  Jfcc. 

Miss,  yon  have  won  my  heart,  I  hoard  him  softly  say  : 
He  took  nie  by  8nri)rise,  I  fjiinted  right  away— 
When  I  came  to  again,  my  watch  and  rings  were  gone. 
This  dailiug  fellow  took  them  all,  and  left 

nie  here  forlorn. 
Standing  on  tho  comer,  tic 


^»-4«»-WI 


I  Want  to  see  the  Good  Old  Home  Again. 

As  snug  with  great  success,  by  EJ.  Burton. 

I  wandered  very  far  away 

From  the  cliinc  where  I  was  bom, 
And  my  poor  heart  has  been  so  sad, 

Dijected  ami  farlorn  ; 
No  master  kind  to  treat  me  well — 

I'o  cheer  mo  when  in  pixiu — 
I  long  to  see  the  g<v)d  old  homo. 

And  tho  cotton  licMs  again. 
Chonu  :    Those  gootl  old  days  are  past  and  gone, 
I  sigh  for  them  again  ; 
I  long  to  sec  tho  cotton  fields. 
And  the  gootl  old  home  again. 

When  I  w;W  free,  I  left  that  land, 

Where  nil  was  bright  and  fair  : 
Whore  Missiis  used  to  spe.\k  so  kind,  '---^'- 

When  I  was  bowed  with  care  ; 
I  left  that  place,  no  friends  to  find  ; 

My  heart  was  filled  with  i>ain —  ,    ; 

Oh  !  take  me  to  that  good  old  home. 

To  see  it  once  again ! 


ChoroB. 


Cboms. 


i 


I'm  left  all  sad  and  lonely  now. 

When  iny  days  nre  growing  few  ; 
My  wife  and  children,  both  are  gone : 

I  know  not  what  to  do  ; 
Old  master,  too,  he  may  be  dead, 

His  hair  vnin  turning  gray — 
I  long  to  see  the  good  old  home, 

Before  I  pas.s4iway. 


Terry  Makme. 


One  evening  from  market  returning. 
Just  thinking  of  what  111  not  uan)e  : 
May-be  some  of  ye  guess,  ah  !  now  don't  ye  ? 
For  'tis  few  have  not  thought  of  the  same. 

But  my  heart  is  as  open  as  sunshine, 
A  secret  lies  heavy  as  stone  ; 
So  I'll  even  confers,  without  blu&hing, 
I  was  thinking  of  Terry  Maloue. 

If  yon  spake  of  some  one  I'll  not  mcutioQ, 
It  is  certiun,  thoy  saj-,  he'll  apiiear,    *.;, 
And  so  of  tho  la^  I  was  thinking,         '•'v  ' ' 
By  the  bosheeu  I  saw  him  dmw  near. 

I  was  pleased,  yet  .'lorry  to  see  him. 
And  he  ;iskcd  me  to  meet  him  ulouo  : 
For,  I  very  well  knew  what  he  wanted, 
So  avoided  ixx)r  Terry  Maloue. 

Coming  home  the  next  evening  quite  lonely, 
All  at  once  who  d'ye  think  I  did  spy  ? 
But  Terry  himself  in  a  fluny,  '  I":  '" 

And,  oh  !  such  a  beam  in  his  eye  I 

Where's  the  iiso  to  descend  to  pnrtic'lara? 
Enough  if  the  end  Iw  made  known  — 
That  same  night,  by  tho  moon,  I  couseutsd 
To  become  Mistress  Terry  Maloue.  .|^       ,; 


The  Handsome  Lover. 

SnpB  by  Sally  Primroso.  in   •ClurlottoTiMurle." 


There's  a  handsome  3'onng  lover  in  town  that  I  know, 
He's  the  prettiest  fellow  I  know  for  a  beau  ; 
But  he  fadls  in  love  ■with  each  face  that  ho  Kces, 
And  that,  if  I  marry,  will  sure  make  a  breeze. 
I  love  him  'tis  true,  but  what  can  I  saj'. 
If  his  love  for  another  comes  into  my  way?  j     ._■.,., 
I'll  be  angry  enough  to  tear  out  his  eyes,       •  J       " 
And  all  his  good  looks  I  shall  surely  despise. 

Well,  ni  give  him  a  trial,  and  if  he  don't  meoil, 
As  I,  such  a  Tartar,  he  never  could  find  ; 
I'll  give  him  soft  words  and  love's  sweetest  smile, 
And  try  with  love's  arts  all  his  hours  to  begnil ; 
And  then  should  another  e'en  daro  to  intrude, 
'Round  his  ears  such  a  tempe.st  will  giiUier,  so  mde — 
He'll  declare,  since  the  world  by  a  deluKO  was  dniwued. 
Like  me,  not  another  on  earth  could  bo  funud. 


False  Hearted. 

Sling  l>y  Rol'In  Fowaid   in  his  Kriginal  ch»rttct*r  of 
'•  Morgan  t^icg  "  to  bis  tin  illiiii;  Drama  eutltlod 

"THE  STUBBUBa  JCBOB." 


Oh !  would  that  we  had  never  met. 
Oh  !  would  then  wo  had  never  loved  t 
That  I  had  never  kuowii  regret, 
Nor  she  unfaithful  proved —  ■  '.  f  ' 

But  now  'tis  past,  and  ne'er  ngain 
Shall  love  enthral  mo  with  its  chain  ; 
Tis  past,  and  I  have  loved  in  vain — 
False  hearted  one,  farewell ! 

So  false,  and  yet  so  fair  to  see — 
Her  dream-like  l)eauty  haunts  me  ytt. 
And  tho'  she  now  bo  dead  to  me^     I 
I  cannot  all  forget. 
But  now  'tLs  past   and  ne'er  again 
Sliall  love  enthral  me  with  its  chain ; 
'Tis  past,  and  I  have  loved  in  vain — 
FiUso  heartetl  one,  farewell ! 


■  '<' . 


When  Thou  Shalt  Wander. 


SlolUuu  Air. 


Cboms. 


When  thon  slialt  wander  by  tliat  sweet  light 
We  nsed  to  giize  on  so  many  an  eve, 

When  love  was  new  and  hoi>e  was  bright. 
Ere  I  could  doubt,  or  thou  deceive— 

Oh  !  then,  remendx  ring  how  swift  went  by 

Those  hours  of  trauspoii,  even  thou  may'i>t  sigh  I 

Yes,  proud  one  !  even  thy  heart  may  own 
Tliat  love  like  ours  whs  far  too  sweet 

To  be,  like  sinnmer  garments,  thrown 
Aside,  when  passed  the  snmmer'B  heat. 

And  wish  in  vam  to  know  again 

Such  days,  such  nights,  as  Ueaaed  thee  then. 


TII£    SllVOCRS'    JOIJRIVAL.. 


in 


Little  Butterfly. 

Am  •ong  b;  Johnion  k  Bzittut. 

My  song  is  of  a  nice  yonng  girl,        '!  1':   ■ 

Whose  beauty,  style  and  grace —  <:"'•-.!    .'    /-• 
I  know  her  name,  but  I  won't  tell; ;' 

Oh  !  such  a  pretty  little  face  }        -  ■•  i^  ;> 

Oh,  dear !  I  sigh  as  she  passes  down 

By  the  shady  side  of  the  lane  ; 
And  the  eyes  in  my  head  goee  rolling  aionnd, 

Whenever  she  passes  by. 
i' ■  ■:  Chobcs.       :'' 'y''r:'}Z::.:' '-;■.[■: 

For.  she's  just  as  pretty  as  a  little  tutterfly, 

That  flies  around  in  the  grasses  ; 
For,  she's  sweeter  to  me  than  pumpking  pie. 

Sugar,  bread  and  'lasses. 

This  little  beauty,  I  do  declare,  • 

Is  sweeter  than  a  bowl  of  cream  ; 
And  the  folks  all  say,  when  she  passes  by. 

That  she  is  the  prettiest  ever  seen.  •■ 

Bome  day  or  other  she'll  be  mine,  ■     - 1 

I  can  see  it  in  her  eye  ;  ;  -     ;  >  • 

And  if  that  day  don't  ever  com«t  ..,-■<  ^  ' 

I  will  lay  me  down  and  die.     -  ,         Chorus. 


He  isn't  a  Marrying  Man  I 

Copyright,  1875,  by  E.  H.  HtrdlDg. 

Arraueed  by  Fred,  trr  Linden.    Words  and  Mai>a  by 

JoMpb  P.  Skelly.    . 

ThntnitiitcoftbfS  «i>uKCiin  bo  obtained  of  E.  H.  Harding, 

No  229  Bowery,    opposite  Prince  Street    New-York— 

£l«(i»ut  Fall  ifuslc  SiEe  Sheet  for  10  centa. 


There's  a  charming  young  fellow  now  roaming  about, 

Who  loves  all  the  girls  in  his  way  ; 
They  say  he's  a  "eaten  "  but  of  thnt  there's  a  doubt. 

For,  a  single  young  man  he  will  stay  ! 
He  flirts,  and  sighs,  and  tells  such  lies, 
Each  one  is  sure  she  has  a  prize  ;  .  ' . 

And  he  has  such  a  naughty  way  v  V       ;    > 

Thnt  one  girl  to  another  will  say  : . 

Beware!  Beware  I  Beware! 
Chorus :    He  isn't  a  marn-ing  man,  my  lore, 

He  lives  on  a  diflferent  plan,  my  love, 
,  i  Keep  out  of  his  way,  if  j'on  can,  my  love, 

r  For,  ho  isn't  a  marrj-iug  man  ! 

There's  old  Mrs.  Brown  with  a  daughter  so  sweet. 

She  thought  him  an  excellent  beau. 
She  allowed  Mary  Jane  his  attentions  to  meet;  . 

And  told  her  to  never  say  no ! 
But  then  there  came  a  "  mutuai  friend," 
With  tales  that  seemed  to  have  no  end. 
These  warning  words  she  heard  nith  pain  : 
••  Believe  me  what  I  say,  Mary  Jane, 

Beware !  Beware  !  Beware  !"  Chorus. 

He  dresses  with  care  and  he's  known  everywhare. 

He  goes  with  the  rich  and  the  poor  ; 
Sometimes  he  will  drive  a  poor  girl  to  despair. 

Till  she  thinks  his  aflfyctions  are  sure  : 
But,  by  and  by,  away  he  will  fiy, 
And  there  she's  left  to  droop  and  sigh. 
With  sympathetic  voices  near 
To  whisper  these  words  in  her  tar  : 

"Beware!  Beware!  Beware  I"  Chorus. 


My  Home,  My  Home  is  There. 

Word!  by  B.  Baker.  Muslo  by  Wbeattey  Kirk. 

There  is  an  isle,  a  bonnie  isle,  ■;/ 

Starts  proudly  from  the  sea  ; 
And  dearer  far  than  all  the  world 

Is  that  sweet  isle  to  me — 
It  is  not  that  its  meads  are  green  ; 

It  is  not  that  its  hills  are  fair ;       :  - 
But  because  it  is  my  native  land, '  ^      ;,,  • ; 

And  my  home,  my  home  is  there,     v    ■  : 

Farewell !  though  other  lands  may  meet 

My  gaze,  where'er  I  look, 
I  shall  not  find  a  spot  so  sweet 

As  my  own  dear  cottage  nook. 
It  ia  not  that  alone  it  stands 

Where  all  round  is  fresh  and  fiur ; 
Bat  because  it  is  my  native  land, 

And  my  home,  my  home  is  there. 


Mason  Claaks. 

Written  by  D«Te  Conroy. 


Kow,  here  we  are,  two  Irishmen, 

As  you  may  plainly  know  ;  '  ;■  •.    ;  v  > 

We  landed  at  Castle  Gardcu     ,_  .''.:■■ 

Not  many  weeks  ago. 
We  came  from  Tipperary, 

Where  we  were  digging  turf  in  the  bogs — 
But  now  we're  in  America      .-..■....       .,-••. 

A  carrying  the  hod.  ;  ^  ■  :^-''   ; 

Now  you  may  think  it  easy    ^'  ''-.ir'-'i^''-''.' :''\:. 

On  us  to  play  your  tricks ;  .         -  / 

There  is  not  a  man  among  you        '  — 

That  could  shoulder  a  hod  of  bricks. 
We  are  politicians  — 

Sorra  a  word  we  say  ;  - 

We  work  from  morning  until  night  :  . 

For  fourteen  shillings  a  day  /    ;     ' 

Now,  kind  friends,  we  must  leave  you, 

We  can  no  longer  stay  ;  > 

We  are  going  to  run  for  a  j)Osition 

On  next  election  d.ay  :  •. ;  . 

And  if  we  are  elected,  ;.;;  X^ 

You  will  all  have  a  job- 
We  will  put  you  on  the  sparrow  police. 

Or  else  carrying  the  hoil.  . , , ., 

—  ft  ^ 

When  the  Moon  is  Beaming,  Mabel. 

•::■-'■■,  '-'■'   Dy  Robert  McKay.  ,  •"    ' 


When  the  moon  is  beaming,  Mabel,         ...     •'■[ 
Then  together  wo  will  rove  ;■', 

Where  the  flowers  are  dreaming,  Mabel, 

And  renew  our  vows  of  love. 
Heaven  seems  near  in  those  sweet  hours, 
'   ■      Everj' earthly  object  fades,  '  :  • 

V  Wandering  'mid  the  slumbering  flowers        ,   -    • 

With  the  loveliest  ot  maids. 
Chorus  :    When  the  moon  is  beaming,  Mabel, 
Then  together  we  will  rove 
Where  the  flowers  are  dreaming,  Mabel, 
And  renew  our  vows  of  love. 

AMien  the  moon  is  beaming,  Mabel,        " .       .  ■ . 

And  the  land  is  bathed  in  light  ;  " 

When  the  stars  are  gleaming,  Mabel,    ■  .-. ; . 

On  the  eb'ny  brow  of  night ;  . 

Come  to  me  with  smiles  aud  kisses —  -.■ 

Come,  I've  something  sweet  to  tell      ■ ,  ,  .    '  , 
At  that  fiix)t  of  bygone  blisses, 

'Neath  the  old  oak  iu  the  dell.  Chorus. 


Darlii^,  I  am  Growing  Bald. 

T>ar]ing,  I  am  growing  bald  ! 

Nary  "silver  thread"  or  "gold"     ■ 

Bhincs  ujwn  my  head  to-day  ; 

But,  my  darling,  don't  you  be— don't  be      _       ' 

Always  bawling  out  to  me 

The  fact  that  you  are  growing  old  •.. 

And  have  "silver  'mongst  the  gold."  ;"     ,    • 

Chorus  :    Darling,  I  am  growing  bald  ! 
.      .■,         Nary  " silver  thread "  or  "gold"    ■,.•::. 
'    j  ^       Shines  upon  my  head  to-day — 
Every  one  has  gone  away ! 

When  your  head  is  smooth  as  mine,     ■  '   V V ,.:■; 
And  no  hair  on  it  doth  shine,  ;  '     ;  ; ; 

-     You  can  get  another  rig —       •:,..'..        ;   ;?, 
You  can  go  and  buy  a -yig !  ''^"   "■.    '':....' 

But,  my  darling,  mine  alone,  alone —  y       ;.^:  '  " 
Tho'  I  know  you're  older  grown,  ;    i  .  ,  ".  ' 

'--     Please,  my  darling,  try  your  beet  '.-r   -   ;  '  v 

■    To  give  lis  ( of  your  age )— a  rf s^ 

Darling,  I  am  growing,  <tc. 

'  I  hardly  think  it  right  or  fair '  -  ;^  ^:  i-       ■^'' ■ 
In  those  who've  youth  and  some  mlse  baa. 
Which  they  have  purchased  at  a  etore. 
Us  bald-headed  men  to  bore 
By  your  singing  night  and  day, 
•'Silver  threads  among  the  Gold." 
Change  it,  darling,  have  it  called. 
Darling,  I  am  growing  b-aJ-d  f 

Dadiog,  lam  growing,  &c. 


The  Blind  Piper  of  Blarney. 

By  6.  Sl<1ney.        Air  :    "  Sate  Kearney." 

Have  you  been  ito  the  sweet  groTM  of  Blarney  7 
And  heard  of  the  Blind  Piper  Barney, 

Who,  siiK^  he  was  bom. 

Ne'er  beiield  the  bright  mom. 
Nor  tho  bright  charming  scenes  aroa&d  Blarney  f 

ITo  l(Xike(1  tho  picture  of  gladness, 
No'er  a  trace  iu.  his  features  of  tauluofis : 

For  maujjts  tho  while, 

A  Kweet  liierry  smile 
Would  escape  from  tho  lips  of  blind  Barney. 

No'er  a  wako  or  a  wedding  iu  Blamc>-, 

Unt  w;\s  grace^llwjth  the  pruseuco  of  Bamey, 

While  jiijpfing  away. 

Would  iWrrily  play 
On  tho  pities  aoj  uimblo  would  Barney. 

Should  yon  vi^ii^  (ho  8WiM»t  proves  of  Blarney, 
iSud  ask  for  tho;  blind  i>ii)or  lljimey, 

TLoy  au$v^er  "  och  bono !" 

Show  yoji  tlio  stone, 
'Neath  which  li  -s  ths  blind  piper  Bamey. 


Th^  jSweet  little  Creatore. 

Atri:     "Savoarnecn  Deellth." 


Oh  !  well  I  rotipmlxT  that  sweet  little  creataz* 

That  lives  if  the  cot  at  the  foot  of  the  hill. 
Whose  smiles  did  good  humor  adora  every  featon, 

And  close  Viy  |ier  cot  runs  a  nuirmuriug  rill  : 
Her  cot  is  adorned  with  sweet  wootlbine  and  roues, 
ller  mouth  whftq  she  speaks  such  perfection  diaoloMS— i^ 
Her  breath,  tod,  i  eurimsscs  the  sweetneas  of  roaea  :        I 
I'd  give  all  ain  world,  coxild  I  onco  call  her  miae  1 

I  met  her,  last  night,  when  my  heart  nigh  forsook  me : 

She  blushed  Uke  the  rose  as  I  took  her  hand — 
And  sweetly  e»c|aimed :  "Sir,  I  think  you've 

mistook  me. 
Or  if  not,  yont  meaning  I  don't  understand. " 
"lielievo  me,  sjid  I,  love,  I  do  not  mistake  thefl, 
You  alone  havoj  my  heart,  and  I  ne'er  will  forsake  thee,  ', 
I  pledge  (hee  iiv  word,  if  it  happy  will  make  thee, 
Aud  all  for  tmi  honor  of  calling  thee  mine." 

She  quickly  ro{iliod  :  "  I've  a  father  and  mother. 

Whose  age  aokv  demands  my  tenderest  care  ; 
They  look  up  tof  me  —  IVe  no  sister  or  brother 

To  help  me  pflovido  them  their  day's  humble  Cure  ;    '< 
But  if  you're  Klubero,  tir,  in  what  you've  rcjieatod. 
Oh  !  c<)metoni|j'jparent«  ;  oh  !  you'll  be  kindly  treated. 
And  with  their  Oousent,  when  my  duty's  completed, 
Tho  heart  I  possess  I'll  repay  with  my  hand. " 


^ 


Aunt  Chloe. 

Written  and  oamposed  by  Ed.  HarrlgaQ  for  Sam  I>ev«r», 

Aunt  CUon  dome  to  town  to-day. 

To  see  ol(l  lAmit  Jemima  : 
She  come  in  Ion  a  load  of  hay 

With  a  big  Imll-dog  behind  her. 
She  had  a  jii(;  into  the  cart 
Of  real  okl  apple  toddy. 
She  wasn't  jiroud,  bless  her  heart, 

She'd  notaoe  anyl)ody. 
Chorus  :    Hurrah  for  Aunty  Chloe, 
Har  hair  as  white  as  snow  1 
aiib's  come  to  town  to  look  around, 
To  sing  tho  jubilo. 

She  had  a  bofemet  on  her  head 

That  was  ib  the  revolution  : 
She  had  no  teeth  to  chew  her  bread, 

She  was  totigh  as  any  Russian. 
She  had  a  sorrel  old  gray  hort>e. 

He  had  the  clampus  vitus. 
And  when  etie'd  holler  hal-le-lu,  j 

He'd  kick  ttp  Uko  the  ritcous.  Chorus,     i 

When  Chloe  «iet  old  Jemima, 

I  declare  she  really  kissed  her  : 
She  stamped  her  feet  just  like  a  sheep,  . 

And  hollered  welcome,  sister  ! 
Twas  joyful,  joyful,  hail  the  news, 

When  Chloe  told  the  story. 
It  melted  all  tbe  rubber  i^oes, 

Jemima  shouted  glory !  Chonv 


--»t>r 
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The  Fanner's  Daughter.  ^ 

It's  of  B  rich  farmer,  I  doro  not  tell  his  nnme  : 
He  had  but  one  daughter,  of  honor  and  fame. 
She  was  conrttd  by  many  :  but  she  slighted  them  nil, 
For  the  love  of  a  sailor,  who  was  handsome  and  tiill. 

But,  when  her  old  father  came  to  find  out  the  joke, 
He  sent  for  his  dmghter,  his  daughter  to  rebuke, 
Siiying  :  Cannot  you  make  a  better  choice 

your  anus  to  embrace, 
Than  to  wed  with  a  sailor,  your  friends  to  disgrace  'i 

O  father,  dear  father !  there  is  but  one  thing  I  crave  : 
TLere  is  none  bus  a  sailor— the  sailor  boy  I  will  have ! 
For,  he  is  my  jewel,  and  I  am  his  joy — 
If  I  can't  have  my  sailor  boy,  my  life  I'll  destroy. 

0  daughter,  dear  daughter !  there  is  but  one 

thing  yon  crave  ; 
There  is  none  but  a  sailor  yon  say  you  will  have  ; 
Now,  go  and  get  married,  and  don't  talk  of  me  ; 
{   And  when  'tis  all  over,  we  will  agree. 

J   The  dny  wes  appointed  this  couple  to  wed, 
'   And  great  preparations,  to  l)e  sure,  there  was  made  : 
But,  instead  of  a  wedding,  it  was  a  sorrowful  day  : 
For,  the  press-gang  was  sent  for,  and  Jack 

,  pressed  to  sea. 

She  cnt  oflf  her  hair,  and  she  dressed  in  man's  clothes  : 
Then,  down  by  yon  Bea-«hore,  like  a  sailor  she  goes  ; 
She  had  not  been  there  long,  ere  it  fell  to  her  lot 
To  be  cased  in  her  own  true  Love's  vessel,      •  a 

<" .      r  though  ho  knew  it  not.  < 

One  night,  as  this  young  man  lay,  making  his  moaus, 
Saying  :  once,  I  hail  a  true  love,  but  now  1  have  nouc  ; 
Saying  :  once  I  had  a  true  love,  and  we  did  agree  ; 
But  her  cruel  p.irents  have  pressed  me  to  sea. 

Says  she  :  I  .am  n  scholar  brought  up  with  my  p^'n, 

1  tell  i>eople'8  fortunes,  a  little  now  and  then  ; 
Come,  tell  me  your  age,  and  I  will  oast  n^-onr  lot. 
And  see  if  you  will  gain  youivown  true  love  or  not. 

He  told  her  his  age  from  the  day  of  his  birth. 
'  Sa^*8  she  :  your  misfortunes  bring  joy  and  great  mirth  ; 
It  lies  ill  my  power  to  bring  her  to  yon  : 
And  into  his  arms,  like  lightning,  she  flew." 

The  Captain,  standing  by  and  hearing  the  joKe, 
He  sent  for  the  priest  with  his  long  black  cloak  : 
This  couple  was  married,  amid  that  ship's  crew  ; 
And  ever  since  then,  they  have  proved  loyal  and  true. 


My  Button-Hole  Boquet. 

■Wordi  by  S»mnel  N.  Mitchell.  Music  hr  W.  A.  Hnntlpjr. 

Made  to  be  l>ftd  of  O.  Dit»on  *  Co..     277  Washiogtou 

tJtreet,     Uoitou.  Trice  30  ceuts. 


When  I  go  ont  to  take  a  walk 

And  "fiuiz"  the  pretty  girls, 
I  know  that  evcrj-  one  admires 

My  handsome,  glossy  curls : 
I  hear  them  say,  when  I  go  past — • 

•'Oh!  he  is  just  rt"/'/i7, 
.\nd  looks  so  vory  stunning  with 

Th.at  button-hole  boquet !" 
CuoBt's. 

My  button-hole  l)oquet,  I  wear  it  every  day, 
ijccanse  it  catches  all  the  pretty  girls  : 

For,  when  I'm  out  to  walk,  I  love  to  hear  them  talk, 
And  see  them  toss  their  captivating  curLs. 

Some  say  that  I've  got  roguish  eyes, 

And  quite  a  pleasing  nose, 
AVhile  others  fidl  in  love  at  once 

AVUh  all  my  stylish  clothes  ; 
Again  they'll  say  my  black  moustache 

Is  nobby,  neat  and  gay  ; 
But  all  are  struck  completely  with 

My  button-hole  boquet.  Chorus. 

Ijet  othei-a  drink  the  best  champagne 

And  eiit  the  richest  game. 
Or  let  them  drive  about  the  town 

A  trotting  hoi-se  of  fame  :  .     fv*  V :  • 

For,  I  would  rather  starve  myself     ^: .      .     - 

On  two  fish  balls  a  day,  ;.■  -J-,  f :  ■.•  .■ 

Than  promenade  the  streets  withont 

My  batt<«i-hole  boquet.  Chorus. 


Co  The  B^  Ton  Can. 


Tlie  motto  good  I  give  to  all 

Who  jog  along  through  life  : 
'Twill  banish  cares  and  gri»fs  that  fall. 

And  calm  cii-h  worldly  stril'o. 
Don't  l'«)k  so  sad  \vh<.u  tnuibles  come — 

Thi'y  come  to  cvoiy  nmn  : 
Just  keep  up  Ik  art  w'liilo  here  you  roam. 

And  do  tile  best  you  can. 
Chorus  :    Tlieu  jog  along,  each  manly  breast. 
Since  life  is  but  a  span  : 
Do  ri'.'lit,  and  leave  to  fate  the  rest. 
Oh  !  do  the  best  you  can. 

Oil  !  1. 1  v.hal's  sfiid  <>f  yon  or  me 

Make  not  (iiiv  livl'^^  forloni, 
Tlio'  n'-n^'lit  I'f  IriilU  may  in  it  bo, 

Pass  by  in  idle  scorn  ; 
ri>r,  tonguts  will  talk  as  thcj-  have  done 

Since  Ih'sl  tlio  world  bc;_;an  : 
Sniilo  at  tlio  world  In-ight  as  the  sun. 

And  do  the  best  you  can.  Chorus. 

Tlion  cast  the  shade  from  off  your  brow, 

Thti  I'rii'tidH  a'ld  diniis  are  few — 
And  Ufvi'r  to  niisfin-tiiiio  bow, 

I'.iU  to  yourself  bo  true. 
So  don't  j^ivo  up  llio'  all  seems  lost. 

It's  jiuich  the  wiser  plan  ; 
Bl'  tiiiii  imd  biave  at  any  cost. 

And  do  the  best  you  can.  Chorus. 


i*<*»'< 


Kow  S wcpt  is  Old  Ireland ! 


Itow  swort  is  old  Ireland,  its  lakes  and  its  blarney. 

How  dear  is  its  scenes  and  memories  to  me- 
How  swort  is  the  cot  on  the  shores  of  Ivillamey, 

AVluii  fust  Katy  said  how  happy  we'll  bo — 
Ah  !  but  times  siiico  tlicn  has  parted  us  both, 

\Vith  son-owing  heart  I've  crossed  the  blue  sea  ; 
J>nt  my  lieart  is  in  Ireland  whoro'cr  I  may  roam, 

I've  left  it  with  herNvho  is  thiukhig  ot  me. 

I'll  work  late  and  enrl^',  my  darling,  for  thee. 

Your  f  ico  shall  chetr  mo  where'er  I  may  go  ; 
.Vnd  near  n»e  forever  your  blessing  shall  be, 

.\nd  (h;il  will  ehtei'  mo  in  sorrow,  I  know. 
All !  but,  darliii;.',  in  spring  tlio  tlowers  shall  bloom. 

And  s.)  w ill  the  day  when  no  more  we  shall  part, 
I'll  come  back  to  Iji'n,  tLo  land  that  I  love. 

Again,  as  of  yoro,  press  tlieo  dose  to  my  heart. 


Motherless  and  Fatherless. 

WonUbySmniipl  N.  Mitchell-Music  by  Henrr  Tncker. 

Tlio  Miinio  of  this  For.K  nriT  be  obtnlned  for  30  cents 

of  the  Publisher,  J.h  Pitors.SW  Broadway,  N.  Y. 


This  world  ii  no  lonely  and  sad  to  me, 

I'm  motherless,  fatherless,  too — 
The  pleasures  of  life  have  flitted  away. 

And  I  can  find  notliing  to  do  ;  i 

'  I  wander  about  the  streets,  day  by  day. 

While  hunger  is  seen  in  my  fac. 
My  garments  are  torn,  and  my  feet  they  are  bare, 

And  everjthiug  seems  out  of  place  ! 

CHORfS. 

Motherless,  fatherless,  sad  and  alone, 

I'm  left  in  this  wide  world  to  weep  ; 
Oh  I  why  did  they  leave  me,  and  why  have  they  gone  . 

Far  down  in  the  valley  to  sleep  ? 

Mother  she  left  mo  when  buttercups  tinged 

The  pastures  so  brightly  with  gold, 
And  father  departed— so  it  is  said — 

When  winds  blew  bleak  and  cold  ; 
An  orphan,  alone  in  the  world  I  am  left. 

To  go  where  the  fates  may  decree  : 
Oh  !  why  am  I  motherless,  fatherless,  too  ? 


Oh !  why  this  misfortune  to  me? 


Choms. 


I  long  for  a  home  in  that  Eden  above. 

To  see  my  dear  mother  again  ; 
I'm  tired  of  roaming  the  drearisome  streets. 

My  heart  is  broken  with  pain  ;       • 
In  Heaven  the  gates  are  always  ajar 

To  let  the  poor  wanderer  in. 
Oh  !  that  I  could  enter  that  bright  golden  arch. 

Away  ftrom  this  world  and  its  sin !  "        Chorus. 


Sue  and  L 

Written  by  Ed.  Harrigau  rapecially  for  Ju.  Bradley. 


We  went  on  a  pic-nic.  Sue  and  I : 

Twas  a  high  toned  colored  affiiir. 
We  had  lots  of  spruce  beer  and  pie,       '•    ;. 

All  dandy  barbers  they  were  there.       \    .- 
We  danced  in  the  quatlrilla  to  and  fro, 
The  waltz  and  ma?»urka  to  charm. 
When  she  whispered  "  you're  my  own  dearest  Joe, 

And  ahe  leaned  like  a  zephyr  on  my  ann. 
Chorus  :    I  never  shall  forget  my  Sue, 

Like  a  weasel,  oh,  jolly  !  she's  sly. 
And  it's  mighty  high  per  coon. 

Of  a  Sunday  afternoon. 
As  we  promenade.  Sue  and  I. 

We  arrived  and  landed  from  the  boat, 

El>enezer  Thompson  walked  behind. 
He  catched  me  hy  the  swallow  tail  coot, 

I  told  him  that  he  wasn't  very  kind, 
lie  pulled  a  razor  to  put  my  light. 

Jealousy  was  beaming  in  his  eye  : 
My  Sue  fell  in  the  gutter  in  a  fright. 

And  the  other  nigger  wenches  begun  to  cry. 
I  never  shall  forget,  A* 


/ 


The  Snow-storm. 


The  cold  swept  the  mountain's  height. 
And  pathless  was  the  dreary  wild. 
And  'mid  the  cheerless  hours  of  night, 
A  mother  wanderered  with  her  child. 
As  through  the  drifted  snows  she  pressed. 
The  babe  w.os  sleeping  on  her  bi-eust. 

And  colder  still  the  winds  did  blow. 
And  darker  hours  of  night  came  on. 
And  dceiKr  grew  the  drifts  of  snow- 
lb  r  limbs  were  chilled,  her  strength  was  gone, 
0  (iod  !  she  cried  in  accent*  wild, 
It' I  must  perish,  save  my  child  !    ::  j 

She  stript  her  mantle  from  her  breast. 
And  b-ared  her  bosom  to  the  storm  : 
As  round  the  child  she  wrapped  the  vest, 
She  smiled  to  think  that  it  was  wanu  ; 
With  one  cold  kiss  one  tear  she  shed. 
And  sunk  upon  a  snowy  bed. 

At  ilawn,  a  traveller  passed  by. 

And  Siiw  her 'neath  a  snowy  veil — 

The  frftst  of  death  was  in  her  eye, 

Iler  cheek  was  cold,  and  Lard,  and  pide-^ 

He  moved  the  robe  trora  off  the  child. 

The  babe  looked  up  and  sweetly  smiled. 


:.> 


-V 


We  are  Growing  Old  Together. 

We  are  growing  old  together,  thou  dearest  of  the  dear. 
The  morning  of  our  life  is  past,  and  evening 

shades  appear  ; 
Some  friends  we  loved  arc  in  their  graves, 

and  many  are  estranged. 
But  in  sunshine  or  in  shadow,  our  hearts 

are  never  changed. 
We  are  growing  old  together,  thou  dearest  of  the  dear. 
The  morning  of  our  life  is  jxist,  and  evening 

shades  appear. 

Wo  are  growing  old  together,  the  ivy  and  the  tree 
A  fitting  emblem  i.s,  dear,  of  the  love  'twixt  yon  and  me  ; 
To  be  worthy  of  each  other  in  the  past  was  all  oiu  aim, 
And  'tis  pleasant  now  to  know,  dear,  our 

hearts  are  still  the  same. 
We  are  growing  old  together,  thou  dearest  of  the  de-.ir. 
The  morning  of  our  life  is  past,  and  evening 

shades  appear. 

We  are  growing  old  together,  tf^ether  may  we  die  — 
Together  may  our  spirits  soar  to  our. homo 

beyond  the  sky  ; 
For,  we  loved  as  few  can  love,  dear,  w  hen 

life's  flowery  paths  we  lungcd. 
And  though  we've  wandered  long  here,  our 

heart*  liave  never  chaDge<I. 
We  are  growing  old  together,  thon  dearest  of  the  dent, 
The  morning  of  our  life  is  past,  and  evening 

shades  appear. 


-^  ^ 


,^UJK. 


-      ■*•»»-  -* 


■  f  ^ 


jtL^:^^ 
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The  Little  Old  Daddeen. 

Written  b7  E4.  HarrUan.  Mnsic  by  John  BrthMtt. 

Sung  b;  Hurigtn  k  Birt 


: 


There's  a  bit  of  clay  on  a  little  stim, 

That's  sweet  enough  to  ate  :  '  ., 

WLiu  filled  up  wid  tobacco 

'Twould  put  a  man  to  slaps. 
"Twas  introduced  iu  Ireland 

In  the  days  of  Brian  Borhue : 
I'd  rather  lose  my  life,  my  boys, 

Thau  ltt>e  my  houey-dew. 
Some  call  it  Cavendish, 

Or  any  name  )-ou'd  wish, 
And  they  dale  it  out  iu  plug,  you  know,  - 

When  it  is  fresh  and  green. 
WLeu  from  my  work  I  tire, 

I  set  down  by  the  fire, 
Au'  I  watch  the  smoke  roll  up  and  curl. 

From  my  little  ould  Duddeen. 
Chorus  :    My  duddeen,  you  are  so  sweet  to  me, 
I  love  to  see  your  smoke  go  up 
Whin  I  get  through  my  tea  : 

My  c'uddeen.  you  are  in  the  family, 
J'd  surely  die  if  I  found  out 
You  were  stole  away  from  me. 

If  ye  have  studied  history, 

Yc'll  read  where  William  Pinn 
Bought  the  state  of  Pinusylvauia 

From  the  \vild  red  lujin  men : 
He  never  used  a  sword  or  gun 

When  he  met  them  face  to  face. 
But  they  all  sit  down  continted, 

And  they  smoked  the  pipe  of  peacd. 
If  ye'd  only  fcike  a  puflF, 

yhure,  one  would  be  enougU 
To  put  you  iu  a  slumber,  ..    ' 

A  stupor,  or  a  dream. 
Ye  mighs  say  it's  not  ginteel. 

But  so  beautiful  I  feel 
Wbiu  I  sit  down  in  the  comer,  boj-s, 

Wid  my  little  ould  Duddeeu.  Chorus, 

A  Frenchman  smokes  the  little  thing 

They  call  the  cigarette. 
It  makes  him  feel  uneasy. 

As  he  blows,  and  puffs,  and  frets :  : 
The  Chiuecse  smokes  the  opium, 

"Till  it  puts  him  in  a  doze  : 
And  the  Yankee  smokes  the  bad  cigar, 

Wid  oue  end  to  his  nose. 
But  every  Irishman — 

Bould  Patsey,  Mike  or  Dan — 
That  was  born  in  dear  old  Ireland, 

Where  the  grasses  grow  so  green,  ';:  - 
If  they've  no  coat  to  their  back, 

They've  that  bit  of  cky  so  black  :  ■ 

It's  a  consolation  to  them, 

Ib  the  little  old  Duddeen.  Chorns. 


By 


Skidmore's  Fancy  BalL 

the  Original  Jamei  Bradley,  at  tba Theatre  Comlane, 
»U  Broadway,  M.  Y. 


Keep  your  eyeballs  moving,' 

And  watch  the  time  of  day. 
The  Skidmore  Guards  have  joined  together, 

To  give  a  ball  on  West  Broadway  ! 
But  I  understand  they'll  have  a  band, 

A  clarionet  and  base  drum, 
The  loons  will  smile  and  walk  a  mile,       .  ' 

To  have  a  good  night's  fun !  -  . 

Chorus  :    The  band  will  play 
■  In  the  key  of  A, 

I  -  •   As  the  wenches  promenade  the  Hall, 

■   .-     •    Plain  Quadrilles — 

■  '■■    That  would  give  a  man  the  chills — 
. ; .:   ,.    At  the  Skidmore's  Fancy  Ball  ! 

Captain  Brown,  he  will  be  there. 

With  a  boiled  shirt,  stiffened  with  starch ! 
He'll  put  on  airs  and  kick  around  chaiis, 

When  he  does  lead  the  march 
With  Angelina  Neversmile  by  hisside^  - 

Whose  eyes  would  stop  a  clock  .    •  /  '■/''<' 

When  Intermission  comes,  i. '•,""",. 

He  falls  in  with  the  bums. 
And  takes  a  walk  around  the  block. 

The  band  will  play,  &c. 


When  the  Antnmn  Leaves  are  Falling. 

Words  br  J.  E.  Carpenter.  Esq.    Uasie  by  J.  W.  Cherry. 

WTien  the  autumn  leaves  are  falling,  j.  >   '  ■; 

And  the  flowers  have  lost  their  prime,       : ,  i      -' 
And  the  bird  to  his  mate  is  calling        '  ':. 

To  soar  to  a  brighter  clime,  -:'■■-',!     •,■■' 

The  heart  that  is  bowed  by  sorrow        ['.■'- 

Now  sinks  in  a  deeper  gloom  :  ;     ;    -  i 

For,  we  know  that  the  coming  morrcw 

Must  wither  some  lingering  bloom  :  .»  '•  , 

Foa,  we  know  that  the  coming  morrow 

Must  wither  some  lingering  bloom. 

When  the  shadows  of  evening  lengthen. 

And  we  muse  o'er  each  present  grief,  ,} 

The  hopes  that  we  striva  to  strenghlen,         '■        ';  ,;■ 

We  feel,  like  our  joys,  are  brief  ;  :     : ,' 

And  the  leaves,  as  thej'  fall  around  as,      .  ^  .  .'      ;: 

Remind  us  how  short  oxir  span  :  r       . 

That  the  flowers  which  the  springtime  found  its 

But  fade  like  the  hopes  of  man  :  \ 

That  the  flowers  which  the  springtime  found  xm 

But  fiide  like  the  hopes  of  man. 


The  Day  we  Celebrate. 

Written  and  nung  by  Eil.  narrlgan.  In  bis  great Irlah 
Blietcb  entitled    ■  Tlie  Clancy's." 


Come  all  ye  brave  bold  Irishmen,  r 

Wherever  you  may  be. 
On  Patrick's  day  we'd  march  away,  ,; 
In  each  Society  !  s 

The  Ancient  Order  of  Hibernians,  -     '  " 

Father  Matthew  temperance  men  ; 
The  sprigs  of  Shamrock  and  Fenians,  too  ! 
On  the  17th  of  March  fall  iu  ! 
Chorus  :    Arrah !  the  drums  do  roll ; 
■ .    The  Marshals  ride  !  ■ 

1  tell  you  it's  a  trate  ' 

■    -.     ;        To  see  the  spus  of  Erin's  Islo 
On  the  day  wo  celebrate. 

The  Longshoremen  are  next  in  line,  - 

All  hardj',  stout  and  tough  : 

Their  hearts  are  made  of  Irish  Oak,  ' 

Although  their  bauds  are  rough. 

The  music  blowing  sweet  Garryowen  ! 

Or  Killamey's  Lakes,  so  fair — 

To  the  City  Hall  we  make  a  call, 

To  be  reviewed  by  the  Mayor.  Chorus. 

Shoemakers,  and  Tailors,  too! 

And  tradesmen  of  all  kind. 

In  regularity  they  march  along,       t.         \. 

And  never  look  behind. 

The  Green  flag  flying! 

And  the  young  girls  sighing ! 

In  their  snow  white  calico  so  nate  ; 

For  Ireland's  Saint  we'd  march  'till  we  faint ! 

Ou  the  day  we  celebrate.  Chorus. 


^«>»  — 


Out  of  Work. 


Mnsio  by  Macy. 


Snng  by  A.  A.  liOea. 


The  old  shop  is  silent,  and  cold  as  a  stone. 

No  work  to  do,  no  work  to  do  ; 
The  old  merry  voices,  so  cheerful,  are  gone, 

No  work  to  do  any  more. 
Papa's  so  sad  when  I  look  in  his  eye. 
And  mamma,  I  know,  is  most  ready  to  cry , 
But  maybe  good  angels  will  come  bj-an-by 

To  drive  the  old  wolf  from  the  door.  v 

'..^'- ;:v.o.;',:  ■>.',.     Chobus.  ■■;■'.: :^  V '::;;;   ■";-;—■.'•■■ 
Waiting  to  hear  the  old  ringing  bell. 
Oh !  how  its  echoes  sweet  stories  can  tell —  • 
Men  out  of  work,  you  must  sorrow  no  more, 
Stout  hearts  will  drive  the  old  wolf  from  the  door. 

Sometimes  I  hear,  in  the  cold  winter's  night> 

Father,  so  dear,  mother,  so  near. 
Talking  alone  by  the  dim  fire-light,  -        r 

Talking  of  bright  days  of  yore  :  ;  - 

Then  I  hear  mother  say— ' '  never  be  sad,      < 
People  will  need  yon,  don't  doubt  it,  my  lad  ; 
But  trust  with  the  faith  that  you  always  have  had 

In  One  who  keeps  wolves  from  the  door." 

Waiting  to  hear,  <&e. 


The  Briar. 

\    ;        BONO  AKD  DiLMCK. 

WdrAi  and  Hnsio  by  Jamei  Maaa. 

V      Down  byt  a  little  running  brook, 
Whero!  berries  sweetest  grow, 
Dero  liteB  do  only  girl  I  love. 
Miss  'Liza  Jane,  my  beau. 
'Twas  ip  among  de  bushes, 

De  fi|it  time  I  espied  her  ; 
She  critij  aloud — "oh  !  darkey,  oomc. 
And  biill  out  dis  yer  briar." 
Chorus  :    (jb(  I  darkey,  don't  you  linger  dere, 

Ijof-d  !  I, shall  expire—  , 

dome  help  dis  blcetling  finger, 

A[njd  subtract  away  de  briar.      (UepeaL ) 

-;  V    I  grabbcn  dis  fainting  fair  one 

RigWt  l)y  her  little  thumb. 
And  piil|ed  de  thomey  dagger  out 

Liko!  'possum  from  de  gum  : 
Do  moilo:  I  kiR.^ed  de  finger, 

De  rttore  it  seemed  to  heal. 
And  when  I  kissed  her  two  lips,  oh  ! 

How  happy  bhe  did  feel.  ChoroB. 

I  courted  sweet  Miss  'Liza  Jane, 
■         And  Well  I  played  my  part. 
I  8ayB-4-''  subtract  do  briar  out 
Dat'a  ^ticking  in  mj'  heart," 
I  look  pn  to  de  parsons 

AVid  I  laymen's  knot  to  tie  her  : 
-^'"'  [    Our  livje^  have  been  as  berries 
/         tSincb-t-'Widout  a  single  briar. 


Choroi. 


The  East  Side  of  Town. 


*  Written  and  snng  by  Ked  Hsrrlgaa. 
The  ITnslc  of  IDils  soogcan  be  obtained  or  E.  H.  HardtBg, 
J^o  229  lio*ary.  opposite  Prluce  Btr»et,  New-York— 
Elegant  iFull  Music  Bize  Sheet  for  10  cents. 


Ton  see  I  belong  to  Now  York,  my  boys, 

On  dear!  old  Manhattj\u  Isle, 
Famed  f^it  its  wealth  and  its  beauty,  boys. 

Its  darling  dear  girls  and  their  style. 
On  Broafl^iray,  my  l)oys,  or  the  Bowery, 

No  stringer  e'er  met  with  a  frown, 
Take  my  Word  -I  belong  to  the  city. 

And  hail  from  the  East  side  of  town. 
Chorus  :    The  east  side  of  town 

[  peats  the  world  up  and  down, 
;  :    For  pic-nic,  party,  or  ball ; 
iFor  boys  without  fear, 
-  ,  And  good  lager  beer. 

The  East  side  of  town  beats  them  all. 

The  danflies  they  dance  on  Avenue  'V, 

In  aristocratic  soirees : 
Champa^e  they  drink  as  if  it  were  tea. 

Their  m's  and  their  ma's  to  please  : 
They  shoiiln  see  the  quadrille  called  the  nine-pin. 

Or  a  ridl  old-fashioned  break  down, 
They  catJ  |iivot,  you  bet,  on  a  spangle 

The  gijrfc  from  the  East  side  of  town. 

The  East  side  of  town,  fta 

The  mecihiinic  yon  will  find  there,  too. 

The  industrious  laboring  class. 
The  sewing  girl,  from  her  labor  and  toil. 

On  the  sidewalk  doth  cheerfully  pass : 
She  is  hiiiJpy  indeed,  and  little  doth  heed 

If  she  bias  but  a  calico  gown  : 
We  all  do  agree  that  if  jolly  you'd-be, 

You  must  live  on  the  East  side  of  town. 

The  East  side  of  town,  4a 


Fnzzle. 

^  0  a  0,  but  I  0  thee  ; 

O  0  no  0,  but  O  0  me ! 

Let  not  my  0  a  0  go, 

]iut  return  0  0,  I  0  thee  i 

*,*The  af)ove  puzzle  is  supposed  to  have  beeh 

written  by  fii  learned  professor  of  Cambridge,  and 

has  sinc^  linderpoue  many  variations,  but  we  think 

the  vernioii  irre  given  not  inferior  to  :iuy  of  them. 

Y<)^i  si'ik/or  a  <:'q>tier,  but  /  shjlifw  (lice ; 

Oh  !  sifj/i,  for  no  cipher,  hut,  oft  !  sUfh  for  me  ! 

Let  not  n>]i  siqhforti  ciplier';o. 

But  rdxarh  si'jhf(/r  si/jk,  I  ul'jh  fui-  thee  so. 


.WM'f' 


.^TPT*;'?^^r?!pr^?5^3H^ 
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T]I£    81NOERS'    JOIJRIVAL.. 


A  Fatal  Love. 


Mareton  Thompson  and  Ella  Gmye  had  qtlftr- 
relled.  A  lovers'  quarrel,  their  frieuils  Raid,  with  a 
smile  or  a  laugh,  according  as  the  matter  seemed 
more  or  less  absurd  to  the  opeakors,  and,  like  others 
.  of  its  kind,  it  would  soon  be  nmdo  up  ;  for  Marston 
ftud  Ellii  were  becoming  proverbial  in  their  neijjh- 
borhood  for  their  qnurrels  and  reconciliations. 
'  However,  on  this  occasion,  the  qtiarrel  promised 
to  be  of  longer  duration  than  asual ;  and  it  was 
hoped,  by  those  interested  in  the  matter,  that  tho 
reconciUation  would  be  equally  lasting. 

Ella  was  a  notorious  flirt,  and  Marston  was  not o- 

-  liooely  jealotis  ;  but  as  everyone  knew  that  she  was 
'really  in  love  with  him,  his  friends  were  never  douo 

laughing  at  their  many  quarrels. 

On  this  occasion  the  breach  seemed  irreparable. 

Day  succeeded  day,  till  several  weeks  had  elapsed ; 
and,  quite  suddenly,  Marston  went  to  visit  a  cousiu. 
He  remained  away  just  one  month,  and  returned 
home  with  a  wife—  a  bride  of  a  week — whom  no  one 
in  Centreville  ever  saw  before. 

Of  course,  amazement  was  general,  and  curiosity 
was  great. 

All  Centreville  called  uix)n  the  young  couple,  ex- 
cept Ella  Graye,  who  had  fallen  down  in  a  dead 
Bwoon  on  hearing  of  Mtirston's  inarrii\ge,  and  had 
ever  since  been  a  prisoner  in  her  own  room,  stricken 
by  such  remorse  and  anguish  as  threatened  to  bo- 
come  fatal. 

Of  course,  Marston  wa.s  tho  first  to  know  how 
his  contemptible  revenge  had  affected  his  sweet- 
heart ;  and  the  tears  ho  wept  over  his  own  folly 
and  her  suffering  were  as  sincere  oa  they  were 
bitter. 

Bumor  soon  got  abroad  that  Marston  Thompson 
was  already  tired  of  his  pretty  young  wife,  and 
that  her  heart  was  broken— for,  of  course,  officious 
neighbors  were  not  slow  to  let  her  into  the  secret 

-  of  her  husband's  former  attachment  ;  and  before 
many  months  were  over  thero  was  talk  of  a  separ.i- 
tion. 

It  was  while  tho  subject  wa.s  still  under  discns- 
Bion,  and  people  were  wondering  how  soon  Mrs. 
Thompson  would  retiurn  to  her  friends,  that  tho 
neighborhood  was  thrown  into  consternation  by  a 
tragic  termination  to  tho  ill-starred  marriago. 

Marston  Thompson  had  pi\rted  from  his  wife  one 
morotng,  after  a  bitter  scene  of  tears  and  re- 
proaches ;  and,  after  sending  their  only  house-ser- 
vant on  a  message  to  a  neighbor,  about  a  mile  dis- 
tant, he  had  gone  to  his  bam. 

Engaged  in  a  variety  of  small  duties  there,  ho 
had  ^n  absent  about  a  half  hoirr,  when  he  was 
suddenly  started  by  the  loud  report  of  a  gun,  com- 
ing from  the  direction  of  his  house. 

He  ran  thither  with  all  possible  haste,  burst  into 
.  the  kitchen,  and  was  confronted  by  the  fearful 
spectacle  of  his  wife's  corjj.se  lying  upon  the  floor, 
her  head  literally  blown  from  the  body. 

Almost  paralyzed  with  horror,  JIarston  at  first 
did  nothing  but  stare,  scarcelj-  realizing  what  had 
happened  ;  and  then  slowly  come  to  his  mind  the 
knowledge  that  he  was  free. 

He  had  not  loved  the  dead  woman  before  him:  but 
it  is  only  justice  to  him  to  stAte  that  he  did  not  re- 
member that  now,  and  his  feelings  were  solely  those 
of  distress  and  pity,  not  untouched  with  remorse, 
for  he  l>egau  to  fear  that  something  be  might  have 
said  during  their  last  unfortunate  dispute  had 
driven  l>€r  to  desparation,  and  caused  her  to  lay 
violent  hands  on  her  own  life. 

He  now  moved  forward,  and  raise<l  the  gun  from 
the  floor  ;  and,  while  ho  still  held  it  in  his  hand, 
trying  to  determine  from  its  position  whether  death 
had  lieen  the  result  of  accident  or  intention,  a 
couple  of  laborers,  who  had  been  at  work^t  somo 
distance  on  the  farm,  burst  into  the  kitchen,  hav- 
ing also  been  brought  there  by  tho  report  of  the 
gun. 

Marston  merely  pointed  to  the  corpse  without 
speakinc;,  and  helplessly  dropped  the  but  of  the  gun 
on  the  floor,  while  a  deathly  pallor  overspread  his 
iaca. 

"Oh,  Mr.  Thompson,  how  could  you  do  it  ?"  ex- 
claimed the  younger  of  the* two  men,  while  tho 
other  caught  him  by  the  shoulder,  and  said, 
reughly,  "Master  liiompson,  j'ou'll  suffer  for 
this !" 

"  I  ?  What  have  I  to  do  with  it  ?"  exclaimed 
Mawton,  impatiently  jerking  his  shoulder  ;  but  the 


strong  hiuid  fjrasping  him  held  it  like  a  vice. 

He  made  no  further  effort  to  free  himself,  for  ho 
saw  his  position  as  it  api)earod  to  the  two  men  be- 
side him,  and  as  it  must  a]>pear  to  all  other's  as 
soon  as  known. 

While  protesting  his  innocence,  he  nevertheless 
gave  himself  up  at  once  ;  and  that  night  and  many 
nights  afterwards,  tho  widowed  husband  jxissed  in 
tho  county  gaol. 

The  coroner's  inquest  brought  in  a  verdict  of, 
' '  Death  at  tho  hand  of  somo  jiersou  unknown— acci- 
dental or  otherwise  ;  suRi)icion  pointing  ijtrongly 
towards  the  victim's  husband,  Marston  Thomi>ion." 

Tho  (juestiou  of  suicide  had  been  instautlv  de- 
cided by  an  inquiry  as  to  the  position  of  tho  body 
when  found. 

The  hands  were  so  closely  clasped  together  that 
it  was  with  great  difficulty  the  locked  lingers  could 
be  unclosed. 

Tho  relatives  of  the  deceased  then  took  charge  of 
the  botly  ;  and  public  attention  tunied  with  un- 
divided interest  to  the  qi^estion  of  Marstou's 
guilt  or  innocence. 

Circumshinccs  were  terribly  against  him. 

Tho  di8i)utes  between  himself  and  his  wife  were 
well  known  for  miles  aroimd,  having  lx;en  widely 
circulated  by  his  laborers  and  tho  servant,  a  gossip 
ing  girl,  who  dejiosed  havmg  heard  her  master  say, 
on  that  very  momiufc,  that  ho  ciused  tho  day  he 
had  ever  seen  his  imhappy  wife. 

Both  the  men  had  been  sent  immediately  after 
breakfast  to  work  in  a  distant  field  ;  and  Marston 
himself  had  sent  tho  girl  out  of  tho  way. 

Directly  succeeding  this,  the  wife  had  been  found 
dead,  and  tho  husband  with  the  weapon  that  had 
caused  her  death  still  in  his  hand. 

As  the  neighlors  declared,  such  evidence  would 
hang  an  archbishop. 

We  ought  to  have  stated  ero  this  that  the  scene  of 
our  story  is  in  the  United  States,  which  will  ac- 
count for  certain  pecuhaiities  in  the  legal  pro- 
ceedings. 

Tho  trial  was  to  take  place  in  about  six  weeks  ; 
and  Marston,  w  ho,  some  tlireo  months  e.irlier,  had 
not  an  enemy  in  Centreville,  found  that  public 
opinion  had  so  changed  towards  him  that  not  a 
voice  of  man  or  woman  was  miscd  in  his  defence. 

15ut  one  heart  was  true  to  him,  although  tho  lii>8 
were  silent ;  and  one  clear,  strong  j'oung  bmiu  was 
l)nsily  at  work  on  the  problem  of  finding  out  the 
real  criminal. 

When  Ella  Graye  heard  of  tho  j'Oung  bride's 
tragic  death  and  the  arrest  of  Marston,  she  rose 
from  her  sick  bed  as  if  tho  angel  of  life  had  come  to 
it,  breathing  into  her  Linguid  frame  tho  breath  of  a 
new  existance. 

That  same  night  a  woman,  heavily  veiled,  was 
admitted  to  seo  tho  prisoner  ;  and  when  she  un- 
covered hrr  face,  and  throwing  herself  at  his  feet, 
.sobbed  out,  "Oh,  ilarston,  Marston!  can  you  ever 
forgive  me  ?"  he  recognised  the  only  woman  he  had 
ever  loved. 

'•Ella,  darling!    Why  aro  j-ou  here?" 

"  To  save  you,  Marston  !  If  the  whole  world 
condenuis  you,  I  know  j^our  innocence  !  But  somo 
one  is  guilty,  and  that  one  must  be  found." 

'•It  is  im{X)s,sible,  Ella;  thero  is  not  tho  least 
clue.  Everything  is  against  me.  My  punishment 
is  heavy,  but  perhaps  just.  My  a'jsurd  jealousy 
has  wrecked  the  happiness  of  three  people,  and  in- 
directly caused  the  death  of  one.  I  deserve  to 
die  !■  . 

Marston,  dearest,  I  will  not  listen  to  such  words 
from  you  !  I  have  thought  and  thought  on  this 
subject  till  my  brain  seemed  to  whirl  round  from 
the  impossibility  of  settling  on  any  special  line  of 
thought.  But  all  at  once,  as  if  by  inspiration, 
there  came  to  me  what  I  am  certain  will  turu  out 
to  bo  the  right  clue  by  which  this  mystery  may  be 
unravelled.  No  one  in  Centreville  committed  this 
crime  ;  no  one  had  any  motive.  Therefore,  it  is 
useless  to  look  here  for  tho  criminal.  Now  you 
must  tell  me  everything  concerning  your  late  wife's 
relations  and  habits  of  life  that  yon  know  or  sus- 
pect ;  for  in  her  past  associations,  before  she  ever 
saw  you,  we  will  find  the  motive  and  the  mur- 
derer !" 

Marston  raised  his  head  with  an  eager  look  of 
hope,  for  in  these  words  his  soul  saw  its  first  my  of 
liuht  since  he  had  been  accused  of  causing  the  death 
of  his  wife. 

He  seized  Ella's  band. 
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"  May  I  kias  it?"  he  ssked,  humbly. 

She  bent  towards  him,  and  pressed  her  fresh  lips 
to  his  pallid  brow. 

Marston  thanked  her  with  a  look  more  than  in 
words,  and  then  gave  her  a  careful  account  of  his 
wife's  antecedents,  as  for  as  he  knew  them  or  could 
guess  them. 

Tho  account  was  meagre  enough,  and  even  to 
Ella's  sanguine  ho^^ee  held  out  no  very  bright  pro- 
8i>ect. 

"  This  German,  who  taught  yotur  wife  music — 
wliat  did  you  say  his  name  was  ?" 

"  Herr  Groesse."  »         • 

"He  admired  her,  you  say?" 

"Very  much,  and  made  love  to  her,  too — poor 
girl !  Many  a  time  during  the  last  month  or  two 
has  she  said,  'I  wish  I  had  married  Herr  Gioesso 
instead  of  you,  Marston.'  I  wished  it,  too,  and  I 
was  cruel  enough  to  say  so." 

"How  did  he  take  her  marriage  with  yon?" 

"  Like  a  madman  ;  swore  he  would  have  my  life, 
if  he  died  for  it ;  behaved  so  wildly  that  my  iriemis 
were  alarmed  for  my  safety,  and  everjlxHly  said 
his  hate  for  me  seemed  greater  than  his  love  for 
Anna  had  been.  But  after  a  few  days  raving  ho 
disapiicared,  and,  a  week  later,  we  saw  his  uamo 
among  tho  list  of  passengers  on  a  vessel  that  wiiltd 
for  Ilamburgh." 

"  Then  I  know  tho  criminal  who  took  the  life  of 
your  unfortunato  wife,  Marston.  Herr  Groesso 
uevor  sailed  in  that  vessel- he  donbtless  forteittd 
his  passage  to  throw  suspicion  ofl"  the  track,  fol- 
lowed you  here,  and  watching  his  opportunity, 
revenged  himself  at  once  upon  the  woman  he  hud 
loved  and  the  man  who  had  taken  her  from  him,  Ly 
killing  her  under  such  circumstiinces  as  would  also 
compiiss  your  death  in  the  most  ignominious 
nianuer." 

Marstou's  gratitude  was  great  for  the  love  that 
could  make  a  woman  young  and  inexperienced  as 
Ella  Gmye,  shrewd  and  lar-seeing  as  a  keen-witted 
man  of  biw. 

"  Jly  heart  tells  me  j'on  are  right,  Ella  ;  if  yon 
had  known  the  man  for  ten  years,  you  could  not 
have  better  gauged  his  cbiracter.  It  Is  the  very 
vengeance  he  would  have  chosen  ;  and  without 
doubt  it  has  been  accomplished  in  tho  way  you 
suggest.  Doubtless  tho  man  is  beyond  reach  now  ; 
but  it  I  must  die,  Ella,  it  is  a  ha{>piness  far  beyond 
what  I  derserve  to  know  that  you  love  me,  and  be- 
lieve me  iimoceut  ;  and,  jierhaps,  at  some  time  yet 
far  in  the  future,  you  may  prove  my  guiltlessness  to 
the  world. 

"You  shall  not  die,  Marston!  Only  tnist  me, 
darling  !  Promise  me  to  hope— to  kive  faith  in 
my  efforts  to  save  you  to  tho  last  moment,  como 
w  hat  may,  and  as  surely  as  I  live  I  will  redeem  my 
word !  If  I  die,  my  spirit  w  ill  receive  yours,  for 
then  I  know  you  would  not  wish  to  live  ! " 

"  Bltss  you,  Ella,  my  good  Angel !  You  have  my 
■word !" 

Tho  lovers  were  for  a  moment  folded  in  each 
other's  arms  ;  and  as  Ella's  visit  had  ah-eady  tres- 
passed beyond  tho  limited  time,  they  parted. 

Marston  heard  tlie  key  grate  harshly,  as  it  turned 
in  the  lock,  and  made  bin*  once  more  a  solitary  pri- 
soner ;  but  the  dreary  sound  was  powerless  to 
banish  the  sunshine  that  Ella's  presence  had  left 
within  his  breast. 

On  the  next  day  Centreville  received  another 
shock. 

Ella  Graye  was  gone— none  knew  when,  none 
knew  whither  ;  and  for  a  time  the  gossips  discussed 
this  new  subject  with  a  lively  interest  ;  but  as 
every  day  brought  nearer  the  time  for  Marstou's 
trial,  the  question  of  his  guilt  or  innocence  was 
again  uppermost,  and  all  smaller  topics  wtre  merged 
in  the  greater  one. 

The  first  day  of  the  trial  came  and  passed  ;  and 
the  accused  man  was  locked  up  in  his  cell  with  a 
conciousness  that  tho  day's  proceedings  had  casta 
still  darker  ahadow  over  the  wretched  circumstances 
in  which  his  fate  was  shrouded. 

Marston  had  borne  up  bravely  during  the  whole 
day,  and  even  in  the  loneliness  of  his  cell  he 
banished  every  thought  from  his  mind,  except  such 
hopeful  ones  as  were  suggested  by  Ella's  interview 
with  him. 

The  second  day  was  mainly  taken  up  witli  cross- 
examination  of  evidence  ehcited  on  the  first ;  and 
at  noon  of  the  third  day,  tne  jury,  after  an  absence 
of  thirty  minutes  brought  in  a  verdict  of  guilty 
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against  the  prisoner,  who  was  fortbwitb  sentenced 
to  expiate  his  crime  ou  that  day  three  months. 

On  that  same  day,  and  at  the  same  hoar,  Ella 
Gn\ye  was  sitting  at  the  dinner-table  of  a  littlo 
country  inn,  three  htmdred  miles  away. 

A  trifling  incident  had  shown  her  that  a  stranger 
had  passed  through  Ceutreville  on  the  t'ay  Mrs. 
Thompson  was  foimd  dead  ;  as  he  was  vcrj'  lame, 
and  Widked  with  great  diflScultv,  she  easily  traced 
him  to  a  viliage  some  fifteen  miles  distant, 

There  she  found  that  a  man,  calling  himself 
Franz  Freylung,  und  specking  no  English,  had 
passed  the  night 

He  walked  Lime,  and  appeared  to  be  suffering 
from  a  severe  sprain  of  the  ankle. 

By  juoans  ol  the  r.ailroad  oflicials  who  had  sold 
him  his  ticket,  Ella  easily  traced  him  to  a  larga 
town,  nearly  a  hundretl  miles  further  on. 

But  wLe'i  nhe  arrived  there,  she  perceived  that 
all  hoi)e  of  finding  the  man  she  was  in  search  of  was 
utterly  vaiu. 

She  spent  several  days  in  the  effort  to  do  so,  but 
concluded  at  last  that  she  was  merely  wasting 
valuable  time. 

She  then  bethought  her  that  Herr  Groesse  having 
taken  passage  for  Europe,  would,  although  he  had 
allowed  that  vessel  to  sail  without  him,  no  doubt 
take  passage  again  at  the  earliest  possible  opiX)r- 
tunity. 

She  made  preparations  to  go  to  New  York  at 
once  ;  and  it  was  when  within  a  few  miles  of  the 
metropolis,  that  her  attention  was  caught  by  tho 
appearauco  of  a  man  who  had  that  moment  de- 
scended from  the  train  she  was  then  in. 

Now  she  conld  not  decide  on  any  course  of  action; 
but  by  a  blind  impulse  stumbled  to  her  feet,  hurried 
out  of  the  carriage,  and  had  just  time  to  jump  ou 
the  platform,  for  the  train  was  already  in  motion, 
and,  in  another  moment,  she  would  have  been  too 
late. 

As  it  was,  she  lost  her  balance  and  fell  against  the 
man  who  had  been  the  cause  of  her  precipitate  move- 
ments, and  who  stood,  weary  and  pale,  leaning 
heavily  upon  a  crutch. 

Ella  Graye  was  a  very  pretty  woman  ;  and  she 
had  never  yet  found  the  charm  of  her  personal  ap- 
pearance powerless. 

And  upon  this  occasion  it  was  not  wholly  so  ;  for 
her  words  of  apolog}',  in  a  voice  to  charm  a  man's 
senses,  won  her  a  long  and  admiring  glance  from 
a  pair  of  dark,  rather  wild  looking  ej'es.  The  owner 
of  them  said  nothing,  but  bowed  in  answer  to  her 
excuses. 

"  I  must  make  him  speak,"  thought  Ella;  and 
nloud  she  said,  "  I  am  all  the  more  sorry  because  I 
fear  I  have  hurt  you ;"  and  she  just  touched  the 
crutch. 

' '  Yes,  I  am  lame— a  very  sore  ankle  " — he  spoke 
with  a  strong  German  accent  "It  was  spmined, 
and  from  want  of  proper  care  I  fear  it  will  bo 
serious.  Are  you  a  stranger  here,  madam  ?  Could 
you  perhaps  direct  me  to  find  a  doctor  ?" 

"Yes,  certainly  ;  sit  down  on  this  l)ench,  sir  ," 
and  before  he  could  object,  Ella  hastened  towards 
the  stjition-niaster. 

"  It  is  he— a  German,  and  lame.  I  must  not  lose 
sight  of  him.  He  looks  poor  ;  it  is  more  than 
likely  he  has  exhausted  his  moilej',  and  stops  at 
this  little  place  for  ecouomj'.  So  much  the  better  ; 
I  may  find  my  task  easier  than  I  could  have  hoped. 
He  is  e\ideutly  suffering  greatly,  and  he  can't 
start  either  for  Europe  or  anywhere  else  for  some 
time." 

While  these  thoughts  were  jmssing  through  her 
mind,  Ella  had  made  several  inquiries  of  the 
station-master,  had  engaged  the  oulv  carriage  in 
the  place,  and  paid  a  messenger  to  bring  a  surgeon 
to  the  village  inn.  She  then  returned  to  the  lame 
man. 

"Now,  sir,  if  you  will  allow  me— and  you  must 
— I  will  take  you  to  the  inn  where  I  am  going  my- 
self, and  a  doctor  will  attend  you  directly." 

The  man  thanked  her  in  an  almost  inaudible 
tone  ;  and  she  could  see  tho  beaded  drojis  upon  his 
pallid  brow  in  confirmation  of  the  pain  he  was  suf- 
fering. 

He  availed  himself  of  her  assistance  to  get  into 
the  carriage,  and  then,  leaning  back  in  the  seat, 
with  a  suppressed  groan  closed  his  eyes,  and  neither 
moved  nor  spolie  until  they  reached  the  inn. 

As  ahe  sat  in  front  of  him,  Ella  observed  him 
closely.      His  features  and  height  corresponded 
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exactly  with  Maiston's  discription  of  Herr  Groesse. 

His  liair  was  dark-brown,  however,  while 
Groesse's  had  been  a  light  flaxen  color,  and  he 
was  without  moustache,  whereas  Groesse  had  worn 
one  imusually  heavy  and  of  the  same  color  as  his 
hair.  But  these  were  slight  discrepancit* — the 
moustache  had  doubtless  been  removed  and  tho  hair 
been  djed. 

To  avoid  any  chance  of  rousiug  suspicion,  Ella 
gave  her  name  as  Miss  Jane  Smith  :  and  she  siiw 
that  the  stranger's  was  written  AV.  Kouig.  Mar- 
slon  had  told  her  that  Groesse's  Christ  iuu  name  was 
Wolfgang.  Evidently  he  intended  to  retain  his 
fin^t  name. 

The  German  at  once  retired  to  his  room,  and 
awaited  the  surgeon's  arrival. 

Ella  watched  anxiously  for  the  surgeon,  for  she 
felt  the  imiiortance  of  making  him  her  friend  ;  and 
when  at  last  he  came  down  from  Herr  Konig's 
room  she  waylaid  him,  and  begged  for  an  inter- 
view. 

Dr.  Thorn  was  an  old  man,  and  not  susceptible, 
as  Ella  decided  at  a  glance. 

She  therefore  l>oldly  took  him  into  her  confidence, 
and  told  him  her  whole  story. 

The  surgeon  was  impressed,  and  somewhat  in- 
terested. 

"You  are  a  shrewd  girl,"  he  said  ;  "but  so  far 
there  is  nothing  to  prove  my  patient  is  other  than 
he  says,  and  only  one  suspicious  circumstance  in 
my  interview  with  him.  His  leg  is  in  a  very  bad 
condition  ;  the  ankle  is  not  merely  sprained— one  of 
the  small  bones  has  been  I  roken,  and  the  flesh  so 
badly  bruised  and  cut  that,  considering  the  way  the 
wound  has  been  neglected,  it  looks  serious.  Such  a 
complication  of  injuries  must  have  been  received  in 
some  very  particular  manner,  and  his  account  of  it 
does  not  satisfy  me  at  all." 

Ella  and  Dr.  Thome  discassed  tho  stranger  for 
some  time  longer,  and  when  they  parted,  the  sur- 
geon was  much  inclined  to  her  view  of  the  matter. 

It  was  late  next  day  before  Ella  got  the  news- 
pajxjr  ;  and  when  she  had  received  it,  and  read  the 
crushing  news  of  Marston's  conviction  and  sentence 
of  death,  it  was  a  terrible  blow. 

She  met  Dr.  Thome  as  he  came  into  tho  inn, 
and,  with  the  paper  in  her  hand,  pointed  with  trem- 
bling finger  to  the  one  imragraph  it  contained  for 
her. 

"  Oh,  sir,"  she  said,  "  there  is  no  time  to  lose — 
he  is  sentenced  to  death  !  What  shall  I  do  ?  Is 
there  no  iwssible  way  of  finding  out  this  man's 
identity  ?  Perhaj^s  I  am  all  WTong— the  real  Herr 
Groesse  may  be  escaping  me,  and  my  poor  Marston 
I  will  be  hanged. " 

Dr.  Thorno  was  touched  by  her  distress,  and 
•  soothed  her  by  encouraging  words.  He  then  went 
I  to  his  patient,  but  presently  returned  to  Ella,  look- 
'  ing  very  grave. 

{      "  He  is  in  a  high  fever,  and  delrirous.   He  ravee, 
.'  and  your  suspicions  are,  without  doubt,  correct,  for 
he  L'm  mentioned  both  Thompson's  name  and  that 
.  of  the  woman  who  was  killed." 

"Ah,  'tis  he — I  knew  it"  Ella  exclaimed,  in 
\  triumph. 

"  It  is  he,  I  know,  for  I  called  him  by  his  name, 
and  he  answered  it.  But  I  fear  your  hope  of 
.  proving  him  the  guilty  will  never  be  realized.  I 
cannot  undertake  the  responsibihty  of  amputating 
his  leg,  and,  from  present  appearances,  I  apprehend 
mortification." 

Ella  was  in  despair.    She  knew  what  that  meant, 
and  was  quite   prepared   for  Dr.  Thome's    next 
words,  "that  the  man  would  probably  be  dead 
,  within  forty-eight  hours." 

How  that  day  passed  she  never  could  remember. 
Towards  night  she  begged  for  permission  to  sec  tho 
sick  man,  and  she  was  admitted 

"Y'ou  are  not  suffering  so  much  now,  Herr 
Groesse,"  she  said. 

The  man  looked  at  her  helplessly,  but  did  not 
deny  his  name ;  his  fiice  was  quite  and  peaceful, 
and  he  said  he  was  suffering  no  pain. 

Ella  shuddered,  for  she  knew  that  such  utter 
painlessness,  under  the  circumstances,  meant 
death.  Before  she  could  reply,  Dr.  Thome  entered 
the  room. 

"Doctor,"  said  the  sick  man,  "I  am  dying — 
don't  conceal  it  from  me,  for  it  may  be  of  import- 
ance that  I  should  know  it  at  once." 

Dr.  ThoiDe  answered  giavely,  "  Yes,  yon  are 
dying." 


*H< 


With  «  piercing  cry,  Ella  flung  herself  on  hw  ' 
kneels  auil  seized  tho  hand  already  cold  with  tlM 
damp  ofdtoth- with  imssionate,  resistless  eloqu«lKM 
she  impliifed  the  dying  man  to  tell  what  h«  kaew 
of  Mrs.  l^iompson's  death,  and  to  sKTS  the  man 
innocentSy  condemned  to  die  for  it.  J 

Herr  Gtot-sse  smiled—  a  feeble  biaile.  ' 

"  So  3p^  love  him,  too,  madiuu  !  He  is  a  lucky 
man.  Dqctor,  I  killed  Mrs.  Thompson- 1  watched 
my  oppdrtunity,  and  shot  her  with  that  man's  gnn. 
Perhaps  li  was  mad,  for  1  loved  her  better  tkan 
my  own  souL  I  was  horror.4>track  when  I  saw 
her  fidl,  and  only  tho  sound  of  steps  running  to- 
wards tliGi  hotiBO  ronBo<l  mo.  1  jumped  through 
the  oi^eu:  window,  cAught  my  fix)t  ere  touching  the 
ground,  land  so  sprained  my  ankle.  I  alighted  in 
a  ])ile  01  jagged  rubbish,  broken  bottles,  old  iitm, 
and  the  like,  and  that  cut  and  bruiau  Iias  caused 
my  death.    Write  it  <>ut,  doctor ;  I  will  sign  if 

The  ilytng  dejKwition  was  properly  witncased, 
swom  tq,  and  signed  ;  and  before  tlje  night  ms 
over  the  guilty  man  was  dead. 

Of  coilrje,  JLirston  lliompson  was  liberated  in 
due  tima  ;  and  of  coiu-se  public  opinion  snffared  a 
reaction  ju  its  own  i>eculiar  way,  and  declared  tbat  \ 
it  always  knew  he  wiuj  innocent 

But  Getitrevillo  had  l>ecomo  hateful  to  both 
Marston  ^ud  Ella.  They  remained  cmly  long 
enough  to  Bell  Marston "s  farm,  and  to  get  married  ; 
and  the  ini'xt  spring  saw  them  settled  in  the  far 
west,  where  never  cloud  arose  to  darken  the  sui- 
light  of  thf ir  weddetl  lives. 


-«•» 


That  Lady  Seems  to  Know  Ton,  Georg«. 

Wordii  bv  3«oin»l  N.  Mitclifill.    Unslo  hy  J.  Tarnnitnlm. 

The   Mu«lc   or  tlils   fr^ng   \m   piibll*h«d   by    >%lil(«. 

Smith  &  Co.,  -J9B  &  3U0  WubiiigtOD  Btreot,  Uoat«a 


The  band  was  playing  in  the  park 

One  Atip^t  evening  fine. 
And  cnowds  of  promenaders  gay 

Were  inarching  by  in  line  ; 
The  fellfiws  in  full  force  were  there, 

The  Mrls  were  plenty,  too, 
And  with  flirtations,  chats,  and  such, 

All  had  enough  to  do. 
Choraa  :    But  I  was  hamessed  to  my  love, 
A\rTio  now  and  then  would  say  : 
'  That  latly  seems  to  know  you,  Qeoige, 
Who  is  she,  tell  me,  pray  ? " 
The  ladies,  bless  the  gentle  doves ! 

All  aetmed  to  bow  to  me. 
Which,  taith  Louisa  by  my  side, 

Did  not  at  all  agree  ; 
And  one^  believe  it,  nudged  me  hard, 

I  did  not  know  her  name, 
Or  even  the  direction  which 

The  liitle  damsel  came.  Chores. 

I  told  mk'  love  that  it  was  rude  : 

For,  vfe'd  ne'er  met  before. 
And  then  I  said,  "  I'm  sure  she's  not 

The  firtjyle  that  I  adore." 
Besides,  I  thought  her  impudent 

For  doing  such  a  thing, 
And  then  the  l)and  strack  np  the  air 

My  4atrling  loved  to  sing. 

I  scarce  bad  got  the  sentence  out 

When,  lo,  behold  !  there  stood 
A  maiden  throwing  kisses  just 

As  fast  as  e'er  she  could  ; 
She  aimed  them  all  at  me,  I  know : 

For,  in  her  roguish  eye 
I  saw  'twas  her  intention  then 

To  tos«  them  on  the  sly. 

Apologize  again  I  mttst 

To  my  Louisa  fair. 
Lest  she  should  think  tbat  I  for  her 

Did  not  the  slightest  care  ; 
I  told  her,  jokingly,  I  thought 

The  kisses  flew  too  high 
For  me  or  any  other  chap 

To  cat<rh  them  on  the  fly. 
This  ratber  vexed  the  little  one^ 

She  wamted  to  go  home : 
She  was  "so  tired  and  sleepy  that 

She  ootild  not  further  roam  ; " 
But  'era  We  reached  her  domicUe, 

A  giri  bewitching  sweet 
SoJd,  as  Aie  passed  aside  rvt,  "Qeotgiy 


Cbonu. 


Chorus. 


CtoruL 


Next  Bonday  ni-iiht  we  meet' 


Choros. 
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TOICK. 
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Words  by  PHILIP  8T0NER. 
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Muuio  by  Pro/.  EDMUND  CLARK,  tho  renowned  Guitar  and  Banjo  Teacher,  No.  286  Bowery,  N.  Y. 
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1.  I     am     a     rov  -  int,'     I  -  lisli  lad,  from  Lim  -  er  -  ick 
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came. 
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I   braved  the  |)er  -  ils 
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search  for  jjold    and  fame.        I      left   np  -  on    onld    E  -  rin's  sod   the    dar  -  lin'  of   my   heart     And,  oh!     it  seems  like 
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death  it  -  self,  from  No  -  ra's  side  to    part—     My    dsir  -  lin'.  don't  ye  wee 
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>,      Icrieil.for    surc-iy     I'll  c»mo  back.     .\nl 
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bring  ve    baijs   of 


shin  -  inir  iroold  and     hap  -  pi  -  ness    no 
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Yonr    love  Mill    bo    my     cruiil  -  in;,'  star   l)i' 


it 

I. 


— I — #- 

I — 1- 


i.< 


Y 


A=^ 


yond  the  stormy     sea, 


For  Tim   Mc  -  Fadden    Ikis 
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a  heart  t  hat's  strong  and  brave  and  free. 
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1    am    ou  -  iy    Tim  He 
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Fad-tlen,    But  I    try    all  hearts  to     glad-Uen,    for :  in    all    this  broad  k-t 
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mer  -  i  -   kyjhere's  bnt  one  Tim    Mc  -  Fadden. 
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2  Tbe  ship  sailed  out  npon  the  sea,  and  took  me  flrom  the  land, : 
And  Norah  Blood  apoit  the  shore,  and  wept  and  waved  ber  ha^id. 
My  heart  was  broke  entirely,  for  every  breeze  that  fanned 
My  tbrobbiog  temples,  bore  me  farther  from  my  native  land. 
The  fevtr  took  me  in  the  ship,  and  stmck  down  many  more, 
And  then  the  thought  of  Erin,  mad^  onx  hearts  grow  faint  and  ■ore; 
I  IfM  to  qh««r  tbe  lads  a  bit,  and  cong  aa  Irish  song 
'  IfyidMNy  iA  4"**ra7  tto^rM  Mcarlw  v«ll  Md  stvaBf.^ 


3  I  landed  in  Ameriky  widont  a  single  son. 
Too  weak  to  work,  and  work  was  scarce,  and  frienda  bo  rery  few, 
I  roamed  about  this  big  Mew  York,  and  sought  work  high  and  low^ 
And  helped  the  boot-blacks,  and  the  boys  that  shoveled  off  the  snow. 
Fve  got  a  situation  now,  that  gets  mc  bread  and  clothes. 
And  sometbing  too  beaides  each  week  into  the  pocket  goes, 


And  soon  m  send  tM  moBey  in  a  letter  cross  < 
TiMtrU  tell  my  di^' Mon^  for  to  ooaia  M«MB  to  a^ 


ti t^-'i.'.i^'  ;— -.,^1 
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The  Two  Frofeason. 

B«8p«ctfall7  dedicAted  to  JohnioD  Ji  Bfimo^ 
by  Bob«rt  McKky. 


Ob !  now  behold  two  called  gents. 

From  South  Fifth  Avenue, 
Who  have  consented  to  appear  ~ -.  "  \ 

And  sing  and  dance  for  you  ;  ....  . 

Wo  do  not  doubt,  before  we're  done^    .' 

Yon  will  confess  we're  smart, 
And  praise  the  two  professors  of 

The  terpsichorean  art 

Choeus. 

Oh  !  we're  two  professors  :        (Break.) 
Oh !  we're  two  professors.         (Break.) 

Yoa  can't  discount  our  singing. 
While  at  dancing  we  are  smart ; 
Oh  !  we're  the  two  professors  of 

The  terpsichorean  art.  (Dance.) 

We  teach  the  darkies  how  to  twist 

The  heel  and  shake  the  toe  ; 
To  all  the  balls,  though  for  or  near, 
'    We're  always  sure  to  go  ; 
Tlmt  there  is  nothing  dearer 

Than  dancing,  to  the  heart. 
Believe  the  two  professors  of 

The  terjwichorean  art. 
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Chorns. 
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This  Pretty  Little  Flower. 

Word*  by  A.  Thonapscn.  Hnale  by  Ch»rle«  McEroy. 

The  MuBfo  can  be  otitalned  at  the  Publlaher'i  Mualo 

Stora,  Chmrlea  W    Harrla.  No.  13  Eaat  Ktb  Street, 

New-York.    Price  3i  ceuta. 


This  pretty  little  flower,  with  its  fragrance 

rich  and  pure. 
An  emblem  of  devotion,  was  sent  to  me,  I'm  sure, 
By  one  whose  heart  is  true,  awd  I  know  he 

loves  me  well  ; 
This  pretty  little  flower  to  me  his  thoughts  doth  tell : 
Yes,  this  pretty  little  flower  on  my  heart  doth  shower. 
As  from  a  fairy  bower,  rich  blessings  on  my  love. 

..:""'*•..-.'..      ■■■■,■  Chorus.     ['-."'-'.■. i  \. 
Oh  !  this  pretty  little  flower,  oh  ?  this  pretty  little  flower 
On  my  heart  doth  shower  rich  blessings  on  my  love. 

This  pretty  little  flower,  plucked  from  its  dewy  bed, 
lu  softly  breathing  whispers  unto  my  heart  has  said  : 
"  What  tho'  all  else  be  false,  there's  one 

e'er  true  to  thee  !" 
Oh  !  this  pretty  little  flower  brings  joy  and 

peace  to  me  : 

Yes.  this  pretty  little  flower,  111  prize  it  from 

this  hour 

As  a  bridal  dower,  and  blessing  frotm  above. 

Oh  !  this  pretty  little  flower,  Ac. 


I  wish  I  could  sell  Myself  to  de  Bebil. 

I  wish  I  conld  sell  myself  to  do  debil, 

White  ftilks  den  I'd  pnt  upon  a  lebel, 

I  wish  I  could  sell  myself  to  do  debil, 

And  leave  off  chimney  sweeping. 

Go  and  buy  a  suit  ob  clothes, 

Morocco  shoes  turned  up  at  toes, 

A  whitewaKhed  hat,  and  a  brim  bo  tall, 

'Dis  child  you  would  see  at  de  old  nigger  ball. 

I  wish  I  could,  &c. 

Tight-kneed  boots  and  square-toed  breeches. 
Show  me  de  gal  dat  made  de  stitches  ; 
1)0  prt-ttiest  gal  in  do  whole  creation,         ; 
Is  do  white  ycller  gal  from  de  wild  goose  nation. 

I  wiab  I  ooold,  (Sec. 

Vincgnr  shoes  and  P«T*r  rtockings, 
Soud  me  off  to  Pollv  Hopkings  ; 
My  wife's  dead,  and  I'm  a  widder. 
All  do  way  from  old  Tar  ribber. 

I  wish  I  eoold,  Ac 

Blow  away,  yon  gentle  breezes. 
All  among  do  nice  green  troesee,  ;  '.    ,      - 
Dar  youll  see  me  wid  de  muses. 
Blacking  my  old  boots  an'  shocses. 

I  wish  I  oould,  &c. 


Maasa's  Kitchen  Floor. 

A*  snag  by  Johnaon  and  Bruno. 


Two  old  Virginia  Niggers, 

You  musn  t  think  we're  green  ; 
When  workfng  on  the  Steamboat 

On  the  Mississippi  stream. 
We  used  to  tote  the  cotton  bales. 
And  heave  the  plank  ashore  ; 
And  often  spend  oar  money 
On  the  Old  Virginia  shore. 
Chorus. 
^  Two  lightning,  colored  Mokes,     (Break.) 

From  Old  Virginia  shore.     ( Break. )     Rq)eat. 
And  now  we'll  show  you  how  we  dance 
' :       On  old  Massn's  kitchen  floor. 

When  on  the  old  plantation. 

Us  darkies  held  our  sway  ; 
We'd  sing  and  dance  from  morn  to  night, 

And  on  the  Bunjo  play  ; 
We'd  pick  the  cotton,  hoe  the  corn  ; 

And  when  our  work  was  o'er. 
Then  all  together  we  would  danco 


On  Mastia's  kitchen  floor. 


Chorus. 


Our  Sweet  Little  Bosebud  has  Flown. 

Worda  by  Bamnel  N.  MItcbell.      Mualc  by  W.  A    Huntley. 

The  Mualc  of  thJa  iong  la  publiaUed  by  Cory  UrctUera, 

120  Weatmlnlatar  St..  Prorldence,  R.  I.  Price  40  eta. 


Why  warble  so  sweetly,  my  dear  little  bird? 

Why  perch  on  that  branch  all  the  day  ? 
Are  you  singing  for  baby  your  prettiest  song, 

Or  is  it  a  funeral  tay  ? 
From  mom  nntil  night  your  sweet  carol  we  hear 

O'er  baby's  grave,  darUng,  our  own  ; 
Tis  kind  in  yon,  birdie,  but  baby's  asleep, 

Our  sweet  little  rosebud  has  flown. 

Chorus.  .  .    .   1   . 

From  mom  until  night  your  sweet  carol  wo  hear 

O'er  baby's  grave,  darling,  our  own ; 
Tis  kind  in  you,  birdie,  but  baby's  asleep. 

Our  sweet  little  rosebud  has  flown. 

Why  carol  so  lovely,  my  nice  little  bird? 

Why  rest  on  that  branch  all  the  time? 
You  ought  to  be  flying  far  South  long  ere  this, 

Tis  a  brighter  and  sunnier  clime  ; 
Bat  no,  you  preler  to  watch  o'er  baby's  grave. 

And  give  us  your  song  of  sweet  tone. 
But  baby  don't  hear  you,  the  darling's  asleep. 

Our  sweet  little  rosebud  has  flown.  Cnoras. 


Rollicking  Irish  Fair. 

Written  by  J.  H.  Ryan,  and  auDK  by  Ryan  k  MoDermotI 
with  erttt  ancoeaa.        Air  :    Tb«  Nervaa. 


Oh  !  here  we  are  an  Irish  pair. 

From  that  little  isle  so  green. 
The  Ukes  of  us  are  very  rare. 

We  are  few  and  far  between. 
We  always  do  our  beet  to  please. 

And  act  upon  the  square. 
But  what  dAyon  think  the  p«ople  says  ? 

We're  a  roUickiiig  Irish  pair. 
Chorus. 
A  pair,  a  pair,  a  pair,  a  pair,  a  rollicking 

Irish  pair,  the  people  know  tis  everywhere 
As  the  rollicking  Irish  pair. 

I  like  my  dugeen  and  my  glass, 

I  like  my  friend  as  well. 
While  I  like  to  call  at  every  ball. 

And  there  to  take  the  beUe. 
I  do  all  that  a  man  can  do 

To  drive  away  dull  care  : 
So  what  do  j'ou  think  the  people  say  ? 

We're  a  rollicking  Irish  pair. 


Chorus. 


m  join  the  Timid  Awkward  Squad, 

And  there  have  lots  of  fuu  ; 
You'd  soon  be  glad  to  carry  the  hod. 

And  away  from  them  to  run. 
Then  very  well,  we'll  happy  be 

And  do  what's  right  and  fair. 
And  win  the  people's  kind  applause. 

As  the  rollicking  Irish  pair. 


Solid  Gay  Young  Men. 

Aa  aang  by  Jubuaou  and  Bruno. 


We're  what  you  call  two  solid,  gay  yonng  men. 

If  you  doubt  us  we  will  prove  it,  for,  we  can. 

For,  to  sing  and  dance  at  night 

Gives  us  joy  and  great  delight— 

lu  this  country  our  likes  you  ne'er  can  find. 

Chobus. 

For,  wo  tnm  right  aronnd,  .        :     ' 

Plant  our  feet  upon  the  ground  ;  .         ' 

And  all  the  pretty  girls  are  bound  to  bow,  you  know, 
As  down  tUe  street  we  go  : 
From  each  tongue  youill  hear  it  flow- 
There  gocs  them  two,  solid  gay  young  men. 

Oh !  wo  were  at  a  ball  the  other  night,      /* 
And  all  the  darkies  they  begin  to  fight  ; 
But  then  we  never  run  :  for,  we're  always  in  for  fun, 
And  to  sing  and  dance  we  find  is  our  delight 

For,  we  tum  right  aromid,  <tc. 


Binorossorosos. 

Ai  anus  by  Jobnaou  k  Bmao. 


Have  yon  seen  the  curious  beast  '   , 

They  call  the  Riiiorosos, 
With  horns  npou  their  noses  liko 

That  Elephant's  proboeos  ? 
Oh  !  yes,  my  dear  !  I'm  told  they  come 

From  Africa's  morasses ; 
And  that  they  revel  in  the  mud — 

Eats  various  kinds  of  gnusses. 

Shi:  Oh,  yes !  We've  seen  the  curious  beast, 
The  Itinorossorofios  ; 
With  horns  upon  their  noses  liko 
That  Elephant's  probosos. 

In  their  heads  they  have  a  sparkling  eye. 
Like  those  of  the  young  losses  ; 

And  curling  o'er  their  backs  a  tail 
Has  the  Einosoros. 


Hk 


Oh !  yes,  my  dear  !  we'll  get  a  team 

Of  beautiful  Jackasses, 
And  then  we'll  go  right  down  the  street 

And  see  the  Kinorossoros. 


When  the  dew  is  on  the  Boses, 

By  Arthur  W.  rrcnch. 


When  the  dew  is  on  tho  roses,  . 

And  the  angels  of  the  night 
Keep  their  vigils,  while  reposes  - 

All  the  world  till  morning's  light, 
Someone  lingers  in  the  gloaming, 

Down  the  dear  old  shady  lane. 
Waiting,  watching  for  my  coming 

To  our  meeting-place  again. 
Chorus :    When  the  dew  is  on  the  roses. 
On  the  roses  sweet  and  fair, 
Someone  watches  for  me  there. 


When  the  dew  is  on  the  roses, 

What  is  grief  or  pain  to  me. 
Since  my  love  is  close  beside  me. 

And  her  sunny  face  I  see? 
Laughing  eyes,  'neath  golden  lashes. 

Look  their  sweetest  into  miuei 
And  I  hear  a  voice  repeatius; — 

*' I  am  ever,  truly  thine.'    .     /  '■ 


Chorus. 


Speak  to  her  Gently. 

By  Harion  Sackelt. 


Speak  to  her  gently,  raise  np  the  poor  bead ; 
Not  one  of  us  know  how  first  her  steps  led 
Deep  in  the  foot-path  of  sorrow  and  shame  ; 
How  are  we  to  tell  on  whom  rests  the  blame? 


Chorus  :    Speak  to  her  gently, 

lu  kindness  and  love ; 
He  will  remember. 
Reward  you  above. 


7' '. 


Choras. 


Speak  to  her  gently,  nor  hold  you  aloof  : 

Think  as  our  Saviour,  whose  pardon  and  love 

Are  piven  tho  fallen  as  well  ns  to  thee, 

Who,  knowing  onr  hearts,  its  temptations  see.     Cho. 


■T|iB3»r!?'..iMJ 


,;    V:  .     ■  -    <VT>-^» 
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Oh !  why  are  you  Weeping?    ;"~'; 

.■;,-•'-,       Bj  C  E.  DndUy.  ■■--^■.  :'•■ 

Oh !  tell  me,  darling,  why  are  jon  weeping  ? 

Why  are  those  tears  Btreaming  down  yov  softohfiek  ? 
Into  P1V  wnis  closer  you're  creeping — 

Oh  I'wiiy  don't  ycnl  answet  me  ?  Speak, 

dearest— speak  7 
Oh  !  why  is  yonr  breast  so  filled  with  emotion  ? 

Ah  !  with  thee,  dearest,  I  ne'er  did  forget 
That  on  the  bright  morrow  I  cross  the  blue  ocean, 

And  that  is  the  reason  you're  crying,  my  peL 

Choecb. 
Then  cheer  up,  my  darling— don't  you  be  czying  ; 

You  know  my  heart  is  tender  and  true  ; 
Let  us  be  smiling :  for,  time,  dear,  is  flying, 

And  Boon  I  must  leave  sweet  Erin  and  yon. 

See,  the  bright  stars  npon  us  are  shining- 
Look  in  the  lake— it  reflects  your  sweet  face  ; 

Tlieu  cheer  np,  darling,  cease  your  repining : 
For,  you  lose,  in  tears,  half  your  beautifiil  grace. 

C!onie,  take  my  hand  :  we'll  roam  o'er  the  heather — 
Why  should  we  trouble  with  sorrow  and  care? 

17ow  yon  are  smiling  :  well  start  ofi  and  gather 

it.  The  beaqtlful  flowers,  so  ftxgrant  and  fair. 

Then  cheer  up,  my  darling,  io. 


ft 


A  Dream  of  the  Olden  Time. 

Dr  Stmiiel  y.  Mltohell. 


■Ji' 


^1 


'  I  drenm  of  the  olden  time.  Belle, 
When  oft  in  the  fields  we  met : 
I  see  you  a  child  again,  Belle — 
Your  love  I  shall  ne'er  forget  ; 
That  face  is  as  sweet  and  £air.  Belle, 
Those  eyes  they  are  just  as  bright, 
■  And  o'er  the  liiwus,  ^  of  old.  Belle, 

You're  tripping  as  quick  and  light 
Chorus :    I  dream  of  the  olden  time, 

When  oft  in  the  fields  we  met : 
I  see  3'oa  a  child  again,  Belle — 
Your  love  I  shall  not  forget 

I  dream  of  the  happy  days.  Belle,        p   ■  : 

When  you  were  my  only  pride  ;  ; 

I  thiuk  you  are  young  again,  Belle, 

And  we're  sitting  side  by  side  ; 
Your  Ups  seem  to  touch  my  own.  Belle, 

Your  head  it  is  on  my  breast ;  ., 

I'm  singing -to  you  again,  Belle,     '-'   '  '   - 

The  song  that  you  loved  the  best.        Cnonu. 

I  dream  of  the  good  old  time;  Belle, 

When,  down  by  the  meadow-brook,    . 
We  talked  of  a  future  home.  Belle, 

While  hid  in  the  elder  nook  ;  •—-;'■■ 

I  feel  the  warmth  of  your  kiss.  Belle,  . 

The  press  of  your  velvet  hand  ; 
Oh  !  tlwt  we  were  young  again,  Belle, 

And  back  in  our  yontnful  land— 


■  .■!' 


Chorna. 


-♦♦►H 


Pearl  of  the  Sea. 

Al.  Fresco. 


Come  to  me,  darling  ;  my  soul  cries  in  pain ; 
Press  thy  red  lips  to  mine  own  onoe  again  : 
Live  thou  in  sorrow,  or  sleep  thou  in  death. 
Perfume  my  forehead  once  more  with  thy  breath. 
Ktand  not  a  spectre  on  memory's  shore. 
Mock  not  the  joys  of  the  days  gone  before  ; 
Come  to  me,  darling,  my  idol  t«  be. 
Come  to  me,  darling,  my  Pearl  of  the  Sea. 
Chobus.  .    ;> 

Pearl  of  the  Sea,  Peari  of  the  Sea, 

Wrecked  on  life's  breakers,  my  soul  cries  to  tliee— 

,.  '      Fly  from  thy  sea-home, 

iL  I      Come  o'er  the  sea-foam,  ■; 

Come  to  me,  darling,  my  Pearl  of  the  Sea. 

Come  to  me,  darling — thy  presence  will  bless 
A  heart  that  has  known  of  the  world's  bitteroaSB ; 
Haunted  by  sadness,  beleaguered  by  woe. 
Heed  thou  my  anpnish  that  passeth  all  show.     " 
Come  to  me,  darlinp,  wherever  thou  art : 
Cosie  to  me,  dar1iD<;,  and  rest  on  this  heart ; 
Come  to  me,  darling,  Fm  waiting  for  thee  ; 
Come  to  me,  darling,  my  Pearl  of  the  Sea. 

Pearl  of  the  Sea,  &c. 


.    Aihant*  SecmilB. 

4i  lUDg  by  tUSTutj  k  GiosId. 
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Behold,  before  yon,  warriors  bold, 

And  soldiers  who  rank  high  ; 

Two  privates — yes,  privates  in  the  N.  Q.  S.  N.  Y. 

W^ars,  wrinkled,  attracts  us  (me)  not, 

To  it  we  seldom  fly  ;  '    >  -  ;>;  •    -V 

Tis  safer,  far^  to  play  at  wai 

In  the  N.  G.  S.  N.  T.  v^  ■'  : -.  ■ 

Ohobub. 

We're  warriors  bold  in  the  N.  G.  8.  N.  Y. 
We're  soldiers  bold,  to  the  wars  we  nOTer  fly, 

With  our  gay  martial  air. 

That  attracts  all  the  fair,      -  •     V:        '        i^       . ; 
In  the  N.  G.  S.  N.  Y.  :^ '  '  >\  > - 

What  splendid  chaps !  the  Ladies  say, 

As  we  go  marching  by  ; 

The  corps  par  excellence,  are  we  in  the  N.  Q.  S.  N.  Y. 

Our  foes  all  tremble  as  ihey  read  our  motto, 

"  Never  say  die  T 
Which  little  phase  we  tmderstand  in  the  N.  G.  S.  N.  Y. 
We're  ▼arrioiB  bold,  &c 


-*^— 


The  Centennial. 

Oclglsal  by  Johaaon  *  Brano.        ^^ 

It's  now  a  hnndied  yean  ago. 

Since  freedom  first  did  dawn ;       ;,,    .      ;  . 
And  many  a  thought  comes  o'er  VB, 

As  we  bail  the  coming  mom ; 
So  we'll  make  bold,  the  Scenes  unfold, 

The  changes  from  that  day  ;  ' , ': 

The  battles  won,  the  great  things  done,   ; . 

Since  Freedom  gained  the  day. 

Well  tell  you,  first,  of  Bmiker  Hill,  v   '  '■  V 

There  Warren  met  the  foe  '■'■.    -    '      * 

Who  wished  to  tax  the  people    j  :  ,  '^ 

That  the  Tea  did  overthrow.      '  .  - ': 

He  nobly  tried,  and  bravely  died,     ^  ]■[■■■ 

He  well  the  battle  won.  .. ,  ]:'  : ' 

And  Washington,  the  finish  gate 

To  what  he'd  left  undone. 

One  hundred  years  since  the  days  of  SeTenty-43iz ! 
One  hundred  years  since  we  did  the  tyrants  fix  I 
Then  praise  with  Joyful  glee  the  banner  of  the  free, 
And  the  men  of  Seventy-Six  !  [Repeat] 

Then  Jackson  1  with  his  cotton  bales, 

He  made  the  red-coats  fly  ; 
Our  banner,  still  triumphant,  .;;  ,v     ; 

The  invaders  did  defy ;  '  ;■ " 

And  Lawrence  fought,  the  lesson  tanghit  / 

Not  to  give  up  the  ship  ! 
And  Winfield  Scott,  at  Lundy's  Lane ! 

In  Oie  days  <tf  Seventy-Six  !  \ 


:A- 
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Charming  Little  Lou.  w^ 

Al  Mrformed  with  grMt  ineceM  b;  Harper  ft  BttaaUl. 
Whit«,  Smith  ft  Ferry,  Boston,  PabUtbMi. 

I've  sang  to  yon,  quite  oft'  before,  v     > 

Of  charming  girls  divine  ; 
Bat  now  I've  found  a  dearer  one. 

She  is  a  beau  of  mine. 
Her  eyes  are  bright  as  evening  staiS, 

As  soft  as  heaven's  blue  ; 
Each  day  I  bless  the  hour  I  met 

My  charming  little  Lou- 
Choms  :    Oh  !  yes,  I  love  her  dear  as  lifia. 
And  to  me  she  is  true, 
I'm  only  waiting  for  the  day 
I  shall  wed  my  little  Lou. 

We  met  one  summer's  evening  '  v 

When  the  sun  was  sinking  low. 
In  Central"  Park,  down  by  the  fonnt, 

Where  (qmrkling  waters  flow. 
She  smiled  so  sweet,  and  then  she  blnshed 

As  I  was  passing  by  ; 
Meet  me  to-morrow  evening  here, 

A  smile  was  my  reply.  Chorus. 


8wia  Song. 

Bnrlesqvi    Ai  sane  by  Harper  and  StaaMU. 

On  the  banks  of  the  Ohio  river, 

Bifly— I-O-U ! 
On  the  banks  of  its  beautiful  stream,    "    - 

Pom— Pom— Pom— Pom  ! 
There  lives  a  Gipsy's  fair  dangbter, 

BiUy-I-O-U  I 
She's  the  ifairest  that  ever  was  seen. 

Pom- Pom— Pom— Pom  ! 

Wabble. 

Thou  1 — Thou,  reign'st  in  this  boeom. 
Yaw  !— Yaw  !  Am  I  not  thine  f 
Thou !— "Thou,  reign'st  in  this  bosom* 
Am  I  not  fondly  thine  own  ?  •    ;■ 

Yaw!    Yaw!    Yaw!    Yaw! 
Am  I  not  fondly  thine  own?        v'^  -  *  - 
Yaw!    Yaw!    Yaw!    Yaw!  ;.:V 

Am  I  not  fondly  thine  own  ? 

{WayUeuniHoffSta^jt.-) 

^o'll  buy  my  Papers? 

Written  and  cormposed  by  Tom  Esrper.  Biq.,  and  sang 
with  glMt  saooMs,  by  the  La  Verdea. 


Oh !  listen,  kind  stranger,  and  gentlemen  too  I 

Fve  come  here  to  sell  my  paperx  to  you  ; 
All  day  through  the  City,  loot  sore  I  do  roam, 
I'm  a  poor  little  newsboy,  and  I  have  no  home  : 
Poor  Father  is  dead,  and  Mother's  gone  too  J 
What,  in  this  world, can  a  little  boy  do? 
Shoeless— supperless— miserable,  am  I — 
I  can't  sell  mv  papers,  fur  no  one  will  buy. 

"  t"  !  I  Chobtts. 


Oome  buy  ?  come  buy  a  paper,  Sir,  Yon  ? 
Here's  a  Herald,  or  Sun— buy  one,  Sir,  do? 
And  a  poor  boy's  blessing,  then,  will  be  youre ! 
And  you'll  keep  starvation  away  from  my  door. 

To-night,  in  the  snow,  I  could  lay  me  down 

And  die  there,  for  nothing  I  meet  with  but  (hmns : 

Forced  to  go  hungry,  day  after  day. 

Oh  !  Heaven,  have  i>ity  on  me,  I  pray ! 

And  give  to  us  all  a  plenty  to-night ; 

And  keep  my  iieart  purs,  that  I  may  do  right ; 

lYeezing— starving— miserable,  am  I, 

For  I  can't  sel  my  papers,  for  no  one  will  buy. 

Come  buy,  &£. 


1 


•♦»-• 


Flip,  Flop. 

Baojo  SolO)    Written  and  compoeed  by  S»m  Devere. 

Don't  yon  wish  dat  you  was  me?       '-•"/  v-« 
Den  yon  could  see  what  I  can  see, 
Flm-flope  growing  oa  a  flip-flop  tree, 
what  a  homey-comb  it  is  to  nave  a  flip-flop  eye. 

Away  from  friends,  in  de  world  alone,  ..    , 

A  big  yaller  pnrp  was  pickin' on  a  bone,   .     ;  " 
"Long  came  a  chile  with  a  gteeX  big  stones 
But  de  yaller  purp  seen  him  and  he  flew. 

Bull-frog  sittin'  in  a  muddy  place,  ;  '" 

Singin'  a  song  and  vrashiu'  his  face. 
And  holdin'  de  (-fakes  in  a  pollywog's  race. 
But  he  slid  ker-chuuk  in  de  middle  ob  do  puddle. 

When  ginger-bread  was  a  i^enny  a  chunk,  , 
Den  couldn't  I  hide  a  great  big  himk  ;  ./ 

When  I  went  to  de  show  I  feed  de  monk,  ,.     - 

De  purtieot  animilo  in  de  Mooseum. 

■'  v,.-'. ,/     '  V  •  ■  -.■ 
De  lobster  wfd  do  edicated  claw. 
Hit  de  poor  crab  a  smash  in  de  jaw,    '.'"  V 
De  crab  got  mad  and  went  to  law, 

Got  red  hot  sauce  for  de  lobster.      -li     ;     ■. 


A  crusty  baohelcn-  admits  that  marriage  is  a 
means  of  graoe^beoanse  it  leads  to  repentance. 


Qnick  Spring  the  Feelings  of  the  Heart. 

Qniok  upring  the  feelinps  of  the  li»^nrt. 
When  touched  by  Clara's  gen'rons  art ; 
Qnick  as  the  pmteftil  sh.anirock  t-pnn  «*, 
In  the  good  fiiiries'  fiavor'd  rings. 

MI88  EDOrWOBTH. 
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Under  the  Buttercups. 


Words  hy  8>maal  M    Miteh«Il.      Made  by  W.  A.  Hantlay. 

Tbe  Miialc  of  tbia   oodr    is   Publiahed  by  O.  D. 

BuimU  &  Co.  of  136  TreiuoDt  St,  Botton. 

Price  33  cent!. 


Down  in  the  valley  where  the  honey  beesipa 

The  swetjtnewi  from  niauy  wild  flowers. 
They  have  made  her  a  gmve,  our  sweet  Imogene, 

The  darling  we  love  to  call  ours  ; 
The  buttercups  l)end  their  bright  heads  o'er  the  mound, 

The  daisies  they  grow  by  her  sido, 
And  often  wo  sit  near  that  sweet  sacred  spot 

To  weep  for  the  dear  one  that  died. 
.  Chorus. 
Under  the  buttercups,  bright  yellow  buttercups, 

Darling  is  sleeping,  sweet  Iniogeue  fair  ; 
Under  the  buttercups,  bright  yellow  buttercup*, 

Imogeuo,  darling,  rests  quietly  there. 

She  left  m  the  sumnur,  the  birds  on  the  trees 

Were  caroling  sweetly  the  day 
That  the  angels  from  heaven  cume  to  our  door 

And  took  little  dewdrop  away  ; 
She  left  with  a  smile  op  her  lips,  pretty  one, 

She  bade  tis  a  loving  "  good  night : " 
Then  down  in  the  valley  they  made  her  a  grave, 

And  laid  her  'neath  buttercups  bright.        Chorus. 


Come  Back  to  New  England. 

Word*  l>T  Siiunel  N.  Mitchell.       Mtigle  by  H.  P.  Dankl. 

The   Muiilo   of   tiila   •■  dr   ht   published   by    Whlt«, 

SinitU  k  Co.,  296  A  300  WaibliiMtOD  Street,  Boston. 

Price  40  ceutt. 

Come  bftck  to  New  England,  its  plains  and  its  hills, 
Its  bright  rolling  rivers,  its  lakes  and  its  rills  ; 
Its  mwidows  of  clover,  it»  woodland  and  glades, 
lU  warm,  sunny  pastures,  and  cool  forest  Shades  ; 
Coma  back  to  its  orchards,  its  glens,  and  its  vales, 
Its  walls  of  old  granite,  its  fenoes  of  rails  ; 
Oome  get  to  its  sea-breezes,  its  keen  mountain  ^ir. 
Come  back  to  New  England,  where  all  is  so  fair. 

Chobcs. 
Oome  back  to  New  England,  where  all  is  so  foir, 
Come  l>ack  to  New  Euglaud,  aud  breathe  its  pare  air, 
Oome  b\ck  to  New  Euglaud,  and  see  its  greeu  bills. 
Its  bright  roUiug  rivers,  its  lakes  and  its  rills, 

Come  back  to  New  England,  where  sweetest  of  giila 
Are  roaming  aud  dancing  in  ringlets  and  curls  ; 
Where  rosy  and  lily  cheeked  maidens  are  seen, 
Oerflowing  with  frolic,  polite  as  a  queen  ; 
Come  back  to  its  pic-nics,  its  parties  and  balls, 
Its  pure  social  meetings  in  parlors  and  halls  ; 
Coma  go  to  its  harvest,  its  husking  and  all, 
Come  back  to  New  Euglaud,  come  answer  our  calL 

Come  back,  Ac. 

Come  back  to  New  England,  the  pride  of  our  land. 
Where  all  are  received  with  a  grasp  of  the  hand  ; 
Where  hearts  that  are  honest,  aud  faithful,  and  true, 
Are  auxiously  waiting  a  welcome  to  yon  ; 
Come  back  to  the  homestead  all  nestled  in  vines, 
Tha  home  where  the  hop  and  the  preen  ivy  twines  ; 
Come  back  'neath  the  roof  that  once  sheltered  thee  long, 
Come  back  to  New  England,  the  land  of  sweet  song. 

Comeback,  i^. 


i^-«««  ^ 


Touch  de  Banjo  Gently. 

By  Aithur  W.  Frcucb. 


Ole  massa  he's  a-sleepiu',  to  neblier  wake  again  ; 
An'  missus  she  nni  weepin',  hor  heart  is  full  of  pain  ; 
Diir's  heaps  <  t)  tribulation,  and  Ifuds  of  j>ain  and  grief ; 
Oh  !  whiir  is  consolation  ?    oh  !  wlmr  is  sweet  relief? 
Choras  :     XX-n  touch  do  ban.io  gently, 

.\nd  hing  dat  goo<l  ole  song  ; 
..  ,  Dai-'s  hfiips  oh  tribulation — 

I  lan't  be  wid  you  long. 

You's  gwine  to  all  bo  parted,  to  nebbfr  meet  again 
And  leabo  do  little  ci\)<\n  diit  f^taiids  down  in  de  lane. 
And  strangers  dey  nre  comim;  to  take  de  good  ole  place. 
While  one  by  one  we  wander  far  from  each  other's  face. 

Dcu  touch  the  banjo,  Ac 

Yon  ("onnt  p»»rhnp«  de  bul  ibUq  yo'i  soo  down  in  de  spring 
You'll  npbber  count  de  trubbles  dat  round  a  nigger  cling 
It'«  here  to^y  :  to-morrow  he  don't  know  whar  to  go— 
Dis  world  is  full  ob  sorrow  ;  It  ix,  I  tell  you  so. 

Den  touch  d«  banjo,  &c. 


■  Far  o'er  the  Waves. 

Wordi  by  Cha«.  Norton.  Muaic  by  U.  Hayltth. 

Muiicpablished  by  B.  W.  Hitchcock.  35S  TUlrd  Are. 


Far  over  the  waves,  as  moon's  soft  beams  returning,. 
Slowly  unveiled  the  well-reniembereil  shore. 
How  swelled  my  heart,  with  eager  fancit«  burning. 
Dreams  of  past  joys  and  hopes  uf  prioelebM  store. 
Of  priceless  store.  ... 

Chordb. 
Sweet  home  receive  me,  faithful  I  come, 

Never  to  leave  thee^^ear  native  homo  : 
Sweet  home  receive  me,  faithfiU  I  oome, 

Never  to  leave  thee,  dear  native  home. 

Vainly  for  mo  love's  signal  radiance  bright'ning, 
Flamed  from  his  altars  o'er  my  truant  way. 
Absent  from  thee,  the  summer's  beauteous  lightning, 
Less  harmful  played  not  'round  tho  fiidiug  day. 

The  fading  day.        j  ;  Chorus 

Cease  ye  who  sing  the  wand'rer's  heartless  pleasnies. 
Leave,  leave  my  path,  no  more,  no  more  I  roam. 
Here  lives  a  charm,  worth  all  imcounted  treasure*. 
Here  breathes  the  sight  of  welcome,  welcome  home. 
Of  welcome  home.    ;    <■    -•    >- -      ;       Chorus, 


Dreaming  Eyef  of  Long  Ago. 

Words  by  Ed»»ri1  Coleman.  Music  by  O.  Oparti. 

Tbe  Mnaio  of  tbia  aonR  ia  publlabed  by  Wm.  A. 

Pond  k  Co..  547  Broadway,  Now  Xork. 

Price  I  3d  oenta. 
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The  Emigrant's  Farewell-No  2.        1 

Written  and  anng  at  the  departure  acene  In  tbe  Panorama 
of  Ireland,  bjr  J.  H  Byan.     •-  Alr^  Dsac  Irish  Soj." 


I  am  thinking  of  a  morning 
'     In  the  distant  long  ago. 
When  hope  smiled  on  my  life's  dawning  : 

For,  I  knew  nOr  care  nor  woe. 
By  my  side  there  tripped  a  maiden   . 

Passing  fair  and  dreaming-eyed : 
Rosy  smiles  and  eyes  love-laden 

Bevealed  thought  her  tongue  denied. 
Dreaming  eyes !  Dreaming  eyes  I 

Dreaming  eyes  of  long  ago — 
Dreaming  eyes  !  Dreaming  eyes ! 

Dreaming  eyes  of  long  ago. 


I  recall  so  well  that  olden, 

Ever  unforgotten  time:      .',   . 
It  was  in  tho  glorious,  goldfln. 

Merry  langhing  summer's  p«ime  ; 
After  summer  came  December, 

Hoses  perished  in  the  snow ; 
While  I  live,  I  must  remember 

Dreaming  eyes  of  long  ago — 
Dreaming  eyes !  Dreaming  eyes ! 

Dreaming  eyes  of  long  ago- 
Dreaming  eyes !  Dreaming  eyes ! 

Dreaming  eyes  of  long  ago. 


And  he's  got  the  Money,  too! 

Sang  by  Adah  Bichmond. 

Worda  and  Mualo  by  C.  T.  Lockwood. 

Copyrlsht,   1889   by  8.  Bralnanl'a  Bona.  Clnclaattl,  0. 

where  the  Muaic  can  be  had.     Priee  30  ceuta. 

I'm  just  as  fond  of  beauty,  as  any  one  can  be  ! 

The  pretty  eye,  tho  rosy  cheek,  I  love  so  much  to  see; 

There  is  none  of  us  that  have  them,  except 

myself  and  you. 
But  I  know  ft  little  fellow,  and  he's  got  tho  money,  too. 

Chorus. 
Oh  !  don't  I  love  my  honey!  And  won't  I  uso  the  money ! 
I  am  happy  as  a  flower  that  sips  the  falling  dew  : 
For,  I  know  a  little  fellow,  and  he's  got  the  money,  toa 

I  shall  have  a  nice  piano,  and  won't  I  play  and  sing  ! 
I'll  have  athou^ud  dollar  watch,  a  chain  aud 

diamond  ring. 
I  shall  have  tho  nicest  dwelling  upon  the  aVenue, 
And  Iho  gayest  little  fellow,  and  he's  got  tho  money,  too. 
Oh  !  don't  I  love  my  honey,  <5k5. 

H<>  (alus  ni<^  nut  a  riding  whenever  ho  conies  down, 
He  o^vns  the  iiiuost  carriage,  and  the  fastest  horse  in  town 
.And  he  tells  rae  that  h"  loves  me— Ilist^n,  wouldn't  you? 

Ob!  lie  Is  the  swiftest  U  ^•'^m-.  and  h>»'s '-'  't  'ho  moupy  toa 
Oh !  don't  I  lo^e  my  honey,  ieo. 


O  Erin,  my  conittry,  though  thonsands  now  leave  thee, 

After  suffering  privations  which  no  tongue  can  tell — 
To  see  the  pride  of  my  country  depart  sore  does 

grieve  me. 

While  their  sighs  fill  the  sails  as  they  bid  thee 

iareweU ! 
Our  foes  they  are  smiling  while  wealth  they  are  piling  ; 

Our  brave  boys  are  toiling  by  land  or  by  sea  ; 
O  laud  of  great  plenty,  with  hams  and  stores  empty, 

Farewell,  dear  ould  Erin  !    Acushla  Machree. 

Oh  !  why  is  my  country  in  sorrow  and  in  danger? 

You,  rulers  of  Ireland,  can  best  underctand : 
'Tis  because  all  our  strongholds  are  held  by  the 

stranger, 

Our  houses,  our  cattle,  our  farms,  and  our  land. 
While  my  oonntry  declining  far  from  her  proud  station, 

That  once  was  the  noble,  the  brave,  and  the  free, 
And  the  pride  ot  our  jieople  still  seek  eniigmtion. 

Far  away  from  ould  Ireland — Acushla  Machree. 

Though  England  may  bocist  of  her  army  and  navy. 

And  the  conquests  of  old,  which  she  ne'er  fought 

alone. 
If  a  war  should  break  out,  she  may  want  a  new  levy. 

And  need  those  poor  exiles  she  is  driving  from  home  : 
For,  Irishmen  ever  in  battle  none  braver. 

They  fight  like  the  tiger  by  land  or  by  sea  ; 
And  in  all  England's  quarrels  who  won  bright  her  laurels 

Faugh  au  ballagh  for  Ireland— Acushla  Machree. 


Don't  You  Forget  It. 

By  Oay  Olbaon. 


And  don't  you  for^t  it, 

But  just  bear  it  m  mind, 
A  diamond  in  dirt 

Quite  often  you'll  find  ; 
A  diamond  of  friendship. 

Its  raj's  bright  and  pure  ; 
And,  set  in  your  h«art. 

No  friendship  sldnes  truer. 

Cnt  its  rough  surfetce  off. 

In  confidence  true. 
Share  all  its  sorrows 

With  your  eyes'  purest  dew  ; . 
Bear  it  on  your  bosom. 

That  all  men  may  see. 
In  pure  sacred  friendship. 

Acta  of  sweet  harmony. 


I  Enow  a  Bank. 


I  know  a  bank  whereon  the  wild  thyme  blows, 
Where  oxlips  and  the  nodding  violet  grows  ; 
Quite  over.«anopied  with  luscious  woodbine, 
With  sweet  musk  roses,  and  with  eglantine. 
There  sleeps  Titania  sometime  of  the  night, 
Lull'd  in  these  flow'rs  with  dances  and  delight 


For  the  Sake  o'  Somebody. 

By  Bnrna. 

My  heart  is  sair,  I  danma  tell,  • 

My  heart  is  sair  for  somebody 
I  could  wake  a  winter  night. 
For  the  sake  o'  somebody. 
Oh  hon,  for  somebody  ! 
Oh  hey,  for  wjmebody  I 
I  could  range  the  world  around. 
For  the  sake  o'  somebody  !         j     '  ' 

Ye  powers  that  smile  on  virfuona  love, 

0  sweetly  smile  on  somebody!    < 

Frae  ilka  danger  keep  him  free.    ' 

And  send  me  safe  my  somebody. 

Oh  hon,  for  somebody ! 

Oh  hey,  for  somebody! 

I  wad  do — what  wad  I  not  ? — 

For  tbe  sak«  o'  somebody.  V 


« 


■■*»»>*  Y"  #«':^  ■!*•■*'';  "v.';.' 


THE    SliVGERS'    JOIJRIVAL,. 


No  Irish  Need  Apply. 

K£W  VEBSION. 


Ill  Uic  pApers  have  you  read. 

His  •  yoii  iKitioed  what  they  said, 

'lli:it  iK>  Irish  i)eople  need  apply 

Ti>  i;:;ru  their  daily  bread? 

I  will  plainly  show  to  you 

Tie  c  'urse  yon  should  paiciae, 

\iiil  in  houesty  111  show  you 

Wlmt  you  renll)'  ought  to  do. 
Chorus  :    Ou  this  you  may  rely  : 

You  will  find  out  by-an-by 
That  the  sous  of  Erin's  aaany  isle 
Are  welcome  to  apply. 

JuRt  note  the  Irish  girl, 

As  she's  skipping  to  the  well, 

With  blossoms  blooming  ou  her  cheeks 

Like  roses  in  the  dell — 

•She  is  so  bright  and  fair, 

With  her  jet  black  ej-es  and  hair — 

Show  me  your  English  lady, 

Who  a  brighter  name  can  bear ! 
Chorus  :    Never  let  me  hear  that  cry, 
As  I  heard  in  days  gone  by  : 
That  cruel,  cold,  unpleasing  one- 
No  Irish  need  apply ! 

On  the  plains  of  Waterloo, 

Where  the  bullets  like  hailstones  flew, 

There  Mas  the  Duke  of  Wellington,    ;        ' 

Bad  luck  to  him  !  what  did  he  dio? 

He  beat  poor  Bonepart, 

Though  he  wore  an  Irish  heart. 

And  won  his  wreath  of  laurels,  ,        . 

Though  the  Irish  won  their  part 
Choroa :    Faugh-a-balkgh  !  they  did  cry 
We  will  conquer  or  we'll  die  ! 
Proud  England,  mind  your  Irishmen, 
You'll  need  them  by-ea-by. 

(J?epeo<.) 

Old  Ireland  I  will  show  ■  : ; 

Is  the  sweetest  spot  below, 
Where  you  can  get  a  bite  or  sap 
Wherever  there yougo : 
So  don't  treat  them  with  disdain,     . 
But  show  each  man  the  same  : 
Let  all  apply,  that  be  the  cry,  "      r 

Aud  welcome  when  they  come  ! 
Chorus  :    Then  rise  them  as  you  should — 
For,  'tis  flit  we  all  do  good. 
And  never  crush  an  Irishman, 
.But  rise  him  as  you  should  ! 

(iJepeat) 


':'i 


1 


:    The  Tra-la-la-loo.  ? 

,  A«  Sang  by  Pat  Boouey. 

My  name  is  John  McGuckin,  I'm  a  dacent 

working  man, 
I  tries  to  raise  my  children  up  the  very  best!  can  ; 
But  with  my  daughter  Mary  Ann  I  don't  know 

what  to  do, 
For  she's  learned  a  kind  of  dancing  that  they 

call  the  Tra-la-la-loo  I 
Chorus  :    Since  Mary  Aim  learned  how  to  dance, 

I  don't  know  what  to  do  ; 
i  She's  out  all  night  'till  broad  daylight, 

•  A  dancing  the  Tra-la-la-loo  ! 

On  every  moonlight  pic-nic  sure  my  daughter 

can  be  found, 
And  when  I  bid  her  stay  at  home,  she  says 

"  Go  feel  around  ;" 
Aud  on  starlight  excursions,  where  the  band 

plays  Flewy-come-flew, 
'Tis  there  I'll  find  my  Mary  Ann'a  skipping  the 

Tra-la-la-loo! 
Since  Mary  Ann,  Jta 

p-'l  Inck  to  moonlight  pic-uics,  they  have 

ruined  Mary  Ann, 
' 'uoe  first  she  learned  to  pivot  with  young  Terry 

and  his  gang ; 
,  Dut  if  I  find  her  there  again  I'll  beat  her  bluck 
I  and  blue — 

!  She's  Kone  to  the  divil  intirely,  since  she 

lenrned  the  Trn-la-iaJoo ! 
Siuce  Mary  Aon,  &o. 


Tommy,  Hake  Room  for  Tour  Aimtie. 


Air: 


"  Tommy.  Make  Boom  for  Tonr  Uoola." 
As  auDg  by  Hisi  Jennie  Hughes. 


Now  Miss  Fitzwilliam  of  Union  Square  ;:- 

Presents  herself  to  you. 
And  you  may  guess,  when  she  is  dressed. 

Of  gents  she  knows  a  few. 
^widower  fell  in  love  with  me       "''*'-:'. 

While  riding  in  a  train  :  ,^^<:  ■;/:,',.  .; 

He  had  his  little  boy  with  him, 

Who  caused  us  both  much  pain. 

Spoken :  Yes,  the  confounded  young  urchin 
caused  me  a  great  deal  of  pain  and  sorrow,  and  the 
widower,  his  father,  introduoed  me  to  the  little  boy 
as  his  auntie,  and  during  the  whole  of  the  journey 
the  lather  had  to  say — 

CHOBua.'  ■;  .■i.j;";  :;,!;'• 

Tommy,  make  room  for  your  Auntie, 

There's  a  little  dear  :  ■  i   : 

Tommy,  make  room  for  your  auntie, 

I  want  her  to  sit  here. 
Yon  know  papa  has  got  a  cake, 

And  that  he'll  give  to  you  : 
So  don't  annoy,  there's  a  good  boy —  ' '■.  ' 

Make  room  for  your  auntie,  do.  :'■' 

When  first  I  met  this  widowei^v  -,:.;:     »; 

'Twas  ou  the  journey  down  .  •  ; 

To  spend  a  day  at  Long  Branch, 

Just  Uke  a  swell  from  town  ; 
The  widower  loved  romantic  scenee, 

And  a  squeeze  on  the  sly  ; 
But  when  his  arm  went  round  my  waist, 

The  boy  began  to  cry. 

Spoken  :    He  declared  his  papa  was  hurting  me, 

aud  would  insist  upon  sitting  Tbetween  us  :  only 

fancy  making  love  to  a  girl  with  a  little  boy  in  the 

way  :  but  his  father  said  to  him  in  a  voice  so  sweet — 

Tommy,  make  room,  &c 

The  father  told  his  loving  son 

To  watch  the  passing  train  ;  ;■ '   ; :    : , 

But  no— he  said,  my  dear  papa. 

You'll  kiss  that  lady  again  ;  '■ 

Of  course  I  blushed  a  mai«len  blush. 

And  he  was  not  himself : 
For,  who  could  make  love  in  a  car, 

In  front  of  that  young  elf?  ' 

Spoken :    Yes,  it  would  never  do  to  make  lore 
before  the  boy,  and  when  the  widower  pressed  me, 
I  said  "Not  before  the  boy,  sir— not  before  the 
boy  " — just  then  we  went  under  a  tunnel,  and— 
Tommy,  make  room,  &c. 


ISl 


One  Hundred  Yean! 

KATIONAI.  BOKO. 

Copyright    1879.  by  E  H   Hsidlni;. 

Words  by  Bslph  Watt*  MiislcbyR   Stoir  jr. 

'TheM««lccsu  br  ol.ttine'l  of  E.  H    Ilu.tiU)!   Mk. -.09 

Bowery,  New-York.  I'l  ice  10  cents. 


,  One  Uqudred  years,  one  hundred  years 
.,-       Since  freedom  first  did  dawn,  .  . 

And  many  a  thought  comes  over  me,   ^  i,!.. 

As  I  hail  each  coming  mom  ;  ^  .     .. 

So  I'll  jnake  bold  and  now  unfold  - '  - 

The  glories  of  that  day. 
The  gr^t  things  done,  aud  battles  won, 
Sinc«  freedom  gained  the  sway !  .  ;^ , 

CHOBU& 

One  hundred  years,  since  the  days  of  Seventy-Kix, 
'  One  hundred  yeam  since  we  did  the  fcwman  ti\  ! 
Then  praise  with  joyful  glee  the  banner  of  the  free, 

J  And  the  meu  of  8eventy.«ir.  '  .  •   .. " ' 

I'll  tell  you  first  of  Bunker  Hill :         '  ^^..'S 

There  Warren  met  the  foe. 
Who  wished  to  tax  the  people,  V. 

That  the  tea  did  over  throw  !      ^  ^      '    -  " 
i'He  nobly  tried  and  bravely  died,     ;"  . 
-■      He  well  the  battle  won  ; 
^  And  Washington  the  finish  gave 

To  what  he  left  undone.  Choiin. 

;  Then  Jackson  with  hia  Cotton  balei^ 

He  made  the  enemy  fly  !  ^ :;  •  ;. 

Our  banner  still  triumphant 

The  invader  did  dely  ; 
And  lit^wrence  fought  and  the  lesson  taught : 

Not  t|o  give  up  the  ship  ! 
And  Wlnfield  Soott  at  Limdy's  Lane, 

Did  well  the  foemon  whip.  Chorus. 

Our  Morse  he  made  the  Telegraph, 

'Twa»  laid  by  Cyrus  Field  ; 
Ben  Franklin  Chained  the  Lightning ;  .;, 

We  the  power  of  Steam  revealed  ;      ,    .        ■   ,' 
,  Peabody  gave  what  he  did  save,  " ;  'f. 

And  Furragut  nailed  fast  '•',!..'- 

1  The  gloriotis  Flag  we  love  so  well. 
Unto  his  vessel's  mast 


Chorus. 


■  «♦»  ■ 


I  wonder  when  he'll  come  again? 

THE  ETILINE  WALTZ  80KO. 

The  Mnsic  can  be  obtained  of  the  well  known  Mnsio 

Store  of  Frednriek  BInme,  27  Union  Bqoai*, 

New  Torfc.        Price  3S  oeuts. 


He  kissed  me,  and  I  knew  'twas  wroog   '-^^ 

For,  he  was  neither  kith  nor  kin- 
Need  one  do  pennance  very  long 
For  such  a  tiny  little  sin  ? 

He  pressed  my  hand— that  was  not  right : 
Why  will  men  have  such  wicked  ways? 

It  was  not  for  a  minute  quite, 

But  in  it  there  were  days  and  days. 
But  in  it  there  were  days  and  days —    . 

There's  mischief  in  the  moon,  I  know :   . 

Last  night  I-surely  saw  her  wink, 
When  I  requested  him  to  go — 

I  meut  it  too,  I  almost  think.  \ 

Bnt,  after  all,  I'm  not  to  blame : 
He  took  the  kiss— I  do  think  men 

Are  quite  without  a  sense  of  shame, 
I  wonder  when  he'll  come  aprain  ? 
I  wonder  when  he'll  cone  again? 


We  often  live  under  a  cload  ;  aud  it  is  well  for 
ne  that  we  should  do  so.  Uninterrupted  sunshine 
would  paroh  our  hearts.  We  want  shade  and  rain 
to  ivl'resb  them- 


I'm  only  been  down  to  the  Club. 

■     I  Joseph  P  Skelly. 

Oopyrtglit    1870.  by  E.  B.  Bardlng.       The  Mnstc  eno  be 
bad  ofX.  H.  Harding.  No.  229  Bowery.    Price  10  cU. 


Last  lUght  I  was  out  rather  late,   "    :'  ' 
'     *Twa«  only  an  innocent  spree,    •;    ■ 
My  wife  for  my  coming  did  wait, 

Whea  sleeping  I  thought  she  would  be — 
I  found  her  in  temper  and  (ears. 

Oh  1  she  cried,  it's  a  sin  and  a  shame. 
And  she  scratched  both  my  eyes  and  my  ears, 

But  I  told  her  I  soon  would  explain. 

'\'*r  \  CHOBtm.      ■■.;^^- •  ..v;-;  ■ 

The  ''Club"  had  a  meeting  to-night,  love. 
Of  bus'fiess  we  had  a  f,'reat  sight,  love, 
Don't  think  for  a  moment  I'm  tight,  love, 
I've  onfy  been  down  to  the  Club. 

My  booia  I  left  down  in  the  hall,  '  ■  ; 

And  $oflly  I  crept  np  the  stairs ! 
I  kept  jjather  close  to  the  wall, 

And  thought  to  assend  unawarea 
But,  just  as  I  got  to  the  door, 

I  seemed  to  {jet  lost  in  the  dark, 
I  Btumbiled  and  fell  on  the  floor. 

And  jlist  then  I  could  only  remark  :       Cliorus. 

She  Bolibed  and  she  wept  and  she  screamed. 

And  Said  she'd  go  back  to  her  nia, 
While  I  ou  the  mantle-piece  leaned,         •.;  -;      , 

And  if  led  to  enjoy  my  cigar. 
I  promised  to  buy  her  a  dress 

If  shefd  let  me  alone  for  a  while  ;  : ,  *  ■' 

Then  I  Ikave  her  a  Hwe*t  little  kiss,  ;■  - 

And  if  saw  lier  beginiiiug  to  smile. 

Spoken  t    So  I  thought  it  a  favorable  opportunity       I 
to  assure Ijer  once  move,  as  a  jxxiitjve  fact,  that—        J! 


•*-*- 


'borus.         '  H 


.J  ^^A-r-'".  *•■  ^••■•'^•wt'T'.";  ■"■>< 


r^^'vir..!*:.--  •:-.. 


.^■' ••,WV-^W»  -»-••  — 
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.-■:^.,-         The  Gipsy's  Lure. 

Tl'^  'tillage  of  Broxmore  was  one  of  those  many 
love' y  placffl— rural,  sylvan,  and  picturesque — with 
^'aich  Eu^luud  abounds.  There  dwelt  Frances 
Ballur,  tliediiughtdrofastern,  bard-visaged  woman 
named  Kebecca  Buller,  who  was  the  widow  of  a 
fanner  that  ha<l  once  been  well-to-do  in  the  world, 
but  whom  ii  scries  of  nufortnnate  reverses  had 
brourrht  to  the  ver^e  of  rain,  and  finally  broken  hit 
heart. 

The  farm  st«ck  was  consequently  sold.  Every- 
tliiufj  went,  and  with  the  little  wreck  that  was  left, 
(he  wjdow  and  her  lUuyhler  took  a  small  cottage  in 
the  villiii,'?,  to  which  a  piece  of  ground  and  a  good 
servicciiblo  garden  was  attached.  These,  by  the 
aasLitatice  of  a  stont  laboring  Lid,  were  assiduously 
cultivated,  and  thus  they  contrived  to  keep  them- 
selves from  absolute  poverty. 

The  girl  herself,  now  some  twenty  years  of  age, 
was  ceit*inly  the  beanty  of  broimore,  and  many, 
in  more  prospf  roiis  days,  paid  court  to  her;  but  she 
w«s  inordinately  vain,  selfish,  liked  finery,  and  was 
fond  of  coquettiu";;  and  by  consequence,  her  scorn 
at  first  drove  away  her  admirers,  and,  finally,  re- 
duced circumstances,  wliich  marred  her  prospects, 
left  her  to  suitors  of  an  inferior  class,  which,  to  her 
proud  and  i>ettish  temperament,  was  asoorceof  the 
greatest  annoyance. 

All  that  she  cared  for  deserted  her  but  two,  and 
between  thei»e  two  she  had  been  hesitating  a  long 
time.  Both  were  young,  handsome,  and,  as  farmers, 
tolerably  well  to  do.  But  there  was  a  vast  dis- 
tance between  the  saturnine  and  violent  temper  of 
Bichard  Deetles,  and  the  frank,  honest  nature  of 
Oliver  Goring. 

Different  as  were  the  arguments  the  two  lovers 
nsed,  Ixith  were  strongly  appealing  ;  and  while 
Richard  Deedes  talked  of  amusement,  pleasures,  the 
gaieties  of  the  town,  which  Frances  should  at  times 
partake  of,  and  the  company  she  should  keep  in  the 
country,  for  she  was  reputed  to  be  well  off,  Oliver 
Goring  spoke  of  home,  of  domestic  happiness,  of 
loving  her  for  herself— of  things  that  to  a  woman 
of  rectitude  and  true  feeling  are  always  soonest 
listened  to.  She  heard  the  first  with  more  satis- 
faction ;  but  she  accepted  the  second,  because  a 
certain  instinct  told  her  that  with  Oliver  Goring 
there  wivs  more  security  for  the  future. 

She  married  Oliver,  therefore,  and  was  taken  to 
his  pretty  f.inn  of  Briarbauk,  which  he  had  re- 
cently Iciiscil,  his  parents  and  a  sister  living  in  the 
old  house  which  had  belonged  to  them  for  genera- 
tioas. 

Although  the  two  young  men  knew  themselves 
as  rivals,  there  was  no  outward  manifestation  of 
exultation  on  the  one  hand  ;  nor  of  chagrin  on  the 
other,  though  the  dark  revengelul  natore  of  Deedes 
was  greatly  excited. 

Rebecca  BuUer  still  remained  in  her  cottage, 
laboring  as  usual.  She  never  returned  Goring's 
visits,  and  always  behaved  to  her  son-in-law  with 
a  sort  of  sullen  civility  ;  while  it  was  remarked  that 
Deedes  very  often  called  at  her  hoase,  and  that  she 
seemed  to  unbend  herself  before  him  in  a  manner 
she  did  not  to  any  on '  ?lse. 

Oliver  Goring,  open  and  unsuspicious,  believed 
he  wa.s  doing  perfectly  right  in  encouraging  a  spirit 
of  good  feeling  (and  though  not,  strictly  speaking, 
friendKhip,  it  was  next  t«)  it)  between  his  wife,  and 
his  family,  and  Richard  Deedes  ;  and  therefore, 
Richard,  on  one  pretence  or  other,  business  for  the 
most  part  being  the  ostensible  reason,  was  an 
almost  constant  visitor  at  Briarbank,  while  Oliver's 
absence  (who  had  extended  his  speculations,  and 
was  often  from  home)  made  no  difference  ;  and  the 
ynun;^  wife,  thus  thrown  into  the  company  of  her 
foruuT liver,  ould  notlu  Ip  showing  something  like 
satisfaction  when  he  came. 

It  avails  not  here  to  tell  how,  step  by  step,  the 
young  anil  beloved  wife  fell,  but  it  wa.s  long  before 
the  neighbors  had  the  slightest  suspicion  of  such 
a  thing. 

At  last  riraor,  that  will  at  least  make  itself 
loudly  heard,  reached  Oliver's  parents,  and  to  their 
grief  and  dread  they  saw  so  much  of  it  cnnfirmed 
as  made  them  bolieve  the  worst.  Bat  h(>\v  com- 
municate it  to  Oliver?  Besides,  they  were  not 
absolutely  certain  ;  but  it  was  nec(  BSJirr  that,  at 
least,  his  visits  shonld  be  stopped  ;  and  affairs  were 
in  this  ti'ain  when  the  following  Bcene  oooorred  :— 


One  evening,  when  the  twilight  was  deepening, 
and  on  a  day  that  Oliver  had  gt)ne  to  a  distant 
market  town,  Frances  and  Richard  Deedes  .met 
beneath  the  roof  of  Rebecca  Buller— her  mother. 
The  veil  of  secrecy  had  now  been  rent,  the  guilty 
knowledge  was  shared  by  the  parent,  and  darktr 
things  were -being  dreamed  of. 

It  was  well  known  to  them  that  Oliver,  being 
fre«  fhjm  debt  and  every  liability,  had  made  over 
to  his  wife,  in  the  prospect  of  a  family,  his  hoUse, 
furniture,  and  cattfe,  cows,  horses,  and  sheep— not 
many,  after  all,  but  all  clear  of  every  encumbrance. 
This  the  married  harlot  would  have  tnmsferred  to 
her  pammour  at  any  momeut,  could  she  got  pos- 
session of  it 

"  If  he  "— meaning  Oliver  — "would  but  insure 
his  life  !"  muttered  tho  old  woman,  with  a  dark 
and  sinister  smile,  as  they  were  conferring  together 
on  the  evening  in  question. 

"Why,  mother?"  askod  Frances,  a  touch  of 
wonder  cxpreseetl  in  her  voice. 

"  Why  !"  asked  her  mother — "  why  I  because  if 
he  insures  it  for  a  thousand  or  two  poumls,  it  would 
be  a  fortune  to  you,  my  de.\ry,  if  he  were  dead  ! 
And  what  are  his  cows,  bis  pigs,  and  old  chairs 
worth,  though  he  have  left  you  all  ?" 

These  frightfully  suggestive  words  fell  upon 
fruitful  soil,  and  that  the  old  hag  readily  perceived 
by  the  gleam  of  wicke<l  intelligence  that  noshed  on 
the  dark  but  still  handsome  face  of  the  jaded  and 
worn  debauchee,  Richard  Deedes,  and  of  her 
daughter  also. 

The  plan  which  Richard  Deedes  adopted  for  the 
furtherance  of  his  design  may  soon  be  explained. 

He  had  met  a  young  girl  one  day — member  of  a 
gipsy  fraternity,  or  fortune-telling  tribe,  and  act- 
mg  tipon  a  sudden  impulse,  he  engaged  her  in  his 
design,  for  half  a  gtiinea— a  design  that  to  her 
seemed  to  be  the  most  harmless  hoax  in  the  world 
and  to  be  rather  for  the  benefit  of  the  hoaxed  party 
than  otherwise.  Its  importance,  however,  was  im- 
pressed upon  her  by  various  reasons,  and  she  ac- 
cordingly agreed  to  it. 

Now  it  happened  that  crossing  the  village  bridge 
the  following  afternoon,  and  going  homeward, 
Oliver  met  the  young  fortune-teller.  After  some 
little  introductory  jargon,  she  began  with— Have 
your  fortune  told,  sir?  please  to  have  your  fortune 
told,"  with  the  pertinacious  curtsey  of  her  tribe. 

"Nonsense !"  he  replied,  good  humoredly 
putting  a  sixpence  In  her  hand. 

"Let  me  look  at  the  lines  of  your  hand— do, 
good  gentleman !  Cross  the  poor  gipsy's  palm  with 
silver  1" 

"Why,  I  have  but  jtist  given  you  a  bit  of  silver !" 
he  replied,  laughingly. 

"You  gave  me  that,  my  good  gentleman,"  the 
fortune-teUer  continueil,  with  an  aflFectation  of 
haste  and  earnestness,  "and  to  the  poor  gipsy  you 
will  not  grudge  a  little  sixpence?" 

"Oh  no,  no !"  he  answered,  "you  are  per- 
fectly welcome  to  it." 

"You  will  not  buy  laces,  ribbons,  or  pins  ;  and 
yet  you  may,  too,"  she  added,  proffering  her  basket 
which  was  filled  with  small  wares  of  this  kind  ;  to 
which  he  still  smilingly  replied'  "No,  no,  my  good 
girl  ;  I  have  no  ase  for  them.  Besides,  my  wife 
has  plenty  of  tho«e  trifles  at  home." 

"Ah!"  she  paid;  'you  have  a  wife?"— and 
bent  an  earnest,  strange  look  upon  him.  "Then 
tho  greater  reason  that  yon  shoidd  hear  mo  !  Cross 
my  hand  !" 

"Well?"  said  he,  more  to  end  tho  conference 
than  in  any  belief  ;  and  holding  otit  his  hand,  ho 
cnxssed  her  palm  with  half-jwrown,  and  held  his 
for  her  to  exercise  her  skill  in  palmistry. 

Dtuing  this  time  the  fortune-teller  and  Oliver 
had  not  been  nnwatched. 

The  dark  and  sinister  face  of  Richard  Deedes 
might  have  been  seen  by  a  civsual  observer  iieeping 
furtively  npon  them  from  tho  angle  which  tho 
bridge  fornie<l  with  the  road,  half-hidden  by  tho 
branches  of  the  stimttd  trees  which  grew  on  the 
margin  of  the  river. 

The  gipsy  still  persisted,  and  it  was  with  an  in- 
definable but  terrible  delight  that  he  saw  the  farmer 
succumb  to  )ii  r  wishes,  and  at  last  submit  his  hand 
to  her,  on  which  she  gazed  for  some  time  in  sileuce. 

"You  are  young,"  she  said. 

"Yon  are  pretty,"  ho  retorted,  jilayfully. 

"You  lovo  your  wife,"  ehc  continued. 


"  Yes,  dearly,"  he  answered,  earnestly  ;  and  then 
the  word  brought  back  gloomier  thoughts,  for  he 
had  heard  before  this  certain  things  tlmt  disturbed 
him. 

"  Yon  are  not  strong  and  robnst  like  the  farmers 
about  this  country,  or  any  other  place  in  general 
are." 

"  What  of  that  ?"  he  demanded  quickly. 

"YonwillnotUvelong,"  shecontmued.  "lean 
see  the  lines  of  life  are  marred  :"  and  she  pored  over 
his  hand  with  a  zeal  and  attention  that  implied  she 
was  honest  in  her  vocation.  The  sentence,  however, 
made  him  start 

"Well,  supposing  that,  even?"  he  said,  and 
smiled  ;  but  tho  smUe  this  time  was  a  very  molau- 
oholy  one. 

"A  gii)sy  will  give  you  better  advice  than  she 
may  give  to  many,  and  for  reasons  which,  perhaps, 
you  would  not  believe."  She  spoke  now  with  a 
seriousness  that  startled  him.  "  Insure  your  life !" 
she  said. 

"  Insure  my  life  !"  And  he  stared  upon  her  with 
amazement,  because  he  was  acquainted  with  the 
nature  of  this  business,  and  also  because  its  real 
usefulness  and  necessity  had  never  struck  him 
before.  "But  what,  let  me  ask  you,— what  conld 
induce  yon  to  tell  me  so  singular  a  thing  as  this, 
out  of  which  I  myself  can  derive  no  benefit  ?" 

"  Is  it  no  benefit,"  she  asked,  as  seriously,  "to 
know  that  your  wife  and  child,  or  children,  will  not 
be  poor  and  needy,  and  be  forced  to  wander  abont 
like  the  gipsy  from  pLice  to  place?,  /force  out  of 
the  credulity  of  the  people  what  she  woold  not  get 
by  charity,  and 

"Enou"h,  my  good  girl,"  interrupted  Oliver, 
deeply  and  solemnly  moved.  "  Whatever  has  been 
your  motive  and  wish,  you  have  taught  me  a  lesson 
*  of  foresight  and  done  me  a  service.  Here  is  a  crown 
for  j'ou,  and  if  you  or  yours  choose  to  rest  for  a 
night  or  two  in  the  fields  of  Briarbank,  yon  shall 
not  be  disturbed.  Good  afternoon  !"  and  away  he 
went,  thinking  deeply,  intently,  and  with  a  sad- 
dened mien  and  aspect 

"  Good  afternoon,  and  good  speed  j'ou  !"  mur- 
mured the  girl,  w  ith  a  tear  in  her  eye.  ' '  You  have  a 
warm,  kind  heart,  and  I  hope  what  I  have  done 
may  be  for  yotir  benefit,  thougn,  alas !  I  know  little 
about  it :"  and  then  she  turned  to  cross  the  bridge. 

Here  she  met  Richard  Deedes. 

"Well,  well,"  he  eagerly  exclaimed;  what  did 
he  si\y— what  did  he  decide  npon  ?" 

"He  will  do  what  I  have  advised  him  to  do," 
she  answered  ;  "and  I  trust"  she  added,  as  she  re- 
ceived her  remaining  gold,  "  that  he  will  do  right. 
If  there's  wrong  in  this  I  shall  rue  it  to  the  last 
day  of  my  life." 

"  Wrong  !"  ejaculated  the  other ;  "  what  wrong 
can  there  be  in  persnading  an  obstinate  man  to  do 
that  which  is  for  the  benefit  of  those  he  loves?" 

This  question  was  unanswerable. 

The  fortune-teller  was  satisfied.  Deedes  was 
pleased, -and  they  both  parted,  neither  caring  to 
meet  the  other  again. 

The  next  day,  without  hesitation,  Oliver  went  to 
London,  and  insured  his  life  for  two  tbonsand 
pounds.  Some  few  daj's  were  taken  up  in  prelimi- 
naries ;  but  these  wt  re  ovi«i*,  and  he  felt  a  satis- 
faction in  thinking  tlmt,  come  what  might,  he  had 
secured  those  that  were  near  and  dear  to  him. 

It  wa.s  under  the.se  influences  that  Oliver  met  his 
wife  with  a  caressing  and  tender  smile,  and  told  her 
what  he  had  done. 

She  betrayed  a  iwculiar  satisfaction—  a  singular 
pleasure— which  he  did  not  care  to  comprehend, 
because  he  had  only  one  idea  on  the  iwiut ;  and 
then,  in  the  tenderest  and  kindest  manner  he  could 
command,  he  put  in  force  the  promise  he  had  made 
to  his  piirents,  regarding  the  visits  of  Richard 
Dectles,  adding  that  he  should  speak  to  him  himself 
on  the  propriety  of  discontinuing  them. 

Not  that  he  suspected,  dreaded  anything  from 
his  darling  Franot.'S  ;  he  had  too  much  love  for  her 
and  trnst  in  her.  She  heard  him  with  biting  lipa 
and  flashing  eyes,  but  this  he  never  remarked. 

Frances  one  day,  being  in  London,  went  into  a 
chemist's  sliop,  and  with  her  pretty,  innocent-look- 
ing face,  asked  for  some  t/«/t/'iits.  ... 
The  chemist  gravely  smiled.  J 
"Ma'am,"  said  he,    "  we  cannot  sell  you  any, 
unless  by  prescription." 
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"Bat,"  she  replied,  Lostily,"  dear  me,  I  dare 
aay  I've  forgotteu  the  name  :  I  wnut  to  kill  some 
rata." 

"Oh !  I  sappoee  it's  arsenic  yoa  mean  ;  for  that 
purpose,  you  can  have  a  little.? 

And  she  had  a  little.  ■ 

"Fool  of  a  woman  !"  exclaimed  Deedes  to  her 
when  she  told  him  of  this  :  "why  ask  for  digitalis, 
when  you  can  gather  fox-glove,  and  brew  a  deadly 
tea  out  of  that,  which  will  be  safe  for  him,  and 
safe  for  us.  Go  to  the  old  woman— she  knows  how 
to  do  it" 

Then  she  gathered  fox-glove,  and  the  deadly  tea 
was  made  by  the  liauds  of  Bebeeca  Buller,  and 
given  to  the  wife,  who  with  a  heartless  coldness, 
without  one  tinge  of  conscience,  commenced  ad- 
miuisteriug  it  to  her  husband,  who  little  by  little 
began  to  experience  a  change  within  himself  that 
sometimes  really  reminded  him  of  a  slow  but  surely 
approaching  dissolution. 

The  confederates  were  one  day  alarmed,  how- 
ever, when  Oliver's  father,  who  grew  seriously 
alarmed,  expressed  a  determination  to  have  a  phy- 
sician brought  in  on  the  morrow. 

The  wife  heard  this  with  a  sinking  of  the  heart, 
and  when  she  told  Deedes  of  it  in  their  secret  meet- 
ing in  the  evening  at  Rebecca's  house,  whither  she 
sometimes  hastily  ran  in  the  twilight,  they  were 
alarmed  too.  There  were  symptoms  that  perhaps 
would  betray  them  to  the  eye  of  science. 

Therefore  ho  must  not  live  to  see  the  morrow ! 

The  light  of  the  wood-fire,  which  was  all  that 
they  had  to  illumine  the  cottage  room,  fell  upon 
the  features  of  Frances,  on  which  Deedes  was 
earnestly  but  furtively  gazing,  and  the  man  quailed 
from  the  frightful  pallor  that  drove  the  blood  from 
them,  and  made  them,  lips  and  all,  quite  livid. 

"Die  to-night !"  she  whispered. 

"Why,  not,  deary?"  said  the  old  hag.  "You 
know  it  only  requires  a  stronger  dose,  and  you'll 
find  it  in  that  bottle." 

She  got  tip  as  she  spoke,   and  taking  a  small 
■  bottle  from  a  shelf  in  the  cupboard,  gave  it  to  her 
daughter,  who  took  it  with  a  hand  shaking  like 
palsy,  and  put  it  in  her  pocket. 

She  was  turning  to  go  to  her  chair  by  the  fire — 
she  glanced  at  the  window,  and  uttered  a  cry  of 
alarm. 

"  Ah !    What's  that  ?"  she  exclaimed. 

Deedes  also  started  to  his  feet.  "What's  the 
matter  now,  mother?  Fiends  seize  you!  What 
do  you  cry  out  like  that  for,  as  if  there  was  a  ghost 
or  a  corpse  staring  at  jou  ?" 

"  Because,  as  sure  as  I  live,  I  saw  someone," 
she  said  ;  "some  face  or  other,  white  as  hers," — 
poiuting  to  her  daughter  ;  "  and  eyes " 

The  man  gave  a  curse  and  ojiened  the  door. 

It  was  light  enough  for  him  to  see  up  and  down 
the  solitary  road  ;  but  not  a  soul  was  near. 

He  went  to  one  end  of  the  cottage,  and  then  to 
the  other,  but  beheld  nothing. 

"You  are  a  doting  old  fool,"  he  said  ronghlj'  to 
Rebecca,  as  he  re-entered,  "startling  one  with 
your  absurd  fancies  ;  there's  nothing  to  be  seen." 

"  Well,  may  be  it  was  fancy,"  she  ejaculated. 

"Richard,"  said  Frances,  rising,  "jou— you 
must  go  with  me — enter  the  house  with  me,  and 
stay  with  me  to-night." 

She  was  pale  as  death,  and  her  trembling  fingers 
were  cold  as  stone. 

"What  for?"  he  demanded. 

"You  may  be  wanted,"— a  ghastly  smile  revealed 
her  meaning— "if  he  musi  die.  He  may  cry  out, 
wake  the  servants,  whom  I  have  removed  as  far  as 
I  could.  A  great  cry  sounding  out  in  the  night  — 
a  cry  of  agony  and  death  ;  for  they  say  there's  pain 
— frightful  pain " 

The  man  growled.  "Do  it  yourself,"  he  said. 
"I'll  have  no  hand  in  it." 

"Coward!  slave!"  came  hissing  in  his  ears. 
"  For  whom  is  all  this  done  ?  Yon  shall  go  or  look 
to  it,  for  my  fate  shall  be  yours  !" 

Words,  when  earnest  and  jwunderous,  work  their 
desired  effect.  Richard  Deedes  wtut  with  Frances 
home.  They  were  not  seen,  as  they  Inilieved,  and 
the  wife  was  at  the  bedside  as  her  huslmud  awoke 
out  of  a  sleep. 

It  was  getting  latp-all  was  dead-still  about 
Deede?  was  in  a  clmnilipr  at  hand. 

"  Frances  !"  mnmmrf  d  the  sick  man.  "I  feel  a 
strange,  unnsnal  pain— at  tim«,-s  it  is  terrible,  aa  if 
I  were  all  on  fire." 


"  It's  the  fever  coming  to  its  height,"  she  said. 

"How  bad  you  look !"— and  he  gazed  fixedly 
upon  her. 

"  Drink  this,"  she  continued,  holding  out  a  cup. 

"  How  your  hand  trembles  !"  obeerred  Ohver 
faint]}'. 

"  Do  not  hesitate.     It  will  ease  you." 

"  II(j\v  changed  your  voice  is  !"  he  murmured. 

However,  he  took  the  cup,  put  it  to  his  hps,  and 
tasted  it.  The  cool,  refreshing  fluid  was  grateful 
to  the  poor  victim's  parched  mouth  and  throat, 
and  he  swallowed  it  without  leaving  a  diop. 

He  fell  back  and  closed  his  eyes. 

A  moment  or  two  after,  Richard  Deeds  stole  out 
of  the  chamber,  and  advanced  to  the  bed.  The 
paramour  and  the  poisoner  stood  side  by  side  watch- 
ing the  slumberer. 

"They  were  silent  and  still ;  but  they  had  expres- 
sive faces  enough. 

Suddenly  Oliver  uttered  a  cry  of  pain.  He 
writhed^he  woke,  and  he  quailed  with  afiright 

For  before  him  were  two  faces,  such  as  men  see  iu 
dreams  of  terror  and  dread. 

He  uttered  a  cry — one  cry. 

In  au  instant  this  was  sliced,  and  he  uttered  no 
cry  after.  His  mouth  was  stopped.  To  detail  the 
scene,  the  appalling  scene  which  for  two  hours 
followed — is  beyond  our  wish  and  power. 

Before  the  morning  he  was  dead,  his  face  calm 
and  smiling.  Without  a  mark,  a  sign,  or  indica- 
tion of  injury,  he  lay  on  the  bed  of  murder. 

Several  weeks  passed  away  after  this  ;  and  when 
the  funeral  and  its  lamentations  were  over,  the  wife 
began  to  think  of  demanding  the  life  insurance. 

What  was  the  dismay,  rage,  and  chagrin  of  the 
guilty  parties  to  find  that,  having  made  no  will, 
Frances  could  only  claim  a  third  portion  of  the 
money.  This  was  a  considemble  sum  ;  but,  having 
done  that  dreadful  deed  in  the  hope  of  possessing 
the  whole,  her  disiippointment  was  proportionate. 
But  she  was  destined  to  experience  worse  than  this, 
for  the  brutality  of  Deedes  had  become  fearful. 

She  obtained  this  money,  and  he  wrested  it  from 
her  within  a  day  or  two  after.  With  this  he  hurried 
to  London,  and  for  weeks  was  not  seen,  except  at 
intervals. 

But  there  were  circumstances  so  strange,  mys- 
terious, and  dark  about  the  whole  matter,  that 
suspicion  was  aroused.  The  body  of  Oliver  was 
disinterred,  the  intestines  examined,  and  the  pre- 
sence of  poison  proved. 

The  track  was  laid.  Step  by  step  did  the  eye  of 
Justice  begin  to  unravel  the  truth  ;  and  d&y  by  day 
were  facts  elicited,  iu  order  to  establish  the  guilt  of 
the  wife,  who  obstinately  proclaimed  her  innocence, 
even  in  despite  of  all  proofs.  The  testimony  of  the 
chemist,  who  came  forward  on  the  publication  of 
the  atrocious  deed  in  the  papers,  was  very  conclu- 
sive against  her  ;  but  the  claim  of  evidence  was  not 
yet  complete. 

It  wanted  the  presence  of  the  fortune-teller. 

The  whole  oSait  had  spread  through  the  country 
like  wild-fire.  She  heard  of  it  at  last ;  and,  though 
some  miles  distant,  began  to  arrange  facts  in  her 
memory,  and  hastened  to  London,  where  she  ten- 
dered her  evidence. 

This  implicated  Rebecca  Buller,  the  mother,  and 
Richard  Deedes,  beyond  all  hope. 

The  secret  of  the  life  insurance  was  clear,  lucid, 
and  strikingly  obvious.  The  face  seen  at  the  window 
of  the  cottage  was  hers!  ,  She  had  beheld  the  bottle 
given,  and  her  testimony  completed  what  was 
.wanted. 

The  three  criminals,  who  filled  the  country  with 
dismay  and  detestation,  were  found  guilty,  con- 
demned, and  executed. 
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Puzzle." 

Y  Y    U    E 

Y  Y    U    B 

I     C    U    R      ^ 

Y  Y    4  ME. 

Answer. 

Too  wise  you  are. 
Too  wise  yon  be  ; 

I  see  you  are 
Too  wise  for  me. 


Hever  Forsake  the  Ship ! 


Nev^  forsake  the  ship  !  ":     •' 

Her  keel  drives  on  through  the  heavj-  sea. 
Like  a  pluju^hbhai-e  cleaving  the  lunvwod  lea 
ToHsing  aloft  bright  wrwiths  ot'  ^pn^y, 
Feather)-  buds  ot  the  Ocean's  May  !  ;    ■•    ;  v 

Coronals  white  as  the  stainless  snow  v 

Shine  in  tjio  wake  of  the  vessel's  prow  ; 
Oh  I  nevfi!  were  blossoms  so  pure  and  biit 

As  the  vojiipry  jewels  glisteuiug  there. 

-  I 

Ne  j<i  desert  the  ship ! 
Tlie  laud  iffs  yonder-  through  cloud  and  fooin— 
Ever  ste«*  ton  for  our  distant  home. 
Though  (ihie  tightened  cordage  snap  in  twain. 
And  the  <rijeakiiig  timbers  shiver  aud  stniin  : 
Though  thu  sluggish  sails  may  dr<>op  and  liill, 
Like  the  iheavy  folds  of  a  fuueml  pall. 
The  breeta  will  awaken,  the  wind  uprise, 
And  the  brave  barque  speed  under  suuuy  sluos. 

Never  forsake  the    ship  !  t 

Hope  may: wither  and  courage  fail,  ■;,    , 

If  faith  s^tttains  us,  no  need  to  quail ; 
Oh  !  blinded  vision — oh  !  darkened  sight. 
Pine  thrdugh  the  gloom  of  the  shrouding  night  ; 
Though  tliB  longed-for  haven  be  hid  from  view. 
Believe  that  a  home  awaiteth  yon. 
Mariners  J!  ijiause  not  to  idly  deplore  /,  r  ;.^ 

Tha  mggted  path  to  that  promised  shore.     • .  "  •^• 

Neviei-  give  up  the  ship  ! 
By  the  siiukcn  rock  and  the  shelving  strand. 
Guide  her  still  on  with  a  firm  bmvo  hand. 
Steering  i^way  for  the  chainless  sea. 
Her  sails  nil  set  and  her  fli.g  flung  free — 
So  let  us  w»estle  for  freedom  or  life. 
Where  the  liurricane  wages  a  generous  strife ; 
No  hidden  reef,  like  a  treacherous  foe. 
Lying  in  ambush  to  strike  a  blow. 

Newer  desert  the  ship  1  '       -'. 

Even  thooah  perils  be  brooding  near. 
Turn  not  niido  with  the  recreant's  fear  ; 
No  one  can  tell  when  the  heavens  may  lower. 
And  the  fierce  storm  burst  out  in  its  torribU'  jiow.  r. 
And  the  lash  of  the  sea,  like  a  slave-il river's  whip. 
Fall  with  i*B  wrath  on  the  beautiful  ship  ; 
Set  her  to  rights,  men,  and  keep  her  afioaf. 
Nor  slink  in  your  dread  to  the  life-saving  boiit 

Never  forsake  the  ship  ! 
The  masts  may  bo  shattered,  tho  white  sails  bo  r<Mit, 
And  tho  tapering  spars,  liko  a  reed,  may  be  In  nt ; 
Yet  cling  to  the  barque  though  her  timlxrs  may  yawn. 
And  the  niddcr  you  steeretl  bj'  be  jiarted  and  goup. 
The  fast  holding  anchor  bo  wiienched  from  the  chain, 
And  her  bejams,  from  the  stem  to  the  stern, 

riven  iu  twain  : 
Flinch  not,' doomed  comrades  I  but  terror  di«iK>l, 
Though  het  strong  oakcu  ribs  bo  crushed  in  liko  a  shelL 

Never  desert  the  ship  ! 
Heed  not  the  crash  that  him  sundered  tho  deck, 
Remembflir  your  oaths,  men,  and  stand  by  tho  wreck  : 
The  keel's  ?3inK  upmost,  tho  maiuiuiist  below, 
And  the  sea-weed's  dark  tangles  are  wreatln-d 

round  the  prow  ; 
Gird  up  your  souls,  thers  is  glory  in  death  : 
Who  would  not  strive  for  the  martyr's  jtalc  wreath? 
With  brow  istill  undaunted  and  finuly  Bet  lip, 
Let  a  wild  cheer  ring  out,  and  go  down  w  ith  the  Khip — 


Charade. 


My  J  ti  ■<  is  aeen  in  b«ivcn  abovo 

A^d  in  the  doep  lielow,  -f 

Whaa  clouds  no  longer  veil  the  sky. 
When  breezes  cease  to  blow.  -  -  ' 

My  Mcon<f  sinks  beneath  the  MO, 

Or  iises  in  a  tower  ; 
Sweet  lis  its  voire  at  eventide  .     ;.  ' 

Wben  seated  in  your  bower. 

My  (oOcd,  when  the  com  is  ripe  .^^ 

And  waving  in  the  wind,  .%  .'  . 

Deck|H  the  hedpeside  with  lovelinew, 
Aui  cheers  the  poet's  mind. 

Answer :    BlnebelL 
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T]I£    81IVOGRS'    JOIIRNAI.. 


Waiting  for  Me. 

By  C.  Edwin  Dudley. 

Whan  daylight  is  fikding  ': 

From  hillock  and  glen. 
And  the  silver-voiced  robin 

Sings  low  down  the  fen. 
In  a  moes-corered  oottago  v 

By  the  mnrmoring  sea  ' 

Sits  a  Bweet  little  maiden 

Waiting  for  me.  > 

Chostb.  '  ' 

Waiting  for  me  down  by  the  sea, 
Where  the  wavelets  are  crooning  a  soft  melody ; 
With  heart  fall  of  glee  I  trip  o'er  the  lea  : 
For,  I  know  there's  a  loved  one  waiting  for  me. 

She's  not  blest  with  riches,     .  :  *-' 

But,  oh  I  such  a  face — 
Ontvieing  the  lilies 

Iq  beauty  and  grace. 
Ah !  she's  dearer  to  me 

Than  treasures  untold — 
So  to-night  I  shall  whisper 

That  sweet  tale  of  old. 


Choms. 


Nora  Adair. 

Words  and  Mule  by  Olaada  d«  Haven. 


While  thon  art  sleeping  I  watch  alona, 
Love's  vigil  keeping  till  night  has  flown : 
Far  from  thy  pillow  all  sad  visions  be — 
Dream  of  all  happy  things,  dream,  love,  of  me — 
And  through  thy  lattice  the  soft  Summer  air 

With  music  shall  meet  thee — 

With  perfume  shall  greet  thee — 
Golden  haired,  aznre-eyed,  Nora  Adair ! 

Long  have  I  wandered  from  thy  dear  side  : 
Long  has  thy  true  heart  by  absence  been  tried  ; 
Slumber  'tiU  morning  breaks  over  the  Sea, 
Then  wake  to  all  happy  things,  wake,  love,  to  me — 
And  through  thy  lattice  the  soft  Summer  air 

With  music  shall  meet  thee — 

With  perfume  shall  greet  thee — 
Golden  faaued,  azure-eyed,  Nora  Adair ! 


Boll,  Gentle  Wave. 

By  J.  B.  BeneeL 


Roll,  gentle  wave,  nnto  my  love. 
And  tell  her  that  I  breathed  her  name  to  yoa  ; 

Break  at  her  feet  and  say  :  "  O  love  I 
Your  lover  sends  his  greeting  unto  yon. 
Singing  to  me  :  'Be  true,  be  true.' " 

0  tender  wave  !  go  with  your  moan. 

Your  moan,  like  some  sweet  soul  too  eatly  lost, 
And  tell  her  that  I  sit  alone 
With  loving  thoughts  of  her  breathed  over  you. 
Whispering  low  :  "  be  true,  be  true." 

Then  come,  O  wave,  again  to  me  ! 

And  folding  you,  with  her  dear  word  80  sw«et. 

Close  to  my  heart,  together  we 
Will  swiftly  float  unto  her  feet. 
Throbbing  with  love :  "Be  tne^  be  tme." 

■  '•'  ■     ■ -.,'/; 

Wedlock's  well,  bat  Single  Lift's  Better. 

As  Lerinda  with  myrtle  was  braiding  her  hair. 

She  gazed  on  the  streamlet  and  sighed — 
"  Dear  mother,  said  she,  I  begin  to  despair, 

1  shall  never,  no  ne'er  be  a  bride !" 

The  matron  replied  :  "  child,  how  blest  is  thy  state  I 
No  one  can  your  pleasures  now  fetter  : 

You  know  not  the  troubles  that  marriage  create, 
Wedlock's  well,  but  single  life's  better."  . 

Lerinda  replied,  "  What  you  say  may  be  jort, 

But  the  sweetest  of  sounds  soonest  tire  : 
"Tis  the  bold  dash  of  discord  gives  harmony  zest. 

Life,  spirit,  oppression,  and  fire  : 
Besides,  my  dear  mother,  each  hour  can  tell 

Few  widows  refuse  Hymen's  fetter  ; 
And  therefore  Lerinda's  content  to  do  well  : 

Those  are  simple  who  wish  to  do  better." 


Feeding  the  Docks  on  the  Farm. 

Written  knd  compoeed  by  0.  L.  Davit. 

It's  jnst  one  year  ago  to-day, 

Smce  I  first  fell  m  love 
With  a  charming  httle  fellow,  y 

Who  calls  me  his  turtle-dove. 
He  asked  me  if  rd  take  a  walk, 

And  oflfered  me  his  arm  ; 
And  said  he  would  show  me 

How  to  feed  the  docks  that's  on  the  Dana. 

Chorus. 
Feeding  the  ducks  on  the  farm,  Quack !  Quack ! 
Feeding  the  ducks  on  the  farm,  Quack !  Quack ! 
His  style  is  so  neat,  and  he  looked  bo  sweet. 
While  feeding  the  ducks  ou  the  farm  :  Quack !  Quack  1 

He  has  asked  me  to  become  his  wife— 

I  don't  know  what  to  say  ; 
He  says  I  will  make  him  happy 

If  I  will  name  the  wedding  day. 
I  think  that  I  shall  answer  yes  ! 

And  to  his  sorrow  put  an  end  ;  ^ 

And  when  we  move  on  the  farm, 

My  assistance  I  can  lend.  Chonu. 


Ton're  the  Idol  of  my  Heart. 

BOUSLM  eona  k  dinck.  Ai  Sang  by  Kitty  O'Netl. 

Word!  by  Oordlan  K.  Hyde.    Mntic  by  Dkvid  Breham. 

Tbe  Maelo  of  thit  bodk  i>  published  by  Wm.  A. 

Fond  &  Co..  M7  Broad wiy,  Mew  York. 

Price :  40  cent*. 


Kitty,  my  darling,  Kitty,  my  darling.        ■'- '  _ 
Kitty,  my  darling,  you're  the  idol  of  my  heart — 

Johnny,  my  darling,  Johnny,  my  darling, 
Johnny,  my  darling,  oh  I  we  shall  never  part 

CaoBTJS. 
When  the  stars  are  shining  brightly. 

And  the  dew  is  on  the  grass. 
And  the  aightingale  is  tinging, 

Happy  hours  we  then  will  pass  :  ., 

We  inu  ever  be  so  happy,  free  and  gay,     '  » 
We  will  sing  and  dance  the  happy  hours  away ; 
I  will  call  yoa  then  the  idol  of  my  heart. 
We  ff^ftll  then  so  happy  be  and  never,  never  part ! 

Kitty,  my  darling,  Kitty,  my  darling, 
Kitty,  mv  darling,  will  you  be  my  wife? 

Johnny,  rU  promise,  Johnny,  I'll  promise, 
Johnny,  I'll  promise  to  be  true  to  you  through  life. 

When  the  stars,  Ac. 


We'll  go  with  Thee. 

At  tang  by  the  La  Verd  Children. 

Boih  Sinir— Though  hnmble  my  station. 

And  rough  is  my  speech. 
To  the  wealthy  and  proud 

Oft  a  lesson  I'll  teach  ; 
And  in  Charity  proffer 

The  hand  when  I  can. 
Tis  the  heart,  not  the  pocket, 

Is  what  makes  the  man. 


My  Heart's  Best  L6ve. 

Song  tnd  Chorni.  Sang  by  Adah  Bichmond. 

Word*  by  Geo  Cooper — Muiic  by  W.  H.  Brockwty. 

The  If  ueic  ii  pabliahed  by  OUrer  DtUon  A  Co., 

877  WMhlogton  Street,  Botton.    Price  40  ctt 


Man  of  Wealth. 

At  Sang  by  tke  La  Terd  Children. 

Bou—Oh !  man  of  wealth  and  cruel  hearted, 

Bevelling  in  your  plenteous  store, 
Humanity  is  sure  departed 

From  your  heart  and  from  your  door ; 
The  bitter  winds  in  vain  plead  for  me, 

What  to  do  or  where  to  go  ! 
Oh !  Uncle,  save  my  little  Sister, 

Or  she  will  die  out  in  the  cold. 

OxH-'Oh  !  Brother,  dear,  don't  weep,  I  pray  thee, 
For  the  day  may  yet  be  bright ; 

vOr,  if  we  die,  we  shall  be  Angels, 
Living  in  yon  bnd  of  light ; 

Ai  id  as  for  him,  our  wicked  Uncle, 
I'te  shall  reiip  as  be  shall  sow  ; 

For,  he  has  left  his  Brother's  children 

Stan'ing,  here,  out  in  the  snow. 


My  heart's  best  love,  thon  art  mine  own ! 

Bright  star  of  hope,  that  gmdes  me  o'er  life's  main . 
My  fondest  dream  is  thine  alone. 

My  dearest  wish  to  meet  thee  once  again  ! 
When  thou  art  near,  my  life  is  calmly  flowing. 

Thine  eyes  are  beams  of  sweet  and  joyous  light 
Thy  gentle  smiles  their  kindly  rajs  bestowing — 

These  are  like  heaven  unto  my  longing  sight ! 
Ah !  My  heart's  best  love  !  my  joy  each  day ! 

My  dream  by  night !  my  rose  in  winter  drear  ! 
I  long  for  thee  when  far  I  stray. 

And  sigh  in  vain,  and  wish  that  thou,  that 

thon  wert  ever  near  ! 


Chosus.  1 

My  heart's  best  love  !  my  joy  each  day ! 

My  dream  by  night !  my  rose  in  winter  drear 
I  long  for  thee  when  far  I  stray. 
And  sigh  in  vain,  and  witth  that  thon,  that 

thou  wert  ever  near  ! 


My  Charming  Little  Bean. 

Compoted  by  Frank  Lt  Varnte.  Sang  with  great 

tucceit  by  little  Minoie  La  Verd. 


There's  nothing  in  this  world  to  me 
Like  a  charming  little  beau. 
Or  a  darling  little  fellow,  with  a  shady  nmbrella. 
As  down  the  streets  we  go  ; 
It's  of  my  charming  Joe  I  speak. 
With  hands  and  feet  so  small  ; 
He  is  my  only  beau,  and  a  nobby  one,  yoa  know, 
And  his  heart  is  truS  to  PolL 
Chorus:    His  heart  is  trae  to  Poll ! 
His  heart  is  true  to  Poll ! 
No  matter  what  you  do. 
His  heart  is  ever  true, 
-    His  heart  is  true  to  Poll  ! 

\_Fiiush  wiih  a  Dan(x.'\ 

■.:    . -^^♦.M.^ ^  .:;■  ^     \:. 


Get  Tear  Head  Above  the  Crowd. 

Copyright,  1875,  by  £.  H.  Harding. 

Word*  and   Muiie    by  Jot.  P.  Bkelly. 

The  Uatio  can  be  obtained  of  E.  H.  Harding,  Ho.  220 

Bowery.  Mew-Tork.  Price  10  centa. 


Dont  pine  away  throughout  the  day, 

Nor  grieve  about  the  morrow ; 
The  man  who  takes  a  load  of  care 

Is  sure  to  gain  some  sorrow. 
While  through  the  Path  of  Life  you  go^ 

Shrink  not  beneath  a  cloud. 
But  show  yourself  a  solid  man, 
And  rise  above  the  crowd. 
Cborns  :    Get  your  head  above  the  crowd. 
And  ■with  courage  be  endowed  ; 
Never  seek  fox  care,  but,  with  laughing  air. 

Meet  the  world  so  stem  and  proud  * 
If  you  seek  for  love  or  fame. 
Or  a  grand  and  lofty  name, 
'  Make  a  gallant  fight  for  the  end  so  bright — 

Get  your  head  above  the  crowd  ! 

In  every  struggle  we  endure. 

In  every  gamewe're  playing, 
Of  chances  we  are  never  sure 

And  things  oft  look  dismaying  : 
Bat  we  should  never  falter  then. 

Though  fate  seems  cold  and  proad. 
Our  motto  should  be  :  "Do  and  Dare  T' 

Till  we  rise  above  the  crowd.  Chorus. 

When  Washington  his  battles  fooght, 

He  let  no  trouble  blind  him. 
But  gained  the  freedom  which  he  soaght, 

And  glories  left  behind  him  ; 
He  did  not  monm  a  day's  defeat,  . 

But  through  the  dangers  plnngl^  '  1 

It  was  his  glory  and  his  aim 

To  rise  above  the  crowd.  — ' '      ChotOS. 


Why  is  a  solar  eclipse  like  a  woman  whipping 
her  boy  ? — Because  it  is  a  hiding  of  the  sun. 


mAigm*^: . 
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TH£    SirVOERS'    JOURMAL.. 


Good-Bye,  Biddy  Dear. 

As  lUttg  by  JohnBj  Bowb.        ■'-■'■ 

Here  I  am  an  Irish  boy. 

Who  i8  always  foud  of  irrirth, 
Aud  show  me  the  creature 

Who  wonld  slight  me  foi  my  birth—  .  . 
Aud  I  have  a  neat  coleeo,        .      ... 

lu  Dublin  far  behind—    :. 
I  always  was  a  broth  of  a  boy,     ";■.••. 
And  my  coleeu  t>he  ia  blind. 
Chonis:    Good-bye,  Biddy  dear, 

It's  hard  to  {>art  from  yoa  . 
Although  I  am  going  to  leave  yoo, 
\  Me  heart  it  will  prore  true — 

■  "■':.--'.,'    Then  cheer  me,  vourneeu,   --■.;  •. 
And  don't  look  BO  forlorn,  ■ 
•      '.      The  harvest  time  is  coming 

And  Fm  offto  sbeer  the  com. 

■  0'"'  "•'■•'       -       ' 
J  wouldn't  have  left  Ireland, 

But  times  were  hard,  you  know  t  ■    ; 
To  see  the  shirving  creatures. 

It  would  break  the  heart  oif  stone — 
I  bundled  up  my  kit. 

While  Biildy  wept  aud  sighed,       :.     ,  \ 
And  as  the  vessel  left  the  dock, 

I  stepped  on  board  and  cried —        Choros. 


t-^^ 


Where  Have  I  Been  all  Sommer  I 

BONO  AND   DANCE. 
A*  Sang  by  the  La  Verd  Cbildren. 


I  Joe  Maggeju. 

Aa  «aug  with  greU  suecasa  by  UIIU  La  Verd. 

My  name  is  Joe  Mugg^iis,  a  farmer  be  I,    -' 
I  once  court«'d  a  lass  and  I  felt  rather  shy 
I  stixxl  under  the  water-spout, 
'Till  I  was  pearly  wet  through,  when  she  said  :  Joe; 
Come  into  the  the  kitchen,  kd — 
Egftd,  says  a  lass,  I  don't  care  if  I  do  I 
Chobus. 

Fol  de  rol  dol— Fol  de  red  d(d ;     s'^-- ',■-. 

Fol  de  rol  diddle  dol,  fol  de  rol  day. 

I  went  into  the  kitchen  and  made  it  all  right- 
Three  pounds  of  fat  bacon  I  put  out  of  sight ; 
Says  she  :  Joe  can  do  with  a  dnmplin  or  two — 
Egad,  says  a  lass,  I  don't  care  if  I  do  1  Ghomi. 

I  finished  the  dumplins  and  wanted  to  go, 

She  looked  in  my  face,  I  felt  rather  blue  ; 

Siiys  she  :  Joe,  why  don't  you  squeeze  me, 

Like  a  lover  that's  true? 

Egad,  says  a  lass,  I  don't  care  if  I  do !         Chorus. 

Now  married  we  are,  and  happy  we  be — 

But  we  ain't  got  no  babbies  to  bless  her  and  me ; 

Sii.vB  she  :  Joe,  you  may  wait  awhila,^ 

We  might  have  a  few—  . 

E^ad,  says  a  lass,  I  don't  care  if  I  do !  Qiom& 


f 


Died  in  the  Street 

Wordi  and  Mntie  by  Ciande  ©e  Bavaa. 
Mnatc  PttbliaUed  by  Lee  ft  Walker,  Phlladelpbla. 


Subject :  "  And  as  the  policeman  raised  the 
benutiful  child,  cold  and  damp  from  the  dews  of 
nipht,  one  thought  alone  possessed  our  minds  : 
What  if  our  dear  child  had  shared  his  fate  ?  Morning 
rape): 

The  labor  is  over  and  done, 

The  Sun  has  gone  down  in  the  West, 
The  birds  are  asleep,  every  one. 

All  nature  has  gone  to  its  rest : 
But  one  httle  sleeper  is  out  in  the  cold. 

Alone,  in  the  rain  and  sleet ;  J 

There's  no  one  to  greet  him  with  welcome  kisss. 
Or  list  to  his  coming  feet. 
Chorus  :     Dead  !  dead  !  foimd  dead  in  the  street. 
Dead  in  the  cold  night  air  : 
Dead  for  the  want  of  a  crust ; 
With  no  one  to  pity  or  carew  . , 

The  daisy  looks  up  from  the  grass. 

Just  fresh  from  the  Augers  of  night,;   ,,•.  - 
To  welcome  the  birds  as  they  pass,      '     • ; 

Aud  drink  in  fresh  rivers  of  light  ;  ; 

But  oue  little  Kleei>.  r  has  gone  to  his  rest^; 

Has  goue  to  his  Hen  venly  birth  ; 
And  there,  all  alone,  b.v  the  Church  door  stmie, 

He  passed  from  the  t^rrows  of  earth.      Chorus. 


Worda  by  Harry  Miller.  Arranged  by  Ch*a  E.  Pratt 

Tbe  Huaic  la  pnlillabed  by  OIlTer  Ditaon  A  Co., 

277  Waahiogton  Street,  Boatou.    Price  30  ota. 


I'm  gay  and  lovely  as  you  may  see, 
And  all  the  gals  are  dead  in  love  with 

Singing,  dancing  I'm  passing  the  time, 
I'm  happy  as  a  coon  way  up  a  tree. 

Oh !  it  makes  no  difference  if  it  s  always  rain  or  shine  ; 
For,  it's  come  day,  go  day,  it's  all  the  same, 

you  know  : 

For,  my  heart  is  light,  and  I  fed  so  mighty  flue — 

Chobcs. 

• 

Oh  !  where  have  I  been  all  summer,  honey  ? 

Oh  !  just  Uke  a  daisy        ,  ■ ;,  •;    ;~     - ., 
That's  the  way  I  feel :  -    '  • 

Bip  rap  and  slip  slap,  goes  the  toe  and  heel, 

Singing  all  the  while  how  I  gaily  jog  along, 
There  I've  been  all  stmimer  long  ! 

Always  in  clover,  light  as  a  lark,  ;    -x 

Up  at  dawn  and  out  'till  after  dark  : 
Merry,  jolly  as  darkies  will  be, 

You've  never,  never  seen  so  gay  a  spark. 
Oh  !  the  gals  in  passing  how  they  wink  their 

eyes  so  sweet— 
And  they  steal  my  heart  a  dozen  times  a  day. 
But  I  love  them  all— fear,  they  are  so  very  neat — 

Oh  !  where  have  I  been?  Ac. 


Kight  is  Coming,  Little  Sweet-Heart. 

By  Jobu  M.  MacDonald. 


-,  •  .(.■ 


Chorus. 


Night  is  coming,  little  sweetheart,      .    •    '•'■■'■ 

And  the  moon  peeps  o'er  the  hill— .     ■ 
Meet  me  where  the  dew-drops  glisten,  ,  !; 

In  the  moss  beside  the  riU.  :*   '* ' 

Chorus  :    Night  is  coming,  little  sweetheart, 
The  golden  sim  has  simk  to  rest ; 
Soon  I'll  meet  you,  httle  sweetheart, 
And  fold  you  closely  to  my  breast 

Night  is  coming,  little  sweetheart. 

And  with  joy  I  wait  for  thee 
Where  the  lilies  bloom  in  sweetness, 

Just  beneath  the  greenwood-tree. 

Night  is  coming,  little  sweetheart, 

Stars  are  flashing  up  on  high, 
But  they  seem  to  lack  the  lustre 

Beaimng  &om  my  darling's  eye.  Chonis. 


V      Centensial  Days. 

.V  By  Jam**  F.  Dooley. 

There's  a  time  not  &r  awny  when  well  celebrate  the  day 

That  gained  the  independence  of  our  land  ; 
The  rejoicing  will  be  great — glorious  in  every  State, 

But  in  Philadelphia  'twill  be  very  grand  : 
All  the  nations  there  will  meet,  and  with  their 

goods  compote 
To  gain  our  approbation  and  our  praise  : 
But  Columbia  is  no  drone,  and  I  guess  she'll  hold 

her  own 
At  the  Exposition  on  Centennial  Days.  .     .. 

Chorus. 

Then  list  while  I  relate  this  fact  I'm  going  to  state. 
That  industry,  like  perseverance,  pays  ; 

And  you'll  say  that  I  am  right,  if  you  see  the 

splendid  sight 
At  the  Exposition  on  Centennial  Days. 

Then  let  us  all  rejoice,  and  raise  aloud  our  voice 

To  the  memory  of  that  patriotic  one 
Who  labored  manfully  to  set  his  country  free — 

I  mean  the  great,  immortal  Washington. 
He  fought  both  night  aud  day,  'till  he  drove  the 

foe  away. 

And  too  much  cannot  be  said  in  his  praise  : 
Though  he's  gone  forevt^rmore.  his  spirit  will  reign  o'er 

The  Exposition  on  Centennial  Days. 

Then  list  while  I  relate,  Ac 


Tom  Down  Tour  GeUar. 

Wrlltt«n  and  aucg  by  John  D.  Orlttn. 


ril  sing  of  n^'  son  who  is  just  twenty-three, 

That  stays  Up  the  whole  night  to  dance  the  tra-la-la-le. 

He  is  oue  o(f  the  gang,  can  be  seen  every  day, 

With  his  sklmiy  tight  pants,  walking  do*-n  Broadway  : 

He  says  he  is  working  eveiy  day, 

He  is  a  st<>«|rf  t  for  a  Bunco,*  aud  he  on  the  hr  ; 

When  I  ask  him  the  meaning  of  this  Bunco  Wr, 

He  II  turn  nouud  aud  wiuk,  aud  then  he  will  say — 

J:  '■\.  Chokts. 

Turn  downijjoar-eollar  !  Turn  down  your  collar ! 
Nixey,  old  num.  luiw  come  here,  take  Uiis  doUtir  : 
Now  let's  hiive  ii  Ball,  don't  squeal  or  holler— 
Cheese  it,  there  comes  a  cop— turn  down  your  ooUut. 

When  I  ash  ibis  lad  to  \xy  and  refop-j. 

He  says,  go|  Out  West,  you're  an  old  omathom  ! 

To  shake  t^ergiiu^,  he  siiys  ho  will  try, 

Aud  join  tile  preachers  McNidy  aud  Siuikie  ; 

There  is  no  Use  of  talking,  he  stitys  out  ull  night, 

.\ud  comes  home  iu  the  muruiug  with  the^aug 

boilmg  tight ; 
He  calls  bia  mother  an  old  calabosti, 
Aud  says,  j^  do«-n  the  blinds,  the  old  man's 

got  a  mash. 
Tom  down  your  collar,  kc 

The  Flag  we  Love  the  Best 

Written  by  ^am  Harper.      Air:  Tbe  liilU  tfld  logeablB. 

i  I  

When  the  whi'  it  first  broke  out,  oh  !  den  we  nm  away ! 

And  joined  the  ranks  of  General  Sherman  true. 
And  with  the  white  folks  dar  we  ftMpht  and  loet  our  legs 

Iu  protecting  thfi  riid,  the  white  and  bine  ; 
But  now  we  have  Como  home  find  everything 

has  changed, 
Old  Mas«i  and  old  Miwms  gone  to  rest ; 
But  old  Mii&sa  always  taught  us  to  try  and  do 

what's  right 
Aud  protect  the  flag  beloved  the  best 

,'     I  \JIlUiiUB. 

But  now  we  ha^e  come  find  everythinp  has  changed, 
Aud  we,  ton,  soon  will  jiuss  away  t'>  rt«t ; 

But  we  shall  never  forgwt  our  dear  old  So»ithen»  home 
Where  ve  fuu^t  for  the  flag  we  love  the  best. 

We  ever  shall  remember  what  old  Muster  told  to  us 

Of  that  noble  man  who's  known  both  near  and  far  ; 
W^ho  fought  for  liberty  aud  proved  lumaelf  to  be 

A  hero  in  peace  and  in  war. 
We  mean  that  noble  man  brave  General  Washington, 

Whom  all  true  sous  of  freedom  will  ever  bless, 
He  gained  our  indepeiidenca  and  made  a  nation  free, 

Ajid  this  is  the  flag  he  loved  the  beet       Chorus. 


Three  LitUi  Violets  Piackad  From  Btx  (hiive. 

Words >irVaRiD«l  H    Mitchell.      Mniic  hr  w   A   Himile.v. 

Tbr  MriKlc  of  tl'.lii  BoiiR  iK^ nbllalieil  liy  Cnry  brnthera, 

120  Weatnln  later  St..  Pruvtdence.  R.  1.  I'lirc  3Scia. 


•  i 


They  wsre  brought  to  my  bedside  at  1  >y\<j\\i  oarly  mom, 

Just  three  little  violets  pluckf^l  fi-om  Lit  t;nive  ; 
Their  tiny  bhie  leaves  were  unfoldcil  ut  diiwn. 

Ere  the  wiud  caused  the  grass  iu  the  mt-udows 

1  to  wave  ; 

How  simple  they  were— but  a  st«ry  they  toM 

Of  the  tlayi  long  ago  when  wo  walked  arm-iuwirm, 
And  vowed  one  anotlier,  with  hoartx  nev<^r  coKl, 

To  always  l>e  happy  and  ue'ur  inflict  hunu. 

Chobtts.      .'    -:..;'■  "-  .' 


ii 

■Iftfle 


Just  three  Iftfle  violets  plucked  fmm  lirr  pmvo  ; 

How  I  lofe  them  for  Uattie,  who  left  long  ajjo  ; 
They  bloomed  ere  the  winds  caused  the  grw-u 

grans  to  w>vo, 

Oh  *  iitde  blue  beauties,  I  do  love  you  so. 

But  she  left  me  in  fi])ringtime  ;  I  ne'er  sluill  f.  ^Ty<  t 

The  cold  parting  kisses  she  placed  on  my  cheek  ; 
They  called  her  to  heaven,  but  still  I  rcprtt 

That  Hhe  lelft  me  so  soon,  although  feeble  and  weak  ; 
She  said  she  Iwas  ready  the  voj-age  to  take. 

For,  she'd  brayed  to  the  Savior  herixKirsfrtil  UihAw 
So  now  I  will;  kiw  them  for  jKior  Ha/.do'K  Kako, 

These  thiie  little  violets  plucked  from  her  grave. 
Just  three  little  violets,  &c 


■i«< 
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The  Freaks  of  Hatnre. 

B7  Muu K.  O'Connor.  Air:    " Shabby  Gantesl." 

HaTfl  yon  ever  studied  the  curions  pranks 

Which  Nature  on  her  oflBspring  plays  ? 
If  Tou  bava,  'tis  with  me  you'll  agree  that  of  thanks 

We  owe  her  but  Uttle  in  some  ways  : 
For,  it  seema  that  on  no  other  pleasure  she'll  feast, 

But  that  of  ill-placing  her  gifts, 
Which  throws  ten  of  us  into  misery,  at  least, 

To  the  one  it  from  poverty  lifts. 

Chobus. 
In  a  President's  breast  Dame  Nature  will  place 
A  heart  that  would  make  blush  a  pea-vender's  face. 
And  the  heart  that  ought  beat  in  a  PresideafB  breast 
You  can  find  'neath  a  scavenger's  vest 

To  your  notice  another  strong  instance  111  bring 

Of  the  freaks  with  which  Nature  abound  : 
Yon  have  beard,  I  suppose,  of  the  wonderful  being — 

"  Blind  Tom  "—for,  he's  known  all  around  : 
Nature  endowed  him,  though  colored,  yon  see— 

And  an  idiot  to  boot,  so  they  say. 
With  power  to  enchant  any  audiancd  that  be 

Within  hearing,  whenever  he  play.  Chorus. 

My  friends,  there  is  one  thing  more  that  I  can't  trace ; 

Tis  why  Nature  would  folks  to  deceive  : 
With  a  wicked  soul  the  most  alluring  face 

She'll  combine,  just  deceit  to  achieve  : 
And  Fortune,  as  thoughtless  as  Nature  could  be. 

To  heartless  niggards  will  give 
Wealth— which  ifTfor  instance,  was  given  to  me. 

Would  help  many  a  poor  man  to  live.       Chonu. 

I  think  I'll  refrain— the  Centennial  has  come  :   . 

Twill  rev«d  to  you  all  I  leave  veiled. 
For,  what  in  a  century  Nature  has  done, 

Will  be  there  in  a  big  package  sealed. 

Grant  will  there  True  CJourage :  Ward  Beecher  Virtue : 
Rubenstein  Piety — represent ; 

And  a  good  deal  of  other  such-  models— 'tis  true- 
Well  for  you'r  inspection  present  Chorus. 


John  HitchelL 

A*  Bung  by  Ed.  Marny. 


I  am  a  true  bom  Irishman,  John  Mitchell  is  my  same, 
To  free  my  own  brave  countrymen  from 

Merry  Town  I  came ; 
I  struggled  hard,  both  night  and  day,  to  free 

my  native  land. 
For  whioh  I  was  transported,  as  you  may  understand. 

When  first  I  joined  my  countrymen,  it  was  in  '42, 
And  then  what  followed  after,  I'll  quickly  tell  to  you  ; 
I  raised  the  standard  of  Repeal  and  gloried  in  the  deed. 
And  I  vowed  to  Heaven  Fd  never  rest  until 

Erin  it  was  freed. 

WhU*  here  in  prison,  dose  eouAned,  waiting 

for  my  trial  day. 
My  loving  wife,  she  came  to  tne,  and 

these  words  to  me  did  say  : 
Oh,  John !  my  dear,  cheer  up  your  heart,  and 

daunted  do  not  be — 
For  it's  better  to  die  for  Erin's  rights  than  to 

live  in  slavety. 

When  I  received  my  sentence,  'twas  on  a 

foreign  ground. 
Where  hundreds  of  my  comrades  assembled  ail  around  ; 
My  liberty  was  ofifered  me  if  there  I  would 

forsake  their  cause ; 
But  I'd  rather  die  ten  thousand  deaths  than 

forsake  my  Irish  boys ! 

Farewell !  My  true  bom  Irishmen — Farewell ! 

my  country,  too  I 
But  to  leave  my  own  poor  babes  behind,  it 

grieves  me  worse  than  aU  ; 
,  There  is  one  request  I  ask  of  you,  when  your 

liberty  you  gain, 
Bemember  John  Mitchell,  far  away,  though 

a  convict  bound  in  chains. 


Light  wines  sometimes  make  a  heavy  head. 
Can  you  spell  consent  in  three  letters  ? — Y-e-s. 


A  Handred  Tears  Ago. 

"Air:     Twaaty  Teu-i  aco." 


How  changed  the  times  are  now-ardays 

To  what  they  once  have  been  ! 
'Mongst  fashions,  manners,  everything. 

What  change  can  be  seen  ! 
Honest  men  were  plenty  then. 

The  metal  coin  did  flow. 
We'd  no  greenbacks  or  currency,     .•■.   ,. 

A  hundred  years  ago.  '"-;. 

Our  women  then  were  sensible. 

They  lived  within  their  means. 
They  did  not  run  their  husbands  deep  in  debt. 

Or  be  wives  at  seventeen  : 
They  didn't  look  for  office  then. 

Nor  to  public  meetings  go. 
They  knew  their  place  and  kept  at  home, 

A  hundred  years  ago. 

When  men  were  chose  to  office  then, 

'Twos  for  the  public  good. 
And  not  for  all  that  they  could  steal — 

But  now  that's  understood  — 
And  rogues  met  with  their  just  deserts. 

They  wouldn't  let  them  go  ; 
They'd  hang  a  man  for  murder  then, 

A  hundred  years  ago. 


I'm  Afraid  to  Knock  at  the  Door. 
:     -        Chahacteb  Sono. 
Written  and  Sang  by  Alice  Boea  Hnrrty. 


Once  more  I  am  back  to  my  childhood's  bright  home, 

That  I  left  here  just  ten  years  ago  ; 
Oh  !  little  I  thought  that  I  thus  would  roam. 

Back  here  in  my  rags,  filled  with  woe  ; 
I  am  tired  and  weary,  and  ready  to  fall, 

From  my  journey  across  the  wild  moor  ; 
I  am  cold  and  hungry,  unable  to  call, 

And  afraid  to  knock  at  the  door. 
Chorus,:    I'm  afraid  to  knock  at  the  door — 
I'm  afraid  to  knock  at  the  door — 
To  meet  Father  and  Mother, 
Sister  and  Brother — 
I'm  afraid  to  knock  at  the  door. 

I  will  knock  at  the  door,       ,.  ,  ,         _        . 

And  if  asked  to  come  in, 
111  take  courage  and  try  to  be  bold  ; 

I  nevQr  could  stand  Uiis  piercing  wind,    ' 
I'd  perish  out  here  in  the  cold  ; 

I  dread  to  meet  them,  though  I  know  theyll  be  glad 
To  welcome  the  wanderer  home  ; 

I  know  they'll  forgive  me,  .  ^     ■      .  • 

For  I've  made  them  feel  sad,  '  "  '    '- 

But  never  again  will  I  roam.  OoaroB. 


Blarney.   ■  *--' 

A  new  Irish  Bong  by  Frank  Howaoa. 


If  love  is  an  innooent  thing,  my  dear,       "■,-  ^••■ 

My  heart  then  is  innocent  too : 
For,  sure  it  contains  a  divil  a  thing 

But  love  for  an  angel — that's  yon;  . 

An'  all  the  day  it's  the  whole  of  my  lay. 

This  love  I  am  bearing  for  you. 

This  love  it  so  fills  up  my  heart,  my  dear. 
Sure  there's  room  for  naught  else  to  creep  in  : 

So  it's  not  for  the  good  of  myself,  do  ye  see, 
That  my  heart  in  kept  free  from  all  sin  ; 

While  thinking  of  yon,  it's  no  evil  I  do, 
My  heart  then  is  fi«e  iiom  all  sin. 

Now  you  ore  a  talisman  tme,  my  dear, 

To  drive  me  from  evil  away  : 
And  as  charms  of  the  kind  are  usually  worn 

Round  the  neck,  do  ye  mind,  every  day, 
Twere  well— don't  you  see  ?— for  you  ever  to  be 

Round  mine,  like  a  charm,  every  day. 


When  does  a  ship  beat  the  vrind  ?— When  it  sails 
before  it 

Genuine  modesty  is  the  sense  of  imperfection 
common  to  the  wise  and  good,  impossible  to  the 
fool  and  villain. 


Sweet  Bose  of  Yarrow. 


The  morning  broke  in  blushes  o'er  me. 

As  up  in  the  sunny  hill  I  strayed  ; 
A  beauteous  girl  I  saw  before  me. 

And  thus  I  spoke  the  lovely  maid  : 
"  Sweet  maid,  and  whither  dost  thou  rove? 

Thine  eye  is  Cupid's  piercing  arrow. 
Thy  name  I  prithee  tell  me,  love?" 

She  said :  "  They  call  me  rose  of  Yarrow." 

"Be  mine,  dear  maid,  and  fondly  111  cherish 

Those  blooming  charms  have  won  my  heart : 
For,  sooner,  dearest  would  I  perish       . 

Thau  any  pang  to  thee  impart." 
She  blushed  consent :  the  village  peal 

Rang  for  our  nuptials  on  tlia  morrow, 
And  blessed,  contented  do  I  feel. 

Possessed  of  her,  sweet  Rose  of  Yarrow. 


V  I'm  Tould  you  Carry  a  Pop.  j 

<     Written  by  Barry  Bennett.         Sang  by  Pat  Booney. 

My  name  is  Pat  McAlister,  in  the  Fourth  Ward 

I  belong ; 
I  am  no  politician,  though  my  principles  are  strong. 
I  like  this  City  well  enough,  but  here  I  cannot  stop  ; 
Go  where  I  may,  they're  sure  to  say— I'm  tonid 

you  carry  a  pop. 

CaOBTTS. 

The  blackgcards  do  make  fun  of  me,    ;        -     | 

And  when  I  bid  them  stop. 
They  say,  now  "cheese  it"  Old  Times  Rocks, 

I'm  tould  you  eorry  a  pop. 

I  don't  know  what  they  mane  at  all,  they 

think  that  they  are  smart ; 
They  say  to  me  go  hire  a  hall,  and  tell  me  I'm  too  tart ; 
They  tell  me  to  go  bounce  myself,  and  call  me 

old  boy  crop. 
But  divil  a  word  like  this  I've  beard,  Fm  tould 

..     :  ^  you  carry  a  pop. 

•  •  •  The  blackguards,  <tc. 

They  call  me  tough  man,  and  they  say  I  carry 

a  spoon  in  my  boot ; 
They  howl  from  every  comer,  stag  the 

pigeon-toed  galute. 
And  when  I  walk  along  the  street  they  call 

me  lifty-go-hop, 
And  crack  it  light,  ould  coffin  back,  I'm  tould 

'  '  '-  The  blackguards,  Ac. 


V  Only  a  Tramp. 

ByTho«.Bkrrington..  Air:    -'SwimOttt'* 


Fm  a  broken-down  man,  without  money  or  credit, 

My  olothee  are  all  tattered  and  torn  ; 
Not  a  friend  have  I  got  in  this  cold,  dreary  world— 

Oh  !  I  wish  I  had  never  been  born  ! 
In  vain  I  have  searched  for  employment. 

Sleeping  out  on  the  ground  cold  (iiul  damp  : 
I  am  stared  in  the  face  by  starvatiou — 

Oh  !  pity  the  fate  of  a  tmmp  ! 
Chorus :    They  tell  me  to  work  for  a  living, 

Aiid  not  through  the  couutry  to  stamp  ; 
And  yet,  when  I  ask  for  employment. 
They  say  I  am  only  a  tramp."  1 .  . 

Oh  I  the  rich  ones  at  home,  by  their  bric^ht. 

cLe  ry  firesides, 

With  plenty  so  temptingly  stored, 
Have  oftimea  refused  me,  and  sneered  with  contempt. 

When  I  asked  for  the  crumbs  from  their  board  ; 
And  if,  through  Iho  cravinj^s  of  hunger, 

With  a  loaf  I  should  dare  to  decamp,  1 

They  at  once  set  the  dogs  loose  upon  me, 

Because  I  am  only  a  tramp.     .;  .  Chonis. 

But  the  day  will  yet  come  when  the  rich  man  and  mo 

Will  be  laid  'neath  the  same  mother  earth  ; 
His  joys  and  my  sorrows  will  then  be  forgotten, 

When,  I  hope,  better  timfs  will  Imvo  birth  ; 
Yet,  my  friends,  you  should  somrtimcs  rBmcm1)er 

"That  every  poor  man's  not  a  scamp, 
For  there's  many  a  tme  haart  still  beating 

B<ueath  the  old  coat  of  a  tramp.  ^     Chorus. 


-I 


Seddy,  Give  us  a  Lock  of  Tour  Hair ! 

Words  aad  Ma«lc  bj  O.  D.  Foolkaa.      V»r:!.:  r  . 

It'8  not  very  nice  to  have  a  red  hea^^<.  i  >•/;  'I.;   <• 
With  a  face  full  of  £reeklea».  'vv  :\^    ■  ■  v 

That  look  like  fly  specklast^;^:  i««  Vr  ;  ;:-n  ■    v  v.>i; 
And  sometimea  to  wish  yon  wwe  detA —  >     .^f^/ 
I've  a  temper,  they  say,  like  a  bear,  .*;!;  ■:■'.■ 

And  I  cannot  go  ont,  .,.;  ;..-..  i...    Jc.-'j-v' 

Bat  the  boys  they  all  shont :    -^  r—    i-'  V    ,.^ 
Say,  Beddy,  give  ns  a  lock  of  yonr  haix!    i^     •.  r 
Chorus  :    Give  ub  a  lock  of  yoar  hair —  '. ;  "  '<  k 

It  makee  me  ao  nmd,  I  declare :     ;t ;  -    » 

And  I  cannot  go  out,  ,  '■ 

Bat  the  boys  they  all  shout ; 

Say,  Beddy,  give  us  a  lock  of  year  tmx  I 

One  day  I  took  my  girl  out  for  ft  walk,  ■    ., 

The  wav  she  dressed  up  in  style 

Would  nave  made  you  all  smile  :       ", "  , " 

And  we  had  a  nice  pleaesnt  talk.  ,   ;     .       \. 

My  vows  of  love  I  then  did  declare,    .  ■;  ; ,    ■ ,       j 

But  my  vows  she  did  doubt,        .^  .^  ,'  f.      ;  .  ,     , 

While  the  boys  they  did  shout : 

Say,  Beddy,  give  us  a  lock  of  your  hair !    Chorus. 

She  said  :  let's  go  home  and  ask  my  old  man  ; 
He  showed  me  no  quarter 
When  asked  for  his  daughter ;  ,.  ., 

His  foot  I  saw  coming  and  ran—  •     '   '/ .;  >. -.      - 
Don't  you  think  I  was  treated  onfiur? 
For  while  kicking  me  out,      . 
Said— now,  bojrs,  you  all  shout  : 
Say,  Reddy,  leave  ns  a  lock  of  your  hair  ! 
Chorus  :    Leave  us  a  lock  of  your  hair —        -i-  _-;  . 
It  makee  me  so  mad,  I  declare :      '  ■ '" 
For,  when  he  kicked  me  out,    .•-'     "  ■ 
All  the  boys  they  did  shout :       '     -       --'^ 
Say,  Reddy,  leave  ns  a  lock  of  your  hair  ?    1  _ 

"— -  ■  *-.■-"•*.  :*        » 

Ths  Twins  From  Skibbereen. 

Word!  ftud  Hnaic  by  Mr.  TbomM  T.  Ekrty. 

Written  ezprttslT  for  Mr.  J«mei  Bradley,  and 

Barry  Kemell. 


The  Irish  Fair. 

Written  and  Baog  by  Jack  Ooaroy.  ^ 


Tmaost  you  stand  two  Corkeys  bol4  ''  ' 

Whose  pedigree  is  easy  told  : 

We've  just  landed  here  from  the  Emerald  Isle, 

And  we  won't  detain  you  butawhile :  ;' ;  ^«  - ; ; 

We  are  Twins,  ifs  plainly  to  be  seen. 

And  we  come  &om  a  place  called  Skibbereen, 

And  digging  turf  well  do  no  more. 

Since  thB  day  we  left  old  Erin's  Shore  ;      ; ;:', 

Then  a  welcome  hand  to  us  extend. 

And  you'll  find  there's  none  so  true  a  friend. 

Bat  woe  be  to  them  would  go  "between 

The  Twins  that  come  ftom  Skibbereen  !    {Dafux.) 

At  hone  we  were  knows  as  the  Irish  Team, 
At  a  wake  or  a  &ir  w«  ooold  always  be  seen : 
And  if  called  apon  for  a  jig  or  a  red. 

We  could  show  them  the  use  of  the  toe  and  heel ; 

And  wbeoflver  then  would  be  a  faction  fight, 

In  tie  midfit  of  the  fray  wotild  be  our  delight ; 

For,  two  hearts  more  brave  were  never  seen 

Than  the  Twins  that  come  from  Skibbereen. 

Then  a  welcome  hand  to  tis  extend. 

And  you'll  find  there's  none  so  true  a  friend, 

But  woe  be  to  them  would  go  between 

The  Twins  that  come  from  Skibbereen !    (Dmce. ) 


i<i   As  I  roee  up  one  morning,    ^^ •-•■'^A  •-!-;>>■,•: 

The  same  day  as  the  Pair,        •!'>*..''      ^:/ 
,   All  the  pretty  bo3-8  and  girls,        i  y      .  «<  •;;••.- 
-; .        They  aasembleid  there.  '    '■.[^■> 

>T     There  was  humped  back  MoOartby,   •■ '  •"  .-^  '**; 
v>-       And  cork-legged  Teddy  Lee,      s''":,-    :• 
A  They  were  among  the  party,        -•    •  '  •  ' 

Who  rode  along  with  m& 
Chorus :    While  on  the  road  to  the  Fair, 
.»i  ,..;,*.;. IT     Tascha  shin  gamiska,  -  -7  ;  "f 

.'■*  Arrah,  what  fun  was  therei       -  f  {  "     ' 
"^  Falga  balga  lonah.       •>  .   ..?.> 

Now  we  are  on  to  Donnybrook,    •.•«  ;-   ..;^ 
/        For  to  see  the  Fair  :  "•.•!/¥-.• 

.    Won't  we  have  a  jolly  time  [,''  v..    \     .  ;  v 

With  the  boys  and  girls  there !    •   '" 
We'll  dance  and  sing  and  whiskey  diink, 

Till  our  hearts  are  free  from  care  ; 
There's  no  such  fun,  where'er  you  go, 
As  you'll  find  at  an  Irish  Fair.  Chares. 

We  all  went  into  a  tavern,      '':  .■<  V  ■>":  •■>.  •  '''"v". 
And  there  began  to  sing,  •  r  i  '    {. 

And  Judy  O'Brien  and  Mickey  Fliun,  t' '' ' 
They  done  a  double  Fling,  ;    /  "'■•     -''•'' 

..    And  then  we  got  a  fighting.  ''■'''.!.' 

•  '  '      You  couldn't  hold  us  back,       ■<    «  '  •■  ^^ 
Teddy  oflf  with  his  Cork  leg,         "'^-W  -    •"'    • 
McCarthy's  bead  he  cracked.  Ghana 


On  the  road  while  driving. 

The  crowd  sung  songs  so  sweet, 
And  big  fat  Lizzy  McCarthy, 

Shure  she  broke  down  the  seaL/ 
They  all  fell  out  of  the  wagon. 

The  horse  he  gave  a  jump, 
I  spUt  my  sides  a-langhing 

At  McCarthy  on  his  homp. 
"■■■■■^  m  i«i  m 

Home  Enle. 


Cboras. 

f--'.;'N4" 


I  loog  by  Johnny  Boach.        Compoeed  by  ttuj  lM>eB. 
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Too  Yielding  a  Carriage. 


Too  yielding  a  carriage  '      "^ /^ 

Has  oft  before  marriage  •;.      n   . 

To  ruin  and  misery  pointed  the  vajf  ;  ;  ■   ■ : ' 
You're  shunned  if  complying,       ■  >    .  -  >   ", 
But  your  lover,  once  flying. 
How  eager  he'll  folk>w,  and  b^  yoa  to  stay. 

A  coquette  ne'er  proclaim  me. 

Ye  maids,  then,  nor  blame  me. 

If  I  wish  to  be  happy,  whene'er  Fm  a  wife  ; 

Each  lover's  denial 

Was  only  a  trial, 

Wliich  is  he  that's  most  likely  to  love  me  for  life? 

DIBDIN. 


Why  is  tlifi  letter  "k "  like  a  lamb  ?    Because  it- 
is  the  hpginning  of  "sheep."  .  .;.  ^  .  / 


It's  many  years  ago,  in  Ireland,  yoa  mbst  know. 

Since  happiness  looked  down  on  our  land. 
Our  sons  they  then  were  free,  and  the  star  of  liberty 

Shone  gloriously  on  every  Irishman. 
But  let  us  bar  the  door  on  the  da3'8  that  are  no  mors, 

There's  a  light  a  beaming  on  us  from  afar. 
If  you  listen  unto  me  I  will  tell  you,  do  yoa  see, 

The  sentinxmtB  of  Pat  of  Mtillingar..  --r.- 1-.,  r  , 

Hnnah  for  Erin's  Isle,  though  her  sons  yoa  can  beguile. 
Because  they  know  the  wolf  is  at  the  door, 

Yet  may  our  &ig  be  seen  aloft  in  Collie  Green, 
And  a  Home  Bale  in  Ireland  eTarmare. 

In  England  they  may  boast  that  our  Partiament  is  lost. 

And  say  that  we  never  should  complain  ; 
Would  you  have  my  heart  be  Ught  when  I  know 

for  this  very  right 

My  countrymen  are  wishing  o'er  the  main  ? 
Gladstone  he  may  rave,  but  our  country  for  to  save, 

These  words  they  should  be  heard  from  shore  to  shore 
For  O'Connel  he  did  say  before  he  passed  away, 

A  Home  Bule  in  Ireland  for  evermore.      Chorus. 

There's  one  now  in  his  grave  who  struggled  hard  to  save 

Our  cotmtry  from  oppression,  long  ago, 
Henry  Grattan  is  his  name,  and  may  Heaven 

be  his  gain. 

His  energy  on  Ireland  did  bestow. 
His  voice  he  never  gave  our  people  to  enslave. 

Nor  drive  them  to  a  fiur  and  distant  shore  : 
May  the  flowerets  ever  wave  upon  our  hero's  grave. 

And  a  Home  Rule  in  Ireland  for  evermore.    Chorus. 

There's  a  laurel  for  the  brow  of  the  one  who's 

striving  now 

To  win  onr  Legislature  back  again, 
John  Martin,  ever  bold  our  misery  to  imfdd. 

And  Ireland  for  the  Irish  will  maintain. 
But  let  as  all  unite  tj>  <lriiik  this  toiist  to-night, 

ilay  happiness  revisit  Erin's  shore. 
And  the  plan  of  Isaac  Butts,  from  the  palace 
,  to  the  huts, 

I    Be  a  Home  Bule  for  Ireland  for  evermore.     Chorus.    | 


Baby  s  Got  a  Tooth! 

-      COMK  SOMO  FOB  LaDX  OB  OeKTUOUS. 
Worda  and  Moato  by  BolUn  Howanl. 
XfeAXnille  pijtbla  Song  la  Pnbliabed  by  rndwiek  Bluae, 
I   27  ITbIoq  Square,  New  Tork. 

/|J  Well  there,  Fm  so  doUghted, 

I  don't  know  what  to  do, 
\  I  feel  so  awful  proud,  boys, 
Now  tell  me  wouldn't  you  ? 
When  married  but  a  twelvemontb« 
^      Yes,  to  my  heart-felt  joy, 
. .    Dor  union  it  was  blest— 

With  a  bouncing  little  boy. 
Spoken  :  I  was  delighted  at  hearing  one  day  : — 
Chorus:  Da-da  !  (Ma-ma  •)  oomeeeel  wellldeclarel 
Baby's  got  a  tooth,  did  you  ever !  well  there  ! 
T»-la !  I'll  strike  you,  pray  share  my  joy — 
What  is  m<»e  delightful  than  a  first 
'  ^-      •     j  tooth  in  one's  boy  ? 

Yes,  I  was  sitting  smoking,  (sewing,) 
Was  reading  "  Tweed  "  had  gone  ; 
Wondered  if  he'd  meet  Genet, 
If  Connor  felt  forlorn  ; 
• '.  When  to  mjr  great  surprise,  a  shout 
■^.-^ .     Bang  shrilly  in  my  ear — 
t;    .Our  baby's  got  a  tooth,  da-da  I  (ma-oia !) 
Come  kiss  the  little  dear. 

Spoken  :  Who  ooulc  ranai  it?  Kks  it !  ^foomw  I 
did,  over  and  over  again !  Num  says  it's  the 
picture  of  its  dada,  (mama, )  of  ooume  it  is  I  Well, 
It's  no  USB  talkinK.  all  I  oaa  think  of  is :— Ohonis. 

"^  Now  may  be  yo>.  »ui  not  believe 
■  •,     How  happy  I  did  feel, 
'    -  That  day  I  (dear)  lost  some  thooMOclii^ 
'.  >      But  then  I  didn't  squeel ; 

Mymind  was  occupied  that  day 
With  oiDly  one  idea— 

IVas  Baby's  got  a  tooth,  oh !  joy, 
;  •"      The  precious  little  dear  ! 
Spoken  :  It's  true  I  had  to  walk  the  floor  with  it  half 

the  nightt   and  heat  the  Paregoric  over  the  gas. 

and  neany  froze  ;  bat  then  uuagioe  a  tathei* 

(mother's)  joy  as  he  (she)  thoogt  of  >—  Chorus. 

Fd  let  it  bite  my  finger. 

And  then  'twouM  chew  my  thumb ; 
It  seemed  to  please  it,  really 

With  joy  I  was  quite  dtunb. 
The  day  'twas  bom,  I  felt  so  glad— 

Twas  nothing  unto  this ! 
Onr  Baby's  got  a  tooth,  I  know, 

Excuse  a  father's  ([mother's)  blias. 
Spoken  :  Why,  rtaDy  I  had  to  avoid  all  my  ihtimats 
acqnainta&ofls  that  day  ;  for,  I  felt  so  happy  that 
I'd  have  given  my  last  cent  away,  J  aotaaUy  be. 
here.  Wliy,  Arnjmta  Fkiqaek  came  in  with 
tears  in  her  eves  and  said  ;  "have  yoa  heard  the 
newl  r  r  said,  "  why,  of  course !  oar  baby's  got 
a  tooth. "  "  Oh  !  no, "  she  cried,  with  an  additional 
burst  of  grief,  ' '  Jly  mother  is  dead ! '  Well  then, 
you  can  imagine  my  ecstasy,  when  I' could  not 
see  her  grief  without  being  told.  I  said,  "  my 
dear,  I  sympathize  with  your  grief,  bat  I'm  bo 
ovetjoyed.:  for,  this  morning  dada  (mama)  said :  — 
llL        -  Chorus. 

The  Banks  of  the  Devon. 

By  Robert  Burua.    Gaelic  Air.  •  Ae  Lroin  Dairy  Uald  ' 

How  pleasant  tbe  banks  of  the  clear  wimlinR  Devou, 

With  green  spreading  bashes,  and  flowers 

.  bk)omJiig  fair; 

But  the  bonuiest  flower  on  the  banks  of  the  D«von, 

Was  ouce  ft  bweet  bud  on  the  braes  of  tljti  Avr. 
Mild  be  the  aun  on  thi^  Kweet  lluiiluiiK  flower, ' 

In  the  fjay  rosy  moru,  an  it  VjathcH  iu  the  <lew, 
And  geutl)::  the  tail  ui  the  soft  vcmiU  shower, 

That  stealu  ou  the  evening  each  leaf  to  renew. 

0 !  wpaxe  tht  Bear  blossom,  ye  orient  breezes. 

With  chill  hoarj'  wing  as  ye  usher  the  dawn  ; 
And  far  be  thou  distant,  thoJi  reptile  tljat  stizt-a 

The  ver<l«e,aiiil  pride  of  the  giirdtn  and  lawn  : 
Let  Bourbon  ixult  in  her  gay  gilded  lilies, 

And  Englftijfl  triumphant  diKplay  h<"r  proud  rose  • 
A  fairer  th.an  (ifhcr  adorns  the  green  vallcMs, 

Where  DeT6n,  sweet  Devmi,  meaoderiag  flows. 


w 
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THK    SinOlilR!^'    JOUKjVAL.. 


Tbe  Dying  Gonftanon. 

It  needed  but  little  Toriatiou  of  the  nsnal  dall 
routiue  of  Hfe  to  stir  the  vHIage  of  Lindeu  HoUow 
into  a  fewer  of  cariosity  and  excitement  The  mme 
families  have  been  gfeat  people  there  during  three 
snccesRiTe  geuemtionR,  or  Hiuce  the  time  when 
KufuH  Linden  built  the  great  stone  house  which 
started  the  place,  and  gave  it  a  name. 

Here  Rufiin,  his  son,  a  man  past  serenty  now, 
lived  in  quiet  seclasiou  with  his  only  child,  Eve- 
rird,  who,  w«aryinR  of  the  dullness  of  his  native 
place,  had  been  to  college,  to  Europe.  "Wintering 
often  in  New  York,  till  at  thirty,  fluding  hi«  lather 
growing  old  and  feeble,  he  had  come  home  to  aHsist 
him  in  the  control  of  »  larga  estate,  and  give  him 
the  comfort  of  his  own  compamonship  and  loriiig 
care. 

There  were  the  usnal  inbatitantsof  an  American 
village  that  was  fiar  from  a  large  city,  and  twenty 
miles  from  a  railwaT.  The  minister,  doctor,  lawyer, 
and  their  respective  families,  the  few  shop-keepers, 
milliner,  and  dressmaker,  and  nombera  of  formers 
whose  homes  were  beyond  the  village,  but  who  con- 
sidered themselves  b«onging  to  Linden  Hollow. 

Into  this  sleepy  community,  jogging  through  life 
as  their  grandfathers  had  done  before  them,  there 
had  come  an  element  of  excitement,  in  the  shape  of 
a  stranger— yonng,  beautiful,  and  entirely  unknown. 
She  had  bought  a  small  villa-like  cottage,  had  sent 
furniture  in  advance  by  large  covered  waggons,  and 
had  fluaUy  appeared  herself,  driviug  from  the  rail- 
way station  in  a  hired  vehicle,  and  bringing  lai^ge 
tmnks  that  ^ver»  suggestive  of  boundless  finery. 

The  agent  who  had  sold  the  house  could  only  give 
the  information  that  the  lady's  mime  was  Wraybum 
—  Miss  Grace  Wraybum,  and  tjiat  she  paid  cash 
down  for  the  little  house.  A  mit1dla-4iged  woman, 
who  was  Miss  Wray  bum's  servant,  was  found  to  be, 
as  the  aggrieved  gossips  expressetl  it,  "  close  aa  wax " 
upon  all  subjects  appertaining  to  the  littte  hoqae- 
hold  ;  and  Linden  nollow  foimd  Ha  curioeity  ex- 
cited to  a  pitch  that  was  simply  unendurable. 

Had  Miss  Wraybum  been  mlly  aware  of  the  dose 
watch  kept  upon  all  her  movements,  she  oonldirot 
have  managed  them  in  a  way  to  baffle  more  com- 
pletely an  unwarrantable  investigation. 

She  was  a  woman  of  slender  &afu%  with  a  face 
cLuwically  perfect  in outiina,  aadaa pors^'^ pale  as 
marble  itself.  Her  eyoa,  of  deepest  blue,  were 
shaded  by  long  golden  lashM,  and  rippling  golden 
hair  was  brushed  simply  from  the  low,  broiid  brow, 
and  confined  in  a  large  knot,  like  bnrniahed  gold, 
low  on  the  back  of  the  small  perfect  head.  Uer 
age  was  probably  twenty-four  or  five. 

If  the  tmnks  eontamed  finery,  none  of  it  ap- 
p«irftd.  A  black  dress  ofmost  simple  make,  yet  sug- 
gestive'of  Paris  in  its  perfect  fit  and  folds,  a  narrow 
linen  collar  and  jet  brooch,  ^*ere  the .  nnvanriog 
articles  that  met  inqaisititB  eyes.  Ott  Suod^y,  'a 
black  straiw  hat' and  ricb  biMk  laeeacaxf,  wjth  pale 
lavendor  gloves,  that  fified  withoot  a  flaw,  were 
added  for  morning  ssrriee. 

Every  day  this  mysterions  person  walked  for  an 
hour  or  two,  returning  any  greeting  bv  a  graceful, 
unsmiling  inclination  of  the  head,  ifvery  day  the 
sound  of  a  grand  piano,  strack  by  a  skilful  hand, 
floated  from  the  windows.  Every  day  the  slender, 
graceful  figure  could  be  seen  at  the  window,  the 
hands  crossed  idly.  Sometimes,  an  open  book  gave 
an  appearance  of  employment ;  oftcner  there  was  no 
pretence  to  cover  mournful  miising. 

Visitors— for  there  were  visitors— were  informed 
by  the  servant  that  Miss  Wraybum  desired  to  be 
excused ;  and  calls  were  never  retomed.  So 
Liuden  Hollow,  baffled  and  rebuffed,  stood  upon  its 
dignity,  and  the  strange  lady  was  allowed  the  per- 
fect seclusion  she  evidently  desired. 

May  and  June  had  passed  since  Grace  Wraybum 
came  to  Lindeu  Hollow,  when  one  Sunday  morning 
the  music-master,  who  always  presided  at  the  har- 
monium that  did  duty  for  an  orf^ui,  was  ill  and 
coiild  not  attend  service.  There  was  a  harried  con- 
sul cation,  and  the  sexton  presented  himself  at  the 
door  of  Miss  Wraybnro's  pew,  and  reqasHted  that 
lady  to  take  the  place  of  the  missing  musician. 

He  would  have  said  it  was  impossible  for  the 
piire  complexion  te  become  paler  than  it  was  before 
\\c  made  his  request,  had  he  not  seen  the  a«hy-gray 
pallor  that  followed  it.  There  was  a  moment  of 
hfsitatiou,  then  the  lady  rose,  and  without  com- 
ment crossed  the  aisle  to  Uie  instmment  standing  in 


a  recess  near  the  pulpit,  and  played  a  voluntary. 

But  few  ie  the  little  church  recognised  the 
master-hand  sweeping  the  keys  with  such  power. 
Yet  there  arose  in  the  rudest  heart  a  swell  of  emo- 
tion, wakened  by  the  pathos,  the  wocshipping 
grandeur  of  the  mUsio. 

One  only  of  the  eongrt>gati<>n  saw  the  genius 
prisoned  iu  tbesleuderliugeni,  the  scientific  skill  of 
every  swell  aud  iiill  ol  that  glorious  volunhiry. 
Not  a  stranger,  for  it  was  Eveiard  Linden,  lie 
had  been  a  truant  for  those  two  months  during 
which  Grace  Wmybnru  had  so  tormented  the  curi- 
ous souls  of  Linden  Hollow.  It  had  formed  a  great 
part  of  his  father's  gossiiipy  rhat  of  the  previotts 
evening  ;  and  now  the  old  gentleman,  enteriug  the 
church,  leaning  on  his  sou's  nnn,  whisjiered,  softl}', 
"That  is  Miss  Wmyburu  at  the  harmonium." 

Loving  music,  Everard  Liuden  looked  with  quick 
interest  at  the  i>erfornier  wakening  such  unwonted 
echoes  in  the  drowsj'  church.  Onte  attracted  by 
the  beautiful  face,  it  was  aot  strange  that  he  looked 
again  and  again  as  the  dull  sermon  was  droned 
out.  Leading  tlia  hymn  only  with  the  instmment 
under  her  fingers,  Grace  Wraybum  did  not  lift  her 
voice  throughout  the  entire  service.  But  as  the 
villagers  slowly  filed  out  of  the  church,  there  rose 
upon  the  nix,  pure,  strong,  and  wonderfully  sweet,  a 
voice  of  wondrous  beauty,  singing  : — 

"I  know  that  my  Rtdeemer  liveth." 

As  an  iunovatioQ  uikmi  time-houoretl  customs. 
Linden  Hollow  disapproved,  aud  so  signified  by 
leaving  more  rapidly  ;  but  the  Liudens  stood  spell- 
bound near  the  door,  the  old  gentleman  fairly  hold- 
ing his  breath  to  listen. 

And  by  thus  lingering,  Everard  Linden,  as  the 
last  note  went  sobbing  npon  the  air,  saw  the  singer 
rise,  stagger  from  her  seat  to  the  uenreet  jtcw,  and 
faint  He  crossed  the  chnrcb  quickly,  Hfled  her, 
still  totally  unconsoions,  in  his  strong  arms,  and 
carried  her  to  the  porob.  Here  her  servant  was 
waiting,  and  seeing  the  white,  still  (bee,  sprang 
hastily  forwMtl. 

"It  is  the  heat,"  abe  said,  qnieklj.  "I'll  get 
some  water." 

'Htere  was  no  lingerers  to  see  Everard  Linden 
bath  the  white  face,  and  watch  life  retntn  there. 
Linden  Hollow  was  dining  when  the  young  man 
gently  inflisted  upon  taking  Miss  Wraybum  in  his 
carriage  to  her  own  door,  and  tenderly  aasistiug  her 
up  the  garden  walk  to  the  parlor. 

Returning  to  the  camapte,  the  gentleman's  brief 
comment  was.  "  Whatever  else  she  may  be,  Miss 
Wmybum  is  a  lady." 

And  having  studied  the  subject  in  both  Etirope 
and  America,  Everard  Liuden  wasprrtbftblyatjom- 
petent  judge.  The  old  gentleman,  inclined  to  be 
enthuaiastic  about  the  mu&io,  disapproved  of  the 
fainting-fit  and  cooseqaeuces,,  so  answered,  gruffly, 
"  If  there  |fi  nothing  wxoog  about  hec,  why  does 
she  live  snch.a  aeoret  li£a  r^ 

"Don't  like  Uie  natives,  I  presume,"  wa«  the 
meny  wmpvfaib.  "  Tou  eaimot  blame  ber focthd 
How  often  do  yon  leave  your  own  groonds  ?" 

"  Bat  evsrybody  knows  who  I  am." 

"  Wall,  I  preaume  she  thinks  it  is  nobody's  busi- 
ness who  sh«is." 

Only  a  little  grant  in  answer  to  this,  and  no 
more  could  Everard  obtain  by  his  comments  upon 
the  lady's  beauty,  her  voice,  her  gracious  courtesy 
of  manner. 

Three  weeks  later,  Grace  Wraybum  wrote  thus 
in  her  journal : — 

"I  have  had  an  adventure.  Who  would  have 
imagined  tliat  possible  in  this  sleepy  village?  I 
went  for  my  daily  walk,  and  followed  the  path 
leading  through  Linden  woods,  to  the  eminence 
where  I  could  see  the  house  where  he  lives.  Al- 
ready there  is  but  one  he  in  all  the  world  for  me,  to 
mock  my  misery  still  more.  Have  I  not  been  sa£5- 
ciently  tortured  to  have  earned  rest?  Ah,  me 
rest  I  Shall  I  ever  find  it  ?  Shall  I  ever  sleep  with- 
out living  over  that  past  that  scourges  every  wak- 
ing hour  ? 

"  It  makes  me  laugh,  now  alone,  to  think  of  my 
daring  to  love.  But  I  da  I  see  that  haughty 
brow  ever  before  me.  I  hear  that  clear,  high-bred 
voice  ever  ringing  in  my  ears.  I  loved  him  when  I 
opened  my  e3'e8  in  the  church  porch  and  met  the 
gaze  of  his  riark  ones.     I  love  him. 

"To-day,  resting  upon  a  rock  after  climbing  the 
hill,  I  heard  a  moan,  not  far  from  me.  It  was  re- 
peated again  and  ^;ain,  before  I  found  the  sufferer. 


But  following  the  sonnd,  I  discovered  old  Mr. 
Linden,  who  had  felten  and  brokeu  his  leg.  He 
was  conscious  only  of  pain,  not  replying  to  me  ex- 
cept by  moAimig.  I  was  glad  I  was  accustomed  to 
nursing,  when  his  father  seemed  so  throwu  upon 
my  mercy.  I  moved  him  till  his  head  could  rest 
upon  a  stone,  cfishioned  softly  by  my  hirge  knit 
shall,  Margaret  will  make  me  carr}*.  I  drew  off 
his  boot,  aud  straightened  his  leg,  doubled  nndt  r 
him.  I  loosened  his  collar  and  necktie,  liathed  his 
face  witlv  my  handkerchief  dipped  in  cold  water. 
And  all  the  time  I  sent  my  voice  out  in  the  loudest 
calls  for  help.  I  was  sitting  with  my  patient  when 
I  heard  ranuing  feet  and  a  man  came  p.iutiug  up 
the  hill,  in  answer  to  my  cries.  ° 

"I  sent  him  to  the  bonse  with  tiio  alarm,  ;\\u\ 
very  soon  servants  came  with  a  litter,  aud  at  thuir 
head  Everard,  white  aud  terrifled. 

"I  would  have  left  then,  I  am  sure  I  would,  but 
the  old  gentleman  held  my  hand,  and  I  could  not 
loosen  his  grasp.  So  I  went  with  the  litter  to  the 
house,  and  beside  me  walked  Everard,  looking  his 
gratitude  for  my  care  of  his  father.  He  said  but 
little.  It  was  a  painful  journey  to  the  old  gentle- 
man. Twice  the  men  had  to  set  the  litter  down, 
while  we  roused  the  sufferer  from  entire  insensi- 
bility. But  at  the  house-door  we  met  the  messenger 
who  had  been  despatched  for  the  doctor,  when  the 
others  left  the  house,  who  reported  the  physician  as 
on  his  way  to  as.  And  before  we  liad  curried  the 
bmrden  across  the  threshold  he  came, 

'  'I  slipi)ed  away  then,  and  came  home,  so  happy — 
oh,  so  happy  !  It  is  strange  I  dare  to  be  so — 1,  who 
have  no  right  to  happiness. " 

In  the  afternoon  twilight  Everard  Linden  calle<l 
at  Miss  Wraybam's  cottage,  and  was  admitted 
there  for  the  first  time.  A  slender  figure,  dnt|>ed  in 
fleecy-white,  rose  to  meet  him  ;  and  npon  the  ])ale, 
pure  face  a  rose-tint  deepened  as  he  spoke  his 
enmest  words  of  thanks  for  the  service  rendered 
him.  Graee  made  no  pretence  of  treating  it  as  a 
matter  of  course.  She  was  glad  she  had  served  his 
father,  and  said  so  frankly.  Then  they  glided  into 
conversation — only  a  chit  obat  of  nothing  at  first, 
the  scenery  around  the  village,  the  drowsy  rhnich 
service,  the  agonizing  performances  of  the  village 
music-master  and  his  cnoir. 

Gradually  from  this  they  talked  of  Music,  and  the 
latetit  operas  were  discussed,  the  recent  performers. 
Literature  came  in  for  a  share  of  the  two  Loorb  that 
slipped  away  like  minutes. 

Reserve  was  over,  and  when  he  rose  to  go, 
Evemrd's  "  You  wjU  let  me  come  again?"  met  for 
response.  "  Whenever  you  come,  you  will  be  wel- 
come ! " 

Then,  as  the  last  sound  of  his  footfall  died  away, 
Grace  Wrayburn  threw  herself  upon  the  floor  and 
writhed  there,  sobbing  convulsively,  till  Margaret 
came  in  to  shnt  the  bouse  ap  for  the  night  She 
looked  grimly  attjM  wltite  figore,  mattering,  "  Ah. 
me !  It  is  hAid  lines  tat  bsr,  e»  yoong  and  so 
prst^." 

Hard  Unas,  indeed.  Foe  tbe-peea  of  love,  enee 
opened,  the  leaves  were  tamed  by  Ho<pe's  rosy 
fingers,  and  the  youthful  eyes  read  the  lines  with 
fervent  tenderaees.  And  for  every  rosy  page  that 
she  opened  Grace  Wraybum  had  reverse  ptages  to 
read  of  black  records  written  in  letters  of  fire  ;  pages 
that  cast  her  down,  humbled,  wretchetl,  remorseful, 
to  rise  and  catch  again  the  dearly-purchased  happi- 
ness she  coveted. 

All  the  weeks  when  Mr.  Rufus  Linden  lay  help- 
less and  suffering,  Everard  brought  Grace  for  daily 
visits,  and  the  old  man  learned  to  love  her  as  a 
daughter.  She  was  sympathetic  in  an  unusually 
strong  degree,  and  the  very  tonch  of  her  cool,  soft 
hand  brought  a  healing  sense  of  rest 

She  read  well,  a  rare  accomplishment,  and  Rufus 
Linden  conld  lie  for  hours  quieted  by  the  melody 
of  her  voice.  When  he  was  stronger,  she  sang  to 
him,  and  in  answer  to  his  stirprise  at  her  power  of 
song  and  miwical  proficiency,  told  him  her  father 
was  a  teacher  of  music,  who  had  trained  her  from  a 
Child. 

And  every  day,  in  the  fierce  straggle  of  her  life, 
Grace  Wraybnra'fi  face  grew  more  spmhuUe,  hex 
slender  figure  more  shadowy.  Mental  contest  ami 
agony  were  wearing  away  the  physical  furce  with 
certain  power  and  apiialling  rapidity. 

It  was  a  proof  of  the  power  i^h?  had  obtained  over 
Mr.  Rnfus  Linden  that  he  made  no  objection  wlu-n 
bis  son  told  bim  he  intended  to  seek  Gmce  f.n-  )v.^ 
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(rife.     He  buried  nil  his  aristocratic  prejudices  aud 
wished  him  good  speed  iu  his  wooing. 

It  was  a  curious  love-scene  that  followe<l,  for  the 
words  Grace  was  williug  to  give  her  life  to  hear,  ter- 
rified her  beyond  description.  Only  by  a  mighty 
effort  could  she  control  face  or  voice  to  listen  or  to 
answer.  But  as  the  wooing  tenderness  of  Ever.ird's 
voice  drove  away  all  sense  but  the  happiness  of 
knowing  he  loved  her,  she  let  her  past  glide  back, 
back,  till  it  was  lost  iu  the  sob  of  joy  with  which 
she  rested  iu  his  arms,  and  whispered  her  love. 
Yet,  when  he  was  gone,  Margaret  feared  life  was 
gone  for  ever  from  the  white,  rigid  face  she  bathed 
— from  the  still,  cold  limbs,  so  passive  under  her 
tender  touch. 

And  Evenird  ia  his  home  found  n  visitor.  Beside 
his  fathcii's  chair  was  seated  an  elderly  man,  whom 
he  recognised  as  their  lawyer,  Mr.  EUiston,  from 
New- York.  Upon  both  age-worn  countenances 
were  the  traces  of  strong  recent  excitement ;  and 
as  Everard  advanced  into  the  room,  Mr.  Elliston 
greeted  him,  to  his  great  surprise,  with  a  touch  of 
pity  in  hig  tone. 

"  You  are  no  worse,  father?"  he  inquired,  anx- 
ionsly. 

"  I  am  gaining  strength  every  day.  But  I  have 
bad  news  for  you." 

"  Bftd  news  for  me  ?" 

"Better  give  him  the  papers,"  the  old  gentleman 
suggested  ;  and  Mr.  Elliston  took  from  a  table  near 
hiu)  a  number  of  newspaper  slips,  which  hearmnged 
in  order,  and  handed  to  Everard. 

And  Everard,  wondering,  read  au  account  of  au 
extMordinary  trial.  In  it  was  set  forth  how  one 
Paul  Crittenden  came  to  his  death  by  poison,  and 
his  wife,  Helen,  was  tried  for  the  crime  of  poisoning 
her  husband.  In  evidence  it  was  shown  how  the 
man,  long  ill,  was'recovering,  when  a  sadden  relapse 
roused  the  doctor's  sunpicions,  and  a  post-mortem 
examination  made  these  certainties.  Also,  in 
evidence,  it  appeared  that  the  wife  had  been  the 
victim  of  systematic  cruelty  and  oppression  at  the 
bauds  of  her  husband. 

Everard's  heart  swelled  with  passionate  indigna- 
tion iis  he  read  of  some  of  the  scenes,  sworn  to  by 
disinterested  witnesses,  where  grossest  insult  wws 
|M)ured  out  upon  a  wife  all  agreed  was  gentle  and 
INitient  to  a  miracle.  Finally,  the  jury  acquitted 
the  prisoner,  while  public  opinion  judged  her  guilty, 
but  guilty  under  great  provocation. 

In  the  interest  of  this  domestic  tragedy,  Everard 
forgot,  for  the  moment,  that  there  had  been  a 
shadowing  of  his  personal  interest  in  the  matter, 
and  when  he  met  his  father's  questioning  eyes,  said, 
quietly,  "  If  taking  away  life  can  be  justified,  that 
one  was.     The  man  was  a  thorough  brute." 

"He  was,"  Mr.  EUistou  said,  motioning  the  old 
gentleman  to  silence,  "and  the  womau  was  one  of 
Uie  loveliest  I  ever  met.  She  was  my  client.  I 
knew  her  from  a  child,  and  I  believe  her  innocent 
of  this  charge.  After  she  was  released,  her  undo 
died,  leaving  her  a  moderate  fortune,  and  authoriz- 
ing her  adoption  of  his  name — her  mother's  maiden 
name,  Wraybam." 

There  was  a  moment  of  profound  silence. 

Everard  Linden  turned  to  the  old  lawyer.  His 
voice  was  low  and  husky  as  he  said,  "Mrs.  Crit- 
tenden, then,  is  now  called  Wraybum  ?" 

"Helen  Grace  Wraybum." 

He  rose  then,  staggeriiw  from  the  room,  blind 
with  the  horror  opened  to  him.  Grace,  his  ideal  of 
maiden  sweetness,  was  a  widow  who  had  been  tried 
for  her  life— tried  for  poisoning.  The  whole  world 
reeled,  a  black  chasm  aaemed  under  his  feet  as  he 
groped  his  way  to  the  portioo,  gasping  fof  air  as  he 
went 

The  old  lawyer  followed  him,  and,  as  he  sank  into 
a  chair,  spoke  to  him. 

"Pardon  me,  Everard,"  ho  said,  "for  the  blow  I 
have  given  you,  but  try  to  l^ink  it  best  that  yon 
know  the  truth  xkov,  Your  father's  letter,  telling 
me  of  your  affection  and  his  own  for  my  cUent, 
bfongbt  me  here,  tfaoagh  I  did  not  think  matters 
had  gODA  so  far." 

"  How  did  she  oome  here  ?" 

"She  craved  seclusion  and  quiet  after  the  publicity 
and  exoitement  of  her  trial.  I  heard  of  the  vaoaut 
hoa<<e  I  purchased  for  her.  and  she  authorized  me  to 
bay  it.  Everard,  I,  her  lawyer,  who  conducted  tha 
defence  in  her  case,  seeing  her  every  day,  believe 
her  iunocent  of  this  charge." 

"  I  mast  see  her.     I  muHt  hear  her  say  she  is  in- 


uoceuL" 

From  that  long  bwoou  th.it  followed  Everard's 
confession  of  love,  Grace  Wraybum  struggled  back 
to  consciousness  verj'  slowly.  Weak  and  shaken, 
trying  to  nerve  herself  to  reveal  a  truth  she  felt  she 
dared  not  longer  hide  from  her  lover,  full  of  anguish, 
she  sat  iu  the  pretty  parlor,  wfln  and  pallid,  when 
she  heard  a  firm  step  on  the  gravelled  walk.  No 
need  to  look  to  know  whose  step  it  was. 

What  brought  him  so  soon  again  ?  Some  mis- 
fortune had  hapf>ened.  Even  while  she  thonpht 
this,  he  stood  before  her,  sterner-looking  than  she 
had  seen  him  before.  Rigid  as' marble,  every  feature 
was  locked  fast  by  the  power  of  resolute  will. 

A  long  silence  followed.  Grace,  her  heart  beating 
with  A  force  that  shook  her  whole  frame,  waited. 
The  words  she  dreaded  came' at  last  : — 

"Mrs.  Crittenden!" 

She  trembled  and  was  abashed.  Her  humility 
touched  the  chivalry  of  the  man  who  watched  her. 

•*  Grace,  why  have  you  so  deceived  me  ?" 

' '  Because  I  loved  you !  Curse  mo— drive  me  from 
you— call  me  by  the  hideous  name  dragged  before 
the  world's  scorn  ;  but,  remember,  it  was  love  kept 
mo  silent !  Oh,  my  darUng,  my  darling  !  how  I 
have  loved  you !" 

The  yearning  voice,  the  pleading  ej*es,  the  utter 
selt'-abaudonmeut  of  her  love  stirred  his  heart  to  its 
inmost  depths. 

Tenderly  he  conducted  her  across  the  room,  and 
placed  her  iu  a  deep  arm-chair,  where  her  head 
rt>»>ted  wearily  against  the  crimson  velvet,  her  golden 
hair  sweeping  liko  a  cloak  around  her. 

He  did  not  see  a  shadowy  figure  drawing  very 
ueaf  but  he  did  see  the  i)arting  breath  coming  tit- 
fuU}-,  the  blue  lines  under  the  straining  eyes. 

"Grace,"  he  said  softly,  "you  have  suffered 
deeply,  but  my  love  will  never  fail  you.  Only,  with 
your  own  lips,  tell  me  that  you  are  innocent,  and 
this  secret  goes  not  beyond  our  home." 

The  temptation  was  fearful.  But  there  was  a 
warning  ringing  in  Grace  Wraybum's  heart  she 
dared  not  disregard.  Believing  that  a  stronger 
power  than  love  was  forcing  her  from  Everard,  she 
answered,  faintly,  but  steadily,  "I{x>isoued  Paul 
Crittenden  !'' 

With  a  moan  of  nngtiish,  Evemrd  hid  his  face  on 
the  arm  of  the  deep  chair.  A  little  cold  hand  fell 
ui)on  his  hair,  and  the  faiut  voice  monotonous  from 
the  effort  to  calm  it,  spoke  again  :— 

"I  was  but  sixteen  when  I  married  him,  an 
orphan,  with  a  legacy  from  my  father  of  twemty 
thousand  dollars.  I  beUeved  I  loved  him,  and  that 
ho  loved  me.  I  never  murmured  when  he  spent  my 
"patrimony  in  riotous  living;  Inever  reproached  him 
when  ho  neglected  me.  I  studied—  I  had  my  music 
— I  tried  to  keep  a  pleasant  home  ;  but  he  had  never 
really  loved  me,  and,  after  my  money  was  gone,  ha 
abuseil  me — not  occasionally,  but  every  time  we 
met.  The  world  called  him  a  gentleman  !  You 
have  read  of  laboring  men — ignorant  savages — who 
beat  their  wives.  This  gentleman  beat  me,  kicked 
me,  threw  his  boots  at  me  1" 

"  Gnice  !    Dou't — dou't !"  her  lover  moasML 

"  We  had  been  married  five  years,  when  he  was 
takeu  ill — very  ilL  ^Vhile  he  depended  upon  my 
care  he  was  morosely  civil  to  me,  fearing  I  would 
neglect  him  ;  but  when  he  grew  better  he  would 
ren«w  his  brutality.  When  I  waa  out  of  the  reach 
of  his  fists  he  woidd  throw  cups,  bottles,  spoons — 
ftpything  he  could  reach — at  my  head.  Twice  he 
accused  me  of  poisoning  him,  after  a  severe  relapse. 
The  next  time  he  rallied  I  wnB  exhausted  wHii 
watching,  frantic  with  misery.  Eveiy  word  he 
spoke  to  me  was  a  ctirse,  and  he  would  he  for  hours 
telling  me  of  the  life  of  dissipation  he  intended  to 
lead,  the  futuje  terrors  ii;  storp  for  me.  Even  in 
his  own  suffering,  he  enjoyed  the  sight  of  my  fright 
and  pain.  There  was  corrosive  sublimate  iu  the 
house,  that  Margaret  used  for  roach  poison,  and  I 
mixed  it  in  his  medicine  !  I  did,  Everard  !  Lift 
your  head  and  go  from  me,  beloved  1  I  will  not 
curse  your  life  any  further.  Go,  dearest— go,  while 
J  have  strength  to  bid  yoij  I" 

He  lifted  his  head  as  he  was  bidden,  and  saw  his 
love,  the  only  woman  who  had  ever  touched  the 
deep,  trie  loyalty  of  his  heart,  lying  back  against 
the  eashioned  chair,  palUd,  death^trlokeu, 

There  was  no  mistaking  the  marks  of  the  great 
destroyer  nov.  She  was  dying.  She  had  made  her 
confession,  hidden  even  ttom-  her  law}er  in  those 
bitter  hours  of  public  trial.     Only  love  and  the  ap- 


proach of  daath  had  wTuug  the  truth  fiom  the  lips 
that  seemed  to  cover  only  childlike  inn»xeiuv. 

With  a  d«eji  awe,  Evomnl  ttxik  tUeliitlo  hand 
fluttering  like  a  snow-white  V)ir«l  <>ver  ht  r  thrwi. 
As  his  fingers  closed  over  it  a  smile  hoviivil  over 
the  lips. 

"Will  you  stay  yet  a  little,  beloTcd?"  she 
whispered.  "  You  see,  though  the  law  rel<as<sl  mo, 
a  btiouger.  mightier  power  holds  me  in  tlin.ll. 
Only  a  little  while,  my  darhug-ouly  u  littlu 
while  ! " 

"Let  m«  call  Margaret  —  send  for  a  doctor.' 
Everard  urged,  as  the  panting  breath  came  nicu: 
faintly,  t hie  little  hand  grew  colder  iu  his  clasp. 

"  It  is  too  late  !  Let  lue  rest  here  !  Only  ehwp 
my  hand  feat  in  your  own,  Evenird  !  Oh.  it  shonlJ 
hold  mo  Ua^k  from  the  yz.i\u  itscll  !  \\'hii.i>i'r  iLut 
you  forgive  ine !" 

For  answer,  he  bent  aud  preascHl  his  lips  ftar  the 
fimt  time  upbn  hers,  awakeuiug  again  the  ntptuious 
smile  that  seemed  to  defy  even  death's  tern  >t8. 

" I  meatit  to  tell  you  all  stx)u,"  Grace  w hisixn^l. 
"  I  would  not  have  married  ^-mi,  Evenird!  C^ly,  it 
was  so  sweet  to  know  you  loved  ma  so  hard  to 
think  of  T«m  loathing  me  !  I  know  that  I  mna  die 
young-  the  prison  doctor  told  mo  so  ;  and  1  liopi-d 
to  die  before  you  knew,  or  tell  you  mys(<lf  scMtn, 
very  soon.  Tell  me  once  more  yoa  love  me—  once 
more  liefore  I  go !" 

"I  love  J10U !' 

Just  the  simple  answer  to  her  plea,  but  every  word 
heavily  freighted  with  the  heart-tone,  that  made  the 
three  simjija  wonls  elo«]uent  The  cold,  cold  hand 
nestled  cl.)Hii  in  the  strong  clasp.  Tho  faint,  faint 
braath  flnttered  more  and  more  slowly,  till  it  could 
scarcely  be  teeu. 

Onoe  more  Everard  bent  his  prond  head  to  those 
foldetl  lii>8,  pressing  his  own  there  ;  aud,  with  one 
supreme  dyibg  effort,  Grace  returned  tht,  pressuiw, 
her  soul  departinjf  with  that  lingering  last  kiss. 

Aud  Margaret,  coming  in  to  see  the  mistnss  wltom 
she  fairly  worshiped,  found  Evemrd  Linden  kiut  1- 
ing  beside  the  great  arm-chair,  clanping  close  to  his 
heart  one  oold  hand,  while  his  strong  fnuue  shtHik 
with  heavy  tobs  that  were  no  shame  to  his  man- 
hood. 

While  Margaret  moaned  and  sobbed  over  her 
nursling,  Everard  stole  homeward. 

Ju  his  own  bosom  ha  locked  fast  that  dying  con- 
fession ;  but  never,  while  helives,  will  Linden  Hall 
have  a  mistress.  Where  Grace  once  rested  her 
golden  head  upon  his  breast,  never  uKain  will 
woman's  head  rest,  and  all  the  love  of  Everard's 
heftct  hes  buried  iu  a  quiet  grave  iu  Linden  IIolluw. 


Charley  Eoss. 

Wrltteu  b;  H&rrr  Bennett.  Suug  by  Jubn  D.  Qrlfflo 


Oh  !  ladies  and  gentlemen,  listen  to  me. 

And  whin  yoa  have  hoard  me  I'm  sure  you'll  agree 

That  I'm  mocb  abused,  though  I  cant  tell  why, 

And  to  tell  yon  my  trembles  I'm  going  to  try. 

On  the  comer  beyond  there's  a  gang  of  young  roughs. 

They  insult  decent  i>eople,  and  call  themselves  toughs, 

And  ivery  daj  at  me  their  slang  they  do  toss, 

Aud  they  say  t  resimble  the  lu«t  Cliattoy  Iloss. 

They  alwaya-do  give  me  their  slang  and  abuse. 
They  cry  out  "  Gilhooley,  your  collar  is  loose  ;" 
At  Mulligan's  wake  sure  they  filled  me  with  snuff. 
And  tould  me  to  go  out  and  get  meself  stufied. 
Sure,  one  of  thdm  said,  if  I  wautad  a  job, 
To  go  to  the  river  and  shovel  off  fog  !  • 

But  to  iindeataod  thim  I'm  greatly  at  loss, 
Whin  they  ami  "  Pipe  him  off — there  goca 

.      '       r  young  Churlio  Ross  r 

Twas  only  last  night,  snre,  they  gave  me  a  oall, 
To  deliver  a  feeture  at  Hibemia  Hall : 
I  put  on  a  biled  shirt  and  hastened  there  quick, 
i$ttt  tlte  blac)i^o>ards  did  aerve  me  the  di vil's  own  trick. 
Whin  I  wint  la  they  put  a  big  bag  on  my  ht-ad. 
And  rolled  me  around  'till  I  thoueht  I  wi.w  d«ad  ; 
Then  they  tbreiw  one  down  stairs  with  a  terrible  torn, 
And  tould  (he  police  they  had  found  Charley  Koes. 


"Why  is  the  letter  "  O  "  the  most  charitable  letter  ? 
Because  it  is  found  ofleuer  than  any  other  letter  iu 
"doing  good." 


^ri-.\.t  ViSiCi/i'. 


^ 


mm 


r-    V  r.- 


I  ViT^^r?.!.  •  *  •  :  1  '    ~ 


".?•'  "  .^c-  f^  • 


Words  by 
LITTLE  JENNIE  QUIGLEY,  the  Scottish  Queen 


VOICE. 


CENTENNIAL  ON  THE  BRAIN- MuscbyiYofEDMUNDCLXRK;! 
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ring     the     bells,    And     blow     the    trum  -  pets       too, 


We'll 


ne  -  ver 


see 


so 


big 


time     In 


We  hear  it  <»083ipe(l  over. 

And  all  the-|M>opto  nay, 
While  children  howl  and  babies  squall 

Ceutennial  nii^ht  and  day; 
Wc  pet  it  for  our  dinner. 

Our  supper  too  a:;ain. 
In  fact  we're  nearly  crazy, 

Centwjnia!  on  the  brafb.-  Chorus. 


No  mutter  wliore  we  wander, 

In  ever)'  lane  or  i<treet, 
A  thonsand  ways,  before  your  gaze, 

Centenniid  we  meet. 
Eacapinir  from  its  clulchesi 

It's  useless  .niid  in  vain  - 
It'H  worse  to  calcli  tlian  niea.^les  - 
.    OBtpnnl*!  on  the  bmin!    Vfiorrts. 


If  thin<!;8  don't  reach  a  focus 

Inside  the  preaent  year. 
With  one  bir:  omsh  well  go  to  ^masb 

And  leave  this  troubled  sphere:  "  I  " 
Some  one  will  raise  .■»  toml)->tone.      I"  ;. 

Antl  write  in  letters  ptein :  ;•(     - 

"  Thid  glorious  country  died  of — 
■    Centennial  rni  t!i^  hrnlnV"    <*«>rw». 
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There's  a  Bottle  on  the  Mantel. 

Sang  bf  Jamea  Kauncdy.    Air— "Iiotte^  in  th«  Caadl*." 


i 


TLere'tt  a  bottle  on  tUe  mantel. 

But  it  dou't  bclonij  to  wo  ; 
If  I  coald  ouly  siuAl  the  flavor, 

}k)\v  happy  I  w Duld  be. 
But  I  due  not  ftpi>roacb  it. 

For  fear  some  oitB  iroald  come  in, 
But  I  would  like  to  take  a  tnif^^r — 

For,  I  know  it's  lull  of  piu. 
Chorus  :    SamU  diop  of  i^iu,  >^ 

To  Wet  my  tierj  tongue —  r 
I  loviil  .vou  fiinco  my  childbood, 
XLuiy  son^s  of  you  Ttu  sunc;. 


'^♦'■'•^''©h  ?  how  sudly  I  remember, 

It  was  t-.vo  bliort  nioiitliS  ncjo, 
Ihud  a  bully  hmcli  ro«te, 

But  they  took  me  down  below  : 
'  They  said  I  was  a  vagraut-^-V  '  ■    . 

And  I  think  it  wou  a  siu 
To  lock  me  in  a  dungeon, 

And  deprive  me  of  my  gin.  Chorus. 

^  *♦'•;*" 

Won't  You  Never  Lave  Off  That  Onld  Coat  ? 

CompoaaJ  b/ Cbaa.  Burks.     Sung  by  najwood  aut)  Curkei 


My  name  is  Dunleaven,  I'm  a  trim  Iiishman,  sir, 

From  the  great  North  of  Ireland  I  Ciinio  ; 
I  WMS  «liri«tened  Corueliuu  :  if  I  uuilerstanil,  sir, 

That's  the  handle  'twas  put  to  my  namo  ; 
When  but  a  wee  gossoon,  the  oKl  man'.s  cout  I'd  put  on, 
For,  I  always  was  fund  of  such  juhes  ; 
When  all  of  a  sudden  you'd  hear  him  a  shoutin' — 
Won't  yoa  never  lave  off  that  ould  cottt  ? 

. ;,  ,  \  Chorus. 

I  have  tmrelet!  from  Belfast  all  over  creation, 

But  I  never  yet  had  Buch  a  stroke. 
As  when  those  boys  shout  —without  my  npprobation- 
Won't  you  never  lave  off  that  ould  coat  ? 

This  coat  has  seen  numbers  of  great  revolutions, 

In  what  they  call  fashion  and  Ktyle  ; 
But  I'm  bound  to  stick  to  it  with  a  firm  resolution, 

In  spito  of  their  gibes  and  their  pmiles  ; 
They  don't  understand  this  wa.s  made  for  the  Grand 

Dvdce  of  Derry,  whose  name  I  can  boast. 
Or  they'd  never  cry  out,  or  (ittem)>t  for  to  shout — 

Won't  yon  never  lave  off  that  ouKl  coat? 

I  have  traveled,  Ac. 


I  Met  Her  in  the  Dell. 

Sung  by  Harr;  Weelero,  »t  Tooy  PmIOI*!.    Airi    The  Briar. 
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Love's  a  Gentle,  Generous  Fassion. 

Love's  a  gentle,  generous  par.sioii, 
Source  of  all  sublime  di.li,c,'hta, 

When,  with  mutual  ini'linatiou. 
Two  fond  hearts  in  one  uuit^a. 

What  are  titles,  pomp,  or  riches. 
If  compared  with  true  content? 

That  CMse  jov,  which  now  bewitches. 
When  obtaiijcd  we  may  repent. 

Lawless  pa*iioii  is  vexation  ; 

But  a  chaste  and  con.staut  lovo 
Is  a  glorioles  emulation 

Of  the  blissful  state  above. 


Kate  Donahoe. 


Dear  to  me  was  the  moment  when  first  I  did  know 
A  uat«  Irish  girl  named  Kate  D<  >uahue, 
Who  lives  in  a  cot  by  the  sweet  Shannon  side. 
That  beautiful  river,"  old  Irehuid's  pride. 

H<yr  checks  are  ns  red  a«  the  ro^o>i  that  grow,    ^.  - 
Her  ueck  it  u  whiltr  tbau  maiblo  or  snow  : 
KvT  eyoB  of  ptire  brightins'*  are  black  as  jet, 
Thoir' sparkling  gliiuces  1  ue'tr  shall  for-*  t. 

Oh  !  she  is  the  h.ipe  and  the  pride  of  my  hearl  : 
From  that  charming  girl  !'<!  ne'er  wLsh  to  depart  ; 
To  call  her  my  limiey.  my  natc  little  wife, 
But  I'd  wish  to  bo  with  h..r  thd  Tixt  of  my  Lfc. 

There's  not  in  all  Trelm  1  ;<  cro^i^'Wi'  i»i'  re  fair  ; 
Te  never  could  find  li.'V  >a-;  of  ii;;t;  any  where  : 
Ye  might  s:arch  the  whole  world,  hut  where'er 

ye  miudit  ",n, 
\Vd  ne'er  fiiid'anothef  lil  .i  Kn'.e  lV.i:r.h'>>'. 


While  Btrolliag  by  a  cottage  door 

To  \v»lch  tho  girls  so  flvir, 
I  fell  in  luve  V  i(h  a  black-cre«l  giil, 

Her  name  was  Kitty  Claire. 
I've  jost  rcoeiTid  a  letter 

Fran  the  maid  I  love  so  well, 
Bhe  set  my  heart  a  twilehing,  .  •  ^- 

Wheu  I  met  her  in  the  dell — 
Ckociui :    Oh !  dou't  I  lovo  this  black-eyed  girl— 
:•     ,  f  Of  her  I  love  to  tuU  : 

ij^*         I  loved  her  fuHt,  theu  kissed  her, 
'♦Vhen  I  met  her  in  the  dell. 

I'm  going  t»  eee  that  gM  to-night  -^m>'v<>^<-;>ir 

And  tell  her  of  my  lovo  : 
I  know  she's  waiting  for  mo  now,  ■• 

She  is  my  tortle  dove.  .      'f 

When  I  am  married  to  her, 

I'll  come  again  and  tell 
Yon  more  about  this  black-eyed  girl,    •. 

That  I  met  in  the  dell.  "  Choir.;. 


Where  the  Botes  Bloom. 

Songb;  Barry  Western  at  thaTheatreOomlqne,  Waibinglon. 

How  I  lore  in  the  fields  to  ramble, 

To  hear  the  rnstlitig  com, 
And  watch  the  sillieu  tassels  waving. 

In  the  sweet  and  dewy  mom — 
I  love  to  hear  sweet  music  -  \v 

From  I  irds  in  the  woodland  ^loom, 
But  the  wish  of  all  I  have  now  is- 
To  live  where  the  rcnes  bloom. 
Chonts  :  ^  Faireet  of  all  flowers. 

Their  odor  is  perfume  : 
Bat  the  wish  of  all  I  have  now  is— 
To  live  where  the  rosea  bloom. 

I  love  to  smell  t'l    gentle  lilac. 

And  the  hon>  jMickles  climbing  on  tho  wall. 
With  the  brightly  eolored  morning-glories  twining; 

In  tlieir  beauty  6a  the  wall : 
I  gathered  Ulies  from  the  brooksid^.  *     ,      .    V 

And  daisies  by  the  silvery  moon,  - ' 
Bat  the  wish  of  all  I  have  now  is  — 

To  live  where  the  roses  bloom.  Chorus. 


Down  Where  the  Violets  Grow. 

Sang  by  Harry  Waitarn  at  Tonv  lUitor'a.  N««r  York- 


While  strolling  by  a  running  brook,    r^   > 

One  evening  in  July, 
I  met  a  maid  bo  lovely, 

I  winked  at  her  so  sly — 
Iler  eyes  shone  like  tho  brilliant  stars 

That  winked  at  us,  you  know  : 
8he  took  my  arm,  I  leil  her  on, 
Down  where  the  violets  grow. 
Chofns :    For.lhe  is  a  fairy  (ineou,  ' 
■  K^.    a    jJTlie  fairest  ever  seM»  - 

olest  the  day  she  c(une  that  way, 
Down  where  the  violets  grow. 

I  gathered  flowers  and  decked  her  hair. 

Then  told  her  of  my  love  : 
She  whispered  very  sottly  — 

"You  are  my  turtle  dove."  '. 

I  asked  her  then  to  coiQe  agiiiu  .,' 

Where  the  rippling  waters  flow  : 
She  murmtired,  as  I  kissed  her  cheek, 

•'  Down  where  the  \io!et.s  gmw." 


Chorus. 
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Proud  Woman,  I  Scorn  You. 

Pi'oud  woman,  I  scorn  you,  brink  wine's  my  delight : 
I'll  drink  all  tho  tlay,  and  I'll  revel  all  night ; 
As  great  as  a  monareh  the  moments  I'll  pass, 
ThO'bottlo  iny  ^dobe  and  the  sceptre  my  glftiis  : 
Tlie  tuhle'H  my  throne,  and  t^e  tavnm  my  coui-t, 
Tho  driwer-!  my  subject,  and  drinking'iJ  my  siwrt. 
Hero's  tl;o  queen  of  all  joy,  here's  a  mistrps.s  ne'er  eoy  ; 
D.^nr  c!vn'  <>f  all  sotrovvS,  sud  life  of  all  bliss  — 
I'm  a  king  when  I  hug  yon,  ronch  more  when  I  kiss. 


Meet  me  to-night  by  the  Grove. 

SOBf  by  Bwijr  Wostcrn. 

Meet  me  to-night  by  the  grove. 

And  there  I  will  breathe  to  thee 
A  atory  alone  for  thine  ear. 

As  dear  Blh  lliun  art  to  me. 
Meet  me  when  btanare  brightest. 

And  the  moon  shines  softly  above, 
Thy  vojoe  will  thrill  ail  my  spirit 

T.vuight  in  tho  quitt  grove. 

Meet  me  to-night  by  the  grove,        y^' 

A  paseionato  tale  I  will  tell,     jK  ''    i^- 
Oome  with  thy  magic  ainils  nstt,     '-.'Jt 

Like  fairies  tliat  haunt  the  dell, 
Will  1 '.car  mo  breathe  my  woi-ship 

With  a  heart  that  never  ^ill  rove  f"-!?^**^' 
True  to  thy  promise,  come,  deaixat, 

With  me  tivnight  by  the  grove. 


Window  Sereaade  Duet  in  Bote's  Ootirtship.'' 


Hium  by  Wealci'ii  and  Witlliag 


He. 


Sm:. 


Duet  ; 


Dearest  Bose,  I've  como  no^r    . 

To  take  you  to  my  home. 
Where  you  shall  happy  be, 

Like  bees  in  the  honey  oomb. 

You  know  I  lovo  yon,  George,  . 

But  Granny  is  cross,  you  kuoirs  ' 
bhe  has  locked  mo  in  to-night, 

So  I  cannot  ga 

:  Yon  are  the  apple  of  my  eyo. 
And  the  darling  of  my  heart : 
When  we  shall  married  be, 
We  shall  never  part.— .ftfepea/. 


The  Old  Back  Gate. 

Snug  by  Wettern  aud  Waliiug. 


Hr.. 


I  wonder  where  the  old  man's  gone, 

He's  been  watching  by  the  gate  for  me }  ■ 
I've  given  him  the  slip,  so  here  I  am, 

With  my  heart  so  lull  of  ^{lee. 
I  love  his  pretty  dau^-hter  iv«e, 

.And  when  she  is  my  uir.le. 
He'll  never  catch  mo  aiiy  more    . 
Knocking  on  his  old  l>uek  gate. 
Chorus  :    I've  come  to  liac-t  my  Rosa  door, 

By  the  lii,i:t  (jf  the  silvery  moon  , 
At  half  jiiXfit  eight  she's  to  be  here. 
My  own  dear  llosc  Doon. 

She.  I  thought  I  heard  mj'  Charley's  voice. 

While  coming  up  this  way  ; 
I  guess  I  wa^  mLstakeu,  tho' 

I  knew  his  happy  lav.  ;.;  i 

My  father  doesn't  like  him  much. 

Because  he  stays  so  luto  : 
But  Charlie's  chaugotl  the  trystingtrto, 

From  kuockiiiij  on  tho  old  back  gate.    Chorus. 


Hickoiy  Jackson. 

8uug  by  Harry  Weataro,  lu  Roao's  Cuartabip. 

Now,  kind  friends,  do  look  at  me,  ,    i 

And  an  old  man  you  will  see  ■_ .  ; 

Just  climbing  sixty-nine  but  yeetcrda j. ' 
I  c.\n  tell  you  all  a  riddle, 
I  can  dance  and  play  de  fiddle,  « 

As  in  de  days  g(>ne  by  of  Henry  Clay.-       ] . 
Dem  was  de  good  old  times  s 

^^'hen  you  could  save  de  dimes.  ' 

Bnt  now  dem  times  am  gone  and  pnfi^ert  Jiway, 
But  give  me  do  ilays  of  old, 
Aud  my  storj'  am  t>oou  told, 

Dat's  when  i>Kl  man  llickor)'  Jnckson  Lid  hi£  day. 

Ouc  Hung  more  I'd  like  to  ^y,    ..  .. ,  ^  -.  :  j; 

Ju.st  befort.'  I  go  away. 

Of  do  times  I  use  to  have  in  Dixie'n  Lnr.d. 

I  nse  to  hoe  de  corn  from  de  breakipfr  oh  dt»  morn, 

.\nd  many  a  eloil  of  earth  has  bniisc-il  ik-w  li  iiuls. 

Bat  when  do  wor'K  v:>.s  done,  we ilai ];c\h  h:i»/ lio  llUl, 

Old  muKter  '.'ot  onv  jug  an.t  cluiin  il  iL-  vciiy 

F(  r  de  old  Vin;i">»iy  r.cl,  j 

Fr.-ini  iV  f'>o  d"wu  to  do  heel,  ''J  ■ 

D.iI'b  wh.  II  i.ld  man  Ilicbwy  Jdtok-Ou  li:;d  hitt  tTi-r. 


fcgaiJgagSHgytfVirByyyriivgt 
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Wipe  off  Tour  Cliin. 


Written  and  inng  by  Barrr  Wanlern,  of  Wcctern  A 
Walling.  Sketch  Artikta. 


Pull  down  the  Blinds,  rou  have  heard,      ^, . 

It  has  now  long  stood  the  test,  ;':   " 

Like  Hildebrandt  Moutrose,  ''J'-',    • ' .- : 

Or,  qtiietly,  Pull  down  yonr  VeH:    * 
Now  here  is  one,  yon  mnst  admit        '■'*""  ; 
It's  new,  but  it's  rather  too  ILin:        >'*•''•'' 
For,  the  boys  all  do  cry  as  yon  pass,  ' 

Say,  Mister  !  please  wipe  off  your  chin  1 
Chorus  :    For  Ueaveu's  sake,  wipe  of  ^onr  chin ! 
Your  nose  is  a  sight,  hike  it  lu  ! 
The  boys  hU  do  cry,  as  you  piiKs  them  by, 
Say,  Mlat«r !  Go  wipe  off  your  chiu ! 

Yhne'a  a  gentleman  sitting  riglit  there  —    ; 

I  mean  you,  with  the  dollar  diamond  put ! 
Take  my  advice,  go  get  ten  cents. 

So  a  barber  c«n  wipe  off  your  chin,. 

Stop  squeezing  that  girl  by  your  side:    . : .'    ' 

For  the  boys  are  tAking  you  in. 
They  know  yon  ain't  got  a  cent,  " 

So  yon  better  go  wipe  off  yonr  chin ! 
Cboroa :    For  poodnewi  soke,  wipe  off  yotir  chiu  I 
'  -  .     ;•   •    That  red  necktie's  bom  !  take  it  in  ; 
:    For,  the  boys  all  will  cry,  oh  ! 

shoot  the  old  Ony  ! 
Or  male  him  go  wipe  off  his  chin ! 

You  see  there  is  President  Grant, 

A  third  term  he  is  trying  to  win  ; 
But  I  don't  think  hell  get  it— do  yon  ? 

So  he  had  better,  now,  wipe  off  his  chiu  ! 
Now,  Belknap  has  stepped  down  and  out : 
For,  the  fraud  of  Fort  Sill  was  too  thin ; 
Then  Marsh  told  all  that  he  knev^. 

So  they  both  had  to  wipe  off  their  chins  ! 
Chorus  :    Great  President,  wipe  off  yonr  chin ! 
For,  you  have  been  long  enough  in  ; 
The  boys  all  will  cry  let  the 
' !  AdmiuiRtration  die. 

Then  the  Cabinet  can  wiije  off  their  chius! 


^»-4*» 


Faddy  Burke  and  Kitty  Miles. 

~  "!  A«  anog  by  tbe  Fnoman  Slatera. 


I'm  Paddy  Burke  SO  nate  and  trim, 

Tra-lftl-la,  BO  nate  and  trim. 
And  all  th«  puxty  girls  I  win  : 
;>       For,  I  tips  them  wid  me  blarney. 

Here's  Kitty  Miles,  tra-ln-la.  ' 

They  say  I  am  so  pert,  ^  '.'■ . 

I  am  80  stylish  tia-la-la, 
And  all  their  hearts  I  hurt 
Cborns  :    Here's  Paddy  Bnrke  and  Kitty  Miles, 

We  hope  to  wreathe  yonr  fao«  with  smilen : 
Oh  !  we  are  from  the  Emerald  Isle— 
Oh !  how  do  you  like  our  style  ?      ,    .. 

:    Oh  !  Paddy  Burke,  he's  courting  me, 

Tm-la-la,  he's  courting  me, 
ril  make  him  jealous,  wait  and  see,       •- 

Oh  !  ain't  he  getting  mad  ! 
There's  Kitty  Miles,  tra-la-la. 

She  thinks  she's  vexed  me  tad, 
But  not  for  Joseph,  oh  !  dear  no, 

I'm  a  simple  Irish  lad,  oh  ! 


Chorus. 


,%^ 


Traniporting  Charmer  of  my  Heart. 

Transporting  charmer  of  ray  heart, 

Dear  cause  of  all  my  joy, 
■Whose  image,  fixed  in  my  breast. 

Does  all  my  thoughts  employ  ! 
Though  lengthening  plains  between  us  stretch. 

Vast  mountains  twixt  us  rise. 
Spite  of  all  distance,  mighty  lom  '.■', 

IVesents  thee  to  my  eyes.   .;>/;/. 

Whene'er  I  take  my  silent  walk     .  ; 

Along  the  loDely  glade, 
Kind  fancy  to  ny  raptured  tboaght    > 
.  Presents  ray  charming  maid  : 
When  frora  the  moontains  towering  height 

Wide^opening  scenes  I  view. 
Hills,  woods,  and  lawns  my  eyes  snrvey,     ' 

My  sool  sees  only  yon. 


Irisu  Versiox. 


Onr  Bo]^. 

Sung  by  Joixt  Nash. 


Tie  M'lg'c  of  filK  B-i'.;;  la  piilill«he<l  by  Wnj.  A. 
F.iid  k  Co  .  M7  Uromiway,  Kew  York. 


Ytiti  tnay  talk  of  yonr  Ixjvb,  and  yonr  tmoee  of  okl. 

By  tii'ft  jHiw<>i"K  !  Old  Ireland  am  bortst      ^ 
A  Iriig  li.^l  >'f  liiiixs,  of  Erin  the  pride  —  .V 

\Vc  unmbtr  'Onr  Boys"  by  the  host : 
8t.  Piitrir'c,  the  first  on  the  list  I  shall  place  : 

Then  I  il  ii  lui'^  quite  a  lot,  gi«ftt  and  small, 
From  Briou  licni  and  the  great  Donaghua 

To  O'Couuel',  the  pride  of  them  all.  .... 

CnoBUs.  ■-.' V 

He  v.as  one  of  "  Our  Boys,"  ho  was ! 

Aiid  we  are  proud  of  such  boys,  we  are  f 
Jlo  \vi\R  honest  and  tnie,  so  give  him  his  due  : 

lie  was  one  of  "Onr  Boys,"  Hurrah  I 

To  KiKiak  of  the  year  Ninty-Eight  we  don't  fear : 

^\'e  )m"l  many  brave  boj-s  then,  I  vow ! 
And  in  Forty-Eight,  too,  we  had  heroes  a  few, 

\Vith  pride  we  remember  them  now  : 
Robert  Emmet,  McManus,  O'Brien,  ONiol,  . 

O'Donovnn  HoHsa,  O'Moore,  j 

O'Connor  and  ^lortiu,  and  one  more  I'll  name  -r 

John  Mitchell,  whose  loss  we  deplore.       Chonts. 

Sam  Lover  and  Moore  were  "  Our  Boys,"  to  be  sure. 

They  were  Irish,  there's  divil  a  doubt ; 
Your  soldiers  are  Irish—  wherever  they  show, 

They  soon  put  the  foeman  to  rout ! 
In  this  land  of  the  free,  where  we  happen  to  bo. 

We  are  mo<1ast  and  don't  make  a  noise  ; 
But  yonr  generals  and  Htatesmen,  and  all  solid  men. 

Belong  to  our  own  Irish  Boyn.     .-■Vi.-^.  =<.:;.     -^ 

CHOBtra  7      v" 

They  belong  to  "Our  Boys,"  they  do,         ■ ;  -/ 

And  we  are  proud  of  "  Our  Boys,"  we  are ! 
If  thoy  are  hooest  and  true,  it's  love  them  we  do. 

Wo  are  proud  of  "  Our  Boys,"  Hunrah ! 


No  Irish  Wanted  Here. 

Music  by  Dave  nrttaam.      Wrltt«D  l>y  Ed.  Harrlgtn, 
aud  auug  by  bim  with  great  tncoeH. 


Oh  !  I'm  an  Irish  laborer,  .  :      , /: 

ILirdy,  stout  and  strong  :    V        " 
Idleness  I  never  loved —  ; ' ..     :-. 

To  our  race  it  don't  belong.       ..'     \.    ■'.; 
I've  still  the  strength  and  will  to  toil : 
For,  the  wants  of  life  are  dear — 
But  tould,  whene'er  I  ax  for  work,      ,.  v,^ 
No  Irish  wanted  here  !  n;  • 

Chobus. 

Ye  might  think  it  a  misfortane 

To  be  christened  Pat  or  Dan  ; 

To  me  it  is  a  blessing  to  be  called  Irish  man ! 

I  may  live  to  see  the  day — 

Twill  come,  oh  !  never  fear — 

Whin  ignorance  giv«e  way  to  senses    ?  ' 

An' ye'll  welcome  Irish  here  !    . 

Whin  your  country  was  in  danger,      ■  i .;      .• 
A  few  short  years  ago,  .V    ■ ' . 

Ye  was  not  so  particular  -  v  .:"    V'  ;  - 

A1x>ut  who  would  fight  the  foe,  f-^-f*         ;. 
Whin  men  were  n^ed  for  the  laokB,        :       ; 
To  preserve  her  rights  so  dear,  - 

Among  the  bravest  of  the  brave, 
It  was — Irish  wanted  ben !  Gions. 

For  generous  hearts  and  charity. 
Ye  may  search  the  world  around  | 

Poor  Padd/s  hospitality,  -      y        4 

Shnre,  its  like  was  never  found  ;  "■      _' 

He'd  give  the  clothes  from  (^ hivback— r  i 
His  blood,  for  friends  so  dear !  u:  :■  v  »./\  ^ 

But  prejudice  and  envy  vile      a.^o?:  •    ~" 
Says— No  Irish  wanted  here  I    ':^'y  .»•    Choms. 

Oh !  let  yonr  hearts  be  kind  and  yoA,      -  v .  :  .v 

An'  help  Paddy  from  the  wall ;  .    -    J, 

For.  God  in  Heaven  m^^e  the  world,  ■    ' ;  H 

Wid  lots  of  room  for  all—  '  .-"l. 

Let's  stretch  onr  hands,  aena  the  sea,  ?        * 

To  the  Green  Onld  We  so  dear. 

All'  piye  tlie  Irish  boys  an'  girls 

A  glad  welcome  over  here !  Chorm. 


'    Drops  of  Blarney. 

TfattUn  by  UiUy  I>«vc>i«  fbr  the  Mnmrs. 


He. 

She. 

He. 


She. 


He. 

She. 

H£. 

She. 
Both. 


He. 

She. 

He. 


She. 

He. 

She. 

Hf. 

Sue. 


NW,  Mary  Ann.  just  list  to  me. 
wieV,  dou't  you  see  I'm  waiting  f 
You  know  tiiat  I'll  be  trne  to  thee, 
A|id  I've  asked  you  twenty  times 
F<>r  to  oome  aud  uiairy  me. 
(^h  I  but  lioi^,  diuiiug,  listen* 
And  mind  now  what  I  say  : 
You  were  courting  Judy  Comietf^ 
That  girl  aoruas  the  way — 
I  saw  you  tUare  to-day. 

I  Cbobqs. 

Now,  don't  believe  it 
I  do  l>eIicvo  it. 
Bht  just  let  me  explain — 
I  jtvDuIdn't  give  yon  for  them  alL 
I  nndeiHtHod  that  same. 

J'vo  loveti  you  long,  Fve  loved  yoa 

We'll  never  go  aetiay  ; 

'Tlicu  il(tu't  be  angry,  Roger  dear, 

We  11  mairied'be  ti><Uy. 

Nbw,  Mary  Ann,  let's  hunt  tbe  FliHt 
Well,  darling,  I  am  willing. 
Hell  marry  us  to-day,  for  snw. 
AJi4  then  well  be  as  merry 
A$  I  wo  crickets  'neath  the  floor. 
liy  father  will  give  me  a  pig. 
Ajiifl  mine  will  give  me  a  cow. 
^'  Vn  have  a  cabin  neat  aud  trim. 
Afih  (i<>ss<>.ins— (Wf)  Roger  darilog,  now, 
A'  could  you  talk  so,  now  7  Gboniii 


To  Rob  Them  of  Strength. 

To  rob  Ilit  ni  of  strength  when  wine  NatON  ibtmf^  it, 

By  Woiiii'ii  to  still  do  her  duty— 
lustend'  (if  a  sword  sLe  cudued  them  with  wit, 

And  gi|vti  tLviu  a  shield  in  their  beaoty. 


1.js 


TTor' 


Sound,  js  mnd  the  trnmpet,  both  aezes  to 
Our  ( y  rants  nt  once  mu\  protectoie ! 

We  qui  ?1  ly  filial!  see  whether  courage  or 
Doci(  U  for  the  Helens  t>r  Hectors. 


Rum  and  Chun. 

abyHarrlgan  Maale  by  Billy  Olteir. 


Of  all  de  drinks  dat's  in  de  world 
Dey  aay  water  is  do  best ; 
You  ean  drink  a  river  fidil  of  It, 
And  go  to  bed  aud  rest 
You'll  never  git  de  nightmare, 
Or  fliop  down  to  a  Bum  ; 
But  a  digger's  jaw  is  new  sore 
From  drinking  Rum  and  Gum ! 

Cbobxts.  ^ 

Oh  ^  jRnm  and  Gum  1 
Sweejt  Rum  and  Gum ! 
l^Iix  U  up  wid  'lasses,  put  it  in  a  oop, 
Cal^  lu  all  de  wenches  and  see  dem  dlink  tt  S|W 

Adam  was  de  first  man. 
He  Was  fond  of  apples  raw  ; 
If  be^d  tasted  rum  and  gum. 
He'd  hoUored  out  for  more  ; 
He  got  drunk  in  de  garden. 
Eve  she  took  some, 
And  when  she  axed  to  go  home, 
Ha'd  holler— Rum  and  Qnm ! 


Ton  Ask  Me  in  Tain. 


'  Ten  ask  me  in  vain 

Ofwhat  UIs  I  ooraplain, 

J  {Where  harbors  the  tonDCiit  I  And : 

Id  my  bead,  in  my  heart. 

It  invades  every  part, 

And  snbdaea  both  my  body  and 

Each  effort  I  try, 
Ereiy  med'cina  apply, 

The  pangs  of  my  eool  to 
Bnt  doomed  to  eodora  : 
What  I  mean  for  a  cnae 

Turns  poison  and  feeds  the 


'Alt. 


Jj 


■•B^^P 


'iSsj^i^^^Si^ri'ydsi 


T.T^. 


.'cj^ir^^^j^jssigRil. 
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JOUJBIVAJL. 


Oar  Boys. 


As  Amarlotn  patrloUe  and  bninoni«  (ons   writtaa  and 

ooBg  by  Jolly  Maab.  Tbe  Moiio  of  tbli  lODg 

la  pabUahad  br  Wm   A.  Pond  Ji  Oo.,  M7 

Broadwar,  Naw  Tork. 


Uncle  Sam  he  was  once  at  a  festiTe  aflkir. 

And  they  called  npon  Sam  for  a  stiain  : 
So  he  put  oat  his  weed,  and  toesed  off  his  glMS, 

And  then  he  commenced  this  refrain  : 
I'll  sing  of '  'Oar  Boys"  who  have  made  a  great  name  : 

There  is  Captain  Bogardns,  said  he, 
lu  Europe  he  showed  them  how  well  we  ooold  shoot, 

His  equal  yon  will  seldom  see. 

Cbosui. 

He  is  one  of  "  Our  Boys,"  he  i« : 
And  we  are  proad  of  "Onr  Boyi,"  w«  are ; 

If  he  is  honest  and  tme,  we  give  him  his  dne  : 
We  are  proud  of  "  Our  Boys,"  Hurrah  I 

We  have  got  a  rery  ((ood  Rifle  Team, 

They  crossed  the  wide  ocean,  yon  know. 
And  defeated  the  Dollymoont  marksmen  with  ease, 

And  won  all  the  prizes— that's  so ! 
They've  defeated,  since  then,  the  Canadian  Team, 

And  although  they  don't  make  a  great  noise. 
They  could  easily  beat  any  marksman  on  earth — 

Gildersleeve  and  his  bonny  brave  boys.    Chorus. 

When  old  Johnny  Bull  had  Livingstone  lost. 

And  given  him  up  in  despair, 
It  was  one  of  "  Our  Boys"— Jim  Bennet,  who  said— 

For  the  Doctor  I'll  now  have  a  care. 
It  was  one  of  "  Onr  Boys,"  and  a  plucky  one,  too. 

Who  went  out  and  Livingstone  found  : 
All  honor  to  Stanley,  may  courage  like  his 

Be  always  successfully  crowned.  Choms, 

Bat  chief  on  the  blazing  scroll  of  fame 

Is  one  we  mui>t  never  forget  : 
He  founded  tnis  nation,  the  pride  of  creation. 

And  astoniiiheti  the  world,  yon  may  bet  I 
Ofloige  Washington's  name  by  all  is  revered — 

So  fill  up  each  cup  and  each  can. 
And  we'll  make  the  roof  ring,  as  we  shont  and  we  sing: 

For,  George  was  a  mighty  good  man  ! 

CHOBrs. 

Ha  WM  chief  of  "  Our  Boys,"  he  was  : 
And  we  are  proud  of  "  Our  Bovs,"  we  are  ; 

He  was  honest  and  tnie,  so  give  nim  his  due  : 
We  are  proud  of  "Our  Boys,"  we  are. 


The  Hoolahan  Mosketeert. 

Copyrtgbt    1873  l>jr  £.  B.  Qardlog. 

Worda  and  Itnaio  hj  T.  E   Powara. 

Tba  Mnaic  of  tlila  aoDg  md  b«  obtained  of  E.  H.  Harding, 

IloS29  Bovarr.  oppoaita  Prluee  Strcat.  Maw-Tork— 

Xiagaot  Fall  Muato  Sisa  Sbeat  {or  10  csala. 


XJnole  Sam  is  Brave  and  Free ! 

OKnasHlAi.  Soya.  Bj  Joaepb  P.  Bkally. 

Oopjright,  1870   bjr  E.  H.  Hardlog. 

Thamntloorihls  aoD((c»n»<eobUiiied  of  E  H.  Hardlnc, 

Ko  889  Bowery,    opposite  Prlnc«  Street    Ne«-York— 

Elagaot  Foil  Hnalc  8ise  BUeet  for  10  centa. 

Th*  day  is  near  when  hearts  will  cheer,  . 

And  voices  shont  with  glee — 
And  heroes  dead  will  rise  again. 

Their  glorious  land  to  see. 
From  every  laud  the  crowds  will  come 

To  see  us  here  so  gay. 
And  drums  will  beet  for  marching  feet. 

On  the  nation's  holiday. 
Choms  :    Uncle  Sam  is  brave  and  free^ 
In  his  glorions  liberty , 
Every  voice  may  well  rejoice — 
For,  Uncle  Sam  is  brave  and  firee  ! 

The  eagle  tvH  of  majesty 

Above  ue  ever  sways 
Beside  the  bright  and  starry  flag 

Witti  which  the  rephjT  plays : 
Tbe  soul  is  filled  with  mem'riea  noV 

Of  every  noble  man 
Who  foq^  a  hundred  years  ago 

For  straggling  "  Uncle  Sam. 

The  drums  are  beating  with  delight, 

The  trumpet  sounds  ase  strong. 
The  people  shont  and  ran  about 

In  one  rejoicing  throng  : 
Our  flag  has  braved  a  bundled  yeuil. 

Twill  brave  a  hundred  more. 
And  live  for  future  patriots 

To  cherish  and  adore. 


Ohoras. 


It  was  on  a  Saturday  night 

That  we  started  a  company, 
AnA  elected  Anthony  Wright 

Onr  Captain  for  to  be. 
He  accepted  office  with  th^nkn, 

And  appointed  us  pioneers 
For  to  march  in  front  of  the  ranks. 

In  tbe  Hoolahan  Musketeers. 

CnoBcs.  "" 

We  marched  Uke  goldiers  tbroagh  th«  street, 

With  our  new  flags  flying  so  gay. 
And  bate  the  time  wid  both  onr  feet. 

While  the  band  did  sweetly  play  : 
From  windows  high  the  girls  did  look 

And  they  smiled  at  the  Pioneers, 
And  then  their  handkerchiefs  they  shook 

At  tbe  Hoolahan  Musketeers. 

To  the  guests  invited  we  gave 

All  the  prizes  to  carry  round. 
And  at  nine  o'clock  we  did  lave 

For  to  go  to  the  shooting  groimd. 
Where  we  stopped  for  two  hours  or  more. 

And  we  toasted  the  Pioneers, 
Had  eating  and  drinking  galore. 

Did  the  Hoolahan  Musketeers  !  Ohoms. 

But  when  we  got  back  to  the  ward. 

It  was  then  we  felt  light  and  gay,  ' 

And  our  Captain  flourished  bis  sword, 

While  the  crowd  did  lave  the  way  : 
At  Monahon's  we  broke  up  then. 

And,  faith  !  we  gave  three  hearty  cheers 
.  For  the  officers  and  the  men 

In  the  Hoolahan  Musketeers  !  Chorus. 


Oar  Girls. 

StBio-CoMio  Bono.       Worda  and  Mnalo  by  J.  P.  Bkelly- 
Copyrigbt    1S78  br  S.  B.  Harding. 


Orir  boys  are  the  talk  of  the  day. 

By  every  one  landed  and  cheered  : 
They  have  them  writ  up  in  a  play. 

So  much  to  their  cotintry  endeared.' 
But  what  will  become  of  our  girls? 
Of  them  they  say  nothing  at  alL 
They  make  a  great  noise  in  the  praise  of  our  fcoys. 
But  onr  girls  they  are  better  than  all  1 
Chorus  :    Our  girls  are  bright  and  gay,  ^ 

You'll  see  them  every  day 
With  golden  tresses  and  pull-back  dresses. 
While  strolling  down  Broadway  : 
And  in  the  shop  and  store. 
You'll  see  as  many  more 
With  joyous  faces  and  charming  graces, 
The  girls  that  we  adore  ! 

Our  girls  are  as  sweet  as  can  be, 

Each  one  has  a  obarm  of  her  own  : 
Their  manners  are  lively  and  free. 

And  the  boys  ne'er  oafl  let  them  alone. 
I'm  sure  they're  the  pride  of  the  laud. 

Every  where  from  the  East  to  the  West : 
If  you  seek  for  a  wife  to  gladen  your  life, 

Yon  will  find  that  oxir  girls  are  the  best. 

1     ,  Our  girl^.  to. 

Onr  girls  give  w  fionMge  to  toil. 

And  help  ns  with  comisel  and  care  : 
They  wash,  and  they  bake,  and  they  boil. 

And  sometimes  our  garments  repair. 
They  sew  and  they  sing  ail  the  day. 

And  they  make  as  our  breakfast  and  tea  '■ 
If  girls  we  had  none,  we'd  lose  all  our  tan. 

And  a  poor,  loaely  worid  this  would  be ! 

I  Our  girl^  Ao. 

Ii«   !■!    ■■ 

Why  are  cnicidea  the  most  suooessfnl  people  in 
the  world  ?— Because  they  always  aocomplish  their 
own  ends. 

A  bad  habit  to  get  into  is  any  habit  for  which  a 
BMu  owes  his  tailor. 


Deep  Bloe  Eyes. 

Words  by  Geo.  Blrdaaja.  M atle  by  3.  W.  Orosohel. 

Oepjrigbt    187S,  by  E  B.  Bardlng. 


Oh  !  what  glowing  beauty  liea  ■; '   ^  v; '  ■ 

Hidden  in  those  deep  blue  eyes !        •  ?.    . 
'Neath  the  trailing,  trembliitt;  lash       .      ': 
Mischiefs  merry  ligbtuings  fliash,        ,' '  "  ^  -:^: 
Mischiefs  merry  lightnings  flash, 
And  with  gleams  of  joy  control  heart  and  soul : 
And  with  gleams  of  joy  control  heart  and  souL 

If  mock  anger  there  should  glide, 

And  you  grieving  leave  her  side, 

Let  them  sparkle,  let  them  smile, 

Where  have  fled  your  frowns  the  while?    - 

Where  have  fled  your  frowns  the  while  ? 

Oh !  those  eyes  may  e'er  control  heart  and  soul 

Oh  !  those  eyes  may  e'er  control  heart  and  soul, 

Who  can  help  bine  eyes  to  love, 

Tho'  that  love  in  vain  may  prove  7      ,.    , . 

Who  that  live  but  know  their  powei;    ^^  '. 

Wielded  since  the  world's  first  hoiur,  . ,,'. 

Wielded  since  the  world's  first  hour? 

Oh  I  those  eyes  may  e'er  control  heart  and  soul ; 

Oh  I  those  eyas  may  e'er  control  heart  and  souL 


Baobbd  Bona. 


Hold  the  Fort! 

Br  p.  p.  BlUs  k  In  V.  aaakay. 


Ho !  my  comrades,  see  the  signal 

Waving  in  the  sky  I  ■•  /' 

Reinforcements  now  appearing; 

Victory  is  nigh  !  '      '  '■■    '• 

Chorus  :     "  Hold  the  fort !  for,  I  am  eoming,* 
Jesus  signals  still. 
Wave  the  answer  back  to  Heaven— 
"By  thy  grace  we  wilL" 

See  the  mighty  host  advancing;     , 

Saturn  leading  on : 
Mighty  men  nround  ns  falling,     ■'. 

Courage  almost  gone. 


Ohoms. 
Chorus. 


See  the  glorious  banner  waving 

Hear  the  bugle  blow  : 
In  our  Leader's  name  we'll  triomph 

Over  every  foe. 

Fierco  nud  long  the  battle  ragea,  -     r 

But  our  Help  is  near  : 
Onward  comew  our  Great  Commander.  ^ 

Cheer,  my  comrades,  cheer  I  Ohoms. 


Man  the  Lift  Boat  I 

By  Henry  BaaaalL 


Man  the  life  boat !  man  the  lifSs  bOftt ! 

Help  !  ns  yon  ship  is  lost ; 
Miiu  the  life  boat  j  man  the  life  boat  I 

See  how  she's  tempest-tossed  ; 
No  humiin  power,  in  such  an  hoar, 

Tbe  pUlaut  bark  can  save. 
Her  mHiumost's  gone,  and  harrying  on. 

She  seeks  a  watery  grave 

Mnu  the  life  boat !  man  the  life  boat  I 

Sc^e  the  dreadful  signal  flies  : 
Ha  !  she  has  struck,  and  Ax>m  the  rook    . 

Di'KlNiiriug  shouts  arise  ; 
And  Olio  there  stands  and  wring!  his  hands, 
'^  Amidst  the  tempest  wild —  -« 

For,  on  the  beach  he  cannot  reach 

He  sees  his  wife  and  child.  ,'  ;  , 

Life-saving  ark !  yon  doomed  bark 

Immortal  souls  doth  bear : 
Not  gems,  nor  gold,  nor  wealth  ontoid. 

But  men,  brave  men,  are  there !  ^. 

Oh  !  speed  the  life  boat,  speed  the  lif^  bett, 

O  God  !  their  efibrts  crown  I 
She  dashes  on— the  ship  is  gone 

Full  lorty  fathoms  down. 

Ah  !  sec  !  the  crew  are  struggling  now, 

Amidst  the  billows'  roar  ; 
They're  iu  the  boat,  they're  all  afloat, 

Hurrah  !  they've  gained  the  shore. 
BlesR  the  life  boat !  bless  the  life  boat  I 

O  thou'lt  hear  onr  prayer — 
Bless  the  life  boat  <  bless  the  life  boat ! . 

No  longer  we'll  despair. 


«IP 


■■^.^^■^,  -■ 


TII£     SlMOeRS'    JOtJRMAL.. 


tot 


■*t 


Patrick  Shaehan. 

Stfttt  Batlad,  hj  Cbarlea  J,  Kiokman. 


My  name  is  Pfttriok  Slwehan, 

My  years  are  thirty-foan  -;  ;    ^V ;?  ,^' 

Tipperary  is  my  native  pkoe^  . .' 

Not  far  from  Galtymoire  ;     .- 
I  came  of  honest  pRrenta — 

But  now  they're  lying  low— '■ 
And  many  a  pleasant  day  I  spant  .i'  • .. ' 

In  the  Glen  of  Aherlow.  >  V ; 

My  father  died,  I  doeed  his  eye« 

Otdside  our  cabin-door — 
The  landlord  and  the  sheriff  too 

Were  there  the  day  before — 
And  then  my  loving  mother,  _,.  : 

And  sisters  three  also, 
Were  forced  to  go  with  broken  hearts 

From  the  Glen  of  Aherlow. 

For  three  long  months,  in  seerch  of  woric, 

I  wandered  far  and  near  ; 
I  went  then  to  the  poor-honse 

For  to  see  my  mother  dear  ; 
The  news  I  heard  nigh  broke  my  heart, 

But  still,  in  all  my  woe, 
I  blessed  the  friends  who  made  their  grarea 

In  the  Glen  of  Aherlow. 

Bereft  of  home,  and  kith,  and  kin —        c " 

With  plenty  all  around — 
I  starved  within  my  cabin,        ;■■;:'>{ 

And  slept  upon  the  ground ;      '    '■'■■■■':.'.' 
But  cruel  as  my  lot  was, 

I  ne'er  did  hardship  know, 
'Till  I  joined  the  English  army. 

Far  away  from  Aherlow. 

"Rouse  up  there,"  says  the  Corpocal, 

"  You  lazy  Hirish  hound, 
Why  don't  you  hear,  yon  sleepy  dog. 

The  call  •  to  arms '  sound  7 
Alas,  I  had  been  dreaming 

Of  days  long,  long  ago, 
I  woke  before  Sebastopol, 

And  not  in  Aherlow. 

I  groped  to  find  my  musket — 
How  dark  I  thought  the  ni^it,    ■ 

0  blessed  God,  it  was  not  dark. 
It  was  the  broad  daylight ! 

And  when  I  found  that  I  was  blind^ 
My  tears  began  to  flow, 

1  longed  for  even  a  pauper's  gnTB 
In  the  Glen  of  Aherlow. 

O  blessed  Virgin  Mary, 

Mine  is  a  mournful  tale, 
A  poor  blind  prisoner  here  I  am,        ; 

In  Dublin's  dreary  jail ; 
Struck  blind  within  the  trenches. 

Where  I  never  feared  the  foe  ; 
And  now  Fll  never  see  again  . 

My  own  sweet  Aherlow  ! 

A  poor  neglected  mendicant 

I  wandered  through  the  street, 
My  nine  mooths'  pension  now  being  ooi^ 

I  beg  from  all  I  meet 
As  I  j<Hned  my  country's  tyrants,      ;  .  ^ 

My  faoe  TH  never  show 
Avnnna  the  Und  old  neighbors, 

Dit£e  Qlen  of  Aherlow. 

Tivga  Irish  youths — dear  countrymen — 

Take  heed  of  what  I  say. 
For  if  yon  join  the  English  ranks  - 

Toall  sorely  rue  the  day  : 
And  whenever  yoa  are  tempted 

A  soldiering  to  so. 
Bemember  poor  bund  Sheehan 

Of  the  Glen  of  Aheriow. 


Catch. 

Moaio  mi  E  B'  Htrdlng'a. 


When  a  good  housewife  sees  a  rat 
In  a  trap  in  the  momiug  taken. 

With  pleasures  her  heart  goes  pitte-pitte-pat. 
For  revenge  of  Ioks  of  bacon  : 

Then  she  throws  it  to  the  dog  or  cat, 
To  be  worried,  eat  or  shaken. 

"niM  shs  throws  it, 


Take  thii  Letter  to  my  Xothar. 

Word!  and  Mnaic  by  Will  8.  Hajs. 

The  Mnaic  of  thia  anng  la  pnblith*d  by  J  L.  PeWrs, 

am  Broadway,  Maw  York.  Ptlo*  Xft  Mata 


Take  this  letter  to  my  mother,     <?  A;-  •;     Iv, '- 
Far  across  the  deep  blue  sea  :         , ; " . .:/:'.  '■■':■ 
It  will  fill  her  heart  with  pleesoie,      >;•  ,- '. 

She'll  be  glad  to  hear  from  me  :  ;^     ■  -c 

How  she  wept  when  last  we  parted —         .  ^    •  '• 

How  her  heart  was  filled  with  pain,        *"■ 
When  she  she  said  :  "  Good-bye,  Qod  bless  you  I 
*  We  may  never  meet  again." 
Choms  :    Take  this  letter  to  my  mother,    , 
Far  across  the  deep  blue  sea  J 
:'-  "■        It  will  fill  her  heart  with  pleasure^ 
She'll  be  glad  to  bear  fh>m  msw 

Take  this  letter  to  my  mother,  '^  ' 

It  will  fill  her  heart  with  joy  :  -- 

Tell  her  that  her  prayers  are  answered. 

God  protects  her  absent  boy  ; 
Tell  her  to  be  glad  and  cheerful, 

Pray  for  me  where'er  I  roam. 
And,  ere  long,  I'll  turn  my  footsteps 

Back  towards  my  dear  old  home. 

Take  this  letter  to  my  mother. 

It  is  filled  with  words  of  love : 
If  on  earth  I'll  never  meet  her, 

Tell  her  that  we'll  meet  above. 
Where  there  is  no  hour  of  parting, 

AH  is  peace  and  love  and  joy  : 
God  will  bless  my  dear  old  mother, 

And  protect  her  only  boy. 


Choms. 


C9u>niB, 


-»«*-< 


What  Should  Kake  Thee  Sad,  My  DaxUng? 

What  should  make  thee  sad,  my  darlingf  . 
Why  those  pearly  tears  I  see  ?  J: 

Have  I  caused  one  thought  of  sorrow  ? 
Have  I  not  been  kind  to  thee  7 

By  the  stars  that  sbiue  above  us,  ,    .■' 

By  their  wondrous  mystery. 

By  this  heart  that  beats  within  me, 
Still  I  love  thee,  love  but  thee. 
Chobcs. 

What  should  make  thee  sad,  my  dariingf 
^Mjy  those  pearly  tears  I  see? 

Have  I  caused  one  thought  of  sorrow  ? 
Have  I  not  been  kind  to  thee  ?  s. 


O'er  the  bosom  of  the  ocean. 

Shall  the  sea-bird  cease  to  rove. 
Son  and  stars  shall  cease  their  motioo. 

Wind  and  clouds  forget  to  move, 
"Ere  my  love  for  thee  shall  falter. 

Or  my  faith  forgotten  be — 
All  things  else  ou  earth  may  alter. 

Still  I'll  love  thee,  love  but  thee. 

Joyfully,  when  first  I  found  thee. 

Bowed  my  soul  at  love's  behest : 
Now  when  sorrows  gather  round  me^  ;  ' 

Thou  alone  canst  make  me  blest : 
Be  my  heart  thy  throne  for  ev«r. 

Let  all  tears  forgotten  be  : 
Weal  or  woe  estrange  us  never, 

gtm  I  love  thee,  love  but  thee. 


Qionis. 


Adieu !  Qood-lTight. 


Ae. 


Whilst  o'er  the  waters'  bosom  riding,    »•        ^ 

Led  by  the  moon's  bright  silver  ray. 
My  bark,  its  midnight  course  soit  gliding,    . 

Bears  me,  love,  from  thy  amH  awav:  ^ 

But  ere  the  smiles  of  mom  break  on  tnee. 

Ere  the  return  of  day  glows  bright. 
Think  of  the  bark  that  bears  me  from  thee. 

Still  think  me  thine — Adieu !  Good  night  1 

Oh!  cease  thy  anguish,  lovely  maiden,    •  ,  ■  ,- 

Sorrow  not  because  we  sever  :  '; .     ,'  > 

My  heart  idudl  constant  rest  nnghaken,  .-.—;'. 

'Till  we  meet  to  part,  love,  never  : 
Oh  I  dry  those  eyes— those  tears,  love,  gtievt  me. 

Still  sacred  are  the  vows  I  idight : 
Mourn  not  my  absence,  still  beluve  me 

¥m  ewtlBte-AttwI  Owwl  night  1 


JThe  Bloat  in  the  Uliter  Coat 

By  W.  a.  C.  Air :    Pull  dowB  Um  BMad. 


Oh  !  lahies  and  gentlemen,  list  for  a  vhile. 
And  111  sing  you  a  ditty  in  modem  style  ; 
The  sabjiect  will  be  the  ^onng  men  of  the  day. 
And  thfW  habit  of  dressing  in  a  curious  wny. 
They  stand  on  the  comer  m  long  ulster  coHts, 
And  ars  known  to  the  wise  ones  ns  pemiiless  bloats  ; 
Ttmz  few  pence  is  spent  in  flash  ootUrs  and  ties. 
While  in  debt  to  poor  shopmen  they're  up  t«  their  ejes. 

Cbobcb. 
Yes,  such  is  the  bloat  with  the  vMet  coat, 
Who  makes  an  appearanoe  as  though  one  of  note  : 
And  stands  on  the  comer  with  a  nasty  cbtvoot, 
And  is  known  to  the  boys  as  a  woithkas  galoot 

They  carry  a  oane  of  the  cheapest  bamboo, 
And  sail  through  the  streets  with  hardly  a  shoe  ; 
With  quite  the  appearance  of  a  person  of  note, 
All  bundled  up  tight  in  a  long  bliuiket  ooat 
Of  small  talk  tbey  have  a  ready  supplv. 
And  none  of  them  falter  at  telling  a  he ; 
But  if  in  a  row  they  should  happtsu  to  get. 
They 're^ the  first  ones  to  dust  from  the  scene  yoa  can  bet. 
Yes,  such  is  the  bloat,  Ao. 


the! 


Now  thene's  one  thing  to  me  seems  rather  qneer. 

To  the  fair  sex  these  penniless  guys  seem  quite  dear ; 

For,  uo  matter  where  one  turns  one's  feet. 

These  fellows  with  fair  ones  they're  sure  to  mset 

Now  why  this  is  ?  I  do  not  know, 

Except  for  the  purpose  of  making  a  show  ; 

Yet  I'm  oonvinced  that  some  of  them  plan 

The  meetings  with  these  fellows  to  oatoh  a  rich  man. 

SpcAen :    Not  supposing  that— 

Yes,  soch  is  the  bloat,  A& 

And  now  let  na  at  their  homes  take  a  peep. 
When  good  folks  are  working,  not  going  to  sleep ; 
There  seated  iu  chain  with  the  bottoms 

crushed  through. 
Are  samples  of  earth's  fairest  creatures,  just  two  : 
The  mother  and  sister  in  plainest  attire, 
Working  with  might  by  a  poorly  fed  fire  ;  _ 
While  loafing  the  streets  is  that  worthless  one. 
Whom  'twould  be  sheer  dishonor  to  name  as  a  son. 
Yes,  such  is  the  bloat,  in. 


O'Rooney,  Doum  the  Glim ! 

^  rHttan  and  Ooropoaad  br  Jnku  T.  Oaaay 
80Dg  by  Jack  EagaD. 


My  name  is  Pat  O'Rooney, 

1  oame  from  Wicklow  ! 
I  live  way  down  in  Cherry  Street, 

In  ^e  old  Fourth  Ward  below  ! 
At  n^t  when  I  come  home  from  work 

Along  with  Brother  Tim, 
The  beys  all  crv  as  I  pam  by  : 

"O'Rooney,  Douse  the  Glim  !" 
Chobcs. 
They  yell  out :  "  Pat,  go  block  your  hat, 

Go  get  your  pants  took  iu  !" 
But  ttie  woKt  of  all  is  when  they  bowl — 

"O'Eooney,  Douse  the  Glim  ! ' 

There  is  a  young  man  works  with  me, 

Who  hangs  out  with  the  gang  ; 
He  wears  tight  pants  and  goes  to  a  danoe. 

And  uses  the  latent  slang. 
He  t«llfc  me  for  to  nmoke  fl<'gAn 

And  give  the  pipe  to  him  ; 
If  I  r^msA,  he  says  I  lose, 

Aud  tells  mcto  "  Douse  the  Glim."      ChoriH. 

When  I  come  home  from  work  at  night, 

I  go  out  to  take  a  walk — 
The  gang  upon  the  comer  cry  : 

"  Here  comes  the  galoot  from  Cork  f 
They  ask  me  for  a  loan  of  my  hat. 

To  have  a  race  around  the  rim  ; 
I  make  no  reply,  and  then  they  cry ; 


'  O'Eooney,  Douse  the  Glim  i" 

I  went  down  to  that  Station  House, 

To  have  the  racket  stopped  ; 
To  try  and  get  the  gang  broke  up 

And  get  the  leaders  copped. 
The  Oaptain  said  it  wouldn't  take. 

The  fang  was  solid  with  him — 
As  I  passed  out  some  one  did  shout~ 
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There  was  ft  Btrango  doom  attnchcd  to  the  house  of 
the  BIftrgnives  of  Adlersbol,  few  of  whom  had  ever 
been  succeeded  by  heirs  in  the  direct  liue.  Those 
who  had  searched  theannnls  of  the  fauiily,  through 
a  long  line  of  aDcestorB,  had  ascertained  the  8tart- 
ling  £\ct  that,  although  some  of  the  Mturgravee  had 
left  Beoond  or  third  sous  to  inherit  their  lands,  no 
eldest  son  had  as  yet  been  known  to  wear  his  father^ 
title  after  his  death.  By  some  naacoonntnble 
fatality,  the  eldest  sons  were  invariabh'cut  offiu 
(heir  youth,  and  always  by  a  violent  death,  ow'vDfi, 
in  most  cases,  to  their  own  unbridled  jiasHious. 
.  At  the  time  we  ullade  to — namely,  the  middle 
ages— at  which  period  the  liimily  wnn  onu  ot  the 
oldest  in  the  country,  the  rei»re80'itiitive  of  the  house 
of  Adlershof  was  the  Marpmvo  Luitbold.  Hj  wii-i 
a  man  somewhat  \m»\.  tlu^  prime  of  lil'>-,  Liit  ctiU 
very  handsome,  and  as  nu  enormitn>ly  vciUthy 
widower,  was  Rmiled  upon  by  many  n  fair  daniKel,  »>!i 
the  rare  occasions  of  his  appiitrance  nt  tin;  Emperor's 
court.  But  Luitbold  did  not  answer  to  their  wnilee, 
and  continued  living  in  his  riituvment  iiihisHtilon- 
did  feudal  castle  near  the  It.ilian  frontif  r  of  Cn  r- 
many,  cherishing  the  memory  of  his  lost  Ad"ri)'i(li:, 
and  solacing  his  widowhood  liy  bringing  np  their 
•on  with  the  most  pari  ntal  care. 

Emilian  grew  up  to  be  his  father's  piido:  yi  t  fre- 
quently when  the  Margrave  gazed  admiringly  :tt  hi^ 
manly  beauty — in  his  case  triUy  the  index  of  a  !,ood 
and  noble  heart— the  eye  would  Hiddeu  and  iii.-«  brow 
beoome  overcast  at  the  rece)llection  of  the  ilotmi  that 
bung  over  his  house.  With  the  foruthou<;ht  of  a 
tender  parent,  he  had  studioiisly  conoenled  fnom 
Emilian  this  peculiarity  of  their  r.iee  ;  his  tutor  Imd 
been  fortidden  to  mention  the  snbj«H:t  ;  and  not  the 
meanest  vassal  on  the  Margrave's  land  would  over 
have  thought  of  alluding  to  the  nimors  alloat  on 
the  subject,  in  the  hearing  of  the  brilliant  yotUh, 
who  was  beloved  by  all  for  his  excellent  qiialitics 
and  kindly  nature.  After  nil,  thol)estprovoutntive, 
thought  his  father,  against  the  dreadful  doom,  was 
first  of  all  to  gtiide  his  heart  towards  everything 
good  and  noble,  and  next  to  bestow  on  him  nil  the 
means  of  happiness  in  his  power.  Emilian  should 
follow  his  own  inclination  in  the  choice  of  his  wife — 
nay,  he  should  bent  liberty  to  select  a  maiden  of  the 
humblest  birth,  providing  she  was  virtuous  ;  and 
thus  having  removed  the  KtumLling  bloe-k  in  most 
youthful  careers,  namely,  thwarted  love,  he  hoj^ed 
to  avert  the  wrath  of  heaven. 

I^orsnact  to  this  system,  Emilian  no  .sooner  ex- 
pressed the  wish  to  travel  into  Italy,  tlian  his  father 
furnished  him  with  ample  means  to  visit  that 
country  ;  nay,  he  even  felt  relieved  that ,  his  son 
should  enter  upon  a  new  life,  as  it  were,  and  change 
the  current  of  the  gloomy  nnnnls  of  the  hon3fi  of 
Adlershof,  none  of  whose  Margraves  had  ever  left 
their  anoestrai  seat  for  foreign  travel,  except  to  at- 
tend their  sovereign  to  the  battle-tield. 

Three  years  flew  past,  during  which  Emilian  so- 
journed in  various  cities  in  Italy,  not,  however,  with- 
out sending  letters  and  messages  to  his  father, 
either  by  a  trusty  messenger,  or  through  the  channel 
of  some  traveller  about  to  return  from  Germany, 
and  who  would  vtillingly  go  a  few  leagues  out  of  his 
way  to  bring  news  of  his  nbecut  sou  to  the  hospi- 
table Margrave. 

Meantime  great  changes  had  taken  place  in  the 
Castle  of  Adlershof.  The  Margrave  had  married  a 
young  wife,  partly  becwse  he  found  himself  rather 
lonely  ever  since  his  boy  had  left  him  -partly  be- 
cause the  impression  of  the  family  doom  was  so 
strong  upon  him  at  times,  that  ho  thought  it  would 
be  very  consolatory  to  see  a  young  family  rising 
around  him.  But  more  than  either  of  lhe>;e  reasou.s, 
because  a  love  as  violent  as  it  was  sudden  had 
taken  irresistible  possession  ot  his  heart  <m  seeing 
the  widowed  Countess  Moutalcone  amongst  the  Em- 
press's ladies,  when  he  went  to  couvt  to  do  homage 
for  hia  lands.  The  yonnij  Italian  had  no  dower  but 
her  incomparable  benuty ;  but  so  snbjnj'ftted  was  the 
Margrave  by  her  peiiioual  charms  and  brilliant  wit, 
that  he  who  might  have  chosen  amongst  the  love- 
liest heiresses  of  Germany,  with  broad  acres  of  land 
and  nnim{>eacbable  rent  rolls,  was  hut  too  proud  and 
happy  that  the  j^nnfless  Countess  overlooked  the 
disparity  of  their  yeikrs,  and  condescended  to  accept 
him. 

Emilian  waa  '-•f  coi'trc  informed  of  his  father's  mar- 
riage, and  sent  brfck  his  heartfelt  congratulations. 


PeeHo^,  howerer,  no  luu^i  oallen  upon  to  letuiu 
home  OS  speedily  as  be  would  have  done  had  his 
fathej  remained  alone^Jie  prolonged  his  stay  for  a 
coui>lo  of  years  more,  at  the  end  of  which  time  he 
returned  to  Adlershof  C^tle. 

It  was  night  when  Emilian  reached  the  well- 
known  gates,  where  the  old  warder  welcomed  him 
with  sober  joy,  as  if  the  pleasuroof  seeing  his  young 
master  once  more  hod  l>eeu  dashed  by  some  un- 
known ctiuse.  J 

Emilian  found  his  father  altered  enough,  truly, 
nnd  more  aged  than  the  few  years  elapsed  since  he 
last  biw  hiux  could  possibly  warrant.  A  number  o{ 
silver  threads  mingled  with  his  still  abundant  head 
of  hair  ;  his  stalwart  form  was  boweil  as  if  inclining 
towards  the  tomb. 

For  the  iipft  few  months  the  son  felt  too  much 
awestruck  to  aslc  any  questions.  If  the  Margravo 
were  (bus  changed  by  mere  illness,  Emilian  feared 
il  iui>{lit  be  dangerous,  in  his  weakened  state,  to  let 
him  (-eo  how  much  he  was  shocked  at  his  altered  ap- 
pe:'.mne«  ;  while  if  tlfe  change  were  to  bo  attributed 
to  mentiJ  causes,  ho  scarcely  ventured  to  touch  too 
fibruptly  on  what  might  be  some  deep-seated  grief 
whieh  time  would  no  doubt  reveal.  Unconsciously, 
however,  he  addreased  his  father  in  the  softened 
tone  one  assumes  in  s|>eakiug  to  an  invalid,  or  to 
one  aiHictetL  But  whtu  they  sat  down  to  supper, 
shortly  after,  and  he  iierceived  there  were  only  two 
covers  on  the  table,  it  struck  him  as  so  strange  that 
thir  ilargravine,  whose  name  had  not  as  yet  been 
mentioned,  should  not  join  them  at  the  social  board 
<  >n  t  ho  day  of  his  long-expected  arrival,  that  he  could 
not  forbear  inquiring  whether  his  step-mother  were 
ill  tliat  she  did  not  make  her  api>earance  ? 

'Ill  ?"  echoed  the  Margrave,  slowly  ;  "not  ill 
that  I  know  of."  Theu,  as  if  Some  sudden  recollec- 
tion occurred  to  him»  he  added,  "Yes— yes,  she  is 
ill,  or  else  she  would  have  been  here  to  welcome 
you." 

The  old  attendant,  who  was  discharging  the  func- 
tion of  car\'er,  now  telegraphed  a  look  full  of  sad 
import  to  Emilian,  who  desisted  from  any  further 
questioning,  and  endeavored  to  talk  of  indiflferent 
matters  as  he  ate  his  meal,  though  ho  could  not  re- 
frain ever  and  anou  ftom  gazing  monrufally  at  his 
father. 

When  the  attendants  had  retired,  the  Margrave 
seemed  desirous  of  hearing  some  details  about  his 
son's  tmvels  ;  and  after  listening  with  intrest  to 
his  description  of  the  various  courts  he  had  visited, 
he  inquired  whether  he  had  not  lost  his  heart  to  any 
of  the  beauties  he  had  seen  abroad.  This  seemed  to 
awaken  painful  recollections  in  the  y(  ai>g  man's 
breast ;  but  after  a  slight  hesitation  as  if  relieved 
at  being  able  to  confide  his  troubles  to  a  sympa- 
thizing listener.  Emilian  related  that  he  had  indeed 
lost  his  heart  to  a  beautiful  Venetian,  whom  he  had 
seen  sitting  for  her  picture  in  the  studio  of  an  artist 
he  frequently  visited.  Being  intimate  with  the 
painter,  he  was  in  the  habit  of  entering  his  house  at 
(dl  hours,  and  had  thus  come  in  unexpectedly  on  the 
lady  whose  beauty  struck  hira  as  something  wonder- 
ful. Unfortunately,  the  artist  could  give  him  no 
clue  as  to  her  identity,  the  lady  evidently  seeking 
to  hide  either  a  title  or  a  noble  name  under  the 
simple  style  of  Signora  Sempronia,  by  which  only 
she  was  known  to  the  emment  master  who  im- 
mortiilized  her  features  on  canvas  ;  and  as  the  pic- 
ture was  fetched  away  a  few  days  after,  and  paid 
for,  and  the  lady  was  not  seen  again,  the  artist  con- 
cluded she  had  lefl  Venice.  All  Emilian's  eflforts 
to  trace  her  throughout  the  length  nnd  breadth  of 
Italy  had  proved  uuavaihng. 

"  Ah,  my  son,"  observed  the  Margrave,  as  if  un- 
consciously thinking  alond,  "these  fair  Italians  are 
often  dangerous  syrens.  Can't  you  turn  your 
heart  towards  the  daughters  of  any  other  country  ?" 

"These  seem  strange  words  from  j-ou,  father!' 
observed  Emilian,  much  struck  by  hearing  the  Mar- 
grave speak  in  such  terms. 

"  I  would  not  thwart  your  inolinatioa*i,  boy — do 
not  think  it,"  cried  the  Margrave,  as  if  suddenly 
recollecting  his  resolution  never  to  attempt  to 
sway  his  son's  nffeodons.  "Find  this  maideu  if 
you  can— ay,  and  marry  her  too.  Will  jou  set 
out  on  ft  fresh  search  'f  Yon  have  my  full  consent 
to  do  so." 

The  more  Emilian  listened  to  his  father,  the  more 
be  felt  convinced,  from  th<»  occasional  incoherence 
of  his  speech,  th  d  srme  deop-sfrited  rrief  had  nu- 
hiuged  his  mind-     He  therefore  abstuinad  from 
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plans  or  wishes,  and  restricted  himself  to  the  part  of 
an  observer,  but  failed  in  being  able  to  discover 
anything  that  evening. 

On  the  morrow  and  few  days  following,  the  Mar- 
grave's son  had  still  further  occasion  to  observe 
that  a  great  change  had  taken  place  in  the  home  of 
his  childhood,  'rhe  Margrave  had  grown  melan- 
choly beyond  the  hope  of  cure,  was  frequently 
absent  in  manner,  and  he,  once  so  strong  in  mind 
as  well  as  in  body,  often  started  at  the  slightest 
noise.  But  stranger  than  all,  the  Margmvine  never 
made  her  appeamnce,  nor  was  she  alluded  to  as  if 
in  existence.  In  vain  Emilian  endeavored  to  dmw 
the  domestics  into  some  disclosure,  more  indeed  by 
inquiring  looks  than  direct  questions  :  all  were  im- 
I>euetmble  as  the  sphinx,  nnd  the  mysterj',  what- 
ever it  might  be,  seemed  to  baffle  nil  his  attempts 
at  obtaining  a  solution. 

Stimetimcs  he  asked  himself  doubtingly  whether 
he  had  been  misinfomied  as  to  his  father's  mar- 
riage !  But  then  he  n«  often  recalled  to  mind  timt 
he  had  received  a  letter  auuouuciug  the  fact,  in  the 
Margrave's  own  handwriting.  Then  the  equally 
improbable  question  would  occur,  whether  the 
beautiful  Margravine  had  died,  and  grief  for  her 
loss  occasioned  tliose  eccentricities  he  ^d  ob8er\'ed 
in  his  father?  But  in  such  a  case,  why  this  mys- 
tery? There  seemed,  at  least,  no  possible  solu- 
tion to  the  enigma,  supposing  the  Margravine  to  be 
living,  except  that  some  levity  on  her  part,  which 
the  difference  of  age  between  the  husband  and  wife 
rendered  prolmble,  bad  caused  an  estrangement, 
leading  to  a  sepamtion,  which  might  naturally  prey 
on  the  mind  of  a  man  so  deeply  enamoured,  as  the 
Margrave  had  evidently  been,  of  his  beautiful  bride. 

These  numerous  structures  which  Emilian  so 
busily  rai.sed  iu  his  imagination  were,  however, 
I)resently  knocked  down  by  the  information  brought 
by  his  own  servant,  who  hail  acquired  it  through 
the  indiscretion  of  one  of  the  chamber-maids,  that 
the  Mari^vavine  lived  in  the  castle,  but  iu  utter  se- 
clusion, -and,  indeed,  as  it  was  nunored,  under 
lock  and  key,  like  a  prisoner.  The  castle  was  an 
old,  mmbling  building,  of  vast  extent,  with  several 
inner  coiu-ts  nnd  gardens  ;  and  the  portion  said  to 
be  allotted  to  the  Margravine's  use  was  that  usually 
denominated  the  cloisters,  as  having  been  formerly 
a  portion  of  a  monastery,  round  which  the  rtst  of 
the  structure  had  been  raised,  and  which  was  solidly 
closed  in  by  its  massive  gates. 

The  next  time  the  Margrave  spoke  to  him  of 
Sempronia,  with  a  view,  as  he  thought,  of  urging 
him  to  depart  and  go  in  search  other,  he  answered 
that  he  w  as  only  waiting  to  pay  his  re^)ects  to  the 
Margravine  before  he  took  his  departure. 

The  Margrave's  brow  became  overcast.  "Boy," 
said  ho,  feverishlj',  "it  were  better  you  never 
saw  her !"  Then,  as  if  repenting  he  had  said 
this  much,  he  hastily  added,  "  Cleofa  lives  in  great 
retirement— she  does  not  like  the  presence  of 
strangers  ;  and— 6hnll  I  confess  it,  my  dear  son?— 
nt  the  time  she  loved  your  father,  she  deemed  him 
younger  than  he  was,  and  consequently,  that  his 
sou  A  as  only  of  tlio  age  of  one  of  our  little  pages." 

.Viid  the  IMargrave  made  a  faint  attempt  at  a 
siekiv  «-niilo. 

"  i  understand,"  said  Emilian,  apparently  relin- 
quishing all  wish  nf  seeing  her  ;  while  his  father 
added  the  hope  that,  by  the  next  time  he  returned, 
Cleofa  would  perhaps  have  grown  more  reason.able. 
A  weight  seemed  now  to  be  taken  off  Emilians's 
heart.  Then-  apjieared  to  be  some  Utile  leaven  of  a 
stepmother's  aiitieipnted  dislike  of  her  stepson  ;  but 
this,  he  hoped,  v.nsall.  Nor  could  he  conceive  why 
his  father  .'lioid.l  l)c  so  unhappj'  about  a  trifle. 
When  he  was  alone,  however,  once  more,  he  recalled 
the  tone  of  terror  iu  which  his  father  hod  said,  "It 
were  better  you  never  ."^iw  her  ! '  nnd  the  demon  of 
curiosity  prompted  him  to  endeavor  to  gratify  his 
wish  of  beholding  her,  unknown  to  the  Margravine, 
if  it  were  only  to  nnderstnnd  what  was  the  mys- 
teri-ns  danger  lik<4y  to  accrre  from  seeing  her, 
which  his  father  seemed  to  dread. 

From  his  knowledge  of  the  castle  this  was  not 
very  diflieult  to  manage  ;  and  af  era  few  days  spent 
in  prudently  conducted  researclies,  ho  ascertained 
that  he  could  burrow  his  way  tlirongh  a  partially 
ruiiiOil  underground  pasnage.  tnto  a  cell,  probably 
Used  n.-i  T  jirison  for  refractory  mciikii,  tecnviut; 
)i>!lit  throu-h  an  opening  Be?iiied  with  iitm  I  rs. 
tlmt  overliMi!:*.!   what  lutd   bfaOOine  a  ohatmiug 
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f^iu'deu  in  tho  procoss  of  centnri<H!,  since  the  religioun 
iuliiibitauts  bad  been  replaced  by  the  secular  ones, 
but  which  used,  no  doubt,  to  be  a  barren  enclosure. 

Hariug  taken  up  his  poet  in  this  observatory,  at 
the  hourhe  judyed  from  his  father's  movementato 
be  tho  »)ue  when  tho  Mai^Tavino  was  in  the  habit  of 
taking  the  nir,  Emiliuu  vuitad  impatiently  for  tho 
lady  to  make  her  apuearaoce  ;  and  when,  at  last, 
the  rnstlin^  of  her  silken  dress  gave  token  of  her 
approiMdi,  he  cast  a  hurried  glance  through  the 
grating  as  she  passed  near  the  wnlL  But  what  words 
can  describe  tue  joy,  the  astonishment  that  thrilled 
his  every  uerve  as  with  electric  commotion,  on  be- 
holding, instead  of  the  expected  Margravine,  the 
exquisite  foiin  au4  nnforgotten  countenance  of  the 
fair  vision  he  had  seen  at  tiie  Venetian  painter's  ? 

"Sempronia!"  ejaculated  be  in  ecstacy;  "do 
my  eyes  deceive  me  ?    How  came  you  hither  ?" 

The  beautiful  apparition  raised  her  head.  There 
vras  a  slight  start,  and  a  flush,  and  then  suddenly, 
her  face  assumed  an  expression  of  deep  despondency, 
as  she  replied,  "Not  Sempronia,  but  Gleofa  !  I  am 
the  K'largravine  of  Aldershof !" 

"Say  not  so,"  resumed  the  impetuous  young 
man  ;  "  this  is  only  to  try  me  !    You  cannot  be — " 

"  I  am  the  Margrave's  wift  T  interrupted  she,  in 
a  solemn  tone. 

You  drive  me  to  despair !'  exclaimed  Eiftihan. 
How  could  you " 

"Hush*  said  the  lady.  "  I  may  fed  pity— may 
regret— but  what  is  done  is  done!  Besides,  how 
could  I  know  yon  loved  me  ?" 

Emilian  felt  this  to  be  the  truth  ;  "Still  ho  was  fit 
to  dash  his  bead  ttgainst  the  iron  bars  that  separated 
him  from  Sempronia,  or  rather  Cleofa,  like  some 
poor  captive  bird  impatient  at  his  cape. 

"But  why  are  you  secluded  hero  in  this  living 
tomb  ?"  asked  Emilian,  after  a  panso, 

"Your  father  is  jealous,"  K'plied  she,  slightly 
shrugging  her  shoulders. 

"  Oh  !  he  shalt  be  compelled  to  do  you  justice," 
cried  Emilian.  "You  shall  be  rescued  from  this 
state  of  captivity  before  1  leave  the  cuatla— for  I  see 
now  why  my  father  wishes  me  gone  ;— and  then, 
Sempronia,  I  will  exile  myself  for  ever." 

"  For  heaven's  sake,  retir^-  or  we  mav  be  over- 
heard," said  Cleofa ;  "  and  let  not  your  mtlier  bun- 
pect  that  I  am  the  object  of  your  ill-starred  aftVictiou  ! 
Qo,  Emilian— go!"  added  she  in  a  voice  of  melting 
softness,  as  if  pity  f(jr  him  rather  than  herself  was 
the  predominant  feeling  of  her  heart. 

It  U  impossible  to  express  the  state  of  bewilder- 
ment into  which  Emiliun  was  thrown  by  this  fatal 
discovery.  It  Was  as  if  years  had  i»ssed  over  him, 
in  as  many  moments,  and  withered  his  heart.  Nor 
would  his  excessive  grief  have  escaped  his  father's 
notice,  tad  not  the  Margmve  beeif  so  entirely  WTiipt 
in  his  o«'u  mouniful  contemplations. 

"  No,"  said  Emilian  to  himself,  after  loiip;  reflec- 
tion —"  I  will  not  eutrotit  my  father  on  her  behalf. ' 
Jealous  as  ha  is  (hat  wouhl  only  be  rousing  his  " 
suspicions.  I  will  myself  rescue  her  from  her  prison, 
and  conduct  hbr  to  a  place  of  safety,  and  then  I 
will  go  ii^to  foreign  service,  and  get  killed  iu  the 
wars." 

Having  adopt©*!  this  deterniiuiitioii,  Kmiliau 
wrote  a  letter  to  tho  Margciviup,  offerin;:;  to  facilitate 
her  escape  by  filing  hWy  thfe  bare  ol  tho  opening 
that  gave  light  to  the  cell,  when  she  would  be  able, 
with  his  aiidistimce,  to  enter  t^o  underground  pass- 
age, and  emerge  from  thepreeinetsfif  the  eoKtle  to  a 
sJk*  whero  he  would  hiive  £oi5ro.s  in  readiness  to 
conduct  her  whither  she  pleased  ;  protesting  lU  the 
same  time  that  he  wovJd  forget  that  she  had  been 
Sempronia  to  him,  nml  that  he  would  never  ofieud 
her  ears  bj'  ft  single  word  that  should  romitul  her  he 
lixikod  nijon  Iter  otherwise  than  as  the  Murgrave's 
wife. 

r  ^!ie  letter  he  fastened  to  a  stous,  and  took  with 
him  on  Ihc  mottnw;  as  Wb  rcjmired  to  the  under, 
ground  pasisage,  at  th^  hour  bo  hoped  Cleofa 
would  W  takibg  tlM-nir.  Khe  was  not  visible,- how- 
ever ,'  flo  he  was  reduced  to  the  necessity  of  flinging 
it  through  tho  grating  into  the  garden,  hoping  she 
would  pick  it  up  when  she  came  forth  to  walk. 
Again  he  returned  the  next  day,  and  the  day  aftejv 
but  he  saw  her  not,  and  concluded  *ht\t  Lis  father 
must  have  watch^  him  when  flinging  the  letter  into 
the  garden,  and  that  the  fair  cajitive'ii  liourti  ior 
taking  exerciae  had  been  ohanged.  Emil  nn  now 
wrote  another  letter,  nifcrely  cootaininy  thes?. 
words  ;-»- 


"Try  and  send  me  an  answer — not  a  written  one, 

as  that  might  be  dangerous ;  any  token  you  can 
contrive  to  convey  to  me  will  suflfice  to  give  me  to 
imdoiBtand  that  you  ooodeecend  to  accept  my  ■»• 
sistance." 

This  letter  was  despatched  in  the  same  maunpr 
as  the  former  one. 

Emilian  had  rightly  conjectured  that  the  Margra- 
vine had  been  seen  reading  his  letter,  which  she  had 
carefully  dsstroyed,  and  hence  her  hours  of  ex»ciae 
had  "beeiD  observed  ;  and,  more  sedoos  still, '  tho 
man  foimd,  on  again  visiting  the  onderground  pas- 
sage, that  masons  had  been  at  work,  and  began  to 
>vall  up  the  window,  his  only  means  of  communica- 
tion with  the  beautiful  captive. 

The  Margravine,  however,  put  a  grave  face  on 
the  matter ;  and  when  the  warder  unlocked  the 
door  for  her  to  enter  the  garden  a  day  or  two  $Jler, 
she  said  to  him,  "  By  all  that's  holy,  I  entrejft  you 
to  bid  your  young  master  not  to  trouble  bimwlf 
about  me.  He  wiJl  only  incur  his  father's  displea- 
sure.   Tell  him  I  am  resigned  to  my  captivity." 

The  warder,  who  was  much  attached  to  Em^liao, 
gave  a  significant  nod,  as  much  as  to  say  he  would 
do  so. 

"  And  pray,  my  good  friwid,"  resumed  the  Mar- 
gravine, "convey  to  him " 

"Oh !  lady,  I  dare  convey  nothing,"  cried  ttie 
warder,  in  alarm  ;  "  it  is  as  much  as  my  plaoe  is 
worth." 

"Only  a  nosegay!"  pleaded  Cleofa;  "that  is 
all  that  a  i)oor  prisoner  ean  ofier.  These  flowers 
have  been  cultivated  by  me,  and  watered  by  my 
teiirs !'  "* 

So  saying,  she  held  the  nosegay  to  his  nostrils.  It 
had  a  strong,  penetrating  aroma,  that  seemed  to 
charm  away  all  the  wonler's  scruple ;  for  he  re- 
plied, like  one  half  intoxicated,  that  he  would  not 
fail  to  do  her  bidding. 

In  less  than  a  quarter  of  an  hour  the  nosegay  was 
iu  Emilian's  hands,  and  the  message  was  repeated 
to  him  "by  the  warder. 

' '  How  clever  she  is  I"  said  he  to  himself ;  "while 
this  poor  fellow  imagines  he  is  bringing  me  word 
that  shis  disclaims  my  offers  of  assistance,  he  actually 
bears  me  her  consent  by  these  charming  flowers." 

And  he  kissed  the  nosegay  over  and  over  again, 
and  pressed  it  to  his  hejirt,  uiuware— ill-fated  young 
man  !—  (hat  he  wus  hugging  death  in  his  fond  era- 
brace.  The  uos^ay  had  been  prepared  with  the  dia- 
l)oliciil  art  of  the  Italian  prisoners  of  those  days, 
who  knew  how  to  convert  a  pair  of  gloves  or  the  most 
iunooeut-lookiug  flowers  into  weapons  of  destruc- 
tion ;— and  Emilian  expired  before  the  end  of  the 
day  in  the  most  horrible  ooavwisions. 

The  unliappy  Margrave,  on  being  summoned  to 
his  death-lxttid,  found  him  writhing  with  pain. 

"  Oh  !  my  son— my  poor  sou !"  said  he,  "why 
did  you  not  believe  your  father  sooner  than  that 
serpent,  who  has  stung  us  both  to  death  ?" 

"Forgive  me!"  murmured  Emilian.  "She  is — 
Sempronia !" 

He  never  spoke  again.     .1.  /  C_.       .       n^  '.•■■,■■ 

The  afflicted  Margrave,  «'hoR8  eonfltitntfon  nad 
been  nndei-miued  by  a  slow  ixfison,  long  since  Ad- 
ministered by  his  Italian  wife,  followed  his  son  to 
the  grave  shortly  after  ;  but  not  before  he  had 
given  over  the  odious  Cleofa  to  the  strong  arm  of 
(he  law.  She  turned  nut  to  be  an  adveuturcsh, 
whose  beauty  had  dmwn  several  other  men  into  her 
(oils,  whom  she  had  successively  poisoned  to  take 
l>08st«>ioii  of  their  pn>i)erty.  She  had  contem- 
plated «;eiziug  on  the  Margrave's  splendid  tortnne, 
when  his  KUspicfiilM  being  aroused,  she  had  been 
c"ii.signod  to  a  kiml  of  captivity  within  the  castle. 
Her  object  in  jioisoniug  Emilian  was,  of  course,  to 
rid  herself  of  the  Margrave's  natural  heir,  who  would 
have  prevented  her  succeeding  (o  her  husband's 
fstatr.  Tlie  warder  wlio.-^  liealth  had  snftere<l 
from  having  sBkH  and  hf  ndled  the  nosogny,  tWIh 
one  of  the  witncHses  again-t  her.  Her  crimes  were 
now-all  brought  liotne  to  hw  ;  and  she  only  esehped 
an  i^pwrninious  death  by  swallowing  one  of  those 
deadly  potions  which  ^e  always  carried  about 
w  ith  her  in  case  of  emergency.  Like  the  fabled 
bcori)ion  turning  its  sting  against  itself,  she,  too, 
expired  in  agjmies,  as  the  distortion  and  livid  ap- 
)iej\jttnce  of  her  own  beautiful  features  amply  testi- 
llu'l. 

In  £knilian  ended  the  race  of  AJderabof.  He  had 
doubly  fulfilled  the  faraily  doom,  having  perished 
through  both  love  and  cnrioeitv. 


r>»  j'^>L 


MoGilligan's  Sit^' 

Aii«l4Hd  by  »  OeDtlsnikD  from  tbe  Nortb  oflraiaal. 


lfe(jrdligan  kept  a  botal, 

Wid  boordin'  an'  lodgin'  for  Bailors  :   »  ' 

A  bi^oket  shop  next  dim)  as  well  —  i 

Futh,  he  was  the  prince  of  retailers.  * 
Wan  cigtit,  whin  the  byes  were  all  there 

An'  tight  as  a  horse  wid  a  snaffle,  ^ 

Whin  whiskey  luul  druv  avay  care,  .| 

A  pig  was  put  «p  for  a  rnffle.  •  • 

Och  t  ithin  there  was  loshins  of  f',m—     ^ 
It  bate,  (iiith,  tho  day  of  el»"ctiou— 

As  soon  as  the  rofio  l)eguu , 

'Twiis  just  like  a  big  i'.murrection ; 

McQilligan  loudly  di*'.  shout : 
"  Now  rattle  the  dice.  Moi-itfty-. 

The  pig  to  the  'uighest  throw  out- 
Be  nure  an'  keep  tally,  Macarty,*  ^ 

Yoang  Brinnin  thin  threw  fortv-four— 

"  Hurroo  !"  cried  ho,  quite  Uidipiudtnt  '• 
"  It '4  sona  Um  pig  or  the  boar 

CcmH  eampo  from  me  fa(her'8  desciudint.*' 
But  soon  there  was  thriu*  forty-fivo 

Bp  a  hotel  de  Mulberry  {>e«W 
Wlio  sbonted  :  -'  Now,  hyps,  look  alive  ; 

Bog<>rra,  I'll  caj)thur  the  squealer." 

Bedad,  how  the  whiskey  did  fly ! 

Au[  sure  how  the  glasses  did  rattle ! 
O°Hali0  hit  Malune  iu  the  eye, 
Ant^  j)igi;«tuk  pAit  in  the  battle  ; 
<l  up  Maluiio  by  the  heels, 
sooti  put  a  Kt(^>  to  tli«  fightiu', 
you  Could  tell  V)y  his  squeals 
•T\tiw  sjKJort  (had  ho  tuk  great  ildigbt  in. 

McGjUgan,  fearin;^  their  friets, 

Itelpuketl  thini  tor  l)eing  uinuley  ; 
A  Ke^ry  mini  thi'ew  f««i-tv-si»— 

" Bjn^ld bay," erie<l thi- crowd,  "Terry Dooley T 
DooltijdV,  the  lost  man,  thin  ti«Mi 

The  throw  ol  the  gossoon  from  Kerry  ; 
"  Be  fliid,"  was  (he-  cry,  "  lets  divide 

'Ih^  j)ig  'twixt  Doolady  an'  Teny." 

Bravoj'l'eny  grabbed  ho  wid  of  the  tail, 

Tlid  in-s  were  laid  howld  by  Doolady, 
A  foraliig  was  seized  by  O'Xail, 

The  (nil  reinforced  by  '1  im  Brady  ; 
They  polled  on"  tiny  h;iul.  d  wid  gruat  power-^ 

'i'lio!  liig  didn't  relii-h  it  greatly   - 
Until  aij  the  end  ci  uu  hour 

poor  I'iggy'^  tail  ciiiUf  out  complately. 

A  sch^Uw  from  Cork,  one  O'Nail, 
Dis^o^orsed  quite  an  iloquent  treatise  ; 

He  said;:  "  That  the  porker**  lost  tail 
Wai  kke  the  lost  tales  of  Milctins." 

They  put  Moriarty  to  bed  - 

His  wife  was  (he  divil  to  baflle — 

"Wnqsif  there,  Moriarty?"  she  said. 


An'  plgi;; 

Ho  ti^ipi  .ed' 

AVllich  K 

But  sjire  y(. 


luslatia,  seshe:  "bat 


Spoke^i  |:  I  am,  1  Sridgct  A :  mi 
don't  c;i*J>imr  ocular  ortiit*^  (.11  me  in  such  a  belli- 
cose niaunfr.  Illnotstatnlit."  "(Jtjodness knows, 
James  3Io»-iarty,"  kc-k  she.  "I'll  not  agrify  ye  •  but 
what  wrjujd  me  poor  fatlier  say  if  he  kuewthnt 
lus  only  fljinghter  had  inleVed  into  the  howly  i-acni- 
nieiit  of  liaitterimouey  wid  a  ll^w^issj^,,.MI  gimbltr? 
Answer  p^  that,  ye  blaekleg."  '<  I'm  not  a  ximb- 
ler,  Bndt,'tt  AnesUitia,"  wi\^  JiwiaHy.  "VfhtA 
eause  or  l.jovocuaon  have  ve  Tor  Mwh  insurrection- 
nry  discoioise,  ye  homicidal  iiivaml,.?"  "Huvmiil 
foun.l  thi  dyes  hi  y<  r  pocket  V''  »»;  M;-s.  ldoriit»t\-. 
"  Little  1|  (jhought,  .TumeK,  little  I  (hou-ht  whin  ye 
tould  mrt  l-e  w.is  going  over  to  the  Hii)pop<lroomo 
to  hear  Mfjody  an'  Shank*  y  that  it  wtis  u  spoortJug 
)>lace,  anlthegrtiuo  ye  play  is  Shank*  v  I'elbiw;  ru 
bflrwJdye  inpence  the  '•J<  xt  tLi;i«yv  11  U»iloin  yo'll  be 
throw  in  tliiee-cjiid  raoi^k^v. '  "TJllmvenomorBrf 
Uifl  sarchajm,  Mr*.  Moriitity."  seshe..  "Do ye  want 
me.  to  piKlvcrtee  ve'r"..  '-Did  ve  win  anything, 
Moriarty  t'1  nxkcdhho'Tomimlrfr,  Tm  yir  lawl 
ful  wcdd4<|  V  ife,  an'  Ic-agally  intitlod  to  wan  lialf 
of  ycr  earjihigs  afther  ypr  twinty-ono  vt«rs  of  ago." 
"Of  cooiT* l  wiui  something,"  t-i  s  he. "  ••  Wlmt  waa 
it  ?"  ses  hU.     "  Why."  K.-B  Moriurtv  :  ^ 

' •■Tb*  i»ig  «t  Mt<ii!li;;ni.H  rnflK" 

'    ij    .  m,:^. 

How  to  make  homt  Jiar-.A,"-  .Si».i^  »hj  do  it 
by  staying  »t  hom  >.  -•..;     __  \.y  f.^in^:  iKve.y^' 
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SONG   AND  DANCE 
UtatO^UKC,  by  PBOF.  EDMUND  OLASE,  Twtcher  of  the  OoiUr,  Organ.  Melodeon,  Banjo  and  Singixig,  No.  286  Bowery  New  York  Oity. 
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fe£-£tE«EzE^: 


1.  Oh,    I     iast  tame  ont    a  while  to  dance,  and  sing    a    lit  -  tie  song :     So    give  me  yonr  at-ten  -  tion  and  J 

2.  I'm    in   love  wid    a  pret-ty  yal-ler  gal      I     met  the    other    day,    While  gaz-ing  at     de  fashions    a.-l 
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wont    de  -  tain     you  long, 
walk  -  ing  down  Broadway. 
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Is     are  all 
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she 
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in    lub     wid  me—    Ax  dem,  dej'U  tell     yoa    so : 
1     saw     her     she 

J^ 


said     she  loved    me     so : 


For     a 
Dat.... 
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jol  -  ly     hun  -  ky     do  -    ra    swell     is     Hap  -  py     Un  -  cle    Joe. 
she  would   be    mar  -  ried    to      dis     Hap  -  py     Un  -  cle    Joe! 


soon 


For    when 
For    when 
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sing, 
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Dig     foot 


I       sling- 
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For    when      I    sing,     dis    foot      I    sling—   It 
^ — , 1« 
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pleas  -  ee    all,    you  know.        For    a       jol  -  ly    hun  -  ky     do  -  ra  swell—  Is      Hap  -  py     Un  #  cle    Joe. 
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Oiiera-Houses  and  Concert-rooms  of  the  Uuit«d< 
Stat«s  and  Qreat-Britain 


a  CoUectiou  of  th« 

iji    the  'I'liratri's, 


HENRY  DE  MARSAN,I*"»>libhcrof 

Comic  and  sewttiiemtai.  vAugrnNEa,    '^'  >''*^ 

SdNOB,  BONO-BOOKN  AND  AU.  KIMI>K  OF  TOT-BOOXI 

Motto  vebbbb,  motto  cit  i-ATEit,  hoi'ke  iiiuui 

WuriKU  BOOK8,  SB£L.VIKU    AND  t  IlIl.rNfi  I'Al'FJ^ 
A,   B,   C,   COKVERSATION,    AND  PI^TIMI   i'Amiti, 
TlKSUK  PAPEE,  ANDAIX  KINDS  OK  KTATK  "NEBX, 
AKP  iUTHEB  UaZAP  AmiCLKU  FOU  TllK  TUADE. 


The  Old  Obioinai.  Sono-Dbpot  : 
€0  Chatham  Street.  First  Floor. 

OPFOBITX  WILUAM  BTBKET,  HEW-TOIlK. 

Th^  House,  established  more  thitn  25  years, 
is  tlh$  oldest  Publishing-EstuliUHhuient  <»f  tha 
kind,  and  the  first  that  intriHliiced,  in  tha 
United-States,  the  publishing  of tlieixiiuy-Kbcet 
Song$  and  BalladK,  for  tiie  benefit  of  the  luiUiuu. 


Ala* !  where  is  my  lorer  gone  ? page  202 

Amy  Lee 202 

A  penny  for  your  thoughts 203 

And  thou  art  young,  my  gentle  maid 204 

Across  the  raging  water 205 

A  Seventh  Ward  Irishman's  troubles 205 

Beautiful  Caroline 202 

Beasie's  mistake 203 

The  Charming  Summer4ime  is  coming 203 

Come  back  to  Helen 203 

Captain  Palmer's  Daughter— a  Story 207 

Danny  takes  after  his  father 204 

Dreams  of  the  Pa>;t  -  Mnsic  for  Guitar 208 

Fortune  don't  smile  nprn  me 201 

How  oft  a  clond  with  envious  veil 202 

I  come  from  the  land  of  the  motmtain 203 

I  cannot  sleep  to-night,  lore 204 

Jakey  Woolftigstein'. 205 


Onr  Concert-Room, 


CONTENTS. 

Let  your  motto  be— Pay,  and  be  Paid  ....  204 

Mother,  dearest,  raise  my  piUow 203 

My  bark  is  on  the  dreary  sea 2<J3 

The  Nimble  Mokes 202 

Nolan  around  the  comer 2(J2 

Never  desert  a  friend 203 

Over  the  sea  dwells  my  darling 203 

Ruth's  Flirtation-a  Story 20C 

The  Repentant  Drunkard 202 

Sunny  Land 202 

Salamander  Sam 202 

Sweet  Gratitude 202 

Star  of  my  life — a  Serenade 205 

Twilight  steals  softly  over  the  ground 203 

Twenty-Seven  Cends , 203 

When  the  moon  with  glory  brightens 203 

When  the  flowing  tide  comes  in 205 


4 


5  Singers'  Jmuiud  in  l'ubIiiJi<'<l  MontlJy. 

Single  copies  will  be  sent  per  Miiil  on  receijit 
of  f\e   cents,    free   of  Pontage  -  SnbwriptiouM 


~  50  d/DtaUi  Iter  year  or  30  cents  for  six  nionthK. 


Ifej  have  always  on  hand  copies  of  all  tha 
NmBlK-TH  of  the  Singers'  JtAcniol  from  No  1.  ta 
the  fcttt  issued. 


Ye  st^eiims  that  tonnd  my  prison  creep 202 


Henry  de  Marsan's  Valentines 

Have  alwavs  been  acknowh^iged,  by  the 
Wliolesale  las  well  on  the  Retail  PurehawrK,  to  be 
the  FrNBST  and  CHEAPE.S T  in  the  Market 

At  E.  H.  Habdtno's  Mdsic  OmcE,  No.  229 
Bowery,  opposite  Pnnce  Street  you  can  buy  tbu 
Music  of  most  all  the  popular  Hougs  of  the  day, 
published  Vi  large,  elegant,  full  size  double  uhoetit 
Price  10  cents  pt.r  Copy. 


Nexre-peilerB,  throughout  the  I'nited-States  and 
Canada,  cau  send  their  orders  for  the  Sinr^rrs'  Jfmrmil 
to  the  following  News  Companies,  who  »-iil  supply 
them  at  the  Publisher's  lowest  rate  : 

AMERICAN  NT:WS  COMPANY, 

119  &  121  Na»^n  Str«£t. 

NEW-IKJRK  NEWS  COMPANY', 

i  ;  18  Beekman  Stre<'t. 


VttiB 


ai 


^     -i_  "•  ■  i  r,  — 


903 


THE    SirVOERS'    JOUHIVAL. 


^m. 


Beaatiful  Caroline. 


Written  ••><]  colli poaed 
wiiiidarful  luccana  bj> 
Pabllabed  by  L  P.  UouU 


nit  Vafiie    2bA "anW  ^^'ith 
88  trMtoiitMtMt.  Boatoa. 


Down  ia  the  meadow,  hj  the  brook,  where 

fint  I  met  my  lore, 
I  told  her  there  that  Fd  be  tro*  aa  the  tihiuiug 

stara  al)OTe. 
Oh  !  she's  so  fair,  I  do  daolu^  abe's  beaotit  ul,  divine, 
The  deareut  girl  uxid  charmer,  is  Beaatiful  Ctiroliue  ! 
Ghobus. 
ahe'a  like  a  little  twiukling  star,  [Symph.l 

8b«V  mx  near  aud  yet  so  far,  [S^  mph.  j 

The  dearest  girl  and  charmer  fair,  -  ' 

Aud  all  the  world  beuide. 
Is  CaroliBe.  this  girl  of  mh»-''«^-'->  — *-     •  ;•" 
She  soon  will  be  my  bride. 

We  sat  beneath  a  willow  tree,  to  watch  the 

ruuuiug  stream  : 
She  whispered  tales  of  love  to  me,  it  stiemed  as 

iu  a  druam  — 
Oh !  the  sweet  birds  sang  their  evening  song, 

which  ech<>e<l  through  the  vine — 
Each  boor  seemed  a  life  long  dream— .with 
•      -.  ,  Bfautiful  Caroline ! 

■■■-•^-■'-■-    •  Choras  :    She's  like,  Ac. 

.We  sat  there  'till  the  twilight  fell,  the  moon 

shon<^  bright  aud  clear ; 
Come,  dearest,  let's  be  off  for  home,  she 

whispered  iu  my  ear. 
I  saw  her  home  aud  at  the  gate,  the  clock 

then  just  struck  nine — 
Of  what  she  aaid,  I  think  I'll  wed  my 

:  .  Beautiful  Caroline  ! 

Chorus  :    She's  like,  &,c. 


Soimy  Land. 

OEIOINAI.  SONO  AKD  DANCS. 
By  Cotton  k  Birdaa. 


When  we  were  together,  in  that  sonny  land, 

Where  nil's  Eteriml  Spring, 
We'd  wander  through  the  cotton  fields, 

And  hear  the  Jay-bird  sing  : 
We'd  hnnt  the  Old  Raccoon 

By  the  glimmer  of  the  Moon,' 
Wheuo'er  we  had  a  chance  : 

At  evening,  when  the  boys  were  on  the  gnen, 
We'd  join  them  iu  the  festive  dance  ! 

CHOsrs. 

Gay  and  smiling !      >  " 

Huuru  .t>«)guiliug ! 
Oh !  give  us  back  the  home  we  nsed  to  have, 
Down  iu  that  sunny  laud  ! 

When  we  were  a  courting  Poll  and  Bess, 

Dowu  in  tliut  Kuimy  Liud. 
We'd  take  them  rowing  on  the  Lake, 

Or  strolliug  ou  tho  strand  : 
We'd  take  the  old  Banjo.  ^      •- 

And  together  we  would  go 
Aud  Ntay  until  the  break  of  day  ! 

We  wish  thuHO  happy,  happy  days 
Had  never  i)assed  away. 


Chorus. 


The  Bfipeutant  Drunkard. 

▲n  Orlffina'  M'  t'o  Souk.'  Snni;  I'V  Warnn  k  Lovaly, 

la  (beir  Skctcb  vt  Southern  hone  before  the  War. 


Gootl  evening,  kind  friends,  it's  how  do  you  do? 
As  a  misenible  dnmkard  I  uow  appear  before  yon  ; 
My  clothes  are  all  toru,  my  fr.ime  speaks  deCiiy  ; 
As  I  tmvel  through  life,  1  m  drunk  every  day. 

I  ouce  had  a  home,  two  children  to  lovo, 
Through  cold  auij  hunger  God  took  them  nbove  ; 
I  would  uot  support  them,  but  left  them  alone, 
Aud  thought  it  fur  better  a  drunkard  to  rutim. 

Now  to  all  hard  drinkers,  I'll  say  a  kind  word— 
If  yon  have  a  ^oo<l  home,  be  uot  a  wanderiug  bird  : 
Shnii  all  tht-se  Iwd  vices,  t<>  your  family  prove  tnie, 
Aud  you'll  iiud  that  the  world  will  thiuk  better  of  you. 

Bnt  the  day  of  repentance  has  how  come  to  ftass. 
I'll  finish  mv  song,  with  the  driindard's  hist  t^'Liss  : 
I'm  sure  FU  feel  betler.  out  of  misery  and  jwiu  — 
Good-uight,  my  dear  friends,  I'll  not  driuk  again  ! 


Salamander  Sam. 


inti. 


Wrlttan  by  Ned.  Harridan    Siidr  with«r«at 
by  Cutioii  &  Birdua. 


Oh  I  Vre  come  here  to  have  my  acng, 
After  working  hnrd  all  day  > « 

At  the  oarpet-ahakiug  business — 

Which  is  grand  !  ','  ■:   '^ 

And  I'll  tell  yon  who  I  am, 
Jnat  aa  quickly  as  I  can  :  ^!^'-^  ': 

For,  I'd)  known  throughout  this  city,  hajB,  - 

Ah  Sulamauder  Sam  ! 

Chorcs. 
It's  salamander  here,  and  salamander  there — 
You  hear  the  people  shooting  where  I  am  ; 
Oh  !  every  one  look  out,  as  I  twist  my  heel  aboat : 
For,  I'm  India  Rubber,  Ontta  Peroha, 

Salamander  Sam ! 

When  my  w  ork  is  throogb, 
Aud  I've  nothing  else  to  do, 
I  put  my  Sunday  clothes  on 

Very  soon ! 
At  the  Balls  I  am  a  sight — 
As  a  Salamander's  right ! 
With  the  Yiill'-r  Oals  a  dancing 

'Boimd  the  room. 


vvv.;.-!^ 


The  Nimble  Mokes. 


Choms. 


Sweet  Qratitade. 

The  wftves  shall  cease  to  flow. 

Or  the  beach  iutrude. 
The  wind  shall  cease  to  blow,    ,. 

The  ocean  to  be  rude. 
Ere  I  forget— ah  !  can  I  ?— ^n<V— 
The  bond  of  gratitude  I  owe  : 

Sweet  Gitetitade ! 

Time's  hand  shall  cease  to  go^ 
False  pleasures  to  delude. 

Our  youtbful  hearts  to  flow 
When  fond  and  kindly  ^ooed. 
Ere  I  forget,  •  Ac 


^-•«» 


Amy  Lee. 

BXATTTIFrX  AXmSnC  SONO  AND  DANCI. 
Written  audCompuaed  by  Burt  Wsyna. 


I  met  my  love  at  twilight,  .      ' 

Where  the  Royal  Roses  beom  I 
She  spoke  of  love,  below  and  above,        .    ■ 

By  a  cool  aud  azure  stream  ; 
Her  blue  eyes  ko  full  of  pride,  ": 

The  prettiest  I  e'er  did  see. 
Invited  so  sweet,  in  Paradise  to  meet, 

Aifectionat«  Amy  Lew ! 
Chorus  :     Amy  Lee  !  (Symph) 

I  love  thee  !         (Syiuph) 
Blue  eyes,  enchautiugly  sweet — 
Increasing  love  each  time  we  meet 
Sweetest  girl  I  e'er  did  see, 
Is  affectionate  Amy  Lee  ! 

When  the  birds  they  are  all  singing. 

Her  rosy  cheeks  do  blush  ; 
With  her  blue  eyes  aud  cunning,  shy, 

She  seems  to  say  -  oh  !  htisli ! 
Her  wealth  of  Riuglets  flowing  ! 

I  watch  her  form  of  grace  ; 
Like  Cupid's  dart  she  won  my  heart. 

This  girl  with  an  Angcl  face. 


Choms. 


Alas !  Where  is  my  Lover  Chme? 

Alas  !  where  is  my  lover  cone? 
In  hU  the  world  I  have  hot  one  : 
Near  to  my  heart  his  image  sits, 
Aud  'tvvus  for  him  I  luut  uiy  wits. 

Where  nrt  thou  fled,  my  oidy  dear? 
To.4ud  thee  they  hiive  seut  me  here  : 
Thoul't  cure,  they  say,  thet>e  love-sick  fits, 
And  giVe  me  back  again  my  wits. 

Haste  then,  to  pleasure  show  the  way  : 
For,  now  in  doubt  aud  fear  I  stray  : 
My  brain  with  dubious  torment  split*. 
Haste,  haste  aud  give  me  back  my  wits  1 

DIBDIM. 


Written  and  compoaad  I'y  Ben.  Cotton,  Jr. 

Too  8«e  i&  OS  two  nimUe  Mokes, 

We're  called  tlie  magaet  twins !   ' 
They  cannot  put  the  biaken  onns 

As  soon  as  day  begiiv  { 
We  are  like  two  balls  of  qoicksilver, 
■  You  never  find  us  slow  ; 
We  are  never  happy,   day  or  night,         -  ' 

Unless  we'reroo  the  MO  I  . 
Chorus  :    Hi^b-Low-Jack.  in  the  game  ! 
We  are  really  not  to  blame  ! 
'.  *"'  ■  You'll  have  to  watdb  ua  very  ofo» 

Now  what  we  say  is  Jme — 
Or  else  your  eyes  will  be  deoeired. 
And  you  won't  see  what  we  da 

Our  style  is  quite  original. 

With  us  none  can  compare : 
We  bounce  like  India  Rubber  balls, 

And  cot  while  in  t)ie  air. 
At  G^'mnastios  we  take  the  lead. 

At  dancing  we're  uot  slow  ! 
And  grace  is  here  persouified — 

So  watch  us  as  we  go. 


Choms. 


-»>■  ^ 


How  oft  a  Cloud  with  Envious  Veil. 


How  oft  a  cloud  with  envious  veil 

Obsctires  yon  bashful  light. 
Which  seems  so  modestly  to  steal 

Along  tbe  waste  of  uigbt  I 

"Tis  thus  the  world's  obstrusive  wrongs 
Obscure  with  malice  keen  ■ 

Some  timid  heart,  which  only  longs      j' 
To  live  and  die  unseen  !  t.  MOObz. 

M    iMl    ^ 


Holan  Around  the  Comer.    I 

Snng  by  Billy  Carroll.  Air:    Hard  to  Love. 


There  is  a  man  around  the  comer. 

And  Nolan  is  his  name  ; 
He  keeps  a  grog  shop  for  the  boys, 

"Twas  ttiere  he  won  his  fame. 
He's  t&ll  and  slim,  just  like  a  stick. 

And  a  warm  hearted  Irishmao. 
Every  day  I  hear  him  saj-,     * 
I  belong  to  the  solid  gang. 
Chonia:     Nolan,  he's  a  Daisy — 
He  is  just  the  man — 
He  never  thinks-,  when  he  drinks. 
He's  empty  iug  ijl  the  can !..:-,,, . 
A  solider  man  never  hved,     ':     l 
I  tell  you  he's  a  charmer— 
The  man  that  I  have  reference  U)y 
Is  Nolan  aroimd  the  oomer  !      ,  . 

One  night  a  fight  took  plaoe  in  his  honse,  --r 

When  Nolan  displayed  his  skill !  •.  ^ 

With  a  mallet  in  his  hand,  he  order  did  oomman/ 

Or  some  one  he  would  kill ! 
Terrence  O'Brien  was  among  the  gang. 

He  declared  himself  there  and  then. 
He  pulled  off  his  coat  and  gave  a  loud  shout. 

When  a  geueral  fijjbt  Ixgan  !  Choru/ 


Ye  Streams  That  Kound  my  Prisom  Creej 

Ye  streams  that  ronnd  my  prison  creep,    . 

If  ou  your  mossy  bank  you  see 
My  gallant  lover  stand  and  weep — 

Oh !  murmur  this  command  from  me  : 
Thy  mistress  bi'ls  thee  haste  awiiy, 
Aud  shun  the  broad-eyed  watchtuldigrf  .: 

Ye  gales  that  love  with  me  to  sigh,      j 
If  iu  yonr  breezy  flight  yoo  see     yiij  •.•     'ri^' 

My  dear  Florenki  iiu<^eriug  nigh—     "  ;     >- 
Oh  !  whisper  this  commaud  from  me ;   ' 

Thy  mistrchs  bids  thee  haste  away. 

And  bhun  the  broad-eyed  \«-atchlDi  day. 

J.  p.  Ksicr^ 


What  word  is  that  of  which,  if  you  take  a"' 
the  fln*t  letter,  all  will  still  remaiu?— "  Fall." 

Lore,  and  a  good  dinner,  are  said  to  be  the  ci.l 
two  thing:!  that  change  ^  man's  character. 


■!**' 


i.: 
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Mother,  Dearest,  Baioe  my  Pillow. 

Mother,  dearest,  raiHe  my  pillow 

Ouce  u^iiiu,  before  I  go  ; 
Let  nie  giize  upou  the  flowers,  *-  . 

Where  I  loved  to  wander  sa 
I  can  hear  the  sweet  birds  warbling 

111  the  hawthorn,  mother,  dear,         -  ;■  "  '  ■.'. 
And  a  Toice  which  neema  to  tell  me 

That  our  parting  time  in  near. 
Choruti :    Hark  !  'tis  the  angels  whispering, 
Softly  calling  me  away  ; 
So  no  longer,  mother,  darling,     , 
,  ■>  r  Can  your  little  Nelly  stay. 

Mother  dearest,  stay  yonr  weeping. 

Yon  mu8t  l(«e  yoiir  little  child  : 
lint  she'll  be  ill  augek' keeping,     /      .     .'v        ' 

So  be  bravely  reconciled. 
Wait  au<l  hope,  and  then,  my  mother. 

When  your  task  on  earth  is  done, 
lu  that  world  where  sorrow  comes  not 

You  Hhall  join  yotu:  darling  one.  Choms. 


Over  the  Sea  Dwells  my  Darling. 

Over  the  sea  dwells  my  darling, 

In  a  cot  by  the  wave-girted  shore  ; 
But  love  arches  over  the  distance, 

.\iid  she  dwells  in  my  heart  evermore. 
The  cloudlets  with  roses  o'er  flnshing 

The  blue  of  the  sweet  summer  sky, 
But  recall  the  dear  grace  of  her  blnshing, 

.\nd  her  Wne  in  the  bt^ven  of  her  eye. 
Chorus  :     Ever  my  thoughts,  Alice  darlmg, 

.\re  the  image  and  echo  of  tiiine, 
,  Eacli  record  of  love  in  thy  bosom 

■  Uatb  an  answering  record  of  mine. 

White  as  the  wings  of  the  seagull     - 

'  Are  the  gurmt'iits  that  cling  to  the  girl. 
But  fairer  the  feet,  that  are  shaming 

With  their  beauty  the  mother-of-pearl. 
The  dove-pinioned  wavelets  she  heeds  not, 

Th:it  nestle  and  flutter  Ixihind  ; 
And  ^he  hears  not  the  cry  of  the  sea. 

Nor  she  heanl  not  the  sigh  of  the  wind. 
Chorutj :    Ye  waves  at  her  feet  that  are  plashing. 

And  ye  breezes  around  the  lea, 
,  Oh !  whisper  my  name  to  my  darling, 

j  To  my  darling  far  over  the  sea. 


t  Come  From  the  Land  of  the  Mountain. 

1  lome  from  thi^  laud  of  the  monntain 

My  footstep  as  light  as  its  galee  : 
My  heart  is  us  clear  as  the  foantain. 

Which  flows  thro'  my  own  native  vale. 
My  <lirk  and  my  pouch  are  my  fortime. 

And  gold  though  the  latter  may  cimve, 
I'hi;  steel  ut'cr  il>i hoard  shall  replenish. 

But  by  <lceds  that  are  worthy  the  brave. 

This  steel  ne'er  its  hoard,  &c. 

I  coiue  from  the  hills  of  brave  Bootland, 

The  eagle's  plume  waves  o'er  my  brow ; 
And  white  this  heart  )>eats  'neath  the  tartan. 

For  Scotland,  for  Scotland,  'twill  glow. 
My  staff  and  my  plaid  o'er  my  shoulder, 

I've  wandered  away  o'er  the  wave. 
And  seek,  in  the  land  of  the  soldier. 

Better  fortrme,  but  worthy  the  brave. 

And  seek  in  the  land,  ic. 


The  Charming  Summer-time  is  Coming. 

The  charming  summer  time  is  Qoming, 
The  meads  are  green,  the  dciee  are  dear. 

The  bee  from  flower  to  flower  is  bnmminft 
And  all  doth  gay  appear,  my  love,    . 

'And  all  doth  gay  appear. 

-  Tbr birds  their  merry  BongB  are  Bingisg 

From  mom  to  eve  on  every  tree. 
And  I,  a  faithful  lieflrt  am  brtnging,  — 
•  Th«n  deign  to  ^mile  oa  me,  my  lore^ 
Then  deign  to  Bmile  on  ma>  '  7^, 


Bessie's  Mistake.      "■;;■:::-•'., 

Oh  !  yonng  Johnny  is  {^one  for  a  sailor,   " 

For  he's  heard  there  is  gold  o'er  the  sea. 
Yet  lair  Bessie  turns  not  a  whit  paler, 

Nor  less  lightly  trii>s  over  the  lea. 
When  he  came  his  last  farewell  to  bid  her. 

Not  a  tear  in  her  eye  could  he  tnice. 
And  when  heart-sore  he  tenderly  chid  her, 

Cruel  Bessie  b>it  laughed  in  his  face  : 
Saying,  "Good  looks  will  not  last  for  ever. 

Very  short  is  a  wiiideu's  spring  day,    ,,  ,.; 
It  is  possible. you'll  come  back  never. 

So  my  answer,  you  see,  must  be  nay" 

CHOBca 

•    Oh  !  if  young  love  come,  don't  let  him  go. 
Oh  !  if  young  love  come,  don't  let  him  go. 

Johnny  sailed  the  seas  over  aud  over. 

Till  he  gathered  the  long  looked  for  gold, 
Then  he  tired  of  the  life  of  a  rover. 

Fondly  thinking  of  dear  friends  of  old  : 
Then  ho  found  out  how  money  helps  wooing, 

At  him  all  the  girls  now  set  their  cajis. 
Even  Bessie  came  sighing  and  suin^;, 

Hoping  still  he  might  love  her,  perhaps. 
Bnt  her  looks  had  m>t  lustetl  for  ever, 

Very  short  was  her  lieauty's  young  day. 
And  she  learned  that  love  cometh  back  never, 

Once  he's  spread  his  white  wing  and  .xway, 

Choras. 


Twilight  Steals  Softly  Over  the  Ground. 

Twlight  steals  softly  over  the  grotmd 

Buried  in  shadow  all  nature  around, 

•  Singing  so  gaily  as  :uy  bark  glides  along, 

Murmuring  waters  re-echo  my  song. 

Gently  and  gaily  I  ride  down  the  stream, 

Piu-Ung  so  softly  like  love's  yoimg  dream. 
Nearer  and  nearer  my  own  loved  home, 
-,"..  Nearer  and  nearer— oiiward  I  come. 

Twilight  steiUs  softly,  &c. 

The  twilight  hivth  gone,  fled  from  the  night. 

The  moon  uow  hath  risen,  so  broad,  round, 

and  bright ; 
Her  beams  from  above  in  the  cool  waters  lave. 

As  I  floiit  gently  on  with  the  silver-tipped  wave. 
Sweet  music  I  hear— how  great  the  spell. 

It  is  the  voice  of  her  1  love  so  well  ; 
My  Iwrk  now  is  anchored.  I  leap  on  the  moor. 

The  melody  ceases  aud  dies  finm  the  shore. 

The  twiliglit  hath  gone,  «fcc. 


Never  Desert  a  Friend. 

A  man  who's  close  fisted,  aud  selhsb,  aud  mean. 

Is  a  man  who  would  never  suit  nie  : 
For.  though  I'm  not  wealthy.  I  always  have  been 

To  my  friends  open-hai'ded  and  free. 
I  don't  think  you're  poorer  tor  helping  a  friend 

With  a  pound  or  two  when  he's  in  need. 
But  you're  certainly  woree  if  you  worship  your  purse, 

And  give  way  to  a  miserly  greed.         ■,  > 
Choms :    Never  get  into  a  stingj*  way, 

I  don't  say  it's  wise  to  lend— 
■ .  It's  right  to  put  by  for  a  rainy  day, 
,    - ..  ;^  But  not  to  deriert  a  friend. 

Some  men  go  on  sontping  and  pinching  to  save,* 

Till  it  makes  them  decrepid  and  ol<l. 
And  although  they  may  stand  on  the  brink  of  the  grave. 

They'll  be  planning  and  schemiug  for  gold  : 
It's  a  sorrowful  sight  to  see  people  w  ho  might 

Live  in  comfort  and  peace  to  the  end. 
By  their  pitiful  ways  only  shorten  their  days 

To  make  money  for  otheni  to  spend.         Choms. 

Now  although  I  advise,  and  I  think  it  is  wise. 

.To  le  generous,  honest  and  just. 
Don't  imagine  that  I  would  not  have  yon  pat  by. 

And  provide  your  old  age  with  a  crust . 
For.  prudence  will  tell  j'ou  there  ^-iil  come  a  day 

'When  J'OU '11  find  you  ai*  laid  on  tlie  shelf -«- 
And  you  m.iy  depend,  from  begiunius  to  end, 

Tlit  the  best  Iriend  of  all  ii.  yourself.        ChomR. 


Whei  the  Moon  with  Olory  Brightens. 

'Wheiut  w  moon  witL  p^ory  brightens 

In  mv  Hwiveu's  silvery  sea. 
Aud  tkci  field  aud  streamlet  lighten. 
Maiden,  wilt  thou  roam  with  me? 
WhiK-  ii|I  nature  is  reposing. 

And  tlie  night  is  calm  and  tree. 
Then  my  love  to  thee  disclotdug, 

I  would  wander  forth. with  thee. 
Chorus  ;    Wliile  tb«  silvery  moon  ia  gtiiwing 
In  her  starr>-  thntne  abore. 
Then,  fair  maiJ,  near  thee  reclining, 
I  would  whi8i>er  words  of  love. 

I  wotiia  Itell  the*,  dearest  maiden. 

Of  the  love  I  bear  to  thee  ;  '  ",•  ;>. 

Since  tjijne  eyes  with  beauty  laden  :'  '- 

Beame<1  affection's  light  on  me, 
Aud,  sw0et  maid,  if  thou  wilt  only  , 

Give  Unchanging  love  to  me, 
WTiile  I  Uve  I'll  ne'er  be  lonely. 

For  eqnteut  I'll  dwell  with  thee.  CbarOB. 


Come  Ba«k  to  Helen. 

Alt :     Gome  back  10  Erin. 


Come  badk  to  Helen,  Alonzo,  ,\k>Dro. 

Come  back,  dear  love,  aud  no  more  roam  frpm  me, 
Come  with  the  bright  smile  that  gladdened  my  bosom, 

Aud  as  in  dayn  past  1  happy  shall  be. 
Thinfi:  not  that  111  for  a  moment  reprondi  tbae, 

Tliink  not  a  trowii  shall  appear  on  my  brow. 
Think  not  thi.s Jiaud  will  remne  thine  to  grasp,  love. 

Once  thpn  didst  trust  me,  rely  on  me  now. 

I  Comeback,  A& 

Oft  as  I  wkader  the  tmr-Irons  doth  start,  love. 

As  I  aroHtid  me  the  light  hearted  see, 
.\nd  in  my  anguish  I  iuwardly  cry,  love, 

Are  theriH  no  bright  mom<«ts  waiting  for  me  7 
Here  iiniid  strangers  from  mom  unto  even 

Lonely  I  wander  and  sadly  I  sigh. 
Oh  !  thou  beloved  one  whose  presence  ia  heaven, 

If  I  had  pinions  to  thee  I  would  fly. 

Come  back,  fta 


n 


A|^enny  for  Yonr  Thoughts. 

A  penny  Ibr  your  thotighta,  will  yon  tell  ma  7 

I  am  sure  that  you  cannot  deny  : 
Is  it  of  m4  you  are  thinking?- 

Of  whatj  do  you  peuiiively  sigh  T      '■ 
Is  it  of  HoAie  maiden  forsaken. 

Or  has  tihc  in  turn  changed  her  mind  7 
If  she's  ficjkle,  pri'thoe,  never  lie  heart-broken. 

But  seek  for  another  more  kind. 
A  |>enny  fiir  your  thoughts,  will  you  tell  me? 

A  penny  for  your  thoughts  I  will  give. 

A.  p-nny  f^r  your  thoughts,  will  you  take  it? 

I  am  sute  'tis  a  bidding  that's  lair  ; 
If  your  miiid  is  like  what  I  should  guesa  it, 

I  think  «e  should  make  a  nice  pair  : 
Perhaps  yon  may  think  I'm  too  forward. 

But,  believe  me,  it's  only  a  joke  ; 
For,  I've  been  engaged  for  a  twelvemanth, 

Ajid  am  heartily  fiorr>'  I  spoke. 

A  jieuny  for  yonr  thoughts,  Ac 


My  Bark  is  on  the  Dreary  Sea. 

My  bark  is  on  the  dreary  sea  : 

Adieu—  to-night  we  spver : 
Friend  of  my  soul !  I  will  think  on  thee, 

I  will  oil  thee  for  ever- 
And  as  my  bark  glides  swiftly  o'er 

Yonder  moon-lit  sea. 
Thy  parting  tear  I  will  think  npon, 

I  will  ever  think  on  thee  -         I  will  efiar,  Ao. 

When  saili]^  throngb  life's  dreaiy  tide. 

Should  I  ^ioifiet  thee  ?  never— 
m  think  of  thee  while  o^^ns  roar, 

I  will  think  of  thee  for  ever— 
A' id  as  the  night  wind  blowB  me  on 

Yonder  tnobn-l't  h«i. 
Thy  parting  tear  I  will  think  upon, 

I  will  ever  ^ink  on  thee.  I  wfll 


0^9,  #0. 
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Let  Your  Motto  be    Fay,  and  be  Paid ! 

AN  UKIUQJAii  MOTTO-CHOBUS  SONU. 


Some  men  mnst  live  by  sweat  of  the  brow, 

It  was,  aufl  ia  so  still  : 
But  when  for  it  we  are  well  paid,  • 

\Vt)  work  with  right  ^ood  will. 
For,  toil  done  cheap  will  never  keep 

Adoat  a  prosperons  tni^e  : 
The  wny  to  thrive  in  the  hnman  hiye, 

Is — to  Pay,  and  be  paid. 
Chorns  :    lie  a  practical  man, 

Be  a«  jnst  a«  yon  can, 

Whatever  your  calling  or  trade  : 

Punctuality  show. 

And  through  Ulte  as  you  go, 

Let  your  motto  be— Pay,  and  be  Paid. 

Thp  Irtliorer's  worthy  of  his  hire, 

So  j)iiy  well  all  who  toil, 
WLttiier  a  Uiim  be  iirtizau, 

Or  tiller  oltlie  soil  : 
Anil  every  grade,  or  art,  or  trade, 

Gootl  profit  in  should  send  ; 
Who  hnU»i  11  man  down  all  he  can. 

To  conuuerce  is  no  friend. 


Chonis. 


To  time  be  true,  pay  np  when  due. 

"Short  payments  make  long  friends," 
The  proverb  saj-s  :  and,  in  these  days, 

A  (leal  on  that  depends  ; 
.*nd  those  who  owe — just  let  them  know 

Your  system  of  fair  trade. 
It  always  is  exactly  this — 

To  Pay.  and  to  be  Paid.  '         Chorns. 

Buy  no  cheap  slops  at  "cutting  shojis," 

Low-priced  ware  will  not  wear  ; 
Ami  when  you'd  furuiKh,  dress,  or  ride> 

Of  •bargains  rare"  beware — 
Cheap  Moses'  suits,  six-shilliug  boots. 

With  cheap  horse,  or  furniture. 
It's  ten  to  one,  that  you  are  done 


And  ouly  thrash  secure. 


Chorus. 


Ill  matrimony  it's  as  well 

To  know  that  ladies  fast. 
Who  sell  themselves  "too  cheap"  attirst. 

May  prove  "  too  dear  "  at  List 
So.  though  figures  high,  for  what  yon  bny, 

Demanded  be,  in  trade, 
!{<■  a  just  man-  Ihj  jnst  yonr  plftu— 

Pay  well,  and  Ihj  well  paid.  Chonis. 


Danny  Takes  After  his  Father. 

Written  by  Ned  Harrlt,Mn. 

Th*  Mtiili-  of  tliia  HOUR  c.<u  be  <>l)t»lned  of  E.  H.  Harding. 

No -W  IJowery    o|U>o»ite  Prince  Street    New-York— 

EieKaut  Full   Mniic  Size  Sbeet  for  10  ccula. 


I've  a  very  large  family  at  home,    - , 
Meself  and  the  old  woman,  two. 
Four  girls  and  five  little  boys  ; 
I  have  plenty  of  Ubor  to  do 
To  advise  and  instruct  tl>em  in  study, 
.\iid  walk  by  the  square  Rule  of  Throo 
They  all  take  alter  their  mother, 
Bnt  Danny,  he  takes  atler  me. 

Chorus. 

He's  as  proiul  us  a  soger  on  parade, 

Or  a  hluckbiid  that  sin^s  tr  m  a  troe  ; 
lie's  tb«  image,  they  say,  of  his  father — 

For,  Danny,  he  takes  after  me. 

Kndolpho  takes  after  his  mother, 
Elvina  Mid  Eosy  likewise  : 
And  ju-^t  like  a  goiit  in  the  parlor, 
They'd  butt  i<  they  didn't  ^jet  (H«a. 
When  Edwarno  sits  Aowa  to  his  dinner. 
With  the  siigiiT  be  makes  himself  free  ; 
Oau  hits  hiioa  a  puck  in  the  juguler- 


For,  Danny,  he  tuke«  after  me. 


Gionu. 


He's  an  eye  In  his  bead  like  an  eagle. 

He  resembles  the  gr^t  Bull-vi-dere; 

And  just  like  the  Empress  of  Chinj, 

His  foot's  just  !>•  small  as  his  ear  ; 

His  voice  it  res*  pablc-s  the  cnokoo^ 

Or  the  mermaid  that  swims  in  the  tea  ; 

■e«.a  dBsling,  I'm  tould,  'mong  the  ladki  - 

For,  Danny,  he  takes  after  me.  Chorns. 


Mr.  Fog. 

Mr.  Fog  he  conducte<l  a  chi\iidler's  shop,       ' 

Mrs.  Fog  was  just  lit  for  the  station  ; 
And  they  had  a  daughter  they  called  Miss  Pop, 

Who  huil  a  (Mtlitu  educHtiou  , 
For,  missey  was  sent  to  ii  iKuirdiug  school. 

Where  all  the  fine  things  they  tjiught  her  : 
I  don't  mean  to  say  Mr.  Fog  was  a  UuA, 

But  he  vam\e  a  great  fool  of  his  daughter. 

Spoken  :  Miss  came  home  for  the  holidays,  and 
all  their  friends  were  invited :  Miss  Poppy  siit  as 
priiu  us  a  was  doll  in  a  toy-shop  window.  "I'oppy, 
says  Mr.  Fog,  Poppy,  my  dear,  do  pollywoo  a  little, 
to  show  your  laming. — "  "La,  jwi,  vat  a  ftjol  you 
are.' —"  Veil,  says  the  tripeman.  that's  vtit  I  cidls 
manners."  "Come,  come,  my  dear,  says  Mrs.  Fog, 
ilo  spveehify  a  little  'stronomy  and  bottomy,  about 
plants  and  comets."  "  Vy,  ma,  if  I  did,  you  vonMut 
understand  it."  "  ^Lvuuers  again,"  says  the  tripe- 
man. j 

Cbortts. 

Bnt  just  as  yon  like  to  fiishion  bow, 

Every  on  to  their  liking  ; 
.\s  the  old  woman  said  when  she  kissed  her  cow. 

Isn't  the  pictttre  striking? 

Miss  Fog  loft  school  jnst  as  wise  as  she  went. 

And  dressttd  ont  in  ninslinsaud  siuidals  ; 
She  oftentimes  into  the  shop  was  sent 

To  serve  ont  soap,  small  l>eer,  and  ramllos. 
The  customers  stared,  and  they  thought  it  strange  : 

(All  genteel  shopkeerHTS  ape  her) 
For,  tho'  she'd  to  give  but  a  farthing  in  change, 

•She  wnipjjeil  it  up  ii)  whitey-browu  pajier. 

S|K>keu  :  '•  \'y,  miss  says  an  old  woman,  (who 
wanted  a  far'n' worth  of  siuid,  and  change  for  a  ha'- 
peiuiy),  tliat's  a  new  go  to  put  oft' old  coppers." — 
••Don't  be  sarey,  .say  si  Fog,  my  darter's  l)evn  to  a 
boarding  school  to  Lirii  gentility."-"  Oh  !  says  a 
coal-heaver.  I  like  the  genteel  thing  WiLstly  ;  .so  here, 
miss,  hand  us  over  a  <jiiart(rn  nt  butter,  while  1 
wrap  my  dirty  money  in  a  rag,  that  it  mayn't  soil 
your  lily-white" knuckhis,"  "I  bog  sir,  you  vont  be 
im|)erent :  I  declare,  pa,  I  never  vont  conic  Into  the 
shop  no  more,  if  Im  to  Ic  ti'eate.l  m'  by  these 
rannell."  (cjinaille).  "Dirty  butter,  said  an  Irish- 
women, who  do  you  Pall  kennel'?  g",  wnip  your 
boi<es  up  in  cotton,  uiud  lay  yourself  up  till  the  la- 
vender season,  miss."  Chorus. 

Miss  Fog  at  the  shop  she  soon  turned  up  her  nose. 

Soon  tiu-ned  it  up  at  pa,  and  nin,  too  : 
And  thence  in  the  family  <inavrels  arosi-. 

Ami  at  last  grew  a  tine  civil  war,  too. 
Miss  Pop  she  iK)pped  oft',  and  her  honie  dcsert.% 

And  married  a  spouting 'prentice. 
And  as  she  had  never  Isen  tiught  to  make  shirts. 

Was  force<l  to  make  shifts  by  the  twenties. 

Spoken  :  He  was  a  young  amateur  of  i'ashion  ; 
they  played  Romeo  and  Juliet,  with  Love  Laughs  at 
L<Kksmiths  ;  and  Three  Weeks  alter  Marriage,  the 
gallant  gay  Lothario  left  the  Fair  Penitent  to  Re- 
morse. Now,  instead  of  studying  dog-star,  slie  cries 
cat's  meat,  and  all  her  botany  is  turned  into  cabbage 
pLiuts-  Oh  !  mre  cabbage  plants  !  Chorus. 


And  Thou  art  Young,  my  Gentle  Maid. 

And  thou  art  young,  my  gentle  maid, 
.iud  thou,  my  lovely  girl,  art  fair  : 

Thy  form  by  beauty  was  arrajed, 
"Thy  breath  is  sweet  as  morning  air. 

That  on  ft  tuft  of  viplets  play*-, 

( )r  on  a  bed  of  roses  strays  : 

"Vet  'twas  not  form  nor  rosy  hne,  ,  - 

That  made  me  love  thee  as  I  do. 

And  cans't  thou  tell,  my  gentle  maid. 
Why  heaves  my  breast  at  thought  of  tliee? 

'Why  crimson  o'er  my  cheeks  has  strayed 
When  those  soft  eyes  were  fixed  on  me  ? 

'Twfts  that  in  thee  I  saw  combined 

Each  grace  of  form  and  charm  of  mind  ; 

'Twos  virtue  only  could  snbdne, 

And  make  me  love  thee  as  I  da  ^ .  '..'. 


Fortune  don't  Smile  upon  Me. 

By  J  A.  Hardwicke.    Air:    I  never °wm  uesat for tbe  M*. 


'Tis  easy  to  taste  life's  sweet  joys, 

Wheu  you  have  money  got ; 
But  lean  happy  be,  my  boys, 

When  coin  I  have  not. 
Her  favors  Fortune  may  dispense         .    , 

(Jn  many,  as  I  see,  •    ^ 

But  I  know  tliis  -  it  is  long  since       '  .     - 

Shu  Ciist  a  smile  on  me. 

Chobcs. 

Thongh  yon  may  sni)pose  that  it  sonnds  funny, 
.\s  my  life  it  has  not  bet;n  nil  honey  :• 
I'm  tlie  ha])pieRt  when  I've  no  money, 
And  Fortune  don't  smile  upon  a^l 

The  silver  spoons  were  stolen  all, 

I'm  sure,  when  I  was  bom  ; 
Through  life,  without  them,  great  or  small. 

In  my  mouth,  I  have  gone. 
But  Sheffield  wore— will  cut  my  fare 

Fur  brfTikfrtst,  dinner  or  tea. 
And  well  I  shift    thongh  Fortune's  gift 

1-;  not  given  to  me.  Choms. 

No  rich  old  "  Nuiiks,"  in  India,  die, 

.\nd  leave  their  weidth  to  me  ; 
No  ancient,  mouied  Aunts  have  I, 

'I'o  drop  a  fegacy  : 
1  never  money  fiuil,  although 

With  two  eyes  I  can  see  : 
Fortune  a'vay  may  favors  throw, 

iiut  dou't  throw  them  at  mc.  Choms. 

You'll  think  that  down  uiMtn  my  Inck, 

Without  cxsh,  I  should  be  ; 
But  no !  I  will  keep  up  my  pluck, 

And  rove  on  gay  and  free  ! 
This  consoLition  I  have  got. 

With  no  coin  I've  no  care  ; 
If  I  had,  I  might  "  blew"  the  lot, 

AlM)ut  fast  Leicester  Square.  Choms. 

1  know  the  ladies  love  the  men. 

But  whiit  I  say  is  true —  i 

You  love  them,  for  themselves,  but  then  \ 

You  love  the  money,  too. 
Now  I've  got  none— so  girls  they  shun 

My  suit,  my  means  and  me  ; 
Well,  love — I'm  glad— won't  drive  me  m&d. 

So  I  shtdl  happy  be.  Choms. 

The  happy  man  has  got  no  shirt, 

I've  heard  the  proverb  say  : 
And  though  sopie  treated  are  like  dirt. 

Who  cADiiot  p:ky  their  way  : 
Fm  jolly,  if  I  pay  or  not. 

As  you  will  always  see. 
Anil  care  for  Fortune  not  a  jot. 


If  she  won't  smile  on  me. 


Choms. 


I  Cannot  Sleep  to-night.  Love. 


Bj  w  D.  c. 


I  cannot  sleep  to-night,  love — so  trotibled  my  mind, 
I  fear,  lor  yonr  welfare  ont  in  the  bleak  wind  :  • 

How  doleful  the  dash  of  the  waters  mnst  be, 
Away  from  tho  ones  so  dear  nuto  thee — 
I  often  ilo  wonder  bow  drear  is  one's  life 
Who  l)ecomes,  to  a  sailor,  his  dear  Uttle  wife  : 
Hot  you  know  you  have  promised  me,  ikithfnl  and  tme. 
That  the  trip  you're  fiow  on  is  the  last  one  for  you. 

Chortts. 

I  cannot  sleep  to-night,  love,  ray  thoughts  are  at  thee, 
And  I  fear  that  yonr  dear  fikce  J  never  shall  see. 

I  cannot  sleep  tn-night,  lov*,  so  wild  in  my  brain 
With  the  thought  that  yonr  presence  I  may 

ne'er  greet  again. 
And  yet  the  good  spirit  doth  whisper  of  you 
Unto  oar  fimd  vowb  be  will  ever  be  tme—     •.   ,  i 
And  every  eff'ort  I  make  towards  sleep  •  :'-^i    '' 

Doth  cause  a  strange  feelingjright  through  me  ttrenep. 
Yet  hopeful  I  look  to  Him  np  above 
To  gnide  safely  hoOM  the  one  I  so  ton.         Choras. 


•*^»^ 


Mnrried  life  too  often  begins  with 
B&iBogany  and  ends  #ith  fitmi 


TOHWDod  sad 
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AcroM  the  Bagiag  Water.  r. 

Words  and  Mntio  li;  Hkrry  Bennett.      Ai  MUtR  with 
•uooeM  by  B«Buett  and  Keroell. 


Oh!  whisper,  while  we  tell  to  yoo  > 

A  story  that  is  short  and  thme^  ^^ ' 

The  rayson  why  we  had  to  go    '       ,,,.  '    , 

Acrofis  th?  raging  water : 
The  Britifib  army  we  did  jinci 
They  'listed  us  for  twelre  years  time, 
And  thoaght  they  bad  us  ▼ery  fine. 
Bat  we  skipped  across  the  water. 
Chorus :    Shug  a  roog,  a  roog,  Avg, 
Shng  a  roog  a  roo  ; 
Shngar  in  the  tay-pot. 

How  are  yon? 
Away  on  the  big  «hip  we  did  go, 
■ "    Across  the  raging  water. 

We  liked  the  army  well  enough,  \       -, 

Bnt  rations  there  were  very  Uso^ :    . 
They  fed  ns  on  salt  junk  and  duff,  • 

And  stirabout  and  water. 
They  put  us  in  a  coat  of  red. 
With  a  wavin'  plume  upon  onr  bead — 
We  often  wished  that  we  were  dead, 

Or  drownded  in  the  water.  Chorufi. 

They  made  us  swear  to  sarre  the  Qoeeoi 
They  took  from  us  our  coat  of  green,  • 

They  took  our  old  dudeene  away. 

And  threw  them  in  the  water : 
Then  we  resolved  to  take  Frinch  l»w^ 
For  liberty  we  did  sorely  grieve, 
The  British  guard  we  did  desave, 

And  skipped  acrocB  the  water.  Choms. 

And  now  we're  in  Amerikay, 

We  do  our  work  and  get  our  pay, 

And  many's  the  time  we've  ble^ed  the  day 

We  skipped  across  the  water — 
The  stars  and  stripes  are  o'er  onr  head, 
The  green  does  wave  above  the  red. 
And  British  lawsjio  more  we  dread. 

Since  we're  across  tl;e  water.  Chorus. 


A  Seventh  Ward  Irishman's  Tronbles. 

Written  and  Ooinpo«ecl  bj  Jerry  Oardoer,  Sung  by 
Dobeou  aud  Oardner. 


Kind  friends,  if  you  listen  111  try  and  relate 

The  triak  I  have  lately  been  through  : 

Perhaps  when  I  am  finished,  some  kind  person  hero 

Will  tell  me  what  I'd  better  do. 

Fve  a  big  Hcn  at  home,  and  Fat  is  his  name : 

By  herring  !  he  is  a  hard  case. 

When  he's  in  the  house,  he's  full  up  of  abuse 

And  with  him  we  never  have  peace. 

Chobus. 
Cheese  it,  come  nixey,  now  what  do  yon  say  ? 
For  fear  the  old  bloke  he  may  give  it  away. 
If  he  tumbles  to  onr  little  racket,  you  know. 
Hell  give  it  «way  to  the  eopa. 

Now  six  days  through  the  week  Tcry  hard  I  do  foil. 

But  OP  Sunday,  when  work  it  is  done. 

When  I  sit  in  the  boase.  my  bl6od  is  made  boil 

At  the  way  wiy  son  Patrick  goes  on  : 

Bnt  if  sMDethiiig  don't  come  that'll  quick  civiliae  him. 

Make  him  stop  phmog  tricks  fipon  me, 

To  Glieea^iut  or  Jan^y  I'll  quckly  transport  him 

Or  I'U  8e«4  iam  to  plough  the  salt  sea. 

Wip*  df^ifflf  Afe.  mnd  pnll  <foW^3fW 
Go  ttke  a  tnmble,  and  give  ns  a  wet : 
He  calls  me  a  snoozer,  a  rank  nmnberooe. 
And  at  fighting  he  says  I  am  N.  G. 

It  strikes  me  of  late  he'a  been  trying  to  reCaon, 

He  palls  with  a  fellow  named  I^ch  : 

This  MMf  lOMign  iilangukh  they're  tiying  to  speak, 

It'»  B«ith«r  It^ian  nor  Freu^. 

I'm  sbnre  it's  not  German  or  Latin  or  Qtmik, 

It's  made  out  of  the  divil's  own  alaiu;  : 

Tlmy'»e  a  bi^  dicwdHUMiy,  I'm  tenld  it's  6fwpls>s, 

TwM  eompoaed  l^  the  old  hook  doek  gaag. 

CltOBlTB. 

With  a  boiled  shirt  and  neck-tie  I*m  beatfaig  the  <isek, 
If^  (frew!  mvseff  shabby,  he  says  I  am  a  wieok : 
But  bv  Havens  !  the  head  Tlj  ining  dean  off  hkasok, 
If  be  doot  gbe  apusfaigthfe  sisag. 


Jakey  WoolfingsteuUv  ;  v   ; ; 

Word!  by  Earn-  BemiPtt  As  snne  by  Got  WilUama. 

Air.     UiUIebrkud  Muutrose. 


His  name  was  Jakey  Woolfiugstein,  ■'.■  ' 

Some  people  c;ill  him  Yorick  : 
In  bis  button-hole  he  wears  a  fiui,  *  ;  ;-    ". 

He  can  Frauey  paregoric. 
His  hair  in  Albany  riuf^lets,  ,., :    i^;    , 

His  eyen  are  as  you  please  :  ;  /    I;; 

De  girls  all  call  him  "  gtim-drop.4,'' 

Vieb  alvajs  makes  him  sneeze. 
Chorus  :     Horse-car,  horse-car,  my  leedle  pet, 
I'll  meet  you  in  dedark  : 
,     ".    If  de  veder  it  is  vet, 

♦      He'd  stab  you  with  a  fmit-^^ke, 
Uud  treat  you  to  Rbeiu-wine  : 
De  pride  ol  Ave.  A.,  of  gouree. 
Is  Jakey  ^Voolliugstein. 

His  neck-tie  is  hLs  fudder's  stocks, 

Dis  bniu-new  leedle  fellow  : 
Uud  on  Broadway  he  reads  de  sign*, 

Drongh  his  ten  cent  umbrella.  r 

His  boots  are  tissue  paper,  V 

His  board  he  will  not  pay,        ■     ■ ;     .:;''?;>."■■ 
He  drinks  plantation  bitters,      .-  ■  . 

Uud  dis  is  vot  he'll  siiy  : 
Chorus:    Olive  oil,  olive  oil—  .-     ■     / 

You'll  hear  him  say — •:      .  ■ .' 
.1  must  buy  some  broken  candy 
•.J         F(>r  Louise  across  the  way  : 
.  ,■  All  de  girls  tofi;geder 

Hafe  nearly  lost  their  mind  : 
Of  gourse,  dis  German  masher 
Is  Jakey  Woolfingstein. 

He  parts  his  hair  beneath  his  chin, 
Und  wears  his  modder's  collars  : 
His  fiuldcr  lias  got  lots  of  tin,  :    . ;  ^      • 

He's  worth  about  two  dollars.  ■■■■:■_  : / 

In  big  kinanas  he's  got  stock, 

lu  beesuess  he  is  a  slmrp  : 
Y^ou  should  bear  him  play  ' '  De  Watch  am  Blune ' 

Upon  de  Hebrew  harp.  ,.;.;.. 

Choras  :    Very  turt,  very  tart, ''' 
I  must  go  away, 
.    Uud  carry  Kuox's  banner 
For  fifte(-u  cents  a  day  : 
The  ladies,  heaven  blefa  me! 
.   \  Are  stnndiug  in  a  line, 

.  Vr         To  watch  the  style  and  figure 
Of  Jakey  Woolfiugstein. 


When  the  Flowing  Tide  Comes  in. 

Words  by  H.  Ashland  Kran— Unite  by  Harrisno  Millard. 

Tbe  Music  of  tliis    nong    is    Palilished  bv  Q.  D. 

Bnisell  &  Cu.  of  123  Treiuont  St.,  Beaton. 


He  sailed  away  at  break  of  day,        y       ' 

The  skies  were  blue  and  fair. 
He  kissed  his  bonnie  hand  to  me 

With  heart  as  light  as  air. 
"Hark  ye  ! "  he  cried,  "  go  watch  the  tide 

As  it  Cometh  np  to  Lj-nn  : 
For,  foul  or  fair,  I  will  i)e  there. 

When  the  flowing  tide  comes  in." 

I  watched  the  clouds  that  came  in  crowds. 

Like  flocks  of  evil  birds, 
My  heart  sank  low  with  bitter  woe, 

Rememb'ring  Donald's  words. 
"Oh,  Crod!"  I  cried,  aud  none  beside 

Knew  the  grief  my  heart  within, 
"  Oh  !  give  me  back  my  bonnie  lad, 

None  else  my  love  can  win, 
Oh  !  give  me  back  my  bonnie  lad. 

When  the  flowing  dde  comes  in." 


kemm  the  strand,  far  np  the  land 

The  fiere*,  wild  waters  swept ; 
Laid  at  my  feet  a  burden  sweet. 

With  smile  as  if  he  slept : 
I  enuld  not  weep,  so  soft  his  sleep. 

For  fear  'twonld  waken  him. 
Peace — let  him  rest—  God  knoweth 

Aud  the  flowing  tide  oomee  in. 


<•►• 


When  is  a  doctor  most  annoyed  ? — When  he  is 
eat  of  patients. 

'A'  look  that  bwglan  eamitit  plok— ' 


Twenty-Seven  Cends. 

TrriHen  nud  Suiik  by  Uus  WillUiua 

Music  tnbllBifed  by  L  P.  Oouilaud.  86  TrcmMit  Street. 

Boston,  Mms. 


1  Usde 


Of  you  lisden  to  my  sdor)', 

I  vill  try  und  told  yon  somediq^*^ ..  V 
Vot  you  see  most  every  day-time       •■■■:■.■„ 

As  you  valk  aloag  de  sdreet : 
Now  und  den  you  hear  a  bellow  • 

From  a  gread  big  cheeky  fellow. 
Voue  ol  Whom,  ven  I  describe  him, 

You  diid  ofden  meet : 
He  will  holler  out  so  loud  ,      ■    '. 

To  hit  audience,  (a  crowd.) 
Usd  he  gives  such  grand  induoemends. 

In  hia  own  peculiar  way. 

Spoken  :  He's  vone  af  dem  fellars  rot  ve  see 
sdandiug  on  de  comer  every  day,  imd  bespeaks 
like  dis— 

I  *.    Cbobus.  :',■   ,., '■ ' 

Pins  nhi  needles  by  dedoisan. 

For  yeur  tincle,  adnt  or  oozen  :  '. . ' 

A  plain  gold  ring,  a  wed<liug  ring, 

Und  a  locket  Tot's  immense  : 
Here  w^  have  some  fine  tooth  powder, 

A  receipt  for  making  chowder  : 
Take  del  lot, 

I  sell  to  you  for  twenty-seven  oends. 

Selling  jf  it  rains  or  shining. 

You  vill  never  find  him  pining. 
Bat  as  hubby  as  an  oysder 

He  does  alvays  seem  to  be  ;     . 
Telling  jokes,  dat  are  so  funny^  : 

Auydiug  to  raise  de  money  J .  ^■.■.. 

From  hi^  audience  around  him,        ' . 

'H  eye  to  business  ;  see  !  ■,■•:. 

Of  a  poUoemau  moves  him  on. 

In  a  n^ute  h&vas  gone,  '..',; 

But  up  ou  some  oder  comer. 

In  dw()  seconds  he  vill  be. 

Spoken  :  lYes,  indeed,  you'  can't  drive  him 
away  ;  he's  like  a  jack-in-<ie-b<>x  !  de  moment  yon 
put  your  hand  ou  him,  he  uiut  dere,  und  den  aD 
dem  fellars  l<K>k  alike,  und  dey  all  seem  to  vear  de 
same  kind  of  clothes  ;  you  may  go  auyvere  in  do 
Uuided  Sdades,  I  don't  care  how  small  de  town  is, 
und  de  moment  id  gets  dark,  you  vill  see  Tone  of 
dem  fellars  on  de  comer,  mit  de  same  old  i<lendic&I 
box  in  front  of  him,  de  old  greasy  lamp  over  hia 
head,  imd  d0  same  old  crj-,  of  (Thorns. 


i 
1 


.^•«»H 


Star  of  my  Liie. 

A   SUUCNADE. 


Star  of  myfHfe .  ', 

Birds  are  dsleep 

8of(1y  the  mo<Hilight  gliden  o'er  the  deep — 
Gvms  of  the  night  gleamiuf^  afar 
Wait  for  thy  face,  dear,  love's  golden  star 
Chorus  :     Wake  from  thy  dreaming. 

Dawn  on  my  heart,  ,T 

Come  sweetly  beaming, 
(Never  to  part !  i; 

Wake  from  thy  dreaming,      ■';..,. 
pawn  on  my  heart,  '  ": 

Come  sweetly  beaming,  •■  :  , 

•         Never  to  part! 

Star  of  myjlife -  '"  '■■-'  .-^' ■■■•--  -  '  .v 

Day  is  to  me^ 

Dark  as  a  storm-clond  hurled  on  the  sas — 
Thoa  art  away,  love,  sadly  I  bide 
Dreams  esvft  bringing  thee  to  my  side — 

fhonis :  Wake,  Ar. 


The  Downward  Look,  the  Downeait  Eye. 

The  dowBvaid  look,  the  downcast  efa^ 
The  atealiqfr  tear,  the  struggling  sigh,    . 
Miist  shew  distmst,  or  grief,  or  U»s,       ;,  '■:. 
Or  sorely  oannot  be  liDoen. 

Oh  !  let  my  lips  with  modeist  smile. 
Devoid  of  art,  devoid  of  guile. 
To  Beory  spssJt.  nor  doobt  nor  fax; 
Bat  shew  |Urift's  lowssfacem 


H 
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THE    $]]V€iI:R!^'    JOUHiKAL.. 


"       /v        Ruth's  Flirtation,    -  • 

Before  Rnth  IVmiington  aoceptitl  Dr.  Howard, 
she  had  c.-rtainly  flirted  with  lliilpli  J5:irl(>sv  ;  und 
Ralph  had  wimt'  n-iisou  to  bo  an^'iy  aud  iiidii{naiit, 
but  he  Khotild  have  Weu  man  f  iumj^h  to  lot  tho  piiil 
alone,  aud  cease  from  alwurd  and  tinavailiug  re- 

E roaches.  However,  he  was  uot,  and  day  by  day, 
our  by  hour,  Iluth  lived  in  dread  of  him.  never 
knowing;  \tben  she  mif^ht  meet  his  Hoowliug  face  in 
the  street,  or  what  Kweet  hour  he  mi!.,'ht  poison  with 
tho«e  angry  accusation><,  which  were  all  the  more 
bitter  for  beinj,'  iu  a  meaHuro  tnie. 

However.  Kutli's  friends  upheld  her,  for  Harry 
Howard  w;u«  a  tine  fellow,  whose  antecedents  every- 
one knew-  his  father  the  favorite  physician  of  the 
place  beture  him  :  his  married  sister,  Mrs. 
lhlarchm<  lut.  tlie  brini;  who  da/.zleil  their  eyes  with 
b«iuuets  ami  dr.  ssis  alisolutel_\  lidiM  Talis;  while 
old  Mrs.  H'ward  was  the  Ijuly  Jl.ointitnl  of  the 
place,  dispensed  fl.iniiels  t>>  tlie  ^iixir.  himtedlip 
children  }.t"'"\'  ♦"  the  di"^'«  for  want  cf  education, 
and  pive  tlu  in  bread  and  schiKilinj,',  and  headed 
coutril'utiiiiis  ti^r  widows  who  had  8e<'n  better  ilays. 

\  really  resj>ectpd  liunily  were  thoHowarda,  and 
Balph  15arli>w  was  jnsl  no  one  knew  who,  a  fellow 
who  seemed  to  lane  money  eiioutih,  but  who,  forall 
that,  wits  without  any  iutnHliictiou  whateser. 
Handsome.  tt">  .  but  not  the  man  i>eople  wanted  to 
see  danj^liii!;  alter  their  ^i'ls  and  when  Kuth  had 
that  flivtiition  with  him  she  led  a  terrible  life  at 
home. 

No  girl  lil<'s  to  be  8colde<1  and  preached  to  and 
threatened  by  tb(  sc  who  are  her  Ruardians,  aud 
doiihtless  this  iiilluejtced  Ruth  no  little  ;  and  now 
all  was  so  MiKK^th  niid  easy  ;  and' like  most  grave 
men.  Dr.  Howiird  had  mf)re  in  him  than  appeared 
on  the  siirlai^-,  and  made  a  fonder  aud  more  atten- 
tive lover  than  she  had  hope<l.  Slie  loved  him  uow, 
ntid  her  fleetiii;,-  fancy  for  Ualjih  was  quite  a  thint{ 
of  the  past.  Thi'  wi'dding-day  was  tixed.  the 
wedding-dress  nearly  done,  ami  Ruth  would  have 
beep  jH-rtVetly  happy  but  for  Ibdjih's  haunting. 
Knowing  that  she  had  o'lct'  giseii  liiiii  reason  to 
thiuk  she  liked  him  imleoil.  know  hit,  that  she  had 
—  sh»  corJd  nol  use  him  as  she  woiiM  another,  and 
complain  of  him  to  lu  r  father  or  brotlier  ;  and  the 
last  time  he  erohsed  her  piith,  he  caught  her  by  the 
anu  and  helil  her  fast,  and  told  lier  she  must  either 
break  vifli  Pr.  Howard  or  tala  th.'  conse<juences. 

"  Yoii  shiill  iiev>  r  man-y  liiiu,   Ruth,"  hesaid- 
"nevor  ;'  :in  1  tliis  lime  Riitli,  v.ho  had  before  only 
wejit  and  triuil-led,  deQed  him. 

••I'lu  lU't  airaid  ot  \ou,  Rdph,"  siud  she  ;  "T 
shall  bav."  a  protector  soon,  who  will  put  an  end 
to  voiir  thruii.'^.  aud  punish  you  for  amioyiug 
me."' 

"Don't  talk  of  him  tome,  girl,"  cried  Ralph  : 
and  he  cauuht  li>  r  by  the  wrist  and  held  her  so  thai 
for  a  moment  she  ■jint.nnii.  vstoodhow  jKiwerleiSNa 
woman  is  in  the  bands  ot  a  strong  man.  aud  they 
were  alone,  far  from  any  house,  with  thick  trees  on 
one  side  anil  a  bubbling  broiik  on  the  other. 

Rut  he  droppcil  the  hand  again,  aud  folded  his 
arms  aud  laughetl. 

'•  Little  fiK'l  !'  s^dd  h.'. 

"Great  brute,  to  try  to  frighten  mc !"  she  crie<l, 
anil  sped.  away.  .-Mttr  that,  she  would  never  go  far 
alone. 

Two  days  at  last  lay  between  the  present  and  her 
wedding  eve.  when,  atti-r  daiK,  as  she  i>at  upon  the 
lawn  waiting  for  lur  lo...r,  anil  liojiiuf;  that  none  of 
those  calls  that  otton  carri'  d  l!ie  doctor  miles  away 
when  he  least  desired  it.  would  keep  him  from  her 
that  evening,  a  sm.iil  boy  ran  up  tho  gurdeu  path 
and  addreiwed  her. 

"  You're  Miss  Rnth  Pfuniucton,  ain't  yotl?" 

"  Yes,"  she  said  ;  "  I  am." 

"Then,"  f-aid  he.  "the  doi'tor  is  outside  in  his 
carriage,  and  he  says  he  wants  yon  to  ride  with  him, 
only  he  can't  Uave  las  hor-e.  Won't  yon  put  on 
your  hat  and  come  V"  he  sa>-s. 

"Tell  him  I'll  lu  tii.re  Miamoment, "  said  Ruth, 
and  ran  intrvthe  room  wheiv  her  mother  (wt 

"Iamgr>injjo'it  t'irid«'\nth  Harr>',  ma,"said«hp; 
and  cntching  np  a  hat  and  shrtwl  that  lay  npon  the 
lonn^e.  stood  Ufon  the  mirror  to  put  them  on. 

"Nobody  w-m  ftfe  yi>u  now,"  said  Mrs.  Penning- 
ton. "  What  an  evcuing  it  is  for  a  hde — dark  as 
pitch  1" 

"  Not  on  the  road,  ma,"  said  Buth,  and  hurried 
off.     Bat  it  was  dark— so  dark  that  after  the  stnkk 


of  light  from  tho  lamp  in  the  jMirlor  had  ende<l,  she 
couhl  literally  aee  nothing.  She  found  the  Litch  of 
the  j^ardeu  gate  by  feeling  for  it,  luul  stepjH-d  out- 
side. There  under  the  poplars,  st<xxl  a  dark  object, 
a  sort  ofsilhouette  of  phaeton,  horse,  aud  driver,  all 
iu  one  piece.  She  approached  it ;  a  baud  met  hers, 
and  helped  her  iu. 
j      "  Oh,  how  tlark  it  is !    I  can't  see  yon,  Harry,"' 

.she  said. 
i*     Theu  tho  hand  went  aronnd  her  waist  and  drew 
her  close.     It  wa8  no  unwonted  thiug,  and  surely  it 
was  right  for  a  promised  wile  to  y  iehl  to  the  embrai-e, 
aud  nestle  her  hetul  on  the  broad  shoulder. 

"  I  supiKise  it  will  be  lighter  on  the  nmd,"  said 
she.  j 

Tho  answer  was  thot  little  nnspellahle  sound 
that  iK'oplo  use  for  the  afflrmative  when  they  do 
uot  want  to  speak — aud  tlie  C4»rriage  da.shed  away 
furiously. 

"  Why  do  you  drive  so  fast,  Harry  ?"  she  asked, 
lus  they  whirled  through  the  town,  the  wiutlow- 
lights  flashing  jMist  theni--aH  it  seemed  -  each  a 
blurre<l  star,  uo  more.  "  The  horse  i»  uot  running 
away,  dear  ?" 

The  anu  tightened  abont  her,  bnt  no  word  was 
spoken. 

"  Why  don't  you  siiy  anything,  Hap^-?"  said  she. 
"I'n»  frightened.     Nothiug  has  hapiiened ':'" 

"Nothing  !"  was  answered,  in  a  sort  of  whisi)€r. 

"  Rut  I  know  sometbiilg  has  !"  said  she.  "  Vou 
never  liehaved  so  before  !  lam  trembling,  Harry  ; 
feel  how  I  tremble  !  I  am  cold  all  over  !  Harry, 
please  ^peak  ! " 

Still  the  phaeton  whirled  on — still  there  was 
silence.  And  uow  the  town  wa.s  past.  They  were 
alone  on  a  loiu'ly  road,  and  faster,  and  faster,  and 
faster  still  they  drove  oil.  ,Thc  thought  that  her 
la'trothed  hner  hadsuddetdy  gone  mad  thrust  itself 
like  a  stab  into  Ruth's  heart  Oh,  if  she  coiddbut 
.see  his  face  ! 

"Jhirry."  she  said  faltoringly,  "Harry,  won't 
yon  go  baek  uow  ?  It  is  So  dark  !  I'm  tired  of  driv- 
iug,  Harry."  ' 

Suddenly  ho  bent  towards  htr. 

"Kiss  me,"  said  he. 

She  lifted  up  her  hps.  .\s  she  did  so,  straining 
b«reyes  towards  his  face,  the  black  clouiJH  overhead 
suddenly  jiarted,  and  from  between  them  jiotjx'd  the 
moon  at  her  full ;  and  Ruth  saw  by  the  white  aud 
ghastly  light  the  face  of  Ralph  Barlow. 

It  was  ho  who  sat  bt«ide  her.  She  understood 
quite  well  how  she  had  been  tricked.  She  was 
miles  from  her  home,  and  in  h'ui  i>o«  er.  He  had  lul- 
hlled  his  threat  of  vcugeauc*. 

"So  you  are  surprised  I"  said  ho,  with  a  loud 
laugh.  "Come  make,  np  your  mind  to  it.  T  wiis 
go<Hl  enough  for  you  once.  You  have  kisH«>d  me 
before,  lassie.  .lUi's  fair  in  lovo  and  war,  you  know, 
I'll  not  make  you  a  bad  husband.  I  love  you,  my 
<lear,  or  Id  never  have  done  this.  So  go<Hl-bye  to 
the  doi'tor." 

"  Ralph  Barlow,  I  hate  you  ! "  cried  Ruth.  "  If  I 
was  fool  euough  to  like  you  once,  I  hate  yon  uow. 
You  cau't  marry  me  against  my  will.  I'll  say  no. 
I'll  t«'ll  the  clergyman  you  carried  me  off.  What  a 
fool  you  are,  to  thiuk  h  girl  am  be  married  without 
h<'r  own  consent !  Take  me  ba(^k  at  once.  I'm  to 
marry  Dr. 'Howard  on  Wednesday." 

"  Indeed!"  said  Ralph.  "Reflect  a  moment  Yon 
will  then  have  lieeii  away  with  uie  two  days.  I 
scarcely  think  Dr.  Howant  will  waut  a  wife  who 
has  l>een  away  with  another  man  two  days.  I  think 
by  that  time  yon  will  be  quite  willing  to  say  yes. 
Come  ;  once  you  liked  the  uotion.  'Ihtise  steady- 
going  Scotch  )Mrenta  chose  the  doctor  for  you- 
that's  all.  We'll  havea  merry  life  together  ;  plenty 
of  money,  jolly  times.  I'll  get  the  license  to- 
morrow, aud  the  day  after  we  will  get  married. 
Come  make  up  your  mind  to  it " 

"  Harry  will  thiuk  I  have  played  him  false," 
said  Ruth.  "  Harry  will  believe  me  such  a  wicked 
girl!" 

"Just  so."  said  Ralph. 

".\udmoth«rand father!"  moaned  Ruth.  "Oh, 
Ralph,  Uke  me  back  home,  and  I'll  pray  for  you 
every  night  of  my  hfe  !" 

"  I'd  rather  you'd  kiss  me  every  day, "  said 
R.\lph.     "  No  :  I'll  never  go  back  with  you  1" 

Tlietxi)©  drove  ou  fa.ster  than  before  ;  and  though 
Rnth  utteYed  scream  after  scretim,  and  stwwe  in 
her  despair  to  cast  herself  into  the  road,  the  cries 
spent  ifaMMttts  oD-«i»pty-aii,  aud  the  strosg  arm 


abont  her  waist  made  her  strtigglen  ntterly  useJ^^wi. 

At  last  she  ce^ised  to  cry  out,  aud  sat  perfectly 
<iuiet  ;  but  it  was  uot  as  Ralph  supposed,  that  she 
hiul  yielded  to  fate.  She  was  watching  intently  for 
the  next  lioiise  that  they  should  pas.s,  hoping  that 
someone  within  would  bear  the  desperate  shneks 
that  she  would  lUter. 

At  last  she  saw  it  -a  largo  white  building,  in  the 
upper  windows  of  which  a  light  burned  brightly,  for 
there  jwople  watched  by  one  who  suffered.  Beside 
the  bed  siit  tho  hnsbaud,  holding  the  hand  of  the 
wife  whom  he  had  feared  that  he  must  lose,  but 
who  was  uow  in  safety.  At  the  foot  stood  the  phy- 
sician ready  to  deport,  happy  iu  the  good  work  that 
he  had  doue. 

"  Good-bye  until  to-morrow,"  he  said.  "  I  thiuk 
you  will  sleep  well  to-iiight,  dear  lady." 

Then  Dr.  Howard  rau  down  stairs,  and  went  out 
to  his  carriage.  A  stont  Irishman  stood  holding 
the  reins. 

"God  ble«8  yonr  honor  !"  he  said.  "  They  tell 
Tjo  you've  saved  missus's  hfe,  no  less." 

"  With  God's  help,  I  have  doue  something,"  said 
the  phwician.  "  Well,  others  are  as  late  as  I 
upon  the  road,  Pat" 

"  Yis,  aud Lord  save  tw,  what's  that?" 

For,  as  the  man  was  about  to  answer,  a  woman 
leant  from  the  phaeton  that  flew  jiast,  and  uttered 
a  terrible  cry  of,  "Help— save  me!  Help — save 
me  !" 

"  Is  it  mle  troable,  or  jnst  some  dis.solute  cray- 
ther  making  disturbance  'f"  says  I'at 

"  It  is  real  terror, "  said  the  doi  tor.  ' '  Come,  Pat 
— into  the  chaise  Mrith  me,  and  after  them." 

"I'm  not  afnud,"  said  Pat ;  "but  doctor,  we 
might  get  int<^>  a  toogh  scrimmage." 

"  Well,  ijnn'tl  like  that  Pat"  said  the  doctor. 

"  But  they  say  your  bride  is  waitin'  yon,  docthor," 
said  I'at  • '  Aud  'tisn't  a  broken  hea'd  or  nose  yon'd 
like  to  take  to  a  wedding." 

The  tl<  ycU>r  gave  one  thought  to  Rnth  ;  theu, 
"For  hei  sake,  all  women,"  said  he,  aud  they  were 
flying  after  the  other  carriage.  Tho  chase  was  not 
long  ;  their  horse  was  fresh,  the^other  weary. 

In  fifteen  minutes  they  were  side  by  side. 

"  Who  crie<l  for  help  ?"  said  the  doi-tor. 

.V  slmgghn^  form  m  the  carriage  stretched  out 
its  hands  to  him. 

"  Harry  !  Harry  !"  she  crietl. 

"  It  is  Ruth  !"  shouted  the  dix-tor.  And  then  he 
liad  clutched  the  reins,  and  the  man  iu  the  other 
carriage  rose  to  his  feet. 

' '  Let  go  your  hold !"  he  shouted.   "  I  am  armed  !" 

.\  jiistol  flashed  iu  the  moonlight  w-hich  shone 
still,  though  dimly. 

"  He  will  kill  yon,  Harry  f  cried  Rnth. 

'Yi-s,  by  heaven!"  yelled  Ralph  Barlow,  "1 
will  I" 

The  Irishman,  undaimted,  had  spmng  to  the 
horses'  he.ids. 

"I  can't  hold  them  mnch  longer,  yer  honor!" 
he  cried  ;  "  they're  mad— the  both  of  them  !" 

Then  there  was  the  sotmd  of  a  pistol— a  blaze  - 
the  smoke  of  gtmj>owder— and  Ruth  fainted  away. 

When  she  recovered.  Dr.  Howard  held  her  in  his 
arms,  and  the  Irishman  stood  near,  rubbing  his  head 
and  looking  utterly  bewildered. 

There  was  no  sign  of  either  of  the  horses.  On  the 
firing  of  the  pistol  both  had  mu  away  ;'but  by  this 
time  Dr.  Howard  was  on  the  ground,  and  had 
clutched  Rnth  abont  the  waist.  They  were  thrown 
to  the  earth,  and  the  bullet  had  grazed  the  doctor's 
cheek,  aud  cut  the  ribbon  of  Rnth 's  hat  in  two  ;  but 
otherwise  they  were  uuhnit. 

The  Irishman  bad  been  knocked  senseless  by  a 
kick  from  one  of  the  horses,  and  w  hat  had  become 
of  Ralph  Barlow  was  nnkuown. 

A.  few  hours  aflerwards  he  was  foimd.  a  corpse, 
amongst  the  debris  of  his  carriage,  his  dead  horee 
beside  him  at  the  foot  of  a  precipice  past  which  the 
rond  wound  half  a  mile  forther  on. 

Poor  Buth,  conscience-stricken 'and  shaken  in 
every  nerve,  really  felt  as  though  it  would  be  wrong 
that  she  shonld  play  the  part  of  bride  so  soon  ;  but 
the  doctor  stood  Arm  and  claimed  heron  the  proper 
dAf  rftfci?rBer  wild  ride  throngh  the  night  and  the 
terrible  soentfthat  followed  it,  seems  almost  a  dre«B 
to  her  uow  wheu  she  recalls  it.  Only  uo  daughter 
oiwRjith  wiil  flirt  if  she  can,  help  it 

Flifttoinn,  twjp  Buth,  is  notbisg  Ie«  tb*a  • ' 


.-<**. 


THE    SllVGERS'    JOURMAI..        ] 


Captain  Palmer's  Banghter.     - 

I  am  a  seafaring  man,  and  have  sailed  the  seas  for 
rjany  a  year.  I  wa«  born  ou  the  oceau,  they  tell  me, 
and  I  tnut  when  I  die  I  shall  be  buried  there  ;  for 
my  ship  is  all  I  have,  and  takes  the  place  that  home 
and  wife  and  children  hold  iu  most  men's  hearts. 

I  was  not  always  so,  though.  Once  J  bad  other 
dreams  and  fancies.  I  t^ub  iu  love  with  the  prettiest 
girl ;  the  sweetest,  and  the  best,  it  seemed  to  me, 
that  ever  lived.  She  was  old  Captain  Palmer's 
daughter,  and  a  belle  as  well  as  a  b^uty.  People 
said  she  was  a  coquette  ;  but  I  did  not  believe  them. 
Could  she  help  smiliugaud  blushing,  and  speaking 
softly,  and  looking  like  au  angel?  and  if  men  fell 
in  love  with  her  fur  that,  and  asked  her  to  many 
them,  muKt  she  needs  love  them  too? 

After  falling  iu  love  with  Alice,  of  course  I  tried  to 
win  her.  I  was  young,  but  I  was  already  captain  of 
a  ship,  and  I  knew  I  could  give  her  as  good  a  home 
as  she  deserved.  If  I  cotild  make  her  like  me,  I 
knew  that  Captain  Palmer  would  not  object.  And 
after  a  while  I  began  to  think  that  perhaps  I  could. 

At  last,  I  proposetl  to  her,  and  she  accepted  me. 
It  was  on  the  eve  of  a  twelvemonth's  voyage,  and  it 
was  like  death  to  tear  myself  away  from  her  :  bat 
then  I  reflected  that  when  I  returned,  it  would  be 
to  claim  her  for  my  own.  We  know  the  dangers 
of  the  sea,  we  sailors,  if  we  do  not  fear  them  ;  and 
I  felt  that  it  was  the  best  not  to  mmry  until  I  came 
back  from  a  cruise  of  that  length. 

It  was  enough  to  know  she  loved  me.  and  that  I 
had  a  right  to  love  her.  So  we  said  goo<l-bye  one 
morning,  and  she  vowed  to  be  true  to  Lie,  aud  I 
pat  a  little  ring  on  her  finger,  and  she  slipped 
one  on  mine.  I  cannot  believe  that  she  did  not 
love  me  then.  There  was  tears  in  her  sweet  eyes 
M  I  kissed  her. 

We  sailed  away  on  the  bright  October  day,  aud 
I  saw  the  steeples  aud  tall  buildings  of  Liver- 
pool fade  iuto  the  bine  distance  with  a  piiug  I 
never  had  thought  I  could  feel  at  lending  land  be- 
hind me. 

Of  coarse  I  knew  letters  unist  be  few  and  far 
between  ;  but  they  came  as  often  as  I  could  have 
expected  them  at  first,  and whenlfuiledtofiudouo 
at  any  port  where  I  had  h()i>ed  that  it  should  be,  I 
knew  what  a  chance  it  wiis,  und  said,  "  I  know  my 
girl  has  written  :"  aud  fancifd  to  nivRcH' just  wluit 
she  would  have  said,  and  ii>ade  up  my  mind  to  pre- 
tend to  myself  that  I  had  h;.d  <>ue.  I  did  not  feel 
anxious  about  her,  she  was  suoU  a  picture  of  youth, 
and  health,  and  h:ippiueKx.  Xiiil  as  for  being 
jealous,  why,  it  seemed  as  tliougb  the  curl  of  soft, 
brown  hair  that  I  woro  over  my  heart  in  a  little 
locket,  with  her  picture  ou  tlie  other  side,  was  a 
talisman  agaiast  that  So  I  sjiiled  on  over  the 
ocean,  doing  my  duty,  I  hojte,  but  dreaming  of 
my  home-going  all  the  while. 

At  last  the  time  had  pitss<-d,  aud  we  were  home- 
ward bouud,  wheu  one  morning— us  fine  a  day  as 
one  could  hope  for— there  was  a  sudden  cry  of 
horror  from  almost  everj'one  ou  board. 

The  most  awful  sight  that  can  be  seen  upon  the 
ocean  had  suddenly  burst  upon  us— the  sight  of  a 
ship  on  fire— a  fine  steamer  it  seemed,  and  I  fan- 
cied it  was  an  EnglLjh  one.  But  uothiug  was  cer- 
tain, for  from  one  end  to  the  other  it  was  little 
more  than  a  sheet  of  flame. 

It  was  a  sight  worse  thau  any  common  shipwreck 
can  be  ;  and  if  yon  have  never  seen  it,  yon  have  no 
idea  what  it  is.  Of  course  our  duty  was  plain.  We 
must  offer  what  help  we  couhl.  And  yet  we  had  a 
duty  to  our  own  passengei-s.  They  must  not  be 
placed  in  any  danger  of  the  same  calamity.  Some 
of  them  were  such  cowards  that  they  begged  us  to 
pass  on  without  stopping  :  others  were  pertectly 
imcouscious  of  the  danger,  and  desired  us  to  risk 
all  for  the  sake  of  mercy. 

Of  course  I  did  what  we  knew  best  for  all ;  and 
we  saved  many  a  poor  creature,  man,  woman,  and 
child,  and  amongst  them  the  captain  of  the  steamer. 
He  was  the  iast  to  leave,  and  we  heard  all  along 
how  brave  he  was,  and  how  forgetful  of  himself. 
When  I  heard  his  name,  I  knew  that  it  was  only 
what  might  be  expected  of  him  :  forit  was  Captain 
Hayden,  of  the  Qaeen  of  the  Sea— a  braver  man 
did  not  live— and  I  thoaght,  even  as  he  came  on 
board  smutched  with  smoke,  and  scorched  with 
flame,  and  exhausted  with  the  toil  and  agony  of  so 
mauy  awful  houi8,  there  ooold  not  be  a  hand- 
somer. 


My  heart  opened  to  him  as  though  he  were  a 
brother,  aud  I  stepped  forward  to  welcome  him, 
when,  suddenly,  all  my  liking  and  admiration 
changed  to  repuguauce.  I  felt  hate  fill  my  heart : 
aud  though  I  forced  myself  to  utter  the  words  of 
welcome  aud  sympathy,  which  were  his  due,  they 
sounded  false  to  my  own  ears. 

You  wonder  what  the  reason  of  this  change 
could  be,  I  suppose.  I  answer,  emphatically,  there 
was  none — no  perceptible  reason  whatever.  Ou 
the  contrary,  there  was  every  reason  to  admire  and 
love  him.     My  feelings  disgusted  me  with  myself. 

Captain  Hayden's  hands  were  much  barut,  aud 
he  was  verj-  much  exhausted.  I  took  him  to  my 
cabin  at  once,  aud  helped  the  doctor  to  moke  him 
comfortable.  I  swore  that  nothing  should  make  my 
wicked  dislike  for  him  alter  my  conduct  in  any  way  ; 
aud  yet  as  I  sitt  and  watched  him,  ufler  Lis  {min 
was  eased,  asleep,  with  his  handsome  head  upon  my 
pillow,  I  felt  myself  hating  him  worse  than  ever. 

"  Has  Satan  entered  into  me  ?"  I  asked  myself, 
and  if  I  did  not  pray  in  words,  I  prayed  at  heart  to 
bo  delivered  from  hmi. 

I  had  enough  to  do  of  course.  There  were  suf- 
ferers ou  l)oard  who  needed  attention,  a  few  not 
mauy — who  had  lost  reLitives.  All  were  without 
dry  clothing  or  comforts  of  any  kiud.  Our  pas- 
sengers were  good  to  them,  as  jjeople  generally  are 
at  such  times,  I  must  say,  but  there  was  a  great 
deal  of  grief  aud  excitement.  Some  who  had  lost 
money  raved  over  it  ;  aud  I  shall  uot  forget  one 
elderly  woman,  who  sat  wringing  her  hands,  glitter- 
ing with  riugs,  aud  lamenting  her  trunk. 

And  neiir  her  sat  a  woman  whose  husband  had 
been  drowned,  staring  at  her  iu  amazement,  w  ouder- 
iug  amidst  her  grief  that  auyoue  to  whom  the  lives 
of  those  she  loved  had  been  spared  could  weep  over 
lost  silver  aud  gold. 

In  a  few  hours  Ciptaiu  Ilai, den  was  amongst  lis, 
doing  all  he  could,  and  refusing;  to  be  treated  like  au 
invalid,  though  he  surelj-  was  on»>  ;  and  through  the 
voyage  he  never  proved  himselt  less  than  a  triie  aud 
noble  gentleman.  Aud  yet  I  hated  him,  I  could  not 
help  it 

He  did  not  fathom  my  thoughts.  He  fancied  mr 
a  stifl",  fomud  sort  of  a  fellow,  I  suppose  ;  but  he  had 
made  up  his  mind  that  he  owed  me  a  great  debt  of 
gratitude  for  the  common  humanity  I  had  show^l 
him  ;  and  oue  day  he  had  an  opportunity  of  prov- 
iug  it  It  w.as  a  stormy  day,  aud  the  deck  was 
slipper}-,  and  the  ship  tossing  as  I  never  knew  her 
toes  before. 

A  hand  we  had  had  trouble  with  before,  had  been 
giving  us  more  all  diij',  aud  at  lost  fairly  fell  to 
fightiug  with  a  messmate.  1  had  stepped  between 
them  to  separate  them,  and  the  fellow  had  struck 
me  a  blow.  It  was  suddeu,  and  I  was  not  prepared 
for  it  I  staggered  under  it.  The  vessel  lurched, 
and  in  an  instant  more  I  was  over  the  side  in 
the  seething  water.  At  any  other  time  I  was  as 
gojd  a  swimmer  as  any  ;  but  the  blow  I  had  re- 
ceived hud,  for  the  moment,  benumbed  my  right 
arm  aud  I  had  no  power  to  save  mjBc-lf. 

"Must  I  die  without  seeing  AJiee  again?"  I 
thoaght. 

\ud  then  a  strong  arm  clasped  me.  Captain 
Hayden  hud  saved  my  life — -but  even  while  I 
thauked  hini  for  it  surely  from  my  heart,  I  felt 
that  same  strange  hate  for  him.  So  that  I  won- 
deretl  whether  madness  were  stealing  over  me  and 
showed  itself  in  this  way. 

A  friend  he  had  just  proved  him-selii  and  yet 
I  felt  as  though  he  were  my  enemy — one,  too.  who 
had  done  me  some  terrible  harm. 

When  We  came  in  sight  of  Liverpool  again  we 
were  all  gLid  of  it.  I  think  ;  you  know  what  my 
reasons  were  ;  ami  tht-  voyage  had  scarcely  been 
pleasaut  to  auy,  siuce  our  waifs  and  strays  had  over- 
crowded the  boat.  To  mauy  of  them  the  landing 
would  briut;  home  and  friends  and  hojie  agaiu. 

Captain  Hayden  stood  by  my  side,  looking 
through  a  glass. 

"I  am  glad!"  he  said  ;  "there's  old  Liverpool, 
and  I  am  here  alive  again.  I  owe  you  a  debt  I 
never  can  forget,  captain.  It's  not  that  I'm  afraid 
of  death,  but  just  now  I  want  to  live  so.  There  are 
things  that  make  life  suddenly  precious  to  a  man. 
There's  a  dear  girl  yonder  waiting  for  me,  and  it 
was  that,  not  cowardice,  that  made  me  hate  to  die. 
Captain  Markham." 

"Captain  Hayden,"  I  said,  "you  have  certainly 
cancelled  your  debt  to  me.     You  have  saved  my 


life,  and  Ijhad  the  same  reason  to  love  it  that  yon 
have."       : 

Ho  smiltd  his  bright  warm-hearied  smife. 

"  I'm  gUd  to  hear  it"  he  Bai>l. 

Then  he  put  his  hand  iuto  his  Im»soiu. 

"  I  will  ilhow  you  her  i)icture, "  he  said.  "  I  have 
it  here."    ' 

He  drew  a  little  locket,  jost  like  the  one  I  More, 
from  his  b(|som,  aud  touoheil  the  spriug  that o[>ened 
the  back,  fnd  handed  it  tn  me. 

I  took  ittin  my  hand,  and  as  I  touchtnl  it  I  felt 
an  al)solut<s  spasm  of  hate  for  him  thrill  my  every 
nerve.  It  iterrilied  me.  I'<>r  u  luonieut  I  could  not 
see  what  liheld  iu  my  hand.  'I'lieu  my  vision  grew 
clearer.  I|  looked  upon  the  portrait,"  aud  then  I 
thought  that  I  had  grown  mad  indeed.  It  was 
Alice  Painter's  miuiature. 

But  it  co\\ld  not  bt(  her  iK)rtrait.  That  was  impos- 
sible.    Soiao  strange  rusemblauee — nothing  more. 

"May  I  ttsk  this  lady's  name?"  I  suid.  "It 
seems  to  ine  I  know  her.'" 

My  \oieb  sounde<l  harsh  aud  metallic  to  myself 
as  I  spoke. 

' '  Perhat  e  yon  do, "  he  said.   * '  She  is  Mim  Palmer 

Captain  Palmer's  daughter." 

I  bowed. 

"Her  hi.ir  is  ou  the  other  side,"*  said  he.  "  I 
think  it  is  the  loveliest  that  ever  grew  !" 

He  turn^  it  towards  me. 

"  It  is  tbe  loveliest  that  ever  pre*-,"  I  repeated, 
in  the  same  unnatural  voice.  "  May  1  ask  if  yoa 
have  been  Joiil;  eiigageil?" 

"Not  lo^g, "  he  said.  "  We  had  not  been  out  of 
l>ort  two  w*eks  when  yim  met  ils,  aud  »«  had  i>ot 
then  been  engaged  a  mouth.  A  case  of  lore  at  first 
sight  I  saW  her  and  loved  l»r  at  the  same  uioiueut 
I  do  uot  see  how  any  man  could  help  it." 

I  midenf  ood  now  why  it  was  I  had  hated  this 

all  his  good  qualities. 

man  within  me  con(iuered  the  coward. 

itiUate  you,   Captain  Haydeu,"  I  said. 

is  as  gooil  as  she  is  lovely,  you  have 


no  doubt  of  that, "   he  said. 


man  dt^sju 

Then  th 

"  I cong 
"  If  the  Im 
secured  ajpHzc.*' 

"  There  (chu   b 
"Thank  y4"-  ' 

I  walked  jaway.  Wheu  1  was  out  of  his  sight  I 
took  the  lb(fket  I  wore  from  my  l>OBom,  and  tossed 
it  iuto  thof^a. 

I  believe  he  thought  nie  the  most  disagreeably 
formal  mim  living.  I  believe,  ^feful  as  he  was  to 
me,  he  alito' struggled  with  a  bhud  dislike  when  we 
met  ; 

But  fill  hour  or  two  aft-r  we  shrM>k  Imnds,  and 
bade  <ah  jother  adieu  with  polite  hoj)  s  tluit  we 
should  me<'i  ugiiiu. 

We  neveij  did.  N'or  did  I  see  Alice  Palmer  more 
but  she  diUJuot  marry  C  .plain  IJayden  ;  doubtless 
she  jilted  him  as  she  had  jdted  nie  und  other  men 
before  me.  1  heard  that  the  liuslmnd  she  cho«e  at 
last  was  a'v^ry  rich  man.  Doubtless  she  never  in- 
tended to  in  arrj'  au}  other. 

If  she  is  I  Jive  she  is  a  middle-agoil  wonian  now. 

I  am  an  old  man,  and  ('aptuiii  Hayden's  l)eard 
was  white  ^^ hen  his  vesstl  went  down  ofl'  the  Ber- 
mudiis  five  tears  aKf«. 

Oue  who V'w  bim  lying  dea<l  npon  the  roCks  told 
me  that  ab(iat  his  neck  hung  a  little  locket,  a  pre- 
cious niemeiito,  with  agirl's  liuc  and  a  bit  of  brown 
hair  insidej  and  that  his  hand  was  eluHi>ed  no 
tightly  ovei*  it  that  it  was  thought  at  first  it  could 
uot  be  uuch  uehed. 

I  have  u  >  doubt  it  was  Ali<e  Palmer  that  he 
held  remeuibmiire  of,  <wen  in  his  diAtli  stru^^gle. 
But,  .as  for  nie,  I  tlir<;w  my  love  for  her  into  the 
sea,  along  with  her  hair  and  her  fals<!  fuee. 

It  is  n<*  love  for  her  that  has  kejrt  me  single ; 
only  when  one  finds  a  c<itain  human  heart  in 
which  he  htls  trusted  a  hollow  thing,  be  is  apt  to 
doobt  all  others. 


Charade. 


DarknetR  reigns  npon  the  ocean,         "  Vv-- 

Waveu  are  rolling  mf)untain8  high ; 
Heroes,  great  with  true  devotion. 

Wait  their  doom  —alas  !  too  nigh. 
For  thef rxf,  a  complete  sfctmd, 

Sinks  beneath  the  briny  wave  ; 
Which  a  tci/d  will  be  reckoned,  • 

With  &o  helping  hand  to  save. 

Answer:    Shipwreck. 
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I    nw         them         a  -  gain 


cd-rri.-*r-rST:i,— 


CHORUS. 


v->-t: 


Id  my    ris    -    ion's      brief      spell. 
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I  Bring 
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2  I  heard  the  sweet  chimes  of  the  Tillage  ohuroh  pealing, 
Thoir  iiilvery  melodies  raof^  through  the  air. 

And  I  louged  for  the  joy  of  the  ealm  tranquil  feeling 
I  had  when  in  childhood  I  knelt  there  in  prayer. 

Again  loug  the  path  by  the  lake  I  was  roaming, 
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^ith  a  hght  fairy  form  uloae  by  my  side, 
Anua  'scBth  the  wiUow  I  sat  in  the  gloaminff, 
wliispering  vows  to  my  bounie  young  briM; 


^•^^i^mmom 


3  When  the  sc«ne  slowly  changed  and  the  darkness  was  &lliii|k 

Kobbin(;  the  tender  yonoK  flowers  of  their  bloom. 
Hiding  the  loved  ones,  1  vainly  was  calling, 

TiU  naught  bat  the  echo  came  back  throngfa  the  gloom. 
A  feeling  of  loneliness  o'er  me  eame  creeping, 

The  hpcU  of  my  vision  nas  ended  at  last ; 
Each  old^berishod  form  in  the  churchyard  was  sleeping^ 

And  mt-mory  alone  bound  my  heart  to  the  pkst.. 
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Waitiiig  for  Thee. 


rw 


T*rhe&  fortnne  tnrns  from  mt  ber  vnan  tnnmj  njB, 

To  thee,  lore,  for  soluce  I  flee,   • 
And  tnist  to  thy  sweet  Muile  for  bright  happy  dsm 

>Vbile,  Coralie,  dear  Coralie  I  I  m  waitiiig  for  tn«e. 
Fair  tempters  I've  Reen,  full  of  beauty  and  graoe, 

NVbOHe  tonen,  soft  and  low,  were  sweet  mouie  to  me 
Bat  uot  ou  my  Leort  left  their  luem'ry  a  tnoe  : 

For,  Coralie.  dent  Coralie  1  fm  mitiiig  for  thee. 
Waitiug;  for  tkM. 

A  home  free  from  care  in  thy  bosom  I've  aooght. 

Wbile  sadly  I've  niiimed  o'er  the  laud  and  the  sea  : 
And  o'er  me  what  spulis  hath  thy  loveliness  wrought. 

While.  Coralie,  deer  Gotalie  !  I'to  waited  for  thee— 
In  wealth'H  flowing  Runshiuu  I  turn  from  its  beams. 

What  cure  I  how  brightly  they  shine,  love,  on  me? 
A  yision  fur  brighter  still  shines  through  my  dreams. 

While.  Coralie.  dear  Coralie  I  I'm  wailing  for  thee. 
Yes  !  waiting  for  thee. 

'•".•■■"       ■  ^  i>i  ^ 

The  Merry  Little  Flonghboy. 

A  flaxen-headed  cow-boy,  as  simple  as  may  be. 
And  next  a  merry  plongh-boy  I  whistled  o'er  the  lea. 
But  now  a  Hftncy  footman.  I  strut  iu  worsted  lace, 
Auil  soon  I'll  be  a  butler,  and  wag  my  jolly  face. 
When  stewani  I'm  promoted,   I'll  snip  a 

tradesman's  bill. 
My  master's  coflfers  empty,  my  pockets  for  to  fill — 
When  lolliug  in  my  chariot,  so  groat  a  man  I'll  be. 
You'll  forget  the  litUa  plough-boy  that 

whistled  o'er  the  lea. 

ni  buy  votes  at  electiona,  but,  when  I've  made  the  pelf, 
I'll  stand  poll  for  the  parliament,  and  then 

vote  in  myself  : 
"Whatever's  good  for  me  I  never  wjll  oppose  : 
WUeu  all  xny  ayes  are  sold  off,  why,  then  I'll 

sell  my  noes : 
I'll  joke,  harangue,  and  paragraph,  with 

Hpeeches  charm  the  ear, 
And  when  Tm  tired  on  my  legs,  then  I'll 

sit  down  a  peer  : 
In  court  or  city  honors  so  great  a  man  I'll  be. 
You'll  forget  the  little  ploiigh-boy  that 

whistled  o'er  the  lea. 


-.»►- 


Ye  Oods,  Toa  Gave  to  me  a  Wift. 

Ye  gods,  you  gave  to  me  a  wife. 

Out  of  your  grace  and  favor,    . 
To  be  the  comfort  of  my  life. 

And  I  was  glad  to  have  her.    .- 
But  if  your  providence  divine 

For  greater  bliss  design  her, 
T'  obey  your  will,  at  any  time^ 

I'm  ready  to  resign  her. 


The  Mow. 

klr:     Where  the  Bm  Sacks. 


Now  onr  day's  work's  done,  thtis  we  feast. 
After  labor  comes  our  re%t  : 
Joy  shall  reiijn  m  every  breast. 
And  right  welcouio  is  each  guest : 

.Vfter  harvest  merrily, 
Merrily,  merrily,  will  we  sing  now, 
Alter  the  harvest  that  heaps  up  the  mow. 

Now  the  plowman  he  shall  plow, 
And  shall  whistle  as  he  go, 
Wbether  it  be  fair  or  blow,  \  > 

For  another  Wrley-mow, 

O'er  the  furrow  merrilly  : 
Merrily,  merrily,  will  we  sing  now. 
After  the  h&rveat,  the  fruit  ot  the  plow. 

Toil  and  plenty,  toil  and  ease. 
Still  the  hnsljandmsn  he  sees  ; 
Whether  when  the  winter  freeee. 
Or  iu  the  summer's  gentle  breese,      * 

Still  he  labors  merrily. 
Merrily,  merrily,  after  tho  plow, 
He  looks  to  the  harvest  that  gives  as  the  mow. 


>*«^ 


Keep  your  eyes  wide  open  before  mMiMg* ;  hait 
■hut  aharwudfl. 


Briifht  Dzya  iriU  Come  Again.  :\tii 

Oh !  do  not  grieve  thongh  now  we  part,        > 

Let  hope  thy  heart  siistaiu  : 
llMMgh  oloads  may  dim  the  present  hoar, 

Bright  days  u  ill  come  again.       ..-^  ^j      '    j|» 
How  ever  fiiur  the  land  may  be,      --  "»      ***;  '^ 

O'er  which  I'm  d<K>ined  to  roam. 
My  thoughts  will  ever  be  with  thee — 
For,  where  tboa  art  is  home. 
duatm ;    Iben  do  not  grieve  though  now  we  part, 
•*       -^^  Let  hope  thy  heart  sustain  : 

Thongh  clouds  may  dim  the  present  hoar, 
Bright  days  will  come  again. 


Some  rorrow  shades  the  lot  of  al^,  ^  ^^  - ' 

Home  grief  we  all  must  share  :   <"^  »  ?  .  •. 
The  monarch  ou  hii,  gilded  throne 

Is  uot  devoid  of  care  : 
Though  lost  to  thee,  and  far  away. 

It  is  but  for  a  while  : 
I  will  return  and  wake  once  more 

Thy  fond  confiding  smile. 

^^%,^^ 

Brave  Old  Temeraire. 


t  * 


Chorus. 


Behold  how  changed  is  yonder  ship,  the  wreck 

of  former  pride : 
Melhinks  I  see  her,  as  of  old.  the  glory  of  the  tide. 
As  when  she  came  to  Nelson's  aid,  the  battle's 

brunt  to  bear, 
Aad  Hardy  sought  to  lead  the  van,  with  the 

brave  old  Temeraire. 

When  sailors  speak  of  Trafalgar,  so  famed  for 

Nelson's  fight. 
With  pride  they  tell  dt  her  career— her  onward 

oonnte — her  ipight : 
How,*  when  the  victory  was  won,  she  s^one 

triumphant  there. 
With  noble  prize  on  either  side,  the  brave  old  Temeraire. 

Our  friends  deport,  and  are  forgot,  as  time  rolls 

fleetly  by  : 
In  after  years  none  are  left  for  them  to  heave  a  sigh — 
But  hist  ry's  page  will  ever  mark  the  glories 

she  did  share. 
And  gild  the  sunael  of  her  fate,  the  brave  old  Temeraire. 


O'er  the  Water  to  Charlie.' 


A  Little  Look  of  Hair. 

Mnsia  at  B  H-  Bsiding'a. 


■£..v. 


'  .:  A  mother  kneels  beside  a  oo*,      •  r  -  ' 

And  weeps  in  anguish  wild, 
'*  Bestows  one  last  despairing  look      >       . 
Upon  her  dying  child  :  •  '     • 

Gently  she  parts  the  flowing  hair 

That  decks  the  little  head. 
And  softly  breathes  to  He.^.ven  a  prayer 
That  she  may  die  instead. 
Chorus  :    ^tUy,  softly,  gently,  gently  tread. 

Rest,  pretty  one,  rest  angels  guard  thy  bed. 
Watching  tor  thy  gentle  bpini'4  flight. 
Soaring  high  to  realms  of  heavenly  light. 

Still  the  *■  \d,  pale  mother  prays 

Beside  th :  little  bed. 
Her  loving  heart  with  sorrow  breaks— 

For,  Jo!  her  darling's  dcotl ! 
One  pretty  curl  froti  that  -x>lc  brow 

She  takes  with  geuUe  care. 
To  wear  it  over  near  her  heart. 


That  little  lock  of  hair. 


Cboraa. 


Safely  Follow  Him. 


Follow  him,  nor  fearful  deem 

Danger  lurks  in  gip^y  guile  ; 
Bade  and  lawless  though  we  soem. 
Simple  hearts  we  bear  the  while. 
Then,  no  robber  fierce  nor  thief  we  fear. 
Who's  roused  by  night  in  savage  dan  ; 
Fearless  then,  o'er  mosses  drear, 

Barren  wilds,  and  loneeome  glen. 
Safely  follow  him,  safely  follow  him, 
Safdly.  safely  follow  him. 

Prom  rustic  swains,  the  petty  bribe^ 

Petty  spoil  from  oot  or  farm,  > .  ■ 

Content  toe  wandering  gipsy  triba, 
Who  tha  traveller  never  harm. 

Then,  no  robb«,  tto. 


Come,  boat  me  ower  :  come,  row  me  ower,     . 

C<2pe.  boat  me  ow  er  to  Charlie  ; 
ni  gie  John  Boss  another  bawbee 
lb  ferry  me  ower  to  ClmrliA. 

We'll  over  the  water  and  over  the  sea. 

Well  over  the  water  to  CLarlio  ; 
Come  weel.  come  w  oe,  we'll  gather  and  go. 
And  live  and  die  wi'  pbarlie. 

Ifs  weel  I  lo'e  my  Charlie's  name, 

Though  some  there  he  that  abhor  him  ;■ 

But,  oh  !  to  see  Aulil  Nick  gnun  home. 
And  Charlie's  faes  before  him  ! 


4'  *• 


.•  — »>—  ^.,  >-.  -.  ^ 


I  swear  by  moon  and  stars  sae  bright 
And  the  suu  that  glances  early. 

If  I  had  twenty  thoubai'd  lives, 
I'd  gie  them  a'  for  Charlie.  • 

I  anoe  had  sons,  I  now  hae  nane  ;  \ 
I  bred  them,  toiling  sairly  ; 

And  I  wad  bear  them  a'  again, 
Aiid  lose  them  a'  for  Charlie 


Mickey  Tree's  Lament 

Then  fare  ye  well,  ould  Erin  dear  1    • 

To  part  my  h'^rt  does  ache  well — 
From  Carrie  kfurgus  to  Cnpe  Clear, 

I  never  aee  your  eqnaL 
And  though  to  foreigu  parts  we're  botind 

Where  cannibals  may  ate  us, 
We'll  ne'er  forget  tlie  holy  ground  ' 

Of  poteen  and  potatoes. 

Meddirederoo  aroo.  aroo,  &c 

When  good  SL  Patrick  Imuished  frogs,      •■': 

And  shook  them  from  hi^i  garment. 
He  never  thought  we'd  go  abroad 

To  Hve  upon  such  vAnint ! 
Nor  quit  the  land  where  whiskey  grew. 

To  wear  King  George's  button.  ' 

Take  vinegar  for  mountain  dew. 

And  toads  for  mountain  mutton. 

Meddirederoo  aroo,  aroo^  to, 


I 


When  First  I  saw  Thee  Graceful  Move. 


When  first  I  saw  thee  grocefol  move, 
Ah  m?  I  what  meant  my  throbbing  breast? 

Say,  soft  ooufnsiou,  art  thou  love  ? 
If  love  thoa  art,  then  farewell  rest ! 

Since  doomed  I  am  to  love  thee,  fair. 
Though  hopelMM  of  a  warm  return. 

Yet  kill  me  not  with  cold  despair. 
But  let  me  live,  and  let  me  bom. 

With  gentle  smiles  assuage  the  pain 
Those  gentle  smiles  did  first  create  r 

And.  though  you  omuot  love  again. 
In  pity,  oh  !  forbear  to  hate. 


I've  a  Letter  From  my  Darling. 

Words  by  Oeorg*  Ooopar        Mnaic  by  Will  C.  Butings. 

Tve  a  letter  from  my  darling, 
And  it  came  across  the  sea  ; 
Oh  !  it's  full  of  sweet  aflection.  ' 

That  be  says  be  bos  for  me  : 
And  I  never  more  will  doubt  him ; 
For.  I  know  he's  kind  and  tme  ; 
Oh  !  his  cheeks  are  like  the  roses. 
Dimpled  with  a  mountain  dew. 
Cfaoms :    I've  a  letter  from  my  darling, 

I  will  never  doubt  him  more  ; 
Tis  a  precious  little  letter. 
And  I've  kissed  it  o'er  and  o'er. 

Fve  a  letter  from  my  <'arling. 

And  he's  coming  home  again  ;  .  '  ■    . 

Ah  !  I  know  he  fondly  loves  me^  ^ ,       " 

In  the  sonlight  and  the  rain  ;  .'  y     • . '    ■ 
80  m  write  a  little  answer,  ,  • 

But  I  scarce  know  what  to  say. 
Tesr  m  tell  him  that  I  love  hln»,     .  'V 

Lov«  him  dearer  day  by  day.      '"'  ^    Oboroa. 


\ 


1 


I« 


TH£    SmOERS'    JOtJHlfAL.. 


Sll 


Tommy,  Tak«  This  to  Your  Uncle. 

Air   Tommy,  make  room  for  your  Uaol«. 


Your  mother's  gone  npon  the  spree, 
Aud  pownod  my  Sunday  oiotbes^ 
For  five  days  oa  the  blessed  loooe  v   ^  ^^- 
She  bos  been,  well  I  knows.  .' 

1  think  it'H  time  I  took  a  tmn. 

And  that  will  bring  her  to —  "*: 

So  I  will  pawn  the  blessed  clock,  ^  ; 

That's  just  what  I  m-ill  da 
Chorus  :    Tommy,-  take  this  to  your  nncle's 
Aud  look  ahve,  now  do  :     • 
Tommy,  tuke  this  to  your  uncle's. 

Mind  what  they  give  to  you. 
Six  shillings  ask,  they  won't  lend  more, 

.\lthoiigh  it's  nearly  new  : 
So  don't  yoii  stop,  but  from  the  shop 
CJome  straight  to  me.  Tommy,  da 

There's  Johnny's  jacket,  baby's  frock. 

They  both  are  jiawned,  I  see ; 
A  blessed  woixi  I  mustn't  say. 

Or  she'll  pitch  into  me — 
The  pair  of  blankets  will  not  pop,     .       ,,        .; 

Or  they  would  go.  I'm  sure  : 
Besides  the  two  ftit  irons  now 

To  pawu,  there's  uothiug  more. 

Mind,  if  your  mother  yoti  should  see. 

Just  hook  it  clean  away  : 
I'll  turn  up  lueudiuK  boots  and  shoes, 

Aud  hiivo  H  holiilay. 
I  iKsar  a  cough  ujHm  the  staLrti, 

It's  mothi-r's,   well  I  know 
I'iie  fliivor  sLc  liiiM  got,  sa  you 

The  doable  do,  aud  go.         , 


Cbonis. 


Chorus. 


Mollie  O'Brien. 

RilXAP       WorilH  mid  Mimir  by  Bnrt  W«yn«. 

.Mimic  PnbliHUfd  b;  1.   P.  (4nii  Imid    WTremoDt  Street, 

liublou.  MaM. 


M('llie  O'lJrirn.  I'm  ^oJig  iwnj', 

I'm  g"iu^  l<>  I*"!!  o'er  the  sea  ; 
Ouf  l>njiht  stiir  will  ^uide  o'er  the  ocean  80  wide, 

Aud  torcvtr  I'll  think,  love,  of  thee. 
I'll  think,  love,  of  thee,  as  I  sail  o'er  the  sea. 

With  love  for  jou  I'm  near  dying, 
lu  hofx-sso  sww;t  a<;aiu  to  meet 

My  own  little  MolUe  O'lirien. 
Chobcs. 
Mollie,  my  C/olleeu,  I'll  bid  you  good-bye ! 

I'm  coiug  to  sail  o'tr  the  sea, 
Oijc  l>ri),'lit  star  will  ^uide  o'er  the  ocean  so  wide, 

Aud  forever  Fll  think,  love,  of  thee. 

Wlicu  I  Liud  on  that  shore. 

Thiit  sweet  sunuy  shore,  the  laud  of  sweet  liberty. 
That  parting  kiss  von  never  will  miss; 

A  token  of  love  It  t  it  be —        • 
Your  (!yes  do  fjrow  dim  while  the  tear  drojw  are  in. 

Now,  Slollic.  please  st<^p  your  crying  : 
With  love  I'm  iiisaue.  wi^h  that  sweet  Irish  name, 

Mv  own  little  MoUio  O'Brien.  Cbonu^. 


Here,  upon  my  .Vessel's  Deck. 

Herfi,  upon  my  vessel's  deck,        ' ' 

Gt)od  Havannahs  gaily  smoking. 
What  care  I  for  foes  or  wreck? 

With  my  comrades  roundly  joking. 
Best  ot  spirits  contrabanded. 

Fill  vour  glasses  brimming  high  oh  ! 
And  afloat  or  ever  stmnded,  oh  f 

Still  I  feel  a  king  nm  I—  ♦ 

Yts,  still  I  feel  a  king  am  I! 

I  was  bom  upon  the  ocean. 
None  e'er  knew  a  mother  fairer, 

.\ud  for  mother's  milk,  my  fietther        * 
Only  (jave  me  fjood  Madeira. 

Following  up  my  early  training, 
Still  I  live  upon  tbusoa  ; 
.   But  I've  nfiver  water  tasted  ;  . '  •  ; 
■Water's  not  the  thing  for  me, 

Wah>r !  no,  no,  no,  no ! 

Here,  upon  my  veaeel't  deck,  &c. 

■  i»i  » 


Thr*«  Exoeeses  of  the  Day. 
Ink!!! 


-Drink  !     Bank  ! ! 


?W  jT,    Out  in  the  Starlight    :*^s 


Written  and  Composed  br  Bnrt  W»Tn» 
Publitbed  By  auDllBOd    Bo»tou    ' 


MMle 


Can  any  one  now  tell  me         '  ' :, 

The  reason  I  am  here?       ;i,r  \ 
Fve  come  to  meet  my  Ltiln  t  ' 

In  the  BtarUgbt  bright  and  dlmx.  : 

Oh  !  she  is  such  a  sweet  one,  .  •  .■  ^    -  -' 

The  belle  of  all  the  town  ;  >■*.;  -i/v,^.  ••    ; 

If  other  uigB  should  flirt  with  h«r,        ■  ^ ;. 

My  heart  she  woBld  break  down. 

CHOBTm. 

Out  in  the  starlight,  with  charming  Little  Loe ! 
She  is  my  heart's  delight  ever  fond  aud  tme  ; 
Her  bright  blue  eyes,  enchanting,  pierce  me 

through  aud  throtigh  : 
The  idol  of  this  darkey's  heart  is  charming  little  Lae ! 

Oh !  dont  I  love  to  m«et  her. 

In  the  shady  dell — 
When  little  stars  are  twinkling,     ;  V    • 

Such  tales  of  love  we  tell !  .  :  v 

Oh  !  she  can  whisper  softly 

As  the  wind  blows  through  the  trees  : 
Two  loving  hearts  beat  quick  and  fast. 


As  her  little  hand  I  squeeze  ! 


Choras. 


When  I  npon  thy  Bosom  Lean. 

When  I  npon  thy  bosom  lean. 

And  fondly  clasp  thee  a'  my  aio, 
I  glory  in  the  sacred  ties 

That  made  us  ane  wha  ance  were  twain : 
A  mutual  flame  inspires  tis  baith, 

The  tender  look,  the  meltin'  kiss : 
Even  years  shall  ne'er  destroy  our  love. 

But  only  gie  us  change  o'  bliss. 

Hae  I  a  wish  ?  it's  a'  for  Abee  ! 

I  ken  thy  wish  is  me  to  please ; 
Our  moments  pass  sae  smooth  away. 

That  numbers  on  us  look  and  gaze  ; 
Woel  pleased  they  see  our  happy  day«^ 

Kor  envy's  sel'  finds  aught  to  blame  : 
And  aye,  when  weary  cares  arise. 

Thy  bosom  still  shall  be  my  hame.   ., 

Ill  lay  me  there  and  tak'  my  rest ; 

And  if  that  ought  disturb  my  dear, 
I'll  bid  her  laugh  her  cares  away. 

And  beg  her  not  to  drop  a  tear. 
Hae  I  a  joy?  it's  a'  her  ain  ! 

United  still  her  heart  and  mine. 
They're  like  the  woodbine  round  the  tree, 

That's  twined  'till  death  shall  them  disjoin. 


I  Shall  Meet  her  at  the  Ball  to-night.  Boys. 

My  darling  Sarah  Bell,  she's  a  pretty  little  girl. 
With  a  pair  of  rolling  eyes  as  black  as  tinder  : 

I  thought  her  quite  a  treat,  when  I  saw  her  in  the  street. 
Looking  out  of  Uncle  Peter's  garret  window. 

\;'-.;:  .'  ■'[[:'■'        Chobos.    v; -,■/';-'•■■  ■■•:'/.■'"':...  ' 
I  shall  meet  her  at  the  ball  to-night,  bojs, 

I  shall  meet  her  at  the  ball  to-night,  boys :     ■  % 
I  shall  meet  her  at  the  ball,  if  you  only  chance  to  caO, 

I  shall  meet  her  at  the  ball  to-night,  boys. 

Ton  ooght  to  see  her  feet  when  she  walks  sloog  the  street 

She's  a  beauty,  if  you  take  her  altogether  : 
She's  a  woman,  I  snppoee,  you  can  tell  her  by 

her  elothes. 
In  her  hat  she  wears  a  pink  and  yellow  feather. 
I  shall  meet  her  at  the  ball,  Ac 

She's  very  fond  of  fish,  with  pickles  in  a  diab. 
She  oan  eat  little  flowery  potato  :  '■ 

She  likes  a  drop  of  stout  and  she  always  looks  aboot 
For  a  nobby  litUe  cnrly  headed  waiter. 

.   .:  V    ...^       J  shall  meet  her  at  the  ball,  &c. 

She's  going  to  hare  a  danoe  with  a  chap  that 

comes  from  Fiance, 
At  a  bell  that's  given  by  a  nobby  master  : 
And  if  I  should  longer  stay.  I  shall  hear  the  people  ny— 
Hie  dariing  little  enatnre  I  have  lost  her. 

I  shall  meet  her  at  tlM  ball.  ^ 


If  ever  I  &U  in  Love. 

Bf  L  H  Tborotoa. 


If  tmr  I  fall  in  love,  *  r-  ;• 

If  ever  I  fall  in  love,  v  f ,, 

May  a  bobby  all  the  year  '  '  ". 

flatre  the  toothaebe  in  his  ear, 

II  If  ever  I  Call  in  love.  ' 

i  If  ever  I  fall  in  love, 
;  If  ever  I  fall  in  tov«,  •'  ' 

May  an  Alderman  get  hi      ,    = '  • 
Oba  winkle  and  a  sprat. 
If  ever  I  fall  ia  lov«. 

If  ever  I  fall  in  love. 
If  ever  I  fiill  in  love, 

Ha|y  a  daudeUon  grow  - '  ^  - 

Q>y  a  monuouite's  great  toe, 

;  If  ever  I  fall  in  low.  '-''}. 

I  If  ever  I  fall  in  lore. 

If  ever  I  fall  in  love, 
TJotigB  shall  shovel  make  his  wife, 
Aiud  retire  from  active  life. 

If  ever  I  fail  in  love.  ^ 

If  ever  I  fall  in  love. 

If  ever  I  fall  in  love, 
1 1  y  old  bhakspeare  leave  his  gxan^ 
^Jofcut  hair,  shampoo  and  shave,  y 

If  ever  I  fall  in  love. 


MeVamara,  Doit  Tonr  Heck  Tie ! 

Written  by  Cbarlle  Roffle.  8nn«  by  Teddy  O'L^aS. 

Air.      Luet  Obarlle  Bum. 


My  name  is  McNamara,  in  Castle  Rahan  I  was  bom, 
I  lauded  Ust  year  in  New  York  a  greeu  horn  : 
The  boys  oall  me  nicknames  and  make  fun  of  me, 
And  say  I  name  to  this  country  the  c<mteuuial  to  see  : 
They  ask  me  if  my  hat  I  am  going  to  chuck  up. 
They  say  take  a  walk  around  the  block  for  a  cup  : 
If  I  show  my  face  in  the  street,  I  will  hear  some 

one  cry — 
Old  McNiatnara,  go  dust  yotir  neck  tie  ! 

The  gang  en  the  comer  tell  me  take  a  float. 
Or  go  take  a  ride  on  Barney  DuflTy's  ould  goat  . 
They  kick  me  around  as  if  I  was  a  mad  dug. 
And  tell  me  drop  my  anchor,  I  am  out  in  a  fog  ; 
At  the  Hoolahau's  ball  as  I  stood  at  the  door, 
A  taking  in  tickets  along  with  Mike  Moore, 
The  gang  came  along  and  at  me  did  cry — 
Old  McNamary,  go  dust  your  neck  tie  ! 

About  two  weeks  ago,  to  Booth's  Theatre  I  want. 
To  see  Jalins  C««ar  of  coarse  I  was  bent : 
My  money  I  paid,  to  the  gallery  did  go. 
And  whd  did  I  see  but  the  gang  from  below  ? 
I  got  a  good  seat,  it  was  marked  number  ten, 
Aud  impatiently  waited  for  the  play  to  begin. 
And  all  of  a  sudden  I  heard  some  one  cry — 
Old  McNamara,  go  dost  your  neck  tie !       . 


Sitting  in  the  Twilight 

Word*  kod  Momlo  by  Harry  B«aD*tt. 


The  brigfatness  of  the  day  had  scarcely  vanisbed. 

The  sun  ^-as  slowly  sinking  from  my  view. 
When  strolling  in  the  stillnees  of  the  twilight, 

Twas  just  by  chance  I  saw  my  darling  Loa ! 
She  sat  upon  the  mom  beside  a  brooklet, 

Her  pretty  oimpled  cheeks  were  all  aglow. 
When  I  broke  the  spell  by  whispering  to  ber  aofUy — 

Your  thoughts,  ny  dariing,  I  sboaldlike  to  know. 
Chobcs. 
In  the  twilight  she  was  sitting— [firaafc.] 

Throng  the  trees  the  birds  were  flitting — Bnale. 
ASectaao.  fratn  ber  )mtty  eyes  was  beaming, 

Tboaa  ofaanning  orbs  of  heaven's  deepest  bine : 
And  i^ils  my  heart  with  bappiness  was  teamii^ 

I  Tswedrd  e'er  be  loving,  kind  and  tme. 

My  heart  was  flQed  with  joy  wban  I  e^iad  bar  : 

For,  it  was  my  intention  to  ptopoaa. 
I  sat  npon  the  memn  bank  besida  her. 

And  in  her  hair  I  piaoad  a  UnsbiDg  ioaa._ 
She  tbankad  ma  with  a  voiea  so  low  and 

My  Bo«l  waa  thtiUad  with  mptoie  bj  te 
I  thooght  myaaif  a  vary  looky  nilow. 


SIS 


TK£    SliVOEBS'    JIKIRNjU.. 


The  way  to  Brisg  Griik  to  the  Mill. 

The  aps  and  downs  of  tiiiB  life  arc  not  few  : 
Some  are  \rilling  to  work  who  have  nottiing  to  do. 
And  they  who  have  plenty  Bboold  always  panoe 

Their  labor  with  diligent  skill. 
The  way  to  be  happy  and  alwayu  have  ^UOM, 
Is  not,  like  a  slnggard  who  idly  complains. 
Do  nothing,  bat  work  on  with  fingers  and  braioB  : 

For,  that  will  bring  grist  to  the  mill. 
ChoroB :    Grist  to  th«  mill !  Grirt  to  the  mill ! 
Work  on,  to  bring  grist  to  the  mill ! 
For,  sitting  down,  thinking,  idling,  still 
Will  never  bring  grist  to  the  mill ! 

If  yon  earn  bnt  a  shilling  or  two  every  day. 

Don't  live  np  to  yonr  income,  put  something  away  : 

If  only  a  penny,  and  you  depend  may 

Mount  np,  iu  a  short  time,  it  wilL 
Don't  be  above  doing  whatever  turns  up, 
The  man  who's  fastidions  may  take  sorrow's  cup  : 
But  him  ever  willing,  vrill  dine,  tea,  and  snp. 

And  keep  bringing  in  grist  to  the  mill !      Choms. 

Yon  may  say  you  have  been  told  all  this  before. 
But  goo<l  advice,  it  will  bear  telling  twice  o'er  : 
Industry's  the  motto :  the  idle  deplore 

And  find  life  a  rare  bitter  pill — 
But  they,  always  np  with  the  lark  in  the  skies, 
From  little  to  great  things  will  steadily  rise, 
And  lay  np  for  old  age  abundant  supplies. 

By  bringing  in  grfilt  to  the  mill.  Chorus. 

« 
The  best  aid  to  help  yon  make  money,  my  boys. 
And  Hhare  through  yourlifes  all  yonr  sorrows  and  joys. 
Is — marry  a  good  wife,  who  always  employs  • 

Her  time  in  domeKtical  skill  : 
There  would  not  be  half  the  sad  trouble  there  is. 
If  every  man  would  attend  to  bnt  this — 
Stick  to  what  you've  to  do,  and  a  chance  never  miss 

Ot  bringing  in  grist  to  the  milL  Chorus. 


Yes,  I'm  in  Love,  I  ftel  it  now. 

Yes,  I'm  in  love,  I  feel  it  now. 

And  Celia  has  undone  me  ; 
But  yet  I  swear  I  can't  tell  how 

The  pleasing  plague  stole  on  me. 

'TLs  not  her  face  that  love  creates  : 

For,  there  no  graces  revel  ; 
'TIS  not  her  shape  :  for,  there  the  fates 

Have  rather  beeit  uncivil. 

Tis  not  her  air  :  for,  sure  in  that 
There's  nothing  more  than  common  : 

And  all  her  sense  is  only  chat 
Lake  any  other  woman. 

Her  voioo,  her  touch  might  give  the  alarm, 

Twa*  both,  perhaps,  or  neither— 
In  short,  'twas  that  provoking  charm 

Of  Celia  altogether.  WHiTEBEAi>. 


That  Oirl  in  the  Skipping  Hope  Dance. 

,.  ;,  „     By  Uftrry  Baua«tt. 


Fer  pieaauxe  one  evening  I  started. 
-    Just  8ft«ar  my  day's  work  was  done ; 
For,  soBietiracp  I  feel  quite  down-hearted. 

And  lodged  for  a  night  of  good  fan. 
I  Tinted  sevewl  piaeee, 

I  taw  ther  great  cancan  from  FtwiMMw 
But  my  heart  was  charmed  with  the  graces 

Of  a  girl  in  a  skippihJB:  rope  danccL 
Cboscs.       '       * 
For,  bewitohiugly  Aharnuug  aad  iair  wae  ihe, 

Aa  sound  tb«.«t«Cfl  slu^d  gayly  pnnee ; 
Oh !  the  wa«  the  (itfliog  that  polToriMd  me 

With  ber  beaotifol  akippibg  tope  (~ 


I  quielily  obtained  an  aeqosistamoe — 

Of  conxm,  took  hcfr  oat  far  a  ride ;         " 
I  filled  her  with  champagne  aai  ujtiwn, 

AB4lkaked  her  if  ^^'d  ^  my  bflde. 
Illfas  r  that  mr hopM  flbMid  tw  riiaMmd  r 

It  pfened  iqy  po(«  heift  lIlM  » troee  ■ 
She  was  marrM,  an4lM(ft  M»«li  eidldite^ 

<nkatgHia« 


The  man  with  more  Money  than  Wit. 

Air .    Man  tbat  ooaltln't  gat  wars- 


John  Johnson  Brown  had  be«t  abroad. 
And  plenty  of  golden  treesnie  stored  : 
So.  of  course,  by  relations  was  adored,    > 

As  he  had  more  money  than  wit  .     •    ' 

Scores  were  his  friendship  urond  to  own. 
Dozens  pestered  him  for  a  loan, 
E^eciaUy  as  it  was  well  known 

That  he  had  more  moaey  than  wit. 

Chobc*. 

Gammony,  Greenery  I  all  know  soon 
That  Johnison  Brown  was  an  awfol  spoon. 
And  victimised,  to  a  pretty  tune, 
The  man  with  more  money  than  wit ! 

His  cash  well  np  in  the  world,  well  "  tinned," 

He  8cattere<l  like  chHtf  bf  fore  the  wind. 

While  all  who  fleeced  him.  took  it,  and  grinned 

At  the  man  with  more  fconey  than  wit 
They  daily  made  him  a  "  Perfect  Cure," 
With  sham  societies  for  the  poor. 
And  vamjied-up  tiilos  of  distress,  to  cure 

The  man  with  more  money  than  wit.         Chorals 

He  vowed  that  Wateiford'K  fame  should  pale 
Before  his,  uiid  treateil  the  fair  and  frail 
To  butts  of  wine,  and  barrela  of  ale. 

The  man  with  more  money  than  wit. 
He  Imnght  everything  that  i-anght  his  »'y«'. 
And  filled  his  house,  tn  the  garrets  high. 
With  "cheap bargains, "  everywhere  he  coxHd  buy. 

This  man  with  more  monoy  than  wit.        Chorus. 

An  elephant  was  put  up  fgr  sale, 

To  attend  the  auction  ho  didn't  fail. 

And  five  hiindrBd  paid  for  it  down  on  the  n«i]. 

Did  the  man  with  more  money  than  wit 
When,  suddenly,  he  began  to  know 
He'd  nowhere  the  animal  Ut  stow  : 
So  sold  it,  for  half,  to  Ik  wild  bea«t  show. 

The  man  with  more  money  than  wit        Ghonm. 

Quack  medicines^  everywhere  he  tried. 
Hired  a  funeral  hearxe,  in  which  to  ride. 
And  his  haod  at  a  Punch^and-Judy  tried,      ^ 

Did  tlie  man  with  more  money  than  wit 
Street  jngglerw,  niggers,  and  acrobata. 
With  silver  coins  he  filled  their  hats. 
And  gave  ten  poonds  for  barrows  of  spmts. 

The  man  with  more  money  than  wit.         (fttorua, 

A  music  hall  "  lion  "  he  aimed  to  be, 

Trying  sensation  bufitaonery. 

And  sung  more  vulgar  than  A-  O.  V., 

Did  tho  nuui  with  more  money  than  wit 
To  theatre  management  he  flew. 
Got  one  burnt  down--  that's  nothing  new  ! — 
And  also  burnt  his  fiagem  with  two. 

Poor  man — with  inore  money  than  wit    Chunu. 

Pretende<l  friends  on  him  did  shark 

(From  green  trees  is  easily  skinned  the  bark  )— 

"Till,  at  last,  it  was  low  water  mark. 

With  the  man  with  more  money  than  wit 
He's  now  to  be  seen  about  the  Stnuid, 
Hanging  round  divans,  where  he  does  the  grand. 
And  does  a  warning  example  stand. 

Of  a  man  with  more  money  than  wit        Cboma. 


'«•»' 


.0 


Oo,  Breeze  that  Sweeps  the  Orange  Qrove. 

-•,•••.        nvmtlu  Itaiian. 


Go,  breeze  that  flweepa  the  Orange  grov*. 

And  breathe  a  sigh  to  him  I  love- 
But  whoee  ptny  do  no*  tell  : 

Oo,  limpid  river,  let  tiim  know 

Tears  with  yonr  silver  waters  flow- 
But' not  from  whqAi  they  feD. 

Oo.  bhrd  that  raak«  the  grov*  m  g»y. 
Still  let  him  hear  the  tender  lay — 

But  say  not  it  was  mine* 
Sleep,  whisper  softly  in  his  eaf 
The  heart  that  hides  his  image  here— 

But  do  not  Kay  'tis  mine. 


A  yoQBg  lover,  sren  whea-  love  ie  most  pres- 
peikns,  ic$ea  heart 


•PV 


Sweet  Horah  Mahone. 

bj  tlkrry  Banoett 


Wilt  thou  meet  me  at  evening,  sweet  Noiah  Mahooe, 

When  Luna  hae  brightened  the  dell  ? 
Ah  !  oome  with  the  old  lo%'ing  light  in  thine  eyee. 

And  words  of  affection  I'll  telL 
Oh !  keep  me  not  waiting  thy  coming,  my  love, 

I'm  longing  thy  dear  lace  to  see  ; 
The  round  laughing  moon  shines  in  splendor  absore. 

As  if  she  were  welcoming  thee, 

Chobus. 
Then  say  thou  wilt  meet  me  when  stars  they  ai«  bright. 

Oh !  meet  me,  my  jewel— my  own ! 
I'm  loving  the  fondly,  thongb  far  fW>m  my  sight 

My  darling,  sweet  Norah  Mahone. 

Oh  !  hie  to  me,  love,  ere  the  moonbeams  have  flown. 

And  darkness  o'endiadows  the  night : 
I've  something  to  tt'U  tliee,  swef  t  Norah  Mahone-  - 

Twill  fill  thee  vrith  joy  and  delight 
Then  hasten  adown  to  the  old  wicket-gate^ 

And  there  I'll  be  waiting  for  thee  ; 
The  night  is  enchanting  — oh  !  tarry  not  late  I 

Bnt  quicken  thy  footsteps  to  me —  Chemfl. 


There's  Another  Good  Man  Gone  Wrong. 

Of  sayings  that  are  old  and  new, 

A  good  stock  I  have  heard. 
That  well  apply  to  many  things, 

Both  solemn  and  absurd  : 
But  still  the  best  of  all  I  think. 

The  subject  of  n^  song, 
Though  please  don't  round  on  me  and  aay— 
"  There's  aUhther  good  man  gone  wrong !" 
Chorus  :    There's  another  good  man  gone  wrong, 
There's  another  good  man  gone  wrong. 
How  oft  you'll  hear  that  speech  severe— 
There's  another  good  man  gone  wrong ! 

In  cx)ming  down  the  street  t<Mlay, 

I  noticed  neighbt)r  Spare, 
Reclining  in  the  gutter,  with 

His  LeeLs  high  in  the  air  ; 
He'd  two  black  eyes,  a  broken  nose. 

Around  him  was  a  throng  : 
I  couldn't  help  remarking  then- 

"There's  another  good  man  gone  wrong  !" 

Spoken  :  Very  good  sort  of  a  chap  was  Spare, 
but  he  married  a  Widow  and  very  natuially  took 
to  drink,  they  always  do  :  when  ever  I  see  a  case  of 
that  kind  I  alv^'ayK  say-  Chorus. 

• 
At  home  I  am  the  quietest  chap. 

And  rows  I  never  raise. 
Although  I  own  I  cannot  bear 

The  thought  of  noshing  days ; 
But  last  Week  I  hud  such  a  row. 

We  went  at  it  ding  doug, 
Until  the  neighbors  shouted  out— 

"  There's  another  goo<l  man  gone  wrong  T 

Spoken  :  Ibanged  the  furniture  about  smashed 
fourteen  plates,  two  cups  and  a  soup  tureen,  threw 
the  Ixiby's  cnidle  into  the  fire,  burned  my  wife's 
chignon,  and  all  the  neighbon  shouted  out —    Cha 

We  had  the'brokers  in  L»«t  month, 

.\t  least  we'd  only  one. 
But  he  had  appetite  for  six. 

When  feeding  he'd  begun  : 
Topay  him  out  I  took  my  watch,     ^ , 

To  pawn  it  for  a  song. 
But  "  Uncle  '*  when  I  showed  it  mid — 

"  There's  another  pood  man  gone  wrong  V 

Spoken  :  I  asksd  him  only  two  poands  on  it, 
bnt  before  I  knew  where  I  was,  I  found  myself 
kicked  out  into  the  the  street  and  the  pawnbir>ker 
remarking— "Why,  the  n-orks  ain't  fit  for  a 
mangle  !"  while  all  the  Uttle  boys  cried —      Cluuns. 

Some  slight  advice  I  tender  yon. 

Before  I  take  my  leaver 
And  that  it  is  of  valoe,  yon 

Will  readily  conceive ; 
Be  careful,  as  you  go  throngli  life. 

To  wwk  with  ♦igor  strong  : 
Then  folks  will  ne'er  have  cause  to  say— 

"There*!  another  good  man  gone  wrooff  f 

Cboim. 


iJU.-^   -^ 
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:  Hot  Before  Pa,  Dear. 

Snug  bj  Bradini. 

Tli«  Masle  can  br  obuiaed  of  K.  H.  Harding,  Nf.  St9 

•■'ijMft-    -v     .         BowMj.  N*«-Tor>.  Price  10 oaota. 

Some  loveni  are  so  bashfnl,  they  never  say  •  word, 
But  only  blush  and  tremble — which  looks,  -I'm 

sum,  absurd  ; 
While  others  they  will  kiss  yon,  or  know  the  reason  why. 
So  when  Papa  is  sitting  near,  these  words  I  do  refdy- 

Spoken  :  Now  yon  know,  darlinf ,  you  are  making 
yourself  very  conspicuous  ;  I  have  no  desire  to  make 
you  unhappy,  but  really,  dear,  yon  must  remember 
that— 

Cboktb.' 

Ne'er  before  Pa.  tlear,  ne'er  before  Pa  : 
Say  that  you  love  me,  but  not  before  Pa  : 
Ne'er  before  Pa,  dear,  not  before  Pa : 
I  don't  mind  a  kiss,  luve,  but  not  before  Ph. 

I  have  a  score  of  lovers,  but  there's  one  I  love  best  : 
I'm  sure  he's  not  too  bashful  in  seeking  love's  request ! 
He  came  last  week  to  visit  Pa— to  squeeze  my 

hand  he  tried. 
And  when  he  calkd  me  his  little  Queen,  these 

words  I  then  replied — 

Spoken  :  Well,  I  must  say  I  don't  object  to  you, 

I  and,  and  I'm  fond  of  that  sort  of  thing— but— 
;  ,  Not  before,  &c. 

We  strolled  into  the  garden,  and,  underneath  the  trees. 
We  sat  upon  the  lovers'  seat— to  inhale  the 

■iimmer  breeze ; 
He  told  me  how  he  loved  me,  which  caused  a 

dreadful  sigh — 
And  wbon  he  asked  me  to  name  the  day,  these 

words  I  did  reply- 

Spokoi :  Well,  love,  as  3'ou  asked  so  nicely, 
nothing  could  give  me  greater  pleasure,  and,  if  you're 
very,  very  good,  you  may  kiss  roe. 

Ne'er  before,  Ac. 


V  The  Female  Base-Ball  Club. 

Written  by  H  Aliton  Parler-  and  annc  by  HiM  Enma 
Wbitnay  in  lila  Comic  Drama  l>«arliictl>e above  title. 


We  are  a  crowd  of  jolly  giris 

Who  like  our  little  fun  : 
We  meun  to  gain  the  plaudits  and 

The  praise  of  every  one. 
We  follow  up  the  maxim  of 
"  A  bottom  to  every  tub." 
And  we  have  styled  onrselves,  yon  see. 
The  "Female  Base-Ball  Club." 
Light  and  airy,  naught  contrary, 

No  more  skirts  we'll  fling  about,   " 
But  we'll  be,  boys,  as  you  see. 
The  jolliest  party  ooit.  — Oh  ! 

OXNES. 

You  may  talk  nbout  your  bBtbers,  and      ' 

Your  sports  upon  the  beach. 
But  we've  another  sort  of  game 

That  we're  about  to  (each  : 
We'll  do  our  best  to  entertain, 

And  give  yon  all  a  rub : 
For,  we  are  grand,  von  understand. 

As  the  "  Female  Base-Ball  Club." 

Man;h,  exBreises,  te. 

We  calculate  our  present  style 

Will  captivate  yon  all : 
As  we  stand  before  yon,  brave  and  4ra% 

To  wield  the  bat  andbalL 
With  "courage"  on  oar  baniMn, 

And  "  integrity  "  our  shield. 
We'll  uin  fresh  Lmrels  even  day 

While  batting  in  the  fieloL 
OmoEB. 

Batting  in  the  field  .         :  j 

WTiile  the  sun  is  shining  bric^ 
We  drive  despair  and  cars  awaj  •-  y 

With  hearts  and  spirits  light ;      ■';,;:, 
In  grace  and  beauty  we  excel,  J 

And  never  mean  to  yield,  ■;■  i 

But  Riiin  firenh  laurels  every  day 

While  batting  in  the  Udd. 

Mareh.  pmriiau,  Ac. 


;   ;;  {    The  Bold  Fishemuui. 

Kew  VeraioB.     By  Cbaa.  D.  Foalkea  of  OlonoMter,  M.  J. 

Spoken  :  This  is  not  a  serio^wmicm-sentimAntal 
song  :  it's  betwixt  and  between  ;  it  was  written  and 
composed  for  Sim  R««ve8,  the  celebrated  tenor,  who. 
having  not  wind  enough  to  sing  it,  sent  it  to  Coleroft 
the  hangman— and  he,  not  having  rope  enooghto 
hang  it,  sent  it  to  yonr  humble  servant,  wiappea  in  a 
hriclc :  so  if  you'll  give  me  yotir  ptdite  atteotion,  Pll 
endeavor  to  pk-ftHe  3-<m,  one  and  all. 

There  was  a  bold  fisherman. 

And  he  sailed  forth  on  the  deep. 

For  to  catch  a  big  whale  and  see  the  gay  flying-ish  leap  : 

Bat  when  he  arrived  out  on  the  sen. 

How  the  wild  wind  did  begin  to  blow — 

And  his  little  boat  did  wibble  wabble  80 — 

That  overboard  went  he. 

Spoken  :     Down,  down  he  went—  among  the  big 
fishes,  the  little  fishen,  the  Dover  soles,  and  conger 
eels,  the  black  bats,   the  white  bats,  the  brick  bats, 
and  they  nltogetht- r  begun  singing  out — 
Chobos. 
Dingle  doodle  dum,  dingle  doodle  dnm, 
Tis  a  highly  interesting  song  : 
Dingle  doodle  dum,  dingle  doodle  dnm. 
To  the  bold  fisherman.  '  ^ 

He  first  waggled,  then  straggled,  ; 

In  the  waters  so  briny  : 

And  then  be  hullowetl  and  he  bdlowed  for  help. 

battemin: 
Far  down  the  deep,  he  did  gently  glide       j  • .' 
To  the  bottom  of  the  silvery  tide  ;  " ;>-:v       j-f  S 

Previously  t<i  that,  how  In^y  ho  cried—       ; 
Farewell,  Mury  Jane ! 

Spoken  :  Mary  Jane  was  the  girl  of  his  heart, 
Mary  Jane  was  the  ({irl  of  his  liver,  Btary  Jaoe  was 
the  giri  of  his  light.s.  and  Mary  Jane  was  the  girl  of 
his-  Dingle  dum  doodle,  Ac 

His  ghost  walked,  that  very  night. 

In  the  room  ot  Mary  Jane  : 

He  U>lil  her  how  dead  he  was  :  which  mfide  her 

feel  awfhl  aad  ; 
"  For,  since  my  tioe  love  has  gone,  says  she. 
All  my  joys  are  now  fled  ftom  me. 
And  I  shall  go  raving,  staving  mad,  yonllsee."  , 
And  Mary  Jane  went  mad. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  gentlemen,  Marj-  Jane  went  mad  : 
she  tore  her  best  watertkll  into  smithereens,  and 
daneed  the  can-can  on  top  of  the  water  bucket,  and 
after  that  she  weui  and  joined  the  women's  rights 
association,  and  she  got  up  on  the  stag^  to  preach, 
and  she  said  women  were  the  first  tn  bring  9in  in  the 
world  and  ought  to  be  the  first  to  take  it  out  again  ; 
but  previous  to  that,  this  was  the  will  he  left  her — 
that  she  was  to  go  home  and  in  a  big  drawer  she 
wonld  find  a  littfc  drawer,  and  in  the  httle  drawer 
she  would  find  a  ticket ;  sbti  was  to  take  that  ticket 
and  go  to  her  uncle's,  the  pawnbroker,  and  get  ont 
them  old  sea-boots,  and  wear  them  in  remembrance 
of  the  man  she  loved.  She  did  so,  and  after  that  went 
and  joined  Moody  and  Sankey's  crowd,  and  she  said 
she  didn't  care  a  Continental,  or  a  Centennial  or  any 
other  damn  :  she'd  go  before  the  lords,  the  nobility  or 
oongreas  and  they  could  do  her  out  of  just  what 
they'd  a  mind  to,  but  they  could  never  do  her  out  of 
her—  Dingle  doodle  dom,  Ac. 


In  the  World's  crooked  path  where  I've  been. 

'  In  the  worlds  crooked  path  where  I've  been. 
There  to  share  of  life's  gloom  my  poor  part— 

•   The  bri^t  sunshine  that  se^tened  the  sorae, 

Waa  a  smile  from  the  giri  of  «y  heart  .^ 

Not  a  swain,  when  the  lark  onits  her  neat,  ;     J 

Bat  to  hbor  with  glee  will  depart,  •    ] 

-■  If,  at  eve,  be  expects  to  be  blest  i 

Willi  a  smile  from  the  girl  of  fas  bMurt  , 

•  V  Oome  then  eroaaes  aad  eares.  as  they  may,    • 
Let  my  mind  still  this  maxim  impart — 
That  the  oomfart  of  man's  fleeting  day 
Is  a  smile  frcnn  thegirl  of  his  heart.         ___ 

VIWtmt» 


'        j  jl'ia  off  to  Philadelphia. 

CsKTBinail.  Soifo  Ann  Caoaua.  By  J.  P.  Skelly. 

Dopyriibt.  ie7«.  by  E.  fl.  Hardlna. 

Tbeianito<«f  Ihla  aoaii  can  be  obtained  of  K.  H.  Bar4Uis, 

Nu  2ai>fipwarT.    onneatte  rrUioe  Street  Ke«-Tork— 

Kletatit  Foil  Hnale  Slae  Bbeet  for  10  CMta. 


I'm  off  to  PhiladelpUa, 

AmoDg  the  scenes  so  gay 
I'he  gl<w>'  of  Amerios 

Is  tkiste  in  good  array. 
The  fl^gs  are  floating  in  the  air 

Asadug  the  high  simI  low  ; 
The  Nation  won  its  freedom. 

Just  a  eeutury  aga 


hurrah  I 
hnmh ! 


i<«. 


Chorus  :    I'm  off  to  Philadelphia,  hurrah  ! 
^0  celebrate  our  liberty,  hunah  ! 

^The  drums  are  beating  loud. 
And  baiuierg  wave  fo  proud 
m  ofi  to  PhiiadeJphia,  hurrah  !  huniab  ! 

It's  th^  you'll  see  the  "  pumpkin  ni 

The  "apple-Mass"  and  "greena: 
The  fiunous  "  Yankee  Notions," 

And  the  pans  of  "  {wrk  and  beans  T 
Each  du(y  you'll  meet  a  stranger 

With  a  bundle  in  his  hand. 
Who  wauts  to  see  the  glory 

Of  this  great  and  luippy  land  < 

From  ikU  the  world,  the  cnriens  fnlin 

•Are  bto«,  the  sights  to  iwe  ; 
They  siag  the  songs  of  freedom's  land. 

The  same  as-you  and  me 
They  *bont  the  praise  of  Washington 

With  all  their  might  and  main  : 
And,  everywhere,  a  multitude 

Is  rOflhing  for  the  train. 


Ghana. 


Sons  of  Freedom- 


Soos  <if  Freedom,  hear  my  stoiy, 
Miercy  well  becomes  the  brave, 

Hamaaity  in  yonr  race's  glory. 
Pity,  and  protect  the  uav& 

Free-born  daa^teiB,  who  possessing 
Eyes  that  conquer,  hearts  that  save. 

Greet  me  with  a  sister's  bledring. 
Pity,  and  protect  the  slave. 


ToU,  ToU,  ToU! 

8bb(  by  Bradlsi. 


Hurrah  for  honest  labor  !  f.V  '   ■■,... 

Hurrah  lor  booest  pleasure  t 

Hurrah  for  honest  men,  where'er  they  be ! 

For  riches  do  not  crave  now. 

Each  day  a  trifle  save,  tiion  : 

And  U>i.  trom  mom  till  night,  boys,  men^y. 

Choras :    Toil,  toil,  toil  until  yon  proaper. 
Never  stop  to  k>it«ir  on  toe  aay  : 
For,  the  past  w«  cau't  recall : 
There's  a  future  for  us  all, 
Deinnding  on  the  labors  of  the  day. 

Now  4rhon  I  say,  be  aaving, 

I  do  tloi  mean,  1  e  craving  : 

For,  craving  ofltimee  loads  ns  into  striCe  ; 

To  obtain  wealth,  you  must  seek  it ! 

So  wfaiwa  you've  fotmd  it,  keep  it. 

And  don't  deny  yoarsetves  the  means  of  We. 

Toil,  toil,  ^ 

No  donbt  you've  heard  the  faMe 

Of  thehaiesoswfflsBd  able. 

Being  beaten  by  fbe  toiloifle  in  tbe«nd  ! 

An  AittiplB  it  shmild  teach  us. 

And  ifflcmr  fallow  enatnras, 

What'trilIeK  Rmall  win  lead  to  ia  thsswl 

Toil.  toi.  iks. 

V'ttpi  and  yea.  fall  down,  boya, 
Toor  aarianekoiy  drown,  boyi : 
Of  hard  etuf  haoeat  labor  have  jo>ar  fiO  ; 
And,  by  ftard  and  hearty  striving, 
Ofwe'nask  ftmH  ha  axhviM 
Upoaltba  k^  so^HBUt  of  the  hilL 

Tofl,toU,*c. 
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The  Muuc  Teacher's  Story. 


k 


It  was  iu  the  luuHic-roum  of  theKcminan-.  'J'heru 
were  pruseut  the  Swibs  geutlemuu  who  taught 
music,  the  Iruh  lady  who  taught  needlework,  and 
the  Americau  Lidy  who  utteuded  to  the  Engliub 
branchett ;  also  oue  of  the  older  pupiU.  They 
had  beeu  talkiug  of  npihtnal  manifestationa,  of 
some  one  who  made  tables  and  chairs  dance,  and 
wrote  letters  under  the  guidance  of  unseen  beingK. 

"It  maktfs  my  bloo<l  run  cold  to  think  of  it," 
Baid  the  Irish  lady. 

"  I  don't  believe  a  word  of  it,"  said  the  Americau. 

"  Do  yon,  Profe«sor  ?" 

•'  Nobody  ever  believes  unything  bnt  bis  own  ex- 
perience in  thtise  thiugK,  wiid  the  Professor.  Not 
even  that  always.  I  have  had  mine.  I  will  tt;ll 
yon  of  it     Did  you  ever  hear  the  zittt  r  V" 

•"The  zitter?  asked  the  Irish  lady.  ^VTjut  '\n 
it— a  sort  of  banshee  ?  I  heard  one  once,  and  I'll 
never  forget  while  I  live." 

"  It's  a  musicul  iiiRtmment,  said  the  Professor. 
It's  like  a  small  harp,  bnt  stands  on  the  table  on 
feet  It  is  otld  you  do  not  know  it  here,  butTjTo- 
leans  are  very  fond  of  it ;  it  is  verj-  sweet.  It  is 
pretty  to  see  a  ^irf  bending  over  it  I  never  saw 
Greta  look  so  lovely  as  when  she  played  upon  it. 
Greta  was  the  young  girl  I  wa.s  to  marry. 

We  had  been  betrothed  since  she  was  flftt^ii. 
I  remembf  r  now  I  was  twenty.  1  had  genius  for 
music  ;  and  I  knew  I  could  grow  richer  iu  America. 
When  I  was  richer  I  could  marrj-  Greta  ;  as  yet  I 
was  t<«  poor.  So  I  kissed  her,  ^d  bade  her  be  of 
good  cheer.  1  would  go,  but  I  would  return  soon 
to  love  and  her. 

The  night  we  psirted  was  one  to  remember  for 
ever.  I  wua  in  her  father's  home.  The  old  people 
were  kind,  and  hit  usmuchalon*- tOf,'ether.  I  had 
bought  her  a  rinp,  and  she  had  given  me  a  lock  of 
h«r  hair  iu  a  little  locket  We  sat  beside  the  table 
where  the  zitter  lay. 

"Best  l<ived,  I  said,  I  have  compowed  a  tnne. 
It  in  very  simple.  I  will  teach  it  to  you.  It  is 
called  Ah  rei\nr.  T'util  we  meet,  every  evening 
as  the  cl(x;k  suike  seven  you  must  play  it  on  your 
zitter.  I  also  will  play  it  wherever  I  am.  It  shall 
never  be  written.  I  will  never  teacl;  it  to  aiyoue  ; 
just  we  two  will  know  it  of  all  the  earth." 

"It  is  a  beautiful  idea,  she  said.  Teach  it  to 
mo  quickly.  I  shall  tjurely  learn  it  verj-  easily. 
Love  will  help  me." 

I  played  it  over.  It  was  bnt  a  few  bars.  She 
caught  it  at  once.     Soon  she  knew  it  perfectly. 

"  I  shall  never  forget  it.  love,  she  said  ;  and 
until  we  meet.  I  shall  play  it  every  evening  at  tho 
hour  of  seven. " 

"  And  I  wherever  I  am,  I  said.  Let  us  swear 
this." 

"  No  need  of  an  oath,"  she  said  ;  bnt  she  laid 
her  small  hand  iu  mine,  and  nttered  the  words  I 
then  repeated.  We  both  swoie  in  the  sigbi  of 
Heaven  to  do  as  we  had  said. 

A  few  hours  later,  we  parted.  I  wept  as  well  as 
she.  I  am  not  ashamed  to  admit  it  A  dim  fore- 
boding smote  my  heart. 

"  Heaven  grant  that  I  may  come  beck  to  thee  !" 
I  crie<L 

"William,  William!"  she  sobbed.  My  name 
was  the  last  word  that  I  heard  her  utter.  Btit  it 
was  for  her  sake  that  I  left  her.  That  we  might 
some  day  part  no  more,  we  parted  then. 

Alas!  mau  cannot  shape  his  destiny.  As  my 
body  was  carried  further  from  her,  my  heart  seemed 
to  ba  nearer.  On  shipboard  every  night  I  played 
Au  rmoir  npon  my  flute.  Then  I  seemed  to  hear 
the  tonee  of  the  zitter  in  the  Tyrol 

When  I  reached  America  the  sweet  sounds 
crossed  the  ocean.  I  thought  of  her  by  day.  and 
dreamt  of  her  by  night  bnt  I  worked  hard.  I 
studied  carefully.  I  began  to  make  money.  One 
day  I  sat  down  full  of  joy  to  tell  her  that  in  the 
early  spring  I  should  oome  for  her.  I  had  a  little 
home  lik«  a  binVs  nest,  but  it  was  large  enough  for 
her  who  loved  well 

My  letter  vas  n«v«-  answered.  Before  it 
reached  her  homa  she  vmn  unable  to  read  it  Only 
these  words  came  to  me  from  h«r  lather  : — 

"I  know  that  your  heart  will  ache  as  ours  is 
aching,  wh*"!  I  tell  you  that  onr  beloved  Greta  is 
no  more.  She  died  last  ffrening.  The  last  word* 
she  uttered  were,  "it  is  seven,  bring  me  my 
SM^.    I,n»iat  p^ay  «im  M  reoobr."    We  bioogbt 


it  to  her.  She  tonche<l  tho  chords.  With  the  List 
notes  her  hands  dropped  m<jti(mless  u|X)u  them. 
We  flew  to  her.     Shu  was  dead." 

After  that  I  remembered  nothing  for  some 
hoiin.  Then  i^ame  daj'S  iu  which  lite  seemed  black 
and  wretoheil.  I  ctired  for  nothing.  I  could  not 
work  ;  I  could  not  teach.  I  thouulit  that  1  must  kill 
myself  and  be  rid  of  my  wretched  lile,  but  eouscieuco 
forbade  me  to  commit  self-tlestruction.  Then  came 
to  me  the  letter.  It  wan  aj^uiu  tiom  m^  Greta's 
old  father  :- 

"Best  lieloved  son,  it  said:  a  strange  thing 
has  happened.  You  will  say  tho  old  lather  is  mad  ; 
but  come  an»l  see  for  yourself  vheth<r  lie  is  mad 
or  sane.  You  remember  tho  zitter  that  j-ou  gave 
rmr  lost  Greta,  and  tho  tune  you  taught  ht  r  to  pjay 
the  tune  she  playe<l  the  hour  she  died  ?  As  1  h(i[Hi 
for  salvation,  my  son,  every  evening  as  tLe 
clock  strikes  sc^ven,  tLat  zitter,  lying  hiill  inH)n 
the  stand"  l)esido  her  bed.  plays  the  air  solliy 
through.  The  mother  and  myself,  since  we  fii-st 
learnt  that  this  was  so,  go  to  tlie  room  to  listen. 
When  wc  hear  the  music,  we  say.  '  It  is  Greta  who 
returns.'  Wo  tell  no  one  else,  not  even  the  goo<l 
j>riest  He  might  suy  there  was  evil  in  it.  I3ut 
nothing  evil  can  have  to  do  with  Greta,  \^Iu>  was  an 
angel  while  yet  on  oartL.  Come,  my  son,  ttud 
li^iten.     It  will  comfort  you  as  it  does  us." 

I  ha<l  no  faith  iu  this  strange  story,  but  I  went 
home  at  once.  Ni  ver  shall  I  forget  the  sailuess  of 
that  journey  or  of  my  arrival 

We  three  who  lind  loved  Gretji  tool;  eai;h  other's 
hands  and  sut  weeping  bitterly  iu  the  nxjm,  that 
seemed  emjity  Ijecjume  she  was  not  tlit  n-. 

The  evening  was  drawing  on.  The  shadows  lay 
long  over  the  mountains.  The  siuw -capped  j>eaks 
grew  rosy  and  golden  iu  the  last  niys  ot  suuM't. 

Then  tho  father  said,  '•  (loiii-  let  us  go  to  Greta's 
room,  and  see  what  tlie  zitter  will  do?"  Withoutit 
word,  I  arose  and  followed.  It  was  nnt  .vet  stjvon. 
We  sat  silently  about  the  rfiom.  1  held  my  watch 
in  my  ]>alm.  As  the  hand  ]>oiuted  to  the  hour,  my 
eyes  tumetl  upon  the  zitter  ;  1  saw  tho  strings 
thrill. 

"Mercy  on  ns !     I  Riid.     A  hand  touches  it. " 
"  I  see  the  hand,"  said  the  mother. 
A  moment  more,  we  all  saw  it.      .\  little  browii 
hiuid  with  ta()er  fiugers-  Greta's  own. 

As  we  looked,  the  arm  grew  ;  then  aTiother  hand  ; 
then  a  bust,  a  neck,  a  lace^Greta's  face.  Her 
waving  brown  hair  foil  about  it ;  soft,  white  c'rapery 
veiled  the  form,  which  seemed  to  melt  into  the  air, 
below  the  waist.  She  looked  at  us  and  smiled,  whili; 
her  hands  played  the  air  I  had  composed  and  taught 
her. 

Meanwhile  not  one  of  us  was  able  to  move. 
We  wereas  though  luinilyzed.  As  the  music  ended, 
the  fcrm  slowly  vanishe<l  from  our  gaze,  and  tho 
spell  was  broken.  We  felt  electric  thrills  sweep 
through  us,  especially  evidenced  alx>ut  the  spinal 
cord,  and  we  were  able  to  arise,  thmigh  trembling 
in  every  limb,  weak  as  infants,  and  bathed  iu  y>ct- 
spiration.  The  mother  was  ill  for  weeks  afterwards. 
We  said  nothing  of  what  hud  happened  to  any- 
one. 

After  awhile  wo  did  not  speak  of  it  to  each 
other,  and  we  never  saw  Greta  again,  though  every 
night  an  unseen  hand  played  the  tune  14)011  the 
zitter.  And  I,  as  when  Greta  lived,  i)layed  the 
same  tune  upon  the  flute  at  the  same  hor.r. 

We  had  promised  to  play  it  until  we  met. 
Now  I  knew  we  should  meet  again,  only  not  here. 
He  lifted  his  hand  reverautly  towards  thesk.v. 
"  It  is  long  ago,  he  said.  I  was  live-and-twenty 
then.  I  am  fifty  now  :  but  she  keeps  her  vow.  I 
stayed  with  the  old  people  until  they  died.  Then 
I  brought  the  zitter  with  me  to  America." 

"And  it  plays  every  night?"  cried  the  Irish 
lady. 

"Yes,  madame,  said  the  Professor,  every  night." 
Then  be  bowed,  and  left  us. 
"Do  you  beli«ve  that?"   asked  the   American 
lady. 

"And  why  not  darling?"  asked  the  Irish  lady. 
For  my  vuft,  1  was  only  a  girl  of  fourteen,  re- 
member. I  started  ont  of  the  class-room  with  a 
horrible  dread  of  I  knew  not  what,  that  made  me 
fly  throa^h  the  mpidly  darkening  passages  in  a 
mofri  undignified  manner,  and  I  always  reganlf  d 
the  poor  music  teacher  with  a  feeling  of  terror  ever 
after.  ■ 
A  year  from  that  day  he  himself  was  dead.  None 


of  JIB  knew  much  nbont  his  last  illness  ;  it  whs  a 
very  sudden  thing,  but  the  teacheiu'weiit  to  his 
fuuei-al,  and  we  larger  girls  cried  u  go<><l  deal 
•luring  our  sad  holiday  afternoon,  for  we  hadnev<  r 
had  a  cross  word  from  him.  • 

.  At  the  tea-table  everyone  was  very  silent  and 
i;rave,  but  our  lady-priucijial  made  one  remark  that 
Set  me  thinking 

"  Wasn  t  it  she  said,  that  queer  little  musical 
iustiument  playing  by  itself?" 

"The  little 'zitter?  said  her  husband.  Yes,  it 
was  odd  ;  but  no  doubt  quite  easily  explainetl  by 
au  adept" 

"I  noticed  it  particnlarl.v,  said  the  lady.  I'm 
sure  no  one  was  near  it  It  was  while  they  were 
carrying  the  coflin  through  the  room.  And  then 
the  strings  all  snapped  at  once." 

"  Which  proves  it  was  the  effect  of  a  ohnnge 
in  tho  atmosphere,"  said  the  gentleman,  deci- 
sively. 

But  T  saw  the  Irish  lady  devoutly  cross  herself, 
and  1  thought  to  myself,  "Yes,  they  have  met 
at  last     She  will  pLiy  on  tho  zitter  no  more. 

Do  I  think  so  still,  though  I  am  a  child  no 
longer  ? 

I  really  can't  answer  my  own  question. 

Bonny  Black  Bess.  | 

Dick  Turpin,  Bold  Dick,  Hi-away  !  w;is  tho  cJy 

Of  my  i»als  who  were  startled,  you'll  guess  : 
The  pistols  were  leveled,  the  bullets  whizzed  by, 

.\s  I  IfAped  on  the  back  of  Black  Bess. 
Three  otticers,  mounted,  led  f'rward  the  chase, 

lie.solve<i  iu  my  capture  to  share  : 
But  i  smiled  ai  their  etliirt.s,  tho' swift  was  their  pace, 

.As  I  urged  on  my  Ismuy  Black  Mare. 

Churds.  . 

Yet,  when  I've  a  bumper,  what  can  I  do  less        ' 
Than  iu  memory  drink  to  my  Bonny  Blick  Bc-ss? 
Hnzzii !  h\\7^-jx !  my  Bonny  Black  Bess  ! 
fill/./.  1 1  huzza!  my  Bonny  Bliick  lit  ss! 
My  Bonny  Black  Bess— niy  Bonny  Black  Bess  ' 

Il.l^kf^>r^vard  !  hark  forward  !  still  onward  thry  press. 

As  we  saw  by  tho  glimmer  of  iiK>ni :  '     j 

And  many  a  mile  on  the  Isick  of  Black  Bess, 

That  uij^ht,  I  WHS  gidlantly  borne  ;  I. 

lli-over,  my  i>.t !  thy  fatigue  I  must  share  :  1      r 

Weil  el'in  .1 1  never  falter  for  breath- 
Hark  forward  !  my  girl,  my  Bonny  Bla«k  Mare, 

We  sjtoed  it  for  life  or  for  death  Choru^. 

The  spirt>s  of  York  now  bunit  on  my  view. 

The  eliinii's  weio  riu>{ing  a  knell  :  I  " 

Halt !  hilt !  my  br.ivo  mare,  they  no  longer pnrtne. 

Slio  halted-  she  staggered— .she  fell— 
Her  breathing  was  o'er,  all  was  hushed  as  the  grave 

.\l.is  !  poor  black  Bess,  once  my  pride  : 
Her  heart  she  had  burst,  her  rider  to  save. 

For  Dick  Turpin  she  lived  and  died  !        Choru.s. 


Tried  but  True. 

Coiupoced  and  rrsp^ifnUy  Drdirit»4  to  Mrs.  Emelina 
Stootbuff  by  JuUii  J.  :Ucaunigle. 


Can  you,  will  yon  tell  me,  darling. 

Why  this  frown  upon  your  brow— 
.\nd  your  eyes  with  anger  sparkling? 

What's  tlie  matter,  darling,  now  ? 
Tell  me  why  you  look  so  coldly  : 

Tell  me  how  your  will  I've  crossed  ? 
Tell  me,  darling,  do  not  doubt  me  : 

Tell  me  why  your  love  I've  lost  ? 

I  can  never  see  you  smiling 

Ou  me,  ns  you  used  to  do — 
And  no  longer  loving  greetings 

Meet  me,  as  I  come  to  you  : 
Since,  my  darling,  we  mnst  serer 

Chase  away  that  angry  frowu  : 
Look  npon  me  now  as  ever 

Bound  unto  thee,  all  tbino  own- 
Tell  me  have  I  been  unfaithful 

To  th^  vows  I  {)ledged  to  thee? 
To  yon  have  I  been  lees  grateful 

For  the  trust  you  placed  in  me? 
So.  my  HnrlinR.  yon  but  triud  me — 

To  see  if  I  would  prove  less  true 
To  the  lo\e  t'.int  held  me  to  thee, 

Aad  my  promise  made  to  you !  -' 
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A  Sister  8  Revenge. 

Chapteb  L 

"By  Jove,  mother!  wbat  a  pretty  girl!  ex- 
cLiimed  Captain  Hongbton,  puttiug  up  his  eye- 
glass, aud  Ktariug  at  the  youug  creature  who  flittetl 
timidly  throuf^h  the  couservutory  tidjoiuiug  the 
brt'jiklast-ruom  at  Luugdale  Hall.  "  'Pou  my 
honur  ;  wouderfully  good  looking,  eh  ?" 

The  lady  to  whom  these  iuteigeetiou:\I  remarks 
were  addressed  looked  at  her  sou  haughtily. 

"Do  you  know  who  the  'pretty  girl,'  as  you 
term  her,  is,  Ralph  ?  No,  of  course  you  do  uot 
How  shoulil  you  ?  Very  well,  then,  as  you  caunot 
be  iutiotluced  to  her,  1  will  tell  you.  Her  iiamo 
is  Marstou— Miss  Jessie  Marstou,  aud  she  is  your 
sister's  goveruess,  or.  rather,  compuuiou  aud 
goTemess;  for  Blanche,  I  really  believe,  in  now  tho 
better  educated  of  the  two." 

"Well,  mother,"  p^iraued  the  irreverent  son  of 
Mars,  chuckling,  "  Blanche  is  lucky,  that's  all ; 
and  I  almost  wish  I  had  been  bom  a  girl  myself  I 
It  must  be  awfully  jolly  to  "have  so  fair  a  teacher  !" 

"I  wis.h  you  would  noi  nseKlaugiu  my  presence, 
Ralph  !"  said  Mrs.  Haughtou,  in  a  frigid  voice. 
••  How  often  am  I  to  beg  of  yon  to  remember  you 
are  in  a  druwiug-reom,  and  not  in  a  barrack  or 

stable?" 

"Pliew!"  whistled  the  Captain.  "I  must  say 
it's  a  hard  case  a  fellow  can't  admire  beauty  witli- 
ont  being  talked  to  as  though  he  were  an  Eton 
boy  !" 

"Listen  to  me  a  moment,  Ralph,  before  you 
go,"  (for  the  Captain  had  risen,  and  tak';n  out  Lis 
cigar-case.)  "I  did  not  intend  that  you  should 
see  Miss  Marstou  at  all,  but  as  you  have  done  no, 
I  miist  just  S!iy  a  few  words  on  the  subject.  Sit 
down  again,   liidph." 

Wonderingly,  the  yoniis  officer  obeyed. 

"Now,  then,"  he  said,  "1  am  prepared  to  re- 
ceive your  maternal  waruiii'jr^.  They  have  done  mo 
much  good  in  the  past.  1  b.ave  turned  out  stich  an 
excellent  boy  that,  'pou  my  honor.  I  sometimes 
think  I  will  break  out  one  < 'f  these  tlajs  by  way  of 
a  change  !" 

He  Liughed  heartily,  nn<l  pulled  his  tawny 
moustache,  while  his  l>lue  evfs  lighteil  up  with 
merriment. 

His  lady  mother,  howevrr,  did  not  join  in  his 
mirth.  A  heavy  clond  ixu-vicd  ovi-r  her  bio.',  and 
she  compreaBed  her  li]is. 

"  I  do  not  know  exactly  wliat  yon  mmin  by  •  break- 
ingout,"  Ralph,"  remarked  Mrs.  lloti^liton,  "but 
I  can  guess  ;  aud  of  o'le  tiiiiit;  yon  ii'^iy  be  certain 
—  if  yonr  conduct  disple!ist«  me,  1  shail  not  scnipl* 
to  exercise  the  jK)wer  your  iM>or  l;ith>r  left  me, 
and " 

"Cut  off  my  allowance,  I  suppose!"  retorted 
Ralph.  "  Well,  in  that  event.  I'd  sell  out,  aud  go 
to  tho  Antipodes,  sheeivlamiing.  But  to  retiiru  to 
our  starting-point— why  this  lecture,  mmipots  of 
nothing  but  a  lovely  governess  ?" 

"Ralph,"  replied  his  mother,  "I'have  always 
told  you  you  mx.i*  marry  monej-.  My  annuity  dies 
with  me,  and  what  else  I  have  to  leave  must,  fur 
the  moat  part,  go  to  Blanche." 

"  Why  repeat  what  I  have  so  olten  heard?" 

"In  order  to  show  you  yonr  true  position.  If 
you  are  caught  by  ever)*  pretty  face  you  ciKually 
meet,  farewell  to  all  my  "hopes  for  yonr  future. ' 

"Surely."  cried  Rjilph,  "you  don't  suppose  I 
would  marry  a  governess,  do  you  ?" 

"I  have  not  said  you  would,  Ralph;  I  hopf> 
belter  things  of  yon.  Still,  there  is  idways  tUo 
danger  before  one.  Dukes  have  married  actresm*, 
jnd{^es  their  hou-sekeepers.  merchants  their  cooi;^. 
As  for  governesses,  hundreds  have  married  well. "" 

"Ay,"  said  her  son,  with  a  satirical  smile,  "it 
docs  seem  a  pity  beauty  should  be  such  a  leveller. 
Somehow,  now-a-days,  yon  see  it  ])eeping  out  from 
all  kinds  of  bonnets,  anil  it  seems  to  carry  with  it 
a  sort  of  royalty,  for  men  worship  it  na  madly  now 
as  they  did  in  the  time  of  Helen  of  Troy  !" 

"Possibly."  n-marked  the  lady  tlrily.  "lam 
not  a  judge  of  the  propjression  of  the  world  u\  that 
ri.'Si)ect.  ily  honsthold  is  my  kingdom,  and  I  tiiko 
cure  to  manage  it  judiciously.  Ah  !''  she  continued  ; 
"  I  see  you  are  impatient  to  be  oflf  to  the  stables. 
Wt  II,  don't  let  ms  detain  yon  :  but  bear  in  mind, 
Riilph.  whileyon  .ire  here  \  ou  most  keep  this  young 
ludy  in  her  propor  place  !" 

"It  is  a  bai^iain,"  answned  the  GaptaiiL     "I 


promise  I  will  not  interfere  with  her  unless  her  life 
is  in  dan<{er,  aud  that  is  not  very  likely.  Oood-bye, 
mother  !" 

And  the  speaker  waved  his  band,  and  spmog 
through  the  window  on  to  the  lawn. 

"How  provoking,"  soliloquized  Mrs.  Houghton, 
IKtti.shly.  "  that  lialph  should  have  seen  her  just 
then  !  I  arraugetl  to  send  her  home  out  of  the  way, 
tmd  then  comes  a  letter  declaring  her  unole  is  ill, 
aud  can't  take  her  in.  >h,  well,  I  hare  put  my  boy 
on  his  guard,  aud  I  will  take  care  he  sees  little 
enough  of  her !" 

She  ri>se  as  she  fiuLshed  the  last  sentence,  and 
walked  out  of  the  room. 

It  was  a  biantiful  day  in  the  early  part  of  July. 
The  roses  were  in  full  blootn  ;  the  birds  were  sing- 
ing sweetly  ;  all  nature  seemed  to  be  rejoicing.  The 
sound  of  laughing  voices  from  a  shrubbery  close  at 
hautl  drew  her  towards  the  laurel-widk,  a  cool, 
shady,  lazy  avenue,  under  which  strolled  two  girlish 
figures.  They  had  tbeir  arms  rouud  each  other  in  a 
loving  companionable  fashion,  and  wero  speaking 
iu  coufideiitud  totus.  Mi's.  Houghton  could  not 
help  heariii"^  fr.iuun^uts  of  their  coiiTersation. 

"But,  Jes.'sie."  .she  heard  her  daughter  say,  "I 
cannot  uudei-stixiul  your  reluctance.  I  am  sure  I 
(MU  coax  maninia  ;  and  iw  you  say  you  ride  well, 
Ralph  will  be  delighted  to  escort  ns." 

"I  wiis  not  thinking  of  that,"  camo  from  the 
voice  of  her  comi'niuion.  "  You  know,  dear,  lean- 
not  expect  to  be  always  with  you  ;  and.  when  I 
leave,  it  will  Xte  to  face  the  world  to  earn  my  bread, 
and  I  uhisl  not  allow  myself  to  bo  spoiled," 

"Ah!  how  1  wish  I  oonid  keep  you  with  me 
always,  dear,  murmured  Blauehe,  lovingly.  "I 
should  be  so  hapj)y  then  !" 

"  No.nio.     Some  day  yon  will  marry  ;  and " 

"Blanche,"  iiiterrr.pted  hermother,  sharply,  "I 
wish  to  sjx-ak  ti>  you.  Miss  Marstou,"— this  with 
frigiil  dignity,  — "Miss  Houghton  will  excuse  you 
for  the  rest  of  the  morning." 

The  governess  bliuhed  deeply,  and,  with  a  low 
bow,  retired. 

"  What  is  it,  mamma  ?"  askod  Clanche.  "I  hope 
you  are  not  about  to  scold  nie,  the  day  is  too  hot." 

"She  threw  back  her  hair  as  she  spoke,  and 
looked  q  lizzically  at  her  parent 

Very  iiiiicli  alike  thej^  were  ;  andyetunlike,  too. 
In  the  sottened  ontlin<«  of  the  younger  lady,  the 
tender,  unworldly  freshness,  there  was  a  wonderful 
contrast  to  the  keen,  sharijened  features  of  the 
worMly,  wise  aud  ambitious  mother.  Just  now  an 
additional  sternness  gathered  over  her  as  a  cloud. 
She  stootl  posed  before  her  daughter  in  a  statuesque 
position,  iuid  spoke  in  a  low  deliberate  tone— 
"  Blanche,  I  have  something  of  importance  to  say 
to  you." 

"ludeed,  mamma!"  retnmed Blanche,  "What 
can  have  hapjieued  ?    You  are  looking  serious. " 

"It  is  a  serious  matter,  my  child,"  said  Mrs. 
Tloughton  "and  I  must  loojf  to  youtoassist  me  as 
tiir  as  jKHsible." 

"In  what  way,  mamma?"  inqnired  Blanche, 
wouderiii^'ly. 

For  a  lew  moments,  Mrs.  Houghton  did  not 
reply.  It  seemed  almost  wrong  to  convert  tjiis 
winning,  innocent  child  into  a  worldly  woman  by 
one  short  conversation.  But  the  pride  of  her  race, 
the  deep  anxiety  she  felt  ou  account  of  Ralph,  de^ 
ciJrid  li<  r. 

"Listen,  Blanche,"  she  said,  at  last.  "  Yoa  love 
your  brotlier,  do  you  not?" 

"  Dnarly,  m:imma — very  dearly  T' 

"  And  would  see  him  honored  and  prosperous, 
Blanche?" 

"Yes,  indeed,  mamma  ;  but  he  is  sure  to  pet  on  ; 
ho  is  so  haudsome  and  brave,"  said  Blanche, 
proudly. 

"Probably,  dear  ;  but  we  must  help  him.  Will 
you  promise  to  assist  me?" 

"  Y^es.  mamma,  r^adilv.  What  wnnld  I  not  do  for 
Ralph?" 

"  III  tell  you  what  yon  <'an  do,  Blanche.  Forbear 
from  meutiouin^^  Miss  Marston  to  him.  Do  not 
bring  her  into  his  company  ;  it  is  dangerous,  and  I 
have  a  presentment  of  evil.  If  hesees  much  of  her, 
my  plan  for  his  welfare  will  fall  through.  And 
now,  dear,  come  to  my  boudoir,  and  I  will  speak 
more  op<iily  to  j'ou." 

Tiic  two  passed  info  the  house,  and  a  man 
glided  from  the  thick  shrubs,  and  watched  the  re- 
treating figures  with  a  qjxei  look   of  sarcasm 


mingled  with  triiuuph. 

"  I  could  uol  help  overbearing  part  of  mv 
mother's  Speech,"  he  solil-iquised  ;  "tut  I  wish  I 
had  not  ctUne  down  just  ubw,  for  all  that  As 
dainty  as  u  queen,  as  benign-looking  as  an  aoKal ; 
only  twice  I  have  seen  her.  aud  yet  my  baart  is 
touched  as  it  never  has  been  before. " 

The  spleaker  was  Ralph  Hongbton  ;  the  girl  of 
whom  be  ;Bpoke,  a  /xx/r  guvtmess. 


Jt 


Chaptkb  U. 


"Now,  inamma,"  commenced  Blanoha,  as  she 
nestled  ati  her  mother's  feet,  and  rested  her  hoad  on 
her  lap,  Vhat  is  the  great  service  I  am  to  rander 
to  Ralph  Y' 

"This,  dear—  you  were  proposing  this  morning  to 
Mif»  Martition  to  ask  me  to  allow  her  to  ride  with 
Ralph  and  yourself. " 

"  Well,  yes,  mamma, "  laughed  Blattcbe,  color- 
ing slightly.  "  She  says  she  can  ride,  and  I  should 
like  it  so  n^uch,  aud  I  am  sure  Ralph  would." 

"No  d(>abt  of  it,  deer  ;  and  that  is  an  'especial 
reason  why  I  must  forbid  iL  There  uinst  he  no 
riding  with  him,  or  singing  to  him,  or  sketching 
with  Ilalph  as  attendant  In  short.  Miss  Macston, 
while  his  visit  lasts,  most  go  back  to  her  own  pad> 
tion— siniply  that  of  yonr  governess.  Indeed,  lam 
by  no  meaussure  I  sliall  ha\e  occasion  for  her  ser- 
vices altar  the  autumn  ;  but  iu  the  interim  she 
must  be  siiihply  a  governess  ' 

"  That  Mmids  ungenerous  and  Qnlfke  yon,  dear 
mamma,"  protested  Blanche.  '*  We  have  been  so 
happy  together—  more  like  sisters  Chan  teacher  an4 
pupil.  Betides,  I  can  never  foiget  how  kind  aba 
has  been.  '  Why.  mamma,  don't  you  remember 
when  I  had  the  fevej-,  and  even  the  servants  crept 
into  the  r^)m  as  though  the  plugne  was  in  the 
hotise.  hoiw  Miss  Marstou  nurse<l  me  at  the  risk 
almost  of  her  life?"  continueil  Bkuche.  "Ah, 
mamma,  tuauy  a  night  I  have  pillowtHl  my  head  on 
her  breast  and  fell  asleep,  never  thinlrjp^  of  how  I 
was  tiring  her." 

The  speiker  turned  away  her  head  to  hide  hor 
tears. 

Again  tihfire  was  silence,  this  time  of  longer  dnra- 
tion.  Mia.  Houghton  seeme<1  to  l>e  touclie<l,  for 
when  she  spoke  again,  it  was  in  a  gentler  voice. 

"She  was  very  good  to  yon  then,  Bkmchc.  I 
have  not  forgotten  her  services,  and  intend  to  ra- 
compenso  haf  for  her  unselfish  attachment  to  yon. 
But  rewant  is  one  thing,  ihrowing  temptation  into 
Ralph's  path  another." 

''He  naa^  never  care  for  her,"  nmarked  Blancha 
"How  do  von  know  be  will  think  anything  of 
her?" 

"He  hart  already  confided  to  me  he  oonsidert  her 
pretty,"  said  Mrs.  Houghton  ;  "aud  ih«rein  is  the 
danger.  Now,  Blanche  dear,  listen  to  me  for  a 
moment."  i 

"Yea,  m^mma." 

"  You  art'  al^jost  too  young  to  understand  busi- 
ness matters,  but  I  must  confide  in  yon,,  for  yoa 
must  help  me.  Blanche,  yrm  know  we  are  not 
rich." 
*  "  Are  we  not  mamma  ?  "  Hske<l  Blanche.  "  Wall, 
we  live  as  though  we  were. " 

"Yes,  d0ar  ;  and  that  is  how  yon  are  deceived 
with  the  r^  of  the  world.  Yonr  papa  sunk  his 
money.  8<^  that,  althongh  I  have  a  good  income, 
when  I  dij:  then-  will  be  nothing  loft  of  any  im- 
Ijortance-j  Now,  my  love,  fancy  Ralph  a  poor 
man !       ! 

The  gin  -leemed  muprised. 

"  I  can't,  mamma.  It  would  be  emel,  afUir 
having  evsry  comfort,  to  snddenly  lose  all  his 
money.  Als  for  me,  it  would  not  matter  ao  mucL 
Girls  don't  oare  for  wine,  and  cigata,  and  so  on, 
like  men  do. " 

"  You  are  well  provided  for,  my  love,"  obaerrad 
the  parent  clasping  her  in  her  arms  prondly. 

"Then  I  can  help  Ralph  f  she  mid  j«7yfally. 

"  No,  yf>n  lyimir^,  aud  miiM  not  !"  returned 
Mrs.  Hoo^ton,  imphaliciily ;  "at  IcMt,  not  in 
that  way.    |It  would  only  assist  him  to  surer  ruin  V 

"  Then  what  is  to  b^done  T'  asked  Blanche. 

"  Well,  dear,  wo  cannot  qnite  control  Cntane, 
but  we  caii  help  to  lead  op  to  her.  Ralph  moat 
marry  wealth.     As  a  poor  man  atnigsliDg  on  with 

a  wife  and  family,  he  woold  L«  WNtnad." 
(To  &e  Omfinuad. 
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CUITAR. 


1.  Last      aa-tnmn    I     went     «»at     of  town,  Just     for     a  cliaiis;e  of      air; 

2.  Quite   by     my  -  self     I       took'    a  stroll,  To      view  the    love  -  ly    scenes : 
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It's      ve  -  r\  siraiii^e.  but 
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SO        it      was       A     cliarm  -  cr        I       met    tlien^ 
'some  folks    say,    Tlio' I  scarce  know  what  that  mejins. 


How    plea>"  -  ant    -   ly       the 
IM        not      i;(»ne     far       b«' 


eve  -  nin^'  iuismmI  While 
loll-        I       ii(';ii«l      A  ,   . 


. 1- 


♦#- 


— i- 


w^^Emm^m^^=^ 


I 


I 


1 


^i^^ 

-^-^^i:^-- 


^  I 


nst'ning    to     her     talk,         For 
foot-step   on    the     i,'ra.s8.        On 


Hist  made  her     at-qnaintanc^.    Ulifii   I 
turn  -  inv  loiiiid.  Just     by     my    ^uh'     1 


took    an     evenintr 
saw  tlii<  (iaiii  -  st'l 
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There's  Both  -  ing  half   so     jol  -  ly     as      a      moonfiirht    walk,     a     mo<in-liofhl    walk,     m     mrMMi-lbjflit  walk— There's 


;^|3^i^^g^^lE|^ 


^^^^^^E^^-^^^E^^^^,-^ 
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moim-  liirht    walk,     a 


moon  -lisrht    walk    ttir  .      me. 
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9  Ibe  not  oight  too,  I  aaw  her  there: 

Tins  MTMIg*,  BOW,  WM  it  not? 

And  (ho*  I  Karce  caa  tell  you  how     \ 
Acqaaintad  was  aoon  got.  ■: ' 

She  Mid:  "Her  P»  wa«  C»ptain  of 
Tbe  well  Iraown  Tomahawk : 
.  Afid,  Uke  iq^  (Q  tta^  paOOfiJim^  ^  . 


4  Nig))t  after  niebt,  it  seemed  as  if 
By  Fate  wo  both  were  led ; 
So,  loo^  before  I  came  to  town, 
I  a«ked  her:  "If  she'd  wed?" 
She,  bloshin^,  said:  "She  felt  that  she 
My  pleasore  could  not  baulk." 

that  ahe'd  bare  (&«,  while  - 
fvtnnk  our  moon-ltf»tit  walk.-  fltot'u.i. 
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6  Now  shortly  I  shall  call  her  mine. 
And  we  will  go  a wrty, 
To  some  wcluded  8]k>C  to  paKS     ' 

The  Honey-moon  so  gay—       ■•;  ' ; 
And  there,  together,  all  the  day,' " " 
Of  l^-gooe  timeR  we'll  talk, 

OW  ifltSffaUl  nioofi-llcTlt  wtdk. — Cfinrus. 
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TII£    SirVOERS'    JOUBxlTAIi. 


Belle  Mahone'B  Aniwer. 

Air:  Snoet Delia Mabone. 


Love,  thy  weary  cry  I  hear, 
Soniiiliiig  sadly  sweet  and  clear  : 
Would  that  you,  my  love,  were  near 
Thy  Belle  Muliouo — 
I  am  standing  at  the  gate,     ' ' ' 
Aa  you  asked  me,  love,  to  wait : 
Coiue  tlien  to  thy  eager  mate, 
Thy  Belk  Mahone. 
Chorus  :    Thy  Belle  Mahoue, 
Thy  Belle  Malione  : 
I  am  waiting'  at  the  gate. 
Thy  BeUe  Mahone. 

Calm  thy  troubled  achiu^j  breoat, 
All  that  was  is  for  the  best  ; 
Hoou  shall  greet  thee  to  sweet  rest 
Thy  Belle  Mahone— 
Brave  then  be  in  Life's  long  fif-ht. 
Darkness  e'en  can  Hope  make  bright 
Let  thv  stead fastuesti  delight 
Thy  Belle  Mahone. 

Deem  not  fate  bos  wrought  us  wrong, 
Soffer,  darling,  and  be  strong— 
You  will  see,  ere  very  long, 
Thy  Belle  Mahone  : 
For,  I  wait  to  greet  thee  mine, 
Where  the  stars  of  heaven  shine. 
Lighting  with  their  glow  divine     ^ 
Thy  Belle  Mahone. 


Chorus. 


Chorus.  « 


Oh!  no,  I'll  Never  Marry  ! 

Sane  by  Mlaa  Oarrle  Doncan. 


Oh  f  no,  m  never  marry  I  no  man  shall  coll  me  wife, 
I'd  rmther  live  in  freedom  than  bondage  all  my  life  : 
Oh  !  no,  I'll  never  marry — for,  hearts  grow  cold  ; 

and  wear. 
And  friends  we  sometimes  cherish,  distant 

and  cold  appear. 

,         Chobus. 
Oh  !  DO,  I'll  never  marry !  no  man  shall  call  me  wife, 
Fd  rather  Uve  in  freedom  than  in  bondage  all  my  life. 

Oh  !  no,  I'll  never  marry  !  I'd  rather  spend  my  life 
In  loneliness  and  sorrow  than  turmoil,  care  and  strife  ; 
If  I  should  ever  marry,  'tis  true  much  might  be  gained, 
If  love  were  only  lasting,  bo  easily  obtained. 

•  Oh  1  no,  I'll  never  marry,  &c. 

Oh  !  no,  I'll  never  marry  !  for,  love  that  in  the  spring 
And  suBuner  time  is  constant,  in  winter  soon 

takes  wing  : 
'TIS  better  not  to  marry,  and  yet  it  does  seem  strange 
Tna^  all  men  should  be  fickle  and  fond  of 

constant  change. 
Oh!  no,  m  never  marrj-,  <jtc. 

Oh  !  ao,  I'll  never  marry !  although  I've  heard 

them  Kay, 
"  The  lore  that's  pure  and  faithful  will  never 

pass  away :  ' 
Perhaps  if  one  shotUd  ofier,  some  one  who's 

good  and  true, 
I  eaimot  toll  mj  answer  if  that  some  one  were  you  ! 
Oh  !  no,  I'll  never  tatxny,  «tc. 


Ah !  Toach  Again  That  Plaintive  Strain ! 

AIf,  I  tfinoh  again  that  plaintire  strain  *. 

The  gently  soothing  notes  impart 
A  seeming  solace  to  my  pain  :        « 

Yet,  while  they  ravish,  pierce  the  heart. 
Touch  it  again — too  well  I  know 

The  soft  seducing  dangerous  sound, 
■Which,  while  its  measure*  sweetly  flow, 

Poui*  balmy  poiflou  in  my  wound  — 

Twas  ye.  enchanting  notes  !  that  stole. 

Thro'  false  but  lovely  Delia's  breath. 
The  joy  and  freedom  of  my  soul. 

And  hid  among  your  raptures  deftth — 
So  the  fond  fly,  impelled  by  iate, 

Agkin  the  tempting  treachery  tries     - 
Andt  dzinldBg  deep  the  honied  bait. 

Of  avwt  intoKicatioD  dies  i 


Walking  out  on  Sunday. 

SoDf  by  Ui8s  Carrie  Daucan. 


Walking  out  on  Sunday  I  think  very  nice, 

What  I  would  tlispeuse  with,  not  at  any  price  ; 
So  when  the  weather's  proper,  I'm  rernly  in  a  thrice 

To  hike  my  usiinl  w^dk  out  on  Sunilay. 
A  drive  out  iu  a  "trup"  now  some  folks  seem  to  prize. 

But  the  exercise  of  w.-iikiug  I  would  much  advise  : 
And,  oh  !  such  funny  sif^bts  —  and  oh  !  such  horri<l  ;^uys 

You  meet  with  when  you're  walking  out  on  Sunday  ! 

Chobus. 

Walking  out  ou  Sunday,  in  the  afternoon. 
Crawling  out  ou  Suudnj',  in  the  afternoon  : 
Driving;  out  dn  Sunday,  in  tho  afternoon. 
It's  awtul  jolly  walking  out  ou  Sunday ! 

Now  there's  Augustus  Tompl<ius,  a  very  heavy  swell. 

He  miiua^es  to  live  somewhere  on  Mnrraj'  Hill  : 
You'd  take  hiui  f /r  ii  bauker  or  a  broker  down 

ou  Widl  street  — 
When  he  criwls  out  to  do  his  walk  on  Sund:iy, 
With  his  silver-headed  cane,  and  a  glass  stu(^k 

in  oue  eye. 
He  twirls  his  fine  moustache,  which  suspicions 

looks  of  dye : 
In  fact  you  seldom  see  so  elegant  a  guy 

As  Tompkins  when  lie's  crawling  out  on  Simduy. 


I'm  Going  Home  to  Mama. 

Written  and  eompoaed  by  Harry  Mniitanue.  Sans  t>T 
Mitt  Carrie  Duticaii.  Air:  I  tickled  ber 

I        under  the  rluii. 


I  got  married,  you  s*^,  about  six  months  ago. 

To  a  handsome  young  fellow  I  loved  : 
For,  I  thought  him  perfection,  and  all  that  was  good. 

And  he  called  me  his  dear,  darling  dove — 
But  last  night  we  quarrelled,  like  married  folks  do. 

And  he  says  he  don't  love  v^  at  all  ; 
So  then  I  got  angry  and  to  him  I  said- 

That  I  would  go  home  to  my  ma. 
CHOBrs. 

Yes,  I'll  go  homo  to  ma. 

Yes,  I'll  go  home  to  ma  : 

I  say  what  I  mean,  and  I  mean  what  I  say. 

That  I'm  going  home  to  mama. 

So,  this  morning,  he  snid  ho  would  never  speak  cro.>s. 

And  our  troubles  we  settled  quite  soon. 
And  we  never  will  tight  ns  to  who  shall  be  boss 

In  onr  cheerful  and  bright  happy  home  : 
Now,  ladies,  prny  listen  to  what  I've  to  say : 

If  your  husbands  stay  out  late  at  night. 
You  can  bring  them  around,  the  very  next  day. 

If  you  threaten  to  go  homo  to  ma. 
CaoBrs. 

It  you  threaten  to  go  home  to  ma. 

If  yon  threaten  to  go  home  to  ma  : 

You  can  bring  them  around,  tho  very  next  day, 

If  you  say  that  you'll  go  homo  to  mu. 

Then  I'll  go  home  to  nm, 

YfS,  I'll  go  home  to  ma  : 

1  say  what  I  mean,  and  J  mean  what  1  suy, 

That  I'm  going  home  to  mama. 


Wake  From  thy  Slumber,  Love. 

Sr.BKNADE.  Words  by  Samit:!,  N.  MrrcHELi,. 

I'be  Mntie  of  thia  eooRit  I'ubliabed  by  G.  D. 

Buaaell  It  Co.  vl  128  Tremout  St.,  lioaton. 


Come  to  tho  window,  love,  come  quick,  my  pretty  dove, 

Ijovers  in  plenty  are  waiting  for  thee  : 
Show  thy  sweet  winning  face  thro'  the  white  curtain  lace 

Darling,  make  haste,  we  are  anxious  to  sec. 
Wake  from  thy  happy  dreoms:  for,  gentle 

starhght  beams 

Shine  on  jDur  window  so  charmingly  bright : 
Binlies  their  carols  censo,  neighbors  now  rest  iu  peace. 

Come  in  the  calm  of  thw  sweet  summer  night 

List  to  the  music,  dove,  hear  the  sweet  songs  of  love 

That  we  arc  singing  so  sweetly  for  you  : 
Come  to  the  window,  pet,  that  we  may  not  forget 

She  who  is  beantifnl,  loving  and  truo  ; 
Slumber  no  longer,  dear,  while  many  beaux  are  near, 

Wake,  now  nwake,  if  you  take  but  a  peep 
At  many  friends  of  yore,  yon  often  met  before. 

Who  then  will  leave  yon  to  nature's  sweet  sleep. 


One  more  Olan  before  we  Fart. 

COKTIVUI.  SOCIALSONO. 

Wrtiten  by  E  V.  Page  Compoaed  l>y  Vincent  Da>w 

Suugby  Jolly  Ntali. 


I  delight  lo  gather  round  me  t 

'IVue  and  trusty  friends  of  mine  : 
At  my  table  they  surround  me, 

Then  I  feel  a  king  divine ; 
Then  I  say,  "  Come  what  moy, 

Let's  enjoy  omr  fleeting  day  ;  ' 
Pass  the  glass,  we'll  all  be  gay. 

And  sing  before  we  go." 
Chorus  ;    One  more  gloss  before  we're  porting. 
Drink  with  me  before  you  go. 
One  more  glass  before  you're  star^ig^ 
Just  another — now  don't  say  pp  ! 

Lite  to  me  would  be  no  treasure. 

If  I  hved  a  life  alouo  ; 
Health  and  happiness  and  pleasure. 

These  are  in  the  gifts  I  own  • 
These  I  share  everj-where. 

Giving  all  I  have  to  spare  : 
So  pass  the  glass,  we'll  all  drink  Mr, 

And  sing  before  we  gow . 

If  my  guertts  be  one  or  twenty, 

"  More  the  merrier"  say  I, 
In  my  cellar  there  Ls  plenty. 

Stop  and  wet  the  other  eye  : 
When  the  fun's  nearly  done, 

When  I've  drank  with  everyone, 
Suy  "good  night"  jolly  well  right. 

Off  to  bed  I  Ko— (Singing)  — 


Ch*i8. 


Chorus 


-»♦.-. 


Fair  Hay.   : 

Aa  Snog  by  Jolly  Kaah. 


To  do  OS  you  would  be  done  by,  is  good  advice, 

you'll  own : 
Do  eyerybody  that  you  can,  is  a  maxim  better  known. 
I  do  not  envy  other  men — live  and  let  live,  I  say, 
The  world  is  "vide  enough  for  all,  if  oil  could 

have  fair  play. 
'    *  CnoRiTs. 

I  don't  care  a  pin  what  the  world  moy  say, 
I'm  always  rough  and  ready,  and  I  like  hiir  play . 
Give  a  man  a  fair  chance,  and  stand  out  of  the  way. 
Fair  play's  a  Jewell,  and  I  like  fair  play. 

How  often  in  our  law  courts  we  see  justice  really  blind, 
And  many  a  ix)or  man  sent  to  jail  when  a  nch 

man's  only  fined  : 
Their  faults,  perhaps,  may  be  the  same,  but 

one  the  fine  can  pay,. 
The  other  can't— t>o  goes  to  jail :  I  don't  call 

that  fair  ploy. 
I  don't  care  a  pin,  Ac. 

'Twixt  maaters  and  their  workingmen  good 

feeling  we  shoti^d  like  : 
Good  masters  moke  good  workmen,  'tis  bad  ones 

cause  a  strike ; 
And  if  they  only  give  the  men  a  little  higher  pay 
When  higher  profits  they  obtain— I  should  call 

that  liiir  ploy. 
I  don't  care  a  pin,  A:c 

To  get  fair  play  for  one  and  all  then  let  ns  all  combine : 
And  now  I  think  I'll  make  an  end  of  this  long 

song  of  mine ; 
So  join  me  iu  the  chorus  now  before  I  go  away, 
^ndlet  your  motto  always  be— for  one  and  all  fair  p]ay'| 

I  don't  care  a  pin,  lio. 


Needs  there  a  Tongue  to  tell  a  Meaning? 

Needs  there  a  tongue  to  tell  a  meaning 
Words  but  faintly  would  convey  ? 

Head  tliese  eyes— they,  without  failing, 
i>i)eak  more  true  than  Mords  can  say. 

Then  blush  not,  turn  not  in  confusion. 

But  kindly  to  my  vows  attend, 
And  let  love  plead  for  this  intrusion  : 

Say — who  can  love  and  yet  offend  ? 
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Don't  Forget  Gold  Ireland. 

Ai  nBR  br  ScAOlkD  ■nd  Cronln.  in  tbelr  original  ikatcb. 
eutitled,  "The  arrival  of  tb*  Iriih  SialgraBt" 


It'8  a  welcome  day  for  ub,  my  fnendB, 

Tis  years  since  last  we  met  v 
And  though  we're  in  Amerioi^: 

Ireland  we  won't  forget ;  ^ 

For,  there  we  many  happy  hours 

In  gladness  passed  away, 
Ere  poverty  drove  ns  from  home,    :  • 
And  darkened  life's  young  day. 
Chorus  :    There's  the  poor  in  poverty. 
Sick,  and  suflering  sore  : 
Will  she  ever  be  tree  from  want, 

Dear  ould  Ireland's  shore  ? 
The  kind  that  dear  Saint  Patrick  blessed ! 

Now  striving  hard  in  vain 
To  free  herself  from  tyranny,  ; 
I  And  break  her  bondage  chain. 

The  darkest  clouds  hang  like  a  pall 

About  ould  Ireland's  shore  : 
Will  rays  of  snulight  ever  come. 

Shine  on  her  poor  once  more? 
Xo  clear  her  troubled  path  of  thorn. 

And  make  her  burden  light  ? 
■jPo  give  her  strength,  that  Irishmen 

Jia,y  battle  for  her  rights? 


I         Mary  Ann  MeQoirck. 

At  inng  by  Scanlao  aoil  Oroain. 


Chorus. 


Tve  just  come  hero  from  iMland, 

And  I'm  trying  to  gtt  some  work. 
And  I'm  looking  for  an  Irish  gill. 

Miss  Mary  Ann  MoQuirck  ; 
She  landed  just  two  years  ago 
From  darling  ould  Kildare  ; 
She  wrote  to  me  to  Ireland, 

Saying  :  "  come  to  Mike  OTlayher." 
Chorus :    So  I've  come  here  to  find  her, 
And  I'm  looking  all  around  ; 
My  heart  will  break,  I  know  it  wiD, 
If  soon  she  isn't  found  ! 
-    Bat  I'll  go  and  look  about  &  bit : 
For,  sure  I'd  not  dero&ir ; 
Fm  bound  to  find  my  Mary  Ann. 
The  girl  from  ould  Eildara 

Well,  I'm  going  to  do  the  best  I  can  : 

When  I  getA  job  of  work, 
I'll  settle  down  for  life, 

And  marry  Mary  Ann  MoQuirck, 
And  then  I'll  write  to  Ireland,        ^ 

And  tell  the  people  there  '■ 

That  I  am  married  to  my  Mary  Ann, 

The  girl  from  ould  Kildare. 


ChoroB. 


Oh!  Norah,  my  Darling. 


Oc !  Norah,  my  darling,  yours  is  a  sweet  name, 
V«»nr  face,  just  like  Flora,  is  swset  as  that  same  : 
For,  yotir  roses  and  blies,  and  graces  combine 
To  bother  this  heart,  that  is  yonrs  and  not  minp. 
There's  the  moon  with  a  ring  on,  all  shining  so  bright — 
suppoRt'  sLe  got  married  t<>dfty  or  last  night  ; 
Let  me  buy  ii  s-m  ill  ring  for  jou,  —size  dear,  the  least. 
And  Itt  me  ixiitsunde  yon  to  go  to  the  priest : 
Ocb— lioae  ;  yon  had  better  l)e  kind, 
And  take  me — 'tis  now  I'm  just  in  the  mind 
To  marry  my  darling  Norah. 

Thf  re's  the  moon  looking  down  still— she  hears 

all  we're  saying  : 
Her  ring's  turned  to  mist,  that's  a  creat  sign  of  rain, 
Aud  a  shower  ol'leni-s  have  made  both  my  eyes  bhnd  : 
Sit  I'm  iu  a  mist,  because  Nonili's  unkind. 
If y<m  won't  have  me,  Norah,  I  won't  have  no  rest. 
Then  the  Crowner  will  come  with  his  jury  inquest, 
They'll  sit  on  my  body  —hear  evidence  true. 
And  I'll  Bwear  that  'tis  all  wilful  murder  'gainst  you- 
Och— hone  !  you  liad  better  !)«  kind, 
Aud  take  me— 'tis  now  that  I'm  iust  in  the  mind 
To  marry  my  darling  Norah  i 


— -^  <•» 


Try  it  I— No  man  knows  how  attractive  his  home 
w  until  he  oflFers  it  for  sale,  and  reads  what  on 
Mtate-ogent  Eays  about  it 


I  Don't  Know  Which  to  Chooee. 

My  Pa's  a  wealthy  City  man,        .,,;.■ 

And  I  his  only  child  :  •  j  -v  .■.:.■■., 

If  yon  knew  all,  you'd  pity  me,       ';',..'-: 

I'm  really  almost  wild  ; 
Some  girls  I  know  can't  get  a  bean,     .;  ^  '    : 

And  80  their  temper  lose. 
But  really  I've  so  many,  that         -        ,   : 

I  don't  know  which  to  choose. 
Chonis  :    Go  where  1  will,  they're  every  where, 
They  come  iu  threes  aud  twos : 
Each  one  he  vows  he'd  die  for  me. 
But  I  don't  know  which  to  choose.  , 

I,  first  of  all,  the  C!  urate  smote, 
The  Reverend  Moses  Sands  : 

He  wears  a  very  high  chmch  coat, 
And  has  such  lovely  bauds  ; 

And  then  there  came  brave  Captain  Halse, 
He's  six  feet  in  his  shoes, 

And,  oh !  he  is  such  a  duck  to  waltz- 
But  I  don't  know  which  to  choose.        Chorus. 

Next,  there  came  the  BiU'onet,  ' 

He's  on  my  father's  boaril,         \: 
But  fortj'-five  is  much  too  old  — 

I  want  to  be  adored  :  ■<       . 

His  fussy  ways  would  fidgit  me. 

And  give  one  fits  of  blues — 
Oh  !  there  is  one— such  a  himdsome  min — 

But  I  don't  know  which  to  choose.        Chorus. 


You  ought  to  see  the  train  I  have 

When  to  a  Ball  I  go  : 
The  other  girls  they  look  so  cross, 

I  fear  they  vote  it  slow  ; 
But  I  think  it  is  very  nice. 

At  least  it  does  amuse—        ^   ' 
Some  day,  I  really  must  decide. 

But  I  don't  know  which  to  choose. 


All  About  Sugar. 


THE  SWXETEST  bOMO  rVXB  SUMO. 

Words  bj  L  M.  Tbortiton.    Air :  I  nw  Bmd  KlMlnf  KtU. 


Chorus. 


>«•»-. 


Thou'rt  Gane  Awa'. 


Thon'rt  gane  awa',  thou'rt  gone  awa*, 

Thourt  gane  awa'  frae  me,  Mary  ; 
Nor  friends  nor  I  coitld  make  thde  stay, 

Thou'st  cneated  them  and  me,  Mary. 
Until  this  honr  I  never  thought 

Th»t  aught  could  alter  thee,  Mary, 
Thou'rt  still  the  mistress  of  my  heeji. 

Thiuk  what  you  will  of  me,  Mary.        .^^ 

Whate'er  he  said,  or  might  pretend, 
Wha  stole  that  heart  of  thiae,  Majr, 

True  love,  Fm  sure,  was  ne'er  his  end. 
Or  nae  sic  love  as  mine,  Mary. 

I  spoke  sincere,  not  flattered  much. 
Had  no  unworthy  thoughts,  Mary ;       ' 

Ambition,  wealth,  nor  naething  such- 
No,  I  loved  only  thee,  Mary. 

Though  you've  been  false,  yet,  while  I  live, 

I'll  loe  nae  maid  but  thee,  Mary  ;    ; 
Let  friends  forget,  as  I  forgive. 

Thy  wrongs  to  them  and  me,  Mary. 
So  then  fiirewell !  of  this  be  sure, 

Siuce  you've  beeu  false  to  me,  Mary — 
For  all  the  world  I'd  not  endure 

Half  what  I've  done  for  thee,  Mary. 


I  know  a  Uttle  boy  who  oft 
Would  to  the  table  hasten 
And  dip  his  finger  and  his  thumb 

Into  the  sugar  basin.  ,  .. 

"Twas  all  in  vain  that  his  mama  •'  •.•^■ 

Said  unto  him,  "  Oh  !  drat  it  *•       .  V;  i'  , 
For  sugar  he  had  such  a  tooth,  ^-  '■ 

He  aln-ays  would  b«  at  it. 
Chorus  :    1  saw  Sam  the  sugar  take 

From  the  basin  of  his  mamy, 
Aud  she  saw  Sam,  and  Sum  saw  she 
Aud  Sam  s:iw  I  saw  Sammy. 

Twas  some  timfe  alter  he  left  school, 

And  iu  the  'nvrld  did  mingle, 
He  thought  'twould  very  foolii>h  be       ... 

For  ever  to  be  single. 
And  as  he  doted  uj)ou  sweets, 

A  sweet  girl  be  (addressed,  sir, 
With  lips  as  s^^tet  as  sugar,  which 

Were  ofleu  to  his  pret>atd,  sir. 

When  last  1  saw  this  loving  pair, 

Six  years  had  they  beeu  married. 
And  still  he  did  not  think  that  be 

Ought  longer  to  have  tarried. 
Said  he  my  dntling  wife's  as  sweet 

As  sugar  to  my  miud,  sir. 
And  with  four  Uttlo  sugar  plums, 

Why,  lasting  bliss  I  find,  sir. 


The  Soldier's  Farewell. 


Choms. 


Chorus. 


How  can  I  bear  to  leave  thee— 
On©  parting  kiss  I  give  thee, 
And  then  whate'er  befals  me, 
I  go  where  honor  calls  me^ 
Farewell,  i&rewtell,  my  ovk-n  true  lore  ! 
Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love  ! 

Ne'er  more  may  I  behold  thee, 
Nor  to  this  besit  enfold  thee— 
With  spear  and  penon  glancing,    -; 
I  see  the  foe  advancing  ! 
Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love  ! 
Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love  ! 

ni  think  of  thee  with  longing    - 
Think  thou  when  tears  are  tluionging, 
Aud  with  my  last  faint  sighing 
ril  whisper  soft  while  dying-^ 
Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love  ! 
Farewell,  farewell,  my  own  true  love  ! 


Grand  Old  Home. 


Words  by  Billy  Lester. 


Sung  by  tbe  Big  "4" 


Good  evening  to  you,  white  folks,  all — 
We  have  just  come  here  to  sing  our  little  ditty  ; 

It's  about  those  times  that's  past  aud  gone — 
How  we  used  to  work  ou  the  giund  old  Mississippi. 

■:',  CHonrs.    '  ■■::  ''[^■■'1,y^::y.yy:-y. 
Our  Mnssa  was  a  good  man —  [Syml 

He  used  to  feed  us  on  hoe  cakes —  [Sym] 

But  now  we  have  sang  our  Rags, 
We'll  good  go  back  to  old  Jim  and  Jack  Bags. 

White  folks,  we  can  no  Jonger  stay,  .  '" 

The  Bncjle  soTmd.s,  of  course  ^a  roust  at^ny  ; 

1  hope  that  I,  kind  friends,  will  forgive  us. 
We'll  go  back  again  to  the  Gmnd  Old  Home. 
Cborm  :    Oar  Massa  was  a  good  man,  Ac 


Since  James  wint  on  the  Stage. 

Word!  by  Harry  Bennett.        Aa  eune  by  H«rry  Keroall. 

My  name  is  .John  McSorley,  in  this  city  I  reside  : 
I  reared  a  son  to  manhood,  and  he  was  my  joy 

and  pride  ; 
But  now  play-actoBH  and  such  trash  doall  his 

time  engage. 
He's  oflF  his  nut  entirely,  since  he  wint  upon  the  stage. 

CaonuB. 
He  wears  long  ehoes  and  stroked  socks, 

And  he  siivs  they're  all  the  rage  ; 
My  carpet's  tore,  and  my  ho«se  is  in  a  roar, 

Since  James  wint  ou  the  stage. 

He  throws  his  fee<(  up  high,  l)ecause  he  thinks 

it  is  the  style  : 
He  broke  my  chatidelier  last  night,  and  fille<l 

my  clothes  with  oil. 
He  says  he'll  make  a  terrible  hit,  aud  fells  me 

'  he's  immense. 

And  he  took  the  ould  woman's  petticoat  to  play 

the  nagur-winch. 
He  wears  long  shoes  aud  stroked  socks,  Ac. 

He  has  my  hat  and  coat  all  spoiled,  and 

everything  is  broke, 
His  foot  wint  through  the  floor  whin  trying  tn 

dance  thf  litelr  moke  : 
He  sings  "Ta,  ta,!'  and  "Irr.-^a-Li-i  •."  jn~tl^e 

I  a  bird  iu  a  cage. 

And  has  me  neariyrrazy,  sine?  he  wint  upon  the  Btiit<i>. 

He  wears  long  shoes  and  stroked  aoeks,  As! 


r 


''■'it.l.»ijA       >■_  ^*<A'a».  — .i^^J 


■  «'  't  «*>  m..,*UU;'  i,   tii'  ,'^  'tVn'iA-f^t-'i-- 
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T]I£    SIIVGKRS'    JOmt.^AI.. 


Lost  in  the  Wide  World. 

Word!  by  Q«o.  Cooptr.    Xnade  by  J.  B.  Thomai. 

Tb*  Undo  of  thia  mok  la  pnbltahad  br  Wm.  A.  Pond 

k  Co.,  M7  Brotdwsy,  New  York.  Prica  40  o«uU. 

Loat  in  the  wide  world,  hopeless  imd  weary  : 

Qone  ia  the  gladuees  that  made  life  so  dear  ! 
Dark  u  my  pathway*,  lonesome  and  dreary  : 

No  smile  to  cheer  me  is  lingering:  near ! 
Odo«  bloomed  aroand  me  life'ti  iiair<  ifit  roses  : 

LoTed  ones  and  fond  ones  now  cl  leer  me  no  more  ; 
Lo«t  in  the  wide  world,  while  calmly  reposes 

Each  heart  that  blest  me  in  sweet  days  of  yore ! 

Chobcs. 

Lost  in  the  wide  world,  while  cabiily  reposes 
Each  heart  that  blest  me  in  sweet  days  of  yore  ! 

Lost  in  the  wide  world,  wandering  in  aidness. 

Dreaming  of  dear  ones  who  left  me  ta  tears  : 
Stars  of  the  midnight  whisper  with  glai  baess, 

"Loved  ones  are  waitinp;,  then  hush  all  thyfeatB  !" 
Oh  !  how  I  miss  them,  life's  lovely  row  « ! 

Sweet  voices  call  me  to  yon  further  slaore  ! 
Lost  in  the  wide  world,  while  calmly  reposes 

Each  heart  that  blest  me  in  sweet  dfl,y8  of  yore  ! 
Lost  in  me  wic  le  world,  &c. 


Two  Fat  Gala  that  Weigh  a  Ton. 

Wards  by  Burt  Wayas  Sung  by  W«  yne  &  Lovaly. 

Her«  we  are,  you  see,  the  pet  of  all  the  boys. 
We're  in  for  fan,  and  weigh  a  ton. 

But  never  make  a  noise  : 
We  lov«  to  sing  and  dance,  and  throw  om  BSlves  abont, 
AHboneh  we're  fat — now  what  of  that  ? 

We  can't  help  if  we're  stoat ! 

Cbokttb.      • 
Play  rip  the  music  while  we  danee. 
Give  us  two  fot  gals  a  chance. 
Two  fat  gals  that  weigh  a  ton. 
Lively,  gay  and  full  of  fun  ; 
Always  dancing,  never  still. 
The  musio  senos  through  us  a  thiiH. 

To  a  ball  I  went  last  night :  I  met  my  Felix  there, 
He  winked  at  me,  you  ought  to  see 

How  the  people  did  stare — 
I  was  there  also,  "  so  was  my  Billy,  dear." 
He'i  tall  and  slim,  "  but  I  like  him  \ 

No  matter  if  he's  queer. "'  Ghorns. 


[Break] 
[Break] 


My  Son  Charley. 

Copyriebt    1875  by  E.  H.  HardiBg- 

lasa  CB.uiACTKa  Soro.  Snng  by  Joxnrt  Boaos. 

Tba  Vnaie  can  be  nbtalnad  of  E.  H.  HardlBf,  Ho.  9S9 

Bowery,  Kaw-Tork.  Price  }0  cents. 

The  chap  Tm  going  to  sing  aboat, 

I'm  very  fond  to  tell. 
Is  a  member  of  my  family. 

You  ought  to  know  him  well ;  ., 
He  keeps  the  comer  store  above. 

Where  be  sells  his  beer  and  wine, 
And  he  holds  a  public  sinecore  : 
For,  he's  a  son  of  mine  ! 
Chorus  :     My  sou  Charley  !  oh  !  he's  the  lad  ! 
Oh !  hear  them  say  he's  awfol  bad ! 
Such  a  boy  I  never  had 
As  my  sou  Charley ! 

My  Charley  is  a  citizen. 

And  he  vote«  for  Tummany  Hall ; 
They  will  pat  him  ap  for  Alderman, 

If  he  lives  until  next  fall : 
He  has  the  ward  all  to  himeelf. 

And  it's  him  that  cutR  a  shine- 
He  commands  a  great  iofloence  there, 


For,  he's  a  eon  of  mine  ! 


Qioraa 


He  wean  a  handsome  blaok  mns>«oh<, 

And  pn£b  his  long  bown  hair, 
And  in  his  breast  immaculate 

The  richest  emwalds  glare  : 
In  a  quiet  neighborhood,  up  town. 

He  has  a  gi^  so  fine —  •,•.■:.'- 

And  she's  going  to  marry,  nest  SoadftJ  WMk, 

Tbk  deustt  son  of  oune !  GboifH. 


America  For  Me. 

Wi  ilten  by  Short  Btop.  Siing  by  tbe  FieldlDgi. 

Know'st  thou  the  land  whose  stormy  shore 
E'er  echos  to  the  billows'  rour, 
Whose  clifts  frown  o'er  the  briny  spray  ? 
To  that  fair  laud  let  us  ;iway  : 
Where  e'er  I  live— where  e'er  I  stmy^ 
It  haunts  my  thought  by  night  and  day. 
Chorus  :    Americu  the  great !  America  the  Aree  ! 
America  the  brave  !    America  for  me ! 

Know'st  thou  the  Nation,  great  and  free. 

Whose  sway  extends  from  Sea  to  Sea, 

Whose  equal  has  ne'er  yet  been  found  ? 

Search  where  you  will— the  world  around  : 

It  is  a  Nation  great  and  proud — 

Who,  self-rcliaut,  biugs  aloud-  -  Chonis. 

Know'st  thou  the  lay,  whose  stirring  straias 

Each  free  and  noble  soul  enchains  ? 

The  lay  that  makes  the  heart  rejoice. 

When  it  is  snug  with  heart  and  voice  ? 

It  is  a  lay  of  wondrous  might— 

O'er  land  and  sea  it  brings  ibi  flight.  Choroid. 


That  Banner  a  Hundred  Tears  Old. 

Worda  by  B.  Devero.  Muiic  by  Eddie  Fox 

Masic  pubUalicd  by  T.  W.  Helmick.  Clocinnatl,  O. 

Sung  by  tbe  FleldlDgfl. 


There's  nu  emblem  ko  dear  to  American  hearts 

Floating  over  the  land  that  is  free, 
Since  the  Goddess  of  Liberty's  caidle  was  rocked 

On  the  shores  of  the  Isle  of  the  Sea. 
With  a  dark  field  of  blue  and  a  bright  stripe  of  red. 

Bespangled  with  aian  bright  as  gold — 
A  Centennial  present  from  brave  hearts  now  still — 

This  "  banner  a  hundred  years  old." 
Chorus. 

God  bless  our  Centennial  meeting  at  home  ! 

May  joys  and  sweet  pleafiures  untold 
Cluster  round  the  dear  emblem  our  forefathers  gave. 

This  "  banner  a  hundred  years  old." 

And  when  Liberty,  crushed  by  tbe  grim  tyrant's  hand, 

Lay  panting  and  bleeding  alone, 
Ere  the  brave  hearts  that  rallied  around  oar  dear  land. 

And  bad  ofiered  thuir  blood  to  atone,  • 

And  the  Angel  of  love,  looking  down  from  above. 

Dropped  tears  on  the  blue  ocean  cold. 
And  plashing  that  flag,  they  enfigured  each  star 

On  this  "  banner  a  hundred  years  old." 
God  blei>s  our  Centennial  meeting  at  home,  Sx. 

The  Elegaat  Swell. 

XTorda  acd  Moaie  written  ezoraaaly  for  Mill  Allee 
Joarden,  by  John  F.  Sberldaa. 


My  kindest  good  evening  to  all— 

"  A  stranger,"  no  doubt  you  will  say  ; 
In  that  assertion  you're  right, 

I've  beeu  here  just  one  week  to^y  ; 
I  camo  hert»  from  Ptiris  direct, 

I'm  kno\>'n  in  that  great  city  well ; 
Among  the  Bilf  and  Bon-Tnn. 

I'm  known  as  the  Elegant  Swell ! 
Chobcs. 

Elegant!  Elegant  ! 

That's  what  they  say  of  me, 
.\.s  I  parade  down  the  gay  thoronghfare  ; 

El»-gaut !  Ele;4aiit !  everywhere  greets  my  ear  : 
In  style,  gracb  and  excellence. 

None  can  cou/))are. 

After  my  toilet,  this  mom, 

A  Stroll  I  took  through  Central  Park : 
In  picturesque  beonty.  miiqne, 

I  think  'tis  a  shade  o'er  the  mark  ; 
Your  ladies,  in  beauty  and  style,  =   . 

In  some  respects  Paris  excel , 
And  I  flatter  myself  I'm  a  judge — 

Who'd  dispute  the  Elegant  Swell  ? 

Elegant!  ElegMit!AeL 


What  is  th-it  which  never  asks  any  onestjons, 
bnt  requires  miny  an^wf  rs  ?    The  street-door. 

Do  not  b«hov(^  one-half  what  yoa  hear,  but  make 
sore  that  you  believe  all  you  say. 


Annie  Dear !  I'm  Called  Away 

By  a  cottage,  in  tbe  twilight,  ., ,  »   : 

Stand  a  Soldier  and  a  mnid  :  ■■■'•• 

Solemn  words  avu  being  8i><)liou,     .    "'■■.'.■.. 

For,  his  country  needs  his  nid  : 
Down  her  cl'.eeks  the  tears  are  coursing, 

Tremblinj^ly  she  bids  him  stay  : 
Firmly,  sadly  couics  the  answer—  »  .  V, 

"  Annie  dear !  I'm  called  a>vay." 
Chorus  :    Good  bye,  Auiiic  I  good  bye,  darling  I 
Tho"  1  fain  would  with  thee  stay, 
'Tw  decreed  tli.it  1  must  leave  thee, 
Annie  dear  !  I'm  called  awav. 

Next  the  tramp  of  martial  footsteps 

Passing  by  that  cottage  door. 
And  the  liialdier,  smiling  bravely. 

Leaves  her  whom  he'U  see  no  more — 
Tho' she  shall  in  broken  slnmber, 

Ever  after  hear  him  say, 
lu  a  tender  mournful  whisper — 

"Annie  dear!  I'm  called  away."     •     Chonui 

There  has  been  a  fearful  conflict, 

Victory  has  been  nobly  won. 
And  a  youthful  soldier's  dying, 

Ere  his  life  has  well  begun ; 
"Comrade!  he  is  feebly  saying, 

I  shall  never  live  'till  day  : 
If  you're  spared  to  see  my  darling. 

Tell  her  I  am  called  away." 


Choros. 


The  Bonnie  Breast-Knota. 


Hey  the  bonnie,  ho  the  bonnie,  j 

Hey  the  bonnie  breast-knots !  ■•  i 

Blythe  and  merry  were  they  a'  j 

When  they  put  on  the  breast-knots. 
There  was  a  bridal  in  our  tonn. 
And  to  't  the  lasses  a'  were  boon, 
Wi'  monie  facings  on  their  gono. 

And  some  o'  them  had  breast.knots. 

Singing,  hey  the  bonnie,  i». 

At  nine  o'clock  the  lads  convene. 
Some  clad  in  blue,  some  clad  in  green, 
Wi'  shining  buckles  i'  their  sheen. 

And  flowers  upon  their  waistcoats. 
Out  came  the  wives,  a'  wi'  applaose. 
And  vrish'd  the  lassie  happy  aa3rs,  .| 

And  muckle  though  they  on  her  claes. 

Especially  the  breast-knots. 

Singing,  hey  the  bonnie,  &e. 

The  bride  she  was  baith  young  and  fair. 
Her  neck  outshone  the  pearUns  rare  ; 
A  satin  snood  bound  up  her  hair. 

And  flowers  among  her  breast-knoti;  ^.-     .  1 
The  bridegroom  gazed — but  mair,  I  weeo. 
He  priaed  the  glance  of  love's  bine  een, 
That  made  him  proud  o'  his  sweet  Jean, 

When  she  got  on  her  breast-kuotR. 

Singing,  hey  the  bonnie,  Ac. 


JoBt  as  Lively  as  a  Flee. 

Written  tnd  laug  by  Jobny  Karnell. 


Once  I  was  a  happy  coon, 

Down  on  de  ole  plantation, 
Dar's  where  de  darkeys  all 
Used  to  dance  and  sing. 
Massa  said  I  was  de  smartest 

Coon  in  all  de  nation  ; 
Oh  !  how  I  could  hoe  down 

Dat  Mississippi  fling ! 
Chorus  :    Just  as  lively  as  a  flee — brtak. 

Just  as  happy  as  conld  be— ftrsafc. 
Oh  !  don  I  was  a  happy  coon, 
Down  on  de  ole  plantation  ; 
Injun  rubber,  gutta  peroha        I    - 
Onmbolastic  Pete. 

When  de  darkeys  work  was  dcB^ 

De  field  was  picked  of  ootton. 
Den  we'd  go  down  in  de  plaoe 

Dey  called  Mnskeeter  BottoiL  -,<- . 
Fnst  we'd  drop  de  shovel. 

And  den  we'd  drop  de  hoe. 
And  den  we'd  have  a  good  ole  dUMB 

Upon  de  heel  and  toe. 
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Slavery  Says. 

Word*  by  Ed.  Harrlgan.         Mn»lc  bj  faave  Brthuo. 
Mode  published  by  W.  A.  Poud,  547  Broadw»y,  New  York. 


I  nm  thinking  to-day  of  dem  yenrs  dat  passed  away, 

When  dey  tied  me  up  iu  bondage  long  ago  :  .       „ 
lu  old  VirKiuuy  State,  it  w»«  dar  we  separate,    ■ 

And  it  tilled  my  heart  with  misery  and  woe — 
Dey  toolc  uwny  my  boy,  he  was  his  mother's  joy. 

From  a  baby  in  de  cradle  we  him  raise  ; 
Oh !  dey  put  un  far  apart,  an'  it  broke  de  old  mao's  heart. 

In  dem  agonizing,  cruel  slavery  days.  .  ; ; 

Chohus. 
Dey  never  come  again  :  let  na  give  onr  praise  to  Him, 

Who  looks  down  whar  de  little  children  play — 
So,  every  uight  and  morn.  Me  will  pray  for  dem 

dat's  gone. 

In  dem  agonizing,  cruel  slavery  ilaj-s. 

Still  my  mem'ry  will  steal  oe'er  to  dat  dear  old 

cabin  floor, 
When  de  shadow  of  de  sun  came  jieeping  iu  : 
At  uight  when  all  was  dark,  we  could  hear  de 

watch-dog  bark, 
A«d  we'd  listen  to  de  murmur  of  de  wind. 
It  seom  to  say  to  me—"  You  j^eople  must  bo  free  ;" 

For,  de  happy  time  nia  coming.  Lord  be  praised  ! 
For,  then  we  would  weep  and  moan — for,  our 

^  souls  were  not  our  own, 

In  dem  agonizing,  cruel  slavery  days.        Chorus. 

I  ain  very  old  and  feeble,  and  our  life  am  nearly  done, 

I  have  traveled  in  the  roughest  kind  of  road  ; 
Thro'  sickness,  toil  and  sorrow,  I  have  reached 

de  end  at  lost, 

And  I'm  resting  by  de  wayside  wid  my  load. 
Forget  now  and  forgive,  has  always  been  my  guide  . 

For,  dat's  what  de  golden  Scripture  surely  says  ; 
But  our  mem'ry  will  turn  roun,  when  our  souls 

dey  were  tied  down, 

In  dem  agonizing,  cruel  slavery  days.       Chorus.  , 


daisies, 
daisim, 


Eolling  on  the  9ras8. 

To  those  who  live  in  cities. 

Where  but  bricks  and  mortar's  seea, 
There's  nothing  so  refrtehing 
As  "  a  little  bit  of  green  !" 
So  often,  on  a  summer's  day,  ^^  ■ 

An  idle  hour  to  pass,  .  4'-'.  "**- 

Oflf  tothe  fields  I'd  get  away,      •        "   '"     ."""' 
And  roll  upon  the  gras?. 
Choscs. 
Boiling  on  the  grass  'midst  the  battereups  and 

That's  the  way,  that's  the  way 
An  idle  boor  to  pass  ; 
Boiling  on  the  grass  'mongst  the  bntterenps 

and 
Fancying  yon're  a  child  again. 
Boiling  on  the  grass. 

The  prettiest  of  carpets  'tig 

That  ever  could  be  found. 
With  daisies  sprinkled  here  and  there, 

And  May  bushes  around  ; 
A  bright  blue  roof  above,  o'er  which         , , 

The  silver  clouds  sail  by, 
And  skylarks  think  it  but  a  lark 

To  sing  up  iu  the  sky.  Choms. 

One  day,  whilst  I  reclining  was. 

And  half  inclined  to  dream, 
I  suddenly  was  startled  by 

A  female's  piercing  scream  ; 
Towards  me  rushed  a  pretty  girl, 

In  fearful  state  of  mmd, 
And  followed  by  a  frantic  oow, 

Unpleatiantly  behind. 

Spoken  :  Of  course,  to  spring  to  my  feet  and  eatch 
the  fainting  maiden  in  my  arms  was  bat  the  work  of  a 
quarter  of  a  second  :  the  cow  ^n  seeing  my  defiant  atti- 
tude came  to  a  full  stop  and  stared  !  I  said,  waving  my 
hat  commandingly.  Go  away,  cow — go awav  directly  ! 
and  80  she  did— and  sent  ns  ix>tb—         BtuUng,  ^ 

I  often  met  her  after  that,  <  '-.h^,     ~[ 
And  this  was  my  excxMe  :  ,  : 

That  should  a  frantic  oow  torn  np,    - 
I  might  perhaps  be  of  ose. 

She's  going  to  change  her  nam«  for  nine — 
W^heu  a  few  short  weeks  shall  paaa : 

And  80 1  b^pi  that  blessed  oow. 


They  all  have  a  Mate  bat  me. 

Kind  christians  all,  on  yon  I  call,  vv   •  -.: '  .:  '•■''■'■■_ 

If  to  pity  you  feel  inclined  : 
Yoor  care  bestow  on  a  fellow  full  of  woe,?''      .'  ■ 

Who  is  almost  off  his  mind. 
Six  wives  I've  wed,  but  they've  all  gone  cVad  ; 

My  love  was  labor  in  vain — 
For,  I've  married  and  I've  hurried— 'till  I'l.*    - 

very  near  'Worried, 
And  I'm  sick  with  wives  on  the  brain ! 
Chorus  :    There's  the  fox  and  the  hare, 
And  the  badger  and  the  bear. 
And  the  birds  on  the  greenwood  tree  : 
.'    And  the  pretty  little  rabbits, 
:'    So  engaging  in  their  habits, 

And  they  all  have  a  mate  but  mc 

The  first  on  the  page  is  little  Sally  Sage  :         ^ ;       • 

She  once  was  a  lady's  maid,  •  *  ;  . 

But  she  ran  away,  6u  a  very  dark  daj', 
'      With  a  fellow  in  the  fried-fish  trade. 
*  Th^  next  was  a  cook,  oh  !  a  beauty  with  n  hooJt, 
^      And  I'll  tell  you  the  reason  why — 
-  For  a  leg  she'd  a  stump,  on  her  back  was  a  hump. 
And  she'd  got  a  little  squint  in  her  eye. 

There's  the  fox,  Ac. 

Another  one  to  charm  was  a  girl  on  a  farm. 

Well  versed  in  the  harrows  and  ploughs  : 
She  guarded  the  rigs  of  a  lot  of  little  pigs. 

And  squeezed  new  milk  from  the  oows. 
She  was  sixteen  stone,  all  muscle  and  bone. 

And  she  looked  with  an  awful  leer — 
And  she  wonid  have  been  mine,  but  fell  iu  a  decline 

Thro'  swallowing  a  mouse  in  her  beer. 

There's  the  fox,  &t:. 

t  Then  another  one  came,  ah  !  a  right  Jolly  Dame, 

%     And  her  purse  was  as  long  as  my  arm, 

^  All  full  of  yellow  gold— such  a  sight  to  behold 

\     Would  the  heart  of  a  miser  warm  ! 

'  And  her  only  sin  was  a  love  for  gin, 

■'■     But  it  brought  our  hopes  to  a  wreck:       •    i 

For,  she  slipped  with  her  heel  on  a  bit  of  orange  peeU 
^  Fell  down,  and  broko  her  blessed  neck. 

,-..,;  There's  the  fox,  Ac 

\  Z  eonid  add  to  the  scord  full  a  half-dozen  mora : 
••     For,  the  list  is  a  long  way  round  : 
One  went  o'er  the  sea  for  a  better  chap  than  me. 

And  some  of  them  were  hanged  or  drowned. 
And  the  last  I  had  through  drink  wectt  mad. 

In  vain  I  tried  to  stop  her  : 
And  sad  was  my  dismay  to  discover  that,  one  day, 
:j^  She'd  been  slowly  boiled  to  death  in  the  copper. 

There's  the  fox,  <tc. 


'.  Come  and  Join  the  Band ! 

JEEvivAjL  aaaa. 
Mndc   by  Jos.  P.  Skslly.         A«  no}  by 
folinuy  BoMh.  with  great  raooMs. 

Come,  pome  and  be  converted. 

Coiu#  from  wickedness  and  sin, 
Ivet  the  devil  Iw  deserted, 

Coibe  and  join  the  baud  within  ; 
IlfAr  iu^  preach,  and  hear  us  pray, 

•Join  lus  iu  each  happy  lay, 
AMiile  j'ou're  loose  aud  let!  "astray. 

Come  aud  joiu  the  baud  I 
ChorUBi :    Come,  come,  every  Yaulcee, 

Every  sinner  thro'  tli.«  Luid. 
Pniy  w'ith  Mo«xly,  sing  with  Saokty, 
Come,  aud  joiu  the  Iw;  ud  ! 

Kow  the  glory  flows  aroujid  as 

Angela  blow  their  bugles  loud, 
Siunei*  bless  the  day  tbey  found  us 

See  fhem  croepiug  through  the  crowd. 
All  the  world  we  cum*;  to  heul, 

Intpjeveiy  breast  westeul, 
We  ar«3  for  the  nation's  wt;i!,       ■.;'. 


>., 


All  that's  Fair  and  Pure. 

■ .    -  .■■'*•'■- 

eOMO  AND  DANCE. 

Xfotia  and  Maile  by  H.  a.  DarUy,  and  lone  only  by  bim. 


In  a  dell  where  the  summer  breeze  is  sighing, 

W^here  the  flowers,  dripping  with  the  morning  d?  w. 
Lift  their  heads  at  dawn  to  kiss  the  golden  sunshine. 

And  greet  the  birds  that  sing  their  songs  anew  : 
In  this  earthly  paradise,  with  bliss  environed. 

With  all  joys  perpetuated  evermore, 
Like  fair  Phoebus  bureting  on  a  desert  moor-land. 

Dwells  the  synonym  of  all  that's  fair  aud  pure. 

Chorgs. 
Diamonds  sparkle  in  her  violet  eyes,  (Rym. ) 

Sweetest  melody  is  iu  her  sighs  :  (Sym. ) 

There's  a  swell  of  heavenly  mu.«ic  in  her  laughter, 
Eippling  as  the  surf  upon  a  pebbly  shore. 
And  I  (£ink  in  all  the  murmured  cadence  fostered 
By  the  B3mon3'm  of  all  that's  fair  and  pore  ! 

At  twilight,  when  the  west  with  orient  splendor 

Shadows  dell  and  woodland  in  an  amoer  gleam. 
We  listen  to  the  music  of  the  streamlet : 

That  is  sweeter  than  a  poet's  summer  dream- 
Hearts  enraptured  with  the  thoughts  that  ever  mingle 

With  the  hopes  the  coming  future  will  aaeure, 
While  a  rosy  hue  enhances  all  the  beauty 

Of  the  synonym  of  all  that's  fair  and  pure !    '  •  y..  ' 

Diamonds  sparkk,  ie. 

^   iCIi   ^ 


lAziness  travels  so  slow  that  poverty  is  almost 
Boro  t*  overtake  it 


^ 


Come  and  joiu  the  baud  ! 

We  have  crossed  the  mighty  o<-eiiii. 

Now  we're  back  with  i^Uny  crowned  : 
We  have  gained  the  world's 'devotion. 

Such  a  wicked  lot  we  found — 
From  the  aged  and  the  wine,       • 

Severed  from  their  sinful  tit  s. 
We  have  heard  repenting  cricw, 

Whau  they  joined  the  band. 


Ohoms. 


Chora*. 


•♦►- 


Will-o-the-vn«p. 
DEscBrrnvx  aova. 


When  night's  dark  mantle  has  covered  all, 
I  come  in  fire  arrayed. 
Many  a  victim  I've  seen  fall. 
Or  fly  from  me  dismayed  I 
Willo*the-wisp  !  they  trembling  ay, 
Will-o-the-wisp,  *ti.s  he ! 
Will.o.th6-wi6p  !  they  trembling  eiy, 
Will-o-the-wisji,  'tis  he ! 
To  mark  their  fright  as  off  they  fly. 
Is  merry,  is  merry,  is  merry  sport  for  me, 
Is  meny,  is  merry,  is  merry  sport  for  me, 
Is  merry  sport  for  me  I 
I  dance,  I  diuiC9,  I'm  here,  I'm  there : 
Who  tries  to  catch  me  catches  but  air, 
Who  tnes  to  eatch  me  catches  but  air !  ' 
The  mortal  who  follows  me  fcdiowv  in  vain  ; 
For,  I  hngh  ha  !  ha  !  I  laugh  ho  I  ho  ! 
I  la$gh  at  their  folly  and  pain — 
1 1  laugh  at  their  folly, 
I  laugh  at  their  pain  : 
I  laugh  at  their  folly 
I  langh  at  their  folly  and  pain  : 
I  laugh  hti !  hu ! 
I  laugh  ho  !  ho  ! 
I  laugh  at  their  folly  and  pain — 

Mai  y  a  traveller  I  deceive,       •  • 
Anq  with  their  jMirting  breath, 
1  hSir  thoni  call  in  vain  for  help, 
Anq  dance  round  them  iu  death  I 
Will.<ithe^wisp  !  they  trembling  cry, 
Will-ol-the-wisp,  'tis  lie ! 
Wilkfthe-wisp  !  they  trembling  cry, 
Will-d-tlif -wisp,  'tin  he ! 
To  tnark  their  shriek  as  they  sink  and  die, 
Is  merry,  is  merry,  is  merry  sport  tot  me. 
Is  DBerrj-,  is  merry,  is  merry  sport  tax  m9, 
Is  cherry  uport  for  me  I 
I  dande,  1  dance,  I'm  here,  Fm  there : 
Who  ((ries  to  catch  me  catohen  bnt  air. 
Who  tries  t<i  catch  me  catches  but  air ! 
Th^  mortal  w  ho  follows  me  foUow«  in  nun  : 
For,  I  laugh  ha  !  ha !  I  laugh  ho !  bo ! 
I  laugh  at  their  foUy  and  pain — 
I  laugh  at  their  folly. 
I  laugh  at  their  pain  : 
I  laugh  at  their  folly 
I  laugh  at  their  folly  and  pais : 
I  laugh  ha  !  ha  I 
I  langh  bo !  ho ! 
I  laugh  at  their  folly  and 


~-.-fy-    ■    ^ 
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T1I£:    81JVGERS'    JOUmVAL. 


A  Sister's  Revenge. 

( ContliMtJ.  >  ■      ., 

•  

' '  ludeod  he  would,  inammt,"  acquie?>cotl  Blauclie 
tboaghtfully.  "  You  are  right.  Such  a  thing  caii- 
DOt  be  thounbt  of  for  a,  luouieut !" 

*'  Very  well,  dear.  Theu,  without  beiiif,  unkiuil, 
to  your  faTorite,  we  must  take  caie  not  to  throw 
hoe  in  Balph'a  way,  aud  theu  all  will  be  well." 

Mrs.  Houghtou  ki&sed  her  daughter  afi'ectiou- 
ately. 

"  But  for  Ralph's  gowl,  my  dear,"  she  concluded, 
M  she  left  BLiuche  uloue,  "I  should  uot  hiivo 
spoken  to  you  thus  for  vears  to  como — perhaps 
never.  However,  you  are  uo  longer  a  child  ;  and  if 
this  first  lesson  in  womanhood  is  or  appears  to  be 
selfish,  rest  assured  it  is  dictated  by  pure  affection. 
Ton  are  both  very  dear  to  xae,  Blanche  ;  and  lialpb 
is  my  only  sou  ! 

She  swept  out  of  the  room  as  she  spoke  the  last 
word,  and  Blanche  went  in  search  of  her  com- 
panion. 

Through  the  wood  down  tq  the  valley  she  took 
her  way.  It  was  n  favorite  walk  with  them  both. 
Here,  enshrouded  in  the  deep  vale,  by  the  side  of  a 
narrow  road,  stood  an  old  chapel.  It  was  the  fii-st 
Quaker  or  Friends'  meetiug-hotise  built  in  this 
country,  and  stood  embosomed  in  trees.  Once  a 
year,  it  was  opened,  and  theu  gathered  Friends  from 
every  part  of  the  kingdom  to  woi-ship. 

In  itfi  modest  "  God's  acre  "  lay  buried  one  of 
the  fonders  of  the  society.  Daisies  carpeted  the 
green  turf  in  spring-time,  and  the  glade  in  which  it 
stood  was  covered  with  cowslips,  primroses,  and 
Tiolets. 

1^6  show-place  of  the  neighborhood  —  very 
■olexnn,  very  beautiful,  and  lonely  beyond  descrip- 
tion ;  a  picture  at  all  times— silent  generally,  a 
•till  life  pictnre  as  a  rule  ;  but  to-day,  two  ligures 
stood  in  the  foreground,  talking  eiimestly. 

For  a  moment,  Blanche  stopped  and  looked 
eai^erly  forward.  Theu  her  heart  seemed  to  stand 
stilL  In  the  couple  sauntering  round  the  old  chapel- 
yard,  she  recognised  Ralph  and  Jessie  Marston  ! 

So  absorbed  were  the  two,  Blanche's  light  foot- 
step did  not  disturb  them.     Unnoticed,  she  walked 
lonnd  the  building,  and  was  close  upon  them  before 
;  they  were  aware  of  her  presence.     With  almost  a 

Cg,  she  noted  her  stalwart,  handsome  brother  in 
brown  velvet  shooting-coat,  felt  hat,  and  thick 
I  boots.  How  manly  and  noble  he  looked !  How 
fit  a  protector  for  that  fair-haired  teacher!  The 
suuligbt  played  on  her  golden  tresses,  and  lit  up 
ber  Ppn  l^ce  with  a  glow  of  beauty.  She  was 
■ptftking.  All  h«r  $oul  seemed  to  be  given  forth 
in  the  words  she  uttered. 

"  It  is  the  fashion  nowadays,  sir,  Blanche  heard 
bar  say — "  a  quaint,  curious  idea — to  build  a  monu- 
jneot,  to  scolpture  a  likeness  in  marble,  or  cast  one 
in  bronze  of  patriots  and  heroes ;  as  though  a 
gnat  w$n's  work  does  not  live,  ns  well  &?:  follow 
aim  to  the  grave  !  Here  lies  William  Penn— and 
who  of  the  detfcendauts  of  the  Pilgrim  Fathers  will 
4rer  cease  to  revere  his  memory  ? — yet  i:->  his  grave 
not  to  be  distinguished  from  the  rest  ;  a  mere 
nonnd  of  turf,  with  no  stone  k)  mark  hL*  rtstiug- 
plaoa  r'  f 

"Yon  are  a  sad  democrat,  I  fiar."  lai;f;hrd  the 
Captain,  lightly.  "  But  let  him  bo  who  he  will  re- 
posing in  such  a  valley  as  thLs,  and  be  sjioken  of 
tbns,  his  immortality  on  earth  is  a.ssnred. " 

She  turned  to  him  with  a  R<^rious  Irmk.  Before 
she  could  comprehmd  the  purport  of  his  3}>eech, 
Blanche  had  joined  theui.  The  Captain  looked 
lather  awkward.  Just  then  he  could  well  have 
dispensed  with  her  presence. 

'Ah,  Sissy!"  he  cried ;  "you  hero?  Miss 
Maraton  has  been  acting  as  cicerone,  and  giving  mo 
•  history  of  that  noted  Quaker,  the  Governor  of 
JPennaylvaria. " 

Laughingly  she  returned  her  brother's  greeting. 

They  were  all  so  periloasly  hap))y  this  summer 
day.  Who  could  help  being  joyous  ?  Nature  herself 
teamed  to  smile  upon  thera  and  bid  them  welcome 
to  her  arms.  Blanche  forgot  her  mother's  warning 
as  c<)mpletely  as  did  Riiph  himself.  A.  Btrani;e 
feeling  of  a  new  life  had  cr  pt  over  him.  Deljt^ 
and  dans  were  forgotten  i.i  t'uis  WHnd»'ring  in  the 
woods.  Every  hour  leii.;tbenediLself  out  into  a  day. 
N«*W  were  ^en\  more  happy  folk.s.     .Jefwie  enjoyed 

exettedingly.     Now  and  ng;iiu  shy   woull  steal 

Kooea  at  Balph,  honest-looking  and  handsome. 


The  smoke  from  his  cigar  curlefl  upward  in  spiral 
wreaths  of  blue.  The  girls  laughe(l,  and  pretended 
ti)  blow  it  awa}'.  It  was  a  glorious  holiday— a 
fleeting,  unsubstantial  time.  • 

'•Through  the  woods,  through  the  wootls,  roam- 
ing so  merrily,"  sang  the  Captain,  joyously,  as  he 
bade  his  companions  farewell. 

Blanche  laughed,  and  declared  she  had  enjoyed 
herself  more  than  she  had  done  for  years.  She 
api)ealed  to  Jessie,  who  blushed  and  looked  down- 
ward at  the  green  moss. 

"  Yes,"  she  said,  in  reply  to  the  mute  appeal, 
"the country  wasalwaysrery  beautiful— but  to-day, 
IKirhape,  more  than  ever." 

The  Captain  smiled,  for  he  knew  he  had  won  a 
heart 

♦        »'•        »        •        •'•        »        • 

A  molnth  pas.<!ed  awny.  Of  all  that  family,  only 
one  was  wretched.     And  this  was  Blanche. 

She  had,  indeed,  become  a  woman.  It  was  a  sor- 
rowful day  for  her  when  she  first  ki\w  her  brother 
Ralph  and  Jessie  together  in  the  chapel-yard.  How 
often  she  looked  back  to  that  scene  !  Now  he  was 
cool  aud  cynical  towards  her,  who  had,  prior  to 
that,  ever  been  gentle  aud  kind. 

His  heart  belonged  to  another  now.  Jessie,  at 
whose  name  he  would  blush  aud  tremble,  was  hit 
idol.  If  she  failed  to  upjx'ar  in  their  woodland 
rambles,  all  enjoyment  was  at  an  cud.  "  What 
ailed  her?  IIow  came  it  .s/m  could  not  come?" 
These  were  his  questions— this  the  track  of  his 
thoughts.  Jessie,  the  world  only  contained  her  for 
him,  and  Blanche  grew  jealous  and  very  fearful. 

She  remembered  her  mother's  words,  and  wun- 
deretl  where  it  all  would  end. 

She  knew  she  was  deceiving  her  parent,  as  was 
Ralph  ;  but  she  could  not  bring  her  mind  to  blame 
either. 

The  time  ran  on,  and  Ralph's  leave  had  nearly 
expired. 

One  night— that  before  be  left— she  walked  to   . 
the  old  chapel. 

It  was  a  bright  and  beautiful  evening. 

They  had  dined  early,  for  Mrs.  Houghton  was  j 
tyawell  and  confined  to  tier  room. 

So  Blanche  strolled  alone. 

Jessie  was  in  attendance  on  the  invalid,  and  the 
house  was  so  dull,  Blanche  was  glad  to  breathe  the 
fresh  air. 

Through  the  woods  she  wandered,  in  a  listless, 
enjl>yable  fashion.  Her  thouahts  were  still  running 
upon  Ralph  and  Jessie.  '  A  faint  thought  of  blame 
was  in  her  mind.  More  than  ever  she  remembered 
her  mother's  warning  words. 

She  strained  over  the  low  hedge  to  gather  a  bunch 
of  wild  honeysuckle,  which  tempted  her  with  its 
fragrance  ana  beauty.  Down  below  in  the  valley 
beneath  the  mist  was  creeping  up  slowly  like  a  thin 
veil.     And  as  she  gazed,  she  startevf  violently. 

For  there  were  tiie  companions  other  thoughts'— 
Ralph  and  Jessie  I  ' 

Her  head  was  pillowed  on  hi.^  breast ;  now  and 
again  he  bent  over  her  with  a  loving  gesture.  i 

Blanche  stood  still  aud  watched  for  some  minutes 
theu  slowly  retniced  her  steps.  __ 

"  What  must  I  do?"  she  murmured — "  oh,  what 
mu.st  I  di>  ?■' 

Onwards  sho  strolled,  till  the  house  came  in 
sight. 

\  servant  met  her  at  tho  entrance. 

"  Your  mamma  wishes  to  si)eak  to  you  at  once. 
Miss  Blanche,"  siiid  Mr.s.  Houghton's  inaid.  "She 
is  quite  anxious  about  you  !' 

"Indeed!"  said  Blanche.  "I  have  not  been 
away  long,  either  !     Well,  I  will  go  to  hor." 

She  ran  at  onco  up  the  staircase  to  her  mother's 
room. 

"Blanche!  is  that  you?"  called  out  a  sharp, 
ringing  voice. 

"Yes,  mamma!"  answered  Blanche. 

"Come  here,  child  !" 

"Yes,  mamma!     What  is  the  matter?" 

"Read!"  replied  Mrs.  Houghton, —  " read  this, 
and  tell  me  if  yon,  too,  are  in  tlie  plot !" 

Wonderingly.  Blanche  obeyed.  She  recognised 
the  hand  in  a  moment.  It  was  that  of  her  brother 
Ralph. 

1 1  \v;:s  ?i  tinv  '!o!e,  autl  contained  but  a  few 
word.-,  nuiuing  thus  : —      j  .  s^V'-,' 

"Dvur.  Jes-sie,- 

To-night,  at  eight,  J  shall  be  at  the  old  ehflpel, 
awaiting  your  ansMer.     I  need  not  repeat  how 


1 


dearly  I  love  yon  ;  you  know  my  heart  as  well  as 
I  do  mysell  But  my  time  here  is  short ;  and  if 
vou  would  not  break  my  heart  meet  me  there,  and 
bless  me  with  the  love  I  covet  so  much.  I  entreat 
you  not  to  fail !"  "  Ralph." 

Blanche  read  it  eagerly. 

"Now,  Bhxnche,  answer  me  truly!"  cried  the 
angry  parent.  "What  do  yon  know  of  this? 
How  far  are  yoii  concerned  in  it  ?" 

"  I,  mamma?  I  could  only  guess  until  this 
evening !    To-night,  certainly,  I  saw  them  ! " 

"  where  and  how  ?"  interrupted  Mrs.  Houghton. 

"By  the  chapel,  mamma  ;  audi  certainly  thuik 
Ralph  was  paying  her  great  attention." 

"Great  attention!"  sneered  Mrs.  Houghtou, 
flushing  angrily.  "Tho  fool— the  fool!  As  I 
feared,  so  it  has  entled  !  But  be  sure  I  will  stop 
their  folly.  Miss  Marstoo  quits  this  house  to- 
night !" 

' '  Mamma, "  cried  Blanche,  "  yon  are  not  serious ! 
Consider !    Turn  her  out  of  her" home  to-night  ?" 

"I^aie  considered,"  said  the  angered  mother. 
"Do  not  irritate  me,  Blanche,  by  useless  questions 
or  remonstrances.  I  am  resolved  to  spare  Riilph 
the  humiliation  of  poverty,  and  there  is  but  ono 
course  open  to  me.  Now  go,  child.  Send  Miss 
Marston  to  me  the  moment  she  returns." 

Slowly  and  very  sadly  Blanche  li^ft  the  roora  to 
meet  Jessie,  who  witha  flushed  cheek,  aud  a  haupy 
smile,  was  carolling  a  love-melody. 

Blanche  stopped  her,  and  threw  her  arms  round 
her  neck. 

"Don't  blame  me,  darling,  whatever  happens," 
she  whispered,  "  for  I  love  you  dearly  :  but— but 
mamma  wishes  to  see  yon  at  once." 

Jessie  read  plainly  enough  in  Bhinche's  manner 
her  secret  had  been  discovered. 

"  I  will  attend  Jilrs.  Houghtou,"  she  said,  coldly, 
"  when  I  Live  taken  off  my  things." 

Involuntarily  Blanche  caught  her  hand,  and 
pressed  it  fervently.  Theu  Jessie  chrew  her  to  her 
heart 

"Good-bye,  Jessie!"  murmured  Blanche  tremu- 
lously.    "  Bless  you !" 

Her  companion  echoed  the  wish  fervently. 
A  voice  was  heard  calling,  and  they  parted,  never 
[  to  meet  again  on  this  side  of  the  grave. 

».•■■."■ 

Chaptib  IV. 

^  Five  years  have  passed  away.  A  new  scene  do. 
mands  our  attention.  From  tho  light  and  beauty 
of  a  summer's  day  to  the  dense  fog  and  dark  gloom 
of  a  winter's  night 

It  is  a  death-chamber  we  enter — very  chast«  and 
beautiful  in  its  pure  white  hangings,  rendered 
doubly  so  by  its  occupants  ;  for  here  are  two  beauti- 
ful girls. 

Sisters  evidently.  Tlxis  may  be  seen  readily 
enough.  The  same  fair  hair,  bright  and  wavy  ; 
blue  eyes,  that  seem  almost  to  match  each  other ; 
soft  voices,  painfully  distinct  as  they  nestle  side  by 
siilo  ;  and  yet  one  far  on  tho  road  to  that  bourne 
from  wheneo  no  traveller  returns.  Tho  eldest 
speaks  in  a  voice  of  apparent  pain. 

"Jessie  dear,"  she  murmurs,  "I  can't  behevo  it 
Y'ou  are  so  young — so  verj-,  very  young !" 

"Nay,  liclla,  do  tr\'  to  learn  tho  le-sson,  dear. 
Sometimes  I  think  I  have  had  no  youth— that  all 
the  jxist  has  been  a  drcaji:." 

The  Bj>eaker  shook  her  head  slowly,  and  tears 
coursed  down  her  cheeks. 

"If  uncle  had  not  died  just  then,"  said  Bella, 
"how  happy  wo  might  have  been  I ' 

Languidly  tho  other  assented. 

"  And  now,  Jessie,  you  are  left  with  me  to  die, 
when  I  wonld  give  all  my  wealth  to  see  you  about 
once  more ! ' 

Again  Bella  sobbed  heavily,  and  Jessie  pressed 
her  hand  fuebly. 

"Bella,  I  must  tell  you  the  history,"  said  Jessie. 
"  I  am  becoming  frightened,  and  cannot  go  to  my 
little  girl— cannot  meet  her  till  I  have  unburdened 
my  mind.  Listen,  dear,  and  I  will  tell  you  all.  Do 
yoti  remember  the  last  time  we  were  together,  Bella  ? 
Ah,  yes,  I  am  sure  you  do  !— the  night  before  I  left 
for  Mrs.  Houghton's,  when  w^  climbed  the  old  aik 
stairent-fl  hnnd-in-lmnd.  How  dearly  we  lovwl  each 
other  theu  !  My  hmxt  was  so  full,'j3ell,  I  had  no 
room  lor  another.  Do:  t  remendier,  dear,  h'>\\  we 
lay  uwako  all  night,  carp*-^'.n,'^  e  ich  other,  because 
on  the  morrow  wa  were  to  part  ?"  ^ 
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THE    SinrOEBS'    JOVBI^AL. 


"Yes,  dearest  Bat  why  revert  to  that?  Tell 
me  of  yotmselt',  and  why  you  have  hidden  from  ma 
■oloog?" 

"I  will,  dear  Bell,"  murmured  the  dying  girl. 
"I,  dear,  have  naught  to  reproach  ray  sell  with. 
My  tale  is  a  simple  one.  I  have  already  brought 
my  history  down  to  tiiat  night  when  Mrs.  Houghton 
dismissed  mo — have  I  not  ?" 

"Yes,  dear  Jessie." 

"  Well,  after  her  bitter  reproaches,  which  some- 
how I  felt  I  deserved,  I  packed  up  my  boxes,  aud 
prepared  to  depart.  They  were  to  send  the  car- 
riage with  me  to  the  station,  and  I  was  so  bewildered 
and  frightened,  I  scarce  knew  what  I  was  doing. 
Suffice  It  to  say,  dear,  I  reached  Iiondou  ;  and  there, 
as  though  to  meet  me,  was  my  darling  Kiilpb.  Ob, 
how  I  loved  him — how  I  clung  to  him  for  protec- 
tion !  Fool  that  I  was— that  I  am  now  -for  I  love 
Lim  still !  He  had  followed  me — had  ridden  in  the 
same  train  in  order  to  be  with  mo,  to  comfort  me. 
We  caught  the  mail,  jourued  to  Scotland,  and 
there  we  were  married.  For  one  year  of  exquisite 
bliss,  I  was  iu  poitidise.  A  baby  girl  was  given  me 
for  a  little  while  ;  then  she  died,  and  I  was  alone, 
ilalph  had  grown  tired  of  me— complained  of 
poverty  ;  and  I,  heaven  knows,  cost  him  but  little  ! 
Then  came  the  greatest  blow  of  all.  He  declared, 
with  many  oaths,  we  were  not  legal y  man  and  wife. 
After  this,  dear,  I  left  him  to  seek  yon  out.  It  was  * 
not  easy  to  find  you,  as  you  know." 

"  That  I  can  understand,  dear  Jessie.  When  my 
nncle  left  me  his  property,  it  was  on  the  condition 
that  I  should  take  the  name  of  Galbraith — his  own 
family  name.     No  wonder -you  were  pixzzled  f 

"But  I^have  come  home  to  die,  as  I  always 
thought  I  should."  cried  Jessie  weakly.  "  Yon 
forgive  me,  Bell  ?" 

"Ay,  dear,  with  all  my  heart !  KLssme,  darling 
sister.     You  have  grown  so  cold !" 

There  was  no  response  to  the  fond  api^eal.  The 
eliill  was  that  of  death. 

Jessie  Marston  had  gone  to  meet  her  bube. 

CHAPTEIt  V. 

The  first  day  of  November,  1867.  The  place, 
Brighton  ;  locality.  King's  Road,  The  chamcters. 
Miss  Galbraith,  the  heiress  ;  Mrs.  aud  !  ILss  Hough- 
ton ;  and  Ralph  Houghton,  en  uticndnn!. 

The  sun  shining  brightlyj  the  waves  splashing  on 
the  beach,  crowds  of  people  passing  to  r.nd  fro— a 
glorious  picture.  Such,  after  all,  as  can  be  seen 
only  in  this  old  land  of  ours.        ^ 

Fair  women,  handsome  men,  superb  Worses, 
magnificently-appointed  carriages — hero  lUoy  all 
are,  passing  to  aud  fro  in- the  brief  winter  sunlight. 

No  Bugle  so  musical  and  loud,  no  voice  so  ring- 
ing and  cheerful,  as  that  of  Miss  Galbraith,  the 
great  heiress. 

No  cavalier  so  attentive,  no  smile  so  sweet  aa 
that  of  Ralph  Houghton. 

His  mother  aud  sister  had  taken  Miss  Galbraith 
to  their  hearts,  aud  hoped  the  one  to  call  her 
daughter,  the  other  sister.  They  had  no  memory 
of  Jessie  Marston.  To  them  she  was  dead  aud 
buried,  as  one  who  had  never  been. 

And  here  let  us  mention  how  little  they  knew  of 
Ralph's  real  history. 

Neither  suspected  for  a  mctoent  ho  had  been 
married  to  Jessie. 

Mre.  Houghtou  would  have  chi-.l  him  ;  lus  sister 
woujd  scarce  have  beamed  down  uix)n  him  as  she 
did  to-day. 

She  w.as  very  proud  of  her  handsome  brother. 
The  memory  of  Jessie  Marstou —  alas  for  all 
things  fleeting  !  -had  almost  passed  away.  A  month 
sped  ou,  and  still  Captain  Houghton  was  the 
favored  of  all  Miss  Galbraith's  inimerous  lovers. 

Still  she  held  him  with  iron  bauds,  though  it 
appeared  she  was  leading  him  with  silken  cords. 
He  was  deeply  in  love,  Bella  knew  it  v.ell. 

Christmas  ^me.  and  Bella  removed  to  town.* 
Mrs.  Houghtou  and  Bluuche  accomixiuied  her.     So 
mild  was  the  weather,  it  might  have  Ijeeu  spring- 
time. 

"  A  most  unseajionable  Christmas !"  gTuniUed 
the  rich.  "A  heavenly  Christmas!"  mnnnured 
the  poor,  for  they  needed  not  warm  clothing  and 
Mazing  fire. 

One  day—fhe  <lay  of  Ralph'  Houghton'n  life- 
Bella  took  him  to  a  suburbau  cemetery.  ^  Ithough 
MiB.  Houghton  had  taken  such  iiaius  to  court  the 


heiress,  and  albeit  shtf  had  become  her  chaperone, 
she  was  fain  to  confess  she  was  pectUior.  On  cer- 
tain points,  particularly  so. 

Now  this  visit  to  tic  cemetery,  for  instance,  was 
an  e^entric  idea  ;  but  thcu  R^lph  was  to  be  the 

attendant,  aud,  after  all Well,   well,  lieiieeses 

mtist  be  indulged.  ■       m 

So  the  two  started  for  Highgate.  ' 

Snowdrops  were  hanging  their  pure  white  heads 
over  man)'  a  maiden's  grave,  the  violets  were 
budding,  the  sun  shone,  and  birds  twittered.  Spring 
was  coming,  laughing  spriug,  with  its  pranks  aud 
jests,  and  sweet-smelling  savour. 

Never  before  in  all  his  life  did  Ralph  Houghton 
feel  so  happy— nay,  not  even  when  he  made  love  to 
Jessie  Marston  iu  the  Quaker-honso  churchj-ard. 

This  day  he  had  resolved  to  learn  his  fate,  and  he 
was  terribly  in  earnest,  too. 

Here  was  beauty,  wealth,  and  gentle  temper-  ii 
lad}'  approved  of  by  his  mother  and  sister.  Every- 
thing couleiir  dc  rose. 

They  reaehcd  the  glorious  old  cemetery  by-au-by. 
Even  iu  it's  winter  giinneutH  it  was  very  beautiful. 

Early  flowers  bloomed  everj'where.  The  grass 
was  as  green  as  in  oi^euing  spring. 

Bella's  voice  had  taken  a  deep  tone,  ho  fancied. 
She  was  dre&sed  in  deep  black.  Her  face  was  white, 
and  exquisitely  beautiful. 

They  rested  be«ido  a  marble  nioininicnt ;  and, 
suddenly,  Ralph  knelt  at  lier  feet ;  jviured  out  his 
deep  devotion  ;  swore  by  the  dead  around  him,  aud 
the  angeLs  above,  that  to  him  she  was  all  the  world  ; 
bowed  low  his  proud  head,  nud  told  her  how  un- 
worthy he  was  of  her,  aud  how  much  happiness 
might  yet  bo  theirs  ! 

For  a  little  she  listened  in  silence  ;  then  she  raised 
her  head.     Tears  were  streaming  down  her  cheeks. 

"  Swear  to  me,  Ralph,"  she  miumurod,  '•  th.it  1 
am  youl:  first  love— that  never  before  have  your  lips 
spoken  these  words  ! " !' 

"Iswear,"  he  said,  solemnly,  "to  not  one  of  your 
sex  have  I  ever  breathed  euch  words  before  !" 

"  If  this  be  true,"  she  cried  trembUngly,  "  I  am 


yours 


He  would  hare  embraced  her  ;  but  she  rose,  and 
drew  him  away. 

Before  you  kiss  me,  Ralph—  it  is  a  curious  fancy 
of  mine— read  this  iuscription." 

She  pointed  to  an  alabaster  figure  surmounting  a 
tomb,  upon  which,  in  golden  letter^,  was  written  :- 

"  Sacred  to  the  memory  of  Jessie  Houghton, 
wife  of  Ralph  Houghtou,  Esq.,  wli<»  dejiarted  this 
life  November  7, 180G.  Erected  by  her  loving  sister, 
Bella  Galbraith. 

"  'In  life  they  were  true  and  loving  ;  In  death 
they  shall  not  be  divided."  ■' 

Mechanically  he  read  the  words. 

"Captain  Houghton,"  said  BeUa  sternly,  '•the 
law  does  not  allow  two  sisters  to  marry  one  man.  I 
brought  you  here,  to-day,  to  have  my  revenge.  I 
heard  the  story  of  your  desertion  of  her  ou  her 
death-bed.  She  forgave  you— blessed  you  with  her 
dying  breath!  Henceforth  we  are  strangers!  If 
you  would  reficnt  of  the  past,  let  your  future  acts  be 
tinged  bj'  remembrance  of  that  jxwr  dear  augel 
lying  there !  For  me,  I  have  accomplished  my 
purpose,  and  wish  nev^jr  to  see  you  again !" 

She  swept  away  as  she  si^oke ;  and  Ralph 
Houghtou  sunk  to  the  ground. 

What  thoughts  came  to  him  iu  this  hallowed 
retreat— whether  he  really  and  tridy  repented  of  his 
l>!ist,  none  can  tell. 

But  one  thing  is  certain,  that,  through  the  iu- 
flueuco  of  the  dead  girl,  a  new  life  Bj)raug  up  within 
Captain  Houghton's  breast ;  and  though  ho  never 
luarried,  the  kind  old  general  we  meet,  now  and 
iigain,  who  Ixai-s  his  name,  is  oj>en  of  hand  and 
oj)en  of  Ixmrt ;  aud  so,  perhaps,  iu  its  very  best 
scuse,  "  Bella's  rcv.?ugc"  failed  after  all. 


— «••• 


What  is  thi'.t  which  goes  when  .'i  waggon  goes, 
stops  when  the  wagon  stojis,  is  of  im  use  to  the 
wagon,  and  yet  thitt  which  the  waggon  cannot  go 
w  ithonl  ?  -  iSnise. 

If  all  the  musical  Tnstniments  ran  a  racn,  why 
would  one  of  the  strinj;  sjx-cies  eoine  in  first?  - 
Because  the  wind  instruments  must  be  l;!o^^u 
before,  they  even  begin  ;  any  one  cm  beat  the 
drum. 


,  Why  I  Never  Married. 

Br  C»plain  J(^k. 


When  first  I  met  this  lovely  maid, 
^Vas  in  the  glorious  summer  time  : 
i  ihe  was  sitting  'neath  the  arbor's  shado, 

I  ]  ler  heart  seemed  to  respond  to  mine. 

'  Although  a  year  since  last  we  met. 
it  hardly  seems  to  me  a  daj' — 
tjincx^  folded  closely  iu  my  armt^ 
Jler  head  uiwn  mv  shoulder  lav. 

Well,  we  were  young  and  lovers  then, 
^he'il  not  forget  her  Jack  so  dear-  w 

While  I,  well,  I  would  soon  return,  ,   ^ 
And  marry  her  in  one  short  year.  ^ 

l^ith  one  fond  kiss  I  left  hertlicre. 
My  heart  was  full,  1  could  not  s])eak  ; 
"  Oh  !  leave  mo  not !"  she  loudly  bawled. 
And  tears  were  streaming  down  her  cheek.  .^ 

I  vowed  I  would  be  tnio  to  her, 
JTutil  the  day  that  I  nturned  ; 
While,  like  consuming  fire,  the  love 
X  held  for  her  my  Ixwom  burned. 

I  left  my  homo  and  kindred  then, 
^lid  strangers  I  was  forced  to  roam  ; 

lut  still  my  thoughts  were  centered  on         t 

hat  lovely  maid  I'd  left  at  home. 

;  Not  six  months  after  I  returned, 

'j'o  claim  tlie  hand  of  Miss  Le  Roy  ; 

"t'lie  words  I  heard  confirmed  my  fears —      -v       .•5 
J  ily  Kate  was  married-  had  got  a  boy !  y  .'4 

I I  did  not  stop  to  loam  the  name 
\  Of  her  husband  ;  for,  'twouUl  drive  me  mad— 
\  Sot  six  months  marrio'd  -and  got  a  boy  ! 

I  wonder  now  who  is  it^s  dad  ? 


■*■'■ 
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The  Watch  by  the  Rhine. 


A  wild  cry  leaps,  like  thunder  roar. 
I  jijike  glittering  brand,  o'er  wave  to  shore, 
I 'The  Rhine  !  the  Rhine  !  the  Geniian  Rhine  ! 
'  Who'll  keep  it  when  its  foes  combine? 
Dear  fatherland !  no  fear  bo  tliinc, 
;  i      Deiir  fatherland  J  no  fear  bo  thuie, 
I  !       Great  hearts,  bravo  and  true,  watch  by  (ho  BUin% 
I  j      (treat  hearts,  brave  and  tnie^  watch  by  the 't^*'*"^ 

i'^hrouRh  Counties  thousands  thrill  that  cry —  *        « 

.4ud  lightning  fills  eacli  jwlriot's  cyo  ; 
■  .%Tn\  German  youth,  d'.'voutly  bnave, 

protect  tho  sacred  frontier  wave. 

Dear  fathTknd  t  JtoT 

!^ut  if  my  heart  in  death  be  stayed. 

Oh  !  seek  f<T  me  no  alien  ajd  : 

Hor  as  the  Hbiuc  is  rich  in  flood, 

^o  rich  our  laud  iu  hero  blood. 

'  I  Dcm*  fatherland  1  ka> 

"the  ghost  of  many  a  German  Kui^ht 
]k>oks  down  on  us  from  h  is  azure  height ; 

•And  fis  we  gn/.o  ou  Rhino's  bright  blue, 

:We  feel  its  tide  is  German,  too  ! 

Dear  fatherland  I  < 

hjo  long  as  we  have  blood  to  run. 
Ho  long  as  wo  can  hold  a  gun, 
;Ho  long  as  wc  can  wield  a  brand, 
1 10  foe,  O  Rhine,  shall  tread  thy  strand  ! 

^  Dear  lutherkuid  !  i*.! 

|l  lows  on  thy  wave,  while  spreads  our  vow, 
jll') !  jiroiid  in  air  our  flag  flies  no'.v  ; 
HTh.!  Rhine  !  the  Rhine!  tlie  (iennau  Rhine! 
]^jl'ho'll  keep  it  though  our  foes  combine  'f" 


►-«•»-< 


The  nmn  who  lins  iioHiin^  to  do  Is  the  most  mi 
a  t)le  of  i)eitigs.     >«'<■)  matter  how  much  wealth  a  1 
r  OKseSf'fs,  he  cjin  neither  Im!  cont4!ute<l  nor 
iv  ithout  f»c<;u  j«ti'  m.  We  were  l>oni  to  labor,  andll 

!v  Olid  is  onr  vineyaiil.    Wo  can  find  n  field  for  tw 
B ess alm^ist :inyv. h<  r..    lu<x;eui.alif)n  wo  foiiget  oat*- 
Sf  ut«,  our  worldly  trials,  aiMl  our  sorrowK.     Itl 
(Ui  fro' J  coiuiiaiitly  worniii;^uiidl.r'>f«]ii»goTerwiiBi;S^ 
j'i.''  inevitable.     If  we  havfl  pnoiic;li  for  Oirsolrea.  w» 
K-^u  la1x)r  for  the  g<KNl  of  otiiers ;  aud  Mich  a  taak 
pi  one  of  tlie  most  delightfnl  duti<j«  a  worthy  aad^v 
jg'  md  man  can  possibly  engage  in. 
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ALONE  BEWEATH  YOW  DROOPING  TREE. 


Tmuhted  br 
DESMOND  RYAN. 
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Booka» Stationery,   Ktm-Ftxma,  Ma  115 

Oambridga  Street* 
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News-Dealer,   N.  K  Cor  4th  ft  Walnat  StA 

DPTBOir.  (Mich.  )  J.  F.  «nd  W.  T. 
MiMaoIej,     Boolm,  Stationery,   Kewi,  tea. 
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NewB-Ageat  Jbc.  Comer  of  Harket  and 
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60  ChattMJB    StVMt,    N«w-To>k. 
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Optm-uatpm  and  OobMAtoeuM  4f  «MtIniftd> 
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TO  CORRESPONOBVTS. 

Money  sent  in  letters  br  mail  dionid  Sa 
registered.  We  do  not  hold  ooiaelrea  teapoii- 
■ible  for  loss  of  moaey  letters. 

In  sending  orders  coxe  ahonld  ba  takfo  to 
sign  your  Name,  Tovn  And  Stata  in  a  legible 
manuar. 

The  Siwjen'  Journal  is  the  laiceat  and 
eheapent  coUectioa  of  songs  ever  MUiriied  in 
this  Ooimtry.  All  Nombeis,  firoaNa  tie  the 
lut  issued,  can  be  obteined  at  any  tima. 

AoTioK  —Every  nnmfenr  of  goog  Songs  and 
Miuio  oogUt  to  itroeoEalhe  Flrtl  Foltmuofthe 
Singers'  Jp,urnn[  vlUcU  vebAveMihand,  bonnd 
in  a  dnmble  form  in  cloth,  "cohtalning  Nombers 
1  to  100— or  7W  ptiges— giving?  4500  Songs  and 
86  pieces  of  choice  Music  for  voice  and 
pinno— Price  •».  00  per  otmy,  PiMUttt  Itee. 

Such  a  book  vrlBalihrfs  be  a  ns^ftal 'iwtreation 
an^  hn  faivnlnhMe  ^ftmeaent  fSortlM  paA>r- 
table  in  every  Americnn  household.  , 


BJBirBT  DS  MAMBAM,  Foblkfaar  ^ 

OMbo  a»  BBrmaMCAii  TAuartoni, 
SoMoa,  aoMo-aooaa  AMD  AixsnM  ov  i<or- 
MoiTO  TxaaiB,  motto  ctt  r  apex,  BOTms  IftUM 
Winmio  Boosa,  bbbltimq  aitd  canLom  rAnoi, 

A,  B,  C,  OOKVnSATIOM,    AMD  HiATtMO  CAXHB, 

^Tamm  FArsn,  aitd  aix  Knroa  or  sTAnoiiaiT, 
ija>-oma  CBBAr  Asncxaa  roa  TBXTBAXMa 


Tbb  Ou>  OsmKAZ.  Bono-Dbpo*  :      i 
#0  Chathan  Street.  Fint  Floor. 
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United-Stataa,  the  pobliabing  of  the  penny 
Songs  and  Balkda.  for  the  benefit  of  the 


^  Singers'  Jovnal  is  Published  Monti 
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I  do  Fed-w  Aw&Uy  Loom  I 

WQrdi  \>r  Edwin  T.  Van*.    XmIo  by  Tlt)«la*  Di 
Muio  i>BblUli»d  b7  W.  A.  Pouit.  X««X«rk. 


Tt*  been  dinibg  acd  winiiiK  to-dny,  700 

la  a  mauner  remarkal^ly  loose, 
▲nd  to  go  on  a  spree  I  know  woold  nit  ■• : 

For,  I  mnstn't  go  homo,  'li«jK>  ua^ 
Oh  I  I  do  feel  so  gav,  so  raeklsM  and  g^f, 

My  spirita  so  lively  and  sprOce — 
I  oould  sing  or  play  in  a  juvenile  wty : 

For  I  do  feel  so  amiailf  kxwe  1  1'- 

I  do  feel  so  awfully  loose,  so  loose^^' 

I  do  feel  B0  4wfuliy  loos%  toloQW S'.^xNu.   •.     .. 
Of  course,  you  can  see  I'm  out  on  a  spns — 
For  I  do  feel  so  awfully  loose ! 

I  was  walking  and  talking  along  Broadway, 

And  feeling  decidedly  loose  : 
I  was  laughing  and  chaffing  with  ladies  so  gay. 

The  excitement  must  plead  my  excuse  : 
All  at  once  I  descried  a  girl  by  my  sids, 

And  my  heart  went  pit-pat  like  the  dance  : 
For,  I  give  you  my  word  this  wonldnot  have  ocoorrsdt 

Had  I  not  felt  so  awfully  loose.  Choros. 

Than  to  woo  and  to  coo  I  embraced  every  chance, 

In  a  style  that  was  oertainly  loose  : 
For,  I  pressed  her  to  ao  to  the  Argyle  to  dance, 

And  really  would  take  no  excuse. 
I  said  'twould  be  bliss  if  she  gave  me  a  kiss. 

And  to  raise  her  veil  tried  to  indnce  : 
Who  is  that  7  on  my  life  !  I've  been  courtixig  my  wifa^ 

Oh  !  I  did  feel  so  awfully  loose  1  Cboms. 

Now  what  she  Raid  and  I  said  may  easily  be  gneased. 

We  both  felt  remarkably  lot**--  : 
The  dispute  grew  bo  warm  that  I  tiiought  it  the  best 

To  leave  her  by  way  of  a  truce. 
So  I  left  her  behind,  and  comfort  I  find 

In  imbibing  the  generous  juice  ;  •    '  - " 

Oh  1  I  shall  get  it  hot,  but  I  don't  care  a  jot : 

For,  4o-night  I  am  ont  on  the  loose.  Chona. 


Love,  Thou  Maddening  Power. 

Love,  thon  maddening  power 

I  feel  thy  dart : 
Sighs,  every  anxions  hour. 

Speak  my  tortured  heart — 
Ah  f  vain,  ah  !  hopeless  grief, 

I  woo  thy  stay  : 
'f  Be  thou  my  sad  relief^ 

Wearing  my  life  amy. 


f         Old  Becollectionf. 

Words  and  Maalo  bj  Barry  Bsnnatt. 


-f.s- 


Far  back  in  the  sweet  past,  my  mem'ry's  oft  wanclered 
To  the  spKJt  that  I  loved  'ueatb  the  old  shady  trees, 
Where  oft  with  my  books  o'er  quaint  stories 

I've  pondered. 
Or  to  dream-land  was  wnfled  by  mid-snmmer's  breeze. 
I  recall  with  a  sigh  fhe  bri^t  clays  oCmy'childhood, 
When  'neath  the  old  trees  with  my  comrades  I  strayed. 
And  heard  the  birds  singing  sweet  songs  in  the 

wild-wood, 
Or  watched  the  bright  brook  as  it  flowed  through 

the  gladsb 

CaoBrs. 

Bat,  ah  I  the  bright  days  of  my  boyhood  are  fleeting. 
The  faces  of  dear  ones  are  passing  away — 
It  makes  my  heart  sad  when  I  think  of  oar  meeting  ' 
'Neath  the  old  shady  trees  every  bright  summer  day.' 

Lcng  years  have  gone  by,  and  my  eomradea  have 

left  m% 
Their  Toioea  no  longer  are  heard  in  the  glade : 
Bat  I  see  the  old  trees  that  I  loved  in  my  childhood, 
With  their  wide-spreading  bsanehss,  and 

welcoming  shade : 
As  I  peoee  by  the  brooklet,  old  mem'ry's  steal  o'er  ma^ 
My  heart  it  grows  sad— the  hot  tears  will  not  stay  ; 
For,  the  many  dear  friends  that  I  loved  in  my  boyhood 
An  gona  from  my  sight,  and  are  pssnng  away  1 

Ba^  eb  I  Ae. 


Sot  Svaller-BMd  Poat 

VrtMa«  and  sang  bf  H«Slf  B»nwW. 


ads,  oCyoa  lisden.  I  told  fen  MBof  diaa  ^^ 
[  dinMot  you  don't  hear  befofs ;  h 

m  day,  ahont  noon,  I  vmA  in  a  Mlosa,    ^ 


KyfUsads. 

Dotid 
Oeoate    

Uod  I  foaad  4b  coat  huug  on  ds  floor ; 
Ds  Ttrnt  wt  ewMd  it  vas  sleeofaig  mVkf  vf. 

So  I  dpnght  4ot  it  I  would  Veatw :  - 
I  said'td  myself  I  vill  vear  it  to  MS,- 

Uod  give  it  to  him  on  to-morrow. 

.    .  Ceoiya. 

Dei  oosfk,  dDf'fliat.  dot  svll^ityfejM  ottt.  ; 

Vot  do  yon  ding  of  ny  Kvaller-Eea3'%&t  7  '^ 

Dot  coat,  dot  coat,  dot  svaller-head  coat, 

I  Toddar  how  much  coat  dot  TrkUer>tnBd«aii4-<'**' 

Verever  I  go  dey  make^fun  of  my  coe]^ 

Uod  d«U  ms  it  oughrio  bs«ho(j  > 
But  I  vear  it  to  please  myself  uud  not  dem, 

Und  vedder  dey  like  it  or  not 
De  tx>y8  dey  all  say,  ven  I'm  oud  on  Broadway, 

"  Swim  oat,  young  man,  you're  afloat :" 
Bat  I  tarn  ap  my  snoot,  vhttx  dey  tell  ma  to  shoot 

Dot  beautiful  svaller-head  coat  Oboms. 


XXsJ 
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Jnit  Give  ni  a  Chanoe. 

.     Wrtttaa  by  Harry  Bannett 


■5: 


No  doDbt  yon'Te  seen  the  ballet  girl%  '■•' 

Who  dress  so  trim  and  neat. 
With  pretty  satin  slipfwrs  on  'T'^. 

Thaw  tiny,  little  feet ; 
Tb^  float  around  like  fiuriea  in  ->> 

Tna  light  and  airy  dance  ;    ^ 
Bat  we  can  please  yoa  better  if 
Toa'll  just  givs  as  a  chance. 
Gbonig :    We  are  eomets  from  the  Weet— ^Brtajk. ) 
And  onr  dancing  is  the  bast    (Jrsofc. ) 
We  are  very  fond  of  moaio,  and 
.   ',  We  love  to  sing  and  daaee ; 

"  V  J  ■"  In  fact  well  quite  surprise  you  if     l'^' 

'';' ,  ■  ^        Tooll  just  give  us  a  "^rr"^ 

Oat  daddy  used  to  teach  us  how   ' 

To  shuffle  with  onr  feat ; 
And  when  be  played  the  banjo,  why. 

The  music  was  so  sweet 
That  wa  could  not  keep  qui^  and       ■*^'.^_.. 

That's  how  we  learned  to  dance  ;  '^^' 

.And  now  well  try  to  please  yoa  if 
V      Toa'll  Jost  give  a%a  chance.  Ghoras. 


The  Gft7  IriBh  Pair. 

I  ly  Id.  Marray.  e&nf  by  tha  Koiiars. 


i 
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We'M  •  Jolly  Msh  ooqgls^ 

non  the  County  oCAthlona  ; 
WaSe  vpright,  and  we're  honea^ 

And  we  always  fsal  et  home  ; 
Tor,  be  it  in  a  eafai^, 

Qrjbe  msaoion  great, 
^ThertHi  A  weleome  te  this  Irish  pair. 

Fur,  we  are  never  late.  j^ 

JOmtus  :    At  a  party,  a  ball,  or  a  rnfflo^  ^' 

A  uulic.  a  wake,  or  a  fohf,'- 
•  a  j^       \jr  K*  delight  all  the  pec^le  arecnd  us, 
w,«*v*      ^r  ^j  jjgy  call  us  the  gay  Irish  pair. 


..  The  Dandng  Apolk). 

Here  I  am  with  blabber  lip«^ 
Feet  jost  like  a  pair  of  ships, 
Noee  as  flat  ns  ever  built. 
Eves  like  holes  burnt  in  a  quilt. 
Mouth  that  spreads  from  ear  to  ear,  - 
Monkey  shines  and  actions  qoeer, 
Dancing  Mke  a  orazy  ot%  > 

Toflllyo»with^e%hL>  .    .:       <J 

Chobos. 


_  ^-"X.-W 
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. . .  ......"   Kick  up  sbill%n  t/rmi  ,^roJ 

Fullofgrin%,  1,,  r. -,vi 

These  the  pins  ,       "'        -_ 

That  always  wins,     '-'••'♦      '"tT       'A 

Coming  like  on  avalanoha  to  grest  yoa  enrwy  night. 

Nigger  is  the  great  man  now-^'' " .'  "  ("  •■    \' 

That  white  folks  must  allow ;  '     ^^-^  ,   «•' 

Bveiybody  clears  the  tiaek,  '  '.uO-        '  '  '  i\ 

When  they  see  a  man  that's  \)i»dlf^,ii~,  r^\: 

WooUy  head  it  is  a  sign 

That  the  owner's  bound  to  shine  { 

If  yoa  say  he  isn't. 


tii 
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There's  sore  to  be  a  flght 


Gheraa 


^ 


Charade*. 


My  fliit  ie  •  luminous  obje9t ;  my  second  is  a, 
luminoiis  objeot ;  and  my  whole  is  a  lagainooa  ob.' 
Ject     Answer:    Moonbeam. 


Myflnlto 
my  whole  is 


my  oeooadiebsneath ;  and 
..UndergrcMuti|^ 


i 

*  * 
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▲tapartydoaaiaiMulTsy'e—    . 

Twas  on  last  Tuesday  night — . 
The  boys  and  the  girls  got  jealousy 

Share,  we  thought  there'd  be  a  flght 
Bat  to  tell  voa  all  oar  trouble, 

Twoald  keep  you  here  too  long  ;       ' 
And  we've  got  an  invitation  1 

To  go  and  sing  a  song. 


The  Bachelor's  Fare. 


A  bachelor  leads  an  easy  life^ 

Few  folks  that  are  wed  live  better ;  || 

A  man  may  live  well  with  a  very  good  wifi^  '' 

But  the  puzzle  is  how  to  get  her — 
There  are  pretty  good  wives,  and  pretty  bad  wiTSi^ 

And  wives  neither  one  thing  nor  t'other  ; 
And  ns  for  the  wives  who  scold  all  their  Uvea, 

Fd  sooner  wed  Adam's  grandmother. 
Then,  ladies  and  gents,  if  to  marriage  inclined. 

May  deceit  and  good  humor  ne'er  entiKp  ye : 
May  those  that  are  single  get  wives  to  their  mind. 

And  those  that  are  married  Uve  happy ! 

Some  chooee  their  ladies  for  ease  or  for  graco. 

Or  a  pretty  turned  foot  when  they  are  walking : 
Some  choose  for  fi^ore,  and  some  for  face. 

But  very  few  choose  'em  for  talking.  » 

Now  as  for  the  wife  I  would  follow  through  lifs^ 

Tis  she  who  can  speak  sincerely,  ^ 

Who,  not  over-nice,  csin  give  good  advice^  * 

And  love  a  good  husband  dearly. 
So,  ladies  and  gents,  when  to  wedlock  inclined. 

May  deceit  nor  ill  humor  e'er  entrap  ye  : 
May  those  who  are  single  And  wives  to  their  mind. 

And  may  those  who  get  married  be  happy ! 


-•♦• 
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The  Girls  of  the  Weit 

^ :    "  Teddy  ye  Oandar. " 


^-  •>-%-.>. 


Ton  may  talk,  if  you  please^ 

Of  the  brown  Portuguese, 
Bat,  wherever  you  roam,  wherever  yoa  looo^ 

You  nothing  will  meet, 

Half  so  lovely  or  siceet,   .  ^  !^ . 
As  the  girls  at  home,  the  girls  at  home. 

Their  eyes  are  not  sloes, 

Nor  so  long  is  their  nose. 
Bat  between  me  and  yon,  between  me  and  yoa. 

They  are  just  as  alarming. 

And  ten  times  more  charming. 
With  hazel  and  blue,  with  hazel  and  blosi  ji 

They  don't  ogle  a  man  V  ,ji ;  .;.;    ,  | 

O'er  the  top  of  their  fan,  * 

Till  his  heart's  in  a  flame,  his  heart's  in  a  flame  ; 
Bat  though  bashful  and  aby,  » 

They've  a  look  in  their  eye,      .  ,  •..ll\v'i.^ 

n>at  jost  comes  to  the  same,  just  oomss  lo  tta 

No  mantillas  they  sport, 
.  But  a  petticoat  short         V  iti  •'■  : 

Shows  an  ankle  the  b<>st,  an  anUa  Oie  l^arft 

And  a  leg— but,  0  morther ! 

I  dare  not  go  further — 
60  here's  to  the  West :  so  here's  to  die  Weii' 


^^4««.. 
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What  If  dut  which  is  a  Uee,  •  ObrfafaiMfl  glS, 
luggage,  a  port  of  a  place  of  """—"-int.  and  a 
portiop  of  a  carriage  ?    Answer :    Box. 


-»^**..n  -..^   ..^-  ^    - 
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You'll  IDm  M*  When  I'm  done. 

Worda  and  Mule  br  W  H  I>»l«lLo«T -^  . 

Fm  growinf;  old  and  feeble^ 

My  hair  is  torning  gimy  ;        •  !W'  «Tvv>  «  ill 
My  Umbs,  once  light  and  nitnM%  ■  i-  V '^tK\  -  J.- ' 

Are  stiiF,  and  won't  obey  :        ,  £  .,•'>•,' 
Ut  voice  has  loet  its  iwe^iMai,     ^>^<iiVI^  i 

My  dancing  days  are  done —     j  v  ,  (>;ii- 
For  goodnoBS,  not  for  greatnea,    ii-i.  -^jf- 

Yon '11  miss  me  when  I'm  gons-^         • . 
Cboms  :    When  I'm  gone,  when  Tm 

There's  one  kind  heart  will  miss 
When  Tm  gone. 

What  wiUyon  do  withoat  me 

When  Winter  time  comes  oaf  '  ";*  *  " 
Wholl  fold  their  arm«  aboat  the*  ■        <-■ 

As  I  have  often  done  ?  ... 

Who'll  mingle  in  your  gladnea      "  -   ,",    \ 

When  my  career  ia  run  ? 
Who'll  mingle  in  yonr  sadnea 

When  I  am  dead  and  gona? 

Who'll  fix  the  little  garden  ? 

Who'U  nurse  the  pretty  flowers  T 
Wholl  fence  the  little  yard  in. 

Where  we  have  sat  for  hours  ? 
jOor  children  all  are  married —  ^ 

They've  left  us  all  alone — 
;And  when  I'm  dead  and  buried, 
'     You'll  miss  me  when  I'm  gone. 
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Caaey'i  Boarding-Home. 


song  by  Oonroy  and  Daly,  In  tb«lr  orlglBal  set 
"  LoDgtborcnitii'i  Home.  -  >- 


Mr.  Oasey  atattAd  a  boarding-house  down  here 

in  Cherry  street  : 
About  twenty  sailors  came  to  board,  his  shanty 

was  ao  neat — 
He  gave  them  feather-beds  and  bolsters,   ^!<>«W1 1<,  I 
Laid  them  out  just  like  a  moose  :  '  .iv:;  ,*' 

In  summer  time  you'd  be  eat  with  bogs,       .->'.  ;  JI 
At.Cu^'s  boaiduis-boase.  !'^^v./ii'j    ' 

■  ':]_'.  V  :-:^-i  o^V  Chokts.    -.-  'r\r'^':^:^'^2^ 
'     'rhat^s  where  yoa  oonld  get  your  plnm^ofl' 
,    And  apple  sauce, 
•    'Pips'  feet  pies,  and  cod-fish  ejea, 

'At  Casey  a  boarding-honae.  -■        ■\  ■'  3 

Casey  cameto  us  one  morning,  and  this  is  what  he  said  ; 
"  Can't  ye  spare  the  butter,  boys,  there's  plenty 

of  n«8h  bread : 
Batter  costs  me  money,  bread  is  so  awful  cheap, 
There's  plenty  of  cigar-lighters  there  for  to  pick 

vi;  your  teeth." 

That's  whore  yon,  &c. 
iM  i»i  ^  I  ru.'-'  ^aP 

The  Jolly  Old  lUn.  .W 

Written  ssd  snnc  by  Harry  Beanett. 


I 


■^  -^r 
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Ton  see  before  yon  a  jolly  old  man, 

j     My  age  is  seventy-two ; 

11  ne'er  let  somw  remain  in  my  hearty  ',** 

And  I  never  am  sad  or  Una  ;  -«  \ 

Tve  wrestled  with  fortune  many  a  year— 

Of  troqbie  I've  had  a  good  share  ; 
Bnt  I  smokes  my  pipe,  and  drinks  my  beer. 

For  misfortune  1  ao  not  care. 
Chobus. 

Fol  de  lol,  lol  de  lol,  dum  de  dum  day, 
I  sing  and  dance  all  my  sorrows  away  ; 
I  like  to  be  merry  jolly  and  gay— 
Fol  de  lol,  lol  de  lol,  dum  de  dum  day. 

Some  people  meet  all  their  troubles  half  way, 

And  always  are  borrowing  woe  ; 
And  that  is  the  reason  their  hair  turns  fpi^yui 

And  their  spirits  do  get  so  low. 
Kow  take  my  advioe,  giva  care  a  wide  berth, 

Let  your  hearts  be  happy  and  light ; 
For,  nothing  is  gained  by  crying,  yoa  know, 

So  kaep  your  eyes  sparkling  and  bright, 
Caoxm. 

Fol  de  lol.  lol  de  lol,  dnm  de  dum  day,    '' 
I  sing  and  dahoe  all  my  sorrows  away  ;      ^ 
I  like  to  be  many,-  jolly  and  gay— 
Fol  de  lol,  kd  de  kM,  dnm  da  dum  day. 


■P 


r-Ji  ■ 
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loBf  W9tEi  ciaal  Vt«NUs«%::l' 


A  bright  May-day  morning  was  joyously  dawning, 

.  The  birds  caroled  gaily  through  hedge-row  and  tree. 
But  my  heart  'mid  the  gladness  was  weanr  with  Mdnea, 
Fox,  Dennot,  dear  Dermot,  was  fkr,  ur  from  me — 
Bnt,  ah  !  what  is  that?  is  my  fancy  dsoeiving? 

Ah  1  no,  'tis  his  own  well  known  &oe  that  I  see 
And  though  fancy  deceive  ua,  sure  seeing's  belierin^ 
As  ha  cries — "  Kathleen,  darling,  I'm  come 

back  to  thee." 
And  thoogb  fiuioy  deceive  us,  sure  seeing's  believing, 
As  he  cries— "Katblflen,  daiUog,  I'm  oomp 

'  backtothefc" 

Old  aoogi  wa  wws  singing,  awMt  iHedabriea  bringing, 

As  we  sat  side  by  side  at  our  own  cottage  door. 
And  he  promised  that  never  again  we  shonld  sever — 
For,  he'd  part  from  dear  Eriu,  and  Kathleen  no  more. 
Tho'  years  have  passed  b^,  still  in  fancy's 

bright  day  dreams, 
:  My  mem'ry  reverts  to  that  sweet  May-day  mom. 
When  the  suabeams  shone  brightly,  and  birds 

caroled  lightly 
'  To  joyously  welcome  my  Dcrmot's  return  : 
When  the  sudbeams  shone  brightly,  and  birds 

caroled  lightly 
To  joyously  welcome  my  Dermot's  return. 


.01 '"'  -.i;. 


Hot  as  Qreen  now  aa  Then. 

Banff  by  the  risldjDga.  ;-;«.-./ 

Whan  first  we  stmek  this  oonntiy,  y   ■-   " 

Tou  never  saw  snch  a  pair — 
We  were  both  green — also  veiy  lean : 

And  kind  Qf  off  was  our  hair.     ^     .V  ' 
She  wore  ail  old  homespuh  dreaiit' '   -'  ^z 
And  I  tho  corduroys,  ;     -;. 

B^  brogues,  and  breeches  short ! 

We  were  a  treat  for  the  boys. 
Chorus  :    We're  not  so  green  now  as  then,  boys ! 
Not  so  green  now  as  then  ; 
We  wwnt  through  j'our  schools; 
When  we  were  both  fools: 
We're  not  ao  green  now  as  tlMltt: 

They  called  us  Oawks,  and  Hi  Pnbes : 

And  about  fifty  paore  such  names — 
We  lugged  bags  faH,crf  bricks —  7. 

Some  of  jt>u  noay  have  done  the  same. 
In  the  street  we  have  kicked  hats,  '" 

And  nearfy  bn^e  our  toes  ; 
We've  chsaed  T<¥a  ColUos  a  whole  block ! 

And  have  had  corks  upon  the  nose  1    Choraa. 


lU 


Kew  Bang  and  Danca 


Bang  by  Wayaa  aad  Lovely. 


Down  among  the  daisici^  when  the  sun  was 

shining  bright, 

And  mnno  so  sweetly  filled  the  air  I 
I  there  beheld  a  damsel  drefised  all  in  white, 

And  placing  the  Daisies  in  her  hait. 


[Sya.] 


Chorus  :    My  heart  is  filled  with  joy, 
And  drives  away  dull  piiin — 
jOh  I  I  never  shall  forget  her,' 
Ijhe  flnst  time  that  I  met  her, 
I>owii  among  the  daisies  in  the 

I  ki«ed  her  sweet  good-night,  as  I  left  her  at  the  door. 

And  then  I  tunie<l  to  go  away. 
'•  Kezt  Sooday  Eve,  wall  meet  when  we*Ta' 

often  met  befoa," 

Bo  tweet  t^d  gentle  she  did  ftay—        Ghana. 


Tom  and  Jerry,  the  Twini. 

Aa  anng  by  I(:>rton  and  Entba*.^ 

Oh !  hen  w«  arq  a  couple  of  gay  colored  dark^ 

And  were  oat  on  a  bit  of  a  spree — 
We  ain't  very  particular  about  the  style  of  our  rigi; 

As  you  caa  uudoubtadljr  sea. .~ . 
So,  girls,  open  your  eyes,  and  go  in  for  a  prirt; 

Now  here's  a  chance,  ac3  who  wins  : 
For,  snch  gay  darka  you  never  cca  fio^ 

AJb  gay  Tom  and  Jerry,  the  twine 

0E037B. 

For,  so  gaylj  we  feel,  [Sym] 

From  our  he^d  to  our  heel — 
Such  gay  colored  darks  you  never  can  O^w^ 
As  gay  Tom  and  Jerry,  the  twins. 

'Way  in  onr  Sonthem  home  we'd  oft^  in  troobla  b«^ 

Thev  couldn't  tell  him  from  me  : 
We're  both  very  sharp  and  we're  oat  for  a  lark. 

And  we're  jfwine  to  join  the  jnbilea. 
;  So  look  at  our  feet,  don  t  you  thiuk  them  a  treat  7 

They  are  matched  together  like  plus  ; 
We  are  handsome  and  gay,  so  the  people  all  aay. 

We  are  gay  Tom  and  Jerry,  the  twins.       Choraa. 


J 


Faasing  the  Time  Away. 

Ai  aaog  by  Jannle  Wastes. 


I 


Now  if  you  have  health^if  yon  have  waaUb— 
Aodif  y^n  wish  to  enjoy  yourself  :  ^  - 

If  you  want  pleasure,  if  you  want  sport,    •  "'  ■ 
Then  just  ta^  a  trip  tu.Hampton  Court. 
Walk  through  Xhe  palace  :  there  you  will  find 
Pictures  by^rftists  df  every  kind  ; 
If  you  feel  weary,  not  up  to  the  mark. 
Then  take  a  gentla  stroll  through  the  Park.  ,.- 
Chorus:  There  you  can  sit  beneath  the  trees, 
'  Taking  your  time  with  the  greatest  of 
_•*■■■-'  ■  Along  with  the  giri  they  call  Loaias; 
Y  i        Fasiiing  the  time  away. 

You  stay  there,  perhaps,  some  hours  and  boon, 
Watching  the  bees,  birds  and  the  fk>wan  ; 
Doing  yonr  best,  aiQ  the  Ume  yoa  stay, 
To  get  her  to  name  the  happy  day. 
First  shell  say  yes,  then  she  says  wl,      ■i'i'.V-  ; 
Then  she'll  say  **  darling,  doe't  both«  tB*  tth-r- 
ff  you  It  will  please,  me  it  will  delight 
.  TogiTeyoaanaoswergoing  home  to-night' 


Ch& 


'Neath  the  trees  you  no  longer  remain, 

Baste  to  the  station  to  catch  the  last  train,     ;-      'x': 

Theaback  to  London  you  are  once  mora: 

Of  oooise,  see  the  giri  home  tn  her  own  dooc 

Say  yon  have  got  a  fortune  for  life, 

Then  shell  consent  to  become  yonr  wife  : 

Yon  kiss  her,  oareea  tear,  aqaaaaa  her  hand  tight, 

TiaD-lMr-yoa  k>v«  b«r,  bid hsr good-night !  . Chorus. 


Soldier  Song. 

k-n  anof  by  tha  Weatoo  Blatera.^ 


Jzam — Fm  a  soldier  bold,  oh  !  yes,  I  am 
>    ^,.j  Fm  proud  of  my  company,  every 

I    '  With  the  ladies  all  I  do  parade, 

Fm  the  envy«f  the  wiiule  brigade. 
Ghorns  :    yfbo  would  not  be  a  soldier, 
fSb  gallant  and  so  gay  ? 
Who  would  not  be  a  soldier, 
jJAkd  fight  for  America?         (BepaaL) 

FmsU. —  Fm  a  soldier's  girl,  I  keep  my  ey»  ' 
Ou  e««ry  chap  who  jMUises  by  ; 
I'm  always  fond  of  lots  of  fun. 
And  with  the  soldier  boys  I'm 


Oba 


Why, 


;  Cttd 


Creature,  wby  to  Bantl 


Why,  cruel  creature,  why  so  ben^ 
To  ves  a  tender  heart?  ^ 

To  gold  and  title  yon  relent — 
Ix>ve  throws  in  vain  his  dart 

Let  glittering  fops  in  oonrtr  be  gVM^ 
For  p|Lt  let  armies  move  : 

BMuty  •^ould  have  no  other  bftlt 
Bat  Rtiftle  Towa  and  lam. 

If  OB  thMe  endless  charms  yoa  Itf 
The  nine  that's  their  due ; 

Kii^  aie  themselves  too  poor  to 
A  thofu»nd  worlds  too  tew. 


Bbf  ff  a  pMsion  withont  vio^ 
Without  disguise  or  art. 

Ah  !  CeUa  !  if  true  lova'a  jonr 
Babold  |U  &  my  heait^  ^  ^' 


...  ij.  a 


~4i- 


^»-«*>-^ 


What  fa  tt^jpsat  thing  tea hcD  •♦ifling  7^ Why, 
a  aMk  wthknj  to  ba  mkb. 


T^a^ 


»--—-a-w. 
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Tim  M^mUin  Stipi 

B7  Saaanal  Lerar. 


The  Hooflton  Straet  Lad^ 


o^  r  1 


{I  loTe  her,  I  lore  hat^  do  Bortil«»a  4cUii..  ^tt 
«{  doat  on.  I doat  on  »  eh«iauag:]mHM  |^, ; , 
'^er  roUiog  blaok  ey,  and  btt  wir.AlT^  «pdt:, 
iRip^.ohip,  chip  M&iy,  my  HowteaatiWgiil. 

CsoBnL 
Bip.  chip,  chip  MiMty,  •h«  HaakM  sir  hmt  gUd, 
She's  alwaya  c(H)trai7 Vd  iptt  UM  fitff  did  ; 
She's  not  rery  good  and  mh'»  tiot' i^ ^ttui. 
She  gloats  aad  «h«  doate  OB  hat  Hoodoo  ato^  yd. 

Her  waist  is  Boamall,  jonnifljbttom^ii^l^jotavrax. 
When  aha  opens  het  modth,  UiUVatl  mi4tetalntt  ^ 
Her  touch  is  to  Uf^ht,  ^ou'd  thipk  it  •  kick, 
And  her 'foot  it  oomes  doMrn  Gkk'A  ton  WMfFIM^ 
Bip,  «hi{>»  chip  Mazy,  Ao. 

I  shall  marr]NUi  fiiri  with  liabdrlkMla.-vtjK 
)  And  live  in  Oat-Altaiy  the  reat  <tf  <mu  daja  v 
'  Contented  we'll  live,  like  two  pigain  One  kj9 — 
■  With  a  oigai-^ed  jQoag  giil  «pd  a  ^^""^^-^^ 

|i^.i.     .    ■  ^::"^:  Bip.  chip,  chip  Miiiy,  ^ 
North  of  Inland  Xiya. 


I'  V 
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Wrtttan  by  Joaa  >tal4ii>«. 


Alst   Xka 

.^*.1-M,,    u.-T 


Fm  a  foreigner,  that  70a  1 

So  there's  no  use  iO/Mling  ye'apM^^    ..^^_ 
The  pUce  that  I  came  is  taif  a'ar  the  opAJ^f  ,..    ,. 
Where  e^f  ou«  is  known  M'F^  I  '.       ,  ^  '  ' 
Now  my  brogue  to  you.  Boay  4«eia  stiaage — :  .;■ 
It  Las  such  a  perculiar  ivDonfj  f  *   # 

Bat  theaooaDtiaaweekOnd  UMtasovenant*  ia  ii*l* 

Of  a  Norttf  of  IredaadoMn* », 
Chorua:    I'm  a  Morib  of  Imiaad  jpaa, .  . 

And  me  nam*  H.  it  Bogai  MaM^WiB  ; 
w^.,  Tli*atyl«of  isabfOKaa% 
>         -  And  the  out  of  id*  olotibM,    ,,, 
fibows  I'm  a  Korth<«l  Iialaad  ] 


\  ..  f^. 
When  t  first  stmck  thia  beantiful  plaoe, 

How  the  boys  did  of  me  'tealegam*^ 
Some  said,  Pipe  his  Oc^ ;  and  imM— atab  nobs  I 

Faith !  I  thought  they  ware  all  jinraM/ 
But  I  was  not  many  moutha  hera^ 

Until  I  took  a  tumble  to  myaelf ;.     ' 
Now  Tb)  bally  at  Cheeeing  it  CtJtkf— 

Sore,  I  lay  them  all  out  on  the  ahelf. . ,    .  ^onia. 


.The  Oold-Fsahion^,  Tid. 

Wrlttaa  aad  sang  br  Bais?  BaSMtt 

Of  my  trials  and  great  thbalatiooa,        ^ 

I'in  going  tp  sing  dnto  ye,  '^  '      ■*' 

Since  I  cam«  td  this  great  YankatBfttiflai; 

Which  eyery  one  saya  is  so  fMa;  ' 
Sure,  I  never  get  fnll  ot  bad  "^hinMy,*'*'  ■ 

I'm  aa  innocent -ha-*  j^tiag  lad  ;     — 
Bat  tha  boya  yeM  «t  b«  wbi»  I'^jMriiML.- 

"  Oh !  pipe  off  the  ould-faahionad  Twr 

Whin  I  came  to  thii?  rteat  YHnkea  laHoai 
I  thought  tl)At  me  heart  wo^MWj^lMi'^ 

But  the  boys  tlifey  do  yrffl 'wlriftTtti  paMic— 
"  Fire  a  biick  at  th«.ould-JM»hioo«d  Ta4  f 

Last  night  as  I  «ame  thrOngli  (b«  Btfwwy^ 
With  notbltig'toftotttrfxtf;^  fafay      ";-T 

A  gang  of  yonug  IfoHghii  'dlif  (be<M(Mh>,'  "' 
Tould  rnatgi  jo,".yuU  dpwa  the  bli^^r. , 

Now,  I  diau't  say  '^i^i^ipg  to  iOi'MB..      ''' 

Bat  m^*'<i^j^^>P^y!Mff^  '^..  ,- 

Whin  theyionld  xifB,  to  giw  oKJWra  tW  :   . 
For.  I^ooked  iSa  an  odd^fUliliilMa'tVbl  I 
•^  Whial( 


They  tellmatofatnyMlf  gOd^  ,, 

And  call  me  a  Ontmnial.bmiB  1 
Thtf  aay  I'll  be  pnt  on  the  Island, " 

If  I  don't  leave  ofi  drinking  nuiL 
They  aay  I  look  Tin  an  ItSHni — 

By  havaao'a  t  I'm  oaariy  4(wra  1 
Bat  tha  wont  thing  thay'v««M  to  aitMLIlb 

"  Oo  die  t  yeo*!*  an  ooUUfiv^ioMd  TadT 


.■.■••♦ 


By  TOO  moontkixu  ttyped  with  eloo^  ^    •■'■  '•         '» 
By  tha^ptrent  ^otmiag  load. 

By  tbei  JUigl^  whare  the  poiph  bdhrffcatXr  gi«ir< 
Where  thai  Alpme  flowen  are  old. 
And  Khan  boouda  the  oimbla  kid—  "^ , 

T)iiBrewe*Te  wandered,  both  togetSMc  fhroogh 

the  noantalil  denr  I 
With  what  delight,  in  snmmer'a  night,  we  trod 

tha  twilight  giMan, 
Tha  air  ao  fhll  of  firagimnea  fhnn  tha  flowem  wa 

fall  of  bloom. 
And  Qoz  hearta  to  taHl  otiaj—fot  aogbt  elae 

then  waa  tio  rooaa, 
Aa  we  wandend,  both  together,  thioogh  tha 

BMontnia  daw ! 

'Thoae  aparkling  gema  that  rsal 
On  the  moantain  a  flowery  braaak 
Axe  like  tha  joya  we  namber— ttMjr  an  bdgitt 

andlWw — 
For  a  while  to  earth  are  giran, 
And  are  called  a^;ain  to  heaTen. 
;  When  the  apint  of  the  morning  ateala  th4  ' 

mountain  dew. 
^ut  memory,  angalle,  makes  a  haaren  on  earth 

for  men  : 
Bere  roay  light  recalleth  bright  the  dew-drops 

baaftagain: 
The  warmth  of  lore  exhalea  them  from  that 
I  well-remfmbered  glen, 

j   Where  we  wandevad,  both  together,  through 

the  mountain  daw." 


t 


I'm  Boond  to  be  Elected. 

Wiitten,  eompeiad  >nd  taag  by  On*  WtUiasMi 

Maile  Pnbliabad  b/  L  F.  OoniUa«   St  Traaaaat  Mtaal, 

Boatoa,  Maaa. 


.1 


\ 


I  am  a  politleian. 

For  Judge  I'm  going  to  m^ 
On  an  Independent  diokat, 
Dot  Till  auit  every  vooa. 
Und  veu  I  am  elected, 

Und  seated  in  my  chair, 
De  vay  I  vill  deal  juatiee  ood 

Vill  make  de  people  all 
Choroa  :    I'm  bound  to  be  1 
Elected,  deeted ; 
I'm  boond  to  ba  elaeleJ, 
Uf  yon  Till  Tota  foi  aaab 

My  adyle  it  vill  ba  aimpl^    : . 

Decisious  vill  be  joat : 
I'U  haug  ik  man  f or  Dotfam^'^ 

Veil-  dot  is,  of  I  moat 
I'll  make  a  big  example 

Of  aveay  aimpla  ding  I   , 
80  dot  de  newspapen  vill  talk; 

Und  load  ray  praisea  dng.  / 


She  Thought  en  her 


Slow  broke  the  light,  and  awaat  braathad  tha  aaon^ 
When  a  maiden  I  saw  aittiog  ondar  a  tbers  ; 
Her  dark  hnir  bang  looaa  en  liar  bare  naek  9f  anow. 
Her  eyes  Iwked  bewikland,  her  efaaak  pal*  with  woa. 

"  Oh  1  whenoe  is  thy  Borrow,  awaet  maiden  T  said  L 
••  The  green  gffsve  will  anawer,"  ab«  aaid  with  a  aigh. 
The  merry  lark  no  aweatly  did  sing  o'er  her  head. 
But  ahe  thought «B  bar  woaa,  aDd  the  "  fanttU,"  aha  aaid. 

Thebre<>zemnmaradby.  when  aha  looked  apforlotn  : 
••  Hark  t  bark  I  didat  thou  bear?— 'tw«a' tha  aigh 

of  thatnom-> 
Thajr  aay  that  in  battla  my  k>Ta  met  hia  death  ; 
Batah!  'twaa  the  hawthorn  that  robbed  hk  awaat  neath 

Come  ber^  gentle  Boliin,  live  aafe  from  tha  atom. 
In  my  boaoaa  now  aiog,  tbara  mijr  true-love  liea  warai : 
Ah  !  Bobin,  be  ecoatant,  my  tn|e-loTe  waa  bravsk 
Sweet  Bobin  shall  ait.  and  aing  orar  hia  gtaTe." 

asanwiu 
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the  fliat  weed  «o  . 

i  to  be  eradicated. 


in  the 
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Hm  JttOn  in  the  Ciroaa. 

Wrtttea  bj  Traak  Damoat. 


I-:.;. 


ni  aing  of  a  dashing  yooag  feller, 

A  Toong  man  utlmown  to  fame : 
He  threw  flip-flaps  under  a  canvaa^      :  ;• 

Signor  Mnidoon  waa  his  name^  .    .  j,>  .  ; 
Ee  traveled  along  with  a  circus     , 

And  played  monkey  in  the  side  show ; 
The  moat  prominent  gift  of  Dame  Natam  j: 

Waa  Ida  baaatifal  freckled  pag-oaM 
CHOBua. 

And  he'd  skip  o'er  the  sawdnat  so  lightly. 
And  stand  on  the  end  of  his  toe«,        .  , 

He'd  climb  on  the  trapeze  away  np 
And  hang  by  hia  foreign  pug-uoee. 

Now  there  waa  in  the  oonntry  a  damaa^ 

Mary,  Mary  Ann  was  her  name  : 
She  said  she'd  love  Muldoon  forever, 

Ajq4  he  aaid  he'd  love  her  the  samaw 
Be'd  play  with  the  liona  to  amnse  her. 

On  the  elepbant'a  trunk  he'd  repose. 
And  throw  snmmersaalts  by  the  hundred. 

And  jump  through  his  own  crimson  uoee. 

.  ^-~  "  .     And  he'd  skip,  Ac. 

Kow  ICary  Ann  waa  falae  to  h«>r  lover. 

For  the  fellow  who  tickets  did  take  :  ' 

She  oaat  off  Muldoon  very  shabby. 

And  he  never  got  over  the  shake. 
To  die  for  her  Muldoon  intended  : 

So  he  paoked  np  all  his  circns  too]%-) 
And  eommited  suicide,  being  thrown  firoat 

The  back  of  the  comical  mules. 

V.   .     -  ■         And  he'd  skip,  Ae. 

1         MS  ler  ^ 


I 


Ben  Baokftay. 

Ben  Baokstay  lored  the  gentle  Anna  :  ' : 

Constant  as  purity  was  she — 
Bar  honey  words,  like  aucc'riug  manna. 

Cheered  him  each  voyage  he  mude  to  sea. 
'   One  Cstal  morning  saw  them  piirtiug — 

While  each  the  other's  sorrow  dried. 
They,  by  the  twr  that  then  waa  starting. 

Towed  to  be  constant  till  they  died. 

At  distance  Arom  his  Anna's  beanty,         I     .' 

While  howling  winds  the  sky  deform, 
Ben  sighs,  and  well  performs  his  dnty. 

And  braves  for  love  the  fVightfnl  atorm 
Alaa  I  ia  vain — the  vessel  btiUered, 

On  a  rock  splitting,  opened  wide —  '    .     - 
While  lacerated,  torn,  and  shattered,      '»   ; 

Ben  thought  of  Anno,  sighed,  and  died  I 

The  semblance  of  ea«h  aharminj*  feature. 

That  Ben  hod  worn  around  his  neck, 
^Hiere  art  stood  anUtitnte  for  nataie, 

A  tar— his  ftiaud— saved  from  tho  wreck. 
In  fervant  hope,  while  Auua.  burning, 

Bluahed  na  aha  wished  to  be  a  bride, 
Tn»e  portrait  came — joy  turned  to  monming — 

Ste  aaw,  grew  pale,  sunk  dowy,  and  died  t 


-:„n. 


The  Electric  Soldier. 


Fm  who  they  call  the  electric  soldier, 

And  no  man  can  l>e  any  bolder, 

Eyes  right,  qnick  mnreh,  a)i  !  nh  I  ah  I 

When  war'a  on,  all  my  oomradea  aay. 

I  am  the  beat  to  mn  away, 

E/ea  right,  qniok saareh,  ah  !  ahl  ahl 

■  ■■■■-•-     CHOKua.   '■'"'■■*■■'■■'  •.-[■ 

Fm  tha  eleetrifl  eoldier,  they  call  me  artftil  Dtm, 
Fleaae  aay  am  I  right,  or  any  otkar  man  7 
Coarting  all  the  piwtty  giiis,       •-.''u-'  _■ 
"That's  my  heari'a  delight ;  , :' 

Bat  aa  I  don't  want  to  be  killed, 
rd  aooner  run  than  fight 


Aa  I  waa  oat  em  gnard,  one  night. 
The  enemy  came  and  oanaed  a  riot. 
Eyes  right,  shoulder  arms,  ah  I  ah  I  ah  I 
I  seized  my  gtm  itnd  yelled  homy, 
And  like  a  aliot  I  ran  away, 
|(jM  rii^  qniok  maroh,  ah !  ah  !  ah  I 

Fm  the  eieetria,  Ae. 


Down  Where  the  Faiuiei  Grew. 

■OXa  AMD  lUNOBi 


t    ,'tr-    f'^ 


Compo— fl  by  Bobby  Noweomb.    Snag  by  T  M.  B«afl«r. 

Hoilo  to  l>«  ht«  of  W.  A  PoD«.  M7  Breadwaj.  S.  T. 

Prle*  MeanU. 


Demec 


As  T  strolled  oat,  by  ebaoee,  on*  dfty— :' 

Twas  in  the  Bummer  time — 
I  firet  beheld  a  fairy  form, 

And  since  I've  called  her  miiffi  : 
8ome  flowers  she  was  bending  o'er — 

1  b«gged  of  her  a  few ; 
The  gUnce  exchanged  was  one  of  Icm, " 

Down  where  the  pansies  grew. 

Cbobvs. 

And  we  whispered  and  we  langhed  so  free. 
And,  of  course,  we  were  as  bappy  as  eonld  be — 
Oh  !  her  smiles  they  are  as  bright  as  the  rajt 

Of  the  son  that  loves  the  dew  ; 
Two  hearts  were  moulded  into  one, 
Down  where  the  pansies  grew.  ^ 

The  faTor  asked  was  bat  a  bad, 

A  rose  that  she  poasesaed  ; 
The  little  flower  loTe  implied. 

And  tbnt  I'd  half  confessed  ; 
Her  cheeks  were  bloshing  like  the  leaf    ; 

In  all  its  rosy  hue  ; 
That  evening  I  exchanged  a  kiaf^ 

Down  where  the  pansies  grew. 

The  flowers  inded,  but  her  lore 

Bemnins  as  bright  and  green  ; 
And  since  the  day  I've  called  bar 

How  happy  we  have  been — 
So  now  the  story  I  have  told 

In  all  its  joys  to  yoo. 
How  I  strolled  into  happineH, 

Down  where  the  pauaies  grew. 


CbflRBk 


The  Blue  and  the  Grmy.      ;         i 

SOKa  AMD  CXOSTTS. 

Word!  by  Kd.  BirrlftB.        Mails  by  Dave  Brskaai. 

The  Haute  of  tliU  ■eo«  Is  pnbllstaad  by  Wb.  A.  Pob4 
4  Ou.   Mr  Broadway,  Haw  Tork.  Frlca  40  seats. 


America,  my  jewel. 

We  sing  most  cheerfhlly  ; 
Tour  troubles  now  are  ended. 

As  we  ars  all  glad  to  sea. 
We  foa^ht  it  out  like  hen>l% 

Til  side  by  side  we  lay 
On  many  a  gory  battle  field, 

The  Boys  in  Bine  and  Oray. 
Cboros  :    Hurrah !  for  our  gaflaot  eoldktboTi, 
Let's  shout  a  wild  honah  I 
Hurrah !  for  our  gallant  sailor  toyn, 

Each  gallant  bold  Jack  TWr— 
Should  a  foreign  foe  incnlt  as, 

Right  eager  for  the  tt%j. 
It's  hand  to  hand  with  Dizieli  baafl 
We'd  muob  in  Blae  end  Ony. 

Oh!  noble  men  hare  fallsa  >^-       ' 

On  each  and  every  side^  ■■  .     - 

We  uncover  to  their  memoiy, 

Graves  cannot  glory  hideu.; 
W^  only  have  oneeountiy. 

The  people  firmly  say, 
Our  flag,  the  glorious  rtua  end 

To  ^de  OS  on  oar  wmj. 

ColambUk,  my  darling.         f-  - 

From  liaine  to  Mexioe,      '-- 
May  you  live  in  peaoe  and  1 

Pro^rity  ever  flow — 
May  the  sun  shine  brightly  on  Jtn, 

With  joy  in  every  ray. 
Tour  faith  BFlunbus  iTwumetnag, 

To  honor  and  obey. 


H,««M 


.SV.-, 


What  are  the  WHi  Waree  Sayiiif  t 

Oorracted  Cogf. 


:<■'    Tavl. — What  are  the  wild  waves  nyiag,  v.'     ! 
Sister,  the  whole  day  long, 
That  ever,  amid  our  playing,  / 

I  hear  but  their  low  lone  Bongf^,!.^;  ..'.;' 
'  '   ;  r  V   Not  by  the  sea-side  only,  t^l- 

';   ' .         There  it  sounds  wild  and  free  •     •• 
:.■:  But,  at  nighi  when  'tia  dark  and  lonely, 

In  dreams  it  is  ittll  with  me— 
:  •■'  Bat,  at  night,  when  'tie  dark  and  looaly, 
In  dreaoH  it  is  still  with  m»  1 

FLOsmcga— Brother !  I  haer  no  angiog; . ;:  ' 

"Ka  but  the  rolling  wave  -r    ;      V 
Ever  its  lone  course  winging  v:.  ■     ^-' 
Over  scMne  ocean  cave  I 
:   Tis  but  the  noiae  of  water 
Dashing  aoainst  the  sbaie, 
.And  the  wind  frtmi  some  bleaker  qnaztsr 
Mingting  with  its  roar ! 
.  .     And  the  wmd  from  some  bleaker  qoaiter 
Mingling,  mingling  with  its  roar  I 

BoTB. — No  I  no,  no,  no  t  no  I  BO,  no  I 
It  is  something  greater 
That  speaks  to  the  heart  akoe—  .  . 
;,       The  voice  of  the  great  Creator 
:#   Dwells  in  that  mighty  tone  I  ^' 

.       '       -       The  voice  of  the  great  Creator  > 

Dwells  in  that  mighty  tone  I 

PAVb— Tea !  but  the  waves  seem  ersr 

:,}     ,  >  Singing  the  aone  sad  thing, 

/  •     .;    "^  And  vain  is  my  weak  endeavor 

To  guess  what  the  saigas  aingi    / 
>r^..  What  is  that  voice  repeating 
Ever  by  night  and  day  7 
-'        ^'      Is  it  a  frieudly  greeting. 

Or  a  wamiug  that  calls  away?     , ., 
'  ,    ;     -        Is  it  a  friendly  greeting. 

Or  a  warning  that  ealla  away  T    v    . 

Tt/JKBiei,  —Brother !  the  in-land  mountain 
Hath  it  not  voice  and  aoandf 
^  ■    \  V       Speaks  not  the  dripping  ibantaia  ;.  ■  : 
T  ^^  '^      As  it  be-dews  the  groand  ? 

.    •       E'en  by  the  househc^d  ingle 

Curtained  and  closed  and  wam, 
.Do  not  otir  voices  mingle 

With  those  of  the  distant  storm  ? 
■  Do  not  our  voices  mingle 

With  those  of  the  distant  storm  f 


—Tee  !  yes,  yes !  yea,  yea  I 

Bat  there's  something  greater 
Speaks  to  the  heart  alone — 

The  voice  of  the  great  Creator 
DweUs  in  that  mighty  tone  I 
The  voice  of  the  great  Oieafter 
'■■:  Dwelb  in  that  mighty  tone  i  - 
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She  Seepa  in  the  Yallef. 

Dcrxx. 
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A  firm  fkith-ts  the  best  theology;  agoodHfttta. 
beat  philosophy  ;  a  dear  eooadeoee  the  beak  law ; 
honesty  the  best  policy  ;  and  tempexanoe  the  beat 
physio. 

Kindaaos  ia  a  iangoage  wfaioh  tka  duab  mn 
qpeak and  the daaf  aani 


She  sle^s  in  the  valley  ao  rwee^ 

Above  her  the  green  willows 
We  planted  the  rose  at  her  feet 

To  bloom  and  deeay  o'er  her  gmva 
She  sleeps  in  the  valley  so  sweet. 

No  sound  e'er  distnxbes  her'repeiet 
So  quiet  in  this  ealm  retreat, 

SLb  ZMts  safe,  seenre  from  lifii'a 

:''V/.  Caoaea, 

She  deepa  fn  the  ▼aU«7.  ahe  aleepa  ia 

She  sleeoe  in  the  vafiejr  ao  rwsst 
She  sleeps  m  die  valley,  shasleipe  la 

Sha  sleeps  in  the  valley  so  swaiak 

How  ealmly  she  rested  in  Ood : 

"To  thy  ama.  my  Savk*,  I  eoMa : 
Oeme  qoiekly,  eome  qaiekly,  O  Lard. 

And  weleome  thy  waadeaar  heeaa  ^ . 
She  sleepe  in  the  valley  ao  awaet. 

Her  ^t  hM  taken  Us  fli^  : 
Her  ferm  is  bat  doat  "aaalb  oar  iMi 

While  she  is  an  ai^  «f  Ugh*. 


Win  Ton  LeTB  Ke  When Tto  tnt         j  " 

n^  Mosia  aaa  ba  had  ef  r.  A.  XerthaOov.  IIM  Ohastaat 
atsaat.  Pklladaiphia.  Price  «•  aaaia 


I  would  ask  ot  yoo,  mv  darling, 

A  question  soft  and  low. 
That  ^vee  me  many  a  heait-ache. 

As  the  moments  oome  and  ga 
Tonr  love,  I  know,  ia  truthful. 

Baft  the  truest  love  grows  cold : 
It  is  this  that  I  would  ask  you— 

Will  you  love  me  when  I'm  old  f 
It  is  this  that  I  would  ask  yoa— 

Will  you  love  me  when  rm  old  f 
Qtoma :    Life's  mom  will  soon  be  waalag. 
And  its  evening  balls  bs  tolled : 
Life's  mom  will  soon  be  waning; 

And  its  evening  bells  be  tolled  j 
But  my  heart  will  know  DO 

If  yoall  love  me  when  I'm  oM 
Bat  my  heart  will  kuow  no 
If  yoa*D  krve  me  when  Fm  oM. 

Down  the  stream  of  time,  toeetber, 

We  are  sailing  side  by  side, 
Hoping  some  bright  day  to  anchor 

Safe  beyomd  the  surging  tide^ 
To-day  our  skv  is  dondleai. 

But  the  night  may  cloodi  onfbld. 
And  its  storms  may  gather  raand  oa 

Will  yoii  love  me  when  Fm  old  t 
And  its  storms  may  gather  roand  aa 

Will  you  love  me  w&en  I'm  aid? 

When  my  hair  shall  shama  the  aaow-dijf^ 

And  mine  eyes  shall  dimmsrgrow, 
I  would  lean  upon  some  loved  one. 

In  the  valley  as  I  go. 
I  would  claim  of  yon  a  pramiaa 

Worth  to  me  a  worid  of  gold  ; 
It  is  only  this,  my  darling — 

That  yonll  love  me  when  Fm  old  r 
It  is  only  thiit,  my  darling— 

Hut  youll  love  me  when  Fm  <4d. 

II ^ 

She^s  a  Famou  Hand  at  CookBrjr 

I  love  a  girl  naaied  Alioe  Ana, 
No  one  eaa  love  her  deeper  ; 
Her  ma  was  oook  to  Lord  FanAiv  < 

Her  pa  a  oook^hop  keeper. 
All  through  life,  in  the  oookcry  Uae 

Sbek  beea,  and  sbe  aasaiea  ma^ 
When  ws'ie  wed,  I  shall  nio^  din% 
And  that  "straighuip  "  sJlares  ma. 
Ohoms ;    Oh  I  she's  not  one  of  thoee  Tt-nkiapTftM. 
Whose  minds  are  given  to  "  bookaay  ' " 
She's  ap  to  domsatie  things  a  few, 
▲ad  a  funooa  haad  at  oookary. 

She's  ap,  too,  in  all  period  arts, 

Knows  masio,  painting,  dancing ; 
And  of  the  swells  she  breaks  the  heaili. 

Who  will  be  at  her  gianoiiig. 
But — ^best  trait  in  her  character — 

And  that's  what  at  I'm  looking — 
No  daaisel  out  oan  eclipse  her 

At  pioUii^  and  cooking. 

8pok4n  :    And,  aa  Fm  fond  of  the  good  thil^ 

of  life,  why,  ahe  just  suits  me  :  for —       Chorae. 

Now,  some  giria  of  the  preaent  day 

Are  all  for  q>ort  and  dressing, 
And,  if  they  ean  mate  a  display, 

Oita  domeatie  thinga  a  buaug. 
Bat  ay  own  dailing  Aliee  Ana 

To  eookery  will  ttick  to  it ; 
To  aiakea  g^orioas  sop-in-tb»iMa. 

Sh^'s  just  the  girl  to  do  it 

Now,  swella  about  to  natry,  joi* 

Ky  oimpla  adviee  ba  taUi« : 
Toor  happineas  for  lila  doat  ( 

With  gms  who  seom  pie  : 
It's  all  wsU  to  dnas  in  good  i 

Ton  moat,  to  be  a  <  ' 
Bot  aba's  the  wiis  who  a  kaoaladfl  I 

or  dsasofng  a  good  dinaar. 


f 
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Sydney  Itooriott.  ,\ ;^  ^.i* ;,^i,  4 

I  WW  a  bo/  wheu  it  all  happened,  and  yet  I  recol- 
t  it  very  distinctly.  Well,  I  uaght  to  recollect  it, 
far  aa  that  goes,  uo  matter  how  many  years  had 
away  biuceiUt  uequeuce  of  occurrences  ;  fori 
played,  perhaps,  the  mubt  Important  part  of  anybody 
lu  that  which  took  plaoe. 

Uncle  Dyuevor's  e«tate  of  Shadymead  was  pro- 
bably one  of  the  moHt  beantilul  in  the  country.     Its 
mansion  was  snperb  for  grandeur,  architecture,  and 
general  appoiutiueut,  and  its  spacious  grounds  were 
*a  marvel  of  the  moxt  charmiug  culture. 

Sister   Koaa  and   I  always   went  there   in  the 
'.summer  ;  and  during  this  speciiil  summer  in  ques- 
t  tion,  Boea  was  eighteen,  and  I  was  only  fourteen 
years  old. 

Unclfl  Dynevor  had  no  other  regnLir  home  than 
Shadymead,  though  he  would  sumetimes  miike  town 
Tisits  during  the  winter.     He  was  a  bachelor,  and 
I  a  man  with  two  pubHiouate  tastes  -books  and  dia- 
^  monda.     His  library  at  Shadymead  was  something 
'  magnificent,  and  kis  collection  of  diamonds,    al- 
though not  very  large,  aumberud  some  of  the  purest 
and  rarest  stones  ^(aiuable. 

I  left  home  in  July  with  Rosti  (who  assumed  the 
.  most  motherly  mauuer  as  soon  as  we  were  in  the 
''  train  together),  with  thrills  of  delicious  anticipa- 
,  tion  at  the  thoucht  of  passing  three  mouths  under 
Uncle  Dynevors  roofT  Ho  welcomed  us  very 
.  heartily,  I  remember,  for  he  always  had  professed 
»towacd»  aa~his  only  niece  and  his  only  nephew 

•  except  one— much  affectionate  refpird.  Hisremain- 

•  ing  nephew  waa  a  certain  Mr.  Joseph  Palmer,  of 
y  whom  1  shall  speak  again  hereafter. 

We  found  this  summer  that  Uncle  Dynevor,  iu- 
7  stead  of  b)eiug  iu  his  tisual  state  of  Bi>leudor- 
J  surrounded  solitude,  had  a  companion,  in  the  shape 
'  of  Mr.  Sydney  Marriott  This  gentleman  was  act- 
ing as  his  literary  assistAnt  in  the  completion  of  a 
t^  large  historical  woik  which  my  uncle  was  one  day 
'  to  give  to  the  world. 

I  DWKX  saw  a  more  kindly  and  prepoesessirg  face 
than  Sydney  Marriott's.  He  was  only  twenty-tliroe, 
And  of  most  conrteons  yrt  dlpn*fi*d  beiyrjug.  You 
■  oonld  nq^  resiat  |)eiur;  at  ouce  von. by  bis  eas^', 
snave  manners,  and  by  the  houestly-sinfcCTelookiu 
his  warm-colored,  deep  bine  eyep.  I  thiuk  sister 
;  Rosa  fell  in  love  with  him  almost  at  first  sight,  Hud, 

•  for  that  matter,  he  with  her  as  well.  Uncle  Dynevor 
never  overworked  his  secretary  ;  and  so  Marr  o  t 
and  my  sister  had  much  opportunity  for  sujoyin^' 
each  other's  unshnied  society. 

In  August,  Joseph  Palmer  came  to  Shadyraend. 
All  through  July  we  had  heard  oar  nncle  praise 
him  incidentally,  and  affirm  that  he  was  one  of  the 
most  promising  young  fellows  whom  he  knew. 
Thongh  Joseph  was  our  first  cousin,  we  had  never 
seen  him  ;  his  mother.  Uncle  Dynevor's  sister,  hud 
married  a  resident  of  Onerusey,  and  Joseph,  their 
only  child,  had  never  been  iu  Euglaud  until  last 
winter,  some  portion  of  which  he  spent  in  Shftdy- 
mead.  When  in  London  he  had,  of  course,  culled 
upon  our  mother,  his  own  aunt  ;  but  Roea  and  I 
were  both  at  our  separate  boarding  schools,  and  so 
did  not  meet  him. 

I  cannot  say  that  my  cousin  exactly  pleased  my 
boyish  taste  on  first  meeting  him,  thongh  I  had  an 
oncomfortiible  misj^iving  that  I  ought  to  admire 
hiQX  very  much  indeed.  He  was  excessively  neat 
in  his  cqstume.  He  hud  a  Uttlo  brown  mouKtnche, 
which  looked  as  if  it  were  elaborately  combed 
every  five  minutes  ',  his  shirt-fronts  and  wristbands 
and  finger-nails  were  alwavn  noticeably  immacu- 
late. When  he  smiled,  he  showed  the  motit  l>eaii>. 
tiful  set  of  whita^even  teeth.  His  sentences  were 
nicely  rounded,  his  wor^  most  skilltuly  selected. 
He  appeared  intensely  fond  of  Uncle  Dynevor,  and 
was  almost  over-«oarieous  in  bis  manners  to  Syc^ 
net  itertott 

Bat  Sydney  Marriott  did  not  like  him,  as  I  soon 
discovered. 

"  You're  not  very  fbnd  of  oar  eonsin,  I  once  i*id 
to  him,  not  lotufi  after  Joseph's  arrival.  Yna 
think  he's  a  htopbrnff.     Gome,  now,  don't  deny  it. " 

Marriott  looked  «t  me  quite  severely. 

"Roland,  he  exclaimeii,  yoa're  a  sadly  forward 
lad  for  yonrmgs  ;  do  you  know  it?" 

"  Oh,  everybody  tells  me  that !  I  Inngfaed. 
Wdl,  I  went  on,  in  my  nsuKlly  rt'ckles.s  styln, 
aokoitwIedgB  it  or  <oot,  Mr.  Mt^ott,  I  kodw 
fsriinip  t^  i  and  nin*  ass  vstjr  stoah 


the  Fiamu.     And  as  for  Rosa'c 

"  What  are  your  sister's  feelings?  he  quickly 
asked.  Don't  you  thiuk  she  likes  him  very  mach  7 
It  seems  to  mesa" 

"  Then  you're  wrong  I  I  announced,  importantly. 
Bosii  Stanley  isn't  going  to  ofiiand  Uncle  Dynevor 
—  that's  all!  Uncle  Dynevor  dotes  ou  Jusepb, 
for  some  rejisou  ;  don't  you  see  it  ?"         „  ./.    . , 

"  I  thiuk  I  do,"  said  Marriott,  drily.   T 

Matters  at  Shadymead  went  on  very  harmo- 
niously for  about  a  fortnight  I  did  not  perceive 
that  my  cousin  Joseph  took  any  dislike  towards 
Marriott  because  of  his  atteutioiis  tu  Boba,  aud 
because  of  Rosa's  evident  preference  for  the  society 
of  her  uncle's  ^secretary  ;  and  yet  Joseph  hiuiBelf 
seemed  bent  on  thorooghly  winning  his  way  into 
Rotsa's  good  graces. 

Slirewd  boy  that  I  was,  I  could  not  but  fauc> 
that  Joseph  bud  certain  matrimonial  designs  upon 
my  sister.  Uuole  Dynevor  was  getting  old.  Who 
could  say  how  the  wiU  might  read  one  of  these 
days  ?  'ihe  master  of  Shadymead  was  very  fond 
of  Bona  ;  and— well,  her  infaentauoe  added  to  his 
own  might  make  a  very  handsome  furtime  in  the 
future. 

;  One  morning,  in  the  latter  part  of  August,  t 
went  dowa  stairs  to  breakfast  and  found  Uncle 
Dyiiev(>r  standing  near  one  of  the  dining-room 
windows  with  a  very  clouded  expreasiou  on  his 
Laudsoiue,  gmy-bearded  face.  He  scarcely  noticed 
me  as  I  wished  him  good-momiug.  I  knew  in- 
stantly tbut  something  was  the  matter;  but  I 
seuted  mvself,  and  kept  discreet  silence  until  Rosa 
presi  utly  appeared. 

Ho  was  equally  cold  iu  his  greeting  to  her.  She 
looked  at  niS  ia  wonder,  and  I  auswered  the  look 
with  a  bewildered  shake  ct  the  head. 

Justus  we  were  sitting  down  to  breakfast.  Cousin 
Jos  ']>l  I  appeared.  Ha  also  received  au  equally  curt 
Bulututiou. 

A  niouient  later  Sydney  Marriott  walked  into 
■the  room.  My  uncle  rose  from  his  seat  at  the  table 
ins  lis  secMary  approocbed  it  I  had  never  seen 
Ills  luce  liok  so  haughtily  severe  before. 
!  "Mr.  Marriott  he  exclaimed,  there  are  oer- 
itaiii  pieces  of  audacity  that  are  not  to  be  borne  !  I 
can  inidefHtand  your  believing  that  your  kuavish 
conduct  has  been  undiscovered ;  but  I  can  not  ua- 
|derstiuid  your  haviug  the  nerve  to  face  me  soon 
*ll<  r  its  doeinrenoe. " 

j  Sydiuy  Murriott  looked  simply  dumbSrmnded — 
jnothiug  mor&  But  Uncle  Dynevor  no  doubt  ex- 
'plaiued  iu  a  fiu*  difiierent  way  his  secretary's  amazed 
liook,  us  he  weut  ooldly  on  : — 

"  I  Lave  no  pity  for  you,  aud  yet  I  shall  so  far  re- 
collect your  past  survioes  and  the  afl'ectiouate.  es^w> 
I  huvu  bi>rne  you  as  to  refrain  from  causing  your 
iSrrest  Return  yoor.  spoil  or  not,  just  as  you 
ple:i8e  ;  bat  leave  my  house  within  one  hour,  or  I 
W'ill  havi!  you  turned  from  its  doors." 

"For  heaven's  sake,    stammered    Marriott    at 
;  this  p'>iii(,  ciilli{hteii  me  as  to  what  I  have  done  !" 

>ry  uueic  kuitted  his  brows  mure  gloomily  than 
before.  -•-    -  ^ 

"Do  you  preeuioe  to  deny,,  be  said,  that  yon 
abstracted  from  my  c'iamond  case,  at  some  time  last 
evening,  one  of  its  most  valuable  stones  ?" 

A  flush  of  indignant  shame  covered  Marriott's 
handsome  fuce. 

"  I  presume  M  say,  he  burst  forth,  that  you 
insult  me  by  suoh  an  ucousation." 

My  uiielo  swiUtd  ooutemptuously,  and  drew  from 
his  pocket  a  brown  gkive,  nither  curiously  stitched 
on  the  back<>:whi<!h  we  all  knew  at  ouce  to 
'  be  Marriott's  projxTty,  for  he  had  once  or  twice 
driven  Ro^  simI  myscdf  oat  when  wearing  gloves  of 
.  this  sf  Tt,  and  Uncle  Dynevor  had,  on  one  occasion, 
lau<?hiugly  spoken  about  the  gaiety  of  these  gloves 
whevtaewed  as  the  ppssession  of  so  usually  quiet- 
garbed  person  as  his  secre.tarj'. 

'VfiO<y<MYQM>giu8ethis?'  asked  my  ancle,  hold* 
I  ing  it  up. 

'      "  I  do,  was  the  prompt  answer.     It  Is  one  of 
my  driviuR-olovee." 

"  Indf»l !  Then,  let  me  tell  you  that  I  foond  it 
thi.4  moniin)>.  lyiuK  on  the  floor  of  the  closet  which 
eontained  mV  diamond-caaa.  No  one  ever  enters 
that  clohet  exi  epi  myself.  I  always  keep  its  one 
key  aK>ut  my  (>erson.  And  yet  after  unlocking 
the  door  this  morning,  I  find  one  diamond  missingi 
anAtkis  glove  as  a  witneau  against  you  overwhelm- 
Jpgljjtioog  1    You  have  osed  a  sksletoo  key,  or  • 


fklse  key  of  some  sort,  sir,  and  entered  the  deset ! 
Do  not  deny  it,  my  imole  went  od  with  a  voice  of 
sneering  biltemetn,  for  there  would  be  something 
too  reiDltiug  in  suoh  a  denial  now.  Leave  my 
botiae  at  once,  and  never  enter  it  again  !  I  have 
been  shamefully  deceived  in  you,  and  I  wish  to 
look  no  longer  upon  your  guilty  face  1" 
Just  then  Joseph  Palmer  sprung  from  his  seat 
"  Uncle,  he  excLiimed,  in  rather  excited  tones, 
pray  be  carelul  how  you  accuse  Marriott  without 
lull  proof  I  He  ataW  be  the  victim  of  some  con- 
spiracy. Anyone  who  wouid  be  base  enough  to 
oomiuit  a  thett  of  this  sort  would  be  base  enough 


"Hush,  JoHeph  !  interrupted  my  uncle,  though 
in  a  voice  that  showed  an  apprecijUive  leeling 
for  his  nephew's  generous-sounding  interference. 
Your  noble  nature,  my  boy,  makes  you  iver- 
■jmpathetic  aud  charitable !"  He  turned  once 
tnore  towards  Marriott  "  You  have  beard  my 
commands,  sir  I" 

The  secretary  was  deathly  pale  now.  Hr.had 
just  exchanged  a  quick,  expressive  look  » itli  Rosa. 
His  manner  showed  the  (idmuessof  a  splendid  sell- 
boutrol  when  he  presently  spoke. 
!  "Mr.  Dynevor,  he  said,  I  have  neither  stolen 
^our  diamoud  nor  hare  I  the  remotest  <onceptiou 
how  it  has  be«n  taken.  Your  uephew  is  right ,  I 
am  the  victim  of  some  vile  conspiracy.  Of  course, 
t  w  ill  at  once  leave  iShadymead.  But  murk  me,  sir  ; 
the  dsflr  riiuj.<  come  when  you  will  bitterly  rue 
having  laid  ut  my  door  an  atrocious  act  of  which  I 
^m  no  less  guiltless  than   iticnpnble. " 

There  was  an  expressible  dignity  iv  Sydney  Mar- 

C'ott's  face  and  iii '  his  way  of  t>i>e»iliinf;  these  few 
ords.  I  yeurued  to  follow  him  from  the  rwm, 
crying  after  Lim,  "  You  are  innoeent !" 
'  Breakfast  went  on  after  lii'  bud  gone.  No  one 
appeared  t^  eat  anything.  Jfticph  Palmer,  frying 
lo  break  the  sjiell  of  silence,  made  sevtrnl  remarks 
that  fell  flat  paintless, -Uid  m^Muawtred  upon  our 
little  company. 

Poor  Bosa  Mif  marble-pale  and  siieechless.  I 
knew  that  she  suffered  agony,  and  my  boy's  heart 
ached  foj  her.  But  I  knew,  too,  tbut  slie  bad  the 
most  xxttA  faith  in  the  complete  inuix-ence  of  the 
man  she  loved,  ohd  this  thought  was  a  deep  con- 
Bohition  to  tee. 

Immediately  after  breakfast  I  luirried  to  Mar- 
Tiott's  room.  He  was  packing  up  his  trunk  wljeu 
|he  let  me  iu.  His  fupe^jfsa  white  and  sternly  set. 
.  I  burst  into  tears— I  could  not  lor  the  lite  ot  me, 
Tielp  it  though  I  used  to  be  what  people  culled  a 
'plucky  boy— and  seised  one  of  his  hands  iu  both 
my  own. 

j     "  Oh,  it's  a  shame  [■  I  burst  forth—  a  vile  shame ! 
,1  believe  that  if  anyone  took  that  diamond  it  was-" 

"fi«earefall    be  said,    wamiugly,   holding  up 
one  hand.     You  have  already  seen,  I  hope,   how 
terrible  a  thing  it  is,   Roland,  to  accuse  a  person 
without  a  prool." 
I     t  looked  at  him  significantly. 

"You've  guetised  uiy  meaning,  l|Ir.  Marriott  ?" 

He  stniled  sadly. 

"  I  know  tkat  .vou've  taken  a  boyish  dislike  to 
'  your  cousin,  Joseph  Palmer,  Rolund,  he  murmured 
— but  do  not  leap  at  uondnsious  so  aujiwtly .  Re- 
!  member  he  was  away  Irom  Shadymead  during  all 
the  afternoon  yesterday,  and  as  late  into  the  even- 
ing as  eleven  o'clock..  You  know  the  closet  where 
your  uncle  keeps  his  diamond  case  is  iu  Ms  o>>.n  bed- 
chamber. He  liuil  retire<l  by  eleven,  and  the  dia- 
mond must  hens  been  taken  before.  No  thief  (un- 
leer  it  w^e  a  comon  bnrpilar)  would  have  ^one 
into  Mr.  Dynevor's  bedroom  whilst  he  wns  nsleep 
there.  Everybody  in  this  house  knows  liow  lij^ht  a 
sleeper  he  is.  And,.  I  repent,  Joseph  Palmer  was 
away  aU  the  Sit^noon,  aud  up  to  eleveu  o'clock  at 
night" 

"  True,  I  «M  ¥(»ec«Tely.  He  took  a  wagon- 
ett  and  went  over  to  DeljMvrt,  for  the  purpose  of 
seeii^  SQ|ne  Wettfls  at  the  hotel  there— a  story 
wbfon  fcay  or  may  not  be  tme,"  I  added. 

By  that  evening  Marriott iind  l?fl  Rhadymend.  I 
was  .quite  sura  that  some  stolen  meeting  took  place 
betweAb  himself  and  Rosa,  for  I  bore  from  him  a 
littli'fjote  to  my  sister  a  short  while  before  his  d»> 
psTtnre. 

He  would  remaiu  in  Dulport,  he  told  me,  for  the 
next  few  we«Ju>.  Dwiport  waa  only  three  miles  from 
Shadymead.  He  said,  poor  fellow,  tiiut  he  fotind  it 
Almost  impossible  to  leave  that  Ipsizt  of  the  coontzy 


whilst  his  innocence  wns  yet  anprovea  ;  bat  I  sos- 
pected  tbAt  eiister  Rocai'i  preaeuM  faml  aa  mtwh  to 
do  as  auytliiug  else  witli  the  fact  of  his  remaining 
at'Delpoit. 

A  Week  passed  ou.  ^t  Sbadymead  everything  vaa 
gloomy.  -  Joseph  Palmer's  disappearance  for  thies 
days  uu  a  tniusieut  visit  to  Loudoii  brought  me  a 
certain  relief  whilst  his  abtseuce  lasted,  for  I  some- 
how grew  to  dislike  him  more  and  more  as  time 
elupsed. 

I  itaid  two  secret  visits  to  Marriott  at  the  Delport 
hotel,  and  carried,  let  me  also  confe&s  no  less  than 
four  love-letters  between  himself  and  Boea.  Dtiring 
the  aecoud  visit  Marriott  told  me  what  amased  me 
Very  lunch. 

'•  Roliiud,"  he  said,  I  have  discovered  almost  to 
a  certiiuty  that  Joseph  Pulmer  never  came  here  the 
divf  that  \oar  uncle  lost  his  diamond.  The  man 
who  has  charp;e  of  the  horses  and  vehicles  (ells  me 
that  he  remeuibeRi  no  person  of  the  kind  I  described 
piittiuj^  any  horse  or  wagonett  under  his  charge 
that  day  ;  but  of  course  he  may  be  mistaken.  A 
j^hiitograph  of  Joseph  Palmer'WouId  settle  the  qnas- 
tiou  uliuust  conclusively. 

As  luck  directed,  my  cousin  had  given  Ilosa  an 
excellent  photoj^raph  of  himself  not  three  days  bo- 
fore.  Oil  the  day  following  this  interview  1  trotted 
out  of  Shadymead  with  the  gray  pony  that  Uncle 
Dyuevor  hail  so  kindly  put  at  my  disposal  all 
Ihrouirh  the  summer,  and  placed  the  same  photo- 
graph iu  Marriott's  hands. 

He  wont  directly  to  the  man  in  charge  of  the 
hotel-stables.  This  man  stated  with  much  positive- 
uess  that  he  had  never  seen  the  original  of  the  pic- 
ture. 

I  roile  the  gray  pony  back  to  Shadymead  that 
afternoon  iu  a  very  thoughtful  mood.  Indeed,  for 
hours  it  seemed  as  if  I  scarcely  lived  at  all,  except  as 
regarded  one  special,  oll-engroesing  subject  of  medi- 
tation. I  have  said  that  I  was  a  bold  boy.  Towards 
evening  mj'  mind  was  made  up. 

Once  at  boarding-school,  a  much  older  boy  than 
myself  had  told  me  that  if  I  could  lay  a  heavy  book 
on  some  sleeper's  chest  he  would  be  compelled  to 
answer  what  questions  I  put  to  him.  I  pretended 
to  scoflf  :it  his  words,  but  that  night  I  tried  the 
operation  u]X)u  my  room-mate,  whohappene<l  to  bo 
a  very  sound  sleeper.  I  asked  my  question  firmly 
Mid  clearly.  To  my  astonishment  and  horror, 
ho  began  at  once  answering  it  Before  he  had 
finiihed,  I  had  drawn  the  book  away  with  a  shudder. 

Could  I  bring  any  such  process  to  bear  upon 
Joseph  Palmer  ?    I  might,  at  least,  try. 

He  went  to  bed  rather  late  that  night,  for  it  was 
his  pleasure  to  sit  with  Bosa  upon  the  lawn,  and 
doubtless  fliitter  himself  that  his  elegant  conversa- 
tion and  blameless  maKuers  entertained  her  vastly. 
I  knew  that  he  alwaj'S  locked  his  door  ou  re- 
tiring, so  I  had  quietly  abstracted  his  key. 

My  room  was  only  about  two  doors  away  from 
his.  I  listened  after  he  had  closed  his  door.  He 
was  evidently  flearching  for  the  missing  key,  and 
presently  he  opened  the  door  again,  and  appeared  to 
be  searching  in  the  p.issnge. 

At  last  the  door  was  closed,  and  after  abont 
fifteen  minutes  longer,  dead  silence  reigned  in  his 
chamber. 

I  lay  awakft  for  two  good  boars  after  this.  I 
knew  that  Joseph  Palmer  was  an  exceedingly  sound 
Blee]>er,  for  I  had  had  great  difficulty  iu  wakinr;  him, 
not  lou^  ago  from  a  iwip  into  which  he.  had  fallen  on 
the  sitting-room  lounge.  It  was,  doubtleai,  this 
recollection  that  had  first  emboldened  me  into 
taking  my  present  venturesome  and  hazardous 
scheme.  At  last  I  rose  and  made  a  rapid  partial 
toilet.  I  put  my  feet  into  two  pairs  of  thick  woollen 
stockings,  and  stole  out  into  the  passage,  carrying 
my  candle  with  me.      '  .^'  •    ^ 

Noiselemly  enough  I  reached  Joseph's 'do«t,  and 
listened  with  great  intentnees.  He  was  breathing 
heavily  and  regular^,  like  one  in  the  soundest 
sleep.  I  had  already  set  my  candle  upon  the  floor, 
at  only  a  few  inches  from  Ihe  crevice  of  the  shut 
door  itself. 

I  remembered  the  oiccurence  in  the  sitting-room, 
and  felt  confident  as  I  turned  the  knob  and  opened 
the  door,  that  I  ahoold  not  be  heard.  Nor  was  L 
The  breathing  soimds  eontinned  as  heavy  and  as 
regular  as  before.  A  beam  of  light  from  my 
candle  dimly  illuminated  the  chamber.  I  stole'in, 
and  stood  a  moment  later  by  the  bedside. 

*  A  feeling  of  relief  swept  aoroas  me  as  I  saw  that 
j;J,  .rt«-  --'  .1  i::.i.T        ■  .      V  ■   '    ■■    -■ 


he  slept  upon  his  back.     Had  it  been  otherwise,  my 
plan  most  have  been  abandomt^i    u    . 

I  gUded  towards  a  near  table  which  I  knew  to  be 
covered  with  books  of  all  sizes.  I  selected  one  of 
conBideiiible  weighty  and  again  approached  the  bed. 
Then  bending  over,  and  feeling,  it  must  be  aon- 
fessed,  as  though  his  sudden  wa^ng  would  be 
almost  a  certainty,  I  softly  rested  the  book  on  his 
Ureast.  .  , 

A  low  groan-Kke  sonnd  left  Ilia  lips j3tl drew  - 
slightly  backward  ;  buthedidnoftwaka.    TNiaited 
pertiaps  three  minutes  ;  then  I  went  boldly  up  to 
the  bedside,  and  said  in  a  voice  of  clearest  dirtinot- 
nsss,  "  Joseph  Palmer  !"  ., 

Noanswtr.  ,  ** 

Again  I  said,   "Joseph  Palmer."  - 

His  lips  opened,  but  hid  eyes  remained  most 
tightly  closed. 

"Well?"  he  responded.  » 

My  heart  beat  so  that  I  could  hardly  manage  the 
next  words  I  uttered. 

*•  What  did  you  do  with  that  diamond  that  yqp 
stole  trofxi  Mr.  Dynevor  ?" 

Silence.  His  lips  twitched  once  or  twioe^  but  he 
made  no  answer.  I  repeated  my  question.  And. 
nov  ho  replied,  in  c  labored,  husky  way.  "  I  sold 
it  to  Lamb  Brothers  of  Loudon."  ^^  ;. 

"What  is  their  address?"  '^li. 

A  moment  later  I  was  in  possession  of  all  the 
knowledge  that  I  desired.  Dizzy  with  my  triumph, 
trembhng  and  weak,  I  yet  sufficiently  braced  my 
nerves  to  make  quick  and  dexterous  removal  of  the 
book,  and  "steal  from  the  room  a  moment  aftei^ 
wards. 

•  ♦  »  •  •      ,  '•  -;  -::;♦.         •  • 

Five  days  had  passed.  It  was  evening,  and  Uncle 
Dynevor,  Joseph  Palmer,  Ilosa  and  myself,  were  to- 
gether iu  the  sitting-room. 

"  I  think  I  can  help  you  in  your  history  as  well  as 
— as  your  recent  secretary  did,  Joseph  wns  saying 
to  Unde  Dynevor.     "  Wont  you  let  me  trj*  ?" 

I  looked  at  Rosa  (who  knew  everything),  and 
next  at  the  clock.  It  wanted  two  minutes  to  nine. 
And  then  I  spoke.  "■ 

"Uncle,  I  said,  yon  will  not  need  Joseph's 
services.  In  less  than  an  hour's  time  j'ou  will  have 
taken  back  your  old  secretarj'." 

Uncle  Dynevor  looked  at  mo  jas  though  I  had 
suddenly  gone  mad. 

"What  on  earth -do  you  mean?"  he  exclaimed, 
half  amazingly,  halfsternlj'. 

"  Only  this,  I  said,  risin^j :  that  Sydney  Mar- 
riott never  stole  your  diamond,  and  (whilst  I 
pointed  directly  in  my  cousin's  face)  that  Joseph 
Palmer  did !" 

My  uncle  and  Joseph  both  sprang  to  their  feet 
At  the  same  matnent  two  figures  darkened  the  open 
doorway.  One  was  the  figiire  of  Sydney  Marriott 
the  other  belonged  to  a  Uttle  gray-headed  man, 
dressed  in  black. 

Marriott  walked  straight  up  to  Uncle  Dynevor. 

"I  bring,  sir,  headdad,  the  proof  of  my  inno- 
cence." 

His  eyes  now  fell  piercingly  on  the  white  face  of 
Joseph  ,Palmer  for  the  moment,  and  then  they  were 
turned  *  towards  the  little  gray-beaded  diamond- 
merchant  who  had  just  entered  with  him. 

"  Is  not  this  the  man  who  brought  vou,  Mr.  Lamb, 
the  diamond  at  present  in  yoarpocKet,  outlft  25th 
day  <rf  August?" 

The  little  man  made  several  steps  towards  Joseph 
Palmer  before  he  answered. 

"Of  course  it  is  ;  and  he  kpows  it  well  enough. 
He  told  me  that  it  was  his  own  property,  left  him 
by  his  late  father.  I  didn't  give  him  for  it  anything 
like  its  full  worth,  for  I  was  suspicious.  Here  is  the 
diamond  that  he  sold  me,  sir,"  turning  towards 
Uncle  Dynevor. 

Just  as  my  uncle  oast  his  eyes  nxieathe  sparkling 
jewel  which  the  merchant— rather  guardedly,  I 
thoaght— held  o«t  for  him  to  look  upon,  a  cry  of 
weak,  cowardly  sonwi  burst  from  Joseph's  lips,  and 
a  moment  later  he  ^s  stommeriqg  out,  with 
blanched Ihcc  and  trSnbling  lips,  "Oh!  Uncle 
Dynevor,  I  confess  it  all !  I— I  did  take  the  dia- 
.  mond.  I  had  debts — gunbling  debts  in  London 
that  I  had  to  pay  ;  and — and — I  was  ashamed  to  ask 
you  for  BO  large  a  sum.  Tve  been  very  wicked  not 
to  tell  before,  and— and  to  let  him  suffer  ;  but  per- 
haps it  was  becaose  of  you,  Rosa  " — suddenly  ad- 
dressing my  sister- "that  I  let  him  be  accuised 
falsely.  I  didn't  go  to  Delport  that  afternoon,  but 
:iX ii'iLi pi-. i— 


stole  back  to  the  koon  aad  'ftol  itmituaood, 

"  And  placed  Sydney  Miarrim's  glove  oil  tha 
cloaet  floor  !  "^thundered  my  uucla. 

That  -Was  all  he  said  ;  but  tlt«^u|ni4lked  aneak 
and  villain  saw  no  poasibility  of  paNUm  in  the  aid 
maif^l  frigid  eyes.  A  httle  later  he  sluhk  out  ot  the 
looin.  Neither  Uucle  Dvnevor  uorltji  diamond 
mescbant, stopped  him,  for  my  uucle  ^d  already 
tald  the  latter  that  he  coiUd,  if  dii«poee4  keep  ttaia 
iWamondas  before,  ▲disgusted,  sickenad  look  waa 
on  his  noble-teatured  face,  aa  thpagk  h4  had  foond 
aU  tbe  world  atterly  hollow. 
,  BiA  Sydney  Marriott,  wh*  became  'bis  nephew- 
in-lsV  about  a  year  mter  by  inarrjing  Boat, 
managed  to  pour  a  good  deal  of  consolator)'  balm  oo 
the  wound  of  his  diBap}K>iutmei)t.  I  often  think 
that  it  n-as  owing  to  Sydney's  kbors.  as  ^oah  y 
my  uuele's,  that  tbe  history  afterwanla  ^one  vol 
and  had  such  a  brilUaut  success.      *■  "" 

W|iat  i>ecame  of  Joseph  Palmer  I  never  leaned 
and  never  much  cared  to  learn.  How  it  must  hat* 
puzzled  Lim  aiterwards  whtii  Ik-  kjm  ciliated  thrOQgk 
wbat  means  hiji  TiUauy  was  fmiud  out ! 

I  liave  uev«r  tnSd  Uiat  haiefV)!  uick  ou  anvbo^ 
again,  though  I. have  since  1m or d  that  itpeibeao^ 
is  by  no  means  an  iuvarinble  result  of  tfiaL  Pe^ 
haps  Providence  specially  favored  me  there  il 
Shadymead.  I  surely  Vleserved  its  4id  in  br 
that  wretch  to  discovery,  and  in  making  8y 
and  Rosa — well,  as  happy  a  wedded  pair  as  I 
have  been  for  the  post  ten  yeant,  and  loogat. 

■i  iSi   ■ 


I  i  Land  of  ^e  Wert. 

Oh  !  come  to  the  West,  love  -v  oh  !  come  there  with  aa  : 
Tis  a  fweet  land  of  verdure  that  springs  from  the  asa. 
Where  fair  pleaty  smiles  fhna  her  emerald  throne— 
Oh  I  come  to  tlMwWest,  and  I'll  mbke  th(«  my  owa  ! 
I'll  gu(trd  thee,  I'll  tend  thee,  I'llTove  thee  the  beat 
And  you'll  say  there's  no  land  like  ths  laud  of  the  Wait  I 

The  South  has  its  mses  and  bright  skies  of  bitie, 
But  ows  are  more  sweet  with  love's  own  changeful  hue- 
Half  SQushiue,  half  tears    like  the  girl  I  love  best — 
Oh  !  What  is  the  South  to  the  beantifiU  W<«t7 
Th^n  eome  to  the  West,  anft  tlie  m^  on  thjf  month 
Will  be  sweeter  to, me  than  the  flowen  of  tbe  Soat^  I 

The  North  has  its  snow-t«»wers  of  dazzling  amy. 
All  sparkling  with  gems  in  the  ne'er  setting  day  :  * 
There  Ithe  Storm-Jbug  i«t.y  dwell  in  the  halls 

he  loves  b«t. 
But  the  soft-breathing  Zephyr  ne  plays  iu  tbe  West : 
Then  come  there  with  mo,  where  uo  cold  wind 

doth  blow, 
And  tky  neck  will  soem  fairer  to  me  than  the  aaov  I 

The  Snn  iu  the  gorp;iH>ns  East  chasetb  the  night, 
When  he  riseth,  refreshed  iu  his  glory  and  might  t 
But  where  doth  ho  go  when  he  seeks  bis  sweet  real? 
Oh  I  doth  he  not  liasU  to  the  beaatifnl  West  ? 
Then  come  there  with  me  :  tis  the  land  I  love  beat, 
'Tis  the  land  o!  my  siresl    'tis  my  Mrn  darling  Weiti 
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You'll  mias  me  when  I'm  Goda. 

Ai  ■nng  kr  T.  M.  Bengler. 


I  am  growing  old  and  feeble,  . 

•  My  hair  is  turning  gray  ; 

My  limbs  are  weik  and  painM'*- 
Are  stiflf,  and  won't  obey. 

My  dancing  days  are  over,        ^  V  <(» 

i  My  pleasures  are  all  gone  ;         .  *• 
r  far  goodness,  not  for  greatiieai, 

i  You'll  miss  me  when  Fm  gOMi 

i  "CBSBOC ' 

tThes  I'm  gone,  you  will  miss  me  ; 

When  i*m  eoDie,  ydn  will  mim  me  ; 
^RiAie  is  one  kind  iKart  willnissme,  wheBFlDi 

When  I'ai  gone,  you  will  miiw  me  ; 

Wlieu  I'm  gene,  you  wilLpuss  me  ; 
Then  is  one  kind  heart  will  morme,  whin  Fm  goos^ 

t^^t  will  yon  do  without  ns 

When  wint*  r  time  comea  OD  T 
Wholl  fold  their  arras  aradnd  yon, 
j  )  As  I  have  often  done  ? 
;^.,  I  wholl  hug  you,  and  caress  too, 
'      \±  ^^®°  ^  above  have  flowu,? 
'"   JTouH  know  where  yon  can  find  me, 

I  Bat  you'll  miss  me  when  I'm  goDA    Qmihl 
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■  I  -  Tq  oar  matic  aeat  ru  bring  yoo. 

If  oQg  the  ahady  booj^  Well  hkia, 
^Aiid  aweet  aonga  of  km  111  aing  yoo, 
.    if^h  we  ait  tb«N  Alf  VT  >ld*: 
Ttw  Mart  will  ahlne,  love,  on  oor  iiMieltii|. 
The  blrda  will  aing  their  aweetc«t  layi, 
Th»  moon  will  aend  a  kindly  grMtlng, 
^  AiKi  fl^  o«r  p«U  witk  rtlvaqr  nj«i— Tbea 
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*Tii  Sad  to  Breathe  the  Last  Adiev. 

Word!  by  Samoel  N.  Mitchell.       Mualc  bfG»o.  'Butlagl. 


the  well  known  Mneie 
Co  .  <t»  W  Ftiartii  Street, 
itnedrtt  all   th«  Muaio 
^tat«f>-]prlce  N  c«Bl« 
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fabilaber*.  John  Chn 
CinclDuetl.    Can    lie 
Store*  In  the  Ual 

Tissftd 

Tis  Radder 
And  tho 

'Twill  movettia  te , 

The  tbrobbiuflfrflMt-will  M  th«  pai% 

The  lips  wiMotitktk  Md,  LJ  U^i 

And  oft  the  mind  will  wander  back 

Whei^kiudly  wcadii  w(^  si^id. 

kiKs  iHV3)Bet, 
'Twill  touch  the  tender  heart 


1  to  brJBhe  ta 
sadder  liU^tp| 
o'  the  flfe^Il! 


Whei^kiudly  wcadii  w(^  sfiit 
V»  And  tho  the  farewell 


i^  ^ 


Mary  MnfHwmi 


Written  by  Birr;  Bennett. 


BuAg  by  ISktij  KeVnAL' 


Tis  Rftd  to  breathe  the  last  adieu, 

•TiiiW  t<»y«iy    ttAod-byfr— " 
For,  then  a  fliiHh  will  tint  the  cheek, 
r^)  ',  A  teffrdrop'dim  the  eye  ; 

.iDie  south iiiii  voice  will  fail  toRpeak, 

.'i'iKytougno  rei'uH»,to  t«l], 
While  from  the  qniverinp;  lips  there  falls 
"  ■■ '     ^li»  sdatmH  wuiU  ^  t^rewell  !" 


Tis  Bad  to  breathe  the  lust  adien 
,  ,To  tlipw  waJoTe  so  ^ar, 
Af>d  no^e  can  tell  when  it  will  come, 
jAlt^1>V>gli  it  u  ever  near  ;  .;  I 

tn  every  home  and  every  clima  >  ;  . 

There  is  a  parting  hour, 
H II  ill  n— I  iMr  \M«f  iw41  wiy  IWrewell   * 

^'o-some  av^£»diug  flo\ferl 


Chonia. 

iv>     i. 


Choras. 


X'm  so  Jolly. 


.ipl/'t.r  ' 
H.-i  •  f.T'vr  Ti>  -1  •  • 
rr-r  M  ro.t .'     SnBg  by  Ulai /enole  WeitooJ/-        ;     t'     . 

..ii.'.rr':  ..■./'       ■.  " 

rm  »  txcell  of  the  opera,  yon  seci  '    '/'  . 
v..    The  ladies  all  say  I'm  the  Btyl«  r        ''  r 

I'ifttif^;  I  danee,  uoA  Iftitt^,       -ki.!-:  >  •  v^ 

I  chat  with  them  all  for  a  while. 

They  m7 'thai  they  never  before 

Saw  &  fdlow  iis  graceful  as  I ;  ^  , 

AiJ'l  thilT  tiffand'tfowTi  tlie  arenne,      '  '' 

I.giva-th«n  a  winkoDtbe  sly — 
CHoars. 
•"    Tn-'so  jolly,  I'm  bo  jolly— ha-ha-ha,  hfl-ha-ha  1 

Ambtifi;'  the  fanhi^ns  I  carry  the  sway,  boys  : 

For,  I'm  always  so  jolly  and  gay  I 

When,  to  balk  aad  to  parties  I  go, 

I'm  always  ready  for  fun  : 

Whenever  I  flid  t^Wj  adieti. 

They*  style  me  th*  "A  number  on&" 
;  .   .{  drixUcih*  finext  of  wine,  b<^ys, 
f,.,-    A»4  liv«  on  the  bee|t  in  the  land  ; 

7)^  huli«*  aU  bug  and  caress  ma, 

And  wish  that  I'd  offer  my  hand.  Chortuu 

•il!    tin  '^'1   "  ■-  ■'■■'    ^   'it' 


Tn  a  danghter  who's  stirel;  gone  omzy. 

It  is  a  lutrd  thing,  I  declai*  ; ' 
She's  now  a  theatrical  lady,  - 

And  wears  a  wig  over  her  haJ& 
She  sumi  *'  Wilt  thou  meet  me  b/  fnoonligbt? 

My  heart's  btood  I  woold  lose  for  thee  I" 
She  strikes  attitudts  in  the  kitcjien, 

And  kisaes  her  ^gers  at  me. 

Chorus.  -«  .     .  . 

In  the  day  time,  she's  Mary  McGinnias, 

And  iimployH  all  her  tim^  washing  clothes : 
Bat,  at  oi^bt,  oa  th»  atagei,  aba's  a  oQuatess,- 

And  they  caU  her  the  "jUdy  VoaUoee."  y^ 

Shnre,  the  wanb-tiib  she  calls  it  a  castle, 

The  soap  in  a  dat<H^  '^  k«aa. 
The  coal-box  she  calls  it  a  grotto —       * 

Such  goiu<{H  on  I've  never  seen. — 
l^e  fltnba'  iMiit^lf  with  a  potato^ 

And  sjiys  "  'Tis  for  thee,  love,  I  die  T* 
On  the  ceiling  she  has  a  tomato, 

And  calls  it  the  moon  in  the  sky. 

In  the  day  time,  she's  Mary  McOimiiflB,  &c. 

She  tells  me  she'll  be  a  great  actress, 

Admirers  she'll  have  by  the  score. 
She'll  be  courted  by  dukes,  kings  and  princes. 

And  the  divil  knows  how  many  more — 
She  nses  my  hat  for  a  casket,  ->  .r 

For  jewels  she  fills  it  with  cfial :    .  '. ' 
For  a  carriage  she  has  the  clothes-baHket. 

And  the  clothes-pius  are  silver  and  gold. 

In  the  day-time,  she's  Mary  McGinnias,  Ac. 


Erin,  Shall  we  see  Thee  no  More  ? 

Wrlttan  md  Song  by  the  Flaldlnga. 


yCj^  God  Bleas  Oar  Home  !  i- 

Copyright.   1875   l>y  K   H.  Harding. 

Word*  by  Fre  l  Bellowi   Jr         Miiiie  l.y  Joeeph  P.  Skelly. 

Th»  11  dale  cm  he  pbtadned  btH.  U    Harding,  No.  S39 

BowMf ,  Nawolfurk.  lyice  10  ceuU. 

When  Me  nn'oeacos  kksj 

And  i^e  sotig-biids  hi 

Making  0«ie«t  the  pnssiC^ 

dea.flMr  iSHrlii^  waits  i 

Litfle  l^intl  cmeH  m>  lorn 

■  W^en  Ifroai  toik  of  ^skj 

-Arthe  Aftorww¥^ntiiil»^V___ 

As  I  sing  "  God  bless  our  home  !" 
<:!l|oras  :    Bless  our  bom*,  and\all  its  trtaBves, 
Chesr  oar.  borrows  T^'^«^fhey  atme, 
Blasaitti^majUMlaiai^a  plejiMfeH, 
Evermore  —  '-  God  bietis  our  home  !" 

Tfhen  the  gloomy  night  is  falling, 

And  my  wearv  heart  ia  sad. 
Sweetest  voices  then  are  calling. 

Making  magic  pure  and  ghtd  ; 
Oh  I  tjiey  charm  away  my  sorrow, 
•    Smooth  my  path  where  er  I  roam  : 
Not  oi;e  cloud  cau  dim  the  morrow. 

While  I  sing,  "  God  blesa  our  home.'"    Choms. 

There  the  deareat  joys  are  biding. 

There  is  Heaven  on  earth  for  me ; 
White  the  sauds  of  life  are  gliding, 

Sweetest  bleusingH  there  I  see  ;  i 
Ma V  those  blessiugs  live  forever,     .' 

Ke<>p  the  wolf  fn)m  out  the  door  : 
Welcome  be  oach  friend,  ^ud  never 

May  otir  hearts  forget  the  poor. 


•|  T 


Chonis. 


<■•!    .t  f'Z   tn 


<^m»^ 


'A  Voice  From  the  Ocean.    ,  " 

It  was  meet  in  early  childhood 
To  be  rocked  and  hushed—"  hushoe  T 

When  an  infant,  screaming  wild,  woold 
Soon  fall  sleeping,  and  lay  low : 
'^JJut .'twas.oBirocntber^'boMym,  ''  •:-•-* 

Soflly^Bwefitlyiuliedcto-tesL    _,~^ 

Different, /ar,  tb«  raging  Ocean—  1 

Cots  tetf 'AeeflelB  i«  Its  breast       ■;    '"' 

!.  Bu,k  Ojor  Saviour--- Great  Omnipotent  I 

ituoweih  best  the  way  to  plan  :  .  •. , 

On  the  Mother's  breast  the  infant —   '^^^ 

'      On  tbs  Ot*«te'«  b!«u*  the  man.  '      *• 

•  'Daring  bsarts  are  tho«<e  who  venture  , 

0'«  the  wild  and  treacherous  Sea  t  '•' 

:  Vaitbfol  heartit  are  thoSe  who  rest  sors 

In  God's  guidance,  safe  to  be.  *      '  'i 

Even  hefSr«Wireet1irehftBfcT«minda»  "^ 

Of  old  friends  and  kindred  dear       ''(''■   f  • 
While  WB  cast  a  look  behind  la,  .-;  •  • 

'..  /tkuhes  to#th  »  kindly  tear.  .v  •(  '  '.     .'  ' 

We  may  never  reach  New  England,    i,-  ■  ■ '  •  ■    •■: 

Still,  we  ho^  bright  hope  in  store  J>r;r;i^«;','., 
▲npls-guid*  us  to  tiM  end,  and 
.  We  may  rea4i  a  bett8<;  shors  I  jf ;j,y«  tj^'Ja 


Erin,  dear  Erin,  when  again  shall  wo  see  thee  7 

Those  dear  days  of  yore  we  ne'er  can  ftsfst : 

When  children,  your  Emblem,         ,.<'l 

The  Shamrcxsk,  we  cherished  ; 

But  now,  iu  a' strange  land. 

We  linger  and  fret. 

Choras:    Erin,  dear  Erin,  ..v 

Shall  we  never  caress  thee, 

Or  gaze  once  again 

On  thy  green  mossy  shore  ? 

Our  hearts  they  are  beating — 
.,      ...  For,  friendless  we  Winder. 

Erin,  dear  Erin, 

Shall  we  see  thee  no  more  ? 

'.,  ■"   i^ ' 

Erin,  dear  Erin,  otir  heart's  fondest  treagmv 

Both  day  and  by  night,  our  thoughts  are  with  thee. 

Our  Fathers  and  Mothers, 

God  bless  and  protect  them  ! 

Oh  !  when  shall  we  ever 

Thfcir  dear  faces  see  ?  Choms. 


-•>*»>  C',  .  •-. 


Dimple  in  her  Chin. 

...   Ai  perforiued  by  Cogill  and  Coopet.        _.    ... 

As  through  the  town  vfti  often  take  a  Hfilk, 
No  mnttfer  wherewegc  ^    jm}   rj 

We  oft*n  hearTiomefunny  talk,'    •"    ^'      -^ 
"     About  some  things  j'ou  know. 
While  walking  down  the  street  the  other  day. 

Looking  neat  as  a  bran  new  pin. 
When  just  ahead  of  me  a  girl  I  chanced  to  see, 
With  a  dimple  in  her  chin. 
Chobtts. 

For.  she  was  all  the  world  to  me,         (Break) 
Langhiug,  joking,  full  of  glee  :  (Break) 

She  is  fond  of  fun  and  likes  to  have  a  joke, 

Her  heart  I'm  bound  to  win. 
This  pretty  littlu  girl  I  met  while  walkinf^ 

With  a  dimple  in  her  chin. 

I  stepped  up  to  her  side  and  raised  my  liat. 

She  blushed  and  hung  her  head  ; 
My  heart  it  kept  going  pit-a-pat, 

I  scarce  know  what  I  said.  •    '     -  *  '  -» 

I  exciised  myself,  but  then  I  most  not  teH — 

For,  I  thought  it  was  no  sin. 
That  I  should  see  her  home. 

This  pretty  little  girl  with  a  dimple  in  her  chin. 


;^:/  '•  The  LOy  of  the  VaUey.  ' '  -^^ 

■  :•    \    Written  and  O^mpoeed  by  Sam  Ba^naU.  .  •-{ 

Beautiful  lily,  queen  of  ihe  valley,    77 1   'ty.. 

Looking  as  pale  as  the  pure  mountain  sn^ ! 
Beautiful  lily,  queen  of  the  valley. 

Nodding  thy  head  whore  sweet  breezes  blow. 
I've  sought  thee  in  childhood's  bright  hours  of  pleasure, 

I've  sought  thee  again  where  the  nightingale  sings, 
To  feel  the  soft  zephyrs  that  roc)t  thee  in  sadness — 

Wafted  from  Edea  on  angels'  vhite  winga 

CaoBrs. 


Beantiful  lily,  queen  of  the  valley,     ■ 
Looking  as  pale  as  the  pure  mountain  snow : 
Beautiful  lily,  queen  pt  the  valley. 
Nodding  thy  head  where  the  sweet  breezes  blow. 

Paling  BO  prettily  o'er  the  green  meadow,    .   ,    , 

Trembling  in  purity  on  thy  light  stem.  "*        '       '■'' 
Bloom  in  seclusion,  rude  hands  might  pluck  thee  ; 

Dwell  with  the  fairies,  innocent  gem. 
Bright  moonbeams  shed  their  refulgence  aronnd  thee. 

When  night's  sable  mantle  hath  palled  ouV  reposfl. 
And  morning's  bright  suunhine  shall  open  thy  portals. 

And  bright  dawsirops  sparkle  as  they  slowly  unclose. 
,  ;,-.»••    1  .1.  Beantifol  lilj',  &c. 


Hymn  for  the  Centennial. 

Tone  :     Hold  the  Fort. 


.<^' 


For,  she  was,  Sao. 


Hail  the  p^tal  d^y  of  freedom  f  ■■■■■ 

Bom  the  nation  then  ; 
Fell  the  chains  from  ofi  onr  father^.'    '  , 
-•  Up  they  rose  as  men.        •.-    1  i^;  *'  ;^f' 

Chobus. 
Hail  the  day  whose  glory  brighten^   , ' 

As  the  years  go  on  !  ♦•' 

Childrenke^  their  fathen'  honor —  '«  "'f  ^ 

Praise  to  God  alone  I  r  «;> ,  -■:•   ; ■  ;'  ,^ Tt 

Hail  the  natal  day  of  freettom !   '  "'[■  ' 
Tithes  afo  offering  now  ;  ' '  •  ■'- 

Christ  is  lord  of  hearts  that  love  him. 
Free  to  Him  we  bow. 

Hail  the  daj-  whose  glory  brightens,  4c. 

Hail  the  natal  day  of  freedom  I  .  .j,  ^  jupifl  j 

Monutnents  we  rear  ;  "      -   •    I! 

Children  that  shall  follow  after  '     '  i"*;  'J 

So  will  us  revej«.  ?.;.•;  l-,;Pr 

Bail  the  day  whose  glory  brightens,  tc 
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TiiK  "^STOi5nEniB'  joijbi^m:. 


Mary  Ann  Stopped  Skipping  the  Tra-la-la-la. 


I 


8iiUk-  >'>  Put  Biuiirv   the  greftteat  Irish  delluestur 
,;.Mi.'<    '  ikAmerica. 


:-:iM 


•  VX 


I  am  lbtt^ro«i(lMt  father   ^' 

Uix)ii  this  enrtb  Uwtey ;  4H-'tei'j>* >h'%^:j  •  -;. 
And  llie  cause  of  it  I'll  tell  toyoo     .   ,y;;     :, 
lu  luy  uw^ ^ciiliax  wav  ;  •   Jv' •..>;i.  ■ 

.,11,611*  me.up  witb  great  delight,     '  ''  .^'/  '  ^    * 
• ',  1  duu't  kuuw  what  to  do,  '  :';>■•:  tr, 

Siuco  ilar^'  Auu  in  married  / ,'  ' 

Aud  *jtopi>etl  Bkippiin^  the  Tra-la-laf-hL 
Chorus  :    Au'l  Terrence,  he  has  shook  the  gang. 
With  joy  I'll  tell  it  to  yon, 
,1    Audniurned  my  danghter,  Mary  Aon, 
Siuce  Hbe  drc^)ped  the  Ti»-Ia-l»4a. 


I 


:-l  U 


To  uo  more  Target  i^cuisious  >  '■  ■ 

Cau  Miiry  Aun  atteud  ; 
For,  uow  Bh«»'ll  have  to  stay  at  home 

And  wiiKh,  iron,  cook,  aud  meod  ; 
Aud  I  hojie  from  Mooulifjht  Pic-Nic8 

That  hell  try  and  keep  her,  too, 
And  learn  her  to  dance  another  step 
,  That's  not  in  the  Tm-la-la-lu ! 


Fair  American  Girls. 


i 


ChoiuB. 


May  Buccees  attend  you,  Terrence, 

Here,  I  give  you  my  right  hand,--.  ■-'/::   v 
Aud  hope  you'll  in  a  few  short  years       ''■       ■    • 

Ov«.-n  a  house  aud  bit  of  land. 
I  wJKh  you  every  hap(>iu«UB^;-  _: 

May  you  ()f  children  have  twenty-two,. n-- 
To  am  use  you  and  Mary  Ann  at  home, 

Instead  of  skippiug  the  Tra-la-la-lul    Chcmis. 


Ton  can  do  it  if  you  want  to? 

Word*  and  Mnilc  by  George  G.  Hart. 

ThomrmicKf  ibl»  •om;  c  mi  Iwoldaine  1  of  E  H.Harding, 
Mu  229  Bowerr     oppoaite  Prince  Street,  Naw-Tork — 
Elegatit  Full  Uuslc  8ils  tibeet  for  10  c«&ti.         ; '. 


i«-fi 

:■■.  t 


tj 


I  once  was  deep  in  love  with  a  charming  little  dear, 
And  when  iu  her  society  I  always  felt  so  queer — 
I  mustered  up  my  cheek,  aud  asked  her  fur  a  kiss  : 
8he  blushed  and  hesitated,  and  answered  me, like  this : 

"^''-.■■■•■rv.-V.'v" '.<"'!        CH0E0fc\  .Tf;''\^.^^f^^^"?'^/; ■■)'■« 
Ton  can  do  it  if  you  want  to  :        ,••/(:.:> 

For,  I  really  can't  resist  you,        .  . 
You  are  such  a  charming  fellow,    .''..■.''  -  , .  ," 

To  refuse  you  is  absurd.  '-;;•■'■' 

As  time  pnRse<l  on,  I  found  I'd  have  to  get  a  wife, 
I  asked  her  i  f  she'd  like  to  be  my  better  half  thro'  life  ? 
Her  answer  it  was  yes  :  so  to  pit  pa  I  went, 
Aud  as  I'd  money  plenty,  why,  he  quickly  gave  consent. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  I  was  pretty  well  fixed,  as  I  asked 
the  "  Old  Gent  "  for  his  dimgliter's  h.ind,  heart,  and 
BO  forth,  aud  he  siiys  :  "  Well,  I've  no  objection,  of 
course  ;  you  know  '  Gialatea'  hasn't  any  money — but 
as  long  as  you  leve  her,  why,  that  don't  make  any 
diflfereuce— aud  as  to  tnarryiuK  her,   my  dear  boy, 

lou  can  do  it,  4c 


why— " 


M 


I  went  with  rapid  nteps  tb  tell  her  of  my  plan. 
And  found  her  sitting  on  \he  lap  of  a  handsome 

looking  man : 
I  scarce  believed  my  eyes  and  started  with  dismay, 
Aud  as  he  whispered  in  her  ear,  i  plainly  heard 

her  »y — 

Spoken  :  Never  mind,  Charley ;  even  if  I  do 
marry  that  "Suoozer,"  it  won't  make  any  difference  : 
I'll  love  you  just  the  sameasever."  Jeems-e«  River  ! 
wasn't  I  mitd  — -I  told  her  she  was  false  to  me— ^and 
that  I  never  would  marry  her  -that  I  would  tlot  be- 
lieve her  eveu  if  uhe'd  make  a  statement — aud  at>  for  her 
"Charley."  why,  he  could  have  her  and  welcomC-rl 
told  her  I  would  leave,  and  she  shoidd  never  set  eyes 
on  me  agaiit— aud  "I  hope  I  may  never"  if  she 
didn't  say —   • 

You  (»n  do  i^  4f^ 

The  moral  of  my  tale  yon  all  can  plainly  see^      , 
Dou't  marry  any  girl,  my  Tx)y8,  tlA/  handsome    ' 

she  may  be. 
Unless  she  loves  but  you  :  I  ^uess  you'll  find  I'm  right, 
They're  bound  to  hav^  a  "Charley"  jtheo  you 

:■;  y/::,:  ■.^ii:^:-:'riA:;i-<i  fii'y'^^iuK  out  of  sight. 

Spoken :  Tee,  and  al!  Fve  go*  to  say  is— if  any 
of  you  chape  want  to  marry  such  a  girl  as  that,  why- 


What  shall  I  sing  to  you,  what  for  a  theme?     ' 
Some  sad  love  story,  or  some  Poet's  dream  ? 
No,  I've  a  subject  far  dearer  than  pearls. 
What  we  all  love  the  must,  fair  American  girlt. 
Fair  American  girls,  dear  American  girla»^< 
I.;  When  can  ^iey  equaled  be V 

I  Ijdgbt  American  girls,  dear  American  girls, 

<  Fair  American  girls  for  me  ! 

Talk  not  of  damaele  of  sweet  sutmy  Fouice, 
Nor  Italy's  daughteis,  with  dark  flashing  glance  : 
Prodd  i:^aui&h  maidens,  though  haughty  uud  grand, 
Can  ne'er  equal  those  pf  our  dear  mitive  laud. 

Pair  American  gu-ls,  Ac. 

No  American  e'er  spreads  his  fair  saUs  to  the  wind 
But  sighs  for  some  dear  one  he's  leaving  behind  ; 
Aud  though  ho  may  wander  the  world  o'er  and  o'er, 
No  fairer  maids  meet  him  than  those  we  adore. 

Fair  American  girls,  &c. 

Each  darling  may  rival  the  lily  or  rose,  ,  '  ; 

,  Eac^  American  for  their  sake  would  conquer  all  foes  ; 

E'er  may  America's  fair  diadem  be  decked  with 
j  such  pearls, 

.  Aa  eltias  she  can  boast  of  her  fair  American  girls. 


.  Ipvx  Horah  ii  Oraaau&g  of  <Xo«.j. 

4|'-  •  -^  »• 

Sweetfy'the  stan  tip  above  «*  are  draainiAQ   i 

The  birds  they  are  dreaiZHUg  of  kuoni :        1- 
Sad  is  the  moon,  tho'  in  CMiieaae  beamia^ 

She's  dreamiog  alOue  and  lorlorh  ; 
B<weB  ahd  liUsa,  w>  eentle  and  kwiog. 

Are  dreaming,  I  know,  in  the  dew  : 
So  whei'  afar  yon  are  thougfatlesslj  roring^ 

Your  Nor&h  is  dreamtjtig  ol  yoa !  > 

pBOBTT^. 

Still  I  aim  waiting,  so  sadly  anc^lim^. 
Oh !  tell  me  if  still  yon  are  tnie  I       •  i  'i  i  '  • 

Dreafii  (if  me,  darliug,  for  ohe  moiuent  only, ' 
Whilb  Norah,  your  Nonih  is  dnaaming  of  yoa 

Tho'  ydu  forgeti  Bie  when  te  yoa  are  rowuiag. 

I  shtiB  no(  believe  iU  my  owit !    .    , 
Don't  ^uu  romewber  you  eaid,  in  the  gloamif^ 

That  |I  was  yuur  darUu^j;  alDUW  ? 
Come  t4|  my  heart  like  a  bird  that  is  weanr, 

Oh !  <5ome  to  your  Notah  fio  true —     ' 
Linger  Hot  long':  for,  the  daj-s  thej-  aro  wAuy, 


H 


|:,CI  av 

'  t.  -A. 


I 
1 A  :->y*  -i 


Whilf  Nonih  is  dreaming  of  you  t 


Cl^Diiia^ 


:( 


I 


uvWja.  ,»iiii  'lai  a-j'^l 


Fair  American  girls,  Ac. 


••»■ 


■  ......  :-ii-'.:  :     -  ,.•'■1-  ■:.. 

A  Hundred  Tears  Ago.  A  -  ■  !- 

V  -if.  ,       f  AIEIOTIC  SONQ.  .,        ►»'.     ,V 

The  tfaMoia  vobliakeit  by  Oliver  Dita«n  4k  Co., 
277  Wa«litiititoQ  Street,  Boatuu. 


,       When  first  the  sound  of  battle  came,      /  :  c .-, 

We  gaily  marched  i'"iiv:  .,\  * 

For,  wh^  We  heard  oar  country  call,'     ^v    > 

j  Wtj  oould  "not  but  one*  ;  ,\-!.H\ 

■       For  truth  and  right  tho  tii'st  to  fight,      ;■/-?' 

Aud  iiflfver  known  to  d«u,  .    ./'i ,« jf.';.;.. 

Our  fathers  reaigiriee  their  sons—   ^ '■  i 

The  gallant  Ninth  are  we.     .    >'■  :< ,  • .;    -' 

I  CpOEUS. 

jA  hundred  years  ago  we  stootl  in  flght  arrayed,  boys, 

I     And  boldly  met  the  toe,  for  truth  and  liberty  : 

Our  voice  is  living  still,  and,  we  should  be  obeyed,  boye, 

j     Who  gave  our  lives  to  make  you  free,  a 

I  hundred  years  ago 


i/f. 


I- 


A  little  band  of  earnest  men. 

Who  knew  no  law  but  rights 
Jffe  'just  a  century  ago 

Set  freedom's  torch  alight ; 
We  fought  uud  fell,  and  ages  tell 

The  story,  which  you  know. 
Of  how  the  sun  of  Glory  rose 

A  hundred  years  ago. 


Chorus. 


The  lAnd  of  Love  and  liberty. 

Hail,  great  republic  of  the  world  I 

The  rising  empire  of  the  west  : 

When' famed  Columbus'  mighty  mind  impressed, 

Gave  Europe's  sous  a  place  of  rest — 
Be  thou  forever,  ever  blest  and  free. 
The  land  of  love  and  liberty  1  - 

Beneath,  thy  spreading,  mantling  vines,      ; .  ;^ .  / 
Beside  ti|y  flowery  groves  aud  springs,        ''.''', '  • 
And  on  thy  lofty,  lofty  mountains'  brow,   ■    ■; 
May  all  thy  sous  and  lair  ones  sing — 

Be  thou  forever,  ir.. 

From  thao  may  fiiture  nations  learn  .  V'.'  .'  .v'^i  r" 
To  .jjjpze  the  cause  thy  Bonis  t)egan  ;  ' 

From  thee  may  future,  future  tyrants  know 
ThatsaAied  bre  the  rights  of  man. 
:  ;  •  •  :  -  Be  thou  forever,  Ac. 


it 


Woman,  TliOQgrhtteati,  Giddy  Creatozv. 

— I 1  *  :     1  .       Ill  .-f 


111 
lit  I'l 


I 


Woman,  thoughtless,  Riddy  erealotv^ 

LauKhiog.  idb  fluttering  tblag^:,i(  »i,\  l>t(it  •  '4 
jyiuHt  fantasiio  work,  ut  oatuie*.     i 

dtill  like  fauey,  oa  tiM  wiofn ' . 

Slave  to  every,  changing  passioint 

Jiiuviug,  haling,  iu  exUvo^e  ; 
Fo»d  of  oyeiy  foolish  fashion, 

Aud,  at  best,  a  plea<>in){  dreai%. 

Lovely  treajsnre,  dtiiit  iNuntmi,       '  -•■i^. 

Oouq'riug  weakuess,  Wisheil-lbrjjain : 
Man's  c'iuef  glory,  aud  cui4usi,oi^    , 

Of  all  vanities  most  vain. 

This  deriding  beanfy's  power,  ■•»'*^«^»'*  'Jflr  •" 
Belville  called  it  all  a  chmt  i  '^  -.('Hrii  -.?;.l 

But  in  less  than  half  au  hour, 

Kneeled  and  whined  i^t  Gelia's  feet 


Tl 

i>i  ^'.bui  Jill  A 

<i;l  Vil  I.  ..1  < 


yf. 


•-1    uJ 
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■.t:  ill  j't 
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HAiyyn_ 


AwAilly  Hy..     -  .-  d  tuiv/ 

SiKio-Cdiric  8<W«o         Wordmitirt  Mufcfif  Vy  J.  P  Skell^ 
I'lie  Heaiecan  tta  nlitainaU^CB.  My  BaidUkg,  Xo.  tUft 
I  Boveij.  New- York,  Price  10  cants. 

•j'j-    •  '.■   :i  ._- — : —  •  ;j(iH  -^i  ./ 

.'(  <•  rf  «i  I 

'mu  As      r 


.>•'■'■ 


'■1   XlJl  '/ 


■.:y0'MM 


Of  thee  may  sleeping  infancy       ,^'; ':  ' 
Thepl(^siBg.  woudtDus  story  tell :  '  ' 
And  patriot  sage,  in  venerable  mood,        ;  . 
Instrtiet  the  world  to  govern  welL  ' ,  .,     /, 

Be  thou  forever,  Ac, 


When  can  a  lamp  be  said  to  bo  in  bad  temper  H 
when  it  is  put  out  ''  ",  .■     ■.:\}y      ■' V .; 


I  BiAwi  iiiiiliiiii    '  ir  rneri-eir -fi  -  4-  ^■'feiA  iflll Jltf , 


I'm  "ybung  and  shy,  hut  awffilly  fly, 

Yott  hever  can  take  me  iii ! 
I  know  what's  right  aud  I  know  whafd  yftoiig, 

Au^  thiE^  worid  s  good  graqe  I  win. 
I  travfel  around,  and  can  be  fotUi^  ■. 

Iu  eociety  so  high  \  '    ' ' 

I  flift  With  the  belles,  and  talk  to  the  sweQS, 

And  thp^  |;^iiie  I'm  awfully  to,'      ,      .    ,    ' 

j  I     -CapSBft.„- — - 

I'm  ton  to  all  d<>agen  atid-wl^ks  6rtli'^y6lf*-^^ 
A  py^i  or  a  gay,'  with  me  nevw  trV  f '■  **■•■'• 
Be  c^+eful,  young  feIIp>*Vi  VfaM^mJl^Oj %,, 

I  dreas  so  gay  in  gall^mt  display, 

Atlfl  ntffi  bifr  around  in  ktyle  ; 
My  friendA  arte  ipnny,  and  "wheb'we  zhbet,' 

You  should  (^  n^e  bpw  and  nni}e. 
Some|thii)k  Ftti  in  Ibv^,  b«  ho,  by  JVnivt 

Of  Iweetheartalamrtiy,;  'J'' 

My  parents  object,  -ind  fonJiSy  ez{>eet 

Th4t  I^halfbe  ftwftflly  iyf : 


oil 


I  V  flT 


.:f 


I! 


My  h^ft  is  light,  my  npirits  am  beigUi     :  Miooii') 

KI^-jMirse  is  full  and  free  :  i  i 

LidnUk  good  wine  and  I  pass  ny'iiigf  > 

In  ^ Ctetive wrorldof/glse I     .    /    II 

■  ril  marry  fijoe  day  (as,  I  hope  joq  mar),! 

And  my  love  shall  never  ale, ;  , 

But  ene  I  dm  tied.  111  say  to  wy  brid^^, 

"  Ljxjk  ofit !  foj;  I'qi  awfully  Hy," 

I    .'.>     .     iipis  >ai  »pi,j      ,  I  . .  -  ; ; 

Why  is  a  sdfisb  friend  Ifke  the  letter  P?— ^Be- 
cause  the  first  in  pity,  he  is  the  hut  bx  help. 

l^o  pdntician's  reputation  is  safe  ontil  iis  owner 


i.I! 

II 


if 


THE    SIMOERS'    JOUBIVAI.. 


8wMt  Jenny,  Seat  Jenny  Johnion. 

Thtm'»  a  KMwt  little  girl,  and  sh«  liveR  in  the  kme. 

Hey,  Jenny,  ho,  Jtiunv !  cume  aloiig  with  mo : 
W«  eidl  her  J«oby,  bat  hex  utuue  is  Juoe, 
.     Hey.  Jennv,  ho,  Jenuy  Johoaou  ! 
Trt  oourta^  her  for  numy  *  year, 

And  said  -"  Will  yoa  marrv,  Jenny  dear  7" 
Bat  she  wid  with  a  amile— "  ftuit  wait  a  little  while," 
Bweet  Jenny,  neat  Jenny  JoLiieon. 

Hey.  Jvnny,  ho,  Jenuy  !  oome  along  -with  me : 
Hi,  Jenny,  why  ?  Jenny,  yoa  Khali  be  £ra^— 
Free  ax  a  b«e  iu  a  iilao  tree. 
Sweet  Jeuuy,  neat  Jenny  Johnson. 

Jenny  is  a  lady  and  a  fair  one,  too  : 

H«>y,  Jijuny.  ho,  Jenny  I  come  along  with  me ; 
A  pntty  httJe  bonnet  and  a  dreea  of  blue. 

Hoy,  Jeuuy,  ho,  Jenny  Johimon !  ... 

Ton  may  nee  a  girt  with  unt-brown  hair,    - 

With  riugletu  dark  or  with  ringlets  fair. 
Bat  yoall  not  see  a  girl  with  such  a  yellow  onri. 

Am  sweet  Jenny,  neat  Jenny  Johnson.  Choms. 

Oh  I  many  are  the  boys  that  have  sought  her  love, 

Hey,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny  !  come  along  with  me  ; 
The^  call  b^^r  a  dock,  and  a  dear  and  a  dove^ 

Hey,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny  Johnson  I 
Bat  Jenny  uays — "  Boys,  you've  come  too  late, 

I'm  a  little  dove  that's  found  a  mate." 
80  bleias  her  little  heart,  I  never  mean  to  part 

From  sweet  Jenny,  neat  Jenny  Johnson.     Chorus. 

8he  told  me  in  a  whisper  that  her  heart  was  mine, 

Hev,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny  t  come  along  with  me  ; 
And  J'enny  is  as  true  as  the  stars  that  shine. 

Hey,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny  Johnson  ! 
So  I  guetis  that  soon  she  will  come  to. 

And  make  me  happy  the  whole  year  thiongh, 
To  find  by  my  side  such  a  fair  little  bride, 

As  sweet  Jenny,  neat  Jenny  Johnson.  Chorus. 


-•♦»- 


f  '■     Call  me  thine  own- 

Voaio  pnbllShed  by  W.  a  Poud,  M7  Broadway.  K«wTork. 


Call  me  "thine  own,"  name  fond,  endearing, 

Like  muHic  sweet  it  falls  on  mine  ear  : 
Tells  me  of  Lope,  life's  ptthway  cheering. 

Whispers  of  home,  with  thee  ever  near — 
Call  me  "  thine  own,"  doubt  would  destroy ; 

For,  only  thro'  faith  are  we  secure  ; 
Making  our  hearts  strong  to  endure 

What  lies  before  as.  sorrow  or  joy — 
Call  me  "  thine  own,"  thine,  thine  alone  : 

Name  foud,  endearing,  call  me  "  thine  own." 

Years  may  roll  on,  youth's  dreams  may  leave  us, 

Hopes  faint  and  die  that  lighted  our  way  : 
Trialh  may  come,  sorrows  may  grieve  us. 

Friends  may  depart  or  falsely  betray — ■  r 

Call  me  "  thine  own,"  all  else  may  fail. 

With  love  in  our  hearts.  Heaven  still  remains. 
Each  bond  with  time  frwh  vigor  gains. 

And  o'er  life's  tempests  love  shall  prevail ; 
Call  me  "thine  own, '  thine,  thine  alone, 

Name  most  endearing,  call  me  "thine  own." 


^m  »■!  ^' 

Gertie,  my  Darting,  why  did  you  die? 

Word*  i>r  8»nia«l  H.  Mttcb«ll.    Hnale  by  J.  Tannenbaam. 

Tba  Hnale  of  tbls  song  la  pablisbed  by  Oory  Brntliera, 

130  Westmlalstar  St.  Pruvldenea,  B.  L  Price  39  ota. 


They  hare  laid  her  to  rest  'neath  the  willow. 

By  the  side  of  her  mother  and  child  ; 
In  summer  birds  sing  sweetly  o'er  her. 

In  winter  the  winds  whistle  wild. 
Her  form  was  as  lair  as  the  fairest, 
Her  eyes  were  as  blue  as  the  sky  : 
Oh !  O^rtie,  my  darling,  my  loved  one. 
Why  did  jou,  why  did  you  die? 
Oheroa :    dar  form  was  as  fair  as  the  ffdrest. 
Hex  eyes  were  as  blue  as  the  sky  : 
'     ' '  '  Oh  I  Osctae,  my  darling,  my  loved  one. 
Why  did  yoa,  why  did  yoa  die? 

Her  lilytrliite  bands  they  were  folded, 

A  rone- red  was  placed  on  her  breast,  .  . 

Her  coffin  was  strewn  with  camelias 

The  day  that  they  laid  her  to  reet ; 
Her  sweet,  gentle  vrnee,  how  we  miss  it. 

And  also  her  kind  loving  smile —  ,..;•'.' 

Oh  !  Qertie,  forever  you've  left  as. 

Oh  I  whj^  was  it  not  for  a  while  7  Chorus. 


.  The  Naughty  Yonng  Man. 

Pon  my  life,  I'm  so  dreadfully  naughty,  . 

I'm  always  at  some  naughty  act : 
I  don't  want  to  startle  you,  ladies, 

By  stating  so  well-kuown  a  fact ;     '    ,• 
In  confidence — mind  it's  a  secret —  .  ;  • : 

You'll  keep  it — I  know  ladies  can —  .     . 

I  am,  oh  !  lam,  though  I  say  it,  .  •..  ^ 

I  am  such  a  naughty  young  man  I 

Spoken  :    Qo  along,  you  naughty  jroung  oian. 

Chorus  :    Fon  my  life,  now  I'm  dreadfully  naughty, 
Oh  !  so  naughty,  very  naughty — 

I  And  the  ladies,  'twixt  sixteen  and  forty. 

Say  I  am  such  a  naughty  young  man ! 

I  once  took  my  Grandma  to  Greenwich, 

She  paid  for  the  shrimps  and  the  tea  : 
But  then  we  gay,  naughty  young  fellows. 

Do  love  BO  a  deuce  of  a  spree —     -,.  ;., 

We  didn't  get  home  till  past  seven. 

The  evening  was  growing  quite  dark,    .   , 
Mamma  was  so  anxious  about  us. 

But  then  we  tiast  boys  love  a  laxk. 

Spoken  :    I  was  always  of  a  fast  turn  of  mind,  I 
go  in  for  glorious  dissipation,  keep  white  mice  and 
silk-worms,  the  silk-worms  are  very  fast,   too ;  I 
met  one  of  them  on  the  stairs  this  morning ;  ha,   , 
ha  !  I  love  a  joke,  but  then — 

Pon  my  life,  now,  ius.i 

I've  a  cousin— and  she's  ande'a  daughter — 

I  took  her  out  once  for  a  walk  : 
You'd  really  have  thought  we  were  lovers. 

To  judge  from  our  looks  and  oar  talk  ; 
She  into  a  'pastry-cook's  took  me^ 

And  I  had  two  tarts  and  an  ioe^ 
And  that  you'll  admit's  dissipation. 

And  filling  besides — at  the  price. 

Spoken  :  I  made  a  splendid  joke  in  the  shop 
when  they  opened  the  lemonade  and  the  cork 
popped,  I  said — "That's  popping  the  question!" 
and  she  said,  "  Oh  !  you  naughty  young  man  !" 

Pon  my  life,  uow,  Jta. 

At  kiss  in  the  ring  I'm  considered 

A  naughty  young  man  for  the  work  ; 
And  at  that  fast  game — hunt  the  slipper- 

They  call  me  a  terrible  turk.  .     ;, 

At  Christmas  the  ladies  avoid  me, 

'Cos  imder  the  Mist^toe  bough, 
I  once  kissed  the  eldest  Miss  Wilkins, 

And  didn't  I  get  in  a  row ! 

Spoken :  Yes,  she  was  a  develish  handsome 
woman  too,  passe,  p'rhaps  eight  and  fifty,  but  they 
like  it,  sir,  we  gay,  naughty  dogs,  prou  see,  ha,  ha ! 
The  other  night  I  went  to  the  pit  of  the  theatre, 
and  in  the  crowd  my  two  arms  foand  themselves 
forced  round  two  Indies'  waists— for  shame  !  but 


then — 


ladies' 


Pon  my  life,  now,  &c. 


I'm  Leaving  Thee,  Erin. 

Uy  Harry  Uacartby. 


I'm  leaving  thee,  Frin,  dear  land  of  my  birth. 

The  brightest— the  fairest  green  spot  on  the  earth, 
I'll  never  forget  thee  where'er  I  may  roam, 
My  dear  cherished  country,  my  forefathers'  home. 
Chobus. 
Erin,  we'll  see,  dear  Erin,  we'll  see 
Thy  green  flag  in  freedom  float  joyous  and  free. 

(Bepeat) 

The  heel  of  oppression  has  left  its  dark  stain 

On  Erin's  green  shamrock  that  grew  on  the  plain  ; 

I'll  never  forget  the  brave  heroes  of  old, 
That  reigned  ere  my  country  was  bartered  for  gold. 

Erin,  we'll  see,  Ac 

The  dear  little  colleen  that  gave  me  her  heart. 
Has  kissed  me  farewell  and  now  bids  me  depart : 

I'll  never  forget,  as  I  plough  the  salt  sea. 
That  I  yet  may  rotum  to  set  Erin  free. 

Erin,  well  see,  Ac. 

So  steer  there  my  bark  for  that  dear  happy  l*nd — 
Columbia— where  Irishmen  join  heart  and  hand. 

And  swear  by  their  honor  the  world  shall  yet  sea 
The  green  flag  above  the  red,  joyous  and  free. 

Erin,  we'll  see,  Ac. 


She  Seoeived  her  Johnny. 

Worda  by  Harry  Hautar.     Compoaad  by  Waltsr  ftadmODd. 
.^     aoncby  O.  H  MsodariDott. 


I  once  loved  a  maiden— yes,  deariy  loved  her. 
And  to  this  young  maiden  I  made  an  o£fer ; 
She  said  she  would  have  me  and  be  my  dear  wife. 
But  I  never  was  had  so  before  in  my  life. 
V  ;■..-'";■,"  '•^' '-■'•■'■ '^'*^  CaoBca.    "."'.,'s,,  ■■:..■■;•: 
For  aha  smiled,  and  she  kissed  me,  and  aaadd 

a  great  foss. 
And  said,  '  'My  dear  Johnny,  there's  none  shall  pact  us !" 
But  when  that  conductor  of  her's  came  in  view, 
She  said,  "  Go  to  Putney,  and  111  go  to  Kew  T 

No  one  in  the  world  was  so  happy  as  oa, 
"Till  one  day  she  took  a  ride  on  a  Kew  'bos ;       '  | , .    ; 
And  then  the  conductor  she  took  for  a  bean. 
Oh  !  who  would  have  thought  she'd  conduct  herself  so ! 

When  she  smiled,  Ac. 

They  married,  but  Bussy  got  tired  of  his /air. 
And  said,  my  in-cu-bus  you  are,  I  declare  ; 
So  one  day  he  took  this  unfortunate  gal. 
And  dropped  her  down  into  the  Surrey  OanaL 

Though  she  smiled,  Ac. 

Now,  when  Bussy  bad  done  it,  he  wished  be  had  not, 
And  fainted  and  swooned  away  ou  the  spot  ;  -  ■...;. 
And  all  that  was  found  next  morning,  aias  !  'I  ' 
Were  his  books  and  his  number,  lying  dead  on  the  grass'. 

Though  she  smiled,  Ac. 


The  Little  Cantankerona  Cat. 


;:? 


Wrlttan,  compoaad  and  iniiK  by  Q   U.  M^cdarnioU. 


Oh  !  ladies  and  gentlemen,  listen,  I  pray. 
To  the  history  shocking  I  now  will  convey  ; 
Some  six  months  ago  I  made  Susan  my  wife. 
And  I've  ever  since  lived  in  a  whirlwind  of  strife. 
She'd  a  beautiful  face,  she'd  a  chignon  so  light. 
She'd  a  figure  so  trim,  and  her  eyes  were  so  bright — 
I  was  struck  with  her  air,  but  it  soon  appeared  that 
I  had  wedded  a  little  cantankerous  cat 
Chobcs. 

Yes,  'twas  only  this  morning  she  knocked  me  down  flat. 
And  danced  a  breakdown  on  my  best  Sunday  hat ; 
Oh  !  beware,  you  young  men,  when  I  tell  you  of  that. 
And  don't  marry  a  httle  cantankerous  oat 

She's  a  sweet  little  creature  to  look  at.  I  know. 
But  I've  got  a  black  eye  from  her  last  little  blow  ; 
She  can  kick  like  a  troop  horse,  can  spar  like 

Tom  Sayers, 
And,  when  in  a  rage,  oh  !  my  eye  !  how  she  swears — 
She  has  pulled  my  two  ears  till  I'm  quite  in  despair, 
My  head  is  despoiled  of  the  best  of  On  hair  : 
While  as  to  her  scratching,  I  won't  speak  of  that. 
For,  yoa  know,  she's  a  little  cniitankerons  cat 

Yes,  'twas  only,  Ao. 

People  all  envy  me  with  my  pretty  young  » ife. 
Oh  !  I  wish  they  could  have  just  three  weeks  of  my  life  ; 
She  has  broken  six  broom  handles  over  my  back, 
Not  an  hour  do  I  pass  without  catching  a  crark  ; 
Well,  I  must  put  up  with  my  lot  I  suppose. 
And  it's  some  satisfaction  to  spt^k  out  my  woes  : 
But  I'd  go  to  the  gold  coast  if  I  thought  that  by  that 
I  oonld  but  say — farewell,  my  ovntaiikt  rouN  cat  I 

Yets  'twas  only,  Ac. 


'Til  not  my  Patty's  Sparkling  Eyes. 

*Tis  not  my  Patty's  sparkling  eyes. 
Her  air,  her  easy  grace,  ,' 

Her  thrilling  accents  that  I  prize. 
Or  yet  her  blooming  face: 

Such  charms  as  these  in  others  shine, 
'Whose  beauty's  iiU  they  boast ; 

But  when  that  beauty  does  decline,  . 
Their  greatest  power  is  lost 

But  lovely  Putty's  wit  refined. 
Her  sense,  good-uature,  eiase^   ;l\__ 

Divine  perfections  of  the  mind,  ■•  •, 
And  firm  desire  to  pie 


Tis  these  that  mise  the  maiden's  Cune, 
That  prompt  de«ire  and  love, 

And  kindle  in  my  breast  a  flame 
That  time  can  ne'er  remove. 


'.■f?a.-**'S>.!t_t..^;. 


■.,"  ^■■. 


.'•;  -.'.jiX^i^.wt-A-'' 


'.:^X 


"^ 
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Bathing  in  the  Sort 

Oorrrlght.  1876.  bj  K  fl.  Harding.  ' 

Written  by  R«lph  W.  WktU.  San(  by  Tom  lI.uw«U. 

The  MiMlo  can  be  obUlned  of  K.  H.  Hirdtng,  Mo.  229 
Bowery.  New-York.  Price  10  cente. 


Should  you  e'er  wish  for  pleasure^  '    

A  sweet  hoar  to  enjoy. 
Go  down,  for  a  day,  where  the  dolphins  play. 

And  the  beach  with  the  waten  toy, 
And  take  your  little  charmer 

Where  Neptane's  court  holds  forth  :   " 
For,  a  kii»  is  sweeter  if  obtaiued  -^,  ...;    ■;.. 

When  bathing  in  the  surf,  -^5 ' "'/  .^    l^,  ,;^  ' 

Spoken  :  Yes  !  how  delightful  is  the  sensation, 
and  how  comical  the  change — as  you  see  your  beloved 
one  enter  the  bathing  house,  the  Queen  of  Fashion  ! 
with  her  top  hair  like  a  pyramid  pointing  to  the  sky, 
and  all  the  other  "  fixius  "—but  when  she  comes  out, 
with  no  shape  or  figure  at  all,  bustle  and  everything 
gone,  and  in  their  place  a  pair  of  unmentionables 
hiding  the  beauty  of  her  lovely  ancles !  how  surprised 
you  feel — But  you  forget  all  about  it  in  a  moment  as 
you  merrily  run  to  the  beach,  and  commence — 

Chorus :    Bathing  in  the  surf. 

With  your  darling  by  your  side. 
Lifting  her  o'er  the  crest  of  the  ware. 
In  spite  of  the  swelling  tide  : 
.      Brightly  gleams  the  sunshine 

O'er  this  scene  of  joy  and  mirth, 
I'm  sur«  you'll  find  there's  nought  in  life 
•  ,         Like  Ixithing  m  the  surt    .,  ', 

The  waters  play  around  you, 

Your  charmer  seems  so  brave —    '  '• 

You  take  her  out  on  your  stalwart  arm,  ■- 
And  duck  her  beneath  the  wave  ; 

'Tis  nice  to  hear  her  screaming. 
As  she  clings  to  you  with  pride : 

For,  nothing  she  fears  of  danger  nigh,  'I    ..  :   : 
When  her  true  love's  by  her  side. 

Spoken  :  And  then  you  play  all  kinds  of  tricks  to- 
gether in  the  water,  and  as  yon  toes  her  into  the 
breakers,  she  says  :  "oh!  don't,  Charles,  how  can 
you  be  so  cruel  ?"  but  bless  you,  she  don't  mean  it, 
and  the  more  you  dip  her,  the  better  she  likes — 

Bathing  in  the  suft,  Ac. 

With  cheeks  so  red  and  rosy. 

You  cleave  the  glittering  foam,  :.!•'.' 

Above  you  sounds  the  sea-gull's  cry,  .;  ■ 

As  fondly  you  trudge  home :  >   ' 

Receive  the  kiss  at  parting 

From  your  love,  at  the  door. 
But  not  so  sweet  as  that  you  got,  ,     . 

When  'midst  the  breakers'  roar.      ..        \  -?-A 

Spoken :  And  you  can  bet  your  pile  shell  whisper  in 
your  ear — "When  are  we  going  again,  Charles?  It 
was  so  nice  T'    And  you  may  be  certain  her  heart  will 
ever  after  beat  closer  to  yours,  especially  when  she 
thinks  of  the  days'  enjoyment  she  had — 

Bathing  in  the  sui^  &e. 


Down  on  the  Battery. 

Air:    Ten  tbonund  mliei  away. 


.'}':'-J0 


!*  » 


Oh  !  all  you  gay  young  thoroughbreads 

Who  are  inclined  to  roam. 
If  you're  in  search  of  pleasoxe, 

Tis  that  you'll  find  at  home  . 
For,  nobby  swells  and  dashing  belles 

liie  fairest  you  can  see, 
If  on  a  summer's  evening  v 

You  stroll  on  the  Batt^. 
Chorus :    For,  that's  the  place  for  fun. 
The  boys  are  number  one^    . 
The  girls  so  sweet,  ■' 

Dressed  up  so  neat 
>     7,       With  their  fancy  "  Pull  Backs  " 
And  they're  so  gay  and  free — 
Some  style  'round  them  j'oa 
Both  long  and  short    ;,;.>•-.■•. 
"v.         Are  full  of  sport,  i-'-!^  ! 

Down  on  the  Battery.  J   '.'■V  ^ '-^^ 

11*8  there  you'll  see  the  millionaires 

From  the  fancy  "  Kerry  Block,"  ,  I'-i  i 

Who  dwell  in  striped  stone  manaionB,  .  i-,   .  ^ 
Six  stories  to  the  top. 


ont 


lIO 


With  "  La  de  das  "  from  across  the  town, 

And  "SweUs  "  fixwn  Avunue  B  : 
You'U  find  them  all,  both  shc«t  and  tall, 

Down  on  the  Battery.  Cboros. 

And  then  there  are  the  lovea        '^ . ;  , ,.  V  :,.•" 

Out  for  an  evening  walk,  •;  ,-  y,,;^  ^j»  •,..  ^\ 

Or  seated  in  the  shady  paths,  •.,  ■  r  i.-t-r  -f 

Sweet  nonsense  they  will  talk :  .'^^i,}  '-;.•" 

When  the  moon  is  brightly  shining,     >;.'.  ji  ..i.  i  > 

Take  a  sail  out  on  the  sea,  ,>  ^.y^l  ;!•;: 

Like  turtle-doves  they  coo  and  love — 

Down  on  the  Battery.  -.■..,        ChoroB. 

0»  the  path  down  by  the  river. 

Where  the  •'  Mashers  "  are  so  sly,  ' ;  -"  >  S? 

A  flirting  with  the  pretty  girls  ""  ,■   ''■'.'■"' 

As  they  go  sailing  by,  ."■.'';■  '■': ':',/--. 

They  doff  their  hats  and  bow  their  heads,    ''  •^*'' 

And  smile  so  lovingly.  ''.■•-'•'■ 

That  "  Cupid's  "  dart  will  pierce  your  heart, 

Down  on  the  Battery.  Chorus. 


Hopping  the  Boston  Dip. 

Written  and  cnrnpoeed  by  Ed.  Scally.      Snng  by  Maitar 
Barry.      Air :    Tomny.  make  room  for  your  Aoutle. 


Johanna  O'Grady,  of  Baxter  Street,      ;  -  •  i|;  ^ .  .; ■ 
Has  something  for  to  say  :'  :y:'--'[^/^.': 

About  her  daughter  Mary  Ann,      ;.    ,  '•"  ' :';  ■  -. 

Who's  being  led  astray. 
When  she  comes  home  from  work  at  night. 
She  puts  on  her  very  best  clothes, 
,,    And  after  her  supper  is  over. 

To  a  ball  or  a  party  she  goes.  i  .      .  - 

Chorus  :    There  she'll  stay  all  night,    *;' ; ;/  '        . ;.  • " 
;  Till  the  broad  daylight : 

I  When  she  comes  home  in  the  morning, 

I  She  is  an  awful  sight  ^^ 

When  I  ask  her  where  she's  tin,         ■' "'' 
i  She'll  turn  up  her  lip, 

i  And  tell  me  she  was  with  Mickey  Flynn, 

A  "hopping  the  Boston  Dip. " 

Mickey  Flynn  is  a  robber,  • ,.';,'.:,! 

A  scamp  and  a  thafe  :  ';■    ':."-'  . . 

He  hangs  out  all  day  on  the  comer,    '  :-']^   ■'■■/'. 

Of  the  gang  he  is  their  chafe :  -.    •   '  .-^^ 

Shure  Mrs.  O'Hollohan,  next  door,  j" ;'    "  i 

Tould  me  he  was  fond  of  his  "nip :"  *'.,  '■-' 
\      Arrah  'twas  him  that  learned  my  Mlaiy  Ann 

How  to  hop  the  Boston  Dip.  Chorus. 

Now  Mary  Ann  is  fieiding  away     '  .         ,'.    ;, .  ^ 

Day  by  day  ; 
And,  some  how  or  other,  she  don't  seem  now 

To  feel  so  awful  gay. 
Faith,  if  she  don't  leave  Mickey  Flynn,         ..  ;/4 

I'll  bate  her  with  a  whip  ; 
For,  she  wouldn't  be  half  so  thin. 

If  she  didn't  learn  how  to  "  dip."         Choms. 


-♦♦^^ 


!• 


^:T,A:r^  .    Hard  Trials.    ,:■^^„:■>■: 

A  Vegro  Hymn,  sang  by  Billy  Oovrtricht. 


^■.:^■ri^■^ 


-I. 


De  fox  hab  a  hole  in  de  ground,  . , ',.  ;. 

And  de  bird  hab  a  nest  in  de  air,  ■'•' '  : 

And  ebery  ting  hab  a  hiding  place,         >;  .  «;:  .-y- 

But  we  poor  sinners  hab  none.  •  -  -■     v.  '* 

.■";:■  v/.;  vv.':  ;i  .:  Chobtts.  .^ ;.;  v/-;,;-':; ;.> :'4.' V 
JKow  ain't  dat  hard  trials,  great  bibulations  ? 
Ain't  dat  hard  trials?  I'm  hound  to  leave  dis  world. 


Baptist,  Baptist,  is  my  name,         :,' 
Baptist  till  1  die  ; 

111  be  baptize'  in  de  Baptist  name. 
And  Uve  on  de  Baptist  side.      .   '^. 


't.:-^' 


.XSioiUB. 


Methodist^Methodist,  is  my  oame,      ^^ 
Methodist  till  I  die  ;  ;      .  -   . 

Ill  be  baptize'  in  de  Methodist  name. 
And  live  on  de  Methodist  side.  Chorus. 

Presbyterian,  Presbyterian,  is  my  name,    ■'.'i'a^I 
Presbyterian  tiH  I  die  ;  ^:' V 

I'll  be  baptize'   in  de  Presbyterian  name,      ."irrl 
And  I'll  live  on  de  Preebyterian  side.       Chbnis. 

Ton  may  go  dis  way,  yon  may  go  dat  way. 
You  may  go  from  do'  to  do' —  ^  ■   :.'. 

If  yon  havn't  got  de  goodnsas  in  year  heart, 
De  debil  wih  catch  you  sho'.  Chorus. 


411  Things  Torn  oat  fat  tke  Best 

AS  OBIGINAI.  KOTTO-CBOBOB  flOMO. 

TbemnBlooftbta  aonit  can  beebtalnad  of  E  H.  HardlBi 

Mu  22(  Bowery,    oppoaite  Prtoce  Strert,  New-Tork— 

Xlagaut  rail  Xualc  Siae  Blkaet  br  10  ceaOL 


As  thrtiogfa  this  wide  world  you  are  steering 

Boj%  never  be  conquered  by  care  ; 
Though  matters  may  not  appear  cheering 

At  times,  don't  give  way  to  damair : 
Affairs  may  look  gloomy  and  sadly, 

And  oause  yoH  a  little  unrest. 
But,  aae  the  bright  side,  and  think  gladly 

That  all  things  torn  out  for  the  best 

;  M.  ;,    ;  Caosirn. 

Thoogm  life's  full  of  bothers  and  babbles. 
Don't  let  it  plant  thorns  in  }°onr  breast 

And  nenrer  miud  trifles  or  troubles  : 
For,  all  things  turn  out  for  the  beet  I 

Now,  some  men,  if  they  had  money  plenty, 

Would  go  to  their  ruin  headlong, 
And  die  before  they  were  aged  twenty. 

Through  going  the  pace  fast  and  strong  : 
Of  such,  I  come  to  the  conclusion 

It's  better  that  they  are  distressed  : 
For,  wSth  them  holds  good  the  allusion — 

That  all  things  torn  out  for  the  bert 

Thoogh  life's.  Sua. 

Supposing  your  wealthy  old  "  uuukey  " 

Gttts  killed  in  a  great  thoroughfare. 
By  being  kicked  and  knocked  down  by  a  donkey. 

And  dies,  leaving  you  his  rich  heir  : 
You  may  grieve  that  to  kiuKdom-cume  sent  him — 

The  accident— weep— and  the  rest- 
But  of  course,  you  will  not  long  lament  him, 

Yoi^'te  his  owh— bo  it's  all  for  the  beet ! 

(1  -X  .  Though  hfe'e,  Ac. 

If  yoa'^  only  one  eye,  half  the  sorrow 

You  but  see  that  other  folks  do  : 
If  you'vB  got  no  rich  friends  fh)m  to  borrow, 

Yon'vie  no  trouble  paying  when  doe : 
If  yon've  only  one  leg,  take  it  easy. 

You  oau't  break  them  both  being  ran  o'er. 
Or  falliaig  on  stones,  frost,  or  greasy  : 

So,  itis  all  for  the  best— less  or  more  ! 

Though  liiie's,  ka. 

Supposing  your  house  catches  fire. 

And  ^our  chattels  are  all  well  insured,         ''     . 
Can  yoa  more  good  fortune  require  ' 

Than  being  from  loss  well  secured  ? 
And  if  a  bad  wife  in  the  flame  may 

Be  burnt  will  it  ruffle  your  breast  ?   ^  '^'t'"' 
You  hope— go  to  heaven  your  good  dame  tUfy — 

And  ttiink-"  Well,  it's  aU  for  the  best !" ' 
;  \\  .  .      .,  Though  life's,  Ac. 

-|    .'.-.I  I  •  ■••1  ATi-s^^i'rv".  (i 

Should  your  gponsy  elope  with  a  "  bobby," 

It  may,  for  a  time,  your  heart  wring « 
But  if  you  get  damages  nobby,       ^ 

Of  cofrse,  it's  a  very  good  thing.' 
Then  ofaltaiu  a  divorce,  and  a  wiilow,    ■{:■-]■ 

If  yoa  wed,  who  with  money  is  bleal^  ' 
Of  oourae,  you  will  rightly  consider 

All  things  have  tamed  out  for  the  best ! 

Though  Ufe's,  Ac 

If  deaf,  yon  won't  bear  so  mnch  scandal. 

If  dnmb,  why,  you  can't  speak  a  lie  : 
And,  if  cracked,  p'haps  you  never  will  marry. 

And,  no  doubt  more  happily  die — 
So,  whatever  your  standiuK.  or  station, 

You'U  find,  when  it's  pat  to  the  test 
Though  oft  they  may  cause  you  vexatioD, 

That  «U  things  turn  ont  iat  the  best  I 
.  .  ;  Though  life's,  Ac 

\^:.\\ .^ 

Disapj^intment  is  the  M  of  mortality.  This 
is  an  old  saying,  and  to  some  extent  it  esprpSHentbe 
experience  of  every  human  bf^ing.  There  is  no  one 
in  whose  life  some  morning  of  sansfaine  and  bright- 
ness has  Dot  proved  the  opening  nf  a  day  overcnxt 
with  cloads,  and  perfaape  made  glooiay  and  tt-rrifle 
withstocma. 


f.K:'- 
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lianghable  liccture 

AND 

TniAXJTHEirnc  humoeous  histort. 

Wbttten  By  M.  Simmondh,  the  Bbiuhton 

HUMOBIST,    AND  INTBODUC£D  BY  HIM  Q»    HIS   PoLT- 

PHONIC  Eniebtainsient,  entitled  ; 

Phiction  Phonnded  on  Phact,  " 

At  Lacombe's  Library,  ia  1833,  and,  siibae- 
queutly,  BtitterHou'x  Librury,  Margate,  Sackett'H, 
Biim8t{iite,  &o..,  Englaud,  aud  now  just  publitibed, 
by  pt-rmiHsiuu  of  the  Author.  ProfeHsiouals  may 
obtaiu  the  privilege  of  reuderiuf?  the  above  iu  the 
Uuited  Stateti,  ou  Application  to  H.  de  Marwaii, 
Ageut,  60  Chatham  Street,  N.  Y. 


INTRODUCTION. 

Dublin  dear,  very  dear  Dublin,  replete  with  wet, 
wit,  widows  aud  whi«key.  Let  me  see— in  the 
year  One  thousand — oh  !  bother,  it  don't  matter 
what  diite  it  was— however,  I  wa«  there,  aud  hav- 
ing a  tew  dayH  leioiire  ou  my  hands,  a  pfiir  of  new 
Northamptouers  on  my  feet,  a  tidy  tile  ou  my  head, 
a  light  heart,  aud  a  jiunse,  uot  a  nevy  'uu  by  any 
means-  the  uuml)«r  of  yuuug  and  pretty  widdysto 
b«  met  with  iu  Dubby  \h  wouilerful,  the  quantity 
of  li-ht  iufuutry,  or.  more  graphically  speakiug, 
the  hLk^iU  of  young  Dublin  Bay,  as  seen  iu  ail  di- 
rt-ctious,  in  marvellous.  The  maids  of  merry 
Euglaiid,  for  love  and  beanty,  stand'  pre-eminent, 
but  those  of  jolly  Erin,  I  rt-ally  think,  are  more 
pre-emiueuter  than  (hebewitchlej^  and  fair  daughter 

of    my    landlady.  Miss .     No,    no   I  don't 

mean  to  tell  yon  her  name.  No,  no  !  oh,  no ! 
Strolliu-'  out  oue  evening  with  Miss  -suppose  we 
cull  her  Mix*  PhelisiticioiM— our  stroll  was  suddenly 
broufjht  to  a  stop  outside  of  an  illfgant  structure, 
desi^iiiateil  ft  Lecterfyiug  Hall,  a  large  jKwter  iu- 
tiuiiiting  that  Mick  Anic,  the  emiuvat  ptUterer, 
would  lecture  ujxm  "Hodge  Podge."  y^  .  ■ 
Admissiou  Free. 
The  price  of  admissiou  being  so  very  moderate, 
we  entt  reii,  but  upon  more  closely  scrutinising  the 
bill,  we  discuvere<l,  but,  alas  !  too  late,  that  a  shill- 
ing would  be  charged  to  go  out.  I  mentioned 
comiug  in  contact  with  that,  that :  that  I  haven't 
nllutU^d  to,  and  th.it  was  the  cause  of  it,  aud  that 
settles  that  When  darkness  was  visible  nothing  was 
seen  except  iuvi.sibilily,  obscurity,  aud  the  shay  oss 
I  just  mentioned.  About  this  time  gases  were  found 
out  iu  cousetpieuco  of  there  not  being  a  light  at 
that  time,  so  they  killed  a  bullock,  and  discovered 
gas.  which  tliey  called  ox-eye-gin,  soon  followed  by 
another  gas  found  out  to  be  bide-dried-gin  ;  putting 
the  two  giuH  ttjgetUer  tliiit  was  the  origin  of  blessed 
b»nl  tiiu,  itud  tbjvt's  the  cause  of  that  The  moon 
is  li;,'hted  ou  ou  j  side  by  the  satalites,  on  the  other 
side  by  the  Israelitt-s.  The  sun  goes  round,  sits 
ui>ou  our  axes,  aud  causes  the  equtinoxious 
girLs.  c.illed  by  some  nqna  dncks,  to  ctohb  the 
line  when  they're  three  sheets  iu  the  wind. 
Aud  that  reminds  me  that  the  light  of  other  days 
was  i'lventfd  iu  Dark  House  Lane  Billj-sgate,  by 
oue  of  the  ladies  of  the  grammar  school,  who  put  a 
semieolou  (semi-coal-on).  The  son  sets  in  the 
Cinque  (sink)  Ports,  and  the  (y)Ea8t  makes  it  rise, 
aud  that  makes  it  go  round  upon  its  own  axes,  and 
an>  bod  V  that  ax^s  to  the  ci  >utniry,  axes  wrong.  The 
niiK)M  is  o«'oupied  by  a  gentleman,  who  is  the 
mastt'f  of  the  ring  in  that  quarter  ;  he  nightly  at- 
tfnds  his  circle  of  friends  to  the  circus,  near  which 
a  number  of  stars  are  seen.  The  moon  is  li^^hted 
ou  one  side  by  its  satidites,  and  on  the  other  side 
by  the  Israelite*  The  fact  is,  I  never  knew  what's 
what  till  1  went  up  in  a  baloon.  and  talked  politics 
to  the  man  in  the  moon  :  well,  atler  we  blowed  a 
cloud  togedder.  he  asked  me  to  ^top  to  dinner.  I 
siiiil  I  was  afraid  of  Bull  Be«'f  just  now.  "Well. 
8i\id  he,  have  a  bit  of  biled  bear  ; "  "  Can-a-bear  it" 
saiil  I.  "HI  calve  for  yon,"  said  he.  "No. 
th-inky."  "Won't  yon  stop  to  tea,  Ted.  then  T 
said  ha  "I'd  rather  not"  "Whynot?"  "Why. 
the  fart  »  yon're  in  the  milky  way.  and  I'm  afraid 
of  it  ju'^t  now."  "Ted.  said  he,  I've  read  all  sorts 
of  Enxlish  History,  which  is  the  oorrect  ?"  "  Mine 
is,  said  I  ;  Listen  to  it  and  you'U  «ee." 
(Uuke  «  laiisa—  iljiiat  sill  rt  collar -wlp«  ipecUelsa— 
adjastwlg— wipe  DO**— BusloeM  ad  lib  ) 


Eogland,  before:  it  was  4iscovcred,  wasnotfotmd 
out,  nor  wofdd  it  ever  have  been  discovered,  had  it 
not  beeq  found  out.  "Now,  who  found  it  out  ?" 
"  Why,  the  man  that  discovered  it.  You  see,  then, 
there  was  no  inhabitants  there  at  that  time,  except 
a  few  fathers,  some  mothers,  babbys.  widows,  >Tsi- 
tors,  and  doubtful  old  maids.  The  conntry  got 
intodifls;  they  sent  "a  broker  over  from  Rome, 
and  he  took  posAeAsion  of  the  country,  and  they 
called  him  Csezar.  Brokers  have  been  called  seizers 
ever  since.  Cffizar  was  siicceeded  by  his  snccessor, 
who,  though  a  king,  was  a  hatter,  they  culled  him 
Kufus.  The  Kiug  of  Ilauiiut- rsmith  reigned  at  the 
same  time,  aud  he  was  a  hatter,  too,  and  they 
called  him  Wat  Tyler. 

About  this  time,  policemen  became  preventive 
men  ;  there  were  no«leteCtivfs,  and  that's  the  reason 
there  were  no  burgLirius  in  those  days  (do  vou 
take  aye).  The  next  kiug  was  a  (]iieeu,  aud  they 
called  her  Elizabeth.  She  was  foml  ot  Essex  Calf. 
AtKuit  this  time  they  sent  from  Spain  130  ship  loails 
of  nuts,  commanded  by 'g^ose  ;  out  she  sent  them 
back  again  syifh  all  their  keruaU  cracked  through 
oue  Dnike.  Henry  VUI,  Wiis  a  gnat  fat,  burly 
man,  with  a  double  chin  ;  though  he  was  a  siugaliir 
man  aud  married  a  plurality  of  wives,  he  uever 
qiiurrellt'd  with  them.  He  axed  them,  aud  that 
settled  it  The  third  George  was  the  first  George 
that  made  a  pair  of  b(x>t.s  ;  oue  of  tht-m  was  half  & 
sliiie.  You  see  there  was  ft  Wellington  which 
I  fitted  X\iv  li^'ht  foot  andaBliicher  to  fit  the  left 
•  foot.  Now,  the  Welliugtou  btH)t,  strolling  one  morn- 
morning  to  buy  some  lirusseLs  sprouts,  in  crossiug 
Waterloo  Bridge,  put  his  foot  iutoa  puddle  of  mud, 
'  and  the  Bliiclier  boot  took  it  out  or  the  Welling- 
ton boot  might  have  lost  his  giitt^i  percha  sole,  but 
he  didn't ;  look  at  that  now  !  George  the  Fourth 
was  the  biggest  geutlemuu  iu  the  world,  and  the 
greatest  blackguard.  Billy  the  Fourth  aud  Adelaide, 

"  Afloat  or  ashore. 

Never  was  so  cozey  a  conplo  afore." 

Victory  was  a  single  young  lady  before  she  got 
mixrried  ;  she  wis  not  so  after  thi\t  "Comment 
vous  portez  vous,  Monsieur?"  "Im  verry  well, 
Mis.s."  "How's  vou.  Sir?"  "Bobbish,  Miss." 
"How's  Ma?'.  "Ditto,  Miss."  "Married,  Sir?" 
"  No,  Miss."  "  Would  you  like  to  marry  ?"  "  Yes, 
Miss."  Well,  then,  tbey  were  married;  aud  the 
eveuiug  aud  the  morning  was  the  tust  day.  The 
morning  broke  with  blushes  o'er  them.  They 
lived  aud  loved  together,  «he  proving  one  of  the 
most  fruitful  Windsor  pairs  extant.  Little  tender 
anuuals  grow,  btulad,  wherever  this  cozey  couple 
were  durii>g  thus  long  reign ;  hamidity  was  pre- 
valent w..ter  was  eechewtd,  while  whiskey  sluid 
its  votaries.  Short  weights  aud  measures  were 
universally  in  vogue  then  ;  every  article  of  food 
was  pare  and  unsophisticated,  that  is.  to  say.  the 
fooil  that  grtwed  ;  the  drink  was  brewed,  wittles 
was  a  mixpickly  affair  altogether.  Patter  versus 
clatter  shut  up.     Folks  then  frmnd  out  there  wasn't 

'  much  the  matter.  Jesuits  worked  with  a  vtilU  not 
at  mking  up  imaginary  grievances,  but  at  raking 
up  loom  and  reariuif  taten)  to  till  their  uwu  ia^ 
sides,  and  that  nia^ie  'em  gouilerer.  Tliese maniaca 
were  tamed  by  Houia.  Ruie,  for,  they  got  married, 

;  and   that  settled   'eiM<    without    iuterferiug  with 

I  politics. 

I  thank  yees  for  the  attention  you've  paid,  not 

'  forgetting  the  lot)<'tt6,  and,  in  conflnsioh,  I  hope, 
and  I  tmst  (there  are  few  people  in  th<««  days  that 

:  don't),  that  "  may  you.  sa^l  witl)  a  fuir  breeze  down 

I  the  current  of  life,  a'iid  cast  the  anchor  of  your 

'  latter  days  in  the  port  of  prosperity. "  Tnat's  ft  bit  of 
an  ould  toast,  and  always  ^ii  friend  to  the  pauper, 
as  weQ  as  the  prince-    riurrau ! 


Enigma. 


•ii  >•<•    vil  !•  •/. 


I  am  so  lai;^^^!  that  Qiany  a  ship 

Hiis  passed  and  pa.sse<l  through  me  { 
I  am  so  smaU,  in  every  honse 

A  d02St!ii  voU  v^Ul  fee*'- 
I  am  so  black  -iks  black  as  night — 

And  ftiir  ais  fiiir  can  be  ;        .     r.i   .•:_ 
And  couples  often  sever  ma    no;'  !■'_•  .•. 

Whan  parting  kwingij. <•  ;.:    L:  1\-    i  w. ,; 

"Aiuiww'' '  A  IiO<3L 


»i.e. 

r  1 


f 


Who'Ubny  my  Podait         . 

Yoii  doToo^  so  nice  with  a  flower  in  vour  coat- 
Without  one  you're  uot  well  attirea  ; 

So  I  kindly  propose  that  you  all  buy  a  rose,     * 
By  the  belles  aud  swells  to  be  admired. 

A  nice  little  flowet  makes  you  look  so  neat,    ...  ; 
You  should  ne'er  be  without  oue,  I  vote  :   ,' 

A  fashionable  swell  isn't  reckoned  complete—*. 
Without  a  nice  flower  iu  his  coa(.  ' .    ? 

/■;      \  .:■>;.■.-      Chorus, -.■''■  ■•-:'-^-''   'i    ■■' 

^Vl^o'll  buy  my  posies— sweet  scented  roses  ? 

If  you  should  doubt  them — buy  one  and  try  ; 
Their  beauty  ia  showing— they  scarce  have  dona 

growing — 

So  who'll  buy  my  roses— oome  and  buy  ? 

The  swells  take  their  girls  to  the  opera,  at  night 
They  make  them  appear  as  well  as  they  can  : 

They  dress  up  in  satins— they  wear  diamond  rings, 
And  tied  to  their  waist  is  a  nice  little  tan  ; 

They  have  iu  their  hand  a  hanilsome  bouquet, 
And  a  nice  gofieued  frill  round  their  throat : 

But  the  swell— understand— to  make  himself  grand- 
Wears  a  nice  little  flower  in  his  coat         Chorus. 

On  a  fine  summer's  day  yon  go  for  a  drive. 

Or  down  the  green  lanes  for  a  stroll  you  may  go  : 
To  plea.se  the  young  ladies  yon  lovingly  strive. 

You  squeeze  and  you  tease  till  they  culi  you  their  beau. 
Yon  tell  them  you  love  them  so  true  and  so  kind. 

Till  they  love  you  more  hour  after  hour— 
When  instead  of  with  you  —  you're  likely  to  find — 

They're  only  iu  love  with  your  flower.        Chorus. 


Hi. 


Heavmg  the  Lead.      :    .,■ 

Homeward  bound,  when,  with  favoring  gale, 
Our  gallant  ship  up  Channel  steered : 

And,  scudiliug  under  every  sail,  .,;. 

The  high  blue  western  land  appeared. 

To  heave  the  load  the  seaman  sprung, 
And  to  the  pilot  cheerly  simg  - 

"  By  the  deep — nine  1" 

And  bearing  up  to  gain  the  port 

Some  well-kuowu  object  kept  in  view 

An  abbey  tower,  the  harbor  fort  •  '■' 

Or  beacon  to  the  vessel  true. 

While  oft  the  lead  the  seaman  flung,  ' 

And  to  the  pilot  cheerlv  sung  - 

''  By  the  mark — seven 

And  as  the  much-loved  shore  we  near. 
With  transport  we  behold  the  roof. 

Where  dwelt  a  friend  or  partner  dear. 
Of  faith  and  love  a  matchless  propf : 

The  lead  once  more  the  seaman  flung. 
And  to  the  watchful  pilot  sung— 

"  By  the  mark— five  f 

Now  to  her  berth  the  ship  draws  nigh  : 
We  shorten  sail  -she  feels  the  tide. 

"  Stand  clear  the  cable  ! "  is  the  cry  : 
The  anchor's  gone,  we  safeh'  ride. 

The  watch  Is  set,  ftiid  through  the  night 
We  hear  the  seaman  with  delight — 

Proclaim-  "  All's  voU  T 


Oh!  Came  yon  o'er  the  Barren  Moor? 


Oh  !  came  yon  o'er  the  barren  mo(Nr, 
Or  down  the  mossy  moautain  ?       •'^  •     '' 
Oh  !  came  you  by  yon  rosy  bow«r,     ' 
Or  yonder  sparkhug  fonutaiu  ? 
Or  came  you  o'er  the  green  wood  shade  ? 
And  rove  you  whence  or  whither  ? 
And  did  yoo  see  a  wandering  maid? 
Oh  !  haste  and  call  her  hither,    v'  ': ' 

Oh  !  by  her  lovely  eyes  of  blue,  • 
Whose  beams  so  artless  shew  her  : 
Or  by  her  cheek  of  roeeat  hoe. 
And  heavenly  smile,  you'U  know  her  : 
What  sweeter  than  her  name  can  be  ? 
Tis  Peace — she's  gone— oh  !  whither  ? 
And,  if  you  pity  feel  for  me, 
Oh  !  haste  and  call  her  hither. 


1 


I 


Brother  BaalL 


I  am  caHed  Brother  Basil.  ItiwintheoKlradPfts* 
tery  with  many  other  brothers.  We  have  our 
duties,  our  prayers,  our  routine.  We  kuow  nothing 
of  the  out«r  wuiKi  mve  that  there  is  alckness  and 
death  in  it ;  that  there  are  priiiOuerB,  and  those 
doomed  to  executiou.  We  are  sent  to  help  thee©  at 
timeH.  Of  the  rest — of  the  happy,  the  gay,  those 
who  dance,  those  who  marry,  and  are  given  in  mar- 
riage— we  kuow  nothing.  We  are  blind  to  fair 
women's  faces,  or  should  be.     Don't  amile. 

Ouce  no  one  liked  those  strange  creatures  better 
than  1 ;  once  no  one  was  better  liked  by  them. 
That  was  before  I  was  Brother  BasiL 

I  am  five-aud-thirty  now,  and  I  have  lived  in  thin 
convent  tea  years.  I  desire  to  die  here,  since  I 
must  die. 

I  will  write  my  story  down,  and  leave  it  behind 
me  as  a  warning  to  others.  I  will  write  it  down 
that  no  one  may  trust  a  false,  fair  face,  and  false, 
dark  deceitful  eyes  as  I  did— eyes  like  a  gazelle's. 
But,  oh !  she  was  beautiful — beautiful  as  women 
seldom  are — though  she  was  not  u  lady,  and  I  was 
a  gentleman. 

1  was  Don  basil  then,  and  I  lived  ^ith  my  gray- 
haired  father— a  proud,  haughty  man,  and  a  very 
rich  one — in  our  handsome  house.  8he  was  beau- 
tiful, as  I  have  said  :  and  I  fell  iu  love  with  her. 
Nay,  why  should  Brother  Basil  have  any  pride  ? 
He  has  abjured  it.     I  will  tell  you. 

She  was  a  washer-womim,  and  no  more.  She 
brought  home  the  washed  Unen  once  a  week  in  a 
basket  on  her  head.  But  when  Sunday  came,  and 
I  saw  her  crossing  the  piazza  on  her  way  to  the 
cathedral,  her  mantilla  shading  her  Lair,  a  red  rose 
just  behind  the  ear  in  those  great  black  waves  that 
glittered  as  no  jet  does,  a  fan  iu  her  baud,  a  glove 
upon  it — "  Surely,"  I  used  to  say,  "  she  looks  likea 
lady.  Were  ohe  rich,  no  one  could  do  more  credit 
to  fine  drees  and  jewels  ;"  and  then  I  saiii,  "  I  will 
marry  her  and  make  her  a  lady.  " 

Fath^  Basil  does  not  blush  for  John  Basil  then. 
Perhaps  I  might  have  done  as  rich  men  often  do — 
wooed  the  poor  girl  and  left  her  like  a  broken  toy 
when  I  grew  weary.  Instead,  I  gave  her  honest 
love.  I  spoke  to  her.  She  did  not  deny  me—  she 
said  she  also  loyed  me.  But  my  fether— well,  I 
knew  him  ;  I  need  not  have  doubted  what  he  would 
do— how  he  would  feel. 

The  night  before  my  wedding-dny  he  said  tor  .e, 
"Basil,  I  have  never  besouj,'ht  favor  of  uuin, 
but  I  beseech  you  to  save  my  heart  from  breaking. 
Do  not  marry  this  girl,  who  has  beguiled  you.  Give 
her  money,  all  she  asks  for,  and  return  to  me.  If 
you  make  her  your  wife  I  shall  die  of  nhauie.  Basil, 
Basil !  you  are  very  dear  to  me,  sind  I  deserve  some- 
thing at  your  hands." 

His  appeal  made  me  shed  tears.  I  bowed  my 
head  before  him  ;  but  I  could  not  do  his  bidding. 

"  Then  one  thing  remains,"  he  said.  "  Listen  to 
me.  Yon  kuow  I  always  mean  what  I  say.  The 
hour  that  you  marry  this  woman  yon  are  no  longer 
a  sou  of  mine  ;  you  leave  my  home,  and  I  legally 
I  deprive  you  of  aU  right  to  my  estate.  See  !"  He 
spread  before  me  a  parchment ;  the  deed  is  drawn  ; 
,  it  only  needs  my  signature.  I  will  not  sign  it  until 
yoq  are  her  husband,  for  it  is  my  own  death-warant 
But  wh6n  the  ring  is  on  her  finger,  I  put  my  name 
here." 

He  struck  the  parchment  with  the  back  of  his 
hand,  and  thrust  it  into  his  bosom. 

"  At  the  last  moment  you  may  draw  back,"  he 
said.  "  My.  lawyer  will  come  to  me  when  the  cere- 
monv  is  completed,  not  before." 

"  Father,"  I  said,  "  your  fortune  is  your  own  ; 
but  jrou  married  the  woman  you  loved." 

' '  I  married  a  lady,  "said  he.  ' '  When  you  marry 
this  washerwoman,  I  sign  the  deed  that  disinherits 
you." 

That  night  I  told  Pepita  all. 

"  Let  him  keep  his  pride  and  his  money,"  said 
she,  indignantly. 

And  though  I  believed  my  fiather  would  do  as  ho 
said.  I  made  ready  for  my  bridal  next  day.  I  left 
the  houBd  tarly  in  the  morning.  The  door  of  my 
father's  room  was  still  made  fast  He  gave  me 
neither  curse  nor  blessing. 

In  the  church  I  met  Pepita.  She  was  without 
relatives  or  friends.  We  stood  alone  before  the 
priest ;  only,  leaning  against  a  great  column,  I  saw 
ft  man  wrapped  in  a  cloak,  with  a  sombrero  drawn 


cv€r  his  fece. 

It  was  Gwilliam,  the  notary,  sent,  I  knew,  to 
bear  tidings  of  the  ceremony  to  my  father. 

As  the  priest  pronounced  the  benediction,  the 
notary  left  the  church. 

We  were  married.  I  gave  Pepita  my  arm  :'  we 
passed  down  the  aisle  and  out  into  the  street  As 
we  crossed  the  plaza,  a  man,  bareheaded  and  with 
hair  floating  iu  the  wind,  rushed  towards  us. 

"In  the  name  of  all  the  saints!  Dun  Basil — 
your  father — he  is  dead  ! — murdered  !  I  went  to 
meet  him  by  apix)intment ;  I  found  the  servants 
alarmed  at  his  long  retirement  in  his  room.  We 
broke  down  the  d(X)r  ;  he  lay  on  his  bed  strangled 
with  his  own  handkerchief." 

"Suicide,  perhaps,"  said  Pepita.  "He  was 
angry  with  Don  Basil  for  marrying  me." 

The  notary  looked  at  her.  "  We  all  make  mis- 
takes, "  he  said.  "  We  will  not  blame  him  lor  this  ; 
he  is  dead." 

I  heard  this  even  while  I  struggled  with  an  awful 
faintuess— a  blindness  like  that  of  death.  I  felt 
that  Pepita  had  charmed  even  the  cold  notary. 

In  a  few  moments  I  was  able  to  walk,  and,  lean- 
ing on  the  notary's  arm,  to  make  my  way  home- 
ward. 

I  stood  in  my  father's  room,  and  looked  down  at 
his  face,  purple  with  the  death  of  strangulation. 
His  white,  strong  teeth,  the  most  beautiful  I  had 
ever  seen  in  a  man,  were  set  tight  ujxjn  something. 
To  this  the  physician,  who  stood  beside  him, 
pointed. 

"  We  must  extricate  it,"  he  said.  "  It  will  be  a 
clue  to  the  identity  of  the  assassin." 

"Then  he  did  not  kill  himself?"  I  gasped. 

The  physiciiiii  turned  down  the  bed-cU)thes,  and  I 
saw  another  handkerchief  tietl  about  the  wrists. 

The  window  had  been  opened,  too,  I  beard,  and  a 
rope-ladder  himg  from  the  balcony.  My  father  had 
met  a  violent  death  ! 

How  we  rememl>er  all  the  details  of  such  horrible 
hours  !  But  I  will  not  write  them  down.  Much 
skill  was  uwded  in  jmrting  those  set  of  teeth  to 
extricate  what  they  held  ;  but  this  being  done,  it 
proved  to  be  thjj  end  of  a  finger.  The  little  finger, 
so  they  told  me.  Whoever  had  killed  my  father, 
bore  away  a  mark  that  would  List  a  lifetime. 

This  fact  siived  me  from  suspicion,  for  one  who 
would  have  Ixjen  disinherited  the  next  day  might  be 
well  suspected  if  he  who  was  to  disinherit  him  died 
a  foul  death  at  night.  But  search  was  in  vain. 
We  found  no  token  of  the  guilty  p<-r8on,  who  doubt- 
less, we  said,  had  flown  iu  terror  of  apprehe'ision 
before  he  could  secure  the  valuables  which  must 
have  been  his  object 

The  funeral  took  plpce.  The  days  of  mourning 
passed.  In  my  grief  I  half  forgot  my  bride,  but 
she  bore  herself  well,  and  with  dignity.  Dressed  in 
black,  a  black  fan  shading  her  eyes,  she  seemed  to 
mourn  as  deeply  as  I  did. 

"  She  is  as  dignified  as  a  queen,"  said  the  notary 
to  me.     "  She  will  adorn  her  staticm." 

We  had  been  married  for  weeks,  and  so  occupied 
had  I  been  with  this  trouble  that  had  fallen  upon  me 
that  I  had  not  given  heracare.ss  ;  but  time  soothes 
all  emotions.  At  last,  though  I  still  grieved  for  my 
father,  my  passion  for  Pepita  returned. 

One  evening  we  sat  together  on  the  balcony,  and 
life  seemed  sweet  again.  As  the  night  drew  on, 
I  led  her  to  our  own  apartment  It  was  the  fin*t 
time  we  had  entered  it 

Shall  I  ever  forget  that  hour,  the  look  of  her  face, 
the  perfume  of  the  rose  in  her  hair,  the  soft,  warm 
stillness  of  the  summer  night  ?  I  placed  her  in  a 
great  chair  and  knelt  at  her  feet  My  head  rested 
on  her  bosom. 

"Pepita,"  I  said,  "we  are  alone.  Forget  the 
ceremony  which  becomes  you  so  well.  Your  man- 
tilla veils  your  beautiful  hair.     Cast  it  aside." 

She  obeyed  me.  She  ajso  drew  the  golden  comb 
from  her  h.-iir,  and  let  it  float  unrestrained  in  its 
ptrfumed  plenteonsness. 

' '  Take  off  your  gloves,  Pepita, "  I  said.  ' '  It  has 
pleased  me  to  see  you  gloved  so  well,  but  now  we 
are  alone."  :  »y  ; 

I  heard  her  heart  give  one  quick  throb.     '" 

"Basil,"  she  said,  let  me  keep  gloves  on  my 
rough  washerwoman's  hands  until  idleness  whitens 
them,  even  when  alone  with  you." 

"  Absurd !"  said  L  "I  love  you,  hands  and  all ; 
take  off  your  gloves,  and  let  me  kiss  them." 

At  thu,    I^Bpita  removed  the  glove  of  her  left 


band,  Id^  which  my  weddiI^^ring  Bkno*. 

"  Yoiir  bands  are  white  already, "  I  said,  covering 
this  with  kisses,     "Now  the  otLer." 

"  No,"  said  she.     "  It  is  a  whim  of  Buine." 

I  looked  at  her. 

"  I  bamt  my  hand  yesterday,"  ^e  said.  "  I  de- 
sire to  keep  it  gloved.'' 

I  knelt  uo  more  before  her. 

"Pepita,"  I  excLiimed,  "  take  off  your  glove. " 

"  Wbut  a  tyrant  B»isil  !"  said  she.  "Listen.  I 
will  confess.  I  mad»  a  vow  that  if  I  might  lie  your 
wife  and  a  great  lady,  I  would  never  take  off  my 
gloves.  I  have  half  broken  it  now  ;  so  pardon  me 
if  I  do  not  quite  do  so. " 

"Pepita.'  lansw'ered,  " jon  made  another  vow 
to  obejy  me,  your  husband  ;  remove  your  gloves." 

"  Yhty  well."  said  she,  hun^bly.  "  I  will  remove 
my  glove,  and  you  are  my  hustxmd,  and  you  also 
made  a  vow  to  me." 

She  (frew  the  glove  oS^  and  as  she  did  so,  dropped 
her  haod  into  the  folds  of  her  dress. 

I  approached  her,  and  took  it  in  mj  own. 

Often  and  often  had  those  little  hands  rested  in 
mine,  or  played  with  my  long  h.iir.  I  knew  their 
every  dimple.  And  now,  ■»  hat  was  this  I  saw  ?  A 
hand  torn  and  mutilated  !  Heaven,  the  courage  she 
had  had  to  hide  such  pain  !  And  of  the  little  finger, 
only  a  stump  remainmg  I  It  had  been  seared  with 
hot  iron.  So  had  the  great  torn  bite  across  the 
back— but,  ah  !  the  horrible  hand  ! 

I  looked  at  her.     She  did  not  flinch. 

"I  an  your  wife,"  she  said.  "My  name  is  yours. 
Basil,  Hove  yoo," 

"He  was  my  father,"  I  answered.  "Yet  yoa 
are  my  wife.     You  may  put  on  your  glore  again." 

Pe(^e  said  many  thin^  concerning  us  when  we 
parted  so  soon.  She  was  nnfuthful  ;  I,  jealous—* 
out  no  one  knew. 

She  lives  in  her  handsome  house,  and  I  hare 
heard  tpat  her  elegance  iu  always  wearing  gloves  is 
admired  by  many,  while  others  envious!;  whisper, 
"  Washerwoman's  hands  !"  I  and  the  portion  of 
my  fortune  I  reserved  for  myself  belong  to  this 
monastery. 

She  bears  my  old  name.  I  am  onlv  Brother  BasiL 
This  is  all  I  tell  you,  but  yon  have  learnt  Uy  story. 
I  know  not  if  I  may  be  forgiven  for  uy  tuleuce 
hereafbte,  but  riie  was  my  wife. 


I've  Gone  Wrong  for  the  lake  of  Saiah. 

I  :i-:    ---:> 

I  akn  a  most  onlncky  man  ; 

For,  though  I  hoped  to  share  a       -.^   :.. 
Happy  fate  with  my  sweet  mate. 

Whose  Christian  name  is  Sarah,    ^'':Uu\ 
Alack-a-day  !  she's  gone  away,  ..-'■.;  •'..•. 

She's  left  me  broken-hearted. 
My  dear's  not  dead,  but  it  may  be  said 

She  is  my  departed. 
Chorui  1    Oh  !  I've  gone  wrong  for  the  sake  of  Sarah, 

,  ;         Sarah's  been  the  ruin  of  me, 

(       Fve  gone  wrong  for  the  sake  of  Sarah, 

T  I        Sarah's  gone  and  jilted  me. 

Her  Face  was  fair,  she'd  aubnm  hair. 

Her  lijw  were  like  the  ruby. 
But  Mrhen  I  told  her  so,  she  smiled. 

And  said  I  was  a  booby  ;  ■  ~^.; 

And  80  no  doubt  I  was— to  buy 

Her  "  ^ucks  "  and  "  deers  "  of  dresses, 
Though  I'd  buy  more  could  I  be  sure 

Of  what  my  dear's  address  is.  Chorus. 


I  Wfis  so  happy  for  a  timoi, 

Iu  her  soft  words  believing  : 
So  true  she  seemed — I  never  dreamed 

Ske  would  so  soon  be  leaving  : 
I  surely  thought  a  wide  I'd  caught 

For  worser  or  for  better  : 
She  gave  her  "  word,"  but  all  Fve  left 

I«one  short  farewell  "letter." 


Chorus. 


She  fowed  she  would  be  ever  troe. 

To  me  she  pledged  her  troth,  too  :    '  ■ 
She  borrowed  my  gold  watch  and  chain. 

And  went  and  pledged  them  both,  t<io  : 
She  said  she'd  ilo  what's  righi  and  <70od^ 

And  we  should  never  sever, 
But  she's  gone  right  away  for  ;;oocl. 

And  I've  gone  vcrong  for  ever.  Choms. 
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Mike  and  Kate  O'Leary. 

Irtak  DiMit  sud  Uauce    Sung  by  Tliuniita  aud  LntU  Winnatt. 

We're  ft  happy  Irish  pair  yon  see, 

Aud  we  Lttrly  cume  tVom  deur  old  Tipperary, 
Where  the  Irish  boys  are  hnppy  Aa  cau  be, 

Aud  tlie  colceim  fiiir  jon'll  uever  liud  conttsrj  ; 
We  CAU  sitix  nud  dauce  the  whole  day  loug,  '. 

Our  hearts  are  ever  gay  ;  '     .  " 

Aiid  when  you  see  our  movements,    >     flC-r; 

I  am  sure  yon  all  will  say  *    "A      ' 

That  uo  other  style  (hat'H  in  thp  land 

Outrivala  that  of  Mike  aud  Kate  O'Leary  ; 
We've  lately  come  aerow  the  sea, 

From  that  dear  old  spot  they  call  it  Tipperary. 

[Dance,  rt'iuJar  fri.ih  BrcakdouHu] 

When  we  landed  upon  Columbia's  shores 

Amon;^  the  boys  we  caused  a  great  beusation  ; 
For,  rt8  we  tsaid  to  yun  before. 

We're  the  happit«t  Irish  that's  in  the  nation  ; 
I    Whether  here  or  there,  itM  uU  the  samu  ; 

No  matter  where  we  go. 
Our  movenientM  stems  to  please  yon. 

When  we  twist  our  htel  aud  toe  ; 
We  abk  of  you  your  kiud  applauHe, 

'Twill  help  t4>  mukti  our  hearts  feel  light  and  airy, 
And  we'll  fiuitih  with  a  littlo  tliuice. 

And  ahow  yun  how  its  duuo  in  Tipparary. 


^»<«>< 


Roses  in  the  Dell. 

Sent  and  Dance.     Written  an>i  aiiuK  by  Sam  UarMn. 

In  the  Central  Park,  the  other  day, 

I  met  my  churmer  fair, 
Her  pretty  face  aud  bcamiiit;  nmilefl — 

Aud  she  had  such  lovely  Imir— 
While  from  htneath  her  jockey  hat 

Those  curly  tres.s«-H  fell  ; 
And  wheu  I  smiled  she  binshed,  and  looked 

Like  the  roses  in  the  dell. 

Chorus. 

And  it's,  oh,  my  !  she  looked  so  divine.     (Sym) 
How  I  wished  that  she  was  mii'C  (Sym) 

She's  the  faiivst  littU^  flowtr  I've  ever  seen  ; 

In  the  L'ark  she  Ls  the  Belle ! 
Wheue'er  we  nut  I,  hi-r  blush  id  jilst 

Like  the  roses  iu  the  dell. 

We  snt  awhile  beneath  the  tree,      . 

The  lime  flew  swiftly  by  ; 
She  said  slie  felt  »o  linppy  then. 

But  could  not  tell  nie  why  ; 
I  asked  her,  theu,  if  slie'd  be  mine? 

Into  my  urm>i  she  fill, 
And  answered  '  Yes  ! '  and  crimson  blushed. 

Like  the  roses  iu  the  dell.  Chorus. 


Only  a  Letter. 

IJ>  C   E.l«iii  UuiiiBT       ■■• 

Only  a  letter,  a  dear  little  letter, 

From  a  loved  one  tar.  far  awny  ; 
Oh  !  my  heart  in  us  liyiit  as  tlie  rosc-sccnted  zephyrs 

That  over  the  meadows  jil.iy. 
O'er  each  loving  word  1  tend,  rly  linger  - 

They  reciUI  a  Rweet  time,  loitj'  atjo. 
When  we  strayel  haud-iu-haud  thro\t^'h  the 

dcw-hpriukled  clover, 

And  he  whispered  his  love  soft  aud  low. 

CHOBua 
Ordy  a  letter,  a  dear  little  letter—    -  - 

Ail !  it  briugs  the  old  days  back  to  me, 
Wheu  we  strayed  iu  the  moonlight  over  the  heather, 

And  he  vowed  that  ho  loved  nouo  but  me.       j 

Only  a  lett«r— oh  '.  my  soul  fills  with  .vearninp; : 

For,  it  brinRs  snch  Rhd  tidinps  to  me 
Of  one  who  wdl  «(X)u  to  my  heart  be  retnning, 

Aud  n»ver  more  partei)  to  l)e. 
Then,  daye,  roll  on  swiftly  :  I'll  watch  for  hiacominf; 

Dy  the  little  old  gate  in  the  inue. 
Where  be  kined  me  gootl-bye  wheu  the  meee 

were  bloomirg. 

And  vowed  t«  return  when  they  bK«Hoiued  again. 
Only  a  letter,  a  dear  little  letter,  dec. 


Darling  Blue-Eyed  NeH 

Aa  Sang  bj  Saoi  Martlu. 


Oh  !  my  heart  is  filled  with  joy, 

I  scarce  kuow  what  to  say  ; 
Aboat  my  darling  blue-eged  Nell, 

I  think  of  night  aud  day  ; 
"Twas  ou  a  Sunday  that  we  met,       ;, 

Among  the  sweet  grajM-viuea,  ■ 

And  the  little  birds  N^ere  singing  forth 

Their  sweet  harmOWous  rhymes. 
Chorus  :    I  feel  just  m  happy  as  a  little  roee-bnd. 
That  blooms  dowu  in  the  shady  dell : 
The  sun  shines  from  the  sky  ao  bright 
On  my  darling  little  blne-«yed  NelL 

We  met  last  night  as  ostial. 

And  we  greeteil  each  with  smile*  :_  ^  . 
I  popi)ed  the  question  to  her, 

Then  I  kuew  ahe  would  be  mina^     . 
How  oft  I  think  of  days  gone  by. 

When  firtt  iu  love  I  fell 
With  this  charming  little  ereatnre. 

Mow  my  darling  blue-eyed  Nell. 


Chomo. 


The  Bradyi. 

Written  bj  If  ad  Harrigao.         Aa  Sang  by  Harrlgan  k  Hart. 


Did  yon  ever  hear  tell  of  the  Bradys? 

Gentlemen  bom  of  fine  ladies  ! 

Otxllant  and  gay,  from  Old  Orannaway.  . 

Big  Boys,  Big  Oirls,  aud  Big  Babya  1 

Not  one  of  them  are  aristocratic  ; 

All  solid  and  bold  Democratic — 

That  live  in  a  Palace  or  Attic — 

The  Historical  family  of  Bradys. 

Chottu  :    The  ntighbora  all  talk. 

When  they  are  out  for  a  walk. 

What  a  flue  Geutleman  aud  his  Lady  ! 

They  bow  and  nod. 

At  every  rod. 

To  Johany  and  C'ornelins  O'Brmdy. 

For  Scholars,  the  Bradys  were  famoos — 

For  beanty,  the  equal  of  Venus. 

Neatness  and  grace,  with  Circassian  faee  ; 

Small  face,  big  brains,  big  genius — 

All  of  them  self-influential — 

The  divil-a-bit  confidential — 

Like  C'leaer,  most  eluquention  t 

The  Historical  family  of  Bradys.  Chorus. 


That's  Where  You're  Bound  to  be  Right. 

There  are  thotisands  of  people  who  think  they're 

so  smart. 

That  are  far  too  clever  by  half. 
Who  oftentimes  think  they  are  perforroinp  on  os, 

Wheu  against  them  we  all  turn  the  laugh  ; 
I'bey  are  too  wide  awake,  aud  you'll  make  a  mistake. 

If  you  let  them  get  out  of  your  sight  : 
Don't  let  them  have  you,  but  try  to  have  them  : 

For,  that's  where  you're  bound  to  h«  right 

Chobub. 

So  always  endeavor  to  be  wide  awake. 

And  trust  no  one  out  of  your  sight : 
Take  care  of  your  health,  take  care  of  your  wealth  : 

For,  that's  where  you're  bound  to  be  right 

Advertisements  show  in  the  papers,  each  day, 

That  a  firm  has  got  money  to  lend, 
A  hundrwl  or  so  on  your  own  note  of  hand : 

If  you're  hard  up  to  them  never  send  ; 
For,  it's  only  a  swindle  got  up  by  some  rogue. 

Who  getN  all  he  can,  then  takes  to  flight 
So  from  tho>m  keep  apart,  you  cau  do  the  langh 

For,  that's  where  you're  louud  to  be  right 

So  always  endeavor  to  be  wide  awake,  Ac. 

Now  if  yon  get  tired  of  a  bachelor's  Hfev 

I  hope  now,  young  men,  you'll  take  care 
For  to  make  this  arrangement  with  your  better  half — 

1'o  your  home  no  relations  are  there 
For,  you'll  find  that  your  mother-in-law  will  want  to  be 

At  your  house  ttom  morning  till  night 
WIten  snch  is  the  case,  close  the  door  in  her  face  : 

For,  that's  where  you're  l)oand  to  be  right. 

So  always  endeavor  to  be  wide  awakf,  Ste.    I 


Sweet  Adelaide. 

By  Bll  7  MortianJ. 


ne  sea  rolls  in  incesriantly, 

Aud  wnshee  the  rock-studded  shoT% 
And  sea-birds,  in  their  wildest  glee. 

Above  the  rugged  alcoves  soar. 
Near  this  mmautio  scene  does  dwell 

A  pretty,  fair-hairotl,  blue-eyed  maid. 
And  there  my  heart's  foud  hopes  1  tell 

To  her.  my  own  aweet  Adelaide. 
Oboros  :    I  often  seek  this  snug  retreat 

To  listen  to  the  waves'  wild  beat, 
■''  .'■'.        '    And  tender  tales  of  love  repeat 
To  Adelaide. 

Twas  there  we  made  our  fosideet  vow," 

And  pledgetl  e.ich  other  constancy  ; 
Her  heiirt  is  iu  my  keeping  now  :  >' 

For,  she  has  trusted  all  with  me. 
Aud  until  from  this  life  I  part. 

That  trust  shall  never  be  betrayed — 
I  would  not  break  the  loving  heart 

Of  her,  my  own  sweet  Adelaide.  Choma. 


KiM  Me,  Birdie :  Kiss  Me,  Darling. 


Bj  Eugens  Uortlmar. 


Kins  me,  Birdie  :  kiss  me,  darling  ; 

Press  your  ruby  lips  to  mine  ; 
Tell  me  that  you  still  do  love  me. 
Let  me  place  my  hand  in  thine. 
As  I  leave  this  world  of  sorrow, 
And  shidl  never  more  return, 
Let  me  feel  that  some  one  loves  me, 

One  whoAe  heart's  not  cold  and  stem. 
Chorus  -     Kiss  me.  Birdie  :  kiss  me,  darling, 
Ouce  more  ere  I  breathe  my  last  : 
Press  your  hand  upon  my  forehead, 
Theu  lay  me  dowu  iu  peace  to  rest 

When  I've  left  this  world  of  sorrow, 

Think  of  him  that's  goue  before  ; 
Remewl>er  that  he  loved  j'ou  truly. 

As  in  the  pleasant  days  of  yore. 
Birdie,  I  am  ou  my  journey 

To  that  pluce  where  all  is  love  : 
Kiss  me  ouce  more  -  gootl-bye,  darling. 


Till  we  meet  in  Heaven  above  ! 


Cboms. 


Meet  Me,  Darling,  Meet  Me. 

B7  JoLn  H.  Porter,  of  Uridgrporl,  UOB., 


Meet  me,  darling,  meet  me 

When  the  moon's  soft  silver  light 
Falls  on  the  fragrant  roses 

At  the  eventide  of  night  ; 
Meet  me  at  the  elm-tree. 

The  spot  we  love  so  well—    .  •  ' 
Yes,  meet  me,  darling,  meet  me, 
I  have  Something  there  to  telL 
Chorus  :    Meet  me,  darling,  meet  me 

Wheu  the  moon's  6ot\  silver  light 
Falls  on  the  fragrant  roses 
At  the  eventide  of  uight 

Beneath  its  leafy  branches 

M^t  me,  darling,  meet  me  there  ; 
And  pledge  to  me  thy  maideu  love^ 

Thou  beautiful  and  fair — 
Withiu  the  casket  of  my  heart 

Thiit  gem  I'll  safely  lay, 
Aud  vigils  o'er  it  I  will  keep 

Till  Ufe  shall  peas  away. 


Ohoma 


A  Captive  Thni  to  Thee,  My  (hri. 

A  captive  thus  to  thee,  my  girl. 
How  sweetly  shall  I  pass  my  age. 

Contented  like  the  playful  sqnirrel. 
To  wanton  up  aud  down  my  caf[«. 

When  death  shall  envy  joy  like  thii^ 
And  come  to  shade  our  snnny  veathar. 

Be  our  last  sigh  the  sigh  of  blis^ 
And  both  onr  sools  rThnls<  togsthsK. 

T, 


al 
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Tom  Down  the  Oas. 

B/  th*  loTcly  Vcealiai  Jenoi*  Lindujr. 


Yon  \\f  hU  heard  the  song  of  Pall  down  the  blind, 
Hut  HuntLer  111  sing  just  ah  good,  yon  will  find  ; 
Now,  Wipe  (^your  chin,  1  believe  is  the  last, 
Bat  I  have  one  still  later,  'tis  Tnru  down  the  gna ! 
Now,  I  loved  a  yonng  man  so  charming  and  gay, 
Who  came  round  to  see  me  moHt  every  day  ; 
Wild,  we'd  kiiw  and  embrace,  to  me  he  would  say — 
Tuxb  down  the  gas  !  Turn  it  down  right  away  ! 

Spoken  :  Yea,  he  was  a  darling  fellow  ;  wheu- 
ever  hn  came  to  my  houM  to  see  me,  it  was  always 
when  Ph  and  Ma  were  gone  to  meeting  ;  he  would 
put  his  arm  round  my  neck  and  say-Jennie,  darling — 

Chobtjb. 
Turn  down  the  fjas !  Turn  down  the  gas  !     -... . 
Darken  the  room,  love,  there's  a  dear  lass  :  '     ' 
T,,oni;h  we  love  each  other,  remarks  may  be  passed, 
S    come  ki8A  yuur  Harry,  and — Turn  down  the  gas  ! 

Ii» y  Harry'K  a  darling,  yon  can  see  at  a  glance, 
And  don't  he  look  sweet  in  bin  new  lavender  panU — 
He  siugH  like  a  bird,  and,  oh  !  can't  he  dance  ! 
If  you  miw  him  waltzing,  why,  you'd  go  in  a  trance  : 
F(>r,  such  style  iw  his  wiw  never  seen  yet — 
He's  King  of  the  FaHhiou  !  now  don't  you  forget 
We  art)  (;oiug  to  be  nmrried,  and  I'll  never  re^rret 
W]u!i  I  turned  down  the  gas  lor  my  dear  duiliu^  pet 

Spoken  :  Harry  aud  I  have  been  keeping  com- 
pany for  over  a  vear,  aud  mother  savs  it's  time  he 
propoHed.  I  tiling  so  too.  He  says  ^e  will  marry 
me  Ijefore  the  Centennial  is  over.  At  aty  rate,  I  hope 
he  love^  me  just  as  well  as  when  he  first  courted  me, 
aud  wiih  a  loving  squeeze  told  me  to  please — 

Turn  down  the  gas  !  to. 


VThaX  I  Heard  an  Old  Maid  Say. 

K»  iiing  bj  Janiile  Llndasy. 


you,  men,  are  all  deceivers, 

I  beard  an  old  maid  say  ; 
You  tell  us,  girls,  yon  love  na, 

Then  steal  our  hearts  away  ; 
Each  night  as  I  lay  sleeping    ^ 

Upon  my  little  bed, 
I  dream,  and  often  do  I  thinlt 

Tis  true  what  the  old  maid  said. 

Yes,  the  men  are  all  deceivers  : 

So,  girls,  of  them  beware  ! 
Tliey  kiss  yon  and  carews  you. 

Try  f o  c»itch  you  in  their  snara  ; 
There  is  iiothin^'  so  sweet  as  loving. 

But  of  deceitful  nif  u  I  am  in  dread  ! 
So,  >firl»<>  do  have  souse  and  don't  forget 

'The  worils  the  old  maid  saiiL 


The  Model  of  a  Man. 

By  Jennie  Lindtar. 


Of  all  the  gents  I've  ever  seen,       ■ '  ' 

Or  in  this  world  have  met. 
The  one  that  I  now  speak  about 

Is  the  befit  of  all,  you  bet  ! 
Though  in  size  he's  not  the  greatest —    : 

To  his  priuciple  I  allude  ; 
For,  in  my  dealings  with  him  Ism      ~ 

He  is  little,  but  he's  good  ! 

He  never  tries  an  injury  •  -;", 

Ou  friend  or  foe,  to  inflict ; 
He  is  never  eager  for  argument,     - 

Nor  wishes  to  contradict ; 
He  knows  not  how  to  criticise. 

And  troubles  he^ever  would  brood  ; 
For,  h^  is  just  the  gentleman,  light  oaW 

He  ia  little,  but  he's  good ! 

The  Itvdies  all  admire  him,        '/   [ 

And  very  often  say  :  -y'}    ^.'.' 

That  little  model  of  a  man  "  ''?  ' '  . 

Steals  all  our  heart*  away.  ',: ;■ '  r 

But  this  chaqning  love  of  »  fellow, 

To  steal  hearts  never  would  ; 
Jai.  he's  too  boQfltt,  you'll  find  hia 

I'boogh  litU*,  hs's  so  good  1 


My  Bean  in  the  Stationery  Store. 

By  Jeniiie  Ltndt*;. 


Good  evening  to  you,  one  and  all,  ..  v  .:',  \-' 
I  hope  to  find  yoa  well ;  :  .>   - 

Just  pay  attention  for  a-while^ 

And  to  you  I  will  tell  ,;.__  ,     ^.  _*• 

I'm  feeUug  happier  to-night    -"'':'    ^.  '  ^ '  ' 

Thjm  I  ever  felt  before  ;       ''^  ^,v;  . :  '■•'\    ,•  .'t^ 

llie  feason  is,  I  hare  a  beau      *  ;• 

In  a  down  town  stationery  store.  |  - '  . 

Chorus :    And  he  says  he  loves  no  one  but  tok  . 

What  on  earth  can  a  fellow  say  more  ? 
And  married  I  am  soon  going  to  be, 
To  my  beau  in  the  stationery  store  ! 

He  comes  to  see  me  twicea  week,  i   : 

And  tiikes  me  out  to  walk  ;  ,  ; 

He  puts  his  arm  aroimd  my  wnist, 

Aud  of  the  future  he  does  talk  ;  ,.^,:, .  .;^    /i"  .  . 
But  I  tell  him  be  is  foolish,  ^' ;      '"  >  ■ 

And  to  wait  a  few  years  more  ; 
For,  the  young  men's  wages  are  so  smaU 

In  a  down  town  stationery  storo  ! 

Still  ho  sweais,  kc. 


-*^*-^ 


I'll  Keep  a  Sweet  Ein  for  yon,  Darling. 

Saug  t>y  Mia*  Jemiio  Hiifrties 

Worda  by  Geo  Cooper.        Ma«lc  by  H   F.  Wagner. 

Tb«   Hu^io    ii  publlaiied   by    W.  H    Ewald  V  Bro      130 

Mevark  Aveiine,  Jersey  City,  Price  40  ceola. 


I'll  keep  a  sweet  kiss  for  you,  dailing,     - 

I  cannot  forget  you  at  all ;  '■■■:,  .  ■ 

I  hear  the  sweet  sougs  of  the  starling,   '    "' 

And  in  it  your  voice  I  recall ; 
My  heart  will  be  true  wliile  you're  roaming 

Oh  !  ever  I'm  dreaming  of  you— 
Tve  watched  for  your  steps  in  the  gloaming 
Each  day  siuce  you  bade  me  adieu. 
Cliorus  :    The  songs  of  the  robiu  mkI  starling. 
Ah  !  still  thev  nmii.>l  i  le  of  you  - 
I'll  keepa  Kwett  kiss  fi  ry.>ii,  dkrliog, 
"...      Aud  ever,  yes,  ever  be  uue. 

>    All  night-time  I'm  dreaming  about  you. 

Your  letters  I  keep  near  my  heart !  _ 

Oh  !  life  would  be  sorrow  without  yon,  ;  .. 
And  never  again  may  we  part— 
'  ,  When  spring-time  in  splendor  aud  glocy 
Iletums  with  its  roses  and  dew, 
:  Come  whisper  the  sweet  olden  story. 

And  tell  me  you're  faithful  aud  true.    Chonu. 


He  iin't  aa  rich  as  he  naed  to  be. 

enpyrlght,  187b   bj,   E  H   Harding. 

Ttie  Mnaioeen  be  oUlained  of  E.  B    Hnrdlmg,  Nu.  229 
UoAery,  Ne«-York    Price  lOeeuta. 


He  isn't  as  rich  as  he  used  to  be. 

His  friends,  they  are  growing  few  ; 
When  jolly  and  gay,  in  the  days  gone  by, 
He  found  them  a  little  too  true. 
. .!,  He  wanders  alone  thro'  the  street  so  gay, 
Aud  meets  here  and  there  a  cool  bow  ; 
But  the  friends  of  his  pleasure,  in  days  gone  by. 
Hiving  nothing  to  say  t»  him  now. 
Ck>ro« :    For,  he  isn't  as  rich  as  he  used  to  be, 
He's  "  down  iu  the  world,"  to-<lay  : 
He  knows  what  it  is  to  be  p'wr,  my  boys, 
t-.?    ;    And  he  meets  not  a  friend  in  his  way. 

..]  He  sported  himself  like  a  prince  around.  :,;.. 

And  becfiine  a  great  friend  of  "  the  boys :" 
V'  Whenever  his  presence  was  known  to  them. 
They  «et  up  a  flattering  noise. 
.!  The  ladies  all  smiled  as  he  passed  tb^m  by,  -  V- 
Their  wishes  he  well  could  atteud  ; 
He  was  loved  and  caressed  like  an  angel  blest. 
Because  he  had  money  to  i^wnd.  Chorua, 

■    ■  At  night,  iu  convivial  joj-s  he  lived, 
;i»      Ana  slumbered  each  day  until  noon  I.     .;. 
.  .,Be  rode  in  his  ooaoh  with  a  lady  fair, 
Aud  went  off  to  the  ooantry  fn  June  ; 
But  now,  no  one  knows  where  be  lives  or  goes, ' 

Some  fc«get  him  and  others  de8))ii»  : 
He  feels  the  hard  timea,  but  h«'U  bear  thsfawell. 
Till,  eooM  day,  iu  bis  garret  he  dM>~    Chora*. 


I  Never  Sefiue. 

lyri^lit    187»    '  y  E    R.  Dirdlng 

Thtmnaidu^tliia   *<>ii)i  r^in  I  sutnaii  aa  of  K  U.  Hir 
Mo  'iXi  Bi>«erv.    oppoaitr  Pi  ioee  •traet    >•»  Totk— ~ 
~"    \  It  Fall  Mui(lo  Sise  8lie«t  for  10  oeaU. 
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I  like  Cb 'satisfy  my  friends 

In  evotjUiiug  I  do,  l>oy«  ; 
There's  nothing  small  in  me,  at  all. 

An  a'  friend  you'll  ilud  me  true,  boys. 
Good  najture  is  my  only  fault, 

But  tHat  you  must  excuse  ; 
Whatever  you  a->k  me,  I  shall  do, 

My  mptto  is— "Never  refuse  T 

Cbobos. 
I  never  refuse,  I  never  refusp  ! 

Invito  me  to  diue,  or  (xtur  out  the  wins 
Suf?gest|what  you.hke,  nr  ask  what  you 
My  irjotto  through  life  is—"  never  refuse  T 
\ 
One  u^g^t  when  coming  from  the  play. 

My  throat  was  feehug  dry,  boys  : 
So  1  "i^popped  in  "  and  n  cork  "dropped  out :" 

The  drink  was  real  "old  rye."  boys  1 
Ju-.t  theu,  (uime  in  a  dt«r  old  friend, 
Not  8©eu  in  years  before  ; 
*  Our  hands  w^  eutwined  in  a  friendly  grasp, 
Aud  he  bogged  me  to  take  "  just  oue  more  P 

8{X)kon  :     Well,  it  wonld  liave  been  against  Bay 
painciplos  to  say  uo,  so  I  just  tr-ld  him  plainly  that — 
M  I  never  reteao,  Jto. 

1  ns<>d  to  sing  "  Mj  pretty  Jane  " 

Whea  love's  deep  draught  I  swallowed  ; 
And  gar    'iiy  s\^  eutbeart  strawberry  crea^ 

To  r-rtko  myself  more  "  soUd." 
So,  when  I  asked  her  for  a  kiss, 
■     She  Aid  not  ftiint  or  cry  ; 
No  guntle  rebuke,  but  a  whisper  sweet, 

AJid  jthis  wa«  hur  clmrming  re|ily  : 
■  I     ■■■.'■    '^, -.    CHoars. 
I  ajverrefose,  I  never  rufoae  ! 

Such  love  and  delight,  how  ooiUd  I  rsftaae? 
Y^ii  m«y  wiy  what  yon  like,  or  ask  what  yon  choose, 

My  aio*to  through  life  is — "never  refuse  I" 


Yon  Should  see  LooiBat 

Writti-u  and  auuu  br  C.  L  Oavla- 


Kind  t  riend'4,  yuK<  VuAt'O.  mito  ■% 

UikI  a  story  I  vill  tell 
About  a  little  D<it(!ber  girl. 

In  Wy-.  mit  her  T  fell.  ■  -    • 

I  met  nor  in  a  L.  ger  BierSaJooB, 

Iu  (le  middle  of  do  year  ; 
I'hliviis  eating  sour  kmnt  .  .'' 

Uuq  drinking  Liiger  Bier. '  ''   '• ' 
Chorus  :i    Oh  !  you  shf>uld  see  my  dear 

Mit  e\  es  so  pright  und  steps  so  Ughk— 
Her  eyes  like  diamonds  shine 
Oh  !  you  should  see  my  d««r  Loaiaa, 
1  am  louging  for  de  day  to  call  her 

Next  ieek  \  .•TCL  t-oiu^'  to  married  hi^ 

Un<i  give  a  Fancy  Pidl  - 
Uiid  den  I  am  goiug  to  invite  yoa  •! ; 

I  mmst  avay  to  meet  my  girl. 
So  I  Uiust  say  Farewell ! 

I  vijil  bid  you  all  turewell  i 
She's  jvaitiug  round  the  oonier. 

Cut  duu'l  you  KO  uud  telL 


Myrtillo,  Amrooe,  Yoong 

MyrtiUo,  ara'r''>iis.  young  axtd  gsg 
Th(«  beauteous  Flavin  lova^ 

Aud  sighing  at  h«-r  f««  t  he  lay. 
Till  sighs  her  pity  movedL 

"  Myl  fair,  lie  cried,  yonr  lover  41 
If  rou  refuse  your  charms — " 

"  Die  when  yon  please,  the  oyap 
But  die  ia  Flanas  aiass  f 


Thrav  away  nolbiag  ;  yoa  know  aot  1 
joaxoBj  miss  it. 


>J&f: 


miaOL. 


■-.-■' 


L  V>  rfi  -|V     m-  ■  -p'.w  fi  ^  " 
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Ky  Dream  of  Lore  ii  o'er. 

Word!  and  Mnaic  bj  U.  O  Raardon. 

Vk«  llui«  can  b«  «bUlo«d  of  E.  H   Harding.  Ko.  3M 
U»vij.  N««-York.   Prlc«  10  o«uU. 


Oh  I  we're  parted  from  each  other, 

And  oar  dream  of  lore  is  o'er: 
That  bh({bt  dream  was  too  beautifol  to  iMt, 

And  we'll  meet  as  only  stiaiigera 
In  the  future  orermore— 

Oar  one*  tender  love  is  buried  in  the  past 
Tre  tried  to  heat  the  blow 

Without  sighs  or  bitt«r  tears. 
And  tried  to  smile  when  my  heart  ached  with  pain. 

But  the  buming  tears  would  fall, 
In  spnte  of  all  that  I  could  do. 

For  thee,  darling,  whom  I  ne'er  shall  see  again 

/  i  Cbobub. 

My  dream  of  Tove  is  o'er ; 

I  try  to  smile  when  my  heart  aches  with  pain. 
When  the  mem'ry  af  the  past  comes  up  before 

me  like  a  dream, 

For  thee,  darling,  whom  I  ne'er  shall  see  again. 

They  say  you  love  another,  , 

Aud  he's  claimed  you  for  his  brida. 
And  yoa  axk  me  to  forgive  thee  and  forget 

The  vows  we  pledged  together 
By  the  rippling  of  the  tide. 

As  I  looketl  into  thy  beauteous  eyes,  my  pet  ■ 
Ah  !  the  heart  is  like  the  tide. 

That  flows  Hud  ebbs  at  will. 
And  I  would  not  cease  to  lore  thee  if  I  could  : 

Through  all  the  fntiue  years 
I'll  lore  thee  ileHily,  love  thee  still — 

For,  I  could  not  oeuse  to  love  thee  if  I  wooIcL 

My  dream  of  love  is  o'er,  Sm. 


Only  the  way  on  the  Stage. 

Song  of  tba  times,  composed  and  tnnf  bjr  T.  J.  IlMkI«7. 


If  yon  listen  to  me,  some  facts  I  will  mentioo 

Concerning  the  past  aud  the  prenent  strange  age. 
And  in  thtm,  my  iriends,  to  you  I'll  relate 

S>>m<-  thingH  laaw  oue  night  and  played  on  the  stag*  : 
I  ciiuie  to  this  city  with  one  or  two  friends, 

Aud  went  for  a  stroll,  they  seemed  quite  nmazed 
When  we  read  on  the  bills  of  the  Bowery  Theatre, 

Aud  found  a  new  Drama  was  played  on  the  Aftge. 

The  first  sc^ne  I  saw  vi-as  a  street  in  New  York  : 

There  n  \Mxyr  woman  begging,  she  quite  old  in  age. 
Those  snd  means  she  tried  to  keep  her  from  starving, 

A  very  sad  lesson,  of  life's  )>ook  a  page  ; 
But  a  policeman  passed  by,  his  face  seemed  all  smilea, 

Placed  his  Laud  in  bis  )>ocket  and  drew  forth 

his  wa^ee. 
And  he  gave  part  to  help  this  poor  wretched  womau, 

Bat  'twos  ouly  the  way  it  was  played  on  the  stage. 

The  scene  it  then  changed  from  a  street  to  • 

court  mom : 
There  a  prisoner  on  trial  for  a  crime  very  sad  ; 
He'd  murdered  a  man  by  the  people  respected. 

And  the  court  room  was  crowded  with  people  so  glad 
To  see  the  mau  pimished  for  the  crime  he  committed ; 

The  jury  looked  stem,  and  the  judge  in  a  rage. 
And  they  bung  that  rich  man  for  the  murder  of  Fisk, 
Bat  it  was  only  tha  w»y  it  wu  played  on  the  Btoge. 

In  the  next  scene  I  saw  a  clergyman  from  Brooklyn, 

Who  ^as  dancing  a  hornpipe,  and  seemed 

quite  the  rage ; 
Another  one  from  Jeraey  was  playing  the  riolin. 

The  audience  iu  flront  with  wonderment  gazed  ; 
1^,  just  St  that  minute,  a  party  named  Tilton 

Then  gave  a  f^ue  sermon  on  the  naocala  of  the  age, 
And  I  thcmgbt  that  they  praotioed  each  aermoo 

theypreaohed, 

Bot  it  was  only  tb*  wiy  it  wm  played  on  the 


XT  Ton  wiKh  sueeeH  in  life,  make  peieefstanee 
y<0ar  dohob  Meod,  expetitDce  yoa  wUe  eonneellflg, 
eanHon  your  alder  tamtMr,  aadbopeyoar|nMdiao 
gtmin. 


'    They  ny  I'm  a  very  Tough  Man. 

Ooi.rriKht    1S7S   I7  E   U.  Uarding.     .     ,. 

Written  end  Couipooad  by  Jiogo. 

Themniiooribls  aoDRcaii  i>«oiitiiii«d  of  E  H  Harding. 

Mo  330  Bowerr.    eppoalta  Prine»  Streot    Mow -York— 

EUgaut  Full  Muilo  Slsa  ttboel  for  10  cents. 

Perhaps  yon  don't  know  who  I  am, 

II  not.  111  let  yon  know —  '  ' 

My  name  is  Pbelim  Etafferty, 
From  the  Ck)uuty  of  Sliga 
I  talk  to  all  the  boys'around. 

And  I  please  them  all  I  can; 
But  when  they  see  me  walking  ont. 
They  say  I'm  a  very  tough  man. 
Chorus  :    They -say  I  m  a  very  tough  man. 

Sure  I  come  from  a  very  tough  olan ; 
I  carry  a  razor  in  my  boot. 
And  they  say  I'm  a  very  tough  man. 

I  work  all  day  and  pay  my  way. 

Wherever  I  may  go  ; 
I  ax  uo  odds  of  woman  or  man. 

As  all  my  friends  well  know  ; 
Tm  up  to  all  th«  youthful  tricka. 

No  matter  how  they  plan  ! 
I  take  a  tumble  and  wipe  my  chin. 

Because  I'm  a  very  tough  man. 

I  walk  the  street  with  dignity, 

Like  a  gentleman  of  fame, 
And  if  the  people  say  I'm  prood. 

Sure  I'm  not  at  all  to  blame  ! 
If  any  young  lad  attempts  to  sneer 

At  me  or  my  Mary  Auu, 
I'll  "  lay  a  jnuotion"  01  his  ear. 

And  he'll  find  I'm  a  very  tough  man. 


Ghonu. 


Choras. 


Deierted  by  the  Waning  Moon. 

Deserted  by  the  waning  moon. 
When  skies  proclaim  night'u  cheerlees  noon. 
On  tower,  or  fort,  or  tented  ground,        . 
ITie  sentry  walks  his  lonely  round. 
And  should  a  footstep  haply  stray 
Where  caution  marks  the  guarded  way. 
Who  goes  there  ?  stranger,  quickly  tell  ; 
A  friend— the  word— good-night— all's  well. 

Or  sailing  on  the  midnight  deep. 
While  weary  messmates  soundly  sleep, 
The  careful  watch  natroles  the  deck. 
To  guard  the  ahip  from  foes  or  wreck  : 
And  while  his  thoughts  oft  homeward  Tser, 
Bome  well  kuown  voice  salutes  his  ear. 
What  cheei  !  oh  !  brother,  quickly  tell  : 
Above  !— below  I— good  night !— all's  weU. 

J.  DIBDia. 


Big  Rubber  Bustle 

Daiij  >  Solo  bj  E>1.  Harrlgaa 


m  sing  of  my  girl,  my  lovely  girl. 

She  could  play  seven  up  and  ronnee  t 
Oue  fault  she  had,  Khe  had  eyen  like  a  shad. 

She  couldn't  set  still  but  she'd  bounce. 
I  shall  never  forget  the  first  time  we  met, 

With  u  wash-tub  she  was  having  a  tussle. 
She  fell  on  the  ground  and  bounced  out  of  town. 

The  gal  with  the  big  rubber  bu8tl& 

I  searched  far  and  near  till  I  fmud  ont  ray  deui 

She  was  stuck  on  the  end  of  a  steeple, 
Hi^h  in  the  sir  she  was  hung  by  the  nair. 

Making  snouts  down  at  the  people. 
A  rope  I  soon  found,  tetched  her  to  the  grcmod. 

It  oaed  up  a  gre:it  deal  of  muncle  ; 
To  the  preacher  wo  8pe<l,  I  was  bound  to  wed 

The  gal  wid  the  injun  rubber  bustle^ 

'When  we  got  to  the  place,  she  wae  red  in  the  &ee  : 

The  preacher  eee  now  den  HI  tie  her  ; 
On  her  bostle  she  dropped,  frough  de  skylight 

bbe  popped 

Like  •  beee  ball  the  boys  cell  a  flyer. 
She  lit  on  a  oload  and  went  out  of  sight,     -    ■ ' 

To  get  into  heaven  she'll  tnsale. 
Elbe  Butde  a  mile  at  a  jnmp.  at  eveiry  thump 

She  got  OD  dat  big  mbber  bustle. 


I'ye  Come  Again  to  Thee. 

B>  O  B  HarooorL         .     -,    | 

Morning  is  dawning,  the  fleecy  eloada  an  fleetisg 

Far  overhead  across  the  aznre  sky  ; 
Here  on  the  old  familiar  gate  I'm  sittings    .::     { 

Thinking  of  when  I  fondly  aaid  "  Oood-bye." 
Time  swift  has  flown  since  huit  we  sadly  parted. 

Still  thou'rt  as  dear  as  ever,  love,  to  me ; 
Time  changes  not  the  love  ot  those  true-hearted  : 

Ix>ng  we  ve  lieen  parted— rve  come  again  to  thee. 

Sadly  I've  oounted  the  houn  far  from  thee,  love  : 

Weary  to  me  did  time  seem  on  the  wing  ; 
Yet  now  'tis  ps^t— no  longer  now  alone,  love  : 

BaniHh  thy  sorrow,  oooe  more  to  thee  I  sing. 
Gladly  I  couie  to  claim  thee,  sweetest  BUlen — 

Soon  shall  the  bells  proclaim  thee,  love,  to  be 
Bride  of  my  heart,  all  other  maids  excelling— 

Long  we've  been  parted— I've  come  again  to  thee. 


Snian,  the  Pride  of  Kildare. 

When  first  from  sea  I  lauded,  I  had  a  roving  mind. 
Undaunted  to  ramble  my  true  love  to  find, 
Wheu  I  mot  pretty  Susan  with  her  cheeks  likea  roae, 
Aud  her  bosom  more  fairer  than  lilies  that  grows. 

Her  keen  eves  did  glitter  as  the  bright  star  of  night, 
Aud  the  robes  she  was  wearing  were  costly  aud  white  ; 
Her  bare  neck  was  shaded  with  her  long  mven  hair. 
They  call  her  pretty  Susan,  the  priue  of  Eildara 

Long  time  her  I'd  coaited  till  I  wasted  my  store. 
Her  love  turned  to  hatred  because  I  was  poor  ; 
She  said  :  "  I  love  another,  whose  fortune  I'll  share. 
80  begone  from  pretty  Susan,  the  pride  of  Kildare  !" 

Oh  !  my  heart  ached  next  morning  as  I  lonely  did  stray, 
I  espied  pretty  Sna<vn  with  a  vonng  lord  so  pay  ; 
And  as  I  passed  by  them  with  mv  mind  full  of  care, 
I  sighed  for  pretty  Susan,  the  pnde  of  Kildare. 

Once  more  on  the  ocean  I  resolved  to  go. 

And  was  bound  to  the  east  with  my  heart  full  of  woe ; 

There  I  beheld  ladies  iu  jewels  so  rare. 

But  uone  like  pretty  Sosan,  the  pride  of  Kildare. 

Sometimes  I  am  jovial,  and  sometimes  I'm  sad. 
Since  my  luve  is  courted  by  some  other  lad  ; 
And  since  we  are  at  a  distance  no  more  I'll  despmir  : 
So  my  blessings  on  my  Sosan,  the  pride  of  Kildivre. 


None  Other  Need  Apply. 

By  Robert  McKnr  Air:     Mabel  Walls 


I  want  a  bean— nnw  please  don't  laogb^ 

I  mean  just  what  I  say  : 
I  am  determined  I  shall  now 

No  longer  single  stay  ; 
But  where  there  are  so  many,  it 

Is  difficult  to  choose— 
Some  may  have  other  fish  to  fry, 

Aud  therefore  me  refuse. 

Spoken:    This  is  the  sort  of  men  I  want :       ''-'"'■ 

Ghoms :    He  must  be  neat,  he  munt  be  sweet. 

His  brains  in  his  head  must  be  ; 
He  must  not  stnre  at  Kirln  whene'er 

He  walks  abroad  with  me. 
He  must  uot  drink,  he  mvtgt  not  think 

When  I  speak,  to  make  reply  ; 
Work  every  day,  give  me  his  pay — 

None  other  need  apply. 

I  fkncy  that  with  such  a  on* 

Life  wonld  a  pleasure  bei,*      •    '      • 
But  where  to  find  jnst  snob  a  man 

Is  what  i>erplexes  me  : 
Ftirhaps  be  may  be  in  the  tbnng 

OoUeoted  here  to-night : 
If  BO,  I  hope  hell  step  right  op—   : 

111  make  the  rest  all  ri«bt 

Spoken :    Bot  dost  totgtt.  gentlsBaaB :      '    ' 

He  most  be  umk,  A& 
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The  Sweet  By-and-By. 

A.  SACBED  BONO. 


There's  h  land  thftt  in  fairer  tb^n  day, 

And  by  faith  we  chii  eee  it  atiir  : 
I'or,  the  Fathur  waits  over  the  wuy  :.• 

To  prepitre  us  a  dwelliug  place  thertt. 

.  ■'..  v"'  '^^  v.- '^■■'   '  ChoEUS.  ■' ;■■:■■'•■"    "     ■,     -: 

■■■■  m  ■  - 
lu  the  sweet  by-and-by, 

We  Hh.iU  meet  ou  that  beantifal  shore  : 
I u  the  Kweet  by-and-by, 

NVti  hUuII  meet  on  that  beautiful  sborau ..: 

We  shall  Mnf»  on  that  heantifi'.l  Rbore 

The  melodious  songs  of  tL.e  lileBt, 
And  our  Bpirits  Hhall  Korrow  no  more. 

Not  a  Kigh  for  the  bl«>i>siu(;  of  rest 

In  the  sweet  by-tuid-by.Jto. 

To  f)nr  bonntiful  Father  above 

We  will  offer  the  tribute  of  praise  ' 

For  tile  glorioui  gift  of  his  love, 

And  the  blewdngs  that  hallow  our  days 

, .        In  the  sweet  by-aud-by,  4o. 

We  sliiill  rest  on  that  bejiuliful  shore. 
In  the  joj's  of  the  saved  we  shall  bhare  ; 

All  our  i)ilgrimaf»e-toil  will  be  o'er, 
Aud  the  conqueror's  cro^Ti  we  shall  wear. 

•    In  the  sweet  by-aud-by,  Ac. 

We  slwll  meet,  we  shall  siiif?,  we  kIi.iII  reign 
lu  the  land  where  the  saved  never  die  ! 

We  shall  rest  free  from  sorrow  and  pa'u,  ■   - 
Safe  at  home  in  the  sweet  by-;iud-by 

In  the  sweet  by-and-by.  &.c. 


The  Day  When  You'll  Forget  Me. 

SoDft  by  Jennie  M»rRin 

Word!  by  -'  MurKtD  "  Mniic  hj  J.  B  TliomM 

TUe  UuKic  U  published  bv  Oliver  Ditson  *  Oo.. 

Buaton    Haaa  ,        Price  40  cents. 


You  call  me  sweet  and  tender  names. 

And  softly  smooth  my  tresses, 
And  all  the  while  my  hap|>y  heart     ' 

BrtitH  lime  to  your  caresses  :  .    . 

You  love  me  in  your  tender  way,       ;   , 

I  ai'Kwer  as  you  let  me : 
But,  ah  !  there  comes  another  day, 

The  day  when  you'll  for<?et  m*— 

The  day  when  you'll  forget  me. 

I  know  that  every  fleeting  hour 

Is  marked  by  thoughts  I  bring  yon, 
I  know  there  dwells  a  nubtle  power 

In  the  swei't  songs  I  sing  j-on  : 
1  do  not  fear  the  darkest  way,  * 

With  those  dear  arms  alH)ut  me : 
Ah  !  no,  I  oul}'  <lread  the  day 

When  yon  can  live  without  me —  : 

When  you  can  live  without  me. 

And  still  yon  call  me  tender  named, 

And  softly  smooth  my  ttesses  : 
And  still  my  happy  answerini;;  heart 

Beats  time  to  your  caresses- 
Hush  !  let  me  put  that  touch  away, 

And  clasp  your  hands  above  mc  % 
So  while  I  ask  to  die  that  day, 

The  day  you  will  not  love  me— 

The  day  yon  will  not  love  ma. 

You  need  not  check  the  thoughts  tbat  riae 

With  darkness  wrapt  about  them  : 
For,  praziuf?  in  your  earnest  eyes. 

My  bt«rt  can  almost  doubt  them.  .   f 

Yet  hush  my  whispers  as  you  may,     .  y 

Such  chidiugs  do  not  fret  me  ;  '  ' 

Ah  !  no,  I  ouly  fear  that  day. 

The  day  wbtin  you'll  forget  m»^  . 

The  day  when  you'll  forget  me. 

What  men  ar^  subject  to  pulmonary  diaiana  ? — 
Tb«  aiidert»kers  ;  they  ar«  addicted  to  coffin. 

They  tt»t  langh  at  ererything,   iH  thej:  that 
tt^  at  •vwytbing,  are  foola  alike. 


Most  We  then  Keet  at  Strangeia  'i 

Words  bT  0«o   Ci>oi>or.     If  atic  bjr  J   R.  Thoni*i 

The  Mngic  it  pnblislied  by  C  R  DltsoD  k  Oa.    711 
BroalwHj.  Nsw  York.  Price  40  C«Dts. 


Must  we  then  meet  rv"  strangen,  ;-      ~"  ■ 

After  our  dretuuii  of  joy  ?  ;  ■     •; 

Oh  !  must  the  love  we  plighted  ':  ,- 

0:ic  bitter  word  destroy  ?         '^--^ 
Life  without  thee  were  lonely  ;        ';"    •; 

Thou  art  my  spirit 'e  sigh—       .  "  V  < 
Bid  no*  aJ"ectiouB  roses 

Wither  and  fade  and  die —         -  ^ 
Oh  !  must  the  love  we  plighted    ., 

One  heedless  word  destroy  ?       .^       ,: 
Mast  wc  then  m^t  as  strangen^      *  ..;. 

After  our  dreams  of  joy  ? 

Can  we  then  meet  as  stmngera, 

When  we  reciiU  the  jmst  ? 
Will  not  its  l)eanteon8  vision 

Deathles.s  in  mem'ry  last  ? 
Give  me  the  smiles  of  gladness 

Once  I  could  fondly  claim  : 
Whisper  with  sweet  affection, — 

Whisper  that  once  loved  name !        ■ 
Oh  !  nmst  the  love  we  pli^hteii 

One  heedless  word  destroy  ? 
Must  we  then  meet  as'strangera,-- 

After  our  dreams  of  joy  ? 
— ^  ^^^-^^»-^^^ 

I'll  Never  go  Courting  Again ! 

Atr-     Twig  of  the  SUsnnon." 


The  fair  sex  were  bom  men  to  wheedle,      :  ^  ;  y 

At  least,  Ko  it  is  my  l>elief ; 
For,  Cupid  shot  darts,  sharp  as  needles. 

Thro"  my  l)osom,  and  brought  me  to  grief. 
To  damsels  I  ve  vowed,  sighed,  and  sermoned. 

Declaring  my  jieace  of  mind  slain  : 
But  in  vain  -so  I'm  retdly  determined  >     ' 

I'll  never  go  oowrting  again ! 

Chobdb.        ^ 
Since  a  partner  for  my  life  to  find  now. 

With  beauty  and  riches,  is  vam. 
Why.  fully  I've  made  up  my  miud,  now, 

I'd  never  go  courting  again. 

A  laundress  my  feelings  did  mangle,      ' 

Too  starchy  my  merits  to  see  ; 
A  greengrocer's  girl  gave  me  turnups, — (tomips} 

A  milliner  bonnetted  me  ! 
A  fair  com-cutter  chaffed  me  till  nearly         ; 

Of  cold  poison  I  took  a  cup  :  ,     :^  ^ 

And  a  model  policeman's  nice  daughter 

Took  me  down— then  her  Pa.  took  me  up. 

Since  a  partner,  &c 

A  pawnbroker's  heiress  I  courted. 

Pledged  my  word,  and  the  question  did  pop  : 
Dat  the  "  uncle  "  said  he  wouldn't  "  back  me," 

I  wasn't  the  ticket,  to  "stop." 
An  auctioner's  daughter  I  tried  for. 

Thinking  soon  in  wedlock  to  drown  :       ;  '^ 
But  her  lather  he  called  me  a  "bad  lot,"      ^ 

And,  eveutuallj',  knocked  me  down  I  ^■':',' 

Since  a  partner,  Ac 

A  lawyer's  niece,  next,  I  admired, 

But  brief  he  made  my  W(X)ing  spec  :  ■  V 

To  a  banker's  ward  then  I  aspired. 

Bat  got  from  the  banker  a  check,  (^cheqoe) 
A  publican  said  other  measuran  _ 

For  his  girl  he'd  to  carry  out : 
And  a  baker  he  gave  me  a  "  buster,"' 

With  a  "brick,"  sent  me  roll-ing  about 

-, -,  •       ;      Since  a  partner,  Ac 

A  dairymaid  I  went  a  conrting,  , 

The  cream  of  all,  with  eyes  sky-blue,     :   J   ,  i'^ :  ; 
No  milk  of  human  kindness  she  pouoosnad, 

Fr  >m  there  I'd  to  walk  my  c hulks,  too  : 
Where  I  ooortad,  I  tried  with  the  Pa.  thera 

Always  on  a  par  with  him  to  shine : 
But,  geuerdUy,  there  was  some  Ma.  ther%  .-. 

W^  mana^jed  to  mar  my  design.  "      '  ' 

Since  a  partner,  Ac. 

I  eonrt«d  a  bntehar'a  graod-danghter, 
Witb  good  heart  and  pluck,  in  tfa«  ahop, 

And  asked  for  a  staka  in  tba  bnrinaai, 
Bat  he  threatened  t«  give  mo  a  obop  ! 


A  young  wijUow  I  thed  to  win  her, 
Who'd  houses,  lands,  and  title  deeds  : 

But  1  smolged,  so  she  said  she'd  keep  her  owi^ 
Objecting  too  much  to  my  "  Weeds." 

Sinoea  partner  Ac 


Hioagh 


But  Btin,  mongh  Fve  often  been  jilted, 

]  don't  lliiiik  I'll  die  in  despair. 
Nor  go,  thgongh  the  whole  of  existence^ 

Living  oil  liachelor's  lure. 
So  if  any  youthful  rich  l>eauty 

Will  graeiously  smile  me  u^ion. 
To  wed  1  shall  think  it  my  duty. 

If  not,  I  iw  ill  keep  singing  on. 

Since  a  paitao;  Ao. 


I  Tickled  :  ,T  Under  tk.  Chin. 

Wi  tteu.  compiited  and  sudi;  by  Qarrjr  Monti 
pnUiaUed  bj  O.  P.  Bacjkiuln.  713  Eightk 


Had 


I  met  a  fair  charmer,  a  few  weeks  ago. 

In  a  Madison  Avenue  stage  : 
Hi-r  style  and  her  flguro  it  pleased  me,  j'on 

She  wasijust  about  the  right  age. 
As  we  wer^  alone,  I  suggasted  to  her. 

In  lerniii  quite  polite  and  refined. 
That  I'd  be  most  Uiippy  to  see  her  safe  home. 

She  said—"  ves,  if  you'll  bo  so  kind." 

S]x>ken  :  So  I  t<x)k  the  young  lady  to  h«r  liome, 
she  iuvited  aie  in,  and  I  spent  a  very  pleaaant  evaaiog, 
aud  just  before  I  .eft— 

Ckobitb. 

I  tiekled  her  under  the  ehin, 

I  tickled  again  and  again  :  — TZrpeal 

She  did  not  s>\y  no,  she  liked  it,  roa  knew  ■ 

When  I  tickled  her  under  the  chin. 

I  called  by  appointment  (o  see  her,  next  day, 

And  asked  her  if  she'd  tjike  a  drive. 
She  said -■"  I'm  delighted,  that's  just  what  I  wattt—" 

And  in  (i  moment  wiis  clo-«  by  my  side. 
Now  drivitig,  you  know,  m.'ikes  your  appetite  keen. 

So  wbeil  we  got  liack,  to  Delmonico's  we  went. 
And  I  ordered  some  oysters  and  wine. 

Spoken  c  Yea.  we  bad  a  delightfol  soppar  to> 
pother,  aud  after  supper  wheu  the  wine  ooniutenoed 
to  make  her  cheeks  rosy,  i  reached  aoroas  the  table, 
and  1 —    : 

1  Tickled  ker  under  the  cbing  ix. 

Now  I  see  her  quite  oflen,  aud  you  won't  hesaiptised 

I'hat  oitr  Irieudship  ripened  so  fast  : 
For,  I  fonbd  that  in  tier  I  really  have  met 

A  dear,  darling  creature  at  last  : 
And  our  love  grows  stnmger.  day  after  day. 

We're  g|r>ing  to  Iw  married  next  June, 
And  Tt  all  ^me  about,  through  that  queer  little  IMy, 

ThU  I  tickled  her  imder  the  djin. 

Spoken  :  So  lost  night  when  she  bid  me'good- 
bye,  at  the  front  doo»,  she  said  -"  Charley,  yon  dear 
good  fellov^,  I'll  never  loiget  the  first  time  that  you — 

Tickle<1  me  under  the  chin. 

That  you  tickled  me  under  the  chin, 
I  didn't  say  no -for,  I  liked  it,  you  know, 

Wheu  Ton  tickled  me  under  the  chin." 
When  I  tickled  her  under  the  chin,  -    . 

I  tickled  again  and  again. 
She  did  not  say  no— for,  she  liked  it,  yon  koov. 

When  X  tickled  her  uuder  the  chin. 

Spoken  :    This  is  the  moral  of  the  atoiy  i 

Yon  all  hftve  a  chance  for  adventnFee  like  tlil% 

With  the  charming  young  ladies  yon  meet, 
And  yon'll  find  on  an  average  that  five  oat  of  In 

Won't  object  to  a  drive  and  a  treat ; 
But  pray  let  me  give  yon  one  pieee  of  adviae  ■• 

Wb«i  a  girl's  loving  kiss  yon  would  win, 
Jost  do  it  quite  gently  and  doo't  be  too  roogi^ 

When  yon  tiokle  her  nnder  the  chin. 

CaosTB. 

When  yon  tickle  her  imder  the  cbia. 
When  yon  tickla  bar  under  the  ohin  :— 
Jost  do  it  quite  gaptly  and  don't  be  too 
Wbau  yoa  tioUa  bar  oodar  tbe  ohia. 


i 


946 


THE    SliKGERS'    JOUHJfAL.. 


Shakspeore'a  Seven  Ages  of  Man. 

Onr  immortal  poet's  page  says  that  otl  the  world'H 

a  8tage, 
Aud  that  men,  with  all  their  airs,  ara  nothing 

mjre  thau  players, 
Each  tisiug  skill  and  art,  iu  his  tnm  to  play  his  part, 
AH  to  fill  up  the  farcical  ttceue,  O  ! 
Euter  here,  exit  there,  stand  in  view,  mind  your  cae  : 

Hey  down,  ho  down,  derry  derry  down,  all  to  fill 

up  the  faroicul  scene,  O ! 

First,  the  infant  on  the  lap,  mewling,  pewliug 

for  its  pap, 
Like  the  rabbit  which  we  truss,  is  swiiddled  by  its  uunte, 
W  ho  to  please  the  puppet  tries  uii  he  giggles  aud  he  cries. 
All  to  fill  up  the  fitrcical  sceue,  O  !       (Child  cricK.) 
Hush-ii-by,  wipe  an  eye,  kiss  a  pretty,  ntusu't  fretty. 

Spoken  :  It  wiw  its  own  mamma's  pn-tty,  pretty 
little  darling,  aud  if  he's  a  good  boysy  poiKV,  he  shall 
go  ridey  pidey  iu  coachy  iKjachy. 

Hey  dowu,  ho  down,  Slc 

Theu  the  pretty  babe  of  grace,  with  his  shining 

moruiug  face, 
Aud  his  satchet  on  his  back,  to  Hchool,  alas ! 

most  pack, 
>Miile,  like  a  snail  be  creeps,  and  f<  >r  black 

Monday  weejw. 
All  to  fill  up  the  farcical  scene,  O  ! 
Book  mislaid,  truant  played  ;  rod  iu  pickle  'm  to  tickle. 

Spoken  :  "  Come  np,  sirrah,  and  say  your  lesson. 
What  letter  is  that?"— "A."  "  Well,  sir,  whatisthe 
next  ?"—  "  That,  sir."  "  It  is  not  that,  sir— it  is  this, 
sir—  (giving  a  cuflf. )  Now  Hi)ell  K-i-r-m-i-n-g-h-ii-m. 
Now,  sir,  what  dties  that  speU?--  (Another  cnff.)  - 
"  Birmiugham,  sir."  "  Put  out  y(>urli;iuil,  thtirt),  sir, 
(striking).     It's  Brumagem,  sir." 

Hey  down,  ho  dowu,  Ac 

Then  the  lover  next  appears,  soused  ovf  r  he«d  and  oars. 
Like  a  lobster  iu  the  fire,  sighing  ready  to  expire  : 
With  a  deep  hole  iu  his  heart,  you  might  through 

it  drive  a  cart, 
AU  to  fill  up  the  farcical  scene,  O  ! 
Boiiuty  spurns  him,  passion  burnH  him,  like  a 

wijard,  eats  his  gizzard. 
t 

Spoken  :  Oh  !  my  most  adorable  Amelia,  had  I 
words  sufficiently  strong  to  exprem  my  admiration  of 
your  beauty,  you  would  at  once  believe  me  your  de- 
voted lover,  and  complete  my  bliss  by  flying  to  his 
arms  who  must  ever  pine  for  the  possession  of  that 
uugelic  form.  Hey  dowu,  ho  down,  &c. 

Than  the  soldier,  ripe  for  plunder,  breathing 

slaughter,  blood,  and  thunder. 
Like  a  cat  among  the  mice,  kicks  a  dust  up  iu  a  trice  ; 
Talks  of  nought  bat  streaming  veins,  shattered 

limbs  and  scattered  brains, 
AU  to  fill  up  the  fSkrcical  scene,  O  ! 
Fight  or  fly,  run  or  die,  pop  or  pelter,  helter  stelter. 

Spoken  :  Aye,  I  shall  never  forget  the  Itutt  battle 
I  was.iu,  such  marching  and  oonuter-marching,  np 
the  hill,  aud  dowu  the  hill— right  and  left,  flank  and 
rear.  Bless  your  heart  I  I  have  fought  up  to  my 
kuees  in  blood  ;  and  at  the  very  la.st  battle  I  fought 
iu,  I  had  six  horsee  shot  under  me— saw  my  com- 
rades mown  down  like  hay,  and  just  as  a  twenty-four 
juMinder  was  couiiug  towards  me,  I  drew  my  broiid- 
sword  -  cut  it  right  iu  two  oue  half  went  up  in  the 
air,  aud  the  other  half  went— 

Hey  down,  ho  down,  Ac. 

Theu  the^stice  in  bis  chair,  with  his  broad  aud 

vacant  stare. 
His  wig  of  foraaal  cut,  and  his  l^elly  like  a  but. 
Well  liued  with  turtle  hush,  callipee  snd  CAllipasb, 
All  to  fill  up  tbe  farcicid  scene,  O  ! 
Thief  aud  trail,  pimp  aud  cull,  at  his  nod,  go  to  quod. 

Spoken  :  "  Now,  tdrrab,  what's  your  name  ?" — 
"  Johu."— "John what?"-  "No,  sir,  notJohn  What. 
John  ThomM."— "  Well,  Johu  Thomas,  what  rieht 
had  yon  to  tak*  libs«tifls  with  that  young  woman  ?'  — 
"I.  uxr—"Ym,  dr.  yoo,  sir."— "Oh  !  lord,  sir."— 
•■  Yoa  are  aaaeg,  ar,— oOoer.  take  otf  that  fellow." 

Bey  down,  ho  down,  Ac. 

Then  the  slinMnd  pantak»n,  in  life's  doll  afternoon, 
"With  spectadi  oa  noee  nbrunk  shank  in  youthfiU  hose. 
His  voice  one*  Mg  and  round  uow  whistles  in  the  sound, 
All  to  fill  up  tlM  iuroical  scene.  O  ! 
Ti^r  spent,  body  bsnt,  sbi^lting  aoddls,  iriddls  vaddls. 


S|x>ken  :  Aye,  times  are  altered  now  ;  old  folks 
are  laughed  at,  and  boys  alone  are  reepected.  Ho  ! 
ho  !  ho !— dear  me !  bow  my  cough auuoys  me— Ho ! 
ho  !  ho !  '  Hey  down,  ho  down,  Ac. 

Then  to  finish  up  the  play,  second  childho<Hl 

leada  the  way, 
And  like  sheep  that's  got  the  rot,  all  oar  senses 

go  to  pot  ; 
When  death  amongst  us  pops,  and  down  the 

curtain  dro^is, 
AU  to  fill  up  the  farcical  scene,  O! 
Then  the  coffin  we  move  off  ia,  while  the  bell 

tolls  the  kucll  ; 

Spoken  :  And  thus  the  scene  finishes  ;  then  while 
we  are  here, 'why  shouldn't  we  SBJoy  life?  Aud  how 
can  we  do  better  than  aasemble,  as  we  have  dont*,  to 
enjoy  a  soug  and  endet^vor  to  make  each  other  hap])y, 
siugiug —  Hey  down,  ho  dowu,  Ac. 


Beaatiful  Snow. 


Ths  following  is  an  account  of  the  origiu  and 
publication  of  these  beautiful  Hues,  prououuced  by 
the  London  Spectator  to  be  "  the  finest  Americiiu 
poem  ever  writteu."  and  uow  goiug  the  rounds  again, 
baa  been  attributed  to  various  authors,  ;.ud  amnug 
them  Miss  Dora  Shaw.  Miss  Shaw  is  not  the 
authoress. 

In  the  early  part  of  the  war,  one  dark  Saturday 
morning  in  the  dead  of  winter,  there  died,  at  the 
Commercial  Hospital  iu  Cincinnati,  a  young  wom:ui, 
over  whose  head  only  two  aud  twenty  summers  had 
passed.  She  had  beien  once  possessed  of  au  enviable 
share  of  beauty,  and  had  been,  as  she  her>«'lf  sjiys  : 
"flattered  and  sought  for  the  charms  of  her  face  ;" 
but,  alas  !  upon  her  fair  brow  has  long  been  written 
that  terrible  word—  "  prostitute  !"  Ouce  the  pride  of 
respectjible  parentage,  her  first  wrong  step  was  the 
small  begiuuiug  of  the  "same  old  story  over  again," 
which  has  been  the  only  life-history  of  thousands  — 
Highly  educated  and  aoconiplished  iu  mauners,  she 
might  have  shoue  iu  the  best  society  ;  But  the  enl 
hour  that  proved  her  ruin,  was  but  the  door  from 
childhood,  aud  having  upent  a  young  life  iu  disp;racs 
and  nhauie,  the  poor  friendless  oue  died  the  melan- 
choly death  of  a  l)roken-hearte<l  outcast. 

Amoug  her  {tersonal  effects  was  found  in  manu- 
script the  "Beautiful  Snow,"  which  was  immediately 
carried  to  Eiios  B.  Reed,  a  gentleman  of  culture  aud 
literary  tjwtes,  who  was  at  the  time  editor  of  the 
National  Union.  Iu  the  columns  of  that  paper,  on  the 
morning  of  the  day  following  the  girl's  denth,  the 
poem  apjieared  in  print  for  the  first  time.  Wheu  the 
paper  containing  the  poem  came  out  on  Sunday 
morning,  the  body  of  the  poor  victim  had  not  yet  re- 
ceived  burial  "The  attention  of  Thomas  Buchauau 
Bead,  oue  of  the  first  of  our  American  poets,  was 
soon  directed  to  the  newly  published  lines,  and  wa.s 
Ko  takeu  with  their  stirring  pathos  that  he  immediately 
proceeded  to  the  hoipital,  from  whence  he  followed 
the  corpse  to  its  flual  resting  place. 


Oh  !  the  snow,  the  beautiful  snow  I . 
Filling  the  sky  and  earth  below  ; 
Over  the  house-topci,  over  the  street. 
Over  the  beads  of  the  people  you  meet. 
Dancing,  flirting,  skimming  along. 
Beautiful  snow  I  it  can  do  no  wrong  ; 
Flying  to  kiss  a  fair  lady's  cheek. 
Clinging  to  lipe  in  a  frolicksome  freak. 
Beautiful  snow  from  the  heaven  aboTS, 
Pore  as  au  angel,  but  fickle  as  love  I 

Oh  !  the  snow,  the  beftnti^ll  snow  ! 

How  the  flakes  gather  and  laugh  as  they  go  ! 

Whirling  about  in  their  maddening  fun. 

They  play  in  their  glee  with  every  one. 

Chasing,  laughing,  hurrying  by. 

It  lights  on  the  face  and  it  si^rklea  the  eye ; 

And  even  the  dogF,  with  a  bark  and  a  bound. 

Snap  at  the  crystals  that  eddy  around  ; 

The  town  is  ahve  and  its  heart  in  a  glow 

To  welcome  the  coming  of  t)eautiful  auow  I 

How  the  wild  cnrnd  iroee  swaying  along. 
Hailing  each  other  with  humor  and  M>ng ! 
How  the  gay  sledges,  like  meteora.  floah  by, 
Bright  for  a  moment,  then  loHt  to  the  eye — 
BiBging,  swinging,  dashing  they  go 


Over  the  cmat  at  the  beautiful  snow  ;      '  ;  •  •': 
Snow  so  pure  when  it  falls  from  the  sky, 
To  be  tnimple<l  in  mud  by  the  crowd  rushing  by. 
To  be  trampled  and  tracked  by  the  thonsauds  offset. 
Till  it  blends  with  the  filth  in  the  horrible  street. ' 


Once  I  was  pure  as  the  snow — but  I  fell !        .  .1 
Fell,  like  the  snow  flakes,  from  heaven  to  beO  ; 
Fell  to  be  trampled  as  filth  in  the  street ; 
Fell  to  be  scoffed,  to  be  spit  on  and  beat. 
Pleading,  cursiug,  dreading  to  die. 
SeUiug  my  soul  to  whoever  wiU  buy  ; 
Dealing  iu  shame  for  a  morsel  of  bread. 
Hating  the  living  and  fearing  the  dead  ; 
ilerciful  Got! !  have  I  faUeu  so  low  ? 
And  yet  I  was  onoo  like  the  beautiful  snow  ^ 


Once  I  was  fair  as  the  beautiful  snow, 
With  nu  eye  like  its  crj'stTd,  a  heart  like  its  glow  ; 
Once  I  was  loved  for  my  innocent  grace. 
Flattered  and  e>ou;{lit  for  tlie  charms  of  my  &ofl  I 
Father,  mother,  sisters,  all,  1 

Go<l  and  myself,  I  have  lust  by  my  fall  ; 
And  tlio  veriest  wretch  that  goes  bhiveriug  oy. 
Will  mnku  a  wide  swotip  Wst  I  w.iuder  too  nigh  ; 
For,  of  I'll  thai  is  on  or  about  me  I  kuow. 
There's  nothing  that's  pure  but  the  beautiful  enow. 

How  Htrange  it  should  be  that  the  beautiful  snow 
Should  tall  on  a  binuer  with  no  where  to  go  ! 
How  stntuge  it  should  be,  if,  ere  night  comeji  iigaiu. 
The  suow  nud  tlie  ice  strike  luy  desperate  brain  ; 
Fainting,  freeziu'^',  dying  nloup. 
Too  wicked  for  pniyor,  too  weak  for  my  miau 
To  l>o  heard  iu  the  crash  of  the  crazy  town, 
Gone  mad  iu  the  joy  of  the  snow  coming  domi, 
I  should  lie  aud  should  die  in  my  terrible  woe. 
With  a  bed  aud  a  shroud  of  the  beautiful  snow  ! 

Helpless  and  foul  as  the  trampled  snow,  ■ 

Sinner,  des{)air  not :  Christ  stoopeth  low 

To  rescue  the  soul  that  is  lost  iu  its  sin, 

Aud  raise  it  to  life  and  enjoyment  again. 

Groaning,  blee<liug,  dying  fi>r  thee. 

The  Crucified  Hiuig  on  the  accursed  tree, 

His  accents  of  mercy  fell  soft  on  thine  ear — 

Is  there  mercy  for  me  ?  will  He  heed  my  prayer  ? 

O  God  !  iu  the  stream  that  for  sinners  did  flow, 

Wi)£h  me,  aud  I  shaU  be  whiter  than  the 

beautiful  suont. 


The  Donovans.  I' 

CopyrlKbt,  1870   by  £.  H    Harding. 
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We  came  from  dear  old  Ireland, 
We're  strangers  in  this  land  ; 
We  know  tilat  all  Americans 
Put  forth  a  welcome  hand 
To  the  poor  of  suffering  Ireland, 

Time  aud  time  again  > 
We  thank  you  for  our  conntrTmen, 
And  Donovan  Is  our  name  ! 
Cborus  :     We're  the  Donovans  !  we're  the  Donovans 
From  the  emerald  ii;le  aecroes  the  Kea  ; 
We're  the  Donovans  !  We're  the  Donovans 
From  a  noble  family. 

Our  ancestors  were  noble 

In  the  days  of  King  O'Neal  ; 
They  fought  for  Eriu's  freedom 

In  a  suit  of  sUver  maU  ; 
Aud  royal  blood  flows  in  onrTeini, 

We're  proud  of  that  self-same  ; 
We  introduce  ourselves  to  yoa, 

Donovan  is  oar  name. 


I 
!  I 


Chorus. 


0  Erin  !  lovwly  Erin, 

Bright  diamond  of  the  i 
We  always  sing  your  praiss^  - 

Wherever  we  may  be  ; 
From  the  lovely  banks  of  Shannan 

To  America  we  came. 
To  look  aroand  and  settle  down,  . 

i^nd  Donovan  is  our  name  t 


Ccrksarewi  have  sunk 
jaoksts  bare  evar  saved. 


people  thaaaort 


^*'j«B?r 
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He  tv'iuet]  his  arms  about  me  vith  a  fre<Nlo«i 
whieli  u0  gnod  mau  n<)eii  except  tttwardK  bia  nifa. 
I  L>t;iit  mff  hvad  down  aud  ma<le  aotao  ivply,  xt  hiob 
wiiKti't  vt^rj'  audible,  I  Nupptwe,  for  he  dkln't  taka 
mtic-b  udtioe,  but  commenced  talking  again. 

But  I  kuow  tbey  are  Lulchiug  a  plot  to  takd 
you  Rwat  from  me,  my  dailiui;  IVt."  beoontiunad. 
••  Dou't  let  tbem  do  it.  Bf  my  wifr,  my  preciona 
little  wife,  to-morruw  ;  aud  tlieu  all  tli«  old  luaidn 
iu  Christeudom  can  do  im  no  Lxrm.  lu  twelve 
bouiv  w^  may  defy  tbem  to  do  tbeir  woixt.  Wiiat 
do  yon  ^y— shall  we  be  married  to-mon-ow?  1 
CHUie  iu  a  curria^e,  wbicb  ia  wnitiui;  at  tbe  band. 
Let  us  go  aud  Ktay  at  Itoxeville  to>ui^ht  Cone, 
diirliuis',  couiu !  Yon  abull  nev^r  l>e  ttorvy  fur  it,  I 
l)rouiifie,you  ;  trust  me." 

1  fell  |ii;;bly  offended.  I  woudrr  1  didn't  atrike 
him.     Bi:t  1  afrnke  quite  8bar}>ly,  1  iM^nre  yuu. 

"  TbiiJ  will  do,  Mr.  Faue.  Tliin  seemN  t*  Iw  a 
case  of  biiistakeu  identity.  Mi^n  (JrohVi-uor  is  iu 
tbe  bouiiu.  i>racti>!in>;  her  music  lett-^in.  I  am  Miiw 
Luciiidit  lliiy,  b»T  govtrucHK,  Yi>u  know  uie  by 
si^bt,  I '  pruHume  ; "  aud  I  put  up  the  muak-veil 
and  looked  at  him. 

He  stiired  at  lue  ao  still  iih  a  Htatne.  after  thu 
start  with  which  he  had  reliuquiKbeil  uiy  WHint. 

"  Mistaken  identity,"  he  exoLiimed 

"  True,"  I  replied,  aud  I  tbeu  nuvv  bim  a  piece 
of  my  miud.  I  told  him  that  I  knew  him  fnra  bad, 
unprincipled  fellow,  unfit  for  tbe  anoii-ly  of  any 
decent  girl.  I  gave  bim  one  or  two  glimiMes  of  bi« 
past  lifev  as  clear  an  if  in  a  mirror,  aud  even  naaad 
tbe  young  girla  whom  be  bad  led  aatray,  aud  I 
actually  could  see  him  nbake  aa  I  proceeded  : — 

"  I  ahtill  telegraph  to  Mr.  Groaveuur  to-night,  and 
he  will  be  here  to-mom>w  evening.  Kyou  ever  at- 
tempt $notber  imstiiut  of  iuterconne  with  bia 
daughter  he  will  fiud  you  out  aud  hoisewhip  yoa 
within  an  iuch  of  j-our  life  !" 

I  waa  in  a  p^reat  piiKHion.  I  felt  aa  Etrong  aa  a 
giant,  a$  I  watched  him  walking  off. 

Well,  I  did  not  telegraph  to  Mr.  Gronrenor,  be- 
CAn.se  I  felt  there  would  be  no  uee<l  ;  aud  there  waa 
noup-  Glyndon  Faue  left  the  neighborhood  nert 
day,  and  never  has  returue<L 

Pet  dropped  a  little  for  a  few  wceka,  but  she 
wasu't  of  the  melancholy,  t«uacioua  type  who  make 
tbemselvea  unhappy  for  what  would  tuake  tbem  au 
with  reason  if  they  had  it  she  did  not  die  of  a 
broken  heart,  but  took  up  with  her  old  lovern  agaiu, 
aud  in  three  months  had  quite  forgotten  Glyudou 
Fane. 

She  was  my  pnpil  for  two  years  longer,  and  then 
she  went  abroad  with  an  aunt,  and  waa  gone  two 
yean  more.  Meanwhile  Mordauut  Meadowa' 
father  had  taken  him  into  the  firm,  and  Mordaunt 
waH  sent  to  Paris.  When  he  came  back  he  and  Pet 
were  enf^aged,  with  her  father's  permiiwion. 

Three  months  after  she  came  home  they  were 
married. 

Long  after,  I  told  her  about  Glyndon  Fane. 

"Oh  !  you  good,  kind  friend  ;  it  was  a  fortanata 
escape  for  me,  wasn't  it?"  she  said.  "I  waa  only 
a  child,  and  an  innocent  one,  and  I  feel  that  I  oame 
very  near  my  ruin." 


Little  MiM  Bay.  "^  ■ 

I  am  little  Miss  Bay.  Used  to  be  governess  at 
Mr.  Peter  Grosvenor's  when  his  daughter — now 
Mrs.  Mordaimt  Meadows— was  in  her  teens.  A 
dreadful  little  flirt  she  was,  iu  short  dresses. 
There's  a  great  difference  iu  girls,  let  me  assure  j'ou. 
Some  are  children  at  sixteeu  ;  I  kuew  a  girl  of 
seventeen  who  played  with  her  doll  on  the  sly. 
Othera  are  coquettes  at  ten. 

Pet  wa9  one  of  tbe  latter  kind. 

What  was  her  name?  Well,  properly,  she  was 
Petrouel,  for  they  had  expected  a  boy  when  she 
was  born,  aud  had  him  all  named  Peter  Grosvenor, 
junior  ;  uud  when  the  child  proved  a  girl,  they 
•lime  as  near  as  possible  in  giving  her  a  name. 
Her  fixtber  always  called  her  Petrouel.  Everybody 
else  called  her  Pet.     I  always  did. 

At  fourteen  she  bud  no  mother,  and  I  came  to 
Poppywalks  to  take  charge  of  her  education.  You 
never  saw  auythiug  like  the  striugs  of  little  gal- 
lants that  child  had  then,  to  take  her  to  picnics, 
to  attend  her  to  church,  to  invite  her  to  drive.  Mr. 
Qrosvcnor  did  not  care— seemed  to  be  amused  by 
it  ;  but  I  was  much  shocked  aud  sincerely  sorry. 
Of  course  the  child's  head  was  full  of  lovers,  aud 
nothing  else. 

I  talked  with  Mr.  Grosvenor  about  it. 

He  said  that  he  knew  that  Petrouel  was  fond  of 
society — young  society  ;  her  mother  had  been.  He 
didn't  see  any  harm  iu  it.  He  kuew  I  should  find 
that  the  child  would  study. 

Well,  she  did  learn  her  lessons  somehow  ;  I  can't 
say  I  ever  saw  her  study.  She  was  quick,  with  a 
gr^P  of  mental  power,  like  all  her  faiher's  fumilv. 
Aud  she  was  very  apt  at  music  :  that  delighted  her 
father,  and  while  she  improved  in  that,  I  think  he 
wouldn't  have  taken  it  to  heart  if  she  learned  no- 
thing else. 

I  began  by  being  dissatisfied  with  my  charge  ;  but 
I  couldn't  find  much  fault  with  Pet  She  liked  to 
plsase— to  please  me  as  well  as  her  father  aud  her 
admirers— aud  so  did  her  tasks  every  day,  and 
was  always  respectful  and  sweet-tempered,  and  I 
learned  to  love  her  dearly.  So  perhaps  I  was  uot 
the  less  anxious  about  the  child's  welfare,  und 
closely  observed  her  outgoings  aud  incomings  at 
Poppj'walks.  For  Mr.  Grosveuor  bad  never  given 
me  authority  over  Pet's  conduct,  only  so  far  as  I 
w;\a  eoucerued  as  a  teacher. 

.Sic  w:is,  iu  reality,  the  little  mistress  of  the 
li  ti.iv;  isiit  at  the  head  of  her  father's  table,  played 
li<).-<le>..'<  to  his  guests  with  very  good  grace.  And 
men  of  sixty  did  homage  to  her  just  as  boys  of  six- 
teeu did.  I  used  to  think  so  much  attention,  such 
flatter,' aud  compliments,  would  spoil  her  ;  but  she 
WHS  one  of  those  uuchaugeable  people  whom  tiotbiug 
seemed  to  alter—  she  was  herself  always.  I  reully 
don't  see  much  change  in  Mrs.  Meadows,  now  that 
she  is  thirty,  aud  tbe  mother  of  a  family.  She  is 
the  same  sweet  wiuuiug  creature  she  always  was. 

Well,  tbe  time  came  when  I  knew  all  Pet's 
favorites,  aud  I  CJiu't  say  that  I  ever  kuew  any 
harm  of  them.  Mordauut  Meadows  at  fifteen  was 
quite  a  favorite  of  mine,  aud  I  really  hoiked  that, 
when  the  young  folks  were  of  a  proper  age,  some- 
thing would  come  of  his  visit  to  Poppywalks. 

Ou  Pet's  fifteenth  birthday,  Mr.  Grosveuor  gave 
his  daughter  a  birthday  party.  There  were  several 
strangers  to  be  preseut  ou  this  ocawion  —  among 
tbem  a  yoimg  man  who  was  visiting  the  Elberts. 
Glyndon  Fane  they  said  his  name  was.  He  was 
twenty-five  years  old,  very  handsome  aud  bold- 
looking. 

He  evidently  took  a  great  fancy  to  Pet  ;  and, 
though  I  did  not  sue  her  much  in  biscompiny  that 
eveumg,  he  cakd  the  next  morning,  and  Kbe  asked 
leave  to  be  excused  from  her  French  lesson  for  half 
an  hour  to  go  down  to  see  him.  As  she  evidently 
did  not  feel  much  inclined  for  studying  after  tbe 
previoos  night's  exciteraeut.  I  consented,  though 
Mr.  Fane  bad  not  recommended  Limself  to  me, 
aud  I  was  uot  ple«iied  that  he  had  called. 

But  he  came  to  Popp.\  walks  oflen,  aud  Pet  frft- 
qnently  went  to  walk  or  drivd  with  him — sometimea 
la  a  party,  as  often  alone.  I  really  thought  it  veiy 
improper,  and,  if  Mr.  Grotrveuor  had  beeu  at  home, 
should  bare  remonstrated  with  bim  a^^uinst  it ;  bat 
he  had  gone  abri«d  for  throe  month.'^ 

Aa  I  have  said,  I  bad  no  authority  over  Pet.  If 
I  had,  I  aboukl  oartainly  have  naed  it,  for  Glyuten 
had  looks  and  ways  that  made  me  absolutely  a&aid 


of  him. 

He  was  a  pasionate,  dissolute  fellow,  and  his 
wealth  aud  even  high  family  connections  did  not 
render  him  a  snitable  companion  for  a  young  girl 
who,  in  spite  of  her  position  of  general  favorite, 
had  been  brought  up  in  ooautry  simplicity,  and  was 
pure  aud  guileless.  For  the  longer  1  knew  Pet  tbe 
better  I  understood  her  :  aud  instead  of  thinking 
her  he.urtless,  as  I  once  did,  I  found  it  was  her 
genuine  affability  that  made  her  society  so  sought 
alter  by  young  gentlemen,  who  always  like  good- 
tempered  girls. 

Mr.  Olydon  Fane  was  very  different  from  Pet's 
boy-lovers,  and  I  soon  noticed  that  he  bad  much  iu- 
flueuoe  over  her.  She  would  blush  at  the  mention 
of  his  uame,  as  I  saw  her  blush  at  no  other.  She 
wore  bis  color — rose-pink.  The  ouly  time  I  ever 
saw  her  vexed  was  wheu  old  Jadith,  the  house- 
keeper, meaning  no  harm,  threw  out  some  fading 
blush-roses  which  he  had  sent  to  her. 

"But  they  are  faded.  Miss  Pet,"  said  Judith. 
"  and  there  are  pleuty  of  fresh  ones  in  the  garden. " 

"  What  if  they  are  faded  ?  I  want  to  keep  them. 
I  wish  you  would  let  my  things  tdoue  !"  she  cneil, 
angrily. 

But  her  tender  heart  rebuked  bier  almost  in- 
stantly for  her  harsh  words,  and  she  followed  old 
Judith  iuto  tbe  hall,  aud  cried  with  her  arms  around 
her  neck,  aud  kissed  her  wrinkled  cheeks  a  hundrevl 
times  ;  for  the  old  woman  had  tended  aud  uursed 
her  dead  mother. 

But  there  certainly  was  a  chauge  iu  Pet ;  she 
was  ners'ouR,  absent-minded,  abstnicted.  1  begged 
her,  meaningly,  not  to  sit  up  so  late  ;  for  she  was 
with  Mr.  Faue  iu  the  )>arlor  evury  evening  nntil 
teu  or  eleven  o'clock.  She  bliisbtHl,  but  made  uo 
answer. 

Tbeu  I  did  a  very  unwise  thing.  I  told  her  that 
I  had  beard  evil  reports  of  Mr.  Glyndou  Faue,  and 
1  did  uot  think  bim  a  suitable  associate  for  a  young 
lady.  She  never  could  bear  to  hear  evil  sjwken  of 
a  person,  aud  of  course  she  i-esente<l  my  insinua- 
tions and  defended  him  warmly.  His  words  or 
manner  never  bad  offended  her,  she  said  ;  she  did 
uot  believe  the  tales  I  heanl  hud  any  truth. 

Thus  a  coldness  sprang  up  between  Pet  and  me, 
though  I  was  deeply  grieved,  ami  yeametl  over  her 
iu  my  heart. 

But  one  (lay,  Glyndou  Fane's  aunt.  Miss  Jemima 
Elbert,  called  ou  me.  We  had  been  at  school 
together,  and  she  was  one  of  those  who  never  forget 
old  frieudsbii>s. 

"Glyndou  comes  here  to  see  Pet,  I  hear,"  she 
said.     "You  must  watch  him  ;  be  is  a  sad  boy." 

"  What  has  he  doue  amiss  '!""  I  said,  as  quietly  as 
I  could. 

"  Ahk  me  rather  what  he  hasn't  done.  Though 
be  is  my  nephew,  I  kuow  bim  to  be  one  of  the  most 
reckless  of  young  men.  My  sister  Ellen  spoiled 
him,  indulged  him  iu  his  childhood.  Ask  Roland 
BiitLburu,  who  knew  him  iu  Loudon." 

Now,  Roland  Rathlrurn.  my  own  nephew,  called 
that  afteruoon,  and  I  bad  a  loug  talk  with  him. 

Tbe  result  was  that  I  was  nearly  ill.  I  excused 
myself  from  lessons  as  being  quite  so,  and  kept  my 
room  for  twenty-four  hours. 

It  was  evening  when  I  came  out  of  my  sohtnde, 
or  just  at  dusk,  and  I  felt  the  house  breathless,  and 
decided  to  step  iuto  the  garden  for  a  bttle  while. 

Mindful  of  my  sore  throat,  I  caught  up  a  white 
Shetland  shawl  belonging  to  Pet,  and  then  feariug, 
since  it  was  not  quite  dark,  that  I  should  meet  some 
one  w  ho  would  see  my  tear-stained  face,  I  put  on 
her  hat  which  Jay  on  a  chair,  and  threw  the  little 
mask  veil  close  over  my  features. 

I  kuew  that  Pet  had  a  dozen  other  hats  and 
wraps  which  she  should  wear  if  she  went  out ;  but 
I  thought  I  could  hear  her  at  a  two  hours'  practice 
iu  the  music-room. 

I  wandered  the  whole  length  of  the  garden  to  the 
orchard  gate  on  the  turnpike,  and  as  I  stood  there 
looking  iuto  the  dewy  gloom,  a  man's  figure 
suddenly  came  to  my  side. 

"Darling,"  murmured  Glyndou  Fane's  voice, 
and  1  could  smell  be  had  beeu  taking  wine,  "  you 
did  come  to  meet  me  like  a  gooti,  true  li  tie  ••iri. 
My  aunt  has  been  telliug  stories  about  me  busn't 
she,  Pet?  Ah,  I  know  !  she  has  been  here  lately  ; 
she  owss  me  an  ill  will,  and  never  loses  an  oppw- 
tonity  to  backbite  ma  Frigid  old  maid !  she's 
dreadfnlly  virtuous.  But  they  are  not  going  to  set 
you  againat  me.  Pet,  are  they  ? 


Charade. 


He  was  his  mother's  darling  ^i( 

A  fisher-lad  was  be  ; 
He  put  my  second  in  his  smack, 

And  then  he  sailed  the  sea.        '   ; ., 
A  {KJtt  watched  this  little  craft, 

Wbicb  danced  u|X)u  tbe  wav»{ 
He  marked  it  looked  so  piotnreaqae. 

The  boy  sf)  bright  and  brave. 
So  wbeu  this  poet  reached  his  boBM^ 

H«  sat  him  down  U>  write 
A  little  whole  upon  the  theme, 

Inspired  by  the  sight.' 


Aovwer:    SoiMifi 


What  inteijeetion  is  of  the  feminine  gender  ? — 
A-lass! 

Whalt  vegetable  is  anything  bnt  agreeable  on 
board  a  ship  ?— A  leek. 

The  obeapeat  of  lawyen.— Keafriag  one's  own 
ooousel 
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JINGLE  BELLS. 

Or,  "The  one-horse  open  steigh." 


Airuuged  for  the  Guitar  ky  PBOF.  EDMUND  CLABK.  Teacher  of  the  Qoitar,  Organ,  Melodeon,  Banjo  and  Singing,  No.  285  Bowery,  New  Tork  City. 


V -•         •  -0-^  •  -^     ^ 

1.  •^     Dash-iug    thro'   the  snow,  In     a      one-borse    o  -   pen     sleigh O'er         hills 

2.  A      duy     or     two     a  -     g(». 


we     go 

I        thought  I'd  take     a        ride  And   soon  Miss    Fan  -  nie  Bright         Wm 
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Laughing    all     the     way.    i 
Beat  -  ed     by      my     side. 
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Bells     on       bob-    tail      ring 
The  horsn     wns      lean     and      lank. 
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Mak  -  ing    spir  -    its        bright. 
Mis    -  for  -  tune  sor m'd  his         lot ; 
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CHORUS. 


Oh,     whit    sport     to        rid  •    and       sing      A     sleigb-ing  song     to  -     night. 


It: 


X 


got       in  -     to 


drift  -  ed       bank,   And     we      all     got     up  -     sot. 


Jin  -  gle     bells,      Jin  -    gle     bells. 
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Jin  -  gle     all        the        way;      Oh  what  joy     it        is      to    ride    In  a      one-horso    o  -  pen    sleigh  I        Jia-gle  bells. 
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Jin  -  gle  beUs,   Jiu  -  gle   all    the      wayl     Oh,  what  joy      it      is      to    ride    In    a    one-horse    o  -  pen    sleigh. 
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J  A  day  or  two  aijo,  the  story  I  mnst  tell, 
I  went  ont  on  tlie  snow,  and  on  uiy  bock  I  fell. 
A  «;ent  was  ridini;  by  in  a  one  hor8ie  open  sleigh ; 
He  lau^he<l  as  I  there  sprawling  lay, 

*  IWt  tftia^  drove  awar.-^fBbr  ITU;iW;  tWR 
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4  Now  the  ground  is  white,  go  it  while  you're  young. 
Take  the  girls  to-night,  and  sing  this  sleighing  soag. 
Just  get  a  bob-tailed  nair,  two-forty  as  his  speed, 
Hitch  him  to  an  open  gleigh. 
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;     The  Old  Man's  Darling.  ;     jv 

Wordtbr  Lonla*  Oriy.         Maiic  b;  Berthold  Toar*. 

The  Mnaic  of  thli  toag  !•  pobllihed  br  Wm    A.  Pond 
h  Co..  M7  IJroadwajr,  New  York.  Prlo*  40  e«Dti. 


n«r  mother  was  his  early  loTe,  ^   ' ,  ;i      V? 

Her  sire  hia  boyhood's  friend. 
And  when  they  passed  away,  their  child- 

The  old  niau  vowed  to  tend. 
She  wii8  the  Biinahine  of  his  home,         ' :        f 

A  roHe  so  bright  and  fair,  ;    : 

With  all  her  mother's  loving  ways,  '    •' 

Her  eyes  and  golden  hair,         ,    , 

Her  eyee  and  golden  hair.    -•  •  •   ' 

What  wonder  to  his  lonely  heart  "^ 

Crept  back  the  love  of  old —  .  •     -'•  •    ' 

Bat  autumn  may  not  wed  with  spring. 

He  cherished  it  untold  ;  .      « 

Bnt  autumn  may  not  wed  with  spring, 

He  cherished  it  nntold. 

One  day,  there  came  a  seemly  knight 

To  woo  her  from  his  side  :  ' 

The  old  man  smiled  upon  him. 

For  her  sake,  his  joy  and  pride. 

His  joy  and  pride. 
Bat  fickle  was  the  knight  and  false, 

(A  story  threadbare  old. ) 
He  wooed  her  for  a  Httle  while,  "■ 

Then  wed  for  lands  and  gold. 
A  blighted  flower  can  bloom  no  more. 

The  old  man  wept,  one  day. 
As  murmutiug  the  name  she  loved. 

His  darling  passed  away  : 
As  murmuring  the  nama  she  loved. 

His  darling,  his  darling,  his  darling  poflMd  a^y. 


While  the  Moonbeams  Fall. 

By  T.  W   Haoabew.  of  Brooklys. 


Mother  darling,  come  and  kiss  me  ; 

Come  from  heaven  where  angels  dwell ; 
O  my  mother  !  I  have  missed  thee 
More  than  tongne  can  ever  tell — 
Dearest  mother,  leave  yon  heaven. 

Leave  those  realms  of  love  and  bliss. 
And  upon  my  brow  this  even. 

Angel  mother,  press  one  kiss. 
Chorus  :    Mother,  mother,  up  in  heaven. 

Hark  I  oh  !  hearken  to  my  call  I 
Come  and  kiss  me  once  this  even. 
While  the  moonbeams  on  me  fall. 

Mother  dearest,  I  am  dying  '     ' 

In  the  cold  and  cheerless  street, 
While  the  snowflakes,  'round  me  flying, 

Form  the  beggar's  winding-sheet. 
Mother  darling,  change  this  midnight — 

Ah  !  thank  Oo<l  !  you  hear  the  call — 
Now,  at  last,  I  see  the  way  bright. 


While  the  moonbeams  on  me  fall. 


Choms. 


De  Good  ole  Times  Afore  de  War ! 


Oh  !  dem  was  times  !  I  giioss  dey  was. 

When  men  could  get  a  lihin' — 
WTien  cuTleys  wasn't  made  by  force 

To  eke  out  wage  by  cribhin' ! 
We're 'blige<l  just  now  to  pay  for  shot       . 

An'  powdah  diit  was  shooted  ; 
An'  from  onr  locking  'tick  de  fut 

Dat  used  to  he  well-booted  !    '  ••      ■  . 

Chorus  :     Oh  !  dem  times  afore  de  war !     (Step.) 
When  sweet  was  Annky's  tea  ! 
When  all  was  gay  and  free  !    (Step.) 

■    "    ■      Oh  I  dem  times  won't  come  no  more ! 

Oh  !  in  dem  times  de  culled  gala 

Was  used  to  smile  on  fellers, 
Aldongh  dey  had  no  capitals  ;/ 

To  start  as  {>eanut  sellers  ! 
Ten  cents  went  far  as  dollars  now  ;-..  •     ' 

For  soesingers  and  whiskey  ! 
And  darkies  never  had  a  row. 

But  danced  so  light  and  friskey  ! 

Oh '  dem  timea.  Ac. 
'  .'•  ■;  Dancts  gayly. 


-    ,       The  Hypochondriac,      ,.>' 

OB  THX  MAM  THAT  0Onj>  NXTKB  OXT  WXU. 
Written  tad  anng  bj  Sam  Devere. 


I  once  knew  a  fallow  who  never  waa  well. 

He  was  always  complaining  of  ills. 
For  ever  and  ever  be  never  was  done 

Of  swallowing  boxes  of  pills. 
He'd  wake  in  thie  night,  and  yell  at  his  wife 

To  jump  out  of  bed  and  be  quick. 
And  make  him  a  plaster,  and  get  him  some  pill, 
He  knew  he  was  going  to  be  sick. 
Chorus  :     'Twos  pills,  pillH  from  morning  till  night, 
, .  .        What  ailed  him  he  never  could  tell ; 
***■  :  •*'•  He  took  all  the  medicine  ever  was  known. 
But  still  he  could  never  get  well. 

If  a  cold  or  a  pain  in  the  stomach  he  got, 

'Twonld  scare  him  so  he  couldn't  sp>eak  ; 
He'd  jump  into  bed— eat  nothing  but  pills. 

And  poultice  his  head  for  a  week. 
His  wife,  iK)or  woman,  was  nearly  wore  out, 

He  always  kept  her  on  the  run. 
She  swore  she'd  go  to  the  druggists'  no  more — 

So  he  bought  in  his  pills  by  the  ton.       Choms. 

It's  ended  at  last,  bis  troubles  are  o'er, 

There  is  many  a  poultice  to  make  ; 
He  got  up,  one  night,  with  a  cramp  in  his  heel, 

To  try  and  find  something  to  take  : 
But  that  was  the  last  of  him  ever  was  seen. 

He  skirmished  without  any  light ; 
He  swallowed  some  nitro  glycerine. 

Which  bio  wed  the  poor  man  out  of  sight       Cho. 


Old  Darky's  Lament. 

By  Jean  E.  Forreital. 


]De  ole  man  will  putty  soon  be  gone  : 

Yes,  gone  to  dat  lau'  ob  de  blest, 
Whar  de  angels  will  sing  him  to  sleepi 

An'  his  poor,  tired  soul  t>e  at  rest. 
Dis  poor  ole  hulk  am  weary  an'  forlorn  :         , 

Dese  eyes  dey  war  sightless  long  ago. 
My  many  tmbbles  of 'u  make  me  weep, 

An'  wish  dat  I  could  leab  dis  'arth  below. 

Many  years  ago,  way  down  in  ole  Eaintnck, 

I  had  wife  an'  chil'n  bofe  to  comfort  me  : 
But  now  dey  hab  all  gone  up  above. 

An'  Ise  lef  hear  all  alone,  as  you  can  see. 
Dose  days  I  seemed  to  hab  de  bes'  ob  luck  : 

For,  ole  moss  he  war  kind,  and  missy,  too  : 
Dey  war  so  fond  ob  us,  an'  full  ob  love. 

But  now  dey's  gone,  an'  I'll  bid  you  adieu. 


Dioniflins  Snodgraas. 

aOSO  AND   DANCE. 
By  H.  Alaton  Darley. 


Ton  may  have  heard  of  Dionisios  Snodgnus, 

The  india-rubber  darky  from  the  South  : 
He  could  turn  a  double  nip-flap  on  his  eyebrow, 

Or  run  his  head  and  heels  way  down  his  month. 
Yon  all  may  think  he's  been  misrepresented — 

Don't  be  deceived,  he  stands  before  you  now  ; 
So,  if  you  wish  to  doubt  the  words  I've  told  yon. 

Why,  I'll  do  the  old-time  essence  on  my  brow. 

'\-'     -■  :^ '•''•■:-' ..'    .Chobus.  •■•■■;:_/; 

Others  have  to  take  a  seat 

When  they  s^e  that  I'm  so  neat — Sym. 

And  say  that  I'm  the  best  they  ever  met : 
For,  I'm  Dionisius  Suodgrass  from  Ca'Lina, 

And  something  ou  the  song-fmd-dance,  yon  bet  I 

I've  seen  Jim  Crow  and  Nieodemus  Johnson, 

And  old  Black  Joe,  along  with  Pompey  Moore  ; 
I  met  them  down  upon  the  old  plantation. 

When  we'd  gathered  all  upon  the  kitchen  floor. 
They  played  the  tambourine,  the  bones  and  banjo, 

And  hill  and  dale  re-echoed  with  their  joy  ; 
Bnt  when  it  came  to  acrobatic  dancing. 

They  had  to  yield  the  palm  unto  this  boy. 

Others  have  to  take  a  sent,  Ac. 


Made  down  de  Shade. 

Written  and  anng  by  Bam  Devere. 
Air:    Pall  t'own  the  Blind. 


I  voose  knowed  a  gal,  she  vrs  ahust  like  a  pie, 

I  thonght  dot  vone  time  for  dot  gal  I  could  die  ; 
Ven  I  vent  by  her  honse,  I  vould  vinked  my  left  eye, 

Und  den  such  a  nice  tings  to  her  I  vould  sent— 
Ve  soon  vaa  aocpiainted,  und  most  efery  day 

I  vent  by  her  house  mit  a  five  cent  bouquet ; 
Yonst  so  quick  dot  I  vent  to  make  love,  she  vould  say 

Mit  a  shmile  ou  her  noee — now  vat  did  she 

could  meant? 
CaoBos. 

"  Made  down  de  shade,  made  down  de  shade  I 
De  peoples  kin  looked  in  de  vinders  I'm  fraid  ! 

Yen  such  a  kissing  and  hugging  ve  made. 

Some  von  kin  see  us,  den  made  down  de  shade  V 

She  vore  striped  stockings,  and  a  bnstle  in  style  ; 

I  vas  making  love  to  dot  gal  a  good  vile  : 
She  nsed  to  vould  come  to  de  door  mit  a  shmile, 

Und  den  she  vould  told  me  she  loved  me  so  much — 
She  sometimes  vould  hug  me,  und  said  I  vas  bad  : 

Such  nice  tings  ve  said,  und  snch  nice  times  ve  had  ! 
She  said  of  I  left  her,  she  vent  crazy  mad, 

Und  she  alvays  vould  call  me  such  pet  names  in  Dutch 
Made  down  the  shade,  Ac. 


Wait  till  the  Oas-Light  Falls  on  the  Ontters. 

Parody  on  ■'  Wait  till  tbe  MoouUgbt  falla  on  the  Watera." 
Written  and  anng  by  Sam  Devere. 


Don't  been  a  fool  now,  took  it  pooty  cool  now, 

Dot's  de  vay  to  do  ven  you  vas  a  miikin'  love  ; 
Vink  mit  your  eye  some,  say  she  vas  a  sugar  plum. 

Told  her  dot  she  vaa  such  a  nice  little  dove  ; 
Say  she  vas  de  shweetest,  pootiest  nnd  de  neatest 

Nicest  little  gals,  und  you  gived  her  den  a  kiss — 
Dot's  de  vay  to  do  now,  vat  I  say  is  true  now, 

Of  yon  vant  to  been  a  smasher,  you  must 

done  like  this. 
'•        ■  Chobus. 

Vait  till  de  gas-light  shines  on  de  gutters,         .>  ^  < 

Den  took  anudder  feller's  gal  to  de  park. 
Told  her  such  a  foolish  tings  dot  you  made  her 

shmile  vonce, 

Shqueeze  her  like  de  devil  vhen  de  night  vas  dark. 

Ven  yon  vas  a  valkin,  alvays  kept  a  tnlkin', 

Told  her  such  a  nice  tings  dot  you  make  her  shmile  : 
Tickle  her  und  shqueeze  her— dot's  de  vay  to  please  her. 

Took  her  in  de  horse  cars  out  about  a  mile. 
Kept  her  all  de  night  out — till  dey  put  de  gas  out : 

Kept  her  drinkiu'  lager  till  de  day  vas  light ; 
Dot's  vat  you  most  do— den  she  vould  love  you, 

Und  you  kin  seen  her  again  some  night. 

Vuit  till  de  giuy-light,  Ac. 


There's  Son-Shine  in  the  Heart. 

Word!  and  Unalc  by  C!aude  Do  Haven. 


There's  a  fondness  for  the  living. 
There's  a  memory  we  are  giving. 
There  are  tokens  most  bewitching,       ■ 

Which  from  us  will  never  part. 
When  dark  cloads  with  silvery  lining, 
O'er  our  heads  are  always  shining, 
Why  should  we  for  e'er  be  pining. 

While  there's  sun-shine  in  the  heart?     ■ 
Chorus  :     Bright  clouds,  sunny  days, 

Happy  moments  pass  away,        i. 
Evening's  twilight  gently  glitter,' 
Which  from  us  will  never  parL 
Azure  moonbeams  tinted  glisten 
.     O'er  the  stile  where  lovers  listen — 
Why  should  we  b«  ever  weary. 
While  there's  sun-shine  in  the  heart  ? 

Fancy  with  her  magic  finger 
O'er  our  brows  will  fondly  linger, 
And  our  heart,  the  sweetest  singer. 

Tells  US  that  we  ne'er  shall  part. 
But  the  impulse  of  onr  chiding 
Tells  us  time  is  swiftly  gliding, 
And  otir  sorrows  we'll  be  hiding. 

While  there's  snn-sliiue  in  the  heart. 

Bright  oloads,  sunny  days,  Ac 
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Back  in  the  Old  Home  with  Mother. 

By  Annie  M   Curlli,  nf  Bridgeport,  Con. 


Come  Along,  Lucy,  do. 

Written  aud  c mpoaedby  Sam  Derera. 


Back  iu  the  old  home  with  mother, 

I  Mball  be  biippy  once  more. 
Where  round  the  brij^ht  hearth  now  gather 

Thosr  tUiit  I  cLt-rished  of  yore  ; 
Theu  oulv  kiud  wonU*  will  greet  mo 

Ever  at  moru  and  at  night,  '    >■ 

Fairest  of  laceij  will  meet  me, 

Ueamiug  with  joy  aud  delight.         "■' 
Chorus  :    Soou  will  the  fairest  of  weather    , 
Joy  to  my  bosom  restore  : 
Back  in  the  old  home  with  mother, 
I  shall  bo  happy  once  more. 

Oh  !  for  the  scenes  that  are  dearest      *    ; ;        ': 

Otl  does  my  weary  heart  yearn — 
Buck  to  the  friends  that  are  nearest 

Eii;,'erly  now  do  I  tnm  : 
Tliose  that  were  with  me  in  childhood 

S(K)u  will  my  fjltid  eyes  behold, 
Iiinil)liii^  iu  valley  aud  wildwood, 

Shcltereil  Irom  care  as  of  old.  Chorus. 


Fearfully  and  Wonderfiilly  Made. 

BANJO   SOIiO. 
Written  and  lung  by  Sam  DeTere. 


Deception  just  now  is  the  rule  all  around, 

It's  practiced  iu  all  shades  of  life  : 
.Timt  niiud  what  I  say.  and  be  CJireful,  my  friends. 

When  the  time  comes  to  pick  out  a  wife. 
Her  eyes  m.iy  be  loving,  her  smile  may  be  sweet, 

\Vhcu  you  approach  her,  she's  timid  and  afraid  : 
15e  curetnl,  look  well  before  making  the  leap — 

You  don't  know  how  the  dear  girl  is  made. 

Ill  i!i<-  good  days  of  old,  in  our  grand-mothers' time, 

(tilts  didn't  enamel  or  ptaiut : 
Diilii't  wear  palpitntors  their  bosoms  to  swell. 

Didn't  lace  tin  mselves  up  till  they'd  faint : 
Diiln't  \ve»ir  patent  calves,  or  use  bloom  of  youth, 

And  the  rose  iu  tht'ir  cheeks  didn't  fade  : 
Yoit  must  know  a  girl  well  now  before  you  getstuc^ — 

Tor,  she's  fearfully  and  wonderltilly  made  ! 

Girls  long  ago  didn't  pencil  their  brows, 

I'se  lotions  to  make  the  skin  fair  ; 
The  girls  long  ago  comVwd  the  hair  on  their  heads, 

Now  it's  combed  on  the  back  of  a  chaii. 
I  j^ot  more  to  tell  when  I  see  you  alone, 

I  have  said  too  much  here,  I'm  afraid  ; 
But  before  you  get  married,  examine  them  well — 

For,  they're  fearfully  aud  wonderlully  made ! 


O'Hara,    You're  a  Skin. 

As  suiJK  by  KiiiR  and  Giebel. 
Air .'      I'ui  tould  yoa  carry  a  pop. 


My  name  is  Dan  O'Hara, 

I'm  a  dacint  son  of  toil  ;  _; 

The  bhiggnards  they  do  teaze  me  so, 

Sure  it  makes  me  blood  boil. 
They  have  such  a  curious  lot  of  words. 

Such  as  "Swim  out"  and  "  Douse  the  ghm," 
But  the  latest  one  they  have  on  me 

Is,  "O'Hara,  you're  a  skin. " 
Chobus. 
As  through  the  streets  I  walk  each  day, 

It's  then  they  do  begin 
To  shout  those  Very  tiresome  words,  :■     , 

"O'Hara,  you're  a  skin. 

I  do  not  mind  their  sayings, 

But  they  take  me  for  a  flat. 
The  other  day  while  walking  out. 

They  blocked  my  new  high  hat ;  ,;.  ■  • 

When  I  turned  around  on  them, 

They  all  began  to  grin  ; 
Saying  "Cheese  it  cully,  crack  it  light, 

b'Uara,  you're  a  skiiL"  Chorus. 

Kind  friends,  I'm  going  to  leave  yoa. 

So  to  you  I  bid  adieu  ; 
Remember  what  I've  told  yon. 

For  my  sayings  they  aro  true. 
I've  been  treated  shamefully,  . 

I  think  it  is  a  sin  ;  i      . 

So  do  not  let  me  h«ar  you  say, 

"CHam,  you're  a  akin."  Choms. 


Honey  in  de  comb  am  verry  sweet,    , 

But  Lucy  she  am  sweeter  :  >  ^  V  .;  .'t 

I'll  dress  my  self  up  in  my  best,      i  vi^  \.  ;\ . 
And  den  I'm  gwan  to  meet  her.  >  ; ;.  -r'  P  - 
Cbobus. 

Oh  !  come  along,  Lucy,  do,  come  along,  Lucy,  do  : 
When  de  banjo's  hugin',  I'm  a  singin', 
Come  along,  Lucy,  da 


\        : 


Miss  Lucy's  mudder  was  a  cook, 
Her  father  done  whitewashiu', 

Her  budder  was  a  waiter  man. 
Miss  Lucy  she  done  nothiu' — 

Of  all  de  gals  I  ever  seen, 
Miss  Lucy  beats  'em  holler, 

Her  head  is  full  of  leamiu',      . 
She's  a  lady  and  a  scholar. :' 

At  de  ball  de  odder  night, 
Given  by  Susan  Dipey, 

Miss  Lucy  took  de  silver  cup, 
Wid  a  fling  from  MississippL 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


John  Monahan's  Donkey. 

,,.  Snug  by  Jamea  Bradley. 


I've  got  a  donkey,  he  stands  six  foot  high, 
I'll  sell  to  the  man  that  wishes  to  buy  ; 
He  drinks  seltzer  water  whenever  he's  dry. 
In  a  run  on  the  ttuf  sure  he  never  proved  shy  ; 
He  mikkes  good  time,  one  mile  a  day, 
I'll  match  him  against  any  stallion  or  bay  ;  '  ' 
He  fought  for  his  country,  been  all  through  the  war, 
I  feed  him  on  herrings,  bay,  lupe  aud  tai. 
Chorus  :    I  got  a  donkey,  ■«  :.' 

He's  not  very  chunkey, 
1 11  trade  for  a  monkey 
To  any  old  flimkey  ;  -      ,   f.  ■  ■ 

Wouldn't  that  be  hunkey  ■ 
If  he  had  my  donkey,  '     ;..\ 

.     >,  And  I  hiid  his  monkey,       ■  ^.  V' 

And  donkey  also  ? 

When  he's  locked  in  his  stable  he  makes  a  stiff  kick. 
He  wants  to  get  out,  he  pretends  he  is  sick : 
I  call  out  my  donkey,  his  name  it  is  Dick, 
I  coax  him  along  with  a  hickory  stick  : 
If  I  leave  in  his  box  a  big  bale  of  hay. 
He'll  eat  it  all  up,  leave  none  for  neoct  day  ; 
Last  week  he  broke  loose  and  of  course  went  Eistray, 
He  was  found  iu  a  sewer  in  Avenue  A. 

I  got  a  donkey,  &c. 

I  harnessed  him  up  last  St.  Patricks  day, 
I  rode  on  his  back  so  cheerful  aud  gay  ; 
We  started  from  the  comer  of  Tenth  and  Broadway, 
We  got  to  the  hall  without  anj-  delay.      :  . 
Just  as  I  was  turning  into  the  Park, 
Some  one  fired  a  pistol,  just  for  a  lark  ; 
The  donkey  fell  down,  which  caused  a  blockade, 
Only  for  fifty  horse  doctors  he'd  spoil  the  parade. 

I  got  a  donkey,  Ac. 


De  Old  Log  Cabin  in  de  Dell. 

Written  end  composed  by  C  A   Wliite,   Boston,    and  sung 
by  Harper  aud  Stautiell. 


We  are  drifting  down  de  hill  of  life,  , 

We  never  can  work  any  more,  ■  -■ 

But  de  home  of  childhood  still  we  love 
De  same  as  in  bright  days  of  yore. 
We've  laid  down  de  spade  and  de  hoe. 
With  sorrow  de  heart  ne'er  can  tell ; 
And  now  we  is  gwine  to  live  and  die 
In  de  old  log  cabin  in  de  delL 
Chorus  :    Fse  gwine,  (Sum.)  I'se  gwine  (Sym.) 
.    Back  to  de  old  home  I  love  so  well, 
*'    And  now  I'se  gwine  to  live  and  die 
.'   In  de  old  log  cabin  in  de  delL 

Many  changes  we  have  passed  in  life. 

Some  hard  ones  I  don't  Uke  to  tell ; 

But  dar  soon  will  be  anoder  change 

In  de  old  log  cabin  in  de  dell. 

De  angel  of  peace  will  be  dar. 

With  de  kfy  of  ile  home  where  he  dwell,   '; 

And  den  I'll  hi '  a  l-ng  farewell 


To  de  old  log  ciiLiiu  iu  de  dell. 


Chorus. 


The  Centennial  BelL 


For  full  ube  himdred  yeaw  I've  swung         ...-. 

-  In  my  ©Id  gray  turret  high,  -  -  ' 

Aud  mituv  a  diffi^reut  theme  Fve  sung,        J;i,,l 

As  thi'  lime  went  stealing  by  ;  ^- .', 

I've  peaked  the  uhaut  of  a  wedding  mom,  ;...,' . 

Ere  night  I've  sadlj-  tolled 
To  say  that  the  bride  wati  coming,  love-lom. 
To  kUm^p  in  the  churuh-yard  mould. 

Ding,  doug,  my  ceaseless  song,  '.    •:'. 

M<irry  and  sad,  but  never  long. 
..  h  -.  ; 

For  full  bne  himdred  years  I've  swung 

In  myt ancient  turret  high,  :  i.^.. 

And  miiiiy  a  different  theme  I've  sung,        -. .  Si 

As  thd  time  went  stealing  by  ; 
Fve  swlelled  the  joy  of  a  country's  pride 

For  H  rvictory,  far  off  won  ; 
Theu  changed  to  grief  for  the  brave  that  died, 
'Ere  iiiy  mirth  had  well  begun. 
,  .        Ding,  doug,  my  ceaseless  song, 
i"  Merry  aud  sad,  but  never  long.       './"'; 

For  ft^ijone  hundred  years  I've  swrmg         • - 

In  m)'  crumbhug  turret  high  ; 
'Tis  tiuje  luy  owu  death-song  were  sting, 

And  With  truth,  before  I  die  ; 
I  nevgr-could  love  the  theme  they  gave         , 

My  t^'rannized  tongue  to  tell ; 
One  moment  for  cradle,  the  next  for  grave, 

Thejfve  worn  out  the  centennial  bclL 
Di^g  dong,  my  changeful  song, 
^t^rewell  now,  aud  farewell  long. 


It's  Bad,  bat  it  might  have  been  Worse. 

Wilttoo  and  sung  witli  great  sncceaa  by  Hauy  Montagu*. 


I  make  jit  a  rule,  as  I  jog  on  through  life, 

To  |Q|ok  ou  the  bright  side  of  things  ; 
For,  N^'Oat  little  pleasure  I've  had  iu  my  day. 

Has  father  too  stwu  taken  wings  ; 
An  trettiug  aud  care  canuot  help  tis  on  much, 

1  sti-ik-e  its  gloom  to  disperse  : 
St>  let  (lome  what  luiiy,  1ft  us  laughingly  say — 

It's  l|ad,  but  it  might  have  been  worse. 

When  4n  innocent  youth,  with  my  heml  full  of  love 

¥ot  H  girl  who  had  sworn  to  me  wed. 
You  luay  guess  my  dismay  when  I  ioimd  out,  one  day. 

That  she'd  ui.irried  another  instead. 
Y'es,  she  luarried  a  drunkard,  and  a  wifo-beater  too, 

Amllher  lifo  with  him  now  is  a  curse  ; 
Thotfj^  she  jilud  me  cruel.  I  think  I  can  say — 

it  Iwiis  bad,  but  it  might  have  been  worse. 

Thetejare  some  men  I've  seen,  who  have  constantly  been 

Eni|ejivoriiig  to  wtir  up  uiueh  strife 
By  iM^tsuiiding  their  lellow-meu  never  to  bo 

SiitJsfied  with  tlieir  stittion  m  life  ; 
Theykiv    ■  ^,'o  on  strilve.  and  you'll  get  what  you  like," 

A)i(l  to  imier  iukI  jK-uce  seem  averred  ; 
No^^.  jif  they'd  coiuo  to  me,  I'd  tell  them—  "  you  see 

Things  arc  bad,  lull  you  ve  made  them  Worse." 

Novj- ife'er  I  refin-.  I'd  like  to  inspire 

A  feeling  f>f  g;iieiy  here  : 
TliHnia  fit;  for  all  trouble,  ne'er  care  for  to>morrow. 

Nor  for  wlwt  it  may  bring  have  no  fear— 
Thrtt^h  the  clouds  lire  in  sight,  it  will  one  day  b«  bright: 

N<^'  when  you  r.  ni'  mt>er  uiy  venje. 
Whet  I  go  away,  I  hope  j'ou  won't  say — 

9(  was  Lad,  Imt  he  might  have  been  wotae. 


When  the  Heart's  Feeling. 


When  the  heart's  feeling 
Burns  with  concealing, 
(glances  will  tell  what  we  feur  to  oonfew  ; 
I  Oh  !  what  an  anguish, 
j  Silent  to  languish, 
<pould  we  not  look  all  we  wish  to  expzisM  I 

When  half  expiring,        .-•■-,-.-.-.     -,- - 

B-jstless.  desiring, 
'■  jovirs  wish  something,  but  most  notaay  what — 

lyooks  tell  the  wanting,  .  ,  ^ 

Lo<)ks  tell  the  granting,  ."v.. 

jrx>ks  U.'tmy  all  that  the  heart  wonid  be  at ' 
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Bailing  np  the  Hudson  on  a  Moonlight  Night. 

Written  and  eompoaed  by  MIm  Aunie  St.  Clftlr. 


Sailing  np  the  Hndson  on  a  moonlight  night, 

I  saw  my  fancy's  queen  : 
Form  80  j>erfect,  snch  rare  beanty, 

I  ne'er  before  bad  seen — 

The  moon  shone  down  with  radient  splendor, 

Throwing  its  mantle  'round 
The  fairest  maiden  eyes  e'er  looked  on  ; 

My  fancy's  queen  I'd  found  ! 

Chobus. 
,  Sailing  up  the  Hudson  on  a  moonlight  night, 

Is  awfully  grand,  romantic  qnite. 
When  holding  a  pretty  little  hand  so  tight. 
Sailing  up  the  Hudson  in  the  moonlight 

Just  a  little  flirting  and  I  gained  her  side — 

Just  how  I  conld  not  say — 
But  we  soon  became  quite  social 

In'  the  usual  way. 
Time  passetl  quickly,  chatting  gayly. 

Nonsense  to  be  sure  : 
She  said  her  pa  and  her  were  travelling, 

Making  a  summer  tour.  Chorus. 

Charming  little  beauty,  I  loved  her  so, 

Aud  that  I  quickly  told  ; 
As  the  time  was  iwssing  quickly 

I  became  quite  bold  : 
When  I  a8ke<l  her,  there  in  the  moonlight, 

Could  I  call  her  mine? 
The  answer  came  so  soft  and  sweetly — 

"  Yes,  for  ever  thine !"  Choms. 


Don't  Disdain  a  Man  Because  he's  Poor. 

Air  :     American  Melody. 


My  career  has  not  l)een  brief. 

For,  "  the  sere  and  j'ellow  leaf " 
I  am  nearing,  and  have  marked  much  in  my  time  ; 

And  I've  seen  a  poor  man  spumed. 

Till  the  human  worm  has  turned. 
As  a  man  will,  who  is  guilty  of  no  crime  ! 

Chobus. 

Bear,  bear,  beat  with  one  another. 
And  never  turn  the  humble  from  your  door  : 

As  no  one  high  can  know 

How  soon  he  may  be  low. 
Don't  trample  on  a  man  because  he's  poor.     [Bepeat.  ] 

On  the  sea  of  life,  adrift. 

When  shipwrecked,  we  have  to  shift 
Enough,  without  being  left  alone  to  drown  : 

Oh  !  then  out  a  life-buoy  throw, 

Never  strike  a  coward's  blow, 
To  send  a  fellow  crt^ature  further  down.  Chorus. 

There  are  men  who  walk  along, 

Lost  and  lonely  in  the  throng. 
And  that  it's  th*-ir  own  faults,  we  can't  be  sure  : 

Far  superior  to  the  rest. 

Yet  fools  who  are  better  dressed. 
Despise  the  better  man,  t)ecau8e  he's  poor.      Chorus. 

It  is  poor,  and  poor  indeed. 

Being  "  tabooed,"  and  in  need. 
And  be  in  life  without  a  single  friend  ! 

And  to  get  "  the  cut  direct," 

Meeting  hanghty,  cold  neglect. 
Makes  you  long  almost  for  the  bitter  end  !      Chorus. 

I  attack  no  men  of  sense. 

But  those  who  sham  pretence. 
Who  make  the  ueeily  bitterness  endure  : 

Perhaps,  who've  hved  upon  his  brain. 

Then,  affect  to  sneer  disdain. 
And  would  crush  him  out  of  life,  because  he's  poor  ! 

Chorus. 

If  for  help  forced  to  appeal— 

'Tis  a  better  thing  to  feel— 
And  hear,  as  in  your  fsce  is  slammed  the  door- 

"  If  that  man  again  should  come, 

Mary,  mind,  we're  not  at  home,  '  ■ 

The  fool  ought  to  be  better  oft —not  poor !"       Choms. 

If  you'd  have  a  quiet  breast,    ■• 

If  you'd  sweetly,  happy  rest. 
If  you'd,  waking  or  sleeping,  joy  secure. 

Help  a  brother  on  his  rmd. 

Ne'er  add  to  his  grief  a  load, 
Aud  don't  disdain  a  man  because  he's  poor  !     Chorus. 


Blep  a  Stiff  Upper  Lip. 

Written  and  oonipoM>l  by  S«m  Devere 


There  has  something  gone  wrong. 

My  brave  boy,  it  appears  ; 
For,  I  see  your  proud  struggle 

To  keep  back  the  tears  : 
That  is  right,  when  you  cannot 

Give  trouble  the  slip: 
Then  bear  it,  still  keeping 

A  stifif  upper  Up  ! 

Though  you  cannot  escape 

Disappointment  and  care. 
The  next  best  thing  to  do 

Is  to  learn  how  to  bear  : 
If  when  for  life's  prizes 

You're  running  you,  trip. 
Get  up— start  again. 

Keep  a  stiff  upper  lip  ! 

Let  your  hands  and  your  conscience 

Be  honest  and  clean. 
Scorn  to  touch  or  to  think  of 

The  thing  that  is  mean  ; 
But  hold  on  to  the  pure 

And  the  right  with  firm  grip, 
And  though  bard  be  the  task. 

Keep  a  stiff  upper  lip  ! 

Through  childhood,  through  manhood. 

Through  life  to  the  end. 
Struggle  bravely  and  stand 

By  your  colors,  my  friend :      . 
Only  yield  when  yon  must, 

Never  "  Give  np  the  ship," 
But  fight  to  the  last 

With  a  stifl  upper  lip ! 


Don't  Leave  it  too  Late  in  the  Day. 

Air  :     Iriah  Hlitortan. 


While  over  life's  ocean  you're  plonghiag. 

As  time's  so  uncertaiu  and  fleet. 
It's  best  never  to  le  allowing 

The  ground  to  grow  under  your  feet 
Y'ou  know  in  a  motto  there's  meaning, 

And  you'll  understand  what  I  say — 
If  good  from  an  act  you'd  be  gleaning. 

Don't  leave  it  too  late  in  the  day. 
Chorus. 

Take  time  by  the  forelock,  or  rue  it. 

At  some  future  period,  you  may  ; 
What  you  have  to  perform,  early  do  it. 

Don't  leave  it  too  late  in  the  day.         [Repeat] 

In  your  prime  of  life  make  a  provision 

Against  your  old  age  does  begin  : 
Never  mind  who  may  sneer  in  derision. 

They've  best  cause  to  laugh,  boys,  who  win. 
For,  when  we  see  a  man  needy  and  surly. 

It's  a  sad  thing  to  hear  that  man  say — 
"  I  might  be  rich  had  I  saved  early. 

But  now  it's  too  kite  in  the  day."  Chorus. 

Do  a  kindness  whenever  yon  can,  here  : 

For,  too  plain  we  see  with  our  eyes. 
When  down  in  the  world  falls  a  man,  here, 

It's  hard  again  for  him  to  rise  :  - 

And  do  it  in  time,  not  forgetting 

It's  no  use,  when  he's  pa>i«ed  away,    '  ./ 

Or  you  may  have  cause  for  regretting 

You  left  it  too  late  in  the  day.  Choma 

If  yon  would  be  active  and  healthy. 

While  youthful,  fear  no  wind  or  sun  : 
And  if  ynn'd  be  happy  and  wealthy. 

Look  well  after,  when  young,  number  one ! 
Few  learn  to  Ikj  steady  or  thrifty. 

When  the  hair  has  begun  to  ttim  grey  : 
For  a  man  to  begin  when  he's  fifty. 

Is  mther  tmi  lute  in  the  day.  Chorus. 

Now,  as  married  men's  lives  are  more  happy 

Than  bachelors',  lonely  and  cold,  ^ 
Mate  early,  don't  he  such  a  "sappy," 

As  to  leave  wedding  till  you  grow  old. 
The  sweetest  Ron^s  ever  yet  sung,  boys. 

Were  sung  in  life's  mornings  of  May  : 
Then  marry  u  good  wife,  while  young,  boys, 

liefiT''  it's  t<M>  late  in  the  day. 


Draw  Near  the  Fire. 


Fve  heard  folks  sing  of  moonlight  walks, 

And  rambling  in  the  dell. 
Or  strolling  down  the  promenade^ 

And  by  the  village  well : 
But  courting  is  a  pleasure 

All  young  folks  so  admire— 
Give  me  a  bit  of  courting 
In  the  M'inter  by  the  fire  : 
Draw  near  the  fire. 
Draw  near  the  fire  : 
Fireside  courting  I  so  much  admire — 
What  nice  words  are  said 
When  old  folks  are  in  bed. 
Laughing  aud  joking,  cloee  by  the  fire ! 


I  love  a  pretty  little  girl, 

Meliuda  is  her  name. 
Our  courting  by  the  fire  has  set 

My  heart  all  in  a  flame — 
Her  skin's  like  alabaster. 

Good-tempered  little  soul. 
Her  li})s  are  Uke  the  roses 

And  her  hair  as  black  as  coaL 
( ■  So  we — Draw  nsar,  Ac, 

Fve  often  heard  my  old  Dad  say —     . 

"Now,  Sam,  take  my  advice. 
The  fireside  conrtings  you  may  think 

That  they  are  very  nice— 
Don't  thee  marrj- yet,  my  lad. 

Now  do  as  I  desire." 
"  Now,  Dad,  you've  often  told  me,  yon 

Wooed  Mother  by  the  fire." 

Spoken  :  And  when  I  think  of  the  old  proverb — 
"  As  the  old  cock  crows,  the  yoimg  onea  learn  !"  I 
sing —  Draw  near,  Ac. 


The  old  folks  are  so  very  apt 

Their  own  faults  to  forget 
That  they  were  once  as  young  as  tw. 

But  still  they  pine  and  fret : 
If  they  conld  have  their  time  again. 

At  courting  wouldn't  tire. 
They'd  soon  renew  their  happy  days 

Of  courting  by  the  fire. 


Spoken  :    Aud  would  say  as  roguish  as  ever — 

Draw  near,  &c. 


Please  Give  Me  a  Penny,  Sir. 

FleasG  give  me  a  penny,  sir, 
My  mother  dear  is  dead. 
And,  oh  !  I  am  so  hungry,  sir — 

A  penny,  please,  for  breaiL 
Allday  I  have  l)een  askhig, 
Biit  no  one  liet^ds  my  cry  : 
Will  you  not  give  me  something,     ' 

Or  surely  I  must  die  ? 
Choms  :     Please  give  me  a  penny,  sir. 
My  mother  dear  is  dead. 
And,  oh  !  1  am  so  hungry,  sir— 
A  penny,  pk-ase,  for  bread. 

Please  give  me  a  penny,  sir, 

Y'on  won't  say  no  tn  me. 
Because  I'm  p<K>r  and  ragtjed,  sir,   ,   • 

And,  oh  !  so  cold,  you  see — 
We  were  not  always  begging. 

We  once  were  rich  like  jou. 
But  father  died  a  drunkard. 

And  mother  she  died,  too.      /  Choms. 


"  Please  give  me  a  penny,  sir," 

Ls  heard  on  every  side, 
Lispe<l  by  little  trembling  lips. 

Singing  on  life's  tide. 
Oh  !  listen  to  their  pleadings, 

And  pity  these  the  poor  — 
Then  blessings,  brought  from  heaven. 

Will  shine  on  thet^  the  more. 


Chorus. 


Choms. 


What  is  apt  to  make  a  pensive  husband  ? — An 
expensive  wife. 

The   man   who  gets   iuto   prison  wiD  be  more 
guarded  in  futnre. 


.  Z'  • 


What  Should  Make  Thee  Eat,  My  Darling  T 

Saog  b7  Sheridan  and  Hack. 


What  shonld  make  thee  eat,  my  darling. 

Pork  and  beans  and  mntton  stew, 
Ham  and  real,  and  roasted  turkey, 

Hearts  and  livers,  kidneys,  too,    ' 
Soar  krout,  sansages,  and  Umbnrg, 

£ggs  and  oysters,  bread  and  crast? 
If  you  do  not  quit  your  gorging,  , 

Darling,  you  will  surely  bust.    ■     ' 

Beets  and  turnips  you  devour,  love. 

Sweet  potatoes  take  your  eye  : 
Cucumbers,  cabbages  and  string-beans,  love. 

Heavy  on  your  stomach  lie  ; 
Quail  on  toast  and  prairie  chicken 

Taste  so  lovely— so  you  say  ; 
I  should  think  so  :  for,  you  eat,  love^      ,: 

Sixteen  good  square  meals  a  day. 

Pickled  eels  feet,  stewed  canaries. 

Pigs  feet  broiled  in  kerosene. 
Elephants  staffed  with  sarsaparilla. 

Donkeys'  ears  with  pork  and  beans  : 
Beeswax  fried  in  black  molasses. 

Oysters  stuffed  with  Artie  whales, 
Or  frogs  in  glue  prepared  in  fine  cut, 

Hoopskirts  broiled  on  monkeys'  tails. 


Sather  too  Heavy  for  Me. 

Word!  and  Hoatc  by  Joieph  P.  Bkelly. 

Tbe  Mnaie  can  be  obtained  of  E.  H.  Harding,  Ha  330 

Bowery,  New-Tork.  Frlce  10  cents. 


I  fell  in  love  with  a  damsel  sweet, 

And  thought  she  was  in  love  with  me ; 
I  knelt  in  worship  before  her  feet, 

All  dressed  in  my  Sunday  clothes  I 
She  heard  me  through,  and  then  she  grew 

Sympmthetic  and  sad,  said  'twas  really  too  bad  ! 
"  You  know,  she  said,  I'm  a  friend  to  yoo. 

But  you  must  not  thus  propose." 

Chobub.  ;;';;■;,;  :■:',;■:,■/./■ 

Oh  !  no,  don't  ask  me,  I  pmj, 
I'm  sorry,  indeed,  ■  \ 

Believe  what  I  say  ; 
Oh  !  dear,  now,  please  go  away,  ' : 

You're  rather  too  "heavy    for  m«u 

I  still  kept  on  and  I  hoped  to  see 

A  change  take  place  m  her  angel  face. 
But  she  was  ever  the  same  to  me. 

And  I  was  her  slave  the  while. 
At  last  I  saw  her  walking  out 

With  another  young  man— then  between 

them  Irui, 
But  he  turned  about,  and  gave  an  awful  shout, 

While  in  vain  I  tried  to  smile.  '  , .       .     . 

Spoken  :  Y'es,  and  I  trembled  a  litUe,  too,  when 
he  said  :  "  What's  the  matter  with  you,  young  fellow  ? 
Don't  you  make  any  common  error."  All  I  could 
say  was —  Oh !  no,  don't,  Ac 

Down  town  I  met  with  a  friend,  one  night,   : 

For  pleasure  boimd,  we  were  all  round  :  • 
Says  I — "  I  wish  for  a  loan  so  slight, 

A  ten  dollar  bill  will  do !" 
He  looked  at  me  and  smiled  so  queer 

While  he  vowed  his  regret,  said  he'd  nooe  "ioM  f 
'*  Do  you  take  me,  sir  for  a  Fusileer  ? 

I  must  beg  to  be  free  from  you !"  Chores. 

One  night  I  went  to  a  dazzling  ball. 

In  the  mazy  whirl,  with  a  lovely  girl, 
I  thought  this  pleasure  the  best  of  all. 

With  music  around  my  ears  : 
When  came  the  time,  we  went  to  sup. 

There  was  bright  sparkling  wine,  and  the 

table  was  fine. 
But  I  thought  my  love  would  never  get  up  : 

WTiile  I  looked,  I  was  filled  with  fean! 

Spoken  :  She  had  the  meet  astonishing  appetite 
of  any  girl  I  ever  saw ;  and  you  should  see  how 
gracefully  she  drank  off  her  champagne  !  Very 
charming  indeed.  I  called  on  her  a  few  days  after- 
wards, and  she  wanted  to  know  when  we  would  go  to 
Huother  bail  ?    AU  I  mid  in  reply  was — 

;  Oh !  no,  don't,  Ac. 


Six  Feet  of  Earth. 

Written,  eompoaed  and  anng  by  Joe  A.  Oollo,  and  sang 
by  Wiley  Hamilton  with  tremendoos  applanee. 


i 


ni  sing  yon  a  song  of  the  world  and  its  ways. 
And  the  many  strange  people  wo  meet. 

From  the  rich  man  who  rolls  in  his  millions  of  wealth. 
To  the  poor  starving  wretch  in  the  street. 

Now  a  man,  though  he's  poor  and  in  tatters  and  rags. 
We  should  never  affect  to  despise, 

But  think  of  the  adage — rememoer,  my  friend. 

That  six  feet  of  earth  makes  all  men  of  one  size. 

There  the  rich  man  with  thousands  to  spare, 

it  he  choose. 

Bat  he  haughtily  holds  np  his  head, 
And  thinks  he's  above  the  mechanic  who  toils. 

And  is  honestly  earning  his  bread  ; 
But  his  gold  and  his  jewels  he  can't  take  along 

To  the  world  up  above,  when  he  dies  : 
For,  death  levels  all  and  conclusively  shows 

"That  six  feet  of  earth  makes  all  men  of  one  size. 

There's  many  a  coat  that  is  tattered  and  torn. 

That  covers  a  brave  manly  heart. 
But  because  he's  not  dressed  like  bJs  neighbor  in  silks. 

Society  keeps  them  apart : 
On  one  fortune  smiles,  while  the  other  one  faib, 

No  matter  what  venture  he  tries — 
Till  time  in  the'end  calls  them  both  to  the  grave, 

And  six  feet  of  earth  makes  both  men  of  one  size. 

When  e'er  you  see  a  poor  fellow'that  tries 

To  battle  the  world  afid  its  frowns. 
Let's  help  him  along,  and  perabanoe  he'll  succeed  : 

Don't  crush  him  and  still  posh  him  down — 
For,  a  oup  of  cold  water,  in  charity  given. 

Is  remembered  with  joy  in  the  skies  : 
We're  all  hnman  beings,  we've  all  got  to  die, 

And  six  feet  of  earth  makes  us  ■Jl  of  one  sin 


-w  ■  ■   ■  .'.-■■. 

The  Ginger  Blaet. 

Words  by  Kd.  Harrlgan.         Maaio  by  Dave  Braham. 

The  Mnalo  of  this  sons  li  pnbllahed  by  Wm.  A.  Pond 
k  Oo.,  MT  Broadway,  New  York.  Price  40  centa. 


Oh  !  here  we  come  behind  de  drum. 

Us  dandy  darkeys  all ; 
Fall  right  in  de  fat  and  thin. 

When  yon  hear  de  bugle  calL 
Colored  barbers  every  one, 

A  razor  we  can  use  ; 
Wid  reg'lar  steps,  deee  ladies'  pets 

March  in  de  ."  Ginger  Blues  r  ^     . 

Chobub. 

Bowing,  smiling,  just  a  spilin' 

When  de  oaptin  gives  command ;       ■ 
"Taint  no  use,  as  sUck  as  juice. 

We  march  behind  de  band.     (Uinph  !) 
Talk  about  your  "  Skidmore  Guard, 

We  h'ist  dem  on  de  hip  f  i 

Baise  a  dust  or  else  we  bust, 

As  down  de  street  we  skip. 
Turn  de  heel  just  like  an  ed. 

In  patent  leather  shoes  ;  -  . 

Taller  gals  in  Balmorals, 

Dey  love  de  "  Ginger  Blues  T  '; 

Now  Captain  Clam,  a  darling  man, 

De  color  of  indigo  : 
Mighty  high  in  power,  too. 

In  de  reg'lar  army,  oh  ! 
Still  he's  very  sociable ; 

Now  mind  and  pay  your  duos !    - 
For  get  in  de  hole,  you're  off  de  roll. 

You  leave  de  "  Gmger  Blues  P 

Bowing,  smiling,  Ac 

We've  got  the  port  rfhonor  on  ._.■■■■■■.  ^ 

Centennial  Jubilee  ;  :  '■     ■ '  '  ?: . 

Gwine  to  guard  de  baggage  of    .•  \     .: 

De  big  nobility : 
Shave  em  up  and  dust  dar  clothes,    ; - 

And  polish  np  dar  shoes, 
Den  orders  from  baadqnarters  oome 

For  de  noble  "  Qingst  Blues  T 

Bowing,  smfling,  Ac 


l!he  Old  Log  Cabin  in  the  Dell. 

Wordi  aud  Maalc  by  C   a   White 
The   ^.Me  ol  thia   aong   li   pabllahed   bjr    White 
Sie  Washington  Btreel,  Voston. 
Priea  40  oenta.  .,  -    •. 


Smith*  Co.. 


I  am  drifting  down  de  hill  of  life,  ""'.' 

I  aaver  can  work  any  more  ;  '.'.:''•" 

But  de  home  of  childhood  still  I  love    ;■    '  .  •' 
The  same  as  in  bright  days  of  yore  ;    ' 

I've  laid  down  de  spade  and  de  hoe, 
Witfc  sorrow  de  heart  ne'er  can  tell ; 

And  now  I'se  gwine  to  lib  and  die 

In  de  old  lo^  cabin  in  de  dell.  )ji- 

ChorOB  :    I'se  going,  going  back  „.■■;* 

To  de  home  I  love  so  well. 
And  now  I'se  gwine  to  lib  and  die 
In  de  old  log  cabin  in  de  dell. 

When  they  speak  of  how  I'se  gwine  to  lib, 

I  don't  'zactly  know  how  'twill  be. 
But  I  don't  'spect  want  will  eber  oome 

While  massa  libs  who  sot  me  free  ; 
He  ahrays  did  like  all  de  hands. 

He  was  sad  when  he  bid  dem  farewell ; 
I  don't  think  he  would  see  dem  starve 

la  de  old  log  cabin  in  de  delL  Chorun. 

Many  changes  I  have  passed  in  life. 
Some  hard  ones  I  dou't  like  to  tell—  't,;y 

Bat  dere  soon  must  be  anoder  change   .,,'Yv  i 
In  de  old  log  cabin  in  de  dell ;  '         ' 

De  aogel  of  peace  will  be  dere 
Wtd  de  keys  of  de  home  where  he  dwell ; 

And  den  I'll  bid  a  long  farewell 

de  old  log  cabin  in  de  dell.  Cboma. 


T 


DiMolving  Views. 


Siui|(  I  y  Johnny  Boach.         Air;     Caatlea  lu  the  Air. 

While  ttjinking  of  some  past  events  at  home 

the  other  night, 
Seated  alt  my  cheerful  fire,  which  then  was 

burning  bright. 
At  last  the  fire  began  to  fade— a  shadow  o'er  it  grew  : 
I  fancied  I  was  looking  at  some  great  dissolring  view. 
Some  views  there  were  that  gave  me  joy,  while 

others  gave  me  pain  : 
Oh  !  may  I  never  see  them  in  reality  again— 
So  give  me  your  attention,  and  I'll  quickly  tell  to  you 
Some  pictares  that  I  witnessed  in  my  great 

diaaolving  view. 

The  first  view  was  of  sad  distress,  a  trnly  wretched  ease. 
The  family  of  a  workingman,  Longer  stared 

them  in  the  face  ; 
The  mother  and  their  children  gathered  round 

a  scanty  fire. 
The  last  sparks  even  threatning  every  moment  to  expire ; 
At  last  the  father  enters,  and  hangs  his  honest  head, 
And  silently  he  shares  with  them  his  last  loaf  of  bread  ; ' 
Tboii      honest,  he  is  forced  tosteal,  and  into  jail 

he's  threw  ; 
This  sad  and  truthful  picture  is  my  second 

diiHolving  view. 

The  next  was  a  police  court ;  two  prisoners  in  were  led  ; 
One,  a  well-dremed  swindler,  and  the  other  a  boy  ill-fed  ; 
The  boy  had  stolen,  and  oonfeased  his  guilt, 

and  for  pardon  did  entreat ; 
He  said— I  am  an  orphan  boy,  and  nothing  had  to  eat. 
Three  montbs  hard  labor  was  his  doom — the 

tears  ran  down  his  face  ; 
While  he  who  swindled  many  a  man  walked  out 

with  a  good  grace  ; 
He  paid  for  counsel  with  his  spoil— his  money 

pat  him  through— 
That  ends  the  cam,  and  he  get's  free  in  this 

dissolving  view. 

The  third  it  was  a  murder  cold,  a  tragic  ona,  I'm  stue  ; 
It  was  a  man  of  manly  heart,  and  a  good  fri«nd 

to  the  poor, 
Shot  down  by  an  assaMiin  dastardly  and  cold — 
But  shooting  men  qoite  unawares  is  the  fashion 

now,  I'm  told 
The  murder  of  Jim  Fiske,  I  mean,  a  man 

known  to  you  all 
In  this  wide  world  he  played  his  part,  and 

rolling  kept  tba  ball 
I  hope  his  spirit's  gone  aloft,  I  most  sincerely  do. 
Ever  more  to  rest  in  peace  in  this  dissolving  view. 


^ 
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Norah  Mayloy. 

Air      The  WtililDg  Osta. 


Oue  fine  Hammer's  day,  in  the  night  rather  late, 

Paddy  Fliuu  Lad  sueukeU  o£F  t<>  tho  old  wishing  gate. 

To  just  try  hia  hand  at  a  sort  of  a  spell, 

Alx>ut  things  that  his  ould  mother  used  for  to  tell  : 

That  fuiriea  and  coujurerH  squatted  down  there. 

To  give  phat  folka  axed  for  at  that  time  of  the  year. 

80  Paddy  went  there  just  his  luck  for  to  try, 

And  he  wished  fur  a  pig  to  put  into  hid  sty  ; 

But  wait  awhile  yet,  as  the  truth  I  relate, 

Phat  happened  to  Pat  at  the  wishing  gate.        < / 

Spoken :  Och !  sure,  Paddy  was  a  good  boy 
enough,  if  he  had  not  been  such  a  bad  oue  ;  and, 
sure,  mi^'hty  fond  of  me  he  was.  Och  !  sure  he  fell 
in  love  wid  me  before  he  saw  me.  Och  !  faith,  that's 
tnie  for  me,  ho  it  is  ;  for,  he  was  after  telling  me  so 
widout  Kpeaking  a  wonl  of  mouth— but,  och  f  faith, 
it  was  by  word  of  eye  he  was  after  telling  me.  He 
wits  lorn  at  Kilkenny  ;  but,  sure,  he  was  such  a 
roving  blade  that  he  run  away  from  home  before  he 
could  walk.  But  wait  awhile  ago  till  I's  tell  yez  how 
the  wishing  gate  was  after  sarviug  him. 

"  I  wish  for,"  says  Pat,  as  the  gate  he  did  stride, 
"  As  I've  got  but  one  pig,  jnat  another  beside  : 
And  I  wish  for  some  praties,  the  pigs  for  to  fade  : 
And  I  wish  they  might  brade,  and  knock  np 

a  good  trade : 
I'd  then  buy  some  poultry,  ducks  and  a  cow, 
Aiul  a  thumping  shillelah  to  kick  np  a.  row : 
And  then  I  cud  get  me  a  haudsf>me  young  bride. 
And  bogtrotting  Katly  (Spoken  :    That's  me) 

I'd  then  push  aside." 
Bat  little  did  Fat  know  he  was  overheard. 
But,  faith,  I  was  there,  and  sucked  in  every  word. 

S|K)ken  :  Och  !  bad  Inck  to  yez,  Paddy  !  says  I, 
you  desarve  :  but  not  a  word  did  I  spake.  Sore,  is 
this  the  way  you  are  tnic-hearted  by  your  falsehootl  ? 
Aud  every  word  of  truth  yoa  tould  me  was  a  Ue^ 
Well,  I  kept  on  talking  widout  saying  a  word.  So 
iiwiiy  went  Paddy  on  first  and  I  before  him,  crying 
tit  to  break  the  heart  of  me  widout  shedding  a  tear. 
.So  up  he  goas  to  the  pig-sty  to  see  bad -he  got  the 
other  pig.  Och  !  by  the  faith  of  me,  the  only  pig  he 
liud  left  was  gone,  and  had  run  away  wid  the  pnitiie 
garden  in  his  pocket.  Arrah  I  Paddy,  says  I,  plial's 
this  you  have  been  after  wishing?  Where  are  the 
l>i,'s  you  am't  got?  Where's  the  pony  that's  not 
lx)ru,  too?  Where's  your  poultry  and  ducks?  Faith, 
you  are  afteriooking  Uke  a  goose  !  Where's  the  cow 
you  was  after  axing  the  wishing  gate  for?  Sm:«,  au<l 
lliat  cow's  a  bull?  And,  faith  aud  throth,  where  is  niy- 
K«lf,  the  bo;^trotter,  phat  you  will  discharge  before  you 
liiive  me  ?  And  where  is  the  shillelah,  the  shillelah 
that  you  Aie  going  to  kick  up  a  row  wid  ? — "  Arrah  ! 
tUith,  and  sure,  here's  that  same  un,  cried  Jerry 
Donovan  ;  and  faith,  Paddy,  I'll  be  after  giving  you 
phiit  you  have  been  axing  for— so  I  wilL"  So  Jerry 
hit  on  to  Fat,  and  Pat  fell  to  tearing  all  the  bald  hair 
off  his  head— for,  the  fairy  had  made  an  old  man  of 
him,  though  he  was  only  twenty.  He  got  blind  of 
both  legs,  liime  of  both  eyes,  his  elbows  down  at  heels, 
aud  his  heels  out  at  elbows  ;  so  that  I  hope  it  will  be 
a  warning  to  all  greedy  folks,  and  teach  us  to  be  con- 
tented wid  what  we  have,  whether  we  have  got  it  or 
not  Chorua. 


I've  Been  Flirtiiig. 


Words  br  J.  D.  Jonra,  Esq. 


Maalc  by  J.  Monro. 


I've  been  flirting,  I've  been  flirting 

Ail  my  days  of  jonthful  prime  ;    ,"  ■. 
Now  I'm  sighing,  now  Fm  sighing       .    '    • 

That  in  vain  I've  spent  my  time. 
I've  been  praising,  I've  been  praising 

Eyes  of  hght,  and  lips  of  dew  ; 
But  I'm  thinking,  now  I'm  thinking 

Praise  alone  will  never  do.  ■       ' 

Chorus  :    I've  been  flirting,  Fve  been  flirting 

All  my  days  of  youthful  prime  ; 

Now  I'm  sighing,  now  I'm  sighing 

That  in  vain  Fve  spent  my  time. 

Fve  been  asking,  Fve  been  asking   ' 
A  nymph  to  save  me  from  the  shelf; 

Oh  !  sad's  the  telling,  sad's  the  telling 
I'm  nut  the  thing !  she'll  please  hersell 


.->-5 -,■•,■• 


- 1. 


I've  been  dreKsrng,  F'Wj  b<"eTi  drewong 

Like  a  youthfik  Boim)  Struct  beau  ;  .r.r  -' 

Yet  I'm  hearing,  obi  I'm  hearing  — 
"An  ancient  fop  will  never  do." 

;.,r    ,1       Jt'^e  been  asking, 

I've  been  tryiogi  f  va  ijiien  trying 

To  make  some  wealthy  widow  wed  ; 
Yet,  I'm  ft;iuiu^',^  vut  Fill  fcuruiy 

St)me  luckless  niyht  »ih^1f  break  my  head. 
I've  h^en  loungitig.  I'yu  \^*^'n  lounging.  , 

Through  the  parks  frciu  U'ly  to  diiy  J, 
And  saw  with  sneering,  saw  with  sneering. 

The  Liijses  turn  th<  ir  hi  ads  11  way. 

-  1  I've  been  trying, 

•     'I'v  .  4  -.i  I 

Fve  been  qnizdng,.  Fvfe  bctni  qai7Jin(i,.> 

Maiffa  ot  iit^r  three  soort;  and  UJu  ;     ''h,',-. 
But  their  ogling,  oh  !  iiuiir  ogliug  v  '     \-Ki  . 

Ne^er  aui  win  the  hearts  ot  ju«ui  i.'itl.:  .;. 
I'll  be  railiHg;  ill  be  Tailing,  *:■,. 

Aud  faithless  women  tumid  ainl  vex,      '  t!'i 
Since  by  o<mrtiug,  since  by  uoortiug       t  . 

I  can  never  win  tho  sex. 

,,,,,;,  ,1     Fve  been  qijizzing, 

!>■  iIb'V  mi) 


4c. 


!  .-5.-.1 


&D, 


■:.■■  1.. 
•.  T 
■i-  .'.■• 

Ac. 


The  Sliovman.    ; 


J 


Fm  Jinks  the  joyial  sliowia*^"  '/  ' "  '  ••  "'       • 

A  merry  life  is  mine,  '  '  . 

A  smu  I  owe  to  no  man  :    ">  ■    ''■' 

For,  credit  I  decline. 
I  roam  about  from  Fai^  to  Fail     -  *  >  •'. 

And  do  the  best. I  can  :  ..;  .ij  i-'. 

My  charge  is  only  sikpenoe       .     -'i  r^'fi  't'  . 

To  see  my  Coranau.  '  .  .  .  .:..•  .\..- 

Spoken  :  Hi  !  hi !  bi !  be  in  tiitt»— this  is  the 
^reat  original  Camvau  containing  all  the  crowned  aud 
/utlf-cToymed  heads  in  Europe,  Asia,  Africa  and 
America,  including  Shoreditch  !  together  with  tha 
last  great  wonder  of  the  \fofffl -  a  Zi(fw/-stone  !  nnd 
here  you  can  see  the  famed  Whopping  butcher,  ho 
weighs  six-and-tweuty  stouo  at  least  he  ort  on  being 
scaled!  he  has  a  tale  to  unfold,  Wioh  a  "Wagga 
Wagga  tal«  that  hd  gets  (m  slow  in  unfolding  it.  So 
walk  np,  &c.,  adlib. 

Chobds. 

■  •     u  i   I  1: 

Hi !  hi !  hi !  be  in  time,  no  delay, 
Come  and  see  the  greatest  living  woijder  of  tho  day  : 
Walk  up,  walk  np !  observe  the  monkey  man. 
Walk  up,  pay  your  sixpence,  aud  see  my  Caravan— 

t.  ... 

I've  fifty  figures  in  my  show  ;    <3 ...     -     .  ;• 

Bringhum  Yooug  and  ail  his  wiveii : 
The  handsome  two-faced  lady. 

Who  lives  on  table  knives. 
The  Premier  and  Gladstone,  too  ;.•■,,         ,. 

Onslow  and  famed  Sir  Boger,      .i,   ;,  . 
Henderson  from  Scotland  jiird,       .... 

Bob  Lowe,  and  little  Odgsr.       1  ,'     ;  r    ii 

Spoken  :  Hi !  hi !  hi  I  be  in  time,  just  goJng  to 
begin  the  two-faced  lady  is  about  to  partake  of  her 
natural  sustenance  ;  her  morning  mtail  consists  of 
jieuH,  pencils,  pins,  needles,  and  other  articles  of  easy 
digestion,  calculated  to  sharpen  young  I»,dioB'  in- 
tellects ;  she  is  very  fond  of  tobaco  for  desert,  and  al- 
ways gives  a  '  Quid  proqjuo' —  Hi,  hi,  do. 


If.. 


I 


I've  Peers  and  I've  Peasants  hera^  ■, 

And  funny  folks  galore  : 
Giants,  that  Dwaf  dencription,        ,  -j- 

You've  never  seen  before  ; 
And  here  you'll  see  mi  r  sailor  Prince, 

Who  all  look  on  with  pride,  . 

And  hanging  on  his*rm,  observe^  . 

He  has  his  blnshing  bride. 


•    '.'■■ 


Spoken  :  Hi !  hi !  hi !  just  about  to  begin,  the 
only  Caravan  patronized  by  Boyalty.  Here  for  the 
small  charge  of  sixpence  yon  can  see  onr  sailor  Prince, 
observe  the  /latitude,  aud  look  at  the  uniform,  the 
original  articles  in  which  he  appeared  when  he  took 
a  fond  farewell  of  biA  favorite  ship,  and  then  dropjied 
his  GaL-Ontear  I  on  the  right  yon  can  see  a  real  under- 
aged  working  man,  he  works  at  a  Coal  pit  when  he  does 
work,  but  he  oftener  doesn't,  and  he  can't  be  comi)eUod 
because  he's  a  minor.     So  lose  no  time  and  see  the 


wonders  of  this  show. 


Mander'fl  Menagerie. 

OB  CX>M£  AND  SEE  THE  Otn>fEA   PIGS. 
Worda  by  Hu-iy  Hunter.     Miiaio  bjr  Viuceut  Dsvies. 


■f 


np. 


Spoken  :    Hi,  hi  1  All  alive,  oh  I  walk  up,  vndk 

Oh  !  I've  a  show,  Fd  have  you  know,  ■ 

The  best  one  ever  seen  ; 
The  Prince  of  Wales  has  seen  my  snails. 

And  so's  our  gmcious  Queen. 
All  sorts  of  things  with  legs  aud  wings 

I'vo  got  insldo  the  show  ; 
A  froj^  iu  love,  a  sucking  dove, 

.\  smging  buffalo.  ..     '  v,  . 


lii,  hi,  Sic. 


\  Chouus. 

Come  and  see  the  winkies,  come  an    see  the  whales, 

Come  and  see  the  guinea  pigs,  iu  moumiiig  for 

'  their  tail.s  : 

Come  and  see  the  Kangaroo  that's  learning  how 

to  hhoot. 
Come  aud  see  the  Crocodile  that  plays  uix)n  the  flute. 

The  Lion  aud  the  Unicorn 

Have  now  been  here  a  week, 
A  l»o  u  cross  rhinoceros 

Whose  horn  is  quite  unique. 
A  lientzle  and  a  sea  gull,  aud  ,       *,  , 

.\u  Eagle,  very  choice  : 
A  monkey,  nnd-a  donkey  with 

A  sweet  light  tenor  voico. 

Spoken  :  Come  and  sec  tho  donkey  with  a  light 
tenor  voice,  come  and  hear  him  i^ing  the  "Vicar  of 
Bniy,"  and  a  new  duet  with  a  giraffe,  from  the  opera 
Giraffe-lay  Girati'e-lah-<le-<laL.  We  feed  the  Giratfu 
on  milk  iu  tho  Winter,  butcau't  do  so  in  the  Summer, 
l)ecanse  it  has  so  far  to  go,  it  turns  sour  before  it  gets 
into  his  Kt<.>iuaeh  :  and  we  put  on  him  3  yari^  of 
mustard  plaister,  aud  pump  Mrs.  Win.-Jow's  soothiug 
syrup  into  him  three  tiutes  a  day,  half  an  hour  every 
20  miuuteu.  |f  jou  don't  behove  it,  come  aud  see  fur 
yourselves —  .  Chorus. 

N<  >w  then,  you  boys,  don't  make  a  noise, 

Be  careful  how  you  speak. 
Or  else  you'll  wake  the  rattlosuake, 

Aud  he's  a  jierfect  sneak. 
My  sweet  gazelle  is  such  a  swell  •    '       - 

He  uses  seated  soii^) ; 
Aud  begged  aud  prayed  until  he  made 

The  eleph-ant-eloiie. 

Si)ok<  n  :  Como  and  see  the  Lion  and  the  Uni- 
coru  niciug  for  a  farden  :  the  Lion  beat  the  Unicorn 
u{)  aud  down  the  City  Road,  in  aud  out  the 
Eagle  :  and  I've  got  the  Eagle  inside,  the  greatest 
eouqucbt  I  evi  r  u;:ido.  If  you  don't  believe  it,  come 
and  see  for  yourselves  —  Chorus. 

A  darling  of  a  starling,  and  . 
'  A  c-uekoo  who  can  cook  :  ' 

I       The  habits  ot  Welsh  rabbits  will  ,    . 

'  Explain  without  a  book. 

And  those  who  wish  to  see  some  fish. 

Will  not  have  far  to  search  : 
I've  Whitiug  aud  Fve  Blacking,  a 
Canary  aud  a  Porch. 

Spoken  :  :  Come  and  see  the  Cow  that  jumped 
f)ver  the  Moon,  and  oame  doKvn  through  tho  Milky 
way,  aud  has  been  in  the  Milky  way  ever  since. 
Come  and  buy  Guinea  pigs  at  a  tx>uud  a  piece,  a 
shilUng  under  -ctntii  price,  any  quantity— they've  no 
tails,  so  of  cuiixtie  there's  no  end  to  them.  If  you 
doa't  boUeve  it,  come  and  see  lor  yotuselvea — 

.     j      _.  Chorus. 


\ 


I: 


Chloe  Biisk  and  Gay  Appears. 

Chloe  brisk  and  gay  appears 

On  purpose  to  invit*  ; 
Yet  wh^nil  press  her,  she,  intean. 

Denies  her  sole  delight. 

Whilst  Celia,  seemingly  shy  and  ooy, 

To  all  her  favors  grants. 
And  secretly  receives  that  joy, 

Which  others  thiuk  she  wants. 

I  would,  bnt  fear  I  never  shall 

With  either  fair  agree  :  ^ 

For,  Celia  will  l>e  kin.1  to  bU,    '   ' 
ButChtiK' won't  to  me. 


I 


J 


■yr. 


:  T^-WTWi^'yr^.-' 


rj^jKj  - 


riiJt:   siMiiii<:R$^  journal. 
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T 


Theodora. 

"  If  you  pleaK<».  nm'am,  could  I  speak  to  you  one 
miuiite?"  Siiitl  Mrs.  Locksley. 

'rheo<lora  Diile  titarted  from  tlie  deep  reverie  in 
which  she  was  buried,  and  looked'  up, 

"Certainly,  Mrs.  Lockslev,"  said  she.  "  Wbnt 
is  it?" 

"  It's  atont  the  rent  for  the  rooms,  Mrs.  Dale," 
replied  the  laiidlady,  dmwiug;  herself  up  with  a 
little  jerk.  "Two  good  mouths  y<m"ve  occupiod 
'em— and  it  stands  to  reusou,  ma'am,  as  a  I'iird 
Wdrkiug  widow  wr>mRii,  us  has  ouly  herself  to  lonk 
to,  wants  to  see  the  color  of  her  money.  .  Not  as  I 
would  have  hurried  you,  ma'am,"  with  a  half-re- 
lenting glance  towards  Theodoi-a's  deep  mourning 
garments,  "while  the  jxior  Major  lay  ill,  nor  yet 
while  he  was  bein'  buried  :  but " 

Theodora  looked  pained  ;  the  deep  scarlet  dye<l 
her  cheeks. 

"I  am  sorry  to  have  inconvenienced  yon,  Mrs. 
Lockslsy,"  she  said,  "but  I  was,  of  course,  obliged 
to  settle  the  undertaker**  bill  at  ouce,  and  that  has 
taken  all  the  ready  money  which  I  had  at  command. 
I  have  written  to  my  husband's  relatives,  however, 
an<l  expect  remittances  very  shortly,  which " 

Mrs.  Locksley  compressi d  her  lips. 

"I've  heard  that  same  thing  from  my  lodgers 
before,  ma'am,"  said  she,  "All  I  can  siy  is  that  I 
would  very  much  like  to  have  the  bill  paid  as  soon 
as  i)ossil)Ie  !" 

"  It  shall  be  paid  to-night,  Mrs.  Locksley,  without 
fail,"  siiid  Theodora,  her  cheeks  becoming  even 
hotter  than  before. 

And  the  iustjint  the  door  cloa^  upon  the  short, 
stout  figure  of  the  landlady,  she  let  her  head  fall  on  ' 
her  clasj^ed  hands,  and  burst  into  tears — tears  that 
w-ere  almost  like  distilled  fire,  so  scalding  and  bitter 
were  they. 

Theodora  Dale  had  been  married  only  three 
mouths.  She  had  been  a  scbodt-girl  of  fifteen  at 
Madame  Bonmerci's  establishment,  just  out  of 
Brighton,  when  Major  Lionel  Dale  saw  and  ad- 
mired her  at  that  fashionable  resort.  He  made 
some  careless  inquiries  about  the  young  beauty,  and 
learned,  in  an  incidental  sort  of  way,  that  she  wa.s . 
an  orphan,  training  at  the  expense  of  Madame  ' 
Bonmerci  herself,  for  a  governess. 

•'  Deuce  take  \f, ! "  said  Major  Dale,  "  she's  too 
pretty  for  that !     I'll  marryher  !" 

Little  Theodora  Mayder,  who  had  scarcely  left  off 
playing  with  dolls,  and  was  heartilj-  tireil  of  Madame 
Bonmerci's  exactions  on  the  one  side,  and  the  un- 
conscious tyraimy  of  the  children  on  the  otlier,  was 
half-frightened,  half-pleased,  when  tfae  handsome, 
midiUe-aged  Major  proposed  matrimony  to  her. 

"  But  I  am  so  young  !"  she  pleaded,  the  carna- 
tions and  lilies  succeeding  each  other  on  her  cheeks. 

"  You  are  the  prettiest  little  half-bloom  rttse-bud  ' 
in  the  world,"  the  Major  itMde  answer,  gallandy. 

Madame  Bonmerci  spoke  a  word  or  so  of  warning 
to  her. 

"My  child,"  said  she,  "beware  what  you  are 
about.  He  is  three  times  j'our  age^he  gambles. 
It  is  true  that  your  life,  now,  is  rather  a  hard  one  ; 
but " 

"I  shall  marry  bim  !"  retorted  Theodora. 

And  she  did. 

At  the  end  of  three  months.  Major  DaleTs  favorite 
horse.  "  Meg  Merrilies,"  ran  away  with  him  and 
killed  him,  and  Theodora,  not  yet  sixteen,  was  left 
a  "idow. 

Naturally  enough,  she  wrote  to  her  husband's 
relations,  whom  she  had  never  seen  ;  and  now  upon 
this  October  evening,  she  was  expecting  an  answer 
to  the  letter. 

The  color  mounte<l  to  her  cheeks  as  the  postman 
paused  under  her  window — ehe  caught  the  letter 
from  his  hands  and  tore  it  eagerly  open. 

It  contained  nothing  but  her  own  letter,  returned 
to  her.  with  these  words  pencilled  across  the 
envelope  : — 

"  Mr  Chandoe  Dale's  compliments  to  the  young 
lady  who  l>eguiled  his  brother  into  a  secret  marriage, 
and  he  is  confidently  of  opinion  that  her  talents  in 
the  husl  aud-bunting  line  need  no  asaistauce." 

And  this  cutting  taunt,  this  gratuitous  insult, 
was  all. 

Theodora  sat  pale  and  silent.  She  knew  that  htr 
huvband  did  not  care  to  refer  to  his  relatives  much, 
generally  avoiding  the  subject  when  she  broftched  it ; 
but  she  had  never  dreamt  that  be  bad  allowed  them 


to  think  her  a  mere  adventuress,  who  had  contriTed 
to  entnp  him  into  a  disadvantageous  marriage. 
She  had  long  ere  this  discovered  t^t  Lionel  Dale 
was  a  tlioroughly  selfia]^  man,  but  she  had  never 
imagined  ftotr  selfish. 

But  the  blow,  «!iarp  and  sudden  as  it  was,  nf  rved 
her  to  further  exertions.  She  put  on  her  hit,  went 
out  to  the  nearest  jeweler,  and  sold  her  watch  and 
chain  -  Lionel's  wedding  preaeut— for  probably 
about  one  third  of  their  valu^  With  this  she  paid 
her  bill  at  Mrs.  Lockslay's. 

<  '*.  Begging  your  pardon,  ma'tto, "  said  the  lodging- 
house*  keeper,    "but  what  b«  you  agoing  to  do 

tiowr, 

"I  am  going  to  give  music  leoaons,"  said  Theo- 
dora. 

She  had  a  full,  fresh  voice,  like  a  lark's,  and  she 
knew  that  she  oould  make  this  her  broad-winner. 

"  It  will  be  a  life  of  drudgery,"  she  told  herself, 
"  but  I  «'ould  starve  Sooner  tkan  apply  again  to  the 
t)ales  for  assistance  V 

And  the  years  crept  by,  and  tiM  sixC&en  Jifiox  old 
widow  who  stormed  the  citadel  of  fortune  so  bravely, 
won  the  day  ! 

"Signora  Theodore  Dalli !    No,  I  haven't  heard 
her  yet,"  said  Mr.  Chandos  Dale,  indiflferently. 
"But  they  say  she  is  the  best  ' Marguerite '  we 
have  yet  had,  and  I  have  sent  to  secure  a  box  for 
to-uK>rrow  night." 

Signora  Dalli  was  in  ber  besfvoice,  that  nigBl, 
when  Chandps  Dale  her  brother-in-law,  sat  with 
foldsd  arms  in  the  proscenium-box.  And  the  half- 
blown  bud  of  five  years  ago  had  ripened,  by  this 
time,  into  tha  full-blown  rose  of  IprelineBS. 

And  5Ir.  (!^iandos  Dale,  silting  there,  with  an 
artist's  soul,  all  alive  to  the  flufce^ike  richness  of  her 
voice,  thought  she  was  simply  the  most  beautiful 
creature  he  had  ever  seen. 

Th«  President  of  the  Academy  of  Miisic  had  a 
little  irivata  party  in  her  bopor  after  the  opera  was 
over.  Chandos  Dale  hajipened  to  be  fejong  the 
invited  guests  ;  and  the  Signora  Dalli  knew  who 
he  was. 

"I  have  the  advantage  of  him,"  said  Theodora 
to  herself,  smiling  significantly.  "  And  I  shall  take 
care  to  retain  it !" 

•Jiikt  a 'mouth  afterwards  Mr.  Dale  proposed  to 
make  the  beautiful  signora  his  wife. 

"  Are  yo^  really  in  love  wi£h  me?"  said  the  sig- 
nora-k';  with  me,  an  opera  singer  !" 

AuS  Chandos,  about  asliopelesaly  infatilkted''as 
it  is  in  the  nature  of  man  to  be,  vowed  that  he 
would  commit  suicide  if  she  didn't  have  him  at 
once. 

■•  "Put  it  in  writing,"  said  the  Signora  Theodora 
Dalli,  with  a  laugh,  „ 

"Why?"  '':■'■    :'^  v^■^  \-  /■:..-.:;  '■  .-- 

"It  is  my  fancy  !" 

"I'our  will  ia  my  law,"  protested  Mr.  Dale. 

So  he"  wrote  a  pretty  and  poetical  declaration  of 
lOite,  upon  tinted  paper,  and  sent  it  to  the  signora  s 
suite  of  apartments  at  the  "  Langham  Hotel." 

The  same  evening   he   received  the  very  letter 
which  had  come  to  Lionel  Dale's  widow,   that  Octo- 
ber sunset,  with  its  pencilled  bit  of  sarcasm.    .  And 
;^  under  it  was  written  : —  : 

"  The  young  lady  ^ho  beguiled  Mr.  Chandos 
Dale's  brother  into  a  secret  marriage,  has  needed 
no  a-ssistance  from  his  relatives.  The  Signora  Dalli 
—  otherwise  Mrs.  Lionel  Dale— returns  the  enclosed 
compliments,  and  has  the  honor  to  bid  Mr.  Chandos 
Dale  farewell !" 

Theodora  never  enjoyed  anything  so  much  in  all 
her  life  as  «he  did  the  writing  of  this  letter.  It  was 
tit  for  tat.  i 

She  had  conqnered  her  own  fortune  now.  She 
was  indebted  to  no  one.  And  the  next  month  she 
was  married  to  a  young  nobleman,  who  had  followed 
her  half  over  two  continents. 

While  Mr.  Dale  had  the  satisfaction  of  knowing 
that  he  had  wrought  out  his  own  destiny  1 


Little  Charade. 


■'■<•-'» 


In  ray  first  an  organ  you  see  ; 

My  second  a  shelter  for  birds  ;  , 
My  tMoi*- id  aerioufl  or  eager, 
.  ^i  tell  you  in  very  few  words. 

Answer 


.tVjfiWr: 


Ear-neat. 


Poor  Susian 


Woada  b7  B.  J.  Bfron.  Music  by  T   lln*«ra>* 
^\    ^    ,        i     «*^«^ 

Twas  near  the  Bofo'  Market,  tLat  tb«re  dwelt 

a  fine  youiiK  maii  : 
He  fell  in  love  with  a  damael,  which  h^  nanie 

was  Siisiai'. 
They  always  were  a  making.lote,  just  like  u 

pair  of  spuoim. 
Hall  the  mominga,  hall  the  hesvenings.  and 

hall  (he  lutfteninotM. 

Well,  matters  had  been  going  on  hke  tliat  a 

year  or  mon*. 
When  Susian  remarked  one  day  "  My  age  is 

thirty-four. 
I  feel  a*  I  am  getting  on.  I  am  not  a  young  khI. 
And  I  Should  very  much  like  ti)  know  if  >.>ur 

I  ,  views  are  matrimo-ni-al." 

^        ■  I      ,    -        '  ■;■.'    *■ 

Says  he — "  What  is  yonr  property,  though  lucre 

I  di-spise. 
But  we  cannot  live  on  nothing,  which  to  try 

would  not  Ih>  wimt ; 
We've  both  on  us  got  appetites,  which  satisfied 

must  Im>, 
And  w*  can't  have  proper  dinners  if  we  hnint 

got  proper  tea." 

Says  she — "Oh  !  James,  you've  called  nie  oft 

my  iH-aiitiful.  my  bown. 
And  said  as  how  you  did  adonu  mr-,  for  mym-il  alone  : 
I  give  thee  all,  I  can  uo  more,  as  says  one  of 

the  songs, 
I've  got  six  pounds,  a  silver  watch,  and  a  pair  <>( 

Bugar-tougK." 

Says  oe — "  Taiot  much  ooasideriag,  how  much 

pnn-iKiou's  rir. 
But  well  be  married  next  Sunday  three  weeks 

as  ever  is  ; 
The  sweets  of  matrimony  will  improve  life's  hitter  cup. 
Some  folks  would  down  put  Sunday  bands,  I'll 

go  and  put  ours  up. " 


The  three  weeks  passed  like  lightning,  time  run 

^  oil  rapid  V  hei'ls. 

And  Jnmes  called  on  her  hevry  day,  and  halwavs 

had  his  ui  hIh  : 
At  last  the  happy  day  did  come,  n  s<'le<'t  partee  ot  liv.i 
Set  trembliug  in  the  veatiy,  but  her  JiuneH  did 


■^ot  arrive. 


Says  flihe — "  Why  don't  he  come?  oh.  dear  ! 

thought  to  m«  he'd  riiab, 
I'm  much  afraid  he's  been  run  oiiei  by  a  h<  •mbk-bimli. " 
When  some  one  handed  in  a  letter  to  the 

treollbling  brid<-. 
And  these  'em  'ere's  the  artless  words,  as  written 

was  inside 

"  Farewell !  for,  I  was  not  aware,  when  first 

•your  form  I  saw. 
That  you  was  thirty-four— you  should  havej 

tol<l  me  that  afore. 
I've  spent  yoor  tin,  Fve  unli  the  wai<-h,  the 

sugar-tongH  I've  Hpoutcd, 
You'd  have  been  dear  love  at  the  pric^,  and  sii 

,    .         that  is  all  hImhiI  it" 


Now  at  this  sad  intelligenoe  the  friends  did  jeer 

ai'd  Noofl' 
How  Susian  poor  thing  went  on,  and  then  ]>oor 

thing  Went  (ifT; 
They  all  left  bride,  likewise  bridesnmi.tg    tlie 

clerk,  uIhu  the  ininiutt^r. 
And  Bfl  for  Susian,  poor  dear,  why,  she  is  still 

a  apinater. 

Now,  all  unmarried  damsels  who  have  a  little  pelf. 
You'd  better  see  your  property  is  settled  on  yourself  : 
TaJte  warning  by  poor  Susian 's  sad  tale  of 

shameful  wroDgs, 
Stick  to  yotir  tin,  grab  fast  your  watch,  and 

;  always  hold  your  tongs. 

What  time  is  that  which,  spelt  backwards  or  for- 
wards, ia  the  same  ?  -  Noon. 


X:    ;-r./..;. ,U.y 


GUITAR 

or 
BANJO. 


OLD  FOLKS  AT  HOME. 

Arranged  for  the  Ooitar  or  Banjo,  by  Prof.  EDMUND  CLARK,  Teacher  of  the  Goitur,  Bunjo,  Or^n  and  Singing,  No.  766  Broadway. 
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2  All  round  de  little  farm  I  wandered,  " 

When  1  was  younsr ; 
:  Den  many  happy  days  1  >quandered, 

Many  de  soiurs  1  sun,'; 
When  I  was  pla.vrng  witi  my  biudder, 

Happy  was  I  : 
'   Uh !  take  me  to  my  kind  old  mndder, 

Dere  let  me  live  and  die. 
;   :^^;*^  CHO.- AM  de  world,  Ac.      ?  ••-^- 


Oh!     darkies,  how  my  heart  grows  wea-ry.    Far  from     de  old  folks  at  home. 
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3  One  little  hut  among  de  bushes, 
(►no  dat  I  love  ; 
Still  sadly  to  my  mem'ry  rashes, 

No  matter  where  I  rove  ; 
Yihen  will  I  S('t>  de  bees  a  humming 

All  rouiKl  de  comb? 
When  will  I  hear  de  banj(>  fummine, 
Down  in  mv  good  old  home? 
<:vv     OBa-AII  de  world,  Ac 
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The  Widow  with  plenty  of  Gold . .'. , 260 

,  m  HI  m  ,  * 

I    Henry  do  Marsan's  Valentinei        «-^ 

Have    always    baen     aokaowlod^ed,     l>y     th9  ', 
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Y    ;;..  Jonah  Ean  Away. 

Performed  and  Rung  by  T.  M.  HeBgler,  Ul  jfliiiiiter. 

Jonnh  ran  ftway- he  weni  to  801,    .        M  -".^      ' 
Ship  got  wrecked  oo  de  •oast :        •        p  - 
Captain  and  de  zdtle  got  troubte  in  their  miitct, 
Cuptain  and  de  mate  Mid  dey  better  draw  ttAws  ; 
Straws  were  drawn— Jouah  was  oaitod,  - 

Jonah  was  oasted  in  <1«  bottom  d  d»  wlMik  ^    " 
Three  long  dayn,  three  long  nJgbta,  ^    f 

Jonah  lay  in  de  bottom  of  de  whale. 
Chobus. 

lire  htinble,  Uto  hnmblo,  J    '^  ^  f  v 

Den  hnmblti  yonraelf  to  me,  mb  :  ::!£■' 

Glory  in  de  honor— praise  king  Moeee--  5 
Glory  in  de  honor— den  bless  de  Lamb. 

(Repeat  two  last  lines.) 

De  whale  he  commandetl  de  Lord's  right  hand, 
To  cast  brother  Jonah  on  de  innocent  laud, 
Cast  brother  Jonah  on  dry  sand. 
And  de  moon  tibone  down  on  de  promised  land. 

■    .1        Live  humble,  Ac. 

Dat  aiu'i  all— mo  beefdetf.     Take  a  little  darkie 

To  a  new  burial  ground, 

Now  bnrial  ground,  open  all  do  while, 

Dat  pot  a  frown  ou  Jonah's  crown. 

Live  humble,  Ac. 


My  Heart's  Delight. 

Aa  sung  by  T.  U.  Hengler. 


Like  the  roses  in  the  giirtlen, 

Ijike  the  Runlight  in  the  skiefl,  "       /        ' 

.\re  the  roses  on  her  cheeks. 

And  the  light  within  those  eyes, 

Of  the  maid  I  lore  :  in  her  I  seo  , ' 

All  things  bright  and  beantifnl  to  me  ; 

Aiul  the  name  of  this  maiden,  so  fair  »nd  blight, 

Is  my  heai-t's  delight  I  my  heart's  delight ! 

Like  the  smiling  Spring,  advauciug 

To  deck  the  enrtli  with  flowern, 

Like  the  goMon  F^nnheams,  dancing       '  .• 

In  the  forest's  leafy  bowers, 

Is  the  maid  I  love  :  in  her  I  sec 

All  tbiu;^8  bright  and  beautiful  to  me  ; 

And  the  name  of  this  mnideu,  so  fair  and  bright. 

Is  my  heart's  delight  !  my  heart's  delight  I 


►••► 


We'll  Fledge  Eternal  Frienddxip. 

Tij  narrj  ConilaDtino. 


We'll  pledge  ctenial  frittndship, 

And  as  time  rolls  slowly  on, 
We'll  love  each  other  dearer 

For  the  days  now  pist  and  gone ; 
Hcngh  ye;m  us  both  have  darted. 

Fond  memory  still  is  here — 
Its  voice  is  alwa)-s  with  me  : 

For,  the  tks  of  youth  ore  dear. 

We'll  )>ledge  eternal  friendship 

While  uncertain  life  shall  last. 
And  forgive  each  other  freely 

For  our  errors  in  the  post : 
We'll  recall  those  di»ys  of  pleasure 

Iif  the  dreamy  loiig.«go. 
Ere  tlfe  was  linked  with  sorrow. 

With  misfortune,  cure  and  woe.     ' 


Tom  Walker. 


WAJJt  AROUND. 


Dar  was  a  Colored  gent,  from  Old  Virginy  came, 
Ho  was  an  F.  F.  V.,  Tom  Walker  was  his  name  : 
First  he  used  to  live  way  down  in  Tennessee, 
Dar  he  loved  a  yaller  (ml,  as  lively  as  a  flea. 

Chokob. 
Den  hoar  Tom  Walker  suore,  ho  lay  npon  de  floor. 
His  head  agin  de  back  log,  his  feet  hung  out  de  door. 
£f  ever  he  should  wake,  he'll  make  de  raftent  sUake, 
Wid  his  foot  lall  ou  de  cariMtt,  walk  Tom  for  evermore. 

Dar  wan  John  de  BapHst,  often  did  declare, 
No  one  bnt  the  ripbteous  ever  could  get  there. 
Dar  was  old  King  Faro,  often  used  to  eay — 
Every  little  {xx>dle-do){  is  bound  to  have  his  day. 

Den  hear  Tom  Walker  snore,  Ac. 


Norah,  be  Trne  to  Toar  Barney. 

WertU  aad  Uiinc  b;  Jrfeale  tlM*«r> 

Coino  aaiUs  ooee  again,  e'er  me  pai^  Ian, 

Say  tkol  yoall  ever  be  true  : 
Vat,  okt  Ike  amm  I  must  go,  lov^  Vi;^ 

fltilt#7  «>oar  heart  is  with  yoa :        i"' 
Aa<l,  thtM0\  vimmt,  I  love  you  ik>  bettst 


And  n  dreaa  of  you  every  4tf  ; 
Tea,  eM^  ;lreek  I  vill  send  you  a  wlei^ 

AJad  for  its  quick  answer  I'll  pray. 

Chobus.  •   _ 

Arrsb !  wam'i  ytni  be  tine  to  ytmr  BanMf  7 

Wout  yon  love  pie  all  tke  aupe  t 
For,  I'd  die  for  your  sake,  Norah  darling— 

Aiid  aoou,  love,  I  will  change  your  name. 

The  Stan  in  the  heavens  shine  bright,  love, 

The  birds  sing  tlieir  sweet  lullaby  ;     ;  ,. 
The  night  is  fast  fading  away,  love,        -* 

And  clouds  gather  o'er  the  blue  sky  ; 
So  now  dry  your  tears,  Noreh  darling. 

Remember  the  hour's  growing  late  : 
One  year  from  to-night,  Norah  darling, 

I  wUl  eall  jrou  my  own,  at  this  gate.      Chorus. 

m  <m>  ^ 


Taking  the  Pladge. 

WrItUa  mU  tnvg  by  K4.  Beallj.  lu  tbe  iktteh  af  "Taklns 
la*  Piedt*."  ••  t«rforai«4  bjr  Sonlly  ft  Barr/. 


My  name  ia  Ck^melius  MeNamara  f.  .,^  .^v 

rm  an  Irishman,  as  yoo  see  : 
I  have  a  son  who's  a  iion.oC«^nn  I 

Aad  his  name  is  Terry. 
He  will  go  out,  in  the  morning. 

Over  to  Pat  Murphy's  Shebang; 
And  there  he  will  stay  all  day, 

Along  with  tbe  rest  of  the  gang. 
Choma  :    Bnt  I  will  have  to  correel  hinv 

And  gel  Urn  down  to  a  flae  edg* : 
For,  I  Mve  a  clear  bead  nam.  Uqnk 
Sinoe  I  have  taken  "  ttie  pledge. " 

If  I  go  (o  lalk  to  hiin. 

He'll  answer  me  back  with  his  slang. 
And  if  I  aboiild  oomot  him, 

Hell  go  out  to  call  in  his  gang  ; 
Bat,  be  Herrings !  IH  atand  it  no  longer. 

I'll  let  him  know  who  is  Boaa,  heie ; 
He  oan't  get  away  with  BM  now,  bovs. 

The  saaw  as  when  I  osefl  to  drink  beer. 

I  Bat  I  will  hare  to,  Ac. 

Bo  I  win  wait  awhile,  ;  "^    ' -^  • 

Until  Terry  does  oome  in :  '   ,  V'       - 

And  I'll  show  him  the  pledge,  ^^.^  /  . 

And  a  new  life  then,  I'll  begin. 
I'll  no  longer  let  him  abuse  me^ 

Nor  I'll  not  prtt  np  with  his  slang. 
Bat  I'll  try  to  do  all  I  poMibly  can 

For  to  make  him  Isave  the  gang. 

Bat  I  vol!  have  (o,  Ac 


>J 


Original  Act  br  Bradlej  k  Wild.  I 


White  folks,  give  ma  your  attentiot^    a 

While  I'll  sing  to  yon  my  song: 
"Tis  of  my  giri  I'm  going  to  mention. 

And  I  promise  not  to  detain  yoa  long : 
I've  been  ooortiag  her  for  many  a  day. 

And  to  her  house  I  often  go  aroond ; 
In  her  stocking  feet  she  stands  six  feet  four,     « 

And  weighs  three  hundred  and  fifty  poondB. 

Chobtts. 

Come  all,  ye  nigs,  eome,  join  together, 
Take  the  banjo  down  and  have  a  daJMS  t 

For,  I'm  going  to  be  married,  uextSiuiidajr  evening, 
To  my  great  big  fat  and  greaajy  Nance. 

Nancy's  ma  has  gave  conseot,  >       1' 

Her  father  feels  qnite  aatisfied :  -  >    .;  | 

Next  Sunday  eve  I'll  take  her  arm. 
And  to  the  church  we  both  shall  glide. 

She  will  be  my  wife  forever. 
Lots  of  things  tor  her  111  bay  : 

She'll  never  go  back  ou  George  Lapelle, 


Until  the  verj  day  she  dies. 


Chorus. 


The  Opening  Soiree. 

'  ."      VSMe^K)  Kasic  ky  JaoDio  LiudMy. 

Oh  I  rm  awfnl  f<mA  of  daacing. 

To  me  it  asenis  ID  s^Mefe— 
I  think  it^  8»  deUgbtful, 

It  is  i^easwe— nal— i«oaat>lete  ! 
Vltti  a  Aaadsome^  graes(Hl  partner, 

whoM  «t|le  is  gay  sad  fltee, 
I  Ivng  to  kew  the  welc«me  news 

Of  the  Opening  Soiree  ! 
Choros :    For,  I  dearly  love  to  dance 
.    .  To  mosio  blithe  aad  froo  f 

I  'i:*'l      4Q(^  inCMt,  Fm  all  impatieooe 
'         Tor  thfrOpeniog  Soiree !  ■ 

Now,  I  own  tha  SoBuner's  rkftmnt.    ;  ■  „y 

And  boating  I  admire  ; 
I'm  often  at  the  rMQS. 

But  of  that  I  sometimes  tire ; 
And  I'm  longing  for  the  season. 

With  its  mirth  and  harmony. 
When  I  can  take  my  lady  love 

To  the  Opening  Soiree ! 


Harry  Hay. 

lAdtei*  Tenion  of  Nellr  Bay.  Air : 


CUorus. 


»elly  lUy. 


i^' 


\ 


1  have  a  tall  and  handsome  man 

That  comes  a  courting  me. 
And  very  soon  the  day  will  dawn 

When  I  hie  bride  shall  be.  |    i 

He  takes  me  to  the  mnaic  balls,.  ^^ 

And  the  theatres,  too. 
And  evaiy  Sunday  afternoon 

We  ramble  in  the  Zoo. 
Cbonis  ;    Hany  May,  Hairy  STay        "'^"-L 
Loves  hiH  little  Fan,  ^ 

Bany  May,  Horry  May» 

Fascinating  man :  ^ 

Harry  Mav,  so  blithe  and  gay, 
''  Hois  stole  my  heart  away, 

■ ;  •     I  never  had  a  lover 

Like  my  charming  Harry  May. 

I  knew  when  he  is  twenty-ofae, 

HeTl  have  a  heap  of  cash. 
And  then  enabled  I  shall  be. 

With  him,  to  cut  a  dash  : 
Bright  rnby  rings  shall  deck  my  band. 

^d  diamonds  my  hair. 
And  "I  shall  walk  in  silk  attire^  ' 

And  siller  have  to  spare."  Chons. 

...,.■■■  ■>  ■ 

A  mansion  in  the  famed  west-end 

Will  then  oar  dwelling  be, 
Ai^  in  the  prime  of  sommer  time 

A  "cottage  by  tbe  sea." 
Yoa  say  beneath  a  Incky  star 

I  drew  tbe  breath  of  Life — 
Bat  if  my  Harry  noaght  posaeased, 

I  Btill  would  be  his  wife. 

Almost  Fenoaded.  ' 

Siicaxi)  soNo. 
Bang  by  Irs  D.  Stnkey.\ 

"  Almost  persnaded  "  now  to  fcelleve  ; 
"  Almost  persuaded  "  Christ  to  receive  ; 
Seems  now  some  soul  to  say, 
"  Go,  Spirit,  go  Thy  wav. 
Some  more  convenient  day       ,  • .    , 
On  Thee  rU  calL"  -,  ^ 

••Almost  persnaded,"  come,  come  to-day 
•*  Almost  persuaded, "  turn  not,  awajr  i 
Jesus  invites  you  here,        ^      :  ' 

Angels  are  Ungering  near,    ° 
Frayera  rise  from  hearts  so  dear, 
"O  wanderer,  cornel" 

"  Almost  porsuaded,"  harvest  is  put  I 
"Almost  persuaded,"  doom  comee  at  last ! 
"  Almost "  cannot  avail ; 
«<Ahno8t"isbattofaU!     . 
Sad,  sad,  that  bitter  wail-*-'-' 
.     «'Almo6t-lmfio»</" 


i 


^Chorus. 


t 

i 


% 


Time  ia  the  vehicle  which  carries  ereiyt  hinginto 
nothing. 


•■•.•«,  '-: 


f 


flit:    iSaitCTEfiS'    jfotRMAL* 

^■j^aggj   i»i  ^i-  ji'iii  ■■!■■■  ^"        I 


95^" 


Fame  ere  it  s&aD  1i«r  too  Iftte. 


Poor  imprisoned,  willAil  woman,  •  ■ ' ' ' 

lu  thy  goldeu  cage  «t  rest,  ■'  =.f 

DotL  DO  thought  of  home  and  boabancl     >  : 
Ever  flutter  iu  thy  breast?  ?■"■ 

While  caresaing  him  who  led  you       !■ ;:      '  • 

From  a  hutilmnd'i  aid* aatray,         I  ;■'.. 
Hast  thou  never  thought  in  fotoie       *•'  "■•'■ 
What  dark  oloads  aaaU  shiond  thy  way? 
Choms :    Pause  ere  yet  thy  tide  of  gladneos, 
From  the  caaoode's  dizzy  height. 
Dash  thy  bouI  to  death  and  madaeaa 
In  the  gloomy  depth  of  night 

Turn  apiaiu,  my  wayward  biidliog,      -;■ 

Fly  the  snarer's  golden  net ;  '         ■ 

Come  again  to  warm  the  bosom 

Tlmt  thy  love-song  yearns  for  yet, 
Como  :  for,  I'll  fbrgive  thy  erring, 

"Let  the  d«id  past  tomb  its  dead**—  i; 
Waiting  are  mine  arms  and  bosom     '      r. 

As  n  pillow  for  thy  head. 
Chorus  :    I  will  turn  tby  tide  of  madness 
From  the  cascade's  greedy  roar 
To  a  harbor  where  uosadnen 
Shall  besot  ua  evermore. 


Dere'i  a  Mug  Mitond  a  Handle. 

Air :    Thare'i  a  letter  to  Uie  cradle. 


Dere's  a  mug  mitoud  a  handle,  - 

Righd  down  by  Bome's  saloon  .  ':;    ,■,■,■' 

I  driuked  oud  dot  boud  fifty  times,     V  v  . 

Most  efery  afternoon. 
But  my  olt  vomans  spoils  de  fun. 

She  comes  most  efery  day,  ■    • 

Und  she  shookeus  den  her  fist  at  me, 

Und  dis  vas  vat  she'd  say —      ,  ,  . .  _ .;: 

Chorus:    " Come  j'oti,  olt  buiD« ' 

Dou't  staid  ond  all  night : 
xon  Tas  09  bi^eM  fooi  in  towB^ 

Alvays«ott«utighL,:^>    ,„},/; 
Come  right  avay, 

Und  leaf  dem  loafers  here, 
De  neighbors  all  around  de  tdaoe, 
Dey  said  you's  fall  mit  bter." 

I  dou't  go  dere  now  so  seldom. 

Like  I  used  to  did  before,        7 "  .;•  ^J"  .':     ^ 
Uud  dot  mug  mitond  a  handle    ■ '    • '.:  <  "  - '  •     ' 

Dot  got  broken  on  de  floor  :      "       ''  r         ^ 
I  visbed  dot  my  olt  voman'e  legs  ,•.•'/■ 

Vould  got  de  cnmpA  some  day, 
Cause  I  kuowed  of  she  vould  keiched  me  dere, 

She'd  tire  me  Oad  tmd  say —  Ohonu. 


■»-•♦• 


Old  Maasa's  DeHght. 

Written  bjr  TUnmn*  Harper,  and  anas  by  blm  and  Btaaiell. 

Oh  !  white  folks,  we  have  er>me  to  have  a  Uttle  ftm. 
And  to  tell  you  of  the  plaoe  we  long  to  aea, 
Ot  the  place  we  love  so  well,  where  we  darkiea 

nsed  to  dwell. 
Of  our  dt^ar  old  homo  way  down  in  Tenuessea 
Ob  !  we  spcut  onr  youthful  daj's  in  so  many 

pleasant  ways, 
A  siuging  and  a  dancing  all  the  night : 
But  from  M:is.sa  wo  did  part,  and  it  nearly 

broke  his  heart : 
For,  US  darkias  was  hL'3  pride  and  delight. 

.■:-.■/■';      ChOBUS.  :•,',■>,.■';-.;>;.'-■  ^,      "-,,.•■,'.. 

Tlien  let  ns  sing  as  on  we  roam. 

And  t«^ll,  throughout  creation. 

Of  till!  bappy  times  wo  had  at  home,  ■ 

Way  dowu  on  the  old  plantation. 

Many  yenre  we  have  been  free,  but  still  long  to  see 
The  place  where  first  we  saw  the  morning  sun  : 
That  lovely  little  spot,  where  stands  de  humble 'cot. 
Where  wo  darkies  used  to  sport  and  have  some  fhn. 
When  the  work  of  day  was  o'er  and  old  maeea'b 

kitchen  floor 
Iu  (be  merry  dance  us  nigs  would  pass  the  night : 
And  old  niassa  he'd  look  ou,  how  he  did  enjoy  the  fun ! 
For.  lu  tlarkies  were  his  pride  and  delight 
'.,'./:-■■_;■  . ;  ■  Thou  let  ns  king,  &c. 


The  Sn^  Cot 


I  mze  opon  the  empty  oot 

Till  t«an  come  in  mine  eyes : 
I  weep  for  little  Daisy,  who 

Is  now  beyond  the  skies.  -, 

Oh  !  how  we  loved  hw— bat,  aks  I .  ■' 

To  love  her  was  oar  lot : 
I  sit  and  gaze,  when  do  «De'8  nigb,    ' 

Upon  the  empty  oot 
Cb<mu :    Darling  Daisy,  she  has  left 
Qooe  begrond  the  skies— 
,v;  I  ^jse  npoQ  the  empty  cot 

r     vi  tr,    Till  tears  come  in  miiM  eyes. 

We  know  oar  httle  darling  lives 

In  that  bright  land  above. 
Where  angels  dwell  in  endless  bliss, 

Where  all  is  peace  and  lore. 
This  thought  alone  doth  Joy  aflbrc^  ~  v . 

It  helpe  me  bear  my  lot : 
It  cheers  me  when  I  sit  and  gaze 

Upon  the  empty  oot 


I 


Cboroa. 


The  Polish  National  Hymn.  ?  . .; 

Ood  !  onr  sad  Country,  long  in  thraldom  pining. 

Galls  in  its  anguish,  hmnoly  now  on  thee — 
O'er  a  brave  people  let  Thy  day-star  shining, 

Tell  to  the  tjTants— Poland  shall  be  free  I 
Firm  in  the  struggle,  hearts  and  hands  combining, 

We  yet  must  conquer,  rictors  yet  mnst  be  ; 
God  of  the  battle,  let  Thy  day-etar  shining, 

Tell  to  the  tyrants -Poland  shall  be  free  I  ■ 

Though  they  with  roses  Slavery's  chains  be  wrMflling, 
Ne'er  can  such  fetters  noble  minds  restrain  : 

Once  our  glad  children  Freedom's  air  were  breathing. 
Soon  o'er  our  mountains  may  it  float  again  ! 

Firm  in  the  struggle,  hearts  and  hands  combining, 
We  yet  must  conquer,  victors  yet  must  be  ! 

God  of  the  battle,  let  Tht  dST-StaT  shining, 

:     Tell  to  the  tymuta— Folaud  aball  be  fres  ! 


■I: 


Never  Make  JConntaini  of  Molehilk 

Air:    Pafa  Lealber  Br*eohM. 


Now  I'll  show,  iu  a  song,  ol  bow  maay  go  wroog, 

And  losing  both  proAt  sad  merit : 
J'or  whatever  they  do,  as  the  world  thsy  90  thiough. 

They  don't  de  the  thing  with  a  spirit 
When  your  object  yon  find,  to  it  give  all  yoar  mind. 

Or  fortune  may  on  your  head  roll  ills  : 
Take  no  heed  of  who  warns,  take  the  bail  by  the  horns, 
'    And  never  make  moaotaiw  of  wnWiills 

Chobus.  • 

'When  yoa  see  yoiu  way  olMi,^a-b«ad.  never  fear, 
Or  else  yoa  may  soflier  li&'s  wfa[ole  IQs  ; 

Do  it  all  with  a  will,  to  the  best  of  yobr  skill, 
And  never  make  motmtaios  of  molehills. 

Now,  to  prosper  in  life,  if  yon  want  a  rich  wife. 

With  lots  of  assurance  yonll  win  her : 
If  you've  plenty  of  cheek,  and  stick  to  it  a  week, 

A  wealthy  old  maid  yoa  may  pin  her. 
Never  cry  "  IV*  no  go,  that  you're  humble  and  low. 

And  mustn't  aim  in  a  high  quarter  " — 
For,  if  so  you're  inclined,  nud  to  it  give  your  mind. 

You  may  wed  the  Ix>rd  Mayor's  eldest  daughter. 
t      ■        -r.'-  ■■  V  ...     When  you  see,  Ac. 

'  ■'.'■;  ■.  ;-''.t.j-i;''  -€^y-:^A-:  'j  .-^y'- 
If,  in  lame,  yoa  woold  he  at  tilie  top  of  the  tree. 

As  a  hero,  missionary,  or  poet : 
Why,  then,  try  all  yoa  know,  every  bar  overthrow, 

Ajid  never  the  white  feather  show  it 
Till  the  top  of  the  hill  you've  attained,  don't  be  still. 

And  never  give  way  to  de^wiring — 
For,  of  beauty  fbe  oharm,  and  the  warrior's  palm, 

Is  won  by  the  bold  and  the  daring.  Gborus. 

Suppose  you  are  wed,  and  a  dull  life  have  led, 
,  If,  as  yet,  there's  been  no  "  olive  branches," 
Try  it  o^  again,  'twon't  be  labor  in  vain  : 

That  jsn  will  succeed  whose  will  staunch  is  ; 
In  fact  ^  yon  ^'"  '"  'his  world,  just  go  in. 

Despising  all  threats,  or  being  taunted  ; 
Fortune  is  to  be  won  If  no  trouble  yon  spare  : 

So  go  ever  onward  undaunted.  Chorus. 


Hound  of  Rons. 

Wrltleo  by  Andy  McKee.  Saag  by  Sam  Matttn. 

'  The  shades  of  night  had  fallen,  '  .. 

The  dew  was  on  the  ground  :      '••  --,•  .;■- 
Twas  near  a  be<l  of  roses  ''._  V ...  >'  .; 

I  saw,  while  gaziuR  rooiid,  '•••:.     'w  •   >      , 
A  figure  pass  before  me,  .;  ^ '  '  -i      , .,  ■['■', 

I  scarcely  heard  a  sound  :  .   :  V  •; 

She  seeme<t  to  gather  roses 
From  ofi'  a  little  mound. 
Chorals  :    She  spoke  -  her  voice  it  charmed  me  - 
Then  to  my  side  did  bound  : 
"  You're  welcome  to  a  flower. 
From  off  my  rosy  moaud." 

I  drew  her  mantle  closer         '    =••   ''  -     -'  - 

Around  her  bcabteotts  form,         ^  :_      .; 
That  I  might  kwp  her  near  mo     ,'  ''.  ■, :  ' .. 

And  kiss  that  Iwnd  so  warm. 
She  imssed  her  little  arm  through  miuo, 

We  walked  th<)  garden  round. 
She  said  I  might  aasist  her 

To  pick  roees  from  her  mound.  Cboros. 

Oh  !  now  we  have  a  garden,  -. 

^VLich  all  belongs  to  me,     '•'■'!  '    -     :  ■  / .     . 
And  several  little  gardeners  ..  « 

That's  Iwautifulto  see  :  '  •    •.  " '  .  > 

And  should  you  want  some  flowers,       «:  ,:  '^* 

I  ho|>e  you  U  call  aroaud. 
And  gather  tumo  to  suit  you, 

From  ofl  our  litU^  mound.  Chonu. 


My  Mother's  Warning. 

Air :     I've  heard  iwaet  music  iteallug. 
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Hark !  I  hear  my  mother's  warning, 

It  sounds  like  miusic  in  my  ear. 
Her  voice  on  me  sO  sweet  is  calling 
I  see  yon  in  fancy,  mother  dear  ! 
In  boyhood's  daj's  sh^  usmI  to  kiss  me  - 

And  from  all  dangers  did  me  save  : 
Through  me  she  di»d,  quite  bn^nn-heai1e<1. 

Her  spirit  visits  me  from  the  gmve. 
Choros :    la  fancy  on  me  she  is  calling, 

ItsouiulH  liko  mukic  iu  uiy  «nr  : 
Often  I  wish  L'4.  taken  her  waning — 
I  miss  thee  now,  my  mother  dear ! 

I  oft  think  of  that  lonely  oottage, 

I  remember  that  cold  wiutar's  night, 
The  silver  moon  was  brightly  shiuiug. 

My  poor  dead  mother  met  my  sight 
I  remember,  too,  that  all  was  silent, 

That  night  I  sta^Ksxed  to  the  door  : 
Now  she  is  gatiB,  1  hope  she's  ha^ipy. 

On  earth  we  shall  meet  no  more.  Chorus. 

I  remember  well  my  darling  sister. 

With  angel  face  and  locks  so  fair- 
When  to  her  breast  her  mother  pressed  her. 

And  kissed  away  a  falling  tear. 
But  she  is  dead — now  all  is  over — 

Those  happy  days  are  gone  and  past. 
But  still  I  h«-Hr  my  mother's  warning, 

Iler  spirit  haunts  me  to  the  last.  Choniii 

What  would  I  give  were  she  but  living. 

And  mo  thiit  happy  blue-eyed  bo^',      ^ 
When  her  warning  she  to  me  was  giviug  ! 

It  was  then  my  heart  was  inll  of  joy  : 
Though  I'm  wad,  I  am  not  hai>tiy. 

Still  my  wife  is  kind  to  me  : 
I  remember  wcli  my  mother's  warning. 

In  my  dreams  her  sweet  form  I  spc.     Chorn;. 


Though  Prim  as  Saints  at  Maw  we  Beam. 

Though  prim  as  saints  at  mass  we  beetn, 

We  laugh  at  others'  folly  ; 
Our  IxHisted  rigor's  all  a  dream  ;  .,„ 

So,  brtjthers,  let's  be  jdly.  '  'v   ' 

Now  our  daily  i^enance  ovpr.     '     '  ^ 

Now,  boys,  well  live  in  clovei. 
While  our  clieerfnl  glass  goos  r'Miud, 

Woman  all  r»nr  joj-s  slmll  cp-wu. 
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Help  one  AmW'''  °"  ^«  ^^'■" 

Th,  Boy.  ■!• /tt»'-'=»'">8- 


Air. 


Oh  !  what  coutiasls  hero  we  mbPt— 

Some  cau't  get  euongh  to  eat. 
With  Bome  it's  aU  en  regie,  a-la-mode . 

Itut  IK)  matter,  high  or  low, 

Through  life's  journey  as  we  go, 
■\Ve  cau  help  one  another  on  the  road. 

Ab  Dame  Fortune  turns  her  wheel. 

In  the  wdlil  there's  many  feel 
Of  affliction  and  povertjr  the  load  ; 

But  the  weight  will  hghter  be. 

If,  88  on  we  go.  we  try 
To  keep  one  another  on  the  roao.  , 

We  can  well  back  np  a  flriend, 

To  a  poor  man  we  can  lend  

Assistance,  when  ill  fortime  docs  him  goad^ 

Without  it  he  may  foil. 

With  it  ho  may  reach  the  goal 
Of  pro«perity,  through  help  npon  the  rCftd., 

We  never  can  be  sure 

That  good  fortune  will  endure. 
Or  always  on  us  blessings  be  bestowed  ;  ' 

So  one  lowly  never  spurn—  | 

For,  it  may  be  your  own  turn 
To  wont  a  lift,  while  tramping  on  the  road. 

Words  are  often  more  than  deeds 

To  a  lonely  heart  that  bleeds  :  ^^ 

It's  not  always  money,  but  in  the  "  mode  "> 
In  which  it  ia  applifid  ^' ' 

That  a  mourner's  tears  are  dned. 

And  it  proves  a  real  help  upon  the  road. 

If  it's  only  with  a  light. 

When  no  tavern  is  in  sight,  y 

Sometimes  a  httle  aid  may  be  beetow«dL  J 

But  whatever  it  may  be,  , 

Let  us  try,  both  you  and  me,  g 

To  help  one  another  on  the  the  road.  \  f 


The  Moral  Young  Man. 


jisrt 


y 


Well  Do .IJie^ flest  W«  Can. 

Dy  L.  M.  Tliorntou.    , 

■■'■•■'■  i,ii  kV  •.;]»■•■  \': 

There  are  so  many  titles  now,      •<•>"  -^  <*"  '■  I 

What  I  affirm  is  true,  ■^'•'«      »  i'''  ^  ' 

That  we  our  brains  imj  frnzAc "kiog  -^  ''■■ '  ^ 

Ere  we  get  one  that's  new  :  ' " 

But  since  to  never  conquered  be  '  "'  •' 

Has  always  been  myT)lnu,        '    ••^'  '  '■  «»»>••  • 
I'll  uuto  j'ou  a  title  give—  '   '  '«'l'"  •>'•  •'"••  > 
We'll  do  Uie  best  we  can.   *     "   '  * '       *•"  •*! 
Chorus ;    As  on  the  rond  of  life  wego, 
"         Oh  !  l«t  If  be  onr  plan, 

Thin  motto  tme  to  keep  in  view- 
We'll  do  the  best  we  can.  .  ,. 

When  shivering  want  before  yen  standi^     f  a> 


!  .ft.. 
T 


Oh  !  ne'er  put  oa  »  frown. 
But  on  yotu  features  wear  a  smile 

And  niitse  the  fonn  that's  down : 
You  may  not  be  posHessed,  of  maoh, 

Slill  aid  you  can  impart,  t  >■ 

And  ever  be  that  aid  bestowed 

With  wiUing  hand  ftudJ^eart. 

If  you  an  oirioC' mortal  see,  .Z)    oil 

Oh  !  will  you  him  upbraid. 
Or  instantly  to  leave  his.  side. 

Will  some  excuse  be  made? 
Ah  !  fail  i^ot  to  remember  this— .,^ , 

Though  wanken,  he's  a  man. 
And  to  aftect  a  happy  change. 

Oh  !  do  the  bebt  you  con.  .,  , 

A  harsh  word  like  a  dagger  is, 

A  kind  word  like  a  balm  : 
Whyftt  won't  a  sigh  or  tear  achieve, 

And  the  ont«t^etkhed  right  arm- 
How  dififerent  this  world  would  be 

To  what  it  is  to-day. 
If  love  reigned  in  the  human  breast 

With  undiminished  sway. 


>;/ 


Chorus. 


/ 


They  tell  me  when  a  yonth  at  school 

I  always  was  so  good  : 
WTiilst  others  did  such-naughty  things,' 

Do  wrong  I  never  could ; 
And  now  1  am  ninch  older  grown. 

And  come  to  man's  eetftta,       ■      '•  .iv' •   K-  '> 
I  dearly  love  all  that  is  pure,    "  - '  '         / 

And  all  wicked  things  I  hate.  .  -  > 

Chorus  :     Oh  !  what  I've  seen,  and  what  I've  hefeurd. 
The  thoughts  away  I've  hurled  :  -^ 

For,  I  am  sach  a  mogal  ydung  man, 
V  .  .  And  this  is  a  wicke*  world. 

When  but  a  babe  by  womankind  }* 

I  never  would  be  kissed,  ,<      '.  _. 

They  gave  me  "  ladies' fingers  "—I 

Preferred  to  suck  my  fist ; 
And  now,  let  any  damsel  come  ,     f_^^ 

And  kiss  me  if  she  can, 
I'm  fhr  beyond  temptation  :  for  .       . 

I  am  such  a  moral  young  man !  Chonuu 

I  detest  nil  spirits  but  Robur, 

And  they  sny  that's  "  made  from  Tea  :" 
(I  desjiise  all  folks  not  sober,  but) 

It  b.^s  strange  ejects  on  me  : 
To  rise  at  seven,  retire  at  nine,  - 

Throughont  the  year  8  my  plan, 
And  alwavH  make  my  bed  mjxelf  : 

For,  I'm  such  a  moral  young  man  !      Chorus. 

I  grieve  to  Biiy  my  mfnlesty 

Oft  mt.i..t«  with  many  upsets  ; 
I  never     never  i>«s»  by  shop* 

Wherein  they  sell  "corsets."  --^  .^. 

And  when  it's  "a  wet  or  windy  day,        •  '■  " 

Go  fi'rtb  I  never  can: 
Fur,  thu  ladies  will  show  their  "side-springs," 

And  I'm  huch  a  moral  young  man  1     Chorus. 

The  M-omcn  arc  bad,  but  man  are  worse. 

Ah  !  this  I  know  full  well— 
For,  when  they're  what  is  caU*xl  in  love. 

What  nauKlity  fibs  they  tell  1 
And  some  will  to  the  pIayho\ise  go,  •   • 

And  through  oparn  gliuwes  scan. 
When  ballet  girls  dance— oh  !  one  sly  glanoo 

Is  too  muoh  for  this  moral  y uuug  nuuk     C^)U^ 

■■■■■■■■^^■■iMMHi^aHi^iHnHllaHB 


■    I.)'- tfi  . 

Chorus. 
The  Widow  with  Plenty  of  GoM.  •  i  • 

Air  :    XhM*Ui(fta0ald. 

Oh  r once  I  was  happy  an^  g^,"*^-   *    '"^  ^^ 
But  now  I  am  saa  and  forlorn  : 
;      For,  a  young  man  stole  my  heart  away, 

And  now  from  me  ha  has  gone.        *uUit'-- 
lie  vowed  that  be  lowd  ooe  tmv.'  fnm  '.  ;.rt 
And  I  reaUy  believed  it,  too>        i  ■{.*■%;  j*-  t, 
!      But  a  widow  her  cap  set  at  my  obap^  '  »  a-  i   -.-^rf? 
)         And  I  don't  know  what  to  dek         >.   .  ipc-."  aic 
(^orus  :  He  was  each  a  fine  young  man,  ►,  ■  -  i 

Only  twetity-two  yeam  old. 
But  he's  been  and  gone  and  deeeived  m«,  for 
A  widow  with  plenty  of  gold. 


U" 


e«('  tO 
V.6  •'■•■• 


Yes,  ^or  a  widow,  and  I  wish 

She  was  a  widow  bewitclied ; 
For  my  love,'  Johp,  I  gjadly  wonld 
Have  mendied,  starched,  and  stiebed. 
Oh  !  she  kept  a  chandler's  shojS 
And  my  John  in  used  to  drop 
His  tobacco  to  b«y,  and  shed  always  tty 
To  get  him  to  tea  to  stop.      ,    .,    .     C|l)prq8.. 

My  love  was  a  railway  olerfc'   *''  ■'  '  i\ .    .' 

With  three  pounds  a  week  paid  do<wh ;       -  > 
We  were  to  wed,  and  a  cottage  take,  i  J  ■ ' 

A  Hltle  way  onl  of  town. 
But  "  Ijove  in  a  cottage  "  for  me  < 

Is  all  over  now,  and  U  P  ; 
For,  lo  and  l)ehold— I've  been  sadly  sold. 
Through  a  widow,  aged  sixty-three.      ChoftM. 

This  -widow  was  an  old  fright,      ;„,    ,.j ,...,..; 

As  thin  as  a  lath  or  splint  ;       r     - 
Of  her  right  eye  she'd  lo«t  tha  sighf)* 

And  her  left  had  a  double  equiot. 
Grog  blossoms  her  noee  wore  oi^ 

.  .  With  a  beard  her  chiu  u^n  ; 
But,  you  see,  she  rolled  in  glittering  goW, 

And  that  got  over  my  John. 

Now,  girls,  Fve  but  this  to  say. 
As  John  uo  DMro  I  shall  see, 
Do  von  know  any  nice  young  man. 
You  can  recommend  to  me,      .  .^ , 
.\bout  twcuty-t wo  years  ol«L" 
Sn¥»rt,  and  handsome  to  benolcl, 
Not !.  iv  'H  to  stray,  or  be  led  away, 
...  ■il^i^iOuu  uithiikiiti-  ofi^^,?,         C|oms. 


.o^.f  ■•■1 


I 


t 


;r.     My  Mother's  Parting  Gift. 

The  mom  was  fair,  and  friends  were  gathered 
To  bid  to  nie  a  long  good-bye —       .  ,  ,  .-, 

And  as  I  kissed  my  poor  dear  motbeii 
A  starting  tear  stood  in  my  eye — 

She  gave  to  me  a  look  of  her  dear  hair, 
With  that  lock  I'U  never  part  t  -^t,^;-.  n 

•  It  was  my  mother's  pft  to  me,  r 

For  ever  I'U  near  it  near  my  heart  .  i. 

CHOBim. 

When  far  away  in  foreign  lands, 
>  Aertiss  the  dark  and  deep  blue  sea, 

I'll  oherinh  that  dear  lock  of  hair, 
^  My  mother's  porting  gift  to  me.    .  ,^ 

I  Now  home  was  once  a  happy  place, 
But  poverty,  alas!  came  there  :  '  '  , 

\  To  see  my  mother  dear  in  sorrow,. 

That  dreadful  thought  I  could  not  bear-!* 
For  her  I  left  my  nativ^  \illage,    .,  ; 

I  kneel  and  pmy  to  her  at  sea  :^     '' 
And  when  the  silver  moon  is  shining, 
Gaze  on  her  dear  gift  lo  me. 

If  I  return,  she  rany  be  sleeping    ■ 

With  my  father  In  the  grave  : 
.  May  all  good  angels  waUsh  and  cnard  her. 

And  my  darling  mother  save  ! 
Though  itintint  lands  tliey  mny  divide  na, 

I'll  think  of  her  by  ui^ht  and  day  : 
There  is  no  love  like  a  dear  mother's — 

We  miss  her  when  she's  far  away. 

i 

■  We  stood  npon  the  good  ship's  deck, 
'       In  grief  we  parfwT,  one  by  one —      !     - 
With  father,  mother,  sibter  dear,   '  '    -    ,'  " 

Husband,  wife,  and  loving  son  i       '  ' 
;  A'nd  as  we  left  our  friends  so  true,  ■' 

Perhaps  ne'er  more  to  see  again — 
,  Each  one  gave  a  parting  gift. 

Then  left  in  sorrow  ana  in  pain. 

I        I  i»  m  ^1 
Silvery  Stan  are  Softly  Gleaming. 

Words  by  Ebea  £   RaKft>rd.  Mntio  by  H.  P.  Dank*. 

Tbe  M««ttc*a  b«9bUiiied  o(  th*  well  kn*irii  Miiilc 
I  Store  ef  frad^riek  D'Ome.   27  Union  Square. 

•  ^e>T  T^rk.        Price  SSceule. 


"fi 


Choras 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Silvery  stars  are  softly  gleamiqg        .;' . 

In  the  peaceful  eveiuu<;  sky,  :.;.. 

And  I  think  my  love  is  dreiuning.     ,  ;  ; 

Sweetly  dreaming  I  am  uijjh  ;        ♦.'..,■ 
O'er  her  eyes  like  dewy  pausias  .  > 

giihea  Jk^ahoB  gently  6weep,  ,  >  >, 

And  the  angels  guoid  are  keeping 

Bound  my  darhug's  peacetul  hleep. 
Chorus :    Silvery  ■«?«*  nrw  softly  gleaming 
lM4ie  UfiTM  aich  abo^-e. 
And!  know  that  thou  art  dreaming", 
Dreaming,  dear,  r  f  me  and  Iot?. 


«,«'^  tS'^ 


BcteaH  blowing  from  the  sonthland. 

Where  the  summer  never  dies. 
Go  and  kssa  her  hpa  in  slomber, 

Risi  my  dar'.ing  s  pansy  eyt-s  ; 
Whisper  to  her  softly,  gently, 

Of  the  one  from  whom  you  came, 
Atwl  I  know  th>it  in  litrfilmii'icr 

She  will  smile,  and  speak  my  unma     Chom."?. 

Sleep,  and  may  tlio  angels  keep  you 

Ever  always  iu  their  care  ; 
May  your  lifc-dreanis  be  a.i  plea.'yint, 

As  your  dreams  in  slnml^er  arc  ; 
Sleep,  and  dream  of  him  who  loves  yoa 

With  a  love  both  deep  and  strong. 
And  your  dre^ims  shall  be  an  echo 

Of  his  little  starlight  song.  Chorus. 


'.  ,      Love  and  Folly. 

Love  and  folly  were  at  play. 

Both  tf>o  wnntou  to  lie  « l^e  :  '  { 

They  feU  out  and,  ia  the  ii.iy, 

Folly  piU  out  Cupid's  »^yes. 

Strnight  the  criminal  was  tried. 

And  had  this  punishment  assigned^* 

Folly  should  to  love  bo  tied. 

And  condemned  to  lead  the  '  'liud. 


.!:■  ^\ 


L-^-i*: 


^- 


•«Sk 


}m 


TlIC    SlMOEili^'    JOURJVAI^ 


ti«l    I 


Terrenoe  Mnldoon. 

By  Coa  T.  Mnrpbr-  For  Ed.  Unrny. 


In  the  ootmty  Tippdnry  there  I  lived,  long  ago, 

A  Widow  whose  husband  was  dead, 
And  whoee  son,  I  am  told,  was  scarce  a  yetr  old. 

Sang  songs  nnd  drauk  whiskey  in  bed  : 
Aud,  as  he  grew  big,  he  could  dance  ye  a  jig 

On  a  table,  a  chair,  or  a  spoon  ; 
Aud  the  ladies  wonld  sigh  for  a  glance  of  his  eye, 
Or  a  kind  word  from  Teirence  Moldoon. 

Chobus.  -   " 

He  conld  read,  he  conld  write —     - 
lie  could  dance,  he  could  fight :  ,'  . 

He  could  sing  or  could  whistle  a  tnne. 
And  the  ladies  wonld  sigh  for  a  glance  of  his  eye, 
Or  a  kind  word  from  Terrence  Muldoou. 

Tonng  Terrence  was  party  as  pnrty  could  be. 

And  his  features-  so  every  one  said — 
Was  gentle  and  mild  as  a  two  year  old  child, 

While  his  hair  was  a  beantiful  red  ; 
Aud  ns  for  his  hand,  by  my  soul !  it  was  grand— 

And  his  nose  it  turned  up  to  the  Moon  ; 
Sure,  the  boys  in  the  street,  all  envied  the  feet 

Of  the  beantiful  Terrence  Muldoon.  Choms. 

Young  Terrence's  eyes  were  as  bine  as  the  skies, 

And  his  voice  was  as  sweet  as  a  fife  ; 
But  his  passion  to  stale  often  sent  him  to  jail. 

And  at  lost  put  an  end  to  his  life. 
For,  one  night,  in  his  sleep  he  was  caught  stealing  sheep, 

And  the  jury  agreed  very  soon — 
A  rope,  do  you  see,  'round  the  limb  of  a  tree 

Soon  ended  poor  Terrence  Muldoon.  Chorus. 


My  Mother-i]i>Law. 

:'^- A--.';  ;i-';:     DuTCB  Vbrsiom.   '.■,'■  r*"/^^o:^'.  .     > 
Words  by  Bury  Bannatt  Sons  by  Ons  WIUiaaM.  ^ 

Air:    GriDdfstberf' Pays. 


Branigan's  Band.  ^ 

Word!  by  Chu  A.  Barka.    Music  by  W.  T.  Wellmtn.  Jr. 
Copyrielit  1874  by  Chamberlain  JkWellman.  89  Orkod 
.   Eteet,  N.  T.  where  the  Hiiaic  mny  be  bad. 

PrIceSSeenls.  '  '  ■ 


Wo  marched  behind  the  Branigan's  band  on 

the  great  St  Patrick's  day, 
With  fifes  and  dmms,  a  playing  martial  airs  ; 
From  Ulster,  Munbter,  Connatna?&,  you  see, 

we  are  on  hand. 
To  march  with  the  music  to  the  tnne  of  the 

Branigan's  Band  ; 
Oh  !  we  marched  so  gftily  down  the  street, 
Aud  every  one  we  meet  says  "  don't  they  step  it  neat  T 
We  smile  on  nil  the  girls  we  meet, 
While  marching  down  bebmd  the  famous 

Braiigan's  band. 
Chobur. 
Mark  time,  keep  step,  forward  march  away  I 
With  eyes  out,  toes  in,  march  in  grand  array, 
Shoulder  arms,  with  head  erect,  together  hand  iu  hand. 
Like  heroes  bold,  the  young  and  old  will  march 

with  the  Branigan's  band. 

The  rhambermaids  in  the  big  hotels,  they  raLse 

the  windeys  high. 
For  handkerchiefs,  they're  waving  towels,  to 

ciitch  our  soldierb'  eyes  ; 
They've  left  their  hash  to  come  out  aud  mash, 

when  the  Marshal  gives  command  ; 
Then  wc  all  raise  our  hats  to  the  tunc  of  the 

Branigan's  band  ; 
Oh  !  don't  iLeir  hearts  go  pit-a-pjit. 
As  each  one  lifts  liis  bat.  the  lean  as  well  as  fat, 
Savs  there's  my  Dan,  there  goes  uiy  Pat, 
He's  the  daitiy  swell  that's  with  the  famous 

.  ^;.  Branigan's  Band. 

-' .   Mark  time,  keep  step,  <tc. 

Oh !  wo  had  a  ball  in  Emerald  Hall,  nnd  an       '.'.J' 

illegant  supper  too,^ — 
There  was  beans  and  peas  and  frigazees,  aud 

oysters  fat  for  yoti. 
With  pickled  stews,  and  hullabaloos,  and  Irish 

quail  so  grand  ; 
Beets  and  cheese,  nnd  some  potheen  for  the  boys 

of  the  Branigan's  Band  ; 
Oh  I  it's  then  we  sung,  and  danced  a  reel, 
\  1  id,  oh  !  how  good  we  feel,  we  make  the  ladies  eqneal — 
S  >,  when  morning  comes  it's  home  we  steal. 
With  the  boj-3  all  drunk  as  lords,  with  the 

Braniifjvn's  band. 
JLvrk  time,  keep  s'ep,  iic. 


J-jj.aoir.'OlkiJtt^Sbiri.t. . 


Of  yon  lisden  to  me  I  will  sing  yon  a  ditty      '     ' 

Alx>ud  de  vorst  voman  dat  efer  I  saw, 
Und  ven  yon  hafe  heard  it.  you'll  say  dftt'sftpidy 

Dot  efer  I  had  such  a  mother-in-iw.         ' •  ;i?v 
Yatever  I  do,  she  is  alvays  fault-finding, 

Vherever  I  go,  vy,  she  alvays  is  there,  :■, 

Und  of  I  don't  do  eferyding  dot  she  dells  bm^ 

Sh«  quick  helps  herself  to  a  lock  of  my  bair. 
Chobts. 

My  life  is  all  droubles,  I  cannot  be  happy. 
Of  I  open  my  mont,  she  vill  put  in  her  ja-w : 

I'd  rather  be  sent  off  to  jail  or  to  Congress 
Than  live  all  my  life  mit  my  mother-in-law. 

Now  she  is  so  ugly  she  frightens  the  childran  ; 

Venever  she  happens  to  vnlk  on  de  street, 
For  she's  got  a  mond  like  a  crack  in  a  pnmpkin, 

A  hump  on  her  back,  und  such  very  large  feet : 
But  she's  got  a  notion  dot  she  is  good  looking, 

Dough  her  face  is  de  vorst  von  dot  efer  I  seen  ; 
Und  ven  she  sits  down  to  liave  her  picttires  tooken, 

De  very  first  glance  she  gives  breaks  de  machine. 
My  life  is  all  droubles,  &o, 

I  said  to  her  vonce :  "  Yen  I  married  your  daughter, 

I  did  not  intend  de  whole  family  to  ved." 
Den  she  quickly  caught  ho.'d  of  a  bucket  of  vater, 

Und,  taking  good  aim,  let  it  go  at  my  head. 
I  hear  dot  dey  done  some  good  shooting  at  Creedmore, 

Dot  de  shots  vas  so  close  it  vas  almost  a  draw ; 
But  I'll  bet  ten  dollars  dot  nothing  can  equal 

Dot  iron-clad  gunboat,  my  mother-in-law. 

My  life  is  all  droubles,  Ac 


Sons  of  Temperance,  8.  0.  T.  v 

Written  by  Ned  Barrlgui.  8nn«  by  Barrlgan  k  HarU^ 

Old  Adam  was  a  hero,  ... 

His  like  you'll  never  Hxidi^-'-'--'  .':,)i--.i  ,^:,-     ■ 
Although  he  was  the  first  man,  ^  .ji  ' ^■■_ 

He  was  the  last  one  of  his  kind  ;     ,;     ' ' '     ., 
For,  every  aip  that  wet  his  hps 

Was  pure  cold  water,  sparkling  free^ 
An  honest  man,  with  an  honest  grip,  ■,. ,    , 

Sou  of  Temperance,  S.  O.  T. 
Chorus  ;    Then  come  and  join  the  noble  bend. 
Humanity,  salvation ; 
Piish  along,  sing  the  song,    ,.  ,...^f, 

Set  the  whoia  world  frafc    ■ 
Hnlp  every  man  who  walks  the  fina 

To  a  proud  and  lofty  station  ;  _, 
Join  hands,  all  y»  Sooa  -^j. 

Of  Temperan«e,  S.  0.  I.       ■  r^i 

Don't  talk  about  your  whiskey' 

To  aggravate  a  man.  ■ 

Who's  signed  the  temperance  pledge,  boys, 

And  reaolnte  I'll  stand  ; 
The  bowl  defy  until  I  die,  ^ 

To  drink  1 11  never  bend  the  knee,   ,'••         ,V 
No  blush  or  shame  to  mar  the  namo—  , 

Son  of  Teuii)erauce,  S.  O.  T.  ,» Chorus. 

The  little  birds  that  wnrble,  ;,       ■, ,  •; .- .;    ' 

So  cheerful  they  sing, 
Jujst  after  sipping  AcLim's  alo        "'■;./;' 

From  nature's  lovely  upriug, 
While  flowing  from  a  mountiiiu  side^:^;-, 

Au  example  for  the  world  to  see  :      -■■.,=  .    :   ; 
Take  m^'  advice  and  join  the  band. 

Sons  of  Temperance,  S.  O.  T. 


Choctis. 


Carre  Dat  Fossom. 

Bane  by  tue  Hamtovn  Stadealb.- 


lis 


Yon  bet  dis  child  knows  what  he's  at. 

Carve  him  to  de  heart  :  .... 

Bar's  nnflSii"  like  de  poesum  fat,  ;;     \-  ,. 

Carve  him  to  de  heart,  ;..,,■; 

Den  carve  d'lt  poasnm.  .■■:.• 

Onrve  dstpowsum.  honey,  rarve  dat  possimi. 
Carve  him  to  de  heart, 

IHu  carve  him  to  de  heart. 

'    ■■*.  ^-r  ■  ^  • '' '■  '  ■■■'' 

•    ^ .  -     ^  -.   ,1.        .,,.,1.1.1.  .       ^i-iJM 


You  give  de  nigger  all  he  wish, 

Oarra  him  to  de  heart  : 
He's  satisfied  wid  da  posBom  dish. 

Carve  him  to  de  heart 

OarrehiiB,  te. 

Ter  talk  about  yer  quail  on  toast, 
"Taint  nnffiin'  to  de  possum  roast ; 
De  meat  am  liscious,  clean  and  pon. 
Watch  him  close,  he  fool  yer  stue. 

Oarrshim,  A«. 

De  poasnm  he's  a  eonnin'  bird. 
Mind  I  tole  yer,  take  my  word. 
Eat  plenty  possum  'fore  yer  die^ 
Ootein  him  fust,  he's  mighty  sly. 

Carre  him,  Ac 


It'i  Eiongh  to  llaka>  Kan  go  Had. 

lUs  lifh  is  a  tangled  web,  my  boys; 
And,  as  it  we  go  through, " 
More  cares  than  joys  we  see, 
And  I  think  you  will  agree 
That  we  have  enough  to  do — 
For,  what  with  bad  debts,  and  heavy  bilk, 
Bates,  taxes,  and  high  rent, 
Aud  a  Urge  small  fiimily  dear. 
Which  increases  every  year, 
^         And  they  christen  •'  a  great  event  T 

Spoken :    I  really  do  declare— 
I  0«woa. 

tt*s  MOugh  to  make  a  man  go  ma4. 

And  lose  his  senses  quite. 
To  think  what  trouble  brings  him  to — 

He  never  can  get  right  I 

PerhuM  to  Long  Branch  your  wifs  wants  to  go, 
And  you  can't  afford  the  cash  : 

Then  you  contract  a  loan. 

Which  is  wrong,  you'll  own. 
And  acting  exceedingly  rash. 
Then  how  you're  bored  it  to  hquidata 
Money-borrowers  can  tell ; 

For,  the  principal  oounti^j^  ,,,     ,^.    .     .,. 

And  the  mterest  mounts    •"■'''.-■' 
To  more  than  you  out  can  shelL 

Spoken  :    And  you  dechire— 

It's  enough  to  make,  Ae, 

And,  mayhi^,  great  thieves  your  house  break  in, 
Great  fires,  too,  break  out, 
Then  the  insnxaaoe  due 
They  won't  pay  you, 
As  your  honesty  they  may  doubL 
And  if  yon  have  grown-up  daagiht«rs  got, 
Aad  collage  at  yow  son. 
Your  guls  single  must  live, 
If  you  re  aot  able  to  give  .  .;..  jj.^,  1- 

A  good  portion  to  every  one  I 

Spoken  :    So  that  reaUy— 

j    '    .     .,^,':  It's  enough  to  make,  Ac. 

And  psrbaps  you  taka  up  a  little  bill 
To  help  a  friend  who's  down  : 

And  then,  whan  it  oomes  due. 

In  the  hole  let  are  yt>u — 
For,  the  gentleman's  gone  out  of  town. 
You've  only  to  grin  and  b«ir  it  thtn, 
I   Aud  look  at  tlie  brightest  side,       .,  ..         :. 

Though  tempted,  muyhap, 

A  pistol  to  clap  ■>    ;c 

To  your  heart,  aud  commit  suicide ! 
j  It's  enough  to  malce,  Ac 

What,  with  high  prices  for  everything, 

And  the  horrid  Assessment  Tax,  " 

It's  a  wonder  we  all  " •  ■" 

Don't  entirely  fall—  "'  '■ 

It's  enough  to  break  onr  baeVs  ; 
And  if  we  were  not  content  Yankees,       ■'  ;    . 
As  we're  served  out  so  bod, 
We  might  all  lose  onr  {dnek. 
And  drop  down  on  our  luck,      S ' '  •,'■■-.•■''   •■ 
Ooing  right  stark,  staring  nuul,         '    ' 

Spoken  :    For,  I  do  deolara— 
j  >t's  enough  to  mako,  Ac 


To  live  quietly,   cue  should  be  blind,    deaf,  and 
dnnib. 


i^'» 


■■H"15!! 
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Til*:    SIT¥OElftS'    JOUJRifAf:.. 


OQavena.' 


A  wild  tind  rotnautic  region  is  that  bonlerins  on 
the  banks  of  the  Bedstone,  a  stream  of  ooiuiidcrable 
size,  which,  risiug  nmoug  the  Alte^hauius  iu  the 
western  port  of  Penusjlvnuia,  flown  uorth-w>>t>t,  and 
merges  itself  iu  the  wi\terM  of  the  Mouougahela. 
Between  this  Ktream  nud  Duutap's  Creek  lies 
historic  ground. 

Among  the  flrat  white  men  who  went  And  settled 
down  on  this  creek  was  one  newly  married,  named 
Caleb  Crawford.  By  crossing  the  Lj-nu  ho  built 
himself  a  cabin,  cleared  oat  a  patch,  and  bM^on  hfe. 
He  wa8  iudustrioua  and  tliritty,  uud  Lin  wife  wa.4 
just  like  him  ;  and  so  they  soon  began  to  do  welL 
They  both  possessed  to  n  remarkable  extent  tbo 
knnck  of  pleasing  the  Indians,  and  ho  wmi  upon  the 
redskins,  that  no  matter  w.l^t  occurred,  Caleb  Craw- 
ford was  always  safe. 

By>«kl-by,  n  fataily  f;t«w  up  nfonfkd  bint ;  and  tlio 
eldest  of  his  children,  n  hnndsonie  blue-oyed  gill  of 
seventeen,  began  to  attract  thd  nido  beitQx  to  her 
side.  Such  beauty  as  hers  was  not  common  in  the 
primitive  community  ;  and  her  suitors  boiugniaiiy 
and  ardent,  the  ttaestion  as  to  whose  ca)4u  bhouKl 
she  adorn  did  not  seem  iJti'  from si4ution,  when,  lo  ! 
what  should  she  do  but  take  tip  with  a  guod-loukittg 
Indian  chief ;  and  before  her  p^ixeuts  or  an)  boii}'  else 
could  snap  their  fingers,  sbo  had  married  him  with- 
out saying  "  By  your  leavu  '  to  a  single  soul  * 

Of  course,  Dora's  parents  sturmeil  and  raved,  as 
parents  always  do  upon  such  occasions ;  and  the 
young  wootlsmen  who  had  failed  to  win  lier  swore 
dreadful  oaths  of  vengeaoce  against  their  red- 
skinned  rival  The  whole  settlement  boiltsd  and 
bubbled,  and  fairly  ran  over  fur  a  time  ;  but  at  last 
they  all  began  to  think  l>etter  of  it,  and  the  shrewd 
settlers  set  to  predicting  that  it  would  be  a  good  job 
for  the  settlement,  since  it  wonll  tend  to  keep 
peaoe  betwwn  the  races.  These  pi-ophesyings  and 
conjectures  provetl  to  be  true  ;  for  not  a  single  in- 
road was  made  upon  the  Redstone  Settlement  for 
upwards  of  twenty  years  afler. 

The  marriage  between  the  white  maiden  and  the 
dusky  Oweta  prorod  a  happy  one,  and  Dora  seemed 
to  have  no  cause  to  regret  the  anion.  .\s  the  years 
passed  away,  their  only  child,  Ollavena,  a  girl  of 
surpassing  beauty,  grew  up  to  womanhood.  She 
had  the  regular,  smoothly-cut  featnresof  her  Anglo- 
Siixon  mother  ;  while  her  luxuhiiut  black  hair,  rich, 
olive-tinted  complexion,  and  wild,  deer-like  eyes, 
betrayed  the  Indian  bloo<l. 

As  her  mother  had  done  before  her,  Ollayena 
Boon  began  to  draw  after  her  noany  of  the  j-nuug 
settlers,  who  sought  to  woo  and  win  this  fair  forest 
flower  to  their  hearts  and  homes.  Alone  among 
the  many  came  a  tall,  -slender,  and  irx'laiicfeoly- 
looking  yoang  Mononee  Indian,  called  Hed  Rifle. 
Between  him  and  Henry  Hofltaian  seemed  to  rest 
the  battle  ;  and  all  other  snitors  finally  drew  oflf  and 
gave  way  to  the  claims  of  these  two  rival  competi- 
tors. Either  the  one  or  the  other,  or  both,  were 
almost  constantly  by  her  i>id«,  so  iWarful  seem«d 
each  that  the  other  might,  in  his  absence,  spirit 
away  the  much-coveted  prize 

Most  singular  to  relate,  each  received  Itke  favor 
for  his  suit ;  each  alteraated  between  hope  and  fear  ; 
and  none  could  divine  who  it  was  that  really  held 
the  hetut  of  Ollavena.  ^hen  with  her  white  suitor, 
she  was  tender  and  loving  to  him  as  a  sweetheart 
could  well  be  ;  and  when  with  Red  Rifle  her  Indian 
nature  seemed  to  predominate,  and  she  lavished  the 
utmost  fondness  upon  her  Tudinn  lovfr.  Her  parents 
advised  and  expostulated,  and  exhorted  her  to 
"choose  whom  she  would  serve;"  but  her  only 
answer  was  thiit  she  loved  both  equally  well,  and  that 
she  could  never  bo  able  to  choose  between  them. 

lint  not  long  was  this  stmugo  dual  loving  and 
wooing  to  continue.  One  beautiful  autumn  eve 
Heurj'  Hoffm:m  wended  his  way  down  to  the  home 
of  Ollavena,  determined  to  be  rid  that  night  of  the 
suspense  which  so  tortured  him,  and  to  know  at 
once  and  for  good  and  all  what  whs  to  be  his  fete. 

Kindly  was  he  welcomed  by  Ollavena  ;  and  when 
the  twiUght  came  on,  hand  in  hand  they  wandered 
alone;  the  banks  of  the  rolling  Redstone.  Silvcrv' 
bright  shone  the  wators  beneath  tha  "pixld-faceil 
mfwn."  liOW  and  sfift,  Ijke  a  lover's  sigh,  stole  the 
son>.  J  of  the  antamn  winds  throu<;h  the  forest  trees. 
Down  upon  the  scene  from  their  home  in  heaven 
smiled  the  bright-eyed  stars.  Sweetly  to  the  onrs  of 
OUaveiDa  came  the  voice  and  the   wonls  of  her 


I     pleading  lover.  |        '''*'**' 

'As  the  moonbeaBUi 


"T1 


« 


gleam  upon  the  water's  i 
breast  with  a  sheen  of  more  than  silvery  lustre,  so  * 
does  my  love  for  yon,  my  Ollavena,  §hetl  a  glory  of  | 
the  brightest  bliss  up«n  my  otherwise  dork  and  f. 
unhappy  heart" 

Lower  and  still  lower  fell  the  head  of  the  forest 
maiden  upon  the  breacit  of  him  who  loved  so  well,   j 
and  so  sweetly  wooed 

List,  oh,  list  to  me,  my  Ollavena !  Of  all  the  '^ 
world  yoa  ate  the  dearest  one  to  me  ;  bow  dear  no 
tongue  can  tell,  no  heart  but  mine  may  ever  know. 
I  love  you  deeply  and  trnly.  My  love  is  no  transient, 
fleeting  pMsion — a  thrilling,  glowing  poem  tp-day, 
and  OS  a  tale  that  is  told  to-morrow— bat  it  haa 
grown  with  my  growth  and  strengthened  with  my 
strength,  until  at  last  I  find  that  you  are  all  iu  all 
to  me,  and  that  I  never  can  be  happy  without  j-mi." 

Btill  high  in  heaven  hnng  the  lovers'  lamp.  Still 
like  a  song  of  cuchautment  sung  by  ii  thousand 
Naiads  fell  upon  the  ear  the  harj^like  mnnnnr  of 
the  unquiet  waters.  Still  through  the  scarlet 
maples  stole  the  wind's  unrest,  laden  with  the  whis- 
pers of  the  sylvan  sprites  that  viewlesely  glided 
among  the  shades  of  the  old,  dim  woo<1s. 

It  was  a  dangerous  hour  for  that  oth(>r  lover  who  . 
.shared  with  Henry  Hoffman  the  heart  and  love  of  t 
the  wild,  strange  girl  who,  amid  such  poetic  sur-  / 
rouudiugs,  was  listening  now  to  the  old,  old  story 
that  is  ever  being  toUl,  but  is  foreveo:  new. 

"Ollavena,  I  plead  with  yon  now  as  I  never  can 
plead  with  another.  I  plead  with  you  as  I  would 
plead  for  my  life— for  your  love  is  life,  and  more 
than  life  to  me.  I  love  you  now-  I  shall  lovo  you 
always  ;  and  no  matter  whether  you  accept  my  love 
or  reject  it,  you  will  never  cease  to  be  to  me  the 
same  -  my  own,  my  sweetest,  my  nauh-loved 
Ollavena.  Will  you  hav«  this  lifelong  lovo  that  I 
now  offer  to  yoa  ?  Tell  me,  for  1  must  know 
whether  I  am  to  be  ever  happy  with  you,  or  for 
ever  unhappy  without  you."  j 

In  Olla vena's  breast  tftcrt  w*8  one  wild  struggle  ' 
-  a  short,  terrible  and  decisive  baUle  with  herself  i 
over  tlie  memory  of  her  Indian  lover  ;  and  then  all  I 
was  over,  and  sne  was  Henry  Hoflman's  promised  I 
bride.  C 

The  moon  was  low  down  in  tha  sky  when  the 
lovers  wandered  homeward.  The  giant  trees  threw 
long,  dark  shadows  Across  the  waters  of  the  Red- 
stone. In  these  shadows  crept  noiselessly  a  siiectral 
figure,  following  upon  their  footsteps  like  the  phan- 
tom of  fate. .  What  was  it,  or  who  was  it? 

Ollavena  Lad  scarcely  passed  the  threshold  of  her 
cabiu-hoaie,  when  there  came  a  rap  at  her  door.  Bhe 
opened  it  hastily  and  wonderingly,  and  there  stood 
Red  Rifle. 

"Ollavena  h*8  long  made  the  white  man  happy. 
Will  bl)fi  not  now  smile  on  Red  Rifle  ?" 

"I  shall  tiways  try  to  make  Red  Rifle  happy. 
What  is  it  that  he  wishes  ?"  ' 

"A  talk  with  Ollav^ia  where  only  the  stars  ran 
see,  and  there  are  none  but  tha  trees  to  bear. " 

"  And  why  does  he  wish  this  ?" 

' '  Ollavena,  the  rose  of  the  Redstoae,  is  very 
dear  to  the  heaii  of  Red  Rifle." 

The  lover's  tones  were  in  his  voice,  and  their 
melotly  swept  over  the  soul  of  Ollavena  like  the 
trancing  music  of  a  spell.  In  an  instant  she  was 
Red  Rifle's  again  ;  and  the  next  moment,  when  she 
thought  of  Henrj-  Hofl'mnn,  she  would  have  given 
worlds  to  be  able  to  recall  her  engagement  with 
him. 

Still  she  stood  there  hesitatingly,  until  at  length 
Red  Uiflo,  Indian  though  he  was,  saw  that  she  was 
lost  and  won,  took  her  in  his  arms  and  led  her  away 
down  the  same  path  that  led  to  the  water's  edge. 
Tlioy  paused  in  tiie  .same  spot  where  an  hour  before 
she  had  given  herself  to  Henry  Hoffman. 

iitauding  there.  Red  Rifle  pointed  to  the  horizon, 
whore  the  moon  was  now  fast  losing  herself  behind 
the  westerrr-feilta. 

' '  The  queen  of  the  night  sinks  low  in  the  western 
Sky  :  soon  her  light  will  fall  no  more  on  the  woods 
nud  waters.  The  shades  of  the  dead  will  apjiear. 
The  demons  of  the  woods  will  come  from  their  homes 
and  dance  iu  the  darkness.  The  water-spirits  will 
glide  upon  the  dim  bosom  of  the  Hedbtoue  and  sing 
their  strange  songs.  All  will  then  be  dark  and  un- 
earthly ;  but  not  so  dark  assoou  will  be  the  heart  of 
Re<l  Rille.  His  moon  will  soon  set ;  it  will  rise  no 
m'  >r«.  Tljc  demons  of  despair  will  come  and  dance 
iu  his  wigwam.    The  f^inrits  of  evil  will  sing  his 


(TAtnrs&ng.  ■  The'B!ia8e<roTTits  fafherti  will  appaw 
and  beckon  him  to  the  loitd  qf  the  Hweaftcr.  His 
tlays  arc  numbered  -  he  will  soon  \>c  no  more." 

"Oh,  has  it  oonio  to  tliis'r"  alm<*«t  shrieked 
Ollavena.      "  Do  you  know  all.  Red  Rifle  ?" 

"  lied  Rifle  knows  that  his  love  has  given  herselt 
to  the  pale-fuce.  Bat  let  it  be  sa  If  she  lores  him, 
Red  Rifle  will  not  come  between  them.  His  Father 
will  soon  call  him  home  ;  and  when  he  is  gone,  all 
he  asks  is  Uti\t  Ollavena  will  sometimes  come  to  the 
spot  whei-o  lies  the  one  tliat  loved  her  so  well  that 
he  died  for  k«r,  and  there  drop  one  tear  upoh  his 
grave  in  remerabzaUce  of  him. " 

"  Oh,  Red  Rille  must  not  talk  so  wildly.  I  cannot 
Ijcar  it.  It  w  ill  kill  me  !  I  am  his  now  ami  always; 
I  will  not  belong  to  the  pale-face  :  I  am  Rid  Rifle's, 
and  he  hixs  only  to  say  whon  he  will  tike  me." 

Closely  to  his  breast  Red  Rifle  now  gathered  Olla- 

.    vena.     Softly  he  pressed  his  lips  to  hera  as  he  mur- 

:   mured  in  her  oar  the  da^  when  he  would  take  her  to 

himself.     She  shuddered  as  hha  heaid  him,  for  ho 

,   luul  namctl  the  same  ilay  and  the  same  hour  upon 

which  she  had  promised   to   marry   her   pale-luce 

lover.     What  under  heaven  should  the  do  ?    She 

could  not  many  them  both. 

So  the  weeks  an<l  mouths  went  by  ;  and  at  lei^th 
Ollavenu's  wtxldiug  day  came.  It  was  the  firstday 
of  the  year,  and  just  such  a  day  m  any  woman 
might  wish  for  as  her  hiijipitst  A  little  of  the 
autumn  glory  still  lingered ;  tUu  sun  rose  up  ehaerily, 
as  if  detorniiited  to  make  good  the  old  saying, 
"Happy  is  the  bride  that  the  sun  shines  on  ;"  and 
still  musically  as  ever  dashed  the  Redstone  among 
the  mossy  rocks,  the  old,  gnarled  trees. 

But  while  everything  was  so  beautiful  and  bright 
without,  Ollavena  sat  in  her  room  in  a  state  of  mind 
closely  verging  upon  distraction.  She  had  made  no 
efl'ort  to  rid  herself  of  either  of  her  engagements.  It 
was  as  she  had  always  said  -she  could  not  choose 
between  her  lov«r»i.  Wheu  with  Harry,  she  re- 
solved and  re-resolvtd  lliat  she  would  without  delay 
recall  hor  promise  to  Red  Rifle  ;  but  once  in  his 
presence,  she  as  firmly  determined  to  break  her  troth 
with  his  rival  ;  and  so  she  had  never  dismi&sed 
either.  And  now  the  question  as  to  whose  she 
should  be  seemed  hkely  to  become  one  entirely  of 
time  ;  for  without  doal>t  she  would  marry  the  one 
who  first  came  to  claim  her. 

The  clergyman  was  already  there  ;  the  guests 
were  in  waiting,  and  by  ancf  ty  Henry  Holtmnn 
came.  Ollavena,  pale  as  death,  stood  up  by  his 
side  ;  the  ministe*-  joined  their  hands  and  begun  to 
rend  the  ceremonj'.  It  was  uU  over  with  the  red- 
skin certainly,  for  jn  a  moment  mooe  the  destinies 
of  Henry  Hoffman  and  OUavenn  would  be  bound 
fast  together. 

"  Doeaany  one  know  of  any  reason  why  these  two 
may  not  be  joined  iu  the  bonds  of  holy  wedlock? " 

As  the  minister  asked  this  question,  a  shadow 
fell  across  the  threshold,  and  the  next  instant  a 
plumed  head  darkened  the  doorway.  Ollavena 
gave  a  fearful  scream  the  instant  her  eyes  tell  unnr, 
him,  and  then  broke  away  from  Hoffman  .  .  t 
stood  in  the  middle  of  the  room,  irresolute. 

"Is  tlia  ceremony  to  proceed?"  asked  the  mi- 
nister. 

"  As  soon  as  the  brido  chooses  her  husband,  I 
suppose,"  said  the  mother  of  Ollavena,  who  flaw  at 
once  how  the  matter  stootl.  ^  1     ■ 

"  Let  her  choose,  then,  quickly."        •  ■  ■ 

The  t^Vo  lovers  advanced.  It  was  a  critical  mo- 
ment Like  a  statue,  fisctl  and  motionless,  stood 
Ollavena.     Hofftnan  was  the  first  to  speak. 

"  Which  is  it,  Ollavena  -  Red  Rifle,  or  myself?" 

Still  Ollavena  stood  rigid  and  speechless,  aiid  the 
Indian  now  8p<'>ke.    . 

"Let  tho  maiden  choose,  nnd  Red  Rifle  will  bo 
content,  even  though  it  be  the  pale-faca  Speak, 
maiden. " 

Ollavena  was  silent  still,  although  no  longer 
motionless  ;  for  quickly  and  quietly  she  glided  from 
among  the  throng,  and  before  any  one  could  ques- 
tion her  she  was  making  her  way  down  to  tho  water. 
As  she  reached  the  creek,  she  clambered  high  uix>u 
a  huge  rock  which  overhung  the  stream  ;  nud  then 
casting  a  farewell  look  back  upon  her  home,  h'  r 
friends,  and  her  lovers,  who,  now  that  they  dinned 
her  intention,  wvro  iu  full  pursuit,  she  plungid  into 
the  dark  and  sullen  waters.  She  rose  for  the  last 
time  as  they  reached  the  fatal  rock  ;  and  throwing 
her  arms  alofl,  she  gnvo  iittornnoo  to  a  picrcijig 
scream,  and  then  sank  lor  over.         ;;  ; "  ^    ]■■_■  ■  'J    • 
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The  Loaf  of  Bread. 


An  uuforliiiiato  Lyonese,  the  father  of  ft  family, 
wiiN  ileprivcd  of  work  by  tho  depressed  state  of  his 
trade  dnring  Ji  mhol*  winter.  It  wan  with  great 
difficulty  that  bo  could  get  a  morsel  ot  food  now  and 
then  for  his  famished  wife  and  children,  firings 
grew  worse  nnd  won*  with  him,  and  at  length  ob 
attempting  to  rise  one  morning,  for  tine  J)urpo6e  of 
going  out,  as  usual,  in  quest  o^  employment,  he  fell 
back  in :. feinting  condition  beside  his  wife,  who  had 
already  b«en  coufined  to  her  bed  by  illness  for  two 
months. 

Tho  poor  man  felt  himself  ill,  and  bis  strength 
ntteriy  gone.  He  had  two  boys,  yet  in  mere  child- 
hood, and  one  girl  about  twelve  or  thirtewi  y«ai8 
old.  Fv  a  long  tims  the  whole  charge  of  the  house- 
hold had  fallen  on  this  girl.  She  had  tended  the 
sick-bed  of  her  mother,  and  had  watched  over  her 
little  brothers  with  more  than  iinrental  care.  Now, 
when  the  father  too  Mas  taken  ill,  there  seemed  to 
lie  not  a  vestige  of  liojje  for  the  family,  excepting 
in  the  exertions  whicluuigbt  be  made  by  her,  ycaqg 
•s  she  was. 

The  first  thought  of  tho  jwor  little  girl  was  to  sSek 
for  work  proportioned  to  her  strength.  But  that 
the  family  might  not  starve  in  IV  >  meantime,  she 
resolved  to  go  to  one  of  (ho  li<  n.  s  of  Charity, 
where  food  was  given  out,  she  had  hf '  ',  to  the  poor 
and  needy.  Tho  i»erson  to  whom  she  addreased  her- 
self accordingly  insciibed  her  liani%  in  the  list  of 
applicants,  ami  told  her  to  coriio  back  again  in  a 
day  or  two,  when  the  case  would  have  been  delilje- 
rafeil  nffou.  Alas !  dnring  this  deliberation,  her 
parents  and  brothers  would  htarve  !  The  girl  stated 
this,  b^t  was  iuform«il  that  the  formaliti«B  men- 
tioned were  iudsipenssablo.  She  cjime  (igaiu  to  tho 
stieets  ;  and  almost  agonized  by  the  knowledge  how 
anxiously  she  was  expected  wifc  bread  at  ho»ie,  she 
resolved  to  ask  charity  from  the  passengei-s  in  tho 
public  ways. 

No  one  heeded  the  modest  unobtrusive  apjieal  of 
her  outstretched  hand.  Her  heart  was  too  lull  to 
|)ermit  her  to  speak.  ,C"ould  any  one  have  seen  the 
torturing  auxiefjr  that  fillctl  Lcr  breast,  ^c  mnst 
have  been  pitied  and  relieved.  As  the  case'stood,  it 
is  not  ixsrtiaps  snri>riKiug  that  some  rude  beiiuj; 
menaced  her  with  tho  i  <  'iw.  She  was  frightened. 
Shivering  with  cold,  ami  crying  bitterly,  she  fled 
homeward.  When  she  mounted  the  staiirs  and 
0{)eucil  the  door,  the  linit  words  that  she  b^rd  were 
the  cries  of  her  brothers  for  something  to  «it 
—  "Bread  ?  bread  !"  .  w'.ie  .  .iw  her  father  soothing 
and  supporting  htr  ftintiug  niothir,  and  heard  him 
say,  "Bread  !  — she  diejj  for  want  of  f<x>d  ! ' 

"  I  have  no  bread  !"  cried  the  jwor  girl,  with 
anguish  in  her  tones. 

The  cry  of  diKappoiutmcnt  and  4<^siiair  which 
came  at  those  words  from  her  father  and  ^rothcm 
caused  her4o  recall  what  ^he  hartsiiid,  and  Conceal 
tlM.iruth.  I  have  not  got  it  vet,"  slie  txclainicd, 
''bQt  I  will  havo  it  immediately.  I  have  Kiveu  tijs 
baker  the  money  ;  he  was  serving  souie  rich  people, 
and  he  told  me  to  wait  or  come  back.  I  came  to  tell 
yoj^  that  it  would  sftou  l)e  here." 

After  these  wonfc,  without  \ia<iting  for  ^  reply, 
Bb«  left  thcitouse  a^iu.  A  thou^^ht  had  entered  her 
head;  and  maddened  1-y  the  distiess  of  those  sho 
loved  so  dearly,  she  had  iftbtantiincously  resolved  to 
put  it  in  execution.  She  rsm  from  one  street  to 
another,  till  She  Si\w  a  baker's  shop  in  which  thero 
af}x:ared  to  be  uoi>eESou,  aud  then,  sunimouiug  all 
her  determination,  she  entered,  lifted  a  k>A{,  and 
fled!  The  shopkeeper  saw  "lier  from  behind. his 
counter.  lie  cried  loudly,  ran  nftci-  her,  and  pointed 
jjet  out  to  the  poQiilc  passing  by.  The  girl  ran  on. 
She  was  pursued,  r.U'l  finally  a  man  .seized  the  loaf 
which  she  carried.  The  object  of  her  desires  taken 
avny,  she  had  no  motive  to  proceed,  and  was  seized 

Ci  0BC<k 

'Hey  cowreyed  hor  to  tho  office  of  (he  jwlicc  ;  r. 
erowd,  as  usual,  having  f;atiered  in  attendance. 
The  poor  girl  threw  around  her  despairing  glances, 
which  seemed  to  seek  some  iiivoiable  objxt.  from 
whom  to  ask  mercy.  At  last,  \\  hen  sh :  had  Ibeen 
brought  to  tho  court  of  the  polic©-<)ffice,  and  was  in 
waiting  for  the  order  to  enter,  she  saw  before  her  a 
little  girl  of  her  own  age,  who  appeared  to  look  on 
her  with  a  glance  full  of  kindness  and  coiup\aaion. 
Under  the  Uapulse  of  the  moment,  still  thinking  of 
the  condition  of  her  family,  ibb  wliit>pered  to  ^t9 
stranger  the  cause  of  becaotiOf  ttittl^iili-j  •)»  >hl 


"  Father  and  motlier,  and  my  two  brothers,  are 
dying  for  want  of  bread  V  said  sl)e. 

"  Wliore?"  asked  the  stninge  gfrl,  anxiously. 

.(She  had  only  timi'  to  give  the  adib-css  ami  a<ld 
the  name  of  hei'  jrarat^ts  t«  the  commuuicatiou, 
when  she  was  carried  in  before  the  commissary  of 
police. 

Meanwhile,  tho  poor  family  at  homo  suffered  all 
the  miseries  of  soap^se.  Fears  for  their  chiUVs 
safety  were  added  to  the  oth<»r  afflictions  of  the 
parents.  At  length,  they  hoaol  footsteps  l.  ceudimg 
the  stairs.  An  eager  crj'  of  hope  was  uttared  by  all 
the  four  unfortunates  ;  but,  alas  !  a  stranger  ap- 
l^eared  in  place  of  their  own  little  one.  Yet  the 
stranger  seemed  to  them  like  an  angel.  Her  cheeks 
had  a  leautiful  bloom,  aud  long  flaxen  hair  fell  in 
curls  niwn  her  shoulders.  She  brought  to  them 
bread,  and  a  small  bosket  of  other  provisions. 

"Your  girl,"  she  said,  "will  not  comeback, 
perhai)8,  to-day  ;  but  keep  np  your  spirits !  tiae 
what  she  has  sent  you  !" 

After  these  encouraging  words,  the  young  mes- 
senger of  (|ood  put  into  the  hands  of  the  father  five 
francs,  and  then  turning  rmmd  to  cist  a  look  of 
pity  and  satisfaction  on  the  poor  family,  who  yere 
tUiinb  with  emotion,  she  di.sapiK-arcd. 

The  history  f  these  five  Imncs  is  the  most  re- 
markable part  I'i  this  affair.  This  little  benevolent 
fairy  was,  it  is  almost  unnecessary  to  say,  the  same 
pitying  spectator  who  had  been  addrcsiicd  by  tho 
abstractor  of  the  loaf  at  the  jiolicc-oflSce.  As  soon 
aa  lihe  had  heard  what  was  s^id  llicw,  who  had  gone 
away,  resolved  to  take  some  moat  to  the  poor  family. 
But  she  remembered  that -her  mama  was  from 
home  that  daj',  and  was  at  a  loss  how  to  procure 
money  or  food,  imtil  she  bethought  herself  of  a  re- 
source of  ft  stningo  kind. 

>  She  nouUected  that  a  hairdresser,  who  lived  near 
her  mother's  house,  and  who  knew  her  family,  hafl 
often  commended  her  beautiful  hair,  and  had  told 
her  to  come  to  him  whenever  she  wished  to  have  it 
cut,  aud  he  would  give  her  a  louis  for  it.  This  used 
to  make  her  proud  aud  pleased  ;  but  she  now 
thought  of  it  in  a  diifevent  way.  lu  order  to  pro- 
cure money  for  the  a.ssistancc  of  tho  starving 
family,  she  went  straight  to  U^o  haiiiresset^,  put 
him  ill  mind  of  his  promise,  and  offered  to  let  him 
cut  off  her  pretty  locks  for  what  he  thought  them 
worth. 

Natur.iUy  suiprised  by  such  an  applict'o  i,  (he 
hairdresser,  who  was  a  kind  and  intelligent  ipan, 
niftfia  inquiry  into  the  Cin»c  f>f  his  young  f  iend's 
visit.  Her  secret  was  easily  dmwn  from  her,  and 
it  caused  the  hairdresser  almost  to  *<hed  (ears  of 
pleiisure.  He  feigned  to  comply  with  tho  couditious 
proi>osed,  and  gate  the  bargainer  fifteen  fnincs, 
promising  to  come  and  claim  his  purchase  at  some 
future  day. 

Tho  little  girl  then  got  a  liai-ket,  bought  pi-gvi- 
sions,  and  set  out  On  her  errand  of  mercy.  Before 
alio  returned  the  hairdresser  had  gone  to  Isr 
mother's,  found  that  lady  at  home,  aud  related  to 
her  tho  whole  circumstances ;  so  that  when  the 
po.sses.sor  of  tho  golden  tresses  came  back  she  was 
gnitified  by  beiig  received  into  the  open  arms  of 
her  pleased  aud  praising  i)qrent 

AVheu  the  stery  was  told  at  the  police-office  by 
tKe  hairdresser,  tho  abstraction  of  tho  ioaf  was 
visited  hy  no  severe  punishment.  The  singular 
circumstances  connected  with  the  case  raised  many 
friends  to  the  artisan  and  his  family,  and  he  was 
soon  restored  to  health  aud  comfort. 
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THELOVEB.  !,     V 

Oh  !  for  a  soft  and  balmy  lip, 
Ambfosial  nectar  there  to  sip, 
AVastt  the  dull  day  and  tdeasing  uight, 
In  eCitasy'arefincd  delimit.  '     .: 

THE  TOPEB.  "^ 

Give  me  a  large  capacious  bowl, 
Wherein  to  lave  my  thirsty  fiont     /.]; 
That  I  may  bathe  in  joys  divine. 
And  quafl  unquenched  the  roey  wine. 

THE  UISES. 

Plutus,  alowe  on  me  bestow 
That  wealth  so  craved  by  all  below  ; 
T^t  I,  like  Midas,  may  enfold 
QUtxHmded  bliss  in  massy  gold. 
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The  Irish  Captain  of  Dragoons. 

An  Irisli  Captain  of  ]>rag«on%~    "^       ' 

Ont»  day  in  Oxforil  town. 
Went  witii  R««ie  jovial  frimids  to  dine 

At  the  sign  of  the  Crown. 

Three  English  dandies  then  came  In, 
And  sat  down  to  drink  soma  wine, 

Saying  :  "as  you  have  got  good  rortBt-bc?f, 
NVe  are  oomo  haie  to  dina." 

The  landlady  she  answered  :  r .- .■ 

"It  really  is  iM^sjxike  '_•.- 

By  an  Irish  (Jcutleniau."  '  • 

Says  they  :  "  we'll  havo  a  joke." 

So  then  John  Btdl  niuKt  have  the  l»eef. 

Let  it  l)o  lean  or  fat : 
Baying  -"  Murphy's  buttci,  aud  saJt-fi-sh 

Will  answer  Irish  PaL" 


One  of  them  pulled  out  liis  watch : 

"  Here,  waiter,  ho  did  sav. 
Take  this  to  I'at  to  tell  us  "         •;    ^:   , 

The  (iuw  of  the  day."  •  -^  - 

Tho  waiter  informed  tho  captain  :    ;  • 
"  Ciive  me  the  watch,  says  he, 

Aud  I'll  let  them  know  the  time  of  day 
Ami  that  immediately. " 

It's  with  a  case  of  pistols,  '; 

And  small  sword  by  his  side, 
The  captaiu  with  an  oati>  exclaimed— > 

"  I'll  soon  pull  down  their  pride." 

As  soon  as  he  entered  tho  room  : 
"  Gentlemen,  he  did  say,  t 

Show  me  the  i)oor  blind  man 
That  waulR  to  kuow  the  time  of  day. 

It's  ^i-ith  this  instrument  of  steel 

I  mean  to  let  him  see  —  ^    '. 

And  here's  a  pair  of  spectacles 


Will  answer  him  and  me." 


V 


Tlio  cowards  they  hung  down  their  heads, 

And  how  they  shook  with  fear — 
Then  one  of  them  replied  :  "sir. 

There's  no  such  ix-i-son  here."  ■^■^c 

Then  tuniing  to  the  wailcr-mau  :  ^'C" 

"  Ht^e,  John,  my  boy,  he  did  say, 

Y'ou  can  have  this  watch  and  chain, 
As  the  owner  is  gone  away."        /Z 


s. 


•^ 


Dinner  it  l)eing  ready. 

Up  stairs  tho  captain  goes  ; 

You'd  laugh  to  see  the  apish  tricks. 
Of  those  threo  English  beans. 

They  sat  gaping  ^  each  other, 
Aud  biting  off  their  nails. 

And,  at  length,  the  th>ee  dejnrted, 
Like  dogs  without  their  tails. 


■1- 
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The  two  Roses. 


.^^ 
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On  a  Imnk  two  roses  fair. 
Wet  with  morning  showers, 
Filled  with  dew,  \:  '  - 

In  fragrance  grew,  -.  -- 

As  I,  (lensive,  tiill  of  oate. 
Gathered  Iwo  sweet  flowera— 
Tell  me;  roseSr'  truly  tell 
If  my  fair  one  loves  me  wclL 

Thus  in  leaves  of  white  arrayed,  ! 
Not  a  speck  to  dim  ttiem, 

m  I  find  ^       -i     ^  . 

Tbe  si>otleE8  mind,  t>  n. 
WMch  adorns  my  lolily  laaid) 
Innocence^  emblem  — 

Tell  mi  then  and  truly  tell 

If  my  fair  one  loves  me  welL 

Like  b£r  cheeks  the  bltishizig  ray. 
Which  thy  bnd  efacloeee,       ^  • 

Btightor  far  'i  '- 

Thui  you  they  are— 
But  her  charmi  if  I  shotild  say, 
■Jfonni  be  jealous,  roses — 

TeD  me  then  and  traly  tell 
■.  If  *iy  Cnir  one  loves  ma  walL 
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MY  OLD  KENTUCKY  HOME,  GOOD- NIGHT.     ^ 

Arranged  (W  >1ie  Guitar  or  Cuiijn,   iiy  I  rr:.  KDMUNP  CLARK,  TOachcr  of  the  Gnilar,  Banjo,  Organ  alul  Siuying,  No.  705  Broadway 
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/       1(1  Ttinr  rndias. 


•2i\  Tiinr  rndilis. 


V' 


p- 


I    I 


fs-r:^- 


1.    The  .viin  shines  bri<,'ht  in  the    old   Kentuok  -  y  homo,  'TJs   smn-mer,  the    dur  -  kies  are    g-.iy; 
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The  corn  -  top's  ripe, 

J      ."  ■  I       I 
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and  the  mead-ows    in     the  bl(X)in,  While   the  liirds  imike  luii  -  sic    all    the     day. 


Tlie  young  folks     roll    on    the    ^ 
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lit  -  tie     cab  -  in    floor,  all  mer  -  ry,   all    hap  -  py  ;  and  bright ;     Hy'n  -  l)y  Hard  Tinie^  coujc  a  -  knock-ing  at    the  door  t 
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Then,  my   old    Ken  -  tuck  -  y  home,  good  night ! 

u  ^  I  I  ,  I       i 
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Wet^p     no  more,    my     la  -  dy,         oh !  weep     no  more     to 
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day  We  will  sing  our  song   for  the   old    Kontuck-y    home,  For    the   old    Koutuck-y    home  far    a  -  way,       f      :^ 
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2  They  hunt  no  more  for  the  possum  and  the  coon, 
On  the  meadow,  the  hill  and  the  sioic  : 
They  sing  no  more  by  the  glimm«'r  of  the  moon. 
On  the  bench  bv  tlie  old  cabin  door, 
■  The  day  goes  by  fike  a  shadow  oVr  tlie  heart, 
Witli  sorrow  where  all  wag  deli^'ht, 
The  time  luw  come  when  the  darkies  have  to  part. 
Then,  my  old  Kentucky  home,  good  night.— CllO. 


I     I 


3  The  head  must  bow,  and  the  back  will  have  to  bend, 
Wherever  the  darkey  may  go : 
A  few  more  days,  and  the  trouble  all  will  end. 

In  the  field  where  the  sugar-canes  glow. 
A  few  more  davs  for  to  tote  the  weary  load— 

No  matter,  '{will  never  be  light ;  >> 

A  few  m»re  days  till  we  totter  on  the  road, 
old 


Then,  my  old  Kentucky  home,  good  niglit.— CBO,         ^  /''.  I 
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Pretty  Peggy. 


IriiiU  SoDji  wllh  DiQca.  B;  Pat  RoonsT- 
M iitlc  Pabllalieil  bjr  L  P  Oonllsud    80  Traiaoat  Straet, 
•  Boaton,  Mm8.    Price  35  oeutt. 


To  my  (lArling  I  will  always  prove  true, 
Aud  look  Oil  Ler  with  a  smile  of  love  ;       . 

Like  a  sunbeam  she's  bedutiful  and  bright. 
With  eyes  like  the  little  stars  above. 

CnoBus.  - 

She's  the  fuirest  in  all  creation, 
Pretty  Peggy,  charaiing  orentnre  : 

Pretty  Pe^{gy.  ilnrliug  loved  one. 

Ah  !  she's  like  a  little  bird  in  the  spring, 

When  you're  in  her  company  for  a  while. 
Just  look  at  her  curly  jet-black  htur  ! 

Her  face  in  always  brighteued  with  a  Kmile, 
Faith,  none  w ith  iny  jewel  c;in  conipaie. 

She's  the  tuirest,  Af. 

The  day  is  coming  when  111  weA  this  pearl. 
The  thought  of  it  cheers  me  on  uiy  wiiy  ; 

The  bells  will  ring,  and  the  colleens  will  sing. 
When  she  names  the  happy  wedding  day. 

She  is  thu  fairest,  ic.     Dance. 


Eock  o'  my  Soul! 


Oh  !  here  we  are,  two  happy  darkeys, 
From  the  Southern  States  we  come, 

Oh  !  glory  hallelujeram  ! 
Where  we  used  to  pick  do  cottoa     ' 
And  hoe  de  sugar  cane. 

Oh!  Rocko'  my  8oul! 
But  flow  de  war  is  over. 
And  de  colored  man  is  free. 

Oh  !  glory  hallfilujeram  ! 
I'm  4s  happy  as  a  clam,  ^ 

And  I'm  always  going  to  be, 

Oh  I  Bock  o'  my  SouL 

'"'-■-•'-;■•'■■■■       Chobcs.," 

Then  oome  along  with  me,  (Stfniph. ) 

Children,  don't  you  want  to  go?        (Syinpfu) 
Then  it's  shine  on,  shine  on,  oh  !  glory,     (Refimi.) 
Ah  I  my  soul,  I'm  going  to  join  de  Iwud.  (R^^at. ) 

Old  John  Johnson  ^ 

He  looks  just  Uke  a  hog. 

Oh  !  glory  hallelujenun  ! 
Set  him  on  a  stump 
And  he  looks  like  a  frog, 

Oh  !  Bock  o' my  soul ! 
I  done  Axed  Jemima 
If  she  knowe<l  old  Uncle  Snow, 

Oh  !  glory  halleluje]fam  ! 
She  sajrs,  I  done  forgot  de  gemmen 
A  hundred  years  ago,  • 

Oh !  Rock  o'  my  So  al !  '    Chorus 


Rustic  Damael. 

Written  by  Walter  Howard,  aang  by  Dllly  Weat. 

— • 

A  long  time  to  come,  I  remember  it  well, 
AU*alone  in  the  workhotise  thi  b  beauty  did  dwell. 
With  her  lather  and  mother  sL  «  lived  all  serene  ; 
Her  age  it  was  red  and  her  hai  r  was  nineteen. 

Now  she  ha<1  a  lover  who  close  by  did  dwell, 
A  bandy-backed  Rustic  and  hu>  np-backed  as  well ; 
He  said  "  fly  with  me  now  by  tl  lo  light  of  yon  star  : 
For,  you  are  the  eye  of  my  appk  i,  you  arc." 

But  this  dutiful  maiden  said  gen  tly— "be  wise, 
My  father  should  scratch  out  uiy  nails  with  his  eyes  : 
If  yon  love  me  so,  yon'U  not  brii  ig  me  to  disgrace," 
Sobbed  the  maid  as  she  buried  h  er  hand  in  his  face. 

So,  so  she  refused  him.     He  knoc  Wed  down  this  maid. 
She  suddenly  opened  tlie  knife  wi  Ih  his  blade. 
He  next  cut  the  throat  of  this  dan  wel  so  fair  : 
Then  dragged  her  along  by  the  he  »d  of  the  hair. 

Now  just  at  this  moment  the  old  n  lan  appears, 
And  he  gazed  on  tlie  sight  with  ey.  is  in  his  team. 
He  knelt  down  beside  her  and  here  old  face  he  kissed. 
Then  msb*d  with  his  throat  at  the    murderer's  fist. 


Come  Again,  Sweet  Love. 

Matlo  to  be  had  of  W.  a.  Pond.  M7  Oroadiray,  N.  T. 
Price  3Sceut8. 


The  days  are  di\rk,  the  nights  ore  long, 

Oh  !  how  I  watch  lor  thee  ! 
The  robbiu  slugs  a  clieery  Song, 

But  all  in  vain  for  nic. 

But  all  iu  >'ain  for  uie. 
I  count  the  weftry  hours,  and  sigh  : 

A-fiir  thy  foothtcjjs  rovo — 
While  summer  days  arc  pos-sing  by. 

Oh  !  coiiio  again,  sweet  love  ! 
Wliile  Huninier  days  are  passing  by, 

Oh  !  come  again,  sweet  love  1 

I  see  thy  face  in  every  flower. 
Thy  name  is  on  the  lir<.>eze  ; 

I  live  again  the  iMirting  hour 
That  bore  thcc  o'er  the  seas. 
That  bore  thee  o'er  the  seas ; 

Then  wander  back  unto  th}'  nest. 
Thou  trnaut  weary  dove  ; 

My  heart  sliall  be  thy  home  of  rest : 
Oh  !  come  again,  sweet  love  ! 

My  heart  shidl  be  thy  homo  of  rest : 
Oh  !  come  again,  sweet  love ! 


I    Turkey  in  de  Straw. 

'  As  ino(  by  SanforJ  and  Wilaoii. 


Went  down  to  New  Orleans,  got  on  a  fence. 

Tom  Turkey  in  de  buckwheat  straw, 
Dutchman  asked  me  I  talk  French, 

Dat's  nine  points  ob  de  law. 
Hit  'em  in  de  head  wid  n  great  big  brick, 

Tom  Turkey  iu  de  buckwheat  straw. 
Didn't  I  make  dat  nigger  look  aick, 

Dat's  nine  points  ob  de  kw. 


pou 


Chorus. 


Den  a  turkey  in  n  stmw,  den  n  turkey  in  a  straw. 
Den  a  turkey  in  a  straw,  den  a  turkey  in  a  straw. 
Boll  a  web  of  stmw  round  to  hide  the  turkey's  paw, 
And  we'll  shake  em  up  a  tune  cull*d  turkey  in  a  straw. 

Tobacco  am  an  ingin  weed, 
Tom  Turkey  in  de  buckwheat  straw, 

From  de  dubil  it  did  seed, 
Dat's  nine  i>oints  ob  de  law. 

Bota  your  pocket,  scents  your  clothes, 
Tom  Turkey  in  a  buckwheat  «jtraw,    x 

Makes  a  chimbley  ob  your  nose. 


Dut's  nine  x^oints  ob  de  hiw. 


Chorus. 


Two  Thoroughbreds  From  Ireland. 

Sung  by  Harry  Osborna  and  Fanny  Weutwortli. 


Oh  !  here  we  .•xro  two  thoroughbreads. 

From  Ireland  all  the  way. 
We  left  that  sparkling  little  isle,  ' 

Her  brooks  and  winding  bays  ; 
We'll  ne'er  forget  the  shamrock  green 

That  grows  ni)on  thy  shore. 

Not  if  centuries  thy  freedom  should  restore. 

Chobi's. 

Machrcc,  MacUroe,  we  long  to  see  the  day, ' 
.\.sthore,  Asthorc,  the  enemy  to  slay, 

And  plant  the  flag  of  freedom 
With  harp  and  shamrock  bright. 

While  we  arc  uuirching  to  the  fight,  boys.  '"■ 

That  was  a  glorious  day  of  the  patriots  whose  names 
Should  emblazon  every  honored  roll 

With  glory  anthwith  fame  ; 
They  are  rescued  from  the  tyrant's  grip, 

Australia's  fettered  chains, 
So  hurrah  lor  the  gallant  boys,  the  Fenians  ! 

Chobcs. 

March  on,  March  on,  • 

One  victory  is  won  ;  ^ 

And  yet  we'll  have  that  dear  greetvlsle 
Restored  to  freedom's  sous,  f 

This  work  we  hope  will  soon  be  done. 


LiBtening  all  de  Night  Long. 

Sang  by  the  Haiutowu  Studaala. 


Cbobus. 
B«en  list'nin'  all  d«  night  long. 

Been  list'nin'  all  de  day, 
Beeu  list'nin'  all  de  night  long. 

To  hear  some  sinner  pray. 

Some  say  that  John  de  Baptist 
Is  nothing  but  a  jew  ; 

But  de  Bible  doth  inform  us 
He  was  a  preacher  too. 

An  angel  come  from  heaven. 
He  oome  three  times  a  day  ; 

To  h'ist  dem  diamond  winders. 
To  hear  old  Daniel  pray. 

Into  de  fiery  furnace 
Do  Hebrew  children  went; 

But  unto  dem  an  angel 
Of  de  heavenly  host  was  sent 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Choma. 


The  Cot  at  the  HiU.        I 

I'll  Bemamber  you  love  In  my  pr  yen. 

'  Try  Oaborne  and  sniiir  with  great 
I  by  t'auny  Weutworth.  , 


Air 

CompoaaJ  by  U» 
anceeaa 


Oh !  how  often  my  mind  retraces  joy  past,  ■'; 

When  childhood  and  youth  knew  no  care. 
How  I  rambled  with  Kate,  the  mride  of  Newlas, 

Plucking  wild  flowei-s  to  WTeath  in  her  hair : 
How  oft  did  our  playmates  stare  at  us  and  prate. 

In  that  ancient  old  town  near  the  mill, 
MTien  returning  from  rambles  with  beautiful  Kate, 

Seeing  her  home  to  that  cot  at  the  hill. 

I  remember  how  often  her  eyes  tkey  would  beam. 

When  I'd  tell  her  a  sweet  tale  of  love  : 
How  my  mind  watt  em-aptured  with  youth's 

happy  dream, 

Oh  !  how  blest  by  our  Ruler  above— 
Then,  oh  !  shall  we  part  from  each  other  at  last. 

Leave  that  love  we  l)ear  fade  with  will— 
Oh !  no,  I  would  seek  for  to  moulder  and  pass 

In  a  grave  at  the  foot  of  yon  hill. 

-«•►.. vj: 


Terrible  Gaul. 


Words  by  Harrlgau- 


Maate  by  Uilly  Oartcr. 


There's  a  rooster  that  stops  in  this  village. 

And  sleeps  on  the  floor  of  saloons  ; 

He  lives  on  bird  seeds  and  crackeiv. 

His  business  is  juggling  spittoons  ; 

He's  known  by  every  barkeeper 

As  a  Bum— he's  woi-se  than  them  all — 

They  sweep  him  out  with  the  rest  of  the  garbage. 

The,  bloak  with  the  terrible  gaul. 

•  Chorus.  | 

Oh  !  they  say  he's  a  horrible  snoozer  1 
Oh  !  a  bruiser,  what  a  hoosier  ! 
When  he  borrowfl  your  coat  you're  the  loser, 
This  ham  with  the  terrible  gaul. 

He's  got  one  eye  iu  his  head  like  a  mackerel. 

His  neck  is  as  long  as  a  crane  ; 

Be  drinks  gruel  that's  made  out  of  sawduKt, 

Mixed  up  with  a  seven  day's  rain  : 

His  clothes  wotildn't  cover  a  hair  pin— j  '.■..:^'. 

Shoot  him  with  a  big  cannon  ball,  .    . 

You  can  let  that  ho  never  would  tumble. 

The  bloak  with  the  terrible  gaul ! 

Oh  !  they  say,  &e. 

His  relations  are  all  in  the  poor  houses 

As  many  as  a  large  circus  troupe  ; 

They  live  on  the  wind  of  a  bellows 

Made  into  pulverized  soup. 

You  could  set  them  adrift  in  the  ocean, 

On  an  iceberg,  a  shaving,  or  yawl, 

Y'ou  can  bet  that  he'd  catch  a  sucker,    j    -/■■.'/ 

The  blottk  with  the  terrible  gaul ! 

Oh !  they  say,  ix. 


To  what  length  mity  a  widow  go  when  she  desires 
a  new  parent  for  hei  children':*— She  may  go  ons 
8t«p-fiuther! 

Melancholy  FuC'S-Many  die  of  consumption 
and  many  from  lack  of  consumption,  having  no- 
thing to  consume. 
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PatO'HeiL  - 

CompoMd  and  nog  by  B»rry  Otbere*. 

I  tm  Pat  O'Keil.  as  Irifibman, 
Just  from  the  county  Clare — 
As  smart  as  any  ever  valked 
To  country  dance  or  fair  : 
But  poverty,  the  poor  man's  lot, 

Drove  me  across  the  sea. 
To  find  a  borne  in  this  £air  land 

Of  sweet  America. 
Chorus:    Many  a  noble  minded  man 
For  refuge  flew  to  thee  ; 
:'       Your  ports  are  always  open,      . 
Ever  ready  is  your  hand 
To  welcome  here  both  great  and  small 
From  dear  old  Ireland. 

When  I  was  home  I  often  heard 

Of  a  country  far  away, 
Where  the  rich  and  poor  they  both  enjoy 

The  same  bright  light  of  day  ; 
Then  my  heart  says—"  Pat,  don't  work  no  more 

For  nobles  without  pay, 
But  go  and  gain  your  liberty 

In  sweet  America.  Chorua. 

I'll  hot  forget  the  noble  flag. 

That  guards  our  hberty— 
Inviting  ^hose  who  are  oppressed 

To  come  across  the  sea. 
Hoping  that  thfl  day  may  come 

When  Ireland  will  be  free — 
I'll  have  you  all  to  give  three  oheen 

For  sweet  America ! 


Choms. 


-•••- 


Oood-Bye,  Maggie  Darling. 

Snag  by  Harry  Otborne  and  FanDy  Wantwertb. 

Maggie  darling,  now,  good'bye ! 

To  America  I  go  ; 
It  will  nearly  br^  my  heart  to  leave  yaa. 

And  still  I  cannot  live  here  so  : 
It  will  nearly  break  my  heart  to  leave  yon. 

Yet  I  must  from  old  Ireland  go. 
The  old  folks  they  are  growing  grey,  Maggie, 

The  farm  it  won't  support  ns  all, 
I  cannot  stay  and  see  them  suffer,  f 

So  I  must  go  where  duty  calls. 
Cboms  :    Maggie,  dear  Maggie,  dear. 

Oh  !  should  I  never  see  thee  more— 
•    My  fondest  hope  is  that  yon  love  me, 
T^en  rve  left  old  Ireland's  shore. 

Barney,  what  vdll  come  of  me 

When  you  are  gone  far,  o'er  the  Main  ? 
The  birds  will  oiJy  sing  in  sadness. 

The  son  will  ne'er  sMne  bright  again  : 
The  birds  will  only  sing  in  sadness. 

Till  Barney  comes  back  home  again.  ' 
Maggie,  Rimey  feels  'tis  hard  to  part. 

To  leave  his  home  and  country  too, 
But  times  are  gelling  hard  here,  Maggie, 

And  I  must  now  find  work  to  do.         Chorus. 


The  Lad  and  Lass  From  Ireland. 

Sang  by  Harry  Oaborne  and  Fanny  Wentwortb. 

We  just  arrived  from  the  old  sod. 

An  Irish  lad  and  lassie  O, 
The  likes  of  us  the  laud  ne'er  trod 

When  we  take  a  drop  of  wihskey  0. 
Last  night  we  went  to  Mick  Moldoon's, 

We  danced  a  double  shuffle. 
And  sorra  one  can  do  it  like  , 

This  dashing  Irish  conple. 
Chorus  :    So,  yon  see,  we  are  two  thoroughbreds, 
Our  likes  yon  never  scanned  : 
For,  we  are  always  happy,  tear-a-nouns 
Is  this  lad  and  lass  from  Ireland. 

We  eaued  away  from  Dublin  bay,    f 

And  crossed  the  briny  sea  ; 
So  now  we're  here  and  settled  down 

In  this  free  land— America. 
We've  savAd  enough  to  buy  the  farm. 

Anil  we  are  <loi  ig  well,  yon  see  : 
So  you  are  welcome  for  to  oall  on  ns 

In  a  foreign  part  of  sweet  Jersey.         Oborns. 


Under  the  Bose-Bnsh. 

8aug  by  Sllaa  Cirrle  Dnncan. 


When  eighteen  years  old,  and  just  growing  bold. 

Of  me  cupid  made  quite  a  happy  young  bride 
By  shooting  his  dart  tllrongh,  aud  sendinp;  my  heart  to 

A  gentleman  stranger,  whom  I  had  espied 
BecUning  at  leasure,  enjoying  his  pleasure 

Beneath  the  light  rose-bush,  lull  burdeneil 

with  bloom  : 
So  kindly  he  pressed  mo,  and  gently  addressed  mo 

Bemarking — "look  here,  miss,  there's  plenty 

»  of  room." 

■■■"Choeits. 

Under  the  rose-bijsh,  under  the  rose-bush,  :     .  . 
Picking  the  clover  aud  picking  the  way  : 
I'^uder  the  rcse-bush,  uuder  the  rose-bush. 
He  asked  me  to  kiss  him,  I  did  not  say  nay. 

Of  modesty  heedless,  in  fact  it  was  needless,. 

We  sat  by  the  side  of  that  May -bedecked  hedge  ; 
I  heard  his  confession  of  love  and  depression. 

He  asked  for  a  kiss  iu  exchange  for  the  pledge, 
I  never  denied  it,  but  then  and  there  tried  it. 

Beneath  that  bright  rose-bush,  full  burdened 

with  bloom  : 
So  like  the  May  flowers,  which  served  as  a  bower. 

It  seemed  quite  as  sweet  an  the  lovely  perfume. 
;•        ■     '  Uuder  the  rose-bush,  Ac 

At  sun's  early  dawning,  I  went  there  each  morning 

To  meet  my  romantic  and  strauKcly  met  swain  : 
All  mystery  was  banished,  all  secrecy  vanished. 

Dear  Ned  vowed  he'd  love  me  again  and  again. 
We  do  not  like  walking,  we  much  prefer  talking 

Beneath  that  bright  rose-bush,  full  burdened 

0  with  bloom  : 

So  when  to  the  altar  I  went  without  falter, 

I  had  my  dear  Ned  for  a  happy  bridegroom. 

Under  the  rose-bush,  Ac. 


St.  Patrick's  Day  in  the  Morning. 

By  Matt  McAroy.  Bnng  by  Ed,  Bcnlly. 

The  noisy  streets  are  supremely  green,  * 

And  all  the  clans  are  in  order ; 
.\  thousand  waving  flags  are  seen. 

And  each  has  gifen  lor  its  border.  ^ 

Aixah  !  But  the  land  is  all  ablaze. 

The  bells  have  sounded  their  warning. 
And  the  only  tune  the  wide  world  plays 

Is  "St.  Patrick's  Day  in  the  Morning."      ^   ' 

Each  lad  appears  all  neatly  dressfed— 

No  monarch  ever  was  bolder— 
With  a  spray  of  shamrock  in  his  breast 

And  a  sash  thrown  over  his  shoulder ;  -.'.  - 

And  the  lass  she  smiles  .upon  the  lad,  .; ; 

And  turns  no  more  in  her  scorning : 
For,  she  couldn't  resist  his  suit,  bedad. 

On  "St  Patrick's  Day  in  the  Morning."  , 

Och  !  sure,  but  the  streets  are  a  gala  sight, 

The  people  are  all  bo  frisky ! 
With  here  and  there  a  bit  of  a  fight, 

The  result  of  a  drop  of  whiskey  ! 
If  Mike  and  Pat  came  out  of  a  spat 

With  ejes  of  their  own  adorning, 
Divil  a  bit  do  they  care  for  that. 

On  "  St  Patrick's  D.iy  iu  the  Morning." 

You  may  traverse  the  world  fcom  northern  main 

To  the  line  of  the  hot  equator  : 
You  may  go  from  Sahara's  desert  plain 

To  Vesuvius,  close  to  the  crater  ; 
You  are  certain  to  find  an  Irishman  there. 

If  you  come  with  never  a  warning. 
And  he's  sure  to  be  huoiming  the  darling  air 

Of  "  St  Patrick's  day  iu  the  Morning  r      , 

But  though  you  find  him  in  distant  paili^ 

And  whether  at  sea  or  on  dry  land. 
The  tenderest  spot  in  his  heart  of  heart* 

Is  reserved  IVJi-  the  Emerald  Island. 
The  soil  of  his  birth  is  his  proudest  boMit, 

And  he'll  g\ve  you  a  wack  for  a  warning, 
'-",•  If  you  fail  to  respond  to  his  patriot  boast 

Of  "  St  Patrick's  Day  in  the  Morning  T   • 

What  is  the  difiference  between  horse-wcing  and 
;:oing  te  church?— One  makes  men  bet,  and  the 
other  makes  them  better. 


The  Candidate  for  Alderman. 

.    I        Snng  by  Jamea  O'Kail. 


I  am  a  true  bom  Irishman, 

And  I'll  ne'er  deny  that  same, 
I  t(x>k  a  notion  to  cross  the  ocean,  ' 

To  .\merica  I  came. 
When  I  lauded  here. 

It  «-as  iu  the  year  18C2. 
I  WHS  wiUing  to 'fight,  both  dity  aud  night, 
For  the  Bed,  White  aud  the  Blue. 
Chonis  :    I  am  your  Caudidate  for  Aldennan  : 
So  l)elieve  mo  what  I  say, 
jFut  on  your  coats,  aud  cast  your  Totea 
;     For  me  on  Election  ilay. 

When  1  started  first  iu  Politit^ 

My  friends  they  were  but  few, 
I  can't  forget  every  one  I  met  mid 

That  I  was  too  "brand  new." 
I  worked  tlie  pipes  on  the  Boulevard, 

Along  with  Mickey  Hiurt 
He  was  foreman  over  the  old  sixth  ward. 

And  the  owner  of  a  big  ash-cart.  OhonM. 

So  now,  my  friends,  I  must  bo  off, 

I  can  no  longer  stay  :  j  . 

I  hope  you  won't  forget  to  vol* 

For  me  on  Election  day. 
And  if  I  am  the  lucky  man,        .^  -^  , . 

On  me  you  may  depend. 
If  you  want  to  borrow,  I  won't  be  mcry — 

For,  I  am  the  poor-man's  friend.  Gbotoa. 


Blow  Gently,  Winds,  Blow  Gently. 

As  I  wander  through  the  fields 

Where  the  sweet  flowers  are  growing. 

Or  down  in  the  meadow  where  the  streamlet  is  flowing^ 

I  sing  that  my  love  may  come  safe  back  to  ne— 

Blow  gently,  winds,  blow  gently. 

While  my  love  iB  on  the  sea  : 

For,  oh !  he  is  coming,  coming  baek  to  a»— 

Blow  pently,  winds,  blow  gently, 

While  my  love  is  on  the 


Though  the  sky  is  fair  and  ealn 
Above,  in  sunlight  brightly  glowing. 
And  through  the  softly  waving  trees  Hm 

mildest  breeu  is  Mowliig, 
Far,  far,  upon  the  Ocean,  ah  I  what  storms 

may  tL^re  not  be^ 
Blow  gently,  winds,  blow  gently. 
While  my  love  is  on  the  sea  : 
For,  oh  !  he  is  coming,  coming  book  to  me— 
Blow  gently,  winds,  blow  gentij. 
While  my  love  is  on  the  sea.         .  = ' 


Ifilekey,  Wilekey,  ^olikey. 

ECCENTBIC  SOXO  AM)   DANO, 

Written  and  compoied  by  Billy  8mllh  of  the  Big  "«" 

We  know  some  little  Yaller  Oirls, 

At  the  bottom  of  the  hill— [(VujtJk,  Sam  DnmL"] 
They  keep  a  little  Milk  House, 

And  we  go  and  drink  our  fill. -[OoaA,  tubrfon."] 
They  alwaj-s  trt^at  us  well,  you  know, 

When  them  we  go  to  see  : 
Scpe  day  we're  going  to  man;  them, 

And  happy  we  will  be. 

Cbobdb. 

Oh!  Milekcy,  Wilekey,  Wolikeyl 

We  are  happy,  light  and  free  ; 
We  are  dancing  long  to  make  us  stna^ 

As  you  CAu  plainly  see  ; 
We  will  never  tire,  if  they  desire, 

But  get  up  early  aud  make  the  fli* ; 
We  are  bound  to  have  these  little  gM^ 
I  These,  Kilty  and  Anna  Maria. 

But  now  we're  married  to  these  gills. 

At  the  bottom  of  the  hill-  [  ChuL) 
We  got  two  little  Wilekey  Wolikeya, 

Who  never  can  keep  still—  [(Hwkl 
For,  they  are  now  jnst  like  their  dads, 

Tliey're  always  se'm,  Pm  l>fii"d  : 
An>4  wbeoever  you  see  th*'se  littlo  scLriBupa. 

"Skey're  always  dancing  aronnd.  Ohi 
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THE    SINGERS'    JOUR  WE. 


^^^B^s 


At  Hooie  in  Alabam. 

8on(  tod  Dance,  bj  Jobnton  k  Drnnok 

Oh !  white  folks  all,  goo<l  eTening  : 

We've  como  to  sing  to  yon 
About  oar  home  in  Alabam, 

Our  Muwa  aud  MLssiib,  too. 
We  use  to  work  down  in  de  field, 

Dey  oall  ns  F«te  and  Sam  ;  „; 

At  eveainga  how  we'd  sing  and  danoe 
At  home  in  Alabnm  ! 
Chorug  :    The  good  old  times  have  passed,  bat  still 
We're  htipp3'  as  two  ckuns  ; 
We'll  sing  aud  do  a  step  we  dose 
At  home  in  Alabam. 

Old  massa  be  was  kind  to  US, 

But  soon  he  passed  away, 
And  silence  reignn  aronnd  the  places 

Where  things  were  once  ho  gay — 
The  darkies  they  have  all  gone  North, 

And  scarcely  kit  a  mau 
To  play  npon  de  old  banjo. 

At  home  in  Alabam.  Choros. 

Oh !  white  folks  all,  we'll  say  good-bye  ; 

We're  much  obliged  to  you         ,  . 
For  listening  to  our  little  song, 

We  tried  to  please  you,  toa 
We're  free  and  honest  niggers  now, 

We  love  old  Uucle  Sam. 
And  the  Lord  np  high  will  gire  as  ftU 


A  home  in  Alabam. 


ChoraB. 


-••►- 


4(niat  Might  I  Not  Have  Said? 

■0X0  *  BAHCC  By  CIsad*  D«  HkTtn. 

Snog  by  Barpar  and  Slsnill. 

I  XBct  the  maiden  that  I  loTed 

One  even  on  the  lea. 
And,  save  a  peeping  Rtar  or  two. 

All  by  ourselves  were  we. 
While  'round  about  the  merry  moths 

Were  dancing  in  the  air, 
Yet  softer  on  my  shoulder  fell 

"The  flatter  of  her  hair. 
And  so  we  walked  an  hour  or  more  • 

How  swift  the  moments  sped — 
And  then  we  parted— vd  the  day— > 

Wbat  might  I  not  have  said  ? 
Qioras:    To  the  maiden  that  I  loved 
In  rapture  was  I  led, 
My  heart  was  all  aflame  for  her. 
What  might  I  not  have  said? 

I  met  the  maiden  that  I  loved 

Oo£e  more  in  after  years, 
And,  as  I  paE6ed  her  in  the  street. 

She  Bcaroe  could  speak  for  tean : 
For,  by  her  side  a  nranger  walked 

AJid  she  might  be  his  bride  : 
But,  oh  t  she  looked  not  as  of  yera 

While  yet  the  village  pride. 
Her  eyes  were  swollen — very  red — 

She  stagcered  on  her  way, 
Twas  a  "  Fly  Cop  "  had  her,  so  they  said. 

Taking  her  to  quay. 
Choras:    So  now  I  think  of  her  I  loved. 
In  rapture  was  I  led. 
My  heart  was  all  aflame  for  her. 
What  might  I  not  have  said? 


;  .  Don't  Stay  Away. 

Ole  muBa  says  dar's  room  enough, 

•Ole  massa  says  dar's  room  enough, 

Ole  massa  says  dar's  room  enough. 

Don't  stay  away. 
Cboroa  :    My  sisters,  don't  stay  away, 
•  ■  My  brudders,  don't  stay  away. 

My  elders,  don't  stay  away. 
Until  de  final  day. 

Dar't  a  ttaxrj  crown  in  a  hevren  for  yoa, 
Dar's  a  starry  crown  in  a  heaven  foif  yr»n, 
Dar's  a  starrj-  crown  in  a  heaven  for  you. 
Don't  stay  away. 


Chortuk 


Dar's  a  long  white  robe  in  a  heaven  for  you, 
Dar's  a  long  white  robe  in  a  heaven  for  you, 
Dar's  a  long  white  robe  in  a  Leaven  for  yoa,        ^ 
Don't  stay  away.  Chocua. 


jJnst  From  Tenneoee. 

^     By  Jolicaoii  nod  Omuo.         , 

White  folks,  WO  ».'>«  just  from  Tennessee, 

We  left  our  hon  >««  to  have  some  recreation  ; 
Greatly  delighted  »  o  will  be, 

If  we  can  only  gaii  your  approbation. 
We  parted  from  the  Oi  d  folks  with  a  sigh. 

And  left  them  there  iv -crying  on  the  station  ; 
But  they'U  miss  us,  'deed  they  will. 

And  the  place  will  be  so  still. 
Because  the  boys  havu  left  th  e  old  plantation. 

When  moon-light  stream.Ml  Across  the  cabin  floor, 

'Twas  then  tho  old  nmu  sat  the  banjo  ringing  ; 
The  darkies  ased  to  gather  rofud  the  door. 

And  massa,  too,  would  listen  to  our  singing. 
But  often  now  we  sigli  for  our  a'd  home. 

For,  it  is  the  happiest  spot  in  all  de  nation : 
But  we'll  go  there  before  we  die. 

And  now  we  are  going  to  try 
To  show  the  style  down  on  the  old  plantation. 


.-.♦«- 


Are  you  There,  Mortality  I 

bON'O  AN1>  cnOBCS. 

Words  by  Ed.  Htrrlgin.        Mmlc  by  D«ve  Brshsm. 

Tbe  Mndo  of  thli  toaa  I*  poblUbed  by  Wm.  A.  Pond. 
k  Co.,  547  Broudway,  Sew  Tork.  Price  40  cents. 

I'm  located  ot  headquarters, 

A  "  Special  Officer  Tj 
Cornelius  'Riarity,         ' 

Here,  at  your  service,  Sir !  « 

I  know  the  thieves  aud  blackguards,  KX^ 

Wherever  they  may  be. 
And  if  you  want  a  "  fly  Copper," 

Call  iloriarity  ! 

CHOBrt". 

Tm  »  dandy  Copper  in  the  ttoadway  Sqaad, 

A  "Metropolitan  M.  P." 
And  tlfc  youug  girls  cry,  when  Tm  passing  by, 

"  Are  you  there,  Jloriarity  ?" 

The  shop-girls,  going  to  labor 

In  the  mom  at  eight  o'clock,  • 
They  wink  aud  blink  their  loving  eyea  . 

At  me  ou  every  side  1 
They  say  1  am  their  darling. 

With  me  they'd  tralalale  ! 
In  a  smiUng  way,  you'd  h«*r  tb«m  say— f 


'Sweet  Moriarity ! 


Ohonu. 


My  uniform  ia  Navy  bluo. 

And  it  fits  me  like  t  duck  ; 
I  escort  the  ladies  in  the  street. 

All  thro'  tbe  mud  and  muck ! 
For,  coach  and  horse  stop  when  I  cross : 

I'm  the  ladies'  own  baby  ! 
As  on  they  go,  they  whisper  low —  ...  .^ 

"Are  you  there,  Moriarity  I"  Ghorns.  ■% 

fSpoken :    "Youdnckey."  '' 


Pathetic  Ballad.    ^ 

By  Jaiimon  and  Bruno.    ' 


If  you  will  listen  to  tjs.  wo  will  sing  you  a  verse, 
And  when  ue  Kcl  better,  we  n<^ver  feel  worf?e  ; 
Some  people  do  taiy  we  were  born  too  young. 
And  if  wo  arc  shot,  we  will  ucvar  be  hung. 

There  was  a  young  man  from  Leavenworth  town. 
And  when  he  was  staudiiif;.  bo  never  sat  down  ; 
He  had  a  voice  like  a  mw  mill,  and  a  head  likea  ealf^ 
And  w  hen  he  was  crying,  he  never  would  laugh. 

Theare  was  .a  young  woman  fjom  Kalamazoo, 
Her  eyes  they  were  blonde,  .lud  her  hair  it  was  blue  ; 
If  she  had  not  been  white,  she  wonld  have  been  black, 
And  the  hump  of  starvation  was  stuck  on  her  book. 

We  uei«'  Kftxnd  still  when  we  are  walking  aroand, 
Aud  when  wc  aie  up  in  tb>j  air,  we  aio  not  ou 

the  groond ; 
Aud  when  we  .'etl  better,  we  never  fed  sick. 
And  if  you  poAto  us  together,  wo  oaver  will  atiok. 


Golden  Hair. 

•OSO  A-VD  DAXCI. 

Sang  by  T.  M.  Htnelar. 


As  I  strolled  out,  one  evening. 

The  sun  had  just  gone  down  ; 
While  pleasnully  meandering, 

A  little  w.iy  from  town, 
1  there  beheld  a  damsel 

With  eyes  the  brightest  blue 
Beneath  lier  dark  eyelashes, 
luike  violets  dipped  in  dew. 
Chobcs. 
S'ae  smiled  so  sweet  upon  mo—  (Symph. 
^  .liat  moment  she  had  won  me, 
'  Twas  love  the  first  I  knew. 
T'fiere,  some  sweet  charm  entrancing, 

With  this  dear  girl  so  lair, 
A  rosy,  soft  expression, 
^    With  u  mass  of  Golden  Hair, 

Now,  I  followed  on  behind  her, 

1  think  she  knew  it  well. 
And,  08  a  sweet  reminder. 

Her  handkerchief  it  fell ; 
I  raised  the  scented  linen 

From  ofi  the  grassy  groimd ; 
Her  name,  in  letters  crimson. 

On  one  comer  then  I  found.  .Oboru. 

At  length  I  did  approach  her. 

And  ventured  in  the  tae^ 
By  asking  her  permission 

To  join  her  lonely  walk  ; 
She,  blushing,  frowning,  smiling. 

Said,  "  oh !  I  think  yon  rude." 
But  those  blue  oyes,  beguiling. 

Seemed  to  say— "  I  wish  yon  would. 


Choros. 


The  Boae  of  Xillamey. 


} 


Wsrdt  by  Geo.  Cooper.  Mntio  by  J.  R.  Thomaa. 

Tba  Moaio  of  ibia  aong  la  pobllabed  by  .T  L.  Patera, 

843  Broadway,  Maw  Tor*.         Prica  30  caots. 


Oh  ?  promise  to  meet  me  when  twilight  is  falling 

Beside  the  bright  waters  that  slumber  so  fair ; 
Each  bird  in  the  meadow  your  name  will  be  calling, 

And  ev^  sweet  roeebad  will  look  for  you  them ; 
It's  mormng  and  evening,  for  yoa  I  am  sighing. 

The  heart  in  my  bosom  is  yours  evermore ; 
ni  viratch  for  you,  darling,  when  dayUght  is  dying. 

Sweet  row  of  Killamsy,  Mavoameen  Astore. 

My  heart  is  a  nest  that  is  robbed  and  forsaken. 
When  gone  from  my  sight  is  the  girl  that  I  love  ! 

One  word  from  your  lips  can  my  ghwiness  awaken— 
Tour  smile  is  the  ssxile  of  the  augels  above ! 

Then  meet  me  at  twilight  beside  the  bright  waters, 
The  love  that  Fvo  twd  you,  I'd  whisper  onoe  more  ; 

Oh !  sweetest  and  faijwst  of  Erin's  fair  daughters- 
Dear  rose  of  KiUamey,  Mavoumeen  Astore. 


Owine  to  take  de  Tickets  at  de  Gate. 

Snug  by  Joboaon  and  Bruno. 


Oh  !  my  soul,  ray  soul,  I'm  a  going  for  to  rest 

In  de  arms  of  de  augel  Gabriel ; 
And  I  climb  on  de  hil£  and  I  looked  to  do  West, 

And  I  cross  over  Jordan  to  do  I.,amh  ; 
And  I  sit  me  down  in  de  old  anu-cbair. 

Oh  !  brethem,  I'll  never  tire  ; 
Oh !  Satan  may  sneeze,  but  I'll  take  my  eaae. 
And  I'll  warm  myself  at  de  holy  fire. 
Choeus. 
For,  we'll  dance,     (nmk.) 
And  we'll  shout,     (BreaJc) 
And  we'll  raise  up  so  early  in  de  mom  ; 
Den  we  will  rise,  and  rub  our  sleepy  eyes, 
When  a  Gabriel  am  blowing  his  bom. 

Oh  !  we  shan't  weep  long,  when  we're  going  to  leav«  : 

So  we'll  pock  np  our  band  box,  and  we'll  go  ; 
Oh  t  me  bnidder,  I'm  a  thinking,  aud  don't    ' ' 

,  you  ever  grievj: 

For,  we  s  gwine  up  to  glory  very  slow  ; 
And  we'll  eat  our  meals  throe  times  a  day. 

And  you'll  bet  your  life  we  won't  be  late  ; 
Oh  !  we'll  have  lota  a  fun,  when  you  and 

my  bmdder  oome  : 
For,  wes  gwine  to  take  de  tickets  at  da  gate. 

For,  we'll  danoe,  ^la 


u 
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Dorkiiu'  Night 

Vords  by  Bobby  Keweomb.  Mntie  by  E.  C.  Dnnbir. 

The  Motle.    pabllibed  by  John  F  Parry* Co,  538 

WMbiDgton  Street.   Boeton.  can  be  obtAioed  of 

X.  T.  Peacock.  Uoelo  Store.  206  Onad  Street. 

.1     .  New  York.         Prioe  3»  cents. 


The  theatre  wu  fall. 

It  was  Dorkins'  night  : 

That  18  Dorkins  was  going  to  ftppear,  ..'. 

At  uigUt,  in  a  favorite  Comedy  pert : 

For,  he  was  Comedian  here — 

Fanny !  whj-,  he'd  make  you  langh 

Till  the  tears  ran  down  your  face  like  rain. 

And,  as  long  as  Dorkins  was  on  the  Stage, 

You'd  try  to  stop  laughing  in  vain. 

A  family— yes,  he'd  a  family. 

And  he  loved  them  as  dear  as  life, 

And  you'd  scarcely  find  a  happier  lot 

Than  Dorkins'  children  and  wife  : 

And  you'd  scarcely  find  a  happier  lot 

Thau  Dorkins'  children  and  wife. 

IL 

There  came  one  night. 

And  I  was  in  front. 

And  Dorkins  was  goinj;  to  play 

A  character,  new  to  himself  and  the  stage,    .. 

That  he'd  trod  for  so  many  a  day. 

By  eight,  the  theatre  was  perfectly  crammed. 

All  awaited  a  pleasant  surprise  : 

For,  they  knew  they  would  laugh 

Till  their  sides  would  ache  : 

And  they  longed  for  the  curtain  to  rise. 

The  play  soon  began  ; 

Each  ut'cff  was  stretched  forth. 

And  eagerly  watched  each  eya  ■•    v 

For  Dorkins  to  make 

His  first  "  entrance,"  and  then 

To  give  him  a  cheerful  "  Hi,  HL* 

■■■  r^'^'''--      m.  ■'    '  ■, 

He  soon  appeared     ':: 

Amid  lond  applaosa, 

But  something  waa  wwi^ 

Yon  could  see: 

Dorkins  is  playiog 

Quite  badly  to-night. 

The  people  said  sitting  rennd  bm  : 

A  hiss— yes,  it  was — 

I  saw  Dorkins  start  ' 

As  though  stung  by  a  Serpent's  fang : 

Then  he  d  cast  a  beseeching  glanoe  all  around 

And  his  head  on  his  breast  wotild  hang. 

He's  drank— and  really 

I  thought  80  myself  : 

For,  to  me  it  was  awful  at  times 

To  see  how  he'd  struggle 

Along  with  his  part. 

And  continually  stick  to  his  lioei. 

- -...vr.:-' '-:-:- 

The  footlights  at  last 

He  approached  very  slow : 

And—"  latlies  and  gentlemen,"  said  : 

"  If  I  cannot  please  you  to-ni^itt 

The  fimlt's  not  the  heart 

But  the  head: 

There's  many  a  night 

I've  made  you  all  laugh 

When  so  iU  I  could  scarcely    - 

Well  stand, 

And  every  efiort  was  pain  to  me  then. 

Yes,  if  even  I  raised  but  my  hand— 

You  hiss  me  to-night. 

And  think  that  I'm  drank  : 

(From  his  heart  came  a  sob  and  A  laoui) 

I'll  tell  you  the  reason, — 

I  know  you  won't  laugh,— 

I've  a  little  one  dying  at  home." 


Why  may  a  baby  be  said  to  be  older  than  it's 
own  pvrsQt ?— BecauM  "the  child  is  father  to  the 
man." 

What  web  is  the  hardest  to  unravel?— The  w*b 
of  life— a  mingled  yam,  good  and  ill  together. 


Poor,  But  a  Gentleman  Still. 

Word!  by  John  Stamford.      Arrinced  by  H.  W.  Fltcbett 
Oopyrlgbt,  1676.  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

The  Uoelo  can  be  obtained  of  E.  B.  Hirdlns,  No.  S29 
Bowery,  Mew-York.  Price  10  oects. 


Don't  think  by  my  dress  that  Fve  come  here  to  b^, 

Though  the  sharp  pangs  of  hunger  I  feel ; 
The  cup  of  misfortime  I've  drained  to  the  dregs. 

But  I'm  proud,  though  I'm  shabby-genteel. 
A  time  was,  when  nobs  who  met  me  would  say — 

"  Ha,  Harry,  dear  boy,  come  and  dine." 
But  now,  when  they  meet  me,  they  look  t'other  way  ; 

My  company  now  they  decUue. 

Though  poverty  daily  looks  in  at  my  door, 

I  am  hungry,  I'm  footsore  and  ill, 
I  can  look  the  whole  world  in  the  face  and  say— 

*'  If  I'm  poor,  I'm  a  gentleman  still." 

Reverses  in  hnsinefw  brought  me  to  a  stand  : 

I  fonnd  very  soon  I  should  smash  ; 
My  Mends  advised  me  to  fly  from  the  land. 

And  seize  upon  all  my  loose  cash  ; 
But  my  reputation  was  dearer  to  me 

Than  all  the  bright  gold  in  my  till : 
So  I  paid  what  I  owed  and  proudly  I  said — 

"  If  I'm  poor,  I'm  a  gentleman  still."         Chorus. 

One  evening  last  week,  the  other  end  of  the  town. 

Whilst  wardering  sadly  along, 
I  picked  up  a  purse  a  lady  had  dropped — 

The  temptation  to  keep  it  wfts  strong — 
My  pockets  were  empty,  but  firmly  I  said — 

"  She  shall  have  her  own,  come  what  will :  " 
She  looked  at  my  drees  as  I  gave  it  and  said — 

"  If  j'ou're  poor,  j  ou're  a  gentleman  stilL"    Chorus. 

Last  evening  I  rescued  a  poor  homeless  girl 

Whom  a  swell  was  insulting :  I  fotmd 
My  strength  for  the  moment  was  something  immense, 

As  I  hurled  the  great  brute  to  the  ground. 
He  oried  out — "yon  begger,  don't  meddle  with  me 

Or  very  soon  you'll  get  a  pill," 
Bntlodd — "lay  a  hand  on  that  girl  and  you'll  find 

If  Fm  poor,  I'm  a  gentleman  stilL"  Chorus. 


Patrick,  Mind  the  Baby  ? 

Suns  IB  Harrlgtn  it  Bart'e  Great  Bkaleb  ofZbe  ^'Bredya.* 


I'm  the  fa&nr  of  a  boimcing  giil. 
With  cheeks  like  cherries  rad ; 
She's  a  credit  to  the  neighborhood: 

I'm  only  twelvt  months  wed. 
AVTien  I  oome  horn  ^  from  labor 

After  toiling  all  the  day,  > 

Me  wife  pats  Nelly  in  nie  arms, 

And  tlus  to  mo  did  «t>y — 
Chorus  :    Arrah  !  Patrick,  mind  the  baby, 

Arrah !  can't  /on  mind  Quo  child  ! 
Tie  it  up  in  an  ovr-ooat. 
She's  surely  goin^  wild. 
Arrah  I  Patrick,  mind  the  Bab^, 

Mind  the  child  awhiL'P 
8ht)'ll  kick  and  bite. 
And  cry  all  night, 
Arrah  !  Patrick,  miiod  the  child. 


I 


'*^-m 


Have  I  not  .Been  Kind  to  Thee. 

Words  by  Oee.  Cooper.  .  Mntic  by  B.  P.  Oenke. 

The  Mnile  ia  pnbliabed  by  C.  R.  Ditaon  ft  Co.    711    .; 
Broadway,  Now  York.         Price  40  Centa. 


Let  the  past  be  all  forgotten 

Why  that  look  of  weary  pain? 
Telfme  that  you  love  me  fondly,— 

Take  me  to  your  heart  again. 
Bid  my  days  flow  on  so  gently, 
Calmly  as  the  Summer  sea  : 
Whisper  truly,  dearest,  sweetest. 
Have  I  not  been  kind  to  thee  ? 
Chorus  :    Stay  the  teardrop  falling  fast. 

Darksome  daj's  will  never  last ; 
Darling,  whisper  sweet  to  me. 
Have  I  not  been  kind  to  thee  ? 

Lovely  roses  soon  will  blossom,  . 

Tho'  the  leaves  are  falling  round  ; 
What  if  days  of  sorrow  greet  us. 

Sunny  hours  will  soon  be  found. 
Can  we  e'er  forget  the  gladness  .  .  / ;. 

That  has  bloomed  for  you  and  me? 
Chide  me  not,  but  whisper  sweetly, — 

Havel  not  been  kind  to  thee?  Cboras. 

Drive  away  that  look  of  Borrcmb  ;     : 

Every  fault  of  mine  forgive  : 
Let  oar  past  be  all  forgotten, 

Only  K>r  your  sake  I  live !  * 

Smile  your  olden  smile  then,  dearest^ 

In  those  eyes  my  heaven  I  see  ; 
Doubt  no  more  my  heart's  affection, 

Have  I  not  been  kind  to  thee?  Cbotns. 


Where  are  love,  health,  wealth,  and  o(mtentme&t 
always  to  be  fbond?— In  the  dictimiary. 


There  ignis  castor-oil  .and  soothing  syrup, 

And  paregoric  t<H), 
Was  give  to  tho  child  when  she  Imd  fits. 

But  nothing  Wtfuld  lmu\f  1i>t  to  ; 
She'd  pot  mustard  plaKtcru  on  lur  feet. 

And  give  her  a  bowl  of  U-tu 
And  then  she'd  ky  her  in  lu.;  :i:  m^s. 

And  this  to  me  would  eay  ~-  Cbomii 

Ah  !  when  Nelly  grew  up  to  a  lady, 

I  had  no  control  at  all ; 
She'd  say  I  am  no  baby. 

As  she  waltzed  awav  to  a  bolL 
B  id  Inck  to  me  joy,  there  oame  a  boy 

LaKt  St  Patrick's  day  : 
^le  wifb  put  Patsy  in  me  aims, 

And  this  to  me  did  say —  ^  Oheraa. 


I 


Oar  Old  Log  Cabin  Home,  f 

Bang  by  narperaad  Stanaell. 


Oh  !  good  evening,  one  and  all,  we  have  just 

madaacall. 
And  dropped  in  to  have  a  little  time  ; 
So  listen  while  we  sing,  we'll  make  the  wel-kin  riag, 
And  tell  you  of  our  home  in  Caroline. 
Old  Massa  made  us  free,  in  cighteen^izty-three, 
And  we  started  'round  the  wide  world  to  roam  : 
But  we  often  heave  a  sigh,  and  the  tears  they 

fill  our  ejres. 
When  we  think  about  our  old  Cabin  homak 

Cho&us. 

Twas  down  in  our  old  cabin  home, 
'TwRs  down  in  onr  old  cabin  home. 
With  the  banjo  and  da  bones  and  the  fiddler's 

k>ude«t  toesi, 
We  danced  in  onr  old  cabin  home. 

Oh !  we  would  often  werk  away,  in  the  cotton 

fiieldsawftj, 
Or  else  we'd  have  tho  sweet  sugar  cane  ; 
And  while  we'd  work,  we'd  sing  till  the  old  « 

place  it  woidd  ring, 
Yon'd  think  us  «oons  hr.d  music  on  the  brain  ; 
And  wbtil  t!u'  sun  >.;ot  low,  th'ii  homeward  wo  would  go, 
And  off  to  8<,'P  onr  (.firls  w<^  would  roam  ; 
We'd  sing  and  dauco  all  night,  stay  up  till  broad 

daylight. 
Way  down  iu  our  old  cabiu  home.  Chorus. 


thou  Hast  Sworn  By  Thy  God. 

Thon  hast  sworn  by  thy  God,  my  Jeanie, 

By  that  pretty  white  hand  o'  thine. 
And  by  a'  the  lowing  stars  in  Heaven, 

That  thou  w  ad  ay  be  mine .' 
And  I  hae  sworn  by  my  God,  my  Jeanie, 

And  by  that  kind  heart  o'  thine, 
By  a'  the  stars  sown  thick  owre  heaven. 

That  thou  thalt  ay  be  mine ! 

Then  foul  fa'  the  hands  that  wad  loose  sic  bands, 

An*  the  heart  that  wad  p.'irt  sic  love  ; 
Biit  there's  noe  hand  can  loose  my  band. 

But  the  finger  o'  God  above, 
Tho"  the  wee,  wee  cot  mrun  be  my  bield. 

An  ym  laitbini^  e'f-r  sae  mean, 
I  wad  Lip  me  up  rirti  i'  the  faulds  o'  Icve^ 

Heaven's  aruiia'  o'  my  Jeun  I 


7^^    .^n.- 
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1 


Eobert  Ealcom. 


"  Not  another  xvoril  from  you  on  this  Kubject ! 
My  mind  is  iuaiIo  np  totlieahernativc  whiclilh.ive 
oflered  you,  iiml  vou  may  cUooKe  h<-V(!  and  at  oiu-e, 
Bir!" 

"Father,  consider  ft  momtnt.     1 " 

"Silence  I  it  is  you  who  must  t-oiLsiiler  ;  nud 
you  will  do  \\ell  to  remembfr  wbnt  I  Imve  snid, 
before  you  make  a  decision.  No  nuuiiut  of  ui'gu- 
ment  can  convince  me,  sir,  that  Jliss  Wiirriuor  ic  ft 
raitable  mntch  for  my  sou  :  or  tLut  my  tiou  can 
either  prosper  or  onutmeut  the  tnide  oi  a  ('i>li>uiul 
merchant— bah  !" 

"You  woidd  have  mo  become  a  bauktr's  clul;. 

then?" 

"  Until  Tou  rise  by  merit.     Von  hiivt'  tuli-ntd, 
•   1.1  ' 

ai ! 

"  Perhaiw  ;  but  only  to  be  laid  away  in  a  uupkiu, 
if  I  yield  to  your  wislies  ! 

"Bosh  !  You  will  soon  see  the  wisdom  of  my 
course  iu  selecting  your  c:iretr,  aud  tliank  me  for 
dissuading  you  irom  trade.  As  tor  Miss  Warriner, 
you  must  (,'ive  her  np  at  once ;  you  are  lx)th  too 
youiicr  to  think  of  matrimony." 
.  "  We  do  not  intend  to  hurry  matters,  sir." 

'No.  I  rather  think  you  won't,  if  you  realize 
wiiHt's  good  for  you  ! ' 

"But  I  cannot  give  her  np  entirely.     Sh»— — " 

"  Silence,  I  say  !  We  have  already  discussed 
this  matter  too  long.  Choose  at  once— my  home 
and  fortune  to  aid  you  iu  an  honomble  business 
career,  minus  MibS  SV'arriucr,  or  a  debasing  trade, 
minus  my  home  and  money.     Which  w  ill  you  ?" 

There  was  a  long  pause  as  3Ir.  Balcom  settled  in 
his  easy  cliair  and  surveyed  the  young  man  belore 
him  with  a  cold,  stem  look  of  determination.  Tho 
young  man  was  three  and  twenty,  a  handsome 
suecimen  of  perfection  in  pliysicai  manhood,  with 
clear  blue  eyes,  regrilar  features,  and  of  attractive 
address,  no  doubt,  under  favorable  circumstances. 
There  was,  however,  an  element  of  indecision  iu  his 
nature,  and  it  was  asserting  itself  in  the  rapid  quiver 
of  the  lips  as  his  eyes  fell  to  the  floor  and  his  fiugei-s 
toyed  nervously  with  hi.s  watch-chain  before  the 
steady  gaze  of  the  hard-eyed  banker. 

The  French  clock  on  the  marble  mantle  ticked 
minfuUy  clear'  and  distinct  to  the  ears  of  young 
Kobert  Balcom,  and  the  silence  grow  oppressive.  It 
was  an  "intense"  moment  in  his  life  ;  his  future 
lay  before  him  on  two  roads — one  garuLshed  with 
comparative  ease  and  wealth,  the  other  full  of 
labor  and  only  the  earnings  of  a  trade  ;  but,  still, 
a  trade  to  which  his  tastes  and  talents  were  allied 
by  nature,  and  in  which  he  might  hope  to  nse  to  an 
honored  position.  The  dark-eyed  girl  who  had 
captured  his  heart  stood  in  the  scale  of  "trade  "—a 
girl  in  every  way  worthy  of  him  ;  but  in  the  other 
Ecale  were  many  bags  of  gold,  and  his  father's 
honorable  name.  There  was  cause  for  some  in- 
decision. 

"WeU.  8irr 
Thefoiceof  Mr.  Balcom  broke  the  stillness  with  a 
grating  rasp  that  made  the  youu;:;  man  start.     A 
Aish  of  resolution  sutl'nsed   Ids   face,    and   forva 
moment  his  blue  eyes  lighted  up  ominously. 

"  Are  you  prepared  to  decide,  sir,  on  {ho  terms  I 
have  oti'ered  you  V" 

The  resolution  iu  the  young  man's  countenance 
fided  slowly  away,  ami  his  voice  fullered  slightly  r.s 
he  said,  "  I  bolii^vo  1  am.  You  hold  the  balance 
of  jwwer,  and  I  yield  to  yon. '' 

"Sensible  to  the  last!  Yon  have  done  w.;ll  ;" 
and  the  banker's  l.ice  relaxed  into  a  pleasant  ^mile. 

"That  remains  to  bo  seen,  sir,"  said  the  sou, 
slowly.  "I  will  enter  upon  the  can er  you  h:ivo 
marked  out  for  me,  ami  :ihaU  endeavor  to  honor 
yon  as  my  father  ;  but,  mark  me,  if  I  fail,  the 
responsibility  lies  with  jou.  Nature— tasto  and 
talent,  08  you  call  it.  each  cry  out  at  the  sacrifice  !' 

"Pshaw!  Boyish  notions  and  fiddl<!-de-doe ! 
As  for  the  respt)nKibility  of  any  failure  on  your  jart, 
if  jou  do  half  your  duty,  I'll  wdlingly  shoulder  it 
all.  Go,  now,  and  announce  your  decision  to  enter 
the  bank.     I'll  attend  to  Miss'w^rriner  myself." 

"  ExctLse  me,  hut  I  prefer  to  see  her  and  " 

"  And  fall  in  love  .again  !  Ridiculous  I  Go  to  the 
bank  at  once,  sir,  while  your  common  sense  bus  the 
upper  hand." 

The  young  man  tuine.i  away  and  opened  the 
door  of  the  library,  wliich  had  been  locked,  during 
the  interview.      As  ho  did  so,   the  musie  of  a 


feminine  voice  floated  through  the  spacioos  hall 
from  somewhere  np  the  broad  staircase,  fdnging  to 
the  sweet  acccflnpsinimeut  of  a  guitar — 

"  Rest,  my  heart ;  no  clouds  shall  hover 

In  the  sunny  sky  of  Love  ; 
Tried  and  trufl  shall  be  tliy  lover. 
Constant  as  the  stftrs  above. 
Sea,  oh!  nevc» 
Never  sever 
Ties  that  reach  across  the  waves  !" 

The  closing  lines  of  an  old  ballad,  set  to  a  sad 
and  tender  melody,  and  the  music  fell  upon  the  ear 
of  Robert  Balcom  like  a  Wi^il  of  sorrow.  He  paasetl 
upon  the  threshold  of  the  library,  gnawing  his 
nether  lip  until  the  blood  came,  his  face  }i:de  aiul 
flushed  by  turns,  and  his  lieart  full  of  tir.\  Perhaiw 
he  would  have  turned  back  to  revoke  his  deci-iicu  m 
a  moment  more  ;  but,  just  then,  thehiuidof  theold 
banker  pulU  d  a  bf'lU'ord,  and  to  -the  servant  who 
<iuickly  entered  by  another  door  the  command  wan 
given:--  '1 

"  Send  ?.Ii«i.<  V.'an-iiier  i<>  meat  once  !" 

And  with  a  uiut'.  n  d  exclamation,  the  young  man 
suddenly  ^eized  his  hat  and  dashed  out  of  the 
house. 

"Fool  that  I  am— perhaps!"  he  muttered,  m  he 
hurried  along  the  street.  "But  if  he  will  sow  the 
whirlwind,  let  him  take  care  of  the  hoi'vest !  I  am 
both  a  fool  and  a  tool,  I  fear." 

An  hour  or  so  after  his  dejiarture,  a  carriage  drew 
up  before  the  stately  mansiou  of  Mr.  Balcom  ;  a 
trim  little  li;;ure  tastefully  attired,  but  wearing  a 
veil  t bat  concealed  her  fefiitures,  descended  the  steps 
and  hastily  entered  the  carriage,  bearing  in  her 
hands  a  guitar.  Two  trunks  were  strapped  on  be- 
hind by  the  servants  of  the  mausiou,  the  driver  re- 
mounted his  box,  and  the  vehicle  drove  away 
towards  the  railroad  station.  The  head  of  the 
carriage  occupant  fell  upon  her  hands,  then,  and 
tenrs,  blinding  and  hot,  flowed  from  dark  eyes  all 
uuiLscd  to  wcepiuK-  Ada  Warriner,  the  pretty 
governess  in  Mr.  Balcom"s  elegant  home,  had  de- 
parted to  return  no  more. 

ilight  years  later,  and  a  dark,  stormy  night  in 
the  month  of  Augast.  The  day  had  been  one  of 
uniisual  sultriness,  and  late  iu  the  evening  a  hea'vy 
thunder-storm  had  set  in,  the  rain  falling  in  blind- 
ing torrents  and  the  lightning,  accompanied  by 
heavy  thunder,  being  al'solutely  terrific.  The 
jxilicemeu  of  the  town  huddled  in  the  doorways,  out 
of  the  storm  ;  no  pedestrians  were  to  be  met  with  in 
tbe  streets,  and  as  the  hour  of  midnight  drew  near, 
few  lights  were  to  be  setu  from  the  buildings — es- 
pocially  from  those  iu  State  Street,  where  many 
laace  mercantile  bouses  were  situated. 

The  policeman  on  the  'beat"  near  the  rich 
Balcom  Uank  saw  only  one  "glim  "  as  he  peered 
out  from  his  dry  retreat  in  an  adjacent  door-way, 
and  that  came  from  tho  bank  building  itself—a 
faint,  wavering  glimmer  of  light  that  proceeded 
from  the  window  of  the  cashier's  department  in  tho 
handsome  stnicture.  A«  it  was  not  au  unusual 
sight  the  guardian  of  the  night  paid  little  attention 
to  it. 

In  tho  caihier's  room  we  will  go,  there  to  find  a 
man  some  thirty  years  of  nge,  seatetl  in  au  easy 
chair  before  a  writ iuLMabl?,  hLs  elboM^  resting  on 
tlie  t.able's  edge,  and  snpjM>rting  his  head  between 
the  elevatetl  hands.  Hiseyes  arc  tixed  Jipon  a  sheet 
ou  which  are  traced  ft  few  lines  in  a  feminine  hand. 
Let  us  look  over  his  shoulder  and  read  : — 

"Kobert.— I  returned  last  night,  and  must  see 
you   immeiliately.      Cull  at .  No.  84,  Forest  Street, 

and  come  prepared  as  usual,  or 

••Kale." 

The  eyes  of  the  cashier  were  fixed,  as  we  have 
said,  upon  this  note,  but  the  blankness  of  their 
look  showed  that  tho  mind  was  lost  in  reflection. 
The  clock  in  the  great  tower  close  by  sounded  the 
hour  of  midnight,  at  last^  and  broke  in  upon  his 
reverie.  lie  seized  the  note,  crushing  it  in  his 
hand  with  a  halt.*ippreCTed  oath,  and  then  buin«d 
it  in  the  gius-jvt  al>ove  his  head.  Then  he  ro.^;*) 
from  th'!  cUnir,  produced  a  small  d.irk  lantern 
frcim  a  cupboard  near  at  hand,  lighted  it.  and 
oi>tning  a  door,  di.sappeared  iu  tbe  direction  of  the 
grt:  t  'J'. It  below. 

A  I'.*!..'  I  iter,  and  with  thelceysheahvavscarrie-s 
Ro'.itfrt  Rklcom  had  opened  iiiid  entered  tho  "lir«> 
and-bnrglar-proof "  vault  of  the  rich  concern  in 


which  he  if)  a  leading  officer.  In  various  drawers 
and  chests  round  him  lay  thousands  upon  thousands 
iu  gold  and  notes.  Selecting  a  certain  drawer  be 
opened  it  with  a  peculiar  key,  and  took  therefrom 
a  great  roll  of  notes.  Setting  down  his  lantern,  he 
hurriedly  counted  offa  number,  replaced  the  remain- 
der, relocked  the  drawer,  and  finally  the  v.ault  itself. 
Placing  tho  notes  iu  a  pocket  of  bis  cont,  be  once 
nuir-  re-entered  his  private  office,  and  from  thence 
till  the  gray  dawn  of  morning  he  was  Ktraugely 
busy  with  the  bo(ik\s  of  the  bank. 

At  about  nine  o'clock  in  the  evening  of  the  next 
day,  ft  close  carriage  drove  up  to  the  back  door  of  a 
tine  dwelling  iu  Forest  Street,  which  bore  the  No. 
"K4,"  and  as  it  came  to  ah.alt,  a  young  man  liastily 
dismounted  and  run  into  tbe  court-yard,  as  if 
anxious  to  esrai»e  observation.  The  vehicle  then 
drove  away. 

In  the  ]>arlor  of  the  mansion,  nn  elegantly  attired 
woman  was  awaitiug  the  uew-commer  -a  woman  not 
more  than  twenty -eight,  j>rtitf,  yet  full  iu  figure, 
and  of  wonderful  l)eauty.  She  was  seated  before 
the  piano,  dnimming  cjirelessly  upon  its  keys  ;  but 
when  the  servant  announced  the  visitor  who  had 
chosen  such  a  retired  mode  of  entrance,  she  ejuickly 
h'ft  the  instrument,  and  turning  the  gas-jet  low, 
glided  into  a  dark  corner  of  tbe  apartment. 

The  new-co'mer  entered,  and  the  door  closed  be- 
hind him.  In  the  twilight  shadow  f)f  the  room,  she 
was  nt  first  invisible  to  his  eyes,  and  he  colled  :— 

"Kate!" 

'■  Robert  r  " 

And  ft  pair  of  plump  white  arms  encircled  his 
neck  from  behind,  ere  he  could  turn  about.  lie 
clasped  her  in  his  arms,  and  held  her  thus  a  moment, 
her  ue^id  npou  his  breast 

"  Beautiiul  siren,— devil  or  what  you  will, — and 
yet  I  love  you  !"  said  he,  passionate!}'.  "  Iron  bars 
are  as  straws  to  the  fetters  you  have  forged  npou 
my  soul !" 

There  wbs  nu  undertone  of  bitter  regret  in  his 
words,  despite  the  fervent  manner  of  delivery  and 
close  embrace. 

"  Am  1  a  siren,  you  wicked  fellow,  in  that  I  have 
seduced  your  heart  into  allegiance  to  me  and 
mine  ?"  she  said  softly,  without  raising  her  head 
from  his  bosom. 

"  Ay  ;  but  not  that  alone  ;  you  have  won  not  only 
my  heart,  but  my  character,  my  once  good  name, 
my  wealth,"  he  replied,  slowly.  "You  are  a 
btfange  creature,  Kate.  I  sometimes  think  you 
are  playing  the  cat — dallying  with  tbe  mouse  only 
to  destroy  it  at  last !" 

He  tiied  to  lilt  her  bowed  head  to  bis  own  hand- 
some features  ;  but  she  suddeiJy  sprang  from  his 
side,  and  tho  room  echoed  with  her  cold,  defiant 
laugh.  With  one  quick  movement  she  turned  tho 
gas  on  to  a  brilliant  head,  and  then  whirled  about  in 
front  of  him,  her  dark  eyes  flashing. 

"  Do  you  know  me,  to-night,  IU)t>ert  Balcom  ?" 
she  cried,  as  with  oao  move  of  tbe  hand  she  drew 
the  long  auburn  tres.ses  from  her  head  and  flung 
them  to  the  floor,  revealing  beneath  a  wavy  mass  of 
jet  black  hair.     "  Have  you  forgotten  me?" 

He  stared  at  her  with  dazed  eyes,  then  staggered 
backwards  with  clenched  toe{h  and  white  lips. 

"  Great  Heaven  !     Ada  Warriner,  as  I  live  I" 

"  And  what  I  am,  I  oweto  j/ot?,  Robert  Balcom  !" 
she  almost  hissed.  "It  is  not  strange  that,  when 
we  met  one  year  ago,  you  did  not  know  the  once 
pntty  covemesB  of  your  fnther's  house.  My 
suiferings  from  the  hour  when  I  was  turned  from 
your  jxirentid  door,  because  you  had  not  the  honor 
or  tho  courage  to  stand  by  me  in  my  trial,— my 
bitter,  bitter  suiferings  were  fully  sufficient  to  alter 
a  pretty  face  or  a  tender  voice.  Five  long  years  I 
kept  myself  retired,  nursing  my  wrongs  and  wrath, . 
waiting  for  my  hour  to  come.  Nature,  kindlier  than 
humanity,  restored  my  beauty  with  increased  mea- 
sure, and  w  hen  I  learned  your  position  in  the  world, 
I  sought  you  out,  determined  on  reprisals.  You 
noted  a  'strange  resemblance'  iu  me  to  a  former 
Lidy  friend,  you  said  on  more  than  one  occasion  ; 
those  auburn  curls  deceived  you,  and  you  bad  man- 
like, forgotten.  I  used  every  art  and  blandishment 
to  win  your  love  ;  this  done,  to  win  j-our  money  - 
the  we.ilth  you  had  gained  when  you  set  me  ailrift 
eight  years  ago.  I  have  succeeded  well— beyond  my 
hop<«.  even.  You  madly  adore  Madame  Kate 
Rev(r  .  tlio  adventuns  ;  you  have  lavished  all  the 
wealth  aviilable  u^jou  i  ^r.*  Her  sliglttest  wish  ha* 
been  gratified,  ber  parse  is  never  emty.      Ywi  hav« 
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rd>b€d  the  batJc  for  her,  over  and  over  again,  con- 
cealing tbo  crime,  lor  tbo  present,  by  altering  tba 
books !  One  word  of  mine,  and  you  are  in  a  felon's 
cell— ha !  ha  !  ha  1  ha  ! 

White  as  death,  but  with  eyes  lurid  and  lips 
quivering,  Robert  Balcom  staggered  into  a  seat, 
and  covered  his  face  with  his  hands. 

"You  are  engaged,  I  hear,  to  the  rich  Mr. 
Howard's  daughter,  and  a  grand  wedding  is  in  pros- 
pect—a marriage  for  gold"  Her  voice  was  terribly 
bitter.  Before  Heaven,  if  not  the  law  of  the  laud, 
you  are  afy  husband,  and  you  love  me  only.  If 
you  wed  her " 

"  Stop,  devil  that  you  are  !"  hegasped.  "Name 
your  price  for  eternal  silence ! " 

"\ou  think  this  a  case  of  black-mail,"  said 
.  she,  with  inexpressible  irony. 

"  Worse !  *yoa  have  mo  wholly  in  your  power, 
with  truth  to  protect  you,"  he  said,  abjectly.  "I 
confess  my  sins  ;  the  puuishmeut  iu just.  "I  only 
ask  to  purchase  your  silence,  or  I  am  for  ever  ruiiied 
before  the  world." 

"Indeed!    And  If 

Ho  sank  down  again  without  reply. 

"Money— you  offer  me  money  for  that  which  all 
the  diamonds  of  the  earth  could  not  buy,  save  on 
one  condition." 

"  And  that  condition  ?"  be  said  quicWy,  clutch- 
ing at  even  a  straw. 

"Make  me  your  wife  in  the  eyes  of  the  law." 

With  a  groan,  ho  sank  back  in  a  chair. 

"I — I  cannot  —now,"  bo  stammered,  tugging  at 
his  throat  as  if  a  weiixjut  were  coiled  there.  "  You 
ask  too  much— too  much  ! ' 

"You  have  sown  the  whirlwind,  Robert  Baloom." 
Slid  she,  steadily,  and  with  a  sudden  resolution  in 
her  tone,  "  uud  you  must  reap  the  harvest.  Life  is 
nothing  to  me  beyond  this." 

He  heard  a  sharp,  metallic  "click!"  close  by, 
and  looked  up  with  a  startled  air.  ITi-j  cold,  glittt^r- 
ing  barrel  of  a  small  revolver  was  pointed  directly 
at  his  brow  !  Btibiud  it,  a  pair  of  dark  feminine 
eyes  glowed  in  icy  resolution,  und  tbo  band  that 
held  the  deadly  weapon  trembled  not  u  whit.  lu- 
Toluntarily  he  threw  pp  bis  hands. 

"  Fiend !  what  would  you  do  ?"  ho  cried. 

"  Obtain  justice.     Promise  me  that,  or " 

With  a  sudden  spring  and  a  smothered  oalR,  be 
seized  her  extended  hand  and  endeavored  to  wrest 
the  weapon  away.  A  short  frantic  Btruggle— a 
sudden  flash -a  dull  report— and  tbo  form  of  tbo 
woman  sank  hea\-ily  to  the  floor. 

With  bated  breath  and  swimming  eyes,  Balcom 
droppsd  the  smoking  weapon  and  beat  over  tbi; 
prostrate  fonn.  The  crimson  tide  was  issuing 
slowly  from  a  little  orifice  in  the  white  neck,  and 
her  heart  was  still  benesith  bis  touch.  He  raised 
the  beautiful  head  to  his  knee,  and  madly  chafed 
the  cold  templ^  and  pulseless  wrists,  but  without 
avail  He  placed  the  inanimate  form  uix)n  a  sofa, 
and  reached  out  his  hand  to  ring  for  assistance. 
But  his  fingers  never  touched  the  bell-cord.  Like 
a  stroke  of  Ughtuing  there  came  to  bis  throbbing 
brain  a  full  realization  of  the  awful  peril  of  bis 
position.  Who  would  believe  it  to  have  been  an 
accident  ?    What  explanation  could  be  make  ? 

With  a  mad  cry,  muffled  and  hoaree,  he  seized 
his  hat  and  dashed  from  the  nppartment,  while  be- 
hind him  the  sound  of  gathering  servants  came  V  > 
his  ears.  Out  into  the  black  night,  bis  braiu  ha- 
uumbed  and  breath  labored  and  short— away,  any- 
where  from  the  awful  scene,  the  fugitive  was  flee- 
ing. 

State  Street  was  all  cxcitfement  the  next  morning. 
The  walks  were  blocked  with  crowds  of  ncn-ous, 
excited  men,  on  whose  lips  one  Beutcuce  seemed  to 
hang  continually  :  — 

"  "The  Balcom  Bank  has  6usj>ended  !" 

"  Impossible !"  said  a  new  arrivaL 

"It's  true,"  was  the  resiwuse.  "Balconi,  the 
cashier,  has  absconded  with  thousands  of  the  luoupy 
on  deposit,  and  it  h>u  been  ascertained  that  be  luis 
been  concealing  heavy  delalcatious  fcir  some  time 
past,  80  that  the  bunk  must  suspend  until  the  losses 
can  be  leaped  and  made  good— if  that  is  pcssible." 

"  That  is  the  result  of  making  a  young,  u'lst&uly 
man  cashier,  because  his  lather  happens  to  bo  the 
heaviffit  shareholder,  eh  V" 

"Eiactlv  ;  and  the  old  gent  is  the  largest  lo-;er, 
I  hear.     H^  is  almost  franlic  this  morning." 

Far  and  wide  the  detectives  ejied  for  the  fleeing 


man,  and  at  last  he  was  caught  and  brought  back. 
In  a  narrow,  gloomy  cell  the  trembling  father  met 
bis  ruined  son  face  to  face. 

"  Reproaches  are  of  no  avail,"  said  tbo  son,  as  he 
gazed  blankly  upon  the  iron  bars  that  surrounded 
him.  Then  fiercely  : — "A  murderer,  perhaps— a 
thief,  surely — to  whom  do  1 8tand  indebted  lor  these 
honors?  To  yMi,  my  Ihtlier,  mainly  ;  'for  you 
wrecked  my  start  lu  life  !  .\ud  not  only  mine,  but 
hem  !  .\bi8  !  that  it  is  so  ;  \q\\  meut  it  for  my  good, 
no  doubt,  but  it  has  provoil  my  ruiu.  We  have 
sowed  the  wbirlwiud— bow  lio  you  like  the 
harvest?" 

The  fires  of  insanity  glowed  in  his  terrified  eyes, 
and  the  weaping  {>areut  tnrned  away.  They  did 
not  pbce  the  "  ignominious  handcuffs  "  upon  Ilobcrt 
Balcom  that  night,  and  when  morning  came  in, 
rainy  and  drear,  the  law  was  cheated  of  its  prey. 
Weak  to  the  last,  he  hod  x>enshed  by  bis  own 
baud! 


New  Jers-A. 

Air:      K.  T.  K. 


Come,  kind  friends,  all  draw  near, 

The  song  that  I'm  about  to  sing,  you  eveiy  one 

uhonld  hear. 
So  ^'ive  me  your  attention  to  what  I'm  going  to  say  ; 
I'll  sing  you  a  new  song  about  New  Jers-A. 

The  things  that  I'm  about  to  mention  in  my  rhyme, 
I'll  prove  to  you  quite  plainly,  if  yi)U  will  give  mo  time  ; 
So,  for  idl  comicted  pristjucrs  1  beg  you  all  to  pray. 
For  they  ne'er  will  get  pardoned  if  in  Now  Jor8-.\. 

If  you  go  to  Jersey  and  ask  them  for  their  fniit, 
The  stingy  old  Siwuiards  will  at  you  shoot. 
And  if  you  find  an  applo,  you'll  have  to  ran  away. 
For  they'll  choke  you  for  a  cherry,  up  in  New  Jers-A- 

The  first  thing  I  will  mention,  happened  on  the 

Delaware. 
A  steamboat  was  burnt  and  many  drowned  there  ; 
The  guilty  were  arrested  and  allowed  to  walk  away  ; 
Tliat's  the  way  they  do  things  up  in  New  Jers-A. 

Another  time  fit  Burlington,  yon  surely  don't  forget, 
The  care  wcro  running  backwards,  and  by  accident 

upset  ; 
01<1  und  young  were  killed  there,  but  no  one  bad  to  pay  ; 
For  thej*  never  hurts  a  Jerseyman  in  New  Jers-^V. 

Over  here  in  Camden,  not  many  months  ago, 

A  German  went  a  gunning  all  through  the  ice  and  snow. 

Ha  accidently  shot  one,  (Hutch  )  ;  they  marched 

straight  away, 
Twinty  years  to  prison  ui)  in  New  Jers-A. 

The  latest  thing  that  hasoccurad,  caused  many  a  tear, 
I  think  that  it  happened  some  time  last  year. 
A  man  wa.s  murdered,  so  we  heard  say. 
Way  down  at  Freehold  in  Ne\v  Jers-.A. 

A  man  was  arrested  at  once  for  the  deed,         •       • 
And  to  a  court  of  Justice  they  straight  did  liim  lead. 
He  was  tried  and  convicted  :  on  the  scaffold  bo 

had  to  pay ; 
Yes,  they  strong  up  poor  Donnelly  in  New  Jers-A. 

After  banging  thirty  minutes,  he  was  cut  down  ; 

The  sheriff  on  his  body  coht  many  a  fro%\Ti, 

And  he  m  anteld  to  exhibit  the  corpse  that  day 

On  the  Court  House  steps  at  Freehold  in  New  Jer8-.\- 

Hero  I  would  have  you  know,  to  my  country  I  am  true, 
But  give  to  me  the  power,  I'll  tell  j'ou  what  I'd  do  : 
Over  to  New  Jersey  I  would  go  flraight  way, 
Aud  hang  up  all  the  Jerseymen  in  Now  Jers-A. 

Now  for  a  lime  my  song  is  done  : 

I  hope  in  this  rhyme  I've  not  offended  any  One  ; 

If  I  have,  forgive  me,  all,  I  pray, 

Aud  I  will  siiy  no  more  about  New  Jer»-A. 


MiXiSCHOLV  Facts.  -MiUiy  .  i :  of  conaumption, 
njul  many  from  lack  I'f  coubumpiion,  having  no- 
thing to  consume. 

# 

CovTC«i>ECTi  moM  A  L.u)y.  "Why  is  a  muff 
like  asilly  gentlemaii  '!'—••  Ikcjiuso  ituolds  a  lady's 
hands  without  squeezing  them. " 


The  Nervoaa  Man. 


Oh !  gentle  folks,  how  do  yon  do  f 

I  wish  to  tell  a  tale, 
I  hope  you  won't  be  frightened  too. 

Get  trembling,  or  turn  pale. 
Now  list  to  what  I  shall  unfold, 

A  btory  which  is  true, 
I  never  thought  I'd  be  so  bold 

As  mention  it  to  you. 
Chohu  :    I  trembled  like  a  leaf  on  a  tree, 
j  I  knew  not  what  to  do. 

Oh  I  don't  you  laugh  bko  that  at  me, 
;  What  I  bay  right  is  true. 

Losi  night  I  had  a  fearful  dream, 

(Oh !)     Horrible  Icwf  late  -  (Oh !) 
I  dreamt  that  1  was  burnt  with  steam, 

Stealiug  a  hot  potait.     (Oh  ! ) 
1  thought  I  awoke  and  saw  a  gbrint 

Looking  at  me  athirt  ! 
I  Kprang  from  Wd  and  screamed  my  most. 

But  found  it  was  my  shirt !  CboruB. 

Ob  !  then  I  thought  I  k.iw  a  man 

Dressed  in  a  suit  of  plush  : 
He  seemed  as  if  he  moved  his  baud — 

'Twas  nothing  but  tbo  brush  ! 
Oh  !  bow  my  nertes  began  to  Khake^ 

No  one  but  I  can  tell  - 
A  sort  of  qtialm  I  then  did  take,       • 

And  to  the  floor  1  foil.  Cboros. 

When  I  'woke  I  picked  myself  up, 

And  strange  tlio  place  did  seem. 
But  how  I  got  there  1  didn't  know, 

I  thought  I'd  had  a  druam. 
Good-bye,  my  fiitiids,  1  must  be  gone, 

1  hope  you'll  Ibiuk  of  me  : 
Your  Htteutiou  I  must  have  dniwu, 

Aud  that  I'm  plcaKcd  to  sec.  CbcMnit 


By  Trade  aud  Spade  the  World  is  Made. 

Air;    'GuyFsai' 


By  Trade  and  Spado  the  world  is  made, 

And  good  men  bavi!  contended 
They'll  snj)en>edo  the  niurtial  blade 

When  all  warfare  is  ended. 
And  that  is  truo-for,  honors,  won 

Upon  earth  by  the  plough,  sii-M, 
Have  morego(Hi  to  all  nations  done 

Than  soldierb'  lanrellcd  brow,  uis. 

I  CnoECs. 

Oh  !  yes,  strong 
By  Trade  and  Sj)ade  the  world  is  made, 
Aud  Mill  List  long ! 

By  Spade  and  plough,  the  com,  in  Juuf, 
Is  grown,  demand  to  meet  it : 

By  Trade  wo  f^ut  knife,  fork,  and  spoon. 
The  harvest  up  to  eat  it : 

By  Trade  and  iSi^ade  wo  keep  a-boad 

;    Of  every  other  nation  : 

And  Laugh  at  all,  who,  cute,  foretell 
Uncle  Siim's  annihiLition ! 


Chorus. 


By  Trade  onr  merchaul  princes  id! 

Accumulate  thcirnioney  ; 
And  Spade  iiidnstry  couvinccs  aU 

Onr  working  bees  make  money : 
By  trade  and  jK-n,  lK)ld  Americans, 

The  world  brave  battle  thiotigh  it ; 
Aud  Spade  and  I'lough,'  all  will  allow, 

Gives  them  the  strength  to  do  it.  Chorus. 

Without  Spade,  what  could  nonrish  here 

TLe  farmer,  ploughman,  c«rt<-r? 
And  truie  would  never  flouriKh  bere^ 

If  nought  wore  grown  for  barter  ; 
So  Trado  aud  Sj^de  each  other  aidi. 

And  yeonii-.n  and  shopkeejx-in. 
By  working  w(  U  to  grow  and  8<,ll, 
I      Are  benefited  nnpers.  CL^Ihli. 

Then  here's  a  beallh  to  American  wealth. 

And  all  those  who  produce  it ! 
Sacc&<^s  to  Trado  of  every  grade, 

Aud  may  wnr  no'er  reduere  it 
By  Trade  and  Spade  off  will  l)e  imid 

The  National  Dfbt,  if  at  all  meant : 
And  \%:  *-qoofl  time"  will  come  at  last, 

If  it's  only  by  instalments !  ChonuL 
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Beantifhl  Dreams,  Linger  Near  Me. 

SoDK  and  Chorui.  Siidk  bj  Ads\i  Richmond. 

Word*  liv  Arthur  W,  Freucb.        Mimic  by  U.  Tiickar. 

Muilc  tjbo  UadttWm.  tUD^Son,  751  Broadway, 
Prlca  33  cent*. 


B«nntifal  dreams,  linger  near  me, 

Visions  of  sweetest  delight. 
Coming  with  splendor  to  cheer  mo,  ' 

Thro' all  the  lone  weary  U'ljat ; 
F<iir}'-Uke  music  is  falUug 

Softly  and  sweet  on  my  ear, 
Augelic  voices  are  callini{, 

Beautiful  dreiims,  linger  nenr. 
Chorus  :    Beautiful  dreams,  linger  near  mo. 

Visions  of  sweetebt  delight, 
. ,  .  ,  .        Ooming  with  splendor  to  cheer  me- 
Thro'  all  the  lone  weary  night. 


Beautiful  dreams,  never  leave  me. 

Over  my  heart  weave  a  sjjell  : 
Should  you  depart,  it  would  gri')ve  me 

More  than  I  ever  could  tell ; 
Bring  to  me  joys  long  departed, 

Bring  to  me  faces  so  dear. 
While  I  sleep  on,  happy  hearted. 

Beautiful  dreams,  linger  near. 


Chorus. 


Off  For  New  Orleani. 

Sang  bj  Laiter  and  Allen. 


Oh  !  white  folks,  now  we'll  say  good-bye. 

We  can  no  longer  stay  ; 
You  hear  the  whistle  blowing, 

And  the  steamboat's  on  the  way  ; 
We're  ofl  for  New  Orleans, 

The  cotton  bales  so  brave. 
And  when  the  boat  am  going, 
Otir  bandana  we  will  wave. 
Chorus  :    Far  you  well,  white  folks. 
We  can  no  longer  stay  ; 
;.    .  Yon  hear  de  whistle  blowing. 

And  the  steamboat's  on  the  way, 
'  •         Far  you  well,  white  folks, 
"  '■''  We  can  no  longer  stay  ; 

•..    .'         We're  oflf  for  New  OrleauH 
Before  the  break  of  day. 


We  got  a  bully  boat 

And  we  got  a  buUy  crew  ; 
We  got  a  bully  captain 

And  a  hunky  ingin  too  : 
And  when  she  starts  to  go  ahead. 

And  when  we  start  to  back 'er 
For,  it's  chew,  chew,  to  go  ahead, 

Aiid  chew,  chew,  tobacker. 


little  Dark  eyes,  Do  Toa  Love  Me  ? 

Word*  by  Geo  Cooper.  Mualc  by  W.  H.  Brock  way. 

8au8  by  Wm.  Scanlan. 


Chonu. 


Leedle  too  Sdoad  for  Me. 

Worda  by  Wm.  J.  Bcaolan. 


Otlf  yon  lisden  to  me  for  a  moment,  my  friends, 

A  sad  sdory  to  you  I  vill  dell. 
All  abond  my  vife  who  somedimes  get  vild, 

Uiid  make  me  feel  very  unveil  ; 
Ouf  I  speak  to  her  quietly,  to  me  she  vill  say— 

"Sot  down  or  your  head  I  vill  break  :" 
Und  oaf  I  don'd  sot  down,  she  ^rab  me  by  de  hair, 

Und  me  liks  de  old  Harry  vill  shake. 
. ,'  Chobcs. 

She  a  leedte  loo  sdond  for  me, 

She  a  leedle  too  sdond  for  me, 

Und  oaf  to  her  I  speak,  my  head  she  rill  break  : 

For,  she  a  leedle  too  sdoud  for  me. 

Somedimes  I  get  mad  and  say  I'll  have  my  vay, 

Nd  matter  vat  you  say  or  do  ; 
Und  ouf  you  come  near  me  veu  I  do  get  mad. 

I  bet  you  I  break  yon  in  doo— 
Bod  08  I  go  to  bit  right  sqnare  onf  de  face. 

She  qaickly  knock  me  on  de  floor, 
Und  hit  me,  und  kick  mo  all  over  do  room  ; 

Uod  deu  like  a  mad  bull  Tould  roar. 

She  a  leedle,  &c. 


A  good  aetioD  is  its  own  reward  ;  and  it  odght 
to  be,  for  it  aeldom  gets  any  other. 


Little  dark  eyes,  do  yon  love  me? 

Will  you  still  be  true  to  me  ? 
Come  and  whisper  fondly,  trulj'. 

Will  yon  still  my  Hwe<-t-heurt  be? 
While  I  wander,  will  you  miss  me. 

Will  you  sigh  for  niy  return  • 
Look  within  mine  eyes  and  tell  me. 

While  your  chet'kn  with  blushes  bum. 
Chorus  :    Little  dark  eyes,  do  you  love  me? 
Will  you  .still  be  true  to  me? 
Come  aud  whisper,  fondly,  truly. 
Will  yon  still  my  sweet-heart !»'.' 


Little  dark  cyeH,  do  you  lovo  n^.', 

Just  the  wimc  as  when  we  m<l? 
Oh  !  your  swc-tt  nnd  loving  kiuduos.« 

I  can  never  mora  forjjet  ; 
In  your  eyes,  so  soil  und  tendc  r, 

There  nu  answer  I  may  see  : 
Little  dark  eves  tilwjijs  lovis  me, 

She  wiU  still  be  true  to  mc. 


Chorus. 


South  Carline. 

Sous  aud  Dance,  composed  by  Jimai  Nilal 
Performed  by  Nilea  k  Evaus. 


Oh !  when  we  wore  two  little  boys 

Way  down  in  South  Carline, 
We  used  to  sing  aud  dance  about. 

And  with  our  hands  keep  time. 
But  when  we  grew  up  bigger, 

We  had  to  woric  all  day, 
And  then  we  never  had  a  chance 

To  fool  around  that  way. 

Chobcs. 

Bat,  Oh !  my  !  whtn  our  work  was  done — [Sym,] 
Then  was  the  time  thjit  wo  all  went  in  for  fun  ; 

We  usetl  to  sing  aud  dunce  about 
Till  Massa  made  us  run.  [Dance.] 

But  now  the  times  have  chacged,  you  see 

Down  in  our  sanuy  home  ; 
The  Kebelliou  broke  the  country  np. 

So  now  we  have  to  roam. 
And  what  they  want  to  do  with  u* 

We're  sure  we  do  not  know, 
Uuless  to  make  us  Senators  % 

To  send  to  Idaho.  CLoma. 


Pretty  Little  Blonde. 

Originally  anai;  by  Virginia  Stlcknay. 

Why  do  the  men  try  to  deny 
They  love  that  pretty  girl, 
And  then,  if  they  do  pass  her  by. 

Just  to  give  their  eye  a  twirl  ? 
They  cannot  help  it,  no,  they  can't, 

I  judge  them  by  myself : 
For,  when  I  met  that  girl  to-d*y — 

You  know  how  it  is  yourself. 
Chorus :    Fur,  oh !  she  was  so  handsome. 
And  graceful  as  a  fawn  : 
How  could  I  help  but  love  that  girl. 

With  all  those  nice  clothes  on  V 
And  when  she  cost  that  smile  on  mo, 

I  knew  that  I  was  gone — 
For,  oh !  she  was  so  nobby,  ha,  ha ! 
,  That  pretty  little  blonde. 


I  asked  her  if  she'd  walk  with  me  : 

She  smiled  and  answereil  yes. 
You  should  have  seen  me  swell  beside 

That  nobby,  nice  silk  dress  ; 
I  ai^ked  ber  if  she  liked  ice-crcum 

To  cool  ^cr  blushing  tonguo  : 
She  said  she  thought  it  would  taste  nice. 

With  all  those  fiue  clothes  on. 


Chorus. 


We  read  that  man  was  originally  mnde  upright, 
bat  now-a-daya  a  great  many  men  seem  to  be  made 
np  wrong. 


Two  Happy  Boys. 

'    Bong  by  Tbomaa  A  Heaney. 

I  wish  we  vere  two  boys  again. 

As  we  were  years  ago. 
To  slide  down  on  some  cellar  door. 

And  wear  out  all  oar  clothes. 
We  stand  around  the  comer  '.:■' 

Then,  and  have  such  jolly  fan. 
Until  some  "  copper  "  he  would 

Come  and  give  us  all  a  run. 
Chorus :    I  wish  we  were  two  boys  again. 
So  happy  gay  and  light. 
We  hang  out  on  the  comers. 
And  dance  the  whole  long  night. 

I  wish  we  were  two  boys  again, 

Aud  would  not  have  the  mumps, 
We  go  down  to  railroad-cars. 

And  pick  up  lots  of  stumps.  '-".'' 

We  walk  around  the  city  then. 

Smoking  our  favorite  weed. 
While  other  boys  would  holler. 

Look  out,  there  goes  Bill  Tweed. 


Chorus. 


Could  Tou  Fancy  Me? 


Sous  and  Dance,     Aa  anus  b.r  tlio  L»  Verde  Slalara.     T 

Written  and  compoaed  by  Ned  Straight. 

The  Miielc.  of  thlaaong  ia  publiabedby  John  Chnrcb  »Co. 

ofMWFourtli  Street.  CiiK-iuualt.  can  be  o' tiiaed  ktall 

the  Muale,8torea  in  the  rnited  StaUt.-Frica  30  eta. 

'Twos  on  one  silvery  moonlight  night. 

As  I  WHS  walking  down  the  street. 
The  sweetest  little  sprite, 
I  happened  there  to  meet. 
CnoRcs. 

So  smilingly  she  looked  at  me,  I  never  can  forget : 
For,  she  had  pretty  rosy  cheeks,  ard  eyes  as  black  as  jet : 
I  said  to  her  "yon  beauty, 
Acquainted  we  mast  be." 
So  modestly  she  whispered — 
"  Now  could  you  fancy  me  T* 


She  gave  to  me  a  winning  nnile, 
Aud  in  sweet  tones  to  me  she  said 

"  I  really  like  your  style. 
Let's  have  a  promenade." 

I  took  her  to  the  city  park. 
We  roamed  arotmd  till  after  nine, 

I  kissed  her  iu  the  dark. 
And  asked  her  to  be  mine. 


The  Wedding  Tour. 

Sang  by  Scanlan  and  Cronin 


Chorus. 


Choms. 


Now  we're  on  our  wedding  tonr, 
Full  of  joy  you  may  be  sure. 
Here  aud  there  we  ramble  round 
Every  ploc^  for  pleasure  botmd  ; 
•■  You  should  see  us,  day  and  night. 
In  our  honey  moon's  delight, 
Free  from  every  care  and  woe,  • 

Singing  merrily  as  we  go. 

Cnonus. 

Sure,  oh !  sure,  we're  on  our  wedding  tour, 
We're  a  dandy  pair,  and  the  people  stare, 

Alike.the  rich  and  poor  ; 
So  gay,  so  gay  the  moments  fly  away. 
Our  voiceM  ring  as  we  laugh  and  sing, 

While  on  our  wedding  tonr. 

We  have  wandered  to  the  sea,  '  - 

Where  the  waves  are  wild  and  free ; 
We  have  stood  on  mountains  high. 
Gazing  at  the  summer  sky  : 
Far  away  in  Spain  and  France, 
We  have  watched  the  latest  dance^ 
Aud  in  Erin's  lovely  land  ^ 

Oft  we  met  a  friendly  hand. 


Chorus. 


Now  we're  going  to  settle  down 
In  some  comer  of  the  town  : 
There  we  hope  our  friends  will  call. 
Welcome  ia  the  word  to  all  :  ^ 

We  will  have  a  drop  to  spore,     *  r!' 
And  besides  a  vacant  chair : 
Friendly  worda  for  every  one. 
Song  aud  dance  and  botudless  fan. 


Choms. 


'■«    ',...A» 
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'I  i';l  Soon  Shall  Call  Ear  Mine. 

SoBg  aod  Dance,  compoMd  bj  Junoi  MIIm. 

In  a  eoey  vine-clad  arbor, 

AVhere  the  golden  Bonbeams  play,  :, 

Qazing  out  upon  the  beauty 

Of  a  fast  receding  day,         ^ 
Sat  a  lovely  little  maiden  :  '  ^ 

To  me  she  looked  divine ; 
Oh !  how  I  long  for  the  day  to  come 

When  I  can  call  her  mine ! 
Chobus. 
She's  as  pretty  as  the  flowers  that  bloom  in  Blay, 

To  me  she  looked  devine, 
This  darling,  charming  little  pearl, 

I  soon  shall  call  her  mine,  (Dance. ) 

This  lovely  little  maiden 

I'm  going  now  to  see. 
She  lives  in  yonder  cottage, 

I  know  she  loves  but  me  : 
The  day  is  not  far  distant 

When  her  I'll  make  my  bride. 
Then  together  we  will  wander  ^ 

Down  life's  dreamy  tide.  ""^  Chorus. 


I'm  too  Sweet  to  Live. 

Vorda  by  Amo*  D.  Arnold. 


/ 


-•> 


f 


ir- 


rm  a  Deitober  man  so  gay. 

To  pass  the  time  avay 
I  tell  young  girls  mit  glossy  eorla 

I'U  marry  dem  someday  ; 
But  dot  vas  all  in  fun,  > 

I  vant  six  not  only  on*  ; 
For  I,  for  I  am  always  gay. 
Cbobob. 
Yah,  I  laugh  und  I  sing.  I  vas  always  gay, 

I  took  dull  care  und  I  drive  dot  all  away ; 
So  girls  all  follow  m^  dot's  what  the  beoples  say, 

'Cause  I'm  too  sweet  to  live.  ^ 

Of  I  go  out  in  de  steet. 

Some  bretty  girls  I  meet. 
Who  bow  dere  heads,  like  di« — 

Vel,  you  know  how  dot  is  : 
I  vas  bretty,  young  und  fat. 

Da  all  fell  in  lov«  mit  dat : 
For  I,  for  I  am  always  gay. 


Cboine. 


(M  Tiaai  Backs. 

kit:   OldBUekJee. 


Oh !  hew  I  lone  for  the  eomrftdes  that  are  flows, 
Friends  that  Z  lov^d,  aad  the  dear  ones  all  my  own — 
'Beat  is  dis  form  and  all  snow-white  am  deae  locks. 
And  still  my  haut  is  dreaming  of  dem  old  times  rocks ! 
Ceokirs. 

Fm  sighing,  yes,  sighing. 

As  de  past  around  me  flocks  ; 

My  heart's  forever  tbiuking  of  dem  old  times  rocks  ! 

Gone  is  my  home  'way  down  in  Tennessee  : 
There  I  was  gay  and  happy  as  oouH  be. 
Grief  comes  along  and  at  my  door  it  knocks, 
I  never  more  shall  see  again  dem  old  times  rocks. 

I'm  sighing,  &c. 

Where  is  de  stream  by  my  little  cabin  door  ? 
Where  are  the  birds  that  I  never  hear  no  more  ? 
New  times  hab  come,  but  my  grief  dey  only  mocks  : 
Pm  weeping  for  de  happy  scenes  of  old  times  rocks. 

I'm  sighing,  <bc. 

Once  I  was  young,  wid  do  banjo  by  my  side ; 
Now,  I've  no  friend  in  dis  weary  world  so  wide  ; 
Tears  sadly  fall  as  sweet  mcm'ry's  gate  unlocks, 
It  Bie,koe  me  joung  agaia  to  sing  of  old  timee  rocks. 

•  -:■]:'■  ':■■.  ■'-;:. ■'■■:^"r.C    rmsighiDg,  *c. 

Sweet  were  tbe  days  wlien  we,  darkeys,  used  to  sing  : 
Den  light  and  gay  bow  we  made  do  banjo  ring  ! 
Children  dey  dauoed  as  cunning  as  de  fox. 
Ah  1  dem  was  juat  de  good  old  times,  dem  old 

times  rooks ! 
Fm  sighing,  Sx. 

Old  fHends  ate  gone  dat  used  to  greet  me  here. 
Old  faces  pant  that  onoe  to  me  were  dear  ; 
DiA'h's  at  the  door,  and  berry  soon  Le  knooks  : 
80,  datksys,  let's  bab  de  danoe  of  old  times  rooks ! 


>       Since  Master  set  us  Free.  ;.  •  / 

ScDiutioii  SouG  tni  Danes. 

Words  hj  Amos  D.  Arno'd.  Music  by  E  A  ADore. 

As  sangbytlie  Arno.d  Brothers,  Amnios  fc  William. 


De  n^oon  am  bbining  bright  to-night, 

De  little  stars  do  peep 
Down  on  us  darkeys  dancing  here. 

While  mossa  am  asleep  : 
We'll  cat  de  pigeon  wing  for  you. 

And  have  a  jubilee ; 
For  we  got  nothing  else  to  do 

Since  matisa  set  us  free.  / 

CHosrs.     ;T  >     •, 
Oh  !  we  are  free, 

We're  happy  as  can  Le, 
We  are  always  jolly,  full  of  fun. 

We're  happy  as  can  bo  ; 
They  call  us  reckless  SiUI  and  Clem, 

Since  massa  set  us  free. 

We  love  to  sing,  or  have  a  dance. 

It  is  our  heart's  delight, 
Enpecially  when  we  feel  bo  good,   ; 

As  we  both  feel  to-night. 
Oh  !  Soli}',  say  you'll  have  me  ; 

Oh  !  Clem,  say  you'll  have  me, 
Of  course  I  will,  because  you  kuows 

Old  massa  set  ipe  free. 

am  tm>  ^ 
Enuna  Jane  Lee. 

Banjo  Solo  by  Billy  West 


[Breaks.] 


Chorus. 


F'j  sing  you  a  song  of  a  nice  young  gal,    ' 

'»Vho  lived  on  Bowerj'  near  Canal : 

Her  maiden  name  was  Emma  Jane  Lee, 

And  her  father  sold  clams  in  the  cottage  by  the  Hea. 

She  was  the  reigning  Belle  of  this  town. 

And  she  loved  a  Shoemaker  named  McGk)wan  : 

McGowan  he  swore  he'd  lose  his  life. 

Or  he'd  make  Matilda  Jane  his  wife. 

One  night  Matilda  went  to  a  ball. 

With  a  clam  soup  man  at  a  big  dance  hall ; 

She  danced  three  seta,  and  the  fourth  to  begin — 

Wbtn  all  at  once  McGowan  stepped  in. 

He  saw  his  love  a-dancing  there. 

He  raved  and  swore  and  tore  his  hair,  ', 

He  challenged  the  clam  soup  man  in  the  Hall, 

To  fight  next  day  with  r>od-fish  Balls. 

They  fought  next  day  on  Catnip  Hill, 
McGowan  got  shot  with  a  Mandrake  Pill, 
He  rolled  in  the  dirt  and  then  said  h»— 
' '  Shoo-fly,  don't  you  bother  me ! " 
When  Matilda  found  her  love  had  fiell. 
She  jniiiped  in  a  Barrel  of  Oyster  shells. 
She  scratched  her  shins  till  uie  skin  came  oO, 
Then  died  next  day  with  hooping  cough. 


I'm  a  Brother  to  Josephos  Orange  BlOMom. 

Performed  by  Nlles  &  ETani. 


I'm  a  brother  to  Josephus  Orange  Blossom, 

I  can  sing  and  dance,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing  ; 
I  can  play  npon  the  fiddle  aud  the  banjp, 

Oh  !  Lord  a  Massa,  can't  I  make  them  sing ! 
I  suppose  yon  all  have  seen  my  brother  Joseph, 

And  his  dancing  you  have  found  it  hard  to  beat ; 
For,  he  never  had  a  chance  for  education. 

So  he  only  tried  to  educate  his  feet 
CnoBrs. 
Come  soon  [Sym]  plenty  of  room  [Sjm]—    ; 

Come,  well  give  all  a  good  fair  chance  : 
For,  I  tell  yon  that  it  runs  right  in  the  family : 

For  all  of  us  to  play  and  sing  aud  dance. 

Now  Joe  is  getting  old  and  rather  shakey, 

And  thinks  it's  time  for  bim  to  take  a  rest : 
So  he  sent  for  me  to  come  up  here  before  yon. 

And  to  fill  his  place,  I'll  try  and  do  our  beet. 
I  know  that  Joe  has  made  a  good  impression. 

And  I  only  hope  that  I  can  do  the  same  : 
For,  I  also  want  to  make  a  reputation 

As  that  will  keep  up  the  family  name. 

Come  soon,  [Sym],  4o. 


The  lally  of  Kerry. 


Words  by  M  8  Biaoklock.  Uaile  by  H.  Maylatk. 

Co,  jriKbt    1870.  )>y  E  H.  HardiUR. 

The  Masic  can  b«  nbtaicetl  or  E.  H.  lUrdlng,  No.  SSt 

Uone.-y.  Kew-York.   Price  10 oeuta. 


List,  gentle  lark,  joyous  spirit  of  Spring  ; 
Thou  with  the  sweet  voice  and  cloud-cleaving  wing, 
Shake  from  thy  plumage  the  tears  of  the  night. 
Haste  where  tlie  splendors  of  morning  invite  ; 
Soar  where  the  sinless  and  Iteautifnl  stray. 
Tell  them  my  Nonih's  as  lovely  as  they. 
Chorus  :    She's  the  "Lilly  of  Kerry  T 
The  fairest  e'er  seen 
In  Erin  the  seagirt,      ■  .  ■-, 
In  Erin  thi>  green.        '•'■■'   ' 

Greet,  in  thy  rapture,  you  rose  scented  dell. 

Deep  iu  whose  shadow  my  Norah  doth  dweQ ; 

Norah,  as  pure  as  the  pearls  on  the  thorn, 

Bright  as  the  goldeu  haired  gotldess  of  mom  ; 

She  from  whose  fairy-like  fiugers  the  flowers 

Fall  on  the  meadows  m  odorous  showers.        Chorus. 

E'en  the  bright  shamrocks  that  bloom  round  thy  bed. 
Tremble  with  joy  at  my  Norah 's  B(»ft  tread. 
Mild  OS  the  mooubeam  that  falls  ou  the  stream, 
When  at  love's  vespers  the  glow-worm  doth  gleam. 
Free  from  all  guile,  and  iinoonsoious  of  wrong. 
Simple  and  sweet  as  thy  silvery  song.  Obomt, 


"I'm  not  much  for  stump  bpokiu,"  declared  a 
candidate  ;  "  bnt  for  honestv  aud  capacity  aad  io- 
tegiity,  I  b«te  the  diTil-so  I  da" 


Gathering  Shells  From  the  Sea  Sboi*. 

Words  and  Music  by  Will  L  Tbompson. 
The  Moslo  la  pabltahed  hj  Will  L  Tli->m|>*OB  kOab,  I 
Ltverpoal,  Ohio.     Price  40  oeuta. 


I  wandered  to-day  on  the  sea  shore. 

The  winds  and  the  waves  were  low, 
And  I  thought  of  the  days  that  are  gone,  Maud, 

Many  long  years  ago  ; 
Ah !  those  were  the  happiest  days  of  all,  Maud, 

Not  a  care  nor  a  sorrow  did  we  kiiow, 
As  we  played  on  the  white  pebbled  .wmd,  Maud, 

Gathering  up  the  shelli  from  the  shore. 

Chorus. 

Gathering  up  the  shells  from  the  sea  shore. 
Gathering  up  the  shells  from  the  shore  ; 
Ah !  those  were  the  happiest  days  of  all,  Maud, 
Gathering  u[Ahe  shells  from  the  shore. 

Oh  I  don't  yoG  remember  Uie  dav,  Maud, 

The  last  time  we  wandered  on  the  shore, 
Our  hearts  ware  so  joyoas  and  gay,  Maud, 

For,  yon  promised  to  be  mine  evermore  T 
Then  the  shells  they  were  whiter  than  ever. 

And  the  bright  v-aves  were  lovelier  than  bslbre. 
The  houra  were  but  moments  to  us,  ilaud. 

Gathering  up  the  shells  from  the  shore. 

Gathering  up  the  shells,  &e. 

Bnt  now  we  are  growing  np  in  yearn,  Maud, 

Our  locks  are  all  silvered  aud  gray, 
Yet  the  vows  that  we  made  ou  the  shore,  &Iaud, 

Are  fresh  in  our  mem'ries  to-day  ; 
There  Ptill  is  a  charm  in  those  bright  shells 

Aud  the  sound  of  the  deep  ocean's  roar  : 
For,  they  call  back  the  days  thiit  we  fi(>ent,  ^laud, 

(lathering  up  the  shells  from  the  shore. 

Gathering  up  the  shells,  Ax. 


►-♦♦ 


Te  Little  Birds,  That  Sit  and  Sing. 

Ye  little  birds,  that  sit  and  sing 

Amid  the  shady  valleys — 
See  how  my  lover  sweetly  walks 

Amid  his  garden's  alleys  ! 
Go  tell  him  thro'  your  chirping  bill. 

As  you  by  me  are  bidden. 
To  him  is  only  known  my  lorsi, 

Which  from  the  world  is  hidden — 
Go,  pretty  wantoos,  warble ! 


Oh  !  fly,  re  tuneful  throng  :  for. 
In  gentle  sleep  he'll  lie ; 

Sing  rouud  about  his  rosy  bed, 
ilid  echo  his  rejdy ! 
.   Gflkpn«4r«Mitaaik«Myel 


Vff    . 


'^ 


Hy  Initiation:  -^ 

0>  BOW  r  JOINKD  TBS  ODD  TEIXOVS. 

Words  toy  Jobn  Pool*  Eeq.  Mntio  by  T.  Tate*. 

Ai  tanii  bj  V>\U  taiu  Soanlan  wUb  grMt  lacMii.  ^ 

Ye  brothers  of  th  a  mystic  tie, 

Unto'  my  uoDR  give  ear,  while  I 

Tell  J  on  the  whei  i,  the  where,  the  why  •         ^ 

I  got  initiated.  ^ 

One  JoL^e  Green,  a  friend,  d'ye  see,  / 

With  wb  om  I'd  ofJen  made  quite  free, 
One  day  »ie  chancal  to  aay  to  me— 
•'  Why  don't  you  an  otld  fellow  be?" 

My  nai'ie  unto  thf  Lodge  I  sent. 

The  ini»  iutiou  fee  I  spent. 

And  oloi  «g  with  him  one  evening  went— 
V      To  be  initiated. 

'  Cbobub. 

The  tiHM  I  111  >^or  ba^e  forgot. 
With  <be  grid  iron  roaring  hot, 
And  the  go«t,   which  round  the  room  did  trot. 

When  l'  w»«  initiated. 

First  my  eyc^«>*  ^^  they  did  blind. 
They  tied  my  ba  nds  behind  ; 
I  really  thongLf  it 'fa*  "°>'"id 

For  to  be  so  bi»\11y  treated. 
WhUe  I  aroand  mj   ^y  ^»f  foel. 
Upon  sharp  tacks  th  ey  made  me  kneel, 
Then,  with  a  grasp  tl  at  made  me  reel,      , 
They  bound  me  on  a  i  lonstroOs  wheel- 
Then  whirled  me  ron.  '^^J'^  Ughtning  speed  : 
My  agony  they  did  not   p«*^« 
Oh  !  I  only  wished  my  hands  were  fraed. 
When  I  was  initiated.  Ghorus. 

They  g»Te  me  next  a  shower  >>ath. 
Which  further  did  increase  my  ^<T»th  : 
And  one  sang  out—  "  The  Rugg6  d  fkth  [  ' 

There  let  the  wretch  be  seated. 
Then  np  a  ladder,  a  mile  or  more. 
And  down  they  plunged  me  with  a  war»  > 
Until,  with  bones  all  bruised  and  MK^     } 
At  length  I  sprawled  upon  the  floor-      _^/ 

"  Do  let  me  up  !"  I  cried  ;  '^JJ 

But  I  found  my  feet  togelh«  tied,   V 

And  on  a  rail  i  took  a  ride. 
While  being  initiated.         ;  ■ .  ^  Chonis. 

Then  snddenly  somebody  said — 

"  Let  the  unenlightened  wretch  \m  Wsdt 

And  place  the  pitch-cap  on  his  beMl : 

Let  his  nose  be  nutmeg-grated,  f 

Fut  mustard  plaeterR  on  bis  feet,  n 

And  then  to  make  the  work  complete,  |, 
That  be  may  have  a  warmer  seat,  ■  ^ 
The  great  gridiron  quickly  heat ! " 

Then  I  thought  I  should  give  np  tho  ghost 

When  on  it  was  placed  to  toast, 

I  felt  again,  smelt  something  roast,  >        <■ 

When  I  was  initiated.  Chorus,  i 

A  sulphurous  smell  now  filled  the  air, 
And  1  heard  four  hoofs  behind  me  tear 
When  I  knew  that  horrible  goat  was  there  ; 

Oh  !  wasn't  I  aggravated  ? 
I  again  was  seized,  on  his  bock  was  bound. 
With  a  kick  and  a  plunge  he  rushed  around. 
With  such  terrible  speed  to  go  over  the  ground, 
I'm  suce  uo  velocipede  ever  was  found. 
My  ^rs  were  stunned  by  the  awful  din. 
As  hfe  KiK'd  up  and  down,  fmd  out  and  in  : 
''T-tnought  a  whole  bone  >»-asn't  left  in  my  skiu. 
When  I  was  initiiited.  Chorus. 

As  I  wondered  what  triiil  the  next  would  be, 
A  voice  proclaimed  :  *'  Ye  may  set  him  firee. 
If  he'll  take  the  oath  he  hears  from  m»." 

That  I'd  do  it,  I  quickly  stated  : 
And  these  wer*  the  terrible  words  I  spoke — 
"  I  promised  never  to  drink  or  smoke. 
Never  to  laugh,  and  never  to  ioke. 
Or  my  nose  into  other  folks'  busiunsspoke."^ 
My  eyes  were  unbound,  and  I  looked  around. 
Found  myself  in  the  Lodge-room  safe  and  aoond. 
And  I've  never  regretted  the  oi^t  111  b*  booad. 
When  I  was  initiated.  .  t..  : 

OKOkCB.  ■..■;■.  --.,;■ 

Oh  !  no,  the  time  I'll  ne'er  forget,   • 
When  flrht  I  joined  that  iMendly  set 
Whom  aa  brother  Odd-fellow  Fve  often  BMt 
Sioee  I  wu  initiated. 


O'Eeily,  You're  N.  0. 

Wrlttsn  by  Eirry  Bennett.  Saog  by  P«t  Booof y. 

Eii]0  friends,  if  yoa  will  listen  now. 

My  woes  I'll  now  tell  yon  ; 
My  heart  is  nearly  broken, 

And  I  don't  know  what  to  do  ; 
No  matter  where  I  chance  to  go, 

Nor  wherever  I  may  be. 
The  blackguards  cry  as  I  pass  by- 

"  O'Eeily,  you're  N.  O  !* ' 
If  I  go  into  a  tavern. 

And  call  out  for  a  boos. 
The  gang  says  I  must  treat  them 

Or  their  frieudHhip  I  will  lose  ; 
And  if  I  do  refuse  them. 

Their  headx  th»'y  Hbake  at  me,  ,v 

And  sing  out  Philadelphia—  . » " 

"  OHeUy,  you're  N.  G !"  r 

It  was  just  before  election, 

I  was  called  to  make  a  speech 
For  a  friend  of  mine. 

Whose  name  was  Thomas  Lich  ; 
The  gang  was  there,  I  do  declare. 

And  when  I  did  begin, 
Tbey  said  :  '•  for  God's  sake,  fire  him  out ! 

Where  did  he  get  his  wind  ?" 
I  couldn't  speak  a  word  at  all,  / 

They  made  such  a  terrible  noise  :  ," 

And  ail  at  once  I  felt  a  brick 

Hit  me  between  the  eyes. 
And  through  the  door  I  fled,  for  snre. 

Sure  they  meant  to  murder  m^ 
And  when  I  was  outside, 

I  heard  them  cry—  . 

"O'Reily,  you're N.  or 

The  slang  the  gang  is  using  now, 

Youll  near  from  every  lip  ; 
It's  shoot  the  hat '  and  get  it  boiled. 

And  don't  yon  loee  your  grip  ! 
They  say  I'm  too  fresh,  and  too  bran  new,    , 

.4.nd  will  I  ever  drop,  and  stag  his  nips. 
And  skip  the  gutter,  and  hit  him  with  a  mop. 

The  children  there  are  using  the  alang 
As  well  as  every  one. 

They'll  say  to  me— go  take  a  bath  ! 
Aud  why  don't  I  take  a  run  ? 

And  ti^en  they'll  say — 
Go  stop  the  coat,  so  long  as  Tra  la  la  lee ! 

Bat  the  worst  of  nil 
Is  wlien  they  bawl — 

"O !  Eoouey,  you're  N.  G  T 


i 


Sowing  the  Seed. 

A  BACSED  8050. 


Fat  Delaney. 


Sao(  by  Jobs  Sotslaa. 


Air  :    Slle«a  Alsaas. 


M^  name  is  Pat  Delaney,  I  came  from  Tralee, 

I  live  in  a  great  big  tenement  house,  way  up  iu  AvenoA  C; 

There's  a  family  lives  next  to  me  that  keeps  up 

a  terrible  roar. 
About  Eileen  Alanna  and  their  augns  asthore. 
Fu-st  their  youngest  boy.  aud  theu  their  eldest  brother. 
All  join  iu  the  chorus  with  the  sister  and  his  mother  ; 
When  I  get  home  at  night,  boys,  I  hear  that  terrible  roar 
Of  Eileen  Aluuna  and  their  uujjiu  asthore. 

Caonus. 
Working  hard  all  da}',  I  think  it  mighty  hard. 
Climbing  up  a  forty  Ibot  ladder,  currjiug  a  great 

big  hod. 
When  I  get  home  at  night,  boj-s,  to  boar  that  terrible  rooi 
Of  Eileen  Alanna  and  their  augus  asthore. 

Early  in  the  morning,  before  I  do  get  up. 
Before  I  ate  a  mouthful,  or  l>efore  I  drink  a  snp. 
They  be  singing  in  the  hallway  'till  my  heart  it        ' 

is  quite  sore, 
About  Eilecoi  Alanna  and  their  augua  asthore. 
If  I  Lad  iuflnence  iu  <he  ward  I  do  belong, 
vi'd  go  aud  see  the  judge,  and  have  him  push 

their  case  quite  strong  : 
rd  have  them  all  arrested,  and  that  wonld  stop 

their  nwr 
Of  Eileen  Alanna  and  their  augus  asthore. 

Working  bard.  t». 

Whicb  is  the  month  in  which  ladies  talk  least? 
Fsbmary. 


Sowing  the  seed  by  the  daylight  fair, 
Sowing  the  seed  by  the  noonday  glare. 
Rowing  tho  seed  by  the  fading  light. 
Sowing  the  uet'd  in  the  solemn  night : 

Oh  !  what  .shall  the  harvest  be  ?  ' 

Oh  !  what  shall  the  harvest  be  ? 

CnoBCS. 
II :  Sown  in  the  darkness  or  so\fn  in  the  light,  .- 1| 
II :  Sown  in  our  weakness  or  sown  in  our  might, 
Cxathered  in  time  or  eternity. 
Sure,  ah  1  sure  will  the  harvest  be. 

Bowing  the  seed  by  the  wayside  high,       • 
Eowiog  the  seed  on  the  rooks  to  die,  - 

Sowing  the  seed  where  the  thorns  will  spcdl. 
Sowing  the  seed  iu  the  fertile  soil : 

Oh  I  what  shall  the  harvest  be  ?  , 

Oh !  what  shall  the  harvest  be  ? 

■  -  •  ■  t 

Sowing  the  seed  of  a  lingering  pain, 
Sowing  the  see<l  of  a  maddened  brain,     " 
Sowing  the  seed  of  a  t&mished  name  :     : 
Sowing  the  seed  of  eternal  shame :    , 

Oh  1  what  shall  the  harvest  be? 

Oh  1  what  shall  the  harvest  be?  _.'■:.         . 


Bowing  the  seed  with  an  aching  heart. 
Sowing  the  seed  while  the  tear-drops  start, 
Sowing  in  hope  till  the  reapers  come         ^ 
Gladly  to  gather  the  harvest  home  : 

Oh  !  what  shall  the  harvest  be  ? 

Ob !  what  shall  the  harvest  be  ? 


The  Forsaken  to  the  False  One. 

.By  Thomas  Haynea  Bayly. 

t  dan  thee  to  forget  me  1 

Go  wander  where  thoa  will. 
Thy  band  upon  the  vessel's  hrtm,     '.>  y- 

Or  on  the  sabre's  hilt. 
Away  !  thoa'rt  free  !  o'er  the  land  and  tea. 

Go  rush  to  danger's  brink  ! 
Bnt,  oh  !  thou  can'st  not  fly  from  thought ! 

Thy  onzse  will  b»— to  think ! 

Bemember  me !  remember  all— 

My  long  enduring  love 
That  linked  itself  to  perfldy—    .-.  . "  ^^ , 

The  vulture  and  the  dove ! 
Bememlwr  in  thy  utmost  need     * 

I  sever  oooe  did  ahrink, 
But  olung  to  thee  e<AifidisgIy : 

Thy  eorae  vnll  be— to  *>"nk  I 

Theo  gs !  that  thought  will  reader  the*  % 

A  dastard  in  the  fight : 
That  thought,  when  thou  art  tempest-teet, 

Will  fill  thee  with  aflright ; 
In  some  deep  dungeon  may'st  thou  lie^ 

And  counting  each  «old  link 
That  binds  thee  to  captivity. 

Thy  curse  shall  be— to  think  !     :   ■ 

Go !  seek  the  merry  banquet  hall,  >    "   . . 

Where  youuf;er  maidens  bloom, 
The  thought  of  me  shall  make  thee 

There  endure  a  deej^er  gloom  : 
Thn^  thought  shall  turn  the  foslive  cup 

To  poison  while  you  driuk. 
And  while  false  smdes  are  ou  thy  cheek, 

Thy  curse  will  be— to  think  I 

Forget  me !  false  one,  hope  it  not — 

When  miustrels  touch  the  string, 
The  memory  of  other  days 

Will  gall  thee  while  they  dng  ; 
The  airs  I  used  to  love  will  make 

Thy  oow&rd  conscience  shrink. 
Ay,  every  note  will  have  its  sting—  ; 

Thy  curse  will  be— to  think  1 

Forget  me  I    No,  that  shall  not  be  I 

I'll  hauut  thee  in  thy  sleep — 
In  dreams  thou  It  cling  to  slimy  rocks 

That  overhang  the  deep ; 
Thoult  shriek  for  aid  1  my  feeble  arm 

Shall  hurl  thee  from  the  bnuk. 
And  when  thou  w.\ke«t  in  wild  djsinay. 

Thy  ooDo  will  b»-to  think  I 


I 


TH£    SirVO£RS'    JOVRIViUL. 


ayy 


Don't  Wake  tbo  Baby. 

(;■:_-•?      i^  Snog  b;  BIU7  Putor.    >  ': 

If  yon  peroeire  my  bosom  heave, 

'Tis  caased  by  proud  delight : 
For,  I'm  a  very  difieraut  man 

To  what  I  waa  last  night 
For  Bomo  time,  in  my  house,  a  Done 

Has  aired  her  awkward  charms. 
Bat,  I'm  glad  to  say— this  morning 

I've  found  Bometning  in  her  arms. 

Spoken  :  I  said  to  the  nurse  in  a  very  innocent 
sort  of  a  maimer:  "Why,  laws,  missy!  what  have 
vou  got  in  your  arms  ?"  She  placed  her  finger  on  her 
lips  and  said— "h— s— h — " 

Chobvs. 
Don't  make  a  noise  or  else  \  oa'U  wake  the  baby};! 

Don't  make  a  noise  or  else  you'll  wake  the  child  : 
Don't  kick  up  a  row  or  else  you'll  disturb  the  infant" 
*I  feel  so  awfully,  atrfidly  iolly,  I  think  I  shall  go  wild  1 

As  soon  fts  e'er  the  news  spread 'ronntl. 

In  every  neighbor  comee  ;  ' 

Some  Bnid — "  SVbat  a  darling  child !" 

And  others — "  Bless  its  gums !" 
My  feelings  were  so  glorious, 

Descril)e  them  no  one  can. 
And  the  Lidies  seem  to  look  on  me 

As  a  very  clever  xnnn. 

Spoken:  "Why,  said  they,  Mr.  Snooks,  Mr. 
Snooks,  you  ought  to  be  a  very  happy  man. "  "I  am, 
/  am !"  I  replied,  and  I  would  have  given  away  to 
my  feelings  and  kicked  np  a  row,  only  for  the  noise, 
in  her  suggeetive  manner,  said— "h — s— h — " 

'^    .  Don't  make  a  noise,  ko. 

To»day  I  married,  bo  was  Jones, 

Who  Shid,  quite  on  the  sly — 
"  Who'll  be  a  happy  father  fln^ 

I  wonder,  you  or  I  ?" 
Jones  always  thinks  he's  No.  1,       /■: 

But  to-day  tt«<  bliss  is  mine, 
And  when  we  meet  well  have  tome  fim, 

I'll  crack  a  case  of  wine.  ^ 

Spoken :  Tee,  and  m  make  Jones  drink  the 
darling's  health,  and  while  he's  drinking  Fll  say, 
"  Jonesey,  old  boy,  h— s— h— " 

Don't  make  a  noise,  Ac  ^ 

With  a  parent's  fond  aifeottaB  now,   /^ 

I  feel  all  of  a  glow, 
Bat  what  to  oall  the  lovely  babe, 

I  don't  exactly  know, 
rd  like  to  oall  him  sociathing  grand. 

And  wortby  at  a  Snooks. 
And,  when  he's  christened,  yon  most  eome 

And  see  how  nice  he  looks. 

Spoken :  Yes,  Fll  invite  yea  all  to  attend  the 
Ohrifltening,  bat  zomember,  h— s— h^ 

Don't  make  a  noise,  Ac. 


M»«*-< 


'    '"'        Kathleen  Machree. 

Words  by  Frank  Damout.       Mudo  by  Jamet  E.  Stewart. 

The  roses  and  lilies  now  bloom  in  the  dell,         * 

They  smile  in  their  beauty  for  Kathleen  Machree  ; 
She  trips  to  the  glen  that  we  both  know  so  well. 

While  I  am  so  auxious  her  sweet  face  to  see. 
Oh  !  could  you  but  list  to  the  sound  of  her  voiee — 

It  fills  me  with  joy,  'tis  music  to  me  ; 
When  I  ask  if  she  loves  mc,  her  answer  will  be — 

A  kiss  from  the  lips  of  sweet  Kathleen  Machree. 

Chobus. 
Kathleen  Machree,  sweet  Kathleen  Machree, 
No  rose  in  the  dell  can  compare,  love,  with  thee  ; 
Kathleen  Machree,  sweet  Kathleen  Machree, 
My  own  little  darlinc,  sweet  Kathleen  Machree. 
Kathleen  Maohcee,  Kathleen  Machree, 

Kathleen  Maohree. 

Some  msidens  are  sweeter  and  fairer  to  view, 

But  none  can  00m pare  with  sweet  Kathleen  Maohraa: 
She  wiij.<)  n-ith  her  smiles  and  her  heart  free  from  gnile, 

While  close  by  her  side  I  am  longing  to  be. 
Ob  !  she  will  be  waiting  to-nigbt  in  the  glen. 

With  words  that  are  fond  and  sweetest  to  ma  ; 
She's  the  dearest  to  me  and  the  fairest  of  all, 

Hy  own  Uttla  dading,  awest  Kathleen  liaohrea. 


Alabama  Bloaiomf. 

80HO  AMD  DaSCE.       ,;'"Vr'-.-  -' > : 
Snug  by  tbe  La  Terde  Sisters.  • 

Werda  by  Frank  Dnmont.  Moilo  by  Jaa.  ^  StawarU* 

Tbe  Mniie  of  Ibia  aong  if  pnbli«b»d  by  i  L.  Patera, 
843  Broadway,  New  Tork.  Price  30  cent*         ^ 


Par  away  down  South  in  Alabama,  "  , 

Where  the  darkies  plant  the  cotton  and  the  com — 
In  the  land  where  blooms  the  sweet  magnolias. 

In  that  paradise  us  darkies  we  were  bom  ; — 
Old  Massa  he  was  kind,  and  little  Missus  too. 

They'd  be  amused  to  see  ns  jump  and  dance,— 
Oh  1  they  call  ns  Alabama  Blossoms, 

And  we're  going  back  when  e'er  we  get  a  chance. 

Chobcs. 
Old  Massa  he  was  kind,  and  little  Missns'too, 

They'd  be  amused  to  see  us  jump  and  dance, —  . 
Oh  !  they  called  us  Alalxima  Blossoms,  . 

And  we're  going  back  when  e'er  we  get  a  chance, 

Oh  I  the  sweet  girls  down  in  Alabama, 

We  are  longing  every  day  more  to  see,— 
And  there's  one  Uiat  says  I  am  her  darling. 

And  I  know  that  she  is  all  the  world  to  me  ; —  ~     | 
Oh !  when  she  said  good-bye,  it  made  this  darkey  cry. 

My  heart  was  full  of  every  kind  of  pain, — 
But  Tm  going  back  to  Jane  Matilda —  ,.     •  , 

For,  I  want  to  see  her  lovely  face  again.       "' 

Old  Massa  he  was,  Ac 

We  have  been  far  from  old  Alabama, 

But  there  is  no  place  that  we  love  half  so  well,^  ' 
And  oar  secret  now  at  last  we're  told  yon. 

But  our  love  affairs  we  didn't  mean  to  tell ; — 
We  know  that  far  away  they're  waiting  every  day. 

To  see  us  coming  smiling  up  the  lane, — 
And  well  go  back  to  the  land  of  Cotton, 

And  we'll  never ^leave  the  dear  old  place  again. 
-^:.  *  Old  Massa  he  was,  4o. 


i 


^e»». 


/ 


't^^  Iho  Ue  of  France. 


The  soa  was  far  in  tba  elonds  advanced. 
When  a  convict  came  td  tbe  Isle  of  Francs^ 
Around  his  leg  he  wore  a  ring  and  a  chain. 
And  bis  country  was  of  the  shamrook  green. 

The  eoast-(:nard  waited  on  the  beach, 

Till  the  convict's  boat  was  within  reach  : 

The  OOTivict's  chains  did  so  sh,'ne  and  spark,  ' 

Which  opened  the  veiiu  of  the  coast-guard's  heart 

Than  the  ooastffoard  launched  bis  little  boat 
That  on  the  ocean  with  him  to  float : 
The  birds  at  night  take  their  nlent  cest 
Bat  the  coBTictceie  has  a  wounded  breast 

Then  the  ooast-gnard  came  to  the  Isle  of  Franoe, 

Towards  him  the  convict  did  advance. 

When  the  tears  from  his  eyee  did  fall  like  rain  : 

"  Young  man,  I  hear  you  are  of  the  shamrock  green." 

"  I  am  a  shamrock,  the  convict  cried. 
That  has  been  tossed  on  the  ocean  wide,    '    . 
For  being  nnraly,  I  do  declare,  . 

And  was  doomed  a  transport  for  seven  yean. 

When  six  of  them  was  past  and  gone,  *. 

We  were  coming  home  to  make  up  one, 
When  the  stormy  winds  did  blow  and  roar. 
Which  cast  me  here  on  a  foreign  shore." 

Then  the  coR6t-*uard  played  noble  part 

And  veith  some  brandy  cheered  the  convict's  heart : 

"  Although  tbe  night  is  so  far  advanced. 

You  shall  find  a  friend  in  the  Isle  of  France." 

Then  a  speedy  letter  went  to  the  Queen, 

About  the  dreadful  shipwreck  of  the  shamrook  green : 

Then  his  freedom  came  by  a  speedy  poet 

To  the  abeent  convict  they  thought  was  lost 

"  Ood  bless  the  ooast-guard,  the  convict  eiisd. 
You  have  saved  my  life  from  the  ooean  wide  ; 
I  will  drink  his  he&lth  in  a  flowing  glass, 
Here's  soflosas  to  the  Isle  of  Franoe !" 


The  Wioklow  QUA. 


When  are  glovea  onsalable  ? — When  they  are  kept 
on  hspd. 


The  Lord  bless  yon  aU,  Tve  Just  com*  oat 

To  have  a  httle  chat : 
Fm  Irish  snre,  but  that's  no  sin  : 

I'm  a  rollicking,  merry  Pat 
The  ladies'  hearts  I  captivate 

As  for  them  my  stick  I  twirl,    " 
But,  gramachree,  the  maid  for  me 

Is  Kitty,  the  Wicklow  GirL 

Chobcs. 
For,  her  neck  is  white  and  her  step  is  light. 

And  her  teeth  are  like  the  pearl. 
There  is  none  so  gay,  by  night  or  day. 

As  Kitty,  the  Wicklow  GirL 

Her  fortune,  faith  I  it  is  but  smsill 

To  him  who  wins  her  hand, 
But  her  heart  is  pure,  and  that's  worth 

All  the  diamonds  in  the  land  ; 
If  my  ix)ckets  thov  were  lined  with  gold. 

Like  any  great  lord  or  etxrl, 
Arrah,  bo}'s  !  I'm  sure  I'd  still  be  poor 


Without  my  Wicklow  Girl. 


Chora.  ^ 


Ye  may  talk  about  fandangos 

That  the  ladies  hop  in  Fiance, 
But  let  them  go  to  Wicklow, 

And  there  they  see  a  rale  ould  Irish  dance : 
Both  rich  and  poor  they  iiittle  tbe  floor, 

As  their  kippens  they  do  twirl, 
Anah !  me  grows  big,  when  I  dance  a  jig 

With  Kittj',  my  Wicklow  girl  Cherai 


The  Grand  Old  MinMippL 

^Vrittea  and  aang  by  Kirk  and  Drew 


Oh  .'  good  evening  to  yon,  one  and  all. 

We  have  just  come  out  to  sing  a  little  ditty : 
It's  about  de  times  dat's  passed  and  gone.  • 

How  we  used  to  work  on  de  grand  old  MiasiaippL 
Cbobtts. 

When  de  passengers  dey  used  to  wink, 

And  look  at  us  so  shy. 
Because  we  dance  and  do  a  break. 

And  throw  our  legs  so  high. 
But  when  we  get  done  our  httle  ditty, 
We'll  go  back  to  de  grand  old  Mistdasippi. 

Now,  white  folks,  we  can  no  longer  stay,  ' 

Or  ixam  home  they'll  think  that  we  have  mn  awaj ; 
But  when  we  get  done  our  UtUe  ditty. 
We'll  go  back  again  to  de  grand  old  Miasiaaippl 

When  de  paasangen,  tei 


im  ie>i 


Heav«n  BIms  the  Dear  Old  Firedde. 

Tbe  Mnsle  ia  pnbllibcd  by  John  Cbnreh  4  Oo.,  M  Wsel 
Fourtli  Street,  Cloelanatl. 


Oh  !  I  often  sit  and  ponder 

On  youth's  long  departed  days. 
With  its  scenes  of  mirth  and  beauty, 

TLey  have  vanished  from  mj'gaze  ; 
And  I  fondly  dream  of  fuces. 
Beaming  with  boultb's  rosy  glow, 
^  That  were  gHthered  round  the  fireside 
In  the  blisHful  long  ago. 
Chorus  :    Though  tbe  loved  home  circle's  broken, 
I  And  tbe  stranger  lingei>j  there,   ' 

'  Heaven  bless  tbe  dear  old  fireside 

Is  my  spirit's  yearning  prayer. 

When  the  twilight  shades  were  faHing^ 

Like  a  mantle  over  earth. 
Cheerily  the  bright  flame  glimmered 

On  the  peaceful  cottage  hearth  ; 
And  a  group  of  lovelit  faces 

Smiled  nj>on  the  hallowed  soeoa^ 
As  they  suug  their  simple  dittiea 

By  the  firelight's  golden  sheoo. 


Qioraa. 


But  the  household  band  is  severed. 

Never  more  or  earth  to  meet — 
Some  are  bound  in  dreemleMS  ^lumber 

In  the  valley  calm  and  sweet ; 
Others  roam  in  climes  of  beauty. 

Far  beyond  tbf  stcirmy  sea  : 
Yet  my  childhood's  dear  old  fireeide 

Yety  pttedooB  is  to  ae. 


Hand,  The  Seamstress. 

"That  will  do— ycB,  it  is  chnrmin{»— quite  th« 
right  style !  Do  rou  not  thiuk  so,  mamma  ?  I 
dou't  believe  Mixdiimo  ilicLim  conid  have  made 
it  better  !"  said  Adela  JcflfurHon.  esnltiugly,  as 
jibe  examined  a  dicss  which  was  jnet  T<^liuquiHhed 
by  a  pale,  peutle,  Kilent  girl,  busily  stitching  at  the 
Other  end  of  the  apartment. 

Mrs.  Jefferson  looked  critically  at  the  robe. 

"Yes,  it  is  well —very  lair,  indeed;  and  MiwJ 
Spencer  hiis  uuderslncKl  my  iustructious.  But  still, 
of  course,  she  could  not  have  douo  without  them." 

"  I  never  knew  that  my  gentle,  high-bred 
mother  vf&8  &  nuKlisle,"  said  Norman  Jefferson,  who 
had  jost  entered  the  room,  without,  perhaps,  law- 
ful i>ermission. 

"  lleally,  Norman,  how  yon  do  Btartlo  me ! 
And  your  father  is  coming  too.  Really,  I  shall 
be  obliged  to  forbid  the  morning  rooms  to  all 
mide  comers!"  returned  the  mother,  half-re- 
provingly,  half-proudly,  regarding  her  handsome 
a^d  favorite  son. 

•'lly  dear  mother,  the  snow  is  falling  thickl}-, 
the  wind  blows  like  a  monster  organ  in  a  rage, 
and  the  fire  in  the  library  smokes,  and  the  drawing- 
room  is  in  agonies  of  dissolution,  or  revival,  as  the 
case  may  be.  You  really  comiot  send  mo  away. 
It  is  cruelty  to  animals  !" 

The  lady  shook  her  head.  She  fancied  she  had 
detected  glances  of  admiration  bent  on  the  simply- 
attired  dressmaker,  which  she  could  ill  brook  from 
anyone  in  the  presence  of  Adela's  queenly  bejiuty. 

Of  course  there  could  be  no  rivalry  in  the  case  ; 
bnt  if  Norman  thought  the  girl  worth  looking  at, 
there  might  be  danger  ahead. 

And  llzs.  Jefferson  was  a  far-seeing  pilot. 

"Have  you  nearly  finished.  Miss  Spencer?" 
she  asked. 

."I  will  be  AS  quick  as  possible,  ma'am,  said 
the  girl  calmly  ;  more  especially  as  I  wish  to  get 
home  to  a  sick  mother." 

Mrs.  Jefferson  pushed  the  lamp  nearer  to  the 
girl ;  and  then  she,  her  husband,  son,  and  daughter 
drew  near  the  fire,  to  chat  over  the  next  morning's 
expected  festivities. 

"It's  all  very  pleasant  getting  ns  these  Christmas 
gaieties,  remarked  Norman  ;  but  I  often  think  we 
are,  as  a  family,  sadly  deficient  in  near  relatives  to 
diare  them  with  us.  We  are  peculiarly  isolated  in 
tnat  respect,"  he  continned,  musingly.  "Do  yon 
know,  I  often  recall  a  remembrance  of  childhood 
in  the  shape  of  a  fair  aant,  not  very  miUke  our 
Adel*,  and  a  little  child,  who  was  even  more 
attractive  to  my  boyish  fancy.  She  was  so  sweet, 
so  centle  and  so  girlish  in  every  little  childish  way. " 

Mr.  Jefferson  cleared  his  thront  His  wife 
frowned  gloomily. 

"  Better  forget  all  sneh  nonsei»e,  Norman  :  yoor 
aoBt  was  not  one  of  us.  She  exiled  herself  from 
her  family,  and  deserves  no  thought  or  regret  at  our 
hands,"  she  said. 

"And  why  not,  mother?  She  did  not  look'lika 
one  to  commit  an  evil  deed.  She  seemed  purity 
and  sweetness  herself,"  ho  si\id,  thoughtfully,  his 
eyes  still  fixed  on  the  fair,  wnu  face  of  the  dress- 
maker, whose  dowuciust  eyes  displayed  to  their  full 
their  long,  thick  1;is1k'.<. 

"  No,  boy— no.  She  di  1  not  marry  beneath  her- 
self, interrupted  his  father  ln':ir>t-ly.  It  was  .  veuiiil 
error,  aud  1  have  often  rej>eutcd  I  did  not  briug 
her  to  my  home,  when  she  was  at  lout  left  a  widow. 
Bnt  we  were  not  so  rich  then  a«  we  are  now,  and 
your  mother  feared  the  c.  lusequenceii  on  our  ri.sing 
fortunes  and  your  sister's  priispects  ;  so  I  sent  her 
A  preseut,  pour  thiug,  aucl  never  heard  cf  her  any 
more." 

"  Yon  do  not  know  whether  nhais  living  or  dead  ?" 
■aid  Norman,  iu  lustoni-shmeut 

His  father  wi^s  fain  to  uo<l  as.vnL 

"  I  have  no  donl)t  shs  wfnt  abroad  as  wo  advised, 
put  iu  Mrs.  Jefferson.  Vtrj-  likely  she  is  dead,  aud 
her  dMUghter  married,  by  this  time.  Bless  me, 
Miw  Spencer,  how  you  made  rao  start  !  Hav-^  > oi 
finished,  that  you  dropi>ed  the  Rcis.<iors  iu  buch  a 
hurry,  and  almost  overset  your  chair  ?" 

"  Yes,  madam,  1  have  finishe«l ;  oofl,  if  you 
ple-ase.  I  will  go  home  at  cujo,".  returned  thogirl, 
timidly. 

"  It  is  a  dreadfnl.uighl.  Has  she  far  to  go? 
Can  she  not  remain  hero,  Margaret  ?"  asked  Mr. 
JifTcrson  of  his  wife. 


"No,  no,  please  ;  I  tnnst  return  to  my  mother. 
I  do  not  mind,"  said  the  girl,  anxiously.  .  . 

"  Very  well,  then  ;  I  will  pay  you  at  once." 

And  Mrs.  Jefferson,  eager  to  get  her  dangerous 
iumnt«  out  of  the  way,  drew  out  her  purse,  and 
handed  Miss  Spencer  her  scautjc  dole. 

"  It  is  very  cheap,  certaiul}'.  Upon  my  word,  I 
believe  Madame  Michau  would  have  charged  five 
times  OS  mncli  as  this  girl  has  charged,  said  Mrs. 
Jefferson,  exultingly,  as  she  held  up  the  dretis  to 
view.     And  it  fits  beaitifuUj',  I  must  my  !" 

"Then  I  must  say  you  should  have  given  her 
twice  as  much  as  she  charged,  my  dear— especially 
with  a  sick  mother,  and  on  such  a  night,"  re- 
monstrated her  hubband. 

"  Dear  me !  You  would  spoil  all  these  people, 
my  dear  !  said  the  lady,  scomfiUly.  I'm  Hure  every- 
thing is  dear  enough,  without  raising  them  upon  us 
also." 

"  Only  that  they  are  as  dear  to  them  as  to  ns,  ob- 
served her  husband.  Bnt  where  is  Norman  ?  He 
has  disappeared  during  the  housekeeping  argu- 
ment" 

"  Perhaps  he  has  gone  to  the  theatre,  said  Adela. 
He  did  talk  of  doing  so,  I  remember." 

No  more  was  said,  though  the  mother  was  not 
quite  satisfied,  even  with  all  her  faith  in  her  darling 
son.  Still,  she  was  too  wise  to  impart  her  fears  to 
her  husband,  who,  as  she  was  well  aware,  would 
only  laugh  them  to  scorn. 

And  when  Norman  reappeared  some  two  hours 
later,  she  abstained  even  from  asking  any  hazard- 
ous questions  on  the  cause  of  his  absence. 

Miss  Spencer  had  wrapped  her  cloak  round  her 
with  one  hand  ;  the  umbrella  and  veil  obscured 
the  light  aud  occupied  the  other  hand. 

The  snow  was  falling  fast,  and  the  ice  becoming 
impassable,  save  with  the  utmost  care  and 
steadiness. 

No  wonder  that  her  limbs  trembled  afl^r  that 
long  day's  work,  aud  that  iu  her  haste  she  elipped, 
and  would  have  encountered  a  dangerous  fall  but 
for  the  friendly  support  of  some  powerful  hand. 

She  started  rouud,  to  perceive  that  her  kindly 
assistant  was  no  other  than  the  son  of  her  employer. 

"Thank  you.  I  shall  not  be  so  careless  again. 
You  aie  very  good,  she  said,  as  he  offered  her  his 
arm.     I  am  not  at  all  hurt" 

"  I  hope  yon  are  not ;  bnt  you  must  not  nm  such 
another  risk,"  he  said,  persistently. 

She  was,  in  truth,  too  thankful  for  what  was  well- 
nigh  a  necessary  support  to  refuse  longer,  and  for  a 
few  minutes  they  went  on  slowly  and  in  silence. 

"  I  quite  forgot  to  ask  you  where  you  live,"  h« 
said  at  la^t,  with  an  amused  smile  at  his  own  ab- 
surdity. 

"  It  is  not  so  very  Ua  ;  just  la  th«  aaxt  street ; 
we  are  near  the  taming  now.  I  need  not  trouble 
yon  any  more,"  she  said. 

"I  shall  see  you  to  your  own  door,"  he  said, 
resolutely. 

"But,  she  stammered,  I  cannot — I  dare  not  ask 
you  to  come  in  !    Mamma  would  be  angry." 

"Is  she  so  saipicious  or  so  stern,  then?"  he 
asked. 

"  No,  no  ;  only  she  don't  know  I  work  at  your 
mother's  ;  and  I  would  not,  she  added,  only  for  her 
sake,  and  I  have  so  little  connection." 

"I  do  not  understand  you,  said  the  young  man, 
in  bewildered  surprise.  What  dislike  cau  your 
mother  have  to  mine,  when  she  has  never,  I  presume, 
heard  of,  much  le.ss  seen,  her  ?"  . 

"  Then  you— you  do  not  know  me  ?  said  the  girl, 
her  feelings  seeming  to  break  through  all  reserve. 
It  was  not  intentional  when  you  siwke  of  youraimt 
and  cousin  as  you  did  ?" 

"  My  aunt  and  consin !  repeated  Norman, 
stoppiug  short.  Then  ctvu  it  be— is  it  possible — 
that  you— yoti  are " 

"Your  cousiu,  Maud  Daseut  said  the  girl,  sadly. 
I  ought  not  to  have  told  you,  perhaps,  and  yon 
must  keep  my  secret ;  only  I  sm  so  desolate,  and 
when  I  heard  your  kindly  words,  I  could  not  b'I:"> 
it — indeed  I  could  not,  and  I  fiucied  you  remeuiVn  .- 
«d  the  littt«  Maud  of  whom  you  spoke  so  kindly. " 

"  And  you  are  reduced  to  this— you,  my  father's 
niece,  are  oomiielled  to  work  for  your  living— to  be 
exi">el  to  such  JDvoleoce,  such  hardships !  beez- 

clu'u  I  Maud  :!•>  \.' >;■(!.  r  your  mother  h^itcs  o:.r 
Tory  n.imc,  and  tbut  j or.r  lip  curled  with  sorru,  cs 
I  noticed  just  now,  at  my  poor  mother's  vain  bo««>t- 
iuga." 


"  Hush— hush !  If  it  did,  I  was  wrong,  said  the 
girl,  eagerly.  You  must  not  speak  or  think  thus  of 
your  mother,  Mrs.  Jefferson.  Then  your  sister  is 
so  lovely  ;  no  wonder  she's  proud  of  her,  and " 

"Call  me  Norman.  Oive  me  but  the  chance 
of  seeing  your  mother,  of  imploring  her  pardon, 
and  I  will  do  any  thing  !"  exclaimed  the  young  man. 

Maud  shook  her  head. 

"  I  can  call  you  Norman  if  you  like,  for  the  name 
seems  so  familiar  to  me  from  my  childhood,  she 
said  ;  but  to  take  you  to  poor  Mamma — to  agitato 
her  by  the  knowledge  of  my  deception— for  such  I 
fear  it  must  be  called— would  be  impossible.  No, 
no  ;  you  must  leave  me  now.  Mamma  will  be  only 
alarmed  too  much  already  ;  but  I  shall  not  forget 
your  kindness,  cousin  Norman,"  she  added,  with  a 
sweet  childlike  smile. 

The  young  man  longed  to  kiss  the  pretty  lips 
turned  so  temptingly  towards  him  ;  but  he  was  too 
generous  not  to  respect  her  loneliness,  and  he  con- 
tented himself  with  pressing  the  small  white  hand 
as  he  turned  away. 

But  he  followed  at  a  distance  till  he  saw  Maud 
safe  at  her  own  door,  and  walked  home  slowly  and 

silently,  musing  on  the  eventful  walk. 

•        «•»•••        •''■    ■' >  ■ 

It  was  some  three  months  after,  and  the  violets 
and  camellias  were  hciuldipg  sweet,  bright  spring, 
when  Mr.  Jefferson  entered  his  wife  and  daughter's 
morning  room. 

"  Margaret  my  dear,  he  said,  I  have  a  very  ex- 
citing piece  of  news  for  you— some  that  I  am  sure 
you  and  Adda  will  be  exceedingly  happy  to  hear. 
What  do  you  think  of  a  wedding  in  the  family  ?" 

"A  wedding !  repeated  the  wife.  My  dear,  how 
abrupt  you  are !  I  certainly  did  think  Mr.  Pierson 
very  pointed  iu  his  manner  to  Adda  the  other  night; 
but,  nevertheless,  I  did  not  expect  it  so  soon." 

"Nor  has  it  aud  I  hope  never  will  come,  my 
dear,  replied  Mr.  Jefferson  :  for  I  certainly  never 
could  give  my  consent  to  Adda's  marrying  a 
crabbed  old  man.  No  ;  our  child  will  not  bo  in  a 
hurry  to  leave  us,  I  trost  She  will  wear  brides- 
maid's jessamine  before  the  orange  blossoms.  It  is 
Norman  who  is  going  to  be  married.  Guess  the 
brid*<lect  ? " 

"  Well,  it  is  very  slv  of  him  ;  and  he  has  been 
very  queer  lately,  and  always  out  said  Adda, 
pouting.  Whoever  is  it,  papa  ?  Blanche  Vivian, 
or  Clara  Lowe,  or " 

"No,  my  dear;  nothing  so  cold,  or  tall,  or  proud 
as  your  friends,  laughed  the  father,  cheerily.  It  is 
the  sweeteu,  most  warm-hearted  httle  creature 
possible,  and  oiur  own  kith  and  Ids— yoor  coosio, 
Maud  Dasent 

"  Mr.  JaffersoB.  are  yoo  xaad  ?  That  beggar's 
girl  ?  and  after  all  that  baa  passed  ?  I  will  ixefa 
sp^k  to  her,  nor  him  eitiier, '  gasped  the  mothor  ; 
while  Adda  sneered  as  soomfolly  as  she  dared  b^ 
fore  her  determined  father,  on  whom  her  chief 
pleasures  and  comfort  depended. 

"  Quite  a  mistake,  my  love.  Maud  will  have 
SI 00, 000  from  a  distant  relative,  who  Lis  kindly 
tikeu  himself  off'  the  world's  books.  Bnt  mark  me, 
Margaret  had  she  been  penniless,  I  would  have 
taken  her  to  my  heart  as  a  daughter,  thankful  to 
atone  for  the  past  siu  to  her  and  her  mother." 

"  Aud  is  she  living— your  sister  ?"  asked  the  wife, 
sullenly. 

"  Thank  Heaven  !  yes,  though  in  most  fragile 
hejilth,  replied  her  husband  ;  but  she  will  want  for 
nothing  that  wealth  cau  give  to  restore  her  to 
strength  aud  prolong  her  life.  But  are  you  not 
anxious  to  see  your  daughter  and  sister,  ladies  ?"  he 
added,  triumphantly.  "I  would  not  announce  her 
till  I  was  prepared  to  prove  my  words  by  piod uciug 
my  little  jeweL" 

Aud.  opening  the  door,  and  disappearing  for  a 
few  minutes,  he  returned,  leading  iu  Maud,  now 
blooming  and  blushing  like  a  rose,  and  dressed  in 
elegant  though  most  simple  and  inexpensive  cos- 
tume. 

"  Miss  Spencer  .*"  burst  from  both  mother  and 
daughter. 

"Why,  my  dear,  yoa  said "  o(»itintied  the 

former. 

"  I  said  the  truth,  and  no  more :  and  another 
time  I  will  explaiu  all,  inteimpted  Mr.  Jefferson. 
Now  five  a  welctms  ij  our  future  daughter — our 
long-losl  niece" 

Mrs.  Jefferson  inwart'ly  eonfeased  that  Maod 
vta  almost  aa  lovely  aLd  more  graceful  aud  refined 
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than  her  own  idolized  Adda,  and  that  she  conld  not 
be  ashamed  of  so  gracefol  a  girl  with  twenty 
thonsand  poonds  as  a  portion.  And  when  she  was 
persuaded  to  accompany  her  home,  and  saw  the 
gentle,  fragile  aister-in-law,  who  wnn  vet  so  nn- 
reproaching  and  patient,  and  when  she  did  really 
satisfy  herself  ns  to  the  truth  of  the  wonderful 
legacy  asserted  by  her  husband,  all  scruples  and 
auger  passed  away  ;  though  it  may  be  feared  she 
scarcely  repented  tha  cold  imkinduess  to  Miss 
Spencer  while  petting  the  lovely  Mand  Dasent 
Nor  did  she  ever  know  that  her  husband  had  risked 
hundreds  of  his  own  money  to  establish  his  sister 
and  niece's  claim  as  the  next  of  kin  to  the  deceased 
relative  of  Mr.  Dasont,  or  that  long  ere  its  success 
was  certain  he  had  given  his  sanction  to  Norman's 
loTe  for  ''The  Seamstress." 


T3ie  Hunters  of  Kentucky.    ; 

Ye  gentlemen  and  ladies  fair,  who  grace  this 

famous  city, 
Just  listen,  if  you've  time  to  qxire,  while  I 

rehearse  a  ditty ; 
And  for  the  opportunity  conceive  yourselves 

quite  lucky  : 
For,  'tis  not  often  that  you  see  a  hunter  from  Kentucky. 
'  Oh  !  Kentucky  !  the  hunters  of  Kentucky  ! 

Wo  are  a  hardy  freo-bom  race,  each  man  to  fear 

a  stranger, 
Whate'er  the  game  we  join  in  chase,  r^espising 

toil  and  danger ; 
And  if  a  daring  foe  annoys,  whate'er  his  strength 

and  forces. 
We'll  show  him  that  Kentucky  boys  are  alligator  horses. 

Oh !  Kentucky !  &c. 

I  s'pose  yon're  read  it  in  the  prints,  bow  Packenham 

attempted 
To  make  old  Hickory  Jackson  wince,  but  soon  his 

schemes  repented  ; 
For,  we,  with  rifles  cocked,  thought  such  occasion 

lucky. 
And  soon  araond  the  general  flocked  the  hunters 

of  Kentucky. 

You've  hetkid,  I  s'pose,  how  New  Orleans  is  famed 

for  wealth  and  beauty  : 
There's  girls  of  every  hue,  it  seems,  from  snowy 

white  to  sooty. 
So  Packenham  ho  made  his  brags,  if  be  in  fight 

was  lucky. 
He'd  hare  their  girls  and  cotton  bags  in  spite  of 

old  Kentucky. 

But  Jackson  be  was  wide  awake,  and  wasn't 

scared  at  trifles  : 
For,  well  he  knew  whrvt  aim  we  take  with  our 

Kentucky  rifles  ; 
So  he  led  ns  down  to  Cyprus  swamp,  the  ground 

was  low  and  mucky, 
There  stood  John  Boll  in  martial  pomp,  and 

here  was  old  Kentucky. 

A  bank  was  raised  to  hi.3e  our  breast,  not  that 

we  thought  of  dying. 
But  then  we  always  like  to  rest  unless  the  game 

is  flying ; 
Behind  it  stood  our  little  /orce,  none  wished  it  to 

be  greater  : 
For,  every  man  was  half  a  horse  and  half  an  alligator. 

They  did  not  let  our  patience  tire,  before  they 

showed  their  faces — 
We  did  not  choose  to  waste  our  fire  :  So  snugly 

kei>t  our  places ; 
But  when  so  near  to  see  them  wink,  we  ti;ought  it 

time  to  Mop  'em. 
And  'twould  have  done  yon  gootl,  I  think,  to  pee  _ 

Kentuckiaus  drop  'cm. 
■.  y.  ■■  .:iv>  *■•:»-  '  •;    ■,-  *'.- .  -ii- 
They  found  at  last  Iwasr  rain  to  fight,  where  laid 

was  all  their  booty, 
And  so  they  wisely  took  to  flight,  and  left  us 

all  our  beauty  ; 

And  DOW  if  danger  e'er  annoys,  remember 

what  our  trade  is. 
Just  send  for  ns  Kentac!ky  boya,  and  w«'ll 

-protect  your  ladies. 


I  Never  says  Nothing  to  Nobody. 

BY  SILENT  SAM. 


What  a  shocking  world  this  is  for  scandle 

It  grows  worse  and  worse  every  day  : 
Everything  serves  for  a  handle. 

To  take  people's  good- names  away. 
In  back-biting  and  ntiling  each  labor       •    . 

A  low-fault  in  others  to  show  'body, 
I  could  tell  such  a  tale  of  each  neighbor, 

But  I  never  snys  nothing  to  nobody. 

To  loi  de  rol,  Ac.  fi 

There's  the  Baker  who  lives  in  great  style. 

His  wife  is  a  duce  of  a  fright : 
Of  dresses  she's  got  a  great  pile,  .' ' '  • '  - 

And  they  go  to  a  ball  every  night. 
In  his  single-horse  buggy  so  light. 

He  drives  around  town  just  to  show  body. 
He's  been  fined  twenty  times  for  short  weight, 

But  I  never  says  nothing  to  nobody. 

There's  the  butcher,  so  greasy  and  fat,  ■ 

When  abroad  he  does  nothing  but  boast. 
And  he  struts,  when  he  cocks  on  his  hat, 

As  if  he  ruled  every  roast : 
He  drosses  in  style  quite  a  dandy. 

He  is  tall,  so  he's  not  such  a  low-body. 
And  they  say  his  wife  tipples  the  brandy. 

But  I  never  says  nothing  to  nobody. 

There's  the  new-married  couple  so  happy,  ^ 

You'd  think  them  the  "  essence  of  love :"  . 
He  calls  her  before  every  "  sappy," 

His  " darling,"  his  "duck,"  and  his  "  dove,"^ 
But  at  home  they  have  nothing  but  strife, 

Such  quarrels,  enough  to  o'erflow  'body. 
In  fact  quite  a  cat-and-dog  life, 

But  I  never  says  nothing  to  nobody. 

There's  the  Methodist  priest  of  great  fame, 

I  very  oft  see  him  pass  by,  . 
His  bosom  is  filled  with  love's  flame,  • 

And  he  visits  a  oal  on  the  sly. 
Now  this  every  day  I  do  see  : 

Of  course,  he's  but  a  so-so  body,  ■ 
But  sis  it  is  nothing  to  me. 

Why,  I  never  says  nothing  to  nobody. 

I  could  tell  such  n  tale  of  each  neighbor,' 

All  'round  me,  both  great  and  email,  J 
That  really  without  any  labor, 

I'd  greatly  astonish  you  all ;  jj      ' 

But  here  now  my  short  ditty  ends, 

I  don't  wish  to  hurt  high  or  low  body, 
I  want  to  keep  in  with  my  friends : 

So  I  never  sa3-s  nothing  to  no-body,  .i 

—-.-H.^ \ 

The  Darling  Taller  Gal  dat  had  a  Josey^on.t 

I  seed  a  dashing  yaller  gal,  '        • 

One  day,  upon  de  levee  ; 
Her  form  was  round,  her  step  unui  light. 

But  wam't  her  btistle  heavy? 
She  cast  a  tender  glance  on  me, 

An'  den  my  heart  was  gone—  ' 
Oh  1  she  was  do  taring  yaller  gal 

Dat  had  a  Joscy  ou  !  ' 

Chorus  :    Oh  !  yes,  we  all  remember  her. 
She  used  to  hoe  de  com  ; 
But  she's  de  darling  yaller  gal 
Dat  had  a  Josey  on  ! 

I  tipped  my  hat,  an*  bowed  so  low      - 

Dat  I  could  hardly  straighten :    ;. 
An'  den  I  axed  her,  quite  perlite,     ' 

Dat  I  for  her  was  waitin . 
She  blushed  quite  blue,  an'  den  she  said  : 

"  You're  quite  a  dandy,  .John." 
Oh !  she  was  de  taring  yaller  gal 

Dat  had  a  Joscy  on ! 

Oh !  yes,  we  all  remember,  4c ' 

I  married  her  dat  very  day,        I '^ '^-  '  :      " 

A  week  we  libed  in  clober ;  'U    ":  ■ 

But  soon  my  Inbed  one  niu  away     ^  . . .  j  .  v       ^ 

AVid  Joe,  de  cattle  drover.  _  i    ■  ■    ;  ^    v   ■ 

An'  now  she  troubles  me  no  more,  ;\   •,..,.■:•>:.". 

Good  Lor'— I'm  glad  she's  gone : 
For,  she  wos  de  taring  yoUer  gftl 

Dat  had  a  Josey  on  ! 

Oh  !  yes,  we  all  remember,  4c. 


The  Irish  Wife. 


I  would  not  give  my  Irish  wife 

For  all  the  dames  of  the  Saxon  land— 
I  would  not  give  my  Irish  wife 

For  the  Queen  of  France's  h«ad :  [ 
For,  she  to  me  is  de.irer 

Thau  castles  strong,  or  lands,  or  lifo— 
An  outlaw,  so  I'm  near  her         • 

To  love  till  death  my  Irish  wife. 

Oh !  what  would  be  this  home  of  mine— 
A  ruined,  hermit  haunted  place. 

But  for  the  light  that  nightly  shino« 
'Pon  its  walls  from  Kathleen's  fko*? 

What  comftirt  is  a  mius  of  gold  — 
What  pleasure  in  a  royal  life  — 

If  the  heart  within  lay  dead  and  colil, 
\   Iflicouldnot  have  wed  my  Irish  wifii2 

When  the  law  forbade  the  banns,      _^ 

I  knew  my  king  abhorred  her  race  : 
Who  never  bent  before  their  clans. 

Most  bow  before  their  ladies'  gracA 
Take  all  my  forfeited  domain, 

I  cannot  wage  with  kinsmen  strife. 
Take  knightly  gear  and  noble  name, « 

And  I  will  keep  my  Iri^h  wife. 

My  Irish  wife  has  clear  blue  eyes,       _ 

My  heaven  by  day,  my  stars  by  night ; 
And  t\»'iuhke  truth  and  fondnc&s  lie  . 

Within  her  swelling  bosom  white  : 
My  Irish  wife  has  golden  hair  ; 

AppoUo's  harp  had  once  such  strings  : 
AppoUo's  self  migbt  pause  to  hear 

Her  bird-like  carol  when  she  sings. 

1  would  not  give  my  Irish  wife 

I    For  all  the  dames  of  the  Saxon  Lmd — 

I  would  not  give  my  Irish  wife 
h     For  the  Queen  of  France's  hand  : 

For,  she  to  mo  is  dearer 
k     Than  cfistles  strong,  or  lands,  or  life  ; 

In  death  I  would  near  her. 
And  rise  beside  my  Irish  wife. 

> ^ 1_ 

A  Hundred  Years  to  Come. 

By  W.  O.  Browne.  * 


I 

I 


Where,  where  will  be  the  birds  that  sing, 
*   A  hundred  years  to  come  ? 
The  flowers  that  now  in  beauty  springy' 
A  htmdred  years  to  come  ? 
■,  The  rosy  lip, 
I       >    The  lofty  brow,  .., 
I       ,  The  heart  that  beats 
A-    So  gaily  now  ? 
Oh  !  where  will  be  Love's  beaming  eye, 
Joy's  pleasant  smile,  and  Sorrow's  sigh, 
A  hundred  years  to  come  ? 

Who'll  press  for  gold  this  crowded  street, 
'    A  hundred  j-ears  to  come  ? 
Who  tread  yon  church  with  willing  fiaet, 
w  A  bimdred  years  to  come  ?  , 
Pale,  trembling  Age, 

And  fiery  Youth,  •  .     ■■ 

And  Childhood  with 

Its  brow  of  truth, — v 
The  rich,  the  poor,  on  land  and  sea, 
Where  will  the  mighty  millions  be 
^   A  hundred  years  to  come  T 

We  all  within  our  graves  Khali  sleeps 

A  hundred  yeirs  to  come ! 
No  living  soul  for  us  will  weep, 
4  bondrcd  years  to  C(]lno  ! 
But  other  men  V 

Our  knds  will  till, 
And  others  then 
Our  streets  will  fill, 
.    While  other  birds  will  sing  as  gay, 
-  As  bright  the  sun  shine  as  to-day, 
'  .,      A  hundred  years  to  come  I 

i  ^'»'— 

What  is  that  which  is  neither  flesh  nor  bone, 
yet  has  four  fingers  and  a  tbmnb  ?— A  glove. 


THE  OLD  CABIN  HOME. 


Arranged  for  tbo  Guitar  or  R;injo,  hj-  Prof.  EDMUND  CLARK,  Teacher  o(  the  Guitar,  Banjo,  Organ  and  Slnglnj,  No.  765  Broadway,  New  Turk. 
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3  When  o!<l  age  comes  on  ns,  and  my  hair  is  liiniinr  ^T.-.y, 
I  will  bau2  up  liio  banjo  all  alono; 
I'll  sit  down  by  the  fire  and  I'll  pass  th"  ti!uc  aw;\v. 
Away  down  in  my  old  Cabin  Home. 

Cbo:— Here  is  mv  old  Cabiu  Home,  tto. 
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,  4.  "iis  liiere  where  I  roam  away  down  on  the  old  fiirm,  ' 
Whore  ail  the  darkeys  am  free, 
<»  m?rrily  ^orrnd  the  I>anjo7-for  de  white  folks  round  the  room,. 
Away  ilown  in  my  old  C'a))in  Hoiiie. 

Clio:— Here  is  ray  old  Cabin  Home.  ^. 
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Courage,  Nerve  and  Pluck. 

If  in  the  strugRle  of  this  life 

The  rapid  race  you'd  run 
To  pain  both  fiime  and  honor,  or 

To  see  a  little  fun,  !. 

Trust  not  to  fuithlcKS  fortune. 

The  gnmbler's  goddess  luck. 
But  trust  the  sturdy  watchword — 

Of  courage,  nerve  and  pluck. 

If  in  the  race  yon  chance  to  fall,    , 

Don't  pause  to  rest  or  cr)', 
Or  ask  unhappy  fortune  then 

The  ca  life  or  reason  why: 
But  up  again  aud  at  it  quick, 

Aud  boldly  run  the  muck  : 
For,  trust  me,  friend,  they  aln-ajs  win 
Do  courage,  nerve  aud  pluck. 

Then  let  your  spirits  never  sink. 

No  matter  what  you  do,  ' »,.. 

Although  amid  misfortunes  drear 

You  sometimes  should  feel  blue.      ■"     '  .  ' 
Ton  yet  may  be  our  President, 

Grant  from  the  rolls  be  struck  :    .  . '    ' 

For,  yet,  in  spite  of  race-course  cads. 

We've  counige,  nerve  aud  pluck. 

■:.■_':    Eoot  Hog  or  Die. 

The  greatest  old  nigger  that  ever  I  did  see,    • 
Looked  like  a  sick  monkey  up  a  sour  apple-tree  ; 
It  don't  make  a  bit  of  difference  to  either  you  or  I, 
Big  pig,  little  pig,  -root  hog  or  die. 
Cnoars. 

Chief  cook  and  l)ottle  washer,  caphiin  of  the  waiters. 
Stand  upon  your  head  while  you  peel  a  bag  of  taters. 
Jog  along. 

I  came  from  fJ^L^'^ginny  with  a  pocket-full  of  news, 
I  am  worth  fonr'Bhilliugs,  standing  in  my  shoes  ; 
sn't  make  a  bit  of  (lifferetice  to  either  you  or  I, 
Ittle  pig,  big  pig,  root  hog  or  die.  Chorus. 

The  Broadway  niggers  look  so  mighty  grand, 
Shanghai  c<iAt8  aud  gloves  ufmn  the  hand, 
A  )iig  Ktauding  colLtr,  standing  away  up  to  the  sky. 
Little  pig,  big  pig,  root  hog  or  die.  Chorus. 

Oh  !  these  Broadway  gals  look  so  mighty  gay. 
With  their  hiK)|)ed  skirts  promenading  Broadway  : 
Their  bonnets  on  their  shoulders,  aud  their  noses 

to  the  sky, 
Tliey  go  it  in  the  sun  or  shade— root  hog  or  die. 

Chorus. 


►-•♦^ 


Wake  From  Thy  Happy  Dreanu. 

Wake  from  thy  happy  dreams. 

Pure  as  the  morning  beams. 
Loved  ones  around  thee  wait  thy  gentle  voice  to  hear ; 

Wake — for.  the  robin  sings 

On  gay  and  sunlit  wings,  

While  trtim  the  gleaming  vale  low  zephyrs  whisper  near. 

Elfius  in  KiU'tice  rotim. 

Back  to  their  mossy  home. 
Warned  by  the  waking  rose,  lured  by  the  purling 

streams. 

Angels  who  guard  thy  sleep, 

Wing  now  the  azure  deep  ;  .       . 

Wake  from  thy  happy  dreams. 
Wake  from  thy  happy  dreams,  thy  happy,  happy — 

Wake  from  thy  happy  dreams. 

Wake  from  thy  happy  dreams, 

Hope  o'er  thy  pillow  beams  I 
Love's  gentle  cares  are  thine,  lose  uot  the  blissful  day  ; 

Fair  skies  are  o'er  thee  now, 

Fond  kisses  gem  thy  brow. 
Borne  on  the  tide  of  years,  young  pleasures  fade  away  : 

Pure  may  tliy  visions  be 4 

Life's  roses  bloom  for  thee,     "    •■■■■        '>  '     '■■  . 
When  childhood's  feet  no  more  stray  by  the 

woodland  streams ; 

While  buds  and  leaves  are  rolled  ,■'■■' 

In  flames  of  shining  gold,  ' •■  • ' 

Wake  from  thy  happy  dreams  ; 
Wake  from  thy  happy  dreams,  thy  happy,  happy — 

Wake  from  toy  happy  dreams. 


I've  Wandered  in  Dreamt. 

Tve  wandered  in  dreams  to  the  moonlight's  home. 
In  fancy  I've  been  Vhere  a  thought  could  roam  ; 
I've  blissfully  gazed  ou  the  sunny  smiles 
Of  the  maidens  who  dwell  in  the  starry  isles  ; 
I  have  wakened  from  slumbers  pure  and  free. 
From  thiae  airy  charms,  to  love  but  thee. 

.    Oh  I  not  more  dear  the  honeyed  flowers. 

Just  blown  at  morning,  to  the  bee — 
Or  to  the  garden  summer  showers. 

Than  thou,  my  love,  art  dear  to  me. 

I  have  dreamt  about  Edeu's  blissful  bowers. 
And  breathed  the  sighing  of  Heaven's  own  flowers  ; 
I've  heard  the  wild  songs  of  the  Pamdise  birds  : 
But  ever,  in  sleeping,  the  memory  of  words. 
Once  spoken  by  thee,  came  sweet  ou  mine  ear, 
Aud  the  music  arouud  me  no  more  would  I  hear. 


Come  and  Sing  to  Me  Again. 

I  have  heard  sweet  music  stealing 

'Round  about  me  as  I  kiy — 
Like  the  songs  of  angels  singing 

From  that  bright  land  far  away. 
And  I  feel  such  joy  and  gladness, 

As  I  listen  to  each  stniin  : 
Tell  me,  do  you  think  they'll  ever 

Come  and  sing  to  me  again  ? 
Chorus  :    I  have  heard  sweet  music  stealing 
'Round  about  me  as  I  lay. 
Like  the  songs  of  angels  singing 
From  that  biiyht  kud  far  away. 


I  have  heard  sweet  music  stealing. 

That  would  melt  the  hardest  heart, 
And  onto  the  tired  aud  wemy 

Would  a  soothing  l>alm  impart. 
And  I  lay  all  claims  aside. 

As  I  listen  to  each  stmin  : 
Tell  me,  do  you  think  they'll  ever 

C«me  and  sing  to  me  again  ? 


Ghoms. 


Specie  Payment. 

Maiie  pnbliihed  by  J  L  Peters  (43  Broadway,  N.  Y. 


Ring  the  Wlls  and  beat  the  dmm  ! 

Shake  your  neighbor's  hand  to-day  I 
Good  old  times  will  surely  come — 

Oh  !  how  long  they've  been  awa/l 
Gold  and  silver  take  "a  drop  ;" 

Not  a  "  drop  too  much,"  'tis  plain ! 
Wall  street's  going  to  shut  up  shop — 

Specie  payment's  come  again ! 
Chorus  :    Ah  !  don't  it  make  your  fingers  tingle  ? 
Greenbacks  now  are  on  the  wane  1 
Can't  j'ou  hear  the  jingle,  jingle? 
Specie  payment's  come  again  I 


♦'  Taxes  "  now  will  end  the  strife 

All  to  break  us  in  a  year. 
Bachelors  can  take  a  wife  — 

Now  they  needn't  ha^-e  a  fear  ! 
Old  and  young,  we  needn't  fret. 

Fortune  now  will  have  her  reign  1 
All  the  girls  will  husbands  get — 

Specie  payment's  come  again  ! 


Chorus. 


"  Bulls  and  boars  "  are  in  a  rage  I 

Let  them  fight  it  out  nloue  ; 
Put  them  in  an  iron  cage 

Till  they've  quite  contented  grown  I 
Jimmy  Fisk  his  match  has  found. 

Long  has  he  been  "  raising  Cain  1" 
Female  brokers  brought  it  round  ! 

Specie  {wyment's  come  again  I 

Tes.  the  good  old  times  have  come  I 

*Tis  the  year  of  jubilee ! 
Ring  the  bells,  and  beat  the  drum  i 

Hang  "  old  Panic  "  to  a  tree  ! 
Let  the  nations  have  their  "  row,* 

We  can  "Battle  up  "  with  Spain  I 
Hayee  will  *•  buy  "  young  Cuba  now — 

Specie  payment's  come  again. 


Choins. 


ChonuL 


Only  a  Baby  Small. 


Tba  Mntle  ofthla  ■ong  li  pnbMibed  by  J.  L.  Paters, 
843  Uroadway,  New  York. 


Only  a  baby  small,  sent  from  the  skies ; 
Only  a  laughing  face,  two  sunny  eyes  : 
Only  two  cnerry  lips,  one  chubby  nose, 
Only  two  little  hands,  ten  httle  toes. 
Only  a  golden  head,  curly  enid  soft : 
Only  a  tongue  that  wags  loudly  and  oft ; 
Only  a  little  brain,  empty  of  thought. 
Only  a  little  heart,  troubled  with  naught 

'■,:_       Chohcs.        .■.■'■'':'■■■ 
Light  of  our  loving  hearts  !  hope  of  our  years  t 
Gilding  with  meriy  laugh  life's  many  tears  1 
So  came  this  baby  dear,  cheering  our  way. 
Sweet  little  bird  of  home,  fly  not  away. 

Only  a  tender  flower,  sent  lu  to  rear  : 

Only  a  life  to  love  while  we  are  here. 

Only  a  body  small,  never  at  rest. 

Small,  but  how  dear  to  us— God  knoweth  best. 

Only  a  life  to  shield,  while  clouds  are  nigh. 

Only  a  will  to  teach,  while  days  go  by  I 

Only  an  angel  lent,  crowning  our  love, 

Only  a  heart  to  lead,  far,  far  above.  Chorus. 


Walk,  Walk,  Walk. 

The  popular  sensation. 

The  wonder  and  the  talk. 
Is  how  to  make  the  quickest  time, 

And  never  break  a  walk  ; 
The  whole  Yankee  nation  \ 

Is  taking  to  its  heels. 
The  very  lacomotive  cars 

Are  getting  ofl  their  wheels. 

Chorus. 

Then  walk,  walk,  walk,  everybody  walk, 
Don't  hop,  skip,  or  jump,  but  vigorously  walk  ; 
Staim's  too  slow,  riding's  not  the  talk. 
Don't  sail,  don't  drive,  but  eveibody  walk. 

Some  walking  for  a  wager. 

Some  walking  for  the  drinks  : 
Some  walking  off  a  thousand  miles, 

Aud  some  a  thousand  links ; 
Some  walking  a  la  Blondin,  ';    . 

Some  walking  on  their  head. 
And  others  walking  day  aud  night 

Until  they  tumble  dead.  Chorus. 

But  never  mind  the  uproar. 

Be  thankful  'tis  no  worse  ; 
Like  measles,  mumps  or  chicken-pox. 

The  thing  must  have  its  course  : 
And  by-and-ly  the  hobby 

Wilf  make  a  sudden  baulk,     : 
Flare  up,  collapse  and  fizzle  oat, 

And  that  will  end  the  walk. 


Choms. 


-••►-•i 


'Twas  Only  My  Dream. 

ECHOES  FROM  THK  OtTLD  SOD. 

Tba  Mnalo  of  tlila  •ooir  la  pnbllahed  by  Wm.   A.  Pond 
*  Co..  M7  Broadway.  Mew  Turk. 


Oh !  Shamns,  my  dear !  I  fear  yonr  heart  is  astray  : 
For,  mine,  I  can  tell  so  well,  'tis  melting  away. 
The  pale  moon  is  high,  I  sigh— for,  sad  is  her  beam  — 
But  sadder  my  heart,  to  part,  oh !  sorrow  my  dream. 

CSoHca. 
Oh  I  Shamus,  my  dear !  come  here,  still  cling 

to  my  heart 
Thy  Norah  will  be  to  thee  as  dear  as  thou  art 
I  hear  thee  afar,  the  star  is  shining  more  bright 
Twas  only  my  dream,  a  gleam  that  shaded  my  sight 

Oh !  Shamns,  my  dear !  'tis  clear,  it  came  as  I  lay 
In  anguish,  last  night  no  light  to  cheer  me  then  strayed; 
I  saw  thee,  tis  true,  'twas  yon,  another  was  there. 
She  laid  on  your  breast  no  rest  for  me  bat  d^pair. 

Chobtti.'  '    ■^•■^■ 
Oh  !  Shamns,  my  dear !  come  here,  still  cling 

to  my  heart, 
Thy  Norah  will  be  to  thee  as  dear  as  thou  art 
I  heur  thee  afar,  the  star  is  shining  more  bright 
Twas  only  my  dream,  a  gleam  that  shaded  my  nght 
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Pity  The  Homeleas  One  To-Night. 

Word*  b;  QeorKB  Cooper  Miieic  by  Cbarlei  E   T'lt' 

Maiic  to  be  had  of  W.  A  Poud  547  Broadway,  N   T 

Price  30  ceuu 


Tom  fixnh  home,  I'm  ead  and  we»ry. 

Far  from  sceDes  that  ouce  were  bright 
Wanderiug  'ueath  the  sky  so  dreary — 

Pity  the  homeless  oue  to-night !  -       ^ 

Darkly  dawus  tor  me  the  morrow. 
Coldly  now  the  stars  look  down. 
Nothing  left  me  but  sorrow — 
I'm  ^neeth  Misfortmie's  frown  I         - 
Chorus  :    Torn  from  home,  I'm  sad  and  weary. 

Far  from  scenes  that  once  were  bri  hi  ; 
Wandering  'ueath  the  sky  80  dreary- 
'  Pity  the  homeless  oue  to-uight. 

Gone  for  me  the  sounds  of  gladness,  "     '     ' 

Gone  the  joys  that  ouce  I  knew 
Help,  oh  !  help  me  in  my  sadness, 

Kindly  hearts  so  good  and  true  I  ' 

Lonely  in  the  oheerletis  city. 

Storms  around  me  fiercely  blow  ; 
Who  will  on  me  now  take  pity, 

While  I  wander  to  and  fro  ?  Chor  i.->. 

Beam  no  gentle  smiles  to  cheer  me  : 

Once  I  gazed  in  eyes  so  fair  ! 
Dear  and  loving  ones  were  near  me  : 

Now  I've  naught  but  wild  despair  ! 
No  soft  mother-hands  to  bless  me. 

No  fond  kiss  at  close  of  day  !  i 

No  wee  darlings  to  caress  me^ 

Homeless,  helpless,  now  I  stray.  Chon    . 


I  Tried  to  call  her  Mother. 

Words  by  T   P.  Eltuue.  Cmnposed  by  Jnatin  Jn<  li 

Muaic  published  by  Oeo.  Von  Kaiufke  5°i7  Fulton 

Street,  lirooklyu.  L.  1.  Price  3i  ceiita. 

Sung  by  MiunfeClifford. 


I  have  tried  to  call  her  mother. 

Since  the  day  when  first  we  met ; 
But  she  is  not  like  another. 
Who  I  never  cim  forget : 
Who  is 'neath  the  roses  sleeping. 

With  the  cold  earth  for  her  bed. 
Where  the  dew-gemmetl  Ivy's  creeping 

Out  amid  the  silent  dead. 
Chorus  :    I  have  tried  to  call  her  mother, 
But  I  cannot,  cannot  yet : 
For,  she  is  not  like  another, 
And  my  heart  will  ne'er  forget 

I  have  tried  to  call  her  mother. 

Since  she  took  that  loved  one's  place  ; 
She  is  kind  to  little  brother. 

And  he  loves  her  smiling  fiace  ;         . 
But  were  she  a  loving  Angel 

With  a  soul  too  pure  for  earth. 
She  could  not  be  like  another 

Who  has  gained  immortal  birth.  Chorus. 

I  have  tried  to  call  her  mother. 

She  is  good  and  pure  and  true ; 
But  my  heart  yearns  for  another. 

Whom  in  blissful  days  I  knew  ; 
Yet  I  feel  a  tender  pity 

For  this  friend  whom  God  has  given  ; 
But  I  cannot  call  her  fondly, 

I've  a  mother,  dear,  in  Heaven.  Chorus. 


Meet  Me  by  Moonlight,  Willie. 

There  is  a  fine  ship  on  the  ocean. 
All  lined  with  silver  and  gold  : 
Its  name  is  Abraham  Lincoln,  > 

And  I'm  sure  that  my  Willie's  on  board. 
Chorus  :    Oh  !  meet,  oh  !  meet  me  by  moonlight, 
Oh !  meet  me  by  moonlight  alone  ; 
I  have  a  sad  story  to  tell  3'ou, 
Must  be  told  by  the  moonlight  alone. 

Oh  !  where  has  my  Wilhe  now  gone  to  ? 

He's  out  on  the  wild  raging  sea,   : 
He's  out  on  the  ocean  a  sailing, 

And  he'll  never  come  back  unto  me.       Chonis. 

I  wish  I  knew  of  an  eagle 

Would  lend  me  their  wings  for  to  fly :'  ■■' 
Fd  fly  to  the  arms  of  my  Willie, 

And  there  I  would  lay  down  and  di&     Chorus. 


Blanche  May. 

Written  and  snng  by  St.  Clare  Smith.       Air:  Sellie  Qray 


In  Philadelphia  City,  on  the  Delaware's  bright  shore, 
Where  I  spent  many  hajipy  hours  away, 
I  met  a  lovely  creature,  bri^;ht  as  Fairy  Queen  was  she, 
And  the  oaue  of  the  maid  was  Blanche  M»jr> 

•;..-''•%, .:1-"X.}^'   Chorus.     v",'/'-^J'. "■■'■■'■:  I'^^JV 

Oh !  my  sweet  Blanche  May,  yon  are  brighter 

far  than  day, 
As  your  light  form  in  graceful  motions  play  : 
1  have  Seen  other  beauties,  but  none  ever  can  compare 
With  my  idol,  my  charming  Blanche  May. 

She  is  pure  as  the  snow-drop,  and  sweet  as 

the  blushing  rose, 
Her  face  is  the  sweetest  ever  seen, 
3er  heart  is  so  guileless,  she  is  loved  by  every  one, 
iler  mind  is  both  gentle  and  serene,      i     ;     Chonib. 


I   , 


May  Heaven's  hand  of  mercy  shield  her  safely 

from  Till  harm, 
I  ts  blessings  her  every  path  attend  : 
May  the  winduof '"ivrrsity  never  touch  my  darling  «>ue. 
Is  the  hoiHi  and  the  piiiver  of  her  friend.         Choruis. 


Bill,  They  Want  You  For  Mayor. 

GrOO<l  evening,  my  friends,  you're  all  looking  well, 
I  came  here  to  sec  you  and  niy  troubles  to  tell : 
When  I  go  along  the  street,  the  l>oys  at  me  staio, 
And  they  all  holler  out— "Bill,  they  want,  you 

for  Mayor !" 

The  other  day,  walking  down  C'lestnut  Street, 
Oue  fellow  .said  I  looked  like  a  1  eat, 
I  ran  fur  the  blackguard  and  pu:led  down  his  hair. 
And  he  shouted  out—"  Bill,  they  want  you  for  Ma^or !' 

Their  shouting  at  me  I  now  understand  ; 
It's  because  they  want  my  eduiuilion  and  laud. 
They'll  never  get  nothing  from  nie,  I  do  swear. 
Unless  they  all  say — "Bill,  we  Wimt  you  for  Mayor  1" 

•-•►— '  ■:;.■;,       * 

The  Irish  Begiment. 

CopyiiKbt,  1676.  by  E.  II.  Harding. 

Worda  and  Melody  b;^J.  P.  Skelly.      Arranged  by  E.  Maylat  < 

The  uiiiRicuf  Ibis  bouk  cuu  l>eobtuine#Df  £  H.  HardiuK 

No  229  Bowery.    u|i(>osit«  Princ"  Strret    New-York— 

Elegant  Fall  Mualc  S:ze  Slieet  for  10  caota. 

Aa  aung  by  the  Foy  Slaten,  ,  .. 


The  regiment  is  forming,  now,  :''..' 

The  ranks  are  nearly  filled  ;  . ;~ 

For  valor  or  for  victory,  ,   . '  , 

Our  hearts  are  always  drilled.         •      •  • 
All  Irishmen  unite  with  us,  "    '"■■: 

And  give  their  heart's  consent'  ;     ,* 
To  live  or  die  like  soldiers, 

In  the  Irish  regiment!  ' 

Jn  clashing  iuiiform  we  go. 

So  straif^ht  in  ever}' line,  >,  ■    :;'■,.• 

-f-  Admiring  friends  their  praise  bestow,       ... 
•  And  say  we  look  so  fine.      ....      -       V      ' 

CHonrs. 

Hurrah  for  the  Irish  Hegimeut,  that  waits  the 

bugles  cull 
Gallant  soldiers  all,  who  for  their  flag  would  fall ! 
Of  ragiug  war  or  cannon's  roar,  we  have  no  fear  at  all  - 
We'll  march  away  to  glory  in  the  Irish liegimeut ! 

We'll  show  the  Yankee  nation  ■  .     ■•■  . 

What  the  Iri->hmen  can  oo  ; 
'     In  the  Armory  or  battle-fiel  J, 
To  duty  we  are  true  ; 
"V^Tieu  marching  on  the  gaj  parade. 

We  are  the  nation's  pride  ; 
While  the  Stars  and  Stripes"  and  Erin's  flag 
Are  flying  side  by  side  ! 

^  dashing  tmiform,  &c.  with  Chorus. 

The  cauiie  we  serve  is  Liberty !      \  -  "^  ■■  ■  - :; 

And  we're  a  valiant  band  ; 
Some  day  we'll  see  the  tyrants  fall. 

And  freedom  in  our  land  ;  .  ■  ■  v,;'--      ... 

But  far  away  we  now  muht  stay,       ^  ;   ''  ■ 

And  be  with  hope  content ;  C  • '.  .-v; 

While  marching  on  to  victory, 

In  the  Irish  4«giment ! 

In  dashing  imiform,  Ac,  with  Chorus. 


The  Little  Log  Cabin's  the  Home  After  AIL 

TWER  TO  IXK>  CilBIN  IN  TUK  ULNX. 

H«»w  well  i  rt>member  the  little  old  cabin, 

Whert!  flrNt  shone  the  light  of  my  lite's  esxly  mom  I 
It  sUkhI  ou  a  hill-.<uJe,  in  sight  of  a  village. 

And  under  the  same  root  my  mothec  was  botiL 
I  grew  up  to  manhood,  and  started  life's  journey, 

liesolvotl  that  my  fortunes  sh«mld  rise  and  not  fiJl ; 
But  oue  thing  1  learned,  and  I'll  never  fotiget  it, 

That  hUlc  iog  cabin's  the  home  after  alL 

Chobus. 
I  care  not  wherever  in  life  I  mav  wander, 

I  nenrer  have  found,  in  the  |>aIaoe  or  hall, 
A  place  half  so  dear  to  my  heart  as  that  cabin, 

I've  found  it  to  be  the  best  home  after  alL 

'TwRs  there  my  poor  moth<T  first  tanuht  mo  in  boyhood 

The  duties  ot  rii;ht  and  tliH  errors  of  wrori^  : 
'Twas  there  I  have  driven  the  c<iws  (n>ni  the  n)<<n(l<>««, 

A  bare>toi>ted  l>oy,  while  1  heani  the  bird  n  MMig. 
I've  ploqghed  tfith  my  lather,  I'vo  mowed  in 

the  meadow, 
I've  ti{|iined  the  young  vines  o'er  the 

I  mnw-oovered  wall 

That  stood  round  the  spring:  ah!  talkuotof  pleMursi^ 
That  little  log  cabin's  the  home  of  them  alL 

j  I  care  not,  fto. 

I've  (TTOlm  np  to  manhood,  and  fortune  smiles  on  IB% 

1  look  back  to  youth  with  a  feeling  of  pain. 
And  thilik  I  would  give  all  I  think  of  posaessing. 

If  I  c%nld  livt^  happy  my  boyhooil  agaiu^ 
I  we<  p  when  I  think  of  my  father  and  moHer,' 

Both  sleeping  in  death  near  the  old  garden  wall : 
Of  all  the  dear  homes  in  this  worM  that  I  have 

met  with, 

The  little  old  cabin's  the  home  of  them  alL  ^' 

I  care  not,  Ao.^ 


The  Little  Chestnut  Booster. 

Air:     Chsnipiil^-iie  Charley. 


As  I  was  walking  down  Broadway,  * 

•  Oue  stonily  alternoon, 
I  luet  with  a  pretty  little  giri 
On  the  comer  of  Broome  ; 
She  lifted  her  skirts  a  little  too  high 

And  showed  her  pretty  calf, 
Which  caught  the  eye  of  a  chestnut  peddler, 
.^nd  you'd  ought  to  have  seen  him  laugh. 
Chonis  :     It  set  this  rooster  crazy. 

And  he  didn't  know  what  to  do  : 
He  sold  a  quart  and  charged  for  a  pint  t- 
Oh  !  how  those  chestnuts  flew ! 

Tbey  married  were  that  aftemooa/r 

And  for  J.rwe)'  City  startetl 
And  left  the  old  woman  all  aIon«— 

She  seemed  quite  broken-hearted. 
Tq  Taylor's  hotel  they  went  that  night. 

And  the  Il<N>ster  l(K)ked  so  shy 
To  see  his  wife,  liofore  e^'i'^S  ^  ^i^it 

I^ill  out  her  glass  eye.  Cbfliab 

They  chatte<l  and  talke<l  a  little  whil»— 

ba3's  he— "you're  the  only  daughter" 
At  the  same  time  his  wife  was  taking  ont  hor  «y« 

And  put  it  in  a  glass  of  cold  water. 
He  Ix'iiig  very  tired  he  fell  asleep : 

In  the  night,  being  very  dry, 
He  got  up  and  drank  the  crotou  watec; 

And  swallowed  his  wife's  glass  eye,       Obofllik 

When  he  woke  up  in  the  morning, 

And  found  what  he  had  done, 
He  dressed  himself  and  skedaddled  down  ataiw 

You'd  ought  to  have  seen  him  run- 
Be  m>ide  his  way  to  Baxter  street, 

In  an  alley-way,  close  by, 
Where  he  was  introduced  to  his  mother-in-lav 
j  By  a  girl  that  had  a  glass  eye.  OboRHk 

She  woke  up  in  the  morning. 

And  looked  up  all  around. 
Her  little  chestnut  ronster 

Was  nowhere  to  be  found  : 
She  sat  down  and  cried  a  little  wbfls^ 

To  think  she'd  been  sucked  in  — 
"  There's  one  coniolatiou,  says  f  he,  Trt  get, 

I  can  go  oue  eye  against  hiir  Obovob 


i^ 


'""ilPil!- 


mmmmm 


SI 


^■n 


-.^i;-  :;;-A',*Sj«fc- 


384 


THE    SlIVGERS'    JOrRMAL.. 


When  the  Pigi  Begin  to  Fly. 

Written  sod  Compoaed  bj  J.  F.  UcArdl*. 


Fye  got  the  gift  of  i>rophecy,  as  I  will  qnickly  show  : 
The  secrets  of  the  future  most  iufuUibly  I  know  ^ 
I'll  give  you  all  a  few  straight  tips  aud  I  will  prophesy 
Of  soia«  itiaoge  thiugs  to  happen  when  the  pigs 

•  begin  to  fly. 

Chobvs. 
When  the  pigs  begin  to  fly,  oh  !  won't  the  pork  be  high ! 
Though  they  are  the  most  unlikely  birds  that 

ever  flew  in  the  sky, 
I  see  no  reason  why  they  should  never  have  a  try — 
Much  queerer  things.wiU  come  to  pass, 

when  the  pigs  begin  to  fly. 

Some  folks  they  want  cremation  and  are  very 

much  perplezed, 
Beoanse  they  say  they'd  rather  bum  in  this  world 

than  the  next 
They're  bound  to  make  a  'ash  of  it  if  they  cremation  try, 
They'll  settle  this  burning  question,  when 

the  pigs  begin  to  fly. 
CaoRrs. 

When  the  pigs  begin  to  fly,  oh  I  won't  the  pork  be  high  ! 
Though  they  are  the  most  unlikely  birds  that 

ever  flew  in  the  sky, 
I  see  no  reason  why  they  nwrer  should  have  a  try — 
We'll  all  adopt  cremation,  when  the  pigs  begin  to  fly. 

We  hear  a  lot  of  woman's  wrongs  and  also 

woman's  rights. 
They  ^^mt  to  wear  the  breeches,  do  the  old  and 

ugly  frights  : 
The  rights  they  need  is  marriage  rites,  for 

Home  Rule  they  should  try, 
Well  send  old  maids  to  parliament,  when  the 

pigs  begin  to  fly. 
Chorus. 
When  the  pigs  begin  to  fly,  oh !  won't' the  pork  be  high  ! 
Though  they  are  the  most  unlikely  birds  that 

ever  flew  in  the  sky, 
I  see  no  reason  why  they  never  should  have  a  try — 
'  Old  spinsters  will  be  ministers,  when  the  pigs 

begin  to  fly. 

The  force  of  folly  and  of  fashion  could  no  further  go, 
Yon  must  confess  that  ladies'  dress  at  present 

is  all  a  show  : 
With  mfb,  pufb,  and  mnffs,  and  stuff's  dame 

Nature  they  defy, 
I  do  believe  they'll  dress  like  Eve,  when  the 

pigs  begin  to  fly. 
CHORrs. 
When  the  pi^  begin  to  fly,  oh  !  wos't  the  pork  be  high  ! 
Though  th%  art*  the  most  unlikely  birds  that 

ever  flew  in  the  sky. 
I  see  no  reason  why  they  never  should  have  a  try —  * 
They'll  only  wear  their  natural  hair,  when  the 

pigs  begin  to  fly. 

A  day  will  come  when  every  belle  will  drera 

with  simple  taste, 
She  won't  pufi  out  her  figure  and  screw  in  her 

dainty  waist : 
High  heels  low  bodies  dress  improvers, 

chignons  she'll  decry — 
Drop  powder,  pcff,  all  such  stuff,  when 

the  pigs  begin  to  fly. 

Chorus. 

When  the  pigs  begin  to  fly,  oh !  won't  the  pork  be  high  ! 
Though  they  are  the  most  unlikely  birds  that 

ever  flew  in  the  sky, 
I  see  no  reason  why  they  never  should  have  a  try — 
Each  female  saint  will  never  paint,  when  the 

pigs  begin  to  fly. 


In  what  ship  has  the  greatest  number  of  people 
been  wrecked  ?— Courtship. 

When  is  a  candle  like  a  tombstone  ?—Wlien  a 
woman  puts  it  up  for  her  late  husband. 

When  a  man  has  "seen  his  best  days,"  there  is 
one  consolation.     H«  haa  generally  seen  his  worst 


wmmmmmmm 


Answer  to  There's  a  Letter  in  the  Candle. 

Word*  by  Oeo.  Ooopar.  Muilc  \>j  Barr;  Merton. 


Oh  !  I  knew  it  was  a  letter 

That  I  saw  the  other  night. 
When  a  little  spark  was  shining 
In  the  candle  flame  so  bright  I 
For,  the  one  I  loved  was  absent. 

Far  beyond  the  Htormy  aea. 
And  I  wondered,  fondly  sighing. 

If  he  ever  thought  of  me. 
Chorus !    Oh  !  he  loves  me  fondly. 
Oh  !  be  loves  me  dearly. 
To  my  doubts  I'll  bid  adieu, 

I'll  bid  adieu ! 
Yos.  I  knew  I'd  get  a  letter  : 
What  the  candle  told  was  true. 


Oh  !  he  fnjn  the  days  are  lonely. 

While  he's  absent  from  my  side. 
And  he  tells  me  I'm  his  treasure 

Iji  this  weary  world  so  wide. 
So  I'll  write  a  little  answer, 

Aud  I'll  fold  a  kiss  therein  ! 
And  I'll  say  I'm  his  forever. 

That  none  else  my  heart  can  win  I 


Chorus. 


So  I'll  watch  with  fond  affection 

Fur  that  spnrk  to  come  again  ; 
Oh  !  it  brings  me  back  to  gladness, 

'Tis  the  sunlight  after  rain  ! 
Bless  the  loving  little  omen — 

For,  it  whiH{>ers  such  delight. 
That  I  wish  there  was  a  letter 

In  the  ciindle  every  night. 


Chorus. 


Oat  Bean  Soup. 
>  

For  we  represent  de  privates  ^ 

In  de  noble  cullnd  troop. 
Who  march  about  iu  all  de  states. 
Looking  out  for  some  bean  sonp. 
Chorus :    For,  we  love  beau  soup. 

Get  enough  for  de  whole  troop  ; 
■■    .         For,  de  men  Lave  got  de  croup, 
>  And  dey  must  have  dat  bean  soup. 

When  we  went  out  on  'Spection  day. 

We  didui^  have  much  to  s^  : 
For,  de  men  dey  all  had  de  croup, 

I^ooking  out  for  dat  beau  soup.  Chorus. 

Oh  !  when  dat  noup,  it  hove  in  sigh% 
You  ought  to  have  seen  dose  darkies— 

You'd  tiuk  dat  to  a  war  dey  had  bin. 
As  dey  was  wiping  off"  dere  chin.  Chorus. 


Speak,  Only  Speak. 


Word*  by  Artbar  Freuch. 


Uuslc  bj  Geo.  W.  Parsley. 


Why  are  yon  silent  and  sad,  love. 

Filling  my  poor  heart  with  pain  ? 
Lives  young  as  yours  should  be  glad,  love. 

Smile  on  me  sweetly  again. 
Surely,  I  never  can  leave  thee 

Here  with  those  tears  on  thy  cheek — 
What  have  I  done  thus  to  grieve  thee  f 

Speak  to  me,  love.'  only  speak. 
Chorus  !    Oh  !  spenk  to  me,  then,  only  speak,  love, 
,  Why  are  those  tears  on  thy  cheek  ? 

Give  me  the  answer  I  seek,  love. 
Speak  to  me,  love,  only  speak. 

Why  are  you  sorrowing  here,  love,  . 

When  I  am  dose  by  your  side  ? 
Swiftly  the  day  draweth  near,  love. 

Soon  I  shall  claim  you  my  bride. 
What  have  I  done  to  deceive  thee !  '     . 

This  is  the  answer  I  seek  : 
What  were  the  words  that  oonld  grieve  theef 

Speak  to  me,  love,  only  speak.  Ohons. 

Hearts  like  your  own  cannot  live,  lore, 

Always  in  sorrow  and  pain  ; 
Whispar  you  gladly  forgive,  \ant 

Kiss  and  be  happy  again. 
Oeeae all  the  weary  repiuiag,  ■-.' 

Banish  the  tears  troia  thy  oheek. 
With  my  arms  round  you  entwining, 

Speak  to  me,  lora,  only  speak.  Ohoraa. 

mmmmmmmmmmmmmiimmmm 


Cecelia,  My  Darling. 

▲ir  :     Annie  Derllng. 


Cecelia,  my  darling,  I  sigh  in  thy  absentse, 

I  count  every  tedious  hour  : 
I  dream  of  thee  nightly  in  each  fitful  slumber, 

A  captive  to  love's  charming  power. 
Oh  !  hast  e'er  been  dreaming  how  dear  thou  art  to  me. 

The  darling  and  pride  of  my  heart  ? 
I  love  thee  forever,  I  pray  do  not  doubt  me^   : 

My  soul  and  thine  own  must  not  part 

Cborcb.   "  ''  ■  ■'■   ■ 

Cecelia,  my  darling,  then  list  to  my  pleading. 

Your  face,  dearest,  turn  not  away  ; 
My  heart  you  have  stolen,  your  own  I  am  keeping, 

Aud  keep  it  to  my  dying  day. 

In  friendship  I  met  yon,  but  love  lingers  slyly, 

And  friendship,  compeUed  to  depart. 
Gave  the  field  unto  Cupid,  who  now  warms  my  bosom. 

And  nestles  close  down  iu  my  heart. 
Then  list  to  me,  darliug,  I  pray  you  believe  me, 

I  speak  but  the  truth  unto  thee  : 
Whatever  l>etide  us,  I  love  thee  forever, 

lieluse  not  your  love  unto  me.  Chorus. 


Hobby  Horse. 

Hop,  hop,  hop,  nimble  as  a  top. 
Where  'tis  smooth,  and  where  tis  stony, 
Trudge  along,  my  little  pony  : 

Hop,  hop,  hop,  hop,  hop. 

Nimble  as  a  top. 

Hwo,  hwo,  hwo,  how  like  fun  yon  go, 
Stop,  you  jade,  I  tell  you,  tell  yon  : 
If  you  don  t,  I'll  surely  sell  you, 

Hwo,  hwo,  hwo,  hwo,  hwo, 

How  like  fun  you  go. 

Spare,  spare,  spare,  sure  enough  we're  there, 

Very  well,  my  little  pony. 

Safe  our  jaunt,  though  rough  and  stony, 

Spare,  spare,  spare,  spare,  spare. 

Sure  enough  we'ie  there. 

Here,  here,  here,  yes,  my  pony  dear. 
Now  with  oats  and  hay  I'll  treat  you. 
And  with  smiles  will  ever  greet  you. 

Pony,  pony  dear, 

Yes,  my  pony  dear. 


■.-f 


Carena. 


As  the  shadows  soft  were  creeping. 

And  the  sun  had  faded  in  the  west. 
In  the  churchj'ard  we  are  weeping. 

Where  we  gently  laid  Carena  down  to  rest. 
Then  weep,  oh  !  weep  :  for,  the  grave  iu  deep. 

And  Carena's  gone  forever  : 
Then  weep,  oh  !  weep  :  for,  the  grave  is  deep. 

And  Carena's  gone  forever  ! 

Chorus. 

Then  weep,  oh  !  weep  :  for,  the  grave  is  deep. 

And  Oarena's  gone  forever  : 
Then  weep,  oh  !  weep  :  for,  the  grave  is  deep, 

And  Carena's  gone  forever. 

(Ohorua  to  be  repeated.) 

Never  bloomed  on  earth  so  fair  a  flower 

Half  so  beautiful  as  she  ; 
Never  bird,  in  wood  or  bower, 

Ever  warbled  notee  as  full  of  melody. 
Then  weep,  oh  !  weep  :  for,  the  grave  is  deep. 

And  Carena's  gone  forever  : 
Then  weep,  oh  !  weep  :  for,  the  grave  is  deep, 

Aud  Carena's  gone  forever  !  Chorus. 

And  her  spirit  knew  no  sadness. 

While  her  heart  was  ever  gay  and  light ;.; " '  ,,     ? 
And  her  eye  ^one  bright  with  gladness. 

As  the  stars  above  iu  beauty  shine  at  night. 
Then  weep,  oh !  weep  :  for,  the  grave  is  deep,' 

And  Oarena's  gone  forever  : 
Then  weep,  oh !  weep  :  tat,  the  giSTe  is  deep. 

And  Oaraoa's  gone  forever  !  Cboras. 
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TIHB    81NGBB8'    JOVUnrAl.. 


985 


W 


See  That  My  OniTe's  Kept  Green! 


-I 


lien  I  am  dead  and  gone  ftom  yon,  daiMag, 
Wb«m  I  am  laid  away  in  my  gnve, 

fhen  my  spirit  has  gone  to  Heaven  aboTe, 
To  Him  who  my  soul  will  save  : 
'When  yon  are  happy  and  gay  once  more, 
.    Thinking  of  days  that  lure  been, 
This  one  httle  wish  I  ask  ol  yon — 
See  that  my  grave's  kept  green. 

Cbobub. 
Oh !  the  days  will  come  to  too,  darUng, 
When  no  more  on  earth  I'll  be  seen  : 
One  sweet  little  wish,  darling,  giant  me — 
See  that  my  grave's  kept  green. 

Thongh  the  hoars  of  ioy  now  are  pawing, 

Yet  how  soon,  alas  !  tbey  will  lade — 
Though  yonr  glances  of  love  are  meeting  my  own. 

Fair  sunlight  will  torn  to  shade. 
When  from  the  world  and  its  hopea  I  go, 

Leave  forever  this  scene  : 
Though  others  are  dead,  ah  !  will  yon  then 

8ee  that  my  grave's  kept  green  ?  Ghonu. 

Will  you  keep  me,  love,  in  remembrance. 

Though  the  voice  of  chiding  be  heard. 
And  while  others  may  speak  in  censure  or  blame, 

Yet  breathe  no  unkindly  word  ? 
Tell  me  you'll  think  of  the  past, 

Think  of  the  joys  we  have  seen  ; 
This  one  little  promise  keep  for  me — 

See  that  my  grave's  kept  green.  Cbonu. 


Blue  QlaM. 

Buajo  Bole.         B;  Barrj  BUokbnnk 


I  suppose  you  all  have  noticed. 

As  through  the  streets  you  paaa^ 
In  almost  every  window 

They  are  putting  in  blue  glasa — 
It's  Pleasonton's  new  hobby. 

Though  foolish,  you  may  say. 
Every  one  is  buying  "  panes  " 

To  drive  their  "  pains  "  away. 
Ghonu :    Blue  glaKs,  blue  glass. 

It  will  cure  or  kill  rhenmatioa ; 
Blue^lass,  blue  glass. 

Blue  glass  on  the  brain ; 
Sit  the  Eve-long  day 
Beneath  the  violet  ray. 
And  drive  your  aches  avray 
For  fifty  cents  a  pane. 

If  yon  lave  lumbago, 

•The  measles  or  the  croup, 
Baldness  ot  the  cranium, 

Or  tendency  to  stoop,  - 
Or  someone  puts  a  noee  oo  yoa. 

Or  a  shanty  on  yonr  eye : 
Why,  my  advice  to  one  and  all  . 

Is  blue  glass  go  and  try. 

If  yon  have  the  whooping-coogh. 

Or  cross-eyed  by  descent, 
Or  have  a  epot  upon  your  bead  - ' 

Whoso  bareness  you  lament, 
Qo  get  a  glass  crown  in  your  hat, 

'J 'ben  give  it  time,  you  know. 
And  if  you  don't  sncceed  that  way 
.    "ris  because  the  hair  wont  grow. 


ClMnii. 


Gbonuk 


rhe  Green  Leaves  Fade  in  tlie  Fontt%  Shade. 


The  p«en  leaves  fade  in  the  foresfta  riiade. 

The  flowers  in  the  lowly  vale. 
When  the  verdure  dies  in  Autumnal  sighs, 
'    And  yields  to  the  'Sintry  gale. 

But  the  Blooming  Spring  on  a  spertifB  wing 

Glides  elily  over  the  scene  : 
On  each  flowery  bed  is  new  octer  «bed, 
.    And  the  leaves  of  the  forests  AN' gMn. 

So  crrief  inshronds  in  her  misty  eldnds 
The  heart  when  o*erBhadow«d  bv  paia. 

Till  Hope's  bright  glanoe  dkpek  ttM  fnaee. 
And  Happiaeas  emilaa  agtUL 


Gliding  Dovn  the  Stream. 

8an(  byVli*  A(Ub  Bicbmond. 


Last  evening  I  met  Hany, 

My  steady  company  :  ,        ,. 

He  took  me  oat  a  sailing,  * 

And  whispered— "I  love  thee."  .;    ■    . 

Of  coarse,  I  blushed  and  answered, 

"Oh  !  Harry,  don't  be  mean  T' 
He  kissed  toy  cheek,  the  rascal  did. 

While  glicQng  down  the  stream. 
Cbonu  :    Gliding  down  the  stream. 

Beneath  the  bright  moonbeam  ; 
When  love's  afloat  in  Gupid's  boat. 

It's  Beauty's  summer  oream. 
Gliding  down  the  stream. 

Where  silver  spray  doth  gleam  ; 

My  joy,  yon  know,  is  with  my  bean, 

When  gliding  down  the  stream. 

The  stars  we  tried  to  count  them,  . 

Bright  shining  over  head  ; 
Sweet  Venus  kept  a  twinkling,      ^        >   / 

"Twas  then  my  Many  said — 
"If  you  say  yes  when  I  propose—* 

So  nervous  did  he  seem  ; 
The  little  stars  kept  urging  me. 

While  gliding  down  the  stream. 


Oh !  all  his  conversation. 

While  gazing  at  the  moon, 
"Was — "My  sweetest  little  darling, 

Next  Sunday  afternoon, 
Tm  going  to  ask  your  mamma 

To  giant  my  life-long  dream. 
So  we  shall  always,  side  by  side^ 

Be  gliding  down  the  stream." 


Ghonu.  f 


Chorusij 


Ky  Trundle  Bed. 


Ai  I  ramaged  through  the  attic,  listening  to  the 

fallen  rain. 
Am  it  pattered  on  the  shingles  and  against  the 

window  pane. 
Peeping  over  chests  and  boxes,  which  with 

dust  were  thickly  spread. 
Saw  I  in  the  farthest  comer  what  was  once 

my  trundle  bed. 

So  I  drew  it  from  the  recess,  where  it  had 

•  remained  so  long. 

Hearing  all  the  while  the  music  of  my  mother's 

voice  in  song ; 
As  she  snng,  in  sweetest  accents,  what  I  since 

have  often  read — 
"Boah  I  my  dear,  lie  still  and  slumber.  Holy 

angelh  guard  thy  bed  T' 

As  I  listened,  recoDections,  that  I  thought 

had  bean  forgot, 
Oamie  with  a  gush  of  memory,  rushing, 

thronging  to  the  spot ; 
And  I  wandered  back  to  childhood,  to  those 

meny  days  of  yore, 
^Hhack  I  knelt  beside  my  mother,  by  tms  bed 

upon  the  floor. 

Then  it  was  with  hands  so  gently  placed  upon 

my  in&nt  head. 

That  she  taagbt  my  lips  to  utter  euiefulty  the 

words  she  said  : 

Wtftw  can  Qiey  b»  feigettan,  deep  are  tbey  in 

memVy  rfven.»- 

"  Hallowed  be  thy  nKn^  O  Father !  Flttber, 

tboa  who  art  in  heaven." 

TianlMfVC  paiMd,  and  that  dear  mother 

long  hm  moaldered  'neath  the  sod. 
And  I  tnattatrsaintBd  spirit  revels  in  the  homaofGod 
fiat  that  Meae,  at  aommsr  twilight,  never  has 

from  mem'ry  fled. 
And  it  «Dm<i  in  all  iti  fkeiiiiMa  wban  I  see 

my  trundle  bed. 

'TUerite  tangbtwe :  thea  afa*  ti^  ix)e  of  itr 

iapoit,  9wat  and  deep— 
kam  i^Uall  X  laaraea*ke  utter  "  Kow  I  lay  me 

down  to  sleep." 
Shm  it  WM  with  hands  uplifted,  and  in  aooeots 

soft  and  mild, 
Ihat  my  metiwr  asked  "  Our  Father !  Father ! 

do  tboB  blasB  my  child  T 


Ky.Old  Vii^gii^y  Home. 

The  times  was  no  bright  at  my  old  Viiginny  bome, 

At  all  times  the  durkieM  was  so  gay  ; 
Tlic  corn  io^in  iipe  and  the  cotton  fields  in  bloom. 

While  the  darkies  sing  their  songs  all  day. 
The  little  folks  played  around  the  old  cabin  door, 

With  hearts  so  happy  and  so  gay — 
Bye  and  bye  old  war  times  cauie  knocking  at  the  door : 

So  now  my  old  Virgiuuy  home  is  no  more. 

TlJs  new  home  aiu't  what  the  old  one  was, 

The  fiddle  and  the  banjo  is  no  more. 
And  the  darkies  who  xmed  to  siug,  at  night, 

On  the  bench  at  the  old  cabin  door. 
And  the  times  that  come  cast  sorrow  to  the  hearts 

Once  so  happy  and  so  gay — 
Bye  and  bye  (ud  war  times  came  knocking  at  the  door. 

And  all  the  darkies  went  away. 

>^o  more  FU  hunt  the  possum  or  the  oooo. 

On  the  hills,  the  meadow  and  the  shore  ; 
And  no  more  I'll  j(nu  in  the  break -downs 

That  was  dauoed  on  the  old  oabiu  floor. 
Qood  old  massa,  too,  I'm  afraid  is  no  mcwe. 

His  hair  wan  turning  giay — 
I  long  to  Kee  my  old  Yirgiuny  home 

Before  1  iMuwaway. 


I         Blue  OlaM. 

Oo^rrisbt.  1877.  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

^Vritten  and  Bang  bj  Jim  Csmpball.    Hntto  by  aoy  I«slla. 

Thamnslcofthli   BoDRcan  heol>U<n»d  ofE  H   KkHiag, 
Mo  229  Bowery,    oppoaite  Prlaoe  Strret    M««  Tork— 
.     £legaut  Foil  llaalo  Slse  Sheet  for  10  osnts. 


Oh  !  this  is  the  age  of  invention  : 

Strange  wonders  turn  up  every  day. 
All  the  scienqes  seem  in  convention — 

Where  they'll  stop  at  ?  no  mortal  can  say  : 
But  the  latest  nnd  greatest  of  mysteries. 

Which  all  other  wonders  surpAss, 
To  go  down  in  jxisterity's  histry's. 

Are  these  wonderful  {wnes  of  blue  glass  f 
Ghorus  :     'Tis  a  science  none  others  compare  to, 

The  philoeopher's  stone  found  at  last : 
•  For,  'twill  cure  all  the  ilk  flesh  is  heir  to. 
These  wonderful  panes  of  blue  glass ! 

If  a  pane  of  bine  glass  you  put  over 

The  heed  of  your  mother-in-law. 
She'll  be  tame  as  a  lamb  in  spring  clover, 

And  she  can't  even  wag  her  own  jaw  : 
Tour  own  wife  won't  dare  ask  where  you've  been  to. 

If  a  night  at  your  club  you  should  pass. 
If  you  have  in  your  own  b(»d-room  windows 

These  woudetfal  panes  of  blueglaas. 

1^  a  science,  Ac. 

'Twonid  do  well  in  the  windows  of  chnnhes  : 

It  might  keep  the  preacheiH  from  sin —  . 
And  in  btreet-oais  'twould  make  the  oondaottns 

Account  for  each  fare  they  take  in  ; 
And  if  you  had  a  brick  in  your  hat,  sir. 

For  a  sober  man  wanted  to  pass, 
Twould  be  easy  for  you  to  do  that,  sir — 

In  yonr  bat  put  a  pane  of  blue  glass. 

TisaseiaDOSb  Ac 

A  blue  goblet,  full  of  good  whiskey. 

Would  be  most  too  tempting  to  pan; 
And  no  temperance  man  will  get  friskey. 

If  he  drinks  his  rum  from  a  blue  glass  ; 
All  the  boarding  house  keepers  will  have  them. 

And  the  boarders  will  get  fat  quite  fast, 
They  can't  telf  the  shirt  buttons  from  grizzle. 

When  the  hash  is  served  up  in  blue  glass  ! 

'TIS  a  scienoa,  Ao. 

If  we'd  send  up  a  dozen  of  glazers 

To  the  Capitol  with  thix  Bine  Glass, 
Congressmen  would  be  honest  as  blazes. 

And  the  r^ayn  nf  their  Ktftaling  be  past ; 
If  we  bad  Blue  Glass  bullot  boxes. 

We'd  have  fair  elections  at  last,     , 
And  a  President  upright  and  honest, 

If  the  White  House  was  glazed  with  Bloe  (Haa. 

Tis»MiMwe,  Ae. 
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The  Poor  Relation. 

la  one  of  the  chumljers  of  Fnruival'alnn  HoH)om 
atxt  two  ueu  iu  couverHiitiou.  The  cooliu^  wiiicl 
plH^'oil  geutly  with  thb  hLui  t,  bruwu  ciitIh  uf  the 
voiiuger,  while  his  huuilKonie  eyeM  and  lace  were 
lighted  by  a  bright,  auituuted  t^xpremion  th  it  told 
of  snddeu  joy  at  Home  uewa  jtwt  communicated  by 
his  compHuiou. 

"  I  can  scarcely  credit  such  good  fortooe.  Are 
you  sure  tliere  ia  uo  mixtiike  ?" 

"Perfectly  ;  here  are  the  docnmenta  Prove 
your  identity  ;  prove  to  our  satisfaction  that  you 
are  Ralph  Hamilton,  sou  of  John  Paul  Hamilton, 
and  you  are  immeuNely  rich.     Can  you  prove  itV" 

"I  can,  immediately.  But  thin  ia  indt^d  a 
welcome  change  :  to  npriug  from  deep  poverty  to 
Kuch  wealth  iu  a  moment,  by  the  death  of  an  iin- 
kuowu  relative,  seems  almost  incredible.  I  am  grate- 
ful to  yon,  Metoidfe,  for  your  iNiiusiu  so  soon  serking 
me  ;  also  for  your  iuterest  iu  my  welfare.  1  have 
one  favor  ouly  to  ask  in  addition  ;  that  you  r'  main 
silent  about  it.  The  fact  of  my  chauged  ciicum- 
staucea  need  not  be  made  known  aa  yet.  1  t>hall 
not  alter  my  style  of  living  for  a  while,  but  sLall 
fulfil  an  engagement  to  become  the  private  tutor  of 
two  small  b»>yH  residing,  strange  to  relate,  in  the 
same  place  where  lies  this  lu-w  estate.  In  taking 
the  projierty  y<»i  say  I  am  required  to  assume  the 
name  of  its  former  owner.  Tliis  I  will  do,  after  a 
few  months  speut  in  the  neighborhood  as  a  poor 
tutor.  I  have  met  aad  rebuffs  trom  fashionable 
people  duriug  the  days  <if  my  poverty,  and  I  have 
no  idea  of  being  made  a  victim  of  some  fortune- 
hunter  ;  so  I  will  study  human  nature  a  little  longer 
as  a  ]K)or  man,  win  some  goo<l  woman  for  love's 
sake,  then  eettle  down  and  enjoy  myself." 

"  A  very  sensible  conclusion,"  said  Mr.  Metcalfe, 
who,  altliough  his  legal  adviser,  was  also,  and  had 
been  for  yearn,  a  warm  in-rsouul  friend  ;  "and  the 
wisest  thing  you  can  do  under  the  circumstances." 

On  the  laud  of  a  beautiful  residence  near,  though 
not  exactly  in  the  large  village  of  Waluiei',  sat  two 
ladies,  Mrs.  Corsair  and  her  daughter  Z^e,  while  a 
third  a  nieco  of  the  elder  lady  blanche  Gihuore, 
Btoo«l  with  a  light  hut  iu  her  hand,  aa  though  just 
returned  from  a  walk.  They  were  discussing  the 
api>earanoe  of  a  new  tutor  who  had  uudi  rtukcii  for 
a  time  on  triiU  the  education  of  the  two  sous  ot  the 
family.  Charley,  one  of  these  boys,  had  just  ap- 
peared upon  the  hiwu,  and  was  saying,  "Yea, 
mdeed,  1  like  him  so  handsome  and  ple;isimt — 
not  much  like  crotw  old  iSteveus !" 

"Everjoue  is  haudwme  iu  Charley's  eyes  if  they 
don't  scold,"  returned  Zoe. 

"  You  will  say  he  is  also  when  you  see  him.  He 
is  cominjj  back  now,  as  he  went  to  the  post  office  a 
few  niomeutN  ago." 

In  a  short  time  Charley  whispered,  "  Naw,  girls, 
there  he  comes.  Tell  me  if  what  I  said  was  not 
true." 

"  Yea,  indeed  !"  exclaimed  both  yonug  ladies  as 
they  surveyed  the  fine  figure  and  handsome  face 
approaching  ;  and  when  the  youug  man  smiled 
pleasantly  mxm  Charley,  and  was  intriKhicod  by 
Mrs.  Corsair,  Uhtuche  thought  she  had  never  seen 
so  handsome  a  man,  while  Zoe  whispered,  as  he 
])asaed  into  the  house  iu  order  to  answer  a  Utter 
just  received — 

"If  the  young  heir  of  the  Bellmont  property 
prove  one-half  as  handsome  I  shall  be'Content ! " 

A  splendid  efttate,  be  it  known  to  the  reader, 
with  a  residence  of  almost  royal  magnifloence,  lay 
within  sight  of  their  pretty  home,  and  just,  througli 
the  death  of  old  Mr.  Belhuont,  a  childletw  widower, 
its  last  owner,  pisaed  into  the  hands  of  a  young 
relative,  expected  soon  to  visit  the  district 

Zoe  Corsair  and  her  prudeut^nother  had  decided 
to  appropriate  both  owner  and  estate  as  soon  as 
p<«8ible  after  hia  arrival,  and  were  making  great 
preparations  for  that  event.  For  was  not  Zoe  a 
betinty  a«  well  aa  the  acknowledged  belle  of  Wplmer  ? 

The  new  tutor,  Mr.  Hamilton,  soon  beeiime  a 
great  favorite  with  his  pupils,  whom  improvement 
mider  his  care  was  daily  i^rceptible.  Living  as  he 
did  iu  the  family,  be  HfKtu  became  well  acquinited 
with  kll,  while  he  evidently  admired  the  beautiful 
Zoe,  whi)  treated  him  with  cool  politeness. 

Of  Bkinche  he  saw  little.  She  was  ouly  the  poor 
relation  depending  n(>on  heT  uncle  for  support, 
thenifon  oumpeiled  to  bwr  every  unpoeitiou  aad 


caprice  her  worldly,  selfish  aant  and  cousin  saw 
fit  to  inflict  <  / 

Being  iudnstriotis,  ingenions,  and  amiable,  her 
fingers  became  the  hard-taxed  sewing  drudges  of 
the  family.  From  morning  until  night  she  delved, 
bearing  the  ill-natured  fault  findings  that  were 
heaped  upon  her,  until  her  heart  became  very  heavy 
and  life  burdensome. 

Only  one  little  enjoyment  was  hers,  and  that  was 
a  sohtary  afternoon  walk  that  she  insisted  upon 
taking  for  the  benefit  of  her  health,  and  for  selti^ 
motives  allowed  by  her  aunt  solely  that  her  strength 
might  not  foil  when  she  was  so  much  needed  ;  and 
as  soon  as  she  could  put  aside  her  needle  for  the 
purpoee  her  feet  fairly  flew  to  a  solitary  sjiot  u  deep 
ravine  wildly  romantic  and  secluded,  not  far  from 
her  uncle's  residence. 

Thither  she  went  one  beautiful  afternoon  about 
the  first  of  October— tripping  along  down  the^mall 
winding  path  that  led  to  the  depths  below,  while 
she  felt  her  spirits  rise  with  every  step  she  took  and 
every  rock  she  ]>assed.  But  suddenly  she  i>aused, 
a  groan  and  faint  call  for  help  arresting  her  ste|)s. 

Hasting  to  the  sjk*  where  she  judged  the  sufierer 
to  be,  and  saw  a  man  lying  at  the  foot  of  the  i-aviue, 
motionless  and  now  quite  stilL  In  a  few  luomeuts 
she  was  beside  him,  and  on  lifting  his  head  from 
the  ground,  she  found  Mr.  Hamilton,  the  tutor, 
whose  handsome  face  had  so  often  visited  her 
thoughts,  unconsciotis  before  her. 

She  paused  but  au  iustjint  to  take  iu  the  situation, 
then  running  to  a  stream  of  water,  she  dip|x-d  in 
htr  handkerchief  and  bathed  his  brow. 

How  handsome  he  was  she  thought,  as  she  sup- 
ported his  head  upon  her  arm,  and  tried  so  tenderly 
to  restore  him.  At  last  he  opened  his  eyes  and 
gazed  long  and  vacantly  tqwu  her  ;  then,  collecting 
his  thoughts,  he  askeii  where  he  was  and  what  had 
happened  ? 

"  You  are  in  the  ravine,  Mr.  Hamilton,  and  are 
seriously  hurt  I  fw-  D'd  you  fall  from  the  rocks, 
or  why  do  I  find  yon  thus  in  a  swoon?" 

"Ah  !  yes,  I  remember.  I  did  full.  I  leaned 
over  to  plnck  a  nire  flower,  and  kxt  my  balance, 
but  I  feel  better  again,  thanks  to  you  for  your  care, 
and  I  will  see  if  I  cannot  rise." 

He  did  get  to  his  feet,  with  the  ready  assistance 
of  Blanche,  but  found  from  the  {min  occimioued  by 
the  efftirt  that  his  arm  was  broken,  and  one  ankle 
seemed  to  be  sprained  or  much  hurt. 

"Lean  on  me,  Mr.  Himilton.  Never  fear  :  lam 
youug  and  strong,  and  1  thiuk  I  can  get  you  up  the 
Iiath,  if  it  is  steep,  to  the  road,  and  from  thence, 
after  a  rest,  home. 

Slowly,  yet  surely,  leaning  on  the  yonng  girl  for 
that  snpiwrt  he  was  accustomed  to  give  to  others, 
he  crept  along,  often  stopping  to  rest,  until  at  hist 
the  level  road  was  gained,  and  fn)m  there  his  own 
room,  to  which  a  surgeon  was  soon  summoned,  and 
his  limb  set  and  brnises  attended  to,  while  rest  and 
])erfect  quiet  were  deemed  essential  to  ward  off  all 
tendencies  to  fever,  which  otherwise  was  liable  to 
ensue. 

Lying  thus  helpless  npon  his  bed,  the  door  partly 
open  to  allow  a  circuiitiou  of  air,  the  youug  m:in 
Liy  hidf  dozing,  when  he  accidentally  heanl  the 
following  conversation,  not,  of  course,  intended  for 
his  ears  : — 

"A  pretty  piece  of  work  this!"  said  Mrs.  Corsair, 
who  was  au  intensely  selfish  woman.  "Who  is  to 
play  nurse  now,  I  should  like  to  know  ?" 

"And  to  a  miserable  tutor!"  interrupted  the 
egnally  selfish  Zoe.  "I,  for  one,  will  nut ;  leave 
lum  to  the  servants  !" 

"  But  I  cannot  (pare  the  servants*.  The  honse- 
work  must  be  done  regularly,  or  all  goes  wrong." 

"  Then  let  Blanche  attend  to  him,"  returned  Zoe. 

"  I  should  be  very  glad  to  take  charge  of  the  poor 
jonng  man,  alone  among  stnuigers,  and  ill,"  re- 
tumfMd  Blanche  ;  Uand,  if  aunt  is  willing,  I  will  de- 
vote my  time  to  him." 

"  Yes,  and  neglect  the  needlework.  Ther^  in  my 
wTapper,  that  I  want  so  much,  not  fiuished  yet" 

"Do  not  fear,  aunt"  retunied  the  same  sweet 
voice  ;  "I  will  finish  that  also'.  I  cmix  take  my 
sewing  to  his  room,  and  attend  to  both  ;  if  not  able 
to  work  « hen  he  is  awake,  I  will  do°  it  at  night 
when  he  sleeps." 

"Very  well— do  as  yon  plaasie  ;  but,  remember, 
that  wrapper  muKt  be  fiuished  by  Satunhty." 

"Come,  mamma,  don't  bother  about  himiiny 
longor.    The   carnage    waits  to  take  as    to   the 


coDoert     Come  on."  V  '  :' •  ■^..-   ■■  »>  ! 

So  saying,  the  unfeeling  Zoe  swept  AoWO.«CftiiB, 
followed  by  her  mother,  and  drove  away,  while  a 
soft  voice  murmuretl  by  the  inv.ilid's  side,  "You 
are  not  sleeping,  I  see.  What  shall  I  do  for  your 
relief?" 

"I  feel  quite  comfortable,  thank  yon,  except  a 
headache,  caused  by  the  sudden  jar." 

"Let  me  bathe  it  then  ;  perhaps  I  can  charm  it 
away  by  gentle  friction." 

Seating  herxelf  beside  him,  she  poured  some  re- 
freshing perfume  npon  her  hand,  and  commenced 
her  labor  uf  love.  ■* 

How  soft  her  fingers  were,  how  gentle  her  touch, 
and  what  a  depth  of  womanly  pity  beamed  from 
those  large,  brown  eyes  !  Did  he  dream  it  or  %» hen 
he  laid  Ui>on  that  hard  ground  in  that  disnudpiitce, 
had  not  those  Siime  eyes  shed  teats  over  him,  and 
those  red  lips  murmured  pitying  words? 

But  we  will  not  linger  to  tell  the  fancies  that  were 
soon  lost  iu  deep,  refreshing  sleep,  nor  of  the  ripid 
improvement  of  the  invalid,  who  soou  was  able  to 
resume  his  duties,  although  be  carried  for  auliile 
one  arm  in  a  sling. 

About  three  weeks  after  the  accident,  Blanche 
wandered  once  more  to  her  favorite  resort  imd 
seating  herself  at  the  foot  of  the  wild  and  rocky 
deseeut,  she  was  soou  loet  iu  a  deep  reverie. 

"  This  a  cbirming  sjwt.  Miss  Blanche,"  said  a 

well-known   voice   behind  her,     "and  I  see   is  a 

favorite  of  yours.     Now  that  1  know  how  to  avoid 

.  its  dangers,  1  alsoam  charmed  with  its  deep  re^tose 

and  pictures<pie  beauty." 

"1  am  glad  you  like  it,"  was  the  reply  of  the 
young  gill,  as  she  blusheil  slightly,  when  he  seated 
himself  by  her  side.  "  For  years  it  1ms  been  my 
daily  walk  in  suitable  weather.  There  is  sometliiug 
so  solemn  in  those  hills,  with  their  waving  ever- 
greens  studiliiig  their  sides  even  to  the  top  •  tijeu 
the  ripple  of  the  8e>i,  and  the  songs  of  the  birds  and 
noises  of  iu.sects,  all  unite  in  making  it  anything  bat 
solitary.  But  yours  is  the  ouly  face  I  have  ever 
seen  when  here,  and  I  cannot  but  wonder  how  you 
discovered  this  sj)ot." 

"  One  of  my  little  pupils  told  me  of  it,  and  that 
day  when  I  fell  was  my  first  visit.  Thunklul  am  I 
that  you  were  in  the  habit  of  coming  here,  else  I 
might  have  died  alone  and  uumissed." 

"  Alone,  I  grant  -but  not  uumissed  ;  for  your 
pupils  love  yoii,  and  surely  we  all  would  Lave 
stjught  you,  but  we  might  not  have  thought  of 
finding  you  here. " 

A  long  pause  ensued,  broken  finally  by  the 
following  worils  sjwken  in  low,  agitate<l  tones  : — 
"  I  would  like  to  tell  you,  dair  Miss  Blanche,  Lew 
Ktn)ngly  attached  I  have  become  to  my  teuiler 
nurse,  and  how  much  I  long  for  her  to  return  my  ' 
devoted  affection.  Dearest,  can  you  love  a  i>erso!i 
occupying  so  humble  a  pusitiou  as  tutor  to  your 
uncle's  children?  If  you  can,  and  if  you  will  allow 
me  to  present  my  deep  love,  and  consent  to  become 
my  wife,  it  will  be  the  delight  of  my  life  to  strive 
to  make  you  happy." 

"I  do  love  you,  Mr.  Hamilton,  and  have  from 
onr  first  meeting.  To  be  your  wife  will  gratify  my 
proudest  desires  ;  but  remember,  while  you  are.  its 
you  saj',  ouly  a  tutor,  I  am  of  all  thiugs  mast  pitiful, 
a  i>o>>r  relation,  living  upon  the  cold  charities  of  my 
uncle's  family." 

"Yet  well  deserving  a  handsome  living  and  fur 
l<etter  lot  by  her  usefuluess  and  amiability.  No 
longer  a  poor  relation,  dearest,  but  my  loved  and 
honored  and  future  wife." 

Then  as  he  drew  her  towards  him.  and  their  lip« 
met  both  felt  that  they  had  chosen  wisely  and  well. 

No  opposition  was  offered  when  Mr.' Hamilton 
asked  the  hand  of  Blanche  Gilmore  from  her  uncle, 
all  thinking  that  their  poor  relative  did  well,  even 
iu  m>irrying  a  tutor. 

Mr.  Hamilton  wished  to  be  married  during  the 
Christmas  holidays ;  so,  early  in  December  the 
)>laiu  wardrobe  Mr.  Corsair  thought  prudent  to  give 
his  niece  was  duly  prepared,  aud  rapid  preiMrations 
were  being  made  for  a  strictly  private  wedding. 
Mr.  Hamilton,  being  obliged  t »  supehuteud  some 
arrangements  previous  to  his  marriage,  resigned  his 
position  in  Mr.  Corsair's  family,  much  to  the  sur- 
prise of  all,  and  left  for  a  few  weeks,  to  retnni  the 
day  of  the  wedding. 

In  the  meantima,  news  oame  that  the  Bellmoni 
owner  was  soou  to  take  possession  of  his  pnipeitv  ; 
and  the   handsome   house   was   undetjjowg  great 
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uations  for  bis  reception.  One  of  his  oddities 
that  on  the  eTening  of  bis  return  a  large  party 
'iends  from  abroad,  aud  tbe  select  party  of 
iibont.  Were  to  at*8euible  to  bid  bim  welcoma 
party,  as  it  buppeued,  was  to  take  place  the 
iug  before  the  nuirriage  of  filanche.  Cards  of 
atiou  bad  been  left  at  Mr.  Corsair's  ;  and*  mach 
e  surprise  aud  chagrin  of  Miss  Zoe,  Blanche 
tilso  remembered. 

Fust  as  if  we  wanted  to  introduce  onr  poor  re- 
us !"  she  said,  scornfully.  "  I  wonder  that  the 
■  also  was  not  iucluded  i ' 
anche,  however,  decided  not  to  go,  but  her 
3  iusittted  upon  her  accepting,  "as  it  would 
so  strange  for  one  so  soon  to  become  a  bride 
their  house  to  refuse." 

le  eveuing  came  ;  Zoe  certainly  looked  her  best 
le  rich  white  silk  with  lace  overskirt,  and  rare 
irs,  that  bad  been  procured  purpo.sely  for  the 
looked-for  occasiou  of  her  her<>'B  arrival.  She 
d  with  a  proud  triumph  upon  her  cousiu,  who, 
mple  white  tarletau,  with  a  few  uutuml  buds  iu 
rich  curls,  waited  by  her  side  iu  the  dreesiug- 
I  of  the  Bellmout  mansion, 
young  Dr.  Samuel,  the  village  phj-sician,  was 
'  escort. 

le  rooms  were  thronged,  but  singular  to  remark, 
iroung  owner  had  not  as  yet  made  bis  appear- 
.  The  guests  were  received  bj'  his  most  iutimate 
ds,  Mr.  aud  Mrs.  Metcalf ;  and  the  latter  as 
as  Blanche  was  introduced,  managed  to  draw 
on  one  side,  and  in  another  moment  Zoe 
lered,  ns  she  saw  them  leave  the  rooms  to- 
er.  About  half  an  hour  later,  after  all  the 
ts  had  assembled,  Mr.  Metcalf  announced  that 
ad  a  few  words  to  Bay. 

i  wished,  in  the  first  place,  to  apologize  for  the 
appearance  of  his  friend,  Mr.  Bellmont;  but  his 
uce  would  be  understood  and  forgivAi,  when  he 
them  .that  they  had  assembled  to  witness  bis 
iitge,  which,  by  means  of  a  special  license, 
d  be  instantly  celebrated. 
1  those  words  were  spoken,  a  movement  at  the 
claimed  attention.  A  clergyman,  iu  flowing 
J,  entered,  folio wetl  by— hold— could  it  be? 
Corsair  looked  at  Zoe  ;  Zoe  looked  at  Mrs. 
air,  every  vestige  of  color  forsaking  her  face  as 
did  BO ;  while  Mr.  Corsair  stttred  in  stupid 
ler  upon  the  advancing  bridegroom  and  bride — 
Hamiltou,  tbe  tutor,  and  Blanche  Oilmore,  his 
poor  relative. 

le  bridal  party  looked  splendidly  ;  the  bride,  in 
few  moments  that  had  elapsed  since  her  dis- 
arauce,  had  been  told  the  astounding  news  that 
K&a  to  marry  the  wealthy  Mr.  Hamiltou  Bell- 
t ;  and,  although  overwhelmed  w  ith  surprise, 
suffered  herself  to  be  arrayed  by  good  Mrs. 
lalf  in  the  stiff  white  silk,  with  the  richest  of 
overKkirts,  while  a  surperb  bridal  veil  and  fra- 
t  orange  flowers  completed  the  toilet, 
moment  she  was  held  in  the  arms  of  her  ex- 
lover  ;  and  then  the  bridal  party  descended 
the  ceremony  was  performed,  and  the  Corsairs 
oblijjed  to  smother  their  rage  and  offer  polite 
ratulatious.  The  evening  pa>«ed  rapidly,  all 
liiug  menily  over  the  glad  surprise,  and  all  pro- 
liiig  themselves  delighted  with  Mrs.  Bdlmout's 
fortune. 

e  say  all,  and-  all  it  was  that  went  through  the 
ard  forms  of  etiquette  ;  but  who  shall  describe 
inward  workings  of  two  hearts  present  on  that 
tful  evening  ?  Not  we  !  Vain  were  the  attempt ; 
[iuation  alone  can  portray  the  picture,  aud  to 
;ination  vie  commit  the  task, 
le  last  we  heard  of  the  happy  pair  was  they  were 
trip  to  Italy,  while  Zoe,  who  had  striven  by 
i  aud  caresses  to  obtain  an  invitation  to  ac- 
3any  them,  was  obliged  to  confess  that  tbe 
1  ehe  had  put  forth  had  not  succeeded,  and  she 
therefore  free  to  remain  still  under  her  father's 
No  eligible  rich  millionaire  now  being  in 
,  she  smiles  rather  more  upon  young  Dr. 
nel  than  formerly,  and  we  should  not  be  sur- 
id  if,  instead  of  manyiug  a  person  of  anboanded 
Ih,  she  became  at  last  the  wife  of  a  poor  and 
are  village  physician. 

hen  we  think  of  the  escape  of  the  rich  Mr. 
nout  from  her  fascinating  arts,  we  rejoice,  while 
e  same  time  we  whimper  this  fact  secretly  in  the 
)f  onr  readers— and  we  hope  they  will  not 
U  it  to  the  inevitable  Tillage  gcMU]^—Wtpity 
ioctor. 


Wake.  Dinah,  Wake! 

By  S.  C.  Howard 


Wake,  Dinah,  wake  !  the  bright  moon  is  bemning 

O'er  the  meadow,  the  cornfield  and  the  hill, 
And  the  stars,  though  no  brighter  than  thy 

bright  eyes,  are  gleaming 

O'er  the  earth  all  so  calm  and  so  still : 
The  violet  in  the  glade  is  sleeping,  • ;.' 

The  lily  is  bending  o'er  the  rill. 
The  rose  iu  tears  of  pearly  tear-drops's  weeping 

Near  the  river  that  flows  calmly  by  the  milL 
Chobcs. 

Wake,  Dinah,  wake  !  the  bright  moon  is  beaming 
O'er  the  meadow,  the  cornfield,  and  the  hill. 

And  the  stars,  though  no  brighter  than  thy 

bright  eyes,  are  gleaming 
O'er  the  earth  all  so  calm  and  so  stilL       V     ;  '. 

Wake,  Dinah,  wake  !  the  gentle  breeze  is  blowing, 

The  bird's  notes  still  hushed  in  the  grove  : 
The  ivy  round  the  sturdy  oak  is  growing. 

Clinging  fondly  as  though  somethiug  still  to  lore  : 
The  shining  river  views  it  as  onward  rolling  by. 

And  as  on  golden  sands  tbe  ripples  break. 
In  sweet  enchanting  tones  it  seems  to  mormnr 

Wake,  now  my  dearest  Dinah,  wake !       Chorus. 

Wake,  Dinah,  wake !  and  open  thy  lattice, 
My  heart,  love,  can  brook  no  delay  : 

How  dearly  I  love  to  thy  sweet  voice  to  listen. 
More  sweet  than  the  lark's  morning  lay  ! 

Then  come,  dearest,  come:  for,  each  throb  of  my  heart 
Speaks  in  language  which  love  cannot  mistake, 

So  true  that  from  thee  I  cannot  depart- 
Then,  wake,  now  my  dearest  Dinah,  wake !   Chorus. 


«•»  ^ 


What  a  Heel  She's  got  Behind  Her ! 

Air  :     Tbe  girl  I  left  bebind  me. 


Down  in  de  hills  ob  Indian 

I  loved  a  sylph  so  sable,  ' 

Htii  skin  was  as  black  as  oak-tan, 

Aud  her  breff  as  sweet  as  an  apple  : 
Her  legs  was  straight  as  grape-vine  limbs 

Dat  round  a  stone  fence  twine,  sar, 
Aud  folks  cried  when  dey  seen  her  shin, 
"  What  a  heel  she'd  got  behind  her  !" 
Chorus :    Sing,  tramp  it,  locomotive  shin,  * 
All  creeping  insects  mind  her. 
Or  else  you'd  wid  de  earth  cave  in, 
By  de  heel  she's  got  behind  her. 

Oh !  when  dat  head  first  touched  dis  chest, 

How  it  set  dis  heart  a  beating —  v  ' 

It  made  de  wind  walk  through  my  breast. 

Like  a  steam  bullgine  a  beating. 
At  a  ball  she  wore  a  frock  bo  tall 

O'er  heel,  so  none  could  find  her. 
But  dey  cried  out,  as  she  touched  de  hall, 

"What  a  heel  she'd  got  behind  her  !" 

Sing,  tramp  it,  Ac 

And  when  she  joined  in  de  quadrille, 

Dat  long  heel  found  de  hall,  sar, 
And  like  de  grindstone  ob  a  mill 

Upon  all  toes  it  fall,  sar : 
Six  darkies  followed  at  her  heel,      '.'•'■  '- 

Fast  in  dar  arms  to  bind  her,       -" 
She  raised  dat  shin,  dey  drapt  and  cried, 

"  What  a  heel  she  has  behind  her  !"  '  ~ 

■  ,::^=:'.-r  '::r.:'-'^''.'-^'.'--     Sing,  tramp  it,  Ac. 

One  day  while  walking  down  de  street. 

She  lit  on  five  dog's  tails,  sar : 
Da  canines  tried  for  to  retreat. 

But  she  held  dem  fast  as  nails,  sar. 
Day  fit  an'  scratched,  an'  yelled,  ki,  yi, 

Dar  rudders  to  unbind,  sar,  * 

And,  as  dey  flew,  dey  seemed  to  cry 

"  What  a  heel  she's  got  behind  her  V 

>•■..>';■•      V:^:  -      Sing,  tramp  it,  Ac. 

T  took  her  to  de  chntch  to  shout. 

And  as  soon  as  we  got  in,  sar, 
Da  beck  part  of  de  pew  caved  out. 

When  she  put  down  her  shin,  sar, 
De  preacher's  eye  just  canght  dat  shii^  ;^    '.. 

It  so  consoled  his  mind,  sar, 
Dat  he  Uftd-out,  let's  sing  dat  hymn, 

"What  a  heel  she's  got  iiehind  her  r 

Sing,  tnunp  it,  Ac. 


Ka-Foosle-Um ! 


Tn  anoieni  days,  there  lived  a  Turk, 
A  horrid  beast,  within  the  East, 
Who  did  the  Saltan's  dirty  trork,  as  Babeh  of 

Jeruaalam — 
He  had  a  daughter  sweet  aud  smirk. 
Complexion  fair,  and,  oh  I  such  hair  I 
With  naught  about  her  like  t  Turk,  except  the 

name  Ka-Foozle-Um  ! 
Chorus. 
Oh  !  Ea-Foozle-Um,  the  daughter  of  the  Bebah  ! 

Not  fkx,  a  youth  resided,  too  : 
His  name  was  Sam  :  he  hated  ham 
And  pork,  because  he  was  a  Jew,  as  strict  as  did 

Mathoaalem. 
He  drove  a  trade,  and  prospered  well. 
In  ancient  hats,  and  skins  of  cats  : 
And,  ringing  at  the  Babah's  bell,  he  mw  and 

loved  Ka-Foozle-Um. 
Chonia. 

If  Sam  had  been  a  Mussulman, 
He  might  have  sold  the  Babah  old. 
And,  with  a  verse  of  Alcoran,  have  managed  to 

bamboozle  him  : 
But  like  a  jew,  he  tried  to  scheme — 
Passed,  one  night,  late,  the  area  gate, 
And  stole  up  to  the  Ttirk's  bareem  to  confisoate 

Ka-FoocUwUm. 
Cbonu.    - 

The  Babah  was  about  a  smoke : 
His  slaves  rushed  in  with  horrid  din — 
Maahallah  !  do^s  your  house  have  broke  !  jaat 

wives  they  will  bamboozle  'em  I 
The  Babah  wreathed  his  face  iu  smiles. 
Came  down  the  stairs,  and  witnessed  there — 
A  faithlees  Jew,  with  tripple  tiles,  a  kissiuc  of 

Ka-Foazle-Um  I 
Charna. 

The  pions  Babah  said  no  more 
Tlian  seven  prayers,  but  went  np  stain. 
And  took  a  bow-string  from  a  drawer  and  came 

back  to  Ka-Foozle-Vm  I 
The  maiden  and  the  Jew  he  took. 
And  ch<  oked  'em  both— and,  little  loth, 
.Together  pitched  them  iu  a  brook,  a  brook 

j  hard  by  Jenisai)*m. 

Choras. 

And  now  commenced  the  Babah's  ills  : 
He  had  no  peace  for  Sam's  decease. 
The  vengeful  Jews  bought  up  his  bills, 

compatriots  of  Mathnaaleoi  : 
They  sued  bim  in  the  courts  below. 
He  thought  it  best  to  shun  arrest  : 
And  BO  he  fled  to  Jericho,  a  city  near  Jeniaalem. 
j  .•.;-;.■         Chorue. 

And  Btin,  th^  ancient  legend  goes  : 
When  day  is  gone  from  Lebanon, 
And  when  the  eastern  moonlight  throws  a  shadow 

on  Jeroaalezn, 
Between  the  wailing  of  the  cats, 
A  sound  there  falls  from  ruined  wallsv 
A  ghost  is  seen,  with  tripple  hats,  a-kisiiing  of 

Ka>Foozle-TTm  I 
Choras. 


How  Solemn  are  the  Words  I 

ASACBXDSONO.         ,    .    .■' 


How  solemn  are  the  words. 
And  yet  to  faith  how  plain. 

Which  Jesus  uttered  while  on 
"  Ye  mast  be  bom  again  r 

*'  Ye  most  be  bom  again  T 
For,  so  hath  God  decreed  i 

No  reformation  will  suffice — 
"Tia  life  poor  siuners  need. 

•<  Ye  must  be  bora  again  T 

And  hfe  in  Christ  must  have ;     , 
In  vain  the  soul  may  elaewhen  g»-m 

Tis  He  alone  can  save. 

*'  Te  most  be  bom  again  T 

Or  never  enter  heaven ; 
Tis  only  blood-washed  ones  at* 

Tlii  nimnmuA  and  totf^wma. 
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DANDY  JIM  FROM  CAROLINE. 


•'.<■•■''-.■ 


GUITAR 

or 
BANJO. 


Arrangod  for  the  Guitar  or  Banjo,  by  Pref.  EDMUND  CLARK,  Teacher  of  the  Guitar.  Bai\jo.  Oigiui  and  Sin^ng,  Ma  386  Bowery,  New  Tork. 

Moderate.      ^  ^    ■;  •  "■^,-- V-'^ :;, -v-^'.v'-'b -'i^I^ '.    ^J 
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:g-t  - 
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^ 
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i-^^-g: 


1 .  I've      of  -    ten    heard      it      F^aid      of     late 

2.  I     drest     my  -  self       from    top      to       toe, 


Dat    Soath    Car  -  o  -  liii   -  a      was 
And    down     to       Di      -      nah       I 


de     State,  Whar 
did       go — 


har   a     i  \v^ 
Wid         '  ^' 


9Jj^ 


u 


I       were     d«        )>est     look  -  in      nig  -  ga       in       de 


-JW — : 1^ 

~0  — _ , — .  — ^  — I i 


■'\^- 


coui  -  try       0, 


de    glass,  an'   found  'twere   so, 


Just    what    mas  -   sa      tole    me 


t=-t 
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i^m 


0- 
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0.  ! 
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3  De  bull-dog  cleared  me  out  ob  <'t»  yard, 
1  thouulit  I'd  Ix'tter  i^ave  my  card  ; 

I  tied  it  fast  to  a  j)iece  ob  twine, 
Signed— Diimly  Jim  from  Caroline. 
Clio:— For  my  old  Massa,  «fcc. 

4  She  cot  my  card  an'  wrote  me  a  letter, 
•   An'  ebery  word  she  spelt  de  bettor:, 

For,  elMTv  word  an'  epery  line 
Was  Dauily  Jim  from  Caroline. 
Chot— For  my  old  Maasa.  4c.  ^ 

I  Oh  !  Reautv,  it  i^  bat  skin  deep. 
But  wid  Dfiss  Dinah  none  compel c; 
8iieeliBng«d  her  name  from  lablv  Dine, 
To  Mrs.  Diaidy  Jim  Ihnn  CftroiiBe. 


6  An'  (1)0  T  little  nig  she  had, 
Wag  de  oerry  image  ob  de  dad: 

Dere  li.'els  stick  out  three  feet  behind, 
Like  handy  Jim  Arom  Caroline. 

Cho:— For  my  old  Massa,  <fcc 

7  I  took  dem  all  to  church  one  day. 

An'  had  dem  christened  without  delay; 
De  prent'her  christened  eight  or  nine, 
Yonng  Dandy  Jims  from  Caroline. 

Chot—Pbr  mj  old  Massa,  Ac 

8  An'  when  de  pretfiher  took  his  teit, 
Be  aecmed  Mm  berry  mnch  perplexed; 
For,  noth  in£  cmB  4MitMtt  his  miira, ' 
But  Dandy  Jim  from  Urolioe. 


"/s.  ■ 
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Sweet  Aleen. 

A  pntt7  Serenade,  and  Medlejr  Sodh  »nd  Duoa.      Wrltteo, 
Oompoied  and  a*^  by  T.  ll.  H«g«l*r. 


►  :<•. 


s ,    5. 


I  am  waiting  hereib-nigbl, 
S>««et  Ala*. 
For  to  see  t:^  heaift  deli^^ 

Dear  Aleao. 
Ab  I  linger  at  tbe  gftte,     . 
Tell  me  wbrt  n^  be  my  &t«, 
I  your  answer  vrlu  await. 

Sweet  Aleen. 
Chorus :    Sweet  Aleen,  {synw,)  dear  Aleen,  (syrnp,) 
•Whisper  aoftly,  teUme,  truly, 

Thon  art  mine  :  •• 

'  *•        Sweet  Aleen,  {symp,)  dear  Aleen,  (symp,) 
Whisper  softly,  tell  me,  truly, 

"=-:^  -^nKm«tt  mine.  -•,v.      . 


If  yon  love,  me  answer  yes. 

Sweet  AJeen, 
Half  your  answer  I  can  guess. 

Dear  AJeen. 
Fairest,  sweetest,  dearest  love^ 
You're  an  angel  from  above. 
Let  me  vow  to  you  my  love. 

Sweet  Aleen.  '    Ghoros. 

Days  may  come,  and  days  may  go, 

Sweet  Aleen,    .  ,     ' 

I  shall  ever  love  you  bo,  .    . 

Dear  Aleen  : 

Yoall  find  me  fond  and  true, 

Believe  my  inner  aonl,  pray  So, 

li^  life  I  yield  to  yoa, 

.    Sweet  Aleen.  Chorns. 

The  girl  I  love  80  truly, 

She  dwells  within  this  cot. 
The  most  bewitching  beauty, 

A  sweet  forget-me-not 
My  dear  Aleeu  is  queenly, 

Each  day  when  ber  I  meet. 
She  fires  my  braiu  completely. 

With  blias  I  wing  my  feet 
In  a  flow  of  joj- I'm  dancing. 
In  love's  young  dream  I'm  prancing 
About  this  pretty  girl,  so  fair. 
Chorus  :    Let  music  play  most  sweetly, 
And  float  around  the  air, 
While  I  sing  my  love  divinely 
To  sweet  Aleen,  so  fair.  (JJanoe.) 

Tea,  she  is  a  beauty, 

So  loving,  kind  and  true  : 

And  the  only  girl  to  suit  me. 
With  her  laughing  eyes  of  blue- 
Around  her  splendid  form 
I  drew  the  magic  circle  :  ■■■ 

I  kissed  her — caressed  her — 
My  brain  was  in  a  whirl. 
Around  ber  splendid  form 
I  drew  the  magic  circle  : 
I  kissed  her — I  called  her — 
My  own  dear,  sweet  Aleen.  (Sifmp,  vnthDancf.) 

This  rosy,  cosy  darling, 

She's  all  the  world  to  me  : 
Ber  voice  is  like  a  starling, 

And  sweet  as  sweet  can  be. 
She  loves  me  and  I  love  her. 

We  coo  hke  d«»ve8  tofjrther ; 
If  any  fellow  flirts  with  ber, 
111  hit  him  on  the  smeller. 
Chorus  :    Oh  !  she's  such  a  pretty  one. 
She's  such  a  little  oae. 
She's  an  augel  from  above  : 
f;     :.      Smother  me  with  new  mown  hay, 
.        . "  Kill  me,  or  I'll  die  with  love. 
, ' .  -  V    Soon  she'll  meet  me  down  by  the  oak  txee, 
My  little  angel  from  above  :  • 
Smother  me  with  new  mown  hay, 
Kill  me,  or  I'll  die  with  love.      (Dance,) 

Every  night  we  walk  together 

Ttuough  the  grove  and  shady  dell ; 
There  we  tell  onr  love  tales  over,  ' 

Soon  you'll  hear  the  marriage  beU. 
Every  night  we  walk  together 

Through  the  grove  and  shady  dell :  v  ■ 

There  we  tell  our  love  tales  over. 

Soon  yoall  hear  the  marriage  belL 


We'll  Have  to  Hortgage  the  Jam. 

(TkeM  man  tings  Ou first  vfrsr  and  all  jtm  in  Iht  Ckmnu.) 

I  tbiiik  yoa  bad  belter  regard  iAatyoa  say. 
And  put  aD  ttiose  trfukets  and  tdileB  away  : 
This  dressing  and  flirting,  and  gaddios  aboDt, 
Will  bring  us  to  ruin  without  any  doiubt ; 
For  here  are  some  biUa  that  will  have  to  b«  ntet ; 
I  toil  like  a  slave,  while  yon  run  me  in  debt, 
I  will  cot  permit  joo  to  carry  on  so^ 
We  can't  raise  the  money,  you  very  well  kOaw, 
Unless  we  mortgage  the  farm. 
Chorcs. 

The^anu,  the  frtrm,  the  dear  cAd  Cum,  " 
Well  have  to  mortgage  the  Ihrm,  ^ 

We'll  have  to  mortijage  the  farm  ; 
The  farm,  the  farm,  the  dear  old  fiarm, 
'How  con  welnrtrtgbgB  the  ftinn,  '"*'     ' 

How  can  we  mortgage  the  farm  ! 

( 7^  MK  l*df)  chimet  in  loilA  the  old  mon'i  idea*,  ami  tings 
the  second  verse.) 

Oh  !  yes,  it  is  always  the  case  with  the  girls. 
If  wanted  to  worlc,  they  are  fixing  their  curls. 
Or  building  a  steeple  ou  top  of  their  head, 
Which  takes  them  as  long  as  for  me  to  make  bread  ; 
Their  skirts  are  so  handy  for  sweeping  the  floor, 
'Tis  folly  for  us  to  buy  brooms  any  more : 
The  best  of  their  Uvea  they  will  fritter  away. 
And  when  they  get  married,  their  husbtrnds  will  say. 
We'll  have  to  mortgage  the  fann.  Chorus. 

( The  old  man  sings  third  verse. ) 

I  came  years  ago  with  my  rifle  in  hand. 
And  cleared  all  alone  a  few  acres  of  land. 
And  many  a  night  did  the  glare  of  the  sky 
Proclaim  to  our  cabin  that  danger  was  nigh  ; 
The  pride  of  my  heart  was  the  mother  you  see, 
Who  equally  labored  for  you  and  fot  me  ; 
And  now  it  seems  hard;  as  we're  passing  away. 
That  you  by  your  folly  should  force  ns  to  say. 
We'll  have  to  mortgage  the  farm.  Obonuk 

(The  girlt  sing  fourth  verie.)  •■  ■ 

Now,  father  and  mother,  yoa  know  yoa  a»  old. 
We  must  have  some  fun,  and  there's  no  nse  to  scold. 
It  surely  is  better  to  be  in  the  style 
Than  look  so  peculiar  that  peOpl^  must  smile  ; 
We  must  be  attractive  in  order  to  find  , 

Admirers  that  fully  come  up  to  our  mind. 
You're  always  complaining  about  our  display ; 
It  seems  pretty  certain  that  do  as  we  may 
We'll  have  to  mortgage  the  &rm.  Choros. 

( The  old  folks  ting  the  last  verse,  and  cUl  Join  in  the  Chorus. ) 

It  cannot  be  long  till  our  race  will  be  run. 
Oar  trials  be  past  and  our  labors  be  done: 
For  here  we  have  toiled,  and  may  here  be  o^r  grate, 
Where  dear  ones  repose  and  the  willow  trees  wave  ; 
Oh  !  practice  the  precepts  we  taught  you  in  youth. 
Put  on  the  adornment  of  meekneSH  and  truth, 
The  light  of  contentment  will  shine  on  our  way, 
And  poverty  never  compel  us  to  say — 
W«'41  have  to  mortgage  the  6trm. 
Chokcb. 

The  fann,  tbe  iann,  the  dear  old  fiirm. 

We  nevcfr  will  mortgage  the  fium,   . 

We  never  will  mortgage  the  farm. 

The  farm,  the  farm,  the  dear  old  farm, 

We  never  will  mortgage  the  farm. 

We  never  will  mortgage  the  farm. 


From  Every  Stormy  Wincl  That  Blows. 


A  SACRED  BONO. 


From  every  stormy  wind  that  blows, 
From  every  swelling  tide  of  woee. 
There  is  a  calm,  a  sure  retreat ; 
"Tis  found  beneath  the  mercy-seat 

There  is  a  place  where  Jesus  sheds 
The  oil  of  ^kdness  on  our  heads  ; 
A  place  than  all  besides  more  aweet — 
It  IS  the  blood-bought  mercy-seat 

There  is  a  scene  where  spirits  blend, 
Where  friend  holds  fellowship  with  frieod  ; 
Though  sundereil  far,  by  faith  we  meet 
Around  one  common  mercy-seat 


Don't  get  it  on  the  Brain. 

\  \7ritt«n  »nd  Snog  br  Tony  Putor. 

Ate:' To« auy  «^ Bie  a  Qulc 

ni  lAe  this  oeoasion  to  g^e^ou  advice, 

It^  meant  in  good  part -so  ifceive  it  quite  nice. 

Don't  ever  be  arged  to  take  nut  a  kink, 

Whenvoa  kxtow  you  dou't  wiu*  it,  by  taking  a  drink  : 

I¥  tell  yoQ  the  reuson,  and  tikis  is  the  why, 

Aad  ttte  trath,  if  you're  smart,  you  cannot  deny, 

Tben's  no  lock  ia  a  drink,  I  fell  you  again. 

No  luck  with  anything  square  on  the  br.un.       .  i .; 


Spoken :  Yes,  what's  the  use  of  ponishin'f  oiie's 
boweW  te  accommodate  a  firieud,  and  keep  a  shingle 
on  some  bummer's  honse  ?  Whiskey  on  the  br.iiu  is 
a  bad  complaint,  and  so  is  this  fashion  of  "  dou't 
■peMlail  ymv  aiony  in  pne  hoose,"  and  rwebia^ 
aroimd  from  gin-mill  to  gin-mill  for  the  sake  of  a 
familiar  nod  from  a  bar-keeper,  for  the  purpose  of 
making  folks  think  you're  somelnxly.  This  fancy,  of 
a  mans  trying  to  prove  he  ain't  a  sardine,  always 
proves  the  lad  only  lacks  the  pickle  to  make  one. 
These  are  the  chaps  who  chuck  tneir  money  over  the 
bar  as  fast  as  they  get  it,  and  generally  wind  np  as 
free-lnncb  fiends.  No,  no,  boys !  keep  your  heads 
clear  and,  above  all  things,  never  get  rum  on  the  brain. 

There's  more  I  will  tell  yon,  and  I  want  you  to  hear. 
And  the  truth,  laddie  bucks,  you'll  see  will  appear  : 
Don't  spend  all  your  time  at  poker  and  bluff. 
Or  keno,  or  faro,  or  prize-candy  stufll  ;  I, 

Your  friends  and  yourself  will  serve  you  the  best  him, 
By  keeping  the  money  whatever  you  earn  ; 
Don't  spend  it  in  hair-grease,  or  In-da-de-da's, 
Or  taking  out  lady-loves  with  their  mam'mas. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  these  are  some  of  the  things  which 
young  men  should  avoid  ;  a  little  game  occasionally, 
however  harmless,  is  a  bad  thing  to  get  ou  the  braiu. 
In  most  of  these  games  the  more  you  lay  down  the 
less  you  take  pp  ;  and  as  to  making  anything  out  of 
a  prize-candy  |mckage,  why,  yon  might  as  well  lay  a 
ten-cent  stamp  ou  the  side-walk,  and  wait  for  somf 
one  to  come  along  and  cover  it,  with  as  good  a  show 
as  you  have  in  getting  anything  out  of  a  prize-candy 
pMckage.  No,  no,  save  your  money  ;  buy  a  house, 
put  a  Bowery  girl  in  it,  and  set  her  to  work  making 
a  imiform  for  the  expected  little  la-de-tla. 

There's  another  thing,  laddies,  on  free-love 'don't  bet, 
Against  Woman's  Rights  just  make  a  dead  set. 
And  don't  get  politics  or  office  on  the  brain. 
But  stick  to  square  labor,  and  honor  }'ou'll  gain. 
Be  honest,  be  orave,  act  square  with  a  friend, 
Be  true  to  your  country,  and  money  don't  lend  : 
Your  words  keep  together,  st^iy  shady  and  sane, 
And  nothing  whatever  gets  ou  to  the  brain.    , 

i-  ,:'.■■" 
Spoken  :  Yes,  above  all  things,  put  your  foot 
down  on  these  free-lovo  doctrines  ;  give  the  coming 
generation  the  same  chance  to  know  their  daddieu 
that  you  have  had  ;  give  a  .woman  the  right  to  do 
anjlhing  but  make  a  darned  fool  of  themselves. 
Don't  it  sound  nice  for  an  old  maid  of  sixty  to  go 
upon  the  public  platform  and  crj-  out  against  these 
horrid,  horrid  men  !  and  ain't  they  high  old  subjects 
that  lecture  on  the  manner  of  bringing  up  babies 
without  nursing !  And,  above  all  things,  don't  spend 
your  life  loafing  around,  waiting  for  a  change  of  ad- 
ministration, or  something  to  turn  up.  Get  knowledge, 
but  nothing  else  on  the  brain,  and  you'll  be  hunkie, 
and  that's  where  the  duck  swims. 

Ton  may  call  me  a  quiz,  yon  may  call  me  a  qui. 
But  these  are  the  things  that  are  queer  to  the  eye, 
And  I'll  tell  yoa  in  earnest,  and  tell  yoa  again, 
Never  get  anything  square  on  the  brain. 
Bat  keep  a  stray  oar,  whatever  yoa  do. 
With  freedom  to  paddle  your  own  oanos^  .  |     ' 
As  there's  nothing  so  fatal,  I  tcU  yoa  again. 
As  getting  any  one  thing  square  on  the  Drain. 


Suffer  not  yonr  spirit  to  be  snbdned  by  mis- 
fortunes ;  bat  on  the  contrary,  steer  right  onward, 
with  a  conrage  greater  than  yonr  fate  seems  to 
allow. 

He  is  rich  who  saves  a  penny  a  year  ;  aa«l  he  is 
poor  who  runs  behind  a  penny  a  year.       :  ■  y-^ 


THE    SlIfCrERS^    JOVRMiAl.. 


afti 


I'm  Not  Myself  At  AU!         , 

Oh  !  I'm  not  niysolf  iit  nil,  Molly  dear,  Molly  dear, 

I'm  not  lujitell  at  nil  : 
Notbiug  tiinug,  uothiog  kuowiug.  'tis  after  yon 

I'm  going  : 
Fiuth,  your  sbadow  "tia  I'm  growing,  Jlolly  dear, 

Molly  dear. 
And  I'm  not  mjself  at  alL 
Til'  other  day,  I  went  ooufessin'  and  I  asked  the 

father's  bletbin'  : 
r?uU  says  I,  don't  give  me  one  entirely — 
For,  I  1  ret  ted  so  last  year,  . 

But  the  lialf  o'  me  ia  here, 

Si>  fjire  tho  other  halt  to  Molly  Brierly  : 
Oh  !  I'm  uot  mytelf  at  all ! " 

Ob  I  I'm  I'ot  myself  at  all,  Molly  dear,  Molly  deer, 

My  njipetite's  so  small  : 
I  oiieo  could  pick  a  goose,  but  my  buttons  is  no  use. 
Faith,  luy  lightest  coat  is  k)Ose,  Molly  dear,  Molly  dear, 

And  I'm  not  myself  at  all. 
If  thus  it  is  I  wiustt!,  you'd  letter,  dear,  make  ha6t«. 

Before  your  lover's  gone  away  entirely : 
If  yon  don't  soou  change  yonr  mind, 

Xot  a  hit  o'  me  youll  find. 
And  what  'ud  think  o'  that,  MoUy  Brierly? 
I        Oh  !  I'm  uot  myself  at  all ! 
I  •' 

Ob  !  my  shadow  on  the  wall,  Molly  dear,  Molly  dear. 

Isn't  like  uiystlf  at  all  : 
For,  I've  got  so  verj-  thin,  myself  says  'tis  n't  him- 
Jiiit  that  pnrty  girl  so  slim,  Molly  dear,  Molly  dear, 

And  I'm  not  myself  at  alL 
If  ( bus  I  smaller  grew,  all  fretting,  dear,  for  you, 
"lis  you  should  make  up  the  deficiency  : 

So  just  let  Father  Taaf 

Make  you  my  better  half^ 
Aad  you  will  uot  the  worse  for  the  addition  be  : 

Oh  !  I'm  uot  myself  at  all ! 

I'll  be  not  myself  at  all,  Molly  dear,  Molly  dear, 

'Till  you  my  own  I  call. 
Since  a  change  o'er  me  there  came,  snra, 

you  might  change  yonr  name. 
And  'twould  just  come  to  the  same,  Molly  dear, 

Molly  dear. 

Oh  !  'twould  just  come  to  the  same  ; 
For,  if  you  and  1  were  one,  all  confusion  would  be  gone. 
Ami  'twould  simplify  the  matter  entirely. 

And  'would  save  ns  so  much  both^. 

When  we'd  both  be  one  another — 
So  listen  now  to  rayson,  Molly  Brierly : 

Oh  !  I'm  not  myself  at  all ! 


Let  My  People  Go. 

Ehd  Sono.    A«  Snog  by  Oeo.  Stanalfl. 


Brother  and  my  Sister,  and  1  tell  yoo. 

Let  my  people  go  ; 
I'm  gwine  to  pat  on  de  golden  shoe, 

Let  my  people  go  ; 
And  stiaight  to  glory  I  will  go^ 

Let  my  people  go  ; 
For,  do  Angel  Gabriel  told  me  so, 

Let  my  people  go. 

Chobus. 

Way  down  iu  Moses  :  way  down  in  Egypt's  land, 
Tell  Old  Pharaoh  to  let  my  people  go. 

Great  big  Nigger  od  a  little  fence. 

Let  my  people  go  ;  '■    _; 

A  talking  to  a  liit  Nigger  Wench, 

Ijet  my  people  go  ; 
The  fence  it  broke  and  dey  got  a  fall. 

Let  my  people  go  ; 
Down  come  fence.  Nigger  Wench  and  all ! 

Let  my  people  go. 

Way  down  in  Moees,  Ac, 

\ow.  of  good  things  I  get  the  best, 

Let  my  people  go  ; 
Take  my  advice,  youog  man,  go  West  1      '■' 

Let  my  people  go  :  ^ 

A  Schooner  of  Beer  only  oosto  Five  Centi  I 

L«*  my  people  go  ; 
And  when  you  get  full,  you've  got  no  sense  ! 

Let  my  people  go. 

Way  domi  in  Moses,  &o. 


Loakiiig  fix-  lAbor. 


IRIBB  DOUBLE  SONO  AND  DAMOE. 
Written  bj  William  Bryant,  Sung  by  liryact  &  Williama. 


If  ye  plaae,  ms,  we,  have  here  jnst  landed 

Prom  over  beyant  the  big  sea  ; 
Our  relations  we  left  far  behind  ns,    ' 

We've  come  out  to  work  here  for  ye. 
An'  now  we're  lookiu'  for  labor. 

Anything  we  are  willing  to  do  ; 
I  can  himdle  the  pick  or  tho  shovel, 
Aiid  8X10  can  do  washing  for  you. 
Chorus :    Then  it's  miythiug  you've  got  to  do, 
We're  willlug  now  to  work  for  you  ; 
:/     ■    For,  we  will  do  tho  best  we  can, 

If  you've  got  any  work  for  to  do. 

Stife  the  raisons  we  left  the  onld  country. 

And  pack  up  otir  duds  to  come  here — 
Sure  the  times  were  so  barfl  and  so  bitter. 

An'  mate  and  {lotatoes  so  dear — 
So  we  tackled  tho  briny  blue  ocean. 

An'  hard  sure  we  worked  cin  the  way  : 
For,  we  knew  whin  we  struck  sweet  America, 

It's  there  we'd  have  ashens  o'  pay.        Choras. 


Hoop  'em  up  'Liza  Jane. 

Ooin'  across  de  mountain, 

I  gave  my  horu  a  blow. 
Thought  I  heard  Miss  "Liza 

Yonidar  oomes  my  bean. 
She's  nicer  than  the  roses. 

That  grow  down  on  tho  plain, 
I  lub  dat  little  yallcr  gal— 

My  sweet  ole  'Liza  Jane. 

If  you  want  to  bny  a  horse. 

Don't  buy  a  hor^  dat's  lame ; 
But  if  you  want  to  buy  a  mule, 

Bny  ole 'Liza  Jane. 
She's  sweeter  dan  de  'lasses,  ' 

Dat  drc^  from  sugar  cane  ; 
She  is  de  darlin'  ob  my  heart — 

My  sweet  ole  'Liza  Jane. 


MoGown's  Wedding. 

Words  by  John  Fielding. 


'Twas  on  the  Fourth  of  last  Julj',    - 

This  is  the  truth  and  not  a  lie, 

That  Dan  McGowu  and  Mary  Maloye 

In  wedlock  were  united  : 
And  as  they  had  some  cash  on  hand. 
Says  Dan — "  our  wedding  will  be  grand."    . 
"More  jjower  to  you,"  says  Mary  Ann, 

Now  who  shall  be  invited  ? 
The  Clanceys,  Fagins  and  the  Doyles, 
Murphj-8,  Dugins  and  the  Gores, 
Whtden,  Ragin  and  Paddy  Miles, 
The  BoUvers  and  a  hundred  more. 
Chorus :    'Pon  me  word,  the  President's  Ball, 
Or  a  fair  at  Donigall ! 
Finnegan's  wake  was  nothing  at  all 

CJompared  to  this  wedding. 
Music  playing,  whiskey  flowing. 
Boys  and  girls  with  love  a  dying — 
Children  in  the  comers  crjing — 
_  ^        At  McGown's  wedding. 

Some  were  playing  forty-fives — 
More  of  them  were  shaking  dice — : 
And  the  girls  were  making  pies. 

The  bride  was  telling  stories  :       -       ;  •, 
Some  were  smoking  their  dndheens. 
And  boys  a  hugging  their  CoUeens  ; 
More  were  eating  Pig's  crubeen's ; 

Sore  all  were  in  their  glory. 
Fiddlers  playing  jigs  and  reels — 
I  tell  you  they  were  a  happy  lot — 
Until  the  whiskey  made  them  squeal — 
That  was  the  time  that  things  got  hot ! 
ChoniB  :    Melah,  murder,  what  a  time ! 

Didn't  we  see  them  cut  a  shine — 
Drinking  whiskey,  sometimes  wine. 

And  on  the  lunch  a  raiding: 
Hugging,  squeezing  one  another — 
Children  crying  for  their  mother — 
All  mixed  up — this  way  ^^  t'otber- 
At  licGbwn's  wedding. 


My  Lover  is  Shy. 


The  Mwio  ia  pnblinhed  by  John  Cburcb  ft  Co.,  M  WMt 
'    .  I    Fourtli  Street.  CluciuoaU. 


Oh  !  Fve  a  yougg  lover  so  haudsome  and  lair. 
With  cheeks  of  fresh  ci>lor,  and  raven  black  hair. 
So  graceful  iu  motion,  and  light  ou  his  feeti 
To  me  he's  tlie  dearest  I  ever  did  meet 

Bat  then  he's  so  shy,  timid  and  shy  !  ^ 

Ain't  it  a  pity  my  lover  is  shy  ? 

Dreadfully  shy,  ever  so  shj-. 

It's- very  OMtreasiug,  my  lover  is  shy. 

My  lover  is  ready  and  willing,  I  know. 
To  come  and  escort  mc  wherever  I  go  : 
He  never  as  }'et  sought  a  kiss,  it  is  true,- 
While  I  am  quite  wilUng  to  let  him  have  twa 

My  lover's  attentive,  so  gentle  and  kind. 
But  alwaj's  too  bashfitl  to  speak  out  his  mind. 
Else  why  don't  he  say  with  true  fondness  to  me — 
"My  own  dearest  Mary,  shall  we  married  be  ?" 

But  should  ha  some  morning  more  courage  command. 
And  speak  to  me  softly  while  pressing  my  head. 
And  ask  me  to  wed  him  without  ino(e  delay. 
My  answer  would  be—"  Let's  get  manjed  to-day.** 


I      Beautiful  Kne  Belk. 

Worfla  and  Mutio  by  W.  H.  Delebanty. 


Beautiful  blue  bells,  wet  with  morning  dew. 
Emblems  of  you,  dear,  fair  and  pure,  and  tnw — 
Proofs  of  affection  which  I  feel  for  you — 
Beautiful  blue  bells,  wet  with  morning  dew. 
That's  the  sweet  epistle  which  I  sent  to-day 
To  my  liltle  Sweetheart,  Aimio,  o'er  the  way. 
Then  there  came  an  answer,  loving,  kind  and  trao'^ 
Thanks  for  those  sweet  posies,  blue  bells  wet  with  dew. 
Chobus. 

That's  the  way  I  won  her,        (Symph.) 
It  is  upon  my  honor —  (Symph.) 

My  life  is  blissful  since  I  sent  to-day 
Those  pretty  flowers  to  Annie,  o'er  the  way. 
But  she  is  sweeter,  fairer,  £ar  than  you, 
Beautilul  blue  bells,  wet  with  morning  dew. 

Now,  every  evening  yoti  can  find  me  there. 
In  that  httle  cottage  with  my  love  so  fair. 
Wooing  and,  cooing  like  two  little  doves — 
Pleasure  pursuing,  while  exchanging  loves. 
Theu  if  you  had  seen  her  sitting  by  my  side. 
When  I  asked  the  question,  "  Will  yon  be  my  bride  ?" 
How  she  blushed  and  trembled,  and  her  eyes  so  Uae 
Looked  just  like  those  flowen,  blue  bells  wet  ynfL  dew. 

Chorus  as  before. 


.-•♦►H 


Oh,  Yes!  Oh,  Yes! 

Bang  by  Harper  and  StanaUL 


Saw  Sister  Marv  the  other  day. 

Oh,  yes  !  Oh,  Y«5 ! 
Trying  to  climb  the  golden  stairs. 

Oh,  yes  !  Oh,  yes ! 
If  you  get  there  before  I  do^ 

Oh,  yes  !  Oh,  yes ! 
Jc8t  tell  tnem  Pm  coming  too. 

Oh,  yes  1  Oh,  yes  I 
Chorus  :    Wait  till  I  get  on  de  road ; 
Wait  till  I  get  on  de  road ; 
Wait  till  I  get  on  de  road  ; 
Oh,  yea!  Oh,  yes  I 


I  went  to  chnzch  de  other  day, 

Oh,  yes  !  Oh,  yes ! 
To  hear  de  Niggeis  sing  and  piay, 
•      CUi,  yes !  Oh,  yes  ! 
I  heara  an  old  Nigger  saying  her  pnjtxk. 

Oh,  yes !  Oh,  yes  ! 
Dey  snag  a  song  called  "  Gittin'  Up  Btaiis," 

Oh,  yes !  Oh,  yes  !  Choma. 

Gome,  yon  sinners,  and  go  with  me, 

Oh,  yes !  Oh,  yes ! 
ni  take  you  down  to  Tennessee, 

Oh,  yes !  Oh,  yes  ! 
Jmnp  ri^u  on  de  Lily  White  Steed, 

Oh,  yes  !  Oh,  yes ! 
Pm  goin'  to  gloty,  I  is  indeed. 

Oh,  yes:  Oh,  yes!  QiOTit' 


m 
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thjb:  sirvoERS'  jouRiITAL.; 


Irishmen  to  the  Trout. 

Written  by  Wm  Scanlan.  Sau^  by  ScanUii  &  Croain. 


The  IriRhmen  are  otU  to-day,  all  dre«»ied  up  in  the  style. 
With  bloomiug  shamrocks  iu  their  hnU,  aud 

faces  boru  to  smile  ; 
Old  Eriu'K  flag  is  flyinp  with  ColnmbnK'  ntarry  gem, 
Aud  our  fritiuds  are  out  to  cheer  aud  Mhont  for 

<>  the  galluut  Irishmen. 

Chorvb. 

Then  Irishmen  to  the  front,  hurrah ! 

The  tife  aud  drum  we  hear. 

With  step  8o  gay  we  march  away,  ' 

While  all  the  people  cheer. 

The  ladies,-  too,  with  hearts  so  true. 

Applaud  us  now  and  then, 

Auil  ou  St.  Piitrick's  day  they  love  to  seo 

The  gallaut  Irishmen. 

We  march  the  street  so  graceful,  with  the  marshal 

iu  adTttuce, 
I   The  band  plays  up  an  Irish  tune,  aud  it  almost 

makes  us  dance  : 
There's  such  delight,  it  brings  us  back  to  ould       • 

•  Ireland  once  agi\in. 
With  banners  proudly  doatiug  o'er  the  gallaut  Irishmen. 

Then  Irishmen,  &.C. 

At  night  we're  ready  to  join  the  fun  and  take  a 

social  glass : 
We  talk  of  dear  ould  Ireland,  the  shamrock  aud 

the  grass  : 
We  laugh  aud  sing,  and  our  feet  we  fling,  like 

Irishmen  so  true. 
And  if  there's  a  fight,  why,  it's  our  delight  to 

show  what  we  can  do. 
Theu  Irishmen,  &.c. 


Lassie  With  the  Hazel  Eye. 

Aa  SUUK  t>y  Aduh  RIcbuioDil. 

Wnrila  by  W.  Dexter Smiili.      Mimic  by  Stephen  Glover. 

The  Munio  if  vubliehed  ly  U.  D.  Kussrll  *Co.,   Ii6 

Xremuut  Street  Uostun.  Price  35  ceBta. 


,  ,  I 
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There  is  a  lass  I  dejirly  love 
In  all  the  world  all  else  above  : 
Hhe  is  the  spirit  of  ray  dreams, 
Aud,  through  the  day,  it  ever  seems 
That  her  sweet  presence  beautifies 
Each  scene  that  meets  my  longing  eyes. 
Oh  !  I'm  forever  haunted  by 
The  lassie — Lissie  with  the  hazel  eye. 
Chorus  :     Lassie  with  the  hazel  eye, 
*  Lassie  with  the  hazel  eye,  ' 

Oh  !  I'm  forever  haunted  by 
The  Lissie  with  the  hazel  eye  ! 

Though  I  may  roam  on  laud  or  sea. 

My  trusting  heart  will  ever  be 

With  one  who  is  my  guiding  star. 

Whose  rays  shine  on  me  from  afar. 

And  make  life's  path-wayever  clear. 

Which  otherwise  were  dark  and  drear — 

Oh  !  I'm  forever  hauntetl  by 

The  lassie— lassie  with  the  hazel  eye.     Chorus. 


The  Old  Kentucky  Shore. 

Sung  by  Kirkkndl>rew. 


Oh  !  here  we  are,  as  you  can  see,  , 

To  sing  and  duuce  for  you  ; 
Just  watch  our  gjiunastic  feats, 

And  our  easy  style,  so  new. 
We're  going  back  to  onr  southern  homes, 

^Vhere  oft  we've  bten  before  : 
We'll  show  yon  what  we  used  to  do 
On  de  old  Kentucky  shore.  ^        • 

Chorus :    And  when  at  night  our  work  was  done. 

Oh !  that's  the  time  onr  work  was  done  : 
To  see  de  coon  and  'poestmi  nm. 
As  often  we  did  do. 

Those  happy  days  have  passed  and  gone, 

Dey'U  never  come  no  more  ; 
When  we  were  happy  little  darks, 

In  those  sunny  day*  of  yore. 
Our  father  and  mother  they've  both  gaaid 

To  dat  happy  golden  door. 
Dey  left  ua,  when  two  little  darks^ 


On  de  old  Kentucky  shore. 


Choms. 


Always  Too  Late. 

Written  aud  Composed  by  Booiile  BnoneU. 


I  am  the  most  unlucky  man  that  erer  you  did  see. 
No  mutter  what  I  do,  there's  always  somethiug 

troubles  me ; 
The  girls  they  have  gone  back  on  me,  it  always 

is  my  fate, 
The  cause  of  all  mishaps,  boys,  to  you  I  will  relate. 

CUOKVS. 
I'm  always  too  late,  yes,  always  too  lat^ 
I'm  never  on  haud,  boys,  oh  !  sad  is  my  fate  ; 
Always  too  late,  always  too  late, 
I'm  never  ou  timf,  but  always  too  late. 

I  went  to  see  my  gid  last  night  about  the  hour  of  nine. 
When  I  went  to  the  hoiwe  I  thought  I  was  just  in  time  ; 
I  went  inside,  and  tht^re  I  saw  my  little  Kate 
Ilecliuiug  iu  some  fellow's  arms,  you  see  I  was  too  late. 

I'm  always,  &c. 

But  now  I've  married  that  young  gal,  I  am  a 

happy  man, 
I  always  try  to  treat  my  wife  ^he  very  best  I  can  ; 
IJut  something  hapix-ned  fother  night  which  I 

thought  first-rate — 
My  wife  she  had  a  Uttle  boy,  and  christened  him 

too  late  ! 
I'm  always,  &c 


-•♦^ 


I  Hope  I  don't  Intrude. 

Word!  by  Delebanty.      Performed  by  Pelehknty  &  Hengler. 

I'm  as  happy  as  .the  day  is  long,     • 

My  mimi  is  never  easy. 
No  matter  whether  right  or  wrong. 

You  must  not  think  me  rude. 
For,  love  it  is  the  burden  of  my  long. 

With  joy  I'm  almost  crazy  ; 
And  if,  ))erchance,  I  sing  or  dance, 

Yuu  must  not  think  me  mde. 
And  if  I  make  one  littk)  break, 

I  hoiH)  I  don't  intrude. 

Chorus. 
Oh,  dear !  don't  you  wish  that  you  was  me !    (Sjtu.) 
I  feel  just  as  happy  as  a  big  bumble-bee  :  cSym. ) 

I  was  Walking  by  her  door, 

^Vhen  I  heard  the  music  sweet, 
Aud  my  heart  with  joy  filled  over, 

I  couldu't  keep  my  fleet. 
So  keep  the  music  ringing  :  , 

For,  it  makes  mo  feel  so  good— 
And  if,  perchance,  I  sing  or  dance^ 

You  must  not  think  uie  rtide. 
Aud  if  I  make  one  littje  break, 
I  hojje  I  don't  intrude.  "      (Dance.) 


At  a  fancy  ball  the  other  night. 

Myself  and  little  Daisy, 
We  kept  it  up  till  browd  daylight. 

We  felt  so  awful  goo<l. 
Oh  !  Daisy  looked  m  fair  and  bright. 

She  set  the  men  nil  crazy  ; 
And  if  they  asked  het  for  to  dance. 

She'd  ask  mo  if  she  could, 
Aud  then  I'd  say  in  a  careless  way — 

I  hope  I  don't  intrude. 


Chorus. 


m 
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Angels,  Meet  Me  on  the  Cross-Boad. 

Plantation  Soug.    Bung  by  T.  M.  Hengler. 

I  rise  tip  early  in  de  mom, 

I  hear  old  Gabriel  blow  his  horn  ; 

Make  hiiste,  darkies,  d<m't  you  wait, 

'Coze  you  all  may  lose  them  keys  to  de  gatei 

Chorus. 
Augels,  meet  me  on  the  cross-road,  meet  me. 
Angels,  meet  me  on  the  cross-road,  meet  me. 
Angels,  meet  me  on  the  cross-road,  meet  me, 
I  ain't  given  to  charge  any  tola     (Repeat  Chorus. ) 

What  kind  of  shoes  does  the  angels  wear, 
Dat  dey  can  walk  around  up  in  HtiHven  iu  de  air  ? 
I  stand  by  de  gate,  I  hear  de  angels  knock. 
And  I  pni  iJl  da  aiokols  in  de  miasiouary  box. 
, :,  ^^—^y.  r         Angels,  meet  me,  &c. 


A  Lawdy  Dawdy  Fellow. 

Words  and  Music  by  T.  M.  Hengler. 


I'm  a  charming,  captivating,  fascinating  fellow. 

MHiere'er  I  stray,  the  ladies  say, 
Oh  !  isn't  ho  a  swell.  O. 

They  pet,  and  treat  me  tenderly. 
And  call  me  lady  killer,  '■    ^     ^ 

They  laugh,  they  sigh 
As  I  pass  by, 
I'm  so  awfully  deuced  clever. 
By  jingo,  I'm  so  charming. 
And  their  darling. 
Choms  :    I'm  the  ladit«'  choice,  by  Jove, 

A  haudsome,  charming. swell,  O  ; 
By  jingo,  how  the  lAdies  sigh 
For  this  Lawdy  Dawdy  Fellow. 

I'm  known  at  Saratoga, 

Long  Branch  oft' I  visit,  , 

The  ladies  fair  at  me  stare, 

Aud  say,  isn't  he  exquisite  !         .  • 

I'm  Ifkdy-like  in  fancy. 

In  form  aud  style  a  stunner. 
In  the  mazy  waltz,  the  polka  too. 

They  sigh  to  be  my  partner.  Chorus. 


Who  Wonld  not  be  a  Soldier  ? 

Dnet-SunK  by  tl<e  Voj  Sisters. 


I'm  a  soldier,  yes,  I'd  have  you  know, 

I've  wounds  and  scars  all  'roimd  me  to  show  ; 

In  the  ranks  I  love  my  fun  : 

For,  I'm  used  to  flfe  aud  tap  of  drum. 

Chorus  :    Then  who  woidd  not  be  a  soldier. 

So  jolly  and  so  gay  ? 
■    Come,  boys,  and  be  a  soldier. 

And  fight  for  America. 

I'm  a  soldier's  girl,  I  keep  my  eye 

On  every  chance  that  may  come  by  ; 

I  follow  him  aud  do  my  best 

To  spend  his  cash,  aud  trust  the  rest 

Chorus  :     Then  who  would  not  be  a  soldier. 

So  jolly  and  so  free  ? 
Come,  boys,  aud  be  a  soldier. 

And  fight  for  America.  * 


Duffy  to  the  Front. 

Song  by  Harrigin  in  his  plsy  of  "  Malone'i  Night  Off.' 

Cornelias  Dufl^y,  the  people's  choice, 

A  substantial,  solid  mau, 
Will  represent  our  government, 

Aud  siurely  le»id  the  van  ; 
His  head  is  full  of  learning. 
His  constituents  all  agree, 
Hell  hold  the*  chair  and  rule  it  there,  ■ 

Far  up  in  Albany. 
Chorus :    Then  rise  your. voices,  every  one. 
The  enemy  we  will  htmt. 
We'll  mle  New  York,  ah  !  that's  the  talk, 
When  Duflfy's  to  the  front. 

Ton  can  drink  your  laper  on  Sunday  then. 

And  speak  your  mind  at  will : 
You  can  fight  all  night,  till  broad  day-light, 

The  police  can't  keep  you  still ; 
Yotu:  influence  will  he  powerful. 

Led  by  a  man  of  ability. 
When  Cornelius  Duffy's  to  the  front,  * 

Far  up  in  Allmny. 
Choms  :    So  rise  your  voices,  every  one,  j 

The  enemy  we  must  hunt,  ' 

Let's  draw  onr  swords,  and  cany  the  ward. 
And  put  Duffy  to  the  front. 

Oh  !  Italians  then  will  have  to  go 

Way  back  to  Italy, 
And  live  upon  red  herrings'  bones. 

And  maccaroni  tea ; 
The  city  must  be  clean  and  white^ 

The  cream  of  gentility. 
When  Duffy's  to  the  front,  my  boya. 

Far  np  in  Albany. 
Choma :    So  rise  your  voices,  every  one, 
.     .;;  .       The  enemy  we  must  honl, 
•  '     On  election  day  well  clear  the  way. 
And  pat  Daffy  to  the  front 
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Pull  for  the  Shore! 

A  SACB£I>  SONO. 


Light  in  the  darknesii,  sailor,  day  is  at  bauil ! 
See  o'er  the  foaming  billows  fair  Heaven's  land  : 
Drear  was  the  voyage,  sailor,  now  almost  o'er, 
Safe  within  the  life-boat,  sailor,  poll  for  the  shore ! 

"  Chobus. 

Pnll  for  the  shore,  sailor,  pull  for  the  shore  ! 
Heed  not  the  rolling  waves,  but  bend  to  the  oar  : 
Safe  in  the  life-boat,  sailor,  think  of  self  no  more. 
Leave  the  poor  old  stranded  wreck,  and  pull  for 

the  shore  ! 

TruHt  in  the  life-boat,  sailor,  all  else  will  fail. 
Stronger  the  surges  dash,  and  fiercer  the  gale. 
Heed  not  the  stormy  winds,  though  loudly  they  roar, 
Watch  the  Bright  Morning  Star,  and  pnll  for  th«  shore  ! 

Pull  fur  the  shore,  <!tc. 

Bright  gleams  the  morning,  sailor,  up  lift  the  eye. 
Clouds  Kud  darkness  disappearing,  glory  is  nigh  ! 
Safe  in  the  life-boat,  sailor,  sing  evermote— 
"  Glory,  glorj',  hallelujah  !"  pull  for  the  shore  ! 

Pull  for  the  shore,  ic. 


Hurrah  for  the  Minstrel  Band! 

Written  and  Suog  by  Frank  Lewii. 

The  mnKic  ofttiis  bouk  cuu  be  obtained  cf  E  H.  Harding, 

No  229  Bowerv.    oppoaite  Prince  Street    New-York  — 

Elegant  Full  Mnalc  Size  Slieet  for  10  cents. 

Copyright,  1876.  by  E.  H.  Hardlne. 


There  is  not  a  man  in  the  whole  minstrel  band, 

Who  would  ever  go  back  on  his  friend  ; 
Though  dark  be  his  face,  yet  the  black  can't  efiface 

The  kind  deeds  which  through  life  him  attend. 
I  hear  the  echo  sounding,  sounding 

In  notes  loud  and  clear  through  the  land  ;     , 
I  list  to  its  voice,  and  it  bids  me  rejoice — 

Then  hurrah  for  the  minstrel  band ! 
Theu  hunah,  then  hurrah, 

Then  hurrah  for  the  minstrel  band  ! 

I  will  speak  first  of  one  whom  we  loVed  in  the  past. 

He'd  a  heart  that  was  noble  and  brave  ; 
Nelse  Seymour,  who  never  refused  his  last  dime, 

If  he  thought  you  from"  hunger  'twould  save  ; 
I  hear  his  praises  sounding,  sounding 

In  notes  loud  and  clear  through  the  land  ; 
The  tall  son  of  York,  he  has  died  at  his  work, 

And  the  pride  ol  the  minstrel  band  !         ^ 
He  was  the  pride,  the  pride. 

Was  the  pride  of  the  miastrel  band !  ,     : 

Brave  tJnsworth,  he  stood  like  a  minstrel  so  true, 

'Till  defeated  at  last  by  grim  death  : 
And  Budworth,  alas !  broke  his  old  banjo  strings. 

Which  he  loved,  'till  he  parted  with  breath. 
I  hear  their  dirge  now  sounding,  sounding 

In  notes  loud  and  clear  through  the  land  ; 
They  lived  and  they  died  with  the  boys  that  they  loved, 

The  dear  boys  of  the  minstrefband ! 
The  dear  boys,  the  dear  boys. 

The  dear  boys  of  the  minstrel  band  ! 

But  now  I  must  speak  of  the  prince  of  them  all — 

Who  is  that  but  our  own  gallant  Dan  ? 
Let  every  one  mourn— for,  our  chieftain  is  gone, 

Dan  Brjafit,  the  minstrel  and  man. 
Let  all  his  praises  be  sounding,  sounding 

In  notes  loud  and  clear  through  the  land ; 
He  lived  and  he  died  both  our  glory  and  pride, 

And  the  king  of  the  minstrel  band ! 
He  was  king,  he  was  king. 

He  was  king  of  the  minstrel  band ! 

Ther«  is  also  a  name  that  is  well  known  to  fame — 

George  Belmore  the  jocky  so  true  ! 
His  last  race  is  run,  and  the  prize  he  baa  von — 

To  the  Judges  his  spirit  it  flew  ; 
I  hear  the  people  shouting,  shouting 

As  the  Fying  Scud  passes  the  stand —      — j 
The  heat  it  is  run,  the  gold  cup  is  won. 

He  has  joined  the  tnte  minstrel  band  ! 
He  has  joined,  he  has  joined— 

He  has  joined  the  true  minstrel  bandl.,  •■.  \  . .      :j 


They  Borrow,  but  Never  Betum. 

Oopyrigbt    1676  by  £.  B   Uardlug. 

Til*  Haalc  can  be  obtained  of  E.  H.  Harding,  No.  224 

Buwery.  New-York.   Price  10  ceuta. 

A*  Sung  by  the  Foy  Sister*. 


As  we  pass,  day  by  day,  through  life's  busy  highway. 

There  are  many  strange  people  we  see  ; 
And  the  worst,  I  oouclude,  are  the  ones  who  intrude 

On  otir  charity,  be  it  so  free. 
For,  they  seem  to  depend  upon  what  we  will  laud, 

Not  a  dollar  they  honestly  earn  ; 
Yet  they  prosper  and  thrive,  and  the  Mray  stirvive 

Is— to  borrow  and  never  return  ! 
Chobus. 

Yen,  they  borrow,  but  never  return  : 
So  of  ooiuse  it  is  easy  to  learn 
There  are  some  folks  that  Uve,  not  to  spend  or  to  give. 
But  to  borrow,  and  never  return  ! 

If  you  lay  up  in  store  a  few  dollars  or  more. 

Upon  this  you  can  truly  depend  : 
They  will  sure  find  it  out,  and  they'll  chase  you  abAit, 

IHll  they  force  you  your  money  to  lend. 
If  you  doubtingly  say— "I'm  afraid  you  won't  pay," 

Such  ideas,  of  course,  they  will  spurn  ; 
And  you'll  find  ont  some  day,  I  am  right  wherl  I  say 

Thiat  they  borrow,  but  never  return  ! 

::■..  •  .  Yes,  they  borrow,  ic. 

In  the  fashion  they  dress,  and  their  manners  express 

They  have  plenty  to  eat  and  to  wear ; 
But  they'd  be  in  the  shade  if  their  bills  were  all  paid, 

And  the  poor-house  would  have  them  in  care. 
'Tis  no  wonder  they  smile  when  they  pass  you  in  style 

It  is  better  to  beg  than  to  earn  ; 
While  it's  true,  as  a  rule,  they  will  deem  you  a  fool. 

When  the^  borrow  to  jiever  return  ! 

;      .^  ,:       Yes,  they  borrow,  Ac. 

The  Opening  at  Patrick  Malone's. 


Air: 


I've  only  been  down  to  the  Club. ' 
Words  by  W.  J.  Orogan. 


Meself  and  a  couple  of  friends  more. 

For  a  night's  racket  we  did  agree  ; 
So  we  started  for  Pat  Malone's  store, 

There  an  Opening  that  evening  would  be. 
We  played  cards  and  threw  dice  until  late. 

And  then  some  one  proposed  home  we'd  start : 
We  left  in  a  terrible  state. 

To  their  home  each  one  there  did  depart 

Spoken  :  Yes,'  we  started  for  home  :  but  as  I  was 
goiug  home,  I  met  Officer  Gilhooly.  "Here,"  says 
he,  "  I'll  have  to  take  you  in.  McCan,  you're  drunk." 
He  tould  me  would  I  go  with  him,  but  I  axed  him  no, 
so  he  says  :  "  Tell  me  where  you  were  or  I'll  take  you 
in."     So  I  told  him  that— 

Chobus.  ;    . 

Malone  had  an  Opening  to-night 
To  be  coorse  through  respect  I  was  there  ; 

But  don't  think  for  a  moment  I'm  tight : 
For,  it's  only  a  fit  of  des^^air. 

The  whisky  was  regular  grog,  _    ; 

For  lunch  he  had  scalded  pig's  feet ; 
The  segars  they  would  sicken  a  dog. 

While  his  cheese  it  was  not  fit  to  eat   ', 
Going  home  was  the  worse  of  it  all, 

I  was  trjing  to  ascend  unawares. 
When  my  wife  met  me  up  in  the  hall. 

And  threw  me  down  two  flights  of  stairs. 

Spoken  :  I  was  just  rightly  settled  at  the  bottom, 
when  the  landlord  came  ont  "  Here, "  says  he,  "why 
is  this  thusly  ?  It  will  have  to  be  stopped."  "  Well, 
if  you  don't  like  it"  says  L  "you  can  leave  any  time." 
This  would  of  never  bappened  only  that — 

;:        ■    Malone  had  an  opening,  Ac 

I  gathered  myself  up  an'  went 

Up  the  stairs  all  broke  up  from  the  fall. 
To  kill  her  it  was  my  intent  .( 

But  the  police  jshe  very  soon  called. 
I  requested  her  for  to  be  quiet 

But  she  cried  and  she  said  she'd  go  home, 
And  she  is  ever  since  cursing  the  night  ;  < 

Of  the  Opeaing  of  Patrick  Malone's. 

lialone  had  wq  opening,  Ac. 


She  Smiled  on  me  so  Sweet. 

I  i<auK  by  Tale. 


There  is  a  idart  that  pierced  my  heart, 

'TwiiK  thrown  by  a  darUng  girl. 
Whose  e^  tK  iirt>  bright  as  diamonds. 

And  her  hiiir  hiuigs  .do>»'u  in  curls.         ,    - '-■ 
I  can't  forget  the  evening  .•■'••■ 

When  first  we  chanced  to  meet ; 
We  were  riding  in  an  omnibus,  ;•'  *'  ' . 

She  smilf  d  on  me  so  sweet  '       ■  ■'   ■  ■ 

Chorus  :    OU  !  I'll  be  as  happy  as  a  btuubl»%ee. 
That  flies  around  the  street 
llf  1  could  only  find  (he  girl 
That  smiled  ou  me  BO  BVeet 

I  tried  in  vain  to  meet  her,       ;    " 

Ever  since  that  happy  night 
That  1  met  my  little  lair  one  :  ^  ■.    .-,  ■ 

For,  I  loved  her  at  first  sight 
But  etUl  I'm  not  discouraged  : 

For,  I  live  iu  hojies  to  meet  ;  ." 

This  darling  little  creature,  .•—■••  = 

That  ismiled  on  me  so  sweet.  Chorus. 


The  Donnegan  Light  Gkiard. 

'Wordaaiid  Uneic  by  Geo  F.  Seobie. 

Copyright    1676   by  E    H.  Harding.        The  Mnstn  Mn  Im 

bad  of  E.  U.  Harding.  No.  220  Bowery.    Price  10  cte. 

As  SuuR  by  the  Foy  Biaten. 


Ih« 
\ 

We 


.\h,  ha!  te'e're  off  so  gaily,  •'.../ 

Now  lejt  others  take  the  rear,         ;' 
We're  coining  solid  to  the  front 

Of  that  don't  have  a  fear;  r», 

The  Mulligan's,  the  H)X>lihan'8,  ■'' 

The  Dougherty's  and  all ;  A 

When  we're  itanidiu'  through  the  streets. 
We  drive  them  to  the  wall. 
Chorus  :    First  the  left  and  then  the  right 
But  never  both  togKhcr  ; 
The  tall,  the  short,  the  thick,  the  thin. 
We're  worse,  l)egob,  tlmu  leather  ; 
jj  we're  {Ninidin'  through  the  streets, 
I  tell  you  we're  the  cards, 
Fe're  bound  to  be  the  Hummers, 
I    We're  the  Donuegau  Light  Guard  ! 

So  now  *e  are  the  darlings. 

On  thbt  you  may  bet  high,  " 

We  have  a  prize  for  every  man. 

And  fprty  more  besides.  '.  ;..   . 

We  dontt  mix  with  the  common  ones,      ■,.-:'  !< 

For  ourselvtsH  we  have  reganl. 
We  are  f  A  One  "  above  the  crowd,  i- 

We're  the  Donuegau  Light  Guanl ! 

Fitht  the  left»  Ac 
1  I 

Theu  y<i>u  should  come  and  see  us  «  t 

As  we  march  down  Broadway  ;    ■  .    '  y 

They  are  a  gallant  lot  of  men, 
I'm  s|ire  we'll  hear  you  say. 
The  "ijeventh  "  come  and  gaze  at  us, 

And  iheu  they  beat  retreat ; 
It's  no  lise,  boys,  they  give  it  uj). 

They!  know  wo  can't  be  beat !  ' 

First  Uic  left  Ac 

Graduate's  Song. 

The  Mnalc   i«    pnblislied  by  C.H    DIton  k  Co.     711 
Br«adway,  New  Y^rk.         Price  40  Cenia. 

This  night  is  one  of  mingled  joy  and  ]>ain. 

One  that  shall  never  from  our  mern'ries  die  ; 
Our  band  unbroken  shall  not  meet  again, 

While^ouths  shall  vanish  and  Icjug  yeiirs  go  by. 
OnoBrs. 
We  come  to-night  to  sing  our  parting  song. 

To  say  farewell  to  friends  and  teachers  true. 
Our  hands  once  more  to  clasp  in  friemlship  strong. 

Ere  w^  go  forth  our  chosen  work  to  do. 

Fondly  we've  looked  for  this,  the  crowning  hour. 
Gladly  we  greet  it  though  it  brings  tis  pain  ; 

Oft  iH  the  future  dim  shall  mem'iy's  power 

Recall  it  to  our  longing  hearts  Ikgain.         Chorus. 

Father  in  heaven,  be  with  our  teachers  here. 
Long  may  their  noble  labors  blew  the  laod. 

While  we  to  distant  fields  a  germ  shall  bear 
To  grow  and  ripen  mto  huvests  gmod  7    Chonu. 


. 
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Where  Moonbeams  Flood  the  Sell. 

•     ;        '      ;  SONO  AND  DANCE.         '  V 

Written  for  Billy  Cbanib«rlaln  by  P.  H.  Ford. 
The  Hailc  can  b*  bad  kt  W.  J.  Hogau'i,  41  Pmrk  8t,  M,  Y. 

A  bftlmy  breeze  wiw  blowing, 

The  nigLt  wa«  bright  and  fair  ^ 
Soft  zfphyrs  wafted  an  incense 

Of  roses  on  the  air  : 
Th»  lovely  fprrest-lily 

Had  cloKcd  its  tiuy  cell. 
As  thonghtlenhly  I  wandered 

Where  luoonbeaniR  flood  the  dell. 
ChoruH  :    'Twus  there  I  lost  my  heart      (Break) 
As  if  by  mitgie  art —  (Break) 

I  8too<l  like  one  bewildered 
Before  this  queenly  belle  : 
Love'd  bright  diirt  had  pierced  my  heart, 
Where  moonbeams  dood  the  delL 

Mj-  heart  in  its  pitlsations 

Had  almotit  ceased  to  beat 
For  (;aziug  on  thi^- wood-nymph 

With  lovelint'ss  replete. 
She  paused  aa  she  was  stooping 

To  pluck  a  pimpernell. 
And  sweetly  smiled  "  ^ootl-evening," 

Where  moonbeams  ^oud  the  dell..      Chorus. 

• 

I  meet  her  every  evcnrng, 

About  the  hour  of  nine, 
With  "  darling,  won't  y«i  tell  me 

The  day  yon  will  be  mine?" 
She  promised  me,  last  evening, 

4f  no  one  I  woidd  tell, 
To-nif,'ht  to  give  an  answer 

Where  mooubeiims  flood  the  dell.       Chorus. 

So  now  I  mtiht  be  going 

Her  answer  to  receive. 
But  wish  to  tell  a  secret  , 

Before  I  take  my  leave. , 
Labt-night,  while  promenading. 

She  said  I  was-  ah  !  well-  - 
The  flowers  only  heard  it. 

Where  moonbeams  floml  the  delL       Chorus. 


When  Flowers  Begin  to  Fade. 

Sosa  ANi>  DaxiT- 

Written  for  Billy  ChamberUin  by  P.  B.  Ford. 
The  Mualo  can  b«  bad.at  W.  J.  HogaD'a,  41  Park  St.  N.  T. 


When  antumn  tinged  the  greenwood 

And  tume<l  the  leaves  to  gold  : 
When  sou-beams  kissed  the  tree-tof/S 

And  flowers  began  to  fold  : 
While  lost  in  me<iitation 

I  wandered  tijrough  the  glade, 
Lilies  white  were  ticking  flight, 

And  flowers  begin  to  fade. 


(Break) 
(Break) 


L 


Choros  :        My  heart  is  light. 

When  sun-beams  bright 

Flood  woodland,  dell,  and  glade  : 

For,  there  in  part  I  lost  my  heart, 

•  ■ "  When  flowers  begin  to  fade. 

The  place  looked  quite  deserted. 

The  honeysHckle,  too. 
Had  almost  lost  its  fragrance. 

Likewise  its  sunny  hue  : 
The  nightingale  in  sorrow, 

While  singing  in  the  shade. 
Sung  farewell,  and  fled  the  dell. 

When  flowers  begin  to  fade. 

While  wmpt  in  dreamy  languor 

And  idly  straying  on, 
I  saw  the  fairest  creatnm 

That  e'er  the  snn  shone  on. 
Her  fare  was  so  entrancing, 

Sweet  love  to  her  I  made  : 
Roses  smiled  approval  mild. 

When  flowers  begin  to  fade. 

We  flirted,  loved,  and  married. 

Our  home  ik  in  the  dell, 
Where  first  I  knelt  before  her 

My  tale  of  love  to  teW  : 
Cleee  by  our  little  dwelling's         i. 

A  silvery  cascade. 
Where  sweet  joy  reigns  nnaloyed 

And  flowers  never  fade. 


Choms. 


Choms. 


Chorus. 

_« : 


The  Moneyless  Man. 

By  Hanry  Stanton. 


Is  there  no  place  on  the  face  of  the  earth 
Where  charity  dwelleth,  where  virtue  has  birth  ? 
Where  bosoms  in  kindness  and  Rtercy  will  heave. 
And  the  poor  and  the  wretched  shall  ask  and  receive  ? 
Is  there  no  place  on  earth  where  a  knock  from  the  poor 
Will  bring  a  kind  angel  to  open  the  door  ? 
Ah  !  search  the  wide  world,  wherever  you  can, 
There  is  no  oi>en  door  for  the  moneyless  man. 

Go  look  in  the  hall  where  the  chandelier  light 
Drives  ofl  with  its  si)leiidor  the  darkness  of  nifiht : 
Where  the  rich  banging  velvet,  in  shadowy  fold, 
SwecjiN  gnicefiiUy  down  with  its  trimmings  of  gold. 
And  mirrors  of  silver  take  op  and  renew 
In  long  lighted  vistas  the  'wildering  view  ; 
Go  there  in  your  patches,  and  find,  if  you  can, 
A  welcoming  smile  for  the  moneyless  man. 

Go  look  in  your  chnrch  of  the  cloud-reaching  spire. 
Which  gives  biick  to  the  sun  his  same  look  of  fire. 
Where  the  arches  and  columns  are  gorgeous  within. 
And  the  walls  seem  as  pure  as  a  soul  without  sin  : 
Go  down  the  long  aisle— see  the  rich  and  the  great 
In  the  pomp  and  tUo  pride  of  their  worldly  estate — 
Walk  down  in  your  patches,  and  find,  if  you  can, 
Who  opens  a  pew  for  a  moueyletis  man. 

Go  to  your  judges,  in  dark  flowing  gown. 

With  the  scales  wherein  law  layeth  quietly  down  : 

Where  he  frowns  on  the  weak  and  smiles  on  the  strong. 

And  punishes  right  while  he  justifies  wrong  : 

Where  jurors  their  lips  on  the  Bible  have  laid 

To  render  a  verdict  they've  already  made  : 

Go  there  in  the  conrt-nxim,  and  find,  if  you  can, 

.\uy  law  for  the  case  of  a  moneyless  man. 

Go  look  in  the  banks,  where  Mammon  has  told 
His  hundreds  and  thousands  of  silver  and  gold  : 
Where,  siifo  from  the  hands  of  the  starving  and  poor. 
Lie  piles  ujwu  piles  of  the  glittering  ore  : 
Walk  up  to  the  connter-and  there  you  may  stay. 
Till  your  limbs  have  grown  old  and  your  hair  ttuns  gray. 
And  you'll  find  at  the  bank  not  one  of  the  clan 
With  money  to  lend  to  a  moneyless  man. 

Then  go  to  your  hovel !— no  mven  has  fed 

The  wife  who  has  siUlered  so  long  for  her  bread  ; 

Kneel  down  by  her  pallet  and  kiss  the  dead  frost 

From  the  lips  of  the  angel  your  poverty  lost 

Then  turn  In  your  agony  upward  to  God, 

And  bless,  while  it  smites  you,  the  chastening  rod  : 

And  you'll  find  at  the  cud  of  your  life's  little  span, 

There's  a  welcome  above  for  the  moneyless  man. 


lattle  Sunshine. 


A  Uedley,  Song  and  Dance         Written  by  J.  J.  McDermntt 
forT.  M.  ITengler. 


Little  Old  German  Home  Across  the  Sea. 

Written  and  campoied  by  George  S.  Kulgbt. 

Sung  by  tlie  WInnetta. 

Copyrigbt.  1877,  by  W.  R.  Debnboff.  Watblngton  D.  C. 


Soon  I  will  leave  thee. 

My  dear  German  Home  : 
In  a  new  land  afar  off, 
A  stranger  I'll  roam. 
Away  from  the  friends 

Who  have  k^ved  me  so  dear. 
But,  though  far  away,  " 

In  my  henrt  ever  near. 
Chorus  :    My  old  German  Home, 

On  the  banks  of  the  Rhine, 
May  the  son  of  prosperity 

On  it  brightly  shine — 
I'm  going  to  leave  thee, 

ACur  off  to  roam. 
But  I'll  never  forget 
My  old  Gennan  Home. 

I  see  around  me 

Thom  friends  kind  and  tnw. 
Who  have  loved  me  since  ohildboo4  : 

Tis  hard  to  leave  you— 
Soon  I  Vi  11  come  back  ,, 

To  this  good  home  once  : 
May  proaperity  attend  yon. 


As  in  days  of  yore  ! 


Choms. 


Awake,  my  love.  Awake  !  the  Moon  is  shining. 

The  little  btan  are  peeping  Irom  above  ; 
Come,  wander  with  me  where  the  roKes  twining 

Send  forth  their  sweet  i«erfuiye  for  thee,  my  love. 
We'll  stroll  amid  the  rosebuds,  while  tUey  are  sleeping. 
To  the  spot  where  we've  {mssed  many  happy  houis  : 
I'll  tell  you,  love,  the  secrets  1  am  keeping, 
While  cupid  leads  us  through  his  rosy  bowers. 
CaoBus.  .  • 

Awake  !  Awake  !  Awake  ! 
'Neath  your  window,  little  Sunshine, 
I'm  waiting  for  my  pride  ; 
For,  I  am  happy,  little  Sunshine, 
When  you  linger  by  my  side.        (/>ancf. ) 

Oh  !  well  be  like  two  turtle  doves. 

Two  turtle  doves. 

Two  turtle  doves, 
And  fond  and  true  will  be  our  loves. 
No  mutter  oome  what  may  : 
-\nd  all  will  be  a  bright  Hunshin^, 

A  bright  sunshine, 

A  bright  sunshine. 
And  joy  will  reign,  when  she  is  mine, 
For  us,  both  night  and  day.     ( ikimw.  Polka  time. ) 

My  beautiful  Sunshine,  the  jewel  of  my  heart. 
From  her,  my  own  darling,  I  never  will  part  ; 
She's  fairest  and  brightest,  I  lovo  her  so  well — 
My  darling  is  sweeter  than  flowers  in  the  dell ; 
My  sweet  little  Sunshine,  the  li^ht  of  her  eyes. 
Far  purer  and  brighter  ne'er  shone  from  the  skies, 
Will  cast  its  bright  ray»  o'er  the  pathway  of  life, 
And  e'er  guide  my  footsteps  through  sorrow  and  strife. 

[Waltz.] 

Cheeks  so  pinmp  and  rosy. 

She's  my  little  posey. 
Pretty  little,  charming  little,  darling  Sunshine  ; 

With  her  charms  enriching. 

She  is  so  bewitching, 
Happy  day  will  be  the  day  that  I  can  call  her  mine. 

[Dnncc-  Schottische.  ] 

She  promised  she  would  meet  mo 

At  the  little  garden  ga.tc. 

Where  she  often  comes  to  greet  me. 

At  alxiut  the  hour  of  eight. 

To  whisjier  that  sweet  story  * 

She  has  whispered  o'er  and  o'er ; 

She  often  said  she  loved  me, 

Yes,  a  thousand  tiifies  or  more.      (Danoe— Polka. ) 


•  I 


Sweet  little  Sunshine, 

Dear  Uttle  simstiine. 
She  is  all  in  life  to  me  ; 

I'm  in  clover. 

Love  all  over — 
Don't  you  wish  that  yon  was  me  .♦ 

She's  like  a  butterfly, 

She's  like  a  bijtterfly. 
Pretty,  cimning,  niaH  so  shy  ; 

And  her  Pa  says 

And  her  ^la  srys. 
We  may  marry,  bye-and-bj-e.       [i)flnrf — Tra-la-la.  ] 


My  Nsnnie.  0! 

My  Nannie's  ckvrming,  sweet  and  young, 

Nae  artfn'  wiles  to  win  ye,  O  : 
May  ill  beta'  the  flatt'ring  topgue. 

That  would  beguile  my  Nannie,  O. 
Her  face  is  fair,  her  heart  is  true. 

As  spotless  as  she's  bonnie,  O,     v    " 
The  oi)ening  gowan  wat  wi'  dew 

Nae  purer  is  than  Nannie,  O. 

A  country  lad  is  my  (Jegree, 

And  few  there  be  that  ken  me,  O  ; 
But  what  care  I  how  few  there  be  ?    . 

I'm  welcome  aye  to  Nannie,  O. 
Come  weel  come  woe,  I  care  na'  by,' 

I'll  take  w  hat  heaven  will  sen'  me,  O, ', 
Nae  ither  care  in  life  have  I, 

But  Uve  and  love  my  Nannie,  O. 


-1.x. 


i,  ^■:t 
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Trixy's  Love  Story. 

"Now,  Trixy.  don't  be  a  fool  P* 

Miss  Hetiter  Heatherblow  spoke  with  some  em- 
pbiisis,  altl^ough  the  geuexal  effect  thereof  was 
somewhat  marred  bj'  ha %'iug  her  mouth  full  of  pins, 
for  Misis  Heutherblow  wax  a  dttitMmak^r  by  trade, 
and  was  just  then  occupied  iu  altering  a  refhictory 
brown  jwper  pattern. 

And  Beatrix,  her  niece,  sat  by  the  window,  cry- 
ing in  A  subdued  fashion  over  tne  dress-lining  she 
was  basting  together. 

Trixy  Heatherblow  was  as  round  aad  pretty  and 
• '  kissable  "  as  a  baby.  She  was  eighteen  to  be  sure, 
but  then  you  never  could  have  gnessed  her  to  be  a 
da3'  over  sixteen,  »o  velvet-soft  were  her  cheeks,  and 
BO  girlish  the  crisp  yellow  hair,  that  waved  away 
from  her  fair,  low  forehead.  She  was  a  loving, 
tender-uatured  little  creature,  who  was  great  on 
housekeeping,  and  took  to  dressmaking  and  bonnet 
trimmings  as  uatumlly  as  if. she  bad  been  bom 
with  a  {>air  of  scissors  in  her  hands. 

"  I— I  can't  help  it,"  whimpered  Trixy. 

"O,  pshaw  !"  said  Aunt  Hetty.  ■ 

"  But  I  can't,"  persisted  Trixy.  "  I — I  lovedhim 
so — BO  mnoh  "  (a  sob  and  two  big  drops,  round 
and  crystal  as  globules  of  rain);  "and  he's  gone 
and  left  me,  and  -  and  Mrs.  Jekyll  says  he's  engaged 
to  Harriet  Hyde !" 

"  Then  she's  got  a  poor  bargain  of  it,"  observed 
Miss  Heatherblow. 

"I  wish  I  was  dead  !"  faltered  Trixy. 

"That's  sheer  nonsense,"  replied  Miss  Heather- 
blow. "  Do  yon  mean  to  say,  child,  that  now  he's 
served  j'ou  such  a  mean  trick,  you'd  take  him  back 
again?" 

"  I  shall  die  without  him,"  insisted  Trixy.  And 
the  big  drops  came  thicker  and  faster  than  ever. 

Miss  Heatherblow  gazeil  at  her  niece  in  wild  as- 
tonishment. She  had  never  been  iu  love  herself, 
and  she  couldn't  at  all  comprehend  the  depth  and 
extent  of  Trixy's  troubles.  But  one  thing  she  did 
comprehend-  that  never  iu  all  ber  hfe  haid  she  re- 
fused any  boon  to  her  brother's  orphaned  child. 
If,  in  her  baby  days,  Trixy  had  cried  for  the  moon. 
Miss  Heatherblow  would  probably  have  inquired 
around  for  the  longest  ladder  in  the  neighborhood. 
And  now  that  Tri.xy  was  breaking  her  heart  over  a 
recreant  lover.  Miss  Heiitherblow  was  at  her  wit's 
end  what  to  do. 

"  Who  is  Harriet  Hyde,  any  way  ? "  said  she, 
biting  ber  nails. 

"  Oh  ! "  sobbed  Trixy,  a  little  impatiently,  "she's 
a  gland  city  lady  that's  visiting  up  at  Squire 
Saxony's.  With  a  fine  fortune  and  real  diamonds. 
And,  (rf  coarse,  she's  much  better  suited  to  Felix 
than  I  (SouMl  ever  have  been,"  (with  a  momentary 
«clij>se  l)ehind  a  little,  blue-bordered  pocket-hand- 
kercbit'f).  "Only  it's  hard,  when  you're  all  en- 
gaged and  everything,  to  be  deserted  for  another 
girl!" 

"Oh,  I  remember,"  said  Miss  Heatherblow, 
sui]>ping  away  at  the  black  silk  as  if  she  were 
cutting  ofl'  Felix  Enderby's  ears.  "  Miss  Hydo 
that  has  engaged  Madame  Foresti  to  make  her  new 
violet  silk  gown.  .\nd  Madame  Forerti  is  to  be 
there  on  Tuesday.  Very  Rood.  Now,  Trixy,  leave 
oflfcrj'ing.  Tear8  never  yet  brought  back  spilled 
milk.  And  I'll  have  these  sleeves  ready  for  you  to  , 
stitch  up  on  the  machine  in  less  than  five  minutes !" 

Miss  Hyde  and  Squire  Sttony's  two  tall,  high- 
complexioned  daughters  were  playing  croquet  on 
the  lawn,  the  fourth  participator  in  the  game  being 
the  new  rector,  a  dapper  little  man,  who  wore  his 
waistcoats  closed  in  front,  and  always  dated  his 
letters  on  "saints' eves,"  instead  of  good,  honest 
calandar  numbers,  when  Eveline  Saxony,  a  twelve- 
year-old  imp,  called  out  from  the  house,  "  Harriet, 
you're  wanted.     The  new  dressmaker  has  come  f 

"  Oh,  dear,  what  a  pity  !  —  and  the  game  not 
half  throufjh  !"  said  Miss  JHjde,  impatiently  shak- 
ing back  the  bunch  of  long,  black  curls  which  had 
cost  her  three  pounds  in  Regent  Street  only  a  week 
before. 

"I'll  take  y^  ball  through,  Harriet,"  said 
Aurora  Saxony,  wbo  was  suspected  of  being  rather 
partial  to  the  Uttle  rector. 

And  Harriet  Hyde,  crossing  the  lawn  under  the 
shadow  of  groups  of  pink-blossomed  rhododendrons 
and  linden  trees  full  of  emerald  spikes,  entered  the 
little  sewing-room  where  Miss  Heatherblow  had 


already  nnfnrled  her  pennons,  and  taken  out  her 
pocket  pincushion.  Miss  Hyde  stared  with  a  pair 
of  big,  black  eyes.  Miss  Heatherblow  dropped  a 
Uttle  dip  of  a  courtsey. 

"Are  you  the  dressmaker?"  said  Miss  Hvde. 

"  Fm  the  dressmaker,"  answered  Miss  i^eather- 
blow.  ■ 

' '  I  expected  to  see  a  very  different  sort  of  person. 
said  Miss  Hyde,  puzzling  her  brain  to  remember 
the  name  of  the  viodiste  who  had  been  recommended 
to  her. 

"Appearances  aze  deceitful,"  remarked  Miss 
Heatherblow.  "  And  now,  if  you  pleasev  Fll 
measure  you  for  a  waist  lining." 

Miss  Hyde  submitted  herself  to  the  hands  of  the 
dressmaker,  and,  the  many  important  questions 
once  decided.  Miss  Heatherblow  sat  down  to  baste 
and  talk  at  the  same  time. 

"I  can  always  sew  better  when  I'm  talking," 
said  she;  "It  somehow  seems  to  neutralize  the 
nerves.  My  niece  Beatrix  can't  understand  that. 
She's  been  disappointed,  Trixj  has,  and  it's  quite 
broken  her  down. " 

"  Indeed  !"  said  Miss  Hyde,  beginning  to  be  in- 
terested!.     "  Do  you  mean  disappointed  iu  love?" 

"  Yes,"  said  Siiss  Heatherblow,  bitingoff the  end 
of  her  thread  with  a  row  of  teeth  as  white  and  even 
as  pearls.  "  She  was  engaged  to  a  young  man — 
the  roll  of  liuuig,  if  you  please,  ma'am — and  ho 
found  a  richer  girl,  and  threw  Trixy  over  for  her. 
They  had  been  engaged  two  years —  Do  you  like 
the  skirts  of  your  bascjue  middling  long.  Miss 
Hyde  ?" 

"Oh,  medium,  I  suppose,"  returned  that  young 
lady,  beginning  to  be  interested  in  her  gossiping 
dressmaker.  "But  what  ft  vtty  unworthy  choice 
your  niece  must  have  made  !" 

"  Love Ls  blind,"  shrewdly  retorted  Miss  Heather- 
blow. "  And  what  is  past  and  gone  can't  be 
mended.    But  poor  Trixy  is  j>ining  herself  to  death. " 

"She's  very  foolish,  then,"  said  Miss  Hyde, 
turning  an  el^ant  diamond  ring  roimd  and  round 
on  her  finger.  "  If  it  were  my  case,  I  should  re- 
port the  recreant  lover  to  his  new  sweetheart" 

Miss  Heatherblow  looked  up  sharply. 

"  Do  you  think  it  ■would  do  any  good  ?"  said  she. 

"  Of  course  it  would.  Do  you  supixwe  a  girl  of 
spirit  would  marry  a  man  who  had  had  the  pre- 
sumption to  lay  his  second-hand  devotions  at  her 
feet?" 

Misa  Heatherblow  took  of!  the  speotacles  she 
always  wore  when  engaged  iu  fine  work,  and  laid 
her  thimble  on  the  table. 

"  I've  got  his  picture  here,"  said  she  ;  "  and  one 
of  the  letters  he  wrote  Trixy  last  April.  Perhaps 
you  would  like  to  see  them.  He  was  called  good- 
looking." 

"Oh,  do  let  me  look!"  crie<l  Miss  Hyde,  her 
curiosity  fairly  aroused  at  lost  ;  and  she  leaned  over 
Miss  Heatherblow's  shoulder  to  look  at  the  carte  de 
i-uiite  produced  from  that  worthy  spinster's  jXHiket. 
"Good  gracious— it's  Felix  !" 

"  Yes,"  nodded  Miss  Heatherblow  ;  "it  is  Felix 
Enderby.  And  it's  very  plain  to  me,  Miss  Hyde,  ho 
hasn't  told  you  all  his  life  and  history." 

The  scarlet  blood  mounted  to  Harriet  Hyde's 
forehead  ;  she  bit  her  lip.  But  she  was  a  girl  of 
spirit  and  resolution. 

"Miss  Heatherblow,"  said  she,  "I  had  no  idea 
of  this.  And  so  he  has  broken  auotlier  girl's  heart 
to  make  love  to  me  I  But,"  with  a  flash  of  the  big 
black  eyes,  "  I'll  see  il  this  business  of  breaking 
engagements  can't  be  carried  on  in  more  arithme- 
tical progression." 

And  she  rose  and  swept  haughtily  out  of  the 
room. 

Mr.  Enderby  called  that  afternoon — he  was  in 
the  habit  of  calling  every  afternoon  now — and 
Harriet  Hyde  met  him  with  a  face  hke  adamant. 

"Harriet  !" 

He  held  out  both  his  hands. 

"  Never  Harriet  to  you  any  more,  sir  V  said  she, 
with  an  air  of  suj)erb  scorn.  "Go' back  to  your 
first  love.  I  will  not  accept  a  second-hand  heart 
any  more  than  a  second-hand  garment !" 

"But  Harriet— Miss  Hyde "  '■'    ' 

"Pray  do  not  waste  any  more  of  your  valuable 
time  upon  me,  sir,"  she  retorted.  "Miss  Heather- 
blow Kwll,  perhaps,  better  appreciate  your  rhapso- 
dies T 

Mr.  Enderby  started,  and  colored. 

"  Who  has  been  poisoning  your  mind,  Harriet  ?" 


demanded  be. 

"  No  matter:  I  know  all;  ind'I  choose  to  have  no 
more  of  yoin*  society  !" 

Mr.  Endtjrby  returned  home  and  meditated  at 
his  leisure  tni  the  untoward  aspect  of  things.  The 
next  day  he  cdlt-d  on  Trixy  HejitherViltm .  . ,  Wkeu 
a  man  is  dispirited  and  low  iu  Biin4  il  is  w«ll  tolte 
assured  of  Kynii-itithy,  and  he  felt  uscertaiu  ofTiixy 
as  he  did  of  himself. 

Miss  Heatherblow  was  gi\theriug  verbena  seads 
in  the  warm  summer  twilight  She  looked  up 
with  a  httle  start  and  blush. 

"I  think  you  have  mistaken  the  plaea,  sir,"  Mid 
she. 

"Oh,  Trixy  !"  he  pleaded  :  "  don't  bo  hard  upon 
me.     I've  acted  like  a  knave  and  a  f<Hil,  but " 

And  Trixy's  brief  dignity  gave  way. 

"  Oh,  Felix  !  I  don't  care  so  long  as  you  are  back 
again !"  cried  the  pusillanimous  little  damsel, 
flinging  both  her  arms  around  his  neck. 

Truly,  Miss  Hyde  and  little  Trixy  Heatherblow    ' 
were  made  |  of  different  material ! 

Just  as  Felix  and  Trixy  were  sealing  their  recon- 
cilation  with  a  kiss  behind  the  big  lilac  bush, 
Madame  Foresti,  the  French  iiuxlUite,  with  two 
canvas-covered  trunks  strapped  on  a  cjib  at  the 
door,  was  bowing  herself  into  the  presence  of  Mias 
Hyde  at  Saxony  Court 

"  The  dressmaker,  if  Mademoiselle  pleases." 

"You  mistiike,"  said  Miss  Hyde,' considerably 
surprised.  "  The  dressmaker  was  hew  yesterday. 
She  is  to  oomo  again  to-morrow." 

"Ibmust  bo  a  mistake,"  said  Madame,  clasping 
her  hands. 

And  just  then  the  maid  brought  iu  a  note  frolu 
Miss  Heatherblow,  apologizing  for  having  called  at 
the  Court  the  day  befoie  iu  a  professional  capacity. 

It  was  as  follows  : — 

"  It  was  a  mistake.  All  the  fiiult  of  my  stupid 
servant,  who  got  two  uMjssages  jumbled  together. 
But  I  daresay  there  is  no  harm  dt)ne. " 

"This  is  most  reiBarkable,"  said  Miss  Hjwle, 
arching  her  eyebrows. 

And  so,,  perha{M,  it  was  !  But  Miss  Heatherblow 
had  achiefved  her  object  •and  she  was  content. 


There's  a  Wash  Bill  in  the  Lamp  Light. 

Parody  on  There's  a  I.etter  In  th«  Caodle. 


There's  a  wash-bill  in  the  lamp  light    "' 

And  it  points  direct  to  me  ; 
How  the  little  spark  is  shining  !    ^'  ■ 

And  it  came  from  that  Chinee. 
It's  larger  than  it  was  last  month — 

A  month  ago  to-day  : 
Yes,  I  know  it's  from  the  heathen,  ^. 

But  Tm  sure  I  cannot  pay. 
Chorus:    Ticket  for  cash, 

It  takes  my  change  from  me  ; 
Won't  some  one  shoot  that  heathen 
From  far  across  the  sea  ? 

(HepmL) 

How  this  wash-bill  doth  perplex  me— 

"Tw  no  superstitious  dread  :  ■ 

For.  I  know  it  is  original —  .     ..' 

His  mark  is  at  the  head.  ■"«;'.- 

But  when  the  bill  is  settled,  •  -       '■      f 

Oh  !  how  happy  I  will  be !  ..;  '.A 

Then  no  more  1*1  take  my  washing 

To  that  Chinee  Laondry. 

Ticket  for  cash,  A/a. 

How  well  do  I  remember —         ' ' ; '.  ■■ ".  • :  ■/' 

'Tis  two  short  months  —no  more —  , . 

Since  the  wash-bill  in  the  lamp  light  '>     '■'. 

Shone  out  as  bright  before  : 
Then  came  the  Chinese  messenger,         •  ■ 

Quite  prompt  and  sate,  yon  see  ;         '   '.i^\ 
But  I  didn't  have  the  "  wherewith  :"  "  .  •  *  ' 

So  he  took  my  duds  from  me. 

Ticket  for  cash,  Ac 


Poverty  and  pride  are  inconvenient  companions, 
but  when  idleness  unites  with  them,  the  depth  of 
wretchedness  is  attained. 

The  best  and  worst  thing  yon  can  aay  of  a  mar- 
liage  is  that  it  is  a  tie. 
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ArraDge«l  for  thp  Guitar  or  Banjo,  by  I'rof.  EDMUND  CLARK,  Teuchor  of  tin-  OuiUr,  Banjo,  Drjjaii  ami  .Sin^jin-j,  No.  285  Bowcrj-,  New  York. 
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1.  N(»\T,    lis  -  trn     to      my  lav:        I'll    do     my    best    to  please  you  ;         The    son<,'  I'm  1,'oiiii,'     to  i,nve         is     a 
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popii  -  lat     kind      of     tliiii!?.         I       had      a     dream,  and     it     (fid  seem    to    me     so    ver  -  y      qneer ; 
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hiids    and    l>east.s  tliev     had    a     fair,  an«l    I     was     o  -    ver  -  su'er. 


"frwas  at     the    an  -  i-mals'  fair, 


all 


^iCft 


't 


l^lrzz^l 


1  i*-         ,F 


i 


-^1— - 


i^.E^i|ilE^b:!{^-^^^^i^=;^Sfe:^^Ei^ 


f- 


:^z=»: 


ztizid 


birds  and  beasts  were  (here  •      The    say     hah-oon,  by  the  lij^ht     of   the  moon  He  combed  his       an-burn  hair: 
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monkt'v  he  fjot  drunk.  an<l  fell  on  (lie  elepiiant's  trunk;  Tiif  <'lt'phant  snecz'd  and  foil  on  his  knees;  Now  how  was  that  for  the  monk  ? 
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2  The  jay-bird  played  the  Huto:  the  mu-krat  took  the  liddlc;  4  The  ral>bit  pas-ed  the  Ix^ans  the  sqnirrel  passed  potatoes  ; 

The-  tom-cat  he  <lid  prompt.  ;u<  lie  tuned  his  li^jiit  <ruiiar;  j  There  was  lish-balls  made  of  mud.  and  cobblestone  succotasii; 

Theallii;at(tr  hui:i,'t'd  the  l»u!l-dou''>;  uitV,  the  bear  i,'ot  up  his  There  was  nice  jjreen  peas  from  button-ball  tro'^s,  grape  soup 

dander;  and  |>eaniil  sal  lad; 

The  camel  smashed  the  fox  in  the  eye.  and  thnmi)ed  the  nose  The  pi*;  he  cried  :  "  root.  \\o»,  or  die  I"  and  the  bull  in  chorus 


(ho  :— 'Twas  at  the  nninials'  fair,  ifcc. 


of  the  i^ander 


('hot— Twjts  at  the  animals'  tiiir,  Ac. 


bellowed. 


3  The  bear  began  to  cry.  the  croetxlile  wi|)ed  his  eye; 

The  fox  he  took  a  walk  with  the  goose;  the  spider  eloped  with 
„\vv:'.-    the  fly.;  .   '-■..:■■■:■....,  -->.  •  -  .,:.,;;.  \ 

Says  the  sk<>eter  to  the  flea.  ••  This  is  no  place  for  me;"  '  |    v;  Tbe  grasshopper  jnmpe<I  up  qnick.  and  tlie kangaroo  he  did  kick; 

The  horse-fly  stung  the  tiger's  nose,  and  the  lion  swallowe<l  |       He  threw  a  flip-flap  up  against  the  fence,  and  scraped  his  shins 

Cho :— 'Twas  at  the  animals'  fi&ir,  Ac  the  bee.  i  CUoi— 'Twa^  tit  Uirt  MjiHiaiti'  fiiir  Ac  with  a  brick. 


\    5  It  soon  begjin  to  rain,  and  the  fair  loan  end  it  came; 

The  jackass  kiss4'd  the  elephant's  wife,  I  heard  her  laagh  qiiite 
]>lain,' 
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TlIC    81IVOERS'    JOURIVAL.. 


De  Nigger  on  de  Fence. 

Air:     All  roaud  toj  bat.  ,- 


Now,  listen  to  me,  \rhite  folks,  de  tnith  Fm 

going  to  tell  you  : 
0at  de  white  man  isn't  nowhero  now,  it's  plain 

to  men  of  sense  ; 
Bor,  it's  nigger  in  de  Senate-house,  and  nigger 

in  de  White-honse, 
And  nigger  in  de  Custom-house,  and  nigger  on 

de  fence. 

Borne  time  ago,  when  Congrefls  met,  dey  spoke 

about  do  nation : 
Dey  made  de  acts,  dey  passed  de  bills,  de  laws 

dey  did  dispense  ; 
And,  speaking  of  de  people,  dey  always  meant 

de  white  folks  : 
But  now  in  every  speech  dey  make,  de  nigger's 

on  de  fence. 

Dere's  Yendell  Philips,  Sumner,  Horace  Greeley, 

Ileurj'  Beecher, 
All  worshipping  de  nigger  :  'fellow  feeling's 

deir  pretences : 
But  dey  never  stop  to  think  if  dey  can  benefit 

de  white  man, 
Dey  preach  and  pray  and  talk  about  de  nigger 

on  de  fence. 

Now,  just  take  up  de  Tribwie,  and  lots  of  oiler  papers, 
And  all  de  news  you  'spect  to  read,  you'll  see 

how  dey  condense  ; 
It's  all  about  de  slavery  and  abolition  questions  ; 
For,  de  idol  dat  dey  worship  is  de  nigger  on  de  fence. 

D«j  try  to  prove  de  nigger  am  superior  to  de 

white  man, 
And,  though  dey  find  dat  he  is  strong,  it  gives 

dem  no  offence  ; 
For,  if  dey  only  had  deir  way,  de  Mokes  should 

rule  de  nation, 
And  deir  Candidate  for  President  be :  de  nigger 

on  de  fence. 

Now,  dere's  but  one  way  to  end  de  war,  and 

save  dis  glorious  Fnion, 
To  spare  de  lives  of  thousands,  and  stop  de 

great  expense : 
Stand  by  de  Constitution— no  more  of  abolition— 
And  dam  de  man  dat  meddles  wid  de  rigger 

on  de  fence ! 


Lincoln  Lies  Sleeping. 

Air :    Under  the  Willow.  By  Nathan  UphAm. 


:.      Up,  from  the  homes  of  the  land,  a  cry  / 
I         Comes  from  a  nation  bewailing— 
.       Lincoln,  the  merciful,  doomed  to  die  ! 
^  Ah  !  merciful  e'en  to  a  failing — 

'  Chorus  :    Strike,  strike  the  traitor  down ! 

Cry  a  sad  people,  while  weeping  : 
Crown,  crown,  the  Martyr  crown- 
Weep  o'er  the  grave  where  he's  sleeping ! 

Lower  tke  Flag  of  the  Nation,  now  : 

Drape  the  proud  Banner  in  sorrow  • 
Bleeping  to-day  is  that  marble  brow — 
He'll  waken  in  Heaven  to-morrow  ! 
Chorus  :    Peace,  peace,  in  Union  peace ! 

His  earnest  coiiusel,  while  living. 
Peace,  peace,  in  Union  jieace ! 
Never  a  heart  so  forgiving ! 

Tearfnlly,  sadly,  gaze  on  the  dead. 

While  every  bosom  is  swelling  : 

Tenderly  place  him  in  his  last  bed. 

And  rfiroud  in  deep  gloom  every  dwelling. 
Chorus :    Peace,  peace,  in  Heaven  peace  ! 
'  Sing  a  sad  people,  while  weeping  : 

Peace,  peace,  in  Heaven  ix-ace ! 
I  Jesos  that  white  soul  is  keeping.        .; .„ 

TMiderly,  sadly,  we  lay  him  down, 
Mourning  his  murder  so  gory — 
Heaven  will  find  him  a  golden  crown  : 
He's  gone  from  Glory  to  Glory  ! 
'    Chonis :    Live,  live,  the  Union  live ! 

Sing  a  firm  people,  while  weeping : 
i^  Lotdl  Lord  I  the  crime  forgive — 

'*^  ThefaN^wflfUmviMtliJkMviiig! 


Blue  Violets. 


Bine  violets,  blue  violets,  beantifnl  blue  violets, 
Ijadeu  with  perfume  and  dripping  with  dew  ; 

From  dell  and  from  dingle,  by  rill  and  by  rivulet, 
Lady,  at  sunrise  I  sought  them  for  you. 
Lady,  at  snuriKC  I  plucked  them  for  you.  ■ 

Grown  in  a  cluster  of  fjroeu  leaves  I  found  them. 
Hiding  their  heads  from  the  gaze  of  the  day  ; 

Betrayed  by  the  sweets  they  themstlves  shed 

around  them, 
I  culled  tho  coy  flowers  and  bore  them  away. 

Blue  viofets,  blue  violets,  beautiful  blue  violets. 
Laden  with  jierfume  and  dripping  with  dew  ; 

From  dell  and  from  dingle,  by  rill  and  by  rivulet. 
Lady,  at  sunrise  I  sought  them  for  you. 
Lady,  at  sunrise  I  plucked  them  for  you. 

Blue  violets,  blue  violets,  beautiful  blue  violets. 
Laden  with  |)erfumo  and  dripping  with  dew  ; 

From  dell  and  from  dingle,  by  rill  and  by  rivulet. 
Lady,  at  sunrise  I  sought  them  for  you, 
Lady,  at  sunrise  I  plucked  them  for  you. 

Slight  not- oh  !  slight  not  the  shy  little  flower — 
It  seeks  not  to  vie  with  the  gay  garden  rose  : 

Though  humble  the  incense  it  brings  to  your  bower. 
If  its  life  be  a  short  one,  it's  sweet  to  the  close. 

Blue  violets,  blue  violets,  beautiful  blue  violets, 
Laden  with  perfume  and  dripping  with  dew  ; 

From  dell  and  from  dingle^  by  rill  and  by  rivulet. 
Lady,  at  sxinrise  I  sought  them  for  j-ou, 
liady,  at  sunrise  I  plucked  them  for  you. 


SunUght  Within  My  Heart. 

Wordt  by  Eniilie  Cleveland.      Music  by  J.  W.  Groicbel. 

The  Mniic  can  be  obtained  of  the  well  known  Mailo 

Store  of  Frederick  Biuue,  27  Union  Square. 


Night-fall  o'er  the  earth  and  sky, 

The  deepening  shadows  lie  ^- 

Like  slumber  on  the  eye  of  weary  day  1 

The  Sun's  last  kiss  has  pres-sed 

The  clouds'  soft  snowy  breast. 
Whose  rosy  blush  has  feided  into  grey.  \ 

Night-fall  within  the  room. 

Athwart  the  quiet  gloom 
The  fire  its  tide  of  fitful  radiance  throws 

The  wind's  low  murmured  tone  ., 

Steals  faintly  in,  alouc,  * 

Upon  the  silence  of  the  deep  repose. 

Sunlight  within  my  heart. 

Thou,  Love,  the  sunlight  art. 
Which  makes  my  life  one  bright  warm  summer  day  ; 

Heaven  has  no. deeper  rest 

Thau  thus,  upon  my  breast,  •  • 

To  dream  tlie  sweet  entranced  hours  away,  ' 
To  dream  the  sweet  entranced  hours  away ! 


0 


Rum !  Rum !  Rum !  the  Bummer's  Hope. 

Air  1     Tranjp,  Tranjp,  Tramp  !  tUo  Friaouer'e  Hope. 


In  the  marble  halls  I  sit. 

Thinking,  .lohnny  dear,  of  yon. 
And  the  giu-mill  on  the  hill,  so  far  away — 

And  my  eyes  they  till  the  tears. 

Spite  of  all  that  I  can  do, 
Tho'  I  try  to  cheer  the  bummers  to  be  gay. 

CnoRfs. 

Hum !  mm !  rum !  the  boys  are  coming  : 

Cheer  up  !  bummers,  have  no  fear, 
And,  l)eforo  another  night, 
We'll  all  get  jolly  tight. 

At  tho  Carlton,  drinking  Schnapps  and  lager-beer. 

Before  the  judge  we  stood. 

When  his  fiercest  charge  he  made, 
And  he  sent  us  up,  a  dozen  bums  or  more ; 

But,  before  wo  reached  the  place. 

We  saw  how  the  game  was  played, 
And  we  heard  the  cry  of :  Mush !  o'er  and  o'er. 

Bnm  !  Rum !  &c. 

So.  upon  the  Island,  now 

We  are  breaking  stones,  all  day  : 
And  I've  hit  my  shins,  a  dozen  times  or  more — 

And  my  heart  is  turning  gray, 

And  ray  eyes  are  almost  broke. 
As  we  think  of  seeing  home,  and  bums  once  more ! 

Bum  I  Rum  !  Ac. 


Going  Back  to  Those  I  Love. 

-,  By  Aunle  U.  CurtU. 


Tender  dreams  are  in  mjr  heart,  ^  ■    J 

Going  back  to  those  I  love  ; 
Care  and  I  shall  dwell  apart, 

Pleasure  follows  where  I  rove  ;  ■ 

Down  the  old-time,  sinless  ways, 
Sweet  as  roses'  breath  in  June, 
Floats  a  fragment  on  the  breeze 

Of  some  half-forgotten  tune.  " 

Chorus  :    Best  has  come  to  aching  feet. 

Pleasure  follows  where  I  rove ; 
After  weary  years  'tis  sweet — 
Going  back  to  those  I  love.     > 

Joy  has  smothered  every  sigh,  /  /  ,     ^ 

Whispers  Hi)i>e  of  answered  prayer  : 
Bloom-lit  field  and  arching  sky    ...         ■  ^-  . 

Once  again  a  glory  wear  ;  •'•  - 

Comes  no  sound  of  voice  unkind 

Wliere  my  feet  unwearied  mnge  :       ' 
Goin}^  back  at  last  to  find 

Hearts  that  know  no  chill  or  change. 

Best  has  come,  Ac. 


Oh !  How  Glad  to  get  Home ! 

Oh  !  how  glad  to  get  home ! 

For,  far  I've  wandered — 
Joyful,  joyful  I  come,  -    • 

Dear  home,  to  thee  ! 
Fond  ones  welcome  me  here, 

Loved  ones  are  near  me, 
Voices  float  on  my  ear. 

Sweet,  sweet  to  me. 

Chobus. 

Dear  friends,  that  are  round  me,  haste  with 

looks  delighted. 

Days  long  banished  and  gone,  come  to  my  heart : 
Dear  home  of  my  childhood,  once  again  united, 

Never,  never  again  from  thee  I  part 

Father,  in  the  warm  grasp 
I     I  feel  thy  welcome  :  '■■.•. 

Oh  !  from  love's  tender  clasp  ■  , 

Ne'er  let  me  fly;  -      _ 

Mother,  fondly  again  ■       " 

Thou  dost  enfold  me  ; 
Tears  I  can  not  restrain 

Burst  from  mine  eye. 

Brother,  still  is  thy  brow    .; 

Noble  as  ever. 
As  I  look  on  thee  now. 

How  swells  my  heart !       ;' 
Sister,  gentle  and  kind. 

Close  to  me  clinging  : 
Now  in  love  we  are  twined 

No  more  to  part. 


CSioms. 


Chorus. 


The  Gem  That  Decks  the  Sea. 

Written  by  Harry  Bennett  for  the  Murray!. 


Old  Ireland's  sons  and  daughters  fair. 
They  long  to  see  her  free  ; 
They  love  tliat  little  isle  so  green,  -r 
That  nestles  on  the  sea. 
Adversity  has  been  your  fate, 
-  Yoiu-  sons  have  had  to  emigrate. 
The  day  will  come,  if  we  but  wait. 
When  Ireland  will  be  free. 

Cbobcs. 

Erin,  Erin,  the  (;em  that  decks  the  sea, 

Erin,  Erin,  the  home  of  mirth  and  glee. 

Your  brave  sons,  with  stout  hearts  will  fight  for  liberty  ; 

Erin,  Erin,  we'll  die  to  make  you  free. 

Prosperity  and  happiness  .- : .    f 

For  Erin  are  in  store, 

And  all  her  sons,  so  brave  and  tme^ 

Will  hasten  to  her  shore. 

The  turf  fires  they  will  brightly  bum. 

The  goo<l  old  times  they  will  return, 

Hibemia's  sons  no  more  will  yearn 

When  Ireland  she  is  free. 

Erin,  Eitn,  the  gem,  Ac. 


'SjwmW'iii^F^ 
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T]I£    S]]VO£BS'    JOIJRIVAL.. 


Marriage  Bells. 

TTrltlen  aud  Composed  by  M.  O'Reardon. 

Tbe  UosiR  on  be  obtained  of  E.  H.  Harding,  No.  229 
...  ,.      Bowery,  Mew-York.   Price  10  cenU.   ,^ 

Copyright,  1876.  by  E.  H.  HardJog. 


Oar  marriage  belk  are  ringing, 

What  a  glorious  peal  to  me  ! 
The  present  hour  is  bringing  ; 

Sweet  joy  and  ecstasy  ; 
For,  she,  whom  I  have  loved  bo  long, 

Loved  dearly  as  my  life, 
Will  give  me,  ere  the  hour  has  gone, 

"The  right  to  call  her  wife,  my  wife,  my  wife. 
Chobus.        , 

Our  marriage  bells  are  ringing," 

What  a  glorious  peal  to  me ! 
The  present  hour  is  brimming  o'er 

With  joy  and  ecstasy. 
Come,  my  darling,  come  and  haste  to  me. 

Do  not  tarry,  love,  I  wait  for  thee. 
Dost  thou  hear  tbe  wedding  belk  ? 

Joyous  peals  they  ring  for  thee  ; 
Wliat  welcome  sounds  their  music  tells  I 

I  fondly  wait  for  thee  ! 

What  care  I  for  the  world's  frownai,      . 

With  the  loved  one  by  my  side? 
For,  through  its  ups  and  downs — 

We'll  breast  life's  stormy  tide  ; 
And  though  the  current  bears  us  on 

From  all  that's  bright  in  life. 
My  love  will  ever  be  as  strong 

As  when  I  called  her  wife,  my  wife,  my  wife. 
Our  marriage  bells,  &c. 


My  Dew  Drop  FearL 

By  Wm.  H.  Delebanty. 


Yes,  they  ask  me  why  I  always  seem  so  happy  ? 

And  they  criticize  my  gay  and  airy  style. 
But  they  know  not  how  I  love  a  little  beauty — 
I'm  swimming  in  the  sweetness  of  her  smile. 
Little  angels  seem  to  hover  all  around  me. 

While  the  birds  direct  to  me  their  joyous  lay, 
And  the  fish  within  the  streamlet  play  to  please  me. 

Since  I  met  this  little  flower,  Lilly  May. 
Chorus  :    Mcnre  lovely  than  the  blooming  rose, 
The  dew  drop  pearl  within  ; 
-  ■■'^      And  constant  as  the  stream  that  flows, 
A  precious  prize  to  win. 

There's  a  band  of  angels  singing  in  her  laughter,  ' 

And  a  cnpid  merry  making  in  her  eye ;  i 

With  a  shyness  like  the  pearl  I  named  her  after,  \ 

Becollection  of  her  beauty  brings  a  sigh —        \ 
But  she  said  she  always  wiohed  to  see  me  happy. 

Would  help  to  ease  my  days  of  care  and  strife. 
And  a  sweeter,  dearer  vow  she  lately  made  me — 

Twas  her  willingness  to  share  my  future  life. 

More  lovely,  Ac 


Colored  Gentlemen. 

Sang  by  tba  Arnold  Brotberi. 


Ob  1  watch  our  style  and  dashing  fignre  : 

For,  we're  two  of  tbe  upper  ten  : 

For,  we  are  easy,  careless  colored  gentlemen  : 

For,  we  never  borrow  money. 

Nor  neither  do  we  lend  : 

For,  we  are  easy,  careless  colored  gentlemen. 

Chobcs. 

Oh !  watch  the  way  we  sling  our  gams, 

Glory  hallelujah  lam  to  all  the  blessed  lambs — 

Now  watch  our  style,  and  watch  it  close. 

With  our  educated  b«nd  : 

For,  we  are  easy,  careless  colored  gentlemen. 

We  are  going  to  run  for  Congress  the  coming  election. 

And  on  our  style  we  do  depenil : 

For,  we  are  easy,  careless  colored  gentlemen. 

If  they  will  only  let  the  women  vote, 

I  am  sura  we  will  have  a  chance  : 

For,  if  they  stick  to  us  we  will  not  go  back  on  them  : 

For,  we  are  easy,  careless  colored  pentleBien. 

Oh  1  V  a!ch  the  way,  4c. 


_    The  Fast  Young  Alderman. 

f  Air :    Joe  Bowers.  By  Eugene  X.  Johnson.   ; 

It's  of  a  gay  young  Cavalier  a  song  I  now  will  sing : 
He  was  one  of  the  City-Fathers,  and  belonged 

to  the  ring  : 
Upon  a  salary  of  twelve  hundred,  he  a  life  of 

f.tshion  led, 
And  drove  a  team  of  horses,  for  which  the  City  bled. 

Like  every  politician,  he  was  honest— people  say  : 
He  never  took  anything  out  of  reach,  but 

reached  an  awful  way ! 
And  this  be  done  for  a  maiden  fair,  a  dashing  citj'-belle, 
Who  resided  in  Fifth  Avenue,  the  number  I  won't  tell. 

Now,  to  every  fashionable  ball  he'd  take  Amelia  Jane, 
And  the  way  he  made  the  green-backs  fly — 

folks  thought  he  was  insane  ; 
But  he  was  playing  game  at  strategy,  he  knew 

she  had  a  pile  : 
Her  dad  was  one  of  the  lucky  chaps  who  lately 

had  iStruck  He. 

Now,  one  day,  with  his  charmer  going  up  Fifth  Avenue, 
He  was  tapped  upon  the  shoulder  by  a  tall  man 

dressed  in  blue. 
Says  Henry  James  :  there's  some  misLike. 

The  peeler  he  did  smile, 
Saying :  for  committing  a  forgery,  you  must  go 

to  Blackwell's-Ifile. 

Poor  Amelia  Jane  was  terrified,  and  became 

extremely  sick. 
And,  that  night,  she  ended  all  her  woes  by 

swallowing  a  candlc-stick. 
When  Henry  James  heard  her  sad  fate,  he  gave 

a  heavy  groan, 
Then  blew  his  brains  out,  in  the  quarry,  with  a 

piece  of  granite-stone. 

MORE-ALE. 

Now,  all  you.  City-fathers,  take  warning  by  his  fate. 
Repent  all  your  past  errors,  before  it  is  too  late  ; 
For,  if  you  live  above  your  means,  in  fashionable  style. 
You  may  be  sent,  to  rusticate,  up  in  Blackwell's-Isle. 


Go  Hire  a  Hall.    ^ 

Air:     Swim  out  you're  over  yonr  bead. 


I'm  a  poor  dacent  laboring  man,       ;    :     •  . 

In  the  first  ward  below  I  reside :  ' 
A  large  fiunily  I  have  to  support, 

Two  sons,  and  four  daughters  besides. 
They're  so  fond  of  dances  and  parties. 

Sure,  they  go  every  night  to  a  ball : 
When  I  scold  them  and  say  they  must  stop  it, 

They  tell  me  to  "  go  hire  a  haJl" 

CnoErs.  '    - 

Such  language  you  never  did  hear — 
Stu-e,  I  can't  understand  it  at  all : " 

If  I  open  my  mouth  for  to  speak. 
They  tell  me  to  "go  hire  ahall." 

Last  night  I  was  out  on  the  comer. 

With  the  Alderman  havinp;  a  talk,  • 

.  And  telling  him  how  for  to  tix  tbinps — 

When  past  Maggie  Ellen  did  walk. 
By  her  side  was  a  big  ngly  blackguard. 

He  was  knockneed,  ungainly  and  tall, 
And,  as  they  were  passing,  she  Khouted — 

"Say,  daddy,  just  go  hire  a  haAL"         Choms. 

Of  course,  Tm  a  great  Politician  : 

To  a  meeting  I  went  t'other  night,  .•  ' 

;  There  was  a  large  crowd  in  attendance 

And  everything  moving  all  right : 
Some  remarks  I  began  for  to  make 

In  response  to  the  President's  call. 
When  they  choked  me  and  kicked  me  clean  out, 

And  told  me  to  "go  hire  a  halL"    .  ,    Chorua. 

My  sons  are  two  big  lazy  loafers—     "   ';- 

Sure,  they  never  will  do  any  worir  :    '']'■({■  /  '-  * 
When  I  tell  them  111  stand  it  no  longer. 

They  call  me  an  "old  Irish  Turk." 
For  hours  they'll  stand  on  the  comer. 

And  make  me  so  mad  I  could  bawl — 
Then  they  tell  me  to  "pull  down  mv  vest," 

"  Take  a  tumble,  "or  "go  hire  a  halL"    Choraa. 


Shanghai  Kate. 

ilang  by  the  Original  James  Bradtoy. 


Let  all  yon  Nigs,  yes,  lend  yotir  < 

And  join  me  in  my  rhyme  ; 
I  just  come  up  from  Tenuessea 

To  pass  away  some  time. 
Before  I  left,  I  loved  a  girl — 

And  that  I  m  going  to  state  : 
She  was  nothing  then  but  a  wee-wee  child, 

But  now  she  stands  6  foot  8. 
Chorus :    Come  all  you  Nigs  and  bring  yoor  |^ 
And  the  wedding  well  celebrnte ; 
I        The  bells  shall  ring  and  Niggers  BUi|t^,| 
'  When  I  marry  Shanghai  KJate  1        ■' 

We're  going  to  be  married  a  week  from  to-day, 

Pompey  Jones  he  gives  away  the  bride — 
In  an  Alpacca  suit  and  red-top  boots, 

Oh  I .  I'll  be  there,  by  her  side. 
And  when  the  preacher  saj-s.  Amen  i 

I  won't  have  a  minute  to  wait. 
But  we'll  all  go  in,  to  cakes  and  gin — 

Wlien  I  marry  Shanghai  Kate!  CSloraii 


Sweet  Fotteen. 

Bang  By  Barrigan  k  Earl 


Sweet  Potteen,  you  deceiver, 

I  love  you  just  as  well. 
Since  the  day  when  first  I  met  yoo, 

You  threw  o'er  me  a  spell  ; 
You're  winning,  you're  eatioing. 

As  soft  as  Asia  silk : 
I  love  yoo,  oh  (  my  darling. 

As  the  baby  loves  its  muk. 
Chorus :    Then  drink  to  your  neighboa^ 

I  Drink  to  your  friends 

I  The  dew  from  the  mountain 

If  once  you  took  a  drop, 

I  Upon  my  soul,  you'd  never  stop 

A  drinking  of  the  sweet  pottaan. 


stTCMR^ 


Old  BacchoB,  you  deluder. 

With  all  your  coaxing  ways. 
You've  enslaved  me  like  a  spider, 

When  brought  within  my  gaze ; 
Wid  whiskey  I'm  so  frisky. 

From  my  head  down  to  my  toes— 
rd  praise  you,  oh  I  my  darling,  ^ 

To  your  friends  or  to  your  foes.        Cbon^  ' 


a 


The  Fellow  so  Terrible  Fly. 

Air :   Tbe  man  with  tba  terrible  ganL        B7  Wm.  B, 

ni  sing  you  a  song  of  a  young  man 
Who  stands  on  the  comer  all  day. 
And  who  in  winter  don't  do  any  woric, ' 
And  in  summer  does  nothing  but  play. 
His  clothes  are  made  of  tbe  conmioneBt  atott, 
His  age  is  twenty  or  nigh  : 
He  smokes  a  clay  piiie  or  a  Henry  Mud, 
Does  this  fellow  so  terrible  fly. 

CnontJs. 

To  an  ancient  order  he  does  belong, 

An  ordi-r  quite  mo<lem,  yet  high  : 

And  qnitn  a  good  hand  at  taking  things  Strang 

Is  this  fellow  so  terrible  fly. 

Now  if  you  should  happen  this  fellow  to  strike. 
When  the  kick  is  quite  full  or  quite  small, 
Ho'U  steer  you  into  a  comer  store 
And  request  you  to  roll  up  a  ball  : 
g^And  if  you  should  say—"  no,  my  good  lad. 
The  damage  is  <juite  too  high — 
Then  he'll  say —"  good  segais  will  do  joat  aa 
Would  this  lellow  so  terrible  flyt  ^ 


The  police  loc^  npon  him  with  fm^iieioiia  eye 

And  follow  him  through  the  atreet :  :'i;  '■ 

But  when  they  discover  the  ezt«nt  of  bia  rriwHH'^  -  I 

They  find  he  is  naught  but  a  beat  -^  '^  | 

He  stands  on  the  corner  to  quiz  the  girls 

And  stare  them  right  iu  tbe  eye. 

And  qnte  a  hand  at  doiD^  things  freah, 

Ib  this  fellow  so  terrible  fly. 


•^  ■' 


m 


»oo 


THE    SlIVOERS'    JOVRMAL.. 


Two  Orphans. 

CompoMd  kud  SUng  by  P.  J.  Downey. 
Air  :    Over  the  bllli  to  the  Foor-Hoaie. 


The  evening's  bright  stnrs  they  were  Bhining, 

The  mooubeamH  sboue  clear  on  our  Innd  : 
Onr  city  was  iu  peace  and  quietness, 

TUo  hour  of  midnight  ueur  at  band. 
But,  hark !    Do  you  bear  that  cry  ?    Fire  ! 

How  dismal  those  bells  they  do  sound — 
Our  Brooklyn  Theatre  is  burning  !  ... 

Alas !  burning  fast  to  the  ground.  { 

Choucs. 

We  ne'er  can  forget  the  "  Two  Orphans,' 

Bad  luck  seems  to  lie  in  its  wake  : 
It  seems  it  were  brought  to  oar  city 

The  lives  of  our  dear  friends  to  taka. 

The  doors  they  were  open  nt  seven. 

The  curtain  was  rolled  up  at  eight : 
Them  that,  had  got  srats  they  were  happy — 

Outside  they  were  mad  that  were  late. 
The  play  it  went  on  very  smoothly, 

'Till  sparks  from  the  scenes  they  did  fly  ; 
It's  then  that  men,  women  and  children — 

"0  God,  save  our  lives  !"  they  did  cry. 

We  ne'er  can,  Ac. 

Next  mom,  in  amongst  those  black  mins, 

O  God  !  what  a  si^ht  met  our  eyes ! 
The  dead  they  were  lying  in  all  shapes  : 

Some  there  that  none  could  recognize  1 
Poor  mothers  there  weeping  and  crying 

For  sons  that  were  out  all  that  night — 
0  God  !  let  their  souls  rest  in  heaven, 

Amongst  the  innocent  and  bria;ht ! 

:,;.       ,,-....    .        We  ne'er  can,  Ac. 

Wh-at  means  this  large  gathering  of  people. 

Upon  such  a  cold  dreary  day  ? 
Or  what  means  this  long  line  of  hearses, 

With  tops  plumed  iu  feathery  array  ? 
Far  out  to  the  cemetery  of  Greenwood, 

Where  the  wiud  makes  the  lone  willow  sigh 
'Tis  there  where  the  funeral  is  going. 

The  poor  unknown  dead  there  to  lie. 

We  ne'er  can,  Ac. 


Let  the  Sparkling  Goblet  of  Flearare. 

A  CHORUS. 


Let  the  sparkhng  goblet  of  pleasure 

Foam  high  with  the  draught  of  delight ; 
Let  joy  scatter  round  all  her  treasure 

In  welcome  of  beauty  so  bright 
It  is  not  in  a  cottage,  retiring. 

Such  charsiB  as  Astasia's  should  pine  : 
But  a  monarch's  love  inspiring,  ^ , 

In  splendor  and  glory  will  shine. 


H.  M.  SCLNEIU 


My  Land. 

tVorda  hj  Tbonaas  Davla.         Air :    The  Darling. 


She  is  a  rich  and  rare  land  :  '.  v 

Oh  !  she's  a  fresh  and  fair  land  :  -  ,. 

8he  is  ft  dear  and  rare  laud — 

This  native  land  of  mine. 
No  men  than  her's  are  braver. 
Her  women's  heart's  ne'er  waver — 
I'd  freely  die  to  wive  her. 

And  think  my  lot  divine  ; 
I'd  freely  die  to  save  her. 

And  think  my  lot  divine. 

She's  not  a  dull  or  cold  land  :  '     ' ;  - 

No !  she's  a  warm  and  bold  laad  ; 

Oh  !  she's  a  true  and  old  land —  ,     .  -|: ':    '  ' 

This  native  land  of  mine  !         -      \"     "^  ' 
Could  beauty  ever  guard  her. 
And  virtue  htill  reward  her, 
No  foe  would  cross  her  border — 

No  friend  within  it  pine ! 

Oh  !  she's  a  rich,  Ac 


Saturday  Night. 

Snog  by  TonyPutor. 


r 

Yon  Re«  before  yon  a  pooi"  married  man, 

Who  once  from  all  tronl)l^i'as  free  : 
But  since  I've  been  married  to'ctiy  Mary  Ann, 

I'm  wretched  as  wretched  can  be. 
For,  she  is  the  master,  I'm  sorry  to  say, 

And  certainly  think  it  not  right 
That  I  cannot  enjoy  myself  in  my  own  way, 

Like.others  on  {Saturday  night. 

.-„,,■■   I;'.;;.-'; '^V   -CHORtS.      /;'"^:'.:'-: 

On  Sfttnrday  night,  on  Saturday  night. 
If  I  was  single,  'twould  be  my  delight 

To  spend  all  my  wages  and  get  jolly  tight, 
And  go  on  the  spree  every  night 

At  eight  in  the  morning  I  go  to  my  work, 

And  plenty  of  money  1  earn. 
But  early  or  late  though  I  slave  like  a  Turk, 

No  thanks  do  I  get  iu  return. 
In  fact  she  does  nothing  but  grumble  and  growl 

When  I  return  home  tired  (juite. 
And  I've  no  ready  coin  :  for,  she  collars  the  whole 

Of  my  wages  on  Saturday  night. 

Spoken :  Yes,  as  soon  as  ever  I  come  into  the 
house,  Kiie  thrusts  her  hands  into  my  pockets,  and 
takes  every  i)enny  I've  earned,  and  don't  leave  me — 
no,  net.  one  single  cent  to  spend  on — 

Saturday  night,  Ac. 

Now  when  she  has  collared  and  counted  my  screw, 

And  liefore  I  have  time  to  sit  down. 
She's  off  to  the  market,  and  I've  to  go,  too, 

A  nice  three  mile  wiUk  in  the  town. 
Then  she  lays  out  my  money,  while  I'm  standing  by 

With  a  basket  that  holds  such  a  sight 
Of  cabbages,  greens,  and  potatoes,  which  I 

Carry  home  every  Saturday  night.        Chorus. 

The  fire  I've  to  light— my  own  breakfast  prepare. 

Which  is  certainly  hard  you  will  say  : 
Then  I  sweep  up  the  kitchen  each  mom,  I  declare, 

Before  I  go  out  for  the  day. 
And  at  night  make  the  beds— 'tis  the  truth  I  assert. 

Though  you'll  think  it  outrageous  quite. 
And  if  on  Sunday  I  want  a  clean  shirt 

I've  to  wash  it  on  Saturday  night        Chorus. 

m  iBi  mn 


The  Gal  That  Danced  in  Baba. 

Word*  and  Maatc  by  Sam  Deverc.  and  sang  bj  htm 
with  great  aucceaa. 

Not  long  ago  I  went  to  see 

Baba  plaj'ed  at  Niblo's  : 
I  saw  a  gal  on  the  stage  I  knew. 

We  used  to  call  her  Looee^lothes.      -   ■ 
When  she  peddled  apples  and  nuts,  her  name 

Was  Mary  Ann  Mahoney  ; 
But  now,  her  name  was  on  the  bills 

As  Mademoiselle  Broccoloni 

■     Chorus.  '    ' 

Dancing  'round  the  stage  she'd  go. 

Mashing  all  the  bloods,  you  know. 

And  spin  like  a  top  on  her  big  too. 

This  gal  that  danoed  in  Babi. 

She'd  dance,  and  then  she'd  smile  and  bow— 

The  applause  came  down  in  showers ; 
And  blotnls,  with  gliutsos  ou  their  eyes. 

Would  throw  her  baskets  of  flowers. 
She'd  mjuirm  like  au  eel,  and  raise  her  leg 

To  a  terrible  elevation  ; 
She'd  stand  on  her  toes  and  bend  the  crab, 

Which  caused  a  great  sensation. 

I  Dancing  'rotmd,  Ac. 

Her  head  was  once  a  cardinal  red. 

With  hands  like  sides  of  bacon  : 
But  now,  with  her  grand  Italian  airs, 

I  thought  I  miglit  he  mistaken  : 
I  soon  found  out  she  never  oi<ma 

From  tb  ;  land  of  maccanni ; 
For.  she  fell  on  the  nan  with  the  big  bass  fiddle, 

When  I  yelled  out  Mary  Ann  Mahoney  ! 

Dancing  'round,  Ac 


.    Sweet  Hour  of  Prayer  I 


A  SACRED  SONQ. 


Swe«t  bonr  of  prayer !  sweet  hoor  of  prayer 

That  calls  me  from  a  world  of  care. 

And  bids  me  at  my  Father's  throne 

Make  all  my  wants  and  wishes  known  ;        ■' 

In  seasons  of  distress  and  grief,     .        •.-. 

My  soul  has  often  found  relief,  "'  '  ■  ' 

And  oft  escaped  the  tempter's  snare 

By  thy  return,  sweet  hour  of  prayer ! 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer  !  sweet  hour  of  prayer 
Thy  wings  shall  my  petition  bear 
To  Hini  whose  truth  and  faithfulness 
Engage  the  waiting  soul  to  bless. 
And  since  He  bids  me  seek  His  face, 
Believe  His  word,  and  trust  His  grace, 
I'll  cast  on  Him  my  every  care. 
And  wait  for  thee,  sweet  hour  of  prayer !       ' 

Sweet  hour  of  prayer !  sweet  hour  of  prayer 

May  I  thy  consoLition  share. 

Till  from  Mount  Pisgah's  lofty  height, 

I  view  my  home  and  take  my  flight ;  ' 

This  Tohe  of  flesh  I'll  drop,  and  rise        .> 

To  seize  the  everlasting  prize  ; 

And  shout  while  passing  through  the  air. 

Farewell,  farewell,  sweet  hour  of  prayer ! 


A  Lean  Banana. 

Written  and  anng  by  Bam  Derere.    Air; 


Eileen  Alanaa. 


A  lean  banana,  decayed  to  the  core. 
Ever  since  I  slipped  on  thy  peel  I  feel  so  sore , 
On  my  back  I  lingered  jast  where  I  fell, 
Tho  sweet  words  I  uttered  would  not  do  to  tell. 
If  I  could  have  caught  that  dirty-lookiug  gawk 
Who  threw  that  banana  peel  on  the  walk- 
It  made  me  see  stars  that  I  never  saw  l)efore— 
A  lean  banana  from  some  foreign  shore. 

'.:'"""■       Chorus.  ^  -- 

Lightly  I  tread  on  the  sidewalk  ever  since  :    ; 

A  lean  banana,  I've  heard  of  you  before, 
I  slipped  on  thee  once,  I'll  t>e  cautious  evermore  ; 

A  lean  banana,  I  love  thee  no  more. 

A  lean  l^anana,  you've  caused  many  a  sore  ; 

I  slipped  on  thy  peel  and  it  turned  me  o'er  and  o'er ; 

Yotmg  girls  have  blushed,  too,  when  thrown  off 

their  pegs. 
Slipping  on  a  banana  and  showing  their  legs. 
Many  are  the  pedestrians  yon've  caused  to  ^11, 
Great  big  and  little,  lean,  lank  and  tall— 
The  seats  of  fat  men's  pants  you've  busted 

and  you've  tore— 
A  lean  banana  from  some  Dutch  grocery  store. 

Chorus.  ..■..;.'.  ^,:'. 

Lightly  I  tread  on  the  sidewalk  ever  since, 
A  lean  banana,  I've  heard  of  you  before, 

I  slipped  on  tnee  once,  I'll  be  cautious  evermore, 
A  lean  banana  from  some  Dutch  grocery  store. 


Slap-Jacks. 

Sung  by  SUeridau  &  Mack 


Slap-jacks,  pan-cakes. 

Sugar  and  molasses,  too  :    ■-"  ■ 
Anybody  can  live  ou  that,  '  .y 

Is  more  than  I  can  do  ; 
Hoc-cake's  my  saddle  horse,    •  . 

Bare-back's  my  mule  ;  '''■':'  ■■■■i 

White  man  came  driving  by —  ..'■;. 

Says— "Nigger,  you 's  a  fool." 
Chorus :    Oh  !  far  you  well -do  far  you  well. 
Ah  !  far  you  well,  Suze  ; 
'-    I'm  gwiue  to  the  mountain  hill. 

Hop-tori'l.  he  skipped  and  jumped. 

Parson  he  jumped,  too  : 
Old  missy  caught  me  stealing. 

She  lam  mo  with  her  shoe  : 
Jay  bird,  its  heels  behind  ; 

Niggers,  too,  likewise  gwino 
To  climb  a  niountaiu  hill. 

Jump  clean  throud^h  the  skicA. 

Oh  !  fiir  you  weJl,  ii-. 


"7,!|if  |«;rt.M.«.'?v^'V.^!V?»'ti.'y< 


■*:.'  ■  f. 
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THE    SINOERS'    JOUBrVALi. 
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Kobody's  Darling  but  Mine. 

Worda  By  John  Batladge.         Miuio  by  H.  P.  D«nkl. 

Tb«  Unalo  ia  pnbliahad  by  OllTar  Sltton  *  Co., 
Boatou,  Ifaaa., 


Nobody's  dariing  bat  mine,  love,        ".  /     "7 -.i    . 

Nobody  loves  you  like  me  :  ]>■ 

Id  your  bright  eyes  softly  shine,  love, 

VisioDs  ddigbtfol  to  see — 
Visions  of  beauty  and  pleasure, 

Filling  my  heart  with  their  love. 
Bringing  me  joys  without  measure,    '"  ■  .  ' 

Beaming  like  bright  stars  above. 
Chorus  :    Nobody  loves  you  like  me,  love, 

(Fondly  and  truly  I'm  thine  ; 
Promise  you  ever  will  be,  love, 
Nobody's  darling  bat  mine. 

Nobody's  dvling  bnt  mine,  love, 

Truly  I  love  you  the  best : 
While  your  sweet  arms  'round  me  twine,  lore, 

Earth  is  a  haven  of  rest : 
Lonely  I'd  be,  love,  without  yoa. 

And  all  the  joys  that  you  give  : 
Surely  I  never  could  doubt  yon, 

Pride  of  my  heart,  while  I  live.  Chorus. 


Nobody's  darling  bnt  mine,  love. 

Surely  I  love  you  alone. 
And  my  heart  ever  will  pine,  lore^ 

Till  I  may  call  yon  my  own  ; 
Beautiful  fairy  like  vision, 

Bright  star  of  hope,  softly  shine, 
Make  my  path  one  bright  elysian, 

Nobody  s  darling  but  mine. 


Chorus. 


Violets  Dipped  in  Dew. 

Words  and  Maalc  by  W.  H.  DelebMitj. 


As  I  strolled  out  one  evening,  v 

The  sun  had  just  gone  down,  • 
While  leisurely  meandering 

A  little  way  from  town :  '         V 

I  there  beheld  a  damsel 

With  eyes  the  brightest  blue 
Beneath  her  dark  eye-lashes, 

Like  Violets  dipped  in  dew. 
Chorus  :    A  smile  was  all  she  gave  me — (Symph. ) 
But  how  it  did  enslave  me ! 

Twas  love,  the  first  I  knew ; 
There's  some  sweet  charm  entrancing 

Within  her  eyes  so  blue, 
A  dreamy,  soft  expression. 
Like  Violets  dipped  in  dew. 

I  followeci  on  behind  her,   ..    , 

I  think  she  knew  it  weU, 
And,  as  a  sweet  reminder,    .  ■..  :    ,  ■- 

Her  handkerchief  it  fell ;  ■  -  v 
I  raised  the  scented  linen 

From  off  the  grassyground  :  -    :- 

Her  name,  in  letters  crimson,       ■•-    ;  ■ 

On  one  comer  there  I  found. 
Chorus  :    She  deigned  to  smile  npon  mft— (Sym.) 
That  moment  she  had  won  me, 
;•"  My  heart  it  pierced  me  through  : 

!-.-■•.  There's  some  sweet  charm  entrancing 

v  '  Within  her  eyes  so  blue, 

■  \  A  dreamy,  soft  expression, 
:    , :.       Like  Violets  dipped  in  dew. 

At  length  I  did  approach  her,     '  .    ■ 

And  ventured  into  talk,  •...*- 

By  asking  her  permission    .  ^ 

To  join  her  lonely  walk ; 
She  blushing,  frowning,  smiling. 

Said— "Oh  !  I  think  you're  rude." 
Bat  those  blue  eyes,  beguiling. 

Seemed  to  say — "  I  wish  yon  would." 
Chorus :    So  arm  in  arm  we  wandered —   (Sym.) 
Yes,  side  by  side  meandered. 

And  told  onr  love  tales,  too : 
There's  some  sweet  charm  entzancing 

Within  her  eyes  so  blue, 
A  dreamy,  soft  expression. 
Like  Violets  dipped  in  dew. 

■M  l»l  » 


The  Drummer's  Reoall. 

Oompotad  expreasly  for  the  Pllcrima  by  Stm  P.  LeTraaki. 
▲Ir :    Father,  I>ear  Father,  Come  Home. 


No  man  has  a  right  to  do  ad  he  pleases,  except 
when  ha  pleases  to  do  rig^t 


Oh !  Drummer,  dear  Drummer,         ,:^:   :.",  ■  ^  ' 

Tis  ten  days  ago,  ■■'^■.■■jv 

Since  we  last  had  an  order  from  you  t  ■ 

We're  all  getting  frightened  in  spite  of  yoUT  blow, 
And  things  look  confoundedly  blue. 

Oh  !  tell  us,  oh  !  tell  us,  .  ,:.  ....      ,  ,:  .     , 

Why  don't  you  sell  bills  /      >      ^• 

In  your  travels  all  over  the  West?  ; 

Your  silence  our  breasts  with  anxiety  fill% 

And  now  it  is  passing  a  jest  ;     *  >     ' .  v  ; 

Come  home,  come  home,  come  home, 
Dear  Drummer,  dear  Drummer,  come  home. 

Cbobub. 

Ten  dollars  a  day  yotir  expenses  have  been, 

While  over  this  country  you  roam — 
Oh  !  drummer,  dear  drummer,  you'd  better  sell  goods 

Or  else  you  had  better  come  home. 

You've  had  quite  a  nioe  little  ninety  days  trip. 

And  still  very  light  in  your  sales ; 
While  over  this  coantxy  yoa  carelessly  skip, 

Expenses  will  force  us  to  fail. 
You'd  better  come  back  and  not  spend  all  our  stamps. 

And  then  you  won't  feel  quite  so  frisky — 
For,  I'm  thinking,  my  boy,  you  spend  most  of 

our  money 

In  buying  cigars  and  bad  whiskey. 
Come  home,  come  home, 
Dear  drummer,  dear  drummer,  come  home. 

:.■-.'.■..     ■-    .,       ,         .    Ten  dollars,  &c. 

...   .J     - ,.    ■  -,'■■.. 

We're  all  waiting  here  with  the  goods  in  oar  store, 

And  feeling  decidedly  queer  : 
Oh  !  darling  Guerilla,  don't  travel  no  more, 

But  please  to  come  back  to  ns  here. 
We're  waiting  impatient,  but  waiting  in  vain. 

For  a  glance  at  your  rubicund  f^ce, 
And  when  yoa  get  back,  you  won't  travel  again  : 

For,  another  will  be  in  your  place. 
Come  home,  come  home,  come  home. 
Pear  dnunmer,  dear  drummer,  come  home. 

,..;,'.:::,.;  Ten  dollars,  &0. 


The  Lover's  Telegraph. 

Worda  and  Unaic  by  Sam  Devere,  and  anng  bj  him 
with  immeDaeaoocaaa.      ,    . 


When  first  I  went  to  see  my  gal. 

We  courted  in  the  dark  ;  -   ;>.  - 

But  her  father  and  her  mother  and  cross-eyed  brother 

Would  listen  while  we'd  spark. 
So  I  bought  the  new  invention,  then,  . 

And  gave  them  all  the  laugh ; 
Twas  a  string  with  a  tin  box  on  each  end. 

Called  the  lover's  telegraph.  y 

Chorus :    Oh  !  the  new  invention  is  awfal  nioe —    ■ 

I  know  'twould  make  von  laugh  ~ 

To  hear  the  very  fanny  things  we  said     ' 

Through  the  lover's  telegraph. 

When  next  I  went  to  see  my  girl,  -   ','■ 

I  had  very  little  to  say  ;  j    "  i 

I  gave  her  one  end  of  the  new  machine,  ; 

And  sat  about  twenty  feet  away. 
The  old  folks  thought  we  acted  strange. 

And  called  me  a  great  big  calf ; 
But  they  didn't  know  how  the  old  thing  worked 

Through  the  lover's  tel^;raph.  Chorus. 

Said  I  "  sweet  angel,  dost  thou  know 

I  lovest  thee  the  best  ?" 
The  answer  came  so  soft  and  sweet — 

"  Oh  !  George,  pull  down  your  vest !"        f   .' 
When  I  asked  her  if  she'd  fly  with  me         .  '  : 

To  the  land  of  the  wild  giraffe. 
She  answered  back — •'  how  are  you  fixed  ?" 

Through  the  lover's  telegraph.  Chorus. 

Love  went  flying  through  the  string. 

Till  her  brother  found  us  out ; 
And  then  he  whispered  to  his  dad 

What  we  had  been  abont. 
The  old  man  gently  raised  his  hoof. 

Nearly  splitting  me  in  half  ; 
He  busted  a  hole  in  my  new  pants, 

And  the  lover's  telegraph.  Cboroa, 


Don't  get  WM17,  Children. 

Bong  with  fr«at  aacoeM  bj  John  BoMh. 

Oh  !  Johnny,  you've  been  a  bad  boy 

For  to  treat  your  true  love  so — 
And  if  you  don't  behave  yourself 

111  let  the  old  folks  know.  (Bepeai.) 

Chobub. 
Dent  get  weary,  don't  get  weary,  children, 
Don  t  get  weary— for,  I's  a  going  hamei 
..     Don't  get  weary,  don't  get  weary,  children, 
Don  t  get  weary— for,  I's  a  going  homa. 

^^  -.-"■  ...  j      Chobttb,    second. 

When  the  ran  rise  in  the  momisA 

Down  by  the  yellow  00m, 
There  we  darkies  all  take  warning, 

When  Dina  blows  the  horn.  (Bepeat) 

*•     '  ii^i;     t'    Chobus,    third. 

When  Tm  gone,  you  will  miss  me. 
When  I'm  gone,  you  will  miss  me : 
There  is  one  kind  heart  will  miss  me  when 
Pm  gone,  yes,  when  Fm  gone.  (Bapeat) 

Oh  !  Susie,  Pye  been  a  bad  boy, 
But  I  wonT  do  so  any  more — 
And  if  you  give  me  your  heart  and  band, 
*-     We'll  go  to  the  old  Virginia  shoro.     (BepaaL) 

Chonis. 

>:^:^-^    — •-♦-- 


I 


t 


Her  Front  Hame  is  Hannar. 

Oomio  Bong  by  J.  A.  ArmatroDK. 

TheUoilo  la  pnbltahed  by  C.  H.  DItaonftOo.    HI 

Broadway,  New  Yoik. 


The  heart  of  my  bosom  has  lately  been  stokd 
By  a  siwet  blushing  maiden  just  forty  yean  old. 
She's  a  half  Irish  blonde,  and  she  likes  pork  and ' 
Her  feet  are  a  feature,  she  wears  seventeen's. 

Chobos. 
Her  front  name  is  Hannar, 
Her  father's  a  tanner, 

But  him  she  does  hammer  in  an  artistie  tw«»w»  ; 
She  sings  Star  Spangled  Banner  and  Ailaen  ai**"*—  : 
With  a  tooth-brash  I  £an  her, 
When  she  thumps  the  pianer. 

Her  "more  antique  pall-back  "  ooets  six oaotaa  jSid, 
Saoque,  hat,  gloves  and  paiaaol  forty-cix.oanli : 
She  shall  be  a  lady,  like  Bridget  OOiady  : 
For,  I've  wealth  to  get  and  don't  mind  the  axpava 

Her  front  nama,  Ao. 

Her  month,  well,  it  stretches  from  ear  to  ear, 
A  better  provision  store  never  was  foand  : 
I've  never  kissed  her,  I'm  afraid  to  go  near, 
I'd  snzely  foil  in— then  I  know  I'd  be  drowiMd. 

Her  fitoot  immml  A& 


I'd  feel  Better  if  my  Wift's  Kother. 

Written  and  sanf  by  Sam.  Devara- 
Air :    Take  tkla  latter  to  my  mother. 


Pd  feel  better  if  my  wife's  mother 

Was  at  the  bottom  of  the  deep  bloesea : 
The  love  is  tart  we  bear  each  other. 
The  old  Bhinoceros  she  hates  me. 
How  I'd  like  to  bit«  her  leg  off— 

Oh  !  how  she  can  scratch  and  claw-^ 
No  one  knows  the  pain  I've  suffered 

With  that  old  crank  of  a  mother-in-law. 
Chonis :    I'd  feel  better  if  my  wile's  mother 
Was  only  far  away  from  me  : 
I    Pd  like  to  bust  her  bash  demcrfishec^ 
She's  the  worst  you  ever  did  1 


Fd  feel  better  if  my  wife's  mother 

Would  get  the  lock-jaw,  and  let  me  be : 
Oh !  how  I  would  like  to  smother 

My  m»ther-in-law— for,  she's  N.  G. 
The  cross-eyed,  snaggle-tooth  old  onrmodgeoo. 

How  I'd  like  to  break  her  jaw — 
Who  will  pity  a  poor  lone  orphan. 

Left  in  the  hands  of  his  motber-in-iaw  ? 
Chorus  :    I'd  feel  better  if  my  wife's  mother 

Was  anchored  in  the  deec)  Une  aea 
Or  a  band  ot  Cannibals  bad  her— 
Oh  I  how  happy  I  would  be  I 
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TH£    811VOERS'    JOIJRIWAL.. 


Margaret'!  Fall.  •, 

"Three  years' hard  labor,"  mid  the  judge.  Theu 
I  was  bustled  with  the  rent  into  the  prisou  van,  for 
mine  was  the  last  cose  to  be  disposed  of,  aud  trans- 
ported to  our  terrible  destiuatiou.  • 

The  confinement  aud  labor  did  uot  agree  with  me. 
At  the  end  of  one  mouth  I  wai  so  feeble  that  I 
could  scarcely  crawl  about.  One  day  the  doctor 
said  something  to  the  matron,  aud  after  that  no 
work  was  expected  from  me. 

I  made  one  of  the  women — who  had  overheard 
what  the  doctor  had  said— tell  me.  It  was  that  I 
would  not  live  more  than  a  week  or  so.  I  was  glad 
of  it ;  yes,  glad  to  die,  and  I  but  twenty-five. 

"Well,"  I  thought,  "before  I  do,  I  will  put  down 
the  story  of  my  life  ;  perhaps  it  may  be  a  warning 
to  other  women." 

My  father  was  a  farmer,  and  whenever  things 
didn't  go  just  right,  vented  hi8  crossuess ou  mother 
and  us  childrep.  I  was  the  oldest ;  then  came  Dick 
find  Robert,  sturdy  boys  of  twelve  aud  fourteen  ; 
thou  Carrie,  ten.  At  the  time  the  event  occurred 
that  changed  my  life,  I  was  a  well-grown  girl  of 
sixteen.  i 

It  was  an  nnusnally  lato  spring,  and  in  con- 
sequence father  had  bad  luc]^with  his  crops,  and 
wiis,  oh,  so  cross  — so  hard  to  get  along  with  !  The 
cry  of  the  large  family  to  support,  and  two  good- 
for-nothings,  meaning  Carrie  aud  me  (for  he  could 
not  forgive  us  for  not  being  boys),  was  never  o£f  his 
lips.  i 

It  is  bard  when  one  tries  the  best  one  can,  to  be 
continually  reproahed  for  what  is  no  fault  of  one's 
own.  I  am  sure  that  mother's  work  aud  my  work 
were  not  easy,  but  you  couldn't  make  father  think 
BO.  While  other  girls  dressed  themselves  in  finery, 
I  went  plainly  clad.  But  if  I  bought  a  new  ribbon 
to  tie  back  my  curls,  just  as  soon  as  father  spied 
it,  usually  at  the  tea-table,  he  would  •^mmence  a 
long  lecture  about  indulging  vanity.  Many's  the 
quarrel  we've  had.  My  hot  young  blood  up,  I  gave 
back  word  for  word  till  ordered  from  the  table  and 
room,  in  disgrace.  Mother  would  sit  there,  not 
daring  to  utter  a  word,  and  little  Carrie, — whom  we 
nicknamed  "  the  saint " — would  pull  my  dress  aud 
plead,  "  Don't,  sister,  don't !" 

I  wna  so  sick  and  tired  of  this  continual  scolding 
that  I  bad  about  made  up  my  mind  to  run  away 
that  summer ;  then  Mr.  Gannett  came  to  board 
with  us,  and  everything  was  changed. 

He  kept  a  large  shop  in  the  City,  aud  was  father's 
best  customer  for  early  vegetables,  and  the  later 
produce  of  the  farm.  He  ^mid  liberally  for  his 
boerd,  and  it  helped  considerably.  Theu,  father 
didn't  dare  to  display  his  amiable  disposition  before 
him,  and  as  be  generally  took  meal  times  for  that 
we  enjoyed  a  respite.  Mr.  Gannett  soon  showed  a 
profsrance  for  my  society,  and  father,  seeing  it,  and 
psobably  foreseoiog  the  result,  was  as  sweet  as  sugar 
to  me. 

One  night,  they,  mother,  father  and  Mr.  Gannett, 
were  shut  up  a  long  time  in  the  sitting  room.  I 
was  sitting  in  the  porch  when  Mr.  Gannett  came 
out  He  asked  me  to  walk  with  him,  and  listen  to 
something  he  had  to  say.  I  knew  quite  well  what 
it  would  be,  and  my  mind  was  made  up  before  he 
spoke  a  word. 

When  we  came  to  the  brook  he  stopped.  Then 
he  asked  me  to  be  his  wife,  and  I— I  auBweredyes, 
never  thinking,  never  caring,  what  marriage  meant. 
He  was  rich,  he  would  take  me  away  from  home, 
and  there  would  be  one  less  to  snpiwrt. 

These,  these  were  the  considerations  that  in- 
fluenced me,  aud  I  was  frank  enough  to  tell  bim  so. 

"Do  you  love  anyone  else?"  he  asked,  when  I 
acknowledged  tbot  I  did  uot  love,  but  liked  him. 

I  shook  my  head  negatively. 

"Do  you  think  you  can  learn  to  love  me,  my 
dear?" 

"  If  yon  are  kind  to  me,  I  am  sure  I  can,"  was 
my  answer. 

Hu  seemed  perfectly  satisfied  with  it,  and  patting 
the  engitgement  ring  on  my  fin<^cr,  ki.sscd  me,  and 
led  me  back  to  my  parents,  asking  their  blessing. 

I  remember  how  bitterly  I  siuiled  as  I  heard  him 
ask  it.  Did  I  not  know  how  delighted  father  was 
to  get  me  o^  his  hands  so  soon,  and  my  mother 
Hftid  "  I  had  done  well,"  even  though  she  knew 
I  did  not  love  the  man  who  in  one  short  month 
would  be  mv  husband,  for  Mr.  Gannett  urged  a 
apeedy  marnage,  and  both  my  patents  willingly 


consented. 

At  the  expiration  of  that  time  I  was  married— a 
bride  of  sixteen,  and  a  bridegroom  of  forty.  Mr. 
Gannett  took  me  to  a  beautiful  home  in  the  country, 
and  for  six  years  I  was  comparatively  happy.  I 
bad  a  good  and  kind  husband,  one  of  the  kindest 
that  this  earth  holds,  everything  that  ^eart  could 
wish  —  oftentimes  anticipated.  Two  beautiful 
children  called  me  mother,  and— Heaven  help  me ! 
—I  did  try  to  love  my  husband.  Why  eould  I  not  ? 
— why  was  the  love  that  would  have  been  a  blessing 
dimmed,  and  that  which  brought  a  curse  given  ? 

In  the  summer  afternoons  I  used  to  go  up  to  the 
City  on  the  boat  so  as  to  come  back  with  my  hus- 
band. Sometimes  the  children  accompanied  nie. 
One  afternoon  I  was  rather  late,  and  barely  reached 
the  boat  in  time  to  avoid  being  left. 

The  seats  on  deck  were  all  taken,  and  I  was 
turning  to  go  down  into  the  cabin,  feeling  dis- 
appointed enough,  for  I  had  baby  with  me,  and  I 
thought  the  air  did  her  good  ;  when  a  gentleman, 
sitting  in  one  of  the  most  desirable  seats,  ofiered 
it  to  me.  I  thankfully  accepted  it. 
f  He  did  not  go  away  but  stood  there,  laughing 
and  talking  to  baby,  who  always  attracted  great 
attention  ;  t'hba  he  began  to  talk  to  baby's  mother, 
and  when  we  reached  the  landing  it  seemed  as  if  I 
had  known  him  all  my  life. 

t  He  gave  me  his  card  at  parting,  "  to  let  me  know 
I  had  been  talking  to  a  respectable  person,"  he 
said  laughingly.  The  card  bore  the  name  of  Henry 
Willard,  of  the  firm  of  Willard  and  Co.,  jewellers, 
and  the  street  and  number. 

While  I  sat  waiting  for  John— how  the  old  name 
slips  out !— I  read  the  name  over  and  over  again.  I 
could  think  of  nothing  but  him,  what  he  suid,  and 
the  look  in  his  eyes  when  baby  lisped  "Papa." 
»  When  I  saw  my  husband  coming,  I  thrust  the 
card  into  my  pocket  I  did  not  say  anything  about 
him  or  it  Somehow,  when  I  tried,  the  words 
stuck  in  my  throat  Well,  I  met  him  again  and 
again  on  the  boat  First,  I  thought  it  chance  ; 
afterwards,  I  knew  better  ;  and  it  came  to  pass  that 
my  lover  came  up  to  the  City  with  me  on  the  boat ; 
then  leaving  me,  I  came  back  home  with  my 
husband.  * 

Henry  Willard  belonged  to  the  Free  Love  Society, 
which,  happily,  is  almost  confined  to  America. 
Before  becoming  acquainted  with  him  I  knew  very 
little  about  their  doctrines.  One  evening  at  a  party 
the  subject  was  brought  up  for  discussion.  I  paid 
little  atteution  till  somebody  asked  my  husband  for 
his  opinion.  He  gave  it  freely,  and  concluded  by 
saying,  "  No  true  man  or  woman  who  believes  in 
the  Bible  can  -  believe  in  and  support  such  prin- 
ciples.' tXf"-^ 

Knowing  John  to  be  very  liberal  in  his  views,  I 
made  up  my  mind  that  sinoe  he  so  strongly  de- 
nounced their  principles,  they  were  wrong,  and 
never  thought  of  them  again  till  Willard,  having 
gained  complete  mastery  of  my  mind,  imfolded 
them  to  me  in  a  very  different  light  Eagerly  I 
followed  their  teachings,  and  a  natural  result 
followed.  Giving  up  husband,  children  and  home, 
I  fled  with  my  lover,  leaving  a  note  for  my  husband 
and  telling  all— but  the  nameof  theman  I  fled  with 
— and  bidding  him  "  uot  to  follow  me,  for  nothing 
but  death  should  part  me  from  one  I  loved  idola- 
trously. " 

What  words  to  meet  a  man's,  a  husband's  eye, 
who  returns  home  exjiecting  to  find  his  wife  to 
greet  him,  and  find.s  that  instead  ;  kuows  his  name 
is  disgraced,  his  home  dishonored,  ond  his  children 
motherless  !  Oh,  my  children,  my  hu-sband  !  would 
that  I  could  blot  out  these  three  shameful  years  ! 
could  know  it  only  as  a  horrible  dream  !  Alas,  it 
i.s  no  dream,  but  a  bitter  reality  !  Willard 
established  me  in  a  beautiful  country  seat  He 
hired  it  under  an  assumed  name,  and  I  passed  as 
his  wife. 

For  a  month  I  remained  undisturbed  in  my  fool's 
paradise. 

Then  one  day  he  left  me  to  return  to  bis  business, 
promising  to  return  the  next  night  I  was  lost 
without  him  ;  I  did  not  know  what  to  do  with  my- 
self. The  bonis  seemed  to  drag,  and  I  thought 
night  would  never  come.  After  luncheon  I  ordered 
the  carriage,  intending  to  drive  to  the  City  and 
back,  and  thus  occupy  my  mind.  I  was  asking  the 
coachman  the  8horte«>t  route  there,  when  he  respect- 
fully informed  me  that  "he  had  orders  not  to  let 
me  driT«  alone— my  bueband  did  not  think  it  safe." 


I  started  when  the  man  said  "  my  husband,"  and 
my  thoughts  went  back  to  the  hasbaud  I  had  de* ' 
serted.     All  the  way  to  the  City  I  sat  leaning  bacl^  ' 
in  the  carriage,  with  my  veil  tightly  drawn,  an4 
trying  to  bauiHh  the  thought  of  John,  which,  -how* 
ever,  would  not  go  away.     I  got  so  nervous  and. 
wTetched  that  I  did  uot  t- njoy  my  ride  at  all,  and. 
was  glad  when  the  horses'  heads  were  turned  home- 
ward.    While  being  driven  through  Bond  Street, 
the  wind,  which  was  very  strong,  blew  my  veil  up 
off  my  face.     I  hastily   replaced   it,   and  looked 
anxiously  about  me.     But,  with  a  feeling  of  relief, 
I  saw  none  but  strange  faces. 

It  was  late  in  the  afternoon  when  we  arrived 
home.  After  taking  off  my  wraps,  I  went  down 
into  the  drawing-room,  and  listlessly  turned  over 
the  leaves  of  a  novel,  making  believe  to  read. 
When  I  heard  the  bell  ring  sharply,  I  started 
nervously  and  listened. 

Surely  I  kuew  that  voice.  Be  still,  my  heart  ] 
for  it  is  saying  "You  need  uot  announce  me."  I 
turn  to  flee,  but  my  limbs  are  paralyzed  with  fear. 
The  door  opens— I  meet  my  husband's  sorrowful 
gaze. 

I  flung  myself  face  downwards  on  the  sofa.  I 
hear  his  voice,  grave  yet  kind,  pleading  with  me  to 
return  to  my  home— my  children— to  him. 

I  cannot  now,  nor  could  I  theu,  account  for  tba 

raroxsym  of  senseless  mge  that  iK)S8essed  me  while 
listened.  I  sprang  up  aud  confronted  him,  ex- 
claiming  passionately,  defiixntly,  "  I  have  no  home 
— no  children- no  husbaud !  I  care  for  nothing  ia 
the  wide  world  but  oue  man's  love  !  Try  to  force 
me  from  him  if  you  dare,  for  I  declare  I  will  kill 
m)'self  if  you  attempt  to  drag  me  from  my  love^ 
my  darling !" 

With  what  fiendish  delight  I  watched  the  effect 
of  my  words.  He  grew  deadly  pale,  and  caught 
hold  of  the  table,  murmuring  brokenly,  "  Great 
Heaven  this  is  too  Horrible  !" 

"  Yes,"  I  answered,  recklessly,  "  it  is  horrible  to 
live  with  one  who  is  no  more  to  me  than  this  ; " 
and  I  drew  off  my  wedding  ring,  aud  tbrowiag  it 
down,  stamped  upon  it  in  an  impotent  rage. 

Such  a  look  as  he  gave  me,  as,  kicking  it  from 
me,  he  stooped,  nud,  picking  it  up,  put  it  in  his 
vest  pocket  Over  his  face  spread  a  rigid  stemesa 
He  took  up  his  hat  and  gloves,  then  in  a  cold,  calm 
voice,  he  said  slowly  and  deliberately,  "Be  sure  I 
shall  never  interfere  with  or  trouble  yon  again. 
Had  I  known  bow  loathsome  I  was  to  you,  yoa 
should  have  been  spared  this  interview.  Remain 
with  the  man  for  whose  love  vou  sacrifice  every- 
thing ;  but  when  deserted,  friendless,  pennilrs-i  and 
homeless,  remember  that  in  spite  of  everything  I 
will  never  see  yon  want"  That  was  all.  He  had 
passed  ont  of  the  room,  out  of  the  house,  leaving 
me  standing  alone  there,  with  a  strange  feeling  of 
desolation  that  bis  words,  so  solemnly  spoken,  bad 
caused. 

With  an  agony  of  shame  and  remorse  I  now 
recall  that  interview  !  How  well  appreciate  the  god- 
like forgiveness  wbicli  would  not  see  me  want !  Ah 
me  !  for  the  pure  gold  was  given  up  willingly,  and 
the  worthless  dross  substituted  in  its  place. 

Willard  returned  at  the  appointed  time,  and  was 
so  chagrined  and  alarmed  at  my  husband's  discovery 
of  our  retreat  that  the  house  was  given  up,  and 
leaving  bis  business  in  his  brother's  hands,  we  went 
abroad. 

We  travelled  from  place  to  place,  and  finally  es- 
tablished ourselves  in  Paris  for  the  remainder  of 
the  winter.  Up  to  that  time  I  had  i>assed  as  his 
wife.  Then  Willard  declared  that  it  was  impossible. 
Of  course,  an  angry  scene  ensued,  the  result  of 
which  was  that  I  yielded  to  bis  commands  to  be 
known  as  his  mistress. 

This  was  the  beginning  of  the  end. 

Six  mouths  later  he  left  me,  as  he  said,  to  pass  a 
week  in  London.  The  week  jiossed,  and  brought 
no  Willard,  but  instead  a  seidetl  envelope. 

I  opened  it  A  bank-note  fluttered  out ;  then 
two  wedding  cards,  and  a  closely-written  letter. 

Surprised,  I  began  to  read  it.  Then  the  room 
began  to  dance  up  and  down,  a  strange  suffocating 
feeling  was  about  my  heart,  and  I  fainted. 

How  long  I  remained  unconscious  I  cannot  tell. 
As  soon  as  I  was  able,  I  finished  reading  the  letter. 

I  can  remember  it  word  for  word,  for  I  think  it  ia 
written  in  words  of  fire  on  my  brain. 

"  Margaret"  it  began,  "  I  shall  l^  balf-wny 
acroea  the  Atlantic  when  this  reaches  you.     Captain 
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Donaldson  will  either  deliver  it  in  person  or  by  post 
Yoa  will  see  by  the  enclosed  that  I  am  married. 
The  fact  is,  I've  got  tired  living  an  immoml  life, 
and  with  the  help  of  my  dear  wife  am  going  to 
turn  over  a  new  leaf.  Don't  get  an  insane  idea — like 
most  of  your  class— of  seeking  me  out  and  making 
a  scene  with  my  wife,  which  would  be  quite  useless, 
as  she  knows  all,  and  is  willing  to  overlook  it  for 
love  of  me.  Enclosed  is  a  bank-note  for  five 
hundred  pounds.  Perhaps  the  best  way  to  use  it 
would  be  by  going  back  to  your  husband.  He's 
such  a  soft  one,  yoa  can  easily  get  round  him 
again.  "Whjcabd." 

My  heart  swelled  with  bitter  loathing  and  disgust. 
No  surer  way  could  he  have  taken  to  kill  my  love. 
Use  his  money  to  return  to  my  husbaud  ?  Never  ! 
I  would  starve  first !  I  made  up  my  mind  to  return 
to  England  Some  women  might  have  spumed 
the  money— I  did  not.  A  month  from  that  time 
found  me  established  iu  London.  With  the  re- 
mainder of  the  money  I  set  up  a  lodging-bouse. 
Nothing  prospered  with  me,  however,  and  at  the 
end  of  the  year  I  was  obliged  to  leave,  to  avoid 
being  arrested  for  debt 

I  went  to  Bath,  and  seeing  an  advertisement  for 
a  cook,  applied  for  the  situation.  But  I  was  not 
strong,  the  work  was  hard,  and  I  gave  that  up. 
Next,  I  returned  to  Loudon,  and  tried  sewing  for  a 
living.  I  earned  a  little  money  by  that,  but  the 
pay  was  poor,  and  when  the  girl  that  hired  the 
next  room,  and  who  sung  in  a  music  hall,  toM  me 
how  much  she  made  in  a  single  night,  and  pro- 
posed that  I  should  do  the  same,  it  needed  little 
urging  on  her  part  to  gain  my  consent 

That  was  the  completion  of  my  downfall.  I  went 
from  bad  to  worse  with  rapidity,  till,  obtaining  no 
decent  employment  and  desiring  none,  I  fell  to  the 
lowest  depth  of  degradation. 

Let  me  tell  you  what  drove  me  to  that  One 
night,  instead  of  going  to  the  music  hall,  I  took  the 
rail  for  my  old  home.  The  longing  to  see  it  had 
grown  insupportable.  I  feared  no  recognition. 
Little  trace  of  the  stylish  and  elegant  Mrs.  Gannett 
in  the  poor  wretch  who  wrapped  her  second-hand 
shawl  about  her  shivering  form.  I  knew  that  the 
home  had  not  been  broken  up,  that  my  sister 
Carrie  tried  to  be  a  mother  to  my  children,  and 
make  a  pleasant  home  for  them  and  him. 

Stealthily  I  approached  the  house.  There  vras  a 
light  in  the  sitting-room  ;  but  the  front  curtains 
were  drawn.  I  remembered  that  the  side  one  did 
not  use  to  be,  and  I  stole  aroond  to  that  part  of  the 
house. 

The  curtains  were  not  drawn.  I  gazed  in  at 
them,  taking  care  to  avoid  discovery.  Sitting  by 
the  table,  reading,  was  my  husband  ;  his  face  was 
little  changed  ;  but  his  hair  was  quite  gray.  It  had 
been  jetty  black  when  I  left  him,  and  I  remembered 
how  proud  I  used  to  be  of  it  in  old  times. 

By  the  cosy  fire-place  sat  my  sister.  Oh,  how 
beoutiful  and  pure  she  looked !  "  She  could  never 
become  the  vile  thing  her  sister  is  to-day, "  I  thought 
bitterly. 

By  her  side  stood  my  boy,  a  boy  to  make  a 
mother's  heart  proud  and  glad.  Yes ;  but  his 
mother  stood  like  a  thief  outside  the  house  that 
«heltered  him. 

Ethel,  my  baby — that  I  had  left  sleeping  inno- 
cently in  her  crib,  with  a  guilty  mother's  kiss  upon 
her  pure  lips— sat  at  my  sister's  feet,  her  head  on 
her  lap,  and  Carrie's  wtute  hands  toying  with  her 
bright  curls.  I  could  not  see  her  face— it  was 
turned  away.  A  mad  impulse  came  over  me  to 
dash  myself  against  the  stones  of  the  house,  and 
then  and  there  to  end  my  worthless  life. 

Bat  the  impulse  (Missed,  and,  instead,  I  turned  to 
look  again.  Perhaps  I  was  less  careful— perhaps 
it  was  instinct— for  as  I  gazed  hungrily  and  greedily, 
my  boy's  eyes  turned  and  met  mine.  I  heard  his 
frightened  scream.     I  turned,  and  fled  back  to  the 

station,  hence  to  the  city,  and But  no,  I  will 

not  write  the  record  of  what  followed— what  has 
brought  me  here  ;  here,  to  pass  the  lost  of  my  life — 
here  to  die —and  afterwards— alas  !  I  dare  not  think 
of— afterwards  ! 

I  have  written  a  letter  to  be  sent  to  my  husband 
after  my  death.  But  I  have  let  no  one  dream  of 
the  relation  I  bear  him.  I  have  told  them  he  is  one 
that  knew  me  in  better  days — one  who  will  see  me 
decently  hurried- for  oh,  I  do  not  want  to  be  bozied 
Bke  a  dog.     Jan.  14,  three  o'clock. 


H««  the  story  of  Margaret's  life  ends.  Let  us 
finish  it  John  Oannett  went  down  to  the  prison 
the  day  after  her  death,  which  took  place  on  the 
evening  of  Jan.  14.  He  took  charge  of  the  remains, 
and  she  was  buried  beside  her  mother  in  the  country 
graveyard  that  she  bad  many  times— an  innocent 
child  and  maiden— passed  through.  Her  husband 
returned  to  his  home  with  a  sad  and  heavy  heart 
Strange  as  it  may  seem,  the  only  feeling  bis  heart 
held  all  those  terrible  years  was  a  great  pity  and 
self-reproach  commingled. 

Faithfully  Margaret  s  sister  tries  to  do  her  duty 
by  the  children,  and  by  them  she  is  well  loved. 
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'       The  German  Fifth. 

Words  by  Harry  Beonctt.  Uiiiio  by  am  Wllllains. 

SuDg  by  Gas  WUllauii. 


Of  you  look  at  us  your  eyes  oud,       ^        ':  c 

You  vill  see  some  soldiers  gay  :     ;    ; 
Ve  belong  to  de  German  Fifth,  '.  ■-'-      -^ 

Dat  bromenades  upon  Broadway,  -   . 

Ve  march  avile  in  single  file. 

Den  ve  change  to  two  by  two, 
You  bet  ve  make  de  beople  smile,  • 

Ven  ve  march  dot  sidy  drough. 
Chorus  :    Double  mnk— vatch  de  flank — 
Don't  dat  vos  a  splendid  drill? 
Mark  dot  time— ain't  dot  flue— 

Ven  ve  march,  ve  don't  stand  sdill. 
■  Houp-a-la  !  Shout  hurrah  ! 

Dot's  de  vay  dot's  sure  to  kill ; 
\  Sight  face  apout,  go  inside  oud — 
Hurrah  for  de  (^rmau  Fifth  ! 

Ven  TO  Tas  in  dot  army,  ^ 

Ve  vas  fed  on  barrel  staves  ; 
Und  ven  ve  don't  vas  fight 

Ve  had  to  vork  at  digging  graves  : 
Und  ve  got  so  sick  und  thin,  dot 

Y^on  could  easy  see  us  drough, 
Und  somedimes  dey  kept  us  marching, 

Dill  our  feet  vas  plack  und  plue.  Chorus. 

But  now  ve  are  home-gnard  brivatea^ 

Ve  got  blenty  grub  to  eat ; 
Dutchmen  all  are  jealous  of  us, 

Ven  ve  march  along  de  street 
Arms  quick  bresent  und  elbows  bent 

Eyes  to  right  und  heads  up  straight 
Mit  left  und  right  und  moud  shut  tight — 

A  mile  a  day  dot  vas  our  gait.  Chorus. 


Oh !  Blae  are  the  Eyes  of  my  Kathleen. 

Words  by  Samnel  N.  Mitchell.      Music  by  John  Brtham. 

Music  Published  by  L  P.  Oonllsnd.  86  Tremont  Street, 
Boaton,  Mass.     Price  35  ceuts. 


Oh !  blue  are  the  eyes  of  my  Kathleen, 

And  bright  as  the  fresh  morning  dew  ; 
They  speak  of  a  heart  full  of  gladness, 

A  love  that  is  tender  and  true  ; 
They  sparkle  like  purest  of  diamonds,* 

They  twinkle  like  stars  in  the  skies. 
And  nothing  to  me  is  fairer  to  see 

Than  my  Kathleen's  beautiful  eyes.         f 
Chobus.  ... 

Oh  !  blue  are  the  eyes  of  my  Kathleen,     : 

And  bright  as  the  fresh  morning  dew  :  •- 
They  speak  of  a  heart  full  of  gladness, 

A  love  that  is  tender  and  true.  <  .  -■ 

Oh  !  blue  are  the  eyes  of  my  Kathleen, 

And  firm  as  the  old  emerald  isle  : 
They  tell  me  that  one  darling  creature 

To  me  will  be  true  all  the  while  ; 
They  glisten  like  dear  little  sunbeams         ■''    ' 

That  fall  from  the  clear  summer  skies. 
And  nothing  I  see  is  dearer  to  me 

Than  my  Kathleen's  beautiful  eyes.      Chorus. 

Oh  !  blue  are  the  eyes  of  my  Kathleen, 

And  clear  as  the  soft  silver  stream. 
They  light  up  my  heart  with  their  brightness. 

And  bring  a  relief  in  their  gleam  ; 
They  whisper  to  me  of  the  future, 

When  under  the  stiirry-gemed  skiee^ 
My  darling  will  be  united  to  me 

By  my  KatUeeo's  beantifal  eyes.  Choros. 


Since  The  Panic  Fint  Set  In. 

Words  by  Richard  Tamer.  Bang  by  Jamea  OVail. 

Air :     Malcaby's  0«ua  Away. 


I  lately  have  come  over 

And  I'll  siug  now  while  Tax  hem, 
It's  all  about  a  son  of  mine. 

And  he  makes  me  drop  a  tear ; 
He  goes  around  to  club  rooms. 
And  sweeps  out  for  his  gin  ; 
By  the  holy  smoke,  my  head  is  broke 

Since  the  panic  first  set  in. 
Chorus  :    By  the  holy  smoke,  my  head  ii  broke 
Since  the  panic  first  set  iu. 
He  goes  around  to  bar-rooms. 
Washes  spittoons  lor  his  gin. 

He's  loafiu'  now  about  two  years, 

And  bos  never  done  a  stroke  : 
And  the  boys  uro  getting  down  on  him 

And  holler  out  "  Sherry  the  blote  1" 
Before  the  padic  he  was  all  right 

He'd  be  in  every  night  about  ten. 
But  rum  has  got  the  best  of  him 

Siuce  the  panic  first  set  in.  Choros. 

He  goes  to  wakes  and  raffles. 

And  any  place  there's  drink  : 
Ho  V  ent  to  one  the  other  night, 

Aiiil  now  what  do  you  think? 
He  (.;nil>bod  the  bottle  from  the  man, 

IStit  he  said  it  was  too  thin. 
That  he  didu't  buy  rum  for  such  baati 

Siucc  the  {wnic  first  set  iu.  Chorna. 


;  And  when  the  neighbors  tell  me  this, 
I  nearly  drop  with  shame  ; 
I'm  tired  of  bringing  him  up  a  man. 
And,  of  course,  I'm  not  to  blame  : 
^  I've  tried  to  bring  him  up  a  man. 

But  he  said  it  was  too  thin, 

He's  got  to  be  a  terrible  bum 

Since  the  pauic  first  set  in. 
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Irish  Soap  Fat  Man. 

Air:     Bonld  Irlabman. 


Och,  Tm  a  grate  Irishman,  from  Cork  I  have  oama, 
For  carrying  the  hod,  shore,  I've  had  a  grate  name  : 
So  I  left  off"  the  hod— for,  I  didn't  Uke  that 
I  thought  I  could  make  more  be  bawling  soap  fat 
Chorus :    Musha  lad  de  fol  did  le  dum  day. 

So  I  ordered  a  kittle,  yis,  for  to  be  made 
By  a  fellow  named  Jimmy,  a  jolly  young  blaffe  : 
"But  says  I,  make  that  kittle  as  fast  as  you  can, 
For,  I've  altered  me  trade  to  a  soap  fat  man." 

Och,  I'd  travel  the  house  from  morning  till  night 
A  bawling  soap  fat  with  all  me  might 
"Arrah  !  thin  Pat  says  me  wife,  vrill  you  stop 

that  big  roar : 
For,  there  s  a  thundering  big  crowd  standing 

out  by  the  door." 

Says  I  to  me  wife—"  now,  I'll  settle  thim  quick, 
Only  give  me  a  cudgel  or  a  bit  of  a  stick, 
I'll  drive  thim  away,  Ije  me  sowl,  if  I  can. 
And  ni  show  thim  I'm  only  a  soap  fat  man." 

I  wint  down  by  the  door  and  jumped  out  mighty  qoick, 
And  gave  a  big  fellow  a  belt  with  my  stick  ; 
Another  big  bully,  a  standing  close  by. 
Got  a  plaster  of  fat,  that  filled  up  his  left  eye. 

Whin  I  struck  the  big  fellow,  och,  thin  was  tlie  fan— 
For,  in  every  direction  the  crowd,  shura,  did  mn. 
Thinks  I  to  myself,  shnre.  I've  made  thim  all  slope, 
Just  by  giving  the  big  bully  the  divil's  own  poke. 

I've  got  out  of  the  muss  and  I'm  better  of  that, 
I'll  lave  off  the  trade  of  carrying  soap  fiit ;  . 

For,  since  I  done  that  shure,  I've  niver  been  right  : 
For,  every  place  that  I  wint  I  was  shore  for  to  fight 

111  carry  the  hod  and  it's  one  Til  have  made, 
Bat  not  by  Jimmy,  the  jolly  young  blade  : 
Whin  I  get  at  that  I'll  bawl  as  load  aa  I  (wo. 
And  holler  three  cheers  for  the  rnrnp  fid  «i—  | 
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DEATH  OF  JOHN  O'MAHONY, 


THE    FENIAN     CHIEF. 


Words  and  music  by  JOHN  MAHC*i. 


Lart^o. 


-A 1 1 


^lig^gg^i^ 


'Sh^ 


^  /^ 


\ ^— • — ^-•-^-^ r p. — ._ — >— aB — I        L  Ni— — m- -i^yifi — ^-  ^    I      —  H 


1 — t — r 


pp  Solo  Treble.     Marehe  funehre  de  Saul. 


ff 


&^^ 


1 • f- 


I^B^g^^^^ggg^^ 


ritard. 


A- 


^: 


zM—az 


^ 


1.  Och!  a  -  cuah  -    la      ma-chree,    shall    we    see       you      no  more ?  Are  jou  gone    from  jour  lov'd  ones        for 

2.  Och!  a  -  vour  -  neen,  how  dear  -    ly      you  lov'J     the      old  sod  !    You  who    wore  the     no  -  blest,       the 

3.  Shann      dee-lish     ma-chree,  though  you've  passed  from  our  sight,     We         know  you    arc    now     iu  that    pal 


ov  -    er       a  -  sthore  ♦    Wir  -  ra 
best    work    of     God*—     Aa  t? 


ace       of     light,      Where 
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"Bthroe,  we    shall  miss    you :        for     Ire  -  land's 
hon  -    est,      as    up  -  right,  as    those    round 

pov  -  er  -  ty'3  sting  and        stem  grief      are 


day -dawn  Is    still    shroud -eil      in      darkness.       My  • 
His  throne,  Have  you    left       us     iu     sor-row.       My 
un-known.   And  where  ty    -  rants  can't  en  -  ter,       My 


own    dar  -   ling  Shaun,     Wir-ra 

own    dar  -    ling  Shaun :      As 

own    dar-   ling  Shaun:    Where.    .  {= 
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Bthme,  we  shall  miss  you:  for  Ire  -  land's  day-dawn  Is  yet  shroud-od  in  darkness,  my  own  darling  Shaun. 
hon-  est,  as  up  -  right,  as  those  near  His  throne.  Have  you  left  us  in  sor-row,  my  own  darling  Sbaon. 
poY  -    er  -  ty'8  sting  and     stem  grief    are     un-known.  And  where  tyrants  can't  en  -  ter,     my    own  darling  Shaun. 
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4  Yes,  you're  gone,  but  your  brave  spirit  still  will  remain, 
To  cheer  Erin's  children  again  and  again ; 

As  they  tread  in  your  footsteps  to  seek  for  their  own, 
They  will  never  forget  you,  my  own  darling  Shaun, 

5  Then  farewell !  but  your  memory  never  will  fail 
To  dwell  with  the  sons  of  poor  old  Qrauna  Uille— 
Farewell !  till  the  day  of  the  rising  shall  dawn. 

When  we'll  meet  there  together,  mj  own  darling  iShann. 
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HENRY  DE  MARSAN>S  COMIC  ANrSENTiMENTAl 


Containing^  all  the  most  popular  Songs  of  the  day. 
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A  Doioh  BMlUtion,  by  M.  3.  XaTlII*. 


I 


Lasd  Dnesday  nide,  aboad  dwelve  o'glock, 
A  young  man  drongb  Broadvay  did  Talk ; 
Mit  fife  dollars  in  his  bocket  ond. 
Ho  vend  by  a  blace  yen  dej  do  ehoud— 


Keno! 


"Come  ub  schtairs,"  der  •'  capper"  said, 
"  Of  yon  don'd,  dot's  baetter  yoa  go  home  by  bed." 
Veu  at  der  door  dot  young  man  did  appear, 
Dese  vorda  drobbed  in  by  bia  left  ear— 

Keno  I 

He  vend  in  and  sot  him  down 

Mit  a  growd  of  young  fellers  Tot  hangs  about  town : 

Crtfd  dwendy-dree— id  voe  his  number— 

Vcu  ho  veiled  bim  end  like  a  poU  of  dunder— 

Kenol 

Abond  ilree  o'glock,  or  rerr  near  four, 

Der  bcoplen  heerd  an  awful  roar, 

IX)t  sounded  like  a  big  iack-affi. 

As  from  dot  yoong  man  s  moud  did  pass — 

Keno! 

I-ader  nndlader  dot  young  man  schtaid, 
Ilnd  for  anoder  "  pot "  he  Tery  hard  blayed  ; 
Ven  he  did  by  his  eyeprow  scratch, 
Dese  vorda  vere  heerd  like  a  snappin-matcb — 

Keno! 

Id  vas  now  bond  dwelre  minntes  behind  fife  o'glock, 
Uud  der  broprietor  says  "  Dot  game  miisd  schtop." 
So  soon  dem  vords  fell  firom  his  moud, 
Dot  yonng  man  once  again  did  shood — 

Keno! 

Dey  glosed  dot  game  np  Tery  gwick, 
Und  der  broprietor  he  feld  awful  sick  ; 
As  dot  yoong  man  down  Broadvay  did  go, 
Dew  vordfl  did  by  his  head  echo — 

Keno  1 


The  BaaebaUer'a  Song. 

By  Geo.  T»;1or,  ofMcEMport,  Allegheny  Co., 
Air :    A  motto  for  every  m*u. 


Pa. 


How  mnch  does  the  game  of  baseball  represent 

The  life  of  na  each  and  us  all ! 
The  world  is  the  ttcud,  and  each  home  is  a  Tcrr, 

And  Old  Time  is  truly  the  ball ; 
Tlie  will  of  a  man  is  the  bat  he  must  take 

To  strike  at  faib  balls  as  they  fly  ; 
Each  BASK  is  a  station,  and  haste  wo  most  make, 

Or  OCT  we  shall  go  with  a  sigh. 

Cbobus.       * 

So  whilst  we  plat,  let's  earnestly  endeavor 
To  win,  be  the  odds  what  they  may. 

And  in  the  field  let  peace  prevail  forever, 
Aud  for  our  standard  let  us  raise 
ITiat  excellent  motto— "faib  plat." 

XiEFEEKE  is  the  conscience,  and  fame  is  the  stake. 

Our  ir.vker  is  keeping  the  score  : 
And  whilst  the  game  lasts,  we  must  keep  wide  awake. 

If  wo  would  rejoice  when  it's  o'er : 
S>i;ne  men  h:\ve  long  inninos  and  make  a  good  scobs. 

Whilst  others  are  very  soon  otrr  ; 
Biii  lot  us  all  tr^  as  we  ne'er  did  before, 

.\ud  strike  without  fear  or  doabL  Choma. 

Whilst  some  to  the  bat  veiy  early  may  go, 

Olhera  may  be  called  mther  late  ; 
IJiit  we  must  b«  ready— for,  well  do  we  know 

That  long  we  may  not  have  to  wait.  -he 

.Ind  there's  not  a  man  who  was  designed,  we  know, 

To  lay  ou  the  raxj>  like  a  stone  : 
For,  each  one  was  made  at  his  duty  to  go 

In  earnest,  and  not  like  a  drone.  Chorus. 

Now  let  us  all  choose  on  which  bisk  we  ehall  play. 

The  BiOHT  or  the  wbono  it  must  be  ; 
The  voice  of  oar  captain  we  all  must  obey, 

And  play  (IN  OB  OCT)  with  good  glee. 
May  uiWurruMATK  baixa  fall  shobt  or  fly  wn>l 

Of  tfaoee  who  the  wrong  would  oppose. 
And  at  kuA  may  we  thbow  up  the  ball  with  true  pride 

And  imQe  at  the  last  of  oar  foes.  Chorus. 


EyMOfBlne.    .---v-,,-. 

Eyes  of  blue  !  ye  are  the  meteors  '''"  r' 

That  disturb  my  dreams  at  night:         ,  "  :: 
Could  a  dancing  sylph  be  fairer  -•    ;;vl.  ' 

In  an  orient  monarch's  sight  ? 
Gating  gently  down  upon  ma  '    , 

From  yon  heavens  of  kindred  hne, 
Sal«  some  bright  seraphic  presetujs 

Lives  again,  sweet  Fay,  in  you. 
Chorus  :    Eyes  of  pnssiun  softly  beaming 
Like  the  stiirs  at  close  of  day. 
Many  a  tale  of  love  you're  gleaming 
Tells  ua,  though  you've  passed  away. 

Eyes  of  blue,  so  brightly  shining 

'Neath  that  sea  of  golden  curls  I 
Still  I  seem  to  meet  the  pres.snra 

Of  those  lips  so  full  of  pearls  ; 
And  a  pair  of  arms  so  snowy 

Round  about  my  own  neck  twines, 
And  that  voice  so  sweet  aud  silvery 

Greets  me  in  remembered  Hues. 


Choroi. 


Jofiah  Brown. 

Air:     Mr  Mary  Aon. 


Oh !  here  I  am  a  country  gal. 

Just  came  from  yonder  town. 
Where  I  fell  in  love  with  a  nice  young  man— 

They  o^  him  old  Josiab  Brown. 
Chorus  :    Old  Josiah  is  a  handsome  man  : 
For  yoa  I  oft  do  sigh, 
To  think  that  ttom  you  I  must  part. 
And  here  alone  must  live  and  die. 

Old  Josiah  is  a  handsome  man, 

And  his  age  is  sixty-three. 
But  there  isn't  one  in  the  whole  place 

That  I  love  as  dear  as  he  does  me.  Chorus. 

His  figure — it  is  very  neat,  , 

And  his  he.\d,  it  is  quite  ronnd  :    ' 

But  there  isn't  a  gal  in  the  whole  place 

But  knows  my  dear  Joeiah  Brown.         Chorum. 

As  down  the  road  I  walked  alone^ 

And  I  sighed  so  very  queer, 
Thinks  I  to  myself^  how  nice  Fd  be, 

If  old  Josiah  Brown  was  here ! 


No  sooner  had  I  said  these  words, 
Than  along  Joeiah  came  : 

Snys  he  :  "My  love,  my  turtle  dove. 
My  love  for  yon  is  just  the  same." 

Says  I :  "  Josiah,  here's  my  hand, 
And,  if  you  choose,  for  life." 

"I  will,  says  he,  my  dearest  Sal, 
And  you  shall  be  Josiah's  wife." 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


The  Fvening  Bell. 

Koetnrae  for  Two  Voice*. 
Words  by  Joe.  B.  Fry.  Mutlc  by  Ad.  Boleldiea. 

Kneel,  sister  dear !— eve's  shadows  gather ; 

Vesper's  sweet  bell — calleth  to  prayer  : 
Kneel  down  to  bless  our  heav'nly  Father 

For  sU  his  love  and  tender  care  1 
Day  to  the  low  clouds  bending. 

Dies  on  their  placid  breast ; 
Birds  their  dim  way  are  wending 

Home  to  their  leafy  rest 
Flowers  their  soft  eye  are  closing, 

Grateful  their  dew^tears  fall : — 
Earth  from  her  toil  reposing. 

Leans  on  the  God  of  all ! 
Kneel,  sister  dear  !— eve's  shadows  gather  ; 

Vesper's  sweet  boll— calletb  to  prayer  : 
Kneel  down  to  blees  our  heav'nly  Father 

For  all  his  love  and  tender  care  I 

E'en  from  the  hearth  most  lowly. 

As  from  the  altar  high. 
Prayer  is  an  incense  holy 

lUsing  beyond  the  sky.  . 

And  from  the  hnmble  bosom 

Faith's  every  votive  word  ' .  - 

Bpringeth  in  Heaven  a  blossom  .., 

Frogtmnt  before  the  Lord  I 

Kneel,  sister  dear  I  Ao. 


':  Home  Delights. 

Words  tod  Moelo  by  Julin  P.  Ordway. 

Home  delights  t  home  delights !  ,  „, 

Jewels  in  memory's  own —  '1-.' 

Tlie  sweet  little  valley,  beside  the  oid  oottagti, 
Made  sunshine  to  brighten  my  home. 
True,  life's  chauBCs  cross  our  puth  :  ^ 

True,  dear  friendJs  hare  iiasseu  uway  :  ;| 

But  those  happy  scenes  of  youth  if 

Cheer  each  heart,  and  blees  each  day. 

Cbobus. 
Home  delights  !  home  deligbte  I 
Jewels  in  memory's  own —  '■ 

The  sweet  liUIo  valley,  beside  Cbs  old  oMtgt, 
Made  suniihine  to  brij^bteu  m^'  bone. 

Fireside  soenes  I  Fireside  sosoes !  ^-Z  >>>  - '. '  ] 

Caskets  of  happy  spent  years — 

Through  seasons  of  trouble,  this  gleam  of  sweetsBbtes  { 

To  youthfiJ  remembrance  endears. 

Hearts  beat  warmly  with  tnie  love. 

Hearts  then  from  deceit  were  free  : 

The  good  old  fireside  scenes  of  youth 

Cheer  each  heart,  and  bless  each  day.  Choms. 

Early  days  !  early  days  !  .    . 

Treasures  of  love-lasting  worth —  I 

The  old  homcHtead  cottage  and  sweet  little  valley 

Were  dear»>r  than  all  else  on  earth. 

Parents  lie  beneath  the  soil,  1 

Brothers  aud  sisters  most  dear :  I 

But  those  early  days  of  youth 

Soothe  life's  toil,  aud  cnlm  each  fear.  Choras. 


Woman's  Love. 


When  man  is  waxing  frail,  and  his  hand  is  thin 

aud  weak. 
And  his  lipsaro  parched  and  pale,  and  wan  and 

white  his  cheek, 
Oh !  then  doth  woman  prove  her  constancy  and  k>ve. 

She  sitteth  by  his  chair,  and  holds  his  feeble  hand. 
She  watcheth  ever  there,  his  wants  to  uuderstaud  : 
His  yet  unspoken  will  she  hasteneth  to  fulfill. 

She  leads  him  when  the  moon  is  bright  o'er  dale  and  hill,  I 
Aud  all  things,  save  the  tune  of  honey  bees,  are  still. 
Into  the  garden's  bowers  to  sit  midst  herbs  and  flowers. 

And  when  he  goes  not  there  to  feed  on  breath  and  bloom,  j 
She  brings  the  posy  rare  into  his  darkened  room, 
And  'neath  his  weary  head  the  pillow  smooth 

doth  spread. 

Until  the  hour  when  death  his  lamp  of  life  doth  dim. 
She  never  wearieth,  she  never  leaveth  him  : 
Still  near  him,  night  and  day,  she  meets  his 

eye  alway  : 

And  when  his  trial's  o'er,  and  the  turf  is  on  his  breast,  | 
Deep  in  her  bosom's  core  lie  sorrows  nnexpreesed  : 
Her  tears,  her  sighs  are  weak,  her  hidden  grief 

to  speak. 

And  though  there  may  ari.se  balm  for  her  spirit's  pain. 
And  though  her  qaiet  eyes  may  sometimes 

smile  again, 
Still,  still  she  must  regret— she  never  can  forget 


Man's  Love. 


When  woman's  eye  grows  dull,  and  her  cheek  paletb. 
When  fades  the  beautifcl,  then  man's  love  fttdeth — 
He  sits  not  beside  her  chair,  clasps  not  her  fingers. 
Twines  not  the  damp  hair  that  o  er  her  brow  hngen. 

He  comes  but  a  moment  in,  though  her  eye  brightens, 
Though  her  cheek,  pale  and  thin,  feverishly  brightens : 
He  stays  but  a  moment  near,  when  that  flush  ikdetb. 
Though  true  affection's  tear  ber  soft  eyehd  shadetb. 

He  goes  from  ber  chamber  straight  into  life's  jostle. 
He  meets  at  the  very  gate  bosiness  and  bustle  : 
He  thinks  not  of  Ler  within  silently  sighing. 
He  forgets  in  that  noisy  din  that  she  is  dying. 

And  when  her  heart  is  still,  what  thongh  he  monmeth, 
Soon  from  her  sorrow  chill  wearied  he  tumeth. 
Soon  o'er  ber  buried  bead  memory's  lights  setteth. 
And  the  true-hearted  dead  thtis  man  forgetteth. 


T]I£    SirVOERS'    JOIJRIVAL.* 
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Cold  North  Wind. 


.•     Th«  north  wind  doth  blow, 

\'i-"'     And  we  shall  have  snow, 

And  what  will  the  robin  do  then  ?  poor  thing ! 

He'll  sit  in  the  bam, 

And  keep  himself  warm, 
And  bide  his  head  under  his  wing,  poq^  thing  I 

":       The  north  wind  doth  blow,     ■ 

And  we  shall  have  snow, 
And  what  will  the  swallow  do  then  ?  poor  thing ! 
,..^     Oh !  do  you  not  know   ,,  . 
-''      He's  gone  long  ago 
To  a  country  much  warmer  than  otub  ?  poor  thing  ! 

The  north  wind  doth  blow, 
"       Aud  we  shall  have  snow, 
And  what  of  the  honey  bee  then?  poor  thing  T 

In  hive  he  will  stay, 

Till  cold's  passed  away, 
And  then  hell  come  out  iu  the  spring,  poor  thing  1 

The  north  wind  doth  blow. 

And  we  shall  have  snow. 
And  what  will  the  Dormouse  do  then?  poor  thing  ! 
,-      Boiled  up  Uke  a  ball. 

His  nest  snug  and  small. 
Hell  sleep  till  warm  weather  comes  back,  poor  thing ! 

j        The  north  wind  doth  blow. 

And  we  shall  have  snow, 
And  what  will  the  children  do  then?  dear  things ! 

When  lessons  are  done. 

They'll  jump,  skip  and  run, 
And  play  till  they  make  themselves  warm,  dear  things ! 
■i  !•!  —  ;■ 

Dam  Shame  Charlie. 

Air:    CtikmpagDe  Charlie. 


6om«  time  ago  I  got  a  beau,  nnd  Charlie  w.\s  his  name, 
He  was  a  bully  Iwy  with  a  glass  eye,  uiul  he  was 

ft  hiiudsome  man, 
Und  for  Shampagne  he  didn't  like,  uud  galls 

he  didn't  care  : 
The  oalj  thing  that  Charlie  likes  was 
■_,■■  j  Schweitzer  kase  nnd  beer. 

Chokcs. 
Dam  shame  Charlie  was  bis  name. 
Dam  shame  Chfirlie  was  his  Uiime  : 
Did  yon  ever  see  the  duyvil,  mid  a  wood  und 

,    iron  shuyvd, 
Kgging  up  potatoes  mid  his  night  cap  on  ? 
i-''.,v,     Dam  sname  Charlie  was  Lis  name, 
f' '       Dam  shame  Charlie  was  hiu  name  : 
JEigb  oom  a  diddle  was  the  cat^u  fiddle,  when 

cow  jumpetliover  the  moon. 

One  ereniag  Charlie  stopped  out  late,  wid  fellows 

he  got  tight. 
He  drops  into  a  lager  beer  shop,  nnd  soon  he 

makes  one  fight ; 
The  poUceman  arrest  Lim  dere,  und  dntg  'lim 

-♦   mi!  one  jail, 
Undit  takes  all  my  pin  money  to  p  >'  my  Ciuiriie'sbaiL 
f*;  -''-'^v'  ' -v  ^r^.-.  ^■■'' ■'■■'.        l>:au  shame,  &c. 

Little  Jacky  Homer  was  sitting  in  a  comer 

eating  a  Clwistmnft  nie-i-i. 
He  iMlt  in  his  thumb  and  pulled  out  w  plum, 

saying^ — "  what  u  good  boy  am  I !" 

y  '■^■■■■•;'  ^  i»i  ^   

i:'"^'/':-         Malone,  the  President. 

•  Tta  a  man  of  great  renown, 
,?  -"      And  I've  got  a  brilliant  education  : 
'•i     I  started  out  a  politician,  and 

I'm  needed  to  reform  the  nation. 

■  ■  How  I've  got  a  sacret  for  ye  all, 

'•■,■■      So  plaze  give  me  your  kind  attiution — 

■  ' .  lam  nominated  Presidint  by  the 

'  .^ ';      Great  and  grand  New  York  convintion. 

.How,  thin,  cast  yer  votes  for  the  great  Maltote  : 

'.       For,  now  I'm  candidate  for  Presidint, 
' ",    And  ye  all  must  know  that  a  grand  refonn  i  .':  ] 
;■';'        Is  so  much  needed— that  is  evident 
'  Oh !  won't  we  have  a  high  old  time. 

Whin  Malone  this  land  is  nilin'  ?       _->.     c : 
Won't  I  pulverize  tho  gang. 
And  quickly  noake  them  quit  their  foolin'  ? 


Captain  Friti. 

Air :     Captain  Jinks. 


Fm  Captain  Fritz  of  the  Dutch  HaszaiB, 
My  troopers  dey  keep  grocery  stores  :         -       v    / 
I  make  me  my  money  peddling  segars,     -'--,/ 
Bat  I  don't  go  me  back  in  the  army —     * 
AVhen  I  left  home,  mamma  she  yellder,         "■  ,:"  / 
Oh !  yes,  she  yellder,  mamma  she  yellder —    ■ 
When  I  left  home,  mamma  she  yellder,  ■.  \,-  ^i 

"He  is  too  thin  for  the  army !"  ,..;..■ 

Spoken  :  My  dear  mamma,  yon  don't  gay  I  was 
too  thin  for  the  army.  I  don't  been  too  thitt  for  the 
army,  and  I  don't  care  if  I  was  too  thin,  becaoaelam 
Captain  Fritz,  &c. 

By  tmd  by,  I  get  me  some  stout 

From  drinking  beer  und  sour  krout,  ;  /; 

And  the  boys  at  me  they  all  did  shoat— 

"  There  is  the  hog  of  the  army !"  .'   ■ 

The  officers  they  all  did  shouter. 

Yes  all  did  shouter,  they  all  did  shouter,         . '     - 

The  officers  they  all  did  shouter, 

"  Why,  kick  him  out  of  the  army  T 

Spoken  :  If  you  please,  you  don't  kick  me  ont  of 
the  army,  that  don't  been  good  mit  your  health  to  do 
that,  I  give  you  n  bloody  eye  und  a  black  noite  if  yoa 
do,  and  I  will  still  be  Ciiptain  Fritz,  &c. 


The  Way  I  March.    ;;     V 

Good  evening  to  ye's,  one  and  all, 

I  ask  yer  kind  attiution  : 
The  subject  of  my  song  is  one 

To  you  I'll  now  make  mention,; '     ■  .  ' 
It's  about  a  day  not  for  away,        '    '    -    •    \    , 

Although  it  comes  but  once  a  year,    ' 
That's  the  time  that  we'll  all  feel  gay. 

On  Saint  Patrick's  day  lu  the  morning.   > "   " 

Chobxo. 

The  drams  will  bent  and  the  bands  ^lill  play. 
As  down  the  street  we  march  away, 

That's  the  time  that  we'll  all  feel  gay. 
On  Saint  Patsick's  day  in  the  morning  '"  '"   '^ 

If  yon  meet  me  on  that  day,  -     ;^  ^^- ;    ' 

Yoa  must  not  get  offended:    '^  -  r  ,'   [; 
For,  what  I  say  or  do  to  you         '; 

It  never  is  intended.  :ii..:  •    . . 

And  when  I'm  out  upon  parade, 

I  leave  all  others  in  the  shade  : 
It's  grand  to  see  me  iu  the  Irish  Brigade    f 

On  Saint  Pa.trick's  day  in  the  znocoing^I  .  ObtK 


-»♦«-« 


Billy  Qoail. 


Parody  ou  LUIr  Dal*. 


'Twas  in  the  open  daylight. 
When  the  suu  shoue  bright, 

Lighting  up  both  hill  and  dale^ 
MTien  I  and  Dick  Myers  ^     ,-  -'.        ;   -  " 

Stood  around  the  Black-Maria, 
Where  sat  poor  Billy  Quail. 
Chorus  :    Oh  !  Billy  !  oh  »  Billy  !  oh  !  Billy  Qoail  1 
For,  the  grog-blossoms  cover 
The  jolly  red  nose 
Of  our  poor  Billy  QuaiL  :  - 

"  I  am  going,"  he  says, 
"  Eor  to  have  a  little  rest. 

To  the  place  where  all  bad  people  goes ; 
Where,  at  the  public  expense, 
We  lives  free  of  rents. 

And  gets  provisions  and  clothes. "  Cbono. 

Dowu  beyond  Southwark,     '     ''  ■   ~   ; 
Where  the  shrill  windis  blow,  '. 

And  whistles  around  the  big  jail ;    .      w 
In  Moyamensing,  v  '■    .• .     "        - 

Where  the  hung  Mr  Spring,'  •  ■  * '  -   •    - 

There  lays  poor  Billy  Quail !  Ghoni& 

When  is  courting  like  a  battle  ? — When  it  oomee 
to  an  engagement 

What  should  be  lighter  than  a  lamp?— W%7,  a 
lamp4ighter,  of  coarse. 


They  are  gone,  all  gone,  from  the 
Mountain  Home. 


They  are  gone,  all  gone,  from  the  moiiutnitt  home. 
Where  the  wild  bees  hum,  ami  thobriL;htlur>Ui  irutm  ; 
Where  the  heath-flowen  wave  'm-ath  t  ho  M-cutod  bi  t>c2a 
And  the  warblers  sing  'mid  the  tall  gicvu  ta'<'H. 

They  are  gone,  all  gone,  from  the  motiutaiu  home. 
Where  the  waters  glide  and  the  moonbeams  roam  : 
W^here  the  lily-bell  blooms  like  a  star  o'er  the  wj\-e, 
And  the  willow-bough  bends  its  leavcii  to  lave. 

They  are  gone,  all  gone,  from  the  raotinfaiu  home. 
And  their  song's  not  heard  o'er  the  hill  to  roam  : 
And  the  echoing  notes  of  the  hunter's  hom 
Have  all  pcussed  away  like  a  summer  moru.      .:/.- ' 

They  are  gone,  all  gone,  both  the  young  and  gay. 
And  the  wild  bees  hum,  and  the  bright  birds  pbiy  : 
But  the  glen  is  lone  where  the  young  deers  roiim. 
They  are  gone,  all  gone,  from  the  mouutaia  home. 


!        Somebody's  Darling. 

Word!  by  tin  E  K.  Crawford. 

Maslo  pnblUliad  by  S.  DralnardkOo.,  Xo  203  Superior 
Street,  CloTslaud   U. 


Into  a  ward  of  the  white-washed  walls, 

Where  the  dead  and  the  dying  lay. 
Wounded  by  bayonets,  shells  and  bullR, 

Somebody's  darling  was  bome,  one  day. 
Somebody's  darling,  so  young  and  so  bimve, 

Wearing  yet  ou  his  pole  sweet  face, 
So  soon  to  be  hid  hy  the  dust  of  the  gmre. 

The  lintering  look  of  his  boyhood's  grace. 

Matted  and  damp  are  the  curls  of  gold, 

Kissiug  the  snow  of  that  fair  young  brow : 
Pale  are  the  lips  of  delicate  mould — 

Somebody's  darling  is  dying  now.  "  '".**'• 

Back  from  the  Wautiful  blue-veined  brow. 

Brush  all  the  wandering  waves  of  gold. 
Cross  his  hands  ou  his  boeom  now — 

Somebody's  darling  is  still  oud  cold. 

Kiss  him  once  for  somebody's  aake^       °        ' 

Murmur  a  prayer,  soft  and^low — 
One  bright  curl  mnn  its  fair  ftates  take, 

They  were  somebody's  pride,  you  know. 
Somebody's  hand  hath  rented  there. 

Was  it  a  mother's  soft  and  white  7        '■'  J, ' ' 
Or  have  the  Ups  of  a  sister  fair  :    ^ 

Been  baptized  fn  those  waves  of  light  * 

God  knows  best :  he  was  somebody's  love. 

Somebody's  bettrt  hi^  eaUhrined  blai  Oe^ 
Somebody's  wafteate  name  abore, 

Night  and  mord,  on  tbe  winss  of  ^yer 
Somebody  w^  when  Be  marened  away, 

Looking  so  handsome,  brare  and  grand. 
Somebody's  kiss  on  his  forehead  lay. 

Somebody  climg  to  his  parting  hand. 

Somebody's  waiting  and  watching  for  him, 

Yearning  to  clasp  him  again  to  her  heart, 
And  there  lies,  with  his  blue  eyes  dim, 

And  smiling,  child-like,  lips  apart — 
Tenderly  bury  the  fair  young  dead. 

Pausing  to  drop  on  Lis  grave  a  tear  :     •    "  - 
Carve  ou  the  wocnlen  slab  at  its  head — 

"Somebody's  darling  slumbers  here." 


The  Stars  are  all  Cheerltally  Blinking. 

The  stars  are  all  cheerfully  blinking 

With  friendliest  eyes  through  the  night : 

They  seem  to  be  smiling  and  winking. 
And  na  to  their  pleasures  invite. 

The  earth  and  the  heavens  are  glancing 

With  fiery,  and  glittering  sheen  :  ••   '    •• 

And  over  their  troop  brightly  dancing, 
The  moon,  smiling  softly,  is  seen. 

Te  heavenly  lights  t  Oh  1  attend  as. 

And  light  as  along  oar  way ; 
How  bright  are  the  smiles  that  ye  kod  as  ! 

Then  list  ye,  Oh  !  list  to  oar  lay. 

The  earth  and  the  heavens,  Ac 
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It's  Very  Hartl  to  Say. 

/  ,  »y  John  If  eVeigb.    -^ 
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So  many  eongs  of  late  are  aimg, 

And  so  mnuy  mottoes  told, 
That  to  circoiate  another  one 

To  some  may  seem  qaite  bold : 
Bat  still  I  have  made  up  my  mind 

To  put  this  one  on  the  way, 
JBat  woether  it  will  please  or  not,  , 

W^j,  it's  very  hard  to  say. 
Charos  :    Yes,  very  hard  to  say,  my  boys — 
Yes,  very  hard  to  say  ; 

V  '    y  I  hope  it  will,  at  any  rate, 

■ .     Though  it's  very  hard  to  say. 


Soiie  people  say  that  times  are  hard, 

Vorse  tnan  in  former  years  ; 
Ant  that  the  fatare  will  be  worse 

They  express  in  words  their  fears. 
The  causes  they  assert  to  be 

Our  oflBcial  fmmls  each  day  ;  \ 

Bnl  if  they  themselves  fnt  office  held, 

It  would  be  very  hard  to  say. 


Cboras. 


Yooll  often  hear  a  man  condemn 

6iB  neighbor's  every  sin  :  ' 

Call  him  a  rascal,  thief  and  fraud. 

Which  tends  to  injure  him  ; 
Bol  if  he'd  only  stop  to  think 

And  argue  in  this  way  : 
"  Have  I  not  some  of  these  defects  7" 

Then  it's  very  hard  to  say. 

Sdt  as  we  jog  along  through  life, 

Xiet's  take  this  as  our  plan — 
LM  times  be  good  or  be  they  bad. 

We'll  do  the  best  we  cnu 
T»  alleviate  each  other's  wrongs. 

Be  they  whate'er  they  may. 
B7  doing  this  there  are  many  words 

That  won't  be  hard  to  say. 


Chorns. 


ChOTQS. 


•  i 
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True  to  the  Core. 

As  •DBS  by  Billy  Bay. 


Mankind  drifts  along  thro'  this  broad  sea  of  care  : 
Witbtome  'tis  foul  weather,  while  with  other*  tis  fair : 
Soffit  jbelp  one  another  to  reach  the  bright  shore, 
Whifel  others  sit  silent,  despairing  the  more. 
I've  ffew  words  to  say,  if  you'll  list  to  my  song. 
Yoor,  attention  I  claim,  I  will  not  keep  you  long  : 
My  Mfebject,  yonll  own,  is  a  new  one,  I'm  sure  : 
Tat,  in  nng  about  men  that  are  true  to  the  core. 

ni  dftg  first  of  ooa  whom  all  Irishinen  Iov«, 
Who  gaw  up  his  life  his  devotion  to  prove  ; 
Ha  dwd  for  nis  countiy,  he  cared  not  for  i&xae. 
And  %aeh  true  son  of  Erin  reveres  bis  dear  name^ 
I  mwn  not  brave  Richard  O'Oonnor  of  old, 
I  mean  uot  staunch  Daniel  O'Connell  the  bold. 
Nor  Irland's  sweet  poet,  the  warm-hearted  Moore, 
But  brave  Robert  Emmett  was  true  to  the  core. 

Aitd  now  let  me  speak  of  America's  friend, 
\Vho  pledged  his  young  life  for  Liberty's  end  : 
Hand  in  hand  with  our  Wnshingtou,  noble  and  true, 
Who  fought  'ueiith  our  banner,  tlie  rt (1,  white  and  blue. 
From  his  own  sunny  Fnmce,  from  his  kindred  and  home 
Acro«B  the  broad  ocean  he  feared  uot  to  roam  : 
Let  the  battle  echoes  of  old  days  of  yore 
Tell  it  dear  Lafayette  was  uot  true  to  the  core. 

Anotker  name  dear  to  us  all  here  to-night : 
He  Iwetl  his  own  comrades  who  sought  to  do  right. 
Wlien  the  fierce  stonn  of  war  overwhelming  our  land. 
To  his  country  be  otfered  his  heart  and  his  hand. 
Tho'  Bomo  mlsconstruod  him,  tho'  others  may  blame. 
They  never  can  tarnish  his  honor  and  fame. 
Let  the  red  battle  fields  on  Virginia's  shore 
Eclio  that  brave  little  Mac  was  true  to  the  core. 

I  win  sing  now  of  one  whom  the  whole  world  adores. 

Whose  name  is  revered  on  all  foreign  shores, 

Ametica's  hero,  Columbia's  star, 

A  statecnian  in  peace,  and  a  Uon  in  war  ; 

From  the  Moody-stained  bnttle-ground  of  Lundy  Lane, 

From  Princrtown  and  Germantown  rises  again 

The  ec)u>  of  voicKC,  bring  evermore 

Thut  Wiwhingtou  ever  wad  true  to  the  core. 


■■- ■■•;^,  "■■-■■•.  Uncie  Joe.    ''.■^>"-''~'  —  .- 

Young  folks,  come  listea  to  my  song, 
I'm  old,  aud  won't  detain  you  long  : 
Tm  eighty-four,  I'd  have  you  know. 
And  young  folks  call  me  Uucle  Joe. 
My  hair,  once  black,  has  turned  to  gray. 
Bat  what's  the  odds  while  I  feel  gny  7 
I  love  to  sing  a  song  of  glee, 

'  And  I  feel  as  young  as  I  used  to  be. 

Chorus :    Fia-e^id-hoop-te-do, 
-   -         How  I  lovo  to  sing  for  you  ! 

How  I  conld  sing  a  song  of  glee. 
If  I  ms  young  OS  I  used  to  be  1 

When  I  was  young,  I  knew  life's  joys. 
But  now  I'm  old,  yet  I'm  one  of  tho  bo\s, 
'  I  can  take  a  smile  or  sing  a  song 
With  any  good  friend  that  comes  akcg  : 
I  can  tell  a  story  or  crack  a  joke. 
And  never  refuse  to  drink  or  smoke, 
Tm  a  gay  old  sport,  you'll  all  agree, 
And  I  feel  as  young  as  I  tised  to  be.       Chorus. 

When  I  was  young  and  in  my  prime, 
I  was  chasing  the  gals  most  all  of  my  time  : 
I'd  take  them  out,  each  day,  for  a  ride. 
And  always  keep  them  by  my  side  ; 
I'd  hug  aud  kiss  them  just  for  fun. 
And  hain't  forgot  the  way  it's  done, 
So  if  any  girl  here  is  in  love  with  me, 
tibe'll  find  mo  as  young  as  I  used  to  be. 


TheSpitiDog. 

Written  and  inng  by  Mickey  Moody. 
Air:    Jord»u  i*  •  Lard  road  to  travel. 


Cho. 


Emancipation  Day. 

TTorda  by  Ed.  Harrigan.         Mailo  by  Dave  Brabtm. 

Lord  bless  old  Massa  Lincoln, 

An*  de  day  he  took  de'pen. 
Sot  free  de  little  children. 

An'  a  million  colored  men-~- 
And  when  you  kneel  for  evening  prayer, 

GJood  mudders,  you  must  pray 
For  Massa  Lincoln  np  in  heaven 

On  'Mancipation  J)aj, 

Chobtts. 

Den  shouting  gloi^  loud  !  a  million  in  de  crowd — 
We's  free  from  bondage,  so  de  white  folks  sfcy  : 

Sing  de  jubelee !  everybody's  free — 
Welcome,  welcome  'Mancipation  Day ! 

Fadders,  Mudders,  Bndders,  all. 

Oh !  shout  your  glory  high  : 
Let  your  thanks  go  up  to  Him 

Who's  yonder  in  the  sky — 
Let  the  children  laugh  and  sing. 

Young  folks  must  have  dar  way  : 
Yes,  indeed,  we  all  was  freed 

On  'Mancipation  Day !  Chorus. 


Cardinal  Red  and  Navy  Bine. 

BaDgby  MliaEIolielilndon. 


I  am  a  girl  of  style,  yon  see, 

Aud  everywhere  I  go. 
Some  fellows  always  follow  me 

If  I  walk  fast  or  slow. 
Perhaps  they  think  my  heart  is  tmo. 

Or  I  have  lots  of  cash. 
Or  it's  cordinal  red  or  navy  blue 

I  wear  with  such  a  dash. 

CHoars.    (Waltz.) 

When  I  walk  out,  at  3  P.  M., 

To  take  the  bracing  air, 
I'm  sure  to  meet  a  score  of  men. 

Always  at  me  stare : 
I  hear  them  say—"  I  wonder  who 

That  daisy  there  can  be. 
In  the  cardinal  red  and  navy  blue^ 

Whom  we  so  often  see  ?" 

Some  say  that  I'm  a  fashion  plate 

Cut  tirom  a  magazine  : 
Others,  I'm  a  counterpart 

Of  some  young  foreign  queen  : 
But  then  I  never  mind  the  cut. 

But  go  right  Ktraight  ahead. 
In  my  cardinal  red  and  navy  blue, 

To  which  I'm  really  wed. 


«4  there  any  one  here  wants  to  buy  a  spitz  dog? 

I've  got  one  here  that  I'll  sell  ye. 
I  haven't  got  the  money  for  to  take  a  license  out, 

80  I  came  here  to-uight  for  to  tell  ye— 
While  walking  down  the  street,  the  other  day. 

Borne  loafers  on  the  comer  they  did  holler  : 
"  There  goes  a  tarrier  with  a  little  spitz  dog 

Without  the  number  of  his  license  on  the  collar !" 

CHOBUS.  '   ; 

Arrah  !  wouldn't  they  be  glad  if  he  went  mad- 
But  that's  all  right,  my  covey, 

I'll  keep  him  here  another  year. 
Till  he  takes  tho  Hy-ge-lo-ge. 

I'll  let  you  know  he's  no  ki-ie, 

A  black  and  tan  or  poodle  : 
Ho  c«n  sing,  or  dance  an  Irish  jig 

To  the  tune  of  Yankey  Doodle  : 
He  can  got  away  with  a  good  beefsteak, 

A  hoslett  or  a  hver  : 
He  can  kill  more  rats  than  all  the  oats 

This  side  of  Harlem  River. 


Chortis. 


I  don't  profess  to  be  a  fighting  man  : 

I've  traveled  through  the  roughest. 
And  often  had  the  mittens  on 

With  many  of  the  tougheet : 
If  iT-r  I  lay  my  hands  upon 

Those  city  paid  dog-catchers, 
The  poUce  will  have  to  take  them  to 

The  Station  House  ou  stretchers. 


Choms. 


Hoae  lenore. 

By  L.  M.  Tbornton.  Air:    Belle Vaboo* 

Far  from  home  I  soon  shall  be. 

Only  strangers  round  me  see. 

Still  my  thoughts  will  dwell  on  thee. 

Sweet  Rose  Lenore. 

When  springs  sweetest  flowers  appear 
And  the  skylark's  song  I  hear, 
I  sholi  think  of  rambles  dear. 

Sweet  Rose  Lenore. 

When  I  youthful  forms  espy, 
Happy  as  the  moments  fly,' 
I  shall  think  of  days  gone  by. 

Sweet  Rose  LenoMk 

Whatsoe'er  befalleth  me, 
Li.<7ht  at  heart  I  still  shall  be. 
If  I  am  but  loved  by  thee, 

Sweet  Rose  Lenoce^ 


Choma. 


Willie's  FareweU. 

-      Tf  ritt^D  by  Oeore«i  Laoe.    ; 

Hark  !  hark !  Willie  is  praying,        .  *• 

While  in  his  httle  cot  laying  : 

Hark  ye  to  what  he  is  saying — 

His  time  is  drawing  near. 

Fiirewell  to  thee,  my  own  dearest  mother,      - 

I'm  going  with  father  to  dwell  : 

Mother,  don't  aigli,  father  is  nigh, 

I'm  coming,  father— dear  mother,  farewell ! 

H;irk !  hark !  angels  are  calling  : 
See  how  the  dead  leaves  are  falling 
Aud  the  sweet  robin's  note  give  us  warning 
That  winter  is  drawing  near — 
Fiirewell  to  the  roses,  those  sweet  scented  flowere— 
Farewell  to  the  bloom  in  the  dell- 
Mather,  don't  sigh,  father  is  nigh,  ' 
I'm  coming,  father— dear  mother,  farewell ! 

Hark  !  hark !  the  mother  is  weeping  : 
She  prays  Ood  her  child  is  but  sleeping. 
But,  alas  I  the  truth  is  gradually  de^ieuing. 
As  she  watches  tho  motionless  form. 
Pure  and  bright,  with  love's  spotless  beauty, 
Alone  the  yofung  widow  is  left- 
Why  need  she  sigh  7  the  time  it  ■  nigh 
Whin  she'll  meet  those  again  of  whom  she's  benft. 
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Some  folks  wiB  cry— "  Oh  !  Bhnme !  Mrs  Jones. 

you  are  to  blame, 

I  never  should  have  tbonpht  it,  ma'am,  of  yon—" 
While,  if  they'd  look  at  Lome  before  abroad  they'd  roam, 

I'm  positive  they'd  have  enongh  to  do. 
Mrs.  Brown  says  it's  a  sin  that  Mrs.  Smith  drinks  gin. 

And  harbors  "tally-men"  from  day  to  day  ; 
White  Mrs.  Gr«en  was  canght  doing  what  she 

hadn't  ought, 

AVhen  ebe  in  self  defence  was  heard  to  say — 

Chobcs. 

"  Ttey  all  do  it,  they  all  do  it,  . 

Th«y  all  do  it,  though  ofttimes  they  rue  it ; 

Yet  they  all  do  it,  they  all  do  it, 

And  so  it  will  continue  to  the  end  of  the  world !" 

For  hours  three  or  four  lovers  spooning  at  the  door 

On  any  moonlight  evening  may  be  seen  : 
Though  if  they  want  a  lark,  they  have  it  in  the  dark, 
And  they  "do  it,"  though  they  say  "they 

didn't  mean  :" 
When,  creeping  down  the  stairs,  comes  the 

old  man  unawares. 
And  kissing  catch  the  couple  in  the  act— 
The  mother,  from  above,  says— "don't  interfere, 

my  love. 
Yon  can't  dispute  this  most  important  fact—" 

They  all  do  it,  &c. 

Old  women  do  declare  girls  should  never  dye  their  hair. 

And  then  again  they  say  it's  very  wrong 
Without  the  least  restraint  their  faces  so  to  paint, 

And  rob  the  easy  chair  for  their  chignon  : 
Each  girl  a  little  puff  has  inside  a  little  muff. 

They  are  never  seen  without  it,  night  or  day  ; 
And  her  pretty  nose  she'll  powder,  if  a  moment 

is  allowed  her. 

When,  if  you  laugh,  she'll  innocently  say — 

They  all  do  it,  <tc 

But  what  does  most  impress — is  the  style  in    . 

which  they  drem. 
It's  enough  to  make  yon  laugh  when  them  you  see  ; 
They've  a'  hat  upon  their  heads,  Urge  enough 

to  make  up  beds 
For  pussy  cats  with  kittens  two  or  three. 
In  their  panniers,  too,  behind,  if  examined, 

you  would  find 
The  most  important  papers  of  the  day*. 
The  Chronicle  and  Chimes,  the  Telej^raph  and  Times, 
Or  anything  that  obanoe  puts  in  their  way. 

They  all  do  it,  && 

There's  my  neighbor,  Dinah  Down,  brought 

two  lovely  girls  to  town. 
And  her  husband  gets  but  one  pound  one  per  week  ; 
You  often  hear  him  say— "if  things  go  on  this  way. 

We'll  a  lodging  in  the  Union  have  to  seek  ! 
For,  the  doctor  and  the  nurse  will  drain  my 

scanty  purse. 
With  many  more  eTponscs  to  dofrcv— " 
Then  be  gets  into  a  passion,  when  they  tell  him 

"  it's  the  fashion—" 
And  they  soothe  him  as  they  sing  this  truthful  lav— 

They  all  do  it,  <tc. 


Across  the  Lake,  thro'  Bosh  and  Brake. 

Across  the  lake,  thro'  bush  and  brake. 

Resounds  the  bugle  horn  ; 
O'er  hill  and  vale,  the  echoes  sail. 

And  thro' the  waving  com. 

The  sky  is  clear,  the  flowers  appear 

On  every  side  so  gay  ; 
The  brook  flows  by,  bo  merrily, 

Along  its  pebbly  way. 

The  ecbois  flow  fts  en  we  go  ■  . ,  > 

Through  forost,  vele  and  lawn  ? 
,  Atd,  far  and  near,  again  we  hear      -: 
it      The  winding  bugle  bom.  -;:;■- 


Walking  For  Dat  Cake. 

Written  and  sntig  by  £il.  Earrle*n. 


T wan  down  to  Aunty  Jackson's, 

D:ir  was  a  big  reception  '' 

Of  high  toned  aristocratic  eoons,  -. 

Full  of  sweet  affection  ; 
Such  singing,  and  such  dancing — 

Wo  made  de  ceiling  shake, 
But  de  cream  of  all  de  evening 

Was  walking  for  dat  cake. 

■"'■'■■:  Chouus.  '■■■    ■'■■■ 

Gentle  on  de  toe,  we  darkies  step  out  so 
Easy,  and  so  gracefully  around  the  room  we  go, 
De  wenches  captivate,  we  all  persumbulatc. 
High  toned  coloi-ed  people, 
A  walking  for  dat  cake, 

All  forward  form,  oh  !  in  de  gay  quadrille  ; 
Lord  I  how  we  jjerBpire— 

No  use,  we  can't  keep  still : 
Stop  de  music,  do,  oh  f  do  for  goodness  sake, 
I  feel  sd  shy,  I'll  really  die, 

A  walking  for  dat  cake. 


Dar's  Miss  Clementina  Brown — 

Oh  !  didn't  she  hug  de  groom, 
Wid  an  alligator  (flipper  shoe, 

Dat  wonhi  cover  half  de  town ! 
You  ought  to  see  her  gliding  ; 

She  kept  tis  all  awake. 
Oh  !  such  a  fashionable  sliding  dar, 

A  walking  for  dat  cake. 


Chorus. 


Dar  was  Miss  Friscilla  Perkins, 

And  reverend  parson  Wing, 
Stepping  like  a  turkey  hen, 

Or  a  Houolula  king  : 
Dey  wabbled  and  got  dizzy. 

Both  wiggled  like  a  snake, 
Dey  fell  into  do  washtub, 

A  walking  for  dat  cake. 

Dar  was  major  general  Slocnm, 

He  was  de  ladies'  choice, 
De  gemmen  said  for  monstrous  feet 

Dat  nuflBn  could  he  ware  ; 
Wid  his  military  wheeUng, 

De  prize  he  said  he'd  take. 
He  busted  through  de  ceiling,     ■ 

A  walking  ior  dat  cake. 

—  tm>  m 

Poor  Ole  Uncle  Jake. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


I  left  dat  dear  old  home  down  Sooth, 

Twas  many  years  ago ; 
I'm  roaming  far  away  from  dar, 

And  my  heart  am  filled  wid  woe  ; 
To  reach  dat  dear  old  sj'wt  again 

One  effort  more  I'll  make — 
White  folks,  pletisc  take  pity  on 

Poor  Olo  Uncle  Jake. 

Chobtjs.  '  :  ■ 

Pm  trabliiig  back  home, 

I'm  trabling  back  home  ; 
To  reach  dar  one  effort  more  m  make  ;  r 

I'm  trabling  back  home, 

I'm  trabling  back  home  ; 
Den,  white  folks,  please  take  pity  on 

Poor  Ole  Uncle  Jake. 

I'll  ne'er  forget  de  day  I  left, 

Wid  a  heart  so  light  and  gay ; 
I  bid  do  darkies  all  good-bye, 

Befo' I  came  a^^-ay  ; 
De  little  children,  too,  did  come 

A  kind  farewell  to  take— 
If  alive,  dey'U  all  be  glad  to  see 

Poor  Ole  Uncle  Jake.  Choma. 

Ole  mesm,  he  am  dead  and  gone, 

And  good  ole  mis.sus,  too  ;  ,   /.^  . 

Oh !  golly  1  I  did  love  dem  so— 

Dey  was  so  kind  and  true  ;  '_-,' 

I  fec;l  dat  I  must  eoou  go  dar, 

Dat  place  wha*  none  forsake. 
And  de  angels  dey  will  welcome  home 

Poor  Ole  Uncle  Jake.  Chonu. 


The  Agony  Colnmn :  or  littlft  D  L 

One  day,  not  far  from  Regent  Street, 

Where  cabs  and  bufines  whirl, 
I  saw  beneath  a  horse's  feet 

A  fascinating  aid  : 
To  save  her  life  I  risked  my  own. 

What  mortal  could  do  lees — 
She  thanked  me  warmly,  but  refiued  . 

To  give  me  her  address. 

Spoken  :  I  i>f  rsnaded  her,  but  sha  would  only 
oonscnt  to  advertiise  in  one  of  the  papers,  making  an 
appointment  with  me :  she  said  she  would  head  it 
with  her  name  Little  Di. — I  asked  her  whether  abe 
would  put  it  in  the  Agony  Column  of — 

Chobus. 

The  Standard  or  t)>r  Telegraph,  the  Echo  or  the  Timet, 
Obser^'er,  Herald,  Judy,  Punch,  or  Bow  Bells, 

or  the  Chimes, 
The  Homet,  Lloyds  or  Figaro,  or  one  of  the  Beviewa, 
The  Globe  or  Sun,  Dispatch  or  Fun,  or 

Illustrated  News. 

She  mentioned  one  in  whioh  she  said 

She'd  name  a  time  and  spot. 
But  which  the  paper  was,  alaa  I 

Somehow  I've  quite  forgot  >.   . 

In  vain  my  mi  mory  I  task,  .    . 'j     ^' 

It  give«  me  no  reply  : 
So,  every  day,  as  tliey  come  oat, 

I  have  to  go  and  buy — 

The  Standard,  fto. 

I  have  to  read  the  whole  lot  through. 

At  least  that  part  I  mean 
Where  column  after  column  of 

Sheer  agony  is  seen  : 
How  "  Qiarlie  is  implored  to  come," 

And  "Jane  is  asked  to  call :" 
And  "  if  dear  X  Y  will  return, 

He'U  be  forgiven  all. " 

Spoken  :  And  you'll  find  it  in  the  agony  oolomo 
of—  The  Stai^ard,  Jso, 

I  thought  as  Fd  to  sing  to-night, 

I'd  ask  if  you  had  seen 
Id  any  other  paper 

The  advertisement  I  mean : 
If  so,  pray  kindly  let  me  know. 

It  woold  be  good  indeed :  * : 

For,  you've  no  notion  what  it  is 

Each  day  to  have  to  read^ 

Spoken :    Yes  !  read  the  agony  odiamn  of— 

The  Standard,  Aa. 


The  Old  Friends  StiU. 


Am  time  speeds  en  >^  ith  bis  relentless  wing, 

He  is  bringing  a  change  to  all  : 
The  daisies  peep  from  the  lap  of  spring. 

And  the  oak  leaves  fade  and  fiall. 
The  new  ones  grow  old  and  the  old  depart, 

And  the  years  their  cycles  fill  ; 
The  friends  that  are  new  miiy  he  kind  and  true^ 

But  give  me  the  old  frienils  stilL 
Choms;    The  friends  that  are  new 
May  be  kind  and  true. 
But  give  too  Vie  old  friends  stQL 


The  friends  that  I  loved  when  the  spring  was  bom. 

That  were  true  when  the  summer  died. 
That  were  still  unchanged  thro'  the  ebb  and  flow 

Of  my  life's  unstable  tide — 
The  flower  that  blooms  in  snn's  warm  ray, 

May  Cade  when  the  night  is  chill. 
The  friends  that  are  new  may  "be  kind  and  true, 

But  give  me  the  old  friends  still.  Chonu. 

Oh !  give  me  a  cksp  of  the  same  worm  hand, 

That  I  felt  in  the  days  of  yore. 
And  give  me  the  hetrt  that  time  has  proved 

Is  true  to  the  inmost  core— 
For,  time  speeds  on,  and  friends  are  few, 

Whom  the  void  in  the  heart  can  fiH  : 
The  friends  that  are  i>ew  may  be  kind  and  true, 

Jint  give  me  the  old  friends  stilL  Chcrns. 


When  should  t>hipwrecked  sailors  not  be  dia> 
heartened?- When  they're  in  ih» jolly  boat 


Mta&iiM 


s^ 
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Maggie  Hawick's  Wedding  Gift. 

"A  man's  hat  ia  his  hand  never  did  him  anj 
%na,  Stephen,  and  I  wish,  dear,  you  had  been  a 
ttie  more  civil  to  Uncle  Joseph." 

'  Nousence,  Maggie,  darling,    I  don't  like  Joseph 
>wick  and  his  ways,  and  I  am  not  going  to  pre- 

'  I  do." 

His  ways  are  very  good  ways.     No  one  can  say 

of  Uncle  Joseph,  Stephen." 

hat  is  hut  it ;  they  are  too  good.     I  rather 

kink  I  am  old  enough  to  know  whut  I  am  doing, 

pd  what  I  vrant     I  have  a  good  farm,  I  don't  owe 

IpflDuy,  and  I  never  mean  to  a.sk  a  favor  except  of 

DO,  or  of  my  ^own  hands.     If  I  palavered  over 

pseph  Hawick,  be  would  be  the  very  first  to  say  I 

'ained  the  trifle  of  money  he  may  have  saved," 

Maggie  sighed,  and  then  looked  up  into  Stephen's 

ftndfiome  face  and  smiled.     Stephen  of  course  was 

ght ;  a  man  with  such  eyes  and  such  a  figure 

OTld  not,  in  love's  sight,  be  wroug.     Ho  was  brave 

ad  confident,  too,  and  had  that  way  of  assertion 

hich  only  very  cool  and  sensible  people  can  resist. 

Uncle  Joseph  sighed  too,  but  it  wus  a  different 

'  £h  to  Maggie's.     He  loved  his  niece  with  a  wise 

ad  tender  affection,  nud  she  had  not  chosen  the 

nsbaud  that    ho    would    have    chosen   for   her. 

tephen  Gray  was  indeed  "well-to-do,"  and  had  a 

Jr  character,  but  the  keen  old  man  saw  radical 

efects  in  it 

"  He  listens  to  no  one  but  himself,  and  so  he 

eus  no  advice  but  a  flatterer's,"  said  Joseph  ; 

besides,  Maggie,  he  is  so  proud,  that  I  am  afraid 

e's  bound  to  have  a  tumble." 

"  But,  uncle,  he  has  a  big  heart,  and  he's  a  good 

mser,  and  even  you  can  see  that  he  ia  the  hand- 

)jnest  man  in  the  Dales." 

"That  is  all  true,   girl,   but  it  is  not  wise  to 

leasure  men  by  inches." 

However,  in  spite  of  all  disaffection,  Maggie 
(awick's  wedding  with  Stephen  Gray  came  off  with 
teat  and  widespread  hospitality.  Joseph  Hawick 
ad  been  for  forty  years  the  physician  and  friend  of 
J  the  Dale  families,  rich  and  poor,  and  not  one  of 
laaa  missed  an  invitation.  The  gentry  feasted  in 
M  oak-raftered  parlor,  and  the  shepherds  and 
Mtn  in  the  big  bam.  But  all  were  merry  and 
ax  of  good  wishes  for  the  pretty  bride  and  het 
andsome  husband. 

The  number  of  bridal  presents  Maggie  received 
«tified  to  it  Stephen's  sideboard  and  buffet  would 
3  bright  with  silver  tokens  ;  and  bis  presses  lull  of 
lovy  damask  and  fine  spun  linen  and  blankets. 
at,  upon  tbe  whole,  it  mther  mortified  him.  He 
>ald  not  feel  the  loving-kindness  that  lanctiffcd 
ts  gifts,  and  the  obligation  was  not  pleasant  to  the 
iUtaufficient  young  man.  Be  had  assnred  Uncle 
M«ph  voluntarily,  and  with  rather  unnecessary 
tide,  that  he  wanted  nothing  with  Maggie — neither 
>ld,  nor  gear,  nor  land ;  and  yet  for  all  that,  he 
Oked  rather  anxiously  for  the  old  num's  offering. 
Joseph  Hawick  was  believed,  in  spite  of  his 
ioentrio  attentions  to  poor  patients,  to  "have 
oney,"  and  Stephen  felt  that  a  handsome  check 
1  Kendal  Bank,  or  a,  few  Government  bonds 
ould  not  be  out  of  place  ;  for  he  had  been  at  some 
ipense  in  refurnishing  the  old  farm-house,  and  ho 
as  very  anxious  to  try  some  new  scientific  experi- 
«nLs  with  his  worn-out  land. 
But  Maggie  said  nothing  about  her  uncle's  present, 
id  Stt'phen  wns  far  too  proud  to  ask  her,  until 
»rly  a  year  after  their  marriage.  But  one  day  ho 
id  i\  long  t<ilk  with  old  Squire  Thwaites  about 
high  farming,"  and  then  the  two  men  drifted 
to  the  discussion  of  some  scheme  for  the  draining 
'  Druid's  Moss.  Then  Stephen,  thinking  it  all 
7er  as  ho  smoked  his  pipe  by  the  fireside,  saw  nu- 
Id  wealth  of  harvest  from  the  rich  alluvial  soil, 
td  frtb\ilons  wheat-fields  growing  where  men  ncnv 
tnght  leeches  or  shot  wild  fowl. 
^  If  be  only  had  money !  I£  he  only  had  a 
lonsand  pounds  in  cash !  Thwaites  and  he  would 
ly  and  drain  the  Moss.  He  sat  dreaming  over  the 
rojoct  and  counted  the  acres  and  bushels  over  and 
f«t,  until  he  began  to  look  upon  Druid's  Moss  aa 
i6  one  thing  upon  earth  to  be  desiretl. 
"Maggie,"  ho  said,  Huddenly,  to  the  little  wife, 
ving  and  gently  rocking  herself  beside  him, — 
Ifaggie,  what  did  Uncle  Joseph  give  you  foi*  a 
adding  present?    You  never  told  me." 

•*  I  thought  you  would  not  like  it  Stephen." 
.•'  Very  likely  not ;  but  uovcrtheless,  what  was  it  ?" 


"A  Bible." 

•'  Just  like  him  ;  and  we  had  two  family  ones  to 
begin  with,  not  to  speak  of  the  little  ones  you  have 
in  every  room." 

"In  the  stuno  way,  Stephen,  people  gave  us  table 
linen  enough  for  three  generations,  and  silver  mugs 
enough  to  serve  all  our  friends.  Uncle's  Bit>le  was 
by  no  means  an  ordinary  one." 

"How  not?" 

"It  has  been  in  the  Hawick  honsehold  since 
A.  D.  1616,  ond  contains  the  family  register  for  more 
than  two  hundred  years.  I  am  the  last  of  our 
branch ;  uncle  thought  I  would  like  to  hnve  it  It  is 
a  queer  old  l>ook  with  great  brass  olaspe.  I  made 
uncle  two  solemn  promises  over  it" 

"  What  are  they .»" 

"  That  I  would  never  part  with  it  under  any 
circumstances,  unless  it  was  to  give  it  again  ia  his 
charge,  and— and " 

"  Well,  what  else  T 

"  That  when  every  other  source  of  help  and  com- 
fort failed  me,  I  would  go  to  it  Don't  look  so 
angrj',  Slephen." 

"  I  think  I  have  good  cause  to  be  angry  ;  it  was 
like  a  prophecy  of  ill-fortune.  Why  should  he 
fore-speak  sorrow  for  you  ?  And  why  should  hn 
suppose  that  yon  would  need  help  or  comfort  I 
could  not  give  you  ?  If  ho  had  given  mo  a  thousand 
pounds  it  would  have  been  more  to  the  purpose." 

Maggie  looked  quickly  up.  She  had  never  heard 
such  a  sentiment  from  Stephen's  hps  before.  Then 
bhe  laughed  gaily. 

"  A  thousand  pounds,  Stephen!  Why,  what  on 
earth  should  we  do  with  bo  much  money  V" 

"  Buy  and  dmin  Druid's  Moss,  Maggie." 

Maggie  drew  her  eyebrows  together  and  looked 
wonderingly  at  Stephen,  who  had  risen  and  was 
pacing  the  floor  with  rapid,  thoughtful  steps. 

"Why,  love,"  she  said,  anxiously,  "wh.\tcan 
you  mean?  The  Druid's  Mossi  What  is  that 
worth?" 

"  A  few  leeches  and  wild  birds  now,  Maggie,  but 
acres  and  acres  of  golden  wheat  and  rich  meadow 
grass,  if  it  is  drained.  I  was  talking  with  Thwaites 
about  it  to-tlay  ;  both  our  uplands  are  worn  out — 
the  Moss  lies  between  us -I  would  give  five  years 
of  my  life  to  own  half  of  it,  and  money  suiBcieut  to 
drain  and  cultivate  it"  ^        ^ 

"How  much  money  would  do,  Stephen?" 

"  A  thousand  pounds.  I  could  drain  jMirt  and 
then  save  the  proceeds  to  drain  the  rest.  But  wlu  i  li 
could  I  get  the  money  ?" 

"  I  was  thinking  of  Uncle  Joseph.  Would  you 
let  me  ask  him  ?" 

Nothing  is  so  wonderful  as  the  growth  of  a  master 
passion.  In  a  few  hours  the  desire  for  this  par- 
ticular piece  of  land  had  strengthened  itself  so  that 
Stephen  began  to  consider  whether  it  might  not  La 
worth  while  to  let  his  wife  go  borrowing  for  him, 
and  the  longer  he  talked  the  more  eager  he  became  ; 
so  that  at  last  Maggie  felt  hiut  to  see  what  a  trifle 
he  made  of  her  feelings,  and  of  the  risk  Joseph 
Hawick  would  run. 

However,  next  day  she  went  to  see  the  old  man, 
and  as  tht  v  sat  togi  ther  over  their  tea  and  crumpets, 
said,  "  Uncle,  Stephen  wants  to  join  Squire 
Thwaites  iu  buying  the  Druid's  Moss." 

"  What  for  ?    To  raise  cranberries  ?" 

"  Uncle  !  why  they  talk  of  great  wheat-fields  and 
meadows. " 

"  It  will  need  a  sight  of  drainage,  and  that  means 
a  sight  of  money.  1  should  not  think  Stephen  had 
idle  cash  sufficient" 

"  He  wants  to  borrow  it" 

Joseph's  face  clouded. 

"  Wonders  never  cease.  I  thought  Stephen  Gray 
wotild  starve  before  he  w  ould  borrow  or  owe  money. " 

"  Don't  cast  up  the  past,  uncla  Stephen  thinks 
if  he  could  borrow  a  thousand  pounds  he  would 
make  it  ten  in  a  very  few  years ;  and,  uncle,  I  came 
to-day  to  ask  yon  to  lend  him  it" 

"  You  come  a  useless  journey,  Maggie  ;  besides 
I  don't  like  that  pride  that  makes  others  stoop  for 
its  conceit" 

"  Squire  Thwaites  said  you  had  plenty  of  money 
in  Kendal  Bank." 

"  If  I  had  mone}',  I'd  never  troet  it  in  any  bank  ; 
but  I  make  no  more  than  1  need  now.  I  am 
getting  ou  old  man,  Maggie." 

"Stephen  will  bo  sorely  disappointed." 

"  Ho  has  no  call  ii  In-  t^rt.  I  tuld  him  you  would 
have  no  fortune,  and  hj  (]nito:i;ornedat  the  thought 


of  money  with  yon  ;  he  had  his  cboioe  between  yon 
and  Kate  Crofts  with  the  Croft  Manor  at  her  will." 

The  old  man  was  quite  gloomy  after  this  talk, 
and  Maggie  was  almost  gUd  to  escape  from  the 
silent  hearthstone  to  the  bustle  of  her  own  bosy 
farm  and  the  noisy  welcome  of  her  husband. 

Stephen  took  the  refusal  very  proudly,  bat  the 
idea  had  now  become  paramount  and  be  was  de- 
termined to  carry  out  the  project  He  had  a  fierce 
struggle  with  his  pride  and  his  independence,  but 
the  next  day  he  went  into  Kendal  and  made  ar- 
rangements to  raise  the  money  by  a  mortgage  on 
the  farm  that  had  been  onenoumbered  for  six 
hundred  years. 

In  a  few  weeks  all  arrangements  had  been  made, 
the  Moss  had  been  bought  surveyed  and  divided, 
and  the  partners  in  its  dminage  went  to  work.  It 
soon  proved  itself  a  drainage  of  two  kinda.  After 
many  hundreds  of  pounils  had  been  spent  to  very 
little  ptirpose,  more  experienced  surveyors  had  to 
be  sent  for,  and  entirely  new  means  and  ma- 
chinery used.  Too  much  had  been  thrown  into 
the  Moss  to  abandon  the  project  and  yet  the  con- 
stant cry  for  "money"  was  fast  exhausting  the 
ivitience  and  purses  of  both  Squire  Thwaites  and 
Stephen  Gray. 

Ihe  former,  more  able  to  bear  his  loss,  became, 
after  two  years'  labor,  quite  indifferent  and  talked 
of  the  affair  as  hopeless,  and  was  half  angry  at 
Stephen  for  persisting.  But  something  hke  des- 
peration animated  the  young  farmer,  for  he  had  so 
fur  mortgaged  his  home  and  estate  that  their  re- 
demption was  hopeless  if  the  Moss  failed  him. 

Poor  Maggie,  with  two  little  liabies  to  care  for, 
strove  to  help  him  by  taking  npon  herself 
labours  she  was  totally  unfit  for  ;  and  she 
rapidly  broke  down  between  the  unusual  physical 
strain  and  the  constant  anxious  worry  regarding 
Stephen.  For  all  her  husband's  life  dwindled 
down  to  those  damp,  black  acres  of  rich  mad. 
Maggie  got  to  hate  the  name  and  shudder  at  the 
sight  of  Draid's  Moss,  and  with  that  touch  of 
superstition  always  lingering  in  north  country 
minds,  she  half-feared  it  had  bewitched  him  ;  for 
he  worked  there  through  long  days,  ontil  he  came 
home  too  weary  to  speak  to  her  or  even  notice  the 
children ;  while  every  poand  he  could  get  was 
hopelessly  sunk  in  its  treacherous  depths. 

It  was  pitiful,  too,  to  see  the  bare  uplands  of  the 
farm  that  were  once  white  with  moimtain-eheep ; 
and  the  great  barns  and  byres  nearly  empty,  that 
had  once  been  fall  of  Normandy  farm  horses  and 
dewy-lipped  Aldemeys.  But  things  got  worse  and 
worse,  and  in  the  middle  of  a  dreary  winter,  just 
before  the  birth  of  her  third  child.  Uncle  Joaeph 
died,  rifty  pounds  to  defray  his  funeral  expenses 
was  nearly  all  the  money  found,  bat  he  left  Maggie 
his  house  and  furniture,  and  with  his  last  breaUi 
reminded  her  of  the  old  Bible  :—  . 

"You'll  be  needing  it  soea,  Maggie,  dear,  I 
know  ;  don't  forget  me  when  you  come  to  that 
day."  •  .-' 

These  were  his  last  words,  and  Maggie  pondered 
them  that  evening  as  she  sat  sileilt  beside  her 
sleeping  children. 

It  was  hard  to  sell  the  dear  old  home,  but 
Stephen  would  hear  of  nothing  else  ;  so  the  doctor's 
house  went  into  the  market ;  the  qtiaint  furniture 
was  scattered  all  over  the  dale,  and  the  money  went 
into  Druid's  Moss, 

It  only  put  off  the  evil  day.  Squire  Thwaites  aban- 
doned his  improvements ;  "  he  would  throw  no  more 
good  money  after  bad,"  he  said  ;  but  Stephen  with 
a  determination  that  many  thought  a  kind  of  mad- 
ness, worked  away. 

And  really,  in  the  fourth  year,  it  looked  as  if  he 
would  succeed ;  a  portion  that  had  been  finished 
predaced  such  a  crop  as  made  the  farmers  round 
the  craggy  hills  doubt  their  own  eyes.  Stephen 
was  jubilant ;  what  could  be  done  for  two  acres 
could  be  done  for  two  hundred.  He  had  proved 
his  position,  and  was  more  enthusiastic  than  ever 
over  his  idea. 

But  Maggie  was  almost  hopeless.  She  was  be- 
ginning to  suffer  for  very  necessities  ;  strange,  hard 
men  came  with  authority  about  her  home,  and 
Stephen  looked  so  ill  and  haggard,  and  was  so 
irrital)le,  that  her  cup  was  full  of  sorrow.  One 
gloomy  afternoon,  when  it  rained  so  heavify  that 
work  was  imi>ossible,  she  ventured  to  try  and  reason 
with  nnd  comfort  the  gloomy  man,  looking  dole- 
fully across  the  empty  farm-yard  towards  the  great. 
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flat,  dreary  Mo6s. 

"  It  will  soon  be  over,  ay  poor  Ma{jgie,"  he  siiJ  ; 
"  to-morrow  I  am  going  into  Keudil  to  get  an- 
other five  hmidred  pounds,  if  I  can,  upon  the  farm 
plenishing  and  the  remnant  of  the  Block.  I  am 
Bure,  if  I  get  it,  to  put  the  whole  Moss  under  wheat 
this  year,  and  that  will  practically  save  us  ;  if  I 
don't,  I  have  lost  my  esUite  and  all  these  three 
J  ears'  labor,  and  we  shall  leave  this  place  beggars 
within  a  month.  You  know  the  worst  now,  Maggie." 

The  next  day,  amid  the  driving  storm,  she  wafched 
her  husband  make  his  last  desperate  eflfort.  She 
turned  and  looked  upon  the  pleasant  room,  with 
her  three  children  playing  unconsciously  about  it ; 
then  she  fled  up-staitB,  and  falling  down  upon  her 
knees,  poured  out  all  her  heart  in  passionate, 
pleading  prayer.  As  she  rose  with  streaming  eyes. 
Uncle  Joseph's  last  words  flashed  across  her  mind, 
(somehow  they  held  a  new  meaning  for  her ;  she 
unlocked  her  drawer,  and  lifted  the  old  brass-bound 
book  carefully  and  tenderly  out 

"It  has  comforted  my  fathers  and  mothers  for 
many  a  generation,"  she  said,  softly,  "I  will  see 
what  it  will  do  for  me  ; "  and  she  unclasped  it  with 
a  prayer.     "  I  was  brought  low,  and  He  helloed  me." 

They  were  good  worda,  and  she  read  the  whole 
psalm  through  and  turned  the  leaf— a  Bank  of 
England  note  for  £100  fell  at  her  feet.  She  lifted 
it  as  though  it  had  fallen  from  heaven,  and  com- 
menced to  turn  with  eager,  trembling  fingers  the 
well-worn  pages.  One  alter  another  note  fluttered 
into  her  lap,  until  from  between  the  boards  of 
Uncle  Joseph's  wedding  gift  she  had  taken  eight 
thousand  eight  hundred  pounds. 

Can  anyone  guess  how  she  prayed  again,  and 
with  what  a  radiant  face  she  met  the  cross,  wretched 
man  that,  half-drowned  with  the  storm,  returned 
home  about  sundown  .*' 

"  Stephen !  Stephen !"  she  cried  joyously,  "never 
look  sad  again  !  Uncle  Joseph's  wedding  gift  has 
saved  us  1'   and  she  spread  the  money  before  him. 

Maggie  was  rigbt ;  the  money  saved  Stephen 
every  way.  He  bought  Thwaites  out,  he  paid  off 
all  claims  on  his  home,  he  restocked  bis  farm, 
and  triumphantly  finished  thd  draining  of  Druid's 
Moss. 

To-day,  among  the  craggy,  barren  miles  of 
Winsleydale,  there  is  a  glorious  stretch  of  wheat- 
fields  and  meadow  pastures,  and  many  a  traveller 
wonders  at  the  bright  and  fruitful  oasis  in  the 
barren  country ;  then  some  cotintrymau  will  say, 
"  It  was  aince  the  divil's  own  acres,  sir,  and  men 
and  sheep  past  counting  lost  their  lives  in  its  bog  ; 
but  Stephen  Gray,  wi'  sair  labor  and  mair  gold, 
drained  the  ill  land,  and  he  and  his  hae  grown  rich 
on  its  outcome  ;  though  folk  do  say  as  he  found  a 
crock  o'  gold  there  one  lucky  day." 

Maggie's  fortune  was  odly  given,  but  the  eccen- 
tric old  man  did  not  judge  far  amiss.  His  wedding 
gift  was  blessed  as  he  intended  it  should  be— in 
two  ways— for  Maggie  and  Stephen  learned  to  love 
it,  not  only  for  me  material  help  it  had  brought 
them  in  their  extremity,  but  also  for  the  promise  of 
the  far  more  exceeding  and  abundant  riches  which 
it  promises  and  provides  for.  /   . 


The  Pride  of  the  Vale. 

B7  Bob«rt  McKay. 


Oh  !  BTV-eet  are  the  flowers  that  flomish  in  Spring, 
And  sweet  are  the  songs  that  the  little  birds  sing  : 
Hut  sweeter  than  either— to  describe  her,  words  fail — 
Ls  Annie,  dear  Annie,  the  pride  of  the  vale. 

With  her,  o'er  the  meadows  so  fragrant  and  gay, 
In  Summer's  bright  hours  enraptured  I  stray, 
Culling  the  cowslips  and  primroses  pala 
For  Annie,  dear  AJmie,  the  pride  of  the  vale. 

Aa  pure  as  the  dewdrop  of  morning  is  she — 
A  blossom  more  lovely  blooms  not  on  the  lea— 
As  sweet  and  as  simple  as  love's  tender  tale 
Is  Annie,  dear  Aimie,  the  pride  of  the  vale. 

Oh  !  ne'er  may  the  impref  e  of  age  tnar  thy  brow  ; 
Ob!  ne'er  may  thy  bright  eyes  be  less  bright 

than  now ; 
Bat  ever  thy  beauty  o'er  all  hearts  prevail. 
Sweet  Annie,  dear  Annie,  the  pride  c^  the  vale. 


A  Fireman's  Address. 

The  address  of  which,  through  the  kindness  of 
John  Darragh,  Jr.,  of  Philadelphia,  we  are  enabled 
to  append  a  copy,  has  often  been  recited  in  A-arious 
theatres  ;  but  it  is  not  generally  known  who  was 
the  author  of  it.  We  believe  that  we  are  now  able 
to  settle  this  much-disputed  question.  Ou  Jan.  27, 
1835,  a  benefit  in  aid  of  the  funds  of  the  Associ- 
ation for  Disabled  Firemen  was  given  at  the 
Anaericau  (now  Walnut-street)  Theatre,  Tliila- 
delphia.  After  the  play  of  "Damon and IVti'n-.," 
in  which  Qua  Addams  acted  Damon ;  John  Oxler, 
Pythias ;  W.  Sefton,  Dyonisins,  and  Miss  Riddle, 
Caknthe,  the  lat4  Francis  Courtney  Wemyss  de- 
livered the  following  address,  written  expressly  for 
the  occasion,  by  the  late  Robt.  T.  Conrad,  Esq. 

ADDBBas. 
The  city  slumbers  ;  o'er  its  silent  walls 
Night's  dusky  mantle  soft  and  silent  falls  ; 
Sleep  o'er  the  world  slow  waves  its  wand  of  lead. 
And  ready  torpors  wrap  each  sinking  head  ; 
Stilled  is  the  stir  of  labor  and  of  life  ; 
Hushed  is  the  hum,  and  tranquiUzed  the  strife  ; 
Man  is  at  rest,  with  all  his  hopes  aiMl  fears  ; 
The  young  forget  their  6ix>rt8,  the  old  their  cares  ; 
The  grave  or  cureless,  those  who  joy  or  weep, 
All  rest  oontoutented  on  the  arm  of  sleep. 
Sweet  is  the  pillowed  rest  of  beauty  now, 
Aud  slumber  smiles  upon  her  tranquil  brow  ; 
Bright  are  her  dreams,  yes,  bright  as  heaven's  own  blue 
Piue  as  its  J05S  and  gentle  as  its  dew  ; 
They  lead  her  forth  along  the  moonlit  tide. 
Her  heart's  own  partner  wandering  by  her  side  : — 
'Tis  summer's  eve  :  the  soft  gales  scarcely  rouse 
The  low-voiced  rijip'e  and  the  rustling  boughs. 
And,  faiut  and  far,  soiuo  melting  minstrel's  tone 
Breathes  to  her  heart  a  music  like  its  own- 
When,  hark  !— oh,  hoiTor  !  what  a  crash  is  there  !  — 
What  shriek  is  that  which  fills  the  midnight  air? 
Tis  fire  !— 'tis  fire  !    She  wakes,  to  dream  no  more  : 
The  hot  blast  rushes  through  the  blazing  door  ; 
The  room  is  dimmed  with  smoke,  and  hark  !  that  cry  ! 
"  Help !  help  !— will  no  one  aid?— I  die !  I  die  !" 
She  seeks  the  casement,  shuddering  at  its  hei^'ht — 
She  turns  again— the  fierce  flames  mock  her  flight ! 
Along  the  crackling  stairs  they  wildly  play. 
And  roar,  exulting,  as  they  seize  their  prey  ; 
"  Help !  help  !— will  no  one  come  ?"  she  can  no  more. 
Bat,  pale  and  breathless,  sinks  upon  the  floor. 

Will  no  one  save  thee  ?    Yes,  there  yet  is  one 

Remains  to  save,  when  hope  itself  is  gone  ; 

When  all  have  fled,  wheu  all  but  he  would  fly. 

The  fireman  comes  to  rescue,  or  to  die  ! 

He  mounts  the  stair — it  waveiB  'neath  his  treail ; 

He  seeks  the  room,  flames  flashing  round  his  head  ; 

Ho  bursts  the  door  :  he  lifts  her  prostrate  frame, 

And  turns  again  to  brave  the  raging  flame. 

The  fire-blast  smites  him  with  its  stifling  breath  : 

The  falling  timbers  menace  him  with  death, 

And  sinking  floors  his  hurried  steps  betray, 

And  ruin  crashes  round  his  desperate  way  : 

Hot  smoke  obscures,  ten  thousand  cinders  rise. 

Yet  still  he  staggers  forward  with  his  prize  ; 

He  leaps  from  burning  stair  to  stair— on  !  on  f 

Courage  !  one  effort  more,  and  all  is  won  ; 

The  stair  is  passed,  the  blazing  hall  is  braved ; 

Still  on — yet  on — once  more  I  thank  Heaven  ! 

she's  saTed. 

The  hardy  seaman  pants  the  storm  to  brave, 
For  beck  ning  fortune  woos  him  from  the  wave  ; 
The  soldier  battles  'neath  the  smoky  cloud, 
For  glory's  bow  is  painted  on  the  shroud  ; 
The  firemen  also  dare  each  shape  of  death. 
But  not  for  fortune's  gold,  or  glory's  wreath  ; 
No  selfish  throbs  within  their  breasts  are  known  : 
No  hope  of  praise  or  profit  cheers  them  on  ; 
They  nsk  no  meed,  no  fame,  and  only  seek 
To  shield  the  sufl'ering  and  protect  the  weak  ; 
For  this  the  howling  midnight  storm  they  woo  : 
For  this  the  racing  flames  rush  fearless  through, 
Mount  t£e  frail  rafter,  head  the  smoky  hall. 
Or  toil,  anshriuking,  'neath  the  tottering  wall ; 
Nobler  than  those  who  with  fraternal  blood 
Dye  the  dread  field  or  tinge  the  shuddering  flood  ; 
O  er  their  firm  ranks  no  crimson  banners  wave  ; 
They  dare,  they  suffer— not  to  slay,  but  sive  : 
At  such  a  sight  Hope  smiles  more  heavenly  bright , 
Pale,  pensive  pity,  trembles  with  delight  : 
And  sofl-eyed  Mercy,  stooping  from  above, 
Drops  a  bright  tear— a  tear  of  joy  aud  lovo. 


And  should  the  fireman,  generous,  tnie  and  brat 
Full,  as  ho  toils  the  weak  to  shiele  and  save. 
Shall  uo  kind  friend,  no  minist'ring  lumJ  bo  foai 
To  ixiur  the  balm  of  comfort  in  his  wound  ? 
Or  should  he  jierish,  shall  his  orjihons  say 
"  He  died  for  them— but  what  for  us  do  Ihcy  ?" 
Say,  U  it  thus  wo  should  his  toils  requite  ? 
Forbid  it,  justice,  gratitude  and  right  ! 
Forbid  it,  ye  whoso  slumbers  he  weiires  ! 
Forbid  it,  ye  whose  hoards  he  toils  to  save  I 
Forbid  it,  all  ye  geuerouH,  just  and  br:iv*  : 
Aud,  above  all,  bo  you  his  friend,  ye  fair. 
For  you  were  ever  Lis  ettpeciid  care  : 
Give  bi  liis  cause  your  smiles,  your  jjeutlo  aid — 
The  fireman's  wounds  are  healed,  the  oq^hau's 

tetu-s  are  steji 


Keep  a  Gentle  Thought  of  Me. 


By  n.  n.  Doyle. 


When  bright  scenes  of  festive  splendor, 

That  thy  heart  with  pleasure  fills, 
ShtKl  their  magic  sjiells  around  thee. 
And  thy  soul  with  rapture  thrills. 
In  such  hours  of  sweet  oblivion. 

When  all  cares  forgotten  be, 
'Mid  the  charms  of  mirth  inspiring— 

Keep  a  gentle  thought  of  me. 
Chorus  :    When  I'm  roaming  far  away, 

Tossed  upon  life's  stormy  aea, 
In  thy  happy,  blissful  momenta, 
Keep  a  gentle  thought  of  me. 

When  from  hearts  that  hover  round  thee, 

Aud  frum  lips  that  spe.ik  sincere, 
Poor  the  very  soul  s  devotion 

To  thy  charms,  which  they  revere, 
Then,  oh  !  then,  let  mem'ry  wander 
To  the  past,  in  some  sweet  reverie^ 
That  recalls  unsiwken  feelings- 
Keep  a  gentle  thought  of  me. 
Choras  :    When  I'm  roaming  far  away. 

This  sweet  boon  I  crave  of  theft— ^ 
When  by  distance  we're  divided, 
Keep  a  gentle  thought  of  me. 


The  Old  Whiskey  Jog. 

Air:    Auld  LiDgSyu*. 


We're  anchored  by  the  roadside,  Jim, 

Where  oft  wo've  sat  Inforo, 
Wlien  you  aud  I  wore  wear}-,  Jim, 

When  you  and  I  were  half  scas-o'er  : 
When  the  bright  full  moon  in  splendor,  Jim, 

Shnne  down  ou  you  and  I, 
And  the  little  stars  kept  winkin',  Jim, 

As  we  drank  the  old  jug  drj-. 

Ah  !  those  were  happy  days,  Jim, 

Those  good  old  days  of  yore — 
WTien  R(X!kwtx)d  kept  the  tavern,  Jim, 

And  Potter  owned  the  store  ; 
When  whiskey  ran  as  freely,  Jim, 

As  watnr  in  the  brook. 
And  good  men  for  their  stomach's  sake 

Their  morning  bitters  took. 

But  times  have  changed  since  then,  Jim, 

And  men  have  altere<l,  too — 
And  some  have  undertaken,  Jim, 

To  put  rumsellers  through  : 
They  say  that  whiskey's  misou,  Jim, 

And  many  graves  has  dug— 
That  scores  of  snakes  and  devils,  Jim, 

Are  in  our  good  old  jug. 

Who  cares  for  all  such  prattle,  Jim  ? 

To  them  it  may  be  sense — 
We'll  lay  when  we're  a  mind  to,  Jim, 

Beneath  the  old  mil  fence  : 
This  stuff  they  call  cold  water,  Jim, 

Won't  do  for  you  and  I ; 
We'll  pull  the  cork  at  leisure,  Jim, 

And  drink  the  old  jug  dry. 


Fortune  does  not  change  men ;  it  only 
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fill        all  your  flagons    high  I 
forth  7,  pour  this  juice  di  -  vine ! 
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I  Wish  That  I  Were  Back  With  Thee. 


By  Uemj  Martini. 


w 


How  lon^  the  days  have  neemed  to  m* 

Since  I  wiis  by  tlu  Biile — 
The  dear  olil  place  1  loug  to  see         ... 

AcTtma  the  ocean  wide — 
Fond  luem'ry  oft  to  me  will  bring 

The  scenes  of  days  gone  by  ; 
Your  voices  in  my  ears  will  ring,     i^-.* 

'Till  I  fancy  you  are  uitj;h. 
Chorus  :     I  wish  that  I  were  back  with  thee, 
«,        .,  Aipong  those  friends  of  yore^ 
V  i^^"*^',  faces  once  again  to  see, 

"And  part  from  thee  no  mor«s 

£acbjQom  my  thoughts  are  fixed  on  thee. 

And  oft  I  hear  them  say  : 
"Among  those  friends  1  long  to  be 

Who  are  ^40  far  away." 
I'll  ue'er  forget  those  friends  so  kind. 

Who  are  so  dear  to  me — 
Snch  friends  again  I  ne'er  may  find 

Ah  those  I've  found  in  thee.     .' 


^.' 


Ghorns. 


The  Cannibals. 

By  Ned  H«rrlg»n. 


We're  de  Feejfe  GannibalR, 

Canna,  Caiiua,  Cauna,  Cannibals. 
We  from  de  Feejee  Island  come. 

And  we  come  to  have  some  fun. 
P.  T.  Baruum  was  de  man  -  •  '~.^- 

Dat  fotcLed  us,  fotched  us  over  here  : 
He  gave  iis  clothes  aud  vittles  to  eat. 

And  five  dolliirs  a  year — 
Oh,  oh  !  we're  de  Feejee  Cannibals  f 

We  like  any  kind  of  meat. 

Mule  me>\t,  horse  meat,  misRionary  meat ; 

We  eat  up  all  de  babies  in  de  town. 

And  we  like  'em  stewed,  oh  !  stewed  up  brown- 
Feejee  ui^ger  cross  de  sea, 

Kno\v^  too  much  for  old  P.  T. 
Dis  iim  de  way  dat  we  do  go, 

Wid  llr.  Bamuni's  show — 

Oh,  oh  I  we'se  de  Feejee  Cannibals ! 


•••• 


Cotton  Picking. 


Worda  bj  Ed    HarriKon. 


Music  by  Dave  Brabam. 


When  our  daily  work  am  done. 

In  de  low-liiuds  low, 
Dat's  de  time  we  liab  our  fnn,  . 

In  de  low-lands  low. 
When  ole  massa  blows  dat  horn. 

In  de  low.lauds  low. 
Chorus  :     Pickiiii;  cotton,  cotton  picking, 
lu  de  low-lands  low. 
Cotton  picking,  picking  cotton, 
~  J :■_'■•  •  In  de  |o\v-lands  low  : 

i  -  .-•,•  ^  V*'.  I^®»i  *^'*  yallow ^e  am  done, 
';  -  In  de  low-lauds  low. 

Come  with  me,  my  own  true  love,   . 

High  ho,  my  lady — 
I'll  treat  you  like  a  turtledove. 

High  ho,  my  lady  fair. 
Shoot  de  potisum  in  his  track,^ 

High  ho,  ray  ladyr*  ~' 

Take  de  cotton  on  your  back,    '     ^ 

High  ho,  my  lady  fair. 


Chorus. 


I'll  Drive  Dull  Sorrow  From  My  Mind. 


Air        Anlil  Lang  Syne. 


My  wife  she  died  three  months  ago. 

And  left  poor  I  to  moan  : 
My  wife  she  died  three  mouths  ago. 

And  now  I  sleep  alone. 

lil  drive  dull  sorrow  from  my  mind 

With  wetting  of  my  clay  : 
And,  should  I  meet  a  lass  that's  kind, 

I'll  have  a  weddiug-diiy. 

Then  banish  sorrow  from  my  heart, 

ni  }je  so  blithe  and  gay — 
Aud  when  sly  Cupid  points  his  dart, 

I  will  not  run  away. 


'Tis  Sweet  to  Have  a  Friend. 

A  SEB(o-Coiiic-8o:<a.  By  T.  M.  dx  E. 


•y. 


Tis  sweet  to  hear  a  friendly  voice 

Fall  on  the  anxious  ear, 
When  life  looks  dark  aud  threatening, 

Aud  falls  the  bitter  tear  ; 
When  wild  despair  enslsvai  the  soul, 

And  Hof)e  no  more  is  seen. 
Oh  !  yes,  'tis  sweet  to  have  a  friend 

On  whom  to  throw  your  spleen.  '        * 

Chorus  :    Oh  !  yes,  'tis  sweet  to  have  a  friend 
On  whom  to  throw  your  spleen. 

Tis  sweet  t«  feel  a  friendly  hand  «;  '•  ^  ' 

Steal  Keutly  o'er  your  brofw  '  '  "^ 

When  sorrow  fevers  up  your  bmiu 

And  makes  your  spirits  bow  ;  •    '*-•  '• 

When  foes  assail  aud  strife  abounds. 

And  happiness  is  gone, 
Oh  !  yes,  'tis  sweet  to  have  a  friend 

To  throw  the  blame  upou. 
Chorus  :     Oh  !  yes,  'tis  sweet  to  have  a  friend 
To  throw  the  bLime  upon.  " 

'Tis  sweet  to  feel  a  friendly  arm     ,      .'    .. 

Around  yon  closely  prefit. 
To  lead  you  through  the  darkest  hoar. 

And  ease  your  troubled  breast  ; 
When  once  again  the  skies  are  bright. 

As  safely  on  you  pass. 
Oh  !  yes,  'tis  sweet  to  hare  a  friend 

That  you  can  send  to  grass. 
Chorus  :     Oh  I  yes,  'tis  sweet  to  have  a  friend 
That  you  can  send  to  gruss. 


Dat  Wicked  Bee. 

Word*  by  Ed.  Harridan.  Mniic  by  Dave  Brabam. 


(Bym.) 
(Sym.) 


Look  way  yonder,  see  dat  bee — 

He's  mighty  livlier  dan  de  flea — 

Crawl  right  easy  on  your  knee  : 

We's  done  gowine  cutch  dat  bee. 

Choroa  :     He's  flew  flew  away,  •    . 

Dis  sun-shiny  day,  j    ]i 

Take  care,  you  darkies,      *•*_     ' 
He'll  bother  us,  you  see :    '     .„  • 

'.  .       <■  He's  full  of  honey  juice,        ,/- 

>■'  He  flies  around  so  loose^   .•■„'■' 

;  '•     \'l  He'll  Btiug  you,  he'll  harm  yoa, 

■'■•■  . -,«    ,         Dis  wicked  bumble  bee. 

Look  way  yonder,  dnr  he  comes. 
Lord  !  how  sweet  his  music  hums — 
He  will  bite  you  on  d4  thumbs, 
Done  gowiu  cutch  dat  bee. 


(Sym.) 
Chorus. 


The  Bold  Hibernian  Boys. 

I'm  an  Irish  lad  aud  I'm  always  glad 

To  sing  a  merry  soufj 
In  praise  of  the  land  of  praties  grand, 

And  whiskey  pure  and  strong. 
Where  every  girl's  a  beauty. 

Is  modest  and  is  coy. 
And  loving  her's  the  duty  t   -i 

Of  the  told  Hibernian  boy.  »*     - 

Citoars. 
To  drain  a  keg  or  can  give  me  an  Irishman-: - 
There's  no  man,  siuco  the  world  began,  this 

life  so  much  enjoys. 
He'll  alwftj-s  have  his  fling,  he'll  laugh  and 

dunce  and  sing ; 
So  hip,  hip,  hip,  hurrah  jfor  the  bold  Hibernian  boys  ! 

You'll  see  poor  Pat  in  a  shocking  hat,  >.  •  ■/ 

He's  gentle  as  a  dove  : 
But,  wrong  or  right,  lie'll  always  fight 

For  |>eftce  and  brotherly  love. 
He'll  twist  a  neat  shilllelah. 

And  break  a  head  with  joy. 
Or  trtke  <ine  just  as  gaily. 

Will  a  l)olil  Hibem'vin  boy.  Chorus. 

Ours  is  the  Isle  where  ladies  smile 

To  cheer  the  bold  alid  bmve. 
And  every  man's  a  gejitliman. 

And  known  how  to  l>ehave  : 
For,  Ireland's  ancient' glory  ■         ,  ■ 

There's  nothing  can  destroy, 
And  proud  to  tell  the  story. 

Is  the  bold  Hil>emian  boy.  Chorus. 


^-  :        Paragon  on  Style. 

Sdltff  and  Dance.  By  Barry  McKalty. 


.  Iv 


Jost  give  us  your  attention,  and  we'll  plea.se  yon, 

every  one. 
With  our  singing  and  our  dancing  here  to-night  : 
We  were  bom  in  old  Virginia — it's  many  years  ago — 
And  we're  subjects  of  the  Old  Dominion 

by  birthright ! 

."»;■>'"      ;,■,.,'.,  .      ChQBOS.  •,■■■■"•.  ■    ,^  ;■, 

Then  Ibten  while  we  sing  to  the  banjo's  ting-a-ling. 
And  watch  our  funny  motions  while  we  prance  ; 

We  just  come  from  Tennessee,  we're  happy  as  can  be. 
And  we  do  an  acrobatic  song  aud  dance. 

...  (Dattce.) 

W«  oam&  ftom  old  Virginia  w^eu  little  picaninnies. 

We  have  traveled  through  the  country  many  a  mile  ; 
The  gentlemen  applaud  us,  and  the  ladies  they 

all  laud  us. 
And  say  that  we're  the  paragon  of  style. 

Chorus. 


Do  your  Duty  well. 

Written  and  siinK  by  Harry  Bnolar. 


There's  a  maxim  I  can  give. 

Simple,  clear  and  true,  '  '  -  > 

Teaching  you  the  way  to  live. 

Showing  what  to  da 
Stand  by  this  where'er  yon  go,    - 

Wheresoe'er  you  dwell. 
Be  your  station  high  or  low — 

"  Do  your  duty  well." 
Chorus  :    If  you  would  from  care  be^ 
Every  grief  dispel. 
Let  your  motto  ever  be — 
"bo  your  duty  well." 

If  you  rule  yourself  aright, 

If  you  pt^rseveie. 
You  may  make  the  future  bright, 

Though  the  past  be  dretir  ; 
Every  man  must  play  his  part, 

Sorrow  comes  to  all. 
But  a  light  and  cheerful  heart 

Makes  the  trouble  small. 

Don't  let  envy  fill  your  mind. 

If  npoa  the  road 
Y'ou  should  meet  a  friend  and  find 

His  a  lighter  load  : 
Though  you  have  more  hardly  fared. 

Lessons  you  will  learn. 
Which  sh^ll  make  you  well  prepared 

When  the  tide  shall  turn. 


Choras. 


Chorus. 


I  Could  not  say  I  Loved  Her. 

Sang  by  Vane*. 


We  met  beside  the  mountain  stream. 

Damp  tnlips  decketl  her  chalk-white  brow  ; 
Her  voice  was  like  the  night  owl's  scream. 

Her  eyes— alas  !  I  see  them  now— 
Her  hair  looked  purple  in  the  sun. 

Her  teeth— they  were  a  guinea  set ; 
Her  age  !  she  was  but  forty-one  ; 

She  weighed  but  sixteen  stone,  and  yet- 
Chorus  :     I  could  not  say  I  loved  her,   , 
Nor  bid  her  join  my  lot,     . 
I  could  not  say  I  loved  her — 

'   ;  I  tried— but,  oh  !  could  not !      . 

We  met  again  by  babbling  brook, 

'Mid  merry  pic-nios'  festive  cheer:  ■'  :• 
Of  everything  she  freely  took. 

And  sat— beside  the  lx)ttled  beer —    •' '  v 
With  cream,  and  salad,  lobster,  jam 

Her  plate  she  ni'ver  ceased  to  fill ! 
Oh  !  how  she  seemed  to  like  the  ham  ! 

She  had  five  help  — yes,  five  !— but  still — 

We  met  once  more,  'neath  the  gaslight  glare ! 

Amid  the  fierce  and  wild  quadrille ! 
She  was— they  said— a  millionaire — 

I  sj)oke—  her  answer  haunts  me  still  ! 
She  lis|^)ed  :  "Im  thine  !  wealth,  l>oauty,  all ! 

My  income's  twenty-five  pound  ten  ; 
We'll  live  near  gasworks  at  Vanxhall, 

Say— dost  thou  love  me  now?"  and  then  — 


)f. 


Cha 


Cha 


,  -'c-w 


THE    SIMOKRS'    JOVRiVAL.. 


»i;s 


Let  Me  Dream  .^ain ! 

Word*  by  B  C.  StepbeiKun.         Mutic  by  Arthur  Sullivan. 

The  sun  is  settiug  and  the  hour  is  late. 
Once  more  I  staud  beside  the  wicket  gate ; 
The  bells  are  riugiug  out  the  dying  day, 
The  children  siugiug  on  their  homeward  way, 
And  be  is  whispering  words  of  sweet  intent, 
While  I,  half  doubting,  whisj^er  a  consent 

Chokus. 
Is  this  a  dream  ?— then  waking  would  be  pain — 
Oh  !  do  not  wake  me  !  let  me  dream  again. 
Is  this  a  dream?— then  waking  wotild  be  pain — 
Oh  !  do  not  wake  me,  do  not  wake  me—    , 

Let  me  dream  again.  - 1 

.  ■  * 
The  clock  is  btriking  in  the  belfry  tower. 
And  warns  us  of  the  ever  fleeting  hour  ; 
But  neither  heeds  the  time  which  onward  glides  : 
For,  time  may  pass  away,  but  love  abides— 
I  feel  his  kisses  on  my  fevered  brow  : 
If  we  must  part—  ah !  why  should  it  be  now  ? 

Is  this  a  dream  ?  &c. 


Turn  Back  Pharaoh's  Army. 

Sang  b;  the  Himtown  Stadeota. 


Gwine  to  write  to  Massa  Jesus,  ■ 
To  send  some  valiant  soldier, 
To  turn  back  Phuraoh's  army,  Haleln  ! 
To  turn  back  Pharaoh's  army,  Halelnjah  ; 
To  turn  back  Pharaoh's  army,  Haleln  ! 
To  turn  back  Pharaoh's  army,  Halelujah 
To  turn  back  Pharaoh's  army,  Ualelu  ! 

If  you  want  yonr  souls  converted, 

You'd  better  be  a-praying— 
To  turn  back  Pharaoh's  army,  <SlC. 

Yon  say  you  are  a  soldier. 

Fighting  for  your  Suvionr, 
To  turu  buck  Pharaoh's  unny,  Ac.        ,  . 

When  the  children  were  in  bondage. 

They  cried  uuto  the  L<ird  : 
He  turned  back  Pharaoh's  army,  <tc 

When  Moses  smote  the  water,  , 

The  children  all  passed  over. 
And  turned  back  Pharaoh's  army,  4c. 

When  Pharaoh  crossed  the  water. 

The  waters  closed  together. 
And  drowned  the  Pharaoh's  army,  &c 


►♦♦♦-I 


The  Smile  That  Plays  on  Woman's  Cheek. 

The  smile  that  plays  on  woman's  cheek,  t'       ; 

The  sigh  which  breaks  her  rest. 
Though  bright  or  sad,  but  ill  bespeak 

The  feelings  of  her  breast : 
They  may  some  aitxious  thoughts  impart, 

But  those  who've  most  relied, 
Know  not  the  love  of  woman's  heaiV-  ;  :>  .  7 

Until  that  heart  be  tried.  .  ;         : 

There  may,  in  her  uncertain  smile,      : ,  '•■'; ;    , 

Some  token  be  of  grief. 
Some  impulse  which  may,  for  awhile,  ; 

In  sorrow  seek  relief  : . 
But  those  who  most  have  watched  the  palt 

Potrayed  by  hope  or  pride,  . 
Know  least  the  love  of  woman's  heart. 

Until  that  heart  be  tried. 


Hunting  the  Fox  and  the  Hare. 

The  snn  it  now  cheers  the  gay  fields  with  its  beams, 
Each  meadow  around  how  delightful  it  seems. 
While  sweetly  each  neighboring  hill  it  reeounds 
Again  with  the  echoing  cry  of  the  hounds- 
No  pleasure  on  earth  can  compare 
With  hunting  the  fox  or  the  hare.  '    :; 

The  fond  doating  husband  may  boast  bis  '•  '• 

'  wife's  charms, 
And  pan  the  whole  morning  away  in  her  arms-: 
The  charms  of  the  mind,  or  a  beautiful  face 
Most  presently  yield  to  the  ckirmp  of  the  cboM. 

No  plt-asurt-  on  earth  can  compare     'J  —"  . 

With  hunting  the  fox  and  the  hare.    '*"' 


The  Merry  Mountain  Horn. 

Ten,  I  will  leave  the  Imttle  field. 

And  seek  again  my  native  laud  ; 
ril  cast  aside  my  sixiir  and  shield, 

And  join  the  merry  mooutain  band.   ' 
To  roam  o'er  hill  and  valley  green 

I  gaily  rise  at  early  dawn,  " , '    ■  ■ 

And  listen  to  the  echo  wild 

Of  the  merry  mountain  horn.       .  "^ ; ':  - 

I  love  to  watch  the  rising  sun. 

That  gaily  gilds  the  mountain  brow,  sJ,,;.; 
I  love  my  home  when  toil  is  done 

.\ud  Kmiles  that  greet  my  quick  retorn. 
To  roain  o'er  hill  iind  valley  green 

I  gaily  rise  at  early  dawn. 
And  listen  to  the  echo  wild 

Of  the  merrv  mountain  horn. 


Old  Adam  was  Father  of  All. 


•■«.-■■ 


•f    I 


What  a  wonderful  world  we  are  in  to  be  sure — 

What  a  babel  of  bustle  and  strife  ! 
Aod,  ah  !  what  a  burden  some  have  to  endure, 

As  they  journey  the  roigh  roiid  of  life — 
The  strongest  may  push  to  a  prosfxirous  end. 

While  the  weak  and  imsteady  may  fall. 
But  no  matter,  my  friend,  how  we  fiuisjh,  depend 

Old  Adam  was  father  of  alL 

.■...;  Chorus.  .■...■■■',.';.:■ 

Then  nev^r  despair,  though  ye  have  not  a  6hare 

Of  riches  that  round  you  may  fall. 
But  b«  to  each  other  like  sister  and  brother — 

For,  Adam  was  father  of  all. 

One  man  may  be  lucky  and  rolling  in  wealth, 

being  born  to  his  ancestors'  gains. 
While  another  may  only  have  honor  and  wealth, 

And  a  cranium  crammed  full  of  brains  :  ' 

But  health  isn't  bouKht,  uor  is  happiuuss  sold — 

So  a  man  sljouldu't  merit  despise  : 
For,  a  sorrow  may  come  to  the  lordliest  home. 

And  a  joy  for  the  lowly  may  rise.  Chorus. 

No  wonder  that  some  men  are  bom  to  command, 

While  others  seem  bom  to  obey— 
For,  one  man  will  hold  all  he  earns  to  his  hand. 

And  another  will  cast  it  away  : 
But  make  the  best  use  of  your  talents  and  time, 

And  fortune  may  give  you  a  call  : 
For,  despite  of  our  creed,  we  are  all  of  a  breed, 

AJid  Adf-m  was  lather  of  all.  Chora-v 


The  Big  Aquarium. 

Written,  composed  and  auug  by  Sam  Devere. 


I  stopped  in  the  big  Aquarium,  .;.  . 

Not  very  lt«ig  ago. 
To  see  the  bass  and  suckers. 

And  to  hear  the  white  whale  blow  : 
:  A  skate  and  a  flounder  making  love. 

And  they  shook  each  other's  fins  ; 
And  a  crab,  with  a  sunshade  over  his  head. 

Come  along  with  a  pair  of  twins. 

CaoBua      ...    7:--'  :',■    ,;.  ■ 
Oh  !  the  big  sea-lion  V  3  howled  and  gn»wled. 

And  thd  seal  beat  time  with  the  drum  : 
And  the  whale  he  swallowed  a  ton  of  eels. 

At  the  big  Aquarium. 

I  had  my  gal  along  with  me,     -V  " 

She's  purty,  but  she's  dark  ; 
And  when  she  laughed  and  opened  her  modth, 

I  thought  she'd  swallow  the  shark. 
The  lobster  smiled  and  sucked  his  thtunb. 

And  laid  as  still  as  death  ; 
When  the  turtle  winked  his  eye  at  Sol,    ' 

It  nearly  took  her  breath.    -  i-  « ,  - .       Choms. 

The  music  played  and  the  Bfnrgeon  danced. 

But  the  porpoise  clwtred  the  track  ; 
The  eel  he  tied  himself  in  A  knot,  -  .A 

And  the  crab  walked  on  his  baek  :      .'?: 
The  trout  and  the  catfish  danced  a  reel,  ?  •*      '. 

And  the  sea-lion  let  a  roar  ;  '■ 

'When  the  whale  got  up  and  blowed  his  nose, 

My  gal,  Sol,  bounced  oat  the  door.       Chorus. 


i,-. 


Daniel  Donohue. 

Written  by  Harry  Karnall.        Suui;  by  John  ReUley. 

I  guess  you  wonder  who  I  am. 

And  lijcewise  you  don't  oaiw  ;        •  ;*  ^  ' 
I  see  ye' re  looking  at  me—  '  "^^  "*■ 

What  the  divil  makes  you  stare  ? 
Ye'll  find  I'm  no  Italian, 

But  an  Irishmnu  bo  trne  — 
Fm  a  solid  man  where'er  I  go — 

I'm  Daniel 'Douohue. 
Choms  :    And  whin  t  work,  I  work,  me  boys. 
And  do  it  with  a  wilF  : 
V  And  whin  I'm  out  upon  a  spree, 

I  always  drink  my  fill. 
The  ladieR  oidl  ra«  dtirlin'. 

And  I  think  they  iman  it,  to(> ; 
The  handstmiost  man  ni  all  the  town 
Is  Danid  Douohue. 

I  wint  to  a  liall,  the  other  night. 

To  enjoy  myself  for  awhile, 
WTjin  a  fellow  struck  me  on  the  head  and  aays— 

"I  heax  that  you've  stnick  ile." 
I  quickly  turned  around  and  knocked 

Him  down  upon  the  floor. 
Whin  the  gang  saw  it  was  Douohne, 

They  all  ran  out  the  door.  Chonis. 


Paddy,  get  up  from  the  Fire 

Written  and  snog  by  C.  <>.  Hay  land. 


My  name,  do  you  see,  is  McGuire  :  an)**!! 

quickly  tell  to  yoii 
A  pretty  girl  I  admire,  named  Kate  O  D<>uohne. 
She  is  Jovely.  fat  and  rosy,  Ix-lieve  what  I  say, 
And  every  time  I  go  to  her  Uoutte,  hec  mother 

j  .  .,:;  ;  ji  V>  -:  will  joyfttUy  say-^ 

Cuuuuli.  ' 

Paddy,  get  up  from  the  fire  and  give  that  man  a  aeaX, 
You  see  it  is  Mr.  McGuire,  that's  courtiug  your 

sisttir  Rat4° 
You  koow  right  well  he'jj  got  a  fatm,  a  jittl^  way 

out  of  towni 
Get  up  out  of  that,  you  impudent  brut,  and  let  : 

Mr.  McGuii«sit  dowiS 

The  first  time  that  I  met  this  girl,  she  was 

dancing  tbe  tra-la-la-l^ 
And  although  I  was  a  new-comer,  she  was 

awfully  gone  on  me ; 
She  asked  if  I'd  dauc«  with  her  :  so  then  I  skipiied  away, 
And  as  soon  as  ever  I  entered  the  bouite, 
The  old  woman  did  joyfully  say—  Chorus.. 


I  Big  Ike  and  Little  Joe.'    - 

By  Harrigan.  Katie  by  Dopetato. 

Oh  !  please  put  on  your  gtasssR,  •'•'  '      " 

Graze  on  dese  lively  mnkes  :  ^,    ^  • 

We're  all  de  way  from  Arkansas^ .     }  '■'■ 

And  we  isn't  any  hoax.  '  ."'^  .;.    •-  '• 

We  was  toted  up  together,  ''    " 

And  wherever  we  do  go,  ; 

Just  understand,  -we're  hand  in  hand. 

Big  Ike  and  little  Joe. 
ChoroB  :    Big  Ike  and  little  Joe,  oh,  oh  I 
Big  Ike  and  little,  Joe. 

One  taller  dan  de  other,  .    •-  -i 

The  other  shorter  dan  de  rest  ; 
Now,  of  course,  we  isn't  bnidders, 

No  more  dan  a  hen's  nest 
Dar's  a  corresponding  feeling. 

When  dese  feet  we  loosely  throw  ; 
Make  no  mistakes  on  dese  two  cakes, 

Big  Ike  and  little  Joe.'  .,      Charm. 

When  we  get  di^pectible,      r 

And  get  on  our  ^auday  clothas,         t. 
Dem  nigs  through  tbe  town  go  aan  in  arm. 

Yee,  galavanting  goes — 
We  notice  no  other  niggfoii. 

Kase  wid  as  dey'se  far  below  : 
Par  excellence  we  is  oc  de  dauoe,  ' 

Big  Ike  and  little  Joe.  Cborw.^ 


s 


.  V.~  f  ^yi^.r^.^ittiV'- 
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Sailing  Down  the  Bay. 

Song  umI  Oborus.     Word*  and  Uatio  b;  J   P.  Skally. 

Oopyrlgbt    1670  by  the  Amerlean  Mode  Publlihlog  Co., 

The  Mntio  c>ii  b»  obtained  at  tb«  Moaio  Store  of 

Oeorge  £.  Fltliar    282  Onod  StrMt,  N.  Y. 

Price  SOcenU. 


Th«  tiky  is  bright,  the  air  is  dettx. 

While  down  the  stream  we  go  : 
The  "  Plymouth  Rock  "  is  full  of  cheer. 

Each  heart  forgets  its  woe  : 
The  boys  they  siug  their  joyful  songs. 

And  music  makes  ns  gay  : 
The  cooling  breezes  fan  oar  cheeks. 

While  aauiiiig  down  the  bay. 

"■'■       -''^  '■:    ■"'.■         ChoBUS. 

Down  the  bay,  down  the  bay, 

Down  to  the  beach  at  Bockaway ; 

We  leave  the  dock  on  the  gay  "  Plymouth  Rock," 

And  proudly  sail  away. 

Dowu  the  bay,  down  the  bay, 

Down  to  the  faieach  at  Rockaway  ; 

The  scene  is  bright,  and  hearts  are  light. 

While  sailing  dowu  the  bay. 

The  father  with  his  children  comes 

To  breathe  the  ocean  air  ; 
The  lover  brings  his  food  sweetheart. 

And  love's  delight  they  share. 
Above  the  snu  is  shiniuc;  bright : 

Below  the  wild  waves  play. 
And  sounds  of  laughter  fill  the  air. 

While  sailing  dowu  the  bay.  Chorus. 

The  chimes  are  ringing  joyfully, 

And  charm  the  listeuiug  ear  ; 
The  noisy  wheels  are  dashing  round,     ■ 

And  make  the  fonm  appear. 
We'll  soon  be  near  the  surging  surf. 

And  there  we'll  pass  the  day. 
And  sing  oar  song,  the  whole  day  long. 

Of  sailing  down  the  bay.  Chorus. 


00  and  pat  Your  Bonnet  on,  Betsy. 

Oh !  Betsy  Snowflake,  Betsy, 
I  love  you  all  day  long, 

1  love  you  in  the  summer  time. 
When  birds  are  full  of  song  : 

I  Inve  you  in  the  spring  time,  when 

The  buds  are  bunttiug  out  : 
In  autumn  and  in  winter,  when 

The  hailstoues  fly  about 

CHOBt«. 

Then  go  and  pnt  yonr  bonnet  on,  Betsy, 

I'm  waiting,  love,  for  you : 
So  go  and  put  yonr  bonnet  on,  Betsy  Snowflake, 

Oo  and  pat  your  bonnet  on,  do. 

Oh  !  Betsy  Snowflakr.  RweeteRt, 

The  m(x>u  shint-s  softly  now. 
While  softly  I  (iiut{  mmaisliiue,  love^ 

And  feel  I  duu't  know  how — 
The  little  stars,  up  in  the  sky. 

Are  watching  for  you,  dear. 
And  I  can  see  them  winking  there, 

AVhile  I  stand  blinking  here. 

Then  go  and  pot  your  bonnet  on,  &.e. 

Oh  !  Betsy  Snowflake,  dearest. 

How  can  you  be  so  shy  ? 
Ton  said  you'd  be  a  •'  little  while." 

You'd  meet  me  "by-and-by." 
Snrh  "little  wiles'*  are  bothering. 

Such  "  by-and-by's  "  a  crime. 
If  not  in  time  to  clasf)  your  waigt 

I'm  only  waistiu'  time. 

"Then  go  and  put  your  bonnet  on,  to. 

Oh  !  Betsy  Snowflake,  darling, 

I  want  t»  praas  your  lips. 
And  ask  yon  if  yoiur  Uncle  0«org« 

Will  leave  yon  all  his  chips : 
To  tell  you  that  I  love  you,  dear. 

To  hear  your  sweet  reply. 
And  fill  my  great  coat  pocket  up 

With  that  cold  rabbit  pi«. 

Tb«a  g»  «a4  put  your  bonnet  on,  ^      | 


It's  Snre  to  Fay  in  the  End. 

Air :    Poor,  but  •  Oentleman  still. 
Sung  b;  Tony  Pester. 


Some  hundreds  of  mottoes  to  you  have  been  sung, 

But  this  I  can  greatly  defend  : 
It-teaches  you  all  for  to  never  do  wrong, 

It  is  sure  for  to  pay  in  the  end. 
Wherever  you  be,  upon  land  or  on  sea, 

Unto  this  great  maxim  attend  — 
If  you'd  do  uuto  others  as  you'd  be  done  by, 

It  is  sore  for  to  pay  in  the  end. 

Choecs. 

ni  stand  by  my  motto  while  life  it  shall  last. 
And  the  true  workin^mau  FU  defend  ; 

Stiind  firm  by  the  anvil,  the  axe,  and  the  plough  ; 
It  is  sure  for  to  pay  iu  the  end. 

Let  the  nobleman  boa.st  of  his  wealth  and  his  uam^ 

Of  the  honors  his  ancestors  won  ; 
Let  the  genenil  who  gitins  iu  the  biittle  his  fame, 

Proclaim  the  great  deeds  he  has  done  ; 
Let  the  miser  count  over  hiH  thousands  in  gold. 

To  the  dollars  he's  saved  clowe  attend  ; 
I  would  mther  the  workingmiiu's  blesbiug  secnre, 

It  is  sure  for  to  pay  iu  the  end.  Chorus. 

Our  great  politicians  the  |)eople  do  cheat. 

Our  CougreHsmen  draw  their  bitck  (>ay. 
And  when  they  have  got  all  the  money  they  can. 

From  the  country  they  quick  run  away  ; 
But  the  laboring  man  is  our  safeguard  and  hope. 

The  nation  must  on  him  dt'peud  ; 
Though  his  troubles  are  gre«t  and  his  life  it  is  hard. 

It  it)  sure  for  to  pay  in  the  end.  Chorus. 

The  men  that  wear  broadcloth,  in  diamonds  doshine. 

And  i)Overty  hwk  at  with  scorn. 
They  hud  better  the  wa^en  of  fraud  quick  decline. 

Or,  better  by  far,  ne'er  be^n  born  ; 
"Tis  better  the  dry  loaf  of  poverty  eat. 

Where  a  dollar  well  earned  you  can  spend  ; 
Tis  better  no  one  in  this  world  try  tu  cheat. 

It  is  sure  for  to  pay  in  the  end.  Chorus. 


Uany  Can  Help  One. 

BuDg  by  Ti)Dgr  Pastor.    . 


Some  very  good  imrings  Fve  heard  in  ray  time, 

And  some  I  believe  to  be  true  ; 
The  one  I  will  mention  t<vnight  in  my  song 

Is  oue  that  is  well  kuowa  to  you  ; 
If  you  meet  a  man  who  is  down  in  the  world, 

And  assistance  you  can't  give  him  any. 
Remember  that  many  con  always  help  one, 

AY  here  one  cannot  alwajis  help  many. 

Chorus. 

Then  give  what  you  can  to  those  in  distreas. 

Let  it  be  a  dime  or  a  penny  : 
For,  many  can  help  one,  Fve  heard  people  say, 

Where  oue  cannot  always  help  many. 

How  often  a  trifle  wotild  save  a  man's  life 

When  he  is  near  dying  from  want- 
He's  tried  to  live  honest  all  throngh  his  lifetime. 

But  fiuds  in  the  end  that  he  can't ; 
At  last  he  is  tempted  to  steal  or  to  starve. 

His  rich  friends  they  all  pass  him  by. 
They  heed  not  his  wishes,  they  care  not  his  wants. 

He's  left  like  a  dog  there  to  die.  Chorus. 

A  man  may  be  wealthy  one  end  of  the  year. 

The  next  one  be  wretched  and  poor  ; 
He's  struggled  his  hardest  to  keep  himself  up. 

But  has  sunk  do«  n  to  poverty's  door  ; 
Such  men  aa  theee  deserve  your  support : 

So  give  it  to  them  who  most  need  : 
For,  those  who've  experienced  poverty  know 

'TIS  a  very  hard  battle  indeed.  Chorus. 

I  hope  what  I're  mentioned  to-night  in  my  song, 

That  nothing  I've  said  out  of  place  ; 
A  man  may  be  poor,  but  still  honest  be  : 

For,  poverty,  'tis  no  disRmce— 
Then  give  what  yon  can  with  a  generons  heart. 

No  knowing  when  the  tide  it  may  turn  ; 
Jost  give  him  a  chanoe  to  rise  np  in  the  world, 

AnH  yoox  ViTi.<nf«i.e  ha's  sura  to  rotoin.     Choms. 


The  Man  in  the  Moon  is  Looking. 

Sung  by  OeorKA  Leybouriie. 


You  all  know  what  that  feeling  ia 

When,  at  some  quiet  spot 
All  around  you  may  be  ice, 

But  the  love's  burning  hot : 
Of  course,  her  band  so  tight  you  squeeze, 

As  you  both  gaze  afar, 
Y'es.  while  the  moon  is  laughing  at  you. 

Knowing  what  fools  you  are. 

Spoken  :  When  you're  in  love — and  sitting  upon 
some  romantic  cliff— by  the  light  of  the  moon  you 
gate  in  the  girl's  face--  and  imagine  how  much  powder 
and  rouge  she  has  l)een  putting  on — and  she's  think- 
ing at  tlie  same  time  what  expressive  eyes—  how  his 
nose  turns  up— and  I  think  I  should  love  him  a  little 
more  if  it  was  a  Roman — and  the  moon  is  winking 
ut  you  and  seems  to  say — 

Chobus. 

The  man  in  the  moon  is  looking,  love. 
He's  winking,  love,  he's  blinking,  love  : 

And  each  little  star  can  tell  where  you  are : 
The  man  in  the  moon  is  looking. 

The  other  night,  on  Dover  clifB^ 

A  girl  sat  there  with  me  : 
The  moon  above  kept  peeping  out. 

With  look  of  naughty  glee. 
I  whispered  tales  of  love  and  said — 

•*  Don't  be  a  timid,  miss,  '      ; 

But  while  the  moon's  behind  a  cloud. 

Just  oue  sweet  httle  kiss." 

Spoken  :  Not  now— dont  you  see  the  man  ?— 
what  man?— why,  the  man  in  the  moon,  he's  laugh- 
ing at  us — but  just  one  dear  —  No,  no — 

The  man  iu  the  moon,  ie. 

As  we  sat  gazing  at  the  moon. 

Like  spoony  lovers  do. 
My  arm,  of  course,  was  round  her  waist. 

Nigh  squeezing  her  in  two : 
I  heard  the  moon  sny  to  the  stars — 

"  That  pair  I'll  go  and  wed," 
And  as  the  moon  came  from  above, 

I  rolled  clean  out  of  bed. 

Spoken  :  It  was  a  dream— I  was  not  on  Dovf-r 
Cliffs  sitting  with  a  girl  by  moonlight,  I  was  iu  bf<l 
at  Brixton  with  a  rushlight  shining  upon  me— and 
dreaming  it  was  the  moon — and  my  darling  Matilda 
boying —  The  man  iu  the  moon,  Ac. 


They  are  all  Getting  Married  bat  Me. 

SuDg  by  Tuny  Peetor. 


Behold  in  this  mortal  a  poor  single  man. 

Who  wanders  about  all  the  day. 
No  one  in  this  world  cares  a  jot  about  me. 

As  long  as  my  lodgings  I  pay  ; 
I  always  was  shy,  and  often  would  cry 

If  any  young  girl  winked  at  me  ; 
But,  to  tell  you  the  truth,  all  the  friends  of  my  youth. 

They  are  all  getting  married  but  me. 

t-.  Chobus.  ';■ ';■/:■"'. 

The  birdies  that  fly,  the  piijs  in  the  sty. 

The  fishes  that  swim  iu  the  sea. 
The  mice  and  rats,  the  dogs  and  the  cats. 

They  are  all  getting  married  but  me. 

Oh  !  it  m.^kee  me  feel  awful  when  I  look  around, 

And  think  of  the  da3r8  that  are  gone  ; 
I  see  my  old  "  pals  "  walking  out  with  their  girla,        ; 

While  here  I  must  wander  alone. 
I  often  have  a  doubt  and  want  to  find  out 

Whatever  the  matter  can  be  ; 
The  haddocks  and  whales,  the  frogs  and  the  snails. 

They  are  all  getting  married  but  me.       Chorus. 

There  is  only  one  thing  in  this  world  I  can  do, 

That  is,  for  to  cross  the  wide  sea. 
Join  Brigham  Yoting,  and  a  Mormon  become. 

Then,  perhaps,  much  more  happy  111  be ; 
But  it  seems  very  queer  that  there  is  no  girl  now  here, 

I  fancy  they  could  take  to  me  ; 
The  sparrows  and  wrens,  the  cocks  and  the  hens. 

They  are  all  getting  married  but  me.       Chorus. 


:i 
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Coaching  to  Pelham. 

Wordi  by  W.  A.  Ariintrong  Miiiic  by  Cliarle*  E.  Pr»tt. 

Copyright.  1876   l<y  the  Americsn  MniicPnblliblugCo., 

The  MoBlc  c»ti  be  obtalDed  at  tbe  Uaaic  Store  of 
George  £    Fisher    28-J  Or»Dd  Street.   M.  Y. 
^  Price  SOceuts. 

Jnmp  on  board  uow,  one  and  all,    ' 

Take  the  coach  for  Pelham  : 
Hark  !  the  bugler  sounds  the  call — 

"  All  aboard  for  Pelham  !" 
Good-bye,  Brunswick,  here  we  go, 

liockiug  ou  to  Pelham, 
Up  and  down,  and  to  and  fro,  ^ 

Ou  the  coach  for  Pelham.  j  ' 

Chorus  :    On  the  coach  for  Pelham, 

Hear  the  loug  horu  blowing  ; 
Dashing  ou  for  Pelham, 

Bless  me  !  how  we're  going ! 
Sound  the  horn  "yo-ho!"  again. 

Snap  the  whip  now,  Colonel  Kane ! 
Give  the  "  fonr-in-hand  "  full  rein, 
Be  ou  time  at  Pelham. 


Kobby  gents,  in  seats  on  top. 

Coaching  it  to  Pelham, 
Always  ready  for  a  stop 

On  the  way  to  Pelham. 
Lovely  ladies  dressed  so  neat, 

Taking  coach  to  Pelham, 
Chatting  over  such  a  treat 

As  a  ride  to  Pelham. 


. 


Ohoru6. 


Oh  !  it  is  a  charming  sight 

From  the  coach  for  Pelham  ! 
Joyful  times  uud  prospects  bright. 

As  we  drive  to  Pelham. 
Over  bridge  and  hill  and  dale 

Speeding  on  for  Pelham, 
See  !  the  town  at  last  we  hail, 

Just  ou  tijue  at  Pelham. 


Keep  a  Oood'lHeart. 


Chorus. 


Word*  by  Harry  Huuter. 


Mosic  by  BriDkworth. 


I'm  one  of  those  fellows  who  seldom  are  sad,    ^ 

Bat  like  to  be  happy  and  gay  ; 
For,  many  a  good  miiu  has  gone  to  the  bad, 

Because  he  met  trouble  half  way. 
So  if  I'm  not  lucky,  I'm  plucky. 

And  that  I  find  a  more  lasting  friend — 
For,  your  luck  you  may  lose,  but  your  pluck, 

if  you  choose, 

Will  keep  itself  good  to  the  end. 

Chobtts. 

Then  keep  a  good  heart,  and  you'll  have  a  good  start 

Of  those  who  weep  and  sigh  : 
For,  to  keep  a  good  heart  is  a  brave  man's  part — 

So  "never  say  die,"  bat  "try." 

Some  men  will  be  poor,  and  be  jolly,  too. 

While  others -with  riches  will  piue  ; 
So  which  are  the  richer  by  far  of  the  two 

Is  not  very  hard  to  divine. 
Though  "  keep  up  your  courage  "  is  common, 

perhaps, 

Tis  not  very  far  from  the  trutli  : 
For.  you  can't  make  a  man  out  ot  one  of  those  chaps, 

Who  lets  his  heart  fail  in  his  youth.        Chorus. 

The  hill  we've  to  climb  we  must  climb  in  our  prime, 

Or  else  we  shan't  do  it  at  all  ; 
For,  there's  an  old  gentleman,  called  Fiither  Time, 

Will  give  the  go-by  to  us  all  ; 
So  let  us  be  happy,  as  loug  as  we  may, 

Uutil  we  have  troubles,  and  theu 
Let  us  meet  them,  aud  beat  them,  completely 

defeat  them. 

And  conqner  like  resolute  men.  Chorus. 

Then  never  give  way,  nor  put  off  for  a  day 

A  task  you  once  have  b^un  ; 
Bnt  work  with  a  will,  and  don't  leave  it  until 

Yon  find  that  your  object  is  won  ; 
For,  Providence  watches  yi'ur  struggles,  and  knows 

Yoar  heart  has  been  brave  in  the  fight ; 
.Vnd  you'll  finrl  from  the  Hntijmn  of  life  to  the  close 

Your  days  will  be  peocefulaud  bright     Chorus. 


lt'»  the  Custom  of  the  Country. 

Sang  by  Ton.v  Pa«tor. 


My  name's  not  Smith,  nor  Brown  nor  Jones ; 

Tell  that  much  I  dou't  uiiud  ; 
And  as  for  my  address,  p'r'aps  some 

Would  much  like  that  to  find. 
Some  "  dadn  "  leave  houHes  to  their  sons  ; 

Mine  ne'er  left  me  a  brick. 
And  so,  just  like  my  watch,  by  Jove, 

I  always  go  ou  "  tick." 
Choros :    It's  the  custom  of  the  country. 
It's  the  custom  of  the  country. 
It's  the  custom  of  the  country, 
Aud  a  very  good  custom,  toa       - 

Somehow  I  always  can  get  ou 

The  right  side  of  the  girls  ;  :    > 

For,  flattery  is  to  them  often 

Sweeter  far  than  pearls. 
Of  course  I  don't  mean  anything. 

But  flirt  with  all  I  can  ; 
They  say  I'm  awful  wicked,  and 

A  naughty,  sad  youug  man. 

I'm  looking  for  a  wife,  but  she 

Must  have  a  pile  of  cash  ; 
She  can  play  at  housekeeping, 

While  I  can  cut  a  dash  ; 
While  she  lets  me  do  as  I  please, 

We're  certain  to  agree : 
So,  if  there's  one  that's  up  to  that. 

Let  her  apply  to  me. 

The  Water-MiU. 

'    '  A  Poem  recited  by  Out  Williama. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Listen  to  the  water-mill,  all  the  livelong  day. 

How  the  creaking  of  the  wheel  wears  the  hours  away — 

Languidly  the  water  glides—  ceaseless  on  and  still — 

Never  coming  back  again  to  that  water-mill ; 

And  the  proverb  hauuts  my  mind,  as  the  spell  is  cast — 

The  mill  will  never  grind  agiun  with  the  water 

that  hasptassed. 

Take  the  lesson  to  yourself,  loving  hearts  and  tnie  ; 
Golden  years  are  passing  by,  youth  is  passiug,  too  ; 
Try  to  make  tbe  most  of  life,  lone  no  honest  way. 
All  that  you  can  call  your  own  lies  iu  this— to-day. 
Power,  intellect  aud  strenjith  may  not,  cannot  last — 
The  mill  will  uever  grind  again  with  the  water 

that  has  passed. 

Oh !  the  wasted  hours  of  life  that'have  fleeted  by. 
Oh  !  the  good  we  mi^ht  have  doue,  lost  without  a  sigh — 
Love  that  once  we  might  have  saved  with  but  a 

single  word. 
Thoughts  conceived,  bat  not  expressed — 

perishing  unheard. 
Take  the  lesson  to  your  heart,  take,  oh  !  hold  it  last. 
The  mill  will  never  grind  again  with  the  water 

that  has  passed. 


Down  in  the  Quiet,  Shady  Lane. 

By  Wm.  Beekman. 


Oh!  down  in  the  quiet,  shady  lane, 

Where  the  purple  violets  bloom,  ■ 

And  the  primrose  grows  in  wild  delight,      .     ' 

Sendidg  forth  sweet  perfume : 
While  the  gay  lark  was  singing 

Sweet  music  in  the  air,  - 

I  there  beheld  my  charmer. 

The  fairest  of  the  fair. 

CHORrs. 
Oh !  she's  always  there  to  meet  me —    (Sym. ) 
And  with  loving  words  she  greets  me—    (Sym. ) 
You  may  talk  about  yotir  beauties 

That  are  sweeter  than  the  rose —     ,  '  .-.  ■  ^-  :  •"' 
This  girl  I  love,  she  rivals  all — 

The  fairest  flower  that  grows.  (Dance.) 

While  the  little  stars  were  twinkling 

In  the  radiant  sky  above,  ,  ;  /  .';^ 

We  whispered  to  each  other 

The  sweetest  tales  of  love  : 
As  the  night-birds  sang  their  songa, 

Which  echoed  through  the  vine, 
My  little  charmer  promised 

Fwever  to  be  mine.  Cboras. 


Kiss  Me  Again. 


Worda  aod  Mnaic  by  Joseph  P  8kelly. 
,        Buug  by  Jennie  Mortjan 

CopyrlRbt    1677.  b.r  E   H   HanlltiR.        The  Miiilr  o»n  be 
had  ofE.  H.  Harding.  No   i'ia  Uowrry.    Price  10  eta 


I  have  a  darting  whom  I  adore  : 
When  he  is  near,  I  am  sighing;  no  more  ; 
Lone  are  the  hours  when  we  are  apart. 
Fondly  his  image  now  dwells  iu  my  heart. 
Sweet  hours  of  gladuess  we  pass  side  by  side. 
Waiting  the  day  when  I'll  be  his  bride'; 
Dearly  he  loves  me,  but  never  in  vain. 
Soon  he  is  coming  to  kiss  me  again. 

Chobi'8. 
Kiss  me  again  and  say  that  j'ou  love  me. 
Ever  my  darling  remain  : 
Kiss  me  again,  aud  if  I  complain. 
Say  that  you  love  me  and  kiss  me  again. 

Sweet  is  the  kiss  that  lovers  can  share. 
How  it  will  cheer  you  and  banish  all  cate  - 
Never  refuse  one,  uever  be  shy. 
Don't  be  too  bashful  aud  scrwim  out  "Oh,  my  !" 
Kisses  are  plenty  aud  kisses  are  «weet  - 
^Vhen  you  take  one,  the  dose  you'll  repmt ; 
If  with  your  loved  one  you'd  alwHys  remain. 
Come  to  his  side  aud  bay—"  kiss  me  again  !" 

Kiss  me  again,  Ac. 


Her  Jolly  Old  Dad  was  an  Auctioneer. 


Bang  by  Tony  Paator. 


m  willingly  lay  ten  to  one,  and  put  the  money  down. 
That  there  is  not  a  happier  man  than  I  in  all  the  town  ; 
I'm  half  inclined  to  treat  you  all  to  the  b«it' 

cigarx  and  wine : 
For,  such  a  charming  little  dear  has  cousenitd 

to  bemin& 

.'■'■ '.'  ■■.'■.     'I  Chorus.        .; 

She  was  so  charming  and  no  fair,     .... 
Light-blue  eyes  aud  goldeu  hair  ; 
The  light  of  my  eyes  is  Nelly  dear, 
Aud  her  jolly  old  dad  was  an  aucliouoer. 

When  first  I  saw  sweet  Nelly,  'twas  at  a  ball  one  night ; 
She  nearly  drove  me  silly,  looking,  oh !  so  fair  | 

ami  briKbt— 
We  had  a  waltz  together,  and  after  that,  you  know,      ' 
I  stole  a  kiss  from  Nelly  uuderueath  the  mistletoe. 
J        ,      She  was  so  churmiug,  Ac. 

I  rushed  one  fine  morning  to  her  dad,  the  auctioneer  ; 
Says  I—"  I'll  make  you  an  ofier  for  the  hand  of 

your  daughter  riear ; 
As  Fm  the  only  bidder,  please  knock  the  lot 

down  to  me." 
"  Goii^ !  goin^ !  gone  !"  he  cried  ;  "  that  lot 

I  is  yours,"  said  he.    i 

She  was  so  charming,  Ac 


-.♦*-. 


At  the  Rudng  of  the  Moon. 

Sting  by  tlie  Rlrhniond  BiBtera. 


I  know  a  little  Colleen, 

I  dearly  love  her  well. 

And  often,  in  the  twilight, 

I  meet  her  in  the  dell : 

She's  fairer  than  the  starlight^  '        ■ 

I'm  going  to  see  her  soon. 

She  promised  here  to  meet  me, 

At  the  rising  of  the  moon. 
Cbobus. 
For,  her  voice  is  soft  and  light —     (Break.) 
Her  golden  hair,  in  ringlets  bright-—     (Break.) 
And  while  I'm  waiting  for  her, 
I'll  sing  a  merry  tune  ; 
She  promiaed  here  to  meet  me. 
At  the  rising  of  the  moon.  (Dance. ) 

The  ring  is  bought,  the  day  is  named. 

The  knot  will  soon  be  tied. 

And,  ere  another  week  is  past^  • 

I'll  make  my  love  a  bride  ;  -   . 

We'll  get  old  Dan  the  pipw       ;.  - .. 

His  marry  pipes  to  time. 

And  we'll  dance  away  the  evening. 

At  the  riaiag  of  the  moon.  Cbonia. 


::iv--^.| 
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George's  Old  Coat. 

*'  It'M  eu<>(i}{b  that  it's  lo>t,  without  wiistiag  time 
to  expluiu  how." 

Ail  tiii^u  of  hope  faded  from  the  irauk,  young 
face  of  George  Slirliuf{,  U8  he  met  the  isterii  Itxik 
with  which  Jabez  North  accompauied  the  words. 

Three  yeam  had  j)aH8ed  Kince  Georjje  weut  to 
Keek  hi8  fortuue  iu  a  fur  couutry.  He  had  Ntru>{^'led 
hard  ;  for,  his  eye  van  fixed  ou  a  richer  prize  thau 
fortune,  the  haud  of  EUeu  North. 

"  When  yon  coiue  prepared  to  offer  my  daughter 
a  befitting  home,  it  will  be  timeeiioufjli  tocouMider 
your  projHJsal,"  was  the  answer  Juliez  North  had 
given,  three  years  before,  to  Gt  or^e's  offer  to  be- 
come his  sou-iu-hiw  ;  and  that  wiis  the  reason 
George  had  gone  away  to  seek  hw  fortuue. 

For  three  years  he  toiled.  Success  crowned  his 
effiirts.  With  a  joyous  heart  he  turned  his  tiice 
homeward  :  for,  he  felt  iioniisyiviiig  lest  Ellen,  in 
his  absence,  mii;ht  have  forgotten  their  plit,'hfed 
troth.  But  a  cruel  nnschunce  strip{H'd  him  of  all 
his  wealth,  and  when  he  would  have  told  the  story 
of  his  loss,  and  appealed  to  Jul>ez  North's  kindlier 
nature,  he  wiis  silenced  by  the  words  which  be^'an 
our  story. 

For  a  moment  George's  couri\ge  wnvered.  His 
head  dr(K)p*>d  as  he  turned  to  go.  But  soon  it  be- 
came erect  agiiiu,  and  he  Nsalked  on  with  Lis  firiu 
tuid  mauly  step. 

"  I'll  win  her  yet  I"  he  seid,  directing  his  course 
to  the  railwiiy  station,  without  turniug  once  to  look 
back. 

lu  the  great  city  whither  he  repaired  in  the  hope 
that,  among  so  jnuny  chauutls  U-udiug  to  fortune, 
he  might  strike  one  through  which  to  retrive  his 
own,  he  was  disapiM)inteiI  to  find  eadi  tilled  with  a 
struggling  throng,  leaving  little  rcHMn  for  fresh  com- 
I^titorii. 

For  many  mouths  it  wns  with  George  a  hard 
struggle  tor  existence.  Winter  was  setting  in,  and 
he  must  have  a  thicker  coat.  A  new  one  was  out 
of  the  (juestiivn  ;  so  entering  one  of  those  diugy 
streets  where  seedy  customers  are  <laily  seen 
cheiijtening  garlueuts,  which,  like  tlieuiselves,  have 
seen  better  days  he  stopiie<l  l)efore  a  shop  whose 
proj)rictor  and  the  choicest  of  his  stock  were .uu  ex- 
hibition at  the  do«)r. 

"Whiit  do  you  ask  for  this?"  inquired  George, 
taking  betweeu  his  thumb  and  finger  an  overcoat 
a  little  less  the  worse  for  wear  than  meet  uf  its 
fellows. 

"  Yoost  lixik  at  dftt  coat ! '  gushed  the  dealer, 
who  had  no  intention  to  commit  himself  so  suddenly. 

George  did  look,   aud  at  the  same  time  uu  uu- 
,  accountable  expression  flashed  over  his  features. 

"It's  pesser  as  new,"  couliuued  the  other  ;  "  uad 
yoost  feel !— vy,  it's  patted  uu  inch  dick  !" 

George's  hands  trembled  us  he  followed  the  di- 
rection, and  miuipuluted  the  thick  i>addiug  be- 
neath the  lining. 

*'  Well,  what's  the  price?" 
'    "There  was  a  touch  of  eagerness  in  the  young 
roan's   tone   which   would    have    consitlendjy  em- 
hauced  the  sum  to  be  demanded  hail  the  old  dealer's 
ears  lieeu  quicker. 

"  Yoost  dry  how  he  feets,"  parried  the  wily 
clother. 

The  garment  was  tried  on,  and  the  old  German 
Jew  went  into  ecstasies.  In  vain  efforts  to  express 
his  admiration,  he  poured  out  a  torrent  ot  gntturtls 
which  seemed  to  come  from  the  very  bottom  of  bis 
being. 

"  Py  Colly !"  he  crie<i.  "  ven  yon  peen  pom  in 
dat  coat  he  no  feet  you  pesser !" 

"  Well,  well,  how  much  ?" 

"Veil,  pein' it's " 

"  Come,  the  price  ?" 

"  Yoost  dink  how  he  feets  !" 

"  The  price,  I  say?" 

The  Jew  approached  bis  lips  to  the  young  man's 
ear. 

"  You  von't  go  pbippin'  about  dat  I  sells  him  so 
sheep.   Till  you  ?" 

"No." 

"Veil,"  he  whispered,  looking  about  as  cautiously 
as  if  every  cast-ofl!  vestment  in  the  shop  had  ears, 
"  ve'll  say  a  pound.' 

"Here's  the  motiey,"  said  Walter,  handing  it 
over  and  vralking  oflf  with  his  purchase.  wl\il.>  tlie 
Jew  tore  his  hair,  and  called  himself  "a  great  t>)Ol," 
for  not  asking  twice  as  moob. 


Hard  times  came,  aud  Jabez  North  found  him- 
self unable  to  meet  the  rent  for  his  farm.  It  was 
owned  by  one  Isaac  Grill,  aud  had  he  been  askcil, 
"  What  do  the  Scriptures  principally  teach  ?"  his 
answer  would  have  been.    "Pay   me   what   thoa 

OWPst " 

Mr.  North  tried  in  tain  to  borrow  the  money. 
Thou  he  sought  to  make  terms  with  his  creditor, 
but  Isaac  would  listen  to  none— none  bat  such  aa 
mudt!  proud  old  Jabez's  blood  tingle. 

"Ciive  me  your  daughter  to  wife,"  said  Isaac, 
"aud  I'll  live  iu  the  place  myself,  aud  allow  you  a 
home  in  it  for  the  remainder  of  your  days." 

Jabez  North  would  have  sacrificed  his  daughter 
relentlessly  at  the  behest  of  what  he  deemed 
his  duty.  Ho  would  have  sacrificetl  himself  and 
her  sooner  thau  have  seen  her  the  wife  of  Isi^u: 
Grill. 

"  Leave  this  house,"  be  cried,  with  anger  bhiziug 
iu  his  face,  when  Isaiic  came  with  his  insulting 
ott'i-r  ;  "  while  it  is  still  mine,  you  shall  not  profane 
It  with  your  j)re8ence  !'' 

I'lt  will  not  be  yours  long,"  growled  Isaac,  as  he 
slunk  across  the  threshold. 

The  rent  remuinetl  unpaid,  and  the  farmer's 
effects  were  advertised  to  be  soUl. 

Ou  the  day  ap{H>iuled,  among  the  first  to  come 
was  Isiiac  Grill.  He  hud  two  aims  to  satisfy—  to 
get  his  owu,  and  puuish  the  pride  of  Jabez  North. 
He  counted  ou  buying  the  effects  ou  his  owu  terms  : 
for,  he  knew  uf  none  prejtared  to  contest  his  bid. 

The  auctioneer  t(K)k  his  place,  hummer  iu  hind, 
and  was  iM-ginuing  to  reail  off  a  discriptiou  of  the 
projH-rfy,  when  a  young  man  in  a  seedy  coat  stepped 
torwunl. 

"This  cannot  go  ou,"  he  said. 

"  1  il  like  to  know  who's  a  goin'  to  stop  it  ?"  re- 
torted Isaac  Grill. 

"I  will." 

"How?" 

"  By  pftyinij  you  off  !"  replied  the  young  man, 
proci'eiling  to  pull  off  his  coat. 

tteorge  Stirling  —  for,  none  other  was  the  youth 
who  replied  to  Isuac  -quietly  took  out  his  pocket- 
knife,  and  ripping  open  the  lining  of  hiscoat,  drew 
forth  a  pile  of  bank-notes  which  fairly  made  Isaac 
Grill's  eyes  water. 

"What's  the  amount  of  yoiu  claim?"  George 
asked  hiiu.  < 

He  named  it. 

'•  Here  it  is  :  pleasi  give  me  a  receipt." 

The  rei'eipt  was  executed.  The  young  man 
placed  it  iu  his  pH;ket,  put  ou  his  coat,  and  went 
his  way. 

Julxz  North  and  Ellen  were  iu  the  midst  of 
sorrowful  prepaiutiou  to  leave  their  home  when 
Georn"  Stirling  euter»'il  it. 

"  Toil  find  us  at  sitd  work,  Cteorge,"  said  the  old 
man,  when  the  three  Lad  exchuugeil  greetings. 

"  I've  come  to  stop  it,"  George  replied. 

The  old  man  sh(K>k  his  head  luoumfully,  wLilea 
gleam  of  uudeflued  hojw  lit  up  Ellen's  face. 

"  L*'t  me  fiuiuU  the  story  I  wanted  to  tell  yon 
when  last  we  met,"  said  (ieorge,  turning  to  Ellen's 
father.  "  The  money  I  was  thr«e  years  earning,;  I 
had.  for  greater  safety  on  my  journey  home,  seweil 
under  the  lining  of  my  overcoat.  In  a  careless 
momeut  the  coat  was  either  lost  or  stolen." 

"  It  WHS  wrong  not  to  hear  you  out,  Greorge,  and 
give  you  my  syuiiiatby."  said  Jabez. 

"  It  will  come  as  well  now,"  cried  George  ;  "for, 
two  days  ago  I  stumbled  on  the  coat  in  a  second- 
hand clothing-shop.  By  good  luck,  none  of  thotie 
through  whose  hands  it  (>assed  had  discovered  that 
it  was  padded  with  Itauk-notes— so  there  was  my 
money  all  safe  !  Isaac  (Jrill's  rent  is  iwiid-  there's 
the  receipt-  and  this  house  remains  the  home  of 
you  aud  Ellen." 

Need  we  add  that  ere  long  it  became  that  of 
George,  too? 


I 


Life's  Changes. 


How  many  to-night,  through  the  length  and  breadth 
of  our  crowded  city,  are  vainly  cliuging  to  the  life 
which  is  fast  ebbing  away  !  and  bow  many  more, 
soul-sick  of  deceit  and  treachery,  and  injustice, 
finding  no  resting-place  for  a  weary  over-tired  heart, 
shrinking  fn.m  a  hopeleflH  future— stung  with  sor- 
rowftil  memories  of  the  past — would  gladly  change 
places  with  them,  and  Sleep  their  last  sleep  !  He  who 
made  the  heart,  alone  knowetb  its  bitterness  when 
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thus  turned  back  upon  itself.     He  only  knowetb, 

who  counteth  our  tears,  how  hard  it  is  with  suchau 

.  experience  not  to  turn,  distrustlul,  a»n>   tiom  our 

if  kind  -He  ouly  knowetb  how  dark  even  the  bright 

heaven  may  be,  when  such  clouds  roll  betweeu. 


The  way  my  Father  Raised  Me : 

OB    it's  VEKX  AWKW.VJU). 


When  1  was  quice  a  little  chap,  '■ 

V       I  heard  my  father  praised,  ■     ) 

\     Because  folks  said  his  family. 
Had  been  so  lucely  railed. 
Twas  true     but  there's  a  difference  in 

The  way  these  things  are  put :  .  \  ■ 

For,  I  can  recollect  the  way 
He  raised  me  with  his  foot  ■' 

Spoken  :  Yes,  father  used  to  come  iuto  my  bed- 
room aud  say  -"  Now  theu  !  you  lazy  young  scamp, 
get  up  !  can't  you  see  the  sun  shining?"  I  said— 
"Yes,  but  he's  ouly  got  to  shine  himself  he  hasn't 
got  to  shine  five  pairs  of  boots,"  aud  theu  father  would 
niiao  me  again,  if  I  didn't  dear  out  :  aud  that  was 
very  awkward-  but  I've  found  out  since  that  that's 
not  the  ouly  thing  that's  awkward— for  instance — 

It's  awkward  when  you  lose  your  hat, 

And  raise  a  storm  of  chaff  : 

It's  awkward  when  you  tell  a  joke  ; 

And  cannot  mise  a  Liugh  :  j 

It's  awkward  when  the  landlord  writ«^  j 

And  says  he'll  raise  the  rent :  ] 

It's  awkwanl  wheu,  at  quarter  day,  I 

You  cannot  raiue  a  cent  '  | 

I  went  to  school,  and  father  said  —  i 

"  Your  temper  you  must  guard,  .  , 

And  never  hit  a  little  boy,  •  -| 

Unless  you  hit  him  bard. 
And  when  you  meet  a  bigger  boy. 

Remember  what  is  right 
And  mind  yoiksixy,  your  father  says — 

It's  wickedness  to  fight" 

Spoken  :  Yes,  father  said— "don't  yon  be  a 
coward  :  never  hit  a  bigger  boy  thau  yourself,  aud 
never  hit  a  boy  when  he's  down -jump  on  him  instead 
— it's  easier  and  hurts  more:  and  mind  your  IxK^ks,  he 
said,  mind  you  get  all  about  Euglaud,  Scotland  and 
Ireland  in  your  head."  I  didu't  do  that  but  if  I 
didn't  tjet  England,  Scotland  and  Ireland  iu  my  head, 
I  got  Wales  on  my  back,  and  that  was  very  awkward 
—but  I've  found  biuce  that's  not  the  ouly  thing— for 
insUnce—  It's  awkward,  &c 

At  twenty-one  I  fell  iu  love 

With  Miss  Matilila  Pyne, 
And  I  raise<l  no  objection  when 

She  raised  her  lijw  to  mine: 
But  when  I  r.iised  the  question  as 

To  whether  she  wouKl  wed. 
It  raised  a  blush,  and  she  said—"  Yfs  !" 

But  wouldn't  mise  her  head. 

Spoken  :  She  can  raise  her  voice  now,  though  I 
can  tell  you— in  fact  she  almost  raises  the  r<x)f  some- 
times. The  other  day,  she  spilled  a  sauce}>au  of  hot 
water  on  my  foot  and  raised  a  blister  as  large  as  a 
pancake,  and  that  was  very  awkward  ;  but,  as  I  said 
before— that's  not  the  ouly  thing  that's  awkward— for 
instance—  It's  awkward,  <tc. 

We  married  some  few  years  ago. 

And— much  to  my  surprise — 
I  fotmd  Matilda  clever  in 

The  way  of  making  pies. 
She  uses  Limmer's  patent  flour. 

And  knows  so  well  the  art. 
That  she  can  make  an  apple  sweet 

Into  an  apple  turt. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  the  understands  bread  making 
thoroughly  :  she  always  uses  Limmer's  self-rising 
flour  ;  she  says  it  raises  the  bretid  in  no  time.  She 
can  raise  a  brick  into  a  cottage,  she  says,  aud  I've  no 
doubt  she  can- why,  it  was  only  the  oth«r  day  she 
made  a  rabbit  pie  and  it  raised  thn  crust,  dish,  rabbit 
aud  all  out  of  the  kitchen,  up  the  area  steps,  into  the 
hands  of  a  policeman,  who  at  once  took  it  into  cnstodv 
and  adjourned  to  another  court  ^»^  try  il  :  that  was 
awkward  for  me,  wasn't  it?  but  that's  n.t  the  onlt 
thing  that's  awkwtrd — fur  instance — 

It's  awkward,  ±c. 
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The  Six  Degrees  of  Crime. 
.,;-■-:•:  PAST  L  ;■;■-••  -••;-:'■;:■'"  .^.. ;' 

.-'  '■■-,  WINX.  ;  ■_;„■',■    „■'■/■'    '■   .  ■■■< 

Something  less  than  a  year  before  this,  the 
ojvniug  of  onr  story,  JoHeph  Marall,  one  of  the 
weiilthiefit  merchants  iu  the  City  of  London,  died 
very  Huddeuly. 

He  was  not  quite  fifty  years  of  age  when,  stricken 
down,  he  died  intestatf. 

Little  foreseeing  the  doom  that  was  to  befall  him, 
he  had  arranged  for  the  drawing  up  of  his  will, 
which  was  to  have  been  done  on  the  day  following 
tbat  ou  wliic'h  he  ceAsed  to  exist. 

He  was  a  widower,  with  bat  one  son,  the  only 
child  that  had  ever  been  bom  to  him. 

A  few  relatives  he  had  possessed,  scattered  here 
and  there,  not  one  of  whom  were  at  all  needy  at  the 
time  of  Joseph  Marall's  death,  but  to  each  and  all 
of  whom  he  would  have  certainly  bequeathed  a 
handsome  legacy. 

But  he  died  intestate,  as  we  have  said.  His  son 
was  therefore  inheritor  of  all  of  which  the  merchant 
died  jKMssessed  ;  and  so,  at  twenty-four  years  of  age, 
Otiston  Marall  had  become  sole  master  of  an  enor- 
mous fortune. 

And  that  son  had  been  the  cause  that  the  pros- 
{)er<>us  but  unhappy  merchant  had  made  no  will. 

Gaston  had  chosen  from  his  very  early  boyhood 
to  lead  a  thoroughly  idle  life. 

Neither  persuasion  nor  remonstrance  had  been 
able  to  induce  him  to  take  any  share  in  the  business. 
He  had,  he  said,  a  soul  above  trade— resolved  to  do 
nothing—  and  he  kept  his  word. 

His  father  therefore  determined  to  leave  his  busi- 
ness to  two  of  his  somewhat  distant  relatives ;  at 
the  same  time,  proviiliug  amply  for  his  son,  but  in 
such  a  way  that  he  should  not  dissipate  his  in- 
heritance. 

His  sudden  death,  to  Oaston  Marall's  great  mis- 
fortune, as  it  was  afterwards  to  prove,  frustrated 
those  intentions. 

Oaston,  sole  master  of  everything,  lost  no  time  in 
disposing  of  the  business  that  his  father  had  with 
such  great  toil  and  anxiety  created,  and  at  once 
plunged  into  every  riotous  excess. 

The  companions  of  Lis  choice  could  have  been 
recommended  to  him  only  by  their  depravity. 

The  two  whom,  ofallhisso-called  friends,  Oaston 
Marall  most  affected,  were  nearly  always  with  him. 

Those  two  had  ujxui  a  certain  day  -  as  almost 
eyery  daj'  — dined  with  him,  and  all  tLiree  were  now 
cousideMbly  eLited  with  the  chanipa<,'ue  they  had 
imiiibed  and  were  iml>ibinK. 

Jack  Horsley  had.  like  (Jastou  Mandl,  been  bom 
for  Wtter  thiuiTH.  His  fiither  had  l)eeu  a  gentleman, 
who  left  a  small  fortune  to  his  son,  which  had  been 
very  speedily  and  verv  disreputably  wasted. 

Once  a  sufficiently  good-looking  young  man,  his 
face  was  now  blotted  by  debauchery.  There  wap 
still,  however,  something  of  the  gentleman  about 
him  in  appearance     and  in  appearance  only. 

Tom  Blackford  had  never  t)een  other  than  a 
common  fellow.  He  had  never  honestly  earned  a 
penny  ;  had  lived  always  by  his  wits  ;  and,  having 
a  pretty  good  stock  of  them,  he  tiad  by  their  exer- 
cise managed  so  far  to  get  along  very  well,  and  to 
fare  much  letter  than  many  a  lietter  man. 

He  had  a  sinister  expression  of  countenance, 
dressed  loudly,  was  noisy  in  talk,  swaggering  in 
gait,  and  vulfjrar  from  head  to  foot. 

Gaston  Marall  was  a  very  handsome  young  man, 
with  little  that  could  be  detected  in  his  features  to 
tell  i>f  the  evil  iu  his  nature. 

His  dress  was  irreproachable,  as  hitherto  had 
been  his  nianiiers,  but  all  that  was  not  to  endure, 
and,  commencing  with  idleness,  we  shall  see  how 
be  will  end. 

"More  champagne,"  cried  Gaston;  "thelme 
and  only  nectar  of  the  gods.  I'd  stake  my  life  on 
that." 

"Ah,  Gaston, "  said  Jack  Horsley,  "whata  lucky 
fellow  you  are  to  have  such  a  load  of  money  ;  but, 
it  must  be  admitted,  you  have  Bhown  already  that 
you  know  what  to  do  with  it." 

"  He  is  a  brick !"  shouted  Tom  Blackford,  who 
was  farther  gone  with  the  champagne  than  the 
others.  "  He's  going  the  pace  like  a  man,  and  I 
honor  him  for  it." 

"  Cau"t  you  find  something  else  to  talk  about  ?" 
yawned  Gaston  Marall;  "  in  spite  of  the  champagne, 


I  am  getting  stupid  and  lazy." 

"  Yes  ;  you  are  right,"  said  Blackford.  "  Let  us 
talk  about  the  fair  sex. " 

"Ah!  yes,  that  is  better,"  said  Gaston,  gaping 
again.  "  Thny  are  so  affectionate  and  so  amiable 
every  time  that  you  give  them  any  jewellery  or 
finery.  I  know  one  who  is  frightfully  fond  of  me  ; 
it  is  quite  overpowering  !" 

"  Do  you  mean  Letitia?  asked  Blackford,  laugh- 
ing ;  "  that  l>eautiful  young  widow  who  has  never 
been  married?     Is  she  still  your  sultana  ?" 

"  No,  indeed,  she  has  been  in  disgrace  a  long 
while— more  than  a  week." 

"  Bravo  !"  cried  Horsley  ;  "  that  is  my  notion— 
a  deep  attachment,  but  never  to  last  longer  than  a 
week," 

"  And  the  new  object  of  your  idolatry  ?"  asked 
Blackford.     "  May  one  know " 

"  No,  Tom,  you  may  not,"  returned  Gaston  ;  "I 
shall  tell  you  only  that  she  is  a  lovely  young 
creature." 

"  I  am  quite  8are»that  she  Ls  young,  and  can  take 
your  word  for  it  that  she  is  lovely,"  laughed  Black- 
ford. 

"  Let  as  drink  to  the  health  of  this  angel,"  cried 
Horsley, 

"  Yes,"  said  Gaston,  "so  we  will.  Jones,  more 
champagne." 

"  Yea,  sir,"  replied  the  footman  ;  "  but  I  wanted 
to  tell  you " 

"  Well,  what  ?" 

"  Mr.  Crosse  is  here,  sir,  and  wants  to  see  yon." 

"  Confound  him  !"  crietl  Gaston  "  Yet  there  is 
no  help  for  it" 

"Ah,"  said  Horsley,  "I  have  seen  that  lively 
Mr,  John  Crosse  two  or  three  times,  and  I  never 
knew  such  a  wet  blanket  in  all  my  days." 

"  He  is  always  sermonizing,"  moodily  muttered 
Gaston, 

"Leave  him  to  me,"  said  Tom  Blackford  ;  "and 
see  how  I'll  gag  him  it  he  begins  to  preach." 

Mr.  John  Crosse  had  been  very  intimately  ac- 
quainted with  the  Lite  Joseph  Marall,  by  whom  he 
had  o'ften  been  consulted  as  to  what  was  to  he  done 
with  the  merchant's  sou. 

John  Crosse,  who  was  a  very  sincere  man,  speeik- 
ing  his  mind  on  all  occasions,  without  regard  to 
anyone's  feelings,  had  given  it  always  as  his  opinion 
that  nothing  was  to  be  done  with  Gaston  MaralL 

He  had,  however,  earnestly  promised  to  keep  a 
sharp  watch  ou  Crastou's  movements,  and  to  check 
him,  as  far  as  that  was  to  be  done,  if  he  should  see 
tlie  young  nmn  going  entirely  wrong. 

There  had  been  business  transactions  between 
John  Crosse  and  the  merchant,  and  at  the  time  of 
the  latter's  decease  there  was  iu  his  hands  a  con- 
siderable sum  of  money,  belonging  to  Crowie. 

He  had  allowed  that  money  to  remain  with  CJas- 
ton,  thinking  that  perhaps  his  seeming  confidence 
in  the  son  of  his  old  friend  might  help  to  inspire 
the  young  man  with  better  ideas  and  aspirations 
than  hitherto  bad  belonged  to  him. 

But  evidently  he  had  been  disappointed  in  those 
hopes,  for  on  the  day  l>efore  that  with  whose  events 
we  are  now  dealin<{,  he  had  announced  by  letter  his 
intention  to  call  ou  Graston,  for  the  purpose  of  re- 
ceiving from  him  the  money  in  question. 

And  (laston  was  not  at  all  sorry  to  be  rid  of  that 
money,  because  he  hoped  that  afterwards  he  woold 
Bee  DO  more  of  Mr,  John  Crosse,  whose  presence  was 
always  disagreeable  to  him,  and  who  always  felt 
himself  shiver  beneath  his  cold,  stem  look,  and 
harsh,  grating  voice. 

John  Crosse  had  not  what  might  be  called  a  kindly 
face,  but  it  was  an  honest  one,  though  hard  and 
strongly  marked, 

"So,"  he  said,  seeing  how  Giiston  was  then  en- 
gaged, "always  the  same  want  of  f)ccupation." 

"  And  it  is  jast  so  that  I  intend  to  end  ;  doing 
nothing  is  such  a  pleasant  occupation,"  said  Gaston. 

"  Idleness,  Mr.  ManiU,  is  the  mother " 

"  Yes,  we  know  she  is — of  every  vice,"  interrupted 
Jack  Horsley,    Everybody  knows  that  old  proverb." 

"  Yes,"  re^K>nded  Croese  ;  and  notxxly  profits  by 
it ;  or  at  all  event*,  very  few." 

"Takp  a  chair,  Mr.  Cros.se,  and  you  will  be  able 
to  philosophize  more  at  your  ease, "  bantered  Gaston, 
to  whom  champagne  had  for  the  moment,  given  a 
false  courage. 

Crosse,  with  a  wave  of  his  hand,  declined  the 
ofiered  seat. 

"  Nonsense  !"  pursued  Gaston.     "  Come  and  sit 


down,  with  us.  Bring  more  glasses.  Your  moral 
sentences  moistened  by  chami>ague  will  penetrate 
more  deeply  to  our  Ixmoms." 

"  For  all  that,  I  shall  not  sit  down,"  said  Crosse. 
"  I  shall  reiuaiu  here  only  so  long  as  I  am  cuui- 
pelle<l  to  do  so." 

"  At  least,  Mr.  Crosse,"  mockingly  said  Horsley. 
"you  will  drink  one  gLiss  to  twir  conversion  ?" 

Cnwse  pensisted  iu  his  refusal,  and,  "  Well,  nevtr 
mind,  "  cried  Horsley  ;  "  I  am  both  ablennd  willing 
to  drink  for  you  and  mj'self  too." 

"  You  know  what  has  brought  me  here,"  Croase 
said  to  Gaston  ;  "eo,  come,  fiuiah  with  me,  for 
already  I  have  had  quite  enough  of  your  society, 
and  that  of  your  amiable  friends." 

"Now  that  is  very  cruel,"  cried  Tom  Blackford, 
seeing  how  delightful  we  are  with  you." 

"  And  Gaston,"  added  Horsley,  "  had  led  us  to 
believe  that  you  would  stop  a  long  while  with  us. " 

"  Ah,  ai>d  j'ou  expecte<l  to  amuse  yourself  at  my 
expense,"  said  Crosse  severely.  "  I  can  make  more 
profitable  use  of  my  time,  thank  you." 

"  We  had  uo  such  intention,  I  assure  you,"  said 
Gaston,  swallowing  another  bumber  to  sustain  his 
courage. 

"Certainly  not,"  cried  Jack  Horsley.  "  For  my 
part,  I  had  heard— though  curse  me  if  I  can  tell 
where—  that  >on  were  a  worthy  disciple  of  Lavater, 
and  that  you  had  only  to  l(x)k  iu  the  face  of  a  persi^u 
to  tell  all  about  him— to  read  to  the  very  liottum  of 
his  heart." 

"Somebody,  too,  had  told  me  so,"  cried  Black- 
ford. 

"  And  here,"  added  Horsley,  "  here  we  ore,  three 
incredulous  men,  who  would  be  very  glad  to  put 
your  skill  to  (he  proof." 

"  Well,"  said  Crosse,  "  if  you  so  verj'  much  wish 
it,  your  desire  may  be  satisfied." 

"Do  you  hear  that? '  crie<l  Horsley.  "  And  was 
not  Gaston  rif,'ht  in  saying  that  you  were  a  most 
delightful  man  ?" 

"  Oh,  Mr,  Crosse,"  said  Blackford,  "  we  tJiall  be 
80  much  obliged  to  you  !" 

"  I  think  not,"  dryly  respoiidiMl  Crosso  ;  "  but,  in 
any  case,  I  shall  not  (•x)i]sid«r  my  tune  wholly  lost 
if  my  words  should  cause  you  to  reflect,  and  amend 
your  lives." 

"  Yes,  yes,"  said  Horsley  ;  "we  will  indulge  in  a 
little  moral  reflection." 

"  But  we  can't  mend  onr  lives,"  cried  Blackford, 
"for  we  are  already  such  very  virtuous  young  men, " 

"Come,  you  can't  think  how  greatly  I  want  to 
know " 

"  Well,  then,  Mr.  Blackford,  I  will  begin  with 
you,  who  have  a  prepossessing  countenance,  and 
such  brilliant  eyes.  Tlie  sudden  redness  which,  as 
DOW,  often  colors  jour  featuii'S,  might  b«  uiit«takeu 
for  modesty,  if "  .-  .      •    - 

"If  what?"  .    .    V 

"  If  it  were  not  caused  by  the  wine  of  which  you 
are  so  fond,  and  by  yotir  n)(jtit  extraordinary  good 
hick  at  cards.  But  tiike  care  lest  your  wonderful 
pood  fortune  should  cmite  suKpiciou— for  tliat  once 
excited,  detection  would  belikely  soon  to  follow." 

"I  don't  understand  you,"  stammered  Blackford, 
greatly  confused. 

"Of  courw,  yon  do  not,"  said,  with  his  cold 
smile,  Mr,  John  Crosse. 

" Now  it  is  my  turn,"  cried  Jack  Horsley ;  "let 
us  see  if  I  shall  understand." 

"  You  are  a  gentleman  of  fashion,  Mr.  Horsley  ; 
always  a  smile  on  your  lijx,  nlwaj-s  pleanaLt  and 
polite— with  your  creditore.  You  are  admired  for 
your  wit,  and  esteemed  for  your  kno»le<ige  when 
the  subject  in  discussion  is  thr;  cut  of  a  coat  or  the 
shape  of  a  pair  of  trousers  ;  and  you  are  a  ladies' 
man." 

"Well,"  interrapted  Horsley,  "there  is  no  great 
harm  iu  that  ?" 

"  No  ;  but " — and  this  Cros'e  whispered  to  him — 
"  if  by  chance  it  should  at  any  time  happen  to  yon 
to  make  a  mistake  in  the  name  when  signing  a  bill 
of  exchange,  you  would  be  obliged  to  change  your 
residences,  and  might  think  ihkt  a  trip  across  the 
water  would  \m  goo<l  for  your  health." 

"Sir,"  said  Horsley,  trying  to  bluster  ;  "snchan 
accusation ' 

John  Crosse  quietly  and  coldly  drew  a  paper  from 
his  pocket-book,  iind  showed  it  to  Horsley,  sayiuff, 
"I  will  wait  till  it  is  due." 

"You  shall  be  paid,  ■  stammered  Horsley,  per- 
fectly astounded. 
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**  I  have  no  donbt  of  it,"  rpplie<l  Crowie. 

"But  you  are,  I  aMsure  you,  mistakeu  in  sup- 
pcing  •• 

'•  If  yon  are  wise,  you  will  be  silent,"  Raid  CroRse. 

Aud  Honley  8e<:'med  to  agrtse  with  him  iu  that, 
for  he  Mk id  no  more. 

"Shall  I  continue,  gentlemen?"  asked  Crosse. 
"  My  skill  i«  at  your  serTice  ;  aud  if  still  you  doubt, 
pniv  Ruy  so." 

"  Upon  my  word,  it  is  qaiie  wonderful !"  hastily 
cried  Blackford  ;  "but  I  don't  think  we  need 
trouble  you  for  any  more  of  it." 

"It  would  be  uo  trouble,"  said  Crosse,  "for  I 
■hould  be  very  glad  if  able  to  turn  you  from  the 
road  which  you  appear  to  have  taken.  Youn^fmen, 
pleaKure  blinds  yon  ;  if  you  but  knew  that  which 
p«rlin|>H  one-day  awaits  yon  !" 

"  Yes.  ■  said  Blackford  with  mock  solemnity,  "  we 
are  lout  sheep  -no  doubt  about  it." 

"Givston,"  pursued  Grouse,  "  to  yon  especially  I 
address  niyself.  Your  fatherand  I  were  old  frit- uds, 
aud  I  cauuot,  I  think,  better  prove  my  gratitude 
for  the  e«teem  in  which  he  held  me,  than  by  re- 
peating to  Lis  sou  that  which  more  than  once  he 
muNt  have  said  to  him." 

"  Wouldn't  another  time  do?"  asked  Blackford. 

John  CroKse,  not  heeding  him,  aud  looking  hard 
at  (.riistoii,  continued,  "Idleness  is  the  first  stt})  of 
the  ladder  that  lends  to  <lisliouor,  -much  farther, 
iudeetl.  The  company  that  you  fretjiieut  will  have 
soon  condiicte<l  you  to  the  sei'ond.  It  is  still  time 
to  turn  buck  on  your  way  ;  but  you  nniNt  niako 
hastf.  for  once  halfway  on  the  roail.  it  is  very 
rarely  that  anyone  is  able  to  retrace  hisstejiH." 

CJastou,  who  hud  Continued  to  lii'ink  freely, 
shouted,  "  Cituflemen,  I  prii|M>Nt)  the  health  if  Mr. 
John  Crohse,  who  gives  us  such  excellent  advice, 
aud  j)reaches  such  an  admirable  sermon." 

And  they  dmuk  his  health  deridinuly. 

"I  will  trouble  you  no  longer,"  said  Crosse, 
"That  money,  if  yon  please." 

'  Ah,  yes,"  responded  Gaston;  "but  yon  see  I 
am  eMgufied  JMst  now  ;  pnt  it  off  until  ttvmorrow  ?" 

"No  immediately!"  insisted  Crosse.  "The 
account  was  made  up  by  your  father  himself  ;  it 
will  be  tor  you  but  the  work  of  a  moment,  and  I 
must  have  that  money  nf)w  !" 

"  Thus  to  jHThist !  -  rsftUy,  Mr.  Crosse,  it  hnrto 
tne  and  gives  me  reason  to  snpixtse  that  a  want  of 
ironfidence  on  yonr  part- " 

"My  confiilence?"  stiid  Crosse.  "I  accord  it 
entirely  to  an  active  aud  industrious  man  ;  and  I 
repeat  to  yon  that  1  must  have  my  money  now— 
this  minute !" 

"Oh,  this  is  too  much!"  exclaimed  Gaston. 
"  But  I  will  not  forget  thut  yon  are  iu  my  house." 

He  culled  a  lootuiau,  who  went  for  aud  brought 
him  a  i>oc:ket-lKX>k. 

"  Alter  this,"  siiid  Gaston,  I  hope " 

"That  you  may  not  see  me  af^aiu?"  interrupted 
Cros.se.  "  That,  tui,  is  my  wish  !  But  should  you 
progress  as  I  fear " 

"There,"  cried  Gaston,  jfiving  a  roll  of  notes, — 
"  tliere  is  the  amo\nit  that  belongs  to  you  !" 

"  Thank  you  !"  quietly  said  Crosse. 

"Pray  see  thut  the  amount  is  correct" 

"  Tliut  is  what  I  am  doing,"  replietl  Crosse,  cooly, 
and  carefully  conuting  the  notes. 

"You  will  Send  me  a  receipt?" 

"  Here  it  is    I  have  prepannl  it." 

"  Ami  now " 

"  I  wish  yon  good  day  !  I  am  very  sorrr  bnt  we 
shall  meet  again,  I  fear,  and  often  ;  for  to  the  last  I 
will  endeavor  to  check  you  on  your  downward 
road!" 

His  departure  was  a  great  relief  to  Gaston  and 
his  friemls  ;  and  John  Crtuwe,  as  he  whs  qikitting 
the  house,  met  three  persons  who  were  about  to 
enter  it. 

One  of  them  war  tin  elderly  woman,  pleasant- 
fe.\fnred,  pinmp  in  figure,  not  particularly  fashion- 
able in  drefls  nor  very  claamcal  in  language. 

The  second  was  her  daughter,  an  extremely  pretty 
girl,  well  formed  and  graceful,  and  attired  in  quite 
a  stylish  fashion. 

The  third  was  a  good-looking,  neatly  dretsed 
young  man,  and  that  is  all  which,  at  pi'e»ieut,  we 
need  say  concerning  him. 

"  Frank  Hardy,  how  d'ye  do  ?"  cried  John  Crosse, 
slapping  the  youn^  man  heartily  on  the  shoulder. 
"  I  hear  a  moat  excellent  account  of  you  ;  steaily 
and  indoathoua.     Keep  ao  :  petaevere,  aud  yuu  are 


sure  to  get  on  in  the  world  !" 

Before  Frank  Hardy  could  say  a  word  in  reply, 
John  Croiise  had  stiirted  ofl'  and  disapi>eared  round 
tLe  corner. 

Fnink  Hardy,  and  the  two  whom  he  accomiMinied, 
then  entered  Gaston  Mamll's  splendid  niaimion. 

They  asked  to  see  CTUston,  and  a  footman  having 
given  their  names  to  thut  geiitlemuu,  tbey  were 
shown  into  the  room  where  he  was  still  <lrinkiiig 
champagne  with  the  gentlemen  with  whom  wo  have 
alreaily  become  acquainted 

The  elderly  lady  was  namod  Mr«.  Meredith.  Her 
husband  had  l)eeii  a  fruitener,  and  his  widow  still 
carried  on  the  thriving  business  which  he  had  left 
to  her. 

Her  daughter  Julia  had  alwavs  bad  a  aonl  above 
omii$.;es  and  apple.s,  aud  hud  unceasingly  sighed  to 
l>e  a  fine  lady. 

•She  had,  too,  a  taste  for  music,  and  the  gentle- 
man who  gave  her  les.soiis  on  the  piano  having  de- 
clared that  she  possessed  a  maynifieent  voice,  her 
luotliermade  up  her  mini!  that  her  daughter  would 
scK)u  1)6  a  second  Adeliiiu  I'.itti. 

Julia  could  certainly  sing  tolerably  well,  and  after 
a  long  while  the  mnsic-niiwter  obtained  for  her  an 
en<jugement  at  a  first-oluss  miisiohall,  on  a  very 
small  weekly  salary,  of  which  ho  was  to  take  half. 

Julia  had  as  yet  «ung  there  bnt  a  very  few  nights, 
and  with  very  moderate  success,  her  mother,  of  all 
those  why  had  listened  to  her,  beint;  the  only  one 
completely  enchanted  by  her  vocalization. 

Gaston  Murall,  dropping,  one  nlKht,  into  that 
parficular  music-hall,  liuil  seen  and  liearil  Julia 
aleredith,  and  had  certainly  bi-en  enchaute<l  ;  but 
not,  hf)wev«r,  by  the  voice  of  the  siren. 

It  was  the  young  twirl's  pretty  face  andfignre,  her 
freshness,  thut  delighted  (}uston. 

Gaston  found  no  m-eut  ditliculty  in  making  his 
way  behind  the  scenes  of  that  establishment ;  and, 
once  there,  he  lost  iio  timd  in  accosting  Julia. 

The  young  girl  was  toiid  of  flattery,  she  was  am- 
bitious, aud  she  hud  an  evident  longing  to  become 
a  fine  lady. 

Guston  Manill  was  handsome,  fascinating,  and, 
as  several  there  told  her,  immensely  rich  ;  and  it 
was  with  anything  but  reliict^ince  that  Julia  listened 
to  him.  She  was  but  too  ready  to  believe  iu  his 
protestations. 

Just  as  Gaston  had  n.skod  her  to  say  when  and 
where  she  could  meet  him  again,  her  mother,  who 
came  every  night  to  tuke  htr  daughter  home,  arrived 
and  interrupted  their  Cfniversation,  and,  drawing 
her  daughter's  arm  under  her  own,  led  her  awuy. 

This  had  occured  about  a  fortnight  Iwlore  the  day 
with  which  we  are  now  deiding  ;  and  the  address 
of  Julia  having  been  refused  to  Guston  at  the 
music-hall,  he  had  desiped  oue  of  the  men  in  his 
employ  to  do  his  l>eKt  to  discover  her  abode. 

'fhat  up  to  the  pres«-nt  time  Julia's  address  had 
not  been  ascertained  wuk  |vrha{>H  duo  to  the  fact 
that  she  sun^  under  an  assumed  name,  and  at  the 
music-hall  was  known  only  us  Miss  Montgomery. 

Julia  hud  been  \v(MH>d  for  more  thon  a  year  by 
Frank  Hardy  had,  indeed,"  for  the  lust  three 
months  been  en^imed  to  him.  It  wus  much  against 
his  wish  tliut  she  hud  ^ono  to  the  music-hall,  aud 
he  had  resolved  that  her  professional  life  should 
cease  bef'ire  his  marring*  with  her. 

Now,  on  beholiling  Jiiliu.  Gaston  gave  a  great 
start,  and  the  vouiil;  ii\t\.  on  her  jinrt,  testified  as 
much  surprise,  anil  felt  almost  as  greiitly  delighted, 
as  he  did  at  their  unexpected  meetiug. 

It  was  Fmnk  Hardy  who  first  sjxike,  and  who 
said,  "You  have  sent  word,  Mr.  Mundl,  that  yon 
wished  to  see  me." 

"Ye.s,"  replied  Gasto^,  "I  will  talk  to  yon  di- 
rectly." ; 

"  Yon  do  not  know  mje,  Mr.  Marall?"  said  Mrs. 
Meredith. 

"  I  have  not  that  pleasure."  responde<l  Gaston. 

"Well,  sir,  I  thought,  as  my  son-in-law  was 
coming  to  see  yon " 

"Your  sou-iu-law  I"  exclaimed  Ga.ston. 

"You  do  not  know  nie,  Mr.  Marall,"  continned 
Mrs.  Meredith,  "but  I  am  one  of  your  tenants." 

"  In.le,<l !" 

"  Yes  :  your  pof>r  fath'>r  knew  me  very  well,  bnt 
since  his  death,  ptxir  man.  nolMidy  has  been  to  me 
about  the  rent,  so  I  thonght  I'd  come  aud  pay 
it  myself,  for  I  don't  cure  about  keeping  money 
that  does  not  belong  to  me." 

"  lliat's  di£fereut  to  me,"  thought  Tom  Blackford; 


"I'd  keep  anybody's  money." 

"The  neigh lx>rhoo<l  I  live  in  is  not  fine  enough 
for  yon,  I  dare  say,  Mr.  Marall."  pursued  ilrs. 
Meredith;  "but  none  of  your  West  End  tenants 
are  more  ready  to  pay  than  I  am,  I  know,  aud 
many  is  the  time  your  poor  father  has  tolil  me  so." 

Guston,  whose  eyas  had  all  this  time  been  fixed 
fin  Julia,  here  cried,  "And  is  Frank  Hardy  really 
your  son-in-law  ?" 

"Just  as  good,"  replietl  the  lady  thns  qnestione<1, 
"  for  they  are  going  to  be  married  almoHt  directly." 

"They?  Do  you  mean  that  this  young  lady 
is " 

"  She  is  my  daughter,  sir,  and  her  name  is  Julia 
—a  pretty  name,  isn't  it,  sir?  Aud  she  is  a  pretty 
girl  too,  isn't  she,  sir?— though"  with  a  laugh,  "it 
don't  do  to  tell  her  so—  girls  are  apt  to  believe  one, 
you  know ;  bat  she  is  uucommuu  pretty,  fur  all 
that." 

Gaston  fearing  that  his  chance  was  gone,  earn- 
estly wished  that  he  had  sooner  known  the  young 
girL 

"  I  have  already  had,"  be  said,  "the  pleasure  of 
seeing  this  young  lady." 

Fmuk  Hardy  looked  keenly  fii-st  at  Jalia,  and 
then  ut  Guston  Marall. 

"  It  wus  at  the  music-hall,  mother,  on  that  night 
when     vou  know  '"  said  Juli>u 

"Ohl"  said  Mrs.  Meretlith  ;  "Then  you,  Mr. 
Manill.  were  the  ({entleman  thut  was  tidkiug  to  her 
thut  night  when  I  got  her  away.  I  declare  I  never 
stoi>|>ed  to  look  who  it  was  she  was  talking  to  -  there 
is  always  a  crowd  of  young  men  as  comes  bothering 

about    a   girl   when  she but    if   I    had  noticed 

that  it  was  you,  Mr.  Mamll,  why,  of  course " 

"  I  was  enchanted  by  her  beautiful  voice,"  said 
Gaston,  "aud  could  not  refrain  from  expreasing  to 
the  young  lady  the  deli^jht  she  hud  aftorded  uie." 

"  Ah  !  toliesure  !"  proudly  cried  Julia's  mother  ; 
"she  does  sing  like  a  nightingale,  dijesu'tshe?  But 
here,  sir  ;  please  to  take  your  money.  I  want  to 
get  buck  home,  for  my  shop  wunts  good  looking 
after,  and  I  have  another  pluce  or  two  to  call  at." 

Guston  took  the  money  thut  Mrs.  Meredith  oflfered 
to  him  aud  saying  that  he  was  going  to  write  a  re- 
ceipt for  it,  and  would  be  buck  directly,  left  the 
r(K)m. 

As  he  did  so  he  gave  a  significant  look  at  his  two 
friends,  the  meaning  of  which  it  was  eviileut  they 
understood,  for  a  ifew  seconds  after  they  quietly, 
aud  without  being  noticed  by  the  others  there, 
followed  Gaston  from  the  upartnient. 

"  You  told  me,  Julia,"  Frank  Hardy  said  to  her, 
"that  you  were  not  acquainted  with  ^Ir.  Marull." 

' '  There  goes  your  jealous  jwte  again  ! '  cried  Mrs. 
Meredith. 

Jaliu  r«plied,  "I  did  not  know  that  I  knew  him. 
He  didn't  tell  me  who  he  was  when  he  sjK>ke  to  me, 
and  I  had  taken  so  little  notice  of  him.  that,  when 
I  saw  him  again  here,  just  now,  I  hardly  kuew  him 
agaid. " 

Thut  lust  assertion  was  not  true,  for  Julia  had 
taken  particular  notice  of  Ga.stou  ;  had  thonght 
how  hundbome  he  was.  and  rich,  and  fashionable  ; 
so  diflferent  in  every  respect  to  iM>or,  common-place 
Frank  Hardy. 

"I  am  very  sorry.  Julia  T  apologized  Iltudy. 
"It  is  not  that  I  doubt  yon,  but " 

"My  giHKl  Frank,"  broke  in  Mrs.  Meredith,  "If 
wlien  you  are  married,  yiui  are  jealous  of  every  man 
thut  looks  at  or  speidis  a  word  to  your  wile,  a  pretty 
life  you  will  have  of  it,  I  can  tell  you  !" 

"Because  you  are  honest  yourself,"  said  Hi\rdy, 
"You  suspt-ct  no  harm  in  otherK" 

"And  1  think  I  am  all  the  more  happy  for  that." 

"  I  am  afraid  Julia  yearns  to  be  a  laily,"  sighed 
Frank. 

"  There  can't  be  any  harm  in  wishing  to  lie  some- 
thing bettex  than  we  are  ;  aud,  if  Julia  isn't  a  lady, 
I'm  sure— and  every bo<ly  says  so— she  looks  as 
much  like  oue  as  any  woman  bom  !" 

"I  think,"  said  Julia,  "Frank  tries  sometimes 
how  unkind  he  can  make  himself." 

"  Forgive  me,  Julia-  forgive  me  !"  pleaded 
Hardy.  "  I  will  try  not  again  to  oflend  you.  If  I 
»  ere  sure  that  you  loved  me  as  much  as  I  love  you  ; 
but  I  am  always  fearing  that  that  cannot  be,  aud 
am  constantly  in  dread  of  some  misfortune." 

"Ah,  yes;  you  are  always  like  that,"  siiid  Mis- 
Meredith.      ■,•;.>;.■,..>...     ■.■■••    ;■  |. 

To  he  Oonflmied. 
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I'U  Love  Thee  Dearly  Still. 

Forget  th«e  !  deixrest,  uever ! 

Whatever  I  may  'oe, 
As  fond  an  true  as  ever 

My  heart  will  cUu({  to  thee — 
Thongh  ocean  may  divide  as. 

As  crael  fate  may  will, 
Whatever  may  betide  us — 

I'll  love  theo  dearlv  stilL 
Though  oceau  may  cuTide  ofl. 

As  cruel  fate  may  will, 
Vh  tever  may  betide  rs— 

111  love  thue  dearly  stilL 

Forget  tbee  !  dearest,  never  I 

It  may  be  wo  must  part — 
But  di»>taiicu  cauuot  sever 

The  liuks  that  bind  the  heart : 
The  love  but  grows  the  foude* 

That  absence  cauuot  kill :  ■ 
And  wheresoc'er  I  wander, 

I'll  love  thee  dearly  (-till. 
Tl;ougb  ocean  may  divide  US, 

Aj»  cruel  fate  may  will. 
Whatever  may  betide  us  - 

I'll  love  tluH)  de^irly  atilL 


If  Every  Star  the  Night  Adorning. 

If  every  star  the  night  adorning 

Were  crowuH  of  gold,  and  they  were  miue- 
ril  give  them  all  for  those  sweet  roses 

Yon  wore  fatst  night,  and  not  repine  : 
But  stars  in  dititnut  Kpleudor 

Shine  far  from  earth  and  thee, 
While  thy  fond  eyes  are  near  me. 

And  there  my  heaven  I  see  ! 

If  yon  bright  moon  was  some  blessed  region. 

That  only  two  fond  hearts  could  share. 
It  would  not  be  to  me  a  desert 

So  I  could  with  thee  linger  there — 
The  moon  is  ever  changing. 

Ah  !  no,  it  could  not  be— 
The  constancy  1  sif^h  for  • 

I  only  find  iu  thee  ! 


Happy  Hours. 

Down  by  the  river,  many  a  happy  day. 

Oft  have  we  wandered  many  a  pleawnt  hour, 
Loitering  to  watch  the  lingering  win-beams  play. 

Calling  together  many  a  sweet  AriM  tiosver  : 
Thej'  were  to  US  the  fairy  hours  of  cljililliood 

We  lovrd  so  well  -for,  time  was  on  our  bide — 
Music  and  floweis  !  Ibe  K4)iigsler's  (>f  tlie  wild  Wood  I 

Oh  !  Iiaiipy  hours  !  like  di-eaius  ye  seemed  togliilu  ! 

Now  by  the  river  time  has  changed  the  scene. 

Chill  falls  the  dews,  we  roam  thiit  juith  uo  moro. 
Never  to  ns  'twill  lie  what  it  h:i«  t)«>  n  — 

Yet  can  fond  memory  still  th<w<e  luMirs  rr«tore ! 
Time  has  but  j)ri)Vt(l  tlie  li,art  can,  0<>ustaut  ever, 

&HUx>UtiK  tu  lUH.  aiul  lov<^4uto«v  no  Ukcu>  ;> 
Seasons  may  chau^c.  but  first  h>\<-,  innlovt',  never  I 

Oh  !  happy  hours  !  yc  ne'er  can  pa.v,  away  ! 


g-!-...  .        Six  O'clock  at  Night. 

Dy  Arthur  W.  French. 

Open  wide  the  factory-door, 
'• '        Cease  the  bnsy  hum  and  roar, 

See  the  people  from  it  pour —       '  ',^. 
,.,  •-  ^is  six  o'clock  at  night   .. 

Thnsngh  each  busy  lane  and  street     • 
■   ,       Hear  the  sound  of  passing  feet, 
t  •         Hastening  home  to  rest  so  sweet —      - 
Tis  six  o'clock  at  night. 

■'"'.      Happy  children,  by  the  gate, 

r.ipa's  coming  wati^h  and  wait : 
'  Surely  he  will  not  be  late  — 

Tis  six  o'ulock  at  night 

Gathered  round  the  humble  board, 
^\'ith  Its  siuiiilc  IoikI  well  stored, 
^  Blessings  tnim  the  heiirt  are  poured 

On  six  o'clock  at  night. 

Ye  that  live  iu  rank  aud  power. 
Naught  but  riches  for  your  dower, 
Know  not  ot  this  blcsKed  hour  — 
Six  o'clock  at  night. 

Only  they  that  till  the  soil,  . 
Aud  the  hardy  sons  of  toil. 
Know  the  many  joys  that  coil 

liuuiiii  six  o'clock  at  night. 


Sixty-Two. 

laii^  bjr  MlBs  Clara  Moore. 


Time  with  on  eagle  wing  flies  on. 

And  I  am  Iwfi.  alone  ~ 
Wliere  are  the  friends  of  early  youth? 

Sweet  echo  answers— "ggne  f 
Th'j  be  married,  every  one  of  them,' ' 

As  well  as  i.  wotdd  wish  to do>.:      r 
In  years  gone  b^'  1  was  a  gem,  ,  t,-. , 

To-ilay  I'm  sixty-two. 
Chorus :    I  m  sixl'y— two, 

I'm  sixty,— sixty— Two.     ,- 

Now,  young  men,  a  word  to  yon  — 

Ahl  you  this  chance  refuse — 
I've  no  objections  to  say  yes. 

If  you  wdl  pop  the  choose. 
Te  bachelors  of  middle  ago. 

Let  me  propose  to  yon  — 
No  more  delay  your  wetlding  day, 

Toull  soon  be  sixtj'-two. 


Chonia. 


In  the  Lowlands. 

Bjr  Lieut  K.  H.  Kellogg. 


As  tl»e  sunset  gilds  the  pasture 

Where  the  lazy  entile  l)rowKe, 
Through  the  clover  trips  a  maiden 

(/ulliug  to  the  lowing  cows— 
"  Sukey,  B«!SKie.  Blossom,  Browser, 

Come,  I'm  waiting,"  Lily  said, 
As  the  RUnshiue  kissed  tlie  ringlets 
Curling  round  her  slmpely  head. 
Chorus:    Biny  Lilj',  i$ she  conscioo% 
Ah  her  nimble  fingers  fly, 
:-      Of  the  glov,ing-feature<l  lover 
Who  is  wittcbiug  closely  by? 

Lower,  Lower  creejis  the  sunshine  : 

Closer,  closer  diaws  the  flwaiu  : 
Warmer,  warmer  glows  his  bosom  ■' 

As  he  hastens  o't  r  tbe  plain. 
Lily's  task  is  hardly  finished 

Ere  his  arms  are  round  her  pressed. 
And  her  fluttering  form  is  oliugiug 

To  her  lover's  pulsmg  breast. 
Chorus :    All  forgottcu  are  the  cattle, 

Standing  near  the  meitdow-bars. 
While  the  lovers,  still  caressing. 
Little  heeil  the  laughing  stars. 


Bessie  Tryst. 

By  Uol>«rt  MoK»7. 


The  eastern  sky  is  all  aglow 

With  morning's  rosy  ravs, 
Tliu  beanteoiis  Ittds  are  ail  ablow 

In  dewy  wofnlland  way  s  ;  '    ' 

The  lailc  from  leafy  covert  leaps, 

.\nd  loud  aud  clear  siugs  he, 
As  lovely  Bessie  lightly  trips 

Along  the  bl<)OminLj  lea. 

Her  brown  eyes  S|tarkle  v.'ith  delight. 

And  in  her  wavy  h:iir 
I  placed  a  spray  of  hawthorn  white. 

Culled  from  the  hediirs  lair  ; 
A  sweet  love-lay,  the  ^hilo  she  trips. 

Melodiously  tl.iws    | 
Through  nearly  teitlrainl  parted  liiis 

Outrivaling  the  rot-4. 

As  blithesome  as  the  bonnio  birds, 

As  beauteous  as  the  tlo-.vt  is. 
She  hastens,  and  at  li'Uf»tli  the  woods 

Her  lissome  fonn  eBil>ow<  rs. 
We  may  not  kn<iw  what  Imiuliis  tboro. 

But  this  sly  Philip  Sidd 
AVhen  she  returned  :  "The  morning  air 

Ne'er  made  thy  face  so  red." 


Someone's  Darling 

-■  :.»'J       By  Artl.ur  W    Firmh 

Wandering  down  the  daisied  lea  • 

Hastens  someone's  darling, 
Tripping  to  the  melody 

Of  the  thnish  and  starliug  ; 
'Mid  the  bloom  of  white  aud  gpld 

Little  foothtcjis  creeping    >- 
Nearer  to  the  oak-trte  old, 

Love's  sweet  tryst  a-kei  ping. 
Chorus  :    Dowu  the  daisy  path  she  goes — 
Never  thmsh  or  starling 
Half  so  blithe  as  this  sw<.-ct  rose— 
Someone's  little  darling. 


Asking  is  it  yes  or  uo 

Of  tbe  scattered  <lauies,      :>-< 
Be  it  we.»l  or  o»dy  woo 

Iu  life's  tuuglvd  muzus   - 
For,  to-day  decides  the  fate 

Of  her  all  hereafter  - 
Sorrow,  sadness,  long  and  late. 

Kisses,  smiles  and  Liiiijhter. 


Chorus. 


Little  Stranger. 


By  Coocli. 


Little  stranger,  don't  be  lonely, 

Cheer  thy  aching  heart  again. 
Think  of  brighter  days  before  thca-- 

Happy  thoughts  will  banish  pain. 
Weeping  only  adds  to  sorrow, 

Iweuders  lite  unhappy,  sad  ; 
Joy  is  coining  with  the  morrow. 

Time  will  surely  make  thee  glad, 

Li  Hie  stranger,  cease  thy  weeping, 

Dry  those  sad  and  bitter  tears, 
Bury  all  the  jwist  iu  silence, 

Tliink  of  bright  an<l  happier  years  : 
Let  thy  thoughts  bo  thoughts  of  gladness; 

Free  from  sorrow,  pain  or  care  : 
Words  uns|>oken,  dreams  of  sadness. 

Link  the  heart  with  lone  despair. 

Little  stranger,  wait  in  patience. 

Watch  and  pray  tiie  time  n»ay  como 
That  will  bring  to  thee  a  future, 

Joy  and  gladness  to  thy  home. 
Then,  oh  !  thf  n.   "mid  days  of  solace, 

Will  thy  soul  ri<-ill  the" past. 
Whilst  thou  pniiseth  Him  who  brought  thoo 

Oomfort  to  thy  heart  at  last. 


Oh  !  I'm  "Wasting  Away. 

Snngby  T.uiy  Pastor. 


Oh  !  I'm  s  Ki\mplo  of  a  usoj-np  man,    ■ 

Afflicted  with  a  thousand  ills,  , 

I  can't  get  fat,  do  what  I  can  - 

Ju.st  look  at  these  hall-fstarved  gills— 
My  paveuts  w^re  lu  ti.iu  as  1, 

They  never  had  a  shadow     so  jv»ople  s:>v  : 
They  went  off  like  u  puff,  thi-y  conlda't  di.;, 

Aud  their  boy  is  wasting  away  I 
Chorui  :     Oli !  it's  a  pity  that  I'm  so  (Mn. 

I'm  sure  that  I  shall  never  ^:t  t  fi-.t : 
I  liH>k  like  a  small-si/.cd  clothes  pi.i 
To  find  me  you  must  get  u  map. 

The  doctor  nvommended  me 

'I'o  drink  nothuit;  else  but  so-lon<;  tea  :     '    ",    - 
But  I  busied  a  brewery  not  far  from  here. 

Where  they  Sold  Cincinnati  b«fr  : 
Oh  !  I  worry  and  cry,  and  s<'b  and  fj#t 

To  .see  my  friends  grow  stout  and  gay  : 
Fut  ou  me  I'H  never  get — 

For,  oh  !  I'm  wasting  away  Chorus. 

All  the  gals  they  do  me  shnu, 

.\i)<l  shake  me  for  some  other  fell : 

They  sny  I  look  like  the  barrel  of  a  cu:i, 
Conld  bo  used  for  an  nmbrell. 

Oh  !  what  will  I  do?  Oh  !  where  will  I  go? 
In  the  eye  of  a  needle  I  make  my  stay, 

I'll  tiever  come  out,  till  I  get  stout- 


pet 
For,  oh  I  I'm  wasting  away 


Choms. 
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Someone's  Watching  at  the  Window. 

t .  Sang  by  Hlu  Jennlft  Horgkn. 

Worai  br  Arthnr  W.  French.  Mnglo  by  H.  M«yUth. 

The  Mnslc  can  be  obUioed  of  E.  H.  Hirdlng,  Mo.  229 

Bowery.  Mew-York.  Price  10  omU.  > 


Someoue's  vatohing  at  the  window, 

Where  the  people  hurry  by, 
LiBtening  for  a  well-knowa  footstep, 

With  a  bright  and  eager  eye. 
For,  they  cherish  Btill  a  promiso 

Of  a  heart  they  know  in  true. 
Who  has  whispered — ' '  love,  to-monow, 

I  will  come  again  to  you." 
Chorus :    Someone's  watching  at  the  window. 
With  their  face  against  the  pane  ; 
Someone's  softly,  sweetly  saying — 
•>  Will  he,  will  he  oomeogain?" 

Someone's  growing  very  weary,    ;•. 

As  the  moments  come  and  go ; 
Where  the  wayward  one  is  wandering 

They  would  dearly  like  to  know. 
Surely  he  can  never  linger 

From  my  side  so  long  and  late, 
When  he  knows  the  sweetest  welcome, 

Here,  his  coming  doth  awaiL  .         .    Chonu. 

Someone's  dreaming  of  the  story. 

Ever  new  and  ever  old, 
That  they  long  to  hear  repeated. 

Though  it  often  has  been  told : 
They  are  from  the  past  recalling  ■  ■ 

All  their  many  dreams  of  bliss. 
Hearing  not  the  footstepefalhug, 

Till  they  are  startled  with  a  kdas. 


Chorus. 


-•♦^ 


I  wish  I  was  back  in  ole  Carolina. 

Word!  and  Untie  by  Andy  BadoliOB. 


I  wish  I  was  back  in  ole  Carolina, 

De  place  whar  de  darkies  all  am  gay  : 
Dar  I  played  wid  my  Uttle  sister  Dinah, 

And  many  happy  hours  passed  away : 
Dar  I  rambled  wid  my  Uttle  brudder 

In  de  fields  of  bright  and  yellow  com  : 
Dar  I  left  my  poor  ole  gray-haired  mudder — 

But  now  dem  days  am  passed  and  gone  I 
CHORra 
Oh  I  yes,  my  poor  ole  heart  am  weary. 

And  I  long  for  to  see  my  childhood's  home : 
For,  dis  whole  wide  world  it  am  dreo^, 

Every  place  dat  I  roam. 

My  mndder  cried  when  I  was  leaving. 

She  cried  so  hard  she  couldn't  speak, 
And  wid  grief  her  bosom  it  was  heaving. 

While  de  tears  ran  down  her  cheek. 
How  often  I've  played  in  de  wildwood —  • 

None  was  happier  den  dan  I — 
Bnt  when  I  tink  of  de  joys  of  my  childhood, 

De  tears  oome  in  my  ey*r  •  Ohorns. 

Oh !  how  ole  and  feeble  I  am  growing, 

I  can't  much  longer  stand — 
And  Boon  to  de  angels  I'll  be  going 

In  dat  happy,  promised  land. 
Yes,  I  know  dat  de  angels  dey  will  meet  me 

When  I  reach  dat  bright  and  shining  shore. 
And  I  know  dat  my  mudder  she  will  greet  me. 

And  sorrow  I'll  know  no  more.  Chorus. 


Sweet  SltimbeTs. 

Written  by  Ed.  HaRlgan. 


m 


As  yon  lib  so  sure  yon  die. 

You'll  slumber  sweetly,  sweetly  bye  and  bye  : 

Our  lub  am  like  a  pigeon  pigeon  wing, 

It  goes  flip  flap  like  treesee  in  de  wind. 

Come  along,  sister,  don't  get  left, 

Fm  wid  you,  honey,  sure  as  defil 

And  every  morning  early,  oh ! 

She  wakes  me  from  my  edumbers,  oh  i 

For,  she  is  sweet,  she's  got  my  heart. 

From  dat  gal  111  never  part : 

We'll  shuuber  on  de  old  bam  floor, 

And  never,  never  snore :  ■'■  ' 

Oh  !  oh !  sweet  slumbeis  1  .  -^~^  - 

Sweet  ham  bone  I  love  to  eat,  . 

It  makes  me  slumber,  nlnmber  in  my  deep, 

U  carls  my  hair  in  ringlets,  ringlets  tight, 

And  keeps  me  bom  de  night-horse  in  de  night 


Love  Among  the  Flowers. 

•  By  W.  U  Delebmty. 


Twas  a  lovely  summer's  day,  -■..■... 

When  the  birds  were  t»iugiug  gay, 
And  the  flowers  filled  the  iiir  with  odor  sweet : 

Carelessly  I  strode  along, 

Humming  some  old  plaintive  song, 
When  a  chamiiufj;  little  maideu  I  did  meet 

She  had  eyee  of  bonny  blue, 

And  her  cheeks  were  roseate  hue, 
like  a  fairy  flitting  through  her  garden  bower  ; 

Oh  !  she  looked  so  sweet  aud  lair, 

Picking  posies  here  and  there. 
While  indeed  she  was  herself  the  fairest  flower ! 

Chobus. 

Pretty  eyes  o^bouuy  blue,  \  • 

All  my  heart  I  give  to  you  :  K 

Oh  !  she  looks  so  sweet  and  fair. 
With  her  neck  and  shoulders  bare— 

And  my  happy  heiirt  her  memory  still  embow — 
I  am  like  the  little  bee. 
Kissing  every  flower  I  seo, 

Since  the  day  I  met  my  love  among  the  flowers. 

All  enraptured  I  stood  there. 

Though  I  knew  it  wasn't  fair  : 
For,  the  blush  went  from  the  rose  into  her  cheek, 

And  with  modesty  the  while, 

Turning  roiiml,  she  seemed  to  pmile — 
While  respect  aud  duty  bade  me  then  to  speak  : 

"Pray,  excuse  me,  miss,  said  I, 

But,  as  I  was  passing  by, 
I  found  this  plain  gold  ring  and  thought  'twas  yours." 

Then  she  smilingly  answered  no; 

Still  she  never  bade  me  go, 
So  we  stood  and  talked  awhile  among  the  flowers. 
Pretty  eyes  of  bouny  blue,  Ac 


^       Paddy,  WiU  You  Now?    v       {' 

As  I  rode  out  by  Dnnnigal       :^  ,  \ 

All  on  a  Monday  morn, 
I  saw  a  winsome  colleen  tall, 

A  pnrtier  girl  iiiver  was  bom  ; 
She  was  hthe  and  she  was  sprightly. 

As  she  tripj)ed  with  springing  tread     "  V  ■.. : 
O'er  the  turf  so  gny  and  brightly. 

Where  the  shamrock  reared  its  head 
Chorus:    Tow,  row— row,  Paddy,  will  you  now? 
Marry  me  while  I  m  in  the  humor, 
;,:    That's  just  now— that's  just  now  ; 
_      '       Paddy,  will  you  now  ?      ; 

Says  I— I  can't  your  wish  deny, 

My  heart  responds  unto  yonr  call ;  :*^     j 

So  pray  receive  your  Pat's  reply —  ;..      ■ 

I'll  marry  you  at  DuimigaL  ;     ' 

Jumping  down,  I  quick  caressed  her, 

Then  unto  the  priest  we  sped, 
And  as  Father  Teddy  blessed  her, 

Once  again  the  darliut  said.  Chorus. 


There's  Somebody  Waiting  for  Me. 

The  moon's  shining  bright,  and  the  stars  give 

their  light, 

And  the  evening  invites  us  to  stray. 
But  in  vain  do  I  talk  of  a  bright  moonlight  walk,— 

I  am  here,  and  I  can't  get  away. 
I'm  a  bird  in  a  cage,  aud  they  say,  "at  my  age," 

That  their  wonder  is  what  I  can  see 
In  a  walk  in  the  cold,  tliough  the  truth  must  be  told. 

That  there's  somebody  waiting  for  lue. 

CHoans. 

There's  somebody  waiting,  there's  somebody  waiting, 
There's  somebody  waiting  for  me. 

They  ask  me  to  sing,  and  my  music  they  bring, 

"Tis  "Meet  me  by  moonlight  alone  "  again. 
And  it's  getting  quite  late,  and  I  know  be  won't  wait, 

And  he'll  go  if  it  comes  on  to  rain. 
And  now  they  propobe  all  the  shutters  to  close. 

As  a  form  in  the  moonlight  I  see. 
But  before  they're  aware  TU  steal  down  the  back  stair. 

For,  there's  somebody  waiting  for  ma 

There's  somebody  waiting  &jc. 


My  Old  Wife. 


Song  by  Andrew  Pureell  In  lile  eketch  of  tbe 
Ueu-Pecked  Huabaud. 


Kind  friends,  if  you  attention  pay, 

A  picture  I  will  show 
Of  my  old  wife,  the  plague  of  my  life, 

Before  she  went  below. 
Chorus  :    With  my  whack  fol  lor  el,  Inr  el  li  do, 
Whack  fol  lur  el  la. 

She  was  as  ugly  a  hag,  my  boys,     V. 

As  ever  you  did  see  : 
She  used  to  blacken  both  my  eyas — 

For,  she  thought  the  world  ot  me. 


Chocns. 


She  wasn't  very  fat,  my  boys. 

Nor  yet  she  wasn't  thin  :  -  .,•  - 

She  never  drunk  tea  in  all  her  life, 

But  couldn't  she  drink  her  gin  I  Ohcmi. 

She  would  always  growl  aud  fight,  my  boys. 

No  matter  what  I'd  do : 
Aud  if  I  said  a  word  to  her. 

She  beat  me  black  and  blue.  Cboms. 

One  night,  while  she  was  rather  full,         ' '  -  •.■ 

She  nearly  broke  my  bead  ; 
I  laid  her  out  with  siuothering  iron. 

And  they  told  me  she  was  dead.  Ghotns. 

Now  that  I  am  single  again, 

I  never  will  miuned  be  : 
But  I  cauuot  sleep  at  night,  at  all : 

For,  her  ghost  it  does  haunt  me.  Cboms. 

■: ^     l>l    S^l 

Sweet  Happy  Days! 

,      WorA  and  Mniic  by  W.  H.  Delebaaly 

Oh  I  I  never  shall  forget  the  happy  days, 

Happy  days !  happy  days  1  , 

When,  upon  the  old  plantation,        •  •.•":.■•>. 
All  the  drirkics  took  vacation, 
Aud  they  left  their  heavy  work  and  went  to  pky. 
.  Then  we  took  the  banjo,  fiddle  and  tbe  bones, 

Aud  the  bones  !  and  the  l><>nes  ! 
And  yon  onght  to  hear  the  ringing 
Of  the  merr}'  voices  singing 

In  the  chorus  of  the  dulcimatic  tones  ! 
Chobus. 
Oh  !  happy  days !  sweet  happy  days  1 
When  wo  took  the  banjo,  fiddle  and  the  bones. 

And  the  bones  I  and  the  bones ! 
Yes,  you  vught  to  hear  the  ringing 
Of  the  merry  voices  ningir^g 

In  the  chorus  of  the  dulcimatic  tones. 

Oh  !  I  never  shall  forget  Miss  Susie  Baown, 
Susie  Brown  !  Susie  Brown!       :   -.•, 

Yes,  the  beauty  of  her  mouth         '  '■ 

Was  a  picture  of  the  South — 

Aud  Jthey  say  she  was  "  the  belle  of  all  the  towB." 

Wo  n*ed  to  be  together  all  the  while,    : 
All  the  while  !  all  the  while  !  >^ '   ., 

And  she  looked  so  very  charming. 

That  I  oouldn't  see  the  harm  in 
A  kissing  her  until  I  made  her  sniila  Cba 


Down  Among  the  Daisies. 

Wriltenby  K.  A  Hontler   banjoiit    for   win  H  Morton 


Down  among  the  daisies,  by  the  miiiiintj  stream. 

Where  the  waters  ripple  soft  and  I'lw  : 
Sitting  with  my  darliuf*,  in  a  happy  dream. 

Heedless  of  the  hours  that  come  and  go- 
There  1  meet  my  darling,  cverj-  Summer's  day. 

And  the  leaflets  uuddiug  up  above 
Were  the  only  ones  that  list  to  what  we'd  ny. 

As  we  wiiisperetl  o'er  our  tales  of  lo^«i. 
Chobus. 
Down  among  the  daisies,  by  the  running  lArssm, 

Where  tbe  waters  ripple  soft  and  low  ; 
Sitting  by  my  darling,  m  a  happy  dream. 

Heedless  of  the  Iioueb  that  oome  and  ga 

Down  among  the  daisies  wo  will  ever  dwell, 

lu  a  htlile  cottage  by  the  stream  ; 
Naught  will  ever  come  to  break  the  happy  spell. 

Break  the  happy  glimmer  of  onr  dream. 
Days  may  come  anid  co,  hke  flowers  that  bloom  and  die, 

But,  as  long  as  hie  is  with  us  HTifsn, 
We  will  dwell  together,  you  aud  I, 

Down  among  Uie  daiaet,  by  tba  itnaok         Ohft 


T 
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TJIK     Sl.l€-i:irv     JOIJRKAI.. 


'"  "        Hcrer  Enconrage  the  Men.       ' 

■  /■■''   Boss  by  Tour  PJitor. 

A  woni  of  afhico  III  now  pive  to  the  girla, 

If  thi-y  will  but  listfu  to  me  ; 
If  thf^  men  do  not  likt:  It,  it'M  little  I'll  oare. 

If  the  fjirls  with  lue  will  aKWe. 
ShouKl  a  yoiiug  uiun  wiuk  at  yun  while  posaiug 

the  street. 

Don't  lau^h,  or  hell  do  so  agHin  ; 
Pittriid  jnn  don't  SUV  him,  and  pass  on  yonr  wny, 

Autl  uever  encuiiruge  the  uieu. 

Chorus.  :  ' .  ■.  ■    ■■ 

Don't  evrr  be  fliittered  with  what  they  may  say, 
Tlionqh  tlipy  cull  yon  u  mre  little  fjem  ; 

For.  it  you  allow  theui  just  oue  little  kisH, 
They  surely  will  kisa  yuu  agiiiu. 

If  your  loyer's  pockt-t  Nhould  ever  get  light. 

Of  ooiAse,  lie  11  txpLiiu  ull  to  you  ; 
Tlieu  h**'!!  wiy     "little  durling,  will  yon  be  ko  kiud 

As  to  lend  mo  ii  dollrtr  or  two?" 
If  you  kiid  him  fivo  dolLirs  to-diiy,  bear  in  mind 

To-morrow  he'll  snrely  wimt  ten  ; 
So  cling  to  yonr  {HirKu,  and  don't  act  like  a  fool. 

And  uever  eufouniye  the  meu.  Chorus. 

But  when  in  the  brtll-room  yon're  dancing;  so  gay, 

With  a  haudsome  young  man  by  your  side, 
He  vows  that  hn  loves  you,  and  says  that  Bome  day 

He  surely  will  make  you  his  bride, 
And  if  he  nhould  i)inch  yon  and  give  you  a  hug. 

Stand  np  for  your  riRhts  there  and  then, 
And  juHt  tell  hiiu  quickly  he'd  better  behave  : 

And  never  encourage  the  men.  -    Chorus. 

And  if  out  to  the  park  yon  should  go  for  a  walk. 

And  should  happen  to  meet  a  young  swell, 
'With  his  pold-headed  cane  and  hia  big  diamond  pin, 

(Dame  Fortitno  has  favored  him  well"). 
Don't  look  upon  him  any  more  than  a  man  : 

For,  George  is  no  bett<*r  than  Ben  ; 
But  just  pASfl  him  by,  pay  no  heed  to  his  eigh. 

And  never  eueoumge  the  men.  Chorus. 


Vr 


Workingman. 

Sune  by  Tony  p4ator. 


The  great  men  of  the  day  they  sing 

About  thtir  West  End  belles. 
Of  "  Oxford  Joe"  nnd  "  Polly"  too. 

And  'lojsy,  howling  swells  ; 
But  I  will  sing  of  another  sect, 

Aiid  pKase  you,  if  I  cau  : 
And  thu  one  1 11  mention  in  my  soog 

Is  the  honest  workingman. 

Chobtts. 

t'or,  we  are  not  •'  toffs  "  or  "  Immensik^b," 

And  none  of  the  "  Upper  Ten  ;" 
But  we  belong  to  a  glorious  bond. 

They  call  the  workingmen. 

Bome  pride  themselves  upon  their  wealth 

And  !4t:tiions  liipli  in  life; 
A  nmrried  umtch  they  always  hatch    * 

Wlieiu -'ev  they  tiike  a  wife  ; 
But  if  tnie  love  and  virtue  shonld 

r>o  ntMiili'd  in  the  pbin, 
Vfhy;  as  pood  as  any  countess,  boys, 

Ls  the  wife  uf  a  workiuguuui.  Choms. 

If  misfortune  slumld  at  nny  time 

Brirt;  the  rich  man  down. 
He  stands  its  helpless  as  a  child 

To  brave  the  world's  cold  frown  ; 
While  we  innli-nd  cm  earn  our  bread 

Willi  h ml  l>iit  hoTtcst'tiand  : 

So,  to  «;^ollk  the  tmth,  what  lord  or  dake 

C.iu  equal  the  workingman  ?  Choms. 

Somo  liflse  tb<»  frreat  rtnd  rich         ■   t' 

Will  at  the  j>oor  man  sneer- - 
But  wlH»re  woflld  be  their  grand  estates 

If  workmen  were  not  near? 
So  T  will  belli  my  bend  erect, 

.\nd  swy— "Thnnk  God,  lam 
America's  boast,  from  coast  to  coast. 


Tht3  American  workingman  V 


Choms. 


,     Who  will  Care  when  I  am  Gone  T 

Souk  by  Tony  P«»(or. 

When  my  heart  ha.s  ceased  its  yearning 

For  the  .joys  that  will  uotittay, 
And  iriy  rtste«l  feet  are  ro<»miug 

lu  the  angels'  shiuing  way, 
Who  will  sigh  for  words  of  greeting — 

Who  will  mnun  for  smiles  withdrawn? 
Never  more  my  welcome  meeting. 

Who  will  cure  when  I  um  goue  ?        ; 
f 
When,  with  Hi  ill  and  puiuless  bosom, 

I  um  lying  fabt  asleep 
Underneath  the  dew  and  blossom. 

In  the  gnive  so  dark  and  deep  — 
Who  will  grieve  for  words  imspoken — 

Tender  greetings  at  the  dawu 
From  the  lip«  by  death  o'ertukcH^ 

Who  will  caru  when  I  um  gouu? 

When  the  bin's  Imvo  hushed  their  miuic. 

At  the  twilight  dim  an<l  gray  : 
Who  my  mime  \\  ill  softly  whisper. 

Who  for  mo  will  kindly  pmy? 
Gazing  at  the  dew-wet  blossoms. 

Leaning  o'er  my  narrow  bed. 
Who  will  bn'uthe  a  word  in  blessing 

For  the  soul  from  sorrow  fled  ? 


«^  «».»•  '»»»»»4':.«o  '.r',* 


***  Once  Ag^aiiL* 

Words  by  L  H.  Lewin.         Unile  by  ArtlinrS  SnlllTan. 

The  Hnaic  ran  b»  ol.talned  of  E.  H.  Hording   Nn.  22Q 
Bowery.  Kaw-York.    Price  10  oeute. 


Wherefore,  Sweet  Maid,  Sigh  you  so  ! 

Wherefore,  sweet  maid,  sigh  yon  so?        '      ' 

Why  does  your  soft  cheek  fade? 
Is  it  for  love,  is  it  for  woe  ? 

Love  is  not  joy,  sweet  maid. 

What  has  he  for  whom  yon  sigh. 

That  is  not  also  mine? 
A  breast  where  you'll  safely  lie, 

.\.nd  a  heart-  but  that  is  thine. 

Therefore,  sweet  maid,  sigh  not  so. 

Nor  let  your  soft  check  fade  : 
Prithee,  then,  love  no  more  for  woe. 

But  love  for  joy,  sweet  maid. 


What  is  Glory,  What  is  Fame? 


DIBDOt. 


What  is  glory,  what  is  fame!  ; 

That  a  shadow,  this  a  name,  i 

Restless  mortals  to  deceive  : 

.\re  they  renowned,  oiu  they  be  great. 

Who  hnrl  their  fellow -creatures'  fate. 

That  mothers,  children,  wives  may  grieve  ? 

Ask  smiling  honor  to  proclaim 

What  is  ^lory    vLnt  is  fame  ? 

Hark  !  the  ::^lad  mandate  strikes  the  listexung  ear — 

"The  trnest  cjI'tv  to  the  bosom  dear 

Is  when  the  (^omI  starts  soft  cnmpamioo's  tear." 

What  are  ricbfs,  pomp  and  power? 

Gewgaws  that  <  ndiire  their  hour,  '    " 

Wretched  mfirtals  to  allure  ; 

Can  greatness  reach  the  idly  vain. 

Indulging  in  tlie  priuc«ly  lantt. 

Deaf  to  the  miseries  of  the  poor ? 

Ask  smiling  reahon  to  procluMu 

What  is  glory,  what  is  fume? 

Hark  !  the  sweet  mandate  strikes  the  listening  ear— 

"The  truest  glory  tt>  the  bottom   dear 

Is  when  the  soul  starts  soft  coinpa8.>-ion's  tear." 

^m^-^»^ — — 

0  Love!  Thou  Powerftil,  Pleasing-  Pain! 

noix'Rorr. 


O  love !  thon  powerful,  plnnsin;;  pain ! 

The  heart  tb  it  owns  thy  mighty  sway 
Shall  ne'er  recovi  r  p'  iice  *i;:iin, 

But  wa.ste  iu  sighs  ihe  cheerful  day. 

-*■  i 

Can  wordw  d.scrMic  my  cwintlp8.s  leurs. 
While  ou  the  rack  of  doubt  I  lie  : 

While  doomed  to  puss  my  time  iu  tears, 
Condeiuued,  without  oomplaint,  to  die? 

In  vain  I  wivh  for  lost  repose. 

In  vain  would  absence  bring  relief  :      ' ' 
Still  love  within  my  bosom  glows. 

And  death,  alone,  can  calm  my  grieU 


I  linger  round  the  very  spot  "'^-  ■  ''  '  • 

Where  yeare  ago  we  met. 
And  woiuleir  when  yon  quite  foTigot> 

Or  if  you  quite  forget !  -?  .  ' 

And  tender  yearuiugs  rise  anew       "'    '••    • 

For  love  that  nsed  to  be  ;  ■ 

If  you  could  know  that  I  wns  trus^ 

And  I  that  yon  Were  free.  ■'        •: 

Cboras:    Ah!  Love  once  again,    ■''■"■ 

Meet  me  ouce  again  ;       '■   '    " 
Old  love  is  waking,         -•' 
Shall  it  wake  in  vain? 
Love  once  again, 
'■    Meet  me  ouce  again  !         .  . 
Old  love  is  waking,  •..  ■■,-■., 

Khali  it  wake  in  vain  ?         .' ;    .y 

I  ever  yet  my  thonghts  incline,  J  *. . , 

And  buck  my  memory  slips  ; 
I  feel  warm  tiugers  locked  in  mine, 

I  see  those  quivering  lips  '  ' 

Whuse  mnrmnra  eame  like  mnsic  throngh. 

When  mine  had  set  them  free. 
That  all  the  world  was  naught  to  you. 

Who  only  wanted  mo.  Chorus. 


./ 


«-»«»-4 


Dancing  WaveletB.; . 

By  George  B.  Peonoek    of  Dozb«ry,  VmH 


Danoiug  wavelets  at  our  feet,  ,     ...  j.r 

Coming  iu  to  yuu  and  ma;       ..  _.  . 
Over  pwirly  shells  they  beat. 

Bringing  mnsic  from  the  sea.  ■'-    •■■ 

How  we  lavs  the  sweet  refndn       » • .  /-v 

As  we  sit  in  Summer  gloam. 
Of  tiny  beat,  ou  j)eHriy  shorB,  1 

Of  hiughing  waves  from  ocean's  bome  !    - 
Chorus  :    Laughing,  dancing  wavelets  bt^'^l 
Tiny  beats  ou  p^l  v  abora, 
C'/oming  in  t)  you  and  Boe,     :  x  (.;'J 
Making  music  evenaort.  '  \^ 

X. ..  ■;l.i..x 

Dancing  waves  round  fiiiry  iaita.  '• '    * 

Laughing  waves  ou  euuuy  lea, 
On  fairy  shores  that  hearts  beguile, 

Bippldug  wavelets  laugh  soJrea.       ,  , 
Oh  !  what  rapture  fiils  our  hearts  ,'i 

As  we  wander  'long  the  dhoiB,  j'-, .  •  T^.-Vj^ .   . 
Where  those  dancing  wavelets  brvak. 

Making  music  evermoi*  ?  Ch<tnis. 

Birds  may  skim  fbe  emsted  wavs^r^  -  i    ;"  ;    ■• 

Shells  may  wh!*p*r  of  tb*  sea,  '^    .    •  ■-  -C  _ 
•Yet  anon  will  wavelets la»©  Z  .  .j:  \  •."i 

The  pearly  shore  and  eihitif  Mk. 
Tides  may  come  and  tides  tony  go. 

Ships  may  waDd<>r  o'er  fhfr  mstai  - 
Still,  with  music  bweet  and  low,     i.. 

Wavelets  brcnflu'  the  >>ame  i^fraiii. 


><o/ 


Choms. 


Set  Carey. 


Oh  ]  did  von  ue'er  hear  of  Bet  (Jarfly  'f 

•She  lives  in  the  town  of  Tipiiemrr  — 

t)h  !  thcji.i'nsp  ofhur  bantl  vhut  luoilal  cinhtuMi ' 

For,  fatal's  the  ynufp  of  Bt.,'  Car^j-. 

Her  eyes  hkaa  fnruiir  ■  ,u.   : 'vimftitr. 
Her  toni^U'' with  (old  slander  is  feeniin?. 
And  Well  ..o  I  know  1      .  fiUt*!''!  ih«  blov     "i/, 
TliiU  ihop^  iioaa  thj  ..     ...  i/U  Cansy.    ,  .h  • 

If  ever  you  meet  this  Ifc  I  (Jjirey,  .  r 

TLut  eoiuis  irom  tLv  to*ii  of  Tipperary, 
Keepo)  •  ofUiev,iv\     sh  ■(' notsornpple  toslsi  : 
For,  death  is  the  blow  of  Bet  Car«y. 


Til, 


one  looks  like  a  bH<;  of  (b' 

'.    '  d'  eply  she's  i  ii 

And  whoe'er  stands ji  iiow  UoaBMl^ttaby  paw. 

Will  die  by  the  hand  of  Bet  Onv^.    .,/vi.  u.A 


It  is  onlv  those  tiiat  have  done  notLiu^,  who  faiicy 
they  can  do  ereTTtblng. 


J 


THE   8i:\6i:r8' 


JOURITAL. 

!  .     L    1  -    -  It  J     g.     . 


US.'S 


I  I'm  AJEollingr 

Sang  by  the  Hkuitown  Stqdenli.  ,,'    '■  '  'V 

..•.^l;^V•WJ^:■■. 

I'm  a-rolliu!^.  I'm  a-roUing,  .> '.    .'/ 

rm  a<ralliug  tbro'  au  uufriendly  world : 

I'm  B-roUiug,  I'm  a-rolling  thro'  an  tmftiendlj  world. 

0  brotheiB,  won't  yon  help  me  ? 

O  brothers,  won't  jou  help  me  to  pray? 

O  brothers,  won't  yon  help  me, 

Won't  Toa  help  me  in  the  aerrioe  of  the  Lord  ? 

T     ;  Fm  A-ixdling,  Ac. 

O  sisteiB,  won't  yon  help  me? 

O  Histeag,  won't  yon  help  me  to  pray  ? 

O  aisten',  won't  you  help  me, 

Won't  you  help  me  in  the  service  at  the  Lord? 

■  Fm  a-roUing,  Ac 

O  preacbera,  won't  yon  help  me? 

0  preachers,  won't  you  help  me  to  fight? 

O  preachers,  won't  yon  help  me, 

Won't  you  help  me  in  the  service  of  the  Lord  ? 

I'm  a-rolling,  Ac. 


The  Old  Oak  Tree. 

Words  and  Mnaic  hj  Jobn  T.  Kally. 


I'm  (sitting  by  the  old  oak  tree,      '    • 

Where  oft,  in  days  gone  by. 
We  sat  and  told  our  tales  of  love. 

My  Alice  dear  and  L 
How  sad  to  think  thiit  all  must  fade —  t 

But  the  saddest  thing  to  me 
Is  when  I  thiuk  of  other  days, 

Down  by  that  old  oak  tree. 

That  little  stream,  that  ran  close  by, 

Still  murmurs  on  the  same. 
And  the  rustic  bridge,  where  oft  we  stood. 

And  spoke  each  other's  name  : 
The  country  roadside  where  we  walked  : 

"They  all  briug  back  to  me 
When  all  alone  of  love  we  talked 

Down  by  that  old  oak  tree. 

How  quiet  seems  the  resting  place 

Where  Alice  she  was  laid— 
Where  birds  they  sing  in  summer  time 

And  bloHBoms  bloom  and  fade—  .     , 

How  well  I  know  we  all  must  die— 

My  only  wish  would  be 
To  lay  me  down  by  Alice  dear,  ' 

Beneath  that  old  oak  tree. 

.m^.^ ....'•^  :^- 

I         ■       Pat  O'Flaherty.         '       , 

Written  and  OompoMd  by  Alfred  B  Sedgwick 

Copyrigbt.  1876.  *>/  the  Ainericsa  Mnaic  Pnbllihlng  Co 
The  Mniic  c»n  be  obtatned  at  the  Moiie  Store  of 
George  B.  Flahar    282  Grand  Street,   N.  T. 
-Li  i:  .■■  Price  10 ce^.  ,     ...  ._^-, 

My  name  is  Pat  O'Fiaheity ! 

I  come  from  onld  Kildare  : 
"Tis  long  since  I  left  Ireland, 

That  Isle  so  green  and  fair. 
My  fortune  for  to  better  it, 

I  left  that  dear  ould  land  : 
It's  meself  thut  lougs  to  be  back  again. 

To  claim  me  Peggy's  hand. 
Chorus:     Hnr-roo,  Hnr-roo ! 

i  My  name  is  Pat  O'Flaherty, 

-  (  And  I  come  frcme  onld  Kililare. 

(Danes 

I  thought  that  iu  Americky 

I'd  build  me  tV.rtooe  up. 
But  now  I  work  for  ould  Skinflint,     ,,     ;^; 

For  the  dhirty  bit  and  sup  :  . 

[■.    But  should  kind  fortune  ever  change^      ,' 

I'd  go  straight  back  once  more, 
And  never  leuve  the  dear  ould  sod. 

Or  its  fine  ould  sea-girt  shore. 

>     Oh  !  if  I  were  in  Ireland, 

That  land  of  my  delight, 
Fd  sing  and  dauoe,  the  whole  dny  long. 

From  moniint,' until  ni!,'hf ; 
\  ■}  married  to  my  Fe^gy  dear 

How  I!  ickly  would  I  be-         ' 
OU  !  Boon  lUiiy  1  be  going  home^    - 

Atio-^  iL-iui-rp  Liiiti  Bt-ii !  OhoruK. 


) 


Cboms. 


■^^Grandfather's  Clock. 


VTorda  and  Mus!c  by  Henry  C.  Work. 

The  Mnilc  of  tliix  bovj  ia  t>nblisbed  by  0  M.  Cady, 

107  Duaue  Street.  Ke#  York.        Price  39  oenU. 


My  grandfather's  clock  was  too  lars^e  tor  i  he  shelf, 

So  it  utaod  ninety  years  on  the  floor  ; 
It  was  taller  by  half  than  the  old  man  himself. 

Though  it  weighed  not  a  pennyweight  more. 
It  was  bought  on  the  mora  ol  the  day  that  he  was  Lorn, 

And  was  always  his  treasure  and  pride  ; 
But  it  stopped  short— never  to  ^^  again —      ' 

When  the  old  man  died.  _  ^' 

Chovt<%  '  ■ 

Ninety  years,  without  slumbering— tick,  tick,  tick,  tick, 
His  life-seconds  numberiug- tick,  tick,  tick,  tick, 
It  stopped  short  -  never  to  go  again — 
When  the  old  man  died.       y. 

In  watching  its  jieudulum  swing  to  and  fto,    , 

Many  hours  had  h«  spout  while  a  boy  ; 
And,  in  childhood  and  manhood,  the  clock 

seemed  to  know, 

And  to  share  both  his  grief  and  his  joy  : 
For,  it  struck  twenty-four  when  he  enteriad  at  the  door, 

With  a  bloomijig  and  beautiful  bride ; 
But  it  stopped  short     never  to  go  again—        ■  ;• 

When  the  old  mau  died.  Choma 

My  grandfather  said  that  of  those  he  could  hire, 

Not  a  servant  so  faithful  he  found  ; 
For,  it  wa.sted  no  time,  and  had  but  one  desire— 

At  the  close  of  each  week  to  be  wound. 
It  was  kept  in  its  place-  not  a  frown  upon  its  face, 

And  its  hands  never  bung  by  its  side  ; 
But  it  stopped  short — never  to  go  again — 

When  the  old  mau  died.  Chorus. 

It  mng  an  alarm  in  the  dead  of  the  night— 
An  alarm  that  for  years  had  been  dumb  ; 

And  we  knew  that  his  spirit  was  pluming  for  flight- 
That  his  hour  of  dejmrtura  had  come. 

Still  the  clock  kept  the  time,  with  a  soft  and 

muf9ed  chime, 
Ab  we  silently  stood  by  his  side  ; 

Bat  it  stopped  short— never  to  go  agtiin— 

When  the  old  man  died.  Chorus. 


Tet  Awhile,  Sweet  Sleep,  Deceit  Me. 

OABBICK. 

Yet  awhile,  sweet  sleep,  deceive  me. 

Fold  me  in  thy  downy  arms. 
Let  no  care  awake  to  grieve  me, 

Lull  it  with  thy  potent  cbarma  .. 

I,  a  turtle,  doomed  to  stray, 

Quitting  young  the  parent's  nest,         \    v 
Find  each  bird  a  bird  of  prey,  ,     ■ 

Sorrow  knows  not  where  to  rest    ^ 


■  ■■  ^ 


Kitty  Aleen. 

Bt  Darid  Dillon. 


Good-bye,  little  darling  :  I'm  going  away 

To  that  sweet  land  of  freedom  that's  fir  o'er  the  say, 

Where  the  tine  hand  of  friendship  and  Liberty's  shown 

To  welcome  the  stiuuger  who  wanders  alone. 

Oh  !  no,  Kuty  darling,  1  up'cr  shall  lorgi't 

Those  bright  loving  moments  when  first  you  I  met : 

'Twas  down  'mongst  the  daisies  and  shamrocks  so  green 

That  I  first  vowed  my  love  to  yon,  Kitty  Aleen. 

Chorus.  ...    . , 

O  Kitty  Aleen !  sweet  Kitty  Aleeu  ! 
'Twas  down  'mongst  the  daisies  and  shamrocks  so  green, 
Where  the  little  birds  sweetly  sii;!;,'  ihruii^h 

the  "  boreeii." 
Tliiit  T  fir.-'  vf.wed  my  love  to  you,  Kitty  Aiat-a. 

Good-bye,  little darliuL;  :  I  now  must  away—-'" 
The  ship  it  doeo  wail.  I  no  loruitr  can  stay  ; 
When  crossing  the  <  •  ■  .u's  Liii,^1^j.  ^*a-bounding  wave, 
I'll  pray  fur  Old  ^riu  .  i.d  the  ^-i.^mise  you  gave  : 
Then  wee[>  not,  alhiunn,  but  constantly  try 
To  think  of  your  tlarlin(/,  your  dc*u-  Irish  boy, 
Whotie  lov.  for  sweet  Eriiiand  the  fhamrock  so  green 
Will  bring  him  soon  btn-k  to  sweet  Kitty  Aleen. 

O  Kitty  A]"eu  !  Ac 


The  Days  when  this  old  Nigger  was  Young. 

All' :     Ttie  go^il  oM  djya  nf  Adam  auil  Xve. 


Ill  sing  yon  a  song  that  never  has  been  sung, 
'Bont  the  good  ole  days  when  dis  nigger  was  young  ; 
And  when  you  beam  it,  you  11  say  "dat's  ao ;" 
For,  I  know  what  1  tells  you,  an'  tells  what  I  know. 

CnoRtu 

Singing,  oh,  dear !  what  queer  thiiiga  have  ipirunR 
Since  de  mfe  ole  times  when  dis  nigger  was  young  I 

In  de  days  I  was  yoqng,  nigger's  wool  didn't  haag  high. 
Poultry  sold  che^  and  obickena  WMm't  shanghigh  ; 
Young  folks  went  to  meetin'  an'  didn't  go  to  uiusxeH, 
And  folks  went  into  hominy  instead  of  homnybusNS. 

Singing,  oh,  dear  !  &c. 

In  dem  ole  timea,  why,  a  ohuzoh  wasn't  a  pay  house. 
An'  the  pulpit  didn't  wear  clothes  like  a  plav-liouse  ; 
Den  folks  sung  together  by  the  sigh  of  da'r  voices. 
An'  dey  didn't  pay  the  ohoir  tor  makin'  all  de  noises. 

Singing,  oh,  dear  !  A  >;. 

On  de  ole  turnpike  dar  was  no  railway  crashes, 
Den  de  liquor  still  didn't  make  de  bmudy  smasbeA  ; 
Folks  didnt  get  frighteoed  at  too  many  newti, 
Den  cobblen  didn't  bom  soles,  but  dey  mendad  shoea. 

Singing,  oh,  dear  !  Ac. 


Why  did  the  Leave  her  Jeremiah  ? 


When  I  WM  in  •< Collar, "  I  loved  afair  maid. 

With  eyes  of  a  sweet  dark  blue  : 
She  seemed,  oh  !  so  fond—  I  ne'er  felt  afraid 

She  ever  might  prove  untrue. 
But  when  trouble  came,  she  to*k  herself  off. 

As  often  false  woman  will  do  : 
Though  her  face  was  ber  fortmie,  she martiad  "a  toff :" 

Yes,  she's  mairied  to  Ixird  Kuowswbo. 

.  '""I         Cbobdb.  "'".  .'^  • -' 

Oh  !  why  did  b^  leave  ber  Jeremiah  ? 

Why  did  she  go  without  saying  "adieu  ?" 
When  trouble  eame,  she  looked  much  higher — 

Isn't  it  fumy  what  money  will  do? 

Now  while  I  have  an  attic  in  ••  Queer  Street,"  she 

Has  a  mansion  in  "  Upper-crust  Square  :" 
While  I  tramped  about  with  boot  down  at  ber-1. 

She  rides  in  her  carriage  and  pair. 
She  can  run  up  a  bill  for  a  thousand  or  bo. 

If  she  has  not  the  cash  in  her  fob  : 
But,  as  for  poor  me,  Fd  be  thankful  to  know 

Where  someone  would  land  me  a  bob  t 

Oil !  why  did  she  leav«.  &<-. 


She  goes  to  the  Derby  in  miendid  tnm  aot, 

In  style  that  the  "  nobe    enren  sean  : 
I  go  to  the  Derby,  yes,  third  claBMwtam,  -f- 

Or  else  on  the  top  oif  a  van.  ■^  ' 

She  goes  to  the  play  :  so  likewise  do  I — 

To  that  part  where  each  humble  cove  flocks— 
But  while  I  am  jammed  iu  the  gallery, 

She  lolls  in  her  private  box ! 

Spoken  :  While  she  lolls  in  her  private  hnx,  s>ir- 
rounded  by  Lord  Knowswho,  the  Marquis  of  Donblo 
gloster,  the  Dnke  of  Ditchwater  and  the  choicest  jx  r- 
fumes  from  Rimmels-I  am  jammed  in  the  galk-r}', 
surrounded  by  Bag,  "Fag  and  bobtail,  and  odars  ot  n 
widely  different  nature,  nice  isn't  it? 

Ob  !  why  did  she  leave,  Ac. 

No  doubt  shell  be  some  day  preeented  at  Court, 

And  she'll  look,  too,  a  beautiful  sight ! 
No  doubt  I'll  be  some  day  preserded  at  eourt. 

And  charged  with  being  gloriously  "tight" 
Oft  while  she  is  sippiug  superior  port. 

After  dining  with  some  "nobby  "  crony, 
I'm  "  doing  "  a  pint  of  inferior  porter 

To  wash  down  my  humble  "  polony. " 

Spoken :  Nice  isn't  it  ?  I  dont  refer  to  the 
"savory  viand"  hut  while  she  is  enjoying  the  ■•nps" 
of  life,  I  am  experiencing  its  "downs,  which  indnoes 
me  to  enquire— I 

'  Oh  !  why  did  she  leave,  Ac. 
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The  Six  Degrees  of  Crime. 
PART  I. 
Continued. 


"  A  word,  one  fdoRle  word  from  yonr  lips,  Jolia, 
8ufBp»'8  to  calm  me,"  said  Hardy. 

"Cimie,  Julia,"  stiid  her  mother  ;  "  don't  be  cross 
with  the  poor  fellow ;  give  him  your  hand,  and 
make  it  np  with  him." 

Julia  submitted  almost  relactaotly  to  the  kiss 
Avhich  Fraiik  gave  her,  and  Mrs.  Meredith  cou- 
tiniad, — 

"  There,  that's  all  right.  But  I  am  obliged  to 
tell  you,  Frank,  that  you  are  not  always  right 
There  is  no  harm  about  Julia  ;  and  it  isn't  because 
she  8in<;s  at  a  music-hall,  and  that  fellowK  may  talk 
rubbish  to  her.  that  she  in  to  fi)rgft  herself." 

"Mrs.  Meredith,  I  have  nerer  said— have  never 
thouKht " 

"'There  is  no  merit  in  being  well  conducted  ;  and 
I  can  answer  lor  Julia  as  I  would  for  myself.  I 
should  kill  her  if  I  thought  she  would  not  be  good 
all  her  hfe ! " 

"You  need  not  speak  thus,  Mrs.  Meredith.  I 
know—  have  every  oonlideDce " 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  you  may  feel  certain  that  yon  will  be 
as  happy  with  Jolia  as  my  poor,  dear  husband  was 
with  me— dear  man  !"— and  here  she  wiped  her 
eyes.  "  I  have  nothing  on  my  conscience  when  I 
think  of  him.  We'Lnd  a  few  words  uow  and  then, 
but  never  a  row,  and  it  is  not  many  of  ypor  ladies 
in  hi^h  life  that  could  truthfully  say  as  much." 

At  that  luouunt,  Gasfou  Marall  returned. 

Julia  felt  herKelf  blush  as  he  appeared,  and 
glauc«-d  towards  Hardy  to  uot«  if  he  had  perceived 
her  confusion. 

"  I  was  be^'iuuiug  to  think,  Mr.  Marall,  that  you 
were  never  coming  with  that  receipt,"  said  Mrs. 
Meredith. 

"  Here  it  is, '  replied  Craston,  giving  it  to  her  ; 
"  I  beg  yon  to  excuse  me  for  having  kept  you  so 
long  waiting.     I  had  some  ihiitructions  to  give." 

And  so,  indeed,  he  had. 

"Good  day,  Mr.  MaialL  CiUDe  along,  Julia," 
said  Mrs  Meredith. 

"Yes,  go,"  said  Geston  ;  "for  I  have  something 
to  say  to  Hardy  which  must  b«  said  privately 
to  him.  I  shall  not,  however,  detain  him  long, 
and  il  you  ladies  will  wait  a  few  minutes  in  another 
room " 

"I  have  no  secrets  from  them,"  said  Hardy  ; 
"one  of  them  will  soon  b«  my  mother,  the  other 
my  wife," 

"  I  am  but  fulfilling  the  orders  left  by  my  father 
respecting  you,"  said  Gaijton. 

"That  is  quilie  liifht,"  cried  Mrs.  Meredith. 
"  And  so,  Frank,  we  miU  go  and  wait  for  you  ; 
only  you  must  not  keep  us  long,  for  I  ought  long 
ago  tohsvs  besD  boma,'  ,  .,-, 

"  A  very  few  miautee,"  aaid  Gaston. 

"  And  which  way  an  we  to  go  ?' 

"James,"  called  Gaetoa — and  the  footman  in- 
stantly nppeared,r-^ "  f ondnct  these  ladies." 

"  How  ha  looked  at  me  !"  Julia  sixid  to  herself, 
as,  with  l»«;r  mother,  she  lolloweU  the  fuotmau 
from  tbo  ai>artmeut. 

"  Now  wt'  are  alone,"  said  Frauk. 

"Hardy,  commenced  Gatiton,  •'you  will  not  be 
greatly  lUjltiuished  by  that  which  I  am  about  to  sny, 
for  you  well  know  that  my  father  always  had  a 
great  likuig  fur  you." 

"  He  was  always  motit  kind  to  mo  !" 

"But  the  day  befoiu  liitf  Hudd«u  death  ho  had 
placed  iu  the  haodii  oi  his  solicitor  a  himdred  and 
fifty  |X)nu<ls,  wbioii  sum  was  to  be  delivered  to  you." 

"  To  me?"  cried  Hardy,  in  unfeigned  ui>tiiuii>h- 
ment 

"Yes;  your  good  conduct  and  your  industry 
greatly  pleased  him.  Your  father,  too,  had  Ueu 
to  him  a  faithful  servant.  He  wished  to  do  some- 
thing towards  your  future,  and  had  a  belief  that  the 
sum  he  was  about  to  bestow  u]ion  you  would  bo 
made  by  yoa  the  fuujodation  ol  yuur  fortune  in 
Ufe." 

"Qaneroas  man  T'  exclaimed  Hardy,  greatly 
affected. 

"I  myself  undertook  to  deliver  this  money  into 
yonrliauds;  Init  -well,  thu  fact  iu,  I  forgot  all  about 
it  until  the  other  day  -but  here  is  the  money  for 
jou  now." 

'-  And  I  swear  before  the  son  of  my  benefactor — 


■/. '' . 


before  Heaven — that  I  will  be  ever  worthy  of  tlie 
gift  so  generously  bestowed  upon  me— of  the  esteem 
of  all  good  men !" 

"Here,  my  dear  fellow,"  said  Gaston  giving 
Hardy  a  pocket-book  ;  "yon  will  find  notes  to  the 
amotint  !" 

"Sir,"  exclaimed  Frank,  "how  shall  I  ever  be 
able  to  prove  my  gratitude  ?" 

"  By  continuing  the  good  conduct  of  which  my 
father  so  highly  approved.  Be  always  steady, 
honest,  and  industrious  ;  for  honesty  and  industry, 
as  I  have  heard  my  father  say  to  you,  can  alone 
bring  happiness !" 

And,  while  thus  hypocritically  speaking,  Gaston 
was  listeuiug  and  glancing  the  way  that  the  mother 
and  daughter  had  gone  -was  thinking  that  his 
friends  were  a  long  time  iu  performing  the  task 
that  he  had  set  them,  and  was  lie^inning  to  feiur 
that  Julia  had  ofiered  a  resistance  which  he  had  not 
at  all  expected. 

"I  repeat  to  yon,  sir,"  said  Hardy,  "that  you 
shall  never  have  rettsou  to  regret  your  goodness  to 
me!' 

"No  doubt,"  resfwnded  Gaston,  who  was  be- 
ginning to  feel  convinced  that  Julia  had  retiisted, 
and  that  his  friends  had  been  so  clumsy  as  to  fail 
in  their  attempt 

"Now,  Mr.  Mandl,  f^aid  Hard)',  "I  will,  if  you 
will  allow  me,  go  to  Mrx.  Meredith  and  her 
daughter." 

"Oh,  certiunly,"  replied  Gaston,  who  did  not, 
however,  intend  to  lot  him  go  just  yet.  And  so,  to 
gain  a  little  more  time,  when  Hardy  had  reached 
the  door,  Craston  called  to  him,  "  Hardy,  just 
another  moment  t" 

"  At  your  service,"  replied  Frauk,  returning  to 
him. 

"  It  was  my  father's  wif>h  that  you  should  not  say 
a  word  to  anyone  respecting  this  present  Be  care- 
ful to  obey  his  wish.  Aud  uow  you  will  understand 
why  I  required  that  there  should  be  no  witnetsses  to 
our  iuter  view." 

"  Ah,  sir,  yon  are  too  generous  !" 

Again  Hardy  turned  to  go,  aud  Onston  was 
thinking  what  he  Could  do  to  detiun  Julia's  lover 
still  a  while  longer,  when,  screaming  with  all  her 
might,  into  the  room  burst  Mrs.  Meredith. 

"  She  is  gone— 8b«  is  gone !  They  have  carried 
her  oS,  the  villaiuei,  the  mousters  !'  exclaimed  the 
poor  woman,  and  then  she  fell  to  the  ground  seurte- 
less. 


FABT  IL 
woaan. 

We  have  already  aliown  how  steeped  in  evil  were 
the  two  choice  associates  of  Gaston  MaralL 

Indeed,  they  loved  evil  for  its  own  sake,  sncb  was 
the  perversity  of  their  nature. 

No  one  could  doubt  that  they  would  be  more 
than  ever  enamoured  of  wrong-doing  now  that  they 
had  made  the  acquaintance  ofayouug  man  of  great 
wealth,  whose  purse  was  always  opt  n  to  them. 

They  had  hitherto  found  hiin  a  pliant  instrument 
in  their  hands,  to  be  moulJeil  according  to  their 
desires,  and  ultimately  to  become  whatever  they 
should  choose  to  make  of  him.  Long  baukrunt  iu 
reputation,  those  two  shameless  rascals  h^d  been 
equally  ruine«l  iu  fortune,  when  a  chance  Aeetiug 
made  them  acqiuiiuted  with  Gaston  Marall. 

Skilled  in  reading  character,  they  had  once  di- 
vined that  Gaston  was  their  man  ;  aud  they  at  once 
made  themselves  agreeable  to  their  intended  victim. 

It  may  very  well  be  doubted  if  the  best  examples 
to  bo- derived  from  the  com|>auiouship  of  right- 
minded  and  propcrly-oonducttid  young  men  would 
have  protluced  a  salutary  elTect  on  (]rastun.  At  any 
rate,  he  hud  never  shown  any  inclination  to  make 
the  trial-  liad.  iudeed,  always  tiarefully  avoided 
those  whom  the  world  esteemed,  declaring  that 
they  were  slow  aud  stupid. 

It  was  to  the  bad  only  k)  whom  he  always 
attached  himself.  ludeid,  if  it  is  true  that  a  man 
is  to  be  known  by  the  company  he  keeps,  Gaston 
had  already  sunk  verj'  low  indeed. 

Julia  Meredith  and  her  mother  had  no  aooncr 
reached  the  apartment  to  which  they  had  gone,  as 
will  bo  romemlxired  to  wait  until  Gsiston  should 
have  finished  with  Frauk  Hardy,  than  the  house- 
keeper made  her  appearance. 

She  had  no  ij-.a  uf  the  int<  use  ciim.'  in  v.  hi';! 
she  was  aiding.    She  was  simply  obeying  instruc- 


tions she  had  received  to  show  every  attention  to 
that  mother  and  daughter,  aud  to  offer  them  re- 
freshments. 

Mrs.  Meredith  readily  consented,  for,  asRhemiil. 
she  had  been  running  about  all  day,  and  had  ikk 
dined. 

Julio,  as  Gaston  had  guessed  would  be  the  cn^e, 
declined  the  offered  reireshment  and  Mrs.  Mere- 
dith was  conducted  by  the  housekeeper  to  still  an- 
other chamber,  and  one  that  was  at  a  considerable 
distance  from  that  in  which  she  Imd  left  la  r 
daughter. 

"You  may  as  well  come  with  me,  Juli*,  if  you 
will  take  any  refreshment,"  said  Mrs.  Meredith. 

To  which  her  daughter  replied,  "  No,  mother  ;  I 
shall  lie  very  well  here,  and  glad  of  a  rest." 

••  Well,  well,  I  dare  say  you  are  tired,  and  I  know 
I  am.     I  shall  not  be  gone  long,  my  dear." 

Julia  wished  to  be  alone,  because  hoping  that 
Gaston  might  come  to  say  a  few  words  to  her.  She 
had  been  greatly  taken  w  ith  bis  haudsome  face  aud 
fine  figure,  aud  dazzled  aud  captivated  by  the  im- 
mense fortune  of  which  he  was  the  muster. 

Julia  had  never  loved  Fnuik  Hardy.  Their  en- 
gagement was  brought  about  by  her  mother,  who 
thought  that  the  best  thing  in  the  world  for  Julia 
would  be  marriage  with  a  g<KHl  man,  who  would  be 
certain  always  to  keep  a  comfortable  home  over  her 
head. 

"And  where  find  a  better  husband  than  Frank 
Hardy  ?"  Mrs.  Meredith  would  urge.  "  Think  bow 
long  we  have  kuowu  him,  and  I  am  sure  you  cau't 
help  liking  him." 

"At  111!  eveuts,  there  is  no  one  else  that  I  like 
better,"  Julia  would  reply. 

Aud  so,  at  last,  Julia  was  fairly  talked  faito  giving 
her  co^seut  to  become  Frauk  Hardy's  wile ;  be- 
lieving, a.s  her  mother  was  constantly  telling  her, 
that  if  she  liked  Frauk  a  little  she  would  be  sure  to 
love  him  a  great  deal  after  marringo. 

When,  iu  obedience  to  the  look  he  had  given 
theiu,  Gastou's  two  friends  left  the  room  iu  which 
they  had  been  drinking,  auil  followed  him  to  what 
heudled  hissuuggery, — "  Now  what  is  to  be  done?" 
demanded  Tom  Blackford. 

"  Why  this  mysterious  proceeding  ?"  asked  Jack 
Horsley.  .  > 

"  That  girl !"  said  Gaston. 

"  What !  smitten  with  her  ?  What  a  fellow  you 
are !"  laughed  Jack  Horsley. 

"  My  <lear  l)oys,  'tis  she  1" 

"  What  she?"  asked  hia  two  dear  boys. 

"She  that  when  we  were  talking  of  our  flames 
awhile  ago " 

"What!"  cried  Blackford  ;  "the  lovely  creature 
that " 

"  Yes  ;  of  whom  I  was  telling  yon  awhile  ago." 

"You  mean,"  said  Blackford,  "of  whom  yon 
would  not  tell  us  anything  at  all." 

"  Well,  never  mind,"  said  Horsley  ;  "  she  cer- 
tainly is  a  nhanning  creature,  and  young  too— 
under  eighteen,  I  should  say." 

"  But  to  come  to  the  pcnnt— for  of  course  there  is 
a  point  to  be  reached,"  cried  Blackford.  "  What 
is  it,  Gaston,  that  you  want  us  to  do  ?" 

Gaston  explained,  in  a  few  hurried  words  ;  and 
when  he  had  finished,  "  It  will  be  mere  child's 
play,"  said  Horsley. 

"  As  easy  as  swearing,"  added  Blackford. 

"Yes,"  said  Gaston;  "I  think  I  shall  contrive 
it  you  will  find  her  (done  ;"  aud  hesmiled.  "  And, 
if  possible,  get  her  away  quietly,  without  her  mother 
knowing  anything  about  it" 

"  In  any  case  the  mother  shall  not  be  allowed  to 
spoil  sport  you  may  depend,"  said  Blackford. 

Gaston  loft  them,  aud  went  and  spoke  to  his 
liotwekeeper.  When  he  had  finished  with  her,  he 
bade  a  footman  hasten  to  the  stand  close  by,  and 
bring  a  cab,  a  tour-whoeler,  to  the  side-door  of  the 
house.  Then,  with  the  rroeipt  which  had  been  tho 
excuse  for  his  absence,  hf  returned  to  Mrs.  Mero- 
dith  and  the  others. 

When  after  a  few  minut<  s.  as  Julia  sat  alone,  tho 
door  of  the  room  opened,  her  heart  gave  a  great 
bound,  for  she  expected  to  behold  Gaston. 

Instead,  of  course,  uis  two  fheuils  entered  tho 
apartnieut. 

Witliout  lohs  of  time,  for  there  was  not  any  to 
s(.iii. ,  ll.e_\  told  111  r  that  Gwtoii  \.  1    .iiadly  if  Vvi' 

with  her.  and  that  if  si  e  would  i ;>».  Ihey  *.i.,il 

t'lii  1  •  .  '••  ■  1  •-  :i  t  ..v  i...'.s  ,  il.  the  nVil,  si'V 
of  one  of   Murall's   mr*t    intimate  friends,    where 


Gaetoa  bimaelf  would  immediately  rejoin,  and  in 
person  declare  the  overpowering  passion  he  felt  for 
her. 

Julia  was  not  greatly  disinclined  to  the  proposed 
Ktep,  but  fear  of  her  mother,  and  the  thought  of 
Hardy,  caused  her  to  hesitate  and  to  refuse. 

"But,"  urged  Horsley,  "  happiness  and  splendor 
await  yon  ;  and,  for  your  own  sake,  we  must  com- 
pel you  to  accept  them." 

Then  the  two  men  commenced  to  use  a  little 
pentle  force,  and  were  drawing  Julia,  not  altogether 
against  her  will,  from  the  room. 

And  as  they  were  so  forcing  her  towards  one 
door,  Mrs.  Meredith  entered  at  another. 

"Villains  !"  she  exclaimed.  "What  are  you 
doing  with  my  girl?" 

She  ran  towards  the  men,  and  battled  to  reach 
her  daughter. 

Ah  for  Julia,  she  offered  a  resistance  which  was 
but  half  reaL 

After  a  very  brief  struggle,  Horsley  thrust  poor 
Mrs.  Meredith  violently  away  ;  she  staggered  back, 
and  would  have  fallen,  had  she  not  saved  herself 
by  clinging  to  a  tabl& 

Jnlia  was  fciken  from  the  room  by  the  two  men  ; 
nnd  Mrs.  Meredith,  recovering  her  feet,  darted  to 
the  door  through  which  they  had  gone,  and  found 
it  fastened  against  her. 

Tlieu  she  hastened,  as  we  have  seen,  to  Graston 
and  Frank  Hardy,  to  whom,  as  soon  as  she  was 
able  to  speak  coherently,  she  told  what  had  occurred. 

"What  does  this  mean?"  sternly  demanded 
Hardy  of  Gaston  ;  who  replied,  lightly, — 

"  They  had  dnink  a  little  too  much  champagne, 
and  were  inclined  for  a  little  sport,  that  is  all." 

"No,  no!"  wept  Mrs.  Meredith;  "it  was  but 
too  real,  and  they  have  dragged  my  poor  Julia 
away !" 

"I  insist,  sir,"  said  Hardy,  "that  you  instantly 
reHtore  Jnlia  to  her  mother,  and  I  will  call  your 
friends  to  an  account  for  their  infamons  conduct." 

"  You  forget  to  whom  you  are  speaking," 
haughtily  responded  Ga.stou. 

"  No  ;  yon  are  the  son  of  my  lienefector,  but  are, 
I  fear,  not  any  the  less  a  villain !" 

"What  insolence!"  exclaimed  Gaston:  "quit 
my  house  instantly,  or  my  footmen  shall  put  you 
out. 

"Your  threat  would  not  scare  mo  away,  could  I 
hi^pe  by  remaining  to  gain  auj'  tidnigs  of  the  i>oor 
girl.     I  leave  it  to  put  the  law  in  lorce  against  you." 

"  Y'ou  do  well  thus  to  threaten  me  ;  you,  a  miser- 
able beggar— p.  creature  of  my  father's  bounty  !" 

"Take  back  his  gift !"  cried  Hardy,  throwing  the 
pocket-book  with  the  notes  at  Gaston's  head. 

Once  outside  the  house.  Hardy  Iciirned  from  a 
.boy  who  was  leaning  against  a  liimivjxwt  that  two 
men  and  a  young  lady  hail,  not  very  long  before, 
been  driven  rapidly  awaj'  in  a  cab. 

Then,  Frank,  with  tl>e  poor  bereaved  mother, 
weeping  and  wringing  her  hands,  hastened  to  the 
nearest  police-station. 

Hardy  gone,  Gaston  said  to  himself,  "If  I  have 
taken  that  fellow's  wife,  that  is  no  reason  why  I 
should  take  his  money  too,  for  it  fairly  belongs  to 
him." 

And  80  he  sent  the  pocket-book  containing  the 
notes  to  Frank  Hardy's  lodgings,  and  Frank  in  dis- 
tress of  mind,  suffered  it  to  lie  unheeded  on  his 
table. 

fiut  after  a  time  be  did  think  of  that  money,  and 
then  he  resolved  to  keep  it. 

He  had  been  no  way  indebted  for  it  to  Gaston, 
bnt  owed  it  to  the  generosity  of  one  of  the  best  of 
men. 

Weeks  passed  away,  and  all  the  efforts  of  the 
police  had  been  vain.  Nothing  cotild  be  heard  of 
Julia,  nor  of  Gaston,  who  had  not  been  seen  in 
London  since  the  day  when  the  girl  had  been  taken 
from  hifl  honse. 

Bnt  the  time  had  now  arrived  when  he  thought, 
and  not  without  reason,  that  he  might  safely  return. 

A  lady  of  his  acquaintance,  on  a  certain  evening, 
gave  a  party  and  boll ;  and  amongst  the  guests 
there  on  that  evening  weK  Gaston  and  Julia. 

It  was  on  the  very  day  of  his  return  to  town,  and 
he  had  brought  Julia  there  with  him. 

The  hostess  was  a  lady  who  had  been  3rounger, 
showily  dressed,  and  declaring  herself  the  widow 
of  a  gallant  officer  who  had  died  abroad.  She 
called  herself,  and  was  called  by  others,  Mrs. 
Colonel  Rollins. 

It  was  quite  true  that  she  had  been  married  to  an 


officer.  He  was,  however,  a  police  offloer,  who  had 
absconded  from  her,  and  from  the  force,  in  some- 
thing lees  than  a  week  after  his  bUsBful  onion  with 
Letitia. 

It  was  growing  late,  and  dancing  had  already 
commenced,  when  two  ladies,  who  had  but  just 
arrived,  approached,  and  greeted  Mrs.  Colonel 
BoUins. 

Miss  Oarrie  Wilton  and  Miss  Isabella  Dashay 
were  quite  as  showily  dressed  in  every  respect  as 
the  mistress  of  the  house  to  which  they  had  come, 
but  certainly  with  better  taste  and  with  a  more 
strict  adherence  to  the  fashion  then  prevailing. 

They  were  besides  many  years  younger  than 
Mrs.  Colonel  Rollins  ;  and  although  the  charms 
with  which  nature  had  gifted  them  had  already 
faded  somewhat,  were  still,  both  of  them,  possessed 
of  beauty,  which,  if  a  little  too  bold,  was  certainly 
very  striking. 

"My  dear  girls,"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Rollins,  giving 
a  hand  to  each  of  them,  ' '  why  were  not  yon  here 
iHifore  ?  I  have  been  exi)ectiug  you  for  hours,  and 
have  so  many  things  tu  say  to  you." 

"  That  is  just  like  us,"  s;iid  Carrie  Wilton.  "  We 
have  a  lot  of  news  for  you,  now  we  have  arrived." 

"  Quick,  then  ;  let's  hear  it,"  eagerly  cried  Mrs. 
Letitia. 

"Well,  first  of  all,  pursued  Carrie,  "you  know 
that  Minnie  set  sail  for  India,  in  the  hope  of  being 
able  to  find  a  husband  there.  She  nsed  to  giggle 
and  say  that  she  should  not  care  how  old  and  yeuow 
he  was  so  long  as  he  had  plenty  of  money,  and  that 
as  soon  as  be  was  dead,  she  would  return  to 
England,  and  show  herself  at  the  opera  all  ablaze 
with  rubies  and  dinmouds." 

"  I  can  guess  what  you  are  going  to  say,"  cried 
Letitia  ;  "the  poor  thing  has  been  shipwrecked, 
and  is  now  at  the  bottom  of  the  sea." 

"No  ;  that  isn't  it" 

"Then  she  has  been  cast  away  on  an  imknown 
island." 

"  lu  that  case  her  fate  must  have  been  unknown 
tons." 

' '  Ah,  true !  Well,  keep  me  no  longer  in  suspense 
what  has  happened  to  her  ?" 

"  Why,  my  dear,  the  vessel  in  which  she  was  a 
])asscnger  was  taken  by  pirates." 

"  What  an  unlikely  story  !  Pirates,  indeed  T' 
exclaimed  Letitia,  with  an  incredulous  toss  of  the 
head. 

"Oh,  but  it's  true,"  persisted  Carrie  Wilton ; 
"and  the  pirates,  Chinese  ones,  killed  every  soul  on 
board ' 

"  Then  she  is  dead,  after  all  ?" 

"No,  she  isn't ;  yon  won't  let  me  finish,  Letitia 
— every  soul  on  board  except  Miimie,  whom  they 
spared  because  of  her  lovelmess." 

"  Loveliness,  indeed !"  said  the  Colonel's  widow  ; 
"I  could  never  see  that  she  was  even  pretty— a 
poor,  faded,  washed-out  bit  of  a  girl." 

"Ah,  that'sjusthkeyou,  Letitia,"  cried  Carrie; 
"you  can  never  see  anybody's  beauty." 

"  I  can't  see  yours,"  spitefully  said  Letitia.  ' 

"  No,"  retorted  Carrie  ;  "and  you  can't  see  your 
own  ;  couldn't  if  you  were  to  look  in  the  glass  for 
an  hour ;  and  what's  more,  I  am  sure  you  must 
always  have  been  very  plain,  even  very  many  years 
ago,  when  you  were  younger." 

"Younger  !"  exclaimed  Mrs.  Rollins,  the  red  hue 
of  her  face  deepening  to  scarlet.  "  What  do  you 
mean  ?— how  dare  you?" 

But  here  Isabella  Dashay  interposed,  and  nipped 
in  the  bud  that  which  might  have  ended  in  a 
serious  qtiarreL 

There  were  mutual  concessions.  Both  declared 
that  they  had  been  in  the  wrong  ;  neither  of  them 
had  really  meant  what  they  said ;  each  declared 
that  she  was  very  fond  of  and  greatly  admired  the 
other ;  and  the  two  women  exchanged  kisses,  and 
were  as  great  friends  as  ever. 

That  was  not,  however,  saying  much,  for  in  re- 
ality, there  had  never  been  any  love  lost  between 
them. 

Speaking  behind  the  back  of  the  other,  Mrs. 
Rollins  termed  Carrie  a  flauuty,  stuck-up  girl ;  and 
Carrie  called  Letitia  a  coarse,  vulgar  old  woman. 

"Now,  Carrie,  my  love,  go  on  !"  said  Mrs.  Letitia. 
"  I  want  to  bear  the  rest  of  yonr  story.  I  never 
heard  anything  more  interesting  in  all  my  life." 

"Let's  see,*  said  Carrie:  "where  was  I?  Oh! 
I  know.  Well,  the  pirates  went  to  some  place,  and 
showed  Minnie  to  the  Kiqg,  and  his  Majesty  fell 
desperately  in  lovo  with  her  at  first  sight,  and  the 


BBXt  day  he  married  her,  and  ahft  is  bow  a  Queen  ; 
and  if  she  wants  anybody's  head  chopped  off,  bhe 
has  only  to  say  so." 

"  What  a  romantic  story,  isn't  it  ?"  cried  Isabella 
Dashay. 

"And  isn't  Miimie  a  lucky  girl?"  said  Carrie. 
"And  ni  be  bound  she  giggles  mora  than  ever, 
now  she's  a  queen  T 

"  It  oertaiulv  is  a  most  extraordinary  story  T  said 
Mrs.  Rollins,  her  wrath  against  Miss  Wilton  still 
■mouldering.  "I  have  no  doubt,  Carrie,  my 
darling,  that  you  believe  yon  have  been  rightly  in- 
formed ;  but,  really,  the  whole  story  is  so  very  ex- 
traordinary that  you  must  excuse  me  if  I  teU  you 
that  I  donx  believe  a  word  of  it !" 

Carrie  was  again  about  to  say  something  that 
would  have  been  nnpletisant  to  the  hostess  ;  \>ut 
Isabella  Dashay,  who  was  always  a  peaoe-maker, 
hastilv  cried,  "Letitia,  you  know  Eliza  Parry,  don't 
your* 

"Yes  ;  and  no  wonder  that  she  is  thin  as  she  is 
tall— she  is  always  crying !" 

"  She  does  not  cry  because  she  is  thin,  I  enppnee," 
said  Carrie,  intending  anotlier  blow  at  Mik  Rollins ; 
"for  fat  people  must  be  a  great  trouble  to  them- 
selves. 

Isabella  Dashay  again  came  to  the  rescue. 

"  No  ;  Eliza  has  ^ways  wanted  to  be  a  lady  of 
fashion,  and  cries  because  she  can't  get  enough 
money  to  cut  a  dash  with." 

"  ioid  she  is  never  likely  to  get  it  now,"  said 
Carrie,  "  for  she  must  be  at  least  forty-five— nearly 
as  old  as  yon  are,  Letitia  dear." 

"  What  do  you  mean  by  that  ?"  burst  forth  Mrs. 
Rollins.     "  Forty-five,  indeed !" 

"  I  am  very  sony  if  I  have  made  a  mistake, 
Letitia  dear ;  it's  quite  possible  that  you  are  not  so 
old  as  you  look." 

"  You  are  an  insulting  person  !"  cried  Mrs. 
Rollins,  bursting  with  rage.  "I  can  prove  my 
age  ;  I  was  twenty-nine " 

"Fifteen  years  ago  ;  I  know  you  wereT  inter- 
rupted Carrie  Wilton,  with  a  malicious  little  laugh. 

This  time,  something  very  serious  would  certaiuly 
Lave  happened  between  those  two  ladies,  but  that 
Gaston  Marall  was  seen  coming  towards  them. 

Gaston  was  so  rich  and  so  liberal,  that  with  him 
these  ladies  were  alwaj's  ou  their  best  behaviour. 

He  had  just  left  the  ball-room,  where  ho  had 
been  dancing  with  JuUa  Meredith,  to  whom  he  was 
now  giving  his  arm. 

Julia  was  superbly  attired  ;  not  in  the  gandyand 
flaunting  style  of  some  others  of  tbot>e  kdies  who 
were  that  evening  the  guests  of  Mrs.  Rollins,  but 
with  exquisite  taste  aud  judgcmeut. 

The  only  fault  that  could  pohhibly  be  found  with 
l>er  toilet  was  the  rather  too  giiat  display  of 
jewellery,  such  decoration  having  always  been  ar- 
dently longed  for  by  the  ambitious  girL 

But  she  did  not  now  feel  the  pride  and  delight 
which  she  had  thought  the  possession  of  those 
treasures  would  afford  her.  On  the  contrary,  she 
was  very  melancholy,  ami  with  difficulty  kept  back 
the  tears  that  were  briming  to  her  eyes. 

She  was  thinking,  not  of  Frank  Hardy,  for  him 
she  did  not  regret,  but  of  the  fond  aud  good  mother 
whose  confidence  she  had  so  shamefully  betraye<l, 
and  had  already  commenced  to  mourn  her  fallen 
state. 

"  Mrs.  Rollins,"  said  Gaston,  "that  ball-room  of 
yoniB  is  an  oven.  By  the  way  can  you  tdl  me  who 
is  that  girl  with  the  sandy  locks,  who  slides  about 
in  such  an  extraordinary  manner  ?" 

"Ah  !"  cried  Isabella  Dashay  ;  "you  mean  Miss 
Anna  Arlington.  I  know  her  well  Her  father  is 
mixed  up  with  coal." 

"  Is  it  possible  ?"  said  Carrie  Wilton  affectedly. 

"Then,  Miss  Dasba}."  said  Gaston,  "her  and 
your  father  are  both  of  the  same  profession,  I 
beUeve  ?" 

"  I  beg  yoor  pardon,  sir,"  replied  Isabella,  with 
indignant  pride  ;  "  my  father  is  not  in  trade  V 

"  Indeed  V  said  Gaston.  "  I  hope  you  will  ex- 
cuse me  ;  I  had  besn  misinformed. 

Mrs.  Rollins  had,  during  this  time,  been  holding 
the  disengaged  hand  of  Julia,  and  pouring  flattery 
into  her  ear. 

"Really,"  she  now  sai«^,  "  I  never  saw  so  lovely 
a  creature  ;  I  could  never  get  tired  of  admiring  you  ! 
you  are  the  star  of  the  evening  !  What  an  ele^Huil 
costume  T 

"  Such  exquisite  grace !"  sa?d  Isabella. 


»2S 


TIIK:     Sli^OI^K!!;'     JOURxlfAL..' 


I 


"  And  what  a  magnificent  figure  •"  exclaimal 
Ciirrie. 

And  then,  while  Mrs.  Rollins  continued  talking, 
IsiiMla  whispered  to  Carrie,  "It'aanicedreiss,  but 
she  dofsu't  know  how  to  wear  it." 

And  Carrie  whispered  to  Isabella,  "  She  hasn't 
yet  Ituraed  bow  to  walk  properly." 

Gitstoii,  gazing  with  pnde  and  admiration,  Bnd- 
deiily  .sjiid,  "  >Vhy,  Julia,  what  ia  the  matter?  You 
Lave  ljt;eu  crying  T' 

Julia  droopt  d  her  bead,  but  did  not  answer. 

"I  (leclivre  yoirr  eyes  are  quite  red!"  said  Mrs. 
K.illiiis.  "  Pry  your  teorH,  my  deiir,  and  don't  cry 
auy  mcro.  Why  bhould  you  weep  with  that  lovely 
cobtuBieT* 

"  JuHt  bce  what  brilliant  eitrriugH  you  have  got  T' 
crioil  Ciirrie. 

'  ■  Iiook  how  your  necklace  sparkl**  !"  exclaimed 
IsaU'lla. 

But  Julia's  head  still  drooped,  aud  still  her  eyes 
ware  filled  with  tears. 

"  It  is  you,  Juliu,  who  give  value  to  all  those 
triukut*.,"  Jiiid  Gostou. 

And  then,  seeing  that  ber  melancholy  mood  con- 
tiiiutd,  he  proposed  to  return  to  the  ballroom, 
hoping  that,  amid  the  noisy  mirth  prevailing  there, 
Lir  siiduess  would  vanish,  for  he  wished  her  to 
sliinc  and  to  be  admired,  that  he  bimscU' might  be 
cou^'rutulatcd  oad  envied. 

Amidst  the  group  that  eurroanded  Gaston  and 
Jiliu  imnjcdiately  they  bud  returned  to  the  ball- 
r<M  ui  were  those  two  pri^d  companions  of  Gaston, 
vlio  Iiad  ({ivcn  Julia  into  his  clutches. 

.\ud  Jack  Horsley,  with  his  glass  to  his  eye, 
KtariiiLj  bard  at  the  unhappy  girl,  said,  "AVhata 
vond.rfnl  change  !  Allow  me,  my  dear,  to  com- 
plimt'ut  you !" 

"The  caterpillar  has  become  a  butterfly,"  ele- 
gantly said  Tom  Jilackford.  "A  life  of  enjoyment 
is  Liioreyou." 

"  A  life  of  misery,"  whispered  a  voioe  in  Julia's 
ear. 

J idift  uttered  a  faint  scream.  Gaston,  who  had 
1m  (II  talking  gaily  with  those  near  him,  turned 
li:t^li]y  towards  Julia,  on  hearing  her  cry,  and  be- 
Lild  John  Crotisc. 

■•  I  am,  then,  to  meet  you  ex-ery where  !"  angrily 
cri.d  Giwton. 

"  Evt  rywhere  where  you  ought  not  to  be,"  quietly 
returiitd  Crosse. 

"I  thought,  sir,  that  we  had  done  with  each 
other,  and  that  I  should  be  no  more  troubled  with 
yuur  unsolicited  advice." 

"  You  no  lougt-r  owe  me  anjihing ;  but  I  believe 
myself  still  to  l)e  )our  debtor." 

"  ^^'ell,  thou,  I  give  you  a  general  receipt,  and 
you  '.vill  not.  I  hojx',  refuse  to  accept  it  ?" 

•■  Ak  you  I'll  line  about  that  But  you  mnstallow; 
mo  to  1-1  >u;;iMtulato  this  young  lady  on  the  change 
that  lias  i-  'III.'  to  hi'r  !" 

Julia  BLiv>rfd  ;  and —  -'''-'' 

"ListiMi  not  to  hiui,"  crietl  Giistbo. 

"I  am  viry  sorry  for  you,  poor  girl ;  and  if,  even 
now,  you  ^^(>uld " 

"Sir,"  furiously  cried  Gaston,  " that  you  were 
my  1  itlur's  irieud  gives  you  no  riyht  to  interfere  in 
my  aflairs." 

"You  art'  mi»taken  ;  tluit  right  was  given  to  mo 
by  your  fathi  r  ;  but  had  it  not  been  so  given,  I 
sliouM  lia\«)  taken  it  " 

And  having'  s;iidtltat,  John  Crosse  widked  qnie'.Iy 
away. 

"That  (^Id  A-'llow  luw  e.scaj)ej  from  Bedlaiu," 
paid  Jack  Ilorsli  y  ;  ami,  with  two  or  three  esoei)- 
tioiis,  evfiylHuly  liiu^lied. 

"  Conn- aloii;,',"  crii-d  Bliickfi'id  ;  "let  u^^  tiijoy 
oursilvtH.  Tliit  1  1.1  chap  hdsniudc  us  loso  precious 
tiiiii'." 

.\iul  tU'i  c'ouijMuy  tell  Hgaiu  to  drinking  au<l 
danciii.^. 

"  IIi>w  poml^i  it  Mr.  frosso  is  in  your  house  l<>- 
nit^litV"  Gaston  oskid  (.if  ilrs.  IIolluw,  indignantly. 

.-\iiil  th^t  Luiy,  who  \»-.is  I'luUavoriii^  to  sootUo 
Julia,  replied,  "A  ilcM  that  I  Lavo  iiicuircd  has 
Kom'liow  pnsscd  t'>  him.  lie  wrote  to  mo  for  uti 
iii\ittti>><i  to  tills  iiiglit'tt  party,  uud  I  did  not  dare 
to  r'  fuse  it  t»liim." 

'■  I  '.vill  pay  liiui ;  f  <r,  ii.s.7uliii  i^tustop  with  you, 
I  mu-t  !i't  havo  that  m.iii  coiuiiii,'  lu  ro  to  auuov 
h.  r  ■ 

'I'lirii  1.1- t'.'.k .Tali. I's  liauil,  sayiii<^,  "Come,  dear, 
shake  t.il'iliis  nii'laiiehi'lv     eome,  lliev  are  making 


up  a  quadrille." 

The  quadrille  was  formed,  and  had  commenced, 
when  Julia,  happening  to  look  towards  the  great 
door  that  gav(!  entrance  to  lliu  l)all-room,  gave  a 
loud  shriek,  and  exclaiming,  "Oh,  let  her  not  see 
me !  let  her  not  see  m<i !"  strove  to  conceal  her- 
self behiiul  some  of  thaguusts. 

It  was  her  mother  whom  she  had  Reen  there,  and 
with  her  were  Frank  Hardy  and  John  Crosse,  by 
the  latter  of  whom  the  two  first  named  bad  been 
brought. 

Mrs.  Meredith's  eyes  had  been  wandering  about 
the  r(K>m  in  search  of  her  daughter,  whotio  scream 
betrayed  her. 

Immediately  she  rushed  forward,  forced  aside 
those  amongst  whom  Julia  was  trying  to  conceal 
heraelf,  and  graspiuf,'  the  ami  of  the  unhappy  girl, 
dnigged  her  to  the  I'cutre  of  the  room. 

"  My  good  woman,  what  means  this  violcut  in- 
triuiouV     demanded  the  hostess  of  the  intruder. 

"  I  have  come  to  take  away  my  child,"  replied 
the  greatly  excited  mother. 

"  But,  my  good  woman,  you  are  mistakeu " 

again  commenced  Mrs.  Bollius  soothingly. 

"  Just  be  good  enough  to  listen  to  me  a  moment," 
here  Gitston  said  to  Mrs.  Meredith,  "and  I  will 
show  you  that  you  have  nothing  of  which  to  com- 
plain." 

"  Ahr*  cried  the  distracted  woman  ;  "you think 
that  your  money  would  buy  my  silence,  as  it  has 
bought  my  daughter !  Don't  comu  near  xue,  or  I 
shall  do  you  an  injury  !" 

"  Mother,  mother  !"  wept  Julia  ;  "  have  pity  ou 
me!" 

"What  pity  havo  you  had  on  me,  wicked  girl? 
Tear  off  those  jewels,  and  come  with  me  directly  ?' 

Julia  was  obeying,  when  Gaston  whispered  to  ber, 
"Would  you  break  my  heart?  You  know  how  de- 
votedly I  love  you  ! " 

Julia  stood  motionless,  aud  her  mother  cried, 
"  You  don't  answer  me  ;  you  stand  there  like  a 
statue.     Come  home  with  me." 

"Do,  Julia,  pray  do  !"  urged  Frank  Hardy. 
"You  are  lost  to  me,  so  that  it  is  not  for  myself  I 
plead,  but  have  comimssiou  on  your  poor,  almost 
heartbroken  mother.  Oh  !  be  not  deaf  to  her  aud 
my  prayers !" 

A  smilt>  was  Gaston's  only  answer  to  those  last 
words. 

Julia  was  nndecide<l,  btit  was  for  the  moment, 
more  than  half  inclined  to  go  with  Ik  r  mother. 

"  Perhai)s,  Julia,"  |iursaedMrs.  Meredith,  "yon 
fear  that  I  could  never  entirely  forgive  you— but  I 
could,  Julia  ;  and  I  would,  iudt  ed  I  would  ;  and  I 
would  bo  even  kinder  to  you  than  I  have  ever  be- 
fore been  in  all  my  lifd.  Frank  ih>es  not  reproach 
you,  neither  would  I.    <'ome  home  with  me,  Julia  I" 

And  she  sobbed  louuly,  aud  the  tears  stroumej 
down  her  face. 

Julia  was  subdued,  ^tnd  was  about  to  throw  her- 
self into  her  mother's  arms,  wh.'U  Gaston  htistily 
whisiicred  to  her,  "Renuiiu  with  me,  and  I  will 
make  you  indeed  my  f  ife ! " 

Julia's  face  lighteil  »ip  with  joy. 

"You  are  comiui;  homo  with  me,  are  you,  my 
dear  daughter?"  said  Jklrs.  Meredith. 

"  No,  mother,"  replitd  Julia  ;  "  but  soou  you  will 
have  no  cause  to  Ix^  ashamed  of  me." 

"  Oh  !"  cried  her  miither,  now  in  a  state  of  wild 
distraction,  "you  i)rqfer,  then,  infamy  to  your 
mother  !    Ah-  I  feel  tjiat  it  will  bo  a  mercy  to  kill 

yo"!"  1        ■  ■   ,       :•.■■   ,  .. 

She  moved  iixward.j  ■       ■ 

Julia  shrank  away  tfrrified,  and  Jolm  Cro8.se  and 
Frank  Hardy  placed  themselves  between  her  and 
her  mother.  ] 

"  Don't  bo  afraid,"  jheii  said  Mr.s.  Mcrcditli.  I 
will  not  hurt  her.  Ah  you  said  truly,  i-'ruuli,  I  did 
wrcnij;  to  iialiu*!  her  toltiiluk  above  ber  station  ;  but 
I  am  punished  lor  il,  iiow,  Iloiiven  knows!" 

"  >iiitlier,  mother  i'j  cried  Julia. 

"I  am  not  juiii'  Juother  iii.\  l^u^i-r.  I  ilou't 
know  you  -  I  disown  ,"i>>u  ;  go  \our  own  road,  vith 
tins  jirilty  set  that  ytjiu  are  amou^'.-t  to-iiij^ht.  I 
liave  always  been  an  p  hoiie.--t  wviuan,  and,  nevor 
thi>ii;;ht  to  have  siiuU  :l  daughter  as  \ou.  Oh,  tako 
me  away,  or  I  shall  dil'  !" 

('rotv-e  tuid  Fniiik  ! half  led,  half  carried  her 
to  the  cab  which  was  in  waiting  for  tbrm  ;  and 
Julia  w.is  borne  fdutiug  from  the  ball-room. 
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Three  years  bad  passed  since  the  death  of  the 
elder  Marall ;  three  years  only,  and  nothing  was 
left  to  Gaston  of  that  great  fortime  which  he  bad 
inherited. 

It  was  the  Epaom  race  weak  ;  aud  the  day  of  the 
Oaks. 

Go-ston  was  on  the  course,  looking  wasted,  worn, 
and  haggard  ;  the  evil  life  be  had  led  had  given  a 
brutal  expression  to  his  once  handsome  countenance. 

-  Formerly  so  particular  in  his  attire,  his  clothes 
now  hung  about  him  in  a  loose  and  slovenly  way. 

Constant  dissipation  had  stamped  its  murk  npou 
him,  aud  it  needed  but  to  look  ou  him  to  know 
bow  reckletH  bad  been  his  life,  aud  bow  lost  he  wag 
to  all  that  was  good  and  honorable,  or  could  render 
him  worthy  of  the  world's  esteem. 

With  Guston  now  was  Jack  Horsley. 

Tom  Blackford  was  undergoing  a  term  of  im- 
pri.sonment 

As  for  some  time  be  bird  not  been  able  to  get 
anything  from  Gaston,  and  bad  been  unable  to 
secure  another  victim  of  the  sort,  he  had  taken  to 
obtaining  money  under  fuLse  pretences  ;  and,  having 
been  detected  iu  a  verj-  barefaced  swindle,  was 
caught,  tried,  and  sentenced. 

Gaston  had  lost  heavily  on  the  Derby  ;  had, 
indeed,  staked  aud  lost  the  last  few  thousaiul 
pounds  that  had  remained  to  him  of  all  his  weaUli. 

"It's  a  sure  thing."  bad  said  Jack  Horsley. — 
"  safe  to  win  !  Why,  if  I  were  worth  a  miliiou,  I'd 
stake  ev&^-  ))enny  of  it  on  that  horse  !" 

Jack  Hondey's  ascendancy  over  G^iston  had 
always  been  something  wonderful,  aud  was  even 
now  as  great  as  ever. 

Gaston  had  always  bUndly  and  confidently 
followed  that  man's  lead  ;  and,  though  his  "tips" 
and  predictions  had  constantly  been  falsified,  and 
had,  iu  great  part,  brought  Gaston  to  bis  present 
state  of  ruin,  Marall  hud  not  yet  ceased  to  bebeve 
iu  him,  and  could  still  be  made  to  follow  whatever 
way  his  ill-chosen  adviser  might  choose  to  lead. 

We  must,  however,  do  Jack  Horsley  the  justice 
to  say  that  he  hud  no  desire  to  mislead  Gaston,  for 
he  would  have  had  his  sLare  of  any  money  that  bis 
pupil  had  gained  by  following  his  counsels. 

But  one  of  the  first  causes  of  Jack  Horsley's  own 
downfall  had  been  bis  faith  in  himself.  And  now, 
though  be  and  the  man  who  bad  followed  his 
counsels  were  both  of  them  worse  than  beggars, 
Jack  Horsley  still  believed  iu  himself,  and  the  ulti- 
mate realt2Ution  of  that  which  he  had  been  so  long 
and  vainly  struggling  to  obtain  a  great  fortune. 

When  the  race  for  the  Derby  had  gone  against 
bim,  Gastou  bad  proposed  not  to  pay  bis  losses, 
but  Horsley  had  said  to  him,  "  That  won't  do  ;  yoo 
must  pay  up  every  shiUing." 

"Aud  be  utterly  penniless  !"  exclaimed  Gaston. 

"  What  of  that  ?  We  shall  have  six  times  the 
amoimt  ou  the  Oaks,  aud  that  will  pat  us  right 
aydn." 

"  The  Derby  was  to  put  us  right,  yon  said." 

"And  so  it  would,  only  that  some  tricks  bad 
been  played  with  the  horse,  or  that  it  didn't  suit  the 
owner's  book  to  let  bim  wiu  ;  I  am  quite  sure  of 
that" 

"How  can  yea  be  sore  of  that?"  demanded 
Gaston. 

'-  Do  you  think  I  don't  know ?  I  have  hadsome 
experience  on  the  tart,  Ibt^liove,"  boaet/ully  replied 
Horshy.  "  Trust  to  me  sliil,  Gaston,  and  I  will 
yet  pull  you  through. " 

"  So  you  have  alM-u^'s  said,"  moodily  reepouded 
Gaston. 

"  It  is  not  my  judgement  that  has  been  at  fault, 
but  our  infernal  lU-luck.  However,  a  chance  most 
come,  and  io  safe  to  come  with  the  Oaks,  ovt  of 
which  we  shall  have  a  fiue  haul,  you  take  my  word 
lor  it" 

"  But  should  I  pxy  uow,  and  if  after  I  bad  given 
away  the  last  remnant  of  my  fortune,  the  Oaks 
should  go  against  us        " 

' '  Im}X)6sible  !  Am  nut  I  already  without  a  shilling 

-  -  are  not  you  my  only  friend  iu  the  world,  and  if 
you  were  quite  cleaned  out.  what  then  would  be- 
come of  me?" 

Yes.  yes.  Jack,"— evidently  again  about  to  yield  ; 
"that  is  all  true  euou<;h,  but- " 

'    To  be  fontbiiiril— rommenced  hi  Xo.  140. 
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\    '^JiatfjF 


-— J^i 

Charley  and  Looisa. 

Doett  M  •nngby  Jeunie  Womlind  IkScboolonfW 


■»»»«^B— -■ 


■^KHHS 


Charley- 
Loaisa— 


Charley- 
Loaisa— 


-Louisa  says  she'll  be  my  wifl% 
I  lore  her  deariy  all  my  lifeu 
Ton  dou't  got  jealoos  now  of  me, 
And  all  OUT  lives  ve'll  happy  be. 

-You  vas  my  darling— (Bym.)     j 
You  vas  80  channing— (Sym.)  J 


«1^ 

1/ 


Charley— Oh  !  lay  Louisa,  I  dearly  love  yon  true, 
Hicn  never  .vas  a  bulter-Jmile  can 

cut  <*ur  loTe  ia  two. 
Louisa —  Oh !  my  Charley,  I  dearly  love  yon  tme, 
The  roee  vas  red,  the  violets  blue  and' 

pretty— so  ai*  TOO. 

Louisa—  Charley  yon  mustgo  now  it's  Retting  very  late, 
I'll  meet  you  to-morrow  night  down 

by  dot  gate. 
)   Chaeley — Den  veil  name  the  day,  nnd  I  buy 

the  Tedding  ring, 
Und  everything  vas  lovely,  I  vas  happy 

as  a  king. 


The  Happiest  Say  of  my  Life. 

/'•*''        SONO  AMD   DAMCE.  •''•' 


I  love  a  little  maid,  »  roguish  little  elf,      - 
And  her  tme  and  loving  heart  I  hope  to  win  myself. 
I  met  her  walking  out  beside  the  babbling  'biook, 
I  never  shall  forget  that  tiV€,  or  that  firnt  loving  look. 
Chorus  :    We're  a  happy  pair,  and  she's  so  fair — 
T  .,  ...  The  bells  will  chime  a  merry  peal 

''V  ; ;  .  ,'  The  day  I  daim  my  wife  ; 

'■V  ■  •        And  that  day,  I  must  confess, 
la  the  happiest  of  my  life — 

We'd  often  met  before,  but  never  did  we  speak, 
But  we  became  like  friends  of  old,  and  all  within  a  week'. 
I'd  walk  out  by  her  side,  o'er  the  meadows  and  the  lea. 
And  how  my  heart  did  thiiU  with  joy,  aa  I  knew 

she  loved  but  me  I 
,  •  "We're  a  happy  pair,  Ac. 

She  says  that  1  must  wait  and  papa's  sanction  gain. 
And  as  the  old  gent  likes  me  well,  I  will  not  a.sk  in  vain  ; 
No  troubles  do  I  know,  I'm  happy  as  can  be,   , 
With  darling  Nell|y,  as  mine  own,  that's  joy 
,    '  enough  for  me— 

•        .  .       W^e're  a  happy  pair,  Jtc. 


,      Old  Rags  and  Bottles.     ' 

Word*  and  Mualc  by  John  T.  Kelly. 


We're  a  pair  of  ould  Irish  junkmen, 

We  buy  up  what  e'tr  we  c»»n  find  :  .»■■         :' 
We  work  hard  at  our  occnpwition,         ■  1-     • 

lu  picking  up  juuk  of  all  kiud. 
From  the  dear  ould  green  land  of  shamrock 

A  few  years  ago  we  came  out. 
As  partners  we  started  this  buBiucss, 

And  from  morning  'till  night  we  do  shout — 

Chobus. 

Any  ould  rags? — (Sympb.) 

Any  ould  bottles  ?— tS3mph.) 
Any  ould  rags  to  put  in  our  cmgs  ? 

Have  ye  any  ould  rags  or  bottles  to-day  ? 

When  we  landed  with  only  two  shillings. 

We  was  told  by  a  loafer  named  Burke 
To  go  to  a  bladder  refinery. 

And  the  boss  he  would  put  us  to  work. 
Faith  !  we  soon  found  out  all  their  queer  tricks, 

Their  jokes,  their  stalls  and  their  gags. 
So  we  put  the  two  shillings  together. 

And  started  at  bottles  and  rags.  Chorus. 

Now,  before  we  leave,  we  must  tell  you 

That  we  love  to  de»il  honestly  :  ! 

So  if  ye  have  old  nigs  orliottles,  .,  ' 

Well  come  buy  them  all,  do  you  see?  "' 

For  all  kinds  of  rags  whatsoever. 

We'll  pay  the  best  price  that  is  out. 
We'll  come  with  our  cow-bells  a  ringing. 

And  at  the  top  of  our  voice  we  will  shout — 

Chorus. 


Alice,  Dearest. 

AN  ASaVTATIUN. 


.'.:  H..i 


Oh  f  had  I  lawnro  to  ftigh  and  mo«nj,   : 

I'd  weep,  my  lova,  wlien  thou  wer|_3^h : 
For  thee  my  heart  Mill  ever  bum —      -^ 

Oh  !  Alice  dear,  £or  thee  I'd  die — 
But  twixt  my  k^e,  mf  joy,  my  sleeps 

Ho  boay  a  mS»-I  liT^;| 
That  even  th^  time  if^nnld  take  to  we^p 

Is  more  than  my  heart  can  give.  "" 

Then  bid  me  not  to  despair  and  pine, 

Alice,  deaarest.of  all  the  dears—  • 

The  love  that's  endwad  to  ttithu  in  wiiM^N'  «i' 

Would  be  Bure  to  take  odd  in  testa.    »i-/ 

£eflact«d  blight  itt  this  h^rti>f.mu>e4.     .^, 

Alice,  deareHt,  thine  image  lies  :  ''^* 

But,  ah  !  the  mirror  would  cense  to  shine, 

If  dimoMd  toe  ottmx  with  «Kh^ 
They  lose  one  half  of  boauty  s  ligut. 

Who  view  it  throuf^h  sorrow's  tears  : 
And  'tis  only  to  see  thee  truly  bright, 

That  I  keep  my  eye-beams  clear. 
Then  wait  no  longer  till  tears  shall  Sow, 

Alice  dear— bid  the  hour  draw  nigh : 
May  sunshine  yet  dissolve  thy  snow — 

For  thee,  dear  Alice,  I  would  die. 


:ii 


■  im  lei  —  .i: 

What  am  I  Doing? 

Ai  anng  by  John  wild.         Air:    Wait  till  yon  gat  It 

t 

The  Russians  of  late  being  inclined  for  a  trade, 
To  America  the  first  o£fer  they  made 
Of  a  vast  tract  of  land  in  the  Northern  clime^ 
Which  Sewanl  accepted  and  settled  in  time. 
Chorus:    What  am  I  doing? 

What  am  I  doing?  * 

What  am  I  doing?        , , ,,  j,-  '.i  •    tit, 
/  Look  at  me  now—       "?  #"1*       ?>' 

John  Bull  saw  the  bargain,  and  felt  rather  soie. 
That  he  wasn't  offered  the  purchase  before  ; 
Says  he—"  Now  the  Yankees  the  world  will  control, 
And  they'll  hang  out  their  banners  upon  the 

North  Pole." 
Chorua  :    111  bet  you  We'll  do  it, 

I'll  l<et  you  we'll  do  it,  rr 

I'll  bet  you  we'll  do'it— 
"^  "  You  bet  that  we  will. 

The  monarchs  of  Europe  don't  make  such  a  din. 
The  Union  ia  open,  we  11  let  them  come  iu  : 
We  have  room  for  them  all,  youug,  old,  short  and  tall : 
Yankee  Doodle  is  the  boy  that  will  father  them  all. 

Chorus :    He's  ready  to  do  it, 
•--       :%:        He's  ready  to  do  it,  ,    ._ 

He's  ready  to  do  it— 
I'll  bet  you  he  is. 


Ching  Chang  Foo. 

BANJO    SOLO.       ^  ■        ^  -   -       -  •  - 

Ching  Chang  Foo  «(|8  ft  f'bfaftBWi  F  **  »: 

He  was  l>om  in  tne  hind  of  the  free  r      * 
He  ix>ddled  cigarettes  on  the  European  plan. 

Away  out  iu  Milwaukeo. 
He  could  ei\t  more  hash  than  a  free-lunch  cad«t, 

And  never  was  late  to  his  meals,  . 

He  wore  his  hair  in  a  great  long  cue,  '  '  "•" 

That  hung  clean  down  to  his  heels. 
CaoRua 

Ching  cliang!  chingchangi  ching-a-ring-a-ree, 

Loii^  John  was  a  Chinaman, 
A  shoemaker  by  birth,  a  barber  by  trade, 

I  tell  you  ho  was  oil  from  the  can. 

He  went  to  San  Francisco»     -    ,      „     . .  .  •      „ . 

A  China  gal  for  to  see. 
And  being  very  tired,  he  laid  down  to  rest 

'Neath  the  8ha<le  of  a  huckleberry-  tree  ; 
The  weather  being  warm,  he  pulled  off  his  coat. 

And  laid  his  head  on  a  mil : 
Xou^  came  a  biK  Iqaiu  with  a  big  hoctatomas. 

And  cut  of  the  end  olT  his—  cue.  Chorus. 


A  banwloor  fowl  and  a  lawyer  who  talks  for  pay, 
pick  up  their  liviuf^  with  their  bills. 


T ^  

**  '    Two  Devils  From  Below.   ; 

~.  fittmg  by  HMrj,  Oaborue  and  ^»nny  WentwoMh 

We  an  two  ficiny  chaaniei^  9 

And  the  same  you  will  aiuiw^ 
You  will  always  find  u»tipf*ag,  .-       , 

And  the  last  ones  in  s  row  } 
But  whcB  ourfrlBh  blood  ^ah  ttt. 

And  we  pf^^he^<>t>een  VflAr  face, 
Tou  bear  them  quiqk^  callnBjpit— 
■'   "  Let  them  alona^  ^cc.  tu9ve  no  brace." 
Cboros :    We  are  two  dacint  people, 

We  stand  as  stra^ht  and  firai 

I  n    i.-ull   ^-1.1  >k   y>lii^.>/,l.     Ill  II  ■■  1 1 II  ^^  ' 


^  u   .  As  a  wall  oi  a  ohun^li  ■ 
JI^J  ^     That  vc  cue  ci»  ■cyji 
Bo  we  are  k'Yio*n'by  e* 
As  two  devils  from  below. 


Sure  we  are  in  for  every  party. 

Raffles,  fairs,  or  wakes,  Oii      .ot> 
And  if  there's  any  one  too  hearty, 

You  can  bet  their  pie  is  bakea ;  ' 
For,  people  look  and  stare  at  us,     •- 

And  say — "  do  now  Sfjueel  low  J*^  ;;,.•  .i  -.>«u/ • 
For,  there  at  McGufflu's  party 

Goes,  them  devils  from  below."  Cboniai 


How  Canst  Thou  Smile  at  My  Deapairt 

Wolcot. 


How  canst  thou  smile  at  my  despair,  )<■': 

And  bid  me  other  nymphs  adore  ?  ,--■   ■;  -ay  \ 

Shew  me  a  girl  but  half  so  liiir,  ',' ' .            j 

And  I  will  trouble  thee  no  more.  .' 

Hide  then  that  neek,  and  lip,  and  eye-7  "  ,'    ,f  '' 
Since  thus  resolved  to  shun  pursuit ;"'   ;  •  !"*> 

For,  love  will  follow  like  the  fly,  '"''•."  '' 

That  always  seeks  the  fidreSt  fruit. 

,^^^ *>T 

Long  Branch  Pivotters.        ,"' 

As  sung  and  danced  by  the  HllMrnlan  Boyi. 


Boy. 


Girl. 


Boy. 


Boy. 
Girl. 
Boy. 
GirL 


Walking  down  tho  street,  to-day,     "'  t ,.   . 
Feeling  well  and  verj'  gay,  • ;  -. 

On  Broadway  I  chanced  to  spy 
Lovely  Nancv  Brown,  so  sly.     ..     .•    ;, 

Shu's  my  darling — (music) 

Ain't  she  charming — (music) 
Prettiest  little  creature,  belle  of  all  this  town 
Darling,  charming,  lovely  Nancy  Brown.      - 

Now,  there's  that  handsome  little  chap. 
Who  bowed  to  me  ami  raised  his  cap ; 
How  I  wish  that  he  loved  me —  '   ' 

80  I  do,  my  dear  Nancy. 

She's  my  darling,  <Ia 

Let  ns  go  and  married  be.  s*  J. :.'.-  t^  ;^  •  hi 
Yes,  dear  Billy,  I'll  agt-sa  :/  >  '  •  '  -l  I 
All  my  lore  shall  lie  yorur  owifc.*'^-^  ,^0.--^-J 
And  I  will  lyre  for  you  alone. 

She's  my  darling,  Ac; 


I  t 


Canst  Thou  Leave  Me  Thus,  My  Katy  T 

BttlDS.  Air.     Boy'a  WtX^ 


•    "  . .         .  '    :-;i  -"•i-.Jt' 

Canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  my  Katy?      .    ', 
Canst  thou  leave  mo  thus,  my  Katy?     "^  ->  ■>• 
Well  thou  know'st  my  aching  heart,     '"»•     •     ' 
And  canst  thou  leave  me  thus,  for  pitf  ?iu>i 

Is  this  thy  plighted,  fond  regard, "'.  ■•'«if»>T.'d:v  • 
Thus  cruelly  to  part,  my  Katy?-  **    1*  >.;  '* 

Is  this  thy  faithful  swain's  reward-w , :   !    ' .    . 
Au  aching,  broken  heart,  my  Katy  ? 

Canst  thou  leave  me  tbtu^  Jbo. 

Farewell  I  and  ne'er  sneh  sorrows  tear    .-r    r'. 

That  fickle  heart  of  thine,  my  Katy  ? 
Thou  may'st  find  those  will  love  thee  dear — 

But  not  a  love  like  mine,  my  Katy. 

Canst  thou  leave  me  tfaii%  Ao, 

Hopeless  old  maidenhood  or  baebek>tboo<l  is 
matchle«8  nusery^ 


\ 
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Wrap  the  Mantle  of  thy  Love  About  Me. 

■^^  ■,'?■■•'".>'        By  Robert  McK»y^  .-(u'^  ;,,s(5,;.-\.  t< 


Wrap  the  niatitle  of  thy  lore  about  me,  "V,  j-jiU 

Ofaisp  toe  (Aone  iinto  tky  f^ntle  breast  ;  ■■ 
What  were  «ifll  the  world  to  me  vithoot  thee  ? 

'when  thoa'rt  with  me,  »m  I  tnily  West : 
TihUA  n*  whetesoe'er  then  wilt,  I'll  to^w —      - 

Ef en  unto  earth's  extrfeilieet  verne. 
AH  things  else  are  «mpty,  vain  and  hoUow — 

In  tbee  only  doth  all  virtue  merge.        •  -/ 

CHOBtS. 

Wrap  the  mantle  of  thy  love  about  me,     u.Vf  < » 
Chsp  me  doee  nnto  thy  gentle  breant :    ■ 

What  were  all  the  world  to  me  witliout  thee  ? 
When  thoa'rt  with  me,  am  I  truly  hiaiL  .. 

Wrap  the  mantle  of  thy  love  about  me,    -s 

Be  the  staff  wbereou  my  soul  may  lean  : 
Oh !  neter,  never  difitmst  or  doubt  me. 

Let  not  sorrow  bide  where  bliss  hath  been. 
Ever  in  tbine  armn  so-fair  enfold  me, 

Smile  for  smile  bentow,  and  kiss  for  kiss- 
Then  if  good  or  ill  the  future  hold  m«?. 

Still  of  life  may  taste  it«  choicest  blisn. 

Wrap  the  mautia,  Jcc. 


I 


.i'>l- 


i,  Xhe  Coal  Heavers. 

Sung  by  K.'Uy  and  Ryan. 


rmi0 


We've  Bhovded  ooal  since  early  morn, 

Now  for  onr  boarding  hou^*e  we're  bent ; 
One  dollar  a  day  is  what  tlwy  i^\y. 

Troth,  that's  diyilisb  easy  spent. 
In  a  great  big  ehip  down  here  in  the  dock. 

That's  filled  from  top  to  bottom  with  coal. 
It's  there  everj'  morniu;?  we  do  flock. 

And  shovel  uH  day  down  in  the  hole. 
Cuoiirs. 
Shoveling  ooal  now  that's  our  business, 

Every  uight  it's  home  we  stroll  : 
We're  tall  of  fun,  and  aomelimes  whiskey, 

Hurrah  for  the  Luis  that  shovel  the  coiJ  1 

We  wish  1ti«.(iu]eii  would  only  ^et  better, 

So  all  could  work  thioii^jLcmt  the  liiud  ; 
How  many  ixH>r  meu  now  are  sturviiig. 

While  the  rich  in  luxury  liv^s  so  {^raud — 
If  we  were  rulers  of  the  United  Stiites,  . 

We'd  take  a  very  diflfereut  plan,  { 

We'd  make  all  rich  ould  rascals  work. 

And  give  their  place  to  the  liiboring  man. 

Slioveliug  coal,  Jto. 


When  we  met  at  the  Ball. 

"t'V  '    Gang  by  Lizzie  Braliara. 

;  f"  ViM*  ■  — ■ 


J 


Waltzing  with  consin  at  the  bull  htst  night, 

One  face  this  heart  set  beiitiii!^. 
Whose  form  so  fair,  it  dazzled  quite  / 

This  heart,  this  heart  when  first  we  mot ; 
And  as  my  fond  pulsations  like  a  torrent  heaved. 
My  bosom's  echo's  foudlv  beat  ;  , 

Oh  !  would  as  fufl  of  anguish,  -'  ; 

I  were  from  love,  from  love  rdieved. 
Choms  ; '  For  his  JFace  is  fair,  his  form  is  rare. 

My  love— sweet  dove,  onr  hearts  combine, 
*—•     No  power!  fear  it  he  is  near  ; 
■,'*\Jttf'.'  Tfhrongh  life— a  true  wife—* 
Me  he  will  find. 

They  told  me  that  his  heart  was  taken 

With  one  JDfiore  proud,  more  gay  -      ,  _       ' 

But  still  my  love  it  was  not  shaken  :     ' 

For,  with  him  night  seemt  d  tiinied  to  day. 
And  as  hia  silver  voice  90  softly  plead 

Or  whimpered— whispered  in  mine  ear,  . 

A  spell,  as  if  by  magic,  f 

Would  lisp'bia  najue,  so  dear  to  mo.         Choms. 
01    '  • 
And  true  love  conquers  all ; 

But  still  there's  hope  while  life  remains,  they  say. 
The  darker  be  the  nicht,  the  brighter  the  daj-. 

Ob  !  darling  Ca|>id,  though  thou  art  small. 
Be  hemld  for  thy  mistress,  and  be  sure 

Thou  fiir^t  him  with  true  love's  alaniis 
And  bring,  oh  !  bring  him,  angel  Cu{ii<l, 

Yes,  bring  him  buck  unto  these  aiius.      Choms. 


Xhe  ^crobfalBg,  Women. 

Sang  by  Kelly  and  Ryan. 


7l: 


Here  we  are  two  scrtibbing  women. 

At  this  tnide  we  iiiake<our  hving. 
Working  hard,  the  liv^ilpt^g  ^y. 

For  our  rent  and  debts  to  pay. 
Our  husbands,  they  wena  both  of  them  brothers. 

From  old  Irebnaiheyran  :  -  _ 

Carrying  the  hod  was  their  daily  laboif, '*' ' 

Fat  and  Dan  GUhoolihan.   '-  <(*'<» 

ft-*..  v!t;:r..'>?  . 

Oh  !  please^to  take  pity— (Symph.y'  >-:i*'-'^     >       i 
While  we  sing  ottr  sorrowful  ditty-^(Symph.) 

We're  wiishiug,  scrubbing  and  singing  all  day. 
And  minding  oar  children  onr  time  goes  away. 

Aepeai  last  two  liiuis. 


Now  we  hope  ye'll  all  have  pity  . 

On  us  ytooT  widders  from  the  ould  sod  : 
We  can't  find  a  job  in  the  whole  city. 

And  to  starve,  by  the  powers,  now  that's  no  cod- 
Here  \vt-'ve  been  these  last  five  years,  sirs. 

Left  with  children  big  and  strong,       -'      .        | 
I  have  three— and  I  have  four,  sirs—     "•'' 

And  they're  all  of  them  happy  as  the  diiy  is  long, 

Oh  I  please  to,  &<>. 


Letter  Carriers. 

I'Vritteta  by  Jaaies  BrwUey. 


We're  employed  by  the  Government  yearly,  my  friend, 

A  hundred  u  month  is  big  money  to  sjjend  : 

While  a  wife  and  large  family  on  that  may  depend— 

While  we  go  a-traveling  around ! 

From  six  in  the  morning  until  nine  at  night, 

We're  always  on  our  feet ;  ■  ■'.    . .    r 

We  go  over  our  route  three  times  or  more^  -a  f' 

Through  every  alley  and  street    '         ■:      '  i  i 

■w.".i;:  .  :  . 


From  station  A  ..?.-.. 

Wo  walk  away  ; 
The  gang  on  the  comer  say,  pipe  the  tarrietB  I 

Tlie  door  bells  we  ring. 

The  mail  „we  bring. 
The  New  York  citv  letter  carriers.        '  ^ '   :.'  ; 


!■.■ 


I 


Thf  I  ^  i :  a  yonng  darasel  that  lives  on  onr  post. 
If  kLo  liKiks  for  OU'   I  tter  she  looks  for  a  host ; 
She's  got  a  young  tcllow,  I  think  he's  a  roaat, 
•  He'H  jis  thin  as  a  sign  or  a  telegraph  post ; 
She'll  stand  in  the  door  with  her  small,  dainty  shoes, 
And  waitrt  for  th«  trfwtainn  to  bring  her  good  news  ; 
He  calls  out  her  napie,  Sanih  Jane  Hughes, 
Then  she  fetfls  cheerftil  and  gay.  Choma. 


13th  of  Octember. 

Sung  by  Johd  B«llly. 


On  the  13th  of  Octember,';''    ?:  }  ■''■:^  \,/_ 
In  the  middle  of  July,  :   j  .''|'  ■  ' 

The  morning  it. was  raining      ,-■'.;  a.     .■ . 
And  the  afternoon  was  dry,  '      .'•;..'. 

I  spied  a  lovely  damsel  '      V '.-v 

Sitting  under  an  old  oak  tree,        ..''■;. 

And  1  didn't  say  nothing  to  her,       .'.';.:; 
..    Aud-she  said  the  same  to  me.       >  : ' 

She  was  a  lovely  creature,  ;    • 

Which  plain  was  to  be  seen : 
Her  brow  and  chin  were  far  aparl^  v 

And  her  nose  stuck  out  between. 
Hr  teeth  were  neither  black  nor  white, 

And  she  hatl  a  swivel  eye, 
And  a  lovelier  mouth  was  never  seen     •' 

For  ham  or  chicken  pie.  " 

Oh  I  I  wish  I  was  the  President      •:    '  ^,. 

Of  this  preat  country,  ' 

I  would  spend  the  summer  at  LongKuioIi, 

In  a  cottage  by  the  sea  : 
I  would  receive  all  presents, 

Td  smoke  thebest  rigars. 
And  whin  I'd  go  to  Washington, 

I'd  ride  in  special  cars.  ""■''■' 


T 


Irish  Policemen. 


•JV 


Here  yoa  see  two  brave  police. 

Trying  hard  tor  to  keep  the  peace, 
And  loi^king  out  for  every  pia£« 

That  is  u(>oti  our  beat ; 
At  twel««  o'clock,  when  we  tumoq^ 

The  other  pUtoon  toms  ia  ;      :ilm>i . » 
It's  then  we  get  oar  ardara  .< '  ti ,. ; 

For  to  squaah  ib»  wlutkey  rin^v.  k>  -  >  ! 
CHOBtm. 
Look  ont,  bors,  dont  you  make  a  noise ! 

And  mind  that  you  don't  be  tiUking  load ; 
For,  if  you  do,  we  have  something  here 

That  will  scatter  moet  any  crowd.       .    '' 


.y  m 


Our  captain  is  a  very  flu©  man,         .^ 

He  always  lets  us  go  abont ;        - ''  ' 
He  talltt  lis  keep  our  eyes  well  skinned 

On  New  York  tramps  and  scouts  ; 
We  have  searoheil  the  city  through  and  throof^ 

Looking  for  a  horse. 
And  a  second-handed  hand-cart 

And  a  big  bull  dog  waa  lost.  Choras. 


Billy  Lackaday's  Lamentations. 


Renney. 


'•  fiff'  ■' 


Sure  mortal  man  is  bom  to  bcotoit, 

Grife  tf>-day  and  grief  to-morrow  : 

Here  I'm  snubbed  and  there  I'm  rated  : 

NeVr  was  youth  so  sitti-toaied— 

There's  Mrs.  Bell  swean^  none  shall  sick  her, 

And,  if  I  steei«  luy  nose  la  hquor, 

For  every  drop  I  take  she  ohargeti, 

And  our  small  ale's  as  sour  as  voarffis. 

Lack-a-day  1  oh !  laok-a^ilay  I 

Titty  Billy  Laokaday  ! 

Oh  !  Susan  scolds,  and,  when  I've  heard  her, 
I  dreams  all  night  of  love  and  murder  ; 
I  sighs  and  groans  like  any  pavier, 
Forgetting  all  genteel  behaviur. 
Miss  Fanny,  she  has  quite  undone  me^ 
Like  any  queen  looks  down  uiwn  mo  : 
And,  when  I  kneds  to  sue  for  nuirry. 
It  does  no  good— but  mcy-iporsy, 

Lack-a-day  !  oh  !  lack<«-day  I  Ao. 


I  Alleen  MeCree.   «»'*>!< 

Words  and  Hoilc  by  Ctiarl'es  R.  de  Krem. 

O  Alleen,  my  darling !  I  am  not  forgetting 

To  whisper  good-bye  ere  forever  we  part  : 
My  tears  with  the  dew-drops  of  Heaveu  are  wetting  ' 

The  roses  asleep  o'er  your  pure,  gentle  hetrt 
Afar  down  the  valley  the  night-bird,  complaining,     ij 

Is  calling  his  mate  to  her  home  in  the  tree—  < 

Ah  !  little  he  knows  how  his  sweet  song  is  paining 

My  heart  as  it  sorrows  a  good-bye  to  thee — 
Chobcs, 

Alleen,  my  darling,  Alleen  McCree, 
*  Look  down  from  Heaven  in  pity  on  me :  , 

i  v^'   I  am  not  forgetting,  nor  oan  I  e'er  be. 

To  love  you  forever,  dear  Alleen  McOeA 

* 

Ah  !  what  though  the  flowers  are  blooming  above  yo% 

Is  my  heart  of  affertion  ainl  lov*  growing  poor  ?  ? 
O  Alleen,  my  darling  !  it  always  must  love  you  :      >»■ 

For,  they  buried  it  with  yon  oattbeeeoathe  moo#- 
And  so,  oft  at  nif^ht,  when  Ibe  pnle  ntais  are  gleami|^, 

My  sad  eyes  will  watch  them,  and  wonder  if  you,", 
Still  know  up  in  Heeven  how,  iwaking  or  dreaming 

I  cannot  forget  to  bo  faithful  and  tme.         Chorqa 


Ven  de  Old  Man  Toong  Lady  Ted. 


Air:    Panvre  Uadalon. 


B.  M.  MUnsr. 


^-  'Hi 


Veh  de  old  ih^n  yomjg  lady  v»d, 

N«  longer  fair-onee  loving, 
He  must  i>e  faithful  to  her  bed, 

Vilst  she  vill  go  a  roving. 

She  flirt,  she  noold,  she  drink,  she  fight, 
Vid  de  pf)ker  make  him  sore  head  : 

Vid  de  young  man  she  take  d<!  flight, 

And  clap  horns  on  her  husband '•  forehead ! 


:li 


V'\ 


^frnf^itm 


'.■  :;fy. 


■:i 


339 


T]I£     SIJVOERS'    JOURNAL.. 


Will  you,  won't  you,  do  you,  don't  you? 

A«  luog  b;  Liuie  Bnlivnt. 

The  girls  hay*  much  to  aoawer  fof  {. 

The  way  in  which  they  tease. 
And  twiiT  m  roond  their  little  fingera, 

Do  jiist  as  they  pleeae — 
I'm  suffering,  at  present. 

From  one  who  s  most  ankind :  > 

She  keeps  me  on  the  "  tender  hookB,** 

And  won't  make  up  her  mind. 

Spoken  :  Althongh  for  two  mortal  years  have  I 
been  periodically  enquiring — 

Chobtts. 

Will  yon,  won't  yon,  do  yon,  don't  you  lore  your 

coosin  Joseph  7 
Can  yon,  can't  yon,  shall  yon,  shan't  yon  tell  me  so  ? 
Do  yoo,  don't  you,  will  you,  won't  you  smile 

upon  your  ,Toeeph  ? 
Tell  me  anything  you  like— but  don't  say  "  no !" 

Sometimes  we  go  to  parties,  where 

She's  awful  good  at  flirting  : 
She  Hays  there  is  uo  barm  in  it,  .       , 

I  feel  it's  awfully  "hurting." 
I  try  to  read  her  thoughts,  I  do. 

And  watch  her  every  glance. 
And  every  morning,  noon  and  night, 

Whenever  I've  the  chance. 

Spoken — I  whisper —     Will  yon,  won't  you,  Ac 

She'll  let  me  make  her  presents — yes  I 

And  vows  I  make— absurd. 
She  listens  to  my  promises. 

But  never  says  a  word  ;  ■     • 

To  write  her  loving  letters,  I 

Oft  sit  up  half  the  night : 
Sometimes  I  think  I'm  doing  lorong 

When  to  her  I  do  xcrite. 

Spoken  :  And  after  covering  and  oroasing  a  sheet 
of  rooLS-cap— the  proper  paper  for  love-letters — I 
put  a  P.  8.—  Will  you,  won't  you,  Ac 

If  she'd  only  give  a  whisper, 

Or  a  "  teeny  "  little  "  yes," 
I'd  feel  as  though  in  Paradise — 

My  fate  I  then  could  guess.  ~^  . 

In  neither  words  nor  ways,  alas  I 

Her  consent  can  I  trace. 
And  if  I  break  my  promise. 

There's  a  breacb^of-promise  case  I 

Spoken :    So  you  can  see  the  fix  I'm  in  through— 
Will  you,  won't  you,  Ao. 

Bnt'to  tert  the  party's  feelings, 

I've  hit  upon  a  plan  : 
ni  go  and  make^the  strongest  love 

To  her  younger  sister  "  Fan." 
When  damsels  are  so  cool  and  coy. 

And  cruelly  demure. 
By  jove  !  I  fancy  jealousy's 

A  safe  and  speedy  cure;  - 

Spoken  :  So  this  time  I  shall  observe  to  her 
Bister Will  you,  won't  yon,  Ac. 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Malone. 


Kind  friends,  just  listen  now  to  us. 

And  we'll  sing  to  you  a  rhyme, 
And  tell  you  of  our  youthful  days, 

When  we  were  in  our  prime. 
We're  getting  old,  yes,  very  old. 

And  soon  must  pass  away. 
We've  traveled  on  life's  weary  road. 

With  spirits  always  gay. 
Cboras  :    Old  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Malone, 

Old  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Malons, 
A  jollier  old  pair  you'll  seldom  find — 
Than  Mr.  and  Sirs.  Malone. 

Tis  now  some  sixty  years  ago 

Since  we  first  joined  our  lot. 
And  in  that  time  there's  nothing  wrong 

Transpired  in  our  cot 
We've  had  our  share  of  sunshine. 

And  of  course  we  can't  complain ; 
Them  good  old  days  that's  pawed  and  gone. 

Can  never  oocne  again.  Chorum 


Did  yon  Ever?  no,  1  Never : 

oa 

QUEEB  QTJEEBIES 

BTxaa 


IMd  you  ever  see  policemen 

Cairy  parasols  ? 
Or  the  Judges  on  the  bench 

Nursiug  penny  dolls? 
Did  TOO  ever  know  a  cabman 

Who  co»ild  never  curse  ? 
Or  a  wedding  party  ride  to  church 

In  a  mourning  coach  and  hearse? 
ChoruD  :    Did  you  ever,  ever  know  , 

Things  so  very  mm  ? 
No,  I  never,  never  did. 
Since  in  the  world  Fve  coma. 


Did  you  ever  pay  your  full 

Amount  of  income  tax. 
Or  ever  see  a  busy  bee 

A-makiug  cobblers'  wax  ? 
Did  you  ever  know  a  WelshnMUl 

Who  was  not  named  Jones  7 
Did  you  ever  eat  red  herrings  that 

Were  destitute  of  bones? 


Chonuk 


Did  yon  ever  gulp  a  quart 

Of  cold  drawn  castor  oil  ? 
Or  with  a  feed  of  Olenfleld  Starch 

Digestive  organs  spoil  ? 
Did  you  ever  wear  vour  socks 

Above  your  Blucber  boots? 
Or  walk  about  with  your  shirt  ontaide 

Of  your  ordinary  snits  ? 

Did  yon  ever  have  a  bathe 

In  the  Aquarium  tank  ? 
Did  you  ever  try  to  borrow 

Fourpence  at  the  bank  7 
Did  you  ever  use  a  spokeshava 

To  improve  your  nose  7 
Or  sprinkle  Asafoetida 

As  perfume  on  your  clothes? 

Did  you  ever  don  a  suit 

Of  feathers  stuck  in  tar  7 
Or  ever  dance  the  Highland  fling 

Upon  a  tramway  car  ? 
Did  you  ever  see  a  spider 

Give  a  ^n  or  wink  ? 
Or  a  cripple  with  two  wooden  legs 

A-akaiiug  round  a  rink  ? 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Ohoraa. 


-.♦«-. 


The  Chestnut  Man. 
By  3.  B.  Marphy. 


Oh !  listen  to  the  doleful  strain 

That  I'm  a-goiug  to  sing  yon 
About  a  tall  Italian,  and 

A  gal  that  him  did  cling  to. 
He  kept  a  stand  upon  Broadway, 

Hot  roasted  chestnuts  selling, 
And  the  stamps  he  took  in,  every  day, 

Hui  pockets  ail  were  swelling. 

There  was  a  maiden  short  and  fat. 

With  feelings  soft  and  tender, 
And  she  fell  in  love  with  the  chestnut  man, 

Because  he  was  so  slender  : 
And  he  loved  her  with  all  his  might. 

And  called  her  "  ducky  honey, ' 
And  sold  her  chestnuts  every  night. 

And  wouldn't  take  any  money. 

One  day  this  maiden  went  for  to  go 

For  to  see  her  Italian  lover. 
When  she  fell  in  front  of  an  omnibua. 

And  quickly  was  run  over. 
When  the  chestnut  man  beheld  the  aight, 

And  knew  she  was  a  corpus. 
He  swallowed  a  quart  of  chestnuts  down. 

And  died  of  cholera  morbus. 


Nofah,  be  Kind  to  Me. 

Words  sod  Music  by  Ch*a.  deKreaa.  of  LoaltvUI*.  [Ky.] 

Just  look  at  the  beautiful  roses  a-blushing 

Beneath  the  embraces  and  kisses  of  night,, 
While  even  the  robin  his  music  is  hushing 

To  look  on  your  face,  Norah  dear,  with  debght 
Ob !  why  are  your  blue  eyes,  bo  sweet  and  entraztoin^ 

A-stealing  my  heart  from  my  bosom  away. 
Whenever  with  love  into  mine  they  are  glancing, 

A-changing  the  night  to  the  beauty  of  day? 

Chobus. 

O  Norah !  be  liind  to  me— see,  I  am  weeping ; 

The  cabin  is  empty  and  yearning  for  you  ; 
Ah  1  look  at  the  sly  little  robin  a-peeping, 

A-waiting  to  hear  what  yon  promise  to  do.  . 

The  moon  is  a-watohing  the  stars  np  above  yon. 

For  fear  they  will  twinkle  themselves  Cut  asleep  : 
She's  fearful  they'll  see  you,  and  so  learn  to  love  yon. 

And  want  to  leave  heaven  to  pine  at  your  feet 
Then  how  can  yon  blame  me  for  loving  you  madly. 

When  even  the  flowers  are  doing  the  same? 
Ah !  that's  why  they're  bending  their  sweet  heads 

so  sadly — 

They're  blushing  because  I  am  calling  your  name. 
O  Norah  !  be  kind  to  me,  Ao. 

Oh !  Give  Me  Tonr  Plain  Dealing  Fellowi. 

Ob  !  give  me  your  plain  dealing  fellows,  ||. 

Who  never  from  honesty  shrink  ;  j 

Not  thinking  on  all  they  should  tell  oa,  '      '  ■' 

But  telling  us  all  that  they  think. 

Truth  from  man  flows  like  wine  from  a  bottle. 

His  free-spoken  heart's  a  full  cup  ; 
But  when  truth  sticks  half  way  in  the  throttle, 

Man's  worse  than  a  bottle  corked  np. 

Complaisance  is  a  ^ngerbread  creature,  I 

Usied  for  show,  like  a  watch  by  each  spark  ; 

But  truth  is  a  golden  repeater. 
That  sets  a  man  right  in  the  dark.     (O.  Golmaa. 


Juit  a  Little  Longer. 

'    By  Artbnr  W.  Frenoh. 


Just  a  little  longer. 

Darling,  you  and  I, 
Have  we  here  to  wander 
Where  the  shadows  lie^ 
Where  the  thorns  are  mingled 

With  the  flowers  of  May, 
And  each  cherished  blossom 

Fades  £rom  us  away.  . 
Chorus  :    Just  a  little  longer. 

Darling,  must  we  wait. 
Till  we  reach  the  portals 
Of  the  golden  gate. 

Just  a  little  longer 

For  our  feet  to  stray 
Up  and  down  the  hillside 

Of  the  troubled  way. 
Keeping  the  foreknowing 

There's  a  rest  to  be 
In  the  land  that  ever 

Lives  eternally.  '     *■       ' 


^ 


CSmru. 


Evening  Now,  Softly  Olodng. 


A  DUET. 


BT  H.  M.  murtM, 


Concerning  Kisses— What  city  does 
semble?  Nice.-  Why  is  a  kiss  like 
machine  7     Because  it  seams  so  good. 


kiss  re- 
sewing 


-Evening  now,  softly  closing. 

Spreads  her  dark  veil  arotmd  : 
Nature  is  all  reposing, 
Flowers  their  sweets  disclosing, 
Hushed  every  whiq)ering  aotind. 

HX— Tones,  such  as  angels  only 

Breathe  to  each  Listening  sphere^ 
Break  on  the  stillness  londy 
In  strains  to  me  so  dear. 

BOTH—  Oh !  how  ralra,  how  bleat  a  feeling; 
Through  the  bosom  gvitly  stanHng^ 

Hearts  like  ours  united  prove — 
To  our  soals  the  truth  revealing. 

That  the  peace  of  beart  is  lovei 
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'     Sireet  Forgfet-me-not  -i' : ';       !  ; 

Wordi  Bud  Hnilc  by  Bobby  Veweowih. 
I   Tba  Mniie.  Oopyrlgbtod  kiid  Publlibed  by  F  W.  Helmlok 

ofKoSOWeit  4th  Htreet    Ciiiclnnttl.  (Oblo  )    cube 
I  obUiued  M  aoy  Mailc  Stora— Prloe  40c«Dta.  ^ 


Oh  !  fancy  brings  a  tboaght  to  me       '    ' 

Of  flowers  sweet  and  rare, 
With  grace  and  beauty  there  combined. 

And  brightest  hnes  so  lair — 
8o  like  a  maiden  that  I  loved — 

It  was  my  happy  lot  : 
I  whispered  when  we  jiarted  last —  .'    < 

"Oh  1  yonll  forget  me  not !"      .  r   V  t 

Chorus. 
Oiaoefol  and  as  charming  as  a  lily  in  the  pond — 
Time  has  pasBed  so  swiftly—  for,  of  her  I  am  so  fond— 
Dauieo  and  the  roses,  too,  they  grow  around  the  spot 
Where  we  parted  and  I  whiKpered— 
"  You'll  forget  me  not !"  •  (Dance. ) 

We  met— I  really  don't  know  where— i  - :' 
But  still  'tis  ail  the  same—  *    - 

For,  love  walks  in  the  busy  streets 
Aj5  well  as  in  the  lane : 

I  gently  pressed  her  tiny  hand  : 
She  glanced  at  me  a  shot — 

She  dropped  a  flower,  I  picked  it  np— 

1  A  sweet  forget-me-not !    (Chorus  and  Dance). 

At  last  there  came  a  happy  day, 

And  something  that  I  said 
Just  caused  her  lips  to  murmur  "year      . 

And  shortly  we  were  wed. 
A  little  cottage  by  the  brook. 

And  a  tiny  garden  spot 
Where  grows  a  little  flower  called — 

A  sweet  forget-me-not !    (Chorus  and  Dance.) 


The  UnpnnctQal  Man. 

Snag  by  Sam  Wagborn. 


Punctuality's  a  boon  called  by  many 

The  beet  quality  found  in  a  man : 
But  ril  prove  it,  as  plain  as  a  penny, 

Tis  only  a  flash  in  the  pan. 
Preached  and  prated  by  fathers  and  mothers. 

Yet  m  prove  by  the  words  I  let  fall— 
Yonll  lose  very  little  more  tother. 

If  you  never  are  punctual  at  aU. 
Chobus. 

Let  the  Old  Fofreyu,  stubborn  and  breezy. 

About  pimotuality  prate : 
ITlprove  to  you  all,  very  easy, 

lliere's  nothing  like  being  too  latOb 

I  engaged  with  a  gay  water  party 

Foe  a  pull  up  the  river  so  fine  : 
They  started  at  eight,  well  and  hearty, 

I  got  on  the  Pier  just  at  nine  : 
Of  course,  they  had  started  without  me,       , 

The  fact  then  I  very  soon  foimd  : 
Perhaps  yon  have  reasons  to  doubt  me. 

But  the  whole  party  got  drowned.         Chorus. 

Me  and  some  friends  hired  a  drtig,  sirs. 

For  Epsom  on  last  Derby  day  : 
But  behmd  I  as  usual  did  lag,  sirs. 

So  without  me  they  started  away. 
Driving  down  Clapham  Road  rather  fast,  sirs. 

They  ran  into  a  large  heap  of  stones  : 
The  drag  upset  and  out  each  was  cast,  sirs. 

Not  one  escaped  breaking  his  bones.     Chons. 

I  was  going  to  Hull  by  the  Packet,  ' 

But  the  Landlady  forgot  me  to  call : 
Twas  a  very  good  job  she  did  lack  it : 

It  got  wrecked  on  a  rock  in  a  squalL        :"    .   ; 
I  was  going  to  a  country  Theatre,  ' 

But  I  cotildn't  get  in,  deuce  a  bit : 
The  gallery,  that  night,  gave  way. 

And  killed  half  the  folks  in  the  pit      Chorus. 

I  onoe  got  too  late  to  get  married. 

The  bride  took  another  for  spite  :   i  t'. 

Twas  a  very  good  job  that  I  tarried  : 

For,  she  scratched  his  poor  taoe  the  first  night 
Now  I  think  I  have  give  fair  sample. 

Though  Tve  plenty  more  left  in  my  pata : 
So  follow  my  novel  eiample— 

There's  nothing  like  being  too  late.       Chorus. 


■1^;; 


Bom  Drank. 

Written  by  Qeorge  lAO*. 


BeKoId  a  man  of  sorrow. 

Who's  drank  until  near  mad ;     ; '; ; 
I  care  not  for  to-morrow,  '•..'. 

If  drink  it  can  be  had. 
Fm  pushed  at  every  turn  I  take, 

I'm  scoffed  by  all  I  meet : 
The  children  shout  when  e'er  I  make 

My  appearance  in  the  street 


■^•1 


S,:f 


[  It's  all  tb»  Same  to  Me. 

By  Dan  Dnlrala 


Spoken :  They  shout  at  me,  they  call  me-^ 
"  Bom  diunk— "  ha !  ha  I  "  Bom  dronk— "  but  th^ 
lie.  I  was  not  bom  drank.  If  they'll  not  believe 
me,  let  them  ask  my  mother.  But  they  forget  or 
they  never  knew  that  drink  will  drown  the  memory  : 
That  drink  will  banish  thought- bat  I  know,  yes,  I 
know,  and  I  must  have  drink,  I  willl  have  drink. 
Let  them  call  me  "Bom  drunk,"  what  care  I? 
"  Bom  drunk — "  ha  !  ha !  ha ! 

■■...  .■v';"'''^> '■■■;;':  CBOBUS.  .■^^•■;' V-' M. •'.;'.•■'    ■■ 

Children  call  me  "Bom  drunk,"  .; 
;  ;  And  men  they  scoff  at  me,  '  ' 

And  say— "get  out,  you  dranken  lout. 

You're  drunk  again,  I  see." 
Ah  1  once  I  was  a  gentleman —  ';,         .' 

When  of  those  daj's  I  think,  ^  ^^    ' 

I  try  to  banish  memory  ,  |/ 

In  drink,  drink,  drink!  ;      i 

■    >■  .-      '     *  I  \. 
I  once  was  very  different  ofl  "       *! 

To  what  you  see  me  now  :  .  v  '"'-'-'       '■, ;.: 

Then  at  me  they  would  not  scoff,  ' 

But  all  would  scrape  and  bow  : 
And  then  could  mount  my  tborot^ghbred. 

And  gaily  ride  the  street,  -;v'    .      I'    .'^~' 

Wherein  now  I  have  to  beg,  ^         '     i'      'w^- 

With  bruised  and  blistered  feet — ^"',;'::  'j!.  ■.      j    ■' 

Spoken  :  Yes,  I  beg,  beg  for  pence  to  buy  driak, 
so  that  I  can  get  drunk.  I  like  to  get  drunk.  I  love 
to  be  drunk,  and  I  forget  the  past  Away  with  the 
past !  I  care  not  for  the  future  :  I  live  only  for  to-day, 
and  to-day  I'm  old  "Bom  drunk,"  "Bom  drunk," 
ha  !  ha !  ha  !  Chorus. 

My  ruin  was  the  race  course,  I    ^ 

As  it's  been  of  many  a  one  :  -•■.  •      • 

I'd  back  the  favorite  race  horse,         '■- ';_ .      ;     '  |.    . 

Which  seldom  ever  won.  -."  '  ' 

My  luck  must  soon  be  better,  ,    '•-■ 

There  was  no  such  word  as  fidl,  T  - ' 

Till  I  found  myself  a  debtor 

Within  the  County  gaol. 

Spoken  :  In  a  gaol  1  Yes,  that  was  the  end  of 
my  fa4t  career.  And  there  I  thought  they  would  have 
left  me  to  rot,  but  they  let  me  out  at  last  Oh  !  yes, 
they  let  me  out  at  last,  and  when  they  did  let  me  out, 
I  went  to  see  some  of  my  friends,  but  they  did  not 
know  me.  Those  that  did  know  me,  had  an  en- 
gagement and  could  ppt  stop  to  speak  to  me— but  I 
found  one  friend,  and  that  friend  was  drink,  and  I 
love  it  I  worehip  it — it  is  the  god  of  my  idolatry — 
and  so  they  call  me  "  Bom  drunk,"  ha  1  ha !  Old 
"  Bom  drunk,"  ha  !  ha !  ha  !  Chorus. 


Let  Tempests  o'er  the  Dark  Seas  HowL 

Let  tempests  o'er  the  dark  seas  howl. 

Be  decks  with  yards  and  tackle  strewed  : 
Let  fluttering  sails  disdain  control, 

Be  all  the  steersman's  art  subdued  :      .  •/     •    • 
These  direful  scenes  I'll  heedless  view—  .' '  :. 

The  rage  below,  the  storm  above —  ;  * 

This  heart  that  lived  alone  for  yon. 

Expires  o'erwhelmed  with  hopeless  love. 

The  masts  may  o'er  the  lee  be  borne,        y     '^' 
The  foamy  waves  may  furious  dash  :    ;;.     ,  j/ 

By  rocks  the  bulging  hull  be  torn. 
The  timbers  yawn  in  dreadful  crash :   r        V 

Begardless  death  in  these  I'll  view —  t    .1 

The  wreck  below— Jse. 

Let  the  exhausted  ship  descend,       .  ,  ...^ . .  j 
Be  every  spar  forbad  the  shore :  .. ;  .     'l 

Let  piercing  shrieks  each  bosom  reoA,  \>., 

Or  dismal  groans  of  horror  roar  :  ■ '.  ^» 

Unmoved  by  all,  grim  death  Fll  view — 

The  wnck  below— fto. 


Sweet  sixteen  behold  in  me, 
fe      With  lovetti  by  the  soore  : 
(And,  everywhere  that  I  may  roam. 
Chance  throws  me  in  with  moreu 
:  They  seem  to  worship  ever>'  spot- 

Wherever  I  may  be, 
i.>  .And  all  I  say  to  these  j'oung  meo 
Is  "  It's  all  the  same  to  me." 
Chorus  :     It's  all  the  same  to  me,  '•.    :,  ■'■' 

It's  just  the  same  to  me  ; 
;  •■.■,_i-"_  ..         I  never  care,  I  do  declare  : 
For,  it's  all  the  same  to  meu 

1  see  a  young  man  here  to-night  '        "^ 

A  kiss  at  me  be  threw  : 
"  See  here,  young  fellow,  you're  too  fresh. 

You  don't  know  what  you  do  !— 
I  don't  mean  that  I'll  take  it  back  ; 

As  yon  can  plainly  see, 
Fm  only  trjing  to  tease  j'ou  :  for. 

It's  all  the  same  to  me." 

It's  all  the  same  to  me,  &o. 

While  I  was  walking  down  the  street 
The  other  day,  at  two, 
;'  A  handsome  young  man  bowed  to  me 

And  said—  "  How  do  you  do  ?" 
;:  I  answered  him,  I  felt  quite  well. 

Which  made  him  ask  ii  we  ' 

'    Together  in  the  Park  would  stroll?  ' 

i^Kjfcm  -•     My  answer  was — 
'       "It's  all  the  same  to  m&" 

] '.  .  It's  all  the  same  to  me,  Ac 

Before  I  leave  you  all,  to-night. 

There's  something  I  would  say,  y;\ '        ,  • 
And  that  is,  if  you  like  my  son^    "   ?    •"/  * 

To  come  again  some  day  :  '• 

But  then,  if  I  have  failed  to  please,  b 

Unhappy  I  will  be  ; 
My  motto  is  to  try  again —  .       ^  " 

For,  it's  not  the  same  to  me.       "  ' :      j  ■■  ;^ " 
Chorus  :    It's  not  the  same  to  me,         '.  ^  / 
It  ain't  the  same  to  me  :         " 
If  I  fail  to  please,  I'm  not  at  ease — 
For,  it's  not  the  same  to  me. 


i        Mary  Ann. 

A  Barleaqaa,  hy  V.  B.  Jr..    Air : 


Antd  Laog  Syne. 


Mary  Ann  she  had  a  bean 

And  kept  him  in  the  cellar, 

And  every  time  she  wanted  her  bean. 
She'd  go  and  call  that  feller, 
She'd  go  and  call  that  feller: 

And  every  time  she  wanted  her  bean. 
She'd  go  and  call  that  feller. 

Mary  Ann  she  had  a  man. 

And  he  was  somewhat  lazy  ; 

She  put  him  in  an  oyster  boat 
And  he  went  almost  crazy. 
And  he  went  almost  crazy  : 

She  put  him  in  an  oyster  boat. 

And  he  went  almost  crazy.     . ,  ' 

Mary  Aim  went  with  her  man   ....■-.•: 
Down  to  to  the  river's  brim  : 

She  gave  a  push  and  shoved  her  man 
And  he  went  headlong  in. 
And  he  went  headlong  in  : 

She  gave  a  push  and  shoved  her  man. 
And  he  went  headlong  in. 

And  when  she  saw  that  he  did  sink, 
She  felt  in  great  despair. 

And  straightway  left  the  river's  brink 
And  quickly  tore  her  hair. 
And  ouickly  tore  her  hair : 

She  straightway  left  the  river's  brink. 
And  quickly  tore  her  hair. 

Tom^  men,  take  warning  by  this 

And  don't  get  taken  in. 
Or  yours  may  be  another  caae 

Down  by  the  river's  brim, 

Down  by  the  river's  brim  : 
Or  yours  may  be  another  case 

Down  by  the  river's  brim. 
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"So  bnts,"  cried  Horuley  ;  "only  lay  as  I  shall 
instnict  yon,  and  we  hhall  win  a  heap.  I  wish  I 
ronld  got  anybody  to  beLwith  me  ;  bat  that  is  out 
of  the  question.  Yon,  howeyer,  it  in  believed, 
have  still  plenty  of  tin,  bo  pay  yonr  lomes  ou  the 
Derby  with  seeming  carelessuebN,  ami  the  bi^  men 
ou  the  courKe  will  take  your  bets  without  demur  to 
any  amount  you  like  to  name." 

A  little  more  persuasion,  and  Gaston  yielded  en- 
tirely, imid  hia  losses  on  the  Derby,  leaving  but  a 
very  fewiwunds  in  his  pockets,  and  then,  under 
Horsley's  ^'uidance,  made  heavy  bets  on  the  Oaks. 

And  now  the  fateful  day  had  arrived  ;  the  race 
which  was  to  make  or  beggar  Craston  entirely  of 
character,  as  ho  was  already  beggared  in  fortune* 
was  about  to  commeuce. 

"We  st^md  to  wiu  tweuty  thonsand  pounds," 
said  Horsley,  undasexultinglyas  though  the  mouey 
had  been  already  won  and  received. 

The  starting  bell  rang  ;  Gaston  was  white  and 
haggard,  and  could  not  at  that  moment  have  sjKiken 
a  word  if  his  life  had  depeudeil  ou  its  att«rauce. 

Jack  Horsley  patted  hiiu  on  the  shoulder,  and 
coutident  as  ever,  crie<l,  "  They've  started !— they're 
off !     Now  you'll  see  !" 

And  Gaston  did  see,  and  when  he  had  seen, 
grotint'd,  and  dashed  his  hands  to  his.  head 

The  nice  over,  "Come along,"  said  Jack  Horsley ; 
the  sooner  we  are  away  from  here  the  better." 

He  driigged  Gaston  to  the  vehicle  that  had  been 
in  waiting  for  them,  and  they  were  driveu  to  the 
railway  station. 

Not  a  won!  was  exchanged  between  them  during 
their  journey,  and  on  their  arrival  in  London  they 
jumixnl  into  a  cab  and  proceeded  to  an  hotel  at 
which  Gaston  was  very  well  known. 

They  were  shown  to  a  room,  and  then — 

"Champagne,"  said  Horsley  to  the  waiter,  the 
first  word  that  had  been  audibly  uttered  by  him 
since  they  had  loft  the  race-course. 

Neither  of  them  spoke  until  the  champagne  had 
been  brought  and  tho  waiter  bad  again  quitted  the 
room. 

Then,  but  not  until  he  and  Gastod  had  each  of 
them  (visse*!  down  two  or-ihree  glasses  of  the  cham- 
pagne. Jack  Ilorbley  said^  "  Was  ever  known  suoh 
cursed  ill-luck?" 

"D6nt  sjjeuk  tome,"  said  Gaston.  "I  wish  I 
had  ik'ver  known  yon." 

"  Nolvxly  obliged  you  to  make  my  acquaintance, 
and  >i>u  would  very  soon  Iwve  droppcil  me  again  if 
I  L;id  not  btnii  just  the  sort  of  fellow  to  suit  you." 

"  Wtli,  no  matter,  I  have  done  with  you  now." 

"No,  you  haven't,"  smiled  Horsley.  "You  will 
need  me  more  than  ever  in  the  futur&  Aud,  after 
all,  how  fa»-  wrong  was  I  in  thiv-day's  race  ?"  Our 
horse  was  beaten  by  a  neck  only." 

"He  miirht  as  w«ll  for  us  have  been  the  very  last 
in  the  race." 

"  Yes,  but  it  shows  that  our  luok,  and  not  my 
jud;,'t'mflit,  was  at  fault." 

".\nd  now,"  cried  Gaston,  "I  have  nothing  left 
— not  a  sin(^  resource." 

"Oh,  yen,  several!"  said  Horsley.  "And  to 
name  the  fiist,  and  a  grand  one,  miury  Miss  Lucy 
Marsden." 

Lucy  Maraden  war  the  daughter  of  a  City  mer- 
chant, aud  he  and  Gaston  Marrall's  father  had  been 
very  great  friends,  had  both  started,  iu  business  at 
alK>ut  the  same  time,  and  as  oue  had  risen  to  opu- 
leuoe,  so,  too,  had  the  other. 

They  luul  visiteil  etich  other  constantly,  and  so, 
and  very  early  in  thoir  lives,  I^ucy  Marsdeu  and 
Gaston  Marall  had  bf-conie  acquainted. 

Lucy,  like  Oastou,  was  an  onlychild,  and  as 
time  rolled  on  there  cauie  to  the  parents  on  each 
side  a  wish  to  see  those  two  united  in  marriage. 

Of  the  two  fathers,  it  was  perhaps  Mr.  Marsden 
who  most  eagerly  desired  that  nniou,  for  he  had 
very  plainly  perceived  that  his  daughter  loved  young 
Gii-bton  ^iiralL 

Lucy  Marsden  had  always  been  a  ^et^  quiet  »o- 
tiring  girl,  aad  had  never  cared  to  make  many  ac- 
(jiiaintauceA  ;  and  Gaston  had  been  tlie  only  oue  of 
tlio  male  sex  v.hom  she  had  known  at  all  likely  to 
catch  her  maiden  fancy. 

Wheu  her  father  asked  her  pleasantly  if  she 
thought  she  could  reconcile  herself  to  the  prospect 


ofa  marriage  withjoungCiaston  Marall,  her  blushes 
answered  him  in  a  manner  that  he  considered 
highly  satisiactory. 

But  when  Gaston's  father  told  him  that  he  should 
like  to  see  him  tlie  husband  of  Luoy  Maosden, 
Gaston  replied,  "  You  would  have  to  live  a  very 
long  time  to  see  that,  I  can  assure  you  !" 

His  father  was  astounded. 

"Then  why  haveytm  been  so  attentive  to  her  ?"  he 
demanded  ;— "  why  caose  us  all  to  believe  that  you 
loved  her  ?" 

"  Oh,  I  always  make  love  to  every  girl  thrown  in 
my  way  !"  Gtistou  uublushiugly  replied.  "  It  xntsses 
away  the  time !" 

"  It  would  be  better  that  you  passed  some  of  your 
time  in  business !" 

"  Business !  I  hate  tho  very  name  of  bnsiuess — 
yon  know  I  do  T' 

"  Yes,  Gaston,  you  have  but  too  well  shown  tha* ! ' 

Still,  with  faiufhope  to  prevail  with  Gtaston,  tha 
elder  Marall  strove  to  represa  the  anger  that  he  felt, 
and  said,  "Come,  come,  Gaston!  her  father  aud 
myself  have  set  our  hearts  ou  this  match  !" 

"  That's  a  bad  job,  for  lam  obliged  to  dis:ipi)oint 
you  !"  said  Gaston,  with  an  impertinent  laugh. 

Still  the  elder  Marall  was  able  to  control  his  in- 
dignation. 

"  What  can  yon  object  to  Lucy  ?"  he  aske<l.  "  It 
would  be  difficult  to  find  a  more  amiable  or  a 
prettier  girl."  ; 

"  Very  likely  ;  but  she's  not  my  sort !" 

"You  should  have  thought  of  that  before  yon 
caused  her  to  l)elieve " 

"She  shouldu't  have  been  so  ready  to  believe  a 
parcel  of  nonsense !     But  all  girls  are  alike  for  that !" 

"But,  Gastoo,  consider,  your  honor  is  engaged  ! 
Yon  have  acted  as  though  you  desired  to  wiu  her ; 
and,  uuworthy  of  her  as  you  are,  I  know  that  sh* 
loves  you." 

"The  more  fool  she!"  laughed  Gaston;  and 
walked  away. 

"  Oh  I"  with  anguish  thought  the  elder  Marall, 
"  I  have  one  only  son,  and  ho  is  an  idle  and  un- 
principled scoundrel !  What  have  I  done  to  de- 
serve so  terrible  a  scourge  ?" 

It  was  this  interview  with  Gaston  which  had  de- 
termined the  merchant  to  frame  his  will  as  wo  have 
already  explained,  aud  we  kuow  also  how  death  had 
stepped  in  to  frustrate  his  intentions. 

The  suggestion  made  by  Jack  Horsley  that  he 
should  marry  Lucy  Marsdeu  had  thrown  Gaston 
into  a  deep  reverie— had  called  back  to  his  mind 
that  conversation  with  his  father  which  we  have 
just  related  ;  had  caused  him,  iu  his  miud'seye,  to 
see  before  him  his  father  as  then  he  was—  he  even 
seemed  to  hear  his  father's  voice  :  and,  for  the  time, 
his  heart  was  gnawn  by  a  terrible  remorse. 

Wearied  at  last  by  Ciaston's  silence.  Jack  Horsley 
said,  "What  are  you  sulking  about?  Why  dou't 
yon  answer  me  ?" 

"Answer  what? — what  is  it?"  cried  Gaston,  ar- 
ousing, and  looking  as  though  suddenly  awakened 
from  a  heavy  sleep,  and  throwing  down  his  throat 
another  glass  of  wiue. 

"  I  wa3  advising  yon,  yon  know,  to  marry  Miss 
Lucy  Marsden,"  said  Horsley.  "  I  know  that  she 
is  still  single." 

Horsley  paused  for  a  reply.  Gi\ston  did  not 
speak,  but  drank  another  glass  of  chamfrngne. 

OaatoD,  il  he  had  thonght  at  all  about  it,  might 
have  wondered  how  Horsley  shoidd  know  that  Lucy 
Marsden  was  still  aumaxried. 

The  truth  was,  that  as  Gaston's  fortune  grew 
sniallor  and  smaller,  Horsley  had  thought  how 
ca])itally  a  marriage  with  that  young  lady  would 
repleuiid)  hia  friend's  coffers,  if  she  were  still  free, 
aud  so  had  made  inquiries,  and  had  ascertained 
that  the  young  kiJy  had  not  married. 

t»  Marry  Mws  Lucy  Marsdeu,"  ouco  more  ho  said 
to  Gaston.  "  If  really  at  lluit  time  as  ft)ud  of  you 
as  you  hove  told  me  that  sha  was,  take  my  word 
for  it  that  she  loves  yoo  even  now,  aud  would  be 
delighted  to  haTO  yon  pop  the  question." 

"Even  then,"  tee|>auded  Gaston,  "there  would 
be  her  fathar  ;  and  he  is  a  stem,  imfaq;iving  old 
fMom.' 

"  Pooh  1  yon  might  easily  walk  round  him — have 
seen  the  error  of  your  \»1iyB,  you  know  ;  qtiite  a  re- 
formeil  character,  yon  know ;  never  was  such 
a  virtuous  ytonng  man  as  yon  have  become,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing  ;  and,  besides,  if  the  girl  insisted 
on  having  you,  he  is  so  fond  of  her,  that  he  could 
not  poeaibly  long  hold  oat" 


"  No,"  said  (ioston,  after  another  moment's 
thought,  "it  won't  do,  so  say  noaaore  about  it" 

"  About  what  ?" 

"  About  my  marrj-ing  Lucy  Marsden.  I  couldn't 
give  up  Julia." 

"  How  stupid  to  be  still  so  infatoated  with  that 
girl !"  said  Horsley.  "  I  never  thonght  to  see  you 
so  fixed." 

"I  can't  account  for  it  myself,"  replied  Gaston. 
"  I  had  uo  affection  for  her  when  I  first  met  her. 
I  felt,  indeed,  rather  vexed  with  myself  that  I  had 
not  left  her  be  the  wife  of  that  fellow  Hardy." 

"  And  I  have  often  felt  sorry  tpK  my  share  in  the 
business ;  not  at  first,  but  as  soon  as  I  perceived 
how  completely  she  had  enthralled  you." 

"Before  I  knew  her,"  continued  Gaston,  "no 
woman  had  been  able  to  bind  me  long  ;  but  I 
could  not  tire  of  Julia  ;  I  grew  to  like  her  better 
day  by  day ;  aud  now  she  is  my  lite— my  soul  I 
Yes,  I  could  not  live  without  her ;  and  I  swear  to 
you  that  I  would  sooner  die  than  lose  her  !" 

"I  can't  uuderstaud  anything  of  that  sort," 
Horsley  said,  with  a  contemptuous  curl  of  his  lip  ; 
"but  I  don't  at  all  see  that  a  marriage  with  Lucy 
Marsdeu  would  compel  you  to  lose  your  adored 
Julia  Meredith." 

"  Well,"  said  Gaston,  "111  think  it  over,  and  we 
will  hilk  about  it  again  to-morrow. " 

Both  were  then  silent  for  a  few  mintttes  ;  but 
neither  of  them  idle,  as  far  as  the  champagne  was 
concerned. 

At  length.  Jack  Horsley  spoke  again. 

"  Do  you  really  mean,  Gaston,  that  yoi}  are  quite 
cKanod  out— no  money  at  all  left?" 

'1  have  thirty  pounds  that  I  got  this  morning 
from  Julia — all  that  she  had  left,"  Gaston  replied. 

"Thirty  pounds!"  joyfully  exclaimed  Horsley, 
jumping  from  his  chair.  "'Then  we  are  all  right 
>et,  my  boy,  and  we'll  make  those  thirty  pounds 
briug  \\a  thirty  thousand  !    Let's  be  off  to  Bancer's." 

Gaston,  this  time,  hardly  attempted  to  resist ; 
and  Jack  Horsley,  grasping  hia  arm,  hutxied  him 
from  the  hotel  into  a  cab. 

Mr.  Baucer  was  the  tenant  of  a  house  in  which 
existed  what  he  was  pleased  to  term  the  "  Dolphin 
Club." 

That  name  must  either  have  been  given  that 
outsiders  might  have  uo  suspicion  as  to  what  sort 
of  characters  formed  that  club,  or  as  a  ghastly  jest 
conoeruiug  the  men  who  frequented  it. 

It  was,  in  reality,  a  betting  club,  where  gambling, 
not  only  in  that,  but  in  every  other  form,  was  con- 
stantly in  progress. 

When,  on  this  evening,  Grastonand  Jack  Horsley 
arrived  there,  the  place  was  crowded. 

Knots  of  coi\rHe,  horsey-looking  men  were  booking 
iM'ts,  and  taking  or  laying  odds  for  the  coming 
races. 

At  some  of  the  tables,  card-players  were  seated, 
and  the  rattle  of  dice  was  very  plainly  to  be  heard. 

Wines  and  Uquors  were  everywhere,  and  the 
greater  number  of  the  men  then  present  had  already, 
as  was  very  apparent,  been  drinking  freely— some 
of  them,  no  doubt,  in  consequence  of  their  good 
fortune  over  that  day's  racing,  and  others  to 
raise  their  spirits  after  the  losses  they  bad  sustained. 

Croston  and  Hotsley  lost  no  time  in  joining  a  set 
for  a  game  at  loo  ;  aud  very  speedily  the  thirty 
jKiimds  which  Gaston  had  brought  thither,  and 
half  of  which  sum  he  had  passed  t«  Jack  Horsley, 
had  been  lost. 

Gaston  then  tried  to  borrow  money  in  order  to 
contiuuo  pLiying  ;  but,  by  this  time,  his  real  situa- 
tion was  tolerably  well  guessed  at  bv  the  hahituet 
of  the  club,  and  not  a  shilling  could  he  obtain  from 
anyone. 

"  What  wretched  luck  !"  exclaimed  Gaston. 

"  Nothing  was  ever  known  hkeit  1"  said  Horsley, 
with  a  coolness  which  contrasted  greatly  with 
Gaston's  dos|>eration.  "So  quickly  to  lose,"  con- 
tinued Horsley— "cleared  out  almost  as  soon  at 
seated  at  the  table— before  I  had  had  time  to  put 
the  trick  I  kuow  iu  practice.  If  we  could  have 
lasted  five  minutes  longer,  we  aboold  have  gone  oa 
for  hours  winning  everj-thing." 

"You  assured  me  before  we  commeooed  that  it 
was  impossible  we  could  kjae." 

"  Aud  so  it  was.  my  dear  boy — so  it  was  T 

"But  we  have  lost!" 

"  Yes  ;  but  only  bocause  time  was  not  given  na 

to If  we  were  only  able  to  go  on  I     Are  you  quits 

sure,  Gaston,  that  there  is  not  a  stray  pound  or  two 
in  one  or  other  of  your  pockets  7" 
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" Not  a ^i}liug !"  rei^lied Gaston.  "AndlliaTe 
no  resource  ;  not  ft  Lope  Itlt  ou  enrth  !" 

TbongLt  Ucmlej^  "-^tiss  Lucy  MArsden  is  still 
left  to  us.!"  ".    ■    , 

"  AccHtHej 'bb  (}ie  <lii^  wbeti,  for  tho'fttst  tinle, 
you  brought  me  W  thjs  frighttul  den  !";  cried  Gas- 
;ton.  ■''      ■ 

" That's. rigW  I"  snitt  ^ftck  :  "go  at  oae  agnio;  1 
caustnudit!.  yertapH,  however,  my' dear  fell6vy, 
you  will  be  g(x><t  enough  io  re^etuber  tht^t  flibrei 
thuu  three-fourtli»  pi  your  forttine '  had  vanished 
from  you  before  I  bronghi  yb(i  tere  !"         \ 

"  Ob  !*  cxied  Gastrtu';  "  what  now  am' t  to  do? 
-  wliijt  wiU  become  i^fi^T.' 

"  Stippose  you  try  Tmla  again?"  suggested 
Hon-liy.     1  ■' 

"  UKcless !  The  money  we  have  jckit  loet  was  the 
last  that  bhe  had."  .ii  /     - 

"  YtH  ;  J.  think  yon  had  toid  me  no  befora  But 
th<  u,  3'ou  know!,  she  has  j«v«l8 — some '  diauaouds, 
that " 

"You  are  rip;ht— a  goocl  idea.  But,  sbculd  she 
i^fuae.to  trust  them  to  my  hands?" 

"  You  must  not  accept  a  refusal ;  you  must  bftve 
them.'  •  I  will  ^a  with  yoti  j'  come  along  V 

"  But  I'have  not  cren  a  sltilling  to  pay  for  a  cab  !" 

"  Oh,  we  can  walk  there— it  is  not  far :  and  we 
shall  be  back  here  in  time  for  thb'  thick  of  tne  play." 

They  hurried  £rom  the  house,  add,  before  its 
door  had  closed  b^bitifltbem,  saw,  standing  on  the 
lowest  of  the  steps  that  led  up  to  it,  Mr.  John 
Crosee. ' 

Jack  Horsley  b|:oah«d  quickly  past  him,  and  took 
bis  stand,  to  wait  fot  Gastoiv  a  few  yardi»  down  the 
street 

Horsley  had  had.  more)  thtn  enough  of  John 
Croise  on  that  day„  when  tbo.  stitid,  elderly  gentle- 
man had  shown  how  conipletolyliuheldJitiCk  with- 
in his  power;  aad  Jack  had  really,  eversiuca, 
been  qnitri  afraid  of  him. 

"Ah,  Gaston  r  said  Crosse,  mournfully  shaking 
his  head. 

"  Y'ou  are  a  demon,  perpetually  haunting  me !" 
cried  Graston. 

"  Hush  !"  said  CroKse.  "  Do  not  speak  bo  loud, 
or  eyerj'  passer-by  will  hfftr  yon." 

"Let  v,)io  will  hear,  I  aire  not !" 

"I  know^  Gaston,  that  you  have  begun  to  suffer 
the  tortures  of  remorse- that  is  something.  Bui 
you  must  ha.ve  courage  to  stop,  to  proceed  no 
farther  on  your  downward  courhe,  and  by  an  ex- 
emplary, iuduatrious  life  you  muut  cause  your 
post  to  be  forgotten." 

"I  have  iwTec  asked  yon,  air,  for  your  advice  ; 
why  then  will  you  so  persist  iu  troubling  me  with 
it?" 

"My  conscience  bids  me  give  it,  and  yours 
should  command  you  to  follow  it.  Ask  yourself 
what  has  become,  of  that  fortune  which  it  cost  your 
father  soiMji^  y^m  of  toil  to  amasK?  Where  are 
you  DOW  always  to  be  found?  On  the  race-course, 
or  at  this  vile  club,  where  you,  and  all  there,  are 
likely  at  any  moment  to  be  seized  by  the  police." 

"Yon  are  hindering  me,"  sai4  Gaston,  im- 
patiently; "letmepaiis." 

"Come,  comcj,  Gaston,"  pursued  Crosse,  in  a 
kindly,  coaxing  tone  ;  "  it  is  not  yet  too  late  to  save 
Tonrself.  You  ■_  have  ascended  three  steps  of  the 
udder  to  the  scaffold— but  honor  is  still  left  to  you, 
and  with  that  and  labor  you  may  carry  your  head 
erect  Coma,  Giastqn;  you  know  well  how  dis- 
interested is  tiie  advice  that  I  give  you." 

"L^KJc!"  cried  Qtustou  ;  "how  could  I  work 
now  ?" 

••You  have  two  stout  arms  to  bepdn  with,  and 
had  better  sweep  a  croniug  than  continue  in  your 
present  career." 

"You  insult  me  ;  and  I  will  have  no  more  of  your 
advice,"  cried  Gaston,  and  was  dashing  past  Crosse, 
who  grasped  his  arm,  and  held  him  fast,  while 
saying,— 

"So  much  the  worse  for  you,  Gtaston,  for  to 
follow  it  "would  be  to  save  yourself.  Once  more,  I 
pray  yoo,  giye  heed  to  this,  my  last  warning,  or  yon 
are  lost !" 

Gaston  broke  from  him,  and  hurried  to  Howley. 

And  as  those  two  hastened  forward,  Horsley  said, 
"  Why  did  yon  let  that  stupid  old  fellow  keep  you 
80  long  ?  What  a  deal  of  precious  time  you  have 
wasted!" 

Gaston  made  no  reply,  but  walked  on  so  rapidly 
that  Hoi^ey  found  it  difficult  to  keep  pace  with 

■^.  —         ".■»*■•  ,'    ,  lis- 


"Tea,  he  is  right  r  thobght  Gaston.  "lattiree 
years,  a  fortune  that  I  believed  to  be  inexhaustible 
is  wasted,  lost  and  gotit,  thrown  into  the  gutter  1  And 
what  am  I  to  do,  shonhl  eivit  fortune  contiuue  to  over- 
whelm aad  cm  A  me  ?  I^bor,.  he  said  ;  bat  I  am 
fit  for  nothing ;  I  have  wasted  my  health  and 
strength.  Oh,  that  I  bad  from  the  first  given  heed 
to  Crosse  !— he  has  always  advised  me  well." 

His  renaoiBe  and  salutary  raflectious  laated  only 
until  he  reached  tba  house  of  Mrs.  Iietitia  Bqllins, 
with  whom  Julia  was  still  residing. 

"  I  will  wait  here  for  yon,"  anid  Hoialey,  as  Gas* 
ton  was  about  to  knock.  "  I  had  better  not  go  in, 
for  I  should  be  no  help  to  you— tiie  contraiy,  most 
likely." 

fiat  for  the  statvof  excitement  in  which  Gaston 
then  was,  he  would  most  loertainly  have  notioed 
.  that  Julia  app>eared  flurried  and  confused  when  be 
dashed  into  her  presence. 

"  Julia,"  hastily  cried  Gaston,  "  I  have  not  come 
to  stay— cannot  now  retuaiQ:  a  moment  with  yoo, 
but  I— I  have  to  ask  a  great  Avor  of  jou." 

••  What  is  it?"  said  Julia,  who  saw  how  agitated 
he  waa 

"  Luck  has  gone  against  me  terribly,  and  I  want 
your  help  to  make  it  obange." 

"How  can  I  aid  yoo?  You  know  that  I  this 
morning  gave  you  all  the  money  I  possessed." 

"  Yes,  but  your  jewels,  your  diamonds  ;  they  are 
of  no  use  to  you. " 

" What  r  cried  Jalia  ;  "would  you  take  them, 
too,  from  me?" 

"  I  want  you  just  to  lend  them  to  m,%  that  is  aU, 
and  only  for  an  hour  at  mo6t"a-.i  .-,;,,,>■;.      ;jf.j;; 

Julia  was  silent.  '  '""'.."" 

"  What  are  you  standing  there  for,  Julia  ?  Why 
don't  you  speak  ?    Surely,  you  do  not  refuse  me  ?" 

"If  those  are  taken  from  me,  I  shall  have 
nothing  left,  and  how  ami*- — " 

"  Dont  I  tell  yon  that  yiou  shall  have  them  back 
in  lees  than  an  hour  ?  Come,  where  ore  they  ?  I 
must  have  them  I" 

"  Yon  are  not  going  the  way  to  get  them,"  said 
Julia. 

"Do  you  mean  to  say  that  yon  won't?"  cried 
Gaston,  his  passion  rising.  "  Don't  trifle  with  me 
— I  am  in  no  mood  to  b«ix  that !" 

"  I  will  have  nothing  more  to  do  with  you  ;  we 
part  now,  and  I  will  never  see  youiagain,"  said 
Julia  and  would  have  quitted  the  room,  but  Gaston 
caught  her  roughly. 

"  Give  me  your  diamonds !"  raged  Gaston,  still 
shaking  her.  ,.;,  . .  ,>  .j^, , .;  ,, . ..    . 

"  Let  me  go— let  me  go  !"      ^  ■"'    •'-■/  i,.  ••-  '■ 

"Are  you  going  to  give  me  those  jewels,?" 

"  No,  I  won't !"  she  replied,  and  then  <)cceamed  ; 
for  Gaston  had  given  her  a  violent  blow  on  the 
shoulder. 

At  this  critical  moment  Mis.  Bollins  came  into 
the  room. 

"  What  are  you  doing  ?"  she  demandetl.of  Gaston. 

•*  It  does  not  concern  you  1"  savagely  replied 
GastMi.  "Mind  your  own  business,  and  be  off 
with  you." 

"  You  have  struck  me,  Gasfa^n !"  said  JuliB. 

Gaston  interrupted  her  with,  "If  you  kpep  me  a 
minute  longer  without  those  jewels,  it  will  IM  worse 
for  you  r 

"  Go  and  bring  them,  Letitia,"  said  Julia,  and 
let  me  end  with  this  man  1" 

Mrs.  Rollins  left  the  room  ;  Julia  sank  sobbing 
into  a  chair,  and  Gaston  paoed  impatiently  back- 
wards and  forwards. 

When  in  a  mimite  or  two  Mrs.  BoUins  returned 
with  the'  jewels,  Julia  took  the  casket  containing 
them  from  her  hand,  and  giving  it  to  Gaston,  said, 
"There  they  ar«,  and  now  I atn  free !" 

Ah  !"  cried  Gastou  ;  "  now  that  I  amoompletely 
ruined  you  want  to  get  away  from  me,  do  yon  ? 
But  you  won't !"  he  said,  menacingly,  and  turning 
from  the  room. 

"  How  he  is  changed  V  exclaimed  Julia,  as  soon 
as  Gaston  was  gone.  "  I  was  afraid  that  he  would 
kill  me!    His  look  was  awful  1" 

As  Gaston  came  hurryjncfrom  Mrs.  Bollins's 
house,  and  rejoined  Jtick' Horsley,— "Well,  anxi- 
ously inquired  the  latter,  "have  yon. got  them?" 

"Yes,"  replied  Gaston,  showing  the  casket 

"  Good  !"  joyfully  cried  Horsley  ;  "  and  now  we 
are  all  right  again.  Step  out ;  the  sooner  we  are 
back,  the  longer  will  be  our  time  to  stay  there,  and, 
consequently,  the  greater  will  be  our  winnings." 

"It  was  no  such  easy  matter  to  get  these  things 


from  Julia  ;  and,  would  you  believe  it?  she  wants 
to  leave  ma  I  didn't  quite  know  what  to  make  uf 
her  to-night  There  was  something  quite  new  to 
me  in  her  manner." 

' '  Do  you  know,  Gaston,  who  that  long  ftUow  was 
,  that  came  out  of  the  house  while  1  wus  waitiu^;  f«.>r 
you  ?" 

I      Gaston  stopped  abruptly  in  his  walk,  and  whtHiW 
sharply  round  ooufrontiuK  HonUey. 

"Somebody  came  out  of  the  bouse  -  a  mun?" 

"Yes,"  responded  Jack  ;  "  while  you  wne  inside 
talking  with  Julia—  a  tall  fellow,  iu  on  Ulster  ;  I 
couldn't  ae«  his  lace." 

Gaston  was  darting  off  back  on  the  way  they  bad 
last  come,  but  Horsley  graspwd  and  held  him. 

"  What  are  you  about  ?-  where  are  you  going  7" 
demanded  Jack. 

"To  have  another  talk  with  Julia,"  Gaston 
threatenii^ly  said, 

"  Don't  be  a  UkA  ;  yon  can't  affoni  to  lose  time 
to-night,  and  to-morrow  luoruijiK  Vill  do  just  as 
welL  Besides,  it  is  most  likely  that  the  fellow  was 
some  friend  of  Mrs.  ItuUius's. " 

"It  may  have  been  so,  but  I  muNt  know." 

"And  so  you  shall-  in  the  uuruiug.  Come 
along." 

With  a  mixture  of  persuasion  and  force,  Horsley 
got  Gaston  to  turn  towards  the  club.  Once  inside, 
Julia  was,  for  the  time,  as  compltit<:ly  forgotten  as 
though  she  had  never  existed. 

Gaston  and  Jack  Horsley  looked  eagerly  about 
in  search  of  Baucer.  He  was  u<>t  there,  aiid  they 
sent  one  of  the  men  about  the  place  to  bring  him 
to  them. 

While  waiting,  they  were  near  three  or  foiu 
betting  men  who  talked  so  loudly  that  it  was  im- 
possible for  those  within  any  reusuuublu  distance  to 
avoid  hearing  their  couversutiuu. 

"  And  is  it  really  true  that  young  SeamixT  has 
already  got  through  all  that  luujp  of  6'ioiiey  his 
father  left  him  ?"  said  one. 

"You  may  believe  it,"  said  another.  "His  losses 
on  the  Derby  finished  him." 

"I  hear  he  won't  i)ay,"  said  a  third. 

"No,"  said  a  man,  joining  the  company  of  the 
others;  "and  he  never  will." 

"That  will  be  a  bad  job  for  a  gooil  many,"  said 
one  of  the  party. 

"  Y'es,  and  for  me  among  the  rest,  for  I  wanted  a 
couple  of  hundred  of  him,  "said  the  man  who  had 
hunt  joined  the  group. 

"But  are  you  quite  sure  he  won't  pay?" 

"  Yes,  quite  sure,  seeing  ho  t<x)k  prussic  acid  (his 
afternoon,  and  there's  to  be  an  inquest  on  his  lx>dy 
to-morrow. " 

"  Good  Heaven  !"  murmun  d  Gaston,  and 
shivered  violently. 

"  That  fellow  was  an  idiot,"  Horsley  lightly  said 
to  Gaston ;  "he  should  have  gone  our  way  to 
work. " 

Just  then,  up  came  Mr.  Bancer. 

"Oh,  here,  Baucer,"  sjiid  Jack,  "  wo  want  you 
to  lend  us  something  on  these  jewels." 

"I  s'poee  they  are  the  right  sort  of  thing ?"  re- 
turned Sir.  Bancer. 

"The  right  sort  of  thing !"  indignantly  repeated 
Horsley.  ' '  What  do  you  mean  ?  --  what  do  you  take 
us  for?" 

Bancer  did  not  answer  that  question  ;  but  said, 
"  Well,  come  along  with  me,  and  if  they'll  stand  the 
test  I  sha'n't  mind  obliging  you. " 

Bancer  lent  a  hundred  pounds  on  those  jewels  - 
more  than  eno«gh,  Horsley  said,  to  make  Gastrin's 
fortune  and  his  own. 

But  their  ill-luck  continued,  and  at  the  end  of  a 
couple  of  hours,  and  alter  many  fluctuations,  that 
money  too  was  gone. 

Vainly  they  implored  of  Banoer  to  advance  them 
something  more  ;  he  was  deaf  to  their  entreaties  — 
not  another  shilling  could  they  extract  from  him. 
Gaston  left  the  table,  muttering  fearfuUy. 

"All  is  ended  now,"  he  cried. 

"Be  still,"  said  Horsley  ;  "what  is  the  use  of 
going  on  in  that  sort  of  way  7" 

"  A  dose  of  poison  sliall  settle  me,  as  it  did  the 
wretch  those  men  were  talking  about" 

"  The  time  has  not  yet  come  for  that,  and  I  can 
provide  you  with  something  that  yon  will  like  much 
better  thian  a  dose  of  poison." 

"  What  do  you  mean?" 

"I  mean  that  after  all,  we  won't  leave tliis place 
without  money  in  our  pockets." 

"  But  how— how  are  we  to " 
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"  Speak  lower,"  sni.d  Hnrsley,  and  drew  Gaston 
further  away  from  tlie  tables. 

"  Explain  yourseH"  said  Gaston.  "   " 

"I  will  when  yea  have  calmed  down  a  bit," 
replied  Jack. 

"I  am  quiet  nnw.  Is  it  Bometbing  Bure?  Be- 
cause, yon  kuo'.v.  Jack,  you " 

"  It  can't  fail ;  it's  as  certain  as  that  we  two  are 
staudiur;  here  I" 

"And  Bhttll  we  pet  back  the  money  that  we  have 
lost  here  to-iiight  ?" 

"  Yea  ;  aud  a  good  deal  more,  I  hope  !" 

"  Then  why  don't  you  explain  to  mc " 

"  Well,  don't  you  see  how  much  heavier  the  loo 
has  Rot  at  the  table  yonder  Binca  we  left  it  ?" 
"Yes,  Jack,  I  see  that,  but " 

'*  And  don't  you  see  the  henjis  of  sovereigns  that 
each  man  has  got  lyiut;  at  his  elbow  ?" 

"Yes.  Jack  ;  but " 

"  Well,  then,  look  here — see  thift"  And  Horsley, 
ns  he  spoke,  took  from  his  pocket  a  small  parcel, 
wrapi>ed  in  paper. .  "Look,"  hefoaid,  "but  don't 
tMjchit." 

"What  is  it?" 

"An  explosive  ball." 

"What  to  do?" 

"  Can't  you  guess  ?" 

"I  am  afraid  to "  ~  '  '• 

"I  see  you  understand!"  saidHorslcy;  "thrown 
under  the  table  ;  it  will  explo<lo,  and  in  the  con- 
fusion that  will  ensue " 

"Shameful!    I  wHl  not " 

"  What  iiouscuso  you  talk  !  Wo  sball  be  but 
taking  back  our  own  property." 

"  I  will  not  sutler  it !"  cried  Gaston. 

"  Won't  you  ?"  said  Jack.  Give  mo  some  reason- 
able objection,  and  I  will  listen  to  you  ;  or  show 
mo  some  other  way  that  will  get  ns  out  of  the  mess 
we  are  now  in.  Can  you  do  it  ?  No  ;  you  can't ! 
Thcti  I  shall  take  my  own  way." 

"  I  will  never  consent !" 

"Th»!n  I  will  do  without  your  permission  ;  but, 
after  the  job  Is  done,  I  will  allow  you  to  profit  by 
it." 

"Jack,  I  entreat  you " 

"  I  won't  hear  a  word  !  Go  and  inform  against 
me,  if  you  dare  ! " 

"r.iit  it  is  horrible!" 

"You  let  me  alone,  will  you?" 

Justos  Jack  Ilorsley  was  about  to  put  his  purpose 
iu  execution,  hij;h  words  were  heard  at  a  small 
card-table,  at  which  a  party  of  four  were  playing 
wList. 

"The  trick  is  ours  !"  cried  one  of  the  men  there. 

"\'i>u  played  out  of  your  turn  1"  said  another  of 
his  <)pi)oueuts. 

"  I  did  not '"  shouted  tbo  first  man. 

Aud,  lor  au.swcr  to  that,  received  a  number  of 
cards  full  iu  his  face. 

IIo  dashed  at  tho  man  who  had  thus  assaulted 
him.  and  a  fii  lit  between  them  ensued. 

Hardly,  however,  had  a  blow  been  exchanged 
when  tho  man  whose  busines.s  it  was  to  ojien  tho 
outer  diK>r  to  the  visitors  came  flying  into  the  room. 

"  Stop  !"  ho  called  ;  "  here  is  the  police  1" 

Couslf-niation  was  depicted  on  every  coimtenance. 

"  Where  are  they?"  asked  Ruicer. 

"  In  the  street— at  the  d(V>r  outside." 

"  Keep  them  there  a  miuuto  or  two  !" 

"I  can't;  then 's  a  lot  of 'em,  and  a  mob  of 
people— and  they'll  break  the  door  down  !  Don't 
joii  Lear 'em?  "  the  man  added,  as  loud  bumpiugs 
were  heard  against  the  outer  dcxir. 

Duriiis;  this  bri«f  colloquy  no!)<)dy  had  been  idle. 
T'iie  mmiey  was  tak.u  from  th« tables,  the  cards 
and  dice  hidden  away  in  secret  rectsses,  news- 
paiK-rs  and  bof'ks  replaced  them,  and  win  n  an  in- 
spector of  |)olice  and  u  lart,'e  boily  of  the  force 
with  him  entered,  they  saw  only  a  number  of  men 
either  reading  or  quietly  conversing. 

"  What  is  the  meaning  of  this  raid  on  a  respect- 
able club?"  demanded  Mr.  Buncer  with  great  a.s- 
surance. 

"  We  aro  acting  in  consequence  of  information 
received,"  sai.l  tho  inspector. 

"And  you  will  find  that  you  have  been  wrongly 
informed,  I  a.ssure  you. " 

"At  any  rate,  we  intend  thoroughly  to  search 
this  place. 

And  search  the  place  they  did,  from  roof  to 
basement,  but  found  nothing  that  would  warrant 
them  in  laying  hands,  either  on  the  proprietor  of 
the  place,  or  on  any  one  of  the  pemons  there. 


Then  Mr.  Bancer  loudly  complained  of  the 
treatment  to  which  he  and  the  higlily  respectable 
frequenters  of  his  club  had  been  subjected. 

The  inspector  very  hnmbly  apologized,  entreated 
that  they  would  take  no  farther  notice  of  the  very 
unpleasunt  circumstance,  aud  took  his  men  away. 

Instantly  that  the  police  were  out  of  sight  and 
hearing,  Mr.  Bancer's  guests  chuckled  and  grinneil, 
and  Mr.  Banoer  himself,  equally  with  the  rest 
enjoying  the  supposed  discomfiture  of  the  police, 
said,  "  I  bad  no  idea  we  were  in  the  least  suspected, 
but  it's  all  right  now." 

Mr.  Bancer  would  not  have  thought  it  "all  right" 
if  he  had  known,  which  was  the  fact,  that  there  was 
a  traitor  in  the  camp. 

The  man  who  guarded  the  enter  door,  while 
opening  it  to  let  the  police  out,  whispered,  to  the 
iuapector,  "They  have  pnt  the  lot  away,  but  they'll 
go  at  it  again  directly." 

"  Very  good,"  said  the  inspector.  "  I'll  whistle 
softly.  " 

The  porter  nodded,  and  in  a  few  seconds  the 
police  were  in  the  street  aud  the  door  closed  again. 

A  man  was  sent  by  Bancer  to  a  window  to  look 
out,  aud  presently  rei)orted  that  the  police  had 
turned  the  comer  of  the  street,  on  the  wuy  back 
to  their  station. 

Then,  nearly  everyboily  laughing  heartily  at 
having  so  nicely  done  the  "authorities,"  cards,  dice, 
and  money  were  restored  to  the  tables,  and  with  in- 
creased eagerness  play  was  resumed. 

Jack  Horsley  allowed  nearly  half-an-hour  to 
elapse,  for  he  saw  that  the  piles  of  money  on  the 
tables  were  growing  larger  and  larger,  and  that 
the  players  were  becoming  more  and  more  absorbed 
iu  their  game. 

At  k^ugth  Jack  judged  that  the  right  moment 
had  come,  and  was  moving  quietly  towards  the 
loo  table.  But  Gaston,  who  had  been  watching 
him,  took  hold  of  him,  and  drew  him  back. 

"  What  is  the  matter  with  you  ?"  asked  Horsley. 

"  Y'ou  have  not,  I  see,  abandoned  your  idea," 
said  Gaston. 

"Yes,  yes;  I  give  it  up,"  responded  Horsley, 
"  for  I  don't  like  to  see  you  in  such  a  terrible  stew. " 

"That's  a  good  fellow."  said  Gaston ;  "  and  now 
let  us  go." 

"  No,  not  yet ;  I  have  just  found  a  stray  half- 
sovereign  in  the  lining  of  my  waistcoat" 

"  Have  you  really  ?"  eagerly  cried  Gaston  ;  "give 
it  to  me,  will  you  ?" 

"  Yes,  there  it  is  ;  take  it,  and  go  and  have  a  cut 
in  at  the  table  over  there." 

Gaston  hurried  away  to  the  table  that  Horsley 
had  pointed  out  to  him,  and  Jack,  who  had  given 
Gaston  that  half-sovereign  to  get  clear  of  him,  lost 
no  time  in  throwing  his  explosive  substance  under 
the  loo  table. 

There  was  a  tremendous  report,  great  uproar  and 
confusion  ;  men  tumbled  over  each  other  in  their 
eafjerness  to  get  away  ;  the  whole  place  was  filled 
with  smoke  ;  nearly  all  the  lights  were  extinguished  ; 
but  Jack  HcHTsley  lo«t  not  his  presence  of  mind, 
but  swooped  upon  and  gathered  up  as  much  as 
po.ssible  of  the  scattered  money. 

The  betting  men,  crowding  together  to  escape 
from  the  house,  were  met  by  the  police,  who  had 
quietly  returned,  aud  a  great  struggle  followed 
between  them  and  the  men  whom  they  were  en- 
deavoring to  capture. 

Truncheons  were  freely  used,  and  the  police 
made  many  prisoners. 

But  many  also  escaped,  and  amongst  the  latter 
were  Giston  and  Jack  Horsley. 

When  well  away  and  quite  out  of  danger,  "  Are 
you  hurt  at  all  ?"  asked  Horsley. 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  replied  Gaston. 

"Nor  I,"  said  Jack;  "not  a  scratch;  and  I 
haven't  brought  a  bad  swag  away  with  me." 

"  Now,  then,  come  along  ;  make  haste." 

"Whereto?"  inquired  Horsley. 

"  Home.  I  waut  to  know  something  more  about 
that  tall  man  in  the  UUter,"  Gaston  said,  hoarsely, 
and  with  a  dark  scowl. 

To  be  continued — commenced  in  No.  140. 


If  I  had  a  Donkey  wot  Wouldn't  go. 

As  saag  by  Johnny  Wild.         Air :    Wtalt*  OoekMl*. 
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Oonscience,  be  it  ever  so  little  n  worm  while  we 
live,  grows  suddenly  to  a  serpent  on  our  death- 
bed. 

Franklin  says,  "  A  poor  man  must  work  to  find 
meat  for  his  stomach,  a  rich  one  to  find  stomach 
for  meat 


If  I  had  a  donkey  wot  wouldn't  go,  ^      ' 

D'ye  think  I'd  wallop  him  ?  no,  no,  no  ; 
By  gentle  means  I'd  try,  d'ye  see^ 

Because  I  hates  all  cruelty  ;  i 

If  all  had  been  like  me,  in  fact  "'  f 

There'd  ha'  been  no  occasion  for  Bergh 
Dumb  animals  to  prevent  getting  craokt 
On  the  beaa 
Chonu  :    For,  if  I  had  a  donkey  wot  wouldn't  go, 
I  never  would  wallop  him,  no,  no,  no  : 
Td  give  him  some  hay,  and  cry — "  Gee  wo  T 
And  "Come  up,  Neddy." 

What  makes  me  mention  this,  this  mom 

I  seed  that  cruel  chap.  Bill  Bum, 
Whilst  he  was  out  a-crying  greens. 

His  donkey  wallop  with  ail  bis  means ; 
He  hit  him  o'er  the  head  and  thighs,  t 

He  brought  the  tears  up  iu  his  eyes^ 
At  last  my  blood  began  to  rise, 

And  I  said—  Cboms. 


Bill  tnmed  and  said  to  me — "  Then,  perhap* 
Y'ou're  one  of  theee  Mister  Bergh 's  ohapa 

Wot  now  is  seeking  for  occasion 

All  for  to  lie  an  information."  . 

Though  this  I  stoutly  did  deny,  1 

Bill  up  and  gave  me  a  blow  in  the  eye. 

And  I  replied  as  I  let  fly 

At  his  head —  Cboma. 

As  Bill  and  I  did  break  the  pesoe. 

To  ns  came  up  the  new  police. 
And  hiked  us  off,  as  sure  as  fate. 

Afore  the  sitting  magistrate. 
I  told  his  worship  all  me  spree,  ■    . 

Aud  to  prove  the  veracity, 
I  wished  he  would  the  animal  see  : 

For,  I  said—  Choma. 

Bill's  donkey  was  ordered  into  conrt. 
In  which  he  caused  a  deal  of  sport  ; 

He  cocked  his  ears  and  ope'd  his  jaws. 
As  if  he  wished  to  plead  his  cause. 

I  proved  I'd  been  uncommonly  kind,       ,  ,. 
The  ass  got  a  verdict— Bill  got  fined  ; 

For,  his  worship  and  I  were  of  one  mind  ; 

For,  he  said —  Chorus. 

Bill  said — "  Your  Torship,  it's  very  h^rd. 
But  'tisn't  the  fine  that  I  regard,  I 

But  times  have  come  to  a  pretty  pass 
Wtien  you  musn't  beat  a  stubborn  ass." 

His  worship  said  nothing,  but  shot  his  book  : 
So  Billy  off  his  donkey  took. 

The  same  time  giving  me  such  a  look  ; 

For,  I  said— Bill.  Chorus. 
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Give  Me  Back  My  Heart  Again. 

Bjr  John  T.  RntUdca. 

Give  me  back  my  heart  again,     "     '         '' 
Let's  forget  the  lonely  past ;  '' 

You  have  caused  me  grief  and  pain — 

Shadows  o'er  my  pathway  cast 
Life  before  us  seemed  so  bright — 

Till  you  broke  the  golden  chain  :      ' 
Yon  have  broken  every  plight — 
Give  me  back  my  heart  again. 
Chorus-:    Give  me  back  my  heart  again. 
You  could  never  prise  it  now  ; 
You  have  severed  love's  own  chain. 
You  have  broken  every  vow. 

Give  me  back  my  heart  again — 

Say  you'll  sometimes  think  of  me ; 
I  did  not  think  I  loved  in  vain. 

So  fond,  so  true,  and  tended^' — 
But  then,  alas  !  we  now  must  part. 

To  grieve  through  years  that  yet  remain — 
Though  it  may  be  a  broken  heart. 

Yet  give  it  back  to  me  again.  Oborna. 

Give  me  back  my  heart  again. 

And  then  as  strangers  we  will  me^ ;        '  i., 

I'll  stray,  at  eve,  life's  lonely  lane 

That  once  I  thought  so  £ur  and  sweet— > 

The  days  may  come,  the  days  may  go. 
But  no  bright  days  for  me  remam  ; 

For,  time  will  bring  but  grief  and  woo- 
So  give  me  back  my  heart  again.  ChopML 
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THE    SIJVOERS'    JOVRIVAI.. 


Put  a  Hcr:lstone  o'er  ^or  Mother's  QnTe. 

Writtun  Ijj  William  Scaulin.  ;..•■..';• 

,  Ob  !  Willip,  dear  Willio,  our  mother  ia  dead, 

Onr  niotliLT  whom  %vo  loveil  ko  dear — 
She's  slcfipiiij;  to-niyht  in  her  cold,  cold  grave, 

Ko  more  will  she  be  with  as  her '. 
How  huppy  we  were  when  by  thp  lireeido 

AVith  mother  we'd  sit  all  aloue  : 
And  wLnt  stories  s^he'd  tell  to  both  you  aud  I — 
I3ut  now  she  has  left  our  dear  home. 
Chorus  :     Yes,  mother  has  gone  to  heaven  above, 

Aud  there's  one  thiug  of  you  I  would  crave. 
As  chiKlrtu  Kbould  do  lor  a  mother  so  true — 
'•; ;  -  f;      Put  a  headbtone  o'er  her  beloved  grave. 

How  often,  when  sickness  kept  tis  in  onr  beds, 

Not  a  fiiond  in  the  world  could  we  find 
Half  so  good  iis  our  mother,  who'd  sit  by  our  side 

And  to  ns  be  s  >  penile  aud  kind — 
Yes,  morning  and  ui^;ht,  sLo'd  watch  our  sick  brows. 

Never  thiukiuj;  of  rest  ; 
But  now  she  has  left  ns  alone  here  to  weep. 

And  gone  to  the  bud  of  the  blest         Chorus. 


.\i   ,  Dennot's  Farewell. 

Sangby  the  Fioldiags.  Laogton  Wllllami. 


I  can  ne'er  forget  thee,  Kathleen, 

Thou  wilt  still  bo  dear  to  me  : 

My  toot  may  rove  a  foreign  laud. 

My  heart  will  dwell  with  thee.  /     • 

Those  happy  hours  with  thee  1'%'e  passed 

I  never  can  forget,  \ 

And  though  we're  doomed  by  fate  to  part,  \ 
I  leave  thee  with  regret- 
Then  dry  thy  tears,  my  Kathleen, 
Once  agaiu  upon  me  smile, 
■■;.',  Aud  I'll  soon  return  to  thee,  love. 

And  the  bonny  Emerald  Isle. 

Strange  faces  cannot  sever 

Onr  thoughts  from  those  we  love  : 
All!  vain 'tis  they  endeavor. 

True  hearts  they  cannot  move. 
Al>ove  them  all,  a  brighter  spell 

Is  o'er  our  native  home, 
A  charm  that  biudd  the  heart  there  slill, 
AVhere'er  the  foot  may  roam. 

Then  weep  no  moro,  my  Kathleen, 
■  ^  Once  agaiu  upon  me  smile. 

And  I'll  soon  return  to  thee,  love. 
And  the  bonny  Emerald  Ible. 


I  Wonder  What  They're  Going  to  do  Nextl 


Sang  by  Frank  Lewis. 


i 


In  the  century  now  gone,  there  ha.H  been  many 

battles  won. 

And  upon  this  subject  I  will  tnko  my  text ; 
From  things  that  are  absurd,  this  idea  to  nw.  i-o  rurivd  : 

I  wonder  what  they're  going  to  do  n<.\t  ? 
When  this  world  it  first  began.  Father  Adam 

was  tlto  ]nau. 

He  lived  alone  :  which  made  him  mnoh  jK-rpLcxed — 
So  a  rlt)  ho  gave  away,  a  nice  wilo  to  make,  tht'y  say  : 

I  wonder  what  they're  going  to  do  next? 

Mr.  Moody  lost  a  sheep  when  the  ."dicphord  was  aslcop. 

And  Saukey  conutod  only  uiuety-niuo  ; 
Anna  Dickinson  wrote  a  play  on  the  topics  of  the  day, 

0<Tdon  Bennett's  roaming  iu  a  foreign  clime. 
The  ladies  in  our  land,  they  have  formed  a 

Temperance  Imml, 
Bnt  their  husbands  only  stronger  cocktails  mixed  : 
.'Theodore  Tilton,  it  is  said,  has  been  getting  iu 

the  wrong  bed  : 
I  wonder  what  he's  going  to  do  next  ? 

Th«y'vo  made  a  saint  of  Brigham  Y^or.ng— bo, 

many  babes  to  him  belong  — 
Sent  Quakers  to  flght  the  Indian  foe  : 
They  let  Custer  lose  bus  life  in  the  battle's  deadly  strife, 

Because  they  had  no  soldiei-s  there  to  go. 
They  have  lowered  the  poor  man's  pay— he  bnt 

a  dollar  gets  a  day  : 
While  the  bea<l4  of  each  department  are  well  fixed ! 
When  their  swindles  ore  found  out,  they  laugh 

'  •*^-  at  us  and  shoat : 

I  wonder  what  they're  going  to  do  next? 


Song  of  Jokes. 

VTorcl*  by  EJ.  Earrigau.  Music  by  Wm.  Carter. 


There's  Castle  Garden,  down  below, 

It  don't  amount  to  nnich  ; 
Every  day  a  ship  from  the  sea 

Dumps  a  load  of  Dutch. 

Bismark  rules  in  fJermany,         ^    , 

The  homo  of  li;.;ur  bier — 
Walk  Avenue  A,  you'll  surely  say 

That  Germany's  over  here. 

There's  Itidiaii:?  down  in  Crosby  street,    . 

Some  lat,  aud  others  bony  : 
Bader,  do  man,  no  like.s  d;  hmn. 

Eater  de  maccorijni. 

Baldy  Sours  took  a  drop 

From  the  top  of  the  City  Hall  : 

From  the  shoulder  so  fine 

He  kuocked  the  clock  out  of  tiniii  ! 
Don't  you  think  he'd  a  terrible  ganl  ? 

In  mountain  streams  yon  will  catch  trout. 

Buy  your  bait  r\  Tuckers  : 
Boston  for  beans,  New  Y'oik  for  F.nrdine^, 

And  iu  bar-rooms  you  find  the  sucker. 


H««>< 


Something  That  Ought  to  be  Done. 

, .         Molto  Sung.    Suns  by  Fran',:  Lewii. 


This  world  i-?  advancing  e.ich  moment  and  hour, 

And  startling  impj-ovemcnts  are  mndo  : 
Each  nation  is  striving  to  gain  givattr  power 

All  others  to  throw  m  the  shade. 
And  each  individual  struggles  .ilong  : 

For,  he  knows  that  when  life  is  began, 
To  gain  great  distinction,  he  really  mus.:  try 

To  do  something  that'n  never  been  do'ae. 

This  city  has  m.iny  altractiona,  I  own, 

But  still  there  is  something  nmis.s  : 
The  streets  and  tho  parlw  should  bo  kept  neat 

and  clean. 

My  idea  for  improvement  is  tliis — 
There  are  plenty  of  good  honest  men  onl  of  work. 

With  hunger  an  I  debt  overrun. 
They  are  willing  to  toil— let  us  give  them  tho  chauco. 

It  is  something  that  ought  to  bo  done. 

Onr  country  is  burdened  with  debt  and  distn-ss. 

Its  people  are  suffering,  too  : 
Our  finances  are  in  a  terrible  mcvs 

And  the  prospect  at  jirosant  looks  blue — 
There  is  only  one  way  to  prosi>erity  now : 

For,  corruption  has  hail  a  long  run — 
We  should  have  the  right  mau  at  the  head  of  our  land, 

It  is  something  that  ouf^ht  to  bo  douo. 


McCaffirey's  Old  Horse. 


Poverty. 


TTritien  and  Sou;;  by  WilMani  Scanlan. 


WrlUcn  by  Jack  Conroy. 


SiiDg  by  Jubn  Roach. 


I'm  going  to  sing  yon  a  ditty, 

I'm  sure  it  will  cause  you  to  smile  : 
It's  about  an  old  horso  in  the  city 

That  sticks  out  his  tail  in  grand  style. 
.\lthough  the  i>nor  creature  looks  lazy. 
Not  a  horso  iu  the  land,  I'll  go  bail. 
Could  travel  so  quick  and  so  easy, 
Troviding  he  got  a  square  meal. 
Chorus  :    Ho  was  the  horso  that  could  travf  I, 
Providing  you  kept  him  well  fid  ; 
Ho  could  trot  upon  stones  or  on  gravel, 
Aud  mako  other  horses  iu  dre.id. 

Some  sjay  tho  horse  wa.5  short-winded, 

Some  say  he  got  nothing  to  cat : 
Moro  say  ho  was  high-minded. 

And  that  he  was  full  of  conceit ; 
Bnt  while  the  poor  horso  ho  was  living. 

He  cat  many  a  bundle  of  hay  ; 
But  now  that  he's  dead,  well  forgive  him  : 

For,  a  horse,  like  a  dog,  has  his  day.     Chorus. 


-  Friendship  supplies  the  pbco  of  evsrything  (o 
those  who  know  now  to  mako  a  right  nso  of  it ;  it 
makes  your  prosperity  more  happy,  your  odversity 
more  easy. 


Forewell,  dear  home  !  farewell  to  all 

The  comforts  of  this  world  ! 
We're  onld,  we're  helpless  and  forlorn,  ^'' 

In  tLsuVrpct  from  our  home  we  ar.;  hurled — 
A  time  was  when  joy  ne'er  loft  our  iiome. 

Oh  !  'twas  theu  our  poor  hearts  biat  with  glee ! 
But  now  to  the  poor  house  wo  ma^t  go— 

The  cause  is  poverty. 
Chorus :    May  Heaven  protect  ns,  day  and  night, 
Where  ever  we  may  be  ; 
So  to  tho  poor  hou.se  wo  must  go— 
The  cause  is  povcrt}-. 

I've  looked  for  work,  but  all  iu  vain — 

Tiicy  say  that  I'm  too  ould  : 
I've  gone  and  beg;4ed  from  door  to  door 

To  keep  out  the  hunger  and  cold  ; 
But,  Mary  dear,  when  we  are  diad. 

And  they  ask  w  hat  b.'cnmo  of  you  aud  me, 
Thi-y  can  never  say  we  robbed  or  .stole, 

But  died  Irom  poverty.  Chorus. 


■»^<«> 


Kiss  Me,  Darling.     ' 

Wrllfen  and  Snng  by  Al.  Wilson,  Banjolat 

Kiss  me,  darling,  fold  me  closer;    - 

Take  me  to  thy  beating  heart, 
Let  me  feel  thy  fond  caresses, 

S;iy  that  we  shall  never  part. 
Look  with  your  bright  eyes  upon  me — 

Eyes  that  sjieak  of  love  so  plain — 
Let  thy  love  for  me,  .my  darling. 

Never  leave  thee  once  again. 
Chorus  :    Kiss  me,  darling,  fold  me  closer ; 
Take  me  to  your  beating  heart. 
Let  me  feel  thy  fond  caresses- 
Say  that  we  ahall  never  piirL 

Kis<?  me,  darling,  ever  love  me. 

Till  with  bliss  my  heart  o'erflows, 
And  the  peace  of  thy  caressing 

Lulls  my  soul  to  sweet  repose — 
Fold  me  closer  to  yon,  darling. 

Like  thy  faith  iu  heavenly  things  : 
Lit  thy  love  for  me,  my  di.rling. 

Lend  my  waiting  spirit  wings. 


Choras. 


I  Know  What  it  is  to  be  There. 

By  BauKlng.        '   . 


IVe  rMiched  the  top  rung  of  the  ladder  of  fnmo, 

So  I  know  what  it  is  to  be  thero  ! 
I've  looked  down  at  men  who  ventured  the  same, 

Aud  seen  them  fall  down  in  despair  ; 
They  loosened  their  grip  when  they  should  have 

held  tight— 
When  tho  prospects  for  them  looked  quite  fair, 
They  looked  on  the  dark  side  and  not  on  the  bright — 

'•  Oh !  I  know  what  it  is  to  be  thure !" 
Chorus  :     I  know  what  it  is  to  there  ! 

Yfts,  I  know  v.hat  it  is  to  be  thero  • 

When  ouco  up  yon  go, 

Y^ou  can  look  down  below  !  r| 

Spoken  :    And  say :  "I  know  what  it  is  to. be  thero  T 

Just  fancy  a  man  who  has  seen  better  day.'«, 

Who  to^iay  we  must  clas-s  as  a  vag  ; 
The  J«>eling8  of  such  men  are  all  in  a  blaze. 

And  life  is  a  burden  to  drag  ; 
Tliis  motto  I  give  to  those  who  are  rioh,         ..j 

Who  think  such  a  lot  they'll  ne'er  share — 
'Tis  "keep  your  eye  oj^en  ere  leaping  the  dith— 

I  kuow  what  it  is  to  bo  there !'  Chorus. 

In  conrl'1-.-on  I'd  f*.;}".  though  your  lot  may  be  great. 

Don't  !inii\-  j<)iiisi»lf  better  than  all. 
But  benj  tli; ;  iu  miu.l— for.  its  trnth  you  will  find— 

"  Tho  greatest  of  men  oftimes  fall." 
If  tho  ueeily  seek  aid,  why,  help  lljem  along 

If  you  have  nn.cM  dvllar  to  spare  ; 
But  above  all,  :,iy  nicnd^j,  remember  my  soncr — 

'1  kuow  whut'it  is  to  be  there  !"  Chonni. 


Prosivrity  seems  to  be  scarcely  safe  imless  it  be 
mixed  with  a  little  adversity. 


rf nfyiiil"  If 


iii  ririi  ikf^iir  if  iltirgiii'tfiniii 
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THE    SIJVGERS'    JOURiVAL.. 


3»0 


God  Bless  Ton,  Colleen ! 

Worila  aud  Music  by  Harry  Kennedy. 


ITie  slujres  of  dear  Erin  recede  from  my  sight. 
As  Hwiftly  our  bark  glides  the  waters  so  bright ; 
And  ^g»r  I  look,  with  a  sorrowful  gaze, 
Upon  the  dear  kind  where  I've  passed  all  my  days. 
My  thooghts  turn  to  home,  and  the  dear  faces  there, 
And  for  my  dear  Ki\thle«n  I  breathe  a  fond  prayer. 
And  say,  as  the  kud  quickly  fades  from  my  view, 
"  God  bless  you,  Colleen,  I  know  you'll  be  true  !" 
Choexjs.  . 

God  bless  yon,  Colleen,  I  know  vou'U  be  true. 
True  to  the  heart  that  bcata  onl/for  you  ; 
Think  of  me,  darling,  when  from  yon  I  stray, 
God  bless  you.  Colleen,  when  I'm  far  away. 

A  tmr  dimmed  my  eyes,  as  with  feeling  oppressed, 
I  stifiled  the  sob  that  arose  in  my  breast  ; 
And  thought  of  the  long  days  of  sorrow  and  paiu, 
Keforo  I  could  see  thee,  my  darling,  again— 
That  night  in  my  dream  1  returned  to  my  home. 
And  throuth  the  green  meadows  with  Kathleen 

did  roam, 
But  making  the  old  words  come  back  anew, 
God  bless  you,  Colleen,  I  know  you^l  be  true  ! 

God  blets  you,  &(\ 

Dark-Eyed  Emilie  Dee. 

Words  by  Audy  McKee. 

'Twas  at  the  Howard  in  Boston, 

One  Autamn  evening  there  : 
I  caught  a  glance— 'twas  full  oi  smiles,— s. 

From  Emilie  Dee  so  fair. 
Shu  was  dressed  all  up  in  fashion,    /; 

And,  oh!  so  fair  to  see ! 
And  my  heart  was  captivated  l^r  . 

That  dark-eyed  Emilie  Dee.  ;     _V 

tii«us :    Oh  !  if  yon  only  knew  her. 

You  could  sympathize  with  me  : 
For,  my  heart  is  almost  breaking  for  this 
Dark-eyed  Emilie  Dee. 

Soon  wc  became  acquainted. 

Learned  to  love  like  birds  in  spring : 
Should  you  pass  her  house,  by  day  or  night. 

This  song  you'll  hear  her  sing  :      ^ 
But  now  if  I  were  with  her. 

How  happy  would  I  be ' 
I'd  be  content  at  listening 

To  the  voice  of  Emilie  Dee.  ,  Chorus. 


The  Woodland  Maid. 

By  L.  S.  G.  Skefflngton. 


The  woodland  maid,  my  beauty's  queen  I 
In  nature's  simple  charm  arrayed. 

This  heart  subdues—  that  matchless  mien 
Still  binds  mc  to  the  woodland  maid.       . 

Let  others  sicth  for  mines  of  gold. 
For  wide  domain,  for  gay  parade  : 

I  would,  unmoved,  such  toys  behold. 
Possessed  of  thee,  sweet  woodland  maid. 

Slim  and  Slippery  Southern  IRg. 


<farCs  by  Andy  McEee. 


Maslc  by  J.  Armitroag. 


Of  all  the  lively  colored  folks 

That's  in  this  country  round. 
There's  no  one  half  so  handy 

As  this  nigger,  yon  be  bound  : 
I  dance  from  dark  tiU  daylight, 
And  my  cognomen  is  Sam — 
This  SUm'  and  Slippery  Southeren  Nig, 

From  Suuuy  Alabam. 
Chorus  :    See  me  dance  and  slide  about, 

•     I  turn  myself  near  wrong  side  out : 
I  hope  that  you  are  satisfied  : 
; ;      For.  I'm  the  ladies'  man, 
-■■  -"  -.His  Slim  end  Slippery  Southern  Nig. 
-/  .  •     From  Sunny  Alabam. 

Singing  is  my  chief  delight,        - :. '    •  ;    , :  ?     ' 

Of  dancing  never  tire, 
The  way  I  throw  myself  around,        i .  ' 

You'll  say  I'm  hung  on  wir«: 
Fm  my  mother's  only  joy. 

My  father's  name  was  Ham  : 
So  watch  the  Antic  tricJts 

Qf  this  Nig  from  Alabam. 


You  Know  the  Slate  is  Broke. 

.    ,  Bang  by  Pat  Rooney. 


In  these  now  hard,  uncertain  times,  '      ,;   ' . 

They  do  things  verj'  queer  :  .       ' 

If  you  haven't  got  the  ready  cash,  . 

You  cannot  fjet  your  beer  ;  ;.      'r     v 

The  raf.n  behind  the  bar  will  say,  ;{  '    :    ■  ^ ' 

Just  by  way  of  a  joke  —  ^; 

He'll  shake  his  head  with  a  meaning  smilo—    . 

You  know  the  slate  is  broke. 
Chorus  :    You're  welcome  in  to  spend  your  tin. 
To  have  a  drink  or  smoke  ; 
:     But  you'd  bette^nt  the  money  up  : 
For,  you  know  the  alate  is  bi'okc. 

When  your  daily  labor  is  ended. 

And  to  w.ilk  you  fet-l  inclined, 
As  you  puss  aloH'.^  the  busy  street,  -': 

How  m:iuy  friends  you'll  find  : 
They'll  say  to  you  — couio  autl  take  a  drink —  I  ■■'. 

You'll  riiturn  it  with  a  smoke  ; 
But  you'd  bftter  put  tha  money  r.p  : 

For,  you  know  iba  ylute  is  brokj.  Chorus. 


■^  iOt-<— 


Muse,  hang  this  Harp  upon  yon  Aged  Beech, 

Mnse,  hang  this  hari')  upon  yon  aged  iKech, 
Still  murmuring  witli  the  Bolonin  truths  I  teach, 
;     And  while  at  interNiils  a  cold  blast  sing>{ 

Thro'  the  dry  leaves  and  pnuts  upon  the  strings 
:\  'My  soul  shall  sigh  in  secn-t,  jiud  lanicul 
;    A  nation  scourged,  yet  tuiJy  to  rcpeut.     cowrEit. 


She  Vinked  mit  Doo  Ice  niit  Me. 

Air:    Yallor  Gal  tliat  winked  at  Hie. 


Yon  Dutchman  volks,  you  vait  for  a  vile, 

Uud  Bomediugs  I  vill  tolo  you. 
It's  aix)ut  .a  little  Sharmiui  giil  I  meet  vile  I  vas  Talking, 

Uud  she  vinked  mit  doo  ico  mit  me. 
She's  so  fat  shust  like  a  lager  barrel. 

Such  feet  dere  don't  been  never  viis  ; 
Dey're  so  flat  uud  so  proad  shnst  like  a  beice  of  poard, 

Und  she  valks  shust  like  a  elephant. 
Chorus ;    Oh !  didn't  she  look  fuuy  ? 

Uud  she's  sweet  tshust  like  some  honey, 
Und  I  vas  veiy  much  in  lolo 

Mit  dat  pretty  little  Deutscher  gal, 
;I  meet  as  I  vas  valking, 
■    Uud  she  vinked  mit  doo  ice  mit  me. 

Shnst  so  quick  dat  I  ask  rne  her  name. 

She  said  it  vas  Maria  ; 
She  said  she  vas  a  millner,  she  vorked  down 

in  der  city, 

Und  her  bmdder  he  did  nm  mit  der  fire. 
I  dress  mj-self  up  in  my  Suntay  glose, 

Und  goes  me  by  her  houser ; 
I  look  a  little  higher  und  see  my  dear  Maria  : 

She's  (der  putty  gal  dat  vinked  mit  me.  Chorus. 


^.#»^ 


Eatie  of  Eillamey. 


Words  by  Frank  Dntnont.  Mnsic  by  Fred  B.  Uavler. 

The  Masic  cm  be  hsd  of  W.  B.  Smith.  135  N.  Elgbt 

S^eet,  PblUdelpbis.  Price  30  cents. 


Chorus.      I 


How  sweet  is  old  Ireland,  its  lakes  and  its  blarney. 

How  dear  each  scene  and  its  mern'rioK  to  me  ! 
For,  sweet  is  tlio  cot  on  tlje  shores  of  Killamey, 

Where  flr-.t  Katie  said,  "  How  happy  we'll  be  V 
But  time  since  tlien  has  parted  us  both, 

AVith  Borrowing  heart  I  crossed  the  blue  sea  ; 
My  heart  is  in  Erin,  though  far  I  may  roam, 

I've  kft  it  with  her  who  is  thinking  of  me. 
Chobcs. 
Sweet  13  the  cot  on  the  banks  of  KiUamey, 

Sad  WHS  the  time  when  I  crossed  tlie  blue  sea  : 
I  left  niy  heart  with  sweet  httle  Katie, 

Left  it  with  her  who  is  thinking  of  me. 

Ill  wori  late  and  earh',  my  darling,  for  thee. 

Your  face  will  cheer  me  wherever  I  go  : 
For,  near  me  forever  your  blessings  will  be. 

And  that  will  cheer  me  in  sorrow,  I  know. 
But,  darliuR,  in  spring  the  flowers  will  come. 

And  oo  will  the  itoy  when  no  more  we  shall  pcirt, 
I'll  come  to  old  Ireland,  the  land  that  I  love, 

A^joir.  as  of  yore  press  thee  close  to  my  heart 

Sweet  is  the  cot,  &c 


Barney,  Come  Back  to  Me. 

8ang  by  Nellie  VliiceuL 


Baniey,  come  back  from  o'er  the  Atlantic, 

Back  to  the  heart  that  is  longing  for  thee : 
Ever  I'm  waiting  to  st^e  iu  the  distance 

The  ship  that  is  bearing  you,  darliug,  to  me. 
Lonu  have  I  waited,  waitcil!  so  lonely  ; 

Why  did  I  let  you  go  forth  from  my  heart? 
My  lips  for  your  kissts  are  eagerly  waiting — 

B.iruey,  no,  never  again  shall  we  port. 

Csonus. 

Barney,  my  lips  for  your  kisses  are  waiting  ; 

Why  did  I  let  you  go  forth  from  my  heart? 
Long  have  I  waited,  yos.  waited,  so  lonely  ; 

Barney,  no,  never  again  shall  we  iwrL 

Barney,  return— the  shamrock  is  blooming, 

Nature  is  smiliug  in  valleys  and  di  lis  : 
Darling,  I'm  waiting  where'lirst  we  did  wander. 

Where  oft  we  hesird  ringing  the  dear  village  belL 
Oft  have  you  said  you'd  ne'er  forget  Eileen, 

Your  colleen  you  left  iu  that  cot  o'er  the  sea  ; 
I  have  prayed  for  the  hour  when  we  slmU  be  meeting 

Barney,  do  hasten,  my  darling,  to  me.     Chorus. 


The  Cold  Wind  has  Faded  the  Flowers  of  May. 

T.  niBDIN. 


A  willow  it  wept  o'er  a  purling  str&mi. 

And  there  lay  a,  liidy  lair  : 
Her  eyes  wero  closed,  and  disfjirlied  her  dream, 

She  sighed  and  she  murmured-- beware  ! 
A  little  bird  i)eiched  on  a  willow  and  sung. 

And,  singing,  he  seemed  to  sjiy  : 
"  Once  over  her  hea»l  a  fiir  garland  hnng. 

But  it's  blif^hted  and  withered  uway  ! 
Honor  lies  sleeping, 
True  love  lies  weeping, 
And  the  cold  wind  has  laded  the  flowers  of  May.* 

The  wind  through  the  willow-leaves  munntcedasigb, 

Arose  up  that  lady  fair  : 
"Ah  !  once,  she  cried,  who  so  happy  as  I7->- 

But  of  love  and  man  beware  !" 
No  little  bird  now,  but  that  kdy  sung  ; 

"Alack!  and  a-well-a-tlay. 
He  vowed,  and  I  trusted  his  flattering  tODgne-» 

Love  was  bUghted,  and  withered  away  !" 

Honor  lies  sleeping,  4c. 


In  this  cottage  he  Lived,  in  this  cottage  he  Died. 

",    '•-'  I  E.  KNIGHT. 


Twas  in  the  green  forest  that  old  Adam  dwelt, 

A  retreat  where  no  envy  or  sorrow  ho  felt : 

The  fair  simple  hair  from  his  temples  had  fled. 

With  the  hundred  years  which  had  passed  o'er  his  head 

To  the  traveller's  voice  the  echo  refJied  : 

In  this  cottage  he  lived— iu  this  cottage  be  died. 

My  sight  is  quite  gone— were  the  last  words  he  spoke ; 

And  the  day  that  he  fell,  fell  the  old  forest  oak  ! 

The  pipe  and  the  tabor  with  gaiety  fled. 

And  sadly  each  hefirt  mourned  -  gcxxl  Adam  is  dead  ! 

To  the  traveller's  voic<j  the  ttcbo  replied  : 

In  this  cothige  he  livwl  -  in  this  coUjtKe  he  died. 


There  is  one  Dark  and  Sullen  Hour. 

There  is  one  dark  and  sullen  hour. 

Which  fate  decrees  our  lives  should  know. 

Else  we  should  slight  th'  AlmiRhty  power, 
Wrapt  in  the  joys  we  fiiid  below  : 

'Tis  pa.st,  dear  Annie  :  now  let  frowns  begone ; 
A  Ion;,',  long  peunance  I  have  done 
For  crimes,  aiao !  to  me  imkuowo. 

In  each  soft  hour  of  silent  night. 

Your  image  in  my  dream  (tppears  ; 
I  grasp  the  soul  of  my  delight. 

Slumber  in  joys.  but^Hake  in  t«a» : 
Ah  !  faithle.%  chnmaiug  saint,  what  wiU  yon  do? 

Let  me  not  think  I  am  by  yoa' 

Loved  less  for  being  true. 


^?SESfftPf?!rr 
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Toes  the  Turk. 

Tford*  wrlttan,  tnd  Uasio  adapt-.-d  by  Tom  Cannon. 

Copyrlglit    1677.  by  E.  II.  Bardlni;.        TIjk  Mnile  can  b6 

Iiad  of  E.  H.  Harding,  So.  229  Uow«ry.     Price  lU  eta. 


Oh  !  one  evening  lately,  I  dressed  up  iiately, 

I  put  ou  my  Sunday  clothes,  plug-hut  nnd  all ; 

And  I  started  proudly,  while  wlristlinj!  loudly. 

For  Neal  Brogau's  r.itHe  at  Hiberuia  lirtll. 

Going  round  a  comer,  a  gang  ol  rowdies  : 

Oh  !  I  know  they  ro  rowdies  :  for,  they  never  work. 

Says  —  "  let  ub  give  this  old  Tad  a  racket : 

We  will  have  a  pic-nic,  boys,  and  toes  the  Turk.      ' J^ 

Chobcs.      '■  ','■.■ 
Now  Tm  not  a  fighter,  nor  yet  a  biter, 
Bnt  when  <1uty  calls  me,  I  never  shirk  ; 
So  I'U  tell  you  plainly,  though  I  look  ungainly. 
That  they  Lad  no  pic-nic  when  they  tossed  the  Turk. 

Oh !  the  big  ring-lender,  a  free  lunch  raider, 
gays—"  O'Brien,  you  had  better  paint  the  "  tile," 
Put  crape  around  it,  get  an  axe  and  pound  it !" 
And  he  thought  'twos  ftmny  when  the  gang  did  smile. 
It  was  then  my  dander  row  like  a  gander  : 
For,  I  heard  cue  loafer  tiiy  he'd  flush  a  diik  ; 
80  I  tapped  him  lightly  and  Borprifled  him  quitely, 
And  they  had  no  pic-nic  when  they  tos8e<l  the  Turk. 
Now  Tm  not  a  fighter,  &(.'. 

Oh !  they  gathered  round  me  and  thought  to  pound  mo, 
But  I  put  my  back  against  a  big  brick  wall ; 
"  Yon  can't  go  behind  me,  says  I,  now  mind  me. 
If  you  stand  fomint  me,  I  can  bate  ye  all." 
Then  the  gang  did  face  me  and  thought  to  lace  me, 
Bnt  I  showed  them  tricks  I  learned  at  Don-e-gnl ; 
Right  and  left  I  pounded,  they  were  dumblounded, 
And  at  last  for  mercy  they  began  to  bawL  ^ 

Spoken  :  "  Well,  they  looked  surprised,  and 
" Eed  Handed  Mike "  says— who  are  you?  Well, 
says  I.  my  name  is  Cornelius  Thomas  IFSraucis  Me«g- 
het  O'Brien,  and  moreover—"  Chorus. 


Who'd  a  Thought  of  Seeing  Yoni 

Bnog  b;  BoUin  Howard. 

When  strolling  out,  we  often  meet 

With  those  we  least  expect ; 
Peihaps  some  old,  old  fnend,  whose  face 

You  can  scarcely  recollect. 
"Your  pardon,  sir— is  your  name  Smith?" 
"Yes,  sir." — "Well,  my  name's  Jones!" 
Then  joyfully  you  greet  him,  in 

The  liveliest  of  tones — 
Chorus  :    Who'd  a  thought  of  seeing  you  ? 
Gracious  me  !  bow  do  you  do  7 
Do  I  make  a  great  mistake? 
Ox  is  it,  really,  you  ? 

(Repeat  Chorus.) 

A  poor  man,  all  at  once,  has  money 

Left  to  him  by  will, 
Which  lifts  him  up  from  the  bottom 

To  the  summit  of  the  bill ; 
He  moves  in  best  society. 

With  lots  of  cash  to  spend ; 
But  this  should  be  bis  first  greeting  with 

An  old  and  seedy  friend —  Chorus. 

A  man  of  nixty  marries,  too, 

A  girl  of  seventeen  ; 
He  has  money— she  has  none — 

The  end  is  quickly  seen. 
One  night  he  goes  home  rather  soon, 

And  thinks  how  pleaded  she'll  be ; 
But  finds  his  precious  wife  upon 

Another  fellow's  knee  !  Chorus. 

Jnst  fancy  getting  married,  on. 

Say—  fifty  dollars  per  year — 
Miuos  friends— ditto,  cnab. 
You'll  soon  repent,  I  fear, 
When  iu  due  course  it  happens  that. 

To  crown  your  everlasting  joy, 
Yoa  find  you  are  the  father  of 

A  bouncing  little  boy  ! 
Chorus  :    Who'd  a  thought  of  set-iii;;  von  ? 
Gracious  me !  how  do  jon  do? 
Do  I  make  a  great  mistake  ? 
Or  is  it,  rnuly,  you? 

(R^)eat  j 


"H:-ry'^i^::-:  Draw  it  Miid.  ;.;-V- 

tf  rtttao  SI  d  S.iiJi;  b/  WUliatu  Scau^au. 

Let's  learn  to  temper  oi;r  wiylips  : 

For,  thci(;s  many  fi  liiin![»  we  desire. 
Which  ou  the  morrow  is  woithless, 
Aud  makes  imtint>  p.  vivid  Kitirp. 
Young  men,  \vLos<>  fathers  arc  wealthy. 
In  dii«ipatiou  tlitir  l-.onrs  do  be;^uilo, 
Get  all  you  can  from  the  old  n;an, 

But  remember— (Iniw  it  mild. 
Churns  :    For,  thoso  wlio  wish  to  be  much  in  life, 
ily  advice,  to  man,  woman  or  child, 
'        Is-  go  it  stMpg  v.hile  you  are  young, 
ButremeiA>a'    draw  it  mild. 

To  the  blnshii]g  maid  of  swt  et  sixteen, 

At  whom  Cupid  tlings  his  dart. 
Love  at  first  sight's  not  always  right, 

Aud  le.id.s  to  an  achiug  heart. 
To  all  who  believrt  in  pwsion  divine, 

Aud  on  whom  tho  {dim  have  smiled, 
Love'a  filtt^r  ttso,  Imt  dcu't  abuse. 

And  rtmcmbc.— «ka-.v  it  mild.  Chorus. 

To  all  who  would  an  evil  shun. 

Be  ho  defaulter  or  politician, 
Honor  or  duty  can't  be  Ixvight : 

So  give  up  sordid  ambitiou. 
Or  else,  like  evil  doers 

Upon  whom  riches  are  piled, 
A  «lay  of  recovery  soon  wih  come. 

Unless  you  diuw  il  mild.  Chosts. 


If  I  was  only  Long  enough,  for  a  Soldier 
I  would  go. 

Bang  with  iiuroeuie  rucioBa  by  ArtUar  Roberta 

If  I  was  only  long  enoush, 

A  soldier  I  would  be  : 
The  girl  I  thought  would  be  my  wife, 

Has  proved  so  false  to  me. 
She's  turned  me  up,  and  now  walks  out 

With  one  she  calls  her  swain, 
Whose  whimc:  and  psalms  outdone  my  charms, 

And  nearly  turned  my  brain. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  I'm  mad.  To  think  the  girl— the 
only  one  I  ever  loved— should  give  me  up  for  another. 
And— 

Chcrcs. 

If  I  was  only  long  enongli,  a  soldier  *  wonla  .^e. 
To  fight  for  my  country,  and  be  revenged  oil  she : 
Then  if  a  wor  broke  out,  she'd  never  see  me  more. 
But  away— yes,  away—  I'd  go  off  to  the  war. 

^  Tho  doukey  rides  I've  liad  with  her. 

The  shiimps,  the  lovely  teas. 
And  trousers,  that  cost  twelve  and  six,  / 

I've  worn  out  at  the  knees,  f 

Through  making  love,  like  lellows  do,       / 

In  some  secluded  spot : 
Lilt  all  my  spooning  » lis  in  vain. 

The  girl  she  lov«d  mo  not 

Spoken :  She  loVed  rnother.  A  womAn  who 
would  fool  a  man  thj.t  had  paid  sixpence  in  one  day 
for  ginger  beer  and  donkoy  rides— is  not  worthy  the 
name  of  woman.     She's— well,  never  mind— 

If  I  was,  &c. 

At  night  I  drfam  of  battle-fields. 

And  fancy  1  am  Iher*', 
With  blood  nil  round,  aud  cannon  balls 

All  flying  in  tho  air ; 
Aud  on  the  field  I  met  the  wretch. 

Who's  caused  our  love  to  part. 
And,  as  we're  standing  face  to  face, 

I  stab  him  through  tho  heart, 

Spoken  :    Ha !  ha !  ha  !  I  stab  him  to  the  heart— 

If  I  was,  Jkc. 

S'cort  KoKlicrr,  at  tlio  si  at  of  war 

Have  gained  old  Eugland  fame, 
^And  j/raps  Joo  Smith  of  Seven  Dials 

Will  make  as  great  a  name  :  .''• 

And  she,  that's  proved  so  false  to  me,  •    , 

May  SCO  my  name  inscribed  ...-.:' 

In  the  annals  of  her  country,  ha  I   •.■•.•-. Ci-./' 

Among  the  bravo  that  died — 

Spoken  :    Dmnk—  If  I  was,  Ac 


- .  •     ■  AT.-fT:lIy  Awfhll.  • 

tf  rltlffu  uu  I  eju.pij>r.l  Ly  O    W   Haot 
ij.-.'ji;  Lj  L:  Jla'Jboanjini,;. 


Thoy  tell  mo  I  r.Di  loo  bai^hf  il :  y  fur,  :.  ^: 

And,  sciuttiijiiN,  T  think  Iht-v  uri-  ri.';ut^ 
But  so  awfully  uau-rhty  tho  u:;^-,'  •.:;:r.iJi  are, 

No  woiidt  !•  «)ue  livly  i'i  a  \r.;;Ut. 
I've  been  lo.l  to  believt;  iiv.n  wtie  bom  to  deceive. 

So  whi'U  lliey  their  cnuipiiments  pay 
Iu  langu;:^;<!  ubsnrd,  I  iton't  hear  a  word. 

But,  Iktet,  OS  a  CttUliou  I  6;iy — 

C:hoec.s. 
Go  away,  got  along,  co  aiouj,  getaway    " 
You  don't  say  what  you  meiin,  or  mean  what  yoti  say : 
Go  away,  uanghty  boy,  go  ever  so  far. 
You  ore  so  awfully  awful,  you  are  I     ■    :  1 

When  I  go  to  a  ball,  and  one  asks  me  to  dance. 

At  the  finish  I  soon  shp  away  : 
For,  I  know  Mr.  Noodle,  if  he  has  the  chimce. 

Is  sure  to  have  something  to  say. 
So  I  stop  the  sad  man,  as  soon  as  I  can,  ■  .. 

In  case  he'd  he  going  too  far,  '■} 

Perhaps  what  he'd  tell  me,  he  has  told  two  or  three : 

For,  such  sad,  Don  Giovannis  they  are.     Chorus. 

I  dread  Chri-stmas  time,  whene'er  it  comes  round, 

Though  it's  awfully  jolly,  I  know  : 
Bnt  BO  many  young  men,  again  and  again,      '      >    ' 

Lead  me  ander  the  mistletoe. 
Oh !  and  would  you  believe  ?  on  last  Christmas  eve, 

I  found  a  young  man  at  my  feet. 
With  an  ofler  of  marriage,  a  mansion,  and  carriage 

Of  course,  I  soon  beat  a  retreat   \         Ghorua. 


'Tis  Painful,  Though  'tis  Swe6t  to  Love. 

Why  shonld  I  blnsh  to  own  I  love? 
Tis  love  that  mles  the  realms  above. 
Wliy  shonld  I  blosh  to  say  to  all 
That  Virtae  holds  my  heart  in  thiall  ? 

Why  should  I  seek  the  thickest  shade, 
Lest  Love's  dear  secret  be  betrayed  ? 
AVhy  the  stem  brow  deceitful  move. 
When  I  am  languishing  with  love  ? 

Is  it  weakness  thus  to  dwell 

On  passion  that  I  dare  not  tell? 

Such  weakness  I  would  ever  prove — 

'Tis  painful,  though  'tis  sweet  to  love.    h.  k.  wBin> 


I*  i»i  »i 

'      The  Pallet  of  Straw.        '■     j  - 

WordabyEd.  Wlaa.     AJr:  Ovortha bills (o the Poor-Hotzae. 


I'm  sitting  alone  in  a  garret, 

While  the  sleet  and  the  snow's  fallipg  down 
Yet  God  knows  I  am  hungry  and  dying. 

And  I'm  waiting  for  Jessie  to  come. 
I  sent  her  out,  early  this  morning. 

To  bring  mo  some  pennies  or  bread  ; 
But  I  think  when  my  little  one  comes, 

Shell  find  that  her  mother  is  dead. 
Chorus  •    I'm  cold,  and  I'm  huncjry  and  helpless, 
And  my  loved  one  I'll  never  see  more- 
For,  I'm  dying  alone  in  a  garret. 
On  a  thin  little  pallet  of  straw. 

Wonld  to  God  that  my  chill  li;:d  a  f;.th«r. 

Or  some  one  to  watoli  o\:  )irr  wiiU  i-.ia  : 
Or  some  kiud-hoarted  friend  to  pirlict  lar, 

Then  I'd  die  without  soaiow  or  fetir. 
Shonld  the  storm  keep  my  child  fi-om  rduraing 

To  her  mother,  so  helpless  and  soro. 
Who  is  sitting  alone  in  her  gairtt,      ,  ..■  .  ^  , 

On  a  thin  little  pnllct  of  straw —  )    • 

I'm  cold,  and  I'm  hnv-gty,  io. 

A'hen  I  parted  with  Jossio,  this  momiug, 
Rho  kissed  me  gooil-by,  a",d  .<;ho  said  :    ; 
"  I  soon  shall  retnm,  dwure.-t  iitiaima. 

Whether  I  get  pennies  or  brti'd." 
But  the  night's  ctimiug  on  mid  I'm  weaker. 

And  I  think  I'll  sto  Jo^-sia  !.o  uk'.v— - 
For,  when  sho  comes  back,  she  will  find  me 

Lying  dead  on  my  pallet  of  straw. 
Chorus  :    She's  pai  tod  from  cold  and  from  hnnj^cr. 
And  her  loved  Oi"!e  shell  cevcr  see  more; 
For,  she's  lying  dwd,  up,  in  a  purret. 
On  a  thin  Uttie  imiie;  of  btiavr. 


jiiLdti^ia 
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■1  ■■wayfrtW 


What  the  old  Cock  Sparrow  Said. 

•;■  Tf''--'' ;'{'M"-'  SiiDg  by  Frank  Lewlii,;.".-/  '-  J;' 

CufltliiyltookawAlk,  rambling  tbro'  the  Central  Park, 

It  y.113  at  the  cl«>e  of  a  bright  Autumn  day, 
']"(>  L'laj'iy  tLv  evening  breez*  as  it  awiit  sped 

thro'  the  trees, 

Aiid  watch  the  fonntain'a  water  brightly  play. 
Ai^.er  walkiuR  once  around,  a  rustic  bench  I  found, 

.*.  n;l  iiittiiiij  down  a  moment  just  to  rest, 
Whtii  a  voicB  I  Leiird  above,  saying—"  Soon  to 

you  I'll  prove 

Tlij'.t  honesty  of  purpose  is  the  best" 
.*.s  I  looked  up  with  surprise,  a  strange  sisbt 

met  my  eyee : 

9<iv,e  fifty  pparrows  pathered  o'er  my  head, 
A  'fi;;  c  <•;;  Vp  mow  siwke,  with  age  his  feathers  broke, 

Ai.d  ilr.-i  \\;w  what  the  old  cock  sparrow  said — 

"'Us  «ii«r.L,e  snch  things  to  hear,  we  arc  getting 

worse  each  year  : 

Tlie  Id.'oriug  mnn  now  c.innot  gel  a  meal, 
Alf.'va  fi!1y  cviil.-;  a  (lay  is  all  they  earn  for  pay  : 

Il>;  no  v.oi;ilt-r  that  the  poor  man  has  to  steal— 
.-V'.kI  our  jvi.vir.tiF.  do  ii'it  jireiicli,  or  longer  virtue  teach, 

At  ttcrtl  kis.-;in,';  ilu'v  :iro  m<»t  expert ; 
And  r  ir  pclinc-iiins  ;ill  {6v  tlieir  living  shout  and  bawl, 

A1..I  U\\k  oi  !j(.tl;li ;,'  Lilt  Ihat  bloody  shirt : 
Aiid  cnr  kcl;irors  v.Lu  hmiu,  likt  naughty  men 

from  home, 

TiJiv.nf^b  sleeping  cars  in  di-cams  be  blindly  led, 
Lila3  Til  ion,  Gweet  to  furl  his  arms  'round  soma 

pretty  girl !" 

Thin  was  part  of  what  the  old  cock  spaiTOv  said. 

"To  llie  4!i:r.a:;og«fR  whod.'irc  talk  again  of  civil  w.ir, 

Oi!  tile  F.  •ii't'u  c{  March  'twill  be  all  right,  I  say  ; 
EoaD  Tv\cetl  is  back  again  from  the  dirty  land 

called  Spain, 
And  I  iK^po  that  in  confinement  he'll  not  stay  : 
For.  supposing  ho  lUd  rob,  no  poor  man  wanted  a  job, 

IIo  too!:  i?  horn  (he  rich  to  give  the  poor  !     ^ 
I'd  iidhcr  rn:>.  the  rii-lr,  be  ruled  by  men  like  him 

and  Fisk : 
For,  then  no  beggars  hungered  at  your  door. 
Of  Buch  thini;s  soon  we'll  tire,  look  at  the  great 

Brooklyn  fire  ; 
They  coudenineitbe  theatres— when  the 

folks  were  dead ! 
Had  they  done  it  but  before,  we  should  not  the 

fire  deplore  " — 
This  was  part  of  what  the  old  cock  spaiTOW  said. 

"  Li  the  election  long  since  gone,  none  knows 

which  man  has  won, 
They  did  the  "  counting  "  just  themselves  to  please  : 
Let  Returning  Boards  act  fair,  and  do  things  on 

the  square, 
.\nd  we  care  not  if  i»'s  Tildcn  or  it's  Hayes. 
Cut  one  thing  we  must  w;e,  iu  this  kind  so  great 

and  free. 
That  work  in  plenty  shall  be  got  for  all ; 
And  the  scoundrels  who  wonld  lower  the  wages 

of  the  jKJOr, 
How  quickly  wo  will  stnd  them  to  the  widl !" 
At  this  a  shout  did  rise,  v.hich  ascended  to  the  skies, 
FroE2  the  sparrows  that  did  flutter  o'er  my  head  ; 
They  said  bis  words  were  right,  as  they  flew  into 

the  night. 
And  they  voted  all  the  old  cock  sparrow  said. 


Suorra  to  IhD  Police. 

6<ni;I  I'y  Fred  Cojn*.  • 


I  am  fio  jollv  happy, 

'Cause  I  loves  a  bonnie  gal ; 
All  around  the  in-icjhborhood 
They  calls  L(  r  fishy  SaU. 
I  love  the  gal  siuct  rely,  •; 

I  know  that  she  loves  m«:         .. 
Th^)  liiBS  I  love  belongs 

To  such  a  decent  fr.n:i!cc — 
Chorus  :    Her  father  and  her  mother. 
Her  sister  aud  her  brother : 
Hor  UBcle  and  her  auutis. 

Her  nephew  and  her  neice : 
She  said  she  had  a  oonsin, 

I  fonnd  she'd  half  a  dozen. 

And  the  whole  blessed  famfly 

Were  known  to  the  Police. 


Her  father  was  a  poacher. 

And  one  night  they  did  him  nail : 
Her  mother  stole  the  time  of  day. 

And  got  six  months  iu  jaiL  .., 

Iler  sister  took  some  washing  in,      .  ■  l'  .' 

Her  liberty  it  cost :  ^  '  ' 

Her  brother  "he  found  lots  of  coin, 

I  think,  before  'twas  lost.    _^  v  .    .  *:      Chorus. 

Her  uncle  he  was  collared 

Selling  whiskey  on  the  sly,  '     .-^'ir 

Her  auntie  did  some  stepping  •    : 

'Cause  she  blacked  a  Copper's  eye  :        ':'      ; ' 
Her  nephew  he  made  money,       J-  v;  ^  r:    ■  i  v- 

He  made  it  in  a  mould, 
Her  neice  she  tried  to  pasffit,      ;  *      / 

But  the  pair  of  them  got  sold.  >  ;    '   Chorus. 

Her  cousins  joined  the  army. 

But  their  characters  were  bad  : 
For,  quickly  they  deserted — 

So  they  stuck  them  all  in  quad.  ,, 

And  my  gal  she  knows  a  thing  or  two. 

At  least  the  neighbors  say  : 
She  lived  some  time  iu  foreign  parta 

At  a  place  called  Bot'uy  Bay. 

Spoken :    A  nice  recomendation  that  to  marry  a 
girl  when— 

Her  Hither  and  her  mother,  &». 


Birdie  Darling. 


WorilB  by  V.  J.  Engle. 


Music  by  II  BoIIm:r.. 


Fly  across  the  ocean,  birdie,  ' 

Fly  bejond  that  gloomy  sea ;  ' 

There  j'ou'll  find  a  tniant  lover. 

Who  has  pledged  his  life  to  me. 
Tell  him  how  my  heart  was  aching. 

Aching  that  I  gave  him  pain  : 
That  my  pride  will  not  allow  him 

To  recall  those  words  again. 
Chorus  :    Birdie,  Birdie,  Darling  birdie. 
Do  not  tarry  on  the  way  ; 
When  you  hear  the  ocean  murmur, 
.    Birdie,  birdie,  fly  awaj*. 

Take  with  you  this  glossy  ringlet. 

Place  it  on  his  bosom  bare  : 
Tell  him,  birdie,  to  remember 

How  my  cnrls  have  nestled  there- 
Let  hiia  c'.ll  to  mind  the  moments,       ■:. '-  .r  ., 

When  our  hearts  were  both  so  freef : 
When  he  pledged  his  lite  forever 

Unto  me,  yes,  unto  me.  ■    Chorus. 

Let  him  think  how  once  he  faltered. 

Near  the  window,  by  ray  side. 
When  he  asked  me  would  I  love  him? 

When  be  asked  me  for  his  bride? 
Fly  away  now,  birdie  darling, 

Stay  no  more  to  hear  me  sigh  : 
There  now,  bless  you,  birdie,  bless  you. 

Bear  my  message  through  the  sky.        Chorus. 


Simon  Simkin. 

Comic  Pirody  on  Silver  Threids  among  tb«  Go;d. 
By  L.  M.  ThomloD, 


Friends,  my  wife's  a  perfect  scold  :     i 
Though  eAch  week  I  brings  her  gold, 
Frowus  are  on  hor  brow  each  day  ; 
I  am  wasting  fast  aw.iy.  .       ,-  , 

If  I  dare  to  tike  my  part,  : 

Soon  my  back  is  made  to  smart,  '■'. 

And  with  bumps  upon  my  head, 
Supperless  I  go  to  bed. 

Chonjs  :    Yes,  my  wife's  a  perfect  scold  : 

:    Though  each  week  I  brings  her  gold, 
. ,    Frowns  are  on  her  brow  each  day  : 

■    :    ^  V     I  am  wasting  fast  away. 

Just  three  months  I've  married  been  :         '<  •>  , 

Would  that  her  I'd  ne'er  seen — 

I  was  happy  when  alone. 

Now  all  happiness  has  flown.  ; ■    ;• . 

I  with  wine  my  heart  could  cheer,     -;, '      "   > 

Now  I  get  but  Table  Beer  : 

She  howc;^  °r  gets  her  gin. 

And,  oh  !  don't  she  drink  it  in  !  Choms. 


You  shoi.ld  see  bcr  in  a  pet, 

You  wculd  nover  her  foi^get : 

Don't  siic.  chii.-ic  UK'  round  the  rooiu 

With  tlu;  J  .>kir  ur.d  the  brotuu — 

Don't  she  st.iuip  her  loot  aud  bawl. 

And  such  horrid  names  me  call — 

It's  u  wo'.uh  r  I  remain 

'•  Compas  Mi-ntis  "—  that  means  ft-.r.o.      CUoruu. 

Even  now  ^ho  juny  be  nosr,      ' "'/    = 
1  shall  fiiint  if  liu'l  heap  :  '..;;• 

But,  Ijcfore  I  go,  I'll  asy  :  '"j-.  i. 

Do  ivtilp-'iiO  the  wi'ddiiig  dny  : 
Ir  Tou  i-'aii  ;i.  lile  lIUo  nu-, 
AViiat  a  s!iiTc'.;:iig  thing  'Iwk.  be  — 
Oh  !  coiiKl  I  but  brcai.  tie  i;iuiti, 
I'd  ne'er  tittered  be  :!fnii'j. 

[  The  Sihjtr  fitrc puili  c  si.  .■..;/  7n,J,-}i  ^nnJ^fx liia Li'ir 
Si'tii'iijne,i<j,  !n  ichlci!,  .-^'.lU'  u/Ur  {ilij'r'rj  Chon:;!,  exit.] 

Chorus. 


i 


■■•  <0>  ' 


OnUio  Stria  "Q.  T." 

Sii  g  iin!  Clioras  :        Guj:;:  'ly  l.st.'.u,  Thonip*  n. 
Mufic  lo  lo  h:ulof  '.V  A  Pi.nl  547  llroadway,  'A.  Y. 

We  are  vciy  oflcn  (old 

All  that  g'iUers  i.>»  not  gol.l. 

And  wo'ri}  not  as  wo  all  on;;ht  to  be  ; 
Aid  you'd  quiti-  bdievo  it  trj;.', 
li  vou  Miiw  tiie  Ihiiv.'s  I  d.>, 

V.  iK-ii  I  git  upon' the  st.ict  "Q,  T." 

I  CiioutriS. 

.  On,  my  !  vLal  a  [lions  worM  this  fs. 

And  I'.ow  viTv  !j(hk1  v.'o  all  seem  to  be — 
Wliat  a  d'lfiiiig  L'l  uMi  find,     ■■■.:-    .     :. 
If  ycu  only  i-ai;-x  the  blind,  ,    - 

And  bce  u;i  on  the  strict  "  Q,  T."     ■ 

Old  l.idies  oft  declare 

Girls  should  never  wear  false  hair. 

The  locks  that  once  .".domed  another  she. 
Or  to  use  that  lily-white  ; 
But  they  drav.-  the  cuitaias  tight, 

Aud  use  it  on  the  strict  "  Q.  T."  Chonu. 

V/ith  a  lady  vLcn  you  dine, 
.  Aud  you  ask  her  to  take  wine, 

Shi'  wiys  — "  I  couldn't  touch  it,"  not  for  mo ! 
Say  "Mum's  the  word,"  make  haste  ! 
And  I  think  yon'U  Cud  she'll  taste 

TLxt  "niiim"  upon  the  strict  "Q.  T."    Cfaonis. 

Just  take  .1  pretty  miss, 
And  offer  her  a  kiss. 

When  there's  anybody  standing  by  to  sec  : 
She'd  .say  bho'd  rather  die —  . 

But  you  njay  snatch  it  on  the  sly, 

.'ind  she'll  hke  it  on  theetrict  "Q.  T."     Chorus. 

Tiie  iiussians  in  the  Eatt  V-  -■.: 

V/ere  preparin:;  for  n  feast, 
Tbcy  rcent  to  ccrve  the  Ti;rkey,  dojit  you  see? 

They  said—"  It's  peacs  we're  on  ." 

Bat  their  little  game  wps  Con- 
stantinople on  the  start  "Q.  T."  Choroi 

Each  girl  a  little  puff 

■VS'iil  iu  her  j'/>i:ket  stnfii     :  ■       . '   -  ■ 

fohe  cannot  d<>  without  it,  nW  agree  : 
And  bEr  pretty  little  nose  she'll  powder. 
When  a  moir.'-ut  is  allowed  htr 

To  do  it  on  the  strict  "  Q,  T."  Chonn 

When  Sunday  comes,  yon  fear 
You  can  not  j.;ot  your  \,'xr. 

It's  forhiddcu  in  the  cityof  U.e  fne. 
It's  nauij'ijly.  lut  it's  nice: 
But  if  you  a-sl:  ior  "  Wei^i^;,'' 
■     You'll  get  it,  on  the  strict  "  Q,  T."        Chona. 

Now,  there's  the  needv  Rwell, 
\Vho  calls  a  cirl  a  "pill," 

Wears  an  Ulster  quite  a  yard  belojr  bio  nice  : 
Then  comes  tiie  anciunt  beau. 
Upon  whoEe  olirtk  there  ia  a  glow, 

That  V.O  think  is  en  thestrict  "  Q,  T."      CLcriu. 
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The  Six  Degrees  of  Crime. 

V   ,  .    PART  IV. 

BOBBEKX. 


How  different  tlie  condnet  fiftJ  cnrcer  of  Frank 
Hardy  to  tbnt  of  GoRton  Miirall ! 

Gaston,  iuheritor  of  a  ltirf,'e  fortuno  which  it  hnJ 
not  boeu  intended  he  Khoulil  receive,  was  now 
utterly  bnukrnpt  as  well  as  in  ehoraeter  a.s  in  pocket. 
Hardy,  by  his  own  exertions— his  only  aids  his 
probity  and  his  iudastrj'— had  mado  good  way  iu 
the  world. 

He  woa  now,  and  had  for  some  time  been,  the 
manager  of  a  mercautilo  hoiiBe,  and  very  highly 
esteemed  by  his  employer. 

He  had  very  Bincertly  loved  the  girl  of  whom 
Gaston  had  so  shamefully  and  treacherously  de- 
prived him,  but  ho  was  not  a  man  to  sigh  over  a 
lost  love  that  hud  proved  unworthy  of  him,  and  had 
no  idea  of  wa8tiun  his  life  in  vain  relets;. 

Poor  Mrs.  Meredith  sufifered  dreadfully,  and  it 
did  not  hccm  likely  that  she  would  long  survive  the 
calamity  that  had  befallen  her. 

But  Frank  Hardy  stepiK:d  in  to  cheer  her,  and  to 
more  than  reconcile  her  to  a  hfe  which  her 
daughter's  shame  had  mado  hateful  to  her. 

She  had  no  longer  rv  motive  for  continuing  her 
bnsiuess,  and  at  once  the  poor  woman  sold  it.  lie- 
sides  that  after  what  had  h^pjiened  she  should  con- 
tinue to  be  a  tenant  of  Gm>tou  Marall's  was  entirely 
out  of  the  question. 

Frank  Hardy  had  concealed  the  grief  which,  at 
the  time  of  its  occurence,  Julia's  pt-rtidy  and  fall 
had  caused  him,  iu  order  the  better  to  console  Mi-s. 
Meredith. 

He  proposed  to  that  good  woman  that  thry 
(should  dwell  together— tlmt  she  should  bo  the 
housekeeper  of  his  bachelor  home,  which,  at  tho 
time  that  we  are  now  treating  of,  hud  become  a 
home  that,  if  not  what  might  be  called  luxurious, 
was  certainly  replete  with  every  comfort. 

On  the  momirg  of  this  present  day  iu  our  story, 

and  when  Hardy  was  about  to  go  to  business,  Mrs. 

Meredith  said  to  him,  "I  suppose,  Frank,  you  will 

be  homo  to  dinner  at  the  usual  time  this  evening?" 

*       "  An  hour  or  two  earlier  than  usual,  mother,"  he 

/repheth 

t-  He  had  long  called  Mrs.  Meredith  mother,  saying 
that  he  would  be  her  sou,  as  he  could  not  be  her 
Bou-in-law. 

"And  why,  Frank— why  home  earlier  than  usual 
.  to-day  ?    Is  business  elack,  or  what  ?" 
V     "No,  indeed,"  smiled  Frauk  ;  "  there  is  plenty 
''  to  da     But  have  you  forgotten  that  this  is  vour 
"'birthday?" 

"And  is  it  on  that  account  that  you " 

"^\'hy,  of  course  it  is,"  soid  Frank. 
.        "  Dear  boy  !"  exclaimed  Mre.  Meredith,  her  eyes 
-  SDoistoning  with  grateful  tears. 
■V      "  And  if  you  have  no  objection,  we  will  go  to 
L  Drory  Lfue  Theatre  this  evening." 
I       "1  should  like  it  of  all  things  ;  I  was  always  fond 

of  thepliiyi" 
*'»     And  then  she  sighed,  for  she  remembered  that 
the  last  time  she  was  at  a  theatre  her  daughter  had 
been  with  her. 

"Very  well,  thee,  we'll  go  ;  that's  settled,"  said 
Frank. 

"  But  it's  such  a  journey,  Frank !" 
"  Why,  to  hear  you,  one  would  think  that  Brix- 
ton was  somewhere  near  tho  world's  end  !"  laughed 
Frank. 

"And  there's  tho  getting  home.  How  late  we 
sViall  1)0  !  And  how  viill  jou  bo  able  to  get  up 
in  tlie  morning  in  time  for  business ?' 

"Don't  you  trouble  your  htad  about  thiit,  mother. " 
"  And  then,  my  dt  .ir  boy,  thiuk  what  a  deal  of 
money  it  will  cost  y^u  !" 

"  I  shall  got  over  it,  I  dare  say,"  laughed  Frauk  ; 
"and  I  mean  to  do  honor  to  your  liirthday,  so 
make  up  your  mi'id  to  enjoy  yourstlf." 

"Thiiuk  >on,  Frank,  uiy  dear!  1  have  nobody 
but  you  to  tbiuk  abctit  ma,  or  uiy  birthday,  or  to 
care  whether  I  am  happy  or  miserable." 

S!ie  put  her  handkerchief  to  her  cj-es,  and  Frank, 
kissing  her  on  the  cheek,  Niid,  "Mother,  I  a:u 
i»<>rry    if   I    Lava  recalled  had  thonghta  to  your 

luiiid "  •    • 

■'  i'o  l';i:.k  fnat  Kho,  my  or.ly  child,  should  thus 
♦".scr';  ii-i",  t  I  ;aki>  up  with  a  villain  I" 

••But}  on  have,  iustoiid,  a  Bou  to  conaolo  you." 


"  Yes,"  responded  Mrs.  Meredith,  and  her  tears 
flowed  fast ;  "you  are  my  only  child  ;  for  I  have 
no  other  now !" 

"Come,  come,  mother!"  said  Frank  ;  "this  is 
a  bad  beginning  to  your  birthday." 

"Forgive  me,  dear  Fnuik  ;  I  can't  help  it  some- 
limes.  When  the  heart  guts  too  full,  it  overflows, 
and  that's  a  great  relief,"  said  the  poor  woman, 
drying  away  her  tears. 

"But  it's  over  now,  mother,  isu't  it  ?" 

"Yes,  yes!"  she  answered,  in  a  more  cheerful 
tone  ;  "  all  over  now,  Frank,  dear.  And  I  ought 
to  remember  all  that  you  have  done  to  make  me 
happy  ;  and  you  must  not  think  mo  ungrateful  if 
sometimes  I  am  a  little  doleful." 

"I  won't  allow  you  to  talk  Kke  that,  mother : 
'tia  to  your  help  that  I  owe  a  good  deal  of  my 
present  proeperity." 

"  Nothing  of  the  sort,  Frank  ;  yon  owe  it  all  to 
your  own  conduct,  and  your  industrious  habits." 

"Ah  !  think  how  you  have  helped  me  by  your 
economical  housekeeping  !— how  comfortable  and 
happy  a  home  you  have  made  for  me  !" 

Mrs.  Meredith  was  aboat  to  say  something  more, 
but  Frank  said,  laughing,  "  Well,  well,  let  it  bo 
that  we  are  nnder  a  mutual  abligation  ;  that  we 
have  helped  and  coasoled  one  another,  and  so  shall 
it  be  to  the  end.  Good-bye,  mother ;  I  shall  be 
home  in  good  time,  and  mind  you  are  dressed  iu 
your  best  to  go  to  the  play  this  evening." 

Ofif  he  went,  and  Mrs.  Meredith  stood  at  the  door, 
looking  after  him,  and  aayiug  to  herself,  "That 
miserable  girl  must  have  been  mad  to  prefer  to  bo 
the  mistress  of  a  vagaboml,  ruthor  than  the  honest 
wife  of  such  a  man  as  Frank.  Aud  such  a  heart  as 
he  has  !  Hho  must  have  been  out  of  her  senses,  <  r 
she  would  have  loved  the  very  ground  he  walked 
on." 

We  left  Gaston  Marall,  after  his  escape  from  the 
Dolphiu  Club  ;  and,  with  his  friend  Jack  Horsley, 
on  his  way  to  Mrs.  Hollins's  abode. 

When  tho  two  men  arrived  before  the  house  to 
which  they  were  bound,  pot  a  light  was  to  be  seen 
within  it 

"I  told  you  how  it  would  be,"  said  Jack  ;  "they 
are  all  in  bed."  '> 

"Well,  I  will  rouse  ihem,"  returned  Gaston, 
about  to  knock,  and  lou^y  too,  at  the  door. 

But  Jack  Horsley  held  him  back,  saying,  "Are 
you  mad  ?—  it  is  one  o'clock  !" 

"What  does  that  matter  to  me?"  cried  Gaston, 
struggliug  to  reach  the  door. 

"It  matters  to  me,"  reepondek  Jack. 

"  Well,  I  do  not  want  your  help.  Go  away, — 
leave  me  to  myself." 

"And  so  I  shall,  if  you  persist.  I  can't  afford, 
especially  to-night,  after  the  row  we  have  been  iu, 
to  attract  the  attention  of  the  {Xilice,  And  I  should 
think  it  would  not  answer  your  book  to  introduce 
yourself  to  their  notice." 

"Perhaps  you  are  r^?ht.  Jack.  Ill  be  here, 
though,  in  good  time  in  the  morning,  and  she  will 
have  tolo<^out,  ifshe  is  playing  any  trioks  on  me." 

There  hod  been  eyes  watching  thoee  two  through 
the  Venetian  blind  of  one  of  the  windows  ot  Mre. 
BoUios's  house,  and  about  ten  minuteeafter  their  de- 
parture, a  woman,  cloaked  and  veiled,  came  quickly 
out  at  the  half-opened  door,  glided  rapidly  to  a  oab 
that  was  waiting  at  the  comer  of  a  street,  about  a 
couple  of  hundred  yards  from  the  dwelling  she  had 
just  left,  and  was  driven  away. 

It  was  exactly  nine  o'clock  in  the  morning  when 
Gaston— and  this  time  he  was  alone— seized  tho 
knocker,  aud  gave  a  loud  rat-tat-tat  at  the  door  of 
Mrs^  llollinfl's  dwelling. 

Tortured  by  jealousy  and  remorse— far  more, 
however,  by  the  former  than  by  tho  latter— he  had 
passed  a  sleepless  ni^rht 

He  was  very  pale,  his  eyes  bloodshot  and  restless, 
his  hair  uncombed,  his  clothes  hung  about  him  iu 
a  loose  aid  negligent  way,  andaltc^ether  he  was  fiur 
from  comely  to  look  upon. 

The  door  opened  to  admit  him.  He  dashed  in- 
to the  house,  and  flew  to  tho  aiwrtmeuts  therein 
which  had  been  occupied  by  Julia  Meredith. 

Everything  there  was  neatly  arranged,  as  usual. 
Tho  rooms  were  just  as  Gaston  had  alwaj-s  seen 
them,  except  only  that  Julia  was  in  neither  one  nor 
tho  other  of  them. 

"  Sho  i3  with  5Ii-s.  RoUius,'  he  said  to  himself ; 
aud  hastened  to  that  lady's  sitting-room. 


Reaching  that,  he  gave  a  start,  for  the  occupier 
of  the  house  was  there  alone. 

He  asked  himself  if  it  could  be  poeible  that  Julia 
Ltd  already  fulfilled  her  threat,  and  had  deserted 
him. 

His  agitation  was  so  intense,  doubts  and  fears, 
rage  and  jealousy  so  completely  ovefpowered  him, 
that  several  moments  had  passed  before  he  was  able 
to  utter  a  word. 

And  Miu  Rollins  did  not  feel  at  all  comfortable, 
and  was  rather  afmid  for  herself,  seeing  that  she 
was  the  oidy  person  on  whom,  just  then,  Gaston 
would  be  able  to  vent  his  fury. 

"Where  is  Julia?"  said  Qaston,  forcing  the 
words  from  his  throat. 

Mrs.  Rollins  did  not  immediately  answer. 

"Do  you  hear,  "roared  Gaston  ;  "where  is  Julia?" 

"  I  really  do  not  know,"  now  replied  the  un- 
fortunate woman,  with  a  tremulous  voice. 

"  You  Ue,  woman !"  cried  Ghistou. 

"  Well,  I  am  sure !"  said  Mrs.  Rollins,  gathering 
courage  as  she  proceeded.  "You  are  not  very 
IK>lite." 

"laskyou — where  is  Julia  ?"      "  '' 

"And  I  tell  you  that  I  do  not  know." 

"  That  answer  won't  »lo  for  me.     Where  is  she  ?" 

"Upon  my  honor " 

"Your  honor!  Come,  be  truthful  with  nus.  I 
warn  you  that  I  am  not  in  a  mood  to  be  trifled 
with." 

"Do  yon  think  I  cannot  see  that ?" 

"Well,  then,  speak." 

"  After  yon  had  left  her  last  night,  taking  with 
)  ou  her  jewels,  which  sho  had  no  hope  of  ever 
seeing  again— and  after  you  hatl  struck  her " 

"  Dou't  remind  me  of  that     Go  ou." 

"She  inveighed  against  yoa  as  the  bane  of  her 
life  ;  wondered  ut  the  mad  infatuation  which  Imd 
first  caused  her  to  give  herself  to  you,  and " 

"You  are  telling  mo  nothing  thit  I  want  to 
hear,"  cried  Gxston.  "  Speak  to  the  purpose,  will 
you  ?" 

"She  declared  that  sho  w-ould  never  see  you 
again  as  long  as  she  lived " 

"She  will  find  that  she  has  made  a  mistake  in 
that  I  promise  her  that  at  all  events,  she  shall  see 
me  once  more  !"  hissed  Craston,  through  hia 
clenched  teeth. 

"J  did  my  best  to  soothe  her,  and  tried  oil  I 
could  to  get  her  to  be  friends  with  you,  but " 

"  That's  another  lie  !"  growled  (Jaston. 

"Much  obliged  to  you  once  more,"  said  Mrs. 
RoUins ;  and  continued,  "  She  retired  to  her 
chamber,  promising  to  thank  over  what  I  had  said  ; 
but  this  morning  I  found  tlmt  her  bed  had  not 
been  slept  in.  My  servant  told  me  that  she  had 
foimd  the  street  door  unbolted,  clearly  proving 
that  JuUa  had  gone  away  in  the  night,  withoot 
saying  a  word  to  anybody." 

"Ah!"  cried  Gaston  ;  "and  you  have  no  idea, 
I  suppose,  that  she  has  gone  away  with  that  fellow 
who  used  to  visit  her?" 

Mrs.  Rollins  turned  pale.  She  had  fully  be- 
lieved that  Grston  knew  nothing  at  all  of  the  gentle- 
man in  question. 

"Well, "  said  Gaston,  after  waiting  some  time 
for  Mrs.  Rollins  to  speak,  "  what  have  too  to  say 
to  that?" 

"  Say  ?"  stammered  Letitia.  "  I— I  really  don't 
know  what  vou  mean  ;  there  has  been  no  gentle- 
man  '■ 

Gaston's  face  suddenly  hardened  ;  he  beat  his 
right  foot  on  the  ground,  and  hurried  from  the 
room. 

Mrs.  Rollins  waited  until  she  had  heard  the  hall 
door  close  behind  Gaston,  and  then  broke  out 
with  — 

"The  bmte,  the  ruffian !— tell'  him  where  the 
poor  thing  is  gone?  Not  likely,  I  think!  Why, 
if  he  were  to  see  her,  while  bis  furious  fit  is  on  him, 
just  as  likely  as  not  that  he  would  kill  her.  The 
wretched  Kpeudthrift  the  miserable  gambler  I  And 
he  charges  me  with  persuading  Julia  to  leave  him." 

Precisely  at  four  o'clock  that  afternoon  Gnstou 
returned,  and  at  his  knoek  the  door  was  opened, 
not  by  Mrs.  Bolhns's  maid  servant  bat  by  a  weli- 
dressed,  short  and  stotitish  gentleman  ;  and  three 
young  children  came  bundling  oat  of  the  parlor  in- 
to the  halL 

Gaston  draw  beck  a  step,  perfectly  amazed. 

"  What  is  it,  HirT  askad  the  gentleoian  of  Gas- 
ton.    "  Is  it  Mi&  RolUw  yoD  nfknt  ?" 
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"  Yes !"  gasped  Gaston,  who  gtiessed  wliatlifi  vas 
about  to  bear. 

"Bbeis  gone." 

"  But,  sir,  I  saw  her  this  morning !" 

"No  doubt ;  bnt,  according  to  agreement  made 
a  month  since,  I  took  possession  of  this  bouse  nt 
twelve  o'clock  to-day— ns  it  stood,  jou  soe,  sir,  lor 
I  bad  already  bought  and  paid  Mrs.  Rollins  for  ber 
furniture  ;  and  so,"  be  added  with  a hiugb,  "as  y,j 
walked  in,  she  walked  out. " 

"  Do  you  know  where  she  is  tol)e  found?"  asked 
Gaston,  doing  his  utmost  to  speak  calmly. 

"I  have  no  idea  whatever,"  was  the  reply  ;  "ex- 
cept that  I  heard  her  say  she  was  going  abro:u1." 

"Thank  you,  sir,"  Kiid  Gaston  ;  the  gentleman 
bowed,  and  the  door  was  closed. 

Gastou  burriod  away,  wild  with  fury  against  MrK. 
Bollins.  and  vo\?iug  vi.;igeance  agaiiiht  her  lor  the 
tiiek  tb:  t  she  had  i-o  c'.ewily  played  him. 

"  Oh  !"  ho  njQtb  red  siivagely  ;  "  and  she  is  now 
with  Julia,'  and  both  of  them  are  laughing  that 
they  have  shaken  me  otf !  And  the  man,  too— he 
is  enjoying  the  joke  !  lint  wait  a  bit ;  they  are  not 
quite  clear  of  mo  yet !  I  shall  find  them — I  will 
£nd  them  ;  and  when  1 1  do— oh,  when  I  do !" 

And  his  furious  walk  and  extravagant  gestures 
attmcted  notice,  and  sevenil  people  b;iid  to  them- 
selves, "I  think  the  ixxjr  man  is  not  quite  right  in 
Lis  mind." 

And  indeed  be  vira.s  not  nt  the  moment. 

After  leaving  that  which  had  been  Miv.  Rollins's 
residence,  Gastou  made  bis  way  to  the  place  where 
he  knew  Jack  Horsley  would  be  waiting  for  him. 

This  was  a  low  public-house  in  a  neighborhood 
to  which  the  ef.tablisbment  was  exactly  suited. 

In  a  back  room,  marked  "Private,"  of  tbat  house, 
Gastou  found  not  only  Horsley,  but  three  other  men. 

Two  of  tlioso  men  Ciaston  bad  never  before  seen  ; 
with  the  third  be  had  been  by  far  too  long  and  too 
well  acquainted. 

"  So,  Gaslou,  here  yon  are  at  last ;  what  a  wbiloi 
you  have  been  !"  cried  Horsley.  "  I  have  been 
waiting  anxiously  to  make  yon  acquainted  with 
these  two  gentlemen,  who  are  disjKJsetl  to  allow  us 
to  assist  them  in  a  good  thing,  which  will  set  as  up 
in  the  world  once  again." 

Gaston,  in  the  present  distracted  state  of  his  mind, 
heard  without  heeding  the  words  spoken  by  Horsley, 
and  did  but  glance  at  tho  two  men  to  whom  he  was 
thus  introduced. 

But  nothing  more  than  one  glance  was  needed  to 
tell  him  a  great  deal  of  the  character  of  these  two 
men. 

"They  are  full  of  sj-mpathy  for  us,  Gaston," 
continued  Jack  ;  "  for  with  them,  too,  fortune  has 
dealt  very  hardly.  What  their  real  names  are,  we 
need  not  trouble  to  enquire.  This  gentleman  is 
known  to  me  as  Nimming  Ned,  and  that  as  Downy 
Dick." 

RuflSan  was  stamped  upon  the  countenance  of 
each  of  these  two  men,  who  were  very  seedy  in  dress  ; 
their  short  coats  bad  grown  rusty  from  long  wear, 
and  the  once  brilliant  colors  of  their  vests  and 
piutaloons  bad  faded  from  the  same  cause  ;  be- 
sides that  they  were  sjwttcd  with  grease,  and  with 
the  drops  of  beer  and  liquors  that  at  various  times 
had  fallen  mwn  them. 

"And  MfTen't  you  got  a  word  for  me?"  said  tho 
third  man  to  Gaston,  and  who  was  no  other  than 
.  Tom  Blackford. 

Gastou,  without  speaking,  looked  at  Blackford 
with  a  vacant  eye.  He  was  so  absorbed  by  thoughts 
connected  with  Jnlia,  that  he  hardly  knew  where 
or  with  whom  be  was,  and  bad  neither  eyes  nor 
ears  for  ought  that  concerned  not  ber. 
.  Jack  Horsley,  observing  his  condition,  drew  him 
into  a  comar  of  tho  room,  and  lowering  bis  voice, 
said,  "  Come,  come,  Gaston  ;  this  won't  do,  old 
fellow ;  you  must  get  rid  of  that  dazed  look. 
"  What's  up  ?— what  have  you  beard  ?" 

Gastou  told  bim— tho  noisy  talk  of  the  three 
men  drinking  at  the  table,  overpowering  the  voices 
of  these  two. 

When  Gaston,  spraking  in  a  wild,  incoherent 
manner,  had  related  that  which  we  already  know, 
Horsley  said.  "  I  am  surprise<l  that  you  make  such 
a  fuss  about  it :  you  ought  to  have  been  prepared 
fof  it ;  I  have  been  expecting  it  for  a  long  time." 

"  I  would  give  millioiia  to  be  revenged ! '  cried 
Gaston. 

"Yes,  if  yoa  had  them ;  but  as,  at  the  present 
moment,  yon  have  not  a  shilling  in  the  world  to 


call  your  o^vn,  drop  your  revenge." 

"  That  she  could  dare  to  leave  me !  She  must 
bav^ost  her  senses  ;  she  knows  my  temptr— has 
already  fcad  reason  to  know  that  in  my  jcr.lrusy, 
my  mge,  I  stop  at  nothing  !" 

"  How  can  you  be  so  bot-'neaded  ?  Jealous!  .\s 
if  she  were  the  only  woiuim  in  tb',-  world  !" 

"I  felt  .sura  from  t'i:e  nuin;t-i;t  you  told  me  of 
that  fellow  that  he  wc.s  my  enemy." 

"And  KO  did  I,  for  that  mattt^r.  It's  all  simple 
enough  ;  your  money  w,is  all  gotio,  and  be,  no  doubt, 
is  well  stocked  with  that  debgbtlnl  commodity." 

"But  I  sbidl  find  them  ;  and  then "' 

"You  will  c<x)l  over  it  in  a  day  or  two." 

"SliiiUI?    Youilsee." 

"  Well,  I  can't  spare  any  more  time  to  talk  about 
your  lost  Julia  ;  I  have  a  very  important  matter  of 
business  to  arrange  with  our  liicnds  there." 

About  to  take  bis  seat  apdu  at  the  table,  he  re- 
turned to  Gaston,  and  said,  "I  was  nearly  forgetting 
to  tell  you.     Lucy  Marsden " 

"It's  no  use  talking  to  me  of  her,"  cried  Gaston, 
impatiently. 

'  •  I  know  it  is-n't ;  for  if  wo  ever  had  any  chance 
in  that  quarter,  it's  gone  now— the  young  kidy  is 
about  to  be  married." 

"  Glad  of  it,  for  I  was  sick  of  being  bored  by  you 
about  her." 

"He  is  a  lucky  fellow,  whoever  he  is,  that-bac 
got  hold  of  her ;  and  but  for  your  mad  infatuation 
for  Jnlia,  tho  chance  might,  perhaps,  have  been 
j-oui-s." 

Jack  Horsley  resumed  his  seat  at  tho  table,  and 
Gaston  s;it  himself  down  in  that  comer  of  the  room 
where  he  had  been  conversing  with  his  friend. 
'    "Now,  then,  about  the  little  aliair  for  to-night !" 
said  Jack. 

"Oh,  it's  to  come  off  to-night,  is  it?"  said  Tom 
Blackford. 

"  I  should  think  it  was,"  grinned  Nimming  Ned. 
"But,  I  say,  Mr  Blackford— for  that  your  chum 
here  sa3-s  is  your  name — I  didn't  have  the  honor  of 
knowing  you  till  the  other  night ;  but  it  struck  mo 
then,  and  1  was  a  thinking  on  it  agin  just  now, 
that  you  are  a  bang-up  swell  for  a  cove  as  has  just 
come  out  of  quod." 

"And  that's  what  I've  been  a  thinking  on  too," 
chimed  in  Downy  Dick. 

"  Rather  a  good  got  up,  isn't  it  ?"  said  Blackford, 
M-ith  a  laugh  ;  "  but  don't  ask  me  how  I  got  hold 
of  these  togs,  lor  I  shan't  tell  you." 

"Oh,"  cried  Nimming  Ned,  "that's  it,  is  it? 
Well,  I'm  disappointed,  for  1  was  going  to  ask  you 
to  show  me  the  shop  where  you  got  'em." 

"  AVell,  perhaps  I  may  some  day,"  replied  Tom  ; 
and  there  was  a  hidden  meaning  to  his  words. 

"I  should  be  very  much  obliged  to  you  if  you 
did." 

"  I  don't  think  you  would,'  wa."?  Blackford's 
thought,  which  he  took  good  care  to  keep  to  him- 
self. 

"  Come,  come,  this  is  no  business,"  cried  Horsley. 

"There's  not  much  more  to  know  than  what  I've 
told  you  already." 

"  But  where  did  yon  say  the  house  was  ?" 

"At  Brixton,"  replied  Nimmin~  Ned. 

"And  at  about  the  very  quietest  part  of  it," 
added  Downy  Dick. 

"Yes,  so  it  is,"  continued  Nimming  Ned.  "It 
stands  alone,  and  there  ain't  another  house  within 
a  good  many  yards  of  it.  It  is  a  large  willa,  with 
a  big  garden  behind  it,  that's  got  ray  ther  high  walls, 
too;  ain't  it,  Dick?" 

"Yes,  but  we  don't  mind  them  ;  high  walls  ain't 
no  protection  agai»u>t  such  coves  as  us,"  chuckled 
Dick. 

"And  you  are  sure  that  entrance  will  be  easy?' 
asked  Blackford. 

"  I've  made  that  all  right,"  replied  Nimming 
Ned ;  "  I've  been  over  in  that  garden  more  than 
once,  and  there's  a  window  at  tho  back  of  the  house 
that'll  be  all  right  for  one  of  us  to  get  in  at" 

"  And  which  on  us  is  to  get  in  at  the  window?" 
asked  Downy  Dick. 

"Why,"  replied  bis  pal,  "as  the  window  is 
rayther  small,  and  as  you,  Dick,  are  the  littlest 
cove  amongst  us,  you  must  do  it ;  and  then  come 
through  the  honsc  and  open  the  street  door  for  tho 
rest  on  us. " 

"All  right!"  said  Dick. 

"And  you  are  quite  cei-biin  there  is  something 
worth  while  to  bo  bad  ? "  said  Jack  Horsley. 


"  Do  you  think  wc  go  on  to  a  job  without  know- 
iug  vbnt  wc  are  going  to  make  by  it?"  responded 
Nimmiiiit  Ned,  and  looking  as  if  ho  h.id  beea 
grossly  insulted. 

"  'Taint  likely,"  said  Downy  Dick  ;  "why,  there's 
a  load  of  plate  and  a  j;vX)d  lot  of  money  about  the 
place,  and  golii  watchi.  ■,  and  a  goixl  many  other 
thnigs  ;  iind  we  know  where  they  all  is,  uud  tball 
collar  the  lot  with  very  little  triiublo." 

"Tbi;n  I  wonder  y  ..  didut  ke«p  thejobtoyoa> 
Bclvts,"  Siiid  Tom  lUacktonl.       ^ 

"  And  to  wo  .should  ;  only,  by  ouTselves,  w« 
should  he  ~'  jown  tvo  long  about  it,"  replieil  Ned. 

"  Thottrigs  we  want,"  iiddo<l  Dick,  "  is  scatterevl 
here  and  there  all  over  the  bouse,  and  there'll  be 
enough  for  all  on  us  to  do." 

And  a  chum  of  oars  will  be  handy  with  a  cab,  a 
respectjiblo-L  jking  growler,  so  that  wu  may  get  cot 
of  the  neighborhood  pretty  sharp  urler  we'v* 
tiuished." 

"But,"  asked  Tom  l"iekford,  "how  did  you 
come  to  know  so  exactly  \^  hat  was  to  be  got  iu  that 
bouse  ?" 

"You  seems  to  want  to  know  a  good  deal,  my 
covey,"  said  Ned,  lookmg  bard  at  bim. 

"W^.^ll,  yes,"  answered  Blackford,  who  did  not 
seem  quite  at  bis  ease  ;  "pt'rhaiis  I  may  want  to 
set  up  in  tho  line  on  my  own  book,  one  of  these 
days." 

"  Well,  I'll  tell  you,"  sidd  Dick  ;  "  they  wanted  a 
'ousemaid  at  that  willa,  and  a  gal  as  we  knovt-8  got 
tho  place." 

"  Without  a  character?" 

"Not she!  We  got  Mr  what  Ihcy  thongUt  ft 
first  rate  character ;  wo  always  know  how  to 
manage  that  sort  of  thing." 

"I  suppose  she  did  not  remain  there  longt" 
laughed  Jack  Horsley. 

"Only  just  long  enough  to  be  ablo  to  tell  ns  all 
that  we  wanted  to  know  ;  and  then  she  prigged  a 
few  of  her  missus's  thingamy  bobs,  and  walked  her- 
self oflf." 

"  Well,  said  Blackford,  "  now  I  suppose  wehava 
nothing  more  to  do  than  arrange  tho  time  and 
place  of  our  meeting  to-night  ?" 

"  I  just  wish  to  ask  one  more  question,  if  I  may 
bo  allowed,"  said  Jack  Horslo3-. 

"  Go  on,"  growled  Nimming  Ned ;  "  let  us  hear 
what  you  have  got  to  say." 

"  I  wish  to  know  bow  many  persons  there  will 
be  sleeping  in  that  house  to-night." 

"The  master  and  young  missus,  and  a  few 
servante ;  but  a  long  way  of!  front  the  rooms  where 
we  shall  have  to  work.  The}'  won't,  none  on  'em 
interfere  with  ns." 

"So  much  tlio  worse  for  'em  if  lliey  should !" 
said  Dick,  witli  a  hideous  scowl. 

At  this  moment  (xaston  Marall  rose  from  hia 
seat  in  a  corner  of  tho  room,  and  Wiuj  proceeding 
towards  the  door. 

"Halloa,  Gaston!"  cried  Horsley;  "where  are 
you  going  ?" 

"1  have  not  willingly  listened,"  replied  Gaston — 
"I  have  had,  as  you  know,  Jack,  more  than  flnough 
to  employ  my  th(jUf,'hts  :  but  1  bavo  not  hefu  able 
to  avoid  hearing  sufficient  to  tell  me  that  I  ought  to 
have  quitted  you  long  before. " 

"  What  the  devil  does  be  mean  ?"  cried  Nimminp; 
Ned.     "Isn't  be  to  bo  one  of  us  iu  to-night '»  job?" 

"Certainly  he  is,"  replied  Horsiry. 

"  Never  !"  exclaimed  (Jastoii. 

"  Oh,  if  that's  it,  we  know  what  we  have  got  to 
do— don't  us,  Dick?" 

"I  should  think  we  did  !"  replied  that  gentle- 
man, bringing  a  largo  clasp  knife  from  bis  pocket. 

"Leave  him  to  me,"  interposed  Jack  Horsley  ; 
"  I  answer  for  bim.  Name  the  piaco  and  hour, 
and  I  will  bring  bim  with  me  to-dighL" 

"  Yes,"  said  Ned  ;  wc  know  what  yon  can  do 
with  bim  ;  and  he  wanf-suliltio coaxing,  that'salL" 

The  Bix)t  and  hour  foi-  ni'^ting  at  night,  and 
then,  Nimming  Ned,  adhvrvsing  Gastou,  said, 
"Look  here,  my  fine  fellow  !  -  you've  been  a  good 
young  man  gone  wrong  a  long  while,  and  I  don't 
860  how  you  could  do  much  worso  than  you've  done 
already.  Me  and  Dick  was  once  respectable  ooves 
— wasn't  we,  Dick'r" 

"Yes,"  responded  Dick  ;  "I  believe  we  was  : 
bnt  it's  so  long  ago  that  I've  'most  forgot  all  about 
it." 

"  And  wo  got  on  from  one  sort  of  thing  to  an- 
other, as  chaps  of  our  sort  are  bound  to  £>.    We 
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hadn't  Rot  money,  liko  joii  slaricd  witb,  Imt  \v.i 
began  easy  and  ploasuut  euouffli — dtun't  wc,  Dick  V 

"Yes  ;  I'm  berlesst  it  wo  didn't !"  answered  that 
gonllcniHU. 

"lint  liow  none  of  \n  v,\\]  end,  \vf>  don't  nouo  on 
ns  know  ;  ixiiil  for  luy  part,  btriess  mu  if  I  wmit  to 
know,  ■' 

They  IcfL  the  bouse,  ftll  of  tbrni.  Ned  r.nd  Dick 
walked  uv.iiy  lo<,'>;tliiT  ;  ko,  tr.o,  did  C'iwitou  ntid 
Jack  HonJey.  'ioui  E!n;'!.ford  \vt:it  oft  alone,  luid 
v.'heu  La  hM  tnvned  tin;  cot:ii.r,  lio  st.t  to  mid 
wiUked  jnst  ns  Imrd  an  Lo  could. 

Aa  soon  i.s  tliey  wtit.'  i:i  tho  street  to;,'tjtluT, 
Gi^stou  eaid  to  Hcauky,  "Why  did  ycnprouiiv) 
thosorufliac:;;brttI  sli.mld  l.o  wilb  them  to-nif,'ht  V"' 

"Simply  Leciin-o  yyii  will  lo  with  them,"  v.iw 
Ji-.ck  Horsicy'ti  reply. 

"I  nu  iiccomplico  iu  so  atrocicua  a  crime?— 
never  1 ' 

Ilorwl'^y  smiled  to  himsc'f ;  bo  had  f  o  often  heard 
"Never  !"  Hpi>kt:u  vury  empLaticiilly  l>y  Givston. 

"Don't  be  ft  fool,  CKi^tou,"  be  wiid.  '•Think 
yon  1  would  havo  knKned  with  tbuyo  men  if  1  could 
have  hoped  by  any  other  racuiiy  topntt,v.!i!iKio;;lo 
Bhiiling  iu  oi:r  pocl'ets ?  Liit  tliere  i:j  no  other  \\.\y  ; 
xre  nro  peniiil.h.'.,  cud  br.t  lor  thwo  men  hhouM 
soon  1)0  filiirviiij;." 

"To  vhut  :ibtatehi:ve  Ifidlon  !"  f^retvied  (riston. 

"And  have  not  I  f.dUu  vithyou'r'  deraa::di.'d 
Ilorsley.  "B.it  it  will  do  no  f;()>)d  to  tUk  of  it ; 
hero  we  arc,  and  must  clutch  at  aijytbi:!jj  that  will 
help  ns  ont  of  Iho  mire." 

"No.  not  bi;r;.^lary.     1  will  not." 

"  If  those  nun  do  not  see  you  tn-aight,  they  will 
take  their  tivit  ciianco  to  kill  y<>;i.'' 

"Well,  they  would  render  me  a  Bervice  in  ridding 
me  of  my  life. '  ' 

"Don't  talk  };on.>f '.i?;o.     And  iLiiik  of  Jiilia. 

"Not  for  ci:o  monitnt  w  hhu  absent  from  my 
thonphts." 

And  you  want  lo  be  revcuf,'cd  on  hcv  for  bavinfj 
BO  shaniefally  deserted  you  ':" 

"  And  I  will ;  anil  that  man,  t  <  <." 

"^Vell,  thei'o  is  litllo  dt.\il;t  that;  they  hivo  pono 
abroad,  ami  your  share  <.f  tii-ui;^ht;;  jilmuUr  would 
enable  you  to  follow  i,ud  Iruee  theia  out." 

Horeky  did  iiot  fail  to  ju>liee  I'm;  (li'oet  th.i>se  Ins! 
words  had  produetd  on  fie.i-to^i,  a-jil  hi;sniilloliij;>- 
Bfclf,  "It'H  all  riyhl;  that  ILltlo  ('.ii>le;:lty  is  .sur- 
mounted." 

Tom  Lilackford  nfti r  proceedi-.;'^  thr'uj^h  Koveral 
streets,  htopped.  l''oki.d  cai.  luhy  cwry  way,  and 
.then  knwked  at  the  ('.•>•  n:  c)t  a  ^:n.;ll  piivatc  hou^e, 
anil  was  admittvd  on  the  nv.tadt. 

Tho  dcK'.r  v.as  clised  r;;;d:»  e  ;  (i'dekly  a.'  it  had 
been  oiiened,  and  ho  niui  tho  l:-."ii  wh'>  atliuitted 
Lim  entered  the  front  jjark'r,  tf  wlueh  the  blinds 
were  drawn  down. 

Tom  Blackford,  on  I  avlnc,'  '\.-\,  w.m  jniz7l"il  to 
know  how  he  shiadd  livo  ii  ihit  faiure.  ilo  did 
not  know  how  houe.-tly  it  i,.;:i  i.:;  r:c:.itei c.  and 
was  afraid,  after  the  I'.iULlty  h;  had  just  paid,  to 
return  to  roj;uery. 

One  day  be  was  .iccosted  by  the  laan  with  whom 
we  nee  him  now  clo.sclcd,  and  who  wa;auiii.-p(.»tor 
of  police,  bnt  then,  as  i'.ow ,  net  wearing'  hia  t;ui- 
forui. 

Blackford  was  loll  that  ho  w.is  acquainted  with 
several  m<.n  w  hoiu  th-.;  polieo  would  like  lo  •:;  I 
bold  of;  and,  nbovc  i.il,  th.it  they  Ion;,-.!  to  be  ablo 
to  convict  two  uii  u  who  had  hiilieito  been  able  to 
baffle  all  the  cfi'orts  tlnit  h.id  1  c  n  made  to  biiiitj 
borne  to  theni  any  one  of  tho  many  eri.'raiw'f  which 
it  was  not  doubted  that  tb -y  h:id  b:en  Kuilly. 

Thase  two  clever  rascals  weru  our  friends  Nini- 
niinq  Ned  and  Downy  Diek.  . 

Blackford  was  sure  th;.t  t!:cse  two  men  wjidd 
not  hesitate  to  aceepi  him  as  a  chum,  but  tluri  it 
WU8  n  very  danjieri^iis  l)i.rtb  tiiat  ^vas  o:}.^-red  hiu). 

After  well  wei;;hi;.q;  th-.s  matter,  however,  he  de- 
cided that  he  had  biit'r  b-e  a  tiiiL-f-taUer  than  a 
thief  to  bo  taken,  luul  sj  bccaiao  a  ^^aid  ar,'..  ul  of 
the  police. 

"  Well,  what  news  ? '  wai  now  a.^l£cJ  oi  BUick- 
ford. 

Tom  told  bis  story,  was  h;-;hly  praised  by  (he 
inspector,  was  instnsetcd  how  to  act  with  tliebuv.-- 
larsthat  night ;  and  then  Blackford  said,  "liil:'»uli 
like  G  iston  ^hirndl  to  bo  allowed  to  <;ot  away." 

"  Why  '!"  demanded  tho  innivctor. 

"  Because  be  has  been,  as  1  h  ivo  told  you,  down- 
right forced  to  joiu  tham." 


"Ho  should  not  tavc  been  in  such  company." 

"That's  very  true;  but  think  what  a'difli-rent 
man  he  oneo  was  ;  and  he  was  always  very  lil)eral 
toni ',  and  1  h.ive  always  had  a  great  liking  to  him." 

"TJ-eu  you  should  advise  bim  to  keep  away  to- 
ni^'ld." 

"  I  shan't  havo  n  chance  to  do  that ;  Jack  Ilors- 
li  y  sticks  to  him  t0o  closely." 

"  Tlien  if  ho  is  there  to-night,  wo  most  take  him, 
that's  uU." 

"Woll,  it  can't  bo  helped,"  Tom  Fdack ford  K.aid 
to  himself  when  again  iu  the  street.  "  I  have  douo 
my  best  for  him,  and  ho  will  havo  to  tajvo  his  chanco 
with  tho  rest.  A.s  lor  Jacli  Jlorsley,  I  don't  care 
what  becomes  of  him." 

Frank  Hardy  wtis,  as  ho  had  said  ho  would  he, 
liomo  to  dinner  early  in  tho  afternoon  ;  and  true  to 
t!;o  other  pronnso  ho  had  f^iven  that  evening  took 
^trs.  Jitreililh  to  town,  and  to  Drury  Lane  Theatre. 
They  returned  by  tho  last  train,  so  that  it  was  very 
nearly  ono  o'clock  when  they  veaclid  Brixton. 

Tho  two  or  t'urco  cabs  that  had  been  iu  waititig 
at  tho  station  bad  each  of  them  secured  a  faro  be- 
f. TO  Fnink  and  Lii  charge  bail  been  ablo  to  reach 
IliLin. 

"N(jw  whatis  to  bo  done,  and  however  am  I  to  get 
you  homo'/"  said  Frank. 

"  Why,  my  diar."  nspouded  1,Iva.  Meredith,  "  wo 
havo  but  a  s.iwrt  distance  to  go,  and  I  shall  be  very 
w.U  able  to  walk  it." 

"I  am  qiiio  vt.xvd,  for  T  ca'i  see  you  aro  tirod 
out ;  and  then  your  rheuniati  .m  !" 

"1  don't  feci  it  a  bit  tonight,  Fraiik— I  don't 
indeed.  Then  give  mo  your  arm,  and  lef.«.  jog 
aloit;;." 

A.s  they  proceeded,  and  iu't  at  all  at  a  rattling 
pace,  r.If'.  Mvrtdith  udd,  "  J)o  yo-i  know,  Frank, 
f  am  r.;l!ier  (dftd  th.it  jou  couldn't  gi  t  a  cab  to 
ta'i.e  Uihomc'!'" 

'■  \\  iial  !  you  likctoborp.mdng  Iho  sirei  fs  i't  this 
time  of  ti '!  ni..;^t,  do  youV  '  laughed  I'l.inl;. 

"I'd  MuchnrtbtrboiuKiylicd,"  Kiid  Mrs.  Mere- 
dith-an  I  bhej  too,  laughed — "for  I  am  very 
skipy."  I 

"'i'htu  v.bylaro  you  glad  that  wo  did  not  get  a 
cab?' 

•'Bo-.-anto  11  think  I  h.ivo  cost  j'ou  more  than 
fi.'^r/^h  to-niglit,  without  tbat." 

"Ncv.r  ndnil,  mothrr ;  yol;  don't  havo  a  birih- 
day  evf.y  weci,  yo;i  kn.iw.  ' 

"  I  ■  !i  'Uld  F.|>on  rul'j  yea;  if  I  did,  if  you  always 
wiad  ou  liko  you  havo  d.aej  lo-ui4,hf." 

They  waba-jl  on  wry  slo-.ly,  and  Jlr^.  Iilfr-dith 
leaning  n-.oro  Inu'l  naTo  heavily  ou  Fr.inki-;  lum. 
until  they  ie.d  co;::e  to  a  lirge  liouso  that  i-.lood 
nlouo,  with  high  wa!l:<  Mivveuniliurj  tho  6<.imo«\hat 
c.v'.ensivo  grodnd.ia'.tiic!;;  d  to  it, 

•'  We  haveiift  got  f.tr  t.)  ,70  now,  ibank  goouncs.s, 
for  I  am  lie.iillb  at  "  hnid  ilr.-'.  jli'veJilh. 

Frank  Iliujly  i^topped  and  le.iked  up  at  tho 
windows  of  tljal  liotis';. 

"Ah,  lunv,"  n.\'A  tho  cioo.l  woiiian.  "  I  f.incy  yon 
rro  glad  wjiwcro  i.bligitl  to  wai':,  I'r.ini:  dear. 
Which  is  thelrr.vtieul.iv  wisido.v — you  I'.siow  what  I 
mean  — tl'.c  window  of  the  room  that '' 


Fr;ink,  to  pliv. 


Itli'.s  ania/.ement,  dropped 


bcr  arui  flewjto  tho  d..\ii-  of  th)  ho;;^.'  ajid  hei/.nig 
the  knocker,  ha J!i::ie:td  away  with  a!l  his  might. 

llohadseipon  one  of  tho  Idinds  tiie  .sha«'(>wof  a 
man  who  piissed  tho  wiui'.;;w  with  a  lig'ut  in  his 
hand.  I 

An.l  ^  o  vriAl  d(  fined  v.a>?  tho  sluidow,  th.it  Frank 
^^aw  [ilaiiily 'what  i-o<t  of  a  nrwi  ho  was  who  wa.; 
tl!t.re,  aiid  knew  that  th  u  Wi.ro  robberj  in  the 
hoi'.se.  i 

Frank  haid  kr.oeV.nl  b:.t  a  f»w  moments  when 
iho  door  w;|s  opened  ly  a  man,  who  had  on  only 
his  night-slijiit. 

1 1 J  warj  ojic  of  Iho  serv.inls  who  .•  lept  iu  thj  lower 
part  of  tho  house. 

"Is  the  boiwo  on  firj  r"  hr>  cntd. 

]Ij  got  ju)  r.Jiswi  1-,  for  dir.H't'.y  tho  door  was 
o;  encd,  Fi^uk  dashed  into  tho  houso  and  up  tho 
btiilrs. 

TI..5  first  room  he  entered  W;'J5  ono  that  ovcr- 
Ic'kid  the  gi'.rder.'5. 

T'l.o  wiiuiow  was  v.id"!  op  ii,  and  he  t-'aw  a  man 
whoso  bac^  wai;  taw:>.rvl:i  him  btuniiirig  iu  lao  bal- 
cony, j 

liiurdy  liid  ont'>red  tho  room  noisily  enongh,  but 
the  man  appeared  not  to  havo  heard  Fmuk,  for-  ho 


moved  not. 

Hardy  ru:,hcd  towards  him,  then  the  man  turned, 
and  as  those  two  came  face  to  face,  they  recognised 
each  other,  and— 

" Goodileavtu !"  exclaimed  Frank  :  "Gaston 
Marall !" 

To  be  cotitinutil—ccnnmniCfd  in  .Vo.  llO. 


Hip!  Eip!  HtutoIi!         :  T  . 

Wriiton  Ij  G.5oi;;e  3ci  b.'o.  I   \  '  . 

The  Music  can  he  ol.tnine.I  of  K.  H.  irnrding.  No.  229 
Uo-.iOiy,  Now- York,   t'rice  10  ceuta. 

I've  just  been  out  to  sea  tho  boys. 

They  invited  mo  to  drink. 
Well  knowing  if  wo  ti-telifo'H  joys 

V.'e  must  not  so>p  t.)  think  ; 
And  that's  about  tno  right  idea,  1      '.■-. ' 

At  least  I've  fonie.l  it  so  — 
To  shout  and  cheer,  drink  wine  and  beer. 

No  matter  wht-ro  we  go  : 
To  shout  and  cheer,  drink  wine  and  beer. 
No  matter  where  wo  gr).  i       -'' 

CaoisLs. 
Then  hip,  hurrah  !  Lip,  hmr.ih !  vre'll  go  and 

have  A  pprM 
IIip,  hmmh!  Lip,  hun-ah  !  ko  come  ah.ug  with  mo 
liip,  hurrali !  Lip,  he.rnih  !  Id's  go  and  have  a  Lrrk, 
We  never  will  go  hotne,  no,  not  whilo  .t':i  diirk. 

'Tis  well  f>r  fi'glis  to  deny      ■  ■       j     .    ■> 

Tl;(!  ['le.e^urL-s  they  forego. 
And  till  us  lb;il  we'Vo  got  to  die  : 

We  know  tl:at  to  bo  ff\ 
Let  them  enjoy  life  as  they  mav, 

And  wo  v.  ill  do  the  Bamo  ; 
Our  spirits  light,  our  licasts  are  gay, 

.\n(l  we'll  npliold  cur  name  :   "  '  t     / ... 

Our  spirits  ligUt,  our  hearts  aro  gay,        '  '■''-■"'■'■ 

And  we'll  uphold  our  name,        '  Chorus. 

I  rare  not  how  tho  tinioa  may  go, 

I  ncv<!r  look  for  pain  ; 
I  do  not  clioo.SPi  tohcareh  for  wot",  ;' 

For  one  I  do  refrain. 
So  como  and  join  me  in  my  sin-ce, 

Am!  h'lvc  a  jolly  game  ; 
Wi'  now  ;st;.rt  i;i  wi!  j  ii;i.»,  (wo,  three, 

Hurnh  !  we're  <  .'iagam  - 
We  now  ■A-.ivt  iu  wn'.i  one,  two,  three, 

Hurr.ih  !  wv'i-c  ■  ii'ai;:iin  ! 


Chorus. 


>-«C»-«" 
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The  Fii-c  ia  tiio  Grate. 

WoicU  by  Eit.  HarrlKan.  Music  by  Q.  V7.  11.  Grlffln. 

llaslo  to  Le  had  of  W.  A   Pnul  517  Urosilnmy.  N.  T. 

Piici  .15  c«ut«. 


Grandpa's  chair  is  vacant,  '         | 

Near  the  tire  iu  tho  gnife,  [ 

Wh^re  he  told  bis  tales  of  boyhood—    ',   ■  " 

Kept  the  little  ones  awake.'  j       .       .- 

Ono  eve,  so  worn  and  W(«ry,  '       • 

Sleeping  ou  his  knee  they  laj*, 
Death  called  that  night— like  tho  fire  brigbf, 
(irandi>a  passed  away.  ; 

Chorus  :    ijo  let  tho  room  be  cheerful 

FLice  tho  old  arm-chair  .'  '■'.■ 

Whcro  we  tiUked  to  grandpa, 

Milh  his  silvery  snow-white  hair— < 
IL  >w  Le'd  watch  the  faUing  ashes. 

And  sadly  meditate. 
Gently  sigh—"  Wo  all  must  die. 
Like  the  fire  iu  tiie  grate." 

One  bitter  night  in  winter. 

The  snov?  fell  fiiat  and  wild  ; 
A  girl  looked  in  the  window — 

A  careworn,  haplo.s.9  child — 
Then  grandpa  whi.spereti— "Baby," 

And  todilled  to  the  gate, 
To  save  from  sin  he  brought  her  'n. 

Near  the  fire  iu  the  grate.  Chom. 

Keep  tho  fire  bundng,  ,  . 

'Tis  charity's  bright  flame, 
r.etuinding  of  the  evening  -: 

The  orphan  Mary  came. 
So  r.iggod,  cold,  and  hungry, 

With  grandpa  from  the  gate  : 
For  him  she  kneels,  a  prayer  she  yields, ' 


Near  the  fire  iu  the  grate. 


Chonig. 


uHW-'xtMia.^mr:  ■Jiu-E.umaiojiMi 
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Whisperings  of  Hope. 

When  my  pathway  of  life  is  all  dooded  o'er. 

When  the  NhndowB  of  sorrow  have  darkened  my  door, 

When  friends  Lave  departed,  perhaps  never  auM* 

To  meet  me  in  this  world  again. 
Sweet Ijopo  in  ever  near,  .  .  ■■  .  j,. 

Thns  wLLsiicriug  iu  mine  ear—  ?•.   -■ 

"  The  darkest  day  will  pnsH  away, 
And  sunlight  come  smiling  from  Heaven  again." 

When  memoriee  of  childhood,  no  bright  and  so  fair, 
Come  back  to  my  heart  and  opprese  me  with  care. 
When  my  spirit  is  weary  and  prone  to  despair,       ^ 

I  listen  to  that  voice  again.  ,  ,  ,.     . 

Sweet  hope  is  ever  near,  ;  .'  >; 

Thnu  whisperiufj  iu  mine  ^<\r  -  * 

The  dnrki  st  day  will  jwiw  away. 
And  sunlight  come  smiling  from  Heavm  again." 


i«-<«»^< 


Nena  Moore. 

By  8.  C.  BulliTui. 


One  Summer  evening,  long  ago. 

We  wandered  by  the  ocean  side  : 
The  silvery  moon  was  shining  dowa    • 

TJiwn  the  waters  deep  and  wide  ; 
We  cared  not  for  the  dtuzling  spray. 

We  heeded  not  the  billows' roar : 
For,  life  was  then  a  happy  dream, 
A  dream  to  me  and  Nena  Moore. 
Chorus  :    O  Nena  Moore,  sweet  Nena, 

I  mil  weeping  now  for  thee  ; 
-.    r         But  I  know  that  thou  art  waiting 
la  the  heavenly  land  for  me. 

'Twnfl  many  years  since  we  had  met. 

Once  more  I  wandered  by  the  sea — 
A  litorm  had  raged  :  aloug  the  coast 

The  waves  were  dashing  wild  and  free  ; 
A  lifeless  form  lay  on  the  beach. 

By  cruel  billows  washed  ashore : 
Ti^e  world  is  dark  and  lonely  now : 

For,  that  sweet  form  was  Nena  Moore.     Chorus. 

^.^ t 

Fighting  the  Battie  of  Life.  V 


Tour  Faoe  is  Emiliriiitd  in  ny  Heart/ 

By  W.  E.  UcNulty. 


All  lonely  and  sadly  Fm  fitting  to-night 

Where  waves  kias  the  shore  at  my  feet : 
Like  silver-capped  fairies  they  gleam  in  the  light. 

While  zephyrs  are  murmuriug  sweet 
I  wish  that  the  waves  could  bear  tidings  to  thee, 

Each  laden  with  love  would  depart. 
And  bring  joa  this  meastige  noroNi  the  blue  w^ : 

"  Year  faoe  is  enshrined  iu  my  heart" 

Chokus. 

When  fortune  forsakes  yon  and  fate  proves  Onkind, 

And  joy  e'er  from  thee  keeps  apart. 
Thine  eyes  turn  to  toe,  love  :  'tis  there  yoa  vill  find 

Your  face  is  enshrined  in  my  heart 

With  no  friend  bat  mem'ry  I  wonder  alon^, 

My  soul  ever  dwelling  with  thee  ; 
Thy  face  in  each  sea-shell,  thy  name  on  ea«b  atone, 

Thy  smile  in  each  ripple  I  see  ; 
And  if  I  directed  the  course  of  the  birds, 

Fd  bid  them  to  thee  quick  depart : 
Each  snowy-white  pinion  would  bear  thee  the  words  : 

"  Your  faoe  in  enshrined  in  my  heart"      Chorus. 


8<  Dg  kiiil  Clioru*. 


{By  Sam  K.  Hodgdon. 


There  are  many  poor  souk  in  this  cold  world  to-night 

Donnd  down  by  poverty's  chains. 
Earnestly  striving  their  standard  to  reach 

While  a  spark  of  ambition  remains. 
From  childhbod  we've  learned  that  our  country  is  free, 

All  men  are  equal,  we're  told  ; 
But  we  fiud  that  the  poor  man  is  poshed  to  the  wall 

And  crashed  by  the  power  of  gold. 
Chorus  :    No  wonder  the  prospects  look  dreary. 
No  wonder  they're  sick  of  the  strife. 
No  wonder  the  heart  grows  weary  ^  - 
Fighting  the  battle  of  life. 

The  moneyless  man  may  have  genius  and  brains — ' 

Huoh  ouee  we  can  eocily  find —  '•A 

But  he  stands  not  the  ghost  of  a  show  with  the  man 

Whose  pockets  with  money  are  lined  ;  ^ 

Beformers  by  thousands  are  talking  to-night,  ' 

Evangelists  preaching  their  creeds :  ' 

What  good  does  it  do  for  the  victim  of  want  ?  ^ 

Tis  actions,  not  words,  that  he  needs.  ^  . 

No  wonder  the  prospeots,  &c. 

The  greatest  improvements  iu  science  and  art 

Were  indebted  to  poverty's  slaves  ; 
The  works  of  their  genius  are  claimed  by  the  rich 

While  the  real  authors  sleep  in  their  graves. 
God,  pity  the  poor  man  !  his  talents  are  scorned, 

Not  a  shadow  of  fame  can  he  win  ; 
Heartsick  and  discouraged,'  don't  marvel  that  he 

Kuahes  wild  down  the  pathway  of  sin. 

No  wonder  the  prospects,  &.c. 

« 

(ENCORZ  VEBSX.)  -•' 

Philosophera  say  all  things  are  for  the  best,  , 

They  tell  us  we  should  not  complain  ; 
But  that  is  voail  help  to  the  sad  heart  bowed  down. 

And  only  increases  its  pain. 
But  one  grain  at  comfort  can  always  b«  fonnd. 

If  we  only  have  faith  to  believe— 
When  onr  trials  are  over,  there's  a  Father  above. 

And  the  poor  man  he'll  gladly  receive. 

No  woDder  the  prospects,  Ac 


Mabel  Drew. 

Johu  B.  Savfrtnee. 


At  eve,  when  the  sun's  dying  rays 

Quiver  low  o'er  the  murmuriug  sea. 
And  a  golden  bar  of  trembling  light 

Comes  ont  from  the  purple  lea :  -/ 

Wheu  the  sapphire,  roM  and  the  gold 

With  a  tender  radiance  gleam. 
And  the  asuwe  tide's  low  niusic 
Falls  soft  as  a  love-charmed  dream  :        '  < 
Chorus  ;     "Tis  then  that  I  love  to  wander 

With  my  darling,  so  sweet  and  Ime, 
The  bonnie,  winsome  girl  I  love — 
Fair-haired,  bluo-eyed  Mabel  Drew. 


When  softly  each  star  is  burning 

With  the  light  of  a  marvelous  gem. 
And  the  moonbeams'  mellow  lustra  -  - 

Falls  gently  on  flower  and  fen  : 
When  the  dew  iu  the  heart  of  the  rose 

Is  stirried  by  a  perfumed  breeze. 
And  the  nightingale  sings  his  sweetest 

In  his  homo  'mid  the  forest-trees  : 


Chorus. 


T»  Thee  My  Heart  Tumeth  Ever. 

A  RefraJu-By  Jno.  B.  Severanca. 


To  Ihce  my  heart  tumeth  ever       '■'■'; 

In  aDguiah  and  pain  and  woe  :  ■  ;  '  .  .--  i 
For,  a  memory  sail  bumeth  ever 

Iu  my  liie-blooiVs  faiutest  throe.  ,, 

I  would  forget,  but  each  futile  endeavor 

Bids  my  heart  cherish  the  sweet  loug-ag«v 

To  thee  my  heart  tnmtth  ever 

With  longing  deep  aud  sad  : 
For  the  past  my  soul  yearneth  ever,         -  v; " 

For  dajs  that  were  bright  and  glad— 
The  d^>s  when  I  thought  that  naught  conld  sever 

My  heart  from  the  t>eaulilul  dnwou  it  had. 

To  thoe  my  heart  tumeth  over, 

I  cannot  banish  its  pain  : 
For,  a  faithful  heart  learneth  never 

A  song  but  its  own  refrain  :  . 

Sorrowful  echoes  must  quiver  forever, 

The  peace  of  death  iu  its  only  gain. 


Amber  TreaMs  Tied  in  Blue. 

Wordt  by  8*iiiD«l  N.  Hitobell.       Mule  by  H.  V.  Dinks. 

Tbe  Mnilo  It  publlcliad  by  Cottier  *  Denton,  200 
Haiu  Street.  BofTilu.  N.  Y,    Price  40  cents. 


Far  away  in  sunny  meadows. 

Where  the  merry  sunbeams  played. 
Oft  I  liiigen'd  'mid  the  clover 

Hinging  to  a  village  maid. 
She  was  fairer  than  tbe  fairest, 

Ever  &itbfu],  toud  and  true,       >*• 
Aud  she  wore  beneath  a  bonnet 

Amber  tresses  tied  in  blue. 
Chorus  :    She  was  fairer  than  the  fairest. 
Ever  faithful,  fond  and  tme, 
Aud  she  wore  beneath  a  bonnet 
*  Amber  tresses  tie*!  in  blue. 


Ere  the  summer  days  departed. 

We  had  made  a  solemn  vow, 
And  I  never,  never  wearied 

Kiiisiug  her  sweet  cheek  and  brow ; 
She  was  dearer  than  the  dearest. 

Pure  as  drojia  of  morning  dew. 
And  adowu  her  neck  was  hauging 

Amber  tressea  tied  in  blue. 


Chorus. 


Twas  decreed  that  fate  shonld  part  us 

Ere  the  leaves  of  autumn  fell— 
And  two  loving  hearts  were  severed    ■■,■ 

That  had  loved  each  otner  well ; 
She  was  all  I  had  to  cherish. 

She  has  bade  a  last  adieu — 
And  I  see  in  ev«ry  vision 

Amber  tresses  tied  in  blue. 


Chorus. 


Number  Seven  Shoe. 

Soug  and  Dance  performed  by  UcEee  &  Rogers. 


The  subject  of  my  song  is  not  so  very  now, 
'Tis  of  a  handsome  yellow  gal  I  love  so  fond  and  true  : 
Her  eyes  are  black  as  night,  so  black  they're  almost  blue, 
And  her  foot  is  just  the  size  to  tit  a  uuml>cr  seven  shoe^ 

Chobds.  -.  ,  j  r  ■  ?■ 

For,  she's  as  gentle  as  a  turtle  dove. 
And  her  name  is  Aramiuta  Susau  Brown : 
She  dresses  like  a  belle  and  she  loves  tnis  darkey  well. 
She's  the  nobbictit  gal  that  promenades  the  town. 

I  pay  for  all  her  clothes,  and  she  has  'em  made  in  style. 
She  never  drinks  a  drop,  but  often  takes  a  little  smile  : 
She  dances  like  a  sylph,  and  looks  so  gay  and  neat. 
As  she  shakas  a  jig  to  pieces,  with  her  number  seven  feet 

For,  she's,  <to. 

I  asked  the  other  day  if  she  would  marry  me,     '      * 
She  said  she  couldn't  tell  me  then,  but  if  I'd 

wait,  she'd  see. 
I  pressed  my  suit  so  eagerly,  nhe  didn't  know  what  to  do. 
But  she  said  she'd  have  me,  if  I'd  take  her 

number  seven  shoe. 
For,  she's  &c. 


Don't  you  do  it.  '- 

Sung  by  W.  E.  Lyle.      . 

I'll  give  to  you  some  good  advice^ 

All  in  a  friendly  way. 
Concerning  things  that  oft  occtir— , 

That  happen  every  day. 
When  hard  times  stara  you  in  the  face, 

Aud  pocket-books  are  thin, 
Dou't  say  there's  no  ube  trying : 

If  you  do,  you'll  never  win. 
Chorus :    Don't  j  ou  do  it,  don't  }'on  do  it ! 
For,  you  know  it  never  jwys  ; 
Don't  you  do  it,  don't  you  do  it. 

Wait  for  t)etter  days. 
Don't  you  do  it,  don't  yon  do  it. 

Never  give  yourself  away  ; 
Don't  you  do  it,  don't  you  do  it. 
Mind  what  I  say.  ,     • 

Don't  fret  becanso  your  clothes  are  old. 
But  keep  your  heart  all  ri{,'ht ; 

Don't  swear  because  yon  caunot  sport 
A  diamond  pin  to-ui^ht : 

Don't  make  love  to  a  strau>;e  young  girl. 
And  say  she  charms  your  liJfe, 

Bnt  first  be  careful  that  .  . 


She  ain't  somebody's  wife. 


Choms. 


Don't  laugh  at  other  p^plo's  faults,        "    |    /, 
•    But  first  look  at  yepr  own  ; 
When  friends  are  few  because  you're  down. 

Just  go  it  all  alonjC:_, 
Aud  when  good  liink  comes  ou  cuce  more — 

I  hope  you  won't  wait  long  — 
Aud  while  you  spend  yoor  greenback."-. 

Don't  forget  this  little  song.  Chon'f. 


I 


Don't  Take  any  Notice,  it's  only  the  Boy. 

SoDg  hj  ArtUar  BoberU. 

A  batter  shop  my  Uncle  keeps, 

And  Fm  in  hia employ  :  ■)■■    Y    y-^''     : ■  " 

Now  he,  of  course,  is  "  Batter  man,"      .:  .  >  ;*, 

And  I  am  "  but  a  boy."  - 

If  you've  passed  down  a  street  close  by,    - 

The  pair  yon  may  have  seen, 
Behind  the  counter  makiug  "love," 

No  making  "  Pats  "  I  mean. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  I  make  love  across  the  counter  : 
my  Uncle,  old  Cheshire,  (a  widower.)  he  makes  love 
in  the  little  beck  parlor  to  ati  old  maid,  with  no  money, 
by  the  name  of  Miss  Tickler  :  Miss  Tickler  says  "I 
am  a  very  rude  boy  "—because  I  peep  over  the  parlor 
Wind,  when  she  is  there :  and  my  Uncle  iu  reply 
■ajH— 

CHontJS. 
Don't  take  any  notice,  it's  only  my  Nephew, 
Don't  take  any  notice,  he's  iu  my  employ  : 
Don't  take  any  notice,  it's  only  my  "  Nevvy," 
Don't  take  any  notice,  it's  only  the  Boy. 

No  servant  girl  my  Uncle  keeps,       ; 

He  is  BO  dreadful  mean  ; 
So,  I'm  obliged  to  do  the  work, 

Make  all  the  beds  and  clean. 
Now  when  the  old  maid  comes  to  tea,    , 

She  says  "oh,  gracio'us  me  ! 
I'm  sure  yon  want  a  woman  here. 

To  work  the  same  as  me."  ^ 

Spoken  :  That's  a  hint,  you  know,  for  my  Unc^^ 
to  marry  her,  and  she  says  to  him— "I  would  set  to 
aud  clean  up  the  place,  but  I  don't  like  tuatsht^boy 
of  yours"— Then  my  Goveuor  replys  as  mild  as  a 
pound  of  the  best  fresh — 

Don't  take  any  notice,  Ac. 

"  Sam,  don't  you  see  the  customers 
All  waiting  in  the  shop  ? 
,  Will  yon  attend  to  business,  j)leaBe,  v 

^     Whilst  I  to  tea  will  stop  -" 
These  words  ho  says,  when  she  is  there, 

«iud  I  am  taking  stock. 
But,  soon  I'm  backed  to  hear  Jliss  say— 
"  That  boy  he  ought  to  kuock." 

Spoken :  Yes,  when  I  returned  after  serving  a 
customer- I'm  jiiHt  iu  time  to  see  (hem  ombiaco  each 
other,  and  to  hear  the  old  womau  say  to  my  Uucle — 
"  Why  the  Dickens  don't  the  boy  knock  before  he 
comes  iu  ?— If  I  was  yon,  my  dear,  I'd  teach  him  a 
little  better  manners  " — then  Old  Cheshire  winks  aud 
says —  Don't  take  any  notice^  ic. 

Last  week  my  Uncle  said  to  me  : 

•'  Boy,  I  intend  to  pop 
Somewhere  down  in  the  country, 

So  yon  must  mind  the  shop." 
WTien  he  returned  quite  late  at  night. 

He  brought  the  maid  as  well, 
•And  said — "  my  boy,  we've  done  the  job," 

Then  in  an  egg  box  fell. 

Spoken  :  Y^ou  should  have  seen  what  a  plight  my 
Uncle  was  in,  when  we  pulled  him  out  of  the  egp;  box 
— but  he  laughed,  and  said  he  didn't  Ciire  for  that 
alight  mishap,  as  he  had  been  made  a  happy  man 
that  day — "Now,  Sammy,  my  boy,  it  never  struck  mu 
this  morning  when  I  married  your  Annt,  where  I  was 
to  put  you  to-night " — but  my  dear  Mrs.  Cheshire  — 
Don't  take  any  notice,  JLc. 
'Imitate  Drunkenness. 


-•  Jane  Anna  Killfoil. 

Bung  by  Dick  Sanda. 

Tm  a  dacent  married  woman,  '  . 

And  I  keep  an  apple  stand,  ;  •"" 
On  the  comer  of  the  Bowery,  '■■'- 

In  an  alley  called  Grand. 
Tm  the  mother  of  ten  children 

And  my  daughter  Mary  Ann 
Is  married  to  McGilligan, 

That  keeps  a  peanut  stand.     .     •  r!       (Break. ) 


Thsre'i  my  son,  O'Connell  KinfoO- 

Yoa  all  know  him  of  course. 
He  is  doing  the  double  alog 
.   On  the  ontside  of  a  horse ; 


While  his  father,  divils  burning, 

Js  a  cousin  to  McOauu, 
And  a  dietant  blood  reUtiou 

To  Muldoou,  the  solid  man. 

There's  my  daughter,  Norah, 

She's  been  galavauting  'rouud    :5; 
With  a  striped  coated  devil,  ?'■ 

What  they  call  a  circus  clown ; 
.Vhile  my  grandson.  Patsy  Mehza, 

Is  conductor  on  a  oar. 
And  his  cousin  Killfoil 

Chews  the  butt  of  his  segar. 

There's  old  maid,  Mrs.  Gilligfld, . 

That  lives  across  the  way  : 
Her  husband  has  been  gone  to  sea. 

Ten  thousand  miles  away  ; 
While  she's  been  skipperaring 

With  Murphy  and  Pete  Doyle, 
And  turning  up  her  Irish  nose 

At  me,  Bridget  Ann  Killfoil. 


(Daac«.) 


(Bnak.) 


(D&nc4.> 


Welcome  Chhstmas. 

By  Bam  Waghorn 


Thrice  welcome,  old  Christmas,  we  greet  thee  agaiu, 
With  langhter  and  innocent  mirth  in  thy  train  : 
Let  joy  fill  the  heart  and  shine  on  the  brow, 
While  we  snatch  a  sweet  kiss  ueath  the  mistletoe  bough. 

Come,  fiddlers,  strike  tip  at  the  word  of  command. 
Let  every  brisk  lad  take  his  lass  by  the  hand  ; 
And  while  to  the  maiden  he  whispers  his  vow. 
Give  (as  earnest)  a  kiss  'nsath  the  mistletoe  bough. 

Our  sports  let  no  tempetanoe  hypocrite  damp. 
Let  sour  visaged  saiutH  from  our  pastimes  deoamp  : 
We  don't  want  their  presence  to  kick  up  a  row, 
Aud  denounce  a  kind  kiss  'ueath  the  mistletoe  bough. 

If  your  Mistress  is  cold,  and  cries  let  me  alone. 
With  features  all  frowus  and  bosom  of  stone — 
Print  one  kiss  on  her  l\y»  red  as  ixMes— and  how 
She  will  melt  iuto  warmeth,  'neath  the  mistletoe  bough  ! 

Let  croakers  proclaim,  with  a  shake  of  the  head. 
That  the  former  delights  of  Old  Christmas  are  dead  : 
A  tig  for  greybeards — we'll  prove  we  can  now 
Kic-s  as  well  tis  our  Sires  'neath  the  mistletoe  bough. 

To  SCO  our  gay  movements  and  hear  our  sweet  smacks. 
Might  e'en  the  starched  phie  of  St.  Aguew  relax  : 
I^ut  silk  pu  til  was  ne'er  miule  from  e  ir  of  a  sow, 
Aud  no  busiuei>s  have  such  'ueath  tiie  mistletoe  bough. 

Bring  the  beef  and  plum-pnddiug  and  spicy  brown  ale: 
For,  by  jolly  Old  Cliristmas  we're  called  to  regale  : 
But  of  all  his  attractions  the  choicest,  I  vow. 
Is  the  f;ood  iiatnred  kiss  'ueath  the  mistletoe  bough. 


Eyes  of  Sparkling  Brightness. 


Origiual  Song  aud  Uauce, 


By  th*  atrard  Brotbart. 


Those  eyes  of  BiMrkling  brightness, 

How  they  hauut  us  in  our  dreams— V     ■-. 
They're  as  bright  as  flowing  ripples  .; ' 

Beneath  the  sun's  bright  beams : 
Like  dew-drops  on  the  meadow,  .^  ^    . 

At  moruiug's  dawning  hour —  ... 

AVe  feel  within  our  heart  and  sonl,        .     '"       .- 

liove's  own  sweet  magic  powec        '       , ; 

Ot«r  vale  and  mountain,     [sym.^        t  U     '  . - 

Violets  and  fountains,     [sym.l 
Tbin  we'll  sing  the  praise  of  sammsr  days, 

Cf  eyes  that  sparkle  bright : 
'Hii'ough  weal  or  woe,  where'er  we  go, 

?.'hey  fill  us  with  deUght. 

Wben  the  nightingals  is  singing  ;,v  ; 

Ber  songs  upon  the  lea,  '.  >     \\  ' 

We  hear  sweet  voices  ringing,  ''^':-'\--h'': 

Of  nature  gay  a>id  free  ;  ,; 

WhHi  the  son  IMues  on  the  river. 

And  the  shadow's  on  ths  hill, 
We'll  dream  of  thee  though  for  away, 

ffliaw  syes  will  hauut  us  stilL  Cboma. 


He  8haU  Ibet  With  His  Xewaii. 


tWho 


Sun«  by  Harry  HanUr. 


Those  who  strive  in  their  vocation 

For  wealth  alone,  will  often  find, 
TboQgh  they  may  win  power  and  statk^ 

Tbey  leave  happiactw  behind. 
If  asked  by  those  vaiuly  seeking 

To  point  oat  the  goal  they  mias, 
I  would  answer,  plainly  sixjakmg, 

That  the  simple  truth  it>  this — 

Cbobcs. 
Tis  kindness  that  tme  bliss  is  won  by  t 

Aud  the  ploughman  and  the  lord. 
If  he'll  do  as  he  d  be  done  by. 

He  shall  meet  with  his  reward. 

If  Charity  should  ful  to  win  na, 

To  pluck  others  fh>m  the  snare. 
Can  we  search  the  heart  within  us, 

Aud  say  all  is  s^wtlees  there  7 
Though  with  laurels  men  would  wreath  ns 

For  the  deeds  we  may  have  done. 
We  know  well  that  from  beneath  oi 
'    We  oould  fiud  a  worthier  one.  Choros, 

If  with  wealth  you  should  be  blest,  then 

Meet  the  poor  with  open  purse : 
For,  he  who  fails  to  do  his  best  then, 

'Tarns  that  blessing  to  a  curse. 
There's  a  bk-ssing  in  receiving,    ' 

But  beyond  comparison 
Is  the  bliss  that's  In  relieving 

Those  whom  Fortune  fronrns  opoo.      Ohorok 

Many  a  heart's  been  known  to  harden. 

Many  a  waverer  has  gone  back. 
When  one  gentle  word  of  pardon 

Would  have  kept  them  in  the  track. 
Let  us  then,  throughout  oar  lives,  be 

Kind  and  true  to  one  and  all. 
And  we  shall,  when  death  arrives,  be 

Undismayed  to  hear  his  caiL  Chonn. 


Down  by  the  Sonrise. 

End  Soof.      Comp««ed  and  Sang  oy  Edward  Olrai^, 


Brothers  and  sisters,  oh  !  how  do  yon  do? 

Down  by  the  sunrise,  playing  on  a  golden  harp  : 
I'm  pretty  well,  aud  how  are  you  ? 

Dowu  by  the  sunrise,  playing  on  a  golden  haip : 
The  rich  man  live  and  the  poor  man  must  die  : 

Dowu  by  the  sunrise,  playing  on  a  golden  hairp. 

Cbobus. 
Glor-i-a !  Fm  travelling  down  by  the  lonrise, 
Playing  on  a  golden  harp.  (B^[ieaL) 

As  I  was  coming  down  the  road, 

Down  by  the  sunrise,  playing  on  a  golden  harp  : 
I  met  old  Gabriel  with  a  heavy  load, 

Down  by  the-suurise,  playing  on  a  golden  haip : 
I  said—"  Old  Gabriel  how  do  yon  do  T 

Down  by  the  ranrise,  playing  on  a  golden  harp  : 
"  Go  'way,  nigger  man,  I  don't  know  you  T' 

Down  by  the  sunrise,  phiying  on  a  golden  harp. 

Glor-i-a,  Aa 


►-»•   ^  I 


Love,  do  yon  Eemembert 

Written  by  Bagaiie  Wipflar. 


Tears  ago  when  first  I  saw 

When  thy  loving  eves 
When  every  day  oar  hflH|  grew 

And  at  last  tboa  cal^Plue  thine :  -_^ 
Oh !  that  day  of  joy,  my  dMJing.       '  7||^ 

Shall  be  engraved  npoaf|Plmind  t 
May  our  lives  be  free  of  sorrow 

And  cor  fortone  treat  as  kinfl 

Fondly,  love,  I  will  careas  thee. 

Press  my  burning  lips  to  thir . 
And  the  past  shall  be  fcx-gotten : 

To  forgive  it  is  divine. 
Never  shall  a  tear  of  sorrow 

Dim  thy  eye,  or  pain  thy  heart : 
Peaoe  and  hainnness  now  and  etur 

Be  thy  lot  fiU  death  OS  pact ! 


t 


'X. 


9*1 


^ 


mdi 


■^«4^ 


.  J.  • . 


348 


THE    SIMOERS'    JOVJEIMAL.. 


H5H 


Shine  On.      ;,.  l:  ^,r■  :     ^ 

ArraD;;rd  hj  John  Brabtm.  Lute  Sclioolcnft. 

MiKio  Filbllshoil  hf  L  P.  OonlUud    86  Tremoot  Htraet, 

Uuaton,  UkM.     PriC*  SO  cenlt. 


Mou'^ey  dressed  in  soldier's  clothes,   ,    ,..;•.>. 

All  crofti  over  to  Jordau, 
V/uut  out  iu  the  woods  to  drill  some  crows. 

Oh  I  Jerusalem  I 
Jn;  bird  sAt  on  a  hickorj  limb, 

All  cross  over  to  Jordan, 
I  up  with  a  rock,  and  hit  him  iu  the  shiu 

Oh  !  Ji  n«ilem  ! 
C'Loius  :    bhine  on,  Rhine  on, 

AH  croKs  over  to  Jordan : 

,-  \  ■      bhiue  ou,  shine  on, 

'■■-''  Oh  !  Jemsftlem  ! 

•,r    i       Shine  ou,  shine  on, 
..  '.  All  cross  over  to  JoriJan: 

Shine  on,  shine  on,  • 

Oh !  Jerusalem ! 

Miike  tliat  coffee  good  nnd  brown,  ' 

All  iroes  over  to  Jordan, 
Turn  thnt  hoe-cake  round  and  rouid, 
■    Oh  I  Jerusalem  I 
A  for  Adnm,  P  for  Paul, 

All  croM  over  to  Jordan,       * 
O  for  gentle,  grent  nnd  small. 

Oh !  Jerusalem  !  Chorua. 


My  old  master  lived  in  clover. 

All  cross  over  to  Jurdau, 
Wtieu  he  died,  he  rolled  right  over, 

Oh !  Jerusalem  1 
He  rolled  his  eyes,  pinve  one  long  breath, 

All  cross  over  to  Jordan, 
Ue  ccared  these  niggers  half  to  death, 

Oh!  Jerusalem!  •.       »  : 


Obonu. 


I 


I  Don't  Think  I'm  Very  Far  Oat. 

*'  There  are  always  two  sides  to  a  question,"  we  know 
#    l8  a  maxim  trustworthy  and  old. 
While  another  informs  us  "one story  ia  good 

Ouly  until  another  is  told." 
So  should  I  be  wrong  iu  some  points  oi  my  song. 

There'll  be  little  to  grnnible  about. 
Though  I  thitik  you'll  agree  iu  mout  matters  with  me : 
For,  I  don't  think  I'm  very  far  oat. 

Cbobus.  .:'.'•■,-'■  :'; 

I  don't  think  I'm  very  far  out. 
Of  oourso  it  is  open  to  doubt : 
Yon  may  not  agree  in  this  matter  with  me — 
But  I  don't  think  I'm  vei>'  far  out. 

A  short  time  ago,  I  went  out  for  a  ro^^—     ■ 
Which  I'd  never  attempted  before  : 

How  it  was,  1  can't  tell—  but  right  over  I  fall 
When  a  tew  yards  away  from  the  shore. 

**Whatl  have  yea  fell  in?"  said  the  man  with  a  grin, 
And  I  gasped  as  I  fionndere<t  aboat. 

"  Well,  if  I'm  not  iu,  I'm  right  up  to  the  chin- 
So  I  don't  think  I'm  very  far  out"  Cfioms. 

I  courted  a  handsome  young  lady,  lost  year, 

Thought  she'd  soon  make  me  happy  for  life  r 
But  she  kept  all  my  presents  and  answered—  "  my  dear, 

You  must  not  tbiuk  of  me  for  a  wife. " 
I  said— "Don't  break  my  heart,  tell  me  why  we 

must  part  1" 

She  replied  with  a  sneer  and  a  pout : 
'*  I've  bfteu  told  that  your  head  is  as  soft  as  your  heart. 

And  I  don't  think  it's  very  far  out."  Clvrus. 

I  went  to  a  fheD(fl||biolAtiou  to  find, 

Aud  Mlat«dJh«N»^rd  been  served  : 
Thought  at k(3t  he  vqfl^y  that  the  girl  was  oakind, 

Aud  bar  treatment  ^^tie  undeserved. 
I  tlK)Bf(bt  his  TefijJ^  remarkcbly  cool. 

But  his  meaniu^Ks  never  in  doubt. 
He  ga  id — "  My  dmr  fellow,  she  thinks  you're  a  fool  I 

And  I  don't  tLmk  she's  very  far  out."        Chonu. 

Mow,  though' ^'RAppointed,  T  did  not  despair, 

^t  BoqA|Dnnd  a  maid  who  was  kind  :  V. 

She's  tmffpl  the  day,  and  Fm  happy  fo  say      .      j   : 

That  she  certainly  kuows  her  own  miutL 
We've  Ijeen  married  a  week,  so  that  now  I  con  apeak 

Of  ber  f  mth  as  a  ftict  l)eyond  doubt  :  £ 

%fKl  hvjikx^le's  jnst  left  her  a  thonsaod  <>r  two  : 

Sol^jtot  think  Tm  very  far  out  Ohonw., 


Sunday  Night  When  the  Parlor's  Foil. 

Written  bj  Ed.  Harrlgao. 

TUe  Uailo  can  ba  nbtklnad  of  K.  H.  Harding,  No.  224 
Dowery.  N«w-York.   Pric*  10  caut*. 


My  Johanna  lives  np  in  Harlem  : 

Suuday  nights,  boys,  sure  I  ;;o  there. 
Three  loug  years  her  I've  l>6eB  a-courtiug, 

She's  a  beauty  beyond  compare  ; 
There's  a  kitchen,  betl-room  and  a  parlor. 

Piano  to  push  and  pull  : 
TL*?y  throw  me  out  into  the  hallway, 

Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  full. 
<  'h<>rim  :    'I'Lere'.H  Dhu  Bnrus,  the  gladiator, 
DionyaiouB  Camhahull, 
Mukins:;  love  to  sweet  Johanna, 
Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  full. 

ily  Johanna  is  always  singiu' 

"  Hold  the  fort  —for, "I'm  left  behind  :" 
"  Eilleeu  Allanna  went  ou  a  picuic," 

"For  heaven's  sake  now  pull  down  the  bliud  !" 
Pat  Murphy  gives  recitations 

Ou  the  taking  of  Sebastopol : 
They  set  me  ou  the  refrigerator, 

Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  full.      Chorus. 

I  went  and  spoke  to  Johanna's  mother. 

Said  her  daughter  had  shaken  me—   . 
Then  her  mother  coudeeccnded 

To  throw  me  into  the  street,  von  see  ; 
Then  Johanna  shouted  "  Papa  1" 

He  fell  upon  me  like  a  bull  : 
I'll  keep  away  from  sweet  Johanna, 

ShniLy  night,  when  the  parlor's  full. 
OlOfUS  :    There's  Syd  Welsh,  the  whiwkey  brewer, 
Iu  Tammany  Hall,  boys,  he  has  a  pull: 
Making  love  to  sweet  Johauua, 
Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  full. 


She  Sniti  Me  Down  to  the  Ground. 


Some  in  the  fine  arts  will  fondly  delight. 

But  I  think  fair  woman  the  prettiest  sight : 

I  hope  it  may  not  be  the  causa  of  diittress. 

When  I  hint  that  the  fairest  I  ohanoe  to  possess. 

At  least  so  I  think  :  so  forgive  me  my  pride. 

Whenever  my  fair  Isabel's  by  my  side, 

I  think  that  her  equal  could  never  be  found, 

And  my  darling  she  suits  me  right  down  to  the  grouud. 

Chobxts. 

She  suits  me  down  to  the  groaud,    ; 

The  equal  cannot  be  found 

Of  Isabella  my  fairest  belle :  .       •    : 

She  suits  me  down  to  the  groond^sbe  does ! 

I  never  saw  Venus,  but  I  have  been  told 
The  Queen  of  perfection  was  she  to  behold  : 
The  Veniw  we  see  in  the  blue  sky  above, 
Shines  scarcely  so  bright  as  the  eyes  of  my  love  ; 
Her  cheeks  like  the  blush-rose,  iuclining  to  red  : 
And  as  for  the  hair  that  rolls  down  from  her  head, 
Tis  Uke  the  bright  sunshine  we  sometimes  behold 
In  its  dance  o'er  the  waters  and  wavelets  of  gold. 

She  suits  me,  <lo. 

HeT  form— ah !  well  there— of  conrse  I've  to  guess  : 
One  »'»n't  always  come  at  that,  owing  to  drees  : 
For,  fashion  sometimes  will  ao  transmogrify-  - 
But' my  darling's  perfection  :  of  that  sure  am  I. 
Whenever  *he  speaks,  'tis  with  joy  that  I  list. 
For  fear  th.U  one  word  from  her  sweet  lips  be  missed  : 
Her  carriage  erect,  and  as  proud  as  a  Queen's. 
And  she  means  what  she  says,  and  she  says  what 

-I  she  means. 

1     .  She  snits  me,  do. 

Tis  hard,  oh  1  so  hard,  when  I  wish  her  "  good-bye," 
And  take  a  fond  kis^  and  heave  a  deep  «gh— 
Aud  oh!  that  sweet  spot,  twe«i  her  noes  and  her  chm. 
From  which  I  oft  aaatoh-just  a  UtUe  one  In  : 
Then  sadly  go  bomewiards  and  tnmble  in  bed. 
Where  sweetest  of  diftams  alwtf^k  oome  to  my  head  : 
Tm  surrounded  by  bewitiea,  in  fairyland  dwell. 
And  each  one  appflUs  to  be  my  Isabel- 
She  Mits  me,  &a 


John  Monahan's  Donkey,  ■;''  >'. 

Snog  by  Jame*  Brndley.         ,-' 

Fve  got  n  donkey,  he  stands  six  foot  high, 
I'll  sell  to  the  man  that  wishes  to  buy  ; 
He  driuks  seltzer  water  whenever  he's  dry, 
Iu  a  run  uu  the  turf  sure  be  never  proved  shy  ; 
Ho  nrikes  good  time,  oue  mile  a  day, 
I'll  match  him  nsa'ust  any  stallion  or  bay  : 
Ho  fo^^;ht  for  hiH  country,  been  all  through  the  war. 
I  teed  him  ou  herriuga,  hny,  rope  aud  tax; 
Chorus  :    I  got  a  donkey. 

He's  not  very  chuukej', 

I'll  trade  fora  moukey 
...  To  any  old  flunkey  ; 

;      ^     Wouldn't  that  1)6  bunkey 

If  he  bad  my  donkey, 

And  I  had  his  moukey, 

Aud  donkey  also  ?  . 


When  he's  locked  in  his  stable  he  makes  a  stiff  kick. 

He  wants  to  get  out,  he  pteteuds  be  is  sick  : 

I  call  out  my  donkey,  his  name  it  is  Dick, 

To  COAX  him  along  with  a  hickory  stick  ; 

If  I  laive  iu  his  box  a  big  bale  of  hay, 

He'll  eat  it  all  ui>,  le«ive  none  for  next  day  ; 

Ijost  week  he  bnike  loose  and  of  course  went  astray, 

He  was  found  iu  a  sewer  in  Avenue  A,  Chorus. 

.1 
I  harnessed  him  np  Luit  St.  Patrick's  day, 
I  rode  on  his  back  so  cheerful  aud  gay  ; 
We  started  from  the  comer  of  Tenth  and  Broadway, 
We^t  to  the  hall  without  any  delay. 
Just  as  I  was  turning  into  the' Park, 
Some  one  fired  a  pistol,  jtii-t  for  a  lark  ; 
The  donkey  fell  down,  which  caused  a  blockade. 
Only  for  fifty  horse  doctors  he'd  spoil  the  parade. 

CborusL 


She  i»  the  Pet  of  the  Swelk. 

:        .    ^    By  Frank  Lawlsr. 


I 


There  is  a  circle  of  fine  gents. 

And  don't  they  envy  me — 
For,  I'm  in  love  with  the  sweetest  girl 

That  ever  you  did  see ! 
She  dresses  in  the  fashion,  too, 
She's  the  finest  of  all  Belles : 
With  cheetuut  hair  and  eyes  of  blue. 

She  ia  the  Pet  of  the  Swells  I 
Chorus :    She  is  the  fairest  of  Belles, 

I  love  the  toes  of  her  curls  ; 
f    ..  She  is  the  sweetest  of  girls, 

My  lair  one,  my  Pet  of  the  Swells ! 

She  is  haughty  and  proud,  they  all  say :        I     ■ 

But  that  8  just  what  I  like  the  best ; 
For,  she  knows  she's  the  Belle  of  Broadway, 

When  she  is  in  her  prettiest  diesaed  ; 
Qeuts  say  that  she  is  a  coquette. 

And  flirting's  the  fashion  with  Belles : 
But  I  know  that  they  often  regret 

They  can't  talk  to  the  Pet  of  the  Swells  ? 

She  is  the  fairest,  Sk. 


I  Breathe  Once  More  My  Native  Air. 

Vurili  bjr  W.  i.  C.  Uoiic  hj  R.  F.  Harv*/. 

Sung  by  Alice  Bsnnett. 


I  breathe  once  more  my  native  air, 
And  hail  each  happy,  happy  scena^ 

That  rises  round  me  everywhere^ 
As  tbo'  I  left  bat  yester  e'en. 

■-,,:,:.; ;  Cbobttb. 

Oh !  how  I  love  thee,  Erin  dear — 
When  roaming  on  a  foreign  strand, 

In  fancy  still  my  steps  were  bme —      • 
Home  of  my  heart,  my  oative  land  1 

In  fancy  still  my  steps  were  here. 
Home  of  my  heart,  my  native  land  I' 


I've  fonnd  the  home  so  fondly  sooght, 
Aud  weep— but  these  are  joyooa  tsaa 

The  rapture  of  a  moment  bought 
l^y  long  and  wea^  absent  yaan. 

OhrbowIloTSthM^&e. 


I 


fi 


g.     Laekawanna  Gang. 

j ; .  V  ;.  ■■       Sang  by  Conroy  tnd  Unrphy.  :>,  ^  ; 

Here  we  are  two  "  Lkckawannft  Spoonen  ;"    V    '^ 
While  we're  here,  keep  your  eyes  upon  as  ; 
We  lo*d  coal  from  Harlem  to  Gowanus, 

We're  the  two  selected  "  Spooners  of  the  Gang." 
When  we  go  home,  our  family  we  embrace  : 
We  eat  our  meals  with  elegance  and  gijtoe  ; 
For  opposition  shovellen  we  long  to  hare  a  race  ; 

We  re  the  two  selected  "  Spooners  of  the  Gang." 
Chobus. 

As  through  the  streets  we  walk  along  like  soldiero. 
And  baskets  and  shoTela  we  hare  upon  our  shoulders, 
For  to  get  a  job  there's  none  can  be  bolder 
Tham  the  two  selected  "  Spoonera  of  the  Gang," 

(Chorus  repeated. ) 

On  Saturday  nights  we  stand  ^x)n  the  tsomers. 
Along  with  the  gang  tbnt  wears  the  Boll  of  Honor  : 
At  Hibernian  Hall  we're  going  to  raise  a  baooer, 

To  represent  the  "  Lackawanna  Gang." 
We  all  get  shaved  in  the  one  barber  shop. 
We  use  the  same  razor,  lather,  brush  and  cup  : 
For  Bay  Rum  and  Tonic  we  long  to  have  a  sup, 

To  atimnlftte  the  "  Lackawanna  Gang." 

As  through,  3us. 

We're  aocnmnlated  wealth  with  hard  work 

and  endarance : 
With  other  scallawags  we  have  no  interference  ; 
We  have  been  hard  tried  by  work  and  p<  rseveranoe, 

The  two  selected  ' '  Spooners  of  the  Grang. " . , 
With  the  "General  Committee"  we  are  t^o 

Ksat  big  cards, 
Id  a  grip 
in  the  ward  : 
We  oonld  pat  yon  on  the  Pipes  or  th«  City  Boulevard, 
Tb«  two  selected  "  Spooners  of  the  Gang." 

As  throogh,  &c. 


There's  Nothing  New  Under  the  San. 

This  world  of  onis  goes  round  and  round,  :^ 

The  same  sun  over  again  :  ;  - 

The  sun  oomee  up  and  the  sno  goes  down,  ,  - 

The  same  thing  over  again. 
And  under  that  sun  there  is  nothing  new, 

Tis  said,. and  so  I  have  found  it  true ; 
This  life  of  ours,  'tween  me  and  you. 

Is  the  same  thing  over  again. 
Chobitb. 

Tis  the  same  thing  over  again. 

The  same  thing  over  again:  ^ 

As  the  world  goes  round,  it  will  surely  be  found 

The  same  thing  over  agidn. 

Our  parents  they  once  were  children,  we  know, 

Tis  the  same  thing  over  again. 
What  they  did  once,  why,  we  do  now,   ■'. 

The  same  thing  over  again. 
They  loved  when  shy  Cupid  his  arrow  would  shoot, 

And  of  that  Love  we  are  surely  the  fruit : 
Now,  after  the  Old  ones,  we  follow  suit 

At  the  same  thing  over  again,  Cborns. 

To  b«  all  alone  with  your  darling  is  bliss —    ■ 

Tis  the  same  thing  over  again. 
When  nobody's  looking,  yon  steal  a  sly  kiss 

From  the  same  place  over  again. 
In  billing  and  cooing  the  time  flies  away,  .. 

You've' said  all  you  knew,  but  she  is  *'au  fait."     . 
Yon  say  "what  shall  we  do  now?"  She  alily  will  say, 

"  Oh !  the  same  thing  over  again."  Chorus. 

We  join  in  a  glass  with  some-jovial  brick. 

The  same  thing  over  again. 
Our  language  in  time  gets  remarkably  "thick," 

Too  much  same  thing  over  again. 
How  we  open  the  door  it's  not  easily  said  ; 

If  wed— we  creep  into  the  bedroom  in  dread. 
And  we  hear  a  remark,  as  we  slide  into  bed— 

.  "Ah  !  the  same  thing  over  again."  Chorus. 

The  ladies  love  scandal/  they  cannot  say  nay, 

Tis  the  same  thing  over  again. 
It's  "  aiu't  it  sad  Mrs.  Jones  can't  pay  her  way  V       t 

The  aaaae  thing  over  again.  ^ 

"  It's  a  pity  her  bmiband  don't  know  it,  rmnre."  % 

"The  tallyman  calls  every  week  too,  O  lor  T 
"  Her  noee !  such  a  red  one  I  never  yet  saw."  ^ 

It's  the  aame  thiu^  over  again.  Choms. 


t 


Pink  Dominos. 

Bang  by  arthnr  Robert*. 


Last  w^k  my  wife  said— "  Arthur  dear, . . .  .■ 

I  should  so  like  a  change,  -':'   •':  ■". 

It's  rather  dull  for  me  at  home,  :, "  .  ' 

Now  couldn't  you  arrange  ;;  -■ 

To  meet  me  aHer  business  hours? 

And  then,  you  know,  we  might      • 
Just  have  a  little  dinner,  dear,  -?:.'.  ^ 

And  go  somewhere  at  night" 

Spoken  :  And  like  a  fool  I  said  "  Yeft"  So  in 
the  daytime  I  met  an  old  pal  of  mine,  named  Brown. 
"Brown"  saysX  "I'm  going  to  take  the  wife  to  a 
Theatre  this  evening  ;  now  what's  worth  seeing  7" 
And  the  miserable  sueak  said— "Go  and  see  Fink 
Donuuofl,  it  will  make  you  roar."  He  was  right,  I  did 
roar  with  rage,  for — 

Chobcs.      '-<■■■:■:■'  ':'^-:.:  l'':-'---. 

Oh  !  Pink  Dominos,  you've  bottled  me  for  life : 
Oh !  why  did  I  not  see  it  first  before  I  took  my  wife  ! 
She'g  found  out  all  my  games,  and  in  my  face 

she  throws 
Every  naughty  thing  they  do  in  Pink  Dominos. 

I  know  I  looked  a  guilty  wretch. 

While  everybody  roared,  ^       .  '    ';'  ! 

I  chewed  niy  programme  into  pnlp,  ,''  ,    *.-; ' 

I  was  so  truly  bored — 
My  wife,  like  till  the  rest  of  them,      . 

Was  screaming  at  the  fnu. 
Says  she-"  How  good  to  bring  me  here 

To  show  me  how  it's  done — 

Spoken  :  "  Show  yon  how  what's  done.  Madam  I 
why,  don't  be  absurd  ;  this  is  no  "  Criierioiu"  "Don't 
talk  to  me,  Sir,  I've  found  yon  out:  ever  since  we've 
been  married,  you.'ve  been  deceiving  me  with  false 
telegrams,  letters,  &c.  like  that  wicked  fellow  in  the 
play  !  She  was  right.  .  Brown  had  led  me  into  the 
trap, — Farewell  Cremome,  North  Woolwich  Gardens, 
Farewell  eTer}'thing— 

Oh  !  Piuk  Dominos,  &c. 

Jnst  let  the  Author  cross  my  path,     * 

I'll  make  him  use  his  pen  .  v  V    ~-   , 

To  write  a  big  apology 

To  all  us  married  men.  .  "       . , 

And  as  for  Brown,  inhuman  wretch!        -;=      ;,!  ^ 

The  cause  of  all  my  woes,  . .-     .      ^ .  «  ; 

I'll  tell  him  what  I  think  of  him,  ; "  '  •  ' 

m  poll  his  wretched  nose.  \ 

Spoken  :  The — the— humbug!  I'll— no, tm second 
thoughts  I  won't  hit  him— I  know— 111  bay  two  stall 
tickets  and  send  them  to  his  wife— she'll  make  him 
take  her,  and  I  shall  be  revenged.  Ha  I  ha  I  and  per- 
haps he,  like  myself,  will  have  cause  to  sing — 

Oh  !  Piuk  Dominos,  &c. 

■''■'■. ;';--'v:::><';'  ':•■:;■■. mobu.     ^;'-Vi-='*v"'. :" 

f  Te  married  men  whose  wives  belieTO 

In  every  word  you  say, 
Just  pause  and  think  a  moment :  -  ~ 

Ere  you  take  them  to  the  play,         ~  1- 
If  you  would  keep  your  liberty. 

And  latch  key  off  the  shelf. 
Be  sure  the  piece  wou't  round  on  yoo, 

BvX  see  it  first  yourself. 
.       -  r .  Oh  !  Pink  Dominos,  ±c. 


])avid  Dove  that  fisll  in  Love. 

By  Ii.  M.  Ttaomton. 


I  with  a  flue  girl  fell  in  love, 

I  saw  in  London  city  : 
And  when  my  taje  to  yon  I've  told, 

I  think  you  will  me  pity. 
Twas  after  courting  her  six  mouthy 

I  thought  'twere  vain  to  tarry. 
So  summoned  resolution  up. 

And  asked  when  she  would  marry? 
Chobc& 


"  I  shall  want  some  time  to  consider,  said  she. 
So  if  yoa  vnll  look  down.on  Sunday, 

Yon  can  then  take  tea  with  motherand  me. 
And  ni  make  up  my  mind  by  Monday." 

I  called  OB  Sunday  at  her  house. 

Was  introduced  to  mother : 
"  Yoall  have  a  prise,  young  man,  said  she. 


Like  bar  then  is  no  other." 

"  To-morrow,  ma'am,  said  I.  I  hope 

To  have  my  love's  decision." 
"Yon  will,  my  pet,"  said  Margaret, 

I  bowed  with  due  snbmissiou.  Chonia. 

We  passed  the  eve  in  chat,  and  I 

At  ten  bade  both  adieu,  sir. 
Went  home  as  merry  as  a  lark. 

My  l>eUeviug  true,*  dr  : 
At  nine  o'clock  on  Monday  mom, 

I  reached  my  dariing's  dwelling, 
I  feel  my  biuiu  is  all  on  fire. 

While  I'm  my  story  telling.  i  Chorus. 

The  girl  that  I  had  hoped  to  hear 

Pronounce  my  happy  doom,  sir. 
Had  lx>lted  with  a  carpenter, 

In  foot  bopped  o'er  the  broom,  sir. 
I  aenseleH  fell— when  I  oobm  round, 

I  found  myself  in  bed,  sir, 
And  every  bit  of  my  fln«  hair 

Shaveo  off  my  precious  head,  air.        Choral. 

I  wander  like  a  ghost  about, 

I  don't  know  what  to  do,  sir, 
You  see  by  losing  Margaret 

Mv  peace  cf  mind's  gone  too,  sir. 
I've  been  clean  shaved— I  have,  indeed. 

In  more  respects  than  one,  sir. 
Be  very  careful  whom  you  love. 

JjBBt  jnou,  like  me,  are  dpne,  sir.  Chorus. 


I- 


Whoa!  Enuna! 


Some  folks  call  me  a  Laundress, 

Soap-suds,  Old  Starch  and  Blue^ 
Because  I'm  a  good  Templer — 

And  take  in  washing  too : 
They  all  may  call  me  names  like  that —   . 

Or  anything  they  choose. 
If  they  will  only  stop  my  wife 

From  going  on  the  "  booxe." 

SpcAen  ;  But  that  is  quite  impomible,  Fm  afraid: 
she  has  a  good  and  indulgent  husband,  and  all  bi 
says  to  her  is — 

CaOBTTS. 

Oh  !  Emma !  whoa  I  Emma.  ' 

Emma,  this  will  never  do !  i 

Whoa!  Emma,  Oh!  Emma,  [ 

Emma,  I'm  ashamed  of  you  I  '-^        \ 

One  time  she  is  quite  temperate^  x 

Just  sip  a  glass  of  wine. 
Whenever  we  had  friends  around,  * 

At  good  old  Chnstmass  time. 
But  now  she  drinks  just  like  a  flah, 

(In  tact,  more  Uke  a  whale,) 
If  you  should  ask  her  what  she'd  take  ?  "^ 

Spoken :  She'll  reply,  "  I  don't  mind,  an^tUnf 
will  do— just— 

"  A  small  drop  in  a  pail  "— 

Spoken  :  I  would  let  her  swim  in  it  at  homi^ 
but  she  goee  out  in  the  streets,  and  lies  down  in  tbs 
road—  Oh !  Emtta !  4c 


Each  morning  she  Is  np  by  six, 

And  flies  off  to  the  "  Pnb," 
Before  she  does  a  stroke  of  worl^  . 

Or  gives  the  clothes  a  rub. 
Wheo  she  returns,  of  course,  Fm  up. 

And  all  oar  children  straight. 
But  she  IS  always  out  again. 

Before  the  clock  strikes  eight. 


h. 


s 


Spoken :  To  have  Another  half  unt,  and  wtisB 
she  retuines,  I,  like  a  fond  and  affecnoBaa^hosband, 
^y—  Ob!Ea^A!&c. 

:     Our  bnsinefls  it  will  go  to  smash — 
If  she  don't  turn  it  np, 
-  ril  keep  no  home  or  I^nndry, 

But  drink  the  "bitter  onp, '  i 

Aad  go  and  sell  the  fuftiitut«^  \ 

While  I've  the  priviledge,  ^ 

And  with  the  coin  111  have  a  day, 
Likewise  111  break  the  pUdg*. 

Spoken  :  Fll  get  glorionaly  {nebiteted  mywk  VaiiA 
join  the  old  J^y,  and  as  we  go  ak»g  am  in  ara.  «• 
can  both  say —      .  Ob !  ~ 


* 


/Juao. 


^"'-■'^-^^^^iiifiirtiliri'''^'^'^^"-  -  ^-'--^ 


..,  ■ .  ^>: .  .  Jij:^,^.^  -^aA^^ 
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The  Six  Degn^^et  of  Crime. 
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PART   V. 

MtTRDEIU 


TLe  robbers  within  the  hoaso,  startled  by  that 
loiul  knocking  nt  the  outer  door,  hail  not  known 
what  to  think  concerning-  it. 

They  knew  very  well,  howevsr,  that  they  had  no 
time  to  lose,  and  with  the  lightest  of  the  plunder 
which  they  hud  already  gutliered,  they  sought  to 
<^iiit  the  preiuL»e8. 

By  means  of  a  rope  ladder  they  had,  from  the 
road,  reached  the  top  of  the  widl,  and  descended 
therefrom  into  the  garden. 

In  their  endeavor  to  etfcnpo  from  the  house,  tho 
rope  ladder  was  hooked  on  the  railings  of  the  bal- 
cony already  mentioned,  and  the  two  professiouid 
burglars  were  the  first  to  reach  the  ground. 

They  were  followed  as  quickly  as  possible  by  Jack 
Horsley,  and  also  by  Tom  Blackford,  who  thought 
it  best  for  his  safety  that  he  nhould  seem  as  anxious 
to  escape  as  were  any  of  the  rest  .■♦ 

In  this,  as  in  many  other  instances  where  the 
police  have  had  notice  of  a  crime  about  to  be  com- 
mitted, they  had  suflFered  it  to  be  accomplished,  to 
secure  a  stronger  conviction,  and  in  this  case  were 
Lkudably  anxious  that  society  should  be  finally  and 
for  ever  rid  of  those  two  desijerato  ruffians,  Nim- 
ming  Ned  and  Downy  Dick.  * 

Frank  Hnrdy  had  somewhat  precipitated  matter?, 
and,  had  there  been  time,  the  police  hidden  neiir 
tl'.o  bouse  would  have  prevented  him  from  knocking 
at  the  door. 

But  it  mattered  little  after  all,-  for  the  four  meu, 
who  hiid  already  descended  from  the  balcony,  h.-^d 
hardly  touched  ground  when  they  found  themselves 
surrounded  by  above  a  dozen  policemen,  who 
sprang  from  behind  the  trees  and  bushes  where 
they  had  been  lying  in  wait  to  secure  their  prej'. 

One  of  the  policemen  uuule  a  show  of  grasping  at 
Tom  Blackford,  but  that  gentleman  was  of  com-sar 
allowed  to  escajje,  and  was  not  nt  all  sorry  to  be  out 
of  the  company  of  the  men  whose  capture  he  had 
promote<l. 

Jack  Horsley  submitted  quietly ;  he  f»w  how 
hopeless  would  be  any  attempt  at  resistance,  and 
felt,  besides,  helpless,  complt-tely  overwhelmed,  his 
strength  and  courage  gone  from  him. 

Desperate  but  very  brief  was  the  stragplo  made 
by  Nimming  Ned  and  Downy  Dick,  for  in  1 -ssthan 
a  minute  they  were  tlirowu  on  their  backs,  and 
handcuffecL 

While  on  their  way  to  the  police  station,  Nim- 
ming Ned  said  to  the  other,  "They're  going  to  run 
.us  dead  in  at  last,  Dick." 

And  Dick  replied,  "  f  shouldn't  mind  being  de.id 
run  in,  if  I  thought  they  was  likely  afore  long  to 
let  us  run  otrt  again." 
.     Ned  shook  his  head. 

'     "  Wo  shall  have  it  hot,  Dick,  you  may  dei)fcud 
upon  that." 

Jack  Horsley  had  seemed  lost  in  deep  and  pain- 
ful thout;ht,  but  suddenly  aroused  therefrom  to  say, 
•'  Has  Marall  eseai>ed?" 

•''Tisu't  likel}-,"  replied  one  of  the  policemen 
who  had  them  in  charge.  "  Ho  was  iu  the  house, 
and  they  are  bound  to  have  got  him  before  this.  " 

"Then,"  said  Horsley,  sighing  deeply,  •'  I  am  us 
Borr>' for  him  as  I  am  for  myself." 

"That  be  blest!"  grunted  Nimming  Ned. 

"I'm  blowed  if  I  should  core  who  was  cotehed 
so  long  as  I  wusu't,"  growled  Dick. 

•'And  I  say, '  cried  Ned,  addressing  one  of  hi* 
guardians,  "yon  haven't  let  that  cove,  Tom  Blaik- 
ford,  get  away,  have  you  ? ' 

"No,  no  ;  you'll  see  him,  all  in  good  time." 

"That's  all  right ;  it  you've  got  him,  I'm  satis- 
fied, which  aforo  1  wasn't." 

"  And  why  not  ?"  asked  Dick. 

"Sha'n't  say  now  ;  for  if  they've  got  him,  I  was 
wrong,"  answered  Ne<l. 

Gaston  Mdrnll,  when  he  heard  that  knocking  at 
the  door,  had  tremblcil  with  aflfright. 

To  be  found  thtre,  in  comptuiy  with  those  vill- 
ninji !  What  shame,  what  degradation  !  was  his 
thought. 

But  even  at  that  moment  ho  could  think  of  Julia, 
and  moat  of  all  perhaps  ho  dreaded  falling  into  th« 
clutobea  of  the  law,  because  so  ^ould  h«  b«  de- 
prived of  every  hope  to  trace  \ier  out 


When  he  reached  the  balcony,  the  others  had 
already  descended  to  the  garden  ;  and  just  as  Gas- 
ton was  about  to  follow  them,  he  saw  the  police- 
men dart  from  their  bidding  places  aod  iasten  on 
the  burglars. 

He  stood  as  though  petrified,  his  eyes  riveted  on 
the  men  who  were  struggling  below. 

And  so  Btumied,  so  bewildered  was  he  by  that 
which  he  beheld,  and  by  his  own  terrible  danger, 
that  Frank  Hardy  was  able,  aa  wo  have  seeu,  to 
approach  him  unobserved. 

And  his  eyes,  then  tuftied  from  the  scene  below, 
were  fixed  with  a  wild  glare  on  Fnink  who,  for  the 
moment,  had  himtiolf  been  struck  motionless  by 
that  rencounter. 

Quickly,  however,  recovering  his  presence  of 
miinl,  Frank  said,  "Come  with  u)e,  and  I  will  save 
you." 

He  hurried  with  Gaston  to  a  door  at  the  bock  of 
the  bouse,  which  opened  into  the  garden,  and  hav- 
ing ascertained  that  the  way  was  quite  clear— for 
the  two  policemen  that  had  been  there  hod  flown  to 
assist  in  the  capture  of  the  housebreakers — Hardy 
said — 
.     "  Gaston  Marall,  have  you  indeed  fallen  so  low?" 

"  Let  me  go  !"  said  Gaston,  hoarsley  and  almost 
inaudibly,  and  writhing  with  the  torture  he  was 
enduring. 

Frnuk  opened  a  small  door'inlhe  garden  wall, 
and  Gaston  was  hurrying  away,  when  Hardy  caught 
his  arm,  sayiug,  "Stay  yet  a  moment ;  Icauall'ord 
to  forget  all  that  in  the  past  you  have  caused  mo  to 
suffer,  and  to  remember  only  that  your  father  was 
my  benefactor.  Say  where  I  may  find  you,  and  the 
sum  that  ho  gave  to  luo  I  will  restore  to  you. 
Meanwhile,  titko  this." 

He  thrust  a  purse  into  Gastou's  hand.  The  un- 
happy young  man  held  it  for  a  moment ;  money 
woiUd  enable  him  to  discover  Julia  ;  but  he  re- 
membered who  was  the  donor. 

"No,  no!"  he  cried  ;  "not  from  you— I  cannot 
—  I  cannot !" 

He  let  the  iMirse  fall  from  his  hand,  and  fled 
away. 

Meantime,  every  inmate  had  been  aroused,  and 
gTi  at  was  the  contusion  and  alarm. 

I'oliecmeu  were  going  from  room  to  room  of  the 
house,  noting  the  disorder  caused  by  the  burglai-s, 
and  vainly  searching  for  Marall,  whom  they  could 
not  but  believe  to  bo  still  OU  the  premises,  thinking 
it  im[>osKible  that  he  could  have  escaped  therefrom. 

Alter  that  night,  Gaston  for  a  couple  of  weeks 
Icept  himself  carefully  concealed  in  the  wretched 
lo<lging  to  which  he  was  now  reduced,  pledging,  to 
obtain  foo<l,  the  very  few  articles  left  to  him  by 
which  a  trifle  of  money  was  to  be  gained. 

He  had  brooded  over  Julia's  desertion  of  him,  had 
nursed  his  desire  for  revenge  until  hardly  iu  his 
right  senses. 

After  he  had  during  a  furtidght  confined  him- 
self to  his  lodging,  ho  felt  that  he  should  go  en- 
tirely nuid  if  longer  he  staye<l  therein  ;  and  hct,  at 
all  risks,  ho  resolved  to  go  forth,  and  wander  the 
streets,  seeking  tidings  of  Julia. 

But,  even  though  ho  should  succeed  iu  that 
search,  what  then?  Julia,  he  doubted  not  in  the 
least,  was  gone  from  England,  and  therefore  be- 
yond his  reach— for  how  was  he  to  follow  her? 

Gii5ton,  however,  was  mistaken.  Julia  was  still 
in  Ix>ndou. 

Whatever  might  have  been,  in  her  earlier  and 
more  youthiul  da}-s,  the  life  of  Mrs.  Boiling,  it  is 
quite  true  that,  during  the  latter  part  of  her  time, 
her  conduct  had  been  altogether  irreproachable. 

No  mother  could  have  acted  more  e.irefidly  nor 
more  stru*tly  with  her  daughter  than  had  this 
woman  with  her  charge. 

From  the  first,  Julia  had  be*n  Poufide<l  by  Gas- 
ton Marall  to  her  watchtul  cure,  dwelling  with  Mrs. 
Rollins,  whom  Gaston  rightly  uudorstood  and 
contideutly  trusted. 

And  Mrs.  Kollins  soon  came  to  love  Julia  na 
though  she  had  been,  iu(1ee<l,  her  own  daughter. 

She  kpew  how  shamefully  that  young  girl  hud 
beeueutxappod  toLermiu  ;  and  the  good,  it  vtdgnr, 
woman,  vowed  that,  it  she  could  j)reveut  it,  no 
lower  should  Julia  sink  in  the  niond  scale.  And 
often  b:ul  she  asked  herself,  while  Gaston's  fortune 
was  BO  nipidly  decreasiug,  and  he  himself  growing 
utore  dissip.iled  and  reckle&-i  day  by  day,  what  iu 
the  future  wotild  become  of  i>oot  Jidia  Rollins. 

Known  to  mot>t  of  the  i)eople  whom  lilrs.  Rollins 


and  Julia  visited,  waa  a  yotmg  gentleman  of  pleas- 
ant, if  not  handsome,  features,  tail  and  well-formed, 
the  possessor  of  a  moderate  fortune,  and  whose 
name  was  Thornton. 

This  gentleman,  as  neither  Mrs.  Rollins  nor  Julia 
could  fail  to  perceive,  had,  on  the  first  occasion 
that  he  beheld  her,  been  greatly  struck  with  Julia. 
And,  afterwards,  visit  where  they  might,  he  was 
certain  to  be  one  of  the  guests,  hovering  always 
near  Julia.  • 

Mrs.  Rollina,  with  a  certain  end  in  view,  was 
very  friendly  indeed  with  Henry  Thornton  ;  and, 
by  talking  to  him  constantly  of  Julia,  led  him  at 
last  to  say,  "  And  is  it  pos^ble  that  her  husband 
can  be  so  inoensible  to  his  happiness  .a^  to  neglect 
that  lovely  woman  ?" 

"Ah  !  my  dear  Mr.  Thornton,"  reapondedLetitia, 
"if  you  but  knew  all,  you  would  think  with  me 
that  his  deitth  would  bo  a  blesaiug— even  to  him- 
self." • 

"  Oh  !"  cried  Thornton  ;  "  wonid  that  she  were 
a  widow,  or  that  I  had  never  known  her !" 
.     • '  Are  j-ou,  then,  so  desperately  in  love  with  her  ?" 
<^    "  She  is  my  first,  and,  my  heart  tells  me^  vill  be 
my  only  love."  i 

.     "Poor  fellow  !"  said  Mrs.  Rollins. 

When  again  at  home  that  etening,  the  goo'l 
woman  had  a  long  talk  with  Julia  ;  spoke  of  Thorn- 
ton's love  for  her  charge,  and  wished  to  be  allowed, 
under  a  pledge  of  secrecy,  to  give  him  the  history 
of  Julia's  life,  asserting  her  conviction  that,  when 
ho  knew  all,  Thornton  would  be  proud  and  happj' 
to  make  her  his  m  ife. 

But  Julia  hcsitited. 

Nor  did  she  hesitate  because  of  her  love  for  Gas- 
ton ;  for  t«  speak  truly,  she  bad  never  loved  him. 
He  had  dazzled  her  lancy,  that  was  all,  and  she 
had  been,  iu  a  measure,  compelled  to  yield,  .and 
habit  had  with  her  done  duty  for  a  sentiment 
with  which  Gaston  had  never  been  able  to  inspire 
her. 

No ;  it  was  her  fear  of  Gaston  Mamll  which 
caused  her  hesitation.  She  knew  how  furious  his 
jealousy— how  violent  in  his  rage  he  was,  and  that, 
iu  his  desire  for  vengeance,  there  was  nothing  of 
which  he  would  not  be  capable. 

"  Well,"  thought  Mrs.  Rollins,  "  her  fears  shall 
not  stay  me,  and  I  will  make  her  a  happy  and  re- 
spectable married  woman,  in  spite  of  hen»elf." 

A  few  days  later,  Mrs.  Rollins  said  to  Julia,  "  I 
have  seen  Honrj'  Thornton— have  told  him  your 
whole  hi.story.  He  wants  to  marry  you  immediately  ; 
aud,  at  my  recommendation,  and  to  his  own  great 
satisfaction,  has  by  this  time  purchased  a  marriage 
license. " 

"I  dare  not!"  cried  Julia.  Gaston  would  kill 
mo!" 

"  Your  husband,  my  dear,  would  shelter  yon  from 
his  auger.  Ifesides,  you  have  but  to  say  the  word, 
and  you  would  soon  be  very  far  beyond  his  reach." 

She  went  on  to  explain  that  Henry  Thornton 
would,  immediately  that  she  was  his  wife,  take  her 
on  to  the  Continent,  and  where  Gaston,  search  as 
eagerly  as  he  might,  would  never  be  able  to  find 
her. 

"But,"  continued  Mrs.  Rollins,  you  need  not 
trouble  yourself  at  all  about  the  noamp  ;  for,  once 
>  OU  were  away  irom  him,  he  woidd  soon  forget  all 
about  you." 

"Ah!"  cried  Julia,  "if  I  could  but  be  snre  of 
that !" 

"Yon  may,  returned  Mrs.  Rollins;  "he  would 
be  too  busy  with  his  horse-racing  and  gambling  to 
think  of  you.  And  w-hat  could  you  expect  now  by 
remuiuing  with  him  ?  He  h^  gone  from  bad  to 
worse,  and  soon  will  not  have  a  penny  left,  and  yon 
would  never  be  safe  from  his  violence,  for  he  grows 
more  brutal  every  day." 

Jnlia  ]>romised  to  think  over  the  matter,  and  to 
give  her  final  answer  on  the  following  day. 

But  tliat  same  evening  came  the  scene*  with  the 
Jewels*  and  Julia,  within  her  own  mind,  decided 
there  and  then,  and  the  next  day  she  and  Henry 
Thornton  were  marrie<1. 

In  the  afternoon  of  that  some  day,  and  jast  as 
they  were  about  to  start  for  a  tour  on  the  Continent, 
a  telegram  came  to  Henry  Thornton  respecting  a 
family  afiair.  which  would,  for sevend  (}ays,  prevent 
his  leaving  London. 

All  Julia's  fears  of  the  man  she  had  qnilted  re- 
turned with  redcabl«<l  force.  But  Thornton  as- 
sured her  that  his  abacncc  from  her  would  bo  only 
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for  iTTO  or  three  bonrs  of  each  of  the  rtTj  few  dajv 
he  would  be  detaioed  in  London,  and  a  little  cour- 
aije  returucd  to  her. 

But  nothing,  she  said,  shoold  indaoe  her  to  leave,  - 
for  H  single  moment,  the  house  she  wns  iu,  until 
the  time  when  uhe  was  to  quit  London. 

From  moruiag  until  night  of  each  succeeding 
day,  Gaston  continued  his  search  for  Julia. 

And  as  he  paced  the  streets,  he  greatly  miasetl 
Jack  Uonley.  Better,  perhaps,  had  it  been  for 
Gaston,  in  his  present  mood,  bad  Jack  been  with 
him. 

And  no  donbt  Horsley  would  have  been  equally 
glad  to  bo  pacing  the  otreets  with  Oaston,  but  he 
v/as  in  durance,  and,  with  the  two  confirmed  house- 
breakers, committed  for  trial. 

Ou  their  first  examination  before  the  magistrate,  ' 
great  wns  their  oonstemation  when  Tom  Blackford 
api^eared  iu  the  witness-box  to  give  evidence  against 
them.  ' 

Tom  Blackford,  too,  looked  as  though  he  wished 
himself  anywhere  else,  as  indeed  he  did. 

lie  had  never  eijiected  thus  to  be  called  upon,   ■ 
or,  so  great  hia  dread  of  the  cLiss  of  men  agaiust 
whom  be  was  nctiug,  it  is  doubtful  if  be  would  , 
have  sold  himself  to  the  police.  ! 

The  le.ast  astouished  ot  the  three  prisoners  on  be-  ; 
holdiug  Tom  Blackford  was  I^Humiug  Ned,   who 
exclaimed,  "Then  I  Wiis  right,  after  all,  and  it  is   ; 
him  as  bassold  na !  Ah,  my  covey,  I  wish  I  had  hold 
cm  you  only  for  two  minutes,  that's  all ;  but  there'll  ^ 
bo  them  abeut  as  will  look  out  for  yon !"  '-^ 

Which  speech  was  auythiug  but  comfort  to  Tom  s 
Blackford. 

Soveml  times  Ga-ston  had  wondered  how  it  was  • 
that,  about  the  streeta^ay  and  night  always,  ha  had 
not  lalleu  into  the  clutches  of  the  police,  aud  been  ' 
sent  to  rejoin  the  friend  for  whose  society  he  so 
greatly  yearned.  * 

But  the  truth  was  that  strong  interest  had  been  " 
used  on  his  behalf,  and  there  was,  at  that  time,  no  .4 
hkelihood  of  his  being  arrested. 

And  it  was  but  therestlessnetisof  hismind  which  1 
eaused  Gaston's  feet  to  be  so  constantly  in  motion, 
siuoe  he  had  for  some  time  felt  Hure  that  Julia  and   ' 
the  man  for  whom  be  himself  had  been  deserted,  ^ 
m-ere  far  beyond  his  reach. 
Unhappily,  it  was  not  as  he  believed. 
One  day,  and  towards  its  close,   he  saw  Mrs.* 
Rollins,  just  as  she  was  about  to  enter  one  of  the  [ 
houses  of  a  verj'  quiet  street,  through  which  Gaston  t 
Lad  been  passing.  , 

Mrs.  Bollius  had  not  observed  him,   that  was  ^ 
crrtaiu,  and  no  sooner  had  she  entered  that  hoiuie,  \ 
than  Gaston  proceeded  to  one  adjoining  it ;  and 
seeming  calm,  while  his  brain  was  ob  fire,  aud  a 
tumult  of  the  vilest  passions  raging  within  his 
breast,  eaid  to  a  servant  who  answered  his  knock, 
"  Sorry  to  trouble  yon  ;  but  "—and  he  pointed  to 
the  house  into  which  Mrs.  Rollins  had  gone— "can  -, 
yon  tell  me  who  Uves  there  ?"  A 

"  The  name  is  Thornton — Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thorn- 
ton ;  they  are  a  new-married  couple,  and  un- 
common fond  of  one  another  ;  which  is  what  might 
be  expected,  and  what  they  ought  to  be,  in  course." 
"Yes,  certainly,"  said  Gaston.  "Have  they 
been  long  there  ?" 

"  No ;  only  two  or  three  weeks,  and  they  are  goinf; 
away  again  to-morrow  ;  going  abroad  for  a  few 
months,  to  travel  for  their  pleasure." 

"Thank  you  ;  they  are  not  the  people  I  want, 
but  I  am  much  obliged  to  yon  all  the  same."  ' 

"Don't  mnntion  it,  sir ;  you  are  quite  welcome, 
I  assure  yon." 

The  girl  had  obtained  the  information  thus  freely 
!>' stowed  ou  Gaston  from  Julia's  maid-senants  witii 
whom  she  was  iu  the  habit  of  gossiping  over  (be 
vKtU  which  scpanUed  the  two  gardens 

••  Mi«.  Thornton,"  muttered  Gaston  to  himself. 
"Thornton,  then,  is  the  name  of  the  man  who 
(oipplHuted  me,  and  he  has  married  her  that  he 
muy  legally  claim  her  against  me." 

Ue  waited,  watching  closely,  for  aboot  two  hours, 
and  it  was  dark  night 

Then,  at  laAt,  be  saw  Mrs.  Rollins  come  forth 
ac:)\in  iuto  the  street,  nud  hailing  an  empty  cab  that 
linppeiicd  to  be  just  then  passing  along,  the  lady 
jum)>od  into  it  and  was  driven  away. 

"Now,"  thought  Gastcm,  "I  ^11  have  them 
both,  and —  we  shall  see  T* 

Jast  as  he  was  about  to  raise  the  knocker,  the 
door  was  opened  by  a  sc^rvantr^irl,  who  had  oa  her 


bonnet  and  shawl. 

"  I  wish  to  see  Mr.  Thorfttou."  said  Gaston. 

"  He's  not  nt  home,  yet,  sir,  but  we  ex^^ect  him 
back  directly."  .•■..>■-.: 

"Mrs.  Thornton,  then?"  '       '-  ' 

"  She's  in  the  drawing-room,  sir,  and  very  busy  ; 
but  yoa  are  a  friend  of  theirs,  Isuppoae'if" 

"Yes."' 

"  And  are  they  expecting  yon?" 

"Certainly," 

"  Then  vou  will  be  good  enough  to  step  up,  for 
Fm  goiug  on  an  errand,  aud  have  got  to  be  back, 
if  I  can,  before  master  comes  home? " 

And  oflf  the  girl  ran,  cloeiug  the  street  door  be- 
hind her  as  she  went 

On  the  eve  of  departure,  it  was  discoveretl,  as  is 
generally  the  case  on  such  occasions,  that  a  number 
of  little  things  were  still  wanted,  or  had,  imtil  then, 
been  forgotten. 

It  was  to  procure  something  or  other  that  Mrs. 
Ilollins,  as  well  as  the  servant-girl,  had  g()u«,  aud 
both  of  them  with  strict  injunctions  to  return  as 
quickly  as  possible 

Meanwhile,  the  only  persons  in  the  house  were 
Julia  and  the  cook,  an  elderly  woman,  quite  deaf, 
aud  who  was  in  the  kitchen. 

"Now,  then  I"  said  Gaston,  as  ho  ascended  the 
stairs;  "she  first!  I  will  deal  with  him  afterwards!" 

He  reached  and  threw  oix^n  the  door  of  the  draw- 
ing-room, about  which  were  lying  several  things 
which  told  of  the  journey  about  to  bo  takeu,  aud 
JnlLi  wns  on  her  knees,  wrth  her  bacl^owards  the 
door,  p:ickii!g  a  portmanteau.  ^ 

As  slie  heard  the  door  opeu,  Julia  B.iid,  "Henry, 
how  late  you  are  !"'  and  risiug  hastily  to  her  foet, 
turned,  aud  beheld  Ghistoii  Marall. 

She  uttered  a  fnint  scream  ;  aud  white  as  a  ghot>t, 
trembled  in  every  limb. 

Gastou  closed  the  dooi  ;  and  had  there  been  ;i 
key,  would  have  looked  it ;  but  ho  placed  his  back 
against  it,  his  features  distorted,  and  with  a  wild 
aud  frenzied  glare  iu  his  oyes. 

"  No,  No,  Gastou ;  you  will  not  harm  me  !  Leave 
me,  I  entreat  you  !  My  husband  will  be  here  di- 
rectly." 

"  He  will  not  be  here  till  I  have  done  with  you  ; 
and  then  I  shall  be  glad  to  sec  your  husband  !' 

The  last  word  was  spoken  savagely. 

"Ho  is  my  husbaud!"  she  repbed,  rashly,- - 
"  reaUy  and  truly  my  husband  ;  which  he  hail  never 
been  had  you  but  made  me  yotir  wife." 

"  Y'ou  would  not  have  quitted  me  ?" 

"  No ;  I  would  have  clung  to  you  inyoiurdeepeKt 
poverty,  yonr  lowest  degradation  ;  would  have 
shared  privation— infamy,  even,  with  you." 

"You  lie!"  Gaston  furiously  said.  "Y'ou  are  a 
fortune -huuter,  and  though  fifty  times  my  wife. 
when  I  had  no  longer  money  aud  jewels  to  throw 
into  your  lap,  you  would  have  abandoned  me. '' 

"i'hink  of  me  as  you  will,"  responded  Julia, 
"but  begone;  I  would  not,  for  both  your  bakes, 
tliat  Thornton  should  find  you  here." 

' '  Fear  not  for  me ;  but  if  you  care  at  all  for  him 
—if  you  have  a  thought  beyMid  the  moucy  with 
which  he  is  able  to  furnish  you " 

"  I  love  him  !"  exclaimed  Julia ;  "  ho  is  so  good- 
has  rescued  me  from  shame  and  infamy,  aud  made 
of  me  an  honest  woman,  and  my  heart  is  nil  his 
own." 

"Yes,"  cried  Gastou,  "as  ouce  it  was  mine, 
wheu  I  was  rich." 

"  No  ;  my  heart  was  never  yours.  Before  I  knew 
Heiu-y  Thornton,  I  had  never  known  the  true  meau- 
ing  of  the  word  love." 

Gftston  moved  away  from  the  door,  and  closely 
confronted  her. 

As  Julia  uttered  those  last  words,  she  darted  pa^t 
him,  believing  she  was  about  to  escajje  from  the 
room. 

But  that  was  not  to  be  ;  and  as  she  touched  the 
handle  of  tho  door,  Gaston  fastened  on  her,  and 
roughly,  brutally  dragged  her  back  to  the  centre  of 
the  apartment 

Julia's  courage  of  a  moment  was  gone,  and  she 
was  again  terror-stricken. 

"  Have  mercy— spare  me  !!>'  sl)^  implored,  reading 
in  the  wicked  £Eioe  the  fate  that  he  inteuded  for  her. 

"  And  do  you  think,"  he  yelled,  "that  I  will  al- 
low yon— you  who  Lave  belouged  to  me.  nud  who 
ongb^still  be  miue— to  revel  in  luxury  while  I  am 
wanderinsj  bom^lt■=s  ■md  -furt'iiig?" 

"  .My   h'lsban.!   wiii   give  jou    mont}-."      Oh, 


"Yea, 


heaven  have  tnercy  on  me  T  mcaned  Julia. 

"  I  see  you  understiuid,"  hissed  Gaston, 
yes,  I  have  sworn  it,  and  I  will  kill  yon !" 

•  I  Help  me,  save  me,  Henry!  Heurj- f  loudly 
shrieked  the  wretched  girl,  aud  fought  aud  struggled 
with  her  cowardly  assailant. 

"Your  Heury  will  see  von  bo  more  alive T  cried 
Gaston,  and  fastened  his  liand  upon  her. 

By  this  time  they  were  near  one  of  the  windows 
of  the  room,  and  Julia  strove  to  reach  and  tear 
aside  the  heavy  curtains  drawn  before  it 

But  her  strength  was  nearly  exhausted  ;  the  press, 
ure  of  aiston's  baud  still  on  her  throat,  and  she 
was  sufAsating. 

She  had  long  and  beautiful  hair,  which,  in  her 
struggles,  became  loosened,  falliHg  all  around  her, 
and  couoealiug  her  face  beneath  a  silky  vtiL 

Gastou  grasped  that  long  hair  which  he  bad  so 
often  ailmired  and  cares.sed,  aud  wound  it  round 
and  round  the  poor  girl's  neck,  so  tightly  that  she 
was  completely  strangled,  and  sinking  t(>  the  floor, 
after  a  brief,  convulsive  w  rithiug  of  her  frame,  she 
was  dead. 

And  at  that  terrible  moment  the  door  of  the  room 
was  throwu  opeu,  and  Heury  Thornton  diujhed  iu- 
to the  room  and  towards  Gastou. 

But  the  murderer  evaded  his  clutch,  and  snatch- 
ing the  poker  from  the  fireplace,  aimed  a  bk)w  at 
Thornton's  head. 

But  the  blow  fill  on  tho  young  man's  upraised 
arm,  and  shatterwl  it ;  aud  Gastou,  without  further 
opposition,  rushed  from  tho  room,  leaped  the  stairs 
at  a  bound,  and  made  his  way  into  the  quiet  street, 
iu  w  hich,  just  then,  there  was  not  to  be  tteeu  a  soul 
except  himself. 

'rofjfrAmi'uiufd-rrminrnc^.in  So.  140. 


Don't  take  any  Notice,  it's  only  the  Girl. 

Bv  r,  M   Tbornt.D. 
Air;    Don't  take  uuy  notice,  It's  only  (tie  boj. 

A  fancy  shop  my  aunt  doth  kc-ep,       ;■    '  .,. 

With  goodK  'tin  well  snpplietl,  ' .  " ' 

Aud,  as  a  servaut  of  all  work, 

I  with  my  auut  rrsido.  ■  ."■■  i       • 

I'm  uot  well  paid  for  what  I  do— 

(I  own  it  is  the  <«.so  -) 
But  I  don't  grnmbl.!  very  much,  \  r. 

Because  it's  my  first  place.  •  V 

Spoken  :  My  aunt  is  iu  lovo  with  an  old  fellow  : 
he  has  got  some  rhino,  that's  why  she  Ukcs  him.  I 
am  a  very  forward  girl,  I  watch  "them  when  they  are 

billing  nud  cooint;.     The  old  ui.iu  sniil  to  my  aunt 

"Who's  thiit  l<x)kmg  at  us  ';•"     "  Oh  !"  said  my  aunt— 

Choi-.uh. 
"  Don't  triko  any  notice,  H'h  only  my  niece  tlear, 
Dout  take  any  uotice,  my  sweet  Mister  Earl : 
Don't  take  any  notice,  it's  oply  my  niece  dear. 
Don't  take  auy  notice,  it's  only  the  girL" 

If  thr.t  old  mnn  doth  marry  annt. 

He'll  live  to  rue  the  da}-. 
Because  I  fully  am  convinced  •"■::■■   ' 

That  she  will  have  her  way.  .-'<   ; 

If  he  gives  in,  whj',  then  he'll  be  .     •  > 

Her  darling  duck  aud  pet ; 
But  if  be  utters  one  wry  wori,     :■'.'■. 

He'll  see  what  he  will  get 

Spoken  :  Yes,  it  will  only  be  a  word  and  a  blow, 
and  often  the  blow  before  the  word— mi-ny's  the  cuflF 
I've  had,  I  can  tell  yoa.  The  other  nighti  he  said  to 
her-"you  are  an  amiable  creature."  "Am  I?"  said 
she  with  a  leer.  "  Yes,"  said  he,  "  but  why  do  you 
keep  that  gnpiug  wench  iu  the  house  ?"  "  Oh  !"  said 
my  aunt—  Don't  tak[P>  any  notice,  Ac. 

I  don't  intend  to  stiy  hero  long^ 

If  I  myself  can  suit, 
Because  my  aunt  is  every  day, 

I'm  rare,  a  perfect  brute. 
She  only  is  go<>d  tempered  when 

The  old  man's  by  her  side  : 
A  pretty  bridegroom  he  will  be,  -y 

And  she  a  pretty  bride  — 

Spoken  :  I  hope  I  shall  get  away  before  they  am 
married  :  she's  ouly  got  one  room  uprtairs.  I  b«^T« 
if  the  old  mau  saw  me  there,  she  would  «ay— 

I  Don't  take  auy  notice^  Aol 


•I  -^ 
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Binking  Bow! 
ob:  khz  said  bbs'o  bz  XX  sbics. 


You've  hearrl  of  roller  skating  rinka,      '  . '  ' 

Where  ladies  leum  the  arts 
Of  fraotahsg  their  dainty  limba — 

And  breaking  poor  men's  hearts. 
Twas  at  the  rink  of  "Princes,"  that     :      , 

I  flrat  met  charming  Boae, 
And  fell  o'er  bead  and  ears  in  loTO —    -  - 

Then  Dell  and  broke  my  noae. 

Spoken  :  Tea,  down  I  went  and  injured  myself 
for  lite.  They  said  that  I  wasn't  np  to  it  ;  I  was  a 
good  deal  down  in  it  at  any  rate,  bat  what  did  I  eare  7 
When  that  sweet  jonng  thing  of  seTenteen-and-a-half 
sused  at  me  with  such  tender  sympathy  in  her  light 
blue  eyes,  I  felt  as  if  I  had  as  many  legs  as  a  spider, 
and  one  or  two  broken  ones  didn't  matter,  ao  I  went 
off  again— 

Chobub. 

Rink,  rink,  rink,  rink,  '. 

She  said  she'd  be  my  bride, 
To  mate  with  me  and  skate  with  ms^ 

For  ever  by  my  side. 
'  But  oh  I  the  Uttle  Tizen  broke 

Her  loving  little  pledge. 
By  bolting  with  a  c:ty  clerk. 

Who  dul  the  outer  edge. 

She  said  she'd  teaoh— if  I  would  leam^ 

That  healthftal  exercise : 
I  fear  her  pupil  watched  too  oft 

The  puptla  of  her  eyes. 
We  glided  in  a  blisalul  dream. 

I  felt  she  must  b«  mine, 
I  tried  to  pop  the  question— when 

I  popped  upon  my — spine. 

Bpokffi :  Down  agHin,  but  I  hadn't  hurt  mvFx  If 
much,  I'd  only  dislocated  my  vertobra  aud  trHot»!re<i 
the  small  bone  of  my  jmper  collar.  Rose  said :  "  Isn't 
skating  awfully  jolly  ? "  I  answered  :  "  Yes,  Ttry  ' 
it's  like  playing  at  hospitals,"  "  Where  do  yon  feel 
the  pain  ?"  said  she.  I  clapped  my  hand  to  my  heart 
and  said  :  "  Here,  lovely  one,  here  1"  and  then  she 
tdoabed,  and  oa  we  w«mt  again. 

^    ;..      -    .  Rink,  rink,  &c. 

She'd  share  with  me  life's  ups  aud  downs,  . 

The  sweet  girl  told  me  olt  ' 

I  don't  know  whot  the  rtpit  are  like. 

The  dotrns  are  not  too  soft 
But  one  day,  for  a  city  der'i 

The  vixen  cut  me  dead  : 
I  tried  to  fall  upon  my  foe. 

Bat  fell  upon  my  head. 

Spoken  :  Down  again,  and  away  went  Rose  with 
that  twopenny-halfpenny  City  clerk.  My  blood  was 
np,  but  my  body  wiis  down — with  a  fat  man  aud  three 
little  boys  on  the  top  of  it  When  my  hated  rival  came 
round  again,  he  said  :  "  Have  you  hurt  yourself  7" 
"Ho  1  I've  only  swallowed  all  my  front  teeth,  "  snid 
L  "  Because,  he  said,  it°  yon  are  going  to  skate  here 
long.  I  thought  I'd  tell  yoa  there  a  a  ftretrate  nnder* 
taker  next  door,  who  does  walking  funerals  at  one 
pound  one."    Bah  I 

Rink,  rink,  &c. 

•    My  bitter  cup  with  gall  was  filled. 

My  jealousy  was  such, 
I  dropped  about  till  people  said 

I'd  lutd  a  drop  too  much- 
I  broke  my  nose,  I  broke  my  heart  ,^ 

She  broke  her  word  and  fled— 
I  tried  to  break  my  fiual  fall. 

But  broke  my  back  instead. 

Spoken  :  They  picked  me  np  all  in  little  pieces 
and  put  me  together  with  Polytechnic  cement  The 
doctocH  s:>id  I  had  three  compound  fractuiee  of  the 
bootjnrk  combined  with  methylated  convolvulus  of  the 
equilibrium,  which  acting  on  my  ood-liver  oil  caused 
a  spinal  eoufnsiou  of  the  blacking  bottle.  They  said 
I  wanted  a  oonvulsion  of  my  fundamental  onrriculnm 
with  six  months  iiTigation  in  the  House  of  Correction 
to  thoroughly  restore  the  epidermal  action  at  my  three 
peiin'orih  of  whiskey  warm.  Of  all  things  I  was  to 
avoid  deoeitftd  girla  and  never  again  sing- 
Rink,  rink,  Ac 


I'm  Dead  Vnti  on  DoUy. 

Air :     Bally  oom*  op. 


I'm  a  country  lad,  m^  name's  John  Brown, 
By  some  I'm  called  tne  village  clown  ; 
I've  saved  some  cash,  and  come  to  town 

To  try  and  make  love  to  Dolly. 
Since  I  first  saw  her,  I  vow 
I've  felt  I  can't  tell  how— 
Oh  I  I  wish  I  had  her  here  just  now  i 

For,  Tm  dead  nuts  on  Dolly. 
Chorus  :    For,  Dolly's  a  darling,  Dolly's  a  dock. 
My  heart  with  love  for  iier  is  strack  : 
I'll  masTj  her,  if  Tve  good  luck  : 

r '  For,  I  m  dead  nnts  on  DoUy  I 

I've  twenty  pounds,  all  in  hard  sash,  ,.  •„. 

A  fortune 'tis,  if  not  spent  laah : 
I'll  marry  her  and  cut  a  dash, 

Like  a  lady  111  keep  Dolly.  ^  '      » 

ni  toy  mansion  furnish  through 
With  furniture  all  new,  ' 

And  I  mean  to  buy  a  "cradle"  luo. 

It  will  useful  be  to  Dolly.  Chorus. 

DoOy's  a  housemaid,  clean  and  noat 

I  meet  her  nightly  in  the  street. 

As  she  fetches  the  "  beer,"  and  'tis  a  treat 

To  have  a  chat  to  Dolly. 
It  fills  my  heart  with  glee. 
She's  almost  as  rich  as  me. 
Four  pounds  a  year,  (md  find  her  own  tea. 

Is  the  ^^K^  °^  ^y  Dolly.  Chorus. 

We'll  be  married  by  license,  I  declare. 

At  St  George's  church  in  Hanover  S<iaare ; 

When  I'm  seen  by  the  ladies  there^ 

They'll  envious  be  of  Dolly ! 
For,  a  handsome  chap  like  me 
They  vtiry  seldom  see : 
I'm  a  very  great  catch,  you'll  all  agree, 

But  I  care  for  none,  like  Dolly.  Chorus. 

Of  servants,  we  will  keep  a  score,  .  '        . 

Aud  "  liveried  footman,    at  the  door. 

In  a  "Brougham,"  or  a  "coach  and  four" 

I'll  ride  ab<jut  with  Dolly. 
And  U)  fill  the  "Civic  chuir" 
I'll  put  up  for  "Lord  Miiyor," 
Ami  won't  her  fellow  servants  stafe 

When  (did  is  "  Lady  Mayoress  Dolly  V    Chorus. 

When  I'm  elected  a  mayor,  all  right 
Twill  fill  my  heart  with  great  delight : 
When  her  majesty  makes  me  a  knight 
%ahen  she'll  be  Ludy  Dolly. 
Prime  miuibter  I'll  be, 
'Twill  be  glorious,  you'll  agree. 
To  be  Sir  John  Brown  K.  T.  M.  P. 
Oh !  'twill  charm  the  heart  of  Dolly  I    Chorus. 


:    Ke«p  the  Ball  a  Boiling. 

IIow  like  a  game  of  football 

Are  the  upe  and  downs  of  life  I 
How  endless  are  the  struggles; 
Aud  how  bitter  is  tbe  strife  I 
Life's  goal  ia  very  bard  to  win. 
But  perseverance  masters  all. 
And  victory  will  be  yours  at  last 

If  you  will  only  roll  the  balL 
Chorus :    When  the  ball  is  a\  yoor  feet, 

Try  your  beet  to  inake  it  roll ; 
For,  if  yon  stop,  you'll  meet  defeat — 
S<t  try  aud  kick  it  through  the  goaL 

How  many  men,  and  women,  too, 

Have  let  their  ohanoee  slip 
By  letting  go  the  anchor 

Of  their  fast-progressing  ship  I 
A  steady  hand  and  watohlrul  eye 

Is  all  that  is  required  : 
Tben  you're  sure  to  reach  the 

Heights  to  which  yon  have  aspired.       Choma. 

What  though  stem  fate  repulses  yon. 

It  you  have  h^Itlvand  strength :  , 
B<!  ready  for  anotoer  trial,  :■"■■    ■ 

And  you'll  reach  the  goal  at  length  ; 
And  when  you  reach  the  goat 

You  may  laugh  at  Fortune's  frown,         ^ 
And  calmly  reap  the  harvest 

Of  the  ceeds  already  sown.  Cbotos. 


I'arewall,  my  Love,  'tii  Tata"*  Deorae. 

Air :     Tkongh  TaU,  mjr  girt  may  bid  ■■  pari 


Farewell,  my  love,  'tis  Fate's  decree 

'Fbat  we  must  part  *>d  part  for  ever — 
The  Cate  that  sends  me  hence  fW>m  tbaa 

My  fondest  cherished  hopes  doth  sever; 
Tis  weak  to  weep,  yet  such  will  be 

Tale-telling  tears  will  herald  sorrow : 
Well,  let  them  flow  —When  far  from  thes; 

Remember  me^  sweet  maid  of  Janow  I 

When  raging  sens  between  us  roar, 

Wbeu  far  from  home  aud  thee,  my  treason; 
"Tis  then  I'll  weep  to  pouder  o'er 

The  b3--gone  da3*8  of  Joy  and  pleasuro — 
But  they  are  gone  like  fleeting  dreams. 

Their  sad  remtmbrauoe  brings  but  sorrow ; 
;:And  dull  »ud  drear  the  future  seems  : 

For,  I  must  leave  you,  maid  of  Jarrow. 

When  other  lips  thy  charms  shall  praiM, 

Heed  not  oh  I  love !  their  flattering  story :' 
For,  evil  tries  in  many  ways 

To  rob  true  virtue  of  her  glory  :  :.-.-._     j 
Be  upright  resolute,  and  foS  *        ' 

By  modeet  grace  the  tempter's  antnr : 
And  ye^,  uix>n  a  l^ighter  soil, 

We'll  meet  agdM,  sweet  maid  of  Janow. 


I 


/        ^    Pretty  Mabel  Clare. 

Faucy  tfong  and  D*do«,  by  B.  J.  Plgoti 

In  a  pretty  cottage,  in  yon  dell, 

A  charmer  does  reside,  ^ 
One  whom  I  hope^to  call,  ere  long, 

My  own  sweet  little  bride ; 
She's  fairer  than  the  reddest  roee,      - ' 

None  with  her  can  compare, 
I  really  think  'twould  break  my  heart      ; 
^    To  lose  sweet  Mabel  Clare.  , 

CaoBVB.      ■■'       -  s  • 
A  winsome  loving  little  dialing  is  she— (break) 
I  love  her  to  distraction,  and  she  loves  ma — (break.) 
She's  the  pride  of  all  the  village. 
To  harm  her  none  would  dare ; 
I  always  am  contented  when 
I'm  near  sweet  Mabel  Clare. 

Last  Sunday  eve  we  took  a  stroll,        * 

Sweet  Mabel  Clare  and  I, 
Down  where  the  shallow  little  straam 

Doth  ripple  slowly  by  ; 
I  whispered  naught  but  words  of  lore 

Unto  my  charmer  fair  ; 
Pm  always  happy  when  I'm  near       » 

My  pretty  Mabel  Clare. 


Ohotai, 


I  Love  my  Love  in  de  Morning. 

8nng  by  Cool  Bargees.   ■.  • '  -': 

First  when  I  got  married 

Was  in  dis  happy  land ; 
Den  I  was  united,  . ' .  '  r ;  - , 

In  dis  our  darkey  band.       ';'.._.[       "  . 
First  when  I  got  married 

Was  in  dis  happy  land  :  ,'    -^ 

Den  I  was  united, 

In  dis  our  darkey  band.  • 
Chorus :    I  love  my  love  in  de  momiiig; 
I  love  my  love  at  night 
-         I  love  my  love  de  whole  day  long ; 

For,  she's  my  beauty  bright    ( JtqpeoC 

First  when  I  got  married, 

Bosinees  seemed  to  hop ; 
My  wife  she  took  in  irhitmrsnTilll|y' 

And  I  keep  a  barber's  shop. 
Finft  when  I  got  married, 

Basineee  seemed  to  hop : 
My  wife  she  took  in  Trhitmrsnhtng. 

And  I  keep  a  barber's  ahopi 

Oh  I  when  Fs  ten  years  married, 

How  happy  I  will  be; 
With  a  little  picaniimy 

A  dancing  on  my  knee  I 
Oh !  when  Fs  ten  yean  matried. 

How  happy  I  will  be. 
With  a  little  picaninny 

A  dancing  on  my  knee  I 


CtwinML 
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TlIE    SIJVOERS'    JOIJRMAL.. 


My  Forest  Home.  ,>  , 

Sang  b7  tba  Mubawk  MlDttrel%    '   .  .'" 

My  forest  home,  my  forest  home^,.  •;';  .. 

TLo  Lour  hiis  ct>me  ot  Inst,  _"  :• 

When  I  to  (luihiut  liiudH  mnst  roam,  '  , 

O'er  waterw  wild  aud  vast ; 
Aud,  oh  '  wUerever  I  may  be. 

Or  whrtt  my  woe  or  care, 
My  thonu'bts  will  foudly  tnm  to  thee  \, 

And  thiuk  tbem  light  to  bear  :  ' 

My  thouRbts  will  foudly  tnni  to  thee        ;^\,  '-    . 

Aud  thiuk  them  liRht  to  bear. 
Chorus  :     Farewell,  lurewell  my  forest  home 

Eiu  h  bliiidy  knoll,  each  liinKhinKrill ! 

•  Tho'  fur  to  dirttaiit  land.s  I  roam. 

My  htiirt,  my  heart  ia  with  thee  still  1 

Beneath  the  shadow  of  thy  treea 

I  ve  played  my  youth  away,  ,     . 

Free  from  the  tbooi^htful  reveries. 

That  bow  my  heart  to-<liiy  : 
Auil  uow,  wheu  bidding  thee  farewell, 

I  feel  how  dejir  thon  art — 
M\  sorrowed  l)reiist  aloue  can  tell 

'Tis  iilmoet  deitth  to  part : 
M.v  Mirriiwed  breast  alone  can  tell 

'Tis  almost  death  tojiart.  ChoftlS. 


i*<«>< 


Plunk,  Plunk! 

BaiiJ»  Sotig-  Trr  t  GJiunixl  Clark. 


ni  sing  yon  a  sons;,  ano  it's  not  very  long, 

'Bout  a  fiirl.  and  her  iiaiuo  it  was  Sully  : 

She  liveil  «ih  heruiothtr.  lur  sister  uud  her  brother, 

III  a  teuemeut  bouse  up  an  alley. 

Slie  gave  me  the  shake  f;)r  a  fellow  named  Jake, 

III  a  uiauuer  that  wasn't  so  slow  : 

SlieM  listen,  each  ui^ht.  with  the  greatest  delight 

Aii  he  played  ou  bu  old  buuja 

'*'    '■■-.■■-■-  .'V'  •■  ■      ■   Chokus. 

With  his  plunk,  plunk,  plnnk,  plnnk,  plunk, 

pliiuk.  uip  up  in  dee  dootlen  day, 
And  that  was  the  music  that  he  used  to  play 
With  his  pluuk,  pluuk,  plunk,  pluuk,  and  I 

hadn't  no  show 
While  he  played  on  his  old  baujo  -  plunk,  pluuk. 

I  spent  all  of  my  cash  to  try  aud  cut  a  dash, 

'I'o  will  my  fair  charmer's  band  ; 

Milt  I  found  very  soou  that  I  wii«>  a  loon  :   . 

I'^'iT   no  chance  in  the  (;)uue  did  I  stand. 

Each  night  he  was  tliere  and  I  wa<  nowhere, 

V\'itli  the  fellow  with  the  banjo,  yon  know  : 

.>^i  >  1  hail  to  take  water  when  I  found  he  had  canglit  her. 

While  be  was  playing  on  his  old  baujo.  Chonu. 


Blue-Eyed  Nell. 


Rone  and  Daiic»      Written  l>v  E<1  J    PhaUB, 

SuDg  by  the  Celeb' ate<l  Sonu  »uil  Daucf>  Artlata 

Walker  and  Wll«on. 


In  a  cottftffe  down  in  yonder  L\ne, 

A  Wanly  she  dwells  there. 
With  pouting  lips  like  roses  red 

And  lovely  golden  hair. 
One  day  while  picUiii«  flowers. 

That  blossom  in  the  dell, 
'Neath  Cupid's  shady  bowers 

I  met  my  blue-eyed  Nell. 
Chorus  :    Yes,  she  is  a  charmer. 

She's  all  the  world  to  me — (Break.) 
."■-'.  --.  Yes,  she  is  my  darliug  ; 

...    '_■  I'm  as  happy  as  can  be—      (Break.) 

She  is  fairer  thau  the  lilies 
•.  That  blossom  in  the  dell. 

And  I  call  her  my  fairy  queen, 

My  pretty  blue-eyed  NelL     (Dance.) 

I  peSBed  her  house,  one  evening, 

In  the  golden  month  of  June  :'.',. 
The  little  binls  sang  gaily, 

Aud  the  fiowers  were  in  bloom  : 
"Twas  there  I  met  my  loved  one,  «. 

A  skipping  to  the  well  ;  ■■'■' 

I  stole  a  kiss— 'twas  not  a  miss — 

Fnim  lovely  blue-eyed  Nell.  Chorus. 


The  Oood-bye  at  the  Train. 

B7  L.  M    Thornton. 
Air :    The  Oond-bye  at  the  door. 


■  •  i-. 


When  forced  at  length  to  part  with  one^ 

With  whom  you've  happy  been,      ..  v;         •" 
How  quickly  mem'ry  conjures  up  ,.•' 

Etich  bygoue  favorite  sceue —  .    ' 

'And  as  yon  hold  the  baud  which  yoa 

May  never  grasp  again. 
You  feel,  alas!  bow  ^miufnl  is 

The  good-bye  at  the  train. 

A  thonsand  thoughts  pervade  your  breast, 

A  thousand  ho]>es  and  fears. 
While  the  dear  form  still  near  your  side^ 

Yon  scarcely  see  for  tears. 
Yes,  you  hold  the  hand  which  yoa 

May  uever  grasp  again. 
You  feel,  alas  !  how  piintul  is 

The  guod-bye  at  the  train. 

^   lO     ^ 

Slam  your  Foot. 

Banjo  Song—Kn  omiR  liy  Prof.  Fdmnnd  Clark,  Oaitir 
aud  iiai.Jo  teacher    2H6  Buwery. 


De  darkies  gave  a  balllast  week  : 
For  to  see  de  8ii»h|s  wmiM  muke  yon  sqoealc. 
De  boys  dev  came  t<  r  miles  around 
To  shake  deir  flat  tcHits  uu  de  ({round. 
Dey  had  a  jaw  bone  aud  a  fiddle, 
A  l>anjo  bin  as  a  pancake  griddle, 
A  trombone  aud  a  double  bass, 
De  strings  dey  stretched  like  jujn  paste. 
Chorus  :     ISlam  your  foot  up  to  de  sky, 

Dou't  >ou  hear  de  wenchts  cry — 
Huckleberry  doo  and  craulierry  jam, 
Bttliyt  pass  along  de  bam,  ham,  ham  t 

Dere  was  Marcnret  Ann  and  big  Clofllda, 

Atnia  M<ixtiischa  aud  Meliuda  : 

Sarah  Ophelia  she  came  to  de  hop, 

Slit'.s  de  wench  dat  busted  de  policy  shop. 

Dey  danced  and  danced  in  twos  and  twos. 

Till  dey  wore  de  soles  all  ofif  der  shoes  : 

Den  a  nigger  bit  de  gong  a  sin^isb. 

And  all  de  coons  run  np  to  hash.  Ghoma. 


My  Brightest  Days  Have  Past. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Q.  A.  St.  Albyn. 


The  Bread  Winner. 


Not  long  ago,  I  c(an  remember, 

Wheu  I  was  dressed  in  bright  array, 
Then  indeed  I'd  lots  of  money, 

Auvl  I  was  courted  day  by  day. 
Gents  and  ladies  they  wotiKl  pet  me, 

But,  alas  !  th>it  did  uot  last  : 
My  money's  cone,  aud  now  they  shun  me  : 

For,  my  liri^htest  days  have  past. 
Chorus :    Olt  I  think  of  days  departed. 

Days  of  joy  that  did  not  li\st ; 
I  wander  now  near  brokeu-Uearted: 
For,  my  brightest  days  have  past. 

To  Opera,  Ball,  or  Ront  I  would  go, 

Tlie  envy  there  of  all  the  swells  : 
Smoke  luy  Havauuahs.  sip  my  sherry, 

Courted,  too,  by  all  the  belies. 
In  the  row  I  led  the  fashion. 

But  I  went  the  pace  too  fast :  I 

A  cloud  came  o'er  the  scene,  and  I  fonnd 

That  my  brightest  days  had  past  ChortlB. 

If  I  meet  with  friends  I  once  knew. 

They  nod  their  beads,  pass  ou  their  way. 
Never  stop  to  kiudly  greet  me. 

Or  ask  me  how  I  am  to  day  : 
Those  are  the  friends  I  onoe  respected, 

I  fa.stened  thera  up  to  the  last : 
TbouKh  uearly  starving,  none  will  help  me. 

Now  my  brightest  days  have  past.         Cboms. 

Oh  !  how  bitter  now  my  life  is — 

I  feel  the  stiug  of  fortune's  frown  : 
My  clothes  worn  out  and  not  a  p  nny— 

Wiio  wdl  help  nil-  now  I'm  down? 
Oft  I  thiuk  of  days  uow  gone  by. 

How  I  thoui>ht  those  times  would  last,    ' 
But  I  I'ouutl  I  Whs  misttkeu  : 

For.  my  bright^  st  days  liave  past.         Choms. 


A  light  within  the  window  shines. 

Some  one  stands  at  the  door : 
A  footstep  on  the  garden  walk 

Is  beard  to  sonud  ouce  more. 
Then  in  a  moment  'ueath  the  porch. 

Two  hearts  gave  beat  for  beat : 
Oh  !  it  is  sweet  at  eventide 

When  wife  aud  huslxiud  meet 

Across  the  threshold  of  their  home 

The  happy  pair  have  past 
The  glory  of  their  bridal  day 

No  cloud  has  overcast. 
Again  the  weary  toiler  bends 

Across  a  snowy  bed. 
To  kiss  the  little  sleeper  who     . 

There  rests  his  golden  head.  - 

Then  sitting  in  the  lighted  room. 

The  shutters  closed  aud  fast 
They  have  a  dream  of  future  days, 

Or  talk  about  the  past 
Aud  it  rei^ays  his  loug  day's  work 

To  see  her  eyes  beam  bright, 
And  it  repays  her  fuithlul  love 

To  give  him  such  delight 


Such  evenings,  full  of  happiness^ 

May  they  be  ever  theirs 
To  act  as  antidotes  agaiust 

Their  daily  griefs  aud  cares — 
For,  they  will  nerve  the  husband's  ana 

To  conquer  iu  the  strife. 
And  never  dry  the  well  oi  love 

He  fludeth  iu  his  wife. 


Ever  Mine. 


Come,  love,  the  hours  are  waning  fast, 

Hope's  herald  star  beams  clear  and  bright : 
The  clonds  that  dim  our  parting  hour 

Will  fade  before  'tis  light. 
Faith's  silver  cords  our  hearts  entwine^ 

And  fadeless  dreams  reveal 
Earth's  fairest  joys  eucircUng  hearts 

On  which  love  sets  its  seal. 

Faith's  silver  oord^  Ac 

How  welcome  is  the  bright  springtide,  ' 

The  opening  buds  and  fragraut  flowers; 
But  far  more  dear  to  me,  beloved. 

That  sacred  trysting  hour —  ,     1 

To  fold  thee  once  more  to  my  heart. 

Love's  pure  abiding  shriue — 
Through  sunlit  streams  and  storms  of  life^ 

To  call  thee  "Ever  mine  1". 

To  fold  thee,  Ac 


Old  Black  Snow. 

Oh  I  I  was  ynnng  and  handsome  onoe^ 

But  now  my  youth  has  fled. 
Old  age  has  almost  turned  quite  grey 

The  wool  npon  my  head  : 
But  yet  I  langb  and  dance  and  sing 

Wherever  I  may  go  : 
To  twirl  these  boots  this  child  it  sniti^ 

And  they  call  me  Old  Black  Suow. 

But  yet  I  laugh  aud  dance  and  sing,  Ac 

Fve  got  no  home,  I  love  to  roam, 

Fm  welcome  everywhere ; 
The  girls  they  sigh  as  I  go  by. 

And  don't  the  darkies  state  I 
And  wheu  I  cut  my  capers 

Ou  my  light  fantastic  toe. 
They  open  tueir  eyes  in  great  surprise 

To  see  this  Old  Black  Suow. 

And  when  I  cut  my  capen,  Ac 

I  never  stop,  Fm  on  the  hop, 

I  go  from  place  to  place. 
And,  as  I'm  told,  both  young  and  old. 

They're  glad  to  see  my  face  : 
For,  I  laugh  and  sing,  twth  night  and  day. 

And  twist  my  bluchers  so — 
There's  not  a  darkie  iu  the  land  '.1.'' '  •! 

Can  dance  like  Olil  Black  Snow. 

For,  I  Liu^h  and  slug,  l>otb  uight  and  day,  Ac 


•*•■  ■ 


•:t 


tiik:   8ii%oft:RS'  jouRxITAl.. 


Sih& 


Never  Give  In. 

Sang  by  the  Uobswk  lllnstreia. 


Now  if  yon  will  listen  a  moment  or  two, 

I'll  sing  you  a  bit  of  a  rhyme, 
And  tell  you  what  I  think  a  man  must  do 

To  make  the  beet  use  of  hiti  time. 
'  He  must  keep  up  his  pluck  and  must  langh  at  bad  lack. 

And  be  brave  if  he  means  to  win  : 
His  eye  must  be  bright,  and  his  heart  most  be  right, 

And  his  motto  be  "  Never  give  in." 

Cbobus. 

So  keep  yourself  steadily  moving,  lads  t 

For,  laziness  never  can  win  : 
Let  hand  and  heart  each  play  a  brave  part, 

And  your  motto  be  "  Never  give  in !"  ^  „    ■ 

Since  the  days  of  my  youth  I  have  travelled  a  bit, 

And  sojourned  in  many  a  clime. 
And  I  think  of  the  truth  I've  unravelled  a  bit, 

Although  I  am  still  iu  my  prime  : 
And  this  I  have  found,  iu  my  journeying  round 

The  world  from  the  East  to  the  West,     , 
That  he  that  has  gone  most  steadily  on 

Is  a  happier  mao  tbaa  the  rest 

,^.;  >;,;,;■■■  .■■,\ ■/-/:•"■,■'•;■-.:'--  ■  Bo  keep,  4o. 

Ill  help  a  poor  brother  whenever  I  can, 

But  a  thing  most  oflfensive  to  me 
Is  to  see  a  great  lubbering  lump  of  a  man 

With  a  heart  of  the  size  of  a  pea  : 
So  long  as  I  live,  this  maxim  I'll  give 

To  youngsters  about  to  begin — 
Don't  falter  or  shirk,  but  stick  to  your  work»     ' 

Be  jMitient  and  "  Never  give  in." 

And  keep,  Sx. 

Then,  forward,  my  lads !  and  you're  sure  to  be  right, 

Don't  wait  till  yonr  chances  are  gone  : 
Tin  better  to  struggle  and  fall  iu  the  fight, 

Than  stand  and  look  sloathfully  on. 
And  when  in  your  grave,  'twill  be  said  you  were  brave, 

And  men  will  be  proud  of  your  kin  : 
They'll  say  that  you  tried,  and  you  manfully  died 

In  your  harness-  but  "Never  gave  in." 

So  keep,  ic. 


The  SuccesBM  Lover. 

A  PirodyoD  ttaeSicillUu  Muid.      Air:    Diamond (Oklop. 
BangbjrSsni  Wkgbom. 


I  loved  a  girl,  a  charming  belle. 

With  eyes  like  diamonds,  teeth  like  pearls. 

And  I  could  t<e<>  she  was  fond  of  me  ; 

So  to  court  1  er  I  made  free. 

But  her  father  was  a  crusty  elf. 

And  said  she  shouldn't  choose  for  herself, 

Then  locked  her  up  in  her  bedroom. 

Upon  one  Monday  afternoon. 

Chorus:    But,  what -wouldn't  yon  ck» 

When  you're  in  love  ? 

What  wouldn't  you  do  -^ 

•  V    '  ■  When  you're  iu  love?        '  ,    \ 

Now  what  to  do?  I  didn't  know  : 

When  a  thought  struck  me  that  Fd  a  bow. 

So  on  an  arrow  then  I  shot 

A  letter  to  my  darling's  cot : 

But  the  old  man  he  got  hold  of  it. 

Saying  "the  biter  shall  be  bit." 

When  the  wall  I  scaled  without  alarms, 

I  dropped  down  iu  the  old  man's  arms.     GhoraB. 

Rays  I :  "  My  dear,  it  is  all  right," 

And  then  embraced  a  form  in  white. 

But  a  smell  of  snuff  and  something  rough 

Brought  me  to  my  senses  quite.  r 

Says  the  old  man  :  "  Fve  found  you  out. 

For  the  future  mind  what  you're  about ; 

Now  once  for  all  I  tell  you  plain 

You  shall  not  have  my  daughter  Jane."     Chorus. 

Tlien  some  straw  I  lit,  and,  fire  !  I  cried.    . 

With  fright  the  old  man  nearly  died, 

To  the  room  he  rushed,  it  open  burst. 

And  let  my  darling  come  out  first 

When  loud  for  water  he  did  bawl,        y  ;•' 

The  servants  rushed  into  the  hall, 

M)  love  at  the  back  she  did  slip  oat, 

And  we  got  married  ere  he  found  os  out    Ohoms. 


You  Get  More  Like  Your  Dad  Every  Day. 

SuDK  by  Alt  Wftlker. 

Tbey  say  as  the  cook  crows  the  young  ones  wQI  learn. 

At  least  it's  been  so  iu  my  case. 
For,  ever  since  I  can  remember,  I  know 

I  alwaj's  have  been  a  scapegrace. 
At  gammoning  people  I  took  a  delif^ht,  -  ;, 

And  when  I've  played  some  little  ^ame. 
Whene'er  I've  gone  home  and  acquainted  my  dad. 

He's  always  been  sure  to  exclaim — 

■.•■■,■■■..■'•■  /■/'wi;''^;'  CHOBtlS.  ■.:.■.■;■:-;■■■..■.;■■",.    ,''  / 

■  ■  • 

Yon  get  more  like  your  dad  every  day. 
You  get  more  like  your  dad  every  djiy  : 
When  some  tricks  I  have  played,  he  will  say 

"you  young  blade, 
You  get  more  like  your  dad  every  day." 

I  was  barely  fourteen  when  I  started  a  pipe. 

And  also  to  court  I  began  : 
I  went  into  taverns  and  called  for  beer,  ■ 

And  fancied  myself  quite  a  mau. 
I  remember  the  first  time  my  friends  saw  me  home, 

I  hsid  to  be  carried  to  bed. 
Instead  of  chastising,  my  dad  only  smiled,     : 

And  said  as  he  shook  his  old  head — 

You  get  more,  &c. 

In  wrenching  off  knockers,  and  pulling  down  the  bells, 

And  spreeiug  I  took  a  delight  ; 
But  there's  one  thing  I  used  to  like  better  than  all, 

'Twas  bothering  Uobbies  at  night 
And  ofteu  I've  thrown,  from  the  top  of  a  wall, 

A  stone  at  a  poor  Peeler's  tile. 
And  when  my  old  dad  chanced  to  hear  of  the  joke. 

He'd  frequently  say  with  a  smile  — 

You  get  more,  &c. 

I  am  now  most  addicted  to  flirting  and  fun  : 

Iu  fact,  I  make  love  to  excess, 
And  have  promised  to  marry  so  many  dear  girls. 

At  last  I've  got  iuto  a  mess  : 
There  are  Susan,  and  Annie,  and  Florence  and  Kate, 

Who've  all  had  a  promise  from  me. 
And  when  I  told  father,  he  roared  with  delight, 

Aud  cried  with  a  slap  on  his  knee— 

You  get  more,  Ac. 


I  Will. 

Sang  by  Joseph  Tsbrur. 


Now  for  many  long  years  I've  been  wishing  to  marry : 

Unto  my  misfortune  I've  done  so  at  last: 
For,  I  always  did  say  that  I  never  would  tarry, 

And  no  where  behold  me  a  wretched  outcast 
I  walked  out  with  a  girl  handsome,  tender  and  young. 

She  called  me  her  own  darling  Bill. 
When  she  ask  me  to  take  her  to  Greenwich  for  fun, 

I'd  not  "  parley,"  but  answer  "  I  will." 

\.:  ■.'■■■'■:,(;• -^y.::^::      Choecs.      ■■',■;..:,■:;.■■''■:. 

I  win,  Twitt: 

I'm  so  nervous  I  cannot  stand  still, 

I  shall  never  forget  it  but  dearly  regret  it. 

That  ever  I  said  I  wiU. 

"  Is  your  love  ever  true  ?—  in  a  note  she  enclosed  it — 

I  want  to  propose,  but  I  do  not  know  how  : 
I'm  surprised,  dear,  at  you  that  you  have  not  proposed  it. 

But  say  from  your  heart  will  you  marry  me  now  ?" 
Very  soon  to  the  church  we  went  free  from  strife. 

So  happy  we  scarce  could  stand  still : 
^Vhen  the  parson  be  said  :  "  will  you  take  her  for  life  T' 

To  my  sorrow  I  answered  "  I  wilL" 

I  will,  <tc. 

Three  months  after  we  married,  my  wife  said  to  me, 

"  I  should  very  much  like,  dear,  to  go  out  of  town." 
When  she  said  :  "  will  you  let  me  ?"  I 

answered  "I  will," 
When  she  started  away  and  went  with  John  Brown. 
She's  been  gene  jest  three  months,  I've  not  seen 

her  since, 
I  feel  that  myself  I  could  kill. 
My  mind's  well  employed,  I  feel  so  annoyed 
That  ever  I  murmured  "  I  will. " 

Iwill,  Ac. 
^ 


The  Stage  of  the  World. 

By  Dauiel  MacFarlSB*. 

This  woild  is  a  stage,  ~ 

I  think  we  may  say,  .   "^ 

Though  the  play  it  seems  straogs 

As  it  goes  night  aud  day. 
And  we  all  play  a  part. 

Let  it  be  right  or  wrong  :,'. . 
For  example.  I  am  trying  ' 

To  make  this  a  song,  /_  ■: 

There  are  men,  and  their  parta 

Is  this  stage  for  to  rule :  ;-.  \  : 

Likewise  men  playing  parts,  V; 

Who  were  never  at  schooL        •-,  .'.,'* 
So  the  play  it's  a  stmuge  one,       '.'"'  '' 

Though  its  name  I  duu't  know, 
But  there's  sceuee  playetl  of  pleasoXQ^ 

Aud  scenes  played  of  woe. 

There  are  sighs  of  the  weary,       *, 

And  songs  of  the  glad  : 
There  are  smiles  of  the  cheer7. 

And  tears  of  the  sad,  .  ,;•:  • 

That  would  make  a  man  beady,  .:*"  " ; 

Were  it  not  hope  uuturled,        .-  -■  ^ 
Leadiug  us  through  our  part        'I  . 

Ou  the  stage  of  the  world. 

There  are  men  to  sustain  parta 

As  high  as  a  king. 
With  a  palace  to  live  in, 

Aud  converse  with  a  queen  ; 
And  men  iu  the  workhouse, 

Perhiips,  with  their  wives, 
With  parts  both  of  sorrow  •''' 

All  the  days  of  their  lives. 

So  the  difference  is  great 

With  the  pitrtH  that  men  pUy  J 
The  rich  seem  all  stars. 

That  is  all  we  can  say  ;        '■ .  -_ ' 
But  the  day  it  will  come 

When  we  all  will  exit 
And  who  gets  most  applause,       '.  •  ■    . 

Which  will  judge  us  aright 


There's  a  Time  and  Place  for  Everything. 

Bang  by  J.  Crockett.    Air .    Paddle  your  own  Oanoe. 


We  are  told  by  one  of  the  wisest  men    .  -,  - 

The  world  has  ever  kunwn. 
There  is  a  proper  time  and  place 

When  all  things  should  be  done.  ..•.""■ 

So  all  your  words  aud  actions  mind,      v,  ; 

To  most  carefully  weigh  :  t  ■ 

Do  all  things  in  right  time  and  place  : 
For,  the  proverb  pLiin  doth  say — 
Chorus  :    There's  a  time  and  place  for  eveiything 
As  up  life's  hill  you  climb  : 
Do  all  things  iu  their  proper  place, 
Aud  at  the  proper  tiiue. 

Now  many  people  oft  we  mert        \.<'-''  '     ' 

So  devoid  of  common  sense,  .-.  -.,  - 

They're  always  trjing  to  raise  a  langh     ;  i-     .  • 

At  other  folks' expense : 
Now,  a  joke  I  owu'k  all  very  well    t'-  ■ " 

If  in  Its  proper  place,  i  ,^'y  .' 

But  no  one's  feelings  try  to  hart :    ..'■■■• 

For,  the  proverb  plainly  says —  Ohorns. 

There's  a  time  to  save,  that's  when  you're  young, 
'  And  in  the  bloom  of  health  : 
And  a  time  to  rest :  that's  when  you're  old. 

Then  store  your  little  wealth. 
Be  careful  how  your  money's  spent 

Or  you'll  find  out  at  last 
Although  there  in  a  time  to  feast 

There's  also  a  time  to  fast  Cbomi. 

Don't  idly  lounge  yonr  time  away, 

When  to  work  you  ought  to  go  : 
There's  a  time  to  work  tuid  a  time  to  play  : 

The  proverb  sayeth  sa 
Then  inake  the  best  of  everything,* 

As  the  ladder  of  life  yon  cUmb. 
Do  all  things  in  their  proper  '*'' "«», 

And  at  the  proper  time.  Cbanm. 


* 
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;     The  Watermill. 

COEKECTED  YEBSION. 

B«Gtt«d  by  Oas  WlllUnu^ 


Listen  to  the  watermill :  through  the  livelong  day, 
Uuw  the  cliuking  of  its  wheel  weare  the  houraaway — 
Liiiignidly  the  autumn  wind  stirs  the  greenwood  leaves, 
From  the  fit-lilH  the  reapers  slug,  biuding  ap  the  nheaves; 
And  a  proverb  haunts  my  miud,  as  a  spell  is  cast— 
The  mill  will  never  grind  with  the  water  that  iu  pabt 

Autumn  winds  revive  no  more  leaves  that  once  are  shed, 

And  the  sickle  cannot  reap  com  once  gathered  ; 

A'ul  the  rippling  stream  flows  on  tranquil,  deep  and  still, 

Never  gliding  l»ck  again  to  the  watarmilL 

'Irnly  speaks  the  proverb  old,  with  a  meaning  vast— 

The  mill  will  nuver  (^riud  with  the  water  that  is  past 

Tiike  the  lesson  to  thyself,  loving  heart  and  true  : 
O.  ilden  years  are  fleeting  by,  youth  is  passing,  too  ; 
L«-iiru  to  make  the  most  of  life,  lose  no  happy  day. 
Time  will  never  bring  thee  back  chances  swept  away  : 
Leave  no  tender  word  unsaid,  love  while  love  shall  last — 
The  mill  will  never  grind  with  the  water  that  is  past. 

Work  while  yet  the  daylight  shines,  man  of 

strength  and  will : 
Never  does  the  streamlet  glide  useless  by  the  mill ; 
Wait  not  till  to-morrow's  suu  beams  upon  the  way. 
All  that  thou  canst  call  thine  own  lies  in  thy—  to-day  : 
Power,  intellect  and  health  may  not  always  la«t— 
TLo  niill  will  never  grind  with  the  water  that  is  p\8t. 

Oh  !  the  wasted  hours  of  life  that  have  drifted  by  1 
Oil !  the  good  we  might  have  done,  lost  without  a  sit;h  ! 
T  •  'vo  that  we  might  onoe  have  saved  by  a  single  word, 
Thonghta  conceivetl,  but  never  penned, 

perishing  unheard  ! 
Take  the  proverb  to  thine  heart,  take  and  hold  it  fast-- 
The  mill  will  never  grind  with  the  water  that  is  past. 

Oh  !  love  thy  God  and  fellow-man,  thyself  consider  livst : 
For,  come  it  will  when  thoa  must  scan  dark 

errors  of  the  past  ; 
Ai.il  when  the  fight  of  life  is  o'er,  and  earth 

recedes  from  view, 
And  Heaven  in  all  its  glory  shines  'midst  the 

pure,  the  good,  the  tnie  : 
Then  you'll  see  more  clearly  the  proverb  deep  and  vast— 
The  null  will  never  grind  with  Uie  water  that  is  pcuit 


At  it  Again! 

^7  Fred.  J.  Macklay. 


Thronch  a  very  queer  saying  I  oft  have  to  smile  ; 
HI  tell  you  a  strange  one  the  time  to  beguile. 
NVh.  n  Ififht  went  a  courting  the  dear  one  to  woo, 
I'll  lull  her  such  pet  names,  like  us  fellows  da 
'AW'd  have  lots  of  fun,  I  would  play  and  she  sing, 
.And  talk  of  the  future  and  what  it  would  bring  : 
Then  when  I  on  parting  a  kiss  strived  to  gain. 
Id  hear  hor  pa's  voice  yell—  "  You're  at  it  again  1" 

Chorus. 

At  it  again!  At  it  again  ! 
Ton  ought  to  know  better.     You're  acting  insane. 

At  it  again  I  At  it  again  ! 
AVhy  don't  ^  ou  stop  it  ?    You're  at  it  again  I 

Ono  ni^ht  I  stayed  late,  as  the  old  man  had  retired, 
.\nil  in(x)iiliL;ht  love-nouikiug  she  said  she  admired. 
Slid  I  :   ■  Now,  my  darling,  just  give  me  one  kiss  :'" 
And  in  tryin>{  to  reach  her,  I  made  a  sad  miss  : 
For,  I  upset  the  table.   She  gave  a  load  scream. 
Which  soon  awoke  the  old  man  out  of  his  dream, 
NV'lio  sei7.ed  his  revolver,  and  down  stairs  he  came. 
Yelled :  '•  That  wicked  old  Tom  cat's  broke 
■  ..      ,.  -•'•:■:...•..■  something  again." 

'   '  '  -^  "'  "■  •  At  it  again  I  Ac. 

In  pt-aoe  and  contentment  I  pass  my  time  away  ; 
I  mHnitil  uiy  Nellie  so  hantlsome  and  f^y. 
We  li;n-e  lots  of  fun,  in  oor  bouse  near  the  Park, 
\  (l  litr  tiilher  comes  there  with  the  same  old  remark. 
But  tli-<  litst  time  he  came,  now  imagine  his  joy, 
He  found  he  was  grandpa  to  a  girl  and  a  boy. 
H<'  winked  at  my  wife,  and  said,  "Now,  it's  plain. 
The  babies  are  beauties,  and  they're  langhing  a^ain." 

At  it  again !  Ac 


Custard  Pies.      '  ■ 

Bjr  Oua  WiUltmi.  Air  :    SwMt  bjeand  by«. 


I 


Dere's  a  blace  dot  is  better  dan  dis — 
Und  I  vish  in  my  heart  I  vos  dere  ; 

It's  a  dining  saloon  dot  I  mean, 
Und  you'll  always  find  on  de  bill  of 

■■■■'■''>  Chobus.  ,,  '■  '■_  ' 

Custard  pies,  costard  pies  : 

How  I  visii  I  could  see  dem  vonce  more ! 
Custard  pies,  full  of  flies,  ^ 

Ve  shall  eat  on  dot  beautiful  shore. 

I  remember,  veu  I  vent  to  school, 

Und  time  it  never  can  enise, 
I  got  in  .a  fight  dere,  vone  day, 

Und  a  fellar  hit  me  right  in  de  face; 

Mit— Custard  pies,  &o, 

Und  ven  at  lasd  I  have  to  die, 

Und  dey  Liy  me  avay  in  de  tomb, 
I  hope  all  my  friends  dot  are  left, 

Vill  see  planted  o'er  me  iu  full  bloom — 

Custard  pies,  d:c. 


Balm  of  Gilead. 

ArraiiKed  by  H.  T.  Bryant. 

The  Manic  la  i>nhlla1ie'1  I  v  Oliver  Ditaon  ft  Co., 
BoBtou    M:i8ii.,      Pi  ictf  3U  ceuta. 

Oh  I  we  ain't  going  home  any  more, 
Oh !  we  ain't  goiu}<  home  any  more. 
Oh  1  we  ain't  going  home  any  more, 
Down  t'  the  jieiich-blow  farm  : 
Balm  of  Gile:iil,  Balm  of  Gilead,  Balm  of  Gilead, 
Down  t'  tli'j  ptuch-blow  farm. 

!Miissa  loved  his  good  old  Jamaica, 

His  good  old  Jamaica,  bis  good  old  Jamaica : 

Massa  loved  his  t,'oi>d  old  Jamaica, 

Down  in  AJabumu. 

Chokcs. 

Hip  !  hip  !  hurrah  !    Ah,  ah  I 
Hi]> !  hip !  hurrah  !    Oh  !  my  lamb  I 
Oh  !  we  ain't  going  home  any  more. 
Oh  !  we  ain't  going  home  any  more. 
Oh  !  we  ain't  going  home  any  more, 
Down  t'  the  peach-blow  farm  : 
Bulni  of  Gilead,  Balm  of  Gilead,  Balm  of  Gilead, 
Down  t'  the  i^each-blow  farm. 

Ain't  I  glad  to  get  out  the  wilderness, 
Get  out  the  wilderness,  get  out  the  wilderness  I 
Ain't  I  glad  to  get  out  the  wilderness  : 
Oh,  my  lamb  ! 

LHip !  hip !  hnrrah,  3ce. 
m  Jerusalem, 
He  came  from  Jerusalem,  he  came  from  Jerusalem: 
Ht>  kick  so  high,  they  put  him  in  a  museum, 
Down  iu  Alabama. 

.^  I  Hip!  hip!  hnrrah,  Ac 

^  ■■■  — 
He  Didn't  Know  How  to  Do  It 

By  L.  M.  Tboruton. 


W.hen  Tim  came  courting  me^ 

I  always  on  him  smiled, 
But,  ah  '  so  strange  was  he, 

I  nigh  was  driven  wild. 
When  time  had  come  to  part^ 

You'll  scarcely  credit  tiaa. 
At  once  he  ofi'  did  start, 

And  never  gave  a  kiss. 

CUOBUS. 

He  didn't  know  how  to  do  it. 
He  didn't  know  how  to  do  it, 
He  didn't  know  how  to  do  it* 
So  great  a  goose  was  he. 

Sweet  songs  I  used  to  sing. 

That  did  of  kisses  speak  : 
But,  oh  1  the  stupid  thing  I 

He  never  kissed  my  cheek. 
However  he  is  pone, 

And  glad  enough  am  I : 
I  hope  A  sharper  one  ;.■ 

I  shortly  shall  espy. 


Jost  Over  The  HilL 

Ballad-By  Frank  Stanaelle. 


Jost  over  the  hill  lives  a  shy  moontain-maiden. 

Whose  wild  flowing  locks  are  my  joy  and  my  pride  : 
Whose  bright,  sparkling  eyes  are  with 

mirthfolneas  laden. 

And  pearly  white  teeth  between  ruby  lips  hide. 
She's  free  from  all  guile,  yet  is  blithesome  and  merry, 

While  soit  is  her  voice  as  the  murmuring  rill : 
I  call  her  my  gipsy,  my  bright  elfin  fairy — 

The  queen  of  my  heart,  that  hves  over  the  hilL 

She  wears  no  fine  satins,  no  silks  and  no  laces. 

Her  fresh  rosy  cheeks  are  not  colored  with  art : 
Yet  Natnre  has  blessed  her  with  numberless  gracet-'  - 

Deceit  has  no  home  iu  her  trusting  youug  heart 
While  tossed  on  the  waves  of  this  hfe's  troubled  ocean. 

Through  trials  and  dangers,  through  good 

and  through  ill, 
I  know,  I  am  sure  of  the  fond  heart's  devotion 

Of  one  evsr  true  who  lives  over  the  hill. 

While  artists  may  linger  o'er  landscape  or  mountain. 

And  Fashion's  gay  belles  are  by  poets  extolled. 
Still  'shnned  in  my  heart,  of  my  joy  she's  the  fountain, 

More  precious  than  jewels  and  porer  than  gold. 
Sach  graces,  with  goodness  and  beauty  combming, 

With  Love's  worme«t  fires  cause  my  bosom  to  thrill, 
Forever  I'll  love,  with  a  love  ne'er  declining. 

The  dear  little  maid  who  lives  over  the  hilL 


Oh  !  Meet  Me  by  the  Brooklet. 

By  William  Beekman. 


Oh  !  meet  me,  love,  by  the  brooklet. 

Where  the  willows  throw  their  shade. 
And  the  roses  breathe  pure  incense 

In  the  calm  and  mossy  glade. 
We'll  sit  beneath  the  arching  vine 

As  blithe  as  e'er  can  be. 
And  listen  to  the  little  birds 

Sing  sweet  songs  o'er  the  lea. 
Chorus  :    Oh  !  meet  me,  love,  by  the  brooklet 
Where  the  water-lilies  grow  : 
.  For,  I  long  to  wander  with  yon. 

In  the  twilight,  to  and  fro. 

Oh !  meet  me,  love,  by  the  brooklet 

Where  the  waters  ripple  low  : 
And,  as  the  silvery  moon  doth  shine. 

We'll  watch  the  brooklet  flow  : 
When  the  dew-<lrops  kiss  the  roses. 

And  Venus  smiles  above, 
Then  we'll  whisj)er  to  each  other     ' 

The  old,  old  tkle  of  love. 


Chorns. 


That  Toong  Man  Across  the  Way. 

BONO  AND  CHOBT78. 
Wordaby  UIa«  Katie  Belle  WIehman.     Vuie  by  E.  Uaok. 


Well,  I  wonder  what's  the  meaniog, 

Alwajrs  looking  over  here  ? 
When  I'm  at  the  pirlor  window. 

He  is  sure  then  to  appear ; 
Every  evening  as  I  sit  there. 

Just  before  the  close  of  day. 
There  he  is,  with  roguish  glances^' 

Watching  mo  across  the  way.      "  '  , 

Chorus  :    So  let  him  stare,  I  do  not  care, 
I  shall  not  go  away  ; 
.    Toung  men,  who  live  across  the  str^  et, 
Must  look  across  the  way. 

He  has  brown  hair,  dark  and  waving. 

And  his  eyes,  I  think,  are  gray  :  ~    ■  . 

But  I  know,  whate'er  their  color,  f     .- 

Often  do  they  look  this  way : 
And  one  tender  twilight  evening, 

I'm  quite  sure  that  he  did  thw — 
Just  before  I  left  the  window. 

Unto  me  he  threw  a  kiss,      f 


Chorus. 


Ohoms. 


From  the  other  side,  one  evenins. 

To  oor  door  he  found  his  way  : 
After  that,  'twas  very  often 

That  he  came  across  the  way ; 
And  while  sitting  by  our  window. 

There  was  much  he  made  me  say, 
And,  'mong  other  tliintiR.  I  promised 

That  I'd  live  across  the  waj. 


Cboni& 


=  ^^  •»;   .  •  V  *';•'.  ■• 
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Bemember  Ton  Have  Children  of  Your  Own. 

MoUj  Sonij-  8nns  by  Frank  Lewis 
VVritteu  aud  ad  ipted  by  Jim  Campbell. 

CopyriKl't    1677   by  £   H.  Harding.        The  Mnalc  can  be 
had  of  E.  U   UardiiJg.  No.  229  Bowery.    Price  35  cU. 


In  your  path  tlirongh  life,  each  day,;-;,     ' ,,     :  t 

You  will  meet  upon  the  way 

iVllow  mortals  upon  whom  this  world  doth  frown  : 

Who,  tfoui  povt-rty  or  crime, 

Uiive  fiilieu  iu  their  time, 

Or  by  circumsiiiuces  crushed  and  stricken  down — 

Youujj  men  with  blighted  names, 

Who  ouoe  hiul  noble  aims  : 

YouuK  (,'iils  with  Kbame  and  sorrow  on  their  brow, 

Whom  11  kindly  W(ird  mifjht  save 

From  a  dark,  dishonored  f^ruve, 

While  H  cruel  one  would  drive  to  madDees  now : 

They  were  once  to  some  one  dear — 

So  don't  pass  them  with  a  sneer. 

But  speak  a  kindly  word  iu  cheering  tone :         ^       ! 

Y'ou  know  not  what's  iu  store     .• 

For  the  loved  ones  you  adore  :  -  •  .- 

Keuiember  you  have  children  of  your  own. 

The  shop  pirls  on  the  street  ;        > 

With  as  much  respect  sbonld  meet  ;     _ '■ 

As  the  niillioniiire  who  iu  his  carriage  rolls  ; 

And  Ibe  honest  laboring  man, 

With  his  strong  and  horny  hand, 

They,  too,  have  hearts  and  feelings — yes,  and  souls  ! 

And  the  wretched  drunkard,  too. 

Who  perhaps  was  once  like  you 

R.  sid-ctfd  and  beloved  by  one  and  all : 

Thouj^h  no  di  ubt  from  care  and  strife. 

Or  some  sorrow  ol  his  lite. 

Has  fallen,  but  not  quite  beyond  recall :  ' 

And  the  ^>oor  outcast  forlorn — 

Don't  pass  her  by  with  scorn. 

But  itpeak  unto  her  with  a  gentle  tone : 

Perh.n>s  she's  not  to  blame 

For  bcr  Hie  olsin  and  shame  :  ;* 

ItenR-mber  you  have  children  of  your  own. 

Don't  despise  the  wretched  poor, 

Who  perhaps  prim  want  may  lure     '.' - 

To  steal  the  bread  their  starving  children  ciaye — 

Be  not  the  one  to  blame  : 

Yon  yourself  would  <.lo  the  same, 

With  starvation  at  your  door  you'd  dare  the  grave : 

Their  family  Ls  as  dear  '■:;...■,, 

To  them  as  any  here  :  •  ■■  ■  '  '       •  -^    '      ■" 

Tlio'  til.  ir  el  thes  may  be  all  ragged,  torn  and  old, 

Dejectfd  and  forlorn, 

Y'et  still  till  ir  hearts  are  warm  : 

Tho'  they  l.ick  the  rich  man's  cheerful  home  and  gold, 

They  are  all  to  winie  one  dear —  ■":'.;        > 

So  don't  pas.s  them  with  a  sneer,  '        ^' 

But  61K  ilk  a  kindly  word  in  cheering  tone  :      ■'_     - 

Y'ou  know  not  what's  iu  store 

For  the  loved  ones  yon  adore  : 

Remember  you  have  chihlren  of  your  own.  '  ■; 


Parody  on  Sweet  By-and-By. 

Suns  by  Frank  Murdoch. 


Did  you  ever  go  into  a  saloon, 

Vere  dey  give  you  a  free  lunch  mit  a  beer? 
And  ven  de  barkeeper's  back  is  turned. 

How  de  bums  to  de  counter  dey  all  steer  ? 

~''i:--'-  '■'■"■'    Chobus.  v. ;-.":;;'«■■. ■■■v-v-r:;;',^'-  v  , 
Beefsteak  pie,  dey  all  cry  ; 

And  dey  chew  as  dey  ncTer  chewed  before ; 
Oyster  pie,  vat  do  you  soi? 
'Ve'll  have  beats  on  dat  beautiful  shore. 

Y'ou  can  see  dem  any  hour  of  de  day,  ^■>' 

Around  on  de  corners  vere  dey  stand,        :       ■;, ' 

Avaiting  lor  .st)me  one  to  treat, 
Dey  voiild  break  up  any  soup-hoase  in  de  land. 

Chorus. 
Mutton  pie,  dey  all  cry,  ;.j         » 

For  a  free  lunch  all  night  dey  loudly  roar. 
And  ven  dey  die,  by-and-by, 

Ve'll  have  beats  on  dat  beautiful  shore.    ..        ,; 


Teach  your  children  to  help  themselves- 
to  what  doesn't  belong  to  them. 


-but  not 


Oil !  James :  Whoa !  James,  Fie  for  Shame ! 

'  WHAT  ABOUT  KMMa's  BABY?    . 


I  have  lately  got  in  trouble. 

All  through  a  female  pearl ;  "      :    .V  . 

A  swell,  who  is  my  double. 

Has  gone  wrong  with  this  girL  .  ' 

She  has  got  a  chubby  baby  boy. 

To  own  it  I  decUue,  '  /  -^'..        \   - 

But  people  cry,  and  wish  me  j(rf,:'.       |. . :         , 

Because  they  think  it's  mine.        V  i.'   ' '   -  '■  ' 

Spoken  :  Yes,  they've  the  impudence  when  they 
see  me  to  sing — 

Ceobus.'  ■:''::'  ^v:7  "_■■:':■  ;".;■■';■•-.■' 

Oh  !  James,  Oh  !  James, 

Whoa  !  James,  fie  for  shame  on  yon ! 

Oh!  James,  whoa!  James,  . ; 

James,  it's  the  spit  of  you.  .  r-     \ 

I  cannot  tike  a  ramble,  -    .  '  i-    V 

But  fellows  bawl  out — "How     ;    ^      ;   * 
Alxint  Miss  Emma's  baby?- 

You  have  been  and  done  it  now  !"     V      .      >. 
If  to  a  Music  Hall  or  Theatre  I  go. 

And  think  from  them  I  hide. 
Some  one  is  sure  to  bellow, 

"How  about  Miss  Emma's  child  !" 

Spoken :  Yes,  the  other  night  an  impudent  lad 
bawled  out — "Hallo,  James  Jenkins  !"  That  chap 
in  the  middle  of  the  fourth  row  "How  about  the 
girl?  Whoa!  Oh'  Emma -Whoa !  Oh!  for  the 
baby  !"  The  ladies  hid  their  faces  behind  fans  and 
nosefj;ays  in  the  boxes,  while  the  gallery  boys  got  up  a 
chorus  of—  Chorus. 

That  swell,  who  is  my  double,  ^' 

With  face  and  dress  like  mine, 
.    Got  Emma  into  trouble. 

And  to  pay  does  decline.  ;     ^ 

Now  it's  not  very  pleasant         -  .     ' ;.    ;■  ;:;,■■• 

To  hear  sung  this  refrain, 
Especially  when  ]>resent 

Is  my  love  Mary  Jane. 

Spoken  :  A  nice  thing  indeed  when  I'm  walking 
with  my  intended,  because  tho  old  women  have  put 
it  about  that  I'm  a  father  without  being  a  husband, 
to  hear  the  girls  and  boys  sing  out—  Chorus, 

I  swear,  to  put  an  end  to  this. 

And  make  them  turn  it  up, 
I'll  enter  into  married  blis.s,  ■    "     : 

And  taste  of  pleasure's  cup. 
When  with  my  wife  I'm  passing  by,       • 

I  hope  they'll  drop  the  game. 
And  I  trust  none  of  you  will  cry —  ; '  :; 

"Oh!  James,  fie  for  shame  l"  . 

Spoken  :  I  mean  to  get  married,  and  instead  of 
■  being  chaffed  about  one  baby  that  don't  belong  to  me, 
blessed  if  I  don't  go  in  for  twins,  and  I  think  you 
will  say,  when  you  see  me  wheeling  the  two  cherubs 
iu  a  perambulator  from  Peiiii>  Fields,  Poplar,  to 
Primrose  Hill,  that  I  do  my  dity  as  a  father, 
and  not  cry  out — -     .,  Chorus. 


Flow  on,  Lovely  Clyde. 

Tone  :     Afloii  Water. 


Flow  on,  lovely  Clyde  ;  amang  thy  braes  I  oft  stray, 
To  see  the  flowers  bloom  on  a  fine  summer's  day  ; 
On  thy  bonuie  banks  a  braw  lassie  doth  dwell. 
And  that  bonuie  lassie  there's  none  can  exceL 

On  Knocknairhills  the  blooming  heather  it  grows. 
And  down  through  the  loup  glen  the  streamlet  it  flows 
When  evening  comes  on,  there  I  wander  alone. 
To  meet  with  my  Lizzie,  the  lass  of  Boyston. 

From  Donglehill  braes  how  beautiful  to  see 
Thy  waters,  sweet  Clyde,  as  they  flow  to  the  sea. 
With  Glenhuntly  Castle  there  standing  close  by, 
And  my  Lizzie's  residence  under  my  eye  ! 

In  yon  bonnie  glen  how  delightful  to  hear 
The  mavis  sing  sweet  when  evening  draws  near ! 
All  nature  seemed  glad  :  there  I  wandered  alone, 
To  meet  witli  my  ^zzie,  the  lass  of  BoystoiL 


Dancing  in  the  Sunlight. 

Words  by  James  Baas-  Sung  by  tbe  Olr*rd  Brothers. 

Wbat  a  pleasure  there  is  dancing  in  tbe  sunlight. 

When  all  earth  seems  to  smile  ! 
It  makes  a  merry  ringing  in  your  laughter. 

You  have  no  care  or  guile.  »      ■''  ■• 

With  ringing  notes  from  pearly  throHta, 

We  while  the  hours  away  ;  '  ",  .  c%. 

With  beaming  smile  our  time  beKuile, 

We  are  always  blythe  and  gay. 
Oh  !  what  a  pleasure  there  is  dancing  in  the  aanlight. 

When  all  earth  seems  to  smile  ! 
It  makes  a  merry  ringing  in  your  laughter. 

You  have  no  care  or  guile.  ■•    .^. 

■,..■..;••-■,-..■■■         j         Chorus.        >.-;■.     .•■/■..,., 

Hark,  hark  !  hear  tbe  music  ring— (sjrm) 
Shout,  shout !  raise  your  voice  and  sing     (sym) 
What  a  pleasure  there  is  dancing  in  the  sunlight, 

When  all  earth  seems  to  smile  ! 
It  makes  a  meny  ringing  in  your  laughter,    . 
You  have  no  care  or  guile.  *'  •     - 

What  a  pleasure  there  is  dancing  in  the  sunlight  I 

For,  it  will  make  you  gla<i  : 
In  the  golden  rays  its  shadow  it  will  mock  you. 

And  whirl  and  dance  like  mad. 
When  sunset's  come,  and  day  is  doue^ 

And  darkness  cLiims  her  right. 
We'll  go  to  rest,  and  the  blest, 

The  rays  of  morning  light 
Oh  !  what  a  pleasure  there  is  dancing  in  tbe  (sunlight, 

When  all  earth  seems  to  smile  ! 
It  makts  a  merry  ringing  iu  your  1  luijliter. 

You  have  no  care  or  guile.  Hark,  hmk,  ic 


Eminent  Men  we  Have  and  Hav;  Not. 

gang  by  Fiauk  Iiewia. 


Now  a  few  dnj's  ago  while  on  things  ruiiiinating, 

I  thought  of  the  present,  I  thouglit  of  the  (mst. 
I  thought  of  the  strange  things  w  e're  every  day  ineetiqg, 

And  to  tell  you  my  meaning  shall  n(»w  l)e  my  tiwk. 
We  have  not  Patrick  Henry,  whoKiKtke  foroiirtrr^dom; 

We  have  not  Lafayette,  who  from  Fniuce  came 

to  tight— 
But  we  have  Mr.  Grant  and  his  many  relations. 

Who  would  like  a  third  term,  just  to  set  mutters  right 

We  have  not  General  Geo.  Mead,  Geltysburyh's  Her^. 
But  we  have  the  brave  Sherman,  who  marched 

to  the  sea 
We  have  not  Geo.  Peabodj',  the  poor  man's  true  I  neud  - 

But  his  name  in  our  memory  ever  shall  be. 
We  have  lost  poor  Jim  Fisk,  who  sent  foo<l  toCh'cago^ 
When  the  fire-fiend  upon  them  made  such  a 

great  raid : 
But  we  have  Moody  and  Sankey,  who  set  weak 

•  jMople  cranky. 

And  send  you  to  Glory,  all  8tampe<l  and  ptepaid. 

We  have  lost  Mr  Lincoln,  who  gave  the  slaveo  Freedom  1 
But  we  have  Jay  Cooke,  who  took  fn>Di  tie  I 

bank  Ul  the  tin :  I 
And  we  have  our  gallant  Phil  Sheridan.  1 

Winchester's  great  Hero: 
He  strove  for  his  country  bright  laurels  to  win.  ' 

We  have  lost  our  Great  Father,  our  pride  and  our  glory, 
Our  Washington,  who  from  our  hearts  shaill  | 

n(  'er  fade) 
But  we  have  gallant  little  Mac,  who  at  Antietam  I 

fightingk   ! 
Quite  proved  that  in  battle  he  was  not  tJtaid. 

Ben  Franklin  has  left  ns,  and  Henry  Clay  also  ; 

Ben  Butler's  still  with  us,  one  eye  on  the  Rpoon»— 
And  Brigham  Young  still  keei*  a  "getting  new     • 

wives.  Sir, 

And  his  life  he's  still  spending  iu  sweet  houeymooiw. 
Though  we've  lost  the  brave  leaders  whu  won 

for  lis  Freedom, 

And  the  stars  in  our  banner  so  firmly  ■".id  fix. 
Yet,  in  this  }ear's  Centennial,  we  proved  to  the  uatioiH, 

We  remembered  the  Heroes  of  Old  '7C. 


i: 


\ 
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How  to  keep  moths  out  of  old  clothijg—  Give  it 
to  the  {toor. 


358 


Tllft:    ^^liKCiUU^^'    JOURilTAL.. 


When  I  was  Prince  of  Paradise. 

C»iu|iOM<i  tii  U    VN  .  Uiiiit  -  tinuK    '>  Uvo.^u  L,  .yhourna. 

As  I  dozed  in  my  cbair  after  dinner,  one  day, 

A  "  I'airy  "  I  Htjfmetl  to  see. 
Who  Slid  :  "  Mortal,  if  not  content  with  your  lot, 

8iiy,  what  would  you  like  to  be  ?" 
So  I  thought,  with  Kuch  a  i;lorioua  chance, 

I'd  go  iu  for  Komethiug  nice  :  '''■',' 

So  I  m<Hle-itly  dasired  to  be  -      ', 

The  Piiiice  ol  Piiradise. 

Chorutt  :    And  I  whs  the  Prince  of  Paradise, 
I  was  the  Prince  of  Paradise: 
Everyone  lovely,  everythiun  nice, 
Just  the  place  fur  me.  dear  boys. 

{Chums  rvpeuted,  omittimj  " dt.itr  bf>ys.") 

I  felt  HO  awfully  jolly  and  gay, 

'MidHt  the  beauties  so  lovely  and  kind — 
For,  I'd  left  my  debts— the  troublesome  twiua — 

And  a  mother-iu-law  behind. 
And  the  IuHk  that  came  due  on  the  very  next  day, 

Of  course,  I'd  not  have  to  meet. 
And  no  curtaiu  lectures  assailed  my  ears, 

As  I  revelleil  with  seraphs  so  sweet. 

Fi>r,  I  was  the  Prince,  &s. 

I  introduced  "Lo<i"--iu  an  hour  or  two 

I'd  cleane<l  all  their  jxx-kets  rif<ht  out. 
Or  I  Khould  have  <ione,   but  jxickets  they'd  none, 

I  think  costuuje  they  went  without. 
Being  Prince,  I  wtut  in  lor  a  royal  drink 

Of  ambrosial  8o<la  and  H  - , 
And  I  wanted  to  get  up  a  skating  rink. 

For  the  fairies  to  go  on  a  spree. 

Spoken  :  In  fact,  I  introduced  sevend  pretty  amuse- 
meuts  that  had  never  been  heard  of  in  Paridise 
before — 

When  I  was  a  Prince,  Ac. 

Then  the  fairies  sngRested  I'd  take  a  bride, 

,  And  would  keep  unto  one  alone. 
But  1  told  them  1  was  Prince  of  the  lot, 

And  coulil  do  as  I  liked  with  my  own. 
So  to  make  up  for  what  I'd  suffered  on  earth, 

I  married  off  six  iu  a  trice, 
Which  they  wouldn't  allow,  and  which  brought 

on  a  row. 
And  a  shindy  in  Paradise. 

Six>ken  :    The  fairies  went  iu  for  woman's  rights, 
and  landed  with  their  lefts- 
Bather  warm  on  the  I^ince,  <tc. 

For  fenr  I'd  be  banished  I  vowed,  like  a  Prince, 

I'd  never  do  so  any  more. 
Ju.st  then  I  heard  a  terrible  knock 

At  my  '•  lloyal  Imiwrial  door." 
I  then  felt  sh<»k  and  heard  a  voice. 

Of  which  Id  oft  felt  afraid  : 
"Here's  a  man  at  the  door,"  said  my  mother-iu-law, 

"  And  he  won't  go  away  till  he's  paid  !" 

Spoken  :     Too  true,   there  stood  a  most  common- 
place sort  of  mortal  denumdiug  three  iiuarters  rent, 
I    or  he'd  "Put  iu  the  Brokers  ! ' 

Chorus  :    Away  went  my  dream  of  Paradise  I 
'Twas  but  ft  dream,  my  Paradise  : 
Everjone  lovely,  everything  nice — 
Too  good  to  be  true  for  me,  dear  boys 


Lissie,  to  me  ever  dear. 

By  Wm.  Nelll.  Air:    The  Wuudi  o' Danmore. 


My  ain  charming  lassie,  sae  sweet,  young,  and  &ir, 

My  Lissie  to  me  ever  dear  : 

Lang  hae  I  wooed,  weel  noo  I  lo'e  thee. 

My  heart,  dearest  lassie,  to  you  will  be  true. 

Chobus. 
Dinna  Ray  me  da,  bat  with  me  come  away, 
Then  my  ain  dearest  Lissie  I'll  lo'e  evermore. 

How  kindly's  thy  look,  lassie,  yonng,  sweet,  and  fair- 
How  plea-sant  thy  smile,  lassie  dear ! 
"Vou'r  a'  the  world  to  me.  nane  like  j'ou  I  see, 
1  love  more  than  wealth  the  blink  of  your  e'e. 

Comealan^with  me,  lassie,  younp,  sweet,  and  fair. 
To  me  you  will  ever  be  dear  ; 

Our  hearts  now  as  one  with  pure  love  aye  shall  buru, 
It  never  ohuU  c(n>1  till  the  day  that  we  dee. 


The  Boy  From  County  Clare. 

Worda  by  Harry  Unoter.  MutlO  by  Altrad  IiM. 


My  name  is  Pat,  now  look  at  that : 

I  am  an  Irishman, 

I  have  the  stick  to  do  the  trick. 

So  t)eat  me  if  you  can. 

Of  all  the  boys  that  make  a  noise, 

At  wake  or  pattern  fair. 

The  divil  a  one  so  full  of  fun  . 

As  the  Boy  from  County  Clare. 
Chorus :    For,  to  turn  a  stick,  smart  and  quick. 
Bothers  them  completely  : 
Divil  a  wrist  ctin  do  the  twist. 
And  roll  it  round  so  neatly. 
Of  all  the  boys  that  make  a  noise, 
At  wake  or  pattern  fair. 
The  divil  a  one  so  full  of  fuu 
As  the  boy  from  County  Clare.     (Dance.) 

A  neat  colleen  and  sweet  potheen, 

Bedad  !  I  love  the  two. 

And  to  the  both  I  took  an  oath 

And  mean  to  keep  it  true. 

For,  when  away  too  long  I  stay, 

I  sigh  to  think  of  that. 

And  take  a  drain  to  stay  the  pain 

And  warm  the  heart  of  Pat 


Chonu. 


Nell  O'Grady  is  a  lady 

Sweet  as  buttermilk. 

Although  she  wears  no  quality  airs. 

Nor  yet  the  gown  of  silk  : 

She  has  no  hat  :  but  what  of  that  I 

And  though  her  arms  are  bare, 

She  is  a  jade  to  suit  a  blado 

Like  IVt  from  County  Clare. 


■  Ohorns. 


I  told  my  love  I'd  weep  above 

A  teapot  full  of  tears. 

Unless  she'd  say  she'd  come  my  way 

And  comfort  Paddy's  years. 

"I  will,"  said  she,  and  smothered  me 

With  kisses  on  the  noee. 

"  I'm  fond  of  that,"  8i»id  she  "  that's  flat " 

From  old  shillelagh  blowa  Chorus. 

So  paddy's  life  and  Paddy's  wife 

Are  both  as  bright  as  day. 

Not  anywhere  in  Ooimty  Clare 

Are  two  so  blithe  us  they  : 

With  dance  and  soiig  they  jog  along 

In  fair  and  stormy  weather. 

And,  when  they  die,  they  mean  to  try 

And  do  so  both  together.  Chorns. 


Never  run  in  Debt. 

Air :     Pullliig  bkrd  Bcainit  tb»  Stream. 


As  we  sail  o'er  life's  rough  ocean. 
Bravely  let  us  try  to  steer 
'Mid  Adversity's  commotion. 
And  from  debt's  dark  rocks  keep  clear. 
If  determined,  wo  can  do  it  : 
Though  will!  waves  obstnict  the  way. 
Trust  ill  hojx>,  strive,  you'll  gothrough  it, 
Then  will  shine  bright  Fortune's  ray. 

'   Chobus. 
Pay  your  way,  and  never  l)orrow. 
This  gootl  maxim  ne'er  forget : 
Tt  will  save  you  c:ire  and  sorrow. 
If  you  never  run  in  debt 

No  gootl  ever  comes  by  sighing, 

Put  your  whole  strength  to  the  test  : 

You  will  be  harmed  none  through  trying. 

Persevere  with  eager  zest. 

It  the  goal  you  world  be  winning. 

Delay  not.  nor  hetdle&s  fret 

Start  off !  make  a  good  beginning. 

Struggle  to  be  free  from  debt.  Choma. 

Fancy's  gaudy-tinted  bubble 

Will  not  gain  the  wishetl-for  end : 

Toil  on  reckless  of  the  trouble, 

Then  Fortune  will  bounties  send. 

If  she's  backward  in  Ijer  favors. 

Despair  not.  but  act  like  men  : 

As  reward  for  your  endeavors. 

Wealth  will  give  the  diadem.  Ohorob 


Our  Brothers  in  the  Mines. 


Click  !  click !  the  man-dril  goes 

By  busy  minners  plied :  '  | 

Click  1  click  !  you'll  bear  the  blows  I 

Kesound  on  every  side. 
Shut  from  the  light  of  day,  so  deep  down  in  the  earth,  | 
Far  from  the  aongs  of  birds  who  gladden  with  { 

their  mirth,    > 
Toiling  beneath  the  ground,  where  sunbeam 

never  shines. 
Our  busy  brothers  may  be  found,  our  brothers 

iu  the  mines. 

Cbobus. 

When  gathered  round  the  hearth  at  night,  ,  '■] 

And  cheerful  fire-light  shines. 

Oh  I  give  a  thought  to  those  who  toil,  : 

Our  brothers  in  the  Tninffw. 

"•:  --,\    ,  ■  ,-■  ■'         ■! 

Click !  click  !  the  man-drils' sonnd  i 

Now  falls  upon  the  ear  :  i 

CUck  !  Click  !  beneath  the  ground 

The  well  known  sound  you'll  hear.  ' 

Think  of  the  dangers  that  the  miner  has  to  dare, 
Think  of  the  cruel  damp,  the  pitfall  and  the  snare ! 
For  wife  and  little  ones  he  toils  and  ne'er  repines  : 
For,  brave  heartit  have  those  working  men,  our 

brothers  iu  the  mines. 
When  gathered  round,  ia. 

Click  I  click  I  the  man-dril  goes 

By  busy  miners  plied  :  | 

CUck  !  click  !  you  II  hear  the  blows 

Besound  on  every  side  : 
Brave  as  the  soldier  who  in  battle  courts  the  strife^ 
Boldly  he'll  risk  his  own  to  save  a  comrade's  life. 
Honor  to  him  who  strength  of  heart  and  limb  combines. 
They're  rough  ones,  but  they're  diamonds,  our 

brothers  in  the  mines. 
When  gathered  round,  Ac 
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Mary  Varies  Very  Much! 

OB  BOMZmtES  BH£  SATS  SH£  NITVEB  WILL 


Fm  in  a  maze — and  spend  my  days 

In  mingled  tears  and  laughter  : 
I  feel  I'm  iu  a  sort  of  daze— 

And  don't  know  what  I'm  after. 
At  least  you  know,  I  don't  mean  so  : 

I'm  after  Mary  Mead, 
But  Mary  varies  very  much,    •  :::  .- 

Oh  !  very  much  indeed. 

Chobits. 

For,  sometimes  she  says  she  never  will. 
Sometimes  she's  nothing  loth, 

And,  now  and  then,  she's  so  again. 
Oh !  very  much  indeed. 


Although  I  sigh  to  win  her— I 

Must  tiear  the  hints  she  throws  cot ; 
She  sa3-s  she's  some  one  in  her  eye 

She  thinks  will  put  my  noee  out 
And  though  next  day  she's  very  kind. 

And  says  she's  bent  on  Ben, 
As  fast  as  she  makes  op  her  mind. 

She  makes  it  down  again. 

For,  sometimes,  &a. 

Twas  in  her  father's  garden  that 

In  summer  I  espied  her. 
And  I  surprised  her  gaziug  at    ,:  > 

A  captive  fly  and  spider. 
I  said  :  "  In  this  is  pictured.  Miss, 

The  net  you've  caught  me  in  : 
The  spider  is  Miss  Mary  Mead, 

The  fly  is  Benjamin." 

For,  sometimes,  <!»■ 

Thus  may  I  plead  and  plead  again,     ° 

I'm  not  at  all  a  gainer. 
She  says  :  "  I  know  that  yon  complain. 

You  couldn't  well  conie  plainar  !" 
6he  pLtys  her  cards  like  this  because 

She  ha<i  me  iu  a  fix. 
But  wistfully  I  tell  her  nhes        '   "      ;  1 

No  honuis  is  her  tricks. 

For,  aometim*]  &o. 
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The  Six  Degrees  of  Crime. 
PAET  VL  ;K 

TKE  80A1T0LD. 


On  that  same  evening  of  the  mnrder,  and  nearly 
as  possible  at  the  very  moment  when  the  wretched 
woman  was  exhalinf;  her  last  breath,  her  mother 
waK  Bmiling  and  happy. 

Y«e  ;  once  again,  after  several  years  of  deep 
affliction,  truly  happy. 

And  there  were  two  good  reasons,  jnst  then,  where- 
fore Mrs.  Meredith's  always  pleasant  countenance 
was  lieaming  with  smiles,  and  her  heart  almout 
ovt  rflovt  iug  with  happiness. 

lu»luutiy  after  the  ceremony  which  had  united 
her  to  Henry  Thornton,  Julia  had  written  to  her 
mother  informing  Mrs.  Meredith  of  the  happy  event, 
Hud  entreating  and  hoping  to  be  forgiven  for  the 
peat 

At  the  same  time  she  told  of  the  intended  and 
immediate  departure  of  Thornton  and  herself, 
giving  the  reason  for  that  which  closely  resembled 
a  flight 

A\  hen  their  journey  was  compulsorily  postponed, 
and  Julia  found  herself  unfortunately  compelled  to 
remain  awhile  longer  in  London,  she  again  wrote 
to  her  mother. 

And  after  receiving  that  second  letter,  Mrs.  Mere- 
dith determined  to  visit  her  daughter,  and  at  once 
put  that  resolution  into  action. 

The  reconciliation  of  the  mother  and  daughter 
oblitfrnted  much  of  the  bitter  past 

Altogether,  Mrs.  Meredith  visited  her  daughter 
three  tiujtia,  being  ou  each  occasion  treated  with 
the  Utmost  consideration  by  Henry  Thornton. 

We  have  now  given  one  of  the  reasons  why  Mrs. 
Meredith  was  so  supremely  happy. 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  it's  all  very  well  to  tell  me  that  you 
will  not  be  late,  but  I  shall  know  better  than  to  ex- 
pect you  back  very  early." 

Those  words  were  addressed  to  Frank  Hardy, 
and  io  a  pleasant  bantering  manner,  by  Mrs.  Mere- 
dith. 

"But  indeed  I  shall  return  early,"  said  Frank, 
"for  I  have  a  heavy  load  of  business  before  me  for 
to-morrow." 

"  Yes  ;  I  understand.  Yon  are  working  hard 
now  in  view  of  your  holiday  after  your  marriage." 

"You  are  quite  right  mother,"  smiled  Frank. 

"  And  this  day  fortnight  you  really  are  to  be 
married?    I  can  hardly  believe  it" 

"  And  often  do  I  a«k  myself  how  I  can  have  d^- 
served  the  happiness  that  has  fallen  to  my  share." 

"Your  intended  is  a  rich  and  a  verry  pretty 
young  lady  ;  but  even  a  duchess  might  be  proud  to 
be  your  wife." 

"Come,  come,  mother,"  laughed  Frauk  ;  "that 
is  a  little  too  much  '" 

"  No,  no  ;  if  everybody  knew  you  as  well  as  I  do, 
they  would  say  the  same.  It's  all  for  the  best  after 
all,  no  doubt  that  you  did  not  marry  my  Julia,  for 
you  are  now  about  to  do  much  better.  Ah  1  and 
what  a  blessing  it  is  that  she  is  now  bo  comfortablj 
and  respectably  situated."  -     ':  ' 

"  She  leaves  London  to-morrow  ?" 

"  Yes  ;  and  1  am  going  in  the  morning  to  say 
good-bye  to  her  before  she  starts.  They'll  be  back 
n^'aiu  in  a  few  months,  and  then  I  am  to  visit  them 
as  often  as  I  please.  Julia  anked  me  to  live  with 
tbem  altogother,  but  I  cannot  so  quickly  forget  the 
utjly  past" 

""Tnie;  again,  it  is  settled  you  are  to  be  the 
hnnxekeeper  and  dear  friend  of  my  wife  and  my- 
self." 

"  Yes,  thank  you,  dear  Frank.  When  I  first  saw 
that  yon  were  likely  to  get  married,  though  I  knew 
it  was  what  was  suie  to  happen  one  day  orauother, 
I  couldn't  help  fretting  a  goo<l  deal,  for  I  never  ex- 
pected but  what  I  should  have  to  part  with  you  then. " 

"  How  could  yon  believe  that  I  would  ever  desert 
you  ?"  iutermpted  Frauk.  "  Had  we  not  long  since 
promised  to  each  other  that  we  would  never  separ- 
ate?" 

And  now  we  know  the  second  reason  why  Mrs. 
Meredith  was  so  very  happy,  jnst  when  her  daughter 
bud  been  so  horribly  deprived  of  life.  And  with 
whom  was  it  that  Frank  Hardy  was  about  to  be 
united  in  marriage? 

To  a  young  lady  of  whom  already  we  have  heard 
a  great  deal— Miss  Lucy  Marsden. 


Lncy's  father  had  known  something  of  Frank 
Hardy  during  the  lifetime  of  the  eldei  Marall. 

Chance,  at  a  later  period,  had  again  thrown  Frank 
Hardy  in  Mr.  Marsdeu's  way,  with  the  result  that 
Frank  was  engaged  as  a  clerk  by  the  merchant. 

Frank's  talent  and  assiduity  greatly  pleased  Mr. 
Marsden,  by  whom  he  was  rapidly  promoted,  until 
very  soon  the  management  of  the  entire  business 
was  given  to  him. 

Frequently  it  happened  that  Frank  had  to  see 
Mr.  If^iijen  at  his  private  residence,  in  order  to 
confer  with  him  on  business  matters. 

And,  after  awhile,  the  merchant  grew  to  be  so  ex- 
tremely fond  of  Hardy,  that  he  insisted,  busiueso  or 
no  business,  on  receiving  a  vimt  from  his  manager 
every  evening. 

Willing,  in  former  days,  to  promote  the  marriage 
of  his  daughter  with  C^tou  Marall,  he  now,  and 
with  good  reason,  greatly  rejoiced  that  it  had  not 
taken  place  ;  and  his  most  fervent  wish  now  was 
that  his  Lucy  should  become  the  wife  of  Frank 
Hardy. 

Lucy's  girlish  predilection  for  Oaston  Marall  had 
not  been  at  all  of  an  enduring  nature,  and  she  had 
ceased  to  care  for,  or  even  to  think  of  him. 

We  need  not  stop  to  say  how  it  came  about  that 
Lucy  and  Frauk  were  engaged  to  each  other  ;  but 
certain  it  is  that  &t  the  time  at  which  wo  have  now 
arrived,  the  love  for  each  other  of  Lucy  and  Frauk 
was  deep  and  fervent 

It  was  Mr  Marsden's  house  which  Nimming  Ned, 
Downy  Dick,  and  the  othera  were  plundering  ou 
that  night  when  they  were  arrested  in  the  manner 
that  we  know. 

And  to  Mr.  Marsden's  house  Frank  Hardy  was 
now  on  his  way. 

Frank  Hardy  was  not,  however,  on  the  road  that 
led  to  Brixton,  but  was  proceeding  towards  the 
West  End  of  Loudon  ;  for  thither,  after  that  at- 
tempted burglary,  the  merchant  had  immediately 
removed.  , 

Frank  alighted  from  an  omnibus  at  the  comer  of 
the  street  in  which  Mr.  Marsden  now  resided,  and 
was  walking  towards  that  gentleman's  house—  had, 
indeed,  almost  reached  it— when  a  man,  walking 
very  rapidly,  liis  hands  thrust  in  his  pockets,  and 
his  head  drooping  on  his  breast  '^vas  met  and 
recognised  by  Hardy. 

The  man  in  quebtion  would  have  passed  Hardy 
without  seeing  him,  but — 

"Stop,  Gaston  Marall !"  called  Frank.  ..'■; 

Gaston  bounded  back  two  or  three  steps,  and  as 
if  preparing  to  defend  himself,  a  movement  which 
greatly  surprised  Frauk,  who,  of  course,  knew 
nothing  yet  of  the  dreadful  fate  that  had  befallen 
Julia. 

"What  is  the  matter,  Gaston?"  asked  Frank. 
"  How  pale  you  are  !" 

"  And  no  wonder !  Hark  !"  he  said,  in  little 
more  than  a  whisper,  and  inclined  his  head  as 
though  listening. 

"  What  is  it?"  cried  Frank,  more  than  ever  as- 
tonished. 

"  I  thought  they  were  alter  me." 

"They!  who?" 

"  The  officera — to  arrest  me  !" 

"I  see  ;  you  mean  for  that  burglary.  But  yon 
have  no  need,  I  think,  to  fear  concerning  that" 

"  No,  no  ;  I  mean  for  the— tor  the " 

He  stopped,  shook  himself,  looked  at  Frank,  and 
seemed  to  gather  his  senses  together. 

"  It's  for  debt  they  want  me,"  he  then  said :  "  but 
I  have  no  money,  no  .home,  no  food— you  stare, 
but  it's  true— nothing  now  left  of  all  that  I  once 
posnessed  !  I  am  houseless  and  starving— famished  ?" 

Frank  was  inexpressibly  shocked. 

"Hardy,"  continned  Gaston,  "that  night  at 
Brixton  yon  know  you  offered  me  money,  and  I  re- 
fused it  Give  me  some  now  — enough  to  take  me 
away  to  America.  I  should  be  safe — I  mean,  I 
should  do  well  there— begin  a  new  life,  yon  know." 

"Willingly  will  I  give  you  amply  sufficient  for 
that  to-morrow." 

"  No,  to-night — now — this  instant !  To-morrow 
will  be  too  late." 

The  coldness  of  Gaston's  speech  caused  Hardy  to 
believe  that  reflecting  on  the  past,  and  the  want 
and  privation  he  was  enduring  iu  the  present,  had  ' 
caused  the  senses  of  the  wretched  man  to  wander. 

"Well,"  said  Frank,  'you  shall  have  the  money 
that  yon  require  to-uicht,  but  y"U  must  pmmise 
that  you  will  lose  no  time  iu  sailing  fur  America." 


"Yon  need  not  doubt  that  Hardy,"  cried  Gaston. 

"  That  is  well,  for  there  is  no  hope  for  you  if  you 
remain  here,  in  London. " 

"I  know  it"  hastily  cried  Gaston.  "  Where  is 
the  money?    Quick !  give  it  to  me  ! ' 

"1  have  none  about  me,  but  if  you  will  come 
with  me  to  yonder  hoiiao         " 

"Who  lives  there?"  hastily  inquired'Graston,  and 
looking  keenly  and  suspiciously  at  Hardy. 

Frauk  answered  that  question,  and  Gaston  ex- 
claimed, "  Marsden— old  Marsden!  1  wont  see 
him— I  won't  see  him  !" 

"  You  would  find  him  quite  willing  to  befriend 

you." 

"But  he  would  preach  to  me — would  talk  to  me 
of  my  father ;  and  1  could  not  bear  it" 

"I  will  manage  that  he  shall  not  see  you." 

Gaston  foUowe<l  Hardy  to  the  merchant's  house, 
the  door  of  which  was  ojieued  by  the  butler. 

"Johnson,"  said  Frauk,  "I  have  a  little  businpss 
to  transact  with  this  gentleman  ;  Uike  us  to  a  room, 
will  yon,  wtiere  we  may  feel  certain  of  imt  btiiig 
disturbed." 

The  butler  was  too  well  trained  to  show  anything 
of  the  surprise  that  he  felt  ou  seeing  Mr.  Hardy 
with  a  mau  whose  hair  was  straggling  over  his  white 
face,  and  who  wore  dirty  boots  ami  mud-btsimtttd 
pantaloons. 

Without  a  word,  Johnson  led  the  way  to  a  Httle 
room  at  the  back  jmrt  of  the  house,  lit  the  gas,  and 
went  away. 

"Iu  the  first  place,"  then  said  Frank,  "I  will 
order  you  some  fotni  and  wine." 

"No!"  cried  Giistou  ;  •Icculdu't  swallow  it 
Not  now— not  iu  M  u-silen's  house  it  would  choke 
lue !  Make  ha.ste  and  get  me  the  money,  ami  let 
me  be  oS'.     You  wont  belong,  will  you?' 

Frank  was  leaving  the  room  when  Ciastoii  called 
to  him,  "Hardy,  you  are  not  going  to  betray  me?" 

"  Betray  you  I"  cried  the  amazed  Frank.  '"'  What 
can  you  mean  ?" 

"Mean!"  said  Gaston  ;  "why,  what  should  I 
mean?  I  mean,  you  are  not  goiiig  to  tell  old  Mars- 
den I  am  here     that's  what  I  mean." 

"You  need  not  fear  that"  resjwnded  Frank. 

"Nor  yet  Lucy?" 

"I  am  not  likely  to  see  her  for  the  next  hour  or 
so. 

"But  I  mean,  never— yon  will  never  say  a  word 
about  me,  neither  to  her  nor  her  father  ?"       .. 

"No,  I  will  not"  V    ■- 

"Very  good.  But  Hardy,  how  is  it  that  yon 
are  so  much  at  home  here?" 

"I  am  the  manager  ol  Mr.  Marsden's  business." 

"Ah!"  exclaimed  (riiKton,  while  a  i»aiii{  sliot 
through  him.  "  And  Lnc y— I  luiiid  that  she  w:is 
going  to  be  married  ;  i>erliaps  it's  to  you  that — — " 

"Yes,"  said  Frank  ;  and  with  a  com]<aHsiuiiHte 
look  ou  Gastou,  who  had  buried  his  lace  withiuhi.s 
hands,  left  the  room.  .•.  <   ,  _ 

Frank  Hardy  hastened  to  Mr.  Marsden.     ' 

"Ah,  Frank  !"  was  the  old  gentleman's gr<-<  tim,' ; 
"how  late  yc»u  are  to-night!  Sit  down,  bi'y  hit 
down." 

"Pardon  me,  sir;  but  first  of  all  I  mu^t  n  k 
you  to  obhge  me  with  a  hundred  and  fifty  ]M>und^.' 

"Gi>^e  me  my  check-book." 

"No,  sir;    bank-notes,    if   you   plfas.-      I  wi'-it 
them  for  a  pernon  who  came  here  vmUi  m- ,  ;  mi  .,  , 
now  in  the  house." 

"Somethiu^'  worth  while  tlmt  yoa  h.ivc  U.eu 
buying  lor  us  ?"' 

"No,  M;-,  a  private  matter  of  my  (.wn.  1  wil  Ir  - 
pay  you  the  mouey  to-morrow." 

"Pooh  !"  laughed  the  luercliaut  Yon  can  do  ;w 
you  plciise  about  that  ;  for,  cousideriiig  that  I  aiii 
going  to  f,'ive  you  Lucy,  money  doe«  not  come  i«  - 
tweeri  us.  Let  me  see,  though,  if  I  Imvc  as  mi.«  h 
as  you  want  iu  my  desk." 

He  opened  his  desk,  and  took  from  it  a  packet  of 
notes. 

At  that  instant,  John  Crosse  entered  the  room. 

"  Ah.  Crosse !  how  are  you,  my  old  friend  ? ' 
cried  Marsden,  heartily  ;  and  then,  in  a  changt-d 
tone,  said,  "But,  bless  my  heart  alive,  what's  tht; 
matter  with  you  ?  You  are  treuil •ling,  and  are  as 
white  as  a  sheet !     Whatever  is  if  ?"' 

"Terrible  terrible!"  exclaimed  Crosse.  "The 
woman  .Tnliii  Meredith  is  dead  but  an  hour  since- 
murdered  by  Grastoii  Marall  !" 

Frauk  Hardy  utterwl  a  loud  cry. 

"  Her  jKJor  mother  !"   he  mouued ;  and  he 
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on  the  point  of  telling  that  he  who  had  asstiRsiu- 
ated  the  unhappy  ^irl  waH  within  that  hoase. 

But  he  checked  hiuiRelt' ;  and,  after  a  moment's 
reflation,  siiid  to  MarBtleu,  "Those  notcH,  if  you 
pleiuse,  Kir." 

Ht!  took  thrm  from  the  merchant's  hand,  and 
hurried  froiu  the  r<x>m. 

Struck  bv  thu  HlnmneneKSof  Hardy's  manner,  and 
the  niRiTii' ss  with  which  he  had  chitched  that 
money,  Crosse  itsked,  "  Where  is  Hardy  gone  with 
tho6e  notf^  V"  nsked  Crosse. 

"  They  uro  for  some  one  who  came  here  with 
him,  and  hus  l)eeu  waitinj^  for  them." 

"  Ah,"  tliouf^lit  Crosse,  "and  I  think  I  know  for 
whom  they  are  intt-nderl." 

As  Fniuk  hastily  re-entered  the  room  in  which 
he  had  lelt  Miimll,  the  lutter  said,  "What  a  while 
you  have  lieen  !    I  wan  be<;iuuing  to  think " 

"Think  iiud  rejient  of  the  foul  murder  you  have 
this  nijjht  committed  !"  cried  Frank. 

Tljcse  wt>r(ls  almost  auuihiluted  Gaston,  who 
with  difficulty  kept  his  feet. 

"You  know,"  he  faltered,  "  and  you  are  going  to 
give  me  up  !" 

"No,"  replied  Fnink  ;  "  I  feel  that  I  ought  todo 
so,  but  I  cannot !" 

"And,"  saiil  Gaston,  "the  money— the  money 
that  yon  prf>mise<l  me  V" 

Frank  held  towards  him  the  bank-notes,    which 
Gastiiu  seized. 

"Now  1  iim  armed,"  he  said.  "But  who  told 
yon  I  WHS  the  iiiurdercr?" 

"I  did!"  said  John  Crosse,  walking  into  the 
room  ;  <id(linp.  as  (iiiston  shrunk  away  from  liini, 
and,  sef'iiiiiii,'  utterly  overcome,  dropi)ed  helpless  in- 
to a  chair.  •'  Five  steps  — the  sixtli  is  turtaiu  now  !" 

Tht-n  he  turned  to  Hardy,  saying,  "  Go,  Frank  ; 
I  woidd  be  alone  a  few  momenta}  with  this  miser- 
able wntch." 

Flank  ijiiitlt'd  the  room,  and  Gaston,  sinkiiic;  on 
his  knee.s  lirlbrc  Crosse,  clasped  his  hands  and  ab- 
jectly impl<  ired  - 

"  Pity  nil',  have  pity  on  me— save  me  !" 

"You  haM-  livid  too  long  already!"  sternly  re- 
plied Crossr  to  tijiit  appeal. 

He  thrust  his  hand  into  his  breast  and  drew  forth 
a  small  phial,  which  he  held  towards  Gaston. 

"  What  is  that  V "  tn-mblingly  asked  the  a.s.sas.sin. 

"Poison  !"  nplicd  Crosse. 

Ga-ston  shrank  a.vay  from  it,  and  Crosse  con- 
tinned,  "  1  have  li>n<i  felt  sure  that  the  time  would 
come  when  I  should  do  welltoofiferyou  this,  which 
I  have  kept  in  readiness  tor  the  moment  that  has 
now  arrived." 

Gaston  piisheil  out  his  hands  as  if  to  thrust  the 
poison  from  him. 

"In  every  way  n  coward!"  pursued  Croswe. 
"Come,  find  oii(>  moment's  courage,,  and  having 
murdered  that  poor  <,'irl,  l)e  now  your  own  des- 
troyer !" 

He  had  continued  to  hold  the  phial  towards  Ga.s- 
ton,  who  now,  his  face  ghastly,  and  his  whole  fninie 
shaking  as  though  be  had  an  ague,  took  it  from  hi^ 

hand. 

••That  is  well,"  saiil  Crosse  ;  "for  yonr  father'.s 
faike.  I  would  not  that  vou  should  perish  on  the 
seattol.l." 

G.iston  raised  very  slowlv  the  poison  to  his  lips, 
but  just  when,  as  John  Cios-ie  thonj^ht,  he  was 
abont  to  swallow  it,  he  dashed  the  phial  to  the  floor, 
shattering  it  to  atoms,  and  exclaimed,  "  No,  I  will 
not ;  with  these" — and  he  waved  alofl  the  bank- 
notes— "  I  yet  may  save  myself,  and  live  to  a  gootl 
old  age !" 

He  darted  towards  the  dcxir,  threw  it  open,  and 
was  confronted  by  three polic«men. 

At  the  trial  of  the  burglars,  the  sentence  on  Jack 
Horsley  wiw  five  years'  j)enal  servitude. 

Nimming  Ne<l  and  Downy  Dick,  for  the  term  of 
their  natural  lives. 

Tom  Blaekfonl  was  removed  into  the  country. 

The  grief  caused  to  Mrs.  Meredith  by  her 
daughter's  untimely  and  dreadful  death  may  well 
)>e  imagined,  but  time  has  already  partially  healed 
her  sorrow. 

At  Gaston's  entreaty,  she  went  to  see  him  after 
his  condemnation. 

She  foinul  him  penitent  and  remorseful.  Ho 
wept,  and  implored  that  Mrs.  Meredith  would  par- 
don him,  and  she  did,  the  atrocious  crime  which 
had  deprived  her  of  ber  daughter. 


We  have  only  to  adiT  that  the  unhappy  man  died 
reconciled  to  bia  punishment,  and  at  peace,  as  far 
as  he  could  be  at  peace,  with  all  mankind. 

THE  END. 

iknnmenced  in  Xo.  140. 


(kraldine. 

A  TAUE  OF  TBE  BEA  AND  TH£  BBOBE. 

CHAPTER  L 

TH£  WHm:  DOTX. 


Not  ft  breath  of  wind  stirring ;  the  wide  expanse 
of  sea  without  a  ripple  to  disturb  its  glossy  surface; 
the  yac  h  King  like  a  log  of  wood  on  the  still  waters, 
its  sails  eV(  ry  now  and  then  idly  flapping  against 
the  masts  ;  the  decks  hot,  the  pitch- oozing  oat  of 
its  seems,  and  the  sun  all  tht^  while  pouring  down 
njKJn  the  scene  his  scordiing  rays 

The  captain  of  the  yacht,  a  fine  handsome  man  of 
about  thirty  years  of  age,  spyghuss  in  hand,'^  is  list- 
lessly scanning  the  other  vessels  lying  becalmed 
around.  From  time  to  time  he  removes  the  glass 
from  his  eye,  pisses  bis  hand  across  his  burning 
brow,  and  whistles  anxiously. 

"Captain  Hird  is  whistling  for  the  wind  again, 
my  dear  Genildiiie,"  observes  a  full-toned,  mascu- 
line voice,  prooeedint^  from  the  owner  of  the  little 
barque,  who  had  just  came  up  the  companion-lad- 
der, followed  by  his  daut^hter,  a  very  handsome 
girl,  dusky-skinned,  bright-eyed,  and  with  a  figure 
supple  and  full  of  natnml  grace. 

"  Y'es,  I  am  whistling  tor  the  wind,  as  you  say. 
Sir  John,"  Captain  Hird  replies  ;  "  but  the  devil  a 
putf  will  come !"  he  add.s,  muttering  to  himself, 
and  once  more  jHissiog  his  brown  hand  mieasily 
across  his  brow. 

Gemldine  Maiir  surveys  the  scene  with  calm  eyes. 
This  is  not  the  first  time  she  has  been  becalmed 
under  the  pl.ire  of  a  trojiical  sun,  for  she  has  l)een 
living  on  board  her  father's  yacht  ever  since  death 
robbed  her  of  her  m<>lher  (to  whom  she  had  been 
passionately  attached),  sjiiling  all  round  the  world, 
so  that  she  is  well  accustomed  to  almost  all  sorts  of 
fair  and  foul  weather.  She  has  learned  to  love  the 
sea  because  lier  father  loves  it,  and  she  never  dreads 
its  dangers,  simply  because,  as  yet,  she  has  never 
eucounlii-eil  any  of  a  serious  nature. 

Though  strictly  feminine  in  all  her  habits  and 
tastes,  Genildine  has  a  bnive  spirit.  It  may  be 
that  the  briny  air  she  has  breathed  so  long  has 
stitn^^tliened  her  nerves,  and  infus«'d  infoheroeing 
a  counige  seldom  to  be  found  in  womankind. 

Her  father  would  never  have  snsUined  half  his 
heart-trouble  had  he  not  l)een  sujjported  and  com- 
forted by  the  energy  and  cheerful  temper  of  his 
dau^jliter,  whoso  beauty  of  person  and  sweetness  of 
disposition  charm  everyone  around  her,  from  the 
captain  in  charge  of  the  White  Dove  to  the  humble 
cabin-boy. 

She  has  learnt  to  know  the  name  and  the  nse  of 
nearly  f  very  sail,  every  rope,  every  block  on  board. 
She  can  swim,  slie  can  dive,  and  she  can  float  in  a 
manner  astonishing  to  behold.  Her  companion, 
Mrs.  Grafton,  who  has  sailed  about  with  her  for 
several  years,  often  expresses  her  surprise  at  Geral- 
dine's  sailor-like  knowledge  and  rare  accomplish- 
ments, remarking  that  such  matters  are,  to  her, 
more  puzzling  than  either  Greek  or  Latin. 

Alter  a  while  Genddine  says  to  her  father,  "  I 
have  counted  all  the  craft  within  sight  now,  papa, 
and  they  number — what  do  you  suppose  ?" 

"  A  dozen,  probably,"  he  answers  carelessly. 

"Exactly  twice  that  number,  papa." 

"Twenty-four?" 

"  Yes.     We  are  not  wanting  company,  are  we?" 

The  captain  suddenly  spoke  to  the  man  at  the 
wheel  as  follows  : — 

"  Are  you  asleep,  Jones?"  he  inquires  sharply. 

"I  don't  know,  sir;  I  feel  very  strange,"  the 
sailor  replies.  "  Bad  in  my  head  -very  bad  indeed, 
sir !' 

And  the  speaker  puts  his  hand  to  his  forehead, 
apd  hviks  ni>  with  bloodshot  eyes. 

"Here,  Mason,"  resumes  Captain  Hird,  calling 
to  one  of  the  men  bnmly  engaged  forwani  ;  "relieve 
this  man.  and  let  him  go  below.     He's  not  welL" 

"Thank  y<in,  sir,"  si\ys  Jones,  as  he  leaves  the 
wheel  and  staggers  away. 
;.    "  Not  well !"  repeats  Mason,  somewhat  moodily. 


"Humph!  tl  at's  the  cns'>  with  i.ily  II  >(  us 
forward  yonder.  We've  all  on  ns  got  neailiches, 
and  a  sort  of  death-like  sickness  on  ns," 

"What's  that,  Masouir"  cries  the  ciptain.  in  a 
startled  voic«,  his  own  head  at  the  moment  throb- 
bing violently. 

"  Well,  sir,  I  don't  want  to  alarm  you,  but  I  fear 
were  got  fever  amongst  ns." 

"Fever!"  echoes  the  captain  ;  '  Iiarnestlvtrust 
not" 

"  Ah,  sir,  I've  seen  this  sort  of  thiiii^  b;  fore  on 
board  ship,  and  I've  not  for^-otten  whst  it's  like." 

"Pshaw!  I've  a  nasty  sort  of  luadaclm  mvsdf, 
my  man  ;  bnt  I'm  not  (ioiup  to  think  th  \t  I've  got 
fever  in  my  veins.  Fancy  docs  a  great  deal  for  us 
only  too  frequently  in  such  mutters  as  sichnfevs." 

At  this.  Mason  looks  up  ut  tii«  st>«-iiki'r  looks  at 
him  a:tentively. 

"Captain,"  he  says,  bluntly  yet  r"--]!  ctfully, 
"excuse  me,  but  I  can  see  Yellow  J.uk  in  your 
eyes." 

"  Yellow  Jack  ?"  repeats  the  other,  with  a  startled 
expression. 

"  Ay,  surely,  sir  ;  else  I  never  saw  it  in  my  life." 

"Tut,  tut  r  exclaims  the  captain,  walkhig aside. 
"I  certainly  must  own  to  niysilt  th.it  I  nevt  r  felt 
so  painfully  strange  in  all  my  Ifoni  days  b,  fore," 
he  adds  within  his  heart,  struck  all  ut  ouce  with 
fear. 

At  this  iust.uit,  the  second  cflii-or,  wen.nng  a 
serious  and  disturbed  couutenano',  approaches 
C.tp  a  II  Hird. 

"What's  the  matter,  Wargrave?"    demands  the 

latter. 

Wargrave  shakes  his  head,  and  glances  meatiiugly 
towards  Sir  John  Maiir  and  his  daU'.^bt«  r. 

"  What  the  deuce  do  you  nuanV"  a. Ms  the  cap- 
tain, impatiently.  "  Out  with  what  J  on  have  to 
say  at  once !" 

"Well,  sir,  Fve  just  been  for-.v.inl,  and  I'm  Rorry 
to  tell  you  that  we've  got  the  yellow  fever  on  board. 
There  are  four  of  the  men  already  ii;i  ilile  to  litt  up 
theirheads— in  fact,  thiyarenotfit  to  leave  their 
hammocks.  Othersare  conipl.iiiiiu^of  i.eliug  sick; 
and  I  regret  to  say  that  I  m\s»lf  am  not  quite  us 
well  as  I  should  like  to  be." 

"  This  is  all  very  sudden,  Wttrgrav.>." 

"  Not  quite  so  much  8<i  as  you  think,  sir.  S'  nie  of 
the  men  have  been  ailing  sevmd  days,  but  did  not 
like  to  compbiiii  about  the  ni  im-  r  ;  "now,  you  see, 
they  are  forced  to  iloso.  b.  i  i  ;i  rrl    Vm.  ,.ked  over." 

Captain  Hird  looks  grive, 

"Heaven  help  ns  all !"  he  ejicnktes,  very  earn- 
estly. 

"Has  anything  happened,  CaptiinHIrd?"  Gcral- 
dine  inqnires,  her  attention  towards  him  b.  ing 
arrested  by  his  somewhat  excited  miinner,  and  at 
the  same  time  approaching  him. 

"Nothing,  Miss  Maur, '  the  <th.  r  njiliis,  con- 
fusedly. "It's  only  the  confounded  win.l  tbit 
woti't  come  to  us,  that's  all." 

"Well,  don't  trouble  yourself  about  that"  she 
answers  with  a  smile  ;  "  it  w  ill  not  come  to  ns  any 
the  sooi>er,  howsoever  you  may  do  so." 

"I  know  it— I  know" it :"  ho  answers  ab.sently, 
and  in  a  voice  scarcely  alK)ve  a  whisin  r. 

Miss  Manr  looks  at  him  steadily  for  a  second  or 
two,  then  she  says.  Captain,  I  tear  you  are  not  well." 

"I — I  am  not.  Miss  Maur,"  lie  answers,  un- 
steadily. "Don't  come  near  nie,"  hn  continues, 
moving  back  a  few  steps;  "I  am  afraid  I  have 
the  fever." 

The  fever,  captain  '  What  feVer  are  you  talking 
about?"  demands  the  owner  of  the  yacht,  drawing 
near  his  daughter. 

"  Yellow  Jack,  Sir  John,"  replies  the  oflSoer  War- 
grava 

"  Yellow  fever  !"  repoats  the  Baronet  ri  coiling 
in  alarm  and  dismay. 

"  Yes,  Sir  John,  the  vessel  is  full  of  it,"  the 
officer  rejoins. 

"  The  vessel  full  of  it !"  echoes  Sir  .J.  >h  n.  "  What 
is  to  be  done?"  he  continues,  gluucln;:  ULcasily  at 
his  daughter,  and  becoming  very  p^de. 

"  There  are  plenty  of  craft  witiiin  sight  and  reach, 
Sir  John,"  suggests  the  captain,  nmlding  his  head 
wearily  in  the  direction  of  the  Ixralnietl  vessels 
around.  "  Yon  noay  easily  secure  the  safety  of  Miss 
Manr,  her  companion,  and  yourself,  sir,  on  board 
any  one  of  them,  I  dare  say,  and "  ^ 


To  fte  Condntted. 
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Fiahes  in  the  Sea. 


She  tossed  her  sunny  curls  at  all  vho  came  to  woo, 
BLj  laughed  to  Boorn  the  pleas  of  hearts  both 

loyal  and  true  : 
And  merrily  she  sang  all  day  in  maiden  sport — 
"  There's  08  good  flsh  in  the  sea  as  er«  yet  was  caught !" 

TTp^n  their  lightning  wings  the  merry  years  did  glide, 
Auii  still  tbo  maiden  walked  with  no  one  by  her  side  : 
Yet  OS  of  old  she  sang,  though  few  to  win  her  sought— 
"  There's  ns  good  fish  in  the  sea  as  ever  yet  was  caught  I" 

At  length  the  maiden  grew  ezoeedingly  alarmed  : 
For,  befiiix  Lad  grown  quite  shy— her  face 

no  longer  charmed  ; 
Aud  now  she  frets  all  day,  and  sings,  though  not 

in  sport— 
"  Thera  nro  fishes  in  the  sea,  but,  oh  !  they  won't 

'•    ,.    .  '  .      •  .•   1  be  caught!" 

I'ae  Gwine  Back  to  Dixie. 

SUDg  by  Harry  Woodion. 

r 
I'se  gwine  back  to  Dixie, 

No  more  I'se  gwine  to  wander. 
My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dixie, 

And  I  can't  stay  here  no  longer. 
I  miss  the  old  plantation,  : 

My  home  and  my  relations :      j   .    .  . 
My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dixis^ 

And  the  Lord  knows  I  must  go. 

^  Chobus.  ^ 

Fse  gwine  bock  to  Dixie  ;  Tm  gwine  to  Dixie ; 
I'm  gwiue  where  the  orange  bloesoms  grows  :   J 
I  licnr  the  children  calling. 
The  leaves  ou  the  trees  a  falling, 
My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dixie, 
And  the  Lord  knows  I  most  go. 

I'se  travelling  back  to  Dixie,     ' 

My  step  i  j  slow  and  feeble  : 
I  pray  the  Lord  Hhall  help  me^ 

And  lend  me  from  all  eviL 
And  if  my  strength  forsakes  me. 

My  kind  friends,  come  and  take  me  ;  . 
My  heart's  turned  back  to  Dixie,  •>»  ■-si 

And  the  Lord  knows  I  must  go.  Chorus. 


Cod  Liver  Oil. 

Saug  bj  J.  H.  Oonroy. 


Biddy,  the  Ballet  Oirl. 

Written  by  J.  Bradley.  Sang  by  Jack  Conroy. 


I  am  a  gay  laboring  man,  **    . 

And  I  have  a  beautiful  daughter. 
Who  never  did  care  much  for  work  : 

It's  her  mother's  own  wish  that  she  aughter. 
It  seems  that  she  fancied  the  stage. 

So  I  granted  her  final  request. 
And  now  she's  a  beautiful  dancer. 

And  ranks  along  with  the  best  ' 

Cnontia. 

On  the  stage  she  is  Madame  La  Shortic, 

But  her  right  name  is  Biddy  McCarty  ; 
Bhe  brings  home^  at  night,  and  at  matinees. 

Large  baskets  of  flowers,  and  also  bouquets. 
Ob  !  she  is  mv  only  daughter. 

And  I  am  the  man  that  taught  her 
To  wear  spangled  clothes,  and  go  round  on  her  toes. 

And  there  is  no  such  •  girl  as  Biddy. 

■\Vhcn  salary  day  does  arrive, 

All  trouble  and  toil  it  does  smother  : 
Fi  >r.  just  the  day  before  that,  there  was  a  kick, 

Tiie  girl  had  been  scolded  by  her  mother ; 
Bile's  courting  a  clerk  iu  the  bank. 

Who  sees  hfi' safe  home  at  the  door. 
And  p.iys  a  big  gang  iu  the  gallery. 

To  applaud  in  a  perfect  uproar.  Chorus. 

LvA  Saturday  night  I  got  paid  ; 

I  Ihooght  i  would  go  to  the  theatre. 
And  take  the  old  woman  along  ; 

la  the  (latquetle  iu  front  I  did  seat  her, 
When  Biddy  came  out  for  to  dance  : 

My  son  Danny  was  ap  in  the  tier,         ,.       ;, 
He  cried,  •*  Gk)  in,  sister  Biddy  1"  "      -      *^  ' 

■■    When  tbey  bonnced  him  right  ont  on  his  ear. 

Ohonu. 


I'm  R  poor  married  man,  and  wretched  is  my  life  ; 
Six  years  Fve  been  married  to  a  verv  sick  wife  : 
From  morning  till  night  she  does  nothing  but  Kigh, 
And  the  neighbors  all  said  she  was  going  to  die. 
A  young  friend  of  mine  called  on  me,  one  day. 
And  saw  that  my  wife  Hho  was  pining  away  : 
He  Tery  soon  told  me  how  she  would  get  strong 
By  drinking  an  oil  made  by  Doctor  Do  John. 
Chobus. 

Oh !  Doctor  De  John !  oh  !  Doctor  De  John  I 
Your  cod  liver  oil  is  so  pure  and  so  strong  : 
I  think  on  my  life  I'll  Iw  under  the  soil. 
If  my  wife  keeps  ou  drinking  your  cud  livor  oiL 

I  bought  her  a  bottle,  which  gave  her  ddight, 
And  soon  the  contents  she  put  out  of  sight ; 
I  bought  her  a  dozen,  which  vanished  the  same, 
Till  I  thought  sho'd  take  cod  liver  oil  ou  tho  brain. 
'Twas  then  that  I  noticed,  w  ith  wonder  and  doubt. 
My  wife  she  was  getting  most  wonderfully  stout  : 
And  when  she  got  stout,  of  course,  she  got  btroug, 
'Till  I  owa  I  was  jealous  of  Doctor  Do  John. 

Oh !  Doctor  Do  John  I  io 

We  courted  and  cooed  like  two  turtle  doves. 

But  lately  my  wife,  she's  brought  homo  boxing  gloves. 

And  if  I  do  not  keep  as  quiet  as  a  mouRe, 

It's  round  after  round  I'm  sent  round  tho  house. 

'Twas  only  lost  night,  the  servant,  named  Jimes, 

Says — "Master,  your  MLsses  has  brought  yon 

home  twins. " 
For  two  more  blessed  babies  I'll  now  have  to  toil  : 
Oh  !  how  I  wish  she'd  stop  drinking  his  co<l  liver  oil  ! 

Ob  !  Doctor  De  John  !  &o. 

Our  own  little  Billy,  he's  getting  so  fat, 

All  day  like  a  porpoise  he  rolls  on  tho  mat, 

And  even  the  cat  has  a  new  coat  of  silk  : 

For,  my  wife  says  that  oil  is  much  better  than  milk. 

I  can't  get  a  bit  cooked,  do  just  what  I  like. 

She's  turned  against  cooking,  and  is  gone  on  a  strike. 

And  even  the  kettle,  when  it  begins  for  to  boil, 

You'd  swear  it  was  singing  out  cod  liver  oil. 

Oh  !  Doctor  Da  John  I  Ac. 

Oh !  Doctor  De  John  !  who  taught  yon  the  art 
Of  making  cod  liver  oil  to  break  a  man's  heart? 
For,  if  she  continues,  you  shortly  will  sea 
Your  cod  liver  will  make  a  short  liver  of  mo. 
My  house  it  resembles  a  big  doctor  shop, 
It's  filled  with  your  bottles  from  boljtom  to  top, 
And  when  my  wife's  dead,  and  she's  under  tho  soil, 
I'll  writ«  on  her  tombstone—"  Here  hes  Cod 

Liver  Oil." 
.1  Oh  !  Doctor  Do  John  !  Ac. 

The  Monarch  of  the  Wood. 

,       Sang  by  namilton  Winter 

Behold  the  monarch  of  tho  woods. 

The  mighty  old  oak  tree, 
He  braves  tho  raging  of  the  storm. 

On  land  or  roIlin<»  sen  ; 
He  waves  his  bruuchoH  decked  with  er«cxx. 

In  summer's  golden  glow. 
And  ivy  clothes  its  leafless  form 

Through  winter's  frost  and  snoA. 
King  Time,  the  conqueror  of  all. 

He  bniyely  d(w  i  defy, 
And  stands  the  monarch  of  the  wood. 

When  ages  have  gone  by. 
Chorus  :    Green  and  hearty,  green  and  hearty, 
Hearty  will  he  stand. 
When  ages  have  gone  by. 

How  oft  tho  monarch  of  the  wood. 

Upon  a  summer's  day. 
Has  seen  tho  merry  children  sport 

And  ncath  ita  shadows  way, 
From  youth  to  manhood  tht;y  spring. 

And  old  age  comf  at  last. 
The  green  gnuiK  (^lov.s  upon  tln-ir  graves, 

And  all  life's  dreams  are  p.ist— 
Yet  stronger  gnnvs  tlio  mighty  tree 

In  hale  and  hrorty  prime,  '" 

And  stands  the  monari;h  of  tho  w»ot1. 


Defyiud  age  and  time 


Chorus. 


Light  is  Looming  in  the  Sky. 

WerdabyT.  Plndcr.  Made  by  W.  t,  LsnMlott. 

Light  is  looming  in  the  sky. 

Once  again  I  see  the  shore : 
OcHiin  !  now  I  say  good-bye,  , 

I  shall  never  roam  thee  more. 
Cradled  on  thy  heaving  bieast, 

Thou  ha-it  proved  a  faithful  friend. 
Shall  I  find  so  true  a  ret>t 

In  the  liiud  where  now  I  wend? 
Chorus:    Light  is  looming  in  the  sky. 

Once  a;^ain  I  h«  e  tho  nhora :  *"^ 

Ocean  I  now  I  say  good-byo, 
I  shall  never  nxim  thee  mora 

-lion  wert  always  blue  and  f  «ir,     •    .  ^       > :  _ 

In  the  sunny  southern  cliiij  ;,  "  ''■ 

But  my  thoughts  wonld,  unawur<k 

Wander  far  away  at  times  ; 
Then  I  knew  a  dearer  home  ,  ••    ■  ■■.  •  v 

Missed  me  iu  the  northern  lands, 
Asking  me  no  more  to  roam,  ...     ... 

Were  outstretched  fair  pleadmg  hands.    Chorus. 

But  the  cruel  hand  of  Death  ■■'..'. 

May  have  laid  that  loved  form  low  :  ~' 

Boses  now  with  scented  breath 

O'er  my  darling's  grave  may  grow— 
Months  have  sped,  I  have  not  heanl 

Tidings  of  her  woe  or  weal : 
There  has  come  no  whisi>ering  bird. 

That  could  pleasant  utws  reveuL 


Chorus. 


Oh  !  I  pray  she  has  proved  true 

To  our  long-since  pligLteil  lova : 
If  to  earth' she's  bid  adieu. 

Then  we  yet  may  meet  above. 
See  !  tho  sky  gorws  fair  witli  light,  • 

All  my  wandering  is  o'er. 
May  iny  future  be  as  brii,'Lt, 

When  I  tread  my  native  shore ! 


Chonu. 


Dorkins  was  Tight 

Wordr  by  Beqj.  D.-OolUaa.      Song  l<y  Oua  WillUms. 

The  theatre  was  full,  and  so  were  the  actors : 

Dan  Dorkins  was  going  to  appear 
That  night  in  a  bare-footed  slack-wire  clog : 

For,  he  wasihe  P(  mpey  round  here. 
The  bar-room  was  fearfully  crowded  with  beats 

Who  awaited  a  plea^iaut  surprise ; 
For,  they  knew  they  would  eat 

When  the  lanch  waa  sut  out. 
And  they  longed  for  the  curtain  to  rise.  > 

The  curtain  arose,  and  so  did  the  people^ 
Who  began  to  shout  and  hurrah  ; 

Dan  Dorkins  came  ont  with  young  Oliver  Twist, 
But  they  gave  him  the  laugh  and  yah  1  yah  i 

The  play  it  began  when  the  curtain  went  np^ 

Bat  something  was  wrong,  I  felt  sure  ; 
"  He's  away  oflf  his  t>ase,"  says  John  Jas.  Mansfield, 

That  never  went  back  on  the  poor. 
A  brick— well  it  was  -I  saw  Dorkins  start. 

And  Ciirom  on  the  diuk  red  for  two  ; 
And  it  made  me  feel  thirsty  to  see  how  he  worked. 

But  continually  dropping  his  cue. 
He  says,  "I'm  (he  King,"  when  a  woman  jumped  np 

Cried,  "  you  lie  :  for,  you're  one  of  the  gang, 
Aud  you  owe  mo  for  washing."    That  knocked 

Dorkins  oold. 

And  his  head  on  his  breast  did  hang. 

At  Ien<>th  the  footlights  he  approached  with  a  rush. 

And  "Ladies and  gentlemen,"  said, 
"  If  I  haven't  drank  enough  bourbon  to-night^     , 

The  fault  is  my  wealth,  not  my  head.  '    , 

Many  a  time  I  Imve  made  yon  pll  sick,  .  ;  i  ■ 

Aud  get  up  :\iid  go  out  for  a  beer  ;  .  ■     ■  -  ' 

When  mo  and  Jim  Stoker  wal'iced  a  mile  in  a  week. 

How  I  w  itth  D.iu  OTjeary  was  here  I 
You  insult  me  to-uight  and  s»iy  I  lun  sober. 

For  jears  I've  been  a  ILimlet  alone  ; 
I'll  tell  you  the  reaw)u,  I  know  you  will  treat, 

I've  a  mother-in-hiw  dead— drunk  at  home." 


t 


.••»-( 


Why  are  the  sun  and  moon  unsociable  7— Because 
you  seldom  see  them  together. 


r 
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Whoa,  Emma' 

Word*  by  C  F.  Fowler.        Suug  bj  Tony  Paitor. 

Tbe  Music  cau  be  oMtiurd  of  the  w<>ll  ki.nwti  Miido 
Store  uf  F  U.uuie,  MJl  Diuadnay,  Pi  ice,  35  cent*. 


I  took  my  girl,  one  day, 

A  sailiug  dowu  the  bay, 
And  Emmit  was  the  dnrliug  creature's  nume  ; 

While  ataiidiiig  on  the  pier, 

Some  chai^  at  her  did  stture. 
And  cue  and  all  round  her  did  exclaim  : 

Chobus. 
Oh !  Emma,  whoa !  Emma,        :  -  * .         > 

Emma,  you  put  me  iu  quite  Di  dflemioa :  ' 
Ofa !  Emma,  whoa  I  Emma, 

That's  what  I  hear  wherever  I  ga 

I  asked  them  what  they  meant, 
'  When  some  one  at  me  sent 
An  egg,  which  nearly  struck  me  in  the  eye  ». 
Emma  began  toscrenni, 
•'  Oh  I  Fred,  what  do«>  this  mean?" 
I  asked  again,  and  this  was  their  reply  : 

Oh  I  Emma,  fee. 

I  thought  they'd  never  cease. 

So  shouted  out  "Police !" 
And  when  he  came,  he  looked  at  me  so  sly  ; 

The  crowd  then  at  me  laughed. 

And  said  I  must  be  "daft," 
And  once  again  they  all  commence  J  to  cry  : 

Oh !  Emma  !  to. 

An  old  man  said  to  me : 
"  Why,  young  man,  can't  you  see 
The  joke?    and  I  looked  at  him  with  surprise : 
Hesaid  "doutbeput  out," 
It's  a  Kavinei's  got  about ; 
Aad  then  th(  ix  to  ces  sotmed  t  >  rend  the  skies ! 

Oh !  Emma,  &e. 


••^ 


The  Belle  of  New  Orleans. 

VMdAMid  If  Bslo  by  Vim  n.  Tremble. 


She's  the  prettiest  one  in  all  thic  worid. 


I  ask  your  kind  attention. 

While  I  relate  to  you 
What  happened  to  this  swell, 

A  few  short  days  ago. 
Twaa  ont  at  the  City  Park, 

Viewing  the  sights  and  scenes, 
I  met  tha  fairest  of  the  fair— 
-   Th*  Belle  of  New  Orleans. 
Obonis: 

An  angel  to  me  she  seems  ;     . 
Tm  over  head  and  ears  in  love   *    • 
With  the  belle  of  Now  Orleani^, 
',':''>■;■  \y*^;-  ;^=!^-i^^v.-  -.jjft  :  v::0-i  {Iwce.) 

She  iorfted  me  t<v  tee Ler  home^  _,  •..?  ^^ ' 

It  made  ma  feel  so  quesr,  ' .  f 

Whilst  walking  arm  iu  arm,    ,  _^     ^ 

With  this  pretty  liUle  dear  Jj, ,  ;  '; 
I  confessed  my  love  to  her,      .  '^.  ';  • .  #       *"-" 

And  strange  to  me  it  seem*  V        ..>* 
That  I  have  won  for  life  "• 

The  belle  of  New  Orleans.  .»  Chorus. 


The  Old  Ark's  a  Uoving.  v 

Sunsby  Prank  BocnctU  ' 


Away  down  South,  where  I  was  bom, 

The  oil  ark's  a  moving,  a  moving  along  5 
Among  (be  sugar  cana  aud  corn. 

The  old  ark's  a  moving,  a  moving  along ; 
Then  old  niOfi^A  pioini.si-d  mo, 

Tlie  old  ark's  a  moving;,  a  mo%-iE!?  idoug^    - 
TL:it  whsu  li.)  died  bo'd  f-et  v.o  TiTf  : 

Oh  I  tho  old  aik'b  a  moving,  a  moving  along. 

CEOI.fS. 

Then  the  old  ark's  a  moving,  a  moving  along, 
Then  the  oM  ark's  r.  movinj.',  a  movinj,',  a  moving, 
The  old  aik'.>  a  moving,  a  inoving  doug. 

When  I  die  I  want  to  rise  high, 

'I'be  old  iirk's  a  moviu!;,  a  moving  along, 
Way  up  yonrti-r  iu  the  slvy,  . 

'The  old  ark's  p.  moving,  a  moviug  along  ; 
And  sister  Sal  and  r.iy  aunt  Sue. 

The  old  aik'H  a  movin; 
Said  they'd  surely  b.o  there,  too, 

The  old  aik'fi  a_mo'>iiig.  a  moving  nlonc;. 

Then  the  old  ark's,  Ac. 


The  Old  Log  Cabin  on  the  Hill. 

Word!  by  Frtuk  Diimont.  Sunt'  hf  Harry  Woodson. 


Far  away  in  the  South,  among  the  cotton  fields, 

Is  the  place  I  ever  long  to  nee  : 
Oh !  the  dear  sunny  clime  where  I  was  bred  and  bom, 

And  the  memory  is  ever  dear  to  nie  I 
Oh  !  the  mocking  bird's  singing  in  the  troea  close  by, 

While  far  from  the  6{X)l  I  now  roam  : 
In  this  wide  weary  world  wherever  I  may  go^  ^    . , 

There  is  no  place  like  the  dear  old  home. 

Choecs.  >:-; .  r-^r/ ^•^" ;  • '/J^ '. -;■ 

Then  give  me  a  home  in  the  dear  old  Soath : 

For,  fondly  I  love  it  still ! 
Then  I  sigh,  night  and  day,  I  long  to  see  again 

Is  that  old  log  cabin  on  the  bill. 

Oh !  the  ones  I  love  is  sleeping  in  the  ground, 

When  I  am  ptussing  so  fast  away  : 
And  my  heart  grows  so  sad— I  long  to  return, 

Oh  !  the  old  man  ain't  what  ho  used  to  be : 
And  the  mapnoliau  bloom  around  the  cabin  door, 
9  'TIS  then  I  turn  with  a  si<^h  : 
Oh  !  I  will  go  back  again,  back  to  them  cotton  fields. 

In  that  old  cabin  home  there  let  mo  die.     Chorus. 


ft  moving  aloiJg 


«•>. 


The  Days  When  1  was  Young. ,         :■ 

Oompoeed  end  Sung  by  Harry  Woodson.  ••  -  - 

There's  a  happy  little  cot,  down  in  southern  Tennessee, 

Where  the  ivy  blossoms  twine  round  the  door, 
And  forever  fresh  and  green  in  my  memory  it  will  be, 

Though  I  know  I  never  see  it  any  more ; 
Bat  I  never  can  forget  the  old  home  I  love  bo  well. 

And  the  many  good  old  times  that  I  have  stmg, 
And  the  tears  tbey  fill  my  eyes  every  time  I  try  to  tell 

Of  the  times  I  used  to  have  when  I  was  yooug. 

CaoBnk 

Now  the  temTm  and  the  bonee,  am  forever  laid  away. 
The  fiddle  and  the  banjo  am  unstrung  ; 

But  I  often  have  a  si^h  f(»  the  happy  days  gone  by, 
And  the  times  I  oaed  to  have  when  I  was  young. 

When  the  autumn  days  had  oome,  I  would  husk 

the  yellow  com. 
In  the  fields  I  was  singiBg  all  the  day. 
And  before  they  made  me  free,  I  had  never  cause 

to  mourn ; 
And  around  the  old  place  evervthtng  was  gay ; 
And  many  and  many  a  time  when  the  work  of 

day  was  over. 
With  my  melody  the  ciA  plantation  rang, 
Asd  my  bent  does  ottec  ]oag  fo;  the  happy  days 

of  yore, 
And  the  timet*  I  osed  to  have  when  I  was  young. 

Now  the  tiuaabo,  ic 

■•     ^^     »    ■  11    iSl    ^1 


Who's  Gwine  to  Join  de  Band  ? 

8aag  by  Saiiford  *  Wilioo. 

I  thonght  I  heard  a  voice  in  the  sky, 

Ob !  come  kiss  me,  darling : 
Nothing  but  a  mgt^c-r  wench  rolling  up  her  eye : 

Who's  gwinefco  join  dis  band  ? 
I  looked  '.ip  (bore  and  heard  a  wench  say : 

Oii !  ccuo  kii«  me,  darlirg  • 
Stop  dat  foo'inic  fiul  como  dis  way  :         :    -'      /. 

V/ho'u  gwiuo  to  join  dis  band? 

Ceobcb. 

Oh  !  Sufiianah  !  Oh !  Josiah  I  "'  •' 

A  nig^'c-r  and  a  white  man  both  up  slain : 

V/ho's  gwino  to  join  this  band  ? 
Oh  !  Su-iauiiii !  Oh  !  Jobioli ! 

A  r-ii'^rr  ii'id  a  vrliito  man  both  t^>  sta&a  ;     -  : 
Who's  gwinc  to  join  dis  band  ? 

Oh  !  don't  I  lovtjmy  old  Joeiah,  ,,■    ' 

Oh !  como  kiss  mo,  darling ;      ;'    !■  ■    '       '. 
Of  him  I  know  I'll  never  tiro  :        ;    ' 

Who's  gwine  to  join  dis  band  ?  ,:;;:'' 

To  liim  I  know  I'sc  gwine  to  stic^       ■"  ■' 

Oh !  come  kiss  me,  darling ; 
For,  I  love  him  harder  than  a  horae  can  kick :     ' 

Who's  gwine  to  join  dis  band  ? 

Oh  !  Snsianah,  Jkc 


My  Pretty  Bed  Bote.       _^^^ 

Word*  and  Mnsio  by  Jorepli  p.  Bhelly. 

Uaslo,  OopyriRbt  1877   »nd  pnbllrhrd  by  P.  Bloask 

861  Broadway,  N.  Y        Pric«4«o«uU. 

He  gave  me  a  pretty  red  rose. 

While  rambling  to-night  o'er  the  lea, 

And  said,  as  he  kisoed  me  good-bye. 
Wear  this  in  your  breast,  love,  for  m& 

"Tis  fading  and  falling  apart. 
But  close  to  my  heart  it  will  ding. 

While  lonely  I  sigh  for  my  darling's  bright  tij% 
,;,■_  Of  my  pretty  red  rose  I  will  slug. 

Mypretty  rod  rose,  my  pretty  red  rose, 

Tis  a  sweet  little  token,  my  pretty  red  roe^ 

While  lonely  I  sigh  for  my  darling's  bright  oy% 
I'll  tog  of  my  pretty  red  roe& 

"Tis  a  dear  little  mem'rj'  of  love. 

How  sad  that  it  soon  must  decay, 
But  fondly  I'll  treasure  its  leaves, 

Though  their  beauty  mny  vilui^ih  away. 
Sweet  moments  of  ioy  it  recills, 

Aud  lulls  every  sigh  to  repose  ; 
Tho'  noy  we're  apart,  still  my  Uue  lover's  heart 

Seeins  to  dwell  in  my  pretty  red  rose. 

My  pretty  red  rose,  dbo. 

iW    ISI    M      

Lollaby. 

Saog  by  Hist  Kellogf.        Uaale  by  E.  G.  B.  Holder.  ; 

Eockalw,  lullaby,  bees  in  the  clover, 
Groning  so  drowsily,  crying  so  low—' 

Eockaby,  lullaby,  dear  hUle  rover, 
Down  into  wonderland,  down  to  the  nnderlmd. 

Go,  oh,  go  I  down  into  wonderland  go  1 

Eockaby,  lullaby,  rain  on  the  clover, 
Tears  on  the  eyelids  that  waver  and  weep ; 

Bockaby,  lullaby,  bending  it  over, 
Downonthemotherworld,  down  on  the  other  wall 

Sleep,  oh,  sleep  1  down  on  the  other  wotld.  uiMp  1 

Bockaby,  hiUaby,  rain  on  the  clover. 
Dew  on  the  eyes  that  will  sparkle  at  dawn  ; 

Eockaby,  lullaby,  dear  little  rover, 

Into  the  stilly  world,  into  »he  lilly  world. 

Gone,  oh,  gone !  into  the  lilly  world  gone  I 


Time  is  on  the  Wing. 


Straw,  strew  with  roses, 

Life's  rough  path  and  let's  be  gay ;     ^ 
Artless  yoath  proposes,  / 

And  tnfles  time  away.  ,* 

But  yooth,  a  fleeting  April  moca,      -^ 

This  lesson  seems  to  bring—        '/ 
Every  ross  will  bear  a  tboni,  > 

And  time  is  on  the  wing.  / 

Trip,  trip  to  measure. 

Dulcet  is  the  voice  of  love ; 
Warble  songs  of  pleasure, 

Adown  the  flowery  grove. 
But  love's  sweet  voice  will  oft  betray, 

And  Pleamire  cloyed  will  sing — 
Every  flower  will  fade  away, 

And  time  is  on  the  wing. 


{ 


/ 


^•»H 


Oh  I  Open  the  Door.  * 

BCBKS. 

Ob  I  open  the  door,  some  pity  to  show. 

Oh  f  open  the  door  to  me,  ob  ! 
Though  thou  hast  lieen  false,  I'll  ever  prove  troe^ 

Oh  j  open  the  door  to  me,  oh  ! 

Canld  is  the  blast  upon  my  jxile  cheek, 

But  canlder  thy  love  for  me,  oh  1 
Tho  froet  that  freezes  the  life  at  my  heart, 

Is  nought  to  my  pains  frae  thee,  oL  * 

The  wan  moon  is  setting  behind  the  white  wave. 

And  time  is  setting  with  me,  oh  ! 
False  friends,  false  love,  farewell !  for  mair 

111  ne'er  trouble  them,  nor  thee,  oh ! 

She  hsa  opened  the  door,  she  has  opened  it  wide  ; 

She  sees  his  pale  corse  on  the  plain,  oh  ! 
My  trne  love,  she  cried,  and  sank  '*'*in  bj  hit 

Never  to  rise  again,  uh ! 
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Be  Gentle  and  Kind ! 

Bj  Eageo*  WIpflar. 


CrsTe  not  fox  faTora,  and  ci&Te  not  for  gold. 

Bat  always  act  npright  and  square  : 

Bemember  a  man,  however  so  bold,  ■ 

la  bound  to  deal  honest  and  fair. 

And  if  yon  do  find  yonr  neighbor  in  need, 

Don't  make  a  stem  face  and  pass  on  : 

Bat  try  and  moke  your  day's  work  complete^ 

By  helping  him  kindly  along. 

Ghobvs. 

Let  na  earnestly  try  to  be  gentle  and  kind. 
The  effort  may  canse  yon  some  pain. 
But  then  you  are  sure,  oh  !  bear  it  in  mind. 
That  your  labors  have  not  been  in  vain. 

And  when  fortune  declines  to  shine  on  yonr  path, 

And  your  happiness  is  changed  into  sorrow  : 

What  nse  wonld  it  be  to  whine  and  to  fret, 

As  all  may  be  snnohine  to-morrow  ? 

True  happiness  is  only  gained  in  this  life, 

By  sweetness  of  temper  and  deed  : 

And  if  yoa  can't  live  without  quarrel  olr  strifa, 

Ton  are  a  poor  mortal  indeed.  Ghonu. 

A  bright  star  will  guide  yon,  his  name  it  is  lore  : 

He  neTer  will  len(i  yon  astray  ; 

Combined  with  trn ;  faith  in  our  Father  above, 

To  Him  yon  must  humble  and  pray. 

And  when  at  last  death  calls  you  to  rest, 

Why  should  you  tremble  or  sigh  ? 

If  you  hare  faithfull  performed  yonr  earthly  task, 

On  a  reward  in  heaven  lelie.  Obonu. 


Iin't  a  Dollar  Enough  to  bny  Bread,  and 
Water  corts  Nothing  at  all  t 

Word!  by  Frtnk  L«wls. 

In  the  city  of  Brooklyn  is  living 

A  man,  who  himself  once  wai  poor, 
Bat  that  fact  it  would  seem  he's  forgotten. 

Or  he'd  act  very  different,  Tm  sore. 
Now  I  heard,  on  a  late  Sunday  morning, 

These  words  from  his  saintly  lips  taXL—- 
*•  Isn't  a  dolkr  enoogh  to  buy  bread  ? 

And  water  cnets  nothing  at  alL" 
Obosub. 
Then  no  man  will  I  eonnt  in  the  listof  myfrieoda, 

Who  is  dsaf  to  the  workingman's  call. 
And  says — "A  dollar  is  enongh  to  bay  bocsd, 

And  water  ooets  nothing  at  alL" 

This  wtmderfnl  preacher  don't  do  mneh, 

Thoogh  he  lives  on  the  fat  of  the  land  : 
He  has  all  that  be  wants— xBay  be  too  moob— 

For,  be  lives  in  a  style  that  in  grand  ; 
Yet  this  clerical  and  cheeky  old  frand  said— 

(Thongh  two  thonsand  a  month  Is  his  pay,) 
That  a  workman  should  be  very  happy 

On  only  a  di  liar  a  day.  Choma. 

This  man  is  not  known  for  his  good  deeds, 

Though  for  "gab  '  the  world  over  he's  fumed  : 
He  prencheH  to  please  his  rich  patrons. 

And  thereby  tias  gained  a  great  name  : 
But  I'd  mucb" rather  be  a  poor  workmiin. 

When  before  jndcri'ment's  Rent  we  all  stand. 
Than  to  be  in  the  shoes  of  Wanl  B<»echer, 

Who  went  back  on  the  poor  laboringman. 

Chorus. 


A  Gentle  Word  is  Never  Lort. 

A  gentle  word  is  never  lost  I 

Oh  !  never  then  refuse  one  : 
It  cheers  the  heart  when  tempest-tossed, 

And  lulls  the  cares  that  bruise  one ; 
It  scatters  sunshine  o'er  onr  way,       -• 

And  turns  onr  thorns  to  roses ; 
It  changes  weary  night  to  day. 

And  hope  and  love  discloses, 
A  gentle  word  is  never  lost — 

Thy  fallen  brother  needs  it. 
How  easy  said  !  bov;  umall  the  cost  I 

With  peace  and  couafort  speeds  it  I 
Then  dnve  the  shadow  from  thy  cheek-^ 

A  smile  cnu  well  replace  it ; 
Our  voice  is  mnsio  when  we  apeak   ;'  : 

With  geuUe  words  to  grace  it. 


A  Lock  of  my  Mother's  Hair. 

Words  by  Frank  Damont  Uuaio  bj  Eddia  Fux. 


Tve  a  letter  that  was  written  long  ago, 

'Tis  a  letter  that  Fve  treasured  many  years  ; 
Oh  I  how  often  I  have  read  those  fading  lines, 

And  over  them  there's  traces  of  my  tears  ! 
She  sent  to  me  her  blessing  in  that  missive, 

To  see  me  was  her  constant  praver  ; 
The  little  lock  of  gray  in  this  old  letter 
Is  a  lock  of  my  angel  mother's  hair. 
Choroii :    I've  a  letter  that  was  sent  me  long  ago, 
A  letter  that  I  keep  with  tender  care  ; 
The  little  lock  of  gray  in  this  6ld  letter 
Is  a  lock  of  my  angel  mother's  hair. 

I've  a  letter  that  vras  written  long  ago. 

That  was  sent  to  me  across  the  stormy  sea. 
When  'uioiig  strangers  I  was  wandering  far  away. 

And  longing  home  again  to  ever  be. 
But  underneath  the  sod  my  mother's  sleeping, 

She's  free  from  earthly  trials  and  its  care  : 
But  ever  next  my  heart  I'll  keep  her  letter 

And  the  lock  of  my  angel  mother's  hair. 

I've  a  letter,  &c 

Sweet  Visions  of  Childhood. 

Word*  by  John  K»yiitoti.  Matio  by  Cb»a.  E.  Pratt. 

Tha  Mnaie  can  ba  olitilned  of  tha  woll  Amowd  Mnalo 

Store  of  F.  Dlnma,  861  Broadway,  Piica.  Uceiita. 


Sweet  visions  of  childhood,  how  bright  they  appear 

When  our  lives  are  o'erclouded  with  care  1 
How  fondly  we  dream  of  tliem  year  after  year. 

And  how  lovely  they  are  and  how  fair ! 
Oh  I  blessed  are  the  scenes  I  ne'er  ean  forget : 

Dearest  mother  so  kind  and  so  true — 
Sweet  home  that  I  left  with  the  saddest  regret. 

How  my  heart  fondly  turns  unto  you  1 
Chorus. 

Sweet  visions  of  childhood  return  to  me  now,  \ 
And  I  weep  for  the  days  that  are  past ; 

My  fond  mother's  kiss  and  her  hand  on  my  brow, 
In  the  days  that  were  too  bright  to  last 

Sweet  visions  of  childhood,  how  dear  to  each  heart ! 

Once  again,  by  a  fiir  mother's  knee  . 

I  linger,  while  fast  welling  tears  fondly  start, ' 

And  the  past  comes  iu  beauty  to  me. 
Oh  !  time  may  destroy  all  the  bright  joy  of  life, 

But  this  bOBom  will  ever  retain 
Lovely  visions  of  thee,  'mid  the  world's  busy  etxift, 

Bringing  bliss  to  this  fond  heart  again.     Cbons. 


Down  on  the  liisBissippi  Shore. 

Werda  and  Mnaie  by  Joseph  P.  Skally. 

Copyrlebt    1877.  by  E.  D.  Harding.       The  Mnaie  ean  be 

had  of  E.  B  Harding.  No.  i»  Bowery.    Prlos  10  eta. 

I  was  a  festive  little  niggah,  r 

In  de  da\H  what  tiseid  to  bs, 
Down  on  de  MiH8is.sippi  river : 

Oh  !  dem  was  de  times  for  me  : 
I  can't  forgit  do«e  good  ole  days, 

Jees  'fore  do  cruel  war. 
When  de  coons  were  happly  in  de  fields  Ob  com, 

Down  on  de  Mississippi  shore. 
Chorus. 

Hallelujah  !  shout  and  sing, 

Don't  you  be  8i\d  no  more  : 
We  will  sing  togedder  ob  de  dear  ole  home, 

Down  on  de  Mississippi  shore. 

We  played  on  de  fiddle  and  banjo, 

And  sung  all  de  livelong  day  :      « 
Ole  IJucle  Rufus  used  to  watch  OS 

Dancin' around  so  gay  ; 
At  night,  when  all  de  work  was  dons, 

We  sat  at  de  cabin  door. 
And  de  gals  went  crazy  wid  de  music  sweet, 

Down  on  de  Mississippi  shore.  Chorus. 

Dere  I  wonld  ramble  in  d«  twilight 

Wid  my  true  lub  so  dear. 
And  stray  in  de  shadow  ob  de  branch 

vThar  de  birds  sang  sweet  and  clear  ; 
Dat  happy  time  is  passed  away, 

"Twin  neber  come  no  mote, 
I'm  always  tiukiug  ob  de  dear  ols  home, 


The  Burial  of  Sir  Jolm  Mooro. 


Down  oi^  de  Mississippi  ahore. 


Ohoms. 


Not  a  dmm  was  heard,  nor  a  funeral  nots^  >-      .'. 

As  his  corse  to  the  rampart  we  hurried  ;      ./, 
Not  a  soldier  discharged  his  farewell  shot 

O'er  the  grave  where  our  hero  was  boried. 

We  bnried  him  darklv  at  dead  of  night,  : 

The  sods  with  our  bayonets  turning — 

By  the  struggling  moon-beams'  misty  light; 
And  the  lantern  dimly  burning. 

No  useless  cofSn  enclosed  his  breast. 
Nor  in  sheets,  nor  in  shrouds  we  bonnd  him  ; 

Bat  he  lay  like  a  warrior  taking  his  rest, 
With  his  martial  cloak  arouid  him. 

Few  and  short  were  the  prayers  we  said. 

And  we  spoke  not  a  word  of  sorrow  ; 
But  we  steadfastly  gazed  on  the  face  of  the  dead, 

And  we  bitterly  thought  of  the  morrow. 

We  thought,  as  we  hollowed  his  narrow  bsd. 

And  smothed  down  his  lonely  pillow. 
That  the  foe  and  the  stranger  woold  trea>d  o'er  his  head. 

And  we  tar  away  on  the  billow. 

Lightly  they'll  talk  of  the  spirit's  that's  gone, 
And  o'er  his  cold  ashee  upbraid  him  ; 

But  nothing  hell  reck,  if  they  let  him  sleep  on 
In  the  grave  where  a  Bnton  has  laid  him. 

But  half  of  onr  heavy  task  was  done. 
When  the  clock  told  the  hour  for  retiring ; 

And  we  heard,  by  the  distant  and  random  gan. 
That  the  foe  were  saddenly  firing. 

Slowly  and  sadly  we  laid  him  down. 

From  the  field  of  his  fame  fresh  and  gory ; 

We  carved  not  a  lin»— we  raised  not  a  stone- 
But  we  left  him  alone  in  his  glory. 


A  Green  Havana. 

Wrlttan  and  Bang  by  Qna  WlllUms. 

A  green  Havana  cigar  I  adors, 

Vea  lighted  whole  yon  please  me  de  more  : 

It  seems  von  have  lingered  for  years  in  my  heart, 

A  green  Havana,  oh  !  never  depart ; 

Oh !  darling  loved  vona,  yonr  smoke  now  I  miss, 

My  lips  cling  to  you  more  dan  any  vone  I  kiss : 

Ven  long.  laan.  and  hghted,  de  smoke  np  vill  soar 

From  a  green  Havana  cigar  I  adore. 

Hateful  I'd  be  to  drow  you  oad  de  door, 

A  greeo  Havana  oigar  I  adore.    ( ApetK laslhBolbua. ) 

A  green  Havana  oigar  I  adore,  • .  , 

Venever  de  ocean  or  vind  it  does  roar ;  . 

From  de  land  of  Limbnrger  vere  pipes  eaa  he  — «n, 

I  shake  dem  for  dee,  nnd  I  love  as  green  ; 

Oh !  darling  loved  vone,  I  know  yoa  axe  trns, 

Ven  in  de  gntter  I  still  go  for  you, 

Und  ven  I'm  drough  singing,  I'll  go  to  some  store 

For  a  green  Havana  cigar  I  adore. 

Hateful  I'd  be  to  drow  you  oud  de  door, 

A  green  Havana  cigar  I  adore.     ( Repeat  last  tvoo  lines. ) 


^jsa 


Girle,  Look  ere  yon  Leap. 

A  plague  npon  man,  and  his  flattering  tongne — 

What  a  fool  is  a  maid  to  believe  him  I 
If  she  plays  well  her  cards  while  she's  handsome 

and  yooDg, 
She'll  laugh  at  his  oaths,  and  deoeive  >'<ni. 

But  when  she's  a  wife. 

Every  comfort  in  life 
She  must  yield  to  her  tyrant  tormentor  t 
'■■■'■:  Sure  wedlock  to  me 

Seems  a  patent  to  be. 
And  the  devil  himself  the  inventor.      '  ",■' 

Why  shoald  woman  submit  to  man's  slavery  aHn, 

Vhxea  it  needs  but  a  little  resistance 
To  teach  the  proud  tyrant  to  bend  to  her  will. 
And  to  beg  in  good  turn  for  assistance  ?       . 

Then,  girls,  single  keep,  *  , 

Or  look  well  ere  you  leap : 
Or,  if  husbands  yon  have,  vex  and  ftet  'em  S  '-. 
And  remember  this  role — 
Ever  marry  a  fool. 
And  hold  fuA  by  ths  rains  when  yoa  get  *sm. 
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I  Always  do  Good  When  I  Can. 

Id  me  joa  will  look  on  a  modest  yonng  man,   ^ 

With  scarcely  a  morsel  of  pride,  ;  ■    '  •■ 

And  though  it's  not  right  to  tell  it  myself^ 

My  fame  it  has  sped  &r  and  wide.  > 

Some  say  I'm  more  of  a  rogne  than  a  saint,    ' 

And  wickedness  ouly  my  plan. 
Bat  that  is  because  they  are  jealous,  you  know : 

For,  I  always  do  good  when  I  can. 

Chobub. 
They  say  I'm  a  rogue,  a  knowing  young  rogne^ 

To  be  pious  and  g<K>d  is  my  plan  : 
Wherever  I  go,  my  friends  they  all  know 

That  I  always  do  good  when  I  can. 

Some  people  are  foolish  in  money  affiiirs, 

And  squander  while  others  scarce  live : 
I  think  if  a  sharper  gets  hold  ol  their  coin,      , 

A  lesson  to  them  it  will  give.  * 

So,  jnst  as  a  warning,  I  cheat  them  at  cards. 

Whenever  such  flats  I  can  scan  : 
They  hand  over  the  gold  till  my  pockets  are  full : 

For,  I  always  do  good  when  I  can.  Chorus. 

A  girl,  now  and  then,  I  may  meet  just  by  chance. 

Who  is  breaking  her  heart  for  a  beau  : 
She's  pretty,  and  if  she  hnd  only  her  right, 

She  wonid  have  a  dozen  or  two. 
My  heart  fills  v  itb  pity,  and  somehow  at  last, 

I  offer  to  be  her  yonng  man  : 
I  kihs  her  and  squeeze  her,  as  others  would  do : 

For,  I  always  do  good  when  I  can.  Chorus. 

Some  weep  at  the  things  which  go  on  in  the  world. 

Soy  drink  is  a  terrible  sin  : 
I'd  only  drink  water,  but  strangely  to  say, 

I  never  can  tell  it  from  giu. 
They  swear  that  the  publican's  mostly  to  blame, 

Our  money  and  brains  to  trepan  : 
Yet  by  buying  his  liquors  we  help  him  to  live, 

And  I  always  do  good  when  I  can.  Chorus. 

You've  heard  of  the  terrible  beetles,  no  doubt. 

That  fill  all  our  farmers  with  fear  ; 
A  friend  in  the  States,  at  my  urgent  request,  : 

Jnst  sent  me  a  box  of  them  here. 
I  let  them  all  loose  in  a  cornfield,  one  day. 

Where  feeding  themselves  they  began  : 
I  did  it  to  please  the  poor  insects,  you  know : 

For,  I  always  do  good  when  I  can.  Cboros. 


Round  GoM  the  Whe^ 

Word!  by  F.  Bonifleld.  Compowd  by  lAlo  Beely. 


Tm  going  to  sing  a  novel  strain,  ' . .. 

And  you  a  history  give,  • 

To  tell  yon  how  from  infancy. 
The  way  we  all  should  live  : 
First  the  child  should  understand. 

Old  Father  Time  does  steal 
So  swiftly  on,  not  stopping, 
And  of  life  he  turns  the  wheeL 
Chobtjs. 
Bound,  round,  and  round,  round  goes  the  wheel, 
Click  clack,  click  clack,  life's  but  a  reel. 
In  joy,  or  in  sorrow,  in  peace,  or  in  strife. 
Bound,  round,  and  round  goes  the  wheel  of  life. 

When  I  was  a  Schoolboy,  age  of  ten, 

I  often  played  the  wag. 
And  many  a  thrashing,  now  and  then,       .  ^.     ■ , 

On  my  back  and  shoulders  had ; 
The  master  said  :  "you  naughty  boy, 

111  quickly  make  you  feel : 
How  can  you  thus  your  time  destroy? 

My  cane  shall  turn  the  wbeeL"  Ohoms. 

When  I  was  in  love,  not  long  ago —        *       ; 

I  never  can  forget  it — 
A  lescon  I  was  taught,  and  so 

I  ought  not  to  regret  it 
When  I  asked  her  "  if  she'd  marry  me, 

Our  love  to  firmly  seal." 
•'  Of  cash  you've  not  eneugh,  said  she. 

And  money  turns  the  wheel."  Ohcnns. 

Whr-n  you're  married,  yon  will  find 

The  truth  of  wliat  I  say  : 
You'll  find  yonr  wife  will  speak  her  mind. 

And  will  have  her  own  way  ; 


Should  yon  chance  to  come  home  late. 

And  to  bed  imsteady  reel, 
Why,  then  of  coUrse,  I  need  not  state. 

Her  tongue  will  turn  the  wLeeL  Ohoiaa. 

So  make  the  most  of  every  hour, 

Aiid  every  minute  sniaU, 
The  present  is  within  your  power,    /'-' 

The  past  beyond  recall ;         >•  -  vv      ;  -  ; 
And  in  the  future,  every  day, 

Old  age  will  on  us  steal. 
So  let's  be  gay :  for,  whocansay 

*'  When  time  may  stop  our  wheel?"     Ohoras. 


I  am  Waiting  for  a  Letter,  Love. 

Air:    Old  Ireland  I  adore. 


I  am  waiting  for  a  letter,  love. 

From  you  so  far  away. 
To  read  the  kind  enchanting  words  : 

That  the  paper  it  shall  say,  ,\; 

To  console  my  woary  heart. 

That  is  so  far  from  you, 
But  I  have  confidence  that  yon  will  write- 

You  could  never  prove  untrue. 

I  am  waiting  for  a  letter,  love^  ■■-.  ■ 

To  see  if  yon  are  well : 
For,  absence  malvee  the  heart  more  fond. 

Your  conscience  you  can  tell ; 
I  long  to  read  yonr  loving  words, 

Joy  to  heiir  of  you. 
That  my  heart  still  tells  me  you  will  write— 

You  could  never  prove  untrue. 

I  am  waiting  for  a  letter,  love. 

Now  just  to  hear  from  home, 
And  I  hope  no  other  lover  '  v-;  ■' 

With  you  will  ever  roam  : 
For,  though  I'm  parted  from  you  now, 

I  do  always  think  of  you, 
Bnt  I  think  I  soon  will  get  one,  lova, 

You  could  never  prove  imtme. 

I  view  the  spreading  Indian  treM, 

And  the  scenery  grand  and  wild :  ( 
I  abhor  the  native  females  here, 

But  I  think  on  her  so  mild. 
And  if  I  was  a  bird. 

Home,  home  I'd  soon  have  flew. 
But  I  know  that  you  will  write  to  me— 

You  never  was  untrue.  ., 

I  am  waiting  for  tho  Enrope  mail      ' 

To  arrive  here  every  day. 
To  read  of  the  only  maid  I  love. 

And  hear  what  she  has  to  say. 
For,  ervery  item  in  it  ■■   ;   y 

To  me  will  be  quite  new, 
I  think  yon  soon  will  send  one^  ]an. 

Yon  never  was  untrue.    ., . 

Over  every  grassy  plain 

I  rove  quite  pensive  here  : 
For,  my  heart  is  with  that  lovely  girl. 

That  I  do  hold  so  dear — 
And  hoping  she  does  think  on  me^ 

Oh  !  if  that  I  only  knew  ! 
Bnt  write  it  in  a  letter,  love, 

You  never  \v;is  untrue.  .  - 

.,.■.  i-';  ^  !•»  ^  ■'!..' 

Ton  never  saw  a  Feather  on  a  Tom 
Cat's  Tail. 

Sung  by  Harry  Linn. 


Some  people  boost  and  bounce  about 

The  places  where  they've  been, 
And  tell  yon  of  the  wondrous  sights. 

When  travelling  they  have  seen. 
They  want  to  make  the  world  believe 

There's  none  so  smart  as  they. 
Well,  I  always  listen  till  they're  dcme^ 

And  this  is  what  I  say— 
Chobus. 

You  never  saw  a  feather, 
A  pretty  little  'nather, 

Blnck  or  white,  red  or  green, 
Yellow,  pink  or  pale. 

No  matter  what  the  color, 
As  well  the  one  as  t'other; 


Bnt  yon  never  saw  a  feather      ' 
In  a  Tom  Cat's  tail  ^ . 

Sailors,  take  them  as  a  ral^ 

Can  spin  a  proj^er  yam. 
Though  I  believe  it  is*  a  habit, 
V-        And  Jack  he  menns  no  harm.  ' 
f:  But  when  he  oDce  gets  seated,        "^ 
Why,  he  crowds  on  all  his  sail, 
:  .Well,  I  just  let  Jack  get  finished       i 
""-      With  his  very  wondrous  tale.         * 

Patter  :  And  as  soon  as  Jack  gets  done  I  remai^ 
— well,  my  old  friend,  I  have  no  doubt  yon  have  seen 
many  strange  ends  to  many  stmnge  scenes,  in  fikol 
you  have  seen  most  wonderful  things.  But— 

Yon  never  saw,  Ao. 

Soldiers  get  excited 

When  they  tell  you  of  the  wars 
, . .  That  they've  been  in,  of  victories  woo, 

Gl  nasty  ugly  scars  ; 
They've  seen  their  comrades  bead  blown  ofl^ 

Amidst  the  cannon's  roar, 
Bnt  there's  only  the  one  thing  that  I  knew 

They  never  set  n  before.  Ohoru'-. 


Bo  if  yon  meet  with  people 

Who  are  fond  of  senaelem  chafC 
Jnst  wind  them  tip,  until  they're  doD», 

And  then  believe  one  half. 
And  when  they  have  got  finished, 

Propose  to  walk  away, 
Bnt  previous  to  leavins  them — 

Jost  turn  around  and  say. 


^««»- 


Let  the  Poor  go  Down! 

By  r.  J  Doway,  Air :    The  loss  of  tbe 


;.'  What  ineans  this  great  complaining 

That  we  hear  now  every  day, 
/'    From  poor,  bard-working,  honest : 

Who're  starving,  so  they  say  ? 
- '   Or  how  is  it  that,  nowadays, 
In  all  papers  we  read 
So  much  abont  poor  rriminab 

Whose  families  were  in  need? 
Go  where  we  will,  it's  all  the  sam*  t 
We're  always  sure  to  meet 
: :;  Some  poor  and  friendless  working  maa 

.'      A  begging  in  the  street 
;    It  seems  to  me  that  rich  men, 

••..'.      Both  in  city  nnd  in  town, 

Eave  joined  toe.  fh.-'r  heart  and  band 
To  push  the  pc  .r  man  down.    (Jt^toof  kut  two. 

-:  K*B  only  a  shert  time  ugt, 

A  man  was  heard  to  say 
That  any  laboring  man  eoold  live 

On  one  dollar  a  day. 
This  man  allowed  that  men,  who  had 

lATge  farailies  for  to  keep, 
;.  Was  well  off  when  at  homo  they  had 

Some  bread  for  them  to  ml. 
How  nice  rich  men  can  lay  things  down, ' 

And  pose  opinions  great  1 
>They  say  "  down  with  the«e  beggars ! 

Or  our  homes  they'll  <;iir«-ly  rake." 
They  send  out  their  militia. 

While  on  the  poor  they  frown, 
And  order  this  homeguard  of  theirs 

To  shoot  the  poor  man  down.     (Repeat last ivo9> 

There's  one  question  now  I'd  like  to  — y, 

I  think  111  puzzle  you  : 
Can  anyone  now  tell  me 

What  a  poor  man's  going  to  do? 
If  he  asks  for  work,  no  matter  wbece 

The  answer  will  be— no ! 
If  he  steals  to  feed  his  family. 

Out  to  prison  be  must  go  ; 
His  clothes  are  old  and  mgged. 

On  his  face  is  hnnger's  stamp. 
No  matter  where  he  asks  for  belp^ 

He's  pnt  down  as  a  tramp. 
And  so  it  is  with  all,  nowadaj-s. 

Whose  lives  great  riobes  crown ! 
They  say  as  loijg  as  we  do  well. 

Why,  let  the  poor  go  down  !        (RqMot  'tttheth 


.'^  m^ 
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.;  -/f   \      Geraldine.    ; 

i^AUt  or  THE  8EA  AND  TBI  SHOSB. 

Continued. 


"  What !"  interrnpts  Gerakline,  with  A  start  of  in-, 
dignant  surprise.  "  What,  Captain  Hird,  do  joa 
think  so  meauly  of  papa  and  myself  as  to  imagine 
we  would  fsecnre  our  own  Hitety  at  Bucb  a  price  ? 
What !  desert  onr  own  pratty  White  Dove  and  her 
faithfol  crew  at  snch  a  moment  as  the  present  1  If 
the  men  here  are  sick,  the  greater  need  have  they 
of  care— of  such  care  as  only  women  can  bestow  up- 
on them." 

"  But,  Miss  Maur,"  interrupts  Wargrave,  "  pray 
pardon  me,  the  fever  ia  one  of  the  worst— the  most 
coutftgiona" 

"  I  have  not  the  lenst  fear  for  myself,  Mr.  War- 
grave,"  she  rtplits,  calmly  ;  "and  papa  here  is  no 
coward,  I  am  sure." 

"Coward!  No,  child.  I  should  be  very  sorry, 
indeed,  to  desert  my  yacht,  and  the  good  fellows  on 
board  her,  at  Mich  a  sad  time  as  now.  iJtit  what 
about  your  companion,  Mrs.  Graflou  ?  We  cannot 
eipcct  her  to  remain  here  in  a  fever-laden  vessel." 

"  Certainly  not,  papa  ;  yet  it  would  not  be  just  to 
send  her,,  probably  with  the  fever  in  the  folds  of  her 
garmtiit-i,  amongst  people  who  themselves  are 
wholly  free  from  illness.  Such  an  act  of  premedi- 
tated cruelty  on  our  part  must  not  be  committed, 
papa— in  fact,  it  canrioi  be.  t^iiptain  Hlrd,  pray  go 
down  to  your  state-room,"  Gemldine  says,  ad- 
dressing that  gentleman  kindly.  "Perhaps  fear  is 
tending  to  esuggerate  your  sufferings,  which  a  few 
hours  of  quiet  and  repose  may  banish  entirely;  let  us 
at  least  endeavor  to  hope  as  much.  I  will  have  a 
little  talk  with  Isadore's  wife,  the  stewardess,  who 
hp.s  been  several  times  to  the  West  Indies,  and  who, 
I  bdieve,  understands  a  good  deal  respecting  tho 
treatment  of  yellow  fever  in  all  its  various  stages  ; 
and  we  will  see  what  medicines  to  administer  to  the 
sick.  It  is  now  that  we  will  feel  the  loss  of  our 
old  dootor,  whose  death  on  board  is  not  a  month 
old  yet.  Oh.  it  he  had  but  been  spared  to  ns  till 
now,  how  happy  be  would  have  been  to  find  him- 
self of  service  here  I  But  Heaven  willed  it  other-  , 
wise,  and  we  must  not  repine." 

Sir  John  Maur  glances  at  his  danghter  with  an 
air  of  paternal  pride  and  satisfaction,  and  the  cap- 
tain at  once  quits  the  deck  for  his  stixte-room  below. 

"If  the  wind  wonld  but  come,  it  might  probably 
sweep  away  from  us  this  fearful  atmosphere  of 
sickness,"  Sir  John  says,  throwing  an  uneasy  look 
round  the  horizon.  "I  wonder  whether  we  could 
borrow  a  doctor  from  one  of  those  ships  near  us?", 
be  continues,  addressing  the  offioer  Wargtave. 

The  latter  gravely  abapee  the  word  "  No  "  ^th  bis 
lipa. 

"  A  doctor's  atteodanee  for  a  fsw  sb«rt  minutes. 
Sir  John,  would  be  of  but  little  service  here,  I  fear. 
I  believe  we  are  all  of  us  doomed,"  Wargxave  says, 
in  unsteady  accents. 

• '  Mr.  Wargrave !"  remonstrates  Oeraldine.  ' '  Do 
not,  I  entreat,  let  any  of  the  poor  men  hear  you 
talk  thus  hopelessly.     How  many  of  them  are  ill  ?" 

"  More  than  holt'  their  number.  Miss  Maur,"  be 
answers. 

*'  lialf  their  number !"  repeats  the  owner  of  the 
yacht,  with  on  exprcfision  of  dismay.  "This  is  a 
very  serious  matter  for  us  all  in  many  re8p?clT. 
(iood  heavens !  Wo  cannot  work  the  vessel  w  ith 
half  a  crow !" 

"  1  only  wish  that  half  may  be  spared  to  ns.  Sir 
John  ;  wj  shall  have  cause  to  be  very  grateful,  if 
we  officers  are  alone  prewerved." 

The  yacht-owner  looks  nervous  and  distressed, 
but  hud;  i.f;htt-r  does  not  oven  clwngo  color.  She 
stands  there  bold,  fearless,  and  hopeful. 

'Papa,"  she  says,  firmly,  "papa,  wo  are  here 
amongst  pestilence,  and  we  must  endeavor  to  do 
onr  duty  to  the  afflicted,  trusting  to  tLe  Powers 
above  for  the  rest" 

"  My  Lrava  girl !"  the  father  murmured  within 
bie  heart 

Warj^rave  turns  aside  his  head  and  stealthily 
pusses  tba  back  of  h<s  sunburnt  hand  across  his 
eyes,  into  which  a  diinuess  has  crept  unbidden. 
Uu  admire  Miss  Maur— he  dares  not  presume  to 
indulge  in  a  warmer  feeling  towards  the  daughter 
of  his  employer.  No,  he  must  only  admire  and  re- 
spect GirnUliue  Maur. 

Miss  Maur  now  seeks  the  stewardess,  and  con- 


versing together  they  both  soon  busy  themselves 
over  the  contents  of  the  medicine-chest.  They 
find  some  drugs  which  may  be  of  service  to  tho 
sick,  and  which  must  be  administered  to  one  and 
all  of  them  without  further  delay. 

Geraldine  goes  herself  into  the  captain's  state- 
room with  her  remedy  in  her  bands.  This  is  no 
time  for.tbe  observance  of  ceremony  of  any  sort,  no 
time  for  feminine  modesty  to  be  thought  of,  she 
tells  her  weeping  companion,  Mrs.  Gratton,  who  ia 
only  bewailing  her  own  danger,  only  thinking  of 
herself. 

The  captain  is  already  delirious,  and  when  the 
red  sun  that  evening  sinks  upon  the  scene,  the 
White  Dove  can  reckon  only  three  able  seamen  in 
aU. 

On  the  following  morning  the  cook  cannot  rise  ; 
be  with  the  others  has  been  struck  down  by  fever. 

In  the  meantime  a  light  breeze  had  sprung  up, 
and  the  many  craft,  so  long  becalmed  together, 
have  now  parted  company,  and  gone  their  several 
ways.  The  White  Dove  is  now  sailing  in  a  lone 
sea.  and  with  only  half  of  her  needful  number  of 
sails  set.  The  first  and  second  mate,  with  two  of 
the  sailors,  are  all  the  bands  there  are  to  work  the 
yacht,  both  night  and  day.  The  steward  has  to 
perform  the  duties  of  cook  together  with  his  own.    ' 

The  bodies  of  two  sailors  are  consigned  to  the 
deep  at  twelve  o'clock  at  noon,  and  the  lives  of 
several  others  are  being  despaired  of. 

Geraldine  does  not  confine  her  attentions  to 
Captain  Hird  alone  ;  she  has  made  her  way  into 
the  forecastle  amongst  the  common  sailors,  and  is 
there  doing  ber  best  to  render  the  last  hours  of  the 
dying  men  as  easy  and  as  happy  as  she  can. 

Delicately-niutured  as  she  has  been,  she  does  not 
shrink  from  these  rough  men,  but  tends  them  with 
words  of  kindness  and  sympathy,  and  with  acts  of 
tender  care.  Those  who  are  still  able  to  recognise 
her  presence,  and  are  still  able  to  speak,  call  down 
Heaven's  blessings  on  her  head  whenever  she  ap- 
proaches them. 

Mrs.  Grafton's  complaints  and  helplessness  amid 
all  this  trouble,  annoy  and  distress  Geraldine  ex- 
ceedingly. While  in  smooth  seas,  vrith  health  and 
mirth  around  ber,  Mrs  Gralton  was  a  most  agree- 
able person.  But  now,  when  there  is  no  cook  to 
prepare  for  ber  dainty  meals — now,  when  pestilence 
surrounds  her,  she  has  become  a  very  different 
creature  indeed.  She  is  irritable,  quarrelsome, 
fretful,  and  disagreeable  ;  and  Geraldine  avoids  her 
company  as  much  as  she  possibly  can. 

Another  day  has  dawned.  The  wind  has  lulled 
again,  and  the  bodies  of  three  more  sailors  ore  oon- 
sigued  to  the  deep.  Captain  Hird  is  dyin;:t,  and 
Sir  John  himself  is  beginning  to  complaJA  ol  bead- 
ache  and  siokneos. 

Amid  all  this,  Oeraldine  remains  perf4btly  well 
She  goes  amongst  the  sufferers,  thinking  nothing 
at  all  about  herself ;  but  all  her  ^iod  endeavora 
prove  uselen~-she  baa  not  been  able  to  preserve  a 
single  life  ;  and,  after  the  lapse  of  a  few  days,  the 
forecastle  is  empty — the  many  hammocks,  together 
with  their  owners,  are  lying  under  a  wide  waste  of 
waters. 

A  few  more  days  elapse,  and  now  all  on  board  are 
gone  save  Sir  John,  Prescot  AVargravo,  Mrs.  Graf- 
ton,  and  Geraldine.  Fore  and  aft  the  terrible  fever 
has  swept  all  hands  away  ;  and  tho  d(wmed  yacht, 
with  only  one  sail  spread,  drifts  hither  and  thither 
at  tho  mercy  of  the  wintl  and  the  WPVeP. 

Many  a  rope  hate  Geraldine's  deUcate  hands 
pulled  at  of  late  :  but  now  she  is  watching  by  her 
beloved  father's  Bidi»,  and  s!ie  will  not  leave  him  for 
a  singlo  moment,  nOt  even  to  procure  needful  food 
for  herself. 

Prescot  Wargnive«trive3  to  perform  tho  seveml 
duties  of  cook,  steward,  and  connnandrr  of  the 
vessel,  and  Goraldin?*  thfinlw  him  trith  her  eyes, 
while  Mrs.  Grafton  still  grumbles  at  everything,  and 
refuses  to  be  grateful  lor  anything — oven  for  her 
present  health.         i 

"Nothing  fit  to  eat  again  to-day  !"  she  wblnee 
forth  one  morning,  iu  anp^y  tones.  "  How  far,  Mr. 
Wargrave,  do  you  think  wo  are  from  land  of  any 
sort?" 

"  More  than  throe  hundred  mdes  I  should  say,  at 
a  rough  guess,"  Wargrave  answered,  with  a  hea%'y 
sigh. 

*  Goodness  help  I  us  !  And  what  laud,  Mr.  War- 
grave?" 

"  South  Africa,  madam." 


•'  The  Oape  of  Good  Hope,  I  suppose  ?" 

"That  wonld  be  the  nearest  point  to  make  to- 
wards, provided  we  were  able  to  make  towards 
any." 

"  And  that  the  White  Dbve  can't  do  without  hands 
on  board.  What  an  nnfortimate  woman  I  am  I 
Why  did  I  ever  trust  myself  on  this  abominable 
sea?  I'll  take  good  care  I  never  do  so  again !"  the 
kdy  whimpers  forth  in  ber  empty  fashion. 

"  I  daresay  you  will  never  have  another  choice  in 
the  matter,"  Wargrave  replies  curtly,  in  bis  soul 
despising  this  mont  selfish  woman. 

"  Never  have  another  choice  !"  repeats  Mrs.  Graf- 
ton, ber  features  whitening  with  fear.  "  What  do 
yon  mean  to  say  that  we  shall  founder— go  down  to 
the  bottom,  Mr.  Wargrave?"  she  adds,  in  quivering 
syllables. 

"Very  likely  so,  madam,"  be  replies,  coolly. 

"But  we  mustn't  go  to  the  bottom.  You  must 
not  allow  us  to  do  so,  Mr.  Wargrave  1"  cries 
the  lady,  in  a  nervous  tremonr.  "You  must 
manage  to  keep  us  afloat  until  some  succouring 
vessel  sights  us,  and  delivers  us  out  of  our  trouble. 
I'll  watch  for  such  a  one  both  night  and  day,  and 
when  it  is  found  I'll  scream  to  it  with  all  my  might, 
believe  me !" 

"All  right,  madam,"  returns  Wargrave,  in  the 
same  cool  manner  as  before. 

"All  right,  indeed!"  murmured  Mrs.  Grafton's 
inner  voice.     "  I  wish  it  were  so.  with  all  my  soul !" 

On  the  following  day.  Sir  John  Maur  succumbs 
to  the  malady  so  fatal  on  board  the  White  Dove  ; 
and  now  one  man  and  two  women  are  the  only 
human  beings  alive  on  board  the  doomed  yacht. 
/  Only  the  lone  ocean,  not  a  sail  within  sight,  and 
the  days  still  follow  each  other  in  regular  succession; 
and  the  sun,  the  moon,  and  the  various  stars  traverse 
the  heavens  according  to  their  wont,  and  in  sweet 
serenity,  undiKtnrbed  by  any  of  the  woes  afflicting 
mortals  here  below. 

Geraldine's  brave  spirit  seems  quite  Stunned  when 
she  sees  her  father  lying  still  before  her;  but  by-and 
by  she  shakes  off  her  stupor,  saying,  •«  Still  three  of 
us  are  alive-  I  must  not  give  way,  lest  another  of 
us  be  struck  dowu ;  I  most  still  strive  to  be  useful." 
■  And  another  is  struclc  down.  Mrs.  Grafton's 
complaining  voice  ceases  at  last ;  and  those  two, 
Geraldine  and  Prescot  Wargrave,  stand  alone  to- 
gether on  the  deserted  deck  of  the  White  Dove. 

Geraldine  sheds  many  bitter  tears  when  she 
bears  the  splash  of  the  last  body  as  it  drops  over  the 
vessel's  side.  She  looks  around  her,  and  wrings 
ber  hands  despairingly,  for  no  living  creature  greets 
her  weary  sight  save  Presoott  Wargrave.  And  who 
can  say  bow  long  be  may  be  left  to  ber,  or  she  to 
him? 

Win  this  young  man  and  herself  be  able  to  work 
the  White  Dov«  together  so  a£  to  carry  her  safely 
into  the  nearest  port? 

Geraldine  has  lost  ber  beet  earthly  frieBd-> 
namely,  her  father ;  still  she  is  young,  and  the  young 
cling  tenaciously  to  life. 

She  has  suffered  more  than  a  common  share  of 
life's  trials— she  has  gone  through  scenes  of  pesti- 
lence and  death  unharmed  ;  yet  here  she  stands  full 
of  health,  and  full  of  vigor  as  welL 

Yes,  despite  the  great  shock  her  nervous  srstem 
has  sustained,  she  bears  up  admirably  for  a  tmie. 

But  human  nature  has  its  limits  to  endurance  ; 
not  a  nerve  of  the  human  frame  can  be  strained 
with  impunity,  for,  sooner  or  Later,  the  damage 
makes  itnelf  lelt  to  the  sufferer.  And  so  it  proves 
to  be  with  Geraldina^Iaur,  for  at  last  she  falls  ill, 
not  of  fever,  bnt  of  a  sickness  of  the  heoi-t. 

She  lies  in  ner  berth,  making  no  moon  of  bodily 
pain,  yet  suffering  most  acutely.  And  meanwhile, 
tho  yacht  sails  on,  jr.st  as  it  pleases  the  wind  to 
carry  it ;  for  Preston  Wargrave  is  in  constant  at- 
tendance njion  the  ailing  lady,  doin^'  his  very  ut- 
termost to  preserve  a  life  thai' has  become  duuxr  to 
him  than  all  the  world  beside. 

FdRiiuately  thv^re  are  r'<-'nty  of  stores  on  board, 
a  sufficiency  of  inniL  water,  and  wine  or'  alraos-t 
every  kind.  Tho  cooking  is  (bo  jonr.;;  ruiiu's 
greatest  diffioilty  ;  bnt  is  o:ic  v.hicb  he  nt  letu;tb 
lu.inages  to  overcome  to  some  extent.  For  instance, 
he  li'.am3  how  to  make  gooil  coflee  and  tea  ;  how  to 
kill  one  of  the  fowls— poultry  being  all  that  re- 
mains of  fresh  food— and  boil  it 

Preserved  mtats  of  all  sorts  abound  ;  so  the  dread 
of  fKlling  short  of  provibinus  does  not  assail  tbrm. 

I'rcbton  Wargrave  is  daily  hoping  to  sight  soma 
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ship  that  may  befriend  tbem  by  lending  them  a  few 
hands  to  help  to  work  the  yacht  into  some  shelter- 
ing harbor.  He  feels  assured  that  th«  distressed 
barqne  will  sooner  or  later  meet  with  and  arrest  the 
attention  of  some  passing  cmft.  He  has  only  to  be 
patient,  he  thinks,  and  all  will  end  happily  and 
well  for  her,  if  not  for  him. 

Hourly  Gki-nldine's  state  becomes  more  and  mora 
alarming.  She  has  begun  to  refuse  food,  and  she 
has  not  spoken  a  word  to  her  devoted  companiou 
for  Beverul  days  past.  Ht^ro  siie  lies  on  a  couch  iu 
her  state-room;  her  eyes  closed,  her  hair  dishevelled, 
her  face  pale  and  still  ns  a  face  of  marble. 

"  Miss  Maur,  do  syteti'k  to  me  I"  Prescot  entreats 
of  her  from  time  to  time  ;  but  she  heeds  him  not ; 
she  does  not  appear  even  to  breathe. 

"She  is  dying  likewise!'*  he  whispers,  at  last, 
within  his  heart.  "  Ali,  when  she  goes  ont  of  this 
world,  so  also  must  I !"  be  ac^ds,  despairingly,  and 
wringing  his  hands. 

Then  he  runs  ujvon  deck,  and  with  his  spy-glass 
once  more  sweeps  the  horizon  anxiously,  and  with 
aching  eyes. 

No,  no  ;  no  pail  is  there  visible ;  nothing  save 
water  and  sky  is  there  to  be  seen,  look  wherever  he 
will ! 

His  arms  drop  to  his  side,  and  a  cry  of  utter 
hopelessness  escapes  his  lips,  as  he  sinks  back  up- 
on a  seat.  The  waters  are  calm,  a  gentle  breeze 
waits  the  yacht  slowly  onward,  and  the  suu  pours 
down  his  scorching  rays. 

A  feeling  of  complete  loneliness  pervades  the 
whole  Kcene.  This  wide  waste  of  ocean,  this  cloud- 
less blue  sky,  tiie  solitary  decks,  the  untended 
wheel,  the  one  white  sail,  looking  like  a  ghostly 
sentinel  stationed  there  day  and  night  as  i  watch 
over  the  almost  forsjikeu  White  Dove. 

Should  Geraldine  Slamr  die,  Prescot  has  resolved 
to  take  her  dear  remains  in  his  arms,  and  leaping 
overboard  with  them,  seek  an  oc«(m  grave  by  her 
bide.  The  scenes  of  terror  he  has  lived  through  of 
late  Lave  made  him  so  familiar  with  death  that  he 
Las  almost  ceased  to  dread  it  on  bis  own  account. 
"  A  short  Btrup:gle,  and  the  soul  and  the  body  are 
divided,  and  all  would  be  over  !"  Le  thinks  within 
himself  without  even  a  shuddei; . 

CHAPTER  IL 

THE  VULTTKE. 


"  A  sail  within  sight,  on  the  larboard  bow  T  cries 
out  a  sailor  from  aloft. 

At  this,  another  goes  into  the  chief  cabin  and  re- 
ports to  the  captain  the  fact  just  announced  by  the 
man  on  the  look-out  above. 

Captain  Sebastian  thrusts  aside  the  chart  he  had 
been  studying,  stands  np  at  once,  nnslings  his  spy- 
glass from  the  wall,  and  hastens  upon  deck. 

He  skims  the  horizon  for  a  few  seconds  before  he 
succeeds  in  finding  what  he  seeks. 

Presently  ho  utters  an  exclamation  of  surprise, 
and,  pointing  in  the  direction  of  a  mere  speck  on 
the  skyline,  he  turns  to  an  officer  near,  to  whom  ha 
gives  some  orders ;  and  directly  the  slumbering 
watch  i«  roused,  the  ropes  are  hauled,  the  vessel 
is  put  about,  and  the  huge  Vulture  is  flying  over 
the  waves  in  pursuit  of  the  White  Dove. 

"  A  mysterioiis  looking  craft,  yonder,  captain  ?" 
observes  one  of  the  officers,  looking  through  his 
spyglass. 

"Yes,"  retnms  Sebastian,  with  a  pull  at  hie  thick 
black  beard,  and  another  at  Lis  wide  palm-lenf  hat. 

"A  prize  for  us,  cni)tain  ?"  adds  the  subordinate, 
throwinpr  a  sinister  glance  in  the  direction  of  the 
White  Dove.  "  It  is  high  time  we  had  one  of  some 
sort  or  other  ;  I  never  sailed  on  such  an  uninterest- 
ing and  unprofitable  voyage  as  this  in  your  uncle's 
time.     Ah,  those  were  the  sort  of  days  for  me  !" 

*•  But  not  for  me,  Gaspard.  Have  I  not  told  yon 
and  the  others  that  I  will  only  cheat  the  Govern- 
ment -only  smuggle  ;  that  I  will  be  no  robber, 
either  on  the  eea  or  the  dry  land?  If  you  don't 
like  that,  why,  to  the  demon  with  yon  all !  I  will 
grow  rich  accordint;  to  my  own  fasLiou,  and  with- 
out inspiring  fear  iu  the  lieart  of  any  man.  I  w  ill 
lay  Lands  npou  wlmti^oever  I  find  without  an  owner, 
of  course."  Captuin  Selws'iiiu  Ri\y8.  laughing,  and 
caressing  his  beard  with  his  long,  jewelled  fingers, 
bis  liiTge  Inminons  ryes  bent  on  the  lonely  yacht, 
which  the  Vulture  is  uearint;  as  fast  as  she  oin. 

Giispard  makes  no  reply,  bat  raising  his  glass  once 


more  to  his  eye,  watches  the  lonely  craft  they  are 
pursuing. 

"  I  can't  see  a  single  sign  of  life  yonder,"  he  re- 
marks after  a  pause.  "  And  her  mainsail  is  all  the 
canvas  she  has  spread.  We  shall  surely  board  her, 
captain  ?" 

Sebastian  makes  no  rejoinder,  and  the  other  runs 
on. 

"Why,  hang  it  all,  captain,  yon  incioldn'tbeBnoh 
a  confounded  fool  as  to  leave  the  good  things  to  be 
found  between  her  decks  to  the  rats  or  to  nu-u  U^-h 
nice  than  yourself  ?  Your  uncle,  my  galLint  com- 
mander  " 

"Let  that  sort  of  argument  drop  at  once  and  for 
ever !"  intemipts  the  other,  almost  fiercely.  "  I  re- 
peat over  and  over  again  that  I  will  not  follow  in 
my  dead  kinsman's  wako.  It  was  one  stained  with 
human  blood,  and  therefore  I  will  avoid  it— avoid 
it  as  I  would  the  scaffold  !" 

"Rubbish  !'  sneered  Gaspard,  in  a  low  voice. 

"What !  do  you  dare  to  murmur  'f  flashes  Sebas- 
tian, his  tall  figure  drawn  erect,  his  well  cut  features 
working  with  impatience  and  anger.  "There  are 
irons  below  for  those  w^ho  dispute  my  commands 
or  my  wishes !" 

"  Nay,  captain,  I  would  but  offer  yon  good  and 
useful  advice.  During  ail  the  years  I  served  your 
uncle,  I  never  saw  one  drop  of  blood  spilt  by  him 
or  his  men,  save  iu  self-defence.  He  stole  every- 
thing that  ho  could  \Ay  his  hands  upon  ;  but  he 
never  mado  a  man  w-alk  the  plank,  or  scuttled  a 
ship,  iu  all  his  born  days.  He  made  his  sifter, 
your  mother,  rich  ;  and  afterwards  her  two  father- 
less daughters,  and " 

"How  dare  you  mention  my  lady  mother  and 
my  sisters  ?  Biirk  you,  no  more  of  that !  I  warn 
you  to  keep  a  silent  voice  for  the  future,  and  it  will 
do  well  for  you  to  obey  the  warning !" 

"All  right,  captain,"  Gaspard  answers,  surlily, 
and  at  the  same  time  moving  away. 

The  eyes  of  all  the  m«n  belonging  to  the  Vulture 
are  fixed  utx>u  the  lonely  yacht,  which  they  are  ap- 
proaching now  nearer  and  yet  nearer. 

All  believe  her  to  be  a  deserted  vessel— deserted 
for  what  cause  they  are  at  a  loss  to  conjecture.  Not 
a  living  soul  is  visible  anywhere,  and  no  smoke 
proceeds  from  the  cook's  galley.  Tho  nearer  the 
V'ulture  approaches  the  solitary-looking  yacht,  the 
more  Sebastian  and  his  men  feel  convinced  that  she 
has  been  deserted,  and  that  she  will  be  a  prize 
worth  the  trouble  of  securing.  Already  Gospard's 
palms  are  beginning  to  itch,  while  curiosity  and  cu- 
pidity fill  tho  hearts  of  all. 

Nearly  every  man  on  lx)ard  the  smuggler  served 
Sebastian's  uncle  before  him  ;  and  although  they 
have  sworn  to  obey  their  new  commander — that  is 
to  say,  lead  an  honester  and  better  life— they  do  so 
very  reluctantly,  and  are  always  yearning  after  their 
old  and  lawless  pursuits. 

Closer  and  yet  closer  the  Vulture  nears  the  strange 
craft ;  those  on  board  the  former  can  now  see  the 
vacant  deck  of  the  latter,  and  at  length  Sebastian's 
voice  is  heard  ordering  a  boat  to  be  lowered.  Then 
the  snuii,';>l(r  lies  to,  and  presently  its  commander 
steps  into  his  gig  ;  and  accompanied  by  four  oars- 
men steers  towards  the  yacht,  np  the  side  of  which 
he  is  soon  climbing,  followed  bj'  all  bis  companions, 
save  the  one  left  in  charpie  of  the  boat. 

Sebastian  springs  over  the  traffrail,  and  stands  up- 
on the  deck  of  the  NVliito  Dove.  He  looks  around 
him  from  stem  to  stern,  nud  sees  do  sign  whatever 
of  life.  He  raises  his  voice,  but  no  sound  responds 
to  it 

"  I  am  monarch  of  all  I  survey,  it  seems  Y'  he 
says  half  to  himself.  ' '  This  is  strange !"  he  mutters, 
as  he  proceadb  towards  the  cabin  and  descends  the 
companion  ladder.  "  Ship  ahoy  !"  he  shouts, 
when  he  is  half  w  ay  down  the  steps.  ' '  Ship  ahoy !" 
be  repeats  after  the  pause  of  a  few  seconds.  Then 
he  waits,  listens  awhile,  and  once  more  cries  out, 
this  time  louder  thoii  before. 

Now  a  faint  response  is  heard,  Lke  some  distant 
echo. 

"Ah!"  exclaims  Sebastian,  his  features  suddenly 
brightenius;. 

And  witlio:it  a  pccond's  pnnsf,  he  hastens  down 
the  steps,  and  finds  himself  in  a  luxuriously-fitted 
up  salmon,  round  which  the  peveral  state-rooms  are 
ranged.  Everj-thiug  here  apjjears  to  be  in  the  ut- 
most disorder. 

He  glances  anxiously  about.  Not  a  living  crea- 
toie  is  viiifoile.      \Vhenco  came  the  voice  be  had 


heard  in  answer  to  Lis  own  ? 

"  Is  any  person  here  ?'  he  demands,  in  loud  tones. 

Then  he  bends  his  ear  iu  a  liKtening  attitude. 

"  Help  !  help  1"'  cries  a  taint  voica 

At  this.  Captain  Sebastian  darts  to  the  end  of  tho 
saloon,  pushes  o|>ou  a  duor,  and  liuda  himself 
standing  at  the  entrance  of  a  Btnte-room,  elegantly 
fitted  up,  and  evidently  fur  a  lady's  us»*. 

On  a  sofa  here  lii-s  tho  wasted  form  nf  a  voung 
woman,  aud  ou  tliu  floor  near  her  is  strt-tcbetl  that 
of  Prescot  Wargmve.  The  former  has  her  eye* 
wide  open,  while  those  of  her  compauiou  are  cloaed 
as  if  iu  death. 

The  girl  tries  to  raise  herself  on  the  enlranoo  of 
Sebastian;  but  her  attempt  is  fmjtl.KH,  and  aha 
falls  back  again  ou  her  pillow  with  n  li>w  aud  help- 
lees  cry.     She  has  faiutud  iuvHy. 

Sebiujtiau  flies  to  her.  Ho  draws  forth  from  one 
of  tho  recesses  of  his  pictnivMiue  dress  a  hilver  flask, 
the  mouth  of  which  hu  iustiiutly  places  between  tba 
lips  of  the  insensible  lady,  who,  uflur  the  laiiae  of  a 
minute  or  two,  revives  somewhat. 

"Look  to  him,"  she  says,  scarcely  above  her 
breath,  and  pointing  to  the  still  form  of  tho  young 
man  on  the  floor. 

"  Ls  he  alive  ?"  Sebastian  asks,  at  once  dropping 
ujwn  his  kuoes  by  Wargmve's  side. 

He  raises  the  youug  man,  looks  at  him,  feels  Lis 
pulse,  aud  then  pours  a  few  drops  out  of  the  silver 
flask  down  his  throat 

But  Wargrave  does  not  revive,  nor  does  he  seem 
likely  to  do  so  yet  awhile,  so  Sebastian  cults  to  Lis 
men,  gives  them  certain  whisperod  instructi«ua,  aud 
they  carrj'  the  unconscious  form  upon  ikmk,  into 
the  fresh  air,  where  they  proceeded  to  chafe  hi« 
hands  and  feet,  and  admiuiciter  to  Lim  all  the  reme- 
dies tLey  can  think  of,  such  lui  they  beliovo  will 
soon  recall  him  to  sensibility  again. 

Meanwhile,  Sobastian  attends  to  the  lady,  whom 
he  soon  discovers  to  bo  very  beAutiful.  She  is  worn 
to  a  mere  shadow  of  her  former  self,  her  cheekl 
and  lips  are  colorless,  and  durk  rings  surrooud  her 
fine  eyes ;  yet,  notwithstanding  all  this,  the  loveli- 
ness of  Ler  ttico  shines  forth  with  all  thebrightneas 
aud  splendor  of  a  star. 

Gently  ho  rnijics  her  in  Lis  two  stout  arms  until 
she  is  in  a  sitting  jxislure,  and  with  her  head 
leaning  against  his  broad  .chest  She  does  not 
speak  to  him;  she  is  too  weak  to  utter  a  word/ 

"Do  you  think  you  are  able  to  breathe  a  little 
fresh  air?"  ho  asks  her. 

She  utters  a  soimd  which  may  bo  taken  for  either 
yes  or  no.  He  accepts  it  as  the  former,  and  wrap- 
ping her  up  in  a  dressing-gown  he  finds  hanging 
near,  ho  liftH  her,  all  {xiwerless  as  she  is,  and  carrie* 
her  like  a  chil  1  u|)on  deck. 

Thesuddeu  transition  from  the  close  atmospherw 
of  the  cabiu  to  that  of  the  8i)arkliug  sunshine  wholly 
overcomes  Geraldine,  and  once  more  she  loses  her 
consciousness.  .. 

One  of  the  men  who  has  been  all  over  the  s-acht 
in  search  of  any  other  person,  ill  or  well,  now  ap- 
proaches to  report  the  result  of  Lis  quest  to  Lis  cap- 
tain. ^^ 

"  There's  not  another  creature,  dead  or  alive,  on 
board,  captain,  save  thesetwo  we've  already  found, '0 
the  man  says.     "  Any  further  orders,  captain?"    i^ 

"First  assist  in  conveying  this  Lxdy  and  the 
gentleman  on  board  the  Vulture.  Afterwards  w« 
will  see  what  more  can  be  done  here,"  Sebastian 
answers.  ^ 

Then  they  proceed  to  lower  Prescot  into  the 
waiting  boat ;  afterwards  Sebasitan  himself  bears 
the  lady  down,  and  places  her  in  the  stem  of  the 
little  rocking  vessel,  which  is  at  once  rowed  quickly 
back  to  the  Vulture. 

Once  more  on  the  deck  of  his  own  ship,  Sebas- 
tian issues  a  score  of  ordere,  which  are  rapidly  exe- 
cuted, and  before  the  lapse  of  an  hour  both  Gera>> 
dine  and  Prescot  are  so  far  recovered  as  to  be  able 
to  listen  and  reply  to  Set)a8tian. 

Already  has  I'rescot  begun  to  regard  the  captain  of 
the  Vulture  and  his  men  with  eyes  of  suspicion.  They 
nearly  all  speak  English,  but  with  a  strong  foreign 
accent  aud  they  all  wear  a  costume  p.ctiircsqoe  and 
peculiar. 

Captain  Sebastian's  lold  and  handsome appew^ 
ance  seems  to  fill  Presrol's  mind  with  a  score  of 
vague  fears,  and  ha  is  l)eginning  to  wish  that  Miss 
Maur  and  himself  had  b<^n  left  to  perish  together 
on  board  the  White  Dove  rather  than  have  fiaUao 
into  dishonorable  hands,  so<h  as  be  much  dreads 
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they  bare.  Pretoot  aska  no  qnestions,  bat  h« 
watohes  all  things  silently  and  atUntivsly  as  th« 
boon  go  by. 

He  marks  Sebastian's  admiring  looks  following 
Geraldiue  wluuever  she  moves,  and  his  constantly 
mnuiretitc'd  anxiety  icspectiug  all  her  comforts.  All 
her  clothing  and  other  valuables  have  been  re- 
moved from  the  White  Dove,  and  everything  on 
board  the  Vulture  hns  been  arranged  for  her  con- 
Tenience. 

Sebastian  does  not  neglect  to  pay  a  oertaio 
amount  of  conrteoos  attention  to  Preston,  bnt  com- 
pared'to  the  cure  he  lavishes  eveiy  minute  upon 
Geroldiue,  that  atteuliou  dwindles  into  mere 
nothiuguem. 

By  degrees  jealousy  stoals  into  Preston's  breast, 
and  he  watches  with  positive  pain  Sebastian's  Se- 
bastian's KTOwing  passion  fur  Geraldine.  Yes,  love 
sharpens  his  eyes,  and  he  kops  that  which  no  other 
sees  as  yet ;  for  it  is  true  thnt  the  handsome  Span- 
iard, the  smuggler,  the  captain  of  an  outlawed 
band,  has  opLued  his  bold  heart  to  the  beaatiful 
girl. 

As  yet  Gcn\ldine  perceives  no  sign  of  the  snbtla 
feeling  she  has  awakened  within  the  breast  of  the 
Spaniard.  Sho  is  thiukiug  too  often  of  her  dead 
father,  and  of  the  Hcenes  of  pestilence  and  death 
throngb  which  she  hits  bo  recently  passed,  to  be- 
stow a  serious  thought  on  any  other  subject 

Gnef  hns  laid  so  firm  n  bold  upon  her  heart  that 
she  believes  she  will  never  know  happiness  again — 
never  more  own  a  spirit  unclouded  by  care  and 
sorrow. 

She  is  able  now  to  go  upon  deck,  and  there  sha 
sits  hoar  after  hour  watching  the  tossing  waves 
with  eyes  hot  and  tearlt-ff-i,  with  clnsp«d  hands, 
and  with  a  coustiut  prayer  on  her  lips  for  those 
whom  she  knows  :^re  sleeping  beneath  them — of 
the  father  she  has  hned  so  dearly. 

Geraldine  is  beiup;  treated  with  the  ntmost  re- 
spect by  each  and  all  of  the  men  belonging  to  the 
Vulture.  They  have  all  of  them  learned  the  sad 
history  of  the  White  Dove,  which  they  did  not  find 
only  to  pillage  and  then  desert,  but  to  preaerva  two 
lives— a  blessed  event,  which  Sebastian  within  bia 
secret  soul  is  constantly  and  proudly  congratulating 
himself  upon. 

Bnt  he  is  careful  not  to  shock  Geraldine  by  any 
hasty  or  nntimely  advances  on  his  part ;  he  is  par- 
ticularly guarded  in  all  his  acts  and  words,  k«t  by 
some  chance  tone  or  look  he  might  betray  to  har 
his  affection  for  her. 

Tet,  notwithstanding  the  trouble  he  takes  in  order 
to  conceal  his  feelings,  the  jealous-eyed  Preston  has 
discovered  his  secret— discovered  it  without  diffi- 
colty  of  any  sort 

To  he  Conlimud—Commenctd  in  Ab.  145. 


Paddle  Tonr  Boat  Along. 

Written  and  Sang  by  Hsrry  Llun. 


This  world  we  live  in  ia  jnst  like  the 

Travellers  over  its  waters  are  we  : 

Let  OS  be  happy  wliere'er  we  may  be, 
If  the  wind  blows  steady  and  strong  t 

It's  DO  nso  to  grumble,  to  growl,  or  complain. 

We  can't  stop  the  wind,  we  can't  stop  the  rain — 

After  the  storm  we  have  sonshine  a^n. 
So  paddle  your  boat  along. 

Choros :    Always*  try  to  be  happy  and  gay, 
Let  this  world  jog  on  as  it  may, 
Always  do  right  and  never  do  wrong. 
As  you  paddle  your  boat  along. 

We  meet  some  people  who  always  seem  glad. 

Others  who  olways  look  solemn  and  sad  ; 

They  want  all  the  good  :  if  they  share  in  the  bad. 

They  think  it  decidedly  wrong. 
There's  good  things  enough  in  this  world  for  as  all. 
Bat  we  must  bti  content  with  a  share  of  the  small, 
Tho'  little  oar  lot  —some  have  nothing  at  all  : 

So  paddle  your  boat  along.  Chorus. 

Don't  bd  down-hearted  tliouph  breakers  may  roar, 
Or  if  your  ship  may  be  cant  on  the  shore  : 
You're  sure  to  get  into  smooth  wnters  once  more. 

If  yon  pull  both  steady  and  strong. 
Don't  go  too  slowly,  or  yet  go  too  fast : 
Always  make  way  for  a  frit  ud  to  get  past : 
Then  the  harbor  in  safetv  you  11  reach  at  l.iRt 


MiM  Graber'i  Boarding-Hoaae. 

Written  and  Sang  by  Oaa  Williams. 

Tb«  Mnsle  can  b«  obtained  of  ths  well  known  ICnals 
Blors  of  T.  Blame,  801  Broadway,  Pries,  U  ceuts. 


So  paddle  your  boat  along. 


Chorus.      I 


Miss  Omber  kept  a  boarding-boose 

About  two  blocks  from  here, 
TJnd  always  round  at  dinner  tima 

She  vould  drink  lager  beer  ; 
She  vos  a  lady  every  vay. 

Could  sing  just  like  a  cat : 
She  veigbed  two  hundred  eighty  poonds, 

But  dsu  she  vasn't — stout 

Spoken  :    Oh  !  Miss  Gmber  Tas  a  great  lady,  mid 
so  vas  her  fader,  and  dey  dought  a  gcKKl  deal  of  me, 
BO  did  de  oder  boarders.     Dere  vas  Mr.  Kebler  und 
Mr.  Vollendorf,  Mr.  Helvendahl,  Mr.  Flechtman,  und 
Miss  Kiukle,  Miss  Nollmeyer,  and  Mrs.  Hildebrand. 
One  night  Mygel  Snyder  gave  a  barty,  und— ve  vos 
all  invided  to  sday  avay,  bat  to  didn't  care,  ve  vasn't 
consulded  a  bit,  but  gave  »  barty  of  our  own,  and  by 
—eight  o'clock  dot  evening,  all  de  belite  of  de  city 
vas  dere,  und  de  style,  too,  'dwas  splendid.     I  deU 
yon  dere  vas  a  lively  time  dat  night  at— 
Ghoroa  :    Miss  Grubcr's  boarding-honse. 
Miss  Gruber's  boarding-house : 
I  don't  foiKst  de  fun,  you  bet, 
Vile  I  lived  at  dat  house. 

De  table  it  vas  loaded  down 

Mit  everyding  dot's  nice, 
Und  lager  beer  vas  flowing  round 

Like  rivers  full  of  ice  ; 
Jake  Speigelberg  vaa  called  npou 

To  speak  vot  he  knew  most, 
He  filled  his  gloss  full  up  of  beer, 

Und  den  gave  ns  a  roast 

Spoken:  De  roast  vas:  " De  ladies— may  bearen 
blees  dem,  und  may  dey  "—  I  forged  de  resd  ;  anyhow 
I  vas  called  to  despond,  and  I  said  :  oh— vot's  de  ose 
anyhow? — I  said  someding,  und  dot  settles  id.  Den 
after  sapper  ve  clayed  hund  de  slipper,  und  I  stand 
on  mj[_head  in  de  veil  bow  many  miles  deep,  and  vot 
do  I  hold  over  your  nose,  fine  or  suporflno  ?  and  den 
dere  vas  aome  nioesiu^iug— Mr.  Kebler  sang  "Silver 
Dreads  Among  de  Hash."  Mr.  Vollendorf  sang 
"  Write  me  two  Ledders  from  home ;"  den  an  invided 
vest  god  up  und  cave  a  recitation  dot  vent  like  dis, 
"Who  kissed  Cock  Bobin?  I,  said  de  fly,  wit  my 
little  eye,  I  vasn't  dere  ;"  he  vas  kicked  out  de  room 
rite  avay,  so  dat  broke  np  do  bnrty  at— 

Miss  Grubcr's  loardiug-housa,  &c. 

Miss  Hildebrand  who  did  board  dere, 

But  I  said  so  before. 
Yon  day  asked  me  to  mind  her  child 

Yen  she  vent  to  de  sdore  ; 
De  day  it  vas  an  awful  von, 

'Dwas  raining  cats,  you  bet ;    ' 
Und  if  she  took  de  child  oit. 

She  Tos  'fraid  it  voild  get  vet 

Spoken  :  Yell,  I  said  I'd  mind  do  child.  Miss 
Hildebrand  vas  a  glass  vidow,  nnd  she  loved  dot  little 
child.  Yen  she  vent  cot  de  child  vas  asleep,  and 
aboad  dwo  minndes  ofder  it  commenced  to  cry  ;  it 
kicked  de  blanked  sky-bigb,  nnd  set  np  und  looked 
at  me.  I  said,  "  Polly  vant  a  fire-cracker?"  und  dwo 
or  dree  oder  words,  bad  id  wouldn't  sdop  crying.  I 
found  de  sugar-bowl — I  gave  id  a  lump  of  sugar ;  id 
looked  at  id,  und  den  howled  dill  a  picture  of  George 
Woshingdon  fell  off  de  vail.  I  gcnl  a  basin  nnd  an 
old  itove  leg,  and  poonded  avay  on  de  basin,  but  it 
vas  no  novelty  for  dot  child  :  for,  it  yelled  all  de 
harder.  I  god  a  picture-book  and  showed  id  William 
Penn,  etc  I  offered  id  ten  dollars  to  keep  sdill  undil 
its  moder  vould  ged  home  ;  'dwas  no  use,  dough.  I 
gave  it  apples,  fried  cakes,  rasin  cakes,  pickled 
peaches,  nothing  vould  sdop  him.  He  kicked  in  de 
crystal  of  my  vatch,  tore  my  necktfo  off,  pulled  enough 
hair  ond  of  my  head  to  stuff  a  sofa,  bnt  vonldn't  sdop 
crying.  At  last  I  got  an  ax,  a  butcher  knife,  a  re- 
volver und  a  hammer,  and  I  had  raised  de  ax  over  de 
baby's  head  to  make  id  sdop  crying,  ven  ids  moder 
comes  in.  She  dinks  I  had  de  dings  dere  to  amuse 
de  child,  bat  if  she'd  have  found  oud  de  truth— bnt 
sdill,  for  all  dot,  dere  is  someding  sweet  to  remember 
Ten  I  vas  at — 

Miss  Qrober's  boArdiug-honse,  &o. 


I'm  a  Ship  Without  a  Radder. 

I've  been  in  lore,  Tve  been  in  debt,  Fve  nearly 

been  insane : 
And  now  Fm  altogether  wrong  through  losing 

Lacy  Jane. 
Pm  wretched— and  I  feel  Fm  a  boat  without  a  keel, 
And  I  shall  be— till  my  darling'*  back  again. 
Fm  a  Judge  without  a  wig,  Fm  a  Pat  without  a  pig, 
And  all  becaose  on  Wednesday  week  I  lost  my 

^,.        Lacy  Jane. 
Chobur 

Fm  a  ship  without  a  rudder,  I'm  a  bird  without  a  wing, 
I'm  a  girl  without  a  chignon,  I'm  a  wasp  without  a  Kting: 
Fm  a  tree  without  a  leaf,  I'm  a  jail  without  a  thief, 
Since  Lucy  left  me  all  alone  in  misery  and  griet 

Though  not  the  only  lover  that  Miss  Looy  Jane 

could  boast. 
She  always  used  to  say  that  she  respected  me  the  most: 
Kespecting  which  remark  I  feel  rather  in  the  dark  : 
For,  if  she  did,  why  was  she  so  nnkind — 
As  to  vanish  by  the  Wednesday  morning  mail. 
And  qrite  forgot  the  mourning  male  she  left  in 

grief  behind  ? 
'  I'm  a  ship,  (lo. 

I  knew  that  if  I  lost  her,  that  her  sweet  face  I 

_  ^  ,  should  miss. 

Bat  never  thought  that  I  should  be  so  upside 

down  as  this : 
Like  a  hook  without  an  eye,  like  a  crost  without  a  pie, 
As  useless  as  a  fork  without  a  prong  : 
Like  a  crew  without  a  boat,  like  a  swell  without  a  coat, 
Or  like  a  oomio  singer  with  no  chorus  to  his  song. 

I'm  a  ship,  Jkc. 

I  think  she  would  return  to  me  my  wonnded 

heart  to  heal. 

If  I  could  only  let  her  know  how  comical  I  feel 

I'm  a  back  without  a  front,  I'm  a  pig  without  a  grunt 
As  gloomy  as  a  night  without  a  day  : 
I'm  a  duck  without  a  bill,  I'm  a  quack  without  a  pill, 
A  lobomotive  eugiue  with  its  tender  cot  away. 

*  I'm  a  ship,  &o. 


Cockamidoodledoo. 

Worda  and  Maalc  by  Harry  Linn. 


Look  npon  me,  gaze  npon  me,  on  me  do  not  Crown  : 
Ouoe  I  was  a  stout  young  man,  but  grief  has 

brought  me  down. 
I  loved  a  maid  of  thirtynine,  and  thought  that 

she  loved  me, 
Bnt  all  her  love  was  centred  in  a  great  menagerie  : 
Her  house  was  filled  with  birds  and  beasts  to 

make  her  young  heart  glad. 
So  listen  and  I'll  tell  yoa  the  different  sorts  she  had— 

Chobus. 

A  linnet  and  a  guinea-pig,  a  sparrow  and  a  wren  : 
A  mouse,  a  rat  a  dog,  a  cat  a  Coch-in-China  hen  : 
A  funny  little  monkey,  his  face  was  rather  blue, 
A  cock  that  every  morning  shonted 

"  Cockamidoodledoo." 

Once  I  asked  her,  twice  I  asked  her,  when  she 

meant  to  wed  ? 
Once  she  coughed,  twice  she  conghed,  and  this 

is  what  she  said  : 
"I  never  mean  to  marry,  no  silly  gal  am  I : 
At  least  I'll  wait  a  year  or  two,  till  all  my  pets  they  die. 
Then  if  that  I  should  wed  at  all,  the  man  who 

marries  me 
Mast  be  a  chap  connected  with  some  great  menagerie." 

A  hunet,  i&c. 

Now  I  hope  the  monkey  he  may  kill  the  jenny  wren  ; 
Now  I  hope  the  cock  may  choke  the  Coch-in-China  hen: 
Now  I  hope  the  gninea-pig  may  swallow  np  the  rat : 
Now  I  hope  the  dog,  some  day,  may  spiflicate  the  cat: 
Now  I  hope  that  all  may  die,  and  now  I  hope  that  she 
May  be  strong  np  and  boned  with  her  great  menagerie. 

A  linnet,  &£. 


I 


Why  do  oysters  resemble  lazy  people  ?— Beeanse 
they  lie  on  their  beds,  and  don't  mean  to  be  dis- 
turbed. 
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Hotel  de  Varselay. 

Wriiten  l>j  Ed  llarrlgaa. 


rm  liviuR  at  a  boarding-bonse  :    ;;. 

Up  iu  Houston  street,  ,.     ,.  w  ' 

Whf  re  ftctoi-8  auil  mosiciaQa  •'.  -.[ 

Eat  Uieir  meals  and  sleep. 
There  the  liiingry  ballet  trump  .      ,       . 

That  coma  fnim  Marcela, 
Dancing  Dnuish  p>lkas  '      .. 

Iu  tho  Hotel  Viuselay.  '■  '    , 

Chorua  :    All  uigbt  I  am  nneo^, 
No  deep  at  all  I  get, 
Wid  boueij  and  clappers  rattling 
And  a  PriiHaiaii  clarionet 
'■[[    .      They  never  talk  in  Euf-lish, 
v^     ;^         But  parley  VOQ8  Fraucay, 

I'll  lose  my  life,  npou  my  ■on^ 
Iu  tho  Hotel  Yonelay. 

When  we  sat  down  to  breakfast^ 

It's  Gully  pii88  me  that, 
Or  NLry,  Weedy,  Nibzy, 

Stag  the  tad  «id  the  dizzy  hat 
They  have  a  Ronp  called  bullion. 

The  butter  rnns  away. 
The  boarders  holler  out  for  dates 

In  the  Hotel  Varuvlay.  Choms, 


The  other  night  I  tried  to  sleeps 

When  a  mnu  from  Calumet 
Came  down  through  the  ceiliog 

'rumiiip  n  summerset. 
I  grabbed  him  by  hin  necktie. 

He  "Hiiy  Bube  !  hay  Rube  !**  did  say, 
I  was  kicked  by  a  circus  company 

From  the  Hotel  Varselay. 

I  went  up  stairs  to  get  my  tmnks, 

And  have  revenge  or  die. 
When  a  man  they  called  a  tumbler 

Said,  "  Shoot  him— kill  the  guy." 
I  drew  a  kuife  and  grabbed  my  trunk. 

The  French  said  "  Allecushay," 
My  trunk  was  uniled  unto  the  floor 

Iu  the  Hotel  VariMlay. 


Ohortu. 


Chotxa, 


Childhood. 


Oh  I  the  happy,  happy,  hoars  of  childhood  I 

Oh  !  the  moments  gone — 
Laughing  rivulets,  aud  smiling  wildwood 

Down  by  the  dear  old  homa 
There  a  merry  little  boy  I  wandered. 

Joyous,  light,  and  gay — 
Oh  1  the  golden  winged  hours  I  squandeied, 

Happy  as  the  bir(£  in  May. 

CHOBtia. 

Kever  more  these  hours  of  gladness 

Can  this  bosom  swell— 
Oh  I  my  ever  bleeding  heart  'tis  msiTnfirn 

Dear  happy  home,  fiireweU. 

Oh  I  how  fondly  memory  loves  to  linger 

'Bound  the  tbreshoKl  door—  •'■• 

There  she's  weaving  with  her  busy  fingers       v 

Hours  that  shall  bloom  no  more. 
Deep  within  the  prave  of  things  departed 

Spring-time  of  Ufe's  year  ; 
Garlands  woven  for  the  broken-hearted 

Wither  on  the  momenta  beir.  Choroa 


,  The  Boys  of  Kilkeimy. 

Oh  !  the  boys  of  KUkenny  are  brave  rovlnff  blades,  " 
tSImi'w  '  *-}t*^  meet  with  the  nice  Uttle  maids, 
They  U  kiss  them,  and  coax  them,  and  spend 
.„,    -  „.  .    ,   .  their  money  free, 

And  o#  aU  towns  in  Ireland  Kilker  jiy  for  me. 

In  the  town  of  Kilkenny  there  rons  a  clear  stream,  "^ 
H-nl^''"  of  Kilkenny  there  lives  a  pretty  dame, 
OK  iqw  are  hke  roses,  and  her  raouth  much  the  aame, 
UM»  a  dish  of  fresh  strawberrios  smothered  in  crsam. 

Stfi.??..*"  t  ^^^^^  "^  KiJkarony'g  famed  coal, 
w^^iA^?}"  .™^  P***  ''**«-^  *»*'«  burnt  a  big  hole. 
S?  Slfw*  ^?  "*  "^''  •«  ™  "4  dear,  and  pure. 
««  Her  heart  is  more  hard  t  tuui  its  marble  I'm 


.    ^        Up  the  Spout  I  -  ,    _  ,  ,  -   ^  .. 

When  debts  are  growing  roimd  tis  hard, 

And  we  are  iu  a  fix. 
Dame  Fortune  throws  a  final  card,  ''    ■,. 

Which  makes  up  for  her  tricks.  ,  /?         v 

A  friend  is  left  who  oft  relieves  ? 

Our  hungeretl  stomach  s  gnaws ;       ' 
We  "pop"  the  word,  and  ho  reoeivea, 

And  "  pops  "  it  in  his  drawers  1 

Spokm :    Wheie'b  my  watch,  eb?  why,  it't— 

CUOBUS.  .;    "   ■ 

TTp  fhespoat,  ap  the  spout, 
'I'lie  Lord  knows  when  it  will  oome  00^ 
Uutill  get  tL«  needful  "chink," 
'Twill  have  to  stop  the  dnxiuage  sink. 

Althongh  onr  wants  he  does  assist, 

And  shows  us  on  our  way, 
His  seeming  help  is  all  a  mist. 

For  deeper  down  we  stray. 
Our  relic's  soon  are  vauished  qnite^ 

No  more  we've  got  to  "pop  ;" 
We  quickly  take  to  getting  "  tight," 

And  "  taken  "  by  a  "  slop." 

Spoken  :    Then  the  magigtrata  wanta  ibrty  shill- 
ings.     Yon  answer  :      "  Ain't  got   it."     Says   he, 
"Where  is  it?"    Yoa  again  answer : 

Uptbeapont,  Jba 

The  swells  who  out  a  mighty  dash 

Within  the  music  hall. 
And  try  to  reckon  they  are  "  flash," 

Upon  their  "uncle"  calL 
If  Tou  but  saw  them  in  the  week. 

Ere  Saturday  came  round. 
Their  cheeks  are  pale,  and  manners  aleek, 

And  "  hard-up,"  I'll  be  bound. 

Spoken  :  They've  got  rid  of  'em— yon  know— 
nnole — three  balls— round  the  corner.  "Ten  oa 
these" — white  tickets,  io,    Yee^  they're 

Up  the  spout,  &C. 

The  world  is  all  conceit  and  show. 

And  covered  with  a  fog. 
To  keep  as  all  upon  the  go. 

And  nelp  oor  forms  to  "  tog," 
We  have  to  try  oar  only  friend. 

Who  will,  for  trust  in  him. 
The  honored  "needful"  quickly  lend. 

Which  stays  our  troubles  grim. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  it's  a  very  prettr  state  of  alEura, 
when  everything  is  Up  the  spout,  <fcc. 


Ml«tH 


Three  Feriihed  in  the  Snow. 

Twos  on  a  stormy  winter's  night. 

The  snow  was  falling  fast, 
A  mother  and  two  little  babes 

Were  wandering  through  the  blast. 
Still  clinging  to  their  mother's  breast, 

The  httle  ones  would  cry. 
Please  mamma,  won't  you  make  us  warm. 

Oh  1  mama,  we  will  die ! 
Choros :    Toll  the  village  bell. 

Let  all  good  people  know, 
'TWAS  on  that  dron^ifnl  stormy  night 
Three  perished  la  the  snow. 

Oh !  darling,  look  up  in  my  eyes. 

And  say  yoa  will  not  die. 
For  mother's  heart  is  breaking  fast 

And  death  to  me  in  ui^h. 
Then  wrapping  up  the  little  ones. 

She  knelt  down  iu  the  snow  ; 
O I  Ood  in  Heaven  take  us  home. 

We're  ready  now  to  ga  CbMtifl. 

When  morning  dawned  the  son  oama  00^ 

The  snow  was  melting  fast, 
Three  darling  forms  lay  sitk  by  sida 

In  one  fond  loving  clasp. 
A  farmer  heard  the  sad  sad  new% 

That  made  him  weep  to  know. 
That  from  his  house  not  twenty  roda; 

Three  perished  in  the  snow.  Obomii 


Johnny  the  Old  Straw  Man. 

Wrltun  and  Sang  by  Ohria  B.  llaioae. 
Air :    "  Uj  old  Wlfa  aud  and  L**     . 


I 


Now  gaee  on  Johnny  the  old  straw  man. 

If  yoa've  never  seen  me  before  ; 
Some  ioiki  will  say  that  I  am  too  gay 

For  a  cove  of  seventy-four. 
Tm  kaown  all  over  New  York  town, 

With  my  hatchets,  brooms,  and  can  : 
And  where'er  I  ai^>ear,  can  be  heard  a  cheer. 

For  Johnny  the  old  stzaw  man. 

Chobub. 
Then  who  is  going  to  buy  from  me, 

I'll  sell  as  cheap  as  I  can  : 
Fve  got  axes,  hatchets,  knives  and  broomi^ 

Who  will  bay  from  the  old  stzaw  man. 

In  winter  or  summer,  rain  or  shine, 

You  oau  alwEiys  find  me  near  ;  .  -f 

When  it's  cold  I  drink  my  whiskey  hot. 

When  it's  hot  I  drink  my  beer. 
So  yoa  see  I  am  very  fond  of  myself^ 

And  I  think  it  a  capital  plan  ; 
For,  if  I  did  not  booze,  a  friend  yoa  would  loose. 

In  Johnny  the  old  straw  man.  Ohoraa 

Some  historical  relics,  I  have  in  my  can. 

But  those  are  not  for  sale ; 
I  have  Cleopatra's  needlj, 

And  a  tooth  from  Jonah's  wliale. 
George  Washington's  little  hatchet, 

Aud  Queeu  Victoria's  fan  ; 
But  those  are  things  that  can't  be  bought, 

From  Johnny  the  old  straw  man.  Ohorns. 

Well,  I  think  I  have  tarried  long  enough, 

So,  to  all  a  fond  bye-bye  ; 
I  must  go  and  get  my  lager  beer. 

As  I'm  feeling  exceedingly  ilry. 
Besides  my  girl  is  waiting  for  me, 

God  bless  my  Julia  Ann  ; 
But  she  is  as  jealous  as  jealous  can  be 


Of  Johnuy  the  old  straw  mnu. 


Chorus. 


The  Little  old  Mad  Cabin  near  the  Bo^ 

Air :    "  The  Old  Log  CabI  o. 

If  yonll  only  pay  attention,  I  will  sing  of  dajra  of  yore, 

When  my  ohilhood  days  in  happiness  were  spout  ; 
When  while  seated  at  the  fireside,  in  the  town 

sweet  Galore, 

I  sang  the  songs  of  joy  and  merriment ; 
Bnt  those  are  days  that's  gone  and  past,  aud 

cannot  be  recalled, 

And  as  I  travel  along  in  these  old  toga, 
I  always  will  remember  the  times  tha'  I  have  spent 

In  the  little  old  mud  cabin  near  the  boga. 

When  I  was  bat  a  little  boy,  in  innocence  I  roamed 

Through  the  fields  that  sorroonded  our  dear  place  ; 
Bat  as  to  manhood  I  grew  up  I  left  the  dear  old  home, 

And  the  world  I  determined  for  to  face  ; 
And  with  misfortune  and  good  lack  I  always 

have  found  out 

That  this  dreary  world  is  always  full  of  fogs  ; 
But  I  always  w>  I  remember  the  times  that  I  have  spent 

In  the  little  old  mad  :abin  near  the  bogs. 

My  daddy  died  when  I  was  ytmng,  and  in  the 

old  churchyard 

Twas  there  we  laid  him  silently  and  and  low. 
And  many  axe  the  tears  I've  shed  o'er  his  poor  grave^ 

Which  is  placed  within  the  ";^len  of  Aberioe  ;" 
Oh !  1  never  shall  forget  tlM  day  when  I  did  leave 

that  land. 

Where  everything  seems  going  to  the  dogs, 
When  I  was  f-ned  to  roam  onto  a  foreign  bome^ 

And  leave  the  old  mad  oabin  near  the  bogs. 

And  now,  kind  friends,  m  end  my  sons,  for 

I  moat  be  on  my  way 

To  visit  tho  old  home  onoe  man. 
And  with  a  sood-bye  to  you  all,  Fll  make  another  call. 

To  Irefamd,  the  little  ahamrook  sbotei 
Ob  I  may  I  live  to  see  the  day  when  Ireland 

wm  be  free, 

And  not  be  trodden  down  joat  Hke  dogs ; 
It's  then  ni  go  and  dweU  in  tba  little  shady  aeO, 

la  the  little  old  mod  oahianMV  tha  boga^ 


aBmaL-giwifw*^  *'  ^'AUK.H 


dM 


uAti. 
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We've  a  Thooiand  General  Coroorant  to 
Sedeem  our  Lost  Hornet. 

'    Air :    "  Til*  wearing  of  th*  Orcea. 


Oh  !  Englaod,  in  her  lofty  pride  in  bouting  ofl«n  nves, 
Aa  onoe  before,  she  boasted  that  "  BritaoniA  " 

raled  the  wares. 
But,  now  the  "  Roanan  Bear  "  has  of  England 

made  a  foe 
By  taking  GcniBtantiaople,  be  will  gire  her 

Bometbing  to  do. 
In  the  days  of  jore  the  Amencan  Eagle  always 

took  the  prize. 
And  flogged  the  "Lion"  o'er  and  o'er,  which 

filled  him  with  snzprise. 
Then  oease  yoor  silly  bragging,  for  your  prestige 

bas  decayed. 
And  of  oppressed  "  Old  Ireland  "  yoo  daily  ate  a&aid. 
•:_:,;•  ,--:-\: ::--;:     Chosxw.       ■■.;    ■;.:■;/>■;;:  •■" 

So  now  brave  sons  of  Ireland  be  ready  when  "it  oomes," 
We're  atlioosaudOeneial  Ooroorans  to  redeem 

;■,,..■■;".-  ■;";.■::■    :.-.,;;.•  .f.  v'  ,■■.  -  \ :  ^' -  OOT  lost  homos. 

That  noble  son  of  Ireland,  he  scorned  the  tyrant's  mle, 
For  never  a  tme  Iriabman,  wonld  stoop  to  be  a  fool ; 
He  left  his  native  country,  and  battled  for  the  right, 
And  like  a  gallant  Irishman,  he  peq|)ied  in  the  fight. 
A  tear  nnto  his  memory,  dear  Enn's  noble  son. 
Well  laise  a  monument  to  him,  when  freedom 

has  been  won ; 
Then  here's  to  Oeneial  Corooran,  the  btareet 

of  (he  brare, 
Who  abed  his  blood,  and  gare  bis  life,  a  country 

for  to  Bare. 
He's  sleeping  in  a  soldier's  giare— a  sword 

no  more  hell  wield, 
Bat  we'ro  a  tboasand  more  like  him,  to  lead  as 

in  the  field. 
Cboiua 


Don't  be  Angry,  Darling  Annie. 

Now  fly  to  my  arms  dear  Annis^ 

Once  more  before  we  part. 
We  may  never  meet  again  darling. 

You're  the  only  darling  of  my  heart, 
I  am  going  to  cross  the  sea  Annie, 

A  sailor  for  to  be  ; 
It  fills  my  soul  with  sorrow 

Now  don't  be  angry,  darling  Annie. 
Chorus  :    Don't  be  angry,  darling  Annie^ 
Because  I  leave  yon  here  alone^ 
To  cross  the  brinny  sea. 
Never  more  with  yoa  to  loaok 

One  more  kiss  from  yoo  ksaa%  '■'■' 

Just  one  before  I  go. 
For  we  may  never  meet  again 

As  I  wander  to  and  fro. 
Ton  will  mias  me  darling  Annie^ 

Now  remember  what  I  say. 
For  I  must  bid  you  good-by. 

Now  don't  be  angry  darlmg  Annie. 


Choraa 


All  England  hails  the  Ciar. 

Air:    " Ood  bleai  tb«  Prlnee  of  Walca.**  J 


Hark,  hark,  from  countless  roioee^ 

Ascends  the  loud  hurrah  ; 
Behold  the  banners  waving. 

All  England  hails  the  Czar. 
He's  left  hi3  home  and  peopls     ;• 

To  dwell  with  us  awmle. 
And  see  the  varied  beaotiefl^ 

Of  this  our  little  isle. 
Choms :    Hark,  hark,  from  ooontlesi  roioM^ 
Aaeends  the  loud  hurrah ; 
Behold  the  banners  waring, 
.'     ^^  All  Fi"ff^*!>d  bails  tits  CtttL 

Oh  f  may  ttiis  Boyal  ririt, 

The  sweet  fbnrnnner  pnm. 
Of  nnireiaal  friendship. 

Which  Dothias  shaU  lemotik 
We  long  to  sss  thssessoD, 

When  pesos  o'sr  srecy  sboN^ 
Shan  spriad  her  dof»4iks    ' 

Aad  WW  bs  kodsm  no 


Minnie,  hear  the  Bine-Bird  Sing. 

Minnie,  hear  the  blue-bird  sing, 

In  the  tree  above  our  head  ;  ;  -    v  ■  . '  ^ 

And  the  echoes,  how  they  ring^ 

From  above  onr  mossy  bed :  '":-', 

CMi !  how  glad  he  doth  appear,  ;   ■      ■         1-: 

As  he  sings  his  sweetest  lays,  ^ ;      . . 

Happy,  flitting  little  dear,  < .    •   : 

Pride  and  joy  of  spring-time  days. 
Choms :    Now  bas  come  the  lovely  spring, 
Bird  and  bee  is  here, 
■••  How  sweetly  now  they  sing,    C':: 
Minnie,  hear  the  blue-bird  ribg^ 
In  the  tree  above  our  bead. 
And  the  echoes  how  they  ring, 
•    From  above  our  mossy  bed. 
Ifinnie,  what  does  birdie  say. 

In  those  strains  so  full  of  cheer;    '  ;>    , 
Sings  he  of  a  brighter  day, 

^Mling  us  that  spring  is  here. 
Yes  his  heart  is  tuned  more  glad. 
By  green  fie^  and  flowers  fiur. 
Winter  made  him  feel  so  sad. 
By  its  dear  and  chilling  air.  Cboras. 


While  we  twine  onr  eariy  flowers, 

Daisies  white  and  violets  blue, 
e  He  has  ccnne  to  make  the  hours 

Brighter  for  beth  me  and  yoo, 
Wbile  the  mnsic  floats  along, 

From  the  woodland  to  the  sea, 
Let  OS  join  our  leudest  song. 

And  as  happy,  happy  be. 


Chorus. 


;    When  I  was  in  the  Tombf. 

lit:    I'm  Sitting  on  t&e  St7le,  Kw^ 

I  am  standing  in  the  cell,  Dimt 

Where  we  stood  side  by  side. 
On  a  bright  May  morning  eariy. 

Before  your  case  was  tned. 
The  cotmtry  boys  were  flash  and  greeD^ 

And  we  were  living  high— 
The  fat  was  on  your  nose,  Dina, 

And  de  white  was  in  your  eye. 

The  place  is  little  changed,  Dina, 

De  grates  am  close  aa  then  ; 
Old  Walling's  voice  is  in  my  ear. 

And  I  am  a  case  again. 
O,  Lord !  de  grip  ob  his  old  hand,  ; 

And  breath  upon  my  cheek. 
Would  soars  de  rery  bebil,  lore; 

So  dat  he  could  not  spoak. 

Farewell,  now  Inbly  Dina  dear  I 

A  friend  is  at  my  side ; 
The  Black  Maria  is  ooming,  and 

Tm  gwan  to  take  a  ride. 
My  health  is  very  bad,  Dina, 

From  laying  in  de  streets  ; 
80 1  think  ni  try  the  virtue  of 

An  island  ooontry  seat 


Written  tad  rang  by  ^obB  Ckwdwliii 

Thers  is  a  lot  of  jolly  cats,      •       v 

That  often  meet  at  night ; 
They  hold  •  concert  on  the  tiles — 

Sometimes  you'll  hear  them  fight 
They  fight,  they  bite. 

They  swear,  they  tear,  and  pull  their  hair, 
They  sqnall  and  bawl 

What  noisy  cats  are  they. 

Cbobxts. 
Mew,  mew,  mew,  mew — 
Fiab !  there  they  go  again. 

llsre's  the  he  Thomas  eat  and  the  she  Thomas  Cst- 

They're  oat  to-mght, 
And  nbeu  they  flnidi  their  oonesrt, 

Both  ol  tham  eommsnee  to  fl£^ ; 
The  old  mss  gets  oat  of  bed. 

And  bs  cbsses  with  a  stack, 
He  gets  hold  of  the  hs  nmnssflai, 

▲ad  hits  Urn  with  A  bdek. 


The  Hungry  Han  From  Harlem. 

Sttug  by  JamM  O'Mail. 


Of  a  hoDgiy  man  Tm  gdng  to  sing, 

And  the  tears  to  your  eyeslt  will  sordy  bring. 

He  could  swallow  almost  anything. 

This  hungry  man  from  H«rl«m. 
He'd  eat  a  hundred  times  a  day 
And  for  his  board  he  could  not  pay  ; 
He  could  get  outside  of  a  bale  of  bay. 

This  hungry  man  from  Harlem. 

.|  Chobtts. 

Tbs  wajy  he'd  eat  it  couldn't  be  beat 
All  kind  of  meat  both  sour  and  sweet. 
He'd  eat  evcrjthing  they  had  in  the  place, 
And  bit  a  big  cbauk  from  his  mother-iu-law's  face. 
He  chewed  up  his  fHtber,  devoured  his  mother, 
He  swallowed  bis  sister  and  tackled  bis  bmlbcr. 
He  swallowed  the  cluck,  bit  a  hole  in  the  door, 
Chewed  a  hole  in  the  roof  ann  swallowed  the  floor, 
He  chewed  up  his  shoes  and  chewed  up  his  hat. 
Made  a  raid  on  the  kitchen  and  swallowed  the  cat 
He  chewed  umbrellas  aud  eat  seven  stoves. 
And  bit  oS'  oue-balf  of  the  servant  girl's  uose. 
And  that's  the  way  he  used  to  eat 
This  hungry  man  feom  Harlem. 

He  eat  so  much  it  made  him  thin. 
His  hair  fell  out  and  his  cheeks  fell  in. 
His  bones  were  sticking  thro'  his  skin. 

This  hungry  man  from  Hrnlem. 
He  struck  this  city  one  fiue  day 
And  for  a  meal  he  could  not  pay. 
He  took  a  walk  along  Broadway, 

Tiaa  htmgry  man  from  Harlem.  Ohoma. 

The  rery  first  thing  he  chanced  to  meet 
Twas  a  German  Band  coming  down  the  street 
He  swallowed  them  all,  as  fast  as  they  came. 
He  chewed  up  the  music  and  eat  the  base-drum. 
He  tackled  a  crowd  coming  home  from  a  ball, 
They  began  for  to  dance  aud  he  swallowed  them  alL 
Be  went  down  to  the  ferry  and  swullowed  a  boat. 
He  went  out  on  election  and  chewed  np  his  rote. 
At  last  he  came  into  Brooklyn  town. 
He  met  a  big  preacher,  and  gobbled  him  down  : 
He  swallowed  a  pump,  put  Lis  teeth  through 

the  Lnndla, 
And  eat  the  reports  of  the  Brooklyn  scandaL 
Then,  getting  dinguBted  with  grub  so  light 
Hs  swallowed  himself  clean  out  of  sight, 
And  that's  the  way  he  used  to  eat 
This  hungry  man  from  Harlem.  Ohoros. 


*-« 


The  Little  Plain  Gold  Bing. 

I        Written  by  Ed  BarrlgaB. 

Arrah,  when  I  was  a  young  maiw 

At  the  age  of  twenty-three, 
I  lored  sweet  Molly  Doolan,  -  . 

And  I  knew  that  she  loved  mik    \[ 
We  courted  in  the  winter  time,    '    ,  ^ 

And  one  May  mom  in  spring. 
She  gare  me  this  token,  boys, 

This  little  plain  gold  ting. 

■   Fond  remembrances  bring,        [Sjm.  J 
This  little  plain  gold  ring. 

I  remember  well  onr  wedding  day, 

When  the  neighbors  one  and  idl. 
With  hope  and  sunshine  on  their  faoes^ 

So  pleasantly  did  oalL 
Arrah,  how  they  laughed  and  how  they  danced. 

The  presents  they  did  bring  ; 
Snre,  there  it  lays  beneath  my  gaze, 

In  this  little  plain  gold  ring. 
Fond  remembrances  bring,        [Sym.] 
This  Uttle  plain  gold  ring. 

Ah,  I  see  the  dreary  winter, 

I  hear  the  trembling  wind. 
Whisper  to  me  soft  and  low, 

Yoor  MoUy  tme  and'kind ; 
Most  lesrs  yon  now,  Daimaen,  ssthofS^ 

My  wife,  my  ersrything, 
I  pictored  tlisce,  beyond  compare, 

In  this  little  plsto  gold  ring. 
Food  lemembranoes  bring,        [Bym.] 
lUs  litfls  pisia  geld  nog. 
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The  Souble-Breasted  Mansion. 

Wrlttaa  sod  8anK  by  Qai  William*. 
Alt :     "  Old  Log  Cabin  lu  tbe  Laue." 


I  Tonce  vos  j'oung  nud  gallas,  nnd  I  tIroTe  r 

pair  of  grnys, 
I  dink  abont  C-90  voe  de  pace  ; 
I  brtd  lilty  tbousiiud  servaut  gala  (bnt  don't 

give  dot  avay), 
Und  a  trotting  cow  I  sent  to  pvery  race  ; 
I  Lad  foi'ty-douaauds  gold  mines,  I  owned  half 

of  de  TOtld— 
No  vender  dat  de  stateniout  makes  yoii  Htare  ;— 
I  had  two  milliou  bulUpupti,  uiid  uU  cltsie  tails 

curled  up, 
In  my  double-breasted  mansiou  in  de  square. 

CnoKus. 

De  roof  tos  copper-bottomed,  de  chimney  solid  gold, 
I'd  an  elevator  placed  on  every  stair  ; 
Bnt  I  lost  de  lot  at  keno,  und  I'll  never  more  behold 
My  double-breasted  mansion  on  de  square. 

Ten  million  head  of  cattle  used  to  roam  about  my  farm, 

Und  each  hog  had  a  splendid  featbor  bed, 

I  had  males  uud  female  roosil^rs,  und  dey  took 

deir  viskey  varm  ; 
Dey  vere  de  shanghai,  shangboo,  China  bred  ; 
My  cornfields  yielded  butter,  my  i^eacb  trees 

jielded  cream ; 
I  used  to  sow  and  mow  de  yellow  pear  ; 
But  alas  my  vealtb  is  vanished  now,  und  every 

night  I  dream 
Of  my  double-breasted  mansion  on  de  Kcpiare. 

De  roof  voa  copper-bottomed,  Ac. 

I  never  shall  forget  de  time,  not  many  years  ago, 
Ven  de  bummers  used  to  roam  about  my  door, 
Dey  vould  get  oulfcide  my  viskey  uud  smoke 

up  my  cigars, 
My  servant  gals  uud  hash  dey  did  adore  : 
De  sceuea  huvu  choused  about  de  place,  und  I 

am  poor  myself ; 
At  a  free-lunch  I  could  take  a  quiet  share, 
'  I  am  diukiug  of  de  scbweitzer  clicese  dot  once 

I  used  to  cat 
Ib  my  doabla-breasted  mansion  on  de  square. 

^    s  De  roof  vos  copper-bottomed,  itc. 


-«•»-. 


College  Days. 

Written  by  Eil  Ilarrlgan. 


Oh  !  many  moons  have  passed  and  gone, 

Since  first  I  went  to  school. 
At  Harvard,  dear  old  Harvard,  friends, 

I  learned  the  Gk)ldeu  Rule  ; 
My  classmates  scattered  here  and  there, 

All  trod  their  chfferent  ways, 
I  love  to  think  and  poudor  o'er 

My  youtblul  college  days. 

(liepi'tt  luoUisl  lines  of  every  verse.) 

I  remember  when  a  Freshman  there, 

My  age  just  twenty-four, 
In  the  Yale  aud  Harvard  race  my  frienda, 

I  always  rowed  stroke  oar  ; 
Our  colors—  handsome  scarlet  bright^ 

First  led  tbe  van  always,  • 

Admired  by  the  ladies  all. 

Was  I  iu  college  days. 

Oh  t  the  day  when  I  did  graduate^ 

I  was  my  parents  pride. 
Fitted  for  the  bar  or  bench, 

A  linguist,  too,  beside  ; 
Socially  I'd  alwavo  meet 

My  colleagues  bright  and  gay. 
And  toss  a  merry  social  glass, 

To  our  conimeuceHicut  day. 

Culture  and  intelligence,    ■ 

Are  qualities  quite  fine. 
They  help  constitute  the  gentleman. 

In  every  worldly  clime  ; 
Yon  may  crush  them  down  unto  the  ground. 

With  poverty's  cold  ways,  ..• ,/  - 

They'll  rise  again,  assert  their  claims,  ^« 

As  taught  in  college  days. 


The  Feni^'  Escape. 

.''■"         SoD^  by  iamea  O'Xell.  »- "• 

Now  boys  if  yon  will  listen,  to  the  story  Til  relate, 
I'll  tell  you  ot  the  noble  men,  who  from  the  foo  escaped. 
Though  bound  with  Saxpu  fetters,  in  tbe  dark 

Austruiiian  jail, 
Tboy  striick  a  blow  for  f:^doin,  aud  lV>r  Yankee 

land  set  sail. 
On  tbe  17th  of  April  lastj  the  stars  and  stripes  did  fiy, 
Ou  board  the  bnrk  Catalpii,  waving  proudly  tothebky. 
She  showed  tbe  green  alJovo  the  red,  us  sho 

did  oaliuly  lay, 
Trepared  to  take  the  Fei|ianboys,  iu  .salty  oir  the  sea. 

When  Bresliu  and  Inixvc,  Desnioud,  brought  the 

prisoners  to  the  shore. 
They  gave  ouo  shout  foij  freedom,  soon  to  bless 

ibt  ui  ever  more, 
Aud  manned  by  gallint  Ihcarts  they  pulled 

toward.-i  thj  Yankee  flag. 
For  well  they  kuew  from  its  proud  folds,  no 

tyrant  conld  them  drag. 
They  have  nearly  reached  in  safely  the  C;italpa, 

taut  and  Iriui, 
■When  fast  approaching  them  they  saw  a  vision 

dark  nud  dim. 
It  was  the  steamer  "Georgette,"  nnd  on  her  deck 

there  stood, 
Ouo  hundred  hired  mssoBsins,  to  shed  each 

patriot's  blood. 

The  steamer  reached  the  bounding  bnrk,  aud 

flr^'d  across  her  bow, 
They  iu  loud  voice  cominauded,  that  the  vessel 

should  "heave  to." 
I>nt  noble  Captain  Anthony,  iu  thunder  tones  did  cry. 
You  iLire  not  fire  a  shot  at  that  bright  flag,  that 

floats  ou  high, 
ily  ship  is  sailing  peacefully  beneath  that  flng  of  stars. 
It's  uuuined  by  Irish  bonrts  of  ouk,  and  manly 

Yankee  tars. 
And  that  dear  emblem  U  the  fore,  so  plain  now 

to  be  seen, 
'Tis  the  banner  I'll  protect,  old  Ireland's  flikg  of  groeu. 

The  Britisher  be  sailed  away,  from  the  stars  and 

stripes  he  ran, 
lie  knew  his  chanco  ws(8  slim  to  fight  the  boys 

.  Undo  Sam. 

t^n  Hocrfin,  Wilson,  Harrington  with  Darragbofl" did  go, 
With  llussett  und  bold  Cranston,  soon  to  whip 

tbe  Sason  foe. 
Here's  luck  to  that  noblo  captain,  who  well  these 

men  did  free, 
He  dared  tho  Eugli.sh  iuau-of-war  to  fight  him 

ou  the  sea. 
And  here's  to  that  dear  emblem,  which  in 

triumph  shall  be  seen 
The  flag  for  which  those  patriots  fought,  dear 

Ireland's  flag  of  green. 


•••H 


The  Sailor's  Dirge. 

Sew  up  the  hammock !  Death  has  laid 

Poor  Jack  in  Honor's  bed  ; 
Heave  out  a  sigh,  and  lower  away. 

Our  galleut  messmate's  dead. 

A  right  true-hearted  lad  was  ho, 

A  .seaman  stout  aud  bold  ; 
Ho  loved  his  friend,  he  loved  his  girl. 

But  now  his  hcflrt  is  cold. 

So  long  as  French  or  Spaniard  fought. 

No  lion  was  more  brave  ; 
But  when  he  cried  for  quarter,  none 

Thau  Jack  more  free  to  save. 

When  overboard,  and  struggling  hard 

For  life's  dear  sake  was  I, 
Though  wild  the  waves,  and  loud  the  wind, 

Jack  heard  my  piteous  cry. 

He  asked  no  leave  of  paltry  fear,  . 

Dnt  swam,  and  took  me  out  ;    ^ 
Now  .Tack  must  sink,  and  I  may  swim. 

So  fortune  veers  about. 

Farewell,  poor  Jack  !  though  o'er  thy  head 

The  ocean-billows  roll. 
Good  hope  that  Heaven's  sweet  mercy  there 

Will  find  and  save  thy  aoul. 


Snow  Flake. 

;       .'  BoDg  by  McKee  &  Rogera.     ,>     '         '      ) 

Oh !  two  reckless  careless  nigs  are  we. 

And  of  dancing  never  tire, 
When  masaa'a  iu  bis  bed  asleep,  >  <•  1,,  -"^  ' 

We're  like  two  coons  on  wire. 
But  should  he  chance  to  catch  us  here, 

Hu'd  lick  OS  sure's  you're  born, 
Aud  that  won't  suit  George  and  I:ita8ta8  Saow  Flake. 

Oh  !  now  the  day  is  breaking. 

We  must  cut  our  sticks  and  go^       ,.       , ; 
To  our  daily  labor  in  the  field,  *    . 

The  cotton  for  to  hoe. 
So  now  well  bid  you  all  good-bye, 

And  hope  that  you  are  pleased. 
With  George  and  Erastus  Suow  Flake. 


Erastus  Hunky  Dory. 

Oh  ?  my  name  it  is  Erastus  Hunky  Dory, 

I'm  a  pet  among  tho  ladies'  so  they  say, 
I'm  fond  of  fun  aud 'full  of  modem  glory. 

You  can  bet  I  am  the  gayest  of  the  gay. 
Oh  !  there  is  one  to  whom  I'm  paying  my  addresses, 

She's  sweeter  than  a  sweet  potato  vine. 
She  wears  such  bright  and  golden  curling  tresses. 

So  I'm  long^g  for  the  day  when  she'll  be  mine. 

CUOBUS. 

She's  sweet,  [Break],  so  neat  [Break], 
She's  sweeter  than  the  sweet  potato  vine, 

She  wears  such  bright  and  golden  tresses, 
I'm  lougiug  for  the  ilay  wheu  she'll  be  mioe. 

One  evening  while  with  her  promenading, 

Tho  twinkling  stars  had  just  began  to  i)eep. 
The  glorious  light  of  day  was  faslly  fading, 

All  nature  hushed  as  in  a  sleep. 
She  took  a  seat  beside  a  bunch  of  roses, 

I  placed  myself  directly  at  her  feet. 
While  she  admired  the  violets  and  posies, 

I  whispered  iu  her  ear  tiiat  she  was  sweet. 


The  First  Foot. 

Air :    Tue  harp  that  once. 


'Tis  said  the  foot  that  first  shall  press 

Tbe  floor  on  New-jear's  mom. 
Will  herald  pleasure  or  distress  .  : 

Through  all  the  year  them  bom.    ' 
As  he  who  lands  uix)n  an  isle. 

Where  none  have  trod  before. 
May  let  it  still  in  beauty  smile. 

Or  make  it  smile  no  more. 

So  iu  the  soul  a  single  thought 

That  is  a  welcome  guest. 
Shall  shadow  days  with  sorrow  fianght, 

Or  moments  happy  blessed. 
Our  life  is  like  a  growing  rose. 

That  Heaven  makes  so  fair,     ' " 
And  we  can  blight  it  whilst  it  grows. 

Or  guard  with  tender  care. 


What  can  a  Toung  Lassie  do  wi'  an  aold  Man  ? 

BaruR. 


I 


What  can  a  yonng  lassie,  what  shall  a  young  lassie, 
What  can  a  young  lassie  do  wi'  an  ould  man  ? 
Bad  luck  to  the  penny  that  tempted  my  Minnie 
To  sell  her  pnir  Jenny  for  siler  an'  Ian' ; 
Bad  luck  to  the  penny  that  tempted  my  Minnie 
To  sell  her  puir  Jenny  for  siler  an'  Ian' 

He's  always  compleenin'  frae  momin'  to  e'enin', 
He  hosts  and  hirples  tbe  weary  day  lang  ; 
He's  doylt  and  he's  dozin',  his  blnid  it  is  frozen, 
Ob  !  dreary's  the  nicht  wi'  a  crazy  anld  man. 

He  hums  and  he  bankers,  he  frets  and  he  cankers. 
I  never  can  please  him,  do  a'  that  I  can  ; 
He's  peevish  and  jralous  o'  a'  the  young  fellows. 
Oh  !  dool  on  the  day  I  met  wi'  an  auld  m.ui. 

My  anld  anntie  Katie  upon  m«  tak's  pity, 
I'll  do  my  endeavor  to  folk>w  her  plan  ; 
ni  cross  him,  aud  wrack  him,  nntil  I  heart-bmk  bin,  'I 
.  And  then  his  aold  btats  will  bay  me  a  new  pan.         ' 


l-.^ib^' 
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Hair-Dyeing  Qrease.  .  + 

By  CbM.  B  FUtaer.  Air:    Cod  Liver  Oil. 


I'm  a  weak  tronbled  jonth  and  distnrbed  in  my  mind, 
Three  luouths  have  I  courted  a  lass  qaite  refined  ; 
liut  taking  her  doee  you'll  find  ooveriug  her  head, 
A  vast  praire  of  red  hair,  and  a  visage  like  lead. 
A  schoolmate  of  mine  told  me  a  short  time  ago, 
That  he  knew  what  would  knock  all  red  heads  quite  low; 
He  gave  me  a  card,  at  it  I  did  stare. 
And  found  'twas  an  adv.  of  Dr.  Le  Glair. 
Chobub. 

Dr.  Le  Clair,  Dr.  Le  Clair, 

Your  hair-dying  grease  works  so  charming  and  fair  ; 
I'm  sure  'twill  be  soon  that  her  hair  will  decrease, 
If  my  girl  keeps  on  using  her  hair-dyeing  grease. 

I  bought  her  a  box  and  gave  it  to  her, 
Iler  Imir  she  informed  me  would  turn  soft  as  fur  ; 
I  euruestly  hoped  that  her  words  would  prove  right 
For  wherever  I  travelled  her  hair  caused  a  sight 
For  over  a  year  she  had  the  hair  grease. 
Till  at  liuit  she  resembled  a  large  porky  piece  ; 
I'd  dare  not  to  press  her  for  fear  she  would  boil, 
And  "  run  over  "  some  day  and  my  clothes  surely  soil ! 

Dr.  Le  Clair,  ^o. 

J ^.^ 

Beautiful  Snow  Drops. 

j    .■■.■,■•-       Ai  Suogbjr  Qe«rge  BoblDion.   r   '  ■    V. 


Benntifnl  snow  drops !  beautiful  snow  drops ! 

Coming  when  earth  is  so  drear  ; 
Sweetest  of  blossoms,  peeping  in  gladness^ 

Telling  summer  is  near. 
Calm  iu  tempest,  lowly  and  cheerful,   •; 

Smiling  in  sunlight  and,  roii ' 
Dear  to  my  childhood,  6ft  have  I  sought  thee 

for  over  Tidley  and  plain. 

v'T    /■■-.     '."^v      Chobcs.    ./■;-      V'::.;:--:'"''     ' 
Beantifnl  saow  drojis !  beautiful  snow  drops ! 

Coming  when  earth  is  so  drear  ; 
Sweetest  of  blossoms,  peeping  iu  gladness, 

Telling  that  summer  is  near. 

Beautiful  snow  drops !  beautiful  snow  drops  I 

Fade  not,  oh  !  fade  not  away  ! 
Teach  us  thy  meekness,  teach  us  contentment. 

Whisper  that  soon  'twill  be  May. 
Sweetest  of  mem'ries  come  to  thy  biddings 

Emblems  of  hearts  that  we  love. 
Cheerful  in  darkness,  hopeful  in  sadness, 

Gonstaut  wherever  we  rove.  Chorus. 


Whoa  Dar,  Nebuchadnezzar  I 

By  J.  K  JohDion. 


Yon  better  stop  dat  prancin' — 

■Whoa,  dar,  Nebuchadnezzar.     ;;;  ■ 
Yon's  pow'ful  fond  ob  dancin' —    ! 
Nebuchadnezzar,  whoa.  ,    * 

Yon  needn't  try  to  steal  up — 

Whoa  dar,  Nebuchadnezzar —       , 
An'  lif  dat  precious  heel  up — 

Nebuchadnezzar,  whoa. 
Chorus  :    Nebuchadnezzar,  whoa  ; 
Whar  is  you  try  in' to  go? 
rd  hab  you  fo'  to  know 

Fse  holdin'  ob  de  lines. 
At  mule-tamin'  I's  no  peer ; 
ni  break  up  all  dis  yer. 
If  it  takes  me  half  de  year, 
I'll  core  you  ob  your  shines, 

Dar,  dat'B  de  way  to  do  it— 

Whoa  dar,  Nebuchadnezzar. 
He's  coming  right  down  to  it —         ' 

Nebuchadnezzar,  whoa. 
Some  folks  dey  would  a  beat  him— 

Whoa,  dar,  Nebuchadnezzar ; 
But  dat  would  only  heat  him — 

Nebuchadnezzar,  whoa. 

He  minds  me  like  a  nigger — 

Whoa  dar,  Nebuchadnezzar.      > 
He'd  fotch  a  mighty  Agger— 

Nebuchadnezzar,  whoa. 
He's  gentle  as  a  chicken — 

Whoa  dar,  Nebncbsdnezear ; 
An'  nebber  t'inks  ob  kiokin' — 

Nebuchadnezzar,  whoa. 


Choms. 


CkonB. 


The  Blind  Eat  Many  a  Fly. 

~~*~~^^  -  „■-■  r*- 

From  sweet  bewitching  tricks  of  love,     ♦,  '  '  • 

Young  men,  your  hearts  secure  ;     .      ^Y;  -:>.  ■ 
Lest  in  the  paths  of  sense  you  rove,    ' 

In  dotage  premature. 
Look  at  each  lass  through  wisdom's  glass. 

Nor  trust  the  naked  eye  ;  V*  ^  ■  - 

Gallants,  beware,  look  sharp,  take  care,   '■,,:■/:■' 

The  blind  eat  many  a  fly.  .  " 

There's  ne'er  a  spinster  in  the  realm 
But  knows  mankind  to  cheat,  .         '. 

Down  to  the  cottage  from  the  helm,  > ';.  .. 

The  learned,  the  brave  and  the  great 

With  lovely  looks,  and  golden  hooks, 
To  entangle  us  they  try.     Gallants,  beware,  &o. 

Not  only  on  their  hands  and  necks 
The  borrowed  white  you'll  find  ;  -;     ,  ■ 

Some  belles,  when  interest  directs,  ,     ; ': : 

Can  even  paint  the  mind. 

Joy  in  distress  they  can  express, 
Their  very  tears  can  lie.    Gallants,  beware,  <tc. 

Gould  we  with  ink  the  ocean  fill, 

Was  earth  of  parchment  made, 
Was  every  single  stick  a  quill. 

Each  man  a  scribe  by  trade  ; 
To  write  the  tricks  of  half  the  sex. 

Would  sink  in  that  ocean  dry. 

Gallants,  beware,  Ac. 


Will  His  Letter  Bring  Me  Sadness ! 

Worda  by  Samuel  K.  Mitchell. 


Will  his  letter  bring  me  sadness 

From  that  laud  across  the  sea. 

Or  w  ill  tender  words  of  gladness 

Briug  the  sweetest  news  to  me  ? 
In  my  dreams  I've  heard  him  sighing 

For  his  deixr  old  home  again  ; 
Now,  jjefhaps,  he  may  be  dying 
Without  one  to  ease  his  pain. 
Chorus :    Will  his  letter  bring  me  sadness 
From  that  land  across  the  sea. 
Or  will  tender  words  of  gladness 
Bring  the  sweetest  news  to  me  ? 

•  _ 

■Will  his  letter  come  to-morrow    - 

From  that  distant,  lonely  isle. 
Will  its  contents  speak  of  sorrow 

While  I  sigh  for  him  the  while? 
All  the  day  I  hear  him  calling 

For  the  one  he  loves  so  dear. 
And  his  words  are  sadly  falling 

On  my  ever-list'ning  ear. 


Chorus. 


Will  his  letter  tell  of  anguish. 

That  is  breaking  his  poor  heart  ? 
Must  my  darling  lover  languish 

While  the  sea  keeps  us  apart? 
Longingly  I  wait  the  letter. 

Wait  the  tidings  sent  to  me^ 
That  the  news  may  break  the  fetter 

Binding  grief  with  hope  and  glee. 

Bring  the  Roses  Back  to  Me. 

By  Arthur  W.  Frencb. 


Chorus. 


Bound  onr  pathway  sweetest  rosea 

Blossom,  darling,  day  by  day  ;  : 

Yet  I  know  some  time  they'll  wither 

And  their  beauty  pass  away  ; 
Then  thy  sunny  smile  will  cheer  me 

In  that  day  of  days  to  be. 
While  your  gentle  words  and  kisses    ' 

Bring  the  roses  back  to  me. 
Chorus  :    Liuc;er  near  me,  npeak  to  elieer  ms. 
Words  as  eweet  as  sweet  can  be ; 
Never  chide  me,  cloee  beside  me. 
Bring  the  roses  back  to  me. 

Time  may  rob  us  of  the  roses     -' 

From  the  garden  of  the  heart,  ' 

And  the  joys  now  brightly  burning  -;     .. '■ 

From  us  evermore  depart ;  K 

Should  I  grieve  because  they  leave  ma    ':>,,;:  ^ 

In  their  bloom  no  more  to  be  ? 
Thino  the  voice  whose  tones  will  truly 

Bring  the  roses  back  to  me.  Choras. 


I      Our  Front  SUk^. 

Copyriehl,  1878,  by  HarrlcM  k  Hart 

Mnilo  to  be  had  of  W.  A.  Pond,  M7  Broadtrky,  N.  T. 

Published  by  permlstlon  of  A.  J.  Flaher. 


I'm  tlie  father  of  a  family, 
,     Six  girls  and  one  big  boy, 
'  IK'ith  the  neighbors  they  are  friendly 
They  are  their  mother's  joy  ; 
It's  every  summer  evening, 

When  the  heat  would  make  you  droop 
Friends  theie  meet  from  every  ktreel 
To  gossip  on  our  front  stoop. 

There's  dainty  MisEes  Grogau. 

Alexaiuler  McAfee, 
The  undertaker  Hogau,  .,,•.; 

The  pride  of  Calvarj-. 
Such  splendid  vocalization, 

"TwoiUd  burst  an  o|tera  troupe  ; 
The  sweet  by-aud-by  would  make  a  man  die. 

As  sung  on  our  fi-ont  stoop. 

They  talk  about  the  Murphya, 

And  si^  they  put  on  style. 
And  how  their  daughter  Mary 

Went  down  to  Couey  kle 
With  a  German  music  teacher. 

Who  filled  her  with  clum  soap. 
Then  they  say,  dou't  give  it  away. 

What  you  hear  on  our  front  stoop. 

You'd  have  to  run  the  gauntlet. 

If  ye  were  walking  by. 
They'd  have  your  family  histoiy 

In  the  twinkling  of  au  eye. 
The>''d  turn  you  gently  over, 

■While  they  sit  there  iu  a  group, 
They'd  give  to  you  sweet  Ballyhoo^ 

While  passing  our  front  stoop. 

They  send  Kate  with  a  pitcher. 

For  Cincinnati  beer ;  .."   .  t .; 

Then  their  conversation  \".' 

For  a  mile  or  two  you'll  hoar, 
They  talk  about  the  babies. 

The  whoopiug  coughs  and  cronp. 
When  the  moon's  otit  iu  si^ht,  they  say  good-night, 

And  go  home  from  our  front  stoop. 


i 
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Mollie,  I  can't  say  Tou're  Honest. 

Oh  !  Mollie,  I  can't  say  you're  honest 

You've  stolen  the  heart  from  my  breast ; 
I  feel  like  a  bird  that's  astonished 

When  young  vagabonds  rob  its  nest 
My  brightest  of  sunshine  at  night  is 

Just  between  midnight  and  dawn  ; 
And  then,  Mollie  dear,  my  delight  is 

To  sing  you  a  little  "crunawn." 

Chords.         ..  ..  •  . 
Wirastrn  fillaloo,  but  I'm  kilt ;  may  tbi  qaiH 
Lie  light  on  your  beautiful  form 
When  the  weather  'tis  hot ;  but  my  love 

when  it's  Mt, 
May  it  rowl  ye  up  cozy  and  warm,  filloloa 

I  know  that  your  father  is  stingy, 

And  likewise  your  mother  the  same  ; 
And  it's  very  small  change  I  will  bring  yoa. 

Excepting  the  change  of  your  name. 
So  make  haste  with  the  change,  dearest  MoUia 

Be  that  same  more  or  less,  as  it  may, 
And  my  own  name  I'll  give  you,  my  darling. 

The  minute  that  yoa  name  the  day. 

j  Winastm,  fillaloo,  iui. 

Oh  ?  if  yori  are  sleeping,  dear  Mollie, 

Don't  let  me  waken  you,  dear ; 
Some  tender  memorial  ITl  lave  yoa 
Jnst  to  let  yon  know  I  was  here. 
^    I'll  throw  a  big  stone  at  the  window, 
And  if  any  glass  I  should  break : 
It's  for  you  all  the  pains  I  am  taking. 
What  wouldn't  I  smatih  for  your  isake  ? 

I  \^                     Winastro  fiUuloo,  dee. 
*m  «•■  ■■ — 

Trees  that  bear  double  bloas'ims  often  bear  no 
froitatalL 
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Oeraldine. 

k  TALK  OF  THE  SEA  AND  THE  SHOBK. 

CHAPTER   HL      :. 


Preston  IVargrave,  wbo  is  now  convolesceut,  is  be- 
gitiuing  to  tbiuk  it  high  time  he  shoald  learn  to 
what  part  of  the  world  the  Yaltnre  is  boonil.  And 
one  diij-  he  questions  the  cnt/tain  on  the  sabject 

Sebastian  looks  coufased  for  a  moment,  then 
quickly  recoveriug  himself,  he  says,  with  a  langh, 
"  Whither  am  I  bound,  senor?  England.  To  what 
port,  senor  ?  A  certain  little  inlet  on  the  co&ct  of 
Cornwall,  where  I  may  laud  my  contraband  cargo 
with  the  least  risk  to  myself  and  those  about  me." 

"  Wliat  r  exclaims  Preston,  in  amazement  *'  Do 
I  underntand  you  ?    Are  you  a  smuggler  ?" 

"Nothing  better,  senor— nothing  worse,"  Sebas- 
tian answers,  with  perfect  coolness,  and  making  a 
cigarette  as  ho  speaks. 

Preston  regards  the  speaker  fixedly,  hardly  able 
to  credit  the  evidence  of  his  hearing. 

Sebastian  now  lights  his  cigarette,  and,  after  puff- 
ing at  it  $it  a  few  momentn,  resumes  carelessly, 
"Ha,  ha!  Senor,  you  are,  I  see,  speechless  with 
amazement  I  I  thought  yon  Englishmen  were  so 
penetrating  that  yon  could  learn  everything  at  a 
mere  glance  I  Ha,  ha  I  Yon  have  been  deceived  iu 
regard  to  me,  however " 

"No,  not  exactly,"  interrupts  Preston  ;  "I  had 
from  the  first  some  sort  of  suspicion  that  matters  on 
board  the  Vulture  were  not  altogether  as  they  ought 
to  be— that  you  were  not  the — the " 

"  The  honest  man  I  should  be,  eh  ?"  catches  up 
Sebastian,  with  a  light,  careless  laugh. 

"Precisely  so,"  admits  the  other,  in  some  slight 
embarrassment.  "What  will  Miss  Maur  say  to 
this?"  Preston  adds,  looking  into  the  captain's 
eyes  in  a  searching  manner. 

"  Miss  Maur  f  repeats  the  smuggler,  sinking  his 
voice  and  assuming  a  grave  air.  "  Miss  ^Iiuir 
must  never  know  the  secret  I  have  just  confided  tu 
yon." 

"  Never  know  what  yon  are  ?" 

"Never.  I  have  an  impression  that  the  lady  bos 
some  nice  ideas  on  the  subject  of  honor,  and  I  have 
no  desire  to  run  any  chance  of  forfeiting  her  re- 
spect" 

"I  cannot  nnderstand  how  you  can  hope  to  con- 
tinue to  deceive  her  as  you  have  done  !"  Preston 
Bays  with  a  haughty  scowl. 

"Pray  do  not  trouble  yourself  in  the  least  about 
the  mater,  which  is  strictly  my  own  affair,  re- 
member," Sebastian  returns,  in  his  turn  equally  as 
.haughtily  as  his  companion.  "Kecollect,  if  you 
please,  senor,  that  I  have  entrusted  to  you  a  secret 
which  I  shall  expect  you,  as  a  man  of  honor,  to  re- 
spect." 

Preston  Wargtnve  makes  no  immediate  reply:  in- 
deed, he  doe8  not  know  what  sort  of  reply  to  make. 
At  length  he  Rays,  "May  I  ask  where  yoa  mean 
to  pnt  Miss  Maur  and  me  on  shore  ?" 

"  Yes,  certainly  ;  if  this  wind  lasts,  I  think  I  may 
venture  to  promise  to  send  you  ashore  at  Crane 
Haven  on  some  night  next  week." 

"Miss  Maur  and  myself  together,  of  course ?" 

"  No ;  yourself  alone,  senor. " 

"  What  i  I  don't  understand  yon,  Captain  Se- 
bastian." 

"  No  ?  Yet  you  are  not  a  dull  man  by  any  means. " 

"Still  I  repeat  that  1  do  not  understand  you. 
Captain  Setiastian.  If  yon  pnt  me  on  shore  at  the 
pl»;e  yoa  mention,  you  will  surely  suffer  the  lady 
to  accompany  me,  will  yon  not  ?" 

The  captain  shakes  his  head  with  a  positive  air. 

"But  I  will  not  leave  the  ship  without  her, " 
Preston  adds,  with  resolute  looks. 

"  We  will  see  about  that,  senor,"  the  other  calmly 
tejoins. 

"  Yon  do  not  mean  to  detain  the  lady  on  board 
your  ship  ?" 

"  It  would  never  do  to  put  her  oshoro  nt  such 
a  wild  place  as  Crane  Haven.  Whv.  there  is  no 
houce  there  in  which  a  lady  could  be  lo  Ige  I  de- 
cently, if  at  all ;  and  there  ia  no  mitwuy  within 
thirty  or  forty  miles  of  the  spot  A  man  may 
manage  there  well  enough,  I  believe  ;  but  for  a 
lady  to  do  so  would  be  next  door  to  nn  im- 
pooribility.  Never  fear  for  Miss  Maur  ;  I  will  take 
every  care  of  her." 

"  No  doubt  of  that  captain  ;  yet  I  prefer  to  re- 
maiu  on  board  the  Valtai«aak»igaaahe  may  do  ea" 


Sebastian  smiles  strangely,  and  knocks  the  ashes 
off  his  cigarette  before  he  answers. 

"  Mr.  Wargrave,"  he  says,  sloWly  and  with  em- 
phasis, "  an  idle  pair  of  hands  on  board  my  ship 
would  be  in  my  way— in  everybody's  way.  Miss 
Maur  will  never  leave  the  Vnltnre,  save  in  my 
comimny— the  company  of  her  lawful  husband  ; 
therefore,  you  talk  rashly  when  you  speak  of  re- 
maining here  beyond  the  hoar  of  my  pleasure  for 
you  to  do  so." 

I  feel  it  to  be  a  difficult  task  to  describe  the  feel- 
ings of  Prescot  Wargrave  at  this  moment  His 
face  changes  color  quickly  ;  he  looks  at  the  smug- 
gler in  bLiuk  amazement — tries  to  speak  several 
times,  but  is  so  agitated,  that  ho  cannot  command 
his  tongue— cannot  utter  a  single  word. 

"I  think  you  comprehend  my  meaning  now,  Mr. 
Wargrave  ?"    Sebastian  resumes,  very  blandly. 

"  Comprehend  your  meaning  !  Does  the  lady  do 
so,  villaiu  ?"  cried  Prescot  in  a  half-frantic  manner. 

"Pray  let  me  warn  you,  senor,  to  be  careful  what 
sort  of  language  you  make  use  of  to  me.  I  cannot 
boast  of  a  lamb-like  temper.  I  am  easily  exasper- 
ated, and,  when  I  am  so,  the  event  may  be  remem- 
bered by  those  who  are  so  unfortunate  as  to  dis- 
turb my  placidity  !" 

"  Dut  there  is  law  iu  the  land " 

"  Which  I  can  defy,  while  I  am  here,  on  the 
broad  ocean,  on  board  my  good  ship.  We  have 
irons  between  decks,  Mr.  Wargrave,  for  mutineers; 
ttke  care  lest  you  should  become  acquainted  with 
their  weight. 

"Irons!"  repeats  Prescot,  with  on  involuntary 
start. 

"  Yes  !  It  is  astonishing  how  readily  yon  nnder- 
stand my  meaning  now  !"  adds  Sebastian,  8i)eaking 
as  though  as  in  good  humor,  but  wofully  in  earnest 
as  the  other  can  plainly  perceive.  "  Ah,  I  see  Miss 
Maur  coming  on  deck  •  pray  excnse  me,"  Sebas- 
tian adds.  And,  with  a  hasty  l)ow  to  his  com- 
panion, ha  crosses  the  deck,  and  assists  Geroldine 
to  a  seat  under  the  awning. 

"  Is  the  wind  favorable  for  ns  U>day,  Captain?"  ^ 
sho  inquires,  in  a  weary  manner.  . 

"Yes,  Miss  Maur."  j 

"When  shall  we  be  likely  to  sight  English  land?^ 

"  You  are  tired  of  the  sea,  it  appears  V"  "^ 

"  Have  I  not  every  cause  to  be  so.  Captain  Sebas- 
tian ?"  she  answers,  with  a  moumf al  sigh.     ' '  I  once  . 
loved  it  dearly !"  j '  ^ 

"  And  you  may  leam  to  do  so  again." 

"  Never !    I  have  done  with  it  for  ever. 

The  smuggler  bites  his  lips.  Has  he,  with  his 
handsome  i^erson,  really  failed  to  make  any  im- 
pression on  this  l>eaiitiful  woman's  heart  ?  he  mar- 
murs,  within  himself. 

"  You  have  not  yet  answered  my  qaeation,  cap-'« 
tain." 

"  I  l>eg  your  pardon.  Miss  Maur !  _  What  question  i 
did  j-ou  honor  me  by  asking  ?" 

She  tells  him.  '  ^  ^ 

' '  I  have  changed  my  mind.     I  don't  think  I  shall  \ 
go  near  England  at  all  this  voyage,"  he  say.  -^ 

"  But  the  ship's  papers  are " 

He  laughs. 

"Miss  Mnur,"  he  intermpts,  taking  a  seat 
lady's  side  as  be  speaks,  and  dropping  his  voice 
a  whisper — "Miss  Maur,  your  society  has  become 
so  precious  to  me,  that  I  cannot  bring  my  mind 
contemplate  a  separation  from  you " 

'  Captain  Sebastian "  Geraldine  commences,  f 

"Listen  to  me  yet  farther,"  he  interposes  courte- 
ously.    "  I  am  rich,  only  thirty  years  of  age — not  . 
ill-favored,  I  believe,  and  I  adore  you." 

At  this  the  lady  starts  up  in  a  state  of  great  agi- 
tation. 

"  Captain  Sebastian,"  she  cries,  "  pray,  pray  do 
not  talk  to  me  further  on  the  subject !  I  cannot 
libten  to  you.  It  is  cruel  of  you  !"  she  continues, 
brokenly.     "  Oh,  let  me  go !" 

"Pardon  me.  Miss  Maur  ;  the  peculiar  circum- 
stances in  which  we  are  placed  here  must  plead  for 
nie  iu  your  heart.  I  have  shocked  you  by  a  too 
hasty  avowal  of  my  love  lor  you— I  feel  I  have  ;  but 
how  could  I  possibly  have  acted  differently  ?  I  love 
you,  I  repeat  and  I  cannot  exist  without  yoa." 

"Captain  Sebastian,  I  implore  you  !" 

"I  uevei;,made  love  to  a  women  before,"  h9  runs 
on,  regardless  of  Gkraldine's  interruption,  "  I  have 
never  learned  to  utter  set  phrases  either  of  poUte- 
iiess  or  affection  ;  I  am  no  fine  gentleman  ;  I  am 
only  a  buccaneer." 
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"A  bnocaneer?"  repeats  Oeraldine,  nhrinking 
away  from  the  Spaniard  in  affright 

"  An  honest  smuggler,  nothing  more,  nothing 
more— I  swear  to  yoa  And  yoa  will  become  my 
wife." 

"Your wife r  cries  Oeraldine,  with  trembliug 
lips. 

"  Without  delay.  We  have  an  exiled  English 
minister  amongst  the  crew." 

"  A  minister !"  she  echoes,  mechanically.  "  This 
must  be  some  cruel  jest  of  yours.  Captain  Sebas- 
tian, for  I  cannot  l^Ueve  yoa  to  be  in  earnoht. 
Marry  yoa,  a  buccaneer !  Bather,  ten  thoat«tul 
times  over,  you  had  left  me  to  perish  on  board  iho 
^Vhite  Dove,  than  brought  me  here  to  insult  ami 
disgrace,  as  surely  no  woman  was  ever  so  insulted  and 
disgraced  before  !  Never  speak  to  me  again  !  Put 
me  on  shore  (quickly,  bo  matter  where,  so  long  as  I 
escape  the  sight  of  yonr  face,  the  sound  of  your 
voice !" 

"  The  sight  of  my  face  ?"  returns  Sebastian,  with 
an  air  of  mortification  and  anger.  "  Is  it  then,  so 
ill-favored  in  yoor  eyes  ?  The  sonnd  of  my  voice  ? 
Well,  I  am  sorry  that  it  does  not  make  muRic  iu 
your  ears ;  let  me  hope  that  it  will  be  different  with 
you  some  day." 

"  Never  speak  to  me  again,"  she  returns,  hangh- 
tily.  "  Never,  while  I  am  compelled  to  remain  on 
board  your  ship,  presume  to  open  your  lips  to  m". 
For  all  that  you  have  done  for  me  you  shall  be  paid 
over  and  over  again,  I  will  take  care  of  that,"  she 
adds  calmly,  yet  with  all  the  dignity  of  an  outraged 
woman,  whose  pride  has  been  wounded  to  the  very 
quick. 

Then  she  rises  upon  her  feet ;  and,  seeing  War- 
grave, who  from  a  distance  has  been  silently  uutcl>- 
mg  the  scene,  hastily  crosses  the  deck  to  him. 

But  quick  as  she  has  been,  Sebastian  has  rcucheil 
Prescot's  side  before  her. 

"  Mr.  Wargrave,  I  shall  require  yonr  presence  as 
a  witness  to-dajfV  the  smuggler  captain  says  com- 
posedly and  courteously. 

"My  services.  Captain  Sebaetian ?"  retums  the 
other,  in  great  surprise. 

"  Yes ;  we  are  going  to  have  a  wedding  on  board 
the  Vulture,"  the  buoaneer  answers,  seizing,  as  he 
speaks,  one  of  Geraldine's  hands,  and  holding  it  iu 
a  firm  grip.  "  I  am  going  to  bo  married  to-tluy  ; 
here  is  my  bride,"  he  continues,  pointing  to  the 
shuddering  girl  by  his  side,  who  is  endeavoring 
with  all  her  might  to  wrench  her  hand  out  of  hiZ 
But  she  strives  in  vain  ;  his  fingera  clasp  hers  like 
a  vice,  and  her  strength  is  as  nothing  opposed  to 
his. 

"We  shall  not  require  any  sort  of  preparation, 
Mr.  Wargrave,"  Sebastian  continues,  before  the 
other  has  had  time  to  recover  from  his  surprise  at 
the  Spaniard's  announcement  "You  hear  ma?' 
he  adds,  after  a  pause,  and  still  preserving  an  ap- 
pearance of  polite  cahnnees.  "The ceremony  will 
be  as  binding  as  though  performed  on  shore." 
*  "I  distinctly  refuse  to  act  as  witne«M  of  any  mar- 
riage on  board  shipi,  C8ptf.in  Sebastian,  I  will  not 
lay  myself  open  to  the  law  by  agreeing  to  l)e  an 
accomplice  in  a  crime,"  replies  Prescot  stoutly. 
t  "I  will  not  open  my  lips  to  say  yes,"  Oeraldine 
says,  with  firm  emphasis,  yet  in  syllables  scarcely 
above  a  loud  whisper. 

"Then you  shall  be  mine  without  that  'yes,'— 
without  the  ring,  likewise  V  the  Spaniard  replies, 
through  his  closed  teeth. 

"Mr.  Wargrave— Mr.  Wargrave!  appeals  Oeral- 
dine, with  entreating  and  half-frantic  looks. 

"  Alas  !  I  am  powerless  to  aid  you.  Miss  Maur," 
Prescot  replies,  almost  as  excitedly  as  herself,  his 
voice  hoarse,  and  his  hands  visibly  shaking. 

"Have  I  no  protector,  then?"  cries  Oeraldine, 
glancing  around  her  despairingly. 

"I  will  be  your  protector.  Miss  Maur,"  Sebastian 
says ;  "a  right  loyal  and  toving  protector  I  will  be 
to  you." 

She  tans  away  from  him  in  undiagoiaed  hatred 
and  fear. 

"Come  I  which  shall  it  be— my  mistress  <»  my 
wife?"  the  Spaniard  demands.  "Gbooae,  my  fair 
one— my  own  white  dove  T  he  adds,  dropping  bin 
voice,  and  ^>eaking  in  melodious  accent^  while 
gaeinj;  at  her  with  eyes  fall  of  passionate  admiration. 

"  Yultare  !"  she  exclaims,  with  a  burst  of  indig- 
nation and  bitter  scorn. 

"ExoeUantr*  be  exclaims,  with  a  short  langh. 
"Bat  the  vultore  will  not  bum  the  white  dove  ; 


^ 
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on  the  contraiT,  be  will  fold  it  to  his  bosom  and 
cberisb  it  fondly,"  be  continties,  and,  at  tbe  same 
time,  drawing  ber  across  tbe  deck,  and  oat  of  tbe 
hearing  of  Wargrave.  •'  Geraldine  Maur,"  he  pro- 
ceeds, "  OerHldine  Maar,  answer  me  I  Is  it  tbe 
bnccaneer  or  tbe  man  himself  that  you  bate  ? 
Which— which  is  it?"  he  Tebemently  demands. 

"  You  terrify  we.  Captain  Sebastian  F'  she  falters 
forth,  in  dread. 

"  Sl>tak  -  speak  !"  be  cries,  impatiently. 

"  In  it  not  euongb  for  me  te  say  I  cannot  love 
you  ?"  she  say  a 

"  Yon  do  not  at  the  present  moment,  but  yon  will 
do  so  in  tbe  course  of  time,"  be  returns,  persuas- 
ively. "  Yes,  you  will  do  so  some  day,  and  before 
luug !  What  yoQ  wish  me  to  be,  that  I  swear  to 
you  most  solemuly  I  will  become  i  I  will  be  your 
▼cry  bUvo  ;  come  at  your  beck,  obediant  as  a 
hound " 

"  Aud,  as  a  bound,  I  will  spnm  yon  from  me  T 
bbe  iuterrupts  him,  harshly. 

"Still  I  will  crouch  before  yon— still  I  will  lick 
your  hand !"  Sebastiian  replies,  in  accents  of  de- 
votion. "Geraldine,  Geialdine,  can  I  not  win 
your 

"  Win  me  ?"  echoes  she.  "  You  are  mad  to  hope 
for  such  a  thing  f 

"Mad  or  not  mad,  I  am  resolved  to  call  yoa 
mine  !"  he  rejoins,  quickly  and  resolutely. 

"  Yon  cannot  dream  of  forcing  me  to  becomo 
your  wife?" 

"  We  (shall  sec  that,  by-and-bj-."      " "  ' 

"  Surely  you  cannot  be  such  a  villain  as  to  take 
advantage  of  your  power  on  board  this  ship  ?" 

•  Geraldine,  I  would  rather  entreat  tbaa  enforce 
you,"  be  answers,  kindly.  "Be  gentle!  Return 
only  a  buudreth  part  of  my  love !" 

"I  cannot— I  cannot  do  so,"  she  answers,  coldly, 
and  turning  away  from  him.  You  are  detestable  to 
me— you  are  hateful  in  my  sight ! ' 

"Be  it  so,  Geraldine  Manr— for  tbe  present ;  yet 
some  day  yon  will  love  me,  as  surely  as  I  now  love 
you !" 

"  Never-never  T  she  criee,  positiTely. 

"Gftspard  !"  calls  Captain  SelMstian,  londly. 

"Ay,  ay,  sir!"  retoms  a  grnflfvoice from  the "T 
other  end  of  the  deck  ;    and  presently  a  long- 
bearded  man,  gray-headed  and   sinister-looking,  ^^ 
Btfluda  in  front  of  the  handsome  chief. 

"You  read  English  perfectly,  Gaspard?"  in-t 
quiren  bis  captain. 

"Perfectly,  Captain  Sebastian,"  answers  the  man.  a 

"Good!"  returns  the  other.  "  Follow  me  to  my  1 
state-room."  ^ 

"Ay,  ny,  sir!"  returns  Gaspard.  "At  once,  ^ 
senor?''  he  asks,  in  some  amazement,  and  without  i 
nuderstauding  wherefore  be  is  required. 

"At  once,"  replies  Sebastian,  curtly. 

"  My  captain  has  only  to  command,  and  bis  ser-j 
▼ant  is  obedient,"  Gaspard  says,  in  Spanisb.  ^' 

"Follow  me,"  commands  the  other.  \ 

"1  am  at  yonr  heels.  Captain  Sebastian."  V 

"Tell  Senor  Wargrave  that  I  require  his  presence  f 
in  my  state-room. "  ' 

"Ay,  ay,  sir  !" 

And  Gaspard  at  once  repairs  to  Prescot,  and  de-  * 
livers  to  Lim  tbe  message  with  which  he  has  been 
charged  by  his  chief. 

But  the  jpoung  man  pays  no  sort  of  attention  to  i 
tbo  message— no  more,  m  fact,  than  if  he  had  never  ' 
board  it  delivered.  He  stands  still  and  mate-  1 
tongued  as  a  statae.  J 

"  Yoa  are  not  deaf,  senor?"  says  Gaspard,  find- 
ing that  he  receives  no  answer. 

"  No  ;  I  bear  only  two  keenly,"  rejoins  Prescot.  a 

"  Then  make  me  a  proper  reply,  senor,  if^'oa| 
please." 

"I  have  none  to  make  yon,"    '  ^ 

"  You  mean  to  obey  tbe  captain*s  order,  senor ?"_J 

"Assuredly  not" 

"Not,  senor?" 

"  I  have  said  it" 

"Ob,  very  well,  senor.  This  is  no  business  of 
mine— none  whatsoever ;  only  I  warn  you  that  it  is 
a  dniigt-rons  thing  for  anyone  to  disobey  tbe  com- 
mands of  Captaiu  Sebastian." 

"  CNptaiu  Sebaiiiaa  be  banged  P  breaks  forth 
Wargrave,  nngnardedly,  and  with  ▼iolence  aa  welL 

"  I  will  taka  him  that  aaswer,  aenor." 

**Yoa  wn  weloome  to  do  so." 

And  Gaspard,  muttering  to  himself,  mo^es  away, 
and  retuns  to  hii  oomnaBder,  his  mind  perplexed 


with  many  matters. 

"  The  gentleman  reftises  to  obey  yonr  message, 
captain,"  Gaspard  aimounces  to  bis  superior,  and 
speaking  in  his  own  native  tongue. 

"  It  is  of  little  consequence ;  we  most  do  without 
him,"  Sebastian ca}-s,  abruptly.  "Gome my  white 
dove,"  he  adds,  addressing  Oenldine  iu  English, 
and  bowing  to  her  with  all  tbe  ease  and  grace  of  an 
accomplished  cavaliw — "  come  !" 

"Whither?"  she  asks,  in  a  stifled  voice,  a  voice 
charged  with  dread  and  horror,  aud  shrinking  away 
from  him. 

He  does  not  answer  ber  inquiry— be  only  repeats 
the  word  "  Come  r 

And  be  proceeds  to  conduct  tbe  lady  down  the 
companion  ladder,  thence  through  the  saloon,  into 
his  own  state-room,  Gaspard  aud  another,  evidently 
the  minister  referred  to  by  Sebastian,  following  the 
pair  in  silent  wonderment  all  the  while. 

Creraldine  mtikes  no  farther  resistance  —  she 
knows  bow  nseless  it  would  be  to  do  so — but  yields 
herself  quietly  to  his  guidance. 

Her  nerves  are  all  in  a  state  of  confosion,  and  it 
is  with  difficulty  she  can  bring  herself  to  believe 
that  she  is  otherwise  than  in  a  painful  and  hor- 
rible dream. 

She  looks  up  into  the  face  of  her  companion  with 
eyes  of  touching  entreaty,  and  then  withdraws  those 
eyes  in  dissappointment  and  despair  ;  perceiving 
in  his  face  an  expression  of  resolution,  an  indica- 
tion of  an  iron  will  not  to  be  thwarted  or  opposed 
or  dissuaded  from  its  fixed  purpose. 

Her  positiou  is  a  hopeless  oue— hopeless  as  death 
itself.  What  can  she  do  but  yield  to  this  man's 
wishes,  since  she  cannot  escape  out  of  his  clutches? 

She  feels  that  Prescot  Wargrave  can  offer  ber  no 
Eissistance  at  the  present  moment ;  for  what  would 
bis  hand  be  opposed  to  so  many  others— to  others 
strong,  reckless,  and  fierce?  But  a  time  may  come 
when  he  may  perchance  be  able  to  render  her  need- 
ful help — sucl^  help  as  she  stands  in  need  of  now, 
but  which  cannot  spring  out  of  the  sea  for  ber. 

She  is  like  a  caged  bird  here,  and  tbe  talons  of  a 
veritable  Toltore  are  in  the  act  of  clutching  her. 

(Geraldine  has  almost  lost  ber  senses,  as  Sebas- 
tian conducts  ber  back  into  tbe  cabin,  having  first 
imprinted  a  kiss  upon  her  lips,  which  torn  icily 
cold  as  he  touches  them. 

Next,  having  led  his  victim  upon  deck  Sebastian 
calls  bis  men  aroand  him,  and  in  a  voice  of  triumph 
introduces  to  them  his  bride,  the  trembling  and  al- 
most unconscious  Creraldine,  whose  eyes  are  cast 
npon  the  ground  in  bewilderment  and  mental  an- 
guish, and  from  between  whose  closed  lips  not  the 
slightest  sound  proceeds.  < 

Prescot  Wargrave  sees  and  bears  all ;  sees  the 
woman  whom  he  loves  better  than  bis  own  Ufe, 
seized  upon  by  another,  and  compelled  to  wed  him; 
yet  he  can  do  nothing  to  save  ber,  can  make  no  at- 
tempt to  snatch  her  out  of  the  hands  that  have  laid 
such  hcAd  and  powerful  bold  npon  her. 

"Oh  !  that  she  and  I  bad  pe.isbed  together  on 
board  the  White  Dove !"  he  murmurs  within  him- 
self, as  he  turns  away  at  tbe  sight  of  Geraldine's 
drooping  figure  supported  by  the  muscular  arm  of 
tiie  smuggler  captain,  in  whose  whole  aspect  War- 
grave  reads  an  expression  of  glorious  triamph— of 
joy  inexpressible.  .-'- 

He  turns  aside,  with  a  sickening  faintness  of  the 
souL  Fain  would  be  spring  overboard  and  moke 
on  end  at  once  of  his  heart's  great  anguish  ;  but  a 
certain  feeling  restrains  him  from  the  commission 
of  the  act— a  feeling  almost  amounting  to  a  con- 
viction that  he  ma^  live  to  be  of  especial  service  to 
her  whose  sweet  image  is  so  lovingly  enshrined 
within  tbe  secret  recesses  of  his  being,  whose  mere 
shadow  he  follows  with  an  adoring,  worshipful  gaze. 

>iCHAPTEB   IV.  /-"■■--;'■-•■:    v'^ 

THZ  BUOCAKEEB's  BSIDS.  V     ::' 


Many  days  have  come  and  gone  since  Geraldine 
Maur  became  tbe  wife  of  Paulo  Sebastian— his  wife 
by  compalsion— and  tbe  Vultare  is  now  sailing  in 
colder  latitudes,  and  gradnally  neariug  land,  that 
mrt  of  tbe  Oemish  coast  of  which  he  once  sxwke  to 
Prescot  Wargrave. 

The  smaller  captaio  has  treated  his  bride  with 
every  sort  of  ooosidenition,  shown  her  much  real 
a£foctkm,  watched  ber  with  eyes  of  devotion,  but 


has  not  yet  received  one  smile  from  bor  in  i«tam. 
She  never  speaks  to  him  sa^e  wb«o  be  addrosses 
her,  and  then  ber  answers  are  always  chilling  ouos, 
and  her  eyes  are  ever  being  averted  from  him  >n  ith 
an  undisguised  expression  of  disdain,  oontenipt, 
and  abhorrence. 

Day  after  day  he  has  endeavored  with  persevering 
kindness  of  manner  to  steal  into  ber  heart  ;  but  all 
bis  strivings  iu  this  respect  have  been  uttoriy  n«w 
less,  and  Geraldine  remains  as  before,  in  mannen 
icy  cold  and  repelling,  silent,  haoghty,  and  oon- 
temptaous. 

At  length  Sebastian  grows  weary  of  oil  this— 
weary  of  pouring  bis  love  into  a  sieve— weary  of 
frowns  and  abrupt  words.  And  one  day— the  very 
hour  on  which  they  sight  land— he  calls  his  wife 
apart  into  his  own  state-rooA,  and  bidding  her  seat 
herselt  he  addresses  her. 

"  Creraldine,"  be  commences  uisteadiiy,  "  I  want 
to  speak  seriously  to  you,  and  I  want  your  answers 
to  be  something  more  than  mere  mouosyllables. 
You  understand  me?" 

"Perfectly,"  she  replies,  withoot  looking  at  him, 
and  in  freezing  acoenta 

The  man  sighs,  and  continues. 

"I  have  failed  to  awaken  in  j-onr  breast  towards 
myself  even  the  slightest  atom  of  interest" 

"True,"  agrees  Geraldine,  flUiug  up  the  paoM 
made  by  him. 

"I  have  consequently  failed  io  my  ottomptoto 
render  yoa  happy  ?" 

"You  have." 

"  What  have  I  left  undone  that  you  woold  wish 
done?"  be  inquires,  aoxioosly,  and  iu  tr«malous 
tones,  "  My  love  for  you  is  boundlsss  as  tbe  mighty 
ocean  aroand  as — fatnomless  as  its  depths,  on- 
changeable  as  its  waters,  certain  as  its  tides  I  And 
this  I  am  about  to  prove  to  you— to  prove  to  you  in 
fulL  Geraldine,  to  lose  tbe  sight  of  yoar  dear  face 
would  be  to  shut  out  heaven  from  my  gaae ;  yet 
this  I  am  about  to  do,  in  order  to  show  you  tbe  ex- 
tent of  my  aflfection  for  you.  We  are  ia^t  makiujj 
towards  the  land  ;  if  all  goes  well  with  vm  here,  to- 
morrow night  your  foot  shall  tread  the  shore- tLu 
shore  of  England." 

"  Alone  ?"  she  eagerly  inquires. 

"  Alone  r  he  answers,  mournfully. 

She  covers  her  face  with  her  clasped  hands  for  a 
few  moments,  and  seems  to  reflect 

"  Is— is  it  true  that  I  am  your  wife?"  she  asks, 
presently,  in  a  faltering  voice,  and  leaning  her  head 
on  her  open  palm. 

"You  can  dispute  the  fact,  if  yoo  choose,"  here- 
plies,  trying  to  be  calm. 

"I  cannot  dispute  it  P  she  cries,  emphatically. 
"  Were  I  to  do  so,  what  would  tbe  world  call  mo— 
what  would  my  own  conscience  bmnd  me  with? 
I  am  your  wife,  anbappily  ;  but  I  will  ac^pt  my 
freedom  gladly,  gratefully,  thankful  to  put  dit^Unoe 
'twixt  yourself  aud  me — me  to  whom  you  have  done 
such  grievous  and  irremediable  wrong,  whom  you 
have  palled  down  from  a  proud  position  in  the 
world,  whose  stainless  name  yoa  have  sullied  and 
blurred  for  evermore.  Shame  upon  you  ;  yoa  who 
outraged  the  laws  of  hospitality,  who  forced  me  to 
wed  yoa— smuggler,  outlaw,  robber  T 

"I  am  blamable,  I  am  worthless ;  but  Hove  yon, 
Geraldine  .•"  be  replies.  "  Listen  to  me,  my  own 
white  dove,"  he  continues.  "  Pfcmise  to  love  me 
only  a  little,  to  remain  by  my  side  throagh  the  re- 
mainder of  my  life,  and  to-morrow  night  I  will  dis- 
band my  followers,  scuttle  the  Vultare,  and  leave 
her  to  sink,  and  be  heard  of  no  more.  Your  answer, 
Geraldine ;  your  answer,  witfaoat  delay  T' 

"I  wish  to  be  free,"  she  returns,  with  decision. 

He  looks  at  her  for  a  few  seconds,  then  rises  to 
his  feet 

"  I  regret  the  past  mosft  bitteriy,  Geraldine,"  he 
says,  with  earnest  ntleranee.  "I  woold  ky  my 
right  hand  upon  the  block  this  moment  use  the 
axe  myself  upon  it,  could  I  by  such  an  act  nndo 
the  wrong,  wipe  out  tbe  injury  I  have  done  yoo '. 
Can  I  say  more  to  convince  yoa  of  the  sincerity  of 
my  penitence  7" 

"  Words  are  mere  breath.  Captain  Sebastian," 
flashes  Getaldine.  "You  knew  me  to  be  wenlthy, 
and  iu  order  to  secure  to  yoorself  my  riches,  yoo 
compelled  me  to  become  your  wife — compelled  me 
on  the  high  seas — on  board  your  own  ship  here,  sur- 
roonded  by  yoor  own  creatures,  by  men  ^flawed 
like  jooT^eif  T  ^ 

To  be  OmUnued—Oommeneed  in  Jfa  14i 
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T1I£    SIJVOERS'    JOrBIVAL. 


Saturday  Night,  When  the  Bar-Room's  Full. 

kfmtwlj.  by  Ben  King,    v.-        ■  :-r.- 

I've  a  cousin,  hn  eccenlno— 

He  keeps  a  birrom  nl  the  Eiist  End — 
Onoe  a  week  I  f^  to  8e«  him — 

Saturday  ni^bt  I've  the  time  to  spend. 
He  baa  singing  he  has  daucin;; ;  -'''.  :  '       f 

In  the  ward,  sure  he'a  a  pnll. 
Bat  the  sigbtii  are  ao  •utniueiug, 

SdtujrdHy  uight,  whuu  the  iMir-rooni's  fall 

Chohtts. 

He  has  porter,  and  (H>ld  water—  ;      _ 

Of  the  latter  ye  can  driuk  your  full ! 
But  what  makes  me  murry  i.s  his  Turn  and  Jerry, 

Saturday  uight,  wbeu  the  bor-ruom  a  full. 

Every  nation  in  creation    '    - 

Is  rppresented  at  his  bar— 
The  Qreeks,  Italians  and  the  Germans 

Step  in  Lis  place  while  the  door's  ajar, 
For  biB  fine  whiskey,  rye  and  bourbon. 

Bad  8tu£f,  too,  that  wonld  fell  a  bull,     . 
Though  it's  risky  to  inflate  wliiskey, 

SaAorday  uight,  when  the  bar-room's  full. 

Spoken :  Ijast  Saturday  night,  at  me  cousin's  a 
policeman  came  iu,  aud  ho  says  to  me  cousin,  says 
he  ;  "I'd  like  to  take  a  nap."  And  me  cousiu  put 
Lim  under  the  bar.  Al>out  one  o'clock  he  woke  up, 
and  he  says  to  me  cousiu  ;  "What  kind  f>f  a  uiyht  is 
it?"  Me  cousin  told  him  it  wi;s  snouirg.  ••  U\ll," 
Bays  the  polioenuiu,  "  I  mimt  Iw  fjettini,'  «!t)Wii  ti>  the 
statiou-boiMo,  but  I'm  too  dry  !"  "llavo  u  drink," 
■ays  me  cousin.  "  No,"  says  the  policeman,  "  1  nieau 
me  close  are  too  dry."  "  All  riglit,"  Kays  me  consm, 
"  I  can  fix  that,"  and  going  beliind  the  Iwr,  ho  [jot  a 
pail  of  water  and  threw  it  over  tho  policeman.  Ho 
went  to  the  station-house  a.s  titough  ho'tl  bti'n  out  all 
ui^ht.     But  when  1  thuik  ot  it  I  have  to  say  : 

Ho  has  ptirler,  &c. 


.<«> . 


Way  Down  in  Maine. 

Wriltcu  and  Sang  bj  ViWj  McAllUter. 


. 


It  was  way  down  in  Maine, 

In  a  place  called  Kittery, 
It  was  there  I  met  a  yellow  gal. 

So  happy  light  ami  free  ; 
Hor  even  wore  like  two  coilfiMh  balH 

HtT  hair  like  gojwe's  <l()wn, 
Ili-r  feet  they  weru  so  terrible  big 

They  covered  up  till"  town. 
Chorus:     "Twilight  iu  the  IVk."  ;• 

Her  father  wa«  a  gay  old  sport. 

He  tiieil  to  please  her  huril. 
He  was  an  overseer  ot  lumber 

In  a  Kittery  lumber  yard  ; 
Her  brother  boxe<l  up  sardines, 

Aud  oyuters  by  the  piut. 
And  bVtixy  time  I  looketl  at  her 

My  eyes  weut  out  of  joint. 
Chotoa  :    "  Ob,  where's  Iloeoutukh  gone  V" 


J 


i^  l«>  ^ 


Neves  go  Back  on  the  Flag. 

Bung  by  Tout  P.-<ator. 


\ 


4 

\ 


In  this  land  of  freedom  and  home  of  the  bravo 

'Tie  a  pleasure  for  all  to  be  born  ; 
I  love  the  bright  stars  that  above  me  do  wave. 

As  they  did  on  that  bright  caily  morn  : 
I  meau  wbeu  the  Star  S{>i\ugled  Banner  was  wrote. 

As  it  waved  o'er  "  Mollcnry  "  so  free, 
Auii  midst  the  dense  siuoke  of  tho  battle  did  float, 

Tiiuogk  lirul  at  from  laud  aud  from  sea. 
CnoBUS. 

Then  take  ray  advice,  all  yon  people  hero. 

One  f  ivor  from  yon  I  do  beg  ; 
However  misfortune  our  course  it  may  steer, 

Pn\y  never  go  back  ou  the  flag. 

Twas  under  that  l>aiiner  oiir  furefathers  fought. 

Beneath  its  bright  stripes  Ellsworth  died  ; 
Ami,  graHpiug  the  tiag^tuff,  oft  L«liiyette  stood, 

Afl  be  the  bold  Briton  defied  ; 
'Twra^nder  its  folds  bravo  John  Hancock  did  sign 

Hu  name  iu  bright  letters  of  gold  ; 
Aud  "Old  Bough  aud  Ready  "  Uta  Mexioaiui  ^rhipt. 

Though  oft  has  the  story  beeu  told.  Chofu^'. 


Benealii  that  brightemblem  was  Brigham  Young  born 

Aud  married  his  wives  by  the  score  ; 
Aud  unto  this  day,  like  young  "  Oliver  Twist," 

He  is  constautly  wishing  "  for  more  ;" 
And  under  that  banner  did  Sheridan  rido  \ 

When  Wiucbeiiter's  battle  was  fouglit ; 
And  Sherman,  he  marched  to  the  sea  iu  his  pride, 

Wbeu  our  uatiou'a  bweet  freedom  be  sought. 

Choros. 

Beneath  it  Ben  Butler  made  hundreds  of  spoons. 

Each  darker  ho  got  Civil  Rights  ; 
Mr.  Beeoher  did  visit  the  girls  of  his  chnrcb, 

When  the  husband  was  out  for  the  night ;  ^ 
Beneath  it  Miss  Anthony  wants  for  to  vote,      '  I 

And  tho  trouser*  of  manhood  to  wear  ; 
Aud  each  politiciaJi  go«!S  for  "  Number  One," 

Aud  steals  all  the  cash  wo  canspiuc.        Chorus. 

Tis  under  that  flag  if  a  bank  it  does  bnrst,  ) 

The  depositors  get  ne'er  a  cent ;  '     .' 

Aud  if  unto  Congress  a  member  does  go,  ' 

It's  for  "Uncle  Sam's"  pocket  he's  bant ;  ,1 

Tis  under  that  flag  every  freeman  is  born. 

And  the  whole  of  creation  we  flog  ; 
Aud  dead  be  the  mau  who  in  deed  or  iu  thought 

Bid  ever  go  back  ou  tho  flag  !  Ciiuius. 


Annt  Susie. 

Suug  by  Luke  Sclioolcraft. 


Oh  !  de  belU  did  rin;^'  wh.  n  m!i.<<sa  went  and  died, 

Ob !  how'dy  Aunt  Susie, 
I  golly  how  de  darkiot>  hollered  and  dey  cried, 

Way  down  Houth  iu  Georgia. 
Dey  oriud  all  tlay  till  their  eyes  were  very  red. 

Oh  !  yes  go  tell  do  i)ee>ple  how'dy. 
Bey  cried  so  loug  it  tiM)k  all  de  wool  of  their  beads. 

Way  dowu  iu.cutlou  land. 

I       CnoKi'a  •  ^ 

Ob !  my  dont  cry,  there's  a  heap  of  tronbln 

brewing  all  the  tinio, 
Aud  we'll  have  g(X>d  times  when  we  go  to  jolu  the  buuil. 
Way  down  iu  tho  cotton  land. 

Ob  !  go  way  old  Peter  don't  yon  bother  me. 

Oh  !  how'dy  Aunt  Susie, 
I  look  at  de  clon«te  to  see  what  I  could  see, 

Way  down  sooth  in  Georgia.  ' 

And  I  see  black  angels  flying  in  de  air,  ,  { 

Oh  !  yes,  go  tell  de  people  how'dy,  • 

Dey  got  bumble  bees  a  sticking  iu  der  hair, 

Way  down  in  de  cotton  bud.  Chorus. 

I'll  go  to  work  with  nil  my  might  and  main 

OU  !  how'dy  Aunt  Susie, 
And  I'll  take  my  time  for  1  know  it's  going  to  miu, 

Way  down  south  iu  Georgia. 
That  nigger,  Pete,  he's  a  brother  to  a  hog 

Ob !  yes,  go  tell  do  people  how'dy. 
He  looks  like  a  bull  frog  sitting  on  a  log, 

Way'dowu  iu  the  cotton  land.  Chorus. 


To  Show  That  I  Love  You  Yet, 

B;  Cliai  It.  I'isber. 
'  Sm  tliat  my  grave's  kept  green." 


Air: 


ni  soon  part  and  weep  for  yon,  darling, 

I  will  thiuk  of  none  but  you  ; 
When  your  loving  eyes  can  see  me  no  more, 

When  your  heart  boats  tost  and  true. 
When  you  have  sighed  aud  longed  for  ma, 

Hoping  that  I'll  nu'or  forget  ; 
There's  a  fond  burning  kiss  waiting  for  yon. 

To  show  that  I  love  you  yet. 
CaoBcs. 

Oh !  the  time's  dmwing  uear,  my  darling,    . 

When  no  more  yonll  murmur  or  fret ;       '    .  - 
I'll  press  ymi,  my  darling,  then  Idas  jk>u. 

To  show  that  I  love  yon  yet 

Do  yon  know,  mv  love,  that  I  cherish, 

All  the  faith  which  lies  iu  your  breeist?    ,'  '' > . 
Do  you  kiMw  how  often  I  dream  ti  yoo,      ti,'':' 

When  at  uight  I'd  try  to  reot? 
Wbeu  yon  have  lingenni  and  prayed  for  me, 

Wishing  that  the  day  had  beeu  set. 
There's  a  dear  sunny  smile  ready  tot  yoo. 

To  show  that  I  love  you  yet  Chorus. 


Tho  Same  Old  Game. 

Bang  b7  Tuny  Paatat... . 


'/  t». 


'     f 


t-... 


■  When  I  waR  quite  a  lad. 

And  the  darling  of  my  dad, 
I  was  troublenome  as  troublectome  eonld  be  ; 

If  I  SAW  a  little  boy 

With  a  fancy  little  toy, 
I  w;w  sura  to  make  him  turn  it  up  to  mo;'' 

Aud  if  ha  said  roe  uay, 

I  would  upset  all  his  play, 
A  proceeding  which  was  sure  to  bring  me  blame 

Aud  though  my  obeeks  were  dripping 

With  the  sooldingB  and  the  whipping, 
I  would  carry  on  tho  same  old  game. 

Chobcs. 

The  same  old  gamo. 

The  same  old  game, 
I'd  a  spirit  that  the  old  one  couldn't  tome ; 

For  it  mattered  not  to  me. 

Bow  I  suffered  for  th ;  spree, 
I  would  curry  ou  tho  sitmo  old  gamei 

Now  when  I  older  grew 

More  of  mischief  I  still  knew, 
For  danger  with  my  doings  would  increase  ; 

Let  the  time  be  day  or  dark, 

I  was  in  at  every  Inrk, 
And  my  neighbors  never  know  a  miuufes  peace  ; 

Wreuchiug  kuockers,  breaking  lump.% 

Pitching  into  rogueH  ami  triiiiiiM,  |    ■'. 

While  boxing  with  the  "iMiljbie     wou  m>3  fame  ; 

Aud  though  each  little  job 

Cost  me  uearly  twenty  bob, 
I  would  carry  on  the  some  old  game.         Choras. 

Soon  in  time  I  grew  a  man,  f '. 

But  still  mischief  was  my  banct, 
l\)r  I  made  the  pretty  darliugs  my  delight ; 

Big  or  little  dark  or  fiir. 

It  wonld  never  matter  where,    "  •'>•!/' 
I  was  loving  them  from  morning  until  uigtif  ; 

And  to  each  aud  all  I  said. 

Some  fine  momiug  we'd  get  wed  ; 
Yet  though  at  least  a  dozen  made  a  claim, 

Aud  the  judges  in  the  court  ,,     ' 

I'iued  me  heavy  for  my  Sjwrt  '    '    ' 

Still  I  carry  on  tho  same  old  game.  Choms. 

Now  I've  8ettle<l  down  in  life,  ,  , 

And  I've  got  a  little  wife,  '   >  ' 

Wbo  is  charming,  yes.  as  charming  as  can  be  ; 

Yet  I  still  regret  to  stato 

That  I  olteu  stop  out  late, 
Aud  won't  give  up  my  liquor  aud  latch  key  ; 

But  all  that  goes  amiss    o- ..,     ;  .;■ 

I  settle  with  a  kiss. 
And  thus  my  little  tigress  I  do  tame. 

For  though  she  can  come  it  strong, 

Aud  her  nails  are  very  long, 
tstm  I  carry  on  the  same  old  game. 


Oboru^ 


►-••»-< 


Den  we'll  Join  de  Band.      '  •  ' ' 

B7  G*o.  n.  Coos. 

Song  by  Frank  Lnm  the  Character  Specialist  In  bis 
Portraitures  of  the  old  Suutheri^Negro. 

Pompey  tell  me  what  dey're  gwine  to  do  wid  yon  and  I, 
I  was  bom  ou  dis  plantation  and  here  I  want  to  die  ; 
I  expect  to  hear  old  Gsbriol  blow  his  trumpet  by-and-by, 
To  call  de  white  folks  and  de  black  folks  ober  Jordan. 
CaoBOs. 

Den  well  join  de  band  in  dat  promised  land. 

We  will  bo  free  aud  equal  there  ; 

Ilememl)er  Gabriel's  gwiua  to  blow  his  trumpet 

by-aud-by, 
Dar  is  no  distinction  iu  de  color  ober  Jordan. 

Massa  leave  dis  old  plantation  and  wall  naver 

see  him  more. 
He  bids  good-bye  forever  to  the  Alfthnirm  ghore  ; 
De  niggers  too  have  gone  and  thorn  happy  days  ara  o'er, 
But  we'll  meet  'em  ou  de  oder  side  of  Jordan. 

Den  well  join  de  band,  Ac. 

I  want  to  see  this  nation  stronger  daa  it  ever  was  before, 
United  from  de  Atlantic  to  do  great  Paoifio  shore  ; 
Opeu-bearted  ftee  and  easy  as  it  was  iu  daye  ot  yore, 
Deu  «•  we  will  oU  be  wetenme  ober  Jordan. 

Den  we'll  )oinde  band,  io. 


mmm 
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THE     SIMGERS'    JOURiVAL.. 


Charley  Flynn. 

SiiDK  l<7  Beunett. 


ni  ask  considomti^n  friends,       ,-,       ,.>^ 
And  I  will  let  voii  know.  /     '  '  J-t 

Tbtit  I  am  diluted  by  the  gang  .  • 

Wherever  I  miiy  go.  •*;.. 

I  live  in  ei^^hfeen  "carrot"  style,  i 

I  drive  a  trottiiit;  mare,  ■  .': ': 

I  Hmoke  Flora  >le  five  per  cent  segan; 
And  Kiuge  my  curly  hair. 
Chorus  :     Charley  Flynu,  Charley  Flynn, 

Weure'H  the  latent  style  of  collars  ; 
Charley  Flynu,  Chitrley  Flyuu, 
Worth  one  hundred  thouswud  dollara. 
y    ■;  >       When  I  ^o  out  to  walk,  t 

•.  V  .  'I       My  shirt  an  white  an  c^ulk,       *    •,  ^  ,- 
_'_'■:•-"'       The  gim^,' say  clear  the  wii}', 

,       For  here  ct>meH  Charley  Flynn. 

Tm  known  in  all  the  Social  Claba, 

I  live  on  oyster  «tewH  ; 

1  can  pivot  on  a  three  cent  piece,  -.  ■ 

And  diinee  the  Ijiuciurs  too. 

And  otteiitiiut  s  I  nmke  a  speech. 

Of  coursi' on  i'oliticM, 

And  when  I  siiy  h  little  too  much, 

I  get  a  shower  of  liricks.  Chorus. 


■f^ 


Johnny  Morgan  Plays  the  Organ. 

The   Mn»)c    i>r   t!  I«    ung    l»    piihllnhoil    by    White, 

SuiilhftCo.,    SIR  Wsnliiufton  Street.    buStoD 

Price  33  ceiits 


I'll  aing  of  a  band  that  used  to  play   ■■ 

Mnsic  in  the  street. 
And  if  you  heard  it  yon  would  flay 

It  was  nuythin^  but  sweet.  •     ■ 

They  all  pluyeil  different  iustrumenta. 

The  nmsio  was  the  same. 
They  were  ail  one  family. 

And  Mori^aii  wax  their  name.  ' '•. 

CnoKiTs. 
Johnny  Morpin  played  the  organ. 

The  falhi  r  l>eat  the  drum. 
The  sister  played  the  tambonrine. 

The  brother  went  pom,  pom,  pom, 

pom,'  pom,  pom. 
All  alone  on  an  old  trombone. 

The  music  was  so  sweet. 
They  otleu  <^ot  a  penny,         '-■    \  _ 

To  go  into  another  street. 

They  nsed  to  say  that  Johnny  wan 

The  smartest  of  them  all. 
And  roniid  the  area  windows 

He  would  often  make  a  call. 
His  mnsic  was  so  lively. 

All  the  latest  airs  from  France, 
The  servant  ^irls  could  not  k»ep  still. 

The  music  made  them  dance.    '         '  Chorus. 

Now  one  day  John  he  chanced  to  play 

Ontsiiie  a  lady's  door, 
And  the  laily  said  she  never  heard  ■    "  ■' 

Snch  music  played  betore  ; 
It  plea.«ied  her  so,  that  yon  must  know,         ■  '  ' "  : 

She  heavy  sums  would  pay 
To  John,  to  stand  outside  the  house. 

And  play  to  her  all  day.  Chorus. 

John  played  upon  his  instrument. 

Ami  pleaKo<l  the  lady  so,  ..''  ''  '■ 

That  when  the  time  arrived  to  leaver   '     ' 

She  would  not  let  him  ga 
She  aske<l  if  he  would  marry  her,        '     , 

Which  John  did  very  soon. 
Now  on  the  orRan,  Johnny  Morgan,     ^'  ■ 

Flays  her  many  a  tune.  Ohorus. 


The  Golden  Stair. 

The  Mn<to  li  rnl>l>*>>«<>  ><▼  Oliver  Dttaon  JkOo.. 
Buetou    MaRH  .      Priea  40  cent*. 

Put  away  the  little  dremoA,    ~  .  ,  ,: 

That  the  ilar!ini<  usej  to  wear. 
She  will  need  them  on  earth  never,  '..  ■' 

She  has  climtml  the  golden  stair  ;     •  ,.  ^  V 
She  is  with  the  hapi)y  aut;els,  "*   ''^ 

And  I  long  for  her  sweet  kisa, 
Wheru  her  little  feet  are  waiting^ 

In  the  rtMlni  of  perfect  bliMS. 


Cbobttb. 
Angels  whif^r  that  onr  darling 

Is  in  lands  of  love,  so  fair. 
Angels  whisper  that  our  darling 

Is  in  lands  of  loTe,  so  fair, 
That  her  little  feet  rre  waitinf^ 

Close  beside  the  golden  stair. 
That  her  little  feet  are  waiting, 
,   Close  beside  the  golden  stair. 

Lay  aside  her  little  plnythingn 

Wet  with  mother's  pearly  tears  ; 
How  we  shall  miss  little  Nellie, 

All  the  coming  weary  years. 
Fold  the  dainty  little  dresNea 

That  she  never  more  will  wear, 
For  her  dainty  feet  are  waiting 

Up  above  the  golden  stair. 

Kiss  the  little  curly  tresses. 

Cut  from  her  bright  gcJIden  hair ; 
Do  the  angels  kiss  our  darling 

In  the  rt^lm  so  bright  and  fair  ? 
Oh  !  we  pray  to  meet  our  darling. 

For  a  long,  long  sweet  embrace. 
Where  the  little  feet  are  waiting. 

And  we  meet  her  face  to  face. 


?i  ■•'■.'<'■ 


•.V..''-;- 


ChoroB. 


Choms. 


Thoee  Laughing  Eyes  of  Bine. 

SOMO  AND  WaI  TZ. 

Miiih;  Pnbliihed  br  L  P  OonlUi  I    H  Tremont  8tr««t, 
Boeton.  Mm*.      Price  i      eute. 


I've  travelled  East  and  West, 
And  many  countries  seen. 
Many  a  girl  with  teeth  of  pearl. 

And  rosy  cheeks  I  ween  ; 
Eyes  of  black,  and  eyes  of  brown. 

And  eyes  of  hazel  hue, 
But  all,  tho'  &ir,  could  not  compare 
.  With  those  laughing  eyes  of  blue  ! 

Laughing  eyes  of  blue,  laughing  eyas  of  bine  I 
Valse  :    Azmre  as  a  limpid  mountain  lake. 
Laughing  as  the  winds 
Waves  upon  them  make  ; 
Ever  beaming,  tender,  soft  and  true, 
.♦    ,      How  I  dearly  love, 

Thoee  laughing  eyes  of  blue. 

"Je  faimie .'"  the  black  eyes  seemed  to  say 

"  Je  ne  t'aime  pns !"  I  replied  ; 
" /o  i'omor /"  looked  the  haiel  eyes, 

I  shook  ray  head  and  sighed  ; 
"  Ich  lithe  dich  /"  the  brown  eyes  laid. 

And  thrilled  me  through  and  through  ; 
But  all,  though  fair,  could  not  compare 

With  those  laughing  eyes  of  blue  !        Choms. 


If  I  Only  Knew  her  Name. 

The  Miielc  la  pnblished  by  O.  Dttaon  k  Co.     Boaton. 

Twns  up  in  Central  Park, 

One  lovely  summer's  day  ; 
My  heart  was  like  a  lark. 

The  sky  was  bright  and  gay  ; 
I  lingered  by  the  lake 

That  nparkled  in  the  sun. 
And  oh !  the  pretty  birds  did  make^ 

Sweet  music  every  one.  ." 

But  soon  I  saw  two  ej'es. 

That  fondly  glanced  at  me. 
They  seemed  to  wander  from  the  skiea, 
They  looked  so  lovingly  ;       .... 
A  gentle  form  drew  near. 

We  smiled,  was  I  to  blame? 
Oh  !  wouldn't  life  be  dear.  •       . 

If  I  only  knew  her  name. 
Chorus  :     If  I  only  knew  her  name  !  ;  ; , 

If  I  only  knew  her  name  ! 
Eyes  lo<4ced  sweetest  love. 
To  eyefi  that  looke<l  the  the  same. 
Then  twilight  softly  fell, 
;  Oh!  Oupiil  was  to  blame, 

Oh  !  Fd  give  the  world. 
If  I  only  knew  her  name  I 

We  saw  the  swans  go  by. 

Like  little  silver  ships  ;  '.■'■-'' 

I  heard  the  sweetest  sigh  .,c     ;-:,  '•;>.;.• 

From  Incious  rosy  lips  I 

The  stars  cam*  out  at  Uet, 


And  yet  I  could  not  go  ; 
'  yT.  fiow  quickly  then  the  moments  passed, 
:  ?      The  heart  alone  can  know  1 
..  But  soon  beside  the  gate, 
.  We  sweetly  bid  adieu  ; 
Tot,  oh  !  the  hours  were  growing  late^  .*    ',•.■ 
■  And  birds  were  dreaming  toa 
I  wonder  when  we'll  meet  ?  • 

My  heart  is  still  the  same ; 
Oh  !  life  were  An^el  sweet,      »' 
If  I  only  knew  her  name.  Ghonu. 


;      Take  Home  a  Fry  in  a  Box. 

Vnilc  Pnbliaiied  l>.v  Speur  and  Debiibuff7I7  Broadwtf. 

We  men.  when  we're  courting  our  darlings. 

Stick  close  to  the  dear  little  girls  ;  * 

But  after  we've  won  one  and  wed  her. 

We  oft  launch  out  in  pleasnres  gay  whirls  ; 
So  I'll  give  this  advice  to  j'ou  fellows. 

Its  an  argument  that  always  knocks  ; 
If  you're  out  late  at  ui^ht  at  your  lodge,  boys. 

Just  take  home  a  "  frv  in  a  box  !" 
Chorus :    'Twill  revive  all  her  old  love       '  i 

For  you  in  a  trice. 
It's  an  ar^jumeut  that  always  knocks ! 

Then  she'll  kiss  yon  and  say,  j 

Oh!  darling  how  nice!"  ' 

And  she'll  go  for  that  "  fry  in  a  box  T 

Don't  pull  off  your  boots  in  the  hallway, 

If  you  do,  that'll  give  yon  away  ! 
But  open  the  door,  yo  in  Inildly," 

And  try  to  look  smiling  and  gay. 
When  she  says  it's  "  three  in  the  morning  T 

Tell  her  something  is  wrong  with  those  clocks ! 
Don't  notice  the  storm  then  that's  brewing. 

But,  just  whip  out  your  "  fry  in  a  box.     Choms. 

Some  men  will  ••  knock  nnder,"  and  promise. 

To  buy  a  new  bonnett  or  dress  : 
And  some  pacify  the  dear  crentures      ' 

With  a  haudfnl  of  •' stamps,"  more  or  lew ! 
While  some  have  no  tact  to  do  either. 

And  their  feelings  oft  get  many  shocks  ; 
But  I  settle  the  case  with  mv  darling 

By  a  nice  little  '  frj-  in  a  box  ! "  Chonw. 


New  York  Girls. 

Of  ^Mnih  damsels  yon  may  talk. 

And  lovely  girls  calle<1  French, 
But  none  can  equal  Di  nah. 

For  she  is  our  Yankee  wench  ; 
She  wins  the  hearts  of  every  one^ 

No  matter  who  they  be  ; 
Search  all  the  wide  world  over,  still 

The  New  York  girls  for  me. 

Chorus. 
New  York  gisK  New  York  girls. 
Charming  little  creatures  are  the  New  York  gWs, 
Their  saucy  smile,  they  do  beguile  ; 
Wicked  little  things  are  the  New  York  girls. 

Wben  they  go  out  they  never  pout. 

But  always  look  so  sly. 
As  if  to  say,  "  Ah,  there  3-ou  are," 

And  then  they  wink  their  eye. 
Of  course  you  follow  them,  and  then 

They  show  their  pretty  feet. 
Which  are  such  tidy  little  gems 

You  very  seldom  meet 


Chorus. 


Still,  for  all  that,  my  heart  will  say. 

The  New  York  girls  for  me  ; 
And  when  I  wed,  the  wife  I  choose 

A  New  York  girl  she'll  be. 
So  when  I  get  my  brandy  nip 

And  gin-sling  in  my  hand, 
ril  drink  success  to  New  York  girls 

And  dear  old  Yankee  Land. 


Choms. 


f 


Fair  Aurora,  Prithee  Stay. 

Fair  Aurora,  prithee  stay, 

O  retard  unwelcome  day  ; 

Think  what  anguish  rends  my  breast 

Thus  caressing,  thus  caressed. 

From  the  idol  of  my  heart. 

Forced  at  thy  approach  to  par*. 


rr^ 
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Oilfillen's  Ooat. 

Saug  by  Wm  Scsulau.  Air.    Ualcabey't  goD*  away. 


Come  liBten  to  me  one  an'  all. 

To  what  I'm  Koiu'  to  say,  •? 

It's  all  about  a  neigLbor  o'  mine^      '    \.^ 
Who  lives  across  the  way  ; 

He's  the  owner  of  a  big  coal  cart. 
Ail' be  likewLie  drives  the  same, 

Am'  he  got  a  yreat  big  billy  goat,  }:''. 

Who'tt  very  much  to  blame. 
Chobus. 

For  whin  he'd  jump,  he'd  hit  yoa  a  thamp. 
Unless  you'd  quickly  slope  ; 

Oh  I  the  terror  of  the  neighborhood- 
Is  OUhlleu's  big  buck  goat ! 

I'll  tell  you  of  the  damages,        / 

That  he'a  dune  all  around. 
Ho  wiut  into  Mrs.  Hi(<giuB'  house. 

And  her  Sunday  gaiters  found  ; 
He  began  to  ate,  when  she  gave  a  bawl. 

Oh  !  I  tell  you  there  was  a  row, 
He  sint  her  roUiu'  over  the  stove — 


8he  needs  no  bustle  now. 

Now  it  was  here  thi'^  afternoon, 

He  came  into  my  yard. 
While  I  was  plautiu'  flowers. 

And  he  struck  me  mighty  hard  ; 
He  knocked  me  down,  jumped  on  me. 

An'  he  ate  the  tail  o'  me  cout, 
Blue'd  glass  have  no  effect  at  all 

On  GiMleu's  big  buck  goat ! 

Last  Sunday  week  he  ute  my  shirt, 

He  also  ate  mj  hut. 
An'  he  also  knocked  the  shtuffin*     ', 

Out  of  Mrs  Malouey's  cat ; 
I'm  goin'  to  get  a  warrant  now, 

(For  my  iMck  is  nearly  broke. 
To  have  Gilfillen  arrested, 

And  bis  sun  of  a  gun  of  a  goat ! 


ChoniB. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Don't  be  Naughty. 

Air:      Dou't  get  wearj. 


Borne  girls  have  beans  with  lots  of  cash. 

And  love  them  for  their  coin, 
'Tis  very  well  to  cut  a  dash. 

But  with  buch  I  don't  join. 
Ive  cue  young  man  shares  all  my  love^ 

The'  forward  in  his  way, 
When  he  calls  me  his  little  dove. 

To  him  I  have  to  say — 

CHORrs. 

Don't  be  naughty,  don't  be  naughty,  Charley, 
Don't  be  naughty  it's  not  propier,  so  I  won't ; 

Don't  be  naughty,  don't  be  naughty  Charley, 
Yuii  tease  me  so  much,  that  I  must  say  don't. 

The  place  where  I  first  met  my  love. 

Whs  at  my  grandma's  home. 
When  I  saw  his  lace,  thinks  I  by  Jove^ 

With  him  I'd  like  to  roam. 
When  very  soon,  'twas  not  amiss, 

In  such  a  gentle  way,  ^ 

He  took  my  arm,  then  stole  a  kiss. 

When  I  was  torced  to  say.  Choni& 

We  journeyed  in  the  garden,  when 

The  question  quietly  came. 
Will  you  accept  me  as  a  beau?       ■    ' 

I  blushed  at  once  with  shame. 
Since  then  he  asked  me  to  be  his  wife. 

And  name  the  happy  day. 
He  vow^  he'll  ble68  me  all  my  life. 

And  never  cause  me  to  say.  Chorus. 


The-Negro. 

That  lash  was  kind,  it  reached  my  heart 
And  see  the  red-blood  torrent  flows  I  ■.  ■, 

1  thank  thee.  Driver,  for  the  smart,      ■     . 
It  brings  relief  to  Tanga's  woes !        '  ;. , 

Now  white-bom  tyrant,  scourge,  whip  od  ! 

I  scorn  thee  with  mv  latest  breath  ; 
Lash,  lash,  white  fiend.  I  court  the  thong ; 

He  sighed,  and  closed  tus  eyes  in  death ! 


The  Broken  Heart. 


Farewell !  in  despair     ■ : 

I  escape  from  thy  wiles  ;    -  .. 
Thy  trowns  I  can  bear,  <  C 

And  even  thy  smiles  : 
Take  back  that  dear  token 

That  blessed  me  before  ;   ■:','/ 
The  heart  you  have  brokea 

Can  prize  it  no  move.        ,,..^ 

Now  vain  were  thy  favor. 

Thy  pity  more  vain  ; 
lam  lost,  and  forever. 

To  pleasure,  topain— r-  >  - 
Words  sweetly  spoken  ^  ■ 

Deceived  me  before. 
But  the  heut  you  have  bToken 

Can  trust  it  no  more. 


Give  Me  bnt  a  Friend  and  a  Glass,  Boys. 

Give  me  but  a  friend  and  a  glass,  boys,    , 

I'll  show  ye  what  'tis  to  be  gay, 
I'll  nof  care  a  fig  for  a  lass,  boy's. 

Nor  in  loving  drive  old  Time  away. ; 
Give  me  but  an  honest  fellow, 
That's  pleasanter  when  he's  mellow. 

We'll  live  twenty-four  hours  a  day. 

Tis  woman  in  chains  does  bind,  boys. 

But  'tis  wine  that  makes  us  free, 
"Tis  woman  that  makes  us  blmd,  boys. 

But  wme  makes  us  doubly  see  ; 
The  female  is  true  to  no  man. 
Deceit  is  inherit  to  woman. 

But  none  in  a  bumper  can  be.    - 


The  Day  we  Left  the  Ould  Dart 

Written  b;  J»bu  Sheehan. 


In  dear  ould  Ireland  we  were  bom, 

It's  many  years  ago  ; 
And  raised  up  in  sweet  Monaghan, 

It's  the  place  where  we're  from,  oh. 
We  came  -^ver  in  the  ship  called  Dreadnaught, 

From  fr".ends  we  had  to  part ;  ..   -  .  ,•! .  -^ 

It  caused  us  both  to  weep  and  wail. 

When  we  left  the  Ould  Dart 
Chorus  ;    We  are  poor  old  Irish  green  horns. 
It  was  hard  for  us  to  part ; 
It  caused  us  both  to  weep  and  wail, 
v;  :;  -     When  we  left  the  Ould  Dart.     ;'       ; 

The  morning  the  ship  left  Liverpool  dock. 

Our  poor  mother  did  say, 
"God  bless  ye,  me  darling  children. 

For  you're  going  to  America  ; 
You  are  going  across  the  ocean," 

We  thought  of  it  on  the  ^>ot. 
We  often  sit  down  and  curse  the  day. 

When  we  left  the  Ould  Dart  Chorus. 


A  Summer  Night  on  the  Pier.  ■ 

By  Chaa.  B.  Fiaher.    Air  :    Oar  Front  Staop. 

Fm  gov'ner  of  a  household    ■^:_, 

0<  seven  lads  composed,  -," 

And  my  daughters  three  are  angels,     ■   ^-.J 

Their  wings  are  not  exposed  ; 
When  toihng  hard  all  day  long,  r  .  ^;       ; 

After  tea  to  the  river  we  steer, 
We  sit  at  ease  and  inhale  the  breeze  of 
A  Summer  Night  on  the  Piec 

CaoBUB.         --v'^.f.'    ♦•    r^,;'^'' 
Tra  la  lee,  tra  la  las,  ''■'■r:^^: 

With  my  "  glim  "  and  a  canfnll  of  beer ; 
If  you  feel  dull  and  mean  you'll  "  take  in  "  the  scene — 
A  Summer  Night  on  the  Pier. 

There's  chubby  Misses  Tracy,      ■      :=;/?,' 

Ceroelius  Sippeiaon, 
The  8oap4at  boiler  Croaker,  \r}.-\:::'':^^:-:''- 

Who  weighs  less  than  a  ton.     ..i.l-,  .,,■■  ^n.'... 
Such  brilliant  demoDstiatioa, 

Gay  Paris  has  no  peer. 
Nor  its  sight  oompaie,  with  the  Bpoct  yoa  ahaie  o( 

A  Summer  Night  on  the  Pier.  Chorus. 


There's  our  next  door  neighbor,  Biudy, 
Whose  son  plays  music  swei^t 

With  a  concertina  costly,  • 

So  charming  grand  and  neat ; 

With  Pompey  Samjwon's  banjo. 
The  lads  and  lassies  veer — 

'Bound  without  halts,  in  the  giddy  waltc. 


A  Sunuueir  Night  on  the  Pier. 


Chorus. 


Pat  Coflfee  and  Tim  Murphy, 
Ed  Clincy  and  Joe  Prong, 
You'll  find  each  evening  whiffing 

Their  pipes  on  a  '•  string-pitxio  "  long  , 
When  steamers  shrieking  signals. 

And  the  waves  with  music  chocr. 
,  They  give  an  Irish  reel,  with  genuine  zmL  ou 
,     A  Smnmer  Night  ou  the  l*ier.  Chorus. 


Strawberries  and  Cream. 

By  W.  U.  DuleLauty. 


Milk  and  honey,  oh  !  it's  fbnny — 
I  cannot  keep  from  dancing ; 
For  I  love  a  girl— she's  a  pretty  peari — 
A  lovely  little  belle  supreme — 
She's  a  lolly Tix>p— sweet  forget-me-not — 
And  her  voice  is  so  entrancing. 
She's  my  honey-comb,  she's  my  HUgar-plnna, 
She's  strawberries  and  cream. 
Yes,  she's  a  basket  full  of  fruit, 
She's  my  pretty  love,  she's  my  turtle  dove. 
Her  voice  in  like  the  music  of  a  flute. 
And  she's  just  sweet  sixteen. 
Chobus. 

Milk,  honey,  rtrawberries  and  cream,     (sym.) 
Like  the  music  of  a  happy  dream,     (sym.) 
She's  a  darhng !  she's  a  daisy. 
She's  a  lovely  plate  of  peaches, 
She's  a  dandy — 'lasses  candy- 
She's  strawberries  and  cream.      [Repeat  Chorus.] 

I'm  enraptured,  I  am  captured. 

By  a  lovely  lump  of  sweetness. 

She's  an  oyster  pie,  she's  a  chicken  pie^ 

And  she  haunts  my  every  droam. 

She's  a  Uttle  maid,  she's  a  lemonade. 

And  the  pink  of  perfect  neatness. 

She's  a  box  of  dates,  she's  a  bunch  of  grapes^ 

Oh  !  yes,  she's  far  t<K)  sweet  to  live. 

Is  this  lolly  ix>p,  is  this  candy  shop, 

And  her  loss  1  know  that  I  would  grieve — 

Sweet  vi&iou  of  my  dream.  Chorua. 


Fly  at  Liberty's  Call 

Fly  at  Liberty's  call  to  the  field. 

Each  blade  to  the  battle  imsheathfng, 
Like  heroes  who're  breathing, 

To  grace  the  weapons  they  wield. 

On  the  plain  no  prouder  warrior  shall  perish. 
But  the  fame  of  that  freeman  we'll  cherish. 

Who  died  to  the  yoke  ere  he'd  yield. 

Hearts !  to  bondage  that  honor  has  steel'd 
Their  trib««  let  our  tyrants  usseuible— 
What  spirit  shall  tremble 

At  death,  that's  by  Liberty  seal'd  ? 

On  the  pUxin,  <Lo. 

A  Fenian's  Hope :  or  the  Wished  for  Dax. 

Oh  !  I  long  to  see  the  day  arrive. 

When  we  shall  take  our  stand 
Beneath  the  green  immortal  flag. 

To  fight  for  mother  land  * 
To  strike,  to  strike  the  wiched-for  blow. 

And  break  the  cruel  chain. 
That  holds  our  own  dear  mother  isle 

In  bondage,  grief  and  pain. 

"1:  trust  in  God  the  day  will  come. 

And  that  before  it's  long, 
When  we  shall  see  our  oonntiy  flree 

From  British  rule  and  wrong  ! 
Free  from  the  grasp  of  British  power 

Our  own  dear  Isle  must  be. 
Or  we  will  die  in  the  hyly  caoae 

Of  Irish  Liberty. 


380 


THE     SlIVOERS'    JOURKAH. 


^ 


The  Minstrel's  Dream. 

Sting  by  Fjaiik  Lewli. 


Oue  eve  wjiile  Rittiu^'  in  my  chair 

Before  my  fire  so  bright, 
lU  mys  diH{)«lle<l  the  midnight  gloom. 

And  lighted  up  the  night, 
My  tboiightH  revtrrted  to  the  past. 

And  broiij;ht  before  my  guze. 
The  shadowMl  forms  of  minatrels  great. 

The  kings  of  by-goue  days. 
I  saw  the  {)eople  liingh  and  cry, 

As  nlternattly  they  gave— 
The  merry  pun.  the  mirthful  joke, 

The  balltid  sweet  and  grave,  - 

They  formed  a  quaint  processioiii 

As  they  piiKseti  before  my  sight, 
The  minstrels  of  our  former  daj'S, 

Thus  conjured  from  the  night. 

I  saw  George  Christy  shake  the  bones, 

Sweet  music  from  them  drag. 
And  how  the  audience  it  would  roar. 

As  he  tohl  each  merry  gag, 
iSftw  "  Daddy  "  Rice  in  ecstasy,         ,•       .-,. 

Those  legs  of  his  to  throw  * 

The  father  of  the  minstrels — 

He  who  danced  the  first  "Jim  Crow." 
Heard  Mulligan,  with  towering  form, 

Pathetic  ballads  siog, 
M'hen  Long  John  o{)eued  once  his  mouth, 

Twas  down  the  house  he'd  bring, 
Stevie  Rof^ci's  gave  his  excelsior  clog. 

The  ^n-iiti  st  evfr  seen. 
And  otYewe!l-l;n()wn  faces  '    -  •     , 

Came  to  fill  luy  miustrel's  dream. 

Nelse  Seymour  sliowed  his  giant  form. 

And  passed  uie  by  and  smiled, 
A  friend  to  every  one  in  need. 

The  minstrel's  favorite  child, 
How  oft  I've  heard  his  merry  laugh, 

As  he  made  the  night  pass  o'er, 
Give  out  the  joke  which  ever  set 

The  audience  iu  a  roar  ; 
He  scarcely  dissappeared  when  came 

The  minstrel  king  and  man. 
The  glory  of  the  boys  in  black — 

The  merry  laughing  Dan, 
As  Bryant  passed  me  by, 

His  face  with  radiance  seemed  to  beam,   : 
He  ciist  a  brilliant  halo 

U|)ou  my  minstrel's  dream. 

Youjig  Jerry,  of  the  Brj-ant's,  too. 

With  bones  and  tanilxiriue. 
Recounted  every  great  success 

In  niinstreltiy  he'd  seen, 
Billy  Manning,  of  Chicago  fame. 

Then  passed  me  swiftly  by. 
And  Uusworth  gave  his  great  stump  Rpeech, 

In  which  he  the  world  defied  ; 
Jimmy  Bradley  danced  his  unequalled  jig. 

Familiar  to  us  all, 
Billy  Pastor  saug  his  comic  songs. 

And  was  many  times  recalled, 
Eph  Horn,  the  last  bright  face  I  saw. 

He  threw  a  radiant  gleam 
Upon  the  spirits  who  had  gone 

To  lUl  my  minstrel's  dream. 


Canada  I  0. 


There  was  a  gallant  lady  in  all  her  tender  youth. 
She  dearly  lov'd  a  sailor,  in  truthshe  loved  him  much, 
And  for  to  get  to  sea  with  him  the  way  she  did 

not  know. 
She  longed  to  see  that  pretty  place  called  Canada  I  O. 

She  bargained  with  a  sailor  all  for  a  parse  of  gold. 
When  straightway  he  led  her  down  into  the  bold, 
Siyiug.  I'll  dress  you  up  in  sailor's  clothes,  the 

color  shall  be  blue. 
Yon  soon  shall  see  that  pretty  place  called  Canada  I  O. 

And  when  the  lover  heard  of  this,  he  flew  into  a  rape. 
And  the  whole  ship's  company  were  willing  to  engage. 
Saying,  I'll  tie  your  hands  and  feet,  my  love, 

and  overboard  you'll  go. 
Ton  ne'er  shall  see  that  pretty  pUce  called  Canada  I O. 

Up  steps  the  noble  captein,  and  aa3rB  that  thing 

shan't  be. 


For  if  you  drown  that  fair  maid  all  hanged  you  shall  be, 
I'll  dress  you  up  in  sailors  clothes,  the  color 

shall  be  blue. 
You  soon  shall  see  that  pretty  place  called  Canada  I  O. 

She  had  not  been  in  Canadaforthespaceof  half  ayear. 
Before  the  captain  married  her,  and  called  her  his  dear. 
She  does  dresa  in  silks  and  satins,  and  she  outs  a 

gallant  show, 
She's  now  the  finest  lady  in  Canada  I  O. 

Come  all  you  pretty  fair  maids  wherever  yon  niaj'  be, 
You  must  follow  your  true  lovers  when  tliey  arc 

gone  to  sea ; 
And  if  the  mate  proves  false  to  you,  the  captaiu 

he'll  prove  true, 
You  see  the  honor  I  have  gained  by  wearing  of  the  blue. 

Bonaparte  on  St.  Helena. 

Bony  he  is  gone  from  the  wars  of  all  fighting. 
He's  gone  to  the  pbice  he  never  took  delight  in. 
Oh,  there  may  he  Elt  down  and  tell  the  scenes 

he's  seen,  ali  I 
While  forlorn  he  doth  mourn  on  the  isle  of  St.  Helena. 

Louisa  does  mourn  for  %pr  husband  departed, 
She  dreams  when  she  sleeps,  and  she  wakes 

broken  heartetl  ; 
Not  a  friend  to  console  her,  even  those  that  might 

be  with  her. 
But  she  mourns  when  she  thiitks  of  the  isle  of 

St.  Helena. 

Come  all  ye  that  have  g|ot  wealth    pray  beware 

of  ambition. 
For  it  is  a  decree  in  fate  that  might  change 

I  your  condition  ; 

Be  ve  stedfast  in  time,  for  what  is  to  come  ye 

know  not  ; 
For  fear  ye  might  be  changed,  like  he,  on  the 

I  isle  of  St.  Helena. 

The  rude  rushing  wave*,  all  around  the  shores 

are  washing. 
And  the  great  billows  hietive,  and  the  wild  rocks 

dashing. 
He  may  look  to  the  moon  of  the  great  Mouu't  Diana, 
With  his  eyes  o'er  the  waves  that  surround  St  Helena. 

No  more  in  St.  Clouds  he  will  be  seen  insnch  splendor, 
Or  go  on  with  his  crowds  with  the  great  Alexander, 
For  the  young  king  of  Rome,  and  the  Prince 

of  Ganah, 
Says  be  will  bring  his  lather  home  from  the  isle 

'  ol  St.  Helena. 


The  parliaments  of  Eqgland  and  your  holy  alliance. 
To  the  prisoner  of  war  you  may  now  bid  defiance. 
For  your  base  intrigues  and  j'our  baser  niisdrmeanors. 
Have  caused  him  to  die  on  the  isle  of  SL  Helena. 


The  Washington  Ball. 

Sung  tj  Frauk  Lewis. 


A  comical  story  I  am  going  to  tell  yon. 

And  I  know  it  will  please  if  you  listen  to  me. 
I  attended  a  party  in  Washington  City, 

And  I'll  mention  a  few  of  the  sights  I  did  see. 
It  was  a  ball  that  was  given  to  Moo<ly  and  Siiukoy, 

Of  which  Mayor  Wickam  the  figures  did  call. 
Myself,  Governor  Tililen,  and  Baruum's  What  Is  It, 

We  formed  the  first  set,  at  the  Washington  Ball. 

We  all  took  a  snifter  when  each  dance  was  over, 

'Till  getting  excited,  they  quick  came  to  blown. 
The  British  Ambassador  went  tor  Dom  Pedro, 

And  received  for  his  trouble  a  tmng  on  the  nose. 
Mr.  Senator  Thurman,  he  then  got  entangled 

With  sweet  Mrs.  Tilton,  while  arningiug  her  shawl; 
And  our  great  Tony  Pastor,  he  bnrsted  his  tx>iler, 

Too  fat  for  to  dancer  at  the  Wiishiu^tjii  Ball 

Vice  President  Ferry  he  then  did  get  morry  : 

He  borrowed  a  dime  from  a  fierce  looking  chap  ; 
He  said  from  his  stealings,  he  soon  wonid  repay  it. 

When  an  agent  he  was  made  by  Mr.  Belknap. 
Tennie  Claflin  was  seen  squeezing  Blair  in  the  corner  ; 

Mr.  Beecher  shed  tears  as  he  kissed  them  all ; 
Bessie  Turner  took  a  oooktail,  she  said  twas  to 

warm  her, 

And  that  started  the  fight  at  the  Washington  Boll ! 


Miss  Kate  Fields  gave  a  lecture  on  nursiug  the  b-.iby. 
She  siiid  Brigham  Young  was  the  best  of  tLi  m  all '; 

She  grasped  Lester  Wallackbythe  tip  of  his  whiskers,' 
And  she  shook  the  black  «lye  from  his 

moustache  and  all. 
The  Congressmen,  drunk,  they  lay  under  the  table 

In  a  knot,  tied  together,  both  little  and  taU  ; 
Mr.  Moody  gave  Saukey  a  kick  in  the  stomach. 

Just  to  keep  up  the  fun,  at  the  Washington  Ball. 

Col.  Fred.  Grant  drew  his  sword  for  the  first  time 

in  battle. 

Ile.asked  when  the  fight  was  going  to  begin  ; 
He  said  many  a  scrimmage  he  had  in  Chicago, 

When  he  went  there  so  boldly,  his  young  wife  to  win. 
Boss  Sheppard  then  mn  in  to  stop  all  the  fighting  ; 

Mrs.  Marsh,  she  tlireatened  to  blow  on  them  all. 
She  said  she'd  rei>ort  them  to  the  smelling  committee  ! 

And  that  put  an  eud  to  the  Washington  Ball. 


Man  and  Woman's  First  Qnarrel. 

When  time  first  began. 

The  first  woman  and  man, 
ILid  a  terrible  quarrel,  I've  heard, 

To  decide  even  then. 

Whether  women  or  men. 
Had  a  right  to  maiut<iin  the  last  word. 

It  was  early  one  morn, 

They'd  been  just  three  days  bom. 

They  got  up  under  some  jx^vish  planet ; 
How  the  storm  first  arose. 
Why,  there's  nolxxfy  knows. 

But  the  world  all  agree  she  began  it. 

Of  this  quarrel  of  yore, 

I  can  tell  you  no  more. 
Thau  this-  that  it  laste<l  till  night. 

When,  as  chronicles  say. 

Eve  at  last  found  a  way,  '   s 

To  prove  to  her  lonl  she  was  right 

Since  this,  why,  men  yield. 
When  they  dare  take  the  field, 

I  fancy  I  rightly  conjecture  ; 

For  thouKh  gurulini^  all  day. 
Men  at  night  all  give  way,  ;■ 

In  dread  of  a  long  curtain-lecture. 


Putcher  Share  dot  Cat. 

Al  BUiig  by  Thiiiuan  Wiiinett. 
Air:      Won<liiiau  aiiaie  th»t  tree. 

Putcher  slwre  dot  cat. 

Harm  not  von  single  hair, 
iliue  head  voe  filled  mit  sad,     , ' 

Der  grief  I  don't  can  bear. 
Do  see  mine  kiddeu  cat. 

His  feed  tied  mit  a  rope. 
Mine  ej-es  mit  dlicres  vo«,  vet, 

I  feel  like  I  vill  choke.     .  . 

I've  had  dot  dhomas  cat, 

^lore  as  a  gonpple  of  years, 
Of  gonrse  I  ff»l  me  sad, 

Vin\  veek  mineself  mit  dherea. 
Bl-ase  imtchtir  trob  dot  knife. 

Let  loose  ttot  kidilen's  feed, 
D<H>k  not  a  (^r<  atiir.'s  life. 

To  muko  your  KiUMiige  mead. 

Veil  pud  a  luldlc  poy. 

Dot  cat  vas  give  to  me,  ..; 
Of  «oinc«  I'll  feel  mo  jf)y, 

Ouf  you  vos  led  him  free. 
Vor  yen  my  mudder  voe  dyedin. 

My  age  id  vos  just  dhree, 
She  galled  me  by  her  side, 

Und  gave  dot  cat  do  me. 

She  dholt  me  to  feed  him. 

Dwo  or  dhree  dimes  a  day,     .         •  ; 
Or  else  he  vos  got  dim,  v     •  : 

Und  der  vind  blow  him  avey. 
Dhen  Putcher  share  dot  cat. 

Harm  not  von  single  hair,     ■■  -    '■ 
Or  t  vill  got  me  mad,  •*'  '•'    ' '  ' 

So  cbob  him,  ouf. 
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THE     SIMOERS'    JOURITAI.. 


:isi 


Tfaroogh  the  Mill 

By  Ben  King. 


Sir,  I  Hee  by  your  talk  yon  were  once  well  oft,   •. 

But  to-day  what  you  are  matters  not ;  •  . 

'I'liongh  yon  are  poor,  and  I  have  got  wealth, 

Vfho  knows  what  may  be  my  lot  ?  ., ,  ■  >; 

A  lew  yeans  ago  you  had  houses  and  land,  '       / 

And  servants  obeying  your  will ; 
l^ut  now  not  a  friend  can  you  take  by  the  hand  — 

'Tis  becanse  you  have  been  through  the  mill. 

Chobus. 

lint  though  rich,  bear  in  mind,  Fm  no  better  than  yoa  — 

It  i)Oor,  you're  a  gentleman  still ; 
You've  asked  me  for  help,  and  I'll  see  you  through, 

For  the  best  men  have  been  through  the  milL 

I'lvrrM'tn:  Your  kindne-ss  to  me,  sir,  how  can  I  repay  ? 
/I'lV/i  Man:  Don't  let  that  trouble  your  mind. 
l'<Kn-  Man:  You  have  strengthened  my  hope, 

and  there  may  be  a  day 

When  fortune  again  I  will  find, 
hut  I'll  never  forget  this  kindness  to  me  \      ■'  ■ 

Though  years  puss,  I'll  think  of  it  still  ; 
And  I  hope,  sir,  a  poor  day  you'll  never  see — 

'Tis  my  wish,  for  I've  been  through  the  milL 

Chouus. 
Adieu,  sir,  I  thank  you  ;  if  we  e'er  meet  again. 

With  pleasure  I'll  pay  back  each  bill : 
For  you've  lifted  a  weight  from  my  heart  that  gave  jmin. 

And  heliHtd  one  that's  bten  through  the  milL 

One  moment,  my  friend,  before  you  dei)art — 

A  few  words  I  will  have  to  say  : 
What  I  have  given,  I  gave  from  the  heart — 

Don't  trouble  yourself  to  repay  ; 
For  I  think  it  a  duty,  when  a  brother's  in  ueed. 

"To  help  him,  and  give  with  a  will ! 
For  I  know  what  it  is  to  be  poor  indeed. 

For  I,  too,  have  been  through  the  milL  ' 

Cnours. 
Though  rich,  Ijear  in  mind,  I"ni  no  better  than  yoji ; 
I         'rhough  poor,  you're  a  gentleman  still  ; 
It  gives  me  muoh  plea*(ure  to  take  by  the  hand 

One  who  has  been  through  the  mill. 


Baby  on  the  Brain. 

I've  often  heard  it  said  "  it's  nice  to  Iw  a  father," 

And  have  a  popsey-wopsey  of  your  own  ; 
But  I'd  rather  be  excused  from  such  a  lillle  Iwther— 

Exjieriences  of  others  have  I  known. 
If  anything  will  show  more  plainly  than  another 

That  a  man  is  "oflf  his  crank,"  the  reason's  plain  : 
He's  just  become  a  dad,  and  his  wife's  become  a  mother, 

And  they  both  have  got  the  baby  on  the  brain. 

How  proudly  does  bo  tell  all  his  friends  that 

he's  a  daddy, 
And  wonders  why  liefore  they  hadn't  known  ; 
And  he  whittles  and  ho  sings  "  with  my  fol-de-rol 

de  raddy," 
And  "  Rememlier  yon  have  children  of  your  own." 
"  Helen's  Babies  "  have  a  charm,  also  "  Other 

Peoitle's  Children" — 
He's  rea<l  them  over  lime  and  time  again  ; 
Oh  !  ain't  he  got  it  bad  ?  I'm  afmid  he  won't  recover 
From  that  ailment  oidlpil  the  "Baby  on  the  brain." 

He's  tickled  most  to  death  when  his  friends  they 

all  admire. 
And  say  he  is  the  image  of  his  dad  ; 
He's  got  his  nose  and  chin,  and  his  so  forth  ; 

then  inquire 
If  he 6  troubled  with  the  "colly  wobbles  "  bad. 
The  youngster  doesn't  mind  the  trouble  he  is  making. 

He  eats  and  sleeps,  and  8le€i>9  and  eats  again — 
"  He's  got  the  thing  down  fine,"  and  with  baby 

mirth  he's  shaking. 
For  he  knows  his  pop's  got   "  Baby  on  the  brain." 

But  the  worst  thing  of  it  all  is  the  namingof  the  baby, 

ULuuma  thinks  George  Augustua  would  be  sweet  ; 
Papa  does  not  agree  ;  you  must  name  it 

something  shorter ; 

And  to  hear  the  names  proposed  is  quite  a  treat. 
They  finally  agree,  and  he's  christened  plain  Aogusttis  ; 

In  about  a  year  they're  at  it  once  ngain  :        ■•.J;  .',    .; 
Another  dose  like  that,  I'll  bet  my  life,  would 

"bust"  U.S  - 

Deliver  me  from  "  Babv  on  the  brain." 


The  Sad  Past  and  Gone- 


Air;     Sweet  bye-autl-bje. 


By  Ed.  <>KeUr.  \ 


There's  a  gal  that's  as  fair  as  the  day,  '  r.  .. 

And  when  near  she  is  not  verj'  far,  ' , 

And  her  father  waits  over  .the  way 

With  a  club  when  I  chance  to  go  there^ 
Choeus. 

When  we  meet,  with  his  feet       ' ' '  ■  - 

He'll  assist  me  along  to  the  door,  ■\\:  ~: 

And  I  sigh  for  my  eye,  ;\   '7 

And  my  nose  that  is  mashed  up  and  scve. 

When  I  stretch  out  my  limbs  on  the  shore, 
I  will  oftentimes  think  of  the  paia    -    .  .  .'  «. 

That  I  had  as  I  left  that  front  dtwr 

When  I  called  there  to  see  Mary  Jane.     Chonis. 

To  lior  father  in  nsing  his  boot 

I  must  render  my  tribute  of  pntise. 
And  his  excellent  aim  at  my  snoot 

I'll  extol  to  the  end  of  my  days. 


Chorus. 


Aint  You  Got  a  Cheek  ? 

By  Robert  McKay. 


Oh  !  I  love  a  maiden  !  she's  fair  as  can  be  ; 

Her  hair  is  nut-brown,  and  her  boot  uumt)er  three  ; 

Her  lips  are  as  red  as  the  blossoming  rose, 

Joy  follows  her  footsteps  wherever  she  goes  ;.     ' 

In  her  is  all  happines.s  earth  can  bestow. 

I  can't  uuderstiind  why  she  teases  me  so. 

For  when  I  would  kis.s  her,  this  sly  little  pufw 

On  her  lips  puts  her  finger,  and  answers  me  thus  : 

CnoECS. 
"  Oh  !  ain't  j'ou  naughty  to  talk  to  me  so  !     '.    ' 
No,  I  won't  let  you  ;  now,  please  let  me  go. 
I'll  be  'mad,'  and  to  yon  again  I'll  never  speak. 
You're  horrid,  you're  awfiU  ;  ain't  you  got  a  cheek  '/" 

It's  awful  when,  for  a  earess  you're  inclined, 
A  maiden  should  act  so  unjust  and  unkind.    .■ 
This  motive  alone  she  can  have,  I  am  sure — 
The  favor  received  will  be  valued  the  more  ; 
-Vud  then  they're  so  artful  and  cunning  the  elves. 
When  wo  know  they  would  like  to  as  well  as  ourselves  ; 
And  so  I'm  perplexed,  and  the  point  I  can't  see 
When  I'auliua  blushes  and  cries  out  to  me  : 

Oh  !  aint  you  awful,  &,c. 

Some  day  we'll  be  married—  oh,  thrice  happy  day  !— 
Then  all  affections  shall  "bo  cast  away  ; 
Then  I  shall  enfold  her  in  these  loving  arms. 
And  shield  her  forever  from  earth's  wild  alarms. 
Joy,  joy,  then  shall  reign  in  my  bosom  supreme, 
Lite  then  will  l>e  real,  not  a  delusive  dream  ; 
I'll  kis.s  her,  caress  her,  do  just  as  I  please, 
.\nd  will  not  be  annoyed  by  such  words  as  these. 

Oh  !  aint  you  awful,  Ac. 


Oh,  he  tied  a  can  to  our  dog's  tail. 

When  We'd  gone  to  church  laKt  Sunday. 
He  got  stiff  staving  tight,  and  stayed  out  that  night, 

And  he  was  up  beforw  the  judge  in  thu  uioruiug '; 
He  have  the  house  turned  inside  out, 

He's  gone  to  the  bad  intirely. 
Be  heavens  I  tear  that  lie'U  be  hung, 

God  help  you,  Bernard  Reilly. 
He  kicked  his  sister,  Honorah  in  the  foitiheod  last  week. 

He  wanted  custard  pie  for  his  supiHT  ; 
Aud'he  came  home  wid  himself  stuffed  wid  oyster  stew  s, 

And  threw  the  com  beef  and  cabbage  in  the  gutt«  r. 


Owen  Reilly. 

Snug  by  Juliu  Sbesban. 


Oh,  my  name  is  Owen  Reilly, 

I've  got  a  son  that's  got  me  crazy. 
He  comes  home  every  night  wid  his  blackguard  songs. 

He  said  he  learned  them  up  at  some  tree  and  aisy  : 
He  wanted  his  mother  for  to  put  on  the  boxing 

gloves  wid  him. 

He  broke  his  little  brother's  leg  wid  a  poker. 
He  have  an  old  deck  of  cards  and  he  wants  me  to  play 

Pedro,  Sancho,  Seven-up  and  the  Joker. 
He  Hays  he's  taking  sparring  lessons  from 

Professor  John  Donovan, 

He  bate  the  oldest  boy  of  croas-eyed  McGarrity, 
He  goes  prancing  around  all  the  dances  of  the  city, 

And  hu  have  a  giri  vho  do  be  dunning  at  the 

;■    V  •  .    '.^-VV.     •;  ;  .  V  ;:'^        vulgarities. 

Oh,  he  pawned  me  Sunday  pants  last  week, 

'To  go  and  lay  a  wager, 
Antl  he  brought  me  down  the  street  that  night 

For  to  fight  a  big  black  nagnr  ; 
There's  his  cousin  Mike  a  nice  young  man, 

Wid  the  finest  kind  of  manners,  ;   "' 

Night  after  night  they  roamed  about,  ^":     ,^.V 

And  they  called  it  carrying  the  banners. 
But  the  two  of  them  got  in  a  scrape,  .    ,'j^  ;\' 

They  stole  a  Dutchman's  pony,  ''^ '':' ■'^.:'.^---' 

Poor  Mike  is  iu  the  workhouse  nowj,:,'.     ■-';:.*'.,":.■.; 

And  Bernard's  iu  Aronagonia.  ' 


^     The  Injun  will  cut  down  the  Army  oh ! 

■        '-  Wrllten  by  Ed  UarrlKiu. 

We're  the  boys  dressed  in  blue,  we  stand  foniinnt  you 

Hearty  and  well,  wid  a  strong  ap{>etite. 
Out  in  the  far  west  where  the  snn  gtjes  to  rest. 

Sent  by  the  government  the  injuns  for  to  fight 
The  man  with  two  horKes  and  big  Sitting  Bull,     ' 

Nez  Perces  and  Sioux,  the  wo<a1s  are  lull. 
They  skip  it  away  over  to  Canada 

After  they  cut  down  the  army,  oh  i 
Chobds. 

But  Congressmen  say,  reduce  onr  jiay, 

In  Arizona  the  blue  U.  S.  A.  ' 

Drive  us  away — what  do  you  say  ? 

The  Injun  will  cut  down  the  Anuy,  oh  I 

In  gulch  or  ravine  on  a  pickle  and  bean. 

We've  waitetl  and  waited  and  watche<l  for  poor  Ixi, 
The  barber  so  red  that  'ud  shave  off  your  head. 

Till  never  a  hair  or  a  ringlet  would  grow. 
Wid  his  scalpin'  knife  ho  would  aiso  you  of  life. 

As  he'd  Hivy  ugh-ugh-ugh,  an<l  give  j-eu  the  taffy,  oh. 
Then  skip  it  away  over  to  Canada 

After  he  cut  down  the  Army,  oh  !  Chonis. 

There's  .Joseph  the  chief,  he  stole  all  our  l)eef. 

An'  horses  an'  wagons  an'  blankets  an'  clothes. 
While  Howard  did  pray,  Big  Joe  ran  away. 

And  showed  us  his  heels  with  his  hand  to  hisnosM. 
You  can  send  out  your  agents  an'  fat  missionaries. 

They'll  nize  their  hair  like  siiiginij  canaries, 
Then  skij)  it  away  over  to  Oiaaila, 

Aft«r  they  cut  down  the  army,  t)li !  Chorus.    «4 

The  man  wid  one  eye,  and  white  man  ate  jue, 

Wid  tall  grass  an'  nude's  fi«)t  an'  cheese  it  onodny, 
The  nmring  cayote,  and  Chatham  street  boot 

Are  Apacha  warriors  iu  Arizona. 
They  have  councils  of  war,  when  they  gmoko 

the  big  l>ii>eK,   yoii  know, 

Fixin'  the  date  for  the  hair  of  your  head  to  grow. 
Then  skip  it  away  over  to  Caua.K 

After  they  cut  down  the  army,  oh  !  Cborua. 

Chesapeake  Bay.    _,.,-- 

Sunt' by  .Sam  Cullyer. 


Jake  stood  on  de  deck  of  an  oyster  boat. 
And  he  throwed  up  his  hands,  and  ho  cried 

Good-bye,  Liz  ;  when  I  como  back 
I'll  make  you  my  blooming  bride. 

Liz  stood  on  de  shore,  and  she  waved  her 

handkMchief, 
As  do  good  ship  sailed  away,  a  ! 
Anil  she  hollere<l  Jake  !  f.  Ich  me  np  a  mess  of  clams. 
When  you  get  down  to  Cbesap<^e  Bay. 

When  da  got  down  de  Bay,  he  commenced  to  dnide. 

But  a  thunder  storm  came  on  ; 
The  lightening  flashed,  a:ul  the  billows  dashed. 

And  the  Pnng*^  was  rocked  in  the  stonu. 
Jake  tried  to  reach  d.;  eastern  shore^ 

But  he  could  not  do  it  that  day. 
And  Pungee  went  down,  and  the  crew  wan  drowned 

In  de  woods  on  de  Chesapeake  Bay. 

When  tidings  came  by  telegraph 

That  Jake  was  lost  at  sea, 
Liz  pulled  off'  her  shoes,  when  she  heard  d« 

•  dreadful  news. 

And  down  oh  her  back  she  lay  ; 
She  cut  her  throat,  with  a  bar  of  soft  soap, 

.^nd  she  died  that  very  same  day, 
.\nd  her  spirit  flew  to  join  de  crew, 

Way  down  on  de  Chesapeake  Bay. 


'*  *»r"j' ' 
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The  City  of  the  Dead. 

By  U   Alston  Dttrlej. 


The  Bnn  is  sinkinp;,  sinkiug  Westward, 

Floodiug  iJjy  with  rift«  ol  gold, 
Haziug  earth  iu  amber  nploudor 

Am  it  seekH  night's  gloomy  fold  ; 
Flecking  with  grace  all  bouuteoiiu  uataie. 

Glittering  winding  waters  deep  ; 
Shedding  peace  o'er  marble  maut;ioDS  ' 

Id  "God's  Acre,"  where  the  dead,    .;  ' 

With  a  lustre  o'er  each  head. 
Sleep  the  sweet,  uumeasmred  sleep. 

And  down  the  leafy  uislets  waudeiu, 

Calm  in  beanty,  budding  May  ;, 
By  her  side  October  stately  - , 

Treds  his  lofty  solemn  way. 
Ami  the  day's  sijft  dyiii^  lustre. 

With  it's  last  departing  grace, 
Mellows  May  in  tender  Uaiuty — 

Likens  all  the  glossy  tresses. 

Kissed  her  lips  with  fond  caresses. 
Leaves  its  beauty  on  her  face. 

Wandering  onward  'neath  the  w  illows 

Clothed  \u  foliage  gmudly  green — 
Voiceless,  lest  the  solteht  whisper 

Would  absolve  that  hallowetl  scene — 
Passed  beyond  the  graven  sentinels 

To  a  tree  all  bteejHid  iu  red. 
By  whose  deep,  umbnigeous  shadows — 

'Neath  a  block  of  gniyest  stone. 

With  its  column  overgrown 
With  sweet  dow  ers — slei)t  the  dead. 

Awed  by  some  awakened  memory, 
Proud  October  pressed  his  heart ; 

Then,  with  fingers  trembling,  gently 
Rived  the  twining  coils  apart  ; 

Swept  aside  the  waving  grasses 
Growing  at  the  tomb-stone's  badfl^ 

Showed  fair  May  the  faint  inscription — 
With  the  letters  mossy-veiled. 
With  their  beauty  flower-tniiletl — 

"  Ifere  lyeth  nil  of  Eihivuid  drare." 

"Tis  your  father's  grave,"  he  said,  ia 
Tones  wrung  from  a  frame  ot  steel ; 

"Look  you  further  tt)wiirils  the  base,  child — " 
She  saw  that  which  made  her  reel  ; 

"  Mnrth  rill  by  ii  frinul  irho  hvfd  him — " 
That  she  saw  with  shriek  repressed  ; 

Then,  in  grucetul  benediction, 
She  knelt  down  uix)n  the  so«l, 
liaised  her  voice  and  pniyi'd  that  God 

Would  put  the  Cidn-cursed  soul  at  rest, 

*'  Child  !"  October  hoarsely  murmured, 

"Child,  revoke  the  prayers  you've  made. 
See,  my  hands  are  stained  in  crimson — 

With  the  blood  of  him  who  prayed 
That  my  crime  would  be  forgiven  ! " 

"You  !"  she  cried  ;  "what,  you?  ah  !  no  ; 
Grief  has  robbed  your  mind  of  saneness— 

Draws  a  film  across  your  sight. 

Makes  sorrow  dark  as  night, 
You  could  never  aim  death's  blow." 

"  WouKl  to  heaven  your  words  could  prove  it. 
Would  to  heaven  'twere  all  a  dream  ! 

Listen,  and  I'll  tell  the  story 
While  the  stars  above  us  gleixm. 

Twos  a  woman,  frail  and  heartless, 
Ciroean-like,  with  glance  and  smile 

Mild  and  sweet  as  rays  of  Phcrbus  ; 
With  a  voice  -  whose  nameless  powers 
Sweet  as  dew  culled  from  the  flowers — 

That  spoke  but  to  coldest  heads  beguile. 

Neath  her  blandishments  a  cloud  fell 

0"er  us  like  a  shroud  of  Fate. 
Watchetl  we  jealously  each  other. 

Plucked  oat  Love  where  bom  was  Hate. 
And  the  temptress  smiled  enchantment 

O'er  our  hatred  newly  bred  ; 
Urged,  w ith  wanton  joy  and  pleamre^ 

Swift  revenue  upon  the  other — 

Urged  the  man  to  kill  his  brother  ! 
There  /telies  /shot  him  dead. 

As  he  fell  his  eyes  serenely 

Lovingly  sought  out  my  own. 
And  my  i-ars  but  heard  forgiveneos       ■•  ■  -.  ^•■: 

From  hiB  lips  ere  life  bad  flown.  • 

Bat  I  only  lambed— remorseleflB— 


Pushed  the  chilling  form  aside. 
Left  it  'neath  the  sta^-lit  heavens— 

With  all  cares  from  life  removed 

I  then  sought  the  one  I  loved  ; 
Asked  her  if  she'd  bu  my  bride. 

In  a  heartless  tone  she  cnrsrd  me 
As  she  saw  my  bUiod-staiued  hands, 

Drove  .ne  forth  with  imprecations. 
Placed  around  Jay  heart  steel  baudit. 

Oh  !  the  horror  of  tliat  moment 
Ever  stands  Ijeforet  my  sight ; 

Comes  to  brand  me  »h  his  murderer — 
Strikes  my  heart  like  l>olted  thunder. 
Bends  all  joy  and  peace  asunder — • 

Fills  all  my  soul  with  wordless  fright. 

Y'ou  a  little  prattling' cherub, 

Found  I  ou  your  mother't  breast. 

With  your  silken  hair  soft-lying 
On  the  broken  heart  at  rest. 

In  her  hand  this  pap<  r  telling. 

Of  two  hearts  that  throbbed  as  one, 

Sundered  by  a  heartless  Circo  ; 

Robbed  of  earth's  most  hallowed  treasures. 
Shorn  of  life's  unstinted  jileasures 

By  stem  death's  relentless  dun." 

Thou  October,  sternly  wretched, 

Stoo{K-d  ber  IVat^ilo  form  to  raise  : 
But  what  means  that  shriuking  terror? 

Why  lieforo  Lis  eyes  that  haze? 
Ask  the  grim  and  silent  boatman 

Scudding  oVr  tbej  waters  deep  ; 
Ask  the  soul  that  soured  to  glory 

Freed  from  life's  unceasing  din. 

Entering  ht  aven'd  gate  within 
Wrapt  iu  death's  ctc'riial  sleep. 


Gas!  Qas!  Oafl! 

ISy  Ui  A.  Oiborne. 


I'm  a  dacent  Irisbnian 

.\ud  I  live  down  on  the  flats  ;  ^■ 

Me  wife  she  gathers  nigs, 
.\nd  I  go  blocking  hats. 
We've  a  sou  whose  name  is  Dennis, 

And  he's  a  bully  lK>y  you  bet  ; 
He's  working  for  the  (Kis  Company, 

Carrying  n\m  in  a  Imsket. 
Chorus  :    Cias !  gas  !  gas  \ 

Don't  yoa  want  to  buy  some  gas ; 

I'll  sell  it  to  you  cheaj). 

It's  the  best  that  can  be  found, 

Take  it  ijll,  I'll  rell  to  you 

For  ten  i)cnts  a  pound. 

(Repeat  first  two  lines.) 
I 
Now  every  night  y^\x'\\  fiud  him. 

Just  like  any  othjur  mau, 
With  his  feet  u]>ou  a  stove. 

Telling  all  the  lits  he  can. 
But  when  his  turn  to  go  comes. 
He  jumi>s  up  without  a  word. 
And  slionltlers  his  old  basket 
And  hops  of  likq  a  bird.  Chorus. 

But  ho  says  it  docs  not  i>ay  him, 

And  BO  he's  gt)iu|g  to  try 
To  invent  a  new  invention. 

That  will  keel)  the  sidewalks  dry. 
And  if  that  does  uOt  \ia,y  him, 

I  know  just  wtiat  he'll  do  ;  ,  - 

He'll  start  himself  in  business, 

And  ^>eddle  home-made  glue. 

(Change  the  word  gas  intoglae.) 

Shove  Along,  Sing  a  Song. 

Words  and  Muhic  by  II.  Alstou  Parley.' 


I  desire  fo'  to  ask  a  little  question  oat's  yoa. 

Won't  ye  'sist  me  ober  into  Jo'dan  ? 
I'se  a  'tenuated  nigger  but  my  failin's  is  but  few, 

'Sist  dis  cuUud  {letson  ober  dar  ! 
De  journey  am  a  long  one  an'  de  passage  am  severe. 

Won't  you  'sist  mo  ober  into  Jo'dan  ? 
It  am  sto'my  on  de  water  at  dis  po'tion  ob  de  year, 

Sist  dis  cullud  person  ober  dar ! 

Chobuu.  .  ,  •.        . 

Shove  along,  sing  a  song,  "  ' '     -■    ''  ■ 

Quick's  ye  kin  -  don't  ye  har  me  ! 
Fse  a  wttywud  oollud  pezsou  gwine  home. 


•    Refuain.         ' 
I'll  be  dar  soon— I'll  be  dar  soon. 
Spread  yo'  wings  and  fly  away  to  Canaan's  Sho.' 
Sing  and  shout,  twist  about ! 
Raise  yo'  voices— don't  yo  har  me  I 
I'se  ben  wicked  but  at  last  I'se  gw  iue  home. 

Brothers,  take  me  by  do  hand,  lift  ap  yo' 

voices  to  d.e  tiky, 

Won't  yoa  'sist  me  ober  into  Jo'dan  ? 
I'll  meet  ye  on  de  cross  roads  in  do  "Sweet  Bimeby," 

'Sist  dis  cullud  iier>ou  ober  dar. 
Ef  I  gits  to  hebeu  'lo'  ye,  an'  ye  wants  to  cum  along. 

Won't  yo  'sist  me  ober  into  Jo'dan  V 
I'll  meet  yo  cross  do  riber  wid  a  happy  angel  throng, 

'Sist  dis  callud  person  ober  dar. 

Chorus  and  Ri'iniiu. 

I'so  gin  ap  diggiii'  taters  mkiu'  hay  and  hotin'  corn, 

Won't  ye  'sist  me  ober  into  Jo'dan  ? 
Fso  gwine  to  fly  to  glory  on  de  dewy  wings  ob  morn, 

'Sist  dis  cullud  person  ol)er  dar  ! 
I'll  hold  de  fort  'gin  Satan  'till  Gabriel  blows  his  horn, 

Won't  ye  'sist  me  ober  into  Jo'dan? 
I'll  make  dat  fiery  debel  wish  dat  him  was  ueU  rboru, 

'Sist  dis  cullud  person  ober  dar ! 

Chorus  and  Refrain. 


Hop  Along  Peter. 

Sunt;  by  J.  I>   Buumc. 


If  you  listen  to  me  just  a  few  minates, 

I'll  tell  yoa  of  a  dream  I  had  the  other  night  ; 
I  thought  I  saw  an  animal  they  call  the  Ruckerinas 

Sitting  on  a  wood-pile  smoking  a  piiH>, 
1  thought  I  saw  a  bull-ilog  a-rolling  a  barrel, 

A  one-eyed  owl  way  up  in  a  tree. 
Rats  iu  the  cupboard  are  getting  mighty  bold 

Because  they  live  on  Limbarger  cheese. 
Chorus :    Hop  along  IVter,  hop  along  Peter. 
Hop  along  Peter,  dress  mi^'hty  fluo. 
Never  go  back  on  a  goose borry-viue. 

'Possum  in  a  hay-loft  playing  casino,  ] 

Big  bull-frog  singing  bass, 
Gander  and  a  goose  doing  double  schutfle, 

And  a  weasel  washing  his  face. 
Double-headed  pij^eiin  throwiuj,'  fli|>-flaps. 

Squint-eyed  cats  hunting  up  mice. 
Parrot  and  a  jay-bird  having  a  prize-fight. 

Spider  iu  a  cob-web  throwing  dice.  Chorus. 

Shanghie  ci-owed  until  'twas  morning, 

A  black-and-tan  pig  st<XHl  on  his  head, 
A  groat  big  monkey  was  doing  a  tm{)ezo^ 

And  a  little  sketer  playing  off  dead, 
Cross-eyed  gTasshop[x-r  s<tying  his  prayers. 

The  bees  a-siugiug  loud  and  high. 
Kangaroo  pLiyiu^  tag  with  his  brother, 

And  bald-headed  spider  coaxing  iu  a  a  fly. 


Cho. 


Wake  not  my  Darlingp.  | 

Coiupoaed  by  Mktt  Olleaid  >a- 

Copyright    1877.  by  E.  H.  Har.lii.K.        The  Music  eau  b* 

b«d  ofE.  H  Uardiug,  Nu.  tifi  liijwory.    Price  35  cU. 


My  golden-haired  darlings,  disturb  not  their  rest. 
Sweet  Angels  have  lulled  them  to  sleep  on  my  breast ; 
O'er  their  calm  slumbers  a  vigil  they  keep, 
My  babes  feel  no  hunger  while  buried  in  sleep. 
Whene'er  they  awake,  my  fond  heart,  in  its  dread, 
Grows  sick  in  the  fear  that  I  cannot  find  bread 
To  give  to  my  dear  ones,  so  pKsisc  kt  them  rest ; 
While  Angels  are  watching  them,  slumber  is  best. 
Chorus.  .    '  j 

Tread  softly,  speak  lightly,  disturb  not  their  rest. 
While  Angels  are  guardiu^'  them,  slumber  is  best. 
Hunger  is  bitter,  while  slumber  is  sweet. 
Wake  not  my  darliii>;s,  they've  uothint;  to  eat. 
Lull  them  to  resj !  lull  thim  to  rest !  •     i 

Lull  them  to  rest !  lull  them  to  rest !  I  - 

They  say  there  is  plenty  and  peace  in  the  land. 
And  that  charity  gives  with  a  lavishiuK  hand  ; 
Notwithstanding  that  church  spires  point  to  the  skies, 
Wealth  fattens  on  plenty,  while  poverty  dies  ! 
There's  one,  by  whose  aid  the  s{Mu:rows  are  fed. 
And  I've  prayed  nnto  Him  for  our  daily  bread  ; 
I  feel  that  I'm  going  niv  Saviour  to  meet. 
Where  Fll  not  see  my  d'trlings  want  somethin  ^'  to  eat ! 

Tread  softly,  &a. 
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-     V         Oeraldine. 

'  A  TAIX  Oy  THE  SEA  AND  THE  SHORE. 

CHAPTER   IV. 

'■   CbrUinwed.    ■■'i.:  'y^-i'-  -' 


"Hold,  Geraldine  !"  Sebastian  interrnpta,  "Do 
not  paint  me  blacker  than  I  am !  I  never,  as 
Heaven  is  my  judge,  once  specolated  on  your 
w.alth  ;  1  loved  you  for  yourself  alone.  I  was  mad 
with  passion  when  I  forcied  you  to  become  my  wife. 
Ciilmly  reviewing  my  past  conduct  towards  you,  I 
freely  confess  the  shame  and  contrition  I  feel  for 
tliitt  most  dastardly  of  all  my  wicked  deeds,  and 
Ijumbly  implore  your  forgiveness !" 

"  There  are  some  things  that  a  woman  can  never 
forgive,"  she  answers,  coldly. 

•'And  the  injury  I  have  done  you  is  on§  of 
tlio  most  unpardonable  of  injuries?  Granted. 
W'eU,  go  into  the  world,  -and  forget  me.  But  lor 
me  there  will  be  no  sort  of  forgetfulness—  none.  In 
luy  heart  your  image  will  live  forever !  time  will 
never  cfikce  it  thence,  or  make  its  lines  grow  fainter; 
never !  nevel: ! 

Yet  nothing  that  Sebastian  can  say  or  do  touches 
(leraldine  in  the  least  degree. 

She  views  the  man  with  abhorrence,  and  the 
tones  of  his  voice  strike  painfully  to  her  ear.  She 
cannot  see  his  muuly  beauty  ;  her  eyes  reluse  to  do 
Ko  ;  and  the  music  of  his  pleading  accents  sound  to 
her  inharmonious  and  hursh. 

The  more  he  shows  his  love  for  her,  the  stronger 
waxes  the  hatred  she  entertains  for  him.  She  feels 
that  this  man  has  spoilt  all  her  fair  prospects, 
dashed  all  her  hopes,  mined  her  happiness,  and 
cruelly  crtished  her  whole  future  life. 

His  love  has  fallen  upon  her  like  a  pest — a  pest 
heavy,  hateful,  and  terrible,  and  she  is  longing  for 
the  hour  of  her  release  from  hi  r  bondage.  She 
would  rather  that  he  would  put  her  ashore  on  some 
desolate  island  than  continue  to  remain  with  him  as 
Lis  wife  ;  she  shrinks  before  him,  she  shudders  at 
his  Klightest  caress.  • 

He  rises  to  his  feet  once  more.  You  will  please 
to  prepare  to  leave  the  ship,"  he  Siiys,  with  enforced 
calmness  of  manner. 

"Does  Mr.  Wurgntve  go  on  shore  with  me?"  she 
inquires,  eagerlj-. 

"Yes — no,  on  second  thoughts  ;  assuredly  not," 
Sebastian  replies. 

"  And  why  assurcilly  not?"  Geraldine  demands. 

"  That  is  my  aflair,"  is  his  cold  reply. 

"  And  wherefore  yours  more  than  mine  ?"  she 
ftsks. 

"Do  you  think  I  am  blind?" 

"liliud  ?    I  do  not  understand  yon  f*  she  fiays. 

"No?     That  is  strange." 

"  Please  to  explain  yourselL" 

' '  The  fool  loves  you  !" 

"Poor  fellow  !  I  hope  ho  does  notT  she  says, 
simply.  "  We  have  not  exchanged  words  with 
each  other  since—  since " 

"  Since  you  became  my  wife,"  he  says,  finishing 
her  halting  sentence. 

"Exactly  so,"  she  answers,  with  a  de^>-drawn 
breath. 

He  looks  at  her  as  thongh  his  looks  would  pene- 
trate into  her  very  soul. 

"Is  it  possible  you  care  for  him?"  he  inquires, 
his  searching  gaze  still  fixed  upon  her  face,  his  ac- 
cents charged  ^^-ith  bitterness: 

•'Care  for  him  now?"  repeats  Greraldine,  loftily. 
"  Your  question  is  absurd !" 

"  From  a  husband  to  a  wife  ?" 

She  turns  away. 

'Pardon  my  jealonsy.  I  gmdge  even  the  pass- 
ing wind  the  happiness  of  kissing  yonr  cheek  with- 
cnit  rebuff!  The  very  deck  you  tread  upon  to  me 
seems  hollowed  by  your  footsteps  I    Yet " 

"Peace!  I  am  weary  of  this  talk  ;  it  offends 
me  T' 

"Ihavedone."       '^:        ;    J-  '    S '■        '     ;; 

"Not  quite.  Yon  will  be  good  enongh  to  answer 
a  few  short  questions  I  feel  myself  compelled  to  put 
to  you." 

The  Spaniard  bows,  and  she  continner. 

"You  mtended  to  set  me  ashore  unattended?" 

"My  men  of  course,  will  pull  yon  ashore  after 
midnight  I  cannot  promise  you  more  than  that, 
as  I  dare  not  risk  th»ir  safety  in  any  sort  of  way. 
Having  landed  yourself  and  yoor  property  safely. 


they  mnst,  perforce  leave  yon."  -  .•■- 

"After  midnight,  and  in  darkness,  too!"   '  ■"=*"'- 

"  No,  not  in  darkness  ;  there  will  be  a  moon,  yen 
know. " 

"  You  will  surely  never  be  so  utterly  heartless  as 
to  deny  me  the  companionship  and  protection  of 
Mr.  Wargrave  on  this  occasion  ?" 

"I  have  said  it,"  the  Spaniard  returns,  coldly. 
"  I  can  only  act  in  the  manner  I  have  named  to  you. 
I  mnst  look  after  my  own  security,  and  that  of  my 
men." 

"  I  perfectly  nnderstand  that  much.  And  when 
landed,  and  left  to  myself,  what  am  I  to  do  ?" 

"A  quarter  of  a  mile  np  the  little  bay  from  the 
point  where  you  will  land,  shelterefl  under  a  rook, 
yon  will  find  a  score  or  more  of  Louses— a  sort  of 
stmggling  village — where  you  will  meet  vrith  every- 
thing you  may  want  for  the  time  being.  I  know 
the  spot  well.  As  I  am  situated,  I  cannot  do  better 
for  you  than  send  you  thither." 

"  And  as  I  shall  no  doubt  be  closely  questioned, 
what  tale  am  I  to  tell  ?  How  am  I  to  acconnt  for 
the  apiiearanco  there  of  myself  and  my  luggage? 
I  could  not  say  I  had  been  wrecked  and  was  washed 
ashore  ;  such  a  story  would  be  worse  than  ridiculoas. 
What  shall  I  do  ?— what  can  I  do  ?"  J 

"You  are  determined  to  leave  mo?"  ■•,;•■■■- 

"  Determined !" 

Sebastian  reflects  for  a  few  moments.  His  jealous 
soul  will  not  permit  Wargnvve  to  be  the  travelling 
companion  of  this  much  ill-used  lady. 

And,  for  many  cogent  reasons— at  which  the 
reader  may  readily  guess — he  dares  not  venture  to 
accompany  her  himself.  What  is  he  to  do,  then, 
in  this  strait  of  aflairs  ?  He  wishes  to  act  kindly 
towards  Geraldine,  but  he  has  no  notion  of  risking 
his  life  for  her  on  this  occasion,  now  when  she  is 
lea^ng  him,  and  when  he  may  never  look  upon  her 
face  again. 

"I  will  see  if  the  matter  can  \->e  arranged  at  early 
dawn,  instead  of  in  darkueHS,  if  snch  an  arrange- 
ment will  bo  more  agreeable  to  yon,"  he  says,  pre- 
sently. 

"Thank  you  ;  this  plan  woiild  be  more  agreeable 
to  me." 

CHAPTER  V.  ': 

TTVIXYE  MOXTHS  AFTEKWARDS. 


"  A  splendid  woman,  by  Jove !  Rides  mag- 
nificently !  Who  is  she,  Bro<l<lerford  ?"  asks  one 
horseman  of  another  in  the  Park. 

"I  should  be  astonished  at  your  qoeetion  had 
you  been  in  Loudon  for  the  last  two  seasons  instead 
of  in  South  Africa.  Who  is  she?  Why,  she  Lsone 
of  the  hmidsomest  women  in  England— a  big  for- 
tune, a  romance  and  a  mystery  j" 

"Phew !"  whistles  the  first  speaker,  checking  the 
6j>ee<i  of  his  steed.      "  And  her  name?" 

"  Maur— Geraldine  Maur.  Father,  Sir  John 
Maur,  dead — and  all  that  sort  of  horrid  thing,  you 
know."  ^  .        •,.     .,  ,• 

"  And  her  fortnne ?"      "    '    ^'-       ••■■•-■•  •    ■•    •' 

"A  perfect  mountain  of  money,  my  dear  fellow ! 
Don't  ask  me  the  figure  ;  I'm  bitd  at  arithmetic  - 
always  was,  as  you  may  probably  recolect,"  yawns 
Brodderford, 

"But  the  romance?"  asks  the  other  eageriy. 

"Ah,  (he  romance!  Y-e-s!  Well,  it's  too  denoed 
hot  just  now  to  trouble  one's  self  with  Rtory-telling. 
I'll  tell  you  all  about  it  some  other  time,  old  fellow. " 

"There's  no  time  like  the  present  Come,  Dick, 
don't  be  so  absurdly  lazy  !  The  romance— the  ro- 
mance !" 

"  It's  too  awfully  hot  to-day  for  a  fellow  to  re- 
member anything,  don't  I  tell  you  '<"  Brodderford 
returns  pettishly.  "  Wait  till  I  m  in  a  cooler  state, 
and  then  I'll  string  it  together  tor  you.  I  will  'a 
tale  unfold,'  as  Shelly,  or  some  other  chap,  says 
somewhere," 

"Confoudit!  yon  first  whet  my  curiosity  and 
then  throw  cold  water  oti  it !  That's  unfair  of  you, 
Dick,  old  boy !" 

"  I  don't  know  what  sort  of  mbbish  yon  are 
talking  to  me.  Cold  water  and  whetting  !  I  never 
could  bother  my  brain  with  your  far-fetched  say- 
ings. I  daresay  they're  meant  to  be  clever,  and  all 
that  sort  of  thing,  but  I  don't  care  to  exert  myself 
to  nndei;ptand  them. 

"  Look  here,  Dick  ;  TU  wager  one  of  my  largest 
African  diamonds  against  one  of  your  coat  buttons 


that  yon  can't  repeat  this  romance,  whatever  it  may 
be  about" 

"  Done,  my  dear  fellow !  A  diamond's  a  thing 
to  stir  one  np  a  bit  Now,  Donald,  since  brevity 
is  the  Rool  of  wit— By  Jove  !  iathat  my  own  orsome 
other  fellow's?  I've  a  notion  it's  one  of  Dickens's. 
Well,  never  mind  ;  it's  all  the  same.  Now  to  com- 
mence :— Sir  John  Maur  uRe<l  to  sail  abont  every- 
where in  his  yacht  with  his  daughter  (yachting's  a 
great  bore,  I  think  !)  and  they  got  tlie  yellow  fever 
on  board  somehow  or  other  (awfully  awkward  thing 
yellow  fever — knocks  a  fellow  down  flat  before  he 
knows  it !)  and  first  one  chap  slipiHHl  the  hooks 
and  then  another  (gad,  yes  !  I'm  not  telling  you 
any  crammers !)  until,  as  surely  as  your  name  is 
Donald  Irvane,  they  every  one  in  the  vessel  set  sail 
for  another  world — yes,  except  one  sailor  lad  and 
Miss  Maur  herself.  Then  they  were  nlx>Qt  to  die, 
when  up  comes  a  ship  and  saves  them  t)oth  !  Yes, 
saves  them,  and  brings  them  bomn  to  England. 
There  are  more  particulars,  only,  as  I  said  before, 
it's  too  hot  to  remember. ' 

"  But  now  for  the  mystery  1 ' 

"  Yon  must  know  that  she's  had  lots  of  offers, 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing  ;  but  hang  me  if  she'll 
look  at  a  man  !  People,  one  and  all,  say  that 
there's  a  mystery  abont  her,  nnloss  she's  married 
already.     Here  she  comes  again  T' 

And,  mounted  on  a  superb  mare,  with  a  groom 
behind  her,  Geraldine  appears  in  all  her  many 
charms.  She  canters  past,  looking  only  straight 
before  her. 

She  is  a  lovely  woman  !"  Donald  Irvane  exclaims 
admiringly,  and  as  if  to  himself. 

"Yes;  a  regular  stunner,  is  she  not?"  drawls 
forth  Brodderford. 

"I  should  like  to  knofw  her,"  Irvane  says,  after 
a  panse. 

'•  Would  you  ?  Come  with  me  to  the  flower- 
show  at  the  Botanic  "Gardens  to-morrow,  and  I'll 
present  you  to  her,  old  fellow.  If  it  don't  rain,  she's 
sure  to  be  there.  ' 

"I'll  go  with  you,  then,  Brodderford,  '  returns 
Donald  Irvane.  '•  Why  here's  a  suq)riso  !  Who 
would  have  dreamed  of  meeting  him  here  in 
London,  of  all  places  in  the  world?  I  left  him  in 
South  Africa  onlv  eleven  weeks  ago !" 

"  What  fellow ■?"  asks  the  other.  "  What's  his 
name?" 

"  Don  Paolo  Sebastian,  a  Spanish  grandee,  the 
handsomest  man  lever  saw  ;  rich  as  a  prince  brave, 
as  a  lion,  generous  to  a  fault" 

"Irvane,  what  a  happy  chance  to  meet  yon  here 
at  last !"  cries  a  full  manly  voice,  with  a  foreign  ac- 
cent mellowing  it's  rich  tones  ;  and  following  these 
words,  Don  Paolo  Sebastian  reins  up  his  horse  by 
the  side  of  the  yotmg  Englishman,  and  stretches  out 
an  eager  hand  of  welcome  to  him. 

"Thanks,"  returns  Irvane.  "I  needn't  in<jiure 
after  the  state  of  your  health.  Allow  me  to  make 
you  acquainted  with  my  friend  here  -an  old  college 
chum  of  mine,  and  a  capital  ie„_"  " 

baying  which,  the  sevenil  iinmeN  are  repeated, 
and  the  ceremony  of  iutrmliiction  having  V>een  per- 
formed, the  three  horsemen  ride  on  together  abrt^st 

Irvrtne  and  the  Spsiniard  begin  to  talk  about 
South  Africa  with  one  another.  The  former  has 
many  questions  to  ask  atxiut  people  there  whom 
they  have  both  known,  and  the  other  is  full  of  in- 
formation respecting  them  and  others. 

Now  and  then  Brodderford  makes  a  languid  ob- 
servation ;  but  on  the  whole  he  is  better  disposed  to 
listen  than  to  talk,  until  Gemldino  appears  again. 
Then,  as  if  he  could  not  helj)  it  tie  cries  ont 
"  There's  that  girl  again,  Donald  !  I  shall  try  to 
catch  her  eye,  it  I  can." 

Irvane  glances  to  his  left  jis  Geraldine  approaches, 
BO  also  does  the  SpanianL 

An  involuntary  start— a  start  of  sudden  recog- 
nition on  the  part  of  the  latter-  causes  him  to  jerk 
the  reins  he  hokls,  wereupon  his  horse  makes  a 
a  plunge,  and  then  rears  with  a  snort  of  alarm. 

This  little  incident  attracts  the  immediate  atten- 
tion of  Geraldine,  who  drops  her  whip. 

"  It  is  some  fearful  apparation,"  she  thinkn,  at 
the  sight  of  the  buccaneer  captain,  who  dismountu, 
picks  up  her  whip,  and,  with  lifted  hat,  presents  it 
to  her. 

'■  Madame.  I  have  the  honor,"  he  says  in  French, 
as  Geraldine,  with  white  cheeks  and  eyes  full  of  af- 
fright, reoeiveefrom  his  hand  her  property. 

Thank  yon,"    her  pale  quivering  lips  strive  to 


say  ;  but  not  a  sound  jwwes  between  them— her 
voice  seeuis  whuUy  «utfocat«d. 

Then,  with  Luughty  bow,  she  riiles  slowly  on- 
ward, leuvinj;  Stsbatitiau  a  prey  to  contending  em- 
otions—to  Huch  as  be  teels  he  must  hide  from  every- 
one. 

He  remounts  hia  horse,  and  rejoins  his  com- 
panions, with  a  light  luugh  and  an  air  of  assumed 
gaiety. 

"  By  Jove,  what  a  lucky  fellow  you  are  !"  drawls 
Brodderford.  addressing  the  S^taoiard,  who  is  once 
more  near  him. 

"How  am  I  so,  pray?"  Sebastian  inquires. 

"Why,  in  having  had  the  happiness,  and  all  that 
sort  of  thing,  of  picking  up  that  lady's  whip.  Why 
the  deuce  didn't  you  let  me  do  so  ?  You  great,  tall, 
handsome  ftllows  are  always  to  the  fore,  to  the  dis- 
advantage of  those  who  are " 

"Slower,  eh?"  catches  up  Irvane,  with  acheerj', 
good-humored  Liugh.  "Now  I  myself  would  fain 
have  been  gliui  to  have  the  chance  of  doing  the 
same  thing,  for  I  really  want  to  know  the  lady." 

"Feeling  curious  about  her,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing  ?"  interrupts  BrfHldertord,  "  Well,  lots  of 
other  felluws  whiiui  I  know  are  juKt  bothering  thein- 
Kelvrtj  in  the  Hiime  way  about  her.  What  do  yon 
think  of  Mihs  Maur  ?"  he  udd>>,  tunuug  to  Sebiis- 
tian  with  a  quehtioning  look.  "Isn't  she  a  real 
stunner?" 

"I— I  hanlly  can  say,  Mr.  Brodderford,"  the 
other  replifs.     I  scarcely  looked  at  the  Lidy." 

"  You  sitw  that  she  was  hundsome,  surely?  A 
fellow  without  eyes  might  be  able  to  see  that,  I 
think,"  Brodderford  says,  with  a  woidd-be  sage 
nod  (if  his  unwise  head. 

Donald  Irvime  laughs  again  very  heartily ;  and 
the  Sptiiiiurd,  in  order  to  hide  his  confusion  and 
his  troubled  state,  lan^'hs  likewise. 

"I  must  see  Miss  Maur  again  before  I  can  pre- 
sume to  pronounce  any  opinion  as  to  her  persouni 
clmrnis,  the  latter  remurks  somewhat  awkwardly. 
"I  daresay  I  shall  hiive  »n  op|)<)rtuiiity  of  meeting 
her  Lomewhere  again  during  my  stay  in  London. 
I  have  a  lady  with  mo  my  couhiu— whom  I  uieuu 
to  take  to  every  place  to  which  a  lady  may  betaken; 
at  one  of  these  places  probably  I  uaiy " 

"Accompany  Brodderford  and  me  to  the  Botanic 
Gardens  to-morrow,  and  you  will  be  favored  with 
another  sight  of  her — this  time  a  gooil  one,"  Irvane 
interrupts  the  speaker  by  saying. 

"TLuiuk  you  ;  I  shall  be  most  happy  to  join  yon, 
with  my  cousm,"  Sebastian  answers.  "But  allow 
me  to  ask  who  thitf  Mias  Maur  is  V"  he  asks,  with 
as  much  indifference  as  he  can  possibly  manage  to 
assume. 

"Come  and  dine  with  Irvane  and  myself  at  my 
club,  and  you  shall  hear  all  I  know  about  her," 
Brodderford  replies. 

"  Thank  you  ;  I  shall  be  most  happy  to  do  so," 
Sebastian  replies,  eagerly. 


CHAPTER  VL 


DONNA   IKABEliA. 


"I  have  seen  her,  Isalx-Ila,  I  have  seen  her  once 
again  ;  looking  more  lovely  than  ever  !"  Sebastian 
says,  as  he  prepares  to  seat  himsell  at  a  breaki'a.st 
table  opix)site  to  a  Very  bttauliful  woman,  much  re- 
sembling himself,  but  .some  years  younger. 

"You  have  seen  Af;-— Miss  Maur.  SelMisliauV"  re- 
turns th«  lady,  pausing  in  her  tisk  of  making  tea, 
and  looking  anxiously  at  the  si>eaker. 

"  Miss  Maur,  indeed  !"  reitetits  the  Spaniard. 
"  My  wife,  you  meant  to  say.' 

"Vou  know  what  she  is  better  than  I  do,  Sebas- 
tian." 

"I  do,"  he  answers.        ■ 

"But  the  question  is  as  to  what  she  acknow- 
ledges herself  to  be  ?" 

"  They  tell  me  that  she  refuses  to  encourage  a 
suitor,  however  high  in  rank  he  may  be — nay,  I 
am  informed  that  it  is  currently  reported  that  she 
is  already  married. " 

"That  is  strange,  is  it  not?" 

"Yes;  very  strange,  indeed,  that  they  should 
have  got  hold  of  the  riji;ht  explanation.  I  wonder 
how  tliat  is,"  the  Spaniard  says  musingly.  "Yon 
should  have  seen  her  start  of  amazement  at  seeing 
me !  She  recognised  me  on  the  instant  I  will  tell 
you  all  about  it,  Isabella. 

And  h«  does  so  ;  faithfully  narrating  those  par- 


ticulars with  which  the  render  is  already  fully  ac- 
quainted. Isabella  listens  with  deep  attention  to 
all  until  he  has  finished  his  recital.  She  does  not 
interrupt  him  with  even  an  exclamation  or  a  look 
until  he  ceases  speaking  ;  thenshesays,  "And  now, 
Sebastian,  your  future  movements  ;  what  are  they 
to  be?" 

"First,  we  shall  go  together  to  the  Botanic 
Giirdens  to-day,  where  she  is  to  be." 

Isabella  nwls  her  head.  "I  see,"  she  answers, 
alter  a  moments  |)au8e.     "  What  then  ?" 

"  We  shall  see  her-*- you  and  I  together.  Shall 
meet  her  face  to  face." 

"Farther  than  that?" 

"  We  will  pass  her  frequently,  you  by  my  side, 
saying  with  your  pair  of  magnificent  eyes,  "Sebas- 
tian, how  I  love  you  !'* 

"  And  they  will  si)e«k  the  truth— only  the  truth, 
as  you  well  know,"  rejoines  the  lady  resting  her 
gaze  uiKin  the  K|)aniai)ii  very  afiectionately. 

"We  nnist  not  look  at  her  ;  we  must  api)ear  so 
thoroughly  wrapinid  xxp  in  oiu  two  selves  that  we  do 
not  even  seem  to  see  her. " 

"  I  comprehend.     0o  on  !" 

"She  must  be  led  to  Iwlieve  me  in  love  with  you; 
by-and-by,  perha]>s,  I  can  so  manage  matters  as  to 
have  a  rei>ort  set  afloat  that  I  am  about  to  be  mar- 
ried ;  that  reiK>rt  will  be  certain  to  reach  her  ears 
through  the  means  I  will  employ  for  that  purpose." 

"  Then  what  farther,  Sebastian  ?" 

"I  dare  not  even  speculate  upon  the  result  of 
my  plans.  I  can  only  ho|)e  that  they  may  help  to 
brmg  about  that  for  which  I  am  praying  night  and 
day." 

"You  love  her  so  very  dearly,  S«'bastianV" 

"  Better  ten  thousand  times  tliun  myself." 

"And  that  is  saying  everything,  when  a  mafi 
si)eaks,"  Isalx'Ua  retorts,  with  a  laugh.  "And  pray 
how  am  I  to  dress  for  this  most  imiM)rtaut  cx'- 
casiou?"  she  adds  l)etriying  a  truly  feminine  in- 
terest on  this  particular  iM)int. 

"Wear  your  most  becoming  dress,  your  most 
captivating  bonnet,  and  you  will  do  well,"  he  an- 
swered, with  a  smile,  which  she  meets  with  another, 
much  resembling  his  own. 

"I  will  make  myself  absolutely  irresistible,"  she 
says. 

"  You  will  not  hav«  much  trouble  to  do  that  Isa- 
bella." 

"Yon  are  growing  quite  complimentary,  Sebas- 
tian." 

"  \'ou  cannot  say  I  am  ungrateful.** 

"  1  am  afraid  flattery  is  sweet  to  me." 

"  My  words  can  never  be  termed  those  of  flattery, 
when  addressed  to  you,  Isabella." 

"  You  are  the  handsomest  and  best  niauain  all 
creation  !"  she  says  onthusiostioally. 

"Hush!  -hush,  IsaWlIa  !  You  know  what  a 
scoundrel  I  have  heeti  ! ' 

"I  know  you  havo  done  wrong— who  does  not  do 
so  at  one  time  or  other  during  lite?— but  I  will  not 
have  you  call  yourself  any  ugly  nanius  ;  besides, 
you  are  reitdy  to  repair  the  injury  you  have  done 
this  lady  ;  and  sinceyou  have  inherited  IwUh  wealth 
and  station,  you  are  her  eijual  in  point  of  worldly 
iwsition." 

"No,  no,  Isal)ella ;  I  am  not  her  e<|ual  in  any 
way,  and  it  would  be  an  iminissibility  to  be  made 
such  by  either  rank  or  w«dth  V 

"  My  darling  brother " 

"  Isabella,  another  such  word,  and  yon  will  ruin 
me  r'  he  criee,  reproving.  "  For  the  present,  you 
know,  it  has  been  aminged  between  ourselves  that 
we  are  only  cousins." 

"  Yes,  yes  ;  it,  was  only  a  slip  of  the  tongue.  I 
will  be  more  guarded  for  the  future,  dear  Sebastian." 

"YoQ  must  be  so,  indeed,  Isal)ella,  or  all  my 
plans  will  tail.  I  depend  uj)ou  your  beauty,  your 
tict,  lor  the  success  of  my  scheme." 

"  And  you  shidl  not  depend  iqwu  a  broken  slaflF, 
dear,  rely  upon  me." 

"I  will  rely  upon  you,  Isabella,"  Sebastian  an- 
swers, with  emphasis. 

CH.\PTER  IV. 

*  THE  BOTANIC  OARDEXa. 


An  unforseen  occurrence  prevents  Donald  Icvane 
from  joining,  as  it  had  been  arranged  he  should,  the 
littl«>  party  of  visitors  to  the  gardens  ;  Brodderford, 
however,  accompanies,  and  acts  the  part  of  guide 


IP 


to  the  two  strangers— Sebastian  aifd  his  so-called 
cousin,  Isabella.  "     , 

They  are  not  long  amongst  the  lovely  floweix 
here  displayed  in  such  glowing  profusion,  before 
Sebastian,  whose  gaze  luis  been  wandering  restlessly 
round  about,  begins  to  experience  a  sensation  of 
coldness  in  the  reigon  of  hLs  heart,  which  is  quickly 
followtnl  by  a  hot  flushing  of  the  face. 

Cjeraldine  acconqMinied  by  an  elderly  lady,  is  re- 
garding l8al)ella  with  a  keen,  incjuiring  look.  She 
does  not  apjH'arto  bestow  a  ringle glance  upon  him- 
self ;  her  whole  attention  seems  to  be  absorbed  in 
the  examination  of  his  fair  companion,  who,  attired 
to  |>erfectiou,  is  looking  quite  radiant,  and  attnict- 
ing  the  general  observation  and  admiration  of  nearly 
all  around. 

"She  is  here,"  remarks  Bro<lderford,  in  a  low 
voice,  and  at  the  same  time  nudging  Sebastian's  el- 
lx)W.  "  I  must  go  and  sjieak  to  her.  Pray  excuse 
me  for  a  few  moments  ;  I  will  be  back  aaain  almost 
directly." 

And  so  saying,  the  careless  young  man  slips  away, 
and  finds  Qeraldine's  side  the  next  instant, 

"Miss  Maur,"  hecomtliencos,  in  rather  sprightly 
tones  for  him  ;  "  charmed  to  see  you  here  amongs/ 
the  flowers  !  Hojw  I  Bee  you  well  ?  liovely  day— 
awfully  sultry  ;  though  nothing  perfect  in  this  world; 
Splendid  show  of  roses— better  than  last  year,  wver 
m .  innch.     Heard  the  new  singer  ?"  . 

'ITien  he  halted.  -I 

St^imething  in  the  expression  of  Geraldine's  face 
arrests  his  voice,  and  actually  makes  him  forgetful, 
an<l  at  a  loss  for  words. 

He  liwks  at  her  open-mouthed  ;  he  fanci^  she 
has  l)een  taken  suddenly  ill,  her  features  have  be- 
come so  very  white  and  still,  and  her  eyes  have 
such  a  stnngo  light  in  them. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  she  says,  recovering  her- 
self with  an  eflfort.  "  I  am  afraid  I  have  not  been 
listening  to  you.  I  am  S4)  sorry,  Mr.  Bnxlderford; 
but  I  was  so  fascinated  by  yonder  lady's  beauty  that 
I  could  not  all  at  once  remove  my  thoughts  from 
her.  Do  vou  know  wh^she  is  ?"  She  is  a  foreitiner 
is  she  not?" 

"She  is  Sj>Hnish  ;  as  also  is  he,  her  companion," 
answers  the  other. 

"Ho?" 

"Her  comptnion,  Don  Paolo  Sebastian.  The 
lady  is  his  cousin,  to  whom  he  gave  me  to  under- 
stand he  is  engaged." 

"  Inde«<l !"  Creraldine  replies.  T  .; 

"They'll  make  a  magTiitiopnt  pair,  WOnt  they? 
He's  awfully  rich  -quite  a  gnndi  i  of  Spain,  they  say. 
I  don't  quite  understand  wliat  ;,'iiiuaeo  means,  but 
I  KupiKwe  it's  something  in  the  way  of  noble." 

"  A  noble  of  Spaii^!     Ho?"  cries  Geraldine. 

"Yes;  why  not?  He  looks  and  behaves  like 
one,  lam  sure,"  returns  Brodderford.  "I  assure 
you  he's  a  jolly  fellow,  Miss  Maur  ;  and  she's  as 
nice  as  nice  can  be. " 

"  Nodonbt—  nodoubtatall !"  Geraldine  answers, 
sUfflly.  "  I  don't  feel  well ;  the  heat  is  op- 
I>ressive,  and  the  perfume  of  these  flowers  makes 
mo  feel  (juite  faint.  Let  us  go  home  at  once,  Mra 
I'eudray,"  i«he  adds,  turning  to  her  matronly  com- 
panion. "Good morning,  Mr.  Brodderford."  And, 
w  ith  a  bow  to  the  young  man,  she  sweeps  grace- 
fully away. 

Brodderford  now  saunters  back  to  Sebastian  and 
Isidjella.  There  is  something  of  a  disapiwinted  and 
crestliillen  look  about  him  that  sits  ill  on  his  usually 
gootl-humored  looking  countenance. 

"  (Jone  homo  ill,"  he  says,  not  very  lucidly,  and 
with  a  shrug  of  his  shoulders,  as  he  rejoins  Sebas- 
tian and  Isabella. 

"  Gone  home  ill  ?"  repeats  the  Spaniard.  "  I  am 
at  a  kiss  ;  of  whom  are  you  speaking?" 

"Of  Mi(«  Maur,  to  be  sure,"  returns  Brodderford 
"  -Vll  of  a  suilden,  and  while  I  was  speaking  to  her, 
she  grew  white  as  a  ghost  ;  and,  making  some  sort 
»>f  an  excuse  to  me  about  hot  flowers  and  perfumed 
Weather,  she  bolted  away  like  a  shot" 

"Miss  Maur  has,  then,  left  the  gardens?"  asks 
S'lmstiau,  with  ill-concealed  anxiety. 

"  Yes  ;  she  has  vanished,  sure  enough,"  replies 
Broddertbrd.  with  an  impatient  gesture,  "  She's 
awfully  handsome  and  all  that  bat  I've  got  a  notion 
she's  got  a  bit  of  atem{)er  of  her  own. ' 

"  What  do  yon  menu?"  inquires  Sebastian. 

"  Well,  I  think  she  was  feeling  a  trifle  jealous  to- 
day." 

To  he  OoiUiiuud  -  Uonnmenced  in  Xo.  14& 

—  -  -  "1.i»'?g,--,    ^._ 
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I'm  all  Broke  up  To-Day. 

Wriitou   l.jr  Ell    IlarrlKan. 

Tlia  Mnslr  ran  l<i-  "t.tuiiieil  of  K.  II    lliirdiDg,  Mo.  229 
Uo.>«i.T    New-Yurk.    Vrice  lOcauU 


I  live  in  l?riK)klyu,  ou  tbo  Lejgbts, 

I  <>;teu  cMss  the  Ifrry, 

To  CHilieiiiie  Kfreet  where  I  nsnaUy  meet 
M.v  ht'couil  c-oiisiii  Jerry. 

II  was  lust  iii{jlit,  1  K«it  80  tigbt, 
Tlie  divil  n  jn  uuy  to  ptiy, 

At  Miloiifv  s  liiir  we'll  beer  and  cigars, 

I'm  all  bniko  u\>  to-«luy. 

Cboius  :     1  Hill  uot  intoxicated. 
But  Klijiblly  elevutet! 
AVitli  jciy  I'm  over-beuted, 
I'm  111!  broke  up  to  ilay. 

From  Maloyey's  Tie  went  to  C.isey'a, 

It  was  alter  twelve  o'clock, 

We  cat  liot  clitms  mul  tryx  of  InmbH, 

Tbre«  barrels  ol  Kiuiilie  rocks. 

Men  from  Tyrone  ami  swtit  Atblona, 

AeriMs  the  Aliuuiic  .Say, 

Had  arj^nnieiits  ol  cou-t<iUeuce  ; 

I'm  all  broke  up  lo-da» . 

I  had  an  idti-rciition 
AVilb  Mal(int>*s  briither  Jack, 
Wo  wnstltil  ronud  the  barrels, 
I  ])Ut  bim  ou  biK  back  ;  « 

•  Tbeu  all  Malouey's  lumily 
Tbey  put  me  en  a  dray, 
And  teok  me  to  a  calaboose  I 
I  Di  all  broke  up  today. 

I  have  fraMied  a  resolution. 
The  ple«lKO  I'm  M<>i»'«  '"^  '''K"  I 
Drink  Gint;er  ale,  au<l  Double  X  Pale. 
And  Friuib  Ci'nandaigua  wine. 

I II  sober  up  and  shake  the  cup, 
Drink  uotbiug  but  Coflfee  and  Tay  ; 
I'll  bOitk  niy  b<ad  and  go  to  bed, 
I'm  all  brok^  n;i  t.Mlty. 


Chorus. 


Chorns. 


Choms. 


Barney's  Courtship; 

•  ,  •    ■  on 

■■"  ■---.     Dear  Mollie  Come  With  Me. 

MiiilC  PnV)li«liiM\  b>\VliitBAi  <loii.l:iiiil    f6  Tremont  Street, 
Uuaiou.  Mass.      PiKa  40  cunts. 


The  Biin  ebiues  brightly,  Mollie,  dear, 

About  your  cabin  door, 
And  joyous  bird.s  are  sinking  clear 

Their  carols  as  ot  yore  ; 
Tlie  nuntibine  that  before  you  floats. 

Is  dimmed  as  by  ecli|>se, 
Anil  M<^llio  d<ar.  the  bird's  Rv  eet  notes 

Catch  music  liom  _\i>iu-  lips! 
Chorus  :     1  hear  the  ilistuiit  silvery  bells, 
Kiu!^  out  tluir  dulci-t  stntin. 
And  I  bear  the  ili:.i«iit  silvery  belln, 
,  .  Itnif.;  out  thtir  dulcet  strain, 

Aud  soinethinK  in  llie  glad  musio 
Tells  me  I  may  lii>i«  agiin  ! 
•  . '    .       Bomi'lliiut;  in  the  t^lad  music 
Tells  me  1  may  hope  u^aiu  ! 

The  roeeH  blusli  alouf;  the  wall. 

And  lilicH  u\w  Ihiir  bells  ; 
Your  lovely  features  blei'd  them  all, 

Aud  iHile  the  Howry  ilells  ; 
I  weiir  a  boiupu-t  ou  my  breast. 

' I'wns  formed  l)y  thy  sweet  iirt  ; 
You  are  the  tlower  I'd  like  btst 

To  Weill  withiu  my  heart ! 

O.  Mollie,  darliuR,  will  yon  go 

With  mo  to  distant  lands'/ 
Yon  mi^l  uot,  Ciumot  answer  "No  !"        ;         ' 

My  joy  is  in  your  bauds  ; 
I  have  not  we«dth,  but  hoi^o  and  love 

Are  richer  far  beside. 
And  earth  will  seem  like  heaven  above. 

If  yon  will  be  my  bride  !  Chorns. 

I  have  your  nimwer,  it  is  "  yes !" 

Tie  murmured  sweet  aud  low  : 
An  angel  whi8|)er,  sent  to  blees  ..     . 

The  heart  of  man  below  ; 
The  roees  perfume  round  ns  steals, 

The  birds  sing  sweetly  now  ; 


Cbonis. 


May  heaven  bless  the  kiss  that  seals 
Our  heart's  eternal  vow  ! 

Chorus  :     Afltr  lost  verae. 

The  good  ship  lies  out  in  the  fog, 

To  Ixsar  us  o'er  the  sea  ; 

Yes,  the  goo<1  ship  lies  out  in  tbo  bay. 

To  bear  us  o'er  the  sea  ; 

Yee,  we  will  go  to  America, 

Dear  mollie,  come  wiih  me  ! 

We  will  go  to  America. 

Dear  Mollie,  come  with  mo  ! 

The  Spielers, 

Uy  J.  T..  Faeiiaj'.         Air:     8weet  Forgat  H*  Not. 


I'll  sin^  about  some  nol)by  girls, 

I  met  the  I  ther  night, 
Who  are  very  loud  of  dancing, 

lu  it  tbey  take  delight. 
They  go  to  partii's  lUid  soirees. 

Ami  almost  every  ball  ; 
You're  sure  to  tiud  the  "spiele'rs  '*  tkere- 

Who  take  the  shine  of  all. 
Chorus  :     Graceful  and  so  eliarmin}». 
They  glide  aloiif;  no  neat. 
Enchanted  by  the  mii^iiv 

They  time  their  busy  feat. 
Their  merry  ringing  lauj^uter. 

Their  face  with  pleasure  beams 
AVbile  dancing  in  the  mazy  waltz. 
The  spielers  leigu  supreme. 

They  dance  tli<-  laneiers  au4  glide  waltz, 

Mazourka  and  quadrille. 
Polka  aud  Virginia  reel, 

It  seems  they  cau't  keep  still. 
They're  ou  the  floor  at  every  dance, 

All  night  tliey're  sure  to  stay, 
Aud  when  the  dawn  couu-s  peeping  in — 

They  go  home  at  break  ol  day.  Chorus. 

There's  Mary  Ann,  and  Sarah  Jane 

Maggie,  Nell,  aud  Kate, 
Wherever  they  may  chance  to  go, 

It's  fun  they're  sure  to  make.  • 

From  early  morn  till  late  at  night, 

They  work  in  stores  aud  shops. 
And  wheu  the  drei.ry  day  is  o'tr, 

Tbey  go  to  a  ball  or  hop.  Chorus. 


.«•>. 


Sparkling  Piper  Heidsieck. 

Sau);  l>y  Ti>uy  Pastor. 

Tlie  Mnnle  I*  inilillilieil  by  Ollvnr  Ditsou  ft  Cu, 
liostuu    Maai.,      Price  40  cauls. 


Oh  !  some  may  sing  oT  sweet  Moeello, 

Of  Topaz,  Sherry,  Ituby,  Port ; 
For  common  wims  tluy'll  il'>  quite  well, 

lint  as  lor  me  Hiey're  not  t  le  sort. 
Fill  me  a  bumjier  to  the  brim. 

Of  Piper  •leidsirck,  sparkling  gay, 
Aud  every  care  and  shallow  dim 

Will  take  the  hint  aud  fly  uwuy. 
Chorus. 

Heidsieck,  yes.  Piper  Heidsieck  ! 

That  is  the  wine,  bovs,  bumper  diviue,  boys, 
Heidsieck,  yes  Piper  Heidsieck, 

That  is  tlie  wiue  bo\s,  the  wine  formal 

For  Rhino  wine  some  may  have  a  taste, 

And  some  may  laucy  other  brauds  ; 
Hut  as  for  me,  when  on  the  spree, 

Tbo  wine  I  dri^ik  unrivalled  stands. 
It  soltly  climljs  up  to  my  brain, 

Andsiugs  for  n»o  the  sweetest  songs  ; 
While  all  the  joys  of  life  again 

Come  flocking  touud  in  fairy  tl  r  >ug8  !         Ch#. 

Oh  !  'tis  the  w  inrt  I  love  to  drink. 

It  keeps  mo  ui^iry  all  the  jear  ! 
What  joy  to  see  it  s  bubbUs  wink. 

Like  iliamoud  eyes  we  love  so  dear. 
Take  whiskey,  brtiudy.  if  you  choose. 

No  pleasure  in  the  draught  Isei  ; 
But,  oh  !  to  drive  away  the  blues. 

It's  PqKT  Heidsieck",  boys,  for  me  !        Chorus. 

It  makes  yon  every  pain  forget ;  .    "    f 

.     It  makes  the  darkest  day  so  bright ; 
The  only  draught  I've  seen  as  yet,  !  ■    ;> 


To  tempt  a  fellow's  appetite.  *• 

Tho'  "  cocktail's  '  ar-  the  style  at  morn. 

When  heads  are  dizzy,  very  queer. 
The  drink  to  take  when  you  feel  gone, 

la  Pf^r  Heidsieck,  sparkliug  clear  !      Chorus. 


Pretty  Little  Blue-Eyed  Stranger. 

By  Bobby  Nrwconib. 

TUaMasIf,  Cnpyrlgbtnil  and  Piiliji>li<'d  hv  F    W    Hphuick 

ofNoAOWost  4tli  HIraet.    CliirlDiixtl    (Oi.io  J     ran  >e 

ulitaiueJ  at  aujr  Mualc  Storu— Prico  4Ui'eiitii 


When  the  summer  breeze  was  blowing 
O'er  the  laud  aud  far  across  the  sea, 
I  met  a  little  blue-eyed  stranger,  •  1 

As  pretty  as  cau  be.  1 

Her  dress  the  pink  ot  neatuess,  ^ 

Her  walk  the  height  of  grace. 
Her  smile  the  mouid  of  sweetucsH,  I 

i\ud  such  a  haudsome  face. 
Chorus  ;    Oh !  wheu  the  summer  breeze  was  blowing. 
O'er  the  hind  and  far  across  the  sea, 
I  met  a  little  blue-eyed  stranger 
As  pretty  as  cau  be. 

Wavy  golden  ringlets  flowing 
To  the  breeze  so  merry,  light  and  free. 

That  kissed  the  little  blue-eyed  stranger. 
As  pretty  as  can  be. 

Towards  her  I  walke  I  gaily. 

While  waves  rolled  ou  the  shore,  ■ 

I  tried  tos|>eak.  but  vainly, 


I  ne'er  ft  It  so  before. 


Chorns. 


The  setjiiel  to  the  story  knowing, 

The  end  of  course  you'd  like  to  hear  from  me, 
I've  wed  this  little  blue-eyed  stranger  • 

As  pretty  as  can  be. 
We're  living  iu  contentment  -■  , 

Just  down  by  the  shore, 
Aud  another  little  stnuiger 

Now  plays  around  the  door.  Chon;s. 


Little  Cherry  Blossom. 

CopyrlRbt,  1878   l>r   E   IT.  Banlit.K.        Tb«  Miialc  cau  ba 
bad  ofE.  U   liaraiiiK.  No.  TiH  Uowery.     Prica  40  cia 


The  red,  red  rose  that  lovely  grows; 

Aud  blushes  like  a  maiden. 
Keeps  nodding  to  the  gentle  breeze. 

With  rosy  perfume  laden  ; 
To  greet  a  little  tiny  elf, 

For  her  my  heart  is  yearning  ; 
Aud  lately  I  am  scarce  myself. 

My  heart  with  love  is  blooming. 
Chorcs. 

Little  Clierry  Flossom  will  yon  love  me? 

Little  cherry  blossiiin  will  you  wed  xa<r? 
While  the  stars  are  twinkling  in  the  sdeut  dell. 

Such  a  tale  of  Iovm  I'll  tell  thee  I 
Oh  !  little  cherry  blosom  will  you  love  me? 

Little  cherry  blossom  will  you  wed  me'/ 
While  the  stars  are  twinkling  in  the*ileut  dell. 

Such  a  tale  of  love  I'll  tell  thee ! 

The  lily,  all  proclaim  so  fair, 

She  is  the  queen  of  flowers  ; 
The  rose,  they  bay,  conveys  line  love, 

'Mid  Cupid's  shining  bowers  ; 
The  pansie  say),    ' '  Forget  me  uot !" 

The  laurel  rinwns  with  glory, 
The  one  tliii,%  fairer  than  the  lot. 

The  subject  of  my  stor}'. 

The  dew  apou  the  rose  is  like 

The  tears  that  she  is  sheiiding. 
Impatient  for  a  day  to  come. 

For  soon  thfii-'ll  Ix'  a  wciMing  ; 
Aud  from  life's  gar  leii  I  thai    iiiU 

A  lair  and  Ira^rant  flo»'  : 
Aud  ke«:p  It  l>l<M>iiiiu<{  all  In .   lite, 

Withiu  love's  happy  bowii. 


Chorus. 


Choma. 


How  Merrtly  we  Live. 


Hi>w  merrily  we  live  that  shepherds  be, 

K  luiiilelays  we  sin«  with  merry  glee  ; 

t)ii  thf  pleasiuit  downs   wli»-re,  as  our  flocks  we s.  e. 

We  ferl  no  care   we  fiar  no'  fortune's  fmwus  ; 

We  have  ni>  envv  which  sweet  mirth  confounila. 


TII£ 


JOURJlfAI.. 


Hit  Him  Again,    He's  got  no  Friends. 

,  • ,  ."      SuuK  1>T  Tonj  Paator. 


The  »ii>K  and  downs  of  tbin  great  world, 

Would  fill  a  mighty  book,  . 

But  thoee  iu  luxury  pasH  by,  '  :•    '. 

Aud  seldom  cbniice  to  look 
Ou  those  whom  fortune  has  not  blest. 

With  friendship's  pitying  eye, 
l{ut  hear  his  story  with  11  shrug, 

Aud  coldly  pass  him  by  (with)— 
Churuu  :    Hit  him  again,  he's  got  no  friends, 
Drive  him  away  from  the  door  ; 
Hit  him  again,  he's  got  no  friends. 
What  good  is  a  man  when  he's  poor  ? 


A  man  of  wealth  may  be  a  lion 

In  party,  chiborbidl. 
Courted  by  men  of  high  degree, 

By  ladies  great  and  small  ; 
But  8pecul»tiou's  fickle  hand. 

May  sweep  away  his  gold. 
What"  then  do  men  of  high  degree. 

What  will  the  ladies  say?  (why)— 


Chorus. 


Bnt  then  the  rond  is  very  long, 

That  turns  not  in  its  way, 
For  tides  will  rise,  the  cat  will  mew, 

Tile  dog  will  have  his  day  ; 
Thu  rich  man  now  may  then  be  poor, 

The  poor  man  have  bis  pLice, 
And  he  who  suubs  to-tlay  may  look 

Into  the  other's  face  (and  say) 


Chorus. 


I  -1 


Gliding  up.  the  Stream. 

Wriiten  by  Ed  Uarrlgaii. 
Air :    Ollillng  dowu  the  •tietm. 


One  yenr  ago  my  Willie       ,      ^^ 

Gently  took  a  sail,  :        ;' 

As  far  as  Blaqjc well's  Island, 

He  couldu't  find  no  bail  ; 
He'd  been  h'istiug  sour  mashes. 

Till  he  got  ou  too  much  steam. 
In  a  Bellevue  ferry  vessel,  oh ! 

He  glided  up  the  stream. 

Chobus.     . 

Gliding  up  the  stream. 

Oh  !  how  iie  sucwzers  scream. 
With  bums  iitloiit  ou  a  Bellevue  boat. 

It's  a  ten  day  dizzy  dream  ; 
Gliding  up  the  stream. 

To  wear  a  suit  of  jean. 
Oh  !  what  a  gawk,  to  leave  New  Yoik, 

Aud  go  gliding  up  the  stream. 

They  put  him  in  the  baker's— 

My  Willie  pure  as  snow. 
And  made  bini  count  the  raisins, 

Aud  stamp  dowu  all  the  dough  ; 
They  cut  his  curly  ringlets, 

Yes,  shaved  his  head  oil'  clean. 
To  make  him  look  respectable. 

After  gliding  up  the  stream. 


Chorus 


When  Will  came  from  the  prison. 

He  floated  ill  a  tank,  V 

He  lauded  in  Astoria, 

On  Long  Island's  grassy  bank  ; 
He  fell  dowu  ou  his  beuders. 

So  bad  his  eye  did  gleam, 
Saying,  "  You'll  never  cutch-ee  me  no  more-ee, 

Gliding  up  the  stream."  Chortis 


Tapping  at  the  Garden  Gate.  ' 

BuiiK  liy  Mis*  AlicoaUarrlnoii. 

Who's  that  tapping  at  the  garden  gate? 
Tup,  tap,  taptiiug  at  the  garden  gate  ? 
t'v.Ty  night  I  hare  heard  of  late, 
Siimt'body  tapping  at  the  garden  gate. 
Why  you  sly  little  puss  !  don't  know! 
Why  ilo  you  blush  and  falter  so? 
What  lire  you  lookine  fur  under  th«»  chair  '< 
The  tap.  tup,  tappii'g  c.-uifs  not  from  there. 
Every  night  abont  halt  past  eight 
I'here's  tap,  tap.  tapping  at  the  garden  gate. 
Every  night  about  half  past  eight 
Tbeiie's  tap,  tap,  tapping  at  the  garden  gate. 


Oh  !  you  sly  little  fox  yon  know. 

Fidgeting  about  until  you  go 

Dropped  the  sugar  R()oon  !  whj-  there  it  lies, 

Bloss  the  girl,  where  are  your  eyes?  . 

Were  I  able"  to  leave  my  chair, 

Soon  would  I  find  out  who  is  there  ;  : 

Don't  tell  lue  you  think  it's  the  cat. 

Gats  don't  ttip.  t^ip,  btp  like  that. 

Cats  don't  know  when  it's  half  past  eight. 

And  come  tap  tapping  at  the  garden  gate. 

Cats  don't  know  when  it's  half  past  eight, 

Aud  come  tap,  tapping  at  the  gardeu  gate. 

m  i«i  ■    ;. 

It  Tickles  the  Ladies. 

Sunt;  by  Harry  MouliiKUe 

Music  of  tlila  S'>ii<;  can  lie  had  cf  Spear  k  DehiiUulT. 
717  UroaJway.   N.  Y. 


fellows  jnay 'no  better  looking. 

Richer,  wiser  than  myself. 
But  I've  a  gilt  I  gretitly  Yiiluo, 

More  than  beauty,  sense,  or  pelf : 
For  I  possess  a  style  aud  manner. 

Loved  by  every  girl  I  see, 
A  flirting,  teasing,  pleasing  way— that 

Tickles  them  and  just  suits  me. 

Spoken  ;  Just  my  little  peculiarity,  a  stylo  <>t 
my  own  that  tickles  them.  I  don't  know  what  it  is, 
you  know,  but  there's  something  about  mc  thiy 
like,  because 

Chokcs. 
It  tickles  the  litdies  immensely,  you  know  ! 
It  tickles  the  Indies,  wherever  I  go  ; 
It  tickles  the  ladies,  they  like  it,  and  so — 
They  thiuk  I  shall  marry— but— oh  !  dear  no  ! 

In  position  quite  roiuantic 

With  my  hiind  my  heart  uptin, 
I  sigh,  as  though  I'll  lost  the  power 

Of  ar-ti-(!U-la-ti-on  ! 
Then,  in  tones  as  low  and  gentle 

As  a  cooing  turtle  dove, 
Say-Well — something  sentiinentid,      ;• 

Look  -but  do  not  speak  Miy  love. 

Spoken  :  That's  how  it's  done,  this  s|)oouoy 
business  tickles  them  -and  they  are  in  no  hurry  tnr 
you  to  come  to  the  i>oiHt ;  they  don't  care  ^ir  it  to 
be  too  soon  over  for  the  longer  a  flirtation  lui^t^;,  tho 
more Chorus. 

Though  my  heart  with  love  may  tingle,    ..  ' 

I  ne'er  lose  my  hand  or  head,  ' 

For  I  know  I  must  keep  single, 

'should  lose  my  power  if  wed- 
Though  I  might  be  still  as  pleasing. 

Still  as  youthful,  fond,  and  gay,  ^. 

I  should  liud  the  charm  was  broken 

From  the  fatal  wedding  day. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  it  would  be  all  up,  the  sport  would 
be  over,  the  bird  would  be  caged,  iuiil  uobotly  l>ut 
my  better-half  would  admit,  that-  Choruo. 


Soda  Head  Phil; 


ou 


The  Bridal  of  Bridget  McTuck-it-up- 
drap-it-down-do. 


.\ir  : 


Oiu>  leud)  fur  cn<irt>o°.  Ac. 


Moy  name's  Phaikim  Dool,  oim  a  tinkar  to  thrade. 
And  miuuy's  the  taypot  aud  kattle  oive  made  ; 
Some  thiuk  oim  a  tool   but  they're  in  a  mistiike, 
For  Bhailiim's  the  towsar  that's  ivir  awake. 
Oy  loike  moy  cowl  [K>int,  an'  my  mother's  the  same. 
It  wuther  wiis  (Mfther,  she'd  coffln  a  sthrame  ; 
An'  whin  uudirhand  oy  slip  out  liir  a  swill, 
The  yuug  bucks  roiir  alter  me.  Soda  Head  Phil. 

Chobtts.         ,  ,       . 

Sfxla  Head  PhU.  Soda  Head  Phil,  ' 

The  whilps  they  roar  after  me,  Soda  Head  Phil ; 
1ft  wasn't  fur  lossin'  moy  mother's  cowl  swill 
Oid  dhrown  thim  fur  stoilin'  me  Soda  Head  Phil. 

!  Owl'  Biigtfit  McTuck-it-np-lMp-it-down-do. 
Invoited  ipov  mother     .:iv-  ni-  th'  wlii'l  f"0 
I   To  her  widt«u'  or  iiaity,  faix  ov  don't  Know  wmch  ; 
■   Thir  wot,  dumplius  and  thiimi>iins,  oy  nivir  saw  sich. 


The  suppir  bin  ovir,  oy  tuk  up  the  gntom, 
Aud.  Ibuudnr-Hn-oundK,  tlirn  him  iu  the  'rong  room  ; 
We  rnmmil'd  aud  tiiiumird  till  lowd  kaine  the  crj', 
O,  sheep's  (ripes  an'  kitlucys,  you've  bun^ed 

my  squint  ere. 
,.  Sodii  ilead,  <lc 

He  up  iu  a  flurry,  an'  fell  over  that   - 

Well,  boys,  it's  no  inattar,  oi'll  not  tell  yis  what  - 

It  liir  the  oi-ciizhun  was  rowl'd  up  in  silk. 

Held  giin)K)wdar  U\\,  minus  sugar  and  milk. 

He  up  like  owl'  Kimsiiu  and  flung  me  outside, 

O,  snail-traeks  and  s|>idar-webs  ovt-r  the  briiU-  : 

By  jappirs  oy  met  not  the  dnrlint's  can-sw  a. 

Fur  ofi°cnme  her  snowy-black,  ruveti-wliitc  tress<s. 

:■■-:■:.  „         ,1  ■,•.■"■       ;':8iv»  lltwi*,  Ac. 

The  nails  of  her  tooK.  not  bin  jtair'd  fur  a  year. 
My  teudar  |>arls  Imvicknl  — oy  whispirid  uiy  «liMir, 
Be  aisy  on  Phailani ;  'twus  Mick  thru  me  iu  ; 
Oh,  motht-r  o'  Mostis,  she  fixed  on  my  chin, 
Uer  agel-like  talans  :  oh,  murdiir,  she  roared. 
And  up  the  owl'  lather  the  vititors  jK)ur'd. 
They  up  lather,  down  lather,  kicked  uio  al)out, 
Like  a  kid's  puntid  hippin,  or  half-ttmky  trout. 

Soda  Head,  &x~ 

Oh.  cnd)trets  and  oyster-beds,  don't  kill  my  son. 
Hi'  i-i  such  a  foiuo  Ixiy.  and  I've  only  got  one  ; 
Help  !  brim.stt^ine  and  bullrushes,  cinders  aud  coke, 
Tliut  chin  on  your  shilcorn    moy  ilarlant,  is  broke. 
Here  two  drinikin  bhiebottils  snak<-<l  from  their  bate, 
Niilibt'il  mother  an'  me  by  the  h  lir  o'  the  pate. 
Fur  |Mrty  expri-shiius  th»-y  run  us  Ixdh  iu, 
And  that  put  an  en'  to  tlu'  cursedly  din.         Chonis. 
^  ••>  ^ 

Nanc^  Lee.  •• 

iiy  K.  Weathrrly    .M.  A.  MiikIc  l>y  Stcplieu  A'laiii*. 

Tlie  Music  can  he  "Muineil  of  K.  II.  IIhkIiiiu,  N<>.  t^ 

llower.v    New-Tura.   Price  10  ceiiU 


Of  all  the  wivps  as  (;'er  you  know 

Yeo  ho  !  lads  !  ho  !  yeo  ho !  yeo  ho  ! 

There's  none  like  Nancy  Lee  I  tmw,  .. 

Yeo  ho  !  lads,  ho  I  Yeo  ho !  •         " 

See  there  she  stands  an'  waves  her  hands  itiHm 

the  qiiiiy  ; 
An'  every  day,  when  I'm  awiiy.   she'll  watch  for  m*- 
All'  whisper  low,  when  tt-mixsts  blow. 
For  Jack  at  sea,  yeo  ho  !  lads,  hw  !  juo  ho  ! 

Cuour.s. 
The  sailor's  wile,  the  sailor's  star  sluiU  be  ! 
Yeo  ho  !  Wo  go  across  the  s«u  ; 
The  sailor's  wit<-,  the  sailor's  star  sludl  be  l 
The  sailor's  wife,  his  star  shall  be  ! 

The  hiirbor's  j^ast,  the  breezes  blow, 
Yeo  ho  I  lads  !  ho  !  j  eo  ho  !  yeo  ho ! 
Tis  long  ere  wo  come  back  I  know,    ,.    . 
Yeo  lio  !  lads,  ho  !  yeo  ho  ! 
But  true  au'  bright,  from  morn  till  night, 

my  iiuoio  will  be  ; 
All'  all  so  neat,  an'  snug,  an'  sweet  tor  Jack  it  sea  ; 
An'  Nancy's  face  to  bless  the  pUiue,  Au'  wclc<iato  OK^ 
Y«o  ho !  iad.->,  ho !  Yeo  ho  !  Cuorus. 

The  boa's'n  pipes  the  watch  Ijeiow,      :^       » 
Yeo  hoi  lads!  ho!  Yt^o  ho!  yeo  ho! 
I'lji-n  here's  a  health  U-toro  we  go, 
\fi>  ho  !   lads,  ho  !  yeo  lio  ! 

A  loii^,  iotiglitb  to  my  awe  t  wife,  aud  mutes  at  So*  , 
Aim  keoi<  our  bones  troni  Davyjimcs,  where'er  wo  oe, 
.^ii'  may  you  meet  a  mate  n.-.  sivent  us  Nancy  Li-e. 
Yeo  Ijo  !  lads,  ho  !  yeo  ho  I  Chorus 


■  ••• 


The  Wreath  You  Wove. 

The  wreath  yon  wove,  the  wreath  you  wovu. 

Is  fair  — but  oh  !  how  lair, 
If  Pity's  hand  had  stolen  trom  Ixive 

One  Leaf  to  mingle  there  ! 

It  every  rose  with  gold  were  titod. 

Dim  gems  for  dew-drops  lad. 
One  faded  leat  where  Love  hud  sighed. 

Were  sweetly  worth  them  iili. 

The  wreath  yon  wove,  the  wn-.i>tb  y»  u  worn. 

Our  emblem  well  may  be  ; 
Its  bloom  is  yours     but  hoi>eteiii  tove 

Must  keep  its  tears  for  aie  ! 


388 


TII£:    ISliVOKRS'    JOURrVAL.. 


Under  the  Lilac*. 

D)  H.  AlHtoii  D»r'ey. 

That  evening  nucler  tbo  lilacs, 

Do  j-on  reiufuibtr  it,  Belle  Irene? 
Then  you  were  tlie  lobbjists  iluiiing, 

tjocicty's  buwer  uiid  qut'en. 
We  Bigheil,  we  carttwed  ami  we  'juoted 

From  Teuuysou,  Buru8  ami  liyrou  ; 
And  J  on  Bjiiil  you  were  *•  awlully  "  jttaloas 

Ot  buby-tuced  lloHulie  Tyrou. 

She  ira:i  pretty,  Dello,  now  admit  it, 

lint  not,  worth  a  Houud  ttecoud  thought  : 
Yet,  I  iiiii!it  coiiiebs,  I  oit  wondered 

It  uilh  lier  gold  1  could  be  boii<>ht. 
For  1  btuuil  well  the  tiKt  with  the  mamn'a 

(Though  with  ]>a}Mi'N  my  clutucea  were  few). 
But  I  ruu  through  their  gauntlet  ol  umileti  ami 

Came  oat,  like  pure  gold,  true  to  you. 

And  the  testy  old  tough  in  the  comer, 

How  his  eyes  loUowtd  us  everywhere. 
Once,  during  the  German,  you  told  m« 

That  he  was  "a  i)erlect  old  bear  !" 
And  I  gave  him  a  terrible  deal.  Belle, 

Which,  I'm  thinking,  he  had  overheard  ; 
For  his  ejes  vowed  a  terrible  vengeance, 

But  his  tongue  s[>ake  never  a  word. 

Theu  we  strolled  out  nuder  the  lilacs. 

And  you  raised  your  solt  glauces  to  mine, 
And  1  whisiiered  "  I  love  you,  Belle  Irene. 

Let  me  ever  withiu  your  heart  shine." 
And  your  lips— set  iu  carmine,  and  tempting — 

I  madly  — yes,  pawiiouately  prossed  ; 
Theu  jourheud — joui  lips  murmuring  something— 

tieductivcly  tell  on  my  breubt. 

There  under  the  lilacs,  Belle  Irene, 

You  were  just  about  to  coutess 
That  you  loved  me,  wheu  swift  on  the  gravel 

Came  the  footsteps  of— well,  you  can  guesa^ 
And  a  hhtule  of  displeasure  passed  over 

Your  face  as  yo\i  saw,  and  to  me 
Said ;  -'Allow  me,  my  friend,  Mr.  Blank  Blank, 

My  husband,  Mr.  I>a!>h,  M.  C." 

Old  toughy  bowed  stiffly,  I  tell  j-ou. 

And  stiU'er  walked  with  you  away  ; 
At  that  qiiaiut  meeting  uuder  the  lilacs 

I've  luugbed  more  than  ouce  siuce  that  day. 
Do  yuu  thiuk  of  that  ^lauce  full  of  vengeance 

"He'  gave  me  iu  that  long  ago  ; 
"He"  meant  what  "lie"  meant  when  he  gave  it, 

'Twas  "  he  "  put  me  hero — what  a  go  ! 

They  bribed  me  with  ,•?."), 000. 

But  on  me  all  the  time  was  his  eye. 
And  he  said,  Mr.  Blank,  tliat'U  f;ive  yon 

Teu  years  iu  the  "sweet  by  aud  bye  ;" 
And  it  did,  but  I'm  patiently  wuitiug 

For  \ou  to  takt>  uie  from  this  place  ; 
You  must  work  up  the  Cabiuit.  Irene, 

With  the  charm:,  ot  your  beautiful  faoo. 

Let  some  Cabinet  members  sue  Rutherford 

For  my  pardon,  aud  use  well  your  eyes : 
Use  your  wit  to  get  me  out  of  prison 

To  seat  me  iu  love's  paradise. 
And  next  summer  iu  your  lovely  mansion 

I  will  all  my  eudearinys  renew 
While  mider  the  lilacs  and  moonlight. 

And  never  to  you  prove  untrua 


Poor  Little  Joe. 


Cold,  cold  was  the  night,  the  snow  had  be<'n  falling. 
The  wiud  it  was  whistliug  so  shiill  tliro'  the  street. 

When  on  a  d<x)rst«»p  a  poor  lad  was  lying, 

«  No  cap  ou  his  head,  no  shoes  ou  his  feet. 

The  poor  little  fellow  so  sadly  was  cr3'iug. 
Pitifully  Bobbing,  really  as  though 

His  little  heart  nearly  was  breaking. 
Who  wouldn't  pity  him,  poor  little  Jm. 

■'.■;  :'.  Chohus. 

A  poor  little  fellow  sadly  was  or}  iug. 
The  tears  from  his  eyes  sauk  deep  in  the  snow, 

Alas  !  there  was  no  one  to  soothe  bitn  when  dying. 
No  one  to  pity  bim,  poor  little  Joe. 


Colder  aud  colder  the  night  it  was  growing. 

The  wiud,  oh  !  how  bitter,   the  suow  still  fell  fast. 

The  poor  little  lad  ou  the  door  step  was  crouching, 
-It  seemed  just  as  if  each  breath  was  his  last. 

This  poor  little  fellow,  his  form  was  so  slender,     . 
Where  were  his  pareuts  that  be  should  die  so, 

Alas !  th^  were  dead,  Ue  too  was  dying, 

Who  wouldn't  pity  him,  poor  little  Joe.       Chorus. 

'Twos  morning  wheu  dead  ou  the  doorstep  they 

found  hiui, 

Ilis  cheeks  were  so  pale,  his  li))s,  oh !  so  blue, 
The  suow  like  a  white  sheet  lay  all  around  him. 

They  bore  him  away,  alas !  they  were  few. 
To  watch  where  they  Liid  his  poor  little  Ixxly, 

None  shed  a  tear  ou  the  form  they  laid  low. 
But  now  iu  heaven  surely  he's  resting, 

Alas  !  there  are  many  like  poor  Uttle  Joe. 


Cho. 


The  DoQybrook  Hat. 

Composed  l>y  O.  A.  OiboroOb 


Good  evening  to  ye's  one  and  all, 

Yer  lookiu'  well  I  see  ; 
I'm  glad  1  had  the  chauca  to-nighf« 

To  tell  you  who  I  be. 
I  just  aiuived  in  town  to-day. 

From  way  dowu  iu  the  flats ; 
Aud  so  I  thought  as  I  was  hero^ 

That  I'd  buy  me  one  of  the  hafSL 
Chorus  :     F«r,  I'm  au  Irishman, 
Eemember  that, 
A  jolly  old  cove. 

And  a  solid  Democrat ; 
I'm  one  of  the  boys, 

Sure  I'lu  no  flat. 
And  I've  got  high-toned 
Since  I've  wore  this  hat. 

I  put  it  on  to  have  Some  fun. 

For  it  was  the  style  I  knew  ; 
And  the  boys  did  cry  as  I  passed  by. 

And  at  me  p<«auuls  threw. 
I  felt  so  mad  I  could  have  broke  their  head. 

Or  scratched  their  face  like  a  cat. 
But  I  feel  like  a  lamb,  and  as  gentle  as  a  clam, 

Since  I've  got  a  Douybrook  hat  Chorus. 


I  liMive  Ireland  and  Mother  Becarue 
we  are  Poor, 

Dy  W.  J.  Qrogan.  .'■^- 


Fnrewell !  dear  Erin,  I  now  mnst  leave  thee. 
With  good  heart  I'll  bear  it,  if  'tis  fates  decre*; 
With  a  burden  of  sorrow,  au  exile  I  roam. 
Through  cruel  misfortune  I'm  driven  from  homo. 
My  aged,  louely  mother,  I  leave  in  despair, 
^^'ho  is  heli)less  aud  feeble  from  sorrow  and  care. 
Hardship  aud  trouble  we  long  did  endure, 
I  leave  Lreland  and  mother  because  we  are  poor. 

To  reflect  on  the  past  it  occasions  regret. 
The  days  of  my  childhood  I  ne'er  can  forget. 
The  home  that  my  father  left  mother  and  I 
We  now  must  abandon,  aud  are  turned  out  to  die. 
Farewell!  to  your  valley's,  and  moss-bordered  stream. 
Your  mountains  so  lolty,  and  meadows  so  green. 
The  place  of  my  birth,  darling,  sweet  Douaghmore, 
I  leave  Ireland  and  mother  because  we  are  jwor. 

When  leaving  my  mother,  she  grieved  we  should  part. 
The  sad  separation  almost  broke  her  heart ; 
My  bletsing  be  with  you,  aud  prosperity  attain. 
Is  the  wish  of  a  mother  jou  may  ne'er  see  again. 
She  filled  with  emotion,  it  pained  her  to  speak. 
As  the  large  pearly  tears  coursed  down  her  pale  cheek. 
With  a  parting  farewell  at  the  old  cottage  door, 
I  leave  Ireland  aud  mother  because  we  are  poor. 


Wake  up  Johnny ! 

Air :    You  never  misi  the  water. 


I  have  a  wife,  the  fnnuiest  wife. 

That  ever  you  did  see. 
Morning,  evening,  noon,  or  night. 

There  if  no  rest  for  me  ; 
Whenever  I  lay  down  to  sleep. 

And  try  to  close  my  eyes. 
My  wife  she  jumps  right  out  of  bed, 

Aud  this  is  what  she  cries — 


Chobc& 
Wake  up  Johnny,  wake  up  John, 
Wake  up  Johnny,  put  your  ••Sydenhams"  on. 
The  clock's  struck  six,  and  the  moruiug's  tine. 
And  this  week  I  want  a  little  bit  of  overtime. 

I'm  a  very  steady  chap, 

I  uever  take  the  booze. 
But  when  I've  done  a  hard  day's  work 

I  like  a  little  snooze  ; 
Of  course  I  timibles  into  bed. 

But  as  sure  as  I'm  alive. 
My  wife,  she  shouts  it's  half-past  six. 

When  it's  only  hali-past  Ave. 


Spoken :  Tedk  about  the  nightmare,  she  never 
gives  me  a  chance  to  have  it,  for  directly  I  Uy  my 
head  on  the  pillow  she  cries—  Cbortu. 

My  wife,  she's  fond  of  overtime. 

She's  got  it  on  the  brain. 
And  when  I  work  twelve  hours  o-day 

She  never  will  complain  ; 
She  hates  the  nine  hours  movement, 

And  says  "It's  all  in  my  eye," 
For  mau  was  ouly  made  to  work, 

Aud  that's  what  makes  her  cry.  Ckoms. 

I've  got  three  little  daughters,  '     f 

I've  got  three  little  sons. 
They  all  keep  shouting,  "  Wake  up  John," 

As  soon  as  dayhght  comes  ; 
Tm  very  sad,  I'm  nearly  mad. 

For  as  I  walk  along. 
The  people  say  "There's  overtime," 

And  "  Won't  you  wake  up  John." 

Spoken  :  Yes,  it's  hard  Hues  when  I  go  out  for 
a  stroll  on  Sundays  dressed  iu  my  best,  fancying 
I'm  Lord  Copall  or  Major  Stick-to-it,  to  hear  the 
lads  say—  Chorus. 


Beauty  and  Wine. 

kit :    I  dream't  I  dwelt  In  marble  balls. 


Wine  hath  au  influence  mystic  and  rare. 

That  lightens  the  care-worn  soul ; 
Switt  fly  the  legions  of  sorrow  and  care 

As  the  nectar  is  quafl'ed  from  the  IxiwL 
Beauty's  endearments  aud  transcendant  charms 

Arouse  Love's  sweet  ardours  divine  ; 
Awakens  the  soul  to  its  tender  alarms:  j, 

All  hearts  yield  to  Beauty  aud  Wine. 

Wine,  like  a  lava-stream,  rolls  through  the  veins, 

Ilhimiug  the  heart  with  its  glow, 
Exiliug  the  bitter  heart-torturing  pains 

That  revel  as  pleasure's  dark  foe  ; 
And  laughing  Mirth  rules  o'er  the  brightened  domain. 

Then  peace,  wit,  and  gladness  corabiiir, 
Atuning  the  voice  to  a  soul-stirring  strain. 

As  tribute  to  Beauty  and  Wma  .    I 

Beauty  beams  through  the  dark  clouds  of  the  heart. 

Like  Apollo,  wheu  day  hath  begun  ; 
And  rich,  matchless  halos  of  bliss  doth  impart 

When  the  goal  of  its  mission  is  won. 
The  flow'rets  of  Love  eximud  as  its  beams, 

Ou  the  fount  of  the  soul's  holy  shrine. 
And  mortal,  a  captive  to  Cupid  s  esteems 

Yields  gladly  to  Beauty  aud  Wine. 


Wine  hath  the  liiw  that  adorns  Beauty's  cheek- 
Fair  Venus  haih  favored  the  vine. 

And  given  the  n'-^-  ite  flushing,  nuique,  j 

That  vies  witli  the  summer's  decline. 

The  aspect  of  Naliii»— the  wild  rose's  hue. 
The  Knby  that  glows  in  the  mine— 

All  blended  harmoniously  tend  to  imbue 
The  glories  of  Beauty  and  Wine. 

Of  Beanty  and  Wine  sang  the  poets  of  old,    ■ 

As  tunefully  sweeping  the  l>Te  ; 
The  praises  of  Bacchus  and  Venus  were  told 

In  eloquent  strains  that  inspire  : 
The  breathings  of  peerless  Anacreon's  mnse. 

And  Petpirch's  sweet  lyrics  refine. 
Extol,  in  surpassing  Promethean  hnes. 

The  raptnres  of  Beauty  and  Wine. 


mi 
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Our  Back  Yard. 

By  J.  L.  FeeDsy.        Air:     On r  Fr6ut  Stoop. 
; .    Dedickted  to  Edward  Bftrrlgan. 


I'm  boarding  with  my  Aunty, 

Who  lives  iu  Crosby  Street  ; 
She  has  about  twenty  boarders,   .  :  ',' , 

Who  pay  five  dollars  a  week. 
When  they  come  home  iu  the  evening, 

After  toiling  all  day  hard, 
When  Bupper  is  done  they  go  in  for  fan. 

Out  in  our  back  yard. 

CHOBDS.  N; 

Tra-la-lee,  tra-la-Ia, 

We  sing  the  National  Guard, 
The  way  we  dance,  would  make  you  prance, 

Out  iu  our  back  yard. 

"  McGuiness  plays  the  fiddle, 

Tim  Sullivan  plays  the  fife. 
Yon  should  hear  old  Felix  McCarthy, 

Play  a  tune  on  his  bag-pipe. 
The  music  sounds  so  sweetly, 

Tis  heard  throughout  the  ward, 
For  it's  our  delight,  on  a  summer's  night. 

To  meet  iu  oiu  back  yard.  Chorus. 

My  aunty  is  a  widow,  '■ 

And  she's  ol  a  high  degree, 
Hor  house  is  well  patronised  .       ■ 

By  high-toned  folks  you  see. 
For,  there's  Alonzo  Phelan, 

He's  a  boss  on  the  Boulevard, 
We  dance  quadrille,  for  we  can't  keep  still, 

Out  in  our  back  yard.  Chorus. 

She  has  four  lady  boarders, 

Aud  lawyers  too,  besides  ; 
And  Doctor  Jost-ph  Finigan, 

With  my  aunty  does  reside.  . '  , 

And  there's  Coruelius  Tourney, 

Who  is  known  as  the  Dublin  Bard ; 
We  sing  and  shout  and  dauco  about. 

Out  iu  our  back  yard.  Chorus. 

^  i«i  *i 

My  Wash  Woman's  Waiting  For  Me. 

By  J.  Oardner. 
Air  ;    There'*  euuiebody  Waiting  for  me. 

I  am  here  in  my  room,  a-waiting  my  doom, 

No  chance  of  escape  do  I  see  ; 
I  fear  I'll  be  late,  for  the  boys  they  won't  wait, 

And  without  me  they'll  go  on  a  spree. 
With  the  greatest  delight  I  would  join  them  to-night, 

But  a  form  through  the  window  I  see. 
Standing  out  in  the  cold  with  her  face  looking  bold. 

My  wash-woman's  waiting  for  me. 

Chobub. 
Oh !  yes,  she  is  waiting,  oh  !  yes  she  is  waiting, 
My  wash-woman's  waiting  for  me. 

On  the  carpet  I  kneel,  as  my  pockets  I  feel. 

Not  even  a  dime  can  I  find. 
Nor  a  cent  can  I  borrow,  to  ease  me  of  sorrow, 

This  whole  world  to  me  is  unkind. 
Oh  !  the  money  I  lent,  and  the  money  I  spent. 

Buying  gum-drops  for  Kate  McAfifee, 
At  the  door  there's  a  knock,  oh  !  what  can  I  '-hock  !" 

My  wash-woman's  waiting  for  me.  Chorus. 

She  is  knocking  agniu.  I  am  getting  insane, 

My  life  in  this  world  it  is  hard. 
Ah  !  I  seo  there's  no  hoi)e.  I  must  quick  get  a  rope, 

So  to  lower  myself  down  to  the  yard. 
WhiTe  she  thinks  I  am  out,  or  in  bed  with  the  gout, 

I  am  making  a  chance  to  get  free, 
My  plan's  immense,  I'll  slip  over  the  fence, 

Leave  my  wash-woman  wiuting  lor  me. 


Chorus. 


pAncess  Suvaroff. 

By  Eugene  Wlpfler. 


There  cam©  to  this  country  some  time  ago, 
A  princess  from  Russia,  she  made  a  great  show  ; 
She  got  her  back  np  about  a  man  of  uewspai>er  fame, 
Who  called  her  father-in-law  a  very  bad  name. 

Chobus. 
And  I  tell  you  what,  it  was  rather  rough,     ;.  :•    • 
Ou  that  poor  Princess  SuvarofiE. 


She  packed  her  trunk  and  swore  she  would  leave 
A  country  that  was  neither  generous  or  free  ; 
To  insult  a  princess,  connected  with  the  Cz.ir, 
Who  gave  her  permission  to  cross  Sandy  Hook's  bar. 

And  I  tell  you,  Ac. 

The  Czar  will  send  Uncle  Sammy  a  note. 

And  throw  out  a  hint  about  a  guu-boat ; 

Iu  case  Sammy  won't  give  up  the  newspaper  man,   ' 

The  Czar  will  make  Sammy  dance  a  can-can. 

CUOBUS. 

And  I  tell  you  what,  when  we'll  cry  out  enough. 
That  will  satisfy  the  Princess  Suvaroff. 


Dear  Old  Friends. 

SuDgby  Barry  Moutague 

Music  of  tills  Song  can  be  liad  of  8pear  &  DebiibuS, 

717  Broadway.   N.  Y. 


I 


I  like  my  share  of  pleasure,  and  I'll  have  it  if  I  can, 
I  love  a  loving  woman — respect  an  honest  man  ; 
I  like  to  see  true  friendship  in  the  life  that's  rolling  by. 
And  such  I  hope  to  always  find  between  old  friends  and  I 

Choeus. 
Dear  old  friends,  jolly  old  friends. 
Clinging  together  iu  all  sorts  of  weather. 
Dear  old  friends,  jolly  old  friends. 
Give  me  the  friendship  of  dear  old  friends. 

We've  fasted  of  the  ups  of  life,  we've  also  felt  the  downs  ; 
Sometimes  our  jxxikets  were  quite  full,  but 

•  sometimes  fortune  frowns  ; 
And  be  our  drink  bright,  sparkling  wine,  or 

situply  good,  plain  beer, 
TL«  grasp  of  frienpship  is  the  same,  through  each 

succeeding  year. 
Spoken  :    For  we  are Dear  old  friends,  Jtc. 

It's  ever  been  my  motto,  and  will  be  to  the  end, 

To  help  a  stranger  when  I  caii,  and  nevar  desert  a  friend ; 

And  alter  winning  life's  hard  fight,  what  swAt 

reward  is  found 
In  a  conscience  clear,  a  heart  that's  light,  with 

dear  old  friends  around.   • 
Dear  old  friends,  &c. 


It's  Nice. 

;..■.:•        '         By  Beu  Dod^e.        ,     .     '  .'    \y,'r'- 

Some  time  ago  I  loved  a  girl,  • 

And  very  Ktruuge  to  saj". 
Although  she  claimed  to  worship  mo, 

She'd  a  ijeciiliiir  way 
Of  acting  very  shy  and  strange,  ? 

AVheuever  1  was  nigh. 
And  when  I  asked  the  reason,  then      . 

To  me  she  would  reply— 
Chorus:    It's  nice,  it's  nice. 

Don't  you  think  it  is  so? 
:  It's  nice,  if  G  nice. 

Now  that's  what  I  exclaim ; 
,     It's  nice,  it's  nice. 

Don't  you  think  it  is  so? 
Most  every  body  says  it  is,       _    , 
Of  course  I  think  the  sama  " 

We're  married  now,  and  happy  live 

As  two  doves  iu  a  nest, 
.\ud  with  a  charmiug  family 

Our  union  has  been  blest ; 
We've  got  a  pair  of  bouncing  twins — 

A  lovely  girl  aud  boy,  ^ 

Aiid  the  pleasures  of  our  married  life 

There's  nothing  con  annoy.  - 

It's  nice,  Ac. 

Now  there's  my  next  door  neighbor,  who 

Is  known  as  Deacon  Brown, 
Supposed  by  evi  ry  one  to  be 

"The  straighte^t  man  in  town  ;  • 

But  I  caught  him  late  last  Sunday  night, 

Doiug  somethiug  wrong  I'm  sure, 
He  was  trying  to  kiss  his  servant  girl 

Behiiiil  the  pautry  (1cK>r. 

Spoken:  I  said.  "Here,  here.  Deacon,  stou! 
That  8  naughty. "  But  lie  only  paid.  "I  know  it  is, 
Bobby,  but—  I«'«  "ice'   &«• 


Sweet  Visions  of  Childhood. 

Wonln  by  John  E>-Tut<>u  Miialc  ly  Cliaa.  E    Pratt 

Tlio  Music  lau  l>«  ulitali^ed  of  (be  wxll  khiiwn  Mnalo 

blore  of  F    Uiuuie.  861  Broadway.  Price,  35  centa. 

Sweet  visions  of  childhood  !  how  bright  they  appe*r 

When  our  lives  are  o'urdouded  with  care  ; 
Uow  loudly  we  dream  of  them,  j"oar  utter  year, 

And  how  lovely  they  are,  and  how  fair ! 
Oh  !  blessed  are  the  sceueH  that  1  ne'er  can  forget : 

Dearest  mother,  so  kind  and  so  true  ; 
Sweet  home  that  I  left  with  tlieBiidil«*t  ri>grt>t. 

How  my  heart  fondly  turns  unto  jou  ! 

Chobus. 

Sweet  visions  of  childhood  re  nni.t«>  me  now. 
And  I  weep  for  the  days  that  are  inisl  ; 

Jly  fond  mother's  kiss,  and  her  hand  on  my  l«x)w, 
In  the  days  that  were  too  bright  to  last  ! " 

Sweet  visions  of  childhood  !  how  dear  to  ouch  hoiirt. 

Once  again  by  a  fair  mt  ther's  knee 
I  linger  while  fast  welling  tears  fondly  start. 

And  the  |>iist  comes  in  beauty  to  mt-  ! 
Oh  !  time  may  drstroy  all  the  bright  joy  of  life, 

But  this  bosom  will  ever  retain 
Lovely  visions  of  thee,  'mid  the  world's  busy  strife. 

Bringing  blibs  to  this  fond  heart  again  ! 

Sweet  vittiouH,  Ac 


><•» 


Because  we  were  Poor. 

Words  and  Music  by  C.  U.  L>orkRlader. 

'i'ho  Music  of  Ibis  S'Xii;  ran  be  bad  at  Erakaner  Bra* 

40  Cuiou  Square. 


There'o  a  dear  spot  iu  Ireland,  that  I  long  to  see, 
It's'iuy  own  native  birth-place,  aud  it's  heaven  to  mo, 
Shure  my  jKXir  widowed  mother,  lived  there  all  uluue. 
With  my  brothers  aud  sister's,  'twas  a  bright 

happy  home. 
Shure  we  hadn't  much  money,  but  my  own  mulher  dear. 
To  me  gave  her  blessing,  bade  my  heart  bo  go<Kl  cheer, 
Then  the  shadow  of  jxjverty  darkeUMl  our  door,  « 
And  I  left  Ireland  and  mother,  because  wewere'i>oor. 

CnoBus. 

Oh  !  my  thoughts  oft  go  back,  to  that  dear  little  spot. 
To  my  brothers  aud  sisters,  and  the  little  thatched  cot. 
To  my  poor  widowed  mother,  I'll  ne'er  see  her  more, 
"Twas  a  shame,"  but  I  left  her,  because  we  were  poor, 

I  will  never  forget  on  that  bright  rosy  moj-ii 
When  old  Ireland  I  left  how  my  jsKir  heart  did  monni. 
When  my  blessed  old  mother  said  l>e  of  good  cheer, 
G<x)d-l)ye,  Michael  darling,   farewell  mother  dear. 
Then  my  brothers  and  sisters  took  mo  by  the  hand, 
And  bade  mo  do  right,  when  I  left  In-land. 
Then  I  ba<le  tliem  gfKKl-bye  at  our  cottAgu  door, 
Aud  left  Ireland  and  mother,  becuiiso  we  were  |)oor. 

Oh  !  my  thoughts,  A-c. 

Since  leaving  old  Ireland,  my  jKvir  mother's  dead, 
God  bless  aud  protect  liitn,  were  the  last  words  she  said. 
And  the  ring  that  my  father  gave,  slic  sent  to  me, 
Tis  a  far  d«irer  prize,  than  bright  gems  could  e'er  be. 
And  my  brothers  ami  sisters,  I  wish  they  were  here. 
For  I'm  longing  to  see  them,  bnt  they'll  com«i, 

never  fear! 
Fve  a  neat  little  cot,  on  Americn's  shore. 
Where  happy  we'll  live,  yes  !  although  we  srw  poor. 

ph  !  my  thoughts,  Ac. 


Oh!  why  Sh«uld  the  Girl. 

Oh  I  why  should  the  girl  of  my  soul  be  in  tears. 

At  a  meeting  of  rapture  like  this, 
When  the  gloom  of  the  jwst  and  the  sorrows  of  ysun 

Have  l)een  jiaid  by  this  moment  of  blias  ? 

Are  they  shed  for  that  moment  of  blissful  delight. 

Which  dwells  on  her  memory  yet  ! 
Do  they  flow  like  tke  dews  of  the  love  breathing  night, 

Frum  the  warmth  of  the  sun  that  has  set 

Oh  !  sweet  is  the  t«ar  on  the  languishing  smile. 

That  smile  which  is  loveliest  then  : 
And  if  such  are  the  drops  that  delight  can  beguile. 

Thou  shalt  weep  them  again  and  again. 
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Whoa  Billy 


LkJiei  VersiiMi  (>r  WliokEiiioas. 

My  hnsband  is  .\  Tally  man, 

He  goeB  out  every  duy, 
Anit  tulks  ot  Lim  buy  )>rintM  and  silks. 

For  which  they  weekly  pay. 
He'H  not  au  idle  unu,  oh,  uu  ! 

But  yet  QUO  fault  hatt  he. 
Ho  with  (the  truth  I'll  let  you  know)       ,  , 

The  cup  doth  make  too  free. 
Choriu  :    Oh.  Billy  !  whoa  Billy  ! 

Do  not  nil  the  beer  drink  ap, 
Oh,  Billy  1  whoa  Billy  '. 
'      '.  Leiive  a  drop  within  the  cup. 

If  I  do  not  at  supper  time, 

Ott  give  a  sharp  lookout. 
The  deuce  a  drop  shoald  I  obtain, 

lis  true  beyond  a  doubt. 
What's  g(X)d  for  Jack  is  goo<l  for  Jill, 

At  auy  time  oi  day. 
So  when  the  beer's  seized  by  Bill, 


I  Very  quickly  say— 


Chorus. 


I  wnut  no  more  than  what's  my  shares 

But  from  a  pint-aud-hilf, 
I  do  expect  at  supper  time. 

An  equal  dose  to  (jtiaft' ; 
And  so  \  shall,  I  tell  you  plain,  ° 

When  supi>er's  on  the  tray. 
And  Bill  will  o'er  and  o'er  again. 

Hear  me  these  few  worils  say —  Chorus. 


Things  ain't  as  dey  was. 


B  7  Jerry  Oarduer. 


Air;    The  good  oM  bniue  again. 


White  folks  I've  called  around  to-uight. 

To  pass  de  time  away  ;  , 

I  ouoe  was  hapy  gay  and  bright. 

But  now  I  am  turntuR  gray  ; 
I  worked  upon  de  cotton  tields, 

Whar  de  bumble  U-e  did  buss  ; 
I  ^tlted  around  to  tule  you  now,  '    ' 

Dat  thinj^'H  ain't  as  dey  wus. 
CUorus  :    Oh  !  many  changes  have  gone  by. 
Since  I  was  young  and  gay  ; 
I  tell  you  white  folks  with  a  sigh, 
Dis  nigger  had  his  day. 

I  hftTe  not  got  de  voice  to  shout, 

De  songs  I  Used  to  sing  ; 
My  liugers  now  won't  let  me  make, 

De  botles  or  fiddle  ring  ; 
A  thouMiud  happy  hours  I  spent. 

On  ole  Virginia  share  ; 
But  things  ain't  as  dey  wus,  and  I, 

Shalt  never  see  them  more.  Chorus. 

Dem  good  ble  niggers  Pete  and  Ike, 

Have  long  done  gone  away  ;  . '     . 

Dar  fidiUe's  hanging  up  to  rest. 

While  dey  are  ueath  the  clay  ; 
So  I  must  Journey  to  de  end, 

I  am  waiting  for  de  day  ; 
When  I  will  join  dat  happy  band. 

Of  augels  hir  away. 


Choms. 


My  Sweet  Mary  Ann. 


I  am  fond  of  courting,  also  of  sporting, 
I  often  go  courting  the  girl  I  adore  ; 
Her  hair  she  does  criniple,  her  cheek  has  a  dimple. 

Her  nose  has  a  pimple  live  days  out  of  four  ; 
Her  first  name  is  Mary,  her  last  name  is  Cary  ; 

She  never  gets  airy,  the  dear  little  sprite  ; 
She's  pretty,  she's  witty,  the  belle  <if  the  city. 

And  walks  like  a  kitty,  with  step  prim  and  light. 
Chorus:  Have  you  seen  Mary,  li<^ht  as  a  fairy'? 
Never  contrary,  sings  like  a  cai>ary. 
From  old  Tipj>erary,  she  works  in  a  dairy. 
And  never  geu*  wftiry,  my  sweet  M.iry  Ann. 

Her  voice  is  soprano,  i-he  plays  the  piano  ; 

The  "  StarSpangleii  Banner  "  is  the  song  she  sings  ; 
Her  style  would  amaze  ye.  and  set  ye  all  crazy. 

With  the  songs  of  this  daisy  the  ueighlxirhood  rings  ; 
Her  appearance  is  dashing,  she  dresses  in  fashion. 

She  8  the  darling  formnshiiig  the  boys  everywhere  ; 
We're  soon  to  be  married,  too  long  we  have  tarried  ; 

Four  years  she  hss  carried  a  lock  of  my  hair.    [Ch. 


Patrick  Quincy  Slavin. 

Dy  CbriH  .Maiuiiii  Air:     Uub  aud  Joan. 


I  have  come  before  yon  now, 

So  listen  to  my  ditty  :  .     " 

And  when  ye  hear  me  rhyme. 
On  me  ye'll  cast  some  pity. 
I  am  the  Giviway  ranger, 
Always  gay  and  jolly  ; 
But  liecaiiso  I  have  a  great  big  nose. 

They  call  me  '^Pretty  PoUv." 
Chorus:    So  ye'r sompitliy  I  ask, 

Ye'r  frieiulship  I  am  cravin  ; 
Then  lend  a  hi-lpiug  hand. 
To  Patrick  Quiucy  Slavin. 

When  I  come  to  New  York, 

The  weather  b^iiig  quite  warm  ; 
At  King  street  do<'k  I  took  a  swim 

Thinking  it  n  i  harm  ; 
But  when  I  went  to  ilrcss, 

'Twas  then  I  saw  my  folly. 
For  the  loafer's  told  mo  "Chaw  riw  Beef," 

And  they  laughed  at  "Pretty  Polly." 

So  ye'r  8ymi)athy,  Ac. 

Next  I  fell  in  love. 

With  a  charming  little  lady, 
Who  was  as  gentle  as  a  dove, 

And  said  I  wits  her  "Baby. 
One  band  laid  OM  her  heart. 

As  if  from  melancholy  ;         ^     ■ 
While  the  other  stole  a  five  cas^oto, 

Fr«iu  the  sucker  "Pretty  Polly." 

j  Sf)  ye'r«ymi>athy,  Ac. 


For  the  Oirl  that  I  Adort. 

Hiy  J.  Oardnor. 


There  is  a  charmer  in  this  town, 

I'd  have  you  understand  ; 
And  I  jj'ould  do  most  anything. 
To  gain  her  heart  and  hand  ; 
I'd  ride  upon  an  el«pli.int, 

I'd  be  kicked  by  a  mule  ; 
I'd  join  a  bimd  ot  lunatics. 
Anil  I'd  become  a  f(K)l. 
Chorus  :     I'd  lecture  seven  times  a  di^y, 
I'd  never  stop  to  eat ; 
I'd  convert  all  the  Sheeney's, 
There  is  down  in  Baxter  Street. 

Fd  stand  upm  the  Br<K)Ulyn  bridge. 

To  li«  sliot  with  cannon  balls  ; 
I'd  quickly  go  to  Washington, 

And  answer  Hayes's  calls  ; 
I'd  blip  old  Burgh  to  look  for. 

All  the  crippled  dogs  and  cats  ; 
Between  two  si;.;iis  iqH>n  Broadway, 

I'd  adverti.se  Knox's  hats.  Cboius. 

In  putting  tli'j  BrtK)m  Brigade  to  work, 

You  bet  r<l  not  be  slow  ; 
I'd  given  Bill  Tweed  his  freedom, 

Befoie  he  hims«lf  did  go  ; 
I'd  tight  with-Biiriiiim's  lion. 

It  to  peices  I'll  be- tore  ; 
I'd  turn  a  Dip  tlap  round  the  moon. 

For  the  girl  that  I  adore.  Chorus. 


Jeremiah,  Blow  the  Fire ;  or,  Puff,  Puff,  Puff. 

My  name  is  Jeremiah  Jones, 

And  when  I  w)is  a  chilli, 
I  u.M'il  to  play  a  little  game, 

W^iich  drove  my  mother  wild  ; 
I'd  take  the  Is'llows  on  my  knee. 

To  blow  the  lire  I'd  try. 
And  when  the  fire  began  to  blaze, 

1  lustily  would  cry    • 

CHOiH'a 

Ji-nmiah,  blow  the  fire,  pnflf.  ptif!'.  puflf, 

.Itremiah,  blow  the  fire,  puft",  putf.  pnff. 

First  voii  do  it  gently,  then  you  comf  it 

rather  rough, 

Jireiniah,  blow  the  fire,  puO'.  puflf,  piifl. 

Th-  u  when  a  little  older. 

Toa  farrier  I  was  ImiiiiuI.  ■_ 

To  learn  the  art  of  shoeing.  l^  '..  ;     .         j 

Which  a  bootlebs  task  I  found  : 


They  cancelled  my  indeutnrea, 
For  I  raised  my  master's  ir-j. 

By  shouting  out  the  whole  day  long. 
While  blowing  out  the  file. 

In  time,  I  loved  a  pretty  girl. 

And  strange  tho'  it  may  be. 
The  lady  in  her  younger  tlays, 

Was  just  the  sumo  as  me  ; 
And  when  I  asked  her  to  be  mine. 

She  bowed  her  lovely  head. 
And  as  I  pre-ssed  my  lips  to  hers. 

In  artful  tones  she  said— 

We're  married  now,  I'm  proud  to  say. 

And  have  been  many  years. 
We're  verj-  happy,  and  we've  got 

A  dozen  little  dear*t ; 
They're  alt  of  them  strong  winded. 

Which  you'd  say  without  a  doubt. 
If  you  came  into  uur  domicile 

And  chanced  to  hear  them  shout— 


Cborua. 


Choms. 


To  be  Continued  in  our  Next. 

Count  Blunder  Buster  rose  one  day, 
Went  to  see  sweet  Lady  May, 
Lady  May  was  false  though  fair, 
So  Bluster  found  a  rival  there  ; 
"  Yield  Caitiflf.  yield  !"   he  madly  cried, 
"Oh!  you  be  bio  wed,"  his  Ute  replied. 
Said  Uluster  then,  "a  time  will  come. 
Beware  that  day,  for  then  by  gum  ! 

I'll  cook  your  giKise  ou  some  pntext  " 

To  be  continued  in  our  next. 

Ho  stiirted  otl'  arme<1  to  the  gums. 

With  pisU)K  knives,  and  shells  and  bombs, 

Ilis  sword  was  in  his  good  right  hand. 

In  his  gooil  left  a  blazing  brand  ; 

And  then  in  case  these  things  should  laij, 

A  torimdo  in  his  coiit  tail. 

Said  he,  "with  passion  now  I  burst— 

With  what  shall  I  go  at  Lim  first?" 

In  this  he  was  so  much  i)erplexed — 

To  be  continued  in  our  next 


Said  he,  "  I'll  run  him  through  the  chest, 

Y'et  stay  !  a  pistol  would  be  Ujst, 

Yet  no  1  there's  nitro-glycerine. 

Would  '  burst  his  biler '  well  I  ween." 

Thus  scheming  how  to  kill  his  foe. 

He  silt  down  on  the  toqjedo, 

His  indecision  then  was  H{>ent, 

Up  in  the  air  Count  Bluster  went. 

He  left  this  world  where  he  was  vexed  ; 

To  be  continued  in  our  next. 


Choms. 


You  may  Look,  but  you  Musn't  Touch. 

Bung  by  Harry  Houlacne 

Maiic  of  tbli  Sour  c»ii  be  bad  of  Spear  *  Dahuboff. 

717  Uroadway.   N.  Y. 


When  I  was  a  boy,  a  mitchievons  elf,       )  '. 

I'd  a  very  bad  habit  of  helping  myself  ;  ' 
My  mother  put  everything  out  of  my  way. 
And  well  I  remember  these  words  bhe  would  say  ; 

Chorcb. 
Yon  may  look,  but  you  musn't  tonch, 
Musn't  touch,  keep  your  hands  oflT,    ' 
Y'ou're  inclined  to  be  a  little  forward. 


Now  don't  be  so  rude. 


rBepeat) 


At  eight  3-e«rH  of  age,  although  not  a  fool,      .      \: 
I  went  every  day,  of  course,  to  my  school       '        '' 
I  romjHfd  with  the  girls,  and  would  not  let  then. 
So  tho  school  teacher  gave  the  old  lecture  to  me :  •. 

Yon  may  look,  Ac. 

When  I  grew  a  yonng  man,  I  lived  a  sweet  maid,,. 
And  although  she  loved  me,  she  was  mther  too  staid, : 
I  dared  not  embrace  her.  or  ask  for  a  kis-s. 
If  1  did,  the  reply  from  my  love  would  be  this ; 

You  may  look,  Ac 

Wlien  we  were  engai^.  I  said,  no  one  could  blame, 
So  her  scruples  in  that  way  I  wvrn  overcama 
This  dear  little  darling.  I  married  one  dav. 
When  I  now  want  a  kiss,  you  will  not  hear  her  say  : 

You  ini«y  look,  Ac 


VUK 
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Geraldine. 

A  TALK  or  THE  SEA  AND  THU  SHORE. 

CHAPlElt  VIL  ,. 

Ciintiimed.  ,    ■  - 


"Jealons!    Ofwbom?" 

"  U'ell,  it  might  not  have  been  exactly  that  she 
^iiB  jeiilouR  ;  but  tbi\t  she  waK  iu  an  uply  temper 
about  8onietbiuK  or  otber,  I  feel  certain,"  Brodder- 
ford  drawls,  inwardly  >«-tlinf<  vexed  at  having  to  uay 
Hu  much  iu  order  to  explain  himself. 

'•  I  don't  uuderstauil  \ou,"  Sebitstiau  says. 
"No,  I  daresay  not ;  but  it's  all  mere  riibbisb."    f 
"  What  is  riibbiKh,  Mr.  BrodderfordV"  puts  in  the 
Bweel  Voice  of  Domia  Isabella,  in  broken  English, 
and  iu  very  i)ersuasive  acceuto.      "  What  is  your 
story  ?" 

"  I  will  explain  it  all  to  yon,  dearest,  by-and-by," 
Sebastian  rfi>lics,  iu  lover-like  tones. 

"Explain  it  all !  By  Jove,  but  that's  more  than 
I  can  do  !"  Brodderlbrd  cries,  pushing  his  hat  olf 
bis  brow  with  a  j)erplexed  air.  "  I  don't  usually 
distnrb  mj'self  respecting  any  mortal  thing ;  but, 
really,  Miss  Manr  behaved  so  stmngely  to-ilay,  that 
I  can't  help  feeling  awfully  curious  as.to  the  cau.se. 
It  mijjbt  be  that  she  didn't  fi  d  herselfthe  belle  ot  the 
gardens  to-<lay  as  heretoiore,  and  didn't  like  sharing 
honors  with  another.  It  must  be  so,  for  she  was 
looking  at  Douua  Isabella  here  iu  a  most  extra- 
ordinary manner,  and  asked  me  ever  so  many 
questions  aLnnit  yourst- If  and  her,  which  I  couldn't 
htlp  thinking  strange  on  her  i>art.  Buf.  she's  only 
a  woman,  alter  all,"  he  concludes,  with  a  jerk  of 
his  head. 

During  this  somewhat  long  string  of  words  Se- 
bastian's countenance  has  undergone  many  changes. 
He  knows  that  Genddine  has  seen  him  and  Isa- 
bella together,  and  he  feels  that  the  presence  of  the 
latter  has  arroused  within  her  a  feeling  of  interest, 
ot  curiosity,  perhaps  of  jealousy. 

This  is  all  just  as  he  wishes  it  to  be,  exactly  in 
accordance  with  his  plans,  and  he  rejoices  at  the 
success  of  these  plans. 

"  And  what  was  your  reply  to  the  lady's  inquiries 
concerning  my  cousin  and  myself  ?"  Sebastian  asks, 
with  an  air  of  indiflference. 

"Oh,    well,    I  told  her  all  I  knew  about  you," 
Brojlderford  returns,  Ininkly,  iu  confidential  tones, 
and  with  a  significant  glance  iu  the  direction  of  Isa- 
bella.    "You  understand?" 
"Yes." 

"  You  hadn't  said  that  it  was  a  matter  to  be  kept 
quiet,  and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  so  I  told  her  the 
truth." 

"Quite  right-  quite  right  f 
"Odd  that  she  should  be  so  awfully  cnrions  and 
inquisitive  about  you,  isn't  it  ?"  adds  lirodderford. 
Sebastian  smiles  and  answers  affirmatively. 
"  There  !     By  Jove  !"  exclaims  Brotiderford  sud- 
denly, and  looking  straight  before  him.      "  Now  who 
on  earth  can  reckon  upon  what  a  woman  says  ?    See, 
she's  actually  still  here  !      Not  gone  home  a  bit  ! 
She'll  meet  us  iu  a  moment  faco  to  face  !     What  did 
she  mean  bv   telling  mo  that  she  was  not  quite 
welir 

Geraldine  approaches  the  trio  Tiith  unsteady 
Btejis,  her  comiBUiion  by  lier  side.  Her  features 
are  white  as  the  whitest  flowtrs  in  the  garden,  and 
her  lips  are  eomprassed  as  though  with  some  in- 
ward pain,  while  her  Wff  shift  about  iu  a  disturbed 
manner,  re.sliug  uonhcre  tor  more  than  a  second  at 
a  time 

Sebastian  preserves  a  calm  exterior,  and  he  walks 
with  his  head  erect,  and  with  a  i#ea<ly  and  digni- 
fied tre-id. 

A  whispered  word  in  Spanish  has  signified  to  Isa- 
bella's e  ir  the  approsich  ot  Geraldine,  auil  she  is  at 
•>uce  prepared  to  enact  the  i)art  in  which  Sebastian 
hw  instructed  her,  and  she  flirts  her  black  fan,  and 
smiles  up  into  his  face,  iu  her  most  fascinating 
manner. 

At  this  moment,  Brodderford  suddenly  misses  a 

valuable  Kicket  from  his  watch  chain,   and  tnips  to 

i  retrace  his  stejw,  in  the  hope  of  lieing  able  to  find 

'  it  somewhere  iu  the  gardens,  where  he  feels  assuri;d 

he  lias  dio])ped  it. 

SeUistiau  and  Isaljella  are  now  alone  together. 
I  and  each  succe^iug  instant  is  bringing  them  and 
'  Geraldinie  closer  to  each  other. 

'I  must  loojf  well  at  her  this  time,  Sebiustian." 
Lnbella  says  iu  Spanish. 


"I  fi^el  almost  tempted  to  bow  to  her,"  lie  re- 
tnms,  in  the  same  language. 

"Sebastian,  be  prudent  !  Did  she  so  choose,  she 
might  have  you  seize<l  and  flung  into  prison,  and  I 
kuow  not  what  more  besides  !  Be  careful.  I  entreat, 
for  I  am  beginning  to  thiuk  you  are  playing  a  most 
des|ierate  and  dangerous  game  with  this  lady  whom 
you  have  so  wronged." 

"  Trust  me,  Isabella  ;  all  will  be  well.  Have  I 
not  already  told  you  that  when  I  landed  her  iu 
Crane  Haveu  she  gave  me  a  voluntary  promise  that 
she  would  never  proceed  against  me,  should  she  at 
any  future  time  iu  life  encounter  me  in  her  own 
land  or  elsewhere  ?  Do  not  imagine  1  would  venture 
thus  boldly  before  her  were  I  not  quite  assured  of 
my  own  safety.  She  will  never  betray  me — never 
injure  me  ;  rest  perfectly  tranquil  uu  that  point, 
dear. " 

"I  tremble,  Sebastian,  for  all  that,"  she  answers, 
timidly. 

"  My  dear  child,  you  will  ruiu  all  if  you  grow 
faint-hearted  now  !"  he  cries,  asiile  to  her.  Do  not 
let  your  courage  fly  away  from  you  just  at  the 
moment  when  it  is  juost  needeil  I  Try  to  be  brave, 
dear !" 

Isabella  replies  that  she  will  do  her  best  and  she 
means  to  do  so. 

Face  to  face  they  stand  at  last,  the  wronged  and 
the  wronger.  Genildiue's  eyes  flash  as  they  meet 
One  glance  she  bestows  nyioa  Isabella,  then  she 
fixes  a  steadtast  and  accusing  gaze  upon  Sebastian, 
who  impulsively  lifts  his  hat  to  her. 

'•How  dare  joii !'  she  whisjiers. 

And  in  the  next  moment  she  has  mixed  with  the 
crowd,  and  has  vanished  from  his  view. 
•)  

-.' : ^ •;■-:;'>:, chapter vi|l   '■■■.. 

■',,■■■-      -V  OEIUUJINE.    ^-':---.-\  ,"'•-■ 

Geraldine  reaches  home  iu  a  state  of  miud  diffi- 
ctilt  to  describe.  The  sight  of  SebastLin,  when  she 
first  met  him  iu  the  Park,  had  shocked  her  con- 
siderably ;  but  this  second  meeting,  when  she  sees 
him  iu  the  com)>au}'  of  a  lovely  womau,  has  coili- 
])letely  unnerved  her,  and  made  her  absolutely  ill. 
Jealousy  is  devouring  her,  and  she  feels  almost 
distraught  when  she  recalls  Brodderford's  words  iu 
connexion  with  Sebastian  and  Isabella. 

"  He  is  engaged  to  marry  her !"  rei)eatfi  Geraldine 
to  herself,  when  she  is  alone  in  her  chamlier. 
■"Marry  her !  That  day  shall  never  arrive  for  him, 
if  I  retain  a  tongue  to  sp<  ak,  a  will  to  act  !  I  am 
his  wife  ;  let  him  ileuy  uie  if  ho  can  !  How  hand- 
some he  looked  ;  how  noble,  too  !  He  a  grandee  of 
Spain-  he,  the  buccaneer  captain  !  1  Ciiunot  under- 
stttnd.  Some  extraordinary  turn  of  Fortune's  wheel 
has  brought  about  this  most  unlooked-for  and 
marvellous  altenition  iu  his  worldly  i)ositiou.  His 
cousin!— she?  But  she  is  a  lady— I  cannot  gain- 
say that  lact  Does  he  love  her,  as  once  he  jiro- 
fessed  to  love  me,  I  wouder?"  she  adds,  with  an  in- 
voluntary and  bitter  sigh.  "  What  ails  me?"  she 
goes  on,  after  a  pause.  "  Wh}-  hiis  the  sight  of  this 
man  awakened  within  me  such  strange  fe-eliugs?  I 
once  hated  him,  trembled  at  the  mere  mention  of 
his  name,  and  now  ! ' 

Then  Geraldine  shudders,  and,  bowing  her  head, 
covers  her  face  with  her  hands,  and  utters  a  low 
wailing  cry. 

That  night  she  finds  no  sleep — her  thoughts 
I>auish  all  rejxxe  ;  and  she  toss,  s  feverish  and  anx- 
ious, on  her  pillows  until  broad  daylight,  with  its 
golden  beams,  stares  her  iu  the  fa«e,  and  bids  her 
arise.  • 

The  image  of  Sebastian  has  been  before  her  men- 
tal vision  during  all  the  hours  of  darkness  and  un- 
rest, and  it  still  holds  possession  of  her,  still  rises 
»ip  in  front  of  her  at  every  turn.  She  closes  her 
'cyes,  yet  still  she  can  see  him  ;  she  opens  them 
again,  and  there  he  seems  opposite  to  her,  in  the 
sumH  attitude  iu  which  she  saw  liim  last,  with  his 
kat  raised  high  above  his  head  iu  courteous  salu- 
Litiou. 

What  is  she  to  do  ?  If  Ibis  man's  face  and  form 
coutnme  thus  to  haunt  her,  she  will  surely  lose  her 
senses.  What  what  is  she  to  do?  Oh,  that  she 
could  forget  him  ! 

She  is  DO  child,  and  this  mau  is  a  yillain— she 
knows  that  he  is  such  ;  and  had  she  not  made  him 
a  voluntary  promise  never  to  injure  him,  she  would 
iustan^'  call  the  aid  of  the  law,  that  it  might  re- 


drMs  her  wrongs  in  full,  and  punish  her  wmnger. 

Bitter  and  vengeful  she  feels  at  one  moment,  sab- 
dned  and  tearful  in  the  next  Never  had  her* 
thoughts  and  feelings  been  before  iu  such  a  state  of 
tumult  and  suffering. 

She  is  longing  to  see  him  again.  While  she 
knows  him  to  be  near  her  she  will  not  be  able  to 
rest  either  by  night  or  by  day  ;  the  strife  that  is 
within  her  soul  will  not  caise,  w ill  not  even  abate. 
He  has  evidently  c«Msed  to  care  for  her ;  he  has 
proved  as  much,  siuce  he  is  actually  betrotheil  to 
another.  He  is  a  greater  HifKan  even  than  she 
she  thought  him,  fe)r  is  he  not  igiu)rini;and  making 
a  miHjkery  of  the  sacred  ties  by  which  lie  bound 
himself  to  her,  and  her  unto  himself? " 

Mrs.  Peudray  watches  Geraldine  fluttering  aliont 
in  a  state  of  nervous  excitement,  and  wonders  what 
it  can  mean.  Miss  Maur  has  hitherto  Ix^nso  oalm 
and  lady-like  in  her  demeanor,  that  the  ladv  feeU 
at  a  loss  to  underetand  her  changeil  manner—  her 
l>ale  face,  heavy  eyes,  mute  tongue,  pre^x^cMipied 
air,  countless  sighs,  involuntary  starts,  and  the 
shaking  of  her  hands. 

But  Mrs.  Pendray  is  a  pmdent  sort  of  jierson, 
one  who  never  sees  anything  that  she  is  not  desired 
to  see  ;  and  however  much  she  may  be  suriiriseil  »t 
what  she  may  oltserve  biking  place  att>and  her.  her 
well-trained  features  never  betray  a  single  thought 
that  is  j)assiug  vithiu  her  miiul— never  eipteea 
either  astonishment,  or  curiosity,  or  wouder. 

"I  am  not  very  wellUMlay,"  Geraldine  at  iMt  re- 
marks, leaning  her  hot  brow  on  her  huuiL  "  I 
thiuk  a  smart  canter  iu  the  Park  would  do  me 
good." 

Mrs.  Pendray  looks  upfrom  her  book  at  this,  and 
replies,  "You  are  forgetting  that  you  had  arrangod 
to  go  to  IlerrUlauchmaun's  conce-rt  at  t  hree  o'clock. " 

"No,  I  had  not  forgotten  it;  I  have  simply 
changed  my  miud,  that's  all,"  answers  Geraldine. 
with  an  air  of  weariness  which  she  makes  no  effort 
to  conceal. 

"Ok  !  ejaculates  the  matron,  fixing  her  attention 
once  more  uix)n  the  page  before  her. 

"I  am  sorry  if  this  i)roves  a  disappointment  to 
you,  "  Geraldine  adds,  thoughtfully. 

"Oh,  I  never  fe-el  disappoiuled -never  !'  Mrs. 
Pendray  says,  very  sweetly,  and  with  a  placid  smile 
on  her  lijjs. 

"Thank  you,"  the  young  lady  briefly  returns. 

"  I  daresay  you  will  meet  that  foreign  couple  in 
the  Park  this  afternoon  I  mean  those  whom  we 
saw  at  the  Botanic /e/e  yesterday,"  Mrs.  Pendray, 
resumes.  "1  saw  them  pass  the  house  togeth.r 
just  now,  iu  a  grand  turnout,  for  all  the  world  like 
that  of  some  Indian  prince,  lleorshe  must  b«en- 
ormously  wealthy," 

"Very  likely,"  answers  Geraldine,  with  apparent 
indifference. 

"They  are  a  very  handsome  imir,  are  they  not?" 

"  Ye*s,"  answers  Geraldine,  absently. 

"  They  are  cousins— um  ?" 

Geraldine  replies  net 

Mr.  Brodderford,  said  so,  I  think.  Miss  Manr?*' 

"Perhajjs  he  did  ;  I  hardly  rememlier." 

"  Engaged  to  be  married  to  each  other  ?" 

"Very  likely,"  Genildine  replies,  with  an  im- 
patient gesture.  "I  think,  after  all.  that  I  won't 
ride  to-day,"  she  adds.  "I  railly  dont't  feel  equal 
to  the  effort  of  doing  so.  Will  you  kindly  ring,  and 
order  the  carriage ;  the  Victoria  to-day,  if  you 
please." 

Mr-t.  Peudray  rises  with  alactrity,  and  does  ao- 
according  to  the  directions  of  her  superior.  The 
cbaperoue  loves  to  display  herself  iu  the  Purk 
during  the  fashionable  h<»urs. 

And  they  drive  np  and  d<iwu,  backward  and  for- 
ward ;  but  they  fail  to  catch  a  glimpse  of  tlie  car- 
riage belonging  to  the  two  handsome  Spaniards. 

The  eyes  of  Geraldine  are  hot  and  aching  w  ith  no 
much  watching  ;  neverthclei  s  she  sajs  not  a  word  ; 
she  sits  unmoved  to  all  outward  ap(>earaiice.  per- 
fectly comiKwed  and  self-possessed.  The  disHp- 
IKjintmeut  of  her  s<jul  she  thrusts  out  of  sight  and 
endeavors  Uf  forget  it  She  smiles  at  and  uocls  to 
her  various  acquaintances,  auit  no  one  suspect*  the 
Jiangs  that  are  rending  her  iumos)  heart 

Geraldine  returns  home  overwlielmed  with  many 
conflicting  and  {miiiful  feelings.  She  was  miserable 
this  morning  ;  this  evening  she  is  absolutely  dis- 
tracted. 

To  the  opera  she  next  repairs  ;  here  she  meets 
Brodderford,  who  informs  her  that  the  SeL 
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Are  butb  gone  to  a  diuuei-party  at  the  Spauish  £m- 
bo8-<,v. 

This  piece  of  inforinntion  irritateH  Gemldine 
(;rt-ally  ;  but  slju  uiukt-w  no  show  ol  lier  feeliiigt*, 
auii  Du  oue  Kns()cct.s  huw  nhe  is  bt'iu^  moved. 

Tbt4  music  kUu  iNtys  uo  iitt«iittoLi  to  ;  the  crowd 
Bhe8««s  uot ;  aud  the  biillinut  ligLit  Hcemx  to  bltud 
her. 

She  ninst  go  hence  ;  the  bent  of  the  place  is  ab- 
Bohitfly  uubeiirHble,  Kbe  tells  her  comiMiiiiou. 

But  the  carria^e  wmk  not  onlered  nutil  the  con- 
rlnsi.iu  of  the  openi;  her  ci'inpiiniou  reminds  her. 

Nu  uiittter  ;  Kbe  \\ill  ^i'  home  in  a  cub.  Mr. 
Bi'<><id<iturd  will  procure  tme  for  ber  Gcruldiiie 
fo,  is  Mire. 

Ml.  biodderford  will  of  course  be  delighted  to 
be  «»i  uuy  use  to  Miss  Miiur.  And  they  all  leave 
the  box  together,  Mrs.  Peudnvy  conceiiling  her  vtx- 
atiou  tit  leiiviuj^  the  oi)eni  uutiuished  iis  best  she 
cau,  and  lunuugiug  to  smile  as  sweetly  un  usual, 
and  tu  preserve  her  old  plitcidity  of  demetiuur  iu  a 
most  astouishiug  manner. 

'•  Vou  must  be  ill,  my  denr,"  suggests  the  matron, 
seeing  Geraldiue  stagger  iicross  the  pavement  to-' 
Wards  the  cab.      "  Yt)U  ought  to  have  accepted  Mr. 
lirodderfonl's  arm  ;  I  could  have  got  ou  ipiite  well 
euougb  without  it." 

"  i  certainly  am  not  well,"  Geraldine  answers  as 
she  steps  iuto  the  cab,  assisted  by  Itrodderford. 

"  So  sorry  to  bear  you  say  so,  Miss  Maur  !"  says 
the  latter.  "It's  such  au  awful  l>oru  to  be  ill,  is  it 
not?" 

Geraldiue  makes  him  some  inaudible  rejoinder, 
and  then  leans  back  ui  one  corner  of  the  convey- 
ance, with  her  luce  concealed  in  the  shade.  After 
giving  directions  to  the  cali-ilriver,  Brodderford 
makes  his  addieux  to  the  ladies,  uTid  the  vehicle 
rolls  on. 

Brodderford  is  about  to  re-enter  the  opera  bouse, 
wbeu  H  baud  la  laid  upou  his  shoulder  ;  and  turu- 
iug  rouud.  he  sees  Paolo  Sebastian  at  his  elbow. 

"Seuor!"  be  exclaims,  well  pleiised  to  meet  some- 
one who  will  be  likely  to  chat  with  him  agreeably 
for  a  while.  "  1  thought  you  were  elsewhere.  I 
have  just  been  telling  a  lady  that  you  were  gone 
dining  with  the  Spanish  Ambassador." 

•'  Indeed  !  a liidy  ?"  retnin-s Sebastian,  in  surprise. 
"Ihe  Spauish  Amba.s.sudor  has  been  taken  sud- 
denly ill,  and  the  dinner  is  postjsjned  in  conse- 
quence theret)!,"  be  adds,  by  way  of  informaliou  ; 
"h'  uce  it  is  you  see  me  here  at  large." 

"Ill,  is  he?"  returns  Brmldertoril.  "Something 
wrong  m  the  air.  I  siipposo,  and  all  that  sort  of 
thing.  There  is  Miss  Maur  gone  home  indis|K)«ed. 
I  have  just  seen  her  iuto  a  cab,  her  ciirriu-^e  uot 
beiug  at  baud,  you  see. " 

"Miss  Mitur  iudisjMDsed  !"  repeats  Sebastian. 
"Why  1  saw  her  only  live  minutes  ago,  looking,  to 
all  ap(>earance,  well  enough,  but  as  though  she  had 
heard  the  music  of  *  Norma '  a  buudred  times  at 
least. " 

"Yes,  she  did  seem  awfully  bored  about  some- 
thing or  other  I  noticed  that,  though  as  a  rule  I 
seldom  trouble  myself  to  notice  auythmg.  You've 
l)eeu  iusida  the  bouse,  eh?" 

"  Yes  ;  but  I  don't  care  to  return  there." 

"Neither  do  I.  Listening  to  music  wbeu  it  is 
old  bores  a  fellow,  quite." 

SeUistian  laughs  at  this,  while  the  other  familiarly 
tikes  bis  arm. 

"Have  you  ^y  oljection  to  a  stroll?"  asks 
Brodderford. 

"Not  the  sligbtest  -  iu  fact,  I  am  just  in  tbo 
humor  for  one." 

"In  what  direction  shall  we  go?" 

"You  forget  that  I  am  a  stranger  to  London  - 
that  either  my  cottcbmau  or  my  groom  always  pi- 
lots me  about." 

At  this  iustai.t  a  well-know  face  confronts  the 
the  speaker's  gaze,  and  a  voice  distinctly  pro- 
nounces his  name. 

"Captain  Sebastian  !"  cries  Prescot  Wargrave, 
eyeing  the  other  sfejidily  and  stendy. 

The  Spaniard  regards  the  sailor  with  a  stare  of 
assumed  surprise,  and  returns,  quit.?  calmly  "Yon 
mistake,  sir  ;  I  have  not  the  honor  ot  your  ac- 
quaintance. Ooo<l  evening;"  and  lifting  his  hat 
slightly,  he  passes  onward  with  bis  companion, 
leaving  Wargiave  in  a  state  of  tjreat  surprise  and 
bewilderment  at  his  strange  behjiviour — at  bis  un- 
expected denial  of  himself. 

"  It   was   he,    and    nobody    else,    I'll    swear !" 


breathes  Wargrave,  half  aloud.  "  What  is  he  doing 
here  in  London,  and  dresseil  and  l<Hikiug  like  a 
gentleman  ?"  he  goes  on.  "Therascal!  the  pinite  ! 
the  horrible  ruffian  I  Bat  deny  himself  as  he  may, 
I'll  make  him  own  his  true  {KMition  before  long. 
I  don't  forget  or  forgive  his  sixviug  my  life  and  hers, 
only  to  make  us  both  curse  our  days  and  hours 
afterwards.  Since  England  holds  him,  I'll  (iud  him 
again  ;  and  then  the  strongest  prison  ever  built 
shall  secure  the  fellow  until  the  law  shall  decide 
upon  bis  punishment.  He  put  her  ashore  in 
England,  but  carrie<l  me  ofi  to  tlutt  heaven-forgotten 
spot.  Cape  Verd.  He  killed  ber  peace-  ruined  her 
life  for  ever  !  I'll  follow  him.  Which  way  did  be 
tiiru  ?     I  must  not  lu8e  him  !" 

And  the  sailor  rusbee  off  in  pursuit  of  the  buc- 
oaueer. 


CHAPTER  IX. 


THE  Pt'RSClT. 


Wargrave,  fle«t  of  foot  and  sharp  of  eye,  is  not 
likely  to  lose  his  time  and  opportunity  in  a  useless 
quest.  Like  a  bound,  he  seems  to  scent  his  prey, 
which,  like  a  hawk,  be  will  puuuce  upon  as  soon  an 
he  is  able  to  do  eo. 

He  fancies  he  sees  in  frout  of  him  the  form  of  the 
Spaniard,  and  Prescot  litterally  leaps  over  the 
pavement 

He  has  but  one  object  in  his  mind  at  this  minute 
—  he  has  but  oue  thought— namely— Sebastian  and 
his  capture. 

Along  the  Strtnd  he  follows  the  Spaniard  and  his 
companion  ;  then  ou  and  on  until  they  turn  iuto 
the  Haymarket.  Now  lieing  close  upon  their  heels, 
Wargrave  slackens  bis  pace,  aud  watches  them 
enter  the  theatre. 

After  a  pause  he  also  pays  hia  money,  and  follows 
them. 

'ITiey  enter  the  dreps  circle  and  take  their  seats 
there,  while  be  keeps  liehiud,  standing  in  the  box 
lobby.     Here  he  holds  communion  with  himself. 

He  is  cerUiin  of  bis  man.  He  is  there  within  his 
reach,  aud  Wargrave  has  but  to  call  a  policemiiu, 
pronounce  a  few  words  to  him,  and  Sebastian,  the 
somewhile  buccaneer,  will  sleep  this  night  under 
the  roof  of  a  pris<in  cell. 

If  Miss  Maur  be  still  alive  and  in  England,  she 
will  surely  add  ber  evidence  to  his  against  this  man 
who  made  a  mockery  of  a  holy  ceremony,  and 
forced  her,  against  her  will,  info  a  false  marriage 
with  him.  She  will  be  glad  of  au  '  pportunity  of 
bringing  such  a  villain  to  justice,  and  she  will  be 
grateful  to  him  (Wargrave)  lor  having  Ijeen  the 
bappy  means  of  capturing  the  riiffiaij. 

Such  art)  Prescot's  thoughts  at  this  moment, 
while  yet  his  eyes  are  fixed  ou  the  Spaniard,  against 
whom  be  feels  the  bitterest  hatred  that  oue  humau 
creature  can  possibly  feel  for  another. 

The  young  sailor  would  rather  have  l)een  left  to 
die  by  the  side  of  Genddiue  Manr  than  have  live<l 
to  see  ber  become  the  wife  of  another,  the  compelled 
wife  of  a  robber  ou  the  high  sens.  Prescot  clenches 
bis  fingers  as  he  thinks  as  he  recalls  the  past, 
with  all  its  many  bard  trials  and  sufferings. 

He  has  not  forgotteu  Geraldiue  -  be  will  never  do 
no  ;  his  is  not  the  mind  that  can  be  taught  forget- 
ful iie.ss  ;  ho  will  remember  aud  love  her  to  the  last 

By-and-by  lJrod<lerford  yawns,  whispers  in  the 
ear  of  bs  comi>aiuou  a  few  words,  to  which  the 
other  noos  assentiugly.  Then  they  both  rise,  put 
ou  their  bats,  aud  make  to  quit  the  box. 

Prescot  draws  back  a  little,  aud  stands  out  of 
sight  for  a  second  or  two,  then  ouce  more  be  is  at 
the  heels  of  the  Spiuiard. 

Wbeu  they  are  outside  the  walls  of  the  theatre,  ' 
Prescot  beckons  to  a  iwlicemau,  to  whom  he  hur- 
riedly and  briefly  explains  himself  ;  who  be  is,  aud 
likewise  who  that  bdl  foreigner  is  now  walking 
slowly  away  with  another,  who  is  probably  as  black- 
hearted a  scouuilrtl  as  his  companion.  ^ 

Then  follow  more  words  between  the  policeman 
and  the  sailor,  and  now  both  meu  together  walk 
quickly  after  the  Spaniard  and  bis  companion.  . 


CHAPTER    X. 

OEBAU>INk's  TKO0BLJB. 


Mrs.  Pendray  is  gone  forth  to  make  certain  little 
purohasea  for  herself,  wbeu  Mr.  Brodderford  iii  au- 


nouuce<l  to  Gerald  ine,  who  is  sitting  silent  and  sad. 
broo<ling  over  the  past,  to  which  her  thoughts  are 
constantly  reverting.  * 

She  does  not  kuow  why,  but  she  feels,'  as  she 
rises  to  greet  ber  vihitor,  a  strange  presentment  that 
be  is  harbinger  of  some  sort  of  unwelcome  iuteili- 
geuce  to  ber. 

"  I  bojie  I  have  the  pleasure  of  seeing  vou  better 
-quite  recovered?"  lie  says,  as  he  shakes  bands 
with  ber. 

"  Yes,  I  am  much  better,  thank  yon,  Mr.  Brod- 
derford," she  answervj  languidly  enough. 

"I  was  awfully  sorry  to  see  you  suffering,  I  can 
assure  you.  Miss  Maur.  I  didn't  go  back  to  bear 
the  rest  of  the  opera  ;  I  met  a  fellow  wh.jm  I  did 
not  exiiect  to  meet,  and  he  and  I  made  up  our 
miuds  we  would  take  a  stroll  together,  do  you  see. 
Miss  Maur  ?  Well,  you  will  be  astonished  at  what 
I'm  about  to  tell  yon.  As  a  rule,  I'm  never  as- 
toiiLshed  at  any  mortal  thing  I  ever  bear  or  see,  but 
this  affair  has  absolutely  shaken  me  from  head  to 
foot.  It  was  such  an  unexpected  event,  so  astound- 
ing and  disagreeable  ;  I  give  you  njy  word  Miss 
ftLinr,  I  should  uot  have  been  half  so  amazed  aud 
apallcd  had  the  moon  and  all  the  stars  together 
come  tumbling  down  upon  me.  Talk  about  ro- 
mances and  all  that  sort  of  thing  !  Wait  until  you've 
heard  my  story,  that's  all !" 

"  Pray,  what  has  happened  ?"  inquired  Geraldine 
anxiously,  and  inwardly  feeling  vexed  at  his  per- 
plexity. 

"  What  has  happened.  Miss  Manr?  An  awful  lot," 
ho  answers,  vaguely. 

"  To  yonrwlf  or  your  friend?" 

"  Well,  I  can't  stiy  be  was  my  friend  ;  a  fellow 
does  not  aUl  another  bis  friend  until  be  knows  biiu 
a  little  time.  I  believe  Donald  Irvane  aud  bo  cull 
oue  another  by  that  name,  though " 

"  Of  whom  are  yon  speaking  ?" 

"I  believe  of  a  rogue.  Miss  Maur — — ' 

"But  his  name?" 

"You'll  hardly  credit  your  senses  when  I  tell  it 
you.  He  is  the  very  Lust  permu  iu  the  world  you 
would  think  of  in  connexion  with  buccaneering, 
and  all  that  sort  of  frightlul  thing.  But  the  other 
fellow— his  accuser,  you  know  -  stiys  it  is  all  true 
swears  to  it,  iu  fact ;  and  I,  for  one  put  trust  iu  bis 
words. " 

Geraldine  turns  faint  with  apprehension,  but  she 
IS  able  to  preserve  au  outward  apjieamuce  of  calm- 
ness. Already  she  guesses  the  name  which  b>  r 
visitor  iu  bis  round-about  narrative,  has  thought 
fit  to  keep  back.  She  feels  that  he  is  speaking  of 
Sebastian,  aud  she  seems  to  understand  the  rest  of 
bis  sad  tale. 

"There  was  a  great  deal  of  statement  made  that 
I  didn't  quite  comprehend,"  coutiuues  Brodder- 
ford, pressing  his  brow  with  the  tip  of  his  finger, 
as  if  trjring  to  recall  somethiug  he  ought  to  re- 
member. "  I  didn't  of  course,  go  with  them  to 
the  )>olice-«tation.  I  bad  bad  quite  enough  of  the 
thing  as  it  was.  I  gave  the  police  chap  my  card, 
or  else,  I  suppose,  he'd  marched  me  off  with  the 
other.  Only  fancy  that.  Miss  Maur—  being '  de- 
tained all  night  in  some  horrible  lock-up,  and  may 
be  iu  the  company  of  that  rascally  robber,  pirate, 
buccaneer,  or  what  not !" 

"Police-station?"  repeats  Geraldine,  through 
white  Hps. 

"  Yes  ;  I  •  wonder  what  bis  cousin  will  say  to  all 
this?" 

"  His  cousin  ?"  -    "1     i       '■  : 

"  Yes ;  she  whom  the  beg(^r  was  ^oing to  marry, 
and  all  that  sort  of  thing,  you  know." 

"Are  you  aware  that  as  yet  you  have  not  men- 
tioned the  name  of  this  person  ?"  she  says  in  fal- 
tering accents. 

"No!  Whatan  omiasion!  Pray  pardon  mo, 
Miss  Manr.  The  fellow  carried  away  by  the  piolice- 
man  was  no  other  than  Senor  Paolo  Sebastian,  aud 
he  who  gave  him  into  custody  was  called  Prescot 
Wargrave." 

"Prescot  Wargrave  !"  echoes  Geraldine,  still  eu- 
daavoring  to  preserve  a  composed  manner. 

"  Yes  ;  you  have  no  kuowledge  of  the  fellow,  I 
suppose.  Miss  Maur?" 

"  What  a  stra'uge  question  to  ask  me  V  she  re- 
turns, eva»ivel^,  and  still  struggling  witkiier  em- 
otion.      '.:■..•■.•':::■„.,'■••'.■■'•.■.■  [■■'■.' 

■'■'-■'■■  ------   »       ''■•-■;■••■ 

To  be  Coni'miied—  Commenced  in  No.  145. 
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The  Directory  Maikrt  s  r  J:^ 

By  Eug.^iio  Wipfler. 


I  thonght  it  wa.<!  n  splenilid  thiug, 

To  go  to  work  for  Trow, 
To  eugage  ns  a  direotovy  man. 

It  was  a  holy  show. 
From  lioiise  to  bouse  I  ran  a  raco. 

With  my  pea  behind  tUe  ear,  ^„    ,Jk: 

And  if  I  delayed  a  little  too  Img, 

The  people  said,  see  here. 
Choeub. 
Johnny  come  nud  hurry,  hurry,  pooh,  pooh,  pooh. 
Or  elae  I'll  am  sute  I  muke  you  aorry,  hoo,  boo,  hoo, 
tVttta  <]aick  my  boy — don't  be  a  fool, 
johuny  come  and  hurry,  hurry,  pooh  pooh,  pooh. 

I  met  all  aoits  of  people  stire,    -rvrr^-".':  y  • : 

Some  gentle  and  some  tough. 
They  slammed  the  door  right  in  my  face, 

And  said  get  out  you  rough. 
Some  didn't  know  how  to  spell  their  names, 

I  thonght  it  very  queer. 
Bat  everywhere  and  no  mistake, 


Those  words  would  greet  my  ear. 

I  met  old  Charley  Kliugenstein. 

Please  sir,  give  me  your  name, 
Vaah  das,  says  he,  nix  kom  heratia. 

Dash  isht  mir  all  the  some. 
Then  I  met  Jim  Lonnigan, 

He  was  chock  full  of  beer  ; 
He  threw  the  boot-jack  at  my  heed, 

And  shouted  in  my  ear. 

Next  came  a  heathen  Chinee  man, 

I  produced  a  bill  of  fare. 
As  a  proof  of  my  authority. 

To  ask  him  for  his  name. 
He  wagged  his  pigtail  with  a  grin. 

And  looked  around  in  fear. 
He  drew  some  squares  upon  a  slate 

Which  meant  to  say,  see  here  I 

And  this  is  my  experience,    , 

As  a  directory  man. 
If  yoa  are  wise  you'll  stay  at  home, 

Qet  along  the  best  you  can. 
But  if  you  have  the  devil's  cheek, 

Tm  sure  you  need  not  fear 
Because  it  will  be  all  the  same,    .   - 

If  people  cry,  see  here  ! 


CbomB. 


Choras. 


Chonu. 


Chonu. 


/  '"'  William  Ericksen,  or: 
The  Gowanos  Hildrebrant 

His  name  is  William  Ericksen, 

A  darling  you  must  know. 
He's  sure  the  girls  are  crazy. 
To  have  him  for  a  beau  ; 
His  style  in  neat,  his  smiles  are  sweet, 

In  his  mind  he  has  lots  of  cash  ; 
Oh  1  yon  ahonld  see  this  lovely  .'■       -  .  . 

When  he's  out  upon  the  niiuib. 
Chonuj :    Ha !  ha  !  ha  !  ha !  graft  is  great, 

He  must  hasten  to  the  lunch  bar 
•'  '    Before  it  is  too  late ; 

The  suckers  all  imitate  him, 
■ '    But  to  catch  his  style  they  can't 

For  he's  known  all  over  Brooklyn, 
^    As  the  Oowauus  Hildrebrant 

I  tell  yon  he's  a  Willey,  :i     ,    " 

A  swell  "a  number  nine,"  v 

He  wears  a  poj)er  picadilly,  ' .'    ; 

And  a  necktie  that's  divine.  .' 
At  bagatelle  he's  quite  n  sell,  .' ' 

He  plays  for  plates  of  hoKh  ; 
But  yon'd  take  him  for  an  angel 

If  yon'd  see  him  on  the  mash.  Chorus. 

He's  ft  wall  flower  at  the  parties,      ^     : :    .  V', 

A  ••John"  at  picnics  too  ;  '    ''     "■■)■' 

The  gals  they  all  doKh.nke  him       '■''■■:*■ 

Which  mnkM  him  f^l  quite  neifc  -, ,  ;  ,    ■ 
He'sas  gmoeftil  i»9the  birdy  'tVlw.i-    .     ' 

Tb<^  call  the  E-lc-pbiuit  ; 
And  he's  known  ail  over  Br^klyu,- 

Aa  (he  Oowanna  Hillaitmiit.  Chorus. 


rf?:5:i 


The^Soond  Demoent 

Bung  by  Pat  Rooiiry 


Ladi  of  learning  and  high-<on«d  p'  opUk 

Come  down  ye  near  and  I'll  tell  ye  all, 
I  was  brought  up  well  and  educated 

And  graduated  in  old  Donegal. 
I  cmne  out  bete  for  to  make  a  living. 

And  I  have  made  a  good  one  at  that ; 
And  go  whiitel  may,  you  will  hear  them  say, 

Tbere  goes  Mike  McNally,  the  scimd  Demoorat 
[Bepeat  two  last  lines.] 


I  own  the  Eight  Word  and  population. 

My  inflnetioe  there  they  are  very  great ; 
The  people  say  at  the  next  election. 

They  will  put  me  up  for  candidate. 
Th  y  like  my  walk  and  they  aay  I'm  handsome, 

They  say  I  look  like  my  brother  Put : 
And  when  I  pass  the  way  you  can  hear  them  Baj', 

There  gocti  Hike  McNally,  the  sound  Democtat 
[Bepeat  tno  lost  lines. ) 

How  They  Do  It. 

Wocda  by  Charlea  B.  Fliher.  >. 


That  "  they  all  do  it,"  is  wholly  true, 

But  hme  they  do  it  has  not  beien  explained  ; 
There  are  various  ways  to  eschew. 

The  performances  which  can't  be  restrained. 
Some  do  it  on  the  sly  and  others  rash. 

Do  it  pnblioly  and  ever  pursue  it. 
Bat  I  do  not  consider  it  flakb. 

So  111  tell  you  a  way  how  to  do  it     * 

CHOBim.  $!i^- 

How  they  do  it,  how  they  do  it,  *;  *'. 

Is  a  task  that  can  be  easily  taught ; 
How  they  do  it,  how  they  do  it. 

Is  a  treatise  which  is  eagerly  songht    «. 

To  be  honest  per'i'>  must  avoid 

Ba4  company,  i  .'e  hours,  and  tempting  work  ; 
Condnct  themmlved  right  and  be  devoid 

Of  fray,  and  1st  no  spite  in  their  hearts  lurk  : 
Had  these  sins  been  clipped  and  checked  in  tinip, 

By  rascals  before  they  fully  kuSfW  it ; 
The  average  x>etton  would  not  climbs 

The  grim  gallows  to  see  how  they  do  it. 

j  How  they  do  it,  Slc. 

There's  Tweed,  Oilman,  cashiers  and  d  al. 

Have  shown  how  to  become  rich  and  be  great  - 
Bat  I  do  not  wish  you  to  inst:!). 

The  vices  in  vhich  they  did  participate. 
They  were  clever  at  one  time  but  now, 

Biappiness  into  trouble  they  threw  it ; 
So  in  jail  they  must  set  and  often  avow. 

They  are  sorry  they  learned  how  to  do  it 

■  [,^-  How  they  do  it,  Ac. 

The  daily  papers  are  a  great  thing. 

How  quickly  they  get  news  is  n  wonder  ; 
Big  words  and  facta  they  prolusely  uliug. 

But  received  simple  by  telegraphic  transfer  ; 
Their  "  leaders"  on  mnrdexs  and  scandals. 

Are  something  grand— a  treat  to  review  it, 
The  more  startling  the  better  it  sells. 

The  smart  editors  know  how  to  do  it 

How  they  do  it,  &c. 


The  Old  rriends  for  the  New. 

Boug  by  Mill  Sato  MoutroiA. 


There's  many  a  song  with  many  a  motto 

Each  containing  good  advice  ; 
Obey  their  teeChinpis  too  we  on.Ejht  to, 

Tho'great  temptations  ns  entice 
To  sing  a  new  song  I'll  endeavor. 

And  one  I  hope  will  please  a  few. 
Make  all  the  friends  you  can,  but  never, 

Give  up  the  old  friends  for  the  new. 
CHOsrs. 
Then  listen  to  the  motto  that  I  give  yon, 
Yon'll  find  a  good  one  it  will  prove  and  tree. 
Make  all  the  friends  yon  can 
Always  lend  a  helping  hand. 
But  don't  give  up  the  old  friends  for  the  new. 


Ton  may  be  poor  in  Ufe's  beginning, 

A  man  you  meet  just  like  yonrseu ; 
His  friendihip  you  suooeed  in  winning. 

He  helps  you  on  the  road  to  wealth. 
And  when  you've  won  it  do  not  sever. 

The  ties  that  bind  bi?n  still  to  you. 
He  helped  you  in  }'oiir  need,  so  never 

Oive  up  the  old  friends  for  the  new. 

Tliea  listen  to  the  motto.  Sec 

To  tlioee  who  may  be  married, 

A  word  or  two  I  have  to  say, 
By  fairer  faces  be  not  carried. 

Completely  off  and  led  astray. 
In  this  age  of  quick  divorcee. 

Men  love  theur  wives  a  year  or  tw<0^ 
Then  wander  into  other  oourses. 

Give  u^  the  old  wife  for  the  new.  ' 
-  ^     ■-"  ^   '■  Then  listen  to  the  motto,  ia. 


Yoa'll  Forget  Me,  By-and-By. 

Word!  by  Samael  N.  Mitchell.        Muilo  by  H.  P.  Danki. 
Muilo  published  by  J.  L.  Peters,  (43  Broadway,  N.  T. 

Yon  may  call  me  sweet  and  pretty,  < 

Tell  me  I  am  "so  refined  r 
Yon  may  say  my  disposition 
Is  tbe  purest  of  my  kind  ; 
You  may  praise  the  hue  and  sparkle 

That  you  witness  in  my  eye,  ] :  X- 

But  your  worship  will  diminish,  .    ;|  ■■'-{ 

You'll  forget  me  by-ond-bye. 
Chorus  :    You  may  call  me  sweet  and  pretty. 
Woo  me  with  a  gentle  sigh  ; 
But  your  worship  will  diminish. 
You'll  forget  me,  by-aod-bye. 

Yoa  may  say  I  am  "  perfection," 

Say  yon  love  to  see  me  smile. 
You  may  tell  me  that  yon  love  me^ 

Tho'  you're  jesting  sdl  the  while  ;     . 
Ton  may  whisper  loving  pleadings  ; 

Woo  me  with  a  gentl'j  sigb. 
But  3'our  vows  like  chufl"  will  scatter. 

You'll  forget  me,  by-aud-bye.  Chonu. 


Yon  may  ask  my  hand  in  marriage^ 

Name,  perhaps,  the  weddiiiq;  day. 
You  may  say  that  yon  will  take  me 

On  a  journey  far  away  ; 
You  may  give  me  precious  tokens. 

And  my  virtues  glorify, 
But  your  promises  will  wandt r, 

Yon'll  forget  me,  by-and-by* 


Choms. 


Angels  Guard  thy  Little  Bed. 

Words  by  Bitnuel  M.  Mitchell.       Mnslc  by  H.  P.  Danks. 

Slamber,  little  darling,  sinmber 
On  your  pillow  soft  and  whiter 
Close  yoiu  eyelids,  pretty  darling. 

For  I  know  you're  tired  to-night ; 
Do  not  think  of  (ear  or  danger, 
Bat  repose  your  curly  head. 
And  thro'  all  the  darjuiess,  dajling. 

Angels  guard  thy  Ifttle  bed. 
Chorus :    Sinmber,  Uttle  darling,  slnmber, 
Best  your  precious  curly  head, 
And  thro'  all  the  darkness,  darling, 
Angels  guard  thy  little  bed. 

Slamber,  little  darling,  slamber, 

It  is  time  you  were  at  rest,       ,, 
All  the  birdies,  pretty  darling, 

Now  are  sleeping  in  their  nest ; 
Hide  your  toes  within  the  blanket,    'i 

Put  your  arms  beneath  the  spread^ 
And  until  the  moruiu<7,  darling. 

Angels  guard  thy  httle  bed.     •  ■.-'."     Clioraa. 

Sinmber,  Utile  darling,  sinmber. 

Till  the  early  robin  sings, 
I  will  call  j'on.  pretty  darling, 

When  the  dove^ets  flap  their  wings  { 
Give  a  good-nighl  Vina  to  mamma, 

Nf  w  your  evening  prayer  is  said. 
And  until  tho  day-liijbt,  dnrliug, 

Angils  guard  thy  little  bed.  Ch'O'iia. 
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Don't  put  the  Poor  Woridngman  Down. 

By  Bobliy  Newoomb. 

rbeMntle  Oopyrigbted  tod  PubliabrdbyF  TT.  Helmick 

ofNoSOWett  4th  Street.  Cincinnati.  (Olilo  )    caul* 

obtalued  at  aiij  Mntie  Store— Price  19  cent*. 


How  oft  when  we  hear  of  misfortnne        '    ,„  ^  "* 

Befalling  a  friend  or  r  foe,  ,    .  ' ',  _ 

If  in  joy  or  regrets  we  express  it,    >    '    -     '  ' 

That's  the  way  of  the  world,  yon  all  know. 
I  thought  I  would  epeak  of  a  subject 

Interesting  each  Tillage  and  town, 
That  is,  iron  heeled  capital  striving        i^--  ^   •   '^  ; .-. 

To  put  the  poor  workingmau  down.  'y..;^,. ,;.,;; 

Chorus.  '' 'r  •. 

Let  capital  shake  bands  with  labor,  v  .-      .. 

L«t  the  poor  have  the  bread  that  they  earn. 
For  surely  they  need  every  penny, 

Is  a  lesaon  quite  easy  to  learn. 
Ilememl>er  the  poor  love  their  children. 

So  give  them  a  smile,  not  a  frown,     ,         •£     . 
Live,  and  let  live,  be  yotir  motto,  -  ■ 

Oh  !  don't  pat  the  poor  vorkiogman  down. 

[Dance.] 

That  money  is  root  of  all  evil,  ■: 

Why  all  of  ns  likely's  foiuid  ont,        '.    >    : 

The  richer  class  think  that  the  poorer  ':->■'..■  I' 
Should  of  pleasure  know  nothing  about    ■ 

The  honest  poor  always  will  labor, 
They  don't  a.sk  a  title  or  crown, 

Why  begrudge  them  sufficient  to  live  on, 

'    Don't  put  the  poor  workingman  down.       Choms. 

6o  now  in  conclusion  m  mention. 

That  life  being  dear  to  us  all,  •  y    : 

The  poorer  class  must  have  existence, 

So  don't  push  them  close  to  the  walL 
Now  hope  that  in  future  the  richer 

On  the  poorer  will  nmile  and  not  frown, 
Who  ask  but  enough  just  to  live  on. 

Don't  put  the  poor  workingman  down. 


Chorus. 


Where  Have  You  Been  To-Night,  John? 

Sling  b7  Harry  Montaene. 

Matlc  of  tbis  SoDR  cao  b«  bad  of  Spear  h  Deboboff 

7t7  Broadway.  N.  T. 


I\«  just  got  wed  to  a  darling  wife. 

We're  happy  as  can  be. 
There's  only  one  thing  causes  strife. 

Of  which  we  can't  agree. 
Fur  now  and  then,  like  the  best  of  men, 

I  go  out  in  a  jovial  way, 
And  as  sure  as  fate  if  I  come  home  late. 

My  wife  to  me  will  say  : 
Chorus. 

Where  have  you  been  to-night,  John? 

Where  have  you  been  to-night? 
You're  ont  so  late,  and  in  such  a  state ; 

Where  have  you  been  to-night,  John  ? 


BepeaL 


When  I  go  out  for  an  hour  or  so, 

The  time  it  slips  by  so  fast. 
It's  time  to  go  before  I  know 

A  jolly  night  has  passed. 
UMtairs  I  creep  ;  sne's  fast  asleep, 

I  think  I  hear  her  snore — 
What  a  sad  mistake— she's  wide  awake, 

When  she  says  to  me  once  more —        Choms. 

At  one  or  two— or  it  may  be  three—     , 

I  quit  the  festive  scene. 
And  then  my  wife  will  say  to  me,  '/: 

Now  tell  me  where  you've  been.  '. 

You're  out  so  late  in  such  a  btate —     '■ 

You're  not  yourself,  I  TOW, 
How  strange  yon  talk,  bow  queer  jon  walk  ; 

You  really  don't  know  bow. 

Spoken  :  And  just  as  soon  as  I  got  into  the  bed- 
room, my  wife  said  to  me  "  this  is  a  nice  time  to  be 
coming  home,  isn't  it?  You  thought  you'd  leave 
your  boots  outside  in  the  hall,  and  sneak  in  here 
and  I  wouldn't  know  what  time  you  came  home  ; 
but  Fm  not  such  a  fodi  as  I  look,  althoogh  goodness 
knows  I  was  a  fool  when  I  married  you  ;  but  there, 
John.  I  didn't  want  to  fight  vrith  you  or  quarrel,  so 
there's  a  good  dear,  hurry  up  and  come  to  bed  ;  and 
tell  me  darling  —  Oions. 


Don't  Mind  Me. 


'^ti.'c. 


•i-t' 


:■/ 


Some  people  when  they're  wanted 

Are  never  near  the  spot. 
While  others  they  are  iu  the  way, 

"When  wanted  they  are  nob   -~- : 
Now  I  am  most  unlucky, 
I'm  alwaj's  iu  the  way. 
So  I  fear  it's  quiet  by  accident;- ='^'-        •  ''  '^  -■ 
And  BO  t  have  to  say —  ^   •  ^ 

Chorns  :    Never  mind  me,  I  can't  see,     ■'■  '■ 
Dou't  mind  me^  I'm  not  looking, 
!\<.  ver  mind  me,  I  can't  see, 
Dou't  mind  m*  for  I  won't  look. 

Last  summer  I  went  in  the  park, 

The  pLico  for  happy  days ; 
And  after  seemg  all  I  could,        ^     - 

I  strolled  into  the  maze.         \*  j . 
I  suddenly  came  on  a  couple^    ^jK;        . 

Very  much  engaged,  ■'.,.■":.  '-■'■. 

,     I  fear  I  spoiled  their  little  game,     _,-.      -'     ;.: 
■    For  they  were  quite  engaged.        ;■,■:    ' 

8iX)ken  :  Well,  of  course,  there  is  no  harm  iu  a 
loving  couple  going  iu  the  park ;  but  it's  not  ex- 
actly the  place  for  a  gentleman  to  be  caught  with 
his  arms  round  a  lady's  waist  So  I  could  see  tMt 
this  tender  couple  felt  very  mncn  embarrassed  at 
my  sudden  appearance,  bo  I  excused  myself,  and 
said  to  tbem—  Never  mind  me,  Ac. 

I  like  a  stroll  up  town,  I  do,     ■;..  .-•     i  -r'-^  » 

And  so  the  other  day  ',;'/      ;!    '•','.'■. 

I  lit  a  weed,  and  took  a  walk 

Just  out  of  Broadway.  '  .1-  .' 

Aud  by  a  stoop  I  saw  a  girl. 

The  kind  of  whom  wo  dream,  ,       ; 

She  had  one  foot  np,  aud  on  seeing  me,  ..." 

She  blushed  and  gave  a  scream. 

Sjjoken  :  My  usual  luck,  I  passed  by  at  the 
wroug  mouient,  just  as  the  young  lady  was  tying 
her  shoe-string  ;  so  I  took  an  extra  pulTon  my  cigar 
aud  says  to  her —  Never  mind  me,  Ac. 

My  old  friend,  Peter  Henpeck. 

Has  got  a  fistic  wife,  '-'',  r- 

She  bangs  her  "  fivee  "  on  hi»  "  conk,"  /sr 

And  leads  him  such  a  life.  ' .  -; '  .  • 

I  chanced  to  stop  iu  'tother  day,           r.  •!"   ..  - 

To  see  what  they  were  at 

She  had  knocked  poor  Peter  down,  •■;.-■ 

And  they  were  ftghtiug  on  the  mat  i  ■'.■/-:.: .. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  there  they  were,  fighting  on  the 
front  door  mat ;  well,  the  tact  ia,  this  couple  don't 
get  along  very  well  together,  aud  whenever  they 
have  one  of  their  "family  broils,"  Peter  always 
comes  out  second  best ;  now  I  never  like  to  inter- 
fere between  man  and  wife  whenever  they  have  any 
trouble,  so  I  said  to  this  happy  pair  ;  "  Take  it  easy, 
Peter,"  "jump  on  his  chest,  madam." 

Never  mind  me,  &c. 


A  Message  From  the  Poor.  ,    ;; 

'  CopjrigUled  by  A.  J.  Fieher. 

There's  ft  Tneeaic^  fromithe  many,  ----^^  -;, 

From  the  many  to  the  few,  /  ; ;  V 

Toiling  millions  ask  for  justice 

From  the  rich,  which  is  their  doe ; 
Honest  workers  toiling,  sighing. 

Crowning  hearts  as  tree  as  steel,  •  '  '   ;  ■ 
Suffering,  starving,  groaning,  dying, 

'Neath  oppression's  iron  heeL  ;    ■'■ 

Choms:    Then  give  to  the  poor 

The  hand  of  firee  good  will,  ■  =*  >. 
-      .  And  help  your  straggling  brother 
J  -r:     To  climb  life's  m^ed  hill ; 
:  •   .^  r  Troth  makes  the  man, 
'  And  not  his  money  bags. 

For  crime  oft  stands  in  broadcloth, 
Whilst  honesty's  in  rags. 

To  the  rich  the  poor  are  step^fltonea,       ' -_• 
Stepping  stones  to  fortune's  dower, 

Ever  grinding  down  their  wages. 
Up  they  mount  to  wealth  and  power ; 

Oh  !  ve  purse-proud  eons  of  mammon. 
Whilst  yon  o'er  yoor  riches  gloat. 

Don't  forget  that  honest  people 


I 


I 


By  By  Chariey. 

Behold  before  yoo,  one  and  all, 

A  man  of  w^th  you  see ; 
Tm  known  by  all  the  ladies 

And  they  think  a  lot  of  me. 
I  take  in  all  the  fancy  balls 

Aud  picnics  of  the  day, 
.  Aud  when  they  meet  me  on  the  street^ 

Why  this  is  what  they  say. 

Chobtts. 

By.  by,  CharUe,  von're  a  pet  of  mine ; 

ril  meet  you  iu  the  ^k  when  the  clock  strikflSnine, 

Your  walk  is  so  bewitching,  it  pierced  me 

through  and  thtoogfa ; 
111  sic  you  with  tojfipits  dog,  aud  throw 

j     ■;;.-.'.»•-  blue  gla«*«  you. 

When  I  go  oat  upon  the  tnrf^ 

I  drive  a  thoroughbred  ; 
.'  The  ladies  of  our  boarding-hooss^ 

I  kill  the  poor  things  dead. 
I  catch  them  with  my  neat  cat  clotlM% 

When  I  go  out  each  day. 
And  when  I  play  a  game  of  ball 

You'll  hear  the  darlings  say. 


Often  weu  a  ragged  ooat 


Obonu. 


I'm  a  Bachelor  Qay. 

I  By  Annie  1{.  Oartia. 

Fm  a  bachelor  ^'ay— O  ladies !  I  piay, 

Don't  waste  rour  time  liugerinK  near 
I've  nothing  to  bother  with  day  alter  (Jay, 

Fram  trials  of  wedlock  Fm  clear  ; 
Contented  I  dwell  at  the  C«ntral  Hotel, 

My  servants  are  all  that  I  wish  ; 
I  am  not  obliged  ut  the  sound  of  the  bell 

To  be  round  lor  my  favorite  diah. 

I  go  when  I  can  and  I  come  when  I  pISMS^ 

I've  no  one  to  scold  wi^  or  fret ; 
I  stay  at  my  club  just  asiate  as  I  cboow, 

Or  stop  at  the  races  to  bet ; 
Fve  no  one  to  ask  or  to  take  me  to  task 

For  the  money  I'm  throwing  awav  ; 
I'm  a  bird  that's  not  easily  comex«a  with  ohaff ; 

Don't  smile  on  me,  ladies,  I  pray. 


I    Up  At  Dudley  Grove.  ' 

Copyright,  1878,  by  A.  J.  rtsber. 

The  yoimg  men's  social  olnb 

They  gave  a  grand  exonisian  ; 
They  had  a  band  ' 

From  Manahan, 
Two  barges  and  a  boat 

The  lads  were  tiptivated 
Y^es,  fit  for  sweet  diversiaa, 

I'd  Kitty  McGUnn 
Away  from  home 

In  a  linen  overcoat 
*  Cbobtts. 

She  played  the  oonoertiiia 
As  through  the  woods  we'd  io*a ; 

I  was  all  alone  with  Kitty  MoQUmt 
Up  at  Dudley  Grove. 

I  danced  in  every  set 

In  the  waltz  how  gay  Fd  wheel  bat; 
No  pivoter  could  equal  her, 

A  darling  and  a  dear  ; 
And  as  we'd  spin  arotmd 

They'd  say   ' '  ain't  she  a  speeler  T 
Then  I'd  ta-ta  up  to  the  bar 

For  a  schooner  of  German  beer. 

She  playwl.  *& 

You'd  ought  to  hear  her  sing, 

Like  a  barber  abap  canary ! 
Ihate  to  tell  just  like  a  bell 

She'd  reach  the  upper  C. 
Ballads  are  her  style  ; 

Like  my  own,  my  bomiT  Haiy, 
She's  a  duck,  and  I'm  in  mok— 

She's  the  has  thai  oiHptaMd  n». 

8heplay»d,te. 


<, 
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I 


I 
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The  Isle  De  Blackwell. 

Bang  by  ButI^d  *  Hart. 
Oopyrlgbt.  1878,  by  A.  J.  VlatM.     '  ■ 

Oome^  gather  ye  enusksmen      . 

And  ganiffii  so  fly, 
Maoea  and  braces, 

Sbopliftera  draw  nigh. 
rU  warble  a  ditty.  ;   V      : 

While  the  chonw  you  swell. 
Of  the  blokes  doing  time 

On  the  Isle  de  BlackweU. 
Cborofl :    With  my  one,  two,  and  tL.ee  font, 
Then  all  in  line, 
To  th9  shoe  shop  and  quarry, 
f''^' .  Each  bloke  must  keep  time. 

r  .    ,        We  work  like  a  Turk, 
'•■J-     .  Then  back  to  omr  cell. 

Bach  a  grand  institution  ,   *[' 

la  the  Isle  de  BlackweU. 

Oh!  there  is  a  darling  ^i , 

Who'd  sngar  galore^ 
He  faypolbeosted  to 

The  Canada  shore. 
The  boodle  was  heavy, 

H*  tripped  and  he  fell. 
Singing  Moody  and  Sankey 

On  ue  lale  de  BlackwelL 


Cbonis. 


Oh  I  there  ia  a  baby, 

Tia  a  pity  he's  here. 
He  was  nabbed  by  a  bipper 

A-«hoTing  the  queer. 
Hia  people  are  nobbjl 

On  the  ATeooe  they  swell, 
Be'a  a  flimlly  skeleton 

Ou  the  Zale  de  Blaokwell 

There's  Sootty,  our  keeper. 

We  all  know  bis  snoot, 
He  oollan  the  old  toga 

Thm  hands  out  a  suit 
Striped  like  a  eebra : 

Then  it's  good-by^  farewell, 
We're  ngslar  board Jn 

On  the  lale  de  BlackwelL 

Little  Blue-Eyed  Pet 


Chorus. 


Choms. 


Dedicated  to  Bobby  Neweomb. 
Words  and  litDsie  by  Cliarle*  A.  Jobnson. 


While  strolling  through  a  lovely  park. 

In  the  sultry  month  July, 
A  maiden  fair  with  golden  hair, 

I  there  did  chance  to  spy. 
She  sat  apon  a  rustic  bench. 

On  a  book  were  fixed  those  eyes    .  , 
Of  heavenly  blue,  unrivalled  save 

By  heaven's  azure  skies,  oh  I 
Waltz  Chobob. 

She  is  too  lovely,  far,  to  live, 

This  charming  little  pet : 
For  her  even  my  soul  I  d  give, 

On  her  my  hopes  are  set 
I  would  give  the  world  if  she,       ., 

The  happy  day  woald  set. 
When  she'd  become  my  darling  bride, 

My  little  blue-eyed  pet 

I  watched  her  as  she  sat  there  Hill 

She  rose  upon  her  feet ; 
I  my  courage  then  summed  up, 

And  to  her  I  did  Rp*  ak. 
I  said.  "MlM,  pray  excuse  me^  bat| 

I  am  enraptured  quite,  i^ 

For  never  has  my  gaze  rested     ^ 

On  BQcU  a  lovely  sight,  oh  I  '^ 

Cbobcb. 
Too  an  too  beratifol  toIiv^ 

Yon-itniiag  UtUe  pet ; 
To  me  your  heart  and  hand  pray  giv^ 

On  you  my  hopes  are  set ; 
I  would  give  the  world  if  yoo,  *■' 

The  happy  day  would  set. 
When  we'd  be  wed,  and  you  would  be 

My  litUe  bloe-eyed  pet 

She  blushed,  lodnd  down.  WM  atftkM. 

For  the  aoeiper  she  ought  make ; 
I  atappedl  aloe*  lo  her  aide,  and  then 

Her  little  hand  did  Uke. 


Danoe. 


SMioe. 


I  said,  "darling,  wilt  thou  be  mine? 

I  know  you'll  not  say  nay  ;" 
She  with  a  soft,  sweet,  flute-like  voice. 

The  cherished  "yes"  did  say.  oh ! 

First  Choma. 


The  Dying  Mother. 

Dedloated  to  Uln  Carrie  Powell,  Jereey  Olty, 
Words  and  Hualc  by  Charles  ▲.  Johnson. 

SisteiB,  deer,  try  make  no  noise. 
Poor  mamma's  so  sick  to-day. 
Doctor  said,  when  he  came  here. 
That  he  feared  she'd  pass  away. 
Ah !  dear  mother,  could  you  know 

All  the  anguish  our  hearts  feel, 
Aa  at  night,  by  our  bedside, 

We  in  prayer  unto  Him  kneeL 
Clioros :    Sister^  dear,  try  make  no  noise. 
Poor  Mamma's  so  sick  to-day  ; 
Doctor  said,  when  he  came  here, 
Thait  he  feared  she'd  pass  away. 

Look  I  dear  mamma  has  awakened, 

See  I  she  beokona  to  us  now  ; 
L*t  us  get  some  nice  cool  water. 
With  it,  lave  her  fevered  brow. 
"Children  dear,  oh  !  do  not  weep," 

Those  words,  she  spoke  soft  and  low, 
"I  will  watch  you,  guard  and  keep, 

When  I  with  the  angels  ga" 
Chorus  :     "  Darling  children,  kiss  me  good-bye,' 
Thorn  were  aU  the  words  she  said. 
Then  the  gates  of  Heaveu  opened. 
And  otu  mother's  spirit  fled. 


Only  an  Orphan. 


Air :    I  with  mamma  waa  bere.        By  A.  Zulser. 


I  am  but  a  poor  orphan  boy. 

Without  either  home  or  friends  ; 
I  wander  uow  from  mom  till  night. 

My  troubles  seem  not  to  end. 
O !  Father  iu  Heaven  look  down  on 

And  keep  me  frota  temptation. 
For  I  am  a  poor  orphan  boy. 

And  think  of  my  salvation. 


me. 


BepeaU 


My  mother  died 'tis  yean  ago, 

And  I  was  left  here  all  alone  ; 
Twas  you  kind  lady  brought  me  here. 

To  share  your  humble  home. 
But  when  I  think  of  this  great  place, 

"The  greatest  of  the  nation  :  ' 

Where  many  poor  orphan  boy's  Repeat 

Are  dying  with  starvation. 

Oh  1  lady,  would  that  I  were  deed. 

For  it  I  have  no  fear ; 
I  hear  the  angels  coming,  hark. 

Ah !  death  does  now  draw  near. 
Dear  lady  I  do  feel  such  joy. 

My  mother  111  meet  in  Heaven, 
Farewell,  deed  lady  I  must  go.  Repeat 

The  angels  are  a  waiting. 


►-,♦►- 


Nancy  Free. 

rijaODT  ON  MAMCT  UEK. 

Of  all  the  yams  m  e'er  I  know,  oh,  ho  I 

Yeo,  ho!  a  go— •  le'glsf  go 

la  that  there  "  Kanoy  Lee^  I  trow,  oh,  ho  I 

Yeo,  ho  !  lads,  ho  I  y^  bo  I 

They  say  that  al)e,  upon  the  quay,  bade  Jack 

"good-bye," 
An*  ev'ry  day  ha  was  away,  ahe  piped  herleye. 
But  that  bo  blowed,  I  never  knowed  my  Nance  to  cry, 
Yeo,  ho  I  lads,  oh.  no  I 

Chorus. 
A  sailor's  wife  i«  alwas  on  the  8pIe^ 
I  Yeo,  ho !  yeo,  ho !  when  Jaok'sat  sea. 
For  well  she  knows  in  every  port  that  he, 
Will  not  without  a  sweet-heart  be. 

Oh,  my  old  gaTs  the  gal  to  go,  oh.  ho!  :  ;;  , 

The  pace— whoa  1  oh,  my  Nancy  whoa  I 

She  u  the  warmest  one  I  know,  oh,  ho  I   y   .  .  :;  ^  I 

To  give  or  take  a  bkm; 

When  Fve  the  tin  ahe's  alwaye  in  lo  welcome  me, 


In  Tiger  bay  she  spends  her  pay,  but  when  at  SM 
She  pawns  my  togs  to  get  her  grogs,  and  laaghs  at  me, 
Yeo,  ho !  kds.  that's  so.  Chorus. 

When  on  the  sea  the  tempests  blow,  oh,  ho  I 
Yeo,  ho  I  yeo,  ho  !  'tis  well  I  know,  < 

That  she's  some  other  chap  in  tow,  oh,  hoi    :?4v', 
A  way  they  have  I  know  : 
But  what  care  I,  I  never  sigh,  for  Nancy  Free. 
A  gal  in  France  as  good  as  Nance,  will  comfort  me, 
Or  one  in  Spain,  wul  once  again  como  coortiug  me, 
Yeo,  ho  I  liida,  oh,  juttt  BO.  Chorus. 

Then,  here's  their  healths  afore  we  go,  dh,  ho ! 

Yeo,  ho  I  for,  ho,  we  never  know 

How  soon  as  we  may  go  below,  oh,  ho  i 

And  leave  the  dears  iu  woe  ; 

Then  here's  long  lives  to  all  our  wives, 

where'er  they  may  be. 
The  young,  the  sweet,  the  old,  the  neat, 

the  staid,  the  free^ 
May  we  in  port  find  just  the  sort  of  'fancy,'  she, 
A  sailor  chap  should  know.  Gborus. 


i:, 


The  Tramp's  Eeqaest. 


Air:    Oulyleklud. 


By  WlUle  WlldwaVs. 


Trust  till  next  week. 

Give  me  a  beer,  .V 

A  schooner  I  seek  :  t 

My  heart  to  cheer  ;  ' 
To  the  bar  go  behind, 

Oive  what  I  seek. 
Only  be  kind — 

Trust  till  next  week. 
Chorus  :    Pray,  landlord,  hear 
My  tale  of  woe, 
I  hope  you'll  not  jeer,  ." 
Nor  tell  me  to  go ;    ■ 
Wealth  I  have  not. 
You  look  so  meek 
■  -^       Pity  my  sad  lot — 

Trust  till  next  week. 

Trust  till  next  week, 

No  one  is  near,  / 

My  heart  it  will  break,  * 

For  one  drink  of  be«r  ; 
Grant  me  ray  request. 

Give  what  I  seek,  .,, 

And  you  will  be  blest,    ' 

Tiust  till  next  week.     , 


Azrael's  Star. 

By  B.  Aliton  Darley 

t  ^ 

There  stooped  a  star  that  fell  on  none—' 
Stop  !  it  Ktartled  one  from  dreams  afar. 

It  kisKcil  her  lips  till  they  grew  cold 
As  Alpiae  wold  unto  their  tips  ; 

It  touched  her  heart  until  it  C(>ft8ed 
To  throb,  and  eased  ito  woe  and  smart ; 

It  touched  Ler  80ul,  the  soul  so  pure 
To  death  endure,  and  chilled  the  whole  ; 

It  kisse<l  her  hair  and  wondrotis  thing  I 
It  formed  a  ring  of  glory  there  ; 

It  r.iised  ht  r  high  and  bore  her  off 
From  Nconi  and  and  sooff  and  misery    - 

To  heaven's  gate.     It  knocked  thereat 
Whero  IVter  eat  with  brow  sedate. 

And  entered  in  with  step  elate. 
Passed  thro'  the  gate  freed  of  all  sin. 

It  placed  a  crown  npon  her  brow  ; 
A  new  star  uow  shines  brightly  down. 

Deaik  \'.it'i  that  star  ;  escape  it  none 
None  bc-ucntli  the  sun— it  walks  afar 

And  gathers  deep  from  earth's  domain  ^;' 
The  mortal  gniiu  Ood's  angels  reap.       -f:':. 


Chorus. 


1- 


The  mau  who  had  a  cloud 
sinre  been  mist. 


upon  his  brow  hae 


■L*.aiSi 


liiiiiiMiWi^^iiiiaiiitth 


Itk 
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Giv«  He  a  Wag  of  Your  Tail 


Bj  Harry  Linn. 


Ab  we  jog  on  tbrongb  life  throngh  trouble  and  strife, 

Miiny  BtniDge  thhiga  we  see : 
But  the  different  greetings  when  people  thej  meet, 

Ueeui*  very  curious  to  me  ; 
&k>me  they  will  clasp  yon  bard  by  the  baad»    . 

Aud  some  with  a  loss  will  aseail ;  w.;v- 

But  when  two  dugs  meet  wbeu  oat  on  the  stre 

They  both  wiggle-waggle  their  taiL 
Chokus. 
Give  me  a  wag  of  your  tail,  old  dog, 

Give  me  a  wag  of  your  tail ; 
>Vlitn  out  on  the  street  aud  you  see  the  dogs  meet, 

They  say,  "give  me  a  wag  of  your  tail." 

Some  people  tbry  meet  with  a  sli^  on  the  back, 

They  wiah  >"ou  a  jdly  good  day  ; 
Others  will  oiily  touch  with  the  tipa. 

And  aome  simperiug  words  they  will  say : 
Should  you  not  be  iu  health  with  you  they  condole, 

Siiy  they're  sorry  you're  looking  so  pale- 
But  it's  twenty  to  one  there's  more  friendship  exprest 

In  the  wag  of  your  little  dog's  tail  Chorus. 

I  love  a  good  dog,  I  lo»e  a  good  friend, 

If  the  friend  should  be  trusty  and  true  ; 
A  friend  when  iu  need  is  a  good  friend  indeed, 

But  Tm  sorry  to  say  they  are  few. 
When  you  are  prosperous  they  flatter  and  fown, 

But  soon  turn  their  backs  should  you  fail ; 
Not  so  with  your  dog— he  sticks  to  you  like  glue. 

And  you  still  have  the  wng  of  his  taii        Chorus. 
m  i«i  mi    

<   The  Lakes  of  Cold  Finn. 

It  was  early  one  mormng  young  William  had  loee. 
Straightway  to  his  comrades  bedchamber  he  goes. 
SftyinR  comrades,  royal  comrades,  let  nobody  know, 
For  it's  a  flue  morning,  and  a-batfaing  we'll  go. 

So  they  walked  right  along  till  they  came  to  Long  lAoe, 
^  Aud  the  first  that  they  met  was  the  keeper  of  the  game. 
He  advised  them  for  sorrow  to  turn  back  again. 
For  their  doom  was  to  die  on  a  watery  maitk 

So  young  William  stepped  off  and  swam  the  lake  round 
He  swam  round  the  island,  but  not  the  right  ground. 
Saying  comrades,  royal  comrades  don't  yon  venture  in. 
For  there's  depth  in  false  water,  in  the  lakes  of 

Gold  Finn. 

'Twos  next  morning,  next  morning,  when  his 

sister  bad  arose. 
She  straightway  to  ber  mother's  bedchamber  did  go. 
Saying,  mother  dear  mother,  I  had  a  sad  dream. 
That  young  William  was  a  floating  on  a  watery  stream. 

It  was  early  one  morning  when  his  mother  went  there, 
She  had  rings  on  every  fiuger,  and  was  tearing 

her  hair, 
Crying,  murder !  oh  !  murder !  waa  there  nobody  by, 
That  would  veuture  their  life  for  my  fine  darling  boy. 

80  it  was  early  one  morning  when  his  uncle  went  there. 
He  rode  round  the  island  like  one  in  dispair, 
Saying,  where  was  he  drowned,  or  did  he  fall  in. 
Fur  there's  depth  iu  false  water,  in  the  lakes  of 

Cold  Finn. 

God  help  his  poor  mother,  abe's  got  reason  to  mourn. 
And  likewise  his  sweetheart,  for  I'm  sure  she's 

got  more, 
For  every  morning  be  did  her  salute, 
With  pink  aud  red  rocee,  and  a  fine  garden  flute. 

80  the  day  of  his  funeral  there  will  be  a  grand  sight, 
Tberell  be  four  aud  twenty  yonng  men  all 

dressed  in  white, 
They'll  carry  him  along,  and  l«y  him  on  olay. 

Baying,  adiea  to  yoixug  William,  and  they'll  all 

marob  away. 


What  are  yon  Going  to  Have,  My  FriendB. 


I 


I  little  thonght  h  heu  fii-st  I  asked, 

Matilda  Suooks  to  wed,  >'J.^' 

That  sweet  angelic  looking  girl. 

Would  keep  my  gooI  iu  dread  ; 
But  since  we  two  hare  married  been, 

There's  nothing  ht-en  but  rows, 
Iu  short  I  grieve  to  own  the  fact 

That  I  m  a  henpecked  spouse. 


Spoken  :  Fm  more  then  heui)ecke<l— pecked  all 
to  pieces— can't  keep  my  pecker  at  all— uag,  nag, 
nag,  snarl,  from  early  moru  till  dewy  eve.  What's 
worse,  I  unguardedly  allowed  dear  mother-in-law 
to  live  with  us.  That  flniahed  me  ;  that  elderly 
party  bottled  me  up  never  mind,  I've  got  a  respite 
I've  sent  Matilda  and  her  away  for  a  week,  so-  - 

Cbobcs. 

What  are  you  going  to  have,  my  friends' 

Order  what  you  like.  ^^  .,,    .    _    :     .,.  , 

My  Matilda's  out  of  town,  T't '.:"■-  -'i-. .    '-■."% 

And  Fm  upon  the  strike,  . '.',   .;  '  ^J  -^^  ;;;v; ,  ■  5 

Let  us  have  a  flare  up  -■■'■■-■    :i?^-^-  '.':    '■'■■' 

And  a  gootl  go  in  to-day.  .':%-'.'-.    .  ■.    .^>; 
My  Matilda's  out  of  town 

So  hip,  hip,  hip  hurrah  I  /^    ;,  •    ...vV 

Once  more  I'll  be  a  bachelor,     "f/;    ^       .    : 

And  always  live  in  glee, 
And  smoke  a  pipe  in  oonifor^  i,:  •  ,    "  V,; 

And  indulge  iu  a  latoh  key  III  .:        :  - 

I'll  go  unto  the  music  hall^ 

Or  out  upon  the  spree,  •.:.-• 

And  come  home  very  tight  indeed. 

At  sometime  after  three.  Qioras. 

ril  look  up  BlopgB  my  jolly  frien^  ./::,;, 

The  best  old  chum  of  all,  ^  -  V. 

Who  by  my  wife  and  ma-iu-4aw. 

Was  not  allowed  to  call ;  •":;-: 

A  festive  hansom  we  will  hail,./.      ..",  - 

And  laugh  advice  to  scorn,    .7  ;.; - 
But  fly  to  have  a  jolly  night,  1    .. 

At  famous  gay  Cremome.  ~  Chorus. 

No  thought  of  what  my  wife  will  say. 

Shall  cloud  my  dreams  of  joy, 
Her  mother  too  had  best  take  carc^  !  ~ 

If  me  she  should  annoy  ;  ;  •        " 

If  on  rettuniug  they  should  "uag,"    -,  ;'  j;,      . 

Or  howl,  or  tear  my  hair. 
For  once  man's  rights  I  will  assert^ ;  *     ,/     V  j 

Aud  bottle  up  the  pair, 

Spoken  :  Yes,  I've  been  a  slave  too  long,  b.it  the 
chams  are  broken,  the  oaptive  is  free,  free  as 
air.  Ha,  ha  I  I'll  put  winkle  shells  into  mother-in- 
lawB  slippers  if  she  ioterfetes,  therefore— 

Chorus. 


J 


I  occupied  a  ytwrf  room 

In  a  house  at  Camden  Town, 
Aud  in  the  hack  there  lived  a  giri, 

A  Miss  Jemima  Brown, 
Where'er  I  chauccd  to  meet  her. 

Well,  I'd  iMss  the  time  of  day, 
And  have  a  little  gossip 

Iu  a  friendly  sort  of  way. 
The  other  night  when  I  got  home 

Oh !  what  a  dnadftil  scene. 
The  landlord,  raving,  asked  of  me 

"  Now  what  does  all  this  mean  7 
'  Miss  Brown  has  gone  but  left  behind 

This  infant  BO  you  see," 
Said  I  "  you  quite  surprise  me 

But  it  don't  belong  to  me." 


Chonu. 


Uncle  Tom's 


nt 


Tbe  Mailc  c»n  be  obtntued  of  the  well  known  Mntle 
Store  of  F  Blume,  Ml  Broadway,  Priee,  40  e«uto. 


It  Don't  Belong  to  JIb.     v 

When  I  was  bnt  a  little  boy,  -y^-^j-/ 

And  used  to  go  tosohool, 
I  was  so  very,  very  good,     .  ->  '   ^.  .  .. 

Some  said  I  was  a  fool,  ;'■*•.'•  '^  "^'r/':^,:-  '^'  '-'   "^ 
Bnt  no  !  I'd  never  claim  a  thing,       - 

That  didn't  belong  to  me,  ;^-  ,■      ■    ; : 

And  now  I'm  just  as  honest,  ,-•■;. 

And  as  truthful  as  can  b»e.         ■■--'■■•      .'  ~'- 
While  walking  down  the  street  one  day        :. 

By  a  Bobby  I  was  stopped, 
Who  said,  "  I  think  this  pntse  of  goki,    j:  h 

From  your  coat  pocket  dropped," 
Now  as  I  never  carry  one,         w  .-i^-,   -^; 

I've  so  little  L.  S.  D,  ' -'  ■'■fA/_-\->: 

Like  an  honeet  man,  said  I  at  ©noe^  V/  <  .;=    '■_' 
"  It  don't  belong  to  me."  ;.   .■•:-:", 

Chorus:    It  dtm't  belong  to  me,       vA-        *     ' 
It  don't  belong  to  me. 
You'd  better  enquire  of  somebody  ^se. 
It  don't  belong  to  me, 
I  never  saw  that  purse  before  '  ; 
It  can't  belong  to  me, 
I  know  nothing  whatever  about  the  thing 
It  don't  bek>ng  to  m% 

My  wages  being  very  nnall,       %T-  /      V    ' 

I  live  in  humble  style,  )-\--:/-  ■-"•     •  ■  .i  ■- 

But  with  the  giita  I  kdide  dah  '-   -     ?\.  i:     . 

And  tbe  agony  pile,  '  -  ^     . 

I  tell  them  almost  anything,  for         -  .     : .  .J: 

I've  got  lots  of  cheek,  —o,     '."... 

They  little  think  I  do  the  swell  ^^J;^^^^  .  7;   ;i;v> 

On  one  pound  one  per  week  S, -V  -  >^-   -/"      ' '^^ 
One  day  Iboogbt  a  "  bloater  "  "     ..  -l"  5  -V  -  - 

Which  I  popped  inside  my  hat,      .;?.'.'  ;     .V 
For  I  saw  a  lady  coming  along, 

Who  I  knew  would  atop  and  ehat. 
My  hat  blew  oft;  the  "  bkmkm  "  fell  oot. 

The  street  boys  huurbed  with  glee^ 
Bat  when  they  broog^t  it  back  said  I 


Yon  will  miss  me  darling  Ghloe,  when  I  sleep 

beneath  the  sod, ' 
Where  tbe  summer  winds  are  mormnring 

o'er  tbe  lea ; 
You  will  think  of  me  iu  kindness,  as  life's 

weary  toad  yon  plod, 
When  my  spirit  rests  from  pain  Mid  soifow  ftae ; 
The  sands  of  life  are  slowly  ebbing,  darling, 

with  the  tid% 
Aud  soon  them  lx>nee  will  mingle  with  Ibe  eky ; 
In  the  winter  of  your  sorrow  you  will  think  of 

how  I  died. 
And  you'll  miss  me,  Chloe,  when  Fm  kidMmy. 

Cboboi. 

For  Uncle  Tom  is  feeble,  and  his  bead  is  bending  low. 
The  Master  calls,  he  can  no  longer  stay — 

For  his  limbs  are  getting  weary  and  his  eyes 

are  growing  dun, 
Bnt  you'll  miss  me,  Chloe,  when  I'm  laid  away. 

You  tell  our  little  children  that  their  &tber  dwells 

above; 
How  the  angels  led  him  up  the  golden  stair, 
You  will  tell  them  how  I  loved  them,  with  a  fond 

and  sacred  love ; 
They  must  try  to  meet  their  poor  old  father  there ; 
And  when  the  Judge  his  trumpet  nonnds  from 

realms  of  bliss  on  high, 
And  the  morning  of  the  p;reat  day  comes  at  last, 
I  will  meet  you,  darling  Chloe,  and  together  you  and  I 
Will  no  longer  dread  December's  wintry  blast 

ChonH. 


Air: 


What  will  To-Morrow  Bring. 

Sweet  Forget  Me  Not  Wrilten  by  a  Oarrer. 


"It  don't  bekng  to  ma' 


Obocns. 


Oh !  life  is  but  an  idle  dream 

Like  visions  floatsaway. 
Leaves  behind  it  memonee 

Of  many  pleasant  days. 
To  some  it  has  brought  happiness 

To  others  cruel  sorrow. 
And  to-day  we  cannot  say 

WJMit  will  como  to-morrow. 
Chorus  :     Beauteous  right,  brings  to  light 
Visions  bright  and  rare, 
Men  still  keep  on  boilding 

Their  castles  in  the  air. 
And  if  fate  decides  against  them. 

Hopelessly  they  ding. 
Yes  it's  so,  no  one  kuowa 
What  to>morTcw  will  bring. 

Happy  hours  have  passed  away 

Since  youth  reigned  supreme  ; 
We  love  to  recall  them  diiys 

The  brightest  ever  seen. 
If  suddenly  we're  called  upon 

To  Him  above  we'll  sing, 
So  be  prepared,  ready  to  share 

Whatever  to-morrow  will  bring.  Chenm. 

S )  then  raise  your  voices  in  praise 

Try  to  soothe  your  fears ; 
Pray  for  peace  and  happineas 

Throogn  the  future  years. 
So  put  vp  BOW  for  days  to  oobm 

While  time  is  on  its  wing. 
If  yoa're  prepared,  yon  need  not  eaie. 

What  to-morrow  may  bring.  Chona 


•I 


I 


Y 
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A  Celebrated  Case. 

Bjr  J.  h.  retnej. 


Tm  known  thronghont  the  city, 

Af  1  a  man  of  luKh  degree,  '        -J 

My  family  they  were  noted  . 

For  their  hospitality.  :  V; 

I'm  eonrted  by  nil  the  ladiei,  I . 

Wh^  ad  in  ired  my  pretty  faoa,       ; .  •     • 
Where'er  I  go,  I'm  known  by  all,    ■ 

Asa  celebrated  case.  .■..,•'     ••■ 

Chobus.     '         " 
For  I'm  an  influential  man. 

My  pedigree  you  can  traca ; 
And  you'll  find  that  I  have  always  been 

A  celebrated  case. 

I  have  become  qnite  fianona. 

And  I've  gained  notcriety,     -       v. 
I  am  honorwl  and  respected  ■ 

Per  my  sobriety. 
Although  I  am  not  a  sporting  man, 

You  can  bee  me  at  every  race, 
Where  I  am  recogni-sed  by  all, 

As  a  celebrated  case.  Chorws. 

I  associate  with  gentUmen, 

They  all  think  well  of  me, 
My  picture  has  b«en  in  the  papers, 

Also  my  bicgraphy. 
There's  no  one  who  can  say  a  word. 

My  oharattter  to  deface, 
For  I  am  a  substantial  citizen, 

Tm  a  celebrated  case.  Chonw. 


Standing  in  the  Hall. 

Bt  *•  I.,  Feeney  Air :    Qliaing  down  the  itrMm. 

Love  is  very  funny, 

It  makes  yon  feel  so  queer, 
Especially  when  your  heart  is  gone, 

On  a  girl  you  love  so  dear. 
But  now  a-days  when  lovers, 

Upon  their  darling  call, 
She's  sure  to  meet  him  at  the  door. 

And  keep  standing  in  the  haU. 

,•'::■  ■'•'-•  ■:■  CHORfS. 

Standing  in  the  hall, 

Wl*h  yonr  sweetheart  by  yonr  side, 
Whispering  words  of  love  to  her, 

How  faat  the  time  does  glide. 
Kissing,  squeezing,  telling  her 

You'll  take  her  to  u  ball. 
It's  such  delight,  you  could  stay  all  nigot, 

Standing  in  the  halL 

Now  I  have  met  a  beanty. 

With  whom  I'm  deep  in  love. 
Her  lipe  are  like  the  roees. 

Her  eyes  like  the  stare  above. 
But  her  pa  is  very  peevish. 

He  don't  like  me  at  all, 
So  when  I  go  to  see  my  girl. 

She  meets  me  in  the  halL  Ctaonu. 


I  oflen  call  to  see  her, 

For  Ler  I  do  adore. 
She  seldom  disappoints  me, 

Bat  meets  me  at  the  door. 
We  chat  away  for  hourH, 

I  kiss  her  on  the  nly. 
And  when  the  clock  strikes  half-past  ten, 

I  then  bid  her  gootl-bye. 


Chorus. 


Carrying  the  Banner. 

-':        A  CITT  LTtaiC.  ., 

By  H.  Aitton  Dtrlsjr. 


'  Tifl  midnight  ?  old  Trinity  wafting  .; 

Its  honr,  dirge-like,  to  my  heart, 
>Beems  a  knell  with  my  misery  grafting 
'     That  is  of  my  life  a  prent  piirt 
But  Fm  watcl  ed  by  ft  PI),  and  he  oatobes 

My  eye  in  R  rnriors  »>*n»er  : 
While  I  v^'   .^  r  •>•  ■■'■■■'.  w  ir  patches 
'   To-nij^htau'...'     ;■    f..^ 'vmi.et. 


"  Life  is  vain— all  must  die,"  says  the  poet, 

And  proclaims  it  iu  withering  tones  :        ^,  ^^ 
A  crown  of  all  crowns— well  I  know  it  I —     Vj. 

Is  naught  but  a  garland  of  stones.         ,.    f'. 
Is  virtue  a  shaqi  blade  Damascus  - 

That  si/metimes  beheoils  glaring  vice  ? 
If  so  this  cold  world  woald  not  auk  as 

To  bear  our  o'er-fraoght  banner  twice. 

Is  the  world  at  last  devoid  of  pity — 

Is  charity  gone  from  our  laud? 
If  the  riches  that  roll  thro'  oar  city 

Would  only  come  to  onr  gannt  band, 
What  a  feast  we  could  have  for  the  asking  I 

How  changed  would  become  every  manner  I 
Bat  those  iu  prosperity  basking 

Never  think  of  our  carrying  the  banner. 

I  oftentimes  glance  at  the  river 

As  it  glides  ever  noiselessly  by, 
Then  I  turn  quick  away  with  a  shiver — 

For  I  know  I  am  not  fit  to  die — 
The  while  there  appears  a  bright  vision 

From  the  walls  of  a  tall  stately  manor  ; 
I  never  dreamed  iu  that  elysion 

Of  having  to  carry  the  banner. 

There  was  one,  robed  in  Nature's  own  graces, 

Who  welcomed  my  coming  at  night : 
Graven  deep  on  my  heart's  \mll  of  faoea 

Is  her  face  that  made  every  care  light. 
Sang  she  songs  of  the  heart  softly,  sweetly,  . 

Or  gracefully  touched  the  piano, 
Then  I  lingered  in  rapture  completely — 

Now— God  help  me  I  I  carry  the  banner. 

In  the  world's  thoroughfares  there  are  legions 

Who  helplessly  drilt  with  the  flood. 
Who  sink  to  the  bottom-most  regions. 

Who,  fortuue-cmshed,  die  in  the  mad. 
Yet  this  oue  joy  ever  will  cheer  me : 

•■Over  there  "  I  shall  sing  the  Hozanna, 
With  the  Heavenly  Host  ever  near  me 

No  longer  to  carry  the  banner. 


I  am  Waiting,  Essie  Dear. 

The  Mailo  it  pnbllaUea  by  Oliver  DItaon  ft  Oa, 
Boitou,  Mm*.,      Price  40  ceoti. 


I  am  waiting  iu  the  wildwood,  Essie  dear ! 

Beside  the  stream  that  murmurs  sweet  and  low, 
In  the  nook  we've  known  since  childhood,  Essie  dear. 

Where  sunbeams  on  the  ripples  come  and  go  ; 
Overhead  the  birds  are  singing  iu  the  trees. 

While  their  joyous  carols  echo  through  the  dell ; 
Where  the  violets  are  smiling  in  the  breeze. 

There  our  happy,  happy  tale  of  love  we'll  teU. 
CnoBtm. 

I  am  waiting  in  the  wildwood,  Essie  dear ! 

Beside  the  stream  that  murmurs  sweet  and  low. 
In  the  nook  we've  known  since  childhood,  Essie  dear. 

Where  oft  we've  met  in  happy  days  ago. 

Linger  not,  bat  haste  to  meet  ne,  Essie  dear ! 

Down  where  we  roamed  in  merry  days  "  Lang  syne," 
I  am  wailing  here  to  greet  thee,  Essie  dear. 

For  I  long  to  hear  you  whisper,  "Ever  thine." 
Oh  !  I  love  you  more  than  all  the  world  beside. 

Ever  true  you've  beeu  iu  sorrow  aud  in  pain  ; 
You  were  the  star  my  weary  heart  to  guide. 

How  I  long  to  hear  yoar  winning  voice  again  ! 

Chorus. 


Onr  Army  and  Navy  of  Bine. 

Oopyrlgbt    1678  by  E.  B.  HkrdiDg.       The  Masie  o«n  be 
tied  or  E.  H.  Harding,  Mo.  229  Boweiy.    Ptlo*  40  eta. 


Beautifnl  Star, 


Beantifnl  star,  in  heaven  so  bright, 
Softly  falls  thy  silvery  light. 
As  thou  moveet  from  earth  ailar, 
Star  of  the  evening,  beautiful  star; 

Star  of  the  eraning,  Ac 

In  fancy's  eye  they  seem  to  spy. 
Follow  me  ;  come  from  earth  away  I 
Upward  thy  spirit's  pinions  try. 
To  realms  of  love  alwve  the  sky. 

To  reyaatof  ov^  dc. 

Shine,  oh,  filar  of  lore  diving      ■    ^-     .        •  ■    ■' 
May  our  soul's  affection  twine  .    S  i;    .  [  »• , 

Around  thee,  as  thou  movest  afar. 
Star  o{  twilJsht,  benatifal  star. 

Star  of  twilight,  &c 


t 


List  to  the  mnsio  while  I  sing  a  lay. 

In  praise  of  oar  flag,  boys,  that's  vraVd  for  ■ 

many  ft  day ! 
It  sheltered  oar  soldiers  and  sailors  so  trae. 
It  covers  our  Army  and  Navy  of  blue.     ,  . 
Chobcb. 

Over  heads,  boys,  flaanting  to  th«  bnepB  : 
Up  to  the  peak  greeting  all  lands  and  seas ! 
The  emblem  of  Liberty,  ever  so  true. 
That  covers  oar  Army  and  Navy  of  blue. 

Peace  be  onr  motto,  charity  onr  oanae, 
Faith  to  our  colors,  respect  for  oar  laws  I 
Friendship  our  greeting,  our  flag  as  it  flew 
Inspired  our  brave  Army  and  Navy  of  blue. 


CbornSi 


\ . 


Uncle  Joe. 

OBiaiNAIi.  i^' 

By  Ben  King.     ..; 

It  was  in  Carolina, 

Afore  de  war  it  broke, 
Mong  de  cane  wid  Dinah, 

I  was  a  happy  moke. 
I  picked  upon  de  banjo. 

And  drew  de  fiddle  bow  ; 
But  dem  dajrs  hab  flown  fb'  eber  ' 

From  poor  old  Uncle  Joe, 

Chobus. 
Though  all  my  friends  hab  left  me^ 
I've  still  dat  old  banjo  : 
It  fetches  back  bright  memory 
To  poor  old  Uncla  Joe. 

Den  dere  was  de  dear  old  cabin, 

Whax  Fve  often  sal  and  sang,     ■ 
Wid  de  banjo  to  accompany 

De  air  wid  mnsio  rang. 
De  darkies  use  to  listen, 

Fo'  de  music  pleased  dem  so, 
I  'spects  dey  now  am  missin' 

Poor  old  Uncle  Joe.  >      Cfaoros. 

Wid  age  I'm  almost  shattered. 

And  my  hair  has  turned  its  shade ;    '■'. 
1  'speots  dis  piece  ob  nature. 

In  de  groand  will  soon  be  laid. 
When  my  time  on  earth  am  ol>er, 

And  my  form  dey  do  lay  low, 
De  grass  will  mark  de  resting  plaee 

Of  poor  old  Uncle  Joe.  Chorus. 


The  Chorister.  I 

Tbe  Hnslo  can  be  nlitalned  of  E.  H.  Harding,  No.  329 
Bowery,  N«w-Tork.   Price  10  oenta. 


Oh !  sweet  and  dim  the  lights  and  shade, 

•  Across  the  minister  stealing  ; 

I  heard  the  grand  old  organ  played, 

The  anthem  upward  stealing. 
One  boy's  sweet  voice  above  the  rest, 

I  heard  so  clearly  ringing. 
The  angels  must  his  dreams  have  blest,  -. 

To  teach  him  such  sweet  singing. 

His  earnest  eyes  to  heaven  were  bent. 

With  yearning  pure  and  lowly ; 
To  follow  where  his  singing  went ; 

And  join  the  angels  holy. 
No  gentle  mother's  love  bad  he, 

Bat  God  had  comfort  given. 
For  he  might  sing  ou  earth      ^    --—'..  .• 
.  ;  Aud  she  might  hear  her  child  from  heftvea, 

Tj-Vit  night  1  dreamt  of  h.irps  of  gold, 

Ileavt'u's  gates  were  rolled  asnnder, 
I  saw  the  grave  sweet  face  of  old,  . .'' 

Upraised  in  joy  and  wonder.  ■"     ' 

He  sings  among  the  angels  now. 

Beside  the  orysfal  river. 
The  light  of  fjo'l  Is  on  his  brow, 

For  ever  r.nd  for  ere?'. 


THE    SlIVOERS'    JOUKIVALu 
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The  Centre  Street  Tombs. 

Sjr  K.  D.  Sollivsn.        Air  .    Xb«  lalt  de  Blaokvell. 


Now  all  ye  iung4ifter8      •.  .  •*;:.■ 

And  ^rainera  beware,  r  ■'  ' ;'  ' ■■, '■    . 

Aud  dy  by  night  slaggere 

You'll  better  take  care,        :  \';    '  -'  J  •;   "• 
To  keep  yourselt  decent       .''\-^.;--j-ti    :    ;    ^^ 

Or  else  very  soon. 
You'll  be  kickiug  your  heels       r    /     :' 

In  the  Centre  Street  Tombs. 
Choros  :    Oh  !  your  heart  is  bowed  down, 
Aud  the  tears  fill  your  eyes. 
As  they  poiut  you  the  way 
.    :  *Cro68  the  old  "  Bridge  of  Sighfc" 

For  the  court- room  is  swept 

With  a  mighty  clean  broom. 
When  Duflfy  site  there, 
lu  the  Centre  IStreet  Tombs.    ; 


The  court-room  is  open 

About  ten  o'clock,  -^  V 

The  tramps  and  the  vagraoto 

They  crawl  round  the  dock, 
With  their  noses  as  red 

As  ten  cent  toy  baloons 
Up  the  river  they  go, 

From  the  Centre  Street  Tombs. 


Cboras. 


There's  the  Gauiff  from  Galway, 

A  dashing  young  blade, 
Who  once  went  a  courting 

A  big  chambermaid. 
Twas  there  he  made  love  ;. 

To  her  fine  silver  spoons, 
Hold  the  fort  he  is  siuging 

In  the  Centre  Street  Tombs. 

Oh !  the  cop  makes  a  charge, 

Drunk  and  disorderly, 
And  en  a  poor  woman 

They  have  no  pity. 
It's  to  Bellcvue  you're  sent 

For  to  clean  all  the  rooms, 
Ten  days  or  ten  dollars 

In  tho  Centre  Street  Tombs. 

It's  *aere  you  will  see 

Tho  Bowery  train  wreckers. 
With  their  nose  through  the  bars 

Playing  a  fiue  game  of  checkers. 
They  howl  aud  they  swear, 

But  it  will  be  many  moouH 
Ere  they  see  the  outside 

Of  the  Ceutre  SUeet  Touib!!. 


Oboms. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Oh !  Could  we  Meet  as  Onoe  we  Met! 

Copyrlglit    1678  bj  E.  U.  Harding.       The  Mnoic  cin  ba 
bad  of  E.  H.  HardlDg,  No.  224  Bowerr.    Price  40  cts. 


Oh  !  could  we  meet  as  once  we  met 

In  happy  hours  now  flown  !  i    ''. 

Oh  !  could  my  lips,  without  regret, 

Still  call  thee  all  mine  own  ! 
In  dreams  I  live  the  saddened  hoar 

That  tore  thee  from  myside  ; 
And  fate  with  ever  waning  power; 

Our  paths  bath  severed  wide  !    . 

Chosvs. 
Oh  !  could  we  but  the  past  forget, 

No  more  of  pain  to  see ! 
Oh  !  conld  wo  meet  as  we  have  met,  have  met. 

How  bright,  bow  bright  this  world  would  be. 

Oh !  conld  we  meet  as  once  we  met 

When  life  wns  like  a  dream  !  ~     .v 

Ere  doubts  and  cares  onr  way  beset. 

And  tair  was  hopes  pure  beam. 
Tho'  ne'er  on  earth  we'll  meet  again. 

The  olden  love  retnmsi, 
Aud.  as  the  saddened  moments  wane, 

Still  fonder,  brighter  bums, 

Oh  !  could  we  meet  as  once  we  met ;         ■ .-.  '*■* 

Gould  sliphtetl  love  forgive, 
No  weary  shadow  of  regret  ,•■:■■•• 

Within  my  heart  could  live.  ~  ".';:* 

But  sammer  past  can  bloom  do  man,   <^  - 

Tho'  sadly  now  we  sigh  ; 
Nor  time,  nor  place  can  ere  restore 

The  TOWS  that  shattered  lie  1  Choms. 


Chom^i 


Billy's  Seq^j^ 


Snng  b7  th«  Saufranoiaco  Uinatrel*. 
Uaaio  Pnbliabed  by  W.  F.  Wellmau,  Jr.  30  Eaat  IMb  Street. 


The  expiring  lad's  last  boyish  thought  is  of  his 
"devil's  fiddle"— that  ingenious  fashionable  toy, 
involving  a  tin  mustard-box  with  a  rozined  striug 
drawn  through  a  bole  in  the  bottom  thereof,  which, 
when  dexterously  manipulated  in  a  quiet  neighbor- 
hood, produces  imitations  of  frenzied  poultry,  ex- 
ceedingly lifelike  and  distracting— yet  his  good 
little  heart  can  also  leave  a  message  of  forgiveness 
for  th«  too  irascible  neighbor  who  has  thrown  things 
at  him  from  a  window,  in  return  for  his  iuuocent 
toy  serenade. 

Oh  !  give  my  "  box  and  string  "  to  brother, 

Mama,  when  I'm  dead, 
When  the  Sexton  puts  me,  mother, 

In  my  Uttle  bed  :  -*  '.  l'^ "  : 

If  the  job  L9  like  to  "throw  him,"  ^ 

When  the  string  he  jerks,  '"  ", 

Let  him  get  some  boy  to  show  him  V- 

"How  the  old  thing  works."  '  •     •  '  ' 

Tell  our  neighbor  that  the  "  tin  ben."         ("/. . 

Causing  all  his  "rips," 
Didn't  finally  "  cave  in,' 

When  I  "  passed  in  my  chips." 
Tho'  your  sou  forgives  him,  few  know         -  i   - 

How  he  "  fired^'  a  shelf 
Full  of  things  to  stop  my 

"  Yon  know  how  it  is  yourself. '* 

Give  my  "chewing-gum"  to  aatetp 

I  won't  need  it  more, 
,    On  my  gums  it  raised  a  blister^      i        •'■''; 

They  were  very  sore  !  •  "'  ;^^  *':>■; 

Give  away  my  ragged  jacket,  .   "^  '•  • 

Mama,  don't  you  ciy  I 
In  the  clouds  I'll  "raise  a  racket," 

"  How  is  that  for  high  ?"  \ 


Every  One's  on  the  Take-in. 

A  Banjo  Solo.        Hj  Ben  King. 
Air  :    Pace  wltb  the  Time*. 


A  song  on  the  times  I'll  sing  to  you,      . 

Founded  on  facts  of  the  day  ; 
Mabe  some  of  them  have  befallen  yon,  .'  ■ 

So  listen  to  what  I  have  to  say.  J  '  "^  ': 

Our  country  is  full  of  corruption,        v;  .  .! '^       l 

Honesty  never  can  win  ;  '  •  "-  ^/V  .   :  -  ■ 

We're  naturally  going  to  destruction 

For  every  one's  ou  the  take-in. 
<  J         T ,  Repeat  last  two  lines. 

Each  day  we  are  shamefnlly  treated 

By  those  who  profess  to  deal  fair,       '   '' 
In  all  things  we  buy  we  are  cheated, 

Where's  the  man  now-a^lays  on  the  sqoare  ? 
Such  is  the  age  that  we  live  in,    . 

Fraud  seems  the  motto  to  win  ;       '  '    '  - 

"  Keep  your  eye  on  your  stamps  and  your  dollars," 

For  every  one's  ou  the  take-in. 
\i  ;  -     A  .;  ^.v  ; :--  i^      Repeat  last  two  lines. 

Each  day  we  have  business  transactions 

With  men  we  think  true  to  their  word. 
But  soon  we  find  out  by  theiractions, 

That  confidence  flies  like  a  bird.       »•;"''-'-•.■ 
Money  is  all  that  they  worship,      :,  ,  .    -     V. 

Daily  they  practice  to  skin  ;  '<    ._ .'  \,i'i^^'f\ 

"Beat  all  ere  you  fall,"  is  their  motto,  >^/-  ^  '  r 

For  eveiy  one's  oii,the  take-in. 
'  ^:^    '    W;-'  V-'?           Repeat  last  two  laais*; 
■'  »»-— 


Fill  the  Cup,  all  Jolly  Fellow*  t 

Song  by  Tony  Paator.  / 

The  Miuio  can  b«  obtained  of  K.  H.  Ibfdlac,  ^o 

Dowery,  Mew-York.  Price  10  ceuta. 
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Fill  the  cup,  all  jolly  f^lows, 

Pledge  around  to  friendship  still  f  ^ . 
All  the  ills  of  hfe  it  mellows,  / - 

Bumpers  comrades  with  a  will  I 
Diamonds  in  the  glass  are  winking. 

Care  we'll  drown  within  the  bowl ; 
Join  us  in  our  merry  drinking 

Every  good  and  thirsty  soul.' 


■j-&«i 


I 


Fill  the  cup,  fill  it  up, 

Fill  the  onp,  fill  it  up. 
All  comrades  gaily  meeting, 

We'll  clasp  our  hands  in  greeting  ; 
We  drink  the  health  of  every  one 

All  comrades  here,  so  gay  and  dear ; 
And  stars  may  set  aud  rise  the  sun. 

We'll  still  be  jolly  here !  all  sUU  be  J0U7'  ken 

Fill  the  cup  all  jolly  fellows. 

Bid  the  joyous  measure  flow  ; 
Life  is  full  of  woes  they  tell  ua,  x 

Live  the  moments  while  they  flow  I  » 

Never  more  may  be  our  meeting,  ( 

Clasp  each  hand  l>efore  wo  port ;  1 

Mem'ry  still  will  make  their  meeting,  \ 

Dear  to  every  comrades  bean. 


Turn  off  the  Oas  at  the  Meter. 

Maile  pnbllabed  by  S.  Bralnard  k  Co.,  Ko  aOS  Bi  ipsrior 
Street,  Oleveland,  O. 


A  trorfliy  old  Scotchman  was  Peter  McLean, 

In  business  for  several  years  he  had  been, 
In  a  shop  somewhere  out  iu  the  Hammerao  lith  load, 

Where  the  neighbore  all  call  him  a  stingy  okl  toad. 
His  habits  were  frugal  ho  lived  all  alone, 

Economy  seemed  grafted  into  the  bone, 
And  for  fear  of  a  fire  ere  at  night  he'd  Mtixt,. 

He'd  tarn  ofl*  the  gas  at  the  meter. 
Chobds. 
He'd  turn  off  the  gas  at  the  meter,  ; 

He'd  turn  off  tho  gas  at  tho  meter. 
Every  night  he  would  go  to  the  i«gions  bdowA 

To  turn  ofi'  the  gas  at  the  meter. 

Now  as  he  grew  older  he  took  in  a  maid. 
And  fifteen  bright  sovereigns  a  year  to  her  paid. 

She  had  to  attend  to  old  Peter  and  cook, 
^  And  sometimes  she  read  him  the  news  or  a-  book. 

Now  McLean,  who'd  a  bachelor  been  all  his  Itifa, 
Began  to  have  thoughts  about  taking  a  wit  e, 

For  with  the  old  fellow  she'd  go  down  the  oel  lar. 
To  turn  ofi  the  gas  at  the  meter.  CKtonm. 

So  useful  his  housekeeper  to  him  he  foond. 

Ho  soon  raised  her  wages  another  five  poon  di; 
He  theu  began  epoouing  and  telling  such  fibs.. 

While  she  in  return  used  to  nudge  his  old  r  iba. 
Though  sixty,  'twas  plain  he  with  Cupid  was,  atniBk, 

He  kissed  her  aud  squeezed  her,  and  call  /wf 

her  )iig  dnok  j 
But  though  his  love  was  so  hot  ho  never  loigc  it. 

To  turn  off  the  gas  at  the  meter.  Cikona. 

One  morning  they  walked  off  to*  liurch  all  sert  tie, 

And  the  girl  after  that  became  Mm.  llcLean. 
They  have'nt  a  family  but  ho  doesn't  fret, 
.     But  tells  his  young  wife  that  there's  time 

They've  a  cot  out  of  town  where  for  light^^w'**" 

But  bo's  best  pleased  when  livir-   jy  tonn.  *    ~^' 

For  he  says  it's  a  lark,  gof-  „  ,         .  ^i*,* ''j'^^^P' 

To  turn  off  the  gaP    ^.-'^f  «l7°  >"  '»'«  ^?* 

°    .  at  tUti  metci'.  CbonNk 

^ritannia  Beigns  Supreme. 

;  A^an  any  man  but  a  Briton  boast? 

Can  any  but  tho  free 

■■■■:.  Boast  of  the  island  of  the  west, 

The  islands  of  the  sea 

Can  any  other  known  land 

Say  they'll  ne'er  be  slaves  ;  \ 

Con  any  but  Brtaunia  reign  '^ 

Queeu  of  the  bright  blue  waves.  ^ 

Cboras  ;    Never,  never,  never. 

Will  we  Cfjnquered  be  ; 
->      it'i  [■   Britaunia  still  will  reign  supreme— 
'         Quetu  of  the  bright  blue  sea. 

Cor  gcod  ships,  they  are  walls  of  oak. 

Our  sailors,  jolly  tars, 
Onr  soldiers  they  are  all  well  knows. 

In  all  our  eoimtry's  wan  ; 
For  we  will  still  nnconqaeted  be. 

We  still  shall  rule  the  w.ivea. 
For  'tis  a  saying  ever  ft  le 

Britannia  rules  lb'.  wavc;>.  Chotifa. 


_^^ 


r     ^kid 


Oeraldine. 

k  TALI  OT  TH£  BEA  AMD  THX  SBOUC. 

Continued. 


,  "Well,  60  it  is,  now  oome  to  think  of  it,"  ac- 
kuowle^lges  Brodjerlord.  "I  begyoar  pardon,  bat 
wbeu  a  ffUow  h&a  been  botbered  aa  I  bare,  he  may 
b«  ^ciised  if  he  forgetx  himaeif  a  little." 

"  Ccrtuiuly  !  80  tbia  Prescot  Wargntve  gave 
Seuor  Sebustioa  into  costody  ?" 

"I  believe  so.  He  acciued  the  Spaniard  of  a 
whole  Leap  ot  wrong-doing.  I  didn't  hear  half  be 
Buid.  I  wiis  so  annoyed  and  npeet  at  finding  my- 
Stlf  iu  8ucb  objectionable  company,  that  I  hardly 
seemed  to  comprehend  the  scene  at  alL  I  conld 
not,  in  fiict,  believe  myself  to  be  in  my  wnking 
Muses.  I  know.  Miss  Maur,  that  I  have  given  you 
a  most  confnscd  ncconut  of  this  nffiiir,  but  when  a 
tellow'd  uot  clever  at  atory-talling,  yon  must  of 
coarse,  take  the  thing  as  he  gives  it,  and  be  satisfied. 
It  will  be  a  bad  job  for  me  if  my  old  dad  geb>  to 
hear  of  my  being  mixe<l  up  in  this  confounded 
matter.  I  wonder  how  Donald  Irvone — who's  a 
most  particnlur  cbnm  of  mine— came  to  own  the 
acquaintance  of  snch  a  scamp !  A  grandee  of  Spain  I 
By  Jove,  what  a  deuced  swindle  this  chap  is! 
Ooing  to  dine  with  the  Spanish  Ambassador  !  What 
a  shameless  linr !" 

And  Brodderford.  as  if  exhaosted  with  so  much 
talking,  lenns  bnck  in  his  chair,  and  draws  his 
breath  with  u  sigh  of  gentle  reliefl 

Gemldiue  sits  like  one  paralyzed.  She  looks  at 
her  viHitor  in  a  dazed  sort  of  manner,  not  knowing 
what  tn  do  or  what  to  say.  She  wants  to  see  War- 
gnivf.  She  must  sec  him,  and  that,  too,  assoon  as 
pofikiMc.  Tliti  chiir;,'e  against  Sebastian  must  be 
with;)iik\vii  without  ilc-liiy. 

Of  what  Can  Wargrnve  accuse  him?  He  was  not 
injurtjj  by  iLo  captain  of  the  Vulture  ;  she  alone 
liiia  U'eii  wrougett  by  him  ;  nnd  if  she  chooses  to 
iguorit  that  ruct,  it  ix  not  for  another  to  espoose  her 
cuUHe  and  drua  it  before  the  public. 

Bitterly  as  she  hiM  ft  It  towards  Sebastian  hitherto, 
now  that  his  liberty  iu  imperilled  she  is  his  friend. 
She  is  his  wife,  and  she  wili  maintain  her  rights  de- 
spite a  thoufland  cousius. 

ThrSe  are  Roincthiug  like  the  thonghts  that  are 
dartiug  one  after  luiotlier  in  qnick  succession  through 
her  bniiu.  But  how  is  she  to  act  7  How  is  she  to 
]>roceed  ao  as  to  disentangle  Sebastain  out  of  his 
chain  of  difficnUies. 

She  has  u»  friend  or  relative  whom  she  can  take 
into  her  coufideiice,  whom  she  cau  trust  to  act  for 
her  iu  tlils  deliaite  affitir. 

She  thinks  oi  her  lawyer  as  the  person  most 
snited  to  receive  hm  confidence  ;  but  rememberiug 
that  that  worthy  individual  is  very  slow  iu  his  mode 
of  tninsiiotiDg  bnsiueas  matters,  she  bestows  not 
another  thought  upon  him. 

Frodderford  Ls  good-uatnred  enongb,  but  he  is  not 
famished  with  much  wit ;  and  were  she  to  employ 
his  sorvioes  ou  lipr  bebalftho  chances  are  ten  to  one 
that  he  would  fail,  or  make  some  great  mistake  in 
the  work  intmsted  to  Litn. 

But  what  is  she  to^do— whither  can  she  tora  in 
this  stniit  so  per]>lexiug,  so  puiuful  ?  She  most  of 
necessity  sohceite  the  ossistanoe  of  Brodderford. 
Her  pliiu  of  proceeding  with  him  is  only  haUfonned, 
but  there  is  no  time  for  farther  reflection— she 
must  proceed  at  once  with  her  task. 

The  yonng  man  shakes  off  his  languor  at  cnca, 
and  looks  up  brightly. 

"  I  need  uot  ask  yon  whether  yoa  will  render  me 
a  service  ?"  she  says,  sweetly. 

"Bender  yoa  a  service,  Miss  Maar !"  repeats  he. 
"Most  proad— most  liappy  to  do  anything  in  my 
power  for  you,  I  am  snre,"  he  adds. 

"Thank  jon — yon  are  very  good,"  she  rejoins. 
"  Ton  most  know,"  she  eontinnes,  after  a  paoae. — 
"yoa  must  know  that  I  am  aoqnainted  with  this 
Mr.  Prescot  Wargrave." 

"Yoa,  Miss  Maur  !"  the  other  exclaims,  in  snr- 
priae. 

"Tea  ;  he  once  belonged  to  the  crew  of  the  White 
Dove,  my  father's  yacht ;  he  was  it's  second  offloer," 
Geraldine  explnius. 

"  Is  it  possible  ?  How  extraordinary,  to  besnre  ! 
Who  coold  have  thought  of  snch  a  thing  ?  Bat  a 
fellow  is  being  surprised  ftom  morning  until 
night !" 

"  Well,  I  ahoold  Uke  to  see  him,"  adds  Oeraldina. 


"Thia  Presoot  WarRrave?" 

"  Yes ;  do  you  thinK  yoa  conld  manage  to  de- 
IlTfi*  a  httle  note  to  him  from  me  ? " 

"Yes  ;  certainly  I  conld." 

"I  shall  be  forever  obliged  to  you  if  you  so  far 
serra  ma,"  Geraldine  says.  "  It  must  be  dehvered 
to  Lim  without  a  minate's  aunecopssary  delay,  re- 
menberT 

"  It  shall  be  so,"  Brodderford  answers,  briskly. 
"D'jpend  upon  me." 

"  I  shall  depend  upon  yon,  Mr.  Brodderford !" 
she  replies,  with  emphasis. 

Then  Geraldine  retires  tc  the  end  of  the  room  for 
a  few  moments.  When  she  returns  to  Broilderford's 
side  she  holds  a  letter  iu  her  hand.  "There  ! "  she 
says,  giving  it  to  him  ;  "lose  uot  n  moment  in  this 
matter.  You  do  uot  imagine,  and  I  citunot  expluin 
to  you,  bow  grateful  I  am  to  yon  for  the  perform- 
ance of  this  service  !" 

"  Don't  say  another  word  to  me  about  it,  Miss 
Manr,  I  beg.  A  fellow  wouldn't  be  worth  a  single 
straw  if  he  couldn't  do  something  or  other  for  a 
fHend,  especially  when  that  friend  happens  to  be  a 
lady." 

"Good  morning.  Yon  are  very  kind,"  she  re- 
sumes, with  a  gesture  of  dismissal 

And  with  a  brisker  step  than  usual,  Brodderford 
leaves  the  room. 

His  cab,  which  is  iu  waiting  at  the  door,  Geral- 
dine, watching  from  th$  window,  sees  bowling  away 
at  full  speed. 

OHAPTEB  XL 
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Brodderford  keeps  hia  word,  and  never  rests  one  , 
moment  until  he  finds  Prescot  Wargrave,  whom  he 
discovers  at  the  Bow  Street  Police  Office,  where  Se- 
bastian is  about  to  be  brought  up  for  examination 
before  the  sitting  magistrate. 

There  is  a  great  deal  of  excitement  amongst  the 
crowd  lUere  assembled,  lor  a  murmur  bits  got  afloat 
that  a  iiiitorious  pimto.  passing  himself  otf  in  London 
aa  a  Spanish  noble,  has  been  recognised  and  arrested 
and  ;)eopl9  are  feeUug  anxious  to  behold  him. 
Brocderford  preseuts  bio  letter  to  Wargrave,  at  the 
same  time  announcing  the  name  of  its  writer. 

"  From  Miss  Maur  1"  nyteaiH  the  sailor,  as  he 
tenn,  open  the  envelope  with  flushing  cheeks  and 
iMmbling  fingers. 

Then  he  reads  as  follows  : 

"Do  uot  apfMiar  against  the  prisoner,  I  implore 
you.  Withdraw  the  charge,  and  come  to  me  at 
once.  I  am  awaiting  your  arrival  with  impatience 
and  anxiety,  the  b^rer  of  this  will  give  you  my 
address,  which,  for  fear  of  accident,  I  with-bold 
here.  "G.  M." 

Wargrave  bites  his  lips  meditatively. 

At  this  instant,  a  police  officer  approaches,  and 
addresses  him. 

"  Your  presence  will  not  be  required  here  until 
to-morrow,  sir,"  ho  says.  "  The  case  has  just  been 
remanded." 

Wargrave's  heart  seems  suddenly  reheved  of  a 
great  load. 

"All  right,  my  friend,"  he  replies,  with  a  smilo 
and  at  the  same  time  drawing  Brodderford  aside 
with  a  signifioent  look. 

" Miss  Maor's  address,  if  you  please,  sir?"  the 
tailor  says  to  the  other. 

Brodderford  gives  it  to  him. 

'•  Thank  you,  sir,"  Wargrave  adds,  at  once  rush- 
ing away,  and  hailing  a  passing  cab. 

Erodderford  looks  about  him  with  a  puzzled  nir. 

"  Surprises  day  and  night!  Nothing  but  scyr- 
prises  f  he  cries  within  himself.  "  A  fellow  need 
have  nerves  of  steel  to  stand  it  all  Y' 

The  cab  containiii<^  the  sailor  dashes  on  at  a  swift 
rate,  Wargrave  having  promised  the  driver  some- 
thing extra  for  increased  speed,  and  soon  arrives  in 
front  of  a  large  house  in  a  fashionable  West  End 
square. 

Geraldine  receives  the  amazed  and  perplexed 
young  man  in  private,  she  is  paler  than  her  wont, 
and  her  looks  are  fall  of  anxiety  and  dread. 

She  meets  Wargrave  with  two  oatstretohecl  hands. 

"  I  am  glad  to  see  yon— so  very  thankful,  too ! " 
she  cries,  tremalonsly. 

And  then  she  sinks  into  a  seat,  and  is  almost  on 
the  point  of  fainting. 

"I shall  be  better  presently !'    she  continues. 


"  Pray  be  seated !  Your  presence  brings  the  old 
time  back  to  my  memory.  My  poor  fatlier  !  You 
wlhdrew  the  charge  ?  How  good  of  you  !  But 
yon  were  always  kind  and  good  to  me. 

Wargrave  seats  himself,  and  prepares  to  speak. 
He  wears  a  grave  countenance.  He  does  not  under- 
stand the  anxiety  evinced  so  strongly  by  the  ludy  to 
shield  this  man,  who  has  so  wronged  her. 

"  I  have  not  withdrawn  the  charge,  Miss  Maur," 
he  answers  coldly.  '•  I  cannot  honorably  and  cou- 
Bcientously  do  sa" 

"Not  withdrawn  the  charge  P'  she  repeats  with 
working  features-.  "You  cannot  honorably  and 
conscientiously  do  so  I  What  do  you  mean,  Mr, 
Wargrave  ?" 

"There  is  no  difficulty  in  nnderstaudiug  my 
meauing.  I  should  think,  Miss  Muur,"  he  retnm.s, 
very  calmly,  and  with  much  firmness  of  mwiuer. 

"But  laiy  jou  must  withdraw  the  charge  against 
Captain  Sebastian  I '  Geraldine  cries,  emphatically. 
"Must,  Miss  Maur?" 

•'  Yes,  must.     Nothing  can  be  easier  to  da" 

He  shakes  his  head. 

"  It  can  bo  represented  as  a  cose  of  mistaken 
identity." 

"  But  that  would  be  to  tdll  a  scandalous  luhehood. 
Miss  Manr." 

"What matter  about  a  falsehood  in  this  cose— a 
score  of  falsehoods,  if  such  be  found  necessary  ?" 

She  flushes  augrily. 

Wargrave  makes  no  reply,  and  Geraldine  runs  on. 
^  "Captain  Sebastian  must  be  permitted  to  go  free. 
Yon  must  not,  by  any  word  of  yours,  hann  a  single 
hair  of  his  head  I 

"Miss  Maur!" 

"  You  will  uot  act  contrary  to  my  wishes  -I  am 
sure  you  will  not,  Mr.  Wargrave !" 

"  Be  sure  of  nothing,  Miss  Manr." 

"  Should  you  do  so.  I  myself  will  oome  forward 
and  contradict  your  statement  before  tho  whole 
court !" 

"You,  Miss  Maur?"  he  exclaims  looking  nt  her 
in  blauk  amazemeuL 

"Yes,  I-his wife!" 

Wargrave  starts  up  from  his  chair  as  if  electri- 
fied, 

"  His  wife  ?"he  cries,  scarcely  crediting  the  evi- 
dence of  his  ears. 

"Yes;  the  wife  of  Captain  Sebastian,"  she  re- 
turns,  firmly. 

"I  have  done  !"  he  answers  in  broken  tones,  and 
sinking  back  again  into  his  seat  with  disappointed 
looks. 

"You  consent,  then,  to  withdraw  the  charge?" 
she  eagerly  says. 

He  does  not  reply  for  some  moments.  He  ap- 
pears to  be  unable  to  do  so  until  she  rouses  him  by 
hiying  her  hand  upon  his  arm. 

"  I  shall  appear  to  be  a  madman  T  he  murmurs, 
angrily. 

"  I  should  be  sorry  to  cause  you  suffering  in  any 
wa}',"  she  answers. 

"Nevertheless,  such,  will  be  the  case.  I  cannot 
altera  falsehood- so,  like  a  coward,  I  must  flv." 

"Fly?" 

"  Yes ;  quit  England  this  very  evening."         "  | 

"Surely  not? 

"  Yon  have  equally  pained  and  amazed  me,  Miss 
Maur  !"  he  adds,  looking  Geraldine  fall  in  tho  face. 

"  I  have  astonished  myself,"  she  answers,  briefly, 
and  averting  her  eyes  as  she  speaks.  "  He  will  uow 
be  allowed  to  go  freeT  she  says  after  a  short  pause. 
"  Will  he  not,  Mr.  Wargrave  ?" 

"  I  suppose  so,"  he  returns,  dejectidly,  and  ri.s- 
iug  from  bis  chair. 

"Y^ou  are  not  going  away  so  soon,  Mr.  War- 
grave  ?" 

"Why  should  I  stay  here.  Miss  Maur?  You 
have  done  with  me,  have  you  not  ?"  he  answers,  in 
hurt  tones.     "  Besides,  I  have  a  journey  before  me. " 

"  A  journey  I    Why  not  remain  where  yon  are  ?" 

"Whatl  to  be  pointed  at,  Uughed  aC  scoffed 
at?  No :  I  am  noi  made  of  the  sort  of  stuff  that 
could  bear  all  that  I  must  go  away,  since  I  must 
let  the  villain  escape  a  just  punishment  I' 

Geraldine  winces  perceptibly.  What  explanation 
can  she  offer  Wan^trave  for  her  strange  oonduot  ? 
she  does  not  like  to  acknowledge  her  weakness  to  him 
she  feels  ashamed  to  confess  to  him  that  she  has 
fallen  in  love  with  SelMMtian,  with  the  man  whom 
she  had  once  despised  and  hated. 

To  be  Oontinxted—  Commenced  in  Ao.  H5. 
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Charley  Don't. 


By  J   L,  Fee  or/ 


Air :    ObkrUjr  Flf  do. 


I'm  in  love  with  snch  a  pretty  gix^ 

And  she's  in  love  with  me  ; 
But  she  aeemn  to  act  ao  fmmy, 

When  her  I  go  to  seo. 
1  often  get  bewildered. 

At  her  peonliar  way, 
For  when  I  go  to  aqneece  haft 

Why  thiii  is  what  ahe  aaya> 
CHOBva 
Charley  don't  Charley  don't. 

You  know  I  do  not  like  such  teasing; 
Chtirley  duu't,  CbHrley  dont. 

Can't  you  stop  that  horrid  sqaa^^zuig  j 
If  my  pupa  ha  ahould  see  ; 

The  way  that  you  squeeze  me ; 
He'd  get  very  angry, 

So  go  way  and  let  be. 

I  got  very  angry. 

And  her  words  they  gave  me  pain,' 
Bnt  I  puckered  up  my  courage. 

And  resolved  to  try  again 
So  I  called  one  night  to  see  her. 

Her  folks  were  away  from  home^ 
Shti  Heemed  to  be  so  merry; 

Fur  she  was  all  alone. 

.  8iv>ken  :    So  I  thought  it  then  a  favorable  oppor- 
tunity to  express  myself  once  more,  so  I  placed  my 
arm  around  her  waist,  and  pressed  her  close  to  m*' 
heart,    and    jufit    as    her    cheek  touched   mine  ahs 
screamed  and  said  —  Chorua. 


Think  of  me  Kindly. 

B7  J.  L   Feeney. 


^ 


Think  of  me  kindly  when  Tm  far  away, 

Tisall  that  I  ask  of  thee; 
Think  of  me  darling  when  yon  kneel  to  pray. 

And  faithfnl  I  ever  will  be. 
Our  love  will  'grow  convtaut  and  pure^ 

Onr  vows  ve  never  shall  break. 
No  troubles  we'll  ever  endure  ; 

And  my  darling  111  never  forsake. 
Chobus. 

Think  of  me  kindly  when  I'm  far  away, 

Tm  all  that  I  ask  «f  thee  ; 
Think  of  me  dirliug  when  you  kneel  to  pray. 

And  faithfnl  I  ever  will  be. 

Think  of  me  kindly  wherever  you  go, 

Tell  me  you'll  always  prove  tnie, 
When  the  tempests  rage  and  the  wind  doth  blow, 

I'll  l)e  thiukmg  my  darling  of  you. 
Where'ur  I  may  chance  to  roam  ! 

Your  image  I'll  wear  in  my  heart. 
And  darling  when  I  return  home  ; 

We  never  oh  !  never  shall  part.  Cbomo. 


••►-• 


The  Tea  Rose. 

By  01>*rlea  A.  Jotiuaon. 


Afl  I  was  walking  through  a  grove^ 

Not  very  far  from  here, 
I  saw  a  beautiful  flower, 

That  was  to  me  most  dear. 
It  stood  MO'proudly  there,  like 

A 'queen  of  all  the  rest. 
And  as  I  l(x>ked,  a  dew-drop  fell 

From  off  its  pink-white  breast 

CHOBua 

Oh !  'twas  so  fair  and  bright. 
When  I  Haw  it  my  heart  grew  light, 
Of  all  the  flowers  that  I  love. 
To  this  one  my  heart  goes. 
It  is  a  gift  from  Heaven  above, 
The  beautiful  Tea  Bose. 


I  plucked  it  from  the  bush,  and  then, 

I  quickly  home  did  hie, 
I  t'reatly  feared,  that  on  the  way, 

It  mi^'bt  lansjuiHh  and  die. 
W  '  reached  home  <nfe,  I  placed  it  ia 

A  rich  deep  mold  of  earth. 
It  lived  it  flourished,  then  to  other 

Beeateoos  flowert  gave  birth. 


[Sym.l 
lSym.l 


Choral. 


The  Sparkling  Solitaire. 

Th«  Mnile  ctn  be  o)<tiliird  of  the  wpll  known  Matte 
Btore  ot  T.  Biuiue,  Ml  Broedwar.  Prlee,  M  ceuts. 


There's  one  sweet  fiace  in  all  this  worl^ 

Whose  smile  to  me  is  bli84. 
One  pretty  pair  of  pouting  lipa 

That  I  would  love  to  kiss  ; 
And  this  fairy  queen  is  only  seventeen. 

Her  voice  is  sweetest  music  as  it  flo*\ta  upon  theftir; 
Her  style  is  very  neat,  and  she  has  such  tiny  feet. 

And  on  her  dainty  finger  is  a  sparkling  solitaire. 

CaoBna 

She's  deep  blue  eyes  and  golden  hair, 
With  dimpled  cheeks  and  face  so  fair  ; 
She's  a  queen  among  the  bou-tooit 

Is  thix  loT'Ov  millionaire  ; 
Upon  her  dainty  finger 
MM  a  sparkling  solitaire.  (Dance.) 

One  moonlight  night  I  whispered  leva 

Into  her  willing  ear. 
She  blushed  and  nestled  to  my  side, 

And  bnished  away  a  tear  ; 
While  my  brain  was  in  a  whirl,  I  kissed  this 

darling  girl. 
We  sat  for  hours  so  happy,  and  she  said  my 

lot  she'd  share. 
And  then  we  did  agree  that  next  week  we'd  marrie<l  be, 
Aud  on  her  dainty  finger  in  a  bparkiiug  solitaire. 

Chorus. 


I'll  go  Back  to  my  Old  Love  Again. 

Copyright    187S  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

Word!  end  Mneie  by  Jonepb  P  Skelly. 

The  Mnile  can  be  «btalDed  ef  E.  H.  n>rdlng.  So.  S39 

Bowery,  New-Tork.  Price  10  oenta. 

ril  go  back  to  my  old  love  again. 

She  will  smile  and  forgive  me  I  know. 
Every  day  brings  me  sorrow  aud  pain. 

And  I'm  weary  wherever  I  go. 
While  we  live  thus  apart,  there's  a  sigh  in  my  heart. 

And  I  try  to  be  glad,  but  in  vain. 
There's  a  sweet  voice  that  whisptrs  to  me, 

"  You  must  go  b^ck  to  your  old  love  agam. 

Chobus. 

TW  go  back  again.  I'll  go  back  again, 
And  remove  from  my  heart  all  its  pain  ^ 

In  my  sorrow  no  more  I  shall  roam, 
I'll  go  back  to  my  old  love  again. 

Once  again  I  will  ait  by  her  side. 

And  the  light  of  her  smile  will  be  min6b 
And  the  love  which  my  absence  denied. 

Will  be  brought  back  in  gladness  diving 
We  will  kiss  and  forgive,  aud  in  future  will  live, 

Far  away  from  all  sorrow  and  pain  ; 
Oh  I  the  thought  brings  me  hope  aud  delight, 

I'll  go  back  to  my  old  love  again.  Chorus. 

She  will  sing  all  the  songs  of  the  past. 

Which  have  echoed  so  long  in  my  heart, 
I  remember  the  sweet  spell  they  cast. 

All  around  me  that  ne'er  would  depart. 
Many  years  since  have  fled,  but  the  dream 

is  not  dead. 

While  I  live  it  will  always  remain  ; 
There  is  joy  in  the  future  for  me. 

For  I'll  soon  see  my  old  love  again.       Chonu. 


In  the  Grave  my  Cora's  Sleeping. 

Words  by  BIchard  Penrose.  Unale  by  H.  Lermen. 

Moilo  Copyrlerhtrd  end  pnbl<thed  hj  M.  Lennan, 
97  Eeet  4th  Street.  M.  T  Price  Slots. 


Yon  wonder  why  I'm  sadly  weeping, 

Why  my  tears  so  constant  flow, 
In  the  crrave  my  child  is  sleeping. 

Death  the  mower  laid  her  low. 
Here  her  hair  no  more  entwining — 

With  the  woodbine  at  the  door, 
For  her  absence  Tm  repining. 

She  ia  gone  forevermore. 


CBOBra. 

She  is  sleeping,  Cora's  sleeping. 
Here  my  knrly  vigils  keeping, 
Cer  her  grave  I  m  sadly  weepin|^ 
Cora's  sleeping  evermore, 

She  at  the  dose  of  day  was  fleeing^ 

With  the  sunsets  golden  glow. 
For  then  death,  my  love  was  freeing. 

From  her  loved  ones  here  below. 
And  her  voice  so  low  and  sweet, 

I  shall  hear,  ah  !  never  more^  .     ' 

And  the  hastening  of  her  feet, 

Ke'er  will  greet  me  at  the  door. 

She  is  sleeping,  &e. 

Bright  were  her  dreams  in  life's  young  morning, 

Beautiful,  but  not  to  last, 
Sweetest  flowers  her  path  adorning, 

Round  onr  cot  their  fragrance  cast 
Hark  !  I  hear  the  angels  singinK, 

"  Heaven  is  on  the  other  side."  '■'  T, 

Hope  within  my   heart  is  springing, 

We  shall  meet  beyond  the  tide. 

She  is  sleeping,  Ac. 


Waiting  by  the  Brooklet. 

By  0.  4.  JohnioD. 


Tm  waiting  by  the  brooklet,  darling, 

'Neath  the  moon's  pale  silvery  raya^ 
And  I  am  anxiously  longing. 

Upon  you,  to  rest  my  gaze. 
Hasteu  to  me,  little  sweetheart, 

Li  t  tue  once  more  hear  your  voice. 
Cheer  me  with  your  presence  loved  on% 

You're  my  firat  and  only  choice. 

Chobus. 

I'm  waiting  by  the  brooklet,  darling, 
'Neath  the  moon's  pale  silv'ry  rays, 

An>l  I  am  anxiously  longing, 
Uijon  you,  to  rest  my  gaze. 

Hark  !  I  hear  her  footsteps  falling. 

Yes,  she's  ccming  now  to  me ; 
Hasten,  little  darling,  hasten. 

And  how  happy  we  will  ba 
Ah  !  she  is  approaching  quickly, 

Very  soon  she  will  be  here. 
Tender  words  of  love,  I'll  whisper, 

Softly,  sweetly  in  her  ear. 


Chorus. 


H->«»-« 


Take  me  Back  to  Home  and  Mother. 

The  Muelc.    pnMlihed  by  John  F  Perry  *  Oo,  938 
WasUingtun  Street,  Boaton,    Price  40  cents. 

Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother, 

I  am  weary  wandering  here. 
There  can  never  be  another  spot 

On  earth  that  is  so  dear. 
Tho'  I  roam  mid  scenes  of  splendor. 

Yet  my  heart  is  filled  with  pain. 
And  a  longing  soft  and  tender. 

Whispers  take  me  home  apain. 
Chonu :    Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother, 
For  my  heart  is  filled  with  pain. 
Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother. 
Only  take  me  back  again. 

Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother. 

To  the  happy  scenes  of  yore. 
Friends  of  childhood,  sister,  brother. 

Long  to  welcome  me  once  more. 
I  can  hear  their  voices  ringing, 

In  sweet  memory's  refrain  — 
To  the  past  my  heart  is  clinging, 

Only  take  me  back  again.  Chonu. 

Take  me  back  to  home  and  mother;     >  ^ 
.  Qentle  words  will  greet  me  there^    .  , . 
For  on  earth  there  is  no  other 

Kindness  like  a  mother's  care. 
Life  is  bat  a  dream  of  pleasure, 

Sweetest  hours  must  turn  to  pain. 
Home  is  all  I  have  to  treasure, 

Only  take  me  home  again. 


Oomil 
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Sing  all  ia  well,  oh !  Tnuting  Soul ! 

ortl(l>)-Ur«  E    U   Hick'X.  Uualc  b;  U.  Lxrmao. 

Mutlc  CopyrlKhted  and  pnbliabed  by  M.  Lerniau, 
97  Eaft  4tb  Street    M.  T  Price  36cta 


Sing  an  is  well,  oh  !  trusting  Bonl ! 

God  i«  tby  ntn^e  near  ; 
All  life  gocH  ou  'uetith  biu  control. 

He  never  fails  to  hear ;  ^ 

The  weakest  crj-,  the  faintest  moan. 

The  lowliest  prayer  for  aid  ;  /' 

Who  looks  to  Him  is  ne'er  alone, 

Who  trostH  to  him  is  ne'er  afraid. 
Chorus  ;    Siuj?  nil  is  well,  oh  !  trusting  soul  1 
God  is  thy  refuge  near ; 
All  life  goes  on  'ueath  His  control. 
He  never  (ail  to  hear. 
Sing  all  is  well,  oh  !  steadfast  sonl  I 

Tho«igh  fiercer  storms  speed  ou. 
Though  auK'ry  wuvcs  iu  uiouutaius  roll. 

And  eftrthly  joys  are  gone  ; 
SiDK  all  IB  well,  though  kug  the  way, 

And  dark  and  cold  the  uight ; 
The  drt-ary  puth  will  sometime  end, 

And  sure  the  morning  bright  ChorUB. 

Sing  all  is  well,  the  watch  tower  light 

Gleams  ou  the  further  tihore, 
Acmen  the  waste  its  radiauce  bright, 

Speiiks  hope,  and  cheer  and  more. 
Sing  all  is  well,  I  aitch  the  notes 

Above  the  surges  roar ; 
A  welcome  here,  oh  !  tempest  tossed, 

Wbeu  life's  last  storm  is  o'er. 


Chorus. 


We  all  get  Jolly  as  the  Night  wears  on. 

:i>eniii«IC(>rtlilt    »oiiif  C'iii  lieol'UiueJ  of  E  H   Harding, 
Mu  ^i»  Bowerv      oppotite  Prince  Street    New  York— 
Elegkut  Fall  Music  Sice  Sbeet  fur  10  ceuta. 

I  don't  like  a  fellow  who's  stingy  and  close. 

And  can't  l)ear  to  part  with  a  crown, 
Nor  yet  do  I  like  bim  who's  stern  and  morose. 

And  looks  ou  the  world  with  a  frown. 
But  give  me  the  fellow  whoever  he  may  be. 

Who  cures  not  for  a  peasant  or  king, 
Who  likes  a  good  spree,  thiit's  the  fellow  for  me. 

And  with  him  I'll  merrily  siuK- 
Cborcs. 
Drink,  boys,  drink,  and  let  your  gUwaee  jin^e. 

Drink,  lx)y8,  drink,  and  bid  dull  cure  begone. 
Shout  boys,  shout,  aud  let  your  voicee  mingle, 

We'll  all  get  jolly  as  the  uight  wears  on. 

Tifl  fine  of  an  evening  when  buniness  is  done, 

Aud  the  toils  of  the  day  have  gone  past. 
To  sit  iu  the  jwrlor  of  some  cosy  pub. 

And  drown  all  your  cares  in  a  glass  ; 
Let  squeamish  teetotlers  driuk  coffee  and  tea, 

Aud  prate  oi  the  coppers  they  save, 
I  laugh  at  their  can't  and  now  they  may  rant 

,ru  sing  'till  I'm  laid  in  my  grave.        Chorus. 

Of  friends  I've  a  few  such  a  rollicking  crew, 

Aud  trouble  assails  usiu  vain. 
We  meet  every  uight  and  often  get  tight,  , 

On  braudy  or  glorins  champagne  ; 
For  frolic  and  noise  faith  we  are  the  boys. 

And  then  as  the  hours  speed  along. 
We  call  in  the  host  who  gives  us  a  toast 

Or  sings  as  this  right  jovial  song.  Chorus. 

To  fall  deep  in  love  with  a  sweet  turtle^love, 

Very  flue  for  M)me  fellows  may  be  ; 
But  the  exquisite  bliss  of  a  woman's  sweet  kiss. 

Has  no  great  attraction  for  me  ; 
At  Toiing  Cupid's  shrine  to  kneel  I  decline, 

'To  BncchoB  I'll  stick  hard  and  fast. 
With  a  dollar  to  spend  and  another  to  lend. 

And  gaily  Fll  sing  to  the  last  Chorus. 


.  .0»' 


Hew  York  A.  B.  0. 

B;   R    HoagbtoU.     ; 


.  stands  for  the  Aldermen  who  rule  this  great  city, 
t  stands  for  Bolls  aud  Bears  in  Wall  Street 

you  will  see, 
I  stands  for  Centre  Street,  in  which  yon  see  the  Tombs, 
>  stands  for  Dead  Hoosa  to  whiob  unknown 

d«ad  an  doomed. 


Chorcs. 
So  listen  to  my  di'.ty,  aud  bye-au-by  yonll  see, 
lis  about  the  City  of  New  York  I  write  my  A,  B,  C, 

E  stinds  for  the  Eagle  our  emblem  as  of  old, 
F  stauds  for  Firemen  who  are  so  brave  aud  bold. 
G  stands  for  Green  Street  which  is  patronized  we  see, 
H  stands  for  Houstou  Street  whers  idle  men  are  seeu. 

So  liisteu,  &c. 

I  stands  for  the  Island  where  bard  cases  they  do  hold, 
J  stands  for  the  Judges,  before  them  lies  are  tuld, 
K  stands  for  Kings  Bridge  where  sporting  meu  are  seen, 
L  stands  for  the  ladies  of  this,  our  great  city. 

So  libteu,  <tc. 

M  stauds  for  Mad-House,  where  lunatics  yon  meet, 
N  stands  for  the  Natioual  Guard  with  uniform  ho  uent, 
O  stauds  tor  Oysters  with  which  our  rivers  do  abound, 
P  stands  for  the  Police  Force  their  equul  cau't  be  found. 

So  listen,  &c. 

Q  stands  for  the  Queer  Sights  you'll  see  about  this  town. 
It  stauds  for  the  Kivers,  you  can  sail  the  city  round, 
.S  stauds  for  the  Steamers  which  ou  our  rivers  ply, 
T  stauds  for  Trade  which  seems  about  to  die. 

So  listen,  Ac. 

U  stands  for  the  Union  of  which  New  York's  the  queeu, 

V  stauds  for  the  Virgins  ou  our  Avenues  cim  be  seen, 
W  stauds  for  Water,  may  we  always  have  it  pure, 

X  stauds  for  something,  but  for  what  I  nm  not  sure. 

So  listen,  &c. 

V  stands  for  Yorkville  where  pretty  girls  you'll  see, 
Z  is  a  couuudrum,  which  completely  puzzles  me, 
So  now  my  souk  is  ended.  I  thiuk  you  all  did  see 

It  was  about  the  City  of  New  Y'ork,  I  wrote  my  A,  B,  C. 

So  listen,  &c. 


The  Five  Cent  Shave. 

CopjrrlKbt    IbTS   by  £.  11.  Harding. 

Tbe  Music  csu  be  ..l.laiueil  of  E.  H.  nardinc  No.  229 
llowerf.  Nen-Yurk.    Price  10  cents. 


Oh  !  I'm  going  to  tell  yon,  ofthe  troubles  I  went  thro' 

Iu  a  barber's  shop  that  isn't  very  far  away, 
My  beard  it  being  stroug,  I  thought  'twould  not 

be  wroug. 

To  go  aud  have  it  trimmed  a  bit  the  other  day  ; 
And  l>eiug  short  of  cash  it  struck  me  like  a  fla&b. 

That  five  ceuts  was  enough  tu  pay  iu  these 

•  hard  times, 

Sa  I  went  into  a  place,  as  1  thought  it  no  disgrace 

To  practice  strict  ecouomy  aud  save  my'  dimes. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  I  went  into  one  of  these  barber  shops 
where  they  give  you  a  shave  for  five  ceuts  and 
throw  in  a  chromo.  Well,  the  fellow  put  me  into 
a  chair  aud  took  dowu  a  small  bottle  from  the  shelf 
aud  was  going  to  put  it  to  my  uose.  "What's 
that?"  says  I.  "  Chlowjform,"  says  he.  "I didn't 
come  here  to  have  my  teeth  pulled  out,"  says  I. 
"Oh  !  well,"  says  ho,  "if  you  ciiu't  stand  it  I  can." 

Chobus. 

So  he  lathered  me,  he  slathered  me,  he  bruised  me, 

he  abused  me. 
He  tore  me  and  nearly  drove  me  to  my  grave  ; 
He  tickled  me,  he  pickled  me,  he  scratched  me, 

aud  he  patched  me. 
And  I'd  rather  have  the  measels  than  his  five 

cent  shave. 

I  stood  it  for  awhile,  I  tried  in  vaiu  to  smile. 

He  talked  about  the  weather  as  he  scratched  away. 
He  took  me  by  the  hair  and  held  me  iu  the  chair, 

I  thought  my  days  were  nnmbered  and  l)egan  to  pray ; 
At  leugth  I  gave  a  roar,  says  I,  "  I  want  no  more  ; 

Here  I  you  can  have  iny  pocket-book  but  spare 

my  life  ; 
Take  all  that  I  possesr,  and  finish  my  distress, 

I  cannot  stand  the  torture  of  your 

slaughter-house  knife." 

Spoken  :  You  ought  to  see  the  way  he  went  about 
it  The  first  thing  I  kuew  be  had  his  knee  upon 
my  chest  and  was  sawing  away  like  a  day's  work. 
And  then  he  called  out  to  the  fellow  that  cleans 
the  spittoons.  "Here,  Emanuel,  come  and  pat 
some  grease  on  the  razor,  I'm  stuck. "  Well  between 
the  two  they  finally  got  it  out,  and  I  lookwl  in  the 
glaw,  and  by  tb«<  bokey  my  faMwatall  marked  eat 


in  town  lots,  "  What's  this  yoa  have  on  my  fftoe?" 
I  sHvs.  "Oh,  well,"  he  says,  "we  ex(>ect  our 
ciL^tomers  to  come  Iwck.  and  that's  a  diagram  of 
liie  route."  "  Well,"  says  I.  "  you  may  call  this  a 
cit;in  shave,  but  I  call  it  a  cloau  bkiu  "iiud  u  barw- 
fact-d  oue  at  that,"  aud  I'll  ucver  go  there  again  be- 
caube.  Chorua. 


.   4«,. 


Eileen  Mavonmeen. 

Tlie  UdxIc  is  i>iihllBlie>l  bv  Oitvfr  D:t«oii  a  Co., 
Bostuu.   Mass  ,       Price  30  ceuts. 


Brightly,  Mavoanieen,  the  pale  moon  is  shiuing. 
Jewels  of  dew-drops  gem  flower  and  tree, 

Non^'bt  but  the  whip-i»<K>r-will  aadly  repining. 
Waits  with  me  here  while  I'm  watching  for  thee. 

Eile.u  Mavonmeen,  thiuk  uot  of  delaying, 
F.ar  uot  the  ui^ht  uor  the  shadows'that  fall ; 

See  how  the  leaves  ou  the  maple  trees  swaying, 
Listen  to  hear  if  you  come  at  my  calL 

Conio,  e'er  the  dew  drop  the  daisy  adorning 
Falls  to  tbe  ground  like  a  glitteriuK  tear  ; 

Coiu')  'ere  the  uiooulif^ht  shall  fade.iuto  morning, 
Hasten  Mavonmeen,  I  wait  for  you  here. 

Hasten  Mavourueen,  I  wait,  I  wait  for  yon  her«. 


The  American  National  Ooard. 

Copyriglit  1877  )>t  Cliauiherlain  fc  Wellman.    39  Baal 
13tU  hteel    N.  Y   where  tbe  Unslc  may  b«  had. 


Oh  !  Uright  aud  gay  is  the  National  Guard, 

With  colors  fly  ing  free, 
We  dash  along  aud  grandly  parade — 

Oh  !  notiH  so  proud  as  we  ; 
Our  gnus  we  hold  iu  the  prettiest  line. 

To  catch  the  i>eoj)le's  e}e. 
With  our  hea<ls  upriRht  and  eyes  so  bright 

When  we  go  umrching  by. 
Tramp,  tramp,  tniuip,  tramp  !  right  about  we  go. 
The  stars  and  strijH-s  above  so  galleutly  they  flow  : 
Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  tramp  !  down  Broadway, 
The  Lidius  wave  their  little  huuds  to  bee  uur  grand  amy 

Chorus.       ^;:;i"';;  ,< 
Mark  time  march,*  in  our  uniforms  w>  bright. 
The  drums  and  truiujvjts  play,  and  fill  us  with  delight; 
Wheu  we  march  to  fiyht,  we  take  the  lea<l  - 

we  do  indeed. 
The  Amcricau  National  Guard. 

Oh  !  still  on  hand  the  Natioual  Guard, 

To  meet  the  nation's  foe. 
And  bright  aud  clear  their  record  so  fair. 

As  all  the  people  know  ; 
We  heod  the  call  of  the  uational  voice. 

And  ready  lads  we  are. 
At  the  word  command,  with  heart  and  hand. 

We  rally  near  aud  far. 
Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  tramp  !  gleams  our  banner  high 
Your  heart  wjl  beat  with  j>ride  to  see  us  passing  by. 
Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  tramp  !  ^ay  lads  we. 
To  rightrubout  aud  iu  aud  out  parading  bold  and  tns. 
V,]  Marktime,  4c 

Then  here's  success  to  the  National  Guard 

And  may  it  lead  the  van. 
And  always  heed  the  national  call         :;.;;.-- 

Be  ready  every  man. 
Oh  !  may  it  ever  its  powder  keep  dry 

To  strike  a  gallant  blow. 
While  the  people  love  those  stats  above,  * 

Bright  waving  to  and  fro. 
Tramp,  tramp-tramp,  tramp !  in  tbe  ran  we  lead. 
The  people  come  from  far  to  see  each  man  and  steed. 
Trump,  tramp,  tramp,  tramp  I  light  and  gay. 
We're  always  ready  rank  aud  file  to  meet  and 

march  away ! 
Hark  time,  Ac 


T. 


Go,  George,  I  can't  Endure  Ton. 

Go,  George,  I  can't  endure  you, 
You  wrong  me  I  assure  yoo, 
I  wonder  why  I  love  you  stilL 
Are  women  for  uo  use  meant 
But  merely  man's  amusement. 
To  tease  and  torture  ns  at  will  ? 

No,  if  yon  loved  me  trae, 

Bou'd  other  meaus  pargaa. 
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•MiiiMhrii 


That's  when  you  will  kaim  who'i^ow  Fritiid. 

Uj  Ben  Dodt{».' 


n 


It's  all  very  foolish  to  boaat  of  your  friends. 

And  imagiuti  them  faithful  nnd  true, 
In  the  hoar  uf  miuturtuue  you  surely  will  find 

There's  uo  one  with  friendship  for  you  ; 
Tour  child  may  be  starving  and  crying  for  bread. 

No  one  has  a  penny  to  lend. 
To  help  drive  the  dread  wolf  away  from  your  door —  t 

That's  when  you  will  know  who's  your  friend. 
Chorus. 
Theu  tnke  my  advice— it  is  said  for  your  good — 

Belli  it  iu  mind  I  don't  wish  to  offend  ; 
Beln^  saviu^  uf  cash,  and  keep  plenty  on  hand, 

Auil  you  never  will  want  for  a  friend. 

While  jogging  along  through  the  journey  of  life, 

Yon  are  sure  to  meet  sorrow  and  care. 
But  flight  boldly  onward  through  thick  and  thro'  thin, 

Aud  never  ^ive  lip  in  dei*pair  ; 
Be  honeHt  aud  upright  whatever  yon  do. 

Your  honor  at  all  times  defend  — 
All  men  will  look  up  to  yon  then  with  respect, 

Aud  be  proud  to  be  known  as  your  friend. . 

Then  take  my  advice,  &c. 


Will  my  Darling  Come  Again? 

Wordi  by  Arthnr  W  French  Muilc  by  H   P.  Dsnka. 

MoBic  published  by  Thomas  J.  Hkll,  814  Brosawi/   Agt. 


Summer's  fingers  softly  linger,  . 

On  the  meadowH  far  and  wide, 
BreezeH  sighing,  daylight  dying. 

In  the  hnsh  of  eventide  ; 
'Neiitli  the  shadows,  down  the  meadowB, 

Of  the  little  moesy  lane  ; 
Someone  roaming  in  the  gloaming, 

Saying,   '•  will  he  oome  again?' 
Chorus  :    Will  he  come  again  to  meet  me? 

Some  one  asks  their  heart  in  vain  ; 
Will  he  come  with  smiles  to  greet  me, 
'  :    -  Will  my  darling  oome  again  7 

Moonlight  over  fields  of  clover, 

Cioldeu  tinted  dew  iinpearted; 
Birdlets  sleeping,  bright  t>taiS  keeping. 

Watch  and  ward  above  the  worid. 
Time  is  flying,  hope  most  dying. 

Down  that  little  mossy  lane  ; 
Someone  stray  iug,  sadly  saying, 

■Will  my  darling  come  again?"  Choriis. 

Someone  parted,  happy-hearted, 

Yester  eve,  in  joy  and  bliss,  . 

I  will  meet  you,  1  will  greet  yon. 

Someone  whimpered  with  a  kiss. 
Footsteps  falling,  someone  calling. 

One  sweet  name  in  glad  refrain  ; 
All  their  sadness,  turned  to  gladness, 

"  Truly,  he  will  come  again  I" 


Chorus. 


Gentle  Heart  be  True. 

Word*  hj  Onntfie  Cooper  Mnaio  by  M.  Lsmsa. 

Malic.  Copyriifhtrd  and  pnbliibed  by  H.  tiairinsB, 

97  East  4th  Btreel    M.  T   Price  35cts. 


Though  clouds  may  dim  thy  pathway ; 

The  sun  will  shine  again, 
And  dawn  will  surely  follow. 

Though  gloomy  night  may  reign. 
So  love  uuiy  seem  to  wither. 

Yet  shine  with  blissful  ray ; 
The  darkent  hour  forever 

Is  still  before  the  day  ; 
Be  faithful  yet  be  trusting  ; 

The  Ktars  that  o'er  thee  beam. 
With  BtendfiiKt  light  are  burning 

The'  dim  their  rays  may  seem.  ; 
CHoara. 

Oh  !  cease  thy  sad  repining  t 
Aud  calm  thy  way  pursue  ; 

Tlie  star  of  hope  is  shining,  ; 

Then  gentle  heart  be  tma.    . 

The  storm  may  rend  the  blossoms 

From  off  their  parent  tree. 
Bat  other  springs  will  greet  as, 

With  bloom  and  melody. 


And  birds  will  sing  as  sweetly, 

Though  DOW  they  must  depart  ^ 
And  joys  enchanting  visions 

Will  linger  ronnd  the  heart. 
When  from  thy  life  the  summer 

Is  fading  in  the  blast. 
Be  sure  the  spring  is  near  tbae^ 

Thy  winter  almosft  past 

Oh  !  trusting  still  ne'er  falter  ; 

Thy  faith  will  conquor  all ; 
For  storms  as  well  as  sunshine. 

To  every  life  must  fall. 
Tis  but  thy  gilt  oi  sorrow. 

That  makes  tby  life  complete  ; 
The  gloomy  clouds  and  tempest 

Make  sunshine  still  more  sweet. 
With  trUHtful  eyes  look  upward. 

With  true  and  loving  zest. 
Be  true,  oh  f  fond  ami  dear  one, 

Aud  leave  to  heaven  the  rest. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Tne  Voioe  of  Labor. 


By  Oris  Usione. 

Air 


J  Simu  by  Johnny  Nulan. 

T^n  Slemsu'e  L>Dd. 


What  means  this  simne  enmmotion. 

That  extends  throughoat  the  land? 
Which  makes  millionares  Kud  niilroad  kings 

To  tremble  where  they  stand. 
The  answer  is—"  the  sous  of  toil 

With  seutimenta  alike 
Can  uo  longer  live  in  boudage 

Aud  ai'e  out  upon  a  strike."  Bepeat. 

The  workingman  must  have  redress 

He  no  longer  will  be  a  slave  ; 
We  have  suffered  huuger  long  enough,  .-V 

Aud  filled  the  pan(>ers  grave. 
For  years  my  boys  we've  been  kept  down. 

This  no  one  can  deny, 
So  now  for  our  rights  we  are  on  a  strike, 

We'll  have  victory  or  die.  BepeaL 

We  are  firmly  united 

From  Oregon  to  Maine, 
From  New  York  Town  to  New  Orleans, 

Oar  cause  is  all  the  same. 
The  tyrant's  band  we  will  disperse. 

And  drive  them  from  the  soil,  , 

Then  peace  and  plenty  will  be  in  store 

For  every  son  of  toil.  Bepeat 


Iff  Jiat  What  I  Might  Have  Expected. 

By  Edward  Wlllism*. 

Oopyrlghi  1678  by  E.  H  HarCing. 

Tbamnilcofthls   soeKcau  brolitaiued  o(E.  H.  Hsrdlnc^ 

No  339  Bowery,    opposite  Prince  Street    New.Totk— 

Elegaut  Fall  Music  8ise  bheet  fur  M cants. 


I'm  a  very  unfortunate  man. 

By  ill-luck  I've  been  always  attended. 
Since  first  mv  existence  began. 

I  suppose  twill  be  so  till  it's  ended. 
I've  ceased  to  expect  any  favor 

From  fortune,  ur  deem  I'm  neglected, 
I  say  to  her  cruel  behavior. 

It's  just  what  I  might  have  expected  I 
Chorus. 
But  I  long  since  have  ceased  to  regret. 

That  I've  been  by  dame  fortune  neglected. 
It  is  no  use  to  worry  or  fret 

It  just  what  I  might  have  expected. 

Last  night  I  was  asked  out  to  dine. 

By  some  friends,  and  of  course  I  accepted  ; 
The  table  was  certainly  fine. 

The  wine  was  by  no  means  nepleoted. 
They  stole  from  the  room,  one  by  one, 

Their  little  arrangements  perfected,  '    ' 

And  left  me  to  pay  for  the  fun. 

It  was  just  what  I  might  have  expected. 

I         ,  But  I  long  since,  Ac. 

I  coiu^ed  a  girr  for  awhile, 
And  thought  if  I  only  could  get  her 

To  marry,  and  on  me  to  smile. 
My  prospect  in  life  might  be  better. 


mmmmmmmmmim 


:| 


At  last  I  had  made  up  my  mind 

To  ask  if  her  choice  she'd  selected  ? 
Her  answer  was  well  never  mind  - 

It  was  just  what  I  might  have  expected! 

But  I  long  since,  to. 
But  now  I  am  married,  and  still 

The  cloud  o'er  my  life  ia  no  brighter  : 
My  wife  has  a  temper  and  wUl,  ' 

She  8  also  a  great  '<  woman's  righter  1" 
And  when  I  go  home  late  at  nig^ 

She  says.  I  look  very  dejected  ; 
In  tact  she  insists  that  Im  tight 

Bat  It's  just  what  I  might  have  expected  I 

But  I  long  since,  Ac 
■'    ■"— ■  ■♦■  ■       . 

The  Eaymond  Street  Jail. 

Air  .     Ths  Isle  da  Blackvsll. 

Ye  bolks  of  misforttme 

To  you  I  will  sing. 
The  story  I'll  tell 

Many  memories  will  hrin« 
Of  those  sorrowful  days. 

When  nought  could  prevail, 
1  ne  judges  would  send  you 

To  the  Eaymond  Street  Jail. 
Chorus  :    Then  all  honor  to  the  jury. 

And  the  judge  in  the  oonrt; 
And  the  men  who  are  paid 

To  be  our  escort 
To  that  grand  iuHtitntion, 

Where  they  never  fail 
To  lock  up  securely. 
To  the  Raymond  Street  JaiL 
The  mode  of  transit 

Is  of  modem  style. 
In  the  grand  black-maria 

You  ride  'bout  a  mile, 
Toyour  sad  destination. 

Then  your  courage  it  failL 
On  entering  the  door 

Of  the  Raymond  Street  Jail  Chonw. 

On  entering  that  building. 
The  first  one  you  meet 
Is  the  great  Sherifl  Dagget 

Who  smiles  on  you  so  sweet 
He  says  go  to  work. 

Here's  a  brush  and  a  pail, 
Go  whitewash  the  cells 
Of  the  Raymond  Street  Jail.  Chorna 

Stay  One  Moment,  Love.        ' 

WORDS  AND  MELODY   by  H.  ALSTON  DlBIXT 

Sts^  one  moment,  love,  and  hearken 

To  the  tale  my  heart  would  tell  • 
Let  not  "  no  "  my  future  darken  ;    ' 

Must  it  ring  hone's  funeral  knell  ? 
Ah  !  thou  art  my  hearts  sole  treasur«L 

Bliss  and  rapture  without  nam& 
Joy  and  pleasure  without  measorCL 

Will  you  ever  be  the  same  ? 
Chorcs. 
Dariing.  all  my  being  trembles. 

While  your  answer  I  await ; 
If  it  is  "no  "  your  heart  dissembles, 

But  It  will  have  sealed  my  fate. 

What  were  moon  aud  stars  without  thee. 

What  the  «un  ou  summer's  day  ? 
What  the  brightness  all  about  thee 

Chasing  shadows  dark  away  ? 
Would  yoa  make  mv  life  December 

All  berea  of  smiling  May  ? 
Darling,  it  you  love,  remember, 

You  must  love  but  me  for  aye. 

Darling  all  my  being,  Ac. 

Far  beyond  where  Phoebus  lingers 

Throwing  out  its  brightening  rays, 
Stretching  down  its  golden  fingers— 

We  may  meet  in  after  days. 
If  the  love  for  which  I  speak  you 

Is  unto  my  heart  denied  ; 
There,  my  darling.  I  will  seek  von. 

And  will  claim  you  sm  my  bride. 

Darling  all  my  being,  Ac. 
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Looked  Oat  After  Vim, 

Written  by  Ed  UtTlgui. 


Oboms. 


I'm  stoppiQR  at  a  boarding-honie 

Kept  by  Mimes  Doyle  ; 
The  rules  and  regalatiooB 

Are  fo^uuBt^u  all  the  while. 
Two  meals  a  day  mas  all  we  got, 

We  set  down  in  a  line ; 
Twas  every  man  in  bed  at  eight, 

Or  locked  out  after  nine. 
Chorus  :    There  was  Slotty  McGonigal, 
McAllister  and  O'Burke, 
A  Scauandariau  fisherman, 
A  Norwegian  and  a  Turk. 
The  ladies,  the  babiec, 

Were  crying  all  the  time^ 

Every  man  in  bed  at  eight, 

Or  locked  out  after  nine. 

At  a  ronsing  demonstiation. 

Held  up  lu  Uuion  Square, 
Tammany  Hull  Republicans 

And  auti-Tams  was  there. 
Our  boarders  cobgregated 

To  see  the  sight  so  fine ; 
Gilligau  wanted  it  stopped  at  eipht. 

We  got  home  after  nine. 

There  was  Slotty  McGonigal 

A  kickiug  on  the  door. 
The  ladies  aud  the  babies 

For  MiHS  Doyle  did  roar. 
We  woke  up  all  the  neighbors,        , 

The  tailor  CJonstantiue 
Turned  out  the  fire  department 

When  we  was  locked  out  after  nine.  Ohoms. 

There  was  a  row  next  morning,       . 

Wid  all  the  boarders  drunk  ; 
Miss  Doyle  she  got  excited 

And  threw  out  every  trunk. 
Hat  boxes  and  valises. 

And  shirts  from  ofif  the  line. 
Came  out  wid  all  de  lodgers 

Bekase  we  got  home  after  nine. 

Wid  vengeance  they  did  roer  ; 

They  rUHhed  for  bricks 
And  heavy  sticks 

To  batter  down  the  door. 
'Twas  then  they  got  the  collar. 

Three  long  montbo  wid  a  fine. 
Was  their  conciliation 

For  comiug  home  after  nine. 


Cboms. 


Ohoras. 


Kiflsing  in  the  Moonlight 

There's  many  a  pleasure  spoken  of  , 

By  all.  both  yonug  and  old— 
There's  fishing,  boating,  parties  too, 

Aud  pic-uics  I  am  told  ; 
But  of  all  the  pleasures  there  is  none, 

I'm  sure  you'll  say  I'm  right. 
Like  strolling  with  the  girl  one  loves. 

And  kissing  in  the  moonlight  > 

Chobijb.  ,']'-'"_ 

She's  as  handsome  as  a  lily  in  the  Bnmmer, 
I'm  prond  to  tell  yon  all  that  I  have  won  her, 

Of  all  the  pleatsures  spoken  of, 
I'm  sure  you'll  say  I'm  right. 

Like  strolliug  with  the  girl  one  loves, 
Aud  kissing  iu  the  moonlight  [Oasoe.] 

I  met  her  first  one  Summer  eve, 

I  raised  my  hat  and  said— 
"I  pray,  dear  Miss,  may  I  beg  leav* 

To  aiik  yon  if  youll  wed  ?" 
She  rniHed  her  eyes  and  sweetly  smiled. 

Which  filled  me  with  deliKbt ; 
I  placed  my  arm  around  her  waist. 

And  kissed  her  in  moonlight,  .'    ObonB. 

Her  par»»nts  have  oonnented, 

And  she  soon  will  be  my  bride— >■;•! 

This  charmins  little  darling  one. 
I've  oft  had  by  mv  side  ; 

And  now  dear  friends  if  yon  shonld  qmbI 
A  girl  yon  love,  at  nighV 

Like  me.  Tm.  sure  yon  wont  forget. 


To  kiss  her  In  moonlight 


Clboms. 


Oive  Bread  to  the  Poor. 

Suae  b;  Frank  ti«wia. 


I've  an  object  in  view  I  would  like  to  nufold, 

It's  about  this  great  city  that's  revelled  in  gold. 

The  pride  of  our  nation  well  tested  above. 

In  Philadelphia's  great  city  of  brotherly  lov& 

In  tbetaniine  of  late,  though  'tis  hard  for  to  state, 

The  thought  of  starvation,  aud  sad  was  the  fate 

Of  the  many  i)oor  families  who  had  nothing  iu  store, 

'Till  the  cry  came  from  heaven,  "Give  bread 

to  the  poor!" 

Now,  there's  A.  T.  Stewart,  the  New  York  millionaire. 
Who  some  time  ago  Kought  another  world's  care. 
Would  it  have  hurt  his  kind  heart  to  throw  out  a  dime 
To  keep  our  poor  sufferers  from  prisou  and  crime  ? 
He  invested,  I'm  told,  iu  a  great  institute. 
In  a  matter  of  business,  you  bet  he  was  cute  ; 
He  was  not  like  Jim  Fisk,  nor  will  be  any  more. 
With  his  ligbtuiug  express  giving  bread  to  the  poor. 

There's  another  kind  heart,  tho'  he  has  been  misused, 
In  South  Carolina,  where  all  whs  confused  ; 
He  kept  down  the  riot,  gave  his  office  for  peace. 
While  the  Bads,  iu  the  White  House,  they  sat 

at  their  ease. 
In  the  town  of  Columbia,  which  all  of  you  know, 
Their  suffering  was  great  with  hunger  and  woe  ; 
With  his  shirt  sleeves  rolled  up,  like  old  Jackson  at  war, 
Stood  Governor  Wade  Hampton  giving  bread  to 

the  poor. 


You  Make  me  Laugh. 

Bang  bj  tbe  Saufraucitco  Hiiiitrels. 

Fm  going  to  wed  a  nice  young  lass, 

In  beauty  none  can  her  surjiass  ; 

Yon  may  search  the  country  all  aroiiiid,  .   ' 

You'll  not  fiud  one  like  Susan  Brown. 

Oh  !  I  love  Sue,  aud  Sue  loves  me, 

We're  happier  than  king  or  queen  can  be. 

But  Sue,  you  must  know,  has  a  curious  way. 

For  when  I  go  to  kiss  her  she  will  always,  say  ! 

Chobus. 

Oh  !  dear  me.  let  me  be,  get  away,  do, 

Ota,  don't  tickle  me  ! 

Now  then,  Ted,  he,  he.  he,  he, 

Oh  !  you  make  me  laugh  ! 

I  never  shall  the  day  forpet. 
The  first  time  I  aud  Suhjiu  met, 
She  was  milking  on  a  three-legg'd  stool ; 
I  called  her  duck,  she  called  npe  fool ; 
She  then  gave  me  such  a  slap  in  the  face. 
But  I  didn't  mind  that  for  I  wanted  to  taste 
Her  sweet  pretty  lipe,  like  the  roses  so  red, 
Bot  when  I  went  to  kiss  her,  how  she  screamed 

and  said  ; 
■V-:- .-.■.-    :-■'■?■  .  Chorus. 

I  said  I'll  have  one  kiss,  and  then 
My  arm  went  round  her  waist  again  , 
She  shouted,  •' oh  !  I  feel  so  queer," 
She  scratched  my  face  and  pulled  my  ear ;      - 
Bnt  I  held  fast  aud  declared  that  I 
Would  either  have  a  kiss  or  die  ; 
She  said,  "  well  then,  Ted.  if  you'll  let  me  be. 
Just  take  one,  duokie  darling,  but  don't  tickle  me. 

Choras. 

Tm  married  now  and  settled  down,  . 

With  my  dear  darling,  Susie  Brown  ;       \. 

We  are  happy  as  a  pair  can  be, 

And  toes  the  babies  on  our  knee. 

But  when  I  chance  to  oome  home  late  at  night 

She's  bound  to  catch  me,  and  oh  I  what  a  plight, 

For  Susan  don't  stop  to  consider  my  plea, 

Bnt  with  a  pair  <rf  fliat-irons  she  tickles  ma     Chorns. 


Eollicking  Dan,  From  Ballymena. 

Xlr  ,    Dmudy  Jim  fom  From  CuroUn*. 

Tvejust  arrived  from  Erin's  Isle, 

My  hair  scarce  dry  since  here  I  landed  , 

Yon  can  plainly  see  by  my  style 
That  Fm  none  of  your  seoond-handed. 


I  left  tbe  town  where  I  was  bom. 

To  see  if  work  I  oonid  get  any, 
So.  the  boy  to  reap  your  hay  and  ooni  ', 

Is  rollicking  Dan  from  Ballymeiuu 

CBOBtrs. 

I've  left  ould  Irelaud  far  behind. 
Although  I'm  uut  worth  a  penny. 

An  housst  heart  you'll  always  find 
lu  rollicking  Dan,  from  Bally  meiML 

The  darling  that  I  love  at  home. 

She  lives  near  by  iu  a  neighboring  Cum, 
Which  very  soon  will  be  her  own. 

There  we  may  live  quite  uiug  and  wann. 
She's  the  only  daughter  of  her  dad, 

Aud  heiress  to  every  blooming  penny, 
And  It's  myself  that's  the  lucky  lad 

Yes,  rollicking  Dan  from  BallymeiML     ( 

So  if  ft  bit  of  a  job  I  get 

On  the  line,  or  iu  the  quarries, 
ni  work  through  huUNLiue  frost  or  we^ 

But  hear,  I  don't  intend  to  tarry, 
For  there's  another  bov  tnat  lives  near  by. 

That's  lon^-backed  Pat  DeUney, 
He'll  be  trying  to  put  out  the  eye 

Of  rollicking  Dan,  trom  Ballymena.        C 

And  when  a  few  pouuds  I  have  aaTed, 

The  boat  I'll  take,  and  sail  for  BelfasC 
And  if  my  darliug  has  behaved. 

My  iuteutious  to  her  I  will  tell  fast 
So,  now.  I'll  have  to  say  good  night 

For  ot  siugers'  we  bavy^  so  many. 
To  sing  ouce  more  woulogive  delight 

To  rollickiug  Dan,  from  Ballymena. 


Oleni&r  Braes. 

Air;    Toii'll  remember  ma. 


Prom  proud  Gleniflfer's  lofty  braei^ 

How  grand  the  view  aronnd. 
When  lovely  Sprin;;  with  beaming  smiler 

Adorns  each  spot  of  Krouuil. 
The  shining  water  iu  the  vale. 

Looks  like  a  crysf  rl  sea.  " 

And  every  little  noddiut;  flower         ~    : 

Seems  laughing  full  of  glee. 

The  mshing  streamlet  iu  the  glen, 

Slugs  as  it  hurries  on. 
And  cheerful  birds  iu  coucert  sing      '^' 

Tlieir  riclieSt.  Kweetest  song. 
Oh  !  how  I  wish  'twas  always  Spring, 

And  flowers  ne'er  knew  decay. 
But  like  the  floweK  ot  paradise, 

In  beauty  bloom  for  aye. 


All  will  Come  Bight  in  the  Eo 

Never  give  way  to  tbe  cares  of  this  life. 

It  is  folly  to  sit  down  and  cry. 
But  like  a  man,  take  your  part  in  the  i 

Let  nothing  your  purpose  defy  ; 
For  though  luck  may  seem  to  keep  out 

Aud  trouble  aud  care  round  yon  ben< 
Believe  me.  my  lails,  it  is  better  for  a  d 

All  will  come  right  in  end. 

Adversity  tries  of  what  we  are  made, 

And,  faith,  she  tries  some  rather  mr 
But  a  prond  fearless  spirit,  and  a  stout  < 

Are  possessions  she  never  can  tonch 
For  a  man  having  these,  though  crippi 

Aud  without  one  lone  shilling  or  hit 
Will  fight  gaily  on—  for  full  well  be  kn 

All  will  come  right  iu  the  end. 

Then,  in  love  or  in  war.  in  pleasore  or. 

Never  fear,  wbaterer  yon  do, 
But  trust  in  yonr»^lf  and  vonr  own  ■(< 

And  success  will  sonn  come  to  yon. 
B"it  if  points  should  srise  vnn  caiinot 

Still  your  eflhrts  oease  nM  to  expen 
But  with  Spartan  ronrsee  clo«e  in  wit 

And  all  will  oome  right  in  the  end. 
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aember  that  Yoa  Toanelf  may  yet  be  Old. 

B;   Stephen  (i»rvey 
4tr .    Reiuembar  yoa  bav*  cblldreu  of  jont  own. 


1  day  as  we  ((o  along  tbrongh  life'u  bnsy  throng, 
)w  many  poor  old  lueu  do  we  meet, 
aaduew  on  their  face  which  time  will  ne'er  erase, 
fnendlesB  they  wander  through  the  street. 
a«k  yoa  to  give  them  a  chance  to  live, 
r  the  few  days  that  they  have  to  remain ; 
a  cold  world  alone,  forsaken  they  now  roam, 
their  old  age  they  most  suffer  great  pain  ; 
lee  them  every  day,  you  meet  them  on  your  way, 
eir  miseries  have  often  been  told, 
ve  them  what  you  cjin,  prove  yourself  to  be  a  man, 
iiembf>r  that  you  yourself  may  yet  be  old. 

of  those  men  yon  R«e,  may  have  a  family, 

>o  desert  them,  when  in  need  they  do  stand  ; 

scatter  everywhere,  and  never  set  m  to  care, 

to  what  will  become  of  the  old  msn. 

ons  aud  dnuKhters.  too,  hIhh  !  it  is  too  true, 

ve  turned  their  father  out  in  the  street  ; 

reason  is  soou  tnld,  it  s  just  because  he's  old, 

at  he's  c<)m{)«>lle<i  to  beg  the  bit  he  eats. 

Gtod  forgive  them,  to  drive  these  poor  old  men 

t  here,  to  die  in  the  cold  ; 

what  can  they  expect,  if  they  only  reflect, 

i  remember  that  they  theuiselves  may  yet  be  old. 


Cincinnati,  Oho-ho. 

B7  Jobn  Patterson. 


me  all  yon  loven^young  and  old, 
Vnd  listen  to  my  sbng, 
*  ril  relate  aud  truly  state 
lie  cause  of  all  that's  wrong. 
I  did  roam  I  lovetl  at  home 
girl  named  Molly,  oh  1 
now  she's  gone  aud  left  me 
I  a  state  ot  grief  and  woe. 
rus  :    I'm  travelliug  round  the  conntry. 

And  I'm  searching  high  and  low  ; 
But  she's  Kone  to  Ciuciuuati, 
In  the  State  of  Oho-ho. 

week  I  went  to  Brooklyn, 
see  some  boys  from  Clare, 
Michael  Ryan,  Pat  O'Brien, 
d  a  boy  uniiied  Martin  Hare, 
said  that  Molly  went  out  West, 
C  the  place  they  did  not  know, 
hey  think  it'H  Ciuciuuati,  ;  ' . 

the  State  of  Oho-ho.  ^ 

18 :    Your  Amt-rican  cont^ry  is  so  large, 

Where  to  go  I  do  not  know 
Aud  louk  for  Cincinnati,     . 

Or  its  State  of  Oho-ho.    . 

if  I  don't  find  my  Molly  dear*  -. 

tell  you  what  I'll  do  : 

>  to  Salt  Lake  City— 

<n't  one  I'll  have,  bnt  two — 

f  ever  Molly  finds  me  oat, 

lave  her  for  to  know 

ay  go  to  Cincinnsti, 

M  SUto  of  Oho-ho. 

1 :    Autl  if  ever  Molly  finds  ms  eat; 

rU  have  her  for  to  know 
She  may  go  to  Cincinuati, 

In  the  State  of  Obo-ba 


Political  Sitaations. 

BIBH  60N0.         By  Lewis  SMmt. 

1*76   b;  E    H.  Hkrdiiiir.       The  Mnale  MB  b« 
H   U«rdlii(.  No  229  Uuwery.     Price  10  els- 

heard  the  song  of  the  Bonlerardt 

>  there  yoa  most  get  a  card  ; 

w  the  poor  man  works  so  hard, 
morning  until  evening, 
or  a  man  did  vote, 
V  eave  me  a  bit  of  a  note, 
»lf  it  was  surely  wrote, 

>  get  me  a  situation. 

For  to  use  shovel  and  piek 
On  ston#and  briok. 
And  clubs  and  sticks, 
And  all  goob  trioka. 


,':;.,  They're  food  fornix.  .    '  ,  -',. 

r  And  I'm  heartily  sick 
Of  political  sitoations  I 

They  pnt  a  shovel  in  my  hand. 

And  told  me  to  dig  up  the  land  ; 
Says  I  to  myself,  1^1  see  yota  hanged 

'Fore  I  work  upon  the  railway. 
And  this  is  just  what  I  did  say, 

I  tell  you  that  it  does  not  pay 
To  work  so  hard,  ten  hours  a  day. 

Up  in  One  Hondred  and,  Eighty-ninth  Street 
For  to  use  shovel,  Aa 

At  night  when  I  lay  down  to  sleep, 

The  Yankee  bugs  around  did  creeps 
And  divil  a  wink  they'd  let  me  sleep. 

Till  daylight  in  the  morning. 
And  when  next  morning  I  arose, 

And  ouickly  did  slip  on  my  clothes. 
Thinks  I  to  myself,  well,  here  I  goes, 

Up  to  One  Hundred  an4  Eighty-ninth  Street 
For  to  use  shovel,  &c. 

In  eighteen  hundred  and  and  F«rty-flve, 

When  Daniel  O'Cuuuell  wiis  alive, 
At  such  a  job  I  did  not  drive. 

To  keep  myself  from  starving. 
And  now,  although  I'm  old  sud  poor. 

Of  one  thing  I  am  very  sure, 
I  don't  want  any  sinecure 

Up  in  One  Hundred  an<^  Eighty-ninth  Street 
.    For  to  use  shovel,  &c. 


-««>^-» 


Uncle  Steve. 

By  Ben  EJing. 


Dedlokted  to  Milt  O.  Bsriow. 


Air .     I7nele  Pel*. 


It  was  twenty  years  ago  in  old  Carolina, 

Den  I  was  happy  as  a  king  ; 
Den  I  used  to  sing  and  dancfe  wid  Dinah — 

Hie    golly  !  how  dis  nigger's  feet  would  sling  ! 
Den  de  darkies  use  to  gather  round  de  cabin- 
When  I  think  ob  it  I  really  hab  to  grieve- 
Yes,  I  tole  you  dis  heart  am  dark  and  sadden — 
What's  gwiue  to  become  qb  Uncle  Steve  ? 

'Cbobtm. 
Angels  am  calling  [*"  come  along !"] 
Angels  am  culling  [*"  come  along  !"] 
Yes,  I  know  dat  s<x>n  I  must  go  under  ; 
And  when  I'm  gone  I  know  dat  yoa  will  grieve, 
Kase  I  see  dat  you  gaze  at  me  and  wonder 
Wlut's  gwiue  to  laxiome  of  Uncle  Steve? 

^'Voices  behind  scenes.) 

Twas  jnst  two  years  afore  emancipation, 

Dat  1  Liid  poor  Dinah  down  to  nst ; 
It  was  deu  dat  her  soul  took  elevation. 

To  mingle  up  in  heaven  wid  de  blest      * 
Since  dat  wench  has  gone  my  clothes  am  all  in  tatters. 

My  coat  am  torn  from  de  neck  clar  to  de  sieve  ; 
It's  hard  fo'  to  oberlook  such  mutters  — 

What's  gwine  to  become  ob  Uncle  Steve  7 

Choroa 

Horphy's  Little  Back  Room. 

Written  by  Ed  Harrleui. 

Oopyrigbt.  1870  by  E.  H  Harding. 

Thenniteofibla  ■onKcan  beohtained  of  E  H.  Harding, 

No  339  Bowery,    opposite  Prince  Street    Ne»-Tork— 

Ele|{»ut  Fall  Muslo  Slie  Sheet  for  10  cents. 


Did  yon  ever  hear  tell  of  Ted  Murphy  T 

He  came  from  the  Connty  Mayo, 
He  kept  a  bar-room  in  the  city. 

In  a  Democratic  ward  here  below. 
His  distillery  was  over  in  Brooklyn, 

In  a  place  they  call  Irishtown  ! 
You'd  get  a  backet  of  ale  for  five  cents. 

He'd  trust  when  yon  pnt  money  down  I 
Yon'd  get  a  bncket  of  ale  for  five  cents. 

He'd  trust  when  you  put  money  down  I 

Success  to  my  friend  Teddy  Murphy, 

He  often  gave  me  two  for  ons  : 
Tve  played  "  forty-fives"  at  his  table. 
.   Drunk  bis  whiskey,  his  beer  and  his  ram  1 
I've  oouuted  the  cracks  iu  the  ceiling. 

Swept  the  sand  off  the  floor  wid  a  btoos  ; 
Fve  ntflBM-'  ^or  many  a  tnrkey, 

la  ltd  Murphy's  little  back  leon  I 


There  was  lab'rer's  oauallers,  and  riggers, 

Who  worked  on  the  docks  very  hard  ; 
Shovelmeu,  pipemen  and  drivers,  :  - ' 

Who  worked  on  the  big  boulevard  i 
On  Saturday  night's  they  assembled, 

Wid  a  fiddler  to  play  up  a  tune. 
And  they  danced  till  the  break  in  the  morning 

In  Ted  Murphy's  little  back  room  !  .,. 

There  was  a  Dutchman  who  kept  opposite. 

Who  was  jealous  of  Ted's  rushing  trade, 
He  put  up  a  job  one  fine  morning. 

For  the  police  to  go  make  a  raid. 
On  the  liquors,  barrels  aud  glasses. 

In  the  bar-room  wid  their  clubs  they  wint, 
And  poor  Teddy,  without  provocation. 

To  the  Island  for  tin  days  wes  siut 

P(X)r  Teddy  he  lost  bis  influence 

In  the  courts  aud  the  grand  committee. 
He  sarved  his  full  time  in  the  prison, 

Pniying  each  day  to  get  free. 
He  took  spunk  and  jiiuipe<l  in  the  river 

To  swim  to  the  Long  Inland  shore. 
He  gut  a  cramp  in  his  leg  aud  his  stomach. 

He  sank  to  rise  up  no  mure. 


When  Brown  Comes  Rolling  Home 


Wordi  and  Mn«ie  by  Jonepb  P.  Skelly. 

Copyriglit  1870    ly  £  H.  HsidinR. 

Tbe  Uaaic  can  be  oUiaineil  of  E.  H.  B^rdlDg,  No.  229 

Bowery    Mew-Yurk.   Price  10 ceuta. 


John  Brown  he  is  a  married  man. 

With  children  four  or  five  ; 
All  day  he's  lieep  in  business. 

And  ill  life  he  seems  to  thrive. 
But  when  his  daily  toil  is  done, 

All  around  the  streets  he'll  roam. 
And  soiut-tiuie  after  midnight 

You  will  fiud  him  rolling  home  ! 
Chorus :    When  Brown  comes  rolling  home 
Oh  !  then  he's  in  his  glory  ; 
He  loves  to  sing  a  Song, 

Or  tell  a  jolly  story. 
But  there's  a  scolding  wife. 

That  waits  for  him  alone  ; 
Oh  !  there's  sure  to  be  an  awful  row, 
When  Brown  comes  rolling  home  ! 

He  circnmvents  the  excise  law 

Upon  the  subbath  day. 
And  drinks  his  beer  with  right  good  cheer 

No  matter  what  they  say  ; 
He  laves  a  schooner,  tall  and  deep^ 

With  no  great  wealth  of  foam  ;  . 

A  few  of  these  are  sure  tu  please 

Aud  send  him  rolling  home  I  Chorus. 

At  night  he  wakes  hio  neighbors  np. 
When  jxiunding  at  the  aoor  ;  i  'i 

Sometimt-h  it's  two,  sometimes  it's  three, 
Aud  ulten  iittiT  four.  .  • '  ■ 

And  where  he  stays  till  such  an  hoar. 
The  fact  is  never  known,  ' 

He  says  "it's  business"  all  tbe  time, 
That  sends  him  rolling  home  >  Chozru. 

He  drinks  a  keg  of  lager  beer. 

He  qnafis  the  wine  of  mumm  ; 
And  if  ho  Htauds  without  support,  '.;',. 

He's  slightly  out  of  plumb ! 
But  Brown  heeds  not  his  wavering  steps, 

He  cries  out  "come  boys,  come!  ";  •;  • 

We'll  take  a  drink,  a  social  drink. 

Then  I'll  go  rolling  home.  Chorus. 


England  and  her  Cactlei  on  the  Main. 

Should  danger  e'er  appro(u>h  oar  ooost 
The  inbred  spirit  of  the  land  '  ^  ''.■ 

Wonld  animate  each  heart,  each  hnnd  F 
Would  bind  t\s  in  one  general  host !  England  1 
England,  a  world  within  itself,  shall  reign  ..- 
Safe  iu  hei  floating  tow'rs,  on  the  majn 

Our  isle's  best  rampart  is  the  sea  ;— 
The  midnight  march  of  foes  it  braves  ; 
And  heaven  that  fenced  ns  round  with  wraes, 

Ordained  the  people  to  be  free  !     England  I 

lugl  ft  I,  a  world  within  ^mit,  te. 
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;  v^   Ghraldine. 

A  TALI  or  THX  BKA  ANO  THa  aHORB. 

Coniinued. 


"Presoot  Wargrave,"  sh«  begins,  hesitatingly, 
"  in  saviug  him  from  disgrace-  probably  from  some- 
thing very  much  worse  than  that — yon  preserve  my 
peace,  my  happiness,  it  may  be  my  life  itselL" 

He  bends  his  head  as  a  sign  that  he  is  listening 
to  her,  and  she  coutiuues  iu  a  broken  voice.  "  I 
have  no  brother,  no  kiunman,  no  friend  iu  whom  I 
can  confide.     I  stand  aloue  iu  a  harnb  world. " 

WargTHve  makes  the  same  cold,  qniet  inclination 
of  his  head  as  before,  and  Geruldiue  proceeds  ;  I 
want  a  friend,  Mr.  Wargmve  ;  never  stood  woman 
iu  mxet  need  of  one  than  I  at  this  moment— than  I 
who  now  entreat  you  to  be  mine  !" 

"  Friend  !  ■  How  can  I  befriend  yon  ?"  he  abks, 
despondently. 

"  Remain  and  make  me  happy  !"  she  cries  etretch- 
I      ing  out  her  hands  to  him  iu  an  imploring  mauuer. 
"I  ouike  you  happy?    I?"  he  ialters  forth  at  a 
loss  to  nndentond  the  meaning  of  her  words. 
"  Do  not  refuse  me,  I  eutreat !"  she  adds. 
"What  can  I  do  for  you.  Miss  Munr?    Tell  me; 
and  I  give  yon  my  word  of  honor  that  I  will  serve 
you  to  the  utmost  of  my  power  T 

'-  Heaven  bless  you  !"  she  retnms,  seizing  one  of 
his  hands,  and  impulsively  carrying  it  to  her  lips. 

Then  she  stands,  with  her  eyes  downcast,  with 
flushed  cheeks,  and  voice  suspended  ;  words  are 
trembling  on  her  tongue,  words  that  she  feels  re- 
Inctsnt  and  ashamed  to  give  utterance  to.  Yet 
they  munt  be  spoken,  so  she  at  length  seizes  courage 
and  speaks. 

"  It  would  not  be  a  difficult  matter  to  find  Cap- 
tain S<>ba8tian,  I  snppose  ?"  she  says,  without  look- 
ing at  Wargruve  and  flushing  even  deeper  than  before. 
"  At  present  his  whereabouts  may  be  easily  found. 
"  I   know.       But  after  to-morrow  he    will  b» 
abroad,  a  free  man." 

"  Thanks  to  your  will  and  my  weakness,  Miss 
Manr,"  he  answers.  * 

She  reflects  for  some  moments  before  she  speaks  .- 
again.  { 

"  You  must  not  go  away,"  she  says,  firmly.  "  No, 
Mr.  Wafgrave,  you  must  remain  and  withdraw  the 
charge  you  have  made  agaiust  him,  otherwise  he 
will  go  forth  stained  with  sospicion,  his  character 
blurred  in  the  world's  eye. 

"True.  Miss  Manr  ;  and  that  not  undeservedly,"  ■ 
he  returns.  « 

"Granted.  Mr.  Wargrave.     Pe  merciful  to  him—  * 
be  merciful  to  me  1"  Qeraldine  cri<-H,  with  a  burst 
of  frenzied  emotion.     And,  scarcely  knowing  what 
she  is  doing,  she  (&Ils  upon  her  knees  before  him 
in  an  attitude  of  humble  supplication. 

"  Rise,  MiKs  Maur ;  I  cannot  bear  to  see  you 
thus,"  Prescot  says,  much  moved,  and  assisting  her 
to  risa  "  Your  wishes  shall  be  commands  to  me, 
and  I  will  ol>ey  them." 

"  See  Captain  Sebastian  after  you  have  with- 
drawn your  charge  against  him " 

"  See  him  exclaims  the  sailor  indignantly. 
"  Yes;  and  tell  him  to  come  to  me  here." 
"  I  hear  yon.  Miss  Maur,"  he  answers  coldly. 
"  And  you  underKtaud  me  perfectly  ?" 
"  Perfectly,  Miss  Maur,"  he  replies,  as  frigidly 
■B  before. 

"  And  yon  will  do  this  ?"       -  " 

"  I  will.  Miss  Maur. " 

"Yon  are  indeed  kind!      How  shall  1  ever  be 
able  to  repay  your  services  ?"  r      ; 
Waxgrave  sighs  deeply. 

He  has  said  that  he  imdemtands  her  ;  bnt  he  feels 
that  he  does  not  do  so—  that  he  is  far  from  onder- 
stauding  her  clearly.  On  the  contrary,  bo  is  mach 
perplexed  by  her  words  and  conduct. 

In  seizing  upon  Sebastian  and  handing  him  over 
to  justice,  he  had  supposed  that  he  was  doing  that 
which  was  right,  that  which  she  and  all  others 
would  applaud. 

Bnt  lo !  he  has  discovered  himself  to  be  in  error, 
and  he  has  promised  to  undo  all  that  he  has  done, 
to  swear  agaiust  the  truth,  and  stamp  himself  a 
Tery  liar. 

"  Tell  him  his  wife  stimmons  him  I"  Qeraldine 
adds,  after  a  short  pause. 

"  I  promise  to  obey,"  be  aaid  turning  away  with 
•otnething  like  contempt  For  he  was  a  true 
genf 


CHAPTER  XIL 

•B^  ONOK 


"  Withdraw  the  charge,  eh  f  Mistaken  identitv  r 
repeats  the  sitting  magistrate  at  Bow  Street  "Just 
a  sailor's  trick !  Had  taken  a  glass  too  much  ! — 
■aw  donblel — got  somebody  else  locked  np  instead 
of  himself !  Clever  fellow,  if  the  ether  aan  only 
think  so.     Call  the  next  case  V 

Sebastian  strides  forth  into  the  broad  Bunlight 
and  the  fresh  air,  a  free  man  once  more. 

"  Mistaken  identity  ! "  he  repeats  as  he  steps  along 
with  brisker  tread.  "  The  devil  a  bit  of  mistake 
about  it !"  he  adds,  with  an  inward  and  exulting 
chuckle.  "Bnt  never  mind  that,  I  must  flee : 
there  is  no  home  for  me  in  England,  after  this  little 
annoying  episode.  My  dream  is  at  an  end  now, 
and  she  is  lost  to  me  for  ever  !" 

At  this  instant  he  turns  the  comer  of  the  street, 
and  passes  under  the  piazza  of  Covent  Garden 
Theatre.  He  is  at  the  door  of  a  certain  hotel  now, 
abont  to  enter  therein,  when  a  hand  is  laid  upon  his 
shoulder,  and  a  voice  repeats  bis  name. 

Sebastian  turns  roimd  quickly,  and  finds  Prescot 
Wargrave  at  his  side. 

"  Yon  !"  ejaculates  the  Spaniard,  starting  back 
with  something  like  a  shudder  at  beholding  the 
sailor  who  was  so  hitely  his  accuser. 

"Yon  are  going  in  here,  senor?"  inquires  War- 
grave,  stifBy. 

"  Yes,"  hesitates  the  other.  "  What  do  you  want 
with  me  ?"  he  adds,  rather  haughtily. 

"A  few  words  only,  senor,  whiehwill.  I  think,  be 
better  spoken  within  doors." 

'  ■  What  about  ?"  demanda  the  Spaniard     ■'  Speak  . , 
here."  _ 

' '  I  cannot.  I  am  charged  with  a  measage  to  you—  ^ 
a  message  of  importance." 

"From  whom,  may  I  ask?"     ^      ■  ' 

"  From  a  lady  ?"  Sebastian  iaya  "  IXo  I  know 
the  fair  one,  Mr.  Wargrave?" 

"  Yes,  senor  ;  I  come  from  your  wife,"  the  sailor 
answers,  watching,  as  he  speaks,  the  face  of  hit 
oompanion. 

"  From  my  wife  T'  echoes  Sebastian,  tn  blank 
snrprisa  "I  do  not  comprehend  you,  Mr.  War- 
grave,"  he  continues,  his  features  now  relaxing  into 
a  calm  smile.  "  Have  I  a  wife  ?"  he  asks,  dropping 
dropping  his  voice  to  a  mere  whisper.  "  Do  yoa 
not  make  some  great  mistake,  my  good  friend  7"       t 

"  Do  you  mock  the  lady,  senor  ?"  crise  the  sailor. 
"Would  to  heaven,  for  her  sake,  that  I  were  mak- 
ing a  mistake !"  { 

"  Yes  ;  I  remember  yon  would  nol  be  a  witneat 
to  that  Kily  farce  I  had  enacted  on  board  the  Vul- 
ture. You  were  right,  my  good  friend,  to  object  to 
being  present  at  the  performance  of  snch  a  piece  of 
folly  I  I  am  sorry  it  ever  took  plaee  ;  but,  there, 
let  bygones  be  bygones  T  [ 

"  SVby,  you  are  not  such  a  cursed  rascal  as  tode-  ^ 

!  ny "^ 

"  Softly—  softly  T      Interrupts    Sebastian,    still  - 
<  speaking  low,  and  still  smilingly.  | 

"Why,  you  villain  !"  flashes  Wargrave,  furiously. 
"By  George,  were  you  worth  powder  and  shot,  I'd 
shoot  yoa  as  I'd  shoot  a  woUt  You  ungrateful 
hound  I  Why,  had  it  not  been  for  her,  I  should 
have  stood  np  in  the  witness-box  like  a  man  to-day, 
and  not  like  a  aneak,  have  lied  as  I  did,  I  did  for 
ber  sake,  not  for  yours  !' 

"Lot  us  talk  within  doors,  Mr  Wargrave,"  Se- 
bastian aij'S,  in  changed  tones,  while  the  smile 
fades  away  from  his  face,  and  the  color  also. 

The  fioilnr  makes  no  reply,  but  follows  the  Span- 
iard, who,  after  a  brief  conference  with  a  waiter, 
leads  the  way  into  a  private  room. 

"  Mr.  Wargmre,"  resumes  Sebastian,  as  soon  as 
the  room -door  is  closed  upon  them,  "will  you 
please  to  explain  yourself?" 

"  I  repeat  that  I  am  charged  with  a  message  to 
yon  from  one  who  is  foolish  enough  to  look  up- 
on herself  as  your  wife." 

"  The  lady  does  me  honor,  I  am  sure,  Mr.  War- 
grave,"  the  Spaniard  rejoins,  with  a  bow.  "  Well, 
I  am  all  attention  ?" 

"She  desires  you  to  know  that  she  wishes  to  see 
you,  senor." 

"Wishes  to  see  meT  Sebastian  cries,  joy  and 
triumph  overflowing  hia  heart  "  On  whatsnbjeet, 
I  pray  7'  he  asks,  with  an  assumption  of  indiffiaraiioa 
at  variaooe  with  all  hia  feelings. 


"  I  know  no  more  than  I  have  told  yon." 

"  I  will  not  fail  to  wait  upon  the  lady." 

"  I  may  let  her  know  as  much  from  you  1" 

"  You  may.  Mr.  Waivrave." 

"  At  what  hour  may  idle  expect  you  ?" 

Sebastian  here  consults  his  watch. 

"At  what  hour  would  it  be  oouvenient  for  bar  to 
receive  meT' 

"  She  mentioned  no  particakr  time." 

"Then  say  I  will  do  myself  the  honor  of  ealliiM 
upon  her  about  the  hour  of  three." 

"Send  your  own  meeaenger.  There  is  herad* 
dress,"  he  added,  laying  down  a  piece  of  papar 
on  which  there  was  some  writing. 

Then,  without  another  look  or  word,  he  turned 
on  his  heel  and  left  the  nx^m  ;  and  neither  Sehaa> 
tian  or  Geraldine  ever  saw  Prescot  Wargrave  mora 

Lett  to  himself,  the  sometime-buccauuer  paoea 
the  floor  to  and  fro  w  ith  excited  steps  and  spaikli^ 
eyes.  He  cannot  believe  that  he  is  free  again;  thiS 
Geraldine  is  waiting  his  coming  ;  that  she  acknowl- 
edges herself  to  lie  his  wile-  his  kwfol  wife.  H* 
thinks  it  must  all  be  a  tantalising  dream,  too  rlw 
aant  to  be  real 

However  he  prepares  himself  for  the  approaohing 
interview.;  and  he  sends  ofl  a  telegram  lo  his  aiater 
assuring  her  ot  his  safety,  and  b^ing  her  not  to 
be  at  all  uneasy  on  his  account. 

Then  Sebastian  steps  into  a  hansom,  and  lepaiia 
to  the  house  of  the  woman  he  lovee,  to  meet  with 
he  knows  not  what  aort  of  a  reception. 

No  naan  evar  pjooeed.  d  on  a  blinder  errand  thaa 
our  Spaniard,  and  no  man  ^er  went  to  meet  a  Udy 
with  snch  contending  emotions  of  love  and  fear 
oombined. 

He  is  ushered  into  her  preeenoe  without  dekf. 
He  stands  before  her  hat  in  hand,  like  an  ordinaiw 
Tiaitor ;  and  she  is  opposite  to  him  looking  hand- 
somer than  ever,  but  embitrrassed  to  a  painful  d^ 
gree,  and  mute  and  still  as  a  stone  statue. 

He  is  the  first  to  break  the  sileuoa. 

"  You  sent  for  me,  madam  ?  * 

"I  did,"  she  faintly  replies. 

Then  there  ensues  a  pause. 

"I  have  the  honor  to  await  your  oommands,"  he 
adds,  presently. 

"  Your  position  Is  somewhat  changed  from  what 
It  was  when  last  we  parted,  Captain  Sebastian  ?"  she 
ahe  returns. 

"  It  is  changed,  indeed— for  the  better,  I  am  de- 
lighted to  say,"  he  answers,  with  frankneas.  "I 
am  no  longer  Captain  Sebastian,  and  the  Valtura 
lies  at.the  bottom  of  the  sea." 

"  Doubtless  she  is  gone  in  search  of  the  White 
Dove  r  Geraldine  retorts,  with  flashing  eyee. 

"Probably  so,  madam,"  the  Spaniard  replies, 
•almly,  and  with  the  utmort  courtesy  of  manner. 

"  Your  fortunes  are  altered,  truely,  aenor." 

"Yes;  the  buccaneer  has  become  eimobled the 

smuggler  is  now  a  man  of  rank." 

"  I  congratulate  you  on  your  improved  fortune 
aenor." 

"Thank  yon,  madam." 

"  Pray  be  seated,  senor,"  Geraldine  continues, 
pointing  to  a  seat,  of  which  he  quietly  takes  pa» 
session.  "  The  world  says  that  you  are  about  to 
marry  ?"  she  adds,  in  slow  yet  marke<l  syUables, 
and  with  an  unflinching  gaze  fixed  on  his  face. 

"It  is  a  babbling,  meddlesome  world,  mitd*^m, 
whose  Hayings  are  not  Morth  while  our  paying  any 
aort  of  attention  to."  he  answers,  with  calm  polite 
neas. 

"Then  you  contradict  this  report,  aenor Tshs 
asks,  with  ill-conceoled  anxiety. 

"  I  contradict  nothing,  madam  T 

"Nothing?"  she  echoes,  aghast 

'•  Nothing,  madam  1     Why  shonld  I  do  ao T 
She  does  not  answer  for  a  few  momenta  |  aba  is 
in  a  state  of  great  agitation. 

"What— what  can  she  say  to  him  next  ?"  ahe  aaks 
herself,  inwardly.      "  I  would  wish  to  remind  yoa 
of  many  things,"  she  mana«ea  to  aitioulate,  at  laat 
"Pray proceed,  madam. 
She  hesitates. 

"  Is  it  for  her  to  remind  this  man  that  abeia  Us 
wife,  and  that,  instead  of  regarding  him  with  ths 
old  feeling  of  hatred,  she  lovea  him  now  with  all 
her  heart  and  soul  7  Con  he  not  gueaa  hcrfaaliiwi 
towarda  himaelf  r 

"  I  am  your  wife,  aenor  r   ahe  hraalhaa  aflar  a 
mighty  atrnggla  with  banal£ 
Hs  bow*  profoundly.     Twice  he  triea  to  Mpiy, 
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c'l  lime  hf  ixiHk«>8  the  nttempt  an  ob^-tftcln 
-  t  • !!.-«  iu  bin  tliroat,  aud  be  caunot  utter  a 
.1. 

I  ff IK*  ii    HfUiT,  llmt  I  am  j'onr  wife  !"  RlieH<1ilH, 
'    loii.l  r    VDii'e    Until    btilore.    niid    wilL  nnger 
J.s  .iii^  IU  ber  e^ta*.      •  Kuowiug  I  bHted  vou,  jou 
Lmpellnti  uie  to  become  yours  !' 

•Idiii  yon  a  (jrievouH  wioiir,  lad.v.      I  would  I 
OilM  by  any  mrtbly  siiorificf  repuir  tbat  wmiiK." 

"  Yon  professed  to  curt-  for  me  ouce.  seiior  ?" 

"Ouoe  I  did  r'  L«  replicM  uiuiteadily,  aud  witb- 
i>nt  Icoltius;  Ht  her. 
*    "  \Vii8  that  profession  tme  or  false?" 

•'True.  midHm !" 
'    •  But  tb>it  love  buH  died  out?" 

"  Why  do  vou  HHk  tht-se  questions?" 

"Tiiiit  tiiey  may  be  auawt-rt-d,  trutliliilly  and 
honestly  r'  alie  lej  'iiiH.  earneHtly. 

•I  Ciiiuii.t  comprelieiid  what  gmtifioution  yon 
would  be  lik<  Iv  to  derive  tr<  m  my  nuswer  ou  this 
t>ubj>-ct.     Y"U  Imte  uie  Hsyoii  know  !" 

GuMldiue'H  brad  lulls  forward,  aud  her  breast 
heaven  with  a  Hiibdned  M>b. 

"  Yon  hate  me  even  now.  I  know  not  where- 
fore you  Bummoned  me  hither  ?"  he  adds  regret- 
fuUy 

•  Ton  cannot  pness  ?'*  she  inquires,  looking  up 
■oddeidy    with  flushed  cheeks. 

He  Hbakes  bis  bead. 

"How  oiu  I  do  so?"  he  returns,  with  a crtlmuess 
which  absolutely  nmddeiiH  her. 

"Yon are  bliJd,  seiior !"  Khenays,  almoNt  iu  tears. 

"  Blind,  madiim  !"  be  refwHts.  a  smile  qiiiviriiig 
nnder  his  mouHtticbe.  'Blind!  How  so?"  he 
addH.  leHuiti-;  forward  in  bin  cbiiir,  aud  jjeeiiug  in- 
to the  \ovA\  tiice  liefore  him. 

Sbe  makes  him  no  reply,  tut  silently  wrings  her 
handrt. 

"It  w  BO  hard -so  very  hard— to  make  him 
comprehend  !"  she  thiuka,  with  much  vexation  of 
spirit. 

'  i  nudertjtaud  her  meaning  well  enough  ,  but 
abe  innst  speak  plainer  jet.  and  she  will  do  so  if 
she  l'>veH  me,  as  I  am  vain  aud  mad  euough  to 
think  «be  does  "  be  whispers  within  hinisell. 

'•  Acknowledge  me  !"  she  utters,  scarcely  alx)ve 
her  breath.  "You  who  are  my  busUind— iickuowl- 
edge  vour  wife  T 

"  liy  loving  wife  ?"  he  aftks,  with  a  bright  smile, 
and  starting  np<in  bis  feet. 

She  covers  her  face  with  her  claaped  hands. 

•  (Jeraldiite.  Oeraldine.  my  beloved  !  lookup. 
and  with  your  own  sweet  voice  confirm  m>  be»t 
aud  loudest  hopes  !     Are  .\ou  my  wife  in  benrl  V" 

"Iu  liolh  heart  aud  soul,"  she  answers,  looking 
np  at  him   loudly. 

In  the  next  luomeiit,  Selntstiau  bus  caught  her 
to  his  breast. 

"  My  own  sweet  wife  !  To-morrow  the  Charcb 
•ball  leitally  make  ns  one  !"  he  stivs. 

"  But  your  cousin  to  whom  jou  art  nfi^inced  ?" 

"My  sister     I  bave  no  cousin." 

••  No  consiu  ?  I  am  glad  ol  that,  for  I  bhall  be  a 
leftlmu  wife." 

"  Spain  is  a  land  of  jealousy." 

"8|iHin!     Must  we  live  there?" 

"  What  matter  the  laud  iu  which  we  live,  so  long 
U  we  abide  top etb  r  ?" 

"  Ah  !"  she  answers,  ••  what  matters  it  solongas 
we  u«  totjetber?" 

>...  ■  i'.        THE  END. 
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Sight!  that  I  see  in  New  York. 

B;  J.  L.  Feene^. 


Pre  lately  mored  in  from  the  conntry, 

In  the  city  sure  I  now  reside, 
I  live  in  a  quiet  neighborhood, 

I  am  located  on  the  east  side. 
Every  night  I'm  out  on  a  racket, 

In  the  Bowery  I  do  often  walk. 
And  I  tell  you  I'm  fairly  t)ewildered. 

With  the  sighta  that  I  see  in  New  York. 

Bepeat  last  two  lines. 

There'a  (nn-milla  of  every  deecription. 
They  point  to  the  straight  road  to  min. 

And  "dtvea"  for  pick-pockets  and  bnrglara. 
▲lid  plenty  uf  oouotict  lalooo*. 


There  the  thief  he  does  stand  on  the  comer. 

The  police  be  often  does  balk  ; 
But  I  tell  you  I'm  fairly  Itewildered, 

With  the  sights  that  I  see  iu  New  York. 

liepeut  laitt  two  lioeo. 

The  rich  man  be  lives  in  a  palace^ 

He  baa  the  comforts  of  lite  to  beanre. 
While  thousands  around  him  are  starving, 

He  beetls  not  the  cry  of  tli«  poor. 
With  his  money  he  feels  independent, 

Aud  of  course  be  can  loudly  talk  ; 
But  I  tell  you  I'm  fairly  t>ewil(lere<i. 

With  the  sights  that  I  see  iu  New  York. 

Ri  pcut  last  two  lines. 


We'd  Better  be  Happy  than  Bich! 

BuDR  I'j  Tony  Paetor. 

TU*  Music  can  bo  .'itainol  of  E.  IT    IlitrtUng.  Mo.  229 
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If  men  to  l)e  happy  would  strive, 

Wb  it  burdens  of  sorrow  they'd  shun  I 
With  joy  they  could  each  atock  their  hive. 

Dull  (-ure  leave  behind  them  when  dona. 
Are  misers  content  ?  no.  not  tbey  I 

Paltry  dollars  their  poor  souls  bewitch  ; 
They  wave  what  they  cuu't  take  away. 

So  we'd  better  be  happy  thim  rich  ! 
CHOBxn.  I 

Some  riches  bring  trouble  we're  told  ; 

Aud  misers  oft  die  iu  a  ditch  ! 
Then  a  &n  for  the  dross  they  call  gold. 

We'd  better  l>e  happy  than  rich  I 

To  pay  every  day  what  we  owe, 

Witii  a  trifle  to  lend  or  to  spend. 
As  much  as  will  make  tlie  mare  go. 

You'll  find  plenty  stuff,  now  depeniL 
Fine  feathi  rs  make  tine  birite,  no  doubt, 

I  dou't  value  broatl-clutli  a  stitch  ; 
Aud  ricbeH  we  can  do  without. 

So  we'd  better  l>e  happy  than  rich.       Choriia 

Don't  covet  the  carriage  of  state. 

Nor  envy  the  purse-proud  a  pin, 
Tho'  outward  they  may  appear  great. 

The  canker  may  gall  them  within. 
But  push  boldly  on  thro'  the  crowd, 

I  prophecy  tho'  "not  a  witch  ; 
There's  a  suubtMim  behind  every  cloud, 

tig  we'd  better  be  happy  than  rich. 


Your  Pace  Would  Stop  a  Clock  > 


I>«<1  tented  to  Pat  Boooey 


B;  WIUU  Wlldwav*. 


ChOilUit. 


Qive  oar  Working  Oirli  a  Show. 

11;  J  L,  r»emj. 

I 

I 

Much  has  been  said  of  woman's  rigb(8 

And  women's  Siifirage  too. 
But  I'll  impress  upon  your  mind, 

A  subject  that  is  new. 
Our  working  girls  are  nnmerooa, 

Aud  I  would  like  to  know. 
Why  can't  our  rich  employers 

Oive  our  working  girls  a  show. 
Chobus. 
They  labor  bard  from  mora  'till  night, 

For  wages  very  low  ;         i 
Why  can't  our  rich  employers 

Oive  our  working  girls  a  show. 

Just  note  the  shop  girl  in  the  street, 

As  she  merrily  goes  her  way, 
Is  she  not  equal  to  your  belle. 

Who  dresses  up  so  gay. 
Her  bauds  are  rough  with  daily  toil, 

Her  heart's  as  puM  as  8i|)W, 
Then  let  the  rich  man  striv%  to 

Oive  our  working  girls  a  show. 

They  labor  bard,  Ac 

Our  working- girls  are  everywhere, 

They  labor  all  about  ; 
For  woman's  help  you  all  do  know, 

We  cannot  do  without 
Our  land  is  full  of  daily  strife. 

We  niiwt  fight  auainst  the  foe,  .  -  • 

L  it  I  Tery  honest  man  now 

Oive  oar  working  girla  a  show. 

Tbey  labor  hard,  to. 


Pray  give  me  your  attention. 

And  I'll  tell  my  tale  of  woe  ; 
It's  about  ibe  young  blackguards^ 

Who  tease  me  where'er  I  ga 
They'll  toll  me  I'm  a  gntve-opener. 

And  to  put  myself  in  the  hock  ;  .' 

They  always  cry  when  me  they  espy. 

Your  tace  would  stop  a  clock  I 
Chorus  :    They  tell  mo  to  walk  'gainst  O'Leary, 
And  to  throw  myself  ofl'  the  dock  ; ' 
But  it  breaks  my  heart  when  the 

_        ,  ,,  cry  they  start. 

Your  face  would  stop  a  cluck. 

They  aav  the  fh>nt  door  was  open, 

And  the  wind  blew  me  iu  ; 
That  I  was  fonnd  in  a  prize  package    ' 

Al(»ng  with  Charley  Fl\  un. 
They  want  to  see  is  that  IbiiiK  alive, 

And  at  me  they'll  shy  a  rock  ; 
Sure  I  can't  tell  why  the  boys  all  yell. 

Your  face  would  stop  a  clock.  Chorus. 

They  tell  me  that  I'm  a  train-wrecker, 

Aud  ask  if  I  carry  a  pop  ; 
Aud  do  I  uke  iu  mooulixht  picnics,  * 

Or  could  I  dance  the  polka  hop. 
They  tell  me  to  shoot  my  "douegals," 

And  to  take  them  rouiKl  the  Uuuk  ;    • 
If  I  walk  by  they're  sure  to  cry, 

Your  fuoe  would  stop  a  cl.K-k.  Chorus. 

Hose  (kraniom. 

By  B>.bl>y  Newconib. 
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A  stroll  'midat  flora's  fairest  work, 
Each  bloNsom  caught  my  eye  ; 
To  pick  a  flower  here  aud  there, ' 

Ipaused  — I  kuew  not  why. 
To  pnll  a  blnssum  favored  most 

'Moug  all  that  bloomed  so  fair,    . 
I  pulled  a  rose  geranium  _ 

To  deck  my  diyliug's  hair. 
Chorus :    Flowere  sweet  my  eyes  did  greet. 
Blooming  every  where, 
I  pulled  a  rose  geranium, 

I'o  deck  my  loved  one's  hair. 
The  flower  with  its  sweet  pertume 

In  ec4tacy  did  stir. 
My  thoughts  that  lingered  in  my  heart. 
My  preference  for  her. 

The  gathered  throng,  they  passed  along, 

A  choice  of  course  each  made. 
But  close  against  my  beating  heart 

A  rose  geranium  laid  ; 
My  tboughU  I  scarce  could  well  define, 

1  saw  her  golden  hair 
Entwined  in  many  tresses  round 

The  flower  I  envied  there.  Choms. 

At  last  we  spoke— her  smiling  face 

Looked  temptingly  in  mine. 
Between  her  dainty  fingers,  she, 

A  flower  did  entwine  ; 
I  took  it  from  her  willing  hand, 

A  white  roae,  pure  as  she. 
So  Rose  Oeranium,  I  called  her, 

Aud  White  Rose,  she,  called  me.  Chorus. 

Over  the  Left. 


I  am  thine  in  thy  gladness, 
I  am  thine  in  thy  teatB, 

My  love,  it  can  change  not 
la  %be«uoe  pr  ^eafa., 

Were  a  dangeon  thr  dwelling, 
My  home  it  shonld  be, 

Ita  gloom  would  be  sunshine, 
Were  I  bat  with  thee. 

For  life  baa  no  beaaty       -  *;  - '. 

Of  thee,  love,  bentt 
I  am  thine,  and  thine  only, 

'ft^  OTK  the  kft. 
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The  Dashing  U.  S.  Marines. 

Maile  of  tbla  Snou  can  be  bad  >>f  Spvar  h  Debnboff. 
717  Broadway,   N.  X. 


Oh  !  g^v  and  dashing  bova  are  we, 

Ihe  Bold  U.  S.  &!arhie». 
We  march  and  fight  fur  Uncle  Sam, 

And  eat  his  pork  and  bt-ans. 
To  charm  the  pretty  girl^  likewise. 

We're  not  at  all  afraid. 
With  muskets  bright  we  take  their  eye. 

When  out  upon  parade.        •    :•>-.—  . 

CUOBCS.  ■     .  ;^^ 

"  Byea  right  boys !"  ;  rjf.  " ";  . 

When  the  fife  begins  to  phty,  '• 
Stiff  aa  starch  we  march, 


We  march  away,        J        y  >»*^. 
With  h-ada  thrown  iMU^k, 

In  our  glory  then  we're  aeen. 
Oh  I  how  the  charmers  smile 

At  the  dashing  U.  ^.  Marioea. 

Beneath  our  starry  banner 

Boldly  on  we  stride  ; 
Our  courage,  too,  for  fighting, 

Has  travelled  far  and  wide  ; 
It's  high  upon  the  malDtop, 

There  We  blaze  awayj. 
Like  gitllant  aoldiers    I 

Foremost  iu  the  fra4. 

Oh  t  when  the  summons  comes  to  fight. 

We  bid  the  girls  odieu. 
And  far  upon  the  stormy  seas.   '* 

1  he  foe  we  must  pursue. 
But  in  our  hearts  we  fondly  keep 

'I  he  sweethearts  we  adore. 
It's  true  to  them  we'll  always  be 

Until  we  march  ashore. 

"  Left  foot  first !" 

We're  the  boys  that  have  no  fear, 
"Oh!  how  sweet!" 

Cries  each  Jaiaty  little  dear. 
They  wave  their  hands 

While  our  gallaut  ranks  are  aeeo. 
The  pride  of  all  the  Ur.d 

Is  the  dashing  U.  S.  Marines. 

Then  ladies  dear  where'er  we  go, 

We  drink  success  to  you. 
And  though  we  may  be  years  away. 

Our  hearts  will  still  be  true  ; 
Tho'  sailor's  find  a  sweetheart  fond. 

In  every  jxjrt  they've  seen, 
That  same  is  not  the  case  with  ua. 

The  bold  U.  S.  Majinea. 

File  left,   march,  ' 

When  the  drums  are  beating  loud, 
Halt '  front  face  •       . 

Oh !  we're  the  boys  so  proud, 
We'll  ne'er  say  die, 

Tho'  we  It-ave  Ihia  charming  acene. 
For  light  and  gay'a  the  heart 

Of  the  dashing  U.  S.  Marines. 

For  love  and  home  and  btauty, 

We  will  alwaya  fii^ht. 
To  rally  round  our  bftuner, 

still  i«  our  delii;ht^ 
Amid  the  cannon  s  thunder, 

In  the  van  are  wef^ 
To  fight  for  freedom, 

On  the  Bturuiy  se^. 

With  splendid  regimentals, 

Gloves  all  lily  white. 
And  full  of  fame  and  glory. 

Were  spoiling  for  a  fight. 
It's  high  upon  the*inaiiitop. 

There  we  blaze  away, 
Like  gallant  soldiers  * 

Foremost  in  the  fray. 


^r>-- 


Chorus. 


Choms. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Chorus, 


Don't  Forget  Me,  Will  You  Darling! 

The  Mussc  published  by  D.  S.  Holmes,  89  Fourth 
Street,  hrooklyn,  £.  D.  Price  85  cents. 


Don't  forget  me  will  you  darling, 

Someliiiiei  fondly  think  of  uie. 
While  in  foreign  climes  1  wander, 

For  beyond  ihe  rolling  sea 
Think  of  me  in  qui«t  moments, 

Think  uf  niu  in  hours  serene. 
Think  of  mv  in  dava  of  sadness, 

Ever  keep  my  memory  green. 

ClIORCS. 

Dod  t  forget  me.  will  you  darling? 

When  you  kneel  to  him  above. 
When  you  pray  for  all  that  love  you. 

Don't  forget  me,  sweetest  k>Te. 


•"■  ■  .i-t- 


Don't  forget  me,  will  you  darling? 

Tho  your  life  be  bright  and  gay, 
Tho'  your  dayi  be  (vsaed  in  pleaaure^ 

Think  of  me  when  far  away. 
Let  your  aoul  my  love  remember. 

Let  your  heart  my  folly  acreen. 
Let  your  mind  my  truth  acknowledge, 

Erer  keep  my  memory  Green. 


ChortM. 


My  Grandfather's  Socks. 


BT  F.  JKAMIK. 


AJR 


OBANOrATHlR'S  CLOOK. 


i 


My  grandfathers  sooka,  were  a  pleasure  to  his  feak 

So  he  wore  them  for  ninety  years  or  more ; 
Their  color  was  doubtful,  yet  etill  they  looked  neat, 

W  hen  ahoelesa  he  used  to  wall;   the  floor  ; 
When  you  looked  upon  their  size,  it  would 
'    .  dazzel  both  your  eyes. 

As  you  saw  how  well  hia  toea  they  did  hide. 
But  they  dropp-d  off  never  to  be  worn  again 

So  the  old  man  cried.  .:. 

Chorus. 

Ninty years  without  cbangingthem,  oh!  ho!  oh!  hoi 
Never  disarranging  them,  oli  !  ho  \  oh  !  ho  '  i 

But  they  dropped  off  never  to  be  worn  again,    " '  ,[ ' 
So  the  old  uiau  cried.  '        '.I  • 

Hia  feet  were  aa  large  when  but  a  year  old. 

As  they  were  when  a  man  he  had  grown. 
So  socks  he  must  have  to  keep  out  the  cold, 

So  a  graceful  pair  hia  feet  *ooii  did  own 
When  on,  so  well  ihey  fit.  they  would  not  budge  a  bit, 

When  to  get  them  off,  s..  hard  his  mother  tried 
But  they  dropped  off,  never  to  be  wcrn  again. 

So  the  old  man  cried.  Chor»a. 

My  grafidfather  ?aid  t^iat  of  socks  he  could  buy. 
He  Would  like  to  see  the  pair  to  equal  those. 

They  kept  his  feet  Bo  warm  comfortable  and  dry 
Since  the  day  hia  feet  tiiey  first  did  encloae. 

He  waa  in  a  bliasful  maze,  when  upon  them 

r,       ,         ,  he  did  gaze, 

For  they  always  filled  liis  heart  with  joy  and  pride. 
But  they  dropped  off.  never  to  be  worn  again, 
So  the  old  man  cried.  °  Chorus. 

One  night  sound  asleep,  and  in  a  pleasant  snore. 

My  grandfather  awoke  with  a  surt. 
For  the  socks  they  hod  parted,  and  dropped  on 

11  1  •  L  ,      ...  lie  floor, 

W  hich  sent  a  dreadful  chill  to  his  heart. 
When  all  through  the  house,  which  was  quiet 

„.      .  ,       .  as  a  mouse, 

\>  eeping  soon  waa  heard  on  every  side, 
Hia  socks  had  dropped  off,  never  to  be  worn  again, 
So  the  old  man  cried.  Chorus. 

One  Sweet  Kiss  Before  we  Part. 
Music  pcbushkd  bt  S.  1  crnit,  436  foceth  ati. 

Darling  soothe  this  aching  heart ; 

One  sweet  kiss  before  we  part ; 
One  more  vow  of  love  from  thee. 

Ere  you  eay  good-by  to  me.  ' ■■' . 

All  the  joys  thy  love  revealed. 

By  this  token  i-hall  be  sealed, 
Kiaa  me  daring,  once  ngaio  ;  v       "'    ■ 

It  will  soothe  the  parting  pain.     ■ 
Chorob. 
Darling  soothe  this  aching  heart;  .  , 

One  sweet  kiss  before  we  part ; 
One  more  vow  of  love  from  thee. 

Ere  you  say  good-by  to  me. 

Darling,  when  I'm  far  away,  V     > 

This  fond  heart  for  thee  will  pr«y; 
When  in  peaceful  sleep  I  diWm, 

Thou  wilt  be  my  only  theme  : 
But  my  darling,  will  yon  be, 

Constant  in  your  love  to  met 
Speak  the  word,  complete  my  bliss  ; 

Seal  it  with  a  loving  kiss  Ohoi 


wm 


When   does  a   abip  express    a    propensity 
climbing  t     When  she  runs  op  her  nag. 
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When  'ti«  Moonlight,  'i' :c  ;;;  ' 

WALTZ  BONO. 
[CSIC  PTBLIBHID  BT  WhITI,  SmITH  AKD  CO,    BOflTOIT. 


ih,  ah,  ah.  ah,  ah,  when  'ti*  moonlight,  when 

'tis  sterlight, 
will  meet  thee,  and  I  will  bring  to  thee  aweeteet 

flowerB, 
rom  the  woodland,  from  the  woodland  o'er  the  lea, 
ih,  ye  bird*  of  spring,  tell  wlial  ioys  ye  bring, 
lerry  birds,  happy  birds,  joyou*  birds,  birds  of  spriog, 
,h,  when  "tie  moonlight,  when  'tis  itarlight, 

will  meet  Ihee  and  f  will  bring  to  thee, 
weeteet  flowers  from  the  woodland. 

From  the  woodlaud  oer  the  lea.  J   .     '■ 

long  have  I  waited  here  fo»  thy  coming, 
)ften  in  doubt  my  poor  heart  sank  witUin  me ; 
lope  I  must  cherisb,  thougli  life  may  perish, 
lie  but  a  vision  of  sorrow  that  never  can  be. 
ris  but  a  vision  of  sorrow  that  never  can  be. 
Lb,  when  'tis  mooniighi.  when    tis  starlight, 

will  meet  thee,  and  I  will  bring  to  thee, 
Iweetest  flowers  from  the  woodland. 

From  the  woodland  o'ertke  lea,  ah,  ah,  ab.  ah,  ah. 


!he  Blue  and  Gray  are  Sleeping  Side  by  Side. 

Tlie  Muilc  can  be  obtained  of  the  well  known  Hnalo 
Store  off  Blume,  861  Broadwsy,  Price,  40  ceiits. 


n  their  low  and  quiet  graves  our  honored  hero  braves. 

Are  sleeping,  sweetly  sleeping  at  the  last. 
Tiey  will  wake,  oh  I  never  more,  to  greet  the 

battle's  roar. 

Uprising  at  the  thrilling  bugles  blast, 
or  a  banner  of  the  free  waves  •'er  land  and  over  sea. 

While  peace  has  sent  her  blessings  far  and  wide  ; 
nd  where  t'ney  fought  and  fell. 

For  the  flags  they  loved  so  well, 
he  Blue  and  Gray  are  sleeping  side  b;  Bide 

CuOHCB. 

od  bless  the  boys,  the  valiant  soldier  boyi, 
Who  for  their  country's  honor  fought  and  died. 

bw  the  battle's  cleared  away,  and  the  noble 

Blue  and  Oray, 
Are  sleeping,  sweetly  sleeping,  side  by  side. 

h !  the  boys  who  fought  and  bled,  the  brave 

and  honored  dead. 
In  a  land  of  fadeless  beauty  far  away, 
hey  were  crowned  with  heaven's  light,  while 

robes  of  spotless  white, 
Were  given  for  their  coats  of  Blue  and  Gray  ! 
>h !  valiant  brave  and  free  through  the  years 

that  are  to  be 
In  the  columns  of  an  army  bold  and  grand  ; 
rith  laurels  on  each  brow,  that  were  won  in 

fields  below. 
To  march  forever  upward  hand  in  hand  ! 

God  blAs,  <bo. 


Ha«  Tear  Mother  any  More  Like  Yon? 


J. 


BUNO  BT  JACK  CONBOT. 


Kind  Mends  a  story  I'll  tell  to  you 

Of  the  corner  gang  below, 
Whoae  insults  I  hear  on  every  side 

As  to  my  work  I  go 
rhey  wink  and  nndge  each  other  and  sajr, 

"  Don't  you  think  he'd  make  a  fine  billiard  enef" 
But  the  wor»C  of  all  is  to  hear  them  bawl, 

"  Uaa  jour  isiother  any  more  like  yoa." 

■■'' ■!  ■^■I'l^,-'-  .  .'-v'^       CHonra         :^ .  '■'-        ,'r' '"' J  r  ... 
Share  they  shout  and  cry  as  I  pass  by, 

••There  goes  coffin-back  McCue; ' 
But  the  worst  of  all  is  to  hear  them  bawl, 

'•  Uaa  your  mother  any  more  like  youT'     " 

[  delivered  a  lecture  at  Hibemia  Hall  '   • 

On  a  temperate  and  self-made  man. 
On  the  gallery  to  my  right,  one  shouted  all  hie  might, 

"  r>o  they  feed  that  on  the  bread  and  water  plan, 
rheyall  b^an  for  to  laugh  and  to  say, 

"Will  he  ever  take  a  drop  and  get  through  ♦" 
But  in  the  rear  of  the  ball  a  young  mag  began 

to  bawl. 

'*  Haa  your  mother  any  more  bke  you  V    Chorus. 


-..  i. 


I  started  selling  apples  on  a  good  business  street. 

And  that  business  was  paying  me  grand. 
At  last,  by  opposition  I  had  to  succumb. 

And  sell  out  to  an  Italian  man. 
I  then  went  to  cleaning  clothes,  !,.'...''  '  • ' 

And  of  course  at  that  I  "  fell  through,**  ' 
And  as  I'd  pasa  by  the  gang  tbev  would  cry, 

*'  How  are  you,  old  coffin-back  MoOue  ?" 

Shure  they  shout,  ikc. 


See  if  Id  get  Mad. 

Tbe  mnslo  of  this    song  c«d  be  obtained  o(  E.  H.  Bardlnj. 
No  829  Bowerf.    opposite  Prince  Street    New-Tork— 
Elegant  Fall  Mailc  Size  SLeet  fur  35  cents.  '  f 


Oh  !  once  I  had  a  charming  beau  who  thought 

the  world  of  me, 
So  very  dear  was  he  ;  so  delightful  to  see, 
Such  endearing  names  he'd  call  me,  oh !  so  happy 

I  should  be, 
To  know,  yes  always  know  that  he  adored  me. 
He  called  on  me  one  day  and  in  a  pleasant  way. 
He  begged  so  hard  for  just  one  little  kiss. 
How  could  I  then  refuse,  he  me  would  not  eTCuee, 
For  he  said  'twas  but  a  sign  of  loves  sweet  bliss. 

Spoken :  Yes,  when  he  took  the  liberty  of  asking 
me  for  a  kiss,  I  was  greatly  ofifended,  of  course  so  I 

said— :„•■■/•;:;,   '..;."V^  ,:,-.  ■■  7-  ,,  ,, 

-    ■  ■    ■■■■■■"' ■■■•■■     ■■■  Chobtts.  "- ■    ' '■  ■' 

Such  reqneets  are  really  shameful  dear,  jnu 

shouldn't  talk  so  bad. 
So  very  bad,  very  bad,  so  pofitively  bad. 
Still  you  mightjust  try  a  little  k-iss  to  see  if 

I'd  get  mad. 
To  see  you  know,  if  it  would  make  me  mad,  very  mad. 

Such  delightful  walks  we'd  take  in  the  beautiful 

moonlight. 
What  tender  names  so  sweet,  ah !  what  promises 

so  bright. 
And  we'd  talk  of  future  happiness  when  married 

we  should  bo  ; 
What  sweet  content  to  know  he  fondly  loved  me, 
He  said  he'd  always  love,  he  swore  by  all  al>ove. 
That  peace  and  happiness  I'd  never  miss. 
And  when  we'd  say  good-night,  his  eyes  would 

sparkle  bright< 
When  he'd  avk  me  for  a  loving  parting  kiss. 

Spoken :  Well,  I  told  him  that  however  pleasant 
good-nlgbt  kisses  might  be,  they  were  not  exactly 
proper — therefore  I  said —  Chorus. 


The  Elegant  Ebony  Guards. 

BT  W.  H.  DKLEHAKTT. 


Soldiers  gallant  and  gay. 

Gallant  and  gay,  gallant  and  gay, 
Dressed  in  a  grand  array. 

Dressed  in  a  grand  array. 
Oh!  how  the  ladies  smile. 

The  ladies  smile,  the  ladies  smile 
At  our  elegant  style,         .v;.>  •■.   Z:^    v  .■  ■■  ^  v  J'.; 

Elegant  style  and  way.   ■ 
When  we  are  out  on  the  march. 

Out  on  the  march,  yes,  out  on  the  march. 
Officers  stiffened  as  starch, 

in  the  elegant  ebony  guard. 
Chorus :     Yes,  we  look  grand. 

As  we  march  along  the  street, 
■'■'':   The  ladies  smile. 

And  wave  their  handkerchiefs 
.      The  men  admire. 

And  say  we  look  so  neat, 
■     -  ■  ••   Colonel  and  Major,  ,:'-..• 

Of  the  elegant  ebony  guardfe. 

Soldiers  gallant  and  grand. 

Gallant  and  grand,  gallant  and  grand. 
Fit  to  obey  and  command. 

Fit  to  obey  and  command,  v  .  r^  i .?■  /.^i  ' ..  ■:'r 
Men  with  a  heart  and  hand,  'V^^-i' 

A  heart  and  hand,  a  heart  and  hand,  ^'   V  .  .^ 
True  to  a  nation's  demand,  .Wv  .■:  .•  -' : 

True  to  a  nation's  demand,  ■■•     •  ■-■■'  '     ;••  '^ 

Those  who  are  willing  to  fight. 

Yes,  willing  to  fight,  yes  willing  to  fight. 
Nobby  with  courage  and  might, 

in  tbe  elegant  ebony  guards.  Chorus. 


•,..;■.*■      Man  of  Edacatioit«. 

BT  BKN  COI-LIHB. 

Don't  talk  to  me  of  your  hifrh  toned  men. 

And  their  flucnl  conversation  ; 
There's  none  with  m^.  bovs.  can  oompara, 

I  am  the  greatest  in  tbe  nation. 
I'm  known  by  all,  b.  th  great  and  small, 
;   An  Irishman  from  Donegal, 

And  the  ladies  all  say,  botl-  one  and  all, 
T       I  am  a  man  of  education.  - 
5  ,  Choritb. 

I  I  am  an  Irisliman.  b«th  heart  and  hand, 
I  have  just  come  over  to  this  free  land. 
And  I  will  liave  you  all  to  understand 
Im  a  man  of  education. 

I  am  never  taken  fi.r  Charley  Rose, 

I'm  a  man  uf  Solid  fonndaticn  ; 
I  will  tell  yon.  boys  that  I'm  Ihe  boas. 

And  I  am  jiroud  of  my  high  station. 
Of  the  war  in  Europe  I  know  all  about, 
A  brass  band  follows  me  when  I  go  out. 
The  boys  all  lift  their  hats  and  shout. 

For  the  man  with  education.  Chorua. 


Jolly  Paddy. 

PARODT  ON  PRltTTT  PKOOT. 

I  love  an  Iriah  boy  now,  Paddy  that's  his  name, 

Laughing  Faddy,  jolly  Paddy,  he  loves  me  tbe  same, 

'Iwasa  tine  eumnicr's  night? 

And  the  moon  was  shining  bright, 

I  met.  Paddy,  tny  darling,  my  true  ona. 

He  told  me  that  he'd  be  true,  ' 

And  I  said  I  loved  him  too. 

Then  we  commenced  to  sparking, 

Down  by  the  brook  at  the  end  of  the  lane. 

Of  the  future  and  our  love  we  both  wero  Ulking. 

■y',.:-  j^  -:'•>:  (Dance.) 

About  a  year  ha»  passe*!,  and  the  time  is  cofaiing  fast. 

When  myself  and  I'addy  shall  l.e  one  at  last; 

Then  wo  11  settle  down,  in  a  cot  not  far  from  town. 

We'll  bo  happv  and  jolly. 

And  in  quarrelling  we'll  not  he  found. 

I  will  no »r  forjrct  the  day, 

That  I  heard  him  say —  "V.*     •'•...'". 

Oh  !  I'eirgy,  I  love  you,  '"        ■ '  ■'•■ 

As  he  is  an  Irishman  to  keep  his  love  I'll  try. 

He'll  keep  his  vows  to  I'eggy,  I'll  be  bouod. 


Ettie  Dear. 

AIR  :      I   AM  \rAITI.NG  F8SIE  DKAR. 


BT  B.  OAKTXT. 


I  am  going  away  from  you,  Ettie  dear, 

I'm  going  to  roam  away  in  foreign  ob'mea. 
So  then  give  me  your  blessing  right  herev 

In  honor  of  the  happy  olden  times. 
When  I  am  far  away  from  y(m  love,  • 

Your  blessing  will  cheer  me  on  my  wmy. 
For  its  like  the  light  that  comes  from  abora. 

On  my  path  it  will  shed  a  brilliant  ray. 
Chorus. 
So  darling  don't  be  sad  and  meUnoholy, 

Don't  jet  your  loving  heart  ache  with  pain. 
For  you  know  that  I'll  keep  my  proftiiee  holy. 

To  return  back  to  you  once  again. 

I  am  thinking  of  the  happy  daya  we  spent. 

As  we  roamed  together  thro'  the  shady  dell. 
And  the  places  where  we  always  were  content, 

In  my  memory  they  ever  will  dwell. 
Oh  I  how  can  I  forget  you.  Ettie  dear. 

You've  been  so  kind  and  loving  all  the  wkfla. 
Your  vision  will  make  my  path  so  cUar, 

As  1  wander  long  many  we«ry  milM.  Ob*, 

I'll  return  soon  again.  Ettie  dear. 

With  the  same  fervent  love  I  had  of  yoM, 
Then  my  happy  tale  of  love  you'll  h«ar. 

W  hen  we'll  meet  again  to  part  never  more. 
Oh  !  happy  and  conteDt«d  we  will  live. 

In  the  little  cottage  down  by  the  straam. 
Then  our  praise  to  him  above  we'll  give. 

For  tbe  oonsummatioo  of  our  youth/hl  draam. 

ChoTBS. 


m 
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TirE     SlIVGERS'    JOIJRIVAL.. 


The  F,  M,  Os. 

Word*  and  Hnile  by  Joaapb  P  Bkellf.   ' 
ThStnnilOoftblS    BODRchu  beoblmne^  rf  E.  U.  Harding. 
No  229  Bowerj.    oppotlta  Prinee  Bt'eet   N«w-Tork— 
ElegAut  rail  Hnsic  8lae  8b««t  for  10  eenta. 


I  belong  to  a  gay  society, 

Myaltrioiia  Hoa  unknowD, 
We're  fuaiuua  for  our  piety. 
When  Wo  are  )eft  alone  ; 
Our  members  all  are  gentlemen. 

Who's  ubjecl  is  to  pleaae. 
And  here  yuu  have  a  speoimen. 

Of  the  F.  M.  G's. 
Chorus       We  are  the  F.  M.  G'§, 

All  gentlemen  of  ease. 
When  at  the  social  fireaide 
•  -:•;  ■•:  The  girls  we  please; 

-    '  We  are  bold  and  trne. 

;^    i  ,.  And  though  we  are  but  fcw 

■-:."•  We'll  make  a  grand  eociety. 

Of  the  F.  M.  O  8. 

We  travel  among  the  pretty  girls. 

So  festive  and  so  fair. 
For  as  we  have  euoh  witching  waya. 

They  ask  ns  every  where  ! 
In  schools  of  great  profundity, 

We  all  got  our  degrees, 
And  there  we  learned  the  mystery 

Of  the  F.  M.  G  8. 

We  represent  a  neighborhood 

That  glories  in  our  name. 
We  shun  the  field  of  politics, 

And  search  for  social  game  : 
T^ey  say  we  ve  a  slight  propensity 

To  lager  bier  and  cheese, 
Bnt  that's  a  private  privilege 

Of  the  F.  M.  G's. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


There's  Freddy  the  gay  Lothario, 

And  John  the  Alderman, 
And  an  ulster  coat  with  whiskers, 

Wliioh  ihey  call  a  nioe  yoang  man 
There's  several 'other  members 

Whom  to  name  would  only  teaze. 
They  must  remain  a  mystery 

like  the  F.  M.  G'a. 


Chorus. 


Waif  of  the  City. 

BT  DAVID  ROACH. 

These  lines  are  founded  on  the  real  oireumstanees 
of  a  poor  news  boy  who  npon  one  terrible  winter's 
night,  barefoot,  hungry,  homeless,  and  alone  died  in 
the  street. 


Oh !  where  is  that  sad  cry,  that  piteous  wailing ! 

As  the  fierce  howling  wind  whistles  terrific  strong, 
'Tis  a  cold  winter's  night— frost  nipping,  haiNbg, 

Ah  !  a  sweet  voice  cried  "  pity  I "  yes  snre 

this  is  wrong, 
For,  far  in  the  distance  <•(  a  dark  clouded  cito. 

Through  the  gloom  of  night  I  now  plainl>   see 
The  form  of  a  poor  raged  child  craving  pity,    , 

But  alas  1  death  was  certain  and  life  must 

soon  flee. 
CnoRUS. 
If  yon  have  not  the  heart  of  a  stone,  oh,  do  pity  I 

Give  forth  a  small  mite  and  never  say  nay, 
Remember  the  poor  ragged  waif  of  the  city, 

And  God  with  a  blessing  is  sure  to  repay. 

Poor  child  of  this  oold  world,  thy  home  is  not  here ; 

No  one  on  earth  hast  thou  to  love,  • 

No  one  to  claim  thee  or  yet  shed  a  tear, 

Bnt  the  Father  of  nil,  our  great  Ruler  above — 
O,  God  !  can  it  he  that  'mid  so  many  beings 

A  poor,  friendless  ereaturf  east  in  the  storm, 
Should  starve  in  the  city,  without  care  or  pity, 

Reeeive  the  pure  soul,  it  has  fled  the  bright  morn. 

If  you  have  not,  A«. 


Grease  With  Cash. 

Unsle  ^birslied  brWhttaft  Oonlland    86  TrettontSi 
Boston.  Hkss.     Price  30  oents. 


At  these  soenes  of  mnrdar, 
Sir  Ilowland  yon  are  new. 


Before  yon  go  any  farther, 

I  all  me  tlie  deed  is  tme,  "  . 

What  will  you  say  if  the  forest 

Hides  the  gory  deed.  ^ 

Shudder,  Sir  Rowland, 

Tommy  at  the  nose  does  bleed. 

Chobub. 
So  will  your  honor  please  to  greaas  with  oash, 
Grease  with  oash,  grease  with  cash, 
Tes,  I  want  the  cash  aa  you're  aware, 
Tes,  as  you  are  aware. 
So  just  please  to  settle  up, 
Make  things  square,  make  things  sqnart,    • 
Yes,  I  want  the  cash  as  you're  aware, 
Tes,  as  you're  aware. 


All  his  little  molars 

I  did  sacrifice. 
Not  for  fifty  dollars,     ' 

The  deed  would  I  do  twiee.     • 
The  poor  little  boy  did  holler. 

Pinch,  and  scream,  and  scratch, 
For  infantile  oholer 

Never  did  I  meet  hi^jnatch. 


Chorus. 


-...^ 


Dreaming  'Neath  the  Moonlight. 

WOBDS  AND  MUSIC  BT  0.  A.  JOHRSOX. 


I'm  dreaming  'neatli  the  moonlight, 

of  my  home  so  faraway. 
Of  the  loved  ones  there  awaiting 

My  return  day  by  day. 
As  the  moon  in  all  het  splendor. 

Spreads  her  fair  effulgent  rays. 
Scenes  of  home  f  )rever  changing. 

Flitter  past  my  longing  gaze. 
Crobus. 

I'm  dreaming   neath  the  moonlight, 

Of  my  home  so  far  away. 
Of  the  loved  ones  there  awaiting. 

My  return  day  by  day. 

I'm  dreaming  'nenlh  the  moonlight. 

Of  the  dear  ones  that  I  love. 
Often  in  my  dreams  I  see  them 
•   Gazing  at  me  from  above. 
Now  I  see  my  dear  old  father 

Bitting  in  his  big  arm  chair, 
And  at  his  side  is  darling  mother, 

Oh  may  joy  and  peace  rest  there. 

Baby  Mine. 

Moilo  of  this  Sonc  can  be  bad  of  Spesr  &  Dehnhoff, 
717  Brotdway,  N.  T. 


Chorus. 


I've  a  letter  from  thy  sire. 

Baby  mine,  baby  mine  ; 
I  could  read  and  never  tire. 

Baby  mine,  baby  mine. 
He  is  sailing  o'er  the  sea. 

He  is  coming  bnok  to  ma. 
He  is  coming  back  to  me. 

Baby  mine,  baby  mine. 
He  is  coming  back  to  me. 

Baby  mine. 

Oh  I  I  lon^  to  see  his  face, 

Baby  mine,  baby  mine. 
In  his  old  accustomed  placa, 

Baby  mine,  bahy  mine, 
Like  the  rose  of  May  in  bloom. 

Like  a  star  amid  the  gloom. 
Like  the  sunshine  ia  the  room. 

Baby  mine,  baby  mine. 
Like  ths  sunshine  ia  the  room. 

Baby  mine  I 

I'm  so  glad  I  eannelt  sleep. 

Baby  mine,  baby  mine, 
I'm  so  happy  I  could  weep. 

Baby  mine,  babi^mine. 
He  is  sailing  o'er  the  sea. 

He  is  coming  home  tome. 
He  is  eoming  baok  to  tbee. 

Baby  mine,  baby  mine. 
He  is  coming  back  to  the*. 

Baby  mine. 


Led  Astray :  or  Through  the  Dreary 
Streets  I  Wander. 

The  Mnalc.    pnbll«h«»d  bv   John  P  Ptnj  kCn    S38 
WnablnpUm  8tie«t.  Bo«t..|,      Price  «  cents! 

Thro'  the  dreary  streets  I  wander. 

Far  ttwoy  from  all  J  l.>ve  ; 
E'en  the  surs  oie  cheerless, 

Gazing  on  nie  from  above. 
Gloomy  earth  must  be  be  my  pillow; 

'Till  the  dawn  of  rosy  day  ; 
From  my  Lome  so  bright  and  loving,       • 

Now  my  feet  are  Jed  astray. 

CnoBrs. 

Mother,  mother,  help  your  darling, 

!>ad  and  lonely  is  my  way  ; 
Kindly  Heaven  look  down  in  pity. 

On  the  wand'rtr  kd  astray. 

In  my  dreams  I  see  my  mother. 

And  1  hear  her  *weet  good-night; 
And  I  know  her  heart  is  praying 

Heaven  t)  lead  her  child  aright 
Ah!  1  know  she's  waiting,  watching,  ■  • 

Weeping  for  me  day  by  day;  , 

Sick  al  luart  I  wander  onward, 

I'or  my  feet  ore  led  astray.  Ctoaruk. 

Wildly  now  the  storm  is  fallins;'. 

And  my  footsteps  weaker  grow  ; 
Will  no  gentle  heart  have  pity. 

One  sweet  gleam  of  hope  bestow  ? 
Toke,  oh,  take  your  child,  dear  Father, 

Lead  me  to  your  home  I  pray  I 
For  I  long  to  rest  forever. 

Where  no  feet  are  led  ostray.  Chorus 


i 


Where  art  Thou  now  My  Beloved  ? 

The  Mnsio  of  tbis  snnj   Is  pnblisbed  by  L,  P 
GouUsud,  86  Treuiont  Btreet,  Boston. 

Where  art  thou  now,  my  beloved  f 

Canst  thou  not  come  lo  my  call  T 
Sud  is  my  Iffart,  as  the  shades  fall  around  me, 

bhrouding  iny  hopes  in  their  fall. 
Are  llien  tlie  days  Red  forever. 

When  by  thy  side  I  was  blest. 
Will  there  return  to  me  never. 

Bliss  in  a  true  love  confessed. 
Chorus. 
Ah!  whore  art  thou  now,  my  beloved? 

Canst  thou  not  come  to  my  cnll  ? 
Sad  ii  my  heart  as  the  shades  fall  around  me, 

Shrouding  my  hopes  in  their  fall. 

Faithful  t<)  tlwe.  my  beloved,  -        . 

Wailing,  I  list  for  thy  treod  ? 
Leave  me  not  longer,  but  liaste  in  thy  coming 

Ever  my  hope  shall  be  fled. 
Greetings  most  fond  shall  be  thine,  love  I 

Kisses  are  ripe  on  inv  lips  I 
Come,  lest  in  grief  I  repine,  love. 

Lest  fades  my  love  in  eclipse!  Chorus. 


Only  a  Word,  Love. 

SENTIMENTAL   SOXO. 
MrSIO  PTTBLISnED  DT  S.  TURNET,  436  rOFRTH  AVE. 


Only  a  word,  love,  say  you'll  be  mine  : 

One  little  word,  love,  "  vee,  I'll  be  thine!  " 
Oft  hast  thou  uttered  fond  words  to  me, 

Whje  this  heart  fluttered,  thinkinp  of  thfo  ■ 
All  ihou  hast  spoken  I  have  helievei. 

Yet  not  a  token  have  I  received  ; 
Speak  now  the  fond  vow,  love,  say  you'll  he  mine ; 

Whisper  it  now.  love,  "yes,  I'll  be  thine ! ' 

Only  a  word  love,  "yes,  I'll  lie  thine; 

Soon  as  'tis  heard,  love,  joy  will  be  mine 
Two  natures  blending,  two  hearts  in  one; 

IjOVc  never  ending,  joy  just  begun  ; 
Always  increasing,  faitlifuland  pure;  ../    l 

Rapture  unceasing,  all  shall  endure. 
Speak  the  fond  vow.  love,  say  you'll  be  mfne. 

Whisper  it* now,  love,  "  yes,  I'll  be  thine." 


•fejs 
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Captain  Spike  of  the  Mtuketeen. 

The  Hndc  can  b«  oi  Uli.ed  of  the  w<41  ki  own  Ua«i« 
Store  of  F.  Blame,  861  Broadwftj,  Price,  40  centa. 


Oh  I  Tm  &  noble  soldier  brave, 

Just  from  the  war  where  the  bazmeni  wave, 

I'll  fight  as  long  as  I  caD  see,  . 

Or  stand  behind  a  barn  or  tree. 

Yon  bet  I  am  a  handsome  man. 

And  when  I  went  away. 

It  nearly  broke  the  ladies'  hearts, 

Bat  now  they  often  say,  ;  - 

"Oh!  my,"  they  cry,  * 

"Oh!  who  is  he?" 

Spoken  :    Don't  yon  know  him  ?  Oh !  yes,  he  is — 

Chobus. 
I  am  Captain  Spike  the  musketeer^   , 
The  pet  of  all  the  ladies  dear, 
A  gallant  soldier  of  renown. 
The  gayest  man  in  all  the  town. 

Don't  speak  of  Hildebrandt  MontroM, 

You'll  makii  the  red  come  off  my  nose. 

Hold  on,  I  want  to  speak  to  jou. 

Of  something  now  that  is  quite  new  ; 

I  met  a  cliamier  the  other  day, 

Outside  a  Broadway  car, 

My  hat  I  mised  and  sweetly  asked,     .      %" 

If  she  waH  going  far  ; 

"Oh!  my,"  she  cried, 

"Oh!  who  is  he?" 

Spoken  :    Don't  yon  know  me?— lam —  Chorns. 

When  I  go  out  npon  parade, 

I  am  the  pride  of  every  maid. 

With  sword  to  flourish  and  command. 

There's  not  my  equal  in  the  land  ; 

I  proudly  lead  the  rank  and  file, 

In  peace  or  raging  war,  /.  '  • 

I  never  look  to  right  or  left  7    • 

But  bravely  walk  before. 

And  on  my  way, 

I  hear  them  say  ; 


Spoken  :    Look  out  1  stand  back ! 


Here  comes, 
Cnoms. 


Janie  Boodh. 


BT  H.  ALSTON  DiBLET, 


aib: 


BIBTUINZ 


I  dhink  vot  I  voc  dighd, 

Jiiuie  Boodh,  Janie  Boodh, 
rfe  been  drinkiu'  bier  alle  nighd, 

Janie  Boodh,  Janie  Boodh, 
I  feel  BO  awful  kerveer, 
Youst  like  skadiu*  on  mein  ear — 
Am  I  svimmin  in  weiss  bier, 

Jauie  Boodh,  Janie  Boodh  ? 
Am  I  svimmin  in  weiss  bier, 

Janie  Boodh? 

I  gan  drink  more  bier  dhan  yon, 

Janie  Boodh,  Janie  Boodh, 
I  gan  eat  more  pretzels,  doo, 

Janie  Boodh,  Janie  Boodh 
I  gan  valk  off  by  mein  ear, 
I  gan  drink  ein  keg  ouf  bier, 
I  gan  read  mein  "didle  glear," 

Janie  Boodh,  Jauie  Boodt    : 
I  gan  read  mein  "didle  glcar," 

Jauie  Boodh. 

I  vos  so  dighd  I  don'd  gan  dell,     ' : 

Jauie  Boodh,  Janie  Boo^ 
Vedder  I  vos  sick  or  veil, 

Janie  Boodh,  Janie  Boodh, 
I'm  so  drunk  I  dond  gan  veeb, 
So  I  lay  me  down  do  sleeb, 
Und  led  dhe  bug-beds  o'er  me  greeb, 

Janie  Boodh,  Janie  Boodh, 
Dad  led  dhe  bug-beds  o'er  me  greeb, 

Janie  B(X)dh. 


The  Palling  Machine. 

-:    nmO  BT  JACK  OOMBOT. 


iVx 


To  bother  yon  long  is  not  my  intention,  - 
111  bid  yon  good-night  and  be  leaving  yon 
Bat  first  let  me  tell  you  abont  an  invention 
I  recently  saw  in  a  liqaor  saloon. 


*m 


I  have  met  with  some  things  that  puzzled  me  greatly. 
And  twenty-four  years  in  this  countr}'  I've  been, 
Biit,  believe  mo,  I  never  was  caught  so  completely 
As  they  caught  me  one  night  on  the  palling  machine. 

Chobus. 

The  villain  that  first  studied  out  the  invention. 
Whoever  he  is  must  be  terrible  mean. 
I'd  give  fifty  dollars  for  his  apprehension. 
And  I'd  pnt  him  to  death  on  his  pulling  machine. 

"See  how  much  yon  can  pull,"  says  a  man  who 

stood  near  me, 
"  I'll  bet  yon  the  drinks  I  can  pull  more  than  yon." 
Then  the  crowd  all  around  him  l)egan  for  to  cheer  me, 
So  I  just  took  hold,  to  see  what  I  could  do. 
The  bar-tender  sent  tlectricity  through  me. 
^  Such  dancing  and  leaping  there  never  was  seen. 
My  hair  stood  on  end,  and  I  swore  I  would  murder 
The  man  who  invented  the  pulliug  machine. 

The  > iliiiiu  that,  Ac. 

The  shock  that  it  gave  me  it  near  drove  me  crazy. 
It  went  through  my  system  like  needles  and  pins  ; 
They  say  that  my  dancing  was  graceful  and  easy, 
But  some  of  them  got  a  good  kick  in  the  shins. 
When  the  torture  was  over  they  called  me  a  gilly. 
And  they  told  me  that  I  muist  be  terrible  green  ; 
That  I  ought  to  know  better  than  be  such  a  sucker 
For  to  dance  all  my  steps  on  a  pulling  machine. 

Spoken  :  Says  one  fellow,  "It's  only  a  patent  for 
circulating  the  blood  well."  Says  I,  "  I  want  all  the 
blood  I  have  now."  Says  he,  "  Did  you  never  read 
where  Dr.  Franklin  caught  the  lightning  in  a  bottle  ?" 
"  I  did,"  says  I ;  "  but  if  I  had  the  fellow  that  made 
ttiat  machine  he'd  catch  blazes  quicker  than  light- 
ning. In  fact,"  Ba3'8  I,  "I  think  it's  a  shocking 
machine,  and —  The  villain  that,  <Scc 


I  took  her  ont  to  ride  one  day  npon  the  Erie  nad. 

We  had  not  been  oat  long  before 

The  boiler  did  explode. 
A  flying  wheel  caught  that  poor  girl 

Just  by  the  stem  about. 
And  as  she  went  up  through  the  roof, 

I  thought  I  heard  her  shout 


Chona 


Keep  Pretty  Flowers  on  my  QraTe. 

BY  S.  MONTAOITE.  MUSIC  BT  C.  T.  rSKNCH. 

Uuilo  of  thU  SoiiK  can  )>«  had  of  Bpe«r  it  Dehnheff 
717  Broadway,  N.  Y. 


.-.♦►.^ 


That  Sweet  Little  Cottage  Near 
the  Shady  Boreen. 


BY  W.  H.  DOWNE8. 


AIB  :      I  SAT  rBOM  THE  BEACH 


I  once  had  a  sweetheart  her  name  it  was  Nellie, 
She  was  lovely  and  fair  as  the  moruiu^'H  bri^-ht  dew. 
But  now  I  am  parted  frojn  ray  chaniiing  lair  one, 
Who  lived  in  the  cottage  near  the  hhady  borceii. 

The  days  were  so  pleasant  when  we  were  together 
Telling  our  love  tales  in  foud  childish  glee. 
We  oft  walked  hand  in  hand  iu  the  c<xj1  sbndcs 

of  evening. 
To  that  sweet  little  cottage  near  the  shady  boreen. 

I  know  she's  now  pining  with  grief  at  my  absence 
As  she  oftentimes  thinks  of  the  good  days  of  j'ore. 
When  her  heart  was  as  li^ht  as  the  niphtingalo 

"■'King. 
Aronnd  that  sweet  little  cottage  near  the  hhady  boreen. 

My  heart  it  is  yearning  to  see  you  sweet  Nellie, 
And  the  fields  of  old  Erin  that  are  always  so  green. 
Or  to  walk  on  the  paths  where  we  tripped  in 

our  childhood. 
To  that  sweet  little  cottage  near  the  shady  boreen. 


Wipe  off  Your  Chin. 

BT  B.  ALSTON  UABT.KT. 


Jnst  listen  while  I  sing  abont  a  little  girl  I  know. 
She  was  Imnty-legged,  freckled,  and 
Was  cross-eyed  in  the  toe. 
She  wore  double-breasted  balmorals  cat  bias 

every  way — 
But  when  I  tried  to  steal  a  kiss. 
Unto  me  she  did  say ; 

Chobus. 

Wipe  off  your  chin  and  don't  yon  be  so  cute 

Poll  down  your  vest,  ,. 

Or  I'll  bust  you  in  the  snoot ;  '      > 
Tour  facial  area's  very  large  the  worst  I  ever  heard  ; 

But  m  practice  B,  sharp  on  your  nobe, 

If  yon  say  another  word. 

I  asked  her  down  to  supper  one  night  while  at  a  ball. 

And  the  way  she  masticated,  showed 

She  bad  a  terrible  gaul ; 
She  gobbled  ice-cream  by  the  peck,  drank 

whiskey  in  a  stream  ; 

And  when  I  did  expostulate 

She  unto  me  did  scream.  Cherns. 


M 


List  to  the  angels  calling, 

Your  own  true  love  away. 
Oh !  keep  this  pledge  unbroken. 

This  sweet  pledge  that  we  make,  love,  to-day  • 
Let  me  then  live  iu  your  memory 

As  tho'  I  were  still  at  your  side. 
Till  iu  heaven  above  us, 

You  shall  claim  me  again  as  yonr  bride. 
Chobus. 
Keep  love  this  pledge  unbroken. 

The  last  from  thee  I  crave. 
Come  to  where  the  cypress  shades  me, 

Come,  come  and  place  pretty  flowers  on 

my  gimv«, 
Come  to  where  the  cypress  shades  me,  • 

Come,  oomeand  place  on  my  grave^ 
Pretty  flowers  on  my  grave. 

There  where  yonr  darling  sleepeth. 

Our  love  shall  be  renewed, 
And  you  shall  find  iu  heaven,  love, 

'Twos  not  iu  vain  that  we  wooed  ; 
Then  do  not  grieve  o'er  me. darling, 

For  I  will  seiid  down  from  above, 
Tokens  of  jey  and  remembrance, 

Ttiat  shall  tell  that  I'm  true  to  my  love. 

Kejp  lore,  Ac 


Pretty  Little  Primrose. 
sr.va  BY  noBBY  newcomb. 

BIURtc.  C'  pyriclit  1877.  ami  poblliihrd  bjr  F.BlnzMk 
861  Broadway,  N.  Y      Price  40  cents. 


•weeteet. 


Oh!  in  folly  and  in  fancy  {r«e, 

I  strayed  one  sntiinK'r  morning. 
Just  as  happy  aa  a  liumniing  bee, 

1  hat  wnnders  'nilH  ilie  lovely  flowers  ; 
There  a'nong  the  nianv  gems  so  sweet, 

Bright  nature's  face  atlorning, 
I  culled  a  flowtT  of  grace  complete, 

K  primrose  t)rig'il  willi  d  w, 
1  born  it  near  my  heart  all  day. 

Until  a  mai<len  fair 
Just  chanced  to  pass  alor;»  the  way. 
With  another  in  her  hair  I 
Chorus  :     Oh  !  my  pretty  liule  primrose. 
To  me  of  all  the  flowers. 
For  thy  fragrant  breath  iM  ever  speuking 
Of  life's  most  happy  hoars! 

Now  a  flower  is  a  token  fair. 

That  gentle  love  advance*? 
But  with  (^upid  we  lie^in  our  care. 

So  thought  1  on  that  summer's  day. 
Jnct  a  pleasant  little  winning  smile 

This  heart  of  mine  entrancra. 
And  fhc  smiled  so  swceily  all  the  while 

With  a  primrose  in  her  ha-'r, 
Oh!  she  was  beauteous  and  divine, 

I  scarce  know  what  totlo  ; 
T  long'd  to  ask  her  to  l>e  mine. 

Ere  I  bade  my  flower  adieu ! 

Then  my  hat  I  very  gently  raiaed. 

Of  course,  I  begged  her  pardon. 
And  her  beauty  and  her  grace  I  praised— 

'Twos  bold  indeed  I  must  confess  I 
So  I  said,  "  I  think  that  you  and  I 

Have  dtrolled  thro'  the  same  garden. 
For  your  primro«e  nestling  ther«  so  shy 

Is  truly  mate  to  mine." 
She  took  the  blossom  from  her  hair. 

And  placed  it  near  my  heart ; 
I  won  my  pretty  primroee  tliene,- 

And  from  her  1 11  never  port!  Chi 
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Lullaby,  n.:- -'■:•■;.:':/::•:-.  ;:-'-?■.';■ 

nVKO  BY  J.  K.  KMITT.     "• 

Close  your  eyes,  Lenn  twy  darling. 

Fear  tliou  no  danjct-r,  J>*nH. 
Move  not,  dear  l^na.   my  diirlincc, 

For  your  brojjdtr  watclies  nigh  yon,  Lenftdekr, 
Angel  guide  tliee.  Lena  dear,  my  darling, 

Notliing  evil  can  come  near, 
Brigliteai  flowi-rs  blow  for  thee, 

barliug  sisler,  dear  to  lae.  "        , 

Ciionrs. 

Go  to  sleep,  go  to  eleep  ray  baby,  my  baby, 

niy  baby, 
Go  to  Bleep  my  baby,  baby.  oh.  by.  go  to 

Bleep,  Leoa,  dear, 

Lriglit  be  de  morning,  my  darling, 

\  en  you  ope  your  eyes, 
Sunbeaiim  glow  all  around  you,  Lena, 

Peace  be  *iih  ll)«-e.  love,  my  darling. 
Blue  and  cloudlfss  be  tiie  sky  for  Lena  dcur. 

liirds  sing  their  bright  songs  for  tiiee  my  darling. 
Full  of  sweet,  si  melody,  angelt  ever  hover  near. 

Darling  sister  dear  to  me.  Chorus. 


Ov  Happy  Boyhood  Days. 


BT  BTEPHKN  OARVKT. 


AIR  :      COLLKQK  DATS. 


Oh!  hours  of  youth  have  passed. 

And  oft  we  do  look  back. 
Into  those  biiglit  and  happy  days. 

When  no  pleasures  did  we  lack. 
Sweet  recoiled  ions  come  to  us, 

As  back  on  thi>fle  we  gaze. 
Thougli  past  and  gone,  we  11  ne'er  fotget, 

Our  happy  boyliood  days. 

Repeat  two  last  lines. 

How  innocent  were  our  thoughts. 

How  little  did  we  know. 
What  trials  we  in  the  future. 

Would  have  to  undergo. 
As  through  life  we  journey  on  • 

Along  our  diffeixnt  ways, 
Wed  like  to  respect  the  scenes  so  BWeet, 

Of  our  liappy  boyhood  days, 

liepeat  two  laal  linei. 

We  remember  well  our  dear  old  home, 

The  scene  of  hn|>py  youth, 
Ah!  many  pleasant  days  we  spent 

Beneath  the  lionon^d  roof. 
Those  memories  come  up  to  us, 
••  Wherever  we  may  roam, 

jk  "We  can  neer  forget  the  day  we  left 
*         Our  happy  boyhood  home. 

Repeat  two  last  lines. 


Bat  now  u  we  nre  growing  old, 

And  life  is  fadinir  fast. 
Sweet  visions  of  our  childhood 

To  u«  will  ever  last. 
Though  we  may  roam  nway  from  home. 

And  croBs  the  deep  blue  seas. 
Our  thouglits  they  ever  wander  .back 

To  our  happy  boyhood  days. 

Ile|>eat  two  last  lineB, 


The  Valley  of  Chamonni. 

ThamndeofttilS    sonzran  beolitained  ofE.  B.  Hsrdiag, 

So  229  Bowerv      opposite  ]f ilncf  Stu-et    New-York— 

Elacaut  Fall  Hmlc  Size  8beet  fur  10  ceuts. 

When  the  1>eart  in  golden  fancieSj 

To  the  sway  of  happie!>t  dreams. 
Back  lo  scenes  of  K-auty  glances. 

Lit  by  memorys  brighU'St  beams; 
Then  I  see  that  vale  of  fountains, 

Wbare  the  nip  flowers  woo  the  gale. 
Under  all  the  snow-crowned  mountains,      .;  ■ ..    . 

Shining  o'er  that  beauteous  vale. 

CnoBua.  '      ■    ': 

Oh!  Chamotini  sweet  Chamouni ! 

Oh !  the  vale  of  Chamouni ! 
Oh!  Chamonni,  sweet  Cliamouni  I 

Oh  I  Ohamouni'B  sweet  vale. 


■i 


When  I  hear  the  alph-hom  ringing. 

When  Mount  Blano  fortells  the  day. 
And  tlie  breeze  of  morning  bringing. 

Mountain  chime,  and  mountain  lay  ; 
Then,  once  more  wil'i  rapture  glowing, 

All  that  mountain  land  I  hail. 
But  my  heart  wUii  joy  o'er  flowing, 

Lingers  in  that  beauteous  vale. 


ChoruB. 


Ood  Help  our  Suffering  Poor. 

While  the  sad  cry  of  hard  times  resound  thro'  our  land. 

Do  we  give  enougli  thought  to  the  poor; 
Are  we  one  and  all  ready  to  lend  a  helping  hand. 

To  drive  the  grim  wolf  from  the  door. 
The  selfish  may  think  that  kind  fortune  has  dealt, 

With  them  and  tiieir  own  to  secure.  # 

The  O'lnforts  and  blessings  that  money  can  bring, 

But  God  help  our  suffering  poor. 

There  are  plenty  we  meet  who  could  help  if 

tliey  would. 

But  the  fact  is  their  money  is  spent ; 
They're  too  poor  themselves,  or  they  ain't  in 

the  mood, 

Or  some  other  excuse  they'll  invent. 
But  ask  yon  rich  banker  liowtniuch  in  his  vaults 

T!iese  men  liave  placed  there  to  secure ; 
And  he'll  tell  you.  if  honest,  tlieir  assertions  are  false, 

'Ihey  could  help  our  suffering  poor. 

Can  any  one  tell  why  those  seeking  for  aid 

Always  pass  millionaires  witii  distrust  ? 
Can  it  be  solemn  trutli.  what  I've  ofien  heard  said, 

1  hat  the  rich  seldom  give  e'en  a  crust  * 
But  there's  the  mechanic  and  laboring  man, 

Ever  ready  lo  share  his  small  store. 
For  nearly  each  one  knows  how  'tis  himself, 

God  bless  these  true  friends  of  tlu  poor. 


Ain't  He  a  Baby. 

BT    TIM  ROOXRS. 


I  am  a  swell.  I  lead  the  style  : 

I'm  not  Champagne  Charlfe  nor  Tommy  Coaloil. 

But  yt>u  can  see  plain  by  my  winning  ways 

That  I  am  a  man  that  has  seen  better  days. 

l^ul  for  all  that  I  don't  care  a  straw, 

For  I  ni  just  as  lively  as  ever,  ha;  ha  I 

The  pet  of  the  girls  I  meet  every  day, 

And  as  they  pass  by  me  this  is  what  they  say. 

Chorus :     Oh  !  my,  ain't  he  a  bnby. 

Look  at  his  walk — it's  just  like  a  lady, 
Oh  !  dear,  I  believe  it  is  Grady  !  , 

Look  at  his  nice  curly  hair. 

Look  at  me  well  do  I  look  green  ♦ 
I  have  an  eye  that  cap  capture  a  nneen. 
With  my  graceful  waTk  I  make  their  heads  whirl ; 
My  great  Colorados  the  barbers  do  curl. 
I  am  a  gambler  at  high  Jack  and  low  ;■ 
I  can  play  seven  out  and  the  great  casino. 
1  here's  no  use  in  talking,  now  don't  I  look  sweet? 
For  as  the  girls  paaa  me  you'll  hear  them  re|>eat. 

Oh  I  my,  Ac. 


O'Brien  Keep  off  the  Gran. 

BT  TONT  ADAMS. 


Tour  attention  T  would  ask,  my  friends 

As  t«  what  I  am  going  to  say  ; 
'Tis  all  about  those  scallawags. 

Who  cry  out  to  me  each  day. 
Whenever  I  go  on  the  street. 

Sure  every  time  I  pass. 
They  make  the  streets  resound  with  this  ; 

O'Brien  keep  off  the  grass.  Chorus. 

Chorcb. 

I  don't  know  what  they  mane  by  it. 

But  every  time  I  pass 
They  yell  out  with  terrific  for«e: 

••  O'Brien,  keep  off  the  grass  T* 

Last  week  1  went  to  Rockaway— 

tn'faet.  I  often  do.;  .   ;•' 

With  Mary  Ann  MoGuckao 
I  danced  the  tra-l*-looJ 


While  we  were  eating  chowder, 

I  erry  Slaltery^  chanced  to  pass; 
As  he  went  by  he  winked  his  eye 

And  said  :   "  keep  off  the  grass."  Chorus. 

I  jumped  up  and  cried  .-  "  nixy.  pard," 

And  grabbed  him  by  the  coat ; 
The  gang  tlien  waltzed  all  over  me — 

By  gob!  it  was  no  joke. 
Then  someone  brought  a  stretclier — 

Sure  they  handled  me  like  glass— 
And  as  they  marched  down  to  the  boat 

They  sang  ••  keep  off  the  grass."  Chorus. 

I  Know  I'm  Twenty-One. 

Written  by  Ed  Uarrlgan. 

Dare's  one  thing  sure  keep  in  jour  head, 

Und  don't  you  be  a  fool. 
Don't  go  swim  where  de  water's  wet,     ' 

I'on  t  ride  a  baulky  mule. 
Don't  cross  a  funeral  in  de  street. 

Or  play  seven  up  or  dice. 
Don't  eat  turkey  niit  stuffing  in,    • 

Unless  you  got  the  price. 

Chords.  .      ,"    ' 

Don't  ax  me  why  I  know  dak  .  '/- 

I  give  it  away  for  fun. 
Der  older  I  grows  .le  deeper  itsnowt 

I  know  I  111  twenty-one. 

Now  oof  you  t'ot  a  taking  way, 

Und  )-«.u  go  and  make  a  grab,     ■ 
On  overcoat*  and  diamond  pins, 

I.eave  town  like  a  sliedder  crab. 
Dcy  have  a  plaiform  in  der  Tombs, 

Where  you  gland  still  mit  a  rope, 
Und  when  \  ou  say  your  evening  prayer. 

You  was  like  a  lump  af  coke.  Chona. 

Never  fall  In  love  niit  any  gal. 

What's  got  a  mollier-in-law. 
You  don't  vas  married  fifteen  days, 

Ven  she  smacks  you  in  der  jaw. 
Den  comes  up  d^^r  separation, 

Hecauee  two  can  I  be  der  boss, 
I'd  sooner  have  a  ^1,000, 

Den  pay  for  one  divorce.  Chorus. 


Cradle  Song. 

The  Unale  can  be  oi.i«ineil  of  E.  H.  Hsrdlng,  No.  220 
Bon ety.  New-York.   Price  10  ceuts. ' 

Slumber  and  dream  in  the  morning  of  life. 

Dream  of  the  pathway  before  thee. 
Let  not  each  hour  wiili  sorrow  be  rife. 

Happiness  too  hovers  o'er  thee  I 
Happiness  too  hovers  o'er  thee! 

Life  is  cliecquered  with  sunshine  and  sorrow ; 
Dark  may  the  day  be,  but  brighter  the  morrow, 

Then  never  be  impatient. 

1  hen  never  be  impatient. 

Slumber  and  dream  of  the  fresh  smiling  spring, 

i.earing  her  mantle  of  flowers. 
Nightingales  woo  iheir  mistress  and  sing 

tstrains  through  the  star-spangled  hours 
Strains  through  the  ftar-spangled  hour. 

Time  with  a  gentle  wing,  by  llice  is  glancing. 
Spring  like  the  morning  of  life  is  advancing. 

Then  never  be  iinpatiant,  , 

Then  never  be  impatient.         ' .    ; 


If  o'er  the  Cruel  Tyrant. 

If  o'er  the  cruel  tyrant  lore, 

A  conquei>t  I  believed. 
The  flatUring  error  cease  to  prove, 

()  let  me  he  deceived. 

Forbear  to  fan  this  gentle  flame,  ■''■ 
Which  love  dkJ  first  create ; 

What  was  my  pride  is  now  my  shame. 
And  must  be  turned  to  hate.  . 

Then  call  not  to  my  waving  mind, 

The  weakness  of  my  heart, 
Which  oh  !  I  feel  too  mneh  inclined 

To  take  the  traitor's  part. 


TH£    SirVOERS'    JOURMAI.. 
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Xhd  Lost  Inheritanoe, 

PBOLOaUE.      <.:/-:V: 
•      CHAPTER  I.  V  V 


Hmd  any  pedeatrain,  plodding  hii  dreary  way 
one  oertAiD  fogey  November  afternoon,  through 
Chancery  Lane,  Deen  not  sufficiently  •elf-engroesed 
to  raise  his  eyes  to  the  second-floor  at  a  par- 
ticular house,  he  would  have  seen  the  reflection  of 
lights  upon  the  dirt  encrusted  windows  of  the 
offices  appertaining  to  Mr.  Josiah  Biddlecomb,  at- 
tori.ey-at-law,  money-lender,  mining  agent,  specu- 
lator—indeed, it  would  be  difficult  to  slate  in  which 
branch  his  business  commenced  or  in  which  ended. 

Had  the  aforesaid  pedestrain  been  curiously  in- 
clined, and  groped  his  way  up  the  dingy  staircase, 
be  would  liave  found  Josiah  Biddlecomb's  clerk— 
a  spare,  middle-sized  man,  not  yet  tliirty,  witli  a 
worn  but  keen,  countenance,  and  attorneyisli  ex- 
pression— busily  engaged  u|>on  some  law-papers  ; 
while  had  he  the  courage  to  pass  through  yonder 
door,  marked  "  Private,"  he  would  have  discovered 
Josiah  Biddlecomb  himself,  seated  before  his  de:ik 
and  lost  in  meditation. 

He  was  certainly  not  over  forty,  yet  liis  black, 
coarse,  thin,  short  hair  was  well  besprinkled  with 
silver.  Uf  middle  height,  liis  frame  of  clumsy 
bufld,  bespoke  wiriness.  His  physiognomy  was 
lank  and  dark,  also  shrewd,  yet  pos8|ssiiig  a 
wonderfull  adaptability  for  crin<;ing.  The  eyes 
were  quick,  and  bright  with  subtle  cunning.  Ihe 
man.  like  the  face,  was  the  essence  of  vindictiveness, 
self-cruelty,  and  remarkable  business  tact. 

treated  back  in  his  chair,  his  elbows  on  itb  arms, 
and  the  tips  of  his  fingers  gently  tapping  together, 
he  thought  evidently  pleasantly,  for  a  smile  played 
over  his  clean-shaven  face. 

"At  last,''  he  muttered — "at  last  the  hour  has 
come  to  strike— the  hoar  I  have  so  plotted  and 
schemed  for  !  Is  there  anything  man  m  this  world 
so  untiringly  follows  up  as  revenge?  Mine  has  ar- 
rived. I  have  it  in  my  grasp  I"  And  his  hands 
clenched.  *'  Before  an  hour  be  shall  see  the  mask 
plnoked  off — he  shall  see  the  dupe  he  has  been  ! 
And  why  ?"  His  hand  involuntarily  rose  to  his 
cheek.  "  He  shall  behold  himself  ruined  in  my 
power.  Before  a  week,  I  will  reign  where  he  has 
lorded  it  for  so  long !  ' 

Keaohiiig  a  letter  from  the  desk,  he  perused  it 
with  knitted  brjwd,  yet  satisfied  expression. 

"  I  will  be  with  you  at  half-past  four  this  even- 
ing. My  difficulties  accumulate.  I  must  have 
money  at  once.  I  must  risk  sacrifice  everything 
for  it,  or  1  am  ruined,  disgraced.  For  Heaven's 
sake,  hit  upon  some  plan  to  raise  it  before  I  come. 
Grayling  and  M'Intyre  refuse  to  renew — demand 
instant  payment,  and  threaten  arrest.  Think  of 
that! 

Yours,  Richard  Myddelton  Carr." 

"  Think  of  that,  indeed  !"  remarked  the  attorney, 
with  almost  an  unctuous  chuckle.  "  Gray- 
ling and  M'Intyre !  How  ignorant,  my  dear  Baro- 
net, you  are  of  whose  hand  it  is  that  pulls  the 
strings,  of  the  net  you  are  in!" 

He  moved  the  papers  on  the  table,  searching 
for  something,  then  rang  the  bell  sharply. 

"  Where  did  you  place  those  notes  you  brought 
ttota  the  bank  ?  ' 

"Jjiere — oan't  you  see  them  ?"  responded  the 
clenT  morosely,  producing  the  packet  from  under 
some  letters. 

"Had  I,  I  shouldn't  have  summoned  you.  Keep 
a  more  civil  tongue  in  your  head." 

"  How  can  a  fellow,  upon  thirty  shillings  a  week  ? 
At  these  times  it's  only  enough  to  starve  ufton!'' 

Mr.  Josiah  Biddlecomb,  in  his  heart,  said, 
"  Starve  then !" 

'•  But  there  were  reasons  why  he  had  an  aversion 
to  changing  clerks,  bo  he  remarked,  aloud,  "  Have 
not  I  told  you  I'd  raise  your  wages  next  Decem- 
ber?" 

"  Yes  ;  to  guineas.  Ft  isn't  enough  to  keep  a 
chap  honestly." 

"Isn't  Jt?  Then,"— and  the  attorney,  with  a 
wily  smile,  leanad  over  the  desk — "I  advise  you 
to  keep  so  while  in  my  employ.  If  I  have  any 
more  of  this  I'll  disohnrge  tou.     Yon  may  go." 

"  Dis«hargo  me  ?     You'a  do  that  in  a  brace  of 


shakes  if  yon  oonld  only,  get  a  fellow  who'd  do  as 
uraeh  as  I  do  for  the  same  money,"  muttered  the 
clerk,  in  a  low  voice,  as  he  prepared  to  quit  the 
room. 

Just  then  a  man's  tread  was  heard  in  the  outer 
office,  the  clerk  flung  wide  the  door,  and,  perceiv- 
ing the  visitor,  announced  "  Sir  Richard  Carr. " 

As  he  closed  the  inner  baize  door,  then  the 
other,  he  added,  mentally.  "  I'here  goes  another 
fly  into  the  web.  But  he's  an  old  'un.  I  should 
fancy  he's  near  giving  up  wings  and  bones  by  this 
time.' 

Moving  quickly  to  the  party  wall  ornamented  by 
rows  of  Wooden  compartmeuis,  wherein  were  en- 
sconced Japaned  tin  boxes,  bearing  surnames  in 
hard  while  letters,  he  removed  one  at  the  far  end, 
leaped  on  an  office  stool,  and  drew  from  the  inner 
wall  a  round  cork  like  a  knot  out  of  wood.  This 
disclosed  a  hole  communicating  with  the  other 
room— an  ingenious  contrivance,  that  not  only 
gave  opportunity  of  seeing,  but  entirely  baffled  the 
precaution  of  the  double  doors. 

Inserting  his  head  into  the  square  wooden  com- 
partment, the  clerk  applied  ear  or  eye,  as  necessity 
required,  and  not  only  saw  much,  but  heard  every 
word  that  passed. 

Sir  Richard  Carr  was  a  tall,  slightly  built  man, 
of  about  eight-and-thirty,  with  well-cut,  aristo- 
cratic features,  full  brown  moustache,  and  eyes  of 
the  same  hue,  the  expression  of  which  displayed  a 
blending  of  ingenious  frankness  and  lack  of  ^elf- 
coufidence. 

At  the  age  of  twenty,  by  a  chain  of  events,  he 
hod  unexpectedly  inherited  an  uncles  title,  and  the 
ancestral  home  of  the  Carrs.  Of  a  generous,  gre- 
garious temperment,  ready  to  take  all  men  as  they 
seemed,  and  not  what  they  were,  the  young  Baro- 
net's life,  for  the  first  few  years,  had  been  a  merry 
one,  through  which  meandered  that  extravagant 
proclivity,  horse-racing,  a  pastime  which — how,  he 
could  not  conceive— had  been  singulary  unfortu- 
nate. 

At  the  end  of  seven  years  he  had  been  sharply 
brought  up  standing  by  two  events — the  knowledge 
that  be  was  deep  in  debt,  necessitating  an  imme- 
diate need  of  money  ;  and  that  he  was  desperately 
in  love  with  the  pcunilers  orphan  niece  and  de- 
pendant of  an  equally  penniless  lady  of  fashion. 

In  his  difficulty  he  applied  to  one  he  knew  well 
able  to  advise  in  such  matters— a  certain  Captain 
Uenshaw,  of  shady  character,  but  whose  knowledge 
of  the  turf  made  him  patronised  by  the  aristocracy 
of  tliat  frateriiity.  indeed,  in  such  cases.  Sir 
Richard  had  relied  implicitly  on  his  judgement,  a 
fact  that  rendered  lus  losses  the  still  more  sin* 
gular. 

By  the  Captain  he  was  introduced  to  Mr.  Josiah 
Biddlecomb,  one  whom  the  gallant  officer  aveired 
would  gladly  aid  him,  and  upon  whom  he  might 
safely  depend. 

Bright  days  apparently  began  for  the  Baronet. 
He  laughed  at  his  previous  gloomy  forebodings. 
He  never  knew  money  was  so  eanily  com-at-able — 
or  usurers  so  kind.  \V  hat  matter  a  sliglit  hitch  now 
and  then  ?  That  inestimable  Josiah  Biddlecomb 
would  be  sure  to  pull  him  through. 

By  that  "  inestimable "  Josiah  Biddlecomb's 
advice  the  Baronet  gave  up  horse-racing  for  specu- 
lation. By  the  attorney's  advice  he  dabbled  in 
shares — in  Welsh  mines,  which  one  day  were  to 
prove  an  Eldorado. 

The  descent  was  as  easy  as  rapid — so  rendered 
by  Josiah  Biddlecomb's  skilful  manipulation  ;  and 
when  this  story. opens  the  truth  had  come  like  a 
crash  upon  Sir  Richard  Carr,  that  if  some  desperate 
means  were  not  resorted  to,  he  was  not  only  ruined, 
but  disgraced. 

His  bills,  as  he  believed,  were  crowding  the 
market  ;  tb^  holders  growing  threateningly  jm- 
porluuate.  His  debts  were  heavy — debts  be  must 
meet,  being  debts  of  honor — and  the  'Welsh  mine 
was  far  from  as  yet  yielding  its  stores  of  wealth. 

In  this  emergency,  he  turned  to  the  attorney, 
and.  worn  witi)  despair  and  desperation,  now  ap- 
peared in  Josiah  Biddlecomb's  office. 

The  attorney  rose  slightly  from  his  seat  to  re- 
oerve  his  cliant,  motioning  him  to  a  chair.  ,  The 
Baronet  was  too  self-engrossed  to  observe  there 
was  a  diffeftnee  in  the  other's  ostial  urbane  cour- 
Usy. 


Placing  his  hat  and  cane  on  the  desk,  he  said,  aa 
he  irriubly  plucked  off  his  gloves,  "  YoQ  noaivad 
my  note,  of  course.  Biddlecomb  ?" 

••Of  course.  Sir  Richard." 

"  And  of  course  you  expected  me  ?"  added  the 
Baronet,  with  a  weak  attempt  at  a  smile. 

Iht  attorney  inclined  his  head,  slightly  raisi^ 
his  shoulders. 

"Biddlecomb."  said  the  I'aronet,  sifting  down, 
and  drawing  his  chair  nearer  the  desk  while  be 
spoke  in  the  tone  of  one  assured  of  sympathy  and 
help,  "  it's  of  no  use  beating  about  the  bush  to  yoo, 
Never  was  1  in  so  confounded  a  strait  as  now.  If 
you  do  not  aid  me,  I'm  a  ruined  man  !" 

"  Not  to  bad  as  that,  >ir  Richard,  surely  I"  re- 
marked the  attorney,  suavely,  passing  his  huA 
across  his  chin. 

"Surely,  yes.  I  can  t  make  it  out.  It's  not  la 
be  made  out,"  proceeded  the  oilier,  still  with  the 
sound  of  irritation  and  desperatian  in  bis  t«ne. 
"Everything  seems  to  come  uj>on  me  together,  M 
if  it  had  l)een  some  infernal  plot !" 

The  attorney's  lips  quivered.  Was  it  with  • 
smile  ? 

"  To-morrow's  pay-day  at  Tattersall'a.  I  miui 
get  money  for  that-  1  must  by  any  meana.  Ik 
would  never  do  for  Sir  Richard  Carr  to  be  •  d*> 
faulter!"  • 

"X)h,  of  course  not !" 

"  Then,"  procee  Jed  the  anhappy  Baronet,  «  Oi«y> 
ling  and  M  Inly  re's  bill  falls  due  on  the  day  after. 
They  vow  i hey  11  not  renew  ;  and  since  I  wrote 
you  that  fellow,  Jonas  Myers,  has  written,  saying 
he  shall  e.xjiect  payment  at  the  end  of  the  week." 

"  'i  hat's  bad— Very.  Jonas  Myers  is  generally  • 
man  of  his  word,"  remarked  the  attorney,  his  eye* 
cast  thoughtfully  down,  and  still  rubbing  bis  chin. 
"As  to  Grayling  and  M'Intyre,  I  sent  to  them  di- 
rectly I  heard  from  you.'' 

"  Well ':"  demanded  the  Baronet,  eagerly. 

"They  would  scarcely  take  the  trouble  of  reading 
my  letter.  Ihey  say  they'll  wait  not  an  hour  over 
the  time.     Ihey  will  lake  goods  or  person." 

"  But  they  must  wait !"  cried  the  Baronet,  start* 
ing  up.     "  Ihe  money  can  t  be  forthcoming  I" 

"  I  agree  with  you,  ^ir  liichard." 

The  other  paused,  looking  at  the  speaker.  Then, 
"But,  Biddlecomb,  if  these  fellows  really  intend 
what  they  say,  it  must  be  forthcoming  1" 

"Must!     How,  Sir  Richard! 

"I  know  not.  It  is  to  discover  a  means  that  I 
am  here  to  consult  you.'' 

"  But  who  will  advance,  when  I  may  say,  all 
your  security  is  already  mortgaged  ?" 

"  Look  here,  l.iddlecmib  !"  exclaimed  the  Bavo-  • 
net,  pacing  the  room  cxciie^Jy,  while  the  attorney, 
quitting  hi;j  seat,  stood  resting  on  the  corner  of 
the  office  table,  watching  him,  "  You  have  helped 
me  before  you  really  must  do  so  again  ;  for  I  tell 
you,  if  not,  ruin  is  inevitable  !" 

"  So  it  seems.  I'rav  what  is  the  sum  you  z^ 
quire  ?  " 

"  At  present,  for  my  immediate  need,  five  thou* 
sand  pounds !'' 

'1  he  attorney  iniide  a  "  whew  "  with  his  lipa. 

"For  Heaven's  sake  don't  look  so  lugubrionai 
man!  Why,  after  the  busine*S8  we  have  done  U^ 
gether,  it  would  not  be  an  excess  of  generosity  wen 
you  to  lend  it  yourself!" 

"  Upon  what  security,  Sir  Richard  ?  You  an 
aware  an  I  O  C  is  not  negooiable,  and  it  strikes  me 
at  l*iis  moment  you  have  no  better  security  to  give. 
Yes— look  liere ! '  proceeded  the  attofLey,  his  cz* 
pressii.n  changing,  while  he  held  up  his  hand  tO 
check  his  client  interrupting.  "Listen  to  me. 
The  time  has  indeed  arrived  when,  as  you  say,  it't 
no  use  beating  about  the  bush  with  us  two.  Bo, 
first  look  the  present  state  of  matters  £tirly  in  the 
face.     You  are  then  a  begger!" 

'Ihe  Baronet  wincid,  and  hie  delicate eomplesion' 
flashed,     ihe  attorney  proceeded,  apparently  no! 
seeing. 

"  For  the  last  few  years  you  have  been  so,  hrtag 
on  bills  which  is  out  of  your  power  ever  to  pay. 
If  you  doubt,  see  for  yourself.     It  is  just  a  rx>acb' 
oafculatioD  that  I  have  made  of  your  liabilitiM.^^ 

Be  passed  a  paper  to  his  client. 

To  be  CorUinuid. 
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The  Bay  I  Played  Base  Ball. 

ScNO  BT  RoBKBT  McKay.        .        .-...^r 
-  -■ ,.  .'>>''  ', , .  ■ 

My  name  it  is  O'Halloher, 

I'm  a  luan  tlmfs  iufltiential,  7. :   •  ^' '^y;  t-    ".; 

I  mind  my  l"'^iiip.-<8  slop  nt  home,  ^    ''."••.,      ■.- 

My  wants  aie  tew  and  small, 
Some  blackgnnp's  'totlier  day  did  come, 

Tbey  were  lull  ot  whiMkoy,  gin  and  mm. 
An'  tbey  took  me  onl  in  the  broiJiii'  suu, 

Tu  play  a  ({uoio  ol  ball. 

Tbey  made  me  every  oil  tbe  bata.     ■--"■' 

Tbey  nearly  iirove  me  crazy. 
An'  tbey  sent  me  out  iu  "  centre  field,"- 

Bat  I  paralyzed  them  all. 
I  pat  up  my  buu^is  to  catch  n  "fly," 

Holy  marthcr,  it  struck  nio  in  the  eye 
And  tbey  hun^'  me  on  a  hue  to  dry 

The  day  I  played  base  bulL 

I  took  the  hat  an'  hit  the  ball 

I  thought  to  SautnincL-sco, 
An'  thin  uroiiiid  tl  o  bases  ',  ■ 

Three  times  I  ran  them  all. 
But  thin  tbe  gan^  \)eytin  to  bowl, 

Au'  tbey  said  onld  man  you  made  a  fowl. 
An'  they  rnbbed  me  down  with  a  Turkish  towel. 

The  day  I  plaj  ed  base  balL 

Two  reixnrters  Jegped.to  know  my  nome^ 

An'  presintea  me  wid  a  medal. 
An '*they  asked  me  for  my  photograph   ' 

To  hang  npon  the  wall. 
They  said  that  I  ha  1  won  the  game. 

Though  my  he^id  «aK  broke  and  my  sbonldct  lame 
An'  they  sent  me  Imme  in  a  eattl«  truin, 

The  day  I  played  base  Ivill. 

Who'll  Kiss  My  Little  One  Good-Night. 

BT  ANNIE  CUBT18.  ..••.,■•; 

When  far  beyond  the  radiant  west 

The  Roiden  gates  are  opened  for  me. 
When  softly  tbron^h  the  gathering  mist 

Tbe  glt^im  uf  angel  robts  I  see, 
In  pity  then  whose  voice  will  cheer 

My  only  joy,  my  heart's  delight  ? 
Who'll  wipe  from  rtwy  cheeks  the  tear  ? 

Who  wiill  kiss  my  little  one  good-night  7 
C'HORrs. 
Whose  voice  iu  tender  soug  will  cheer. 

When  softly  fadeH  the  days  rotiy  light? 
Who'll  wipe  from  dimpled  cheeks  the  tear  ? 

Who'll  ki-8  uiy  littK  om-  gcod-uight? 

Though  safe  wilWn  the  blest  retreat 

I  drop  my  load  of  care  and  pain,  • 
I  yet  shall  miss  htr  smile  so  sweet. 

Her  yonng  btart'H  love,  all  free  from  stain 
Then,  let  the  world  seem  cold  and  drear. 

And  joy  with  day's  glad  beam  bikes  flij;bt, 
O  watchful  angels  I  ever  near. 

Bend  low  and  kiss  my  love  goo<l-night 

Whose  Toio«,  &c. 

Up  in  Sing  Sing. 

BT  W.  L.\WLEB. 

Air.    iTbe  Isle  de  Blacbvell. 


Gome  listen  ye  sneak  theives,    ..," 

And  light  banded  crew, 
PIckpookats,  bank  busters, 

ril  sing  unto  )'ou, 
01  a  place  that  is  fttmons. 
Old  times  it  will  bring, 
'Twill  recall  your  first  term,       .   . 

Yon  spent  up  in  Sing  Sing. 
Ohoma  :    With  then  get  in  that  bath4ab, 
Pnt  on  that  bright  suit, 
GiTe  him  a  olow  crop. 

That  sad  fiieed  galoot. 
Hand  him  a,  hammer, 

Oo  make  that  rock  ring, 
Oh  !  snob  a  picnic. 
Way  ap  iu  Sing  Sing. 

Than  waa  a  yonng  gnscde, 

A  oonOiiential  clerk. 
He  handled  mnch  oases. 

To  tati  for  to  work. 


He  skipped  with  ten  thoiumid. 
Was  caught  on  the  wing ; 

He's  Duw  pegging  brogana. 
Way  np  in  Smg  Sing. 

Oh  there  was  a  great  swell, 

On  fiaro  he  was  bent,   \ 
He  staked  all  his  sugar,  I 

And  lost  every  cent 
He  forged  his  old  man's  name^ 

But  'twasn't  the  thing, 
He  took  an  excorsion     I 

Way  up  iu  Sing  Sing.^ 

Oh  !  there  is  a  known  chap^ 

He  started  to  mash. 
Was  scented  by  the  peelen.      i 

Came  down  with  a  crash. 
He  owned  np  with  sorrow, 

The  cracks  lost  their  kiuK 
He's  enjoying  a  lifetimes 

Way  up  in  Sing  Sing; 


Ohoras. 


Chonu. 


The  Emerald  Flag  so  Oreen. 


BT  J.  T.  HiroOABD. 


Am :    xbim's  lovzlt  homz. 


Now  gather  round  that  little  flag. 

Of  the  Emerald  Inle  so  green  ; 
In  all  tbe  nations  of  tbf  earth. 

No  raettler  can  be  seen. 
J'or  engraved  upon  it  you  can  find 

Tbe  harp  and  shamrock  too, 
It  ne'er  will  stand  to  be  trodden  down 

By  the  Orange  and  the  Blue. 
Chorus. 
For  engraved  upon  it  you  can  find. 

The  harp  and  shamrock  too. 
It  ne'er  will  stand  to  be  trodden  down 

By  the  Orange  and  the  Bloe, 

England  with  her  cruel  laws. 

Is  trying  to  keep  it  down, 
Altho' it  being  formost  iu  the  strife. 

And  for  her  has  won  renown. 
They  might  have  been  swept  from  off  the  earth. 

And  never  more  be  seen. 
Bat  for  tbe  boys  from  Paddy's  land. 

With  tbe  emerald  flag  so  gxeeu.  Gborus. 

The  time  is  now  approaching  v 

When  that  little  fla«  will  be 
Raised  high  o'er  that  Island, 

When  its  people  witl  be  free. 
Then  we'll  uphold  it  evermore, 

In  spite  of  Saxons  Queen, 
And  shelter  from  their  tyrany, 

That  emerald  flag  so  green. 


Choms. 


The  True  Sons  of  Erin. 

Simo  BT  JACK  CONBOT. 

-  * « 

Don't  be  alarmed  at  seeing  ua  here. 

We  are  gents  of  the  vt  ry  first  water  ; 
Our  appearance  will  show  we  are  noblemen  too ; 

And  sons  of  a  nobleman's  daughter. 
Our  mother,  God  bless  her,  she  doted  on  us,     • 

For  all  her  pleasures  we  made  ; 
We  are  commanders  now  in  the  army,  . , ,   . 

In  the  ranks  of  the  Iiish  Brigade. 
Cbobcs. 
Hurrah  !  hurrah  for  the  true  sons  of  Erin, 

The  stout-hearted  soldiero  who  are  never  afraid ; 
They  are  true  to  the  core  and  dare-devil  daring, 

The  true  aoble  sons  of  the  Irish  Brigade. 

We  marched  to  tbe  front  with  nine  hundred  strong. 

In  a  line  thro'  tbe  dead  and  the  dying, 
We  marched  gayly  on  with  the  fife  and  the  dram  ; 

While  the  green  fiag  above  us  was  flying, 
Yes,  high  in  the  air  it  proudly  did  wave, 

Seemingly  not  afraid.  •  , 

For  it  knew  that  protection  was  near. 

From  the  boys  of  the  Irish  Brigade.         Chonu. 

Tbe  Irish  Brigade  is  both  strong  and  brava, 

For  fighting  the  beet  in  the  land.  v 

And  if  you're  in  trouble  the  tme  aona  of  Erin 

Will  williu<{ly  extend  a  band  ; 
Yes,  they  will  give  as  long  as  they  live 

One-half  of  which  they  pnsneaa 
To  the  needy  and  poor  who  come  to  their  door 

With  a  cry  for  help  iu  distress.  Choms. 


Johnny  BeeL 

Gome  all  you  boys  of  New  York, 
And  listen  unto  me  ; 

Likewise  pey  attention       ,'■>•:.' '\    .,..'. 
To  tiie  few  linee  1  have  bet*  -' 

For  the  mnrder  of  officer  Smithy  ' 

I  amtiorry  to  tbe  btart,  ."'./' 

Which  leaves  my  a^ed  parents  .     .   "^  ,  •  'V 
Iu  sorrow  f.)r  to  part.  " ;. 

It's  little  did  Ihey  evir  think  ■;■.'■ 

All  in  my  youth  nud  bloom,  ••     -.     ■■',■'' 

I  was  reare<l  on  First  Avenne, 

For  to  meet  my  awful  doom.  >  ."  .-;     -I 

It  was  standing  on  the  corner;   ~    , 
It  was  my  heart's  delight,  . '»      >"; 

And  it's  true  that  my  oompanions  ■:-•• 

They  always  oaed  me  right 

Ofilocr  Smithy  he  came  up  to  me^ 

These  won's  to  roe  did  say  ;        •   -       ' 

J  jhnny  Reel  get  off  this  comer, 
Or  111  club  you  rightaway. 

Drawing  my  pistol  from  my  pocket 
Boys.  I  sbi't  him  through  tne  heart, 

Which  lea vea  officir  Smithy 

Aud  his  family  to  depart  '   .■ 

Bunning  np  to  thirty  second  street        ,< 

Trying  to  make  my  escape  ; 
When  au  officer  of  the  Twenty  First  Ward, 

Soon  caught  me  in  my  chase. 

He  took  me  to  the  City  Tomba,  . . 

Where  I  was  condemned  to  die. 
On  tbe  twenty-flfHt  day  of  August,  ^.' 

Upon  the  gallows  high.  '  v" 

Three  ch-vrs  for  Jamea  McCloakey, 
'     Who  done  so  mnch  for  me  ; 
Likewise  for  James  O'Brien, 
Who  tri^d  to  set  me  free. 

Governor  Hoff'man  would  not  pardon  roB, 

m  tell  yon  the  reason  why, 
Because  I  did  not  vote  for  Tammany, 

This  day  I  am  to  dia 

The  day  of  my  execntion,    ;      '  :    l 

Was  a  pitiful  sight  to  se^ 
When  four  ol  the  twenty-flrst  word  bovBL 

Took  the  last  farewell  of  me. 

They  fell  into  my  arms. 

And  bitterly  they  did  cry. 
Saying  my  true  beloved  companion, 

This  day  you  are  to  die. 

My  song  is  nearly  ended, 
I  hope  I  have  offended  nooe^  ,- 

And  if  I  have  come  tell  me. 
Before  I  will  be  hung. 


AIBI 


My  Bnnuny  Bed  Nose.  ] 

MT  PRRTTT  RID  R08K.  BT  WILLIK  WILDWAVK 


Have  you  heard  of  my  rummy  red  nose,  j 

Ai  you  rambled  to-night  on  the  street"  ' 

II  you  haven't-well  then  111  disclose,      ' 

\«  hat  the  boys  to  often  repeat  -I 

They  say  that  its  color  is  cardinal  red,  .1 

Well  perliaps  it  is,  I  suppose. 
Many  a  tear  boys  I  abed,  as  I  heard  what  thay  Mid. 

"  Oh  I  look  at  his  rummy  red  nose !' 
Chobcs. 


A 


My  rummy  red  noa^  my  rummy  red  nose, 
'Tie  a  hard  name  to  call  you,  my  rummy  red  noee. 
Many  a  tear  boys  I  ebed,  a-<  I  heard  what  thtf  said 
"  Oh  !  look  at  his  rummy  red  noae  V  . 

They  say  many  a  sohooner  I  Jrank, 

Yes,  many  a  schooner  of  beer,        ;;     .  ■ 
Enoush  to  fill  the  Aquarium  tank. 

And  the  r<.«ntaal  Park  one  too  they  fear. 
But  away  with  tuoh  foolish  ijeea, 

It'a  impoasible  every  one  knows. 
Well,  well,  it  appears,  many  of  the  b««ra. 

iieam  to  dwell  in  my  rommy  red  oose.     Choraa. 


i 
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The  Oardtn  Where  the  Praties  Orow 

BT  iwi»  PATTBB80N. 


Chorus. 


HWt*  yoa  erer  b«eu  iu  lore,  boja, 

Did  you  over  feel  the  paiu  ? 
I'd  rather  b«  in  jail,  I  would, 

Thau  be  iu  love  again. 
Tho'  the  girl  I  lote  was  beautiful, 

I'd  haye  yon  all  to  know 
That  I  met  her  in  the  garden 

Where  the  praties  grow. 
Choruo. 
She  WM  yant  the  oort  of  creature 

That  Nature  did  iutend. 
To  walk  straight  through  the  world 

Without  the  Grecian  bend. 
Nor  did  she  wear  a  chignon — 

I'd  hare  ron  all  to  know,         « 
That  I  met  Ler  in  the  garden 

Where  the  praties  grow. 

She  was  singing  an  onld  Irish  song, 

Called  "6ra  gal  machree," 
Oh  I  nys  I.  what  a  wife  she'd  make 

For  an  Irish  boy  like  me  ; 
I  was  on  important  business. 

But  I  did  not  like  to  go. 
And  leave  the  girl  or  the  garden 

Where  the  praties  grow. 

Says  I.  "  my  lovely  fair  maid, 

I  hope  you'll  pardon  me  ;" 
Bat  she  wasn't  like  thone  city  girls. 

That  would  say  "  you're  making  ftwe," 
She  answered  right  modestly, 

And  curtsied  very  low, 
Saying,   "  You're  welcome  to  the  garden 

SVhsrs  the  praties  grow."  Chorus. 

Says  I,  "  My  lovely  darling, 

I'm  tired  of  single  life. 
And  if  yon  have  no  objection, 

I'll  make  you  my  dear  wife  ;" 
Says  she,   "  I'll  az  my  parents. 

And  to-morrow  I'll  let  you  know. 
If  you  meet  mo  in  the  garden 

Where  the  praties  grow."  Cboms. 

Kow  her  parent's  they  consented. 

And  we're  blessed  with  children  three — 
Two  girls  like  their  mammy. 

And  a  boy  the  image  of  ma  ; 
I'll  train  up  the  children 

In  the  way  they  should  go. 
But  rU  ne'er  forget  the  garden 

Whtire  the  praties  grow.  Cboms. 


Dar  am  Honey  on  Deae  Lips. 

Oopyri(bt    187t   by  ■    U.  Htrdliig.        Tba  Mmle  can  be 
hkdofB.  H    Uardinir.   M<i   230  Bowary.     Prioa  U  ats. 
UMT  BX  178  POST  PAID,  ON  BIOUT  OP 
PSICS  36  CXMTB.    ... 


Come  and  kiss  me.  Linda,  kiss  me, 

I's  a  waitiu'  for  yon,  here, 
For  I  know  dat  yon  would  miss  me. 

If  dis  darkey  was  not  near  ; 
Long  I's  lov'd  you,  Linda,  lov'd  yon. 

As  the  bee  the  flower  it  sips. 
And  ss  tru«  as  the  stars  above  yon, 

Dar  aB>  honey  on  dese  lips. 
Chorus. 

Long  Fs  lov'd  yoa,  Linda,  Lov'd  yod. 
As  the  bee  the  flower  it  sips, 

And  as  tme  as  stars  above  you, 
Dar  am  honey  on  dese  lips. 

Come  and  nestle  close  beside  me. 

So  I  loves  you  all  de  more, 
For  I  knows  yon  will  confide  me 

Something  neber  told  before  ; 
While  yon're  lookin  from  de  winds. 

Think  how  soon  de  ebening  slips. 
And  believe  m«,  darling  Linda, 

Dar  am  honey  on  detw  lips. 

Come  and  whisper  words  of  pleasure 
Tell  me  if  yoar  heart  am  true. 

For  you  am  my  dearest  treasure. 
And,  my  love,  I  love  bat  yoa  ; 


CbonuL 


Now,  as  in  the  past  I  feel  it. 

From  my  toes  to  finper  tips. 
And  I  wish  you'd  let  me  seal  it 
.     Wid  ds  honey  on  dese  lips. 


Choms. 


The  Finnegan  Brigade,  or  One.  Two.  Three. 
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MCSIC  BT  C.  A.  PCLUEB.       DEDICATED  TO  MKSSRS 

HABBIOAN    AND    HART. 

Mmto  of  this  8oD(r  pqblinlied  liy  Spsar  h  Debohoff. 

N    T.         PriCH  40cta. 

SKMT  BT  US,  POST  Pa11>,   O.N  KACKIPT  07  PRICE. 


A  gallant  corps  in  Baxter  street. 

Have  organized  of  late  ; 
They  muster  full  a  thousand  men. 

The  pride  of  New  York  State  ; 
They  drill  so  strict  the  least  mistake. 

Puts  Finn  into  a  rage  ; 
He'll  bounce  au  awkward  gossoon  from 

The  Finnegan  Brigade. 

Chobcs, 
Now  mind  me  !  one,  two,  three  !  shonlder  arms  ! 

Plaze  howld  yoor  chin  up.  Darby  Grady, 
Step  off  free  !  one,  two,  three  ! 
What  do  we  cars  if  people  stare 
At  Finuegan's  Brigade  ? 

With  head  erect  and  shoalders  square. 

And  step  so  firm  and  grand  ; 
While  down  the  street  the  music  sweet 

Plays  "  dear  old,  Paddy's  Laud." 
Oar  colors  wave  aad  sabers  flash. 

Bright  in  the  morning  sun, 
While  bouquets  rare  are  sticking  in 

The  muzzle  of  each  giuk  Cboms. 

Last  Patrick's  day  we  made  a  hit. 

Our  friends  will  wtoutly  swear  ; 
For  keeping  lime  or  straighter  lines. 

No  better  marching  there. 
More  hearty  cheers  you  never  hear 

From  matron  man  or  maid. 
Than  went  up  for  the  heroes  in 

The  Finnegan  brigade.  Ghoraa. 

I 

*■   '•'   m 

The  Fanner's  Daughter,  or,   the  Little 
Chickens  in  the  Garden. 

Tbe  Mnilc.    pabliahed   by   Jolin  ¥  Perry  A  Co.Dniton, 

SXMT  BT  US  TO  ANT  ADDR£H8  ON  lt£C£IP'r  OF 

PRICX,    40  CENTS. 


I  once  did  know  a  farmer, 

And  he  was  a  faithful  soul. 
He  used  to  work  upon  his  farm 

Around  his  country  home  ; 
He  had  an  only  dkiiighter. 

And  to  win  her  I  did  try. 
And  when  I  asked  her  to  be  mine^ 

The  old  man  did  reply. 

Chorus. 
Treat  my  danghtsr  kindly, 

Aud  say  you  U.do  no  harm,    • 
And  when  I  die 

I'll  leave  yoa  hoth. 
My  little  stock  and  farm  ; 

My  horse,  my  cow,  my  sheep,  my  plow, 
My  homo  my  pu|np,  my  bara, 

And  all  the  little  chickens  in  the  garden. 


I  loved  this  yonog  girl  dearly. 

And  I  thought  that  she  loved  me. 
And  every  eveuiqg  I  would  go. 

Her  lovely  face  to  see. 
And  watch  her  milk  her  father's  oow. 

In  it  I  saw  no  harm. 
And  lots  of  fun  I'd  always  have. 

Before  I'd  left  the  bam. 


Cboms. 


Her  father  has  oonnented. 

And  we  two  will  married  be  ; 
We'll  own  our  little  country  home. 

And  live  iu  harmony. 
No  sorrow  seemo  to  hover  o'er 

Our  Itttle  cottftge  home. 
For  all  is  blithe  and  happiness. 

Although  we  live  alone. 


The  Little  Tin  Soldier 


THE  MrSIC  IS  PUBLISHED  BT  WHITE,    SMITH  &  Co, 

WILL   BE    SENT    BT  US,    TO  ANY    ADDRESS, 

ON  BKCEIPT  OF  PRIC£,  3o  CTS. 


He  was  a  little  tin  soldier. 

One  little  leg  had  he  ; 
She  was  a  little  fairy  dancer. 
Bright  as  bright  could  be. 
She  had  a  cnstle  aud  a  garden. 

Ho  but  au  old  box  dim  ; 
She  was  a  dainty  rose  love. 

Far  too  grand  for  him. 
Befrain  :    Ho  was  a  little  tin  soldier. 
One  little  leg  bad  he. 
Bravely  shoolder'd  his  mosket. 
Fain  her  love  would  be. 

Once  more  he  sees  his  rose  love^      . 

Still  she  is  dancing  gay, 
He  is  worn  aud  faded. 

Loyal  still  tor  aye. 
Then  came  a  hand  that  swept  them 

Into  a  furnace  wide. 
Parted  in  life,  iu  dying        ,  ' 

They  are  side  by  side. 
Kelraiu  :    Ah  !  for  the  little  tin  soldier. 
Ah !  for  her  cruel  part. 
There  hes  h     rose  iu  ashes. 
There  his  loyal  little  heart 


The  Great  St.  Patrick's  Day. 

Words  by  h.  osbobne.     Air  :     Emancipation  Day. 

Old  Ireland  is  onr  country,  God  send  her  liberty. 
All  of  that  glorious  nation  now  are  exiled  far  from  thee. 
But  treedom'.s  dawn  will  some  day  come. 
At  least,  we  trust  and  pray  that  iu  oar  isle 

we'll  celebrate 
A  victorious  Patrick's  Day. 

Chorus. 
With  Harp  and  Shamrock  bright, 
We'll  make  a  glorious  sight. 
That  emblem  ouce  uufurled  takes  the  sway, 
We'll  join  both  heart  aud  hand,  ,  - 

Then  no  tyrant  dare  disband  • 

The  sons  ol  Erin's  Isle  ou  St  Patrick's  Day. 

All  honor  to  the  loyal  men  we  mean  to  mention  yet, 
O'Mahouy,  O'Counell,  aud  the  patriot  Emmet ; 
Their  names  last  forever,  lit  with  goldou  ray,  ,  . 
Their  shadows  mingle  with  us  ou  I 

Our  great  St  Patrick's  Day.  Choras. 


^••-« 


Deacon  Jones'  Collection.  1 

THI  MUSIC  WILL  BK   SF.NT  BY    CS,   POST  PAID,    TO  ANT 
ADDRKSS,  ON  ntCClPT  OF  PRICB.       SOotS. 


Choms. 


My  time  I've  »pent  for  forty  years, 

fntil  I'm  old  and  grey, 
My  duly  is  witliin  tlie  church. 

And  there  I  long  to  stay. 
The  high  the  low.  the  rich  or  poor, 

I  waUsh  with  jealous  care. 
For  I  can  tell,  ah  !   who  would  know. 

What  heartaare  moved  by  prayer. 
For  I  can  ij-ll,  ah  !  who  would  know, 

Wliat  hearl8  are  moved  by  prayer. 

I  know  who  come  to  hear  the  truth, 

Kead  from  thai  sacred  book, 
A  task  not  »^ard  for  me  W  tell. 

By  every  act  or  look. 
And  as  my  duly  calls  me  now. 

To  pass  llie  plaie  around. 
I  know  who  dr»p«  a  penny  in. 

And  who  puts  in  a  pound. 
1  know  who  drops  a  penny  in. 

And  who  puts  io  a  pound. 

Do  not  forget  the  sexton  old. 

You've  seen  from  childhood's  years. 
As  from  the  cradle  to  the  grave. 

He's  shnred  your  joys  and  tears. 
And  when  his  .Masur  from  on  high. 

Shall  call  him  home  ai  last 
How  many  here  will  drop  a  tear, 

I D  memory  of  the  past 


Repeal 
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I         Norah  Darling- 


3T  ▲.  A.  HILL. 


VrsiC  BT  C.  D.  BLAKR. 


MCSIC  PCBLISHKD  BY  O.  D.  RUS8RLL,  A  CO,  BOSTON. 

6t>"T    BY    US  TO  A. NY    ADDRESS,     POST  PAID,    ON 

RKCKIPT  or  PRICK.   40  C«NT3. 


I  am  thinkii^  Norah  darling. 

Of  that  bright  day  when  the  starling 
Sang  his  Bweet  oongg  as  we  wandered  o'er  the  lea ; 

When  the  dew  was  on  the  clover. 
With  the  blue  uky  bending  over, 

And  I  whispered  you  were  all  the  world  to  me; 
Oh  !  the  music  of  the  thrushes  ! 

And  the  roses  of  your  bluehes! 
As  you  laid  your  liitle  head  upon  my  breast ; 

All  the  heaven's  were  full  of  gloiy, 
As  we  told  the  old  love  story, 

While  tne  golden  sun  sank  slowly  in  the  west, 

Chorus. 

Take  my  blessinff,  Norah  darling. 

With  your  voice  so  like  a  starling. 
And  your  pouting  lips  like  cherries  ripe  and  red  ; 

While  my  fortune  1  was  making. 
Sure,  my  lieart  it  cmne  near  breaking, 

liut  I'm  couiitig  back  to  Ireland  now,  to  wed. 

Now  for  me  the  sweetest  bliss  is. 

The  remembrance  of  your  kisses. 
As  you  looked  up  fondly  smiling  thro'  your  tears  ; 

When  you  vowed  you'd  true  be  ever. 
That  you  would  forget  me  never. 

And  your  lieart  the  while,  kept  thumping" 

with  its  fears. 
Are  vou  still  true  to  your  Barnev. 

With  his  love  and  bit  o'  blarney. 
When  he  said  good-wight,  und  kiesed  you 

at  the  door? 

Then  arrah  love,  I'll  not  tarry. 
But  I'll  hasten  home  and  marry. 

For  my  pockets  iJiey  are  lined  with  gold  galore. 
.    -  .. ,  Chorus. 


MoU  McCue- 

BY  JOHN  rATrEB-SOX. 
AIR  :       WHAT  can't  BK  CURID. 


Come  all  you  loyal  and  tnie-hearted-lovers. 

And  lend  an  ear  to  my  doleful  tale. 
Shure  cruel  t'upid  has  driven  me  stupid. 

And  alone  I  wander  through  eacii  liill  and  dale. 
My  true  love's  gone  and  left  me  t)ehind  her  ; 

Arrah,  neighbors  tell  me  wliat  niuet  I  do! 
Oh !  search  in  vain  !  will  I  ever  find  her. 

My  darling  fair  one,  poor  Moll  McCue  ? 

When  firxt  I  saw  lier  'twas  on  a  Sunday  evening. 

As  througli  the  green  fieldx  I  cli  incd  to  stray. 
Where  the  lark  ana  litmet    more  pruuii  than 

>pinnet. 

Bang  most  melodious  on  every  vpray. 
No  haylhen  goddess  e'er  lookrd  so  modest. 

With  lier  curly  locks  and  her  eyes  so  blue. 
Your  Venelisn  ladies  may  go  to  Brady's, 

They're  only  paper  to  Moll  McCue. 


That  Soft  Sweet  Waltz. 

BY   K.   M  CONNKLl.V. 

Unslc  Copyrieliteil     1678   hy  E    H.  Harding. 

SENT  BY  US  POST   I'AID.  ON  RECEIPT  OF 

PRICE  35  CEKT8. 


hh  !  that  soft  sweet  waltz,  ringing  in  my 

ilioughts  to-night. 
How  it  thrills  every  nerve  with  a  i-aptnre  of  deliulit., 
Krinzin^  dreams  of  plaisure,  dispelling  all  that  s  false, 
Exqtiisite  notes  of  power  rare,   that  charming 

fofi  Hwt-et  waltz. 
^\  aves  of  sweet  melody,  gently  flowing    plt-asure 

moving. 
Like  a  dream  of  conlentineot  so  rare, 
Ah!  that  waltr!  soft  sweet  wall « I 
Ah!   that  exquisite  beautiful  waltz. 


Ah !  that  soft  sweet  waltz,  ringing  in  ray  tlmnglits 

to-night. 
How  it  thrills  every  nerve  with  a  rapture  of  deliglit. 
Bringing  dreams  of  pleasure  ;  dispelbng  all  that's  false; 
Exquisite  notes  of  power  rare,  that  cham\ing 

soft  Bweet  waltz. 

Brilliant  sparkling  beauty  and  eyes  with  pleasure 

meeting. 
While  the  notes  gaily  Aoat,  all  a  welcome  gaily 

greeting. 
Round  the  dancers  glide  for  gay  pleasure  never  halls. 
While  uU  the  friends  of  pleasure  sweet,  enjoy 

the  soft  sweet  waltz. 
Waves  of  sweet  melody,  gently  flowing,  pleasure 

moving. 
Like  a  dream  of  contentment  so  rare, 
Ah  !  that  waltz  !  soft  sweet  waltz ! 
Ah  !  that  exquisite  beautiful  waltz.  Chorus. 


Forgive  the  Word  in  Anger  Spoken. 

III'SIC   riBLlSUKD  BY  BAKER,  GRAVES,  &  CO. 

WILi,   BE   SENT   BY  US,    TO  ANT    ADDRESS, 
ON  EECEIPT  OFPEICE,  35CT8. 


Foj^ive  the  word  in  anger  spoken, 

1  did  not  think  'twould  wound  thy  heart, 
Let  not  the  tie  that  binds  be  broken, 

Oh !  loved  one,  say  we  shall  not  part. 
For  thou  to  me  art  purt-st,  dearest. 

In  all  the  world  so  wide, 
Then  say  thou  will  forgive  me,  darling. 

And  never  wander  from  my  side.  .  . 

_  .-    Chobus. 
Forgive  the  word  in  anger  spoken. 

I  did  not  think  'twould  wound  thy  heart. 
Let  not  the  tie  that  binds  be  broken. 

Oh  I  loved  one,  say  we  shall  not  part. 

Thou  know'st  well  how  fond  I  love  thee, 

My  heart  is  thine  and  thine  alone. 
And  while  the  stars  shine  bright  above  thee, 

>ay.  wilt  thou  ever  be  mine  own  ? 
How  sad  would  be  my  life  without  thee, 

Hope  and  joy  would  then  depart. 
Oh  I  let  me  fo:d  my  arms  about  thee. 

And  press  thee  closer  to  my  heart.       Chorus. 

Oh  !  smile  again  my  fondest  treasure.  ,  ■  : 

And  let  not  sorrow  dim  tliine  eye. 
For  all  thy  life  sliull  be  a  pleasure. 

Then  darling  loved  one,  do  not  sigh. 
Oh !  well  I  know  'twas  wrong  to  elude  thee. 

And  my  words  have  caused  me  pain, 
Oh !  darling,  let  me  sit  beside  thee. 

And  take  me  to  thy  heart  again.  Chorus. 


Good  Times  Gome  Again. 

SOSOA.VD  DA.NCE.       "  BY  WILL  S.  HATS 

MUSIC   PUBLISHED  BT  J.  E.  DITSON  A  CO. 

SKXT  BY  US  TO  ANY  ADDRESS  ON  BECEIPT  OT 
PRICK,    40  CENTS. 


String  de  banjo,  git  de  bones. 

Play  de  fiddle  too, 
Gwine  to  have  de  good  ole  times, 

rienty  work  to  do. 
Git  out  in  de  cotton  field. 

Hoe  de  sugar-cane. 
Hunt  de  possum  and  de  coon, 
l>e  good  lime's  come  again. 
Chorus :     We  gwine  to  pick  de  eotton. 
An'  hoe  de  sugar-cane; 
Dance  all  night,  till  broad  daylight. 
When  de  good  times  come  again. 

I>anfle. 


Darkies  rolling  cotton  fast 

Down  the  river  bank. 
Steamboat  wailing  for  it  daE,- 

I  ake  it  on  de  plank. 
See  dem  fore  de  fiah  doors. 

Hear  'em  singin'  plain. 
Bless  my  soul  I  feel  so  good, 

De  good  times  come  again. 


Cho,  A  Danoe. 


Plenty  ham  an'  later  now, 

Couldu  I  ax  for  more. 
No  excuse  for  darkey  aay,      ■;"■." 

Hungry,  week  an'  poor. 
Go  into  de  corn-field  dar. 

Git  to  raising  g^in. 
Plow  an'  mow,  an'  reap  an  sow, 

De  guod  limes  eome  again. 

I'se  gwine  buck  to  Alabam, 

Gwine  dar  lo  stay. 
Git  back  in  de  cotton-field,  . 

Never  come  away. 
Don't  care  wat  de  odders  do, 

No  cause  to  complain. 
Tings  ain't  like  dey  used  to  be, 

De  good  times  come  again. 


Cho.  A  Danoa. 


Qho.  A  Danoa. 


My  Mary  Ann. 

BY  TIM  ROGERS. 


I've  got  a  sweetheart,  she  looks  like  a  queen 
Her  hair  it  is  red,  and  her  age  is  sixteen. 
She's  from  Kildare,  she's  not  very  green. 
She's  one  of  the  fairest  your  eyes  ever  seen,  '■■' 
She  sings  "  Eilleen  Allanna,"  plays  on  the  piano, 
Willi  a  voice  soprano,  that's  oozy  and  sweet. 
But  when  she  sits  down  to  play   '  Lakes  of  Killaraay," 
She  frightens  the  children  off  of  the  street. 
Churcs. 
You  should  see  Mary,  she's  light  as  a  fsiry, 
Sings  like  a  canary,  from  ouldTipiterary, 
She  is  not  airy,  she  attends  to  the  dairy, 
She's  never  contrary,  my  own  Mary  Ann 

I  look  lovely  Mary  one  night  to  a  ball, 
lo  a  massacred  hop,  down  to  Walhalla  Hall ;     ' 
She  swung  the  side  quadrille  the  best  of  them  all, 
Bui  get  her  to  dance,  faith  1  could nt  at  all. 
Says  1,  lovely  Mary,  will  you  wallz  the  next  quadrille  f 
Says  she,  excuse  me,  Levi,  I'm  losing  uiy  health, 
iler  corns  they  did  ache  her,  she  look  off  her  shoe. 
And  in  two  minutes  time  she  had  the  ball  to  herself. 

You  should  see  Mary,  ^e. 

When  the  dancing  was  over  some  man  sung  a  song. 
And  in  |>opped  a  nagur,  and  struck  a  big  gong, 
He  shouled  out  fire,  and  she  flew  straight  along. 
She  fell  down  tlie  steps,  and  I  thought  she  waa  gone  ; 
I  caught  her  and  courinced  her  the  gong  went 

for  supper. 
She  sat  down  to  the  table,  and  done  it  up  brown. 
The  fruit  that  she  eat  was  onions  and  garlic  ; 
The  perfume  from  her  breath  would  knock  a  man 

,  down. 

I  You  should  see  Mary,  Ao. 


Dufiy's  Opening  Night. 

BUNG  BT  JACK  COJUROY. 


■■■■'{■ 


V 


Did  you  ever  hear  tell  of  Pat  Duffy  f 

He  come  from  the  County  Majo. 
Lai<t  week  sure  he  started  a  bar-roon 

Down  in  the  Fourlh  Ward  Below. 
There  was  lager,  free,  lunch  and  whiskey. 

Faith,  indeed,  'twas  an  elegant  sight;    < 
But  the  boyi,  on^and  all,  they  got  frisky 
On  Duffy's  grand  opening  night. 
Chorus  :     Ah !  but  Dufl^y  sold  horrible  liquor ; 

^  It  would  knock  you  up  high  as  a  kite. 

And  the  bar  I'm  sure  never  looked  sielur, 
1  han  on  Duffy's  grand  opening  night 

Poor  Duffy  sent  out  invitations,  :~.  -»P. 

And  invited  his  neighbors  to  eoma. 
He  told  ihem  he'd  treat  them  all  daeent,    '     .''^ 

And  give  them  their  fill  of  good  mm. 
They  came  there  in  droves  and  by  doseas, 

And  got  into  a  terrible  fight. 
They  broke  all  the  doors  and  the  windows 

Ob  Duff)  b  grand  opening  night.  Oboms. 

They  stole  all  the  stock  that  he  had  thera. 

And  drank  all  his  whiskey  so  sweet ; 
They  took  both  his  clothes  and  his  money. 

And  threw  him  out  into  the  stf«et. 
They  scattered  his  family,  and  left  him         ^ 

lo  roam  in  a  terrible  plight.  ''"r 

Poor  Duffy  DOW  lives  on  free  Innehes 

Since  he  gave  the  grand  «p«ui«  JUgkL    Olm. 


j 
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The  Winning  Hand. 

Word*  aud  Music  by  Juaepb  F.  Skelly. 


In  life  I'm  certain  to  succeed, 

Tho"  tricks  I  do  disdain  ; 
I  know  just  bow  to  do  tliiugs  brown. 

Mo  matter  what's  the  tiame. 
In  basiuesa  or  society,  .    ! 

Good  I uok  I  can  command  ; 
I  show  them  all  that  I  am  right,    , 

For  I  hold  the  winuiuR  hand. 

Chorus.  •'"'. 

I  bold  the  winning  band,  boya, 

The  fates  I  can  command  ; 
la  love  or  strife,  and  all  thro'  liiB^ 

I  hold  the  winning  hand. 

i  «aSed  np(A  the  stormy  seas, 

Aud  beard  the-billowii  roar  ; 
The  ship  was  sinking  down  with  m^ 

So  I  thought  I'd  swim  ashore. 
t»ue  man  begun  to  shout  and  pray. 

He  could  uot  reach  the  bank  ; 
• '  FiireweU,"  nuiid  I,  "  my  Christian  friend, 

I  bold  the  winning  hand  I"  Cborns. 

I  heard  tho«ie  saintly  gentlemen 

In  Burunm's  Music  Hall, 
With  all  their  might  aud  sense  of  right, 

For  aiuners  they  did  call. 
I  heard  tham  singing  "  Hold  the  Fjrt"    v 

And  "Come  and  Join  the  Band  !" 
But  I  belong  to  Plymouth  Church, 

Aud  I  hold  the  winning  hand  1  Gboms. 

I  fell  In  love,  of  conrse  yon  know^ 

All  mankind  is  the  same  ; 
My  sweetheart  was  a  charming  girl, 

McGoiuuess  was  her  name. 
I  thought  she  was  the  fairest  flower, 

That  bloomed  in  all  the  land, 
like  Cupid's  dart  she  pierced  luy  heart. 

For  she  held  the  wiuuing  haL'L  CborOB. 

But  30on  there  came  another  chap. 

Who  wears  much  finer  clotheu ; 
He  lutro<luced  himself  to  her 

\s  "  Hilderbrandt  Montrose  f 
Km  baby  words  and  "crochet  work," 

My  ears  conld  never  stand, 
H  >  I  boanced  him  out,  and  showed  him  then, 

Tliat  I  held  the  winning  hand.  Choros. 

Ballinamuck  Brigade. 


BTHO  BT  JUCES   O  XEUi. 


AIB  :    EMANCIPATION  DAT. 


I'll  never  forget  the  dav  r:.  boy% 

We  went  out  on  ■;!  I    le  :  /' 

Dressed  up  in  nni:jrm  so  gay 

Two  soldiers  for  a  day. 
With  the  green  flag  flyiug  o'er  onr  heads. 

The  color  that  never  fades, 
When  we  went  np  to  the  National  Park — 

In  the  Ballinamuck  Brigade. 
Chorus. 

We  march  away  so  neat,  .  ;• 

With  new  shoes  upon  onr  feet. 
Of  the  Uoolahan  Musketeers  Mai're  not  afraid  ; 

And  We  look  so  neut  and  grand. 
With  our  muskets  in  our  hand. 

While  marching  in  the  JJoUiuamuck  Brigade. 

TThe  Rhootiug  commenced  at  the  National  Park 

In  «1ie  afternoon  at  four, 
Tim  Hoolahan  won  a  barrel  of  coal, 

And  Murpby  a  barrel  of  flour  ;  '  ', 

Jim  Casey  won  a  new  bliick  hat, 

Dressed  out  with  a  white  cockade. 
To  torn  out  on  8t.  Bitrick's  ctey 

In  the  Balliuamnck  Brigade.  Choms. 

And  when  we  Rot  home  at  night,  mj  boys, 

We  dressed  up  for  the  ball ;»  .„:j  ,..    , 
We  invite*!  an  the  regiments,  ;   ;  .■ 

The  Mnlll'j^ftn  Guards  and  all.    ,  •    /  ^ 

And  dnritrg  ihtertpission  /      .  • 

When  we^ffvok  puy  lemonade,    j  .     ■■<:.. 
We  gave  rn  eThn)itidn  (frill. 

In  the  Ballinamack  Brigade.  Cbonu. 


Kellys  Boarding  House. 

SU.NU   BY  JjACK  CU.NHOV. 

—J 


My  name  is  Durby  Mulligan  ; 

I  cAme  from  Wicklow  ; 
I  reside  down  in  Cherry  street, 

111  the  oald  Fourth  Ward  t)eh)W. 
I  live  with  Mrs.  Kelly 

And  her  husband.  Crooked  Joe^ 
And  it  I  say  a  word  to  her. 

Now,  this  is  how  she'll  go. 

CBokcs, 
.Stop  your  grumbling!  Darby,  dear, 

Dou't  make  Cornelius  cry. 
Don't  you  say  another  wcrd  ; 

To-morrow  you'll  have  pie* 
I  suppose  yon  d  like  to  live  upon 

Turkey,  quail,  and  grouse  ; 
We  can't  supply  no  gentleman 

At  Kelly's  boiirdiug-hout^ 
Do  you  mind  ? 

When  I  sit  down  to  tlie  tablo 

The  grub  it  tastes  so  nice  ; 
The  tea  is  just  as  white  as  milk. 

And  tho  cofifee  hot  as  ice  ; 
The  corned-lieef  aud  butter 

They  are  strong  enough  to  talk, 
Aud  be  me  soul  if  they  had  legs 

I'd  take  me  oath  they'd  walk. 


Choms. 


Serg't  Blnif  of  the  National  Guards. 

Mrsic  rini.isiiKi)  and  c()|'YiuiiiiTKn  by  o.  molli.neuz, 
44  yoiruTii  ^st,  Brooklyn. 

WILL   BK   SENT    UYl  US.    TO  ANY    AUI>K£88, 

ON  RECEIPT  Of  price,  3o  CTS. 

I  knew  a  handsome  gentleman, 

His  name  is  Sergeant  Blnfl, 
As  a  member  of  the  Natioual  Guards, 

A  proof  that  he's  no  mufl. 
I  siiw  this  gay  young  Sergeant 

When  marching  down  Broadway, 
As  I  was  out  a  shopping 

One  pleasant  SumQier's  day 
As  he  cried  to  his  mem. 

C^OBua 
Steady  there  on  the  lleft 

By  the  right  flank  march, 
March  on,  march  on,  march  on, 

March  on,  march  on,  march  on. 
I  know  a  handsome  gentleman. 

His  name  is  Sergeant  Blutf, 
A  member  of  the  Natioual  Guards, 

A  proof  that  he's  uo  mufl. 

His  dark  eyen  are  as  sparkling  as 

The  dew  drops  on  the  trees. 
And  when  he  wears  his  soldier's  clothes 

The  ladies  he  doth  please, 
As  down  Broatiway  they  gaily  marched, 

Flags  and  banners  flyiug,  .   ; 

He  touched  his  cap  and  gaily  smiled. 

While  to  the  cohunu  crying. 

1  saw  his  bow  so  full  of  grace. 

The  glance  of  his  bright  eye. 
It  sent  the  bUxxi  into  my  face. 

Although  1  knew  not  why  ; 
But  oue  short  mouth  has  scarcely  fled, 

Aud  I'm  to  be  his  bride, 
I'll  ne'er  forget  that  happy  day, 

When  to  his  men  ho  cried. 


Choms. 


Choms. 


Helen's  Babies. 


Mrsic  rrei.isaiD  by  uu  moli.nkcx.  44  ronaTH  st, 

BROOKLYN. 

SKST    BT    rs  TO  ASTJaDDRKSS,     roiST  PAID,   ON 

RKCKIPT  0»'  PfllCK.    40  CKM9. 


When  telling  that  same  ancient  story. 

That's  new  since  the  days  of  the  ark. 
That  soul  thrilling  moment  of  pleasure. 

That  gleam  of  love's  light  thro'  the  dark  , 
Our  ho|)eK  aud  our  tears  are  all  waiting, 

One  word  from  a  fair  maiden's  \i\\ 
If  "no,"  all  the  world  is  a  desert. 

If  "yes  "  life's  best  nectar  we  sip. 


Chorp.s. 

Our  hopes  and  onr  fears  are  all  waiting,  >■- 

Oue  word  from  a  lair  maiden's  Up,  - 

If  "  no  "  all  the  world  is  a  desert, 
If  "yea"  life's  best  nectar  we  sip. 

A  blessing,  just  then  is  a  baby, 

Who  comes  as  if  sent  from  above, 
To  say  to  our  sweetheart  that  really, 

"  What  we  call  'espect,  he  calls  love;" 
And  when  the  sweet  damsel  surrenders, 

Excuse  for  the  most  exquisite  bliss. 
The  quiet  remark  of  the  yonng  one, 

•'  Whoever  I  love,  why,  I  kiss."  Chorus. 

"Ah  !  babies,  though  mar-plots,  yoa're  jewels. " 

If  oue  has  the  talent  to  take 
The  proper  amount  of  advantage. 

Of  all  the  queer  blunders  you  make  ; 
And  many  a  lover  has  reason. 

To  bless  for  the  whole  of  his  life. 
The  infaut  whose  timely  intrusion. 

Compelled  him  to  ask  for  his  wife.       Cborii^. 


Mother's  Teeth  are  Pegging  Out. 

Mnkic  of  IliU  Song  pul>li«li«d  liy  8p«>»r  *  Dt>hrihi.ei' 

THK  MCaiC  WILL  BK  8KNT  BY  IS,    POST  PAID,    TO  AMT 

ADDRESS,  ON  RKCKIPT  OP  PKICK.       35ota. 


"  Silver  threads  among  the  gold." 

We  all  know  that  air; 
Lots  of  jingles,  new  and  old, 

!>trmig  on  locks  of  hair. 
Otlier  subjects  cant  they  seek  f 

How  I'd  love  to  shout! 
Fiitlur's  knees  are  growinij  weak. 

Mother's  teeth  are  pegging  out. 
CiioRis. 
Gnze  upon  that  sunken  cheek. 

Life  18  gliding  on,  no  doubt. 
Let  us  clieeriul  Kiibjects  seek, 

Let  uBJoin  and  shout. 
Father's  knees  are  growing  weak. 

Mother's  teetli  are  (x-ggfng  out  I 

Little  shoes  are  all  run  down, 
'•  Warling's  '    hud  their  dayj; 

Father  8  bald  upon  the  crown. 
How  would  ihiil  do?  say, 

Senliinent  is  wliat  folks  seek. 
Fun  is  tip  III.'  «|)out. 

We  tile  tender  trulli  will  sp<>ak,     . 

Mothers  teeili  ure  |>egging  ont. 

Mother  songs  have  had  their  swing, 

(live  old  dad  a  show  ; 
Sonielliing  tetuler  let  us  aing. 

Let  ilie  top- knot  go. 
Tenors  and  sopranos  ^jeak, 

I'oii't  yon  like  lo  sliout  ? 
Fathers  Unees  are  growii^  weak. 

Mothers  leilli  are  I'Ogginj;  out. 


Choms. 


Chtmis. 


Alab.ama  Nigs 


IIY  J. 


m-  PAT  SASCK. 


Now  wliile  foll;»  we're  fio'M      l.tinnia. 

Will  re  yi^u  can  H»-e  de  .ihiijj.-   Monsom  ; 
I'ar  V'U  11  tinil  <le  rijic  )>atiai<H. 

■iiid  lie  sly  old  coon  and  posRiini.  ' 
J)nr  «n«  fun  i>u  de  old  plantation, 

U  lieti  onr  iiiHssn  8<  t  US  free. 
We  ijave  three  cheers  t'or  tlie  Yankee  nation. 

For    ilabaiua  nigs  aiv  we' 

cmori-8;  r 

We're  de  nigs  dal's  fond  ob  danoiDg,  .  • 

<'anl  your  optics  at  our  feet  ;  '■ 

Walcli  iiH  now  as  we  go  prancing, 
You  l)el  us  darkeyri  can  i  be  t)eat. 

Our  m«.«i>a  was  cruel-hearted,  '- 

He  «al  op  us  nigs   'till  we  were  sore;  ; 

Bui  now  from  him  we  have  departed. 

And  cruel  slavery  daxsniv  o'er. 
Now  we  re  free  and  we  re  contented, 

•^nd  ns  liappv  as  can  be  ; 
We  II  show  you  come  steps  that  We  invented. 

For  .Alabama  nigs  are  we  .  '^horus. 


m 
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If  She  Would  be  my  Mash- 


EO.NO  AND  DANCK. 


BY   T.  F.  CoKX. 


While  strolling  down  the  street  one  day, 

Tlie  8un  wag  ehining  bright ; 
A  chariner  un  the  other  side 

Suddenly  Imik  luy  viglit. 
She  siniled  as  slie  ga«e<l  upon  me, 

And  didn't  she  cut  a  dash.  '; 

Ob!  1  thought  I  would  go  crazy, 

If  she  would  be  my  mash. 

ClIORtS. 
Pretty  little  feet  a  trendinc  lightly,  fSyiu.] 

Blue  eyes  a  shining  brigliily,  t^yi'-] 

Oh  !  oh,  hhe  was  really  pretty, 
And  didn't  she  cut  a  dash, 
I  thought  I  would  go  crazy, 
If  siie  would  be  my  mash. 

I  walked  nr»  gently  by  her  side. 

Her  hand  I  took  in  mine,  .     ", 

And  gladly  did  1  talk  about 

'1  he  iia]>py  coming  time. 
When  lii-r  and  1  would  pleasure  see, 

And  if  in  our  love  thirt>  be  no  crash, 
I  was  overwhelmed  with  happineiia. 

When  she  said  she'd  be  my  uiash.         Chonjs. 


Next  eve  I  went  to  see  this  Miss, 

As  she  told  ine  the  day  before  ; 
But  ever  will  I  remember  lier, 

For  my  back  was  rather  sore. 
Her  fatlier  with  a  hickory  stick 

Made  a  terrible  splash, 
An'l  1  n<-v»T,  never  a<;aiii  did  go 

To  Six  my  j)r.  tty  mash. 


Chorus. 


Cruel  Days  Before  the  War. 


BY  JKRRY  KKN.VKY. 


Sr.Nii  BY  11.   WOOIISO.N. 


Oh,  listen  to  the  words 

Ufa  jioor  old  colored  man, 
Wliope  liearl  am  filled  wiih  misery  and  woe; 

And  a  story  I  will  tell. 

That  you  all  do  know  full  well, 
Of  them  cruel,  cruel  days  of  long  ago. 

in  dear  old  I  ennessee, 

I  lived  BO  happily, 
The  tliongbts  do  make  my  <>ld  heart  feel  wore ; 

When  1  think  of  days  gone  by, 

Tlie  teai-s  come  to  my  eyes. 
Them  tyrannizing  days  before  tlie  war. 

CuoRrs.       ,  ':   '  .'■_       ~. 

Them  cruel  days  am  gone, 

1-et  us  ])ray  boih  niglit  and  morn. 
That  they  again  may  never  come  no  mofe  ; 

In  my  nieniary  it  am  new, 

1  lie  sufferings  we  went  through. 
In  tliem  tyrannizing  days  before  the  war. 

I  remember  well,  I  know, 

It  am  very  long  ago, 
Wlien  I  used  to  sit  around  my  cahin  home; 

Willi  my  cliildren  ar-und  my  knee,     • 

'I  liey  would  play  so  merrily. 
Until  lliat  woeful  bitter  day  did  come. 

I  he  white  man  c.ioie  one  day. 

'ItHik  my  little  ones  away, 
Oh  !  can  it  be  I  11  never  ree  them  any  more 

it's  taken  then  were  we. 

And  sold  inlo  nlavery. 
In  those  tyrannizing  day-s  before  the  war. 

1  li«m  cruel  days,  &c. 


IV  QompanioDi  are  no  more. 

They  have  gone  unto  that  shore,.  - 
And  their  journey  through  this  life  now  am  done; 

I  iiey  will  find  that  all  am  love, 

III  that  happy  land  above. 
In  tliat  lii'i.;ht  and  jvaceful  happy  home 

ISut  always  we  « ill  pi«y —     ,        ,     -    •. 

^  es,  everv  night  and  day, 
'I  hai  them  cruel  times  may  come  no  more 

For  our  sufferings  they  were  great, 

How  terrible  onrfate. 
In  iboae  tyraoniciq^  days  before  the  war. 

','•;..-■'•      *' •■      Them  cruel  days,  Ac. 


Dreamy  Eyes  Haunt  Me  Still.  .' 

Faraway  in  memories  valley, 

Steals  my  heart  in  sweet  delight 
To  my  little  sweetheart  Allie, 

Who  was  once  my  life  and  light. 
She  has  left  nu-  snd  and  lonely, 
Tears  unbidden  come  at  will, 
She  has  left  no  token,  only 

Dreamy  eyes  that  haunt  me  still. 
Chorus  :     She  has  left  me  sad  and  lonely 

Wandering  down  life's  rugged  hill. 
She  has  left  me  nothing,  only — 
Dreamy  eyes  that  liauut  me  still. 

Life  seemed  long  and  light  before  us, 

Swiftly  did  the  moments  go,  ■■-■- 

Soon  a  cloud  came  gliding  o'er  us. 

Turning  happiness  to  woe. 
And  my  pathway  once  so  cheerful. 

Strewn  with  flowers  on  every  side. 
Now  u  lonely,  sud,  and  tearful. 

For  I've  lost  my  heart's  sweet  pride.       Chorus. 

Star  of  hope  above  nie  beaming, 

Smile  u|>on  me  in  your  pride,  ■  . 

Of  the  hist  I'm  sadly  dreaming,  / 

Since  affections  roses  died. 
Years  may  come  and  years  may  vanish. 

Still  my  heart  with  pain  will  fill, 
I  can  never,  never  banish. 

Dreamy  eyes  that  haunt  me  still.  Chorus. 


Don't  be  so  Fly. 

BY  WM.  LAWLIR.      SUNG  BY  BILLY  ROWLAKD,  BAKJOIST. 


Some  fellows  they  are  awful  fresh. 

At  least  they  imagine  so, 
They  think  because  they  wear  fine  dress, 

Tiiere's  none  like  them  you  know, 
I  met  a  chap  the  other  niglit,  ...,>' 

My  girl  was  by  my  side,  'v     '       "   "' 

He  winked  at  her,  I  went  for  him,  ',; 

And  flogged  him  until  he  cried. 

Spoken:     Then    when     I    thought   I   gave  him 
enough  I  let  him  up  and  said,  look  here,  next  time. 

Chokcs. 
Don't  be  so  fly  now,  don't  be  so  fly, 
You  imagine  you're  funny,  there's  no  green  in  my  eye, 
You'd  better  go  drop,  your  funny  ways  stop, 
And  ]>a8s  people  by  and  don't  be  so  fly. 

While  walking  along  the  other  day, 

I  met  a  friend  of  mine. 
Says  he  "  I've  got  a  job  for  you," 

Oh!  my  eyes  began  to  shine. 
Says  I,  'tis  what  I'm  looking  for, 

Oh  !  tell  me  where  to  go,  '.  ■        . 

Say^  he,  "  it  is  a  regular  sinecure, 

^"o  work  to  do  you  know. 

Spoken  :  But,  said  I,  what  kind  of  work  have 
I  to  do?  "oh!'  says  he,  "  the  work  is  very  simple 
indeed,  all  you  have  to  do  is  to  walk  along  the 
lOlevated  Railroad  track  and  wake  up  all  the 
'  sleepers,"  I  turned  away  actually  disgusted  sing- 
ng.  Chorus. 

So  now  kind  friends  a  few  words  more. 

And  then  1  will  be  through,        .    '  -.  - 

If  ever  \ou  should  meft  a  friend,     .,t     ^ 

And  he  stands  to*lalk  to  you.  /.-    ^■' 

If  he  tries  to  get  you  on  a  string,  .''■ 

Why  don't  let  him  have  his  own  way,        ;.  f 
But  tell  him  tiiat  you  think  he's  awful  fresh. 

And  this  to  him  do  say.  Chorus. 


Down  at  Manhattan  Beach. 

Dedicated  to  Stephen  Garvey,  by  Wime  WUdwave. 


'Twas  on  a  summer's  day, 

I  went  to  Coney  Island, 
I  dressed  as  fine  lis  possible,    '    '     ,:;  ' '';,';■ 

With  cane  and  gloves  in  hand.   .  ''  •; 

The  railroad  curs  were  thronged. 

You  could  hear  the  engine  screach. 
As  nobly  they  tugged — the  heavy  oara  lag;|;ed 

Down  to  Manhattan  Beach.       -r.;'  ;■      .      • 


-.;  'i  CHoisri^    ;.■■'■■■ 

For  crowdM  are'the  steps.  -■. ''. 

And  crowded  are  the  aisles,       " 
From  every  uioulh  you  d  hear  ihe  shout, 
"  Are  you  going  to  Coney  Isle  ?" 

Gralulla  diseonraes  sweet  music, 

His  playing,  it's  immense  ; 
The  crowd  that  surround  the  stand. 

Make  a  tremendous  atidieuoa,   .- 
Appreciative  too,  are  they,  - 

Where'er  his  strains  reach. 
For  all  on  hand,  pi-aise  the  band, 

Down  at  ManhatUu  beach. 


CTionis. 


The  lovers  stroll  along  the  sand, 

U\x>D  every  starry  night,  '. 

And  vow  by  the  heaven's  above. 

To  be  true— till  out  of  tight. 
Whispering  the  sweet  nonsense. 

By  every  art  of  sj)e«ch, 
Ofeourse  you  know  all  the  belles  and  l^-aux 


C»o  down  to  Manhattan  Beacii. 

But  the  principle  place  of  uieution. 

Is  the  bathing  pavillion. 
Which  accomodates  the  many  crowds 

Perhaps  half  a  million. 
Surf  bathing  it  is  veiy  fine,    '     '         • 

Doctors  on  the  subject  preach,        ' : 
So  on  hot  days  junt  liasle  away, 

Down  to  Mauliaitun  I 'each. 


Choru  - 


ChidiiH. 


In  His  Suite  By  and  By.         ;  V' 

Air  :    In  the  sweet  by  and  by.    .         '    i  . 

There's  a  place  that  is  darker  than  ni^ht,     - 

And  i   laith  preachern  say  'tis  all  fire  : 
Satan  situ  there  and  grms  with  deli^^ht, 
For  a  "  beak  "  will  soon  join  hi^emilire: 

In  his  Suite*  by  aud  Ine, 
Ermiued  bhysiers  h. 'II  Lave  by  the  score  • 
Petty  tyrants  he'll  fry  ' 

When  he  meets  them  on  that  buriiin"  shore 
No  cool  grottos  will  be  on  (hat  Khore, 

Though  there  certainly  will  be  one  dell  • 
Round  which  hot  waves  will  rago  evermore, 
Aud  no  ooeau  their  fury  can  quell. 

In  his  suite  by  aud  Lye, 
Beelzebub  Will  enlist  a  whole  corps 

Of  such  shysters  as  try 
To  strain  "statutes"  to  injure  the  poor. 

They  cap't  sing  on  that  fii  ry  shore 

Tlie  refrainf  they  ►aiig  here  with  delij^'ht ; 
They  cant'  torture  the  ueak  any  more, 
Nor  send  poor  men  to  piison  f<ir  bjiite. 

In  his  suite  by  and  bye, 
Beelzebub  will  have  many  a  score 

Of  such  shysters  to  fry  .  \,      :  • 

Or  to  roast  on  that  calonc  shore.  :■•    ' 

'Pronounced.  Sw'et. 

f  I  en  i.ollors  or  U-n  days. 


Darling  Listen  to  My  Story-     . 

TH«  MUSIC  WILL  BK   SKNT  BY   fS,    POST   I'AJI).    To  A.NY 
AttDRKSS,  ON  liKCKlIT  OK  rHlCK.       40clS. 

Darling,  listen  to  my  story. 

Turn  not  coldly  thus  from  me; 
I've  rej^ented  truly.  dHrling, 

Angry  words  1  said  to  thee. 
Dry  your  eyes  and  cheer  up  loved  oim. 

Smile  upou  me  once  a^aiii ; 
And  I'll  promise,  little  darling,      ,     .  '  • 

Never  more  to  cauau  you  pain.  ■  .  '■    . 

Chorus:     Whisper,  whisper,  whisper,         .  •.  . 
Sweet,  the  words  I  cmve  ; 
And  you'll  ne'er  regret  it,  darling. 
Thai  to  me  your  heart  you  gave. 

Darling,  listen  to  my  story,  ■i''*    '  •"■    i 

Cast  aside  those  falling  tears ;.''''' 
Down  the  stream  of  life  together,    ■  -      '' 

Let  us  count  the  passing  years. 
Let  me  be  yonrsliiel'l  in  danger.  V: 

And  thro  life  your  faithful  guide  ;  :; 

Say  that  you  II  fcirgive  nie,  darling. 

Whisper  sweet,  you'll  teniy  bitde. 


ChoruK 


*•"'  '  'I   iWn  I 


Iv 


4!SS*J 


TIIK     SIIV0I^:RI!<'     JOtJRMAL. 


When  were  on  Parade. 


PDITLAK   XHKlHINU   BONO. 

Wordi  aud  Mnsic  by  Joiiepb  P  Skelly. 

Muhic  of  tbU  Sung  publiibed  l>y  Spoar  h  Debohoff, 

KENT  UY  IS   TO  ANY  AODR£»tiON  KliCEIPT  OF 

rUICK,    40  CENTS. 


Oh  !  we're  a  gnllant  regiment. 

The  Rlory  of  the  st^te, 
■VVheu  duty  calls  as  to  the  front, 

You'll  liud  we're  never  late. 
We  love  to  hear  the  martial  dmm. 

Likewise  the  cannonade, 
A  ^reut  Keusiitiou  we  create, 

When  we  are  on  parade.  ■.  . 

RZFBAIN. 

Ileiir  the  band  so  softly  playing. 

Marching  ou  before  ; 
See  the  ladies  fondly  gazing—  ■• 

Soldiers  they  adore.  ,;. 

Chorus.  . 

Hear,  hear  the  people  cheer,  vj 

As  we  march  away  ;  .', 

Bum,  bum,  the  martial  dmm. 

Beating  all  the  day. 
Proudly  the  bauut-r-t  fly, 

Music  Mweet  is  played  ; 
We  are  the  people's  pride. 

When  we  lue  on  parade. 

Our  uniforms  are  gay  and  bright, 

We're  valiant  and  we're  brave  ; 
We'll  march  aud  Fi^ht  by  day  and  night. 

Our  coHutrv's  flag  to  save. 
In  shooting  at  the  Creedmoor  range, 

Good  records  we  have  made  ; 
But  then  we  always  look  our  best. 

When  we  are  on  parade.         Refrain  &.  Chorus. 

We  have  onr  grand  receptions  and 

Our  festive  little  sprees. 
At  which  there  is  a  grand  "  lay  out  " 

Of  lager  beer  and  cheese. 
The  ladies  join  us  in  the  fun. 

They  never  feel  afraid. 
They  can't  toT^et  how  nice  we  look 

When  we  are  ou  parade.         Refrain  &  Chorus. 

Shades  of  Erin. 

Dedlcatofi  to  Fanny  Weutworth  Osborne,  by  D.  Roche. 


Erin,  lonely  shades  of  Erin,  * 

With  thy  flowers  aud  bowers  decay. 
Mothers  weeping,  children  calling 
Father  dear  where  dost  thou  stay. 

Chorus. 
Then  fathers,  mothers,  sisters,  brothers, 
Difitrant  creeds  and  Orange  knaves. 
Pull  together  loose  each  other. 
Hail  for  freedom,  who  would  be  slafes. 

Then  Ireland,  glorious,  arise  victorious, 

Thv  shiimrock  plant  on  freedom's  mast  ; 

Sail  for  Mitchell  and  O'Brien, 

Smanh  the  chains  that  bind  them  fast       Chorus 

Stingy  Bill. 

Banjo  Solo,  by  J.  L.  Feeney.  Sung  by  J.  D.  Rooma. 

Old  Stiugy  Bill  was  a  miser. 

He  never  got  enough  to  eat. 
He  lived  on  bread  and  water, 

He  never  knew  the  taste  of  meat 
His  hat  was  old  and  tattered, 

His  coat  was  ragged  and  torn. 
His  pants  aud  ve««t  were  as  old  as  himself, 

For  he  had  them  since  he  was  bom.  '  . 

Chobus. 
Old  Stingy  Bill,  old  Stingy  Bill, 
He  never  was  known  to  have  his  fill. 
He  would  steal  a  horse  or  tap  a  till  ; 
Old  Stiugy  Bill  was  a  miser. 

Old  Stingy  Bill  gat  married. 

Anil  settled  down  for  life. 
He  wished  that  he  had  tarried. 

For  be  oould  not  support  his  wife. 


lit)  fed  her  ou  wiu<l  pudding. 
She  worried  and  she  cried. 

She  got  so  awful  skinny, 
So  she  laid  down  and  died. 

Old  Stingy  Bill  got  frightened. 

When  he  saw  what  he  had  done. 
So  he  went  ami  got  some  ix)wder. 

And  he  borrowed  a  big  shot  gun. 
He  took  a  dose  of  ix)i*>n. 

Then  he  laid  uix>n  the  bed. 
He  put  the  gun  into  bis  mouth. 

And  then  blew  ott'  his  bead. 


Chorus. 


ChoniH. 


^m-*%t-^ 


Poor  Little  Joe- 

MCSIC  PUBI-WHKP  BY  (J.   I>.   RirsSKM.,  «t  CO,   BOSTON. 

SUNT    BV    rs  TO  ANY    Al)r)KKf;S,     rOST  PAin,    ON 

RKCKIPT  OK  ifuiCK.    40  CK>TS. 


My  jacket  is  torn,  my  ffioes  are  all  worn, 
I  am  wandering  out  in  the  street  since  morn, 
1  go  to  each  door  no  kiijid  face  I  meet. 
If  I  ask  for  a  crust  or  tor  something  to  eat. 
They  call  me  a  be^^gar  *nd  turn  lue  away, 
And  that  is  the  pity  I  get  every  day, 
I've  no  place  to  sleep  ayd  no  place  to  go. 
For  n'>  one  cares  for  poor  little  Joe. 

CBOBrs. 

Poor  little  Joe,   jHwr  litfle  Joe, 
Ragged  aud  hun^;ry  aufl  no  where  to  go. 
They  call  me  a  l>egj»ar  ^uil  turn  me  away, 
Aud  that  is  the  pity  I  get  every  day. 

Because  I  rfm  niKge*!.  I'm  scorned  by  them  all, 
I'd  willingly  work,  but  ^hey  say  I'm  too  small, 
So  what  shall  I  do?  th«^  ni«ht  will  be  cold. 
For  over  and  ovt-r  my  slid  tale  I've  told. 
Yet  no  one  will  listen  ot  sympathy  feel. 
They  say  I'm  an  outcant  ami  surely  will  steal. 
But  angels  have  pity  and  welcomes  I  know. 
They'll  care  for  the  wanderer,  the  poor  little  Joe. 

Chonw. 


Dear  Little  Colleen. 

Irish  Ballad.  i  Hy  (ieorge  Cooper. 

Music  publlsUed'by.Spoar a  DtUnholT. 

WILL   BE    SENT    BI  I'S,    TO  ANY    ADUKIlSS, 
ON  KECKIPT  OF  PBlt  E,    40<TS. 


Soon  you'll  be  Railing,  o'er  the  wide  ocean. 

Leaving  old  Erin  lo  see  it  no  more. 
Tears  that  are  tailing,  si>eak  my  devotion. 

Dear  little  Colleen,  'tis  you  I  adore. 
Oh  !  bring  me  my  darling  to  bless  and  to  cheer  me. 

One  sweet  bit  of  shamrock  from  over  the  sea, 
Fondly  'twill  whisi)er  when  you  are  near  me/ 

Whisper  dear  colleen  of  home  unto  me. 

ClIORI  s. 

Oh  !  bring  me  my  darling  to  bless  and  to  cheer  me. 
One  sweet  bit  of  shamrock  from  over  the  sea, 
Fondly  'twill  whjsi>er  when  you  are  uear  me. 
Whisper  dear  colleen  of  home  unto  me. 

Weary  I've  waited,  most  broken-hearted. 

Dreaming  of  days  when  we  strayed  side  by  side. 
Life  has  been  lonely,  since  we  were  parted. 

Dear  little  colleen,  my  treasure  aud  pride. 
Oh  !  bring  me  my  darling  to  bless  auii  to  cheer  me, 

One  sweet  bit  of  t^hamrock  from  over  the  sea. 
Fondly  'twill  whis|)er  when  you  are  near  me, 

Whisper  deux  colleen  of  home  unto  me. 

-..  I  Oh !  bring  me,  &c. 

Good  Old  Limerick  Town. 

By  W.  H.  Downes.  Air:    Nlglitlngale  Stng. 


My  heart  is  (}uit«  sorrowful  vince  I  left  Erin's  shore. 
And  my  spirit.^  are  no||  su  joyful  as  they  were 

in  days  of  yore. 
For  the  days  I  spent  in  Ireland  with  pleu.-'ure 

they  were  orowned. 
As  mirth  and  happiness  did  then  exist  in  good 

old  Liuieriok  town. 


The  treaty  stone  is  smaller  now,  since  on  it  I  did  gaze. 
The  wind  mill  it  is  crumbling  fast,  and  deserted 

are  the  quays. 
No  more  the  boys  and  girls  do  meet  on  the  strand 

to  saunter  down, 
And  the  stalwart  men  of  Boherbuoy  are  far 

from  Limerick  town. 

Farewell  to  you  dear  Roches  Street  where  the 

flute  plays  used  to  stand. 
Farewell  unto  the  monument  of  the  invincible  old  l>an. 
No  more  I  11  drink  XX  porter  in  the  store  of 

Mrs.  Brown 
And  never  again  will  I  walk  the  streets  of  good 

old  Limerick  town. 

But  now  I'm  in  a  foreign  land  far  from  my  nativehome, 
Yet  my  spirits  ofl  in  joyous  thoughts  acroos 

the  ocean  roam. 
My  brain  is  toiling  hard  all  day,  but  at  night 

when  I  lay  down, 
I  imagine  that  I  am  once  again  in  good  old 

Limerick  town. 


Kitty's  Reply. 

Answer  to  Little  Kobln  tell  Kitty  Ira  Coralnp. 

Husic  piil'liMlied   by  S    Uralu^ird  ft  (Vi  .  i;<i'V«Uiid.  O. 

TUl  MrsIC  WILL  BK  RKNT  BY   LS,   POST  PAin,    TO  AST 

AOURKSS,  ON  RKCKlPT  OP  PRICK.       30ctS. 

Little  Robin  return  him  this  message. 

He  i»  waiting  you  say  in  the  dell. 
Oh  !  my  heart  how  wiili  joy  it  i-i  b<>ating, 

I  "ill  nieet  him  for  sure  you  will  tell  ; 
How  sweelly  is  nature  now  bkmming, 

Koun«i  the  l)ro<>klet  so  pretty  and  clear. 
Whilst  a«a.v  thro"  ihegI<Hjm  in  thedistance, 

(^onies  iidings  tome  that  are  dear. 
Whilst  away  thro'  the  gloom  in  the  distance. 

Comes  lidiiigs  to  me  that  are  dear. 

Cborits, 

Then  Robin  return  liim  this  message, 

lie  is  waiting  you  sav  in  the  dell. 
Oh  !  my  heart  how  with  joy  it  is  beating, 

1  will  njeet  him  for  sure  you  will  tell. 

Little  Kobin  return  him  this  message. 

For  I'm  waiting  and  watching  to  see 
His  loved  form  come  down  by  the  meadow, 

In  the  shade  of  the  evergreen  tree  ;       •    . 
How  long  seem  the  moments  to  linger, 

\\  hilst  waiting  to  greet  him  once  more, 
And  tell  him  the  old  love  as  ever 

Is  still  burning  pure  as  of  yore. 
And  tell  him  the  old  love  as  ever 


Is  still  burniug  pure  as  af  yore. 

Little  Robin  return  him  this  message, 

I  11  await  him  way  down  by  the  stream, 
And  whisper  him  Robin,  just  whisper, 

I  will  tlien  my  last  promise  redeem  ; 
Fai-ewell  little  birdie,  bon  voyage. 

Oh !  do  not  delay  on  the  way. 
Fly  quickly  the  moments  are  precious, 

I  will  meet  him  for  sure,  you  will  say, 
Fly  quickly  the  moments  are  precious, 

I  will  meet  him  for  sure,  you  will  say. 


Chorus. 


Cho. 


Farewell- 


MCSIC  SENT  BY  VS  POST  PAID,  0»  BECElPr  OF 
PBICE  35  CEJiTS. 


J 


My  love  I  love  thee  with  a  love  undying. 

But  love  so  fraught  with  sorriw. 

That  my  heart  weary  of  wailing  for  a  bright  to-morrow. 

Will  say  for  thy  sweet  sake,  dear  love  we  part ! 

For  thy  sweet  sake,  dear  love  we  part. 

Farewell,  my  darling,  yes  my  own  forever, 

W  here'er  I  go  by  land  or  sea  my  star, 

My  star  to  guide  me,  to  guide  me  ah. 

Oh  !  never  can  we  forget  although  we  re  sundered  far. 

Can  we  forget  although  we're  sundered  far! 

Have  pity  Ood  !  oh!  hold  her  in  thy  keeping, 
Upon  her  way  I  pray  'I  hee  shed  Thy  light, 
l-arewell.  one  kiita,  oh  !  cease  thy  bitter  weeping! 
Farrwrll  farewell !  I  go  into  thy  night. 
Farewell,  farewell! 


THE     81I%ORRS'    JOIJRMAI.. 


493 


Why  Don't  Ton  Let  Emma  Alone- 

WbereTer  one  goes  there's  nought  heard  bnt 

"  whoa«," 
Prefixed  to  the  Chriatian  name  Emma. 
Some  folks  stare  aghast,  as  the  joke's  on  them 

passed, 
Some  frightened,  and  all  of  a  tremor, 
Stand  with  puzzled  look,  and  think  they're 

mistook. 
As  the  cry  still  pursues  them.  '  Whoa  Emma.' 
*'  Whoa  Emma,  Whoa  Lmma,  Whoa  Emma, 

Whoa  Emma," 
As  the  cry  still  pursues  them,  '  Whoa  Emma.' 

■|   ■■■-'■;■         -.Chorus.    '  \'"v 

Why  don't  you  let  Emma  alone? 
Why  don't  you  let  Emma  alone  ? 
W'herever  one  goes  there's  nought  heard  but 

'  whoas,' 
Why  don't  you  let  Emma  alone? 

On  the  bridge  'tother  day,  for  a  walk  being 

tliat  way, 

I  witnessed  a  funny  dilemma, 
A  couple  were  doing  f^ome  '  biling  and  cooing,' 

When  a  chap  called  out  loudly,  '  Whoa  Emma,' 
It  chanced  'twas  her  name,  she  was  not  to  blame. 

For  stopping  and  looking  around. 
But  with  jealousy  fired,  her  sweetheart  desired 

1o  fell  the  young  man  to  tlie  ground. 

Why  don't  you,  <bc. 

He  seized  the  chap's  collar.  Lor' !  how  he 

did  holloa. 
As  the  kicks  and  the  blows  thick  were  showered. 
While  the  lover  called,  "mind  what  you  re  about," 

And  kfep  lo  your  own  girl  you  coward!" 
Hy  advice  ilien  of  course  is,  don't  treat  girls 

like  horses. 
By  calling  '  gee-up  '  and  '  gee-whoa,' 
Don't  kick  o'er  the  traces,  remember  their  graces. 
And  in  future  respect  to  tliem  show. 

Why  don't  you^  <tc. 


Bright  Vision  of  my  Dream. 

T&e  Music  13  Published  by  Cory  Brothers,  and  will  be 

sent  by  us  to  any  addres-*,  poht  paid,  on  receipt 

of  price,  4U  i-eiits. 

r  When  tweet  slumbers  chain  hnili  bound  me 
U  hen  the  h'ng,  long  day  is  o'er, 
Brightest  visions  float  around  me, 

C'f  loet  lov'd  ones  gone  Iwjfore  ; 
Radiant  faces  linger  mar  me. 
1  hro°  the  stillnevs  of  the  night, 
■'    Forms  of  lov'd  ones  come  to  cheer  me, 
Clad  in  robes  uf  vii-gin  white. 

CHUKt'H. 


cL, 


ime  again  with  toft  eyet  beaming. 
Come  bright  vision  of  niy  dream. 
Come  with  radient  facen  gleaming, 
Mild  as  waning  stars  »ofl  beams. 

Faithful  vigil  nightly  keeping 

The  bright  vision  of  my  dream, 
Uov'ring  o'er  me  while  I'm  sleeping. 

Like  a  beuediction  seema  ; 
Bringing  lo  me  fond  careesings,    ' 

Of  dear  frieuds  who've  gone  before; 
Showrinj;  on  me  brightest  bleseings 

W  afied  from  the  goklen  shore. 

Brightest  vision  of  my  dreaming. 

Beaming  mild  as  l^tlilehem's  star. 
Bright  effulgent  rays  are  streaming. 

Of  the  glory  from  afar  ,- 
Loved  and  lost  ones  floating  near  me. 

I  am  weary  let  me  come  ; 
Bow  your  wings  and  gently  bear  me. 

Bear  me  to  my  heavenly  home. 


Choms. 


Chorus, 


Beantiinl  Thoughts  Linger  Near  Me. 

Music  published  by  Cory  Brothers. 

SENT  BY  US   TO  ANT  ADDRESS  ON  BICCEIPT  Or 
PRICK.    40  CENTS. 


Beaiitifnl  thouehts  linger  near  me, 
Sweetest  of  visions  appear. 


Bearing  their  gladness  to  cheer  me, 
Every  bright  day  of  the  year; 

Velvety  voices  are  bringing. 
Tidings  delightful  lo  hear. 

Heavenly  angels  are  singing, 
Beautiful  thoughts  linger  near. 

CllORlS. 

Beautiful  thoughts  linger  near  me, 
Sweetest  of  visions  ap|)ear. 

Bearing  a  gladness  to  cheer  me, '.  ' 
Every  bright  day  of  the  year. 

Beautiful  thoughts  linger  near  me. 

Fairest  of  maidens  I  view. 
Coming  with  roses  to  cheer  me. 

Kisses  so  lender  and  true  ; 
Bluest  of  eyes  are  a  peeping. 

Slyly  and  careless  of  fear. 
Blushes  in  cheeks  are  a  sleeping, 

Beautifal  thoughts  linger  near. 

Beautiful  thoughts  never  leave  me. 

Always  be  ready  and  near. 
For  you  can  never  deceive  me. 

All  is  bo  charmins;  and  dear. 
While  Ihedaxs  quickly  are  flying. 

Skies  will  be  cloudy  and  clear. 
And  when  all  others  are  sighing. 

Beautiful  tliouirhis  linffer  near. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Deck  My  Grave  With  Violets  Blue. 

Music  published  by  D.  S.  Holmes,  Brooklyn. 

WILL   BE   SENT    BY  US,    TO  ANY    AUUKESS, 

OS  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE,  40  errs. 


Oh!  deck  my  grave  with  violets  blue.  ■■ 

They  cymbal  tliy  sweet  love  for  me  ; 
They  II  speak  tlie  faith  so  fond  and  true, 

'Ihey'll  breathe  Ihv  life's  fair  purity!  ■  " 

What  matter  llio'  the  hearties-"  throng 

Neglect  the  dust  where  1  shall  lie 
Thy  gift  shall  wake  the  sweetest  song. 

Which  o'er  my  grave  the  breezes  sigh! 

ClIOKlS. 

Oh  !  deck  my  grave  with  violets  blue,  :  , 

They  cymbal  iliy  sweet  love  for  me. 

They'll  s|)eak  thy  faith  so  fond  and  true. 
And  breathe  of  d.iys  once  shared  by  thee! 

Oh!  deck  my  grave  with  violets  blue, 

And  think  uj)on  the  joys  we've  known; 
Tho'  other  hearts  are  fond  and  true. 

Forget  not  one.  once  all  thine  own  ! 
One  single  gift  is  all  I  crave. 

When  life  is  jiasl  with  all  it's  care; 
Oh  !  deck  with  simple  flowers  n)y  grave, 

And  pass  one  little  moment  there!  Chorus. 

Oh  deck  my  grave  witli  violets  blue. 

And  dream  one  loving  thought  of  me; 
When  falls  the  twilight's  gentle  dew. 

My  spirits  sigh  I  il  waft  to  thee! 
Tho'  friends  my  inemor\  shall  f  rget, 

lie  thou  forever  fond  and  true  ; 
Think,  think  of  diiys  when  first  we  met. 

Oh!  deck  my  gmve  with  violets  blue.     Chorus. 


Wake  Out  Serenade. 

Sung  by  .1.  K.  Emmet. 
Music  published  by  J.  Church  &  Co.    CInclnnattL 

SUNT    BY    us  TO  ANY'  ADIlKF.iiS,     POST  PAIK,    O.N 
RKCKIPT  OK  PRICK.    40  CK.>TS. 

Wake  up,  my  sweet,  wake  out  my  love, 
I)e  moon  was  shining  from  above. 
Wake  out  your  eyef.  un  dough  it's  late, 
I'll  make  you  out  a  serenade. 
I'll  make  you  out  a  serenade. 

Chorus.  -     .  ' 

For  your  blue  eyes,  dem  don't  shine  vcn 

you'm  asleep, 
So  please  get  vakey  pooty  soon, 
'Veil  any  way  make  loo»e  your  ear. 
And  try  to  saw  my  little  tune, 

Wake  out !  wake  out ! 
De  ground  was  dampy  wet;  .  ,. '     ,  ';  .:  . 

Oh'    wiikeoiit!  wake  out ! 
For   lare  vas  no  good  place  to  set.  -.■.•:.■,"■-.' 


Oh!  say,  yontleepy  head  up  dere,    - 
Vake  out  and  saw  if  you  can  here,  * 

From  dem  bed  clothes  you  m  among 

De  little  song  I'm  going  to  sung, 

De  little  song  I'm  going  to  sung.  Chorus. 

"Vat  is  dat  ust  my  lungs  I  waste, 
A  Bunging  ou\  a  serenade  ; 
For  she  steeped  like  a  dunkey  mule, 
Un  I  looked  stooped  like  a  fool. 

Un  I  looked  stooped  like  a  fool.  Chorus. 

The  Minrtrels. 

Italian  Soug  and  Dance.  Ded.  to  Van  and  ous 

llenshaw.  by  C.  A.  Johnson.  .  • 

We  be  too  streety  moosik  mans. 

We  came  lrt)m  olier  de  sea. 
From  de  lofely  lander  vere  ve  pe  pom. 

From  us  own  sweeter  I-tal-ee, 
"Ve  come  on  de  big,  great  sailer  boat. 

He  go  "  puff,  puff,  puff.  "  allde  vay 
And  dat  ees  de  only  reason  dat 

You  tees  us  here  to-day. 
Chorus, 
As  ve  go  through  de  street, 
'Ve  ))lay  so  nice  and  sweet, 
Dal  de  f>e"ple  come  outer  we  to  see. 
But  now  we  muster  go  vay, 
Forwecanner  no  longer  stay. 
because  we  must  go  back  to  our  own  sweeter 

Napolee. 
Dunce. 

Ven  ve  first  lander  in  'Merrikay, 

l)e  |>e<>|>le  seem  s'pri>e  we  to  see. 
Pietro,  Fiilipo  and  me  go  outer  von  day, 

A  man  trow  stones  at  we. 
We  no  likey  dat,  so  knockey  him  down, 

De  policer  njan  takey  as  vay. 
Ve  go  on  boat  off  from  de  town. 

And  no  geter  back  fortener  doy.  Chorus. 


NEW  SHEET  MUSIC. 

I  beg  to  inform  my  patrons  that  I  will  hereafter 
keep  on  hand  a  large  and  assoried  stock  of  Sheet 
Music  of  all  jiubliehers  throughout  the  United  StaU's 
We  will  nend  any  pi.ce  of  Music  J'ost  I 'aid  on  re- 
ceipt of  marked  price. 


Sweet  Lilly  of  Erin    Price 

Human  Nature 

Will  Mother  know  me  in  the  Sky 

Give  Bread  to  the  l'o#r 

Broken  Vows  . .  T 

Forgive  me.  Love,  and  Smile  Again . 

Still  They  Come 

The  Farmer's  Daughter ;  or,  the 

Little  Chickens  in  the  Canlen 

Deacon  Jones'  Collection,  or  the  Church  Sexton 

Darkness  turned  to  Light 

When  you  Sang  Yourself  into  my  Heart 

I'll  meet  you  by  the  Streamlet 

I   Thought  my  Willie  i  rue  lo  Me 

I'll  be  Waiting  for  You  at  the  Gate 

Perhaps 

Deck  My  Grave  With  Violets  Blue .........  . 

The  Fitmigan  Hrigade,  or.  One,  Two,  Ifaree    .  . 

Poor  Old  Jesse's  Llind    

Dar  am  Honey  on  dese  Lips . 

Beautiful  Italy 

1  he  Pearly  Gates 

Thy  Voice  is  Near 

One  Summer  I)ay  at  Rockaway 

Within  the  Gates  of  Gold .. . 

Under  the  Marlighi 

The  Isle  de  Blackwell 

1  am  waiting,  Essie  dear 

That  Soft  Sweet  WalU ....!. ...... 

See  if  I'd  get  Mad    

What  the  Old  Cock  Sparrow  .Said.. .!.!.!!]!! . 

Sweet  Visions  of  Childhood    . .  .' 

In  the  Grave  My  Cora's  Sleeping 

Johnny  Morgan   

Grease  with  Cash   

Grandfather's  Clock 

Nancy  Lee 

Pretty  Little  Bine- Eyed  Stranger 
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The  Lost  Inheritance. 

PROLOGCI.  CONTINCKD. 


L 


"  Great  Heaven,  it  can't  be!"  cried  the  horrified 
riaronet.  as  his  eyes  beheld  the  awful  array  of 
numerals. 

'  If  you  .liirk  if*,  make  the  estimate  yonrself." 

\\  itii  asjrom,  the  baronet  dropped  into  a  chair, 
buryin*;  liin  face  on  ihe  baoU. 

••  I'o  proceed,"  cuntiiiued  the  attorney,  his  hard 
tones  growing  pjrndually  harder,  "  I  say  it  is  iin- 
pon.iiblt*  ihni  yon  can  ever  pay.  If  tiie  hoKlfra  of 
tho  bills  refuse  to  renew,  nothing  but  beggary,  dis- 
grace, await  yon— inui't  be  yours,  in  fact,  you  see, 
liefore  to-morrow  night!" 

"(Jood  llenvrn.  roan!"  cried  the  wretched  client, 
to  wlioni  every  word  had  been  as  a  goad,  starting 
erect  ;  "  did  I  not  say  so  »  T)id  I  not  come  here 
for  vour  aid,  for  you  to  find  some  means  to  save 
me?" 

"  And  I  have  done  so.  I  have  found  the  means, 
the  only  nuati^." 

'•  Yiiu -y^m  have!"  ptnmmered  the  Baronet, 
aiiiazed  ;  then  with  the  gratitude  of  a  man  who  lias 
U-t-n  re»cu<d  from  shipwreck,  lie  cried,  liaotenlng 
forwiird  wiili  outstretched  hands,  "  liiddlecomb, 
my  friend  indee<l,  how  can  I  thank  you?" 

"  ."^topl"  said  tile  attorney,  again  raising  his  hand, 
'  First  iieiir  what  the  uieaos  is.  Your  eeiate  is  en- 
tailed !" 

•'  It  Ls."  replied  the  client,   wondering. 

"  But  it  is  in  your  power  to  break  the  entail." 

"  it  is  !" 

"  J  lien  that  ia  the  means.  Sign  this  paper  con- 
pii;nini;  your  wholp  estate  to  me.  Sir  Richard,  anil 
nut  only  are  T"U  fi^ee  of  debt  from  this  moment,  but 
J  proiiiiwe,  diirini;  your  life-time,  to  make  you  an 
allowance  of  two  hundred  a  year.  You  may  live 
quietly  on  the  Continent  with  such  an  income!" 

For  >onie  Seconds  the  l?aronet  could  not  speak, 
from  nslonishmeiit  ami  indignation.  His  color 
Went  and  came,  he  breathed  short.  Finally  he 
cried.  ■•  .losiah  Jjiddlecotiib.  are  you  mad  ?' 

'•  Never  more  sane.  Sir  Richard  -  as  sane  as  any 
man  who  at  last  ;:ra8ps  what  he  has  spent  hin  whole 
life  to  attain.  I  want  your  answer— absolute  ruin, 
or  the  entail  liestroyed  !" 

"  Never!"  ejaculated  the  Bnronet.  '*  By  Heaven, 
never!  Have  I  not  done  harm  enough  to  my  boy, 
my  heir — that  I  should  do  him  more  ?" 

I  hat  is  sufficient,"  remarked  the  attorney,  pla- 
cidly folding  up  the  paper.  "  I  can— 1  will  do  no 
more !" 

"  I  his  is  madness.  Why  the  estate  well  hus- 
bandeil,  will  pay  every  debt!"  exclaimed  the  Baro- 
net.     ■'  You   never  would  advise " 

'•  I  do  advise,"  broke  in  the  attorney,  fronting 
his  client,  and  no  longer  wearing  a  mask,  "because 
I  have  sworn  it.  I  will  rule  and  lord  it  in  your 
estate.  It  shall  be  mine,  and  from  my  hand  you 
sh.ill  receive  your  daily  bread.  I  vowed  to  ruin 
you,  to  track  you  down.  Sir  Riciiard  Carr,  and  I 
have  siiccieded.  Glory  in  your  rank,  your  title, 
vonr  social  jtosition  ;  haughtily  crush  others  into 
the  mud  with  your  scorn!  You  have  been  my 
duiM?,  my  tool  all  along  !" 

I  lie  liaronct  had  regarded  the  white  face,  quiver- 
iii'.;  with  malicious  anger,  in  alarm.  'ihe  change 
had  U-en  so  sudden  he  could  not  realize  the  words. 
Hud  ihe  man  gone  mad  ? 

••  Ki.idlecomb,"  he  exclaimed,  "are  you  bereft  of 
your  Senses  ?" 

"  I  repeat.  No !  You  want  a  meaning  for  my 
words.  >ir  Uichard?  It  is  here  !  l>o  ymi  remem- 
ber this?"  And  with  his  finger  the  attorney  indi- 
cate^i  a  large  long  mark  finm  the  temple  to  th« 
cheek — a  murk  bine  and  livid  from  comparison 
with  the  muddy  pallor  of  tlie  other  portions — a 
mark  the  Haronet  had  alreaily  been  looking  at. 
"  ."^ir  Richard  do  you  recollect  Josiah  Bloxham, 
your  fellow-pupil  at  ."Springfield  Academy  ?' 

"(Jrj-at  Heaven^  And  are  you  he?"  ejaculated 
the   l>arunet,  retreating  a  step  in  amaze. 

■■  Nt>  other.  Now.  if  you  want  a  reason  for  thia 
day,  carry  your  miml  back  to  that  one  when  nt  your 
hands  I  received  this.  You  in  yonr  proud  and 
notile  spirit  taunteil  nie  as  '  the  son  of  a  low,  petti- 
foggini;  attorney !"  You  said  I  was  unfitted  for 
tlie    s.iciely    of   gentlemen — that    my  a«tiona  were 


mean,  low !" 

"  Low  !"  broke  in  Sir  Richard,  who  had,  indeed, 
so  carried  his  mind  back  to  the  past  as  to  forget 
the  present.  "Yon  lent  money  to  boys  at  usurious 
interest ;  you  craftily  led  the  little  fellows  into 
doing  wrong,  then  held  them  under  3-our  thumb  to 
do  your  mean  will !  Out  of  fear  that  you'd  tell  of 
them,  you — you " 

"Yes,  yes  ;  go  on  ;  it  is  all  true." 

But  tlie  Baronet  stopped.  The  sight  of  that  vin- 
dictively smiling  face,  the  hands  being  passed  one 
over  the  other,  as  if  in  gratification,  recalled  to 
hmi  his  position,  and  he  was  silent. 

•'  Yes,  it  8  all  true,  and  your  noble  spirit  rose 
against  it,"  went  on  the  attorney.  "  You  sum- 
moned a  council  of  the  boys  when  there  was  no 
chance  of  the  master's  inteifering.  You  saiil  a 
gentleman's  hands  wouM  be  defiled  by  touching  so 
despicable  a  hound  as  I — you  see  I  remeiub«'r  the 
very  words — so  you  horsewhipjied  me,  in  the 
struggle  giving  me  this  *car.  'I  hen  you  stood  by, 
and  let  the  rest  have  their  will  of  me,  though  a 
word  from  you  would  have  stopped  them.  You 
laughed  as  they  drew  me  through  the  horse-pond  ; 
you  laughed  as  they  hustled  and  kicked  me  from 
the  pla\  ground.  The  masters  consulted  ;  you  were 
witness  against  me,  and  I  was  expelled.  But  as 
the  academy  doors  closed  on  me,  boy  as  I  was.  I 
swore  to  devote  my  whiife  life  to  be  even  with  you. 
I  never  lost  sight  of  yo*  Inheriting  my  uncle's 
business  and  name,  made  my  task  easier.  I  spared 
no  expense.  I  had  many  men  under  mj-  thumb.  I 
placed  them  about  you,  with  one  purpose  in  view — 
your  ruin.  They  so  well  succeeded  that  j'ou  came 
tome — me.  your  enemy -S-the  man  who  had  vowed 
to  humble  you-  to  the  dust — to  bring  you  to  jour 
knees — for  help!  Now,  Sir  Richard  Carr.  do  you 
understand  the  meaning  of  this  dav,  and  that  the 
signing  of  ihis  paper's  yonr  only  loophole  of  escape?" 

*'  YUlain  !"  cried  the  Baixmet,  as,  nia<ldened.  in- 
furiated by  the  diabolidal  plot  he  perceived  ha<l 
been  woven  about  him,  he  leaped  at  the  attorney's 
throat. 

"  Stop  !  We  are  no  longer  boys,  .'"^ir  Richard, 
but  men,  when  assaults  are  actionable,"  said  the 
other,  as,  quickly  stepping  to  the  table,  he  pressed 
a  gong.  "  If  you  intend  anything  of  that  sort,  my 
clerk  may  as  well  be  a  witness." 

Ihe  door  opened  with  remarkable  |iromptilude, 
and  the  clerk  entered. 

"Ring,  sir?"  he  inquired. 

The  attorney  glanced  towards  the  Baronet,  who 
had  stridden  to  the  window,  a  prey  to  fierce  anger 
and  bitter  despair.  He  knew  tliere  was  no  ho(^>e  for 
him.  He  was  ruined,  disgraced.  All  nerve  seemed 
to  desert  him.  His  eyes  grew  humid,  a  choking 
ball  rose  in  his  throat  as  he  thought  of  his  young 
wife  and  child.  Yet  the  keenest  sting  was  the 
feeling  of  how  he  had  been  made  the  pla^  thing,  the 
dupe  of  this  scoundrel. 

"  I  did  want  you, "  said  the  attorney  ;  "  but  you 
may  go.  Unly,  should  I  ring  again,  come  at 
once.' 

When  the  door  reclosed,  he  said  in  the  same 
hard,  imperturable  tones,  '•  Sir  Richard.  I  await 
your  answer—  two  hundred  a  year,  or  lieggarj*  ?  ' 

"  Sooner  than  assign  the  estate  to  you,"  exclaim- 
ed the  wretched  client,  swinging  round  on  his  heel, 
I  surrender  all  to  my  creditors. ' 

"  Your  creditors !  Y'ou  have  but  one.  Sir 
Richard  !"  laughed  the  attorney.  "  Graylini;  and 
M'Intyre  are  my  agents,  so  is  Jonae  Myers,  so  are 
all  the  holders  of  your  paper.  1  repeat,  I  am  your 
sole  creditor,  consequently  you  may  imagine  " — 
and  perhaps  involuntarily  Ins  haml  went  up  to  his 
cheek — '•  what  pity  yon  may  expect." 

1  he  Baronet  s  han(^  gripped  spasmodically. 
While  the  contraction!  of  his  mouth  showed  how 
fierce  was  the  struggle  to  keep  his  passion  under 
control. 

'•  Great  Heaven  !"  he  ejaculated  with  hitler  in- 
tensity; "a  man  would  be  justified  in  murdering 
you  !" 

'1  he  attorney  shrugged  his  shoulders, 

''  I  hat  is  not  the  question."  he  said, 

•'  H  you  infer  you  are  still  waiting  my  answer." 
remarked  the  Baronet,  taking  his  hat  and  cane, 
•■  it  is  this.  l>o  your  worst  to-morrow.  I  accept 
ruin  and  disgrace.  I  declare  myself  bankrupt. 
No  willing  act  of  mine  shall  minister   to  your  low 


attorney  pride  or  revenge." 

With  that  be  quitted  the  offic& 

The  clerk,  iu  the  outer  one,  rather  confusedly 
rngaged. among  tiie  tiu  boxes,  saw  Lim  down  the 
Bhiirs. 

When  he  retnmed,  he  fonnd  the  doorof  commti- 
uicatiou  closed,  and  a  blip  of  paper,  yet  wet  with 
writing  ou  his  desk,  - 

It  Was  to  thin  efl'ect  ; — 

"  Yon  can  go.  I  shall  remain  here  to-night.  I 
expect  Sir  Richard  Carr  Imck." 

So  the  attorney  believed.  He  imagined  him  too 
much  iu  the  toils  to  escape — too  proud  to  accept 
disgmce,  ruin. 

The  clerk,  reading  the  paper,  left  it  where  it  was, 
and,  taking  his  hat,  departed. 

Gloomily  he  made  Lis  way  throngb  the  fog  to 
Isliugtou. 

He  arrived  at  his  street  door  with  the  postman, 
who  gave  him  a  letter.  There  was  a  look  in  it — a 
touch  that  Henl  a  thrill  through  the  clerk's  heart. 

Going  back  to  the  pavement,  be  hurried  to  the 
corner  of  the  street,  and  by  a  ^slight,  tearing  the 
blue  envelope  open,  read. 

It  was  a  reminder  that  a  certain  bill  became  due 
the  next  day— a  bill  for  fifty  pounds  ;  and  ptymeut 
was  exp<>cted,  or  proceedings  would  be  taken. 

The  attorney's  clerk  bud  his  troubles,  even  as 
the  BaruUtt. 

"Fifty  pounds  r  ho  mattered — "and  till  next 
Saturday  I  haven't  as  many  pence !" 

Pulling  his  hat  over  bis  brows,  his  bands  thntst 
fiercly  into  his  empty  pockets,  he  plunged  on 
through  the  fog,  but  taking  a  difiereut  direction  to 
that  which  led  to  his  domestic  hearth. 


CHAPTER  II. 

MOBXISO.    • 


According  to  the  vagaries  of  the  English  climate, 
the  foggy  night  had  heralded  in  a  bright,  almost 
genial  moruiug  of  sunshine. 

Even  Gray's  Inn  looked  cheerful,  as  Joeiah 
r>idilleoomb'8  clerk,  at  the  usual  hour,  traversed  it 
on  \iis  way  to  the  office. 

His  brow  was  moody,  his  aspect  that  of  a  man 
who  had  Kl?pt  but  little  the  previous  night. 

Without  doubt,  the  bill  due  that  day  laid  heavy 
on  heart  and  braiu. 

Euteriug  the  outer  office,  he  hung  his  hat  oh  its 
customary  peg,  then,  his  eyes  ou  the  door  marked 
"  Brivnte,"  stood  parsing  his  hand  through  his 
hair. 

Had  Jofiiah  Biddlecomb  gone,  or  was  he  still 
there? 

When  ongftged  on  pressing  business,  or  desiring 
to  be  early  in  town,  be  had  the  means  of  sleeping 
iu  bis  offiee. 

The  clerk  made  a  step  forward,  then  hesitated. 

I'erhaps  he  feared  a  sharp  reprimand  did  ha  dis- 
turb the  attorney. 

Approaching  nearer,  he  listened. 

All  was  still. 

Finally  he  knocked. 

No  answer.     He  must  have  gone. 

Apjmreutly  so  believing,  he  turned  the  handle, 
pushed  open  the  door,  and  looked  in. 

Two  seconds  alter  he  was  rishing  madly  to  the 
other  offices,  eutreating  their  occupants  to  cc«iic 
with  him,  for  J<»Hiah  Biddlecomb  lay  in  his  room, 
dead  -"Murdered,  I  fear  ! '  remarked  the  ashen- 
faced  clerk,  for  (here  is  blood  on  the  floor." 

Murder!  'What  a  power t^he  awful  word  pos- 
sesses !  / 

III  an  instant,  all  those  sipnmoned  were  following 
the  clerk  back  to  the  apartment. 

In  the  outer  office  they  slackened  their  haste. 

All  knew  the  attorney — by  sight,  at  least.  Most 
had  seen  him  alive  yesterday.  Now  he  was  within 
there,  dead. 

"Come,  come  !"  exclaimed  the  clerk.  "See— 
isn't  it  murder  ?  It  must  be  !  He's  not  likely  to 
have  done  it  hitaself !  It's  murder,  and  I  think  I 
can  guess  who  done  it !" 

While  s|ieakiug,  be  had  approAched  the  o^ieu 
door,  and  the  others  crowding  behind,  gazed  into 
the  apartment. 

To  be  Continued— Cotnmcncetl  in  Xo.  152. 
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Two  Acrobatic  Hen  of  Dnblin  Town. 

song  and  Dance,  by  Kelly  and  CXien.      ^ 

Watch  us  close  while  we're  here,      ...   >,;.;" 

For  W8  are  two  solid  men 
Whai  lately  oame  from  Erio'a  Isle, 

A  Circus  to  begin. 
We  were  iwo  great  actors 

In  the  play  called  "  Led  Astray," 
But  we  played  it  in  a  country  -     .! 

W  here  brioka  were  far  away. 
Chores. 


(Sym.) 
(Sym.) 


Arrah,  don't  you  think  we're  warriers, 

By  gob  !  we  neither  larriers. 

We  always  like  to  do  the  best  we  can. 

For  this  world  is  large  and  round, 

We're  as  powerful  as  steam, 

And  as  smart  as  ever  seen, 

'1  wo  acrobatic  men  of  Dublin  Town.   ; 

We've  sung  and  danced  before  tlie  Queen, 

And  lived  with  her  many  years. 
When  we  were  going  to  leave  iier, 

bure  her  eyes  did  fill  with  tears. 
We  sung  watch  on  the  Rhine  in  twenty 

different  ways. 

And  were  presented  with  a  crown. 
And  a  company  of  soldiers  escorted  us  to  the  boat. 
To  leave  sweet  Dubbn  lown.  ChoruB. 

We're  going  to  see  Oarvy  O'Sullivan, 

The  President  of  the  United  States,  V  . 

Sure  himself  and  us  for  twenty  years. 

Has  been  old  comrades. 
He'll  make  us  both  two  congressmen. 

Oh  I  that's  as  true  as  you  re  bom. 
And  we'll  both  live  in  peace  and  harmony. 

Until  ^ngel  Gabriel  blows  his  horn.     Chonu. 


Maggie  Darling,  Now  Oood-Bye. 

ByC.  A.  White. 

Sung  with  great  success  by  the  Freeman  Sisters. 

MCSIC  PCBLISIIKD  BT  WhITK.  SmITH  AND  Co,    BoSTOIC. 

8EXT  BT  VB  TO  AMT  ADDKESSON  BECKIFT  OF 
PBICZ,    40  C£MT8. 


BARKIT. 


BARNKT. 

Maggie  darling,  now  good-bye, 

lo  America  I  go, 
"iwill  nearly  break  my  heart  to  leave  yon. 

And  still  i  cannot  live  here  so. 
'1  will  nearly  break  my  heart  to  leave  you. 

Yet  I  must  from  old  Ireland  go; 
The  old  folks  tliey  are  growing  gray,  Maggie, 

1  lie  farm  it  won  t  support  us  all, 
I  cannot  stay  and  see  them  suffer, 

.So  I  must  go  where  duty  calls.         •    " 

DUKT  •  ■:'-^    ' 

Maggie  dear,  Ma;;gie  dear, 

oh!  should  1  never  see  thee  more. 
My  fondest  hope  is  that  you'll  love  me. 
When  1  have  Uft  old  Ireland's  shore. 
MAGQIK.    Ilariiey,  dear  Harney.  Barney,  dear  Barney, 
Oh  !  should  I  never  see  thee  more, 
My  fondest  hope  is  that  you'll  luve  me. 
.    :  When  you  have  left  old  Ireland's  shore. 

HACniE.  ,,      , 

Barney,  what  will  come  of  me. 

w  ht-n  you're  jfone  far  o'er  the  main  f 
I  he  birdu  will  only  einit  'n  cadnees, 

The  sun  will  ne'er  shine  bright  again. 
The  birds  will  only  sing  in  sadness. 
Till  Barney  oomes  back  home  again. 

'-     BARNRT. 

Oh  !  Maggie,  Barney  feels  'tis  hard  to  part. 
To  leave  liis  home  nnd  country  too, 

But  times  are  getlin:;  hard  here,   Maggpe, 
And  I  must  now  find  work  to  do.  Doet. 

BARNKT.      ■■•  y   •'■■■    ■'■  .:  ' 
Maegie.  do  not  shed  one  tear, 

Bamfy's  heart  to  you  is  true. 
And  when  lie  finds  some  work  to  do. 

He'll  send  to  Ireland  a  shore  for  yon. 
Now  Miiggiesbed  no  hitter  tears,    :    -    -  .^ , 


For  Barney's  heart  is  tme  to  you; 
Now  Maggie,  go  and  oheer  my  poor  old  folks, 

And  don't  let  want  e'er  cross  their  door, 
.^ad  with  Gods  help  I'll  work  and  strive  hard 

To  make  a  home  on  Freedom's  Shore.        Duet. 

(To  be  sung  after  third  Terse  only.) 
BARiriT.  Good-bye,  Maggie,  now  good-bye. 
MAOOia.   Good-bye,  Baniey,  now  good-bye. 

Fourth  verse  to  be  used  only  In  case  of  an  anoore. 

MAOOIR. 

Barney,  let  me  go  with  you. 

To  America's  bright  shore, 
I'd  rather  die  than  live  here.  Barney, 

When  you  have  left  old  Ireland's  shore. 
I'd  rather  die  than  live  here,  Barney, 

When  you  have  left  old  Ireland's  shore. 
The  old  folks  ne  er  shall  come  to  want,  Barney, 

We'll  help  them  as  we've  done  before. 
And  with  God's  help  we'll  work  and  strive  hard. 

To  make  a  home  on  Freedom's  shore.      Duet. 


Hy  Dear  Savannah  Home- 
words  by  S.  N.  Mitchell.      Hualc  by  H.  P.  Danks. 
The  Maslc.    published^  by   lobn  F  Perry  4  0o,BostoD, 

8IHT   BT    CS  TO  A  NIT   ADDRESS,    POST  PAID,    ON 
aiCIIPT  OP  PRICI.   40  OKMTS. 


Whar  de  balmy  air  isl  sighing, 

And  de  roses  catch  de  dew, 

.^nd  de  mocking  bird  am  singing  in  ds  trees, 

Dar's  a  charming  lubiy  city, 

.^od  I'll  eber  hold  it  true, 

I  was  bro't  up  mone  its  bntterflias  and  bees  ; 

In  de  pastures  and  de  fields, 

I  lived  de  whole  day  long. 

But  from  all  of  dem  Is'e  tieen  obliged  toioaia. 

And  when  I  think  of  happy  times, 

De  merry  dance  and  song, 

I  long  to  see  my  dear  Savannah  home. 

(CnoBua 

I  long  to  see  you  onoe  again,  and  feel  da 

scented  breeze. 
And  thro'  dose  sunny  streets  I  long  to  roam  ; 
I  long  to  hear  da  mookio'  bird  a  smgin'  in  de  trees, 
Dat  grow  around  my  dear  Savannah  home. 

All  de  sweet  magnolia  blossoms 

Dat  was  blooming  in  de  lanes. 

And  de  gardens  dat  was  loaded  with  peiliBl% 

All  am  dearer  to  dis darkey, 

Dan  de  long  and  lebel  plains,' 

Aod  dar  I  always  had  enough  ob  room  ; 

When  de  shining  moon  at  night. 

Was  looking  from  de  skies. 

And  we  pushed  de  fiat-boat  from  de  ribber  aida, 

And  down  de  rippling  waters  whar — 

De  Fort  I'ulaski  lies, 

Our  jolly  dancing  parties  used  to  glide.       Choms. 

But  dose  happy  days  are  ober  now, 

De  boys  hab  gone  away. 

And  de  coUua  gals  are  scattered  o'er  de  land, 

Oh  !  de  times  ain't  as  dey  used  to  be. 

When  masea  had  his  say. 

And  each  plantation  had  its  nigger  band| 

Near  dat  little  cabin  home, 

I>e  place  whar  I  was  born. 

Dar's  a  quiet,  luMy  spot.  Id  like  to  see, 

'  lis  whar  dey  laid  my  mudder  down. 

One  pleasant  summer  morn. 

While  songsters  sang  a  snd  and  plaintive  glee.     Obo. 


The  Little  White  Cot  by  the  Mill. 

Words  by  Rosellnda.  Music  by  C.  A.  White. 

THE  MUSIC  18  PUBLISHED  BT  WHITE,    BIOTH  &  Co, 

HTJSIO  SENT  BY  C8  POST  PAID,  ON  BZCXIPT  OF 
FBICE  40  CENTS. 

The  little  white  cot  by  the  mill. 

Where  the  water- wh<'el  is  heard  all  the  day, 
Back  to  childhood  our  thoughts  will  return, 
-    'Ihoui^hour  h(>me  may  lie  fsr, far  away. 


Oh  I  this  was  the  borne  of  my  childhood's 

bright  dreams, 

Here  I've  played  on  the  meadow  and  hill, 
Kow  my  heart  heaves  a  sigh  when  I  think. 

Of  the  little  white  cot  by  the  mill. 

Chobub, 
The  little  white  oot  by  the  mill. 

Where  the  water-wheel  is  heard  all  the  day. 
Back  to  ehildhood  our  thoughts  will  return,  retaro. 

Tho'  our  homes  may  be  lar,  far  away. 

.^h  I  many  a  change  has  been  there. 

Since  I  left  that  joyous,  bright,  happy  home. 
And  the  glad  hearts  t*ial  once  u»ed  to  greet. 

Are  now  silent  and  laid  in  the  tomb. 
The  last  was  a  mother,  now  she  too,  is  gone 

To  the  loved  ones  who  pnssed  long  before. 
And  DO  more  shall  I  ^ee  her  dear  face. 

At  she  stood  by  the  white  cottage  door.      Cho. 

There's  many  a  bright  spot  in  life. 

Where  our  happy  thoughts  unfettered 

will  roam. 
But  there's  none  that  our  hearts  hold  so  dear, 

Aa  the  dear  little  cot  once  our  home. 
The  joys  of  that  home  they  have  now  passed  awtj.j 

And  the  water-wheel  lies  silent  and  still,       , 
As  I  visit  the  place  once  my  home.  ' 

The  little  white  cot  by  the  mill.  Chonu. 


The  Anderson's. 


By  David  Roche.  sung  by  Mike  Hannlfy. 

Air:    F.M.O'8. 


In  this  land  of  society  and  of  freedom's 

precious  mould. 
Where  Jew,  Italian,  Greek  and  Turk  in  union 

we  behold, 
America's  the  nation,  let  her  praise  with  joy  be  sucg, 
T'o  oheer  each  solid  member  of  the  Andersons. 

Chorus. 
The  Anderson's  for  sparkling  wit  and  puns, 
Friendship,  truth  and  valor  in  each  heart  sojourns. 
They  are  gay  and  free  and  full  o«  jollity. 
Then  hip  hmrah,  hip  hurrah  for  the  Anderson's. 

The  propensities  of  its  members  to  me  are  very  clear, 
There's  George  Wash,  the  lady  msaher,  who 

also  loves  good  beer. 
But  with  all  his  minor  failings,  he'f  unlimited  in  fun. 
And  is  proud  to  claim  that  honest  name,  your 

friend,  John  .Anderson. 
Chorus. 

There  are  several  other  members  whom  to 

mention  it  would  plaase, 
There  is  Cob,  the  mighty  butcher,  the  young 

girls  he  can  teaae, 
I'll  use  a  little  pmdence  now,  and  mention 

the  last  oM, 
Oar  honored  friend,  let  each  voice  send,  a 

hurrah  for  Anderson. 
Chorus. 

FEW  SHEET  MUSIC.      *     | 
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:  The  Murphy  Chowder  Chib. 

:      ByD.  F.  L.         Air:   Cp  at  Dudley's  Grove. 

The  Murphy  Chowder  Club  ,  / 

Had  a  graud  excarsion, 
And  weut  away  at  break  of  day,        ' 

From  Maloney's  big  hoteL  .: 

Their  faces  looked  bo  jolly, 

The  boys  all  looked  so  gay,  ' 

A«i  in  a  stage  they  started,  :    r 

Down  to  Sheeps-Head  Bay, 

Chobdb.  'V' ;"•■•,: ' .  -   -' 

D  you  had  only  seen  them, 

Upou  that  sunny  day, 
With  music  sweet,  they  left  Pearl  Street, 

And  storied  for  Sheeps-Head  Bay. 

They  enjoyed  themselves  immensely. 

As  they  whirled  to  the  ferry. 
Some  diauk  "  booze  "  and  read  the  news, 

And  every  one  was  merry.  .,    ,, 

Tom  Daley  sang  Grandfather's  Clock, 

McCarthy,  St.  Patrick's  day, 
And  Dennis  O'Brien  fell  asleep, 

On  the  way  to  Sheepe-Head  Bay.  ChoroB. 

At  last  the  horses  stopped 

At  their  destination  ; 
The  boys  all  got  out 

For  the  day's  recreation.  '       ' 

Foley  started  for  the  river, 

To  eujoy  a  swim, 
Shure  Grady  threw  him  overboard. 

And  Fitzgerald  fell  in.  Choms. 

At  last  the  dinner-bell  sounded,  ' 

All  started  for  to  dine ; 
Kennedy  and  Dougherty 

Eat  enough  for  nine,  ^    • 

Then  Murphy  with  his  blarney, 

Made  a  speech  on  Kearney  ; 
And  his  argument  that  day. 

Was  excdlent  and  fine. 

When  the  time  came  to  start  home. 

The  boys  we've  titivated, 
McFaddin  as  usual  played  his  pranks. 

While  Bums  remonstrated. 
The  stage-bells  jingled  sweetly, 

And  the  urchius  cried,  hooray  ! 
And  cheered  the  Murphy  Chowder  Club, 

Coming  home  from  Sheeps-Head  Bay. 


Chorus. 


Cho. 


Poor  Old  Jesse's  Blind- 
words  and  Music  by  J.  T.  Rutledge. 
Music  pubUahed  by  William  A.  Pond. 

BIMT   BT    CS  TO  ANT    ADDRBS8.    PCST  PAID,   CM 
RBCIIPT  or  PRICI.   40  CSNTS. 


Yonder  stands  de  cabin  home  whar  I  was  bora, 
Whar  I  hoed  de  cotton  an'  de  yellow  corn, 
Dar  my  good  ole  massa  was  so  kind  to  me, 
But  he's  gone  to  heaven  whar  I  longs  to  be. 

Refsain. 
Hear  de  darkies  singing  down  among  de  cane. 
How  dey  make  me  feel  dat  I  am  yotmg  again— 
Bat  I'se  ole  and  feeble,  blind,  I  cannot  see, 
Massa  is  in  heaven,  no  one  caree  for  me. 

Pity  poor  old  Jesse,  then. 

He  was  always  kind, 
.  .'■'  Massa  used  to  love  him, 
'.    An' now  poor  old  Jesse's  blind. 

Chorcb. 
[Ty>  besung  behind  the  scenes  after  the  retrain.] 
Pity  poor  old  Jesse,  then. 

He  was  always  kind, 
Massa  used  to  love  him, 
.''■■.       And  now  poor  old  Jease'd  blind. 

Dar  my  wife  am  sleepin'  neath  de  willow  tree. 
Angels  tock  her  spirit  to  dat  land  so  free. 
How  I  long  to  meet  bar  in  dat  home  above, 
Whar  dar  ia  no  sorrow — all  am  peace  and  love. 

Re&ain  and  Choras. 

All  my  days  am  nnmbared,  soon  Fll  have  to  go, 
Soon  ni  leave  de  sorrow  of  di«  earth  below, 
Dey  will  lay  me  gently  whar  de  willows  wave. 
But  dar's  none  wholl  shed  a  tear  on  ole  Jesse's  grava. 

Refrain  and  Chorus. 


My  Sunny  Southern  Home.'^    -    »iv  ;; 
By  Stephen  Garvej .        Air :   The  cot  where  fwas  born. 
Dedicated  to  WllUe  wudwave. 


I  am  thinking  of  the  past  and  gone, 

Tho«e  pleasant  days  of  yore, 
When  youthful  pleasures  reigned  supreme. 

Around  our  cabin  door. 
It  makes  me  sad  to  recall  the  past, 

Thou«  happy  times  have  flown, 
I  was  content,  in  the  days  I  spent 

In  my  sunny  southern  home  ; 
I  was  content  in  the  days  I  spent, 

lu  my  sunny  southern  home. 

That  dear  old  place  I  knew  so  well. 

Where  nature's  beauty  prew. 
There  everything  was  as  lovely        . '. 

As  the  morning's  bright  dew,  '  :•    » 

Those  visions  they  appear  to  me, 

Though  far  away  I  roam  ; 
1  can't  but  regret  the  day  I  left,     -      . , 

My  sunny  southern  home. 
I  can't  but  regret  the  day  I  left. 

My  sunny  southern  home. 

When  the  cruel  war  broke  out  there. 

It  caused  us  all  to  leave 
Behind  us  those  pleasant  scenes. 

And  forever  to  grieve.  :    " 

To  wander  about  the  world. 

Dejected  and  forlorn, 
I  roam  to-day,  yes,  far  away 

From  the  place  where  I  was  bom, 
I  roam  to-day,  yea,  faraway 

From  the  place  where  I  was  bom. 

Tliose  sweet  enchanting  scenes  of 

My  dear  old  native  place. 
Let  come  what  may,  they  never  will 

From  my  memory  be  erased, 
Those  happy  times  have  passed  away  ; 

The  brightest  I  have  known. 
As  back  I  gaze,  I  sing  in  praise 

Of  my  sunny  southern  home,       ; ' 
As  back  I  gaze,  I  sing  in  praise 

Of  my  sunny  southern  home.  ' 

Orandfather's  Lunch  Eoute. 

Sung  by  Ed.  Burton. 


My  grandfather's  route  was  all  over  the  town. 

And  oe'r  it  he  went  every  day  ;  . 
Beading  free  lunch  in  every  saloon  np  and  down, 

With  as  little  as  possible  to  say. 
The  old  man  was  admired,  and  had  all  that  he  desired. 

The  tomato  can  was  always  by  his  side  ; 
And  the  keg-drainers'  lost  their  most  brilliant  gem — 

When  the  old  man  died. 

,;-;. :'..'/'  ,  .■.^:v:':v;''Chobd8. 

Ninety  years  he'd  been  living  on  (tick,  tick,  tick,  tick. ) 
His  tongue  was  most  always  (thick,  thick,  thick,  thick 
But  it  stopped  short— never  to  wag  again — 
When  the  old  man  died. 

My  grandfather  always  came  in  when  it  rained. 

Or  the  snow  was  to  thick  on  the  ground  ; 
And  when  he  was  short  the  price  of  his  bed. 

In  the  station-house  frequently  was  found. 
With  his  can  full  of  beer,  he  was  always  of 

good  cheer, 

And  the  island  always  he  shied  ; 
But  the  drainers'  now  shed  many  a  tear — 

Since  the  old  man  died.  Chorus. 

In  waiting  the  "  copper  "  patrol  to  and  fro, 

Many  hours  had  he  spent  with  annoy ; 
When  the  blue  coat  around  the  comer  did  turn. 

His  heart  gave  a  leap  with  joy. 
Then  each  keg  ha  would  try,  and  shim  those 

that  were  dry. 

His  business  to  none  would  confide  ; 
Bat  the  can's  lost— never  to  be  filled  again— 

Since  the  old  man  died.  Chorus. 


Rusliiug  ncklesa  in  the  gla«e    wht-n  you  (urn  the  peg. 
Nover  cuining  back  a::aiii  l^i  thai  lager  k<ir  ; 
Then  tliis  reckless  lager  be«r  conies  lo  griel  at  laet. 
The  keg  will  never  buzz  again  with  the  lager 

that  haa  {>aased. 
Many  ore  the  oclioonera  now,  Johnny,  you  and  I, 
We  iiave  got  away  with,  oh,  when  our  li|)B  were'  dry, 
And  tlie  happy  limes  we've  had  with  our  friends  so  gay, 
Shaking  for  ihis  lager  beer  and  seeing  who  Bhould  pay; 
But  those  l.appy  limes  are  >:one,  I  am  br..ke  at  laat. 
The  keg  will  never  buzz  again  with  tli«  lager 

that  has  passed. 
Take  this  lesson  to  yourself,  every  one  of  you. 
Always  look  before  "you  leap,  that's  the  way  to  do; 
^Tl*;  ^l'^^  '•»«  '»««>■  Iteg.  riisl.ing  to  tlie  brink, 
Gobbled  by  some  Dutchman  then  thirsting 

_,,  ,  for  a  drink ; 

When  you  ve  got  a  good  thing,  now  keep  it 

rru    1  11  .  cli.o'i  it  fast. 

The  keg  wiU  never  buez  again  with  the  lag.  r 

that  has  passed. 

Long  Ago. 

Music  publlBhed  by  Spear  &  DehnholT. 

WnX  BE  SENT  BT  UB,    TO  ANT    AODBOb, 
ON  BECEIPT  OFFBICX,  50oiS, 
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The  Lager  Keg. 

By  S.  Bertrew.  Air  •   The  Watennflt 

Listen  to  the  lager  beer  all  the  live-long  day, 
Buzzing  in  iu  little  keg,  mad  to  get  away, 


O  sea,  billow  on  and  sigh  as  of  yora, 

O'er  the  dead  in  tliy  depths  below. 
On  tliy  silvery,  stranded,  shell-ribb'd  shoK, 

I  wait  and  list  to  tliy  breaker's  roar. 
As  the  bright  waves  ebb  and  flow, 

As  the  bright  waves  ebb  and  flow,  ' 
For  a  barque  sailed  out  with  my  life  one  day. 

And  carried  my  beautiful  treasures  away,' 
A  barque  sailed  out  with  my  life  one  day 

In  the  far  offloug  ago,  in  the  far  off  long  ago. 

O  river  run  far  !  O  river  run  fast ! 

O  weeds  float  out  to  the  sea. 
For  the  sun  has  gone  down  on  ray  happy  past, 

And  the  hopes  that  like  bread 

on  thy  waves  I  east. 
Have  drifted  away  like  thee, 

Have  drifted  away  like  thee  !     ' 
Well  the  day  it  is  dead,  and  the  dream  it  is  done. 

But  1 11  ever  remember  the  name  of  one 
Who  will  never  come  back  to  me, 

Who  will  never  come  back  to  me  ; 
The  day  it  is  dead,  and  the  dream  it  is  done. 

It  will  never  come  back  to  me !  tj  luel 


Only  a  Letter  From  Mother. 

THI  MUdlC  WILL  BK  BfNT  Br   US,   POST  PAID,    TO  AMT 
ADDRKSS,  ON  nKCKIPT  OP  PRlf*:.       40cts. 


'Tis  only  a  letter  from  mother,         ' 

So  full  of  kind  words  unto  me,  : 

In  all  this  wide  world  there's  no  other,        '■  < 

So  kind  or  so  loving  could  be. 
It  breathes  of  tiie  fondest  devotion. 

To  me,  her  dear  wandering  boy;  :   .; 

And  wakens  the  s wet-test  emotions,  i"-^'' 

No  absence  or  lime  can  destroy. 

Chords. 

'lis  only  a  letter  from  mother,  ■■•'■- 

Sweet  message  from  over  tlie  sea. 
In  all  the  wide  world  there's  bo  other,  '  ', 

Like  mother,  dear  mother  to  me. 

Yes,  only  a  letter  from  mother, 

I've  read  it  so  many  times  o'er; 
Of  all  my  hearts  treasures  no  other,    •<►..... 

Was  ever  so  precious  before. 
Her  words  they  are  fraught  with  afFeetion, 

Advice,  and  the  holiest  prayers, 
I'll  keep  them  in  fond  recoUeetion, 

In  all  of  this  lifes  many  snarat.  Chorus. 

'lis  only  a  letter  from  mother. 

Whose  heart  fondly  clings  onto  me  |^ 
I  never  can  flod  suoh  asotber. 

Wherever  my  footsteps  may  be. 
She  sends  me  a  heavenly  blessinf , 

Sweet  wishes,  bright  hopes  as  f  m«m — 
Afar  from  her  gentle  caressing. 

And  all  the  sweet  faees  of  home.  Ctioras. 


4t58 


TIIK 


JOURiKAl^. 


Oar  Back  Stoop,  or  :  My  Sweet  Maria. 

Worda  and  Miuilc  by  W.  Denovany. 
Mualc  pubUabed  by  Spear  &  Delmboff. 
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Twaa  on  mv  "back  stoop  dozing. 

One  cTening  very  l*te ; 
A  strao^e  nois«  roused  rae  quickly, 

'Twos  ai  the  garden  gate. 
1  listened  just  a  moment,    - 

Perbap*  'lis  Jeremiah, 
A  coming  to  spend  the  evening, 

A-cuurliug  uiy  Mariar ! 

Spoken  :     'TwBS  but  a  iiiiniit«,  when  I  heard  a 
tapping  and  a  scratching  at  (he  garden  gate,  and 
then  a  long  and  melancbuly  voice  began  wailing — 
Chorus. 
Me-yow,  me-yow,  Mariar, 
It  surely  said  Mariar, 
Me-yow,  me-yow,  Mariar, 
I'm  sure  it's  Jeremiah. 

[  ^>eard  the  window  raising, 

y^-vow!  away!  you  brute! 
And  tlid'  *  voice  cried  louder. 

Old  bof.  vou'd  better  scoot. 
I  looked  aro'uu'd,  when  wildly. 

Anotlier  voioe  screamed  "  fire! 
When  boot-jacka  tai^old  booU  flew  near  me, 

Me-yow,  me-yow,  laiariar. 

Spoken  :  ^.id  all  this  hub-bub  for  a  litter  of 
cats  1  say.  Mariar.  where  is  Jeremiah  »  Let  us 
murder  all  this  feline  family.  anJ  then  in  the  Ian- 
of  the  immortal  Ulysses,  we  11  have  peace, 


Chorus. 


Ruai^e 

and  no  more  of  this ; 

1  jumped  beneath  the  arbor, 

Oil  '  how  my  dander  rose; 
1  he  cats  lined  all  the  fences, 

111  black  and  snarling  rows. 
My  cont.  my  hat.  twy  boots  I  threw, 

I  yelled  for  Jeremiah, 
iJut  all  the  mad  music  that  I  heard. 

Was,  me-yow,  me-yow,  Mariar. 

Spoken ;  Ii  seemed  the  whole  world  wa«  a 
wilderness  of  caU,  cats  of  all  colors,  shapefi,  and 
sizes.  Home  with  swelling  tails,  and  some  witli  no 
tails  at  all,  were  scampering  over  the  fences, 
■craiching.  spitting,  and  swearing  vengeance,  all 
ending  in  an  infernal  chorus  of—  Chorus. 


Good  Night,  and  Happy  Dreams. 

Words  by  Geo.  Cooper.  Music  by  J.  R.  Tbomas. 

Mualc  published  by  WUllam  A.  Pond. 
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When  glowing  stars  have  sweetly  told, 

The  parting  hour  is  nigh. 
And  gentle  hands  onr  own  enfcld. 

While  sadness  dims  the  eye  ; 
Then  loving  lips  repeat  the  woidsy 

That  fall  like  sunnv  beams. 
And  linger  like  the  song  of  birds,  ' 

Good-night,  and  happy  dreams, 
Good-iiiglii,  good-night! 

Good-night,  and  happy  dreams, 
Good-ni;;ht  good-night, 

Good-ni^t,  and  happy  dream*. 

Oh !  long  we  linger  by  the  door  I 

I  he  rt.eiing  hours  we  chide. 
For  when  love  fondly  telU  them  o'er. 

On  wings  of  light  they  glide 
The  rosy  lips  again  we  kiss, 

beii.-aih  ihe  silver  btHtms, 
And  blebs'  tlie  whimpered  words  of 

G'Hxi-night,  and  happy  dreama. 
Good-night,  good-night ! 

Good -night  and  happy  dreams, 
Good-night,  good-night! 

Good-night  and  happy  dreams. 


Behind  the  Flow. 
Br  William  Lawler.  Air :    Behind  the  scenes. 


When  a  little  boy  was  I,  oli !  how  the  time  does  fly, 

I  used  to  work  upon  my  nither's  farm. 

From  morning  until  night  I'd  toil  with  all  my  might, 

No  matter  if  the  day  was  cold  or  warm. 

I  used  to  cut  the  hay  and  stow  it  all  away, 

I  used  to  milk  the  good  old  brindle  cow, 

I'd  do  all  the  chores,  run  to  the  country  stores, 

Ob !  happy  days  were  those  behind  the  plow. 

When  my  day's  work  was  throogh,  I'd  find 

I        something  else  to  do, 
I'd  take  my  book  and  stufly  while  I  could, 
I'd  sit  down  by  the  fire,  and  seldom  would  I  tire. 
Of  reading  to  my  mothcr,|oh  I  so  good. 
Theru'a  plenty  of  men  too,  the  same  thing 

they  did  do, 
Some  of  our  great  men  tliat  are  living  now. 
They  used  to  hoe  the  corn  all  the  whole  day  long. 
Yes,  our  greatest  men  they  worked  behind  the  plow. 

How  my  memory  oft  doeq  roam  to  that  dear 

old  country  home. 
Where  I  silent  many  a  happy  day. 
And  the  old  oak  tree  in  my  vision  I  can  see, 
Ae  underneath  its  branches  we  would  play. 
I  can  see  the  old  man  too,  as  when  his 

day's  work  was  through. 
He'd  totter  home  the  sweat  upon  his  brow. 
But  now  he  is  at  rest,  he  is  roaming  with  the  blest, 
Yes,  he  spent  his  youngest  days  behind  the  plow. 


Eileen  Mavrone- 

Words  by  n.  Percy.  Mu.s1c  by  R.  Buckholtz. 

Music  published  by  Brainerd  &  Sons,    Cleveland. 
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Eileen  my  darling,  'lis  now  we  must  part. 

Be  strong,  acushla,  don't  let  the  tears  start ; 
I  go  lo  a  country  that's  far  o'er  the  foam, 

!iuU  loving  my  darling,  and  Erin's  green  home, 
Oh !   Kileen  my  dailiiig,  my  heart  it  is  breaking 

To  leave  you  behind,  acuchla  machree, 
Cut  soon  I'll  return  to  Erin's  green  valleys. 

And  Eileen  my  darlifag,  I'll  love  none  but  thee. 
Chobcs. 

Oh !  Eileen  my  darling,  'tis  now  we  must  part. 
The  ship  it  is  waiting,  one  kiss  I'll  impart. 

When  crossing  the  ocean,  aonshla  machree, 
I'll  pniy  for  old  Erin,  and  Eily  for  ihee. 

Eileen  my  darling,  when  out  on  the  deep. 

Such  Hweet  loving  tlio'ls  of  you  ever  I'll  keep, 
I'll  think  of  the  bright  days  together  we've  passed. 

In  Erin's  sweet  isle,  that  were  too  sweet  to  lust. 
At  night  in  my  slumbera,  I'll  dream  of  you  Eileen, 

Al  dawn  my  first  wish  will  be  longing  for  you, 
Where'er  I  may  wander  in  strange  land!>,  Eileen, 

Your  Shamus  will  ever  be  conxtant  and  true. 

Oh  !   Eileen,  die. 

Eileen  my  darling,  my  euslila  machree. 

Cheer  up,  for  I  must  go  to  cross  the  blue  sea  ; 
So  dry  your  eyes  darliag,  your  tears  give  me  pain. 

Smile  Eileen,  once  more,  we  will  soon  meet  again, 
Give  Godspeed  my  darling,  the  ship  is  now  ready, 

1'he  white  sails  are  flowing,  and  waiting  for  me, 
God  bless  you,  my  darling,  my  Eileen  Mavrone, 

I'll  Boon  come  back,  darling,  to  you  and 

old  home 
Oh  I  Eileen,  <fco. 


Singers'  Journal. 
Sedlcatea  to  Meeselurs  WUdwave  and  Oamj. 
,         .    By  W.  Bf  Downes. 

In  glancing  o'er  the  Journal. 

Sweet  songs  they  oatoh  my  eye  ,* 
The  oompositions  ars  wo  grand 

You  cannot  pass  tbam  by. 
One  writers  name  is  Wildwave, 

Whose  songs  are  everywherv  known. 
One  of  his  latent  made  a  hit. 

It  is  'My  Hammy  Bed  Noss." 


The  day*  i-eem  very  pleasant. 

When  the  Journil  it  is  near. 
To  read  and  sing  that  spicy  song. 

Its  name  in  Eitie  Dear 
The  author's  name  I  now  will  tell. 

As  it  appeared  on  Journals  many. 
And  to  its  reader*  he  is  known  well, 

Aa  good  uatured  Stephen  Garvey. 

Long  may  the  Jonrnal  flourish. 

To  make  our  hearts  feel  light. 
And  for  ever  we  will  cherish 

Its  columns  grand  and  bright. 
And  through  its  i:ditor  it  will  shine 

Hoth  here  and  o'er  the  sea  ; 
For  ever  dear  to  this  heart  of  mine 

Will  the  Singers'  Journal  be. 


Two  Bad  Men- 
sung  m  the  "Babes  ot  the  Wood. 
Music  Copyrighted,  1877,  by  L.  P.  ooullard. 
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Oh  f  its  two  bad  men  we  are. 

From  the  West  we  come  afar. 
And  we  beat  our  way  right  here  upon  the  train, 

But  when  they  found  us  there. 
They  put  us  off  with  care. 

And  went  in  search  of  the  couduotaire. 
Chorus. 

With  our  bowie  knives  in  belt. 

Our  presence  may  be  felt 
By  the  odor  of  the  crime  that  from  ua  shoots. 

Of  us  two  it  may  be  sung. 
That  if  we  should  not  be  hung. 

You  can  bet  we  11  both  die  game  in  our  boots. 
With  our — (Nance.) 

When  we  stop  a  traveller. 
We  most  expeditouB  are. 

If  they  don  t  give  up,  we  simply  cut  their  throaU  ; 
We  of  pistols  have  a  score  .    , 

And  knives  as  many  more. 

Which  we  carry  in  our  pantaloons  and  boots. 

With  our  bowie  knives,  <fcc. 

Yes,  we  are  two  dreadful  scamps, 
But  you  musn't  call  us  tramps, 
For  the  walking  is  so  bad  it  never  suits. 

And  beside*  wc-'d  have  no  peace. 
For  we  should  meet  the  police. 

Who  would  quickly  ehoot  us  prowlers  in 

our  boots. 
With  our  bowie  knives,  <tc. 


Lillie   Dean. 

Sung  By  Bobby  Newcomb. 
Music  published  by  Geo.  Wllllg  &  Co. 

MUSIC  SENT  BY  US  POST   PAID,  ON  SXCEirT  0» 
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Down  in  a  flowery  dell. 

Where  feathered  songsters  dwell. 
Lives  the  sweetest  little  fairy  ever  seen,    '  ' 

And  the  secret  I II  impart — 
She's  the  idol  of  my  heart, 

,^ud  her  pretty  name  is  little  Lillie  I>eas, 

Chorus,  "   ] 

Little  Lillie,  darling  Lillie  Dean, 

Sweetest,  dearest,  fairest  ever  aeen. 
Oh  !  she's  going  to  Marry  me. 

And  so  hapjiy  I  will  bie, 
With  my  rustic  little  beanty,  Lilly  Dean. 

This  little  woodland  elf. 

Is  a  treasure  in  herself,  .  .^  .'''■:     --^ 
With  her  no  belle  of  fashion  can  ooropars, 

She's  so  artless  in  her  ways. 
And  so  frank  in  all  she  says. 

She  won  my  heart  before  I  was  aware.       Choroa. 

She's  a  blonde  with  eves  of  blue, 

Waving  hair  of  goldeu  hue. 
And  she's  iust  about  the  age  of  sweet  sixteen. 

Oh !  I  bless  the  day  I  met 
This  obarming  little  pet. 

That  bears  the  pretty  nameof  Lillie  Dean.     Cbo. 


h. 
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Grandmother's  Clock. 

Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  P.  SkeUy. 
Musii  publlbbed  by  Spear  &  Detinlioff. 
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Before  my  old  grandmother  died, 

She  left  as  a  keepsake  to  me. 
The  old-fashioned  clock  on  the  shelf, 

Its  equal  you  never  can  see. 
It  runs  every  day,  and  it  never  go«s  astray, 

True  as  the  bright  shining  snn  ; 
Tick,  tick,  tick  it  goes,  tick,  tick,  tick. 

And  its  work  is  never  done. 
CHoans. 
Grandmother's  clock  is  dus*y  and  old. 

But  it  runs  every  day  thro'  heat  and  cola 
Tick,  tick,  tick  it  goes,  tick,  tick,  tick, 

And  its  work  is  never  done. 

It  brings  me  sweet  memories  of  old. 

To  me  'tis  a  treasure  most  dear, 
A  life-tale  it  seems  to  uphold, 

"Tis  something  to  love  and  revere. 
It  shows  well  its  age,  and  it  seems  a  written  pagD  ; 

Faithful  hands  creep  around, 
Tick,  tick,  tick  it  goes,  tick,  tick,  tick. 

With  the  same  unceasing  sound.  Choms. 

The  days  and  the  years  may  roll  on, 

But  true  to  my  charge  I  will  be  ; 
The  old  clock  I'll  keep  in  my  care, 

As  long  as  there's  life  left  in  me. 
My  grandmother  said,  as  she  lay  upon  her  bed, 

•'  Take  care  of  the  old  clock,  my  son," 
Tick,  tick,  tick  it  goes,  tick,  tick,  tick. 

And  its  work  is  never  done.  ^  Ohoinfl. 


Cora  May- 
Words  and  Music  by  T.  B.  Kellv. 
Music  published  by  WUUam  A.  Pond. 
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"  '  i.  ' 

I  love  to  linger  at  your  side. 

My  darling  Con  May  ; 
I  love  to  press  your  hand  in  mine, 

And  hear  you  fondly  say— 
That  you  will  love  me  evermore, 

And  be  my  heart's  delight, 
Yoor  smile  will  cheer  me  every  day. 

And  make  our  future  bright 
Choeus. 

Beautiful  Cora  May,  \^ 

Bright  as  the  dawn  of  d«T, 
Ever  to  you  my  heart  will  be  tra«^ 

My  beautiful  Cora  May  ; 
Beautiful  Cora  May, 

Bright  as  the  dawn  of  day, 
Fondly  I  prize  the  bright  bloecyei; 

Of  beautiful  Cora  May  ! 

Hove  the  aongi  yoa  sing  so  sweet. 

They  make  my  heart  rejoice. 
And  oheerlul  mern'riaa  oft  repeat. 

The  murmur  of  your  voioa  ; 
Tis  sweet  to  whisper  words  of  love. 

And  kisses  fondly  share, 
KaA  watch  the  roses  come  ai>d  go^ 

Upon  your  cheeks  so  fair. 


Obaos. 


I'll  bind  a  wreath  of  fairset  flow'rs. 

To  place  upon  yonr  brow, 
ru  oome  at  twilight's  peaoefol  boanb   ' . 

And  sing  love's  trusting  vow ; 
The  moon  will  glow,  the  stars  will  abxot. 

And  charm  our  cares  away. 
While  fondl^f  I  shall  call  you  mine. 


My  darling  Oora  May. 


OhidMis. 


■  •»<■ 


I  My  Lovely  Wliite Bow.. ^: 

EyC.  A.  Johnson.  Air  i   My  Pretty  Bed 

Strolling  through  a  fciowef,  one  day,     >'; 
Oi  flow^rn,  the  rkliflst  and  mm, 
Tbnt  did  all  their  beauty  dnptay, 
Ob  !  fair  were  the  Bights  I  saw  these; 


Twas  there  that  I  saw  a  flower  most  sweet, 
To  me  'tis  the  fairest  that  grows. 
My  heart  gave  a  leap  as  my  gaze  did  it  greet, 
My  lovely,  my  pretty  whit«  rose. 

Chorus. 
My  lovely  white  roee,  my  lovely  white  rose. 
It  is  the  most  beaatifol  flower  that  grows, 
My  heart  gave  a  leap  as  my  gaze  did  it  greet. 
My  lovely,  my  chaming  white  rose. 

They  say  'tis  but  a  common  flower,  >.. 

One  of  the  most  common  that  grows. 

Bat  I  think  that  in  Flora's  bower, 

The  loveliest  is  the  white  rose. 

When  sleep's  gentle  lips  doth  soft  press  my  eyee, 

The  tide  of  mem'ry  to  me  flows. 

The  soft  zephyr  sighs  as  before  me  doth  rise, 

The  form  of  my  lovely  white  rose.  Chorus. 


^-^*-' 


Angel  CM)riel. 


iroSXOSENT  BX  US  POST  PAID,  OH  SECXIFI  OX 
PBICE  30  CENTS.    . 


Oh  !  my  soul !  my  soul !    ■  -  ;^    . 

I'm  a-gwine  for  to  rest 
In  de  arms  of  my  Angel  Qabriel ! 

I  will  climb  on  de  hill,  -' 

An'  I'll  look  toward  de  west, 

I  will  cross  over  Jordan  to  de  Lamb, 
m  sit  me  down  iu  de  ole  arm-chair. 

An',  bretheren,  I  will  never  tire, 
Ole  Satan  may  sneeze, 
But  I  will  take  my  ease,  -'■■_  ■'  • . 

An'  warm  myself  by  de  holy  fire. 

Chobus.  ;  •  '       ' 

Well  shout,  we'll  dance, 

We  will  wake  up  ao  early  in  de  mom, 
An'  when  I  arise,  I  will  rub  my  sleepy  eyes. 

When  ole  Gabriel  am  a  blowing  on  bis  bom. 

Oh  !  I  shan't  weep  long, 

When  I'm  ^oiug  for  to  leave,   ' 
So  I'll  pack  up  my  band-box  and  go  ; 

My  brethereu,  now  hearken. 
Don't  yon  ever  grieve, 

'Cause  I'm  going  ap  to  glory  very  slow, 
I  will  eat  my  meaJs  joss  three  times  a  day. 

And  you  oau  bet  youx  life  I  won't  be  ]ato. 
An'  we'll  have  lots  of  fun, 
When  you,  my  bretheren,  come, 

'Ca«fie  I'm  gwiue  to  take  de  tickets  at  de  gate. 

We  shout,  £0, 


My  Mother's  Hands. 

By  T.  Brlgbam  Bishop. 

Music  Copyrlgh  ed  1878,  by  T.  Brlgham  Bishop, 

Muslo  publlfihed  by  Spear  and  DehnbotT. 
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Such  beautiful,  beautiful  banda,  .  ;. 

1  hey 're  neitjier  while  nor  small,  -     ' 

And  you  I  know  would  scarcely  think 

That  tbey  are  fair  at  all ; 
I've  looked  on  haoda  whoie  form  and  hue 

A  sculptor's  dream  might  be; 
Yet  ar«  tu oat)  aged,  wrinkled  handa";  i^r'':    - 

Most  beauLiful  to-mai 
Those  beautiful,  b^uliful  hands, 

My  dear  nMiber's  beautiful  hanja. 

Chorus.  ; 

Such  beautiful,  beautiful  haads, 

Tho'  h«art-aore,  weary  and  sad. 
Those  patient  haada  kept  toiling  on. 

That  I  miglil  e'er  be  glad  , 
Those  beautiful,  beaatifol  hapdt,        ;,:.V  .; 
^  My  dear  mother's  beautiful haada.-^...,'. 

Such  beautiful,  beautifal  hands,  '  ;  ,1 

They're  growir^g  feeble  now,  - 

For  time  and  pnin  have  left  their  BMOk,    ?,  _:  ,  " 

On  hands,  on  heart  and  brow  ,  '.;■■■ 

Alas !  alas !  the  tnoraiog  time,      , 

And  the  sad,  aad  day  to  m«  r  f-''~     ■■'.'■ 
When  'neath  the  daiaiea,  out  of  sight, 

ThoaabawJs  will  fold«d  be ! 
Sueh  beautiful,  beautiful  )i«ndi. 

My  dear  mother's  beautiful  hands.         Cherus. 


Those  beauliful,  beautiful  hands. 

Where  all  is  bright  and  fair;         f    '■'-■ 
I  know  full  well  ihoee  dear  old  hands 

Will  palms  of  vict'ry  l>ear ! 
Where  crystal  streams  thro'  endless  years. 

Flow  over  golden  iiaoda. 
And  where  the  old  grow  young  and  fair; 

I'll  clasp  my  mother's  hands. 
Such  beautiful,  beautiful  liaiids. 

My  dear  mother's  beautiful  hands.         Chorus. 


De  Gospel  Raft.  ^ 

By  F.  Dumont.  sung  by  Tom  Warllold. 

Music  published  by  F.  W.  Uehnlck,  Clnclnnaa 

TH«  MUSIC  WILL  BK  SHJT  BY  IS,  POST  PAIK,   TO  ANT 
ADDSKSS,  ON  HECKIPT  OF  PRICK.      40ota. 


1  am  gwine  to  cross  de  river  on  de  goepel  rafl, 

Like  Noali  io  de  good  ole  ark. 
Keep  your  caadles  all  a  burning. 

Keep  'em  burning  all  de  time;         '  v 

You'll  lose  Nourself  and  stumble  in  dedapk; 

Get  your  baggage  on  de  craft. 
Don't  f.rget  to  gel  aoliecU  ; 

You'e  trot  to  pay  your  passage  right  to-day. 
Be  sure  de  money  s  good,  forde  capuin's  eye  is  sharp, 

1  ou  can't  eueak  aboard  and  hide  away. 

■       ;  Chobus. 

'■  Hide  away !  hide  away  1 

Dar'e  no  use  trying  to  hide  away  ,• 

Get  your  bagf,'age  on  de  ra«l. 
i  Don't  forget  to  have  it  checked, 

j         You  can't  sneak  aboard,  you'se  got  to  pay. 

Now  Uke  warning,  little  children,        '.:  . 

Don't  get  fooled  about  de  raft, 
For  de  opposition  boat  is  running  too. 

But  she  is  liable  lo  bust  de  biler  any  time  at  all. 
And  you  niggers  will  be  cooked  into  a  »tew. 

I'se  got  a  private  box  and  an  opera  glass  to  aee 
You  sinners  a  trying  to  buss  in  at  de  door, 

liut  dey  will  kick  you  down  de  stairs 
If  you  haven't  got  de  ^rass. 

if  you  come  back  dey  will  slap  you  in  de  jaw. 

Hide  away,  Ao. 
Let  me  tell  you  'bout  de  army  Mr.  Tharoah 

did  command. 

When  he  followed  ole  Moses  long  ago. 
They  were  drowned  in  de  water 

Willi  their  life-prcfervers  on,       •      'w 
And  de  fishes  had  a  jubilee  below, 

Dar  was  Jonah  was  a  fool,  and  as  stubborn 

as  a  mule, 
But  de  whale  he  made  him  quickly  disappear  ° 

Jonah  den  pulled  out  a  razor 
And  he  cut  de  whale  in  half, 

And  he  floated  to  de  shore  on  his  ear. 

Hide  away,  dio. 


I  Sweet  Thoughts  of  Home. 

ByWUUeWlldwave.  Dedlcatea  to  J.  K.  Johnson. 

Tm  far  away  from  my  home  to-day, 

In  foreign  lands  I  roam  ; 
I  sit  and  ponder,  and  often  wonder,  ; 

Do  they  think  ol  me  at  home  ? 
Tis  many  a  year  since  I  dropped  a  tear. 

But  one  has  fallen  to-day. 
Thinking  of  mother,  sister  and  brother. 

Who  are  many  miles  away. 

Chokcb.  ■       '  •■ 

Sweet  thoughts  of  home—  my  beantifol  home. 

That  I  left  when  bat  a  ohild  ; 
I  think  of  the  oarese  of  dear  tendameaik 
.         Of  mother,  so  gentle  and  mild. 
I-  ■  ■■ 

Those  scenes  so  dear  will  soon  be  near. 

For,  I'll  retnm  on  the  morrow. 
With  heart  fall  of  joy— onoe  more  a  boy. 

With  never  a  thot^t  of  sorrow. 
To  see  the  old  place—  my  dear  mother's  face. 

And  the  many  friends  of  yore, 
It  gladdens  my  heart,  no  more  will  I  part 

From  my  own  native  shore.  Cboms. 


m 


The  Greenback  Alderman- 
ByT.  P.  Broanan.       Air  .    Longshoremen's  Stilke. 


My  name  is  Mike  McConuaok,  ■     . 

In  the  Fourtli   Ward  I  belong, 
In  poliUcs  I'm  a  Greenback, 

Me  ''  pull  "  in  the  ward  ia  strong  ; 
Just  wait  til  next  election  day, 

I'll  monopolixe  the  gang, 
Clear  the  way,  you'll  bear  them  say. 

For  the  Greenback  Alderman. 
Chokdb. 

Early  and  often  vote,  me  boys, 

And  lend  a  helping  band, 
He'll  have  full  sway,  on  election  day, 

Thia  Greenback  Alderman. 

I  was  with  the  gang  the  other  night, 

1  was  told  to  '•  chuck  up  ray  hat," 
I  took  it  off,  threw  it  ont  of  sight. 

They  were  quite  delighted  at  tbat; 
I  said  I  was  a  thoroughbred, 

Tho'  their  "lingo"  I  didn't  understan' 
Now  you'll  bear  them  strike  for  beer, 

from  this  Greenback  Alderman.  Chorua. 

I  brought  the  gang  to  Syracuae, 

To  a  hotel  went  in  a  troop, 
A  Blair-eyed  Butler  asked  me  if 

'•  Id  have  some  Madd-ox  Shupe, 
I  told  him  I  was  no  -galule,' 

An' gave  him  to  understan' 
Tho'  Cooper  by  trade,  me  fortun's  made 

When  a  Greenback  Alderman.  Chorua. 


I  Tnist  You  will  Excuse. 

By  W.  H.  Delehanty. 
Music  Copyrighted,  1877,  by  U  P.  GouUanl. 
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Will  you  please  to  give  me  your  attention, 

For  just  a  little  while. 
'Till  I  with  pleasure  mention  her. 

The  belle  of  Am-ber-ile  ; 
She's  the  neatest  and  the  sweetest  maiden 

My  heart  oould  ever  choose. 
And  if  I  now  sing  and  dance  for  joy, 

1  trust  you  will  excuae. 
Gbobcb. 

Oh !  when  I  hear  the  mneic  play, 

1  feel  BO  happy  I  could  throw  mjaelf  away. 

Yes,  I  feel  ao  good  I  can't  help  singing, 
My  joy  it  is  profuae. 

And  the  heel-taps  will  keep  ringing,  but 
I  truat  you  will  ezcose.  (Danoe  ) 

I  shall  ne'er  forget  the  moonlight  pionio. 

They  gave  at  Amberile  , 
How  the  pleasures  were  eeatatie,  for 

The  best  of  "  bonton  "  style  , 
It  was  there  I  met  my  hsart  a  best  treaaura, 

Sweet  idol  of  my  muse. 
And  when  I  begged  to  waltz  with  her, 

She  said,  "  I  can't  refuse."  Oheros. 

Just  the  other  night  I  popped  the  question. 

Said  she,  "  I  can't  deoliue," 
So  a  cottage  on  the  Hudson's  banks. 

Will  be  her  home  and  mine  ; 
I  invite  you  all  to  call  ar.d  see  us. 

And  hope  you  won't  refnss. 
Then  if  kindness  fails  to  please  yon  there, 

I  trust  you  will  excuse.  Charus. 


Hever  too  Late  to  Xend. 

By  Jack  Haggarty.  Air  :   Stakea  VenUct. 

Slang  phraaeA  and  by-wards. 

Are  now  all  the  rage. 

Here's  one  that  I've  had  m  ray  Tiaw,    .    ' 

I  know  it  is  old  bnt  as  solid  aa  gold. 

At  least  you'll  admit  it  is  tme. 

If  a  man  ba  oast  down. 

Why  on  him  don't  trowo, 

Bat  a  halpinz  hand  to  him  extend  ; 

If  be  looses  his  grip  don't,send  him  adrift, 

For  it's  never  too  late  to  mend. 


CaoBua., 
So  always  act  honest,  |  •    - -.^ 

Be  upright  and  square. 
You'll  find  It  will  pay  in  the  end  ; 
We've  all  had  our  share  of  grief  and  despair. 
And  it's  never  too  late  to  mend. 

There's  many  a  good  man  sir,  in  this  land  to-day. 

By  the  vile  tongue  of  slander  held  down. 

His  doings  and  acta  are  stated  as  facts. 

And  at  last  he's  the  talk  of  the  town. 

His  friends  on  the  street,  pasa  him  by  aa  they  meet. 

To  him  the  cold  shoulder  extend  : 

That's  not  the  way  to  treat  him  I  say. 

For,  it's  never  too  late  to  mend.  Chorus. 

A  man  may  be  cruel,  stern-hearted,  unjust, 

But  strive  for  to  help  him  alone. 

At  first  vou  may  fail,  but  I  will  go  bail. 

In  time  ue  will  surely  reform. 

And  give  him  a  show,  in  this  world  aa  we  go 

There  is  nothing  so  dear  as  a  friend. 

And  to  him  be  kind,  always  bear  in  mind. 

That  it's  never  too  late  to  mend.  Chorus. 

Don't  judge  a  man  by  the  clothes  that  he  wears. 

For  poverty,  boys  is  no  crime, 

A  man's  just  as  human  in  tatters  and  tares. 

Am  a  prince  in  his  palace  so  fine. 

Then  go  through  this  world  happy. 

Stare  fate  in  the  face 

Misfortune  to  it  never  lend, 

AlwhjB  make  haste  to  be  first  in  the  raoe. 

For  it's  never  too  late  to  mend.  Chorus. 


Bold  Eobin  Hood. 


Oh  ]  bold  Robin  Hood  is  a  forester  good 
At  ever  drew  bow  in  the  merry  greenwood  ; 

At  his  bugle's  shrill  singing 

The  echoes  are  ringing. 
The  wild  dear  is  springing  for  many  a  rood  ; 

It's  summons  we  follow. 

Through  brake,  over  hollow. 
The  shrilly-blown  summons  of  bold  Robin  Hood. 

And  what  eye  hath  e'er  seen  . 

Such  a  sweet  maiden  queen 
A»  Marian,  the  pride  of  the  foreater's  green? 

A  sweet  garden  flower,  * 

She  bluoms  in  the  bower 
Where  alone  to  this  hour  the  wild  rose  hath  been. 

We  buil  her,  in  duty. 

The  queen  of  all  beauty  I 
We  will  live  we  will  die  by  our  aweet  maiden  queen  1 

.^nd  we've  a  gray  friar. 

Good  as  heart  may  desire, 
Ts  absolve  all  our  sins,  as  the  esse  may  require  ; 

Who  with  courage  so  stout. 

Lays  his  oak  plank  about, 
.^nd  puts  to  the  rout  all  the  foes  of  hi's  chsir  ; 

For  we  are  bis  choristers, 

We  merry  foresters. 
Chorusing  stiil  with  our  militant  friar:  ' 

Bobin  and  Marian !  Robin  and  Marian  I 

Drink  to  them  one  bv  one,  drink  while  yau  sing  I 

Rabin  and  Marian  !  Robin  and  Marian ! 

Long  with  their  glory  old  tiherwood  shall  ring. 


Sergeant  MoOee  of  the  N.  T.  M.  P. 

Character  8on(.  Buigtoy  Pat.  Roonay. 

Masio  Copy  righted,    187t,  by  S.  H.  Harding. 
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Good  avsnin  to  ys's  one  and  all, 

I  hope  ye's  are  quite  well, 
I've  just  oome  out  to  sing  a  song, 

Aod  me  tronbUs  for  to  tell  ; 
Of  course  ys'a  don't  know  who  I  am. 

But  wait  a  bit  and  see  ; 
Then  I'm  the  famous  Sergeant  sure, 
^nd  me  name  it  is  MeOee. 
Cbobub. 
Tes,  I'm  Sergeant  MeOee,  McGee,  do  ys'a  ssa, 
Of  the  N.  Y.  M.  P.  M.  P.  do  yes  sea. 
Sure  aae  number  'tis  five-forty- three,  forty  thrsa, 
ilnd  the  handsomest  man  on  the  foroe,  that's  ma. 


Me  clothes  are  made  at  Bennett  Bro's, 
Me  hats  I  get  from  Knox  ; 

Me  cluba  are  "  ligum-vitey," 
And  I  wear  tlie  beat  of  socks. 

I've  ten  or  twelve  gould  medals  sure,' 
j  For  saving  people's  lives  : 

.^ud  I  never  kiss  the  servant  girls 
Or  other  fellows'  wivee. 


Chorus. 


'.      If  ever  there's  a  fire  sure. 

Or  row  upon  the  street, 
'Tis  there  you'll  find  the  Sergeant  bold, 

If  it  happens  on  me  beat, - 
=5     I  never  have  been  "  broke  "  by  gob, 

Or  suffered  e'er  a  loss  ; 
i      And  all  me  fellow  coppers,  sure, 

They  say  that  I'm  the  boss.  Chorus. 


Cards  of  the  City. 
By  David  Roche.  Air:   Stokes  Verdict. 

Your  attention,  kind  friends,  I  will  ask  for  awhile, 

I'll  describe  noted  hard  cases  and  cards  ,■ 

Just  give  me  the  time  to  draw  them  up  in  line 

The  good  and  the  bad  of  the  sards. 

Take  a  walk  for  the  first,  down  to  2lvenue  C, 

There  you'll  meet  a  young  man  on  the  lay  • 

A  red  shirt,  a  black  lie.  a  slouch  bat  and  bkckeve 

'I  hose  words,  also,  what  dye  soy-eh-Loy.  ' 

CbosCS,  -  ;'■:;■, 

"Hiat  man  is  a  tough,  yes,  his  looks  are  enough. 

And  whenever  he  it^oes  on  a  spree, 

He  will  yell  out  with  might. 

Say,  I'm  looking  for  fight. 

So,  let  any  one  here  come  for  me  I 

The  next  introduced  is  a  poor  wretched  bum, 

For  a  ke^  on  the  sidewalk  he'll  steer  ; 

A  can   neath  bis  coat,  he  will  jump  like  a  goat. 

For  to  empty  the  dregs  of  the  beer. 

Now  if  fortune  is  well,  he  will  not  leave  a  smell 

For  his  brother  snd  chum  across  the  street. 

But  his  shoulders  he'll  rub,  then  devour  some  grub. 

While  the  other  calls  out,  oh  !  you  beat  t 

Chords. 

In  the  winter  they  ohooae  Blaokwell's  Isle  for 

,      ,  their  seat. 

In  the  summer  the  gay  matie  park. 
Where  they  sit  and  they  think,  with  a  nod  and  a  wink. 
On  a  bench  while  of  sun  there's  a  spark. 


I 


Major  Majolica- 

Marching  Song.     Words  and  Music  by  Bobby  Newcomh. 
Music  Copyrighted,  l87^  hy  K.  H.  Harding. 

SENT  BX  U8  TO  ANT  ADDBBB8  ON  BBOEirT  OT 
PBICX,    35  CXMTB. 


In  martial  array,  we  see  ea«h  day. 

Our  soldiers  on  parade. 
With  music  sweat,  and  tramping  feet. 

Bright  uniforms  arrayed ! 
But  1  know  a  soldier  feir,         •    '■ 

Who  is  handsome  brave  and  gay. 
The  ladies  faint  with  leva's  eomplaiat,  ' 

When  he  gets  in  their  way. 

Cbobub.  ^ 

Major  Majolica,  he  is  a  rollieker, 

brave  and  handsoms,  dashing  and  gay  f 
He  is  a  ktifler,  and  such  a  trifier. 

The  Major  is  *'  mashing  "  the  kdies  all  day. 
Tes,  Major  Majolica,  he  is  a  rollioker, 

Bravs  and  handsome,  dashing  *iwj  g^y  { 
Se  ia  a  stifler,  and  such  a  trifler. 

The  Major  is  "  mashing  "  the  ladies  all  day. 

Whan  cannons  go  off  hegivee  a  laugh,  - 

Says — load  'am  and  go  it  again ! 
'Whan  bullsU  are  tkiak,  b«  alwaya  is  qoiek — 

To  eMaps  Bay  daogsr  or  |Mlnl 
He  drawa  his  sword,  saya— ODwavd,  beys  i 

And  then  goes  to  the  rear ; 
The  girls  would  die,  or  else  they'd  sigh. 

If  they  lost  the  Major  dear.  Ohoros. 


Tllli:    SlIVOERS'    JOURiVAL.. 
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The  Lost  Inheritance. 


OOMTINUED 


There,  face  downward  on  the  earpet.  his  arms 
flung  out,  bis  hands  gripped,  laid  the  attorney. 

A  gleam  of  sunshine,  made  sickly  by  the  dirt- 
encrnsted  window  it  had  to  penetrate,  fell  upon  the 
motionless  figure,  revealing  a  stream  of  blood  that 
had  flown  from  his  bead  to  the  floor,  and  coagulated 
there. 

"  It's  no  good  standing  like  this,"  exclaimed  one, 
pushing  his  way  in,  and  being  instantly  followed  by 
the  rest.  "  Murder  or  self-murder,  something  must 
be  done.     Who'll  fetch  a  pliceman  ?" 

"  I  will,"  said  the  clerk.  "  It's  murder !  I'd 
take  mv  oath  it  s  murder  !" 

Selling  his  hat,  he  leaped  down-stairs  into  the 
lane.  But  to  search  for  a  guardian  oi  the  streets, 
and  find  one.  are  not  natural  sequences.  He  had 
to  go  into  Fleet  Street,  under  the  liar,  and  as  far  as 
St.  Clement  Danes,  before  he  discovered  what  he 
sought. 

A  few  low,  hurried  words  informed  him  of  the 
matter,  and  they  hastened  back,  the  nucleus  of  a 
crowd  at  once  forming  in  their  wake. 

"  Vou're  sure  the  gentleman's  dead?"  remarked 
the  policeman,  ascending  the  stairs. 

"Quite— quite.  He  must  have  been  laying  there 
for  hours.      This  way." 

So  speaking,  the  clerk  taking  the  lead,  forced  his 
way  through  the  crowd,  which  had  much  innreased 
in  the  office.  Then  he  uttered  a  cry— almost  a  yell 
of  terror— leaping  back  the  while  with  alarm,  for  a 
hand  had  suddenly  been  laid  on  bis  arm,  and  a 
face  looked  into  his. 

I'he  hand  and  face  were  Jotiah  Biddlecomb's. 

He  was  not  dead  ;  life  had  been  found  still  in  the 
attorney.  They  had  rained  him  on  to  a  cliair, 
bathed  his  face  while  sending  for  a  neighboring 
chemist,  and  Josiah  Biddlecoml)  had  come  back  to 
consciousness  as  he  did  from  sleep,  with  all  his  wits 
about  him. 

His  eyes  still  on  his  clerk,  standing  thunder- 
struck and  speechless,  he  »aid,  "  This  is  my  clerk, 
gentlemen,  and  I  think  he'll  confirm  my  words. 
Don't  look  so  scared,  my  good  limothy.  I'm  not 
murdered,  as  the  yillain  whoa-ssailed  me  believed!" 

*'  Thank  Heaven  I'  involunlarily  ejaculated  the 
clerk. 

"  Yes— yes ;  I  have  cause  to  be  tliankful ;  also 
that  I  have  every  reason  to  think  I  know  who  was 
my  would-have-been  assassin.^ 

"  You  do  ?"  ejaculated  the  clerk,  while  every 
head  was  craned  forward. 

"  Doctor,"  said  the  attorney,  "  I  thank  these 
gentlemen  for  tlieir  sympathy,  hut  I  feel  faint. 
Can't  the  room  be  cleared  T  '1  he  communication  I 
have  to  make  must  be  to  the  policeman  and  my 
clerk  alone." 

'*  Reluctantly  the  rest  withdrew  ;  then  his  tones 
getting  weaker  despite  his  efforts  to  maintain  his 
strength,  Josiah  Biddlecomb,  who  had  never  once 
let  go  of  his  clerk,  said,  "  Policeman,  I  desire  the 
arrest  of  Sir  Richard  Myddletoa  Carr,  as  my  would- 
have-been  murderer!" 

"Sir  Richard  CarrT"  gasped  the  clerk. 

"  Yea.  They  tell  me  you  said  you  thought  you 
knew  the  man,  my  dear  Timothy.  W  ho  did  you 
suspect  ? 

1  he  clerk  hesitated  ;  then,  with  apparent  reluc- 
tance, answered,  "  From  the  scene  that  occurred 
here,  sir,  I  suspected  the  Baronet,  too." 

"  Upon  what  grounds  do  you  make  the  charge  ? 
Did  you  see  him  f  interrogated  the  policemen. 

"No,-  the  murderer  came  on  me  unawares.  But  the 
Baronet  is  the  only  enemy  I  have,  the  only  man 
my  deatli  could  benefit.  Listen,  policeman.  Sir 
Richard  Carr,  as  my  clerk  knows,  if  I  live,  will  to 
day  be  proclaimed  a  mined,  a  disgraced  man — a 
bankrupt  -a  defaulter.  My  death  would  have  been 
his  salvation.  I  bid  you  arrest  Sir  Richard  Myd- 
dleton  on  suspicion,  as  my  murderer— for— for — 
I'm  not  out  of  the  wood  yet  'I  imothy—dont leave 
me— there's  a  good  fellow— 1 11  —  " 

The  words  died  on  his  lips,  and  the  attorney 
dropptHl  back  in  a  swoon. 

Summoning  the  doctor,  the  clerk  and  the  police- 
man, withdrawing,  had  an  earnest  conversation. 
The  former  told  of  thai  stormy  scene  between  the 


Baronet  and  the  attomev  ;  bow  he  had  been  rang 
for,  then  dismissed,  yet  bidden  to  oome  instantly  if 
rang  for  again  ;  how  he  had  seen  the  Baronet  out, 
and  never  beheld  anyone's  expression  like  his— so 
fierce,  so  full  of  anger.  1  hen  taking  the  official  to 
the  desk,  be  showed  him  the  papwr,  still  upion  it, 
wherein  the  attorney  had  stated  his  intention  of  re- 
maining at  the  office,  as  he  expected  Sir  iUehard 
Carr  to  return. 

All  this  convincing  evidence,  surely — at  least  for 
gravest  suspicion.  So  conceiving,  the  official,  de- 
parting, procured  a  warrant  for  the  Baronet's  arrest 
on  suspicion. 

But  where  was  Sir  Richard  ? 

The  officers  proceeding  to  his  residence  learned 
that  since  he  had  left  the  previous  morning,  he  had 
not  returned — nor,  owing  to  a  telegram  received  by 
Lady  Carr,  was  he  expected. 

Tbe  officer  requested  to  see  that  telegram,  and 
her  ladyship  wondering  but  not  suspecting  readily 
gave  it.  „     - 

It  ran  thus: —    -■..  '  y  •"''■"■■■■-.■'.'■' .^'"''\. 

"  Dear  Wif«_ 
Important  and  immediate  business  will  prevent 
my  being  home  to-night.     It  is  possible  I  may  have 
to  leave  London,    Probably  England,   for   a  time  ; 
so  hold  yourself  prepared  /or  sudden  departure.  " 

More  convincing  evidence,  in  the  official  mind,  as 
he  courteous  to  the  poor  lady,  withdrew,  leaving  a 
detective  in  plain  clothes  on  guard,  lo  watch  the 
nest  was  the  sure  way  to  trap  the  bird. 

But  days  passed,  and  no  bird  came,  or  even  any 
intelligence  to  the  now  alarmed  Lady  Carr.  Mean- 
while Josiah  Biddlecomb,  in  the  bosom  of  his 
family,  was  rapidly  recovering  from  the  fever  the 
blow  he  had  received  had  occasioned. 

As  they  had  prepared  to  take  him  from  the  office 
home,  Consciousness  had,  for  a  brief  p>eriod,  re- 
turned. 

Raising  himself  in  his  bearer's  arms,  he  cried, 
excitedly,  "1  he  paper — the  paper!  Is  it  safe? 
Has  the  villain  robbed  me  of  it  ? 

Being  questioned  as  to  what  paper  he  referred, 
he  directed  them  to  a  small  safe,  so  concealed  in 
the  wall  as  not  easily  to  be  detected  at  the  far  end 
of  the  apartment. 

Search  being  made  the  paper  was  found. 

The  attorney  received  it  with  an  exultant  laugh, 
and  hugged  it  to  him. 

"  This  is  what  he  did  it  for  I"  he  cried.  "He 
wanted  to  rob  me  of  it  ,*  but,  thank  Heaven  I  he 
couldn't  find  it  I  It's  some  compensation  for  my 
losses.    It  makes  me " 

The  last  words  were  inaudible. 

The  doctor  insisted  upon  his  being  calm  ;  and, 
closine  his  eyes,  he  permitted  them  to  carry  him  to 
the  cab  waiting. 

For  a  week  the  medical  attendant  pronounced  the 
attorney  too  ill  to  see  anyone,  or  be  questioned. 

Daring  this  time,  his  clerk,  naturally  much  con- 
cerned, went  frequently  to  tbe  house. 

At  the  end  of  that  period,  Josiah  Biddlecomb, 
though  not  yet  declared  out  of  danger  of  relapse, 
was  able  to  make  his  deptosition. 

He  told  how  the  Baronet,  being  much  embar- 
rassed by  debt  and  difficulties,  had  years  ago,  come 
to  him  for  aid.  How  he  had  aided  professionally, 
though  seeing  well,  from  Sir  Richard's  extra- 
vagance and  mania  for  horse-racing  and  specu- 
lating, how  it  must  ultimately  end.  How  it  had 
ended  in  ruin  irretrievable.  How  the  Baronet  had 
come  to  him  on  the  afternoon  of  the  attempted 
murder,  imploring  him  to  raise  money  for  him  by 
some  means  that  he  might  honorably  meet  his 
racing  debts  on  the  morrow.  How  he  had  declared 
it  utterly  impossible.  Sir  Richard  having  no  security 
to  give.  'Whereupon  his  cliant  had  acted  like  a 
madman,  and  that,  fearing  personal  injury,  he  had 
rung  for  his  clerk. 

After  that  he  had  grown  calmer,  and  listened  to 
the  only  means  the  attorney  could  propose  with 
safety  to  himself- that  he  should  destroy  the  entail 
of  his  estate,  when  the  attorney  himself  would  not 
only  procure  him  the  money  lie  needed,  but  try  to 
make  a  compromise  with  his  other  creditors. 

I  he  Baronat  had  witiidrawn  in  a  violent  passion, 
yet  hinting  (hat  he  might  return.  He  had  done  so, 
signed  the  necessary  paper,  and  rsceived  from  him 
Josiah  Biddlecomb,  four  thousand  pounds  in  notes. 


which  hia  clerk  had  fetched  from  the  bank  that 
day. 

Believing  Sir  Richard  gone,  the  attorney  had  put 
the  paper  carefullv  away  in  his  secret  safe,  and  was 
collecting  some  letters  together,  preparatory  to 
quilting  the  oflSce,  when  he  wasetunned  by  asevere 
blow  from  behind,  and,  falling  to  the  ground,  re- 
membered DO  more. 

lerribly  condemnatory  evidence  thia,  not  only  to 
the  officials,  but  to  the  public  generally— to  all  but 
the  distracted  wife,  who  passed  the  daya  and  niglits 
of  sleepless  agony  by  the  bed  of  her  sole  surviving 
child— a  bright,  handsome  boy— for  whom  she  in 
her  mother's  heart,  had  wreathed  so  happy,  so 
proud  a  future. 

Now  he  was  to  go  forth  with  the  inherited  sUmp 
of  an  intending  assassin  upon  his  brow.  Onelo  l>e 
pointed  at— to  have  his  sad  Ule  whispered  as  he 
passed. 

"  But  it  is  not  true  ;  I  will  never  believe  it  of 
you,  Richard,  my  love— my  husband— the  father 
of  my  boy  !  •  cried  Lady  Carr.  distractedly,  as  she 
cla8p<<d  the  wondering  child  to  her  bosam,  and 
bathed  his  bright  golden  head  with  her  tears. 
"  Richard  Carr  never  would  be  a  murderer  even  in 
heart !  It  is  a  cruel  falsehood— a  base  plot  I  Oh, 
Richard,  Richard,  where  are  youT  Why  do  you 
not  come  and  boldly  refute  these  cruel  a«cusa- 
tions  7 " 

But  the  wretched  wife's  appeal  met  with  no  re- 
sponse.    The  absent  man  gave  no  sign. 

The  public,  not  blind  to  the  fact  that  the  busi- 
ness transactions  between  the  attorney  and  his 
client  were  somewhat  after  the  one-sided  fiishion  of 
the  spider  and  the  fly,  yet  could  not  put  the  faith 
in  the  Baronet's  innocence  that  Lady  Carr  did. 

A  man,  desperate  and  mad  at  the  moment,  no 
doubt,  and  with  possibly  good  ground  for  being 
so,  nevertheless  guilty. 

Thus  Sir  Richard  Myddleton  Carr  was  declared 
to  the  world  a  bankrupt,  a  defaulter,  a  would-have- 
been  murderer,  for  whom  the  law  was  still  search- 
ing ;  and  Sir  Richard  Myddleton  Carrmade (.o  sign 
to  refute  the  chai^ges. 

KMD  or  rROLOOUK. 


The  Story. 
CHAPTER    I. 

TBI  RIDniir  LI8TXMR. 


It  waa  close  upon  sundown.  The  sun,  like  a  huge 
red  luminous  shield,  hung  just  above  the  horizon, 
scorching  everything  within  its  fierce  glow.  1  he 
oldest  inhabitants  in  Australia  declared  such  a 
summer  had  never  before  been  seen  or  felt. 

Nearly  all  the  creeks  were  dry.  1  he  cattle  were 
perishing  for  want  of  water  ;  the  vine-shooU  were 
cut  off  by  the  heat  as  by  frost  ;  cherries  and  goose- 
berries were  literally  roasted ;  while  the  hot  winds 
cleared  all  the  trees  of  blight. 

The  thermometer  stood  at  ninety-five  degrees  all 
night.  Sleeping  was  out  of  the  question.  Aus- 
tralia had  an  universal  want— shade,  a  cool  breeze, 
and  rain. 

In  a  sitting-room  of  a  pretty  considerable  cattle- 
station,  some  fifty  miles  from  Adelaide,  were  two 
young  men,  gazing  out  over  the  arid  landscape. 

The  glass  doors  opening  on  the  verandah  were 
thrown  wide  to  admit  any  wandering  breeze,  and 
one  of  the  men  kid  languidly  on  a  couch,  drawn 
close  up  to  the  window. 

He  was  by  u  few  years  the  elder  of  the  two,  and 
from  the  gray  pallor  of  iiis  face  it  was  evident  that 
the  hand  of  deaih  was  gathering  him  genlly  but 
surely  home. 

Not  so  with  his  companion,  leaning  against  the 
door-frame,  his  arms  folded  on  his  eh«-st  Health 
was  in  every  move  of  the  well-built,  graceful  figure  ; 
in  the  clearness  of  the  large,  frank,  honeet  eyes, 
and  fair  handsome  face. 

A  brief  silence  had  ensued  during  which  rhch 
gazed  out  at  the  distant  bui-h — the  sick  (nan  wiih 
that  va^ue  hnngry  glance  as  of  farewell ;  the  otiier 
meditatively,  with  slightly  eoniraet«d  b<o«s,  as  if 
his  ideas  had  wander^  far  away. 

It  was  the  sick  man  who  broke  the  silence 
To  be  Continued  -  Commenced  in  Nu.  152. 


■'«.. 


43*J 


TlfK    I^IMQERS'    JOLRMAl.. 


I. 


When  the  Flowers  Fall  Asleep- 

Words  by  T.  W  llanshew.       Music  by  £.  Q.  B.  Holder. 
Moiic   C  .pyriylit  1877.  inil  publmhed  by  F  Blume, 

aXMTBT  US  TO  ANY  ADDBESSON  BKCDPT  OF 
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Where  the  water  lillien  grow, 

Aud  tbe  zephyrs  poutly  blow. 
Where  the  waters  softly  flow. 

Meet  me,  darling  Annie. 
When  the  whippoorwill  doth  call. 

And  the  dewitrops  softly  fall, 
While  tUe  moon  shines  over  all. 

Kiss  me,  Uarliug  Annie. 
■    .  Chorus. 

When  the  flowers  full  asleep. 

And  the  mix)n  shines  o'er  the  deep. 

Tell  me  I  your  heart  may  keep. 
Then,  my  darling  Annie. 

Hearken  to  the  turtle  dove. 

Cooing  frt>m  his  nest  above, 
List'ning  to  the  tale  of  love, 

Whisper'd  nuto  Anuie. 
How  he  envies  me  the  bliss, 

Pressing  such  a  form  as  this. 
How  be  wishes  he  might  kiss 

Your  sweet  lips,  my  Anuie. 

While  the  little  stars  do  shine. 

Place  your  snowy  hand  in  mine, 
Whiwperiug  softly  "I'll  be  thme," 

Now,  my  darling  Annie. 
From  the  clouds  the  moonbeams  break. 

Showering  silver  o'er  the  lake, 
List'uing  to  the  vows  I  take. 

From  you  darling  Anuie. 


Gbons. 


Ghoms. 


Stop  it  Tommy! 

Sung  by  Fred  D.  Harris. 


I  eonrted  once  a  lovely  maid. 

Her  unnie  was  Susau  Green, 
And  Susau  was  the  greatest  girl, 

That  I  have  ever  seen. 
She  had  an  aunt,  an  old  maid, 

Who  said  she  sLould  not  wed, 
So  every  time  I  tried  to  steal 

A  ki>«.  Miss  Susy  said. 
Choeus. 

Stop  it  Tommy,  stop  it,  now, 

Or  I  shall  tell  my  aunt ; 
You  really  should  not  do  it  so. 

When  yon  know  so  well  I  can't 

Now  that  was  not  encouraging 

For  me  you  will  allow. 
And  on  that  maiden  aunt's  account. 

We  often  had  a  row. 
But  one  night  sitting  by  her  side. 

She  very  loving  seemed. 
When  suddenly  the  gas  went  out, 

Aud  Susy  once  more  screamed. 


Choms. 


She  tried  hard  to  persuade  me 

To  get  up  and  light  the  gas, 
I  wouldn't,  so  with  talking,  we 

An  hoar  did  quickly  pass. 
When  Sue  saw  s<imethiug  in  the  gloom. 

Then  loosed  hold  of  my  arm. 
And  as  her  aunt  caiue  in  the  room. 

She  whispered  in  alarm.  Chorus. 

Och !  Oilhooley,  Ton  re  a  Lad ! 
By  n.  Bums.       Air :    My  son  Charley. 

I  take  this  nppcrth  unity 

To  tell  yon  this  is  me, 
Fnr  fear  you  moight  by  some  mistake 

Be  making  mther  free. 
I'm  sacret  sarvice  offussur. 

The  chafe  of  all  the  clan. 
And  It  there's  any  munuy  made, 

Gilhooley  he's  the  man.  - 

Chobus, 
Och!  Gilhooley,  you're  a  lad  > 
Look  at  the  chances  yon  have  had  I 


You  moight  been  President,  egad  I 
And  here  you  are,  Gilhooley. 

Parkwnsites  we  here  none  attaobed. 

But  divil  a  bit  we  care  ; 
We  make  a  note  of  everything,         v'- 

Aud  always  come  out  square. 
The  thiaves  are  not  so  bad  at  all,    -    - 

But  civil,  so  to  spake. 
For  if  my  min  act  cantionaly, 

Of  coorsei  we  get  a  lake. 

Now  let  me  whuspnr  in  yonr  ear. 

But  faith  you  must  not  sqneaL 
Fnr  if  old  Comsthock  finds  it  out. 

Be  ^ob  !  he'd  raise  the  de'il. 
My  mm  they  have  a  faro  bank 

On  the  comer  of  Siveutb  and  Pino, 
Just  give  three  taps  upon  the  dture. 

The  byes  will  let  you  in. 

The  force,  of  coorse,  it's  jealoos  tbey  are. 

To  see  me  doing  so  foiue. 
For  me  and  ray  son  Dinnis  heT 

Tin  shares  in  a  silver  moiue. 
Yon  see  my  great  success  in  life 

Was  playing  my  smartest  cne. 
So  boping  that  I'v^s  plased  you  all, 

I'll  wash  success  to  you. 


Among  the  Sugar  Cane. 

Way  down  in  Carolina, 

In  good  old  Dixie's  land. 
All  among  the  sugar  cane, 

A  good  old  darkey  band. 
There  *e'd  join  together. 

Old  Massa  he  would  bring 
Kind  Missis  aud  de  little  ones 

To  hear  de  darkies  sing. 

Chorus. 
I  never  shall  forget  old  Auntie  Dinah, 

Tbe  sport  we  had  in  old  Carolina. 
You  may  talk  about  your  jubilee, 

I  wish  they'd  oome  again. 
We'd  roll  around  upon  de  grotmd 

Among  the  sugar  oane. 

When  tbe  snn  was  boiling  bot, 

Like  gravy  in  de  pan, 
Ob  I  I  coold  tote  de  sugar  oane 

Like  any  other  man. 
But  when  de  work  was  over. 

To  my  Julia^  would  skip. 
She  d  put  her  arms  arouml  me 

And  would  kiss  me  ou  de  lip. 


Ghoras. 


Cboms. 


Cboms. 


Cboms. 


Dancing  in  the  Bam. 

Music  by  T.  Turner.  Words  by  A.  McKee. 

MUSIC  PLBLIsnKD  AND  COPTRIOIITKO  BT  O.  MOLLINKUX, 
44  roURTH  ST,  BROOKLYN. 

MUSIC  SENT  BY  UB  POST   PAID,  ON  SXCXIPT  OF 
PBICE  40  CENTS. 


Ob  !  we'll  meet  at  de  ball  in  de  evening, 

Kase  I  love  to  pass  de  time  away, 
Wid  Clemintina  Consitina 

Aud  my  Angemima  Mina  May. 
Deu  we'll  balance  alt  to  one  another. 

Like  de  ship  dat's  going  roimd  de  horn, 
Dar  we'll  meet  you,  yes  we'll  greet  you. 

While  dancing  in  the  bam. 
Chorus. 

As  we  move  so  gftioefnlly,  we're  happy  as  can  be. 
Den  swing  your  partners  all  together, 

Kase  uow's  the  time  for  yon  to  learn. 
Music,  singing,  niggers  singing  and  dancing 

in  the  bam. 

Den  we's  off  to  work  in  the  morning. 

Singing  as  we  go  out  to  the  field. 
Picking  cotton,  all  else  forgotten, 

Except  to  see  Low  mach  de  gronnd  do  yield. 
De  black  folks  are  hajipy  while  together. 

It's  funny  for  to  lu  ar  them  tell  a  yarn, 
About  a  lover  with  kinses  smother, 

While  dancing  in  the  bam.  Choms. 


The  *'  Game  of  Bluff."  I 

To  Pat.  Rooney,  ByT  F.  Brosnan. 

Air  :    The  Oame  of  Baseball. 
. . .    Sung  with  ^reat  Bucoeas  at  Harry  Miner's. 


I  am  a  daeent  Irishman, 

I  have  two  boos  named  Mike  and  Dan, 

They  go  with  a  mob  called  tbe  "  Poker  "  gang, 

WIm>  use  me  rather  roogh  ! 
When  I  ask  me  boys  where  lliey  go. 
It's  "Cheese  it.  Cully  ;  you're  too  slow; 
"His  skull  is  thick,  '  or  be  would  know. 

We're  to  play  a  game  of  bluff ! 

The  other  night  tlie  gang  tbey  came. 
Into  my  house  to  play  a  game, 
I  tried  to  apeak— it  was  in  vain. 

They  yelled.    '  stop  the  Urrier's  guff!" 
1  bey  a«k«d  me  for  to  take  a  hand. 
Though  the  game  I  did    not  understand. 
Saying.  "  you  II  be  tbe  bow-player  of  the  land 

In  the  game  that  they  called  bluff  1" 

The  cards  were  dealt,  I  took  me  band, 
I  was  told  to  "  chip  "  in  like  a  man. 
When  down  my  pook«ta  my  fiat  1  ran. 

To  see  if  I  had  enough  ! 
I  put  the  money  down,   now  mind  I      " 
A  blackguard  said  "  He'd  give  me  a  '  blind,'  " 
Or  might  "straddle  "  me,  if  he  felt  inelioed. 

Ihe  night  that  I  played  bluff  1  .  r.  ■.. 

To  please  the  gang  I  did  my  best. 
All  my  spare  cliange  I  did  inveat. 
When  broke,  I  was  told  to  '  takearest," 

Or  they'd  "grind  roe  up  for  snuff!" 
I  threw  the  cards  unto  the  wind, 
I  busted  their   'anlea,  straddles,  and  blinds 
Straights,  fluahes,  an<l  pairs  of  all  kinds," 

And  I  never  since  played  "  Bluff!  ' 


■I--/:.     :•: 


De  Gospel  Car. 

Simsr  by  J.  C.  Davis. 

Dat  goapel  car  ia  a-coming. 

Is  a-ooming  frough  dis  land ; 
I  hear  dem  car-wheels  a-moving. 
And  straining  every  hand. 
Chobus. 
Den  git  on  board,  little  child'en. 
Git  on  board,  little  child'en. 
Git  on  board,  little  child'en, 
Dar's  room  for  many  more. 

Dem  cara  ia  a-coming, 
Coming  round  de  curve; 

Da  drawing  in  sight  every  minute. 
And  straining  every  nerve. 

I  hear  dem  cara  a-coraing. 
Da  drawing  near  in  sinht; 

Oh  f  sinner  have  your  ticket. 
And  yonr  soul  will  be  all  right. 


By  Thomas  Ford,  Jr. 


Mary  Ann. 


Choms. 


Chorus. 

} 


Air :   Sweet  Aleen, 


I  am  waiting  here  this  evening,  Mary  Ann, 
I  am  waiting  here  this  evening,  Mary  Ann, 

As  I  sUnd  be  the  alley  door 

Can  you  tell  me — are  you  sure — 
That  the  old  man's  not  within,  now,  Mary  Ann  ? 

Mary  Ann,  Mary  Ann. 
Are  you  aure  he  a  getting  his  whiskey,  Mary  Ann  ♦ 

I'll  tell  you  true  my  aweet, 

You're  the  belle  of  Jackeon  Street, 
Oh  !  yes,  indeed  you  are,  dear  Mary  Ann.     I     •■ 

I  am  waiting  here  this  evening.  Mary  Ann, 
I  am  waiting  here  thia  evening,  Mary  Ann, 

Would  yer  holler  thro  the  nail 

If  there's  any  show  at  all. 
And  I  shall  soon  be  with  yer,  Mary  Ann,     I 

Mary  Ann,  Mary  Ann, 
Are  vou  sure  I  won't  be  collared  by  the  old  man, 

111  tell  you  true  my  lass,     .  :  .  .  ,., 

No  snjfel  can  surpass  '■  '"   '  ■     !;  -   ' 

My  gushing,  little  rosy  Mary  Ann.  Chnrus. 
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If  Yoa  Give  a  Girl  the  Chance. 

Sung  by  Jennie  Uughes. 

Words  by  W.  R.  Watts.  Music  by  C.  T.  French. 

Muale  puMlstied  by  Spear  t  Dehnbocr. 

MCUC  UXST  BY  us  P08T  I* AID,  ON  RXCKIPT  OT 
FBICK  40  CS^TS. 


Since  first  this  world  created  was, 

'1  he  greatest  )M>wer  of  Diiod 
Is  «i  ijed  by  the  gentle  sex, 

1  hat  lonl  it  o'er  mankind. 
Since  inotiier  Eve  to  .^dam  gave 

'1  lie  first  RWeet  taste  of  sin, 
1  he  liQsbands  and  the  sweetheart*  have 

lieen  always  taken  in.  ' 

CHORrs. 

These  charming  little  creatures  win       .  ' 
Vour  heart  with  hut  a  glance, 

You're  surely  to  be  taken  in, 
]f  you  give  a  girl  the  chance. 


Don't  talk  to  me  of  mighty  deeds 

Upon  the  battle  field. 
Of  soldiers  and  of  statesmen  great, 

Of  men  that  wciuld  not  yield. 
There  never  was  produced  a  man 

Who  did  8o  brave  become, 
But  that  a  girl  whene'er  she   liked. 

Could  twirl  liitu  round  her  lUnmb. 


?  :■  • 


Chorus. 


A  lady  in  tli«  doys  of  old. 

Did  Sampson's  whicikera  shave. 
And  Mrs.  Jinks  in  modern  times,   - 

Did  Hnilei 'a  vengeance  brave. 
Mi9«  Walker  weam  the  pantaloon^    ■ 

Her  wutcli-woni  is  advance, 
A.ni  each  sweet  girl  would  do  the  same, 

Could  the  but  get  the  chance.  Chorua. 


Air 


Little  Cherub  Come  to  Mama. 

On  Uio  banks  of  that  lone  river.  To  D.  H,  Waubold, 
by  comotSoclal. 

Little  cherub  come  to  mama. 

Lay  your  little  iiead  at  rest, 
Tell  me  baby  are  you  mortal. 

From  the  realms  of  those  that  are  blessed. 
Smiles  of  joy  no  caresof  sorrow 

Caat  their  shades  upon  thy  brow. 
Tell,  oh  t  tell  m«  little  cheiiib, 

'Will  you  come  to  man)*  now. 

ClIOBfS. 

Smiles  and  ioy  may  hover  o  er  thee, 

Peace  and  happin(»a  be  thine. 
Tell,  oh  I  UU  mq  little  cherub. 

Are  yon  mortal  or  divine. 

Little  ehernb  come  to  mama. 

Give  your  papas  smile  o^  yore,  "' 

He  of  angels  noi^  in  heaven. 

Your  protector  never  more,     ■;;.    -  '         '     ■    ' .  7 
Tell,  oh  I  tell  mi  little  cherub. 

Of  sparkling  eye*  and  golden  hair, 
'Will  you  always  think  of  mama. 

Of  her  love  and  gentle  care. 


Cbonu. 


Dar't  no  Place  Like  de  old  Home- 
By  William  Bams. 


Far  away  down  South,  among  da  cotton  fields. 

Is  de  place  dat  I  ever  long  to  see  ; 
Oh  !  dat  dear  sunny  clime  whiir  I  waa  bred  and  born, 

It's  mem'rie*  are  ever  dear  to  me. 
Dar  de  mocking-bird  sings  on  de  trees  close  by. 

While  far  from  dat  spot  I  roam. 
In  dis  wide,  wide  world,  wherever  I  may  go, 

Dar  s  no  place  like  d^t  cabin  home. 

I  .XlHOBOa, 
Oh !  gib  me  dat  home  on  de  old  Pee  Dee, 

For,  darkeys.  I  love  it  still, 
I  dream  night  and  day,  and  long  to  see  ai;nin, 

Dat  ole  cabin  homo  upon  de  hill. 

Oh  !  where  are  the  friends  who  lingered  at  my  side 

In  the  happy  limea  of  long  ago  ? 
Do  smiles  do  1  see  or  hear  their  merry  voices. 

My  heart  ia  aad  where'er  I  go  ; 
When  1  think  of  the  past  then  the  tears  will  flow, 

For  I  love  that  old  place  still. 
Oh,  take  me  home  to  that  aunny  land — 

To  the  old  cabin  home  on  the  hill.  Chorus. 

Oh !  the  ones  that  I  love  are  sleeping  neath  the  sod. 

While  I  am  passing  fast  away. 
And  my  heart  growa  rod,  I'm  longing  to  return 

Whar  de  ole  man  ever  ought  to  atay. 
For  de  magnolias  bloom  roaod  d«  old  cabin  door. 

Oh !  den  I  turn  wid  a  sigh  ; 
I'll  trablile  baek  ag^in — back  to  dat  cotton  land  ; 

In  dat  old  cabin  home  lot  me  die.  Chorus. 


The  Apology  to  O'Beilly. 

Not  a  hundred  yards  from  where  I  stand. 
In  this  our  glorious  Union  land, 
li  kept  a  first-clas*  liqur  stand. 
By  a  man  who>e  name's  ,4)'Connor. 


Therea  a  man  who'a  known  both  near  and  far, 
\\\ut  aitt-nds  to  Mike  O  Coanor  9  bar; 
Who  in  our  lale  «or  received  no  scar; 
.^nd  his  name  it  U  O'lUillv- 


f 


BeMalh  our  banner'a  atany  viivo, 
1  here's  not  a  man  foo^ht  naN  8o  br-ive. 
Or  half  the  money  for  whiekey  gave, 
At  did  McDeruioit.  W 

O'Connor'a  bar-room  blaaed  with  light 
On  that  eventfnl,  biwxiy  nig}it 
1'hat  MoDenaolt  had  the  fcarful  fiuht 
With  O  lUilly. 

'With  aleevee  rolled  up  McDermott  stood, 
.^nd  Vowed  he'd  die  before  he  winild  -' 

feay  the  »li-hteat  word  that  oould,      '"'^i*      ■ 
In  any  manner  be  misconstrued  ■    r*--**'*-'"  ^•f'' 
Into  an  ujxilogy  to  O  Ueilly. 

With  a  frowning  brow  and  flashing  eye, 

OR  illy  collored  a  glass  of  rye. 

Which  he  devoured  wuliout  a  ein'h, 

'1  hen  turniug  l<i  SIcDermolt.  oaid, 

"You  alclioholic  vat.  you  drunken  loon       ^        ' 

You've  no  moie  Fenao  than  a  gossoon  !" 

"  Ke  Heavens  :  1 11  make  you  change  your  tune," 

Says  McDermott.      ■    ' 

McDermott  went  for  O  Reilly's  nose. 
And  on  it  planted  feurful  blows, 
Till  o'er  hie  eye  a  shanty  rose. 
Erected  by  McDermott. 

O'Reilly  fell  into  n  swoon. 
With  his  head  jammed  in  a  bi^  spittoon. 
And  dreaming  of  Kamum  a  big  balloon. 
The  police  cume  in  and  collared  the  gang. 


The  Beauty  of  Limerick, 

By  E.  Harrlgan.  Music  by  Dave  Braham, 

I  sing  of  my  loved  one.  an  idol  to  nip. 
Though  parted  we  are  by  the  deep  rolling  sea. 
My  thouijhts  gliidly  wander  to  Erin's  green  shore; 
Where  dwells  my  treasure,  mavourneen  aatore. 
By  the  aide  of  a  brooklet,  a  clear  running  stceani, 
I  fancy  I  see  her,  my  Irish  colken. 

Chobus. 
Oh  !  there's  no  girl  fairer  nor  lovlier  than  abp    .- 
My  beauty  of  Limerick,  Acuahla  Machree.     , 

I  sigh  when  I  think  of  our  farewell  good-bye,        '  , ' 
llow  yon  slrived  for  to  keep  the  ead  tear 

from  yor  eye, 
Snying,  Paddy,  God  aare  yon,  and  eend  you 

fafe  home. 
To  th."  heart  that  is  melting  for  you  nil  alone^ 
.Sure  don't  I  remember  the  promise  I  gave.     '■ 
llow  Id  go  baek  to  Ireland  when  money  Id  eave. 

Ob,  therea  Jio. 

-«•— ;■  .■,^,.,-V', 

Rally  Eouud  Dan  Bradley  Boyg.' 


Air:    MaaotEaucatlou 


By  W.  a.  tt 


I'm  a  Brooklyn  man  of  great  renown; 

And  that  1  tell  you  straight  boys, 
I  can  run  the  wards  of  nil  that  town, 

Ai.d  will  ppove  to  you  i lie  same.  boys. 
I'm  a  Democrat  you  know  ri;;bt  well. 

But  not  the  McLaughlin  grade  boyi, 
For  a  paltry  sum  I  never  eell 

My  vote  on  election  day,  boys. 

Chobi's. 

So  rally  round  Dnn  Bradley,  boys, 

Ko  liquor  man  could  buy  ue. 
We'll  go  to  the  polls  like  solid  men. 

And  the  ring  tool  Icuvo  behind  us. 

A  Demiicrot  Independent  I  am 

Of  rings  or  brit>ed  politicians, 
1  he  w<irkingman'a  friend  is  the  man  for  me, 

Ani\  that's  the  iiian  we'll  elect,  boys, 
Au  honernb'e  man  then  we'll  elect 

To  represent  us  squarely, 
.ilnd  We'll  have  that  man  as  sure  as  deatli,'  "' 

In  our  neighbor  Daniel  Bradley,  Chorus. 


•-*<>»r 


^^"■^'^^t&jHt^iu^'Jz.a, 


■a;.  J^'^'ii. 
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The  Casey  Social  Club. 

By  E.  Harrlgan.  Music  by  Dave  Braham. 

MuBle  Copyrighted,  1878,  by  E-  H.  Harding. 

6EKT  BT  VB  TO  ANT  ADDKBBS  OK  BXCKIFT  OT 
PBICB,    35  CENTS. 


Ob  !  Ibere  waa  a  social  party, 

Of  Repnbe  and  DemocratB ; 
Met  at  Michael  Casey's, 

And  pot  away  their  hats.     " 
One  ticket  RHve  a  lady 

AdmittHDce  and  b«r  gmb  ; 
luvited  by  tbe  Committee  ;, 

01  tbe  Cuaey  Social  Club. 

■.!.;■:>.  Chobus. 

Ther*  ff^  PreRident  McAlamy,        ' 

And  Secretary  Dnff, 
For  tbe  ladies  sociability 

They  conldn't  do  enough, 
There's  Mary  here  and  Rosy  there, 

With  Bridget,  Kate  and  Nance, 
To  forward  fonr  and  wek  the  floor, 

With  Casey  in  the  dance. 

Oh  !  tbe  room  was  decorated 

With  the  flags  of  every  laud, 
Tbe  gents  were  elevated, 

Malone  be  conldn't  stand.      •.  . 
Canaries  in  their  cages 

With  flowers  in  a  tub, 
Stood  on  tbe  piano, 

At  the  Casey  Social  Qub. 

There  was  Treasurer  Mclntire, 

Vice  President  McAfee  ; 
With  all  the  politicinna, 

From  Wttsbiugton,  D.  C 
Twas  Mary  here  and  Eo^  there, 

With  Bridget  Kate  and  Nance  ; 
To  forward  fonr  and  welt  the  floor, 

With  Caaey  in  the  dance. 

Mike  Casey  got  excited,  ^'_- 

He  fell  in  a  spittoon  ;  "  :'" 

Tbe  ladies  got  affrighted, 

And  hurried  from  the  room. 
Some  fellow  blew  the  gas  out, 

Sez  Mike,  "  come  ont,  you  cub, 
I'll  exiiell  every  member        .  d,;  \ 

Of  tbe  Casey  Social  Club." 

Now  it's  President  Michael  OM«y,     ; 

And  he's  secretary  too  ; 
He's  RO  awfully  parlimen*ary, 

He  kuow8  it  through  and  thioogh. 
It's  Marv  here  and  Eosy  there. 

With  Bridget,  Kate  and  Nance  ; 
To  forward  four  and  welt  the  floor, 

With  Casey  in  the  dance. 


Chorus. 


Chonu. 


Chimis. 


Chorus. 


Slavery  Before  the  War. 

.V  :;  By  WUUamHarrla.  ,; 

Ob  \  dont  take  her  from  me  and  leave  me  alone. 

For  drwry  this  poor  old  man's  home  it  will  be  ; 
I'll  have  no  one  to  cbeer  me  a-<  old  age  creeps  on, 

Ob  !  pity  UK,  massa,  and  take  me  along. 
Yon'll  take  bee  away  where  Fll  ne'er  Bee  her  more  ; 

Perhaps  she  may  die  among  strangers  alone, 
With  no  one  to  cbeer  her  deserted  she'll  be, 

Oh  !  pity  us,  moasa,  and  leave  her  with  me. 

Chobvb. 

God  bless  yon.  kind  sir,  for  this  good  deed, 
Yon'll  find  that  we'll  try  to  do  all  that  yon  need  ; 

In  heaven  above  you'll  find  your  reward, 
For  not  separating  these  two  loving  hearts. 

Ob  !  lot  him  go  with  me.  I  beg  of  you  do  ; 

We'll  work  for  you  daily,  and  pray  for  you  too  ; 
We'll  try  to  repay  you  as  well  as  we  can, 

Ob  !  don't  separate  uie  from  this  poor  old  man. 
Jnst  think  of  your  mother  in  days  long  gone  by  ; 

How  Bbe  would  have  pnflfered  if  she  bad  to  die, 
A«,iy  Iriiiu  your  f.itLcr  witliout  any  Lome, 

Oh  I  TgUj  m,  mava,  and  take  him  along. 

: :  *  :•, ;  .  Ctod  bless  you,  kind  sir,  Ac 


Will  Mother  Know  Me  In  the  Sky  T 

Words  by  G.  Cooper.  Music  by  c.  B.  Pratt. 

Music  pubUfihed  by  Spear  and  Dehnhoff. 

SKMT    BT    US  TO  AKT    ADDRESS.     POST  PAID,    0!f 

ucKin  or  PBicK.  36  ccnts. 


The  snow  was  falling  wild  and  fast,      .■'_;,: 

And  dreary  night  was  clocing  round ;. 
Amid  the  chill  and  raging  blast  ...\»-      ..? 

I  heard  a  sad  and  pleading  souud  :    ' ;   ' 
A  little  beggar  at  my  feet. 

With  ragged  form  that  made  me  sigh. 
Looked  up  and  said  in  auceuts  sweet-— 

"  Will  mother  know  me  iu  the  sky  ?" 

Chorus. 
No  home  to-night,  no  home  to-night ! 

No  friends  in  all  their  world  have  I ! 
Dear  angels  in  that  home  ao  bright, 

'•  Will  mother  know  me  in  the  sky  7' 

I  took  her  hand  within  my  own, 

I  wbi8i)ered  words  of  hope  and  cbeer  : 
But  oold  and  pale  her  cheeks  bad  grown  ; 

I  saw  that  death  was  drawing  near. 
"  I  hear  the  angels  call  me  there  ; 

To  earth,"  she  said,  "I  bid  good-bye  ! 
I'm  changed  ao  much  by  want  and  care. 

Will  mother  know  me  iu  tbe  sky  ?"       Chorus. 

The  spark  of  life  had  flown  away  I 

Amid  the  city's  lile  and  glare,  .^ 

She  perished  with  tbe  dying  day — 

Poor  child  of  want  and  pain  and  care ! 
Oh  !  still  her  words  are  iu  my  ear. 

And  still  I  hear  that  plending  sigh. 
In  Summer's  bloom  and  Winter  drear, 

"  Will  mother  kuow  me  iu  the  sky?" 


ClMrus. 


Gliding  Through  The  Walti. 
By  C.  H.  Jonnson.       Dedicated  to  Hiss  E-  Leonard. 


It  was  on  a  calm  evening, 

The  moon  was  beaming  bright. 
When  our  feet  were  moving 

To  music  gay  and  light. 
The  silv'ry  stars  were  twinkling  ' . 

In  heavens  azure  vaults,  '■  .^■ 

When  my  heart  was  captured, 

While  gliding  through  the  «ait& 

Chorus.      ''-^'^  '  \. '^''^'■..v 
Music  soft  and  sweet, 
Did  time  our  gliding  feet, 

I^one  of  tbe  steps  we  made  could  be  called  false  ; 
We  felt  so  light  and  gay. 
That  the  time  swift  flew  away, 

While  gliding  through  the  maxy,  drtomj  waltz. 

The  waltz  too  soon  was  over, 

1  to  supper  out  did  go. 
And  had  for  my  chaperon, 

My  ever  gallant  beau. 
For  my  band  and  heart  be  soon  did  sue, 

I  could  not  answer  false. 
So  to  him,  gave  both  heart  and  hand. 

While  gliding  through  the  waltz.  Choms. 


I  will  Wait  for  You  My  Darling. 

Words  by  R.  E.  TUnoney.       Music  by  H.  P.  Dankn. 
Music  published  by  R.  E.  Berge. 

WnX  BE  SENT   B  T  US,    TO  AXT  ADDBESS, 
ON  BECEIFT  OFFBICE,  35  CTS. 


WIkh  tbe  Bun  has  set  in  spleodor.  "■: 

III  the  glowing  western  iky, 
^nd  the  Bhadows  falling  longer. 

Tell  the  trysting  time  is  nigb. 
I  will  wait  for  you  my  darling, 

At  the  old  oak  by  the  wall, 
Listening  fur  yuur  welcome  footcleps. 

When  the  brown  leavea  eoflly  fall. 
CuoRrs. 
I  will  wait  for  vou  my  darling,'--  ■  '  • 

At  the  old  oak  by  tiie  wall, 
IJatening  for  ywnr  welcome  fbotstem, 

\V  hen  the  brown  leaves  aoftly  fall. 


ilany  months  have  paaaed  my  darUng, 

Since  we  met  beneath  the  liiade 
Of  those  grand  wide  spreading  branohM, 

Where  bo  joyous  since  we  re  strayed  i 
Ah  !  our  love  nas  deeper  meaning, 

Than  our  lips  can  e'er  impart. 
Since  tbe  wish  for  those  dear  meeting^, 

Comes  from  faithful  loving  hearts. 

I  will  fold  my  arms  around  you, 

I  will  whiaper  wurds  of  k>v«,       j,;  -, 
For  the  years  will  ever  find  n>«      \'> 

Constant  as  tbe  stars  above  ; 
We  will  linger  fondly  darling, 

■Since  I  have  your  pi-umiee,  drar. 
To  be  mine,  and  mine  forever. 

Ere  the  green  leaves  shall  appear. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


MoConnack  the  Copper. 

By  W.  Gcanlan.  ^  ..^ 

Why  do  I  Bmile?  well  I  willteU, 

My  heart  is  filled  with  joy, 
I'm  a  dandy  copper  od  tbe  Broadway  Squad, 

And  a  brave  one  at  that  am  I. 
If  there's  a  murder  or  a  figlit  about, 

Y«>u"ll  always  find  me  near. 
And  as  I  {mss  the  ladies  aay, 

A\i\  isn't  li«  a  dear.  •.  .l      . 

CaoBrg.  '-\  ■:.,■''■  '''■;>••-. 

I'm  a  darling,  ain't  I  eharming,      '' 

And  the  'adies  all  tay  aa  I  pass  them  by, 

Aia'i  be  purty  !  ain't  be  lovely ! 

Dan  MoCormack  the  cupper  am  I.      (Repeat  ) 

I  visit  all  the  collar  shops,      -•,  ^,    •■       • 

About  three  times  a  week,       '  ■  > 

In  one  of  them  my  sweetheart  works,    .- 

And  of  love  1  always  speak, 
I  acquaint  her  with  all  the  acknowledg«ments. 

Which  troia  the  public  I  receive. 
And  tell  her  bow  they'^  sigh  and  sob, 

When  the  force  I'd  have  lu  lave.  Chorus. 

My  antecedents  were  high-toned, 

Revpecled  everywhere ; 
My  father  could  whip  an  elenbant— 

My  mother  could  whip  a  bear,       .     .  i,, 
My  sister  could  toss  a  camel. 

My  brother  could  fight  a  fly. 
They  eould  stand  a  rliinooerous  on  his  bead, 

Aud  sing  tlie  Swate  by-and-bye.  Choms. 


(><y">.) 


"3^ 


To  BloM  the  Old  Man's  Heart. 

'     '-  By  T.  M.  Hengrler. 

Wben  a  boy  at  school,  I  improved  each  hour, 

Apd  wrooght  and  strove  from  morn  till  night, 
So  little  by  little  increased  my  store, 

And  found  my  pronpeeU  Retting  quite  bright.  (Sym 
At  last  I  bought  a  stock  and  farm, 

Successful  was,  got  a  wife  and   home, 
Then  1  l>egan  to  feel  home's  chiirni. 
And  vowed  no  more  again  Id  roam. 

CHonrs. 
My  wasts  are  small,  my  farm  is  large,         - 

I  bid  my  cares  depart. 
I've  a  happy  wifs  and  children  three,    ' 

To  blees  the  old  a<an's  heart  Repent. 

Vonth,  they  fay,  will  have  its  fling, 

.4nd  aoeiai  joys  we  love  to  sliar«  ;  '   » 

But  let  prudence  always  be  the  thing 

To  keep  tbe  morrow  free  fi-om  care.  (.Si  m.  1 

.dnd  to  be  healthy,  wealthy  and  wise, 

liemember,  if  translated  right. 
Is  early  to  bed  and  early  to  rise, 

Aud  don't  sUy  out  too  late  at  night.         (Syni  ) 
My  wanU  are  small,  <c. 

Of  trouble  each  man  gets  his  share, 

Andi  to  avoid  it  we  should  try —  .    \-  ■      •      i 

Endeavor  to  make  the  l«a»t  of  care. 

And  lose  no  time  in  aucii  employ,  (  ym  ; 

Now  you  yf>nng  folks  keep  tlii.i  in  ruind,      .•-... 

Aim  for  success  and  noble  ends.  ■*'  "• 

And  wlien  you're  old,  th«n  both  eombioad 

Will  bring  you  bliss  and  faithful  friends,  ("^^ym.) 
My  wants  are  small.  Ac. 


►'.^>*r.  ■,  f0^:!df'^:' 
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Holp  Those  Needy  Sufferers  in  the  South. 

£iy  J.  C.  CUlon.  SuagJjyMlSQSualeJDlUon,^ 

Air :   Remember  you  have  cUlWreu  of  your  own. 


TlIK 


isimoi^:k!^' 


JOURNAL. 


BB 


We've  been  einsfiog  about  politic*  .  /    .j  < 

yl^d  men  of  great  renown,  .'"*? 

^iid  all  ilie  leadinfj  topics  of  the  aay,    ,  ■ 
Now  Irt  IIS  change  tlie  subject. 
For  il  8  known  in  every  tuwn, 

Atl«niion,  and  list  to  wLat  I  hav«  to  WJ. 
1  fiiig  of  lliose  poor  Bonis,  ■  .      . 

W  lio  lire  8ufT<;rin!»,  so  I'm  told,       "   /'■ :    '  " 

In  (irenada,  Mempiis  and  Orkans,'  ■■■  ■    '    '    ; 
Tlie  Huff^rinij  tlicr*  is  great, 
'lis  lo  cruel  a  tiling  «o  slate, 

(>,  (Jod !  look  down  ni>on  that  scene,  ' 

There  are  tlioii'anJs  every  d  y 
lo  the  grave  Imve  passed  away. 

'llieie  are  hundreds,  lot>,  who  live  fronn 

hand  to  moutb, 
If  you've  Rot  a  dime  to  spare, 
Ju^t  W'ap  it  tip  wiih  care. 

And  g'Ve  it  to  the  sufferers  in  tbe  South. 

1  hire's  t' e  Reverend   Doctor  Stone,    '         ' 
\Vh<»  from  N«-w  i^rlrans  left  his  home,         '.  ' 

Vohintiirilj  to  M«-niplii»  he  did  go,  '  ;''  ' 

■\Vliile  olht-r  (loolors  fl«d,  '    "' .    i 

1  doctor  I  Icrndon  he  lay  dead,  ' 

I  he  hero  of  the  soonrge  as  yon  all  know. 
Th.y  are  stnrvin;;^  there,  'tin  true, 
AVori  t  come  rich  ni:in  lake  in  view,  • 

A<.d  lifien  to  the  cry  of  great  despair,      . 
■Now  to  sliow  your  good  deeds,  i 

For  thoB«  fulujTrs  are  iii  need, 

TuU  out  your  puiso  and  give  to  them  a  share. 
You  may  eoino  day  go  lo  rest,  ,.,,.      ... 

"With  your  iiands  upon  your  breast, 

.4nd  for  your  pant  events  you  have  to  vouch, 
So  donate  what  you  can  spare, 
^nd  pive  it  in  with  care, 

lo  help  the  starving  suflferers  in  tbe  South. 


i»-*««-< 


Dance  Me  on  Your  Knee. 

By  J.  Cohan. 


When  I  was  very  young  how  fond  I  wag  of 

cbildiah  joys, 
I  loved  to  play  among  the  girls,  but  better 

wiib  tbe  boys  ; 
It  was  pufisy  in  the  corner,  tag  and  ioeminic, 
^nd  when  my  tua  put  me  in  bed  I  would 

steal  out  on  tbe  sly. 
I  dared  col  make  tlie  phghtest  noise  when  ^ 

g«ttiii|(  Ikiok  in  bed, 
The  biggest  h.->y  would  boost  me  in  my  window 

overhead  ; 
I  would  go  to  tlt'op  a  ad  dream  I  was  a  lady 

young  and  gay, 
.^nd  when  my  ma  would  take  me  up  to  her 

...    I  used  to  say. 

Chobcs.     ■  ■   ■  ■> 

Dance  me  on  yonr  knee,  mother,  ,  ,'    . 

I 'ance  me  on  your  knee  ;  '  " 

Cla-)>  \our  arm<  around  my  waist. 

It  Won't  iiurl  HIP. 
Iloi.i  me  'iyht.  don  t  let  me  fail, 

I  won  I  be  nfiaid  at  all,  -  • 

Diincf  me.  niollier,  ■   i'-  •'  • 

l^auce  ii!o  on  youi  knee. 

r>iil  when  I  nori'  long  dresses  first,  the  little 

boys  I  shook, 
A*  mv  idcii*  <1  've]op«d  the  bigger  one  I  took. 
Iii3t('a<i  c^'cliildisii  games  it  wus  pariiea, 

si>«ial  balls  and  drives, 
W'liere'er  I  went  I  jiad  my  favorite  escort  by  my  aide. 
1  at  wheu  I  lire  uf  one  young  man,  another 

soon  I  take, 
Fo«r  there's  a  way  cf  knowing  bow  to  give  the 

boys  a  quiet  shake. 
And  wlicn  I  wish  to  call  one  back  n  sniili- 

would  win  llie  day, 
I  need  but  look  upon  his  faoe  and  ooaxingly  liiissay. 
;      ■;         •:  -    I^anoe  me  on  your  knee,  «tc. 


I  want  to  find  a  lover  thai  will  uiderlake  lb«  task, 
Aui  understand  Just  what  I  want  and 

never  bare  to  ask. 
If  such  can  recommend  liimsclf  I  pray  don  t 

l>ackward  be. 
But  be  aure  jou'ra  brave  and  strong  enough 

to  dance  me  on  your  knee. 
There's  many  a  wish  a  young  girl  haa  she 

don  t  like  to  express. 
Tliere's  many  a  time  we  answer  no  and  heartily 

mean  yes. 
I  always  warn  the  fellows  when  we  are  sitting 

all  alone, 
lie  sure  don't  run>p1e  up  my  clothes  anJ 

keep  your  hands  at  home. 
.  1  V        When  you  dnnce  me,  dto. 


Loving  Eyes  That  Answer  Thine. 

Answer  TO  DaEAXY  BrsaTnATBACNTMBETiLL. 
Music  published  by  11.  Bolman,  St.  Louis. 

lirSIC  SENT  BT  us  TO  ANY  APliRKSS,    POST  FAJD,   OX 
lUfCKlPT  or  PRICIE, 


4U   CCNTB. 


Do  not  murmur  dearest  loved  one,    '     ^ 

I  hough  my  abeence  gives  thee  pain, 
Soon  you'll  meet  your  sweetest  .41lie, 

With  iier  dreamy  eyes  again.  / 

May  thy  life  be  bright  and  clieerful. 

Let  the  future  brightly  sliine. 
With  the  thought  that  here  above  thee, 

Loving  eyes  will  answer  thine. 

ClIORCS. 

May  thy  life  be  bright  and  cheerful, 

Let  the  future  briglitly  shine, 
With  the  thought  that  here  above  thee, 

Loving  eyes  will  answer  thine.  (Repeat.) 


When  you  think  of  her  departed. 

Prom  your  love  and  tender  care, 
Do  not  grieve  because  wa  parted,     . 

We  sliall  meet  each  other  there. 
When  thy  heart  with  joys  emotion,  ' 

And  thy  soul  with  love  sublime. 
Then  shall  greet  with  fond  caresses. 

Loving  eyes  that  answer  thine. 


Chorua. 


Oh  !  what  ioyful  happy  meeting. 

We  shall  with  each  other  share, 
When  on  earth  life's  journey's  ended, 

.4nd  we  meet  each  other  there. 
Let  my  dreamv  eyes  still  Ivaunt  you. 

Like  two  stars  that  brightly  shine ; 
They  will  ever  safely  guiae  you. 

Loving  ejes  that  answer  thine. 


Chorus. 


The  Summer  of  Love. 

By  W.  Carleton.  Music  by  O'ReardoB. 

tUuiic  Cocjrlglitett.    1678.  b;  E.  H.  Harding. 
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We  cat  alone  one  night, 

'I  he  stars  were  bright  above,  ,  .    - 
Altho'  the  air  was  cold. 

Our  hearts  were  warm  with  love  ; 
Autumn  leaves  were  strewn, 

Around  us  wliere  we  pat. 
Our  love  made  cummer  of  the  scene, 

h'o  cold  could  conquer  that. 
Cuonrs. 

ITer  bricht  eyes  were  my  summer  atan. 
Her  fond  arms- were  my  prison  bars. 
As  we  sat  alone  that  night. 
Her  eyes  were  bright  with  love, 
1  felt  no  cold,  believe  me,  then, 
1  ho'  the  stars  looked  eold  above. 

Love's  mantle  'round  us  thrown, 

W  iiat  care  had  we  <  f  cold. 
Her  rosv  lips  were  close  lo  mine, 

lU-r  lovely  head  of  gold. 
Was  pressed  close  lf>  my  heart. 

And  in  a  fortd  embrace 
I  dared  the  chjlly  autumn  air, 

Ihro'  the  sijiwmer  of  iicr  face. 


(Dance.) 


Chorus. 
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By  J, 


,   The  Bummer's  Hotel. 

Air  ;   1'iiR  ]>ic  (le  BlacfcweU. 
n  Ichmond.  -un  g  by  Pat  Booney . 

Copyn(n.L  itiia  ly  A.  t.  Plsher.  , 


Oh!  my  name  i«  Mike  Duffy,  I  eame  from  Galore, 
I  have  a  large  family  so  I  of>en«)d  a  store. 
1  hired  the  whole  house  and  the  gang  knew  me  well 
And  the  name  that  thej  gave  it  was  the  ' 

//.'.   Bummer's  llotel. 

Cbobu^ 

'Cause  it's  one  cent  for  coffee,  it's  two  ecnU  fop  bread. 
It's  three  cents  for  a  steak,  and  it's  five  fbr  a  bed, 
1  he  breese  from  the  gutter  brings  a  rait  water  amell, 
To  the  political  gueata  of  the  Bunuaer'a  liotel. 

Oh  !  there  is  fat  Kate  O'GrsJy  puts  yonr  name 

on  the  book, 
She  IS  liead  chambermaid  and  chief  paatry-eook. 
She  makes  fine  rat  pies,  like  hot  cakes  they  do  sell. 
On  the  Europeon  plan  ia  tbe  Bummer's  Hotel. 

.  <,...;      'Cause  it's  me  cent,  Ac 

Oh  !  we  have  Dinety-one  boarders,  we  are 

packed  to  the  door. 
1  hey  pay  five  cents  and  then  spit  on  the  floor. 
They  fetch  in  stale  lager,  of  murders  they  tell, 
Delmonico's  is  no  where  near  the  linmmer's  Hotel. 
.;       Canac  iff  one  cent,  Ac. 

Oh  !  there  is  John  James  McGovern  a  fine 

J       ,      ,        ,  German  man, 

Juggles  beer  kegs  on  the  gutter  with  an  old 

TT  ,1       ,  ,  ,  oyster  can. 

He  was  collared  last  night,  locked  up  in  a  cell. 
He  will  be  bailed  out  by  the  commitu  of  Ihee 

liummer's  Hotel. 
'Cause  it's  one  cent.  Ac. 


^    ■■!    ^ 


'■'■'.".  Gone: 

In  memorlum  of  Florence  Clayton.-  • 
By  her  Father         lustc  by  Harrtson  MllisTti 
Music  pubUsued  by  W.  A.  Pond. 
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Cone  in  her  youth  and  beauty, 

Gone  in  her  morn  of  life ; 
Freed  from  each  earthly  duty, 

Flowtffiom  its  toil  and  strife! 
Gone  where  the  tried  and  trusted 

Are  hailed  with  song  and  joy  ; 
'Mid  scenes  of  fadeless  beaulj, 

Undimmed  by  earth's  alloy. 
Mid  scenes  of  facteless  beauty, 

Undimmed  by  earth's  alloy. 

Gone  from  all  pain  and  sorrow. 

Safe  from  all  stain  and  sin  : 
Gone  where  cai-e  for  iUa  nsorrow. 

Never  can  enter  in ! 
Gone  wliere  the  brave  cross  bearer 

The  precious  charge  lays  down. 
The  pure,  the  wliite-robe  wearer 

IteC'  ives  a  deathless  crown  { 
The  pure,  the  wh!te-r<'be  wearer 

Receives  a  deathless  crown  I 

There  in  the  choir  seraphic. 

Her  sweet  glad  voice  to  raise  ; 
Tlie  grand  le-de-ums  singing, 

bongs  of  the  Master's  praise; 
God  grant  rne  royal  mercy, 

I'he  boon  to  reach  that  land. 
Be  welcomed  at  the  portal 

Aad  led  by  her  dear  hand  I 

Gone  where  the  virgin  lilies, 

bloom  by  celestial  rtreama, 
Where  every  view  out-rivals, 

1  be  splendors  of  our  dreams  ! 
To  pee  \»itli  ji>y  the  Waster, 

\V  liom  here  »he  lov'd  so  well. 
Oh!  happv  bright hereaAcr, 

in  thy  fair  courts  to  dwell  I   ' . -  . 
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TII£    SUVOEBS'    JOUBIVAl.. 


Chicago  WM  the  9neen. 


Air 


She's  got  the  money  too. 
By  AAdy  HcKee. 


Yon  mny  talk  about  your  cities* 

Chicago  wiw  tbe  queen,  .,         . : 

In  all  the  western  country, 

The  faircBt  ever  seen. 
She  Buffered  that  October,  j.;  ;: 

Twas  by  the  burning  flame,         ■, 
To  build  her  up  tbe  people  seem,   ' 

To  have  it  on  the  brain.        ?  .' 
Cbobub. 
Jump  high,  shake  yourself,        (Sym.) 

Were  the  boys  to  have  the  wealth,        (Bym.) 
Although  we've  lost  our  property. 

Our  nerve  is  just  the  same,  . ;  ,. 
In  one  more  year,  you'll  ^ 

See  we'll  have  our  Chicago  back  again. 

Now  just  before  I  leave  yon,     .  ;.,  ._        ..    . 

To  the  ladies  I  would  say,  :  .".  '      - 

If  my  song  has  pleased  you,        ' 

Just  cast  a  smile  this  way,    '        ' 
For  I'm  about  to  go  away, 

And  bid  you  all  good-bye. 
You'll  know  me  when  yon  see  me  ; 

By  my  dark  bewitching  eye. 


Ghon» 


The  Day  I  Walked  Againrt  OXeary. 

By  J.  Rlclunona.  8«ng  by  Pat  Rooney. 

Air :    Base  Ball. 

copyright  1878  by  A.  J.  Fisher. 

My  name  it  i»  McGinty,  yes,    .     _      . 

Hive  on  ham  and  flour,  •• 

With  O'Leary,  the  walker,  I  oameoMi^ 

For  to  walk  a  mile  an  hour.  ^; 

About  half  past  twelve  o'clock  last  nigfi^ 
A  gang  pave  me  a  terrible  fright. 
They  woke  me  up  and  set  me  tigh^ 

For  to  walk  against  O'Leary. 

They  took  me  to  a  great  big  field, 

Aud  witb  alcohol  set  me  crazy. 
They  stripped  me  clothes  off  to  the  skin. 

And  it  made  me  feel  so  lazy  ; 
It  was  then  the  gang  commenced  to  talk. 
Saying  who  is  the  terrier  going  to  walk. 
And  they  said  they  would  hang  me  if  I'd  banlk 

When  I  walked  against  O'Leary.  ' , 

The  first  mile  I  walked  my  legs  were  weak, 
And  tbe  pang  commenced  to  holler. 

They  sprinklea  salt  upon  the  track 
And  bit  me  with  an  iron  dollar. 

All  tbe  other  walkers  were  ahead, 

Edting  sponge  cake,  pie  and  brea^ 

0  heavens,  I  wish  that  I  was  dea^ 
When  I  walked  against  O'Lea^. 

1  walked  until  I  catched  the  crampa 
Around  and  around  the  track, 

All  the  ladies  threw  bouquets  at  mo. 

There  was  a  oom«i  my  back ; 
The  judge  told  me  it  was  time  to  stop, 
As  arouud  the  tnick  like  a  chicken  Id  flop. 
For  the  wiiut  ol  a  whiskey  I  thought  I'd  drop. 
The  day  I  walked  against  O'Leary. 
»  lai  — 
Where  was  Moses  When  the  Light  went  ootl 
Music  published  by  E.  H.  HanUng. 
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When  but  a  child  I  used  to  go 

To  bed  at  eight  each  night; 
The  nurse  used  to  frighten  ma 

When  she'd  put  out  tbe  light.       :      ' 
She'd  talk  of  ghosts  and  goblins. 

In  a  very  awful  way. 
She'd  then  put  out  the  candle,  ,     . 

Aud  to  me  she  osed  to  say. 
Chobtts. 

Where  wns  Moses  when  the  light  went  ont  ? 

Wbere  wns  Moses  what  was  he  alwnt  7 
Ifow  my  little  m^in  tell  me  if  you  can. 

Where  wns  Moees  when  tbe  light  went  oat  t 


-  Vow  Mo«es  being  my  Cristian  name,    "^-">"*^^37?' 
.  '.'        I  used  to  feel  afraid,  ..:   :.    -vV    .• 

I   ,  And  dreading  something  awful,       •.  ., :  ,j ;  /  .■.  ,    . 
i  I  for  hours  awake  have  laid.  '    ■'?ii-X;■ 

■       Sometimes  Td  cry  myself  to  sleep,       ■•   ;.;  *  .i.^^.^^- 
But  horrid  things  I  dreamed, 
I       For  naughty  ghosts  at  my  bedside. 

Glared  at  me  while  they  screamed.       Chonu. 

Upon  the  nurse  I  split, 
And  she  was  kindly  asked  to  leaver  n    ^    :  i 
.'    But  Moees  Muggins  married  her,  ..<';<•    U-' 

!  For  which  we  did  not  grieve.      ,-■■-        •  ,; 

■        I  met  her  in  the  street 

When  she  had  just  two  days  been  wed, 

And  didn't  she  warm  my  jacket. 
When  I  innocently  said.  Chorus. 

■.      Some  twenty  years  passed  by  before      ., 

I  heard  the  phrase  again,  .'•   '^    * 

Alone  with  a  young  lady  ,.     ^, 

I  was  riding  in  the  train. 
We  rushed  into  a  tunnel 
And  when  all  was  pitchy  darl^V 
:   My  lively  Uttle  lady  friend     »; 

Gave  vent  to  this  remark.    '  '  Chorus. 

Now  when  once  more  the  light  of  day  we  saw, 

To  her  I  said,  ...  • .,,  -  r    ,: . 

As  you've  wakened  np  old  memories,   i ;,  -  v  ■      J 

You're  the  girl  I'd  like  to  wed.  v  v 

We're  married  now  and  six  fine  boys    •.,     ;.• 

Amuse  US  every  night,        r       ...      ;, 
And  sing  this  jolly  chorus       :■'■''"' 

When  their  pa  pnt's  ont  the  light.        Chorus. 
m  i>i  ^ 

Mother  is  the  Old  Home  Lonely? 

Words  by  A.  W.  French.  Music  by  C.  D.  Blake. 

Music  published  by  W.  A.  Pond. 
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Mother  is  the  old  home  lonely,  ■  - .  , 

With  no  children  left  you  tbere^ 
And  no  one  to  guard  thee  only 

Him  who  bears  the  humblest  prayer  ? 
Do  you  miss  the  many  fiuses. 

Miss  their  love-kiss  on  thy  brow — 
Loving  hearts  and  warm  embraoes — 

Is  the  old  home  lonely  now? 

Chorus.  "      ."..■  ' 

Is  tbe  old  home  lonely,  mother  ?      ,■  "  : '' 

Lonely,  to  you  night  aud  day  ?    ;     ^' ,,  [; . 
With  your  children,  one  another,      '^   :  '    ! 

Wandering  so  far  away.  ; 

Mother  is  the  old  home  lonely. 
With  no  voices  hushed  in  prayer, 
;     And  no  little  footsteps  only  v./.. 

;         Making  music  everywhere ?  /:•. 

Happy  hearts  that  lived  too  cheer  yon,  ;  ■  r 

And  your  cup  of  bliss  to  fill — 
They  may  never  linger  near  yon. 
Is  the  old  home  lonely  now  ?  Chorus. 

:     Mother,  Is  the  old  home  lonely,  ,;".       ' 

As  you  think  of  other  days. 
When  kind  hearts  around  thee  only 

Lingered  fctill  to  speak  thy  {Maise ?   ':..■ 
You  are  growing  old  and  weary. 

Marks  of  sorrow  on  your  brow  ; 
And  the  days  must  be  so  dreary — 


Is  the  old  home  louelv  now. 


Chorus. 


Eing  Down  the  Curtain.      - 

Words  by  Q.  Cooper.  Music  by  C.  E.  Pratt. 

"  It's  no  use— God  bless  yon  all." 

The  alwve  were  the  last  words uttere<Jbythe(lylng 

actor,  U.  V.  Montague. 

UVSIC  PrBLISRKD  BT  C.  B.  DIT80N,  K.  T. 
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Ring  down  the  curtain,  Hie  last  act  is  o'er, 

1  be  ead  play  of  life  now  is  |>ast ; 
One  more  is  nearin^  the  dark,  unknown  ebora, 

I  be  moments  Nre  waning  so  fast  I 
Far  from  the  bnrdeo,  the  tumult  and  strile, 

Vi  bile  tears  dimmed  eaoli  Borrowing  eye  ; 


Sad  was  the"  w1ii»p«r,  Hie  T»«t  worJa  of  fife ; 

"  It  ■  no  use,  God  bk-M  30U  1  guod-bye  1" 
Causes. 
Ring  down  Hie  curtain  !  oh  I  sweet  be  the  sleep 

'1  hat  wails  the  kind-li«arted  on  hi(;li ! 
Fondly  this  mem  ry  tbe  liaart  now  wiU  keep  ; 

''  It's  no  use,  Uod  bless  yoi;,  God  blaas  y.>«. 

,,i  ruod  bye! 

Ring  down  the  enftaiii  I  i>o  more  we  shall  see 

The  iweet  smile  so  kindly  and  tnie  ; 
Dim  are  the  eves  that  onoe  sparkled  with  glee— 

The  lio|>es  that  were  bright  a«  (he  dew 
Dear  is  the  vision  that  memory  rt calls, 

To  hearts  that  forever  must  jiuh; 
Sad  is  the  echo  that  Ungering  falls  ; 

"It's  no  use,  God  l>]e«*  jou  I  good  bye.     CI; 


13. 


The  8i^  on  tb  t  Deor. 
ByD.F.  L.   Air:  Over  theliJltothepoortouse. 

No  beggars  or  peddlara  all<  ved  here,         ,-.,... 

Is  a  sign  bung  inside  of ''le  diwr;  .  " 

The  poor  no  more  are  adtnv  ied  ".  ■^' ■ " 

To  stand  on  the  ri«h  me-vrfiant's  floo«.    -'-^    r 
God  above  help  (he  |>oor  |  eople. 

Who  to  sell  their  wares  .•ot«T  the  elore 
Of  the  merchant  who  in  I  nvs  of  anger, 

Says,  look  at  the  sign  <  m  tbe  do(<r. 

ClIORCb.  '    '^,'k' 

The  poor  peddlar  footsor'  and  w^ary, 
Ilis  honest  heart  stunc  (othe  eore. 

Is  told  by  the  roerohantTf  hioade'oth 
To  look  at  tUe  sign  on  tbe  door. 

Tbe  yoang  clerks  in  auiUof  f  ne  bivadeloetii. 

Who  know  where  to  ftot  tb  ir  next  niea,. 
Have  fun  at  tbe  expense  of  iL-;  beggar, 

While  for  (hem  no  sen  row  i.-jey  fcrl. 
The  beggar  might  one^  hare  'ven  wealthy. 

Although  he's  now  hungry   -nil  poor, 
Then  Uieiaerohatit  would  «vel.....me  tlisin  iastd«. 

Instead  of  showing  \beu)  tl.-  sign  on  the  door. 
1  La  ]y<or  peddlar.  Ao. 

How  different  the  menshant  b  haves     ^ . 

To  ladies  who  come  to  the  t  tare, 
Inooaohes  with  liveried  sorva  11  ts,  *'    '      .■ 

Who  bow  as  they  open  the  door. 
The  merchant  comet  out  un  the  sidewalk, 

^nd  asks  can  he  do  ary  luoi-o 
For  the  lady,  but  to  the  Vjjgfir,  '    "    ■ 

He  (bows  the  sign  hung  on  the  do<ir. 


ing  OD 
'J  lie  pi 


x>r  p«-ddlar,  4«. 


The  Poultry  OeaJer. 

By  Fr&HK  Di.m«Wt. 


"•,-.• 


»5»  ; 


tm 


My  same  is  Simon  Ci<-T«i«eed, 

I  deal  in  poultry  cck^  , 
Fve  every  kind  of'^cluclens        , ,     .,    «,    , 

That  ever  walked  oc  legs.  *  ";!       ; .. 
Snob  cackling  jou  ha.e  nerar  b«u^ 

There's  the  dioketi'  all  t<>  pay 
When  the  roosiers  tj.-st  bej^in  to  cro:v, 

Al  the  early  dawr.  uf  day. 

Snob  flapping,  cacklirg,  erowing,  fnn^tf. 

Feathers  flying  lar  and  i<«ar  ; 
Mister  Uoostcr  flaps  his  wings         (Cr0««^ 

When  daylight  doth  appear. 

The  guinea-hen  talkf  po'iiics — 

1  tell  you  'tis  ifiuiicnfe;  "     •  ■    . 

They  have  some  fiinny  ar;(umen(s 

While  sitting  on  the  fence. 
The  banUini  rtruls  ab<>utand  flirts, 

With  llie  pigeon*  in  the  cage, 
The  turkey  turns  Mack  in  the  faoe. 

And  the  gander  s  in  a  rage. 

The  dncks  are  tattling  all  the  n^'ws, 

'liout  the  shanghaa'a  liuU  brother;     '  ';f 
The  pea-h«-n  put  lier  glasses  on. 

And  wfnt  and  ki>s«il  luj- mother:      .,,•, 
The  cliiei'ctiP  cackled  loud  with  joy, 

One  l«.>  ihf  other  *aiJ  ; 
"  Miss  Malay 's  prond  as  Lucifer-  - 

Her  firet  ugg  bhe  has  laid.  "  D 
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TU^    SMJ%iih:RS'    JOHUXAtw, 


Answer  to  the   "Fire  in  the  Orate- 
By  Stephen  k.  oiwcrsieve. 

Air:    Fire  In  tbe  Grate. 


A  song  fli«y  sing  of  gnndpa. 

And  the  tire  iu  the  grate;      '     •    ^ 
Now  I  will  sing  ol  ^ruiidmn. 

How  bbe  would  btop  up  lata, 
A-wtiitiuK  lor  the  yuuug  foUu,  ■  ...  ■'< 

I'u  a  bttll  or  party  gone  ;  .  '^:      )■.      ' 

'Would  uuxioufily  bti  likteuing 

Tu  heiix  tJicii  returuiii({  boog. 

/■-■;'-■:■;•  -'f  ■"..■/  -ChOBTW. 

Now  sbo  baa  ^on«  to  beaven,  ':..,., 

No  more  will  she  rettim  ; 
We  miw*  ber  bright  and  h»ppy  -fece 

By  the  fire  tbnt  bri»<btly  bums. 
Sbe  would  tel'  us  Df  ber  young  days,      ^ 

When  RPiudpa  neat  and  gay- 
Came  ''o  be    bouse  a  courting, 

Now  tbe\  both  have  pasaed  away. 

She  would  teacb  us  to  be  upright, 

Am'   o  all  our  wants  attend  ;  .   :' 

WouIq  veiiob  the  little  ones  to  pray, 

Kims  tbim  when  the  prayers  would  end. 
"Would  watch  us  in  our  slumbers, 

Aud  to  her  it  pleasant  seemed  .  , 

To  see  us  roll  iiud  tumble, 

While  at  play  out  on  the  green.  Chorus. 

We  alwavR  shall  remember 

Her  kiud  and  winning  way  ;       .       ,;     ■ 
Our  borne  wrts  always  pleasant. 

We  miBH  those  happy  days. 
When  around  <'Ur  fireside  gathered, 

And  we  think  of  grandma  gone. 
We  will  breathe  a  silent  prayer  for  her 

In  her  bright  and  happy  home.  Chorus. 

'^  l»>  ^  ■  , -.  "a. 


fcffg' 


\   v»  ( 


Our  theaters  ne'er  fcirget. 

That   they  showed  their  deep  regret. 

And  helped  to  aid  the  mauy  in  distress.     .'',,...■ 
Our  actors  'though  oft  spurned,  ',         ^  .  '\, 

Have  shown  their  feelings  turned,        '   ''  '      '     ., 

And  to  the  land  tbeir  power  did  impress.    .^ 
Let  this  sad  and  mournful  tale. 
Show  a  moral  in  it^scnle, 

And  let  it  b«  oft  pasaed  from  mouih  to  month  ; 
Some  day  the  SoutU  will  try, 
To  memorize  that  cry  : 

Bemember  the  poor  sufferers  in  the  Boath  1 


fiemember  the  Poor  Sufferers  in  the  South- 

Air :    Remember  you  have  children  of  your  own. 
By  C.  R.  Fisher. 


When  the  news  it  came  from  far, 
Aud  then  struck  us  with  a  jar. 

That  our  people  in  the  South  were  stricken  down  ; 
By  the  yellow  fever  fiend, 
Who  in  all  its  power  seemed 

A  morbitio.  deadly  bane  with  hanghty  crown. 
Id  the  dismiil  rui^nhes  low. 
Where  the  wiud  did  foully  blow, 

Aud  clothed  the  people  in  a  filthy  dreos  ; 
Put  them  sickly  into  bed. 
While  the  ravH^;e  it  did  spread, 

And  scatter^  death  and  illness  to  excess. 
When  the  scourge  it  wildly  leapt,  ^  ^  .    _^  ^ .  - 

And  in  every  dwelling  crept,  ' 

The  horrid  news  it  passed  from  month  to  month  ; 
Then  the  pleading  call  it  fled. 
And  o'er  the  wires  sadly  said  ; 

Bemember  the  poor  sufferers  in  th«  South. 

When  the  call  flashed  wild  and  swift, 
Aud  a  veil  of  tpiuble  lift. 

That  8bowe<l  a  tale  of  misery  and  woe  ; 
Tbeu  each  city  did  its  best, 
Aud  the  North,  the  EiWt,  the  West, 

Joined  band  iu  baud  their  sympathy  to  show. 
While  the  patients  lingered  'tween, 
Dear  old  Life  Aud  Denlh  so  keen, 

4nd  one  by  cue  were  dying  in  the  street, 
Mi'u  aud  women  oil  in  oue. 
Children,  b»ibe«,  they  tried  to  shun. 

The  fiend  who  roblied  their  many  friends  so  sweet 
All  the  faithful  doctors  mild,  ,    .    -, 

Try  to  soothe  the  calm,  the  wild. 

Their  cheerful  work  was  told  from  mouth  to  month, 
But  onr  city  did  not  crawl, 
Wben  it  heard  the  plaintive  call : 

]lem<  mber  the  poor  sofTerus  in  the  South  ! 

Mav  the  noble  work  ne'er  fade,  , 

And  the  kindness  naught  degrade, 

Wh.it  the  people  did  who  were  exempt  (iwmpidn, 
Let  the  churches  praise  the  toil. 
And  the  dnnois  bleSri  the  soil. 

Upon  which  sick  and  dying  poor  had  Iain. 


>iw<«» 


Nellie  Lost  and  Found. 

Words  and  Music  by  II.  C.  Work. 
Music  published  Uy  Bratnerd  &  Sons,    Cleveland. 

MUSIC  SENT  BY  tIS  POST  PAID,  ON  BECXIFT  OF 
riUCE  30  GENTS. 


Ten  o'clock  !  the  rain  begins  to  fall,  \, 

And  Nellie  still  from  home  !  ,  / 

Vaiuly  now  her  Roving  name  wo  call, 

Oh  I  whither  does  she  roam  7 
Can  it  be  she  wanders  from  the  street, 

Thro'  the  wood  to  find  her  lonely  way, 
Bless  the  child  !  I  fear  ber  little  feet 

Have  carried  her  astray. 

Chokus. 

'fi    ■ 

Wako  the  boys  to  look  for  Nellie, 

Stay  not  for  the  dawn  : 
Who  shall  Sleep  twben  from  the  mother's  fold 

Oue  little  lamb  is  gone  ?      .         . 

Eleven  o'clock  1  the  little  brothers  wait. 

Still  hoping  her  return  ; 
Peeping  through  the  lattice  of  the  gate. 

Their  darling  to  discern. 
Weary  now,  they  turn  them  to  the  door. 

While  their  tears,  for  lips  that  now  are  dumb, 
A.sk  the  question  often  asked  jDefore, 

Oh  !  mother,  will  she  come  ?  Chorus. 

Twelve  o'clock !  and  in  the  forest  wild. 

What  terrors  rule  the  hour  ! 
Who  can  tell  what  foes  surround  the  child. 

Or  shield  her  from  their  power  ? 
Storms  to  face,  and  torrents  to  be  croesed, 

Beasts  of  prey  that  iu  the  darkness  roam  ; 
Would  to  God  that  only  I  were  lost, 

And  Nellie  sale  at  home  !  Choiutt, 


'      One  o'clock  !  inothiuks  I  lionm  vcice. 
With  tidings  iu  its  tone  ! 
Does  it  bid  this  tiuubling  henit  rejoice, 

Or  sorrow  makes  it  kuowu  ?  , ; 

Still  I  hear  that  midnight  echo  stirred, 
*         Surely  too  it  bears  a  joyful  sound  : 

Praise  the  Lord  !  a  mother's  prayer  is  heard, 
The  darting  one  is  found  ! 

Cbobcs. 

Thro'  the  wood  the  midnight  echoes 

Bear  a  joyful  sound  ; 
Praise  the  Lor(| !  n  mother's  prayer  is  heard. 

The  darling  One  is  found. 


Tho  Killarney  Fusileers. 

By  0.  Connelly,  (or  Miss  oeorg:le  Kalnei 

Music  pubUshcd  by  E.  U.  Uardlng. 

SKNT    BY    rS  TO   AXY    ADIUUSS,     POST  PAID,    02« 

.    RKCEirr  or  raicic.  40  ci.nts.  - 


Sing  about  your  regular  troops  ! 

Your  enard*  and  all  your  aoldiera ; 
None  to  beat  the  Fusileers, 

Joy  and  pride  of  all  beholders  I 
With  their  grand  and  rolliokiog  style, 

Which  plrase*  and  endear*  ; 
Famuua  in  the  army 

Are  the  Killarney  Fusileers. 

RsrSAiN. 

Trarap,  tramp,  away  they  ijo  ! 
llatlle  the  drums,  the  buKle*  blow  f 
I'roud  and  fierce  these  soldiers  gay. 
The  Killarney  Fusileers  I 
Tramp,  tramp,  tramp  away.  >: 


GHoRrs. 

Oh !  sing  about  yonr  regular  troops, 

Vour  guards  and  nil  your  aoldiers  ,- 
None  tu  beat  the  Ku»i  leers, 

Jiy  and  pride  of  all  >)efaoldere  ; 
With  their  grand  and  rollicking  style. 

Which  pleases  and  endears  ; 
Famous  iu  llie  army  '       *•  - 

Are  the  Killarney  Fusileers.        '    "  ' 

They're  the  boys  for  gallantry,  sure, 

1  he  terror  of  the  army  ; 
Hearts  of  steel  f<.r  eneniiex,  all. 

Hearts  so  soft  for  woman's  blarney. 
They're  the  boys'si)  tteadv  and  firm, 

That  know  no  fright  or  fears, 
On  they  po  in  gallant  array! 

The  Killarney  Fusileers.         Refrain  A  Chorus. 


-     .-f 


Such  an  Education  Has  My  Mary  Anne. 

By  K.  Uarrlgan.  Music  by  Dave  Brabam. 

Copyright  16T8  by  A.  J.  Flsber. 
Music  published  by  W.  A.  Pond. 
Biarr  by  us  to  any  addbjebs  on  bkceipt  or 

PBICK,    40  dUTB. 


:'t-^ 


.■j^ 


My  Mary  Anne/s  a  teaeher  i»  a  great  big  pablic  school, 
She  gel's  one  llionsaDj  dollar*  every  year, 
She  ha*  charge  of  all  the  children,  you'd  never 

_      .,  .         ,  ,  find  a  fool, 

For  Mary  gives  them  all  the  proper  steer. 

Oh  !  ehe's  sludied  Greek  and  Latin,  real  French 

and  limbuctoo, 
fierman,  Spanish,  lurk  and  Hindoostan, 
Portuguese.  Irisii  and  Jerusalem  Hebrew; 
•Such  an  education  has  my  Mary  Anne. 

-!'■■'       '     ;  '    ■   -i;.  v'it--;  ChoeCS.  ''  j'  ■■ 

f'he's  a  darHnjj,  she's  a  daisy, 
Slies  a  diimiiling,  she's  a  lamb; 
You  ahuuld  hear  iier  play  the  pi-an-a, 
Such  an  education  liss  my  Mary  .4nne. 

My  Mary  Anne's  a  lady,  no  contemptible  ooqnett«, 
\V  hen  I  see  her  eure  my  heart  goes  in  a  drame ; 
She  ifl  thoroughly  convertant  wid  the  arlof  eliqnetto, 
Jlnd  at  cards  she'd  beat  old  Hnyle  himself  a  game. 
Oh  !  t\te\\  play  you  whist  or  cribbago, 

fort\ -fives  or  casino. 
And  she'll  dale  the  cards  just  like  a  gamblio  uun, 

I'oker  or  peaktiucklf,  or  ^anky  oh  Pedro, 
f^uch  an  edueation  has  my  Mary  .4nne.         Chorus. 

My  Mary  Anne's  a  dancer  in  the  art  of  terptichore, 
Y'ou  should  »ee  her  forward  four  and  alamandi ; 
She'd  break  up  all  the  lumber  that  you'd 

put  down  on  the  floor. 
Such  a  heavy  stepper  is  my  Mary  Anne. 
Oh,  she'd  dance  you  the  ma^nrka,  a  polka  or  quadrille. 
Reel  <.r  jig  or  ehuflSe  in  the  land,  aehottishe  or 

.  r  I' -.'i         ihe  German 
Yeu  couldn't  keep  her  alill, 

Such  an  education  has  my  Mary  .^nne.  Chorus. 


De  Place  Where  I  Used  to  DweU. 

,,.   ,'      By  Tliomas  Ford,  Jr. 

Chiliin  I'll  hab  you  all  to  know^,      _ 

'I is  heie  I  used  to  dwell. 
Aldongh  It's  many  years  ago,    ''  ■'• 

Yet  I  reiiirmber  well.  -•    ■ 

Oh  !  how  1  lub  de  dear  ole  spot, 

Oh  !  my.  yes,  iieber  could  t«li, 
Yer  don'  know  haw  my  heart  goes  out, 

To  de  place  whar  1  used  to  dwell.   >; 
Chorus. 
Die  was  de  dear  ole  home  ob  mine, 

Dis  home  hera  in  de  dell. 
If*  whar  we  had  de  good  ole  time, 

Dis  place  whar  I  used  to  dwell. 

It's  no  more  what  it  used  to  be — 

'1  is  changed  in  ebery  place  ; 
No  well-kiion-n  laudmark  can  I  see. 

No  ole  pathway  can  I  trace.  '  ' 

Ole  maaaa'd  let  us  rove  aroun' 

And  »inn: and  dance  and  yell,     ''•" 
Oh  !  I  Could  kneel,  kiss  da  grrnni* 

Ob  de  place  whar  I  used  to  dwelL  Chorus. 


* 
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The  Lost  Inlieritaiioe. 


COKTI.NCID. 


«'  Wliat  a  fierce,  tinpityinp;  December  it  is  !'  lie 
eaid.  wearily.  "Do  you  know.  Difk.  I  don't  iliink 
I  bIkibU  liBvc  Ueii  BO  suddenly  slruck  down  if  it 
liudu't  been  for  tliia  iniense  heat,  which  ti.kes  all 
elreiigtb  out  of  a  fellow,  lut  what's  the  goodof 
eaying  what  it  n.ight  have  been  ?  '  he  added,  wiih 
an  invalid's  petulaucc,  while  he  passed  hia  hand 
over  his  eyes  ;  '•"  I'm  done  for— piast  cure  ;  that  s 
enougli." 

'No,  no,  dear  Charlie,"  exclaimed  the  other,  in- 
Blanlly  quilting  his  reverie,  and,  oroasing  over  lij 
liis  fn  lid,  taking  a  chair  near  liis  couoh.  "1  will 
not  admit  that— I  will  not  think  it;  neither  must 
you,  old  iMiy.  Why,  you  are  belter  to-day— a  liule 
betier.  and  li>at  is  everything." 

"  l>o  you  fancy  so  J" 

"  Ves ;  do  not  yon  T  To«  could  scarcely  talk  or 
move  at  all  visterday.  Sickness  is  a  bitter  enemy, 
but,  Willi  the  belter  spirit  we  strive  to  resist  her 
clutch,  the  hss  dangertms  she  proves." 

"  1  wish  I  oouy  think  as  you,  Dick,  but  I  can't." 
said  the  invalid,  wilh  a  tremor  of  the  lipa.  "  It 
s.  ems  so  hard  to  die  out  here.  You  don't  know 
what  I  would  give  to  see  my  good,  kind  mother 
and  my  only  sister,  pretty  Rosebud.  Dick,  old 
fellow,  you— you  will  not  mind  taking  the  news  to 
—  to  them  yourself.  It  is  an  unwelcome —  a  snd 
office.  I  kn<»w  ;  but  I'd  like  them  to  hear  it  from 
you  best,  and  for  them  to  learn  I  wasn't  alone— I 
had  you  by  me  to  the  last.  Yon  can't  tell  how 
giftUful  I  am  for  that.  We  haven  t  known  each 
oilier  over  long,  yot  our  friendship  has  grown 
apace," 

'•  True,  Charlie,"  said  Dick  Hepburn,  swallowing 
n  certain  thickness  in  his  throat,  and  blinking  a 
c.riain  moisture  from  hia  eyes  ;  "and  to  prove  the 
f  incerity  of  mine,  if  you  continue  to  ta^k  like  that, 
I  shall  niar<;h  off  from  this  station  and  not  return 
for  a  week.  I  tell  you,  you  are  getting  better— will 
gel  well ;  and  it's  that  news  I  shall  take  lo  England 
with  me." 

I  he  invalid  smiled  sadly— incredulously,  but 
said,  '•  well,  well,  let  us  hope  so.  Dick  ;  in  which 
case,  I'll  go  back  with  you.  Now  let  us  epeok  of 
yourself.     When  do  you  intend  to  sail?'' 

••  When,"  smiled  the  other,  "  I  can  be  the  bearer 
of  the  good  news  I  spoke  of.  A  mail  or  two  makes 
no  difference  to  me,  now  the  work  1  came  upon  is 
well  completed  ;  and  I  won't  leave  you  until  you 
are  yourself  again." 

Charles  Walden   presaed    his   friend's   hand    in 

silence. 

Five  years  previously  these  two  had  become  ac- 
quainted on  Doard  an  emigrant  ship  bound  for 
Adelakle. 

Charles  Waldens  puriwse  was  to  sUrt.  and  real- 
ise a  fortune  in  Australia,  having  ample  means 
almost  to  ensure  sucoaas. 

Richard  Hepburn  waa  merely  going  out  on  busi- 
ness for  his  uncle,  a  very  well-to-do  importer. 

A  great  fiiendsfiip  had  sprung  up  between  the 
two  young  men,  winch  was  maintaiued  on  land  for 
five  years,  when  the  maladj  consumption  had  dis- 
played itself  in  Charles  W  alden,  brought  on,  the 
doctor  affirmed,  by  exposure  in  the  buah,  when  after 
buslirangers. 

li  had  struck  him  down  like  a  blow,  and  despite 
his  ehcerfnl  speech  and  protestations,  Kichard 
Hepburn  was  only  delaying  his  departure  that  his, 
and  no  unsympathelic  hands,  might  close  the  eyes 
of  his  unfortunate  friend,  and  perform  the  last  sad 
duties  to  his  remains. 

"  In  any  case,"  proceeded  Charles  "Walden,  yet 
harping  on  the  Mme  airing,  "you  will  promise  me 
to  visit  my  mother?"  ;' 

'•  Certainly,  old  fellow." 

"  I  ahould  like  yon  to  see  Rosebud,  too.  I'm 
sure  you  will  likslier,  Dick;  and  — Heaven  bless 
their  gentle  hearta  !— they  will  be  %o  delighted  to 
have  someone  to  talk  of  me." 

"  Trust  m«,  Charlie,"  said  the  other,  now  very 
solemnly.  '  Whatever  occurs,  you  have  my  pro- 
mise to  see  them.  Let  your  mind  be  at  rest  on  that 
]^int,  dear  lad.  A*  lo  liking  them,  i  lore  them 
•Iready  for  your  sake." 

llie  invalid  la«(li«d. 


"  Snpneaing,  Di«k,"  he  said,  "  yon  should  clitDce 
to  love  Rosebud  for  her  own?  Men  in  my  pre- 
carious slale  are  permitted  to  make  ccnfe.-'siuns  ; 
and  I  own  nothing  would  give  me  greater  pleasure 
tlian  to  know  you  uiy  Rosebud's  husband." 

A  violent  spuam  contracted  Richard  Hepburn's 
previously  bright  face.  A  shadow  of  intense  pain 
settled  upon  it. 

"  That  could  never  be  !  I  cannot  promise  you 
that,  Charlie."  he  rejoint-d  hoarsely,  "  The  more 
I  loved  Miss  Walden,  the  more  1  admired  her,  and 
Ihat  I  am  sure  to  do,  the  more  neoeasary  1  should 
find  it  to  fly  her  presence.  1  can  never — must 
never  marry,  for  I  am  a  man  accurccd!'  con- 
cluded Richard  Hepburn,  dropping  his  face  in  hi.s 
liiindH  wiili  a  groan. 

'i  he  invlid  regarded  this  sudden  chungo  in  amaze- 
ment, His  friend  was  quite  pale,  and  shaking  with 
agitation. 

'•  Good  heavens.  Dick  !"  he  cried,  apologetically  ; 
'  what  have  I  done  ?  What  painful  memories  re- 
called ?  I  would  have  sooner  bitten  my  tongue  out 
than  pained  you,  dear  boy." 

Richard  Hepburn  making  him  a  sign  to  stop, 
muttered,  "  1  know  it.  Don't  blaiue  yourself  for 
Heaven's  sake  !  Don't  speak  !  Give  me  tiuie  to 
recover  a  bit." 

Rising  he  paced  the  room.  The  invalid  remained 
silent,  watcliin;^  the  other  compassionately  through 
the  fingers  he  had  placed  over  Lis  eyes. 

1  he  sun  hnd  nearly  sunk  now.  It  was  almost 
twilight,  and  neither  of  ihem  perceived  the  figure 
in  Ihe  road,  coming  towards  the  station.  His 
clothes  wore  but  rags,  his  feet  showed  through  his 
ragged  boots,  hi^j  arms  were  crossed,  his  fingers 
gripping  his  jacket  sleeves  as  if  hugging  himself 
together,  aud  he  walked  with  a  limp  and  a  slouch. 

Had  either  of  the  two  seen  him,  they  would  have 
declared  him  a  "sun-downer." 

Reaching  the  gale  standing  to  the  left  of  the 
verandah,  he  paused,  and  turned  his  san-bronzed 
face  lo  the  house.  Kverylhing  wasalill.  The  men 
were  all  in  the  out-buildings,  or  engaged  elsewhere. 
Yet  the  man  hesitated,  as  in  doubt,  or  doing  battle 
with  some  mental  desire,  and  wistfully  eyed  the 
side  view  he  obtained  from  the  window.  Hunger 
vas  marked  on  every  feature. 

Finally,  wjth  the  au-of  dssperatioo,  he  determined 
to  run  a  risk,  he  entered  the  gate,  and  limped  noise- 
lessly to  the  verandah.  Growing  near  was  a  thick 
cluster  of  flowering  shrubs,  which  hung  their  hand- 
some blossoms  almost  into  the  rooD].  J  his  the  man 
sun-downer  or  whatever  he  might  prove,  was  skirl- 
ing, when  voices  fell  on  his  ear.  He  started,  and 
cowered,  as  might  the  hare  when  it  hears  the 
hounds;  then  inclining  forward,  be  listened.  The 
next  moment  dropping  on  to  the  ground,  he  wriggled 
himiielf  like  a  snake  through  the  bushes,  uutil  close 
to  the  open  doors,  in  a  position  that  he  could  hear 
and  see  all,  himself  unseeu. 

Coming  back  from  pacing  the  apartment,  asd 
confronting  tbe  invalid,  his  hands  resting  on  hia 
chair, Richard  Hepburn  spoke. 

••  Charlie,  I  swear  to  you,  you  are  the  only  true 
friend  1  have  on  earth  ;  to  prove  it,  I  am  about  to 
confide  to  you  what  1  would  not  to  any  other  livinpj 
being,  but  1  am  assured  both  of  your  trustworthi- 
ness and  symi^thy  ;  and  Heaven  knows  how  much 
my  heart  craves  the  latter." 

"  It  is  yours,  my  dear  Dick,  before "      ■}■/-. 

"  Yes.  yes.  I  am  certain  of  it ;  but  please  let  me 
proceed.  I  said  just  now  I  was  a  man  accursed. 
I  am  so,  being  the  son  of  a  man  guilty  of  murder, 
ibr  it  was  not  hia  will  that  his  violiin  escaped.'' 

"  Good  heavens  ! —  you  1"  ejaoalaled  Charles 
Walden. 

"Yes,  I — the  son  of  an  intending  assassin  and 
robber!  But,  no!"  he  exclaimed  abruptly,  throw- 
ing up  his  handsome  head — "what  am  I  saying? — 
j-atlier  the  eon  of  a  supposed  criminal— for  I  will 
take  my  oath  my  fiither  was  neither.  I  will  tell 
you  all.  but  1  do  not  ask  yon  to  be  yourself  the 
judge  of  his  innocence,  being  aware  how  fearfully 
appearances  condemn  bim.  Still,  I  will  ask  your 
judgement  here.  Does  that  look  tlie  face  of  one 
who  could  commit  such  a  base  crime?  Yet  if  it 
prove  he  did,  I'll  swear  he  had  snfflcient  provoca- 
tion !'* 

laking  out  his  pocket-book,  he  drew  from  it  a 
miniature,  whiah  he  passed  to  the  invalid,  who  ra- 


pardinijit,  oTclafraed,  "No,  CTjarlie.  you  aivriphi 
1  would  never  believa  aiu  iurkad  behind  ao  frank    ^•> 
ingenuous  a  face." 

'•  Vet  crime  Is  attached  to  his  memory,  and  ilo 
sill  of  tbe  father  is  viaiied  upon  the  children.  J  iii 
listen." 

Whereupon,  leaving  the  pocket-liook  on  the  t;il  ?, . 
for  Charlie  waa  still  oonteniplatiiig  tlie  minintiMo. 
Richard  Hepburn  related  all  that  the  pubjir  tu>-n 
of  the  trantiaciioDS  bciwetui  Sir  RichaM  and  llie:ii 
torney, 

"Ihua,"  he  proceeded,  afiar  displaying  mv;oli 
emotion,  "the  verdict  was  given  af:aiiist  my  failii  r 
upon  Josiah  Biddleaumb's  and  his  ehrk'c  evidence, 
and  a  wairant  issued  for  his  arresl.  In  thai,  lion- 
ever  the  law  never  staserded.  Froui  that  day  to 
this  he  has  never  been  beard  of." 

"  Most  singular!"  remarked  Cliarles  Walden. 

"  Worse  tlian  that,  niMSt  condeiHiiat<>ry,"  re- 
sponded Richard  Hepburn.  "  Cliarlie,  I  oannol 
divest  my  mind  fix>m  the  convictiun  tliat  he  lias 
been  the  victim  of  foul  plav— jvrli.p*  of  ihe«e  v.iy 
men,  this  attorney  and  his  cl  rk  ;  and  1  rtturii  u> 
Kngland  to  carry  out  my  one  purpose  in  life,  to 
clucidale  this  mystery,  and,  ax  I  iH-lieve  I  eliall  he 
able,  to  clear  my  father's  name  from  cruel  disgrace 
but  to  continue,"  said  Richard  Hepburn,  too  oc- 
cupied to  observe  a  rustling  of  tlie  bushes  outside. 

"  My  mother  was,  of  course,  left  pennilea*.  and 
wilh  me  to  support,  for  I  was  acaroelv  ihn*  ytars 
old  at  the  time.  She  had  not  a  friend,  for  al  iliu 
world  turned  against  her,  and  she  was  almost 
suconmbing  to  despair,  when  she  received  a  letter 
irom  a  maternal  nnele,  A inoa  Hepburn.  He  had 
been  discarded  bv  his  family,  who  were  as  p<H  r  as 
church  mice,  but^roud  as  Luoifer,  for  entering  into 
trade.  It  had  prospered  with  Lim ;  he  wan  a 
haelielor,  and  rich  ;  and  he  now  wrote,  having 
heard  of  our  distress,  to  ofl'er  my  mother  to  coma 
and  keep  his  house  ;  also  to  pro|>ose  lo  bring  me 
up  as  liM  own  son,  on  one  condition- tliut  my 
inolher  should  adopt  her  maiden  name,  and  never 
inform  me  of  my  father's,  nor  his  sad  history. 

"  What  eould  my  mother  do  ?  '1  o  abandon  the 
name  of  the  husband  she  loved  seemed  like  abandon- 
ing tthat  love  itself  ;  still,  for  my  sake,  she  con- 
sented, and  w©  both  found  a  real  and  affisctionate 
friend  in  the  despised  trader,  ./Imoa  Hepburn,  so 
fourteen  years  went  by,  for  me  v.  ry  happily,  when 
one  day,  while  at  tbe  London  husineaa  liouee,  I  re- 
ceived a  message  to  go  home  inslanily,  at  my 
mother,  who  for  long  had  been  in  delicate  healih 
was  seriously  ill.  ' 

"  In  less  ihan  half  an  hour  I  had  rraolic<l  Green- 
lands.  Amos  Hepburn's  private  houNe,  in  Kent 
Entering  the  hall,  I  was  met  by  my  mother's  new 
lady's  maid  and  companion  ;  for  though  Mr.  Hep- 
bum  himself  scouted  all  thinga  fashionable,  he 
generously  persisted  in  his  niece  enjo\ing  the 
luxuries  to  whioU  she  lud  been  accusu>roed. 

"  I  don't  know  why,  but  I  did  notlike  the  woman. 
I  was  never  at  GreenlaBda  but  I  was  stumbling  over 
her,  or  finding  her  large,  pale-blw,  sleepy  eyes 
fixed  On  me. 

"  Thus  I  was  hurrying  past  her  to  my  mother's 
room,  when  she  l«id  her  bund  on  my  arm. 

"  ■  Oh,'  she  axclajmed,  in  her  gasping  lonea  of 
humility,  '  how  glad  I  am  you  have  come,  Mr. 
Richard  !     Uow  good  of  yon  to  come  so  quickly  !  ' 

"  Good  I  1  eehoed.  Did  notlkeinesiiage  say  my 
mother  was  seriously  ill.  Miss  Daggett  f 

"  1  nie.  I  sent  it  by  your  dear  moih.  r'a  ord>^rs, 
and  tried  to  word  it  asgeDlly  a*  I  eould.  Ikli>*  i>, 
indeed,  very  seriously  ill,  Mr.  Richard,  and  I  took 
the  liberty  of  stopping  you  just  to  say  the  doctor's 
orders  are  that  Mra.  Uepbnrn  must  on  no  account 
be  excited— on  do  aeoount  t— or  it  will  ]>e  fatal. 
Kow,  please  come." 

"  1  urning  her  dreamy  cyea  finm  me,  ahe  led  the 
way  with  noiseless  step  up-stain.      I  did  not  need 
her  cKcort.     But  this  was  her  way.     Notwithstand- 
ing all  her  humility,  she  had  a  fanbion  of  taking  a 
Fosiiion.  and  maintaining  it.     A  few  momenta,  and 
was  clasping  my  noor  motlier  in  my  arms. 
To  be  Ocmtinwa— Commenced  iti  2>'o.  152. 
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VALEHTIHES. 

Our  VaUntines  are  acknowledged,  by  all  paitiea 
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THK    Sli%OKR2N'    JOURMAI.. 


1  Captain  of  the  Gallant  Greys. 

\\  ords  and  ilualo  by  FreU  Uyron. 
Music  pu»>asUcd  by  1"'.  W.  IleUnlck,  Clnclonau. 

WILL   BE    SENT    D  Y  U3,    TO  ANTf    ADDRESS, 

Qn  RhCKrer  or  pbiok,  40oxa> 


I  am  captain  of  the  gallant  ^e^'l,      . ' 

1  liBvo  «uoli  tlylUh  ways, 
Villi  know  Well  I  m  a  •well, 

And  I  ve  been  ao  all  my  day*.  ^ 

We  look  eo  very  gay. 

W  hen  we  inorob  down  Broadway, 
ylnJ  merrily  we  8ini», 

A»  th«  birda  »iiig  in  Iheir  laya.  for  I'm — 

., :      ^  Cnonrs.       '  .      „": _  .// 

Capt'iin  of  the  gallant  greys, 

1  a)»a}«  sliow  my  iiylisUwaya, 

Iling  tl>e  hell,  the  swell,  ihe  awell.  b«  oomet, 
1  he  oapuiu  of  tlie  gulUnt  gr«ya. 


Then  nil  ihe  puople  »hout, 

Wlienevor  we  liirn  out,  '.' 

A  thuiuand  vyes  adii^re  ua, 

\\  lieiic  vr  wo  march  about, 
I  csptivale  the  girls, 

Wj^i  iiu  jflonsy.  raven  curl.t. 
Ami  «oih  my  >ilky  inouHtache, 

I  all  ihe  rivals  roul,  for  I'm  — 


Chorua. 


There's  Always  a  Seat  in  the  Parlor  for  Yon. 

By  W.Scanlan. 
Music  published  by  F.  W.  nelmlclck. 

RKNTBY  ns   10  ANY  ADDIIESSON  IIKCKIPT  OX 

PiucK,  40  cE>"rs. 


The  subject  to-night  of  my  »ong  is  love, 

>(inieihing  quile  heavy  to  b«ur , 
AVli.n  ihiit  being  you  love  to  you  proTes  untrue, 

1  >ir  none  eUe  in  ihe  world  do  you  oare. 
'1  h«  lad>  1  iovc  is  iin  angel  divine. 

And  wilh  her  my  life  I  would  share  : 
Bui  w  bene  er  I  go  to  her  house  h>  r  to  see, 

1  here  is  alwnys  somebody  there. 

^)M>ken  :  I  explained  the  matter  to  her  the  other 
eviinin<{,  and  when  I  had  ftniahed,  she  looked  into 
my  fsuii  tUid  w:>y.  and  said,  Ihal'a  uotLiog — 

'    -         :      ■  Chorus.      ^     :       I-    \ 

'1  here's  always  a  seat  in  the  parlor  ft>r  yon, 

7o  matter  how  many  are  there  ; 
'I'hert'n  always  a  seat  in  the  parlor  for  yon, 

A  sola,  a  siool,  or  a  chair. 

I  wont  to  her  house  one  evening  laat  week. 

You  may  eiisily  judi^e  my  Hurprise  ; 
I  wa.i  jiitt  goini;  lo  enter  the  hallway  when 

I  mei  thai  which  opened  mv  eyes. 
For  iliere  siood  o  man  l)oth  tall  and  stout. 

Who  aaid  what  d<>  you  wiali  here  ? 
Grabbed  me  by  the  ntolt,  threw  nte  out  on  the  walk, 

^nd  the  last  words  I  could  hear  while  there,  was 

•;■■•'.  -  r ''}.'<'. .        Chobus,       ]  ■     ■•■,    ;■■   ,    .  '' 

Tliere's  always  a  seat  in  tlie  gutter  for  you, 

No  matter  how  many  are  there  ; 
1  here's  alwa>s  a  seat  in  the  gultcr  for  you, 

\V  hen  you  come  around  here  have  a  care. 

Now  the  yonng  men  I  go  wilh  all  gave  me  the  laugh, 

My  troubles  to  them  I  huve  told; 
'1  hey  cay  1  nni  foolish  to  rpelik  to  her, 

liecaude  I've  been  so  often  sold.  \ 

No  matter  how  often  I  have  or  mny  be,  .  ' 

My  love  I  sliall  never  crp.i, 
I'll  follow  Iter,  ye»,  both  dav  and  night, .-,  ' 

And  my  burdensome  tale  I  will  tell. 

Spoken  ;  Yes,  T  shiill  haunt  her  day  and  night, 
if  it's  only  to  hear  her  say — 

CuoBua. 

1  here's  alwnyt  a  seat  in  ftte  pnrlor  for  you. 

No  matter  how  many  are  there ■ 
'1  here's  always  a  seat  in  the  p«¥'h>r  for  you, 

A  sofa,  a  stool,  or  a  citAr.  CUoi:^_  ■ 


The  Irish  Aldermen. 

Aa  SuBg  by  Harry  and  Jolia  KerueU. 

t 

Two  Irinh  .<4ldermen  are  we. 

Our  education  it  is  tine  ; 
Elected  by  a  uiajorily. 

As  orators  we  both  do  sliin.*  ; 
Solid  l>einocrsts  are  we, 

Working  for  the  people's  cause. 
Selected  for  our  elegance 

To  regulate  the  city  laws. 
CnoKis. 

We  dreas  so  neat  it  is  n  treat 

lo  see  us  marching  liiind  in  baud; 
Heads  erect — you  can't  cx|>ect  lo  sec 

A  sight  again  so  grand  ; 
With  a  brand  new  vliirt  free  from  dirt. 

We're  the  finest  in  the  land. 
With  a  brand   new  dice  we  look  so  nice, 

We  arc  Irish  Aldvrmen. 

Our  influence  is  powerful 

Throughout  the  eity  and  stale  ; 

We  can  put  yon  in  the  park 

To  keep  the  flics  out  of  the  gate  : 

Oar  wararobe  is  fastidious, 
Cut  out  in  the  latent  stylo. 

We  ca|)iivate  llio  ladiii!,  nud  they  alwnys 


Greet  us  with  a  smile. 


Chorus. 


Men  of  Education. 

S\iag  by  Barry  ana  Joliu  Kemell. 


Don't  talk  to  us  of  your  high-toned  men. 

With  their  fluent  conversation. 
For  with  us  boys  none  can  comptare, 

We  are  the  greatest  in  I  he  nation  ; 
We  are  known  by  all,  both  great  and  small. 

Two  IriKhmen  from  Donegal, 
And  we'll  have  ye  know,  both  one  and  all. 

We're  men  of  education. 

Chokus. 

We  are  Irishmen  both  heart  Bnd  hand. 
We  have  just  come  here  to  tiris  free  land, 
And  we  11  have  you  all  to  understand 
W,e  are  men  of  education. 

Now  the  mayor  of  the  town  be  is  our  best  friend. 

And  we  drink  wilh  him  every  day  ; 
He  is  going  to  run  us  for  Congresomen, 

^ndyou  bet  we'll  make  it  pay  ; 
Muldoon  is  envious  of  our  fame,  "' 

.4nd  Roger  O'Malley  has  changed  his  name. 
And  the  ladies  are  wanting  to  know  the  names, 

Of  the  men  of  education.  Chorus. 


One  Glance  From  Those  Merry  Blue  Eyes. 

Words  by  8.  N.  MlUhelL       Music  by  H.  P. I)aiik& 
Music  published  by  W.  P.  Shaw. 


SUIT    BY    U.S  10  A,\Y    ADDkK.SS,     POST  PAI 

MtcKin  or  raiCK.  40  ck.nts. 


•a 


One  glance  from  those  merry  blue  eyes. 

And  I  will  be  happy  again, 
'Twill  call  back  the  bright  summer  skies,        *- 

W  hen  we  were  alone  in  the  lane  ; 
How  oft  nenth  the  shade  of  the  trees. 

We  sat  in  the  warm  snmmer  days  ; 
And  heard  the  soft  sigh  of  ihebreeae,      >    ■ 

Ihe  songster's  melodious  lays. 

Ciior.rs.  '    V 

One  glance  from  those  merry  blue  eyes, 

^nd  I  will  be  happy  again  ; 
,Twill  call  back  the  bright  summer  skies. 

When  we  were  alone  in  the  lane.  . 

One  glancs  from  those  merry  blue  eyes 

And  I  will  l)c  happy  again, 
'Twill  call  Imek  the  briglii  butterflies. 

Ihe  fields  that  we  used  ID  adore  ; 
How  of.  'mill    tlio  clovi-r  so  sweet. 

Togetlier  my  darling  we  strayed  ; 
.^nd  under  the  tread  of  our  feet, 

*i'he  bright  purple  blut^oma  were  laid. 


Farewell.  Lovely  Limerick,  will  I  Ever 

See  You  More! 
Air:    Bold Tralnor o.  By  W.  II.  Downes. 

I'arewell  lo  the  groves  around  the  liver  .Shannon, 

.^nd  ihe  pond  ntar  the  rond  where  I  often  did  bathe. 
Ksrewell  (o  the  honoe  wherein  I  vas  born, 

./Inil  tlieold  elm  trees  that  are  lon^j  since  decayed. 
Farewell  lo  Ihe  fields  where  I  often  did  roam. 

When  litlle  I  thought  I  rhould  leave  my 

loved  home, 
lint  alas  I  was  exiled  from  Erin's  loved  bo»om. 

Farewell,  lovely  Limfrick,  will  le'ersecyou  moi-e  ! 

'  I'was  little  I  ihonght  when  I  lived  in  Ireland, 

That  ever  I'd  be  forced  to  have  ils  green  >liore. 
But  no  nieroy  was  shown  by  the  Saxon  invaders. 

Who  banished  many  valiant  hearts  from 

their  home. 
'Vhere  is  the  hedge  whero  tlic  mnsi*  oft  played. 

Or  where  is  the  gDve  where  my  parents  are  laid, 
./las!  I  am  banished  a  poor  foreign  stmnger. 

Farewell,  lovely  Limeriol;,  ivilll  e  orsec^ou  more  ! 

Farewell  lo  the  fields  where  the  boys  used  to  hurl, 
Ihe  cross  on  ihe  roud  near  the  bright 

purling  stream. 
Farewell  to  the  green  flag  that  I  oilen  UiJ  unfurl, 

And  niyown  darling  (jirlof  whom  I  tfien  did  dr«ain. 
But  the  time  it  is  near  when  I  U  tread  Eiin  a  shore. 
And  in  old  Liuierick  town  I  will  sjxirt  un  before. 
I  am  anxiously  wailing  for  the  tine  suiiiiiier  K<-iMon. 
^iid  then,  lovely  Liua-rick.  I  will  see  you 

once  more  ! 


. ««.. 


When  the  Evening  Shades  are  Falling. 

Words  by  a.  cooper.  Mu.slc  by  J.  It.  1  nomas. 

Music  published  by  8p«ar  and  DeUnhoff. 

UUSIOBJCMT  BY  VH  POST    P>10,   ON  USCEllT  Of 
PRICE  40  CENTS. 


When  the  evening  chndes  are  falling. 

Dreams  of  the  day  appmr  ; 
Gentle  voices  sweetly  calling. 

Wake  the  pagi  so  fond  and  dear. 
L'tving  hands  again  care«D  mv, 

l.oving  eyes  look  in  mine  own  ; 
Oh!  the  pleasant  thot  h  that  bless  me. 

While  my  days  uie  dark  and  lone  ! 

When  the  evening  shades  are  falling. 

Childhood  8  days  arc  mine  once  more  ; 
Echoes  on  my  heart  are  calling. 

Every  joy  they  now  restore. 
So,  when  life's  hour  is  declining. 

And  our  cares  and  joys  depart, 
Li*vely  stars  ol  joy  are  nhining. 

In  the  twilight  of  the  heart. 


}■ 


Down  by  the  Mill. 
Words  by  Frank  Dumont.  Music  by  £.  Fox. 

XrSIC  SKMB  BT  US  TO  ANY  ADDRES.S.    POST  PAin,    O.V 
BXCKIPT  or  PRICX,   40   C»  XT.S. 

-.::■  ^^r-' 

At  night  when  the  shadows  are  falling. 

On  the  meadow,  the  vale  and  the  ^trealn,  ° 
And  the  nightingale  softly  i.s  calling, 

^nd  nature's  preparing  to  dream  : 
Then,  darling,  remcmUr  your  promitu,  '.-. 

Ill  wail  for  you  down  by  the  mill, 
I'll  watch  fur  your  comiiii:,  co  baitieti. 

When  the  uioou  lists  ovtr  the  hill. 
Ciioari*, 

To-ni-^ht,  wiun  the  sh:idow«  are  falling. 

I'll  watch  for  you  <l<>wn  by  the  mill  ; 
I'll  wuii  fot  youreoming,  so  hasten. 

When  the  m<t.n  ri^es  over  the  hill, 

'i<'-nJgLt.  when  the  the  «hi])|)oorwili's  cal  jng, 

I  liuvu  something  lo  whisper  t<>  yon, 
'  >  14  a  .tecret  I  long  to  impart,  love, 

I  prumiso  each  word  shall  be  true  ; 
I'll  ki>8  you  to  keep  it  n  fecret. 

And.  dnillng.  I  m  sure  that  you  will. 
It  only  concents  you  and  I.  love, 

^  Uoaiaut  doMu  toUt*  itiilL     w%^i.ic    Chora*. 


:U  . 


.^ 


■/. 
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OUR  AGENTS. 

BOSl'OS.      (Muss.)      J.   W.  Sheeman,   Books, 
Siiitunifry,  Ac,  115  Cambridge  Street 

PHlLvi>ELl'UIA.     (Pa.)    A.  W.  A 
PiiuUi,  ?->.  \V.  Corner  of  TeDtb  and  Race  Str's. 

CINCINNATI.  COVINGTON,  and  Yiciuity,  P. 
Haktlaub,    News  aud  Muf>ic  Dealer,    508  Madi- 
80U  Street,   Coviugtou,  (Ky.) 
DETUOIT      (Mich. )    J.  F.  &  W.  T.  MACATn.ET, 

B.R>Ks,  Stitiouery,  Ac.  257  JefiferHOU  Avenue. 
St.  LOUIS.       (Mo.)  S.   Regan,    Books.  Cigars, 

News,  ic    C20  N.  5th,  Street 

WASrilNGTON  (D.  C.)  Clem.  K  Vknable, 
Pai>eraui1  Stationery  Warehouue,  903  7th,  St  n.  w. 

Pli'TSBURGH.  [Pa.]  J.  G.  KamphauH 
Wholsale  dailer  iu  Toys.  106  Wood  Street. 

GOSHEN.  (\.  Y.)  W.  F.  Lewis,  Music, 
SbitiouiTy  and  Confectionery. 

BROOKLYN.  (N.  Y.)  Branch  Office  of  the 
SiNQEKs'  JoiiiiNAL  N()s.  28  &,  30  Atlantic  Aveune, 
ufi'i-.ScMitli  Ferry  Mauofactiiriuf;  Confectionery, 
mid  W'hnleside  DetUers  and  Jol>bers  ot  Iiiij»rt<'d 
iiii.l  Doiuitslic  Toys,  &c.     Mbs.  Paitune  Lieueb. 

Up-Town  Agents.  R.  Houghton,  Dealer  in 
Toys,  Ac.     591  9th  Ave. 

E.  S.  Rtrkt  r    Dealer  in  Toys,  224  9th  Avenoe. 

C.  C.  Mayers.  222  Avenue  A.  near  14tli,  St 

Til"  SiNoEifcs'.T.iuRNvt,  is  tliecheapetst  collection 
"f  s<>u,'s  eviT  piihlislii'd  in  this  conntry.  All 
Nnmbors  from  Na  1.  to  the  Inst  isKued  always  on 
hit  I  id 

ADVrCE  Every  amatenr  of  Rowl  Sotipp,  Ac. 
ouiiht  to  procnro  the  [First  Volume]  of  the  Sing- 
ers' JoDBNAi^  which  we  have  on  hand  handsomely 
Kniind  in  cloth.  cnntainiiie4..'>00SoDtrs.  7f>8pi<peR. 
and  86  pieces  of  Choice  Miii'ic  for  the  voice  aud 
Piano.     Price  $3,00  per  Copy,  Postage  Free. 


A  Happy  New  Year  ...■  1 1  !•  t  •>.... .  .page  446 

Always  speak  a  kind  word  when  yo«  oao . .  4iii 

Aarou  Gluices 443 

Bring  back  the  old  folks,  Willie  Dac«^. ..  442 

Consul  Susan 443 

The  Cotloii  Fields  in  Tennessee 447 

Dar's  a  meetiu*  here  to-uigbt 442 

D.>u't  let  UH  meet  as  Strangers 445 

The  Dniukard's  Dream 446 

The  Firebells  are  Ringing 442 

Fat  Mickey .  445 

Gallant  Captain  Brown 446 

Just  Over 443 

Jubilee 445 

KisHing  through  the  railing 447 

Liberty  Volunteers 445 

The  Lost  Inheritance— Story  continued 447 

Magic  CirclBS ,... 445 


GENESAL  NOTICE. 


Address  all  commnnications  to  The  SxMana' 
JouBNAL,    60  Chatham  Street.  H.  Y. 

A  R<-Kjx>u8ible  Agent  wanted  in  every  City  of 
the  United  States,  Canada,  Ac.  Letters  regarding 
information  thereof,  will  receive  oar  prompt  at- 
teution. 

A  Catalogne  of  10.000  Song*  will  be  Mnt  to  any 
address  on  r«>ceipt  of  return  postage. 

Each  Number  will  contain  from  40  to  60  of  the 
most  Popular  Songs  ruua  iu  the  Theatres,  Opera- 
Houses  and  Concert  Booms  of  the  Uoitod  SUtaa 
and  Great  Britain. 


The  Old  Original  Song  Dapot  60  Chatham 
Street  Opposite  North  William  Street,  New  York. 
This  house  is  the  oldest  Song  Pnblishing  Estab- 
lishmeut  ill  the  Uuited  States. 

I'he  .SiNOEBs'  JouRKAL  is  published  Monthly, 
Single  Copies  will  \>e  sent  by  Mail  on  receipt  of 
5ctK,  Subscription  50cts  per  year. 

Mrs.  Pauline  lAeder,  Sncoewor  to  Henry 

de  Marsan,  PnbliHher  ol  the  Sinoebs' JousnaIi, 
Comic  and  Sentimental  Valentines,  Souga,  Soog- 
Books  and  all  kinds  of  Toy-Books.  Motto  Veraes, 
Motto  Cut  Paper.  House  Bills,  Writing  Boeika, 
Shelvinj^  aud  Ceiling  PH{)er,  A,  B,  C,  and  Playing 
Cards,  Tissue  Paper,  and  all  kinds  of  Stationery. 
Wholesale  Dealers  and  Jobbers  of  Impoxt^ 
and  Domestic  Toys,  Base  Balls,  Fishing  Tackle, 
Scrap  Pictures,  Ac.  Ac. 


NOTICE. 


f    _    ..   •>•.•  f! 


The  Sheet  Mttsic  of  all  the  Songs  Pnfaliahed  in 
Music  Form  from  10  eta,  and  upwards  can  be  had 
from  us  hereafter  sent  Post  Piud,  on  reodpt  of 
Prica 


CONTENT^, 

Maty  Ann  McLaughlin 445 

Massa's  ole  Barn  Floor 446 

The  Matinee  Brigade 446 

The  Old  Log  Cubiu  by  the  Stream,  or 

Uncle  Joe...     442 

Over  the  River,  my  Darling 443 

Only  a  Dream 444 

Oh  !  Moses  444 

Prelty  Little  Dark-Eye<l  Beauty 446 

The  Pretty  Blue  Forget-me-not—  Music 448 

Such  au  Elegant  Spieler  is  my  Mary'Ann. .   443 

The  Skipjier  and  his  Boy. 444 

Sunshine  of  my  Heart. ..'.... 44.5 

Stolen  kisses  are  the  sweetest   446 

True  as  Steel 443 

Toddling  thro'  the  Lanciers , . , 443 

Take  my  arm  the  other  side ... . . . . . ,  '. . . .   444 

.  Wti're  Jewels  of  Fashion  and  Fun 444 


The  Yankee  Girls 443 


VALENTINES. 


I  am  Mannfactnring  for  the  coming  seaMO  the 
Finest  aud  Cheapest  Stock  of  Sentimental  Yaien- 
tines.  Sheets,  Boxes,  Caskets,  Ac,  in  the  Market 
Hoping  to  receive  a  call  frem  the  Wholtnleu  wall 
as  the  Retail  Trade, 

I  remain  respectfully  yooi^ 

Mis.  Panline  Iied«. 

AMERICAN  NEWS  COMPANY, 

39  A  41  Chamber  Bimet 

KEW-YORK  NEWS  COMPANY, 

18  Beekman  Street 


44*^ 


xsi 


fA«!l21 1:-.   -ii-i:.-!'  >:JI 


fl  *     .    .  ^•> 


¥>  ' 


TlIK     SlIVOERS'    JOIJR.^AL.. 


•■*  ■■'.  V 


! 


The  Fire-Bella  Are  Ringing. 

Words  and  Mualc  by  U.  C.  Work. 

TBI    MUSIC  SSNT  BT   US  TO  AST  ADDRKM.    POST  PAID,    OX 

.  KKCKiPT  or  piucK,  35  Ckura.    ■.    .  .   . , 

— k     • 

One,  two,  three,  harjt,  hark,  boys  !  one,  two, 

three,  four  I 
The  fire-l)ells  are  ringinf;,  thii  wild  wintry  night  ; 
Tbfy  auk  huI  tur  dittlrtot  thirty-four. 
Tbere  sonielxMly'i*  riches  are  now  taking,'  flight; 
Oil  flume  wiu«s  away,  away  they  Hoar,  but,  hark  ! 
AVifh  hlirifk  imd  wail,  howTnves  the  gale  ! 
Lik«  lU  moil  Hte«l»  it  sjieeds  — 
Likij.|yll"piBij  piUKS  fr(>di'Piin«^emoninm  hnrl'd. 
Yet,  "Qh-VOeit,  tukecourapo!  <l id  valiimt  deedH  avail, 
Tlit;u'>Jft  wore  thj  ▼ictora  r>t  the  world. 
Chobi's. 
-  BiM^^ia  btll'i  rfl°'"  !  wuku^e electric  wire  ! 
Aud  flnnh  abroad  the  wivriiiug  wordB,  "  Fre,  fire  !" 
God  save  11^6  city  !  for  man'i  derices  fail, 
When  fierce  flumes  with  wintry  wiuds  conspire. 
But  hark  !  with  shriek  aud  wuil,  how  raves  the  gale  ! 
Like  dfviou  steeds  it  sjM^ds  — 
Like  j4iillupiu»t  Kai  Rs  from  iwndemonium  hurl'd  ! 
Yet.  firemen,  tHko  connige  I  diil  vaHuut  deeds  avail, 
Theu  ygu  were  the  victors  of  tlie  world. 

One,  two,  tbree—hark,  hark,  boys  I  one,  two, 

three,  four  f 
The  firehellrt  are  ringing  an  urgent  appeal ; 
The  eu^;iuesKO  diisbiug  by  the  door. 
Alhmfe  ture.  my  cbihlreu,  no  fear  need  we  feel  ; 
Bnt  God  help  iu  district  thirty-lour,  what's  that? 
Look  there  1  look  there  I  a  lurid  glare 
Lights  up  the  tiky  -aye,  aye  I 
Aud  columns  ot  red  devouring,  flame  appear. 
And  see  for  d«-p«rture  our  ueiKhbors  now  prepare  ; 
Perchance  there  is  danger  even  here.  Chonis. 

One,  two,  three,  hark,  hark  boys !  one,  two, 

three,  four! 
The  fire-bells  are  ringing  a  last  grand  alarm  ; 
How  va»t  must  the  couflagnitiou  be  ! 
Our  own  roof  is  blaziiig  !  yet  where  free  from  harm, 
OU.   where  sLall  we  with  our  treasores  flee? 

let's  haste  ! 
Twill  fail  f  'twill  fail— that  granite  wall  ; 
I  see  it  crumbling,  tumbling! 
Ply  for  yoOr  lives,  from  out  this  fiery  grave  ! 
Laid  low,  crashed,  aud  buried  are  some 

beyond  recall ; 
Bat  thank  Ood  I  my  little  flook  I  save.  Chorus. 


Dar's  a  Meeting  Here  To-Night. 

By  Pete  Devouear. 

THK  MUSIC    WUX,    BB   BENT    B  T  US,    TO  ANT    ADDaiOUi, 
ON  BZCXIFt  OFPBICX,  SGCTS. 


The  Old  Log  Cabin  by  the  Stream,  or 

Uncle  Joe. 

irasio  BENT  BT  ra  post  paid,  on  bkcxipt  or 

PBICE  40  CENTS. 


Oh  !  thev  call  me  Uncle  Jo*. 

I  was  bred  and  born  yon  koow, 
In  a  pleawutt  Ri)ot  not  far  away  from  here, 

.Wh«i  1  think  ti{  days  gone  by. 
It  uluioHt  makes  nie  cry, 

.  Fox  Diy  b^rth-place  that  I've  always  loved  so  dear, 
I  used  to  play  the  banjo,  just  beside  the  cabin  door. 

And  watch  the  children  dancing  on  the  greeu  ; 
But  them  days  are  i^asseil  and  gone, 

And  they  never  will  return, 
\Siu(;Q  X.ve  lef t  my  old  log  cabin  by  the  stream. 

_  ClIoRCH. 

Will  I  hear  the  darkies  voices 

As  I  used  to  j-ears  ago. 
Yes,  we're  waiting  to  receive  yoa  Uncle  Jce, 

Oh  !  it  seems  to  me  a  dream, 
Hiirk  !  list  to  the  t«mbouriue 

Oh  !  the  Boand  comeo  from  my  cabin 

by  the  stream. 

Oh  ?  I  know  I  sortn  shall  die, 

And  it  almost  mukes  me  cry. 
When  I've  got  to  lejive  the  spot  where  I  was  bom, 

I  have  traveled  far  alone, 
Jnsi  to  see  my  dear  old  h(  me. 

But  I  thought  that  all  the  color'd  folks  had  gon«. 
But  now  1  think  I'm  wrong. 
Yet  I'll  sing  my  little  song, 

For  everything  to  me  seems  like  a  dream. 
When  the  dnrkiM*  hear  my  voice. 

It  will  mHke  their  hearts  rejoice 
For  I've  coma  to  see  my  cabin  by  the  stream.  <nio. 


If  I  had  a  wife  and  a  little  baby, 

Dar's  a  lueetiu'  here  to-night, 
I  would  support  her  like  a  lady, 

Dar's  a  meeting  hero  to-night ; 
Oh  !  the  sweetest  thing  in  the  whole  creation, 

Dar's  a  meetin'  here  to-night. 
Is  a  pretty  yaller  girl  iu  de  wild  goose  nation, 

Dur's  a  meetiu*  here  to-night. 

Chorus. 

Get  yon  ready,  dar's  a  meetin'  here  to-night. 
Come  along,  dar's  a  meetiu'  here  to-night, 
I  know  yer  by  yer  daily  walk, 
Dar's  a  meetiu'  here  to-night 

Pompey  Smafib  and  Billy  Acre, 

Dar's  a  meetiu'  here  to-night, 
Is  de  two  best  men  iu  the  human  nation, 

Dar's  a  meetiu'  here  to-night  ; 
Dey  hop  iu  de  creek  and  roll  in  de  river, 

Dar's  a  meetin'  here  to-uight ; 
Dar's  two  overseers  to  one  little  nigger, 

Dar's  a  meetiu'  here  to-night.  Chorns. 

All  de  way  from  de  Injun  ocean, 

Dar's  a  meeiiu  here  to-uigbt, 
Dur's  a  big  coru-crib  on  de  little  plantation, 

Dar's  a  meetiu'  here  to-ui^ht  ; 
If  my  wife  dies  I'll  get  another, 

Dar's  a  meetin'  here  to-night, 
A  pretty  little  yuller  gal  just  like  tother, 

Dar's  a  meetiu'  here  tt>-uight.  Choma. 


Bring  Back  the  Old  Folka,  Willie  Darling- 

By  Macy. 

THE  MtrsiC,   SENT   BT    TS  TO  ANT    APDRItRS,    POST  PAID,   ON 

ascsirr  or  price.  80  cents. 


Bring  back  the  old  folks,  Willie  darling ; 

Tell  them  1  ve  waited  till  my  heart  can 

wait  no  more : 
Only  this  favor,  Willie  darling. 

When  at  last  you  reach  the  far-ofi  shore. 
Tis  years  since  I  left  my  dear  oKi  mother. 

Since  she  gave  me  her  blessing  with  a  tear  ; 
Bat  bring  back  the  old  folks,  Willie  darUng  ; 

Tell  them  I  long  to  meet  them  here. 
Chorus. 
Bring  back  the  old  folks,  Willie  ; 

Tell  them  I  long  to  meet  them  heae  : 
Promise  you'll  not  forget  it.  darling, 

When  you're  far  away,   Wilhe  dear. 

Say  you'll  remember,  Willie  darling. 

Give  them  this  letter  when  you're  far  across  thesea. 

Warm  hearts  vfill  greet  you.  Willie  darling. 

For  you've  always  beeu  a  friend  to  me. 
TLere's  one  who  can  lell  yoa  how  I  love  her, 

And  soon  she  will  meet  me  here,  I  know  ; 
But  bring  back  the  old  folks.  Wilhe  darling; 

God'bless  you  wherever  you  may  go.     Chorus. 

Write  me  a  letter  Willie  darling. 

When  yoa  are  happy  in  the  dear  old  home 

once  more. 
I  shall  be  dreaming  of  yon,  darling. 

Sitting  in  our  little  cottage  door  ; 
And  theu,  oh,  how  gladly  will  I  greet  yon. 

For  ttie  old  folks  are  coming  back  to  me  ; 
But  give  me  your  hand,  oh,  Willie  darliuK. 

I  love  you  wherever  you  may  l>e.  Choros. 


Aaron  Olaices- 

Respectfully  dedicated  to  Frank  Buslt. 
Words  by  Solon  Bcrrlck.        Air :   Johnny  Morsran. 

I'm  Roinc  to  dell  of  a  b'<y  dot  iell» 

Shoelace*  in  de  »lre*d, 
Und  uf  \oii  saw  him  you  would  yell — 

!Say  go  und  hide  your  feed. 


He  used  to  go  fir>m  door  to  door. 
Ilia  face  would  make  you  laugh, 

Uud  if  you  could  dell  vot  it  vaa, 
I'm  aure  I'd  give  you  half. 

CaoBca 
Aaron  Olaioes  sells  shoelaoea 

Down  in  Chatham  Streed, 
He  has  a  sister  who  sella  fiah. 

She  alva^a  looka  so  nead— so  nead  ; 
Und  den  his  fader  Sells  aegars, 

Ilia  mudder  peddles  socka; 
Hs  also  hat  a  brodder,  who 

la  auffering  mil  smali-pox.    ^ 

Now  A»Ton  vaa  a  boy  dot's  known. 

In  all  paru  of  de  sute ; 
He's  always  ub  at  five  o'oloek, 

He'a  never  dere  too  late  ; 
Hia  grvs  are  heard  by  efery  von, 

Vou'll't'efer  find  liim  jx)ut, 
Und  nf  you  vant^  look  for  him 

lie's  always  oir  hir  route. 

Not  long  ago  u4aron  vaa  seen. 

Vay  down  in  Baxter  Stned. 
He  dought  dot  he  had  found  a  bUoe, 

Vera  aoine  von  he  could  bead. 
But  ven  lie  found  oud  liis  uisdake. 

How  he  began  to  »igh. 
Den  he  venl  back  to  bis  old  blaee, 

Uod  bawled  oud  dot  same  gry. 

Now  Aaron  dinks  of  gifing  ub 

His  business  to  a  friend. 
He  vant's  to  be  a  dailor'a  glerk. 

On  him  you  can't  debend. 
He  Vent  to  vork  for  shoust  von  veek, 

Und  earned  but  two  •"  oases," 
Und  den  venl  back  to  his  bizaesa. 

Of  Selling  shoelaces. 


Chorus. 


Chorus, 


Chorus. 


Always  Speak  a  Kind  Word  When  You  Can. 

Sung  by  Will  H.  Morton.    •  .1 

New  sayings  are  all  the  rage,  on  the  street 

and  on  I  he  stage, 
.dnd  many  a  glorious  maxim  you  may  find, 
But  there'a  one  more  than  tbe  real  aeema 

to  linger  in  my  breaat, 
And  often  eomes  a  floating  o'er  my  mind. 
I  will  tell  you  h  re  to-night  this  motto  true 

and  bright, 
A  leason  it  conveys  sublime  and  grand. 
To  the  beggar  at  your  door,  to  all  people 

rich  or  poor, 
.Always  speak  a  kind  word  when  you  can. 

Now  if  perehanoe  yen  meet  an  old  friend 

upon  the  street. 
He  IS  poor  and  all  the  world  may  sneer  at  him. 
Oh  I  do  not  pass  him  by  in  drapair  to  live  or  die! 

Hal  remember  that  his  poverty'a  no  sin. 
1  hen  help  him  wiib  a  will,  altow  thai  yuu 

respect  him  atill. 
Welcome  him  and  grasp  him  by  ihe  hand. 
Do  not  turn  your  head  away,  but  remember 

what  I  say, 
.4lway*  speak  a  kind  word  when  you  can. 

There'a  many  and  many  a  man  who  no  riches 

can  command, 
Yet  be  may  be  the  nobleat  of  them  all, 
Many  a  glonous  deed  hs'a  done,  many  a 

victory  he  has  won. 
Yet  hia  honors  and  rewarda  are  very  amall. 
But  when  he's  dead  and  gone,  his  loss  they 

deeply  mourn, 
He's  a  monument  of  friends  on  every  hand, 
And  hi*  praises  they  relate  when  they  know 

it  is  too  late, 
Eor  they  never  speak  a  kind  word  when  they  can. 

m  i»i  m    . 

An  Irishman,  showing  oflf  before  a  stay-at-home 
countryman,  boasted  ihal  when  he  lived  at  Dundee 
he  could  always  get  a  cup  <.f  lay  for  nothing. 

'Tis  well  enough  for  an  attractive  wife  to  have  a 
repaltive  husband  The  rose  isn't  quite  complete 
without  iu  thorn. 
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i  ,';i  J  iv>     The  Yankee  (Jirls.     :  ■ 

Kearranired  by  Chns  Malone.     Sunt;  by  Uttle  Dtamotid. 
CUUd  Artist. 


'TwuB  down  to  Major  Paraons  liouse. 

The  t;irl8  gave  a  quiltintr. 
Juel  for  to  bIiow  tlieir  preliy  look*. 
And  have  a  liltle  jiltini;. 
here  waa  Deacon  >lowboy°a  daaght«r  Sftl. 
Squire  Jones'  daii|;lit«r  Mary, 
^iid  HesiliiaMe  youngest  gal. 

Who  looked  so  like  u  fairy.     ',  ■      ' 

Chobub. 
Those  Vankee  girls  they  are  the  uniTersal  earth 

bevitohing, 
'Hiey  are  good  and  true,  and  hamlsoine  too. 

in  parlor  or  in  kitchen. 

There  wa«  cousin    Ilildie.  Nancy  Jane, 

.<4nd  grandma's  niece  Lucinda, 
Corimlia  Ann.  Matilda  I'.rown,  /■ 

.4nd  Icliabud  s  Elvina. 
And  while  we  were  a  whirling  plate. 

And  playing  Imnt  the  slipper, 
Jerusliin  rarnons  went  to  get 

.-oiue  cider  in  a  dipper.  Chonia, 

Bnt  just  as  she  had  left  the  room. 

And  not  out  in  the  entry. 
She  gave  a  scream  !  and  stood  stark  still. 

Just  like  a  fn>«cn  sentry. 
We  all  went  out  an<l  tliere  I  swow, 

A  kissinif  like  creation. 
Miss  Carthwriy;ht  and  Sam  Jon«8  weie  there, 

A  liugging  like  laniatiou.  Chorus. 

Oh !  ouch  a  laugli  as  we  set  up. 

You  never  hrard  a  finer,  ■  ' 

Says  I  '•  I  think  that  kissin<^'«  cheap. 

Don't  you  Miss  Carolina?" 
You'd  ou'.:lit  lo  see  Miss  Carlhwright  blush. 

She  looked  as  though  she'd  painted. 
She  f>aid  «he  had  the  colic. 

And  in  Sam's  anus  she  fainted.  Chorus. 

So  now  a  moral  I'll  sing  to  you. 

Just  lo  com  j)leie  my  ditty, 
.4nd  if  it  does  not  profit  prove,    . 

1  he  more  will  l>e  the  pity. 
.411  you  younjj  gals  win.  quilting  go. 

Just  for  A  little  frolic 
Don't  let  your  fellows  kifs  nor  hug 

Unless  you've  got  the  colic. 


Chonia. 


True  aa  Steel. 

Serlo  Comic  8cmg.        Sung  by  Mlsa  Kate  Hontrose. 

I'eyple  we  meet  every  day; 

'I  liat  are  very  prone  to  »ayi- 
This  world  i»  everj-where  devoid  of  truth, 

l<ut  iniuhle,  care  and  strife. 

And  a  dissapointed  life. 
Will  make  (ikepiics  of  ilie  old  niaa  and  the  youth, 

But  to-night,  my  friends,        .. 

The  object  of  my  song. 
Is  to  prove  such  sayings  altogether  wrong. 

There  are  men  among  the  beat, 

I'hiit  have  nobly  stood  the  lest. 
For  we  tried  thetn,  iind  we  found  them  true  as  steel. 

In  the  days  of  seventy-six. 

In  our  country's  awful  fix, 
When  the  hriiish  sent  their  minions  to  par  shore, 

And  ilie  lilile  patriot  band,  {■  v 

F'ighting  hard  f«>r  fatherland. 
Felt  the  rigors  and  the  sufferingn  of  the  war  ; 

And  when  every  he-'rt 

Was  sinking  with  dispair. 
There  was  one  who.  nobly  faced  the  battle's  glare, 

1  ill  the  victory  was  won, 

"1  wan  brave  General  Wxihington, 
Yes,  We  tried  him,  and  we  found  him  true  as  steel. 


Toddling  thro'  the  Lancien. 

THK  Mrsir,    SKNT    BY    IS    lO  AMY    AnilKKSS.     POST  PAID,    ON 
Bt':CKIPT  OK  PRICK.     80  CKXT8. 

Of  all  the  pleasures  «»eet  that  serve. 
To  drive  dull  care  away, 
1  I  most  enjoy  to  trio  ..     i^' 


"  The  light  fantastic  toe  "  so  gay; 
.^nd  one  I  most  enjoy  of  all. 

The  danC'  s  lijihi  and  fee. 
To  trip  around  in  quiet  easa,.  ^  , 

The  lauciers  give  to  uie.       v  >:, 

CHORrs, 

Toddling  thro'  the  lanciers. 

Merry,  happy  Lanciers, 
Gayest  of  all  dance«, 

beat  of  all  to  me  ; 
Toddling  thro'  the  lancien, 

Merry  happy  lanciers,     ^    \,, 
Gayest  of  all  dances, 
■    best  of  all  to  me. 

Some  like  the  polka's  jolly  step, 

I'he  galop  some  admire, 
While  others  of  the  Deux  Temps,  or 

Mazurka  never  tire, 
but  all  of  these  though  good  enough, 

Are  not  the  thing  you  see. 
For  [>erfeot  ease  and  pleasure  sweet. 

The  laocier's  give  to  me. 

What  sweeter  pleasure  can  there  be. 

Than  thus  to  fref  ly  glide, 
To  music  sweet  and  with  a  charming 

Partner  at  your  side  ; 
What  conscious  hlins  and  pleasure,  such 

Sweet  happy  moments  brin^, 
Contentment  crowns  us  for  the  while, 

And  cares'  and  griefs  take  wing.  Chorus. 


Chorus. 


She  apjtears  in  the  ball-room  like  a  quten  in  disguise 

Her  walk  is  so  stately  and  grand, 

When  ^he  begins  to  danee  you  d  think  sha'd      ' !' 

totiolk  the  fekSea, 
Such  a  graceful  speiler  is  my  ray  Mary  Ann. 

Chorus,     bli«  8  a  kuiy.  te. 

My  Mary  is  admired  fur  her  "par  ezoeUaoee  aiyie, 

<.>li  !  she  is  proficient  in  art. 

Upon  her  loving  taoe  you  can  alwayaaee  a  aoula, 

'Ihat  Comes  duect  from  the  heart. 

Such  a  reputation  why  she  s  kuown  far  aiijd  wid^i 

For  she's  as  gentle  as  a  lamb; 

Upon  a  slack  wir<'  rhe  can  po  the  fahious  glide. 

Such  a  6ract'ful  speiler  is  my  .Mary  Auu. 


fi'-i 


'  Over  the  River,   My  Darling. 

Words  by  A.  W.  French.  Music  by  G.  W.  Persley. 

THE  MU8IC    WILL   BE   BENT    BY  US,    •!•<)  ANY    ADDRESS, 
ON  RECEIPT  OF  PRICE,    35  OTS. 


Weary  of  wandering  here. 

Never  to  meet  or  to  greet  you. 

Never  your  sweet  v6ice  to  hear. 
Shadows  around  me  are  tailing. 

Longer  my  feet  cannot  roam  ; 
Say  !  are  you  wailing  my  darling. 

Waiting  to  welcome  t:ie  home  ? 

Chorus. 
Over  the  river  my  darling, 

Over,  just  over  the  tide. 
Say  are  you  waiting,  my  darling,  • 

Wailinf{  my  footsteps  lo  guide  ? 

In  the  bright  roansioni^  of  gold. 

Ever  I  long  to  be  silting. 
Close  by  your  side  as  of  old,   ' 

Siiy  are  the  peaily  gates  open,      ,.' 
Is  there  a  place  left  for  me? 

Will  1  be  welcome  among  you. 
When  from  thia  earlh  I  am  free? 

Nothing  could  eliill  our  fond  love  ; 

Dearer  nnd  briglit»-r  it  groweth. 
As  I  draw  near  you  above. 

Waiting  the  spirit's  last  bidding, 
Calmly  death's  coming  1  bide  ; 

Soon  I  will  meet  you,  my  darling, 
Down  by  the  lone  river  side. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


II  ^ 


Snch  a  Oracefiil  Speiler  is  my  Mary  Ann- 

By  S.  Garvey.  Air :    Such  an  Education. 


I  have  a  daughter  Mary  Ann.  her  age  it  is  sixteen. 

She  is  the  greatest  dancer  in  the  town. 

And  at  every  pic-nic  she  is  sure  to  be  seen. 

In  the  mazy  waltzes  goifig  up  and  down. 

She  can  keep  the  time  to  tlie  music  so  sweet, 

Herselfknd  lier  darling  young  mair. 

There  is  none  in  the  city  with  her  can  compete, 

Such  a  graceful  speiler  is  my  Mary  Aane. 

Chokts. 
She's  a  lady,  such  a  baby,  ;•■'. 

In  the  fashions  she's  in  the  van  ; 
You'd  go  in  a  trance,  if  you  saw  her  dance, 
■Such  a  graceful  spieler  is  my  Mary  Ann. 

It's  reading  story  papers  that  she's  doing  all  the  day. 
.4nd  at  nij^ht  she  prepares  for  a  ball. 
And  in  the  latent  fiirbions  she  dresses  up  so  gay. 
That  you'd  hardiy  recognize  her  at  alL 


Cousin  Sasan- 
By  E.  Fox.  Sung  by  uoss  and  Pox. 

THI    MITSIC  SI.NT  BT  us  TO  ANY  AIMlRKKS,    POST  PAID,    OM 

BKCKiPT  or  PBICX,  40  caMM.  - 


HE. 


•.;»  ftr-t 


The  railroad  cars  am  ready, 

I  he  mule  done  eat  hi*  hay. 
I'vtt  done  and  packed  my  haadbox* 

I  o  travel  far  away. 
I'm  going  lo  leave  the  hoe  caks^ 

'1  he  possum,  meat  and  co'rn," 
I'm  g--ing  to  live  on  kunt-y,   j.     ^'T!  a^tiT- 
As  sure  as  you  are  born.  •;lT»r.lI  ^i  ,  i 

Chords.  y  ;,<>»«  ,vth^.. 

Ooml-by   couaio  ^^Dsan, 
Tome  and  kiss  me  on  ihe  brow,   ' 
(lood-bv  cousin  Susan.  .•  .  „     j  i 

Lome  and  kics  m«-  on  ihe  brow^,  .;, -i  ,,j 
Go  tell  all  the  i>eople  that  '  .;,.;ri     jr 

I  m  gwine  to  leave  here  now.  .      .. 


HK. 
SIIK 
HK. 
SIIK 
UK. 


™-     .:-;.;i 

I've  done  wid  all  my  fueling. 
So  yellow  gal  lake  care, 

I've  got  cology  water  sprinkled 
On  my  hair. 

8BE. 

Now,  Ike,  don't  go  and  leave  n^ 
Or  1  will  surely  cry, 

HX. 

Cry  away,  I'm  bound  to  leave. 
But  1 11  come  l>ack  by  and  by. 


,.*T?'j-.ri'.#.»iW 

■•l     =       "  -■ 
^Uf>     1'  |i'    it  1* 


'J    r-V 

CnoHis. 


■Tl    •»! 


I 


Just  Over. 

suutfby  Miss  Flora  Mooro. 


•I 


v> 


I  came  ficm  1 'pei«ry,..,li  ij/,-'^ 

A  few  short  months  ago,  ,;;  i   _^ 
With  spirits  li>;ht  and  siry^  ..    .'• 

I  lu  an  emigrant  you  know,       ,;' 
Pray  Kt  me  ask  yer  |>ardon. 

Smile  on  nte  if  yer  plensa. 
For  I  CHiiie  from    I  ij>erary, ''  • 

S<j  lar  beyaut  the  seas.     »•  *^  • 

CnoBcrt. '  '' 
Foi  I'm  just  over,  just  over, 
Just  over  from  the  old  country, 
Ju8t  over,  just  over, 
but  1 11  soon  go  back  again. 

but  now  I  m  going  to  leave  ye, » 

I'm  going  far  away, 
I'm  going  lo  leave  the  land  I  hf«,'  ■"-  ^i-rtsc  *^i* 

'I  hai's  deut  Anrteiiea.  > 

I'm  going  l>ock  to  my  birth-place,  r 

lu  that  little  Isle  so  green,  .I-  icV-t^T  - 

The  home  of  all  inau  Imh, 

And  the  best  place  that  I've  aeen. 


;!.-a  I 
,tH 

I  i  lA 
i  ••«•  <t  tf  » 
liiiO*  w..'< 
I. 'I  Trtli  III 

I  ■'[«-'  ■• 

':  't  !-.'--»•«' 
"■: !!«  !i  ii«<  f ,  . 

■■•  ■I..'!   :-.'.<M  1      ■ 

•;  (  f  .o:.i»  HtTT 


VALENTIHES. 


Ckonis. 

yr«»I 


jttSiri  '■«*I* 


Our  "Valentines  cannot  be  surpassed  in  Rich 

of  Matenal.  Eleganae  of  De«ign,  and  Ezieot 

of  the   Variety,    by   lho«e  of  any  olher 

House  in   the  trade.        1  hey  have 

always  been  acknowledged  lo 

be  the  Finest  and  Cheapest 

in   the    Market. 
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THE    SllVOERS'    JOURIVAL.. 


The  Skipper  and  His  Boy. 

i.^rt.'.-i         By  Michael  Hurley.    .. 

The  Bern  ma  high  and  the  wind  was  wild, 
Vhen  a  skipper  called  lo  bis  oolj  ohiid, 
My  boy  if  fears  aMail  thee  now. 
Go  pray  io  ailence  down  btlow. 
Fear!  cried  the  boy,  I  know  nofenr. 
Father  when  thy  right  hand  ie  near, 
No  it'e  merrily  over  the  waves  so  high. 
We  will  ride  together  my  father  and  I. 

Mother  will  watch  at  the  door  and  pray, 
For  us  both  dear  father  when  far  away, 
^nd  her  eye  will  be  the  first  when  her  prayer 

IS  done, 
To  catch  sight  of  our  sail  neath  the  morning  sua. 
Yes.  yes,  cried  the  skipper  brief  and  stern, 
To-morrow  will  see  our  bark's  return. 
On  the  green  waves  neath  the  morning  sky, 
We  will  ride  together  my  boy  and  I. 

She's  watching,  watching,  but  nevermore. 

Will  that  gallant  skipper  return  to  shore  ; 

The  boys  black  handkerchief  lies  0:1  the  strand, 

It  was  tied  round  his  neck  by  a  |>arting  hand. 

And  all  o(  the  skipper  that  doe«  remain 

Is  the  compass  he  never  will  use  again, 

But  she  knows  that  now  on  the  Jasper  sea       ' 

They  ride  together  her  boy  and  lie. 


Take  my  Ann  the  Other  Side. 

By  B.  Harrigan.  Music  by  Dave  Braham. 

XUaiO  BKNT  BX  T78  POST    PAID,  ON  KECKIPT  07 
PBICE  40  CZMTa. 


I  know  a  little  fairv, 

Delicious  little  dove. 
No  flirting  in  this  matter. 

It's  a  case  of  sweetest  love. 
On  Sundays  we  go  walking, 

It  costs  so  much  to  ride- 
She  whispers,  "  darling  Darby, 

Take  my  arm  the  other  side." 
Cbobus. 

So  then  I  skipped  the  gutter. 

And  luvinijly  did  utter — 
"I  don't  know  what's  the  reaaon- 

The  side-walk's  very  wide. 
Says  she,  "  let  s  lardy  dardy. 

it's  the  proper  caper.  Darby, 
That  when  you  turn  the  corner. 

Take  my  arm  the  other  side," 

I  took  her  on  a  picnic. 

Where  we  could  gently  flirt, 
And  listen  to  the  niu»io 

On  board  of  the  steamboat ; 
Now  getting  on  the  vessel 

In  the  water  I  did  slide — 
Because  my  pet  asked  me  to 

"  Step  just  on  the  other  side." 

She  took  me  up  to  view  the  stars. 

Top  of  a  tenement  brick. 
Says  she  1 11  show  a  fellow,  oh  I 

You  11  know  him  very  quick  ; 
Let's  promenade  around  the  roof— 

I  took  her  arm  she  cried  — 
The  man  in  the  moon  is  lo«>king, 

"  Just  get  on  the  other  side." 


Choms. 


Chorua. 


Only  a  Dream. 


TBI  MV8I0  BINT  BT  US  TO  AST  AnORBSS,    POST  PAID,   OM 
BXCXIFT  or  PRICX,   40   CINT8. 


Laat  night  I  dreamed,  what  eonld  it  mean, 
I  was  your  heart's  love  yoa  were  my  queen, 

And  tfane  I  came,  and  thui  I  kuelt ; 
Dare  1  repeat  to  you  all  that  I  felt  ? 

Start  not  my  darling,  if  wild  my  word  seem, 
Twas  but  a  dream,  love,  Snly  a  dream. 

Last  night  I  dreamed,  oh !  were  it  tme  I 
I  was  your  lover,  mine  sweet  were  you. 

On  your  dear  lipH  kisses  I  prest. 

Drew  you  all  williugly  olose  to  my  breast 

Start  not  my  darling,  tho'wild  my  wonlsseem, 
Twas  but  a  dream,  love,  only  a  dream. 


We're  Jewels  of  Fashion  and  Fun. 

By  f.  R.  Fisher.       Sung  by  PlsUer  &  Berrlck.    [Solon] 
In  their  fastidiously  select  and  exquisite  enter- 
tainment, entitled :  "  Senility,  Adolescence 
and  Juvenility," 
Characters— Ux  :    Bxkrick.         Shx  :    Fiskxb. 


In  the  gay  henu-monde,  Fm  an  elegant  type. 

Renowned  are  my  title  and  shape  : 
Jeau  Godfrey,  Kir  Ebert,  La  Monte  de  Fype, 

From  sweet  boneyd  lips  ne'er  escape. 
Exquisite  in  style,  pellucid  of  voice, 

To  the  people  au  augel  undone. 
Their  darling;,  their  bou-tou,  their  prettiest  choice, 

A  jewel  of  Fuuhiou  and  Fun. 

Spoken  :  Yes,  by  the  embnlmed  body  of  the  ouce 
popnlar  Beau  Brnmmel,  I'm  a  natty  tavorite  among  my 
friends;  iu  tuct,  without  exhibiting  the  least  show  of  ex- 
aggeration, I  can  say  that  the  entire  universe  have 
bowed  before  me,  and  still  continue  to  do  so,  with  all 
deference  and  aft'fction.  The  ladies  -  angelic,  docile, 
fiiwu-like  creatures  that  they  are,  es{>ecialiy  display  to 
me  iu  very  gushing  manners,  their  iudications  of  love 
uudhomaj^e;  why  ilebarriug  the  irrefutable  fact  that  I 
am  a  veritable  |>atteru  of  a  dainty  ladies'  man,  I  ve 
known  the  time  when  1  was  tucked,  oh  !  so  delicately 
uuder  the  chin,  by  the  soft,  bediamonded  fiugers  of  a 
bewitchii  g  yonug  virgin,  who  was  the  very  realm  of  opu- 
lence and  aristocracy,  and  whose  paternal  owned  no  less 
than  twenty-four  handsome  edifices,  was  the  esteemed 
and  honorable  president  of  three  banks,  han^htily  drove 
his  "  four-iu-haud  "  every  day,  and  snbsisted  dinrnally 
in  a  life  of  ease  and  felicity.  Truth,  these  statements 
are  no  spurious  ones,  but  possess  all  foundations 
of  verity.  Come  to  think  of  it  I  I  very  nearly  neg- 
lected to  mention  the  all  important  oocurance,  that 
happened  to  me  last  week,  while  perambulating 
leisurely  down  broadway— I  was  walking  unconcernedly 
down  that  pleasant  thoroughfare,  as  I  said  before,  iu  a 
sort  of  dreamy,  listless  way,  when  suddenly  a  fairy-like 
phantom-  all  silks,  ribbons  and  perfume— rose  up  ma- 
jestically before  me.  For  the  moment  I  was  seemingly 
petrified,  stunned  shocked  !  and  this  cherubic  creature 
appeareii  to  me  like  some  wood-land  nymph,  so  sweet, 
so  pure,  so  lofty  and— why  !  'pon  the  respected  name  of 
my  sister.  Tulip,  here  she  comes  now. 

SHX. 

In  bright  social  straits,  I  m  a  charming  yonng  belle. 

My  figure  is  never  unknown  ; 
Pearl  Lilly,  fair  Annie,  De  Minnie  La  Felle, 

In  frieudlship  and  folly  is  shown. 
Eutrauciug  in  ways,  trancendant  iu  charms, 

Pert  rivals  or  equals  I've  none  ; 
I've  suiters,  I've  idols,  the  daintiest  balms — 

Fur  a  jewel  of  Fashion  and  Fan. 

Bix)ken  :  Now,  is'nt  it  truly  a  pity  that  I  wasn't 
bom  poor  and  not  half  as  good-looking  as  I  am  ? 
Women  who  are  born  with  pretty  faces  are  perpetually 
haunted  iiersous,  upon  this  sinful  world.  Homd,  is'nt 
it?  A  female  simple,  unprotected,  like  myself— must 
be  endowed  you  know,  with  au  abundance  of  endurance 
and  presence  of  mind.  If  I  venture  out  alter  sun-down 
to  take  au  aimleiis  stroll.  I  tremble  with  susceptible 
fear,  expecting  every  minute  to  be  set  upon  bp  a  pirat- 
icid  ^ang  of  alxiucters,  and  carried  ofi'  to  be  the  bride 
of  some  barbarous  picaroon  chief.  Blood-curdling  to 
think  of  it,  isn't  it?  Then  again,  how  often  I  am  bored 
and  bothered  by  receiving  silly  letters,  from  infatuated 
yoimg  men,  who  are  partly  deranged  at  the  sight  of  my 
physical  embellishments.  How  frequent  are  the  visits 
of  enterprising  managers  of  well  known  theatres,  be- 
seeching-nay, on  l>e*i<led  kuees  supplicatiuK  me  to 
adopt  the  dramatic  stage  iw  a  profession,  imd  ap])ear  as 
an  invidious  "star  "  iu  the  theatrical  tiimiiment.  But 
alas !  until  a  week  ago  I  eschewed  all  mule  company, 
you  know,  as  you  are  well  aware,  that,  were  I  to  keep 
strictly  amorous  alliance  with  some  handsome  yonng 
fellow,  the  business  would  either  cause  a  suicide 
of  some  emulous  maiden  of  me  or  {lerhaiM  destroy  the 
handsome  young  fellow's  life,  if  I  rejected  his  band  in 
matrimony.  But  it  shakes  my  precious  diamonds  to 
think  of  these  obnoxious  things.  Fact  !  Twas  last 
week  as  I  remarked  before,  and  as  I  was  rambling  idly 
down  Broadway,  viewing  the  beautifully  decorated 
showcases  and  windows,  I  casually  met  a  most  exquisite 
chap,  with  a  rapturous  little  spec  on  his  eye,  a  face  so 
enchanting  and  smiling,  and  a  suit  of  the  most  critical 


and  elegant  oat,  that  the  sadden  appearance  of  his 

petite  nntty  figure,  startlingly  deprived  me  of  my  feeble 
mbaliiig  proclivities  tor  a  brief  time.  Oh  1  he  was 
transporting  ;  ravishingly  sweet  1  Socb  a  —  oh  I 
(Turning  to  left  and  discovering  Solon)  Why  by  the 
innocent  elves  of  tairylaud,  there  he  is  now  !  (Coughs 
lightl\  and  iusiuuatively.  Solon  reciprocates  the  cough) 

SHX.       ASISK. 

C  lutions,  ladieH.  I'll  see  whether  he  is  an  advocate 
of  "  Fashion  and  Fun  "  (Walks  towards  Solon,  passes 
him,  and  naively  and  intentionally  drops  hex  fan  and  is 
about  to  stoop  to  ))ick  it  np,  when  Solon  intercedes 
picks  it  up,  and  politely  hands  it  to  her  with  a  suave 
bow.  Oh  !  thank  you,  sir,  I  am  so  grateful  to  you  for 
your  over-cyurteous  services.  What  would  loving  ma- 
ma, and  dear  papa  say,  were  they  to  witness  your  kind 
act  of  gallantry  ?  Beet  contented,  sir  I  shall  never  for- 
get you. 

H£. 

Do  not  mention  the  trivial  dut^  I  have  so  agreeably 
rendered  yon,  dear  madam,  and  if  there  is  anything' 
m<  >re  iu  my  power  to  perform  Cor  yoa,  I  woald  be  most 
delighted  to  do  it  ■  •    ■      I- 

BEX.   '"  ''■■       ' 

Thank  you,  sir,  I  shall  always  remember  your 
generous  proposition,  and  if  perchance  we  should  meet 
again,  we  may  recognise  each  other— 

Chorus.  i 

HZ  ;    By  the  mode  of  onr  gait, 

sH£;    And  the  smiles  we  evince, 
tooethkb;    The  droll  way  our  language  is  span, 

Hj£ ;     My  air  of  a  prince, 

shx;    My  dress  will  convince, 
tooethxb;     We're  jewels  of  Fashion  and  Fun. 

HI. 

At  merry  Long  Branch,  I'm  resplendent  in  dress. 

The  elite  of  fine  fashion  I  stur  ; 
At  parties,  when  yachting,  in  pleasure  excess. 

Great  damage  to  eyes  I  incur. 

SHX. 

So  piquant  in  mirth,  so  polished  in  wit,      ' 

\  iilgar  quibbles  are  never  begun, 
I  Rchottische,  [  warble,  to  croquet  submit 
TOOETHxa;     We're  jewels  of  fashion  and  fun.     Chorus. 

UE. 

At  the  grand  race-course,  I'm  a  brisk  brilliant  light. 

At  betting  I  oft  show  my  pluck  ; 
With  rifle,  at  billiards,  to  drama  iuyite, 

I  wait  not  to  venture  my  luck.  i 

SHX. 

For  keen-eyed  of  sight  of  manners  qnite  tart 

As  a  butter-cup  under  the  snu, 
I  sparkle.  I  envy,  I  pierce  to  the  heart,       I 
TOOETHXX;    We're  jewels  ot  fashion  and  fun.     Chorus. 


-♦♦^ 


OhlMoaes. 


Sung  by  Frank  Bush. 


Air :   Whoa  Kmma. 


One  day  I  had  a  thought,  ; 

A  little  yacht  I  bought 
To  take  my  family  down  to  Coney  Isle  ; 

I  III  HS  I  ne  red  the  beach. 

A  gang  began  to  screech. 
But  I  did  only  turn  around  and  smile. 

Spoken,"     Yes,  I  didn  t  mind  the  boys,  but  juHt  an 
we  were  making  f  r  a  hotel.  I  heard  them  all  boiler  out 
Chorus. 

Oh  '  Mo8is,  oh  I   Moses! 

IjooV  at  them  sheenies. 
Oh!  ain't  they  got  noses. 

Oh  !  Moses,  oh !  Mose* ! 
Dot'r  what  they  cry  at  me  morning  and  night 

My  wife  felt  very  bad. 

And  said  dose  boys  are  mad. 
And  asked  me  if  I  could  the  reason  tell  ; 

I  said  I  did  not  know. 

But  home  we  d  b«-iter  go,'     -        ■' 
And  as  we  started  they  began  to  yell:         Chorns. 

We  got  into  a  boat. 

And  when  we  were  afloat 
A  roi  ten  gouse-egg  hit  me  in  the  eye  ; 

It  KDoili  my  bran  new  clothes, 

Ana  Dlnfl'i'a  up  all  my  nose. 
And  then  to  iiialce  it  worse  they  all  did  cry;     Ch' 
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Fat  Mickey. 

Words  by  G.  O.  Eart.       Music  by  Joseph  P.  SSelly. 

MUSIC  BKMT  BX  US  POST  PAIS,  ON  BEC£IFT  OF 
PRICE  10  CEMT8. 


My  name  it  is  MiDcmongh, 

I'm  a  son  of  Eriu's  soil ; 
At  seven  in  the  moruiug,  sure, 

Begins  my  daily  toil ;  ' '"         '';• 

And  all  thb  day.  thro'  the  heat  and  cold, 

I  pick  and  dig  away. 
And  lay  the  trap  block  pavements,     • 

On  a  street  they  calls  Broadway,         .  ■  ; 
At  home  I  have  a  family,  '■  '  , 

A  wife  and  three  big  boys,  .' 

They  neiirl.v  ilrive  me  crazy,  ;.    ' 

Wid  their  fi^btiu'  and  their  noise: 
There's  K*>»<er,  ami    'Fat  Mickey," 

And  bi^  Dttu  that  makes  the  three, 
But  of  all  the  gang  -'Fat  Mickey,"  suie^  .  .' 

He  looks  the  most  like  me.  , 

Chobcs.  ,- : 

Now  there's  Dan,  handsome  Dan, 

Sure  he's  the  ladle's  man  ; 
And  Rog^r  he's  the  divil, 

Wid  his  dancin' and  his  noise^  '  '; 

But  of  all  the  boys  we've  none,  '• 

So  fond  of  jolly  fun.  o  ;  , 

As  Mickey,  darling  Mickey,       >:-'':■-. 

He's  the  best  of  all  the  boys.     >  '  -' 

He's  as  broad  as  he  is  lengthy. 

And  he  weighs  two  hundred  pounds ; 
At  atein'  or  at  slapein',  .  ' 

Sore  his  Hke  cannot  be  found ; 
At  snorin'  he's  the  divil. 

Now  believe  me  whin  I  say. 
You  can  hear  him  sure  from  Tubbyhook, 

Across  to  Dublin  Bay. 
Aud  he  can  ate  his  size  in  mate. 

Or  pack  the  grub  below  ; 
At  driukiu'  Irish  whiskey  sure,        . 

E^d,  he  is  not  slow,  •"■ 

When  he  comes  home  at  four  o'clock, 

Chock  full  of  old  l)euzine. 
You  can  bet  your  bottom  dollar  then. 

Some  lively  sights  are  seen.  Chorus. 

He  joined  the  "Doherty  Fusileers,"  -.;'.' 

They  put  him  in  the  squad  ; 
He  could  not  hold  a  musket,         ■  ' ' 

So  they  gave  Lim  many  a  prod  {       "        <^ 
He  could  not  march  into  the  rankay 

Bekase  he  was  too  fat. 
So  says  the  Irish  Sarjint,  •■ '       ■  '"    _  .' 

•'Mick  I'll  bounce  you  out  of  that  T       / '"    v 
They  made  him  carry  the  target  thin,  *' 

And  march  up  in  the  rear,  '      . 

Aud  on  the  street  on  Patrick's  Day,    \  '  •  ; 

You'll  see  him  every  year. 
He  walks  along  the  Boulevard,  ';     '- 

Svi  proudly  aud  so  gay,     '  .  '•  ••  * 

Aud  whin  the  girls  observe  him. 

Sure  you'll  always  hear  them  say. 

They  say  at  Philly>del-phia, 

They're  going  to  have  a  fair, 
And  all  the  curiosities 

They  tell  me  will  be  there  ; 
I  think  I'll  take  "  Fat  Mickey 

And  enter  him  fbr  style, 
I  know  his  fat  appear-u-ance 

Will  cause  'em  all  to  smile. 
Aud  if  they  give  a  premium 

For  "Lads that  are  not  quick," 
I  thiuk  he'll  get  the  medal,  sure. 

The  boy  we  calls  our  Mick. 
For  sure  be  is  no  good  at  all. 

He  never  worked  a  day. 
And  if  you  say  a  word  to  him. 

His  mnmmy's  sure  to  say. 


It's  a  retmion  of  the  ffre-hose  "  boys,"  "' 

Whose  memory  is  kept  dear, 

By  those  who  join  with  heart  aud  hand,;  _^  ,';.-.: 

In  the  Liberty  Volunteers.                     '.^  :  ;''  '. 

Chorus.  .>>>■':; 

On  each  Thaiiksgiviug  Day,  .■•'';':' 

lu  fantastical  iirray. 
Our  •*  boys  "  they  meet,  on  every  street^ 

With  spirits  light  and  gay  ; 

Aud  as  they  pass  along,  .■■,■-'■ 

Reviewed  by  old  and  young,  ;L;.  \  j 

A  shout  aud  cheer,  you'll  ever  hear,       .  •  v!.  i -v. 

To  the  Liberty  Volunteers.  ,« 

How  well  we  feel,  when  the  hearty  meal 

Of  refreshment  hour  is  through. 
Each  strains  his  eyes  to  draw  a  prize, 

Tho'  blanks  there  are  but  few  ;  '■.''•- 

Our  voices  ring,  as  we  sit  aud  sing,  ;  -,  ^ 

Aud  thiuk  of  by-gone  years. 
Saying  '-  God  bless  those,  who  run  the  hose. 

Of  the  Liberty  Volunteers.  Chorus. 

The  day  is  spent,  we're  well  content,  ;  ;     • 

And  now  invite  you  all,  .■'''■ 

To  enjoy  the  fun,  if  you  will  come  '■■■■'  ■\    /■ 

To  the  Squareback  Raugers  BalL       ■    ^ 
Where  with  our  might,  we'll  all  unite, 

Aud  give  three  rousing  cheers 
As  a  tribute  to  the  memory  of. 

The  Liberty  Volunteers.  Chorus. 


By  Ned  Uosai 


Jtlbilee. 

Kung  by  uoes  and  Fox. 


Now  if  you  want  to  have  some  fnn. 

Come  down  in  the  valley  to  the  jubilee, 
And  see  Clorinda  aud  I  made  one. 

Way  down  in  the  valley  at  the  jubilee, 
We're  going  to  be  marrie<l  to-night, 

Down  in  the  valley  at  the  jubilee,      '::  '  ' 
Come,  or  you'll  miss  a  fuuuy  si^ht,       '-■■•-•■ 

Down  in  the  vuUey  at  the  jubilca      ^-''  :.^^ 
CiioBCs.  -•■■i'!, 

Then,  oh  !  what  fuu,  •:•» s.' 

With  niggers  pnuiciug,  singing,  dancing. 
Oh  !  what  fuu  down  at  the  jubile&        (Repeat.) 

Well  have  a  band  of  music  theiv^  ■"       '^'r*-' 

Down  iu  the  valley  at  the  jubilSB^ 
The  sweetest  music  I  dedare, 

Down  in  the  valley  at  the  jubilee, 
A  left  handed  fiddle  aud  a  yellow  clarionet, 

Down  iu  the  valley  at  tlie  jubilee,     ..  ^ .  ,^  .  ,^  > 
A  banjo,  guitar,  aud  a  dizzy  coruet,         -    "'--" 

Down  iu  the  valley  at  the  jubilee.  Cboma. 


^  «»^ 


MsLgic  Ciroles- 


i 


Chorus. 


tben^ 


Ofaoms. 


Liberty  Volunteers. 


Eespeotfully  dedicated  to  Captam  John  Fitzgerald,  and 
Meml>er30t  Ul)erty  Volunteers.      By  T-  F.  Brosnaa. 

Of  a  merry  crew,  Fll  sing  to  you,  • ..   T 

That  parades  out  every  year,  .  ,■. ...  , .; 

In  barouches  gny.  they  drive  away,  <      •..:.. 
From  old  time  Fmiiklin  Square. 


Mary  Ann  McLnufrhlin- 

8ong  and  Dance.  Suiig  b>  Hurpby  and  Morton. 

Iu  a  cosy  cottage  painted  green, 

Al>out  three  miles  from  here,  v"    ■:•., 

There  lives  a  pretty  Irish  queen,       '         .    ';,;'' 

To  me  she  does  prove  dear  ;  •- •    ' '"  .  -    _ 

Her  mother  takes  in  waKhing, 

And  the  girl  helps  to  keep  up  the  trade; 
Sunday  when  I  go  for  to  see  bier. 

These  words  to  her  I'd  say.  ; '     > 

Chorus. 
Mary  Ann  McLimghlii ,  dont  vou  cry, 

Take  that  ai>r<)ii  tn^myonr  eye  ; 
Dou't  you  let  tlie  ueigtiUim  hear  you  sigh, 

A'ld  we  will  mairied  be  by-and-bye.         ■  ^ 

Now  soon  I'm  going  to  married  be^ 

Of  course  I'll  settle  down  :  -  ^  .         '   -  .' 

I'll  buy  a  house  also  a  farm, 

A  little  way  out  of  town  ;  '■■;  •  -  •  ,' 

Oh  !  then  it  will  be  joyful,  >  -      /        v 

When  as  cosy  as  a  mouse  ;    ■  : v ~    .      .   .  ■    «.•  -•. 
,yo  see  the  young  O'Malleys, 

Playing  tag  around  the  house. 


Written  aud  compoaed  by  F.  Sharpe. 

THI    MUSIC  SENT  BV   US  To   iJ(Y  AI>llRK88,    FOBI  PAID 
BKCKll-T  OF  PRICK,    40    CkKTS. 


ON 


ObMma. 


^'i 


Don't  Let  us  Meet  as  Strangen. 

By8aul8ertrew.   Air:   Must wc then meetasetraogera 

Must  we  then  meet  a*  atrangera, 

After  all  our  rows,  .*     [ 

And  fights  we've  had  together,    "  ■  .-.';'; 

.dud  many  hard  struck  blowa.         :.••,. 
Life  without  them  were  awful,  ■  ,'.^:..""  1 

To  separate  from  thee,  ; , '  .  -  r  .. 

No  mure  to  fight  or  quarrel,  V 

Would  be  the  death  of  me.      .-,    ,      •'. 

Chorus.        .;  v  1  ;;    .i; 

Oh!  hit  me  with' a  hammer,  ■',]■/ 

Do  anything  that's  mean. 
Don't  let  ui  meet  asatrangen,    -   '        ^, 

My  darling  Imogene.  -  vv 

How  oft  your  smiles  and  glances, 

Have  given  me  the  cramps, 
How  oft  when  playing  "  poker" 

You've  won  from  me  my  stamp*, .     •  .'.'',  ;,! 
Must  we  th»-n  etop  our  fighting  "'" 

hecauee  I  struck  you  foul,  ;'   •  ; 

^□d  always  keep  your  l>ack  up. 

And  never  have  a  growl.  Chorus. 

ni  love  you  in  the  morning,      •  -  •  •;  .k 

I'll  love  you  noon  and  night,    .■  "■•.j-.: 

Ill  love  you  all  my  lifetime,  r      '     '  ?    * 

And  never  quit  your  sight, 
ril  fire  you  out  of  the  window, ,  - ."       ~  v-  v  •  vC 

I'll  pitch  you  down  the  staira 
If  you  don't  atop  your  "kicking  " 

And  putting  on  your  airs.  Chorus. 


Round  and  round  in  magie  eitvles, 

Lovingly  we  glide. 
Eyes  that  meet  smilea  so  aweet, 

Walteing  side  by  side  ; 
Bound  and  round  in  magio  "'rdf% 

She  could  not  be  false,  '■, 

Oh  I  the  bliBS  of  a  kiss,  ^V/;  AfPJ' 

In  the  mazy  waltz.        ,  j  •  --  -.  ,,.■  i,' 

CHORU& 

Music  sweet,  ^'■'  :W- 

Music  floating  on  the  air, 
With  the  joy  of  dancing  i  '  !.  •     ; 

Nothing  can  compare.  . .'  ■,',  ,1 

Time  flies  so  sweetly 

On  love's  golden  wings,         .    - 
For  the  magic  circle, 

Kaught  but  pleasure  brings. 

Round  and  round  in  mngio  circlea, 

Hearts  will,  joy  are  beating, 
Id  the  dance,  all  by  ehnnce,  -: 

Lipe  so  fondly  meeting. 
Round  and  round  in  uiagie  oirclea, 

I  could  dario«  furcver. 
Round  we  go,  to  and  fro,    ■       .;.;,.. 

None  our  love  cau  sever. 


Chorm. 


Sunshine  of  my  Heart.        ; ., 

Sung  with  great  success  by  Little  Florette. 
Music  published  by  sj^car  i  ttelinliorr. 

PKKT   BY    us  TO  ANY    AKURCSS,    PCWT  PAID,    0!» 
RKCriPT   (>»    IKICK.    40  CK.NTB, 

A  maiden  fair,  with  gulden  hair,    ;■  ' 

Has  led  my  heart  astray. 
Her  winning  grac-  aud  pretty  face 

HauBt  me  bv  niglii  and  day, 
When  by  her  side  in  liappy  pride. 

How  soon  vlie  hours  ile|>art. 
With  loving  iilisit  I  ve  na'ned  her  this; 

"I'lie  Buiip|i;ii.'  of  uiy  heart." 

CUoRfH,  •.    , 

( )h  !  my  pretty  liliK  fairy  queen,  .,     ; 

From  her  I'll  nevt-r  («rt,  ■  '.,■,  \-y.  ■    '-', 

lint  with  a  kinn,  I  tell  her  this  ;  '  '  -  V' 

"You"re  the  mnsiiTne  of  my  heart !"  " 
But  with  a  Lis.  I  lell  her  this  : 

"Vou  re  tlie  ^unl>lliue  of  my  heart."        l>aiic«. 

We  meet  at  niglit  when  stars  shine  bri:;hl. 

I)own  l>y  III.-  garden  gate. 
And  fond  hpx  nieei  in  kisses  sweet,         -~'' 

Until  the  lioura  grow  late.  *■  : 

I  whisper  then  to  her  again,  ■--     j...- 

<  Hi '  may  we  nerer  part !  ■     i. . 

>li.-  cays  to  file  I'll  alwaya  be 

'•  1  he  sunshine  of  your  heart.''  ri.«trui>. 


: 
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TllK    SUVOKliS'    JOURiKAL.. 


Happy  New  Year. 

Dedicated  to  Master  Moncrlef,    by  Mickey  Moody. 


Come  neiirlibors  and  Uin«men 

WlieaiLer  grfal  or  sniall, 
^long  wiili  mo  oil  New  Years  day, 

^iid  give  niy  friend*  a  call. 
If  y.'ull  lake  my  direclioDS 

Von  11  not  hv  led  BKtray  ; 
We'll  iiierl  with  grand  reoeptiona 

i  be  coming  New  Year*  day. 
Chobus.     ' 
Were  welcome  all  at  every  home, 

I  hey  II  grt-el  us  wiili  good  cheer, 
We  II  make  a  call  to  winli  them  all 

A  happy,  happy  New  Year. 

We  comiuemorHte  this  noble  day 

As  our  (aiiier'i  did  before  ; 
Ii  c«K)ls  ihe  thirst  for  ven-^eanoe, 

t>f  eiieriiiea  by  the  iCi>re. 
We  11  Ions  a  gliiea  with  friendahip, 

SJutit  iruly  n[id  sincere, 
Willi  hope  and  resolutions. 

We  11  begin  the  happy  year. 

The  Bweeiesl  »ong»  well  warble, 

Whellier  new  or  old  ; 
A»  homeward  we're  returning 

We  nrver  heed  the  cold. 
Now  all  my  jolly  comrades 

Enjoy  it  while  it  8  near. 
We  11  diink  Hiid  well  be  merry, 

It  comes  but  once  a  year. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 
For  her  smile  is  so  entrancing, 


Chora*. 


The  Matinee  Brigade- 

Written  and  sung  by  Sam  Devere. 

MUSIC  8INT  BY  IIB  Til   ANY  ADDRESS,    POST  PAID,    ON 
KKCMPT  OK  PRICE,   40   CiNTS. 


I'm  going  tn  tell  you  what  I  know, 

Of  a  nice  society, 
The  ladiex,  almom  every  one,    ,      ,  ■  ■ 

l)eclare  lliey  are  N.  G.  '  ■ 

Bui  you  re  expected  al  your  post 

At  every  drecs  p.irade,  : 

To  Kland  oniside  llie   tlientre  door       '       ' 

Wiih  the  Matinee  Biigade. 
Chouub. 
There  on  the  mai>h.  oinfifed  with  hash. 

Cheeks  as  hard  as  rocks! 
1  here  on  ilie  i-ireei  from  mirn  'till  night, 

^iid  never  clmii;;e  their  socks. 
.411  in  a  line,  ruin  or  shine. 

I  hese  rosebuds  all  parade  ! 

1  hey  stand  for  la*lies  to  admire 
lo  the  Matinee  Brigade  t 

Jawdge,  and  Chawles  and  .Jerome  are  there, 

Got  up  with  wondrous  skill  ; 
And  when  they  wink  their  naughty  eye 

I I  never  fuila  lo  kill. 

Willi  ten  cenl  canes  and  dizzy  suits 

I'y  a  Kheeny  tailor  made, 
Ihe  choicfsi  plums  in  all  the  land 

Are  the  Matinee  Irigade.  Choru*. 

They  alwav*  strike  an  altitude 

I  o  give  lheiii*elves  a  tone, 
:  he\  live  on  love  and  Dutch  free  luocb, 

A'<-\  cm.  11  of  bad  coligne! 
I'll  l>et  iwo  cenis  if  ihe  iriith  was  known, 

I  heir  WH-h-bills  wasn  I  paid  ; 
Lul  nobody  knows  how  hard  they  maab 

In  Ihe  Maliiiee  Bii:;ade!  Choni*. 

Pretty   Little  Dark-Eyed  Beauty. 

By  WUlle  Wildwave.  Air  :  Pretty  little  blue-eyed  Stranger. 

.^s  I  strolled  out  one  evening  / 

In  (lie  merry,  merry  montii  of  May,    .  ■ 
I  met  a  litllK  dark-eyed  beauty, 

Who  siole  my  heart  away. 
>>he  had  a  pair  <  f  roiriiish  eyes, 

•  hai  pitrce-l  me  like  a  dart, 
Aud  from  tliat  very  moment  -, 

I  knew  she  had  my  heart. 


^he  has  set  my  heart  a  dancing. 
For  I  love  this  dark-eyed  beauty. 

If  she'd  only  promise  me 
To  be  my  life-long  treasure, 

How  happy  I  would  be. 

Many  a  time  have  I  met  her 

.*^ince  that  eventflil  happy  day, 
And  I  never,  never  can  forget  her 

Sweet  bewitching  way. 
Her  smile  was  like  an  angel's. 

Her  like  I  ne'er  have  seen, 
Aad  I  wish  I  only  «ould  possess, 

'Ihis  charriiiiig  liltle  queen. 

She  was  dressed  in  the  pink  of  fashion. 

Such  gruce  and  charming  modesty. 
Thai  at  once  I  formed  n  passion 

For  this  liltle  dark-eyed  l>eauty, 
I  hope  that  soon  »he  II  name  the  day. 

When  Wedded  she'll  be  lo  me; 
My  heart  is  filled  with  rapture, 

I'm  as  happy  as  can  be. 


(Sym.) 
(6ym.) 


Chorus. 


Chorue. 


Stolen  Kisses  are  the  Sweetest. 

By  Frank  Duuiont.  Music  by  J.  K.  steviart. 

Music  published  by  J.  L.  Peters. 

aKM  i>Y   I'M    lO  ANY  AUDRESHON  HKCXIPT  OF 
PUICK,    35   CENTS. 


Now  some  may  call  me  bashful, 

but  III  prove  that  I  uiu   right ; 
We  girls  should  ne'er  give  kitises. 

Don't  treat  the  mailer  light; 
I  love  my  Charley  dearly. 

For  in  my  heart  I  feel  it, 
But  if  he  aoks  iiiefor  a  kiss — 

I  make  him  try  to  steal  it. 
Chobus, 

Stolen  kisses  are  the  sweetest. 
When  they're  taken  on  t^ie  sly  ; 

Often  you  may  hteal  another, 
1  hat  is,  if  there's  no  one  nigh. 

I  often  go  to  parlies. 

Where  I'm  sure  to  be  the  belle, 
I.listen  wiih  ntienlion. 

I  o  the  tales  of  love  they  tell ; 
.And  when  the  ball  is  over. 

They  see  me  to  the  door. 
Then  there's  a  chance  lo  steal  a  kiss — 

I  wish  they'd  steal  some  more. 

m  i»i  »  . 

The  Dniukard's  Dream. 


MUSIC  BENT  BY  US  PO«T   PAID,  ON  RECEIPT  OF 

PKiu£  30  "cents. 


Chorus. 


Dermont  you  look  so  healthy  now. 

Your  clothes  are  neat  ami  clean, 
I  never  See  you  drink  about. 

Come,  tell  me  where  you  ve  been,   ■ 
Y'our  wife  and  children  now  are  well 

You  one  did  treat  them  strange. 
Oh  !   have  you  kinder  to  them  grown, 

llow  came  this  happy  change. 

My  pix>r  wife's  form  did  waste  away, 

1  saw  her  sunken  eye. 
My  babes  on  straw  in  sickness  lay, 

I  heard  their  wailing  cry, 
Aoi]  yet  I  laughed  with  drunkards  glee, 

W  hile  Nellie's  tears  did  stream, 
And  like  n  beast  I  fe  1  asleep. 

And  had  this  warning  dream. 

It  was  a  dream,  a  warning  voice, 

1  hilt  Heaven  did  send  to  roe. 
To  keep  me  from  a  drunkard's  curae. 

Crime,  want,  and  misery. 
My  wages  were  all  sjient  in  drink,        ^ 

Oh  !  what  a  wretched  view,  .  ^ 

It  almost  broke  my  poor  wife's  heart 

Aud  starved  my  children  too. 

One  night  I  thought  I  staggered  home. 
There  seemed  a  solemn  gloom. 


My  wife  not  there,  where  could  she  be  f 

And  Strangers  in  the  room  ? 
Poor  thing,  she's  dead,  Ihe  people  said. 

She  led  a  wretched  life, 
For  grief,  and  want  had  broke  hei  heart, 

To  be  a  drunkard's  wife. 

I  saw  my  children,  crying  around. 

I  scarcely  drew  my  breath. 
They  kissed  and  pressed  her  lifeless  form, 

Now  ever  stilled  in  death. 
Oh  I  faiher.  come  and  wake  her  up, 

The  people  say  she's  dead. 
Oh  !  make  her  speak  and  fm'le  once  mure, 

We'll  never  cry  for  bread. 

Oh  !  she's  not  dead  I  frantic  cried. 

And  rushed  to   where  she  laid. 
And  madly  precsed  her  once  warm  lipg, 

Now  ever  cold  as  clay. 
Oh!   Nellie,  Nellie  speak  to  me, 

I'll  ne'er  more  give  you  jMtin. 
Nor  ever  grieve  your  loviug  heart. 

Or  ever  drink  again. 

Oh  !  Nellie  speak,  lis  Dermont  calls, 

And  so  I   do,  she  cried  : 
And  sure  enough  my  poor  wife's  (urtu. 

Was  kneeling  by  my  side  ; 
I  pressed  her  lo  ujy  loving  heart. 

While  both  our  tears  did  stream, 
And  ever  since  I've  lieaven  blessed. 

For  sending  me  that  dream. 


Massa's  Ole  Barn  Floor. 


By  J.  Keenan. 
Air: 


Sung  by  Couners  and  Keenan. 
Two  Ole  VlnftuiaMgs. 


If  you  gib  us  your  attention. 

We'll  sing  for  you  a  song, 
.^boul  de  ole  plantation 

And  we  won  I  detain  you  long. 
Way  down  in  MiBsiMvippi, 

De  place  tthar  I  was  born, 
We  used  to  pick  de  collon, 

Aud  sometimes  hoe  de  corn.       ; 

.<  CUOKDB. 

We*re  two  Mississippi  niggers,     (Break.) 
From  Misrissippi  shore,     (Break.) 

And  now  we'll  show  you  i        • 

How  we  danced,  '      ' 

On  massa's  ole  barn  floor.     [Repeal]     (Dance.) 

At  ebening  when  our  work  was  done. 

Den  lo  de  barn  we'd  go. 
Den  we  both  would  sing  and  dance, 

lo  de  luue  of  de  banjo, 
I   nebber  can  f.>rgel  dem  days, 

Dey  nel)er  some  no  more. 
When  We  uxed  in  sing  and  dance 

On  massa  s  ole  b  .rn  floor.  Chorlia. 


Gallant  Captain  Brown- 

Words  a  d  Mualc  by  t.  A.  Johnson, 

Before  you  slxnds  a  soldier. 

Valiant  and  true. 
To  the  fliig  I  dearly  love, 

The  Red.  White  and  blue. 
When  my  country  calls, 

To  war  I  gladly   -jo. 
To  meet  and  conquer 

My  country's  toe.  *  ■ 

CHOBrs. 
To  the  war,  to  the  war ! 

I  gladly  march  away. 
When  on  the  battle-field  my  prowess  f  display, 

Though  very  young,  I  have  won  renown, 
Ever  formost  <in  the  ballle-tield. 

Is  Gallant  Captain  Brown!" 

I  love  the  scene  of  action. 

To  me  'lis  pure  delight. 
To  Bee  the  gliuering  sabres 

Flash  before  my  eight. 
I  lead  my  noble  company. 

Fiercely  on  their  foes, 
Al  rifle  sliot  and  cannon  ball 

I'loQgh  furrows  in  their  rowa.  Chorua. 
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Kissing  Through  the  Eailing. 
Words  by  J.  L.  Feeney.  Music  by  Sam  II  Speck. 

TIIK  MISIC.    SK.NT    BY     CS  TO  AST    AUDKKSS.     fOST  PAID.    O.N 
KKCKIPT  or  PRICK.    30  CK.NTS. 

It  b*at«  iheni  all  io  far  I've  heard, 

Ve"  e'en  a  nioonliglit,  walk  '    ' 

lo  sil  b«-side  a  prelly  girl, 

W'liile  lo\e  to  her  you  talk. 
I  lice  a  f.-.jrl  iiioet  every  niglit,  ■    ' 

At  lliat  I  m  never  failing. 
And  when  I  go  to  take  my  leave, 
I  1  ki»8  htr  tliroiigli  the  railing. 

Chokcs,  ,' 

It  heate  n  ride  in  Central  Park, 

Or  on  the  lake  a  sailing. 
The  itweelect  tiling  I've  known  »o  far, 

1»  kiHsing  through  the  railing. 

She  has  such  a  bewitching  eniile, 

Her  voice  is  soft  and  and  low. 
And  I  wa»deep  in  love  with  her, 

I  want  you  all  to  know. 
I  popped  the  question  on  the  Take, 

While  we  were  out  a  sailing, 
A»d  now  I've  got  the  sweetest  wife. 

For  kissing  through  the  railing.  Chorus. 

Young  man  don't  you  be  ba«hful, 

When  young  girls  you  go  to  see, 
iJut  pop  the  question  quickly, 

^nd  be  liappy  gay  and  fre«. 
You'll  6o  the  same  as  wife  and  I,  . 

We  often  withcut  failing. 
Act  o  er  the  ncenes  of  love's  young  dream, 

by  kiasing  through  the  railing.  Chorus. 


The  Cotton  Fields  in  Tennessee- 

By  O.  Raymond.       Air     Old  log  cabin  on  the  hiu. 

Now  far  away  from  here,       ;  . 

Is  a  land  that  I  loVe  desK 

'lis  a  place  where  the  old  folks  used  to  be. 

And  the  young  they  do  roam 

Round  the  dear  old  happy  home,  •      , 

W  here  tiie  cotton  blossoms  grow  in  TeDnesa«e. 

The  b:>njo  rings  its  round, 

And  I  Fomeiinies  heave  a  sigli. 

For  those  liappy  hours  that  are  so  very  dear. 

But  I  will  bitig  this  song. 

And  the  day  perhaps  will  dawn, 

When  the  cotton  lields  will  be  my  home  again. 

Chorus. 
Now  the  children  are  a-leaning 
On  the  old  window  sill, 
Tlie  dog  am  barking  at  the  do' 
And  the  whistle  thai  I  hear. 
Comes  from  the  whip-poor-will. 
In  the  cotton  fields  way  down  in  Tennessee. 

When  darkness  has  fled. 

And  the  bud  it's  beams  do  shed, 

And  the  faces  that  light  up  »iih  a  thrill. 

Their  smile  I'll  see  once  more; 

From  behind  ths  cabin  door  ; 

When  I  tread  the  dust-worn  path  upon  the  hill. 

My  eyes  have  almost  failed, 

Aud  I  loug  for  to  Hoe, 

The  sunny  fields  so  far  away,    - 

Oh !   I  will  form  tlie  band. 

In  that  glorious  sunny  land. 

In  the  cotton  fields  way  down  in  Tennessee.  Cho. 


The  Lost  Inheritance. 


CO.NTINCED. 


"  Thank  ITeaven  you  have  come,  my  dear  boy !" 
she  exclaimed.  "  I  have  mnch  to  tell  jou.  and 
have  my  uncle's  permission  to  do  so.'  1  hen  per- 
ceiving the  companion  standing  by,  she  added. 
*  Mioi  Daggett,  leave  us  awhile ;  I  have  to  speak  to 
my  son  in  private.' 

"  When  we  were  alone,  she  told  me,  Charlie, 
all  I  have  told  ^ou.  bidding  me  take  notes,  whicli.  I 
have  here  in  this  pocket-book — and  he  placed  his 
hand  upon  it,tbough  they're  inefi°aceably  printed  on 


my  brain.  Concluding,  she  made  me  kneel,  and 
swear  that  I  )>elieTed  in  my  father's  iunocenee,  and 
Would  leave  no  stone  unturned  to  sift  the  mystery 
thoroughly.  Readily  1  took  the  oath,  Charlie,  ana 
it  was  to  the  dying,  for  my  mother  did  not  survive 
that  night.'' 

There  was  a  brief  silence  after  he  concluded,  Ihe 
invalid  broke  it. 

Extending  his  thin  hand,  he  said,  "  I  cannot  ex- 

Fress  how  much  1   feel  for  you,  dear  boy  ?      Would 
could  help  you!      \\  hat  course  are  )ou  going  to 
pursue  ?" 

When  I  arrive  in  England,  I  shall  be  almost  my 
own  master,  and  I  shall  oommence  first  by  track- 
ing out  this  Joeiah  Hiddlecomb's  clerk,  who  has 
quite  dixappeared.  At  least,  I  have  failed  as  yet  to 
get  information  of  him." 

"  And  what  do  you  imagine  was  the  fate  of  your 
father  ?  "  .. 

'■  I  cannot  possibly  divine.  All  I  know  is  he 
must  be  dead ;  for  living,  be  he  both  murderer  and 
thief,  he  never  would  have  deserted  hix  wife  and 
child  !" 

Just  as  lie  concluded,  heavy  steps  were  heard  on 
the  verandah.  A  moment  aflcr,  one  of  the  stock- 
men appeared  at  the  open  doors. 

"If  you  please,  Mr.  Walden,  he  said.  I  hope  1 
ain't  disturbing  you,  but  I  thought  you'd  like  lo 
know  the  bush  is  on  fire" 

"  The  bush,  Johnson  ?  It's  this  intense  heat!" 
exclaimed  the  young  master,  "  In  which  direction 
isil? 

"  Deadman's  Flat,  sir— north  of  Mount  Lofty," 

"  Is  there  any  danger  of  it's  coming  this  way, 
Johnson," 

"  No  sir;  it  beats  in  south-easterly  direction.  It's 
blazing  like  mad!'' 

"It  must  be,"  said  Charles  Walden.  "  See,  the 
reflection  is  hlready  beginning  (o  light  the  place  ! 
It's  long  since  we've  had  a  fire  in  the  hills.  Dick, 
lend  me  your  arm.  now  yours,  Johnson.  I'd  like 
to  have  a  look  at  it ;   1  may  never  again  " 

Supporting  him  careiully,  they  stepped  out  on  to 
the  verandah,  and  proceeded  to  the  east  side  of  the 
house. 

Here  procuring  a  seat  for  the  invalid,  they 
watched  one  of  the  grandest  sights  conceivable,  a 
bush  fire. 

The  night  was  now  dark,  but  beginning  to  glow 
and  throb  with  the  reflection  of  llie  mighty  flaroee 
rushing  skyward,  or  along  the  sun-baked  flats,  and 
up  the  liill-sides,  leaping  and  rejoicing,  as  it  seem- 
ed, in  the  ruin  and  havoc  it  occasioned. 

"  Is  it  likely  Johnson,  to  cause  much  damage  ?" 

"  I  think  not,  sir.  If  it  11  only  keep  to  the  hills, 
it'll  but  burn  the  scrub  that  nobody  wants.  I'll 
warrant  they're  busy  enough  at  Second  Creek,  for 
it  lays  just  in  the  track.  " 

'*  How  grand  it  is,"  said  Richard  Hepburn,  as  he 
leaned  against  the  trellis. 

Meanwhile,  the  crouching  figure  in  the  bushes, 
had  risen  noiselessly  erect,  and  parting  the  boughs, 
looked  forth. 

The  others  were  out  of  sight.  There  was  not  a 
soul  to  watch  him.  He  ]ian8ed  one  second,  and 
looked  skyward.  It  was  evident  the  raging  fire, 
would  not  long  give-liim  the  security  of  dark- 
ness. 

I  he  next  moment  he  had  glided  swiftly  on  to  the 
verandah  and  into  the  sitting-room. 

With  the  rapidity  of  thought  he  had  clutched  the 
pocket-book,  concealing  it  in  his  ragx.  1  hen  he 
emptied  a  plate  of  biscuits  into  his  cap,  alunk  down 
the  steps,  and  fled  swiftly  into  the  night. 

For  an  hour  the  iliree  had  watched  the  fire,  when 
the  silence  was  broken  by  the  quick  beat  of  horses' 
feet  coming  along  the  rood. 

"  W  ho  can  that  be,  Johnson  ?"  asked  Charles 
Walden.  '    ,.    ,• 

"111  see,  iir." 

In  a  second  he  returned. 

'  It's  the  mounted  police,  sir,  and  they  are  com- 
ing here!"  ';.■■,'■: 

"  Here  !     Learn  what  they  want." 

The  stockman  again  departed.  When  be  came 
back  this  time,  the  chief  of  the  police  was  with 
him. 

'•  Sir,"  said  the  latter,  "we  are  in  search  of  an 
escaped  convict.  .  We've  tracked  him  to  this  sta- 
tion, and    know  we  are    close   on  his  confounded 


beeld.     A  pretty  dance,  though  he  Liui  ^iven  u^  ! 

"  Vou  waut  lo  aeafdithe  otatiou,  eh 'i*  Do  so. 
by  ail  lueaus.  My  people  will  help  jou  .air.  tUo" 
Tin  sure  he  imi't  Loft?.  Dick,  old  teilow  !'  c<  ii- 
tiuued  Charles  Wuldeu,  uu  the  officer  Lahteti«il 
away,   "  I'll  go  in  now-  I'lu  tired  ! ' 

Scarcely  Lad  Kichard  Hepburu  ^ot  Lis  <rieu<l 
back  to  bis  couch  wbeu  the  officer  reappmred. 

"Well,  what  success,  sir?"  hbkeii  Itichard. 

"Not  as  good  «M  we  could  wiiiL,  sir;  Mill  not 
bad.  He  Los  been  here.  We  Lave  Lis  trucks  up 
to  iLese  bushes,  then  fwm  thtm  over  tho»te  tlow.i- 
bedH  to  the  road.  We  can't  lail  to  run  Lim  down 
within  the  hour,  for  we  know  Le  hasn't  u  IiirthinK 
to  bleiia  himself  with,  and  must  be  uearly  h.aived 
out.     Good  night !" 

He  nm  oflf  and  sprang  on  his  horse,  excUimiuK, 
"Now,  lada,  try  your  beasts'  meUl,  and  we'll  Lave 
Lim  !" 

The  following  moment,  the  beat  of  Lorxet:'  feet 
wan  heard  retreating  down  the  road. 

Ju8t  thou  Richard  Hepburn  turned  to  the  table, 
upon  wLicL  a  light  Lad  been  placed,  in  aeareih  of 
his  pocket-book. 

It  WHS  gone.  The  empty  biscuit  plate  UM  Liiu 
how.     It  was  tLe  ctmvict. 

'•  Glood  Heaven,  I  Lave  been  robbed,  CLarlie," 
he  cried,  in  alarm.     My  pocket-book ' 

He  stopped,  arrested  by  tLe  expretiKion  on  his 
friend's  face.     Its  paleness  was  iilmottt  lumiuoUH. 

His  eyes  were  btut  on  the  oppoitile  wall-  a  sweet 
happy  smile  was  on  Lis  lim. 

A  sudden  awe  seized  Richard  Hepburn.  Ap- 
proochiug  softly,  he  bent  down,  and  ociked,  "  What 
is  it,  dear  old  fellow  ?    Do  yon  see  anything  ?" 

7b  6e  Cbnlinufd-'  C-ommencetl  in  No.  152. 
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Barbara  Frigerator. 
By  Charles  P.  Mark,  iMcrlbed  to  Rapp  taaTMib. 

It  wns  ill  dot  place  of  Fredriok-towii, 

I'oi  Jimmy  Johns  <l«r  »tneA  T«nt  dowa, 

Hf  vns  luokiiiy  oat  from  uaitt  hia  hM 

Veil  Iks  ""it,  "  •''  '•  v*t  is  (fci»r  • . 

He  saw  an  AnMrioaii  flag  atiok  oad,  * 

From  Harbarti  Frigerator'a  mood  ; 
llf  va»  BO  mad  he  raa  g'ing  to  thoali    • 
l><:caue«  Uat  American  flag  did  flo*t  J 

"  Halt  1  atop  !  load !  U  criai  ^^^  _  ..  „ 

••  W«  have  l.>»d«;d,"  they  all  skhecl.     '  ^^  ■'  '-  "- 
"Den,  tire  !"  lie  vonce  more  did  holW, 
As  L«  turned  arouut  unbulloned  hia  p*p«r  ooUar. 

Oh !  my !  dere  vas  a  derribla  noia«. 
As  de  giina  vera  firad"  bj  dar  boya, 
Dal^nieiicsD  fla^  vas  knooked  ond, 
From  B«i  Uura  Fi  igeralor  a  moud ! 

Hnt.  yu«t  eo  soon  d»l(Ug  fall  dow»,: 

Barby  picked  it  up,  pinned  it  on  her  ni§ht-go«m, 

Und  den  slie  liit  Jimmy  on  der  h««t, 

Und  "  Save  jour  country's  flug,"  aba  sait 

••  Whoever  shoota  a  hair  of  dut  bait  heat," 
Jimmy  Johna,  tb«  rebel  sait, 
-  I'll  kick  him  so  dat  fur  life  he'll  b«  lame  !' 
Und  he  threw  «  ohew  tubaoco  At  a  poor  olt  9«a^ 

Den  der  boys  got  np  und  moved  avsf, 
Und  leaved  Fredrick-town  dat  same  aaj. 
Barbara  she  hat  won  der  renown- 
Vat's  dat  !  dor  people  are  pulling  her  down  t 
"^'ea,  und  if  I  rightly  did  hear, 
Dere  arc  goin;;  to  drckt  her  to  a  acbooner  of  bter. 


-  *•  »  I',  i;,  w^  I 


dtDBua; 

Ob  a  tlaigh  ride,  on  a  ileigh  ride,  m 

On  kappy  Kew  Year's  night,  ^' J 

We  ekoer  the  way  with  many  a  lay      <l  -' 

Froa  haarti  both  gay  and  light,'     ^■*'-f''' 
Bear  tfke  alei^h  bells,  hear  the  alsigh  beDe, 

reaUog  silir'ry  chimes, 
TUlttppf  NevTear.  happy  New  Year, 

Happy  New  Year  Time. 

Our  al4|^  is  awiflly  gliding 

Aoross  the  frosen  ground. 
Fair  Luna  sheets  ofsilver, 

la  yieading  all  around ; 
OM>arste  of  Joy  and  merriment, 

^re  heard  on  every  side, 
Ae  we  glide  so  gay  alone. 

Oa  ^ia  mo<t  Joyona  ndfe. 


Okoraa. 


qolloen  DiuM  Maohree- 
Br  W.  B.  McNulty.  Music  by  Miss  Fannie  Beane. 

THI  MCBIO  WILL  BK   SKtiT  BT  C3,  POST  PAID,   TO  k.St 

-.     .    ADORus,  ON  HicKirr  or  raicz.     85cta. 


'  .  -if: 


:■■     .< 


Shadows  on  the  Floor. 

\"  Words  and  Music  by  H.  C.  Work. 

THK   MVSIC  SS.Vr  BY  118  TO  AMT  ADDRKSS,   fOST  PAIB,    OM 

UKCKirr  oif  rniCK,  36  cimts. 
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I? 


Saturday  night!  Saturday  nightl 

The  last  hope  that  lingered  has  taken  its  dight ; 

From  iiiornina  'till  evening  the  weary  week  ihroofh. 

In  vain  haa  he  battled  fur  something  to  do. 

Poor  man  !  empty-handed  how  can  he  return 

'to  those  whose  fate  haugs  on  the  pence  he  may  ean, 

Uow  can  \te  reply  to  liis  questioner  sweet — 

"  Did  papa  bring  papa's  airl  somefin  to  eat  ?" 

CUOBUS. 

Out  uf  em  ploy!  out  of  employ  f        »  !  -v-"      - 
Dwtwse  in  t^e  eottage  where  onoe  tliere  waa  joy, 
liow  fri^liiful  tiie-altiaduws  that  fall  on  the  floor. 
When  want  and  starvaliuu appear  at  the  door. 

Wasting  away  !  wasting  away ! 
Ilia  poor  wife  grcws  paler  «aoh  aorrowfal  day, 
Yet  suffer*  in  sileoee,  and  naver  eoaaplaina, 
Keserving  for  others  the  crust  that  remains. 
Uia  fearful  forebodings  he  seeks  to  disguise  ; 
But  now  the  cinld's  prattle  brings  tears  to  his  eyes: 
"  If  ma  doze  to  Heaven  den  I  must  do  too  ; 
liut,  pa,  I'll  firuw  down  bread  and  butter  for  yon." 
,  Chords. 

Stmgtirlm^  for  I!ft>  T  s«R>i^rf|f  for  hh ! 
Id  spit«  oT  Ilia  ooorage  borne  down  iu  the  strife  ; 
tlad  not  he  the  wife  and  the  baby  to  save. 
How  .willingly  vuuld  be  lie  down  in  the  grave  t 
Reflections  more  bitter  ereep  into  his  mind  — 
The  promise  is  false,  **  If  ye  Seek  ye  shall  find  ? 
What  WHS  it  hia  dear  little  innocent  saidf 
**  Deka  Dod  fordita  as  when  he  bakes  hia 

daily  hrwul." 

^         On  A  SleifhSide^ 

Dedicated  to  Mlsa  Addle  Daly,  Boatoa. 
By  CA-JoUnnon, . 


The  guests  have  all  now  gathered, 

A  nd  with  inneh  deligbt. 
Anticipate  a  sleigh  ride 

Ooi  ia  the  moonlight  night 
The  merry  horn  is  winding  ,    ^' 

The  joyous  sounds  around,  ■' ' 

The  wliip  snaps,  and  the  lioraes  feet, 

6«  flyiag  o  er  the  ground. 


Tha shadows  (all, 

And  low  the  son  ia  sinking. 
Bis  last  raya  tinge 

With  gold  the  waters  blue  ; 
^ad  of  yon  Kate  .^ianna, 

I  am  thinking, 
9bo'  waves  divide  ns, 

8tiU  I  kaowyoaretme. 
rU  ae'er  forget,  we  parted. 

Lave,  in  sadness ; 
la  tears  I  left  you 

At  your  eabia  door  ; 
Bnt  DOW  your  letter 

Fills  my  heart  with  gladaeaa. 
Id  aestaey 

I  raad  it  o'er  and  o'er  I 


CaoHTs. 
Ibo'  distant  f^r,  and  waves  betweea  dhride  oa, 

Dy  Bight  and  day  Til  ever  think  of  theet 
I  ^p  be  true,  wliateter  may  betide  us, 

■y  own  sweet  darling,  Colleen  Dbas  Maabrse. 

Tho  years  may  pass  'r^-'.  .      ,'r  ." 

Belore  I'll  be  retomhif.  i  '    .;:'  ;  <•  .^': 

To  elaap  yon  to  my  breast,  '".y     ', 

Love,  as  of  old,  ,'-:.,.;■■    .'"'.i'-"'^'  t,;;. 

Tet  while  I  eame  to  thee 

With  hopea  high  bondage 
And  elaim  my  treasure 

Betur  far  than  gold, 
.^nd  when  my  bark  ia  prowUf 

Uamaward  daahing,     ■■",^,^...-:.,.^--.i.'^'-\^. 
Oh  !  let  your  eyes 

My  hnlliant  Deacon  be  ; 
There  keep  the  love-light 

.dlways  brightly  flashing. 
My  own  sweet  darling, 

OoUaaa  l>kaa  Maahrae. 


Chonw. 


»♦-• 


Giidy  Lovinfi^  Bamer. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Solon  Derrick, 
Inscribed  to  Miss  8.  cosu.         Air :  Cherry  BtoaMin. 

A  aylph-like  forro,  a  amite  ao  warm, 

lied  lips  aa  eweet  as  hoaey. 
Eyes  vivid  with  the  winsome  spark. 

Of  joyous  gleam  so  sunny. 
A  band  so  downy,  tender  tooeh. 

To  kiss  it  long  I  linger,  .' 

For  barely  ean  I  sleep  for  sueh — 
.    Wild  dreams  of  love  I  bring  her  t 
Chobus. 

Giddy,  loving  danoer,  when  I  met  you, 
Merry,  laughing  pranoer,  when  I  pressed  you, 
How  the  tune  went  rushing  in  the  mellow  glare, 
Ob  a  floor  ef  glass  to  bear  yon  ! 
Oiddy  loviojj^  dancer,  wliea  I  met  you. 
Merry  laughing  pranoer,  when  I  pressed  you  I 
How  the  time  went  rushing  in  the  mellow  glare, 
On  a  floor  of  glass  to  bear  yon  ! 

The  mnsio  sweet,  oaased  us  to  fleet  _      '  i 
Long  through  the  night  till  morning;  ■ 


'.>«  Bar  heaving  breast  atirred  up  my  aense 
Of  rapture  rashly  fawnin;;  I 
The  ardent  waltz  ioflaued  our  hearts,    \ 
We  gUdid  (low  to  rnvMli  I 
;.  Love  nrg-e)!  us  oo,  our  bvaaiii  gave  starts  ! 
\    Our  spats  of  love  were  lavish  !  Chorua. 

Bat  sooD  the  sun  iis  folds  undone, 
Ihen  oVr  the  p:>rk  its  ftiinlness  ;        j 

The  bold- {seed  moon  aaiik  out  of  view. 
The  shadows  played  thMr  quainlness. 

The  glooiu  had  passed,  t]|e  dew  was  fltoked 
O'er  lawn  and  tree  and  grasses,  I-  . 

Iter  hands  I  clasped   her  (ace  I  decked, 
f:      Wjth  kiascs  fund  in  luasaeat  Chorus. 


Kiss  Me,  Would  You. 
tSfc  mrsio  'vfii.L  HIT  HKKT  «T  rrwiTtT  laHtRii?; 

POaTAOB  FRKX,  on  BKCKIPT  OP  PRICK,  86  CT."". 


Shame  upon  you,  robin,  shame  upon  you  now, 

Kiaa  me  f  would  you,  with  my  hands  milking  the  co# 

Kiss  nie!  would  yuii.  with  my  hands  milking  the eoii. 

Daisies  grow  again.  kinptfU|.s-blow  agsin. 

And  yon  came  and  l<ibsed  me  milking  ibe  eow. 

And  yon  earn*  and  idsaed  me  milkiog  the  eow.  i 

Robin  oame  )>eliind  me,  kissed  nie  wefl  I  tow,  I 

Cuff  him,  could  I.  with  my  hands  milking  the  cow,     i 
Cuff  him,  could  I,  with  my  hands  milking  the  oow,     | 
Swallows  fly  again,  cuckoos  cry  again. 
And  you  eame  and  ki*sed  nie.milking  the  cow,  ; 

And  you  came  and  kiased  me  milking  the  eow. 

Come,  robin,  robin,  come  and  kiee  me  bow  ; 
Help  it,  can  I,  with  my  hands  milking  the  cowf 
Help  it,  can  I,  with  my  hands  milkiDg  the  oow  * 
King  doves  coo  again,  all  things  woo  again, 
Come  behind  and  kissed  me  tuilking  the  eow, 
Come  behind  and  kissed  me  milking  the  oow. 


Don't  Forget  to  Divam  of  Me! 

WonJa by  A.  W.  French,  Music  by  Brockway. 

icuaio  sBirr  bz  us  post  pasd,  on  bbcbpt  op 

PBICBiOoKim. 


little  darling,  when  you're  dreaming. 
Fast  asleep  within  your  bed, 
,  When  the  silent  stars  are  gleaming. 

Far  above  yonr  golden  head, 
-*M id  the  visions  sweet  of  shimber. 
Floating  round  Ton  bright  and  ft«a^ 
Keep  me  ever  in  their  number, 
Ihw't  Ibrget  to  dream  of  ma !. 

w  Chobcs.  I 

Little  darling,  when  you're  sleeping. 

In  tlie  happy  drt-|Mus  tiiat  be, 
Ooe  sweet  tiiuught  of  ine  he  k^epjaa, 
Don't  fui^et  to  dream  of  me, 
i:.      Don't  forget  to  dream  of  BM^ 


'1< 


When  the  morning  sweetly  breaking, 

TeUa-  tha  atarcy  iiours  afe  g>i<ie. 
And  tho  sleepy  flowers  waking. 

Ope  their  eyes  to  greet  the  dawn. 
When  the  south  wind  stirs  the  flowers. 

Like  the  wavelets  of  the  sea, 
Tbro'  the  happy,  snany  heurs, 

Don't  forget  to  dream  of  qm  I 

When  yon  linger  in  the  gtoatning, ' 

Uy  tits  little  eottage  gate,  .  > 

Watohing,  wailing  for  ray  poming. 

And  the  shadows  whisper  "late," 
While  the  night  winds  sofljy  sighing. 

In  their  sweetest  melody,  •  ♦ 

6iBg  the  pralae  of  daylight  dying,   • 

Don't  foigct  to  diWHtl  (4K*i 


Q^n*. 


■irii 


Chorua. 


I  »  >•* 


VALENTINES 
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A  Happy  H«w  Tear,  197SL. 

By  H.  Alston  Dariey.       "*  '"  ; 
To  tbe  Patrons  of  the  Simokm'  Joowiai. 


Kind  friends,  one  And  all,  wo  greet  yon. 

And  wish  you  "  A  Happy  New-Year  ;" 
And  may  clonds  of  proapatity  gaibo,        li,     * 

To  drive  from  yonr  hearta  arery  fear. 
Tbongh  tbe  days  now  goite  may  fanve  TMDlt«d 

With  disaster  to  money  and  trade, 
\S'e  trust  that  the  year  now  incomiug,  :  <' 

May  end  leaving  all  nndiamayed. 

"There  are  spots  on, the  bod,"  says  tbe  poet ; 

^Su.  if  clonds  gather  over  our  bead, 
Wu  bbonld  strive  to  dethrone  their  influence, 

Xnd  oast  ofif  all  feelings  of  dread. 
Look  above,  there  is  One  who  will  aid  yo« 

To  dispel  all  sad  feelings  at  heart. 
With  joy  he  will  guide  ymu  lost  fooMeps— 

All  your  cares  will  be  riven  apart  »•' 

If  your  children  who  langnish  for  pIsasoreB, 

Tender  unto  their  wants  avery  care. 
Ami  seek  to  embellish  their  childhood  ,,: 

With  amusements  yon  even  may  share. 
If  you've  a  sweetheart,  a  wife,  or  a  husband. 

Teach  that  one  a  new  lesson  of  love  ; 
Then  joy  to  both  hearts  will  be  veioome^-." 

Aud  now  gnice  be  received  from  abova  |  ..■  , 

Hiive  you  an  old  father  or  mother, 

WkoJQou  may  be  part  of  tbe  paat. 
Let  your  care  of  their  ^^ears  be  more  precious, 

Bemember  they'll  not  always  last 
Unto  all  be  as  kind  aa  the  promise, 

1879  gives  to  all  here,  * ;    ' ;     ; ' 

And  say  unto  every  new  corner —         ■'- 

As  we  say— A  Happy  New-Year.  '"-      - 


The  Haley's  From  MoUingar- 

Words  and  HuMc  ty  W.  J.  Qngn, 

.  ■- a.-.;. 

We  an  two  Irish  emigrants  .:.  .. 

Just  from  across  the  sea  : 
In  the  Btoams'bip  "  Adriatic, " 

Of  the  White  Star  Line,  came  we, 
At  the  Battery  Park  we  landed,        ..  ,.    ■ 

Bag  and  baegage  her6  we  ai»-^l   ■" 
Dan  Haley  and  bis  wife  Bnddeen — 

From  the  town  of  MuUitigar.  '  .  • 

CHOBUSk      V  .. 

We're  honest  though  poor,    ;.  • ' 
Hard  toil  we'll  endure  ;     .  V    -     ; .  - 

Be  the  pay  so  little,  we  are 
Eager  for  work,  and  from  it  ne'er  shirk. 
The  Haleys  from  Mnllingar. 


We  were  forced  to  leave  onr  neat  little  bo 

It  was  poverty  drove  us  away ! 
They  deprived  us  of  oar  piece  of  land,. 

When  the  rent  we  could  not  pay,      '  '  -  'T".'  '- 
Tljey  took  our  pig  and  pratiea,  ,  «        i-  > 

And  onr  cow  sold  at  the  fair  !    „;':     "C  .1  t  ^.i,i 
Which  grievedand  almost  broke  tbe  hearts 

Of  the  Huleys'from  Uulliugar.  Chorus. 

To  seek  a  living  we  find  it  hard 

lu  this  free  and  distant  land,  .  /. 

Without  a  friend  or  relative 

To  lend  a  helping  band, 
.  Tii<^  old  wumeu  can  wash  and  iron  in  style. 

While  I  can  handle  a  spade  or  a  crow-bar  ; 
80  if  yon  hear  of  a  job  just  please  to  inform 

The  Haleys  from  Mulliugar.  Chorus. 


Son  of  a  Oambolier. 

TRK  XrSIC  BEST  BT  US  TO  ANT  ADDBESS  ON 
,,.     PIUCE,    35   CENTS. 


or 


I'm  a  rambling  wretch  of  poverty. 

From  Tippentry  town  I  caae^ 
Twas  poverty  compelled  ma  tot,  •. 

To  go  out  in  the  min  ; 
In  all  sorts  of  weather       •,;'  '  -.-'  \ 

Be  it  wet  or  be  it  dry,  '     ' 
X  am  bound  to  get  my  Hrelihood,    ' 

Or  luv  me  down  .•\nd  die. 


Cbobue. 
Then  combine  yonr  humble  dittia^^ 

As  from  tavern  to  tavern  we  steei; 
Like  every  honeft  fellow, 

I  drinks  my  lager  bier,  ^  ._ 
Like  every  jolly  ^llow, 

1  takes  my  whiskey  clear, 
I'm  a  rambling  wretch  of  poverty. 

And  the  son  of  a  gambolier, 
Fm  the  son  of  a,  son  of  a,  aon  of  a, 
.  Boa  of  a  gambolieCt     ,       ^j. 

I  once  was  tall  and  hmAttfteiti  ':■•'  ^ 

And  was  so  very  neat  '  ^■-  "^ 

Tbey  thought  I  was  too  good  to  Bv«^ 

Most  good  enough  to  eat  ; 
But  now  I'm  old,  my  coat  ia  torn. 

And  poverty  holds  me  foat. 
And  every  girl  turns  up  her  noee, 

As  I  go  wandering  past. 


i 


"I 


n 


Choral. 


I'm  a  rambling  wretch  of  poverty, 
From  Tlpperary  town  I  came. 
My  eoat  I  boagbt  from  an  old  jew  sbc^  ■'•        --  ~ 

Way  down  in  Maiden  lAoe  ; 
My  hat  I  got  from  a  sailor  lad  just  eighteen 

years  »go, 
And  my  shoes  I  picked  from  an  old  dust  heap. 
Which  every  one  shunned  but  me.     Chorus. 


Xollie  Dear,  Come  Then  Witii  Xe. 

Sung  tjy  ]n88llartaraaoo.'.r    -7  " 


1    ■     ■  ■     vr^     .     . 


The  clonds  have  dispersed. 

And  tbe  moon  shiues  80  dear. 
The  face  of  the  heavens 

Is  bright  now,  my  dear,     _     , 
My  heart  whispers  true 

There  is  joy  yet  for  thee^ 
60  MolUe  dear,  MoHie  dear, 

Oome  then  with  me !  ^ , . 

CBOBca.     ~  ■ 

Conta,  come,  come  then  with  me  I     -^ .       ^:> 
MoUie,  Mollie,  come  then  with  ma^ 
Come,  come  then  with  me, 
Mollie  dear,  Moilie  dear,  oome  Umd  with  me 

Tbe  ship's  in  the  offing. 

The  anchor  is  weighed,   ,». 
It  is  but  for  you,  feve, 

That  I  have  dekyed. 
We're  bound  for  Colambia, 

The  land  (A  tbe  fVee, 
So,  MoUie  dear,  MolUe  dear. 

Come  then  with  with  me ! 


ChoroB. 


I  know  yonr  heart's  i 

To  leave  your  owu  home^ 
And  over  tbe  wide  waste      ^^     ;. 

Of  waters  to  roam,.   .  '^^ 

But  with  truest  friends.  ^"'i~g. 

There  we  will  be. 
So,  Mollie  dear,  Mollie  dear,      ^: 

Come  then  with  me ! 


I 


Gbofqb. 


At  my  mother's  neat  < 

Adowu  the  boreen,  ■'.  \ 

Ould  Father  MagoirQ 

For  these  two  hoar  bM  been. 
And  Fve  got  the  ring. 

So  Cushla  Machree, 
Mollie  dear,  MoUie  dear. 

Come  then  with  me ! 


ChoroB. 


The  Advertising  Agent 

Sungljy  ChrlsHalone.         ;; 

Behold  in  me  a  curious  man,  •  " 

To  be  couspicions  is  my  plan, 
"Tis  long  ago  since  I  b^^an 

As  an  advertising  agent 
I'm  known  on  every  thoroughfare. 
From  Bowling  Green  to  Union  SqUBB^ 
No  other  attraction  can  eompare, 

With  the  advertising  agent  .  -  . 

Chobtts.  ■'^••♦'>;-'; 

80  the  business  men  of  every  grade,  ;  . ': 
Has  me  to  advertise  their  trade. 
And  they  oonclade  that  money  ia  made. 
Thro'  the  advertising  agent 


Tm  always  reatly  to  earn  a  atamp. 

Let  the  weather  be  drj-  or  let  it  be  damo. 

>o  multer  bo«-  far  I  iiave  to  tiatnp 

1  never  gm  tired  or  weary.  -  -' 

As  a  walker  1.  bare  gained  great  bta^ 
Im  never  la  £y  Lite  nor  iama, 
PedestnauR.  to  me  are  tame 

Begobs  f d  b«tt  O'Learj! 

maxerof  184  ItewervAod  lean asrore  yo„.  yotnu, 
rneumi  Ausni  (.rgt)ut.  it  you  set  a  nair  nt  bZki      • 

,    _,  •  Churiw. 

J  Ae  ladies  «ay  I  am  -  b<Jn.ron,' 
e     'r*  '"y  "'"'''*•  *~  twniber  one, 

NWlhekintjcffthetailLr.. 

72*  ^f  ^  ""^  ""^*  ^y  Callahan,  '  "  *•    ' 

IHO  Bowery  is  htr  rtand  '-■  •   ' 

He  mak«  irtta  for  the  nih  and  g«ud 
For  eoMiciB  and  for  SBilors. 

Spoken  :     So  now  me  sprincr  bottom  friends  if 
you  want  .0  ,M.ke   •CW.te.^out  of  yo^TvJ 
you«iu»t  hr«i  «o  to  Nicol  ih.  T.,J«.,  a.^^  .^^ 
iJH;.    l';1^^  tw..Ive  d.,ll.r  suiu.  ihen  gftiju 

^.tviri  aP**^  'f  f  **"^''"*   "•  •'*•'•"  Ca'tahan'. 
■ew  «t.  le  lial.   .Dd  fwiu  U.«t  moiueni  out  vmi  will 

h^e^.iui.g.ru  •u.a.i.ed-.od .,..,  .ri;;; 

Chorus. 

^  .  i ;  Get  Thee  Gone,  Girl. 

I     y.        *rR.l>ock8Ui<lPr,  forJ.D.Koomc. 
Copj-rtjbt  Becured.  isrs. 

'2i  '•!»«»"•'"•  "too-  of  late  I've  been  told, 
Zl  -^.*  ^°  j">lMte,  n,y  bloods  chUl  and  eold 

W*<»  fcll  in  love  with  a  driver  00  the  1  bird 

The  driver  wa.  Hch.  and  he  worked  ,n  dl'uT  ""■ 
And  the  ga  w«s  «  villain,  though  blue  wTS  ,.„  . 
Whene  er  .he  d  go  near  1,1m  ).e'*'d  yelp  loud  and  .T»^ ' 
Oet  thee  gone.  g.rl.  get  the.  gonef^g/rf-bur  *" 

tlie  girl  wouldat  get  thee  g«,w,. 

Oh  !  she  tortnr«d  him  daily  and  hong  on  UkesW 
He  was^  .way  till  his  clothe,  he  folT  thrSSi'' 
He  rented  a  yard  and  he  steptin  a  eked.  '     " 

Hut  the  maiden  hung  on  tilfhi.  n^soa  had  fled 
gie  d  crawl  thmnsh  a  knot-hok  and  roct  by  hi.  .id. 
With  a  pjece  of  bhie  ribbon  hi.  ankle  .he  l2d  ' 

Had  awake  from  l>u  slumber,  in  a  tragic  vuic«'**v 
Oet  thee  gone,  gir),  get  thee  pone.  girT  but  the^' 

girl  wou/dn  t  get  the  way, 

OhI  she  foUow^d  Lim  up  till  one  moi  ninr  kadiwl 
He  opened  T.  «  jnouih  and  hi.  breath  ne  fet  .lidai 
In  an  alley  they  laid  him  to  .le«p  hi.  l«.t  .Wr*. 
Where  Ihoma.  cat.  fi^ht  and  the  oyster  can.  w«p. 
^e  fixed  herself  ti|>  with  a  ii«w  Llaier  coat. 
With  a  glue  pot  hi.  ajre  on  a  .l.ovci  she-  wrote  • 
Now  .he  geu  biling  full  and  a  voio^  to  her  ahoti.. 
Gat  thee  out  gu-1,  get  thee  out  girl,  hut  tlie  girl 

wont  get  thee  out 

Is  There  a  Heart  in  Erin's  Itle.~ 

Is  there  a  heart  in  £ria'.  isle 

Whate'er  his  creed  or  oast'may  be  - 

So  cold  and  callou*,  base  and  vile,    '  ,     •"  'V 
As  not  to  wish  it.  conntiy  free?     -'^   -        ' 
I*  not  our  laud  eurpa».ing  Air—  ^ 

Our  own  areeo  Eden  of  the  wert  •        .C*:  :. 
.Then  why  should  discord  Uinl  tbe  air, 
!      And  strive  to  lacerate  her  breast  *  -   . 

E'er  glorious  smile  beam,  bright  on  all,  /        ' 

No  matter  at  what  shrine  we  kr.eel  ; 
Tbe  peasant's  hut  the  prineely-hall,  •    ^  r 

Mast  ever  .hare  her  woe  or  weal. 
Oh  !  then,  why  will  wreUhed  pride, 

A  foolish  color— turn  artray 
Some  wul.  that  .houM  be  on  the  .ide 

Of  jn.tiee  and  our  rigiit.  to-day  t  - 


4fta 


TltC:'^  SlJ^GlBRS*    JOr RIVAL. 


Leetle  Baby  Mine> 

Su&g  by  ueorge  Kolgnc 


I  ■»    li 


Tnx  Mrsic  WILL  bk  ekkt  by  ob.  to  ant  abdkkbs, 

UR  RXCUPT  or  PRICE,  40  CIMTa. 


?o  lielp  roe  gracions !  efry  day  ■, 

I  laiigli  uie  vild.  lo  iHW  der  Tfty, 
My  sniail,  )oun};  b«by  dry  to  blay. 

Dot  funny 'ertle  baoy.  ;^ 

lie  looks  BO  awfal  ounning  dhere, 

Mit  curly  eve*  and  bright  bine  bMir, 
Und  bis  dimpled  kn^es  co  fat  and  bare, 

Ob!  yali,  dut  va«  my  baby. 
Chokcb. 
^h  !  d*nr  Iceile  baby  mine,  baby  mina, 

Mit  «yf8  »i)  fine  ; 
Ob  !  dear  IcelW  bnby  mine, 

Blees  you,  my  Itxilo  baby,  baby. 

V'li  I  lo'.k  nt  dcm  leetle  toei, 

Und  saw  dot  funny  Ifetle  nof«, 
Und  licard  dt-r  vay  dot  rooster  crowi,  ■ 

I  fbuiilfl  like  I  tub  crazy  ; 
ITo  kicks  niv  n<>»e  und  |>ulle  my  liair, 

Und  arftwU  me  of«r,  ef  rywbere, 
Uud  sliloblu-rs  mo.  but  vat  1  care? 

Dot  \aa  my  leetle  baby. 

Somoliinea  dlurti  come*  a  leetle  Bqnall, 

Dot  ■  vlieii  der  vinJy  vind  vill  crawl, 
Ri'.'lit  in  lii.^  leelle  ttoiiiack  rmall, 

1  lot's  loo  lind  for  der  baHy  ; 
Dot  makes  IiItu  ring  at  ni^lit  so  sireet, 

Ut;d  '■  •;oriy-li:irric  "  lie  must  eat, 
Und  I  i!n;-t  j  imp,  i pry  on  my  feet. 

To  lielj)  dut  Icelle  baby. 

Und  vlien  I  benr  der  real  nice  ray,    , 

Dem  hf<.l)K-s  lo  my  rife  d«y  eay, 
"  3Inrc  like  his  fader  ef  ry  day  !" 

1  van  so  broiid  like  blazes. 
Around  my  neck,  dot  leelle  arm, 

Vas  squeezing  me  so  nice  und  varm, 
O  may  <  I  here  neflfer  oome  some  barm 

To  dot  slimall,  leetle  baby. 


Choma. 


Chonu. 


1 


Cbonia. 


A  Lover's  Bequest. 

By  WllUeWUdwave. 

W\)*n  far  nwny  I  am  from  the«,  .,, 

Uid  stranger*  in  a  foreign  land, 
Say  will  you  while  you  yet  are  free, 

A  thought  of  me  your  heart  expand. 
And  when  prrhaps  coft  Diu*ic  a  etraio 

Al  even  tills  tlie  house  wiih  jo\'.  .  •; 

When  erery  heart  forgets  each  pain,  ■„ 

Will  you  forget  your  roving  boy  ? 

On  fur  old  time-favorite  seat  reclining, 

Where  the  »tream1et  ripples  by  so  txurtHj, 
Wlien  you  sea  the  bright  stars  shining. 

Pray  then  of  me  think  tenderly. 
Whan  the  lark  from  its  borae  on  high. 

Chains  bis  matins  loud  and  clear, 
I  hope  for  the  ab«ent  one  tou  11  oigh, 

.^liid  tor  Ilia  return  you'll  drop  a  tear. 

Tliongh  faraway  he  roam^  to-day, 

^till  ev.';y  thought  is  for  th««. 
For  over  his  I  o;>rt  you  liold  fall  sway, 

No  iiiuMt-r  vvhrre  yon  chance  lo  \>t. 
Prav  !>no  !  c  on  ii.igh  a  heavenly  hymn. 

And  (i;iv  y  i"  wiMli  iliat  he  were  here, 
Yte   l.:\.-uth  t-;  heaven  a  prayer  fo\  him, 

I'or  hi8  has  fn-cn  a  heart  si>ictfru. 

^  i»i  — ~ 

.     Answer  To  A  Lover  s  Request 

By  Willie  V;Udwave. 

Coi-ld  I  f.>r!ret,  could  I  }f)njet 

I 'lal  <i;iy  l)f,-.,.','»ti,  the  elnver  *     ' 
Could  I  forset  i*lien  first  we  nset. 
My  «\i-r  faiiifil  |,,ver  ♦ 

C.iul.i  1  !ii>-;i;rt  tne  >>!«'iifmnt  hours,  ".     ' 

I  pas>ed  whilst  Willi  thee, 
Uiiti  Teiiui  if  spent  i;i  fairy  bowers, 
And  do  you  question  mo? 


•■••:•* 


Could  I  forget,  could  I  forget. 

Could  I  ever  do  it  y 
Could  I  forgtt  the  sun  has  set,       '*" 

And  »ay  I  never  knew  it? 
Could  I  see  the  bright  stars  sliioiog» 

Dancing  in  their  joyous  glee. 
Could  1  ease  my  beart's  re])ining. 

One  more  glance  of  you  ij  see  f      ' 

Could  I  forget,  could  I  forget. 
Where'er  you  chance  to  be  f 

Could  I  forget  my  oli««ka  are  wet 
Willi  tears  shed  for  thee? 

Could  I  forget,  don't  ask  me. 

To  doubt  me  'twould  be  a  shame, 

For  every  momeat  I  tliiak  of  ihee,  . 
*l'o  heaven  I  breathe  thy  name. 


-4«> 


I        Carry  Me  Back  to  Old  Virginney. 

;  Words  and  Music  by  James  Bland.'  V  ,  . 

TBI  VCSIC   WILL   KK  BKN-T  BY  rS  TO  AMT  ADDBXtS, 
P06TAGC  FRCK,  UK  KCOMIPT  OV  PBICC,  86  CTB. 

Carry  me  back  to  old  Virgioney,  , 

There's  where  Ihe  colton  aud  the  corn  and' 

tatoea  grow, 
There's  where  the  birds  warble  sweet  in  Ihe 

apring-tioie. 
There's  where  the  old  darkey's  heart  am  longed  logo. 
There's  where  1  lal>ored  i>o  hard  for  old  massa, 
Day  afler  day  in  the  field  i>f  yellow  corn. 
No  place  on  eartii  do  I  love  more  sincerely, 
'ihan  old  Yirginny,  the  state  ^Uerel  was  born. 

Chobok^I-" 

Carry  me  back  to  old  Virginney, 

There's  where  the  eotton  and  the  oom  and 

tatoea  grow. 
There's  where  the  birds  warble  sweet  in  the 

spring-time. 
There's  where  this  old  darkey's  heart  am  longed  to  go. 

Carry  ma  ba«k.to  old  Virginney, 

1  here  let  me  live 'tin  I  witiier  and  decay, 

Long  by  the  old  Dismal  Swamp  have  I  wandered, 

1  here's  where  this  old  darkey  a  life  will  pass  away. 

Mas»a  and  missus  have  lonj;  gone  before  me, 

Boon  we  will  meet  ou  that  bright  and  golden  abore, 

Tbere^we'Il  be  happy  and  fuse  from  all  sorrow. 

There's  where  we'll  meet  and  we'll  nerer 

part  no  more. 
Choroa. 


(9y») 


Big  Pound  G«Jbw. 

CyJ.T.  Kelley,   j-'.    . 

'   '  I : 

Hallelujah,  Mow  your  bom. 

Let  all  binds  begin  lo  play, 
Shout  out  loud  ana  laugh  with  glee. 

To-morrow  n  our  holiday. 
There's  going  to  be  a  jubilee, 

A  dandy  walk  to  vee  who'll  take    -       . 
A  (golden  ring  wiili  %  ribboa  on 

III  Aunt  <lemiiiia'M  big  pound  cake, 
riav  the  a'usic,  see  us  walk. 

Ilear  tlio  old  folks,  liow  liM^'  talk; 
See  theui  wenches  how  they  shake 

'lo  nee  wholi  lake  ihat  '^ig  pound  eake. 

Chobitb.    . 

Laugh— sing— dance— shout.        (Sym.) 

Play  Uie  music.  8ee  us  walk; 
Hear  Mk-  old  folks  how  they  talk! 
S.-;  lio  v-en^his  how  they  siia'iCe 
To  a«e  whu'll  take  that  big  pound  cake. 


There  is  Jasper  Green  and  Liza  Snow, 

Pompe''  Moore  and  €>ld  Aunt  ('hloe, 

Misses  i'pik  and  Misses  iin  wn 

With  dandy  coons  are  coming  down. 

Oh  !  how  iheru  niggers  they  will  roar, 

Wheu  iiiev  see  a»  take  Ihe  Q<h>t.  .    .    .  ' 

For  with  Blyles  their  hear u  will  break.     '' 

Wo  are  bound  for  to  take  that  big  pound  cake. 

Cboms. 


Knigbti  of  St.  Patrick. 


V 


TBX 


(9yTD.) 


•'■a 


■  »  t 


By  E.  narrtgOB.  kluslc  by  liave  Brataam. 

MCBIOSHKT  BV  US  TO  4.\Y  lUljRMS,    POIT  fxlt,    ON 

UKCupi  or  rucK,  40  c^is. 

A'    ;i  ■:.:-.>■ 

The  KnighU  of  St  Palrisk^  « -.  ->  ■'.. 

All  sons  of  Ireland.  .>r  »n   .«-. 

BcMvelent,  brave  Irishme*.  -•• 

With  charity  in  caeh  baoil. 
The  principle  of  right,  v.  '_>r-x 

Determined  to  naaiotain,  '  ;■.    t    - 
And  hand  it  down  unto  our  sobs, 

To  wear  onr  worthy  name, 

Caosci^     .t  .,  ... 
Cheer  boys  !  gaily,  ,.   -C  :- 

Let  the  glaesea  ring,  ,,  i 
With  mirth  and  jolbiy 

We'll  iBDgb  and  talk  and  ainf. 
So  banish  sorrow,  i 

Drive  ii  from  the  door  ; 
The  ^ully  Knights  of  St.  Patrtok, 

liip,  hip  1  iiip,  Lip  I  hnrrah  I 

Grand  fellowdiip  our  aim. 

Were  brothers  one  and  all  ; 
80  swift  we  start  with  eagtr  heart. 

When  charity  makes  a  call. 
Just  bke  our  Patron  t>aiQt, 

We  follow  on  his  plan. 
To  do  good  to  buntaaity,      j  .; 

And  hrlp  our  lellow  man.  Cheros. 

So  while  the  world  goes  roand, 

We  keep  in  frieudtihipa  track. 
And  look  ahead  wiih  sleady  tread. 

From  ohaiiiy  ne'er  turn  back. 
The  goal  is  happioeas, 

Endeavor  to  do  right ;         ' 
There's  a  vacant  plsoe  for  et^  Ikee 

Of  each  at.  PuUick  KuighU  CliorBa. 


Twilight  Bears  My  Thoughts  to  Thee. 

Words  by  J.  A.  Hartley.         Mosle  by  H.  P.  Danka. 


KUMO  SENT  BI  US  POST  PAID,  OM 
PBICX  40  CSNTB. 


or 


"M^- 


Twilight  bears  my  heart  to  thaa. 

V\  hen  I  am  afar. 
While  within  the  silent  sea  ,. 

bhines  the  star; 
Now  I  feel  the  piolnred  bliss, 

(Jfeaoh  bygone  hour  !  ■'■■"■,'•.■• 

ilnd  I  own  and  bless  in  this  '■ 

Mem'rys  heavenly  power. 

*  * 
While  the  darknefs  grows  apaee,     1'  _« 

Stars  shine  blight  above, 
Tbns  wben  joy  to  grief  givae  plaoe. 

Barns  the  flame  of  love. 
Think  not,  sweet,  I  ean  forgaS^'^  >    i- 

Days  are  doomed  to  oars  : 
When  the  twilight  sUi-s  have  met.       ' 

These  my  homage  bear. 

The  Clothing  Man. 

My  name  is  Patrick  Levy,  '    • 

I'm  from  Joru^alam  ; 
The  |>eople  like  to  deal  wilji  me. 

An  honest  eloiliing  man.  ';. 

51y  store  i<  down  in    iSaxter  Siwet. 

Vne  hundred  and  twenty-two, 
Soifyoull  call  I'll  suit  you  all. 

In  nice  clothes  oUi  and  new. 

Ciu>:iia. 
Old  clothes,  old  <*loi!ien  1 11  sell  to  yon. 

Kemember  the  numt>ei.  one7twenty-twu. 
Old  clothes,  old  clotliea  to  snit  yoa  I'll  try, 

Or  niy  name  is  not  Patrick  Levy. 

I'll  sell  to  voo  those  ekintight  pants. 

Spring  out  pants  too  us  well. 
Fine  nndersiiiris  and  overalls,    .   . 

From  new  yon  cannot  tell. 
Old  hiovtvpipe  liRiH  and  actors  elotbes, 

No  cheaper  can  be  foitnd. 
I  tell  yoo  I'rii  a  ihoronglibred. 

So  boys,  pleftpe.  come  around.  Cboroa. 


i- 


■  It.-' 
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Little  One  Wm  Ue  Good-light 

Words  aad  Music  *>.▼  Uaxry  MemaeOj. 

THB  MUSIC  WILL  BK  EINT  DV  C8,   TO  ANT   ADDU88. 

oH  RKCKin  or  micf,  40  cxkts. 

Oh !  where  are  the  old  faces  gone. 

That  ouce  were  so  dear  to  my  yooth  f     ' 
Their  kind  smiles  I  oftimee  recall,  ^ 

As  they  taag^t  me  the  pathway  to  tmth. 
Sat  life's  floated  by  like  a  dream. 

And  their  dear  forme  are  gone  Irem  my  sight. 
Yet  ianoy  oA  brinfiit  back  their  lullaby  sweet. 

Little  one,  kiss  me  goodnught 
Chobcs. 
Little  one,  kiss  me,  little  one,  kiss  me. 

Little  one,  kiss  me  good-oight. 
Sleep  till  the  moruiog,  wake  with  th9  dawniaft 

Little  oue,  kiss  ma  good-oigbt. 

Oh  why  did  I  leave  ray  dear  home,  •■  •; 

Across  the  wide  ocean  to  stray  ? 
Oh  I  why  did  I  hopelessly  mourn. 

For  the  frieoik  UmA  have  long  paand  away  ? 
Fond  memory  can  never  forget 

The  days  of  my  childhood  so  bright,        -    ' 
And  oft  thro'  night's  Ktillness  a  Toioe  whispers  low, 

Little  one,  kiss  me  good-night.  _  Chorus. 

Fensylvania  Tramp. 

By F.  J. Downey.  Air:   Big  FatMaace. 

There  I  am.  a  lonely  stn(t><:rer« 

All  t  he  way  from  Peuasy iTaaia,     *  "  •  • 
When  I  work  my  life's  in  danger. 

Ladies  oome  and  pity  me— hi  yah  I 
I  have  traveled  this  world  orer,     , 

In  my  pockets  not  a  stamp, 
&ly  name's  a  terror  to  this  natioD, 

I'm  the  Peoosylvania  tramp— hi-'jah  I 
Caoatm.^:  .  ^' v'^-r--;  '• 
Measuring  ftigB,  my  oecupatSoB, 

Hanger  gives  me  many  a  craBip, 
Work  and  me  is  no  relation, 

I'm  the  Pennsylvania  tramp— hi  yah  !     ; 

From  New  Haven  to  Weehawken, 

That's  the  roed,  boys,  don't  be  talking; 
On  my  back  an  army  walkiny, 

I  hftve  tt  noble  sinecure— hi  yah  ! 
Bam  or  wood-shed  that's  my  bed-room,      ' . 

When  the  weather's  oold  or  damp*  . ' 

Bobbing  hen-coops  that's  the  racked    '     V 

Fm  the  Pennsylvania  tramp— hi  yah.    (xtoras. 

I  am  oue  that's  sever  cieedy. 
••        Eob  a  clothes  Jitti  ifl'm  needy,         >       . 
You  will  never  find  me  seedy, 

Fm  an  old  proftssicnl-^td  yah ! 
I  am  on  the  hunt  fa»  Stooey,      ^^     ^;; 

Poverty's  my  brightest  lampi    *      "    • 
A  maid  with  stamps,  that's  tfaa  homf, 

Fm  the  Penny Ivania  tramp — hi  yah  1    Cbons. 

The  Old  Fbtntation's  Lonely. 

Words  and  Jf  uelc  by  James  Bland. 

nCMTTBIC,   SrNT   DT    CS  TO  ANY   APDRKSB,    POST  PAID,   OH 

BiCEirr  OP  PKiCB.  86  cskta. 

/     Oh !  the  old  plantation's  lonely  , 
\        Now,  to  what  it  used  to  be, 

And  the  place  is  just  as  silent  bb  ft  tomb. 
Where  wo  uijfcd  to  hear  the  mocking-bird 

A-tdufting  iu  the  tree, 

lu  tbe  liicd  where  the  sweet  magnolia's  bloom. 
But  no  lonper  do  you  hear  .       ^     . 

The  darkies  sitging  in  the  cane. 
As  they  used  to  do  in  happy  days  of  yore^ 

For  old  mossa's  gone  aud  left  us 
In  this  weary  world  of  paiu, 

Aud  he'll  uever  bear  the  darkies  sing  no  more. 
Cbost».  ■ 


Oh  !  the  old  plantation's  lonely 

Kow,  to  what  it  used  to  be, 
Btill  I  can't  forget  the  place  where  I  was  bom. 

But  l>el(>re  old  master  passed  away 
He  set  us  darkies  free, 

Aud  we  work  no  more  amoug  the  growing  com, 
You  cau  uever  hear  the  diuner  horn  i     ^ 

A-6oundiug  wLeu  'tis  uoon. 
You  will  uever  hear  old  maesa's  voice  no  more. 

You  will  uever  see  us  hunting  .    ,^ 

For  the  possum  aud  the  coou,  '      ■■     '"'"'■ '' 

As  we  used  to  do  in  happy  days  of  yor«. 

Choms. 

KiB8  He  Good-Hight,  Mother. 

Words  and  Music  by  James  Bland. 

THE  MUSIC   WILL    RK  BKNT  BT  IS  TO  AKT  ADDRISB, 
,        rOSTAOS  Fail,  on  RACKIPT  9W  PRICK,  30  CTS. 


Kiss  me  good-night,  mother,  ^. . 

When  mora  dawus,  I'll  see  yon;  ' 
*  Soon  will  the  roses  and  flowers  decay. 

Soon  will  the  birds  ceaae  to  warble 

their  sweet  notes. 
Soon  will  the  snuimer  days  all  pass  away. 

Mother  forget  uut  the  promise  I've  made  you. 
For  we  must  part  for  a  uuml>er  of  years, 

Fll  return  to  thee  some  day  unexpected. 
Mother  cast  off  all  sorrow  and  feaj& 

CUORUS.  -  ; 

Kiss  me  good-nigbt,  mother,     <-.■■>■.;■.    <•-  ^. 
Kiss  me  good-ujgbt, 

Soon  will  the  roses  and  flowers  decay  ;    - ;. 
Soon  will  the  biids  cease  to  warble  their  "  ' 

sweet  notes, 
Soon  will  the  summer  days  all  pass  avaj. 

Kiss  me  good-night,  mother. 

Boon  must  I  leave  you  :  v        : 

Soon  will  I  roam  in  a  far  distant  ehms^      ' 

Tell  all  the  little  oues  that  I  will  meet  them, 
Although  it  may  be  a  matter  of  time, 

Mother  thiuk  of  me  and  look  for  my  coming. 
If  we  are  spared,  we  will  soon  meet  again. 

Then  will  the  birds  sing  bo  sweet  in  the 

wildwood, 
/  Then  we'll  be  happy  and  free  from  all  pain. 

Cboms. 


She's  the  siivetest  ever  seen,  with  Iter  flounces 

trimmed  iu  green. 
She's  the  primrose  of  Ireland,  and  her  age 

is  seventeen. 
It  will  bo  on  mxt  Sunday  night  when  I  wed 

that  httlequMn, 
And  I'm  going  to  gi«s  yoo  all  an  innlatiou. 

l/y  .■"  '^Chorcb. 

We  will  danoe,  (sym.)  and  we  will  sing,  (^m.) 
And  we  will  raiNe  the  very  divil  iu  IIm^  nation, 
Kow,  laddies,  don't  vou  fail,  we  will  have  a 

kegof  ale. 
When  I  celebrate  my  Irish  luvitutiun. 

Bow  happy  I  will  be,  wheu  my  Mar)'  marries  me  7 
Then  I  will  drive  away  uO  care  luid  aggravatiou, 
Happy  as  tbe  days  are  lon^,  I  w  ill  aiuK  a  liltle  souk. 
Aud  I'll  be  the  happiest  muu  iu  all  the  natinu  ; 
I  will  give  a  hearty  cheer,  aud  I'll  take  my  gluHS 

of  beer, 
I  will  drive  away  all  troable  wheu  I  wed  my  UtUe  dear. 
Now  dou't  fuiiget  to  coae,  tor  I'm  sun  we'll 

have  sone  fun. 
When  1  celebrate  my  Irish  iuTitation.  Chorus. 


►-.♦«- 


From  Oar  Home  tbe  Loved  are  Going- 

Words  by  A.W.Frencli.       Musicby  Harry  Percy. 

ran  MUSIC  SKHT  BT  nS  TO  ANT  ADDRESS,   POST  PAID,     05 
RICKIPT  op  PRICE, 
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From  our  home  the  loved  are  going 

Out  upon  life's  stormy  sea. 
And  onr  hearts  are  sad  in  knowing 

We  shall  ever  parted  be  ; 
They  are  meking  ocbar  pleasnres 

Far  aerasB  tbe  ocean's  foam, 
Huding  other  hearts  and  treasurM^ 

Loved  ones  going  from  onr  homA 
CaqscB. 
From  oar  home  the  love«i  are  going 

Oue  by  cue  liko  lefi'.  s  iiiat  fall ; 
Ever  goiug,  softI>  goiug,  ;  ;■ 

Far  away  from  onr  recalL 

From  our  home  the  loved  are  going. 

Leaving  us  aloue  to  sigh,        t 
And  our  eyee  iire>limaia  with  weeping. 

As  we  bid  them  all  ^ood-bye  ; 
Laughing  eyes  aud  snuuy  faces 

From  us  evermore  depart — 
Loving  lips  aud  warm  embraces. 

How  we  miss  them  from  onr  heart. 


Chorus. 


But  no  longer  do  yon  hear 
The  dfrkies  Ringing  in  the  cane, 

As  they  used  to  do  in  happy  days  of  yo«a. 
For  old  master's  gone  and  left  as 

lu  this  weary  worhl  of  I^iu,__ 


The  Irish  Invitation. 

Words  and  "Music  by  Tim  Rogers. 

THX  MCBIC  SKNT  BT  X»  TO  AKT  ADDBE8S  OHBBCZffT  Of 
FEICB,    40  CXKTS. 


Good-eveniOR,  neighbors  aH.  Fve  com*  to  raake  a  call, 
I'm  goiuK  to  give  you  all  a  little  warning, 
I  h.ivc:n't  been  this  v.RV  for  a  week  or  so  to-day, 
And  aow  Fva  OOOM  to  see  mj  little  darling. 


Brightly  Beam  Thine  Ejret  Lot0> 


t 


VTTSIO  SZKT  BX  rs  FOeT   PAID,  OM 

PRICE  40  cxim. 


or 


:'  Brightly  beam  thine  eyes.  love, 
;       hriglitly  beaiu  tiiiDe  eyes, 
,    I  Brighter  than  (he  tUn.  k>va, 
That  glitter  in  the  skies. 
When  I  fiml  beheld  them,      -  .' 
Sliining  full  on  ine, 
■y  I  Then  my  heart  took  wings,  love, 
'look  wings  and  flew  to  thee. 

Brightly  beam  thine  eyes,  love, 

brightly  beam  thine  eyes, 
Wlieu  the  soffc-wiDged  twilight 

Falls  gently  from  liie  fkieK  ; 
When  we  wander  frse,  k>ve, 

'Neath  the  moon's  pale  light, 
Then,  oli !  then  thine  eyes,  lpv« 

^rs  filled  with  beauty  bright. 

Brightly  beam  thine  eyes,  lore, 

Brightly  beam  thine  eyes,  ^ 
Every  earthly  form,  love.        '.,'"[ 

To  cherished  mem'ry  dies.    '■ 
But  thot>e  happy  mounbeams^  - 

That  thine  eyes  display, 
t  (  Linger 'round  my  heart,  Iov%..v.  ^ 

And  never  fade  awaj. 


r-:- 


Only  Three  Words,  I  Lot»  Him. 

TBZ  snnoo  wnx  n  mrr  bt  cb,  id  ami 
'    ox  noaDTorrBKB,  SOcia. 

Write  me  just  three  loving  words, 

Thote  you  whimpered  onae  to  me. 
As  we  walked  upon  the  sands. 

Close  beside  the  deep  blue  sea.  , 
You  have  gone  II  D-l  left  me  here. 

And  your  form  no  more  I  fee. 
Still,  those  wordH  I  [i«ar  llt«m  now. 

Whispering  eofily,  "I  love  thee." 

Oh  !  thote  words  of  love  so  dear. 

As  they  came  from  you  to  me  ; 
Ev»-ry  wave  and  bird  «n<1  flower 

Setnjcd  to  whi8p<r,  ""I  I>v.'  thee. ' 
Tho'  >ou"re  in  a  f<»rei^n  clinie 

Where  tbe  niauU  are  fair  to  see. 
Yet  you'll  ne'er  foi^«-t  to  write        '■.";■, 

Ibis  one  uicsirtige,  I  love  tliee." 

T  am  waiting  for  iLo  day 

When  you'll  sail  across  the  sea, 
Never  more  to  part  on  earth,  ','"  • 

Always  true  and  dear  to  me. 
Tea,  my  besri,  in  full  to-night      •  .cl- '-' - 

For  the  joy  that  is  to  be,     .  .  *;-.- '.  .• 
And  all  nature  seems  to  say 

Only  these  words,  "  I  love  thee." 


—  I 
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Why  Should  we  Live  as  SttangenT 
Music  by  Joseph  P.  SJceUr. 

UT78IC  SENT  BT  US  POST    PAID,  ON  BECKIPT  OF 
PBICE  10  CENTS. 

Why  •lionld  we  live  an  strangers, 

.^nd  eheriah  our  pride  and  pain  ? 
Speak  but  a  word  of  kiudneea, 

And  we  sliall  be  friends  again. 
Think  of  tli*  days  so  briglit,  love,     . 

Thai  brigliler  still  woald  be  ; 
Think  of  oar  old  delight,  love. 

When  your  heart  was  all  for  me. 

Choiu's,  •;■    . 

Why  should  we  live  OS  strangers, 

And  cht-rish  our  pride  and  pain  f  ■        '  " 
Speak  but  a  word  of  kindness,  .       * 

And  we  shall  be  friends  again, 
Sp<?ak  but  a  word  of  kindness. 

And  we  shall  be  friends  again. 

Why  should  the  spell  be  broken, 

'I  hat  left  IIS  from  sorrow  free? 
Gladness  is  love's  best  token. 

Forever,  with  yon  and  rae  t  •  ; 

Sny  that  your  pride  is  dying, 

Forgive  and  forget  the  past ;  " 
Hear  lue  and  heed  my  sigliinj,  ..    ,- 

Let  this  parting  l>e  the  Ust. 

Ever  mv  lieort  is  pining 

To  whisper  ita  love  to  thee, 
./liigels  of  peace  conibii)ing. 

Are  sigliitig  its  fondest  plea. 
Think  of  my  pBiii  and  weeping, 

And  the  ho|>es  that  still  remain. 
Say  thai  thy  love's  but  sleeping. 

And  will  wake  for  ine  again. 


Chorus. 


And  np  to  mreyea  I  am  ■-  — ~« 

In  love  with  a  neut  litl'e,  sweet  little  treat, 
Such  a  nice  little  bit  of  Jam. 

Crobcb.        ..  •  t  -      . 

She's  real  jail),  all  jam. 

Sweeter  than  chnin.  nicer  tlian  Iamb, 
Real  jam,  jainniy  jam,  jaui. 

Sweeter  than  Marniolade. 

The  face  of  my  love  all  bouquets  is  above, 

llerchuek«  like  the  sweetebt  blush  rose, 
And  the  honey  i  niya  fioni  her  blooming  "tulips." 

'NeHth  her  dear  little  i<weet  little  nose. 
Tier  bright  eyes  are  as  blue  us  the  wildest 

blno  IhiIIs, 

Her  golden  hair's  not  n  i>liaiu. 
In  lact  ahe's  so  sweet  I'ui  afraid  I  shall  eat. 

My  nice  little  Lit  of  jam.  Chorus. 

We  call  women  angels  and  say  they're  divine. 

.^nd  sometimes  we  wish  they  had  wings, 
Sometimes  they  will  please  and  sometimes 

they  will  (ease, 

.^nd  sometimes  do  all  sort  of  things, 
But  take  woman  away  and  what  is  tbe  world, 

Why  only  a  blank,  a  ehum, 
I  look  upon  life  as  a  slice  of  dry  bread. 

And  woman  she  i*  the  jam.  Cborns. 


Chorus. 


Brightest  Eoses  Fade  and  Die. 

Wor  Js  by  J.  T.  Rutledge.       Music  by  11.  P.  Danks. 

MVSIC,    SK.NT    DT    IS   Id  ANY    ADDRISS.    POSTPAID,    ON 
RKCKIPT  OK  PBICa.    36  CKNT8, 

l5ri!;htest  roses  fade  and  wither, 

Flow'rs  of  beauty  fall  away,     '  '  '• 

Chilis  of  autumn  hasten  hither 

Clouding  o'er  the  sun  of  May  ;  ■  '         .  ' 

Fading,  sighing,  fHlling,  dying. 

On  tlie  ground  I h-y  thickly  lie, 
Ilow'rs  of  beauty  sofi  ly  sighmg, 

brightest  roies  fade  and  die. 
Chobcs. 

Bris;htest  roses  fade  and  wither. 

In  their  pride  they  softly  aigb. 
Soon  the  autumn  hastens  hitlMr,  <  - .  : 

^nd  the  roses  fade  and  die. 


Life  is  sweet!   but  not  forever 

Is  it  stWfWTj  tvitlr  sweet  perfume,    ' 

For  soiBa.chiiling  frost  will  aever 
It  from  beauty,  peace  and  bloom; 

Casting  it  on    I  itiies  darU  river — 
On   I  iiiie  8  dnr'^  and  rolliu:;  tide, 

I^ttvin;^  it  to  drift  and  shiver, 
Loeiijg  all  it^  jov  and  pride. 

Fraught  with  hopes  for  Imt  to-morrow, 

It  will  b»>  a  happy  dny  ! 
When  it  eome!<,  it  brings  but  surrow, 

Ca-tiiii;'  nil  our  li<  pes  away  ; 
In  the  future  e«e  a  gleaming 

Of  n  liHppy  bye  ni;d  lyo, 
When  It  comes,    tis  but  a  B(»eming  : 

l'right»'«t  i\>se«  fiide  and  die. 

Sweeter  Than  Marmaiade. 


i".-... 


n  •• 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Arranb'etl  fxpnssly  for  Mi-s.  .I.O.  Wllllnmson, 
Ma^jflo  Monro.)      By  flarry  West. 


(M«S3 


TBIC   MUSIC  .^t.NT  IIV  US  TO  ANV  AI'DIIKSS.    POST  PAID.     0.\ 
KKKIIT  OK  ritUK,    40    C»Ml!. 

Some  L'et  iiil'.  debt,  into  trouble  some  get, 
Wliilc  others  may  think  tliey 're  in  love. 
.■\nd  !jL-t  awfully  eiiiok,  on  some  sweet  little  duck, 
'  \\  hotii  iliey  iliiiil;  is  all  others  above 

1  iirongli  ti  swofl  pretty  face,  that's  exactly  my  case. 


George  Conatwitme  McKeowa. 

THE  MUSIC   WIU-  BE  KENT   II T  Vn,    TO  ANY   ADDBK88, 
ON  KECXIPT  OFPHICB,   lOcTS. 

A  dandy  and  a  lady's  man  has  come  before  yon  now, 
A  man  of  t^iste  aud  culture,  for  tin  written 

on  my  brow  ; 
In  Irish  circles  I'm  the  pet  of  all  the  ladies  fair. 
And  I  always  meet  with  favor  and  a  hearty 

welcome  there. 
The  reason  must  be  obvious,  I  don'k  make  use 

of  slang  ; 
I  u.se  well  chosen  languat^e,  which  surprises  all 

the  gang. 
Vou'll  often  bear  the  ladies  say.  "  Now  hasn't  he 

the  tone  '' 
He  ought  to  be  a  counsellor.  George 

Consiantine  MoKeown. 

I'm  in  the  book  and  picture  trod*.  I  canvas  every  day; 
And  tho  the  iimes  are  very  hard,   I  always 

make  it  pay. 
The  literature  of  Ireland  I  have  at  mv  command. 
And  when  I'm  lalkin-.;  up  a  trade  my  style  is. 

great  and  grand  ; 
I  tell  them  how  brave  Sarstield  fougiit 

and  kept  the  foe  at  bay, 
And  bow  the  women  held  the  U>rt  ut  Liroeriok 

town  that  day ; 
I  get  them  all  excitsd.  for  I  aon  no  dunee  or  drone ; 
You'll  hear  them  ery,  *'  I'll  take  four  books, 

fruoi^e  Tonstantine  MoKeown." 

You  ought  to  hear  nie  make  n  speech  altout 

election  time ; 
I  overflow  with  cloqaenoe,  witli  anecdote,  willi  rhyme; 
My  Altitudes  ;ire  picturesque.  a:>>l  I  onn  plainly  show 
That  I'm  the  Irish  orator,  tlie  Celtic  "  Cicero." 
Soine  my  tJ  imitate  me,  biil  their  show  attempts 

are  vile; 
They  cannot  catch  my  lofty  tone,  uiy  grand 

imperious  style. 
Let  spurious  imitators  fall,  for  equals  I  have  none; 
I  the  great  original,  (ieurge  Conalaiitine  McKeown. 


.  •••' 


Once  Upon  a  Time. 

THE  ML'SIC  SUNTBT  U8    10  .INY  >IiDUES8  ON  RICEIPT  0> 
PRICK,     10  (INTS. 

Once  upon  a  time  there  lived  a  maiden, 

III  a  little  eottR!;u  i>v  the  sea  ; 
Twining  round  ahout  it  heavy  laden. 

Ore*  a  honey-sucMe  fair  to  see  ; 
And  the  maid  n  watched  tlie  blossoms  daily. 

Ifeiird  the  l)e<^.»  about  it  .is  it '.;rew  ; 
Bent  above  it  singing  ever  gaily,  ■    ' '  *  •'  '"^ 


KfJ 


When  the  wind  a  leviX  b\t^  down. 
Came  a  tuiittn  liaiiity  frown  ;       v  ■'■-', 

Jealous  was  Llkt  Maid  1  troir, 
Greater  love  «»he  did  not  know, 

No  r  greater  W  site  did  not  know,        .. 
Know,  kno.w,  know,  know. 

To  the  m^ii^ieB  caiue  one  day  a  lover, 

lal.  i^nd  brave  and  fuU  of  nwuly  grroe; 
Whis'pering  lender  words  he  beul  above  Iw. 
J^'tuoped  and  kissed  her  sunuy  smiling  fa«e  • 
t-iiderneatL  the  honey -Kuckk  walked  ikey 
But  her  eyes  were  cask  demurely  down  ; ' 
Seeing  not  as  softly,  sweetly  laJked  Iber, 

llow  Its  leaves  were  turning  sere  and  browp, 
Withered  now  its  Undrils  twine. 
Bird  and  bee  have  left  the  vine. 
Careless  is  the  maid  I  trow, 
^  Greater  love  hath  learned  to  know, ' 
No !  greater  love  hath  learned  to  know, 
Know,  know,  know,  know. 


Partde  of  the  Chianb- 
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Of  martial  subjects  row  I  ting,  -♦  . 

f^o  brilliant,  lig^  a«l  £fay  ;  ^V  . 

Of  gallant  friende,  both  one  and  all.    ' 

In  tbe^niliiary  way ; 
With  glittering  guns  and  bayonets, 

^nd  brightly  flasbing  sworde,  .i. 

As  thro'  the  street  we  go  ao  neat, 

Mhe  parade  of  tba  dashing  guards.  ^  : 

CnORBB. 

With  colors  flying  prondly,        *^      ■• 
A»  they  march.  tHey  march,  thej  march 

■oj         ,  •     J      ,       .     '"  ron^w  sonl-inspirin'T ; 
Warm  friends  cheering  loudly. 

At  the  parade  of  the  dashing  guards  ! 

Onward,  quick  advancing.  I    -t 

A»  they  march,  they  mareh,  they  mareh        •"' 

,,..       ,•     s      ,       .      'f'»«»««  soul-JDepirinr ; 
U  arm  friends  cheering  loudly. 

At  the  parade  of  tbe  dashing  guards. 

1  he  music  sounding  loud  and  clear, 

.411  in  the  moroihg  air. 
With  eager  eyes  doth  haste  to  see 

A  sight  so  grand  and  rarel 
1  he  peU  of  all  tbe  ladies  fair,      "     "^ 

Are  these  gay  dashing  cards. 
And  everywliere  a  weloome  greets 

The  boys  of  the  daehing  guar^.  Chorus. 


Neath  The  0«k  Tree. 


f 
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THE  MC81C    Wifct   mk  BKXT  BT  TB  TO  ABTASbmi, 

P08TAGX  rkni,  on  becupt  op  pbicb,  80  cm. 


I'm  sitting "neath  tbe  oak  tree,  Mary,  ^  ^ 

On  tha  luoes-bound  ruatio  seat^ 
I  made  for  you  long  years  ago, 

'Twaa  here  we  used  to  meet; 
I'll  ne'er  forget  tliat  eve  in  Jnna 

Wiien  sitting  by  your  side, 
I  told  you  that  I  loved  yon  Mary, 

You  said  you'd  be  my  bride. 

•        ■..;    :,   Chubus.  :" 

Blitheome  fairy,  darling  Mary, 
Joyous  wore  the  songs  we  snng:  "■  '^ 

Happy  were  t!)e  days,  dear  Mary, 
When  you  and  I  were  young. 

I'm  sitting  'neath  the  oak  tree,  Mary, 

1  am  dreaming  love  of  thee. 
How  dreary  seems  the  world's  gay  scenes. 

ilow  sod  is  life  to  me. 
The  setlin<;  bun  in  crimson  hues 

lis  radiance  caats  around, 
1  lirougli  tears  I  see  hallowed  light. 

Ou  yonder  littk:  monod.  Ctkorus. 


I 
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TAfi:  i^iMgers'  jocr>ai.. 


4^5 


The  Lost  Inheritance. 


Charles  Walden  etarted  slightly,  rs  ono  from 
sluaber.  The  words  bad  aroused  him,  though  ho 
WM  anooDscioas  Le  had  heurd  them. 

"  Sick,  he  said,  I  thiuk  yea  wer*  right  about 
my  bdng  better.  I  really  fed  very  muoh  so,  aud 
tto  pleaaantly  tired,  I'm  tiure  I  shall  eujoy  a  loug 
Bleep.     Oood-niffbt,  dear  old  boy  T 

Ills  fingers  slid  Irom  his  friends  baud  ;  bis  eye^ 
closed;  hia  b«ad  fell  a  little  ononesida;  Lis  lips 
Boftly  mimnQred.  "  Mother— Rosebnd  !" 

Then  the  chest  vas  heaved  by  a  long  sigh,  aud 
Biohard  Hepburu,  dropping  ou  hiskueeu,  wept,  for 
he  perceived  the  sleep  which  Bichard  Wuldeu  slept 
was  that "wbich  has  no  waking  in  this  earth,   z'      - 

^V  V  CHAPTER  II.    ■"?■',['.*- 

f,    /        "^>tAaE,    TBX  DOCTOB'S  "W^XXES}." 


Nearly  five  months  have  slid  away.  The  woods 
aud  orchards  of  Devon  are  changing  their  spring 
attira  iot  the  m<»»  gorgeous  k«ta.of  ■— inwr. 

Each  day  tho  sun  doee  more  suooeeslul  l3atll« 
against  the  nCDrth  wind,  and  tke  moon  is  beginning 
to  cast  ahadova  upon  the  aarth  with  lass  au  appear- 
ance of  their  having  been  bitten  into  it  like  acid  iu 
steel. 

Ou  that  particular  evening  to  which  we  would 
ra£tr,  the  latter  luminary  ahoue  with  almost  a 
July  Boftnesa  of  radiance.  It  waa  nearly  at  lull, 
and  poured  ita  white  light  over  Daisy  Bank  Villa 
aud  ita  flower  gurdena,  situated  withia  threu  Biileii 
of  Sxeier,  like  a  silver  veil. 

Lompa  had  been  lighted  iu  the  draming-room  : 
but  only  tba  lace  curtaina  aa  yet  veiled  the  French 
windows  permitting  a  full  view  of  the  juterior— a 
pleasant  appartmeut,  luxurious  somewhat,  and 
bright  witiali§liti,  iMoks.  picturee,  and  guhoatul 
statuettes. 

The  ftamiftJte  yma  not  costly,  but  bespoke  tho 
seleetieo  of  a  Mfiaad  judgamant.  ■  -hi.  a  word  it  was 
one  of  those  rooms  which  puts  a  visitor  at  once  at 
hra  ease,  aud  destroys  any  feeling  of  being  iu  tho 
way.  Doctor  Abercoru,  as  he  stood,  tea-cup  iu  hand 
ou  tLa  hearthrug,  to  tha  left  of  the  fire^what  is 
more  hospitable  than  a  oeal  fire  ?— ^nd  beamed  on 
the  scene  before  him,  certrtinl^-  looked  very  much  at 
his  easa,  aud  uo(  in  the  least  Mi  encumberance. 

Doctor  Abercoru  was  of  middle  height  and 
middle  age.  There  was  jiist  a  suspicion  of  pursiuess 
about  his  figure;  bis  complexion  was  florid  ;  bis  ex- 
pression aa  genial  aud  licht-bearted  as  a  buy's  , 
while  his  grey  eyes  shone  with  iuer(i{QCb(i4hd  jfcU^d- 
nesa.  The  doctor  was  {idiuired  by  all  hia  patients, 
ricl)  f0<\  poor.  Hither,  iu  their  distMiH,  wave 
ct^iuxlly  ^'enfly  to  inake  him  tlieir  confident,  and 
equally  assured  of  liis  sympathy. 

Withiu  a  few  feet  of  him,  ou  a  low  chair,  sat  a 
fair  handsome  lady,  of  near  fifty,  attired  in  black 
bilk,  with  white,  soft  lace  about  her  throat,  and 
falling  over  her  slender,  deticafe  Lands  ;  while  a 
cap  of  the  same  material,  bald  i>y  a  kuot  of  mara- 
bdpt  feathers,  rested  on^er  bnir»  Etreaked  slightly 
wiUi  silve^  She,  too,  held  a  teiftiip  ;  also  a^  dainty 
wawrcC  bread  aud  butter,  for  it  woa  thehoiurof 
tea-4iine. 

Tbe  nrn  hissed  musioally  on  a  email  table  to  the 
right  of  the  fire-place,  aad,  presiding  over  it  and  tha 
teacups,  tif  iait  diniinnser  of  the  fiflisiit  bnTOWgo 
was  a  yonnggirl  of  about  eighteen,  yilU  a  lithe  yet 
well«^)a•^ed  %>U«i  tmil  chetjis,  tinted  with  a. 
warm,  rose  damask;  siligr  uat-bsown  hair,  possess- 
ing wondrous  shadows  in  its  thicknesses;  a  clear, 
white  forehead,  and  lurge,  brown,  velvety,  lustrous 
eyes,  which  slumbered  nnder  the  loug  loshen,  or 
flashed  up  at  the  beholder  with  so  dazzling  a  bright- 
ness au4  vivafuty  ^^  t^e^  iutitot^Uy  hdi  Uim  eu. 
tumlled. 

A  glance  showed  she  was  a  true,  innocont-hearted 
girl  with— as  an  Oxford  freshman,  who  had  been 
deeply  smitten  and  driven  into  rustication  by  those 
eyes,  had  declared,  "  not  a  bit  cf  nonsen>ve  about 
her," 

*'  Yea,  my  dear  madam,"  ruMslbail  -U<*  iloftor, 
slowly  atirrinc  tho  remains  of  hiy  ten,  and  pro^enK 
ing  <^th  a •onveaiation  previaaidy  began,  "I  thiiik 
we  may  expect  a  aiore  than  nsnally  gay  summer  nt 
Westeriu  -  indeed,  a  very  gay  summer.  Miss  Alice 


\vLat  magio  have  those  bright  eyes  of  yours  been 
working  upon  ^o  Chinese  herb.  I  never  drink  sach 
tea  anywhere  as  I  do  at  Daisy  Bank  ;  but  to-night 
it  excels  all  other  nights.  If  the  shade  of  Doctor 
Johnson  were  present,  how  he  would  envy  me  this 
tujo\ ment  of  his  favorite  beverage, 

"  Make  the  shade,  then,  doubly  envious,  doctor," 
langhed  the  girl,  poising  the  teapot  iu  her  littlo 
bund,  "by  taking  another  cup.  If  you  do  not,  1 
shall  regard  your  praise  as  false  flattery.  Besides, 
no  admirer  of  the  great  lexicognpiMV  ahoold  im- 
bibe less  than  half-a-dozen  at  leasL" 

"Mo,  no.  Miss  Alice;  yoaaball  not  inveigle  me 
into  dyspepsia.  Shame,  thas  to  treat  so  <Ad  an 
admirer!  Great  tea-drinking,  like  great  aiter- 
dinuer  drinking,  are  things  of  the  [mst  One  more 
cup,  and  one  only." 

"  Pray  leave  the  lexicographer  in  peace,  my  dear 
^Uice,"  broke  In  the  elder  lady;  *'and  you,  doctor, 
Ktate  npou  what  grounds  you  promise  ns  a  gay 
summer  at  Westeriu  ?" 

"  First,  then,  dear  madam,  Roseden,  I  hear  is  let 
to  a  moat  charming  family,  who  takepoaseasion  at 
once.  Also  the  Briars  to  a  young  widow  lady  and 
her  daughter,  whose  beauty,  indeed,"  smiled  the 
<iuotor,  still  daUyii:g  with  hia  tea-spoon,  "  has  sent 
our  amorous  little  honse-agent  wild,  and  his  wife 
jealoas." 

"  What  is  their  name,  doctor  ?"  aaked  the  girl, 
glancing  round. 

'•^elville.  Ah,  ali.  Miss  Alice,  are  you  not  all 
curiosity  to  see  them  ?  Tell  one  pretty  woman  of 
another,  and  she'll  rest  neither  night  nor  day  ontil 
she  caa  herself  be  posted  as  to  the  rival's  attrac- 
tion." 

"  Fie,  doctor  !  -I  could  not  have  put  enough 
sugar  iu  that  lost  cup  of  tea,  you  are  so  spiteful," 
langhed  the  girl  "  If  yon  grow  satirical,  I'll  have 
no  more  to  do  with  you. 

"Then  from  henceforth  I  will  judge  the  world 
only  by  its  surface.  Miss  Alice.  Bat  surely  my 
other  piece  of  news  can  be,  as  Fat  wookl  say,  no 
news." 

"  Let  us  decide  that  point,  my  dear  doctor,  "  rc- 
marksii  the  eider  Ittdy,  removing  imaginary  bread 
ciumbs  from  her  slender  fingers  with  her  handker- 
chief. 

"  Whj',  then,  that  the  family  has  returned  to  tho 
Hall  to-day,  inlands  passing  the  summer  there, 
owing  to  the  Squire  having  the  gont  or  something 
of  that  kind.  Yes,  here  they  have  come,  papa  and 
daaghter-the.^^nd.  the  dashing,  the  gorgeously 
attired  Miss  Sidouia,  with  her  portmanteau,  her 
bonnet-boxes,  lady's-maids  and  companione,  all  so 
great  and  graciously  condescending.  Miss  .illice, 
excuse  me  mtfkin^  the  remark,  but  a  lady's  ward- 
.  rub«  in  a  puaale  to  me.  How  can  one  woman  wear 
the  ountents  of  those  vast  mails  I  met  the  nMway 
van  staggering  up  with  V 

*'  Doalor,  there  are  »otue  niyiteriet  men  chaold 
never  pry  into,'  lauglied  .<41ice,  gaily;  "  it  mi^ht 
prove  dangerous.  Pray  do  not  expect  iufurmatlon 
from  me.  I  will  not  turn  Queen's  evidence,  and 
l>e\ray  u'y  sex's  vanity.  But  what  more,  for  this 
is  sews  to  us  ?'' 

**  Why  iiotliinj;  more.  The  family  is  here,  for 
Maater  5'ed  is,  I  hear  to  follow — the  rMplendent 
cousin,  and  as  some  whisper,  the  heir — when  the 
liall  ^vill  be  thrown  open,  and  balls,  and  parties  of 
all  kinds,  croquet,  garden,  ^c,  ^e.,  will  set 
Westeriu  alive.  *  By  the  way,  ilies  Alice," — and  a 
merrier  t«-inkle  than  ordinary  came  to  the  doctor's 
eyea — "I  winder  you  have  never  thought  of  tliat 
Adonis  in  modern  attire,  the  Squire's  nephew. 
Vou'd  be  Hure  to  win  Irim,  and  be  the  envied  of  all 
your  sex." 

"  'lliat  is  speaking  but  very  poorly  of  my  sex, 
doctor.  What  can  make  you  so  cynical  to-night? 
\  would  not  wed  such  a  man  as  the  Squire's 
nephen'  though  it  mad*  me  mistress  of  that  dear 
old  1  lall  itself," 

"What!  not  with  all  its  messuages,  tenemeDts, 
crofts,  and  outhouses?''  laughed  Doctor  Aberoorn, 

"  1  trust,  doctor,  as  I  am  sure  you  do,  that  Aliee 
is  too  sensible  a  girl  to  look  to  the  wealth  before 
ilie  mail  iu  her  selection  of  a  husband,"  said  the 
?not!ier 

"  "True,  my  dear  niadani,"  coDtnnwd  I>o«tor 
.^l)ereom,  wiio  this  evening  seemed  in  a  perverse 
mood.  'But  what  is  there  wrong  in  the  young 
felbw  ?  Miss  .^liee,  I  do  rerily  belieTe  that  yov 


judge  every  young  maa  by  the  Mme  standard." 

'•  Aud  that,  doetur  r"  ^-  ..  ' 

•'Your  brother CiiarlM.**  "  •»>   • 

A  sigh  broke  from  th«  mother's  lips. 

•Is  It  not  slrange,  speakiiig  of  Charley,"  aha 
said,  that  the  ^ustrailiaa  mail  is  in  tsd  brought 
no  letter?  Never  has  be  missed  one  before.  IJo 
always  writes  to  Roaebod,  as  he  calls  her,  the  dear, 
aiEe«lionat«  boy  1  i  am  the  more  anxiona  because, 
in  his  last  letter,  1m  hinted  that  he  was  nut  verj 
well,  bavins  caught  eold  vluU  campiag  Out  whan 
to  pursuit  of  bushrangers." 

"  Don't  be  anxious,  and  don't  be  diatraaaed.  dear 
mother,"  said  ^lice,  as,  crossing  the  room,  she  bent 
down  and  kissed  her  parent's  cheek.  "  You  kii«>w, 
we  must  not  expect  dear  old  Charley  to  be  always 
so  regular.  We  must  recollect  h«  is  veiy,  very 
bosy,  iocreasing  his  sUtion  every  month — aad.  oh, 
making  sneh  a  fortune,  when  he  will  come  back ! 
Faney,  mamma,  what  joy  it  will  b«  when  he  ar- 
rives, the  dear,  dear  fellow !  Oh,  dualor,  you  can't 
can't  imagine  how  delighted  I  shall  be! " 

She  looked  up  as  she  spoke,  and  the  doctor 
thought  be  bad  never  seen  so  prslty  a  picture  of 
happy  maidenhood. 

AlieeWalden's  hands  hung  clasped  bs£m  bsr, 
her  small  head  was  raised,  her  bosom  heaved,  b«r 
breath  appeared  poised  «>n  h»;r  red  lips,  her  tvu 
sparkled  with  tears— all  the  exuberant  effect  of  that 
great  expectant  iuy  to  see  Charley  again. 

1  he  slight  silence  which  bad  ensued  was  inter- 
rupted by  a  rather  loud  ring  at  the  galA, 

"  Perhaps,  it's  for  me,"  remarked' footer  AbeN 
corn.  "  I  hare  abserved,  my  dear  Miss  Alice,  how 
frequently  when  I'm  here,  some  olMlinate  patient  is 
sure  to  fall  ill  and  want  me.  Yes,  surely  heiw 
comes  yaur  maid  to  summon  nie,  I  do  not  doubt.  " 
he  added,  as,  the  door  opening,  the  servant  entered. 

"  What  is  It,  Hannah  ?"  asked  Mrs  Walden, 
turning  to  the  girl- 

"  I'leaae,  the  dootor's  waaUd,  a'm." 

"  There,  I  told  you  so  1  Wy  patients  might  have 
a  little  more  consideration.  It's  my  man,  I  sup- 
pose, Hannah?"  remarked  Dootor  .<lb«roorn.  a 
trifle  teetily. 

"No, please,  sir,  it's  Jim,  the  under-gamekeeper 
at  the  '.411.  As  he  com'd  along  the  road,  he  found 
just  outside,  a  gentleman  throw'd  from  his  horse, 
and  insensible.  So  he  rang  for  help,  aad  hearia' 
you  w«re  here,  sir,  thought  you  would  see  him." 

"  See  him  ?— of  course  !  I>«ar,  litariue — thrown 
from  his  horse  I  I  hope  he  is  not  seriously  hurt !" 
rxolaimed  Doctor  .^bereorn,  bustling  oot.  'Where 
is  my  hat  J    Thanks,  Miss  Alice !" 

•'  Open  the  hall-door,  Hannah, "  said  Mn, 
Walden,  who  had  followed.  "Doctor,  if  llie  ^oor 
gentleman  be  much  hurt  or  aet,  be  must  he 
shaken,-  therefore,  pray  bnng  him  here." 

"  I  accept  your  generons  hospilahty  in  his  name, 
my  dear  madam,"  replied  Doctor  .Aberoorn,  as  lia 
ran  down  the  steps,  at  the  foot  of  which  he  was 
joined  by  Jim,  when  together  they  )>ruceededlo  the 
scene  of  the  accident. 

It  was  not  many  yards  ofl°.  Soon  they  i«acii«d 
tl»e  gentleman,  lying  face  upwards  on  the  wayside 
grass  to  which  Jim,  the  keeper,  had  thonghifuUy 
dragged  him,  and  which  nis  horHc  was  quietly 
cropping  by  bis  «ide. 

'•  A  young  man,  Jim."  remarked  Doctor  Alxr- 
oorn,  as  he  kneeled  down  to  f^el  Uie  polso  of  tlic 
stranger  I  Wonder  how  be  could  havo  managed  to 
stumble."  , 

"  It's  my  'ninion,  sir,  it's  tbeiu  there  darn<-d 
poachers,  and  that  this  'ere  haccident  was  inten- 
ded for  the  Squire." 

"  What  do  you  mean,  Jim  ?  interrupted  I>o<:ii  r 
Abercom  still  busy  with  his  examination. 

"  Why,  look  you,  sir,  the  .'-quire's  mortal  hard 
with  the  poachers,  and  gives  it  '«m  wsrm  w'hen  ho 
grabs  'em.  Well,  do  you  see  how  dark  the  nrchin' 
trees  make  this  here  part,  sirf  And  do  you  no 
that  there  chunk  of  tree  trunk  in  the  middle  of  the 
road  ?  It's  my  'pinion,  then,  Ihot  that's  what's 
cansed  the  accident,  and  that  it  were  intentioned 
for  the  Squire,  whose  carridge  will  be  by  in  a 
hour's  time  for  he's  dinin'  witli  Sir  John  Bnek- 
straw.  He's  alive,  then,  sir,"  added  Jim,  as  a  low 
groan  issued  from  thu  injured  man. 

To  be  Cbnfinued—  Gommeruxd  fti  No.  152.    "   ^ 
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LOVE.    (Banjo  Song.) 


Arranged  for  the  Guitar  or  Sanjo,  by  Prof.  Edmand  Clark,  Teacher  of  ilio  Guilur,  Biinjo,  Violin,  Or^aii,  Accordoon  and  Singing,  No.  286  Bowery,  Vim  TOrtc 
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,    ,     1.        0    Lovff      it        is      such    a      ve  -  ry    fan  -  iiv  Ihin-j:,     It   catch -cs    the    .voun<j   and     the    old,  Its 

' -'    2.  When  a  Man's    in     lovo     with   a     piet  -  tj     lit  -  tie   i,'iil      llo    talks         as    "(jentle    as        a    do?e.  He 

3»      So    boys  kiepa-uay    liom  the    girls  I  say,     And  give  them  ploa  -  ty       of  room. 


« 


You'll 


jnst 

calls 

think 


a     plate       of     Iward  -  ing  -  house     hash.     For     ma  -  ny's     the      man's  been     sold ;        It      ivill 
his    lioney  and  he    spends       lots  of  money.  For  to    show  her     that  he's  solid     in     love;     When     his 

And    then  yon'll  wish  that  yon    were    dead;     With      a 


like 
you're     in     clover  till  the  honey     -     moon  is  over. 
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make      jon       feel       like      a      fresh|    wa  -  ter    eel,      It    will  cause  your  h«art    for     to  swell, 
money     is  all      gone      and     his    clothes   up    the  spout,    lie   will    find    'the      old      say  -  in^  true, 
cross   -    ey    -    cd        ba   -   by       on     each         knoe.  With     a    wife   with      a     wart  on  her  nose, 


?=^; 


\ou  mav 
That  a' 
Yon  will 
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lore 
bird 
find 


your  wife 
in  the  hand 
that      love 


jis      yon      do       yonr      life     but  'twill  em  -  pty  your    pock  -  ct  book  as    well.  So 

is     worth  two     in  the     bush,  What  the  deuce  is    'a        fel  -  low  going  to     do.         With  a 
don't  run        so    smooth  When  you  have   to   wear  your  sec  -  ond  lianded  clothes.  When 


boys 
wife 

the 


keep    a-  way    from  the  girls,       I        sav,      And      give     them     plen  -  ty       of     room, 

and        four  -  teen        half    starved   ki(r:^,     And       tell     you  it     aint  no      fun, 

rents  aro      high,         the      ki<ls  Avill  cry,  Kase  they  aint    'got        nothing       for  to  chaw, 


on  will 
When  the 
You'll  hoi 


find 

butch 

ler 


when  you're  wod    they'll      bung  you  till  Your  dead,  With  t'le  bawld  head-ed    end      of      a   broom. 
-  er  comes  around  tbr    to     col  -  led    his  bills    With    a     doi;     and     a  double   bar  -  rell'd  gun. 

for   your  .son      fnr     to    load    np     the         gun.     Tor    to    vacci  -  n.iU'  your  Moth  -  cr  -  in  -  Law. 
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Tlll^:     $ilil«l<:K$<'    JOIJRiKAL.. 


She  VOB  so  Sweet. 

Song  and  l>ance.         By  W'auon  &  EIUb. 

I  vender  where  my  Kalrink  voa,     . 

t)lie  prtiiuised  lo  meet  nie  liere  ; 
I  voi  wailing  bere  fur  a  cuu|>le  of  hours, 

Und  iilill  olie  dun't  come  here. 
Iiere  noiiietLiiig  musl  th«  uiaiter  vos, 

'Cause  she  would  iiol  slay  aviiy. 
For  I  have  Dot  seen  her  fiying-pau  face 

Sine?  dree  weeks  ago  lo-iiay. 

Chokus. 

Oh,  my!  my  love  she  vos  to  sweet. 
Mil  her  turnip  nose  and  ^'reat  biff  feet. 
My  true  love  shews"  »<•  l>and»<:>m«, 

Und  I  know  she  can't  be  l>e«t  ; 
She  smiled  so  sweei  when  «e  did  meet — 

Oh,  my  !   she  vos  so  sweet. 

Dear  Honnoe.  you  mn»t  ocAiee  me, 

Cause  1  ouldn  t  come  .round  last  nigUt, 

My  uncle  he  vos  on  u  drunk, 

Und  he  come  Iconic  a«tul  liuht. 

but  I  will  meet  you  in  Ccuiral  I'aik, 

So  Honnos.  don  t  suy  no, 
'Cause  I  exiH-'ct  in  a  couple  of  w«e\8 

To  be  your  little  frww.  Chorus. 


Take  it  Bob. 

Sungby  Miss Aletta Jordan. 

The  Music  of  tUlHor  any  other  song,  kept  constiintly 

on  hand  and  will  be  sent  l)y  us  to  luiy  iiildress. 

poat  paid,  ou  recelpu  vt  pilce,  lucents. 

I'm  a  jolly  youni;  miller,  bob  I'ell  is  my  name, 
Ami  in  m\  own  villaije  I  m  well  known  lofume; 
1  ve  a  dear  lillle  sweet-ht-urt.  a  nice  lillle   lass, 
I'm  fond  of  h.r  I.m..  und  I  m  fond  of  my  glass. 
I'erliaps  I'm  too  IuimI  ihey  bay  that  may  lie, 
1  try  10  be  merry  and  am  as  you  see  ; 
But  if  I  attempt  to  refuse  drinks  a  day, 
I      1  fancy  the  wheel  if  my  mill  seems  lo  say— 
('hoiiits. 
Take  it  I'ob  lake  it  Hob  t.ikc  il  Hob,  take  it  bob, 
'1  hat's  whai  I  fancy  my  m'"  seems  \.<  M»y  ; 
'ia'ie  it  I  ob,  take  it  Hob    lake  it  H"b.  take  it, 
luke  il  bob,  Uke  it,  it  «  belter  than  tea. 

I  dr.  ami  't'liier  niijht  ihat  Hob  Hell  **■*  no  more, 
He  died  al  the  aije     well,  miy  iwenly-four. 
And  1  h.ar.l  llie  folks  round  Ine  tay,     •  drink'.s 

do'ie  il«  worst." 
And  iillhough  I  wu»  dead   I  wus  dying  willi  thirst. 
A  botile  of  i<ran  iy  close  by  I  C<>u  d  .-ee. 
''i  was  iiieuiii  for  ili«'  mourners,  it  wiisti  t  for  me, 
.And  as  on  n'y  Ixd  niill  und  silent  I  lay. 
la  ihe  distance  diaiiuelly  I  beard  my  mill  say- 
lake  it  Bob,  tkc. 

Now  I'm  only  up  here  f.ir  a  bit  of  a  spree, 
M\  pa  thinks  il  s  busiMe.'^s  tn'tween  y<>\i  and  me, 
bill  you  know  the  old  haying  ihm  n'-ver  dec.  ivea — 
Wlialihe  eve  doesn'l  see.  I  hi-  In  art  never  i:riev«*s. 
I  uiu^l  toddle  at  once   sognod.b)  lo  you  all  ; 
I'erlinps  soon  again  I'll  give  you  a  call  ; 
Now  don  t  ask  me  lo  drinU  before  I  uo  away. 
Or  I'm  oerluin  to  fancy  1  hear  my  mill  fay— 

'  'lake  it  Uob,  tiae. 


Pretty  Little  Tommy  With  a  Squeak. 

By    Hen  Dodtfc. 

One  afternoon  as  down  llie  street  T  rambled. 
My  allenlion  whs  aliiacte.l  by  a  cMwd 

Ofyeople    wh<^  with  open  moulhs  w.  re  lisl'ninjj 
'io  some  liiii;;uuge  which  li>  me  ceetned  Very  loud. 

It  issued  from  a  chap  upon  the  corner. 

A  fellow  who  waf  ovcrmocke^l  with  cheek. 
He'd  a  little  nibWr  toy  which  he  was  se  ling. 

And  be  said  il  was  a  lommy  wilh  ii  .M^ieak. 

Spoken  ;  He  pnlled  a  strtnc.  ci»u«ing  the  littl.> 
rubber  toy  to  move  its  arms  and  leijs  in  a  ridiculous 
manner,  and  at  iIk*  shiik-  lime  to  iilti  r  a  very 
peonliar  little  soueak ;  (hen  the  gcniicman  would 
n>und  to  his  auaienca  and  cny  — 


Cuoiu's. 
Will  you  buy  a  little  'lommy  wilh  a  squeak,  rqueak, 

(queak, 
Tull  il  for  a  week  it  will  rqueak,  i-queak,  squeak, 
Hny  a  lillle  'lommy  Hiiii  u  t-ipieak.  nqueai,,  squeak, 
I'letly  litilo  Tommy  wiih  u  ^qlleak. 

I  purehased  one,  it  was  ko  very  funny 

'i'liat  I  couldii'i  keep  it  hidden  out  of  sight. 
At  home  we  had  a  lillle  boy  in  trowsers, 

\V  lio  had  sufferiijg  been,  and  crying  nil  the  night; 
And  the  caii-e.  I  found,  of  all  this  youthful  sorrow. 

Was,  he<l  had  thu  Ktoniaoh-ache  for  near  u  week. 
But  he  laughed  so  loud,  (he  pain  at  once  departed. 

When  1  kl  hitu  take  the  "  tommy  with  a  ^queak. 

Will  you  buy,  Ac. 

For  some  lime  1  have  sojourtied  in  ihe  city, 

And  of  uours(!  I  liiive  lieen  looking  out  for  fun, 
I've  derired  wilh  the  girls  to  gel  auqiiuinted, 

but  they  turn  me  the  cold  flioiilder,  eveiy  one  ; 
There  is  one  by  whom  1  have  be'.n  capliviiled. 

And  tliouj;u  lo  gam  her  noiioe  1  di^l  Srek. 
She  someli   w   fi-owneil  on  all  of  in\  iidviinccs. 

'lill  I  showed  the  littlo   lummy  with  u  aqueak ! 

Spoken  :     'I  hut   broke    the    ice.    for    she  turned 
wilh  an  angelic  suiiloand  murmured —  Chorus, 

Now  advicu  in  this  matter  I  will  give  you. 

And  I'm  certain  you  wdl  tind-ii  true  indeed. 
If  you  try,  and  ciinnot  win  a  girl  s  atfections, 

buy  a  little  rubber  loy.  and  you  II  ><ucceed. 
For  if  when  lo  ple.is.-  your  cause  you  would  endeavor. 

Should  the  lady  blush  and  hung  her  head  so  meek, 
She'll  quickly  smile  and  whi.-per  )e»,  i-o  sweetly. 

When  yuu  show  iho  little  tommy  with  a  squeak, 

W  ill  you  buy,  «to. 


The  Banks  of  tlie  Potomac. 

By  £d.  Uarrlgan. 


On  the  banks  of  the  I'otomao, 

I  am  lonely  here  ti>-niglit. 
Sore  I'm  waiting  for  the  enemy 

'looom*  oul  here  and  fight; 
.4rrali,  when  the  war  is  over, 

Oh  !    I  will  blcs  the  day  ;  , 

Let  me  be  dead  or  living, 

I'd  praise  America. 
Hut  sure  I  can't  helu  thinking 

( )f  the  girl  I  left  behiud, 
A  rosy  Irish  las^-ie, 

^o  loving  and  Sii  kind  ; 
My  deiir  old  (rrnv-haired  mother, 

I  left  \here  nil  alone, 
I'd  feel  like  youn<  Napoleon, 

When  I  go  marching  home. 

Oh  !  a  soldiers  life  is  tedious. 

When  h'- s  layini:  loos(«  in  camp 
We  never  have  excuement, 

L'ides-  We're  on  a  tramp  ; 
A  short  life  and  a  merry  one, 

Is  ijeneially  our  Ii  t, 
lill  we  gel  our  life-long  furlough 

From  thcenemyc  heavy  shot. 
If  a  soldier's  never  kill. 

Oh  !  he  s  smother -d  up  in  luek, 
Should  he  lo^-o  an  ear  or  linger. 

Or  Im^  with  a  bayonet  stuck  : 
Lie  can  get  ii  pmrof  crulches 

From  ih.'  docior,  ii's  well  known, 
And  feel  like  the  King  of  IcrMa, 

W  hen  he  goea  iiiarching  hoiiM. 

It's  a  pi  a-ure  to  the  soldier, 

111  loidj  up  in  the  ski«'S, 
And  see  the  siaiK  a-blinking, 

like  a  pair  ,  f  roguish  eyes. 
A-wii'kinu  und  a-lwinkling. 

Just  us  if  they'd  say — 
You  msy  kiss  me  if  you  catch  ma 

before  I  git  away. 
For  to  hear  the  wind  a-howling 

.4nd  moaning  through  the  trees, 
It's  I  n.iu-h  to  make  you  shiver, 

,4nd  tremble  in  ihe  knees  ; 
I'.ui  I  must  do  mv  duty. 

If  I  jieirify  to  slou'' ; 
1  11  f.el  like  Julius  Cos-ar- 

When  I  go  marchiug  home. 


Skating  on  One  in  the  Gutter- 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  oth IT  BOD s,  kept  roiistanUy 

on  hand,  and  wUl  be  sent  by  its  to  auv  address, 

pobt  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  lo  cents. 

When  I  was  a  boy  I  was  brimful  of  fun, 

For  all  sorts  of  u  ioks  I  was  noted  ; 
Fipm  morning  and  evening  I  never  was  done. 

On  rollicking  pleasure  1  doted. 
I  tried  every  game,  and  when  winter-time  came, 

With  joy  I  was  all  in  a  flutter; 
Then,  out  on  the  ice,  (.),  I  tell  you  'twas  nice — 

I  went  skating  f>n  onu  in  the  gutter  ! 
Chubcs. 
.Skill ing  on  one.  skating  on  one  ! 
O,  boys,  tliere  wns  never  such  glorious  fun, 
.411  other  pleasures  of  \ out h  I  would   shun. 
And  go  skating  on  one  in  the  gutter  I 

I  beat  all  the  bo^  s  with  toy  far-fetching  stride. 

In  fuel  I  wns  never  artistic  ; 
While  backward  atid  f<irwurd  so  graceful  did  glide 

I  thought  ev  rv  motion  majestic. 
I  cared  not  to  skate  »>n  the  rink  or  the  park, 

Vou  may  b  lieve  il's  Ihe  truth  which  I  utler. 
The  best  of  all  pleasures  from  daylight  till  dark. 

Was  ekaling  on  one  in  the  gutter  !  Chorus. 

To  ioin  in  the  sport  I  would  loiur  from  «cliool, 

Jnd  Kain  the  grent  wruili  of  my  uiaeler  ; 
Sometimes  on  the  ic;  I  would  gel  a  great  fall. 

And  go  home  for  u  piece  of  shin-plu-ter. 
And  oft  thro  the  day  I  would  sleul  ^oft  away, 

Wilh  a  hungry  boy's  balm,  bread  and  butter. 
To  meet  my  companions  so  noisy  and  gay. 

And  go  hkutii.g  on  one  in  ihegutUr.     Chorus. 


You  Never  will  be  Grubstruck  till  the 

Grub  Euns  Out . 

By  P.  J.  Downey.         Air  :    You  never  miss  the  wrater. 

When  a  boy  in  rensylvania, 

W  iih  a  rounder  on  a  trump, 
A  short  und  irulhful  lesi-on 

On  my  memory  ho  did  stamp. 
One  day  while  I   was  euling  pie, 

I  threw  some  cake  away, 
Uc  turned  his  foggy  e^es  around, 

And  this  to  me  did  say. 

CuoKf.s. 

Pick  it  up  again  John,  pick  It  up  I  say, 
Iloll  it  in  your  handkei  chief  for  u  rainy  day, 
lo  you  it  will  be  ii^etnl.  of  this  I  have  n..  doubt. 
For  you  never  will  he  grubstruck  till  the  grub 

runs  out. 

One  day  while  stealing  chickens. 

A  farmer  tired  u  shot, 
Dave  whispered  soflly  in  my  ear, 

lis  time  to  lake  a  drop  ; 
We  ran  ihrough  mud  up  lo  our  cye% 

I  threw  a  duck  away ;  .  .  .,^ 

Once  more  he  turned  his  foggy  eyes. 

And  this  to  me  did  suy. 

Now  Dave  is  on  the  Islund,  I 

A  serving  out  a  year  ; 
When  thinking  of  his  hungry  facs, 

I  have  to  drop  a  tear. 
And  when  I'm  |>as»ing  by  the  place 

Where  he  has  got  to  slay, 
I  have  to  think  of  liuugry  Dave,      I 

.^ud  what  he  used  lo  say. 


Chorus. 


Chorus, 
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Jo&t  to  Please  the  Boys^ 

sung  by  Miss  Ella  Mayo. 

The  Music  of  tills  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

OH  liaud,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addresb. 

pobt  paid,  oa  receipt  or  price,  35  cents. 


Some  people  have  peculiar  ways,     . . 

And  I  Lave  some  I  know, 
I  dou't  like  swell  society, 

llestraiut  I  cuuuot  go.  .; 

I've  done  and  will  do  as  I  pleMA, 

Keep  still  or  make  a  noise, 
I  love  to  please  the  ladies— but, 

Prefer  to  iileaso  the  bovH. 

Spoken :  Oh  I  well,  ladles  never  appear  perfect  In 
each  other's  eyes,  there's  always  some  Utile  fault, 
whether  causi'il  by  envy,  jealously  or  otherwise,  soon 
tUlaoccablou  1  waive  lemale  opinion  and  intend— 

■  '    Chobcs. 

Just  to  please  the  boys, 

Just  to  plfftse  the  boys. 
I  always  meant  with  (^rave  intent, 

To  try  iiud  please  the  boys, 

I  love  to  siuK,  to  Bjiil  and  race, 

I  love  tn  ^<kate  nud  dance, 
I  love  all  Kociiil  parties  where  they 

Give  ft  ^h\  ft  chftuce. 
My  lady  friends  find  fault  l>ecan8e 

Tliey  ciiuiiot  share  my  joys, 
And  tell  lui-  I  m  too  forwurd,  when — 

I  try  to  please  the  boys. 

Spoken :  Yes,  whenever  I  try  to  entertain  the  frentl.v 
men  I  UC;ir  such  exclamations  as  these  ;  "  alu  t  she 
awful  !'•  How  exceedingly  fresh  !"  ••  She  will  iipvcr 
catch  a  sensible  husband  !"'    And  aU  this  because  1  try 

Chorus. 

Some  people  call  me  fickle. 

Just  bcc.iuse  I  cbnnge  my  bean, 
And  don't  keep  one  man  to  myself. 

And  l«-t  nil  others  go, 
Now  tbiit  1  think  would  be  unkind. 

For  no  one  more  enjoys. 
To  give  good-looking  men  a  chanoe. 

And  try  and  please  the  boys. 

Spoken  :  Lord  I  Tm  not  fickle,  I  do  ltk«  one  man. 
The  other  evening  a  gentle mau  kissed  me  Just  t)ccauso 
I  let  hlra.  He  r'^peated  the  act  and  then  wanted  an 
encore.  1  refused.  He  said,  "  Ella,  they  all  do  It."  Ue 
didn't  mean  me.  1  have  a  few  kisses  lett,  and  when  I 
distribute  them  Jt  will  be—  Chorus. 


Sweet  Little  Rose  of  the  Lea. 

Copyrlslit.  1-.73.       ByT.  B.Kelly. 

The  Music  of  this  01  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  »iil  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 


I'U  wait  for  you  under  the  willow. 

When  the  twilight  creeps  over  the  dell 
Yon  know  how  I  long  to  be  near  you. 

Sweet  tales  of  sffectjou  to  tell. 
I'll  whisi)er  a  lt>ver'M  devotion 

To  cue  who  is  dearest  to  me  ; 
Oh  hiiHte  to  the  willow  and  meet  me. 

My  Sweet  little  Bot>e  of  the  Lea. 

Chobcs. 

I'll  wait  for  yon  under  tho  willow,  » 

Oh  !  come  and  be  happy  with  me, 

I  long  for  the  light  ot  your  glances. 
My  sweet  little  Kose  of  the  Lea. 

I'll  wait  for  yon  under  the  willow. 

Where  oft  I  have  met  you  before, 
We'll  walk  by  the  brook«iide  together, 

And  promise  to  love  evermore. 
The  moonbeams  will  brighten  oar  pathway, 

The  night-birds  will  warble  in  glee. 
The  breeze  will  be  laden  with  murmurs, 

My  sweet  little  Boee  cf  the  Lea.  Chonu. 

ni  wait  for  you  under  the  willow. 

And  sigh  'till  your  sweet  voice  I  hear  ; 
Eiich  moment  is  weary  without  yon. 

No  sorrow  can  live  when  yon're  near. 
In  raptnre  I'll  fondly  embrace  yon,  ,  . 

For  ever  mv  darling  you'll  he, 
O'l  !  comp  and  repeat  our  old  pleasnre. 

My  sweet  little  Rose  of  the  Le%.  Chorus. 


It's  Only  the  Way  Thut  it's  Done. 

Air:     Thai's  where  you  make  ihe  ml.st!il;e. 

Sung  with  great  sui  cess  by  llarr>-  A.  Turner,  at 
Tony  Pastor's  Opera  House. 

I  want  yon  to  listen  to  me  for  awhile, 

And  a  song  1  will  sing  that  is  new. 

And  I'll  show  yon  the  diflferauce. 

Yon  can  juilge  for  yourself, 

And  you'll  say  lliat  my  song  it  is  true.         .  -. 

By  chance  you  might  meet — 

A  friend  in  the  street. 

Who  for  money  would  talk  you  most  dumb, 

Y'ou  must  never  take  mind 

If  a  man  tidks  vou  blind. 

For  it's  only  the  way  that  it's  done.  "" 

Choris. 
Tis  the  same  on  (he  stage  if  yon  fly  in  a  rage, 
Now  or  m.tke  up  yourself  ns  a  bnm. 
AiidtheKou;^  that  I  sing  applause  may  not  briup, 
If  it  wiis  not  for  tho  way  that  it's  done. 

As  I  sat  in  tho  open  one  evening  quite  gay. 

Just  l)eNide  a  young  girl  and  her  Imhu. 

For  it  seemed  very  queer  ns  this  girl  she  drew  near. 

And  at  me  sly  glances  did  throw, 

As  she  moved  close  to  me, 

Now  my  heart  beat  with  glee. 

When  lio  called  me  a  thief  nivl  a  bum. 

Now  I  said  don't  get  mad  there  a  good  little  lad, 

It'.s  only  tho  way  that  it's  done. 

One  eveniuir  wh'-n  I  rnme  home  from  my  work, 

It  is  queer,  but  tlieve's  many  strange  things,  _. 

When  I  sii'.v  my  dear  wile, 

Yii;  I  did  ui)oa  my  life,  ^ a 

Was  nursing  a  pair  of  young  twiuii, 

Then  Hie  doctor  he  camo  .     '' 

And  a  bill  he  did  claim.  " 

And  of  tnoney  he  wanted  a  sum,         .  '  ;. 

So  I'll  tell  you  quite  plain 

That  1  can  do  it  again 

For  it's  only  the  way  that  it's  done.  Chorus. 


Kitty  the  Sweet  Flower  Girl. 


By  Wm.  I.awler. 


Air  :    BIddv  the  Ballet  Girl. 


Oh!  I  am  a  poor  workin:;  ir,;:ii, 

I've  a  ciiarniitig  young  daugliter  named  Kitty, 
She  Bells  bouquets  on  liie  plievt  ; 

Aa  the  people  pass  lliey  cay,  ain't  she  pretty  ! 
The  young  swcIIh  tiny  wink  a-  lliey  pa.-^p. 

Hut  Kilty  the  darling  don  t  mind  thrm, 
And  then  while  they're  walking  away. 

Ihty'Il  Luru  for  to  look  Iwhind  thi-tn. 

■;■  .-\ '1  ■■  ,^':;,/V  V;- ■".  Chorus.     ■'■:■  r'-;    ..^  '-'-  ^     .:■-. 
On  the  street  she's  the  belle  of  the  city, 

,4nd  the  people  call  her  charming  Kitty. 
She  brings  horne  the  niont-y  and  giv-s  it  to  me. 

And  large  pneents  tfo,  most  bt-aulifui  to  Kee. 
For  she  is  the  pride  of  her  mother. 

Her  father  and  sister  and  brother, 
On  the  piano  kIic  plays  after  felling  honqufU. 

Oh  .'   there  8  noiiK  I  hut  could  equal  my  Kilty. 

When  the  liolidiiys  are  near  at  hand,  '/-,. 

:^he  makes  thy  wrtalh^snd  Ihe  ro^o*  ;   .■  • --\ 
And  1  build  her  a  neat  litile  Ftand, 

'ihen  her  fair  face  to  t^e  colil  .■^he  expo«os. 
She's  in  love  with  a  young  dry  good-*  oerk. 

And  he  lakes  her  l.o  picnics  and  purlieu. 
They  are  going  lu  be  marritid  next  year. 

Ills  name  ii  is  Jerry  Mcfarthy.  Chorus. 

Last  week  wliile  she  was  selling  bouquets. 

A  young  chap  stepped  up  for  lo  buy  one. 
Says  he,  •'  oh  you  dumpling  you  lamb, 

^  kies,  love  I  d  like  for  lo  try  one,  ' 
Justthen  .lerry  he  happened  along, 

i  hen  the  gussie  began  for  lo  Blutter. 
But  Jerry  caught  him  under  the  ear. 

At^A  landed  him  out  in  the  gutter.  Chorus. 

I  Won't  see  Old  Ireland  Etm  Down. 
Written  and  sung  by  Henry  Carney. 

There's  a  dear  little  spot  called  the  Emerald  We, 
.*nd  thtrt-  one  fine  dri'.  I  '■^'•.s  » t-h 


So  that  is  the  nason  my  blo«)d  always  boils 

When  {leople  speak  of  it  with  soom  ; 
Ht-r  M>!i^  uiul  and  her  diiughteR  are  gallant  and  lair. 

And  '.ha  country  ilsell  is  8»>  grand 
That  I  cjtniiol  imagine  why  people  shoukl  speak 

lu  di^imiisc  of  my  dear  uativu  land. 
Cbobus. 
So  hurrah  for  old  Ireland,  the  land  of  my  birth. 

Her  sous  have  gaiue<l  famons  renown, 
'Tis  known  as  a  glorious  picture  on  eaiib,  - 

So  I  won't  hear  old  Ireland  nm  down.         "  "' 

I'm  sure  that  no  Irishman  ever  need  be 

Ashamed  of  those  heroes  gone  by, 
'NVlio  f(night  liko  true  Irishmen  only  can  do. 

When  foes  of  (heir  country  were  nigb. 
And  in  modern  limes,    when  tor  Euglnnd 

they  fongbt, 

They  wero  foremost  and  first  in  the  fray. 
And  at  tho  Crimea,  when  danger  was  near, 

Pat  never  kej>t  out  of  the  wa}-.  Chorus. 

The  nnmex  of  O'Connell,  and  all  such  as  he. 

Should  makti  eviTv  Irishnniii  proud  ; 
They  were  Inland's  1h  roe;,  in.tl  showed  that 

they  were. 

With  wit  and  with  wiH<lom  endowed  ; 
They  spoke  t<ir  their  country,  ax  every  man  should. 

No  matter  what  country  »>r  creed  ; 
So  we  never  need  be  ashamed  of  Ireland's  sons. 

For  they  proved  (rue  in  (bought  word  and  dee«l. 

ChoroH. 


The  Dutchmans  Wiiie,  ■ 

By  Charles  T.  Kills.    Air  :  Perhaps  she's  on  the  RaUway. 

Now  here  I  vos  n  poor  Dntohman 

Vol  hasn't  got  one  cent; 
For  I  get  kicked  and  knocked  around 

Mosl everywhere  where  I  Went. 
My  wife  she  run  away  from  me, 

Uul  when  oho  does  come  back, 
AiA  "li<-n  1  catch  a  hold  of  her, 

1  11  kick  her  away  np  in  the  baek-     ' 
Cnoias. 
I'erhftps  olii-'s  in  a  beer  saloon, 

\N  iiBliing  towels  out ; 
Perhape  flie  ><  in  n  barbershop*, 

.Mskiii:^  paner  krout, 
rerhap^  nh<>  i.<  perhaps  the  ain't,  , 

For  I  can't  toh-  you  why, 
liul  whori   die  says  I  vos  no  goo** 

1  know  dot  vaM  a  lie. 

My  wife  she  vas  bo  beautiful, 

I  can't  folTgol  her  face. 
She's  got  a  bunion  on  her  sar, 

.4iid  Corns  all  over  her  face. 
Her  hair  vas  red  snd  her  eyes  vaa  Wne, 

And  when  she'd  go  lo  lannh, 
I'm  It  Ron  of  a  min.  and  I  hope  to  die. 

If  she  <li'!n  I  look  lik<-  a  ciilf  Churns. 


Mr.  Johnny  Dougherty 

'I'ou'vc  all  heard  of  the  solid  men. 

And  nx'ii  of  great  renown  ; 
l!ul  if  \<>n  II  lisicii  for  a  while, 

1  III  crriain  y<'U  will  own 
Thai  I'm  iIk'  m^isL  ie«(>ect<^l  man 

In  tills  ;;ivHl  town  ;  and  why? 
it  is  becau-e  when  1  walk  ont 

You  will  h«-ar  the  peojile  cry — 

Choucs. 
I'm  Mr.  Jol'.nny  Dougherty,  the  tailor, 

A  man  of  greiit  renown  ; 
And  evt-iylxMly  knows  that  to  make  a  ruiiofrl..i|,.-r 

I  III  ihe  very  l*»t  you'll  find  in  all  line  >.»n. 

I've  heard  thom  say  a  tnilor  Is 

The  ninth  yart  of  a  man; 
Lf't  them  get  up  and  knock  me 

In'.o  nine  {larta  if  thev  can. 
I>evil  a  one  wi.iiM  .-vcr  dare  .';' 

lo  U)X  me  for  a  foe. 
For  i  CHii  box  a>  well  as  stiteh, 

.A;"  vii  V  Mtl!  ilicy  know.  Chorns. 
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Sheeny   Glazier' 

snag  by  Frank  Bu8li.     Air  :  Josepbns  Oraogc  Blostiom. 

GoofJ-evening.  frien<l»,   I'm  Poloin.'ii  riilenrinsky,     . 

I  o«iii«  liere  all  ilie  wny  from  Ludlow  street; 
Yuu  liel  I  sill  a  buii>'  liiil«  slieeiiy, 

Ai  iiUit*  piUet-n,  yuu  Im:!  I  can't  h«  b«at. 
My  rouie  ia  riglit  tlirougli  Lutllow  to  llie  liowery. 

Ami  from   l.owery  down  to  Avenue  A, 
WlifD  llie  luaf.rs  on  the  eorncr  du  iiianlt  me. 

1  uulj  tUi'B  aivund  to  them  aoU  say  ; 
"•••.  _'■_'."(.'  ■'         Chobus. 

!!ut»ky  (»ym)  Vntzsky.  (sym), 

I  hey  re  Irish  and  lh.-y  d.  n't  know  what  I  mean, 
'I  linfs  the  tiiily  wiiy  I  fool  do!<e  loafers. 

For  I'm  u  bully  sheeny  glass  putcen. 

Now  the  other  d«v  n  loafer  on  the  corner, 

Come  \i|>  ntid  noked  iii^  if  I  was  alive. 
And  with  a  cliil)  he  hit  me  on  the  nhoiilder, 

-rind  for  the  nt-aiefi  store  I  mude  it  dive. 
'1  he  man  thiitown.d  ih"  cicro  lie  chiised  ice  quickly, 

iliid  ttiih  1  is  fist  he  hit  me  in  ihe  eye, 
Ihcii  I  l"M  hitn  for  l<>  neiiil,  n,  miseniuuahinna. 

And  at  the  <lirt>  loafers  I'did  cry.  CLorue. 

Now  aiiodier  loafr  s'andiiiii  on  ilie  coruer, 

.>ay»  there's  goiii^  lo  be  a  l>i;<  wind  out  to-day  ; 
Vou  j>e<t»-r  flrap  your  busin.  s-s  lo  a  lamppost. 

And  hold  on  or  yon  will  lu'lii  uct  blowed  away. 
He  said  he  know  ii  plitce  ihfy  wauled  monkeys, 

'I  o  carry  "iirn^  for  sixiv  cents  a  day, 
.4nd  I  asked  him  then,  w  liy  lie  wan  not  working, 

And  I  nearly  drove  liim  iiia<l  wlien  I  did  say. 


McSwegan  From  Mayo- 

Uy  Ed.  Ilarrlgan. 

Oh .'  it's  lately  I've  niiased  her. 
Snre  I  mane  me  sister; 

Mies  strong  as  u  bull, 
And  nhe  slriLes  a  liurd  blow. 
,    Her  cheeks  ill-- V  »'■«  rosey, 

^rrd  mile  a»  I  he  posey  ; 
Ai  the  bi;^  CautI-  Garden 
She  l.inded  l)elo\v 

( 'iriXB, 
(>li  I  say  1  .tve  yo'i  seen  her. 
To  you  Id  de-'crib>'  1  er— 
She  rtriir-*  a  ;«d   ]>•  tt'Coat, 
And  II  hal  on  her  liead  ; 
>h<-  mov.s  whin  aiie's  walking, 
."^he  f-piikes  wliiii  t-hc's  talking  ; 
An   her  p>liicoa!.  in  marked 
O,  P.  Q  X.  V.  K.  Z. 

She  comes  out  wid  my  cousin*, 
I  couni  thcni  by  the  doieas  ; 

I  m  forord  foi  t-j  think 
1  iiey  have  lid  lier  astray.    . 

For  some  informa'ion 

I  d  euflfer  starvation  ; 
Swear  off  againii.  wiiieker. 
Iirink  noUnnj^  but  lay. 

On  h<r  check  there's  a  dimple. 
Oil  heri-.i-'e  there's  n  |n'>>pl^i 

Ihr  lu;  -I  very  Hmall — 

.'-tiri'  !>he  w-ar*  No.  10. 
Sli.'  w.T  :!!■■  lady 
i  l:ai  louuht  ,Mr.-».   Jirady, 

.\  t  lioiii  •  in  .Mnyo 

.<he  Could  whip  nil  th-'  men. 

She'd  biiii:  lilie  a  fairy. 

Or  any  c:ii'iiry,  > 

She  nev.r  was  ^tandinsf 
Wiiincvcr  shf  »et. 

Like  ol  I  N'epntne'sdauijhter 
•      .She'd  fall  in  the  war  r. 
She  d  0'>me  out  like  a  herring. 
She'd  luvyr  gel  w«!.. 

She  was  coh-r  when  drinking. 
\\  hen  a'!ap>-  she  was  thinking; 

^he  »a-*  iiflica!^  and  M>ft 
^.i  He  will  bllfflio  ; 

.'-'he  il  u  ii'iii-I   like  A  sailur 

Uii  b.ard  of  a  whaler; 
Her  name  was  MeSwejpiB, 
Itoiu  the  County  Mayo. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 

v4  •. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Wont  You  Buy  My   Frttty  Flowers. 

Words  liy  A.  A»'.  I'leJuh.      Mu.-!,'  Ipy  \V.  .S.  M.Uaey. 

Tbe  Musio  of  iliiHor  luiv  (.'iii»r tJiti<?.  kept  constantly 

oa  iwuil,  ill  (i  V.  ill  be  .cut  b.>  us  lo  any  address, 

pest,  iKita,  Oil  ritcUit  oi  jjrjce,  60  cents. 

Undernciilh  the  !:UHli:;hlit  ;;lilter  ■, 

.Slaiids  a  lilile  fraoiie  girl. 
Heedless  of  the  iiii;hi-niiiil8  bitter. 

As  they  roniid  ahoul  lur  whirl. 
WInle  the  hundreds  pa^»  unheeding,  »  , 

In  the  eveniiiij^i  waning  hours, 
btlll  she  eri'H  nidi  ttarlul  pleading. 

Won't  you  buy  iii\   pretty  tluwera? 
Cliolit  s. 
There  are  uiany  sad  and  weary. 

In  this  p'easuiit  world  i-f  uurs, 
Crying  every  night  i-o  dreary.  ' 

Won't  you  buy  my  (jieily  dowertf 

Not  a  living  word  li)  cheer  her. 

From  the  pag.xers-by  is  heard. 
Not  a  friend  to  linger  near  her. 

With  a  lienrl  by  pity  ftiircd. 
Homeward  gofs  the  liile  of  fashion. 


■"Peeking  i)leasiire'8  pleasant  liowers, 
None  to  I'lar  wiili  viid  compassion. 
Wont  you  buy  my  pretty  (lowers? 


Chorus. 


Kick  Me  Again, 
Parody  on  Kiss  Me  Agiiiu.  sung  by  A.  Conum. 

I  sat  down  one  night  on  an  <d<)  cellar  door, 

Around  the  corner  in  front  ot  a  l>u!ch  grocery  store. 

1  hinkinir  of  home,  and  my  clothes  all  in  hock, 

When  Ktiddenly  1  ixperii-ncfd  a  terrible  shook, 

Tlie  door  gave  away  and  iiiiincl<y  I  fell, 

I  bur.iled  my  ]iaiitulooiit<  and  iindenrarmenta  as  well, 

1  struck  on  my  head  on  the  hard  cellar  tlixir. 

And  the  proprietor  bounced  me  up  through  the  door. 

ClIORU.-i. 

Be  kickeknie  again  in  the  bosom  of  my  pants. 

Which  made  my  htoniach  f^i  i  queer. 
Be  kicked  ine  again  and  because'  i  complaineii. 

Out  on  the  Kidewaik  i  walked  on  my  car. 

Kicks  are  a  thing  that  all  biimmTS  cnnget. 
If  they  hang  around  salooiw  and  cigar  stores  you  bet, 
'J  hey  are  always  given  froidy  and  don  t  cott  a  otnt. 
And  the  place  that  you  ^el  thrin  are  sure  to  be  bent, 
Jf  once  you  g<t  hinded  out  in  Ihe  street. 
You  hai-dl',   would  caie  the  d'^se  lo  repeat. 
Boot  toes  have  nails  in  nbd  make  }0U  feel  sore, 
.^nd  always  are  ready  to  kick  yuu  once  more.     Cho. 


When  the  Tiurks  ai'e  Qoiug  to  Drill- 
words  and  Music  by  A.  Wbelun .      Dcd,  to  L.  Keynolds. 


say- 


What  means  Ibis  bugle  calling, 

'ihe  drums  ali  lieaiing  loud. 
Tlie  banners  they  are  waving. 

And  gathering  a  crowd. 
The  boys  ihey  all  are  shouting. 

We  cannot  keep  tliein  still, 
Weknow  it  now.  we  hear  ihcm 

'the  lurks  are  g<'ing  to  drill. 
("Honi's. 

Mark  lime,  boy»,  and  hold  yoi:r  head  erect. 
In  niarchiiig  sliure.  the  pnze  we  lake  yon  bet, 
I'ruiiis  and  trumpets,  sounding  loud  and  shrill. 
We  gaily  iiinich,  as  eliif  as  slarch, 
PVr  tho  i  urks  are  going  1.0  drill. 

Our  captain  w.'n  a  hero, 

He  fouglit  all  through  the  war. 
He  lay  upon  the  battle  field. 

And  never  j;ol  a  scar. 
To  see  us  out.  upon  parade, 

I  tell  y"U  i'.'s  a  treat,  •    '   ' 

In  full  legiiliH  ivt're  ai.iired, 

<  )D  the  dav  We  celebrate. 


Chorus. 


At  night  wc  have  «  supper, 

( lur  praises  then  we  sing. 
We  have  a  band  of  iiius:o. 

And  the  boy.'i  ail  have  iheir  fling. 
Such  r^houlidg  and  f^ueh   bawling. 

Ad  0|)era  troupe  we  II  kill, 
For  il'aoor  dtdight  to  danoe  all  night. 

When  the  Turks  are  going  In  drill. 


Choroa. 


Little  NeU.  "    J  >     ;' 

By  Miss  C.  YottDg.  Mutlc  by  Geo.  Llnlcy. 

"^'l^;? 'i'^'"^^  °'  '*!"*  Vf.  ?">■  ""If  •■  *»" g,  kept  constantly 

on  hand    and  will  bo  sent  by  us  lo  onv  address 

postpaid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  xoceata. 

They  told  him  gently  abe  was  gone. 

And  spoke  of  Heaven  uod  smiled. 
And  drew  him  from  the  lonely  room', 

Where  lay  the  lovely  child. 
'Tw^»  all  in  vain,  he  heeded  not,      ,- 

I  heir  pit\  ing  look-t  of  sorrow. 
Hush  !  hush :   he  nnid    she  o.ily  sleep*, 

Shell  wake  again  to-morrow  ! 
Hush!  hush!  he  said,  she  only  sleeps, 

Slie  II  wake  again  to-uioiroa  ! 

'1  hev  laid  her  in  a  lowly  grave, 

Where  winds  blew  liij-h  and  'bleak, 
Iho'  the  faintest  summer  breere  had  seemed 

loo  rough  to  fan  her  cheek  : 
And  the  poor  old  man  would  walcb, 

In  strange  and  childish  sorrow, 
And  wliiitper  to  himself  the  woixis. 

She'll  Come  again  to  nioriow! 
He'd  whi«|)er  to  liimself  the  words. 

She  11  Come  again  to  morrow  ! 

One  day  they  missed  him  long,  and  sought 

W  here  most  he  loved  to  slray, 
They  found  him  dead  upon  the  turf 

Whci-e  little  Nelly  lay; 
With  t*.ttring  steps  he  d  wandered  there, 

rreeh  hope  and  strength  to  borrow, 
And  e'en  in  dying,  breathed  the  prayer. 

Oh  !  let  her  come  to-morrow ! 
The  old  man  dying  breathed  the  prayer. 

Oh  !  let  her  come  to-uiorrow. 


Keep  in  de  Middle  of  de  Eoad. 

Words  and  Music  by  WUl,  S.  nays. 

Tbe  Mosto  ot  this  or  any  other  song,  keot  conttantJv 
*"'  ^*?S^  *°?H  *"•  be  sent  by  us  to  any  add?Sf     '^ 
post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  40  cents. 

I  hear  dem  angels  a  callin'  loud,         "  '  { 

Keep  in  de  middle  of  de  road  ; 
Dey's  a  waitin'  dar  in  a  great  big  crowd, 

Keep  in  de  middle  of  de  road.  i  ,  * 

I  see  dein  stand  roun"  de  big  white  gate. 

We  must  irabble  along   for  we  git  too  late, 
Fo'  'taint  no  use  fo'  to  sit  down  and  wait, 

Keep  in  dfl  middle  of  de  road. 

CHOBtm.  I  :' 

Den.  chil'ren  keep  in  de  middle  ob  4e  roaj,  | 

I>en,  chlren  keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  road,' 
Doo't  you  look  to  de  right,  don't  yon  look 

:    But  keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  road. 

I  ain't  got  time  fo'  to  atop  an'  talk. 

Keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  road  ;  . 

Ka»e  de  road  am  hough,  an'  it's  hard  to  wall:. 

Keep  in  de  middle  ob  de  road. 
I'll  fix  my  eyes  on  de  golden  stair. 

An"  1  II  keep  on  a  gwine  till  I  git  dar, 
Ka^e  my  head  am  bound  fo'  de  ciown  lo  war. 

Keep  in  de  middle  ob  Jc  load.  Clitiiraa. 

Comtan'join   iiidew>ar>    bii.n' 
Keep  ill  de  middle  ob  de  road  ; 
..Kase  We  b.^uiid  fo"  home  in  de  happy  land 

Keep  in  d  ■  luidoUoo  .i.  i..  J. 
Inrn  your  huok  in  dis  world  ob  sin, 
,;■■  ,  Knock  at  de  dooi  an    dey  U  let  you  in.  '' 

Kase  you'll  riebbfi'  git  such  a  ch.tnoe  agin. 
Keei    in  de  middle  ob  de  road.  Cborna. 

I'i^  world  am  fall  ob  sinful  things,        '  ' 

Keep  ill  de  middle  ob  de  road  ; 

.en  de  feet  gits  III*- I,   r,i de  wings. 

Keep  in  de  midd  e  ob  d«  road.  .  ;  j 

F,f  you  i«y  down  on  de  r«*d  to  die,        i  '     ■ 

.dn'  you  watahdem  angels  in  de  »ky^      .     " 
You  kin  pnt  on  wings  and  git  up  un  fly,  ■ 

iLmp  in  d«  middle  ob  de  road.  Cb«cW' 


ir.'*ajr'Lt.'.-'.  vV  ■I'ij.ina^aa'v.iw 
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Bweet  Echo  Dell. 

Words  and  Music  by  n.  C.  Work.  ' 

The  Music  of  tlilsor  any  Other BODg,  kept  conatanUr 

on  uaud,  and  will  be  Sent  by  UBtoany  addrebs, 

post  paid,  oa  receipt  or  price,  S6«enu. 

Three  sons  ol  a  New  England  widow  had  long  tolled 
In  iii"^  land  of  gold,  when  the  messajrc  reached  them  ; 
"  come  and  -see  your  mother  before  she  «Ue8 1"  They 
started  Immediately,  but  wuae  croeslBg  the  Sierra 
>evada,  the  youngest  became  111,  and  lu  a  few  Louit 
breathed  bwlast.  He  was  burled  in  a  lovely  spot 
neurtnosumnili.  Tlio  mother  lived  long  enough  t* 
ereet  her  surviving  sobs:  but  liermmd  wandered,  an4 
sho  uever  fully  re«Uzed  that  W  UUe  nadgpfthefore. 

—  .,;:>\,;,,  -!v 

Three  there  were  (hat  left  my  cot, 

Twc/are  here,  and  one  is  not  ; 
Why  «ioeH  WiUie  liuger,  say,  can  yoa  tell? 

He  waa  weary  by  the  way  ;  ' 

When  we  came  be  coald  bat  stav 
In  the  shady  grove  ut  sweet  Echo  DelL 

Chorus.  ,  • 

Echo  Dell!  Echo  Dell  I 

It  was  there  we  softly  said  '•  farewell  V 
And  the  toweriug  granite  crest, 

Nobly  guurds  liw  pUce  of  rest,  ;        ,       j 

Near  the  lovely  hike  of  .     .'         ■ 

Sweet  Echo  Dell.  -   -' ■ 

Is  he  ladt-n  well  with  gold  ?  J  / 

Doett  he  briun  me  wealth  untoW  ? 
Why  then  does  he  liuger,  say,  can  yoa  Ml  ? 

"  All  his  treasures  are  above, 

All  be  sent  you  was  his  love, 
With  a  whispered  prayer  from  sweet  Echo  Dell." 

ChoroB. 

CnmiuR  homeward,  does  he  sing 

Like  a  lark  upon  the  wing? 
Why  then  does  he  linger,  sav,  can  you  tell? 

"  Naught  is  heard  but  rippling  waves, 

Warbliuu  birdis  aud  sliooung  braves  ; 
Silent  is  hi  ^  vuioe  in  sweet  Echo  DelL         <%onu. 

Is  he  coming  by-and-by  ? 
'  May  I  bless  him  ere  I  di^? 

Why  then  does  he  liuger,  wy,  ean  yon  tad  ? 
"  Mirrored  in  that  monntain  lake, 
Heaven  ft  near,  aud  he  will  wake.    ■   -■' 

Never  elsewhere  than  in  sweet  Echo  Dell.     Gboroe. 

Won  Id  you  crash  my  only  joy?    ^.    ,    • 

Surely  I  shall  meet  my  boy  ; 
Why  then  does  be  liuger,  say  can  yoa  tell? 

"  Never  will  his  weary  feet 

Travel  more,  y^  may  yon  meet 
When  your  soal  floats  over  sweet  Echo  DelL     ChOb 


Take  it  Easy.  ^       , 

Pung  by  Miss  Kate  Montrose.  i 

The  Music  of  thu  or  an.v  other  &oug,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  aud  will  bo  si'}.t  by  us  lo  any  address, 

post  paid,  ou  rec<li;i  vi  yilce,  35  cents. 


How  many  i>eoplc  riwh  through  life, 

knd  at  a  ti<{lituiMg  jtace, 
Ewcli  pushes  'totherpue  abide,        ' '- 

All  strive  to  wiu  the  race.  ;  .  J 

lint  such  a  style  dou't  do  for  me. 

It  wouldn't  suit,  you  kut>«v  ;        ' '' 
I  like  to  take  my  time  to  things,    ' 

tto  I  say  lioys,  go  slow.        .  ri'  »  ; 

CuoacB.  ;.  ,,.  v.    ' 
Take  it  easy,  take  it  easy,       i  ■•.••''.'. 
What's  the  u^e  of  rushing  matteifi ! 
;  "nike  it  easy,  take  it  eosy. 

You'll  g*^t  along,  boys,  just  the 


>   ;  'J 

■•iy(  >• 
>    ''It 


■-'»; 


T'^ift*' 


•  Ven  I  Vissle,  Den  I'm'Sad. 

Mine  heart  dot's  fnll  mit  czitt,  > ; :;      /  ' 

Dot's  busded  ub  mit  voe  ; 
Idon'd  kiu  got  relief. 

No  madder  verelgo  ;  .  ./     :  ' 

I  somedimes  Lade  mineself 

Jusd  'cause  I  felil  so  bad — 
DeY  ouey  ding  dot  I  kin  done     ;  !    . 

Vas  vissle  ven  I'm  sad.  '      ■■■ 

CHOBtns. 
Yes.  dot's  der  reasons,  yon  mnsd  know  ; 

Now,  vasu'd  dot  doo  bad  ? 
Der  oney  ding  di  t  I  kin  done 

Vas  vissle  veu  I'm  sad. 

I  nefer  owned  a  dog 

Or  liiidle  kiddeu  cad  , 

Dot  didu'd  died  in  bond  dree  daya^  i 

Vent  grazy  or  got  mad  ; 
I  nefcr  dou'il  found  auyding  ^ 

Dot  dried  to  made  me  glad — 
So  dot's  der  ic.i.'>f)nsalvays  I 

Do  viHsle  vtii  I'm  sad.  ■    " -;        Chorus. 

Tfe  heerd  bond  heebies  round, 

D 't's  alvnys  licht  nnd  gay,  \  .    . 

B'ld  I  nftfer  diiln'd  knew  der  dime    :, 

V.uldid  <•'•!  .lot  vay.  ,..:'■.;    f:^ 

1  ■!■  :iiil.iitlil>y  all  der  vile,  ■■'    -  ;:■    ■ 

N  •  C'iM'ird  I  kiu  had  ;  .--',:^-' :^;  ;  C'  !=. 

Sr«  d..t's  dt-r  jrftKOus  alvays  I  .   .  -  . 

D  I  viKS*-!  veu  I'm  sad.   --^^  ♦C'*ri*i-. 


I've  heard  some  common  people  say, 

The  proverb  does  affirm. 
That  the  young  bird  that  rises  soon, 

Seonri's  the  early  worm. 
But  come  to  thiuk  the  matter  o'er. 

The  worm  got  up  too  soon  ; 
He'd  beeu  ulive.  uu  doubt,  if  he 

Ha>l  Ltid  abed  till  uoou. 


f[>borDB. 


Then  other  people  worry  so,  ;■  A      ^  -  '  • 

About  a  simple  thing, 

Aud  worrying  akotit  affiiira,  —  •"  •  <"4i.»Ti  ■ 

Will  surely  troHble  briug.  a^j!  "•" 

Don't  follow  in  their  footsteps  to^  '  ....,;;> 

And  always  try  aud  be  ,   .>  .    »,,  j-  ■   • 
A  jolly  gill  like  lue,  aud  so,       '    ' 

Take  this  advice  from  me.  :'.""    ' 


Oboms. 


Marna  May. 

By  Ella  D.  Cheek.  Music  by  R.  B.  MahafTey. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  keptconstantlj- 

on  haud,  and  will  be  sent  by  as  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  26  cents. 


Mai:-*.:'' 


Soon  upon  the  i  crt'.n'sfoam, 
Far  away  from  Irieuds  and  home, 
Far  in  distaut  lauds  I  roam,    .. .' 

Angel  Marua  May  ;  -  '  - 

What  are  home  and  friends  to 
If  they  are  not  shak^ed  by  thee  ? 
Only  with  thee  I  would  be, 

AJagei  Miiriiit  Mny.   , 

'  ..Ac*:. C^o^tTs. 

Angel  Maraa,  MamaMajr, 
Guard  me  lest  1  go  astray  ! 

Ao^bIs  leave  the  gates  tgar  ; 
ni  meet  thee,  Mama  Hay. 

''^  At !  the  parting  hour  is  here  I    -. '  ,i  . 
Giu  I  hide  the  falling  tear  ?    ■■*      ' 
I  will  truKt  and  never  fear.  «•.   • 

Augel  Mania  May  ;  '-_''i  . 

- 1  will  trust  in  Him  above, 
He  will  guide  me  in  His  lore. 
Through  my  life,  wher.^'cr  I  rove  ; 

Farewell  Mirua  Maj*.  Ghorns. 

Softly  in  the  valley  there,  -::-;•    -,:      , 

Daisies  pale  aud  lilies  fair  :|  ,  •- 

Bloom  above  your  stmny  hair,        j*, 

Augel  Marna  May  ; 
':  And  yoii  softly,  sweetly  sleep,  ,:,    t  ^ 

While  the  stars  their  vigils  keep^  .  ,  ' 
And  I  louely  sit  and  weep 

For  my  Mama  May.  Cboms. 


;t.f;v>.Ll  ■;,:,/.  .jY    Evangeline  J"  ;■■■■:'.  :r>: ../; 
:?»■;?     Song  and  Danco  by  the  Dal^  Bros. 

In  the  summer  when  thf;  bird.s  begin  to  sing, 

Aud  the  pretty  u<>t">  Irom  their  yellow  throats, 
Make  the  valley  aud  woodland  ring, 

Down  l>y  a  little  woodland  stream. 
Ill  a  ueat  white  cot  down  in  a  shady  delL 

There  lives  a  f^iry  queen  ; 
She  is  the  fairest  maid,  there  is  beneath  the  snn, 

' .  my  EvjiUgeilinf. 


i  HOIU  s. 
In  theeumiuer  when  tn«-  L:rds  iM>|;iii  to  tiiug. 
And  the  |>r.tty  noiiM  iionj  iheir  yellow  throats. 

Makes  I  lie  vttlley  and  (lie  WtMHliuud  riug, 
I'll  Weil  my  sweet  Evangeline. 

Now  of  all  the  sweetest  creotnres  in  the  land. 

Ever  the  sweetest  owi.  jrs.  the  dearest  one  ; 
And  I'll  huppy  be  whene'er  I  gain  the  haud. 

Of  my  pretty  ir«eet  Evangeline. 
For  she  is  such  a  belle,  aud  always  looks  so  well, 

>nd  mine  she'll  surely  be, 
I'm  as  happy  as  a  king,  or  a  bird  upon  the  wiug, 

Aud  1  Kiu^;  aud  dance  with  glee.  Chorua 

Softly  o'er  the  Gentle  Wavelets. 

By  C.  A.  Johnson. 


.'^oflly  o'er  the  gentle  wavelet*. 

^teal  »weet  elrains  of  melody, 
'lales  of  love  to  nie  they're  bringiag,     •■  ' 

Ae  1  list  in  rliapaody, 
M  is  the  voice  «f  my  sweet  ./Ingal, 

Of  my  beautiful  Liliie.  " 

'Tin  a  »()n<;  of  love  she't  ainging 

As  she  \*  wailing  for  me. 
Chonm       Xoftly  o  er  the  frentle  waveTets, 
Steal  sweet  strains  of  n.elody, 
I  al«a  of  lov«  to  me  lliey  re  bnnging, 
.^•1  list  in  rhapsody. 

Sweetly  o'er  the  gentle  wavelets. 

Still  vhone  Sounds  are  borne  to  me,   ., 
Darling  Liliie,  I  will  harUfn. 

j4nd  I  noon  will  be  with  thee. 
Gaily  o>r  ihe  i'l|>|'lii<g  wat^r.         "  -'  ■  -''  •'    -'-' 

.My  Ikmt  dnneeH  light  and  free. 
The  gentle  Ijieeie  lia..<trn><  toe  onward, 

■Soon,  my  love  I  11  Ije  witli  thee. 


Chorus. 


>-«»■  ^ 


Pretty  Wbilhtlmina. 


song  and  Dance,  by  Mrs.  J .  C.  WUUamaon . 

Miss  Maggie  Moore. 

Copyright,  1878,  by  W.A.  Pond. 

The  Music  of  ttUsor  any  other  song,  kept  ooMf^JiUtly 

on  baod.  and  will  t>e  sent  by  us  Co  any  addresh, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  pnee,  80  cents. 

Dere'e  a  nice  yonng  man  s,  uud  li«  love  me  tree, 

Uud  lie  cays  dot  liis  heart's  in  flames  ; 
His  eyee  voe  red,  his  nus«  vos  p:ue, 

Und  Schneider  vos  Ills  names. 
He  all  de  lime  come  round  mine  houae, 

Und  he  viU  not  goes  avay, 
Und  veif  I  told  him  vat  he  vanlf, 

Ue  only  smila  und  say. 

QBOBoa. 
Pretty  Whilhelmina  roe  yen  love  sse  trae, 
Does  you  lov«  your  tiehntider  as  b«  loves  yea  ? 
Mine  heart's  in  oo  der  fire, 
Oh  !   put  it  out  mine  dear,  or 
111  throw  mineself  right  out  of  de  bonae. 
Und  die  mit  lager  bier. 

Somedimes  t<>  l;e<>p  liim  leedle  quiets, 

I  leds  hini  walk  nie  out  ; 
Und  of  love  i;nd  oilier  lings, 

Ue  talks  so  nice  about. 
He  say  lis'd  lilie  nie  for  his  vrow, 

I'nt  if  1  vos  8«v  '■  nien," 
He'll  right  away  home  und  take  ids  life, 

Und  then  lie  come  take  mine. 


Chorus. 


If  I  don't  m«rry  dis  young  mans, 

I  guess  dere  II  be  some  iKKlder; 
Und  I  suppose  dol  von  young  man's 

As  goot  as  any  oder. 
Und  eo  next  time  I  meets  him, 

I'll  drow  niine!<elf  away, 
Und  den  ve  II  go  to  de  parson  man's 

Und  ^^clllleider  no  nioie  vUl  say. 


Chonji. 


VALENTINES. 
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Bound  For   Germany  >  "  ' 

By  p.  IIuDsickur,  for  Charles  Konollman, 
Copyright.  la'S  l)y  <'bailesKonoUiDUi. 

(ioftt  eveiiiiip,  liallo .' 

I  Koni  U>  ^8y  };ood-bje  to  you, 
I  nm  noin^  l«  Itruve, 

New  Vork  here  for  a  while. 
So  riiiii'l  me  vat  I'm  going  to  My ;     • 

Vr)r  luTi-  no  lonijer  I  will  stay, 
Al>er  frifiule   y<'"  know  I  vu 

Oti'  for  UiTiiiany. 

Chorus. 
l>en  I'm  l)oiind  for  Germany, 

On  lie  iitXl  ^teaiiiboal  vat  goes  off, 
Vor  a  <1ri]>  ucniiis  dot  oceau  (ea, 

■-«  if  >i'ii  doo  see  ar  yune 
I)(>t  says  III-  did  me  knuw, 

Vliy,  dfll  liitu  dot  i  waa  boimd  for  Germany. 


Aber.  mine  friends, 

I)e  lime  ye  know  has  kom, 
Und  I  niuat  leave  you 

Now  lifiv  Vor  11   while. 
Und  ven  I  vil    be  on  my  vay. 

I  ho|>e  you  don't  forgot  dot  day 
Dot  dis  here  l>eitcbman,  \na, 

bound  for  Germany. 


Chorui. 


Can  You  Love  Me  Ever  Darling? 

By  T.  J.  Towscy.       Music  by  Frank  L.  Martyu. 

Sung  by  Dan  Nasli. 

(oryrtgbt,  lbT6,  by  T.  J. Towsey. 

The  Mnrto  of  (hii  or  any  other  song,  kept  cooBtantly 

na  hand,  ami  will  he  Bcut  by  u.s  to  any  address, 

poatpald,  our'.'cclptot  price,  35  cents. 

Can  yon  love  mc  ever,  darling? 

I.iive  nie  niien  my  hair  is  gray? 
Love  me  whon  tl'e  world  forsaken  me, 

And  I  can  no  longer  flray  ? 
Can  yon  love  nic  «ver.  darhng  ? 

Or  is  lliis  t'le  love  of  sin  ? 
Wliv  do  I  fear  lo  iliink  yon  tnie.  lore, 

Ob  !  shall  that  iL'i«vry  e'er  begin  * 

Chouus. 
C;in  you  lore  me  cTer.  darlins;  ?  .x 

Love  me  wht-n  my  iiair  is  jjray  ? 
L  vl-  :ii<:  when  llie  »orJd  furaakea  me,  ': 

And  I  can  no  longer  stray?      •. 

Can  vou  ever  drire  me  from  you  ?  ' 

Wlien  \oa  know  niy  vigor's  gonef 
It  b  then  you  il  be  my  only  oomfort, 

CaYi  you  Iraveme  love,  forlorn  ?  •  ".     , 

Oh  r  it  breaks  my  heart  to  think 

1  liat  this  clay  is  growing  old.  •  " 

It  woi.'M  kill  nie  sure  to  know, 

Ihai  your  love  will  c  er  grow  cold. 


Tfk-'  Me  Bicli  Homo  Once  More- 

By  AiiC7  H.idtilu'.         MuElc  by  Prof  White. 

'lake  111.   b.ick  once  more  lo  my  cliildho4Krs 

happy  home, 

.Tiji!  xnof*  more  Wforw  I  pa**  away  ; 
Takf  me  liii.-k  O'lCf  >More  ami  I  11  ii.-ver  never  rusm 

Fro'ii  .!.•  p.uOf  whar  I  lis.  d  lo  play. 
M  ii.y  'i  «■  •'  1  vi-  s:ii  on  my  poor  olj  father's  knee. 

t  >ui-iio  "111  It  ilo  cabin  door, 
I)nii  wri\-  il<  liiijiti  wlun  my  ht-ari  was  gay  and  free, 

<  'h  '.  liike  me  l>ack  liom,-  once  more. 

'.  C'HOBns^  -■  1 

'I  akft  me  baok.  take  me  back  to  my  childhood's 

happy  home, 

T.  t  me  stpp  on  de  ole  cabin  floor. 
1  ake  m<-  back  ouct  more  uiiJ  I  never  niore  will  roam. 

Oh  '  (like  me  back  home  once  more. 

Take  tiiM  bac';  oncw  more  to  my  childhood's 

happy  home, 

Let  II  e  s  e  i!cC"!ton  fR-ld*  n^ain, 
I'm  g,-iiiiig  :o<>  olti  to  wander  about  alooe,        ».  .  . 

.\iid  my  ]K)or  <'le  heart  is  full  of  |)aiii.         I""' 


Often  I've  thonght  of  de  days  dat  am  passed 

When  dis  ole  heart  was   never  sore, 
I  thought  dat  dem  dayx  wa^  always  gwine  to  last — 

Oh  !  take  me  back  home  once  more.         Chorus. 

Take  me  baok  once  more  to  my  childhood's 

happy  home, 

I^et  me  hear  de  old  church  chimes, 
I  think  I  hear  de  walch-doi;  bark  and  moan,  * 

As  I  did  in  dem  ole,  ole  limes. 
But  my  journey's  most  done  and  I  se  gwine  above, 

ilnd  I'll  rest  on  dat  beautiful  shore. 
But  before  I  go  to  dat  land  whar  all  is  love —  , 

Oh  !  take  back  home  once  more.  Choruo 


There's  No  One  to  Welcome  Me  Home 

Word.s  and  HuRlc  by  M.  II.  McCheaney. 
Copyright,  l.^cfl,  by  C".  J.  Whitney. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 

In  the  deep  twilight  I  wander  alona 

'1  hro'  the  old  house  as  of  \ore, 
Bnt  the  dear  home  friends  my  ehildbood 

hath  known  ; 

Are  gone  to  retnrn  never  more. 
Wayward  and  careless,  I  left  hearts  of  gold. 

A  stringer  the  wide  world  to  roam. 
Gone  are  the  dear  ones  who  loved  nie  of  old  ; 

There  s  uo  one  to  welcome  we  home. 
Cbobcs, 

There's  noone  to  welcome  me  home, 
'1  bore's  no  one  to  welcome  me  home. 

Gone  are  the  dear  ones  who  loved  me  of  old. 
There's  no  one  to  welcome  me  home. 

Cold  is  the  hearthstone,  deserted  the  hall  ; 

Once  filled  with  gladness  ami  joy. 
Father  will  ne'er  again  answer  my  call. 

Or  Welcome  his  wandering  b'ly. 
Aged  and  bending  he  ^ank  lo  the  grave. 

With  prayers  on  his  lips  for  his  son. 
Though  iu  Its  mercy  Heaven  answered  to  save. 

There's  no  one  to  wele"nie  me  home.     Chorus. 

Ob !  how  forsaken  and  lonely  and  cold  ; 

Everywhere  darkness  and  gloom. 
Will  ye  not  eome  to  me  dear  ones  of  old, 

And  welcome  your  wanderer  liODie  ? 
Mother  and  sister  and  brother's  all  gons- 

I  wrote  you  I  surely  would  come. 
Naught  do  I  bear  save  the  wind's  pNintive  moan. 

There's  no  one  to  welcome  me  Lome.     Chorus. 


The  Outcast. 

By  David  Beehe. 


The  gloom  of  night  fast  disappearing, 

Another  morn  had  just  set  in. 
The  golden  sun  through  dark  clouds  peering, 

I  he  buiitle  of  lite  will  toon  begin. 
When— lo-  a  ragged  woman  started — 

As  through  tlie  street  she  slowly  trudged 
IIelple--e,  lo'nely,  broken-hearted — 

>>ighiD<{,  wtfcping,  harshly  judged. 

Oh  !  what  pan<;s  this  dreary  life  had, 

I  o  this  weary  butd  ne<l  soul, 
beauty,  youth  combintd  yet  so  sud, 

lieseecliing  God,  lo  call  death's  roll, 
But  hark,  she  hears  a  voice  now  calling. 

Her,  in  whom  sin  reached  the  cure. 
It  was  a  voice  from  heaven  falling 

lo  the  lonely  creature  leul  and  tore. 

Staggering  forward,  falling,  lying 

In  the  snow  and  cold  wind  blast. 
Breathing  life's, last  breath  and  crying, 

.^h!  God!   forgive  tlie  poor  outcast. 
Ob  !  Father  dear  the  world  hath  wronged  me. 

My  prayer  to  I  hee  hath  meaning  vast, 
Ob  !  lei  my  spirit  to  I  liy  heart  llee, 

I  am  Ihy  ebild  the  lone  ouicoDt. 

Tes,  dying,  now,  I  do  believe. 

For  all  my  sin  and  elianie  now  past, 

Aly  father,  mother,  would  rt-ceive 
And  forgive  me  as  it  is  my  last. 

But,  oh  !  the  villain  who  I  cannot  name. 


ThiouKh  hiai  my  life  has  ended  thus; 
Oh  '.  God  !  he  surely  is  to  blame, 
.^nd  must  abide  with  the  accursed. 

Notbiog  on  earth  I  have  t.>  cherish, 

'lo  me  the  world's  a  wilderness  ; 
Sinful,  wretched,   here  I  perish 

In  agony  sorrow  «;nd  distress. 
Oh  !  God  !    I  by  judgement  I  surmise. 

On  those  who  wroii^'ed  ■ this  said, 

Then  gasping  faintly  closed  her  eyes. 

And  in  the  snow-drift  she  lay  dead. 

Tears  had  pan  nni  yet  no  clew, 

A  father  had  i>fb|iairing  grew,  -  ; 

Yes,  brothers,  sictcrs  wept  and  cried. 

The  poor  okl  mother  ^ritved  and  died. 

But  ah!  the  intesenjifr  ofdeaih  bad  come 

To  bear  a  Ule  oi  -rief  and  woe, 

Jo  tell  how  sad  life's  fate  had  run,    |  .     ' 

With  her  who  perished  in  the  snow. 

Let  the  Angels  in.      i 

Words  by  Mlsa  Allen.       Music  by  H.  P.  Banks 
t  opyrlght,  ifiST,  by  C.  W.  Harris. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kent  constjinti-' 
on  hand  and  win  be  sent  by  us  to  any  adS^  "' 
post  paid,  on  r.  celptof  price.  84  centT^' 


Open  wide  tb«  door,  mother. 

And  let  the  angels  in  ;  t 

They  are  so  bright  und  fair,  mother,  I 

So  pure  ond  tree  from  sin.  ! 

I  Iiear  them  speak  my  name  mother,  ■ 

■J  hey  softly  whi8()er,  come!  [ 

Oh!  let  the  angels  in  mother,       ,  •] 

They  wait  to  take  me  home.  ) 

Chobds.  ' 

I  hear  them  speak  my  name,  mother, . 

'1  hey  softly  wbisf>er,  come  I 

Oh  !  let  the  angels  in,  mother. 

They  wait  to  lake  me  home. 

r 

I  know  that  death  has  come,  mother. 

His  hand  is  on  my  brow  ; 
Yon  cannot  keep  me  here,  mother. 

For  I  must  leave  yon  ncv 
The  room  is  growing  dark,  mother, 

I  thought  I  leartf^ou  weep! 
' lis  very^ sweet  to  die.  mother,         ■  -f 

Like  sinking  into  sleep 


Rhoms. 


Hours  of  Pleaaure. 

Words  and  Mtisle  by  w.  Carroll. 

Copyright,  IP'S,  by  Gf  o.  Jlollaeaux. 


The  Jfuslc  of  this  or  any  other  song.  keptcoBStantly 
1,  and  \\  111  bo  bent  by  u.s  to  any  uddress. 


VU  UAliUf .     ,,_    _^  w^«v    v^     wi  lyt./  CAUJ'     tLUUr 

postpaid,  on  rtrelpiofprlcf,  40cent8. 


'Twas  nt  a  ball  I  lirst  met  my  girl,         '       '        ;.: 
'i  he  fairest  in  the  land  ; 

8lie  had  |>early  teeth  and  ft  dimpled  chin,  .^ 

And  a  lillle  slender  hand.  .    '     . 

She  skip[>ed  around  in  mazy  waltz. 
Aa  graceful  as  a   fawn  ; 

When  the  danc'c  was  o'«r  I  asked  Irene, 
To  walk  out  on  the  lawn. 

CHoRns. 

We  sal  by  the  brook  and  the  stars  shone  bright. 
And  We  whisf^ered  words  of  love  c>n  that 

summer  night, 

So  we  walked  and  talked  till  it  grew  quite  late. 
liUt  I  know  fhc  has  my  heart. 

Then   I  11  hU-8.-.  the  day  «  hen  We  get  wed, 

And  Ftviii  her  I'll  ue".  r  part..  [Dance] 

Next  eve  wp  met,  near  a  running  stream, 

And  I  walked  close  by  ber  side  ; 
I  lold  her  then  how  1  loved   her  so, 

.^iid  nhe  said  fill-  «t  be  my  bride. 
How  happy  I  II  1.,  nil  the  while  "' 

\V  hen  Irene  i«  my  wife  ;  f  .    -         .'■"•- 

We  will  have  a  cot  by  a  bobblinrr  br-.o;,-. 

And  Wf  II  Sfttle  down  lor  lifi-  Chonie 


TIIK     SimCwtlKS'    JOURMAL.. 
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The  Lost  Inheritance. 

COKTIKDKJ). 


"  Ye8,  Jim,  be  is  alive.  He  has  a  bad  brnise  on 
the  temple,  iiud  I  faucy  lii§  ahoulder  is  dislocated. 
Lend  a  hand,  my  man,  and  we  will  carry  him  to 
DHisy  Bauk.     I  suppoee  the  horse  will  «o'lo)J^' 

"  I'll  jiuit  slip  bis  bridle  over  my  arm.  Tfcere, 
air.  now  I  m  ready." 

Baiuiug  the  horseman,  who  was  brenthing  heavily 
tin  y  conveyed  him  back  to  the  tilb,  whose  mistreas 
with  hospitable  lortthought,  had  already  had  a 
room  prepared.  . 

"  Is  he  much  hnrt,  Doctor  Abercom?  mquired, 
Alice  Walden.  anxiously,  as  sho  met  them  in  the 
hall,  her  cbetk  dive«ted  of  ito  roey  bloc  m. 

"No,  Miss  Alice,  I  think  and  hope  not,  but  the 
best  will  bo  to  Ket  him  to  bed  at  once." 

'•  Certainly,  doctor.  Miimma  has  bad  the  gray 
room  prepared.      Hannah,  hold  the  light." 

Sue  drew  back  to  Itt  them  pass.  As  they  did 
so  tbe  straujieiH  eves  opened,  and  fixed  themstlves 
upon  ber.  A  light  seemed  to  leap  into  them.  His 
lips  moved  for  u  second.  Then  he  turned  his  head 
asi.le   groaned,  and  lapsed  into  inseu>ibility. 

The  stranger  biiviug  been  put  to  bed,  Doctor 
Abercom  found  the  injuries  received  to  be  as  he  had 
stilted,  and  promised  the  inconvenience  attend- 
ant thereupon  would  be  but  a  mutter  of  two  or 
tUree  days,  unless  lever  sets  in. 

To  guard  against  this,  and  there  being  only  ladies 
present  very  inex|)erieuced  in  such  afiEairs,  he  pro- 
posed, i:  Mrs.  Walden  could  make  him  up  a  bed  m 
tUe  adjoining  dressiug-mom,  to  remain  nt  Daisy 
B.in!iiiil  nigbt-a  pi opowil  t but  was  gladly  accepted 

Almost  hourly  tbe  good-hearted  doctor  examined 
his  patient,  and  found  as  uorniof^  dawned  be  had 
fallen  into  a  beavy  sleep,  and  all  danger  of  more 
serious  consequences  wua  j>ast.  With  this  news 
he  descended  to  the  breakfast  room,  leuviug  the 
cook  in  chart^e.  ,  ,  .      » • 

Having  rendered  that  meal  very  cheerful  by  hM 
jests  and  playful  badinage,  declaring  that  no  sooner 
bad  be  looked  on  tbe  haudst  mf  young  fellow  up- 
stjiirs,  tho'i  Bometbiug  whisi)ered  him  he  waa 
doomed  to  prove  another  victim  to  Miss  Alice's 
bright  eyes,  and  questioning  whether  the  mysterious 
stranger  at  all  came  near  her  ideal,  he  reosceudea 
to  the  sit'i  room. 

Dwrnissing  the  cook,  be  approached  the  l)ed. 
Drawing  aside  the  curtain,  he  found  the  invalid's 
eyes  open  and  fixed  cu  him. 

"  What  does  all  ttiis  mean  ! "  uiuimured  the 
gtranger.  "I  have  been  hurt,  haven't  IV  My 
homo 

"Yea,  yes,  my  dear  friend,"  intemiptet\  Doctor 
Abercom,  good-naturedly,  and  with  one  of  bis  ine- 
sistible  genial  smiles.  '•  We  know  aU  about  it  It 
might  have  been  much  worse.  Now  things  couldn't 
be  going  hotter  if  you  will  only  keep  quiet,  and  not 
talk.  You  may  accept  my  word,  young  geutlemau, 
for  I'm  an  authority.     I  am  a  doctor  !" 

•'  A  doctor  !  Then  I  suppose  I  must  obey  you  T 
said  the  stranger  with  a  smile.  "But  please  tell 
me  where  I  am,  and  whose  generous  hcepitality  I 
am  enjoying?" 

"  First,  young  sir,  yoo  are  in  bed  with  a  dislo- 
cated shoulder.  Secondly,  you  are  enjoying  the 
•  geaeroos  hcepitality.'  as  you  very  rightly  put  it, 
of  two  of  the  kiudeot,  beet,  and  most  cbaiming 
ladicJB  in  V/esterm,  They  being  old  friends  of 
mine  I  have  foundation  for  the  statement" 

"  I  v/onld  not  gainsay  it  for  a  moment  Pray  let 
mo  knov7  Low  I  muv  call  them  ?" 

"Mrs.  and  Miss  Walden." 

"Whatr 

Despite  bis  injured  arm,  the  stranger  had  started 
uprigbt  in  bed  in  his  amaze. 

"Am  \   indeed   under  their  roof,   partaking  of 

Iheir  hospiUlity?      I- 1 "      And  putting  his 

band  before  his  face,  he  groaned. 

Doctor  Abercom  was  astonished,  perplexed. 

And  why  not  you,  Btx  ? "  he  a«ked. 

"  Why  not— why  not^'  And  the  stranger  lifted 
up  his  white,  agitated  face.  Then  catcbiDg  the 
footer's  arm,  be  added,  excitedly,  "You  say  you 
have  known  these  ladies  long.  For  Heaven's  sake 
help  me  to  break  the  tioth  to  them  !  You— you 
will  o  luage  it  better  than  I.  I  feel  I  haw  neitlier 
tbe  -wurag*  nor  the  strength.      1%e  n«WB  ia  Mt— 


bitter  !"     And  bis  voice  broke  with  a  sob. 

"  Oreat  Heaven  !"  gasped  Doctor  Abercom  ; 
"  what  news— what  paiu  are  you  about  to  give  this 
kind  family  ? ' 

"Doctor,"  said  tbe  young  man,  with  tremulous 
Up,  "I  have  just  arrived  from  Austiailia.  1  bring 
a  message  to  this  house,  a  message  from  tbe  dead  ! 

"  The  dead  ?'  wbis{>ered  the  good-hearted 
doctor.  , 

"  Yes.  A  fuw  days  before  I  left,  my  dear,  my 
only  friend,  Charles  Walden,  died  in  thesa  aruM. 
For  the  love  of  heaven  help  me  to  break  the  in- 
telligence to  his  motber !" 

There  was  no  need—  Mrs.  Walden  had  learned  it 
already.  Beceiving  no  reply  to  her  knock,  ibe  bad 
opened  the  door  soltly  not  to  disturb  the  invalid, 
when  the  last  melancholy  sentences  fell  on  ber  eur. 

Uttering  a  piercing  cry  that  ecboe<i  through  the 
the  house,  she  rushed  wildly  forward. 

"My  son— Charles— my  boy— dead!  No,  uo;  it 
can't  be  !"  she  cried,  piteonsly  ringing  ber  bauds. 
Oh  1  whoever  you  are,  if  yon  Lave  ever  felt  a 
parent's  love  say  this  is  not  true  !  Doctor,  doctor, 
It  can't  be,  dead  !     My  boy,  my  boy  !" 

She  staggered  blindly  and  would  have  fallen, 
had  not  Doctor  Abercom  caught  her,  fuiiiting,  in 
his  arms.  Hardly  had  he  placed  her  on  a  cbair, 
than  Alice  Walden  alarmed  by  that  cry  of  mater- 
nal agony,  ran  in. 

"  Mamma,  dear  mamma,  what  ia  tbo  matter  ? 
she  exclaimed,  advancing  quickly,  and  bending 
over  her.  "  Doctor  Abercorn,  she  is  insensible— 
she  is  ill  1  In  mercy,  tell  me  what  has  occurred  V" 
And  she  directed  her  soared,  inquiring  gaze  upon 
the  two. 

Doctor  Abercom  averted  his  face,  too  over- 
whelmed with  grief  and  pity  for  the  poor  child  to 
be  able  as  yet,  to  answer ;  while  Richard  Hepburn 
with  bowed  head,  shrank,  like  a  guilty  man,  from 
the  glance  of  those  beautiiul  hirge  brown,  question- 
ing eyet. 

CHAPTER  III.  '      -      * 

'■  , .  ■   .  ■-■  ,  —:■.«.■ 

ngiitT.nr.  s  FBIKND. 


"  Surely  you  will  not  leave  us  yet,  Mr.  Hepburn  ? 
You  muat  not,  really,  until  you  sr«  quile  recovered, 
Mamma  and  I  woula  both  be  sorry  !" 

"  but  I  am  nearly  recovered  now.  Miss  WalJeu 
thanks  to  your  kind  hospilality,  upon  which  1  feur 
farther  to  intrude." 

'■  Intrude  !— you,  Mr.  Hepburn  —  you,  Charlie's 
friend  *  You  will  never  be  regarded  as  an  intruder 
al  i'ttiay  l-iank  !" 

hhe  raised  her  eyes  a«  the  i>poke,  and  lliey  swam 
in  tears,  the  dews  of  a  rtoent  grief. 

'1  hey  were  standing  amid  the  flowers  in  the  con 
(■ervalory,    he  wiih  his  arm  iu  a  sling,   and   she  at- 
tired in  deep  mourning;  that  gave  extra  brilliancy 
lo  her  complexion,  which  was  as  dazzling  as  a  jewel 
i-esling  on  a  cushion  of  black  velvet. 

A  week  had  passed  since  the  conolnsiou  of  the 
last  chapter  ;  and  that  morning,  in  reply  to  an  in- 
lerrogaiion,  Doctor  Abercorn  had  ooutirnied  hin 
own  feeling  that  he,  Richard  Hepburn,  was  quite 
slrong  enough  now  to  raUMrn  home. 

Thus  the  young  man,  dreading  to  be  a  burden, 
8|>uke  against  bis  desire  ;  and,  taking  the  0|>por- 
tunily  of  being  alone  with  Alice,  had  told  of  bin 
propo-ed  departure  on  ihe  morrow,  wliicli  had  eli- 
cited her  above  reply. 

■'  You  are,  indeed,  kind,  Mit^s  Walden,"  he  saiJ, 
wiih  some  emotion,  looking  down  at  her  ai«  she 
slood  by  bia  side.  "  Yet  how  oould  1  expe«t  olher 
in  the  mother  and  sister  of  my  dearest,  my  only 
friend  ?" 

"Yes,  yes— that  io  it,"  rejoined  Alice,  quickly. 
"  You  were  dear  Charlie's  friend,  therefore  arc  ours, 
Mr.  Hepburn." 

'•  duw  singular  !"  bo  remarked.  '•  iJo  you  know. 
Miss  Walden,  1  imagined  that  the  eight  of  the 
bearer  of  such  sad  news  a«  I  had  to  bring  must,  for 
ever  be  hateful  to  you?' 

"  You  could  not  have  consulted  your  own  liearl, 
or  placed  yourself  in  our  poniiion  Mr.  Hepburn, 
when  you  so  reasoned,"  answered  Jlice,  in  a  kw 
voice,  while  ber  tears  began  to  fall.  "  Did  you  not 
l>erf.)rm  a  genefoua,  noble  office  ?  Were  yoii  not  U4 
a  bfolher  to  mine— ay,  lo  the  last,  letting  no  strauge 


bands  approach  f  Can  you  itoi  pee,  then,  bow  we 
mu8i  itgard  you? — that  ii  i^  J  y  lo  us  lo  l.»\c 
ioiiieuue  lo  wliom  we  can  »p«'ak  ft  Cliarlie^-  ti  ml. 
of  nil  our  friends,  you  willexer  now  betti«de;iresl  1  ' 

liolh  Were  agilaled. 

Richard  Hepburn,  Ukiug  her  iillle  hand,  preShed 
it  reverefilly  lo  his  lips. 

"  Miss  Walden,  I  could  not  rxprevs,  if  1  itieJ, 
the  happiness  your  words  give  me  !  '  be  iKiirmui-ed. 
"Only  lliost!  who  are  so  utterly  alone  in  ihe  wvild 
as  I  can  appreeiute  the  value  of  the  fricndbi.i|i  you 
offer." 

"  Alone!"  she  repeated.  What  I  have  you  no 
father,  moiber,  brother,  nor  sisltr?  " 

Of  the  laUer,  1  never  bad  any.  My  father  ' — 
and  a  flush  passed  ever  bis  cb<ek  — "died  nearly 
twenty  years  ago;  my  mother  followed  hiui  ^onlo 
years  later;  and  the  first  news  1  received,  on  my 
lauding  in  England,  was  llie  »uddcu  deiui  e  <>l  u 
second  uncle,  who  bad  adopted,  and  liren.  indved, 
as  a  father  to  me.  I  bus  1  f  >und  niv  relf,  us  it  were, 
homeless,  friendless  in  my  native  laiid  " 

"How  end  — how  very  aad  !"  »aid  Alice,  with  an 
expression  of  sympathy  wliich  tlirill.d  him  pUn- 
santly.  "  Your  serrow  niui-t  tqiial  ours.  'Imly 
all  hove  their  gri.ls.  Hut"— and  she  tried  lo 
banish  tbe  gloom  the  converse:  ion  had  produced 
with  a  smile — "since  you  huv<;  no  home  &lr.  Hep- 
burn, you  can  jnore  easily,  unless  your  inclinations 
run  counter,  make  Daisy  Jiank  your  residence  fur  a 
while  longer.  If  you  do  not  know  l>ev<>n«liire,  1 
think  I  can  show  you  scenery  pretty  enough  to  re- 
ward you." 

"Nay;  if  I  follow  inv  inclination,  it  will  not 
■eed  the  inducement  <.'f  Devon's  daK-s  and  wuoda 
lo  make  me  remain  here,  klisa  V\  alden  !  be 
laughed. 

"lamtogUd!  Then  ilia  oei tied.  I  will  go 
and  tell  mamma.  Afterwards  1  will  ord«r  the 
]>ony  carriage,  and  <lrive  you,  as  yon  ntust  not 
walk  too  far  yet." 

bhe  fliltea  away  in  her  rofi  nnisvleos  dm|>eiies, 
and  Richard  Hepburn  seated  liiiiisclf  on  one  of  ihc 
conaervat<jry  seats,  waiting  htr  lei  urn. 

vlll  this  was  very  pleasant  lo  him.  He  huh  -^iBd 
they  desired  him  to  stay— glad  they  so  regarUed 
him. 

The  style  of  life  was  aew  and  fresh.  It  Bulled  hi* 
ideas  of  home ;  and,  as  he  taid,  IiIh  inclination 
ran  with  his  conaent  to  remain. 

"  I'.ul  only  for  a  few  doys  ;  it  mu-'t  wot  bemoit-," 
he  soliliquiud,  positively  deligliirtiliy  i^rnorant  t.f 
tlie  r.'BV  fellers  a  certain  pair  of  bruwn  eyes  were 
riveting,  unconsciously  to  their  owner,  ak(jut  hii^i. 
■  I  must  not  Hannible-liUc,  become  « nervuled  by 
Capua.  1  have  a  duty  to  pprfonn-  a  duty  lo  the 
dead."  His  blows  conlrocted.  He  «..t  a  fpaee 
*ileul.  Ihen,  "  Ai  ray  mother's  diaih-bed  I  cwoic 
to  renounce  all  thought  of  happiness- that  which 
cuiielilutes  a  niSD's  happiucaa  here  on  earth— luve 
wife,  borne,  children,  until  I  had  cleared  my  fathers 
name  from  disgrace;  but,  oh.  Heaven,  if  my  search 
B)iould  «ud  in  a  cunfirwuuiun  of  hi«  guilt !' 

A\iaot\,  with  a  groan,  he  buried  his  face  in  bis 
hand.  1  he  possibility  wa«  luaddeiiint;,  yet  wa'*  it 
not  posaible?  Of  all  l hose  who  knew  ihe  criMe, 
•WOB  It  not  only  be  and  his  motber  who  l<elieved  in 
the  Baronet's  innocence? 

Biassed  opinions  surely,  yet  who  Wtler  able  to 
judge  tbe  husband  and  Alher  than  the  wife  and 
son  ? 

•'Should  1,  however,  prove  my  fatlur  i,iali:;ned,' 
ejiiculaled  Richard  Hepburn,  with  biiier  lierceneas, 
'  should  1  discover  be  has  been  llie  viciim  of  some 
foul  plot,  laid  by  this  villainous  attorney,  who 
alone  has  benefited  by  his  death,  if  the  law  refuse 
jne  suitable  retribution,  by  Heaven  I  will  exact  it 
with  my  owi.  handd  I ' 

He  was  arou-^ed  by  wheels  in  the  drive.  It  was 
Mrs.  Waldeii's  little  pony  carriage.  At  the  aanie 
UK'tnent,  A  lie;  up|ieared  oul*)d«,  ivady  a(lir<d. 

Not  u>  keep  her  w  .itiiig,  KtcbHrd  Hepburn  took 
up  his  hat,  and  advanced  to  the  eonservatory 
doori". 

Hclmlud.  however,  perceiving  her  in  conrerse 
with  n  gentleman  of  about  bis  own  nge.  who  I, it 
gloved  liBnd*rettin«'  <.n  ihe  top  <f  the  iron  garden- 
gate  was  leaning  from  the  splendid  hori>u  I  -.  nide 
towards  the  girl. 

To  he  CorUinued  ~  Ccnnmfnced  i)t   Xu.  1.^2. 


THE  HUNGRY  MAN  FROM  HARLEM.  (Banjo  Song.) 

Arransed  for  the  Gnitar  or  Banjo,  by  i*rof.  Bdmaml  Olark,  Teacher  of  the  Gnltar,  Bnnjo.  Vioiin.  0^«i»,  AcoocdaMB  aad  Kia^fia^  iiu.  285  BQway,  New  York. 
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Jiun  -   iXTy    man, 
struck    the     cltv 


I'am  going      to     sing     And      pit     -    r         to       your    hearts  'twill  bring,    He    conW    eat        up        al  -    most 
the      oth  -    er      day,     And      for         a      in«;i!       lie     could  -  n't      pay,     So      ,be      took        a      walk        a   - 
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Man    from  liar  -  lem 
Man    from   liar  •  lem. 
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Ho   6onM    out 
And     tho     ven- 
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a     hun  -  drod    times        a      day     And    his     board  -  ing    hill       he 
first  thiti^     lie  chanced     lu    moel    Was     a       Ger  -  niau  Bund  coming 


could  -  n't     pay,     But     he      got     out  -  side 
down  the  street.    He  could  gobble  them  up 


of       a       bale       of    hay,     Tlii.?    Ilnn  -  gry  Man    from    liar  -  lem.     And    the    way    he'd    eat,       he 
as....        fadt  as  they  comc.IIe  swallow 'd  their  music  aod  eat  up  their  drum.  He. . .       met      a   crowdcoming. 
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could  -  n't       be        boat,     All  kinds      of     meat,     both  sour      and  awt-et,     lie    cat      up     .ev'rj-  thiu^,   there  waa      in       the    place.   And     ho 
home  from      a        bull,     Theyljegan    to     dancp,andln>.><wallow'd  them  all,     lie   wont       to      tho      f<-rrj',    and  he  swallow'd      liie     boat,      He..;i   i  . 
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liit        a       big      chunk      from    his     moth  -  er  -    in  -  laws  face.         lie      eat       up       hw         fa  -  ther,      de  -  vourod     hia    moth  -  er.      He 
went     to      the       polid        and     be      swal .  -      lowed       a    vote.        He       went....        to        the    pump    and  swallow'd   tho     ban  •  die,  ;.^ 
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eat      up       his          .sis  -  tor.      and        tack  -  led      his        broth  •  er.       Ue       cat      »ip       um    -    brol  -  las      and        tack  -  led      the       »tove.     And 
eat      up       the  re-  iwrt      of  the      Brooklyn        scan  -  dal.      And     be  -  iug       dis    -    gust  -  ed      With         grub 80        light,      He 
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brojid-sido        of      tho     ser  -  vant    girl'a  nose,    And  that's    the    way    that     he      did     eat,    This  Hun  -  gry    Mad   from  Har  -  lem. 
lowed    him   -  self    and   went    out        of     sight.  And  that'a    the    last    that    ever  was    seen  Of  the  Hun  -gry    &Lin    from  Hnr  -  lem. 
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Oh !   Dar's  Bnt  Little  Consolation. 

Copynght,  1875,  by  L.  p.  Ooullard,,... 
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The  Mnslc  ot  this  or  any  oUier  sodu,  kept  constant!} 
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post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  40  cents. 


8C8ANNA. 

Lord  bleaa  vou  Pompey, 

Come  t*ll  iiie  where  you're  been, 
Ever  since  jou  left  me, 

I  ve  breii  like  a  oiazy  hen, 
I  rrally  thoiiulii  I  d  never  more 

8ee  your  face  agmn 

In  uur  once  l>appy  home  in  .Alabama. 

Chorus. 

Oil  t  dnr'a  bnt  little  consolation. 
Ever  tince  emancipation. 
For  de  oolured   pofiulalion. 
In  de  good  old  state  ot  illabamft. 

POMPBT. 

I  went  up  to  Wasliington, 

To  fee  what  I  could  see, 
De  nigger's  ronrid  de  cap'tol, 

Dev  re  moxt  too  proud  for  me, 
Dey  all  want  an  (.ffice, 

Aod  dere  was  no  chance  for  me. 

So  1  irabbled  back  again  to  Alabama.     Cho 

SUSANNA. 

Oh  !  here  I  want  to  live, 

And  here  I  want  to  die. 
De  North  ainl  no  place  Pomp, 

For  eillier  you  or  I  : 
Better  days  must  come; 

I  hope  de  time  is  drawing  nigh, 

For  de  good  old  slate  of  .^liabama.     Chorus. 

POMPIT. 

I  thought  that  de  white  folks 

U  ould  take  me  by  de  hand. 
And  I'onipey  would  be  welcome  -  \ 

'lo  de  freedom  of  de  land  ; 
But  dey  shook  me,  and  why, 

I  Couldn't  undrrstand, 
Hoi  trabbled  back  again  to  Alabama.     Cho. 


Dot  Hakes  14. 

By  Ou3  WlUlama, 


I  remember  Ten  a  leetle  boy 

I  nsed  to  go  to  scliool, 
Und  in  my  class  I  beat  them  all. 

Indeed  I  vos  no  fool ; 
At  reading,  writing,  und  all  dot, 

I  did  beat  all  de  rest. 
But  ven  it  ciinie  to  ritmatics, 

Dey  saw  me  all  my  best. 

Spoken  :  In  vulger  or  decent  fractions  I  vos  de  boss. 
1  could  beat  dem  all,  1  had  a  new  style  of  flgrurlng  dot 
no  vone  else  bad.    It  vent  sometblng  like  dia : 

Cuonrs. 
Put  down  6  und  7 — 13  dere  vill  be. 
Add  5  to  dot — 18  ve  vill  see  ; 
Take  6  avay — 12  will  remain. 
Add  2  to  dot,  und  it  makes  14. 

A*  I  grew  up  to  be  a  man, 

I  ne'er  forj;ot  niv  sum, 
'     Und  ven  mil  men  I  used  to  deal, 

I  puzzled  every  vone. 
I  met  a  cliarining  girl  vone  day, 

>o  rich  lik.-  she  could  be  ; 
'Ven  I  proposed  she  said  dct  I 

Her  farder  Hr«t  must  see. 

Spoken :  I  vent  to  sre  hor  farder.  IIo  said  :  "Tour  j 
man,  have  yougot  acharactfT  7'  I  told  him  I  had  de 
rheumatism.  Den  lie  vanted  to  know  If  I  vos  good  at 
tlgures.  I  told  him  I  vos,  und  1  von  his  daughter  from 
bun  by  simply  showing  blm  de  sum  ot—  Chorus. 

'Ve  married  vere,  und  since  dot  time 

Much  happiness  I've  seen. 
Mit  children  growing  up  so  nice, 

Und  alvays  looking  clean. 
Dere  s  Frits  und  ^dolph.  'Lena,  too, 

Mit  (Teinrioh.  Cas(>er.  Mount,  , 

.^dels  Grlchen,  Oito,  und 

De  twins — but  dey  don't  count.  • 


Spoken  :  No.  dey  don't  coimt,  'couso  vone  is  dead. 
Dere  vos  two  ot  dem— Ma.x  und  Chris.  Vone  of  dem 
died,  und  now  ven  I  speak  to  Ue  o-ier  vone  ]  don't  know 
of  I'm  talking  to  dc  vone  dot's  ilvtng  or  de  votie  dot's 
dead.  Doc  mixes  me  a  leetle.  'V'eu  my  wife's  relatives 
visit  us  In  de  HurunuT,  den  wo  have  a  nice  family  to  feed. 
Let  me  see  how  many  dere  Is.  Chorus. 


The  Flower  in  the  Dell- 

Song  and  Dance,   by  .lohu  Uogau. 


(Sym. 
Sym 


I  know  a  little  maiden  fair, 

Who  lives  in  yonder  lane, 
Aod  she  is  such  a  darling, 

She  is  sweet  as  sugar  cane. 
Her  eye*  are  like  a  solitare, 

A  dazzling  my  of  light, 
Her  style  and  grace  is  charming, 

8o  beautiful  and  bright. 

Chorus. 

Ob  t  ahe's  as  lovely  as  a  rose. 

That  in  yonder  garden  grows. 

She's  just  as  sweet  as  honey. 

And  her  name  I  will  not  tell. 

For  soon  I  hope  I'll  married  be. 

To  this  flower  in  the  dell.  (Dance.) 

When  the  sun  is  in  its  splendor,  ,'' 

In  the  beautiful  blue  sky,  ; 

I'll  wed  this  little  Ijeauty, 

And  it  won't  be  on  the  sly. 
Her  parents  they  gave  their  consent. 

For  in  love  with  me  they  fell. 
And  they  knew  («»f  course>  'twaa  my  intent. 

To  wed  this  little  belle.  Chorus. 

We're  married  now.  I'm  proud  to  etste,        ,  ,  ^^^ 

And  we're  happy  as  can  be  ; 
There's  nothing  mars  our  pleasure. 

So  life  glides  on  merrily,  ,    .'' 

So  now  my  story  I  have  told. 

How  in  love  with  her  I  fell,  ' 

And  I'm  happy  for  she's  all  my  own. 

This  flower  in  the  dell.  Chorus. 


Oh !  How  Delightful. 

Words  by  A.  Sketchly.  Music  by  J,  L,  Mollqy. 

The  Mnslc  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

poet  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  lu  cents. 

Oh  t  bow  delightful,  oh  !  bow  entraocing, 

From  this  drear  thraldom  soon  to  be  free. 
With  wildest  joy,  then,  my  heart  is  dancing. 

Dancing  so  gaily  now  with  glee. 
From  morn  till  uight  imprisoned  here, 

Pass'd  we  onr  days  in  gl(X>m  and  tear 
No  joys  to  cheer  us.  no  delight. 

All  was  dreary,  nothing  bright, 
Now  how  delightful,  now  how  entrancing. 

From  this  drear  thraldom  soon  to  be  free. 
With  wildeHt  joy,  then  my  heart  is  dancing, 

Dancing  so  gaily  now  with  glee. 
Ah !  ah !  my  heart  is  dancing  now  with  glee. 

Ah  !  ah  !  my  heart  is  dancing  now  with  glee. 

Ofl  when  dark  shadows  are  o'er  ns  creeping. 

And  check  the  throbbing  of  youthful  hearts, 
Hope  like  a  sunbeam  watch  near  ns  keeping 

Breaks  thro'  the  gloom  and  joy  imparts. 
No  linger  shall  we  droop  and  pine. 

In  dreary  hours  onr  lives -away. 
When  clouds  are  darkest,  oft  doth  shine 

Softly  and  brightly  hope's  cheering  ray. 
Yes,  how  delightful,  yes,  how  eulnincing. 

From  this  drear  thruUlom  soon  to  be  free. 
With  wildest  joy,  then,  ray  heart  in  dancing. 

Dancing  so  gaily  now  with  glee. 
Ah  t  ah  !  my  heart  is  dancing  now  with  glee. 

Ah  !  ah  !  my  be%rt  is  dancing  now  witb  glee. 


Hannah  fieasley. 
Sungby  3.  D.  Itoome. 

<3ood  folks  listen,  and  listen  to  me  right, 
Fm  chock  fnll  of  tmrible  from  morning  until  night, 
Fell  down  stairs  with  mv  head  full  of  bother. 
If  Fd  fell  another  step.  Fd  fell  a  step  farther. 
Sisters  won't  yon  come  and  join  our  band. 


Brothers  won't  you  come  there  too, 
C'ome  and  join  us  without  a  boot  or  shoe. 
For  nobody  knowH,  not  even  to  you. 
CBORim. 

Nobody  knovys  what  trouble  I  see. 

Nobody  knows  in  the  world  but  me, 

Noboily  kuow-i  what  trooblo  I  see. 

Nobody  knows  nobody  but  me. 

Skeeter  and  a  bed  bug  kept  a  hotel,  ' 
Had  twenty  boarders  doing  mighty  well. 
Business  got  bad,  hotel  went  to  smash, 
Skeeter  and  the  bed  bug  smotheretl  in  the  hash. 
Had  k  crate  of  chickens  and  they  flew  so 

mighty  high. 
One  of  them  flew  in  the  skeeter's  eye,  . 
Chickens  got  sick  all  laid  up  with  the  croup, 
Skeeter  and  the  bed  bug  drowned  in  tlie  Koup. 

Nnbodv  knows,  Ac. 

Went  to  the  ball  at  the  other  end  ot  town, 

Down  in  the  celhr  o>i  Jhe  bare  ground, 

Do  a  double  schufll-.>  just  as  I  please,  | 

Dog  wa.s  a  dancing,  ho  was  the  fleas. 

Went  to  the  meeting  and  they  axed  me  to  knee.. 

In  come  Dinah  with  a  square  toed  heel. 

Head  iu  the  house  and  heels  in  the  street. 

And  the  preacher  said,  well  Di'iah,  now 

I'm  glad  you  brought  your  feet. 
Nol>o<ly  knows,  Ac. 


From  Sligo. 

By  Dockstater,  for  Miss  Flora  Moors. 


Oh  1  how  do  you  do  kind  people, 

I  am  j^lad  to  see  you  all, 
I  just  came  here  trum  Ireland, 

In  a  ship  from  Tarn's  Hall. 
Sure  I  left  my  Iriends  behind  me. 

Twos  linrd  for  uk  to  part. 
For  when  I  left  it  grieved  me  sore, 
I  thought  'twoultl  break  my  heart 
CnoKi's. 
When  I  left  Sligo,  sweet  Sligo,  and  if  yon  ever 

shonld  go 
ToLantrom,  or  Daiidtrora,  or  any  other  part 
Of  Ireland,  old  IrelautI,  among  her  hilln  and  mireluud. 
You'll  see  them  dancing  ji<;s  and  reels  at 

heme  in  the  old  dart. 

Oh  !  there  is  capers  cnt  in  Ireland, 
'T would  make  you  langh  to  see. 
For  the  girls  and  boys  have  loads  of  fun, 

Iu  Sligo  I  tell  ye. 
Sure  iu  my  dreams  I  see  them. 
And  when  I  wake  my  heart. 
Seems  longing  for  the  happy  times, 
I  had  iu  the  old  dart. 

Chorcs. 
I'm  going  back  to  Sligo,  sweet  Sligo,  and  if 

you  erer  should  go. 
To  Lantrom,  or  Dandtrom,  or  any  other  part 
Of  Ireland,  old  Ireland,  among  herliillsand  mireland. 
You'll  see  them  dancing  jigs  and  reels  at 

home  iu  the  old  dart 


Pity  the  Poor. 

By  C.  D.  Foulkes. 


I  pity  the  girls  that  go  out  to  work, 

lu  weather  both  rainy  or  cold. 

.So  scantily  clad,  on  their  backs  scarce  a  shirt. 

Pray  !  what  will  they  do  wlien  they're  old. 

'  Fis  hard  for  them  now  to  make  both  ends  meet 

For  the  wages  they  get  are  so  smalL 

When  I  think  of  their  trials,  it  makes  mj  heart  bea\ 

And  I  teel  with  comimssiou  for  all.  i     . 

Chobus. 
Then  render  a.ssistance  to  those  that  may  come. 
By  giving  a  nickle  or  penny. 

Though  a  nickle  may  seem,  like  a  very  small  sum, 
It  will  help  gladden  the  hearts  of  many. 

I  pity  the  widow  in  her  distrefw. 

With  fatherless  children  so  small  ; 

For  something  to  eat  she  mnst  pawn  her  last  dress. 

By  hunger  drove  close  to  the  wall. 

Deserted  by  friends,  and  this  is  a  fact 

Which  I'm  sorry  to  sar  off  prove*  true. 

That  ministers  come  and  hand  the  poor  bnt  a  tract, 

'While  to  Heathens,  they  hand  money  too.     Chorus. 
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Somebody's  Mother. 

Author  unknown;  Recited  by  Gus  WUllamB. 


Tliu  womnu  was  old,  aud  ragged  and  gray, 
Aud  beut  Willi  the  cLiil  of  a  winters  day  ; 
Tiie  htreets  Wfi'e  white  with  a  recent  snow, 
Atid  the  wumauV  feet  with  age  were  slow. 

At  the  crowded  crossing  ehf  \vaited  long, 
JoHtled  atiide  by  the  careless  ll.roug 
Of  human  beiiign  who  passed  her  by, 
Uuheediug  the  glance  of  her  anxious  eye. 

Down  the  street  with  laughter  aud  shout, 
Gliul  in  the  freedom  of  "Mchoollt^tout," 
Come  happy  boys,  like  a  flock  of  sheep, 
Hailing  the  snow  piled  white  aud  deep, 
I'.ist  the  woman,  so  old  and  gray, 
Hastened  the  children  on  their  way. 

None  offered  a  helping  hand  to  her, 

8.;  weak  aud  timid,  atraid  to  stir. 

Lest  the  carriage  wheels  or  the  horse's  feet 

Should  trample  her  down  iu  the  8li4)pery  street 

At  last  came  out  of  the  merry  troop, 
Tiie  gHvest  iKjy  of  all  the  group  ; 
He  [(HUKed  beside  her,  and  whisi)ereti  low, 
•  ru  help  you  across  if  you  wish  to  ^o  '<" 

Her  aged  baud  on  hi.--  strong  young  arm 
.S:ie  placed,  and  so  wiiucjut  hurt  or  harm, 
He  guidetl  the  trembling  feet  along, 
Prv>ad  that  his  owu  were  young  »ud  strong  ; 
Then  back  again  to  his  trieiids  he  went. 
His  yonug  heart  happy  aud  well  content. 

'•  She's  Bomelwdy's  mother,  boys,  you  kuow, 
For  all  she's  aged,   aud  p(X)raud  slow; 
And  someoue,  some  time,  may  leud  a  haud 
"To  help  my  mother— you  uuderstaud?— ^'    ,■ 
If  ever  she's  poor,  aud  old  and  gray,       .  • 

Aud  her  own  dear  boy  is  far  away. ' 

'•Somebody's  mother,"  bowed  low  her  head, 
Iu  her  home  that  uight,  aud  the  prayer  she  said 
Was  :  '•  God  be  kind  to  that  uoble  boy. 
Who  is  somebody's  sou  and  pride  and  joy." 

Faint  was  the  voice,  aud  worn  aud  weak. 
But  Heaveu  lists  when  its  choseu  speak  ; 
Augels  caught  the  falteriug  word. 
And  "Somebotly'B  Mother's"  prayer  was  heard. 

Owen  Slattery. 

By  David  Dillon. 
Sung  in  the  Irish  ShettU,  "The  Ash  Box  Inspectors, " 

My  name  is  Oweu  Slattery.  I  am  a  cobbler  by  trade, 
By  mending  your  shoes  me  mouey  Imade. 
I  have  a  devils  owu  wife,  I  wi.sh  she  was  dead  ; 
She  can  sing  tralaloo,  aud  she  htauds  on  her  head. 
It  was  only  last  uight  that  me  daughter  Kate  Ann, 
Invited  to  supper  a  handsome  young  mau. 
When  asked  his  name,  he  sjiid  it  war  Spoons, 
Recommended  by  barunm  for  juggliuj/  spittoons. 

Me  fine  laddie  buck,  says  I,  march  out  hfre. 

Or  l>e  the  ghost  of  old  Foley,  1  will  bite  ofl  your  ear, 

H-  made  a  rush  for  the  door,  with  a  lump  ou 

bis  skull. 
He  thought  I  was  Ajax.  or  else  Silting  Bull. 
Me  wife  iu  a  flutter,  seize^l  hold  of  a  brick. 
.\nd  called  me  a  slugger  and  a  fiauuel-moutli  Mick, 
"  Toaranonns,"  says  I,  "  Elleu,  don't  give  mea  guy," 
I  made  a  short  stop  ou  the  ball  of  her  t:j;c. 

There's  Pat  MoNnmnra.    from  swof  t  Don  gnll. 

The  ash  box  inspector,  elected  lant  lull  ; 

He  wears  a  gold  watch  aud  chniu,  and  a  t-ccuted 

bouquet, 
I  wish  that  the  devil  mav  with  him  fly  away. 
It  was  only  this  morniug  he  sent  mea  card 
To  frwco  the  alley,  and  whitewash  the  yard. 
Bad  luck  to  the  suck  r  if  I  hnd  him  here, 
I  would  play  sevm-up  ici  the  edge  of  his  ear. 

-^-•i  ■    . 

The  Meyer  Brothers. 

By   Harry  Morrtg.        .    , '.      r     •• 


Wen  were  coming  from  de  ship  out, 
De  both  of  us  was  laughing. 

Yen  we're  heai'in<r  tlie  music  uf  Caslle  Garden  bell, 
Chobcs.        :  •.;      - 

All  say — efery  day. 

Dot  we  are  smelting  healdy. 
Und  dot  you  can't  tell  us  from  one  another, 

Und  of  any  one  asks  you  who  we  are, 
Why  of  course  den  you  can  tell  deui 

Dere  is  Jakey  Meyer  und  de  oder  one 

is  his  brndder. 

Yen  we  are  walking  Sundays  out, 

De  girls  dey  say  we're  maHhers  ;  t.       • 

But  we  are  understanding  dis  language  not.     ' 

Aber  wi-n  dey  smile  und  wink  dree  times, 
We  walk  den  proud  like  peacocks. 

Uod  put  on  all  de  style  dot  we  hafe  got.      Cbo. 

The  Spellers  on  our  Block. 

By  WllUo  WUdwave,        Parody  on.  Babies  on  our  block. 


li 


On  a  ship  from  Germany  we  came,    - 

Three  »eeko  ago  last   I'liureday  ; 
Dit  country  we  are  liking  pretty  well. 


The  pride  of  all  the  nation 

For  jovial  merriment,  \ 

To  be  found  iu  any  station 

I^i  our  big  teuement. 
To  spend  a  pleasant  evening. 

If  at  the  door  j'ou  knock, 
You're  introduced  to  one  aud  all — ^ 

Of  the  speilers  ou  our  block. 
There's  the  Bnidy's,  sweetest  ladies,       ..  ■  - 

On  the  eust  side  of  the  street,  rv    ••■■■■ 

The  handsomest  of  daisies, 

I'm  MUre  they  can't  be  beat,  • 

Diiiiciug  the  Miizourka  '  " :' 

Till  the  twelfth  stroke  of  the  clock,- 
Playing  little  Siilly  Waters  .  ;^ 

For  the  speilers  ou  our  block.  ■' 

Chokus. 
.      Little  Sally  Waters, 

A-sittiug  iu  the  sun,         /  ,     :.       ' 

Crying  aud  weeping 
For  a  young  man. 
, '  Eise.  Sally,  rise, 

Wipe  your  eye  out  with  your  frock, 
-That's  played  by  Professor  Flynn 
For  the  speilers  on  our  block. 

At  all  the  picnics  iu  the  summer. 

At  the  excursions  too,  .:  i,  ,.•    ; 

You'll  find  them  well  attended 

By  this  bold  imdanuted  crew  ; 
They're  the  pride  of  the  Eighteenth  Ward, 

They  come  from  first  class  stock. 
None  around  could  dare  compare 

With  the  speilers  ou  our  block.  •    / 

Sure  there's  Handly,  who  with  Stanley, 

Traveled  Africa's  sunny  shore  ; 
For  telling  stories  ofi'-haud,  he 
Gould  beat  any  on  the  floor  ; 
Sweet  music  lowly  sounding. 

Like  the  ticking  of  the  clock, 
Playiug  gravel,  greeny,  gravel. 
For  the  speilers  ou  our  block.      .- 

Chobus.     .^■.      "'[;      ■■-•,.- 
'' Gravel,  green}',  gravel,  ";    . 

How  green  the  grass  grows. 
For  all  the  pretty  fair 

Y'oung  maidens  I  see. 
Green  gravel,  green. 

Wipe  your  eye  out  with  your  frock. 
That's  played  by  Professor  Flynn, 
For  the  speilers  on  our  block. 

It's  always  a  good-evening, 

Aud  a  pleasant  word  for  all. 
In  the  march  they  take  the  shine^ 

At  partv,  soiree  or  ball ; 
All  dressed  in  handsome  broadcloath,     /^  ^ 

Fresh  as  a  fighting  cock,  - 

The  envy  of  the  other  wards    ■-;  J'  y  .:;  ■  ;■-.;- 

Are  the  sprflers  on  our  blo«sk,  .' 

There's  .lohn  Powers  who  for  hours       •■ 

With  .Jack  Tremor  he  could  talk.         ;  .  -,  " 
Easy  ou  their  number  twelves,  .' .    J.  :■     ■ 

And  as  lit.'ht  MS  any  cork.         .  v>     C'  -•.-:.:- 
Sociablv  and  >  •  i^'dvirly,  ■   .  -"'  •      ":'■;>". 

'Round  Timo.,ey'>.  they  flock,        .  ;    ■„      :  ; : 
Plrtviuii  little  Sail \  Waters  .       : 

^    For  the  hi>eiler8  on  our  block. 

Chorus  :    Little  Sally,  Ac. 


Oood>bye,  Iobb. 

!        •        By  Hany  Woodson, 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  oonstantlr 

on  hand,  and  wiu  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address. 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  prtce,  8S  ceuia. 

O,  come  my  love  and  go  with  me, 

O,  &re  you  well  ; 
I'se  gwine  to  take  you  to  Tennesse*,    :  .  ^  ,' 

A\i,  ftn  yon  well  ; 
O,  I  make  my  ooffee  and  drink  my  tea,         ' 

O,  fare  you  well  ;  ' 

See  that  yellow  gal  a  winking  at  me    \  '  - 

O,  fare  you  welL  j  -  • '  , 

Then  pood-bye.  Aunt  Lira, 

1 11  never  see  you  again  ;  '■.■„*■■' 

j'segwine  back  to  Dixie's  land,     ^  ".■'■' . 

Where  they  hoe  that  sugar-cane,  bom,  bom,  bom. 

O,  there's  lar  on  heel  and  kidney  in  the  foot, 

C),  fare  you  well  ; 
^  ou  want  to  see  the  nigger  wench  shout, 

O,  fare  you  well  ;  -;  .'  ^ 

O,  they're  cliiubing  up  the  mounUin  for  to 

eatcii  the  sky. 
O,  fare  you  well  ; 
Nigger  shake  oflTyonr  slumbers  and  then  arise. 

Chorus. 


My   Mary  Ann. 
By  Bd.  narrlgan.         For  Kitty  O'NeU. 

Oh  !  my  Mary  Ann  isanarlizan,  "    X 

In  a  factory  way  down  town  ; 
She  makes  umbrellas  for  the  high-toned  fellers. 

And  she  hves  ^ix  eloriesfivin  tlie  ground. 
In  a  brick  tenement,  where  tliey  cut  up  divilment 

Every  night  in  the  week  and  every  dny. 
My  sweet  Mary  Ann  walks  out  upon  theaand, 

Ev'ry  summer  at  Uockawav. 

Her  big  brother  Dan  is  a  laboring  maa. 

On  the  pipes  he's  a  civil  engineer  ; 
His  feet  are  as  large  as  a  picnic  barge. 

He  wears  gum  drops  in  liis  ears.  -  * -■ 

He  has  a  voice  like  a  thrush,  and  ho  feeds  on  mush. 

He's  fond  of  his  siKter  tliey  tay. 
Sweet  Mary  Ann  walks  out  on  the  eand. 

With  her  big  brother  Dan  at  Kuckaway. 

Sweet  Mary  A  nn  plays  the  grand  pian. 

She  never  studied  notes  from  the  book,  ., 
The  music  clear  lays  all  in  her  ear. 

As  she  rattles  it  off'  with  her  handa.  ' 

Sunday  night,  when  the  parlor's  full. 

And  dear  Camelia  May  will  you  give  me 

a  welcome  here? 
Ihen  sweet  Mary  Ann  walks  out  np<.n  llie  sand. 

Every  summer  on  the  beach  ai  liuckaway. 

The  Days  That  are  to   Come- 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  bo  sent  by  u.s  to  any  addresa. 

post  paid,  on  receipt  or  price.  85  cent*. 

The  days  that  are  to  come,  dear  luve, 

Shall  brighter  be  by  far. 
Than  these  that  shadow  o'er  our  lives. 

And  fidl  of  sorrow  are.  , 

A  cloudless  morn  oft  ends  in  tears 

Whilejduller  ones  grow  bright. 
So  may  our  early  doubts  and  fears,       :■'':    ■ ' 

Change  to  an  age  of  light.  '       "'    ' 

So  may  our  early  doubts  and  fears. 

Change  to  an  age  of  light. 

There  is  a  love  that  lives  for  ag«,'        ■•.'.:•'.'  i^ 

Th'iugb  youth  and  bloom  be  past, 
'Twill  sweeten  life,  'twill  grow  with  aga. 

No  brighter  first  tiian  lai^t.  .  V-,- 

Then  brave  the  »t«rmi>  of  life  while  yonne, 
'  Still  happy  and  eont«nt 
.    If  we  at  laJst  find  peace  and  rest,  .    .,       .■ 

From  I'aving  life  Well  iipent,  --.■.';■'''/ 

If  we  at  last  find  peac.*  and  rest. 

From  having  liie  well  openi. 
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Sosannah  McManiu- 

ByOoft.v(;oi>fi.  buntf  »>y  James  O'Nell. 

1  oiic<;  lia<l  a  tine  purty  lump  of  a  girl, 

Suaaiinali  ^IoMaiinii8  be  name  ; 
Slie'8  ;;one  lo  the  divil  entirely  now, 

^mi  played  iiiea  duty  mane  j^arae.     ' 
It's  oViT  iiiid  over  I  tould  her  me  love. 

She  j»lcdjj;ed  iiie  her  Lean  and  lier  hand  ; 
But  now  she  has  fled  with  a  villainous  scamp, 

1  hai  played  iu  u  luinstrel  bund. 
■  Chobuu. 
Oh  !  Korra's  the  day  for  Siwannfth  ahe  left; 

Fonjet  her  I'll  try  if  I  can  : 
Hut  the  ilivil  j;ot  into  her  head   so  it  did, 

Wlien  she  met  with  that  minstrel  man. 

Susannali'McManun.  sure  that  wftg  her  name, 

And  a  tine  dacenl  girl,  be  the  way. 
Till  that  ua:;ur  minstrel  came  into  the  town. 

liad  ceaE  to  llial  very  vame  day  ! 
Meself  and  >usiinrmh  we  went  to  the  show,  ' 

Which  caused  me  a  dollar  to  spend. 
And  Susannah  wua  Hlruck  with  the  fellow 

that  played 

On  the  tambourine  there  on  the  end.     Chorus. 

'I'he  ciirtiiin  winl  down,  and  thin  it  winl  up, 

And  Ihut  very  same  divil  came  out, 
Wiih  u  1,'nn  and  a  kick    and  a  slap  of  his  fist  ; 

Like  a  monkey  he  wriggled  about, 
lie  siru.l.llid  a  chair  wiih  a  quare-looking  thing; 

He  calU-.l  it  a  bingo  I  tlimlt  ; 
He  .-an<;  un.l  looked  at  Susannah,  he  did. 

And  j,'avo  her  an  ould-fashioned  wink.     Chorus, 

Site  packeil  up  lier  duds  on  the  very  next  day, 

Auil  8ttaight«ny  slie  wint  from  her  home, 
.^liid  !<he  xenl  me  a  lelter  and  said  she  was  gone, 

Wid  liii!)  ininr>trel  man  for  to  roam. 
I'll  i;out,'e  liiin  !   I'll  ti^r|,t  him  !  I'll  kick  him! 

I'll  bite  him  ! 

I'll  Miun^'h  liim  an  flat  as  a  pan. 
I'ur  taking  Sii.><aiiniili  McManus  away, 

'1  hat  ould  nairur  minstrel  man.  Cfaorua. 


The  Coast  of  Barbary. 
n.v  o.  p. 


'Twas  from  a  port  in  Enijland  two  jolly  ships  set  sail, 
I'.low  hiljli.  blow  low,  and  so  Kiiiled  we; 

riie  one  the  Queen  of  I'rusia,  and  the  other 

the  Trince  of  Wales, 
Sailing  down  on  the  coast  of  Barbary. 

00  alof. ,  go  alofi,  our  jolly  captain  cried, 
lilow  high,  blow  low,  and  »o  soiled  we. 

Look  ahead   look  astern,  look  a-larboard  o'er  the  lea. 
Look  along  on  the  coust  of  iiarbary. 

1  see  notliing  nstern,  I  see  nothing  astern, 

111  (W  high,  blow  low,  and  so  sailed  we, 
Lnt  I  See  Something  towards  the  windward, 

like  a  lofty  ship  on  sea. 
Sailing  down  on  the  coast  of  Barbary. 

Hail  her.  oh  I   hail  her,  our  jelly  captain  cried, 

Klow  high,  hlow  low.  and  so  sailed  we. 
Oh  '  prrha)>-  she  is  a  man  of  war  or  privateer  said  he, 

Sailing  down  on  \he  coast  of  Barbary, 

I  atn  no  man  of  war  or  privateer  said  she, 
lilow  hii;h.  blow  low,  and  so  sailed  we, 

lull  I  aiu  a  j  >lly  pirate,  thnt's  seeking  for  my  f«e. 
Sailing  down  on  the  coust  of  Ijarbary. 

So  broadside!)  to  broadsides,  these  jolly  ships  they  lay, 

Blow  hii;h.  blow  low,  and  so  sailed  we. 
Till  at  length  the  Queen  of  Prusia  shot  the 

pirates  mast  away, 

Sailing  down  on  the  coast  of  Barbary. 

For  qnariers.  for  quarters  these  jolly  pirates  cried, 

Blow  high,  blow  low,  and  so  sailed  we. 
Jiiil  the  quarters  that  we  gave  to  them,  we  sunk 

them  in  the  sea, 

bailing  down  on  the  coast  of  Barbftry. 


Pretty  Eveliner. 

15y  J.  li.  Craft.  Atr  :    Pretty  Pejnfj. 

Sung  by  Cratt  and  Bucliunun. 


I'm  in  love  with  a  fair  young  girl. 

She  is  the  sweetest  ever  seen. 
Her  eyes  are  dark,  teeth  like  pearl. 

Oh  !  s)ie  is  my  sweet  Eveline. 

CuoRirs.  '        .• 

She's  the  prettiest  in  all  the  village, 

Oh  I   Eveliner,  little  darling. 
Oh  !   Eveliner,  pretiy  daisy, 

Why  she's  like  the  little  flowers  that  bloom 

in  May. 

When  she  is  mine  how  happy  I'll  be, 
I'll  sing  and  dance  most  all  the  day, 

.idnd  with  aweet  Eveline  by  my  side, 

Oh  !  won't  I  feel  so  grand  and  gay.       Chorus. 

Oh!  the  day  is  not  very  far  away. 

When  I  will  make  this  colleen  my  bride, 

.dnd  the  boys  and  thegirls  thev  will  dance  and  sing. 
When  they  know  sweet  Eveline  is  mine.     Cho. 


My  Bark-Eyed  Southern  Queen. 

Soag  and  Dance. 

Words  by  Jim  Campbell.  Music  by  J.  Scliwcnscck. 

.Music  pub,  &  Copyrlgtit  1878,  by  E.  H.  Ilardtng. 

The  Music  of  tilts  or  any  otlier  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  OQ  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 


Down  where  the  wild  bee  loves  to  roam, 

'Neath  sunny  southern  skies, 
There  dwells  the  one  I  call  my  own, 

'1  he  one  1  dearly  prize. 
In  a  cottai^e  hid  'nealh  roses. 

In  a  valley  bright  with  green, 
This  fairy  there  reposes. 

My  dark-eyed  southern  quean. 
CHonus. 

'Tis  she  that  holds  the  magic  wand. 
Bids  my  soul  m  rapture  stand  ; 

In  the  sunlight  of  her  smiles  I  bask. 
Her  bright  eyes  magic  gleam. 

In  fascination  holds  me  fast. 
My  dark-eyed  southern  queen. 

Iler  raven  tresses  black  as  night. 

Wave  in  the  balmy  nir ; 
Her  dark  eyes  flashing  loves  own  light. 

From  a  face  of  beauty  rare  ; 
Her  form  with  grace  all  beaming. 

Like  a  goddess  fair  doth  seem  ; 
Of  her  I'm  ever  dreaming. 

My  dark-eyed  southern  queen. 


Chorus. 


When  I  Leit  my  Home  in  Erin- 
copy  right,  isia,  by  g.d.  Newhau. 

Words  and  Music  by  Will,  8.  Hays.    . 

Tbe  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept,  constantly 

on  hand  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

postpaid,  on  receipt  of  price, 40 cents. 


The  evening  shadows  gathered,    . 

And  the  sun  had  gone  to  rest. 
The  nightingale  was  singing 
To  the  cuckoo  in  its  nest. 
The  moon  in  all  her  beauty. 
Like  a  monarch  leapted  the  sky, 
,  "When  I  left  my  home  in  Erin. 
Anii  I  kissed  them  all  good-bye. 
Chorcs. 

Oh  !  I  long  to  see  the  loved  ones, 
And  I  think  of  them  and  sigh. 

To  see  my  home  In  Erin. 
.4nd  the  ones  I  kissed  "  good-by«." 

i  jare  not  where  I  wander. 

I  oan  see  ray  mother's  face. 
4uA  my  poor  old  gray-haired  father, 

K<- 1  go  from  place  to  place. 
.r  «:iiii  see  them  as  we  parted 
y  V-'Uh  a  tear-drop  in  each  eye, 
-J*'^  {  "'t  mv  home  in  Erin. 

\,      ssed  them  all  good-bye. 


Chorus. 


It  is  years  siooe  last  we  parted, 

.^nd  I  crossed  the  deep  blue  sea. 
And  I  often  often  wonder 

If  they  have  forgotten  me. 
1  would  give  the  world  to  see  them 

Once  again  before  they  die, 
At  my  dear  old  home  in  Erin, 

Where  i  kissed  them  all  gi>od-bye. 


i^^-.^*- 


Choms. 


Darling  I  Will  Come  Again. 

Wordsby  A.  W.French.  Music  by  C.  M.  Pyke. 

Copyright,  1876,  by  c.  W.  uarrts. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  wUi  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  88  cents. 


Darling  I  must  part  from  thee, 

With  a  sweet  voice  of  farewell  I 
Tho' a  little  while  it  be, 

Sad  it  is  to  break  the  spell. 
Give  me  now  your  sweetest  kiss. 

Keep  DA  thought  of  grief  or  paint 
Only  hear  me  promise  this — 

Darling  I  will  oome  again  I 
CHOBns. 

When  the  stars  of  heaven  shine. 

On  the  roses  in  the  lane. 
Don't  forget  this  promise,  mine, 

I>arling  I  will  comeagaiu.. 

You  are  all  in  all  to  me. 

None  can  love  thee  as  I  do;  ' 
Parted  tho'  from  you  I  be. 

Still  believe  my  heart  is  true. 
Now  that  all  your  love  is  mine. 

Hear  me  with  a  sweet  refrain. 
Whisper  neath  the  stars  that  shine. 

Darling  1  will  come  again. 

"When  I  linger  by  thy  side. 

Life  seems  fairest  unto  me, 
.^nd  the  moments  sweetly  glide. 

Sweet  as  ever  sweet  can  be. 
Dreaming  ot  the  hours  of  bliss. 

Could  i  long  from  thee  remain. 
So  I  tell  thee  with  a  kiss  ; 

Darling  I  will  come  again. 


Chorus 


Chorus. 


The  Myrtic  Veil. 

Words  and  Music  by  II.  C.  Work.  ' 

Copyright,  1876,  byc.  M.  Cady. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  bo  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cent.K. 


When  the  shadows  take  their  nightly  places. 

When  departing  light  is  faint  and  pale. 
Then  in  my  chamber  gather  phantom  faces. 

Gazing  thro*  the  mystic  veil. 
One  there  is  with  features  so  familiar. 

Glimpses  of  her  give  my  pulse  a  start; 
Oh!  tell  me  tell  me  truly,  is  it  you,  love,   ' 

Come  to  cheer  my  lonely  heart. 
Chobcs. 
Come  one  step  nearer,  one  shade  clearer  I 

Breathe  one  word  before  we  pait  ; 
And  tell  me,  tell  me  truly,  is  it  you,  love. 

Come  to  cheer  my  lonely  heart.  y 


When  my  song  in  lonely  notes  ascending. 

Vainly  bids  my  saddened  soul  rejoice. 
Methinks  I  hear  a  murmured  alto  blending. 

Is  it  really  your  sweet  voice? 
.iinswer  now,  if  only  by  a  whisper:  . 

Rend  the  veil,  the  mystic  veil  apart. 
And  tell  me,  tell  me  truly,  is  it  you,  love, 

Come  to  cheer  my  lonely  heart.  Chorus. 


Waking  while  the  denser  darkness  linger*. 

Someone  seems  to  stand  beside  my  bed  ; 
I  can  but  think  I  feel  your  fairy  fingers. 

Softly  laid  upun  my  head. 
Silently  why  does  the  vision  vanish  ! 

Dream  I  yet,  or  is  it  magic  art. 
Now  tell  me,  tell  me  truly,  is  it  you,  love. 

Come  too  cheer  my  luuely  heart. 
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Au  Revoir  Fritzy- 

y  Solon  Berrlck.  Air:    By-by  Charley, 


Ob  !  here  I  um  a  DatcLman,  jes. 

Now  look  me  iuside  oud, 
De  girls  arouud  de  dean  do  say 

Dot  I  am  petting  Htond  ; 
Dey  say  dot  I'm  de  sweedest  man 

Dot  ever  dey  did  see, 
Und  every  time  I  visit  dem, 

Dey  all  say  uuto  me. 

:;'.-/ ;.Choeu8.     '■"-■^    -"    ':■  ^     ' 
All  revoir  !  Fritzy,  don'd  you  go  avay, 
I'll  be  a  beau  of  yours,  if  you  an  hour  stay, 
You're  looking  very  nice  to-nide, 
I  scarce  know  vot  to  say, 
I'll  throw  to  you  a  pleasant  smile. 
As  you  pass  dis  vay. 

Somedimes  dey  call  me  "  Souerkiaut," 

Dot  gets  me  awful  mad, 
Uud  ven  I  dell  dem  of  de  facd, 

Dey  say  dot  dey  are  glad. 
Now,  I'm  going  to  haf  it  stopped. 

At  leasd  I'm  going  to  dry — 
But  ev'ry  dime  dey  see  me  oud, 

I'm  greeded  mit  dot  gry. 


Chorus. 


Mary  Ann  Kehoe. 

By  T.  K.  Powers,    Copy  rlgjit,  lis7«,  by  Thomas  E.  Powers, 

Music  pubUshed  by  Mrs.  PauUne  Lleder  60  Chatham  8t, 

N.  v.    Sent  post  paid,  ou  receipt  of  price  40  tents. 

I  have  a  daughter  Mary  Ann, 
Marj-  Ann,  my  daughter  ; 

She  fell  in  love  with  hump-back  Dan- 
Mary  Ann  Kehoe. 

She'll  not  work  *t  all,  stall, 
Mary  Ann,  my  daughter. 

But  flirts  all  day  below  iu  the  hall — 
Mary  Ann  Kehoe. 

ChOBCS.      ■..■;■:■.   ,.^  ■ 

Such  Bjmrking  and  larking, 

Mary  Ann,  my  daughter.       ) 
Faith,  all  day  in  the  hallway,  ,      i 

Mary  Ann  Kehoe.         (KepeaL)  < 

Ho,  ho,  ha,  ha!    Ough  ! 

Ev'ry  mom,  at  break  of  day, 

Mary  Ann,  my  daughter. 
She  rises  up  for  to  drink  her  tay, 

Mary  Ann  Kehoe. 
Summer's  day,  when  it's  very  hot, 

Mary  Ann,  my  daughter. 
She  goes  to  sleep  on  the  childer's  cot, 

Mary  Ann  Kehoe. 

Chorus. 

Such  roaring  and  snoring,  .   .      -  '      ' 

ilary  Ann,  my  daughter  ; 

I'm  crazy,  she's  lazy, 

Mary  Ann  Kehoe.         (Eepeat) 

Ho,  ho,  ha,  ha  !    Ough  !  {  • 

Everj' night  when  supper  is  done,     . ; 

Mary  Ann,  my  datighter. 
In  the  yard  she  meets  Burke's  blackguard  son, 

Mury  Ann  Kehoe  ; 
Red-headed  Burke's  an  accordeon  player, 

Mar}-  Ann,  my  daughter. 
And  they  dance  to  the  tune  of  "Slobbery  Days," 

Mary  Ann  Kehoe. 

Chobcs.    '; 
Such  reeling  and  speiling, 

Mary  Ann,  my  daughter. 
With  a  hop,  skip,  and  ado  dip,  ^    ,       ■ 

Mary  Ann  Kehoe.        (Repeat) 

Ho,  ho,  ha,  ha!    Ough!  . 


McCarthy  s   Bonrdine:  Honse. 

By  T  E.  Powpfs    Copyright.  isTs,  by  Thomas  B.  Powers, 

Mtialcpubllsbed  hy  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder.  eochatbam  St. 

N.  Y,    Sent  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price  40  cents. 

Denuy  McCarthy  lives  in  Cherry  street, 

McCarty's  boarding-house  : 
He  keeps  a .boardiug-hoase,  clean  and  neat,  :  ': 

McCarthy's  boarding-house. 
Five  dollars  a  week  to  him  we  pay, 

McCarthy's  boarding-house, 
Wf  g«t  three  square  meals  every  day 

In  McCarthy's  boording-hoasa. 


Chobcs. 
There's  the  Clearys  aud  Learys,    . 

McLiuusaud  Flynns, 
Denny  Regan,  and  Fagin,     • 

In  McCarthy's  boarding-house. 


(Repeat.) 


I  tell  yon.  boys,  they  feed  us  high  ■  ,. 

In  McCarthy's  boarding-house,  -■':,,  :  .  ,  / 
On  lobster  salad  and  lemon  pie,  :l  .'     i  ■. 

In  McCarthy's  boarding-house.         •      .   /;' 
Quail  on  toast,  eggs  and  bam—    ,.     .-'  -'■^J;,. 

McCarthy's  boarding-house —    '  '  ■"  '  '• '  •     '" 
Corned  beef  and  cabbage  and  Italian  jam, 

McCarthy's  boarding-house. 

Chobus,  •,  ; .    ^' t    r 

There  is  cobblers  aud  uailer%       •-      ;'    ■•;>.:':-i  ,-' 

Tailors  aud  weavers,  ■"'':|-v 

Tiny  butchers  aud  bakers,  "'' ' 

In  McCarthy's  boarding-house.  (Repeat.) 

McCarthy  bought  a  new  piano. 

For  McCarthy's  iKJardin^'-honse,  '■'.•'■.',;: 
For  his  elegant  daughter,  big  Johanna,      • :  ^ 

In  McCarthy's  boarding-house.  '"■■''.;■ 

And  she's  the  girl  knows  how  to  play  V  ^  - 

In  McCarthy's  boarding  house,  '".'••". 

She'd  drive  your  appetite  away  >   ■-    ';  ■  ^ 

In  McCarthy's  boarding-house.  '  "■  •  '  . .  .';  ■  • , 
Chorus.;  =..">;'-:■•;  ;''>:''f"':  ;V 

Johanna,  alanua,  .     y.,.> 

Loves  Nailor,  the  tailor,            ■  v  ■;    '>  i 

And  faith  they'll  be  married 

In  McCarthy's  boarding-house.  (Repeat.) 


The  Last  Whistle- 
«y  G.  F. 


■ri" 


Whether  sailor  or  not  for  a  moment  avast, 
Poor  Jack's  mizzen  topsail  is  nailed  to  the  mast, 
He  will  never  turn  out,  nor  will  more  heave  the  lead. 
He's  now  all  aback,  nor  will  sails  shoot  ahead. 
Yet  tho'  worms  knaw  his  timbers  and  his  vessel's 

a  wreck. 
When  he  hears  the  last  whistle,  he'll  jump 

■;■;:;':■■-■  ^- ■,..;,■■:■;;:;."■. "/,v      upoudeck. 

Secure  in  his  cabin,  he's  moored  in  the  grave. 
Nor  hears  any  more  the  loud  roar  of  the  wave. 
Pressed  by  death  he  is  gone  to  the  tender  below. 
Where  the  lubber  and  seaman  must  everyone  go, 
Y'et  tho'  worms  knaw  bis  timbers,  and  his  vemel's 

a  wr^k. 
When  be  hears  the  last  whistle  he'll  jump  upon  deck. 

With  bis  frame  a  mere  hulk,  and  his  reckoning 

on  board. 
At  length  he  dropped  down  to  mortality's  road. 
With  Eternity's  ocean  before  him  in  view. 
He  cbeeriuUy  cried  out,  oh  !  my  mess-mates  adieu. 
For  tho'  worms  knaw  my  timbers  and  my  vessel's 

a  wreck. 
When  I  hear  the  last  whistle,  I'll  jump  upon  dfeck. 


The  Lover's  Wooing- 

Copyright,  1878,  and  pub.,  by  Spear  and  Dehnhoff. 
Words  by  C.  P.  Schell.  Music  by  W.  H.  Bl^er. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 
on  hand,  aod  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 
post  paid,  on  re  celptof  price,  40  cents. 

Tell  me  darling,  tell  me  truly. 

Do  you  love  me  as  of  old!  •  ;    '\. 

Only  give  to  me  that  sweet  pledge. 

Fervent  love  that  ne'er  grows  cold  ! 
For  whenever  you  are  near  me. 

Those  sweet  smiles  entrance  my  heart  f 
No  !  I  never  more  can  leave  thee, 

Neverfrom  thy  side  depart.         i.....  ;•■, 

You  alone  can  make  me  happy,  ;    •  -. 

Only  speak  "  three  little  words  !"  "  ;  •  \\ 
Whisper  softly,  none  will  hear  yon,       ' :  /       - 

But  the  pretty  little  birds.  ■  -  ■  'i 

Though  life's  tempest  I  will  help  thee, 

For  a  better  lot  to  gain.  -  ;:'! 

No!  Inever  more  can  leave  thee !  '''^ 

Ever,  love,  with  thee  remain.       "  ;.         -  ■  V 

When  the  pretty  flowers  have  faded. 
And  the  birds  have  ceased  their  lay  ; 

Then  the  angels  will  protect  us,  ^  1. 

When  all  alae  has  pa<wed  away. 


I 


But  the  gentle,  tender  throbbiuga 
Ot  two  hearts  that  boat  as  one, 

They  can  never  be  forgotten. 
Till  the  sands  of  life  are  ran. 


\'-^yr/: 


The  Sweet  Long  Ago. 


The  Music  ot  this  or  any  other  sontr.  kept  constantly 

ou  hand,  and  will  Ik'  sent  by  us  to  anv  addren, 

VK)st  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cent*. 


There's  a  mystic  golden  shore. 

Where  the  .-surgeB  evermore 
Break  in  niasie  on  the  atraud,  soft  and  low. 

And  I  hear  the  oeaaelest  hymn, 

I  can  aee  the  head-lands  dun, 
'Tis  the  golden  shore  uf  aweellongago; 

There  are  countless  ho|>e8  and  fears. 

There  are  shades  ofvanieked  yeara. 
Where  those  sounding  surges  sweep  lo  and  fr«> ; 

There  are  buds  and  garlands  fair 
Bound  with  thread*  of  auburn  hair. 

On  the  golden  shore  of  sweet  long  ago. 
Chobcs. 
Long  ago,  sweet  long  ago. 

On  the  gulden  shore  of  sweet  long  ago. 
Long  ago,  sweet  lung  ago. 

On  the  golden  shore  of  sweet  long  i^^. 

There  are  kisses  fond  and  sweet,  * 

I'reesed  by  lips  no  more  to  meet. 
There  are  scepters,  there  are  crowns  fallen  low  ; 

And  the  uiem'ries  of  the  past. 

All. too  fair  and  bright  to  last. 
Through  the  golden  shore  of  sweet  long  ago  ; 

Oh  !  tlie  mystic  golden  shore, 

Where  the  surges  evermore 
Break  in  music  on  the  strand  as  they  flow. 

All  the  pleasures  of  to-day. 

One  by  one  8<K)n  glide  away,.  <  *    ^     • 
To  the  golden  shore  of  aweet  long  ago.     Chi>nia. 


»^       Wait  for  the  Sunlight 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  consuntly 
on  hand,  and  will  hr  sent  by  us  to  any  address 
post  paid,  on  receipt  of  prtoo.  4»  c«ut«.       ' 

^yait  for  the  sunlight  when  storm  clouds  appear. 
They  will  soon  vanish,  tho'  hovering  near  ; 
In  lifes  darkest  moments  the  sunbeams  arc  bright. 
Only  have  courage,  and  dare  to  do  nght. 
Soon  will  the  clouds  jiass  away  from  your  life 
Soon  will  we  end  all  our  sorrows  and  strife  ; 
Don't  lie  discouraged,  you're  not  waiting  in  vain. 
The  clouds  cannot  last,  we'll  have  sunlight  again. 

Ciionrs. 
Wait  for  the  sunlight,  wait  for  the  sunlight. 
Don't  be  discouraged,  you're  not  waiting  in  vain  ; 
Only  have  courage  and  dare  lo  do  right  ; 
The  clouds  cannot  hist,  we'll  have  sunlight  a^in. 

Hearts  that  are  weary  of  life  and  its  oares. 
Wait  for  the  sunliglit  and  never  dispai^. 
Gone  are  the  dreams  that  we  knew  could  not  last, 
So  truHt  ia  the  future,  and  forget  all  the  past. 
Roses  will  )>]o<')n[i  hut  they  wither  and  fadeT 
Like  ho||e»-  that  we  oherished.  and  eastles  wema<le. 
Life  is  % j«tii  neyv  and  ofi  on  the  way, 
.vW«>e  cK»«jred  when  beholding  a  bright  sunny  ray. 

Chorus. 


Oh !  How  I  Love  Thee. 


*  * 


I  love  thee.  I  love  thee,  but  what  does  it  matter. 

The  world  still  moves  on.  and  the  stars  shine  above. 
There  is  stinshine  and  shadow,  musio  andlaughicr, 

Nothing  is  changed,  dear,  because  of  my  love. 
Each  of  us  quietly  tread  our  owd  pathway. 

No  one  is  wronged  by  my  luving  you  so, 
Somelimeit  we  meet,  but  our  cold,  careless  greeting, 

S«f«Pce  stamps  as  friends,  and  yet  each  of  us  know 

I  call  you  my  darling,  ah  !  what  does  it  matUr. 

I  whinper  it  softly,  tender  and  low. 
Down  deep  in  my  heart,  such  love  words  are  bidden. 

None  )>ut  myself  and  the  angel*  can  know. 
And  the  angels  in  heaven  don't  Wame  me  my  darling. 

My  life  is  so  diearo  so  lovelesii  and  eold, 
I  cant  help  but  cherish  one  little  bloxaom, 

lo  brighten  my  life  with  iu  sw««tD«M  untold. 


:•  .;-?•'■■  •  ";..•?.    :-: 


Who  is  it  at  my  Bedroom  Window  ? 
or :  The  Silver  Dagger. 

This  song  Is  one  of  the  most  popular  souks  In  the  United 
SUtes,  tne  air  13  known  by  thousands,  but  the  sonjr  has 
tc  our  knowledge  never  as  yet  been  published,  wenere- 
wtlh  publish  It  by  me  request  of  thouaaadsQt  our  sub- 
scribers. •■'   ' 

Who  is  it  at  my  bedroom  window? 

Who  is  it  mourns  so  bitterly ; 
'Tis  I.  'lis  I,  your  own  true  lover,  ; 

'lis  1  that  mourns  so  bitterly. 

Oh  Kaly  dear  go  ask  your  mother, 

If  you  niy  wedded  wife  may  be, 
And  if  she  says  no  return  and  tell  me. 

Then  I  no  more  shall  trouble  thee. 

Oh !  Willie  dear,  I  dare  not  ask  her. 

For  she  intends  to  keep  me  in  ; 
So  Willie  dear,  you  go  and  ask  her. 

If  t  your  wtidded  wife  may  be. 

Oh  !  Katy  dear,  go  ask  your  father, 

If  y»u  my  wedded  wife  may  be, 
And  if  he  says  no,  return  and  tell  me. 

And  I  no  more  shall  trouble  thej. 

Oh !  Willie  dear.  I  dare  not  ask  him, 

i;'or  lie  lies  on  Ins  bed  of  rest, 
^nd  by  lii^t  xide  lays  a  silver  dagger 

'  u  pierce  the  young  man  that  1  love  best. 

So  Willie  look  that  silver  dagger, 

.4nd  pierced  it  through  his  own  true  breast, 

Sa\  in;;  adieu  to  father,  adieu  to  mother, 
^dieu  sweet  Kaly  for  thee  I  rest. 

So  Katy  drew  that  bloody  dagger, 

And  pierced  it  tlirougli  her  lily-white  breast. 

Saying  adieu  to  father,  adiea  to  mother, 
Adiea  sw.et  Willie  with  tbee  I  rest. 

So  dig  my  grave  both  long  and  deep, 

riace  a  marble  sloue  at  my  head  and  feet. 

And  on  my  breast  a  turtle  dove, 
To  show  the  world  I  died  for  love. 


A  Warrior  Bold- 
Words  t}j  E  Thomas.  Music  by  8.  Adams. 
The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  eong,  kept  constantly 
on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  au>  address, 
postpaid, oa receipt oi  price,  10 cents. 

In  days  of  old,  when  knights  were  bold,  , 

And  Uiiru'na  held  their  sway, 
A  warrior  Ixild  with  spurs  of  gold, 

^aiig  merrily  his  luy,  sang  merrily  lua  lay, 
My  love  ii  yuuiig  and  fair. 
My  love  iiatli  golden  hair. 
And  eyes  so  blue,  and  hearts  so  true, 

I  hat  none  wiiii  her  coiuuare. 
So  whatoare  I  tlio' death  be  nigh, 

1 11  liv«  for  love  or  die. 

So  this  brave  knight,  in  armour  bright, 

\^enti;ailv  to  the  fray. 
He  fought  the  fight,  but  <>re  the  night. 
His  soul  liad  passed  away,  bis  soul  had 

passed  away. 
The  plighted  ring  he  woae. 
Was  crushed  and  wet  with  gore. 
Yet  ere  he  died,  he  bravely  cried, 

I've  kept  tlie  vow  I  swore. 
So  what  care  I  tho'  deaih  be  nigh, 
I've  fought  for  love  and  die. 


.    r   Baby  Feet. 

Words  and  MuMC  by  T.  B.  Kelly. 
Copyright.  18T8.       By  T.  B.  KeUy, 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  keptconstantlr 

on  hand,  and  wiu  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addreas, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  centa. 

Tripping  lightly  round  the  room, 

Like  a  little  fkirv  : 
Willi  her  oheek*  of  rosy  bloom,        .   ■ 

And  her  step  so  airy. 
How  they  danee  and  pranee  around. 

Those  little  baby  feet ! 


Baby  feet,  baby  feet, 

Running  to  and  fro  ; 
Joyous  cries,  beaming  eyes. 
They  set  my  heart  aglow. 
See  the  little  baby  feet. 
Tripping  round  the  floor; 
Glances  bright  and  smiles  so  sweet. 
Greet  me  at  the  door. 

Jumping  gaily  on  my  knee. 

Loving  and  caressing ; 
You  are  such  a  joy  to  nic, 

Suoh  a  little  blessing. 
There's  grace  in  every  motion  of 

Your  little  baby  feet  I 
Baby  feet,  baby  feet, 

Litlle  chubby  toes  ; 
Fairy  grace,  smiling  face, 

Sweet  as  any  rose. 

See  llic  little,  «to 

Happy  liitle  baby  heart. 

You  can  know  no  sorrow  ; 
You  have  never  cloud  or  si;;li, 

Carinij  for  the  morn)w, 
Merry,  joyous,  laughing  child, 

Prelty  baby  feet ! 
Baby  feet,  baby  leet. 

Light  as  any  bird  ; 
Prattling  sweet,  'lis  a  treat. 

Listening  to  each  word; 

SWe  the  little,  .be. 


Kiss  Me  Mother  ere  I  Leaiie  You. 

By  T.  W.  Darling.  Music  by  Frnl  tcr  Linden. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  sonp,  kept  constantly 

on  hand  and  will  bo  sent  by  us  to  any  mUIress, 

postpaid,  on  receipt  of  price,  10ccnt.i. 


Kiss  me,  mother,  ere  I  leave  yon. 

Kiss  your  darling  child  once  more, 
Ere  I  leave  this  world  so  dreary. 

For  that  bright  and  happy  shore. 
For  the  doctor  says  I'm  going. 

Says  my  life  is  ebbing  fast. 
Says  I  cannot  live  the  night  out. 

And  my  day*  on  earth  are  past. 
Cnont's. 

But,  dear  mother,  kiss  your  darling. 

Kiss  your  darling  child  once  more. 
Ere  i  leave  this  world  so  dreary, 

For  that  brighl  and  hap|)y  ehore. 

II  it  were  not  for  you,  mother, 

Aod  the  tear*  1  know  you'll  shed. 
When  your  darling  child  Una  left  you, 

.^nd  is  numbered  with  the  dead. 
Then  I'd  hail  wiih  joy  the  verdict 
Which  the  unwilling  doctor  gave, 
'  And  with  outsirelched  arms  would  welcome, 
.  I    God's  own  home  beycnd  the  grave.         Chorus. 

What  is  life  that  we  should  prize  it! 
I    Life  at  moKt  \»  but  a  day. 
One  short  day  of  preparation. 

Ere  we  re  hurried  hence  away  ; 
Therefore  weep  not  when  deimiting. 

From  its  tenement  of  clay. 
This  poor  soul  is  wafted  upwards. 

Angels  bearing  it  away.  Chorus. 


I       Don't  Fly  Your  Kite  too  High. 

I  By  Frank  Sharpe. 

Music  pub,  «  Copyright  18TS.  by  E.  n.  Harding. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kepf  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  b«  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  10  centa 

■  I'm  a  fellow  that's  ever  kind-hearted. 

And  sometimes  I've  plenty  of  cash  ; 
but  a  fool  and  his  money's  soon  parted. 
For  he's  happy  when  culling  a  dash  ; 
But  of  one  thing  I  wish  to  remind  you, 
j       When  for  sportinsc  and  drinking  you  sigh. 
'  Your  best  friend  you  keep  in  your  pocket. 
And  don't  fly  your  kite  too  high. 
Rkfrai.x. 
Then  don't  fly  your  kite  too  high  boys; 
Don  I  fl)  your  kite  up  too  high. 


"iour  l>est  friend  you  keep  in  your  pocket. 
And  don't  fly  your  kite  up  too  high. 

If  you  go  to  a  friend  to  assist  you,  I 

He'll  pay  Ihat  his  money's  played  out, 

But  when  he  was  down,  you  to  help  him, 
Put  your  hand  in  your  pocket,  no  doubt ; 

But  this  World  it  is  cruel  and  oold  bo\8, 
^  Though  gotxl  limes  may  come  bye-and-bye, 

i'our  I)e8t  friend  you  keep  in  your  pocket. 
.4nd  don't  fly  your  kite  up  too  high.    Kefrain. 

There's  many  a  good-natured  fellow  ; 

llial's  been  ruined  by  just  what  I  say. 
For  if  he'd  a  "  five  "  in  his  pocket. 

He'd  leel  like  a  richman  to-day. 
Just  listen  to  me  what  I  say  boys. 

If  you've  money,  put  soineof  it  by. 
When  you're  out  keep  your  friend  in  your  pocket, 

^nd  don't  fly  your  kite  up  loo  high.     Refrain. ' 

Please  God  Make  Room  for  a  Little  Boy. 

V.y  De-xler  Smith.  Mufclo  by  Sidney  Graves. 

Tho  Muhlc  of  tUU  or  any  other  song,   kept  constantly 
.  ou  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 
post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 

In  raeniory  of  Young  Amerlcus.       .  .      I 

TUcabpve  were  the  last  words  Of  Amerlcus,  the  well- 
known  child  violinist,  seven  vearsof  ukc.  who  expired 
very  suddenly  during  the  n^htof  January  loth  is^i 
nUoBion.   ^o  quietly  did  hlsspirlt  take  Its  night,  that 
h'.^„Hn'i'Sr.**"'«^"Pi'^'*  the*^8ame  roomralihough 
hn,K?>S  M*  ^^  make  the    foregoing  exclamation 
hous;ht  tho   boy   was  talking  luliis  Sleep,  and  was 
liorririea  to  lin.i  tho  llttio  child  cold  Indekuilnthe 


Cotxl-night,  father!  said  our  darling, 
.^s  he  sank  to  aweet  repose  ; 

Like  a  bird  his  gleeful  musio, 
l>icd  oway  at  twilight's  close. 

And  a  smile  came  o'er  his  features, 

Itadianl  with  holy  joy, 
./Is  if  angels  came  to  whisper 

1  idings  to  our  litlle  boy. 
Good-iiight,  father!  said  our  darling. 

As  he  fiank  to  sweet  repi  so  ; 
Like  a  bird  his  gleeful  music 

]>ied  away  at  twilighi's  close. 
CnoRus. 
<;ood-nigiit,  father  !  said  our  darling, 

^48  he  sank  to  sweet  repose; 
Like  a  bird  his  gleeful  music 

Died  at,  died  at  twilight's  close. 

When  night  draped  her  sable  enrtain. 

Hanging  folds  upon  each  star. 
Came  a  halo  soft  and  lustrous. 

Streaming  o'er  the  window  bar; 
And  we  heard  our  darling  murmur. 

As  the  brightness  lit  his  face. 
Please  God,  make  me  room  in  heaven  I 

Make  your  little  boy  a  place  ! 
Good-night,  father !  said  our  darling. 

As  he  sank  to  sweet  repose, 
Like  a  bird  his  gleeful  mnsio 

Wed  away  at  twilight  s  close. 

lie  was  weary  of  the  struggle. 

Discord's  jarred  u|>on  his  soal ; 
And  his  gentle  spirit  left  us. 

Wafted  to  the  heavenly  goal ; 
lie  has  room  among  t'ue  angels,    :, 

He  is  freed  from  sin  and  oare; 
God,  who  watchelh  e'en  the  sparroir, 

.^n8we^ed  little  Jimmie's  prayer. 
Good-night,  father!  said  our  darlinff, 

A»  he  sank  to  sweet  repose  ;      . 
Like  a  bird  his  gleeful  music 

Died  away  at  twilight's  close. 


Chorus. 


Choms. 
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The  Lost  Inheritance. 

OOMTIMDKD. 


He  was  dmwed  in  the  beighest  style  of  daiKljipm. 
Nut  a  wrinkle  could  Lave  beeu  ilbtecteil  in  his  well- 
tittiug  clotbeH.  His  lineu  \vh»  spollem  as  uew- 
driveu  buow. 

Why  did  Kichnrd  Hepburn's  face  cloud  as  he 
lieheld  him?  Why  did  that  sense  of  wrong,  of  m- 
jory  pervade  his  weuses,  also  that  uneasiness,  as  he 
noted  the  two  talking  so  fHmiliarly  touethei  ? 

"Who  the  deuce  isheV"  he  muttered.  "By 
Jove,  what  a  cad  !  See  how  he  smiles,  and  smirks, 
and  ogles  her  1  Whatever  can  a  6eusible>girl  like 
Alice  Walden  see  in  such  a  conceited  puppy  to 
speak  to  ?" 

Apparently,  to  his  satisfaction,  she  did  not  much, 
for  soon  nodding  farewell,  she  quitted  the  gate,  and 
approached  the  conservatory.  The  nearer  she  came, 
the  more  the  cloud  lifted  from  Richard  Hepburn's 
brow,  until  the  feeling  had  entirely  disappeared 
when  he  took  his  place  by  her  side  in  the  pony 
carriage  ;  and  the  neat  little  groom  springing  into 
his  seat  behind,  they  dashed  off  down  the  pleasant 
country  Devon  ro«d.  Betbre  a  quarter  of  an  hour, 
he  had  forgotten  the  fop's  existence. 

It  was,  however,  not  the  last  time  they  were  to 
meet 

These  drives  in  the  Devon  lanes  gave  place  to  as 
equally  pleasant  walks  to  lovely  spots,  inaccessible 
to  ail  but  pedestrians. 

The  days  went  quickly  by,  yet  Richard  Hepburn 
was  still  a  guest  at  Daisy  Bank,  wrapped  about  by 
8  glorious  blinding  halo  of  delusive  happiness. 

Once  or  twice  he  had  repeated  his  assertion  that 
he  must  take  bis  departure,  but  had  consented  to 
stay  %  few  more  days,  upon  Mrs.  Warden's  begging 
bim,  if  bis  business  elsewhere  would  permit,  to 
take  pity  on  them  and  remain. 

"  Mr.  Hepburn,"  said  Alice  one  morning,  as  they 
sat  at  breakfast   "do  yon  fish ?" 

"  Well,  no,  Miss  Walden,"  he  smiled.  "  I  was 
never  given  to  Buch  exciting  sport." 

"  I  am  glad  of  that.     When  the  word  •  sport '  is 
applied  to  it,  it  ever  recalls  to  me  the  fable  of  the 
lx>ys  and  the  frogs.     But,  at  least  yon  may  admire 
a  trout-stream  ?" 
••Certainly." 

"Then  I  think  I  can  show  yon  one  of  the 
prettiest  to  be  seen  in  any  country.  If  you  like, 
we  will  go  there  this  morning." 

"I  should  be  delighted,"  truthfully  answered 
Richard  Uepbom,  who  no  longer  woru  his  arm  in 
a  slin^. 

'•My  love,  do  yon  not  think  it  too  far?"  inter- 
posed Mrs.  Walden.  "It  is  three  miles  oflf  at 
least." 

"  True,  mamma  ;  but  you  know  the  prettiest  waj' 
is  through  bridle-paths,  where  the  chaise  cannot 

go- 

"  I  beg  your  pardon,"  said  Richard  Hepbnm, 
pausing  in  buttering  some  toast ;  "but  did  I  not 
anderstand  you  rode,  Miss  Walden  ?" 

•'  Yes  ;  whenever  I  have  the  happy  chance," 
smiled  the  girl.  "  I  love  no  exercise  better.  Like 
the  man  who  bought  a  saddle,  because  at  one  time 
he  might  possibly  have  a  horse,  I  have  a  ridiug- 
habit  for  any  occasion  when  a  friend  can  give  me  a 
mount" 

"  Oh,  if  yon  have  the  habit,"  langhed  the  gnest, 
"  the  thing,  perhaps,  is  easy.  The  hotel  where  I 
procured  the  horse  which  treated  me  so  ill— though 
'twas  no  fault  of  his,  poor  bmte— seemed  to  have 
some  excellent  mounts.  If  you  will  allow  me,  I'll 
visit  the  stables,  and  should  I  find  one  safe  for  you 
to  ride.  Miss  Walden,  we  will  take  equestrian  iu- 
atead  of  pedestrian  exercise  to  day." 

Alice  would  have  demnred,  bnt  her  face  was  in- 
capable of  hypocrisy,  and  it  betrayed  her  delight. 
Nothing  she  liked  better  than  a  caiiter. 

8o  Richard  Hepbnm  departed  on  his  mission  ; 
and  an  hour  later,  two  saddled  horses,  with  a 
mounted  groom  in  attendance,  ornamented  the 
carriage-drive  at  Daisy  Bank. 

A  moment  later,  Alice  tripped  down  the  stairs. 
She  poaseased  a  figure  that  well  become  a  habit,  and 
its  dBirk  hue,  wiUi  the  crape  hat  so  sombre  in  its 
lack  of  color,  did  btit  enhance  the  girls  clear,  ivory- 
like complexion. 

Richard  Hepbom  gazed  npon  her  with  nnfeigncd 


admiration. 

•'  Poor  Charlie,  I  can  well  understand  your  loving 
such  a  sister— your  little  Rosebud,"  he  thonght  ; 
then,  sighing,  added,  ••Ah  if  I  had  such  a  sister! 
Yet  why  ?"  (And  then  the  shadow  again  settled 
.  upon  him.)  ••  That  her  name  should  be  disgraced 
— a  thing  to  hide — even  as  mine  ?  Better  as  ii  is — 
to  live  and  die,  if  need  compel,  alone." 

In  the  presence  of  Alice  Walden,  he  could  not  long 
jaeld  to  such  gloomy  reflections.  Having  aaaisted 
her  into  her  saddle,  he  threw  himself  lightly  over  his 
own,  and  they  set  out  lor  the  trout-stream,  though 
it  must  be  owned  thai  Richard  Hepbnm  was  suffi- 
ciently happy  as  to  be  indifferent  as  to  which  direc- 
tion they  took. 

They  had  ridden  about  half  an  hour,  when  Alice, 
reiuiug  in  her  horse,  drew  her  companion's  atten- 
tion to  a  distant  part  of  the  landscape." 

"  Do  you  see  yonder  hill,  Mr.  Hepbtun  ?"  she 
asked,  pointing  to  it  with  her  whip. 

Yes,  he  did  see  it— that  is.  Just  saw  it.  Saw  that 
it  apparently  rose  with  abruptness  from  the  valley, 
and  its  side  was  dotted  with  bright-hued  gorse  and 
heath,  presenting  a  rich  bit  of  coloring.  But  the 
girl's  halting  had  attracted  his  attention  to  her, 
and  he  cared  not  to  look  elsewhere.  He  mentally 
asseverated  that  he  had  never  seen  anyone  so  beauti- 
lul. 

The  exorcise  had  brought  a  warm,  brilliant  flash 
to  the  pale  cheek — for  since  the  news  of  Charley's 
death  it  had  been  very  pale  ;  daily  tears  washed  it 
when  the  mother  and  daughter  were  together,  or 
when,  in  the  silent  night-watches,  the  two  women 
thought  of  the  son  and  ot  the  brother — her  eyes 
were  dilated  and  animated,  her  soft  brown  hair 
waved  about  her  throat,  through  the  whitenea*  of 
which  the  pink  blood  faintly  glowed ;  and  ahe  sat 
her  horse  with  a  firm  and  graceful  seat, 

"  Well,  if  we  ride  to-morrow " 

"  Which  we  will  if  you  wish,"  he  interpolated, 
liifl  eyes  wandering  to  the  tiny  hand  grasping  the 
rein.     '•  1  should  like  it." 

•'  So  should  I,"  she  smiled.  "Then  let  it  be  so, 
and  we  will  ride  to  the  crest  of  the  hill,  which  eona- 
niands  one  of  the  loveliest  views  in  the  country, 
with  the  blue  sea  blending  with  sky  for  a  ba«k- 
ground.  Now  we  must  turn  our  horses  into  this 
lane,  and.  diwiiounting,  having  them  in  charge  of  the 
groom  until  we  come  Dack,  for  the  place  is  a  pic- 
turesque wilderness  which  no  quadruped  can  better 
]>enetrate." 

Having  complied  with  her  directions,  Richard 
Hepburn  lifted  her  lightly  from  her  saddle,  thrilling 
rallier  as  Lis  banda  tc^iched  t!ie  slim  round  waist, 
and  passing  tiirough  a  gate  in  the  hedge,  found 
himself  and  his  companion  on  a  sweeping  incline  of 
Bward,  grown  well  over  and  shadowed  by  variona 
trees,  and  covered  at  foot  with  lovely  ferns  and 
niany-hued  wild  flowers,  growing  in  su«h  profusion 
that  their  blended  tints  and  arrangements  produced 
a  wunderfnl  effect. 

.'•  I  his  is  fairyland,  indeed  !"  exclaimed  Richard 
Hepburn  with  unconcealed  admiration. 

•'1   thnu<;lit    you    would    be   pleased.       I  am  so 
glad."  said  .illice,  with  genuine  delight. 
Itichard  Hepburn  s  heart  beat. 
"  1  ahv;iys  brina;  every  one  of  our  visitors  here." 
Kichard  Hepburn  chilled.       Somehow,    the  idea 
that  others  had  enjoyed   what   be   was  enjoying 
scarcely  pleased  him. 

'•  But  you  must  take  care,"  proceeded  Alice, 
•'  the  grass  is  very  slippery,  through  being  rarely 
trodden  upon.'' 

This  recalled  him  to  himself,  and  he  at  once 
offered  his  arm.  Alice  accepted  it,  and,  gathering 
her  sliirts  in  her  other  hand,  they  passed  over  the 
flowery  sward,  among  the  trees,  through  which  the 
bright  sunlight  fell  in  patches,  down  to  the  trout- 
atreain.  • 

Reaching  the  bank,  standing  side  by  side,  Richard 
Hepburn  owned  that  in  England  and  abroad  be  had 
never  seen  so  cliarming  a  spot.  It  seemed  like  a 
painter's  ideal,  plucked  and  collected  together  from 
Nature's  choicest  haunts. 

With  musical  murmur,  the  silver  stream,  sun- 
flecked,  pursued  its  way  beneath  the  arching  trees, 
while  in  the  cool  clear  shadows  the  speckled  trout 
hovered,  maintaining  almost  a  motionless  positioD, 
like  a  boat  at  rest  on  a  calm  bay,  by  a  lazy  wave  <A 
their  fins. 
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A  silence  fell  on  the  two.  There  was  something 
•oAening  in  the  soen*— a  sen**  of  a««  M  Na^qnia, 
wonderful  beauty,  whieh  held  the  (ongue  nmte. 

As  ihey  thus  stood,  waiching  the  flowing  ri»«r.. 
two  figures  passed  along  nniong  the  iree*.  far  an  ttj^ 
opposite  bank— a  young  lady  in  a  most  ei«KaiK 
morning  toilette,  and  one  a  little  older,  who  ap- 
peared in  attendanee. 

1  hose  two  under  the  other  tre««  on  the  oll.or 
bank,  coming  into  view,  the  lady  stopped  with  a 
•tarf  and  raised  a  gold  eye-glaM  to  her  rye. 

••Good  gracious!"  she  remarked,  with  a  lantrvi,! 
drawl ;  "  there's  that  .41ioe  Walden  over  tbi^  1 
But  whoever  is  it  with  her?  What  a  haadaoiHfe 
man,  and  so  distinguished  t  Id  vow  he's  a  gentle- 
man, by  the  look  of  him.  and  none  of  your  make- 
believes.  Wherever  could  that  girl  have  picked 
him  up?  Can  he  be  an  inmate  of  Wesit-rin  ?  Wy 
dear  Maria,  I  wish  you  would  attend  to  what  I  am 
••ying,  "— wivh  irriubility— "and  leave  that  Uiot 
for  a  time.  Recollect  you  are  reading  ii  to  n^  " 
and  I  do  hate  any  one  knowing  the  end  before  uiv- 
self"  ■' 

"What  is  it.  Miss  Sidonia  V"  replied  the  other, 
rawing  liereTes  from  an  open  book  she  oairied. 

"  VVhy  who  is  that  Kentleman  over  there  with 
Miss  Walden  f  Does  he  live  at  Weslerio  ♦  Do  von 
at  all  know  him  •" 

The  other  sUnding  a  little  back,  carelessly  ftj- 
lowed  the  direction  of  Miss  Sidonia  §  deiioately. 
gloved  finger. 

Richard  Hepbtfm  was  uttering  boom  pleasant 
conceit,  with  his  head  bent  over  AWat,  but  just 
then  he  raised  his  face,  to  look  at  lh«  sky  above. 

The  monosyllable   "No"   was  on    the  w..mans 
lips,  but  as  she  beheld  the  features  clearly  it  huia"- 
there  unulUred.  .'^* 

Her  complexion  went  Bale,  then  T*d.  A  sUrtled 
expression,  which  gave  place  tooneof  joy,  appeared 
in  her  eyes.  She  trembled,  and  put  Tier  Land 
quickly  to  her  side. 

"  Well,  do  you  know  him  T"  petulantly,  "  Why 
ever,  Maria,  can  you  not  speak  f  ' 

"I  was  thinking.  Miss  Hid<.iiia."  rejoined  tie"^ 
other.  "  No ;  I  do  not  know  hiui.  I  do  not  faocf"' 
I  have  seen  him  before." 

"  '  '*ncy  not,"— sharply  somewhat— '*  for  if  yon 
had.  1  don't  imagine  sueli  a  face  is  soofc  ip  be  for- 
gotten.    It  isn't  hke  the  coininon  herd.  " 

'Ihe  other  gave  a  quick,  strange  glance  at  her. 
"  It  is  so  distinguished.     Jf  he  do  live  in  Wesietin  •, 
I  must  get  Edmund  to  procure  an  Jntfoductiofr.'^ 

The  young  ludy  moved  on  slowly,  her  eyes  6xe4 
very  admiringly,  not  on  the  pretty  piwure  thone 
other  two  made,  but  upon  Richard  Hepburn  alone. 
Her  attendant.  Walking  a  little  behind.  api>eared 
no  less  interested  ;  bat  there  wasa  loweriagralmost 
fierce  light  in  her  eyes  as  she  turned  tbam  upon 
.^hee.  ' 

Miss  Sidonia  only  dropped  her  eye-glass  wl,en«n 
intervening  clump  of  bushes  hid  the  object  of  her 
interest  from  view. 

As  the  other  was  on  the  xer^e  of  the  bushes,  her 
expression  suddenly  changed  to  one  of  fierce 
anger. 

Her  lips  contracted,  her  hands  tightly  gripped 
the  book  she  carried.  She  seemed  as  though  sLe 
would  have  paused  had  not  the  sharp  tones  of  her 
companion  summoned  heron. 

What    had   caused    that  expression  f       Simply 

Alice  had  exclaimed  to  Richard  Hepbnm,  "  See 
how  delicate  aie  the  lichens,  and  how  low  theyhaag 
from  the  trees  !     One  can  gai  iier  them." 

So  speaking,  she  raised  her  arms  upwards  to 
carry  out  her  words  ;  but  her  foot  slipping  on  the 
velvety  grass,  she  would  have  fallen  had  not  Imt 
companion  promptly  thrown  his  arm  rwund  her 
waist  and  saved  her. 

The  action  necessarily  brought  them  very  close 
t(^etber.  Their  eyes  met,  and  as  they  did  so 
Richard  Hepburn  read  his  heart  as  a  book. 

He  knew  that  Alice  Walden  was  dearer  to  him 
than  anything  else  on  earth  ;  that  he  lovad  her  with 
all  his  soul  ;  and  yet.  oh,  Heaven,  that  abe  must 
ever  be  as  nothing  to  him,  even  did  she  respond  to 
his  affection ! 
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SLAM  YOUR  FOOT.  (Banjo  Song.) 

Arranged  for  the  Guitar  or  Banjo,  by  Prof.  EdmuaU  Clark,  Teacher  of  the  Guitar,  Bunjo,  Violin,  Or^an,  Acconleon  and  Singing,  No.  285  Bowery,  New  York.^    ]       jj 
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1.   The   dark  -  ies    gave      a      ball       last       week.    For    to      see        the  si<;hts  would  make  you    squeak—  The 
2.  Dar  was  Mar  -  geret  Ann,    and      Big       Clo    -      til   -   da,  Anna     Mus  -  tas  -  cha,     and      Me  -   lin    -    da  j 
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boys      they  came     from    miles       a    -    -     round    For       to     sliake     dar      flat       foots     on      the  ground.    Dey 
Sa    -    rah   Ophe  -   lia     come       to      de      hop    She's     de    wench     dat    busted      de      poll  -  cy     shop.   Oh  dey 
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had      a      jaw    bone     and       a       fid  -  die    and    a     ban    -   jo.   big      as     a     pan  -  cake  grid  -  die,    a 
danced  and  danced    in      twos    and      twos         till   tley  wore      de    soles      all  off       dar    shoes        den    a 
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trom  -  bone      and         a 
nig  -  gah       hit        de 
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gong        a  smash      And      all         de    coons      run      up 
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^  ■•'  ^  ■ 

AMEBICAN  NEWS  COMPANY, 

^  ft  41  Chamber  Btwst 

NEW-YOEK  NEWS  OOMPANT, 

18  Beekmka  Sdeet 


Wmmm 


/.*i^ijafcr;v- 


•:.•:.*•*.. 


»>-^ 


-v^ 


fc  tj 


474 


THE    SlIVOERS'    JOURNAL.. 


The  (Hd  Wooden  Rocker  That  Stood 
By  The  WaU. 

CX)pyrl(fht,  1378,  by  Harrison  Hlllard. 

Written  and  Composed  by  Florence  narper. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  sonj;,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

poetpdld,  on  receipt  or  price,  4(><:ent8. 

Th«re  it  atands  in  the  corner,  with  its  back 

to  the  ftall, 
The  old  wooden  i«eker  so  stately  and  tall ! 
With  naught  to  di«turb  it  but  the  duster  or  broom, 
For  no  one  now  a^es  that  bacl>-parK>r  room  ; 
Oh  !  how  well  I  remember  in  days  luii^  ^one  by, 
When  we' stood  by  that  rocker,  my  sister  and  I, 
And  we  listened  to  the  stories  that  our  grandma 

Would  tell, 
By  that  old  wooden  rocker  we  all  lored  so  well. 

Chobcs. 

As  she  sat  by  Uw  fire  she  wonld  rock,  rock,  rock, 
^nd  we  heard  bat  t)ie  lick  of  the  old  braes  clock  ; 
Eighty  years  had  she  «at  in  that  chair  y^rim  and  tall. 
In  that  old  wooden  rocker  that  stands  bj  the  wull. 

I(  this  chair  could  but  speak  oh!  tlie  tales  it  could  tell, 
Uow  poor  aged  grandpa  in  fierce  battle  fell  ; 
'Kealh  the  stars  and  the  stripes  he  foui^ht 

bravely  and  true, 
He  cherished  his  freedom,  the  red,  white,  and  blue  I 
It  could  tell  of  bri^t  days  and  uf  dark  ones  htside, 
Of  the  day  when  dear  grandma  stuod  furth  as  a  hiide. 
This  iswhy  weall  love  it,  this  old  chair  grim  and  tall, 
The  old  wooden  rocker  that  stands  by  tlie  wall. 

Churns. 

Bat  poor  grandma  is  gone,  and  her  stories  are  done, 
Her  children  have  followed  her,  yes,  one  by  one, 
'Ihey  have  all  gone  to  meet  her  iu  the  "sweet 

by-auJ-by«, 
Aad  all  that  is  left  is  dear  sister  and  I, 
Never  more  will  we  hide  her  gold  specks  or  lierca]i; 
Never  more  will  we  lease  her  wliile  takin;^  her  na|>  ; 
Never  more  will  she  slumber  in  that  cliair;;rim  nnd  tall. 
The  old  wooden  rocker  that  standu  by  the  wall. 

Chorus. 


J 


M^'CARTHY'S  BOARDING  H»USE 

AND 

MARY  ANN  KEHOE. 

Two  most  popular  Duets,  just  published  in  Sheet 
Masia.  in  Klegant  Litlioj^niplied'lille  I'ages.  Sent 
by  mail  on  receipt  of  price  40  cents  eacli. 

Oofyrighted,  1878,  and  all  rigliis  reserved 
by  Thomas  E.  Powers. 

Orchestra  Parts  Jtc,  can  be  had  from  Mrs.  Paulino 
lieder.  Publisher,  and  owner  of  the  Coijyrighta. 

'lbs  above  have  been  sung  with  greaf  success  by 
the  Four  Aces,  Lester,  Allen;  'Tiemey  and  Croniu. 
Also  by  James  O'Neil,  Lew  .Smith,  I'at  Itooney, 
and  other  well  known  Professionals. 

'I'rade  discount  to  the  Profession,   Dealers,  Ac. 

Oatalogue  of  Sheet  Music,  Songs,  Jtc,  scut  post 
paid  on  receipt  of  your  address. 

Mra.  Paollno  Lieder, 

Maaafacturer  of  Valentines, 

Pmblisher  of  the  Singers'  Journal, 

8beet  Music,  <tc.  CO  Chatham  Street.  X.  Y. 

P.  8.  The  words  of  the  above  songs  are  pub- 
lishad  la  Ko.  159  Singers*  Journal. 


Skiuny  Tight  Pants. 
Written  and  Suog  by  M.  Thompson. 

Good-evening  lo  yon  one  and  all, 

I  am  glad  lo  see  you  well ; 
If  To«  listen  to  m»^  little  while, 

Lly  WMTibles  1  »fn  tell. 
It's  all  about  my  blackguard  boy,     ■  >•<    ■ 

I'll  tell  while  I  ve  got  a  chance     ''  "'■ 
U«w  be  lias  gone  to  tlie  bad  entirely, 
.    ^i^M  1m  wears  the  skinny  tight  pants. 


•  Cbobub. 

He's  out  all  night  till  broad  daylight. 

At  every  picoic  and  dance  } 
He's  gone  to  the  bad  entirely 

Since  he  wears  the  skinny  tight  panta. 

He  came  home  here  the  other  night, 

.^nd  loudly  began  to  bawl. 
Saying.  "  Mother,  oouie  give  me  my  sapper  quiok. 

For  I  am  going  to  Wallahalla  Hall.' 
I  says,  "  What's  going  to  be  there  to-night  f" 

"  Don't  you  know,"  says  he,  "  there's  a  dance  !" 
Indeed,  I  needn't  expect  anything  else 

When  you're  cleaning  your  skinny  tight  pants. 
He  is  out  all  night,  Ac. 

Now  I  am  told  he  enrries  a  pop, 

And  dances  the  trallaloo  ; 
You  ought  to  see  him  when  he's  all  dressed  up. 

Promenading  the  Avenue. 
The  girls  are  all  dead  mashed  on  him. 

And  wilh  him  tiiey  love  to  dance. 
For  his  legs  look  like  a  pair  of  clothes  pins 

When  he  has  on  his  skinny  tight  pants. 

He  is  out  all  night,  Ac. 

Now  I'll  bid  you  all  good-by, 

At  my  song  is  at  an  end  ; 
If  there's  anybody  here  with  skinny  tight  pants, 

I  hope  none  of  you  I  did  offend. 
Now,  if  you  are  going  to  a  party, 

A  picnic,  or  a  dance,  > 

Take  my  advice,  if  you  want  to  look  nice. 

Don't  weur  any  skinny  light  panls. 

lie  is  out  all  night,  itc. 


Mac  0'  Macorkity. 

Words  and  Music  by  n.  C.  Worlt. 

Copyright,  1976,  by  C.  M.  Cady. 

The  Music  of  tlil.s  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  35  cents. 

I'laze,  liiddy  !   plaze  iiave  yez  got  some  cold  vittles  ? 
Ycr  door's  badly  tinded  to,  sure'n  I  rang  twoioe, 
Doon't  fuitch  me  sthale  bread,  fill  me  baskets 

and  kittles. 
With  something  what's  aitahle,  something 

what's  noiee. 
One  of  our  boorders  is  iist  about  lavin'  ; 
Of  roast  bufe  and  i<ich  foike  he  ean't  git  his  fill, 
iSul  fruit  cake  is  what  me  poor  mither  is  oravin' 
Ana  there's  our  great  faltin'  pii;  soiiailiii  for  swill. 
There's  our  great  fatlin'  pig  squailiu'  for  swill 
Chorus. 

Some  people  manage  to  get  through  Ihis  world. 
The  Mac  O'ilacorkities  probably  will  ; 
Yet  tl'.ey  have  their  trials,  and  they  have 

their  troablsfl — 
Do  hear  that  great  faltin'  pig  squailin'  for  swill. 
Hear  that  great  faltin'  pig  squailin'  for  swill  1 

Conie,_  liiddy,  come  now,  yer  Missus  is  able 
To  Send  something  better  than  levin's  and  scraps  ; 
We  boordin-house  kapers  must  sit  afoioe  table. 
Or  iUe  we  moight  jist  as  well  pack  up  onr  traps. 
P'nilli  and  we  had  logil  male  from  the  butciier, 
ylii<l  lie  had  the  im|M-ieiice  to  sind  in  his  bill  I 
As  if  we'd  sitind  cash  that's  laid  up  for  the  future. 
While  there s  our  great  faliin'  pig  squailin'  for  Bwill, 
There's  our  great&ltia'  pig  squailin  for  swill.  Cho. 

Hush,  r.iddy  hush !  git  ye  done  with  yer  blarney  ; 
An  ould  Oirish  family  ours  is,  ye  know. 
A\ot\^  the  hoighway  forninst  Castle  Killarney, 
We  rode  iu  our  donkey  vans  ages  ago. 
Bad  lo.ick  it  is  wiih  the  hiikes  of  us  livin' 
On  soup-bones  and  pralies,  no  chickens  to  kill. 
No  turkey  at  all,  at  all —  not  since  '1  hanksgivin' 
.^od  there's  our  great  fattiu'  pig  squailin  for  swill. 
There's  our  great  faltin'  pig  squaihn  for  swill.    Cho. 

Say.  Biddy,  say!  wud  ye  kape  dinner  waitia'f 
To  (lay  is  tiie  barrel-bnng  makers  parade  ; 
Me  fuyther  is  oiu:,  and  it  s  him  ye're  belatio'  ; 
He  jabersi  it's  nvilve  o'clock  now,  I'm  afraid. 
Off  on  the  sthroike  U  he,  thiokin'  it's  risky 
In  sioh  toimes  as  thaae  to  kape  oa  at  Ihe  mill ; 
He's  nadin'  lib-bscky,  he's  no^h  oat  o'  whiskey. 
And  there's  our  great  faltin'  pig  sqoailiin  for  swill. 
There's  our  great  fattio'  pig  aqnaitia'  for  swilL  Cho. 


Beantiiul  Pink  and  White  Rmm. 

Words  ana  Mudo   By  W.  H.  Delehanty. 

As  the  merry  birds  that  warble  in  the  trees. 

Or  the  wild  flowers  that  scent  the  summer  breexe, 

A»  I  wauder  hereand  there,  without  a  thought  of  care 

My  happioesa  does  every  hour  increase. 

How  sweet  to  love  and  be  loved  in  return,. 

When  modest  maiden  cheeks  begin  to  burn. 

And  eves  of  diamond  light  ouUhine  the  glare  at  nighl 

To  wake  from  blissful  dreams  at  early  dawn. 

Oh,  dear!  the  tender  passion  love. 

How  beautiful  bewildering  you  seem  I 

Like  a  boon  descending  ^m  above, 

Klisium  the  rapture  of  a  dream. 

Oh  !  bright  and  marry  |>ass  the  hours  away. 

And  time  but  makes  the  momenta  glad  and  gay. 

As  I  wander  through  the  grove  to  sing  of  her  I'love, 

And  like  the  birds  I  carrol  forth  my  lay. 

Chobds. 
Beautiful  pink  and  white  roses. 
Culled  from  a  garden  of  posies, 
Lovely  verdant  gem  so  rich  and  rare. 
Wow  sweetly  you  deck  my  darling's  hair; 
i'ou  linger  m  my  mind  as  something  good  and  kjnd. 
Because  you  make  my  darling  twice  as  fair, 

There's  an  ivy  covered  cottage  in  the  lane  ;  >  ■  '' 

With  its  rustic  little  portico  so  plain;  '        / 

A  charming  little  spot,  a  lovely  garden  plot 

Where  every  kind  of  flowers  bloom  amnio  ; 

But  the  pride  of  ail  the  garden  is  the  rose, ' 

Which  here  and  there  in  great  profusion  grows,         '^ 

The  lovely  violet  and  fragrant  mignonett. 

There  is  none  of  them  such  beauty  can  disclose. 

But  fairer  far  is  Flora's  face  to  see,  i 

It  pierced  me  into  my  very  soul,  ' 

Ihe  day  she  pulled  those  pretty  flowers  forme,         A 

And  pinned  them  in  my  butlon-hole.  ' 

Oh  !  since  that  time  I  placed  them  in  my  book, 

Where  now  and  then  my  e^es  witliraplure  look'; 

They  make  my  heart  rejoice  to  know  they 

„,  •  ,        ,  "''^'■*  ^*'  choice. 

The  roses  pink  and  whiU  from  her  1  took.     Chorus. 

Do  Your  Duty  Well. 

Sung  with  great  Bucce^  by  Harry  Montague. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  soug.  kept  constaatlT 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addreaa, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  or  price,  au  centa. 

There's  a  maxim  I  can  give. 

Simple,  cleat,  and  true, 
Teaehiog  you  the  way  to  lire. 

Showing  what  to  do. 
Stand  by  this  where'er  you  may  go, 

Wheresoeer  you  dwell. 
Be  your  slatioo  high  or  low, 
"  Do  your  duty  well." 

Chobcs. 
",'   If  you  would  from  care  be  free. 
Every  grief  dispel. 
Let  your  motto  ever  b« 
"  Do  your  duty  welL" 

If  you  rule  yourself  aright^ 

If  you  persevere, 
You  msy  ujake  the  future  bright. 

Though  the  past  be  drear ; 
Every  man  must  play  his  part, 

Sorrow  oomes  to  all. 
But  a  light  and  cheerful  heart, 

Makes  the  trouble  small. 


Chorus. 


Don't  let  envy  fill  jour  mind,    ■    ' 

If  upon  the  road, 
You  should  meet  a  friend  and  find. 

His  a  lighter  load. 
Though  you  have  more  hardly  iairad. 

Lessons  you  will  learn. 
Which  will  make  you  well  preparad* :':' 

When  the  tide  shall  turn. 

■  ^^^-»#  »-^^1— .^^.MM— 

Here's  a  Health. 

Hare's  a  health  to  all  good  lasses. 
Pledge  it  merrily,  fill  your  glasses. 

Let  the  bumper  toast  go  round. 
May  they  Uve  a  life  of  pleasure. 
Without  mixture,  without  measure. 

For  with  them  true  joys  are  fooad. 


]:: 


Ohoroa. 
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Tl^  Careful  Han. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Hanr  MontJ«ue. 
MuBle  Bent,  post  paw;  on  receipt  of  price,  40  ctn. 

There  was  a  man  wlio  boasted  that  '  - 

From  trouble  he  conld  keep  ; 
He  always  followed  out  the  motto—.- 

"  Loci  before  you  leap  ;"  •     ;.;     ; 

He  took  such  strong  precautions 

That  the  people  soon  began 
To  own  there  never  was  or  could  bifc  ■  -. 

Bach  a  carofnl  man.         ;  i-    ;,    • 
CBOKni. 
He  was  a  careful  man  ;  he  was  a  oarefkil  man  ; 
Where'er  he  went  'twas  his  intent 
To  be  a  careful  man. 

In  June  he  wore  an  overcoat,  .  i  ..    '■ 

To  guard  against  the  storm. 
And  left  it  off  in  winter,  - -;     y 

In  case  it  should  turn  warm.         »  ..  ', 
He  never  rode  in  coach  or  cal^  . 

For  fear  the  horses  kicked  ; 
He  always  sewed  his  pockets  ap. 

To  stop  their  being  picked.  Chorus. 

He  always  eat  quite  sparingly, 

For  fear  that  he'd  get  stout. 
And  had  his  bed  made  on  the  floor,  ■    5^;,    , 

For  fear  that  he'd  fall  out; 
He  never  knew  the  time  of  day — 

It  may  appear  a  silly  thing — 
And  he  never  would  wind  up  bis  watch, 

€n  case  he'd  break  the  spiicg.  Chorus. 

You'd  never  see  him  smoke  at  all. 

Neither  day  nor  uight, 
For  fear  while  pnflBng  his  cigar, 

He'd  set  himself  alight  ;  '  ■ 

He  never  goes  to  balls  or  parties 

Anywhere  in  town, 
Because  one  night  by  chance  he  slipped 

And  pulled  his  partner  down.  Chorus. 

He  rarely  lived  in  one  place  long—  ■■ 

His  nature  wasto  roam  ;  -^ 

At  last  he  went  to  Brooklyn, 

And  has  since  made  that  his  home. 
He  joined  a  local  vestry. 

Which  pleased  his  friends  so  much. 
They  soon  induced  him  to  become  ■••  ' 

;     The  parson  of  their  church.  Chorus. 

He  preached  on  every  topic, 

And  it  was  his  constant  aim,  ^  ' 
To  astonish  his  congregation,    • 

And  earn  himself  a  name. 
Now  not  long  since  he  thought  he'd  go    ■ 

And  see  New  York  by  night, 
So  he  took  two  detectives  along  with  him. 

To  show  him  all  the  sights.  Chorus. 

He  saw  so  much  of  loveliness,  .'^' 

And  of  beauty  frail  but  fair. 
And  a  handsome  young  creature  made  love  to  him, 

A  blonde  with  golden  hair  ; 
But  for  fear  that  he'd  be  led  astray 

He  went  down  upon  his  knees 
Beside  this  lovely  damsel, 
^  And  —began  to  say  his  prayers !  Chorus. 

Where  was  Solomon  Isaacs  when  the 
Loafers  Stole  the  Oeese. 
Written  and  sung  by  Dave  Howard.    : 

a  quiet  Hebrew  man. 

My  business  I  know  well. 
And  if  you  wait  a  little  while,       '/ 

My  troubles  I  will  tell. 
It's  about  a  gang  that  hangs  aroan^   .' 

And  me  they  always  teaze  ; 
And  if  I  only  turn  my  head,  ' 

From  the  cellar  they  steal  my  geeee.       v 

CnOBtTS.  .;■:,.     ■  ' 

When  wasSolomon  Isaacs  ?  ., 

When  the  loafer?  stole  the  geese  ?  [-  ' 

Where  was  Solomon  Isaacs 

When  the  loafers  stole  the  geese  7 
What  was  he  about  when  they — 

Cracked  him  in  thesnont?         •....■  j 

Where  was  Solomon  Isaacs 

When  the  loafers  ^^le  the  geese  7 


They  kicked  me  all  around  the  place. 

Until  my  head  was  sore  ; 
They  wasn't  satisfied  with  that. 

They  want  to  give  me  more. 
My  wife  went  almost  crazy  then,     ':  - 

From  hollering  out  "  Police  ! 
There  goes  n  gang  of  robbers  there. 

They  stole  my  husband's  geese  1" 


Ohoma. 


To  the  court  next  day  I  went. 

My  wife  Bacbel  and  I ; 
The  judges  says  "  What's  your  business  here. 

What  makes  that  woman  cry?"  ;^ 

I  said,  oh  I'judge,  good  Mr.  Judge, 

Just  listen  if  you  please  ;  '    ■ 

A  gang  of  giraffes  hangs  round  my  store. 

And  they  always  steal  my  geese."  Chorus. 


Old  and  Only  in  the  Way- 

By  P.  J.  Downey.         Air  :    Behind  the  Scenes. 


ns  we  walk  through  the  street,  how  very  often 

we  meet 
Some  poor  old  man  whose  life  is  nought  but  woe, 
With  ag%,  his  form  is  bent,  in  his  pocket  not  a  cent. 

And  for  shelter  they  do  not  know  where  to  go. 
With  relations  by  the  score,  who  keep  them 

from  the  door. 
And  meeting  on  the  street  they  pass  them  by. 
If  you  ^k  them  why  it's  done,  they  answer  you 

and  say  : 
"  We're  poor,  we're  old  and  only  in  the  way. 
Chorus. 

So  let  us  cheer  them  on,  they  won't  be  with  tw  long, 
Don't  let  ns  sneer  because  they're  old  and  gray, 

And  remember  while  we're  young,  the  days 

to  us  may  come. 
When  we'll  be  old  and  only  in  the  way. 

There  was  a  time  I  hear,  when  the  young  were 

not  so  queer, 
But  since  that  time  there's  come  an  awfnl  change. 
Young  men  in  health  and  might  their  old  parents 

they  will  strike, 
It  happens  every  day,  it's  nothing  strange. 
Take  this  poor  wreck  of  toil,  his  children  him 

do  spnm, 
F<»r  death  I'm  sxire  he  oftentimes  does  pray  ; 
Himnelf  and  faithful  wife,  after  toiling  all  their  life, 
When  <id  they  find  tha|^ey  are  in  the  wuy. 

So  let  us  cheer,  ic. 

My  little  song,  I'm  sure,  is  for  rich  as  well  as  poor. 

For  take  a  rich  man  when  he's  growing  old  ; 
His  friends  will  shake  his  hand,  his  relations 
. ,  ■  'round  him  stand. 

Awaiting  him  to  die  they  want  his  gold. 
Then  let  us  from  this  hour  do  all  that's  in  our  power 

To  make  the  road  for  eld  folks  light  and  gay, 
And  if  they  trouble  on  us  oast,  why  let  this  be 

our  last, 

To  say  that  they  are  old  and  in  the  way. 

So  let  us  cheer,  ^c 


My  Son  Moses. 

Sung^by  Frak  Bush.  Air:    My  Son  Charley. 

The  boy  I'm  going  to  iing  about,     ,  .'  : 

lie  is  a  eon  of  mine  ;  ;;'  ' 

He's  working  in  a  clothing  store. 

They  use  him  for  a  sign ,-  ,      '     :. 

lie  looks  the  image  of  myself 

.Although  he's  not  so  stout. 
And  1  u«e  him  for  a  walking  stick. 

Whenever  I  go  out. 

■'■-',,  Chobos.      ''^y::'['-       v" 

My  son,  Moias.  he  is  the  boy,  ■> 

I  dren*  him  lis*  a^^ve-eent  %tf. 
And  yoa  go«ftKj  •^fy  j<V 
Is  my  son,  Ho»«a.  •:''■■■.>'''. 

My  Mosey  is  a  tough  young  WttM,-  '" 

He  wears  bis  hair  like  me,  '    ,; 

Bis  nose  and  ehin  they  both  i»  meet,     :  ^  . 

And  he  looks  like  a  Chinee. 
The  girli  they  eall  him  darling  Mose, 

For  he  dresses  up  so  fine. 
And  be  says  he'll  put  me  in  his  plaee. 

For  Id  make  a  better  sign.  Chorui 


Happy  Bygone  Dap. 

By  Fred  Ilubor.  Song  by  Banr  WoodMK. 

•  ■ 

How  sadlj-  sweet  the  memory 

Id  summer °e  silent  nights, 
Of  moments  squandered  thoughtleMlj 

In  inn<.)cent  delight?. 
Of  pleasure  flown   fi)rever. 

Of  dear  friends  far  away. 
Of  hearts  that  broke  to  sever, 

And  hearts  thai  Med  to  stay. 

How  sadly  sweet  memory 

Ae  tender  feelings  mam,  ^,.. 

Of  merry  lioum  together  spent 

Jn  cliildhiMxi's  happv  home. 
Of  joy  we  knew  ere  sorrow 

Had  drained  the  burning  ""ye*,  ■ 
Of  hopes  that  saw  t-ach  morrow,    \'-:  .-•.' 

In  cloudless  beauty  rise.  ■■'■\'^-:'''.^.f 

How  sadly  sweet  the  memory, 

^8  down  life's  lioubled  slream. 
We  swiflly  glide  from  daj  to  day, 

'lis  then  we  lov.-  toilnaiu 
Of  eyes  that  j;azed  ii|Miii  u-", 

W  lien  youth's  ;;ny  lif.   was  dear. 
Of  lovini;  hfiirts  ihiil  won  us. 

In  those  happy  bygone  years. 


■1 


Oh!   Ill  Meet  You  Dar. 

^uiiLjliy  <..oi;saiid  Fox. 

Ho  (<  II  all  the  white  folks  in  the  town, 

<  >li !  I'll  meet  you  dar. 

(io  lell  all  de  colored  folks  for  miles  around. 

Oil!   I'll  meet  you  dar. 
Go  tell   em  diit  were  gwineto  have  a  grand  jubilee, 

<  )li !   I'll  meet  you  dar, 

Dntde  old  man  has  come  home,  and  happy 

we  will  Im", 
Oil!  I'll  meet  you  dar.  ,  .: 

Chorhs.     ■" 
Oo  tell  I'ncle  Snow  and  old  Zip  Coon, 
'Io  eome  ami  dance  by  the  light  of  the  moon, 
l)on't  tarry  lonji;,  but  con-e  back  soon. 
Oil !  1 11  meet  you  dar.  (R<-i>eat.) 

Away  over  yonder  on  the  Iiorse  shoe  Wnd, 

Oh  !  I'll  nj'et  you  dar, 
\  oni!<-r  comes  a  gunboat,  full  of  nigger  nntn, 

Oil  I   I'll  meet  5'ou  dar. 
There's  meat  upon  the  turkey,  and  there's 

marrow  in  the  Itone, 

Oil!  I'll  meet  you  dar. 
.(list  show  me  a  yellow  gal,  and  I  will  see  her  home. 

Oil  !  I'll  meet  you  dar.  Chorus. 


«»  «•■  ^ 


Solomon  Isaac  Musketeers- 

Vrlttcu  and  hung  toy  DaveUoward. 

.luRt  look  at  n«  Hebrew  soldiers  now. 

And  you  will  plainly  see 
We  only  joined  a  regiment       ■  v  .'',. 

About  two  »e<ksoi  three. 
We  III  .rch  in  style  and  the  ladies  all  smile, 

..diid'call  us  their  little  dears, 
Wlif  n  we  tret  out  upon  piirade 
With  the  Isaac  Musketeers. 

CiiORfs.  '  ■  ' 

'i'or.  should  see  <ifl  on  I'roadway  when  w«  do 

march  so  gay, 
The  jieople  shout  and  holler  out  we  are  queers  t*% 
I'.ut  we  don't  care  for  that,  for  we  are  getting  fat^ 
Sinci-  we've  joined  the  Solomon  Isaac  Musketeers. 

Now  wlif  n  the  fighting  time  does  come. 
Well  sliow  what  we  can  do  ; 
.    We'll  destroy  a  thousand  niatces 
In  lass  than  an  hour  oi  two. 
;;    We'll  put  them  down  witliout  a  frown, 
'j        A  nd  then  we  won't  look  queer ; 
I  'ris  the  only  thine;  to  stimulate 


The  Isaac  Musketeers. 


Ohera*. 
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476 


TH£    SlIVGERS'    JOrRIVAL..^ 


Tiddle-A-Wink  The  Barb«r. 


Sung  by  T 


Ton7  Pastor,  In  blB  BurlesQUO, 


Now  Mr.  Tonikiiii  bad  « ton 

Who  kept »  barber  thop,  '        ; 

And  b«ing  que«r,  could  not  go  there, 

So  a  not«  to  his  ion  did  drop. 
8»id  h«.  young  knave  I  want  a  ihar*, 

I  alio  really  think- 
There  i«  not  one  ehavM  like  my  aon,      .r 

Whole  name  ia  Tiddle-»- Wink. 

Cbobub.    ■-.;.- 
Tiddle-a-Wink,  Tiddlc-a-Wink,     ■ 

Tiddle-«- Wink  the  barber  ; 
liddle-a-Wink,  Tiddle-n-Wink, 

Went  to  shave  his  father. 
But  he  made  a  slip  and  cut  hiillp, 

Wbiob  made  th<- father  roar, 
1  he  father  knocked  poor  Tiddle-a-Wink, 

Bang  upon  tlie  floor. 

The  blood  then  flowed  from  Tomklna  month. 

And  very  soon  he  found, 
Where  he  used  to  put  an  ounce  of  meat 

There  was  room  to  put  a  pound. 
The  doctor  he  was  quickly  fetched 

To  sew  it  updid  try; 
He  looked  so  queer  tliey  were  all  in  fear 

When  the  doctor  said  he  must  die.         Ohonu. 

Said  he  I  think  thin  Tiddle-a-Wink 

Has  oaus«d  his  fatlier's  death; 
Then  I  iddle-a-Wink  witli  fear  did  blink, 

Could  scarcrly  catch  his  breath. 
The  father  died,  the  eon  he  tried 

Some  poii>on  llien  to  take, 
lint  this  tliey  stopped,  and  on  him  dropp'd 

For  making  tlii»  sad  mistake.  Chonu. 

Next  morn  Wfore  tlie  Magistrate, 

Poor  Tiddle-a- '>\  ink  they  look. 
There  his  hist'ry  to  relate, 

And  like  a  leaf  he  shook. 
His  solicitor  he  soon  set  hiia  free, 

And  when  tiie  people  they 
Asked  how  the  old  man  met  his  death. 

Others  they  would  say, 


o|^^Mou .       On  . 
know?     Why! 


Spoken : 

• 


haven't  you  heard  ?    don't  yon 
Chorus. 


races  We  Never  Forget. 

(  opyrlght,  1878,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 

WonlB  by  T.  D.  C.  Miller,  M.  D.  Music  by  W.  W.  Bentley, 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  ijy  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  OQ  receipt  of  price,  86  cents. 

'1  here  are  faces  we  never  forget. 

Of  tliose  who  are  loving  and  true, 
There  are  friendshiin  we  love  to  recall, 

And  smiles  once  the  kindest  we  knew, 
Though  the  fiirrowd  of  time  may  be  there, 

I  he  heartH  purest  bli*s  lingers  yet.  * 

In  their  constancy,  \irlue,  and  love. 

There  are  faces  we  cannot  forget; 
In  their  constancy,  virtue  and  love. 

There  are  face*  we  never  forget. 

There  are  face.')  we  never  forget. 

Enshrined  in  the  hearts  deepest  cell. 
Whom  we  love  with  the  heart's  purest  love, 

lU^  tenderness  words  cannot  tell. 
TMK  are  faces  that  never  grow  old. 

Where  youths  blissfuICharms  linger  yet. 
In  the  sorrows  and  pleasures  of  life. 

They  come  and  we  cannot  forget, 
lathe  sorrows  and  pleasnies  of  life, 

They  come  and  we  eannot  forget. 

There  are  fiioes  we  never  forget. 

Of  those  who  have  bid  us  adieu. 
And  whoae  deeds  of  affection  will  last. 

Whose  hearts  were  so  noble  and  true. 
There  are  others  who  cdme  to  our  call 

With  smiles  of  pure  lore  beaming  yet, 
^nd  we  know  they  are  truest 'and  beet. 

Whose  faces  we  never  forgf  t, 
And  we  know  they  are  vniest  and  beat, 

W  hose  faces  we  never  forget, 


Parody  on  See  That  My  Grave's  Kept  Oreen. 

Composed  and  sung  by  J.  M cVoy. 

When  I've  passed  in  my  oheeks,  little  rosebud. 

When  I'm  six  feet  under  the  turf; 
I  forgive  you,  but  yon  played  me  for  a  sacker, 

And  worked  me  for  every  nickle  I  was  worth. 
You  said  I  might  look  but  I  mnsn  t  touch, 

Which  put  me  in  such  a  dilemma, 
Oh  !  there's  one  little  favor  I  ask  you,  will  yon, 

See  that  my  grave  is  whitewashed  every  summer  f 

Chobus.  , 

Oh  !  the  days  will  come  to  your  prison  face ; 
Think  of  how  you  buck-capped  me  when  I  was  living. 

Spoken  :       There's  one  little  thing  we've  to   take 
up  between  us,  darling. 

Sing  :     See  my  grave  ia  whitewashed  every 

summer. 

Don't  get  cranky  when  I  ask  you  to  remember 
When  you  used  to  give  me  taffy  on  a  stick. 

And  with  your  funny  gags  you'd  paralize  nie. 
Oh,  but  pards,  you  cannot  say  I  ever  kicked. 

I  will  meet  you  in  the  happy  land  of  Canaan,    « 
Tra-la-lft-lee,  skip  the  gutter,  for  you're  my  baby. 

Spoken  ;      Take  a  lock  of  my  hair,  put  it  in  my 
snnn  box,  and  save  it  for  me,  darling. 

Sung :      Will  yon,   and  decorate  my  grave  with 
tnrkey-bones  Thanksgiving. 
Chobus. 
Oh!  my  name  will  be  Dennis,  sweet  Avangeline, 
Whenever  1  had  a  nickle  I  shared  with  you. 

Spoken  :     Oh  !  there's  hard  times  coming,  gentle 
Annie,  and  don't  forget  what  I  tell  you. 

Sung :     See  that  my  grave's  kept  red,  white 

v>i  blue. 


A  Quiet  Little  Home- 
By  Charles  Buckley.  Bung  by  Ned  Barry. 
Copyright  1879,  by  G.  D.  NewUall  &  Co. 
The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 
on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 
post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  86  cents. 

I  lead  a  very  lonely  life,      4  «;' 

In  a  quiet  sort  of  way, 
I  like  well  to  enjoy  myself 

And  not  feel  over  gay  ; 
Gay  life  does  not  agree  with  me. 

At  my  time  or  place, 
I've  traveled  nearly  through  this  worlcl. 

At  quite  a  quiet  pace. 

Ghobtts. 

A  quiet  little  home,  in  a  quiet  sort  of  way, 
A  quiet  little  wife,  sitting  quiet  all  the  day, 

A  quiet  little  parlor,  a  quiet  oup  of  tea, 
A  life  of  peace  and  quietness. 
And  that's  the  life  for  : 


I  love  to  hear  my  children  sing, 

I  love  the  little  lass, 
I  love  my  wife,  1  love  my  friend. 

With  whom  the  time  to  paaa. 
A  reasonable  hour  to  rest. 

An  early  hour  to  rise, 
Will  make  a  man  both  healthy, 

Wealthy,  prosperous  and  wise. 

So  now  my  friends  take  my  advioeb 

.4nd  do  the  best  you  can, 
To  earn  a  name  that  will  become 

An  honest workingman. 
Study  the  comforts  of  your  home. 

And  very  soon  you'll  find, 
A  life  of  peace  and  quietneaa. 

Best  suited  to  the  mind, 


Oherus. 


Ohoras. 


^  ■•>■ 


Sally.  Bless  My  Sool. 

Bong  and  Panre.  By  Wayne  and  Loirely, 


I  should  like  to  know  the  reaeoa 
As  I  go  down  the  street. 

There  is  a  twinkle  in  the  eye 
Of  every  girl  I  meet. 


*hy 


I  ask'd  my  eonsin  Sally  onee, 

Why  it  was  she  smiled  so  sweetf  i 

She  says  I  am  a  perfect  dunce —  ,  •', '  " 
They're  laughing  at  your  feet  1        ;  -. 
Chobcb.  » 

I  blushed  and  bowed  my  head  with  grie( 

My  anguish  to  control ; 
And  said,  when  I  could  catch  my  breath, 

Oh  I  Sally,  bless  my  soul  1 

Of  all  the  talent  I  possess, 

I'hose  feet  they  are  my  ]>ride ;        ' 
They  are  good  size,  and  cost  me  less 

To  walk  with  than  to  ride  ; 
They  always  take  me  out  of  town  -.^:    ., 

Aa  fast  as  I  can  go  ! 
And  Sally  fills  me  with  alarm, 

by  talking  to  nie  so. 

Now  I've  resolved  to  search  this  town. 

Some  smaller  shoes  to  try  ; 
That  will  not  draw  the  glances  down 

Of  every  passer  by. 
I'll  get  a  smaller  pair,  I  vow. 

And  dress  iip  in  the  stylo  ; 
j4nd  when  I  meet  my  love.  111  l)ow 

And  raise  uij  Harvard  tile! 


Ohoras. 


Chorus. 


My  Easy  Style. 
Song  and  Dance.        Sung  by  Charles  Diamond. 


Oh  I  you've  heard  about  iiy  dancing, 

And  easy  style  and  grace  ; 
The  girls  are  always  glancing, 

With  a  smile  upon  my  face. 
Just  watch  nie  now,  you'll  not  regret, 

For  staying  a  little  while, 
I'll  please  you  nil,  and  again  you'll  call 

W  hen  jou  see  my  easy  style. 

Chobus.     ■  ^"  v  ; 
Just  watch  my  easy  style,         (Break.) 

For  I  make  the  fadies  smile,         (Break.) 
So  just  now  pay  attention 

lo  my  quiet  and  easy  style.  :    '      , 

I  spend  my  time  so  happy,        '  v   '  ;  . 

l)own  in  the  fields  and  flowers,     " 
In  sioK-Dg,  danoing,  all  day  long,     ' 

I  enjoy  such  pleasant  hours.  ■'_- 

So  nowgood  night  to  one  and  all, 

May  you  all  now  wear  a  smile,         '  ^• 
And  give  me  a  welcome  every  time,' 

When  you  see  my  easy  style. 


Chorus. 


Dancing  on  the  Green- 

Copyright,  18T9,  by  Geo.  MoUneaux. 

Words  and  Music  by  Xnmfny  Turner. 

Dedicated  to  the  Four  Aces,  Tlerney,  Cronln,  Lester 

and  Allen. 

The  Music  of  tUsor  any  ot  tier  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address. 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 

Oh,  way  down  in  South  Carolina,  ' 

Where  the  cotton  and  the  sugar  cane  grow. 
It  is  funny  'mong  the  honey, 

For  to  see  the  niggers  laugh  and  crow  I 
We'll  get  up  early  in  de  morning, 

And  to  work  we  singing  all  do  go. 
Always  singing,  voices  ringing, 

I  tell  yon  we're  not  slow. 

Chorus. 
Oh  !  we  do  have  our  fun,  on  a  holiday  we  feel  so  gay. 
And  this  is  what  we  do  ;  (Break.) 

And  den  weplay  upon  dehanjode  bones  and  tamb^Mine,  i 
In  morning  or  the  evening,  n  hile  dancing  on  the  green.    . 

Ev'ry  month  we  do  have  a  party,  ' '  1    ' 

Where  the  niggers  aud  their  ladies  all  go;  ' 

Aunt  Jemina,  from  Car'lina,  ' 

Comes  along  with  funny  old  Jim  Crow  !  i 

Dare's  ole  Josephus  Orange  Blossom, 

With  sweet  gal  .^nn  Elisa  Jane,     /,  ;.     ,i 
Sister  Mary,  so  contrary,  "*.;.•■"."   r  : 

Had  dancing  on  the  brain. 

Oh  !  we  do  have  our  ftin,  <le. 


THE    81  MOORS'    JOIJRMAL.. 


4yr 


My  Bonny  Laboring  Boy. 

As  I  roved  out  cne  morning, 

Being  in  the  bloomiug  springs 
I  heard  a  lovely  maid  complain,    ' 

And  grisTiously  did  siug  ; 
Saying,  cruel  was  my  parents. 

That  did  me  so  annoy, 
And  would  not  let  me  marry 

My  bouuy  laboring  boy. 

Young  Johnny  was  my  true  love's  name^ 

As  yon  shall  plainly  see, 
My  parents  they  employed  him 

Their  laboring  twy  to  be. 
To  harrow,  reap  and  sow  the  seed. 

And  plough  my  father's  land. 
But  soon  I  fell  iu  love  with  him. 

As  you  may  understand. 

My  mother  thought  to  have  me  wed 

Unto  some  lord  or  peer, 
I  being  the  only  heiress 

For  ten  thousand  pounds  a  yea* 
I  placed  my  heart  on  one  true  lov% 

And  he  was  my  only  joy, 
This  nation  I  will  ramble 

With  my  bonny  laboring  boy. 

His  cheeks  are  like  the  roses  red. 

His  eyes  as  black  as  sloes. 
He's  mild  in  his  behaviour,  '■■,: 

Wherever  that  he  goes. 
He's  manly,  neat  and  handsomt^ 

His  skin  as  white  as  snow. 
And  in  spite  of  my  parent  s  malicM, 

With  my  bonny  laboring  boy  I'll  ga 

I  courted  him  for  twelve  long  moDtL% 

But  little  did  I  know. 
That  my  cruel  parents 

Would  prove  my  overthrow. 
They  watched  us  close  one  eveniog^ 

Whilst  in  a  shady  grove. 
Pledging  our  vows  together, 

Iu  the  constant  bands  of  love. 

My  father  he  stepped  up  to  me,         ^ 

And  seized  me  by  the  haud, 
And  swore  he'd  send  voung  Johnny 

Uuto  some  foreign  land. 
He  locked  mo  in  my  bedroom, 

My  comforts  to  annoy, 
And  kept  me  there  to  weep  and  motun, 

For  my  laboriug  boy. 

My  mother  came  next  morning, 

And  unto  me  did  say, 
Your  father  he's  intended 

To  appoint  your  wedding  day* 
I  nobly  made  answer,  ^ 

With  him  I'd  ne'er  comply,        ' 
But  single  would  I  still  remain. 

For  my  bonny  laboring  boy.  V 

Says  the  daughter  to  the  mother 

Your  plan  is  all  in  vain. 
Lords,  Dukes,  and  Earls, 

Their  riches  I  disdain  ;  ^       , ' 

I'd  rather  live  an  humble  lif(\  : 

My  time  I  would  employ  '; 

Increasing  nature's  prospects. 

With  my  bonny  laboring  boy. 

Fill  your  glasses  to  the  brim. 

Let  the  toast  go  merrily  round. 
Here's  health  to  every  laboring  boy. 

That  ploughs  and  hoes  the  gronn^ 
And  when  his  work  is  over. 

To  his  home  he  will  go  with  jc{|^ 
Happy  is  the  girl  that  gets  -r _ 

A  bonny  laboring  boy.  '; 

■,    ^      Yes  We  All  Will  Be  There- 
Worfls  t  Music,  by  W.  Bray,   8ncg  by  Johnson  &  Bl^mo. 


Chobus. 

Oh!  yes,  we'll  all  be  there!         -■:  -  •     r ;' :■ 
We  will  come  there !  .  > .  -  J 

We  will  meet  there —  ?  •■i-ij  •' .  ■_  '  •  '  vj-' 

Oh!  yes,  we  will  eing  there,' 

And  dance  by  ihe  Tight  of  the  moon.     '^.\:  .-i  ' 

We  will  have  both  mince  and  pumpkin  pie, 

I  hope  to  see  yuu  all  there ! 
We'll  eing  My  Oal  and  Old  Shoe  Fly  ;         -Jf  " . 

Yes!  we  all  will  be  there. 
Old  Aunt  Jemima— eo  oantrary —    '  ..    .. ,  : 

Said  that  she  would  be  there  ; 
And  she  would  Carry  the  Kews  to  Mary  !  ■ 

Yes!  we  all  will  be  there.  ,  Chorus. 

Mies  Elisa  Jane,  and  Susan  Brown,    '  ■;   , 

Said  that  they  would  be  there ;  '  •  .^       '; 

Coming  all  the  way  from  pepper  town  ;     ; ;". 

Oh  !  yes,  we  allwill  be  there.  •     :; 

If  they  don't  come  then  1  don't  care ;       „■•,'", 

But  I  wish  they  all  will  be  there— 
So  long  as  they  send  me  a  lock  of  their  hair, 

Y^es  !  we  all  will  be  there.  Chorus. 


I  am  going  to  take  a  trip  down  hoBM,  ■   •         • 

I  hope  to  see  yon  all  there  ; 
Im  gwine  to  get  married  by  de  l%ht  of  de  dmdb, 

Oh  !  yes,  we  all  will  be  there. 
Old  Bob  Ridley,  and  Zep  Coon, 

Said  that  dey  wonld  be  there  ; 
Don't  tarry  lonir,  but  come  right 

Ob  I  yea,  we'll  all  b«  there. 


4-11-44. 

Sung  by  Fred  Huber  with  great  success  at  the 
Jackson  Opera  Honse,  New  Brunswick,  K,  J, 


I  am  a  yonng  Virginny  Nigger, 

You  musn't  think  I'm  green  ;  ^^ 
I  use  to  work  on  a  steamboat. 

On  the  Mississippia'Stream,      .^ 
I  use  to  tote  the  cotton  bales 

And  heave  the  plank  ashore. 
And  often  spend  my  money  on        • 

4_11_44. 

Chobtts. 

I  am  a  lightning  colored  moko^  ;  '. 

From  ole  Virginny  shore,  •  * 

But  now  I  show  how  to  play 

4—11-44.  ■■■:y^":,: 

I  once  did  love  a  yaller  gal,        '  - 

Dinah  was  her  name  ; 
Her  lips  was  red  as  roses,  '  •':.'■, 

And  sweet  as  sugar  cane. 
But  now  she's  gone  with  some  other  nig, 

I  never  see  her  more. 
Because  she  struck  ten  dollars  on 

4-11—44. 


Choms. 


I've  got  Fifty  Thousand  Dollars- in  my  Mind- 
By  wiiiiewudwave.  Air:  Baby  Mine. 

Tve  got  fifty  thousand  dollars— r  -    ;•., :      ,  /:   ,■ 

In  my  mind — in  my  mind  ; 
The  grave  robbers  I  have  collared — 

In  my  mind — in  my  mmd.  ,    ;?       v  ■ 

It  was  my  happy  lot, 
1  know  the  precisespot. 
And  the  money  I  have  got —  "     * 

In  my  mind— in  my  mind. 
And  the  money  I  have  got — •      ',  •    . 

In  my  mind.  ^;:    ;  ' 

I'm  the  greatest  man  on  earth— ^:',. 

In  my  mind — in  my  mind  ;        /  '  -         ; 
Half  a  million  I  am  worths  ,   .■■: 

In  my  mind — in  my  mind. 
I  could  tell  yon  where  Fve  been. 
Of  the  many  sights  I've  seen,  ''''\:'-'-- 

If  only  I  were  green—  -    '.    ;';    -^V" 

In  my  mind — in  my  mind. 
If  only  I  were  green- 
In  my  mind.  .   .  V  ;    v  ':    - 


Somebody's  Coming  When  the  Dew  Dropi  Ftll. 

Copyrlgnt,  18T8.   by  S .  Bralnard. 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  C.  Macy. 

The  Music  of  this  or  anj-  otlior  song,  kept  oonsta&tly 

on  tiand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addreoa, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  oento. 


Somebody's  coming  when  the  dew  drona  fUl, 

Somebody's  coming  for  a  twilight  call ; 
He  will  be  welcome  to  the  beet  of  all. 

So  I'll  keep  a  little  kiss  for  him  1 
We  are  happy  as  the  day  is  long. 

And  no  one  shall  ever  make  na  Md  ; 
Far  he's  coming,  coming  quickly. 

And  I  will  meet  him  when  the  dew  dropa  fiJL 
Chorfs. 
Somebody's  coming,  coming  quickly  1 

Comiug  when  the  little  dew  drops  fall,  «<**«tHj 
Y'ou  will  be  welcome  to  the  best  of  all, 

I'll  keep  a  little  kiss  for  you. 

Somebody's  coming  when  the  stars  grow  bright, 

Somebody's  comiug  with  a  smile  to-night ; 
Hoses  will  listen  for  Jiis  footsteps  light. 

And  ihe  nightingale  will  siug  to  him 
I  will  meet  him  at  the  garden  gate. 

To  tell  him  the  secret  once  again  ;  i 

For  he's  coming,  comiug  quickly, 

And  I  will  meet  him  when  the  dew  drops  tall 

Choma. 

Somebody's  coming  with  a  heart  so  tnw, 

And  he  will  whis}>er  in  the  twilight,  too. 
One  little  story  that  is  ever  new, 

Tis  the  one  I  always  love  to  bear. 
Hark  !  he's  comiug,  lor  I  hear  his  song, 

The  sweetest,  the  gayest  of  them  aUT 
For  he's  coming,  coming  quickly. 

And  I  will  meet  him  when  the  dew  drapa  fan, 

Charm. 


(Jabriel's  Horn- 

Song&Danrp,  Sung  by  SeamonandBotneia. 

When  we  meet  in  de  evening  we  past  de  time  away, 

Ab  none  but  us  culled  folks  can  do : 
And  it's  on  de  kitchen  floor  wo  dance  forever  more 
Coupled  off  Willi  Hanna,  Jane  and  Sue. 

Oiioaiis. 
And  we  sing  and  dance. 

And  wake  up  so  early  in  de  mom  ; 
We  11  rise  and  shine  Ik-fore  the  break  of  day, 
\V  hen  Gabrii-1  blows  his  iiorn. 

When  de  day  it  am  breaking  and  de  work  it  hah  begm. 
How  I'd  like  dem  good  o)J  limes  again  to  see 

For  we  were  liapj>yduu  with  onrgood  old  Maaaafi«BL 
Iu  dat  good  old  home  way  down  in  Tennessee. 

And  we  sing  and  daooe,  A*. 


Fm  the  man  struck  Billy  Patienwn— 

In  my  mind — in  my  mind  ; 
I  exjKwed  the  frauds  of  Anderson — 

In  my  mind — in  my  mind. 
Fm  the  author  of  Emma  Whoa — 
Also  of  Beautiful  Suow, 
Also  High,  Jack  and  Low — 

In  my  mind — in  my  mind. 
Also  High.  Jack  and  Low, 

In  my  mind. 


The  Pretty  Little  Daisy. 
Ded,  to  e.  McKlcman,  Words  &  Music  by  0.  A.  Johawo, 


Whilst  wandering  thro'  a  bower 

Of  flowers  fair  and  bright, 
A  charming  little  flower 

Did  greet  my  willing  sight. 
Its  pretty  head  hung  sadly. 

Quite  close  unto  the  ground. 
As  though  ashamed  to  be  gazed  npoi. 

By  the  gaudy  throng  around. 

Chorus,    (walti) 
The  pretty  little  daisy,  •  • 

So  charming  and  so  neat. 
Blooming  in  sweet  simplicity. 

My  enraptured  gaze  did  greet. 
The  charming  little  flower. 

Shyly  hid  midst  the  grass. 
The  choicest  gem  in  Flora's  mine^ 

None  other  can  it  surpass. 

I  cuHed  a  lovely  bouquet 

For  my  love  so  fair. 
And  midst  the  other  flowers, 

A  daisy  nestled  there, 
.^nd  when  I  gave  it  to  her. 

She  gave  a  gentle  sigh. 
Id  the  group  there  was  a  flower, 

On  which  did  rest  ber  eye.  OhotM. 


- 
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It 

I 


The  Late  Sligo  Election  Song. 

Rejoice  !  rejoice  you  men  of  Doyle, 

And  listen  to  my  song, 
While  1  indite  tlieae  )in.;«  I  write, 

I  will  not  k^ep  you  loii<j. 
Il'i  of  a  noble  liero, 

1  mean  bra?e  Captain  King; 
Hurrah,  my  boya,  well  fear  no  noise, 

Uia  praises  we  will  sing. 

It  was  in  tlie  County  Sligo, 

He  was  elected  there, 
Witliouf  any  opposition. 

Moat  triumphant  in  the  chair. 
The  biggest  crew  he  will  subdue,     ; ' 

For  Home  Rule  he  went  iti, 
"WhieU  makes  me  raise  my  feeble  vole* 

In  praise  of  Harnian-King. 

Id  Boyle  they  did  assemble 

l»  11  most  hHPmonious  gang. 
Thousauds  they  did  greet  him 

^8  he  did  pttss  along.  ■ 

With  cheers  for  Home  Rule, 

Our  Parliament  hell  bring  o'er— 
Then  well  iiave  good  limes  in  Erin 

As  our  fathers  had  of  yore. 

As  he  canie  along  that  gallant  throng 

Hailed  him  with  delight, 
While  he  did  gaze  liie  liillsdid  blaze 

ground  him  on  that  niglit. 
At  their  grand  iilnminnlion 

Each  feature  seemed  t«  smile.      _ 
To  welcome  him,  brave  CapUin  King, 

To  the  lowu  of  bojle. 

With  great  delight  upon  Uiftt  night, 

Aa  he  came  into  town. 
With  his  noble  son  and  lady 

Of  honor  and  renown  ; 
Each  echoed  voice  did  reach  the  sties 

In  a  loud  hurrah. 
Its  memory  cant  be  forgot. 

It  was  a  grand  display. 

As  he  stood  up  in  his  carriage 
•     ^nd  none  could  him  control. 
He  did  address  his  people. 

And  spoke  upon  Home  Rule, 
^nd  likewise  did  his  lady  gay. 

With  loving  features  emile 
4nd  greeted  by  the  fair  sex 

Aa  ahe  came  inte  Boyle. 

Then  came  the  brave  MacDermot, 

A  man  of  noble  fume. 
With  honor  to  brave  Harman-Kbg 

He  did  uphold  the  same; 
With  a  brave  cade-meli-fallia 

Our  member  he  is  to  be 
To  crush  our  country's  tyrants. 

And  from  bondage  set  us  free. 

Now  to  conclude  and  finish,     . 

Long  live  our  Clergymen,  ■ 

Likewise  our  noble  Mshop, 

As  I  will  resign  my  pen. 
Success  to  each  true  member 

^hose  courage  will  not  cooT, 
Bnt  join  their  hands  in  union  bands 

And  fight  for  Home  Rule. 

_ ^  ■»■  m  


Arm  in  Arm  Let's  Wander.  Love. 

Words  and  Muslo  by  ChasConp  Uy. 

Mustc  pub,  &  CopyrlsUt  1ST9.  by  E.  II.  Harding. 

le  Music  of  tills  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

OS  Hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addreos. 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  40  cents. 

Arm  in  arm.  love  let  us  wander. 

Thro  life's  varied,  changeful  ways  ; 
Sbanng  joys  and  griefs  together.  •  ■_   ■ 

In  the  brigiil  or  gloomy  days  ; 
Let  us  share  encli  other's  trouble*, 

4nd  thus  lighten  grief  or  woe,    .,    ■ 
Let  our  hearts  united  be.  -•     = 

A%  arm  in  arm  thro'  life  we  go. 


CUOECB. 

Arm  in  arm,  love,  let  us  wander. 
Thro'  lifb's  varied,  changeful  waya, 

Sharing  jovs  and  griefs  together. 
In  the  bright  oi  gloomy  days. 

Joys  will  gain  a  sweeter  flavor, 

^nd  possess  an  added  eharm  ; 
Troubles  will  appear  much  lighter, 

If  we  but  go  arm  in  arm  ; 
So  contented  we  will  wander, 

In  our  hearts  no  thought  of  strife, 
.^nd  sustaining  one  anether, 

Arm  in  arm  we'll  go  thro'  life. 


Chorus. 


Shannon  Grove. 

By  W.  H.  Downes.       Air  :    Meeting  ot  tbe  waters. 


Tliere  is  not  in  all  Limerick — 

A  place  half  so  sweet. 
As  beauteous  •'^hannon  Grove 

Where  the  boys  and  girls  meet. 
Where  thd  Shannon  flows  gently 

./Iround  the  old  quay, 
And  the  evergreen  bushes 

In  blooming  array. 

'Tis  not  for  the  river  or  the  groves 

That  I  mourn, 
It  is  not  for  the  qnny  hill 

Tho'  now  it's>  forlorn. 
'Tis  not  for  the  boys, 

Tho'  their  hearts  were  once  light. 
But  for  a  cliarming  young  girl. 

Who  wa-s  my  heart's  delight. 

I  oft  think  of  the  time 

When  I  was  a  lioy. 
When  I'd  roam  in  the  green  fields 

With  innocent  joy. 
When  I'd  -^o  to  the  goal 

With  my  hurley  in  hand. 
Or  to  walk  with  my  darling 

On  Ringmoylan  strand. 

Tho'  from  Limerick  1  am  parted. 

My  heart  on  it  is  set. 
For  the  days  1  have  spent  there 

I  can  never  forget. 
I  remember  with  pleasure, 

W  hen  I  was  at  home. 
Oh  !  my  heart  is  in  Limerick, 

Where  ever  1  roam. 

. ^  ■■■  w 

-      The  Little  Match  Girl. 
A  Recitation.  ny  w.  Lawler. 


'Twas  a  cold  winter  night  the  snow  it  fell  fast, 
The  streets  were  deserted  not  a  soul  passe^l, 
Crouched  in  a  corner  shivering  with  cold. 
Was  a  poor  little  match  girl  twelve  sunmiers  old. 
*'  No  matches  sold  where  shall  I  go? 
My  feet  they  are  numb,  oh!  how  ir.  does  snow,'' 
She  drew  her  shawl  closer,  a  sigh  that  was  deep, 
lier  fair  head  drooped  forward  her  eyes  closed 

in  sleep. 

The  lone  policeman  as  he  passed  by, 
Heard  not  that  deep  and  mournful  sigh, 
"  Mother  I  see  you.  soon  111  be  there. 
Angels  guard  o'er  me,  beautiful  and  fair." 
Her  hair  damp  and  matted  hung  loosely  around, 
The  matches  siie  held  dropped  to  the  ground  : 
Lower  and  lower  then  came  her  breath  : 
iSoon  It  did  cease,  her  eyes  closed  in  death. 

The  morning  dawned,  bright  shone  the  sun. 
It  shed  its  beams  on  tliat  little  one. 
Crouched  in  a  corner  now  cold  in  death. 
The  beautiful  face  pale  a  sweet  smile  there  yet. 
The  people  gazed  at  her  a  tear  filled  their  eyes. 
"Go<l  bless  the  poor  darling  left  tliere  for  lo  die. 
In  the  little  churchyard  she  peacefully  sleeps. 
The  poor  little  mateh  girl  no  lunger  weeps. 

Oh !  My  Jennie !  Oh !  Sweet  Jennie  I 

Oh  !  my  Jennie !  oh  !  my  Jennie, 

Time  flies  quickly  by  ;  ' !. 

Sare  the  lanes  will  have  their  turuings. 


The'  the  travellers  die. 
Mark  the  swallows  flight,  oh,  Jennie, 

Pointing  to  the  sky — 
Waiting  as  my  love  waits,  Jennie, 

Till  the  clouds  go  by. 
Looking  like  my  love  looks,  Jennie, 

Till  the  clouds  of  care  go  by. 
Chorus. 

Oh  !  my  Jennie  !  oh,  sweet  Jennie, 

Time  flies  quickly  by  ; 
Bear  with  me  iu  patience,  Jennie^ 

Till  the  clouds  go  by. 
Bear  with  me  in  patience,  Jennie^     - . 

Till  the  clouds  of  care  go  by. 

As  the  dew  is  to  the  flowers, 

E'er  the  sun  at  mom 
Kisses  ofi  its  magio  power, 

And  leaves  the  rose  forlorn. 
So  am  I  without  thee,  Jennie. 

Heavy  comes  the  sigh. 
But  prayer  will  lighten  sorrow,  Janni«^ 

Till  the  clouds  go  by  ; 
Joy  will  come  to-morrow,  Jennie, 

When  the  clouds  of  care  go  by. 


Choms. 


Two  in  One- 
Words  and  Music    By  W.  H.  Delehanty. 

Oil!  listen  to  me— no,  listen  to  tis  he  means, 

Because  we  are  a  we  ! 
r,  myself  and  me  !  .And  (>,  we  us  are  one. 
A\\<i  we  are  friends;  yes,  we  are  friends  of  course, 

vis  you  can  plainly  see, 
I,  myself  and  lue  !   And  O,  we  us  in  fun. 
C'ilORUR. 

And  we  sing  ami  dance  quite  merrily. 

For  lo  pass  the  time  right  cheerily  ; 

While  we  may  cLaif,  y.B,  and  we  laugh,  ha,  ha? 

From  niornin;;-  until  niglit  ; 
Although  we  re  two,  we  rank  A.  No.  1, 

There  is  a  gal  -\es,  there's  a  gal  Ices  me  I 

No,  me!-  No,  m^I— Us  both — 
That's  the  eanieH  way  to  settle  all  disputes. 
And  we  are  off -yes,  we  are  going  now — 
'1  hid  yellow  gal  to  see  ; 
For  to  hnd  out  which  of  us  her  £inoy  suits. 
Chorus. 
There  we'll  tell  our  love  tales  oyer. 
And  find  out  which  may  love  her  ; 
And  if  it's  me — of  course 

We'll  bow  to  fate's  decree, 
.And  we'll  greet  you  still  with  smiles  and  chaste  salutes. 
■ »  i«i  ^ 

One  Sweet  Little  Smile.  I 

Words  and  Music  by  Frank  Lavamle. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  haiKl.  and  will  be  seat  by  us  to  any  address 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 

One  little  smile,  darling,  grant  me^    ■  . 
One  tender  look  at  your  eye  ;        '  :  ■., 
One  loving  pressure  pray  give  me, 

i'our  sweet  face  has  oft  caused  a  <<iffh. 
Your  ways  are  so  winsome  and  winning. 
With  grace  like  the  fmrn  all  the  while. 
The  favor  I  ask  you  iu  friendship 
It's  only  one  sweet  little  smile. 
One  little  smile  darling  grant  me. 
One  tender  look  for  awhile. 
One  loving  pressure  pray  give  me,     >:     : 
Grant  me  one  sweet  little  smile. 
Chorus. 
One  little  smile  darling  grant  me,       '' 

One  tender  look  for  awhile. 
One  loving  pressure  prav  give  me,  .' 
Grant  me  one  sweet  little  smile. 

This  little  favor  pray  grant  me, 

I'm  happy  whene'er  you  come  by. 
One  winning  smile  darling  give  me, 

I  m  lonesome  unless  you  are  nigh. 
I'm  golnu  far  over  the  ocean. 

From  whence  I'll  return  in  a  while. 
While  watchin;;  the  billows  rough  motion, 

riltliiiik  of  that  sweet  little  smile.         Chorus. 
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The  Lost  Inheritanoe. 


COMTINUSO. 


Somehow  Che  eharm  of  tbep1*e«wMl>rok«i— Ha 
beaoty  had  departed  ;  and  when,  eoon  after,  they  re- 
turoed  U)  their  horce*  and  rode  back  (o  Daisy  bank, 
there  waa  a  oooitraint  in  hia  tones  be  exerted  every 
effort  to  oooceal. 

Did  Alice  perceive  it,  ?     Did  the  divine  the  rea- 

•Oll? 

Meanwhile,  still  pondering  over  Alice  Walden's 
distiogaislieJ  companion,  Mias  8idionia  reached 
home  ;  and  the  other,  finding  heraelf  at  liberty, 
hastened  to  her  own  room,  which  (having  locked 
tl>e  door)  she  began  lo  paoe  excitedly,  her  bosom 
heaving  apparently  wilh  blended  pleasure  and  pain. 

She  was  a  handsome  woman  of  possibly  thirty, 
though  she  looked  no  more  than  twenty-five,  tier 
complexion  was  brunette,  her  hair  and  arched  brows 
almost  black,  lier  features  were  large  but  regular, 
and  bespoke  a  strong  will,  intellect,  and  power. 
Her  full  graceful  figure,  shown  to  advantage  in  her 
tight-fitting  dress,  habitually  possessed  the  slightest 
suspicion  of  a  sti>op,  as  of  one  wlio  acknowledges  a 
humble  position.  Now,  however,  drawn  erect,  it 
was  queenly,  commanding. 

Finally  plucking  her  handkerchief  with  her 
nervous  fingers,  she  broke  tiilence,  exclaiming,  "  It 
was  he  ;  I  am  cure  it  was.  It  is  impossible,  as  that 
upstart  girl  said,  that  1  could  be  mistaken  or  forget 
sueh  u  face  once  seen  !  llichard  Hepburn  here ! 
Oh  !  how  kind  is  Heaven  !  lint  d-d  I  not  know  he 
Would  come  ?  Was  I  not  certain*?  Still,  that 
Alice  Walden,"— and  her  tones  grew  hard  and  con- 
centrated— "  how  has  he  become  acquainted  with 
her?  Wliat  did  he  mean  by  that  glance?  Nothing 
— it  must  have  meant  nothing.'' 

She  tMused  as  though  reasuning  upon  the  doubt; 
then  added,  her  small  hands  clenched  : — 

"  It  shall  mean  nothing  !  I?ichard  Hepburn,  I 
have  given  you  my  lov«;  if  you  reject  it,  I  will  dis- 
grace you  before  the  whole  world  1"  .-. 

\-     ;      CHAPTER  IV.        ;;:  !^     * 

"  UCIIARD  IIKPBLKN  IS  DETXRIIINED. 

Richard  Hepburn  did  nut  for  a  second  believe 
that  A\wo  Walden  caied  for  him  more  than  as 
"  Charlie's  friend,  who  had  tended  him  when  he 
died' "  He  was  no  egotist,  but  he  knew  something 
of  the  human  lieart,  and  saw  to  what  this  pleasant 
familiar  inlercuurse  between  Alice  and  himself 
might  lead. 

Owing  tc  that  past,  she  already  felt,  he  knew,  a 
more  than  common  friendship  towards  him.  In- 
deed at  DiLity  Bank  he  wus  treated  rather  as  a  son 
—  a  brother.  With  that  paHsiouate  love  in  his  owu 
breast,  might  he  not,  durini^  come  unguarded  mo- 
ment, awaken  in  hers— give  birth  to  hopes  that 
never  could  be  realize<I  ?  He  shuddered  at  the 
possibility  of  bringing  such  misery  on  the  gentle 
girl  by  liis  side. 

Never  could  he  fargive  himself  were  that  to 
happen.  Yes;  better,  perhaps,  for  her  sake,  as  hia 
own   that  he  should  delay  his  departure  no  longer. 

In  hisruon  that  night,  while  leaning  out  of  the 
lattice  windvw  smoking  a  cigar,  he  came  to  this 
resolve — the  day  after  to-morrow  he  would  take  his 
leave.  He  could  not  very  well  go  the  very  next 
day,  having  arranged  that  ride  to  see  the  "  lovliest 
view  in  Devon."  hut  he  would  not  remain  twenty 
four  hoars  after.  Yes ;  able  to  read  his  sensations 
now,  he  was  sure  it  would  be  the  wisest. 

The  worst  was  the  Veiling  tiiem  of  his  intention. 
They  always  looked  so  sorry,  and  were  so  earnest  in 
their  entreaties  that  he  should  prolong  hia  stay  ; 
and  he  began  to  feel  very  weak  and  cowardly  before 
.dice's  pleading  eyes. 

Still  It  must  be  done.  He  was  proving  falas  to 
his  oath  by  loitering  his  time  here.  Was  ha  for- 
getting it? 

"  Never  -by  high  Heaven,  never!"  be ejaenlatsd, 
eameitly,  bringing  his  hand  down  on  the  sill,  aid 
rustling  the  ivy  leaves.  "  A»  I  have  aworn,  ao  I 
will  parform.  I  will  not  rest  until  I  have  daarcd 
up  tbia  mysteiy  one  way  or  the  other,  if  it  be  ia  the 
power  of  man.  Nothing  in  thia  world  shall  stAsd 
Mtwean   me  and   it — Bothingl      My   naole's  m»- 


expected  death,  and  his  making  me  his  heir,  has 
removed  the  worst  obstacle.  I  am  my  own  master, 
with  more  than  sufficient  means  to  prosecute  my 
search.  If  I  could  only  place  my  hand  on  Josiah 
Biddlecomb-  clerk!" 

1  hat,  however,  appeared  a  thing  by  no  means 
easy  to  do. 

For  an  hour  longer  Richard  Hepburn  remained 
at  the  window  thinking,  his  gaze  upon  the  moonlit 
landscafM. 

For  the  hundredth  time  he  had  put  his  father's 
history  into  every  phase,  even  to  that  of  his  really 
having  attempted  the  attorney's  life  to  reftossess 
himself  of  the  pa[>er  he  had  signed  destroying  the 
entail. 

In  that  case  where  was  the  Daronet  ? 
Was   he  a  wanderer   in    the    land,    with  Cain's 
stamp  upon  his  forehead  ?     Or,  on  some  alien  shore, 
did  a  nameless  grave  cover  him? 

The  clock  striking  twelve,  Richard  Hepburn, 
rising,  was  in  the  act  of  closing  the  lattice,  when 
his  eyes  were  arreoted  by  the  figure  of  a  man 
coming  along  the  road,  hard,  white  with  moon- 
shine. 

Tha  figure  advanced  slowly,  as  if  footsore.  This 
was  more  apparent  as  he  drew  nearer;  also,  that 
hia  clothing,  of  a  rather  heterogeneous  description, 
was  of  the  shabbiest. 

The  pedestrian,  tramp,  or  whatever  name  best 
suited  )iim,  stopped  as  lie  reuohed  the  gate  of  Daisy 
ISunk,  and  threw  his  eyes  over  the  villa,  Richard 
Hepburn  watching  him  curiously. 

'i'hen  suddenly,  across  the  intervening  space  of 
garden,  the  eyes  of  the  two  met.  For  an  instant 
they  stood  thus,  making  no  move. 

After  the  tramp  pulled  himself  together  as  it 
were,  with  folded  arms,  limped  and  slouched  on 
towards  the  village. 

'•  Poor  fellow  !"  muttered  Richard  Hepburn, 
closing  the  window,  and  preparing  for  bed.  "1 
couldn't  have  disturbed  the  house  by  going  down  to 
give  him  something.  He  looked  wretched  enough! 
Yet,  after  all,  my  pity  may  be  misplaced.  How 
frequently  in  our  ignorance  do  we  load  the  un- 
worthy with  sympathy,  and  leave  the  deserving  to 
starve  !" 

And  with  that  remark,  which  was  not  without  its 
share  of  truth,  he  fell  asleep,  and  dreamed  of  ^ioe, 
Josiah  biddlecomb,  and  his  clerk. 

When  Richard  Hepburn  rose  the  next  morning, 
he  was  as  firmly  bent  fl(>on  leaving  Daisy  Bank  as 
he  had  been  tlie  previous  night.  Indeed  he  was 
more  anxious  to  do  so.  ilia  evening  reflections  re- 
specting the  wrong  he  fully  believed  had  been  worked 
upon  his  father,  had  re-arroused  all  his  indignation 
and  energy.  He  was  eager  to  commence  his  elia- 
ractor  as  a  detective,  even  though  it  look  him  from 
Alice. 

He  arranged  to  tell  her  of  his  departure  while 
they  were  out  riding,  then  the  next  day  he  would 
start  for  London,  his  first  plan  bei:^  to  find  the 
clerk. 

"If,"  thought  Richard  Hepburn,  "he  knows 
anything,  and  has  been  paid  to  hold  his  tongue,  he 
may  also  be  paid  to  loosen  it." 

When,  however,  in  .^lice's  presence,  cantering  by 
her  side  in  the  pleasant  spring  air,  Uieiiard  Hepburn 
found  that  announcement  of  hia  going  far  from 
as  ea«y  as  he  had  imagined. 

Frequently  were  the  words  on  his  lips,  but  some 
speech  of  hers,  a  smile,  or  a  glance  at  her  fresh 
beauty  always  drove  them  back,  and  the  foot  of  the 
hill  was  reached  without  his  having  spoken. 

"  Now,  in  a  few  minutes.  Mr.  Hepburn''  said 
Alice  Walden,  lightly  touching  her  horse's  flank 
with  her  whip,  "  I  will  show  you  one  of  the  prettiest 
views  I  am  sure  you  have  ever  seen,  either  in  Eng- 
land or  Australia.  I  do  not  say  grandest,  mind — I 
would  not  be  so  bold  ;  prettiest." 

"  And  in  the  lattar  respect,"  rejoined  her  com- 
panion, "  I  believe,  taken  altogether,  ao  oountry 
can  surpass  England." 

The  horses  wars  good  though  hired,  and  the 
exercise,  as  yet,  had  only  freshened  them ;  thus, 
they  took  the  in-line  well,  and,  in  a  few  minutes, 
the  riders  drew  rein  at  the  top  of  the  hill,  when 
words  of  genuine  admiration  oroke  from  Riehard 
Hepburn's  lips. 

'The  ezpanaa  diacloaad  was  extensive.  Far  away 
to  tha  Muth  WM  tba  lea  gliiteaiBg  in  the  nutsbine; 


to  the  west,  the  rugged  land  of  Cornwall  shut  in  thb 
horizon:  while  at  the  beholders'  feet  extended  a  VMt 
alretch  of  pure  English  pastoral  Fornery— vall«M 
and  dells,  waving  uplands  and  woodlands,  tliawhow  i 
dotted  with  fiouriKhing  h»hivstea<li<,  tiny  viilagea— 
picturesque  nt  u  di«Uince— and  large  estates. 

It  was  upon  one  of  il.ese  latter  that  Richard  Hep- 
burn's gaze  tinally  reslt-d. 

It  was  a  large  square  roomy  building,  soroewbtt 
after   the    ludor  style  of  architectuio.        Iha  walls 
were  groy  and  ivy-oovtred,  In-epakinga  long  daM, 
A  bright   pKaiiunce   surn<und»J  it,   which  finallj  • 
merged  into  park-land  and  inradow. 

•'  Now  Mr.  Hepburn,"  broke  in  .41ice  Waldcn'a 
musical  tones,  "  did  I  i>ver-prai»o  my  favorita 
view  ?" 

"  No  truly.  If  it  be  no  rudeness  to  say  to,  I 
fcbouldsHy  1  o  lip,  howovir  t'loqueut,  could  do  that 
What  haudsomo  ef-tufrs  there  are  about  hen  f 
Aud,  with  a  strange,  wistful  t'spretwion,  bis  gluiM 
wandered  over  the  luiiilsc;ii>e,  ii8  one  who  aought  • 
some  spot  iu  particular.  "iKuppcse,  MiaxV^- 
den,"  he  ailded,  suddenly,  "  j  ou  aro  aoquaintad 
wilh  the  namen  of  all  ?" 

"  No,  iudeed  ;  my  country  geogmpliy  does  not  ex-  . 
tend  that  length,"  laughed  the  firl.   "You  have  ao 
idea  the  milea  we  are  looking  ovtr.  Bnt  I'll  t«llyoa 
■»  hat  I^kuow.  Tbiit  red  house  lur  nwuy  there  wbiok 
you  can  just  see  through  the  trees,"  she  proceeded, 
pointing  with  her  riding  whip,    while  he.   l«««i»tg 
over  his  horses  ueck,  gave  singular  attention,    "  u 
Sir  Murmaduke  Deviril's.      It  is  called  The  Pin«K 
That  smaller  estate,  nestling  iu  the  shadow,  iaBoae- 
deu.      Who   lives   there  can   bo  of  little  intei«t  . 
That  yonder  with  tbo  slate  loof  is  The  ILiwthon%  ' 
that  Gra'iby  Manor,    that  The  (irauge,    that  Tbe 
Alders— the  river  runs  quito  through  the  ground*  ; 
and  this,"  added  the  girl,  directing  her  whip  to  the 
estate  her  comjMuiiou  bud  noticed  at  their  feet,  "i 
the  last  I  know— the  lust,  aud  the  buudsomeet— the 
best,  iu  my  eyes.  Is  it  not  liaudsomB  ?— and  doean't 
it  bear  antiquity  on  its  old  gray  walbi  ?" 

"  It  does  look  ancient,"  he  answered  ;    "a  place 
where  you  would  expect  to  find  a  picture  gallery  <rf 
ancestors  iu  ruflfs,  hoops,  chain  armor,  aud  viaaid  ' 
helm."  ^  * 

"  And  that's  just  what  is  there,    Mr.  Hepburn," 
rejoined  (he  girl,  delightedly.     '•  But  they  are  not- 
the  ancestors  of  the  present  posBessor.      Oh,    dear 
no  !"  ' 

"  It  has  then  passed  into  other  bands  ?"  remarked 
Itichard  Hepburn,  with  h  s^lppres^>etl  sigh. 
"  Yes,  years  ago  ;  before  I  can  remember." 
"  And  its  name?" 

"  Is  Carnyston  Hall,  tho  projKrty  of  Mr.  Joeiah  , 
Biddlecomb  -its  present  owntr,  I  mmn,"  aba 
added,  smilingly  correcting  herself.  ••  Tboiie  wha 
were  the  first  owners,  and  whose  anoestorsaratbtca 
were  called  Carr  ;  the  last  who  Jived  iu  it  waa  a 
Sir  Richard  Myddletou  Carr." 

A  great  whirl  seized  Richard  Hepburn's  bnin.  ±  P 
sensation  of  blended  pride,   jny,    and  ftorrow  ptfw 
vaded  bis  being.      He  felt  hot,  then  cold,  and  bk 
fingers  gripped  tho  reins  ti,,'htly. 

Yonder  handsome  old  <  state,  then,  wasCaroyUoti 
Hall,    the  ancient   bumo  of  bis  anoestom  :    and' 
should  have  been  hi-*  to  hand  dowu  to  his  childMn 
in  his  turn,  but  for  that  fatal  paper. 

Truly  it  would  buva  c.)me  to  him  cumbered  with  * 
debt— would,   indeed,    b.'.vo   had   to  be   carcfiUly 
busbandMl  and  nursed,  while  ho  toiled  at  some  pro-  ^ 
fetisiou  to  pay  his  father's  creditors.  Slill,  he  would  * 
have  ptid  them,  aud  the  old  place  would  have  avtr 
been  Lis. 

It  was  a  bitter  thought,  and  be  who  bad  been 
robbed  of  bis  inbcritanuo  f<.it  Lis  throat  awell  wMb 
deep  emotion. 

Whea  Alice  Walden  Lad  sjiokeD,  Richard  Hep. 
burn  bad  involuntarily  ezclaimed,  "  Gamviton' 
Hull  !"  ^ 

"  Yes,"  she  repeated,  fortunately  not  l«>Hiw 
round.     "  Do  you  know  it  ?'  . 

"  Know  it  ?"  he  rejoined,  hastily.     "  No  ;  I  ha«« 
only  beard  the  name  and  knew  it   was  in   Dwvm^ 
ahire  ;  but  I  bad  uo  idea  it  waa  ao  cloM  to  'Wi».  t 
terin."  ;j| 

"  That  is  likely,  lor  when  apcken  of  it  ia  alwan  * 
aaid  to  be  iu  Heatham,  the  viliage  yonder  to  taa  * 
left." 
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PLUNK,  PLUNK.    (Banjo  Song.) 


t  AxTtBgeA  tot  the  Gaitar  or  Ba^jo,  by  Prot  Edmuikl  Clark,  Teacher  of  the  Guitar,  Banjo,  Violin,  Organ,  Accordeon  and  Singing,  No.  286  Bowery,  New  ToA. 
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L    111    sing  you     a    song,  And  it's   not    vo    -  ry  long,    'Bout  a    girl,   and  her  name    it    was     Sally;       : '  '  ;•      She 
2.      I    spent  all    my   cash       To         try    and    cut  a  dash.       For  to    win    my  fair  charm  -  er's      hand;..  :.V  .       But  I 
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lired  with  her  mother,      Her    sis-ter,  and  her  brother,      In    a     ten  -  e  -  ment  hoiiee  up     an      alley; 
found  ve  -  ry      soon        That      I         was     a        loon,        For  no  chance  in    the  game   did      I      stand ; 
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gave    me    the    shake.      For  a     fel  -  low  named  Jake,       In    a  man  -  ner  that      was  -  n't     so    slow; 
night  he     was    there,        And  I     was    no  -  where,   With  the   fel  -  low  with  the  ban  -  jo,   you  know; 
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list  -  en      each   night.  With    the     great-est      de  -  light.  As    he  played    on       his        old  ban 
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The  Electric  Light. 

Sung  by  Tony  Pastor  wltb  Uumooae  suooMk 
Music  pub.  «  Coprnybt  ivrt.  br  X.  E.  Haratw. 

Tbe  Music  of  this  or  any  other  mnf,  kept  constaatljr 

OQ  band,  and  will  b«  sent  ky  ua  to  anj  ildri. 

poiti  paid,  on  receipt  at  prlc*,  4ft  oentSi 


The  time  it  coming  wh«a  no  i 

Can  tell  tlie  day  from  night.       ^^  .       : 
And  that  will  be  when  wa  iball  an*        t, 

1  he  new  Eleotrio  Light. 
1  ben  gaa  will  have  to  vauish, 

A*  tU  gaasy  subjeata  ihould. 
And  tli«  "  Yankea  1  riumph  "  it  will  ibiaa 

Upon  tbe  bad  and  good  ; 
The  bold  policeman  on  hi*  beat. 

Can  never  go  to  aleep. 
While  all  our  ball  room  beautiea. 

Who  now  look  ao  bioe  at  night. 
Will  not  M«m  quite  so  aharming 

By  the  new  Eleotrio  Light. 
CaoBua. 

There'a  aoma  ofut  will  welooma. 

And  soma  will  hate  the  fight 
Of  tho  laleet,  greateat  wonder, 

That'«  tbe  new  Eleetrio  Light. 

The  light  will  ahow  oar  loving  wivea 

If  huabanda  come  home  "'•trai^ht," 
And  all  the  "  ipooney"  paira  at  night 

A-kiaaing  at  the  gat«  ! 
'Twill  show  the  rich  man  jiiat  tba  way 

To  help  the  starving  poor. 
And  the  way  to  keep  the  prowling  wolf 

From  honest  labor's  door  I 
'Twill  ahow  the  road  to  "  good  old  times," 

Now  specie  payment'a  hera, 
Andjiow  long  Murphy's  oonverta 

Will  abstain  from  gin  and  beer  I 
'Twill  ahow  us  how  our  sweethearta 

Keep  their  curia  so  long  and  bright. 
We'll  a«e  what  makes  their  blusbea 

liy  tha  new  Eleotrio  Light.       : 

Thia  light  will  show  us  how  to  gat 

The  cash  frotrt  broken  bankt. 
And  why  them  bold  directors 

^re  allowed  to  play  such  pranka, 
'Twill  show  us  why  polioemen  " 

Club  the  helplesa  and  the  old. 
When  the  banks  are  robbed  in  broad  daylight 

By  burglars  stout  and  bu'.d  I 
Twill  help  a  girl  to  ferret  out 

What  tints  her  s«eet-h«art's  noa«k 
.^nd  why  her  daahing  neighbors 

Wear  such  fine  ezpanaiTe  olotbaa; 
'Twill  show  ua  if  those  "cyphera" 

'I  hat  we  read  of  were  all  right. 
We'll  find  our  honeat  stataamen 

By  the  new  Electric  Light. 

This  light  will  ahow  tha  lioneat  umb 

Beneath  a  ragged  coat,  '■'  : 

And  why  our  "  Little  Johnny  " 

Wouldn't  let  the  people  vote. 
'Twill  guide  the  Beverend  Talraaga 

On  some  other  vice  to  speak. 
And  will  show  him  clearly,  some  are  "  fraada," 

Wb»  hear  him  twice  a  week. 
'Twill  show  who  write  the  personals. 

And  what  they  all  may  mean. 
And  why  the  girls  with  '*  navy  banta" 

When  dressed  so  stout  are  seen  f 
Why  someone  fjund  a  baby 

Oo  his  door-step  one  fine  night. 
Will  soon  look  quite  apparent 

By  the  new  Eleetrio  Light. 


Choms. 


Chorua. 


German  Fun  at  TJnion  ffill. 


Bf  Cbarlea  Konollman,  (or  Qua  WlUUuna,  Star  Oomlquew 
.,  Air :    Slddmore  Fancy  Ball. 

You  have  heard  de  songs  in  d«  Mulligan  Guarda, 

Und  de  iSkidniore  Fancy   l^all. 
But  now  I'll  sing  to  you  off  one 

I'm  sure  dot  beats  dem  all ; 
It  ish  aboud  our  German  friends 

Vot  goes  oud  every  year 
To  de  Shutien  Park  at  Union  Hill,   ; 

To  enjoy  demselves  so  dear. 


Dera  dey're  dancing,  dere  dey're  singing, 
Drinking  lagerbier  und  wine, 

Mit  dara  vifoa  und  all  dera  shildran, 
I  tall  you  day  bara  a  bully  time. 
Spokaa  :     Van  day'r 


■ 


Caoaua. 

Danaiog  do  dot  mnsiok  sweed, 

^I  around  dot  hall, 
I  tall  you  now  "  yooh  hey  " 

I'm  sura  dot  beata  dem  all, 
Vor  German  fun  und  lager  bier, 

I'm  sura  you'll  git  your  fill 
So  if  you  want  to  nave  soma  fun, 

Sbuat  kom  by  Union  Hill. 

Yen  I  gid  dired  danaing, 

Dan  1  Talk  arouad  da  Park, 
Und  mit  som  pretty  Deitcher  girls, 

I  den  komraanoa  do  spark  ; 
I  treat  her  mit  some  Ice  cream, 

Und  va  rida  da  KarroMsell, 
Den  I  ask  her  how  she  likes  dot, 

Und  she  says,  oh  I  pooty  veil, 
German  dancing,  German  singing. 

Drinking  lagerbier  und  vine, 
Mit  dera  vifea  und  all  dere  shildren 

I  dell  you  dey  got  a  bully  time. 

Den  van  it  is  getting  nide, 

I  go  back  by  Nay  Yoriok, 
Und  mit  my  little  deitcher  girl 

I  go  oud  Tor  a  valk. 
Va  go  by  da  Atlantic  Garden, 

Und  dara  t«  drink  our  bier, 
I  dell  you  now  de  Germane  are 

Da  nappieat  beoblea  here. 


Chorua. 


Choms. 


When  My  Ship  Comee  In. 

Worda  and  Mualc  by  Joe  A.  OuUck,  Arranged  by  Macy. 

The  Mualc  of  tbls  or  any  other  aoDg,  kept  conatantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  aent  by  ua  to  any  addreas, 

peat  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  B5  cents. 


When  tha  little  birda  begin  to  aing. 

And  the  silvery  notes  m>m  their  yellow  throats, 
Make  the  valleys  and  the  woodland  ring, 

With  their  music  soft  and  sweet, 
I  love  to  wander  down  beaide  the  aea. 

In  tlie  twilight's  ray  ao  dim. 
And  I  watch  each  night  by  the  moon'a  |>ale  light. 

For  I'm  waiting  till  my  ship  oomes  in. 

Ship  ahoy  I 
Chokus. 
Whan  the  little  birds  begin  to  sing, 

And  the  silvery  notea  from  their  yellow  thioata. 
Make  the  valleya  and  the  woodlands  ring, 

Then  I'm  waiting  till  my  ship  oomes  m.         - 

Oh  I  my  love  has  gone  across  the  sea. 

For  he  sailed  on  a  aummer'a  day, 
And  be  took  my  loving  heart  from  me. 

With  his  uniform  ao  bright. 
He  sailed  away  with  heart  so  light  and  gay. 

In  a  ship  so  neat  and  trim, 
Aad  no  joy  I'll  see  till  he  oomes  back  to  me, 

So  I'm  waiting  till  my  ship  cornea  in. 

,  Ship  ahoy  t 

Chorua. 

Oh  t  they  say  he'll  be  a  captain  bold. 

And  will  have  command  of  a  ahip  so  grand, 
But  I'm  waiting,  too,  for  aomething  more 

When  my  love  oomes  baok  to  me. 
For  then  I  shall  be  dearer  far  to  him, 

Than  the  rank  he  strove  to  win. 
And  my  heart  beata  light  aa  I  watob  to-night. 

For  I'm  waiting  till  my  ahip  cornea  in. 

Ship  ahoy ! 
Chorus. 


That  Kid  of  Mine. 
Words  by  Harry  Campbell.        Sung  by  Johnny  Koach. 
Air:    Baby  Mine.  . 

Oh  I  he's  a  most  outrageous  boy, 

That  kid  of  mine — kid  of  mine  ; 
And  he  ain't  his  mother's  joy. 

That  kid  of  mine— kid  of  mine. 
He  likea  hia  beer  and  ale, 
He  juat  oome  oat  of  jail, 


Shure  t  took  him  out  on  bail. 
That  kid  of  mine— kid  of  mine. 

Share  I  took  him  out  ou  bail. 
That  kid  of  mine. 

Oh !  he  goea  with  a  terrible  gang. 

That  kid  of  mine — kid  of  mine;- 
Aai  he's  ainging  lota  of  slang. 

That  kid  of  mine— kid  of  mine. 
Oh  I  he'a  got  a  terrible  gaul. 
He  told  me  to  go  hire  a  hall, 
I  can't  make  him  out  at  all. 

That  kid  of  mine — kid  of  mine; 
I  can't  make  him  out  at  all, 

That  kid  of  mine 

Oh !  he'a  got  a  fancy  for  the  stage. 

That  kid  of  mine — kid  of  mine; 
.^nd  his  songs  aie  all  the  rage. 

That  kid  of  mine — kid  of  mine.  -. 
I'll  drown  him  in  the  dock, 
I'll  hit  him  on  the  head  with  a  rook. 
If  he  sings  "Grandfather's  Clock," 

That  kid  of  mine — kid  of  mine  ;  ' 

If  he  sings  "  Grand/ather'a  Clock.** 

'Ihat  kid  of  mine. 

r^   lei    1    — . 

Kemarki  on  Popular  Songs. 

By  Calnon. 


Little  Robin,  tell  Kitty  I'm  Coming, 

With  a  Sweet  Forget-me-not, 

A  Pretty  Red  Rose,  and 

Open  VioleU  Dipped  in  Dew, 

1°o  fullfill  my  promiae  to  Sweet  Aleeo, 

Who  aaid— See  that  My  Grave  ia  Kept  Green 

The  Man  of  Education  was  seen 

Going  In  Dot  Little  ^ide-door,  '    \ 

With  the  Lackawanna  Spooners, 

To  Tosa  tha  Turk 

At  O'Reilly'a  Raffle. 

It  was  Muloahy'a  Sister  Kate  who  aaid — 

Take  thia  letter  to  my  Mother, 

When  the  Flowers  Fall  Asleep. 

And  get  for  me  A  Lock  of  my  Mother's  Hair. 

The  Bold  Hibernia  Boys 

Have  come  ilorosa  the  Raging  Waters 

With  Ihe  Happy  Iriah  Fair. 

And  are  now  rejoicing 

The  Day  they  Left  the  Old  Dart.     \   > 

Muldoon'a  Brother  Pat 

Siu  on  Our  Front  S^toop 

Every  Sunday  Night  when  the  Parlor'e  Full, 

To  hear  Dundreary  O'Donnell 

Sing  The  Day  I  Played  Baseball.  t 

The  Hungry  Man  From  Harlem 

Aad  Charley  Flvon  have  been  found  out  to  be 

The  original  Mulcahy  Twins. 

But  now  travel  aa  The  Seldom-fed  Brigade. 

"Mary  Ann  Kehoe"  while  LiaUning  to  the  Band, 
Met  the  German  Waitera 
Who  were  on  their  way  to  aee 
The  Vatsburg  Volunteers, 
Who  were  Bound  for  Germany. 

The  Alabama  Blossoma    -.    ■ .  ., 

Are  known  in  The  Sunny  Land 

ils  the  Kimble  Mokes, 

And  they  are  Gwioe  to  take  de  Tickets  at  the  Gate. 

The  Hoolahan  Musketeera 

And  Tbe  National  Guards  have  consolidated, 

And  hereafter  will  be  known 

As  the  Timid  Awkward  Squad, 

And  will  meet  once  a  week 

At  ''McCarthy's  Boarding  House." 


M'^CARTHY'S   BOARDING  HOUSE, 

AND 

MARY  ANN  KEHOE.    > 

Two  most  popular    pieces  of  Sheet  Muaio.  ever 
published.     I^.OOO  copies  soM  in  one  week.     Don't 
rail  to  get  a  copy  if  each.     Sent  by  mail  on  receipt 
of  price,  40  cents  each. 
/'  '        Copyrighted,  1878,  and  publiahed  by 
Mra  Pauline  Lieder. 
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God  Save  Ireland. 


High  upon  the  gallows  tre«,    -.■■ 

.Swung  llie  noble-hearted  thr««, 
By  the  vengeful  tyrant  «tnoken  in  their  bloom, 

Hxii  they  meet  him  face  to  face. 

With  the  tpirit  of  tlieir  race, 
^nd  they  went  with  souls  undaunted  to  their  doom. 

God  save  Ireland !  said  the  heroes, 

God  save  Ireland!  ^aid  they  all,  ^   . 

Whetlier  on  the  scaffold  high, 

Or  the  battle  field  we  die. 
Oh !   what  matter,  when  for  Erin  deftr  w«  Mi  I 

Girt  around  with  emel  foes. 

Still  their  courage  proudly  rose. 
For  they  thought  of  nearts  that  loved  them' 

far  and  near, 

Of  the  piilHuns  true  and  brave, 

O'er  the  ocean's  swelling  wave, 
^nd  the  friends  in  holy  Ireland,  ever  dtar.      " '''  - 

God  save  Ireland  I  said  they  proudly, 

God  save  Ireland  !  xaid  tliey  all. 

Whether  on  the  scaffold  high. 

Or  the  battle  field  we  die. 
Oh  !  what  matter,  when  for  Erin  dear  we  fall  I 

I' 

Ciiro bed  they  up  the  nigged  Btair, 

Rung  their  voices  out  in  prayer, 
I'hen,  with  England's  fatal  cord  around  tb«m  oast, 

Close  beneath  the  gallows  tree, 

Kissed  like  brothers  lovingly. 
True  to  home,  and  faith,  and  freedom,  to  the  last. 

God  save  Ireland !  said  they  proudly, 

God  save  Ireland  !  said  they  all, 

Whether  on  the  scaffold  high,  :    : 

Or  the  battle  field  we  die. 
Oh!  what  matter,  when  for  Erindear  we  falll-. 

Never  till  the  latest  day. 

Shall  the  memory  pass  away, 
Of  the  gallant  lives  thus  given  for  our  land  ; 

But  on  the  cause  must  go, 

.Amidst  joy.  or  weal  or  woe. 
Till  we've  made  our  isle  a  nation  free  and  grand. 

God  save  Ireland  !  say  we  proudly, 

God  save  Ireland  !  sa^  we  all, 

If  upon  the  scaffold  high, 

Or  the  battle  field  we  die, 
Oh  !  what  matt«r,  when  for  Erin  dear  we  fall  I 


Daffiiey  do  You  Love  Me,  or  Bar  de  Newi. 

Sung  by  Dave  Reed.  ,  ■  ' 

copyright,  1878,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  aong,  kept  conetantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price  40  cents. 

The  wind  was  calm  and  the  sun  was  set, 

Oh  I  Daffney  do  you  love  me  yet  ? 
When  me  and  black-eyed  Daffuey  met, 

Oh  !  Daflfney  do  you  love  me  yet  ? 
She  wore  a  red  roee  on  her  head, 

Oh  !  Da£faey,  do  you  love  me  yet  ? 
And  to  my  sweet  one  thus  I  said. 

Oh  !  Dafltaey,  do  you  love  me  yet ! 

Chorus. 

Bar  de  news,  bar  denewe. 
Bar  de  uews,  for  I  am  coming  ^      :•  ■ 
Bar  de  news,  bar  de  news, 
I'll  meet  you  by-and-bye.  ^        { 

Oh  !  Daffoey,  love,  will  yon  be  mine*    . 

Oh  !  Daffuey,  do  yon  love  me  yet?  '     ; 
>nd  join  me  in  the  temperance  line?    - 

Oh  I  Daflfuey,  do  yon  love  me  yet? 
My  love  and  Bweet  one  thus  replied. 

Oh  !  Daftney  do  you  love  me  yet  ?    ,  ■    ' 
To-morrow,  I  will  be  your  bride, 

Oh  !  Daffoey,  do  yon  love  me  yet  ?        Choms. 

Oh  !  Daffney,  love,  we're  hitched  for  life. 

Oh!  Daffney  do  yon  love  me  yet  7 
And  friends  she  is  my  loving  wife. 

Oh,  Daffney,  do  yon  love  me  yet  7 
I've  married  her,  and  we've  setUed  down. 

Oh  !  Daffney,  do  yon  love  me  yet?       . 
And  all  my  friends  can  call  aroand,  : 

Oh  !  Daffney,  do  yon  love  me  yet  ?       Chortas. 


■'::;■•; 'i^;v;  Brannigan's  Pnp. 

Bung  by  Johnny  Roaeli. 

Now  old  Mickey  Brannigau  had  a  bnll-pap^ 

He  was  bred  of  rale  elegant  stock  ; 
For  seventeen  hoars  a  battle  be  fonght,      ^ 

He  did,  by  my  soul,  by  the  clock. 
His  tail  was  a  neat  little  bit  of  a  stump, 

Bow-legged  and  two  crooked  eyes,  -~ 

One  look  at  his  n^y  looking  mug  was  enough. 

He  was  the  divil  himself  Id  diagaiasb 

-■-.'.-;■  -:-'■.-.,  CBOKtm.'."',  '-'l:'-'^'::--^  ■.',:':  ■ 

Bow-ow-ow,  what  a  pup  to  be  sure, 

For  fighting  he'd  never  give  np  ;  -  - 

There  never  was  known  such'  a  wonderful  dog. 

As  Mickey  Brannigan's  pup. 

He  tore  the  tail  off  Maloney's  best  cost. 

Ate  the  bnstle  of  Muy  Ann  Flynn, 
And  run  between  young  Kitty  Mulligan's  legs, 

Now  wasn't  that  truly  a  sin. 
He  caught  up  the  Dutch  shoemaker's  dog. 

And  shook  bim  around  like  a  rat. 
He  murdered  Tim  Finnegan's  beautiful  goat. 

Ate  the  tale  of  MoManns's  cat,  Chorus. 

An  Italian  came  around  with  an  organ  one  day. 

And  a  monkey  tied  fast  to  a  string  ; 
And  when  the  pup  saw  them  he  yowled  with  delight, 

And  made  a  most  wonderful  spring. 
He  upset  the  monkey,  grinder  and  ^ 

And  bursted  the  organ  inside  ; 
And  l>e  jabers  lie  tried  to  swallow  the  monk. 

Bat  bie  choked  on  his  tail  and  he  died.     Cboms. 


Water  on  the  Brain. 
By  Pete  Cannon,  presented  to  J.  F.  jneUlB. 

Tts  always  been  a  drinker, 

Since  the  day  that  I  was  bom  ;    :  -  ;" . 

I  never  could  resist  it,  ■  V- 

Though  it  caused  me  much  pain.  ..  >' 

My  head  is  swelling  lately, 

And  Fm  broken  up  completely. 
And  all  my  friends  imagine 

I  have  water  on  the  brain.       [Bepeat  lest  twa 

I  went  into  a  porter  hoose^     V  .  <    ■ 

To  get  a  gleuBS  of  porter. 
When  a  man  came  up  to  stab  me^ 

And  I  thought  he  was  insane  ;  V . 

He  made  at  me  some  frightful  blows, 

I  knocked  them  off  and  broke  his  nose. 
Oh  !  to  see  me  fight  you'd  not  suppose 

I  had  water  on  the  brain.        [Uepeat  last  two. 

My  wife  is  home  and  in  ber  bed. 

And  sleeping  very  quietly, 
She  says  that  Fm  a  drunken  brute       . 

And  that  I  treat  her  mean  ; 
She  calls  me  a  loafer,  :  -    " 

And  a  good-for-notiiing  toper. 
Says  it's  whiskey,  and  not  water,  that 

Fvegot  npon  my  brain.  [BepefttlMttwa 

And  now  I  must  be  going 

For  to  get  a  glass  ol  liquor. 
My  throat  is  in  a  fever. 

And  Fm  getting  dry  again  ; 
A  doctor  told  me  I  must  take  ^  ^ 

Some  whiskey  for  my  stomach's  sake. 
For  whiskey  on  the  stomach 

Beats  the  water  on  the  brain.     [Repeat  last  two. 


Little  Sweet-Lips  Keep  Your  Eines. 

Words  by  A .  W.  French .         Music  hy  Phli  P.  Kefl, 

Music  Copyright  18T8,  and  pub,  by  P.  P.  KtH 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  conMaatly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  ue  to  any  addrees, 

post  paid,  09  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 

Little  sweet  lips  keep  your  kisses, 

Eaeh  and  every  one  for  me. 
Keep  them  all  for  one  whomisssi'     ;   ■ 

Them  so  far  away  from  thee.  ,:■  ;, 
Mine  the  only  right  to  gather 

A II  that  sweetness  full  and  free. 
So  while  parted  I  would  rather  r  V-  -:        - 

Have  you  keep  each  kiss  for  me. 


CuoBrs. 
Little  sweet-lips  keep  your  kisses 

Keep  them  every  one  for  me. 
Till  my  heart  no  longer  misses 

All  their  sweetness  full  and  free. 

Littls  sweet-lips  keep  your  kisses. 

It  will  not  be  very  long. 
Let  none  steal  away  the  blisses 

1'liat  yon  know  to  me  belong. 
Do  not  sigh  beeause  I  wander 

Just  a  little  wUils  from  tliee, 
.Absenoe  will  but  make  me  fonder. 

Of  the  kisses  kept  for  me. 

Little  sweet-lips  keep  your  kisses. 

And  to  me  be  always  true. 
None  my  heart  so  tnily  misses 

A*  each  little  kiss  aod  yoo.  ^   ,], 
Soon  again  to  you  returning, 

I  your  sunny  faoe  shall  see. 
Then  how  sweet  to  me  the  learning. 

Every  kiss  is  kept  for  me. 


Choms. 


Chorus. 


The  Old  Homestead  haa  Changed. 

•Words  by  J.  L.  reeney.         Music  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 

Music  Copyrighted  18TB.  by  C.  H.  Dltson  a  Co. 
The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,   kepi  constantlT 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 
post  paid,  on  receipt  or  prtce,  40  cents. 

The  eld  homestead  is  altered. 

To  ruius  it  has  gone. 
The  plaec  oaee  fright  aod  eheetfal. 

Looks  dreary  ana  forloro.  ,  ,  ;  .,. 

The  windows  all  are  broken. 

And  things  are  disarranged,  '  ,'■; 

It  brings  the  tears  Into  my  eyes,        •  •"  ' 

Ihe  old  homestead  has  changed.  ,'".-■ 

Cbokus.  ■''-     '■'' 

When  e'er  I  see  that  dear  old  plaee. 

My  eyes  are  filled  with  tears,  "':'"-':' 

The  homestead  has  altered  ;    ,  ^f"-"   •. 

In  these  few  passing  years. 

How  often  have  I  rambled,  ;  ' , '; ' 

Upon  the  bright  green  grass, 
Aod  eat  beneath  the  shade  trees,  .''';' 

The  happy  hours  to  pass.  '     -    ' 

When  I  recall  those  days  of  pleasure, 

'lo  me  it  seems  so  strange. 
My  boylKtod  days  are  over. 

Ths  old  homestead  Itas  ebanged.  Chorus. 

The  old  oak  stands  like  in  4ays  of  yore, 

My  remembranee  it  rsealls,  ^,  1 

It  has  braved  the  wind  and  tempest,        -:  .l. '. 

But  now  it  soon  must  fall.  ,  •;•;•■' 

Beneath  its  spreading  branehee, 

I  have  played  so  many  games. 
My  youthful  days  have  vanished. 

The  old  homestead  has  ebanged.  Chorus. 

■  ■■■  m 

My  Darling  Sweet  Loniae- 

Dutch  Song  and  Dance. 
By  C.  A.  Johnson.  Ded  to  Barney  Reynolds. 

I  lofe  a  ^harming  leedle  Dedteher  gal, 

De  fikiresd  auf  der  land. 
Dot  voe  so  gendle  and  briddy. 

She's  bromised  me  her  band.         •  jVi'*.-'.  .  -■ 
Sneh  deep  blue  eyes  und  golden  ban-, 

Und  a  vay  dot  s  ahure  to  bleaae,  „  ;>.»!- 

A  sweet  leedle  moud  dot  infites  a  kiss,     .  .--■i  •" 

Has  my  gliarming  sweed  Louise.  '>:..'■* 

Cbokus. 
Ve  med  in  de  ipoonlide  ad  der  rifer  xi!Se 
■Vere  de  murmuring  waveleu  kios  de  shore 
Und  dere  ve  solemnly  blighted  our  vows. 
To  be  drue  to  eaeh  oderefermore.  [Dance.  1 

Die  ehendle  maiden  has  a  niee  mudder, 

bud  her  fader — oeh  1  TSt  a  1  ark  ! 
In  gaddering  brig  bads,  to  bald  ad  my  bed, 

Dwelf  hours  in  der  day  be  does  fork. 
Bad  in  spide  of  all  dea«  bard  drials. 

My  sweed  Louise  I  vill  ved. 
Und  ad  de  olt  man  my  fingers  I  vill  sehnab, 

"Ven  his  daughder  do  de  alder  I  have  led.      Cho. 


„.4^. 
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I'm:    5«Mii.ii:fi.s'   joi  k:^.%i.. 


First  of  May  in  New  York-, 


FiiBt  of  May,  oleur  the  way  ! 

l{iit>keti«.  barrtiws.  trundles.;. 
Take  good  care,  niinii  the  waf«f 

l>eUy  wliere'B  the  bundle's, 
I'oln  and   kettles,  bruketi  vietOals, '  '' 
Kealher  beds,  planter  headi,  '  ' 

L"uking.i;la88e«,  torn  mattresMS, 
S|Mion9  mid  ladles,  babies,  cradles, 
Cu|>8  and  saucers,  sails  and  castors? 
Hurry,  (•cun-y,  grave,  and  gar, 
^11  hiust  trudge  the  first  of  May."- 

Nuw  we  start,  and  iniud  Ui«  cart!  ' 
>hovels.  btdcluthes,  beddiug  ;    " 
On  we  go,  eoft  and  slow,  .  •'  "', 

Like  a  bejigar's  weddinj;!      '     '■  ' 
Jointed  stools,  domestic  tools,  ' 

Chairs  uiil>acked,  tables  crncked, 
Giidiron  black,  spitand  jack,  " 

'Iraniniels.  hooks,  niusfy  bookfl» 
Old  potatoes,   ventilwtop*. 
Hurry,  sourry,  (jmve  or  gay,  '  ■    ;  <r,. 
On  we  trudge  the  first  of  May. 


■n:   rt-i 

III  f  i. 
■.  1  .(• 


>.r 


''.'■  .i 

.'  i>  !i 


Now  w«°ve  got  to  the  9p<)t<. 

l>eliiiwa,  bureau, aettiie  > 
Kop«  untie,  miitd  your  eye, 

1  fay  be  careful,  Bettv  I  '  •■' 
Lord!  what's  theie?  Broken  ware  1 
Deciinieis  da^hed,  china  smashed,  ••'•  '■■  ' 
I'iekles  spoiled,  carpels  soiled,  '"'"",. 
Sidtboaid  scratched,  «Hp»  anm»tebed,''i  •_ '' ' 
Eiupiy  cHsks,  broken  flanks.  ••  ' 
Hurry,  ("curry,  irrave  and  gay,  •  ■'■'■', 
Devil  take  the  first  of  May.  t«  -'! ''  '  '  . 
•- — i^«»i  ^ 

Tell  Me  Where  My  Eva's  Gone. 

topyrtgUt,  1S79,  by  Geo. ifoljneuux. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  aontj.  kept  coosliintly 

on  huDd,  and  will  t>e  sent  by  us  to  any  .•Whlress, 

post  paid,  oil  r<  eelpt  oi  price,  *)  cents. 

1  had  II  dream,  a  hnppy,  happy  dreaui,.     „    ., 
1  derauit  thai,  I  was  frte  ;  .   .  .   ; 

And  in  luy  own  dear  far  ofT  distant  hoaie, 
I  liv'd  6u  fancy  freo  I 

^,.-. ;■,.,,••,   •CHOBfS.  -»-t  !    ■•     '" 

Eva.  Eva,  telt  n>e  where  my  Eva's  ^n«,  ■ 

She  has  left  here  to  sigh  and  to  mourn. 
Can't  you  toll  n.'e  where  my  Eva's  gone!     Prepkat. 

And  in  this  that  Memed  a  happy  dreain, 

[  wus  so  proud  and  brave  ; 
And  when  I  woke  and  found  'la^as  but  a  dream, 

I  found  myself  a  slavb!-'  ■•'-■'  '"  •'  ■     Chorus. 

I  long  to  dream  that  happy  dream  again, 

I'o  see  my  home  ao  fair  ; 
For  now  I  roaiu  where  all  is  sad  and  drear. 

And  life  is  full  of  care.  Chorus. 

Heaveii  is  on  the  Other  Side. 

Words  by  Emily  Clare.  Music  by  M.  Lennan, 

copyrlfe'ht  1879,  and  published  by  M,  Lerman. 

TUe  Music  or  this  or  iiny  other  song,   kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  witl  d«>  sent  by  as  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price.  36  oeotfi. 


"  JiT»t  across  lifa'a  flowing  rJver  '  -  .:  • 

Just  beyond  its  stormy  sea,  >-  .;.  .  ' 

Where  the  slanting  moonVtMms  quiver,       '  ' 

Darling  I  will  wait  for  thee  " 
Fear  not  love  to  stiem  the  torrent.  "  ■«  • 

'I  hough  its  waves  are  dark  and  wide, 
jliigel  hAtids  will  bear  you  over,         ,^  '  >v-i ., .' 

Heaven  is  on  the  other  side  !  .,i,  i.V  .  y 

.dngel  hands  will  bear  you  over,  , ,  ., ,.  ^ 

HcAven  is  on  Ihe  other  side !  ,,•  ■„'' 

.  ,    ■  Choris.  , 

Fear  not.  love,  togteni  llietorraot,     i   ■;  ; ;. 

I  ho'  its  waves  are  dark  and  wiJ«,  ,,  .i.taj;  ...(  . 
.dngel  bands  will  bear  you  over,  V'>'<'' 

Heaven  is  on  theother  aide  !  '<-'  ; 

All  of  love  and  life  and  windom  •.''"".'         . 

Ripens  on  that  jmseen  shore,"    ''  "  .  ''  '  '  ^ 
Fairest,  sweetest,  fadeless  flower,        ''''■.■' 

liloom  in  beauty  evermore. 


Linger  not  foM,cft'("ul  pnvlinu:  ; 

.Swifil.,  Ih\ws  d.iilh's  liirbid  tide. 
Launch  tli.   birk  upon  i lie  current, 

Heaveii  irt  iMi  the  other  fide!  '"  ••'•    ''    •- 

Laiich  thy  hark  u))<>n  the  current, 

Hcuvvn'is  on  the  other  si^le !  Chorus. 

Softly  plies  the  un^cvn  Iwatiuan,.,  (...,.  ;:i.(  ^/i. 

As  tlio  ripplcp  wHiHon  j'list,     . .,  w  .,     . ,[ 
Sadly,  ill  the  vojeelty^s  «ik-uoe,  .    ,  .,   /•, ,      ,  ,.  i 

'I  ill  the  fbore  jn  ruaolitvl  a(  last.   -  ':- 

1  hen  a  smile  of  sain'ly  beautv. 

On  the  cold  lips'svems  to  hid^, 
Whisperin)*  in' their  peaceful  mliet,    .  ■;'  "'  '  " 

Heaven  m  on  tlie  other  siilj;  i 
Whispering  in  thi'ii'ptaceful  (jiiiot, 

llcavfii  H  on  tlie-itthcr  Htdc  !  Chorus. 

— — T ■    I    —     iBl     *       '" 


Dinglebender'a  Mnie 

"  By  Cus  WlUlama, 


ni'-( 


f 


y 


I  koep  a  stable  vay  up  U;wii,  uiid  I  Itavu  horses  ra>'e, 
r>e  tinest  teams  in  all  de  vorhl  I'liijsure  yoii  vill 

.    •  ;  •;     ,  find  (lere  ; 

..4mong  de  many  who  liav^.-  got  deir  horses  in  my  place 
Is  Oingiebender,  andltoowns  a  mule  vut  tiins  ar&ce, 

CiiftarB. 

Of  a'l  tie  d roubles  Jol  I've  had  sine*?  first  I  vent 

to  school,  , 

I  don't  dink  anyding's  as  bad  as  Dingelbender's  mule. 

Of  I  pfr  itlliis  stall  at  night  he  knows  me  right  avay, 
UhH'fiiH  his  liro<)erdr^emilett  otf  he  louiUy  din  vill  bray. 
Dot  vaki-s  up  all  du  iMM-ses  deu.  uud  such  on  awful  noise 
As  dey  vill  juuke,  'twould  drive  )ou  lyud 

but  I  mil  Voiie  of  de  boys. 

spokiMi :  no  Is  vone  of  de  nicest  inulfs,  sound  und 
kind  in  haraess— of  you  Viin  only  got  id  on  him— dot 
dere  Islndecoimtry.  He  vohou  awiiil  kicker  dont^h  ; 
he  can  kick  de  burn  inlokludltiig  woud  laabimi  tiro  sec- 
onds. I  look  hini  to  a  fair  voncc,  Uejuukc  \(istjolpgto 
j;ive  him  de  flr>d  prl/o  ;  de  mufc  made  a  lilck  -  velound 

II  collar  buttoil ;  tolmven't,  ^ern  do  jndge  tlotigh  :  I 
dink  hi'  vos  somcvcrc  ;  Jae'U  ciiuie  Uo»  u  aider  a  vile. 
ih>  ain't  mii(>li  of  usiiddlu mule,  uuldothe  vould  trow 
his  rldtr,  but  de  Saddle  Itches  his  back,  Und  he  has  a 
habit  of  going  up  alongside  of  a  hhuse,  utKl  rubbing  a 
fello(r^M)^«ir,  olQict  dot  uln't  very,  pleasant,      ~  "' 


reason  I  say- 


Dot'b  do 
Of  ulldo'odroubles,  6ic. 


You  Promised  to  Write  Me  a  Letter. 

By  R.  C .  Wilson.  •  Music  by  IJnSabel. 

Music  put*;  ft  Copyright  ISTT,  bj  E.  II.  Harding. 
The  Music  o^  this  or  any  otborBong,  kept  constantly 
on  hand.  nnU  will  b«'  uent  by  us  to  any  address, 
^  J  ,  post  paid,  ou  receipt  of  price,  10  cents. 

You  promiced  to  write  ma  a  letter,         •'■ 

My  darling,  when  last  we  did  p«rt  ' 

And  our  lips  in  love's  eastaey  lingered. 

And  sad  was  my  sorrowing  heart. 
Oh  the  days  have  been  lonely  since  then,  love. 

And  gloomy  eaoh  oare-laden  eight  ; 
I  wait,  vainly  wait  for  a  letter, 

■  lt*ni*nr»ber,  you  promiie<)  (o  write 
I  wait,  vainly  wail  for  a   letter, 

Kemembcr,  you  prnniis'eil  to  vrite.         ■  ' 

■'  f'HiiItfS. 

You  promised  to  write  me  .i  letter, 

Mx  darling,   when  last  we  did  part,   '^  ' 

And  our  lips  in  love's  ecstaoy  lingered,  ' 

And  sttd  was  my  sorrowing  he.irt.  , 

-  Yon  know  I  will  answer  it,  gladly*  •   •  .    ... 

So  dearest,  my  i)<\;!(ious  mind  ease, 
.4n<l  write  me  llie  fond  words  vou  whispered, 

'fhen  all  tny  healt's  doubling's  will  cease. 
I  long  to  to  hear  fW>iii  you.  darlin<r 

Oh  !   Wliy  will  ynn  keep  me  in  pain  ? 
Write,  write  uie  a  lor.g  loving  letter,  :  ' 

Ani  I  will  be  happyagain. 
Write,  write  me  a  long  lovingMetter, 

vlud  I  will  be  happy  again.  Chorus. 

Somebody's  Comia^  When  the  ffiU  Falls  Due ! 

Written  and  Sung  Tit  L.J.  KoMmann,  [Lew  Cole] 
ciowB..C'o(ntc. 
•    br-  !-■! 
Somebody's  cominlf  when  the  bill  f«He  dn*. 
Somebody's  coming  for  a  quiet  interview  ; 
II«t  wid  be  iii«l«oma  lo  the  be<it  I  can  do. 


So  I'll  keep  a  little  club  for  him! 
I  was  happy  as  the  day  is  long, 

And  no  one  shall  make  me  (eel  blue; 
For  he's  coniing,  coming  along. 

And  I'll  meet  lim  when  the  bill  foils  due. 

C'llolll  8. 

^mebo<]y's  coming,  coniing  surely. 

Coming  when  (he  lillle  bill  fidls  due,  darling. 

You'll  be  welcome  to  llie  blow  of  all, 
Of  the  little  club  I  have  for  you. 

Somebody's  coming  when  the  purse  grows  light, 

Somebody's  coming  with  a  dun  to  night; 
The  stars  he'll  see  will  look  to  him  so  bright, 

When  my  little  billy  swings  to  him, 
I  will  meet  him  at  the  f;nrden  gate, 

And  the  meeting  he  will  surely  rue  ; 
For  he's  coming,  conij:  g  surely. 

And  I'll  meet  him  when  the  bill  falls  due. 

Somebody's  coming  with  a  hi  1  now  due. 

And  he  will  try  to  whisper  in  my  ear,  too, 
One  little  story  that  i.s  never  new, 

'lis  the  one  I  always  hat*  to  hear. 
Hark,  he's  coming,  for  I  hear  his  tread, 

1  he  lightest,  to  his  dunning  nature  true. 
For  he's  coming,  coming  surely, 

Aud  I'll  meet  ^ifii  when  the  bil 


bill  falls  due.        Cho. 


Oh !  Take  Me  to  Thy  Heart  Again- 

Music  by  M.  W.  Balte.  Words  by  Josslca  liankln. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 
on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address 
post  paid,  d»  receipt  of  price,  40  cents.       ' 

Oh!  take  me  to  thy  heart  again, 

I  never  more  will  grieve  thee  ;         'y,  ' 
.dll  joys  are  fled  and  hope  is  dead,     ' 

II  I  indeed  must  leave  thee. 
Forgive  the  wild  and  angry  words 

I  his  wayward  Jieart  hath  spoken  ; 
I  did  not  dream  those  cherished  chords. 

So  lightly  could  be  broken,  .     .  ,. 

Oh!  take  me  to  thy  heart  again, 

I  nevermore  will  grieve  thee; 
All  joys  are  fled  and  hopes  are  d^ada 

If  I  indeed  must  leave  thee  ; 

If  I  indeed  must  leave  thee. 

I  think  how  very  sad  and  lone,      ••'• 

'I'liis  life  would  be  without  thee; 
For  all  the  joys  my  heart  hath  known,  .,..'■ 

Are  closely  twined  about  thee.  ■'''''  \ 

Oh !  leach  me  to  subdue  the  pride 

That  wounded  thee  so  blindly. 
And  be  once  more  the  gentle  guide,     •  ■     ■  '■ 

Who  smiled  on  me  so  kindly,  > 

Then  lake  me  to  thy  heart  again, 

I  never  more  will  grieve  lliee  ; 
.411  joys  are  fled  and  hope  is  dead,  ,...  '  ~ 

If  I  indeed  mu.'t  leave  thee; 

If  I  indeed  must  leave  thee. 


De  Huc&leberry  Picnic- 

By  Frank  Dumont.  Sunr  by  Oos-s  «  Fox. 

Copyright,  is7»,  by  J.  F.  Perry  &  Co.  B'iston. 
Music  .sent,  by  us  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40ct8. 

I'm  floating  along  on  the  wings  cf  peace,  ''. 
I  f.  el  just  as  slippery  as  axel  greese, 
Oo  tell  Uly»8es  to  fetcli  along  .^aul, 
Dar's  lots  of  room  for  short  and  tall.        {«yii>.; 
We'll  pass  vou  in  twon't  cost  a  cent. 
No  landlord  round  lo  collect  de  rent. 
Its  free  loall  to  examine  de  ground, 
liul  don't  dodge  the  hat  when  it's  passed  around. 
Chori-8,  ,  V 

Come  join  de  hnekleberry  picnie, 

Ii's  Rwine  to  take  place  to-day  ; 
I'm  on  the  eommitee  and  invite  you  all, 

I  ut  I  aiii  t  got  time  to  stay.  '    Rent  jt. 

De  wicke<l  stand  in  a  slippery  place,  ;?   : 

lint  de  :;oocl  man  always  holds  an  ae«, 

''"ri'ss  de  riber  pot  on  yonr  gown, 

Swim  like  a  6shor  yawW  surely  drown,        (syni] 

^  policeiinn's  like  a  wicked  ein. 

If  yon  don't  \<>ok  out  he'll  8«nop  yon  yon  in. 

Denounce  dishooestv  of  every  sort, 

liut  steal  like  an  arUst,  don't  get  ouught.     Chorus 


\\ 


4^ 


TIffC:    S1JVOER8'    JOURiKAI.. 


48ft 


The  Wax- Work  Show. 
Sung  by  Tony  Pastor.        Air  :    Bebind  tbe  Scenes. 

I've  commenced  a  little  kIiow  of  wax  figures  in  a  row, 

The  men  and  women  that  are  known  to  tiame, 
Each  figure  you  shall  see,  for  my  wax-work  show 

is  free, 

And  the  best  in  all  this  country  I  doclaim. 
r^e  an  imported  blonde  putting  paint  and  powder  on, 

I've  captivated  the  old  chaps  in  the  pit ; 
And  Harriet  Betcber  Stowe  kicking  np  a  mighty  row, 

Because  her  jinmmor  pauts  they  would  not  fit, 
I've  got  Georgo  Fiuucix  Train  !  in  senses  once  again. 

And  little  Mac.  in  Jersey  all  the  go, 
A  policeman  was  so  good,  to  tell  a  lie  he  never  would, 

The  finest  figure  in  my  wax-work  show. 

I've  an  honest  bank  cashier,  no  depositor  need  fear. 

He  never  stole  a  dollar  in  his  life  ; 
A  widow  who  tis  snid,  )vilh  a  rich  man  would  not  wed. 

And  did  prefere  to  be  a  poor  man's  wife  ;    . 
I've  the  famous  Sitting  Bull,  puUiug  Queen       ■      ■ 

Victoria's  wool, 

An  Indian  trader  who  was  not  on  the  beat, 
A  parson  who  don't  know  all  about  tlie  world  below, 

A  temi^erance  man  who  once  was  known  to  treat, 
I've  got  Lytlia  Thompson's  bust,  by  Count 

Johannes  crushed, 

Gordon  Bennett  as  he  stood  and  shot  the  foe. 
Some  whiskey  Babcock  took,  the  bfick  hair  of 

Sheridan  Shook, 

You'll  find  them  all  iQ  my  great  wax-work  show. 

I've  tears  shed  by  Jim  Blaine,  the  great  senator 

from  Maine, 
When  he  was  unto  Conkling  reconciled, 
Tve  Parson  Beecher's  smile,  when  his  pews 

sold  for  a  pile, 
A  Philadelphia  poem  wrote  by  Childs. 
A  receipt  how  to  win,  made  when  Hayes  was 

counted  in. 
The  man  who  said  he  liked  liis  mother-in-law. 
Miss  Claflin's  waterfall,  the  ej-egkss  of  Oakey  Hall, 

A  girl  insured  her  life  one  dime  conid  draw. 
I've  a  Massachusetts  man,  who  to  make 

believe  you  can. 
That  Beaton  is  not  Heaven  here  below. 
A  picture  that  took,  ot  Talmage  seeing  the 

Black  Crook, 
You'll  find  them  all  within  my  wax-work  show. 

I've  got  the  legs  of  Sunset  Cox,  with  Sammy 

.Tildeu  in  a  box, 
I've  got  a  politician  who  liked  to  work, 
I've  the  brain  of  Baldy  Smith  in  a  untshell  to  he  safe, 

And  a  piece  of  Russia's  mercy  shown  the  Turk  ; 
The  hat  John  Kelly  wore,  when  from  Ireland  he 

came  o'er, 
The  singing  bump  of  Sankey  newly  tuned. 
The  skull  of  Thurlow  Weed,  the  confession  of 

Boss  Tweed, 
And  the  last  free  lunch  that  General  Grant 

consumed. 
I've  the  groan  which  Shakespeare  made,  when 

by  Dr.  Landis  played. 
The  gout  won't  leave  Magician  Heller's  toei, 
A  cat  old  Berge  did  save,  from  a  sad  and  early  grave. 
They'll  all  be  found  inside  my  wax-work  show. 


Keep  it  Dark. 

6\mg  with  great  success  by  Harry  Montague. 

The  sun  was  shining  at  twelve  at  night ! 

Keep  it  dark  !  I 

When  this  individual  first  came  to  light,  ■ 

Keep  it  dark ! 
My  mother  deserted  me,  how  cmild  «tie  do  it  ? 
My  father  he  lauded  me  one  with  his  boot ;    ' 
Some  are  brought  np  by  hand— I  was  brought  hp 

Keep  it  dark  )  [by  foot. 

Yon  can  safely  believe  every  talQ  that  I  tell,  ,  J 

Keep  it  dark!  ,i     ' 

For  1  never  tell  truth  if  a  lie  does  as  well,     _ , '. 
Keep  it  dark  !  ^ 

>t  school mv  romanrini?  •o*  m«  in  a  mess, 
Fori  was  w  uutrntLfnl,  I  blush  to  confess, 
8el|<tolmast«r  advised  me  to  wzite  lor  the  press. 
t     f  Keep  it  dark!      . _'_, 


i    .. 


The  ladies  wear  dresses  remarkaW^  tight,  i;.-,--  .  ■ 

Keep  it  dark ! 
Their  beautiful  forms  are  developed  to  sight. 

Keep  it  dark  ! 
If  they  took  my  advice  you'd  certainly  find 
They'd  wear  them  much  looser  before  and  behind. 
For  the  very  best  way  to  bamboozle  mankind, 

Keep  it  dark ! 

I'll  let  you  oflf  easily,  just  for  a  treat, 

Keep  it  dark ! 
And  I'll  tellyoa  some  news  the  next  time  we  meet, 

Keep  it  dark  ! 
If  you  don't  quite  agree  with  the  things  that  I  say, 
With  my  rhymes  on  the  times  in  my  topical  way, 
I  can  easily  alter  them  some  other  day. 

Keep  it  dark!  -V 


The  Prodigral  Son,  Oh !  When  wilt  Thon  Betnrn? 

Music  Coinrlghtcd  1877,  and  published  l)y  W.  Hamilton. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  36  cents. 

Oh  !  when  wilt  thou  return 

To  thy  spirit's  early  loves  ?  / 

To  the  freshness  of  the  mom. 

To  the  stillness  of  the  groves  ? 
Still  at  thy  father's  board. 

There  i-i  kept  a  place  for  thee. 
And  by  thy  smile  restored, 

Joy  round  the  hearth  shall  be,  shall  be, 

Joy  round  the  hearth  shall  be. 

Cbobcs.  ; 
Yes  when  the  prayer  is  said, 

For  thee,  kind  bosoms  yearn. 
For  thee  fond  tears  are  shed. 

Oh  !  when  !  oh  !  when  wilt  thon  return  ? 

Oh  !  thoa  hast  wandered  long,  ■:..'-''- 

Fn)m  thy  home  without  a  guide ; 
And  thy  native  woodland  song. 

In  thine  altered  heart  bath  died  ; 
Still  hath  thy  mother's  eye. 

Thy  coming  step  to  greet,  ; 

A  look  of  days  gone  by. 

So  tender  and  gravely  sweet,  gravely  sweet. 

So  tender  and  gravely  sweet  Chorus. 


Happy  Little  Nigs  Are  We.  ':■/'■[: 

Su- g  by  Johnson  &  Bruno. 

Happy  little  nigs  are  we,  ,     ^ 

Just  as  gay  ae  gay  can  be, 
Always  laughing,  never  sighing, 
i  wist  our  heel  and  wink  our  eje. 

;■-■■■■,■.;',;,'         Chorps.  ■:'','■:  i  -"^ 

That's  our  notion,     [Break.]  7 

Watch  our  motion,     [Break.]  ;.  ^    ' 

Happy  little  darkien,  j.  ' 

And  we  want  you  all  to  know,  ,^       : 

With  the  scientific  movement    •■.•,: 
Of  the  heel  and  toe. 

When  at  night  our  day's  work's  done,  -' , 
That's  the  lime  we  have  our  fun  ;  ■ .  ■ .:  ■ 

Then  we're  merry,  liglitand  free, 
Sorrows  never  trouble  we.  Chorus. 


Choki's. 
Sick  and  disliearier  ed,  weary  I  wander 

har  from  the  dear  ones  who  gather  at  home, 
1  here's  no  one  lu  pity  and  no  one  to  cheer  me, 

1  ho  i<huduw«  are  fallmg  and  I'm  all  alone. 

« ih  !  home  of  my  father's.  I  dream  of  the  bowers, 
^nd  fair  clnstering  vine*  that  the  hillsides  adore  ; 
1  drink  of  ihe  pleasure  in  life's  sunny  liourx. 
liut  sorrow  returns  with  the  dawninjj  of  morn. 
No  more  with  the  music  of  nuirmuriiig  fi.untains, 
.^hall  niln^'le  the  tones  of  my  childhood's  ffjad  song, 
Ko  more  whisper  love  words  and  hear  io  ti^' 

mountains, 
The  clear  ringing  echoes  that  bore  them  aToag. 

i^ick  and  dishearibhed,  A«. 

Call  Me  Darling  Once  Again. 

Wonls  by  Uw.  Cooper.       Music  by  C.  K.  I>ratt. 

Music  (OiiyrltrbKa  1876.  by  O.  Dllaon  A  Co. 

The   Muslo  of  lilts  or  any  oilier  sonjr.    kcpl  coiiManUy 

onUaml,  and  will  be  wnt  by  us  to  anv  address 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price.  85  ceats. 

...■.■«;..^ 

'  "    Call  me  "  darling  "  once  again,         "•-••■n* 

I  .et  I  he  past  be  all  forgot !    .  •.■5VV-«J 

Sniilf  like  Hunlight  after  rain,  .•'.'' 

hearesl  one,  oh  !  chide  tne  noti 
Had  my  heart  if  while  you  frown, 

t>»eet  to  me  Jour  loving  smile!  \j 
llojie  and  joy  my  momefilg  crown,'   '*'.',' ■•'^'".'.•'* 
breaming  of  you  all  the  while  I    '•••.'•?•'•-     - 

;•••  V  .JHJ  •vr. 
Chokis.  .r-i».j',*/ 

-     Call  me  "  Darlin;^"  once  a^ain,    •      v/r  '^t.fT'^'- 
l.et  the  past  l>e  nil  foi-^oi !  ■« -a4.-.V'^.  ' 
-Smile  like  suiiliglil  after  rain,  -'"'S^^  'j/n 
Dearest  one,  oh  !  oliide  me  not.    -     •-','■'' 

■' ,  Call  mc  "darlini;"  once  again,  -.^ 

Ev'ry  angry  word   forgive  I  '•* 

Wliil.'  you  frown  in  woary  pain,  ..        '"■ 

Kvermore  my  li.iirt  mii8tliv<»?  .•Ir^'^  ,— /;; 

Think  of  jovs  tJiat  we  liiive  known'—     .v- 

i  urn  me  not  in  pride  away! 
Whisper  1  iim  still  your  own,  '~ 

l>ear  as  in  life's  happier  day  !  Chorus. 

Call  mc  "  darling  "  onoe  again, 

hid  my  heart  no  more  repine  ! 
iJreury  must  my  lile  remain, 

'I  ill  your  »weeteye»  look  in  my  uiae! 
CKart-r  l><-am  the   pkiei-  above,  .  ;      -.  ■ 

U  hen«l!ie  nii);ry  slorm  is  past;  ■• 
I>earer,  fonder  he  our  love — 

For  the  cluudH  thai  do  not  laHt.  Chorus. 


Alone  and  Forsaken. 

Words  by  Mrs,  L.  L.  Tucker.    Music  by  E.  H.  Benedict, 

Copyright,  1875,  by  E.  H.  Benedict,  Music  published 

by  J.  W .  iJmltu  Jr,  &  Bro. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  otiier  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addre&s, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  tenia 

Oh!  land  ol  the  stranger,  the  last  link  is  broken, 
'I  hat  binds  roe  to  soeoes  that  are  disuini  and  bright. 
No  voice  bids  me  welcome,  no  kind  word  is  spoken. 
Alone  on  your  sltor*  treads  the  wanderer  lo-niirht. 
1  hough  6>rms  that  are  fairest  around  me  are  ihr^  nging. 
They  smile  bat  for  others,  they  care  not  for  nie. 
An<]  vainly  for  loved  ones  my  sad  heart  is  breaking. 
While  deep  rolls  between  u»  the  dark  restless  sea. 


.'!-.•.;<  I 


Beautiful  Blue  Bells.      .:'.     v 

'  Words  and  Mtjslc    By  W.  II.Deiehanty. 

Beautiful  blue  Itell*.  wet  with  mfirninj  dew, 
Emhl»'ni8  of  you,  dear,  fair  and  pure  and  true- 
Proofs  of  affeciion  which  I  feel  for  you 

Beautiful  blue  hrlls,  wet  with  morning  d  w. 
I'hal'a  the  sweet  epir-tle  which  I  sent  to-day 
To  my  little  swi-etlieart,   Annie,  over  the  way. 
Then  there  came  an  answer,  loving  kind  and  true 
Thanks  for  those  sweet  posies,  bluebells  wet  with  dew. 

Cbobcs. 

That's  the  way  I  won  her,        (Symph.)       .  =" 

It  is,  upon  my  honor.  .(^'yniph.)    ,      .'■"!; 

My  life  18  lilissful  since  I  sent  to-day,      '"^ ' ''    '  '      - 
I  hose  pretty  flowers  to  ^tinie  o'er  the  way. 
I'.ul  she  is  sweetrr,  fi»ircr  far  lliao  you, 
lieautiful  blue  holU,  Wet  with  toorning  dew. 

Now.  every  evening  you  can  fiiid  me  Ibera, 
In  Uiai  little  cottige  with  my  love  so  fair. 

Wooing  and  cooing  like  two  little  doves -; 

I'lea'^ure  pursuing,  while  exchanging  lores. 
'1  hen  if  yon  had  ceen  her  fitting  by  my  fi<le. 
When  Tasked  the qu'slion.  "  Willyoo1)emy  bride?" 
flow  she  blushed  and  trembled,  and  hereye«Bo  hh.e. 
Lo<  ked  just  like  those  flowers,  blue  bells  net 

with  dew. 
Thai's  the  way.  <l-c. 
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Tiny  Hands. 

Copyright,  18T8      By  T.  B.  Kelley. 
:    .   Words  and  Music  by  T.  B.  Kelley. 

Tbe  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  tents. 

Sung  by  the  Sanfranclsco  Minstrels, 


Come,  my  bonny  baby  girl,  ' 

And  sit  upon  nij  knee; 
Laugli  and  prattle  all  you  please, 

Yoa  fill  my  heart  with  glee. 
8hak«  your  pretty  flaxen  curls. 

Whisper  your  sweet  coniiiiands. 
Twine  around  ue  lovin^ly, 

'1  hose  tiny  dimpled  hands. 

Chorus. 
Tiny  hands  around  me  twining. 

Little  bright  eyes  fondly  shining. 
Oh!   I  love  to  take  you  on  my  knee. 

And  press  those  tiny  hands. 

Tell  me  of  your  childish   play, 

And  sing  your  baby  songs  ; 
Did  you  ramble  out  lo-day, 

Among  the  busy  throngs? 
I  love  to  hear  your  gleeful  voice, 

'I'o  me  it  sounds  divine; 
Oh  !  kiss  me  sweet,  niv  litlle  one, 

.idnd  claep  your  hands  in  mine. 

Love  and  happiness  you  bring 

To  cheer  our  pleasant  home  ; 
To  my  heart  you  11  ever  cling. 

No  matter  where  I  roam. 
Sweet  and  chatniinij  baby  girl. 

Dearer  than  weallli  or  lands  ; 
With  jjy  and  peace  the  liour  is  blest. 

When  I  press  your  tiny  hands. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Murphy's   Coffee  House. 

Words  by  Thomas  E.  Powers.    Author  of  the  Iloolahan 

Musketeers,    Mary  Ann  Kehoe,   McCarthy's 

Boarding  House,     »ung  by  James  O'Nell, 

Lew  Smith   and  Jack  C'onroy. 

Air:      Casey's  Social  Club.  .        ' 

When  we  rise  up  in  the  morning, 

l)own  to  the  yard  we  go. 
With  a  towel  and  bar  a  of  soap, 

lo  wash  ourselves  you  know. 
While  Murphy  pumps  the  water 

Litoa  big  wnsli-lub. 
All  the  boarders  stand  around,  *. 

And  then  begin  to  rub. 

Chorus. 

Take  your  elbow  out  of  the  way,    . , 

Says  Mike  to  Dan  O'Day, 

Who  the  deuce  has  stolen  the  soap  f 

Cries  Larry  lioyle  the  moke. 

'I  hrotb  they  use  a  scrubbing  brush. 

On  '  Yaller  I'ete,  "  the  hish. 

And  comb  his  hair  with  a  one  arm  oliiir, 

in  Murphy's  coffee  house.  (Repeat.) 

When  we  all  get  tirro'  our  washing. 

At  ll>«  table,  we  sil  down. 
Each  mangels  a  wasli  bowl  of  soup, 

Made  by  the  cook  Magown. 
A  plate  of  fine  cut  cabbage. 

Oyster  pie  with  three  years  crust. 
And  a  glass  of  fresh  buttermilk. 

You'd  drink  it  till  you'd  bust. 

Choscs.        j-  V '^■;, 

Charles  Henry  Mickey  Shay, 

Likes  sugar  in  his  tay. 

Hand  me  down  your  empty  plate, 

I'll  fill  it  with  cold  mate.  ',   , 

Muggins  man,  don't  you  be  shy. 

Slap  mustard  on  your  pie. 

Ale  a  plate  of  crame,  'twill  make  yon  <}rame. 

Of  Murphy's  coffee  house,     (llepeat  lot  Chorus.) 

Af  night  on  the  front  piazza. 

We  smoke  our  cigarettes. 
Then  go  lo  sleep  on  the  fire-escape, 

Ueneath  misquito  nets. 


If  the  eve  is  warm  and  sultry,  .      .,    : 

We'll  have  an  ice  cream  lunch, 
Aod  if  it's  cold  and  dreary. 

We'll  drink  a  hot  rum  punch.     .': 

Chorus.  .  i  ; . 

Take  yer  cold  feet  off  me  hack,  ;   i  -<    '  \' 

iSheldon  says  to  Andy  Maok, 
You  ought  to  hear  (J'Hern  snore, 

SounOD  like  the  cannon's  roar. 
On  an  ould  straw  bed  we  lay,  .'  V  . 

And  sleep  till  the  break  of  day. 
When  wa  wake  again,  we're  dieoehed  with  rain. 

In  Murphy  s  coffee  Uouse.      (Kep't  1st  Chorus.) 

The  Colored  Grenadier. 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  Carroll.   Arr.  by  Ned,  Straight. 

Music  pub,  and  Copyright  1879,  by  White.  f*mti  h  JS  Co, 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  ub  to  any  aMreas, 

post  paid,  on  ncelpt  of  price,  40  cents. 

Now  gaze  on  me  and  you  can  se«,  '■ 

A  warrior  staunch  and  true. 
'     With  my  white  cockade  I'm  out  on  parade. 

And  lo  sing  and  danoefor  you. 
Ah!  all  the  other  nigs  are  jealous; 

.^nd  of  me  they  have  great  fear. 
But  the  ladies  smile  at  tlie  dashiikg  style, 

pf  the  colored  Grenadier. 

CBORua 
I'rh  the  colored  Grenadier, 

I  have  no  dread  or  fear. 
To  please  you  all  to-night  it  is  my  glory, 

When  ihe  hands  begin  to  play, 
I  gaily  march  away 
.^nd  vanish  all  the  foes,        .'  i    .  , 
'1  hat  con  ie  before  me.       "         .     - 

My  style  and  regimentals  are 

Tiie  talk  of  all  the  town. 
And  my  rivals  si  are,  for  they're  all  aware, 

I'm  a  nig  of  great  renown. 
Ah  !  and  the  ladies  wlien  I'm  passing. 

For  me  they  all  give  a  cheer. 
Throwing  kisses  sweet,  and  bouquets  so  neat. 

At  this  dashing  (ii-enadier  Chorus. 
m  ■«■  ^ 

';    The  Day  I  Bought  The  Fish. 

'      Written  and  Sung  by  Dave  Howard. 


I  walked  around  the  street  one  day, 
To  buy  somefisii  without  any  pay; 
Y'ou  get  them  very  fine,  they  say. 

But  I  don't  care  for  that. 
The  first  thing  that  attracted  me, 
Was  the  name  of  Isaac  Boronofsky.  '• 

To  siiy  the  name  it  puzzled  me  '     " 

The  day  1  bought  the  fish. 

I  asked  him  the  kind  offish  he  had. 
Pike,  pickerel,  suckers,  smelts  or  shad. 
You  say  that  again  you  make  me  mad — 

'Iwas  then  I  gotatraid. 
'Twas  then  he  struck  me  with  a  stiff. 
And  called  n-e  a  regular  Hebiew  thief; 
On  my  left  eye  I  put  some  beef 

The  day  1  bought  the  fish. 

He  threw  some  water  on  me  quick. 
And  tried  to  make  me  then  lo  s}i«ak. 
And  he  put  some  ice  around  my  feet — 

He  thought  he  killed  n)e  sure. 
When  all  at  once  I  made  a  leap.    '" 
.^nd  struck  boronofsky  in  the  teeth  ; 
His  wife  hollered  out  "  police!  police  I" 

The  day  I  bought  the  fish. 

I  run  so  quick  I  conldn't  stop. 
When  all  at  once  I  made  a  flop; 
Into  croton  water  I  took  a  drop,   •■    "^ 

I  thought  he  had  me  sure. 
When  all  at  once  he  made  a  jump. 
To  snatch  a  croton  water  pump. 
And  he  struck  me  right  square  on  the  Itonk 

'J  he  day  I  bought  the  fish. 

^  i»»-— ■ 
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I  Love  to  Think  of  the  Days  When  I  was  Young 

Sung  by  Frank  Lum,  the  Character  fipeclaUst  in  hm 

Portraitures  ot  the  old   Southern   ^>gI^r7  at  the 

London  Variety  Iheaire,    Sung  also  by c'harlev 

Iloward  and  James  B.KadcUfT. 

The  Music  Of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantiv 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  ti  any  addrSt  ^ 

jjosl  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  ss  centa; 

Oh  I  I  love  to  think  of  the  days  when  I  wai  yonng 

And  it  don't  seem  so  very  long  ago  ; 
Although  my  hands  do  shake,  my  eyes  am 

.     ,  T  .1  •    ■      ■  .  *''^*  awnk.. 

And  I  think  this  was  the  way  I  used  to  go. 
I  could  shout  until  the  brakin  of  the  morn, 

1  could  dance  just  as  long  aa  I  eonld  stand, 
I  was  handsome.  I  was  happy.   I  was  gay, 

As  any  oibernigger  in  the  land. 

','' ■:',-.:,:      Chorus.         .■;.;'■■;:-,.■.;■  !-■; 
Oh  !  I  loTe  to  tliink  of  the  day.  when  I  was  young. 

And  It  don  t  seem  so  very  long  ago ; 
-Although  my  hand*  do  shake,  my  eye*  am 

.    ,  T    ,  •  ,     ,  .  *'de  awake. 

And  1  think  this  was  the  way  I  used  to  go. 

I  lore  to  think  of  the  daja  when  T  was  young, 

And  the  litlle  piccaninnies  just  so  high  ; 
It  waa  where  the  cotton  grows,  uiy  eyea  firat  unclosed 

1  hen  I  was  the  apple  of  my  mother's  eye. 
I  can  see  her  aa  she'd  pat  me  on  the  head,    : 

.^nd  called  me  her  darling  little  child. 
And  kissed  me  and  put  me  in  my  little  bed. 

And  ahe  said  she  thought  that  I  was  epolW. 

Oh  !  I  love  to  think,  Ac 


Only  a  Bose  From  Mother's  Grave. 

Copyright,  and  pub.  1878,  by  W.  A.  Pond. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantiv 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addrew 

postpaid,  on  receipt  of  price, 88 cents. 

Only  a  roae  from  mother's  grave. 

That  I  planted  long  ago, 
Pulled  from  the  stem,  ii  used  to  wave 

Where  the  winds  were  soft  and  low. 
Only  a  flower  white  and  lair. 

Ihat  she  used  to  love  so  well. 
Sweet  the  perfumes  that  fill  the  air, 

Kound  her  grave  down  in  the  dell. 
■.."'■•,:.-- -.^  -''  '."■-'     Chords.  ":!-7.,, 

Only  a  roae,  a  fragrant  rose, 

1  hat  bloomed  so  sweetly  on  mother's  grave. 
Peace  to  her  soul  and  blest  repose. 

Where  the  bright  roses  above  her  wave. 

Only  a  rose  from^mo  Iter's  grave, 

1  he  flower  she  loved  when  she  was  here. 
Press  it  away  in  a  book  and  save 

It  through  never  ending  years. 
Mother  was  like  this  snow-while  rose;        . 

Gentle  at  heart  and  lovely,  too. 
Soon  came  the  twilight  with  repose. 

Angels  made  her  bed  anew.  Chorus 

Only  a  roae  from  mother's  grave,  ^^ 

Kissed  by  dew  from  heav'n  above, 
Over  her  form  it  ue*.d  to  wave, 

In  its  lendemesa  and  love. 
Only  a  rose,  but,  though  the  years. 

Keep  it  in  some  hallowed  shrine. 
Often  our  eyes  will  fill  with  tears, 

Oaziug  on  this  flower  divine.  Chorus. 


Tibbie  Dunbar. 

Air :     Johnnie  McOlll. 


O.  wilt  thou  go  wi'  me,  sweet  Tibbie  Dnnbar, 
O,  wilt  thou  go  wi'  me,  sweet  1  jbbie  Dunbar; 
Wilt  thou  ride  on  a  horse,  or  be  drawn  in  in  •  car. 
Or  walk  by  my  side,  O  eweetl  ibbia  Dunbar? 

I  oarena  thy  daddie,  his  lands  and  bis  money, 
I  carena  thy  kin,  sae  high  and  sae  lordly  ; 
But  say  thou  wilt  hae  me  lor  better  for  wanr, 
And  come  in  thy  coatie,  sweet  i  ibbie  Dunbar. 


Don't  fail    to  get    the   music  of  McCarthy's 
Boarding  Rouse  and  Mary  Ann  Eehoe. 
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The  Lost  Inheritance. 

CONTIRUXD. 


"Heatfasm  !"  thought  Riohard  Hepburn.  "7m, 
that  waa  the  nama  my  inothar  aaid." 

He  ooDlinued  to  gaz«  at  the  old  Hall,  a  prey  to 
many  and  contendiog  Heusationi.  What  would  be 
nut  give  to  traverte  those  room*  where  bis  parents 
had  lived,  where  he  as  an  infant  must  have  played  Y 
ilow  be  loneed  to  see  that  gallery  containing  the 
portraits  of  his  ancestors  !  How  his  blood  boiled  as 
he  remeiubered  they  were  now  Ihe  property — the 
alock  furniture  of  Josiah  hiddleoomb ! 

It  may  be  judged  surprising  that  Richard  Hep- 
hum  bad  not  had  the  curiosity  of  viaiting  his  lost 
ancestral  home  before  ;  but  more  than  one  reason 
had  prevented. 

First  he  had  not  known  of  its  existence  until  th^ 
eve  of  his  mother's  death. 

fSeeondly,  no  sooner  bad  her  funeral  been  per- 
formed than  Amos  Hepburn,  nervous  that  his 
adopted  son  knowing  his  history,  and  firmly  per- 
suaded of  his  father's  innocence,  might 'be  perpe- 
trating some  extravagance,  and  rouaing  up  tba 
whole  matter  in  the  public  mind,  had  dispatched 
him  at  oD«tt  to  Austrailiu  on  business  to  one  of  the 
branch  liouses  of  his  concern. 

On  his  return  .^mos  Hepburn's  death  had  held 
him  awhile  in  London,  nfter  which  he  had  started 
for  Westerin  with  his  melancholy  news,  intending 
on  quitting  there  to  pay  a  flying  visit  to  Uealham. 
"Mr.  Hepburn,  remarked  Alice Walden,  looking 
.round  at  him,  and  breaking  a  silence whidi  had 
fallen  on  them  both,  "  I  fancy  the  sight  of  beauti- 
ful scenery  must  affect  you  as  it  does  me.  It  pro- 
duces '  a  sadness  not  akm  to  pain' — a  feeling  of 
reverential  awe  and  gratitude,  caused  by  the  sense 
of  our  own  littleness  before  the  grand  handiwork  of 
<  f  tlie  Creator." 

-      "  You  are  right,  Miss  Wnlden.     Scenery  does  so 
'touch  me,''  replied  her  companion,  glad  to  find  so 
ready  au  excuse  for  his  distrait  humor;    "yet  you 
must    have  gazed    on  this  too  often  to  feel   its    in- 
fluence now." . 

"  True.  But  I  am  always  depressed  when  I  look 
u(>on  Carnyston,"  she  answered.  "  It  seems  so 
Slid  that  tiie  old,  old  race  shuuld  be  banished,  and 
that  it  should  go  into  the  hands  of  strangers. " 

Richard  Hepburn  drew  nearer.  How  be  loved 
her  fur  those  words  I 

"Perhaps,  Mies  Walden,  it  wns  the  'old,  old 
race's'  own  fault  that  they  lost  it  ?  '  be  said,  looking 
earnestly  at  her. 

''  Terliapts,"  she  rejoined.  "I  have  heard  that 
the  last  baronet  was  wild,  extravagant— speculated 
or  something  of  that  sort,  so  got  into  debt,  and  lost 
the  Hall,  but  it  he  did,  why  should  all  the  Carrs 
yet  to  come  suffer  becausa  of  one  T  Fancy  now, 
supposing  there  had  been  a  son,  as  there  might 
have  been,  Mr.  Hepburn,  what  must  be  his  feelinga 
to  look  upon  that  grand  old  place  and  know  it  ought 
to  have  been  his — to  think  of  that  handsome  pio- 
tui  e-gallery  of  his  ancestors,  and  be  aware  he  has  no 
right  to  gaze  upon  them  ?  Oh,  it  ia  very  senti- 
mental— Very  foolish— false  sentimentality,  per^ 
hups,"  she  added,  smiling,  "  to  build  up  and  grieve 
over  supposititious  sorrows  which  may  nevar  exist; 
.  jret  if  there  is  a  son,  I  feel  I  could  weep  for  him." 
V  "Heaven  bless  you,  Miss  Walden,  for  that 
•peeoh  !"  exclaimed  Richard  Hepburn,  fervently; 
adding,  however,  rapidly,  also  forcing  a  smile, 
"I'ardon  my  fervor,  but  sentiment  now-a-days  is  so. 
giving  place  to  the  practicle,  that  a  sentimental 
personage  like  myself  feels  lifted  above  prosaic 
earth  when  he  meets  a  congenial  spirit.  The 
graphic  picture  you  have  drawn  of  the  disinherited 
heir,  as  we  might  call  him,  haa  won  him  all  my 
fullest  sympathy,  as  if  the  caaa  were  my  own." 

"If  there  were  such  a  son,  Mr.  Hepburn,"  said 
illice  Walden,  turning  her  brown  expressive  eyes  on 
her  companion,  "  do  you  know  what  I  would  do, 
were  I  he  ?" 

"No,  Misy  Walden;  but  I  am  aware  what  I 
would!"  ■  V:V'-   ":'^' 

"What?  she  asked,  curiously, 
r    "  Move  heaven  and  earth  to  win   back   my  old 
%Dme !" 

Alice  Walden's  countenance  grew  rsdient.  Drop- 
ping her  reins,  she  clapped  her  hands  in  delight, 
and  eriad,  "  80  would  I— so  would  1 !     1  w«ald  toil 


night  and  day.  Do  you  know,  dear  Cliarlie  and  I'' 
— hers  bar  tonas  grew  sad — "  used  often  to  ait  here 
and  speculate  upon  how  we  would  act  were  it  his 
case.  We  used,  for  fun,  to  imagine  it  was.  Now," 
she  added,  brushing  the  tears  from  her  eyelashes, 
and  trying  to  assume  a  lighter  tone,  "  I  will  try  to 
imagine  it  yours." 

Now  if  it  had  only  been  debt — if  tliere  had  been 
no  aoousation  of  attempted  murder  and  theft,  at 
that  memant  Richard  Hepburn  would  have  taken 
the  beautiful  girl  into  his  confidence,  and  told  her 
his  history,  as  he  had  her  brother. 

^8  it  was,'  he  began  to'  feel  hii  position  danger- 
ously perilous  ^  the  resolve  he  had  formed,  and, 
making  a  jsaling  reply,  moved  iiis  horso  iroui  the 
brow  (*  the  hill. 

Tlie  light  of  Carnysl(|n  had  had  one  effect  on 
himr— uie«onfirming  Itini  in  hia  determination  k> 
quit  Westelia  the  next  day,  and  set  instantly  to 
work.  He  saw  he  must  no  longer  delay  making 
the  announcement  to  Alice,  if  he  intended  to  do  so 
before  the  ride  was  over. 

Reaohiug  the  level  road,  Ricliard  Hepburn  pre- 
pared to  speal^.  The  opening  sentence  was  on  his 
tongue,  when  it  was  arrested  by  the  sound  of  horses' 
hoofs,  and  his  companion  exclaiming,  "  Here  comes 
the  heirass  of  Carnyston,  Mr.  Hepburn — Miss 
Biddlecomb — Miss  Sidonia  Biddlecomb.  Did  you 
ever  hear  such  a  grand  name?''  laughed  the  girl. 
"  But  everything  must  be  grand  to  suit  that  young 
lady!' 

Her  com  paoion  started  violently  at  the  gay  speech. 
Ruiaing  his  eyes  quickly,  he  perceived  advancing 
towards  them  from  a  side  road  a  lady  on  horsebitck, 
attended  by  two  gentlemen,  one  of  whom  he  re- 
Cognised  to  be  the  same  he  had  seen  talking  over 
the  gate  to.^lice  Walden. 

At  the  present  moment  he  paid  him  little  heed. 
All  his  attention  was  concentrated  upon  Miss 
Sidonia,  Josiah  Biddlecomb's  daughter,  and  heiress 
of  Catnyston,  bis  pro{)erty. 

She  was  about  two-and-twenty,  rather  over  middle 
height,  and  with  a  figure  that,  but  for  the  subtle 
skill  of  a  West  End  dressmaker,  would  have  been 
slightly  hard  and  angular.  Hair  of  a  rich  bronze 
red,  confined  by  a  blue  ribbon,  fell  from  beneath 
her  hat  to  her  waist.  Her  features  were  small,  and, 
like  her  fair  complexion— even  to  freckles — of  tliat 
style  which  usually  accompanies  hair  of  that  hue. 
Her  eyra  were  of  a  pale,  waahed-out  blue-gray.  Her 
expression  aupercilious,  arrogant,  patronising. 

"  What  kind  of  penious  are  the  Biddleoomb's, 
Miss  Walden?"  inquired  Richard  Hepburu,  still 
regarding  th»  heiress. 

"Well,"  ♦espouded  Alice  'Walden,  hesitating, 
"they  are  strange  people.  Mr.  Biddlecomb,  I 
believe,  is  a  '  self-made  man.  Remember,  Mr. 
Hepburu,  there  are  two  orders  of  the  species — one 
to  be  hoaered,  one  despised." 

"  And  pray  which  is  the — which  is  Mr.  Biddle- 
comb?" 

"  Judge  for  yourself,"  she  laughed.  "fThey  are 
rich.  Money  is  their  only  hold  npou  society  ;  couse- 
queutly  they  like  its  golden  glitter  to  flush  forth 
through  all  their  snrroundiugs.  I  have  a  notion 
that  it  would  be  impossible  to  find  a  dull,  comfort- 
ably-bound book — which  like  a  plaiu  face,  often 
contains  a  stoca  of  wealtti  in  its  heart — in  their 
library.  Every  volume  would  be  gold-backed  and 
gilt-edged.  In  couclusion,  when  I  say  they  are  the 
kind  of  peoi^e  to  whom,  were  you  trying  to  make 
them  admire  a  painting,  you  wbuld  no^  expatiate 
on  the  marvelloi*  coloring,  but  upon  the  goioeas 
it  cost,  I  fancy  you  have  a  fair  discription  of 
them?" 

"  Indeed,  yes  !  And  her  attendants?" 
"The  one  to  the  left,  with  the  dark  moustache 
and  i"Hi""t*iiig  aniile,  is  Captain  Grant  The  one 
to  the  right  Is  her  cousin.  Rumor  has  said  Mr. 
Biddlecomb  will  make  him  his  heir,  to  perpetuate 
the  name  ;  but  that's  all  nonsense,"  laughed  the 
girl  musically.  "Fancy,  perpetuating  'Biddle- 
comb !" 

"  Certainly  it  ia  not  very  mellifluous,"  answered 
Richard  Hepburu,  forciug  his  features  into  a  smile, 
for  tiis  brai^  waa  busy  with  a  by  uo  means  mirthful 
snljiect 

Tb»  idea  had  suddenly  possessed  him  whether  it 
woold  not  \fe  better,  instead  of  going  to  London, 
to  obtoiu  an  JBUtratice  into  Carnyston  Hall,  which 
possibly  he  mighty  by  getting  an  iutroductioD  to 


the  heiress. 

Alice  Walden  at  the  same  time  was  woodociiy 
whether,  seeing  her  accompanied  by  a  straager, 
Miss  Biddlecomb  would  pass  on  witli  one  ol  Imc 
grabdiy  gracious  bows  which  so  amused  the  g^p, 
when  Miss  Sidonia— who,  for  some  little  time^  with 
fluttering,  flattered  heart,  had  been  conscioos  of 
Richard  Hepburn's  gaze— by  a  move  of  her  horse's 
head  showed  it  was  her  intention  to  halt  and  spoik. 

Riding  a  little  in  advance  of  her  cavaliers,  she 
came  forward,  almost  gushingly. 

••  My  dear  Miss  Walden,"  she  exchiimed,  "  how 
de-lighted  I  am  to  have  met  jou  !  Ah,"— and  her 
kuguid  eyes  rose  a  second  to  the  other's  crape- 
trimmed  hat—"  yoa  can't  tell  how  sorry  we  wei^ 
so  sad,  my  dear  !  I  was  really  going  to  call  on  yoa 
to-day.  But  we  have  been  so  busy  since  we  ar- 
rived with  family  matters.  How  is  dear  Mn*. 
Walden  ? " 

Alice  answered  that  her  mother  was  pretty  well, 
considering. 

"  I  am  de-lighted  !  Very  sad,  very  sad  !"  An^ 
the  young  lady  sighed.  '•  Still  it  is  some  montlM. 
back  now,  and  time  is  the  great  healer,  yoa  know," 
"True;  but.  Miss  Biddlecomb,"  remarked  Alice, 
hardly  able  to  prevent  her  lips  smiling  "lit  the 
other's  speech,  despite  the  subject,  "  you  ipust  re- 
member the  news  but  recently  reached  us." 

"  Ah,  of  course— I  see.  By  the  way,"-  and  her 
eyes  again,  as  they  had  frequently,  ckuoed  fur- 
tively under  her  bronze-red  lashes  at  Richard  Hep- 
bum,— "there  is  no  need,  I  belisve,  to  iutrodoce 
Captain  Grant  to  you." 

The  hint  was  too  palpable  to  be  paased,  so  Ali^ 
tliough  wondering  somewhat  at  Sidonia's  extra- 
ordinary friendship  that  morning,  alter  greeting 
the  Ciiptttin.  and  being  complimented  by  k  little 
speech,  said,  "  Miss  Biddlecomb,  permit  me  to 
introduce  to  you  Mr.  Richard  Hepburn,  a  very  dear 
friend  of  my  poor  brother's." 

"  Not  poor  in  that  respect- the  having  suck  • 
friend,"  responded  Sidouia,  quietly,  with  a  graciops 
smile  at  the  gentleman,  us  she  inclined  her  head. 

And  Richard  Hepburn,  with  a  flush  on  tbe  cheek 
which  the  lady  read  after  her  own  fjssbion,  bowed 
to  his  enemy's  daughter. 

'•  You  have  been  in  AustraUa,  then,  Mr.  Hep- 
burn ?"  proceeded  Miss  Sidonia,  instantly  devoting 
her  attention  to  him. 

"  For  a  lew  years.  Miss  Biddleoonb." 
"  How  delightful  1      There's  no  place  under  tb« 
sun  1  like  to  hear  about  so  maoh.     Everythitig" 
grows  there  different   to  what  it   does  in  Europe, 
doesn't  it?     The  bush  isn't  btkab,  and 'the  creeks 
haven't  any  water,  eh  ?" 

"  Well,  that  is  true,"  smiled  Richard  Hepburn, 
despite  himself. 

"  What  a  very  peculiar  country  I     May  I  ask  if 
you  remain  long  in  Devon  ?    If  so,  I  must  beg  an<f ' 
entreat  Miss  Walden  to  invite  me  to  Daisy  Bank, 
when  you  must  really  be  generous  enough  to   tell 
me  all  about  the  antipodes." 

"  Nothing  would  give  me  greaUr  pleasure,"  an 
swered    Richard  Hepburn;    "though    the  inbject 
would  be  rather  vast  for  one  evening." 

"  Very  good  !  very  good  I  So  you  will  give  me 
two? '  laughed  Miss  Sidonia,  with  an  areh  air,  in- 
tended to  be  coquettish.  ••  That's  very  kind  of 
you !    ^^  My  dear  Miss    Walden,    are   you     going 

•'  Yes,  Miss  Biddlecomb,"  answcKd  Alice,  who 
was  being  drenched  with  tbe  sonvenation  of  Mr. 
Edmund  Biddlecomb. 

"  Then,  if  we  shall  not  be  in  the  way— mind,  not 
in  tlie  way— be  frank  now,"  UnguiahedMiss  Sidonia 
"  we'll  join  company  for  a  little  way.  We  are  only 
out  for  a  ride,  and  Mr.  Hepbora  is  tailing  meabauf 
Australia." 

What  could  .illice  do  but  nod  and  smila  assent, 
still  inwardly  much  perplexed  by  the  heiress's  un- 
usual affability  ! 

So,  somehow.  Miss  Sidonia's  borSe  got  ranged  by 
Richard  Hepburn's,  and  tbe  two  rode  on  togeUier, 
the  gentleman's  brain  filled  with  much  thinking^ 
while  the  three  followed 

When  they  reached  tbe  point  where  they  sepa- 
rated. Miss  Biddlecomb,  very  animated  for  her,  ad- 
dressed Alice. 
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FOR  I  HAD  BUT  FIFTY  CENTS.    (Banjo  Song.) 
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Airanged  for  the  Gnitar  or  Banjo,  by  Prof.  Edmund  Clark,  Teacher  of  the  Guitar,  Banjo,  Violin,  Organ,  Accdrdeon  and  Singing,  No.  285  Bowerj-,  New  York. 
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1.  I    took    uiy  girl    to    a     fan  -  cy    ball,   It    was      a       so-cial  hop,  But  we  stayed  un  -  til    the  folks  went  out,  And  the 

2.  She       said        she      was  -  n't  hun-gry— She  did  -  n't  care    to      eat;   Now    I've  got  mon  -  ey     in  my  clothes  To 

3.  You  bet  I        was   -   u't  hun-gry — I       did  -  n't   care    to      eat,     Ex   -  pect     -   ing  eve-ry     moment    Toba 
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mn  -  sic     it      did    stop,   Tlion    to      a     res  -  tau  -  rant  we  went,  The  best  one     in     the  street;  She  said    she    was-n't 
:  bet  she  can't    be    beat,      She  took    it      in      so       co       -      sy,   She  had    an     aw-  ful  tank.  She  said    she     was-n't 
kicked  out   in       the  street,     She    said  she'd  bring  her  fami-   ly  round  Some  day, -and  we'd  have  fun,  Then  I  gave  the    man  the 
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hun  -  g^.  But     this      is   what   she     eat 
thirst-y.     But     this      is   what   she  drank 


A      doz  -  en  raw,     a    plate    of  slaw,   A  chick  -  en   and      a    roasl»;   Some 
A    whis-kcy   skin,    a    glass    of    gin.    It  made  me   shake  with  fear;    Some 


fifty  cents.  And    this      is   what     he    done:       He   tore  my  clothes,  he  mashed  my  nose.  He   hit     me      in     the    jaw;        He 
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spar-row-grass  and  ap  -  pie  sass.  And  soft-shell  crabs  on  toast ; 
gin  -  ger  pop,  with  mm  on  top,  A  schooner,  then,  of  beer; 
gave  me  a  prize  of  a  pair  of  black  eyes.  And  with  me  swept  the      floor; 


A  big  box-stew,  and  crackers,  too.  Her 
A  glass  of  ale,  a  gin  cock-tail,  She 
He     took  me  where  my  clothes  hung  loose.  And 
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ap-pe-tite    was    im  -  mense,  Wliensho    called  for    pie,     I  thought  I'd   die,   Por  I        had    but     fif  -  ty        cents. 

ought  to  have  had  more    sense,   When  she    called  for  more,  I      fell  on  the  floor,  For  I       had  but     fif  -  ty        cents. 

threw    rae     over    a       fence,       Take         my     ad  -  vice,  don't  try     it  twice.When  you've  got  but     fif  -  ty        cents. 
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The  Raffle  for  the  Stove. 

Written  and  sung  by  J^  &  Murpju,  ot  J|btrp*r  A  Mack. 
Music  pub,  &  Coprrtght  l;iT».  by  B'.Q.  MNrdlns, 
Music  sent  by  us  t6  i&y  {udAre^a,  9CK9.|»«ea& 

Last  Wednesday  I  attanded  »  n^e  for  i'stoTP, 
lu  aid  of  the  ^e  aud  family  of  TimoUiy  }.  CoigiOTe; 
O'Kell.vs,  Hogana,  aud  O'Brien^  all  Quna  in  •  drore, 
To  take  the  dice  aud  shake  th^  uioe.  aiki  tr/ 

.     ^  and  win  the  atora 

^  GhoBW. 

Forward  fonr,  Allaman  left,  while  the  mnsio  it  did  play  ; 
'Twaa  grand  delight  to  tee  the  Bight  of  tho^e 

Iruhmea  aogay, 
I  ne\er  langhed  (to  hearty  in  the  courae  of  all  my  life. 
Looking  at  Plug  McCarthy,  piToliu'  withtin  wife. 

At  nine  o'clock  precisely,  the  raffling'lt  bi^n,-"^  ■- 
Tom  Kelly  he  jumped  ten  feet  high,  when 

Nixty-fonr  waa  flnng  ; 
O'Brien  yelled  ont  murder,  with  a  brick  his  eye 

was  closed, 
On  that  night  I  had  to  fight,  while  raffling  for  the  stove. 

Chorus. 

At  six  o'clock  in  the  momiup;  the  mfHiiig  it  was  o'er, 
Tom  Kelly  he  got  staving  drunk,  and  btule  away 

the  door ; 
O'Claucy  with  a  bottle,  sure  he  all  the  windows  broke ; 
When  Cosgrove  grabbed  him  by  the  neck,  aud 

boys  I  thought  hu'd  choke. 
Chorus. 


- 


I'll  be  all  Smiles  To-Night. 

I'll  deck  my  brow  with  roses. 

The  loved  one  may  be  there, 
The  gems  that  others  gave  me. 

Will  Hhine  within  my  hair. 
Aud  even  them  that  know  me, 

Will  think  uiy  heart  is  light  ; 
Though  my  heart  will  brenk  to-morrow, 

111  t>e  all  smiles  to-night. 

Ciioars. 
I'll  be  all  smiles  to-night,  love, 
I'll  be  all  smiles  to-night  ; 
Though  my  heart  will  br^  to-monow, 
I'll  be  all  smiles  to-night  I  i        ,    .        ..  i 

And  when  the  room  he  entered,       5 

The  bride  upon  his  arm  ;  '  -■ 

I  stood  aud  gazed  upon  him        . 

>8  if  he  were  a  charm,  ' ' 

So  ouce  he  smiled  upon  her,  . '' 

So  once  he  smiled  on  me  ;      ''  ' 
They  kuow  not  whtjt  I've  suffered, 

They  ionud  no  change  in  m&  Ghonia. 

And  when  the  dance  commences,  ^ 

Oh !  how  I  will  rejoice  ;  .    ""  ^ 

I'll  sing  the  song  he  tanght  me,        ' 

Without  one  Altering  voice.  ,    ",'. 

When  flatterers  come  aroand  me,       '  '  ' 

They  will  thiuk  my  heart  is  light, 
Thoush  my  heart  will  break  to  morrow, 

I'll  be  all  smiles  to-night.  Chonu. 

And  when  the  dance  is  over, 

And  all  have  gone  to  rest ; 
I'll  think  of  him  dear  mother. 

The  one  that  I  love  beet. 
He  one©  did  love,  believe  me. 

But  now  has  grown  cold  and  atrange  ; 
He  songht  not  to  deceive  me. 

False  friends  have  brought  this  change.     Cho. 
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Flirtmg  on  the  Battery. 
<  '  Air:    SaUlng on  tbe  Lake. 

Oh  !  how  charming  in  the  summer 

When  the  stars  are  shining  bright, 
To  stroll  down  on  the  Battery  Park 

Each  pleasant  Friday  uigbt 
Aud  hearken  to  the  mnsio. 
So  beHutifill  and  grand  ; 
Flirting  with  the  pretty  girle, 

And  listening  to  the  buad.  -'  5^  ■ ' 

Chorus:    Flirtiug  on  the  Battery, 

With  music  sweet  tc  charm  ; 

Btrolling  through  tbe  ahady  paths. 

With  a  fair  ({irl  on  your  arm. 
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r.  Peniog  toriug  noaaeato 
In  whispers  soft  and  low, 
QlKices  sly,  flsA  froai  each  «9% 

vJIJntil  it's  tioqa  t^j^O. 

Johtnoa's  t|wre  from  Harlea, 

With  th^^abies  on  our  Bladu 
And  the  Hallway  D(X)r's  deseiCed, .  * 

Fros)  ever}-where  they  flo^^ 
With  Ohariey  Id  his  laveu^H^ 

4i*MBbi]4  bl  bis  hand,     ^  ' 
Tbecjrls  all  give  him  "  TaSSf^" 

While  listening  to  the  baud. 

Aud  when  tho  time  for  parting  comes, 

Aud  the  band  has  cekiied  to  p)»y. 
Then  arm  in  arm  together 

Tliev  stroll  up  gay  Broadway. 
To  "  Huduuts ''  then  for  soda. 

Of  course  yon  understand. 
Then  jiart  'till  Friday  evening, 

To  hear  again  the  band. 


Chorus. 


Chorus 


The  Gates  Ajar. 

Words  by  Geo.  Cooper.  Music  by  J.  R.  Thomas. 

Music  published  and  CopyrlgHt  ISTO,  by  O.  Oltsou. 
Music  sent,  by  us  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  Mcts. 

Gone  beyond  the  darksome  river, 

Only  left  us  by  the  way  ; 
Gone  beyond  the  night  forever,  . 

Only  gone  to  endlew  day. 
Gone  to  meet  the  angel  faces; 

Where  our  lovely  treasures  are  ; 
Gone  awhile  from  our  embnicee,  ^ 

Oooe  within  the  gates  ajur  ! 
QvAxanm.    There's  a  sister,  there's  m  brother, 
Where  onr  lnv<ly  treasures  are  ; 
•  There's  a  father  there's  a  mother. 

Gone  within  tbe  gates  ajac 

One  by  one,  they  go  before  us. 

They  are  fading  like  the  dew  ; 
But  we  kuow  they're  watching  oer  v; 

They  the  good,  the  fair,  the  true. 
They  are  waiting  for  us,  only. 

Where  no  pain  can  ever  mar  ;  " 
Little  ones  who  left  us  lonely. 

Watch  us  thro'  the  gates  ajar  I  Quartette. 

Qooe  where  evenr.eye  is  tenrless. 

Only  gone  from  earthly  care  ; 
O I  the  waiting,  sad  and  cheerless, 

TIU  we  meet  oar  loyed  onea  there. 
Bweet  the  rest  from  all  our  roving. 

Laud  of  light  and  hope  afhr  ; 
Lo !  our  I^Uher's  band  so  loving. 


Seta  the  peariy  gates  ajar. 


Quartette. 


Mnrphy's  Dream- 
By  Q.  Murphy.    Sung  by  George  and  Jotut  Murnby. 

George  ai^d  John  Murphy  stayed  ont  a  whole  night 

Anii  the  truth  ia  they  drank  too  much  beer, 
And  when  they  got  home  they  both  were  so  tight. 

That  both  of  their  heads  felt  quite  queer. 
Let's  sit  down  and  rest  ourselves,  George  said  to  John*, 

"Let's  try  and  reeoHeet  where  we  ve  been  ;  ' 
So  they  sat  down,  but,  oh,  in  a  minute  or  two. 

They  were  asleep  ancf  beginning  to  dream. 

Kow  dreaming  is  funny — your  mind  wanders  away — 

Some  dreaip  they  are  a  king,  some  a  goat. 
Why,  I  dreamt  t'other  night,  peculiar  to  say, 

I  was  an  engine  on  the  elevated  railroad. 
But  the  Murpby'^hey  dreamed  that  in  Paris  they  were 

Looking  for  a  firsl-olasa  hotel. 
In  their  valises  was  gold,  but  how  it  got  there 

Neither  of  the  Murphys  eould  tell. 

They  dreamt  George  was  a  Dutchman,  and 

that  Ilia  name  was  Jake, 

With  his  elothes  tore,  and  bald-headed  at  that. 
That  John  was  an  Irishman  and  from  jail  he  did  break. 

That  his  name  wasn't  John,  but  'twas  Pat ; 
Among  lunatioa  surely  they  thought  that  they  were. 

Who  they  tried  to  kill,  strange  it  did  aeem  , 
That  they  were  arrested  and  oaught  in  a  snare, 

This  U)e  Murphy's  all  saw  in  their  dream. 

They  dreamt  to  the  gallows  they  both  had  to  go. 

As  their  aentenoe  was'  they  bad  to  die  ; 
That  they  mounted  tbe  soaffidd,  John  quiekly, 

George  slow. 


.iind  that  neither  attempted  to  cry. 
They  dreamt  that  hanging  tliem  wasn't  severe, 

B<|t  imagined  that  it  ^i.>uld  cause  lots  of  fun ; 
..  That -the  soldiers  and  abairitfs  all  stood  quite  near, 

Tomake  sure  that  tbe  itinrdererii  were  hung  ; 
They  dretat  that  the  trapfell  and  that  they  were  d«sd 

How  t|ran£^e  the  senawEion  did  seem, 
Bot  the  troth  was  the  bear  had  got  into  their  haad* 

AtA  ejtosec]  sueh  a  ridieuloua  dream. 

—  ■•■  — •     if 

Tha  Etolid  Sona  of  Rett.  ^ 

By  R.  J.  Pigott.       Air:   Skldmore  Fancy  Ball. 
Respectfully  dedicated  to  the  Hardly  Ahte  Club. 


We  repreeent  the  members  of,  %-^  !V^ 

Thenolid  Sons  of  Reit, 
For  work  or  toil  of  any  kind. 

We  never  go  in  quest  ; 
We  all  assemble  in  the  Park 

At  9  A,  M,  each  niprn  ; 
We  Ulk  of  everything  but  work, 

.^ud  that  we  treat  with  scorn. 
But  wlien  old  Gaffney  does  appear, 

With  shield  upon  his  breast: 
He  yells  aloud,  "get  out  o'liere 

Ve  Solid  Sona  of  Kest. 

Chobus. 
Tra,  la,  la,  la,  the  daisies  chirp, 

As  we  go  through  the  street; 
I  tell  you  boys,  we  wake  a  noise, 

But  never  aiirs  a  treat. 
Yon  ought  to  see  us  at  a  ball,     ''■■■ 

I  he  way  that  we  are  dr^ seed ; 
With  blaokeoed  boots,  oh  !  there's  ny  raloots. 


i 


In  the  Solid  Sons  of  Rest. 


-t.A«;- 


Moat  all  our  dads  are  millionaire, 

.^nd  w«  uf  oonrse,  live  high  ;  •.,',- 

In  IVisli  flate  up  near  the  roof,  '/.  ' 

Wliei-e  we  can  see  the  aUy. 
And  when  we  want  a  snit  of  olotbes. 

We  ask  our  dads  so  kind  ; 
And  down  to  Nicoll's  then  we  go. 

And  get  'em — in  our  mind.  —  ■ 

We  never  smoke  a  bad  seg^r,  *■    ' 

But  always  buy  the  best  ;  r- >    '   .. 

'  fwould  make  one  smile  to  see  the  style. 

Of  the  Solid  Sons  of  Rest. 

Whene'er  we  take  a  pio-nio  in,  :  ^  .«.    •' 

We  go  for  merriment,  • 

And  never  scramble  o'er  the  fenoe. 

But  plank  down  every  eent. 
.i4nd  when  we  go  out  on  the  floor. 

All  eyes  are  turned  on  us. 
Because  we  dance  so  very  neat.    ' 

And  never  make  a  fiiHS. 
Then  when  we  all  go  niarchiag  home 

Each  one  stioks  out  hia  cheat. 
The  ladies  say  hip.  hip.  hurrah. 

For  the  Sohd  Sona  of  Iteat. 


■3^ 
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Choms. 


Chorua. 


Katy  Ann  OBrien.         Jit 

Copyright,  18T»,  and  pub.  by  Geo  MoUneauz. 

Sung  by  Murphy  and  Morton. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,   kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

postpaid,  on  receipt  of  price.  40 cents. 

In  a  tenement  house  on  Stanton  street,  ( 

We've  Been  aonie  happj  timea,  .    '    | 

In  the  family  of  a  longshorenian.        '^f     i        f 

Whose  name  is  Mike  O'Brien.  * 

It  waa  there  wiih  his  daughter,  Katy  Ann, 

An  Irish  girl  divine. 
That  I  kept  company  and  loved 

Sweet  Katy  Ana  O'Brien.  "  '^ 

Chorus:     Katy  Ann  O'Brien,  i.* 

Say  that  you'll  be  miae  ; 
Arrah,  tell  me  that  yon  will  b«  tme, 
Sweet  Katy  Ann  O'Brien. 

We  went  to  school  with  Katy  .^nn,    '  , 

When  we  were  children  ainalL       ' 
ilnd  of  all  the  girls  I  thought  ahciMii^ 

The  fairest  one  of  aU. 
There'a  going  to  be  a  ptarty,  •       '    :    J^r 

And  jou  will  have  a  jolly  time. 
If  you  will  come  with  Dan  and  me. 

To  Misa  Katy  Ann  O'Brien.  Chorak 


HP 


"^  '"^-'•'-  ''■'^^-  -^^i-i-^'H-^ 


tur  mn^'km^M^tnNjm^ 


491 


Vo  flhnoking  Allowed 
f-       8unff  by  Ned  Barry. 
bT  OS  post  paid,  on  receipt  ol  price,  locta. 


Tbe  poets  hare  sung  ftbout  women  and  wine. 

But  amuke  ia  tbe  theme  of  this  ditty  of  mine, 

I  look  on<Av  pipe  m  a  truaty  old  friend, 

Wbo'a  faithful  whatever  luck  fortune  may  aeud  ; 

Whererer  I  trarel,  north,  e«»t,  weet  or  aoath, 

I've  always  a  pipe  or  eigar  in  my  moatb, 

For  when  I  am  imoking  I  m  up  in  a  eloud. 

But  of  eonree  never  go  where  no  amoking'a  allowed. 

Chobub. 
Ko  tmoking  allowed,  what  a  terrible  aoll, 
Whea  they  put  out  my  pi|>e  1  am  put  out  as  well, 
J{o  tmoking  allowed,  wlia^^  terrible  eell. 
When  they  put  out  my  pipe  I  urn  put  out  as  well. 

One  day  by  express  on  the  Oreat  Eastern  line 
I  started  to  visit  an  old  friend  of  mine, 
Id  lighted  my  pi|ie  and  was  watching  the  curl 
Of  the  smoke  when  there  popped  in  a  pretty- 
young  girl. 
I  cried  smoking  oar,  the  train  was  just  off. 
Of  course  I  could  riot  make  llie  dear  creature  congh  ; 
60  I  put  down  tay  pipe  and  sutmiiseively  l>jwed 
To  my  fata  which  1  felt  was  nosinoking  allowed. 

1  looked  at  the  ceiling,  I  fear  witli  n  frown, 
1  hen  looked  at  the  hidy,  of  course  she  looked  down, 
I  offered  the  i)aper,  of  weather  I  spoke, 
Andtaiken  aoout  sleam.  though  I  ihouglit 

about  smoke. 
So  oliarniing  a  damael  I'd  ne'er  seen  before, 
Hut  soon  i  admired  her  fifty  times  more  ; 
One  small  remark  proved  she  with  sense  was  endowed. 
Said  she,  go  on  smoking,  sir,  smokinge  allowed. 

In  comfort  the  rest  of  the  journey  was  passed, 
I'd  met  with  a  sensible  wouiun  ut  last, 
^nil  now  we  are  married,  I  ofl  eay  in  a  joke, 
Our  doubts  Mid  onr  sorrows  have  ended  in  smoke, 
She  knows  that  those  ladies  who«inoke  cannot  bear, 
Uave  huabapds  who  Ukea  pipes  and  glasites  elsewhere, 
8o  ladiM  pr»V  try  to  g«t  «sed  to  a  cloud. 
And  don't  join  the  cry  of  no  smokiiii;  allowed. 

IS"  .      ■    hT  ■ 

'Xy  Oood  Ole  Soathern  Home. 

sunir  by  Frank  Lum,  the  Character  Specladlst,  In  his 

rortraltures  r)t  the  old  Southern  Negro,  at  the 

London  Variety  Theatre. 

I  have  been  trabblin  night  and  day  to  that  .  w       :-.;.• 

laud  so  far  away, 
Whar  de  yellow  corn  and  tUQK  cane  do  grow  ; 
Oh  I  how  happy  I  would  be  if  the  old  home 

I  could  see, 
And  listen  to  de  mnsio  of  de  ole  banjo. 
•Twas  dar  dat  I  was  born,  and  did  work  from 

early  mom 
Till  de  sUrs  began  to  codder  ia  de  sky  ; 
Oh  !  what  great  consolation,  for  to  reach  de 

ole  plantatioD, 
And  see  de  ole  home  once  afore  I  die.    "      \    , 

Cboiws. 
rUkeep  trabblin'  on,  ye«.  keep  trabblin'  on, 
•An'  I  hopes  for  to  git  Jar  by-and-by  ; 
Oil  !  what  great  consolation  to  reach  de  ole  plantation, 
And  see  de  ob  home  once  afore  i  di«i'v  r"  w;     '  ?  : : 

tiern  was  happy  days  for  me,  afore  dey  set  me  free. 
An'  I  left  my  home  and  friends  far  behind, 
Dar  was  good  ole  Aunty  Chloe  and  de  Miisna 

an'  Massa  Joe, 
Who  to  disole  darkey  wereforeber  kind. 
Dar  was  all  de  gals  un'  boys,  full  ob  fun  an'  noise, 
Dat  used  to  gadder  round  de  ole  man's  door ; 
Dey'd  play  de  ole  banjo,  and  shake  de  heel  an'  toe. 
But  I  spects  dey's  all  gwina  to  dat  happy  shore.   Cho 

Still  I'll  totter  right  along,  dough  my  limbs 

ain't  very  strong. 
An'  my  hair  am  turning  white  like  de  snow. 
For  I  wan't  onoe  more  to  s«e  my  ole  home 

in  Tennessee, 
r>at  spot  I  left  ao  many  years  aijo. 
Ofl  in  my  dreams  I  hear  the  voices  ot  those  so  dear, 
An"  .iw.kU  roe  dat  de  liappy  day  am  nigh  ; 
l»en  I  journey  on  de  road  nehber  we*r;f  wid  my  load, 
For  I  want  to  see  deole  home  fore  I  die.       Chorus. 


Biding  on  the  Eleratod  Kail  Road. 

<-■   •       Oopyrlght,  18T8.     By  T.  B.  Kelley.       ».t'«^ 

Words  and  Music  by  T.  B.  Kelley. 

Tbe  MuBlc  of  this  or  any  other  sons,  kept  oonstajitiT 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addnas, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 


«il 


Upon  the  elevated  train, 

1  often  tal<e  a  ride ; 
A\oug  the  second  story  rooms,      ' ''''  "V^  '•■''•  -'< 

The  blinds  are  open  wide  ;  ;      '/  ' 

Of  course  when  I  am  looking  out,  .':'*  ;' ' 

Some  curious  things  I  see  ;         "  .-■■ 
.4nd  now  I'll  try  to  toll  of  UuMe    *K''.'  ^■ 

That  interested  me.       '**^;  *»\  "fSP^';^  •:«*'-'; 

CHOBire.  ^  ^ 

Riding  on  the  Elevated  Rail-road  train. 

In  a  cosy  little- seat  beside  tlie  window  pane. 
Many  tilings  I  see  of  interest  to  me. 

While  riding  on  the  Elevated  Uail-road  train. 

Now  there's  a  little  dwelling  place. 

The  folks  are  going  to  dine  ;  ,,,   *  ' ,; 

1  see  the  table  thickly  spread  ,',-,  .'; 

With  every  thing  that's  fine,  ;.  ..; 

And  here's  a  man  with  eyes  intent  _    ..  ; 

Upon  the  morning  news ;         '  '■ 

'  And  there's  a  fellow  lies  In  bed. 

As  if  he  had  tlie  blues. 


'  Now  here's  a  woman  washing  clothes, 

With  all  Iter  might  and  main  ; 
'  And  tliere's  a  pretty  sewing  girl  ':'-': 
Wlio  glance*  at  the  train.      .?,'::' 
Oil  !  there's  a  grand  piano,    *-*"•' 

.^iid  a  ludy  seems  to  play; 
W  liiie  near  her  han^s  a  little  bird 
',     To  sing  its  merry  lay.  ;.  r   .r  ;  . 

'•Oh!  there's  a  woman  hoTStng^  tljr~" 

A  baby  very  small ;  .  .p.- 

And  yonder  sits  a  tailor. 

With  his  baok  against  the  wall,         .!' 
While  jasl  beside,  two  idle  men      ^ 

Are  seated  playing  cards  ;  i-  '     :.• 

>.^nd  people  here  are  drinking  beer, 
\     With  "mutual  regards." 

J  see  a  pictuiv  ofdislreM^    .  ;■  :-i. 

f    .4  barely  furnished  roomti     -,_4ji',t-» 
•Three  little  ragged  children, ;  ».:i>v  .ii^.i^ 

With  tht^ir  face*  full  of  gloom.    .-^'V: 
So  many  and  so  varied 

Are  the  sights  that  come  to  view, 
il'n)  sure  I'd  try  your  patienee, 


Cborus. 


Ghoms. 


;>V- 


Ghorua. 


^■(.>'  I 


If  I  told  tbem  ail  to  you. 


Chorus. 


'      Sown  Amoufil  the  Bine  Sella.     -' 

By  Tony  WflUams,  for  La  VeUte  Florence. 

Down  where  the  blue  bells  grow     :  " 

In  a  peaceful  sunny  glade.  '^'T'"!'.'.^'.  .  ' 

Where  the  soft  and  gently  rivera  floir,t'  ;     ■    ''■^"■■ 

In  sunlight  or  id' shade.  '-,  f^'^^■'^^" 

•Twae  there  I  met  *  maiden,  '^'     '''*;'. 

Eyes  jit  and  breast  like  snow,  ';>*.*"  {.^f* 

'Iwas  there  1  sought  to  gain  her  love,  "'  ""■  f    '  \. 

Down  where  the  blue  bells  grow.       •:"*,"''-• 
Chorus. 
'  Iwas  there  I  sought  to  gain  her  lov^       (Break) 
Down  where  the  mue  bell*  grow.  (Danee) 

Then  when  I  sought  her  hand, 

She  started  like  a  fawn,  . :-  y- 

And  blushed  like  light  that  o'er  this  l«n4,    ;  "i  ^ 

fipieads  at  the  early  morn.  '/'■' 

Oh!  say  one  word,  wUt  tiiou  be  mine  ?  ,. 

She  slowly  answered  no,  J -*<;-,•.  'sij. 

And  left  me  sUnding  all  alone. 

Down  where  the  blue  bells  grow.  Choms. 

'    '       Dan  and  Teddie's  Parting. 

^  By  C,  R.  Doclcstader  for  Htirley  A  lUrr. 

Sung  by  Devlin  and  Tracy.     "•    :  .;  '  ■  - 

I  am  biddii^  yon  good-bye,  Dan,  dea^-'i  ja*jf 
I  m  going  far  awar.  *"    •' 

I'm  leaving  iMUodmrlMhiBd,-        • 

Going  to  Aiothmc  .  t^  ' 


Thin  you  be  good  to  mothoTi  Daa, 

And  little  I'atsey,  too, 
I'll  get  work  io  ./meriea. 

And  send  for  all  of  you. 

";,  CHoairs. 

Good-bye  Daniel,  dear, 

Teddie,  are  you  leaving  ? 
Let  your  heart  be  of  good  chear,  v    , 

.4nd  try  and  not  be  grieving. 
Bear  thi^  parting  like  a  man— 

Teddie,  1  will  try. 
Good-bye,  Daniel,  farewell,  Teddia, 

Daniel — Ted —good-bye,  , 

Onr  home  will  be  a  snd  one. 

Whin  you  have  gone  away,       »  ■ "" 

And  we  will  watch  until  a  letter  '"'^::: '. 
Comes  across  the  sea. 

And  mother  says  her  prayer  shall  be, 
God  speed  her  own  son  led. 

Vea,  you'll  be  always  in  onr  mind, 
[      Each  day  we  break  our  tread.  Chum*. 

So  now  I  mnst  be  leaving  you. 

But,  oh  !  it  wont  be  long, 
I'll  save  up  every  oent  I  earn. 

For  I  am  young  and  strong. 
And  whin  I  reach  America, 

I'll  be  soon  sending  home 
The  money  for  my  brother  Dau, 

To  oome  accross  the  foam. 


Ohortti 


My  DoUie'a  Song. 


t 

I 

ft 


Cwnposert  for  and  dedicated  to  Ba  t)y  Belie  Nol'son    t-r 
.F.  Korbay.  Oopyrtghl,  1879,  by  K  Kcibiiy!     " 

Tie  Music  of  this  or  any  other  sonu.  kept  couuuuiUy 
on  hand,  and  win  be  sent  by  us  to  uiij  i»ddre«s 
(  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40teDU*. 


On  Monday  I  wash  my  dollie's  clothes. 
On  Tuesday  smoothly  press  iheni  ; 

On  Wednesday  mend  their  hide  lio^e. 

On  Thursday  neatly  dress  iheiu.        .  ^  .  ; 

On  Friday  I  play  they're  taken  ill. 
On  Saturday  something  or  oilur  ; 

.But  when  Sunday  eomee.  I  sav  *  He  stilll 
:•,-■  I'm  going  to  ohnreh  with  mother." 

j.  ■        ♦»    M . 

/    ■ 

i      Down  Where  the  Daisiea  Grow- 

I         WoMsmnd  Music  by  T.  P.  Westendort. 
Copyright,  lt<7«  by  IL  S.  Stodmann. 

THe  Music  of  this  or  any  otJier  soofr,  kept  constaatly 

on  hand  and  will  be  sent  bv  uh  u>  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  10  centu. 


Down  where  the  daisies  grow, 

Near  the  shining  stream. 
Let  us  wander  as  we  ponder 

O'er  love's  happy  dream, 
Where  the  softest  fephyrs  blow, 

When  the  day  is  sinking  lo#,  * 

.And  tbe  shadows  come  and  go,  '    '  ' 

Thro  the  shady  dell.  '   "  \       '' 

i-  _,  •  -  i-i-'i  ■  't  ■  -  .  /   'i 

;=■.'>.;-  CiioBuB.  ;.■■■>,■•.  ■':;:'-'^' 

Down  where  the  daisies  grow, 

Near  the  ehinini;  stream,  -    .   vS 

Let  US  wander  as  ««.  ponder 
O'er  love's  happy  dream. 

Come  in  thy  beauty,  love,       '      - . 

Do  not  longer  stay ; 
Moments  flying,  daylight  d^ng. 

Bids  us  haste  away. 
To  the  pathway  Ion?  and  old. 

Where  our  lovea  have  oft  been  told, 
'Nealh  a  sky  of  burning  gold, 

Let  us  wander  now.  Cbcras. 

Glad  will  our  meeting  be. 

Mid  the  blooming  flowers ; 
Love's  repeating,  fond  bearta  beating, 

Bringing  happy  hoot*. 
Sweeteat  tales  of  love  to  td], 

In  the  realms  of  joy  to  dwall, 
Evei^  thought  o£«an  diap^t, 

Aaw«. gander  on.  Cttema. 


v^^X'^iiSfr 


So  Work ! 

WoitlB  by  Berg^er  A  Amon.  Music  by  Ned  Straight 

copyrlglit  1HT»  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 

All  rlghta  rthcnrod. 

The  Music  13  published  In  elegant  Uthocrraphed  title 

page  by  Mrs  I'auUiie  Lleder,  M  Cb*tn*in  Street. 

and  will  be  sent  to  any  addrwi  postpalil  on 

receipt  ot  price,  40  cents.       Also,  The 

■  No  Work  Waltz,  price  40  cents. 


I  am  hard  ap,  yoa  don't  know  me, 

For  my  clothes  are  tatVd  aad  torn. 
My  parents  died  when  I  wsh  young, 

I'm  forsakeD,  disliked  and  toiiam. 
I  ttavTd  this  conutry  tbio' and  thro', 

On  the  r<wd  and  ou  the  rail, 
My  limbs  are  getting  stifl  and  oold. 

For  the  want  of  a  warm  meaL 
Chobus. 

They  say  why  don't  yon  ao  to  work  I 
When  they  know  there  s  none  to  be  had, 

They  slam  the  door  in  £rant  of  yonr  faoe. 
If  yon  ask  them  for  a  bite  of  bread. 

Some  tramps  they  beg  from  door  to  door, 

And  they  ask  for  cbar-i-ty, 
They  say  they've  nhildreu  ten  at  homs^ 

And  they  oan't  support  their  family. 
Bat  place  a  nickle  in  their  hand. 

To  some  grog  shop  they  will  mn, 
A  poor  mauH  money  they  will  take, 

And  they  spend  it  all  tor  mm. 
Chokcs. 
Now  that's  the  kind  that  want  no  work. 

For  they're  weak  and  sick  is  their  plea. 
When  th-v  net  bread,  they'll  throw  it  away 

From  ii  wuikiugman's  poor  family. 

"Twas  at  an  humble  oot  I  oall'd. 

And  I  rapp'd  at  the  back  door  ; 
A  man  nske<l  me  what  would  I  hvn, 

I  told  him  I  was  hungry  and  poor. 
Baid  he  come  in  and  take  a  wmt, 

And  he  gave  me  bread  and  tea, 
He  was  a  sou  of  Erin's  Isis, 

Toiling  tor  his  £am-i>ly.  ■ 

Cbobus. 

I  shook  bis  hand  so  bard  and  toogbt 
And  the  tears  roll'd  fast  down  my 

Hay  Heav'n  protect  bia  good  family. 
For  yoa're  welcome  ahrajs  at  his  jdaca. 

■  i«i  ^ 

Dreamy  Eyes  HftTO  Gone  To  Sleep. 

Words  and  Ifnstc  tty  Jobn  T.  BaUedgs. 

Music  pub,  and  Copyright  16TB,  by  J.  Church  A  Co. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  sone,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price  w  cents. 

How  my  heart  in  golden  fimciea. 

Takes  me  back  to  other  days, 
When  sweet  eyes,  with  loving  glanoa% 

UHed  to  cheer  me  with  their  gaas  ; 
In  \t  cool  and  shady  valley 

Where  the  flowers  softly  creep. 
Bests  my  little  sweetheart  Allia, 

Dreamy  eyes  have  gone  to  timp. 

GHOBrs. 


Waitiiif- 

Wo-ds  by  mien  H.  Flagg.      Music  by  Harrison  MlUard. 

Copyright,  isre,  by  Harrison  Millard. 

The  Music  ot  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addreai, 

poet  paid,  oh  receipt  ot  price,  so  cents. 


Mid  the  daisie's  (;oldea 
O'er  her  form  I  sadly  weep, 

And  the  song  birdn  sing  her  praim^ 
Dreamy  eyes  h*ve  gone  to  sleep. 

Star  of  hope  that  shone  above  me 

Faded  like  a  blissful  dream, 
I  have  no  one  left  to  love  me, 

>  Hie  sleeps  beude  the  stream  ; 
And  I  wanaer  lonely  hearted, 

Since  my  little  sweetheart  died  ; 
Tm  so  aad  since  we  were  parted, 

Allie  was  my  heart's  sweet  pride. 

Dark  the  cloud  that  glided  o'er  na. 

Taking  all  the  auiilight's  glow. 
Tears  ao  bright  that  lay  bsfote  me 

Faded  to  a  dnam  of  woe ; 
Now  love's  goldflo  ohaia  ie  faaokan. 

And  my  heart  is  paioad,  I  ^ 
Nothing  left  bat  one  s 

Dnamy  eyes  have  gene  to  ( 


Cboras. 


The  stars  shine  on  his  pathway. 

The  trees  bend  ba«k  tneir  Isftvei 
To  guide  him  to  th«  meadow. 
Among  llie  golden  sheaves, 
Where  stand  I,  longing,   loving, 
And  listening  as  i  wait. 
'To  the  nightingale's  wild  singing. 

Sweet  sini;in^  to  its  mate, 
'  Singing,— iingiDg, 
'      Sweet  singing  to  its  mate. 

The  breese  eomes  sweet  from  heaven. 

And  the  music  in  tlie  air 
Heralds  my  lovers  eoming. 

And  tells  me  be  is  there. 
And  tells  me  he  Is  thers, 

Come  for  my  arms  are  empty! 
Come,  for  the  day  was  long! 

Turn  the  darkness  into  glory. 
The  sorrow  into  song. 

I  hear  his  footfkirs  musie, 

I  feel  his  presence  near, 
^11  my  soul  responsive  answers. 

And  tells  n)e  he  is  here. 

0  Stars  sliine  out  yoorbrighteetl 
O  niglitingale,  sing  sweet. 

To  guide  him  to  me,  waiting, 
Aad  *p«ed  liis  flying  iitet. 

To  guide  him  to  ins,  wailing. 
And  speed  hi*  flying  feet. 


The  Yillain  Still  Panned  Her. 

Written  and  Sung  by   Tim  Rogers. 

I'll  sing  about  a  beaatr, 

Who  in  Irishtown  doee  dwell. 
With  her  father  and  moUier 

In  a  boarding-house  hotel 
There  is  a  vilUin  wanted  to  marry  her. 

Before  he  ever  knew  her  ; 
She  left  her  home  and  nut  away. 

And  the  villain  still  pnisned  her. 

This  girl  left  her  home. 

Likewise  her  native  place  ; 
One  day  while  walking  through  the  park. 

She  met  the  villain  faoe  to  Caoe. 
He  grasped  her  by  the  lily  white  hand^ 

And  be  popped  the  qiiestioo  to  her. 
She  seized  the  tongs  and  wrenched  hie  hiwelh. 

And  the  villain  still  panned  her. 

She  traveled  ou  for  miles. 

At  last  she  drew  a  pop, 
And  shot  him  four  times  throogh  the  heart ; 

And  still  he  would  uot  stop. 
She  drew  a  sword,  and  out  him  right  and  left. 

When  he  came  to  ber 
She  killed  him  Aetid  and  awav  she  went. 

And  the  villain  still  pursued  her. 


I  Don't  Like  a  Cor  at  Ify  Heek 

Words  and  Music  by  Fred  Boulard.    Song  by  Ned  Barry. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addreaa, 

postpaid,  on  receipt  ot  pilce,  10 cents. 

I  like  honest  pluck  in  this  warfkre  of  life, 

No  matter  whoever  I  meet ; 
I  hke  a  man  boldly  to  say  what  he  think% 

And  not  fill  mn  with  hoUow  deoeit 
It  may  not  be  pleasant  at  all  times  to  hear 

The  tmth  pluinly  told  in  yonr  ear  ; 
Yet  'tis  better  to  kuow  you're  preiiared  for  the  worst, 

Thnu  tremble  like  children  with  fear. 

CnOBTTS. 

f  do  like  a  maa  that  will  boldly  stand  up, 

And  tell  me  at  once  what  be  feels, 
I  can  fight  wit)}  the  lice  theft  foars  ^my 

Bat  I  can't  bear  a  car  at  ay  ' 


I  like  to  be  told  of  my  faults  like  % 

And  I  ne'er  knew  the  man  who  had  none  ; 
Hard  wonls  may  be  nsed,  but  I  like  him  the  most, 

Who  has  pluck  all  my  faults  to  make  kneWB. 
If  wrong  I  can  cure  the  foul  slander  at  once. 

And  destroy  every  venomous  part ; 
Tet  I  reel  when  a  Judas,  who  smilee  in  my  he*, 

Gives  a  stab  at  my  back  in  tba  dark.      ~ 


I 


So  behind  a  man's  back  always  mind  what  yoa  say, 

•  If  yon  can't  do  him  no  good,  do  Lim  no  barm  ; 

If  you  don't  like  back-biting,  dont  do  it  yoonsU,' 

And  vour  good  name  will  spread  Hke  a  ohatm. 
We  all  have  to  live,  so  let's  try  and  make  tile 

A  good  open  field  for  the  nice. 
And  if  you  have  cause  of  CH^mplaint  'gainst  a  f-»v_ 

Oo  tell  him  right  straight  to  his  fsoe.    Chonis. 

Out  lar  oat  to  the  Penitentiary. 

By  P.  J.  Downey.  Air :   Simple  BUnon. 

Come,  come  every  one  listen  to  my  story, 
I'on't  be  baekward,  that  will  never  do ; 

Pay  strict  attention  to  what  I  will  meatioB, 
Take  the  home  that  I  will  give  to  yoo. 

Oo  to  this  home.  I  know  yon  will  like  it,' 
There's  a  hundred  living  out  there  to  day, 

It's  free  to  all,  big  and  small,  eurly-headed 

Out  far  out  to  the  penitentiary. 
Cbobcs. 
Nation,  religion  'we  make  no  diatinetfeo,       / 
The  best  of  living  you  never  will  see, 
Like  birds  of  a  feather  we  can  all  fly  together. 
Out,  Ctr  out  to  the  penitentiary. 

There's  new  (kees  every  day,  go  there  in  glory. 

Hen  oat  there  don't  have  mueh  to  say  ; 
They  all  live  hiarli  on  one^eye  turkey. 

Mush  and  molasses  onoe  every  day. 
When  they  dirty  elothes,  women  they  wash  them, 

Ob  I  how  happy  Ihey  must  be, 
Rich  men  and  poor  men  all  drink  boot-leg. 

Out,  far  out  lo  the  penitentiary.  Chorus. 

There's  white  birds  and  blaek  birds  mixed 

.  ,  up  with  blue  bells, 

Midnight  sparrows  that  beer  wont  kill , 
With  crumbs  and  straw  and  leather  Uanketa, 

Knild  their  nesls  oal  on  Crow  Hill.     ' 
Duck-foot  ladies  grey-head  babies, 

Aoeomodationt  free,  as  you  may  see, 
Niee  young  msideos  don't  wear  pull-baeks. 

Out  fiar  out  to  the  penitentiary.  Chorus. 


Ood  Blea  Oar  Natiye  Land.  ' 

Copyright,  18T8,  by  Harrison  MUlanl,  Music  publlahsd 

by  »pear  &  Debntoir. 
The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantir 
on  hand,  :uid  wUl  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addrsH. 
poet  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  so  cwEa^ 

United  ever  in  heart  «nd  hand. 

Strife  now  lias  vanished  thrnnghout  the  landt 

As  bmtliers  dwelling  peaceful  and  fl«e, 

We  sUnd  the  bulwark  of  Uberty  I 

No  more  shall  war's  angry  tocsin  alarm  ne,      ► 

No  more  the  bugle  shall  eall  us  to  die  ; 

Pesoe  with  ber  trophies  alone  now  sen  eberm  oe, 

Dieeord  no  more  our  hearts  snd  eoursge  tiy; 

Ever  slisll  frsedom  be  found  'neath  our  skiss,     '       i 

Hopes  beacon  light  on  our  nionnUins  shall  rise; 

Tho'  Kingdom's  faller.  firm  we  will  ataad  I 

Our  ery  shall  be  "our  nstive  land  !  onr  native Kjd I 

Our  native  land  !  Ood  bless  our  nstive  laiMi  I" 

^U  BOW  are  equal,  the  bond  set  ftnss  f 

Twss  Nature's  longing,  'tis  herdserest     •  ; 

One  people  ever,  one  aneestry.  -/-v  :■.:>':» 

Our  domes  the  temples  of  Liberty  ! 

Refuse  is  here  for  the  sons  of  oppression,  •   •    '  • 

Hands  that  are  willing  havs  waalth  for  their  toO  ; 

Pride  in  our  birtli-riglii  our  dearsst  poesessioB. 

Fair  shines  tlie  »tar  of  I'eaeee'er  Freedom's  soi  I 

Long  may  onr  banner,  vicV-rions  and  bright. 

Vie  with  the  colors  of  lleav's's  eboieest  %fat; 

O'er  us  still  waving  fh>m  strand  tc  straod. 

Oar  ecy  shall  be  "  our  native  land  I  oar  aativ*  ^^i  I 

Our  eative  lead  I  Ood  blses  ev  MliTe  lead  !" 


The  HifeeniaB  BiUet  Sueen. 

to^AiukT.  XMlf.       Banff  t)TUis"BuiitooI  Tan," 
Kelly  aadKyuL 


I 


I SM  y«  all  Uogh  at  us  and  wonder  wbo  #e  are, 

Like  ail  the  rest  yoa  think  that  we  axe  French  ; 
For  we'is  ityled  an  the  bills  Hods  and 

Millie  Cham  de  Marr, 

Bat  oar  real  name*  is  Hike  and  Mary  Lynch. 
My  faUicr  was  an  Iriahman,  bat  be  led  a 

Oerm&n  band, 

Her  Citber  was  a  bom  with  lots  of  gaol ; 
▲t  a  very  early  age  they  tHdppsd  OS  on  the  stage, 

Mow  as  baUet  danoers  w*  ean  teach  them  alL 
Cnoan. 
As  aroand  the  stage  we  so,  on  oar  light  fimtastio  toe. 

When  we  appear,  the  ladies  ebsar. 
And  say,  oh  I  ain't  they  i^ay  ; 

They  oall  ne  dooks  and  daisies, 
We  8«t  them  all  half  orasy. 

With  oar  winning  smile  and  elegant  styles 
W«'re  the  boases  they  aU  ory.  [sym.  ] 

For  we're  going  to  be  at  ttke  head  of  the  ballet, 

The  king  and  qaeen  of  the  ballet. 
Like  a  fairy,  so  auy.  [eym.l 

Oh  !  don't  we  look  grand  in  the  ballet. 
We  mash  all  the  bovsln  tbe  gallery, 

Like  a  fairy,  so  airy,  we  throw  onr  gains  aboaL 

We  are  the  greatest  attraction  that  erer  played 

in  town. 

No  mfttter  what  we  ask  for,  it  is  oan ; 
We  have  a  room  at  home  where  we  hardly  oan 

sit  down, 
For  all  aroand  is  nothing  alse  bnt  flowers. 
Oh  I  myself  and  Mary  Ann.  we're  the  original  Can  cau 

Before  the  cartain  every  night  we  get  a  oall ; 
Ther  sell  oar  photograph  for  two  dollars  and  a  half. 
We  somehow  oatoh  the  people  one  and  aU. 

Asaioond  the  stage,  ia. 


I 


The  Daneing  Clogisti. 


By  John  A.  Kemmer.     Sung  by  Smith  and  Banker. 

Don't  think  it  queer  beoaase  we're  here ; 

In  our  quaint  attirs. 
The  ladiee  emile  at  oorstrta. 

Oar  walk  they  do  admire. 
From  early  m<»n  'till  coming  dawn, 

We  while  the  time  away. 
In  sinffing,  dancing,  shooting,  pranobilb 

With  hearts  light  and  gay. 

Cbobus.    V;:  .r., .•■-■.";;: 
Oh  I  yoa  sboold  bear  «■  siaf;    - 
Li«t  to  oar  voices  ring, 
And  be  fiharmad  b7  tbe  dancing  dogisti,    V 
Oh  I  it  is  a  treat  for  to  hear  saoh  sweet 
Music  in  the  air. 

Onr  only  aim  is  to  win  fame^ 

And  uke  the  boose  by  storm. 
We  dance  and  shoot,  and  pcanesateott 

From  sonriaein  the  mom. 
In  dog  or  red.  at  home  we  feel. 

In  oar  ohaiming  etrle. 
EsHenoe  or  ji^,  and  king  Wg^  kiok, 


Doth  our  time  beguile. 


ChoroB. 


-•♦*- 


Bere  She  Ooes  and  There  She  Qom 

song  by  Ned  Banj. 

When  Tom  declared  hie  ardeat  Iots 

For  Miss  Amelia  Brown, 
Tbey  asked  papa  to  gire  ooasen^     ;     .   ; 

But  he  only  gave  a  frown ; 
JTow  Tom  and  bit  Amelia  ssid 

That  they'd  elope  to  town, 
And  married  be,  sltboorii  it  wat  ';^,         " ; 

ilgainet  the  wish  of  Brown ;      .'^  , :  - 
The  very  morning  of  tbsir  fli|^ti 

Old  brown  at  home  would  stay, 
I  know  they  only  wished  for 

ifoodehaaoetoraoawaj.'  :{. '•;■  ■'..■T!-  ., 


the  bovWfed  the  girl,  and  the 
beths^  wocthsMot.  TbeoM 
^apsrtfil  ma.,  snd  so,  I  sws, 
lwmu\^ymmmm^   What 


is  it  ?  »ayt  Brown,  f  want  to  bet  you  five  dollars 
yon  oan't  ewiog  your  arm  with  th«  pendulum  of 
that  clock  five  minutea.  Done!  eayt  he,  I  take 
What  have  I  got  to  du  *  All  you  have  got  to  do 
is  to  follow  uie  and  go  like  this->.. .  ,.     . 

Chobds.  ''-■■;■'    ^;■^  --: 

Here  ahe  g>oea  and  there  abe  goes, 

Bib-a-de-bob,  bib-a-de-bob,  ■_''':- -s'^'-..,'^- 

Here  ahe  goes  and  there  ahe  goeej 

And  that  is  the  way  to  do  it,  V  ,  : 

Old  Brown  he  set  to  work  at  otee  /1 71 

A  nd  aoon  began  to  puff,  ;;> 

1  cried  old  Brown,  I  tti ink  that  yoall  -^- •■  ■■ 

Soon  aay  you've  bad  enough  ;  ;-:''! 

I  never  laid  a  bet,  aaid  he,  Vv  ^'.•  :-'- 

Butwiiat  I  mean  to  win, 
I'll  bet  another  ten,  aaid  he,  >-  ;. 

That  I  will  not  give  in. 
Old  Brown  waa  fiit,  the  weather  warm, 

^ud  never  Once  he  atopped, 
And  there  upon  hia  heated  face 

'1  here  atuod  the  abiuiog  dropa. 

Spoken  :     And  I  stood  in  the   corner  laughing  ; 
end  old  Brown  kept  up  the  same  olJ  game — 

Here  ahe  goea,  (bo. 

Mrs.  Brown  who  heard  me  laugh, 

Came  into  the  room  to  aee, 
Ob!  goodnesa  gracious.  Brown,  said  abe, 

What  can  the  matter  bef 
Why,  Brown,  youmuat  be  going  mad. 

Of  that  there  ia  no  doubt,  * 

To  stand  in  front  of  ihat  old  clock  .  '■ 

Aad  swing  your  arm  about ; 
I'll  go  and  fetch  the  doctor,  Brown, 

If  you  go  on  thia  way,  .  *  ■        'a 

But  all  tbey  could  get  out  of  Brown, 

And  this  is  what  bed   aay.  ChorUa. 

Old  Brown  he  won  the  wager,    1 

But  I8st  his  daueliter  by  the  game. 
She  married  Tom  in  town  that  day,   , 

And  back  for  furgiveneaa  came ; 
'Twaa  uaeless  when  the  job  was  done 

For  Brown  to  then  aay  nay, 
80  he  took  the  ioke,  my  friends,  ;, 

In  quite  a  jolly  way  ; 
Begsve  a  party  to  hiaftlends 

.Aod  oftimea  telle  with  glee, 
While  aounda  of  laughter  eeho  from 
,    The  jolly  company. 

Spoken  :      Yes,  says  the  old  man,  I  shall  never 
forget  the  time  I  went —  Here  abe  goea,  d(0. 


Lay  My  Head  Beneath  a  Aoee.  ''' 

By  Ned  straight.  Composer  of  Josephus  Orange  BlosBom, 
TheColoredOrfnadler8,RoWork,  ^.     . 

Darling,  fold  mc  to  you  eloaer,  ^  _, 

As  you  did  in  days  of  yore;  '   ■         '  '  '- 
Press  your  lips  upon  my  forehead,     -  - 

Ere  I  see  tne  golden  shore. 
Life  is  from  nie  fas tly  fleeting,     ;     ; 

!soon,I'll  be  in  sweet  repoie; 
When  1  am  gone  1  aak  thia  iiavor,  .:,."_ 

Lay  my  bead  beneath  a  rose. 

ChoBUS.  .-■■■■-;;;.r    ■  ■■-:1  :> / 

Lay  me  where  sweet  flowers  blosaom— 

Where  the  dainty  lily  growa  ; 
Where  the  pink  and  violete  mingle,      . 

Lay  my  head  beneath  a  rose.  :     ":      I --    : 

Darling  one,  when  firat  I  met  you. 

When  I  pledged  you  hand  and  heirl^        ^        J   ' 
There  were  rose*  on  your  cheeks,  loTS,  ; ;.  . 

And  we  vowed  we  ne'er  would  part. 
One  more  kisa,  for  1  am  going 

Far  beyond  all  earthly  woee  ; 
Let  my  grave  be  like  your  eheeks,  lore, 
I  Covered  with  the  bluabisg  roae.  Ohorns. 

'■;;:.,..     . ^  i«i  mi 

;    j;       Killarney  by  the  Lakeiide.   ^:^;    ■ 

fiongbyCP.BTUnd.  -.f'.^.y^ 

When  I  left  dear  old  Isalaad. 
Oo  •  bdsht  sway  mom, 


And  parted  there  on  dry  land. 

The  place  where  I  waa  bom  ; 
I  landed  here  in  the  middle  of  the  yser 

Just  off  the   Battery; 
^od  made  my  trip  on  a  great  big  ship, 

And  come  to  America. 

Chorus. 
Tor  I  come  from  aw««t  Kilkmey  by  the  lakeside, 
-  ^Wliere  the  pretty  little  duoks  and  arakas  ride  ; 
For  my  name  is  Mr  Carney 
From  the  Lakes  of  Sweet  Killamey, 
In  the  land  where  the  floury  praties  grow. 

;As  soon  as  ever  I  landed. 

My  friends  wanted  to  know 
Bow  things  were  in  old  Ireland, 

Where  the  floury  praties  grow. 
.  Tbey  told  me  I  was  welcome, 

^nd  looU  lue  by  the  hand, 
:  Then  we  danced  and  sung  till  morning  light. 

In  praise  of  I'addy's  Land.  Choroi. 


80  now  I'll  say  good  evening, 

I  can  no  longer  stay  ; 
I've  done  m\  Ix-ot  to  please  you, 

^nd  it's  lime  I  waa  away. 
80  now  I  must  be  leaving. 

And  just  before  I  go. 
We'll  giv.e  three  cbeere  for  Erin, 

Where  the  floury  praties  grow. 


Choros. 


The  Irish  Emperors. 

•'  ■  Sung  by  Favor  and  ShleldB. 

Here  we  are  a  pair  of  Irish  Emperors,  * 

From  the  Emerald  Isle  aoroaa  the  rapping  aaa'; 
In  a  steamship  we  crossed  the  briny  water. 

And  sailed  hei-e  to  America. 
When  we  landed  down  at  Castle  Garden, 

There  waa  uo  one  lltere  to  take  n«  by  the  band  ; 
But  now  sure  we  don't  care  a  farthing. 

We're  the  happiest  little  Paddies  in  the  land. 
Chorus. 
Here  we  ana  a  pair  of  Jriah  Emperora, 

From  the  Emerald  Isle,  acrosa  the  raging  sea  ; 
tn  a  steamship  we  cruaaed  the  briny  water, 

And  sailed  here  to  America. 

We  sailed  from  the  towa  of  Tipperary, 

In  the  land  where  the  shamrocks  grow ; 
Mighty  soon  we  got  up  end  dusted, 

tor  we  knew  very  well  we  had  to  go. 
We  came  here  to  get  a  situation, 

jilnd  you  bet  your  life  we  got  one  mighty  toon  ; 
For  they  found  that  we  could  do  almost  anything. 

So  tbey  called  us  the  Irish  Cocoons.     Cnorus. 


;  ';  AriBtocratio  Nig*. 

;\:  By  Al  Horton  Xor  tlis  f  ergusons, 

We  are  two  aristocratic  nigs  from  Alabama, 
And  the  white  folks  oall  us  Pomp  Mid  Sammie. 
And  Ibeiyellow  gals  say  that  we're  quite  dandy. 
And  dear  old  Alabama  that's  our  home. 
When  masKa  put  us  on  the  old  plantation. 
We  was  so  gay  and  very  captivating. 
That  the  yellow  gala'  hearts  we  kept  a-breaking. 
Did  those  aristocratic  nigs  from  Alabama ; 


For  oh  !  you  see  w«  are  always  gay. 
Singing,  dancing  all  tbe  day. 
Chohcb. 
.J  Tea,  we  are  alwaya  gay. 

No  matter  where  we  roam. 
And  we're  going  back  again, 
To  our  Jflabaaia  home. 


(Break.) 
(Braak.) 


(DanM.) 


At  night,  when  old  massa  he  is  alewpfvg. 

And  the  pretty  little  stara  are  a-peeping 

Down  tbe  green  lanes  you  will  find  us  creeping. 

To  aing  and  danee  with  tbe  gala  of  Alabama  ; 

But  now  kind  frienda,  aa  we  will  hove  to  leave  yon. 

We'll  go  back  home ;  we  hope  it  will  not  griare  you, 

For  we  have  done  our  beat  to  try  and  please  yoa. 

Has  these  ariatocralie  nige  from  ^dkbama  ; 

For,  oh !  Ton  aee,  we're  alwaya  ray.  (Braak.) 

Singing,  daneiog  all  the  d»y.    (Bnak.)      Cboras. 


irf^. 
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THC:    SIMOERS'^   JOlIRnfAL*. 


Where  ia  My  Boy  To-Night 

worda  and  Music  by  Robert  Lowry, 
Music  pub  and  copyrlgbi  1879,  by  Blglow  K.  Main, 

Hw  Music  of  this  or  any  oilier  soog,  kept  consuntly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ol  price,  3e  cent& 

Where  is  my  wandering  boy  to-night, 

I'he  boy  of  my  lendereat  oare. 
The  boy  that  was  once  my  joy  and  light,  .^ 

Th«  child  of  my  love  and  prayer? 
Oh!  wbeia  ia  my  boy  to  night  ? 

Oh  !   where  is  my  boy  to-night  ? 
My  heart  o'erflows,  for  I  lore  him,  he  knows ; 

Oh!  where  is  my  boy  to-night f 
Chorus. 

Oh!  where  is  my  boy  to-night? 

Oh  !  where  is  my  boy  to-night? 
My  heart  o'erflows,  for  I  love  him,  he  knows ; 

Oh  !  where  is  my  boy  to-night  ? 

Ones  he  was  pure  as  morning  dew, 

A*  he  knelt  at  his  mother's  knee ; 
No  face  was  so  briglit,  no  lieart  more  true, 

And  none  was  so  sweet  as  he. 
Oh  !  where  is  my  boy  to-night  ? 

Oh!  where  is  my  boy  to-nightf 
My  heart  o'erflows,  for  I  love  him,  he  knows; 

Oh !  where  is  my  boy  to-night  ?  Chorua. 

Oh  I  could  I  see  you  now,  my  boy. 

A^  fair  aa  in  olden  time, 
When  prattle  and  smile  made  home  a  joy, 

And  life  was  a  merry  chime ! 
Oh!  where  ia  my  boy  to-nightf 

Oh  !  where  is  my  boy  to-night? 
My  heart  o'erflows,  for  1  love  him,  he  knows  ; 

Oh!  where  is  my  boy  to-night?  Chorua. 

Go  for  my  wandering  boy  to-niglit ; 

Go  search  for  him  where  you  will; 
But  bring  him  to  me  with  all  his  blight, 

And  tell  him  I  love  him  still. 
Oh  !  where  ia  my  boy  to-night? 

Oh  !  wliere  is  my  boy  to-nieht? 
My  heart  o'erflows,  for  I  love  Lim,  he  knows  ; 

Oh  I  where  ie  my  boy  to-night  ?  Chorus 

^  i»i  ^ 

Will  yoa  Keep  one  Sweet  Kiaa  for  Me  Darling? 

CopyTlght,  187T,  by  Harrison  Millard. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

postpaid,  on  receipt  of  price  40 cents. 

Will  you  keep  one  sweet  kiee  for  me  darling? 

Just  one  sweet  little  kiss  till  1  come? 
Oh!  I  know  that  your  fond  heart  ie  sighing 

For  my  step  in  your  bright  little  home; 
There  the  flowers  in  the  trellie  are  blnsliing, 

And  the  birds  warble,  dearest,  of  you  ! 
Oh !  'tia  there  you've  been  watching  to  greet  me, 

Since  the  hour  that  1  bade  you  adieu. 
Till  I  come,  till  I  come, 

Keep  one  sweet  little  kiss  till  I  come  I 

Will  you  keep  one  sweet  kiee  for  me,  darling, 

Tho'  another  may  flatter  and  smile? 
In  the  days  that  are  weary  and  ksnely. 

Are  you  dreaming  of  me#ll  the  whilef 
Mid  the  beautiful  hueh  of  the  twilight, 

Like  fair  angels  my  thoughts  fly  afar ; 
Tb  the  one  ihat  I  love  fondly  waiting 

'Neath  the  glow  of  the  first  evening  star, 
TDl  I  came,  ifll  I  came. 

Kept  one  iweet  little  kiss  till  I  came ! 


I 


You're  Getting  it  up  for  Me. 

A  Tery  unfortunate  fellow  am  I, 

My  »t"ry  youd  never  believe,    -• 
No  matter  to  please  one  how  hard  T  may  toy, 

'l'l»e  harder  they  try  to  deceive  ; 
Friends  think  il  a  lark  to  make  me  a  mark, 

1  ho'  done  in  a  jocular  wsy. 
.^nd  eirangers  tlie  same  indulge  in  the  game, 

Whioh  ofien  compels  me  to  say. 

niiiihw  :     Lookbetv,  look  here  old  fellow— 


;'^    -'>■  Ch(»u8, 

You're  getting  it  up  for  me, 
A%  nicely  and  neat  as  can  be. 


•;*^-- 


But  mind  how  yon  go,  be  careAil  you  know. 
You're  getting  it  up  for  me. 

A  beautiful  creatnre,  the  fairest  I've  seen, 

While  dancing,  I  met  at  a  ball. 
Of  nature's  creation  I  thought  she  was  Queen, 

And  I  tlie  most  favored  of  all ; 
The  dance  it  was  o'er,  then  home  to  her  door, 

I  saw  this  sweet  star  of  my  life. 
But  my  eyes  opened  wide,  as  a  man  out  did  stride, 

And  said,  "  After  you,  sir,  with  my  wife." 

Spoken  ;  Said  I,  "  My  dear  sir,  I  beg  pardon, 
hot  really  "—"Oh  !  Charles,"  she  cried  "Don't  be- 
lieve a  word  he  says,  I've  only  been  to  mv  friend 
Miss  brown's,  and  this  fellow  has  been  following 
me  home."     Said  1,  "  All  right,  go  on.  " 

Chorcs.  • 

You're  getting  it  up  for  me, 

A^  nicely  ana  neat  as  can  be, 

Now  don't  act  so  sly,  or  he'll  black  my  eye, 

You're  getting  it  up  tor  me. 

The  husband  said  "  look,  sir,"  in  angry  tones, 

"  You've  brought  a  nice  orowd  round  my  door,| 
Apologise  now  or  I'll  break  all  your  bones," 

k  policeman  came  up  "  Ninety-four;" 
Saitl  I  to  the  throng,  were  I  in  the  wrong. 

I'd  make  all  amends  in  my  pow'r. 
When  a  voice  rather  slirill,  said,  "Let  it  go  Bill," 

1  hen  bang  caiue  a  large  bag  of  flour. 

Spoken  ;  Oh  I  dear,  oh !  dear,  fairly  smothered, 
enough  for  a  pudding.  I  said  Bobby,  my  dear 
fiobert— 

Chobus. 

They're  getting  it  up  for  me, 
'^   ids  nicely  and  neat  as  can  be,  * 

Oh  !  BoDliy  I'll  kill  her,  look  I'veoopped  the  miller, 
They're  getting  it  up  for  me. 

< 

Then  thrown  from  the  door,  on  the  Bobby  I  fell, 
1  he  flour  made  hiiu  wild  by  the  by, 
>    We  Btrugi>:led,  which  made  it  a  hard  job  to  tell, 
\        Which  was  th  -  pulioeman  or  I ; 
1^;     'Tho'  never  iu  fault,  next  day  for  assault, 
y        Five  pounds  and  the  costs  I'd  to  pay, 
"_     He  swore  hard  of  course,  it  took  twelve  of  the  Force, 
'-         Before  he  could  get  me  away. 

Spoken  ;  Said  the  Magistrate,  "  What  have  you 
to  say  ?  Said  I,  "  It  is  uselens  to  say  anything,  the 
word  of  a  policeman  is  altvays  taken,"  but  tumiug 
to  him  I  said,  "  You  false  swearing  king  of  the 
kitchen," — 


Those  Haunting  Eyes- 

Wo.ds  by  Caroline  Norton.    Music  by  Harrison  Millard. 
CopyrtgUt,  187S,  by  Ilarrtson  Millard,  Music  published 

by  Kdward  Schuberth  k  Co. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  l>e  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  rvcelpt  of  price,  40  cents. 


In  the  hour  I  first  beheld  thee. 

Soft  thy  kindly  glanees  fell, 
ilnd  my  heart  bowed  down  before  thee,     - 

As  beneath  a  magic  spell  ; 
Since  that  lime  like  some  sweet  phantom, 

In  my  home  thy  form  doth  ri^e. 
And  where'er  m\  sod  gaze  wanders,    r 

There  1  meet  ihy  haunting  pyea  ! 
Haunting  eyes!  there  1  meet  thy  haunting  eyes! 
Haunting  eyes  !  there  I  meet  thy  haunting  ejee  ! 

Oh  !  those  eyes  !  their  lovely  shadow 

Stole  the  light  of  life  away, 
^nd  my  heart  in  languid  dreaming,  *•  ; 

Idly  pines  from  day  today.  „    ..    .- 

Vain  the  evenings  dewy  eoolnese,  ,    >/ 

Vain  the  calm  of  midnight  skies, —       ^'*'^''     . 
E'en  with  darkness  round  me  oloeing, 

Siill  I  see  tttose  haunting  eyes  ! 
Baunting  eyes  I  still  I  see  thoee  h«unlnig  eyes. 
Haunting  eyae  I  still  I  see  thoM  famwting  eyea! 


'  Two  Lonely  Widows  Are  We-  '^-^ 

Sung  wl  b  great  6uocer>a  by  the  Kussells. 

Good  evening,  kind  friends,  one  and  all,    (Music.) 

We  came  for  to  sing  yon  a  song,  ** 

We'll  try  our  best  for  to  please  you,     '"^'  *\  ^ 

.And  we  promise  we'll  not  keep  you  long.      ** 

We  came  a  great  way  aeroes  the  ocean,  ** 

Your  kindfaoes  all  for  to  see,  ••   _^ 

To  tell  you  of  all  our  misfortune,  ">  i"v   «*  ^i«* 
For  two  lonely  widows  are  wa,    ,  .* 

Caoats,       ^..:<sy»,  ,,<;^.  .,. 
'■''.•■;'"'!:"■•  B*" — bo-<*'*  JHiye.-.-'..;  ■y«:>  Jk.»»-. 
ilU  alone  t  ** 

■     For  two  lonely  widows  are  we.  (Danee.) 

If  any  of  you  want  for  to  marry;r,i».        (Musie.) 

And  settle  completely  for  life. 
Now  it's  Michael  or  Deonie  or  i^rry —  '- 

Come  i-tep  up  and  pick  out  your  wife  ^ 

We'll  cook  and  we'll  do  all  the  scrubbing,   ^f^i.'':J} 

Boil  your  eggs  and  your  ooflfee  and  tea,        *•      ' 
We'll  b«  easy  and  quiet  and  loving,  " 

For  two  lonely  widows  are  we.  Chorua. 

Don't  Believe  Them  Ever.  Darling. 

Words  by  Geo.  Cooper.      Music  by  W.  F.  Wellman  .:r. 

The  Mu»lc  of  this  or  any  other  song.  Kept  constanUj- 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

poet  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  4o  centa. 

Don't  believe  them  ever,  darling,  ;  -  ..•;  ■•  i.     -..i 

When  they  tell  you  I'm  untrue T.- 
Like  the  river  to  the  ocean. 

All  my  being  flows  to  you  I 
Don't  believe  them  when  they  whisper 

Idle  words  of  doubt  or  blame. 
For  the  heart  that  loves  yuu  fondly. 

Evermore  shall  love  the  same. 

Chokds.  ->  • 

Don't  believe  them  ever,  darling,      '   -i 

Though  1  wander  far  away  ; 
Should  they  tell  you  I  II  forget  you. 

Don't  believe  a  word  they  say  I 

Don't  believe  them  ever,  darling,        '  ■•:. 

Envy's  tongue  may  do  ua  wrong  I 
Be  your  gentle  life  forever 

Like  some  sweet  and  tender  song !    '  v< 
Don't  believe  them,  for  they  only   -      -il 

>eek  to  wis  yoo'fn>m  my  side  yw-  •-<.: 
Idle  words  have  darkly  severed 

tJeurt*  that  were  both  true  and  tried. 


^■,A  .I'f.-^t-' 


•l-iV 


Chorus. 


I  '■  This  Red  Head  of  Mine- 

By  Charles  Dockstader.        Sung  ^y  FauUe  Be4a«. 

I  Iraukly  own  with  pleasure,  "  *^. 

That  I  have  a  charmiug  beau.  .  .  -..  a»'  t  r- ;  •  v' 
He's  my  idol  and  my  t(«asure^  •  .<,  .v/,;  \~:  J^ 

And  Ihe  deai!«ii(  cue  I  knaw.  ,..•;/  xv^;.;,  J 

With  brighter  light  thanstan  iJbon,  .!jijp*m    -i 

He  says  my  blue  eyea  shine,  ^««h  t* i  it-,  'i 

But  then  I  kuow  he's  deep  in  loTa|.:.„-v«.,ti  j.',    -> 

With  this  red  hair  of  nu^e.  .<;    '^'_  >,i:    .y'^ 

CUOBUS.  „  -vv...  ;.  ..no>;s.vV 

He  dotes  upon  my  singing,    ^-  ^«<  •         -  -- 

My  voice  with  laughter  ^ngiog  ^..^k)  ^,#3  , 
He  says  my  form  is  faultletis,  *     ' 

Aud  my  dancing  is  divine,  p^^'- 

To  love  me  I  have  taught  him. 

Oft  he  wonders  bow  I  oanght  him  ; 
But  the  secret  I  will  tell  yoa — 

'Twas  this  red  hair  ot  minai'^  ^i  *■[ 


hia. 


Thotigh  I  try  my  best  to  pi 

To  be  jealous  he's  inclined. 
He  <«y(>  I  like  to  tease  bim 

Just  to  hear  him  speak  hia  minc^ 
I'm  shortly  to  become  his  wife, 
.  Noue  can  my  joy  define, 
For  I  kuow  'twill  be  his  pride  through  iifa. 

This  little  head  of  jtuf^  <^Hctts 


•>  ^•• '« 

.<|-Ji.  WU.,)'  Wfi 

■  .•««;in,ti  lie 

■f,i.-'  ■»■■(■?: ii 


to  MATHAMJiaaw. 


fii 


AkhuAAhc  : 


syyifaipvjrg 


URIVAL.. 


4»5 


.  The  Loft  InheritanM. 


* 


"  Mt  4«ar  Mw  Wil4«Q.  1  Ull  Mr.  HepbniH  tlu^ 

Jb»poMiix\Mj  mnaa't  leara  PevoDtoira  witbout  M»- 

in?  Carnyiton.     It  wonld  be  a  downright  «feMBM, 

'Pbu  kD(>«.      H'a    oD«.  of  tl^  o]d«t  MUtfli  in  the 

country,  and  Hm  tueh  a  picture  gallery. '  ^ 

I ,  "  Cuat^iniog   tlie   por^aiu  of  your  anoeaton,  I 

'  iupipoce.  Miss  l^iddlecomb? — aonjething,  indeed,  tb 

iIIm  prood  of!'^  remarked  Richard  Hepburn  quietly. 

MiKS  SidoDia  colored  iliglitly ;    while  ^lice,  who 

St*v   fatrwerer; — net   so  nueh  behind  th«  aeeiMa  aa 
ebeliared,  ahot  from  her trown  eyee  a  w)iimncai«. 

-alanee  At  the  speakef  ^  ^ 

*  "N-o-o,"  reapondea  the  lady,  a  trifle  oanfaaad  t» 
"  but  thoM  oin.he  family  who  had  yarnyston  before 
us — a  very  old  race — so  old  that  it  had  run  to  seed, 
and  got  out  at  elbowa,  as  my  dear  papa  aaya. 
But  you  really  mutt  come.  Look  nere,  Miaa 
WeWeni  prmy  bnng  Mr.  Hepburn  to-morrow— 
~  reslly~ do  and  oblige  me.  We  can  hare  a  match 
at  Unnj^  in  the  evening,  .^h,  yea" — aa  Ali«e 
'l^ced  it  her  dark  drees—"  I  am  aware  you  can't 

fo  into  society  yet.      It  wouldn't   do,  of  course ; 
nt  thia  will  only  be  just  those  who  are  now  pre- 
aant." 

"Do  come,  Mith  Walden,"  lisped  Mr.  Edmund 
Biddlaeomb.  "By  Jove!  I've  quite  given  up  tenuith 
thince  1  played  with  you.  i'ou've  made  me  dith- 
gutbted  with  all^tber  partners." 
«  Ali«eglaD4Md«t  Riohard  Hepburn,  then  aaid, 
smiling,  *'  Though  Mr.  Hepburn  is  our  guest,  his 
time  is  hia  own.     'Tia  he  who  mtiat  decide." 

' '  In  that  «aae,"  answered  the  gentleman,  "  If  it 
does  no  violence  to  your  feelkig-^'I  am  aare  you 
understand  what  I  mean,  Miss  Walden— I  shall  be 
-dellfcK'ted." 

•vary  weH,  then,  you  may  ex{>eot  na,  Vbm 
Biddleeomb." 

"  De-lightful !  Good  afternoon,  Mr.  Hepbon. 
I  shall  have  th«  pleasure  of  being  your  guide  9V«r 
Carnyston  myself. 

Richard  Hepburn  murmured  aome  thanks.  His 
end — to  enter  the  Hall— had  been  attained  ;  but  to 
i^  ledtTver  his  own  inheritance  by  strangers  waa 
j^itter  experience. 

^  'i  he  almoaphere  aeemed  purer  and  more  breatb- 
ible^han  Siaonia  and  her  friends  were  gone,  and 
he  was  sauntantig  once  more  bv  Alioe'^side. 

"  Well,  Mr.  Hepburn,"   askei^   the   girl   smiling 
up  at  him,    "  if  it's  a  fair  queation,    what   do   you 
think  of  the  heiress  of  Carnyston  f" 
'  -"  Do  Ton  want  my  real  opinion,  Miaa  Waldao  J" 

'    "  She  is  insufferably  vulgar." 

Alie«  laughed  lightly.  Perhaps  she  felt  herself 
repaid  for  bidonia  so  cavalierly  carrying  off  her 
icavalier.  Poor  Allot,  fate  baa  deatined  she  was 
not  always  to  laugh  when  thinking  of  the  rich  Miss 
liiddUeomb. 

•,  "  Yon  are  aevere  upon  the  heiress,"  she  said. 
'ij'Butjutt.       By    the    way.   Miss  Walden"    (he" 

-«»id4fr  jestingly,  thougb.it  waa  hia  heart  tbak 
apoke).  "  pray  do  me  a  favor.  Do  not  call  her  the 
heiress  of  Carnyston.  It  always  recalls  to  me  that 
probably  uisinberiled  heir  whose  feelings  you  so 
graphically  portrayed,  and  it  makes  me  miserable." 
Ilifl  t)lJ(  drif^d  into  a  lighter  vein,  and  socon- 
timied  ^11  they  eame  in  sight  of  Daisy  Bank. 

['  As  they  approached  Uie  carriage  gates,  the 
akadow  of  a  oloud  paasing  over  this  sun  tell  accrosa 
the  road,  and  flpated  slowly  forward,  as  if  to  meet 
them.  Richard  llepburn  could  not  have  told  why, 
but  it  suddenly  recalled  to  his  mind  the  tramp  of 
the  previooa  night.  Neither  could  he  have  told 
why,  ia  the  ahMow  anveloped  him,  he  ahaddered. 

:;2z:d8: ^v chapter  v.        ^3  ; 

^-j^^anoA  LOOKS  OrON  his  AHOd^oll.  "^i^" 


TT* 


It  wai  witk  mingled  faelings  of  pride,  humiliation, 
and  bitter  pain,  that,  on  the  next  d«T,  Rioh«rd 
Hepburn  drove  through  the  atately  loidge-gatea, 
ana  up  the  magnifioent  aTenoe  of  aneient 
to  Carnyston. 

His  heart  swelled  as  he  thought  that   hia^  i 
tors  bad  walked  and  drives  bcMath  them,  while  hia 


lipa  quivered  at  the   remembrance   that  he   gazed 
.^:  ^pon  them  at.  a  stMoger,  aa  alien. 

Unconsciouily  be  had  lapsed  into  silence,  letting 
the  poniea'  reins  hang  loose  ;  for  now  his  arm  waa 
^$11,  ^lioe,  his  present  companion,  was  too  sensi- 
tively woman  to  drive  while  a  gentleman  aat  by  her 
aide. 

^y  His  eyes,  with  a  mournful,  hungry  gaze,  rested 
on  the  brown  and  mossy  trunks,  each  a  separate 
pieture,  and  upon  the  rich  park  lands  seen  between, 
nis  rightful  inheritance. 

Stmak  by  the  oeaaaiinn  of  lively  talk,  Alice  Wal- 
den raised  her  head,  and  became  conscious  of  ber 
cavsner'a  pm  uecupation. 

"^T«Q  are  thinking  of  our  hero— the  imaginary 
.-  defrauded  heir  of  Carmrston — I   am   sure   you    are, 
■    Mr.  mpbum,"  she  said,  half  in  jeet,  half  seriously. 
"  You,  as  I  often  a|i  prone  to,   reflecting   aa  you 
look  upon  those  trees,  so  suggestive  of  manorial  an- 
tiquity, what  his  feelings  would  be    in  your   posi- 
,  tion." 

'^  'M>r  were  I- in  bis?"  rejoined  her  companion,  re- 
covering himself  with  n  start.  "  Yon  are  certainly 
Ji  witch,  Miss  Walden,"  he  smiled,  as  he  touched 
up  the  ponies,  and  concealed  his  true  feelings  under 
a  mask  of  gaiety,  for  had  he  not  his  part  to  play 
here,  and  must  not  create  suspicion  even  in  Alice's 
sympathetic  breast?  "I'hat  unfortunate  jouug 
man  had  indeed,  possession  of  my  brain."  . 
.  uUice  broke  intA  a  peal  of  laugliter. 

"  I  am -so  glad  I  have  won  your  interest  for  my 
poor  suffering  imaginary  hero,  Mr.  Hepburn,"  she 
said,  pleasantly.    , 

"  Youihttve,  indeed.  I  confess  I  feel  almost  as 
though  I  were  his  doubll.  No  wonder.  How 
could  1  fail  to  be  interested  in  anything,  that  in- 
terests you.  Miss  Walden?  Suppose,"  he  con- 
tinued lightly,  "that  we  continue  our  castle-build- 
ing, aiT3  Conceive  this  unhappy  heir  starting  into 
•Ufa,  elaiming  his  own  birthright,  and  banishing 
■OamyBtou's  present  possessor's  ?" 

"  If  you  please,"  laughed  Alice,  as,  the  pony  car- 
riage turning  the  sweep  of  the  avenue,  tliey  came 
in  sight  of  a  smooth,  velvety  tennis-lawn,  occupied 
by  several  players,  "we  will  choose  another  time 
for  that  supposition,  Mr.  Hepburn,  the  present 
possessors  being  now  before  us,  and  we  being  their 
guests.'-' 

The  party  on  the  lawn  had  already  descried  them, 
and  Sidonia,  In  perfect  toilette,  advanced,  with 
Edmund  biddIi|eomb,  towards  them. 

By  Alice's  suggestion,  Richard  Hepburn  assisted 
her  to  alight,  and  having  surrendered  the  reins  to 
the  little  groom,  they  went  to  meet  the  two  a|>- 
proaching. 

Sidonia  was  evidently  in  the  highest  spirits  this 
afternoon,  and  on  tlie  qui  vive  for  a  flirtation. 

"How  kind  of  you  to  come,  and  how  good  of  you 
to  be  here  so  early!"  she  excluimed,  embracing 
.dlice  wiih  eagerness,  though  her  eyee,  from  be- 
neath their  bronze-red  lashes,  darted  a  killing 
glance  at  her  companion.  'EJmuiid,"  sbelaughed, 
*'  lias  been  quite  ill-tempered,  knocking  the  ball  in 
any  fashion  in  his  impatience  for  your  arrival." 

"  Gad  I  Miss  Walden  can't  be  suwpwised  at  that, 
remarked  tlie  gentleman,  with,  a  languishing  ex- 
pressifon. — "'  she  tennises  so  divinely  !" 

"Really,  Mr.  biddleeomb,"  laughed  Alice,  "I 
never  knew  there  was  anything  divine  in  lawn 
tennis. 

"  Isn't  fliere  though,"  responded  the  other,  with 
an  insinuating  whisper,  leaning  over  her,  "  when  a 
divinity  playa  it  i" 

"  If  I  am  tlie  divinity,  I  fear  lam  a  most  earthly 
one,"  remarked  the  girl. 

£VImund  Biddleeomb  liad  ranged  up  to  .Alice's 
side,  while  Sidonia  had  quietly  taken  possession  of 
Richard  Hepburn,  ns  if  it  had  so  been  pre-ordered. 

As  Miss  biddleoonib  had  pDmised,  the  tennis 
party  consisted  bulb  of  themselves,  with  the  addi- 
tion of  a  young  lady  invited  to  make  an  equality  of 
aides. 

These  had  already  been  arranged ;  Sidonia, 
Richard  Hepburn,  and  Miss  Cissy  Locke — a  blonde, 
insipid  nonentity,  but  a  skilful  handler  of  the  bat 
— against  the  rest. 

Riohard  Hepburn  folly  verrified  his  avowal  that 
he  was  a  shockingly  bad  player.  Auatralia.  he 
•verred,  was  net  tbe  land  where  one  would  naturdly 
heeimiii  profieient  in  fashionable  recreations.         , 


But  Dflver  oonld  he  have  had  a  putuer  men 
good-temperedly  lenient  to  his  laulta. 

The  fair  Sidonia,  indeed,  kindly  dMired  to  be- 
come his  instructresg^aud  what  b«>ttar  oooaaion  for 
coquetry  than  that  ? 

A  young  lady  of  a  self-willed,    deterained  tha- 
raoter,  she  had  buckled  on  her  armor,  and  ii^ti 
the  lists  to  win  Richard  Hepburn,   and  too  ml^nt 
in  her  own  richeti.  as  faucinatious,  to  doabt  i 

She  8aw  him  already  at  her  feet 

Certainly  Richard  Hepburn's  behaviour  did  aot 
prove  a  delrimeut.  ,; 

He  met  the  o^xtu  glances  of  the  beireas  ^th 
others  that  made  hers  talL 

When  their  bauds  touched  there  waa  a  j»A'g_ 
lingering  pressure  in  his  ;  his  voioe  wlApiieS 
endless  complimeuts  into  Sidonia's  ear. 

lu  a  word,  he  lilted  the  gauutlet  the  beireiB  bad 
cast  openly  down,  and  surrendered  himself,  appa- 
rently, heart  and  soul  to  a  dHugeruns  flirtation. 

"  By  Jove !"  lisped  Edmund  Biddleeomb  to  Alio*, 
as  he  Ktood  beside  her,  "  If  Austwalia  can't  teach  a 
fella  to  play  tennis,  it  seems  it  can  to  tMit  I 
Hhouldn't  have  thought  Mr.  Hepburn  the  anrt  of 
fellar,  you  know  !  By  Jove  !  they're  baviofcallf  the 
wuuuing  !  Gwant,  old  boy,  you're  nowhere  t  Cot 
out,  egad  !" 

Alice  raised  ber  eyee  at  this  not  very  ra&ued 
speech,  and  looked  at  its  came. 

Fair  Sidonia  was  with  much  iutaNst,  inatmot- 
ing  her  pnpil.  She  was  leauiug  rather  forward, 
her  face  turned  back  towards  him  ;  while  be  bent 
over  her  listening,  apparently,  as  much  with  hia 
eyes  as  his  ears. 

The  two  seemeil  to  have  no  thought  but  for  each 
other,  and  a  cold  sensation  crept  about  Aiiee 
Walden 's  heart. 

Riohard  Hepburn  had  declared  Sidonia  Biddle- 
eomb to  be  insufl'erably  vulgar.  Yet  was  it  poesible 
he  could  drift  iuto  loving  her  ?  Things  quite  aa  in- 
cougruous  had  occurred.  Besides,  was  abe  uot 
heiress  of  Carnyston  ? 

Alice's  fair  cheek  flushoil,  as  might  do  that  of  one 
who  has  done  an  injustice. 

No  ;  she  had  not,  she  oonld  not  have  misMad 
Charlie's  friend.  Richard  Hepburn  might  love, 
but  he  would  never  sell  himself. 

But  Alice  Walden's  enjoyment  had  gone  from 
her.  Never  before  had  she  felt  so  convinced  that 
lawn  tennis  was  a  stupid  game. 

In  truth  she  could  nut  keep  her  eyea  and  her  at- 
tention from  those  two.  More  than  once  Sidonia 
detected  this,  and,  with  a  tnie  woman's  instinct, 
guessing  something  of  the  truth,  exulted  in  her 
proud  triumph  uf  having  attracted  Alice  Walden's 
handsome  guest  from  Alice  Walden's  aide. 

The  greatest  zest  a  woman  can  have  in  ber  love 
is  the  knowledge  that  she  is  envied  by  another — 
that  another  yearns  for  that  which  she  pniwiiim. 

But  Alice's  eyes  were  uot  the  only  ones  frwt 
watched  that  flirtation. 

At  a  window  commanding  a  view  of  tbe  teonia 
lawn  sat  Maria  Daggett. 

Her  face  was  bent  close  to  the  plaas.  Her  dark 
brows  were  contracted  ;  there  was  a  fierce,  feUne 
expression  in  her  pale  bine  eyes. 

"  The  low-bred  outcome  of  vulgarity  V  she  mat- 
tered between  her  white  teeth.  "  What  open  love 
she  makes  at  him  !  There  is  no  difficulty  to  read 
ber  cards  ;  but  his— his— what  are  his?  He'd 
never  stoop  to  win  back  his  birthright  at  ancb  a 
price  !  Love  her  ?  Bah  I  he's  playing  bis  gaote  ; 
that's  why  he  s  here.  If  he  like,  I  will  help  blbi ; 
if  he  refuses,"— and  the  long,  white,  strong  flngen 
gripped  the  palm  —  "  I'll  denounce  and  ruin  hi■n^  r 

She  paused  awhile,  ber  chin  on  her  band,  ber«^as 
yet  fiercely  devouring  the  scene  before  her. 

"How  handsome,  brave,  and  manly' b«  looks 
among  them  all !"  she  proceeded,  aftof  a  while. 
"  A  woman  could  die  for  such  a  man  1  8b«  ooold 
sacrifice  all— everything— for  his  love ;  only  ttmoiit 
be  with  his  love  !  I  must  soe  him- 1  moat  I  But 
bow?  I  dare  not  risk  declaring  myself  before 
others  ;  I  do  not  care  for  my  past  to  be  known, 
any  more  than  be  does.  And,  when  seeing  him, 
what  hopes  have  I  of  success  ?" 

She  was  seated  in  Sidonia  Biddleoomb's  dreaaing- 
rooro,  and  now  rising,  approached  a  bandaoma 
cheval  glass  draped  with  laoe,  in  which  sba  contem- 
plated her  figure  drawn  to  its  full  beigbC 

T»  be  Cantvmud  in  So.  163—  Commenetd  in  Sit.  161 
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J      NEVER  BET  YOUR  MOMEY  OH  OE,  SHANCHAl. 
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1.  Oh    the  Shang  -  hai     Roos-ter     am      a  migh*ty   fan -ny  fowl,  He     on  •  ly  eata     ev  •  ry  thing  that 

2.  I  went      to        de     fair    for     to    see  de  fon-ny  fowl,  De     don*  ble  head  •  ed    pig-eon  and  di 
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he     can      ov  -  er  -  haul,   And     de  Shang  •  hai        fid  -  die     am      a     migh  -  ty     fan  •  ny   thing, 
one      ey  -    ed      owl  De  old      grey     goose  wid     no     web      be  -  tween  its    toes,  It 
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When  you  go    to  time    it      it  goes  ching,  ching,  ching. 
al-ways  makes    him  laugh  when  de  Shang-hai    crows. 
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Oh  I  nev  -  er  bet  your  mon-ey    on    Oa 
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Oh  nev  -  er    bet  yonr  mon-ey    on    de  Shanghai,  Pnt  yonr  lit  •  tie  chick-en    in     de 
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mid  -  die      of      de     ring,    But      nev  -  er      bet  your  mon  •  ey      on      de  Shang  -  hai 
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r    j^     8  Now  good  evening  white  folks,  I  tell  yon  I  must  go— 
w:,;:\'i:r:y-:..  TU  come  again  anoder  time  wid  de  old  banjo—  —^-v 
Chicken  in  de  bread  tray  picking  up  de  crumbs, 
H0  don't  care  a  bit  when  de  Shanghai  comes. 
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The  Irish  Volunteers. 

Wards  and  Wuslo  b.v  T!i->r.;;i3  E.  Povrers. 

copyright  li= '9,  Dy  Jin.  IT^ulineLleder. 

Sung  with  tnimons'-'BiiCJCSM  by  JaniraO'Nell. 

Tlie  Music  Is  publlblieil  in  elpffunt  llthoniiiphea  tltlo 

wage  by  Mrs  I'»ullnc  Ucder,  «0  ChatUam  Street. 

and  wiubeseni  U.  •.•■v.y  address.  i)ostpaiaon 

rocelpt  of  !>!  ice,  *)  cents. 


Oh  !  we  landed  in  Ihia  country. 

At  the  lime  of  tlie  great  bi<{  draft, 
We  walked  llie  town  in  st-arcli  (;f  work, 

Fiitz  we  did  ceek  for  f;rafl. 
IVe  roet  a  sergeant  on  the  street, 

lie  treated  uc  to  lajjcr  •xjer, 
i4nd  enliete<l  us  next  inorn,  boys. 

In  the  IrUh  Volunteers. 

CiioniH.  - 

We  felt  so  gay  as  we  inarched  an'ay, 

'Willi  tliuughls  of  oiilJ  Klin's  Inle, 
Onf  guns  aliorie  hrigiit,  in  the  clear  sunlight, 

Oh  !  tlie  captain  lie  did  smile. 
!•  saita  of  blue,  we  marched  two  by  two, 

The  girls  gave  ht-aity  cheers. 
For  ould  Krin's  b<%ys.  l>rave  soldier  boys. 

Id  the  Irish  Volunteers. 

They  dressed  ns  up  in  soldier  clothes, 

.^nd  fiitli  drilled  us  three  timec  a  day, 
Beeeived  orders  froui  head-quarters. 

To  the  war  we  marched  away. 
To  fight  the  red-e>kin  Indians, 

And  the  "  Nagur  "  fmiileers  ; 
TIm  knapsacks  were  shot  ullour  backs. 

In  tlie  Irish  Volunteers.  Chorus. 


They  threw  n*  in  a  baggage  ear. 

And  shipped  us  to  New  Vork  City,   . 
The  neighbors  gathered  iu  and  said. 

It's  a  shauie  and  a  pity. 
Th>-y  covered  ns  with  bread  and  soap, 

From  our  toes  clean  to  our  ears, 
We  resigned  our  post  of  honor. 

In  the  Irish  Volunteera. 


Chorus. 


^♦»-. 


Can  Ton  Give  He  Back  My  Heart. 

By  WUUe  WUdwave. 


Cui  yon  give  me  back  my  heart? 

bay  can  you  ease  it  of  its  paiu  ? 
Om  I  lorget  where'er  thou  ait, 

'Iha  very  ihonght  drives  n)e  insane. 
I  meet  the  old,  I  meet  the  young. 

And  tome  are  fair  to  look  upon  ; 
Can  I  -orget  the  songs  we've  sung. 

In  thoae  jovial  days  long  gone. 
Chobu& 

Ckn  yon  give  me  back  my  heart  ? 

Hay.  can  you  ease  it  of  its  pain  ; 
Can  I  forget,  where'er  thou  art. 

The  rery  thought  drives  me  insane. 

Can  ynu  give  me  back  my  heait? 

Tou  I  ask,  in  inilhful  strain  ;  , 
Onoe  I  thought  nothing  could  pnrt, 

Bnt  united  ws'd  remain. 
Tho'  to  me  thou  w  rt  false-hearted, 

I  shall  try-  try  to  forget, 

Those  happy  days  — long  departed. 
And  the  time  when  first  we  met. 

Can  you  give  me  back  my  heart? 

You  will  surely  want  it  not ; 
Many  miles  are  we  apart. 

Yet  unhappy  is  my  lot; 
I  oant  forget  the  first  love  token. 

When  your  heart  to  me  was  true  ; 
But  now,  alas !  all  ties  are  broken, 

Spite  of  all  that  1  could  do. 


Chorus. 


Chonu. 


^k-«0»- 


The  Famous  Hegiment. 

WonUbjOen.  cooper.  MuslcbyC.T.  French. 

OopyT.ght,  19T»,  by  Chas,  T,  French. 

Ttk»  MoBlc  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantljr 

•B  lutlid,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

pmt  pAld,  on  receipt  ot  price  40  centa. 

Oh  I  brif  ht  tnd  gay  we  march  away,  when 

draras  are  bMting  load, 


Ihe  stars  aud  stripes  above,  we  follow 

where'er  they're  sent. 
With  heads  erect,  and  perfect  line,  we  pass 

the  oheehng  crowd  ; 
The  people  admire,  with  martial  fire 

the  famous  regiment! 
How  proud  are  wo  on  dress  parade, 

When  trumpets  sound  and  banners  wave  ; 
Oh  !  then  our  dashing  boy>  are  always  true 

to  meet  their  country's  call, 
^ud  under  the  red,  the  while  the  blue, 

to  conquer  or  to  fall  I 

"  Cuoui's. 

Oh!  bright  and  free  we  march  away,  when 

drums  are  beating  loud, 
The  stars  and  stripes  we  follow 

wherever  they're  sent. 
With  heads  erect,  and  perteot  line,  we  pass 

the  cheering  crowd. 
The  |>eoplu  odwire,  with  martial  fire,  the 

famous  regiment! 
The  famous  regiment,  the  famous  regiweut! 

With  rank  aud  tile  we  lead  the  van,  where 

lame  and  glory  wait. 
We're  gallant  comrades  all,  and  ready  to 

conquer  or  die  ; 
With  perfect  drill  and  steady  step,  and 

every  heart  elat«\ 
We  always  obey  and  march  away,  neatli 

freedom's  glowing  sky  t 
Our  flashing  guns  in  sttady  line. 

We  hold  with  joy  in  every  eye  ; 
For  with  our  grand  array,  and  martial  air, 

the  ladies  we  do  charm. 
We'ra  ready  to  save  our  nation  fair,  from 

Insult  aud  from  harm ; 
With  steedf   o  gayly  prancing, 

And  treeilom's  flag  about  us  bent. 
Along  the  Kne  the  crowd  keep  glimcing, 
W  hile  they  cheer  the  famous  regiment  I 
Our  colors  gayly  flying, 

I'o  keep  the  line  each  eye  intent. 
Oh !  how  the  ladies'  hearts  are  sighing. 
For  they  love  the  famoiu  regiment.  Chorus. 

Oh  t  may  we  still  be  first  in  line,  if  war 

should  dim  the  sky ; 
Wit'i  hearts  so  bold  and  brave,  to  follow 

the  colors  we  love  ; 
.^nd  may  that  flag  in  glory  bright,  forever 

o'er  us  fly, 
While  marching  are  we  to  victory,  'neatli 

freedom'a  skj  above  I 
In  gallant  style  we  take  the  lead. 

When  duty  gives  the  stirring  eall ; 
Oh !  our  fame  is  known  everywhere,  t!b  march 

'tis  our  joy  and  pride, 
True  comrades  in  war,  or  peace  so  dear, 

were  marching  side  by  aida I 
The  drums  are  gaily  sounding. 

With  music  of  the  trumpet  blKt, 
With  what  joy  all  iiearls  are  bounding, 

W  hen  ihey  see  the  famous  regiment.     Ottonu. 


The  Night  I  Learned  to  Swini' 

Words  and  Music  by  Thomas  B.  Powen. 
Copyright,  18T9,  by  Thomas  E.  Powers. 
Sung  with  Immense  success  by  James  (VNell. 
Tho  Music  ot  thin  song  Is  published  In  elegant  litho- 
graphed title  page  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder,  60  Cbat- 
trcet^  Tvillbe  sent  to  any  address,  post 
paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents, 


ham  street,  wl 


One  summer's  night  ten  years  ago, 

The  gang  and  brother  Jim. 
Brought  me  down  to  the  dock  you  know,     , 

I'o  learn  ne  how  to  swim 
They  tied  a  rope  around  my  wdist. 

And  then  they  heaved  me  in. 
To  tell  the  truth,  I  was  nearly  drowned. 

The  night  I  learned  to  swim. 

CaoBcs.  " 

Swim  out  says  Pata,  arrah  kick  your  fset, 
Qo  over-hand,  saya  brother  Jim, 

The  gang  did  shoot,  a«  they  dragged  m«  cot, 
Tb*  n%ht  I  laamad  to  swim. 


Oil !  "chaw  roast-beef,  the  beef  ia  lough," 

The  gang  sung  out  to  me  ; 
They  daubed  my  f'>oe  with  lumps  of  tar, 

I  louked  like  a  Chinee. 
I  made  back-dives,  aud  sommer-saults,  • 

Along  wiih  Shorty   lim  ; 
Both  my  feet  were  cut  with  copper  naila, 

1  he  night  I  learned  to  swim.  Chorus. 

I  was  olioek  full  of  salt  water, 

Urought  to  a  liqucr-store,  -         .  r. 

There  they  rolled  me  on  a  barrel,    ' 

For  two  long  hours  or  more.  v.' 

Sure  they  made  me  drink  some  brandy, 

I  had  the  jim-jam-jims, 
I'll  ne'er  forget,  as  long  as  I  live. 

The  night  I  learned  to  swim.  Chonu. 

,  ■  ■  m^^^^ ; ...    • ;  I 

Sweet  Brookhill. 

By  M.  Heraghty.        Air  :    The  Uaip  that  once. 

I  remember  well  that  ancient  tower, 

Ihatslood  in  sweet  brookhill, 
I  think  I  see  the  ivy  bower, 

lieneath  it  on  the  hill.  '  , 

I  remember  well  the  days  of  old. 

When  I  was  gay  and  young. 
Beneath  that  bower,  in  ihe  evening  hoar, 

I  heard  sweet  music  sung. 

&ly  heart  would  sink  in  grief  to  thick,  * 

That  I  should  leave  l'>rookhill, 
But  I  could  not  help,  to  have  thee  left. 

My  heart  is  wiih  thee  still. 
The  lilly  white  swan,  on  yonder  pond. 

And  the  thrush  singing  in  the  tree. 
The  holly  green,  tm  the  verdant  lea. 

An  sweet  thoughts  to  me.      ■ 

The  scenes  are  there,  beyond  aompare, 

Aad  of  natnre's  artistic  skill. 
Yon  could  scan  the  hills  boyund  the  rill. 

And  lakes  of  wavers  still. 
Iler  delicious  fields  of  everg^en, 

Enhance  the  magic  scene, 
The  sun's  golden  ray  on  the  glittering  spray, 

llius  ornament*  her  stream. 

I  badeadies  in  the  month  of  June, 

To  that  fairy  scene. 
The  hills  were  green,  and  the  flowers  in  bloom. 

The  like  I  liave  never  seen. 
The  warbling  sweet  my  heart  did  greet. 

As  the  birds  sung  in  the  morning, 
The  UrK  was  high  in  the  azure  sky, 

^  tue  day  was  dawning. 


Thy  Voice  is  Kear. 

Words  tor  Mrs.  AJymer.   MubIc  by  W.  T.  Wrlghton. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  consuinUy 

on  hand,  and  wiil  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

pest  paid,  on  receipt  or  price,  lo  tents. 

Thy  Toioe  is  near  me  in  my  dreams. 

In  accents  sweet  and  low, 
Telling  the  happiness  and  love  ; 

In  days  long,  long  ago  I 
Word  after  word  I  think  I  hear. 

Yet  strange  it  seems  to  me  i 
That  tho'  I  Usten  to  thy  voioa. 

Thy  face  I  never  see, 
Thy  face  I  never  see, 

"Thy  face  I  never  see. 
That  tho' I  listen  to  thy  Toio^        ■:.'- 
:  ■    Thy  Csoe  1  never  see.      ,;.■-•. -^'v 

From  night  tonight,  my  weary  heaii 

Livea  on  the  treaaur'd  part, 
^nd  every  day  I  fondly  say  ; 

He'll  come  to  me  at  last  I 
But  still  I  weep.  I  watch,  and  pray,  '     . 

As  time  P'Us  slowly  on. 
And  yet  I  have  no  hope  but  Umi^   ^■■'    ''.:.':  ;^. 

The  first,  the  dearest  ona^ 
The  first,  the  dearest  oos, 

Tb*  firat  the  dearaet  one. 
And  yet  I  have  no  hops  bat  thaa^ 

The  first  the  dearaat  ona. 


rib 
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Brown  Eyes  Close  to  the  ^XHndow. 

wcKis  by  J.  c.  Macy.         Music  by  Rosabel. 

c'opTrlglit.  ls>n»,   byS.Bralnara. 

The  MuK'.c  of  tills  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  liand  and  will  toe  sent  by  us  to  any  addresa. 

post  pal<l,  on  receipt  ot  price,  40  cents. 

Sweet  liiilf  brown  eyee  cloie  to  ihc  window, 

■Wniiinii  '<"■  pai»a  lo  come  from  the  town, 
Laii<;liiri£;  oo  loudly,  talkini;«o  proudly, 

Never  a  it-ar-drop  in  bright  eyee,  bo  brown  I 
Hark  I  he  is  coining  up  from  the  gateway. 

Open  ihe  window,  and  fling  wide  the  door  I 
Voicea  to  silvery  echo  the  welcome, 

.Oear  little  '  brown  eyee  "  ia  happy  once  mora  I 

ClIORfS. 

Brown  eyes,  waleliing,  watching  fjr  papa, 

^^nlilillg  gwecl  welcome  for  me, 
0|>cn  the  window  and  fling  wide  the  door. 

I'apa  iti  coming,  bright  eyes  lo  see. 

CloM  by  the  window  somebody  watches. 

While  come  the  twinkling  stars,  one  by  one, 
lleiivrti  protect  onr  darling  forever. 

From  111!  life's  dan>:er8.  when  papa  is  gone ! 
.^Ii !  every  niunienu  throughout  ihe  wide  world, 

Someone  i«  praying  that  peace  may  be  giv'n — 
For  lillle  face«  go  from  the  windows, 

l.itile  ones  wait  b>  the  gateway  of  hcnv'n ! 


The  Oirleens  on  our  Block. 

Words  bv  Thomas  E  Powere.   Sung  by  Bbeldon  &  Mack. 

.Jim  6'Ncil,  JackConroy,  Lew  Smith,  Jack  Wilson. 

Air :     Babies  onourBlock. 


It  you  want  an  hour's  devarsion,  ;  ^ 

In  Keeiug  funny  tricks,  " 

Walk  over  with  me  silently, 
To  Caeey'srow  of  brioka  ; 
There  yonil  see  Paul  Casey, 

A  cradle  be  does  rock. 
Surrounded  by  yonng  "gamont," 
And  the  girleens  on  onr  block. 
There's  the  Casey's  and  the  LAceyl^  • 

From  the  devil  knows  where. 
Throwing  packs  of  firecrackers, 

"Neath  grand  lather's  rocking  ch&ir — SOftW— 
Sitting  round  the  yard  at  nighty 

Drinking  rye  and  rock. 
ShiRing  ring  a  ring  a  rosy,  v 

■With  the  girleena  on  our  block. 

Cborcb.       ,  .^     -;■' 
'        '    Ring  a  ting  a  rosy, 

A  bottle  fall  of  ry^  •        : 

My  darling  is  a  poey, 
And  lives  on  lemon  pie. 
'       '     Casey  odefi  all  hands  aroand. 

The  exadle  we  Mill  rock, 
VV:     Is  Btmg  by  the  girleens, 

A-boaraing  OD  our  block.         (Bepeat] 

Of  a  warm  night  in  the  summer. 

On  the  roof  we  try  to  sleep. 
The  blnck^nurds  from  the  comer, 

Ou  thuir  liuuda  and  knees  they  creep  ; 
They  Uuve  a  big  stuflTed  bladder, 

Tbey  "  crib  "  as  au  awful  R(x;k, 
Which  creates  a  roar  of  hiughter. 

From  the  girleens  on  our  block. 
Tljere's  the  Byan's  and  the  Bryaus, 

Men  of  oeu-ibility, 
D.inciug  jiKS  aud  reels  with  ease. 

And  gentility— Snow—  .      ;• 

All  the  neighbors  chiUler' 

Pliying  duck  upon  a  rock,    ,;..," 
A  firtmau  for  me  is  sung.        ^        .  '  v 

By  the  girleens  on  onr  block. 
IChobcs. 

.''■.-.     A  flremnn,  n  fireman,  '•';■•;-,■ 

'-,,"■'        A  dirt-cart  man  for  me, 
■"'■%    Aud  if  ever  I  get  married, 
'':'.].'.       A  fireman's  wife  I'll  be.  -.:,"' 

Casey  cries  all  hands  aronnd. 

The  cradle  we  will  rock. 
Is  anng  by  the  girleens 

A-b^irding  ou  oua  block.     [Bep  1st  Oho. 

Oh  I  good  morning,  Pandeen  Murphy, 

Yer  head  is  swelled  to^lay, 
Go  tell  yoor  wife.  His  her  torn, 


To  semb  the  "  walleyway  ;" 
Buy  softsoap  in  the  Dutchman's,  i,.   -„  ,  v,-.. 

And  a  Itunp  of  salt  rock,  :\5   ....;?-;. 

My  wife  she  will  assist  her,  ';;.." 

So'll  the  pirleens  on  our  block.  .■.;...-"••■: 

Fail,  we  scrubbed  and  we  rubbed,  ;■  . . '  V 

Til  the  sun  went  down  the  West, 
At  ten  o'clock  that  night,  ,      - . 

We  sat  down  to  take  a  rest— Snow— :  -       2 
Casey  cries  all  hands  arotmd,  ;    .'        ;'    - 

The  cradle  we  will  rock, 
Is  song  by  the  girleens,  ■  .  ■;,  '  .  ^   . 

A  booing  on  our  block. 

Ring  a  ring  a  rosy,  \  ;."'.-: 

A  bottle  fiill  of  rye,      ' 
My  darling  is  a  posy,  ;.  7 

And  lives  on  lemou  pie, 
Casey  cries  all  bands  aronnd,         :;   •' 

The  cradle  we  will  rock. 
Is  sung  by  the  girleens 

A-boardiug  ou  our  block.         [Repeat.] 


8hi  stood  At  The  Oate  Welcoming  Him  In. 

Written,  composed  and  sung  by  Gus  Williams. 

<  opyrlght,  1878,  and  pub,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  bong,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

postpaid,  on  ncelpt  of  price,  S6  cents. 


I 


Up  At  Jones'  Woods. 

Words  by  J .  L.  Feenry.       Air  :  Up  at  DQ(DeT%flMVt. 
Ued,  toNeUc.Malone.        ^    —    •• 


Vilo  diukiug  of  my  younger  da3'8,  ..     "•  ' 

Vich  von  some  years  ago, 
I  doiight  of  many  boyhood  tiicks  ;.;  ■. 

Vich  do  not  happen  now  ; 
Of  games  ve  played,  of  fun  ve  ha<l, 

vich  now  has  passed  away. 
Of  Sentences  they  used  to  give, 

So  difficult  to  say. 

Spoken;    De  sentences  voe, 

:_.-j. •.  ■;,:;■  :'2/,v/\  ^  CB0BT7S.      ■'■:■,        •;';■-■■■"":■; 
■She  stood  at  ihe  gate  weloomipg  him  in, 
She  stood  at  the  gate  welcoming  him  in. 
She  stood  at  the  gate  welcoming  him  in, 
I  dink  you'll  find  it  difficult  to  say.  ^     .  . 

"  The-op-oUs  This-tle,"  it  was  hard. 

And  "Peder  Piper,"  too, 
"  De  road  de  ragged  Bnffian  ran," 

"Time  tries  tncks  tough  and  trme." 
"  But  desA  I  overcome  mit  ease. 

As  older  I  became, 
And  many  harder  vones  I  fonght,  .  . 

Bat  it  remained  de  same. 

Spoken  :  Somehow  or  anoder,  I  never  conld 
si|T,  "  She  stood  at  de  g::te  welocming  him  in ;"  any 
eder  sentence  voe  easy  ;   uod  so  I  suppose  I  vill  go 


all  my  lifetime  trying  to  eay. 


Choros. 


One  More  Drink  Before  I  Go.  ' 

";        Words  and  Music  by  J,  8,  Slocum. 
Sung  by  tlie  Kenmare  Olee  Club. 

One  more  drink  l)efore  I  go, 

Ob  !  sweet  spirit  hear  my  prayer, 

A  little  stimulents  yon  know,  >        .i 

Often  drives  away  dull  care.  ■■'■'■■  ^! -i  ; 

Brandy,  bonrbon,  gin  or  beer. 

Give  me  anything  you  choose. 

O'er  your  grave  I'll  drop  a  tear, 

When  I  recover  from  the  blaes. 

/ '".  ''''■-'-' v-::.v"";i'^   CnoBus.    ■.■■'-"■  '■     .■■■>,;  ■'  ■■'.■:. 

One  more  drink  before  I  go,  ^ 

This  request  will  be  my  last, 
:    Thoogh  Tve  often  told  you  so 
All  my  drinking  now  is  past. 

One  more  drink  beforel  go,  '      ■  ;/  "■ 

My  poor  throat  is  filled  with  doat,      .    r'     ;  -^ 

I  feel  bad  firom  top  to  toe.  .  ■VV"'  " 

Have  another  drink  I  most 

Foamy  beer  to  me  tastes  fine. 

Fancy  drinks  I  don't  dislike. 

Eternal  blesnnga  will  l>e  thine, 

Don't  nfose  me,  please  don't  Mike.         Chora. 


Myeelf  and  Lizzie  RodgerB, 

Who  is  my  steady  company, 
Attended  a  mixmliKht  picnic. 

Of  the  Peerless  Coterie. 
The  girls  with  smiliug  faces. 
Where  in  a  happy  mood. 
And  every  one  went  in  lor  for  tvatt 
Up  at  Jones'  Wood. 

Chobits. 
We  danced  aud  waltzed  togetbsr, 

Aud  Lizzie  whs  so  good, 
I  kissed  her  aud  caressed  her ; 
Up  at  Jones'  Wood. 

The  mnsic  wad  delightful. 

It  kept  them  in  good  cheer, 
Aud  their  merry  ringing  laughter, , 

Conld  be  heard  both  &  and  near. 
The  stnrs  were  linghtly  shining. 

The  time  did  quickly  gUde, 
I  was  in  a  fit  of  LC«taMy, 

With  Lizzie  by  my  side. 

The  girls  were  captivating. 

You  could  not  ket- p  still. 
They  danced  the  merry  laneien^ 

AIk)  the  gay  qnadrille, 
To  please  the  churming  creatures, 

The  boys  done  all  they  conld, 
But  they  got  on  tbt- ir  tur  n-drinkiog 

Up  ut  Jones'  Woo<l. 


This  Little  Boon  That  I  Ask. 
By  John  J.  McGonlfle.    D  d,  to  Miss  TeM«  L. 


Ahl  Nature's  fHirdnugliter, 

Now  oome  drink  with  me  ; 
You  ean  se«  it's  not  water 

That  I  offer  thee, 
No,  no,  it's  oham-pag-ne, 

Anii  we  drink  it  so  free. 
That  again  will  I  afk  thee. 

Will  thou  not  drink  with  me. 

What !  still  you  refuse 

This  little  boon  that  I  ask. 
Never  mind,  sure  I  know 

It's  not  a  vary  hard  taak. 
And  again  when  I  invite  thee. 

To  sip  from  my  glass. 
Then,  please,  Uule  darling. 

Do  not  let  it  pass.     ^ 

Ah !  thanks  to  thee,  darling. 

You  are  very  kind. 
You've  granted  my  wish, 

I  am  yours  for  all  th&e. 
Altboueb  I'm  not  seUlah, 

but  1  still  have  a  with. 
And  that  is  at  parting. 

One  sweet  little  kiss. 


If  we  Part  Forever. 

FraasAM. 

m. 

Music  sent  by  us  to  any  addrcbs.  price  MCMt^ 


DfDo  WlttC.Kuragup.  Musicbr 

copyright,  167«,  by  Mrs.  J.  M.  iJaJl. 


/liid  Ihns  you  rpeak  of  parting, 
It  will  be  light.  \ou  say, 

And  you  will  soon  forget  me, 

When  you  are  far  away  ; 
Shall  we  the  tie  now  sever? 

Ne'er,  ne'er  to  meet  again* 
Have  we  lost  all  forever  ? 

Were  all  our  lif>|)<>t  in  vainf 
Have  we  lost  all  forever? 

Were  all  our  hopes  is  vain  ? 

Thia  world  was  once  a  fleavan. 

For  ns  of  love  and  blias. 
We  oould  not  think  another. 

Were  happier  thau  thia ; 
But  if  we  part  forever, 

.4nd  if  you  go  from  me. 
My  faithful  heart  will  f  tllow, 

.^nd  e'er  remain  with  thee. 
My  faithful  heart  will  follow. 

And  e'er  remain  with  tliea. 
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Judge  and  Downing  Club 

Dedicated  to  Judge  and  Downing,  of  Brooklyn,  L.  I, 
by  L.  Buckley.  Air  :     Casey's  Social  Club. 

Tli*re  wag  a  toeial  |>arty  of  baclielors  old  and  new, 
Met  at  Judge  and  I'uvrning'a  in  Mjrlle  Avenue  ; 
There  wai  do  tickets  nf  adtuianiou,  or  charge 

for  seats  reserved, 
But  f  uu  will  tind  llum  none  tbe  less  good 

fiehmea  true  and  tried. 

'■:",' ^r".'         Chorus.  ;;. 

1  here  was  preaideat  Ibomas  Flaherty  and 

secretary  Buck, 
For  tbe  gents  conviviality  they  could  not  do  enough, 
It  waa  Cbarley  liere,  and  Barney  there,  the 

Doctor,  John  and  Dan, 
And  arm  in  arm  came  Downing  with  the  great 

big  cbowder  man. 

The  room  wax  decorated  witli  flags  of  every  land, 
1  111  gents  got  elevaied.  Pat  Rooney  couldn't  stand  ; 
Ihert*  were  pogies  i!i  their  cag<;s,  and  lobsters  in  a  tub, 
Laid  und«r  the  ezteusioa  in  the  Judge  and 

Downing  Club. 
There  was  president,  &c. 

There  was  treasnrer  Barney  Owens,  vice-president 

John  Devin, 
And  several  politicians  from  New-Vork  and  Brooklyn. 
It  was  Larry  here,  and  Charley  there,  with 

'Ihomas,  John  and  Wot. 
To  fiftU  ia  liue  an^  tak«  your  turn  to  chowder 

rich  and  hot. 
There  was  president,  <bc. 

There  was  Doctor  Murphy  of  Spiritualiatio  fame, 
Attended  bv  Ins  valet  Monsieur  Scully  of  Notre  Dame, 
'i  o  spiriraalue  Tom  Flaherty,  was  more  than 

they  could  do, 
So  the  Spirits  from  his  pockst,  his  bandkerehief 

they  drew. 
.    There  was  president,  <fec. 

Now  my  Bong  to  finish,  let  this,  boys,  be  our  toast ; 
buceees  to  Judge  ood  Downing  our  genial 

generous  hosts. 
May  they  never  want  for  warm  friends,  whose 

wit  and  humor  most. 
Make  piscatorial  epicures  of  their  biialves  ft-eely  boast. 
1  here  was  president,  ae. 


She  Died  on  the  Street 

Written  and  sung  by  P.  J.  Downey. 

Dark  w»f  the  night  and  tbe  anow  it  was  fallins. 

Streets  all  deserted,  tbe  wind  bleak  and  ohilT, 
Those  who  were  hiippy  were  eileatly  sleeplntpi 

Death  in  its  mantlu  conld  not  be  more  still. 
Hark  to  a  noi»e— heavena,  some  one  is  crying  f 

^ome  «n<-  lo-nighl  in  Mifferinif,   I  fear  ,• 
"  llrl|>  me.  <>li !   Iirli*  tiie  I   ()!   Loid  I  aiu  dying! 

Ma;»t  I  di«  frieudlcss.  i'<  nubody  ueur. 

C'llOKtsf. 

Starving  and  cryins-  friendless  and  dying, 

Waiiiiering  about  but  no  friend  coiiM  she  meet; 

Cold  winds  a-iea!'iii:r,  her  |io<>r  heart  u-freezing. 
Heaven  relivVrd  her,  she  died  uii  the  street. 

Once  I  wns  yonnj  and  as  pur''  b<  n  dew-drop, 

Ofien  my  poietii-'  nereanked  for  my  liand  ; 
Oh  !   no — no.  iievvr.  lli .y  could  not  part  with  me. 

Mother  lluMi^lll  1  wus  the  best  in  tlio  land. 
When  they  were  dyiri;!.  f'-r  lue  tliey  were  praying, 

lleaven  liiive  meicy,  I  cannot  help  cry. 
I  »»-nt  lliem  Uiih  lo  li^eir  ^mve  broken-hearted. 

Now  on  ilie  street  a  poor  outcast  i  die.     Chorus. 

Wliere.  oli  !  wh«>re  — oli  !  where  is  my  Mnry  ? 

Loiiff  veani  have  gone  sine-;  I  piirt*d  from  thee  ; 
Wliy  did  I  Jiave  y<»u  in  sjrief  and  temptaliun. 

Death  cine  tu  me  and  my  mind  will  be  finse. 
Man.  g.i  awny  nnd  sit  down  lo  repentance, 

.  o  see  ynr  poor  Vary  'tis  no  n»e  to  crave. 
She  now  roanif  in  lleaven  where  God  will  protect  he*, 

U«r  body  lies  deep  in  a  lone  p^iuper'a  grave. 

Ohonw. 


President  McMollin. 

Rung  by  J.  E.  Mtirphy.  of  Murpby  &  Mack. 

I  am  a  politician  »{ integrity  and  fame, 

Im  a  candidate  for  tbe  l'residt'i)t,  and  McMullen, 

tliai's  my  name  ; 
I'm  tbe  talk  uf  all  the  ciiv  now,  it's  well  I 

know  my  fate. 
Four  dollar  ci^'ars  will  not  be  smoked  when 

McMullen  rules  tbe  state. 
*    Chobis. 
I'll  give  you  my  idea,  that  is,  I'll  give  you  some, 
Of  what  McMullen  intends  to  do  when  he  s 

there  in  Washington. 
(Repeal.) 

I'll  raise  tbe  laborers'  wages,  politicians'  I'll  reduce, 
Soap  and  sugar  I II  give  away,  and  all  kinds  of  produce; 
All  Chinese  must  emigrate,  and  go  back  home  again, 
And  when  I'm  there  in  Wavhingtou  I'll  slick 

to  Senator  Blaine. 
.'  I'll  give  you  my  idea,  (be. 

No  crooked  men  in  office,  6l<  aling  money  from  the  poor, 
Politiciiins  will  have  no  graft  <>r  uny  sinecure  ; 
The  world  will  be  rejoicing,  and  my  friends 

will  propagate. 
And  they'll  all  find  money  iu  the  street  when 

McMullen  rules  the  State. 
I'll  give  you  my  idea,  <fcc. 


Fair  Moon  to  thee  I  Sing- 

From  the  Celebrated  Opera,  "  Plnatore.'" 

Fair  moon  to  thee  I  sing, 

bright  regent  of  the  heavens 
Say,  why  is  everything 

Either  at  sixes  or  at  sevens  ? 

I  Imve  lived,  hitherto. 

Flee  from  the  breath  of  slander. 
Beloved  by  all  my  crew— 

A  really  popular  commander. 

But  now  my  kindly  crew  rebel. 

My  daughter  to  a  tar  is  partial. 
Sir  Joseph  storms,  and  sad  to  tell, 

lie  threatens  a  court  martial  I 

Fair  moon,  to  thee  I  sing, 

Bright  regent  of  the  heavens. 
Say,  why  is  everything 

Either  at  sixes  or  at  sevens. 

Still  They  Come. 

Sung  with  Immense  euccese  by  Harry  Montague. 

The  Music  ot.  itUs  or  any  otber  song,  kept  constantly 

ob  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addrese, 

post  paid,  OD  receipt  of  prtce.  86  cents. 

I'm  a  victim  of  fate,  now  my  woes  I'll  relate. 

You'll  really  be  sorry  for  me. 
For  when  sorrow  I  sup,  next  day  I  get  up, 

I  hen  I  have  it  for  dinner  and  tea. 
Some  folk«  lake  their  ills,  one  by  one.  just  like  pills, 

But  I  usually  Hwalluw  the  box. 
First  it  rains  then  it  |M>ur'i  misfortunes  by  scores, 

And  culaiuiiies  fullow  in  (locks. 
CiionuB. 
Still  they  come,  still  they  come — 
'i  roubles  und  hotbers.  one  after  the  oilier, 
iStill  they  come,  siill  they  come — 
'lliere'it  noUiiiig  but  trouble  for  nic. 

I  wish  I  d  been  dead  on  the  dav  I  was  wed, 

"I'would  have  saved  me  a  terrible  life. 
For  nobody  knows  wirit  I  could  disclose 

Concerning  the  friends  of  my  wife — 
There's  my  niotlier-in-luw,  nnd  her  sisters  a  score. 

And  relalions  a  wonderful  share. 
They  come,  and  they  elay,  and  they  won't  go  away, 

For  no  matter  how  many  are  there.         Chorus. 
Ciiuui  8. 
Still  thev  oome,  si  ill  they  come—  • 

Uncles  and  eoui^ins.  and  aunts  by  the  doaen. 
Slill  they  com*,  still  they  come — 
1  hoarding  and  lodging  with  me. 

I  onoe  thought  Id  enjoy,  a  sweet  baby  boy, 
To  cheer  me,  and  eauee  me  delight. 

I  didn't  mind  ttvo.  ami  with  f -or  I  oould  do, 
Aad  1  ttoafht  UiM  with  aiz  I  i|m  rigkt ;     ^ 


I  put  up  with  my  fate  when  the  nnmher  wan  eight, 
hut  tbe  tenth,  brought  me  i=orruwand  woe. 

For  now  s>ie  begins- just  think  !  to  have  twins, 
.^though  I  may  try  all  I  luiow. 

.-r-\-:  Chobos.    /■'■V'--.;'^  :'.■'■.,■";' '■. 

Still  tliey  come,  still  they  come — 
Doctors  and  nurses,  and  babies;  I  ousseSf.-    . 
Slill  they  come,  still  they  oome-^  .■-,: 

A  very  large  family  for  me. 


The  Colored  Embasadors. 

By  C.  R.  Dockstader.   for  Bines  and  Bloeeom. 


We  are  two  colored  swells  from  South  Car-lina, 

Two  highly  educated  Senators  : 
On  our  way  lo  Congress  we  have  stopped  to  see  you, 

Our  minds  to  fame  doth  soar. 
We  set  the  public  crazy,  such  speeches  you 

never  heard, 
And  we  will  have  our  way,  and  fix  things  up 

in  Congress, 
For  we  are  two  thoroughbreds,  j. 

Oh!  yes,  we  are  thoroughbreds,  ' 

(sym,)  Senators,  (sym  ) 
Chobub. 
Then,  its,  oh!  my,  we're  number  one,  <     i 

Our  way  we'll  have  when  we  reach  Washington, 
Our  style  will  turn  their  heads, 
.^nd  we'll  show  them  that  we  are 

thoroughbred  Senators. 

Now  there  isn't  two  more  nigs  in  Sooth  Car'Una 

Like  us  two  highly  educated  eooos ; 
And  We'll  show  them  when  we  reach  the  Legislature, 

They  must  just  dance  to  our  tunes, 
.^d  when  we  reach  the  White  House,  '-      | 

And  get  within  its  doors. 
We'll  show  them  that  we  are  two  thoroughbreds, 

Two  highly  educated  Senators.  Chorus. 


Tell  the  FolJu  I'll  Soon  be  Home. 

Words  by  Geo.  Cooper.  Music  by  C.  T.  Freaeh. 

Copyrlgbt,  ISTT.  by  Chas,  T,  French. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  10  any  addreee, 

post  paid.  On  receipt  of  price  ss  cents. 


Oh  !  Ull  the  old  folks  I'll  soon  be  home, 

My  heart  is  dreaming  of  them  all  ! 
I  sisb  for  them  each  hour  while  here  I  roam. 

And  every  word  of  kindness  recall, 
Ar  away  my  steps  have  roamed  for  years,  ■        ,{. 

Longing  to  see  them  onoe  again ; 
The  mem  ties  of  the  past  have  brought  me  tears. 

My  heart  has  known  in  absense,  weary  pain. 
Cborcb. 
Bless  tbe  dear  ones  that  I  long  to  see, 

I  thiak  of  them  where'er  I  roam  ,*  .1 

Ob  !  give  them  all  one  loving  kiss  from  me. 

And  tell  them  that  111  soon  be  home  I 

I'ell  them  that  I'll  soon  be  borne  .'      . 

1  see  in  dreams,  my  mother  sweet! 

I  hear  e'en  now  her  words  of  love  I 
Upon  her  kn<e,  my  lips  ihe  prayer  repect  ;.'■  ' 

That  seemed  lo  lall  from  nngeU  above  I 
Father,  sisters,  brothers,  ne'er  forget. 

Fondly  I II  cliisp  them  to  my  heart  ! 
What  hallowed  joys  have  c'usteied  round  the  spot, 

Oh  !  dreams  of  home  ye  never  can  depart. 

i'lut^a  tbe  dear  ones,  <to. 

Oh  !  tell  the  folks  I'll  soon  be  home. 

Their  love  has  been  my  <;uiding  star!  ■  I  ' 

1'ho'  truant  tlioa;;bts  have  led  me  o'er  the  foam, 

I'll  leave  no  more  the  dear  ones  afar. 
Do  they  keep  one  little  kindly  p1ae«    . 

Deep  in  their  (gentle  hearl!>  for  inc  t 
I  long  to  look  upon  each  loving  face. 

And  hear  again  their  voices  merry  glee! 

Bless  tlie  dear  ones.  At. 
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Tell  Me  Darling,  ToqH  Be  True. 

Words  by  J.  T.  Rulledge,      Music  by  H.  P.  Banks. 
Copyright,  187»,  by  J.  F.  Perry  £  Co,  Boston. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  sontf.  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  he  sent  by  us  to  any  address. 

post  prdd,  on  rtcelpt  ot  price,  36  ceat& 


I 


Twine  your  arms  aronnd  me,  darling. 

Let  yonr  swfeet  eyes  beam  ou  me, 
Say  you'll  never  doubt  me,  darling. 

As  we  wander  o'er  life's  sea. 
Only  say  yoa'U  not  deceive  me,     , 

Proving  ever  kind  and  true, 
Tell  me  that  yon  still  believe  me, 

None  can  love  you  as  I  do. 
Chorus. 
Let  yonr  sweet  eyes  in  their  splendor, 

Speiik  their  love  as  I  love  yon, 
WhiBper  softly,  sweet  and  tender. 

Tell  me  darling,  you'll  be  true. 

How  conld  I  forget  the  bleasings. 
Yon  have  bro't  from  day  to  day, 

With  your  tender  sweet  caressings, 
Driving  all  my  cares  jway. 

Though  I  roam  'mid  scenes  of  pleasure. 
Though  my  heart  should  know  regret, 

You  are  still  my  only  treasure. 


One  I  never  can  forget. 

Years  may  bring  you  pain  and  sorrow, 
.  Time  may  bring  you  joys  unknown. 
But  the  coming  of  to-morrow, 

Mrty  bring  all  you'd  care  to  own  ; 
With  my  heart  so  wildly  beating, 

I  can  only  think  of  you. 
In  the  moments  swiftly  fleeting. 

Tell  me,  darling,  you'll  be  true. 


Chorus. 


I 


Parody  on  "Pinafore." 

By  Thorn  as  O.  Davis.        Sung  by  Kelly  and  Ryan. 

When  I  was  a  lad  I  had  served  a  term, 

As  a  iKtherer  of  mugs  in  a  barbers*  firm  ; 

As  a  five^ent  barber  I  soon  got  sore,  ,      n 

So  I  got  drunk  one  night  when  I  wrote  ••PInarore. 

I  wrote  "Pinafore"  so  snooeasfnllee 

That  it's  sung  by  all  the  anides  in  the  country. 

Ar  a  great  composer,  I  made  such  a  mark, 
TLey  made  me  inspector  of  the  tramps  in  the  park; 
So  for  fear  small-pox  would  destroy  their  ganl, 
I  had  them  vaccinated  with  a  cobbler  awL 
And  by  doing  this  job  so  "Komikally,'',y    . 
They  paid  for  my  ferry  over  to  Jersey. 

Between  writing  and  shaving  I  made  such  a  name. 

The  Widow  Oliver's  lawyer  I  soon  became  ; 

Then  I  gambled  in  a  clothing  store  with  an  old  galoot. 

That  by  turning  five  acee  I  won  the  suit. 

Oh !  it  fit  me  so  quick  and  looked  so  seedy,  V 

That  I  sold  it  for  a  dollar  in  a  hash  foundry.. 

By  smoking  old  stumps  I  paralyzed  my  jaw, 

Tbeu  I  Wfut  to  nig-i)ickin<jnud  a  hand-cart  did  draw; 

I  drawe»l  so  wt-ll  tiud  became  so  sm^irt, 

I  soon  became  the  owner  of  a  bi^  ash-cart. 

Now,  I  bored  you  all  to-night  so  friuhtfnllee, 

I'd  better  rig  my  "  Pinafore  "  and  skip  away  to  sea. 


Tve  a  Baby  in  Kalamazoo. 
By  Charles  OUdden.  Sung  by  Qoss  and  Fox. 

I've  n  baby  in  KMnmnzoo. 

Baby  mine- biiby  mine  ;    ■■    ■  .■ 
He  con  tikip  the  tm-'a-la-loo, 

Riby  mine— baby  mine. 
He  awliH;^  oil  our  bsick  (;a'eh 
Tack'es  peaches  by  the  ctate^ 
On  H  flshliall  he  can  skixte,    ,  .-.  ;    ; 

Bal)y  mine— baby  mine, 
He  cat!  eat  a  barrel  of  cakiB^      . 

Baby  mine.  '   '"'-■■''.■;■■.■':'.'■"■:':',.- 

He  makes  faoee  at  the  women,  ^^• 

Baby  mine— biiby  mine, 
in  a  soap  bowl  he  goeH  swimming. 

Baby  mine— baby  mine. 
Got  of  the  asti-pMi  w«  do  yank  bim. 
Li  his  high  oboir  wa  do  plank  him. 


Oh  !  heavens  how  we  spcmk  bim, 

Baby  mine — babv  mine, 
His  face  would  cave  a  bonk  in,    .  .  -/ 

Buby  mine.  '<-"'',■'■■-'.  ^;\  ;^^, 

At  the  table  he  is  queer.  ': -•  ,  / 

Baby  mine — baby  mine  ; 
Stnflfs  the  {uiu-cakes  iu  his  ear,  ,  j 

Buby  mine— buby  mine. 
Rubs  molasses  ou  his  nose,  '         V- '•  : 

Spills  the  mustard  on  his  clothes,     -    ■         ' 
He  jabs  the  hash  between  his  toes,     V...    ■'  /  ;. 

Baby  mine— baby  mine. 
And  we  wash  him  with  a  hose, 

Baby  mine. 

-  ^  iBi  ^ 

Broken  of  de  Day. 

Sungby  OossandFox.  '.../       V; 

I  had  some  tun  de  other  nipht, 

De  broken  of  de  day  done  come  at  last ; 
And  made  de  niggers  nil  run  away  wid  fright, 

De  broken  of  do  duy  done  come  at  lant. 
I'll  tell  you  how  it  was  I  was  crossing  de  tield, 

De  broken  ot  de  day  done  come  at  la^t  ; 
When  a  rattlesnake  bit  me  on  de  heel, 

De  broken  of  de  day  done  come  at  last. 
Cnonrs. 

Oh  !  Jonah  !  ah  !  Jonah  !  ah  !  Jonah  ! 
De  broken  of  de  day  done  come  at  last. 

Repeat  Choriih. 

They  took  me  home,  put  me  on  de  bed, 

De  broken  of  de  day  done  come  at  last  ; 
And  de  niggers  all  thought  that  I  was  dead, 

De  broken  of  de  day  done  come  at  last. 
De  wenches  dey  begin  to  cry, 

De  broken  of  de  day  done  come  at,IaBt, 
And  sing  dat  song  of  de  "  Sweet-by-aud-by, " 

De  broken  ob  de  day  done  come  at  last. 

■,■;■■■"::■■  ■:\:->  ■ '      ■  -  ChoruS. 


DUTCH  SONG  AND  DANCE. 

Sy  <3eorge  Murphy.      Sung  by  Murphy  and  Phannon. 

We  will  introduce  ourselves  to  you  ai  Karl 

und  Ludwig  Klum. 
We  are  both  from  Germany,  as  you  can  tell. 
We  are  wirkmg  is  a  croeery  shtnre,  tor  a  n?an 

named  Louie  Schlnm. 
Und  we  Uke  de  situation  puty  well. 
But  de  only  faulj  we  have  to  find  ie  de  loflfers 

in  de  street. 
Dey  pull  a  wooden  pistol  und  say  bum  ! 
Uod  whenever  we  go  out.  de  whole  of  dem  will  shout. 
Say,  fellers,  dere's  dem  animals  dey  call  Klum  ! 
K-l-u-m.  Klum,        (Break." 
Kaxl  und  Ludwig  Elum.        (Break.) 
Chorus.  , 

We  can  skip  de  tra-le-li^lu  very  well. 

We  can  pined,  und  dey  say  we  do  de  glide. 

Now  while  we  got  a  chance  we  will  do  a  little  danoe. 

Uud  we  11  piffed  und  we'll  waltz  to-morrow  night. 

(Dance.) 

We  landed  here  two  months  ago  in  de  German 

ship  Berlin ; 
YuBt  imagine  we  was  four  weeks  on  de  »ea. 
Yon  cau  judge  yourselis  how  glad  we  wa?  when 

de  rteamer  did  come  in, 
To  a  place  we  dink  dey  called  it  Battery. 
We  look  our  trunk  und  walked  away  so  nice 

und  quietly. 
Till  we  reached  a  shtreet  on  de  lamp-post  was  iiroouie; 
When  ot  once  we  turned  around  und  tweiily 

iKMtblacks  found. 
Who  were  etandine  on  deir  hands  iin>l  shouting  Klum. 
K-l-u-m.  Klum,         (Break.) 
Karl  und  Ludwig  KIuui.         (Bieak.) 

\Ve  cau  skip,  Ac. 


How  Oive  Three  Cheen. 

I  am  the  monareh  of  the  ma, 

1  he  ruler  of  the  Qneen's  NavM, 

Whose  praise  Great  BriUiu  loudly  ebanU. 


And  we  are  his  rist«ra.  and  his  eousinc  and  hi*  aunts! 
All :     And  we  aru  Uu  «isters,  and  hi*  cousihs, 

and  hit  aunla  1 

Wlvfn  at  anchor  here  I  riJo, 
My  l><>8om  swells  willi  |'ride. 
And  I  snap  my  fingers  at  a  foeman's  taaats  ; 
All ;     .Ind  so  Jo  his  ^isterr,  and  his  eonsin's, 

and  his  aanla ! 
And  i<o  do  his  sisters,  and  his  cousin's 

■•-■./ v.,;:;",'       andhisauols! 

But  when  the  bret-jses  blow. 
1  geiiernlly  go  below, 

.\ri<i  eeek  the  si  elusion  tlial  a  cabin  grants! 
All  :     .^nd  so  do  his  sisters,  and  hi*  cousins, 
-;  and  hi*  anntt ! 

An-]  BO  do  his  his  sisU re  and  hi*  cou*inn 

and  hi*  auul* ! 
His  sisters  and  his  cousins, 
\Vlioi:i  1.0  reckons  up  by  dozens, 
Aad  liisauntv! 


Little  Buttercup. 

From  the  relebraled  Opera,  •'  PInarore." 

Hail  nien-o'-vnr's  men — safegnards  of  jxmr  nation. 
Hero  is  an  end  at  lai<t  ot  all  privation  ; 
Youve  got  your  pay— spare  all  you  can  afford 
To  weleonic  little  i>ulleroup  on  board. 

For  I'm  called  litle  Butteroup— dear  little  Buttereup 

Thdugh  i  eould  never  tell  why  ; 
But  still  I'm  called  Huileroup— poor  little  BulteroDp, 

•Sweet  little  Uuttercup,  I. 

Iv'e  snuff  and  tobaccy,  and  exoellent  jacky ; 

I've  scissors  and  watches  and  knives  ; 
I've  ribbons  and  laces  to  set  off  the  face* 

Of  pretty  young  sweetheart*  and  wives. 

I've  treacle  and  toffy,  and  excellent  eoffee. 

Soft  tommy  and  succulent  chop*  ; 
I've  chicken*  and  conies  and  pretty  polonie*. 
.And  excellent  peppermint  aroi-M. 

Then  buy  of  your  Buttercup— dear  little  ButtarMip. 

Sailors  should  never  be  shy  ; 
So  buy  of  your  Buttercup — iwot  little  Buttereup. 

Come,  of  your  Buttercup  Duy  ! 


i 


Finger-Prints  Upon  the  Pane.  V 

Words  by  G.  M.  Vlckers.       Music  by  T.  P.  Weatenderf. 

Copyright  187»,  by  J.  w.  Shaw. 

The  Music  Is  published  In  elegant  Uthographed  uae 

page  by  Mrs  PauMne  Ueder,  60  Chatfiam  Street. 

and  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post  paid  on 

receipt  or  price,  40  cents. 

I  bad  opened  wide  the  shutters 

Of  the  long  deserted  room. 
And  a  flood  of  golden  sunshine 

Chased  away  the  drearr  gloom. 
'Twas  uhile  fuzing  round  wiili  teodemess 

Where  baby  last  had  lain. 
That  1  chunced  to  cce  its  finger-printi 

Upon  the  wiudow-pane. 
C/Honus. 
How  the  silent  tear-dnips  stnrted, 

Koolieli  tears  1  knew  were  vain. 
As  1  kivsed  away  the  liny 

I'iiigcr.printa  upon  (he  pane. 

Still  (lip  empty  crib  was  slnnding. 

In  h»  old  accustorred  place. 
But  from  neath  the  little  blankets 

ree|>ed  no  prescioue  infant  faoe — 

ilow  1  lon^'ed  to  clarp  iln  angel  fom . 

One  more  sweet  l>i!<o  ohtnin. 
From  the  rosy  lij>s  that  oft  had  prsMi/^, 
Against  the  window-pane. 

Oh!  my  heart  seemed  a^riost  breaLtng 

As  I  gathered  from  the  floor. 
Here  a  *hoe  and  there  a  stooking 

1liat  Div  darling  one  had  nan. 
Ad'I  I  could  not,  tho°  I  lovod  Ilia  /oom. 

One  moment  more  remain. 
Where  those  snowy  hands  liad  l«A  tlivir  pnnU 

Upon  the  window-pane.  CU>rua. 
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Tllf:    SIMOERS'    JOURIVAJL. 


The  Lost  Jewel. 

'  Written  and  composed  H.  8.  Blunt       : 

Copyriglit  1870  by   U.  8.  Blunt.' 

All  rights  reserved. 

Tb«  Uoste  Is  published  in  elegant  Uthograpbed  title 

page  by  Mrs  Pauline  Lleder,  60  Chatnam  Street, 

and  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  poai  paid  on 

receipt  of  price,  40  cents.       Also,  Tlio 

"  No  Work  waltz,  price  40  cents. 


Tlion'st  eone  far  away  from  me  darling, 

I've  :am  iliee  in  yon  vilent  tomb  ; 
Yet  mern'ry  recalls  thy  »w«;»-t  presence, 

'i'o  obeer  me  where'er  I  may  roam. 
I  ihiiik  of  the  oay  we  wt-re  parted, 

'J  he  hrarl-brukcn  friends  that  atood  by  ; 
Death  oamc  and  i'..  cevered  tiiat  lie  love, 

1  by  ipirit  did  mount  upon  liigb. 
Chorcs. 

Thou'st  gone  far  away  from  me  darling, 

I've  lam  thee  in  yon  aileni  tomb  ; 
Vet  meiu'ry  recalls  thy  sweet  presence. 

To  ol>e«r  me  where  er  i  may  roam. 

I've  thought  of  our  home  in  the  west  love, 

Of  friends  and  kindrvd  so  dear; 
A\»*  !  dt-ail)  has  etiiered  th  it  home  love, 

ilnd  robbed  it  o;'  all  ib&t  can  ^iieer. 
I  think  of  vhee  ever,  my  loved  one, 

Uow  hard  it  was  from  thee  to  part; 
And  whil<5  I  liave  life  and  have  hope  lore, 

I II  cli«ri«b  ibee  dear  lo  my  heart.         Chorus. 

I'll  eomc  to  thee  soon,  my  dear  darling. 

And  never  auain  from  thee  part ; 
The  sun  tlien  will  ohine  wiih  thai  brightness, 

Ai\d  plt-asure  return  to  my  heart. 
Then  life  sh  ill  be  sweet  as  bt-fore  love. 

And  gladne«s  reeeho  wiib  juv  ; 
To  meet  thee  above  in  that  rtalm  love. 

Where  death  ne  er  again  can  destri-y.     Chorus. 


Ood  Bless  My  Boy  at  Sea- 

Words  by  Geo.  Cooper.       Music  by  T.  Brigham  Bishop. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  rt.c«lpt  of  price,  BS  cents. 

The  waves  were  beating  on  the  shore. 

The  rain  was  falling  fast, 
The  beacon  light  up>on  the  roek, 

(Shown  brigDt  amid  the  blast; 
Within  the  fl-hcr's  lone'y  cot, 

1  be  hearth- fire  danoed  in  glee. 
And  Ihrre  «  weeping  rooiber  prayed. 

'°  God  bless  my   boy  al  sea,'' 
And  there  a  weeping  mother  prayed, 

'•  God  bless  my  boy  at  sea." 

All  night  the  warring  of  the  waves. 

Was  loud  along  the  shore, 
And  many  a  sailor  lad  afar. 

Came  to  hi*  Lome  no  more, 
.^iid  still  the  mother  watclied  and  pnyti; 

"  My  trust  1  place  in    I  bee ! 
.4nd  ifil  b«  I  by  holy   will, 

O!  bleus  my  boy  al  sea  !  " 

The  morning  dawned  in  r-jy  light, 

Ihe  winds  Wfie  lulled  to  rest; 
The  waves  w<-re  rocking  |)eaoefuJ'y, 

As  on  n  mothcr'ti  brtiiDi  ! 
"  i»af«  bo:ne  t"  niel   safe  home  to  meJ 

I  knew,  wUat'er  »ou!d  be. 
Thiit  Gild  Would  heed  my  earnest  prayer, 

And  l)le»s  my  boy  ul  een  !" 


The  Twilight  Coterie. 

Wordi  and  Music  by  Donly. 

Music  pub,  «  CopyrtgUt  18T9,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

Sung  by  J.  E.  Murphy,  of  Murphy  &  Mack. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  liiind  and  w  ill  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  pilce,  36  cents. 

Our  o1n>>  in  always  nnfc>d  for  its  larkmg  and  sparkin' 
Sucli  danoin'.  and  siiigin'  and  jolly  sport  have  we  ; 
Oor  |.i«-nic«  bale  them  all  without  denial,  a  trial 
Would  set  you  wild  with  pleasure  at  the 

Twilight  CoUrW. 
1 .. — JU 


It's  danoe  and  pranoe,  and  eatoli  the  motion  ea>y, 
.^nd  in  a  whirl,  awing  your  girl,  now  w«  re  off 

in  at  vie  you  see, 
And  still  the  fiddles  and  the  horns  are  soundin' 

while  boundin' 
Are  the  merry  spellers  of  the  Twilight  Coterie. 
Chobi'h. 
Then  it's  on  a  summer's  night  in  the  park,  my  boys. 

Where  the  merry  girls  are  vingiu'  light  and  free. 
Hands  around  and  round,  and  round,  oh ! 

what  a  lark,  my  boys. 
How  the  spielers  prance,  at  the  moonlight 

dance,  of  the  'i'wilight  Coterie. 

There's  honored  delegations  from  the  "  Starlights" 

and  '•  Skylights." 
"  The  "  Ours  "  and  "  Yours  "  and  other  ooleries. 
Together  wiiii  their  friends  and  their  ladies,  the  dairies, 
Invited  guests  whose  hearts  are  blessed 

with  all  the  beer  they  please  ; 
It's  skip  and  dip.  and  sachez  round  in  glory. 
Oh!  Kale  aslhore!  bang  the  floor,  that's  the 

Blyle  of  girl  for  me. 
And  so  around  we  balance,  and  each  diii^v  if*  crazy 
Wid  great  hilarity,  ull  at  the  I  wilight  Coterie. 

'Iben  it's  on  a  summer's,  ie. 


Bidalia  McCann. 

Words  and  Music  by  Donly. 

Copyright  1879.  and  pablished  by  E.  n.  Harding. 

Sung  by  J.  B.  Murphy,  of  Murphy  &  Mack. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

.  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price  36  cents. 

There  is  a  girl  of  famous  note. 

Among  llie  upper  nine,  ^ 

Considerably  comilfo. 

Or  something  in  that  line  ; 
When  but  a  child  she  answerad  to 

The  sudden  name  of  "  Nan," 
But  now  her  high-tuned  monnygram 
Is  bidalia  Jane  MoCann. 
Cuoars. 
Bidalia  Jane  McCann,  the  elegant  Miss  MeCann, 

i  here's  none  so  sweet  as  her,  no  girl  so  neat  as  her, 
Peggy  or  Julia  Johanna  or  Kate,  like  Bidalia        " 

Jane  MoCann, 
The  elegant  Miss  MoCann,  I'm  sure  there's  not  wan. 
That  can  Date  the  bon-ton  of  Bidalia  Jane  McCann. 

Her  education's  wenderful, 

She  spelU  and  writes  by  ear, 
She  plays  the  "  Maiden's  Prairie," 

Aod  sings  "  Beloved  Ear." 
She  says.  "  I  feel  so  fatiffayed 

I  don't  know  what  to  do," 
Says  I,  "  Bidale,  some  grub  and  ale. 

Might  help  your  fatigu." 

She  gives  a  "  German  "  every  week, 

And  "  Irish  "  too  as  well. 
She  says  a  cork  would  shade  my  fao*. 

8o  I  oould  tend  the  bell  ; 
She  sings  duetts  all  by  herself. 

She  ivlks  French  like  a  man. 
She's  very  au-revore  indeed, 

la  iiidaliit  Jane  McCann. 


Ch«rus. 


Chorus, 


Mollie  Avoomeen- 

Words  by  ceo.  Cooper.  Music  by  C.  M.  Pyke. 

Music  published  and  Copyright  1S77,  by  O.  DlUion  &  Co. 

The  Music  of  tlil.sorany  oilier  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

poet  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  80  lenta 

Mollie  nvoumeen,  the  rose  of  my  heart, 

Sad  is  the  day,  love,  when  we  two  must  part, 

Soon  must  I  wander  afar  o'er  the  sea. 

Soon  1 11  be  pining  in  sorrow  for  thee, 

Brii;ht  was  the  morning,  when  firnt  love,  we  met, 

I>ark  be  the  day  when  your  love  1 11  forget, 

1  bink  of  me  still,  dear,  when  fur  o  ^r  the  SM, 

Mollie,  avourneen  a-cusbia  iiu>cbre«. 

Chobus. 
Decreet  and  tmest  wherever  I  stay, 
bricthteet  and  fairest  'till  life's  lateat  day, 
oiii  how  I  sorrow  to  wander  from  thee, 
MolUa  Avourneen  a-onshla  moabree. 


Mollie  avonrneen  the  star  of  my  night. 
Gleam  in  thy  beauty,  thou  jewel  so  bright. 
Soon  oball  I  clasp  thee  in  joy  to  my  heart. 
Soon  shall  I  meet  thee  on  earth  ne'er  lo  part. 
Gaze  on  me  fondly  with  loves  gentle  gl<'W, 
Keep  to  each  promise  those  sweet  lips  bestow, 
Give  me  a  kiss,  love,  to  take  o'er  the  sea, 
Mollie  avourneen  a-cusbIa  niochree,  Choi  us. 


>-••• 


When  the  Birds  Have  Gone  to  Sleep. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  A.  Huntly,  Author  of 

"  Take  me  buck  to  home  and  mother. 

Music  sent  by  us  to  any  address,  price  40  cents. 

W'hen  the  roses  bud  and  blossom 

by  the  rippling  river  side. 
Where  ihev  gently  nod  and  listen 

'I'o  the  music  of  the  tide. 
W^hile  the  early  slur*  are  shining. 

In  llie  far-off  azure  deep. 
Come  to  meet  me  dearest  darling. 

When  the  birds  have  gone  to  sleep. 
Chorus. 

Come  to  meet  me,  dearest  darling. 

Where  the  shado#s  sollly  oreep. 
In  the  oalm  and  p<>aoe<ul  twilight. 

When  the  birds  have  gone  to  sleep. 

How  I  long  'o  bear  you  whisper 

All  the  story  of  our  love. 
With  uobody  very  near  us 

Save  the  leaflets  up  above. 
Sweetest  words  to  thee  addressing. 

Loving  arms  around  me  oreep. 
Could  we  evermore  ihui*  linger 

When  the  birds  have  gone  lo  sleep. 


Chtrus. 


The  Two  McMoUins. 
Sung  by  Marpby  and  Mack. 


We  are  the  two  McMullaoa, 

As  ye  all  do  know,       .* 
A  little  Irish  daneing 

To  ve  we're  going  to  show. 
We  landed  in  this  oountry 

Just  fifteen  years  ago. 
And  for  making  money 

You  bet  we  are  not  slow. 

CnoRcs. 
It  was  in  the  garden  I  met  you,  darling. 

Where  the  snararock  grows. 
It  was  there  you  stole  my  heart,  dear  Baroayc 
Just  twenty  years  ago. 
Is  that  so  ?    It  is  to. 
Oh!  yea,  it  iato. 
Is  that  so  ?    It  is  bo. 
Oh !  yes,  itisyo. 

So  DOW  we're  going  to  leare  you. 

We  bid  you  all  farewell, 
.Jnd  of  us  two  McMullens 

We  hu|>e  yon  will  speak  wclL  .: 
We  have  to  toil  and  labor 

Our  n|>|iles  ft>r  to  »ell. 
And  when  he  gels  elected 

To  you  he'll  quickly  tell. 


Cherfia. 


De  Kugelwalder  Twins-  }  j 

By  George  Murphy.       Sung  by  Murphy  and  Shandon. 

Hello  every  one,  we  will  mnke  a  little  fun, 

Und  your  attention  we  will  ark  while  we're  here. 

You  see  we  are  loo  fat  for  to  lirn  a  somersat, 
Uud  loo  heuvy  for  to  walk  off  on  our  car. 

ChoROS,  ■".,■.•.■:'.'■.•'■.•  ■     1   '. 
But  if  we  get  aelianoe  you  cnikbet  datwe  eandanee. 
We  will  danoe  yust  when  de  music  it  begins. 
Und  almost  every  day  you  vill  bear  somel>ody  say, 
Dere'sde  happy  German  Kugelwalder  Twios. 

We  are  looking  for  a  plaoe  where  we  ean  ahow 

onr  fa«e 
To  de  public,  und  where  we  ean  haTe  some  fun. 
Every  instrument  we  pifay,  und  we  do  not  ask 

much  pay, 
At  de  eimat  we  aae  A  number  one.  Cltorua. 
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The  Lost  Inheritance. 


"1  am  handsomer  than  that  pretty  Alice  WaMeft, 
and  I  should  not  compare  myself  with  Sidoniu  Bid- 
dleoomb.  >t  least  I  have  beauty  eucuKh,  and  with 
my  woman's  wit  my  love  should  beget  love  ;  also, 
what  power  I  have  in  the  pobseesiou  of  his  secret ! 
I  must— 1  will  win  !" 

Eeturuiug  to  the  window,  she  found  the  «i\me 
was  over,  and  the  players  divided  into  Rroups. 

Alice  Walden  waa  seated  on  the  marble  edge  of  a 
foonUin,  lisUessly  toying  with  wafer  lilies,  while 
Captain  Grant  leaned  over  her,  talking. 

EJmund  Biddlecomb  had  sirolied  off  with  tho 
nonentity  who  had  a  dowrv  of  twenty  thonsand 
pounds.  The  ingenious  youth  believed  himsell  pas- 
sionately in  love  with  Alice,  but  deemed  it  wise  to 
have  two  strings  to  his  bow. 

Bidouia  still  mouoiwlized  Kuhnrd  Hepburn, 
whose  eyee,  however,  had,  siuce  the  termiimiiou  of 
the  game,  wandered  more  than  once  in  the  direction 
of  Cbarlie's  sister. 

Whether  the  heiress  perceived  this,  and  dreaded 
desertion,  or  whether  for  the  purpose  of  euwning  a 
longer  conversation,  placing  her  hand  on  his  arm, 
she  said,  "Mr.  Hepburn.  I  pr.  mised  to  show  yo.i 
over  CiimvKtou  when  yon  Ciinie.  Hhall  we  go  now  .•• 

He  stiirU-d  somewhat  a  flusU  rising  to  his  brow. 
He  had  Jouged  for  the  moment  when  ho  should 
euier  his  auceslrnl  home,  and  now  it  Imd  come.  As 
a  stranger  he  was  to  tread  those  rooms  where  once 
his  baby  feet  had  run.  innocent  of  pain,  iguorent  of 
thegl>omy  future  to  be  his.  ^^ 

"  N  .thiug^  would  give  me  greater  pleacnre,  he 
responded.  „ 

••  Come,  then,  we  will  not  disturb  the  others, 
smiled  the  heiress,  bhukiug  out  her  rustling  bkirts. 
'•  They  seem  too  agreenbly  occupied  by  lar." 

At  the  remark,  Kiehurd  Hepburn  turned  qtuckly 
towar.lH  the  pair  at  the  fountain.  Captain  Gnmt 
hud  evidently  hit  upon  some  Bnliject  of  interest  to 
his  companion,  for  her  face  was  Ufted  to  his,  a  smile 
on  her  lips.  She  was  convereing  with  much  anima- 
tion. 

A  second  he  seemed  to  hesitate.  At  least,  so  the 
heireM,  watching  him  keenly,  thought  The  next, 
he  had  rejoined,  with  a  earless  laugh  as  he  ex- 
tend" d  hwarm,  -'You  are  right.  Miss  Biddlecomb. 
Wb  may  desert  them  without  rudeness.  They  will 
miss  us  as  little  as  I  am  sure  I  "-and  he  inclined 
his  held  meaningly  to  his  companion—  "shall 
miss  them. 

It  is  not  necessary  to  explain  the  sensations 
which  possessed  Eichard  Hepburn  as  entering  the 
house  by  a  conservatory,  bidouia  Biddlecomb  led 
him  throagh  the  handsome  suit  of  rooms,  whose 
Bolt  antique  splendors  had  been  so  cruelly  eclipsed 
by  the  gundy  wealth  ot  the  present  owner. 

Suffice  that  hia  eulogie^  of  the  grand  old  hall 
were  snfficiently  earnest  to  deligia  his  companion. 
By  no  means  given  to  nndemte  her  personal  attrac- 
tions, she  was  wise  enough  to  be  aware  that  her 
being  heiress  to  such  a  place  considerably  added  to 
them  in  a  malriuioulal  point  of  view. 

So  they  proceeded,  each  alike  ignorant  of  the 
woman  with  eagar,  envious  eyes  who  cautioualjr 
dogged  their  steps. 

Finally  turning  to  the  left  at  the  western  wing, 
the  heiress,  opening  wide  a  carved  oak  door,  said, 
"  Here  is  one  of  the  chief  sights  of  Curnyston,  Mr. 
Hepburu— the  family  picture-gallery.  I  suppose  it 
is  very  grand  to  be  able  to  have  so  many  genera- 
tions of  likenesses  ?" 

With  a  trembling  at  the  heart,  Richard  Hepburn 
croiHed  the  threshold,  and  with  a  flushed  cheek  and 
quickened  pulse,  looked  upon  the  portraits  of  his 
auceators— lie  the  last  scion  of  the  race. 

Truly  ttie  last,  for  unless  he  could  recover  his 
own— unleea  he  could  remove  the  stain  dimniug 
the  fair  honor  of  his  family— solemnly  had  he  for- 
sworn wedlock. 

As  he  regarded  with  a  thrill  the  sweet  faces  of 
the  Camystous,  rendered  immortal  by  the  pencil  of 
a  Uely.  &ieller,  or  a  BeynoKis  -  as  be  thought,  his 
lips  r«aolut«ly  compressed,  "  But  I  will  recover  all 
this  ;  I  Uti  my  hand  is  destined  to  remove  this 
•t«iu,"  hs  Uttle  imafriued  how  a  pair  of  eyes, 
ootartiy  watobing  him  thronghthe  half  closed  door, 
Bodsatood  ttaa  expresnoa  of  pride — ay,  read  his 
wnj  UumghtsaAd  woadated. 


"  How  will  he  recover  his  own  ?  Surely  never  by 
accepting  such  an  iDcumbrance  os  b<idonia  biddle- 
comb ?'• 

Almost  in  filcnee,  Kiohard  Hepburn  permilled 
hit  coni|>aiiion  to  explaiu  aud  relate  tiie  names  of 
tlio  ditfereiit  poriraiis.  Indeed,  occupied  by  liis 
on  n  rrfleclioris,  lie  Bcarcely  heard  her.  At  last  hu 
iniernipud  almost  abruptly. 

'■  I  believe  I  understood  that  you  were  unac- 
quainted with  the  late  family  of  tlie  Carrs?"  he 
suiJ. 

"  Perfectly.  I  wasn't  three  years  old  when  we 
came  here." 

•'Do  you  know  what  became  of  the  nrevious 
owners  V' 

"  Not  I,  Mr.  Hepburn,  and  I  nni  not  curious. 
Papa,  I  euj'pose,  knew;  indeed,  he  say*  '  tliey 
went  to  the  doys  as  they  deserved.'  lie  rarely  will 
('["•■ak  of  them,  and  when  lie  does,  he  always  is  sar- 
ciistic  and  bitter." 

'■  He  knew  ihetp.  then  ?"  remarked  Richard  Uep- 
burti.  growing  interested. 

'•  Ves,  I  believe  Bo,  but  I  don't  know  how  much!" 
was  the  heiress  s  response,  in  a  tone  which  showed 
thttJUilject  was  of  no  interest  to  her. 

••  And  you  became  possessed  of  Carnyston,"  |>er- 
f'i'^led  her  companion,  pursuing  the  scheme,  "  by,  I 
suppose " 

'■  Purchase — good  money  down  for  good  money's 
value.     'I  he  best  and  fairest  way,  to  my  thin  King." 

'ihe  voice  had  proceeded  from  behind  them. 

'•  Oh  !  'pa,  how  you  frighten  one  "  ejaculated  Miss 
iSidonia,  turning  sharply. 

Richard  Hepburn  had  done  so  too,  and  knew,  with 
a  sensation  of  loathing  and  shrinking  antipathy, 
that  he  w.is  in  tiie  presence  of  his  father's  enemy — 
the  man  to  whom  he  could  not  but  iitliibute  his 
father's  ruin  and  my^lt•|■iou»di8ap|)earaLlce — J>»iah 
liiJdIecumb.  'llie  "ci-devaiil  "  money  lender  waa 
gorgeously  npparelled  co  far  as  jewellery  andneck- 
ti  •  wtnt ;  also  llie  luxuries  of  weulih  had  evidently 
agreed  with  him.  Good  living  had  tilled  out  the 
hard  lines  and  mellowed  the  complexion  ;  never- 
theless, the  cruil  crufty  expression  i  f  the  eyes  was 
the  same  as  the  hard  savage  mouth,  and  Josiah 
Liddlecomb  was  not  a  man  to  win  admiration  at 
the  first  glance. 

He  stood  before  the  guest,  with  his  hands  in  his 
]x>cket4  and  a  defiant  glance,  as  if  challenging  him 
to  gainsay  his  declaration. 

At  least,  S}  Uichard  Hepburn  felt,  and,  instantly 
girding  himstlf  as  one  in  the  presence  of  an  enemy, 
whose  cunning  could  only  be  met  by  siniiler 
weapons,  said,  bowing.  "Mr.  Liddlecomb,  I  believe. 
Certainly  you  are  right,  sir.  Purchase  in  good 
coin  is  the  safest  form  of  possession.  Nothing  can 
refute  such  trancactions.  My  surprise  is  that  the 
first  owner  of  such  an  estate  could  let  it  go  to  the 
hammer.'' 

"  When  those  kind  of  pecple  lake  the  Litbcf  ween 
their  teeth  they  let  everything  go,"  reBi)onJed  Mr. 
Josiah  Biddlecomb.  We  1  in  my  opinion,  it  is  the 
projier  thing  that  money  should  cliango  huniis." 

"  1  he  money  possibly  ;  but  there  is  more  than 
money  here — birth,  and  ancient  name  and  race  !"' 

"  birth,  race,  be  blowed!"  ejaculated  the  money- 
lendel,  wiih  a  growl.  •'  Whot  is  the  good  uf  either 
when  it  can't  keep  the  owner  out  of  a  debtor's 
prison  y 

■'  Then  Sir  Richard  was  a  bankrupt?"  said  the 
eon  carelessly. 

Josiah  Biddlecomb  shot  a  quick  glance  at  the 
speaker  from  under  hia  shaggy  brows. 

Long  years  had  passed  since  the  period  when  lie 
had  accused  the  unfortunate  Paronet  with  intent  to 
murder.  Nevertheless,  the  money-lender  was  ner- 
vously suspicious  of  the  topic  of  the  Carr  family, 
and  avoided  it. 

"  Yes,"  he  said  shortly,  "  he  was  a  bankrupt. 
He  died,  and  left  his  wife  and  child  to  starve.  He 
was  my  bitterest  enemy,  Mr.  Hepburn  ;  but  he  was 
the  last  of  a  long  line.  But  he  is  dead,  so  we 
won't  rake  up  the  mud  of  the  past.  Let  him  and 
his  sins  resi  in  peace." 

Ricliard  Hepburn's  eyes  kindled,  his  teeth  bit  his 
lip!)  in  anger,  still  he  controlled  himself  enough  to 
reply,  •'  It  is  kind  of  you  he  having  been,  you  say, 
your  enemy,     I  wonder  wlmt  became  of  his  child  f '* 

■'  She  died  I  believe,  wiUi  its  mother,  if  the  sub- 
ject interests  yon,  sir." 

"  Not  in  the  least,"  answered  the  Istlsr,   with   ■ 


smile.  "  Only  in  such  matters  idle  persons  are  apt 
to  indulge  in  idle  surmise*.  For  instanoe.  if  }oa 
had  not  alrendy  informed  me.  I  slioalu  have  been 
speculating  whether  (he  child  was  «  boy  or  -  girl." 

Again  that  keen  furtive  glanee  'hich  Richard 
Hepburn  hud  before  delected  and  oanifully  doImI. 

••  It  was  a  girl."  replied  the  money-lender,  drily. 
"So,  Mr.  Jlepbnrn,  yon  may  be  saved  the  truuble 
of  speculating.  It  was  that  brought  >ir  Kiohard  to 
the  dugs.  Sidonia,  my  dear,  don't  you  tiiink  your 
guests  will  feel  themselves  egleoted  f  Idr.  ilep- 
burn  will  excuse  my  saying  S"." 

'*  Nay,  I  must  ask  a  thousand  pardons  for  so 
selfishly  imposing  u{>on  Hiss  Biddleoomb's  kind- 
ness, and  thus  umnopolising  her,"  »aid  Kiohard 
Ilepbnrn,  pleasantly ;  then,  presenting  his  ami. 
"  Miss  biddlecomb  shall  we  return  f  ' 

As  they  )>a8sed  along  the  corridor,  Maria  Daggett 
still  hovered  about  them.  Onoe,  from  the  room 
wherein  slie  had  sought  concealment,  she  could 
have  extended  her  arm  and  touched  Richard  Hep- 
burn, but  she  dared  not. 

As  to  Ricliard  Hepburn  himself,  his  bruin  was 
busy  with  reflection.  He  o  uld  not  think  the  day 
lopt.     He  had  discovered  ll.ree  things. 

First,  that  the  sulject  of  his  transaoiions  with  his 
father  was  distasteful  to  the  uoney-hjude.",  who 
avoided  it. 

.'-ecoM.lly,  that  he  eonceuled  tl-.e  r< al  manner  by 
which  he  had  Kc-tnie  |>osi(«ssed  of  Carnyslun 

Ihiidly,  tliat  wilfully  he  misstated  the  MX  of  Sir 
Richard's  child. 

If  tliere  was  nothing  to  conceal,  why  make  tk«a« 
false  BtatemeniB? 

"  No,"  reflected  the  guest,  with  an  elation  Of 
spirit  ;  "  I  feel  1  am  on  the  track,  and.  be  the  conse- 
quences what  they  may.  I  must  pur»ue  lh«  plan  I 
have  laid  down.  I  inu^t  flatter  this  vain  girl  ;  I 
must  become  a  familiar  guest  at  this  hou--«,  for  here 
I  am  convinced,  shall  I  discover  the  oluo  to  ihs 
mystery." 

On  their  descendit'g,  they  found  a  dinner  "a  la 
Russe  '  ]>re{>ared,  to  which  succeeded  coffee;  then, 
several  guei^ts  dropping  in,  a  dunce  was  pr<>po^ed. 

Alice,  willingly  using  h.r  mourning  toilet  as  an 
excuse,  eat  apart,  with  a  culm  c<'unleniince  bat 
aching  heart,  watching  the  progress  ol  Richard 
Uepburn'a  flirtation. 

How  she  hud  misread  him  !  How  openly  Sidonia 
ehowed  her  preference!  How  readily  did  he  aooept 
it!  ^^l.ve  for  one  or  two  kindly  w..rds  as  tliey 
chanced  to  meet,  had  he  once  thought  of  her,  his 
old  friends  sioier  ? 

Never  did  an  evening  draw  its  long  courso  so 
slowly  out ;  and  she  was  very  heartsick  when  a 
soft,  deep,  musical  voice  wliis|M:red  in  her  ear  from 
behind  thecoucii  on  which  she  sal. 

"  How  tired  and  wiary  you  look  !  What  abruta 
I  am  !  I  ought  to  have  remembered  that  all  this 
gaieiy  can  hardly  be  congenial  to  you,  dear  Mias 
Walden.     Forgive  met     bliall  wego  home  V 

Ihe  penitent,  sympathetic  tones  thrilled  tlie  girl 
like  sweet  music  ;  yet  a  spasm  shot  through  l>tr 
heart.  '1  he  words,  "  I  ought  to  have  renieuiherad," 
proved  how  utterly,  as  she  had  LnuWii,  she  had 
been  forgotten. 

Poor  A  lice  I  could  she  have  told  the  tniemeanina; 
of  those  syllables  I  Nevertheless,  she  answereU, 
pleasantly,  "  Pray,  Mr.  Hepburn,  do  not  t«ar  your- 
self away  on  my  account  I ' 

He  laughed  lightly,  as  he  returned,  "  It  raallj 
will  be  no  hardship— indeed,  it  will  l^  a  kindness. 
Please  let  us  go  away." 

The  ride  home  was  n't  a  very  chatty  one.  Both 
seemed  thoughtful;  and  illioe  was  Uiankful forilia 
darkness,  which  hid  the  t«'>rs  in  Iter  eyes. 

1  hat  night  she  bail  read  her  henrt.  and  knew  that 
Charlie's  friend  was  even  dearer  to  her  ihao  Cbariia 
hiuiBelf.  but  the  knowledge  had  come  atiendad 
by  another — that  the  man  she  loved  was  aaretr 
drifting  Iteyoud  her  influence,  and  being  absurbsd 
by  her  rival 
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LAUGHING  SONG.   (Banjo  Song.)  ^ 
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Wben  KcCormick  Aolet  the  8tato> 

By  Jamee  RlchmoDd,        Suog  by  Bat  Rooney,  the  tether 
of  all  IrUb  comedlacB,  Cor  one  hundred  Dlg^hts. 


I  am  an  Iriitb  politician,  yes. 

A  mnu  of  iutaprity  aud  fame,  \ 

lam  your  caiuiidHta  for  next  president,  / 

Jerry  MuCormick  tltat's  m.v  name. 
I  am  one  of  the  Idle  Labor  Party, 

And  it's  well  I  know  my  fate, 
I'll  make  politioiauB  carry  the  bod,        *■'";- 

Wlieu  McCoimiok  roieu  the  utate. 

CaOBDB. 

Tberell  be  no  amokee  Italian  congresameu. 

The  Cbineee  mu8t  emigrate. 
There'll  be  uo  four  dollar  segare  to  smoke, 

Wliuu  McCoimcik  ruleu  the  State. 

m  have  the  White  Honse  painted  green, 

ConI  and  wood  I'll  give  away. 
There'll  be  money  found  upon  the  street, 

I'll  raise  the  laborer's  wages  to  three  doUan  a  day, 
I'll  bonuce  Omul's  ftiends  from  office. 

Then  no  more  rail-roads  they'll  elerate, 
Tbem'U  bu  a  bridge  from  New  York  to  Ireland, 

When  McCormick  rules  Ihe  state.         Chorus. 


The  Cats  in  our  Back  Yard* 

Br  James  Blchmond,  for  the  great  Slugger  Coaedlaa, 
Pat  Rooney. 


I  live  in  a  brown-etone  tenement. 

With  greeit  sliulters  pitiute«l  white. 
There's  a  family  of  cats  lives  in  the  rear, 

TLey  play  Piuafora  every  night 
They  siug  •lometLiiug  about  Maria, 

And  the  times  are  very  liard, 
Oli !  they'll  chew  tobacco,  aud  spit  in  yotir  eye, 

The  cats  iu  our  back  yard. 
Chobvi. 

Tra-la-lee,  tra-la  la. 

For  the  outs  iu  our  back  yard.        (Beptkt) 

TLey  hold  camp  meetings  every  night, 
ILive  walkiug  mutches  ou  the  feuce^ 

I  threw  seveuty  bricks  at  a  Thomas, 

-    Aud  he  lias  never  bothered  me  since. 

Thi-y'U  sing  all  night  and  sleep  all  day. 
Tuey  aught  to  lie  feathered  aud  tarr«^ 

They  are  wuive  than  Hnverly's  MinstxeU, 

Yes,  th««  cuts  iu  our  (>uck  yard.  CbonM. 


A  Maiden  Fair  to  See. 
ProQ  the  celebrated  Opera,  "  Pinafore." 
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AIL 
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A  maiden  fair  to  see. 
The  \f»tl  of  miuHtrelar, 

A  bill)  of  blu.'Jjiug  beauty  ; 
For  whom  proud  nobles  si^h, 
Aud  with  euch  other  vie 

To  do  hi-r  ueuial's  duty,    _. 

To  do  her  meuiul's  duty. 

A  enitor.  lovely  bom. 
With  hopeless  passiou  torn, 

Aud  poor  beyoud  concealing. 
Has  dared  fur  her  to  ^liue. 
At  wh(«e  exalted  shnue 

A  world  of  wealth  is  kneeling  ! 

A  world  of  wealth  is  kneeling ! 

Vulearued  he  iu  aaght 

Save  that  which  love  has  tanght. 
/For  love  had  beeu  his  tutor,) 

C~ .  pity,  p|ity  me  — 

Our  eapbiiu's  daughter  she, 
Aud  I  that  lowly  suitor  I 
Aud  he  that  lowly  suitor ! 


Pinafore  Parody. 

By  James  Rt(hmond,  Sung  by  Pat  Rooney, 

Air ;   Ruler  of  the  whole  Naveo, 

When  I  was  a  kid  I  went  to  a  German  school. 
Because  I  wus  n  Cbiua-iuau,  they  thought  I  was*  fooL 
I  leuoed  the  Afrioan  grammer  aud  I  got  so  soMtt, 
That  now  I  am  oondooter  oa  »  big  ash  oait^ 


I  stole  the  cobh  to  treat  Frauk  Lum  to  wine, 
Aud  to  the  Queen  of  Ir<  land  I  sold  the  river  Bbine, 
And  for  being  so  fn  h  nhe  rewarded  me, 
By  making  me  the  it  tiler  of  Germany. 

I  got  a  job  washing  dishes  iu  a  dry-goofVs  store, 
I  sang  tenor  through  my  nose,  till  my  luugs  Kot  sore, 
1  went  to  work  in  a  bank  they  made  me  conhier. 
And  I  busted  up  the  bank  iu  less  than  a  year. 
Then  I  went  to  be  jailor  iu  a  priHOU  down  Sot:th, 
I  got  drunk  the  first  day  and  all  the  priHOuers  got  ont; 
Then  the  PrinceNS  of  Huuters  Point  got  mashed  ou  me, 
And  I  am  the  Kuler  of  Germany, 

A  bondred  years  before  that  I  used  to  dance 

the  •*an  can, 
I  done  a  triple  clog  with  the  King  of  Japan, 
They  tiied  to  use  me  for  a  dummy,  Billy  ItoMnson 

was  oiy  pal. 
But  I  left  to  paiut  the  tide  on  the  Erie  Caubl, 
I  went  over  to  EoKland,  1  l)eat  Weston  aud  Prown, 
Because  I  was  a  S|)auiurd  they  made  me  a  prw>eut 

of  the  town. 
Then  I  swiuu  over  the  Atlantic  with  Lena  AL<erle, 
Aud  cow  I  am  the  ruler  of  the  Tivoli. 


In  Dancing  we  Ezcell. 

By  James  RlctunonO.        Sung  by  the  Sparks  fathers. 
Air  :    The  Cabin  Floor. 


Oh  1  when  we  were  young  about  sixteen, 

Upon  old  Erin's  shore. 
We  used  to  dance  in  wooden  bhoes 

Until  our  feet  was  sore. 
We  learned  the  famous  English  style, 

And  the  Irish  stylo  as  welt, 
ITow  we'll  show  to  yon  what  we  can  do, 

For,  iu  daocing  we  exoelL 

ClIORCS. 

From  oar  work  we  need  to  steal,  (Break .) 
To  practice  ou  the  toe  and  heel ;  (Brcak.^ 
Our  parents  would  chastise  us. 

Then  from  home  we'd  ruu  away, 
Tosetber  with  the  boys  and  girls. 

We'd  practice  all  the  day. 
When  dunoiug  we  were  happy  boys. 

So  to  you  we're  goiug  to  telL 
About  the  boys  from  Ireluud,  who  in 

Dttuciug  they  excelL 

In  learning  the  steps  of  Lancashire, 

Sure  our  feet  would  uevrr  tire. 
And  the  reels  and  gigs  of  Erin, 

Which  all  the  Yuukee's  do  admire^ 
To  oiu  u%tive  home  we'll  soon  return, 

So  to  yon  we'll  say  farewell. 
For  H'e  are  the  lx>ys  from  Ireland, 

Who  iu  donciug  does  cxoelL 


Chorus. 
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Don't  Leave  Grandmother,  Now  She's  Old. 

COMPANION  BONO  TO  OnAMOFATHXR's  OI.D  ABM-CHAIB, 

Sung  by  J.  w.  orlffln,  with  fourteen  encores. 

Music  pub,  and  Copyright  1879,  by  White,  8ml  h  A  Co, 

The  Music  of  thl3  or  any  other  song,  kept  consuuiUy 

on  hHDd.  and  win  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  ou  ricelpt  01  price,  U  cents. 

■;.:;-:-1 

The  white  apple  blossoms  are  falling  in  showers. 
The  rose  bushes  bloom  in  the  sweet  summer  air ; 

Emoying  the  calm  of  the  bright  sunny  hours. 
Grandmother  sitM  in  her  old  easy-ciudr. 

She  reads  iu  her  Bible  ot  cities  lair,  , 

Whose  walls  are  of  jasper  and  gold,     '  ' 

And  waits  for  the  au(;els  to  carry  her  there — 
Dou't  leave  poor  Grandmother,  now  she  Isold. 

Chorus. 
Don't  leave  poor  gmndmother,  now  she's  old. 
White  silver  locks  now  have  displaced  the  gold. 
Dou't  leave  poor  grandmother,  uow  bhe's  old. 
White  silvered  locks  have  uow  displaced  the  gold. 

Ah  !  well  we  remember  when  poor  mother  died. 

They  laid  her  to  rest  where  the  greeu  willows  wave. 
How  grandmother  comforted  us  when  we  cried. 

Tenderly  led  us  away  from  the  grave. 
How  patient  aud  gentle  aud  kiud  xhe's  been, 

Her  love  for  us  ne'er  can  he  told  ; 
Oh  !  may  her  life's  evening  be  calm  and  serene, 
_.^  Dou't  leave  poor  gmndmother,  uow  she  is  old. 

Dou't  leave,  Slo, 

The  old  village  school-honse  that  stands  on  the  bill- 

The  quiet  village  churchyard  where  tall  gra-sses  grow 
The  swift  ruuniug  stream  near  the  old  wuter-mill, 

Bring  back  the  mem'ries  of  loug,  long  ago.  I 

These  may  be  forgotten,  but  grandmother's  care. 

Her  tenderness  richer  than  gold,  ! 

Shall  ne'er  be  forgotten,  our  home  she  shall  i.hnre,      | 

We'll  not  leave  graudmother,  uow  she  is  oKI.  { 

Dou't  leuve,  4c.      I 


When  I  was  a  Lad  I  Served  a  Term- 
From  the  celebrated  Opera,  "Pinafore," 

When  I  wss  a  lad  I  served  a  term 

A»  office  boy  to  an  atiorney'*  firm; 

I  oUaned  the  windows  and  I  swept  I  he  dorr. 

And  I  polished  op  lli«  handle  of  the  bi^  front  deor. 
I  polished  up  that  handle  co  CHrefiiller, 
Ihat  uow  1  aiu  the  Ruler  of  the  Q  ie«-n's  Navee! 
Chorus  :     He  polithed,  «ko. 

A*  office  boy  I  made  such  a  mark 

Ihal  they  ("ave  me  the  |>o«t  »f  a  junior  clerk. 

I  served  the  writs  niiih  a  snii'o  vu  bland. 

And  I  copied  all  the  letters  in  a  big.  round  hand  ; 

I  eopieii  all  the  letters  in  a  hand  "o  free. 

Ibat  now  1  aiu  the  Ruler  <>f  the  Qu  en's  Nnveel 
Churns  :     lie  copied,  ibo. 

In  serving  writs  I  made  such  a  name, 

Ihat  an  articled  olerk  I  s.Ntn  b<came; 

I  wore  clean  collars  and  a  bran  new  suit. 

For  the  pass  ezaininalinn  at  the  lii'tilute. 
And  that  pass  t-xaminulion  did  so  well  for  me. 
That  now  1  am  the  ruler  of  the  Queen's  Nsvee  I 
Chorus  :     And  that  pats  cxauiiuution,  ,to. 

Of  legal  knowledge  I  aequire<1  tueli  a  grip, 

That  they  took  me  into  partneroliip. 

And  that  junior  partnerhip,  I  ween. 

Was  the  only  ship  that  I  ever  had  lieen. 
But  that  kind  of  ship  to  suited  nie, 
Ihat  now  I  am  the  Ruler  of  the  Queen's  Navee  I 
Chorus  :     But  that  kind,  do. 

I  grew  so  rich  that  I  was  sent. 

By  a  (KMsket  borough  into  Parliament. 

I  always  voted  at  my  party's  call. 

^nd  I  never  thought  of  thinking  for  myself  at  alL 
I  thought  so  little,  I  hey  rewardetl  me. 
By  making  me  the  Ruler  of  the  Queen's  Navee  I 
lie  thought  so  littl*,  Ao. 

Now,  landsmen  all,  whoever  you  may  be. 
If  you  want  to  rime  to  the  top  of  the  tree. 
If  your  soul  isn  t  fettered  to  an  offio«  slooL 
Be  careful  to  b«  guided  by  ihis  gulden  rule ; 
Stick  close  to  your  desks,  and  never  go  to  sea, 
And  you  all  may  be  the  nilara  of  the  Qoeta's  Navee  I 
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PennileBB  and  Poor. 
Words  by  Thomas  E.  Powers    Music  by     Yoonlter. 

copyright  1879,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Ueder. 
The  JiusJc  or  this  song  Is  published  In  elegant  litho- 
graphed title  page,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder,  60  Chat- 
ham Slrt'etj  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post 
paid,  ou  receipt  of  price,  40  cents, 

The  win»er)ia«  come  on.  the  inmmer'*  past  and  gone, 
1  he  tlreela  and  tlie  equaru*  are  covered  with 

ice  and  snow, 
The  people  are  wearing  lieavy  woolen  elolbea, 
To  keep  iheriinelvfs  warm  as  lliey  walk  to  and  fro. 
It  ia  en-y  for  llie  rich  that  can  afford  it, 
To  keep  a  warm  carpet  on  their  flo'T, 
In  a  sofi  cushion*  d  chair  by  a  bright  fire  they  sit, 
^nd  never  onc«  thiuk  of  the  renuiless  and  poor. 

C'nOBCB. 

So  every  wealiliy  man.  give  charity  when  yon  can. 
And  never  turn  nwny  a  poor  beggerfrom  your  door, 
But  give  liim  a  bit  of  bread,  and  a  place  to  lay 

his  head, 
A  bfcwing  you'll  rective  from  the  penniless  and  poor. 

There's  the  poor  working-man  who  works  hard 

all  tlie  day. 
And  supports  hi*  family  by  the  sweat  of  his  brow. 
He  tries  to  save  a  few  fhiliinua  from  his  pav, 
'J  o  ••  lay  ill  '■  coul  aii'l  fl"ur  if  his  means  will  allow, 
liright  and  early  each  morn  to  his  woi  k  he  does  go. 
Toils  witli  a  will  U)  keep  the  wolf  from  the  door, 
Stoat-hearted  lie  trudges  along  thro  the  rain  and  snow. 
For  be  knows  what  it  is  to  be  Penniless  and  pior, 
fco  every  wealthy  man,  <tc. 

And  there's  a  poor  widow  who  lives  in  a  garret. 
Who  goes  out  |>oor  thing  to  wash  and  scrub 

all  the  week, 
With  her  small  banket  she  visits  the  market. 
To  buy  food  cl:eap  for  the  little  ones  she  loves. 
She  toils  early  and  late  to  make  up  the  month's  rent. 
So  the  landlord  will  not  turn  her  out  the  door, 
T„t  that  is  what  he'd  do  if  she  owed  him  one  cent, 
1^0  fe«liog  has  he  for  the  Penniless  and  poor. 
.  |.    .  So  every  wealthy  man,  &<>. 


I         The  Bnmmen  on  our  Block.      . 

By  C.  A.  Johnson.       Air:  Babies  on  our  Block.  ^- 

Should  you  seek  for  some  exoitemtnt. 

Or  want  a  little  fun. 
Just  oome  with  me,  boys,  one  and  all,      - 

ilnd  aronnd  the  block  we'll  run, 
I'll  show  you  there  the  bummers 

With  their  beer  cans  in  their  hand, 
Foru(«d  up  kegs,  in  front  of  the  ealoon,'  " 

They  in  a  group  do  stand. 
There's  the  "arure  flush."  the  "purple  rash," 

The  gangers  of  tiie  gang. 
All  "  gabbing,''  and  all  "  chinning," 

As  around  the  corner  Ihey  hang ; 
Tou  never  see  them  working. 

In  such  a  thing  they  take  no  stock,     ' ;!.  ' 
An  elephaniio' nuisance  are 

'J'he  bummers  on  our  block.  ■ 

CiioRCS.  J;  ■ 

Hanging  around  the  beer  saloons. 

You  11  ever  find  them  there. 
Patiently  wailing. 

For  a  well-drained  keg  of  beer,       -  ' 
When  out  comes  a  good  keg, 

T  hey  all  nroiind  it  flock  , 
Then  comes  ihe  grand  fight  for  possession, 

Among  the  bummers  on  our  block. 

Tlie  police  runs  them  off  the  corner, 

But  it's  only  lo  return^;  ■;  > 

Ihat  it  is  useless  labor  1 

The  "copntrs"  soon  do  le.orn, 
A  crowd  of  shop  girls  comes  along. 

At  whom  the  gang  d'>e«  howl. 
Find  they've  niaJti  a  mistake  when  one  gets  smashed. 

And  then  l)egin  to  growl. 
Walking  along  comes  a  fellow. 

Whose  acqnainlanee  they  do  make, 
And  tlien  in  to  have  a  drink, 

Ihey  try  hard  to  make  him  take i 
lliev  coax  him  and  Uiey  ebin  him 

Fall  an  liour  by  the  clock. 
But  it's  *  no  go  "  for  he  knows  tbeyan 

lie  bummers  on  our  block.  Cborns. 


Kiss  Ue,  While  Im  Sleeping. 

Words  by  WUd  Edgerton,  Mubic  by  Konrad  Treuer. 

Con.posed  (orandstmg  by  Miss  Laura  Barrls. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  Land,  and  win  he  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  rt  ceipt  of  price,  80  cents.    ,   , 

At  thv  feet  once  more  I  rest  me,  ■,-■:■,         ".  ■•  v;. 

Casting  every  cure  away  ; 
■^'ou  are  come  my  watch  is  ended,         .  .  :.      v  ■ 

Night  is  turning  into  day  ,  :■ . .".  : 

Oft  in  dreams  thy  Voice  has  cheered  me,      -     ''    .' 

Often  have  I  sat  as  now,  .■•■„.-. 

With  liiy  kind  eyes  smiling  on  me. 

And  thy  han(fs  upon  my  brow;  .'■•■■:■'.;' 

Oh  !  how  avreet  onoc-  more  to  slumber,  - 

With  your  loving  eyes  on  me. 
Ki-8  me,  dearest,  while  I'm  sleeping,    K 

Let  me  dream  again  of  thee*; 
Ki^-s  me  dearest,  kiss  me,  dearest. 

Let  me  dream  of  thee. 

In  the  deep'ning  of  the  twilight,  •  ^^':. 

Tiiat  has  closed  each  daily  toene,     ..  "^ 

I  have  seemed  to  hear  ihee  ringing,  '-; 

Though  the  ocean  rolled  between  ; 
Friends  nave  chided  me  for  loving, 

Ihee  too  tenderly,  my  own. 
But  they  knew  not  that  my  fondness    ' 

lo  idolatry  had  grown; 
Siill  I'm  weary,  ana  would  rest  me,       '"   •     ; 

Willi  yonr  loving  eyes  on  me.  -.'... 

Kiss  me  darling,  >»hile  I  m  sleeuiog,  ^ 

And  my  dreams  shall  beoftnee; 
Kiss  me,  darling,  kiss  me  Jailing, 

While  I  dream  of  thee.  :. 

'     Sing  again  that  tender  love-song, 

'1  hat  yon  taught  me  long  ago. 
Folds  your  gentle  arms  around  me, 

'lis  the  sweetest  joy  I  know. 
For  to  long  apart  we've  wandered,  -  •:;  ,\  • 

Let  us  vow  lo  part  no  more ;  -    • .    .,' 

I  am  thine,  thine  alone,  beloved,    :        "  V-  •' 

All  my  lon«liness  is  o'er.  .' ;  - 

But  Im  weary,  let  me  slumber,  ,' 

With  your  loving  eyes  on  me,  ;-  ,   '. 

Then  vou'll  kies  nie,  when  I'm  sleeping,  :'.  / 

And  I'll  fondly  dream  of  thee; 
Then  you'll  kiss  me. 

Ana  I'll  fondly  dream  of  thee.     ^ ,  >"  ,       '  -.       ;j 


For  Im's  eone  to  his  rest,  he  is  now  with  the  flnaJ. 
With  no  kind  friend  near  him  to  pillow  hi*  liMd, 
The  heart  iu  his  bosvin  had  long  ecaaed  to  baal) 
He  died  of  starvation,  while  out  io  the  atiwl. 

Choki'S. 
Lift  him  op  tenderly,  guard  him  with  «ai«; 
The  angels  thsy  watch  him  while  no  one  ia  iM*r. 
And  the  snow  fell  and  formed  fii*  last  wiodii^  sbeet. 
He's  gone  to  a  better  place,  out  of  the  street. 

Put  the  Tamer  in  a  Cage. 

By  James  Klchmcnd,  Song  by  Pat  Booocy, 

Tlie  tronbl  s  of  an  Irishman, 

I  am  going  tu  tell  lu  you  , 
I  landed  from  Ireland,  here,  last  May, 

And  iiiy  n.mie  i»  Mike  McCne. 
The  blackguards  do  make  fun  of  me. 

And  say  I  lt>ok  like  an  Irish  ptge. 
But  it  breaks  my  heart  lo  hear  tU«m  bAl, 
.  r         I'nt  the  torrier  in  a  cage. 

CaoBva. 
At  a  picnic  party  or  a  ball. 

Ihey  11  put  me  in  a  t«rrible  rage. 
All  over  the  hall  you  will  hear  thuu  bawl. 

Tut  the  tarrier  in  a  cage. 


'■A 


1 


Oat  in  the  Street 

By  W.  HONai&ara.  Air :    Poor  Uttle  Joe, 

_  .     Sung  by  E.  Kellogg. 


One  ccld  winter's  nigUt.  when  the  snow  it  fUI  fc»t, 
And  the  trees  they  were  fhivering  'uealli 

wintei'  s  cojd  blast ; 
The  benighted  pedestrians  had  long  since  gone  home, 
There  were  none  on  the  streets  save  the  poor 

and  fbrlora, 
WTien  a  shrill  plaintive  cry  was  born  out  on  the  night. 
From  in  front  of  a  mansion  so  cozy  and  bright, 
It  came  from  the  lips  of  a  poor  homeless  boy, 
Shoeless  and  ragged  and  this  was  his  cry. 

Cuonrs.  '   '    / 

Oh!  what  can  I  do,  I  have  no  place  to  go, 
For  surely  I'll  perish  out  here  in  the  snow! 
If  yoc  don't  give  me  shelter  or  something  to  eat. 
Oh  !  God  must  I  )>eiisli,  out  here  in  the  street 

But  tlie  iomates  ineile  who  were  pleasant  and  warm, 
Heard  not  thochihls  cry  from  Ihe  midst  of  the  storm, 
And  llie  laughter  and  wine  glass  went  round  as  before. 
With  'lim  cold  and  hungry  outside  of  the  door, 
Oh  !  w'od  can  it  be  thai  the  rich  are  so  great.r 
Whik  the  poor  llipy  are  left  to  meet  poverty's  &t«, 
DevoU  of  life's  pleasures  they  look  up  above, 
Aud  vxpect  help  alone  from  Ihe  God  of  all  love. 
Oiioucs. 

They  ^re  shivering  and  cold,  and  llitir  lives  pass  away. 
In  iha  midst  of  dread  |.overly,  day  afu-r  day  ; 
'1  hey  have  no  place  of  shelter,  and  nothing  to  eat. 
Depending  on  ohaiity,  out  in  the  street. 

It  was  long  after  midnight,  the  snow  still  came  down. 
And  jovered  the  earth  with  a  lily-while  gown, 
The  elreeto  were  deaerled  the  eily  was  quiet. 
And  the  wind  whistled  moomfully  as  if  in  aflright, 


The  other  night  F  eame  home  from  work, 

1  went  to  gel  a  pint  of  ale, 
A  blackguard  hy  the  name  of  Cbarley  Dnnjaa, 

blabbed  me  with  a  ten  penny  nail. 
Be  Dearly  btuke  the  spine  uf  ma  baek, 

^aid  I  d  make  a  good  scene  ehewer  on  tb*  tti^l*, 
As  I  trip|>eJ  and  led.  the  gang  did  yell. 

Put  the  tarrier  in  a  oago.  ClionM. 


■}-■ 


Farewell  My  Own.   . 

From  the  celebrated  Opera,  '■PlDalora,'' 


RAirn. 


All 
Joi. 


Farewell,  my  own. 

Light  of  Diy  life,  farewell  I 
For  crime  nnknown, 

1  go  lo  a  dungeon  sell. 
For  crime,  etc. 

In  the  mean  time,  farewell  1    , 
And  all  alone  ^~ 

Rejoice  in  yonr  dungeon  aellt 
All.  And  all.  etc. 

StaJoBsra.        A  bone,  a  bone, 

111  pick  with  this  sailor  fall; 
J  Let  him  be  shown 

At  ono*  to  bis  duog«on_  of^.  ^ 
All.  Let  hiiu,  etc.  '  ," ■"' 


f  rf   »i 


Hy  Panghtar  Jolia. 

Copyngbt,  18T»,  117  LoQla  P.Oou]Ia)«, 

Th£  MuBlc  or  this  or  any  other  fion^,  kept  cob( 
on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addreaa, 
post  p-aid,  ou  receipt  ol  price  «o  centa. 

I  have  a  daughter,  named  Julia, 

She's  seventeen. 
And  I'm  tould  by  all  the  neighbors, 

That  she  is  like  a  queen, 
.dtall  the  balls  and  parties, 

My  Julia  she  is'^ll   the  rage, 
In  the  ballet  she's  a  star. 

When  my  daughter  leaps  out  on  (be  stag*. 
Cbobcs. 
Dancing  round  oti  her  toes. 
To  the  music  around  she  goes  ; 
Oh  I  waltzing  around  with  Julia, 

My  Julia  she  is  all  the  rage. 
In  the  ballet  she  a  a  star, 

When  my  daughter  leaps  outoa  the  etaga. 

When  the  music's  playing, 

How  the  people  all  shonl; 
On  tl>e  stage  they  throw  booqoets. 

When  my  daughter  does  come  ont. 
She  dresses  like  a  fairy. 

At  it  she's  engaged  ; 
She  looks  like  me  in  lite  tra-la-la-le«. 

When  my  daughter  leaps  oat  o6  dutUge. 
iMseiag  rooad,  4 


\ 
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v^ 


My  Last  Cigar:  or  Twos  off  the  Bine  Canaries. 

Words  bf  a  studeot  of  the  Harrard  Unl^rtnlty. 

Compoeed  by  J.  M.  Hubbard. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  wiii  be  sect  by  us  lo  any  a.ldress, 

post  paid,  on  n  celpt  of  price,  so  cents. 

Twas  off  the  bine  Caoariefl^ 

A  glohoRN  sninnier  day, 
I  sat  upciu  '.he  qnurler  deck. 

And  whiff  il  uiy  carew  awny ; 
AimI  hs  the  volnmM  Biuoke  aroM ;  ' "" 

Likt)  iuoense  in  tbt*  air.  »  '  *     ,.. 

I  brMkth'it  ti  Hi»;b  to  tbiuk  in  sootb, 

It  wsB  niy  l»«Ht  oigitr,  -V    •     - 

^  brenlL'd  u  nigh  tu  tbiuk  in  e00tb«       f 
«         "HS  my  luist  cigar. 

•>  Ibe  qnnrterrnil, 
llt^nwSnpo..      >wuii«  tLesea,      " 

Au.no.  .ke.l  «••      •,  wreath  of  smoka* 
E'en  there  the  piirp.^      •„ 

WnH  curling  gmcefoh,  •    . 
Oh !  what  ild  I  at  such  a  wme, 

To  do  wiib  wa8tiu«  care,  , 

Alas  the  tremUing 'ew  P^^'jS  laet';,.0  Itoefl. 
It  v»»B  my  wBt  cigar.         v*^i 

X  watched  the  Rsbea  as  it  came  .\ 

F.iKt  drawing  toward  the  end.  J    • 

I  watched  it  «.  a  friend  would  watob,   ,    ^ 

BoHiiJe  a  dyiug  fn«!ua. ,     ,  i*/ 

B.u  still  the  flHUie  cre^t slowly  on,  ^r 

It  vauishrd  iuto  uir, 
I  threw  it  irom  uie.  Ppare  «*«^J^    j^  j^  jj 

It  WHS  my  l»»t  ayar.        ^*«P«ft»  »»*  «^  "^«»* 

I've  seen  the  liin.l  of  all  I  lovo 

Fa.le  iu  ibe  di«t.iuoe  dino,  . 

I've  wHiched  above  the  hli^bted  besit,  ^ 

Where  ouc«  i>mn«l  hoi)«  bad  bean.  _^ 

BnirTenever  KDowuasorrDW  l|. 

That  oonld  with  that  CDmpaT^ 
When  off  the  bine  Oiuariee,  ,  ^.^  ♦-«  ««--. 

1  BBoked  »y  l«^t  agar.    Eepeat  lask  t^W  lines. 

Barney  Come  Back  to  Old  Erin-  ^^-^ 

Wonto  and  Music  by  J  D-  Rutledge. 

mmt  cepjTtghtod  isn  and  pub.  tj  A.M-  »v*a»r. 

Ttoe  MosJo  01  tiite  or  any  other  song    "?iSS?^^ 

onhand,  aBdwllibesenibyjJBtoMjaddxebB, 

poSpsW,<Hi  receipt  of  prtca.  Bficenv. 

^oney.  eome  back  to  old  Brin, 

Come  back  scarom  the  bine  fbaxQ, 
Why  sbonM  the  ooean  divide  an? 

Come  baek  agHiu  to  yonrbCQlfr       *,.. 
raryoor  Aiaooa'a so  kuely, 

Watching  and  wftitiBff  tor  yttj,         ' 
Coma  bwdc  again  to  old  Slin,  -^.  > 

XtMS  I  will  know  you  ata  WtOr        ■•^r-  ^ 

CHQBCB.  i   :**'" 

Jbredy.  eaaabaokto  oldl^in.  .4'' 

Why  sboDld  yoo  louger  naaunf       »,-  '^s^ 
I  am  so  lonely  witboot  yoo,  jg.   *i^- 

Cuma  buck  to  Erin  again.  3       v^,. 

Itemey  com*'  l^ick  to  old  Erin,  ■»  ^   »«N».  ' 

C  ime  to  Killaruev's  tiiir  dell,_ 
Come  where  a  true  btairt  is  i>eating, 

And  the  "  old  ntory  "  we'll  tell, 
H<iw  can  you  linger,  dear  Barney, 

From  your  Alimu:'.  and  borne. 
Come  lo  the  deiir  laud  of  nhamrock, 

(Jome  o'er  the  oceau's  blue  fuuiu.  CboiUS. 

Banjey,  come  back  to  old  Erin, 

Kiseen  Hre  WHitiuj'  for  yon, 
Do  yon  not  mi8«  yonr  Alanna, 

And  iti  yonr  bf  art  still  as  true? 
HooiB,  love,  grow  louely  aud  dreary, 
W       Time  brings  my  weary  ben  rt  uuln, 

Hangbt  but  yonr  presence  will  cheer  me, 
u      Cmum  to  old  Eiiu  agnin.  'I?h(vaa. 


Down  at  Gogan's  Hall. 
I  received  an  iuvltation, 

Aud  I  thought  I'd  take  it  in. 
So  I  dressed  with  care,  and  jdBt  gottbere;. 

As  the  mntiic  did  begiu. 

CB0B17B.  , 

Hands  around,  mind  your  eye, 

Or  you  will  gel  it  closed. 
Strike  right  and  left  aud  hold  your  bMftth. 

Don't  have  yonr  jaw  exposed. 
I  never  saw  such  llKbtiug, 

As  when  they  dealt  out  the  grul^ 
Sure  meself  was  kilt  iutirely 

By  the  Piccadilly  Club. 

They  ail  wear  stand  up  collars,  '4 

And  sure  they  take  delight,  J 

Iu  drinking  beer  aud  ({t^ttiug  drnnk  ;        ff 

So  they  can  have  n  flight.  -*- 

An.)  wheu  they  get  excited, 

Juat  look  out  for  yonr  eye. 
For  here  and  there,  aud  everywhere. 

The  bricks  begiu  to  fly.  -  -  Ohoms. 

Tom  Welsh  the  worthy  president,  \ 

Aud  Secretary  Dnnu. 
Did  Huperiutuud  the  whole  affair ; 

They  had  the  best  of  fnn. 
^bey  fought  all  night,  with  all  their  snigbt, 

^^ntil  the  break  of  day, 
And  t.!>en  they  goi^  so  staying  drunk, 

Ou  tbft  floor  tbqi'  bad  to  lay.  Oboros. 


/ 


.«i»-«4M-' 


I 


The  Little  Plo!»"er  You  Gave  He. 

Wonlsandmelody  byJ.c.M'acy     Arr.  byJ.E  Stewart. 

Music  pub  and  Copyright .  t8T9,  by  Roe  Stephens. 
The  Music  of  this  or  any  oth,  er  songr,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  b  y  us  to  any  address, 
post  paid,  on  receipt  of  yPrlce,  88  t«DtR 

IVe  been  thinking,  darling  tbinkiog. 

Of  the  days  now  past  and  go^e,  , .     .„ 

When  I  met  you  down  beside  tap  dear  old  aull: 

How  yon  told  me  that  yon  .'oved  mA, 
And  your  heart  was  oil  my  own*  ^_ 

Tm  thinking,  darling  thinkinf  of  5«Bti  Still ! 
^nd  in  the  shades  of  evetung,  ^ 

Tears  will  fill  my  eyes, 
Tm  sad  and  lonely  all  my  journey  f^rAigh  ; 

Aud  the  little  flower  you  gave  me. 
It  is  all  I'vj  left  to  prizs  ; 

I'm  thinking  darling,  dreaming  m£fet  Of  foa. 

Csosrs. 
r*e  been  thinking,  darling  tblnMnff         . 

rvte  been  thlnklBg  of  thee,  fond  and  tr«e ; 
And  the  little  flow'r  yon  gave  m^ 

It  is  alil've  left  to  prize  ;  »♦ 

I'm  thinkJDK,  daxliog.  thiykips.  f 

j'jji  Uunking  now  <tf  yo»~  J 

fve  been  thinking,  darling,  tblnkxpg, 

Of  our  childhood's  bappfy  bonjB, 
Wbere  the  drooping  willows  k^es'd  fne  nUMMog 

stnMUBs, 

And  old  memry's  cluster  round  me. 
For  no  Liatter  where  I  roum, 

Your  HU'ibright  face  in  ever  in  uiy  dreams. 
Sweet  impels  guard  my  darling,  > 

Angels  bright  and  fair  .' 

1VV11  meet  aguiu  beyoud  the  Jtwper  seu ;  / 


^  ■•■ 


The  Piccadilly  Club.         v^ 
Words  by  J.  L.  Feeney      Air  :  Raffle  for  tJtitatove. 
Song  by  Frank  J.  Mart  hL 

Talk  sboBt  yonr  lafDs, 

It  aant  envpare  at  all. 
With  the  fhssdilly  jamborie, 


For  the  mcm'ries  of  the  old  home, 
Ever  linger  with  mo  now, 
I  Ihiuk  of  you  wherever  I  mny  go. 


Chorus. 


The  Poor  Old  Tramp. 

Words  and  Music  by  Wlh  L  Thompson. 

Music  pub.  and  Copyright,  loTT  by  W.  L.  Thompson  4:  Co. 

The  Mualc  of  this  or  any  other  bong,  kept  constantly 

ou  hand,  and  will  be  Hent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  lulcc,  M  centa. 

I'm  only  a  poor  old  wanderer, 

I've  no  place  to  call  my  home  ; 
No  one  to  pity  me,  uo  one  to  ohoc-r  mo. 

As  friendless  and  sadly  I  room. 

CUOBUS. 

Ouly  a  poor  old  wanderer, 

I've  no  place  to  call  my  home  ; 
No  one  to  pity  me,  no  one  to  cheer  me. 

As  friendless  and  sadly  I  roam. 


I  tramp,  tramp  along,  tbo'  I'm  weary, 
|- .      No  rest  thro'  the  long,  long  day, 

Thro'  the  rain  aud  the  snow,  I  must  tnmp 

to  and  fro, 
For  I've  no  place  in  shelter  to  stay.        CbMus. 

'   ,  How  I  wish  for  a  place  by  the  fireside, 

For  the  night  is  so  dark  cold  and  damp  ; 
Vacant  pkces  I  see,  but  there's  uo  room  forme. 
For  I  m  ouly  a  poor  old  tramp.  Chorua 

Long  ago  I  wfts  peaceful  and  happy,  ..  ■] 

With  dear  loving  friends  ever  near  ; 
But  now  they  are  gone  aud  I'm  left  all  alone. 
V-   With  no  one  my  pathway  to  cheer.        Choms. 


^,  ' —•■'*■ • 

In  the  Highlands.  - 

Words  by  Wesley  Blsson.     Music  by  Eduard  Hoist 

Music  pub  and  Copyright,  18T8  by  the  Chicago  Music  Co 

Music  sent,  by  us  poet  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  8i  eta. 

In  the  highlands  blooms  the  heather, 

Iu  the  highlands  lies  my  heait. 
Stormy  winds  aud  wintry  weatlier. 

Drifted  me  from  friends  apart ; 
Still  the  Soottish  chimes  come  ringing 

Changes  sad  ou  early  days. 
Saddened  mem'ries  ever  bringing, 

Vain  regrets  for  wuudering  ways. 
Ah  !  absence  makes  our  love  grow  strODgeti 

Parting  makes  onr  greeting  sweet, 
Wetiry  heart,  the  way  seems  longer 

Which  we  press  with  homeward  feet 
CuOBUS. 

In  the  highlands  blooms  the  heather,      .  ' 

In  the  highlands  lies  my  heart. 
Stormy  winds  more  wintry  weather, 

N«'t>r  can  drift  my  Boul  apart 

In  the  highlands  dwells  a  maiden, 

Pure  as  breath  of  mountain  air. 
Bright  as  hlne-bells  dew-drops  laden,  • 

Fairest  of  the  bounie  fair  ; 
In  her  geutle  breast  a  sorrow. 

In  her  eye  a  tear  for  me  ; 
WxU  be  come  again  to-morrow  ? 

Will  he  cross  the  moaning  sea?  ' 
Ob  !  I  shall  see  thy  sad  face  beaming, 

Bonnie  brown-eyed  loving  Bees, 
I  shall  see  thy  dark  braids  streaming, 

I  ehaU  joy  ia  thy  caress.  Ghoms. 


^■•k 


?airy  Porou  in  Dreams  I  See. 

WcMSbyfiaaUfilK.  Kitchen.       Mmaatrrfi  T)  WgifctL 

miotic  cent  by  us  to  aay  addrees,  priceMe^ue. 

Wbsn  ibe  dsakness  £dls  aionnd  as  '    '  ^ 

^nd  all  natnre  seems  at  rest, 
Then  •  peaoeful  sleep  o'eroomes  BU^ 
t        Bringing  In  some  welooae  giust 
Faces  that  I  fondly  cherished 

Come  ngiiiu  to  smile  on  me,     * 
And  until  the  morning  dawuetl^  .. 

Fairy  forms  iu  dreums  I  see. 

CnoRcs.  '        ■ 

While  I  Blnml)er  sweetly  slumber. 

Life  seems  ns  it  usett  to  be. 
And  till  morning  without  uumbet 

Fairy  forms  iu  ilreams  I  see. 

Some  have  golden  tresses  failing  -.. 

Bound  about  their  shouldrrs  fair. 
While  the  others  pert  aud  sprightly. 

Have  a  wealth  of  rareu  hair. 
Some  will  slug  a  song  ot  childhood,    Vi;       / 

Others  soma  familiar  glee,  j;^         ■    .    ,. 

And  until  the  morning  breuketh,     J  .  .-.. 

Fairy  forms  iu  dreams  I  see.        . '      (%onia 

Often  now  and  then  a  maiden  .  ■ 

With  the  sweetest  eyes  of  bine,     ,  ■.•;:>./' 
Whispers  of  the  hearts  Fve  broken      •> '=,,^»- 

That  were  ouce  so  kind  and  tiuA  :     ,  ■'* 
Then  some  roguish  beantv  tells  ma 

Of  onr  ramble  o'er  the  lea, 
.ind  until  the  morning  oometh, 

Faiiy  foirms  in  dzwms  I  see.  Choms^ 


^.^.ittijr 
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Hebrew  PoUtidaiui. 

Written  and  sung  by  Dave  HowanL  '  '  "^ ;    ' 

Here  we  are  two  Hebrew  politieiant,      '•      ;  ,~ 
W  hen  we  ran  for  office  we  got  terrible  oppoeition 
From  every  creed  that  ia  known  in  existence, 
We  are  tlie  Hebrew  poliliciaoK  of  tbc  day. 
Wben  election  tiiuo  due*  come,  lots  of  promises 

we  du  make ; 
Von  should  see  tbem  Hebrew  voters  bow  our 

money  tbey  do  take, 
To  go  and  east  tbeir  ballots,  'cause  tbey  know 

we  take  tbe  cake, 
We're  the  Hebrew  politicians  of  the  day. 

Chobus. 
Wben  we  go  out  we  dress  up  nice  and  neat. 
We  eat  a  piece  of  garlic,  to  make  our  breath 

smell  sweet ; 
^nd  tbe  gang  upon  tbe  corner  holler. 

"  Sbeeney's,  float  your  feet." 
We're  tbe  Hebtww  politiciaas  of  the  day. 

We  are  noing  to  run  for  Alderman  upon  the 

next  election ; 

Cast  your  eyes  upon  us— do  you  think  we  11 

pass  inspection  ? 

And  if  yon  want  to  vote  for  us,  we  won't  have 

'  no  objection. 

We're  the  Hebrew  politicians  of  the  day. 
And  when  we  are  elecied  we  will  do  the  beat  we  can. 
We'll  give  a  good  day  e  wages  to  every  working  man; 
Aai  the  people  all  will  say,  -  for  them 

'^  ibeeneys  hip,  hurrah. 

They're  tbe  Hebrew  politicians  of  the  day."      Cho. 

__ ■   !♦■  ■  ■.;"'^.■'"'■ 

Parody  on  Baby  Mine. 

WltteDandBungbyBemDevwe.     ;    .. 

Oh!  Tni  waiting  for  your  aire,  • 

Baby  mine— baby  mine; 
But  lie  s  sncii  an  awful  liar, 

Baby  mine— baby  mine. 
He  was  coming  at  nine  odoek, 
But  Ijea  up  on  the  L»uiobmans bloer. 
Getting  full  of  Eye  and  Rook, 

Baby  mine  -  baby  mine. 
And  his  ulster  is  in  the  hock. 

Baby  mine.       r,  .\;.  ,       -.  * 

Ob !  your  dad's  a  terrible  booeer,  :  •  . 

Baby  mine— baby  mine, 
He's  a  wjjiskey-soaked  olJ  enooter. 

Baby  miue— baby  mine. 
If  be  comes  home  «irnnk,  I  swear 
111  di««ect  bis  jaw  with  care. 
J.Dd  demolish  liim  with  a  chair.    •   - 

Baby  mine— baby  mine ; 
With  a  brick  HI  part  his  hair,  ^:- 

6aby  mine. 


i  ^  The  Hod  CarrienL 

sung  by  tbe  "  Bards  of  Tara,"  KeUy  and  Ryaa. 

We  are  two  Irish  boys  so  fricky, 

None  belter  sure  you  can't  find. 
To  twirl  the  twig  or  drink  strong  whiskey, 

Or  bate  a  big  foe,  du  ye  mind; 
If  tbe  four-leafed  shaiiiroek  we  could  get  now, 

All  bare-fooled  cripples  would  be  abod; 
No  poor  needle  woman  would  sit  down  ; 

But  be  gay  like  the  boys  that  carry  the  bod. 

CUOBCS. 

Drink  siicoes*  to  Irish  labor,    : . 

Just  new  over  from  the  sod  ;     ' 
All  we  want  is  laborers'  waga*, 

For  ^:'e're  the  boys  that  carry  tbe  hod. 

We'd  have  no  shifting  politioinns. 

But  everv  roan  would  honest  be  ; 
Old  starvation,  he'd  have  no  relation, 

And  ould  Ireland  would  be  free.  O  ;.-:■ 

We°<l  have  Saturday  niglit  three  times  a  Week, 

Fine  roaat  beef,  ani  lees  salt  cod  ; 
Th»-n  everyone  would  happy  be. 

Just  like  the  boys  that  carry  tne  hod. 

Drink  eiMaeee,  A«. 


The  Devil's  in  New  Jersey. 

r-       Written  and  sung  by  P.  J.  Downey. 

Last  Sunday  mom  I  rose  up. 

And  I  feeliog  kind  of  merry  ; 
Savs  I  I'll  have  a  good  time, 

&o  I  eroaat^d  the  Jt-raey  ferry.    . 
Bat  never  will  I  du  the  same. 

The  consequence  was  irightening; 
But  what  can  you  expect  of  one, 

Filled  up  with  Jersey  lightening. 

CBOBX78. 

Oh  !  ycu  talk  of  Ihia  you  talk  uf  that. 

You  talk  of  places  nosey. 
But  by  the— no,  I  will  not  swear — 

The  devil's  ia  New  Jersey.    ■  r 

I  ran  through  mud  up  to  my  eycf,  -' :    : 

I  never  yet  was  Isry  ; 
A  big  policeman  scooped  me  in,  ..; . 

^nd  swore  that  I  was  crazy. 
I  was  surrounded  in  the  cell,         . 

By  moequitos  a-flying, 
Wlieu  morning  came,  from  loss  of  blood, 

I  thought  I  was  a-dying.  Chorus. 

Wben  morning  came,  before  tbe  judge, 

Ue  looked  on  me  with  piiy ; 
Says  he,  young  man,  tbe  sentence  is. 

One  huur  to  leave  the  city. 
I  did  not  wait  to  hear  the  rest, 

You  bet  I  wasn't  noisy. 
When  I  arrived  in  York  I  cried  : 

May  the  devil  shoot  Kew  Jersey.  Chorus. 

Wben  I  got  home,  my  wife  along 

Willi  a  great  big  club  was  waiting. 
She  said  to  lay  a  hand  on  me 

Her  tender  heart  was  breaking. 
We  had  it  up  and  down  the  floor, 

At  laat  I  cried  for  mercy. 
She  yelled  yon  fool,  go  anywhere. 

But  keep  away  from  Jersey. 


Chorus. 


^•»-i 


'Neath  the  Maple  by  the  Mill. 

Sung  by  R.O.  Little. 

The  MUBlo  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  t>e  sent  by  ub  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 

'    Wben  the  moon  is  softly  beaming; 
O'er  tbe  cabin  and  the  wild  wood. 

And  the  birds  have  gone  to  rest  among  the  trees ; 
W  here  the  sturdy  woodman's  stroke 
Has  ceaaed  to  eobo  through  the  forest, 

^d  ihe  milkmaid's  eongs  come  floating  on  tbe  breeze. 

*     When  the  old  church  bell  is  chiming      .        ^. 
Tbe  soft  bom-  of  evening  prayer, 
I  shall  look  fur  youx  light  looistepe  down  tbe  hill| 
I  absJl  be  impatient,  Nellie, 
'      Till  I  bear  yourateps  beside  me, 
And  we  re  siliing  neaib  the  maple  by  the  mill. 

I'm  sitting  by  a  little  mound, 

Beneath  the  maple  slmduw. 
Where  it's  leafy  branches  o'er  me  gently  wave ; 

'i  here  beside  me  «il«!ps  the  Ire.-iaure, 

While  the  sweetest  autumn  flowers. 
Are  all  blooiuing  iu  sweet  frngruiice  o'er  her  grave. 

When  the  wintry  winds  are  sighing. 

Among  the  leafless  fore-t  trees. 
And  the  flowers  lying  withered  cold  and  still. 

1  shall  bid  farewell  to  earth. 

Could  I  sleep  beside  my  darlitig. 
In  the  grave  'neaih  the  muple  by  the  mill. 

Poor  Little  Joe. 
Written  and  Sung  by  Mr.  Fred  J,  Mackley, 

The  MuBic  of  tula  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

poet  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  tents. 

While  strolling  one  night  tlironph  the  city's  gay  throng, 
I  met  a  7>oor  boy  who  was  singing  a  sone  ; 
Although  be  was  sinking,  he  wnnied  for  bread, 
Altbongh  he  was  smiling,  he  wi^^hed  bimeelf  dead.     . 
I  spoke  to  this  poor  bop  onlio  the  snow, 

mmSSSSSSmmBSSaSSSSSSSm 


He'd  no  plaee  of  shelter,  nor  nowhere  to  go  : 

No  mother  lo  guide  him— in  tb«  eold  gmve  laid  low, 

Cast  on  this  cold  world  was  puvr  little  Jue. 

CUORUS. 

Cold  blew  the  blast  and  duwn  eame  the  tnew, 
Nu  place  of  shelter,  and  nowli«re  lo  gu; 
No  iiioiher  to  guide  him — in  the  «i>ki  grave  laid  low, 
Cast  on  this  cruel  world  was  pour  little  Ju«. 

The  lighu  had  gone  out.  and  the  clock  had  t«ni«k  one. 
When  home  came  a  (wlioeiiian  whoee  dnty  was  duns; 
.^nd  it  seemed  by  the  tramp  of  his  dull  bMvy  itmmI, 
As  though  he  was  seeking  the  d\  ing  or  deait. 
•'  Oh  !  what  is  this*"  the  policeman  tlien  i>ai.l. 
It  was  ()oor  little  Joe— on  the  steps  lie  lay  dead  ; 
Willi  hi8  face  turned  lo  heaven  all  covrr«d  wiUi  anew. 
Dead  iu  tbe  cold  streets  laid  p«M>r  little  Joe.        Chw. 


Nearer  My  God  to  Thee. 

By  E,  H,  WinchelJ, 

Music  pub  and  Copyright,  isTS  by  tbe  Chicago  Mnalc  Co. 

Tlie  Music  or  tills  or  any  other  Boug.  kepi  conalaittly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  lo  any  addrew. 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price  S8  centa. 

Nearer  my  God  to  thee 

Nearer  to  1  bee ! 
Een  though  it  be  a  croea 

'I  hat  raiseth  me. 
Still  all  my  song  shall  be. 

Nearer  t«  Tlife, 
Nearer,  my  God  to  Theel 

Nearer  to  lliee ! 
Nearer  my  God  to  Thee ! 

Nearer  to  thee  I 
Quartette :    Nearer,  my  G  d.  to  Tbeel 
Nearer  to  lb«e.' 
£  en  ihu'  it  be  a  erors 

That  rsii^ib  uie. 
Still  all  my  sung  shall  be^ 

N«ar«r  to 'I  hee. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Tbeet 
Nearer  to  Thee  t 

Though  like  tbe  wanderer, 

I'he  sun  gone  down. 
Darkness  be  over  me. 

My  rest  a  stone ; 
Tet  in  my  dreams  I'd  h». 

Nearer,  my  God. 
Nearer,  my  God,  to  Tbae  I 

Nearer  to  I  bee ! 
Nearer,  ciy  God,  to  Thee  1 

Nearer  to  1  bee  1 


^  ■•!  ^ 


The  Qirl  I  Wkh  to  Se«k 

6asg  and  Daaee,  ky  a  WiURVb 

Then  is  a  girl  of  sws«t  tigte^xu 

bhe  loves  me  that  I  know. 
As  I  was  walking  down  tbe  street 

6he  euid  that  I'm  her  bean. 
I  really  don'i  bt-lieve  it. 

For  (  think  she'H  fo<'lin(j  me ; 
I  will  have  to  come  here  oft.  n, 

Fur  the  girl  1  wish  lo  kce. 

ClKiRtS. 

Oh  !  yos.  she  is  my  pretty  little  dear.      (Break.) 
How  I  wish  chat  she  was  here.  (Break  j 

I  never  can  forgei  her. 

Fur  she  s  all  the  world  to  mc, 
You  liet  111  come  here  often 

For  the  girl  I  «i«h  lua<e. 


(Danee.) 


She  lives  right  down  in  yonder  cot, 

W  hc-re  the  pretty  flowers  gftww. 
There's  where  I  elianoed  to  meet  her, 

My  lovely  blue-eyed  Joe. 
Oh  !  yea,  she  is  my  darling. 

And  she's  all  tbe  world  to  me, 
You  bet  I'll  soon  be  married 

To  the  girl  1  wish  to  see. 

■  ■>■  ^ 
SHEET  MT7SIC. 


C^enw. 


Any  piece  of  Sheet  Mnsio,  no  matter  whers  pah- 
lisbed,  will  be  sent  by  ns  to  any  addMM,  poet  paid, 
on  reeeipt  of  miirked  price. 
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TlIK    8]iVOER8'    JOURIVAL. 


Father,  Bring  Home  Tonr  Money  To-Night. 

AKi:W  Tt3irSllElfC«  SOKO, 

Words  by  Mrs.  M.  A.  K  Wder.    Music  by  W  F.  Sherwin . 

TUe  Music  of  this  or  any  otUeraoDjr,  kept  constantly 

on  iiand,  and  will  b*-  sent  by  UB  to  any  addretis, 

pool  paid,  on  lecclpt  of  price,  8u  cents. 

Ob  !  father,  dear  father,  don't  stay  away  late. 

Gome  home  wLeu  jonr  day's  work  is  o'er ; 
For  moiber  II  be  wutcbiuK  for  you  at  the  gate. 

Don't  griete  her  poor  heart  any  more. 
Sbu'b  wearv  v«  itii  sewing  lo  keep  as  iu  bread. 

And  her  face  w  ho  hii^K'T''  ""^^^  white. 
For  yon  kuow.  father  dear,  that  we  all  most  be  fed, 

"Ibeu  briug  home  your  mouey  to-uight. 
Cbobcs. 

Then  brinK  h"me  your  mouey  to-night ! 

Ou  I  briim  hoinu  >uiir  money  to-uiKht ! 
FwF  you  know,  futher  dear,  that  we  uU  mnstbefed, 

Oh  !  briug  liuue  >oar  mouey  to-night ! 

The  old  tftTera  kei  p  r  w  rich  I  am  sure  ; 

His  Hcr*«  hpreml  i»ut  far  aud  wide. 
While  father,  deiir  father,  you  know  we  are  poor, 

And  needy  iiud  bnugry  lieeide. 
Don't  Rive  him  Tour  hardly  eumed  dollnra,  I  pray. 

For  the  drinke  that  willmadden  aud  blight. 
But  iu  mauliuetM  tnru  fioiu  the  tempter  away, 

Aud  biiug  borne  your  mouey  to-uight !    Chorus. 

0'> !  father,  dear  father,  dou't  Rtay  away  late; 

•T«ill  be  Sitnrdav  night  «8  you  kuow. 
The  leautilul  S iblmth  mij'ht  dawu,  if  yoo  wait. 

And  find  ui  lu  sorrow  and  woe. 
No  bread  in  the  iwutry.  uocomlort  in  store. 

And  nothing  to  m.iku  onr  home  bright. 
Good-bye  now,  dear  lather,  don't  driuk  any  more, 

But  bring  home  your  mouey  to-night !    Chorus. 
^  ■■■  m    

The  Bine  and  Gray  are  United  at  Last 

Air:   Old  Log  cabin  on  the  Uiu,      ByS.Garvey. 

In  this  Uni  of  the  brave  and  free,  to-day  we  all  see, 

A  jitople  nulled  heart  aud  band ; 
Who  a  lew  yean*  ago.  were  the  deadliest  of  foee, 

Aud  waged  a  great  war  in  onr  land. 
8oin«  on  the  hat  tie-field  a  mighty  sword  did  wield. 

While  others  nobly  clung  to  the  mast. 
But  we  have  iive«l  to  see  our  uatiou  once  more  free. 

For  the  blue  aud  grty  are  united  at  last. 
Cbobcb. 
While  nnited  we  stand,  together  heart  and  hand. 

L-t  ns  try  and  forR't  the  pa^t. 
We  hope  to"  hear  uo  more,  the  dreadful  battle  roar, 

For  the  Uue  and  gray  are  onlted  at  last 

PeaM  now  reicna  snpreme,  everything  is  serene, 

Pp*periiy  i>i  fieeq  on  every  hand  ; 
iTltoee  days  are  gone  by,  when  that  fearftil  battle  cry, 

B>.-Koauded  thrunghont  all  onr  land, 
Thexe  heroes  bold  iiud  free,  today  are  so  happy, 

Bucanse  the  die  of  peace  has  been  cast  ; 
They  ri«im  tog'-ther  uow.  with  laiirekou  their  brow. 

The  blue  aud  gnty  are  auittd  ut  lost.  Churus. 

Toreijjn  nations  stood  omazed,  when  forth 

onr  cauuons  blazed, 
Tl»ey  Ihonpbt  as  a  nation  we  were  lost, 
But  we  bhowed  them  us  they  see,  that  we  still 

loved  liberty, 
And  preserved  it,  thoncb  at  a  great  ooet. 
M  <i>y  have  fought  aud  died  to  save  our  country's  pride, 

Biit  to-<li>y  it  iH  a  pleawi'it  coutrast. 
To  ltH)k  back  ou  thorte  days,  can  we  now 

but  sing  in  praise, 
For  tbe  bine  and  gray  are  nuited  at  Ia.st      Chorus. 


Pity  the  Homelesa  One  To-Night. 

Words  by  Geo.  cooper.  Music  by  c.  E.  Pratt. 

Copyright,  and  pub,  1873,  by  W.  A.  Pond  tc  Co. 

The  Music  of  tills  or  any  o;  hrr  sons:,  kept  constantly 

02  hand,  and  will  be  stiit  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price  so  cents. 

Torn  from  homo.  I'm  sad  and  weary,    ' 
F'r-fom  KCenes  t ha*  once  were  bright; 

Wiind  liiir^  neulh  the  aky  ro dreary, 
llty  the  bomelesB  oue  to-night  t 


Darkly  dawns  for  me  the  morrow. 
Coldly  now  the  stars  look  down  f 

Nothing  left  me  but  my  sorrow, 
I'm  bentath  luisfoituue's  Iruwu  I 

ClIURCS. 

Torn  from  hom^,  I'm  sad  aud  weary. 
Far  from  Kceues  that  once  were  bright ; 

Wandering  'ueath  the  sky  so  dreary, 
Pity  the  homeless  oue  to-night ! 

Gone  for  me  the  HOunds  of  g1aduc»!i. 

Gone  the  joyn  that  once  1  kuow  ; 
Help,  oh  !  help  lue  iu  my  saiUiesH, 

Kindly  hearts  so  good  and  true ! 
Lonely  iu  the  cheerless  city. 

Storms  around  me  fiercely  blow ; 
Who  will  on  lue  now  take  pity, 

Wliile  1  WttUticr  lo  and  Iro  ? 

Be:-.m  no  gcntlo  Rmilos  to  cheer  me, 

Ouco  I  gi'.Zi.'d  iu  eyes  so  fair  ! 
De-ir  aud  loviui;  i^ncs  were  near  me. 

Now  I'vo  iion^lu  hut  wild  dexpuir  ! 
Nu  Nolt  niother-haudri  to  Mess  mvs 

No  fond  ki.'~sat  close  ol  daj  ! 
No  wne  darlings  to  otrervs  nie, 

Homclehiti,  hclple.s.s,  uow  I  stray. 


Cboms. 


Chortm. 


Silver  Bells  are  Ringing  Away  np  in  the  Sky. 

Wonts  by  Thomas  E.  Powers     Music  by  F.  Younker. 

Copyrl^Ut  1K79,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  LUder. 
The  Music  of  this  song  Is  published  In  elegant  litho- 
graphed title  pngp,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder,  «o  Chat- 
ham street,  win  iK!  sent  to  any  address,  post 
paid,  on  rvcelpt  of  price,  40  cents. 

We  rise  at  de  early  mom. 

To  work  iu  de  field  all  day, 
At  the  sound  of  massit's  horn. 

Den  we  lay  de  spade's  away. 
Silver  bells  are  ringing. 

Away  up  iu  the  sk}'. 
Little  angels  singiug, 

Dar  sweet  bye-and-bye. 
Chorus. 
Hreti  de  children,  bresn  de  ohildreo, 

Peter,  bress  do  children, 
We'll  be  dar  bye-and-bye. 

Open  (lat  gate,  oh  !  good  Peter, 
Open  dat  gate,  oh  !  good  Peter, 

Gwiue  to  dwell  on  de  bright  golden  shor*. 

At  niiiht  when  de  work  am  done. 

Darkies  gather  round  onr  door, 
They  siug  and  dance,  oh  !  such  fan. 

We  love  to  bear  obildien  roar. 
Silver  bells  are  ringing 

Away  up  iu  de  sky. 
Little  angels  singing, 

Dar  sweet  bye-aud-bye. 

We  bid  ydu  all 'sweet  adien, 

We  are  gwiue  to  dwell  aboT« ; 
Day  aud  night  we'll  watch  o'er  5^n, 

Little  cliUdren  dat  we  love. 
Silver  bells  are  ringing. 

Away  up  iu  de  sky. 
Little  angels  singing, 

D.tr  sweet  bye-aud-byo. 


Chorua, 


Cbonu. 


Baby  Fanning  Song.  . 
From  Iho  Celebrated  Opera,  "  Pinafore.' 

A  nmuy  years  ago. 

When  I  was  young  and  charming, 
As  some  of  you  may  know, 

I  pnictised  baby-farming. 
Now  this  is  most  alarming. 
When  she  wiuj  young  and  charming. 
She  practised  baby-&rming, 

A  mauy  years  ago. 
Two  tender  babes  I  nus.sed, 

Oue  was  ol  low  condition, 
The  other  npper  crust, 

A  regular  patrician. 
Aix.  (firplnlninij  to  each  other.)  ;  ;. 

Now  this  is  the  position  ; 
Oue  was  of  low  couditiou. 
The  other  a  patrician, 

A  many  years  ago. 
Btt.  Oh  !  bitter  ia  my  cap  t 


All. 


Bt-r. 


However  conld  I  do  it  7  .> 

I  mixed  IhoM  children  np,  .^\t?V" 

A'ld  not  a  creittnie  knew  it.         ■.*■:; 
All.    However  could  j on  do  it? 

Some  day  no  doubt,  you'll  nie  It, 
Although  uo  creature  knew  it. 
So  many  years  ago.         ■,• 
BOT.    In  lime  each  little  waif 

Forsook  his  foster  mother. 

The  well-boru  babe  was  Ralph, 
Tour  captain  was  the  other  ! 
All.    They  lelt  their  foster  mother,  ;,  ■ 

The  one  was  Ralph  onr  brother. 

Our  Ciiptaiu  was  the  other, 
A  muoy  yeaxu  sgo.  -/^ 

■■    l«l    Ml 

Sorry  Her  Lot  Who  Loves  Too  Well. 

From  the  celebrated  Opera,  ••Pinafore," 

Sorry  her  lot  who  loves  too  well. 

Heavy  the  heart  that  hopes  but  vainly. 
Sad  are  the  sighs  that  own  the  spell. 
Uttered  by  eyes  that  speak  too  plainly  ; 
Heavy  the  sorrow  that  bows  the  head 
When  love  is  alive  and  hope  is  dead  t 

Sad  is  the  honr  when  sets  the  snn— 

Dark  is  the  night  to  earth's  ]>oor  danghters, 
When  to  the  ark  the  wearied  oue 
Flies  from  the  empty  waste  of  waters  I 
Heavy  the  sorrow  that  bows  the  head 
When  love  is  alive  and  hope  is  dead  t 


I'm  Going  Back  to  Alabam'  to  Die. 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  T.  Rutledge. 

Hnslc  pub,  and  Copyright,  1878  by  W.  L.  Thompson. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address^ 

post  paid,  on  ncelpt  of  price,  40  cents. 


I  want  to  see  the  dear  old  Kome  again  ; 

I  want  to  Me  the  cotton  fields  once  more, 
,^nd  the  dear  old  cabin  'way  down  in  the  lane. 

And  the  little  children  pfaying  round  the  door. 
I  want  to  see  my  dear  old  ■onlhem  home, 

V\hen  I  think  of  it  the  tear-drops  dim  mine  eyes, 
I  ean  i)lino8t  hear  old  inasaa  wliii«}>«r  "cornel" 

•So  I'm  going  baek  lo  Alabam*  to  die. 

ClIORlS. 

Oh  I  doth*  darkies  know  that  I'm  a-eoming? 

And  will  they  m««t  roe  ia  the  by-and-by  T 

in  the  Sy-and-by; 
I'm  goin^  where  the  btrdt  and  bees  are  humming, 

I'm  going  baek  to  Alabam'  to  die. 

Long  years  I've  wandered  from  the  dear  old  farm, 

'ihe  plaoe  mine  eyas  first  saw  iho  cotton  grow; 
To  me  theft's  notliios  else  that  has  a  charm. 

And  I  like  to  use  the  shovel  and  the  hoe. 
^nd  then  tlie  roses  bloom  so  xweetly  lliere. 

In  the  dew  and  gentle  sun  <if  suininer'a  sky  ; 
.^nd  the  orange  blossoms  rcent  the  bnlniy  air. 

So  I'm  going  back  lo  i^lahant'  to  die.      Chorus. 

I'm  weary  now  of  roaming  round  the  earth. 

And  I  want  to  see  my  friends  before  I  go; 
Ve»,  1  want  to  see  llie  old  home  of  my  bii  ih. 

For,  I  have'nt  lonj  to  tarry  here,  I  know. 
And  wh«>n  my  spirit  takes  lU  home  above, 

'lliere'll  be  ronie  one  llure  to  breath  a  gentle  sigh, 
There'll  be  some  amon;;  the  many  that  I  love, 

So  I'm  going  back  lo  Alabaiu'  to  die.       Choms. 


The  "Nightingale  Song. 
From  the  celebrated  Opera,  "Pinafore." 


All. 


The  nightingale 
Loved  I  he  moon's  bright  ray. 

And  told  his  tale 
In  his  own  melodious  way  ! 

He  »ang,  "  Ah,  well-a-day !" 

He  sang,  "Ah,  well-a-day  1" 


Tlie  lowly  Vale 
For  the  inonninin  vainly  allied, 

To  his  humble  wail 
The  echoing  hills  rep'ied. 

Tliey  sang.  "  ah,  w«ll-a-day  I" 
All.      They  sang.  "  ah,  wel:-a-day  I" 


m 
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':.    The  Lost  Inheritance.  ; 
-    cHArxER  vr. 

ALIOI  WALD1N8  SECOND  BORr.OW, 


It  must  not  be  lliouglit  otlierwise  tlinn  lliat  itwfts 
witli  the  utnioat  reluctance  that  RichnrJ  Hepburn 
bad  recourae  to  the  plan  which  he  had  adopted. 

To  enter  any  man'a  bouae,  even  tbougli  lie  had 
reaaon  to  believe  ihat  man  had  secretly  worked  hiin 
wrong— to  partake  of  liia  hospiulity,  while  hui bor- 
ing against  him  an  injury— wus  keenly  repugnant 
to  Ilia  aenae  of  boDor. 

Yet  when  he  took  into  consideration  that  it  was 
for  the  purpose  of  cleariug  his  fathers  name  from  a 
oruel  disgrace,  be  could  not  but  hold  the  act  justi- 
fiable. 

lie  had  learned  sufficient  of  the  ease  to  know 
that,  even  were  Sir  Richard  guilty,  he  had  bem 
urged  to  the  crime  by  the  money-lender's  craft  and 
bitter  usurious  terms— indeed  Ihe  Baronet  h»d 
been  the  dupe  of  the  others  low-born  avarice. 
Uenoe  he,  the  son,  was  not  called  to  feel  much  pity 
for  him. 

Again  the  question  stood — what  bad  become  of 
Sir  Richard  ?  An  afifectionate  father  and  husband, 
■urely,  had  he  died  he  would  have  prepared  some 
BiMsaire  to  his  family,  without  he  had  been  pre- 
vented T  If  the  latter,  who  had  prevented  bim  f  If 
not  llie  latter,  oould  he  be  still  alive  ? 

Where  was  Jusiah  Biddlecomb's  clerk?  To 
Richard  Hepburn,  his  di«ap|iearance  wa«  also  a 
in\stery.  aa  well  as  a  biiler  anxiety  ;  for,  elated  by 
his  few  ommbs  of  observation,  he  began  to  warm  to 
bis  work,  and  he  fell  much  would  rest  on  the  dia- 
eovery  of  tliat  man. 

He  thought  over  it  all  night,  and  the  next  morn- 
ing, rising  i-arly,  rode  to  the  railway-siaiion  before 
breakfast,  and  dispatched  a  telei;ram  to  a  Cc-riaiu 
ex-dele«tiveof;>cotlaud  Yard,  requeaiing  to  engage 
bis  services. 

On  Kiohard  Hepburn  reaching  tlie  station  he 
came  upon  a  shnbbily-atiired  man,  wiih  ii  bearded, 
and  by  no  means  clean,  face,  who.  lounging  B{joini<t 
the  wall,  was  consuming  a  lai^e  piece  of  bread  and 
cheese,  which  he  outwiiUahugedangerous-lookiug 

elasped-Unife. 

At  the  sound  of  the  hori^e's  hoofs,  he  liod  raised 
liis  eyea  with  the  idle  curiosity  uf  an  idler.  On, 
however,  beholding  the  rider,  bis  first  inaiinot 
appnrrnlly,  had  been  to  pull  bis  peaked  cap  over 
bu  brows,  and  alitik  away 

A  moment's  reflectitin  apparently  oau!>ed  iiim  to 
alter  his  purpose.  Drawingliimself  together,  while 
lie  thrust  ibu  remainder  ot  the  bread  and  cheese 
into  his  |>ocket.  he  came  forward  and  tnucliing  his 
cap  ache  looked  the  other  airaighl  in  ihefuce,  eaid, 
"  Want  a  chap  to  bold  your  horse,  fir  ?" 

'*  Yes  njy  friend  "  answered  Richard  Hepburn, 
shortening  rein,  as  be  recognised  the  tramp  be  had 
watched  a  few  niglits  previously  slouching  past 
baisy  Bank  ;  "  if  von  want  n  j.'b." 

"  I  shall  be  awful  glad  of  one.  When  a  chap's 
•o  out  of  collar  as  me,  he  am  t  particular  what  he 
does  for  a  meal,  as  long  as  it  s  honest" 

"  Well.  I  i«uppo8e  not  "  rrjoined  Richard  Hep- 
burn, springing  oflf.  "  There,  you  need  not  walk 
bim  up  and  down  ;  he's  not  hent«d,  and  I  shall  not 
be  long.     1  have  but  to  desipaich  a  telegram." 

He  crossed  to  the  station  door,  then  glanced  back. 
A  certain  shiftiness  he  had  noted  in  the  mtm  8  ex- 
pression had  made  him  doubt  whether  a  sense  of 
honexiy  would  be  a  great  determent  to  a  desire  of 
acquisition. 

I  here  appeared  no  fear  of  this  iu  the  present  case. 
The  tramp,  leaning  against  his  charge,  was  quietly 
resuming  his  breakfast. 

It  it  a  question  whether  he  would  have  done  so 
had  he  known  the  others  thoughts.  Neither  would 
Richard  Hepburn  so  calmly  have  despatched  the 
telegram  had  he  been  aware  that  he  had  left  his 
horse  in  the  care  of  the  escaped  convict  who  bad 
visited  Charles  Waldens  station  on  the  night  of  the 
bush  fire. 

But  all  this  was  as  yet  wrapped  in  the  mists  of 
the  future  ;  and  on  Richard  Hepburn  s  issuing  from 
tha  talegraph-offioe,  he  {bond  the  animal  safe. 

Spriogiog  into  Uw  saddle,  with  •  word  of  thanks 


and  a  good-nAhred  hope  for  a  change  for  the  better, 
in  the  man's  circumstances,  he  gave  him  a  Aoriu, 
and  galloped  off. 

'J  he  other  stood  a  while  in  the  road,  looking  after 
the  rider,  and  turning  the  coin  iu  bin  palm. 

"  Well,  '  he  muttered,  "  It's  generous  to  say  the 
IcAst  ofit.  My  davy,  ifhe  only  knew!  Humph, 
he  feenis,  too,  in  cajiilal  ft-atlier.  Now," — and  he 
ecralched  his  craniuiii  meditatively — "I  wonder  if  it 
would  wneh  to " 

He  Stopped,  and  shook  bis  head  negatively. 

"No,  it  wont  do;  I  dnren  t  risk  it.  There's  a 
lienp  too  much  against  you,  Tim.  There's  only 
one  card  it's  snfe  for  you  to  play,  and  that  shall  he 
trumps.  But  I  wonder  why  he  is  in  this  part  of 
the  Country  ?" 

While  speaking  he  had  lifted  bis  hand  to  the 
breast  of  his  tattered  coot-pocket,  wherein  reposed 
a  packet  of  hard  substance. 

Becoming  nbrupil}'  aware  that  he  was  being 
curioudly  inspected  by  a  railway  porter  who  haU 
lounged  to  the  door,  the  man  stretched  his  arms 
nilli  a  Inzy  yawn,  then  said,  "  1  sny,  oldfcllow,  can 
you  tell  a  chap  the  way  to  Heathani  ?" 

The  "  old  fellow  ''  was  able  to  give  llie  informa- 
tion and,  being  a  good-nalijied  "  old  fellow,"  took 
particular  pains  to  do  so. 

"  1  here  \i  a  place  called  Camyston  Hall  near 
there,  isn't  therel'" 

"  Yes.    Got  any  acquaintances  there?" 

"If  I  had,"  re8|>onaed  the  man,  with  a  grin, 
glancing  at  his  attire.  "  I  fancy  they'd  not  l>e  proud 
to  own  the  relationship.  'Ihe  road  to  the  rigiit,  I 
think  you  said?     What  precious  hard  times  it  is!" 

And  with  that  grasp  and  pull  of  the  shoulders 
which  seemed  a  habit,  the  tramp  (douched  dowuthe 
road,  n  shambling  blot  on  its  brightness'. 

His  boots  were  cracKed,  and  the  dust  getting  in 
made  his  feet  sore. 

"  Never  ruind,  Tim,"  be  reflected,  philo!>ophically; 
"it's  belter  than  the  bush,  nt  any  late  ;  and  food, 
drink,  with  gold  galore,  will  soon  be  yours  for  the 
askiiig." 

Meanwhile.  Richard  Hepburn  had  ridden  at  a 
quick  paco  back  lu  Daisy  Bank.  Ihe  fense  of  at 
lusl  duing  something  in  llie  life-task  he  had  oet  him- 
self, caused  his  spirits  to  be  liigli  and  bou.xant. 

Man.  taken  as  a  whole,  is  uaiucully,    but   uncon- 

eciou>-ly,  st-lfigli. 

thus,  Richard  Hepburn,  occupied  by  thatoneall- 
ab:>orblng  and  unselfish  idea,  wus  so  self-engrossod 
a^  to  fail  lu  observe  many  little  events  which  olLier- 
wise  Would  have  claimed  his  attention  and  interest. 

Consequently,  when,  bright  and  fresh,  beentered 
the  pleasant  breakfast  room  of  Daisy  Bank,  though 
he  could  not  help  remarking  Alice  Walden's  pallor, 
he  was  far  from  divining  the  real  cause — one  that 
would  have  »et  hie  pulses  beating  with  exqiiit-ile  joy 
overweighted  with  r^ret— and  readily  accejUed  the 
excuse  ehe  gave,  thai  it  arose  from  a  slight  cold 
caught  the  previous  evening. 

I'oor  Alice,  in  her  turn,  to  what  could  she  at- 
tribute their  guest's  more  thon  usually  gay  spirits, 
but  to  the  fascination  of  Miss  iSidonia  Biddlecomb? 

All  doubt  upon  the  point  was  removed  from  her 
irind  when,  upon  Mrs.  Walden  questioning  their 
visit  >r  as  lo  how  lie  had  enjoyed  the  afternoon  at 
Carnyslou,  and  what,  upon  further  acquaintance,  he 
thought  of  the  heiress- Alice,  who  was  observing 
bim  furtively  but  ea;;eily,  detected  the  blood 
slightly  mount  to  his  cheek,  as,  with  a  little  hesita- 
tion, he  replied  that,  on  the  whole,  Miss  Siiiunia 
improved,  he  thought,  on  ocquaintance.  At  least, 
the  family  tried  to  make  their  guests  comfortable. 

Had  Richard  Hepburn  only  guessed  the  pain  this 
trifling  s|)eech  occasioned  the  young  girl  seated 
before  him.  he  would  have  bitten  his  tongue  out 
rather  than  have  uttered  it.  But  he  had  no  such 
idea,  and  was  too  manly  and  honorable  not  to 
Blirink  from  laughing  at  the  girl  he  was  forced,  by 
the  cruelest  though  most  imperative  of  circum- 
stances, to  deceive. 

He  had  flirted  to  desperation  with  the  heiress;  h« 
must  continue  to  do  so,  if  need  be,  to  the  end  of  tl^a 
chapter,  which  was  to  bring  him  failure  or  snooess, 
and  for  that  very  reason  he  held  her  sacred  from 
Lis  ridicule. 

How  he  would  hare  acted  oonld  he  have  read  the 
•ecret  of  th«  heart  which  fluttered  the  besom  of 
Alice's  moslin  naorniog  dress,  is  impossible  to  say. 


Bat  Le  bad  no  idea  be  bad  been  ao  Uouorad  above 
meu,  and,  bad  he  the  knowledge,  as  it  hiia  Uaui 
shov^-u,  it  would  have  cHUHt'd  the  aoonteot  ptiiu. 

Thus,  when  they  tutw  tri  m  the  tHblc,  and  Alice 
Wiildeu,  Btill  u.siug  the  pirn  uf  her  c<il<t  exciiHeti 
herself  from  either  ridinp,  driving,  or  walking  that 
uioraiug,  Richard  Hepburu,  tutHlly  igu«>ruijt  uftbo 
effect  of  hi:i  wohIm,  buid,  that  btdii^  the  cua«,  be 
thought  he  would  gnllup  over  to  Corujotou  with 
some  Kketches  of  Aiutrttlia  which  be  liad  promiMed 
to  show  the  heiresn. 

Alice's  pearly  teeth  tightened,  her  lip  qnivered,  at 
bar  draertiou,  and  the  apparent  triumph  of  her  lival. 
Nevertheless,  she  fbrced  Lentelf  to  say  lightly, 
though  a  suspicion  ot  bitterness  wu<  iu  bar  toue. 
"  I  renlly  fancy,  Mr.  Hepbiiru,  that  yon  bnve  be- 
come enamoured  with  Sidouia'a  lovely  eyes." 

Richard  Hepburu,  for  secret  rensouH— renwoa 
that  by  no  means  would  Lave  offended  hia  com- 
l)«nion— started,  aud  for  a  second  looked  paiuetl  ut 
the  charge.  Then,  with  n  oirelees  laugh,  he  sj.id, 
BB  he  took  his  hat,  "  Not  qniteso  Imd  lut  that,  Misa 
Wiilden.  But  I  ]>romiiied  her  a  ai^Lt  of  the  liketchea 
of  the  country  she  pretends  to  be  so  iutereatt^l  in, 
aud  I  may  aa  well  go.  She  appeant  very  gouii!- 
temjx;red." 

Alice  could  have  snid  snob  waa  not  the  peuend 
opinion  of  Miks  Sidouiu  Biddh  comb.  However, 
she  did  not.  Yeulerduy  she  would  have  done  so 
without  behitatiou.  Now  bhe  felt  I  be  remark  wonkl 
ntvor  of  mulice,  aud  ^pite  wus  lorcigu  to  tbe  i^irl'e 
nature. 

8i),  with  a  smile  and  civil  mefMOfw,  obe  bhw 
Richard  Hepburu  depart.  Then,  returuintf  lo  the 
buy  wluduw,  with  bauds  droop^.d  listlcHHly  Ix  fore 
her  watched  Lim  riding  down  tLo  long  country 
road. 

But  the  smile  Lad  Taniabed  now.  An  cxpremion 
of  iute'tse  suffering  contracted  Ler  »miiU  lipH,  a 
mut^agouy,  sLoue  iu  her  Lirga  browu,  lu«trous 
eyes. 

Finally  she  dropped  npon  a  chair,  with  n  arih, 
bnryiug  Ler  pale  Ihcc  iu  ht  r  bunds,  resiiig  on  « 
smuU  table,  miirmnred.  *■  He  loves  her — or  ho  vU) 
love  her  !    He  will  murr^'  her. 

A  lew  brief  wcoudH,  and  she  nxt  startled  by  a 
fond  baud  placed  on  her  shoulder. 

Rhe  glituced  up,  scared,  and  met  Mi-s  Walden'i 
kindly,  hauduome  couu'.euauc«  t>eut  wiaiiuliy  npuu 
ber. 

"Alice,  my  child— my  darling  !— what  is  tLx»?*' 
she  whispered. 

••  Mother  1"  murmnred  the  giil  ahriuking  away, 
Ler  cheeks  dyed  uith  puiuful  blusbsM. 

••  Yes,  dear,  your  mother-  yomr  trneat,  b«>»>t 
friend  !  Alice,  darling,  joii  aie  my  oiJy  olikt 
now,  there  xhould  l>e  nosacret  lietwein  iit  i«o  I" 

"Secrets  !"  The  treiubliug  lips  could  piououuca 
no  more. 

"Alice,"— and  the  mntcrunl  T«-ico  tibrnfrd  with 
fondest  sjmpathy— "you  love  Bichutd  Ilenbuni, 
our  Charlie's  friend  ? ' 

With  a  faint  cry,  Alice  threw  herRelf  is  b*r 
mother's  arms,  her  burning  cheeks  hidden  iu  b«r 
bosom, 

"  Mother  I"  she  wbi(«pere«1.  "  I  do !  Do  not  be 
ashamed  of  me,  for  none  Khull  ever  diMsovor  it  xava 
yourself.  My  love  is  not  so  great,  bet—  but  timt  I 
have  pride  enough  to  conquer  it." 

As  if  to  belie  the  brave  uvowal.  scarcely  bad  Alio* 
Waldeii  uttered  the  last  words  tluui,  wiiii  a  quivetk 
iug  si^h,  she  fainted. 

Alaimed,  Mrs.  Walden  placed  her  en  a  «o«eh, 
and  sought  means  to  restore  her, 

She  summoned  no  aid.  Qev  daughlor's  secret 
was  sacred. 

Could  it  be  that  the  man  to  wbrm  tbeir  beart<< 
had  so  yearned  ua  '•  Charlie's  friemi, '  waa  doomed 
to  briug  dire  misery  to  the  chiid  kite  lovwl  no 
dearly  ? 

Alice  soon  recovered,  and.  iodigoant  at  her  wMk- 
ness,  tried,  by  an  aosumpliou  ot  obeerf olOMi,  tor»- 
Oiisure  her  parent 

Mrs.  Walden  wisely  accepted  th«  effort  as  bettrr 
for  the  girl,  though  it  did  not  blind  hat  tv  i'm^ 
canker  brooding  in  the  gentle  breast 

To  U  Ooniimed  in  No.  1Q5~  Oonunenctd  *»  J(U   MB, 


If  yoa  commence  tooKgyan— ib»liMfai>.^«»pqn 
yoo  moat  keep  it  «p. 
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RING,  RING  THE  BANJO.   (Banjo  Song.) 

Afransed  for  the  Guitar  or  Banjo,  by  Prof.  Edmund  Clark,  Teacher  ot  the  Guitar,  BanjoI^ioUu,  Organ,  Accordeon  and  Singiog,  No.  )85  Bowery,  New  Tort 
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1.  The     time        is       nev  -  er      drea  -  ry,        The      dar  -  kies     nev 

2.  Oh      neb  -  bcr   count     the     bub  -  bles  While  dares  wa  -  ter       in 


er     groan,  The   white    folks    nev  -    er 

de    spring,  De      dar  -  kies   have      no 
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wea  -  ry 
iron  -  bles 
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wid    de     rat  -  tie        of       de     bones, 
while  bo's  got      dis      song      to       eing. 


Den   come      a  -    gain 
De     beau  -  ties        of 
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gas   -    light        ob 
neb    -    ber       lose 


de 


moon, 


dai'      charm, 


We'll   thump      de         old  pi     -    an      -    o 

We'll     roam        de         old        plan    -    ta    -    tion 


for       de 
wid     my 
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Ring,       ring 
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like     that    good     old 
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Den      come         a    -    gain       my       true      lub. 


Oh 


whar    you    been     so      long. 
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3  Once  I  was  so  Incky  my  massa  set  me  free, 
I  went  to  Old  Kentucky  to  see  what  I  could  see  ; 
I  cotild  not  go  no  farder,  I  turn  to  massa's  door, 
X  lub  him  all  de  harder,  I'll  go  away  no  more. 

'        Cbo:— Ring,  ring  de  Banjo,  &c. 


4  Early  in  de  morning  of  a  lubly  summers  day, 

My  Massa  sent  me  wamin  he'd  like  to  hear  me  play 
On  de  banjo  tapping  I  come  wid  dolcem  strain, 
Massa  fell  a  napping,  he  nebber  woke  again. 

Cao:— Ring,  ring  de  Banjo,  &o. 


U^i^JifZ. 


6  My  lab  Fll  have  to  leave  you  while  the  ribbers  running  high, 

But  I  nebber  can  deceibe  yon,  so  don't  you  wipe  your  eye ; 

Vm.  gwine  to  make  some  money  but  I'll  come  a&odder  dayi 

ru  oome  again  my  honey,  if  I  have  to  work  my  way. 

— --      ^— '         Cmq:— Biiig,  ling  d«  Sabjo,  4«. ' 
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Ven  I  goes  to  dem  Irii 
Dey  catch  me  by 

Und  shout  as  they  0h 
No  Jews  allowed  IB  *^ 


OBoana 

You  might  think  Biue  ttkn^  Tm  faoling. 

But  vot  I  dells  ia  dnie  ; 
I  dries  to  earn  mine  living,  !•■•■■  honeat  Jew, 

The  day  vill  come,  I  bopa,  i 
Van  ve  need  have  no  fei»r — 
Uud  not  be  told  where'er  wm  | 

No  Jews  allowed  in  I 


New- Year's  Day. 
Worda  by  Tljomas  E.  Powers       Music  by  F.  Younker. 

Copyright  1879,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  lieUer, 

Tlie  Uxmic  of  this  song  la  published  In  elegant  Utho- 

giapbed  title  page,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder,  60  Ckat- 

•  t'^m  Street,  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post 

paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents, 

Barly  in  the  mom  we  started. 

With  spirits  light  and  gay, 
Shore  the  boys  were  all  Ught-hearted, 

For  it  was  New-Year's  Day. 
We  hired  a  new  bnftiilo  robe. 

And  a  big  wash-tub  sleigh. 
With  an  old  lame  mule  inside  the  shafto; 

To  make  calls  on  New- Year's  Day. 
CBomcs. 
lUx,  Qp  and  down,  all  thro'  the  town. 

In  a  great  big  wash-tub  sleigh. 
We'd  aing  a  song  as  we  drove  along, 

liaking  calls  on  New-Year's  Day,    - 

The  Terr  first  call  that  we  made, 

On  ••Mary  Ann  Kehoe," 
Mary  Ann  was  scrubbing  the  stain^ 

It  waa  her  turn  yoQ  know. 
Wliea  ahe  saw  the  delegation. 

She  raised  the  pail  that  way,  * 
Threw  ends  and  soap  on  Burke's  white  dnok  Teat, 

With  compliments  of  the  day.  Chonifl. 

On  Dan  "  McCarthy's  Boarding  Honafl," 

The  aeoond  call  we  made, 
He  treated  ns  to  wbiskey  soon, 

Soov-oake  and  lemonade. 
We  ate  a  aeven  pound  turkey, 

Eaoh  man  drank  a  bowl  of  tay, 
Boried  Dan's  wife  to  her  neck  in  mow. 

In  the  yard  on  New- Year's  Day.  Ghoms. 

We  visited  all  onr  old  friends, 

Al  moonriae  we  were  tight. 
We  eowM  not  tell  onr  own  imvoames^ 

W«  v«e  near  froze  that  night 
Wenlcf  dl  the  last  call  we  made, 

nMmide  be  ran  away, 
Oh  I  «•  wftlked  home  on  oar  hands  and  kneee, 

iad  thai  woobd  np  New-Year'a  Day.    Ohonig. 


■o  Jewi  Allowed  in  Hen. 

Ato  t  No  inah  wantedhere. 


Oh  f  I  aa  a  Jewiah  peddler, 

AflOOBd  BFaw  Tork  I  sella  mine  goods  { 
Sonodimea  I  sells  in  the  ooantry'^— 

Und  aleeps  out  in  de  woods. 


Last  Saturday  voa  very  vaia^ 

I  vent  to  Coney  LJe, 
I  stepped  out  on  dot  great  big  | 

Ugh  !  friends  I  had  to  smiku 
I  vaiked  np  to  dot  big  hotels, 

Und  called  for  yuot  one  beer, 
Ven  the  vaiter  points  to  the  door  and 

No  Jews  allowed  in  here  I 

I  vent  vonce  to  Saratoga, 

For  to  try  und  hcII  some  stnfl^ 

But  vere'er  I  vent,  1  dell  the  troth    . 

'     Dem  peoples  use  me  rough  ; 

I  try  to  got  me  lodgings — 
But  the  peoples  at  me  did  jeer ; 

Und  slam  the  door,  nnd  shouted  col. 
No  Jews  allowed  in  here. 

Oh  I  let  us  go  where'er  we  like, 

Und  not  be  trodden  down  ; 
Let  OS  valk  along  de  street, 

Und  not  be  met  with  a  frown. 
Let  OS  join  hands,  now  srone  und  all, 

Und  be  to  one  and  other  dear, 
Und  not  be  told  vere'er  ve  go. 

No  Jews  allowed  in  here  1 


Ckoraa. 


Pat  By  The  Old  Man'a  Cane. 

Words  and  Music  by  R.  A,  Barnes. 

Copyrighted  1879,  and  pub,  by  Frank  A.  Dnfte. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  conatantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addraes, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  4U  oenta. 

Put  by  the  old  man's  cane  my  boy, 

Oh  1  handle  it  with  care, 
Sad  mem'ries  linger  while  I  gaze 

On  what  he  used  to  bear. 
His  tott'ring  frame  bent  low  with  age. 

But  now  whose  spirit's  free. 
And  we  must  cherish  that  mute  friend 

Made  from  his  favorite  tree. 

Chobcs. 

Pot  by  the  old  man's  cane, 

A  relio  of  the  past. 
And  thongh  we  part  with  many  things^ 

Make  aore  it  be  the  kst 

How  welll  recollect  the  time 

He  sprightly  moved  about,  * 
And  prondly  walked  with  vigor  then, 

Whilst  hearty  was  his  shout 
And  when  he  told  us  of  his  youth 

That  were  with  pleasure  fraught. 
We  could  not  comprehend  nor  feel. 

The  leaaon  that  U  taught  (Acms. 

We're  babes  to-day  and  as  the  years, 

Go  rolling  swiftly  by. 
We're  men  and  women,  oh  !  how  sooa 

Old  age  comes  creeping  nigh. 
The  canes  we  use  will  be  forgot, 

While  others  come  the  same. 
Cheer  up,  my  boys,  for  such  is  life, 

Tis  but  a  fleeting  name,  Chortis. 

—  lai  ^1 

Hanging  Around  the  Liquor  Store. 

Br  F.«'.  Ward,  Air;   The  hallway  door. 

I  live  in  Brooklyn  City, 

In  Van  Brunt  Street  doae  by. 
Every  Saturday  night  I  look  for  fight. 

And  receive  a  fine  black  eye. 
There's  all  Duke  Cackenack's  gang, 

Sittihg  on  the  cellar  door, 
They  drink  the  beer  and  get  on  their  ear, 

mnging  ronnd  the  liquor  store. 


_  CnoRca. 

:    .  llh^  \i  Dk  and  blink  and  begin  to  think.     --  ,.' 
A(  If  ey  go  in  the  door, 
.    XvM^^tnrday  night  tboy  are  full  of  figli^ 
fimS'lng  around  the  liquor  store. 

My  h«iad  isfullof  pain,        .    . 

But  it  I  cannot  help,  ,  '         . 

I  am  always  struck  u|)ou  the  bead,  -. 

By  some  unknown  young  whelp.  "   ; 

:,      With  sweet  Katy  Ann  O'Brien. 

For  what  now  are  you  cryiug. 
One  (Iriuk  more  at  the  hour  of  four, 

Aa  tiMiy  stand  in  the  liquor  store. 

Chobv&  '■  ^■:'  '■"'  ■'- 

They  sing  the  Wearing  of  the  green. 

And  the  Hat  my  father  wore. 
All  in  a  bunch  eating  free  lunch. 

As  they  hang  around  the  liquor  store.  , 

They  struck  me  with  some  cabbage, 

Takeu  from  a  burrel  of  garba^ 
,.    Of  course  it  was  the  crowd, 

I  dare  not  say  a  word. 
It  vas  nouse  they  had  anexcuaak 

If  I  brought  it  to  the  law  ;  ,  V 

Mind  what  I  say  I'll  keep  away— 

From  that  old  liquor  store. 

Chorus.  - 

Tbey  sing  Patrick's  day  in  the  morning. 

And  the  shamrock  don't  bo  scorning,  •   . ; 

lila  one  drink  more  as  we  had  before,  •: 

Asthey  go  home  from  the  liquor  t>tore. 

Hie  German  Home  Upon  the  £hine> 

Written  and  sung  by  Dave  Rose, 

My  dear  old  German  home  dot  stands  upon  de  Rhin» 

1  am  thinking  of  you,  and  it  breaks  my  heart ; 
I  left  you  long  ago  when  I  was  a  leedle  boy, 

I  never  thought  that  from  you  I  would  part 
My  fader  used  to  smoke  his  pipe  und  mudder 

need  to  knitr 

Side  by  side  by  dot  flower-covered  door ; 
Bnt  der  wheel  by  de  mill  now  has  turned  de  oder  way, 

Und  doae  happy  days  vill  come  to  me  no  morw. 

CnoRcs. 

My  dear  old  German  home  dot  stands  upon  de  Rhine, 

Oh !  vat  fond  recollections  you  bring  back  to  me  ; 
But  ven  I'm  old  und  feeble,  den  bring  me  dere  to  die. 

In  my  leedle  German  home  across  de  sea. 

I  remember  ven  my  poor  old  father  took  me 

on  his  kn«e. 
He  kissed  me  und  he  told  me  not  to  cry. 
Dot  de  place  vould  soon  be  sold,  for  de 

soldiers  dey  vould  come, 
Und  soon  after  dot  my  parents  dey  did  die. 
Yah  t  vot  1  said  vos  true,  sure  de  soldiers  dey 

did  con>e, 
Und  dey  took  my  dear  old  home  away  from  me, 
But  ven  I'm  dead  and  gone,  den  lay  me  by  dere  side, 
In  my  leedle  German  home  across  the  sea.         Cho. 


'■.:i. 


Oh!  Swiftly  Flows  the  Stream. 

By  Bernard  J.  Kelly,  , 

Oh  I  swiftly  flows  the  stream, 
Ittf  waters  will  not  stay, 
I^They  glide  hke  pleasure's  drean^ 
Away,  away. 

The  laughing  ripples  flash. 
With  many  a  silver  ray. 

But  light  as  love  they  dash 
Away,  away. 

The  eddies,  clear  as  glass. 

Like  ling'ring  lovers  play,  ,  - 

But  soon  like  lovers  pass 
.     Away.away.    .. 

Bat  often  waves  as  bright 
Along  these  banks  will  stray. 

Then  let  them  speed  their  flight 
ilway,  away. 


'-;» ' 
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The  Siient 
By  Jonn  C.  SteUt. 


t  TwK'sBan. 


f  ■ 


Tbe  banjo  that  thro'  Dixie's 

Awoke  tbe  iniuRti«l  bfwd. 

Now  bnn^B  behind  the  cabin  doo* 

As  if  it  reigned  uo  more. 

So  shmiberH  what  iu  by-gone  ^y% 

Aroubed  tljc  miuRtrel's  htyo, 

Aud  the  8onl  of  soug  uow  aeeoMS^Mft 

Ah  if  it'8  voice  were  fltd. 

Ob  !  Biiujo,  ^Ylly  art  tbo'aoiliilf 
Thy  voice  has  fled  tbe  rill, 
7:    All  Hileut  BeeniH  thy  saoted  spall, 
Aud  dead  tbe  luved  miublreL 
Then  rouse  once  more  tby  channiBg  OlniH 
Tliat  coU(](ier  uiortal  paiuH, 
And  let  thy  voice.  U8  in  olden  timwi, 
Eucbuut  all  eiirtlily  climes. 

m  i«i  ^ 

My  Little  Song  Bird- 

Words  by  Albert  A.  lUU,  Music  by  C.  D. 

Tlje  Musk;  of  ililsorany  other  song,  kept  ( 

on  liaitd,  and  will  be  sent  l>y  us  to  any  addmB, 
post  p  lid,  oa  receipt  or  price,  80  cents. 


t 


There's  a  dear  little  birdie  that  comes  every  d<y, 

And  sits  on  the  ciu^rry  tree's  tallest  sprmy, 

And  dand U'K,  nnJ  fluriers,  and  blinks  all  day  long, 

While  flooding  llie  iiir  with  his  eweet  little  song. 

His  little  round  breast  is  as  red  as  eaa  be. 

And  his  son^  BWee^>el  fiir  than  tbe  wee  chiak  ■  dae  : 

His  back  is  sufl  browu,  with  a  siigbt  abada  of IiIm, 

He's  the  "  goudesl  'and  "  bestMt "  bird  avar  I ' 

Chorcs. 
"Who  sends  you,  dear  birdie,  and  what  isyoor  n 
Praj  tell  me  about  the  bright  plaea  ■iMuaeyoa 
And  where  do  you  go  when  at  sunset  yoo  fly, 
Far  away  towards  the  beaulifal  blue  of  tba  aky. 

I  guess  birdie's  lonesome  and  that  makes  biaa  ii 
He  knows  his  sweet  warbling  his  fond  mala  wBI 
But  when  be  gets  weary  he  takes  a  short  raat. 
And  smoothes  down  the  feathers  so  red  ao  hii 
1\  must  be  Ood  sends  him,  to  tell  of  Hia  lova. 
And  at  sunset  he  flies  home  to  heaveaabova 
For  his  song  is  the  sweetest  that  ev«r  I 
^Uld,  oh  I  he's  the  nicest  and  best  littla  bM. 


'Hi 


Chobtjb.  ■]:•■'.:.■/■ 

I'm  goine  abroad  with  pa,  ha.  ha  I 
My  Charlie,  my  sweetheart  and  ma ; 
Oh  I  dear,  across  the  wide  sea 
To  visit  Parse,  7{": -'{::■  '■■7^' 

Vm  going  abroad  with  pa.  .  .  >:, . ..; 

Mow  London  we  visit,  likewise  Italy,      '  ' 
Aad  aall  on  King  William,  take  in  Germany, 
Up  tbe  Mediterranean  with  a  Duke  or  a  Lord, 
With  my  Charlie  ao  &•»  me  when  we  go  abroiad. 
~^  I'm  going,  &o. 


'    I  daahn  I've  a  letter,  ^t-marked  Canada, 
:.    Kow  bleaa  m«  how  stnpid,  it  most  be  frogi  pa, 
My  dearsst  Miranda,  you  mus^tar  at  home 

mX      with  Mand, 
I'm  a  bankrupt,  I'm  ruided,  so^xan't  go  abroad, 

CMMwa,  to  be  sung  after  third  verse.      (Sobbing!) 

'  I  «Mi*t  go  abroad  with  pa,  ha,  hat 

a  CharBe,  my  sweetheart  and  me ; 
!  dear  I  must  stay  at  home  >  ■.        '  T-'- 

All  grieving  alone, 
J  aaot  go  abroad  with  pa. 

IIM  111  ^ 

BuMnng  Bound  With  Charlie^ 

OBfVftgtitlMI,  and  published  by  C.  M.  Connolly.' 

WfeMen  anil  composed  for  Hiss  AUce  Harrison 

by  C.  M.  Connolly. 

nte  MiaMo  of  this  or  any  other  aong,  kept  constanQy 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 


post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  ao  ceote. 


A  Little  Cot  in  Eria't 

By  wiliBoUaBoa. 


From  a  little  cot  in  Erin's  Isle, 
I7s  Irish  lads  did  ooroe, 

For  to  earn  our  Hving  by  the  s 
And  I  hope  we  are  weloome. 
Chorus. 

Whene'er  we  think  of  Ireland, 
Onr  Kearls  they  do  grow  sad, 

Whene'er  we  think  of  the  green 
In  that  consecrated  land. 


«r«vi 


When  at  Castle  Garden  we  landed. 

We  hadjo  place  to  go, 
No  £rien«H>r  relatives  to  shield  oa, 

No  pciwn  did  we  know. 

• 

From  Bnnrise  till  the  evening  fcU, 

We  wandered  to  and  fro. 
But  no  one  had  for  us  a  plM%  ^. :  ;. 

Or  anywhere  to  go. 

At  last  kind  fortune  smiUng, 
It's  wheel  did  turn  for  as. 

And  now  we  are  quite  wealthy, 
And  so  we  leave  you  Ihna. 


rm  Going  Abroad  With  Fa^ 

Written  by  Kd  Harrlgan.    Music  by  Dave  BrabaB. 

Music  copyrighted  and  pub,  18T9,  by  G.  W.  Hagaoa 

The  Mnslo  of  this  or  any  other  song,  keptconatootlr 

Ob  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addraas, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ^of  price,  40  cent& 

My  pa  is  a  banker  extensiyely  known, 
W«  live  on  the  avenue  in  a  mansion  of  atoae. 
We  have  all  the  oomfort  that  wealth  oan 
AxA  to  finish  my  studies  I'm  going  abnad. 


Danaing  roand  with  Charlie, 
At  tiM  gay  soiree,  ' 

Ah  !  so  sweet,  strangely  sweet, 
Thus  to  danoe  the  hours  away. 

To  a  joyous  measure, 
Whirling  light  and  free, 

ill) !  a  pleasure  dear,  to  have 
Charlie  danee  with  me ;        ' 

Boood,  round  with  nimble  feet, 
we  to  musio  sweet,  ah  I  ■ 

Chorus. 
;  roand  with  Charlie, 
Aktbe  gay  soiree, 
"  ao  sweet,  strangely  sweet, 
Tboa  to  daaoe  tiM  hours  away. 
Tasfeyona  measnra, 

Wbirliiw  ligfat  aod  free, 
Ak  t  a  pisaaqw  sweet,  to  have 
I  with  ma. 


raoad  tontber, 
bawkMofgiaaa, 
Whispwfag  aoft  worda  ot  Joy, 

WUis  ID  loving  fond  em' 
IsSBaaaof  banaty, 
I4gfaftaad  BMlody, 

1  of  thrilling  power  to 

'aaoe  with  me. 

noad  withnimMefM*, 

wa  to  mnaie  sweet,  ah  I 


Chorus. 


When  the  Boses  Come  Again. 

■.  French.      Music byO,  W.  Persley. 
I  Copyright  1874,  by  J.  Church  &  Co 
la  MnMcaf  tUaor  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 
oabaml,  ana  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address. 
pot  paM,  mi  reeeQ>t  or  price,  m  centa. 

'KMth  tbeahadows  down  tbe  meadowa^ ,  '. 

Dead  leaves  lie  on  every  side. 
By  the  river,  flowers  shiver. 

Fading,  dying  in  their  pride  ; 
Sdmeone's  straying,  long  delaying 

Sad  the  parting  down  the  lane, 
I  anet  leave  you  someone's  < 

^  Till  the  rosee  eome  again, 

Chobvb. 
Wben  the  roses  eome  again, 

When  the  roaee  eome 
I  will  meet  yon,  I  will  grsai 

When  the  roses  come 

A»  I  wander  I  wfll  poodar. 
On  a  happy  by  and  by, 
Ofai 


Frauffht  with  joy  to  yoa  aod  I ; 
Do  not  Dorrow  grief  or  sorrow. 

In  the  hours  that  yet  ramain. 
We  shall  know  a  glad  to-mortow. 

When  the  roses  come  again. 

Sunshine  over  crimson  elover, 

Blossoms  an  the  meadowa  wide. 
Summer's  fingers  sweetly  linger 

Ev'ry  where  on  every  side  ; 
Someone's  roaming  in  the  gloaming, 

Happy  hearts  that  feel  no  pain. 
All  their  sadness  turned  to  gladneaa, 

Now  the  roses  oome  again. 


Obaraa. 


Ohonia., 


The  Hard-Baok  Family. 

Written  and  composed  by  Bdwln  Viaaah. 

Cgfpight,  187»,  by  Louis  P.  OoulUid, 

Music  Nnt  by  ua  to  any  addreaa.  prtea  M  casta. 

I  went  to  see  my  love  one  night. 
She  was  there  when  I  arrived, 
I'm  getting  along  fast  in  love  you  bet, 

It  is  a  great  surprise. 
I  ask  her  for  her  coal-blaok  hand. 

Be  mine  forever  more, 
I  tell  Tou  de  family  flew  at  me. 
And  chased  me  from  de  door. 
I'm  going  away  to  leave  you, 

I  can't  stop  on  de  way. 

Clear  de  track,  and  don't  pester  m«^  ) 

For  I  can  no  longer  stay.  j 

CHoaqf. 

I'll  drive  tb#§t|Ml  «|giML 

I'll  drive  Uer^Kugh  Bt  land. 
Swing  on  Sie  golden  ohai^. 

In  that  far  oflf  happy  land,  (Daaaa.) 

I  took  my  love  to  de  engine  house, 

To  see  de  fire-machine. 
Her  hair  flew  back  on  de  top  of  her  head, 

She  looked  like  a  Dutch  May  queen. 
Her  dress  was  white,  snd  her  smile  was  bright, 

Her  figure  gaunt  and  lean  ; 
She  was  brigadier  gen'ral  ot  a  market  ston, . 
Sold  hammers,  turtles  and  eream. 

I'm  going  away  to  leave  yon,  < 

I  can't  stop  on  de  way, 
Clar  de  track,  and  don't  pester  me. 
For  I  can  no  longer  stay.  Ohofos. 


Lay  Me  Where  the  Lillies  Grow, 
Ey  Little  George.      Air :    Roses  uudemeatli  the 

Darling,  will  you  eome  and  see  me  f 

E're  I  leave  this  world  of  woe  ; 
For  my  heart  grows  sad  and  weaiy, 

Ai  the  moments  ceme  and  go. 
Soon  with  angels  I'll  be  nombersd, 

Free  from  care,  from  toil  and  woe— 
E're  I  go  I'll  ask  this  favor. 

Lay  me  where  the  lilhes  grow. 

,      Chorci. 

Lay  me  near  tbe  weeping  willow ; 

Where  the  gentle  zephyrs  blow. 
Where  tbe  fragrant  flowers  are  blooming. 

Lay  me  where  the  lillies  grow. 


Little  darling,  when  I  met  you. 

When  I  pledged  to  you  my  love. 
Then  the  little  stars  were  shiaing. 

In  the  heaven's  far  above. 
Then  we  vowed  we'd  love  each  otlMC^ 

Through  all  trouble  and  all  woe. 
Therefore  grant  this  little  favor  { 

Lay  me  where  the  lilhes  grow. 

Do  not  weep  for  me  my  darling  f 

When  I'm  gone  to  heaven  above. 
Where  lh0  angels  now  await  me. 

And  they  say  that  all  is  love. 
Hark  !  I  hear  the  harps  a-ringiag, 

Gentle  notes  so  soft  and  loW'-> 
But  you'll  grant  this  little  flavor  f 

Lqr  mewbeie  \Jn^JS6tt  grow. 


r'^rf-riTiT?i'iiiiri^>f?  - 


ilita^teiffTrT  -tipyiiii 
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The  Skidmore  Fancy  Ball. 

Wrtttea  by  Ed  narrtgan.    Music  by  Dave  Brah&m. 
Copyrlglit,  and  pub,  1S7»,  by  W.A.  Pond*  Co. 
e  Music  or  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 
on  hand,  iiud  will  b«  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  i>ald,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 
D«n't  taU  to  see  the  MulUgan  Guard  Cliowder. 


Oh !  here  we  ffo  so  nobly,  oh  ! 

De  colored  Belvederes : 
A  unmber  cue  —we  carry  a  gun, 

We  beat  de  Fosileers. 
Talk  about  your  dancers. 

When  we  hear  de  comet  call, 
We  wing  and  ving,  de  dust  we  eling, 

At  de  Skidmore  fancy  ball. 
Den  right  and  lei' — bold  your  bref^ 

We're  bon  ton  darkies  all, 
Fat  and  lean,  get  in  and  scream, 

At  de  Skidmore  faooy  ball. 
Chobub. 

Halleltijnh  !  glory,  oh ! 

Balance  down  de  middle,'* 
I  tell  you  what,  que  bay  it's  hot, 

Like  gravy  in  de  griddle. 
Forward  four,  hold  on  de  floor, 

Bpread  out  frongh  de  hall. 
Every  coon's  as  warm  as  Jane^ 

At  de  Skidmore  fancy  balL 

The  smipcr  served  at  One  G.  li. 

By  Brown,  de  oatoroar. 
Fat  tnrk  and  gooee,  oh !  cut  me 

Just  lem  me  in  de  door. 
Chairs  reserved  for  ladies, 

Umbrellas  in  de  ball. 
Par's  ettiqnette  in  every  set. 

At  de  Skidmore  fancy  balL 
Hands  aronnd  keep  ofi  de  groaai 

We're  boa  ton  darkies  all. 
Get  in  and  sail— hold  yonr  trail. 

At  de  Skidmore  fancy  ball. 

Oh  I  every  hat  dat  they  get  »t, 

Dis  colored  coterie ; 
Will  cost  a  half— yon  needn't 

Oh  I  help  de  Mil-lish-sho. 
We're  gwiue  down  to  Newpot^ 

Just  next  summer  in  de  &1^ 
So  foUer  suit  and  contribute. 

To  de  Skidmore  fancy  balL 
Oh  !  waltz  away— mazourkay  ; 

We're  bon  ton  darkies  all ; 
Bweet  caledone,  it  gives  a  tone^ 

To  de  Skidmore  fancy  ball. 

The  Lif9  Saying  C<»y» 

By  J.  H.  Byan.  Dedicated  to  Man  ttt 

Air:   The  Hallway  Door. 


Qood-eveninp;  to  ye,  gallant  lads, 

How  are  yon  all  to-night. 
To  be  among  yon  with  my  lo' 

Sure  it  gives  me  great  delight ; 
Bat  where  is  Nan,  the  newsboy  ? 

That  chip  of  the  "  rale  ould 
He  has  a  good  record  bat  no  nwmA 

For  his  services  along  the  dooisii 
Chorus. 

Then  hurrah  for  Nan  the  newsboy  I 
And  may  blessings  on  him  poor  : 

Ed.  Kelly,  Gil.  Long,  the  swimmers  ao 
And  the  brave  Life  Saving  Corps. 


When  some  poor  old  man  falls  overboud. 

Or  perhaps  some  rich  man's  wife, 
They  never  shrink,  or  of  danger  think. 

Bat  will  save  each  human  life. 
They  swim  ont  right,  with  all  their  night, 

And  brave  the  ocean's  shook  ; 
Many  a  li£o  they've  borne— though  fattgned 

and  worn — 

In  MfMy  to  th«  dook.  Ohocw. 

It's  a  shame  in  New  York  Stoie, 

Whcra  ao  many  rich  fofei  Utb, 
That  to  tboM  boys  so  htvn 

They  wonld  not  a  trifle  give. 
ADd  oar  Oi^  GomJaBODets, 

Who  have  got  Ike  power. 


Enconragemeut  would  not  be  mis-spent 
To  the  brave  Life  Saving  Corps.  Cboros, 

Then  here's  long  life  to  each  brave  boy 

Of  this  Life  Saving  Corps, 
And  may  their  memory  never  die. 

But  live  forever  more. 
And  when  they  live  to  be  old  men, 

And  to  each  other  talk. 
May  they  look  back  with  pride  to  the  day 

they  tried — 

To  save  lives  along  the  dock.  -  Chorus. 


The  Hallway  Door. 

Words  by  Ed.  Harrlgan,  Music  by  Dave  Braham. 

Copyright  1879,  and  published  by  W.  A.  Pond,  &oo. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  sonp,  kept  constiaUjr 

on  hand,  and  will  be  Henl  by  us  to  nny  adurcne, 

potit  paid,  ou  receipt  of  price,  40  ceale. 

I  live,in  an  Irish  fiat, 

In  Mott  street  here  close  by  ; 
1  come  home  at  night  a  little  tight, 

And  to  get  in  the  house  I  try. 
There's  Misses  Grady's  daaghten, 

Boee  and  Leonore, 
llery  and  Nell  the  Bockaway  BeUa, 

Singing  at  the  hallway  door. 

CHoara. 

They  sing  the  tra-a-la-la, 

And  kick  and  welt  the  floor. 
They  wake  the  block  with  Granoye  Ckwk, 

A  singing  ait  the  hallway  door. 

My  head  when  I'm  in  bed. 

Is  bursting  with  the  pain, 
Omdy's  boys  they  make  a  ooieah 

At  the  Pus8-iu-the-corn«r  gaiD% 
Wid  Mary  Ann  MeLaughlin, 

Lord  Hany  I'll  get  the  la^  ; 
I'll  holler  cop  and  tell  them  tb  etey^ 

The  noise  at  the  hallway  door. 
CaoBDs. 

They  sing  tra-a-Ia>Ia, 

They  kick  and  welt  the  floor. 
It's  Baby  Mine  all  out  of  time. 

They  sing  at  the  haUway  door. 

Too  gny,  you  are  N,  G., 

They  say  it  up  in  me  face : 
I  oall  police  to  give  me  peaoe. 

And  come  and  pull  the  plaoii 
Wid  a  string  across  the  entry  ; 

Oh  I  how  it  cut  me  jaw. 
Whin  like  a  calf  they  yell  and  I 

Behind  the  hallway  door. 

CHoaua. 

Tbey  ting  tra-a-la-la, 

And  kick  and  welt  the  floor, 
KWpot  on  style  on  Blackwell's  faK 

Xaey  aing  at  the  hallway  door. 


Sheeny  Glaziers'  BallJ 

f  Jack  Qulnlan  for  Frank 
Air :     eiddmore  Fancy  BaO. 


Oh  I  last  Teek  I  vas  invited 

To  attend  a  Hebrew  ball, 
Vioh  come  ofl  last  night  vitoot  a 

At  Levy's  Sweatbox  HalL 
De  mnsio  vas  by  Bubeuatein, 

In  Hebrew  be  did  oall, 
De  lanoiere  and  roand  daaoea, 

At  the  Sheeny  Glaziers'  BalL 
Den  here  and  there  and  e 

Were  Sheeney's  large  and 
All  on  their  ear  from  drinking  bear. 

At  the  Sheeny  Glasiers'  Ball. 

Ob( 


Hnat  Tie  arra  gasone  gaaieht. 

Forward  to  the  bar  ; 
Misses  vill  drink  some  wine, 

Faiat— give  me  a  flne  segar  ; 
Say,  don't  forget  to  fill  that  set, 

Balanee  Boaonthal; 
BMiy  Jew  as  soft  as  glue. 

At  the  Sheeny  Gladen'  BalL 


When  intermission  came  around, 

Dey  foaud  me  in  a  box  ; 
Dey  commenced  to  shout  and  puUed 

And  tore  my  Pinafore  soolBa 
It's  then  I  got  my  Hebrew  op, 

And  said  I'd  vip  dem  all, 
Dey  said  all  right,  but  dey  TOoUnlflglit ; 

At  the  Sheeny  Glaziers'  Ball. 
Den  after  awhile  I  commenced  to 

And  got  solid  vit  dem  aU. 
And  I  danced  all  night  till  broad  day 

At  the  Sheeny  Glaziers'  BalL 


ont, 


When  Moses  Donohoe  Is 

Written  and  Sung  by  Frank 

I  am  a  Sheeny  politician  from  Hester 

I  am  a  hundred  nnd  thirty-five ; 
All  the  Rabbi  politicians 

Think  I  am  the  smartest  man  alive. 
I  eontrol  a  hundred  thousand  Sheeny  wa^ 

I  am  going  to  burn  down  Union  ^qoM*  ; 
I'll  have  motzers  raised  lo  one  dollar  a  too, 
When  Moeea  Donohoe  ia  Mayor. 

Chobttb. 
I'll  have  Sheeny's  turn  out  on  Patriek'i  Day, 
^  To  ioUrfere  the  Irish  won't  dare  ; 
1*1  give  Sheeny  crackers  for  Christmas  raekets. 
When  Moaes  Donohoe  ia  Mayor. 

I'll  slop  the  East  River  from  running  then, 

The  Brooklyn  Bridge  I'll  raflaeoff; 
There'll  be  a  ohrorao  with  every  custard  pie. 

You'll  get  a  dollar  every  time  you  cough. 
Ill  baild  a  fence  around  New  York, 

You'll  get  ten  years  if  you  go  on  a  tare  ; 
You'll  have  to  walk  on  your  hands  to  save 

your  shoes, 

Wiien  Moses  Donohoe  is  Major. 

CnORCS.   "■■':  l> 

rH  have  Christmas  three  times  every  month, 

Than  you'll  see  the  Sheeny "s  stare  ; 
Tben'll  be  houses  on  the  Elevated  RoaJ, 

When  Moses  Donohoe  is  Mayor. 


A  Flower  From  My  Angel  Mother's  Grave. 

Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Kennedy,  Vcntrtloqulst, 

MuBlc  Copyright  1818,  by  Wllltam  II.  Kennedy. 
No,  128  Duflleld  Street,  Brooklyn,  N.  Y, 

n*  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  ascents. 

I've  a  casket  at  home,  that  is  filled  with 

precious  gems  ; 
I  have  pictures  of  friends  dear  to  me, 
And  I've  trinkets  so  rare,  that  came  many  years  ago, 

From  my  far  distant  home  across  the  sea. 
Bat  there's  one  sweet  little  treasure  that  I'll 

ever  dearly  prize, 
Better  far,  than  all  the  wealth  beneath  the  wave ; 
The'  a  small  faded  flow'ret,  that  I  placed 

in  childhood's  days, 
'Tia  a  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  gravs. 

Chokcs. 

Treasured  in  my  memory  like  a  linppy  dream. 
Are  the  loving  words  she  gave,  j. 

Aoi  my  heart  fondly  cleaves  to  the  dry  and  ' 

withered  leaves — 
Tis  flower  from  my  angel  mother's  grave. 

la  the  quiet  country  ohureh-yard  they  laid 

her  down  to  sleep  ; 
CIo^  be«ide  the  old  home  she's  at  rest. 
And  the  low,  sacred  mnuod  is  enshrined  within 

my  hsart. 
By  the  tweet  ties  of  love  forever  blest. 
In  the  still  and  silent  night,  I  often  dream  of 

home  again, 
And  the  vision  ever  tells  me  to  be  brave  ; 
For  the  last  link  that  binds  me  to  that  place 

I  love  so  well, 
la  the  Flower  from  my  angel  motber'a  grave. 

Ohoras. 


^:Jiai 
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My  Alecia,  Who's  Sweet  Sixteen. 

: ^  ^By  Wimo Wlldwave.  Air:   My  Daughter JuUa. 


I  have  a  ^irl  named  Alecia, 

She  it  just  the  Ago, 
Admired  by  all  the  epeilrrs, 

Who  ewear  abe  i«  Ibe  rage. 
Oh!  you  ought  to  Be«  lier, 

She's  the  prettiest  ev«r  seen. 
She's  the  toast  of  all  the  ncipjlibora,  ■ 

Mj  ^ecia'  who's  sweet  nxleen. 
\  Chorcs.  .-:.'■■:.;/;.,■:- 

Dancing  the  Society  Walt*,     (Sym.) 
You  will  never  find  one  step  false,     (Sya) 
Aly  Alecia  she's  a  jewel,.    .. 

Jjike  a  fairy  queen,     '  •     '  . 

1  he  pride  of  all  tlic  neigiiborhood. 
My  Alecia,  who's  sweet  aixleaa. 

At  the  "  Merry's  "  ball  in  wioler,     >, 

Althe  •' Andrew  Rcilly's''  too,    •    "       /- 
Electa  shines  preeminent,  .r  V    V  . 

In  sl\lc  site's  always  new. 
She  always  leads  the  fttsliion, 

111  "  Irving"  often  eeen, 
I'm  told  by  oil  she's  vhe  belle  of  thftboll. 

My  Alecia,  who's  sweet  sixteen.  Obonis. 


Sweet  Amerikay. 

M'ords  by  Thomas  E.  Powers       Music  toy  F.  Younker. 

copyright  18T9,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Uedrr. 

Tne  Music  of  this  songU  publlsbed In elegantUUio- 

graphed  title  pago,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder,  <0^at- 

hain  Street,  wlU  be  sent  to  any  adOreaa,  poat. 

paid,  on  receipt  ol  price,  40  omtik 


i 


fy  name  it  is  Magown. 

From  dear  old  Wexford  town, 
'1  is  there  tliat  I  »as  bred  and  " 

Where  tli«  grass  grows  so  grtan. 
Fine  sights  ore  to  be  seen. 

On  a  licautiful  summer  s  tnon. 
But  I  wanted  to  roam, 

And  leave  my  good  old  hoHMk 
1  he  passage  my  iiarents  did  {My* 

Shure  they  did  sob  and  cry, 
V  lien  1  bid  them  good-by«. 

And  sailed  for  sweet  Amttlktft 
CnoRUB. 

In  the  ship  "Erin's  Isle," 

I  left  my  native  soil. 
On  the  twenty-first  of  May  ; 

Shure  my  spirits  were  bri^t, 
Tho'  my  I'ockeU  were  light, 

Wlieu  1  landed  in  sweet  Ameritoy. 

'J  hey  put  m€  in  a  bunk. 

No  larger  than  a  trunk  ;' 
'1  is  there  I  slept  the  nights  awsy, 

I  got  good  food  to  ate. 
Warm  praties-and  corn'd  mate, 

riiree  meals  they  gave  me  ev'ry  4^ 
On  board  whs  O'Reilly, 

ylnd  liis  large  family,  - 

An  unci-?  of  Shnniua  O'Day, 

And  jolly  Rody  Moore,     . 
MacMullius  hy  the  score;     y 

All  bound  for  sweet  Amerikay. 

It's  in  this  big  city, 

1  have  an  annt  Kitty, 
She's  manied  to  Darby  MeQoada, 

She  lives  on  the  first  floor. 
Has  a  bell  to  her  door. 

Her  husband  is  tailor  by  tnAt, 
She  is  a  sweet  crnythnr 

So  full  of  good-nnythtir. 
At  her  house  I  intend  to  stay,    , 

^nd  happy  1  will  be, 
In  the  land  of  the  free, 

My  blessing  to  sweet  Amerikay. 


(DM»e) 


Ciiorui. 


f 


^■-  ■,.;■,:  .V  Mnsic. 

copTTight,  187»  by  A .  J.  Fisher,  S4  Vasey  Btieet. 
Written  and  Sung  by  W.  J.  Scaalon. 

In  Scotland,  France  and  Germany, 
Moaie  yon  will  hear. 


The  Italian  loves  to  play  the  harp, 

He  plays  so  soft  and  elear.  ■'.^.•?/,- 

Sweet  music  always  charms  my  ear,  '_'■■   ,3. 

AVherever  it  may  be, 

I  love  to  hear  Tom  Moore's  sweet  songs, 
They  have  such  harmony. 

:  CnORCd.       -'■■''■', '^ '.'::<■■/    '      ,: 

S  I  love  mnsic,  I  love  singing, 

I  love  dancing — it's  entrancing,.  *"     ;...'  ...-_.. 
-     I  love  babies,  I  lovo  ladies. 

Yes  they  are  all  the  world  to  me. 

■      The  Irish  songs  are  soft  and  sweet,      *    :. 
They  harmonize  so  well. 
The  Meeting  of  the  Waters,       '  -  ,   ., 

Or  the  Emigrant's  Farewell. 
There's  Bobby  Jiurus,  the  great  Scotch  jwft. 
Whose  memory  shall  reign 
:    In  Scotland  where  he  lived  and  died, 

And  honored  was  his  name.  Chorus. 

.;,  In  speaking  of  our  poets  great. 

There's  one  now  whom  I'll  name, 
■    His  praise  is  sung  both  farand  near. 
He's  well  known  for  his  fame. 
'Tis  of  William  Cullen  Bryant  I  spenk, 

Who  .Americans  will  adore, 
His  works  are  read  throughout  this  world. 
From  this  to  foreign  shore.  Chorus. 


My  Daughter  Sachael- 

By  James  Richmond,  for  Frank  BuBh. 
Air*     My  Daughter  Julia. 

I  have  a  daughter  named  Rachael,         ; 

She  has  nearly  broke  my  goul, 
>  She  goes  on  the  stage  singing  Highland  flings, 

Diiwn  in  Actors  Hall. 
She  dances  a  clog  on  a  molser. 

As  an  actress  she  is  all  the  rage  ; 
She  sang  the  Sweet  by-and-by  last  4lli  of  July, 

When  liaohael  came  out  on  the  stage. 

CUORCS. 

She  waltaes  around  upon  her  ear. 

She  dances  the  ballet  on  a  schooner  of  beer ; 

WalUsing  around  with  Keohael, 

She  looks  like  an   Irish  |>age; 
,:  8h«  stands  on  her  toes  and  sings  through  her  nose, 

When  Rachael  leaps  out  on  the  stage. 

Her  photograph  twelve  for  a  quarter, 

Of  the  queen  of  Iroliind  christening  Jews,    ' 
She  went  to  .^lustralia  tor  a  million  a  week, 

To  support  Edwin  Boots  or  Shoes. 
She  can  walk  to  Scotland  on  a  wire,  .  ■"';.■ 

She  sleeps  in  an  iron  cage  ; 
They  throw  iron  medals  and  wooden  cheese, 

When  Rachael  leaps  out  on  the  stage.     CHiorus. 

The  Babies  on  our  Block. 

Written  by  Ed  HaiTlgan.    Music  by  Dave  Draham. 

Copyright,  and  pub,  18T9,  by  W.  A.  I'ond  *  Co. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  l^ie  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 

Don't  fall  to  see  the  Mulligan  Guard  Chowder. 

If  you  want  for  information,   -.;', 
Or  in  need  of  merriment ; 
•  Come  over  with  me  socially 

To  Murphy'a  tenement.  "     ,        ..  j 

•  He  owns  a  row  of  houses, 

In  the  First  Ward  near  thedoa^ 
■      Where  Ireland's  represented  -i 

By  the  babies  on  our  block. 
There's  the  I'halon's  and  the  Whaln%  r- 

From  the  sweet  Dunocudea,;. 
Sitting  on  the  railings 

With  the  children  on  their  koM, 
Gossipping  and  talking 

With  neighbors  by  the  ikMk. 
Singing  little  Sally  Waters 
For  the  babies  on  our  blo«k. 
Chobus. 
Little  Sally  Waters  a-aittin(;  in  ths  son, 
Crying  and  weeping  for  a  young  man. 
Rise,  Sally,  rise,  wipe  your  eye  out  with  yourfroak. 
That's  sung  by  the  babies  a-liviog  on  our  block. 


Of  a  warm  day  in  the  summer, 

When  the  breeae  oomea  off  th«  say, 
A  hundred  thousand  children 

Lay  on  the  Battery. 
Tliey  come  from  Murphy's  building  ; 

Their  noise  'ud  stop  a  clock, 
There's  no  [lerambulator 

With  the  babies  on  our  block. 
There's  the  t'leary  s  and  lh«  Leary'a 

From  the  sweet  Blackwater  side. 
Doling  on  I  he  Battery, 

(iazing  at  the  tide; 
.411  royal  blocd  and  noble      "-•    ■■.'',..*- 

Of  Dan  OConnell  stock,  y .; .  . 

Singing  Gravel  Greeny  Gravel,     •''       '• 

For  the  babies  on  our  block. 

CnontTs. 
Gravel,  greeny  gravel,  how  green  the  grasses  grow. 
For  all  the  pretty  fair  young  maidens  I  see , 
Green  gravel  grc-en.  wiiH.  your  eye  out  with  your  froak, 
1  hat's  sung  by  ili«  babies  a-liviug  on  our  block. 

It's  good-morning  to  you,  landlord, 

And  how  are  yon  to-day? 
When  Patrick  Murphy,  Esquife, 

Walks  down  the  alleyway  ;  .; 

With  his  shining  silken  beaver^  .      .   •  ■ 

He's  as  solid  as  a  rock. 
The  envy  of  the  neighbors,  boys, 

./1-living  offour  block. 
There's  the  Baunon's  and  the  Gannon's, 

Far  Down's  and  Connaught  men, 
Aisy  wid  the  shovel. 

And  quite  handy  with  the  pen. 
Neighborly  and  friendlj'. 

With  relations  by  the  flock, 
Singing  Little  Sally  Waters, 


For  the  babies  on  our  block. 


Choms, 


■•-»••- 


We'll  all  Have  a  Home  Sye-and-Bye. 

Sacred  Song.  Wortls  by  J.  L.  Feeney, 

In  that  beautiful  Innd  vl  happiness, 

Where  the  children  of  God  never  die  ; 
We  shall  meet  where  the  ungels  sing  so  sweetly. 

We'll  all  have  a  home  bye-and-bye. 
CnoRus. 
We'll  all  have  a  hone  bye-and-bye. 

And  well  gather  at  the  throne  on  high. 
We  shall  sing  where  the  angels  sing  so  sweetly. 

We  11  all  have  a  home  bye-aad-bye. 

The  light  of  heaven  will  be  shining. 

When  the  children  of  our  Father  draw  nigh  ; 

And  the  gates  will  l>e  o|)ened  to  the  weary. 
We'll  all  have  a  home  bye-and-bye.       Chorus. 

We  shall  have  no  care  or  sorrow. 

We  shall  dwell  with  the  Lord  on  high  ; 

And  the  path  of  virtue  will  be  gnarded, 

We'll  all  have  a  home  bye-and>bye.      Ohorut, 

Strolling  Midst  the  Roses- 
Wrltt<?n  and  Sung  by  John  A.  Kemmar, 

Strolling  midst  the  roses, 

Feehng  light  and  gay;         .  ■         .'    .• 
Yonder  she  reposes. 

Where  the  fountains  play, 
I  aked  her  for  a  kiss,  just  there;  .'    '  ' 

But  retreating  back — 
Says  she,  "  Oh  !  John,  don't  try  it  on. 

Others  may  hear  the  smack. 

ClIOROS. 


Sba's  Ai  pretty  and  as  graceful  as  a  fiiwn, 
Aad  as  charming  as  the  birdies  in  the  lawn. 
Eyes  divine,  color  of  mine. 
Charming  aciire  blue.         Daace. 

Beneath  yon<1er  shaded  bower, 

I  espied  this  queen  ; 
'Twas  twixt  a  noonday  hour. 

This  maiden  first  I    seen. 
I  plueked  a  rose  from  her  hair. 

Amidst  its  silken  bed  ; 
Witli  her  hair  it  did  compare, 

A  pretty  ptnUish  red, 


^  Break. 

(Unak. 


Clior»«. 


B 


^k 
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;.    J    stem  the  Tide,  ^/i  .'   : 

Words  by  Ed.  Harrlgan,        Music  by  Dave  Braham. 

Mualc  copyrtgUted  and  pub,  18T8,  by  G.  W.  Ilajrans. 

Tl»e  Music  ot  tills  or  any  other  song,  kept  consunily 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  oa  receipt  o(  price,  36  cents. 

The  brave  and  stalwart  boating  boys, 
j      All  joUy  lads  and  gay, 
So  merrily  they  row  along, 

O'er  wave  and  foaming  spray. 
All  bending  down  with  sweeping  stroke 

While  tugging  at  the  (Ar — 
Each  pretty  face  at  every  race 

Huzzas  them  from  the  shore.    .  ; 

Chorcs. 
Let  every  man  be  ready  snro.  ' 

When  he  hears  the  word  to  start. 
Then  take  the  lead  with  lightning  speed, 

^k)  strong  of  arm  and  heart 
When  we  sit  in  we  row  to  win  ; 

Each  man  his  time  employs. 
All  toiling  for  the  victory, 

Our  jolly  boating  boys.  ^ 

A  joyons  welcome  to  onr  friends 

We  give  with  heart  and  hand. 
Come  join  us  in  our  pleasure  trip. 

We'll  do  the  honors  grand. 
Let  mirth  and  music  reign  snpreme, 

And  merry  laughter  ring, 
While  the  brave  and  stalwart  boating  boys. 

Their  favorite  chorus  sing.  Chorus, 


What  noble  sport  it  is  to  row. 

And  stem  the  water  blue, 
O'er  wave  and  swell  we  pull  our  shell, 

Each  jolly  boating  crew. 
We  treat  our  rivals  manfully, 

Otur  motto  is  fair  play, 
JLnd  when  we  row  we  row  to  win, 

And  strive  to  gain  the  day. 


WUl  You  Listen  to  Me,  Annie  ? 
By  WlUleWUdwave. 


Chorws. 


Up  in  a  Mulberry  Tree. 

WVrtten  Qxwesaly  for,  and  sung  by  Miss  Annie  rixlry 

m  the populwaraina,  "  M'Llsa." By  K.  li.  Wlnencl. 

copyright  18T9,  aild  pub  by  S.  Braluard's  Sons. 

The  Music  ot  this  or  any  olhrr  song,  kept  conalanlly 

on  hand,  and  will  bo  sent  by  us  lo  any  address, 

poet  paid,  on  receipt  or  price,  40  cents.; 

Fm  a  danghter  of  Eve,  I  would  i\oi  deceive, 

So  please  to  thiuk  ki-uUy  of  mo, 
I'm  not  plain  to  view,  but  I'm  looking  nt  ;^ou, 

Up  in  a  mulberry  tree. 
Half  hidden  iu  leaves,  one  barely  perceives 

A  bonny  big  baby  called  me  ; 
A  sweet  little  girl,  with  her  hair  all  .a-curl, 

Up  in  a  mniborry  tree  ! 

HtT  small  finger-tips  are  stained,  and  licr  lijis 

Are  purple  as  purple  cnu  be  ; 
'Twould  tell  tales  to  kiss  such  a  mciry  yonng  miss, 

Up  in  a  mulberry  tree. 
I  firmly  believe  is  the  daughter  of  Eve, 

This  dimpled  yonng  damsol  named  me, 
Wonld  temi)t  one  with  truit,  and  then  kiss 

him  to  boot. 

Up  in  a  mulberry  tree. 


Let's  Give  Three  Cheers  for  the  Sailor's  Bride. 

From  the  celebrated  Opera,  "  Pmafore." 


Let's  give  three  cheers  for  tlio  bailor's  bride 
Who  casts  all  thought  of  milk  aside — 
^Vho  gives  up  lioose  and  fortune  too 
For  the  honest  love  of  a  sailor  true ! 

CnoBUS. 
For  a  British  t  ir  is  a  soaring  son!,  ' 

As  free  as  a  mountain  bird  ; 
nis  energetic  list  Bbould  be  ready  to  resint 

A  dictatorial  word  ! 

His  foot  shonld  stamp,  and  his  throat  should  growl, 
His  hair  shouhl  twirl  aud  liis  face  shouhl  scowl, 
^  Bis  eyes  should  flash  and  his  breast  protr\ule, 
Aod  this  shonld  be  his  customary  attitude. 

For  a  British,  Su:. 


Will  yon  listen  to  me,  Annie  7 

Listen  to  the  vow  I  make  ; 
For  I  long  have  kept  it  secret, 

But  I  feared  my  heart  wonld  break. 
Had  I  done  what  my  heart  prompted, 

I'd  have  told  you  long  ago. 
Must  I  then  depart,  dear  loved  one  ? 

For  I  fear  your  answer  no  ! 
Mnst  I  then  deput,  dear  loved  one  ' 

For  I  fear  your  answer  no  I 

Will  you  listen  to  me,  Annie  ? 

Will  you  say  the  sweet  word,  yee  7 
I  have  ever  loved  you  fondly, 

Yoa  could  ease  the  bitterness 
Of  a  misspent  life  of  folly. 

Of  a  life  of  bitter  woe  ; 
Tell  me,  darling,  if  yoa  could,  love, 

Tell  it  to  me  soft  and  low.  •  \ 
Tell  me,  darling,  if  yoa  could,  love 
;  Tell  it  to  me  soft  aud  low.  / 

Will  yon  listen  to  me,  Annie  7 

I  have  waited  many  a  day,  H 
With  a  single  thought  to  cheer  me, 

With  a  hope  that  yon  would  sny — 
That  yoa  would  make  my  life  brighter. 

That  you'd  try  and  ease  its  woe  ; 
Will  you  promise,  gentle  Annie  ? 

Or  from  you  to-night  I'll  go. 
Will  you  promise,  gentle  Aiinio  ? 

Or  from  you  to-night  I'll  go. 

Will  yon  listen  to  me,  Annie  7 

Will  you  greet  me  at  the  stile  7 
May  I  trust  you  little  darling, 

And  believe  that  winning  smile  ; 
Oh  I  those  gentle  loving  glances. 

Oh  !  that  look  of  rapture  coy  ; 
God  grant  that  they  may  ever. 

Cause  you  happiness  and  joy. 
God  gmut  that  they  may  ever. 

Cause  you  happiness  and  joy. 


«-•<»» 


Danciug  Blue  Eyes. 


Coinroscdby  W.  S.  MuUaly.    Sung.by  D.  8.  Wambold. 

topvrlgUt,  l!579,  and  published  by  F.  ^V',  Ile'Rulck. 

Tiio  Jtusic  of  tills (ir  any  other sontr,  k<'pi  cunstautly 

ou  Uuud.  and  will  be  snii  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  ou  rcci'lpl  ot  price,  40  cents. 


As  lonely  I  sit  near  a  murmuring  stream. 

And  gaze  ou  the  bright  stars  above  ; 
The  clouds  seem  dispersed  as  I  tranquilly  dream, 

Of  my  darling,  my  treasure,  my  love. 
^he's  &iirer  to  mo  than  the  flowers  iu  spring. 

And  as  pure  n.s  the  dews  from  the  skies, 
Enoh  thought  of  my  darling  some  new  pleasure  brings, 

As  I  look  in  those  dancing  blue  eyes. 

As  I  look  iu  those  dancing  blue  eyes  I 
Chorus. 
Beautions  orbs  that  sweetly  shine, 

Swittly  each  thotrght  flies 
To  the  hour  when  I  may  call  them  mine, 

My  darling's  bright  dancing  blue  eyes. 

There's  a  void  iu  my  heart  when  tfioso  blue  eyes 

I  miss, 

I'm  sad  when  my  loved  one's  away  ; 
I  thiuk  of  those  promises  sealed  with  a  kiss, 

And  I  try  to  be  happy  and  gay. 
8he  told  me  she  loved  me,  she'd  be  mine. 

My  sadness  I  try  to  disguise, 
There's  no  star  al>ove  that  to  mo  Seems  to  shine, 

Like  my  darling's  bright  dancing  blue  eyes, 

Liko  my  darling's  briglit  dancing  blue  eyes, 

Do  Yon  Lovo  Se  Ida  Darling  ? 

Words  and  Music  by   Lieut  Howard  Llnley  Smith. 

Dedicated  to  Miss  Bertha  B.  Wolfe,  of  Boston. 

Music  pub,  and  Copyright  ls79.  by  White,  Smith  &  Co, 

The  Music  of  thlsor  any  oiht-r  r>ong,  kept  oonstantlj- 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

I>ost  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price  40  cents. 

Di> you  lovo  me,  Ida  darling? 

Is  your  heart  forever  mine? 
For  my  own  with  pulses  quickened  ■<*  ■     ''''•-, 

Beats  in  unison  with  thine. 


Age  has  faded,  Ida  darling. 

Time  has  auburn  locks  turned  gray, 
Yet  our  hearts  are  gay,  my  darling. 

For  we  chase  dull  care  away. 

Chokus. 

Do  yon  love  me,  Ida  darling, 

Is  yomr  heart  forever  mine. 
For  my  own  with  puLsis  quickeiMA-> 

Beats  in  unison  with  tulue. 

Ever  shall  we  love  each  other. 

Ever  shall  our  hearts  beat  true  ; 
Time  and  sorrow  shall  not  harm  im, 

As  we  tread  life's  journey  through. 
Loving  hearts  entwined  with  myrtle^ 

Happy,  blythe,  so  gay  and  free, 
Decked  with  roses,  bright  encircled, 

Happy  shall  we  ever  be. 


OMna. 


Sheenies  in  the  Sand-  I 

By  Frank  Bush.        Air;   Babies  on  cur  tlock. 

If  you  want  some  recreation  during  the  heated  spell, 
Coine  down  to  Coney  leland,  to  Corbin'a  bw  hotel  • 
He  owns  the  bathing  kouaes,  the  baloon  ' 

T        ,.  ,  .  *"^  Gilmore'8  Band,  i 

W  here  Israel »  represented  by  the  Sheenies  in  the  aand 
1  hero's  the  Oppenbeims  and  the  Pappenheims, 

•nd  the  dealer  in  old  elo,' 
And  all  the  glsM-put-in  men  a-sitlin'in  a  row. 
The  Umoa  and  the  Levys,  and  the  Steins,  a  jolly  band 
Siugmg  with  Austin  Corbin^  for  the  Sheenies 

in  the  aand, 
CnoRrs. 
Little  Cornet  Levy  a-blowing  with  all  his  might, 
All  llui  tribes  with  noses  around  him  every  night. 
Toot,  Levy,  toot,  drown  the  blasts  of  Gilniore's  Band, 
And  pluy  as  once  at  Jericoh  for  the  Sheenies  in  the  aand. 

Of  aiwarin  day  in  the  aummcr,  when  the  Island 

^     .       ,     .    ,  ,  you  will  rcooii, 

One  hundred  thousand  Sheenies  may  be  seen 

upon  the  beaoli, 
Alley  come  from  Corbin'a  building,  with  their 

babies  hand  in  hand. 
Oh  I  what  a  show  ol  noses,  among  the  .Sheenies 

in  the  aand. 
There  a  the  Kubenatoin's  and  the  Hildelieins, 

from  the   temple  Emanuel 
.4nd  Moses  and  liis family,  from  Corbin's  big  hotel. 
Ail  the  tribes  of  lienjamiii,  likewise  old  .Aaron's  band. 
With  the  li'nai  B'rith  and  Ahawath  Clieaed, 

'nioug  the  Sheenies  in  the  aand. 

ClIORlS.  , 

Sliearetli  Isricl  Isaacs,  and  how  you  vas  ma  tear, 
%  inakea  me  feel  so  nice  and  goot  for  to  see  yon  here. 
Blow,  L*vy,  blow,  take  your  trumpet  iu  your  hand, ' 
And  toot  tor  all  the  K>8t  tribea,  the  Shecuiea  ia 

the  MUid. 

It'a  good  morning  Meester  Myers,  and  bow 

you  VM  to-day. 
Yen  I  vant  to  get  my  vatoh  o»d,  how  mueh, 

ma  tear,  I  pay. 
Aseooae  me,  air,  I  viah  no  bath,  dot  bathing 

house  all  boeh. 
Ye  vent  to  de  Red  Sea,  even  there  the  jews  don«t  wash 
Yen  the  vaters  see  \iscoming,  they  pari  thamaelves 

and  run. 
And  ne  paaa  over  on  dry  land,  dak  Pharaoh's 

hoet  to  ahun, 
Wo  come  now  to  Manhattan  B«a«h,  aa  to  the 

Promiacd  Land, 
Enjoy  ourselves  and  aave  our  money,  lor  the 

Sheenies  in  the  sand, 
Cnottrs. 
Little  Julius  Levy,  a-bluwing  with  all  his  might, 
AU  the  tribes  with  nosea  around  bim  every  DKbt, 
l;low.  Levy,  blow,  add  your  Inoga  toOilmor*^  Wod 
And  toot  for  all  the  lost  tribes,  the  Sheeniei 

in  the  I 
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The  Lost  Inheritance. 

CONTINCKD. 


A  vloud  bdfWallen  over  Daity  Bnnk— ft  clond 
ist  in  bII  ignorance  by  Richard  Hepburn,  who, 
liile  lUo»e  two  csd-hearled  woman  wera  bravely 
eeping  up  tlie  farce  of  checrftl  conversalion,  was 
ancing  attendenoe  ou  the  heiress's  steps,  or 
iiting  desperately  as  he  leaned  over  her  cliair. 

AVhen  liichaid  Hepburn  rode  back  to  Daisy 
tank  to  dinner,  be  found  a  telegram  awaiting  him. 

It  was  fmm  the  ex-dtteclive  of  Scotland  Yard. 

It  stated  that  a  |>ersonal  ioterview  would  bo 
lOemnry,  which  miglit  take  placd  at  once  if  Mr. 
Iipbuin  could  run  up  to  town  ;  but  otherwise  ini- 
orlant  biiaincss  would  prevent  Wr.  Sljcuni  from 
iiitiing  London  f  r  at  least  a  week. 

"My  dear  Mrs.  Wiildtn,"  said  the  youm^  man, 
8  he  took  his  place  at  the  dinner-table,  "  this  lelc- 
iBin  summons  me  to  town  on  a  matter  of  the  most 
itol  importance.  I  trust  you  will  not  think  me 
uJe  if  1  at"  k  permission  to  start  this  evening  ?' 

'Die  intelligence  was  not  calculated  to  cause  Mrs. 
^'alden  regret ;  but  she  cast  an  anxious  glance  at 
nice.  The  girl  was  a  shade  paler,  j>erhups,  but 
(imposed.  Naturally  she  was  f?lnd  at  hia  getting 
ut  of  the  range  of  the  hciresss  influence. 

'■  Vou  have  so  kindly  yielded  to  our  frequent  invi- 
Uions  to  prolong  your  visit,  Mr.  Hepburn,"  she 
lid,  graciously,  "  that  we  could  not  be  so  selfish  as 
)  pre-fS  you  further,  especially  as  it  is  business 
lat  summons  you." 

"Very,  very  important  business,"  ho  an8were<l 
ravely.  Tlien,  in  aligliter  tone,  "But  do  not 
link  yon  are  going  to  lose  me  altogether.  Your 
tnerous  hospitality,  your  friendship  to  a  friend- 
ms  man,  have  so  endeared  Westerin  to  me,  that 
iiiceforth  '  — did  hia  eyes  wander  to  Alice? — "in 
1  the  world  I  shall  esteem  no  place  like  it." 

"  Then  you  are  not  going  for  good  Mr.  Hep- 
nrn?  You  purpose  returning  ?'  said  .41ioe,  toy- 
ig  with  the  fish  on  her  plate,  and  keeping  her 
mes  steady. 

"  For  good  ?  This  would  be  the  sa^ldest  moment 
ever  snent.  Miss  Walden,  if  I  thought  I  were  not 
>uiing  back,"  he  responded,  earnestly.  *'  J  ndeed,  I 
ke  the  place  so  w«ll,  that  I  fear  you  will  Lave  too 
ucli  of  me." 

"  Let  OS  be  the  jadge  of  that,"  she  managed  to 
ly,  laughingly  ;  though  to  herself  she  whispered. 
Before  he  knew  Sidonia  he  was  always  saying  he 
lustgo ;  but  be  never  hinted  at  coming  back." 

That  Richard  Ilenburn  should  not  miss  the  train 
le  dinner  was  burned,  and  immediately  after  his 
arse  was  brought  to  the  door. 

The  rich  glow  of  sunset  was  melting  into  the  soft 
urples  of  twilight  when  the  young  man,  standing 
y  his  horse  ready  to  mount,  and  holding  Alices 
and,  said,  in  farewell,  "In  all  my  life  I  am  unable 
>  recall  happier  moments  than  thoM  passed  beneath 
lis  hospitable  roof,  Miss  Walden.  You'll  try  not 
)  forget  me?" 

His  honest,  hazel  eyes   looked   into    hers   as    he 

poke. 

"  1  am  sure  not  to  do  that,  Mr.  Hepburn,"  she 
iid,  with  forced  gaiety.  *'  Itere  will  be  no  effort 
)  ' try  '  needed. 

••  Thank  yon — thank  yon  mnoh !  You  will 
[ways  remember  me  as  Charlie's  friend?" 

"Always!"  she  murmured,  a  sharp  spasm  at  her 
eart ;  for  she  recognised  the  words  to  imply  that 
e  desired  her  never  to  regard  him  in  a  dearer 
ishion. 

"  Thank  you,"  be  said  again.  Then,  with  a 
Qood-bye,"  he  pressed  his  lips  to  the  small  hand 
e  b<ld,  released  it,  sprang  into  the  saddle,  and 
as  gone. 

lie  dared  not  risk  a  longer  gazing  into  those 
eautifal.  womanly  eyes. 

"  I  wonder,"  thought  ./llioe  Walden,  with  a  f>ang, 
how  be  said  good-bye  to  Sklonia  f  Perhaps  it  is 
>r  her  sake  th^t  he  intended  to  return." 

IV        CHAPTER  vir.     '     ': 
,  ,      A  MTXJriTI  AT  yACLT. 


Mr.  Jonns  Slycuaa's  residence   was  a  six-roomed 
villa  "  at  Paokham.     It  poasessed  a  garden,  bright 


with  flowers  in  which  Mr.  Jonas  Slycnra  look  mueli 
delight,  when,  after  the  toils  of  the  day,  he  retired 
to  the  comforts  of  his  domestic  life. 

But  Mr.  Jonas  Slyoum's  oflace  was  in  a  certain 
street  not  a  stone's  throw  trom  the  Strand  :  and  it 
was  to  the  latter  that  Richard  Hepburn  repaired  the 
morning  after  his  arrival  in  London. 

The  detective,  whom  he  fortunately  foun.l  nt 
home,  was  a  middle-sized,  olean-sliaved  man,  with  u 
military  air,  so  far  aa  an  uprightedness  and  a 
biitton-upc-dnesa  went.  His  manner  was  sharp  iiiid 
decisive  when  it  was  not  iueinualing  and  contideu- 
tiul. 

"  Mr.  llepborn— all — of  Westorin,"  he  remarked, 
as  hid  client  wus  ushered  in.  "  Sorry  &Ir.  Hepburn, 
llint  1  couldn't  come  to  you,  but  business — profes- 
eional  business — lies m«  by  the  leg  to  lh«  metropolis 
at  present." 

"  It  does  not  signify,  Mr.  Slycum,"  replied 
Richard  Hepburn  taking  the  chair  which  had  oeen 
plitced.  My  time  is  my  own,  and  I  have  plenty  to 
spare.  As  yours,  I  am  sure,  is  valuable,  you  will,  I 
know,  prefer  me  making  no  delay  in  atating  my 
case." 

"Exactly,"  bowed,  Mr.  Slycum.  "  It's  just  with 
such  gents  as  you,  sir,  we  detectives  like  to  deal." 

Inclining  his  head  as  an  acknowledgement  of  the 
compliment,  the  visitor  proceeded.  "  I  must  ask 
you  to  ca:ry  your  memory  back,  if  possible,  to  a 
case  which  occurred  nearly  twenty  yenrs  ago." 

"  It  is  possible,  sir.  I've  been  in  my  profession, 
sir,  exactly  five-and-twenty  years." 

*'  Then  you  will  not  fail  to  recollect  the  case  of 
Sir  Richard  Carr." 

"  Sir  Richard  Carr  ?  X  recollect  it  as  plain  as  if 
only  yesterday.  It  was  a  supposed  murder  ond  a 
mysterious  disappearanceY  ' 

"Just  so.  But  you  say  supposed  murder.  Are 
you  of  an  opinion  that — that  Sir  Richard  was  in- 
nocent?" 

"  I  can't  go  so  far  as  that,"  replied  the  detective 
rubbing  his  chin.  "  It  was  a  strange  affair  alto- 
gether. Josiah  BiddlecoDib  was  as  harda  usurer  as 
you  could  come  across  i  and  it  is  pretty  certain  ho 
got  the  Baronet  into  a  hole.  '1  here  may  have  been 
a  struggle — a  fight  for  that  there  deed.  At  least,  I 
fancy  a  case  might  have  been  made  if  Sir  Richard 
hadu'tBO  mysteriously  disappeared." 

"  Mysteriously  indeed,"  remarked  Richard  Hep- 
burn.    ''  Whatever  could  become  of  him  ?" 

"  If  I'd  only  known  that,  sir,  it  would  have  been 
two  hundred  pounds  in  my  pocket,  for  tliat's  the 
sum  Biddleconib  offered  for  his  apprehension,  and  I 
was  one  of  the  detectives  employed." 

"  Yes  sir — not  by  Biddlecoiub,  but  by  the  Govern- 
ment. But  none  of  us  ever  got  any  further  clue 
than  that  he  had  been  seen  that  night  on  the  plnt- 
fo-m  of  the  Great  Western.  But  whether  he  went 
away  by  any  train,  or  whether  he  didn't,  wasn't 
known." 

Richard  Hepburn  a  moment  rested  his  head 
thoughtfully  on  his  hand,  then  he  enid,  in  a  different 
tone,  resolving  as  yet  not  to  trust  the  detective  witli 
the  whole  of  the  case,  "It  is  strange,  very.  Still, 
it  is  not  to  trace  bir  Richard  Carr  I  desire  your 
services." 

Mr.  Slycum  nodded  evident  approvni. 

"  I  wish  to  know  if  you  can  discover  forme  whe- 
ther the  clerk  who  was  then  in  Josiah  Biddlecoinb'a 
employ  is  alive  or  dead  ?"' 

Before  onswering,  the  detective  looked  sharply, 
keenly  at  hia  interrogator,  'i  hen  an  expression  — it 
might  have  been  the  vaguest  ghost  of  a  self-satisfied 
smile  passed  over  his  lipii,  aa  he  responded,  "  I 
don't  fancy  that'll  be  a  difficult  matter.  His  name 
was  Brindley." 

"  You  know  that?"  exclaimed  Richard  Hepburn, 
eagerly. 

"  Yea,  Mr.  Hepburn,  and  a  little  more  too,"  an- 
swered Mr.  Slycum,  becoming  confidential.  "L'>ok 
here,  sir  ;  if  you  had  some  internal  complaint  you 
wanted  a  physician  to  cure,  would  you  tell  him  half 
your  syratoms,  or  all  of  'em?" 

"^11,  of  course." 

"  1  hen,  sir,"  with  a  touch  of  dignity,  "  why 
don't  you  do  the  same  in  this  cose  ?  Jonas  Sly- 
eum's  either  to  da  trusted,  or  be  ain't.  But  I  say 
h«  is  ;  also  that  he  knows  about  as  much  as  any 
man  of  this  ease,  and  will  help  you  as  far  as  he 
can,  although  be  can't  give  you  mneh  hopes. " 


The  first  sensation  of  oflfeuoo  which  seized 
Richard  Hepburn,  gave  way  before  the  geunioenefis 
of  the  detective's  manner,  and  ho  only  exclaimed, 
"  What  do  you  mean '(" 

"Rather,  sir,  say,  what  do  I  know,  and  ave  me 
permission  to  say  it" 

"Certainly.  There  can  bo  littlo  objection  in 
that." 

"  Then  I've  the  honor  of  addri«<ini;  Sir  Richard 
Carr,  sir,  and  jou  arc  fciking  up  tlm  mot-  in  hopes 
to  remove  the  blot  <.i:  vinr  lamily. " 

The  viator's  brow  rtili!<iu.l,  but  ho  nj 'lied  at 
once,  "  You  nro  right.  ;..  Ij.iu  ■  to  .Jo  this,  t,.  sill 
this  mysterious  iiftiiirlo  ihr  Ih^ik m,  uiid  you  iiL«ll 
find  mo  Renerous  in  my  reward." 

"I'll  try,  Sir  Richard. •• 

"Stay  ;  avoid  my  uamt-."  intemiptod  th'o  other 
quickly.  "  Until  it  is  cleaivil  from  disgmce,  I 
bhall  never  resume  it  I" 

"Very  good,  Mr.  Ilepbnni.  Well.  I'll  try  to 
help  you  ;  though,  stmightforwani,  1  don't  see 
success,  unless  you've  brought  any  new  ijar- 
ticulars." 

"I  fear  I  have  not,"  rrnmrked  tlio  voung.mnii, 
gloomily.  "(Still,  I  will  tell  you  oii.>  ortwo  trifliu^j 
words,  which,  though  trifling,  in  my  opinion  l.nd 
some  little  weight  to  my  belief  that  my  unhappy 
father  met  with  loul  play  from  this  man  uiid  his 
clerk." 

Thorenpon,  after  giving  n  rough  ontline  hkelch  of 
bis  lite,  he  recounted  his  visit  at  CarnyKton. 

" Biddlecomb's  concealing  bow  be  got  the  'All 
ain't  much,"  remarkeil  Mr.  Slycum  at  the  «>»- 
elusion.  "  He's  a  geutkniau  now,  and  wiihIh  to 
forget  the  usurer.  But  Lis  giving  a  wron^'  sex  to 
the  child  is  what  I  may  call  valuably  Buspiciona. 
It  proves  he  fears  an  heir." 

"That  was  my  idea."  broke  in  Richard  Htp- 
bum,  excitedly.  "  Also  it's  my  idea  to  find  this 
clerk,  Brindly.  He  may  know  sonu-lhing  Le  inny 
suspect ;  and  if  he's  been  paid  to  keip  his  tonguo 
quiet,  he  may  have  his  price  to  loosen  it." 

"  That's  true  ;  and,  as  I  said,  1  dnn  t  fancy  tho 
traciug  of  Lim  would  be  diflicidt.  CU  rks  oi  Lim 
discriptiou,  wLeu  tLey  take  rtvH  in  thu  city,  j»tick 
there.  How  long  do  vou  iuteu<l  stoiipiug  iu 
Loudon  r 

"  As  long  aa  my  presence  is  ueccessai^-.  I  am 
staying  at  tha  '  Langnm.'  " 

''Very  good,"  remarked  Mr,  Slycum,  lining. 
*'  I'll  call  upon  you  about  ten  to-morrow,  Kir,  uud 
some  time  to-duy  I'll  look  up  my  notes  iu  the  Carr 
case." 

"You  still  have  them,  then?"  said  HicLard 
Hepburn,  Buri^rised. 

"  We  detectives  rarely  destroy  any  of  a  case 
which  ain't  had  a  Huccessful  termination,  Wa 
don't  know,  you  see,  w  hen  it  may  crop  up  again. 
As  to  finding  Brindley,  of  that,  sir,  you  may  make 
sure." 

Mr.  Jonas  Slycum  spoke  as  positive  as  if  he  had 
never  heard  of  the  proverb,  "  "I'Lerc's  many  a  slip 
'tw  iit  cup  and  lip. 

His  assurance,  however  had  a  good  cfiect  on  bis 
client,  who  quitted  the  oflace  well  satisfied  wiUitho 
detective  and  the  apparent  smoothness  with  which 
things  were  going. 

The  next  morning,  however,  ten  o'clock  cnmo, 
but  not  Mr.  Slycum.  A  note  rather  nnsutihfaciory, 
arrived  in  his  stead. 

It  stated  that  Mr.  Jonas  Slycnm  was  actively 
employed  in  Mr.  Hepburn's,  interest— too  much  so 
to  spare  time  for  an  interview  in  which  he  nhouki 
have  little  to  relate  ;  but  be  would  for  certain  bo 
with  him  the  following  morning,  when  he  eiiKcted 
to  have  important  intelligence. 

To  say  in  what  spirit  Richard  Hepburn  p.t«s6d 
those  long  intervening  Lours  is  unneo*sHory.  Ho 
lounged  about  Loudon,  finding  no  interest  in  any* 
thing. 

He  could  think  of  nothing  but  Ibc  morrow  ;  bo 
had  built  so  much  upon  discovering  Jobiah  liiddlo- 
comb's  clerk. 

He  fretted  with  impatience,  and  anatheni.itiaKl 
Mr.  Jonas  Slycnm  for  not  Laviug  hinted  wi..it  Uio 
important  news  wotild  be. 

Would  he  come  the  next  moruing,  or  would  ko 
again  disappoint? 


To  he  CMSiuud  in  Ii».  165—  Commenced  in  Ko.  tZi. 


POOR  THING.  (Banjo  Song.)  | 

Imoged  fbr  the  Goltftr  or  Banjo,  by  Prof.  Edmnnd  Clark,  Teacher  of  tbe  Guitar,  Banjo,  Violin,  Organ,  Accordeon  and  Binging,  No.  286  Bowery,  New  York. 
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1.  Pre «  pare    now    to  we^       at  what  I'm  going  to  sing,     Of     a 

2.  Now  this     red-head  •  ed  boarder  was    a       gay       de    -      ceiv  •  er.      And    he 

3.  Now  this     red-head  -  ed  boarder  gave  the  boarding  house    a  shake.  And  the 
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And      the      way      that  she    suf  -  fered  was    most      out    -    ra  -  geous.      She  loyed  not  wise  -  Ij, 

He        de  -  ceived      this       poor    young  fe  -  male  maid  -  en's   heart,    For    she        be-lieved  eve  -  ry 
By  moon  -  light  he  departed  without    bid-ding  her    good  -  bye,  Owed  her      moth-er     for     e  • 
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name  was    Su  -  san  Gash,  For  her  moth-er     she  chewed  hash,  For  her 
pleas  -  ant    af  -  ter-noons    He  would  ped  -  die   toy    bal  •  loons        All 
Su  -  san  heard  the  news,    She  quick  -  ly    got    the    blues.        To 
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moth  -  cr    who  a    board  -  ing  house    did     keep,      did     keep.       But        Sa  -  san,       I        de  -    clare    loTed     a 
paint  -  ed     over        with    red  white    and     blue,    blue,     blue.       His       for  -  tune    was     im  -  mense,    he        was 
think   that    such  a      vil  -  lain    she       had     trust  -    ed,   trusted.  So  she      eat       a         lot       of     sponge,  and    in  a 
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board  -  er      with      red    hair.        So     she    could  •  n't         sleep         o'     night     or  eat,  poor  thing,  poor  thing, 

worth    a  -    bout    two  cents,  But         Su  -  san    thought  he  was  rich  as  any  Jew,    Jew,    Jew. 

biuret    of       wa  -  ter  plunged,  And  she   swelled  up    like      a      bal  -  loon     and  bust  -  ed  -  ed  -  ed. 
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The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet 

WonlB  toy  Geo.  cooper,  Mufllc  by  C.  E.  Pratt. 

Written  tor,  dedicated  to,  and  sang  by  Little 

Idas  Jennie  Teamans. 

Copyrlffht  1879,  by  Mre.  Pauline  Lledor. 

The  Music  ts  published  m  elegant  lithographed  tlUa 

page  by  Mrs  I'auUne  Ueder,  60  Chatham  Street, 

lind  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid  oa 

receipt  ot  price,  40  cents.      •  , 

While  roaming  by  tne  riTer, 

Where  the  lilies  love  to  grow, 
I  saw  the  brightest  pair  of  eyea, 

And  rosy  cheeks  aglow. 
I'waa  just  exchanging  glances. 

By  chance  they  always  meet ; 
Alia  like  a  bird  she  caught  my  heeii» 

TLe  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet     Oh  1  , 

Chorus. 
Her  cheeks  were  fair  as  the  rose. 

That's  dimpled  o'er  with  dew  ;     , 
We  roamed  where  bntteifliea  repose 

Her  words  were  kind  and  true. 
The  birds  they  warbled  in  glee,     .   • 

Her  praisee  to  repeat, 
No  rosebud  there  that  could  compare 

With  my  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet  1 

Her  hands  were  like  twin  lilies, 

And  her  tresses,  bright  and  fair, 
Were  in  the  waving,  changeful  light 

Like  golden  sunbeams  there. 
A  gentle  arm  was  twining 

Around  a  waist  so  neat. 
While  loving  lips  just  called  her  there, 

The  S-veeteet  of  the  Sweet.    Oh  !       Chorus. 

The  atvmmer  day  was  waning, 

When  we  fondly  bade  adieu  ; 
I  drram  of  her  where'er  I  go, 

I  know  her  heart  is  true. 
The  bells  will  soon  be  ringing, 

Ti>  make  onr  lives  complete  ; 
Oil !  she  is  all  the  world  to  me. 

The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet     Oh ! 


Choms. 


Sonny  Land  Beyond  the  Sea. 

Wards  by  A.  W.  French.       Huslc  by  Harry  Percy. 

Copynghtj  1878,  toy  c.  M.  Cady. 

The  Music  or  this  o*Wiy  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  wUr  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address. 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  80  cents. 

Sonny  land  bevond  the  aea, 

Home  of  childhood's  happy  days; 
How  you  wnnder  back  to  me 

Thro'  the  mists  of  mem'ry'e  haxe. 
Smiling  valleys  em'rald  green. 

Rivers  winding  to  the  Tea, 
In  the  sunlight's  golden  sheen. 

Sunny  land  beyond  theses, 
In  the  sun  ight'i  golden  sheen. 

Sunny  land  beyond  the  sea. 
Cbobcb. 
Land  of  pleasure,  horns  of  mirtli, 

Fsirer  than  the  lands  of  earth. 
Still  I  sing  in  praise  of  thee. 

Sunny  land  beyond  the  sea. 

Snnny  land  beyond  the  sea. 

Mid  the  skies  so  bright  and  fair, 
Mem'ry  otlen  will  recall 

Days  of  youth  without  a  care. 
Hill  and  dale  in  beauty  decked, 

^nd  l!ie  air  so  pure  and  free, 
Ciuld  1  once  more  see  again, 

>unny  land  beyond  the  sea, 
Could  I  cnce  more  we  again, 
'     iSanny  land  beyond  the  sea. 

.*nnny  land  beyond  the  se*. 

As  I  wander  to  and  fro, 
Happy  thoughts  oft  bring  rat  baok 

To  the  days  of  long  ago. 
When  I  waudefad  light  and  gay, 

llsppy  as  a  child  could  be, 

In  that  home  of  sweet  delight, 

,  SnooT  land  beyond  the^  sea. 

In  that  home  of  sweet  delight. 

Sunny  land  beyond  the  ae*. 


Chomi. 


Choms. 


THE  LATEST 

'   Fabliflhed  by  Mn  Pauline  Lieder, 
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"The  Sweetest  of  tho  Sweet,"- Waltz rmtt. 

"Sweet  Amerikay," Yonuker. 

"The  Old  Bench  near  the  Mill Speck. 

"  Mary  Ann  Kehoe  " Powers. 

"  Angel  Mother,  Watch  for  me," Fratt 

"  The  Night  I  Learned  to  Swim" Powers. 

"  Lay  My  Head  Beneath  a  Eose," Straight. 

"The  Lost  Jewel," Eluut. 

"  Penniless  and  Poor,"  Younkur. 

"  Silver  Bells  ore  Bingiug 

away  up  in  in  de  Sky Youuker. 

"  The  Irish  Volunteers," Yonnker. 

"  McCarthy's  Boarding  House," Powers. 

"  New  Years  Day" Powers. 

rOBTY  CENTS  EACH,  or  any  3  PIECES  $1,00. 

Sent  postpaid,  by  the  Publisher,  on  receipt  of 
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60  CHATHAM  STREET,  H.  Y. 

NO  WORK, 

BY  NED.  STRAIGHT. 

No  person  should  fail  to  get  the  words  and  music  of 
this  beautiful  song  and  chorus,  is  they  have  not 
already  got  it,  also  the — 

NO    WORK    WALTZ. 

This  song  and  waltz  have  only  been  before  the 
public  a  few  mouths,  and  by  the  immense  sale  of 
ttie  First  Edition,  I  wixs  forced  iu  uu  iucredible 
short  space  of  time  to  issue  the 

SECOND  EDITION. 

And  now,  (thanks  to  the  musical  public  in  general) 
I  am  already  obliged  to  issue  the 

THIED  EDITION. 

It  is  now  being  performed  by  the  various  orch- 
estras in  and  out  of  the  city,  and  beiug  suug  by 
quite  a  number  of  our  leading  vocalibts  with  im- 
mense success. 

The  "  No  Work  Waltz."  was  played  the  balanco 
of  tho  summer  mouths  ever  since  its  issue  ut  Ibo 

SURF  P.A.VILLION,  Eockaway  Beach, 

By  Prof,  J.  Carbery  and  Orchestm,  and  elicited  the 
kind  comments  of  an  appreciative  public.  Which 
we  can  only  say  it  uiented.  Tlio  music  being 
one  of  the  finest  uielodies  which  the  old,  and  well 
known,  immensely  popular  NED  STEAIGHT 
has  composed.  * 

Sent  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents  each. 

My  Sugar  Plum. 

Words  and  Music  by  T.  M.  Uengler. 

I'm  over  bead  and  ears  in  love, 

The  truth  I  tell,  with  a  turtle  dore  ; 
She  ouglit  to  be  ill  the  skiea  above. 

An  angel  alie  should  bo. 
Her  laughing  eve*,  niiii  a  dimpled  ehin, 

Herfoceso  white  ami  fair; 
Her  look  so  neat  and  so  complete. 

With  a  mass  of  silk  like  hair— oh  I 


Chorus. 

Prettily  slie  dances  on  her  little  toes. 
Looks  as  sweet  and  neat  an  n  little  tube  rose, 
Charms  all  the  pt  onle  as  up  the  street  (he  goes. 
She's  my  sugar  pluiu. 

Iliis  lucions  little  Ruijar  plum 

N\'a'j  introduced  to  the  one  yuu  fco. 
At  a  masked  hall,  wiieic  I  liad  eucIi  fun, 

Kveryone  was  in  full  glee; 
This  Joyous  night  my  heart  felt  li^jht,    • 

Uiih  gleams  of  future  biisa — 
When  parting  at  the  da»rn  of  day  ^ 

I  was  wrapt  iu  lisppine»s— oh  ! 

I'atliiy  she  dauees,  <t* 


(Sym) 


Sally  Mackenally- 
Words  and  Music  by  W.  II.  Delehonty. 

Attention,  please,  while  I  relate  to  you, 

Of  how  I  met  my  love  ; 
Twas  ill  a  lane  I  was  walking  through, 

The  moon  shone  bright  above 
A  lovely  maiden,  all  alone. 

Was  walking  leisurely. 
When  1  made  bold  to  ank  this  little  ona 

If  she  wen  Id  walk  with  ma. 
Sally  Maokeuall}', 

That  is  my  charmcr'd  name ; 
And  she  lives  up  iu  our  alley, 

With  her  sister  Susan  Jane, 
Cuonus. 
Tofl,  'deed  I  do,  I  love  Miss  Sally — 
(Umph),  Lots  of  fun  up  iu  our  alley, 
Oh,  yes  she  is  a  pretty  Uttle  tiitl, 
As  ever  yon  did  see ; 

Her  eyes  are  bright,  her  teeth  are  like  the  pearl 
That  ia  found  down  iu  the  sea.  [Dance.] 

I  took  my  darling  to  a  fancy  ball. 

And  danced  all  night  and  day  ; 
And  Sal  she  was  the  gayest  of  them  all. 

And  I  was  just  as  gay. 
The  music  played  then  I  cut  loose. 

The  darkies  all  did  bawl, 
They  laughed  and  shouted  give  that  nigger  room, 

And  they  near  broke  down  the  holL 
Chorcs. 

Te",  she  i^  a  pretty  little  girl,     .  ;  .  -. 

As  ever  you  did  see  ; 
H<'r  eyes  are  bright,  her  teeth  are  like  the  pearl. 
That's  found  down  in  the  sea. 
IjustsawSal.     Oh,  my  ! 
She's  my  gal.     Is  that  so?  '    ' 

She  loves  me.     You  bet. 
Yes,  iudeedy,  honey,  and  we're  gwine  to  meet 

to-night. 
Dttzt. 
Down  upon  the  flowery  meadow. 
When  the  moon  shines  bright ; 
Eambliug  iu  the  twilight  shadows. 
With  my  love  to-night  (Bitpeat)^ 

Sal  loves  me.    Oh  !  'my ! 
She's  all  mine.     Give  us  room. 
She's  my  pie.     Oh  !  I'll  die, 
Yes,  indeedy  honey,  and  we're  gwine  to  meet 

to-night. 
Danoe. 


How  is  That  for  High. 

Song  and  Dance.  By  the  French  Twin  Ststert. 

We  all  do  like  the  pretty  girls, 

We  see  them  day  by  Jay, 
And  as  they  stroll  along,  my  boys, 

Thev  always  pass  our  way. 
A  eliariiiini  irirl,  the  other  day, 

Catue  gaily  pnsiingby. 
And  as  she  turned  around  she  said, 

Ob  !  how  ia  tliut  for  high  I     - 
Ciioitcs. 
Then,  ch.  my,  I  1  ve  her  so,  (Break) 

Don't  I  wi-h  flie  was  my  bean.         (Break.) 
She's  the  prctiiest  little  charmer  in  all  this  tows. 

Sweet  Sixteen  so  shy.  ■'>:.,'. 

And  as  she  turned  around  she  said. 

Oh  I  bow  is  that  fur  high  1 


T]I£    8]]fot:R$'    JOURIVAl.. 
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Faces  we  Love  in  our  Alboin,  so  Detur. 
ByS.  Garrey.         Air:    Little  ^reea  left!  in  oorMUa. 

Hand  down  onr  family  album,  ■ 

Now  near  worn  out  wiili  ag*{  . 

Willi  ^*ve^ence  we'll  gaxe. 
On  each  and  t-very  page. 

t>n  faces  of  our  loved  ones. 

Whom  once  we  olierisbed  hew; 

ITho'  gone  from  our  sight,  they'll  vtvt  look  briglit. 
In  our  album  so  dear. 
CllOKTJS. 
TlioM  tokens  of  love. 
From  the  dear  ones  above, 
Ever  faithful  well  cherish  them 
While  silent  they  sleep. 
We'll  sacredly  keep 
Their  forms  in  our  album  so  d«a 

Each  picture  is  a  token 

Of  aflFeclion  dear  and  true; 
The  ties  remain  unbroken, 

In  all  the  years  through. 
"When  in  deep  meditation. 

We  often  shed  a  tear 
Over  a  face,  we  ou'iy  can  trace 

Iq  our  album  so  dear. 

Keep  this  little  treasure, 

Lay  it  up  wiiii  care ;    ^ 
Id  toil  or  in  pleasure. 

We'll  breath  a  silent  prayer, 
In  sweet  fond  remembrance 

Of  risJons  bright  and  clear. 
That  ever  will  siiine.  bright  and  Bablime 


Ohotaa. 


ft 


lo  our  album  so  dear. 


Cbocaa. 


wm  *m*' 


Teddy's  Farewell. 
Song  by  Roche  A  Brady,  at  8.  Batcnelore  MvSo  BalL 

::  I'm  goin^  far  away,  dear  Kit,    "  ^   :i    ' 

I'm  going  to  cross  the  sea  ;  .vvj ' 

:>;  To  leava  old  Ireland  far  behind,  ^   • 

Going  to  America.  " 

Then  you'll  be  kind  to  motbar, 

And  to  little  Paiaey  too,  ..   \    ■    ' 

'    Whila  I  get  work  in  Amerioa, 

And  aend  for  both  of  you.  J 

Cnoans. 


Boons. 
Bkadt. 


Boons. 


BoTB. 


V^ 


Good-bye,  Kitty  dear, 

Teddy  are  yon  leaving. 
Let  your  heart  be  of  good  eh««„  • 

Try  and  don't  be  grieving. 
Bear  this  parting  like  a  m&o.  j. 
Kitty  dear.  III  try—  ^ 

Farewell  Teddy, 
Good-bye  Kitty. 

Teddy— Kit— good-by«. 


Onr  home  will  be  a  sad  one  Ted, 

When  you  are  fur  away, 
And  we  will  watch  until  a  letter 

Comes  fW)m  America. 
And  mother  says  our  prayer  will  b*, 

God  bVss  our  own  uoy  led  ; 
And  you  vrill  always  be  in  our  mind, 

Wuou  e'er  wc  l>-oak  our  broad- 


fi.-  ^ 


Cb(«aa. 


IW   «©»-' 


GUI  Cliavley ! 

By  Tommy  Tuc'.;er.      Air :    Oh  I  Qirly,  Glrly  I 

"**■■  ■'* 

I  once  had  a  girl  so  fine, 
,.  Who  I  met  every  ni^ht  about  nine, 

Yes,  do  as  I  pieastv 

For didnl  ehe  any  she  v'Rs  mine. 

It  wfts  liown  to  t'lr  I-JiiMc'-y  I'ark, 

Evei  V  evening;  ".•  t.'-l.J  go  afier  dark, 

^d  wben  1  w..uM  3.-.y, 
•.  I  ur.iat  i2;o  away. 

Why  this  is  wh.;t  Bhc  would  remark. 
'■.  ,  Ciionrs.     :  ;' ,.      '•■;.    '   . 

:  Ob !  Charley,  oh  !  C'larlcy. 
.   Kow  please  don't  leave  iiic  so  aoon, 
;  But  a  little  while  waii , 

For  it's  not  verv  late. 

And  weean  ^.roll  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

(BepMt.) 


I  took  lier  one  night  lo  a  ball,    .- 

I  Ixlieve  at  Pythagoras  Hall ;        /'  -v      -"      ::V 

Wlifn  tiis  places  we  took,  -^'''y  ■.,-;' . 

I  found  I  was  shook.  '  '  ■       '•     ';•;  .    ..../. 

For  I  could  not  get  dan'cinj;  nt  all.     ■  ."■    "  ^ .  . 

It  seems  that  she  met  an  old  flame, 

I  don't  quite  remember  his  name  ; 

But  he  banged  up  my  nose,  and  tore  all  my  clothe 

And  into  my  vas  did  exclaim.  Chorus. 

I  went  round  to  her  house  next  day. 

To  see  if  1  waa  in  the  way, 

Her  pa  came  to  tliedoor, 

Knocked  me  on  the  floor. 

And  used  me  like  a  lump  of  clny. 

While  this  angel  looked  down  from  above, 

On  tiie  fellow  ehe  aaid  she  did  love,  , 

And  as  1  walked  off, 

She  gave  a  queer  oougb, 

AnA  this  is  what  she  did  say.  Chorus. 


In  the  Morning  by  the  Bright  Light, 
orts  and  Music  by  James  Bland,  of  Haverly'a  Minstrels. 
Sung  by  him  with  Immense  success. 
Oopyrlght,  1ST9,  by  J.  F.  Perry  £  Co,  Boston. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  otlier  song,  kept  conatantl.. 

oit  baud,  and  will  lie  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

poet  paid,  on  rec«lpt  of  prlu:;,  40  cents. 


I'lB  gwine  away  by  the  light  ot  ilie 

Want  all  the  children  for  to  falkyw 
I  hope  I'll  meet  you  darkies  soon, 

Halle,  halle,  hulle,  lialleiajahl 
Bo  tell  the  brothers  that  you  meet. 

Want  all  the  children  iox  lo  foUrN* 
That  1  will  travel  on  my  feet, 

Halle,  halle,  halle,  halielqjdil 
GHoars. 
In  the  morning,  by  the  bright  l%fat. 
Hear  Gabriel  s  trumpet  in  tbemoraiq 


r! 


Go  get  a  match  and  light  ihat  lamp, 

N\  ant  all  the  children  for  to  folktw  torn  | 
And  show  me  the  way  to  the  Baptist 

Halle,  halle,  halle,  liallelujah ! 
IFe'll  have  beefsUak  and  sparerib  atew. 

Want  all  the  eiiildren  for  to  follow  me ; 
And  nioe  boiled  oniung  dipped  in  dew, 

Halle,  halle,  halle,  halleltyah ! 

m  take  my  old  banjo  along, 

W<utt  all  the  eiiildren  for  to  follow  ■•; 
Ib  onee  the  boya  should  sins;  a  aong, 

Ualle,  halle,  halle,  bikUelujahl    ,. 
For  no  one  baa  to  pay  oo  fore, 

WmI  all  the  children  for  to  follow  me; 
So  don't  forget  to  earl  your  hair, 

U«ll«,  haUe,  haUe.  hallali^ht  CboMi 


;    V     Sweet  Maggie  Gordon. 

Arranged  by  Ned  straight. 

:    Copyrlglit  1S30,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 
■  All  rights  reserved. 

The  Music  is  published  In  elegant  lithographed  title 

pa+je  by  >Irs.  i'miUno  Lleder,  60  Chatham  street. 

and  will  be  sent  to  any  iuldres-s,  postpaid  on 

receipt  of  price,  40  tents. 


I  wish  luy  K)ve  an-l  I  was  Baiiinj  / 

As  far  froiii  land  as  far  could  be. 
Far.  far  across  t'le  deep  blue  water. 

Where  I  d  have  noue  to  trouble  me. 

;;■■.,.■;/:■  '■■;,■,..■     Chorus.  ;  ,  .  ,.  ^;,:''    ■  ".  -;'; 

Sweet  Mac^ie  OorCon  you  are  mybiide. 
Come  Sit  you  down  upon  my  knee,  v    ' 

And  tell  to  n.e  til!  very  leason,  f         v        \- 

Why  I  n:ii  8l:y;!iled  thus  by  thee. 

The  sea  is  deep  I  can't  swim  over, 

Neither  hav^  I  tlie  wings  to  fly, 
But  I  will  hiro  Eoine  j'jlly  sportsman. 

To  carry  o'er  usy  love  and  L  Chorns. 

I  wish  I  had  a  glass  of  brandy,  '  ■ 

The  reaton  I  will  tell  to  thee. 
Because  when  drinking,  I  am  thinking. 

Does  my  true  love  remember  rns.  Chora*. 


Sparking  at  the  Door. 

By  Bernard  Oralaer. 

Sparking  at  the  door  at  night. 

Sparking  at  the  door  at  night. 
Pleasant  passes  time  away, 

iS|>arking  at  the  door  at  night, 

I  behold  a  happy  pair, 

I'alking,  laughing,  side  by  aide, 
Whispering  from  ear  lo  ear. 

Sparking  at  the  door  at  nighL 

Both  are  making  vows  of  love. 
And  repeat  them  o'er  and  o'er, 

Full  of  happiness  and  joy. 

Sparking,  sparking  at  the  door. 

Kisses  follow,  lip  on  lip. 
Fond  caressing,  o'er  an^  o'er. 

Gladness  is  within  their  hearts. 
Sparking,  sparking  at  the  door. 

But  the  time  is  going  fast. 

Soon  their  happy  hours  are  o*«r, 
And  the  loving  pair  must  cense 

Sparking,  sparking  al  the  door. 

It  is  after  ten  o'ek>ok. 

We  most  part  from  side  by  side, 
Darling  we  will  meet  again. 

Sparking,  sparking  at  the  door 


I 


*■    Ohoma, 


Okora* 

t 

Cbonii. 
CSiecaa. 
Cboroa. 


* 
> 
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.    Do  Not  Leave  Me.  Darlinf . 

By  W.  J.  Sc&nlon.  sung  by  Scanloo  A 

Ton  say  you're  going  to  leave,  me,  love. 

Farewell  if  we  muslpart ; 
To  see  my  darling  go  from  me, 

I  know  'twill  break  my  heart. 
God  knows  I  loved  you  better  than  lifo^ 

For  what  is  life  to  me, 
Wben  you  are  gone  and  I  m  aloot^ 

A  poor  outcast  I'll  be. 

Cbokvi." 
Do  not  leave  me,  darling, 

Do  not  leave  me  here. 
We've  happy  been,  we'll  happy  ba, 

So  do  not  leave  me  here.  ff>]mt.) 

When  I  fail  to  see  your  face, 

My  heart  will  ache  with  pain, 
From  mine  eyes  the  tears  will  drap^ 

Like  the  heavy  falling  rain. 
And  when  you  oease  to  tiiiok  of  thoM, 

Whoae  love  for  you  did  bom. 
There  will  come  a  day  tbAt  yoa'll  nfMaL 

Jben  to  me  you'll  return.  ^tSioro^ 

■  \%\  ■  III 

Darkiee  Fancy  BalL 

Sung  with  Arnold  Brothers  Novelty  Tioape. 

« 

The  colored  folka  the  other  night. 

They  gave  a  fancy  ball. 
We  were  all  invited,  both  short,  long  and  (all, 

The  Mulligan  Guards  and  Skidmore's, 
They  all  took  up  the  rear, 

^nd  when  the  ball  was  over. 

They  skipped  off  on  their  ear. 
Cbobus. 
Get  away,  get  away,  ^ 

Get  away,  get  away. 
Get  away  you  saucy  nigger. 
Get  away  from  that  window  my  love  and  my  daay 
Get  away  from  that  winder  do  you  hear, 
Come  around  to-morrow  night. 
There's  going  to  be  a  fight, 
ilnd  there'll  be  razors  flying  in  the  air. 

.^nd  when  the  ball  wm  over,  - 

We  all  went  merrily  home. 
To  the  ringing  of  the  banjo'*. 

And  sound  of  many  tnnes. 
There  was  old  Aunt  Jemimab, 

.^-doine  a  highland  fling. 
Along  with  old  .^nnt  Chloe, 

A  cutting  the  pigeon  wing. 
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Barbara  Frietchie. 

By  J.  G.  WlUtUer.        Keclted  by  the  great  Von  Boyle. 

Up  from  the  mendows  rich  with  com, 
Clear  iu  the  cool  September  mom. 
The  clustered  spires  of  Fredrick  Btand, 
Oreen-walled  by  the  hills  of  Maryland. 
Round  about  them  orchards  sweep, 
Apple  and  peach-trees  fruited  deep, 
Fair  as  the  garden  of  the  Lord, 
To  the  eyes  of  the  famished  Bebel  hord. 

On  that  pleasant  day  of  the  early  fall,         ^ 
When  Lee  marched  over  that  mountain  wall. 
Over  the  mountains  winding  down, 
Horae  and  foot  into  Fredrick  town. 
Forty  flags  with  silvery *Btars, 
Forty  flags  with  their  crimson  bars. 
Flapped  in  the  morning  wind;  the  stu» 
Of  noon  looked  down  and  saw  not  one. 

Up  roee  old  Barbara  Fritcbie  then. 
Bowed  with  her  four  score  years  and  ten. 
Bravest  of  all  iu  Fredrick  town, 
Bbe  took  up  the  flag  the  men  hauled  down. 
In  her  attic  wiudow  the  staflf  she  set. 
To  show  that  onb  hkabt  was  loyal  yet 
Up  the  street  came  the  rebel  tread, 
Stonewall  Jackson  riding  ahead. 

Under  his  slouched  hat,  left  and  right  he  glanced 

He  Rlanced;  the  old  Aug  met  his  sight. 

"Halt !"— the  dnst-brown  ranks  stood  taat, 

"  Fire !  '—out  blaaed  the  rifle  blast ; 

It  sluvered  tbo  window,  pane  and  sash— • 

It  rent  the  banner  with  seam  and  gash. 

Quick  as  it  fell  from  the  broken  staff; 

Dame  Biirbara  suiitches  the  silken  scart  ; 

She  leaned  far  out  on  the  window  sill. 

She  sliook  it  forth  with  a  loyal  will. 

"Shoot  if  you  must,  this  gray  old  head. 

But  spare  your  country's  nag,"  she  said, 

A  shade  of  sadness,  a  blush  of  shame, 

Over  the  face  of  the  leader  came  ; 

The  noble  nature  within  him  stirred 

To  hfe  at  Barbara's  deeti  and  word. 

**  Who  touches  a  hair  on  yon  pray  bead. 

Dies  like  a  dog  1  March  oo,"  be  said. 

All  day  long  through  Fredrick  street 
Sonuded  the  tread  of  marching  feet— 
All  day  long  tuat  free  fljig  tossed 
Over  the  heads  of  th*t  relwl  host ; 
Ever  its  torn  folds  roee  and  tell, 
Ou  the  loyal  winds  that  loved  it  well ; 
And  throogh  the  hill-fiape,  snuset  light 
Shone  over  it  with  a  vana  goodnight 

B«rbnra  Fritcbie  s  work  is  o'er. 

And  the  rebel  rides  on  bis  raids  ao  Bom; 

Bouor  to  her  !  and  let  a  tear 

Fall,  for  her  Kiike,  ou  Stonewall's  bier, 

Over  Barbara  Frit;- IjIb'h  fjriive, 

Flagof  Freedom  and  Ui'iou  wave  I    . 

Peace  and  oiilfei  and  beauty  draw 

Eonni  thy  symbol  of  light  and  law  ; 

And  ever  tLe  stars  above  look  down 

On  thy  Blar«  below  ut  Frodrick  town. 


Isaac  Marks. 

By  J.  L.  Fecney,  for  Frank  Bush.     Air:  Captain  Cuff. 

ril  sinp  of  a  Hebrew  masher, 

.\nd  Isaac  is  bi.s  name, 
He  dre!«ee  in  the  latent  style. 

And  wears  a  watch  and  chain. 
He  trit«  to  masa  the  pretty  girls, 

But  him  they  all  dislike. 
And  he  jjets  very  angry, 

Wheu  they  cull  him  Sheeney  Dee. 

Chobus. 

Isaac  MarkR.  Isaac  Marks, 

Wear*  a  mou8tron«i  pioadilly, 
Isaac  Marks,  Is;iao  Murks, 

The  (iirls  all  say  he's  very  silly. 
For  he  tries  to  cut  a  diish. 

With  very  little  ciibb,  'U  ■''-':- 

Bo  they  all  cry.  as  be  goes  by,        ,    _     ;         / 

There  goes  Sheeuoy  Ike. 


His  father  is  a  tailor,  i 

And  he  keeps  a  clothing  store,'. 

And  Isaac  adls  iu  customers. 
While  standing  at  the  door. 

And  when  yon  see  him  on  the  masV't 
j^     With  bis  pioadilly  collar. 

You'd  think  be  was  a  millionrire,    ', 
Worth  fifty  thousand  dollars. 


Cbonu. 


Delia  on  the  Trapeze. 

By  W .  J.  Bcanlon.  Sung  by  scanlo  n  A  Croc  in. 


I  have  a  charmer,  she's  my  alarmer. 

Oh  1  what  a  pleasure  to  have  such  a  tr^tasnre, 
I  call  her  baby,  she  calls  me  deary. 

We  pass  all  our  time  in  a  most  pleasant  way. 
When  we're  out  for  a  walk  the  young  men  do  say, 

As  we  pass  them  by'in  the  street. 
Look  at  Lynch  and  bin  ma^h,  dou't  they  cut  a  dash, 

Don't  his  darling  look  charuing  and  sweet 

Cqobus.  . 

Bnt  yon  should  see  Dflia,  -: 

When  on  the  trai)eze,  y 

She'll  stand  on  her  heaii,  ' 

And  she'll^fall  on  her  kneefl^ 
She'Ha  dainy,  sets  them  all  crazy. 
They  laugh  and  they  shont  'tiU  yoa'd 

think  they  wonld  bnrst 
(Repeat.) 

I  bronght  my  brother,  his  nife,  and  her  mother. 

To  the  theatre  so  they  could  mate  her, 
Wheu  she  came  out  you'd  think  they  would  ate  her,  j 

They  shouted  and  yelled  in  a  horrible  vrjij'. 
Wheu  poor  Delia  heard  it  she  looked  with  Kurprise, 

From  the  trapeze  I  thought  she  would  fall. 
She  turned  a  fli|>flap  bounced  around  ou  ber  back. 

Ah  1  my,  how  the  people  did  bawl.  Chorus. 


Sweet  Feaclies  and  Honey  Plantation. 

Buoff  with  Arnold  Brothers  Novelty  Troupea 

Here  we  are  a  happy  pair,  as  yon  can  plainly  see. 

Glory,  glory,  ballelnjah. 
Old  maasa  gave  tis  a  holiday  to  have  a  jubilee. 

All  yon  little  niggers  come  and  shine  on. 
The  bones  and  fiddle,  banjo  and  tambonrine, 

Olory,  glory,  hallelujah. 
Then  we  will  have  the  greatest  time  that  yet  was 

All  yon  Uttle  niggers  come  and  shine  on. 

Chorus. 

For  I'm  going  to  have  all  the  peaches  and  honey, 
I'm  going  to  climb  de  golden  ladder, 

Tm  going  to  eat  at  the  welcome  table. 
All  you  little  niggem  eome  and  shine  on. 
All  you  little  niggers  oosae  and  shine  on. 


Boys  From  Mnlingar. 

Written  and  sun;?  by  RelUy  &  Nylch. 
Air:      Irish  Keglment. 


Kind  friends  just  cast  your  eyes  on  us, 

Twos<ilid  men  are  we  ; 
We  have  come  here  this  very  night. 

To  sing  a  song  fur  ye. 
We'll  eing  in  praise  of  Arin, 

For  ila  nolile  sons  we  are, 
Tbere's'none  so  gay  or  full  of  play 

As  the  boys  from  Mulingar. 

Cnoars. 
For  we  walk  the  street  like  soldiers 

'l'h'iv!gh  we  are  no  way  great  or  grand, 
^iid  if  we  chanee  to  meet  a  friend 

We  sljake  him  by  the  hand. 
We  have  a  drink  together, 

^nd  then  smoke  a  ci^ar. 
if  yon  want  f»r  friends  just  eall  upon 

'I'he  boys  of  Mulingar. 

Kow  if  you  want  fur  fun  or  pleason^ 

Wliy  just  join  our  eompany, 
John  nnd  Pat,  two  Irishmen, 

That's  always  gay  and  free. 
We'll  treat  you,  yes,  like  gentlemen. 

At  every  public  bar. 
There's  none  you'll  find  so  true  and  kind. 

As  the  boys  from  Mulingar.  Chorus. 


':'/■).  Blue-Eyed  Joe-    '  ;•,;■; , 
•  'BrX.W.Lanlgan.  Air:  Tmeasste^ 

It  was  a  lovely  summer's  night, 

.^od  the  moon  was  shining  bright, 
I  thought  that  a  rambling 

I  would  go. 
Just  for  to  have  a  lark,  > 

I  rambled  to  the  park,  '         . 

'Jo  go  xolling  down  the  hill      .  . 

\V  ith  blue-eyed  Joe. 

Kepeat  four  last  lines  of  each  Terse. 

"When  I  got  to  the  park, 

I  found  it  was  very  dark. 
And  in  groping  around, 

I  tripped  and  fell. 
What  to  do  I  did  not  know, 

I  was  afraid  I  would  miss  Joe,      : 
And  I  eo\i\4.  not  go  a-rolling 

Down  the  hill, 

I  fell  into  a  dream,     -    ■ 

.^nd  was  wakened  by  a  seream* 
Bat  where  it  came  fh>m 
»      f>nre  1  did  not  know. 
Bnt  as  I  looked  around, 

My  little  Joe  I  found,  , 

So  1  took  her  and  went 

Rolling  down  the  hiU. 

But  now  she  is  my  wife. 

And  we  are  settled  down  for  Ufii^ 
W«  are  living  in  a  eettage 

By  the  hill. 
Bnt  1  never  ean  furget, 

1  he  night  that  we  first  mel^ 
And  together  we  went 

BoUiug  down  the  hill. 
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Miss  Jenny  Johniton, 
By  O.  Woods,  for  the  American  Four. 

Oh  1  we  unoe  loTed  a  yellow  gal,  her  name  was 

Jenny  Johnston, 

Hi,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny— come  along  with  me; 
She  was  so  fist  and  greasy  she  weighed  about  a  ton. 

Did  my  hi,  Jenny,  ho.  Jenny  Johnston.     (Break.) 
We  courted  her  for  many  a  long  year. 

Until  one  day  she  acted  rather  queer. 
She  told  ns  to  git  and  walk  upon  our  ear, 

Dkl  my  hi,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny  Johnston. 
Ciroacs. 

Hi,  Jenny ;  bo,  Jenny— eome  along  with  ne, 
Ui,  Jenny ;  ho,  Jenny,  voo  shall  be  tne. 

Free  as  a  bee  on  a  hucklebeny  tne. 
My  hi,  Jenny ;  ho,  Jenny  Johnston. 

We  went  next  day  when  the  weather  it  was  fine. 

Hi.  Jenny;  ho,  Jenny— eome  along  with  roe. 
We  treated  her  to  eider,  hoe  cake  and  wine. 

Hi,  Jenny:  ho.  Jinny  Johnston.        (Break) 
We  look  lier  to  a  ball,  she  slid  around  the  floor. 

She  up  with  her  foot  snd  slammed  as  in  the  jaw. 
Then  there  was  a  fight  which  busted  up  the  ball. 

About  hi,  Jeuny;  ho,  Jenny  Johnson.        Choms. 


Oh!  Joy!  oh!  Eapture ! 
From  the  Celebrated  Opera,  "  Pinafore." 


0  joy  I  oh!  rapture,  unforseen  I 
For  now  the  sky  is  all  serene. 
The  god  of  day,  the  orb  of  love, 
Has  hung  his  ensign  high  above.  . 

The  sky  is  all  ablaze. 
With  wooing  words  and  loving  song. 
We'll  ohaae  the  laggiug  hours  along, 

Ani  if  i  g"  ,     I  the  maiden  coy, 

*  We'll  i  ™°''™°'  forih  decorous  joy, 

In  dreamy  roundelays  I  * 

•  "  ^  lai  1  ' 
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The  Wedding  Day. 

Written  and  swag  by  j.  E.  Murphy,  of  Murphy  A  Mack. 

Music  pub,  &  Copyright  1879,  by  E.  II.  IlardiiiK- 
The  Music  ot  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 
post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price.  36  cents. 


When  I  landed  at  Castle  Garden, 

■     .^bout  ten  year*  ago, 

I  made  my  borne  in  a  tenement  boua«, 

In  Clierry  street  below. 
'Twaa  there  I  got  acquainted,      .  . 

Wjd  a  German  girl  so  gay,      . 
It  was  only  six  montlia  afier, 

6b«oam'd  my  wedding  day. 
/■■:"\   '■•-■'■;.>■'       CaoRus. 


Ring  a  wreath  of  ro«e», 

AVell  ring  a  wreath  for  thee ; 
All  the  little  children, 

Sang  so  sweet  to  me  ; 
Ladies  came  in  carriages, 

\Viih  presenU  and  bouqueta. 
To  little  Michael  Calliban, 

Upon  his  wedding  day. 

It  was  on  a  Saturday  evening, 

With  laugh  and  merry  shout, 
The  boys  and  girls  in  the  neighborhood. 

So  gaily  did  turn  out  ; 
The  old  folks  dressed  their  very  best. 

And  had  funny  things  to  say. 
To  Mike  and  Lena  Collihan, 

Upon  their  wedding  day.  Chorus. 

There  wa«  .^lugust  Bchraitt  and  Eunkel, 

.4nd  iienry  Cieelmyer, 
With  all  my  wife's  relations, 

And  Cohn  the  old-olothes  buyer. 
My  brother's  Pat  and  Danny, 

Wid  the  ladies  danced  the  glide; 
Datthe  Germans  tried  to  kill  them,  when 

They  tried  to  kiss  the  bride.  Chorus. 


Tho'  Eich,  I'm  No  Better  Than  You- 

Words  by  Ben,  King.  Music  by  O.  w.  Persley. 

copyright  18TT.  and  pub  by  S.  Bralnard's  Sons. 

The  Music  ot  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly  • 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ol  price,  so  cent& 

What  care  1  to-day,  for  the  world  and  its  way, 

I  smile  when  tho  poor  man  does  frown, 
1  bough  rich  I  have  grown,  tliere's  no  one  can  eay, 

Ihe  poor  man  I  ever  put  down. 
I  help  him  along  when  1  fiwi  him  in  need,  ■:■ 

What  moM  would  yon  ask  me  to  do. 
But  this  is  what  I  would  impress  on  your  misda, 

Tboiigb  riob,  I'm  no  better  than  yoo. 
Cbokcs.  .  ■   . 

Though  yon  see  me  to-day  in  cstly  array. 
Who  knows  what  I  yet  may  go  through. 

So  you'll  find  as  far  as  equality  goes, 
'1  hough  rich,  I'm  no  better  than  you. 

Last  night  in  the  street  a  poor  man  I  did  meet, 

WliD  asked  me  if  aid  I  would  give. 
I  extended  my  hand,  at  the  poor  man's  demand. 

Yes,  says  I,  my  friend  you  must  live. 
I  gave  him  assistance,  he  thanked  me  and  said. 

It's  hard  sir,  but  what  can  I  do  ; 
Says  I.  let  that  be  as  it  may,  my  dear  friend, 

J  hough  rich  I'm  no  better  than  you.        Chorus. 

In  conclusion  I'll  state,  though  your  lot  may  be  great. 

Don't  think  yourself  better  than  all. 
But  bear  this  in  mind  for  it's  truth  you  will  find, 

The  greatest  of  men  have  a  fall. 
1  he  poor  may  want,  and  the  rich  may  have, 

'1  here  s  one  thing  1  know  .to  be  true. 
Let  death  oome  a-knocking  at  either  man's  door, 

l  hough  rieh,  I'm  no  belter  than  you.      Cboms. 


Jackdaws  strut  in  peacock's  feathers. 
Capt.  (puzzled. )     Very  tru*-. 

'■:  ■.  ;,        So  they  do,      ,  ■  -:•:•;':: 

liCT.     Black  sheep  dwell  in  every  fold, 

All  lliat  gliliers  in  not  gold. 

Storks  turn  out  lo  be  but  logs, 

iiulls  are  but  inflated  frogs. 
Caft.  (puzzled.)    8*1  they  be, 

Frequenllee.    '  ^  "■ 

But.     Drops  the  wind  and  stops  the  millj  / 

Turbot  is  ambitious  brill ; 

Gild  the  farthing  if  you  will,         .  ■■       .: 

But  it  in  a  farthing  still. 
Capt.  (puzzled.)     Yes,  1  know,       ' 
That  is  so. 

Caft.  Though  to  catch  your  drift  I'm  striving, 

It  is  shady,  it  is  shady  ; 
I  don't  see  at  what  you're  driving, 

Mysiic  lady,  mystic  lady. 
(Aside.)  Stem  convietion'a  o'er  me  stealing, 

Tiial  tlio  inysiie  lady's  dealing 

In  oracular  revealing. 
BcT,  (aside.)  Stern  eonviction's  o'er  him  stealing. 

That  the  mystic  lady's  dealing    ,..■.. 

In  oracular  revealing. 
Both.  Yes,  I  know — 

'J  hat  is  so. 

Capt.       Though  I  m  anything  but  clever,    '; 
I  could  talk  like  tliat  forever ; 
Once  a  cai  was  killed  with  care,    ^  ' 
Only  brave  deserve  the  fiiir.  . 

Bur.  Very  true. 

So  they  do. 

Capt.  Wink  is  often  good  as  nod, 

Si^oils  the  child  who  spares  the  rod  ; 

1  hirsty  lanxhs  run  foxy  dangers, 

Dogs  are  found  in  many  mangers.        :       - 

But.  Frequentlee 

I  agree. 

Capt.  Paw  of  cat  the  chestnut  snatches, 

Worn-out  garments  show  new  patches  ;      . 
Only  ooant  theohiek  that  hatches  ; 
ilen  are  grown  up  calchy-calchies. 

But.  Yes,l  know, 

Ihat  is  BO. 

(Asiie.)  Though  to  catch  my  drift  he's  striving, 
I'll  dissemble — I'll  dissemble  ; 
When  he  sees  at  what  I'm  driving. 
Let  him  tremble — let  him  tremble  1 
Ensemble. 

Though  a  mystic  lone  I         >  borrow 

i    Y  *      -u  \  ^^^i^  the  truth  vfilh  sorrow. 

Yes,  I  know — 

Ihat  is  sol       -   :.,'■:■;.; 


Those  Slavery  Days  Gone  By. 

By  Alex  McCatrerty.        , 


Things  are  Seldom  What  They  Seem. 
From  the  Celebrated  Opera,  "  Pinafore." 

But.  1  bings  are  seldom  what  they  seem. 
Skim-milk  masquerades  as  cream; 
Ilighlows  pass  as  [)atent-leathers,       :!:- ^'^ 


The  Neighbors  on  our  BIock. 

By  Wash  Favor,   for  Favor  and  Shields.    '_:':'■ 

Now  111  try  for  to  tell  ye  me  troubles. 

And  what  I'm  goinsj  to  relate 
It  happens  to  me  almost  daily, 

In  tliis  unfortunate  unlucky  slate. 
I  have  a  lar;;e  family  of  children. 

And  they  nev  r  wore  shoe  nor  sock,  ..  :«^. 
But  they  all  kick  up  the  very  divil 

Wilh  the  neighbors  that's  on  the  same  bloak. 

There's  Cornelius,  the  youngest  of  eleven. 

He's  a  twin  to  liis  brother  Gile, 
That's  left  him  and  went  oflF  to  lienveo,       ,         r 

To  spend  six  years  upon  the  Isle. 
And  I'atsy,  the  bum,  as  they  call  him. 

Was  hauled  in  for  picking  a  lock, 
And  Mickey  got  lioJ^ed  like  the  divil. 

By  the  neighbors  that  livu  on  our  block. 

Now  there's  Polly,  my  only  daughter. 

Who's  just  turned  twelve  years  of  »g« ; 
She's  skipping  and  dancing  the  tra-Ia-la, 

1  he  same  as  they  do  on  the  stage. 
But  the  resi  of  the  bovs  hove  me  craty. 

For  on  every  one's  door  they  do  knock ; 
i^nd  I'm  sure  they'll  be  sent  lo  the  Island 

By  the  neighbors  ihat's  on  the  same  bloek. 


Our  memory  to-night  dear  slowly  wanders, 

To  the  time  wi.m  w«  were  bonnd  in  slavery,' 
But  emancipation  gathered  o'er  this  nation, 

And  broke  de  chains  dat  set  dese  nigvers  fiiM, 
No  more  we'll  wear  dose  slavery  ties  oA>ondage. 

Ko  more  with  itnt*  of  sorrow  wet  our  eyes 
We'll  bless  de  day  that  gave  us  niggers  freedom, 

When  we  iliink  upon  those  slavery  days  gone  by. 

ClIORCS. 

We  are  parted  row  from  ones, we  love  so  dear, 
lo  thmk  of  days  now  gone  'twould  make  us  sigh. 

Our  sUvery  days,  oh  !  thank  de  Lord  am  ended, 
Nu  more  we'll  see  dem  slavery  days  gone  by. 

Beneath  the  cloy  in  sunny  Alabam*. 

We  laid  the  ones  we  cherished  ever  dear, 
They  are  sleeping  now  de  sleep  dat  knows  no  wakiagc 

W  bile  we  are  aiowly  wailing  to  appear. 
Already  in  de  distant  elouJs  up  yonder, 

De  angels  seem  to  beckon  from  on  high, 
It's  there  we're  near  the  last  we  still  remember, 

De  times  we  had  in  slavery  days  gone  by. 

We  are  parted,  ^ 

Oh !  very  sonn  de  bugle  will  be  sounding, 

When  every  one  will  have  to  make  a  start, 
De  summons  of  de  Lord  will  be  descending. 

Den  one  and  all  together  we  most  part. 
A  few  more  yiais  will  end  our  weary  wailing. 

Oh !  de  limes  is  very  slowly  drawing  nigh 
Den  with  do  A  ngele,  we'll  be  wrapt  in  glory. 

Forgetting  all  dose  slavery  days  gone  by. 

We  are  parted,  At, 

■  iM   l»l   ^ 

Parody  on   Baby  Mine. 
By  Billy  Bobloson,  for  Favor  and  SbleldB. 

•  4 

Oh  !  my  wife  she  is  a  slugger. 
Baby  mine,  baby  mine,  :.'-   ;V 

Like  a  trotting  horse  we  rub  her. 
Baby  mine,  baby  mine. 

Oh  !  she  hit  me  with  a  briok. 

But  my  head  it  was  too  thiok. 

So  yon  see  I  broke  the  briok, 
Boby  mine,  baby  mine. 

But  I'll  hit  her  and  knock  her  siek,  b«by  mine       ' 

Ob  !  the  babies  on  our  block, 

Uow  they  bawl,  how  tbey  sqoall 
For  their  father*  and  their  mothers 

At  the  Skii^iixre's  faney  ball 
rilmee)  you  in  i^ic  hallway  door. 
Something  I  never  done  before. 
But  the  Tillain  still  pursued  her. 

Baby  mine,  baby  mine. 
Get  thee  gone,  get  thee  gone,  baby  mine. 

She  has  chin  whiskers  on  her  nose, 

Baby  mine,  baby  mine, 
Ob !  heaven's  !  how  it  grows. 

Baby  mine,  baby  mine, 
iShe  was  a  pastry  cook,  ^ 

Her  mother  and  me  she  shook     -■'■'-. 
For  to  dance  in  the  Black  Crook, 

Baby  mine,  baby  mino. 
Forty  dollars  from  me  the  took,  baby  mine. 


The  Dougherty '8. 

We  stand  here  two  strangers,  we  view  the  place  roond. 
We're  highly  delighted  wilh  music's  sweet  sound, 
Oor  bold  inclinatton,is  always  to  please. 
And  for  singing  or  dancing  you'll  find  us  at  eue.       ' 

Choeus. 
We  are  Irish  you  see. 

Par  we  left  the  onld  dart  and  we  eroesed  o'er  the  sea. 
We  are  met  open  hau<!t:d  wherever  we  go, 
WeVe  the  Dougherty's,  the  wrestlers,  from 

the  Connty  Ifayoi, 

We  defeated  IbeJ'oleys,  the  Manaban's  «nd  Qninna, 
We  bave  been  dciared  the  champions 

wherever  we  have  bean. 
Bat  we  crossed  the  broad  oeean  to  this  great 

landefluaa. 
Aod  if  we  don't  beat  the  Yankee  we're  not  moab  toUfUM' 

fiiiiiiSSHfiMMHiMiMfiBMfil 
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The  Party  for  the  Little  Widow  Brown- 

Parody  on  The  little  \v wow  Dunn.  By  S.  Oarvey. 

There  was  a  social  party, 

Got  np  the  other  uight, 
The  inTitatioiis  were  seut  all  aroand, 

For  the  neighbors  all  to  gather 

And  give  their  liltle  mite. 
To  try  and  help  the  little  widow  Brown* 

There  was  no  distinction, 

It  was  come  one,  come  all. 
Let  every  man  pnt  his  unme  down. 

Oh !  what  ft  crowd  assembled, 

Up  in  Walhalla  Hall, 
At  the  party  for  the  little  widow  Brown. 

Choucs. 
They  were  dancing,  so  entrancing. 

Music  playing  all  around. 
There  was  spieling,  jig  and  reeling 

At  the  party  for  the  little  widow  Brown. 

^  Repeat 

Such  a  lively  party 

AVns  never  seen  before. 
It  was  the  talk  all  over  the  town. 

The  old  men  and  the  women, 

\Vere  jigging  round  the  floor. 
At  ihe  party  given  for  the  little  widow  Brown, 

When  the  time  did  coma 

To  go  np  to  the  table. 
Every  man  and  woman  there  was  fonnd. 

With  an  open  heart. 

They  gave  what  they  were  able, 
For  the  benifit  of  the  little  widow  Brown. 

Cbobus. 
There  was  the  Grady's,  and  the  Brady's, 

Michael  Clancy  and  McGowau ; 
Yes.  everyone  had  lots  of  fun. 

At  the  ^rty  for  the  little  widow  Brown.     (Rep. 

All  the  high-toned  people. 

Were  assembled  there, 
Among  them  were  men  of  great  r«nowa. 

It  was  our  noble  Alderman, 

Who  occupied  the  chair. 
At  the  party  for  the  little  widow  Brown. 

Oh  !  she's  a  charming  lady. 

She's  known  near  and  far. 
Upon  her  face  yon'd  never  e««  ft  fr»wn. 

For  she's  always  smiling  sweetly, 

Jnst  like  a  little  star. 
Oh  I  everybody  likes  the  little  widow  Brown. 

Cbdritb. 

Twos  in  the  mominp,  at  early  dawning     ' 

They  woond  no  with  a  breajr-down ; 
Then  strong  and  DTftve,  they  all  gare. 

Three  cheers  for  the  little  widow  ISrown.    (Bep. 


Brighter  Days  are  Coming,  Dearert. 

Words  and  Music  by  J.  T.  Rutleflf  e. 
CopjTlght.  iS7»,by  W.T.Sliaw. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  adilresa, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  4U  centa. 

Brightpr  days  are  coming,  dearest. 

Soon  our  sorrows  will  be  o'er, 
Bnn(;ing  days  that  we  will  cherish, 

BriiiginK  back  the  clouds  no  more. 
Oh  !  we'll  be  so  happy  hearted, 

Joyous  when  we  meet  again. 
Never  more  will  we  be  parted, 

In  the  Bunligbt  or  the  rain. 

m  Chobt^. 

Brighter  days  are  coming,  deare«t, 

Soon  I'll  come  to  yon  again. 
And  onr  hearts  will  fondly  cherish 

All  the  hours  that  yet  rt  main,  that  yet  remaia. 

Brlchter  days  are  coming,  dearest. 

May  they  fly  on  wing?,  of  time. 
Till  I  meft  the  heart  (l^^t's  nearest    -    v 

In  love's  sweet  and  tcuder  shrine. 
Oh  I  the  days  have  been  so  lonely. 

Since  I  strayed  afar  from  yon, 
loving,    reftiuing  of  you  only,  -     • 

Dearest  heart  so  fond  and  tm«.  Choms. 


Brighter  days  are  coming,  deareot. 

Giving  thee  to  me  at  last. 
Soon  I'll  claim  the  heart  that's  neatest 

In  love's  shrine  forever  cast 
I  have  been  so  sad  without  you. 

Trusting  you  for  all  in  all, 
Surely  I  could  never  doubt  yon. 

And  I'm  coming  at  your  culL  Choroflt 

They've  Faded  Like  the  Kain. 
To  Stephen  Garvey.         By  WUUo  Wlldwavs. 

Tis  sweet  to  sit  ot  eventide 

Beside  the  cottage  door; 
Tis  sweet  to  tell  the  romances 

Of  happy  days  of  yore. 
I  often  sit  and  ponder  o'er 

Some  old  school-boyish  strain. 
And  think  with  sadness  of  the  friends, 

Who've  faded  Uke  the  ruin. 
Chorus. 

#  But  'tis  too  late,  they're  past  and  gone. 
And  though  I  oft  would  fain 
Preserve  mementos  of  my  youtb« 
Theyv'e  laded  like  the  rain. 

The  old  church  tower  on  the  hill. 

Has  fallen  to  decay, 
A  more  pretentions  one,  indeed, 

Lieajust  across  the  way. 
I  Raze  around  o'er  hill  and  dale. 

While  strange  thoughts  fill  my  brain, 
I  can't  forget  the  old  landmarks— 

Though  faded  Uke  the  rain.  Chonu. 

The  school  bouse,  when  a  little  boy, 

I  went  to  with  the  rest 
Of  yonthful  playmates,  who  like  me. 

In  knowledge  went  in  quest. 
Seems  strangely  out  of  place,  jnst  now. 

Old  fashioned,  quaint  and  phiin, 
A  relio  of  old  by<guue  days, 


That's  folded  like  the  rain. 


Choms. 


McCarthy's  William  Ooat. 

By  T.  A.  O'Oonner.      Air :  Mulcahey's  jone  away. 

MoGarthy  had  a  William  goat. 

And  he  was  blaok  as  jet. 
He  followed  him  oround  all  day. 

And  liked  him  you  just  bet. 

He  went  with  him  to  the  store  one  day, 
Bnt  Frank  Grimes  kicked  him  ont. 

For  it  made  the  club  boys  grin  yon  know. 
To  have  the  goat  about 

Bnt  after  Grimes  had  kicked  him  out, 

Yet  be  still  lingered  near. 
Ha  waited  jnst  outside  the  deer, 

Till  firimes  he  did  appear. 

Then  William  mn  to  meet  his  man. 

He  run  hia  level  beet. 
And  he  met  Grimes  from  behind  yon  know, 

Down  just  bolow  the  vest. 

Grimes  tnrrfed  a  sommersanlt. 

The  Roat  stood  on  his  hoad, 
And  McCarthy  laughed  himself  so  sick. 

He  had  to  go  to  bed. 

Grimes  has  a  warrent  now. 

For  his  back  is  nearly  broke, 
To  have  McCarthy  arrested. 

And  hia  son  of  a  gun  ot  a  Billy  goat 


If  I  Catch  the  Man  who  Taught  Her 
how  to  Dance. 

By  "W .  J.  Scanlon.  Sung  by  Scanlon  &  Oronln. 

Tve  got  ft  daughter  I  talk  to  all  day. 

But  the  divil  a  word  will  she  mind  what  I  say, 
In  spite  of  advice  she'll  go  far  away, 

Sometimes  she  cannot  bo  found. 
If  I  stay  at  home,  begorra  she'll  get  mad. 

She'll  call  me  an  ould  tad,  Ray  I've  got  them  bad. 
Inside  of  an  oj'stcr  I  ouj^ht  to  bo  clad. 

To  a  uanuiu  gait  1  ought  to  be  bound. 


CiioRrs. 

Ah  !  bnt  if  I  catch  the  man  j 

That  tanght  her  how  to  dance. 
The  la.de.da  dance,  the  tra-le-la  dance. 
On  the  top  of  his  nose  I'll  make  my  fist  prance^ 

And  twist  off  the  both  of  his  legs,  ha,  ha  1 

(Itepeat) 

At  night  she'll  pnt  on  her  fbl-de-lol-lols. 

Then  she'll  skip  off  to  her  picnics  and  balls. 
Then  on  the  neighbors  shell  make  her  grand  calls, 

Borrow  all  the  clothes  that  she  can. 
For  a  btistle  she'll  wear  my  coderie  pants. 

My  chin-chilly  vest  or  anything  by  chance. 
But  if  I  catch  the  Uddie-buck  that  Unght 

her  how  to  dance, 

I'll  twist  off  the  both  of  his  legs.  Choms. 


/       Pinafore.  >^ 

By  John  PettlOffUl,  ot  the  Amerfoan  Four. 


I 


I 


When  T  was  yonng  and  had  no  lense, 

I  went  to  a  pionio  and  beat  the  fenee, 

I  had  just  dropped  over  and  hid  in  the  grass. 

When  a  copper  hanled  off  and  straek  me  in  the  nsek, 

And  for  beating  that  picnic  so  carefully, 

I  got  six  months  in  the  [>enitentiary. 

(Repeat  last  two  lines.) 

When  I  arrived  at  eleven  or  more, 

I  atole  all  the  sweet-potatoes  from  the  groeery  store, 

I  stayed  out  late  at  niijiits  and  wouldn't  go  home, 

Jnit  look  at  me  now  I'm  nothing  but  a  bone, 

Bui  I  stole  tlio*e  potatoes  to  carefully, 

That  now  I  aiu  the  owner  of  a  grocery. 


.  The  McGluggens. 

So  now  we  are  liere.  we  bid  goo4  cheer 

To  all  our  new-made  friends. 
And  aing  a  song  it  won't  be  lone. 

And  we  wisli  your  kind  amends. 
We've  be«n  here  but  n  day  or  so 

From  tliat  Emerald  Isle  so  grand,  • 
We  are  the  two  McGluggeoe 

From  dear  old  Ireland.     ,  ., 
CnoRPS. 
Then  sing  it  aloud  and  let  the  people  know. 

Give  ns  a  hold  of  your  hand  ;  . , 

We  are  the  two  McGlnggens  ' 

From  dear  old  Irelano.  (Repeat) 

And  now,  kind  friends,  we  mutt  away. 

For  work  now  we  must  try. 
And  should  good  ln«k  &1I  in  onr  way, 

To  the  Green  Isle  we  will  fly. 
It's  the  eonntry  true  and  noble. 

Where  they'd  shake  us  by  the  hand. 
And  bid  weleome  to  the  MeGluggens 

Back  to  old  Ireland.  Ohoms 


Gallant  Irishmen- 


My  friends  come  listen  one  and  all,    '    ; 

And  I  will  a  story  relate. 
Of  a  crowd  of  pallaut  Iriahinen, 

Which  notliing  on  earth  could  bat«. 
They  walk  in  line,  and  they  all  keep  time, 

"W  heuever  there's  any  parade. 
To  see  the  tixty-Ninlli  on  St.  Tatrick's  day. 

Would  make  your  heart  feel  glad. 

They  all  have  come  from  first  clog*  stock. 

And  <>f  their  nation   tliey  are  proud. 
And  hope  to  see  it  free  one  day. 

.^nd  all  the  Britishers  cleared  out. 
And  when  they  are  calltd  to  arms,  my  boys, 

They  will  answer  readily. 
And  I  hope  I  may  live  to  see  the  day. 

That  brave  old  Ireland  is  fieo. 


_        ,    SHEET  MUSIC. 

,ilny  pi«««  of  Sheet  Mnsio,  no  matter  where  pntv 
lithed,  will  be  tent  by  n«  to  any  address,  post  paid, 
on  rcoeipt  of  marked  prioe. 


THE    81]VOER$'    JOURMAI^ 


537 


The  Loft  Inheritance. 

:      COKTINUIB. 


The  clock  was  on  the  stroke  of  ten,  and  Richard 
Hepburu  was  just  putting  the  above  mental  inter- 
rogation for  the  Lundreth  time,  when  the  waiter 
unnounced  the  expticted  visitor. 

"  You  have  news  ?"  exclaimed  the  young  man, 
unable  to  control  bis  impatience,  directly  the  door 
had  closed  on  the  waiter. 

"I  hate,  Mr.  Hepburn,"  replied  the  detective, 
taking  a  seat,  and  placing  his  Lat  on  the  ground  ; 
•'  but  I  wish  to  8»y  it  aiu't  asBatisfuctory  as  I  could 
wish." 

"  Then  you  haven't  found  this  Brindly  ?"  ejacu- 
lated Bichard  Hepburu,  his  heart  sinking. 

• '  No  sir  ;  and  I  fear  it  won't  be  easy  to  do  bo  T 

"  Yet  during  our  first  interview  you  seemed  so 
certain  !" 

•'Which,  excuse  me,  sir,  shows  nobody,  even  de- 
tectives, in  this  world  should  be  certain  of  any- 
thing I"  remarked  Mr.  Slycum,  philosophically. 
"But  if  you'll  allow  mo,  I'll  just  inform  you  how 
matters  stand." 

Taking  a  note-book  from  his  pocket,  and  findmg 
the  right  i)age,  he  read  in  sharp  decisive  sentences, 
while  Bichard  Hepburn  flung  himself  back  on  hia 
chair,  terribly  disappointed — 

"Timothy  Brindley,  clcikto  JosiahBiddleoomb, 
nserer.  On  the  retirement  of  his  master,  Brindley 
seemed  for  a  time  in  high  leather.  In  two  years, 
however,  he  was  in  the  employ,  as  clerk,  of  Amos 
Kildar,  money-lender,  Austin  Friurs.  Three  years 
later  was  dismissed.  Grot  engagement  at  Andrew 
Milbanks  and  Co.,  where  he  was  arrested  for  em- 
bezzling his  employers'  money.  Was  tried,  con- 
Ticted,  and  sentenced  to  tweuty<one  yearn'  trans- 
portation." 

"  Twenty-one  '."  interrupted  Richard  Hepburn, 
quickly.  "  Why,  the  time  couldn't  have  yet  ex- 
pired ?" 

"  No,  it  ain't ;  bat,  sir,  wait  just  a  bit !"  re- 
sponded the-detective.  "  Early  in  last  December, 
Brindley,  with  another  convict,  succeeded  in  eluding 
the  wardens,  and,  by  a  most  cunningly  devised 
plan,  effecting  their  escape.  The  other  was  retaken. 
But  after  nearly  a  week's  hot  pursuit  of  Brindley 
through  the  bush,  and  tracking  him,  close  on  his 
heels,  to  Waldeu's  Station,  all  clue  was  suddenly 
lost,  and  it  is  supposed  that  he  either  perished  iu 
the  bush  fire  that  was  raging,  or  made  it  a  means  to 
throw  his  puitiuers  off  the  scent." 

At  the  mention  of  Walden's  Station,  Richard 
Hepburn  had  set  erect  iu  his  chair,  his  counte- 
nauoe  full  of  amaze. 

"  Good  heaven  ! "  he  cried  ;  "  why  I  waa  there 
when  the  police  arrived  in  search  of  him,  then !  It 
was  he— who  stole  my  pocket-book  I" 

"Stole  it?  repeated  the  detective. 

Richard  Hepburn  rapidly  explained. 

"  And  what,  may  I  ask,  did  the  pocket-book  con- 
tahi  ?"  inquired  Jonas  Slycum. 

*'  A  sum  of  money,  and  numerous  notes  relating 
to  this  case."  ...      ., 

The  detective's  eyebrows  rose. 

"And  did  he  know  who  yon  were,  sir?"  be 
asked.  "Was  he  aware  that  yon  intended  to  sift 
this  mystery  couceming  Sir  Richard  to  the 
bottom  ?" 

"  I  do  not  know— yet  now  I  remember,  not  tfn 
minutes  before  the  theft  took  place,  I  was  relating 
my  history  to  my  dying  friend,  and  the  police  said 
they  had  detected  the  convict's  footprints  on  the 
kuft  ground  just  outside  the  verandah." 

"In  that  case,  he  may  have  heard  all  ?"  * 

"If  he  were  there,  he  must  have  done." 

Jonas  Slycum  emitted  through  bis  lips  a  pro- 
longed "  whewt" 

"Then,  sir."  he  exclaimed,  "if  there  has  been 
foul  phiy  on  the  part  of  these  two,  as  you  suspect, 
against  your  worthy  father,  be  on  your  guard,  for 
it's  certain  they'll  be  on  theirs.  Timothy  Brindley's 
the  fellow  to  make  money  out  of  such  an  affair  as 
this;  and  theai)^nge  he  can  and  will  squeeze  is— 
Josiah  Biddlecomb." 

"Probably,"  exclaimed  Bichard  Hepburn:  "but 
I  can  assure  you  Mr.  Biddleoomb  has  not  the  least 
suspicion  of  who  I  am." 

"Not  at  present,"  replied  the  detective,  con- 
fi4entially.     "  Rut,   then,  Timothy  Brindley  may 


not  hare  lucceeded  in  reaohicg  England." 

■  CHAPTER  Vfll.       '  ; 

BKC0OSI8KD.  .. 

On  the  whole.  Richard  Hepburn  did  not  regard 
hit  interview  willi  Jomar  Slycum  as  satisfaetorj. 

Certainly  it  waa  btlter  to  bo  on  your  guard 
agaiuBt  a  tbreatcned  danger,  tlian  blind  to  it,  and 
the  danger  now  menacing;  was  his  denounce niciit  to 
the  ex-uaurer  by  Brindley. 

A  circumstuoce  that  would  anniliilale  hia  chance 
of  elucidating  llie  gloomy  mystery  which  enveloped 
his  father's  nieiuory. 

"  If,  sir,  you  fancy  you  can  pet  any  iiiforinalion 
at  Carnyatun,"  hud  rc-iuarked  thedt-teclive,  "  \>hioU 
id  juat  possible,  tliere  aiu't  a  moment  to  be  lost,  /.ll 
you  do  must  be  done  before  that  clerk  puts  in  an 
appearance,  for  then  the  game  will  be  pretty  well 
up  in  tliat  direction." 

Following  which  advice,  more  earnest  in  the  work 
than  ever  from  tlic  probable  obetacle,  liiehard  Hep- 
burn, leaving  full  liberty  with  Jonas  Slycum  to 
follow  any  course  wliicli  might  lead  to  the  desired 
end,  relurnoii  foriliwiili  to  U'tslerin. 

He  felt,  lliuugh,  that  however  much  his  iuoliuv 
tion  bent  that  wav,  llmt  he  dared  not  further  im- 
pose upon  Mrs.  Walden'a  hoapilalily  by  making 
Daisy  Bank  his  home. 

Anoiher  reason  against  it  was,  that  he  ought  t# 
feel  himself  uuder  no  restraint  or  observation.  It 
Would  be  dangerous  to  have  his  actions  commented 
upon  even  by  disinterested  persons. 

Had  he  not  already  so  decided,  a  little  incident 
which  occurred  would  liuvo  made  him  do  so. 

On  alighting  from  the  train  at  Weslerin,  tho 
first  person  he  taw  was  Doctor  ilbercorn. 

A  strong  friendship  had  sprung  up  between  thf^ 
two,  and  when  the  latter,  warmly  shaking  the 
younger  man's  hand,  offered  hnn  a  seat  in  his 
chaise  that  was  waitiug,  Richard  Hepburn  readily 
consented. 

"  And  how  are  the  ladies  at  Daisy  Bank?"  lie 
inquired  as  tho  spirited  litllo  cob  was  carrying 
them  rapidly  over  the  country  road. 

"Mrs.  \Valden  is  getting  hereelf again,"  replied 
the  doctor.  "Iwisli,  Mr  Hepburn,  I  could  say 
the  same  of  my  favorite,  Mioa  .^lice." 

"You  do  not  mean  that  she  is  ill?"  asked  his 
companion,  with  an  interest  that  made  the  good- 
natured  doctor,  uuder  the  cover  ot  the  darkness,  in- 
dulge in  a  smile. 

"Oh,  dear  me,  no  ;  not  ill,"  he  rejoined.  "  But 
she  doesn't  fiecm  iu  her  rij^rlit  spirits  of  late — pale 
and  languid,  that's  all.  Wants  rousing.  It's  the 
shock,  I  suppose,  of  her  brother's  death.'' 

Doctor  Abercorn  didn't  iu  his  secret   mind,   eup- 

Eose  any  such  thing.  Consequently  he  was  annoyed 
y  his  companion's  ready  acquiescence. 

"  I  suppose  so.  Poor  dear  old  Charlie  I  How  he 
loved  herl ' 

"  Loved  her,  sir t  Where's  tho  man  who  could 
help  it?  She's  the  sweetest,  best,  and  prettiest 
girl  the  most  critical  of  men  could  discover  in— in 
— a  life-lime— there !  He  will  be  a  fortunate  fellow 
who  wins  her  for  his  wife  !' 

"He  will,  indeed,  doctor!"  responded  Richard 
Hepburn,  with  an  involuntary  aigh.  "  One  to  b« 
envied. ' 

Doctor  Abereorn  hearing  the  sigh,  cast  a  sharp, 
inquisitive  glance  at  the  speaker. 

"  If  I  weren't  so  old,"  he  said,    "by  George,    I'd 
enter  the  lists  myself!" 
l^   "And  if  I  were  only  a  marrying  man.   doctor,  so 
would  I." 

Doctor  Abercorn  dropped  tiie  reius  on  his  knees, 
and  looked  at  his  companion. 

"  Do  you  mean  that  ?  '  be  asked.       ^ 

"Mean  what?' 

"  That,  Mr.  Hepburn,  you  are  not  a  marrying 
man?" 

"Most  surely  I  dol"  And  this  time  the  sigh  was 
Buppreu«d. 

"In  that  cose,  do  you  know  my  opinion?''  re- 
remarked  the  little  doctor,  going  straight  out  of  his 
affection  for  Ahce,  to  tiie  poiut,  at  the  risk  of 
offence, 

<*  Ko,  doctor.  Haw  possibly  oould  I?  I  should 
like  to." 

"  Then  my  young  friend,  you    have   dq  jigUt-^ 


mind,  this  is  in  oonfidenoe— you  have  no  right  to 
make  so  long  a  slay  at  Daisy  bank  ;  you've  no 
right  to  fly  off  to  London,  then  oouie  flying  l>«ck  as 
it  ihe  place  were  your  ow  n." 

Richard  Hepburn  could  but  jump  at  one  con- 
clusion from  the  speech.  lli«  facv  went  us  pale  as 
death,  tlioui;ii  his  lieart  beat  fai>t.  as  lie  cried,  in 
sonic  agitatiiin,  "Heavens,  di'ctor !  you  can't 
mean  that  Miss  Waldcn — that  I  have  bten  to  uu^ 
fortunate — " 

"To  win  Miss  Alice's  favor V  broke  iu  Doctor 
/abercorn.  loudly,  and  with  a  short  laugh  of  scorn. 
"Lord  blest  me— no!  Mr.  Hepburn.  I  tkould 
never  have  taken  you  for  suoli  n  confounded  00X'> 
comb!' 

"Thank  Ik-aven,  I  misuuderstood  you  1"  re- 
marked hit  companion,  with  a  fervor  that  again 
brought  the  olhors  eyes  on  him.  "  i  am  no  oox- 
comb,  believe  me  ;  but  your  worda  mitled  me." 

"  They  did,  mott  considerably,  Mr.  Hepburn," 
said  the  doctor  with  marked  emphasis.  "  As  far  as 
I  know.  Miss  AUc«  is  fancy  iroe.  But  in  a  vilUge 
like  this — for  such  was  my  meaning — idle  people 
are  apt  to  gossip  about  other  people's  concerns 
rather  than  their  own  ;  and — well,  why  hide  it? — 
I  am  aware  that  your  Ions;  siny  at  Daity  Bank, 
your  ridet  with  its  young  mistress  have  been  com- 
mented uiioii,  and  loving  ^lioe  Walden  at  a 
daughter,  I  hold  myself  justified  in  telling  you  thit, 
Mr.  Hepburn,  it  does  not  do  to  have  her  name  thus 
ooupUd." 

liis  companion  caught  hit  hand  in  a  grateful 
grasp. 

"  A  thousand  thank*.  Doctor  ^lieroom  !"  La  ax* 
c'aimed.  "  I  am,  indeed,  indebted  to  you  I  1 
would  sooner,  I  swear,  lose  twenty  years  of  my  lif* 
than  brin^  sorrow  on  Mrs.  or  Mirt  Walden.  I 
would  " — another  sigh — "  matters  could  have  been 
different  with  me  ;  but,  tliere,  it  is  impotaiblal  I 
wat  never  egotitt  enough  to  regard  my  alay  at 
Daisy  Bank  in  the  light  you  have  placed  it;  but  I 
had  no  mteniion,  believe  nie,  of  again  having  tb« 
selfishness  to  make  it  my  quarters.  On  the  con* 
trary,  1  ])ro|K>se  staying,  while  I  nin  here,  at  tb« 
inn;  and  I  will  ask  you  kindly  lu  ect  me  down 
there,  as  il  is  too  late  for  me  lo  pay  my  oompli* 
mentt  to  Mrs.  \Valden  to-night.'' 

"  That  it  well,  Mr.  Hepburu.  You  have  not 
Uken  offence  at  my  renin k»  1"  queried  Doctor 
Aberoprn,  «s  li«  drew  up  at  th«  "  Golden  Com 
Sheaf." 

"  Offence  ?  I  thank  you  most  heartily !"  replied 
Richard  Hepburn,  again  shaking  his  hand  before  be 
tj>rang  to  the  ground.  "  And— proy  don't  think 
me  a  coxcomb.'' 

The  doctor,  making  a  jileasant  rejoinder,  drove 
brjskly  off..  Ho  soon  slackened  hit  pace,  falling 
into  a  reverie. 

"So,  then,  there's  nothing  in  it,  after  all,"  h« 
reflecled,  regretfully.  "I  was  rejoicing  in  tli* 
idea  it  would  be  a  match.  Poor  Rosebud!  my  pro- 
fessional eye  Ullt  me  the  loves  the  fellow  wiih  all 
her  pure,  fond,  gentle  heart !  W  hat  a  prize  fae'a 
oaating  away!  Wlmt  the  deuce  did  he  mean  ky 
sighing  »  I  did  right  to  B|>eak.  For  illice's  take 
he  musn't  be  hanging  about  her.  I'm  sorry  •  he's 
such  a  capital  voun-  fellow-just  soU«d  for  hir." 

At  to  Uiehard  Ucpburn,  1,,  entered  He  inn,  moeh 
pleased  with  the  lal«  conversation  ;  for  he  was  now 
sure,  from  Dooto?  Abercorn's  behavior  and  words, 
that  Alice  Walden  had  never  regarded  him  with  a 
kindlier  feeling  than  that  natural  to  bestow  upoa 
Charlie's  friend. 

When  he  walked  over  to  Daity  Bank  the  next 
morning  he  wat  oonseions  of  feeling  glad  that  h« 
found  only  Mrs.  Walden  at  home. 

Why  he  tcarcely  knew  ;  but  he  felt  nervoue  of 
stating  hit  tnleiuion  of  taking  up  hia  abode  at  tbe 
inn,  and  leaving  Daisy  Bank  before  Alie*. 

With  the  elder  lady  it  was  different.  He  spoke 
frankly,  how  charming  their  fnendship  bad  made 
Westerin  to  him,  that  he  wot  unable  at  present  to 
Uar  himself  away,  to  had  taken  rooms  at  tite  ion, 
OS  he  could  not  longer  impote  upon  their  kindnooa. 

Mrs.  Walden's  manner,  while  it  did  not  Kvoal 
the  secret  pleasure  the  felt  for  Alioe't  sake  in  Uiie 
arrangement,  made  his  toskeaty. 
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Mrs.  Pauline  Uedsr. 
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THE    S]I¥0I<:R8'    joijrival.. 


The  Hicks  are  ont  To-Day. 
By  B, /.  Plgotu       Parody  on  The  BkldaaroouttiHlAX. 

Open  wide  yer  flnDnel  monthn,  „  ' 

And  give  yer  ean  a  cbsuo*  v. 

To  listeu  to  ihe  putter  of  ■  '      . 

Oar  hoolH  iiH  we  H<1viino^  .;       , 

Sure,  whin  in  Hue.  fuilh  we  ioo^flil%    ...       ^   ^. 

We're  let!  cu  outs  md  hay  ;  ^        ' 

Go  tell  the  Ski.ta  mm!  uII  the  kid%  _.    '      T :  ' 

Tlie  Mitka  are  ont  to-day.  '  ,k  :    ; 

ClIORtTB.  ' 

latest  styles,  in  ancieut  tilea, 

OJiiise  lis,  boys  wid  l»riek8  ;  ^.  %  , 

B«we  y«  hilts*  ye  DimnomtB, 

And"  meal  v-mouthed  Micks. 
Ta-ta  (iiiisies. 

Udu't  we  nil  look  fifty; 
Flap  your  e>\m  mid  ^ive  three  chees% 

The  Micks  are  ont  to-dny. 

Rl'TBAIN. 

They  plnyed  the  concertina. 

Ah  we  8tn>lUtl  throni-h  the  gtore ; 

All  Kloue  with  Kilty  Muluui, 
Up  »t  Dudley's  Giove.  , 

Put-ri-cio  McPrtdden, 

Ih  the  ciipixi'i  of  this  crowd  ; 
With  sword  iu  haud,  sure  he  looks  grand. 

And  of  him  we  are  prond. 
He  throws  his  Khonldrrs  backwnrd. 

And  he  giv<-s  hi«  feet  fidl  pliiv  ; 
Whoop.  Khout  and  yell.  > tr  ueiyhbors  tell, 

The  Micks  are  out  ttMlay.    ,  ,  Chorna. 

Befiuin. 
M  iry  Ann  McLniiRhliu  don't  you  cry, 
Tike  luat  aprou  from  your  eye, 
Don't  yon  It^t  tli«  neiKhhorH  hear  you  sigh, 
Aud  we  will  munied  l)e  by-uuU-by. 

We  all  wear  che«t  protectors. 

And  we  never  ft-nr  the  cold  ; 
Our  clothen  and  everythiuK  we  weti; 

Arf  Ixmnht  iH-fore  they're  Kold. 
Anl  it  yees  think  that  we' re  N.  G, 

Why  Mtep  ye  ont  thin  way  ; 
Aud  see  how  we'll  lambaste  ye  nil  — 

TU«  Micktt  are  out  totlay 


Cboms. 


Befrniu,  same  ait  first. 


^t-*m*^ 


Crank. 

Uethonght  I'd  fonnd  s  sonl 

Cotigenial  io  my  own  ; 
Ibt-nt  tu  thy  eoiiirol, 

I  chen.'hed  tliee  alone. 
No  thought  dixlin  h  d  my  mind, 

I  hat  you  oonlJsl  f•i^hlel>n  1>«  ; 
Ah!  what  plea  cansi  lliuu  fiud,      * 

For  such  iuoonsianey  7  W^. 


'••>«i 


vv<"  >.  B,oU  out,  Heave  That  Gotten. 

Words  and  Music  by    Will  9.  Bays. 

Music  Copyrlglitcd  1878,  by  J.  K.  Dltson  t  Co. 

The  Music  or  Uilsorany  oihtr  sonif,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  wttl  be  sent  by  us  to  any  adiUebs, 

post  paid,  oa  receipt  of  price  40  cents. 

I  hear  dat  bell  n-riupin*  ^i        •    '         ' 

I  see  de  captain  stand, 
BiNit  done  blowed  her  whistle^ 

I  know  she's  ^wiue  Io  land. 
I  hi'iir  de  mate  a-callin' 

"Go  jjit  out  de  plank, 
Bnsh  out  wid  de  hendliuA,  '■.»'•' 

Aud  tie  her  to  dj  bujuk." 

.//♦■;:,,  ClIORCl. 

Bnll  ont  heave  dat  cotton,  "  ' 

Roll  out.  heave  dat  cotton, 
Uoll  viit,  heave  dat  ootlou  ; 

Aiu'i  got  lung  to  Slay. 

It's  early  iu  lie  mornin'   '  t,  ■..  I     -^     '^,: 
Betore  we  Nee  de  snn,        :.,■•.       ■■••:,;.::', 

"  Boll  alvnn)  dut  ootioo, 
Aud  git  iMck  iu  a  rnu.** 


De  captain '(<  in  n  hurry, 
I  kuow  what  he  means,     ' ' 

Wants  to  beat  the  Sherlock 
Dowu  to  New  Orleans.         r 

I  he*r  dat  mate  a^ehoutiu*,      , 

Au'  see  him  ou  de  shoM^ 
Hurry  boys  I  be  lively, 

Aiut  luit  fifty  more. 
We  aiut  got  time  to  '.ury. 

Here  at  dia  cotton  pil«^ 
We  gwiue  to  git  another. 

Below  here  forty  mile. 

We  dou  took  on  de  cotton. 

Uhove  out  from  du  8hor%  w 
Soiling  dowu  de  river. 

We  ({winc  to  laud  for  mora. 
When  you  hear  de  whiblle, 

Aud  de  big  l>ell  ring, 
We  gwiiie  to  laud  for  cotton, 

BoU  out,  boys,  au'  biug. 


-'■''  Cboms. 


it 


Chotvm. 


Choma. 


Little  Maggy  Ann. 

Ibisii  Comic  Sono. 

Words  and  Music  by  Donly. 

Viulo  pub,  &  Copyright  1879,  by  £.  II.  nardlng. 

The  Music  of  tills  or  any  otlirrsoo^.  Kept  i-onstantly 

on  hand,  and  will  l>e  sent  by  us  to  any  nddrese, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  oi  price,  4u  cents. 


I  know  a  little  rosy  bud, 

A  lightweight  »if sixteen, 
Wid  hair  where  warmest  colours  blaae, 

Aud  heart  where  truth  do  beam. 
She  have  a  cheek  where  freshness  dwelk^ 

Uhe'd  s)M>il  np  any  man, 
A  lump  of  earn  t  gold  is  tJie^ 

This  little  Maggy  Auu. 

Ciioiioa. 
This  little  Mixggy  Ann, 

This  rosy  Mt^^'y  Ami, 
She'd  strike  you  blind  dumb, 

Thia  sweet  little  plum, 
This  slick,  and  entirely  bewilderin'  young  gixl. 

They  call  little  M.iggy  Auu. 
This  rosy  Mag^y  Auu,  '  /■       •  ' 

A  Vayuus  is  she. 
Whatever  that  may  be^ 

Is  little  Maggy  Auu.  . 

She  used  to  be  a  working-man, 

Dowu  iu  a  hiuudry  tine. 
And  wrestle  wid  dihconraged  shiriig 

Till  wid  new  life  they'd  hhiue^ 
Bnt  she  bekem  high-ton^',  as 

Wonld  any  other  man. 
And  uow  a  rale  pure  Iribh  uurse. 

Is  little  Ma^gy  Ann. 


Choma. 


The  bnbies  all  she  wnsbe!<, 

Aud  tbeu  Irons  them  out  well, 
Aud  fetches  them  a  lively  slap, 

If  out  of  tune  they  yell. 
A  faucy  niKht-cap  then  she  wears. 

This  French  Hibernian. 
Then  tu  the  Park  wid  all  the  babea. 

Glides  little  Maggy  Auu. 


Chonifl. 


Levi  Eassiday.  ' '' 

Sung  by  J.  B.  Murphy,  ot  Murphy  ft  Mack. 

Words  and  Music  b>   Donly. 

Copyright  1879.  and  publlsbed  .ly  E.  II.  Harding. 

The  Music  of  this  or  liny  otliersong,  kept  constantly 

on  Hand,  and  will  tie  sent  by  us  lo  miy  address, 

post  p.dd,  on  receipt  or  pilce,  40  centa. 

K«>w  Ii«l  ye  to  my  cIa"'io_lny, 

Politely  hurk.-n  loudly, 'while      "       ,. 
I  fiiig  of  Levi  Kujisiday. 

A  blazin  elar  of s  'lid  stvle; 
From  Cuoney  I«le  to  Zululuiid, 

From  Kwert  C'i-ho-ho-hoe»  lo  Newfoundland, 
Btiiini  where  voii  will  a  man  you'll  never  find. 

Like  Levi  Kassiday.     Fwr — 

!.*',\  ".!'''':■''■  ^'-    CiioRi-a. ".'■""•■■ '■'.■■.'.■''■'■■.'/'^' 
He's  a  man.  nnderftan'  wid  a  very  flue 

Kye  for  n  nice  yonnj;  girl,  "•     -   ' 

And  a  prime  judge  of  Ouhliii  wine. 


And  a  creamy  cream  of  the  style,  duyuu  mind, 
Wid  •  rose  like  hia  no*e. 

Of  a  Color  as  bright  oa  the  red  blue  say. 
Oh  !  it's  un  Die  street,  Ui«res  few  you'll  mecl 

Like  Levi  Ksfsidaj.  .     .,-^..   ' 

ildown  the  itrMt  wid  stately  tread,  '  L 

And  style  that  dish>eat«s  them  all. 
Meander*  he,  enveloped  in 

A  brand  new  fresh  apring  anil  of  gaul; 
Upon  hit  anu  lianj;«  Julie  Ann,  i    ' 

Sweet  lad) -bird  of  this  daiiiy  man,  I 

A  l>on  Julnmne*  in  his  mind  is  he, 

This  Levi  Kat>iday.  Cboms. 

When  voices  swfet  were  handed  round,  • 

Levi  was  not  behind  the  door,        . 
An  overstrung  ba«s  voice  lia»  lie,     ''  -.'■ 

lie  sang  the  "  mn«t  '    in  '  Piuafors.** 
From  il«inli  to  Kalamszii, 

From  Can-a-daw  to  Son  Franeiscu, 
Anoiher  one  of  it  xou'U  seldom  meet. 

Like  Levi  Kas«iday.     For — 


Choros. 


The  Primrose  Family. 


By  Joe  rettinglil,  of  the  American  ronr. 
Muslo  by  cbarles  Uockstater. 


We  got  n  day  off  lo  see  our  girls, 

'\  hey  live  in  yonder  cot. 
The  nunilier  on  the  door 

I«  one  hundred  and  fnity-four, 
ilnd  the  place  we've  not  forgot, 

'lis  Mailer  Johnson'*  Lirlhdny, 
And  ih«  iiiga  have  got  a  spree. 

With  a  b««iid  of  iiiusio  playing, 
We'll  daiiOe  out  on  the  green. 

Come  out  here  Cloey  Priuirose^ 
Come  nut  you  liiile  queen. 

Come  out  here  t'loey  Trimroee 
And  dance  upon  the  grteu. 

CBOBim. 

We'll  drive  de  go»pel  engine. 

We  11  drive  dull  eare  awny. 
We'll  sing  and  danc>^  with  hearts  so  li{;lil^ 

While  the  baud  dots  sweetly  play. 

When  we  go  out  to  promenade. 

We  make  the  while  folks  suiile. 
Ami  in  arfh  we  go  along. 

You  bet  we  pui  on  (t)  le. 
Down  on  the  green  where  we'll  t>e  seen,  ".; 

\N  e'll  make  the  leather  shake, 
Iland  in  hand  we  lead  them  all 

.^-walking  for  the  cake. 
Put  on  (tyle  Cloey  Primrose, 

I II  do  just  as  I  pleai-e. 
Put  on  viyle  Cloey  I'rimrose 

Aud  we  II  dance  here  un  ihe  green.  Clums. 

,    ...  -  —————— 

Bright  Eyes. 
.  >  By  F.  Young,  Jr.  V 

Fair  Essie's  eyes  are  drnk  and  bright. 
When  they  are  nesr  there  i»  no  night  .; ; 

1'liey  do  onl»liine  the  hri^htett  star. 
That  haili  its  «phere  in  Heaven  to  far. 

Conid  llioy  b«  pinoed  with  stars  to  shine. 
Their  lights  t<  grlher  wonld  oondiine. 
And  »o  il  unie  the  sky  wiih  their  bright  ray, 
Ihal  birds  would  sing,  thiukiujf  il  wer«  day. 

When  at  earlv  dawn  I  awake,  \1l.'    Vj:. 

And  of  n  genial  wash  partake. 
Even  through  the  wnier  mnilingly, 
Fair  Essie  c  dark  bright  eyes  I  see. 

When  at  night  I  seek  repose, 

.i4nd  my  Wf nry  eyelid*  elo*«. 

In  dresmswhicli  Heaven  sends  to  n!«^ 

Fair  Essie's  dark  brighi  eyesi  see.    -. - 

'1  i«  said  l>eauty's  eliarms  like  flowers  faJe, 
Those  eyes  will  not  I  heir  besuty  loiie. 
'lill  death  on  them  his  odd  hand  has  laid. 
And  Ood  their  owner  fur  his  own  dttet  ehooee. 

Hut  soflf  those  wondrous  eyelids  close, 

Now  let  all  iislnre  seek  repove. 

For  when  those  eyes  are  prisoned  from  oar  sif  lit, 

Ihco  indeed  we  have  the  niKhl, 


mm 


^1^ 
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Don't  Forget  to  Write  Me,  Darling. 

t^ords  arranged  by  T.  F.8.  Composed  by  LetUe  Lanndcr. 
MuBlc  published  and  Copyrigbt  ISTT,  by  O.  Dltaon  &  Co. 

Tbe  Music  of  lUtsor  any  other  aoDg,  kept  mnKUUktly 

oa  hand,  and  will  be  seitt  by  uh  u>  any  addraaa, 

poet  paid,  on  receipt  of  price  40  ceat& 

Don't  firpet  to  write  nie  darling. 

Write,  if  only  but  a  line  ;  <•■--*'"■•      "      . 

Jntt  a  word  to  clieer  ine.  darling,      ;".*■■ 

I'vU  ine  tliat  you  rtill  are  niiiM.       '     ,'  "    ■• 

Pray  don't  keep  me  waitintr.  darlings 

I  can  ne'er  endure  tbe  pain  ;  ;.  V, 

God  knows  only  how  I  love  yoO,  *  "-J-  ■  • 

iJarliug  Irite  lo  lue  again. 

Yet  I'll  irnet  you  ever,  darling,  -•;,"1'''' 

'1  liougli  you  re  far  away  from  111%  :? 

And  iIm!  lieari  1  gnve  you,  darlings  .  ..vi-'-  •• 

Ever  beats  atone  for  thee.   .  ','..'■■'. 

For  iit  il'robliiiig  telle  me  tnily,      '■  ;' 

I  shall  noi  have  long  to  wait; 
Oh  I  the  joy  tliat  thrillH  me  dorlin^   ''.  •; 

For  tlie  |N(St-man  s  at  the  gate. 

Still  you  lovo  me,  yes.  1  knew  it, 

Ere  I  read  the  precious  lino; 
Ere  your  word*  so  true  and  noble, 

'I  old  me  that  you  still  were  uiiiMb 
And  I'll  never,  never  doubt  jou, 

Lovingly  I  wniiihe  diiy, 
When  you  will  be  wiili  me.  darling. 

Never  more  to  go  owuy. 


The  Rank  and  File- 

Waltz  SoDg,  Words  and  Mu&lc  by  Bobby  Ne^nxnd. 

CopyrlgUi  1879.  and  publlsUed  by  B.  II.  IlanllBg. 

The  Music  of  tills  or  nny  otlursong,  kept  oonaunUy 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  lo  any  a<ti1iii, 

post  p.ild,  on  receipt  or  price,  40  idE 

We've  oft  anng  of  the  Major, 

And  of  the  Captain  too. 
But  now  I've  chosen  for  my  rhyMi^ 

A  siilijeot  new  lo  \ou. 
Tis  of  our  gallant  Soldier  boys, 

All  honor  tlicm  I  lie  while, 
Our  boys  in  bine,  and  s  ilors  Inie^     • 

Who  belong  to  the  runk  and  file, 

^1  1    i      '  !  Chorus. 

Ej4«  right !  steady.  Im.vs  !  merrily  we  «h««r. 
Under  the  starry  flag  thai  ever  we  hold  dear. 
Gaily  the  music  ))lays  the  ladie«  love  to  tvaSm, 
Upon  the  throng,  a  ihousan.l  strong,  who 

^  1...1n...r    t..    f  I. 


lis  frai^rnnee  far  too  sweet  to  wasta 

(In  earlli'a  Kin-iainted  air. 
Through  ninny  rsd,  lon<;  hours  of  pain. 

My  precious  darling  laj-  ; 
Then  God  in  ewt-et  compassion  took,    '■■} 

My  lit  tie  one  awny.  ; 

At  oold  and  rigid  in  ray  arma, 

11  is  lifelees  form  was  placeU, 
Bach  agony  of  soul  (lien  felt,  .  ' 

Can  never  be  effaced. 

CiioRca.  ;  1 

Baby  died  one  year  ago  Uvd^y, 
baby  died  one  year  ago  t»4iy, 
Jwby  died,  baby  died,  ', 
B*by  died  one  year  ago  to-di^. 


'■'.  ' 

.'r    I 


■-.t 


In  meek  rubmiaaion  low  I 

To  God  s  all-wise  deoms 
lie  only  took  nnto  Himself  ,,.  •. 

The  one  lie  gave  to  ma. 
And  yet  I  ncvrr  aee  a  baba^ 

But  scalding  teara  will  stM^ 
.^Ind  longingly  I  crave  to  «bMp 

My  lost  one  to  my  heart. 
If  I  my  future  home  could  ehc 

In  lealnis  wiiere  t;k>ry  reisna, 
I'd  ask  u>  dwtll  wild  angrl  nnhiwL 

Ever  singiiii;  heavenly  strains! 
For  eadncKH  tills  my  aehing  i 

And  tears  unbidden  flow. 
Fur  on  this  day  my  baby  died, 

'Ihis  duy  one  year  iigo. 


'1 


belon:;  to  the  rank 


tn  the  tented  BeW  of  honor. 

\\  c  hold  our  lives  but  small. 
And  bravely  clan  to-gelher. 

At  the  bngle  B  martial  call. 
We  greet  the  sliouu  of  victory,  1^ 

Willi  cheers  and  snddrned  nmile. 
And  sigh  for  slau^^htend  comrades. 

Who  belonged  to  the  rank  and  file. 

■When  in  the  days  ef  "  »evenly-six,*^ 

Our  country  plunged  in  war,  ._ 
And  peril  ev'ry  where  beset, 

Our  foe  invaded  shore. 
Lold,  sturdy  men  were  needed  then, 

To  win  |iroiid  viet'ry's  smile. 
8o  while  we're  here  let's  give  a  cheer. 

For  Aiuerica's  rank  and  file. 


CiMnw. 


Choroa. 


Baby  Died  One  Year  Ago  To-Day. 

By  8.  J.  B.  Composed  by  M.  O'Reardon. 

Author  ot  Marriage  Bells,  My  Dream  ol  Love  Is  o  er. 

Little  Roguish  Eyes,  &c. 

Copyright  1879,  by  M.  O'Reardon. 

The  Music  is  published  in  elegant  lithographed  title 

page  by  Mrs  Pauline  Lleder,  fiO  ChaiBara  istreet. 

and  vnu  be  sent  to  any  addre&s,  post  paid  on 

receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 


Deefi  iadn^sB  fills  my  aching  htu^^ 

And  tears  unbidden  flow. 
For  on  this  dity  my  niraoV4itilr^''^  . 

1  his  day  one  year  ago.  ;  •.>-:■■;:-;•;'' 
A  lander  bud  so  biwutifnlti.u  /    . 

&a]^90i^  pure  and  fitir. 


j  The  Picnic  Barge. 

i  ,;\  Skkio  Comic  SoMO. 

Words  and  Music  by  Doiily. 
Music  pub,  &  Copyright  1ST9,  by  E.  H.  HanttlV. 

The  Music  of  tills  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  huud.  and  will  l>e  sent  by  us  to  any  addreaa, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  oi  price,  M  oentai 


In  all  the  feslive  g1'>ry 

Of  gay  fla^s  and  banners  bri^t, 
Tbe  iiit-rry  picnio  barge  ia  driiUaf, 

I  liro' the  starry  niKht ; 
^nd  borne  across  tbe  waters 

Come  sounds  of  music  sweet. 
And  merry  langh,  and  joyous  sbotl^ 

.ilnd  pal  of  tripping  feet,  oh  1 

■:,';■-;'■•■■.■:;.       Ciiobcs.    ;  ■;:.   -.  s\  .'■'':-■ 
On  tbe  pienW  barge  tbey  daSM^ 
In  the  moonlight  ^oft.  they  daoV^t     ■'     ,- 
Down  the  river  gliding  free, 
To  rich  music's  melody  ;  '^  - 

"Bound  tbe  dick  the  merry  ttti. 
In  a  jolly  measure  beat. 
Whirl  and  glide,  as  down  with  thn  tUi^ 
On  the  bai-ge  ihey  lightly  daiKli, 


A  vision  of  rare  beauty. 

Floating  gently  down  llie  streMB, 
1  liro'  plashing  waters  silvered 

by  each  brilliuiil  moonlight  baHB, 
A  lime  for  joy  and  pleasure. 

For  nieriy  dance  and  song, 
A  time  lo  Ull  love's  sweetest  aUwy, 

While  we  drift  along. 


Every  night  ven  ve  go  out, 

°  Kadariha  hinipei. 
That's  de  time  de  boys  do  ahont, 

Kadarina  i{iiii|>el ; 
Such  deep  re<l  eyes  und  bine  hair, 

i<ut  fo^  dot  I  du  not  care, 
EndannaEniiiiiel. 

Kadarina  i>imbel 

Cnosirs. 
She's  a  speller,  nitd  a  sanenler. 

Dot  Ka<iariiia  Himpel, 
She  can  dance  a  quadrille  and  £«bottiMb% 
.    Kadarina  Biiii|iel, 
I'liiip,  pii:ip 

But  soon  we  will  married  ba, 

Kadarina  iiiiii|>«|. 
Then  ve  vill  go  buck  lo  Oermnny, 

KaiTarma  Uimplrl. 
Ob !  dere  ve  vill  have  a  bully  tima, 

Kadarina  liiiii|)el. 
'Veil  have  plenty  of  lager  und  Rhio«  Tin*. 

Kadarina  bim^l.  C 


■:i- 


i 


OlMnM. 


^^«>-^ 


Xadarina  Bimpel. 


By  IionlBSelpel. 


Air:   MttfarAnaKeiboe. 


I  have  a  nice  young  girl, 

Her  name  is  Kadanna  Dimpd, 
She  vas  de  faiest  in  de  land,  r 

Kadarina  Himpel. 
She  coii'e  from  Frankfort  on  de 

Kadarina  Mmitel, 
Aber  I  tell  you  she  looks  flM|ii' 

•ij]- 


» 


Kadarina  Bimpel. 

•■  Cuokoi. ' 

She's  lary.  I'm  cr»zy. 
Dot  Kadarina  Bimpel;' 

She's  loonisb.  I  m  fo<ilisb,' 
Dot  KadariM'l}iai{Hd; 
Vimp,  pimp.    -:^^'- 


Don't  Tou  be  so  Bade,  Oeorg» 

Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Cavi  lla. 

Oopyrlghi,  1877,  by  Mrs.  J.  M.  UalU 

Hw  Music  of  this  or  any  otlier  song,  kept  constantly 

•     €■  hand  and  win  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addr — 

:|  post  paid,  on  receipt  oi  price,  40  centa. 

My  love  he  i^  a  charming  lieauz, 

tH»  sweet,  so  yiinnjT,  so  fair. 
With  eyes  like  diamonds,  teclh  lika 

And  lovely  curly  hair. 
^4nd  every  evening  I  go  out, 

'1  his  young  man  f  >r  to  see, 
Aud  if  perchance  he  steals  a  Um^ 

Or  genily  tqiieeCia  iu« — 
tipoken  :     I  always  say — 

Clio R IS.  :  J 

Don't  yon  be  so  rude,  Oeot^ga,   '":[  -   '^ 

Don't  you  be  so  rude,  -■"-  ■   •' 

W  icked  George,  saucy  GeoiTje, 

Vou  re  acting  very  naughty  GaOiKt^ 
Don't  you  be  so  rude,  George, 

Don  t  you  be  so  rude, 
I  shall  have  to  call  mama, 

if  you  will  be  so  luda,  •      -i' 

He  is  one  of  the  oddest  beaux,  '■' 

'I'hat  ever  you  did  see. 
That  lovely  form,  tboaejet  black  aariiL 

Just  make  a  fool  of  me. 
Above  all  others  he's  my  tatte, 
I'm  spoons  on  him  yon  see, 
'  And  if  his  arm  slips  round  my  waiat, 
1.    I  blush  and  simply  say. 


Cboms. 


■■i 


—•» 


Under  the  Maples  Long  Ago. 

I  Song  and  Chorus,  by  CoUen  coe. 

copyright  1877,  and  pub  by  s.  Bralnard'sSons. 
Music  sent,  by  us  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  Ucta 

Do  you  remember  ihat  time  long  ago, 

After  the  sweet  hay  was  madeT 
Dear  ones  so  li>ipi)y  were  singing  so  low, 

Under  the  maple  tree's  ehnde. 
And  that  was  su  long,  so  long  ngo, 

'Ihat  you  never  may  think  <>f  itrnorel 
Yet,  I  shall  remember  those  blight,  sunny  days, 

'Neath  the  maples  that  grew  by  the  door. 
Cbobus. 
Under  the  maples  s«eet  voices  we  heard. 

Never  again  those  sweet  songs  shall  we  know, 
Dear  ones  with  facee  so  sunny  and  fiir, 
._    'Nealh  the  maple  trees  long  ago. 

Darling,  sweet  Bessie,  nnd  mgnisli  JeannetU, 

r>lue-eyed  Marie,  and  dear  Jane  f 
Bobin  to  brive,  and  my  own  gallant  Nad, 

Never  to  greet  me  atrain. 
I  sit  in  twilight,  dreaming  now. 

For  I'm  growini;  sn  old  and  so  grayl 
Tel  I  shall  reiuemlter  ihedea^pes  that  play«d, 

'Neath  the  maples  Uiat  br^n  auxniDer  day. 

Cbirm. 


'l'*>'  ;■ 
•(M^;::^ 


.rx^ii' 


.:A*l"^ 


^32 


— — H^— ^MiililB^M^Mfii 

TlIK    SliirOKRS'    JOURiKAl^. 


My  Qrandpa  is  a  Bom. 

BylitUeOeorge.  parody  on  Fire  in  the  grate. 


My  (^ndpa  is  n  bnmmer. 

He  uever  looks  for  work, 
Bat  baugs  arunud  tL>«  giumilla, 

Wilb  «be  bo|8  that  "  Tossed  the Turiu* 
H«  tellfi  tbem  fuuny  stories, 

His  hours  to  beguile  ; 
If  be  don't  look  out,  he'll  get  nbont 

Two  years  ou     lilackwdL  Isleh" 
Cno  v». 

We  never  let  liim  come  in 

Near  tbe  •  Fire  in  the  grate," 
But  yell  out  of  the  » ind  jw, 

Old  niHU  yon  are  too  late  I 
He  alwavs  says  I'm  weary, 

Aud  awful  tired  to-day— 
When  he  gets  ou  his  ear  from  diinUng  b«ei« 

He  gives  bixnielf  away. 

Yon  cftu  see  liim  every  morning  • 

Before  the  break  of  day, 
Dminiu:;  out  the  l)eer  kegs. 

Ere 'hey  til ke  Ibem  all  away. 
Hd  trtke:^  Ibem  very  careful,   ,   .. 

Aud  di:m[>8  it  iu  a  iviil. 
It  laHtes  8<>  sweet  it  can't  be  beat, 

"The  lager  that's  bo  stale.  Ghom. 

He  was  elected  captain 

Of'.h    ••  Lusher  Corps," 
And  then  commeuoed  driuking. 

Much  more  t  bun  he  di'ank  before, 
H  s  now  upon  the  Island, 

Where  he  '.as  got  to  work, 
He'l!  hiiuR  no  more  'rouud  the  comer  store, 

Wi'h  the  boys  that  "Tossed  the  Tuik."    Cha 


The  Old  Beoch  Near  the  Mill. 

Wor  8  and  Music  by  Samuel  U.  speck. 

Autt  r  ol  Big  F.  t  Nanc<',    Take  me  back  to  taf 

dear  old  Southern  Home,  &c. 

C  pn"lglit  '  7»,  by  Mrs.  I'aullne  Lledcr. 

The  Mus  c  '8  published  In  elegant  lithographed  title 

page  by  Mrs  Paulino  Lleder,  60  CUaiUam  Mlreel. 

■jidwi'  b   sent  to  any  address,  post  paid  on 

receipt  ol  price,  40  tents. 

H  w  often  have  we  lingered, 

Thera  together  jou  and  I,  - 
To  one  auolher  told  our  lov«,  • 

When  no  one  elxe  was  nigh. 
Ah  .  those  happy  d»y«  have  fledL 

Like  th-!  waters  of  the  rill, 
That  glided  by  with  merry  song 

The  old  bench  near  the  mill, 

•   , . ;'       :    >  ;    Ciioana  y 

Tbe  ndller  long  Los  gone  to  real, 

The  claukiug  wheel  baugs  still, 
For  everything  has  gone  to  ruiu. 

But  the  old  bench  near  the  milL 

Old  winter's  snows  have  come  and  gona, 

8priug  bath  decaed  with  beauteous  flow'i^ 
The  trystiuR  place  where  yon  and  I 

Have  pasned  Huch  happy  hours. 
Now  I  wander  there  alone, 

Yet  fancy  oft  doth  fill 
The  spot  where  I  bRve  held  thy  form. 

On  the  old  bench  near  the  mill.  Chorna 


They  tell  me  tbon  art  gone  my  own. 

To  a  home  beyond  tbe  skiee. 
Gone,  where  tbe  stars  are  shining  gold. 

Where  friendship  uever  dies. 
When  the  messenger  doth  come^ 

To  bid  this  heart  be  still. 
May  we  find  in  heavm  another  spot 

Like  the  old  bench  near  the  mill. 


Ohoma 


Haley's  Piebald  Hone. 

BrD.T.L.         AIT!   MoUarthy'B  BoardlagBoQM. 

Tim  Haley  owned  a  lazy  nag, 

Haley's  piebald  horse, 
Who  always  liked  toHowljr  bf,       '  •.  ci 

HaU/a  piebald  bane, 


Chonu. 


One  day  a  funenil  he  did  beat, 

Hidfy'H  piebald  horse, 
By  a  leuKtb  in  a  straight  heaL  / 

Haley's  piebald  horse. 

Chobcs. 

He's  a  pac^r,  a  rncer,  of  trotters  the  boM, 

He'u  a  flyer,  never  tire  would  Haley's  piebald  horse. 

lie's  iK-at  the  great  chesnut  Parole, 

Haley's  piebald  horM, 
BuRuiiig  around  a  free  lunch  bowl; 

Hnlev'a  piebald  horse, 
Eix  Jockey's  name  was  Mickey  Day, 

Haley's  piebald  horse, 
He's  fed  ou  hock  and  gilded  hay. 

Haley's  piebald  hctse. 

Talk  abont  great  i-iedigreea, 

Haley's  piebald  horse, 
Tbe  likes  of  bis  yon  couldn't  saak 

Haley's  piebald  horRe, 
He  was  sired  in  Timbuctoo, 

Hiiley's  piebald  horse, 
Aud  lamented  by  every  one  be  knew. 

Haley's  piebald  horse. 

At  last  the  poor  piebald  is  dead, 

Haley's  piebald  horse. 
His  ailment  was  not  being  fed, 

Haley's  piebald  horse, 
The  stable  door  he  tried  to  eat, 

Haley's  piebtild  horse, 
Aud  a  sudden  death  did  meet.   ' : 

Haley's  piebald  horse. 


Chonu. 


Cboma 


Under  the  Gaslight. 

Words  and  Music  by  CM  Connolly. 

Copyright  1879.  and  published  by  K.  tl.  Harding. 

The  Musto  or  (Ilia  or  any  oiher  song,  kept  coiisiantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  ns  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  ou  receipt  of  price  40  cents. 

Under  the  pa»liglit,  neatli  the  bright  gacliglit, 

Vision*  of  j'ly  atid  Mii«<ry  gleam; 
'ftralh  it*  Infill  glare;  |>l<-asnte  and  oare, 

lilend  ill  Ibe  ra\8  of  each  gli^ietiiiig  beam. 
Ill  llie  ball-ruoins  warnitli  and  glow, 

IVrfnnie  8w<ei,  niid  iiiiisie  low. 
Life  s  hriglit,  j.yfiiUiJe  dolb  show, 

Under  the  gutligbt. 

Caonvs. 

Under  the  ga»liglil,  'neath  the  bright  gailight, 
Vi«ioiii  of  joy  and  niinery  gleam  ; 

Neatli  its  blight  ^lare.  pleasure  and  eare, 
Blend  in  the  rays  of  each  glistening  beam. 

Under  the  gaslight,  'neatli  the  bright  gaslight, 

I'eaoe  and  UMre!<t  in  strange  fellowvliip  pass  ; 
Weallli  for  joy  reaches,  Neeulow  beneechen. 

On  •liaiige»t  scenes  shines  the  light  if  the  gas, 
In  the  durkaonie gloomy  streets, 

U  ant  its  st)>r«  grim  repeals  ; 
Wliite-faced  i>urr<iw,  sad  entreats. 

Under  the  g.icliglit.  Chorna. 


Oh!  dem  Golden  Slippers. 

Written  composed  and  sung  by  James  A.  Bland. 
Copyright,  18T»,  and  pub,  by  J.  F.  Perry  &  Co.  Boston. 
The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  aud  will  W  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 
post  paid,  on  r>.  celpt  or  price,  40  cents. 


Oh  !  niy  golden  flippers  am  laid  away, 

Ktse  I  don't  s|vK!t  to  wear  'em  'nil  my  weddin'  day. 

An'  my  long-tail  d  coat,  dat  I  loved  so  well, 

I  will  wear  up  in  de  ohaiiot  in  de  morn ; 

An'  niy  long  while  robe  dat  1  bought  last  June, 

I'm  gwine  to  gel  clianged  kase  it  fits  to  soon. 

An'  de  ole  gray  liorKe  dat  I  used  to  drive, 

I  will  hitch  up  to  d^  chariot  in  de  bom. 

Cuoara 

Oh!  dem  golden  slippers t 

Oht  dem  golden  slippers! 

Odder  slippers  I  m  gwioa  to  wear. 

Because  dey  look  so  neat; 

Oh!  dem  golden  slippers  1 

Oh!  dem  golden  slippers!  "'' 

Oolden  slippers  ]'!««  gwine  to  wear,  '.v;; 

To  walk  in  de  golden  street. 


Oh !  my  ole  hanj  >  hangs  on  de  wail, 
Kase  it  ain't  iK-eii  tuned  since  way  last  fall. 
But  de  darks  all  say  we  will  liab  a  go(Mi  lime. 
When  We  ride  np  In  de  chariot  in  de  mom. 
Dar's  ole  brudder  lien  and  sister  Luce, 
Dey  nill  telegraph  de  iiew«  to  Uncle  hacco  Juiea, 
A\'liat  a  great  euiiiivmeetin'  der  will  l>e  dat  day. 
When  we  ride  up  in  de  chariot  in  de  uorn.      Cho. 

So.  ii's  good-bye,  children,  I  will  have  to  go, 
Whar  de  ram  don't  fill  orde  wind  don't  blow, 
Aud  yer  ulster  coai»,  why,  yer  will  nul  need. 
When  yer  ride  up  in  de  chariot  in  de  morn. 
Bui  yer  golden  iiiipp<  rs  must  l>e  nice  and  clean. 
And  )er  age  must  be  just  sweet  sixteen, 
^nd  yer  white  kid  gloves  yer  will  have  to' wear. 
When  yer  ride  up  in  de  chariot  iu  de  uioru       Cho. 


The  Little  Old  House  on  the  Ehine- 

By  Alex  McClaScrty.  Air  :  Tne  old  brown  cot  on  the  hill. 

I  rememWr  the  days  that  are  now  past  ond  gone, 

U  hen  a  child  how  I  once  loved  lo  play, 
By  llie  sideofihe  mill  that  stands  close  hy  the  stream. 

Where  for  pleasure  I  often  would  stray. 
But  now  I  ve  grown  i>ld  and  quite  feeble  you  see, 

And  so  lias  my  |)oor  Kailinime, 
Bui  I  sigli  when  1  think  "f  my  once  liappy  daya, 
In  that  little  old  liouse  on  the  Khiue. 

.     Cnonus.  ;     '  ^i; 

It  was  lonely  and  cold  and  in  winter  'twas  drear, 

F.>r  the  wind  would  assail  ii  at  iiii>e», 
Still  ihero's  no  place  on  earth  to  my  memory 

niure  dear. 
Than  that  little  old  house  on  theRiiine.  \'i 

Now  the  old  school  house  stands  just  the 

tame  as  before. 
^Vith  the  ehnreh  and  its  spires  so  grand. 
Where  foil  J  stories  of  love  to  tacli  oilier  we'd  tell. 

As  to;;ellier  we  d  walk  hand  in   hand. 
It  was  there  where  the  ohi  folk*  for  pleasure 

Would  stray, 
An^  bask  neath  the  old  shady  vine, 
How  they'd  watch  us  at  play  when  from 

school  we'd  retnm, 
To  that  little  old  house  on  the  Uhinc.        Chora*. 

They  are  both  dead  and  gone  and  they  sleep 

side  by  side, 
In  the  grave  by  the  end  of  the  vale. 
Where  the  birds  sweetly  sing  on  a  bright 

summers  eve, 

.^iid  plav  in  the  moonlight  so  pale. 
Good-bye  dear  old  home  fare  you  Wtll  for  awhile. 

You've  rliehered  nie  many  a  time, 
Oh  !  Id  love  to  return  lo  my  old  fatherland,  ''' 

And  that  little  old  house  on  the  Kliiue.     Choras. 


The  Merry  Coons. 
By  J.  J.  McOonlgle.         Dedicated  to  Budd  &  Oleason, 

Kind  friends  now  come  and  list  to  as,  (    ' 

Unto  dis  our  little  eong  ; 
^nd  what  we're  gwine  to  »ing  aboat. 

Will  not  detain  you  long. 
CnoRcs. 

We'll  sing  and  dance,  and  danae  and  ling, 

./Ind  merrily  jump  alH>ut ; 
We'll  surely  make  de  banjo  ring, 

Or  else  well  raise  a  shout.  BepeaL 

^losi. 

Nowdere  am  Sam  as  yon  can  sea, 

lie's  black  as  black  can  be  ; 
He's  de  libelieit  nigger  in  dis  yer  town, 

.^nd  always  full  of  glee.  Chorna. 

Sam. 

Now  dera  am  Moae  dat  great  big  nig, 

Dat's  standin'  oberdcre; 
Ton  can  always  tell  him  by  dat  rig. 

For  ha  wears  it  ab3ry  where.  Oboras. 

EKconK  'Vkxse. 

ilnd  now  we  hope  ne've  pleased  yoa  all, 

Wid  di«  our  liille  song  ; 
And  hope  yon  II  kindly  think  obos 

Oh  (  afiar  we  are  gone.  (%or«s. 


Tin:   ^»i.\c»i:ks'  jouriHAK. 
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Walts  With  Me. 

A^'ordsandHuslcby  CM. Connolly. 
CopjTlglU  16T».  and  published  by  K.  11.  Ilardln?. 

The  Wiislc  of  ihlsor  any  oilKT  Boiig,  kept  constantly 

on  hanci,  and  win  bo  beui  by  uk  lo  any  addreue, 

IKisi  paid,  on  rticelpt  of  price  40  cents. 

Wiilir  «Uli  me,  love.  *kli  nie. 

i  lir>>'  llie  dance  <f  life  and  glee, 
'1  lirill  our  hearlit  witif  pure  d<-lit>bt, 

I  liro' tlie  lirilliaiii  Liippj  iiigliU   ,         -•':      • 
Come  Kill  dance,  uiiily  daiicd,  ,'  ■     . ; 

Kv'ry  joy  ii  will  t-nliance, 
Tlmj' tlie  f|iell  of  wilcliery, 

Cuuie,  love,  wa'iiE  wiili  me,  ',■ 

Chorus. 

Close,  lo%e.  all  f  elii»p  me  fast, 

M'onld  it  could  e\er  last  ; 
A\i,  yes!   nallE  with  nie,  Inve,  with  me. 

'I  liro"  lli«-  dnnce  of  life  Mid  glee, 
llirill  our  lieiirls  wiiL  pure  delight, 

Ihro'  the  brilliiint  Liippy  nigltti  .  - 

Cou'e  let's  dnnce.  uiiily  cance, 

Every  j"y  >i  will  enhnnce, 
lliro"  the  fiK'H  «>f  wiicliery, 

Come,  love,  waltz  with  me.    .  .  ■.  ■    .     ;    . 

Wal  z  «j  li  me  love  «illi  me, 

Hand  in  hand  ourdanoesliallbe, 
I'Ksxuie  s  brimiuiiig  cu|i  we'll  drain, 

W  lii'e  it  hold"  iiH  j<>>ful  reign. 
In  your  arms  circling  round, 

I.A)ve°B  (inert  luysirry  nmy  be  found. 
Dunce  of  (lipid  may  ii  be, 

Ci^iue,  love,  naliz  wil'i  me.  Chorus. 


^■^' 


It:. 


Angel  Mother  Watch  For  Me 

Composed  by  C.  E.  Pratt. 

Author  of  The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet,  Song  and  Waltz, 

nnd  i>he'3  Just  a  Sweet  Botiquct. 

Copyright  16T9,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lledcr. 

Sung  with  great  success  by  Mr.  William  Itaymond  cf 

the  San  Francisco  Mlnstn  is. 

Tbe  Music  is  published  In  elegant  Uthograpkcd  title 

page  by  Mrs  Taullne  Lieder,  6U  Chatham  street, 

nnd  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid  ou 

receipt  ol  price,  40  ceiiis. 


[•■■■->;■ 


On  that  bright  end  chining  shore, 

Juki  b<-yuiid  the  waleiv  dark  ; 
Waicli  for  me  eweet  ungel   iiiii. 

When  the  boatinan  lands  his  bar 
Vatoh  fur  me.  for  «iiou  I'll  come. 

W  iili  the  boaiman  pale  and  e<>ld  ; 
^Vatch  to  catcli  ll-e  first  pule  gleam, 

Of  the  sails  while  fluttering  fold  I 
Ciiont'S. 

lirightand  lovely  is  that  land. 

Where  (>o<i>  r  nroiued  |)e<>ple  btf 

ll'cre  uiion  that  shining  sliui'c, 
Angel  niutlier  watch  fur  met 

^Yilt  tbou  be  so  dauling  bright, 

liolied  in  heavenly  gnrmrnlsfnir, 
That  thy  child  may  knuwthe«  not. 

Know  thee  not,  thou  art  there? 
Oh!  atnung  that  cuiinlless  throng,  . 

Just  beyond  that  darksome  res. 
When  the  boatman  lands  bis  bark, 

Angel  mother  watch  for  me. 


Cborns. 


The  Growler's  Filled  To-Night. 
To  the  KDlgnts  of  the  Can.         By  waiie  wudwavo. 
Sung  by  John  F.  McQulre,  the  silver  toned  vocalist. 
„  .  ...    Air:     The  SUds  areouttCMUy. 


Oil !  frerben  up  yonr  Ibirsty  throAta, 

Come  gather  everyone, 
Oo  tel!  the  merry  rpeilen  ; 

l°o  be  preitared  fur  fun.       •  - , 
The  solid  rons  in  glory  nre, 

Tbeir  spirits  gay  and  light. 
ELttr  llieiu  dunoe.  ■ea.them  pnnM^  ;' 

For  the  growl,  r  s  filled  to-nigbt. 

Obobtw.  r 

0M«  winking,  glaasea  tVn'-hlf, 
Bda  enjoy  the  i 


Wateb  that  lioy.  see  tbe  joy 

Beaming  in  bis  face.  >;.^:  .         .   .  nv.  .      , 

Shout!  rliuut!  daisies  1 

Shont  nitli  all  your  might,  ;:  .  :.    :  j  • 

Shake  your  eboes.  spread  tbe  newa^ 

1  be  growlers  lill«^  lo-nigbt.  t} 

RcrKAiN.  ...  ._  "■•-•-; 

King  a  wreatb  of  roses. 

We'll  ring  a  wreath  for  thee; 

Al\  tbe  little  children  .'.',  ■''  ,  '^. ''. 

Sang  fo  sweet  to  me.  ;,; ':    ^ .   '■..:■"■.;■;>.'; 
Ladies  came  in  carriaeea,  .  ?  -. 

With  presents  mid  bouquets,  '    ;/: 

To  liitte  Michael  Callahan,  ,  V 

U|)<>n  his  wedding  day. 

Tlie  can  i§  overflowing,  boys, 

'Hie  nights  nre  gelling  long, 
rigoit  and  tbe  solid  sons  ;, 

ilwake  the  block  with  song. 
They  ve  Xtciii  cjecied  from  the  park. 

And  now  wiih  all  their  might 
They  wake  the  town  wiih  the  "  Widow  Brown," 

For  the  growler's  filled  lo-nigbt, 

Ciionus  AKD  IiKrRAix. 
1  here  was  dancing  so  entrancing, 

Music  playing  all  around, 
lliere  was  spieling,  jig  and  reeling. 

At  the  puny  for  the  little  widow  Browa.    . 

Go  join  the  grand  i>roceMion,  .  .-, 

'Ihere's  roi'iii  for  many  more;     / 
W:itcli  that  individual 

lidding  up  the  door. 
.Go  call  ill  all  the  members, 

Ko  party  must  us  slight, 
Got  ill  mid  cheer  for  I  iinoney's  beer,  f 

F«'r  the  growler's  filled   lo-iiight. 

CllORlS  AM)  IIkfraik. 

We  danced  and  wiiltred  together, 

And  LiEzie  was  sogood,  ..  ■  .. 

I  kissed  lier  and  caressed  her 

U  p  at  Jones'  Wood.  ■ . 

Hot  buns  we  have  for  supper. 

When  we  lake  in  a  ball. 
Celebrated  I  very  where,  . 

Because  we  treat  them  all. 
Vere  iilwajs  ireiited  wiih  respeo^ 

We're  never  in  a  plight; 
Ilere's  our  toast,  lieres  our  boaat,  - 

'1  he  growler's  filed  lo-night. 

ClIOKUS  AKD  ll£nui> 
Ring  a  ring  a  rosy, 

A  l>oltle  full  of  rye, 
lly  darling  is  a  posy. 

And  lives  on  lemon  pie. 
Casey,  ciys  a  I  hands  around, 

'1  he  cradle  we  will  rock, 
Ib  rung  by  the  Girleens 

A-boarding  on  our  block.       (Bepeat  Chorus.) 


We  rub  our  Toieee  wid  bny>niai, 

'lo  make  lliem  *t:ong  and  tough, 
Attd  when  we  all  sing  for-tay, 

W  by  on  wenk  lin  ear*  il'e  rough. 
We  sing  •■  Grand  father's  on  our  bloek," 

And  ••111  the  Sweet  by-bye.  ' 
Wid  such  wild  sweetness,  iJial you'd  lovo. 

To  lie  you  down  and  die  Ch 


The  Murphy  Sangerbond. 

Sung  by  J.  E.  Murphy,  of  Murphy  &  Mack.     ' 

Words  by  Donly. 

Music  pub,  ft  Copyright  187»,  by  E.  n.  Ilardlng. 

The  Music  o(  this  or  auy  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  l>e  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  ncelpt  ol  price,  4u  cents. 

Behold  the  breesy  Tocalisit,    ;  ;  ^     ;    v 

Wid  mu^io  in  both  cars. 
And  when  we  warble  ouf  sweet  aoog, 

Yonll  diT  up  in  great  tears. 
.  Our  leader  hiis  a  music  cane, 

Likewise  a  daeent  fund. 
To  purchase  all  the  latest  snspe, 

Sor  the  Murphy  S*iig«rbuno.      .  "'/  [/,        "-/','. 

CuoBos.  '/•;:'*;/,•;•'■.' 

Tlian  hesr  the  melody  grsnd,  we  rosr. " 
Tliey  say  we  have  broken  the  heart  of  Gilmon, 

For  styl»-^«ould  any  winh  for  more. 
When  we  aing  oar  little trs^la-l*-)*, 
,;-TrarlaJarlay.  tr«-l»-l»-lua>-tum,  ;.  i.  i: 

W baa  w«  sing  our IrS'hUfti'"  ■■.-■■'- 

la  the  Morpby  S«ng«rb(ui4' 


You  are  False,  but  I'll  Forgive  Yoi 

Words  and  Music  by  Nod  Straight 

CopiTlght  1S30  by  Mrs.  Paultue  Ucder. 

AU  rt:,'hts  rcstTvcd. 

The  Music  of  this  si.ig  Is  published  In  eleipuit  Utbfr 

grann-4  title  po^e  by  Mrs.  I'aullne  IJeder.  eocbat- 

ham  Street,  will  be  scui  to  auy  adjreatt,  poet 

paid,  ou  receipt  of  price,  40  cents- 
Fare  thee  xvell.  for  once  1  loved  yog. 

Even  more  llian  tongue  can  tell, 
Liltle  did  I  think  you'd  leave   Ills, 

Tbil  we'd  eViT  Miy   frtrewell. 
You  have  wrecked  liie  heart  lint  loved  yoo. 

You  buve  doomed  me  day  by  day, 
Tou  are  false  Imi  I'll  forgive  yuu. 

But  fiirgel  you  1  never  may  ! 

You  are  fal-e,  but  1  II  f  uxive  you, 

But  forget  you  I  never  may  I 

Chorus. 

Oh!  truj  love  i*  ever  eonslan*, 

N  >l  O'le  spurk  ere  (adt-e  away  ; 
You  are  falsj.  bill  I  II   forgive  yoo, 

Bui  for;:ei  y  11  I  never  may  !  .    • 

You  aie  false,  but  I'll  f-i^ive  you, 

Bui  fv^rget  you  I  u.-v«r  may  ! 


When  1  saw  yonr  c\es  in  virtiM,  ;.!>•' 

I  could  scnice  believe  my  <iwn. 
When  1  h-Mid  yonr  voice  in  anger, 

It  was  deaiii  III  every  tone 
They  have  told  you  s e  fiilse  sloriea, 

Youl>lievel  I  hem  a'l.  tiny  nay; 
Y'ou  are  f  \*e.  biil  I  II  forgive  you, 

hul  forget  you  I  never  may  ! 
You  are  f'liiHe,   bill  I  II  f  irgive  yoD, 

Bul  foiTget  you  I  never  may  I    :  ■ .  •  ^■ 


Cbonia. 


One  more  word  and  nil  i«  over! 

Why  aix!  you  unkind  t  >  me? 
Tell  me  why  joii  d.i  not  live  me? 

Turn  nsi<l.-.  ho*  can  it  b   ? 
You  have  left  me  firanoilier, 

Yuu  have  inrne<l  from  iiik  away; 
You  are  faUe,  bnl  I'll  forgive  yon, 

I  Jul  loiget  you  I  never  may  ! 
You  nre  fuls;,  Iml  I'll  f.rgive  you. 

But  forget  you  I  uevtr  may. 


Chertw. 


Boll  on  Jordan- 
Written  and  surg  by  W.  O.  Dug^ee. 

My  eonl,  my  roul,  I'se  gaine  to  res^ 

Keep  in  de  glory  of  ihe  Lord; 
I'm  gwjne  to  bebl*en  wid  de  blest. 

Keep  in  de  glory  of  the  Lord. 
My  tint  will  all  be  wa^b  d  away. 

Keep  in  de  glory  of  ihe  Lord, 
Ob  !  wont  dat  be  a  bappy  day. 

Keep  iu  de  glor^  of  the  Lord. 

Cnoncs. 

Roll  on  Jordan,  roll  on  Jordan,  roll  on  Jordsa. 
UoU  dat  roek  away.  Repeat. 

Come  on  sinners,  come  wid  me, 

Keep  in  de  glory  of  the  Lord. 
Trny,  lb  !  pray  dat  light  fo  to'  ■••, 

Keep  in  de  glory  of  the  Lord. 
I  eee  deiu  angels  standini;  dere. 

Keep  in  de  gloi^  of  de  Lord, 
Tbey  were  waiiin  fo'  iiie  at  tbe  gulden  etair. 

Keep  in  de  gloryof  ttie  Lord.  Oiionu. 


■^ 


i£^. 
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THE  LATEST 

Pnbliahed  by  Mrs  Pauline  Lieder, 
.    .,    60  Chatham  Street. 

"  The  SweeUfit  of  the  Sweet," Pnitt. 

"TLe  S«e«-test  of  tbe  Sweet,"— Waltz Pnilt 

"Swet-t  Amtrikny," Youuker. 

"The  OKI  Bench  near  iLe  Mill Speck. 

"  Mm y  Ann  Keboo  " Powers. 

"  Tulie  me  Rick  to  my  Dear  Old 

Sontberu  Home. . .  .Speck. 

"  Angel  Molbrr,  Wutcb  for  me," Pnitt. 

"  The  Niybt  I  Leanie«l  to  S*im" Powers. 

"  L:iv  JI.v  H.iid  Beuewtb  a  Rose," Straight 

"  Tbe  Lost  Jewel." Blunt. 

"  Pennili'88  luid  Poor,"  Youuker. 

"  Silver  Bells  ure  Ringing 

nway  ni)  iu  iu  de  Sky Y-nnker. 

"  Tlie  Irish  Voluatet-rs," Y  muker. 

" McC.irlbj *8  BoiinliMg House," Powers. 

"  New  Yiare  D.iy" Powers. 

FORTY  CEN  IS  EACH,  or  any  3  PIEC:^  $1,00. 

Sent  postpaid,  I'y  tbe  Pnblislier,  on  receipt  of 
price.  To  be  Imil  at  any  uiusic  store  ^n  the  U.  S. 
Write  to  Mrs.  Ptiuliue  Lieder  lor  ai  /Ihin^  iu  the 
liue  of  Mubic. 

60  CHATHAM  STKPT.T,  N.  Y. 

"N  0  W  0  R  K," 

BY  NED.  STiUIGHT. 

No  person  Rlionld  tail  tof;e<.  tbo  »ordnand  ronsicof 
Ibis  beiiniilnl  souf^  a-id  chorus,  if  they  have  uot 
already  tjoi  it,  ulf^  lov— 

NO    WQiilK    WALTZ. 

This  Rcnp  nad  wultz  have  only  beeu  before  the 
piiblio  ;■.  1e\v  naouths,  mid  by  the  immeuKetialeof 
tbe  Fin>t  E'litioD  I  was  forced  iu  uu  iucredible 
bhoit  space  of  tiuie  to  issue  the 

SECOND  EDITION. 

And  now,  (ihnnks  to  the  musical  public  Id  general) 
I  um  already  obliged  to  issue  the 

TIlillD  EDITION. 

It  fa  lioxr  being  i^erformed  by  the  varions  orch- 
estnis  iu  and  out  of  tlie  citj',  and  beiuj,'  sung  by 
quite  u  uuinber  of  our  leiitliug  vocalists  wiiii  iui- 
me'ise  succenH. 

The  •'  No  Work  Wullz,"  was  plaj'e<f  tbe  balauce 
of  the  biiiumvr  mouths  ever  since  its  ibsue  at  the 

SURF  PAVILLION,  Rockaway  Bjach, 

By  Prof,  J  C.irl)ery  mid  OrclieRlm.  nn  1  rlicit''d  (he 
kind  couimeutH  ol  uu  appreciative  piil>lic  Wbicb 
tve  can  oulv  siy  it  merited.  Tlie  musio  being 
one  of  the  fiueMtuieloities  which  t)<eold  niid  well 
known,  immeusely  popular  NED  STRAIGHT 
has  composed. 

Seut  ])06t  p.tid,  ou  receipt  of  price,  40  ceuts  each. 


We  Sail  tbe  Ocean  Blue. 

Opening  CUorus.         Form  tne  Opera  o(  Flnaton. 

We  sail  the  ocean  bine. 

And  onr  B.iney  ship's  a  beanty, 
We're  sober  men  ruid  true, 

Aud  attentive  to  onr  duty. 
Wlien  tbe  bnlls  whistle  fren  over  tbe  bright  blue  at 

We  stand  to  onr  guns  all  day;  ^    . 

Wbeo  nt  anchor  we  ride. on  the  PortsmOQth  Gde, 

We  have  plenty  oftime  for  play. 


I  am  the  Captain  of  the   PinaTore. 

From  tbo  Celebrated  Opera,  "  Pinafore." 


Capt. 

All. 

Capt. 


All. 


Capt. 


Atx. 
Capt. 

All/. 
Capt. 

All. 


Capt. 
Alu 

CATf. 


All. 


Capt. 


All 

Capt. 

All, 

Cait, 

All, 


I  nm  the  C  iptnin  of  the  "  Pinafore  V* 
And  a  ri^bt  i^ckhI  captain,  too  I 
You're  very,  rery  good, 
Aud  be  it  iiudirstootl, 
I  commaud  a  right  good  crew. 
We're  very,  very  gootl,  '' 

And  be  it  nuderstootl. 
He  comuiauds  a  right  good  crew, 
Tbougb  related  to  n  peer, 
I  cau  baud,  reef  aud  steer, 
And  ship  a  selvagee  ; 
I  am  uever  kuowu  '.o  qnnil 
At  tlie  fury  of  a  gale, 
Aud  I'm  uever,  never  sick  at  sea  I 
What,  never?  ^ 

No,  uever  I  .  • 

NVbat,  uever?  . .    ;    , 
Hardly  ever !       " 
He's  hardly  ever  rick  at  sea ! 
Tijen  give  tiiree  cheers  and  one  cheer  more, 
F>>r  tbe  lianly  Ca|>laiu  of  tbe  "  Pinafore  !" 
I  do  my  best  t<>  satisfy  you  all — 
Aud  »i  b  you  we're  quite  couteuL 
You're  exceediuj;ly  polite. 
And  1  think  it  ouly  rigbt 
To  retutu  tbe  complimeut. 
We're  exeeediugly  polite, 
Aud  be  lliiuks  it  only  right       - 
To  retiu'u  the  complimeuL 
Bud  Irtiignage  or  abase, 
I  never,  ueVer  use. 
Whatever  the  eiuergency  ; 
Tbough  "  lM>ther  it,"  I  may 
Otxiisiiiuully  Buy, 
I  never    use  a  big,  big  D — 
Wbut,  uever  ?        . 
No,   uever  ! 
Wbat.  uever? 
Hardly  ever  ! 

Hardly  ever  swenn  a  big,  big  D— 
Tbeu  nive  three  clieerH,  aud  one  cheer  more. 
For  the  well-bi'id  Captain  of  tbe  "  Piuafore, 


Tell  Me  In  a  Loving  Kiss- 

Words  by  J.  Keynton.  Music  by  C.  E.  Pratt. 

Copyright  18T9.  and  published  by  K.  n.  Ilardlngr. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  oiher  sonp,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  nny  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price  80  cents. 

Do  yon  liii2:er  ^sj  and  lonely, 

While  I  WHnder  far  away, 
Are  you  dreaiiiiiiu  iif  me  only, 

Liitle  Ituseliud  tvon'i  yon  ray  f 
There'i*  a  i*ay  for  love  to  antwer. 

And  your  llioniits  I II  never  miaa; 
If  yon  blurb  to  tell  tlie  secret, 

lell  nie  in  a  lovin-.;   kiixi. 
If  you  blush  to  tell  ilie  i-ecret,  -   . 

'lell  me  in  a  lovini;  kiss. 

Chohus. 
Li!  lie  rosebud  little  f'sebiid. 

Will  ymi  fondly  answer  thie, 
Do  you  l"ve  me,  love  me  only, 

lell  me  in  a  loving  ki*B  ! 
Litilero»ebnd.  li' tie  rosebud. 

Will  yi)u  fundi V  answer  lliia. 
Do  you  lovv  me.  love  niu  only  ? 

'lell  h>e  in  a  loving  kisi  ! 
j 
Are  v""  watching  snd  and  weary,     ' 

Wiiile  the  litar^  are  in  tlie  sky, 
la  the  woild  So  briglit  and  clieery. 

Liiila  rosebud,  wlien  I'm  nigh?  '. 
Ah!  \ou  sweeily  blu^li  to  answer, 

And  your  gentle  words  I  miss. 
But  voiir  preiiy  lips  tbev  tell  ma. 

Tell  nie  in  a  loving  kiss!  "        '■ 

But  your  pretty  lips  ibey  tell  me, 

Tell  uie  in  a  loving  kiss  ! 


Chorui. 


SHEET  MUSIC. 


Any  pieee  of  Slieel  llnsie,  no  matter  wliere  paK 
lislied.  will  be  sent  l»r  wii  to  any •ddAaa>  \mHi pkid , 
on  receipt  of  marked  pilMt- : 


Oh !  What  we  Seen  on  the  Sands 

A  Medley  80Dg  and  Dance. 
By  J.  J.  UcDermott,  tor  the  Dashlngton  arotbeim, 

While  sauntering  by  the  sea-aide,        .      "'.-.• 
Where  tbe  wavelet  kissed  theMboN^        '    ;     . 

Aui)  tbe  moonbeams  gay ly  dancing, 
Heede<l  uot  tbe  ocean's  ronr. 

My  attintiou  whos«  dainty  baud 
Had  traced  out  iu  faucy  letters  is 

Oh  I  what  we  sceu  ou  the  sand. 

"■'•■:/.■;.■■"',      CiioEcit' ■■ '^'^^  ■.  '  ;'■ 

A.  D.  and  J.  the  letters  K,     .• 

Forever  they  will  sbiui)  ' 

Like  diamonds  lrenRure<i  in  my  heart. 

Oh  !  what  we  seeu  ou  the  saud. 


For  she's  ns  sweet  as  nny  rose. 
Am  fair  as  auy  flower  that  grows  ; 

She  is  the  jewel  of  my  heart, 
The  belle  .)f  all  tbe  laud, 

I'll  never  regret  the  night  I  mot. 
Oh  I  what  we  seeu  ou  the  saud. 


(Break) 
(Break) 


(Dance) 


A,  D,  aud  J,  ^c. 

One  evening  in  the  bntl-room 

I  beheld  a  Iteauly  proud, 
Iu  Iierhands4(uje  silks  altiied,  ,     . 

She  was  mingling  with  tbe  crow^ 
Aud  while  iu  the  mnzy  iiolka, 

Ou  a  kerchief  in  her  baud        , 
I  e^^pied  the  Kiime  A,  D,  aud  J, 

The  letter  K,  land  S 
What  we  seeu  ou  the  saud.  (Dance) 

A,  D,  aud  J,  Sk. 


McQannigan's  Christening. 

By  T.  J.  Word.  Atr :    Kafflo  for  a  atove. 

La«l  J^unday  I  fltlende<l  a  christening, 

1  jnsl  got  iJiere  in  lime 
To  eiil  the  cake  ihat  was  newly  baked, 

.4iid  drink  my  till  of  wine 
The  Keegan's  and   MoSweegan's, 

'1  hey  all  oani    there  by  dozens,  ' :    . 

And  itiviU'd  all  buih  <;reat  und  small 

'i  heir  sisters,  aunts,  and  Cousins. 

Ciionus. 
Rig;lit  and  left,  hands  all  around, 

I  he  tiddler  he  did  play. 
It  wiiH  a  sighi  un  >niiday  night      . 

t)f  the  boyn  and  girls  so  gay. 
Oil!  how  I  did  enjoy  myself 

I  tell  you  it  was  giand, 
Li-l- ning  to  I'ai  Mctiiinnigan 

Giving  iniilaiions  of  a  baud. 

.idt  nine  o'elock  that  night. 

A  keg  of  Uer  came  in. 
The  landlord  he  was  on  the  stoop. 

And  said  it  was  a  sin. 
To  dislnrliall  the  neighbora 

While  tliey  were  in  their  bed, 
Yon  8<in  of  H  gen.  we  ro  full  of  fan, 

lor  whiskey  is  in  our  bead.  Cboms 

The  company  asked  Tom  Brophy 

For  to  sing  a  song,  / 

]  will,  says  iie,  wiih  pleasure, 

Altlioilgh  il  won't  l>«  long. 
HI  sing  a  preUy  liallad. 

If  ye  will  only  listen;  '.     ■  ■ 

Arrali !  close  your  nioulli.  and  never  ahmit 

At  McGuiinigans  ohristening.  Chcma. 


Ladies  and  geats.  says  Rsfferty, 

Here  I  have  a  big  cent. 
Save  it  says  Jane  Lafferty, 

It  will  help  to  pay  the  rent 
Will  ye  boys  stop  yonr  noise, 

1'he  neiglil>or8  they  are  lixteninf^. 
Take  your  ease  and  go  as  yi>u  pli 

At  McOunnigan's  ehritiening 


4 


Cborns. 


If  there  is  snyt,}^  wft  haDksrsfitfwbtf'VI^ 
bsv*  a  oold,  it  is  a  handkerohiai-     -  •  ..^^ 


TJIK 


■  ■  ,f  I 


3, 


f 


The  Lost  Inheritance. 


'im 


site  received  tlie  informal  ion  ratlirr  as  «  matter 
of  coiirte.  With  all  lier  liabitnal  agrecabiliiy,  sli« 
lZpre^•ed  lier  <rlajiir>8  thai  tliey  Were  not  lo  lota 
•igltt  nf  him  i>ll<>grUier,  tht-n  turned  the  txilnjtfCt. 

Richard  llepbnrn,  looking  at  the  handsome, 
plucid  fnce,  never  drranietl  that  lie  Lad  lacerated 
the  heart  beneath  with  a  suiFering  m  keen  m  liad 
tlie  loss  ot  Iter  son 

"  I  had  aliuoKt  forgotten  lo  say  there  is  a  letter 
H»r  yon  Mr.  He|*tirn,  from  t^arnyslon,"  remarked 
^r«.  WalJen,  breaking  off  from  nnolber  topto. 
^  '*'For  me  excbiiiiitrd  tlie  jon'ig  man,  flaaliing 
sAniHrbal,  u  hid  thougbta  flew  lo  'iimotliy 
brmdiey. 

••  Vee,"  njoined  Mrs.  Wnlden,  rending  hi*  eager- 
nefs  and  ehnnge  of  color  afier  her  own  fnBliion,   as 
■he  handed  him  the  mi■i^ive.     *'  It  ii  an  iuvilaliun, 
-4  beliete,  for  lliie  evening." 

"Many  lliairko,"  reHiarked  Iticlinrd  Ilepbnrn, 
inlensrly  relieved  on  hearing  the  naiure  of  the 
deliealely  (terfumeil  note.  "  I  will  answer  it  nt 
once,  and  apologise  ft>r  n<>t  having  done  fo  befere. 
I  hope  "—and  he  looked  quickly  up—'  I  shall  have 
the  pleasure  of  ercoi'iing  Miss  Waldenf" 

"  Not  this  lime,''  cniiled  the  mother.  "  She  has 
refused,  feeling  as  yet  scarcely  filled  for  such 
antttveiitents." 

"I  can  appreciate  her  sensation,"  said  ihe  visitor, 
gravely,  "  and  honor  it,  ihough  it  makes  me  a 
loser  of  a  great  pleasure." 

Mrs.  VNalden  re^arde<l  him  furtively.  IIow 
solemn  and  disn,)p4iinted  he  looked  I 

ir  anyone  had  been  a  puszle  to  her,  it  was 
Richard  liepburn.  Ilavinl;  his  teller  lo  Carnystoii 
to  w:ive.  the  visitor  soon  rose  lo  tnke  his  leave. 
Mrs.  Ualden  did  not  seek  lo  rtay  him. 

•*  Ihongli  n>  longer  beneath  your  roof,  yon  will 
not  banish  me  from  ilY"  smiled  Richard  liepburn. 
as  he  held  her  hand  and  gnzed  into  her  face.  "  I 
may  cotne  very  often,  may  I  not?" 

Mrs.  Walden,  as  she  met  that  frank  kindly 
glance,  felt  her  lip  tremble  and  her  heart  yearn  to 
the  s|ieaker. 

Into  thof>e  clear  eyes  her  son  had  last  looked.  On 
t!iat  broad  client  his  dying  head  had  been  fondly 
pi  lowed.  She  forgot  all  bill  that,  and  murmured, . 
as  her  soft  fingers  eking  round  his  hand.  *-  Come 
when  you  will  Mr.  Hepburn.  You  will  always  be 
m»re  Welcome  than  anyone  tome.  How  could  it  be 
ollierwise,  for  when  1  fee  y<>n  I  seem  lo  see  my  dear 
boy  again  f  I>o  you  think  I  could  ever  forget  your 
kuidiicas  to  him  ?     i leaven  bless  you  !" 

'I  here  was  a  sweet,  mnlernal  cadence  in  the  voice 
ihal  moved  I  he  listener.  btoopiug,  he  Lissed  the 
iiuiid  he  held. 

"  Dear  Mrs.  Walden.  T  loved  Charlie  too  well  to 
regard  what  I  did  as  a  debt.  Railier  have  1  felt 
myself  creditor  f«>r  the  dear  fellow." 

"'I  hank  yon  and  nalurally  as  a  mother  might 
she  bent  forward  and  kissed  his  cheek,  then  moved 
quickly  away. 

Richord  ll.pV.urn  would  not  intrude  npon  her 
sorrow.  ;>ofily  he  quilted  the  room.  'I'liere  wad  a 
biuer  pain  at  his  heart.  'I  here  were  tears  in  his 
eyes,  as  be  harried  back  to  Ihe  village 

'*(i|i<  whnt  a  cruel  fate  is  mine  !"  he  groaned. 
"  Hut  for  this  fniiil  dowry  of  a  fathers  shnme 
mi:;ht  I  not  st^ek  and  win  n  linppiness  which,  in  my 
mind,  oould  have  no  equal  ?  ' 

*'  lie  had  not  left  l)uisy  Dank  ten  minutes,  and 
Mr").  Walden  imd  barely  recovered  composure  when 
Alice  entered  tits  vittiuif-room. 

'-  Is  it  true,  mammn?  '  she  said.  ''  I  hear  Mr. 
Hepburn  has  returned  t" 

*' Yes  dear  ;Mie  Imu  bnljnst  left,     ila  1m  intends 

to  make  a  raiher  long  stay    at    Weslerio,    he   has 

laken  apofUnehli*  at  the  inn."  -:•■     ' '^  <     ; 

'1  he  gprl  s  lipsi  Were  eotiipressed.     'i.;   ./:  t:.-':5ff.-  :,> 

"  Ii  is  heller."  she  siiid.  quietly.      Did— did  yon 

give  him  the  note  from  -■^i— from  Carnysion?" 

"Ves.  love,"  answered  Mrs.  Walden,  as  care- 
Uaaly  aa  pIm  was  able,  but  keeping  her  eyes  from 
her  dHugliter. 

"  Ani  he   ia  going?      Ha  kaova  I  am    not, 

^*^'M,  dear."  ■■:■:■  ■^.^.■■■■--:^  >■'■■..--.  ^ 
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A  tlilvep  ran  through  the  slight  frame.  The 
brown  lullrous  eyes  were  dimmed  with  an  acute 
pain. 

"  ^lioa.  my  child  r*  aried  Mrs.  Walden,  noting 
the  changing  color. 

y  I>o  not  fear,  mamma.  I  can  be— I  am  strong !" 
replied  the  girl,  making  a  violent  effort.  "It— it 
Would  be  different  were  she  worthy  of  him,  you 
koow;  bm  she  is  not ! 

1  hen  her  slrength  gave  way.       The  preliy  head 
dnio|>eil  on  the  pink  palms,    and  Alice  Walden  ex- 
claimed,   in    a    voice  of  intense    sntTering,    '•  Oh, 
,  mainnia,  mamma,   what  would  I  not  givo  never  lo 
have  seen  him  ! 

Before  Mrs.  WalJen  conlJ  reply,  there  was  a 
soand"  of  wheels,  and  she  perceived  Doctor  Aber- 
eorn  driving  up  the  ruaJ 

l)n  learning  i)f  hia  approach,  .^liee  in  no  humor 
fo  meet  even  her  old  friend,  fled,  leaving  hermolher 
alone  to  receive  him. 

He  renniineJ  nearly  an  hour.  When  he  left,  Mrs. 
Walden  knew  lliat  there  was  no  chance  of  .dlice's 
love  belrtg  reciprocated.  < 

It;nornnt  of  the  ideas  concerning  himself  rife  at 
Daisy  Bink,  Richard  Hepburn  des|<alched  a  mes- 
senger with  his  answer  to  Miss  Biddlecomb.  and 
at  the  p'0|)cr  Lour,  dressed  wiih  unusual  care, 
drove  lo  Curnyston. 

'I  lie  guests  already  arrived  were  numerous.  The 
glass  di>ors  of  ihe  handsotne  reception  rooms  were 
o|>«ned  on  Ihe  terrace,  shewing  wiiliin  sociah'e  little 
carJ  parlies  ;  while  in  the  larger,  i<r  the  ball-room, 
dancing;  had  cutnmenceJ. 

Ivichnrd  liepburn  had  noll>een  nblo  vet  losub.lne 
the  bitterness  and  anger  that  ever  )>o8sesvd  him 
on  first  entering  his  family's  old   home. 

He  was  iheru  to  play  a  part;    but  for  some   few 
moments,  looking  round  upon  the  grand  old  place,- 
he  f  uiid  ii  im|)oHsihle  to|>lay  it.  v 

I  hus  he  drew  nsiJc  inio  llie  embrasure  of  a  win- 
dow until  he  could  sufficiently  recover  himself  to 
s<ek  either  his  host  or  his  host's  daughter. 

He  had  remained  thus  a  brief  space,  unaware  of 
the  observation  ho  was  atlracting,  when  he  was 
slarlled  by  the  sound  of  verses  converging  in  a  low 
lone  behind  him.  Turning,  he  found  the  talkers 
were  on  the  terrace  from  which  the  rich  velvet  cur- 
lain  Concealed  him.  His  first  insiinct  was  lo  with- 
draw ;  but  the  recognition  of  the  speakers,  and  the 
utterance  «f  his  own  name,  held  him  to  the  spot. 

"  i  thought  that  fellow  Hepburn  was  lo  be  here 
to-night,  ^idonia^'  drawled  Edmund  Biddlecomb. 
"  »o  'that  fellow  '.  is  to  be  "  wns  the  lady's  sharp 
retort.  "  I  received  his  note  this  afternoon.  He 
has  been  in  Loudon,  or  he  would  have  answered 
before."  - 

"  1  hat  wns  it.  was  it  ?"  (  eay,  Sidonia,  what 
despewaie  love  you  make  at  him.  Ihe  Captain 
feels  himself  nowhere." 

"  I  never  knew,  so  far  as  regards  myself,  that 
Captain  Grant  was  anywhere  else  !" — contemptu- 
ously. 

"  Come  now,  jou  could  flirt  fast  enough  with 
him,  you  knuw,  nnlil  thia  chap  turned  up  1  Is  he 
much  of  a  catch  ?"  ': 

"  In  my  eyes,  yes,  for  he  has,  I  suspect,  that 
which  money  cnn't  buy — birth.  He's  a  gentleman; 
nol  one  of  a  tailors  tii'iimfacture." 

"  '1  hank^.  Thai's  a  dig  at  me.  I  suspect," 
laughed  her  cousin,  regarding  complacently  tlie  ex- 
quisite cul  of  his  nether  garments.  "Well,  if  you 
can't  buy  birth,  I  supi>oBe  you're  going  lo  buy 
him  v. 

"  I  shall  try,  most  certainly. ' 
"  Oh !    it  is  purchase,  then  ?      You  do  not  west 
entirely  on   the   siweiigih   of  your  own   parsoiial 
charms,  fair  cos?' 

"  I  am  nol  such  an  idiot,  eoz.  to  be  blind  to  the 
advantages  of  being  heir  to  such  a  place  as  this." 
was  the  rejoinder.  "If you  were  its  heir,  Master 
Edmund,  yiii  d  find  you  might  have  that  smooth- 
faced girl,  Alice  Walden,  for  lite  asking." 

"Gad,  1  weckou  so  I  may  now,  coz,  especially  if 
you  cawwy  off  ih  <  Austwalian  chap." 

I  his  reference  to  Alice,   and    the  insulting  tone, 
made  the  listener's  face    flush    erimson.    while   his 
strong  while  finjers  gripped  themselves  ominously. 
"  The  conf»uDde<i  puppy  !"  he  mullered  in  a  rage. 
"  I  think   I   shall  ko  in  Rir  the  wunning, '    pro- 
ceeded the  other  gentleman,  supercilionsly.  "bbe's 
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doooed  pwetty,  and  baa  thia  advanta^  over  oot 
set— Khe'a  a  lady;  uot  oue  of  n  milliuer'a  inakiugn 
By  Jove  !— nh.  nh,  ah,  I  bad  you  there  ! " 

Kichonl  Hepburn  ^nght  (h«  augry  ssrlrr  of  a 
lady's  gurmeuta,  acoom(HUiied  by  a  acorulul  t^ 
joiuder. 

"  There,  cos,  it's  wi^ht  to  pav  vour  d«*ta.  yon 
know.  We'd  better  be  Iwieuds  th.'»u  fctea.  Ill  be 
Rooil,  and  help  you  to  laud  voor  ftih  by  kt^ping  >dl 
the  other  pwelty  sirls  out  ei  the  water.  But  Im  Ip 
here,  I  want  you  :o  tell  me  who  the  dooce  Heuboia 
ia  like."  "^ 

"  Like  !    Who  should  he  be  like  ?" 
-'  "  I  dou't  kuow.     But  I  cflu't  help  fiineyiug  Tve 
eeeu  Lis  face  before,  tiud  so  duia  Ihe  Boverunr. 

Richard  Hepbuni'u  teeth  Lit  hia  lip.  He  IWI 
like  a  suilur  comiug  suddeuly  uih>u  n  twriloaa 
rock. 

Though  mostly  favoring  his  mother,  he  yet  in 
aomethiug  resembled  hia  lather.  He  had  £x);ottui 
that  wheu  he  Luil  iutroductd  him^lf  m>  learleMlv 
info  Caruystou. 

Uutil  this  moment  ho  had  been  louging  lo  kick 
Edmuud  BiiMlecoaab;  now  he  w ouid  liave  liked  t« 
have  nuuihilated  hilu. 

Their  voices  comiuj;,'  nearer,  fearful  of  detectioo, 
he  slipiMd  from  the  window  embrasure  buck  into 
the  ball-room. 

Here  he  had  been  Bcarcely  five  minutes  when  k* 
felt  hia  nrm   Hghlly  Uppe<l   by  n   jewelled    lull. 
Tumiug,  he  fouud  hiuiaelf  hiokiug  iuto  the  heireaa'* 
pale,  grey  eytw,  now  lighted  by  a  mo>>t  flatteriug  tx- 
preflsiou  uf  welcome. 

Could  bhe  have  buspected  that  the  "flah  "  aha 
intended  to  pnichaae  with  Crtruyatdn  tuid  overheard 
that  couverMttiou,  there  |taeHibly  wftuld  nave  beeu 
some  eouatniiut  in  the  arch  emilo  aha  tp^ve  him. 

"'Better  lute  thuu  never,'  Mr.  Uepbum,  iaao 
adage  I  moetoertniuly  hold  with  un  this  the  preaeut. 
occuaion."      She  smiled,   giving  play  to  her  eyea. 
"I  never  knew  you  wire  in  Loudon.      How  good 
of  JOU  to  return  the  very  day.  and  to  come  T 

A  second  the  youug  man  drew  buck.  metapboif> 
cally,  with  n  seu«tiou  ut  repniaion,    but  a  rAQem-s, 
brance  of  why  he  had   been  in   Loiidcu,   and  the 
deep,  importnut  game  he  had  to  play,    caobed  bim 
to  fling  abide  all  bcruplee. 

Bowing  with  couN(im.ile  grace,  he  rejoined, 
"  Believe  me,  Mit«  Biddlecomb,  I  hold  myself 
more  fortunate  than  I  can  expretM  in  having  re- 
turned. Aa  to  cxtming,  how  iNweibly  could  I  haw 
kept  away  ?  My  sole  ho|>e  ia  that  1  have  nol  ar>^ 
rived  bo  late  oa  to  find  you  engaged  for  every 
dance." 

"  Not  quite,"  coquetted  the  heiress,  conaultiug 
her  card,     "I  have  reserved  oue  or  two," 

"How  kind  of  yon  !    This  walt2 ' 

"  I  am  disengaged." 
"  Then  may  I  have  the  plenanre  " 
And  the  next  moment  the  two  were  wbirliag 
round  the  room  with  the  dancers. 

It  was  the  dunce  betore  the  supper-dnnce,  when 
Richard  Hepbiiru,  having  seen  the  heireM  aafa 
witn  Cuptaiu  Oraut,  airoUed  out  upon  the  terrace. 

The  night  was  moonlesa,  but  the  extenaiva 
gronuds  had  been  lighted  with  colored  lamps.  ^ 

Heated  and  weary,  anxious  to  get  a  few  momenta 
repose,  be  debceuded  the  bte{)8  to  Ibe  luwu,  and, 
crossing  it  entered  oue  of  the  det>ert«d  alleys, 

He  was  tired  and  impatient,  unable  to  aee  to 
whnt  his  visits  here  might  lea<l.  Everything  seemed 
BO  iudefluite.  To  make  the  heiresH  talk  waa  taay, 
but  then  it  was  evident  she  knew  uotbiug  ot  tba 
post. 

Besides  if  anything  were  to  be  done  it  most  be 
before  the  clerk,  Briudley'a  arrival  iu  Euglnnd. 

Did  he  once  reach  CaniyKtoii,  Richard  Hepbnm 
conld  expect  immediate  discovery,  and  ihedibgraoa 
of  having  entered  his  enemy's  hoiwe  an  a  spy. 

Who  could  tell  ?  Timothy  Bnndley  iuight  avan 
then  be  in  England— iu  Webleriu. 

Yet  on  the  other  kaiid,  he  might  have  fallen  a 
Tictim  to  the  bush  fire,  in  which  cai<«  ho,  Richard 
Hepbnm  bad  no  ona  else  in  the  world  to  fear. 

Hardly  bad  this  thonght,  as  be  strode  moodily 
down  an  alley,    many  at  the  lumps  iu  whioli  Imd  f 
gone  out,  flatbed  across  his  brain,  then  be  fait  Ida 
whole  being  turn  cluU  aa  dealb. 
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Arranged  for  the  Galtar  or  Banjo,  by  Prot  Edmund  Clark,  Teacher  of  the  Guitar,  Banjo.  Violin,  Orpin,  Accordeon  and  Singing,  No.  286  Bowery,  NewToib 


P 


M 


i£eE^ 


Once    there   was       an       old        nig  -  ger,  and    his  name  was   Tin  -  cle   Ned,    And    he    died,   died,    died    long     a    •■I 

Once   there  1  was  a  fine  old  colored  gemmen,  and  his  I  cognomon  was  Uncle  Edward  but  he's  I   departed    dis    transitory   lilt 
•   i  :       ^      \  -,■..:  .  I       •      -  -  I      sometime  since,  sometime 
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And    he    had      no      wool      on     the      top         of     his   head,     in     the  place  where  his  wool    onght  ta  'r- 
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bnd  no  co-pitulary  substance 
on  the 


top  ob  his  cronuim 


in  de 


place  designed  by  kind  providence  ■ 
for  the  capitulary  substance  for  to^^  ■ 


u 


% 


-« — •- 


its 


:^EE 


t 


f 


f 


U= 


a- 


■¥- 


grow, 
vegetate — 


Then       lay      down  the    sho-vel    and   the      hoe,. 


Hang     np    the    fid  -  die   and    tho 
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lay  down  de  agricultural        imple- 
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and  al-  I  low  de  riolin  and  bow  to  hang  pea- 
dent  on  do 
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For  there's  no    more   work     for     poor    Un  -  cle  Ned,   For  he's  gone  where  de  good   dar-kies  go. 


for  dars  j  no  more  plysical  energy 
to  be  displayed  by 
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poor  and  indigent  Uncle  Ed- 
ward for  he's 
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departed  dis   transitory   life  |  since, 
sometime  since,  sometime 
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Orandaothers'i  Chair. 

Sung  by  Ned  Banf  with  lnunenBe 
THe  Mualc  ot  tkls  or  aoy  otber  song,  kept  eonstaxttly 
on  band,  and  wlU  be  sent  by  us  to  any  tidllreaB, 
post  paid,  oa  receipt  ot  itrlce,  10  eantai 

My  graDdmotber  dM  »t  th*  Mf*  «C  eiAty-OiXot, 

Que  day  iu  Ifay.  ««i  taken  ul  ami  died, 
Aqd  after  she  wm  dead,  the  will  of  courBe  was  fww, 

By  a  kwyer  as  wo  all  stood  side  by  side. 
To  my  bcotber  it  was  fonnd,  abe  had  left  a 

hondred  pounds^ 

The  ■one  nnto  my  sister,  1  declare, 
Bat  when  it  came  to  me,  the  lawyer  said,  I  see, 

«  She  bu  left  to  yoa  fa«r  old  un  ohaii;" 

Chobcs. 

And  how  they  tittered,  how  they  chaffed, 
How  my  brother  and  sister  langhed,    ., ,    r  i 
When  th«v  heard  the  lawyer  declare^  "  "- 
Granny  had  only  left  to  me  Ler  old  arm  chair. 

I  tbo't  it  hardly  fair,  still  I  said  I  did  not  care. 

And  iu  the  evening  took  the  chair  away  ; 
The  neighbors  they  me  chaffed,  my  brother 

at  me  laaghed, 
And  said  it  will  be  nseful  John  some  day. 
Wiien  yon  settle  down  in  life,  find  some  girl 

tobeyoorwifsb 
Yonll  find  it  very  handy,  I  declare, 
On  a  cold  and  frosty  night,  when  the  fire 

is  burning  bright, 
Yoa  can  sit  in  yoor  old  arm  chair.        Chorus. 

What  my  brother  said  was  tme,  for  in  a  year  or  two, 

Htmuge  to  say  I  settled  down  in  married  life  ; 
I  first  a  girl  did  court,  and  then  the  ring  I  bought, 

Took  her  to  church  and  when  she  was  my  wife, 
.The  old  girl  and  me  were  as  liappy  as  could  be. 

For  when  my  work  was  over,  I  declare, 
I  ne'er  abroad  would  roam,  but  each  night 

would  stay  at  home. 

And  be  seated  in  m  j  old  arm  cliair.        Chorus. 

One  night  the  chair  fell  down,  when  I  |>iokad 

It  up  I  foond. 

The  seat  had  fiallen  out  upon  the  floor  ; 
And  there  to  my  surprise,  I  saw  before  my  eyes, 

A  lot  of  notes,  two  thousand  pounds  or  more. 
When  my  brother  beard  of  this,  the  fellow  I  confess^ 

Went  nearly  mad  with  rage,  and  tore  bis  hair. 
But  I  only  langhed  at  liim,  then  said  nnto  him,  Jem, 

Don't  you  wish  yon  bad  the  old  arm  chair. 

Cbons. 


Se  Golden  Shore  un  a  Mighty  Far  Way. 

Wrttten  and  song  by  J.  A.  Kemmer.  ^ 

» , 
Twas  away  down  dar  in  yonder  dell, 

Ole  mnssa's  southern  home  ; 
Down  what  de  ohitlun  play,  j^ .    - 

Dar  I  lub  to  roam. 
De  scene  am  changed,  and  I'll  see  no  mors^ 
Kind  ole  massa  'fore  de  door, 
He  am  gone  to  de  golden  shore, 

Ober  dar  to  Jordan.  v 

Chorvv. 


^ 

■f^.. 


\ 


All  yon  siunen  come  and  be  baptised, 
De  golden  shore  am  a  mighty  far  way 

Your  boat  am  gwine  to  be  capsized, 
'Fore  you  reach  dar  at  bnalc  ob  day. 

Well  I  remember  de  time  gone  before^ 
A  many  yean  ago  ;  k,  •- 

Wben  1  w'har  wont  to  husk  de  coa^-i:'-'. 
With  my  black-eyed  Chloe.      .  .^> .;.  , 

I'lie  lonely  ou  de  ole  plantation^  1 

Eljtr  since  emancipation :  *  ..  *>f 

Dat  am  IK1  consolation,  ■:   ^ 

But  luy  blaok-eyed  Chloe.       .-'-    i      Chorus..^ 

Up  <1.>r  Pcfcr  hftb'  de  gates  wide  open, 

Wiit  u  yen  see  ma  come;  .  .         i- 

Oatbcr  all  de  Chilian  'bout  me. 

My  lease  ob  life  am  ran. 
I'se  gwine  to  dimb  de  golden  stair. 
Who  will  for  my  Chloe  now  care, 
While  I'se  tiablin  ober  dere  ;  i—   ^ 

CMne  te  get  dar  by^uod-by.  '  *  *t*e#tir* 


Qb  Saratoga  Lake. 

BTC3ia3,V.  French,  to  the  Cbamphm  Four  of  Aiaeilea. 
Air:    Hylastdgar. 

It  wss  down  on  Saratoga  Lake, 

One  glorious  summers  day, 
^  Our  first  appearance  we  did  miAe,  ^ 

^ad  brought  the  prjre  away.  .  .  i 

And  aa  we  left  tlioae  eastern  crews, 

Willi  wonder  tliey  did  elare, 
And  those  that  bouglit  Atlanta  pools, 

Ihey  did  most  loudly  swear.  ^il'  ' 

'  Chorus.  '      ^''     ' 

They  did  roost  loudly  swears  w   ,    ..  .  ,,-,  .  ^^»  \ 
Moit  awfully  they  did  swear. 
They  breathed  a  sigli  to  tliink  in  sooth,      ' 
Atlanta  couldn't  get  there. 

And  when  we  rowed  onr  "  Final  Heat,** 

And  with  the  "Shoes"  did  foul, 
The  people  all  along  the  shore. 

With  agony  did  howl. 
And  when  they  sent  us  offagaio. 

They  thonght  we  couldn't  slay. 
Bat  ws  "  hit  lier  up  to  forty  eigbt,"  7  ""• 

And  led  them  all  the  way.  V.' 

.^,..;-v          Cuoius.  >;^:     -  ■■:"^•- 
Tha7  tlionght  we  couldn't  stay,  '    *^          '.: 
Bat  we  led  lUem  all  the  way,  .    'V 
"  We  hit  her  up  to  forty  •igiit,"  ,, ; 
^nd  led  them  all  the  way. 


1 


■«*:• 


And  now  we  are  at  home  again,  '** 

Wilh  honors  thickly  crowned, 
And  aa  the  "  champiooi"  we  are  koowa. 

To  all  the  eounlry  round  .■,■,,>■  ' 

Wrt  don't  forget  our  early  friends,     '      ~ 

So  all  walk  up  and  shake. 
And  give  us  joy  for  laurels  won 

On  Saratoga  Lake. 

Chobvs. 

On  Saratoga  Lake, 

You  bet  we  took  the  cake,  \  -'•'.  •  / 

So  give  us  joy  for  laurels  won  ^.    ■      -      .5'', 

On  Saratoga  Lake.  '^                 '-.'1'- 

II*  lei  —  ' *  •  ."•  -^^ 

Put  on  my  Long  White  Eobe. 

Words  and  Music  by  Sam  Lucas. 

copyright,  1879,  and  pub,  by  White,  smith  A  Ca 

The  Music  or  this  or  ony  other  song,  kept,  oonstantly 

on  hand,  and  wiu  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

.    post  paid,  oa  receipt  ot  price.  40  cents,  ■ 

De  gospel  trumpet  am  soundln;;  loud. 

Tut  on  my  long  while  robe. 
See  all  de  children  a  slipping  proud,  • 

All  up  and  down  de  road. 
.;  When  dey  get  near  do  pearly  gale,         '  . 

I'ut  on  my  lung  white  rube, 
Yon  can  go  inside  ifyou  ain't  too  lats, 

And  den  how  happy  you'll  fsel. 

■.'■/■. Chobus.    --'■■''■'■■-'. y- ■■ 
Oh !  wait  till  I  put  on  my  long  white  robe,  ■ 

My  starry  crown  and  n»y  golden  shoes, 
I  pass  through  the  gates  of  de  golden  oily. 

Den  I  carry  de  news. 

When  de  last  trumpet  in  de  momin'  shall  sound. 

Put  on  my  long  white  robe  ; 
On  de  riglit  hana  I  want  to  be  found, 

Den  how  happy  I'll  feel. 
De  goats  on  de  Wft,  and  de  laiubs  on  de  right. 

Put  on  my  long  white  robe  ; 
We'll  have  mighty  singin'and  shoutin'dat  night. 

And  den  how  happy  I'll  feel.  Chorus. 

We'll  have  a  mighty  dinner  of  milk  and  honey, 
Pnt  on  my  lonj»  wiiite  robe  ; 
;•.'  You  can  come  up  and  eat  ifyou  ain't  got 

any  money, 
*  •  •      Den  how  happy  yon'll  fell. 
.:  '  I  gwine  to  have  a  seat  in  de  promise  land, 

'       Pnt  on  my  long  white  rol>e, 
.  .  So  some  along  brother  and  join  our  band. 
''    Aad  daa  hew  bappy^ouU htL  Oborne. 


'r\  Fntnk'i  Trunk. 

8mig  by  Frank  Ltim,  the  great  Negro  Delineator. 


CANT9  rilMCS.  ^jj 

Pete  was  a  tip.np  baggageman,  he  mn  on 

number  four, 
Wltere  the  tears  and  groans  of  trsvelling  folks 

unflinchingly  he  t>oreb 
He  eared  notliow  the  women  wept,  or  strong 

men  raved  and  swora^ 

While  he  mutilated    sample  cases,  desolated  ^'ara> 

togas,    anoihiiated  ordinary   li^^age,   immolaied 

earpet-bags,  exterminated   baoa    boxes,    and  ex* 

tinguisbed  traveller's  outfits  by  the  score. 

This  fine  old  railway  baggageman,  one  of  the 

modera  time, 

(      ! :         CARTO  BXCnifDrS. 

But  Thursday  afternoon  there  came  a  modest 

travelling  mas, 
Who  smiled  and  watched  bow  rnthlcsaly  the 

^eggage  Pete  did  slam  ; 
Then,  aa  he  pointed  out  bis  trunk  for  him  to 

smash  and  jam. 
He  said,  "  Dear  firiend,  my  worldly  posseesions  are 
few  and  bumble  ;  silver  and  gold  I  have  none; 
but  such  at  I  have  are  in  that  trunk.  Handle  it 
tenderly,  for  it  is  frail  and  I  am  poor,  and  .f  there's 
a  man  travelling  who  watehes  and  weeps  and 
prays  over  bit  baggage,  then  that's  the  kind  of  • 
man  I  am."  (Chorus  the  tame  as  before. 

CANTO  Tmins.  '-r^v  .■  I 

Bnt  Peter  seiied  bis  iKabby  trunk  witfa 

snoru  of  wrath  and  seora, 
.^nd  in  two  seconds  both  the  bandies  from  the 

ends  had  torn. 
And  heedlett  of  the  pleadings  of  thepafmengar  forlorn 
He  banged  the  trunk  duwn  on  the  pUtfurm,  and 
then  threw  it  over  the  top  of  the  car  and  let  an 
omnibus  run  over  it,  and  then  whacked  it  a  bum- 
))er,  and  then  threw  it  off  the  end  of  the  bridge, 
and  shot  in  it  wilh  bis  I'evolver.  and  finally  hugged 
it  in  his  arms,  took  a  flying  leap  into  the  bag<i;age- 
ear  with  it,  and  lit  on  it  in  a  comer  with  his  heels, 
head  and  sloraach,  and  mashed  it  into  mone  pieces 
than  there  are  hairs  on  a  dog's  back,  and  the  next 
second  that  baggage-ear  was  just  alive  wilh  one 
interested  baggageman  and  more  crawling,  squirm- 
ing, wriggliiiK,  latlliiig,  coiling  raUle-snakes  Ihaa 
you  would  believe  had  ever  been  born. 

(Chorus  as  previously,  but  with  more  feeling.) 

CAKTO  QDASTCS. 

In  vain  the  muse  essays  to  tell  how  Pet  the 

smstber  swon^ 
And  yelled  and  shrieked  and  howled  and  roared 

and  raved  and  ramped  and  tors, 
And   scratched   and  slashed  and    swt^at  and 

slniok  snd  scrambled  for  the  door. 
And  turned  blue  as  indigo,  and  swelled  lo  nine  limes 
the  size  of  a  double-decker  siiratoga  trunk,  and 
died  in  two  minutes  after  he  got  out  of  the  car, 
while  the  modest  traveller,  viewing  the  ezagger- 
aied  remains  smiled  sadly,  and  said.  *'  ha  never 
knew  a  baggageman  so  found  of  snakes  before. 
i  .-.  (Cliorus  od  lib.) 


All  My  Troablei  am  Done  Away. 

End  Song.         Sung  by  Billy  Blnea^ 


:^1 


My  knee- bones  am  aching. ' 

My  body  am  racked  wid  da  pun  ; 
I'm  going  to  glory  by-and-by,  ' 

Heaven  it  is  my  aim.  RepeaL 

Chobps.    ■ 

Then  all  my  tronblet  am  done  away, 

Come  along,  done  away,  ^.  ^  ; 

.^11  ray  troubles  am  done  away,     >  v   I 

111  meet  you  when  I  get  there.  fUpeat. 

W  bite  man  put  his  hand  on  my  head. 

And  said  I  belonged  to  him  ; 
Take  the  little  nigger,  throw  him  over  yonder, 

Never  see  dis  little  coon  again.  Itepeat 

Fm  waiting  for  de  chariot  to  come. 

And  den  I'll  g^  up  on  high. 
Get  in  a  bakwn,  ana  say  good-by. 

And  fljr^u^  to  the  sky.  Repeat. 


I 


TII£    iSlIfOlIRS'    JOCtt 


Mother  Take  Kle  Home  Again.' 

Wonts  and  Music  by  C.  A.  Wbita. 
MuMcpub,  and  Copyrlgbt  1879,  by  wmte,  anUiJl*OD^ 

Tte  Music  of  tills  or  any  otber  song,  kept  conatantlf 

on  haud,  uud  will  oe  sent  by  us  to  any  iiJilrMi, 

poBt  paid,  on  receipt  o(  price,  36  c«Btik 

MoUier,  all  al<«ie  to  nigbt,             •,  .  \. 

I  liave  aal  aod  thought  of  the*?  '  .Vv/ 

At  lime*  I  thoDght  I  heard  thy  Toioe,  *•    * 

but,  alua  !  that  oaniiot  be.  .«.      - 

And  when  I  think  of  cliildhoods  days,  =  ",y 

Tl)«  bitter  ia/n  they  fall  like  rain  ;  '  " 
My  lieurl  then  oalls  fur  home  auU  Uiotbtf* v <..  . 

lake  Die  back  a  cliild  again.  *  ■'     ,'• 

Then  uiy  he  rl  oalla  for  thee,  mother,  /  .  ■,  >' 

Uh!  lake  uifl  home  Bguio.                ^  ^    % 

Chobus.  '•-  "*.',.'";' 

There's  not  a  plaee  on  earth  like  homa, 

Home  wliere  our  brinhUsl  hopei  retrain, 
Oh !  my  litarl  call^  for  lliee.  inollier, 

lake  me  back  n  cliild  again. 

Year*  have  pnsetd  dear  moilicr.  now,         ,  * 

Since  yon  ki«*M  me  ««eet  cood-bye, 
With  qutverini;  lips  a  l)le»Bins;  askM, 

Of  liiin  who  dwells  on  high. 
Dear  mother,  I  am  flili  thy  child,  •       :  , 

'J  by  JiiiaKe  on  my  heart  remaine  ;      '.   ;    -,   - 
Thooch  year*  my  once  fuir  brow  hive  WtJOBlM, 

01)7  Litkt*  ma  home  aeuin. 


xju.  lake  mo  horiw  again 
Though  years  my  brow  have  wrinkled, 
Ob!  lake  me  home  again 


Choma. 


Tboogh  ether  smile*  and  joTt  art  tfailpi, 

One  thought  of  sad  regret, 
I'd  have  thee  everrhore  enihrine 

Of  days  when  fiwt  we  me:,! 
Tboarh  Fate  may  hold  us  far  *ft^ 

A  nd  day*  may  lonely  be. 
A  Httle  plaee  within  thy  htfti, 
I      Ob!  dearest,  keep  fcr  ni<  ^ 


A  Uttk  plaee  within  thy  h« 

Oh!  keep  until  the  last! 
When  weary,  tmd  and  lone  thon  t/^ 

And  I  from  earlh  have  past! 
One  nmple  little  flower,  oh !  k«i|^ 

To  tell  of  happy  days  ; 
When  'neath  the  dewy  grass  T  sletp^ 

Oh  !  speak  one  word  of  praise  ! 
Tboogli  here  no  more,  we  meet  or  pail^ 

Though  life  may  lonely  be, 
A  little  place  witbiin  thy  heat^         f?.^- '• 

Oh !  dearest,  keep  for  me !  • 


Going  to  the  Ball.         " 

Composed  an(J  sung  by  Boyd  A  Sarsfleld. 

Copyright.  1819,  by  A,  J.  riAer. 
The  Music  of  this  or  any  otber  song,  kept  conatantty 
r    on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  ua  to  any  addreas, 
a  post  paid,  on  rtceapt  ol  price,  40  cents. 


Can  I  forget  when  gnthered  round  ;    ,   • ' 

The  bright  hearth  of  home  for  prayer,  ~^  .<_ 
How  motlier  rocked  me  in  her  arms,  "^:- • 

And  soothed  my  every  «ar«.  *■-,., 

lUttle  knew,  perhaps  'twaa  well,  '- 

The  world  was  filled  with  eare  and  pahi ; 
Vo  home  on  earlh  to  me  like  uothar'a, 
.    Oil !  take  me  home  again.        -  •"  "^i-;*  '  ^:  ;^  ; 
Uo  home  on  earlh  like  mother'*, -<.       "         "    * 

Ob!  take  me  home  again,        V;  >;  Obota*. 


^ — ■  —        — 

Come  imd  Kifis  de  Baby* 


:t-%i> 


Bung  by  G.  Murphy,  of  Murphy  A  Shaimon. 
Copyright,  18T9,  by  A.J.  Pteher. 
.XHe  Music  of  tbls  or  any  other  song,  kept  cofiit&ntly 
t     on  band,  and-wlU  be  sent  by  imio  any  addreea, 
post  paid,  on  receipt  <W  price,  «0  o^nta 


Ob !  dear,  I  don't  know  m\»t  to  ttj,     .   ;. 
Mil  »y  I'm  nnarly  wild,  <^,f 

Vl^y  wouUlend  I?    Ton  see  Ihia  day     '  •  • 

Is  de  christening  of  my  child.  ■,■ 

J  inevMet  all  de  it^bitt^-     ' '   •  •   t^?--; 
Uad  deyni  all  «om« C« mj  hooea,  i  i i •>     -^ 

To^rlakmyhe^W,     _  .  •-     "    :**    .P 

TJod  wi*h  •neeesa        •  <^  *"  •*':  •      ••  '*'  •  ■      :. 
To  kedle  Rudolph  KiawK  '  'i***/!.'** -w'ft.-    * 

CiioRrs;^^--'^'  ■  -   ''••  ■ 

Come  and  kk*  de  baby,  it  will  cause  it*  parents  joy. 

Come  and  kiss  de  baby.  ju*l  for  fnn. 
Intend  he  a  daisy  t     V*»,  a  leedle  bouncing -boy, 

Conw  ti«d  kiss  de  baby,  every  one.         (Repeat.) 

It  looks  like  G«nei;>l  U.  S.  Giand, 

Bat  it'e  got  his  fader's  feet. 
And  soeli  a  puddy  lee3!e  hand, 

Und  a  Jonhle  eels  of  teeth, 
Its  moud  looks  like  its  ninddcr  dear.    '■•  •' , 

VVic'i  I  uoticfd  when  it  shmiled,        ■   i 
I  would  like  to  dreot  yon  ell  to  beer, 

in  honor  of  de  cliild. 


I'm  here  to  lake  my  girl  to  the  dance. 

Oh!  fit' you  well. 
She's  as  pretty  and  as  handsome  as  big  fat  Nanee, 

Oh !  fa'  you  well. 
When  the  noorman  call*  ont  all  promenade, 

Oh !  fit'  yon  well, 
She  leave*  all  de  other  gala  in  the  ahada. 

CiioRtra.  .,i.'     ' 

Then  come  along,  ^nn-liaa,     v j^-  :.-;  J  ^^   - ; 

We'll  go  down  to  the  Twill, 
We'll  dance  and  aing,  and  we'll  cut  a  pigeon  wing. 

And  you  bet  we'll  beat  tbem  all.         •  • . 


Now,  we're  going  down  to  the  ball. 

Oh  J  fa'  you  well, 
In  danoing  we  can  heat  them  aD, 

Oh  t  fk^yon  well. 
And  when  we  bear  the  moaio  play, 

Oh  I  Jia'  yon  well, 
We'll  dAnbe  iM  Kng  de  time  away. 


•i--.'- 


isr  t- 


■:-|-' 


OB,  fa*  you  well. 


Oboraa. 


Chorus. 


^«»-. 


A  Little  Place  Within  Thy  Heart. 
Words  by  Gwnca  cooper.         Music  by  May  E.  Cooper. 

Copyrlput  1S73,  ty  Mrs.  Pauline  Lloder. . 

The  Music  Is  published  )n  elegant  Utliographed  title 

page  by  Mrs  I'auUr.e  Lleder,  60  Chatliam  Street, 

and  will  be  Rent  to  anv  address,  poatpald  on 

receipt  of  piioe,  -40  cents.     %, :  - 1-:  - • ._ 

[:,     A  littl*  place  within  thy  heart,  '/,  ii,  -^v.'.. . 

Oht  Baer«d  keep  for  me.  •'  '    '  "^  ' 

When  we  must  linger  far  apart. 
And  days  muit  weary  be. 


WortoaiaHuaio.br-  ^taaLnaaa. 
Copyright.  18T».~  w^tw^biUfrmviuK^aietM.  A  Oft.  ' 

The  Muato  of  tbls  or  any  other  song,  kept  oonataatly 

oatMOd,  aadv^u  ^E^tteaatoanra44r«|^ 
,     .       post  paid,  6h  rec^  oFprlc6:  40  Cttita. 

Dar'*  a  mighty  eamp-meeting  in  de  wilderaesa. 

Of  all  denorainatiou,  with  the  Metbodiata, 

I'he  Bablist*  an'  de  Preebyteriana 

.^11  together  with  the  Lappy  iiltle  onea ; 

Dar  was  old  Aunt  Jemima  an'  Uncle  Gabriel, 

Singin'  and  •lioulin'  llaJlelnjamm, 

And  Jemima  got  happy  au'  cut  de  pigeon  wing. 

An'  tbit  am  the  song  ne  al^  did  sing.  .^ .  < 

CHORrs.  !'',"'■ 

■'    /  Jnet  let  me  pot  on  my  silver  slippera,  •"''■:..''; 

''♦,  Ja8l  let  me  put  on  my  silver  slipper*, 
■    ,    ■;  Just  lef  me  put  on  my  silver  slippers, 
^nd  I'll  never  turn  back  any  mo  . 

One  brudder  said  de  Lord  delivered  DanieL 

One  aisler  in  de  oorner  said  yes  he  did, 

Anoder  brudder  said  wbar  aaa  Immanael,  ... 

Dat  be  v.-aun't  delivered  up   too. 

He  ^vas  down  by  de  water  wid  brudder  Moaea, 

Hantin'  de  chillen'e  ole  closes. 

An  dis  am  de  song  he  did  sing.  ...  -^  r-vv  ... 

Choritb.  ■'^...^'^'' 

•    -    An'  I'll  never  turn  bajjk  no  mo'     '    '  r  ". : "  •■. 
An'  I'll  never  turn  back  no  mo* 
I'm  a  ridin  op  in  de  chariot.  V  '  ''''^'' 

It's  so  early  in  de  morning, 
<iud  I'll  never  turn  back  no  mo*. 


Suaf  Vy  Ooea  aad.Foz. 


Jonah  ran  away,  he  nent  to  sea,  de  ship  got 

wrecked  upon  de  eoasl, 

D«  captain  and  de  mate  had  troabU  ••  da  niad, 

De  eapUin  and  de  mate  taM  4ay  batter  dis«  atmwa, 

So  straws  wers  drawn  ioaah  were  earned. 

Jonah  was  oasted  in  de  bottom  of  da  whala, 

For  three  long  day*  and  three  long  aigbta, 

Jonah,  he  lay  in  de  bottom  of  de  whala. 

Live  humbU,  live  humble,  faamble  yonfaelf  to  aae,  air'^ 

Glory  in  d*  honor,  prai»e  King  Moaa*, 

Glory  in  de  honor,  Dress  de  hnib. 

(Kepaat  last  two  lioaa.)  „ 

Kow  de  whale  lie  commanded  de  Lor't  righl  band.} ■ 

To  east  brudder  Jonah  oa  de  innooMt  hnid. 

To  heave  brudder  Jonah  on  drv  saml ; 

^nd  de  moon  shonf  down  on  de  pryuiiaed  land. 

Now  dat  ain't  all  d«r*'*  beside*. 

Take  a  little  nigger  to  a  new  burying  gtXNiod,       "^ 

New  burying  ground  open  aH  de  tiuia ; 

Dat  pat  a  frown  on  Jonah's  erowa. 

Live  humble,  live  Luuible,  liumbia  yourtelf  to  ma,  air^ 

Glory  in  de  honor,  praise  King  Mo*aa, 

Glory  in  do  hoaor,  braoa  da  lamb. 

(Repeat  last  two  lioea  ) 


COMIC  ASS  BxaxiimrEAL. 

My  stook  of  Yalaatbea  this  aaaai  <•  GaakoH 
Sheet*,  Comic*,  Ao,  will  be  the  flneat  I  have  ever 
before  oftsred  tk*  paUle.      la   t4ohMM,>lWMIlM 
designs,  adapUbk  vaiaaa  anitabla  for  avaijrlieidjr, , 
they  will  not  be  e^nalad,bgr*BX  otbor  bo«w^  iIm  - 


trade. 


n 


Hoping  to  raaalVt  the  fcTMrt,ef  tiia  irhnlawh  m 
well  aa  the  niail  tead<  w  /. « a  i.>-  ■■■^%ui  -ffj 


I  fu]|  the  6*irft  Frnu 

I  am  tho  gawk  fiom  Nov  Jwaaa, 
But  yoa  can't  giaarfM  M^aCMk  r.i- 
Though  I'm  full  of  ^'j  'rt-1  t\  jttf  jgimt  i 

AnA  we  are  hia  aiatorsea,  aid  Ur  otfoabaaa, 

;  ..     ■.y.','i      "  '     '  ■'•■*«•  aiaia' 

^■'■■'  CaoBva.         j 

And  we  are  hi*  *ister<aa,  dee.  \ 

And  every  lummer  tide, 
Down  the  river  on  a  tag  I  glide. 
And  I  take*  in  every  ptenn,  every  moonlight  daooo~ 

CocBia  Saaaa. 
And  ao  do  hia  aiateraea,  and  hia  oooainaoa, 

and  hiaanata. 


1 


'  .^nd  whea  tit*  breece*  blows, 
I  generally  blow*  my  noae. 
In  a  scientinc  manner,  on  a  great  big  bandanna. 
And  I  eat  so  much  that  1  biMt  my  panta— 

Cotmia  SazM. 
^nd  so  do  his  sisterees,  and  hi*  eonsinsea. 


}ll    ,««S*rp' 


and  hia  aanla. 


siH'%B*sp  anrsm^^a 


Any  piece  erf  mnaic  will  bo  ai 
paid,  on  reeeipt  of  prioc, 

Addreaa,  Mn,  FluliiMlMd«; 
Poblisher  at  Sboet  Mane, 
Naeo 
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The  Great  Men  That  Ireland  Haa  Seen. 

Suag  by  Med  Barry 

Kow  doM  I  appMr  her«,  befon  yoa  ono«  more, 

I'll  MideeTor  to  gniu  yonr  fair  smile, 
Tbo'  jMiB  now  bate  pnmed  Binee  I  left  tb«  old  kbore, 

I  still  oliog  to  tlie  dear  native  isle. 
And  I'll  nog  of  old  Iroland.  the  land  of  my  birth, 

I  will  aDg  of  the  great  men  tbat'n  been, 
Whoae  dae^  of  renown,  shall  shine  roand  eaeh  heart, 

Thej  iNte  great  men  that  Inland  haa  seen. 
K  Chobvi. 

The*  ben's  to  the  aons  of  old  Erin  Oo  Bragh, 
Kay  the  memory  of  their  names  still  be  green* 

On  sea.  or  on  coast,  let  as  drink  off  this  toast, 
To  the  great  men  that  Ireland  has  seen. 

O'Connell  yon  know,  aa  all  history  does  show, 

Was  a  statesman,  whose  ec^nal  was  few. 
At  the  great  Parliament,  he  did  often  represent. 

That  the  wrongs  of  old  Ireland  were  tme. 
And  Emmet  the  martyr,  he  fonght  for  oar  oaoae, 

Like  a  laurel  his  name  it  keeps  green. 
He  died  fi)r  bis  counlry  and  Liberty's  laws, 

TboM  were  great  men  that  Ireland  has  seen. 

Chonu. 

And  then  ws  bad  Sarsfleld  wh«  oonqnered  each  fo«k 

And  never  was  known  for  to  yield, 
The  foeman  wouUl  qtiake,  aye,  and  Uemble  and  shake. 

When  his  war  horse  wonld  enter  the  field  ; 
And  then  as  for  poets  there  is  no  laud  I'm  sure, 

Where  snob  brilliant  genius  has  been. 
There  was  Qtattan  and  Lover,  and  famons  Tom  Moore, 

ThoM  were  great  man  that  Ireland  has  seen. 

Ohons. 

Bat  thoogh  thoM  great  man  bavs  now  passed  away. 

Old  Erin  shall  not  b«  alone, 
Ws  have  men  that  wonld  die  for  their  ooontty  to>daj. 

And  a  parliament  wish  cf  their  own  ;  i . 

Bot  may  God  guide  and  guard  them  to  do 

what  it  rigbl; 

llAj  tbej  harbor  no  raneonr  or  spleen. 
Bat  when  honor  demands  them,  they  TtUiantly  fight, 

T^lf  the  great  men  tliat  Ireland  has  seen.     Obo^. 


Tha  Danoe  at  the  Battery  Park. 

(BBC  by  J.  S.  VurptiT.  o(  Morphr  A  xack. 

Oopniffht.  W%  by  A.  J.  f  «jer. 

9hM  Mostc  of  tJila  or  any  ottoer  soDg,  kept  constantly 

CBhSd.  and  win  be  sent  by  as  to  an/ addrwi^ 

jjost  paid,  on  receipt  oC  prtoB^  iBMbtn 

yor  fun,  ft*  sport  and  wierrioMBt,       ■"-  -     -♦;   ,:  ■ 

A<Ue  workhg  hard  all  dar,  ^V  * 

Cl^  ia^m  to  the  I^attery,  tbit's  the  plaos    / 

To  dri»e  doll  sure  away. 
Tb«f  liav«  a  band  of  mnsle  theTS, 

Where  tlie  boys  and  girU  have  a  lark. 
It's  belter  than  Newport  or  Long  Branch, 

The  dance  at  Battery  Park.       .......       , 

Chorus.  '    , 

You'd  split  your  sides  a  langhing. 

To  hear  Crook's  Concert  Band,  ,. 

The  boys  play  concertina's,  '     •    ■' 

.4nd  the  girl*  tliey  look  so  grand;  .       . 

They  danoe  around  like  fairies, 

i4nd  then  connnienoeto  spark, 
It's  better  than  Newport  or  I.ong  Braaoh, 

The  liauoe  at  Battery  Park. 

•  .  ,■•"'*■■-■ 

Ton  never  saw  snoli  a  liappier  lot 

In  the  oours«  of  all  your  life, 
Toung  men  of  twenty  wiih  their  girls. 

The 'working-man  and  his  wife. 
They're  happv  as  if  they  were  kings  and  qoeens, 

T'liey're  bound  to  have  a  lark, 
Wonld  set  you  wild,  lb»  musie  would, 

The  danoe  at  Battery  Park.  CboriH. 

All  classes  are  represented  there 

Every  Tuesday  and  Fridoy  nights,  r 

The  beat  of  order  is  maintained. 

And  not  a  single  flight.  '•  ,  .■  '^^ ;      -  - - 

^    It  is  always  opowded,  yes,  v   7  ^    •     " 

Proiti  SIX  till  after  dark, 
The  pivoter*  and  s)'ivlers  nre  alwsyi  tbtTS. 

To  daoee  at  Battery  Park.  Ohoraa. 


Almonds  Dipped  in  Cream. 

Song  and  Dance,  byJ.  A.  Bogao. 

While  strolling  oat  one  snmmer  evening. 

The  moon  shooe  clear  and  bright ; 
I  caet  a  pretty  darling. 

Whom  I  thoaght  did  please  me  quiet 
Sh4  was  meandering  Ihrongh  the  garden. 

And  when  she  caught  my  eye, 
Sbo  blushed  aud  smiled  so  sweetly. 

Oh  I  thought  I'd  really  die. 
Yes,  she's  the  idol  of  my  heart, 

This  darling  little  fairy. 
And  the  secret  of  love  I  will  impart. 

To  tiiis  luscious  little  queen. 


:i 


CnORCB. 


Peaches,  honey,  jam  and  cream,        (Sym.) 

Is  this  pretty  little  fairy  queen,  (Sym.) 

She's  the  neateut  and  the  sweetest, 

The  fairest  one  I've  seen  ; 

She's  the  prettiest  and  the  wittiest, 

She's  almonds  dipped  in  cream.        (Dance.) 

Next  evening  by  appointment, 

I  called  to  see  thm  daisy. 
To  ask  her  if  she'd  wed  me,  -  ■ 

Aud  share  my  happy  dreams.  '       < 

When  I  told  her  that  I  loved  her, 

And  oKked  her  to  be  mine. 
She  smiled  and  ausweretl  quickly. 

Oh  !  yes,  I  m  truly  thine. 
Yes.  she's  fur  too  sweet  to  live, 

This  pretty  little  beauty. 
And  any  day  my  heart  I'll  give  to  her. 

She's  my  almonds  dipped  in  cream.     Choroa, 


Norah  Johanna  McCarthy.         . 

Written  and  sung  by  P.  J.  Downey, 
Air :    Mary  tLe  pride  Of  the  dairy. 

I  received  an  invite  to  attend  a  large  party. 

1  lie  Ladies  Choice  Soeial,  np  at  fitella  Hall ; 
I  pat  on  my  best  clothes,  white  necktie  and  collar, 

Ping  hat,  with  new  gaiters  to  danoe  at  the  balL 
Of  girls  I  had  plenty  to  go  along  with  ma, 

1  hey  said  I  *as  slways  gay  and  free ; 
1  took  Miss  McCarthy,  so  yoong  and  so  pretty. 

She  swors  at  the  party  the  belle  (he  would  bsw 

Cho«c8.  >... :.vU  ■■■''■',  - 

^       Oh  !  Norah  Johanna  McCarthy, 
. :      She  swore  she'd  be  belle  of  the  party, 

If  any  wdoM  alight,  she  was  rettly  to  fight, 
'  Was  Norah  JOtensa  MCbrthy. 

The  fun  it  oommenoed  with  a  twto  hand  kerttUioo, 

Norah  went  at  it  with  hon,  step  and  Jump, 
EQlfeallier  he  tripped  her,  on  I  boys  whata  rnetien, 

Norab's  |H>or  body  received  a  great  bnnp. 
Her  legs  they  flew  up,  she  had  on  striped  stockings. 

She  oounoed  off  her  bustle,  her  heaa  hit  the  wall. 
Oh  !  boys,  she's  a  ripper,  cried  old  Paddy  Coldwell, 

You  he,  said  O'Brien,  she's  the  belie  of  the  ball. 

.  .  Chorus. 

Come,  boys,  cried  oat  Norah,  it's  time  for  thesnpper. 

Hold  on,  said  Miss  Dunn,  you're  an  hour  too  soon  ; 
Oh  !  boys,  cried  uut  Norah.  to  me  she's  dictating. 

Look  out,  and  I'll  gouge  her  eye  out  with  a  spoon. 
It's  then  that  the  Connelly  s.  O'Brien's  and  Donnelly's, 

Pagan's  the  IJagan's  for  help  they  did  call ; 
With  sleeves  to  the  muscle,  she  pulled  off  her  bustle. 

Oh !  boys,  cried  out  Paddy,  she'll  murder  usalk 

Chorus. 


The  Old  Log  Cahin  by  the  Stream- 

MUBlc  published,  and  copyright,  18TT,  by  R.  A.  Saalfleld. 

Tbe  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  wlU  be  sent  ny  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price.  40  cents. 

There  is  a  little  cabin  by  the  stream  where  I  was  boro, 

A  home  I  never  more  again  may  see, 
Twas  there  the  lark  and  robin  told  their  love's 

at  early  mom, 
Aad  lifc  was  all  a  dream  of.  Joy  to  ma. 


The  liiughiog  strsam  went  singing  on  its  merry 

joyous  way, 
It  seemed  hbs  dietnnt  music  in  a  dream. 
The  roes  and  Uf  twined  their  leaves, 

the  birds  sang  all  tbe  day 
To  glad  mj  bumble  eabin  by  the  siream. 
CuoKUS. 
Tbe  laogliiag  stream  went  singingon  its  merry 

joyous  way 
It  seemed  like  distant  music  in  a  dream. 
The  roee  and  lily  twined  their  leaves, 

the  birds  sang  all  the  day, 
'  To  glad  my  hnmble  cabin  by  the  stream. 

'Tis  many  years  ago  I  lived  in  roy  dear  old  eabin  home 

When  youth  and  pleasure  danoed  opon  the  lea. 
Those  days  hnve  faded  long  ago,  while  far  away  I  roam, 

In  lands  that  have  no  pleasant  scenes  for  ni^. 
The  flowers  may  bloom  the  birds  may  sing 

my  heart  is  lone  and  sad 

The  golden  sun  in  radiant  beauty  bean>s, 
But  memory  turns  to  early  days  to  make  the 

bosom  glad 

The  lowly  cabin  by  the  laughing  stream.     Chorus. 

Let  scenes  of  joy  come  shining  on,  they  have 

110  eharma  for  me, 
My  heart  still  dwells  on  old  forgotten  days  ; 
No  more  I'll  see  the  roees  blooming  on  the  sunny  lea. 

Or  hear  the  wild  bird  s  sweet  and  gentle  lay. 
Oh  I  let  me  soon  return  to  meet  my  friends  of  long  sga, 

Their  voices  eome  like  music  in  a  dream. 
The  clouds  of  sorrow  on  my  heart  bang  heavy  and  low, 
Oh  I  give  me  back  my  eabin  by  the  stream.     Cho. 
^  lai  ^ 
The  Broken  Strin^d  Banjo  That 
Hangi  on  the  Wall- 
Biy  WllUe  WUdwave.  sung  by  John  McGulre,  th« 

SUver  toned  vocalist,   and  Master  Frank  Gordon. 

There  it  hangs  in  the  comer  the  last  nail  on  the  waJtl, 
The  broken-stringed  banjo  idolised  by  us  all, 
Tho  faded  and  useless  it  now  may  appear. 
Still  in  fond  memory,  'tis  held  ever  dear. 
Reminding  us  of  one  who  has  now  passed  away, 
Dear  darling  grandpa,  so  merry  light  and  gay, 
And  tho'  lerl  all  alone,  'tis  cherished  by  us  all, 
Tbe  broken-stringed  banjo  that  bAsgs  on  the  waS, 
Cbobdb. 

As  he'd  sit  by  tbe  door  Uie  banjo  he'd  bang, 
Awakening  the  piskitatioo  with  bis 
""-  twang,  twang,  twan^;, 

Many  happy  hours  oar  spirits  he'd  enthrall. 
With  tbe  brolceo^truigea  banjo  that  hsngs 

dn  the  wall, 

If  that  banjo  ooold  speak  it  wonld  eall  for  tbe  hand, 
"thu  woke  it  to  Itfs  la  a  sanay  soathero  land, 
S  wonld  tell  of  the  songs  of  old  it  used  to^play, 
At  eve,  when  the  darkies  qnit  work  for  the  day. 
It  saag  the  praise  of  Dixie  and  good  old  Tennessee 
It  taught  the  colored  people  that  yet  they 

would  be  free, 
But  the  hand  that  woke  its  echoes  is  gone 

past  recall. 
The  broken-stringed  banjo  that  hangs  on  the  wal^ 

Chorus. 


tm-*—-i 


I'm  so  Olad. 

Camp  meetln  song  by  Harry  Kemell.  ^: 


■%■ 


I  am  so  glad,  I  sm  so  glad,  ^ ' 

When  old  ship  Zion  was  passing  by,  *•  •' 

I  am  so  glad,  oh,  you  will  land  on  de  Canaan  shore 

You  rise  up  in  de  morning, 

ilnd  you  look  up  yonder  in  de  sky  ;  .^. . 

And  there  you  see  the  eagle's  nest,     . 

.^nd  jar  de  young  ones  cry  ; 

I  am  so  glad  you  git  to  glory  bywutd^bj. 

If  you  get  over  to  Jordon,  v  ^  ■■  '  V    >'■   -   ," " 

ilnd  you  don't  see  me  over  dar ; 

Send  me  a  ring  for  a  token  of  70a  loraf     '  ,: ; 

Likewise  a  loca  of  your  bair.      -,,  _  .    . 

I  look  way  over  yonder,  '■■'    ■    '    "•..'■ 

And  what  yau  'spect  I  see?  ^ 

A  mat  bi>;  angel  on  de  boom  ofasbip^         * 

A  beekoning  along  to  me, 

I  am  so  glad. 

You  get  to  Joi<dan  by-and-bj. 


TIIJE:    SINOGRS'    JOI7BIVAE.. 
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Letfe  not  Tour  Kathleen- 

Br  A.  a  CbMe.      Music  by  Prank  H.  King. 

Coprnghtim,  and  pubUshed  by  D.  p.  Faulds. 

Tbe  Music  of  tlilB  or  any  other  bodct,  kf  pt  constantly 

on  li&nd,  HKl  will  be  aent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paU,  on  receipt  ot  price  40  ceatfi. 

Oh  !  leare  not  your  KatlilMn,  to  erost  tli«  dark  sea. 

For  sha  will  be  lonely,  site  earet  but  fur  Ibee, 

Th«  aeenes  that  were  bright  will  fade  from  her  view  ; 

Oh  I  say  yoa'U  not  leave  me  for  seenea  tbat  aie  new. 

Oh  I  why  do  you  leave  the  land  of  your  birlh, 

The  sweet  land  of  •hsmroek,  the  lioine  of  your  youth, 

'Tit  an  emerald  that  glistens  in  the  bright 

a iin light's  gleam, 
Whefl  away  you'll  forget  her  and  your  darling  Kathleen 

Oh !  leave  not  your  Knthlf  en.  your  own  Colleen  Bawn, 
She'll  be  broken  lienrted  when  fioMi  her  yon  regone, 
Her  eyes  will  grow  dim,  the  smile  lose  its  beam, 
'I  he  blush  on  her  lisir  eheek  will  lose  its  soft  gleam. 
Oh!  stay  by  her  side  and  pass  tlie  sweet  hours. 
Together  will  wander  in  Killsmey's  green  bow'rs, 
Ohl  think  not  from  Erin  tlteres  a  far  brighter  scene, 
And  leave  not  her  shores  and  your  darling  Kathleen. 

Oh  !  haye  you  forgotten  yur  d<  ar  Colleen  Bawn, 
And  the  days  when  we  sirclled  on  the  beaeh 

and  the  lawu ; 
'Twas  then  yon  first  told  me  of  loves  winning  pow'rs, 
When  beside  the  still  stream  we  plucked  the 

wild  flowers. 
And  now  you  would  leave  me  to  wander  afur. 
And  forget  year  own  Kathleen  and  Erin  go  Bragh  ; 
No  kind  heart  will  cheer  her  if  now  we  must  sever, 
When  you  part  from  your  Kathleen  we're 

>...,.,..  parted  forever. 


Waltsinghaia  MoSweeney  the  Gay  Cavalier. 

Words  by  Jim  Campbell.      Music  by  Cbas  Dockstader. 

Sung  witb  Unmense  success  by  James  O'Nell. 

Copyright  1879,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 

Tb«  MuslO  18  publlsbed  m  elegant  Utboerapbed  tlUe 

pace  by  Mrs  Pauline  Lleder,  60  CbaLham  Streec, 

- 1  wlU  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet  paid  on 

receipt  of  price,  40  cent*. 


and' 


I'm  Waltjdngham  MeSweeney, 

A  man  well  known  to  fame, 
Pm  a  shining  light  at  all  the  eluba,        '. 

I'm  a  man  of  pluck  and  game. 
I'm  the  best  known  mnn  on  Broadway, 

On  aeeonnt  of  my  form  and  face. 
And  the  stylish  way  I  carry  myself,  ' 

With  a  walk  of  air  and  grace.    _      '''-■'■'■'' --'i.'--''- 
Tm  tlje  one  yon  d»n't  help  notice^       ■     '.,V^ 

I'm  a  man  of  splendid  parU,     :^-  .  \^-  ^,  ;.  . 
I've  a  high-born  educaiion,  "  ' '  ^/   -"       V?  ' 

I'm  deoompluhed  in  all  the  arts,     ,  /^ 
I  ean  swim  like  Captain  Boynton,  '']        ..  '' 

I  can  walk  a  Highland  fling, 
I  can  pull  a  boat  with  Hanlon, 

I'm  a  crack  shot  on  the  wing.  f 

CiiOKCfl.  v-,  '■    ^.l;, 

Wnltziugham  MoSweeny, 

That's  the  cognomen  I  bear, 
The  ladies  admire  my  pretty  shape,         '  v  ;i    : 

And  aristocratie  air, 
The  swells  they  nil  gel  jealous,  T  / 

When  the  dashing  gi'ls  at  me  Icar,^  .  * 
For  my  graceful  glide  in  the  ballroom, 

I'm  called  the  gay  cavalier.  :       , 

I'm  a  great  pedestrian  walker, 

My  record  dates  far  back,  ,'_'' ,'.  ,  :^ 

I'd  be  sure  lo  beat  O'Leary,  ;    -.:';;';■ 

If  thhye'd  let  me  on  the  track.;  ;.■ 
I'm  known  at  all  the  races. 

My  bets  are  all  the  boast, 
I  can  always  name  the  winding  borte',       '    ' . 

liefore  lie  leaves  the  post.  '':    ■.■:*" 

All  politicians  seem  to  know  me,  '      ,•?,./. 

They  shake  my  hsnd  with  piide,      '  ''  ; 'W  j  : 
For  Ihcy  know  my  great  influence         -'  ^f-  J, 

In  election*  tarn  the  lide.  •v"j''"    ,   ^.^ 

All  the  Congress  men  and  Senators,      '' 
.     Admire  me  everywhere. 
An'.   Walliinjjham  MeSweeney, 

Some  say  will  be  your  Mayor.  Chorus. 


At  Ilockaway  or  Long  Branch, 

I'm  great  Mogul  of  all ; 
And  the  landlords  of  the  big  hotels 

Tliey  fight  to  have  me  call.  .  i.^ 

.ilnd  all  the  liatliers  upon  the  beaeh,  *!•, 

Tiiey  watch  me  do  the  grand,  t?,^ 

And  the  Lords  and  Dukes  and  ladies  ^||^    '^•.'  'f 

Feel  prond  to  shake  mv  hand.  '  *;vj> 

When  I  walk  out  in  my  balhing-taitt  'J 

And  step  upon  the  beaeh,  f 

The  o^iera-gUsses  are  levelled  at  mt, 

AtfuM  the  eye  can  reach, 
And  yonr  Lords  and  Dukes  are  known  whM^ 

Like  a  flower  tliey  fade  away. 
When  Waltaingham  MeSweeney, 

Steps  into  the  boiling  sea.  ChMiia. 


Cjy;.::j:\-'^--    Sound  dat  Banrjo.  "  ■f-;^';-;' X,;;: 

..^  " ;'  PLARTATIOK  JlTBILIl  BOVQ.  v!  '     ..  ^    C^.. 

Words  and  Music  by  Donly. 

Copyrtgbt  187>,  and  publlsbed  by  B.  H.  Harding. 

The  Music  of  tills  or  any  otber  song,  kept  constantly 

on  Land,  and  will  l>e  sent  by  ns  to  any  address, 

post  p.ald,  on  receipt  ol  price,  40  ceats. 


I.* 

'X' 
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Music  floating  round  ths  rooiil«  ;. 

Sound  dat  barnjo ; 
Speos  it  am  a  serafnme, 

Sonnd  dat  barnio,  ehiU'enl    ,!.■ 
Brudders  open  wide  de  do ; 

Sound  dat  barnjo ! 
Ual-le-lu  for  evermo'. 

While  dey  sound  de  old  barnjo.    yV  .  ■ 

CiioRira.  •■..;"■■";,■■"'■-•,,'/■:•■ 

Sound  dat  barnjo  I  beat  dat  bannol 

I'ompey  pick  a  jubilo  on  de  old  oremanjs, 
Sound  dat  barnjo  I  ,    ..._ 

Let  me  slide  way  on  lo  glory, 
Hannah  swar  you  love  me,  _-         ,_    ..  '.". 

To  de  sound  of  dat  barnjo  f     '       ;.■•       .i  \ 

Dis  yar  joy  will  bruise  me  dead,  ,  (  ;•      \ 

Sound  dat  barnjo !  -•.  ,"r    %. 

Specs  I'se  haunted  in  my  bead,  ^       ■       ^ 

Sound  dat  barnj6, ehillen  I  ':  .  '  , '"  ,.- 

I  is  eatin'  golden  cream.  Si;    '    ■  ■  ,: 

Sound  dat  barnjo  I  ■ '^'  ";  /    "  K^  !•■';■  '• ' 

I  is  dreamin'  diamond  dream,      ■'  v        i-  >  -^  ^. 

While  dey  sound  de  old  bamjoi.  Chorus. 

Sbont  de  old  plantation  song, 

Sound  dat  barnjo !  ■   '    v     \^;;<^    ''^■y 

I  can't  hold  to  pieces  long,  .,:".. 

Sound  dat  bain^.  ehillen  I  '  .-  ^  ,:'  .' v^  ;  '-'- 
Troo'  my  head  dersperita  wliis,        --i: '■  o;  /^  - ' 

Sound  dut  barnjo  I  *'.'  ^  ^    "    '    ■ ' 

Don't  rememoc-r  who  I  is. 

While  dey  »ound  de  old  barnjo. 


Spoken  :  Tse,  sad  when  I  say  a  word  bssk,  tksy 
shout,  lo«k  ont  for  it,  it  s  testhin'  I"  and  than  again 
•ernes  the  eonnndmm—  Ciisnie. 

Tbsy  asked  how  long  I  walked  alone. 

And  say  "when  were  yon  eanned,'' 
And  hint,  I'd  look  much  better  if 

Upon  my  bead  I'd  sUnd  ; 
And  as  around  the  square  I  walk, 

W  ith  glove  and  cane  and  pip% 
I  hear  them  whisper  ev'ry  where, 

"  I  wonder  il  it's  ripe  I'** 

Spoken  ;  Yes,  and  tbey  wank  to  know  if  Pm 
natural  or  artifieial,  and  how  many  of  me  there  an 
in  a  bnnoh,  and  wether  I'm  good  raw  1  But  above 
all,  they  wildly  ask —  ChoTit. 


^«#»*s 


A  Recitation. 


SooMbody's  Darling. 


By  Terenoo  B.  CBrtso. 


Cbonis. 


■'.  1 
..■J 


What  is  It 


COtllC  CnARACTKB  SOKO.  .     .-, 

Words  and  Music  by  Donly.        ■  "     ■ 

Music  pub,  &  Copyright  1679,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

Tbe  Music,  of  this  or  any  otber  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

IK)st  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 


It's  very  strange  indeed,  to  me. 

That  go  where'er  I  may,  ^^   ■'■       ,      ^  . 

So  many  remarks  I  hear  ■    ->'    * 

./Ibont  me  every  day. 
'Twas  but  last  night  upon  the  street,        ' 

My  style  the  boys  did  quiz, 
.^nd  one  says  "you  can  have  it,  pards,    .     '/ 
.\  If  you  guess  what  it  is ! " 

Spoken  :  As  soon  as  they  saw  me,  theyshonted, 
"  Here  it  comes  !"  and  as  i  approaehed  they  all  be- 
gan to  sing  ,— 

Chobttb. 
'Tnas  in  the  park,  a  lively  mob 

At  me  did  lalk  and  stare, 
.,^1  wonder  if  it's  loaded,  and 
".;  ;.    If  tl  at'»  si!  it's  own  hair." 
'     II*  lives,  it  breathes,"  one  ehap  did  say. 
Its  piiUc  is  all  serine, 
.^pproaeliin^  me,  "old  krank"  saysbs, 
I'll  see  th^t  you're  kept  green  I" 


Into  a  ward  of  tbe  whitewashed  walls, 

Where  the  dead  and  the  dying  lay, 
Wounded  by  bayoneU,  shells  and  balls. 
Somebody's  darling  was  borne  one  day. 
'     Somebody's  darling,  so  yoong  sod  so  bnTs, 
^  Wearing  still  on  his  pale  sweet  faos— 

Soon  to  be  hid  by  the  dust  of  the  gravs — 
The  lingering  light  of  bis  boyhood's  greee. 

Matted  and  damp  are  the  enrla  of  fold. 

Kissing  the  snow  of  that  fur  yooof  brow  ; 
Pale  are  the  lips  of  delisate  mold. 

Somebody's  darling  is  dying  now. 
Back  from  the  beauuful  bhis-veinad  Ams, 

Brush  every  wandering  silken  tbrsed. 
Cross  bis  hands  as  a  sign  of  gnot. 

Somebody  s  darling  is  still  and  deed. 

Eias  him  once  for  somebody's  sske. 

Murmur  a  prayer  so  soft  and  low. 
One  bright  eurl  from  tbe  oloster  tak«^ 

They  were  somebody's  pride  you  I 
Somei>ody't  hand  hath  rested  there. 

Was  it  a  mother's  soft  and  whits ; 
.^nd  have  the  lips  of  •  sister  &ir. 

Been  baptised  in  ihoee  wares  of  l%ht. 

''■    God  knows  best,  hs  was  somsbedy's  leva. 
Somebody's  heart  enshrined  him  Ibeie, 
Somebody  waAsd  hia  name  aboTs, 

Night  and  morn  on  the  wings  of  prayer. 
Somebody  wept  when  he  marched  away. 
Looking  so  handsome  brave  and  grand, 
-  8oqiebody*s  ki-«  on  his  forehead  lay, 
Somebddy  cli::;j;  lo  his  parting  head. 

'    Somebody's  watshing  and  wkitiog  tat  him. 
Yearning  to  bold  him  again  to  her  heart, 
Tbsre  be  lies  with  ilie  Iblns  syss  dim. 
And  the  smiling  ehild'iiks  lips  apart. 
'   Tenderly  bury  IIh;  fair  young  dead, 
I'auMog  to  drop  on  his  grave  a  tear, 
Carve  on  the  wooden  slab  at  his  head, 
"  Somebody's  darliog  lie's  buried  hsie." 


ii 


^M***-! 


Jnbilee  Singert. 

Words  and  by  T.  M.  Hengler. 

Dedicated  to  the  Dig  Poor  Mlnstrcls. 

We're  the  jubileers,  and  we  come  from  Tttnn  disss. 

We're  on  the  skirmish  to  see  wha*  we  ean  see,  (ayu!) 
We'll danoeand  sing,  and  cut  de  pigeon  wing]  (tyn!) 
Vow  all  of  you  shout  and  make  your  voioes  ring. 

Chobub. 
Yes,  we're  tbe  jubilee  singers. 
From  Tennessee,  from  'lenoeasee. 
As  happy  as  ean  be.  i 

The  lively  nightingale  warblers, 
JoBt  arrived  from  Tennessee. 

Ws're  gwine  to  bs  merried  bright  sod  esrly 

in  de  moi^ 

(•ym.). 

Now  raise  yonr  voices  and  blow  de  bogle  born,  (eyas.) 
Tell  all  de  colored  folks  dai  you  ean  see,        (sym.) : 
To  come  and  join  de  wedding  of  de  ginad  jttViI^      . 


il 
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TITE    SJIVOIBRS'    JOrRIVAI.. 


THE  LATEST 

PaWuhed  by  Mrs-  Fanline  Lieder, 
60  Chatham  Street         -^v 

"The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet," Pratt. 

"The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet,"— Walta Pratt 

•'  Sweet  Amerikay," Yotinter. 

"The  Old  Bench  near  the  Mill Speck. 

"  Mary  Ann  Kehoe  " Powen, 

"  Take  me  Back  to  my  Dear  Old 

Soathern  Home Speck. 

"Angel Mother,  Watch  for  me, " Pratt 

"  The  Night  I  Learned  to  Swim" Powers. 

«  Lay  My  Head  Beneath  a  Roee," Straight 

"  The  Lost  Jewol," Blunt 

"^ennilesa  and  Poor," Yonnker. 

"  Silver  Bells  are  Ringing 

away  up  in  in  de  Sky. Yonnker. 

"  The  Irish  Volnnteens," Yonnker. 

"  McCarthy's  Boarding  House," Powers. 

"  New  Years  Day" Powers. 

FORTY  CENTS  EACH,  or  any  3  PIECES  S1,00. 

Bent  postpaid,  by  the  Publisher,  on  receipt  of 
price.  To  be  had  at  any  music  store  in  the  IT.  S. 
Write  to  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder  for  anything  iu  the 
line  of  Music 

60  CflATHAM  ST£££T,  N.  7. 

"NO  WORK," 

BT  HED.  STRAIGHT. 

Ro  peteon  ehonkl  fail  to  get  the  words  tad  mmde  of 
this  beaotifQl  song  and  ehoms,  if  (bey  have  aol 
•hready  go4  it,  also  the— 

NO   WORK    WALTL 

rUs  song  and  waltz  have  on^  bMn  before  the 
public  a  few  months,  and  Vf  the  immense  sale  of 
ttie  First  Edition,  I  was  ftmjed  in  an  loivediUa 
short  space  of  time  to  iasne  the 

And  now.  (thanks  to  the  mfldeal  poMIe  fagCMBiI) 
I  am  already  obliged  to  isne  the 

THntDEDinON. 

It  is  now  being  performed  by  the  varions  orob> 
estras  in  and  out  of  the  city,  and  being  sung  by 
quite  a  number  of  cm  leading  Toealists  with  im< 
menae  success. 

The  "  No  Work  Waltz,"    was  played  the  balance 

of  the  summer  months  ever  since  its  issue  at  the 

SUBF  PAVILLION,  Rocka way  Beach, 

By  Prof,  J.  Carbery  and  Orchestra,  and  elicited  the 
kind  comments  of  an  appreciative  public.  Which 
we  can  only  say  it  merited.  The  mnsic  being 
one  of  the  finest  melodies  which  the  old  and  well 
known,  Immensely  popular  NED  STRAIGHT 
has  composed. 

Sent  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents  each. 

Since  I  got  on  the  Police. 
By  J  ■  L.  Feeney,  Sung  by  Sheehan  and  Jones. 

I  am  officer  Terrence  Malone, 

I'm  known  as  the  bmve  policoman, 
Pm  known  to  the  thieves,  and  their  plans  I  deoeiTS^ 

They  keep  out  of  my  way  if  they  oan. 
Pm  honest  and  true,  and  my  duty  I  do, 

A  prisoner  I  never  release  ; 
Tour  attention  I  crave,  I  have  beoome  biaTS, 

Since  I  got  on  the  police. 


Ohoeus. 
With  my  new  derby  hat  and  brand  new  cravat, 

A  big  Piccadilly  of  course  ; 
My  frieiuls  they  all  say,  whom  I  meet  every  tlay, 

I'm  the  best  looking  "  cop  "  on  tho  force 

I'm  spoken  with  praise,  nud  soou  shall  be  raised, 

A  captain  some  day  I  will  bo  ; 
And  I  want  you  to  know,  wherever  I  go, 

I'm  received  with  great  ccurtesy.  '    , 

I'm  ndver  afraid  to  make  a  raid, 

My  bravery  seems  to  increase  ; 
And  the  boys,  do  yon  see,  nil  skip  'way  from  me. 

Since  I've  got  on  the  police.  Chorus. 

I'm  as  solid  as  I  can  with  the  Alderman, 

He'd  do  anything  for  my  sake  ; 
And  the  Commissioners  all  agree,  whom  I 

know  personally, 
^     That  I  a  fine  Snperintendant  would  make, 
Pm  known  by  them  all  at  the  City  HaU, 

My  influence  will  never  decrease  ; 
When  I  get  in  a  row,  I'm  somebody  now. 
Since  I  got  on  the  police.  Chorus. 


Work  With  a  WUl. 

Hotto  Son;.         Words  and  Music  bj  Harry  Percy. 
Copyright,  1S78,  by  C.  M.  Cady. 

The  Music  ot  tlilsor  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  l)y  ua  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  or  price,  so  cents. 

We've  many  bye-words  of  the  day,  ,  ,,        . 

Of  course  you'll  not  deny. 
As  most  of  them  have  been  in  song. 

To  find  one  more  I'll  try. 
A  tho't !  I  have  it  right  away. 

You  see  my  mind's  not  still ;    ^,  ■  ' 

My  new  by»-word  is  simply  this^  '  - 

"  Work  on,  work  vkithti  will." 

■  ^'■:l.:y-'i' n  CHoacs. 
Work,  work,  work  with  a  will 
Never  despair,  never  keep  still. 
Bat  work,  work,  work  with  a  will, 
Striving  to  get  up  the  hilh 

Yon've  seen  "  the  little  buy  be%  . 

Improve  each  shining  hour,  •.    . 

In  gath'ring  honey  all  the  day,     - 

From  ev'ry  op'ning  flowsr, 
It  never  fails  to  find  employ,  .  r<,.. 

Is  ne'er  known  to  be  still,     '  ^ 

See,  there's  a  good  example,  be^t. 

So  work,  work  with  a  wiU. 

Now  there's  the  little  spider  toe, 

Weftving  its  web  alono^ 
.   Bo  diligent  in  work"  it  is,        ,  ^  • 

It  ne'er  acts  like  the  dxM4i  '■':' 
Bat  in  its  home  thus  ssl&fnepsrod. 

Its  mission  to  fulfill. 
Its  motto  also,  ever  is, 

"  Work  on,  work  with  a  wilL" 
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Perhaps  upon  the  road  of  life. 

You  oft  a  man  will  find. 
Who  needs  more  courage  for  the  strife^ 

Tho'  not  to  sloth  inclined. 
Speak  to  him  a  few  cheering  words; 

For  kindness  ne'er  can  kill. 
Your  words  will  have  some  good  efieot, 

Bell  work,  yes,  with  a  wilL  Chorus. 


Take  me  Back  to  my  Dear  old  Southern  Home> 

8ong  with  echo  chorus.  Dedicated  to  T.  Watt  of  Barlem. 

Sung  with  great  success  by  Ike  Wilson,  the  popular 

old  negro  delineator. 

Words  by  Frank  Asblelgb.  Music  by  Samuel  H.  Speck. 
copyright  1879,  by  Mre.  Patillne  Ueder. 

The  Music  ot  this  song  is  published  in  elegant  litho- 
graphed title  page,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lloder,  60  Chat- 
bam  Street,  wlu  be  sent  to  any  address,  post 
paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  40  cents. 


Give  me  baek  ray  dear  old  home      '■ 

That  I  uied  to  love  so  well,  ^ 

In  the  dear  old  •nnny  south  so  far  away. 
Where  the  breese  u  soiUy  sighifig  thro*  the 

tree*  every  night, 

.^nd  the  mooking-bird  singa  sweet  tli«  live  loag  day. 


Take  m«  baek,  oh  !  take  me  baek  to  that 

old  ikmiliar  «pot, 
.^nd  tbro'  the  eotton  fieTdt,  oTi !  let  me  roam  ; 
Fur  I'm  old  and  feeble  and  before  1  leave  tliia  land, 
Let  nie  see  once  more  my  dear  old  eoutbem  home. 
r.^7y;^;      ClIORCa. 

Toke  me  baek,  take  me  baek. 

Take  me  back  to  my  dear  old  (outhein  home  ; 

Take  me  back,  take  mo  back, 

lake  me  back  to  my  dear  old  loutheru  home. 

They  were  happy,  happy  times,  at  the  old 

plantation  home, 
Wben  at  night  we  would  play  tlie  old  banjo ; 
I  was  a  pieauinny  and  my  heart  was  light  and  gay. 

But  the  days  tho'  short  they  seem  are  long^  ago. 
I've  traveled  the  wide  world  o'er,  and  in  dittant 

lands  have  rosined, 
But  the  dear  old  sunny  south  I  love  the  beit, 
Take  me  back  and  leave  me  there  in  my  dear 

old  southern  home. 
In  the  dear  sweet  sunny  south  lay  me  to  rest. 

Chorus. 

We  may  never  meet  again,  for  my  lime  is  drawing  n««r. 

When  I'll  have  to  leave  this  earth  for  evermore  ; 
So  then  take  ma  back  to  die  in  the  dear  old 

sunny  anulh. 

Where  my  wife  and  children  have  been  laid  before. 
Old  maasa  and  old  Miasus  they  were  olwsy*  kind  lo  me, 

But  they've  both  gone  lo  that  better  land  I  know, 
Where  no  care,  no  grief,  nor  pain,  eomes  to 

cloud  their  aged  brow, 

To  that  bright  and  happy  land  I  long  to  go, 


•-••k-^ 


Why  art  Thoa  so  Strange  to  Me. 
By  Frank  J,  Martin,  to  m:  friend  Sdward  Banger. 

Won't  you  tell  me  why  so  tad,  love  I 

Tell  me  has  your  heart  been  wronged,  ''vi""-'' 
Smile  onee  more  and  nnake  ni«  glad,  lev*, 

That  auile  for  which  I  oft  have  longed. 
Am  I  from  your  heart  now  banished. 

Or  am  I  itill  the  same  to  thee ;  :'  . ' ;. 

Has  your  love  for  ni«  all  vmnithed,       -  -' 

Why  art  Ihoa  so  strange  tome.      "    '"      '  * 
(R*P«at  last  two  lines.) 
Cbobus. 
Won't  you  tell  ja*  why  so  sad,  IotsJI')*    .  ;  *, 

Have  I  been  unkind  to  thee ;  ^>.    • 

Answer  dearest,  make  me  glad,  I«v%.  ',><     >,  .    j. 

Why  art  (boQ  so  strange  to  ■•. 

K  -•  -,j;.^.       ■■■> 
Why  that  frown  upon  your  feoe,  Jovs;       .  ;^   ,  .: 

Why  those  tear-^rops  in  thine  eyo»        .',';" 
Oaee  to  me  yon  mad*  a  tow,  love,     .r.t-  '    '     1< 

In  tboe«  happy  day*  gon*  by.        "•  ^- "  •:      **' 
Thinklnsr  of  thee,  I  am  ever,  -'f;.  ; :  "  * 

I  ean love  none  else  but  thee;       ,"^.^'.  .  *  '• 
Matt  these  tie*  of  friendship  aerer,   '        '"•  C  - : 

Why  art  thou  so  strange  to  me.      "■'' " '     ■^' 
(R«peat  last  two  lines.) 
Chorus. 
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The  Two  EccentrioB. 

Bung  by  Manchester  and  Jennings. 

Good  evening  to  you  one  and  all,       ^  . ; 

We're  glad  to  find  you  well  I 
Coineidenoe*  will  happen. 

And  of  one  we're  going  to  telL  "'  •>" 

We  were  slaves  once  in  the  sunny  Sootbi 

But  the  war  ha*  set  us  fi-ee ; 
We're  now  elected  oongrsssma^  ..:,..  • 

From  (fas  Bt«te  of  Tennessee.    "       r^ 

.  •»•/"' .  ■■•■  • :-  Chobcs. 

Oh!  yes,  we  are,    (Sym.)    a*  yon  can  aee,    (Sym.) 
U*  two  elected  congressmen  from  the  State  of  Tinnss«ii 

An  invitation  we've  juet  received,        ;■  ■.■!.■.->'..  i'i 

Extended  by  the  Sam,  .  ;     ^vj-:  ,■ ,. 

To  address  a  large  assemblage  >'..  *    ■' , 

.41ong  with  Pat  MeOann. 
We're  •topping  at  the  Fifth  AveaM^ 

The  (government  pay*  the  §m. 
For  u*  two  elected  eongreeemen 

That  come*  from  Tenneesss.  <Aorus. 
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TbB  LoBt  Inheritance. 


comKCXD. 


Oat  of  the  darkneas  a  voice  liad  seemed  to  iaene, 
ft  ToiM  low  and  aaaTo,  which  had  addrecsed  him 
ll,as_"Oood  eveniag.  Sir  Richard  Cairl"   . 

Ue  awnng  round  on  hi*  Leel  Thin,  as  Li«  cyea 
reaUd  on  Ihe  face  of  the  pera<  u  "Uo  had  eoailently 
foUowwi  him,  he  fell  UoU  •  step,  excUiu.'og,  in  an 
^Vpp  ba  opaM  not  at  the  moment  oontrgl,  *'  Qnmk 
UMTen  I— Maria  Daggett !"         v  A     ;;■  j;. } 

,-/.  -•';';■:■:'■■  >;.•,  CHAPTER  IX.    ■  ^--'^     "''-'■"■■■ 

two  urriBTtnrs. 

Kehard  Hepbom'a  outward  chowof  eonetemft- 
lion  wae  but  momect.r^.  fcl>«dily  l-.dign£ition  at 
the  impertinence  ol  hia  )/.«  lu^tber'a  companjon 
thus  oddn-aeing  him  to<\-.  i'^Z  •,>lace. 

NeTcr  hod  Ibo  \.-oman  bear,  a  fLrorite  of  hu; 
and  now,  nith  atenneas  one  and  ex,;rc»aion,  ha 
aaid,  "  Miaa  Daggett,  i-iaj  i>3  whiit  right  do^  you 
acooat  me  thus." 

Mure  -r.pidly  iSan  hia  had  the  companion  s  bear- 
ing chonged.  Tho  trinrnpLan',  gleam  of  ecnaoioua 
power  in  her  cyaa  gavo  place  :o  aa  cxprcsaron  of 
apologetic  humility.  1  ho  erect  back  aaeuajed  the 
ahght  aloop  indicative  of  the  humility  of  a  depen- 
dant. „      TT      V  II 

'•  I  beg   ten   thousand  pardona,   Mr.  Hepburn, 
•he  murmur«d,  uilh  ocntritioo.     "  I  ought  to  have 
been  more  coulioua.      I  ahouW   have  remembared 
that  of  ouurse  yon  would  not  wiah  >our  right  nama 
to  be  known  here." 

*'  Here  !"  repeated  Richard  Hepburn,  hia  browa 
contraeting,  but  tlie  dangerous  oonsequencea  of  this 
unlucky  encounter  alealing  back  upon  him.  "  May 
1  a*k  how  you  know  the  name  you  have  uaed  to  b« 
mine?" 

••  Mow?"— and  Maria  Daggett  raieed  her  browa 
in  tlie  moat  innocent  aurpri«e.  "  How  could  I,  Mr. 
Hepburn,  but  from  your  dear  mother  f  fehe  waa 
very  kind  to  me.  I  was  an  orphan,  friendleee, 
relaliunlets,  and  aha  honored  me  with  her  con- 
fidence." .       ,       ,     , 

*'  My  mother  told  you  T"  ejaculated  the  young 
man  in  surprioe,  and  looliing at  tho apeaker  steadily. 

Hia  gaze  woa  not  aa  ataadily,  a«  Maria  Daggett 
niurniured.  in  a  low,  flute-like  voice,  the  one  word— 
'•  Everyliiing  1" 

Richard  Tlepburn  drew  back.  Ha  waa  over- 
nheliiied  with  amazement. 

Not  for  a  iiioni«ntdi<.h«  believe  the  companion 'a 
aasereion.     He  jumped  at  once  at  the  trutli. 

Thi*  woman,  whom  ba'had  ever  mistrusted,  had 
played  the  evesdropper,  and  heard  hia  mother's 
recital  mode  to  him. 

lie  never  doubted  this,  for  Lady  Carr  had  de- 
clared that  only  her  uncle  knew  who  they  were 
besides  themselves,  and  the  declaration  had  been 
made  on  her  death-l)ed. 

Tlia  iiicliuation  was  atrongly  upon  him  to  accuse 
Maria  l>ag<;ett  wlih  thia  divpicableact  of  baaeneas, 
but  he  recollected  in  time  that  by  whatever  meana 
slie  had  learned  his  history  it  equally  plaeed  him  in 
her  power. 

I'lie  ihou<;ht  was  not  ngreeable.  The  danger  ha 
had  feared  from  oiM  source  waa  here  cloae  to  him 
from  anKlher. 

Icichard  Hepburn  was  quick  at  perception.  Ho 
xaw  at  once  it  would  Ife  false  move  to  deny  hia 
i.letiliiy.  He  must  di^^cover  whether  the  woman 
was  friend  or  foe,  why  ehe  was  here,  and  if  aho  had 
kept  hia  aecret  up  to  this  moment. 

I  hese  reflections  had  passed  rapidly  through  hia 
brain,  and  now,  with  a  change  in  voice  and  manner 
lie  responded  frankly. 

"  hi  that  eaae,  Miaa  Dageett,  if  my  mother  held 
you  worthy  of  confidence,  I  have  no  fear  at  your 
possessing  mine.  I  waa  ignorant  you  were— a  gueat 
atCarnyston." 

A  vivid  flush  passed  over  the  other's  face.  With 
a  sli;;ht  erection  of  lier  head,  and  a  bitterness  of 
tone  in  which  was  no  acting,  she  answered,  "  The 
world  has  not  treated  me  as  well  aa  you  imagioa 
-ataaa  w«paitad.  Mr.  fiapbnrn,  if  jon  coooeive  me 
a  gueat  of  Miaa  Sidonia  liiddlecomb.  I  am  but  her 
humble  oompanion. 

The  tone  conveyad  mora  «vaa  than  worda,   and 


*a¥e  the  listenar  a  valuable  insight  into  the  speakara 
aentimenla. 

"1  aee,  then,  Misa  Daggett,"  ha  remarked,  smil- 
in~,  "I  am  Ti:t  he  ^nly  one  the  world  treats 
harshly — luay  i  aay  unfairly  ♦  We  have  each  to  . 
o^ijpisin.  as  felluw  sufferers.' 
_  The  C7e3  >f  the  companion  shone  witit  a  aofl«r 
light.  iLer  bosom  heaved.  With  a  wild,  imipul- 
siva,  uncontrollable  passion  she  Invod  the  man  be- 
fore liar,  and  his  worda  of  sjtupaihy  moved  her 
much. 

"  The  question,  Mr.  Hepburn."  the  said,  regard- 
ing him  nxidly,  "  is  whether  our  natures  are  so 
tame  aa  to  quietly  accept  the  lot  the  vorld  bestows 
on  ua.  i  a  your  case,  1  would  net ;  neither  do  I 
think  auch  is  your  disposition." 

Uiohard  Hepburn  started,  and  regarded  Iter 
doubtfully  a  moment  in  silence,  then,  on  gaard, 
said,  "Tardonme,  I  scarcely  catch  your  mean- 
ingi" 

The  o.:mpanion  smiled. 

"Scarcely,   but  almost,  Mr.  Hepburn,"  aha  re- 

J'oined,  ''  or  you  would  not  bo  liere,   I  fancy,   under 
oaiah  biddlocomb's  roof.      You  would  win  teak 
that  of  which   you   have  been  robb«d.      la  it  not 

80?' 

"  Robbed  r" 

"Robbed— tricked— cheated!"   ecclaimed  Maria' 
Daggett,  energetically.      "  Did  I  not  tell  you  your 
mother  confided  to  me  everything?" 

"  My  pocr  mother,"  remarked  the  young  man, 
ahakiog  his  head  sadly,  "  was  devoted  to  her  hus- 
band, and  could  believe  no  ill  in  him." 

"Jloddoyou?  Do  you,  Mr.  Hepburn,  believe 
him  guilty  of  ruining  the  son  he  loved^-of  commit- 
ting the  crime  of  nhich  he  was  charged?''  she  de- 
manded, with  singular  furce  and  energy. 

For  a  moment  ahe  had  furgolton  herself  in  him. 
Her  tall,  full  figure  was  drawn  erect.  Th'.rewas  a 
power  in  her  features  and  bearing  that  dominated 
him— bore  him  away  with  it,  and  fervently  he  re- 
joined, "No,  Miss  Daggett.  I  hold  him  guiltleaa, 
and  it  is  the  purpose  the  pruycr  of  my  life  to  prore 
him  sa  I" 

".4nd  to  win  b^ck  Carnyston,  your  lost  inberit- 
aneef"  she  interrupted,  rapidly  seizing  hia  hand, 
and  bending  towards  him.  "  I  knew  it.  I  waa 
sure  of  it  I  was  proud  of  it.  It  is  a  sin  and  a 
shame  to  aee  theae  ui>atarla  in  your  place,"  ahe 
proceeded,  her  sleepy  gray  ayes  waking  into  fire  as 
they  met  his.  'Ihen  abruptly  softening  into  a  sin- 
gular tenderness,  her  voice  sinking  into  a  low, 
pleading'  cadence,  she  murmured,  "  Mr.  Hepburn, 
the  mouse  you  remember,  once  helped  the  lion. 
Let  me  help  y6u.  I  will — only  trust  ma — only  " — 
her  voice  aeemed  to  shake — "  l>e  as  your  mother  waa 
— a  friend  to  one  who  is  friendleaa  and  alone  I" 

The  generoua  nature  of  the  man  aha  addraaaed 
was  not  one  to  lot  eucli  an  appeal,  expreaaed  in 
most  plaintive  accento,  pass  with  indifference. 

Neither  was  it  with  any  idea  of  ulterior  benefit  to 
himself  that  he  returned  the  pressure  of  the  com- 
panion's hand,  while  he  answered,  "  Aa  to  being  a 
liun,  my  dear  Misa  Daggett,  I  am  none  ;  and  could 
you  assist  me.  I  feel  yon  would  be  no  mouse,  save 
in  the  ultimate  euccess.  In  regard  to  friend- 
ship, you  were  my  mother's  friend— therefore,  are 
mine. ' 

"Tliank  you — thank  jou  much,"  murmnred  the 
companion,  stooping,  and.  before  be  was  aware, 
raising. his  hand  to  her  lips.  "But,"  elie  added, 
qtiickly  altering  her  tone,  as  alia  felt'  him  draw 
away  liia  fingers,  "are  we  not  losing  valuabla  time 
in  thus  wandering  from  the  point?  It  is  our  object 
to  discover  how  you  have  been  defrauded  of  your 
owa  ?" 

Richard  Hepburn  hardly  liked  the  rapid  assump- 
tion of  the  plural  pronoun  ;  all  he  said,  however, 
was,  "  H  I  have  been  defrauded,  as  I  suspect.  Miss 
Daggett " 

"  Exactly,"  she  smiled  confidently.  "  Ton  an 
beginning  to  search.  I  have  been  searching  for 
some  clue  ever  since  1  entered  Carnyston,  soon  after 
Lady  Carr'a  death*." 

"  You  ? — why  ?"  inquired  Hepburn  in  aurpriae 

''Because" — and,  bfu  roue  glance,  tlic  companion 
dropped  her  eyes — "Lady  Carr  ao  arouaed  my 
aymphlhy  by  the  story  ahe  recited  that  I  could  not 
buinala  deep  interest  in  your  fiiture.  Waa  I 
wrong,  Mr,  Hepburn  f 
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"  Even  weta  yoo,  'tia  not  I  who  coold  bkum^"  fas 
ana  wend,  farrantly.  "Ou  the  contntr,  I  as. 
perience  n  senae  of  great  iudebteduesa.  ILiy  I  Mk 
what  Buooees  haa  attended  your  search  ?" 

The  compouiou  slightly  eltvated  her  bhonldna; 
•ighed. 

"  I  grieve  to  aay,  bot  little,"  aha  remarked.  "I 
have  learutd  that  no  one  at  ramj-Kfou  is  aware  of 
iba  true  way  in  which  Mr.  Biddlecomb  becums  to 
owner." 

"  That  much  I,  too,  hare  osceilained." 

"  Also  by  ohauoe,  I  foand  a  portion  of  a  lattai^ 

ft  mere  fragmeut,  whoee  ouly  aervioe  might  h%  % 

clue  to  a  clue." 

"A  letter  !— from  whom  ?"  ioquiiwd  th*  TOUM 
taan.  eagerlv.  " 

"Mr.  Biddleoomb." 
"To  whom?' 

Maria  Daggett  paosed  a  moment  bcfon  the  !•• 
plied. 

"  That  I  do  not  know.    It  ia  but  ft  fiagment' 

"And  the  contents?" 

"  It  is  to  this  effect,  for  the  aentences  are  broken, 
it  is  au  iuqoiry.fts  to  where  lady  Curr  and  yoonel/  » 
were,   while,  after  a  long  hiatUH,    it  praaaoe  npon  * 
the  noeiver  the  truth  of  the  axiom  that '  Hi|iiv>t  ^g  ■ 
golden." 

"  And  you  have  this  paper  7"  eiacolftted  Biobaid 
Hepburn. 

"I  have— I  preserved  it" 

"  Thank  Heaveu!    May  I  see  it  T 

"Certainly.  Any  time  you  appoint,  Ux.Bbo* 
buru,  I  will  meet  yuu  end  bring  it -only,  fd*  tMft 
our  sakea,  we  must  use  oautiou." 

"Fcryooraake,   before  my  own,   Ilia  TTiM^i 
1  wilt  remember  that,"  he  exclaimed.   ierve^K 
"  If  we  could  only  discover  to  whom  the  letter  WM 
aent,  it  might  be  mo«t  valuable,"  he  piooeeded  es* ' 
citedly.     "Miss  Daggett,  how  can  I  ahow  my  gmt . 
titude?    "What  cau  1  do  fo  prove  it  ?" 

She  stood  before  him  trembling,  her  eyekaliM 
lowered. 

Abruptly  she  raiKd  them,  aud  the  glanee  ot  ftm 
eyea  beueath,  iu  hiaexcitement,  ihrilled  to  hiaaooL 
Never  would  he  tiave  believed  their  aleepy  beftOty 
capable  of  such  fire,  such  feeling. 

Extending  her  white  Lands  lialf.jeetingly,  aa  one 
who  would  coucenl  iuteroal  emotion,    halt-bambiy 
she  answered  iu  a  tremulous  toue.       "  Have  I  sol 
aaid,  Mr.  Hepburn  ?    Give  me  your  friend^p.  Do  } 
1  ask  too  much.  > 

"  Too  much  !    MLss  DftRgett,  yon  request  thftlj 
which  is  already  bestowed,"   he  replied,   aiuoeiely.  ^ 
"How  oould  I  regard  other  than  a  dear  frleod 
one  who  takes  bo  geuerona  au  intereet  in  my  oo» 
cems?" 

H^  kissed  her  hand  as  he  ended,    and,    at  the ' 
contact  of  his  lips,    Haria  Duggettls  countenaoM 
went  white  aud  red.      Every  nerve  vibrated  like  *' 
stricken  vord.     Truly  iu  this   Ihair  first  iuterview 
she  had  advanced  far. 

"Mr.  Hepburn,"  she  remarked,  "  you  ahall  flo4 
me  a  real  friend,   without  you  of  your  own  ftooocd 
reject,  diacard  me.     Write  when  you  woaU  aaa nHt, 
make  your  own  appoiutmeut,  and  I  will  bring  Ike^ 
letter."  / 

"A  thousand  thanks ! '  he  answered,  not  heediiyl 
what  he  promised.  "Before  to-morrow  ia  ortta 
you  shall  hear  from  me." 

"  Very  good.  Now,  had  we  not  better  ftepaiate  f . 
yon  will  ba  missed,  and  it  may  create  suspuion.'' 

"  Heaven's,  yes  !  I  am  eugaeed  to  Miaa  Biddl*. ' 
eomb  for  the  supper  dance.  She  will  be  waWi^  f 
An  revoir,  my  dear  Miss  Daggett,  for  the  pra> ' 
sent !" 

"Au  revoir  r  she  rejoined;  then,  quick,  almoal 
sharply,  she  added,  as  be  passed,  "Tell  me;  doyo« 
love  this  girl  -I  mean  the  heireae  to  your  inharit- 
once?" 

"  Love  her  f  excUimed  the  young  man.  atertiftC 
and  eolouring  somewhat,  "  What  makes  voa  thhX . 
ao?"  •' 

"  I  don't  think  bo;  only  I  have  seen  yon  togette 
and " 

"  Been  mistaken.      Flirtation  does  not  aignify 
k>ve.  Miss  Daggett  r    hui^bed  Biebftrd  Hapbonk  ' 
"Believe   me,    while  taking    Miaa  Sidooift   lalo 
supper,   my  thonghta  will  be  with  yoo.      CkieA> 
night 
To  be  Oontumed  in  Ifo.  ie9—0ommenoed  in  Va,  \Bk 
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/THE.  KICKING    MULE.   (BanjoSong.) 

Ji^    Arranged  for  the  Guitar  or  Banjo,  by  Prot  Edmund  Clark,  Teacher  of  the  Guitar,  Banjo,  Violin,  Organ,  AccorUeon  and  Singing,  No.  285  Bowery,  NewTMk.        f 
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1.  There   was        a         lit  -    tie      kick  -  ing    mule      his    nanie    was        Si  -  mon  Slick, 

2.  His     hide    was      gut   -   ta        per  -  cha      and      his     hoof    was     hard       as    lead, 
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He  owned    a      mule  with 
He'd  lift    you      like     a 
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dream  -  y      eyes       oh   how  that  mule  would  kick;  He'd  shut    his  eyes  and  shake  his    tail    and  greet  you  with    s"^ 


feath  -  er       too      and  stand  you    on  your  head;      He  could  kick  as   quick  as    light-ning  and    he  had'nt 


y    much 
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And  gent  -  ly     tel  -  e  -  graph  his    leg    and  raise  you    half    a     mile- 
He  was  just  the  thing    to    nave    a  -  round  to   tame  youi  moth-  er-in-law. 


This  mule    was        a 
His  hoofs  would     a 
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kick  -  er        He'd  raise  you    up    slick  -  er         and  knock  you  down  quicker        than  Mad  -  i  -  son  Street  liquor,        He'd 
maze     you,      He'd  make  you  feel  haz  -  ey  oh    how    he  would  raise  you      He'd    make        you      feel  crazy.         This 
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eat    like 
mule  was 


a 
a 


nag  -ger 
dai  -  sy 


tr 


a      hun  -gry    bill-stick 
al-  though  he    was   era  • 


-er 


as    a  kick  •  er 
This      dai  -  sey 


no  quick  -  er    could  er  -  er 
so     la  -  zv    could  kick  like 


be  found, 
a    steer. 


He  bit  a  thomas  cat  in  two  and  pnlrerized  a  hog, 

He  disected  seven  chinamen  ana  mashed  a  yaller  dog 

He  kicked  the  stuffin  from  a  goose  and  broke  a  niggers  back 

He  stopped  every  rail  road  train  and  kicked  it  off  ^e  track, 

Chobtjs. 
His  shoes  they  were  rusty,  His  temper  was  crusty 
'^        His  tail  it  was  dusty.  His  eyes  they  were  musty, 
'*'__,      His  shape  would  disgust  you.  He'd  kick  till  he'd  bust 

you 
~  j^j     He  was  dusty  and  musty  and  crusty  also. 


4  He  stopped  a  steamboat  with  his  head  and  kick  it  out  of  sight 
He  kicked  a  boarding  house  apart  at  12  o'clock  at  night. 
The  boarders  in  their  short  stop  suits  they  stood  and  held  their 

breaths 
When  he  rammed  his  hind  leg  down  their  trough  he  kicked 

himself  to  death. 

Cho  :— This  mule  he  was  spunky  he'd  climb  like  a  monkey  and 
bray  like  a  donkey  you  bet  he  was  hxmkey  although  he  was 
chtmkey  no  fool  nor  no  flunkey,  take  him  for  a  monkey  or 
a  donkey,  oh  no. 


P.  S.-Write  to  Mrs.  PAULINE  LiEOER,  No.  60  Chith»m  St.,  N.  Y.  for  anything  in  the  musical  line. 
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Hurrah,  Bah,  Bah. 
By  Ooimr  O'Melll,    to  Tonr  Putor. 


Wli«a  out  at  nigliU  to  b*«  tJMiighU, 

In  Gotliam'ti  great  ezpsnilr;  ^ 

A  ioore  you  meet  of  jolly  boy», 

You'll  know  them  at  n  glance. 
There'*  the  nabob  from  tlie  aTcoua, 

The  poor  olerlt  from  the  store ; 
It's  all  the  same,  yoa  will  exeli^,  V 

Tbey'r«  all  on  a  burrali  1        .  v 

Chobvs.       *       "^ 

Then,  hurrah,  hurrah,. 

We'll  give  them  just  one  more; 
Oo  where  yon  will,  the  ory  is  aUU, 

Hurrah,  rah,  rah ! 

Vow  why  all  tliii  hurrahiog, 

When  election  time  come*  'round  ; 
The  oandidatea  are  lleeoed  by  turn. 

W  hererer  they  are  found.  ^ 

And  he  who  haa  the  dollara, 

If  he  never  ran  before; 
Will  find  be'a  out  of  pocket, 

\V  hen  the  boy*  all  shout  hurrah. 

The  college  boys  at  foot  ball, 

A  boat  race  or  a  walk, 
A  byoalist  or  actor, 

May  give  the  town  a  talk. 
But  they  who  are  the  viators 

At  any  play  or  score. 
Are  bound  to  get  a  welcome. 

And  a  three  times  three  hurrah. 


Chorus. 


Choms. 


Save  Your  Eines  all  for  Me. 

Words  and  melody  by  F.  Lavarnle.     Arr,  by  T.  J.  Adair. 
Mualc  Copyrlgbt,  18TT,   and  publlataed  by  VV.  A.  Frey. 

The  Music  or  tbls  or   any  ottarr  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  win  liu  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

postpaid,  ou  rtcelpt  of  price,  S6c«ats. 

Corns  nestle  beeide  me,  my  darling, 

And  listen  to  what  I've  to  tell ; 
It's  one  little  favor  I'd  ask  yoa, 

And  bopo  you'll  remember  it  well. 
I  am  always  eo  happy  when  near  yon. 

Your  sweet  face  I  so  like  to  see; 
So  when  I  am  gone  little  darling,  . 

I^ve  your  kisses  all  for  me. 

Come  nestle  b«side  me,  my  darling; 
Your  sweet  face  I  love  so  to  ass  ; 
It's  one  little  favor  I'd  ask  yoa, 
Savs  your  kiaaea  all  for  m«. 

.■.'j/:' ■-■•;-.-:'•  '        CuoKUS. 

Coma  aeatle  beside  me,  my  darling;    '. 

Your  sweet  face  I  so  love  to  aes. 
It's  one  little  favor  I'd  ask  you. 

Save  your  kiasea  all  for  ms. 

I  know  in  the  daya  of  our  childhood, 

Suoh  favors  were  easy  to  ask  ; 
ilt  your  cottage  home  in  the  wildwood. 

Pray  think  it  a  trust-worthy  task, 
And  when  I  have  leit  you  and  roaming,, 

,^od  am  far  o'er  the  deep  blue  sea, 
I'll  write  and  remind  you.  my  darling, 
Save  year  kiasea  all  for  ms. 

Come  nestle  beside  me,  my  darling, 

Your  sweec  face  1  so  love  so  to  aae. 
It's  one  little  favor  I'd  ask  you, 

Save  your  kiaae*  all  for  me.  Chorus. 

Ton  may  Take  a  Faddy't  Wordk 

By  Paddy  RUey.  • 


I  will  stag  ■  song  in  praise  of  ould  Ireland's 

happy  way. 
S*ms  foreigners  may  boaat  of  their  country  ao  fine, 
bj  my  soul,  what  land  is  there,  with  old  Erin 

can  compare. 
For  haauty  and  courage,  and  lore  for  the  fair. 
And  as  for  the  comforts  of  life,  them  we  ne'er  dread, 
We  have  onr  oruiskeena  of  whiskey  to  drink 

with  our  bread. 
Aad  the  girls  nerer  take  our  fiirtationa  amiss. 
Ws  kisa  who  ws  pleHa,  and  we  plaasa  who  ws  kiss. 


Ciostrt. 

Too  may  taka  a  Paddy's  word,  he's  as  happy 

as  a  bird. 
With  hiadudesin  his  mouth,  and  his 

eruiskesn  ot  whiskey  ; 
In  a  reel  or  jig,  sure  he  dossn't  ears  a  fig. 
For  yott'll  always  find  him  happy  and  rnakey. 

Should  you  svsr  have  the  luok  to  see 

Donqybrook  fair. 

Sure  an  Irishman  all  in  liia  glory  is  thera^ 
With  whiaksy  in  his  head,  and  bis  sbillsbk  in 

hit*  fist, 
In  a  rse)  or  a  jig,  sure  he  is  ready  for  a  twist. 
At  a  waks  or  a  Mr.  they're  tb«  boys  in  •  fray, 
Until  thsy'rs  murdered  quiU,  they  would  never 

run  away. 
With  ths  girls  he's  ths  devil,  for  bs  makes 

their  feelliogs  smart. 
For  with  lore  and  blarasy,  how  hs  bothers 

their  hearts. 
^..  ,  Chorus. 

I'm  sara  you  all  mnat  know  if  to  Ireland  you  go. 
Soma  kind  little  favor  on  you  they  will  bMtow, 
You  can  see  wid  hslf  aneys,  no  matter  vho  apply. 
Kind  feelings  from  his  heart,  withhiswhinhay  will  flow. 
And  true  hospitality  you'll  find  thars  gslore, 
Bs  will  never  turn  a  stranger  away  from,  kia  door. 
His  buttermilk  and  prateea  he'll  shars  vkh  him 

with  joy, 
For  you'll  find  those  are  the  faelinga  of  u  Irish  boy. 

'Chorus. 

Long  life  to  St.  Patrick.  Iho'  now  he's  no  more. 
For  he  drovs  every  monater  and  plague  from 

*our  ahoro, 
But  liis  spirit  is  still  with  us  to  protsct  m  to  advance, 
■itgaiast  foreign  foes— ws  will  make  then  dance. 
And  as  for  myself,  with  my  twig  in  my  hand. 
For  ould  Ireland  I'll  fight  while  Ira  able  |o  stand  ; 
For  ah  I  dear  ould  Erin,  yourself  it  is  m  j  toast, 
Tha  land  of  my  birth,  nnd  for  ever  my  boast. 

Choms. 


r  My  Mother's  Wedding  Biaf. 

By  Fraools  J.  Ward. 
:;    Air :    A  Oowsr  from  my  anirel  moUker^fram. 

I'va  a  rslic  at  boms  that  is  all  tha  world  Id  ms, 

Yas  one  that  I  look  npon  with  pride. 
From  a  kind  hearted  mother  that  I  dearly  lorsd, 

For  1  nsvar  can  forget  the  day  she  die<l. 
But  there's  one  little  gift  thst  tills  my  heart 

with  gfW; 

A  burdsn  that  I  often  trj  to  bear, 
To  my  heart  it  will  ever  oung,  this  preeloaa 

littlMing, 

'lis  the  wedding  ring  my  mother  onee  did  wear. 

Chobus. 

Forsrar  in  my  memory  'tis  a  precious  little  gift, 

A  token  that  was  left  in  my  care. 
This  ring  to  me  she  gave,  though  now  she'e 

ia  her  grava^ 

Tie  the  wedding  ring  my  mother  onee  did  wear. 

Her  qoiat  pleasant  face  in  my  dreams  I  think  I  see, 

Tehing  me  to  be  cheerful  and  true. 
And  the  advice  to  me  she  gave  ia  alwaya  ia  my  aund. 

When  from  oar  midst  she  bade  us  adieu, 
la  our  neat  and  quiet  home,  we  are  silent  and  alone. 

Where  her  picture  on  ear  wall  seems  ■•  fair. 
With  it  I  coald  not  part,  for  her  love  is  in  my  heart, 

'Tie  the  wedding  ring  my  mother  onee  did  wear. 

Choma. 


Geod-Bye,  Sister  Hannah. 

Written  and  Bung  by  W.O.  Bngbol 

Sister  Hannah  light  my  lamp. 

Place  it  in  de  sky  ; 
I  want  to  see  de  holy  throDe^    ;  V. 

Way  up  on  ht$;h.  •''    .■■=■■'' 

Up  on  hiuh  I  see  it  now, 

De  light  am  ahioin'  brite, 


Siater  Atnnah  good-by, 
Gib  me  my  robe  of  whita,  . 
Chorcs. 

In  de  moraln',  in  de  mornin'. 

In  de  roorniD  I  will  meet  you, 

I'll  meet  you  where  de  sunrise  in  de  momin. 

.;    .  <R«peat.) 

Don't  cry,  sister  Bsnnab,     ,;  ■- 

Ise  gwine  far  away  ; 
De  angels  dey  will  summon  me 

Aloe  broke  oh  day. 
I  hear  de  blessed  music  now, 

Playio'  sweet  an'  low  ; 
Oood-Dy  aiater  Hannah, 

I  am  called  an'  I  muat  go. 

CnoRua. 
lade  mornin',  in  de  mornin, 
In  de  mornin'  I  will  leave  you, 
I'll  leave  yon  where  de  sunrise  in  de  mornin*. 

(Kepeat.) 
■  —  i»i  ^  J-   -, 

Hogan'i  Hop. 

Irish  comlo  song.    Sung  by  Murphy  &  Mack. 

Copyrlgbt  18T9,  and  published  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

TM  Mualc  ot  thla  or  any  other  Boni;,  kept  constant!/ 

on  band,  and  will  be  seut  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  o(  price  10  cents. 


Ths  learned .  Professor  Ilogan 

Wore  his  brains  down  in  his  feet. 
The  light  fantaatio  heel  he  taught, 

Ezoteding  fine  and  neat; 
Of  pupils  he  had  plenty, 

Uis  style  was  ao  tip-top, 
ilnd  every  week  he  gave  his  Turka 

A  free  and  easy  hop. 

Ch(1RC9. 

"  PaHners  for  the  Dublin  Glide  I" 

Hogan  loud  would  call, 
'1  hen  bia  fiddle  and  his  foot. 

Would  echo  thro'  the  hatl. 
I  a  the  glide  they  glode  witli  ease. 

Till  each  one  liad  lost  their  breexe. 
Oh,  how  they'd  dip,  and  trip,  and  slip  t 

.At  barney  Hogan's  Hop. 

In  Hogan's  mob  its  fun  alive. 

And  not  great  style  tkey  prise, 
Ko  satin  trains  to  pulverize, 

Nor  "jools"  to  blind  the  eyes, 
T'he  etikst  is  aisy,  too, 

Ai  any  girl  joa  pop. 
Her  belt  tou  grip,  and  then  yoa  trip, 

Around  in  Uogan's  Hop. 

Bidale  McCann  and  Kassidsy 

So  grandly  took  the  floor. 
And  jigs  and  rouad  quadrilles  wsre  danced, 

At  never  danced  before. 
Tbsy  tackled  then  a  German  waits, 

Aiaa  !  they  danced  no  more. 
It'a  haythen  dialect  had  sprained 

Thau  glide  forevcruiore. 


Chonu. 


Oherur.- 


~*^^ 


.:  TorloBh  Begnlan.     : 

.      Bongby  DtckSaOfda. 

I  am  a  dacent  Irish  woman, 

As  yon  can  plainly  ace  : 
My  hasbaud  he  has  left  me 

And  gone  across  the  sea. 
Now  if  hs  don't  come  back  to  OM 

And  his  fourteen  little  dears. 
We'll  all  hire  out  as  soldiers 

In  the  Turkish  Kegulare. ; 

CiioBca. '  .  j  . 

Oh!  driven,  driven,  oh,  oho!  •"  i 

Oh  !  driven,  driven,  delish  agra,  ' 

Oh  t  driven,  driven,  oh,  oho  I 

Why  did  yea  go  and  leave  your  ittUiut, 

Some  asy  be'a  gone  to  Turkey, 

The  army  for  to  join  ;  .  • 

Others  to  the  Plaok  Hills 

Looking  for  gold  mines. 
Now  if  he  don't  come  back  t«  me 

And  his  fourteen  little  dear*. 
We'll  all  hire  out  as  aoldiera 

la  the  Turkish  Regulars.  Chorw. 


m 
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:,^^:;:  ;  The  Little  Wooden  Stool. 
9t  IMck  Simmons  To  Kiss  K.  Donoboe. 

Air ;   Old  Wooden  Roeker. 

I  remember,  yea  plainly,  the  daye  when  a  boy, 
At  my  dear  mother's  feet,  it  was  my  greatest  joy, 
On  that  littJe' wooden  stool  I  would  listen  to  her  sing. 
And  often  her  songs,  to  my  eyes  tears  would  bring, 
I  remember  her  kind  face,  and  Toioe  was  bo  sweet, 
And  the  snug  little  room  which  she  always  kept 

■0  neat ; 

knd  when  I  would  come  home  in  the  afternoon 

from  school, 

I  would  Bit  by  h«r  side  on  the  little  wooden  stool 

Cborcs.        ■■,';.  U ''.■'■■>■'-■'''- ^ 

As  I  sat  by  her  side,  I  would  laugh  and  chat. 
And  lay  my  head  cu  my  dear  mother's  lap, 
But  those  days  have  gone  by  when  I  used  to 

go  to  sebool, 

A  up  listen  to  her  sing  on  that  little  wooden  stool, 

One  summer's  eve  while  sitting  by  her  side, 

Mv  httiid  clasped  in  her's  she  said  I  washer  prid«. 

She  asked  me  would  I  leave  her  when  I'd  get 

big  and  strong, 
Or  would  I  get  married  and  lenre  her  forlorn. 
Round  my  good  mother's  neck,  my  little  arms 

I  threw, 

And  said  I  would  not  leave  her  but  to  her 

would  prove  true, 

And  when  she  would  get  old  I  would  prove 

myeelf  a  jewel, 
And  sing  to  her  at  night  from  that  little  wooden  stool, 

Cboms. 

But  now  I  haT«  no  mother,  she's  been  tfeken 

from  ras, 
I'm  left  all  alone,  no  happiness  I  see, 
"When  my  days  toil  is  o'er,  I  go  to  my  hom^ 
But  a  home  without  a  mother,  is  as  cold  as  a  stone 
No  kind  face  to  greet  me,  no  voice  do  I  hear, 
That  voice  which  was  music  fulling  on  my  ear, 
To  be  left  in  this  cold  world  I  think  it  is  cruel. 
Myself  and  companion,  the  little  wooden  stool. 

Cborua 


I    ;         He  Boonden  on  onr  BloA 

Air:   Tb«BablM  on  our  Block. 

SsspectfUly  dedicated  to  the  Bporu  of  Chicago,  tif 

Jotuicooper,  of  the  Boston  Hotel,  BtooUtb. 


Dew-Drop«  on  the  Rose. 

Words  by  T.  W.  Henshaw.       Music  Dy  Rollln  Howard. 

Music  Copyright.  1877,  and  pub,  by  A.  W.  Fiscber. 

The  Music  ot  this  or  any  oiUtr  song,  kept  consumtly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

piMt  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  so  cents. 

While  wandering  thro' the  glen  last  eve, 

Witli  one  I.  dearly  love. 
And  walking  'mid  the  moonbeams  bright 

That  showr'd  from  above. 
Her  sunny  head  drooped  lower. 

As  love  I  did  propose,  ;' 

She  answered  "yes,"  with nptunied ej«% :  ,    ' 

Lie  dew  drops  on  the  rose. 

Oborui.       -v'-:-'"^^,..  •■;■;• 

Yes,  she  is  my  fairy  love^ 

I'll  fold  her  to  me  does, 
Oh  !  yes,  she  is  my  fairy  lore, 

1 11  fold  her  to  me  close,  .  - 

And  gaze  into  those  sparkling  ajm. 

Like  dew-drops  on  the  rose. 

Her  voice  is  like  the  zephyrs  soft 

That  whisper  thro  the  dell, 
I  ki!«ed  her,  and  I  said  again 

Yon  are  my  fairy  belle. 
She  said  I've  lovers  plenty. 

But  yon  of  all  I  choose,, 
l%en  torn  thorn  sunny  orbs  on  nts^ 

Like  dew<drop6  on  the^rose.  Ohoms. 

Now  we're  wed  and  merry  ara, 
%        Onr  lifs  Is  like  a  dream, 

And  •v'ry  day,  with  new-born  joy. 

And  happlMn  does  t«em. 
We  hav«  one  little  darling,  ,''-f%^-'' 

Who  swMtly  coos  and  erpwi, 
Whose  svss  rwect  her  dear  muuBM^'s, 

Liks  dtw-dn^  on  ths  rose.  (aiofoft. 


(Danos.) 


If  yoD  want  for  iniormatioa, 

Or  to  go  upon  a  •pres,  ;>     !   :  ^  ;      ^v    v  ' 

It  beats  agrand  exennion 

On  tlt«  Uudson  orlhesea.  V 

It'i  with  a  gang  of  iporta,  ■     ; 

That's  living  at  the  do«k,  '..;'' 

ilod  th»  name  that  I  will  give  tbsa, 
U  tho  rounders  on  our  block. 
TbflMi  is  that  big  John  Cooper,       > 

Of  the  Boston  Uoum  Hotel ; 
He  ii  our  presiding  officer, 

Aad  your  head  he'I?  try  to  iwisll. 
lie  is  nprigbt  with  tlie  owner. 

And  the  cash  does  never  knoek, 
TLt  buss  of  all  the  losliers. 

And  the  rounder*  on  our  bloek. 

Cnoars.  :;        ■, 

Little  Jerry  Reraien. 

Tlie  spokesman  of  tlie  crowd, 
Wliispers  like  Dan  Webat«r, 

Not  altogether  loud. 
Yon  eu  hear  them  both  on  polities 

FnMfc  Clark  street  to  the  dock  ;       .  ;^  : 
They  tiied  to  run  ths  eity  onoe, 

^nd  the  ronnders  on  onr  block. 

On  a  Mum  night  in  thesnmmer, 

Wlisn  the  boys  they  do  prevail ;    .;■ 
If  you  could  see  those  rounders, 
'1  bs*  eould  tell  a  fearful  tale. 
They  Mace  and  wrangle  gin-Diills 

For  the  eharming  rye  and  roek,    y  ] 
They  aarry  sway  and  hold  the  daj, ; 
TLs  rounders  on  onr  bloek. 
TbsN'a  brown  and  Charley  Whaling, 

Tke  bouneers  for  the  gang ; 
They're  men  of  honeet  mottoes,    :  . 

Aad  they  never  use  the  slang.  '  \,  ^  ^ 

They  are  cood  in  any  gin-mill. 

From  Clark  street  to  the  do«k  ; 
With  their  wits  they  give  thesfi  fits. 
The  rounders  on  onr  bluek.  6bon». 

Good-Riorniog  to  you  Andy  Seott, 
And  how  are  you  to-day, 
Savs  little  Danny  Dixon. 

Wlieo  be  has  no  dust  to  pay. 
I  am  dry  and  I  am  busted, 

1  hMe  been  under  key  and  look,  ..- 

And  atry  nearly  murdered  by ,_     , 
Ilia  ifounders  on  our  block.  ' 

IhslD's  Jemmy  Grant  and  Johnny  OaatfS, 

Tno  solid  men  from  here, 
Csa  ibold  their  own  with  any  man 

Drbking  kfgs  of  beer. 
Ytm  may  hear  their  voiees  nightly, 

Flmm  State  street  to  the  dock. 
Thaw  will  reinstate  and  elevate 

F'ie 


Kew  np  eomee  Mistress  Hoolshan. 

W  itb  the  baby  in  her  am>s. 
With  pleMao't  conversation  then, 

8nr«  ev«ry  one  the  charms. 
There's  lUiy  Dunn  and  lUiley's  son, 

^nd  a  Russian  named  O'Goofe, 
Viith  Voices  loud,  they  join  ths  erowd, 

.^11  singing  on  the  roof.  Cborwa. 

Young  Roger  Flynn  got  uP  to  danee,   • 

With  a  lady  from  nextaoor, 
"  Come  welt  the  tin,"  saye  Roger  Flya.^ 

"It's  like  a  ball-room  floor.' 
Then  on*  by  one  they  joined  the  fun. 

Sure,  none  could  hold  aloof, 
It  was  a  sj|^t  that  summer  night. 

To  see  them  on  the  rooi.  Chorus. 

Now  that's  the  place  to  spend  the  night. 

And  teel  the  pleasant  breeze,   • 
Tidieap  your  pipe  and  sireteh  yonrself 

In  an  stlilnde  ofeaer. 
The  boys  and  girls  will  gather  round, 

.^nd  fill  the  air  with  glee. 
When  singing  on  the  roof  at  night, 

.ds  happy  as  can  be.  Choras. 


Strolling  on  the  Battery. 

By  Tommy  Tucker,  to  Tony  Paator. 


rounders  on  our  bloak. 


Ohoms. 


Singing  on  the  Boo£      ;    .     ^ 
Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  P.  SkeDy. 
OOpy^bt  1879,  and  published  by  B.  B.  Ilardlng. 
TheJIiMln  et  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  eonsuatly 
M,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 
iKpald.  on  receipt  of  price,  lo  cants. 


-W 


'  I  sixteen  dacent  families 

biCie  house  where  I  reside  ; 
On  tr  Bmsr  sights  to  sheer  oorsslrsa 

AB  pleasures  we  hare  tried. 
011  g,  I  the  roof  it  r  best  sf  all,  - 

fW' tear  us  would  be  proof. 
We  K  kke  ths  neighborliood  resound, 

4^  tinging  oa  ths  roof. 

Chobus.  • 

8lM(||g  en  the  roof, 

"niB  Doys  and  girls  together; 
We  oby  ths  concertina, 

Ukawise  the  »we«t  banjo  ■    ;;  ^ 

The  Bfurphys  and  O'Keills       /.. 

Cobs  np  to  see  the  wsatkar, 

V«*aa>igb1y  elevated 
DW4  wf  gobflor 


Don't  talk  to  me  of  Ilailem,  Vorkvillo  or  f^oney  Itls, 

Williamsburg,  llobokcn,  they're  no  plaee  for  me. 
When  you  mention  Brooklyn,  you  cause  me 

for  lo  smile, 
-  The  only  plaee  I  enjey  myself  is  on  the  battery. 

ClIORCR. 

Strolling  on  the  Battery,  gazing  at  the  tide. 
Watching  all  the  lovers  l!ier«,  beneath  the  Irres 

lliey  hide; 
Liatening  to  the  music  which  Cniok  dispenses  free, 
You  can  bet  your  sweet  life,  there  a  nothing 

•  can  beat  the  Battery. 

How  pleasant  on  a  Friday  eve,  for  to  take  your 

sweetheart. 
One  that  loves  you  truly,  and  with  yon 

likes  to  talk  ; 
If  you  wish  to  stroll  with  her,  and  press  her 

unto  your  lieart. 
The  Battery  is  the  proper  pUse  for  to  take  a  walk, 

Cboms, 


KcGninneM  Wind  the  Clock. 

By  Tonamy  TucKe  -.        Dcdlcat«d  to  Sheehan  A  Joaea. 

Uy  name  is  Hike  MeGninm^ss, 
jf      In  the  Seventh  Ward  I  reside  ;  ^  • 
'Twas  only  about  a  month  ago, 

I  took  lo  myself  a  bride. 
The  loafers  gathered  round  my  donr. 

My  modeely  ihey  did  sljock. 
For  they  all  commenced  lo  yelland  roar, 
'C       UoGuinness  wind  tlie  eloek. 

ClIORtTB. 

They  y*ll  "ut  Mik.-  t"u  ve  made  a  strtka^ 

We'll  8we»-p  }(.u  off  I  lie  block  ; 
Bat  tbey  set  me  erazy,  when  they  yell— 

MoOuinners  wind  iLc  clock. 

;     I  asked  my  cousin  J«lin  K^lly, 

Wl.al  do  tlie  bltck;^nards  mean  ; 
>.  :  He  Bays,  why  don't  you  know  that  yet. 

You  must  be  v«-ry  gi«'eri. 
-:'    Go  on?  a;id  buy  a  keg  <>f  bf«r.        '.     ..': 

Of  Jacob  Uupperl's  slock. 
And  e<^t  the  gang  upon  their  ear. 
v'        That's  win<Jing  u|i  tL'^cloek.  Choros. 

'V  ■  So  nnw  dea"-  friend*.  \>-  fore  I  go, 
I've  got  ore  word  U- say  ; 
I'm  going  l"  run  f-.-t  Al.'erro«n. 
■^       On  n^xt  *l?c:ion  day 
>",".  I  MSrityou  sH  i"  \of-  f  >r  rr.«', 
^nd  ruusd  t^  |>i>ils  lof flock, 
ilnd  when  the  fleetion'4  over.  In)T*, 

VfU^an  bri  I!l  wind  Hie  eKwk  Clvwa4. 


^ 


- 
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My  Friend  From  Ohioag^.   *"^^^ 

Words  &D(1  Mualc  by  Josepb  P.  SktUj. 

Bung  by  Tony  Paator. 

Copjmgbt  1879,  and  published  by  X-  H.  Hording. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  oiber  sone,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price  10  cents. 


i'was  after  tbe  play  tlie  other  night, 

W  hen  on  my  homeward  way, 
I  chanced  to  meet  tome  of  the  boys,  . 

And  with  them  long  did  ttay. 
I  Rtayed  so  lung  it  was  half  past  two. 

Just  a«  I  reached  my  door, 
Hy  wife  came  down  in  a  big  night-gown, 

And  said  it  was  half-past  four. 

6poken  :     And  all  I  ooald  lay  was,  that — 
Chorcs. 

1  met  ao  old  friend  from  Chicago,  (hie) 
From  Cliicsgo,  (liio)  from  Chicago,  (hie) 

And  if  I  did  a  litlle  too  ftr  go,  (hie) 
It  was  thro'  my  friend  from  Chicago. 

bbe  took  me  gently  by  the  ear, 

Her  Toice  was  lonJ  and  alern, 
'  Aiat  tlii*  a  pretty  time,"  says  she, 

"  For  a  married  man's  return  V" 
1  told  her  it  was  an  accident. 

That  I  really  eouidn't  avoid, 
Vou  know  how  it  is  yourself,  my  love, 

When  oae  gets  overjoyed.  -  ■■       Chorus. 

I  wakened  all  the  babies  up, 

./Ind  danced  tliem  on  my  knee, 
1  felt  ao  funny,  I  couldn't  keep  itil), 

I  was  in  for  a  jamboree. 
Sly  wife  on  soolJiog  would  insist, 

I  let  her  have  her  way, 
i  never  contradicted  her 

Except  soiiielimea  to  say — 


Choms. 


Do  Not  Cast  Him  Down. 

Sung  by  Johnny  otbbona  motto  vocalist. 

A*  through  life  we  stroll,  of  what  misery  we  find, 

\Vhat  sorrow  some  has  to  endure  ; 
Willi  trouble  and  labor,  nii^fortnne  and  woe, 

'lis  strange  how  they  live  I  am  sure. 
There  is  many  a  man  a-begging  to  day, 

lo  the  poor  he'd  a  chnnce  to  attend  ; 
On  swells  of  the  day  he  threw  money  avray, 

Aad  DOW  he's  nut  got  a  riiead. 

CHOBfS. 

T>o  not  cast  him  down  because  he  done  wrong. 

Ilia  poor,  weary  heart  Ivy  to  mend  ; 
The  time  may  ooine  soon,  tlu-re  are  plenty  of  room. 

When  some  may  to  poverty  bend. 

There  i«  comfort  m  riehes  if  u'fed  the  right  way. 

And  sorrow  I  m  anre  by  llie  ecore; 
If  men  aro  worth  millions,  you'll  find  thsllhey  are, 

.Afraid  to  walk  out  their  "wn  door. 
1  he  lime  fliei*  arouiul,  all  eliances  are  gone, 

Their  past  faults  they  all  try  to  mend. 
It's  thill  I  am  sure  wlieowoe  they  endure. 

They'll  find  that  they  have  not  got  a  friend. 

; .  ,.,,,    ,  Vo  not  east  him  down,  dke. 

Kind  friends  here  to-n^ht  do  from  me  take  adviee. 

It  is  simple  and  short  you  will  find  ; 
A*  lonK  a*  you  liv.  if  you've  m 'thing  to  give 

lo  the  pour,  always  try  to  be  kind. 
The  day  it  uiay  come,  but  I  hope  it  will  nut. 

When  on  help  you  may  have  to  de|)«nd  ; 
When  out  in  the  street,  withuut  nothing  to  eat, 

'lis  tl>«n  JOQ  will  know  wlm  s  your  friend. 

i>o  nut  oast  him  down,  Ae. 


Give  an  Honest  IriBh  Lad  a  Chanoe- 

flnne  by  Johnny  01blx>ns  with  great  snccees. 

My  name  is  MeXama-  ra  and  I  came  from  Connty  Cl#i« 
In  that  darling  litlle  isle  a^ro«s  the  sea : 

^here  the  mounlains  and  the  hills,  the  lakes 

and  rippling  rill(|, 
Ars  »'n-z«njr  sweetest  mfiaio  %]\  the  day. 


Onr  Htlle  fcrnl  was  small,  it  would  not  support  usalT. 

8o  one  of  us  was  forced  away  from  home  i 
I  bid  Ihem  all  good-bye.  with  a  lear-drop  in  my  r  v<'. 

.^nd  I  sailed  for  (-astle  Garden  all  ahme.     n  ,. 
CnoRcs. 

I  am  an  honest  Irish  lad,  of  work  I'm  not  afraid. 
If  it's  pleasure  to  you  1  will  sing  or  danee ; 

I'll  do  anything  you  say  if  yuu'U  only  name  the  day. 
When  they'll  give  au  honest  Irish  lad  a  chance. 

When  I  landed  in  New  "i'ork,  I  tried  hard  lo  get  work 

And  I  traveled  through  the elreels  from  day  today, 
I  went  from  place  to  place,  withslarvalioiiin  my  face, 

liut  every  place  they  want  no  help  they  aay. 
And  still  I  wandered  on,  a  hoping  to  fiou  one 

That  would  give  a  lad  a  chance  to  earn  his  bread. 
But  then  it's  all  the  same,  for  I  know  I'm  not  tu  blame, 

And  ettentimes  I  wished  that  1  was  dead.         Cho. 

But  I  know  I've  one  kind  friend,  who  a  helping 

hand  will  lend 
To  a  poor  boy,  and  lo  help  him  on  at  home  ; 
I  will  bring  my  mother  here,  and  my  little  sister  dear, 

And  never  iiiun;  n^ain  from  them  to  roam. 
I  will  try  to  do  what's  right,  I  will  work  both 

day  and  night, 
Vea,  I  lido  tliu  very  best  I  can. 
And  Ciud  nil!  bless  the  heart  that  will  lake 

a  poor  boy's  pert, 
And  make  an  honeat  Irish  lad  a  man.       Chorus. 


Kentucky  Eoae. 

Words  iind  Music  by  Walter  Braj . 


im*!" 


Oh!  the  roae  of  Kentucky  and  me. 

Long  a^oold  iiiaasa  set  us  free  ; 
I'll  tell  you  whst  did  happen  in  her  good  old 

niother's  cabin. 

To  the  rose  of  Kentucky  and  nie. 
On  the  banks  of  the  Ohio  River, 

Where  the  winters  are  so  cold  tbe  darkies  ahiver; 
One  night  about  eight,  wc  joined  the  married  state. 

The  ruse  of  Kentucky  and  me.  , 

Chorus. 
On  the  banks  of  the  river,  the  old  mnddy  river, 

She  lived  on  the  banks  of  the  river; 
And  one  night  aboil' eii;ht,  we  joiued  the  married  state. 
The  rose  of  Kentucky  and  me. 

« 
When  they  tried  to  win  my  Roge  away  from  me. 

My  wife  alone  Blie  e.iid  ehe'd  be  ; 
"^'et  their  vanity  slie  flattered,  and  their  hearts 

she  always  shnttere  , 
When  they  tried  (o  play  the  game  on  mo,  you  see, 
Iler  Voice  filled  this  darkey  full  of  ijlec, 
^■lie's  us  iiirrry  and  as  bu'-y  as  a  Doe; 
I  1-^ve  when  T  look  nt  her,  she's  black,  but 

that  s  Mo  matter. 
She's  ju*t  iliesliaddl'd  have  my  darling  be. 

On  the  ban'is  of  ih.>  river,  Ao. 

Since  1  took  Kentucky  lloae  for  my  wife. 

We  have  lived  together,  free  from  care  a:id strife  ; 
And  it's  natural  lo  sif^pose,  we  had  a  little  Rose, 

l''or*o  sweetly  fiowiil  the  summer  of  our  life. 
Yet  the  winter  of  our  days  will  cume.  alas  ! 

When  spring,  suinroer,  and  autumn,  too,  will  pass; 
Hand  in  hand  well  glide  away,  and  I'll  bless 

the  happy  day, 

When  I  took  Kentucky  Rose  for  my  wife. 

On  tlie  banks  oi  the  river,  ±o. 


Fompey  Little  Fig-Tailed  Chinaman. 

\Vrttt«n  and  sung  by  the  great  Von  Boyle. 

Oh,  Hop  '"iog,  he's  a  Chinee,  and  keeps  a 

washee  shop. 
He  nisLd  a  tonsand  doHali  evely  yeah  ; 
He  gitlee  plenty  euehtom,  'oaua«e  wassbee 

lippee  top. 
Aui  yoQ  b(  t  he  ohargee  plenty  heapee  deah. 
Ha  git  tbiea  oent  fo*  one  collab,  ataroliee 

plenty  beapM  stiff. 
And  leu  sent  fo'  one  shilt  yon  nn'erstan'; 
Cuffee  Un  ocnl,  soekee  five  eent.  thiee  cent  fo' 

one  ehankeoicf. 
S^ueh  a  amaltee  little  pig-taiW  aiinamar). ' 


CHOlltl. 


-•i«tiJv.«»,. .  ■**».;'-vi^ 


r 


He's  a  darling.  Iiea  a  Chinee, 

lie's  a  diiiiiplin*,  he's  a  lamb,  -  ' 
Yon  shnu'd  see  him  sclul>  on  his  wasliee  tub. 

He's  a  pom|vy  little  pig>tailed  Chinaman. 

Oh  Hop  Sing  he  live  cheapec,  on  one  dollah 

evely  week. 
He  can  live  in  slTlce>nuchee  plenty  nice. 
He's  gottee  twenty  lat-tlap,  you  b'lievee  what 

me  apeak. 
And  he  catch  'em  allee  lat  and  allee  mice, 
1  hen  he  makee  pussy  soupee,  and  flickatee  bow-wow, 

..4nd  ho  outtce  uppee  Tom  cat  in  a  pan  ,*     ■''.■■[  ■  ■ 
Allee  late  and  mice  be  bakee  twice — makee 

velley  nice  chow  ehow, 
Fo'  that  pompey  little  pig-tailed  Chinaman. 

CuuuuH. 
He's  a  darling,  he's  a  Chinee, 

He's  a  dumphn',  he's  a  lamb,  f 

He  feels  velly  nice,  when  he's  full  of  mice, 
lie's  a  puiupey  litlle  pig-tailed  ChioamaD. 


Answer  to  Take  This  Letter  to  my  Mother. 

By  £.  A.  Dempsey. 

lilcaaed  letter  from  my  darling. 

It  has  crossed  tlie  dark  blue  sea, 
.luy  and  sunshine  travelled  with  it, 

Willie  sometimes  thinks  of  me. 
Says,  "  she  wept  when  last  we  parted,*' 

Ah  I  'lis  God  alone  can  know 
How  ray  days  are  passed  in  longing. 

And  luy  nights  m  sleepless  woe. 

CuORCSj 

Tiny  letter!  precious  missive  I 

Messenger  of  pence  and  love  t 
God  direct  my  darling's  footsteps, 

'till  We  meet  in  joy  above. 

Priceless  letter,  will  you  rf  ad  it 

Once  again  ?— my  eyes  are  dim  ; 
Long  ago  they  shone  K>r  some  one, 

Kow  they're  dnil  and  moist  for  him. 
Oh  I  my  W  illie,  all  that's  left  me  t 

Last  leaf  on  a  withered  tree ; 
liirds  and  summer  both  departed 

Death  impatient  waits  fur  me.  ClMnM. 

Lear  the  answer  o'er  the  ocean, 

It  will  cheer  my  Absent  boy,  j    ■  - 

Though  words  are  ft%ble.  cold  and  meagrs, 

To  express  such  speechless  joy. 
Trembling  is  the  hand  that  pens  it. 

Blotted  is  its  page  with  tears,  |,    . 

Yet  'twill  speak  the  same  old  story, 

Of  a  widowed  mother's  feara. 


Cboms. 


Fretty  Blae-Eyed  Maiden. 
By  Jottn  A.  Hogan.         Air  :  Little  Cherry  Blossom. 


A  maiden  fair  with  golden  hair, 

I  met  one  aumroer  morning. 
She  was  a  flower  of  piiradis«. 

With  grace  and  beauty  charming, 
She  smiled  i>s  I  approaelied  her. 

Oh  I  my  heart  with  love  is  laden. 
For  there's  none  so  rare  that  can  compArt, 

With  this  pretty  bine-eyed  maidea. 
C'Honcs. 
Pretty  little  maiden  do  you  love  me, 

Little  blue-eyed  maiden  will  you  wed  me. 
For  we  will  be  happy  as  the  day  is  long. 

Lots  of  pretty  things  I'll  give  her. 


Rcfeat. 


When  the  pansiea  and  the  roaes  sweet 

Artt  blooming  in  their  glory, 
'Tia  then  I'll  w.d  this  little  pearl. 

I  I.e  piji'jrcl  of  my  6lory. 
We'll  dwell  in  yonder  pretty  lune. 

Where  the  flowers  with  dewareladao. 
And  I'll  talk  of  future  hapfiness. 

To  this  pretty  blue-e.ved  maiden. 


Choros, 

f-  .•;,,'•■■■ 


BHEET  MUSIC. 


/fr; 


Jny  piece  of  Sl>eet  Mngio,  no  matter  wbsre  poh. 
lishfd,  will  be  sent  by  ns  to  any  address,  postpaid, 
on  receipt  of  mnrked  price, 


c-;f  1 
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Little  Brown  Jog. 

' i'Z.i'\r-  ■".;"'.' r.'. '■   '•;'.■'. 

My  wif«  And  T  Ht*  all  alon« 

In  •  netil  litlla  oot  we  c*II  our  uirn(  . 
-Ate  lovefgiu  and  I  love  ram,  ['■•     ■  ,.■-': 

I  t«U  you  wtiat  we  bav*  loto  of  fas. 

I  la,  ha,  ha!  jon  and  me. 

Utile  brown  jug  donll  love  Ibea.  • 

'  I  ia  you  tbat  makes  me  wear  «M  elothaa, 
■ri»  you  that  makea  my  friend*  my  to—. 
Here  she  is  beneath  my  noee,  ^^ 

'lip  her  up  and  down  sbe  govt.  Cfcoroe. 

When  I  go  toiling  to  my  (arm, 
1  take  liUle  brown  jug  under  my  arm. 
I  put  her  under  a  ehadv  tree, 
Lull*  brown  jug  don't  I  love  thee. 

J f  I'd  a  cow  which  gave  eueh  raiik. 
Id  clothe  her  in  tlie  finest  lilk  ; 
I'd  feed  her  on  the  eweeleat  hay, 
And  Id  milk  her  forty  time*  a  day. 

The  rose  )•  red,  my  noee  ie  too, 
The  vjolefe  bine,  and  aa  are  you; 
And  yet  I  gnete  before  I  ttop, 
I'd  better  uUe  another  drop. 


Oborua. 


Cborut. 


Choni*. 


I  The  Pitcher  of  Ale. 

By  Thomas  Ford  Jr.         Air:   Pitcher  or  bew. 

I'll  ling  yon  a  eong  of  a  friend  true  and  alrong, 

1  he  same  lime  111  tlrive  to  be  brief— 
Although   tie  a  fact,  he  J*  often  quite  eracked, 

Yet  to  him  you'll  go  for  relief. 
No  word  hue  he  epoken.  no  word  hae  be  apoken. 

It  doee  aeem  a  curious  tale. 
Though  filled  every  night,  be  never  geU  tigM, 

I  ipeak  of  ihe  piicher  of  ak.  ;  .; 
Chords. 
Each  day  in  the  week,  while  too  full  to  apeak, 

Kach  morn  and  eocli  night  without  fcil— 
With  ii.arU  free  from  care,  etong  fiiendahip  wa'll iwoar, 

Ae  we  drink  from  tli«  pitcher  of  ala.        *       ■ 

The  rioliman  he  got*  to  Delnaonico'a  .. 

And  ord«re  hi*  bottle  of  wine,  ^ 

•Neath  chandelier*  bright,  he  *iU  lata  at  bijIi^ 

In  tl>e  parlor  ao  apaciou*  and  fine. 
He  fiiti  nt  hie  ease  and  drink*  a*  he  please. 

Of  champagne  to  washdowq  the  quail. 
Though  seeming  quite  gay,  yet  thia  I  will  e«y, 

I  d  as  leave  have  the  pitcher  of  ale.  Gboraa. 

1  tliink  with  a  *i«h  of  the  days  now  gone  by. 

When  gathered aroun^  in  a  group— 
We'd  make  the  air  ring,  with  the  aong*  wa  would  aing, 

While  aeated  upon  some  front  atoop. 
The  cool  summer  bree«e  blew  ealm  'nealh  the  tree*, 

The  planet*  shone  eoftly  and  pale. 
When  a*  a  wind-up,  we'd  pa**  'round  the  auj). 

Filled  from  the  pitcher  of  ale.  Obornr. 

i-v    ^•'*"  '"'•:  f   '  '. 

Oood-Bye  We'll  Meet  Again. 
By  John  F.  Murphy.         Ded,  to  H  la*  Kitty  Buma. 

Farewell  Nora,  fare  tbea  well, 

\  mu*t  leave  you,  Era  Maehree, 
Duly  call*  me,  love,  do  tell, 

Sav  you  will  be  tros  to  me.  « 

For  Ireland*  honor  Ireland'*  ••k^ 

I  must  cro*»  the  raging  mara  ; 
Otlier*  went,  love  be  ooatant, 

Oood-bye,  good-bye  we'll  meat  agaia. 

:■■■■:■'";■".,.-'<:'■>'■;•        Choeub.     •'<:"->■»•;.■:,-'.; 
Tliiok  of  Iha  •»•  noble  aoldiara. 

Who  died  where  bullets  fell  likoraia; 
Cheer  up  loved  one,  God'*  will  ba  doaa, 

Oond-bye,  good-bye.  wall  maatagaia. 

Wbv  waep,  Aroon.  a  aoMian  Aangltm^'* ' ,    . 

Fi.  fortbama,  lova  dry  your afaa, 
Irin  vhould  b«  f^  a«  water, 

I  viJ)  other*  aaak  the 


'Mid  carnage,  ahell,  and  eannon'f  roar, 

W*  11  r«»d  the  bond*  of  British  eltaia,  -fr-^-}- 

Violate  the  lawa  for  a  rigliteou*  eauae, 

Good-bye,  good-bye.  w'll  meet  again.         Cho. 

Other*  fought  and  fell  before  m«kV:     'j^,;'  ■  \;:  ?*' 

brave  aa  liona  to  meat  the  foe,        ^^    -l  .  x    ' 
Where'er  I  be.  I'll  atill  ador*  tl>«*,      V 

So  *niile  Maehree  and  bid  me  go, 
The  Shamrock  green,  sweet  Erin'a  emblem. 

Hid  for  year*  from  sun  and  rain. 
Will  wave  once  more,  adieu  a*tore,  ■  "  '- 

Oood-bye,  good-bye,  we'll  meet  again.         Cho. 

The  Faoiily  Group  'Bound  the  Fire. 

To  the  Clarendon  Uterary  Unlou  of  Brooklyn. 
By  Stephen  Oarvey .  Air :  The  old  brown  cot  on  the  hlU. 


Theee  cold  winter  nighta  brioga  bask  to  my  mind. 

The  dear  reeoUaetion*  of  yore. 
The  many  bright  momenta  now  left  Ihr  babind, 

And  the  vision  of  frienda  who're  no  more. 
I  often  do  think  of  my  once  happy  home,         .^  . . 

And  of  mother  and  our  old  honored  air*;    ' 
Of  •i*ter*  and  brother*  who  on  tho*e  nighta  would. 

Make  up  a  group  'round  the  fire.  "^^^ 

/\  .-'^;     CHoanfciv-U'';^-!'  :-y;>  .>-^  >'■'■'  '". 
It  waa  a  picture  to  aee,  of  loring  oaily. 

It  wa*  one  that  you  could  but  admire  ;        0    '    ^ 
To  aee  us  at  night,  in  our  parlor  ao  bright,    .; 

All  in  a  group  'round  the  fire. 

How  happy  we'd  be  in  onr  parlor  ao  Varm, 

Where  all  wa*  so  pleasant  and  gay  ; 
That  room  did  always  aeem  to  have  a  charm, 

I'hat  would  oft  make  us  long  for  to  *tay. 
Old  time*  we'd  recall,  ond  tales  we  would  tell, 

'i  0  fill  our  aching  desire. 
Oh !  bright  were  the  forms  that  we  loved  eo  well. 

In  that  family  group  'round  th«  fire.        Chorua 

But  where  are  they  now— they  have  all  peused  away. 

And  1  am  left  here  all  alone  ; 
To  gaze  on  the  embera  now  silent  and  eoKi,  ,      v 

'1  bat  once  aparkled  bright  in  onr  home. 
I'll  never  forget  those  bright  happy  honra     ; 

Of  dreaming  of  tboae  I  ne'er  tire. 
For  often  a^am  in  my  dream*  I  do  see 

That  same  loving  group  'round  the  fire.    CbomaL 


Drifting  With  theTide.  '        '  • 

Words  and  Muslo  by  WUl  L.  Thompaon. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  otber  mn?.  kept  conataatly 

on  band,  and  will  lie  sent  by  us  to  any  addreas, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ol  price,  ao  c«nt«. 

We  are  floating  on  the  oeeau,  '"^    ■      ■• 

Drifling,  drifting  with  the  tide  ; 
Far  from  home  ana  futnva  kindred. 

O'er  the  bonndless  sea  «e  ride. 
Giant  waves  like  wondrous  moantainSk  :;':'■' 

Biae  and  fall  with  noisy  sonnd  ;  ;"" 

On  we  glide  thro"  foaming  foautaini^ 

Ou  we're  drifling,  ocean  bonnd. 

CBOBtJS.  , :--::;-' ■:,;:'^'; 
We  are  floating  on  the  oeeaB, " 

Drifting,  drilling  with  the  tide  ;      .s   ' 
Wc  are  drifling  on  the  ocean, 

Floeting  away,  away  ; 
Befrain  :    We're  drifting  with  the  tide. 

We  are  floating  on  the  ooean. 

Drifting,  drifting  with  the  tida;     '-iC' :':■■:''::  •^- 1 
Not  a  »y  of  cheering  sunlight. 

Not  a  friendly  hand  to  guide.   ^^^- 
Driving  winda  with  notee  of  tener. 

Sweep  serosa  the  maddanad  wave  ; 
8oon  well  sink  with  planga  and  quiTer, 


For  no  earthly  hand  oan  my. 

We  are  floating  oo  Ufa's  oeeaa. 

Drifting,  drifting  with  Iks  ttda ; 
But  a  lorfng  band  abof*  os, 

Deigns  our  floating  bark  to  geid*. 
WsTss  of  tronbla  rise  before  as. 

But  onr  boat  goss  safsly  o'er  ; 
Trusting  in  onr  vertby  Ckiptain, 

ISaoa  we'll  reach  the  otb«?  shore. 


Oherns. 


Shore  Pm  happ^  aa  caa  be^  there  is  divflBMal  tame ; 

ni  tall  ye'a  every  one. 
When  I  got  bone  from  work  last  nigbW    * 

I  found  I  was  the  iuther  of  a  son. 
Ten  yeaii  Ta  married  this  very  day, 

And  wa  uaver  had  a  chick  or  ehud. 
The  thought  of  this  bhuga  me  such  joy, 

Take  m/  word  lor  it,  it's  ueariy  got  ma  wild, 
Ouoacs. 

He've  a  puggy  little  nose. 
He  have  diaples  on  bin  toes. 

And  we're  going  to  give  a  party  aitd  a  ball ; 
Sbure  vre'il  name  him  MichaelJamaa, 
Have  hi*  picture  put  in  frames. 

And  we  11  hong  thim  iu  the  parlor  on  the  waiL 

Whin  a  man  he  grows  yon  see,  the  preaident  he'll  ba, 

Shnre  I  wouldn't  let  him  run  for  alderman. 
1 11  buy  a  horse  and  drag  and  I'll  drive  Lim  evaiy  day, 

And  I'll  show  he  have  uo  equal  io  the  kad. 
Yon  aee  whiu  I  waa  very  small. 

To  the  floest  college  I  ivas  sint, 
And  they  edooated  me  so  floe, 

I  was  a  nobleman— a  regular  Irish  geot       Oha 

\,  '.  *m  lei  m  - 

j     While  the  Good  Old  FoQci  are  Hen. 

Words  and  Music  hy  Connolly. 

Music  pub,  &  Copyright  187»,  by  K.  H.  Bamiaff. 

I'he  MuBie  of  this  or  onjr  other  aonr,  kriir  roneraiiili 

on  hand,  and  will  be  »ent  bv  ub  to  aiij  afliliw. 

postpaid,  ou  receipt  of  price, 40 cents.   ~  ' 

When  en  the  downward  hill  of  life, 

With  its  story  almost  told. 
Ob  !  weicoQie  then  each  senile  word, 

And  kindnean  to  the  old. 
The  grace  of  loving  tenderness 

To  tbem  a  bteaaiug  dear, 
Will  their  hearts  with  sweetest  joy. 

While  the  good  old  folkb  uru  bera. 

CUORCB. 

Then  cheer  the  old  folks  with  kind  woods 

THuo'  each  dacliuing  year, 
And  let  them  live  in  pleusaat  peaoe. 

While  the  good  okl  folki>  are  hers. 

Let  us  smooth  their  path  while  drifUag  as. 

To  bright  etemul  dajr. 
Ere  life'H  uucertain,  weary  light 

Doth  geutlj  fade  nway. 
Long  tims  together  havs  they  loilad, 

Aud  as  Ibe  ead  they  near, 
We'll  booths  tbair  hearts  with  dearest  w««(U. 

While  the  old  fblks  an  hers.  Ohoma. 


»y  Harry  Clarti. 


MiokeyDoiC 

Air: 


Chartay  Fly^v. 


Ch«nitj. 


My  frienda  I  am  not  pntting  on  ain, 
When  I  aland  up  here  to-sigbt, 

r>iit  I  leave  it  to  every  one  of  you, 
IT  I'm  not  a  handsome  sight. 

For  I  wear  the  finest  kind  of  elothaa, 
And  J  alway*  have  a  dollar. 

With  a  pair  of  latest  etyleof  ehoea, 
'     And  a  great  big  paper  color.  ; .; 

ClIOXTTS.  \^ 

Mickey  DufT;  MiekeyDuff, 

'\'on  will  know  me  by  my  eollar, 
Mickev  Duff,  Mickey  DuflT, 

My  curley  l»air  i*  jalkr.        V 
Ton  ean  ae«  that  I'm  in  atyla. 

Aa  my  Henry  Clay  I  pufF, 
Clear  the  way,  what  do  yon  aay. 

For  hare  come*  Mickey  Dui£ 

Now  there'*  my  friend  John  Began, 

Say*  that  Fm  too  bren  new. 
He  will  hire  nie  for  an  elephant. 

To  go  with  Barnum'*  ahow. 
.^nd  all  the  boy*  tliey  langb  at  ma 

Wlienever  I  go  by, 
liot  I  don't  care  a  *nap  ibr  thai 

And  I  aay  go  away,  ilioo  fly 


Ci#'u*. 


THE  LATEST 

PabliBhed  by  Mrs-  Panline  Lieder, 

60  Chatham  Street 

"  The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet," P»tt 

"|The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet,"— Waltz Pratt 

"Sweet  Amerikay," Yonnker. 

"  The  Old  Bench  near  the  Mill Speck. 

••  Mary  Ann  Kehoe  " Powen. 

<*  Take  me  Back  to  my  Dear  Old 

SoQthem  Home. . .  .Speck. 

•'  Angel  Mother,  Watch  for  me," Pr»tt 

"  The  Night  I  Learned  to  Swim" Powen. 

"  Lay  My  Head  Beneath  a  Eose," Straight 

"TheLoBt  Jewel," Blunt 

«'  Pennilees  and  Poor,"  Younker. 

"  Silver  Bells  are  Binging 

away  op  in  de  Sky. . . .  .Yonnker. 

'•  The  Irish  Volunteer^" Younker. 

"  McCarthy's  Boarding  House," Powers. 

"  New  Years  Day" Powers. 

"  Little  Roguish  Eyes," ©"Beardon. 

•'  Baby  Died  one  Year  ago  To-day,". .  O'Reardon. 

"Songs  Unsung," Vanderoook. 

"  Waltzingham  McSweeney," Dockstader. 

"The  Beason  why  I  was  Elected. . .  .Ned  Straight 

"  Music  and  Dancing," Chas.  Connolly. 

"So  Sad  and  Weary  To-night,". .  Chaa.  Connolly. 

*'l  Couldn't  Help  it  Ma," Chas.  Connolly. 

"  A  Little  Place  Within  Thy  Heart" Cooper. 

FOBTY  CENTS  EACH,  or  any  3  PDECES  $1.00. 

Sent  postpaid,  by  the  Publisher,  on  receipt  of 
price.  To  be  had  at  any  mnsM  store  in  the  17.  S. 
Write  to  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder  for  anything  in  the 
line  of  Music. 
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"N  0  W  0  R  K," 

BY  NED.  STRAIOHT. 

No  person  should  fail  to  get  the  words  and  music  of 
this  beautiful  song  and  chorus,  if  they  have  not 
already  got  it,  also  the— 

NO    WORK    WALTL 

This  song  and  wultz  have  only  been  before  the 
pnblio  a  few  mouths,  and  by  the  immense  sale  of 
the  First  Edition,  I  was  forced  in  an  incredible 
short  space  oi  time  to  issue  the 

SECOND  EDI-nON. 

And  now.  (thanks  to  the  musical  public  in  general) 
I  am  already  obliged  to  issue  the 

THHID  EDITION. 

It  is  BOW  being  performed  by  the  Tarions  orch- 
estras in  and  out  of  the  city,  anci  being  sung  br 
quite  a  number  of  oxa  leading  Tooalista  with  im- 
mense sueoess. 

The  "  No  Work  WrKb,"  was  played  the  balance 
of  the  summer  months  ever  since  its  issue  at  the 

SURF  PAVHLpLION.  BocUway  Beach, 

Sy  Prof,  J.  Carbery  and  Orchestra,  and  elicited  the 
kind  comments  of  an  appreciative  public.  Which 
we  can  only  my  it  merited.  The  music  beine 
one  of  the  finest  melodira  which  yhe  oU  aad  well 
known,  immensely  popular  NED  STRAIGHT 
has  cfrmpoeed. 

Sent  puat  paid,  on  ceoeipt  of  pciee,  40  oenta  taah. 


She  Threw  me  a  KIm  From  the  Window- 

Copyright,  and  pub,  18Tt,  by  W.  A.  Pond  &  Co. 

>^ord3aad  Music  by  John  T.  Butledge. 

The  Music  or  this  or  any  other  soog,  k*-pi  constantly 

OU  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  «f  price,  16  cents. 


I  •trolled  out  at  twilight,  on*  evening, 

To  idle  an  hour  away. 
Enjoying  a  fragrant  Havana, 

And  tlie  balm  of  the  flowers  of  May. 
I  pasted  by  a  vine-covered  eoitage, 

That  itwd  at  the  foot  of  the  lane  ; 
Two  bright  eyes  peeped  out  fh>m  the  window, 

A  sweet  face  was  pressed  'gainst  pans, 
Cborus. 
She  threw  me  a  kiss  from  the  window, 

Which  filled  roe  with  jey  and  delight ; 
I  knew  'twas  my  darling  Lucioda, 

Dhat  made  earth  to  me  seem  so  bright, 

so  bright 

She  ran  to  the  gateway  to  meet  me,  f 

Aad  asked  me  to  linger  awliile. 
She  smiled  aa  she  came  near  to  greet  ihe, 

Aad  love  lingered  under  each  smile. 
We  stood  at  tlie  gateway  and  ohatted  ; 

The  moon  chaMd  the  stars  io  its  flight ; 
The  swift  hours  had  flown  ere  we  missed  them. 

And  now  we  must  whisper,  good-night      Oho. 

She  said  she'd  be  mine  ere  I  left  her, 

I  vowed  I'd  ibrever  be  true  ; 
.^nd  strolled  on  my  way  happy-hearted. 

If  you  had  been  me,  would  not  you  f 
Half  turnioe,  I  looked  over  my  shoulder. 

To  catch  just  another  sweet  glance  ;    ,. 
She  threw  me  a  kiss  from  the  wiadow. 

That  filled  me  with  love's  dreamy  trance. 


Cho. 


I       The  Clang  of  the  Wooden  Shoon 

Words  and  Music  by  W.L.Maloy. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  sonp,  kept  cODBtantl7 

on  hand,  and  will  he  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

poet  paid,  on  receipt  of  price  85  cents. 

."•■Oh  I  the  elang  of  the  wooden  shoon. 

Oh!  the  dance  and  the  merry  tune, 
^    Happy  sound  of  a  bygone  day, 
Ig'  It  rings  in  my  heart  lor  aye.  ' 

;    When  the  boat  eame  in,  ;,  ° 

J         With  the  sailors  all  aglow,      ?•  •  '^^ 

',    ilnd  the  moon  shone  down         i;;"''    .. 
*        On  the  glistening  tide  below. 

Oh  !  the  elang  of  the  wooden  shoon, 
ngy  Oh  !  the  danee  and  the  merry  tuns, 
;  Happy  sound  of  a  bygone  day, 

It  rings  in  my  heart  for  aye. 


»• 


"  Now,  my  lads,  with  a  merry  will. 
Up  with  the  hatoh  and  the  baskeU  flllf  . 
Winsome  lassies  above  ye  stand. 
Ready  with  eager  hand." 
Then  the  sails  came  down. 

And  all  was  taut  and  clear,    - 
And  a  wild,  glad  dance. 

Lit  up  the  wooden  pier. 
Oh!  the  ruth  of  the  tripping  feet 
Oh!  the  lightsome  hearts  that  best 
Wild  and  sweet  tlie  merry  tuns. 
And  the  clang  of  the  wooden  shoon. 

But  they  are  gone  a  wear)'  while,  aht  me, 

And  he,  my  own  onme  home  no  more  from  ssa, 

The  sea  looks  black, 

Tlio  waves  have  all  a  moan.  ,  , 

And  I'm  left  to  sit  and  dream  alons, 

To  sit  snd  dream  aloae.  ■  .;  ;..'_.. 

Still  I  see  them  on  the  pier.       ..     '<»  ;  . 

AU  the  kindly  fsees  near,  ,c  ■ 

Hear  the  wild  and  merry  Inne, 

And  the  olsng  of  the  wooden  shoon. 

Whfn  the  hosts  esme  in  •     ..' / 

With  the  sailors  all  aglow,    •  .•         .- 
And  the  moon  shown  down       \  '.  ■ 

On  the  rippling  tide  below,  ■'  ... 

Oh!  the  clang  of  the  wooden  skaaa,        •'-■  -i*' 
Ob!  the  danett  and  the  merry  tuns,        *'  -<  • 
Happy  sound  of  a  byronc  day, 
I   rings  ia  my  heart  ^r  sye— for  aye. 


The  Kind  Loving  Faces  at  Horn*. 

By  K.  8.  Dwyer.  Music  by  Henry  Maylatb. 

Copyright  18TT,  by  G.  P.  Benjamin. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  Bong,  kept  constantlT 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addresa, 

post  paid,  on  rx'celpt  or  price,  so  cents. 

vf 

I  am  thinking  to-day  of  the  home  of  my  youth, 

Near  the  brooklet  that  runs  thro'  the  glade. 
The  green  grassy  Iswn,  and  the  orchard  so  dear, 

Where  oft  in  my  childhood  I  have  strayed, 
'lis  msny  a  year  fines  these  seeoes  I  have  left. 

Through  far  distant  countries  to  roam ! 
But  wherever  I  wander  I  still  long  to  sea  'J. 

1  he  kind  loving  faces  at  bomel  .'    I 

CuOBCS.  ."  I, 

And  though  we  are  parted,  yet  ever  to  me. 

Sweet  thot's  of  my  loved  ones  come  ; 
And  wherever  I  wander  I  still  long  to  8««  '       ; 
The  kind  loving  &«es  at  home!  I 

How  oft  in  my  dreames  have  my  thoughts 

wsndered  back. 

To  ray  mother  so  kind  and  so  true. 
Who  whispered  good-bye.  and  God  bless  you  my  boy, 

When  I  bsde  lier  and  father  adieu. 
E'en  now,  in  my  fancy,  I  once  more  can  feel 

Her  warm  loving  kiss  on  my  brow  ! 
And  sijfh  when  I  think  that  'tis  naught  but  a  dream. 

For  I'm  wand'ring  far  from  her  now  !        Cborus. 

My  desr  sweet  sister  with  whom  I  have  played, 

So  oft  in  our  childhood  at  home. 
Has  sent  to  nis  many  a  message  ot  love, 

1  o  eheer  roe  wherever,  wherever  I  roam. 
My  father  is  wailing  to  meet  me  again, 

When  my  long  weary  journey  is  o  cr  ; 
And  soon  we  meet  at  the  old  fireside. 

To  part  on  this  esrth  never  more.  Chorhs. 
M  lai  ^  . 

TeU  Me  Love,    WiU  You  Remember. 
Sung  by  tho  Whitney's,  with  great  bucccsb. 

Tell  me  love,  will  yoo  remember 

When  1  'm  Csr  away  from  thee  T 
Will  yon  still  be  true,  my  darling. 

When  I'm  sailing  o'er  the  sea. 
Keep  the  vows  of  love  we  plighted 

When  we  bads  our  last  fsrewell, 
Thst  y9ull  keep  me  in  remembranes^ 

'I  ell  me,  darhng,  only  tell  ? 
Chorcb. 
Whisper  softly,  sweetly,  darling, 

Say  I  will  be  true  to  thee, 
Though  for  years  we  may  be  parted, 

rromise  to  remember  roe. 

.  Tell  me,  love,  will  you  remember 

When  the  roses  cease  to  bloom  t 
And  Deeamber,  bleak  and  dreary, 

Takes  the  plaee  of  gentle  June. 
Though  we  may  be  parted,  darling, 

by  the  cruel  hand  of  lime. 
Promise  that  you  will  be  true,  love, 

Till  I  come  to  eall  yon  mine. 


n 


Cborus. 


My  Bloe-Eyed  Dan. 


Ohl  my  heart  is  filled  with  joy, 

I  scarce  know  what  to  lay 
About  my  darling  blue-eyed  Daa, 

I  think  of  night  and  day. 
Twas  on  last  Sunday  that  we  met 

Among  the  sweet  grape  vines, 
.^ud  the  little  birds  were  singing  ferth 

Their  sweet  harmonious  rny mas. 

CaoBoa. 
A  r>d  I  feel  jnst  as  happy  as  a  little  nd  roae 
Thst  blooms  down  in  the  shady  lane,       J. 

I  ke  sun  shines  from  ths  sky  so  bright 

On  my  pretty  darling  little  blas-sjud  Dan. 

He  dsesses  neat,  his  voice  is  sweet 

As  the  sound  of  a  silvery  bell. 
And  oftes-tiraes  I  run  swsy,     ,. 

To  meet  him  in  the  dell.      -^  ■•'    , 

II  c  met  me  st  the  orchard  gat* 
Last  Sunday  cvs  at  nine, 

Aai  whis(>ered  lovs  taiss  in  my  sar, 

And  I'm  surs  be  will  be  mine.  Hkenw. 


T1I£     SJJVOKRS'    JOUR]%AL.. 


^:ki 


OOHTIMDID. 


She  RMwered  "  Good  night  I"  and  itood  guto; 
after  Lini  as  lie  diauppeared  down  the  alley. 

llieD  sli«  raised  litr  arm*  upward  in  rapluroui 
triumph  ai  aha  whispered,  "  lie  is  mine  !  I  will 
win  htm  front. thein  both.  I  am  uaeful  to  him,-  ho 
thinks  only  of  the  inlieritance,  and  that  shall  be  his 
at  auy  risk — at  any  sacrifice  toothers— on  one con- 
dilioo.  Ue  is  not  likely  to  reject  it ;  for  is  h«  nut 
in  my  power?" 

Too  excited  to  support  the  coufiocraent  of  her 
own  room,  Maria  Daggett,  buried  in  thought,  pri>- 
ceeded  further  down  the  alley. 

She  was  heedlefs  in  what  direction  it  led.  She 
only  knew  it  took  her  further  from  the  house,  its 
bright  lights,  and  the  monotonous  time  of  the 
dance  music  which  had  been  drivmg  her  to  mad- 
ness all  the  evening. 

She  had  at  last  played  h«r  card  with,  in  her 
opinion,  success,  nnd  wanted  quiet  to  meditate  on 
her  next  step. 

The  alley  continued  almost  to  the  boundary  of 
tha  grounds,  where,  to  ahut  out  the  stubble-land 
beyond,  trees  had  been  thickly  planted,  about  the 
base  of  whi<^  grew  long  graaaes  and  delicate  fern 
frouds. 

From  the  latUr,  a  mam,  who  had  been  lying 
there,  either  for  concealment  or  rest,  rose  cautiously 
up  on  his  elbow  at  the  sound  of  the  companion's 
tread. 

His  first  intention  seemed  a  noiseless  retreat 
furtlier  into  the  busijes,  but  thia  purpose  was  eri- 
dently  changed  after  a  aeoond  glanco  at  the  in- 
truder upon  his  solitude. 

An  expression  of  intense  astonishment  overspread 
his  countenance,  and  slowly  rising  to  his^t,  after 
a  rapid  inspection  around,  ho  atood  under  the 
shadow  of  the  trees,  waiting. 

Had  Richard  Hepburn  been  present  at  the 
moaaent  ha  would  have  reooguised  m  the  man  thu 
tramp  he  had  first  seen  on  the  moonlit  road. 

With  head  depressed,  Mari.<»  Daggtlt  came  on. 
so  baried  in  reflection  that  she  w^iuli  have  passed 
the  other  unseen,  had  he  not  taken  »  step  iorward, 
accosted  her. 

"  Why  'Ria,"  he  exclaimed,  in  a  low  butfamiliar 
tone,  '"you're  never  going  to  cut  a  fellow  like  this, 
•re  you  t" 

1  he  eompanion  raiaed  her  head,  ulterin  g  a  atarlled 
cry  of  alarm.  Then,  as  her  eyes  rested  upon  the 
feature!  of  the  man  standing  close  by  her,,  alie  went 
as  pale  as  death.  Fallioe  back  from  him,  she  ex- 
claimed involuntarily, anawith evident  fear,  " Great 
Heaven  ! — you,  Timothy  T" 

*•  Yea.  'Ria ;  Timothy,"  be  laughed,  "  once  again 
in  England." 

She  waa  trembling  violently,  but  evidantly  waa 
making  a  terrible  effort  to  reeover  eomposura. 

"  I— I  thunght "  abe  beg^n. 

When  he  broke  in,    "  I  know— that  I  wasn't  due 
yet.     But,  you  see  ilustralia  didn't  suit  me,  so.   as 
I  had  anopportaniiy  of  giving  the  autlioritieH  leg- 
bail,  I  gave  it  them.     You  don't  blame  meT" 
"No." 

The  negative  came  neohanically. 
"  Nevertheless,  old  girl,  yon  don't  seem  over  and 
above  rejoiced  to  see  me." 

"  Rejoiced  !  How  can  I  be  V  exclaimed  the  com- 
panion, the  idea  of  her  own  peril  through  thisman'a 
appearance  bringing  her  strength  and  words.  "  Voa 
have  ruined  yourself  I  You  will  ruin  me!  Why 
are  you  here  t  What  harm  have  I  ever  done  yon, 
1  imothy,  that  you  should  disgrace  ine  T" 

"  Come,  come,  *Ria,"  ho  answered,  leaning  his 
b«ak  against  a  tree  and  facing  Iter,  "don't  cry  be- 
fore you're  hnrt.  Who  aaid  I  intended  to  disgrace 
you  f  If  I've  been  an  enemy  to  myself,  1  haven't 
been  a  bad  brother  to  you.  Who  gave  you  the 
education  to  follow  the  line  of  business  you  took 
to?" 

"Yon,"  she  answered,  quickly.  "But  if  I'm 
only  to  climb  the  ladder — and  it's  been  hsrd  enough 
— to  be  thrown  off  of  it.  I'd  better  never  have 
eiinibed." 

"  Qfhteful  to  tha-last,"  remarked  the  convict. 
"  But  I  repeat,  who  said  I  intended  U  dkgraae 
yoa?     I  dian't  corns  to  CaroysloR  to  see  you  ,*  and 


yea  as*  the  laat  peraon  I  should  have  dreamed  of 
meeting  here,  for  you  didn't  IrooMe  nie  with  many 
affectionnte  letters  wlii!e  1  was  abroad.  I  should 
exaggerate  if  I  put  down  one  as  the  nu^bar." 

Maria  Brindley,  alias  Daggett,  was  silent.  She 
recognised  the  truth  of  Timothy  Brindley 's  remark, 

^suddenly  raising  her  eyes  lo  his  fiMa,  aha  io^ 
quired,  "  W hy  are  you  here ?"  ■■■:  ■-'^■,. 

-  That,  'Rja,  is  my  buMoesa." 

"You  need  not  trouble;  I  know  it!"— with  a 
slightly  imperious  toss  of  her  head.  "  You  have 
come  to  eee  Joaiah  Biddleoomb,  to  obtain  money. 
Y^ou  were  his  clerk,  and  hold  secrete  which  he  must 
pay  you  to  keep  I" 

>V  hether  the  shot  was  a  random  of  well-prepared 
one,  it  equally  took  olfect.  • 

The  convict's  countenance  expreased  a  aurprise 
Almost  amounting  to  nlarni,  as  he  ejaeulated, 
who  the  devce  tolJ  juu  that?" 

".Not  Josiah  liiddlcconibtyou  may  be  sure."  she 
answered  with  a  loud  laugh.  "  It  is  none  the  lesa 
true,  for  all  that." 

"  Your  bolt  was  a  random  one,  'Ilia,"  remarked 
Timothy  Brindley  ;  "^hether  it's  true,  that's  as  it 
may  he.  But  look  here.  We've  been  parted  for 
many  years— aad  what  I  did,  many  a  gentleman's 
done  before  me— why,  now  we  meet,  should  we  act 
like  two  tom-cats  in  a  gurret  ?  I  never  did  you 
but  good  ;  it  isn't  on  my  cards,  at  present,  to  do 
you  haim.  As  to  being  oshamed  of  me,  you  needn't 
he  that  when  I  get  new  togs.  I  slian't  then  be  the 
same-looking  chap.  And  I  shall  get  'em — ewell 
ones— for  by  chance  you've  hit  the  right  nail  on  the 
head.  1  have  come  lo  get  money  from  Josiah 
Biddlecomh,  and  I've  a  oai^  to  play  he'll  p*y  heavy 
for." 

He  had  while  speaking,  laid  his  hand  on  her  arm, 
and  leaned  nearer,  sinking  his  voice  to  an  earnest 
whisper. 

-  She  did  not  move,  only,  regarding  liiin  eteadily, 
said,  "  Well  ?" 

"  Well,  why  not  assist  me  in  the  game  ?  You 
siian't  be  a  loser.     Vou  are  living  hare,  of  course  ?" 

"Of  course.  I  am  Miss  Biddlecomb'a  com- 
panion." 

"Whew!"  whistled  the  convict.  "That  may 
prove  a  trump,  'Ria!''  • 

"  According,  1  suppose  to  my  idea  ?"  she  re- 
sponded coldly.     "  'What  do  you  wantme  to  do?" 

"  Nothing  at  present ;  only  keep  an  eye  on  the 
game,  and'' — he  hesitated — "  and  give  me  some  in- 
formation about  the  gnesti  who  visit  here— one  in 
particular." 

The  companion  atarled— if  tiie  term  may  he 
allowed — mentally,  for  thero  was  no  motion  ef  the 
arm  on  which  the  convict's  band  yet  rested. 

iShe  instantly  gue«sed  who  was  this  particular 
gueit,  and,  and  in  accordance  with  her  daring,  fear- 
less spirit,  as  instantly  adopUd  a  bold,  reckless 
course  of  aetion.  bhe  had  little  to  dread.  Was  not 
this  rnaii  an  escaped  convict,  and  in  her  power. 

' '  I  nnderstand. "  she  said,  calmly.  "xoxx  refer 
to  Mr.  Richard  Hepburu." 

Agaiu  Timothy  Brindley  waa  taken  aback. 

"  Confound  it  1"  b«  ejaoolated  ;  "  how  mooh  do 
you  kuow,  'Ria  ?" 

"  Sufficient,"  she  replied,  "  to  make  yonra  the 
wiser  polioy  to  tell  me  all,  if  ire  are  to  work  to- 
gether?' 

The  convict  hardly  at  the  moment  aeemed  to 
think  ao.  He  took  two  or  three  paeea  away,  as  in 
doubt,  then  retuiuing,  demanded,  -'  'Bia,  do  you 
know  who  this  yotuig  chap  is  7" 

♦•Yea,"  waa  the  composed  response.         ;; 

"You  do!    "Who?"  :  * 

One  second  aha  paused,  then  riaked  it.-  .  ■;  ~ 

"  Sir  Bichard  Oarr." 

"  The  deuce !  —who  told  you  ?"  he  cried. 

"That  is  my  business.  But  I  think  I  bare 
proved,  Timothy,  half  confidences  will  be  worth- 
less. There  !"  she  proceeded,  with  defiant  reck- 
lewneas,  enconntged  by  her  two  h»8t  suooessee  ; 
"yon  have  nothing  to  confide.  1  am  aware  of  all. 
Old  Sir  Richard  Carr  was  innocent  of  the  crime 
impnted  to  him.  This  estate  of  Camyaton—  how  I 
do  not  pretend  to  say,  for  I  do  not  know  Joeiah 
Biddlaoauib  has  acquired  by  foul  play,  and  yon  are 
awue  of  it.  Timothy.  Yon  are  here  now  to  extort 
money  from  the  knowledge,  alno  to  be  paid  for  the 
vaioabie  infiMcmatiOD  that  the  son  of  the  man  he 


ruined  is  a  visitor  btfieath  his  toof  tmder  a  fal&e 
name  T 

As  Timothy  Brindley  liatenad  to  the  abovi, 
spokeM  in  a  tone  of  such  firm  aasuranoe,  there  v. t.- 
more  tear  than  astcnishoient  oo  his  conntenauot . 
It  tnmed  livid  ;  his  lips  pressed  fieraely  t<^ether. 

■■How  in  the  name  of  all  that's  umaBOg."  he 
hissed,  "  did  yon  learn  thia,  I  r«p«at  ?" 

'■  I  repeat,  that  is  my  bosiness.  Bnt  look  hart, 
Timothy.  Yon  must  keep  Richard  Hepbom's 
secret,  or  it  will  be  the  worse  for  you." 

The  words  were  marke<I  and  decisive. 

"  What  do  you  mean?"  he  demanded. 

"Tliis— that  yoQ  may  extort  what  money  yott 
please  from  Joaiah  Biddiecamb,  but  not  mark  me» 
at  the  sacrifice  of  Mr.  Hepburn.  Timothy,  TU 
show  you  my  appreciation  of  full  ooufldeooo  by 
taking  yoa  into  mine.  We  each  haveagaiaato 
plar  ;  judge  which  ia  the  beet" 

Still  reliant  on  the  bold  oonrse  she  bad  adopted, 
also  orged  by  the  knowledge  that  all  her  plana  ware 
nil  if  her  brother  wen  against  her,  ahe  brieHy  and 
clearhr  told  him  everything  after  her  own  foKhioii. 

"■what!— and  would  he  marry  yon,  'Ria?" 

"It  ia  my  purpose  to  make  him,"  was  the  re- 
joinder. "  He  will  oooaent,  when  Camyaton  is  tha 
price." 

"But  how  can  it  beT 

*■  By  your  turning  your  coat,  Timothy— by  your 
toning  traitor  to  Josiah  Biddleoomb.  Be  aure  Sir 
Biohard  in  gratitude,  will  exonerate  you  from 
blame,  and  reward  you  better  than  this  nnurer."    - 

The  oouTict  glauoed  sharply,  furtively  at  hen 
In  all  the  world,  he  held  he  had  no  more  dangerona 
aa  enemy. 

*^  Well,  what  do  yoa  think  of  my  plan  V  aha 
adced. 

"Its  cleverness  Is  worthy  of  you,"  he  replied; 
"  but  it  takes  a  chap  by  saipriseL  It  wants  think- 
ing over." 

"Thiukover  it,  then  ;  only  remember,  if  you 
follow  your  own  oourse,  you  have  me  as  well  as 
Bichatti  Hepburn  a(;aiust  you." 

The  convict  was  silent,  meditativaly  scratching 
his  whisken. 

Abruptly  he  inquire<l,    "  As  you  know  so  much, 
■■-  ^'"»  p'^'ap^yoa  know  where  old  Sir  Richard  is  P 

"No" — shaking  her  head.     "Do you?" 

"Not  the  slightest  conception." 

"Does  he?"— indicating  the  direction  of  the 
hoDse. 

"Not  that  I  am  aware." 

"  Suppose  he  was  suddenly  to  appear  one  day  I" 
laughed    the  eompanion  ;     "how    diffsrcnt    Ihinga 

would  be  here." 

"  I  don't  fancy  there's  mnoh  probability."  with 
another  furtive,  suspicious  glanee.  "Bntlaay, 
'Ris.I  may  see  liiddleeomb  !" 

"Certainly  if  you  like;  only  you  mnst  be  true  to 
Riehard  Hepburn  if  there  is  to  be  peaee,  not  war, 
between  us  two." 

To  be  Oontmutd  in  A'o.  170—  Cbmmenoad  bi  Xoi  IS2. 
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i;  ONLY  THE  WAY  IT  IS  PLAYED  ON  THE  STAGE.  (Banjo  Song.) 

JUTUi£«d  for  tht  Guitar  or  Banjo,  by  Prof.  Edmond  Clark,  Teaobar  of  tht  Guitar,  Bai\]e,  VloUn,  Oix«d,  AoeOTdMB  aad  Singing,  Vo.  285  Bowary,  NawTaik.   ^ 
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1.    If  you      will        but    lis  -    ten,      some  facts     I         will    men  -  tion,      Con-cem  -  ing        the      past  .     and 

2.  The  first  scene    was         a    house    in        New  York's  big       dt    -  j.  Where  » poor  wo  -  man      was    begging,      of 
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pres  -  ent    strange  age, 
rath  -  er  old       age, 


And        in      them      to 


you 


some  facts      I         will    men  -  tion,      A   •. 
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bout    a        new  dra  -  ma    I  sa'^plajed    on      the        stage.      I    came      to      this      cit  -  j,  with    some    few 

ver  -    7        sad  thing  in      our       life's    prea  -  ent        age.    A  Po  -  lice  -  man  walks       by.  His  face   seems    all    .. 
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friomls  Strolled  round  the    streets,        and  felt  quite      a  -  mazed.  When  I  looked  down    the     biU      of      the 

smil  •  ing  Sticks  his  hands  in    his    pock  -  ets,    and  drew  forth    his      wage.  And    I  thought  that    he    help  •  ed     this 
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Wal  -  lack's     the   -   a  -    ter,       And  saw       a       new    dra 
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P.  S.-Write  to  Mrs.  PAUIIHE  UEOER,  No<  60  Chatham  St.,  N.  Y.  for  anything  in  Hi*  Muvcai  tloe. 
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I  Enow  What  Love  Is. 
Music  p•.^^,  «nd  Copjrlglit  187»,  by  j.  chureh  &  Co 

Uualc  by  J,  K.  Emmet  and  song  Xtr  tUm  1b 
Fritz  In  Ireland. 

The  M'iFic  of  this  or  any  other  aonf,  kept  0M«tanUy 

onliiincJ,  uml  wUl  besent  by  DStoanyaddnes, 

posl  paid,  OB  receipt  ot  pilM,  40  ctoUL 


Coiae  kiw  me,  darling,  I  know  wbftt  \ar»  h  I 

Two  pretty  little  arms  that  'toaodaiy  neck  Mitwin*^ 
Twi)  luby  lipe,  my  love,  that  vmnaljr  kist,  my  love  1 

Two  pretty  eyM  of  azure  bine  lik«  thine  I 
Tlit  u  kis4  me,  darling,  and  say  yon  Ioto  me, 

And  arm  in  arm  to-getber  we  will  glide  along, 
Bweet  mnsio  sounding,  light  bearta  are  boanding. 
While  merily  I  sing  your  aoDg. 
Sweet  t  my  own,  oh  !  come  into  nay  anna  I 
Here  alone,  seoore  from  ev'ry  harm  I      « 

Not  a  care,  free  a«  air  I 
Gome,  my  lore,  and  gaily  dance  aroand. 

Oh !  come,  my  darling,  'tis  jnst  the  honr, 
When  moonbeams  dance  o'er  all  the  hAppj 

earth  and  sea, ' 
Wo  too  will  dance,  my  doye  I  while  star  beams 

gleam,  my  love. 
Oh  I  scorn  not  momenta  made  for  love  and  thee. 
Then  kiss  me,  darling  I  and  say  yon  love  me. 

And  arm  in  arm  together  we  will  glide  along, 
Sweet  mmtio  soanding,  light  bearta  are  bonndiug, 
While  merrily  I  aing  your  song. 
Bweet  1  my  own,  oh  I  come  into  my  arms  ! 

Here  alone,  <to. 


A  Hew  Year's  Greeting^. 

TotlioBntoxB^JaiTXHAL,  byonooflta 


Days  roll  on  days,  and  weeks  to  weeks  euooMd, 

Still  I  u6^1<!Ci  to  wi-ile  that  yoo  may  read; 

lint  now  m  band  I  take  my  rusty  pen. 

Call  np  my  Ibouglits  and  bid  them  to  attaod, 

Oht  for  llie  iiik-horn  of  an  immortal  i'ope  I 

'1  liere  to  insert  my  pen  an^  vainly  hope, 

l!v  chance  to  oalcli  a  ray  of  light  divine, 

Til.  ■  O'.'r  my  soul  in  lustrous  power  would  Mn«  ; 

Koveal  to  me  tliehiJJcn  paths  of  light, 

WhcBc<  streams  of  glory  iliine,  regardless  of  tb«  nijht. 

Or  for  a  '1  liompson's,  who  fore'ro  displays 

A  maoio  power  of  thought  o'er  all  his  lava ; 

AX  hose  all  immortal  song  so  fraught  with  truth. 

Charnia  all  wLo  reads — at  least  it  should— forsooth. 

But  hold  !  digression,  this  is  far  too  deep, 

And  much  I  fear  to  sing  you  oflf  tosleeis 

l5ceiJcs.  this  is  not  what  1  meant  to  say.  ^ 

For  other  Ihems  should  conslitnts  my  lay.     ',';.  . 

Tis  now  of  the  Ncav  Year  I  would  write,    ; 

Whieh  has  come  in  all  its  glory,  ; 

Leoving  the  old  away  in  tliovan, . 

All  wrinkled  wan  and  hoary.  * 

And  so  as  we  welooms  new  eighty  with  Joy, 

Let  US  hope  for  a  far  better  ysar. 
For,  trade,  than  old  seventy-nine  could  boast. 

For  to  me  it  so  seems  to  appenr. 

The  glad  new-years  greeting  I  send  yon. 
Fondly  hoping  the  above  may  f  rove  tme. 

For  if  it  does  not,  I'm  sure  I  onn't  tell. 
What  the  dickens  lever  shall  do. 

You  may  send  by  the  first  fast  express- 
Just  to  keep  tlieold  ball  in  motion. 

The  Journals  tliat  I  slmll  hereafter  name. 
They'll  be  namc^  in  accord  to  my  notion. 

My  bill  as  you  ree  is  getting  quite  large. 
And  the  cosh  reinaios  low  in  the  till; 

Dot  nevertheless  if  you  say  tlie  word, 
1 11  settle  at  onoe  the  whole  bill. 


>  i>i  ^ 


A  Bit  of  my  Mind. 

OrlglnallranngbrPavldltoche.  •' 

When  I  see  a  yoang  ma:i  with  more  money  than  brains. 

Dressed  out  in  the  finest  of  clothes. 
At  some  laboring  man  with  true  blood  in  hie  veins, 

I^iook  scornful,  and  turn  up  his  nose. 
Then  I  Bsytliough  my  arm  is  hard  to  restrain. 

From  knoeking  the  idiot  blind. 
My  exqnisite  duck,  you're  a  fool  that  is  plain, 

^nd  give  him  a  bit  of  my  mind. 


When  I  see  a  poor  •eanistrsss  in  nmt  or  room. 

At  midnight  ineesssntly  stitch  ; 
And  know  that  consumption  is  really  her  doom, 

Wbila  her  wealthy  employer  groiM  rkh. 
If  tbak  omn  that  gtows  fat  on  the  blood  of  the  poor, 

Were  to  my  tender  mercies  consimed, 
I  migl|t  not  saault  him  but  really  I'vraors, 

I'd  five  hist  a  bit  of  my  mincC      f^ 

When  I  see  a  younr  s«ell  in  fine  featbera arrayed, 

With  a  moustaeke  ao  damtily  cu|led ;  "- 

Insult  a  poor  girl  of  tlie  fellow  afrai4, 

^nd  perhaps  with  no  friend  in  the  world. 
Though  not  (ond  of  a  riot,  and  hating  a  din,^ 

Jnst  to  teach  him  good  manners  ioclined, 
I'd  like  to  pitch  in.  but  before  I  begin,  ^  '' 

I'd  give  Lim  a  bit  of  my  mind. 

Xheae  b  Cnb»  ae  yet  in  the  terrible  grasp,  ;>  *  .** 

Of  the  merciless  minions  of  Spain  ; 
It's  time  that  ylmeriea  took  up  the  task 

Of  ending  their  tytanics  reign. 
But  erne  government  heeded  not  liberty's  «ry, 

To  their  blood  thirsty  doing  seem  blind. 
But  I'd  like  to  see  Grant  on  the  snbjeet,  and  then, 

I'd  give  him  a  hit  of  my  mind. 


^  ♦•»i 


Little  Bogniah  Eyes. 

SoaO  A.10  DA.MCK. 

Words  by  Wm,  Jl.  Watte.         Muatc  by  H.  Oltaardonr] 

Banc  wltb  great  suoceaa  by  M188  Jennie  Teomans. 

Copyngnt  18T»,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Ueder. 

AU^Igbts  reserved. 

The  Mnalc  ot  this  song  is  published  In  elegant  Utho. 

UiiHinn  title  page,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Ueder,  «a  Cbat- 

ban  Btreet,  wlu  be  sent  to  any  addreea,  post 

paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  40  centa, 

Bweetly  in  the  twilight  dancing. 

Fairy-like  with  form  entrancing, 
Cnnaing  elf  with  mischief  glancing. 

Little  roguish  eyes ; 
O'er  the  dew  with  lightness  creeping, 

IIThile  theglow-«rorm  sofc  is  sleeping. 
And  the  brij^ht  stars  forth  are  peeping, 

Peeping  with  surprise. 
As  she  wanders  thro'  the  dell,  v       . 

Hushed  is  every  birdie's  song,  '^ 

For  esch  songster  knows  full  well,       '%^ 

She  rules  the  warbling  throng.         '*^' 
Brighter  seems  the  da^  declining, 

As  with  sunlii;ht  still  combining, 
Vhero  her  gleam  o'er  all  is  shining, 

Uttle  rogMish  eyes.  (Danes.) 

Blithely  in  the  early  morning,  ^ 

«      Bummer  day  is  gently  downing,       *,'"   '      'ic 
Lifting  night's  he-darkened  awnings  '*  ■ '  - 

Little  roguish  eyes  ; 
As  she  wades  I  he  brooklet  flowing. 

Moves  amid  the  viulets  growing,  * 

Not  a  thought  on  ooe  bestowing, 

Which  around  her  lies. 
Moy  her  future  life  be  pure. 

May  her  sweetness  never  fade. 
May  grim  sorrow  ne'er  secure. 

My  own  dear  moii'htaia  maid.  Ji 

Joy  o'er  all  my  darling  (Enging,  >     ' 

Hear  the  lark  her  praises  singing, 
For  to  all  sweet  mirlli  sho's  bringing, 

LJltle  roguish  eyes.  (Dance.) 

I  ^  lai  sw  ■  ■ 


And  troubles  and  oares  ever  near  be, 
I'll  grieve  not  if  there  but  be  left, 

Eweet  mosio  and  daneing  toclicer  me  I 
■  Onuses. 
Ah  I  mesio  and  dancing, 

Whot  charms  ye  have  for  me. 
Twin  sisters  sweet,  whom  always  I  greet. 

And  weloome  wberevsrlsM. 
6weet  aids  to  glaJneis,  .     .   .j- 

ilnd  eomfurt  oan  he  be,  ■  .     .     h 

May  pleasure's  bright  rays  attrnd  tbee  always. 

And  crown  us  with  bright  jollilj. 

Moments  so  blissful,         _■.■'.'■■'■>   •    '   vi,  -  I '- 

And  fraught  vith  sweet  content,  -^' L: 

How  swift  they  pass  at  the  merry  daaee,    '*■■  '  ■' 
\       When  all  on  bright  pleasure  are  bent, 
Moving  like  wavelets,  a  happy,  joyous  bead. 

Enchanting  sight,  so  dazzling  bright, 
A.  vision  of  fiiiry  land. 

So  life's  distresses  have  not 
Of  every  joy  yet  l)ereft  me. 

No  more  shall  I  idly  pine,   "■ 
While  musie  and  dancing  be  left  m%        Cherua. 
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Songs  Unsung. 
Words  and  Musto  by  M.  C.  VandercoOl^  ;j, 
Copyright  18T9,  by  Mrs,  Pauline  Ueder.  ^  f     • 
All  rlghu  res-'Ted,  ''  ^"^■ 

The  mtislc  of  thLs  son?  is  published  in  elegrant  Iltka^ 
grapbed  Utlo  page,  by  Mrs,  Pauline  Lledereo  Cbat« 
bain  street,  ^k\\\  be  bent  to  any  address,  poet 
paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  center 
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Httsic  and  Dancing.        , , , 

^ords  and  Mnslo  by  CM  Connolly. 

Copyright  18T9,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 

All  rights  reserved. 

The  Music  Is  publlshM  In  elegant  Uthorraphed  utle 

page  by  Mrs  I'auiine  I.ieder,  60  Chatham  Street, 

and  will  bo  sent  to  any  address,  postpaid  on 

receipt  of  prtoe, ««  centa. 

Music  and  dancing,  V'  • 

What  charms  j/j  have  for  me,  ,y  . 

Twin  sisters  sweet,  whom  always  I  greet, 

.dnd  welcome  wherever  I  see  ; 
Sweet  aids  to  gladness 

And  eomfurls  can  ye  be. 
May  pleasure's  bright  rays  attend  ye  alwaya, 

And  orown  us  with  bright  jyllity. 
Wliat  Ibo'  my  skies  be  o'ercaat, 


\:  ■ 


There  are  son|^  nnsnng  inev'ry  hear^.;  . 

Some  beautiful  memory  hidden. 
That  nestles  alone  in  ita  resting  plooe^ 
By  sorrow  and  tear-drops  hioden. 

Some  sad,  sad  hope,  that  once  did  blooa, 

3^    When  life  was  gay  and  young. 

But  now  it  faded  and  withered  and  dead. 
Oh  I  beautiful'eongs  unsung. 

Ciio&ua. 
Beautiful  songs  unsung. 

Sorrowful  songs  unsung,  .  .^, 

Oh  I  nestle  alone  in  thy  secret  plae% 
,\         Oh  J  sorrowful  songs  unsung.  .j 

There  ars  songs  unsung,  there  are  (ales  nntold. 

Whose  memory  never  can  perish. 
For  the  hearts  that  know  them  are  hearts  of  gold. 

And  they  keep  them  tolnveandlo  cherish. 
Tho'  some  are  sombre,  and  ssd.  and  drear, 

To  the  lives  of  the  saddened  they're  elung, 
They  are  set  in  tears,  and  never  can  die, 

Oh  !  sorrowful  songs  unsung.  Chorus. 

There  are  soncs  nnsunc;,  there  are  words  of  lovs. 

That  in  kindness  and  truth  were  s^ken, 
But  now  are  the  links  ef  a  glad  wild  dream. 

Cherished  and  loved  yet  broken. 
And,  oh  I  to  tlie  heart  that  knows  them  so  well, 
Ihey've  tlie  sweetest  of  thoughts  among, 
.     For  they  seem  like  a  life  that  was  kifs'd  by  death. 
Oh  I  sorrowful  songs  unsung.  Chorus. 

— ^  lai  — 

"*" "  :  :^^^^    My  Sicmthern  Home.    -•  vfv^*v>»} 

Written  and  Sung  by  W.  O.  Hughea. 


\  am  gwine  away  down  south,     < 
To  see  my  dear  ole  wife, 
:  An'  children  that  I  left  behind, 
'  ''      De  blessings  ob  uiy  life. 
(''•f.  My  days  on  earth  are  nearly  done. 
But  1  hope  once  mo'  to  see 
Pat  dear  ole  place  so  far  away. 
My  home  in  Tennessee. 

Chobcs.      .1 
Food-by,  (sym)  Good-by,  (sym) 

No  mo'  will  I  roam, 
I'm  gwine  back  to  whar  I  used  to 
To  my  happy  southern  home. 

-v   I've  wandered  very  far  away  -.' 

From  de  place  dst  T  call  home. 
But  when  I  reach  de  ole  corn  fields 

I  never  more  will  roam. 
What  merry  joyous  timss  ws'll  have 

How  happy  will  I  be. 
With  banjos  ringing,  children  singhig, 

In  my  home  iu  Tennessee. 
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My  Beautifnl  Kate- 
r;f  Uobert  P^  Ro v»n.       Air ;    RaKe  lor  tbe  Wan, 

On«  N«w  Tear'i  nif ht  I  wentto  •••       ;  :•    ■ 

A  lady  fricDd  of  lujoe  ;  '■'/'■■■ 

H«r  mother  keci/*  a  boarding-booM, 

^nd  the  nuui!>jr  it  i%  nine. 
Way  down  on  the  old  tV)wefy,       '  ;  , 

Where  everything  ij  cheap ; 
My  beautifal  Kate  at  the  front  g«l«, 

Me  every  night  did  lutet.  '  ;   ^ 

Then  with  tweet  careB»e«i]^.\'""'  ".".»> 

Arm  in  arm  we  go  ;  ^    ■ 

Talking  of  our  love  affairs,  '" 

^nd  telling  me  wha'.  ehe  Vnowi. 
Oh  !  when  we  are  married,  ;' 

A  different  story  will  3l<e  ttll, 
When  some  beautiful  night  I  come  home  tight, 

And  yank  at  our  door  bell.  '     ,    . 

One  night  to  a  |:>arty  I  took  lier,  ^  ,  .  . 

Intent  on  havingfun,  ^     ^ 

For  there  waa  to  1^  a  walking  mateta,  , 

Alio  a  twenty  luile  run. 
My  Kale  she  had  entered,         ^  .,     ^,   '    ,,■ 

And  me  ahe  did  Burpriee,    '  ■-."' 

For  she  walked  in  that  race  nnttlblaek  In  lL« 

But  ehe  won  the  beautiful  prize. 

Oh  1  now  we  arc  married,  ,       '      ' 

And  are  a«  happy  aa  can  b«  ;  • 
We  have  aJx  bouncing  little  boyi,=_ 

And  tliey  all  take  after  nie. 
Exeepl  litUe  Jimmy  wLo  afler  Kata  doea  take, 
For  every  night  he  raieea  a  fight.  ,.. . 

And  I  have  to  give  him  a  ahake. 
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Pat  the  Eight  Man  at  the  Wheel        I 

•'      Words  and  Music  by  WIU  S.Hays.  I 

Tha  Music  of  this  or  any  other  sonp.  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ol  price,  ss  cents. 


Tlie  time-honored  ahip  of  our  country, 

!•  drifting  about  on  the  sea  ;  ; 

If  aonie  one  don't  take  hold  an<l  stop  her, 

A  fearful  bad  wreck  siie  will  be. 
And  there's  only  one  thing  that  can  save  her. 

For  now  aht'a  beginning  to  reel, 
'lis  to  throw  overboard  her  bad  pilot. 

And  put  the  right  man  at  ihe  wheel  I    : 
CnoRcs.  . 

Tlien  let  ot  aa  Mulors  stick  to  her. 

At  lour  ea  ahe  holds  to  her  keel,         i  ' ' 
For  it  wiS  not  be  long  till  the  people    .    • 

Will  put  the  right  man  at  tbe  whe«l.        . 

Unole  Sub  ia  yet  proud  of  his  vessel, 

Aa  she  ploTShs  the  political  seaa,       '     T'    ' 
.ilnd  Ctdnmbiaoida  him  stick  to  her. 

With  tbe  rtarfl  and  the  stripes  to  the  breeze. 
It  wont  do  to  tafnst  her  to  strangers, 

1  he  ^Anaarieao  Eagle  would  squeal ; 
So  we'll  wait,  and  we'll  watch  for  our  chances. 

I'o  put  the  right  man  at  the  wheel !      Cliorus 

Lei  peaoa  and  good  will  rule  the  nation. 

And  then  let  the  flags  be  unfurled. 
With  an  honest  crew  bravely  to  man  her. 

She'll  be  the  flag-ship  of  the  world. 
If  Washington  only  could  see  her, 

And  the  way  she  now  looks,  he  would  feel. 
That  proeperily  never  will  bless  her. 

'Till  ««^re  put  the  right  man  at  the  wheel. 

C'hurus 


;  ■    -^  So  Weary  and  Sad  To-Night.    ; 

Words  and  Music  by  C.  M.  OonnoUy . 
V  Oopyilght  1879,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  lieder.  i' 

All  rlgbts  reserved,  ■  ■ 

The  MuMc*  published  in  ele^rant  Uthoffraphed  title 

paffebyMrs  Pauline  Lieder,  60  Cbatfiain  street, 

and  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  postpuki  on 

receipt  of  price,  40  centa. 


'8o  vecrr  ttd  Md  to-^rtt. 
So  Utua  of  loy  in  i»<^1mu% 

S*  rsady  my  onbi  to 
8o  qui«k  mj  iMn 
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illone  with  all  my  vain  regrets, 
Mo  lovJBg' presenee  M«r,'^  t> 

So  longing  for  some  tender  «oiJ, 
WHh  words  of  sweetest  cheer,  ah  I 

ClIOBCS. 

So  weary  and  sad  to  night, 
,    .     So  little  of  ioy  in  my  heart, 
'  fio  rsady  my  brain  to  throV, 
So  qaiek  my  tean  toslai4.t 

Bo  weary  my  lone  cheerless  heart, 

Sweet  peace  can  it  ever  regain. 
The  present  for  it  hath  no  joy. 

And  memory  bringeth  faiit  pain 
Id  vain  I  try  to  break  the  spell,  ^  ^  , 

The  olond  of  gloom  to  cl^.      ''■'"'' 
Tbe  thoughtless  jest  ends  in  A  sigb. 

The  smile  turns  to  a  tear,  kli  I 
-■•■.'-■:■  ^i  «ai  s 


v.<»  i 


Chorus. 


I  Couldn't  KelpTTMa !      ^    . 

Words  and  Music  by  C.  M.  ConnoUr.  * 

copyright  1679,  by  Mrs.  PauUne  Ueder. 

All  rtghtareserved. 

The  Music  of  this  song  Is  published  In  elegant  Utho- 

yrapbed  Utle  page,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Ueder,  «o  Cbat- 

tuun  Street,  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post 

paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  ceuts, 
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I  sang  in  praise  of  kisses. 

As  a  sofl  and  gentle  hint, 
And  soon  upon  my  lips,  my  Ior«  . 
A  greeting  did  imsriat;  -  ;.• 

But  wiiile  intoxicated 

With  its  measure  deep'of  bliss, 
Alas  !  my  mamma  witness  «(a%       _^ 
Of  our  delicious  kiss.  ~  :   ;■• 

"  An  explanation  I  demaad,^'  ..,    ■    '; 
I  heard  to  my  dismay,     ^|^'  '.     '- 
And  in  snoh  trembling  acoenls  tlin^ 
I  ventured  this  to  say. 

„  CUOKUS.  j^  . . . .,   >- 

I  eonldn't  l>elp  it,  ma,  .-.->'-».;«>;'•; 

I  really  couldn't,  ma; 
lie  spoke  so  sweet,  and  said 
.  -         I  was  his  guiding  star.      •;.•., 
He  sliowr'd  kitses  fiist. 

When  no  one  else  was  nigh, 
I  couldn't  stop  his  kis»es,  omv. 
And  didn't  eare  to  try.     ;«;*. 

6f  kisses  of  all  sorts  and  kinds,  ' ,'  ' 

I've  surely  had  my  share,        '^** 
From  fonnal  kiss  of  friendship,    1,^; 

'Jo  love's  sulutalion  rare  ;  S  ;  >." -i 
But  of  Ihem  all  I'm  f^ee  to  own,  - 1?  '  > ' 
,  The  sweetest  one  by  far,  ■  Z     '     ' 

"iV'as  that  first  kiss  of  love  which  o|>e'd 

The  eyes  of  my  mama. 
Her  voice  how  quick  our  dream  Ud  change, 

From  pleasure  unto  pain, 
Ah !  how  I  faltered,  when  iu  tears, 

I  softly  did  oxplain.  Chorus. 
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*   ;      Douglas  Eeply .  f  •  ;^ 

WorOs  and  Music  by  Harrison  Millard.  / 
fopyrlght  1879,  by  narrlaon  Millard. 
Publlbhed  by  Spear  ti  Dehnboff. 
Music  sent  by  ua  to  any  address,  price  M  cents. 


Thou  hast  called  me  Douglas  trwy 
Thou  hast  said  "adien,  adieu,"  *  ^' 
'truest  thou  of  mortals  fair. 
Faithful  even  in  despair,  '?C''- 

'{ ho'  the  silken  eotd  be  frayed,  '  •  "  'f' 
Ihu'  Deaths  hand  were  on  me  fari^  .' 
In  that  moDient  dire  did  I  .    "'- 

Breathe  my  love  with  m^last  sig)^ 
Now  from  tieav#u  I  lean  to  tbe^ 
Loving  still Eternally  ! 

I  am  with  thee  evcryvhens. 
In  thy  every  thought  and  piayM| 
Thou  hast  been  too  troe  to  me, 
'Diy  heart  grieved  too  oonstantlj. 
Were  I  living  I  would  press 
Thy  warm  lips,  bat  now  1  bleaa. 
Tho'  sad  t-ars  thv  heart  relior^ 
I  am  sad  if  tbo«  b\il  grivv*, 
Lst  no  more  thy  soul  repioa, 
I  am  thine  and  thoa  art  mino. 


.<.>'. VM.'i'  - 


Emmet'i  Caekoo  Song. 

Music  pntei  and  Copyright  lew,  by  J.  ChURh  ft  Oo 
Music  by  J.  K.  Kaunet  and  sxuag  by  him  la 

Kriu  in  Ireland. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  conaUnUj 

on  uand.  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addreas. 

poai  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  ceata. 

Oh  I  bear  the  cuckoo  call  I 
Oh  I  hear  him  calling  nowt 
,   Cuckoo!  cuckoo  I 

I  hear  you  call,  I  bear  you  call. 
Hear  tbe  onckvo  call, 

Oh !  hear,  he'i  calling  now  f 
Oh  !  sadly  the  cuckoo  is  calling  now, 

I  hear  him  far  up  in  the  ruins  »o  gray  ; 
A  ad  soAly  the  mooobeams  are  failing  now, 
O'er  slumbering  blossoms  of  May. 
Soft  lilies  and  the  rose. 

Wave  in  the  valleys  green. 
Sad  spirits  yearn  far  their  lost  love. 
While  beautiful  shamrock  grows. 
Oh  I  sadly  the  cuckoo  is  calTit.g  now, 

I  hear  him  far  up  in  the  ruins  so  gray  f 
And  softly  the  moonl>«ams  an  fallini;  noir. 
O'er  slumbering  blossoms  of  May. 
The  blue  birds  do  sing  with  a  merry  irill. 
Their  glad  notes  sound  dear  through  ti>e 

Tj  .  .1  1     .       ...  *T^"  woodland  bowanr 

i$ut  the  cuckoo  s  call  is  so  sad  and  still. 

It  comes  is  the  twilight's  lone  honra. 

SofililiM,  Ao. 


The  Beaton  why  I  was  Eleotad- 

Words  and  Moatc  by  Med  Straight. 

Tbe  music  of  this  song  is  publlsbed  in  ekirant  litho. 

graphed  aua  page,  by  Mrs,  Puultne  iJe.ler  do  CbaU 

ham  street,  win  be  bent  to  aiiy  uUdi*a».  noat 

paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cenu      ^^ 

Oopyrtfhi  18T9,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Liedcr. 

The  'lection  now  is  over. 

And  the  boys  are  getting  sober. 
And  now  I'm  going  to  dignify  my  station, 
When  I  was  nominated,  &ilh  all  the  gang  I  tralwl. 
I  believe  I  )>aid  for  nearly  all  creation  ; 
1  made  'em  all  feel  frisky,  wid  illig«nt  ould  whiaky, 
Ihe  result  of  course,  was  just  as  f  expected, 
The  boys  took  my  advioe, 
,^nd  they  mostly  voted  twice, 
.And  that's  the  rason  why  I  was  sleeted.      Danoe. 

They  said  I'd  be  defeated. 

But  my  )>Ians  were  all  eomplated. 

So  I  ordered  wine  for  th«  a«tK>eiatioD, 

They  sai.l  it  was  the  plan  to  run  me  foraldwmao. 

Because  of  my  superior  education, 

I  commenced  my  demonslratious. 

By  dating  out  potations. 

And  soon  all  my  ari^angemenu,  were  effected. 

For  as  cunning  as  a  fox,  we  stuffed  the  ballot  box, 

.4nJ  that's  the  rason  why  I  was  elected.    (Dance. 


■»«»«  ^ 


VALENTINES, 

COMIC  AHD  SEHTIHEKTAL. 

My  stock  of  Valentines  this  season  in  Caskets. 
Shaeta,  Comics,  Ac,  will  be  the  finest  I  have  ever 
before  offered  the  public.  In  riebnese,  beautiful 
designs,  adaptable  verses  suitable  for  everybody, 
they  will  not  be  equaled  by  any  other  house  in  tha 
trade. 

Hoping  to  reoeive  the  fityors  of  tbe  wUoleaale  as 
well  as  tbe  retail  trade, 

I  remain  tbe  public's  obedient  servant, 

Mr*.  PanUne  Liedcr. 

0 

Any  pieoe  of  mosio  will  be  aaot  by   mail,   poat 
paid,  on  receipt  of  price, 

/  ddreaa.  If  n,  PanKne  Liader, 

60  CHATHAIC  8TBXET,  V,  \ 
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T]I£    SIIV<»eKSi'    JOURNAl.. 


Tlie  Old  Broomstick  That  Leaned 

Against  the  Wall. 

By  J,  J.  OaUogUer.  Air  ;  Old  wog4eu  rockwr. 

There  it  stands  in  tha  ooroer,      ;'  '-'*    7  i    ■ 

Lcauing  'jjaiust  the  wall,  •_  J*  t,  - 

That  old  battered,  splintered  broonuHcK, 

So  BtJitely  aud  tall ;  • , 

With  nangbt  to  disturb        .,;.-.' 

lu  that  Hky  parlor  room, 
FfT  no  one  now  neea 

That  old  spliutered  broou.       "  '     „ 
Oh  !  how  well  I  remember  ■  •  * :/;    . 

In  duvs  long  gone  by,  .  ; 

How  thiit  broomstick  made  grandpa 

Hop  round  yery  spry:  .. 

And  we  lihtened  to  the  cadence 

Of  the  brooms  monotonoos  fall 
OiJ  Rrandpa'a  polished  ooooaunt, 

Whene'er  there  was  a  sqnalL  ' 

;.   ■   ..•  ■    I 


!••      .1 


As  she  sat  by  the  fire, 

She  would  rook,  rock,  rock. 
And  she'd  wipe  ll>e  tears  away 

With  the  old  man's  sock  ; 
Eighty  voars  he  had  worn  them. 

But  they  dK)pi)etl  off  at  last. 
Their  pungeut  aroraa^ 

Was  unequaled,  uusurpasaed. 

If  that  old  broom  conUl  speak,     , 

Oh  the  tales  it  would  tell,  ' 

How  poor  aged  grandpa 

In  fierce  battle  fell, 
"Neath  the  strips  of  bticking-plaster 

He  fought  bravely  and  trne, 
But  the  md  woman  walloped  him. 

Till  he  was  black  aud  blue. 
It  would  tell  of  great  bumps. 

Of  bruises  and  knocks, 
'Till  his  poor  old  shoulders 

Looked  like  the  soles  of  his  Boeki^  ,  ,         i 

But  now  he's  gone  and  left  us,  j 

But  the  old  broom's  still  afloat, 
That  old  battennl.  sphutered  broom'aUck, 

'lis  old  enough  to  rote.  Ohflnia. 

Bat  poor  grandma  has  gone, 

And  her  stories  are  doue, 
Her  children  have  followed  .  .   i 

Her  example  every  one,      •     ; . 
At  least  the  female  portion,  ^ 

What  enthuaiasta  they  are,  i 

To  walk  in  the  same  pathway,  .  ' 

Trod '>y  their  old  grandma.  ,,    . 

Never  more  will  we  stand 

With  open  mouths  aud  eyes,  '.    , 
NeTer  mere  will  we  wonder,  • 

>Vhat  made  grandpa  despise    "  '  - 

That  old  battered,  splintered  broomstick. 

That  made  him  hop  so  spry, 
"When  grandma  got  her  "dander  "np. 

In  the  days  k>ug  gone  by.  Chorus. 


If  my  Glances  Have  Betrayed  Me. 

Wor<U»  by  T.  W,  Robertson.       Music  by  E,  MollenUeur. 

Copyright  is«6,  by  J.  ScUuberth  &  Co. 

The  M»islc  of  this  or  any  other  sodr,  kppiconstaaily 

on  liand,  and  wlU  be  sent  by  uh  lo  any  addraaa, 

poet  paid,  on  rirtljii  or  price,  40  tent!*. 


When  the  Flowers  are  Dreaming. 

Wor48  and  Music  by  Joacph  I'.  Skelly. 

Copyright  1880,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Uoder. 

All  rlshts  rL-flrrvcd, 

The  Music  Is  pubUalied  In  eli-gunt  lltbographed  tlUe 

page  by  Mrs  Paulluo  Ueder,  eo  Ctiatlium  Btreet, 

aud  will  )>e  sent  to  any  address,  poet  paid  ou 

ruoetpt  of  price,  m  i>eat». 

Me«t  roe  when  the  f1uver«  are  dreatniaj;. 

When  the  zephyrs  fan  the  air; 
When  the  evaaing  slara  are  ;;leamio2. 

And  the  akies  are  soft  aD<l  fair. 
Come  then  foTe  and  we  will  wander 

Where  lite  Stivam  is  snioollt  and  biijjlit, 
Ix>Te  by  moonlight  growt  the  fonder, 

Uset  me  in  the  grove  to-night. 

.'^:.*^".;    *         CnoatTB.     .  I:";'-"-'- 
ifcet  me  wlien  the  flowers  are  dreamio^. 

When  the  moon  looks  down  to  bright, 
Let  your  eyes  with  love  ba  beaming, 

Meet  me  iu  the  grove  to-night. 

Meet  when  when  tlie  flowers  are  dreaming, 

Sileuee'rsigning  'round  above ; 
When  the  drowsy  world  is  sleeping, 

Then  I'll  tell  you  of  my  love. 
Brealhins;  word«  of  sweet  devotion, 
■     We  will  know  no  paiii  or  Might;  ' 

Hark  I  love  to  my  hearts  devotion,  ' 
'    Meet  u^e  iu  the  grove  to-night.     ' 


Chorus. 


'-..■ 


If  my  glances  have  betrayed  me, 

A»k  me  no  more. 
For  I  dare  not  tell  thee,  lady, 

Wliom  I  adore.  i  - 

She  is  young,  and  tall  and  slender,     ^   ; 

Kyc*  of  deep  bluo  ; 
She  IS  sweet  and  fair  and  tender,  ,. 

Like  unto  yoa.  .*jH;:   X  . 

Unless  my  lady  will  rae,  ^'li^*' 

111  not  reveal, 
TbouKh  the  treaaur«4  teoret  kill  bm,    .. 

111  not  reveal,  , 

Thengh  the  treasured  seeret  kill  aie, 

111  not  reveal, 

Xhe  love  I  fcel. 

The  love  I  (sel. 


.'i,.' 


The  Love  ol  the  Shamrock- 
Music  pub,  and  Copyright  ISTS,  by  J.  Clturch  A  Co 
Words  by  Wm.  Carlcton. 
Music  by  J.  K.  Emmet  and  sung  by  Ulm  la 
Frlu  la  Ireland. 

Tbe  Music  of  tills  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

jMst  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  40  cents. 

Three  little  leaves  of  Irish  green,  .] 

United  on  one  stem  ; 
On  Irish  soil  are  often  seen, 
They  form  a  magie  gem. 
One  leaf  is  truth,  and  valor,  one,  ■ 

The  other  one  is  love  ; 
And  these  three  magio  leaves  are  wet 
By  dew-drops  from  above. 

Oh  I  the  shamrock,  the  shuuxxsk. 
The  shamrock  immortal  aod  graeo, 
'  By  ev*ry  nook  and  every  brool>, 

prows  shaniroek  so  green. 

Oh!  do  you  love,  oh  !  say  you  love. 
The  shauirook,  emblem  of  love. 
Oh !  say  you  lore  the  sbamroek  so  green. 

When  Iriah  soil  received  the  plant. 

The  Elfin  kings  can  tell; 
I.ovc,  I'ruth  and  Valor  wandered  there. 

And  liked  ike  soil  so  welt, 
Eaeli  left  an  emblem  in  a  leaf, 

Jnd  these  together  grew, 
Hiutained  by  heaven's  wannest  beams,  < 

Jnd  nurtured  by  the  dew.  ' 

Oh  !  the  shsmroek,  ^e. 

To  ihee  I  give  the  triple  leaf, 

At  emblem  of  my  love  ; 
I  only  hope  the  niudett  gift. 

May  not  uoweleome  prove. 
A  flower  of  more  pretentions  woctli, 

Cold  not  more  plainly  tell 
The  tripple  faith  I  have  in  thee, 

Thwu  (hamroek  of  thedcll. 


Cliome. 


,  I'm  Waiting  ftr  a  letter  Love? 

Words  by  A.  W.  French  Moalo  by  C.  D,  Blake. 

Copyright,  and  pub,  IITS,  bj  W.  A.  Pond  A  to. 

Tiie  Music  of  this  or  any  otbersong.  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  wlU  be  sent  by  us  to  any  oddreiw, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  o(  price,  ao  cent^ 

I'm  waiting  for  a  letter,  love, 

A  missive  eweet  from  thee. 
To  eheer  roe  as  I  wander,  love, 

Afar  upon  life's  sea  ; 
So  sead  ma  now  a  message  eweet. 

From  Itotne,  and  all,  aud  yoa. 


And  in  its  pages  oft  repeat,  .>^: 

I  hat  still  your  heart  is  true  ;       ' 

ilnd  in  its  pages  oft  repeat, 
1  hat  still  your  heart  is  true. 

CllORCS. 

I'm  wailing,  I'm  waiting 
..         A  message  sweet  from  thee  ; 
I'm  waiting,  I'm  waiting. 
Why  don't  you  write  touef 

I'm  waiting  for  a  letter,  love,  •  ■ 

With  ssd  snd  aching  heart; 
I've  learned  to  love  thee  better,  lore^ 

Sinoe  we  have  strayed  apart  ; 
Then  send  me  now  a  word  of  oheer, 

To  comfort  my  lone  way, 
For  1  have  longed  from  yon  to  hear, 

Many  a  weary  day  ; 
For  I  have  longed  from  you  to  bear. 

For  many  a  weary  day, 

I'm  waiting  for  a  letter,  love, 

Thot  joyfully  ehall  tell. 
How  many  times  you've  tho'tof  me. 

Since  last  we  said  farewell  ; 
8o  Quickly  send  a  missive  sweet, 

To  gladden  my  lone  heart, 
^And  in  its  pages  oft  repeat; 

Thot  we  •hall  never  part; 
And  in  it's  pages  oJt  repeat,    ; 

That  wo  shall  never  part. 


■•■-'•. 


Obems, 


Choms. 


One  Wide  Hiver  to  Cross.       | 

Words  by  C.  D.     Music  by  Blackman.     Arr,  W.  8.  R. 

Music  copyright  1877,  and  pub  by  Q.  u,  Moul'ton  Jt  Co. 

Tho  Music  of  this  or   any  oUicr  boug,  kept  constanUr 

on  Uand,  and  will  le  sent  by  us  to  any  address. 

post  paid,  Ou  receipt  of  price,  80  cents. 

We'll  chaae  the  devil  aronnd  the  slump,       j  ..' 

There's  one  wide  river  to  cross ! 
We'll  chsie  the  devil  around  the  stump, 

There's  one  wide  river  to  cross  1 

Cbobtts. 
One  wide  river,  one  wide  river  lo  cross  I 
One  wide  river,  one  wide  river  to  oroes  t 

When  duty  eslls  us  to  the  field. 

The  order  we'll  obey. 
If  to  defend  our  native  land,  . 

We'll  mingle  in  the  fray  I  Chenu. 

And  by  our  eamp-flree  burning  bright, 

We'll  have  a  jolly  spree,  'I  \. 

We'll  tell  our  jokes  and  eing  our  songs,  '    "' 

\    And  laugh  and  shont  with  glee !  Chorus. 

I  love  to  hear  the  stirring  drum, 
1  he  cannon's  booming  roar  i       '  -     '• "    * 

To  be  a  soldier  is  my  joy, 
I  ask  for  nothing  more  1  ClMras, 

And  when  our  bailies  all  are  o'er,  ' 
A  joyous  place  to  come  *' : 

To  me«t  our  comrades  side  by  side. 

It  is  ihe  "  Soldiers  Home.''  Cliom. 


We'll  float  togelher,  we  11  float  together, 
'there's  one  wide  river  toeroest 

We'll  float  togelher,  we'll  float  t<^elher, 
There's  one  wide  river  to  cross  ! 


N.  B.     Bepeat  first  verse  to  eloee. 


Cboms,   • 


Eadie  I  Love  You. 

©oprright,  18T»,  by  A.J.rWMc; 

Bb.    Kadis,  you're  a  little  dore. 
Sna.    Oh  t  stop  dat  tickling  n^      - 

Frilsy,  you're  my  oaly  lov«k  ,' 
Ha.     Kadie,  I  loveyon,  ^      . 

Kadie,  will  vou  be  my  wife  t  -  i 
Hrk.  Oh  I  etop  dat  tieklinffBe, 

Will  you  be  loving  all  year  lUer 
.     Hb.    Kadie,  I  love  y««. 

Chobtjb.  ■"  - 

Oh  I  how  happy  I  wooM  be,  dear  Kadls^  (Frftay), 
If  I  only  had  yoor  band. 
Oh !  so  happy  and  eonteeted. 
Hb.     Kadie.    Sbb.     Frilsy. 
BoTii.    Very  soon  ws'll  be  made  om.  DasMk 


,7><ii'«y«.' 
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Ck>od>B7«»  LoTely  Loo. 

;    WTluan  aad  Sue  br  Oos  WtntiM,  | 

OopTTlgbtt  isn,  1)7  LoolsP.  Coollutf, 
Tbe  Mu^c  of  UUa  or  any  other  aoar,  k«pt  ooBSUntty 
on  tuind,  Mid  wm  be  Mat  b7  us  w  any  ■rttlrwi, 
pott  paid,  oa  receipt  olprtoe,  M  Mats.  t 


'Twu  early  in  the  month  of  Vay^^^ 

I  Mid  to  my  rirl  Lou  ;  .   ^V  . 

A*  I  am  j;oiDg  far  away,         ■J:-'f-^ 

I'm  going  to  aak  if  joa 
Will  eoDiUnt  be  wkile  I'm  at  aea, '  : 

She  bowed  her  lorely  bead. 
Then  placed  her  liny  liandi  in  nine, 

And  I  to  her  then  aaid. 

Cbokus. 


"  Good-bye,  good-bye.  good-bye  loTelyLou, 

Think  of  me  when  I'm  at  eea,  and  I  will  think  «f  you, 

Oood-bye,  good-bye,  good-bye  lovely  Loo, 

Think  of  me  when  I'm  at  aea  audi  will  think  of  yoa. 


She  eaid,  to  you  I  will  be  tnie, 

To  do  the  aame  I  ooght ; 
Tho'  I  am  told  yoa  aailora       ^    .    , ; 

Hare  a  wife  in  every  port. 
I  eaid,  "now  Lov,  don't  look  ao  Uoe, 

Or  think  ayt  ao  onkind* 
I  never  eonld  fbrect  >  - 

Thegirllleft  behind.** 

I're  one  thing,  Lou,  to  tell  to  7«|«i: ;' 

Before  the  aeae  I  roam. 
And  that  la  of  the  preaenta 

I  am  going  to  bring  yoo  heme. 
An  Indian  ehawl,  a  paraaol, 

^  tiny  kaagarao; 
A  monkey  and  a  parrot,  yee^  / 

And  they  are  all  (or  yoa. 

I  bid  adiea  to  lovely  Lou, 

We  parted  on  the  ahore^ 
And  aometbing  eeemed  to  tall  me 

I  •honld  never  tee  her  more. 
When  I  returned  I  quioUy  learned*:;/ 

That  the  had  gone  away  ; 
Bo  now,  aa  Lon  bai  proved  antriM^  ! 

Why  I  oaa  only  a«y.  ,.  ^...t  . 


:'V 


\.i 


OfaonWk  '- 


Chonu. 


Chor«a,t 


Over  Thore  in  IreUmd.    y    ■  ■  I 

Soiro  ijrs  Daroi.     -^'^s'J:''       -i 

Song  br  Murpbj  and  Mncto*. 

MuMc  OopTTight  18Tl,-aD4  vab,  by  Geo.  MiiUiMaaz. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  aoas.  kept  eonstanUy 

on  hand,  andwlll  beaeutby  aatoapyadareta, 

poat  paid,  oa  receipt  ot  pnc«^  40  centa. 

Over  there  in  Ireland,      ~..     "    "     .  I 

Thafe  where  we  biloBft      -,  .•; 
Home  of  thelriibman,         / 

Land  of  bme  and  tong. 
W here  the  apple  praliee  grow,       ':  v 

The  fineit  ever  seen,  '     ";  ■  j 

In  County  Clare,  where  overthere^    ;  t 

Hurrah  for  the  Shamrook  green,   '.r 

Cuoaut. 

*.'t.  /       -■■  ^ ' .» 

When  the  daieiee  grow  hi  ewBiner»  K 

Down  by  1>ddy'a  old  sbebeen.  -.5*1  f 

And  the  roooking  tbroeb  is  singing-,.       ,   ^i'  ■ .   | 

There  the  boy*  and  girls  are  ecea. ..  >.     j'. 

Dancing  Irish  reels  and  lilts,  '■•;';'<' 

While  the  pipert  their  tunee  do  play;  ;^-''^i 
That's  the  place  where  we  were  bwn,     ;  .       '.,: 

Uvertbere  in  Irelaad.  ?;..     --j 

BanAUU    ,i'^'u^'-"'.'  ':,\":;  ■  ■" 

Atoarold  Irish  hone^   '■■*■'<;'  j 

Our  old  Irish  home,  i ../  i    •  ';  • , 

The  land  of  oar  birth,  beya,    -'.' 

Where  atrangera  do  roam. 


Repaai  v 


We  had  two  pretty  aoll 

Their  namee  were  Jane  a«4  Kate ; 
Thev  always  looked  like  roeaa. 

They  drsased  so  nate  andewale. 
Tbair  eyea  they  shone  lik«  diaoioods,  ■ 

Their  taeth  they  wave  Uke  pearl. 
Their  etyle  was  aometking  gnind  to  aee, 

Oar  pretty  Iriik  girls. 


Obona. 


Publiilied  by  Jfit  Faoliiie  Lieder, 
eOOhiOkut  Stnet. 

"The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet," Pratt 

•'  The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet,"— Waltx Pratt. 

"Sweet  Ajneiikay," Yoonkor. 

"The  Old  Bench  near  the  Mill.  ...«>.if..  Speok. 

"  Mary  Ann  Kehoe " .♦.-».>  .Powers. 

"  Take  me  Back  to  my  Dear  Old    >- 

Soathem  Home Speck. 

"  Angel  Mother,  Watdi  for  m^" Pratt 

"  The  Night  I  Leamsd  to  Swim" Powera. 

"  Lay  My  Head  Beneath  a  Bote," Stnight 

"The  Lost  Jewel," Blunt 

"FBonilesBand Poor."  Younker. 

"  SilTer  Bells  are  Bingiog 

away  np  in  de  Sky. Yoonket^ 

"  Ths  Irish  Voranteew," Yoonker. 

"  McCartby'a  Boarding  Hoose," Powere. 

"  New  Years  Day" Powers. 

•'  Little  Eoguish  Eyes," O'Beardon. 

"  Baby  Died  one  Year  ago  T^-day," . .  OTleardon. 

"Songs  Unsung," Vanderoook. 

"  Waltzingham  McSweeney,". Dockilader, 

"The  BeasoD  why  I  was  Elected Ned  Straight. 

"Mosio  and  Dancing," Chaa.  Connolly. 

"80  Sad  and  Weary  Tonight.".  •  Ghaa.  CoonoUy. 

"I  Cooldn't  Help  it  Ma." Cfaa&  Osnnolly. 

•'  A  Little  Plaea  Within  Thy  Heart" Cooper. 

FORTY  CENTS  EACH,  or  any  3  PIECES  $1,00. 
Sent  postpaid,  by  the  Publisher,  on  receipt  of 
mice.  1^  be  had  at  any  music  store  in  the  U.  S. 
Write  to  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder  for  anything  in  th« 
line  of  Music 
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^  i>i  ^  '  '■■  -  I 

I  will  Heet  you  in  the  Twilight. 

Words  by  Tbeo  D,  C.  MlHer.     Musto  by  B.  P.  Danks. 

Music  copyrltfht  1879,  and  pub  by  J.  M,  Stoddart  *  Oo, 

Tbe  Moslo  or  this  or  any  other  aoog,  kept  eonstaoUy 

on  hand,  and  wlU  be  sent  by  us  to  any  aadreaa, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  u  cents. 

I  will  meet  you  in  the  IwiK^ht,         '    "  .'..;•   ; 

Whea  the  shades  of  evening  fsU,       :"'.'> 

,:     And  the  purple  glow  of  beauty     .  ..   5    /•       0 

SmiUs  in  sweetness  overall.     ;.•;•;:< 

While  the  pretty  sUrs  sre  saiTiBig,        ;   •-  i 

Through  the  fle*ev  elouds  on  nigfaf  : '"' 
I  will  meet  you  in  the  gloaming,  j 

j^  When  ao  prying  eyei  are  nigh.  3 ; ' 

Cboici.        ,^-; 

I  will  meet  yea.  darling,  meet  yo«,  :    '■.     ,  > 

Where  the  fciry  brookleU  flow.  ;  .  r  «• 

Whso  the  shadss  of  evening  gather 

I n  the  purple  twilighle  glow.  '.V  i; 

I  will  meet  you  in  tbe  twiliglit,  : . 

When  the  rosy  hues  of  day— 
'Neath  tbe  sa«w-e*pf>°d  western  mountains— 

In  their  besuty  fade  away 


Th«  GennftD  Wtitan. 

By0.1Iniphy,  Sawg  by  Mmphy  It  Hhannon, 

Oh  I  good  evening  to  yoa,  one  and  all, 

VoQ  can  plainly  see  we  are  two  Oerasa  waiters ; 
We  are  ready  for  any  one  to  call, 

De  bill  of  bre  is  stewed  hate  mit  kadaters. 
We  wirk  for  diady  eents  a  day, 

Down  in  a  reetaurant; 
Und  if  dere  is  no  peesneee. 
Den  we  do  not  get  a  cent 
Chohts. 
In  Germany  we  was  shoemakers. 
But  when  weoome  here  we  learnt  to  be  waiters. 

(Repeat,  then  dasM.) 

Oh !  de  first  time  we  waited  oa  de  tabla^ 
,       Datwaededay  yonoQght  loseedeftM; 
,    Yoa  would  laugh  yoat  00  load  as  yon  wne  abls^ 
When  we'd  bring  in  diiMra  dat  wasn't  dona. 
f    De  Mows  need  to  order  dings, 
i)       Only  farns  t*  taaae, 
.    Und  sail  out  for  burnt  booUega, 
t       Mit  a  lump  of  diy-food  ebeeea.  Chonia. 


You  must  wait  my  eomin^.  darling,    ! 

For  no  purer  bfies  I  know, 
Than  the  meeting  one  I  eberish,  - 

In  tbe  purple  twilights  glow.    Ur  :i^ 

I  will  meet  you  in  tbe  twilight    ^-  ' ': 

For  I  long  to  hear  you  speak,     ;•.•..■ 
For  tbe  smile  tbst  brmgs  me  pleitoiit*, 

For  tbe  roses  en  your  eheek. 
And  I  feel  tbst  love  the  purest 

Our  fend  hearts  will  «ver  know. 
While  we  whisper  woe^  so  tender, 

la  the  porple  twil%hts  glow. 


CLoms. 


'■■■>'■ 

,■■I^ 


Cber«k 


Smmet't  CuUe  Balls.    "  Balk  an  Biaginf ." 

Motto  pab,  and  Oopyrtght  Itn,  by  j.  aumh  «  Oo 

Witttea  by  J.  K.  Bmmet  and  ounr  tor  h«»»»  tn 

Prtuinlrelanar^   #  "— — 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  aonff,  kewt  oonsbvitlr 

on  hand,  and  wUl  be  sent  by  us  to  anyaddSS*. 

postpaid,  on  receipt  of  prtoe.eoaenta. 

The  eastle  eloek  has  tolled  the  hour. 
The  last  faint  gleam  of  parting  dar 
Still  lighU  tbe  hill*  and  glide  tbetoww. 
Ere  night  leU  fall  her  mantle  grey. 
Boflly,  slowly  sweetly, 

Tbe  belle  are  ringing 
Over  tbe  foreet  and  lea  ; 

SofUy,  slowly,  sweetly,  / 

Glad  tonee  are  flinging 
Far  o'er  the  elumbering  ssa. 

The  eastle  eloek  has  tolled  tbe  hoar, 
Tbe  birds  fly  homeward  to  their  neai^ 

And  night  eomee  00  with  magio  power 
Hushing  the  world  to  dreatmees  rest 

S^y,  slowly,  *«, 

Tits  eastle  eloek  baa  tolled  the  hoar, 

And  soon  again  morn's  rosy  beam, 
Will  fall  on  tree  and  dew-kissed  flower. 

Waking  the  wood,  and  mount,  and  stream. 

SofUy,  akywly.  *•.» 

Oas  Hooaa  Eiploaion. 

Copyright  WW,  by  A.  J.  risber. 

Written  by  tbe  Sparks  Bros,  and  soBf  by.  nun  with 

great  suoceas.  in  their  oTlgloalskolch,  antltied 
,  "The  Gas  House  i^lo*(m? 


Good-evening  to  you,  one  end  all, 

We  last  come  out  for  to  sing  to  yoa  a  eoag ;   . 
It  Is  all  about  when  we  landed  in  Ameriea, 

And  we  won't  detain  yoa  long.  (Bnak.> 

When  we  fir^t  landed  in  Amemo, 

We  were  hired  for  a  dollar  a  day. 
Shoveling  smoke  down  in  the  gashoosa— 

And  all  tbe  Irish  boys  woaldssy. 

CBoaoa.  ' ' 

Come  all  you  boys  and  join  toretber. 
Hands  all  round,  and  well  au  asy  shake, 

Balance  all  and  swing  your  partaeas. 
All  the  Irish  boys  would  lay. 

CBspeat  Cboros.)      - 

When  we  flrst  landed  in  Caatle  Ovdea. 

We  went  uptown  to  boy  as  soms  Hates, 
And  w«  went  over  on  the  llowwy. 

And  all  tbe  bora  aaid  we  weaBgalotas.    (Bnal  O 
And  now  kind  fnende,  w«  asaeS  be  going. 

For  with  yoa  we  flooaot  stay ; 
We  mutt  go  back  ta  the  gaa  Loosa 

Where  we  get  oar  daOar  *  daw. 

floMa^Hyi 


^>--w  -^ 


3^ 
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Don't  You  Forget  It. 

By  Tomnxy  Tucker.       To  Jack  conroy. 

Slang  phrases  nre  quite  common, 

Tbe>'r«  fjeUing  all  th6  rage,  T     ■;  '- 

Yon  Leftr  them  iu  the  parlor,  .'.  .    ,~ 

The  pulpit,  ou  the  stage.  '"  • ' 

L-ist  New  Year's  evo  I  got  SO  dmnk,  • 

I  waudered  to  auil  fro'  ; 
A  policemau  I  did  run  against,  .  ^      "  j  ' 

Aud  BttppeU  upon  his  toe.  ^r' 

Spokeu  :  He  says,  young  mau,  I'm  au  offiodr  of 
the  law,  and  it  you  dou't  get  vS  my  b«»t  I'll  ruu 
you  ill,  and  - 

CiiORrs. 
Don't  you  forpet  it,  dou't  you  forg^^k  -t,  i 

For  it  you  do  I  know  you'll  regret  it. 
Your  tuugne  ruus  too  fast  aud  yoa  •liOOida't  l«t  it, 
I  cautiou  you  sir,  not  to  forget  liL      ,  -         . 

I  knewW  maid  that  lived  npfoon.     . '  ". 

>Vho  I  did  try  to  wed  ;  ; - 

Instead  of  smiling,  she  woukl  frOwn 

At  ererything  I  said.  ' 

"While  seated  in  her  ptxrlor 

One  uiyht  I  did  prouo^j ;  ' 

Instead  of  saying  shu'd  bo  a^lro, 

Shfr  turuad  np  her  uoae.  -  ■    ■'  .2.   ': 

Spoken':  She  wanted  ma  to  distinctly  onder- 
■taud  that  when  ehe  wished  my  utteutiona  she 


would  let  mo  know,  aud  (wid — 
Of  course  I  saw  it  wa.<  N.  G., 

I  took  my  hat  aud  left ; 
Since  theu  I  got  another  girl. 

So  I  ain't  much  berelt 
Our  ropes  do  splice  ko  nicely, 

I'm  happy  all  the  day  ; 
And  when  I  do  mtike  love  to  her, 

Vou  Ufevor  hear  htr  say. 


Chorui. 


...       Handsome  u  a  Handcart 

■ '        Copxright,  18T9,  by  A.J.  Vlaber. 
Words  by  Jam«s  MrBvuy,  rortbe8p*rksBroe, 
aiidsuiig  Dy  titem  wUhKrcatnoceai. 


y^k  Ob  I  my  heart  is  Rone  bnt  my  gall  remaios. 
_7      A  charming  girl  went  through  me  ; 
"^  She  took  my  cash,  for  I  was  too  fk<eah»     •  '••-    . 
And  she  gave  me  a  terrible  skin.  | 

I  was  ou  the  booze,  1  lay  down  to  snoonl,  ■      '  ■'^ 
The  first  time  she  beheld  me,  ' 

And  she  worked  the  fake,  for  the  graft  waa  greftt, 
And  I  seeu  her  iu  my  dreams. 


(•ym.) 


When  she  went  through  me ; 

And  she  know  me  I  / 

Bhc  worked  me  for  my  wealth. 

And  didn't  leave  n  nickle  !  "''  (sym, 

She  surprised  ma  I  (sym 

She  paralysed  me !  (sym 

And  she  played  me  for  kgilly  all  th«  while. 

Cboscs. 
That  Italian  gal,  no  I  never  shal^. 

Forf>et  Iho  day  she  worked  me. 
I  will  let  her  be  for  she  roasted  me — 


I 


I'm  just  as  fresh  as  she. 


(DMoe./ 


Oh  !  that  pois(m  face  got'me  off  my  base,** 

And  she  played  me  for  a  gilly  ; 
And  said  I  was  no  good,  and  my  name  was  muu» 

Tra>la-lee,  George,  look  for  work. 
Theu  I  pulled  a  {x>p,  and  she  took  a  arop, 
'^       Then  she  did  not  seem  so  giddy. 
\  She  winked  her  eye  aud  gave  me  the  guy,  i 

Aud  she  tickled  me  under  the  chin.  '     \ 


OUoruo. 


The  Bottle  of  Wine. 

By  V*  lllle  Wllrtwavo.  To  "W.  H.  Duwues. 

Air;     The  pltc'.ier  of  beer. 


I'm  cheerful  and  jolly, 

I  leave  melanclioly  • 

To  Ihuse  wiio  think  fun  a  tin  ;,    ' 

I  work  hard  all  the  week,.     ■  ..    \, 

fiecreation  I  seek.  ■  r  --' 

"When  the  end  of  the  nrevk'a  uAher«d  io. 

On  each  Sunday  night. 

With  spirit*  qnitdliglit. 
Just  ••  ti>e  old  clock  alrikes  nine, 

I've  a  friend  in  my  fjlass, 

Wilh  a  awftsl  uuisumo  lass. 
To  help  break  a  bottle  uf  wine. 
Cuoiua. 

On  ea!oh  Snnday  ni^lit,     '''-^ 

AViih  spirits  quite  liglit, 
Just  ••  il<«  old  olook  strikes  nine, 

I've  a  frierlfl  in  niy  glass. 

With  a  8wc«t  n»u«oiiie  laes, 
To  help  break  a  bottle  of  wioo.   .     , 

When  my  week's  work  Is  done, 

I  go  in  for  fun,  , 

To  drive  away  dull  care  I  atriv*  ;      , 

'1  ho  theatre  or  ball, 

I'm  known  at  them  all,  '         ,, 

As  the  happiest  niortnl  alive.       .     v 

I've  found  it  ths  beet,      »  ,  .  ". 

And  driiiU  It  wiili  zest, 
It's  something  1  never  dfclins, 

Sotiien  while  I  live. 

True  praieei  I'll  give, 
To  my  isvorite  bollla  of  wine. 

So  lilt'  what  I  say,  ' 

Be  merry  and  i;ay, 
Yen  don't  know  how  lonsj  jou  may  live,  t 

?^      Enjoy  life  w'aile  you  can,   -. ''  '    - 

Be  yon  boy  or  man,  .-  »        ' 

To  sorrow  a  moment  ne'er  ttiv*..-v  I 
■*$;      Tlten  let  wine  be  my  rhyme. 

It  makes  feelings  subliiDe  -       '  ■./■.■ 

•    Course  thro'  this  body  of  luine;!,  .-.  .   •'      -     ;    ' 
^       ho  heed  what  I  say,  ..••>'.•    '   ', 

.^nd  shont  out  hurra' t 
For  our  i|vorite  bottle  of  wioe.  Chorus 


Chorus. 


(sym. 
(sym. 


She's  as  handsome      'i  -...  •   ,  . 

Asa  handcart  I 
With  her  head  stuck  iu  an  ash  barrel 

Picking  cinders  I  '       ■         (sym. 

She's  a  daisy !  -  '.  ■■  •  >    <sym. 

Bhe's  ternblo  lazy  I  (sym. 

Aud  bho  played  me  for  a  gilly  all  the  while. 
,.  That  Italian  gal,  .tc. 


The  Boys  from  where  the  Graae  (ht)wi  Green. 

'    By  Wm,  Scanlon,  to  the  aparks  Brothem. 

Oh!  here  we  are  two  Irialinieo,      •   ■n* 

As  yuu  can  plainly  SM ,-  ,         ,- 

We  nev«r  weakened  in  the  field. 

Wherever  we  may  be.  t  ^ 

And  with  our  swords  in  our  hands, 

We  rush  unto  the  foe— 
We're  known  to  come  out  second-best 

Wherever  we  may  go. 

Cbobus.  f 

For  we're  warriors  bold  from  whsrs  the  grass  ' 

grows  green. 
You  can  bet  your  life  she's  ths  best  that  ever 

was  seen. 
When  the  cannons  loudly  roar  we  rush  into  the  fue, 
We'rs  ths  boys  from  where  the  grass  grows  green. 

(l^peat  Chorus.) 

They  say  no  Irish  need  spply, 

hut  tliKt  w«  can't  understand, 
For  what  would  the  American's  do  > 

If  it  wasn't  for  Paddy's  Land  f  { 

Ani  when  we  go  into  the  battle  'i 

We're  never  kaoarn  to  win,  ' 

Unless  the  ranks  are  well  filled  ont 

With  the  best  of  Irishmen.  Chora*. 


The  Skids  are  on  Far&de.  ' 

Dedicated  witb  respects,  to  Darrlgan  and  Ilart, 

By)  am  ea  Barrett. 


Oh  !  behold  de  noble  Skidmore's, 

We're  on  parade  to-day.  ;' 

Wid  gaudv  colors,  muskets  bright. 

An  unirorm  so  gay. 
De  Union  flag  above  our  head. 

1>«  iStars  and  ^yjpes  array 'd  ; 
Ilear  de  cry  as  ws  pass  by  ; 

l)s  Skids  are  on  parads. 


i  ■-: 


CuORtS. 

Now  faoe  about  t  right  sfaonlder  aUftt 

Atieoiioat  forward  maroli,  -^ 

All  in  line,  keep  de  time,     ^^  ^  ^^ 

Darkia's  siiff  as  staroh.    '".  ,«.»7 »  /.  >-, 
De  people  view  wid  woodenuili^,.!  '  iv 

Dis  ebeny  brigade;  -yr  ;.^ 

Hip!  hip  !  shout  hurray  1 

l>c  Skids  are  oo  parade. 


■):; 


?c,V 


Of  all  de  oullud  sojen, 

Dis  regiment  am  de  pet. 
Our  appearance  fascinating, 

We're  de  favoHtes  you  bet. 
De  white  folks  all  admire  us 

In  our  uniforms  arrayed  ; 
De  children  shout,  when  we  turn  on^ 

De  fjkids  are  on  parade. 

Wid  bonquels  oa  our  mnskst  teps, 

We  parade  in  brilliant  style,  •'' 

Darkey  gemnaen  shout  sn'eheer, 

An'  oullud  ladies  smile. 
Uen  from  every  nation, 

■View  dis  ebony  brigade ;  -""t  *  * 
De  people  cry,  when  ws  pass  \f, 

De  Skids  are  on  parade. 


*■ :' 


Okoftu. 


i 
Clienu. 


Prince  Patrick. 
By  Tom  Harper.       CopyilghtlS7»,  Iiy  A.  J.Flfker. 

Kind  friends,  if  ymi  will  listen 

A  song  to  you  I  will  sing;      '-     ' 
It's  of  that  great  oonntry  '■••• 

Where  my  father  was  king.         "■.■ 
It's  of  dear  old  Ireland, 

Wliere  the  shamrock  grows  gVee^'^ 
And  the  boys  and  the  girls,  surS^    ,.    •''. 

Are  the  bravest  ever  seen.     '   . 

For  I'm  singing  and  daneiag     '  ..  '- 

From  morning  till  oigbi, 
I'm  a  gay  Irish  lad,       -..;..    ...(.r  .;^:.  ., 

And  full  of  delight. 
The  girls  the  dear  creatures,  iv  '.:.': 

Do  all  of  them  swear  i, 

Thcv  re  in  luve  with  FrineePatriok  r 

The  pride  of  Kildare. 

1  You've  beard  of  my  father^ 

In  days  that  are  passed,  '    *  "     - 
Were  famous  for  fighting, 

And  never  were  surpassed.       .  ■         '|  .  '' 

And  I'm  their  deseendant,      .  .^-.  ..  .j  I* 

And  this  yon'll  agree,        •.  ,».    .  .>    .fv    ;    .' 
For  a  true  Irish  prince,  *.  ^  >.•.■«! 

Plaiso  behold  one  in  cie.        "^-  '-     •    Chorms. 


The  Laboring  Man  For  Me.' 

Written  and  sung  by  the  XurdocHa.     \ 

Don't  talk  to  me  of  kings  or  earls,         ... 

Wearing  crowns  and  coronets,  «'    :■ 

The  men  who  snub  our  boys  and  girls. 

But  never  pay  their  debts. 
But  give  me  those  who  work  and  strire, 

'io  gain  sneeees  at  last, 
The  man  who  labors  hard  to  thrive,    >j^ ■' 

And  never  livee  teo  fast.  j  •}  ■  .  \ 

Then  eheer  liim  on  !  eliesr  him  oo  I 

The  laboring  man  for  nic. 
Cheer  him  onf  cheer  him  on  ! 

The  man  of  honestv. 
Cheer  him  on  !  help  nim  on  I 

The  free-born  man  of  toil. 
The  laboring  man  for  om.  boye,  .  ^. 

The  honor  of  our  soil.  | 

Give  him  a  place  among  the  great. 

With  those  wliose  names  are  atoinleas. 
He'd  be  a  blessing  to  the  state. 

How  he'd  bounce  the  brainleae  t  :i{t 

Their  hands  are  rough  their  bevta  are  pore. 

They're  down  on  tyranny,  ,.  : 

The  man  I'd  like,  though  he  be  peer. 

The  laboring  man  for  me,  Okorus. 
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-The  Lest  Inheritanoe. 

COXnNCBB.       ■  . 


y- 


'•  I  rouit  think  oyer  it.  One  thing  more.  Money 
I  tuuel  have  atoOM,  for my  health,  at  well  as  rvepee- 
Mbility*  take." 

'•  Of  course ;  but  take  my  advice— don't  try  to 
»ee  the  usurer  to-uiglit.  1  here,  that  may  serve  yon 
for  a  lime.  Ton  liad  better  go  now — that  ia,  1 
must.  When  you  have  decided,  write  and  inform 
ma." 

She  had  emptied  her  purse  into  hii  readily  o<t- 
stretehud  hand,  and  now,  bidding  him  good-niglit, 
lefi  him. 

"  Who'd  e»er  have  thouRht  of  this  turning  up  »  ' 
muttered  the  convict,  looking  afUr  her  gloomily. 
'■  Uer  plan  is  a  bold,  a  daring  one.  like  herself;  but 
as  for  my  goinff  iu  for  the  same  running— ah  I  she 
doesn't  know  all.  I  must  be  cautious,  and  tem- 
porias,  for  shs  evidently  loves  this  fellow,  and  it 
wonWa'l  do  to  Itave  her  for  an  enemy.  What  a 
precious  lot  eould  be  made  of  the  tax  if  th*y'd  only 
give  np  the  one  jdea— matrimony  I 

With  that  philosophic  oonolueion.  Timothy 
Briiulley,  rattling  the  coins  in  his  pocket,  quitted 
Carayslon,  and  went  down  to  Meatham  village. 


'%B 


CHAPTER    X. 

■'■    ■'    -■  ■■    .:-'M?'  ■■'  •  -.-,;-  ■-' 

JIALOVBT. 

The  unexpected  event  of  the  previous  evening 
pave  Kiehara  Hepburn  a  restless  night  Even  the 
»atisfacUon  of  finding  in  Maria  Daggett  a  friond  in 
lieu  of  an  enemy  scarcely  compensated  him  for  the 
annoyanea  ef  having  his  actions  understeod  by 
another. 

lie  felt  the  part  he  acted  to  be  necessity;  never- 
theless he  held  it  deregatory,  and  blushed  that  foam 
it  even  the  conipaniun  should  form  a  false  opiniuuof 
his  sense  of  honor.  '"  .> 

"  In  the  name  of  Heaven,  let  roe  get  the  affair 
over  quickly,"  he  muttered,  "  for  I  can't  support  it 
much  longer.  The  worst  is  that  I  may  be  debasing 
myself  to  no  purpose.  Still,  he  added,  witii  a 
return  of  his  old  spirit,  "i  bava  put  my  hand  to  the 
plough,  and  to  the  sacrifice  of  all  will  not  4urn  book. 
My  oatli  to  my  mother  forbids  it." 

His  breakfast  concluded,  he  sat  down  and  wrote  a 
full  account  of  his  interview  with  Marin  Daggett  to 
Mr.  Jonas  Slyoum.  Ue  relied  niiioh  on  Ins  ovn 
per«pioaoily,  but  not  so  egotistically  as  to  despise 
the  advice  of  so  astute  a  brain  as  the  detective's. 

In  the  letter  he  built  much  on  the  fragment  of 
writing  the  companion  had  promised  him.  Hence, 
on  concluding  the  one  letter,  he  dispatched  another 
to  Maria  Daggett,  cautioutily  worded;  indeed, 
rather  aflar  the  fashion  of  a  telegram. 

"  'Will  be  at  C.  in  the  main  road,  near  where  the 
ring  fence  joins  it,  at  eight  this  evaninf.  Will  wait 
an  hour.     I  ho|>e  to  see  jou.  J-^V^--;    >      "B." 

Having  ordered  his  horse,  he  rode  over  to  a  town 
two  miles  distant,  and  ported  both  leltais.  Then, 
riding  slowly  back,  asked  himself  how  he  should 
pass  the  next  lew  hours. 

It  was  a  question  that  had  beea  answered  before 
even  put.     He  yearned  to  be  at  Daisy  bank. 

All  this  excitement  and  acting  was  wenring,  ex- 
hausting, and  he  longed  for  the  restorative  which 
Mrs.  Walden  and  her  doughter's  pleasant,  graceful, 
rrflned  society  would  bring. 

If  he  Could  net  wed  yllioe,  he  saw  no  reason,  since 
he  had  heard  from  Doctor  Absroorn  that  she  was 
"fancy  free"  to  renounce  her  presence  Hltogelher. 
In  fact,  it  was  not  in  his  power,  ishe  was  ever  in 
his  thoughts.  He  would  have  found  the  task  he 
had  set  himself  far  easier  had  he  never  seen  her. 

'1  here  was  another  reason  wliy  Ibis  morning  he 
turned  his  horse's  head  io  that  direction.  The 
conceited  speeah  of  that  "contemptible  pupp^," 
Edmnud  biddlecomb,  had  fretted  and  angered  him, 
and  he  wanted  buta  sightof  Alice  Waldan  tocoofirm 
his  assurance  of  the  contempt,  if  not  mirth,  with 
'  which  she  would  give  such  a  suitor  his  oon<re. 

bo,  diverging  from  the  road  to  the  village,  he 
took  that  to  Mrs.  \N  alden's  villa. 

Before  he  reached  there  he  had  settled  it  with 
his  conscience  that  it  wo^d  haw  seamed  neglect  to, 
them  to  have  stopped  awa^  ;  also  that  it  would  bt* 
right  not  entirely  to  renounce  those  rides  which  had 

•■piiiiiMiiiifiiMMiiiSHfiiJfifiiiiiii 


given  Miss  Walden  sucii  pleasure. 

W^hat  excuse  can  man  not  find  to  Jn'ly  about  the 
candle  that  bums  Iris  wings  ? 

He  had  settled  all  this  satiefactorily  to  himself  as 
be  emerged  from  a  by-lane  into  the  road  within 
iAy  paces  af  Daisy  Bank. 

Looking  towards  the  latter,  his  brows  contracted 
into  a  frown,  while  something  jrery  like  an  oath 
escaped  his  li|>s  as  he  beheld  no  less  a  personage 
than  Kdnrand  Biddlecomb,  witli  all  tli*  self-suf- 
ficiency derived  from  a  perfect  toilet  and  a  mount 
that  cost  over  two  hundred,  entering  the  iron- 
wroiftght  carriage  gate. 

A  moment  lUchard  Hepburn  drew  rein,  hesi- 
tating. 

But,  with  a  "No,  by  Jove,  I'm  not  going  to 
retreat  before  such  a  cad  as  that!"  ha  proceeded 
rapidly  in  the  other's  wake. 

Before  he  arrived,  Edmund  Biddlecomb  had 
given  his  horse  iu  charge  of  his  servant,  and  entered 
the  villa. 

Richard  Hepburn,  fuming  witlv^impatience  and 
anger,  had  to  wait  until  Mrs.  Waldeu's  little  groom 
came  and  took  his. 

The  ladies  were  not  alone  when  the  gentlemen 
•niered. 

Doctor  Abercorn  had  dropped  in  just  n  few 
minutes  before,  and,  standing  on  the  hearth-rug — 
his  utnaf  place — was  dialling  with  hid  customary 
gMiitil  good  tem|>er. 

As  the  new  visitors  were  announced,  Mrs,  Walden 
oast  a  rapid  anxious  glauco  al  her  daughter. 

litis  wan  the  first  time  (<lie  had  met  Richard 
Hopbarn  since  his  leturri.  'I  he  mothor -wished  no 
(itliers  had  been  pi'e^enl.  'I  he  proud,  fond,  self- 
possessed  look  Alice  sent  back  lenssui^d  h-jr. 

If  the  girl  had  a  beared  heart  she  would  not  show 
it. 

She  received  Itichard  llepbnrn  witli  a  smile  and 
welcome  |>errectly  easy  and  unconstrained,  then 
rcsuiL'cd    her   aonversaiion   with    Kdniund  liiddle- 

CODlb. 

Doctor  ylbercorn  fellas  much  relieved  and  proud 
of  his'favorile  as  did  Mrs.  Walden. 

Richard  Hepburn,  secretly  boiling  over  with  what 
he.  termed  justifiable  miiger  agaiaat  the  scented  cox- 
comb  drawling  his  lianiug  inanities  into  Alice's 
pretty  ear,  considered  hiuiself  ill-used. 

Taking  a  chair  by  Mrs.  Walden,  he  enierad    into 
conversation  wilh  her  and  the  doctur. 
'   His  share  was  not  brilliant.     His  mind  wandered 
to  those  two  by  the  window. 

The  gentleman's  milk-and-walery  commonplaces 
dirgu'ted  him  ;  the  lady's  reception  of  ihem,  and 
occasional  musical  laugh,  made  him  wince. 

He  had  fancied  Alice  like  her  brother.  How 
deotived  he  had  been ! 

Charlie  wouldn't  have  listened  to  snch  thraali  for 
five  minutes.  Most  certainly  he  would  not  have 
enjoyed  it  as  the  evidently  did. 

Itieliard  Hepbuoi  moved  his  chair  so  t'hat  ho 
eould  see  as  well  as  haar  tliem,  ignorant  tliat  he 
hiiseelf  was  l^eing  watclicd  by  Hie  keen,  kindly, 
gray  eyes  of  Doctor  Abercorn,  who  was  getting 
mora  )>erplexed  than  ever. 

"Could  it  be,"  he  asked  himself,  "  an illuslralion 
of  the  old  Scotch  song,  only  the  sex  of  the  parties 
revtrtad  ?  ^     . 

How  it  came  let  gossips  lell,         ;      ^|- 

.<4h,  ahl  the  wooing  'ot, 
He  grew  sick  as  she  grew  well.        v  '-' 

The  idea  caaeed  him  to  chuckle  and  rub  iiis 
hands  wiih  infinate  satisfaction.  He  began  to  think 
the  joung  fellow  was  conceited,  and  that  Alice  n'a.S 
treating  bins  lis  he  deserved. 

I'oor  Ricliard  Hepburn  I"  If  the  doctor  hod  only 
known  the  truth,  how  his  good-natured  heart  would 
have  pitied ! 

If  he  had  only  been  oware  that  the  man  who  was 
a  ]iuzzle  to  him  loved,  woriihipped  his  favorite 
with  all  the  sincerity  of  a  pure,  strong  atFection — 
lielt,  too,  liiat  did  he  choose  to  try  he  might  «in  tl>« 
price  he  coveted,  but  that  for  her  sake  he  refrained 
the  barrier  parting  him  and  her  being  a  possible 
disgrace  and  crime ! 

The  conversation  between  Edmund  Biddlecomb 
and  Alice  apparently  grew  more  absorbing.  'Iheir 
tones  iiad  sunk  too  low  for  the  listener  to  calcU  but 
syllable6  here  and  there. 

Ihe  gentleman  leaned,  with  a  studied  idt-a  of  his 


own  graceful  appearance,  over  her  chair.  She  did 
not  Bueak  much,  only  occasionally  a  smile  iio?«nd 
over  her  lip. 
At  last,  evidently  in  response  to  a  requnt  from 
'  her  oompauioD,  she  arose,  and  they  passed  into  th« 
ooiieervatory  beyond. 

Richard  Hepburu's  impatianoe  and  suffering  waa 
almost  at  a  height  to  b«  unbearable. 

"Is  he  going  to  have  the  coufouuded  imiJertinence 
to  propose,"  he  reflected. 

He  should  JiLed  to  have  got  up  aud  taken  his 
leave  bat  it  wns  out  of  bis  power.  Thoae  two 
figures  of  whom  he  ctHight  a  sight  ooyr  and  tb«M  ba- 
tween  the  fiower-atauda  hud  a  fasciuatied  t>ver  him 
he  could  not  resist.  He  felt  he  could  not  go  until 
they  came  back,  and  from  some  sign,  he  might  dis- 
cover the  result  of  that  couversntiou. 

So  he  sat  still,  talking,  even  with  aeemiug  in- 
terest of  London  and  other  matters  to  Doctor  Abar- 
corn  and  Mrs.  Waldeu.  • 

Just  then  the  doctor  started  a  fresh  <o|)io,  H# 
eommeuted  apon  a  recent  desperate  poachjng  affray 
at  Heatham,  wbereia  a  poaober  and  gamekeeper 
had  ijearly  Idrt  their  lives. 

"  For  my  part,  said  the  worthy  doctor,  "  though 
by  uo  means  of  republican  ideas,  1  say  the  Gumo 
kws  should  at  ouce  ba  Abolished." 

"  They  are  a  disgrace  to  any  country  T  exolaimed 
Bichard  Hepbuni,  c<Mjied  aj^igc  hv  a  subject  ou 
which  he  tell  a  keen  iuterebU  "Tho  LeoUhrttire 
punishes  crimes  of  ^Id  own  creating.  AMBali 
monopoly  has  given  ^irth  to»n  ovil  which  Othetw  , 
wise  would  have  had  uo  existeuoe.  In  my  opiuiou, 
the  jioor  man  is  not  to  blame,  though,  I  ooiiteea, 
his  motive  io  not  always  actuated  by  a  Bense  of 
rightlul  justice." 

"  Are  you  lalkiug  al>ont  those  confounded 
yaachers  ?  Egad,  I'd  shoot  evewy  one  of  thascoun- 
dwelly  lot  V 

The  words  were  lisjied  forth  by  Edmund  BIddle. 
comb.  He  hud  returned,  uii])eroeive<i,  with  liisoom- 
pauion  from  the  C()nt>er\atory.  Eichard  Hepburn 
looked  round  quickly,  tho  flush  ou  his  /ace  deepen- 
ing. There  promised  a  puswi^e  of  arms  between 
him  and  his  rival.  He  was  delighted.  His  tspiril 
for  the  verbal  contest  died  out,  however,  us  his  eyee 
fell  upou  Alice  Waldeu. 

Stttudiug  by  Edmund  Biddlecomb,  elo  wai 
arranging  a  roeebu<l,  a  spray  of  sfephauotis,  and  a 
froud  oP  maiden's  hnir  into  a  button-hole  botiquet 
Glancing  ui)  nt  the  hint  »i)eakei-,  as  he  euded, 
with  a  smile,  she  said,  "I  see,  Mr.  Biddkcomb, 
you  lire  a  disciple  of  that  Jewish  code,  only  yon 
would  have  it  the  life  of  .i  niiu  for  the  life  of  a 
hare.  For  shame  !  You  bcarcely  deserve  this 
bouquet  you  solicited." 

And  she  cxteuded  the  flower  to  him. 
He  received  them  with  a  bow  and  the  fi^llowing 
rejoinner ;  "  My  dear  Miss  Walden,  owedit  me  your 
words  cannot  mcwease  my  own  Sfnec  of  my  ua- 
worthiness,  nor  my  deep  appweciation  of  your 
gift." 

Richard  Hepburn  turned  short  iXHind.  and  con- 
tinued his  conversation  with  the  doctor,  about  the 
mobile  muscles  «^|f  whose  iiiouth  a  etrange  expres* 
sion  was  quivering.  He  feared  to  leave  abruptly, 
lest  he  should  create  auepicion,  and  lay  iiimself 
open  to  ridicule.  I'esidos,  he  remembered  Miti 
.^idouia  and  was  aware,  did  he  intend  to  contioua 
visiting  Carnysion,  he  must  be  on  friendly  tcrmt 
will)  the  man  he  so  des|>ised. 

To  be  Gotdiimid  in  .Yo.  lll  —  Cfnnmenrcd  in  Xo.  162. 
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Hoping  to  receive  the  favors  of  the  wholesale  as 
well  as  the  retail  trade, 

ff emtio  the  public's  obedient  servant. 

Mrs.  Pauline  Lied«r. 


.       I  THE  PATENT  RUBBER  BUSTLE.  I  (Banjo  Song.)  /; 
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1.  As    faeh  -  ions    now        are  all        the    rage,      Each        day    brings  a    new        eens    -    -ft  -    tion ;        111 

2.  Now  Sam    to     give        his       bustle    tri  -    al*    Tried  the    first    one    he    made        on    ~ ,,    Han-nah,        And  the 
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sing      to       you        ol~         Han  -  nah    Mc-Glue,        A  dress  -  ma  -  ker    bj    oo  -    oa 

ve  •    ry       first    time  she    went  ont  to  promenade.    She      slipped  on    the  skin    of       a 


pa  •  tion.    She'd    a 
ban  -  anna.      She     no 
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big    broth  -  er    Sam,   and    he      sulci      fish  and  clams     And 
sooner  struck  the  ground  than  she  made      a      re  -  bound,  And 
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oys  -  ters  ;  like  -  wise     mus  -  sels, 
landed  on  the  back  of  Dickey    Bussel. 
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hap  -  py  thought  struck  him,  And  he    gave    up      fish,      and    in   -  vent  -  ed      a    patent  Bnb-ber     Bus 
Dick  -  ey    got      scared,      and    the     boys   all    stared      At    the       gal     with    the  funny    Bnb-ber      Bus 
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The  boys  yelled  loud,  and  then  a  great  crowd 

Soon  gathered  around  poor  Hannah  ; 
A  policeman  flew  at  Hannah  McGIue, 

And  used  her  in  a  very  rough  manner. 
But  she  made  one  step,  and  broke  from  his  grip, 

After  having  given  quite  a  tussle, 
She  bounded  oat  of  sight,  Uke  a  little  paper  kite. 

The  gal  with  the  patent  rubber  bustle. 


4  When  Sam  saw  Hannah  had  vanished  out  of  si^^t, 

He  yelled  and  he  screamed  out  loud. 
He  made  him  a  bustle  twice  as  big  as  hers, 

And  swore  he'd  meet  her  in  a  cloud, 
O  he  jumped  from  the  top  of  an  undertaker's  shop^ 

And  bounded  from  the  ground  with  a  rustle. 
That  was  the  last  seen  of  Sam  who  sold  clami. 

And  invented  tha  Patent  Rubber  Bustle. 


P.  S.-Write  to  Mrs.  PAULINE  UEDER,  No.  60  Chatham  St.,  N.  Y.  for  anything  in  the  Musical  line. 
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A  day,  •  week,  a  cnontli  hai  paaud, 

Another  jear  ia  by  ;  ■ .  -j 

B«*ide  her  on  lb«  opened  deek,  '  J'  -: 

Mix  oKl  luve  letter*  lie.  *'   /  -^ 

Slie  readt  tiiem  till  the  daylight  bdet, 

And  'neath  the  moonlit  iky, 
She  eleepe  at  rett,  for  on  her  breaat 

I'hoae  old  love  lelt«ri  lie. 
Ah  !  me  I  ah  !  uie  ! 

Ah  !  me  !  that  thoee  who  meet  in  imilea. 
So  soon  in  tears  ahoiild  part  ; 

Ah  !   me!   thai  ibooe  who  meet  in  tmilas^ 
So  to^n  in  leare  ehuuld  part. 

He  loved  her  well,  a  warrior  brave, 

lie  auuglit  the  deadly  fray. 
But  ere  her  flr*l  luv«  letter  came, 

Hie  eoul  liitd  panaed  nway. 
A  fl(>w«r  she  uiave.  a  picinred  faoe, 

A  tr"**  of  golden  hair; 
ilrid  death  that  eliiiled  bis  warm  heart, 

Kuund  thoae  old  love  letters  there. 
Ab  !  uie  !  ah  !  me  !  ah  !  me  ! 

That  thoae  who  me*  t  in  amilea, 
.^h  !  me  !  that  thoae  who  meet  in  arailea. 

Should  part,  ahoiild  part  in  tears. 
So  aoon  in  tvara  ahuuld  part  ! 


Pretty  Little   South  Carolina  Rose- 

Words  and  Mualu  by  James  Bland. 

Mualc  pub,  and  Copyrlt;ht  18T9,  by  White,  Smr  h  &  Co. 

The  Music  of  thiHor   any  other  Konfi:,  kept  couMtantly 

oa  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  o(  price,  40  cents. 

I'm  in  love  with  a  charming  colored  girl. 

Who's  at  pretty  as  tiie  flowers  of  spring. 
She  ia  liappy  gay  and  free,  and  ia  alwoys  full  «f  glee, 

Aad  just  like  a  lillle  birdie  she  can  aiug. 
She  same  from  S<nith   Carolina, 

The>'ld  PHliiifttoMate, 
I  soon  will  niairy  pretty  little  Rose, 

Before  it  i*  too  late. 

CnoBus. 

For  she's  my  pretty  liule  South  Carolina  RoM^ 
Pure  as  llie  summer  wind  that  blons, 
Uandsorue  as  can  be,  and  \n  all  the  world  to  me, 
Is  charming  little  ^outh  Carolina  Hose. 

She's  so  fair  and  as  proud  as  she  can  be, 

Thera*  none  in  all  the  land  tliat  can  compare 
With  my  charming  little  Rose,  with  her 

pretty  Roman  uoee, 

And  her  lovely  long  and  curly  silken  hair, 
Oh  '  she's  xo  qaj  and  handaome. 

That  everybody  knows. 
There's  nut  a  giil  in  all  the  neighborhood. 

Like  boulh  Carolina  Ruse.  Chorus. 


Though  other  maidens  qnite  as  fair, 
My  oninpaoy  should  Heek, 

The  memory  of  that  evening, 
When  I  am  old  and  gray, 

Will  pursue  roe  like  a  phantom, 
K'eu  to  the  Judgement  Day. 
^  lOi  ^ 


Many  Happy  Betnms  of  the  Day. 

Words  by  Eliza  Cook.  Music  by  John  Bleckley. 

Tbe  Mu^c  or  thin  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  o(  price,  10  centa. 


A  Dream  of  the  Dance. 

By  WllUe  WUdwave. 


We  met  in  tbe  ballroom,  there  was  musie. 

The  odor  of  garlands  so  sweet ; 
There  was  loving  and  cooing  in  corners. 

And  the  patter  of  joyous  feet. 
I  asked  for  a  dance   ii  was  gmnted, 

Whirlim;  we  went  through  the  hall  ; 
I  elasped  her  olo!>e  to  my  bosom, 

Envied  I  knew  by  them  all. 

Her's  was  a  pretty  girlish  face, 

Two  cheeks  of  burning  red  ; 
A  rosebud  month,  wiih  golden  hair. 

You  wonder  what  waa  said  ! 
Ah  I  well,   lis  the  olden  story, 

Need  I  repeat  it  here?    • 
My  fxte  I  met  on  that  eveninf, 

Remembranoe  now  is  dear. 

•  •••••-■      .'si'-:--.*,' 

We  meet  sometimes,  but  she  shy,    '   '''-/- 
W hilst  I  —  I  dare  not  speak ; 


Merry  words,  in«rry  words,  ye  come  bursting  around, 

Telling  all  thai  affection  can  say  ,- 
'Tis  the  music  of  heart  chords  that  dwells  in 

the  sound, 

Many  happy  ntums  of  the  day. 
The  red  cheek  of  the  child  is  more  rich  in  its  glow, 

And  the  bright  eye  more  swift  in  its  ray. 
When  the  matee  hail  his  birth,  in  their  holiday  mirth, 

.^iid  driuk  happy  returns  of  the  day. 

But  if  midst  the  greetings  there's  one  that  we  miss. 

And  that  one  waa  the  dearest  of  all ; 
'Tis  then  we  teel  lone  in  a  moment  like  this, 

When  our  loudly  haded  birth-day  shall  fall. 
What  Would  we  nut  give  if  the  hour  could  restore. 

The  dear  form  that  is  far  far  away. 
If  the  voice  of  that  loved  one  could  wish  us  once  more. 

Many  happy  returns  of  the  day. 

The  old  man  may  smile  while  he  listens  and  feels. 

He  hath  little  time  longer  to  «tay, 
Still  he  lovelh  to  hear  from  the  lips  that  are  dear, 

Many  happy  ruturns  uf  tJie  day. 
Then  a  garland  •  bumper  a  dance  and  a  feast. 

Let  the  natal  tide  come  when  it  mi|f , 
Be  it  antumn  or  spring,  a  gay  chorus  we'll  sing, 

Many  happy  returns  of  the  day. 
Be  it  autumn  or  spring  a  gay  chorus  we'll  sing, 
j^  Man>  happy  returns  uf  the  day. 

In  the  Oloaming. 

W^ords  by  Meta  Orred.        Music  by  Annie  F.  Harrison. 

Tbe  Music  of  this  or  any  other  soni;,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 


In  the  gloaming,  oh  !  my  darling  ! 

When  the  lights  are  dim  aud  low, 
And  the  quiet  shadows  falling. 

Softly  come  and  softly  go. 
When  the  winds  ure  sobbing  faintly, 

With  a  gentle  unknown  woe, 
Will  you  think  of  me  and  love  me, 
'     A»  you  did  once  long  ago. 

In  the  gloaming,  oh  I  my  darling  I 

Think  not  bitterly  of  :ne? 
Though  I  passed  away  in  silence. 

Left  you  lonely  set  you  free. 
For  my  heart  v\a«  crushed  with  longing, 

VN'hat  had  been  could  never  be. 
It  was  best  to  leave  you  thus,  dear. 

Best  lor  you  and  best  for  me. 
It  was  best  to  leave  you  thus. 

Best  fur  you  and  best  for  me. 

—  ■♦    ■ 

Pesoclc  the»Pawn-Broker. 
By  Jack  Edwin,  for  Frank  Bush. 

I  suppose  you  all  know  me,  of  course  you  do  well, 
You've  seen  me  before  and  ot  me  you  ve  beard  tell  ; 
I  am  a  pawnbroker,  my  name  is  Pes^ock, 
Tbe  boys  call  me  "Uncle,"  aud  my  shop's 

called  a  ••  Hock." 
Now  you  can't  miss  my  place,  it's  next  door 

to  a  "  Fence," 
Three  balls  on  the  door  which  looks  simply  immense, 
>lnd  the  money  I  loan  on  the  tioods  can't  De  bent. 
By  any  other  pawnkroker  who  keeps  on  that  street, 
Chokcs. 

So  if  you  have  any  clothes  for  the  hook. 

Just  come  right  down,  to  me  ; 
My  store's  in  the  Bowery, 

One  hundred  and  thirty  three.      '. 
It's  the  best  place  on  the  street, 
Aud  my  prices  caa't  be  beat. 

I'm  tbe  squarest  One  you  ever  yet  did  see. 


My  customers  come  from  all  over  tbe  Stales, 
Because  they  all  know  I  give  tbe  best  rates  ; 
I  receive  honest  goods  now,  no  matter  what  kind. 
And  I'll  tell  yun  the  truth  and  not  give  you  a  blind, 
Mow  if  there's  any  one  here  that's  got 

something  to  soak, 
Let  bun  come  down  to  me  and  he  II  never  be  broke. 
I  will  give  you  a  loan  on  a  safe  or  a  look, 
4im1  give  «bat  it's  werth,  er  my  name's  not  Pesock. 

'  :■■?'.>■■  V' '.'■;' '.-  %-■      ■■■:"-'"  Chorus. 


M««*-te 


Eudolph  and  Kioka  Klein. 

By  Harry  Morris.       gang  by  Morris  and  Fields. 

We're  a  high-toned  German  sweU  und  bell. 

Our  clothes  are  made  in  style  ; 
Whenefer  we  walk  out  on  de  street. 

It  makes  de  people  smile. 
But  we  oare  nodding  at  all  for  dot. 

We're  habby  all  de  time, 
De  German  fashion  leaders  are 

Rudolph  und  Uicka  Klein. 

Chorus.  , 

Oh  I  German  ladies. 

Look  here  once,  ain't  he  fine  ? 
You  oefer  can  find  two  Germans  like 

Rudolph  und  Ricka  Klein.  (Repeat.) 

We  are  not  Low  Dutch,  understand,  I      ■ 

Don't  trik  mit  dem  at  all  ;  I 

Efery  Thursday  night  we  go  to  a  dance. 

To  de  German  Turner  Hall. 
We  dance  the  cowdriile  und  polka,         *" 

Our  waltzing  is  divine, 
De  medal  of  cheese  is  presented  to 

Rudolph  and  Ricka  Klein.  Ohoms. 

Back  From  the  Parade.  1 

By  c.  A.  Burke.  Sung  by  Campbell  and  Burke. 

Music  pub  and  Copyright  lb77,  by  c.  ll.Dlison  4:  co. 
Music  sent,  by  us  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  eocta. 

We're  back  from  the  parade,  my  boys. 

With  banners  in  our  hands  , 
Forninst  the  people  we  did  drill, 

A  gay  and  gallant  band. 
"Twas  Uncle  ^am,  our  own  true  friend, 

Who  greeted  one  and  all. 
And  blessed  the  gallant  Irishman 

Who  answered  to  the  call. 
As  we  marched  along  the  street, 

.411  the  people  us  aid  greet, 
TLey  called  us  their  bold  laddie  bucks, 

A  nd  said  we  looked  so  neat ; 
They  said  we  were  their  pets. 

And  upon  us  they  made  bets. 
That  we  could  outbate  any  squad, 

W  hoever  took  a  step. 

ClIORCS. 

As  we  marohed  around,  around,  around, 

The  captain  gave  command, 
That  all  the  boys  who  were  in  sound. 

Should  join  our  gallant  band. 
So  we  matched  abreast,  like  all  the  rest. 

Where  heroes  congregate 
Sure  Irishmen  will  ne'er  forget, 

'i  be  story  we  relate. 

Now  there  was  Mulcahey  and  Muldooo, 

Arrayed  in  grandest  style. 
With  bran  new  suits,  just  like  a  groom  ; 

They  marohed  along  for  miles. 
With  eyes  to  the  front,  the  music  played 

Their  martial  airs  so  grand. 
Right  shoulder  shift  arms,   the  order  comes, 

We  quickly  obey  the  command.  Chorus. 


^>-i«« 


.^ny  pieoe  of  Sheet  Mnsic,  no  matter  where  pub- 
lished, will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address,  postpaid, 
on  receipt  of  mitrked  pric*.  . '  :;|  ; 

/ddreaa,  Mrs,  Panlina  Lieder, 

60  CHATHAM  8TBEXT,  H.  T. 
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Mulligan's  SorpriM. 
By  B,  J.  PIgott  to  John  Sparto,  of  the  Sparta  Brotliert. 

Ill  MoJt  Street  clone  beside  the  ferry, ,. 

Dwells  an  IriKhman,  bis  uame 
la  Dauiel  Muliigau,  from  Kerry,    ■ 

Twenty  years  ago  Le  came. 
SundKV  eveiiiug  he  iuvited,  ,     ■ 

All  the  girleens  and  the  b'yea,* 
All  were  welcome,  none  were  slighted, 

To  attend  his  grand  aarpri^e. 

ChO{IUS. 

Fiddles,  harps  and  bagpipes  had  h^ 

Pinjiug  music  soft  ami  sweet  ;  .:  i  -r  ^  • 

Each  and  ev'ry  InsB  and  laddie, 

Said  they  thought  it  was  a  treat. 
Aud  the  supper— such  a  daisy  ! 

Apple,  plum  aod  custard  pies  ; 
We're  demolished,  folks  went  crazy. 

Over  Mulligan's  surprise. 

O'Kelly  in  the  gay  quadrille,  ha 

Cut  H  cii|x-r  with  his  niece  ; 
HiK  new  plug  hat  aud  picadilly, 

Never  showed  a  single  crease. 
Bound  aud  round  the  boys  cavorted. 

Naught  was  heard  but  shouts  and  cries. 
Every  pretty  girl  was  courted, 

Down  at  Mulligan's  surprise.  Chorus. 

"Corkey  "  Gordon  paced  the  floor, 

Up  and  down  with  Biddy  Fay  ; 
■    To  the  tuue  of  Pinafore, 

Until  nearly  break  ol  day. 
TheuB  fight  began— O'Kelly, 

Blackened  Mulligan's  two  eyes, 
Both  were  pounded  iutojeily — 

Busting  up  the  grand  surprise. 


Chorus. 


There's  Silver  in  Tour  Hair  Jessie. 

Words  byC.  E.  Dudley  Music  by  George  Hastings. 

Maslc  pub,  and  Copyright  1878,  by  J.  Church  &  Co 

The  Music  oftlils  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  aud  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

postpaid,  on  ncelpt  of  price,  40  cents. 


There's  iiWer  in  your  hair,  Jesaie,        / 

One  little  abinint;  tliivnd. 
But  your  face  is  still  as  fair,  Jessie, 

As  when  we  first  wore  wed. 
The  years  seem  very  short,  Jessie, 

Since  I  wooed  you  in  the  glen  ; 
TboDgh  lime  its  change  has  wrought,  JeMie, 

You're  dearer  now  than  then. 

Chords. 

There's  silrer  in  your  hair,  Jessie, 

One  little  shining  thread, 
But  your  face  is  just  as  fair,  Jessi*, 

Aa  when  we  first  were  wed. 

There's  silver  in  your  hair,  Jessie, 

That  binds  me  near  to  thee  ; 
Through  years  of  toil  and  care,  Jessie,  ,  - 

You've  been  so  true  to  nie. 
Your  cheeks  may  pale  and  fade,  Jessie, 

Your  eyes  may  lose  their  glow. 
But  I'll  ne'er  forget  the  mxid,  Jessie, 

I  courted  long  ago.  Chorus. 

The  silver  in  your  hair,  Jessie, 

Grows  deeper  day  by  day  ; 
But  the  gold  still  lingers  there,  Jessie, 

blending  with  the  gray. 
Together  side  by  side,  Jessie, 

Ihroujjh  the  worlJ  we've  strayed; 
A  ad  so  we  shall  forever,  Jessie, 

lill  side  by  side  we're  laid.  Chorus 


Gen.  Grant's  Trip  'Round  the  World. 

By  Billy  Kearney.  Air  :   True  as  steel. 

If  yon  listen  for  awhile  I'm  sure  111  make  yon  smile, 
For  my  head  is  always  getting  in  a  whirl, 
I'm  eaptainof  this  land  and  you  bet  111  take  oommand, 
For  my  name  is  Grant  and  Fve  been  'round  the  world. 
To  England  I  have  b«en  and  th*re  I  met  the  Qaeen, 
A  Marquees,  a  Daohesa  and  an  Eaxl, 


I  spoke  for  twenty-four  hoars,  drauk  all  the 

whiskey  sours. 
For  my  name  is  Grant,  and  I've  btmm  all  round 

tbe  worlU. 

Chorus. 
O'Leary's  shoes  upon  my  feet,  a  cigar  bct<veen  my  teeth, 
I[m  the  darliug,  the  pet  with  every  girl ; 
I'm  travelling  in  disguise  aud  fed  on  custard  pies. 
For  my  name  is  Grant,  and  I've  bwn  round  the  world. 

I  then  went  over  to  Cork  'twas  only  for  a  lark, 
Aud  the  Council  shut  the  doors  fast  in  a  whirl, 
I  then  skipped  over  to  Spain,  aud  was  told 

to  come  again. 
For.  I'm  Gen.  Grant,  aud  I've  beea  'round  the  worKi, 
lu  Germauy  and  France  they  learned  me  how  to  dance. 
And  in  Itally  I  kissed  AHouso, 
In  China  I  eat  rice  aud  in  .\frica  eat  mice. 
For  my  uame  is  Gmut  and  I've  been  round  the  world. 

Chorus. 

I  then  went  back  to  France  wns  a  committee 

on  finance, 
But  I  got  drunk  aud  had  to  fight  an  Eiirl, 
Of  course  I  hud  to  skip  on  board  a  governiuent  ship, 
For  my  name  is  Grunt  and  I've  been  'round  the  world. 
But  now  in  my  native  laud  aud  yon  bet  I'll 

take  command. 
For  the  politicians  say  that  I'm  a  fiirl. 
But  you  bet  I've  ^ot  to  spuirm  it  X  want  auother  term, 
For  I'm  the  immortal  Grant  lor  I've  been 

sound  the  world, 
Chorua. 


The  Old  Man  ain  t  what  he  used  to  be. 

Words  and  Music  by  c.  A.  White. 

<  opjTlght.  l«74,  and  pub,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  oilier  soBg.  kcpi  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  seiil  by  usUiuny  addrt;ss, 

post  piiid,  on  receipt  ot  prii'*,  4tt  centa 

No,  the  old  man  aint  what  he  iMed  to  be, 

tie  aint  what  he  was  yeiirs  ago  ; 
^iiil  lie  can't  shake  de  liotif  like  he  used  to  do. 
.  lUll  Htill  lie  likes  tu  h>ar  de  ole   banju. 
He's  always  lia|i|>y  there,  for  it  makes  him 

feel  BO  young. 

He  feels  as  tlio'  he  was  but  BWty>t  sixteen  ; 
But  he  can't  shake  de  lioof  as  he  used  to  do. 

As  when  hedaiiced  by  luoonligtituu  the  green, 

ClIOKLS. 
Oh  ?  my  !  shoo  fly  ! 

There's  life  to  move  the  old  niaa  atill,  you  see. 
But  he  can't  shake  de  hoof  as  be  oaeJ  to  do,  ^ 
The  old  man  ain't  now  what  he  seed  to  be. 

No,  I  can't  forget  all  de  happy  dajs, 

I  had  in  de  ole  cabin  litnne  ; 
And  the  tears  sometimes  start  vlien  I  think  of  them, 

As  now  alone  around  the  world  I  roam. 
The  good  ole  times  seem  changed,  but  I 

'8|>eek  it'skase  I'm  old. 

And  soon  the  old  man  he'll  be  called  away  ; 
But  1  ain't  going  to  mourn  for  th«  other  days, 

So  let  the  fiddle  and  de  banjo  play.       Chorus. 

I  is  ole  Uncle  John  from  Car'lioa  StaUe, 

I  ain't  much  tu  brag  oii^  you  see. 
But  my  heart's  just  the  same  as  it  used  to  was, 

But  still  I  ain't  now  what  I  ns«d  to  b« 
I  tell  you  children's  all,  and  itaio't  no 

more'n  the  truth, 
,    The  boys  was  scarce  could  thiow  themselves 

Hke  me  ; 
But  I  can't  sling  de  hoof  like  I  iiaed  to  do. 
The  old  man  ain't  now  what  h»  used  to  be. 

Cbonu. 


My  Country's  Flag  ol  Stan- 
Music  pub.  &  Copyright  I8«e,  bf  S.  E.  BanUng. 
The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  sonar,  kept  constantly 
onAand.  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 
post  paid,  on  receipt  of  prloe  Mce&ta. 

I've  roamed  for  many  a  lengthea'd  nlla 

Upon  the  stormy  seas  ; 
I've  seen  some  twenty  banners  i 

Full  proudly  «o  the  brswa. 


« 


mm 


I  hat  standard  too.  Great  Britain's  prida, 
Vhe  buant  of  Kuuland's  tars. 

Vet  none  could  thrill  oiy  heart  lik^  the*, 
My  country's  flng  of  stars.  a 

Yet  none  could  thrill  my  heart  like 
My  country's  flag  of  vtars. 

Bracils's  gay  flag  of  gorgeous  dyas^ 

'1  he  hanner  of  old  ^^paia,  . 
E'oo  (>a!lia's  bunting  as  it  fliaa, 

la  not  iindiiiiiiied  by  stain, 
'i  hair  lustre  has  lieen  sullied  ofl 

At  home  by  deadly  jars, 
liol  thy  bright  azur«  fold  is  pura. 

My  country's  flag  of  stars. 


Insonie  fani'd  foreign  |M>rt  I've 

Ihe  ships  of  half  the  world, 
%<  cel.'brale  ^onle  gala  day. 

Their  bunting  all  unfurled. 
With  eager  heart.  I've  glanced  my  ey<^ 

Along  their  lap'ring  ^pals, 
Until  itiy  gaze  has  fixed  on  thee, 

Aly  country's  flag  of  stars. 

Arid  as  thy  stripes  and  star-speck'd  field, 

broke  my  eager  sight. 
My  heart  l>eat  strong,  my  bosom  thrilled 

With  unalloyed  delight. 
I  hailed  the«  as  the  cynosure 

of  true  Columbian  tars; 
The  banner  of  the  brave  and  free, 

IJy  Country's  flag  of  stars. 

Oh  !  wlieie's  heart.  i>osressing  but 

One  s|>ark  of  freedom's  Mai. 
llial  doeH  not,  gazing  on  the  folds, 

A  patriot's  spirit  feel. 
\Vhal  veteran  too,  as  he  looks  down. 

Upon  his  de\r  bought  scars, 
Tliat  does  not  hail  thee  with  delight, 

My  Country's  flag  ot  stars. 


iwnn^ 
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^blished  by  Mrs  Pauline  Lieder, 
60  Chatham  Street. 

" The  SweeUst  of  the  Sweet," Pratt 

"Thrt  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet,"— Walt* PnOt 

"  Sweiet  Amerikay," Yonukar. 

•'  Tho  Old  B.  uch  near  the  Mill Speek. 

"  Mutj-  Ann  Kehoe  " Poweia. 

"  Take  me  B.ick  to  my  Dear  Old 

Son  them  Home. . .  .Speek. 

"  Angel  Mother,  Watch  for  me," Pratt, 

"  Thii  NiKtit  I  Learned  to  Swim" Poweia. 

"  Lay  My  Head  Beneath  a  Koee," Straight 

"ThiLoBt  Jewel," Blunt 

"  PeittiileHH  and  Poor,"  Toonker. 

"  Sili«r  Bells  are  Ringing 

away  up  in  de  Sky Yonnkar. 

"  Ths  Irish  Volunteere," Younker. 

"  MjDkrtby's  Boarding  House," Powers. 

"Ne«»  Years  Day" Powera. 

"  Little  R..gui8h  Eyes," O'Reardoa. 

"  Baby  Died  one  Year  ago  TtMlay,".     O'Keardoa. 

"Songs  Unsung." Vauderoook. 

"  Waltzingham  McSweeney," Dookatader. 

"The  Koftson  why  I  was  Elected Ned  Sttmighl.' 

"  Music  aud  Dancing." .  .Chaa.  Connolly. 

"S<>8ad  and  Weary  To-night,". .  Chaa.  OodhoIIt 

"I  Couldn't  Help  it  Ma," Chaa.  CooaoUy. 

"  A  little  Place  Within  Thy  Heart" Cwp^. 

"  Swoet  Magcie  Gordon," . .  .  Ned  Straight.    SO  eu! 

"  WliB  the  Flowers  are  Dreaming ^<hellf. 

"  1  h    Boeebod  in  Your  Hair .'^keDy 

F0|;  ?X  CENl-S  EACH,  or  any  8  PIECB8  $l,(«i 

LATEST  LA5CIEB8. 

SEA  CADET  LANCIERS 

Arrang''d  for  the  piano  by  Jab.  )■  Fi 
SCO'XJH  LANCIERS, 

Arranged  for  the  piano  by  JaS-  J   Fi 
ENGLISH  LANCEEM. 

Arran(;ed  for  the  piano  by  3k».  J.  F» 
IRISH  LANCIERS 

Arranced  for  th*«  piano  by  Jia.  J.  Vmw^fkM 
AMBMCAN  LANCIEE8.  ^^ 

Arranged  for  the  piano  by  Jar.  J.  Pbcmca  i' 
Ffiee,  <0  aeaU  eaek. 
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THE    SIMGERS'    JOIJRIVAL.. 


The  Oamnen  of  onr  Land^ 

Br  BUly  Kearney.        Air  ;    Vision  ot  a  Drtua. 


This  world  oontains  tome  galUnt  men,    ~: .; 

And  ii^fn  that's  known  to  fame, 
And  in  my  song  I'll  mention  them, 

And  give  yuu  all  their  namMi 
There  is  a  man  in  Canada,  .  ,;v 

The  first  one  in  the  pan,  ,'  ^'■ 

His  name  is  E<.iwar«l  Hanlan, 

^nd  an  oarsman  of  oar  land. 
At  the  city  of  Philadelphia  ; 

In  the  great  centennial  year,       ^f 
He  proved  iiiniself  an  oarsman 

That  all  others  were  to  fear. 
For  he  gainetl  tlie  name  that  gave  him  ikme, 

As  the  world  do  understand, 
H«  is  the  Dott'd  king  of  scullers, 

And  an  oarsmen  of  our  land. 

There  is  another  oarsman 

'I  hat  is  aUo  known  to  fame. 
From  tlie  great  »«lateof  New  York  he  hailt, 

Charles  Courtney  is  his  name. 
Though  defiai.d  by  Ned  Hanlaa 

At  the  t;reut  course  of  Lashane, 
He  has  a  luihle  record 

That  is  plainly  to  be  seen  ; 
They  talk  about  his  selling  out. 

But  on  talk  you  can't  depend.     - 
For  he  has  a  name  and  one — 

Ihat  he  always  must  defend  ; 
He  has  rowed  in  many  races, 

.^nd  won  them  understand. 
Which  proves  he  is  the 

iSecuud  noted  oarsman  of  our  land. 

But  Barton  had  an  oarsman 

They  will  miss  forevermore, 
His  name  will  be  remembered 

By  all  that  lake  an  oar. 
Poor  I'alcey  Kegan,  dead, 

^nd  bis  name  we  can't  forget. 
Be  soared  on  high  above  the  sky, 

ilnd  has  passed  in  his  check. 
With  Jarkner  for  a  partner. 

They  made  a  gallant  team, 
Againxt  England*  boasted  championi, 

I  here  was  I  hon)aa  and  Oreen, 
They  were  gfeat  men  of  honor. 

As  the  world  do  understand, 
Bnt  Fat  did  die  and  soared  on  high,  - 

As  an  oarsman  of  our  land. 


The  Male  Stood  on  the  Yeawl  Deck, 

Mualo  t>7  o.  Opertl. 

coprnsht  ler*.  by  o.  D.  Ncwhall  A  Co. 

me  Muali;  oC  QHB  or   aoy  otlier  aony,  kejX.  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  tiy  ub  to  any  addreM, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 


The  mnle  stoM  on  a  vesael  d««k, 

Tb«  land,  th«  land,  L«  would  not  tread, 
Tbey  put  a  halter  runnd  his  neck. 

And  whacked  him  oar  tha  haad. 
Tat  firm  and  steadfast  there  he  stood. 

As  tliough  be  was  to  rule, 
A  critter  o?  heroic  blood. 

Was  that  there  oussed  moJo. 

Thaj  cursed  and  swore,  he  would  aot  go, 

Until  he  felt  inclined  ; 
And  though  thay  piled  their  blow  aad  blow, 

'le  would  not  change  his  mind. 
'    ir  look  hand  stood  atthere  and  oriad. 

This  mule  is  bound  to  stay, 
r'lt  still  upon  that  critters  hide, 

With  lash  they  fired  away.  v- 

>-»««  mulish  loafer  standing  naar,  ^ 

Said  that  ere  mule's  a  staoner  t 
^(•v  diippose  you  chaw  hia  ears  a  bit, 

I  tbiak  *hat  that  will  dunner. 
'.ia  master  r.om  the  shore  replied, 

The.Hliip,  t>i«  ship's  abcut  to  sail. 
tow  as  «Tery  other  means  you  Te  tried, 

8upp<>M  you  twist,  soppoea  you  twist  hia  tail. 

(  think  'hat  this  will  make  him  land, 
Ih.'ii  II  deck  hand  brave  though  pala,    ^ 

•^r^tvif^'^ched  hiiu  with  an  oulstrstabed  hand, 
^c  twut  that  there  mule  s  tail. 


To  twist  that  there  mule's  tail. 
Then  came  a  fudden  kick  behind. 

The  man,  oh  !   where  was  he  f 
The  man,  oh  !  where  was  he  T 

Ask  of  the  softly  blowing  winds. 

The  fishes  in  the  sea  ;  ' 

Ask  of  the  softly  blowing  winds. 

The  fishes  in  the  sea. 
For  a  moment  there  was  not  a  sound. 

But  as  that  mule  winked  his  eye, 
A»  though  to  say  to  them  around, 

Well,  how's  that  for  liigh. 
Cut  that  I'lule'a  throat  right  away, 

The  captaiii  did,  the  captain  did  command, 
The  noblest  critter  killed  that  day. 

Was  the  fearless  brave  deck  hand. 


Call  Me  Year  Darling  Again. 

Words  and  Music  by   Henry  C.  VVyatt, 
Copyright,  18T9,  and  pub,  by  White,  Smith  &  Co. 

The  Mualc  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  bund,  and  will  be  srnl  by  us  lo  uiiy  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  40  centa. 


Call  me  your  darling  again, 

Your  fo(m«}r  affection  restore. 
Say  that  I  plead  not  in  vain. 

But  give  me  the  love  I  implore, 
I  dreiim  of  the  past  and  of  thee, 

And  know  I  have  given  you  pain,j 
I  beg  ol  you  now  to  forgive  me. 

And  call  me  your  darling  attain; 
^Come  to  my  side  and  cnress  me. 

And  call  me  your  darling  again. 
Chorcs. 
Mother  awake  from  your  sorrow. 

And  give  me  the  love  that  1  claim  ; 
Oh  !  cuMie  to  my  side  and  caress  me. 

And  call  me  your  darling  again. 
Come  to  my  side  and  caress  me. 

And  call  me  yuur  darling  again. 

Whisper  you  love  as  of  old. 

And  banish  all  thoughts  of  the  past, 
Do  not  nie  further  reprove  ; 

My  love  shall  !>«  true  to  the  last. 
Dear  mother  awake  from  thy  sorrow, 

.^nd  grant  ine  the  1  'Ve  that  I  claim, 
Say  there  is  joy  for  the  morrow, 

And  call  me  your  darling  again. 
Come  to  my  side  and  cnress  me, 

And  call  me  your  darling  again,  Chorus. 

Qae«8  What  It  Is  ? 

Written  and  composed  by  Durry  Lloyd. 


My  friend  I  am  in  trouble. 

Why,  I  soon  will- tell ;  - 

Because  I  dress  up  stylishly. 

And  try  to  cut  a  swell. 
There's  a  gang  upon  the  corner. 

Who  when  e'er  I  pass  them  by, 
Call  me  by  a  pet  name. 

And  "  what  is  it ,"  is  the  cry. 
Chorits. 

What  is  It,  what  is  it,  oh  !  kill  it  with  a  stick. 
Strike  him  wilh  a  tonalo,  or  hit  him  with  a  brick. 
Say  tell  n)e  is  it  alive,  oh  f  stab  him  with  a  pickle, 
Squash  him  with  a  rotten  egg  or  brain  him  with  a  nickle. 

When  e'er  I  show  my  face  outside, 

Or  walk  upon  the  street ; 
Each  corner  that  I  turn,  why — 

The  gang  I'm  sure  to  meet. 
They  lioller  •'  bye-bve,  Gussie  dear," 

You're  looking  mighty  fine. 
Oh!  stag  his  jewels,  get  on  to  his  nibs. 

Say  there  goes  baby  mine.  Ohems. 

*        I  will  have  them  all  arrested 

If  tha?  do  not  stop  it  quick  ; 
I  never  hav«  a  moments  rest. 

1  hey  say  I  mnke  them  sick.  ,  ■     >    '       ' 

Last  night  one  of  tlimi  said  to  ma,   -- 

I  II  strike  you  with  a  card.  ..V. 

Another  said  go  bag  jour  head. 

And  drown  yourself  in  lard.  Ohems. 


How  the  Oirls  Have  got  a  Ohanee* 
By  Tommy  Tosker, 


Now  ladies  please  atteotian  pay. 
To  these  few  words  I've  got  to  saj,  ,     ■ 
Every  dog  has  got  his  day. 
And  yours  has  come  at  last. 
The  leap  year  it  has  just  b^an. 
And  those  girls  who  do  want  a  mai^ 
Should  get  up  some  practical  plan, 
But  tbey  ought  not  go  loo  fast. 
Chorus. 

Now  the  girls  have  got  a  ehanoe, 

Which  they  should  taCe  advantage  of. 

By  playing  philopene  with  some  fellow  that  is  graen, 

Or  else  a  young  man  that  they  love. 

Now  every  girl  that  has  a  beau,  ! 

Should  try  to  let  them  fellows  know. 

That  if  they  were  axed  they  wouldn't  say  no. 

But  would  like  a  married  life. 

Old  maids  should  dress  themselves  with  care. 

Put  plenty  of  ribbons  in  their  hair, 

Te  make  themselves  look  bright  and  fair. 

And  try  to  become  a  wife.  Chorus. 

All  ladies  should  look  with  a  loving  glance, 
On  every  man  ihey  meet  by  chance. 
And  try  their  beauty  to  enhance, 
But  don't  let  it  be  overdone. 
Your  chances  you  must  closely  watch, 
If  a  husband  you  would  catch. 
Try  all  you  can  to  make  a  match, 
Before  eighteen  eighty  one. 


Chorus. 


r 


TiU  the  CloudB  Oo  By. 

Words  by  James  A,  Greason.       Music  by  J.  if.  Kbrtti. 
Music  sent,  by  us  post  paid,  on  receipt  or  price,  40  eta 


Oh  !  my  Jamie,  oh  !  my  Jamie, 

Bide  the  lime  a  wee  ; 
Surely  lanes  must  have  their  turning. 

Ere  the  travelers  dee. 
Bide  the  time  wi'  patience,  Jamie, 

Looking  to  the  sky, 
Waiting  like  my  love, waits,  Jamis^ 

Till  the  clouas  go  tiy. 
Waiting  like  my  love  waits,  Jamie, 

Till  ihe  clonJs  go  by. 

Chorcs. 
Night  always  precedes  morning, 

Hope  springs  from  a  sigh  ; 
Wait  my  darling,  wait  my  Jamla 

Till  the  clouds  go  by. 
Wait  my  darling,  wait,  my  Jamie 

Till  the  clouds  go  by 

Ob  !  my  Jamie,  oh  I  my  Jamie,        . 

Time  goes  quickly  by, 
Orief  must  have  its  end,  my  Jamie,  ; 

Sure  as  moments  fly. 
In  thy  arms  thous't  held  me  Jamie, 

Oft  when  dread  was  nigh. 
Lean  thou  on  my  love  now,  Jamie, 

1  ill  the  elouds  go  by. 
Lean  thou  on  my  love  now,  Jamie, 

lill  the  clouds  go  by. 


Cborua. 


Walking  Through  The  Snow.     | 

One  nflernoon  in  winter  when  the  snow  was  falling  hai. 
In  turning  down  a  street  there  a  maid  I 

ehaneed  to  pass  ,- 
Her  cheeks  tbey  looked  quite  ruddy,  at  least 

I  thought  them  so, 
I  turned  around  and  spoke  te  her,  while 

walking  in  the  smw. 
CaoRira.        >•;>:..■■■  ;v>:^;j ,;:•»;'  . 

Walking  in  the  snow,  boys,  not  going  very  fesi, 
I  found  it  very  pleasant,  and  time  so  quiokly  passed. 
I  love  this  little  darling.  I'd  have  yon  all  to  know, 
I'll  ne'er  torget  the  day  I  met  her,  while 

...J..      •.■.;;,..:  -  walking  in  the  snow. 

A  year  or  more  we  eourted.  without  having  any  strifc, 
I  asked  this  darling  orratare  if  she  would  be  my  wUs, 
She  said  to  me.  my  dearest,  anxn  I'll  Ut  yon  know. 
Bat  if  I  do,  I'll  ne'er  forgtt  ear  walking  in  the  snow. 
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Hn.  DriaooU'i  Party- 

By  the  Three  Ranklns  tor  Sheehan  and  Jonea, 
and  sung  by  them  with  great  snocess. 


We're  goin;;  to  have  a  party,     . 

Down  ot  Concordia  Hall : 
We'll  have  lots  of  fan  and  dancings 

For  we  give  a  darliuig  ball. 
When  tbe  baud  begins  their  masio^ 

The  Micks  will  never  stop, 
Till  they  show  their  great  ability  . 

At  Mrs.  Driscoll's  Hop.  ;; 

CuoRua. 

/   With  winging  and  singing. 
Without  fear  of  any  cop  ; 
Well  do  the  pivoter  slide, 
Down  at  Mrs.  Driscoll's  hop. 

Ton  can  easily  imagine 

When  yon  look  upon  as  here. 
That  we're  gentlemen  of  nobility, . 

And  hail  from  County  Clare. 
The  lady  now  in  question's. 

Not  broke  at  all,  at  all. 
But  bo  very  near  to  busted. 

That  we're  giving  her  this  ball. 


Chorus. 


Two  Lads  From  Lancashire. 

By  Wm.  Carney. Air ;    Give  an  honest  Irish  lad  a  chance 

Good  evening  to  yon  all. 

We  thought  we'd  make  call. 

And  try  aud  tel^you  who  we  an, 

Weleft  old  England's  shore^      - 

We  may  never  see  it  more. 

For  America  the  land  of  stripes  and  stars. 

We  would  not  cross  tbe  foam. 

But  times  were  bard  at  home  ; 

As  you  all  can  plainly  see  OS  at  a  glance. 

That's  the  reason  that  we're  here. 

And  in  cotitume  do  appear. 

To  show  to  you  a  Lancashire  song  and  dance. 

Cbobcs. 
With  onr  clogs  upon  our  feet, 
Yon  bet  we  can't  be  beat. 
That's  the  reason  that  yon  see  ns  over  here  ; 
And  in  our  own  peculiar  way, 
Onr  dancing  we  display. 
For  we  are  two  happy  lads  from  Lancashire. 

In  the  foundry  or  the  mines. 

You  can  listen  to  tbe  chimes 

Of  the  hammer  and  the  anvil  all  tbe  day, 

And  when  our  work  is  done^     ,  .  .        ,,  ^ 

It's  then  we  have  our  fnn,  ■.■•'•' 

For  the  boys  of  lAucashire  are  always  gay.    . 

Onr  dancing  it  is  neat, 

Our  steps  they  are  complete, 

As  you  can  plaiuly  see  now  at  a  glanoe  ; 

In  a  horn-pipe,  jig  or  reel. 

We  are  at  home  we  feel,  ' 

As  we  are  doing  this  Lancashire  stmg  and  daooe. 


Skating  on  the  Lake. 
By  S.  oarvey.  Air ;    Violets  dipped  In  dew, 

"  The  ball  is  np,"  is  the  joyous  shoot, 

That  we  hear  all  around  i  •      . 

Then  to  the  Park  let  as  go,       / 

Where  pleasure  does  aboond. 
Just  for  sweet  recreation, 

Aud  all  ill  feelings  shake  ; 
We'll  paM  away  the  time  so  gay, 

A  skatihg  on  the  Lake.         .  ^ 

Cboecs.  "^      . 

Oh  !  yes,  it's  bsantifnl,        (Sym.) 
To  pleasures  call  we're  dotiftil,    . 

For  that  we  can't  forsake. 

While  the  stars  an  brightiy  ■htnhij^. 

Let  OS  all  our  pleasaie  talM, 
On  a  winter  night  it's  oar  delight; 

Tu  g«  skating  on  tbe  Lake. 

Fair  Lunar  sheds  her  sUvery  rajs 

Down  on  the  glittering  ioa  ; 
Eevealiog  all  the  fliUiiig  fanii% 

SogpMsfol  aii4sooioeb 


»,' 


The  scene  is  so  enchanting. 

The  heart  for  it  does  ache  ; 
Of  pleasares  sweet,  none  can  compete. 

With  skating  on  the  lAke.  Chorus. 

When  homeward  we're  returning,      ..■■■■■  ';-^'^-.. 

We're  as  happy  as  little  bees ;  _    .  ',",:-^/'-''  ^:^  V: 
Oar  merry  joyous  laughter,  ■    ;  ; 

Is  ringing  through  the  trees,  r' 

Our  hearts  are  as  light  as  fairies, 

The  leaves  with  music  shake 
There  are  lotM  of  joys  fur  girls  and  boys, 

Beturuing  from  the  L«ikei  Chorns. 


I  Dreamed  That  Old  Ireland  was  Free. 

Written  aud  sung  by  Johnny  Qlbbons.'. 


One  nieht  as  I  ilnn)bered  in  sweet,  peaceful  re«t. 

Tired  out  from  a  long  day  of  toil ; 
My  thoughts,  like  a  bird,  o'er  tlie  oofan's  white  crest, 

Wandered  back  to  my  own  native  soil. 
But  a  great  cliange  had  coine,  since  the  time  when  n  boy 

I  played  round  my  old  niollier's  knee. 
And  my  heart  seemed  to  leap  in  my  bosom  with  joy, 
For  I  dreamed  that  old  Ireland  was  free. 
Chorus. 
The  days  of  her  freedom  at  last  had  a  word. 

The  time  that  w«  all  long  to  see  ; 
For  which  our  great  anctstors  noLlv  had  strove, 
.1  dreamed  that  old  IreUnd  was  free. 

I  tnonght  the  chains  that  had  bound  her  were  broke, 

And  the  dear  little  Isle  of  my  birth  ; 
At  last  from  her  sluiubera  of  vears  had  awoke, 

And  again  waM  a  power  on  earth. 
The  green  flag  of  ilrin  was  proudly  unfurled,    '   , 

O'er  the  Emerald  isle  of  tlie  sea  ; 
And  loudly  announced  to  llie  wunderiug  world. 

At  last  dear  old  Ireland  was  free.  Chorus. 

I  awoke  and  I  found  that  'twas  only  a  dream, 

A  dream  that  had  fled  with  tlie  night. 
For  when  through  the  window  tlie  morning  sunbeam, 

Shone  in,  my  visions  touk  flight. 
I  sank  on  my  knees  by  my  bedside  to  pray, 

That  tlie  time  may  not  far  disiAiit  be. 
When  my  vision  shall  oonie  in  the  brvad  light  of  day, 

.^nd  will  welcome  old  Ireland  free.  Chorus. 


The  Mill  will  Never  Grind  Again  with  the 
Water  That  has  Passed. 

By  BUly  Kearney.  ';     * 


Last  night  I  dreamed  of  home  and  friends  and 

when  I  was  a  boy, 
I  thoaght  1  lived  in  scenes  I  had  of  yore, 
I  thought  I  heard  my  mothers  voice  in  accents 

•oft  sod  low, 
It  sounded  sweeter  than  it  ever  did  before. 
I  went  witb  father  to  tbe>  mill,  as  often  I  lisd  done, 

^nd  watch  the  wheel  go  round  so  smooth  and  fast, 
Be  placed  hie  hand  upon  my  head,  aud  suid  to  me, 

my  son, 
Tbe  mill  will  never  grind  again  with  the  water 
/  WA5ii^.ij  ?.-  a-    ■  that  has  passed. 

Chorcs. 

Those  dear  old  scenes  I  can't  forget  wherever  1  may  go, 
Far  in  my  memory  they  will  ever  last,  ,^.    .,.^ 

Aad  as  1  journey  on  through  life  there's  "  • 

something  whispers  low, 
Ths  mill  will  never  grind  again  with  the  water 

■■.■■--'■     r-   .,  that  has  passed. 

;  v^^*!.-..  >•-  ^^•  ■-   '.      ■■•;-■  :■■■:  ■   :  '^ 

As  years  rolled  on  I  grew  to  be  a  wild  and 

reekiess  boy. 
Not  earing  what  I  done  or  where  I  went, 
I  grsw  to  be  a  drunkard,  I  who  was  my  mother's  joy. 

Ami  OB  Um  road  to  ruin  I  was  beat ; 
My  monsy  g«>Be,  I  sat  me  down  to  tkink  what 

I  had  done. 
And  tbe  tears  rolled  down  mj  ebeeks  so  thick 

and  fast. 
And  as  I  sat  I  tbonght  I  heard  my  mother  say 

"  my  son, 
Tbs  mill  will  never  grind  again  wiih  the  waUr 

that  has  passed." 
Cboraa. 


So  then  and  there  I  did  resolve  to  ehange 

my  mode  of  Ufc, 
And  shun  the  road  t<>  sin  that  I  had  (>as«ed  ; 
I  went  in  business,  settled  down,  and  now  I 

have  a  wUb, 
And  peace  and  joy  around  oar  hearth  is  foand. 
We  try  to  make  the  days  go  by  as  happy  as  ean  be, 

.^nd  hoiie  and  prav  that  they  will  ever  last. 
And  now  I  teach  the  little  eDes  that  prattle  'roand 

my  knee. 
The  mill  will  never  grind  again  with  the  w«i«r 

that  ha 


Floraline- 

Words  and  Music  l>y  W.  n.  Delehanty. 
Huslc  sent,  by  us  post  paid,  on  receipt  or  price,  S6  eta 

When  the  daylight  darkened  into  dusk. 

And  the  stars  (leeped  out  above. 
While  the  moon  »howcr«d  down  lis  silver  light, 

I  wsiidered  with  my  love. 
The  wild  flowers  breathed  a  soent  of  love. 

As  if  to  greet  tlieir  queen,  oh  ! 
And  the  goldfinch  eaug  ao  evening  hymn. 

To  welcome  blorahne 

Cnoars. 
Oh  !  my,  there's  sueh  a  eharm  about  her.     [syn.] 
And  1  cannot  live  wiilumt  her,  [sym.] 

Oh  I   her  presence  makes  life  one  long  day. 

Of  hapfiiness  serene  ; 
And  I  could  not  say  loo  macb  in  praise. 

Of  my  sweet  Floraline. 

Oh  !  they  saj  there  is  no  romance  now, 

1  hat  love  IS  growing  old. 
That  pleasure  has  a  business  faoe. 

And  joy  is  made  of  gold. 
Bu   1  must  say  in  simple  faith. 

No  matter  what  has  been,  oh  I 
1  only  know  I  live  for  lova 

Of  my  sweet  Floraline.  Chorba, 

Oh  !  the  days  will  eome,  the  days  will  go, 

liut  hope  will  hold  its  flower, 
And  ri}{hleou»nes8  will  gnide  away,  , 

To  bless  «a«h  passing  hoar. 
And  I  II  love  her  while  she  loves  me  ; 

And  when  she's  sweet  aixieen,  oh  !         * 
1  will  place  the  gold  ring  ou  the  hand 

Of  my  sweet  Floraline. 


Chorns. 


The  Conductor  with  the  Patent  Bell  Panoh. 

Written  and  composed  by  Bam  Derere. 

Copyrtght  18T»,  and  pubUbhed  by  w.  a.  Pond,  too. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  oonstanUy 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  at  price,  M  cents. 

He  seems  sueh  a  nioe  polite  yonng  man. 

He's  knewn  both  near  and  far. 
He  carried  in  his  hand  a  patent  hell  pnneh. 

He's  eondaotor  on  a  Flatbiish  ear. 
Such  nice  curly  hair,  and  a  blonde  MasUMh*. 

And  he  s  got  such  a  captivating  eye. 
When  he  helps  the  ladies  to  a  seal  in  his  ear, 

Ibey  blush  and  say,  oh!  my.  •    . 

ClibROB. 


As  he  goes  through  the  ear  to  eolleet  his  fa 

Of  stamps  he  esrries  a  baoeh, 
And  he  never  was  known  to  knock  downs  eent. 

For  he  earries  a  patent  bell  punch. 

He  says  as  be  waltses  throngh  with  a  smile, 

Yoar  tares.  Bow,  if  you  please. 
Then  he  plays  yon  a  tone  oo  the  patent  bell  paaah. 

And  lie  makes  y<>or  ehange  with  ease. 
Ue  alwa>  s  kee|>s  his  weather  eye  f>«eled. 

For  the  people  ihst  be  thinks  will  ride. 
For  he's  always  got  the  same  old  ery, 

'1  here's  plenty  of  room  inside.  Cheras 

Move  ni;ht  np,  there's  plenty  of  room 

Inside,  he  says  with  a  yell. 
And  he  peeks  yo«  in  likis  an  old  sardine, 

'I  hen  he  give*  another  yauk  •■  the  b*IL 
Tbey  say  it  s  a  £mI,  aad  upuo  my  word, 

You  hardly  wo«ild  t>elteve. 
He  earries  a  puiteh  for  the  railroad  eompaDy, 

And  another  for  himself  in  bis  slesve.        Obores. 


^ 


^^^ .. . ..  ..7 


'  r*  ■i*«^<<t««|lttBMI 


Mks* 


Of  li»t<'T*m  e»ptiv«ir<l  by  a  lian«l»nine  yoanj;  man, 
I  III  daily  coiii|iliiiiiiiig  lor  my  own  ilmliiig  John, 
I'll  b«  ruviiii^  all  liav  until  iiiglitdoei  cunic  on. 
And  I'll  b«  sLaded  by  llie  green  lecvcc  oi  the 

Drinao«  Dhun. 

Next  &ir  day  I'll  get  a  fairing  from  niy 

hand!<oine  young  man, 
Twenty  bright  kisses  from  darling  my  own  John, 
Confuse  tliem,  cunsiime  theiii  thai  say  I'm  not  true; 
Through  green  groves  and  lofty  mouninins 

I'll  rove  with  yoa. 

My  love  is  far  fairer  than  a  fine  summer  day, 
His  breath  is  far  sweeter  ihan   llie  new  mown  hay  : 
Mil"  hair  shines  lik«  i;*>ld  when  t»pt'se>l  to  the  sun. 
He  is  fair  as  llie  bluoHoiu  of  the  Drinane  Dhun. 

My  love  he  i"  poinsj  lo  cross  over  the  main. 

May  ihf  Lord  si  nd  liiiii  sufe  lo  liis  virtuous  love  again; 

He  isirone  and   he's  1.  fi  me  in  grief  for  to  tell, 

0  er  the  grren  hills  nnd  lufiy  mountains 

between  us  to  dwell. 

1  wish  I  had  a  small  boat  on  the  ocean  to  float, 
I'd  follow  my  darling  wherever  he  did  resort 

I  d  sooner  havt-  my  true  love  to  roll,  sport,  and  play, 
Than  all  the  golden  treasure  by  land  or  by  sea. 

I'm  patiently  waiting  for  my  true-love's  return, 
And  for  his  long  ahsence  I  II  ne'er  ceuse  to  mourn, 
I'll  join  wiih  the  sweet  birds  till  the  summer  comes  on, 
To  welcome  the  blossoms  ol  the  Drinane  Dhun. 

Come  all  \ou  pretty  fair  maids  get  married  in  time. 
To  some  handsome  young  man  that  will  keep 

up  your  prime ; 
Beware  of  the  winter  morn  cold  breezes  come, 
Wliioh  will  Consume  llie  blossoms  early  of  the 

I'riuaue  Dhun. 


J 


The  T-  Shovel. 

Sung  by  the  Dockstaders. 


9own  on  the  dock  they  had  a  row. 

Oil  the  foretop  deck  of  a  I'iiiafore  scow; 

Oh!  jo[|\  sailors,  co'iie,  till  me  true, 

Is  my  oran  new  '1'.  Kliovel.. 

Is  iii\  bran  new  T.  eliovel  on  board  with  you. 

Is  my  brail  new  T.  shovel  on  board  with  you  ? 

Chorus. 
Oh  !  then,  jolly  sailors,  come,  tell  me  true. 
Is  tiiy  bran  new    T    sliovel — 
Is  my  bran  nrw   l.  shovel  on  board  with  you. 
Is  my  bran  new  T.  shovel  on  board  with  you  ? 

Oh  !  the  captain  on  tlie  deck  then  stood. 
He  waa  Covered  all  over  with  iiiuok  and  mud, 
Oh  :  jolly  sailor,  I  tell  you  true- 
Pat  lilaney  broke — 

Pat  Clancy  brol-e  your  bran  new  T.  ehovel  in  two, 
Pat  Clancy  broke  your  hran   new  T.  shovel  in  two. 

Oh  !  the  sailor  raRed,  he  cursed  a  swore — 

He  never  wss  so  mad  l)efore  ; 

Ob  !  then,  jolly  sailors,  I  tell  you  true. 

It  wai«  tor  the  breaking  — 

F.r  the  breakiiii;  of  {\'u  hrah  new  T.  shovel, 

i'orthe  breaking  of  liin  bran  new  T,  shuvel  in  two. 


One  Hundn  d  Tears  to  Come. 

By  BUly  Kearney. 

Tou  have  heard  of  the  great  MaoCaulley, 

And  llie  greai  Z<alaiider  ton, 
Thats  eomiiiu  here  in  a  hundred  year*, 

The  whole  of  us  to  view. 
I'll  give  you  my  ideas, 

^t  least  I'll  give  you  some. 
And  I  I  lell  you  how  \ou  11  find  things 

In  a  hundred  years  lo  come ; 
They'll  come  from  ^anfranciseo 

In  |>ennv   8teanib«>als  al.  the  waj, 
I  don't  know  how  ihey  do  it 

I5ul  they  8e.-n»  to  r»\  it  will  pay, 
Anii  when  thev  land  in  this  town,    -  '.' 

I  liey  II  find  a  place  somehow. 
To  get  a  dinner  i^ood  and  clieup,      ■"-"^■'' 

Tbat'a  what  tbey  can't  get  new. 


CuoRcs. 
So  I'll  give  yon  my  ideas, 

Ai  least  I'll  give  you  some  ; 
And  tell  you  how  you'll  find  thing! 

In  a  hundred  years  to  come. 

There':  the  AVhite  House  now  at  Waahington, 

With  a  notice  on  the  gales, 
For  all  the  reeruiu  they  want 

For  the  far  and  Western  State*. 
I  would  like  to  see  in  a  hundred  years 

If  of  life  I  bad  a  lease. 
The  reds  and  white*  Hit  down  together 

And  smoke  their  pipe  of  peace. 
And  if  you  go  to  Ireland, 

A  Fenian  you  will  see, 
It'o  not  the  kind  we  read  about,     ' 

'I'hey  never  more  will  be; 
Old  Ireland  will  he  bright  again, 

And  shine  beneath  ihe  sun, 
God  liless  anJ  prosper  Ireland, 

In  a  hundred  years  to  come.  Chorus. 

I'm  glad  to  hear  that  Uncle  Sam 

No  tyranny  does  nurse. 
He  has  done  away  with  the  oat-o-nine, 

'Which  was  a  soldier's  curse  ; 
But  a  niiin  with  kindness 

Don't  beat  him  like  a  brute. 
And  you'll  always  have  good  soldier* 

When  you're  going  lo  recruile. 
Give  him  plenty  rations. 

Likewise  a  decent  pay. 
Don't  let  him  in  the  |K>orhouse, 

Like  a  pauper  wante  away, 
Give  him  plenty  rations, 

Likewise  a  decent  pay, 
,^nd  the  Union  will  be  twice  as  strong, 

lu  a  hundred  years  to  come.  Chonu. 

Johnny  Shockeny  the  Hatter. 

By  Billy  Kearney.       Air ;   Johnny  Dougherty. 


That  oD0«  he  wa*  a*  happv  a*  a  king, 
*lill  Fortune'*  cruel  dart  had  pierced  hi*  manly  heart. 
And  look  away  hi*  home  and  every  thing.     Chorus. 

I  once  heard  a  tramp  relate  the  *ad  (torv  of  his  fate, 

And  how  he  wa*  an  outcast  shunned  by  all, 
He  lived  a  happy  life,  bad  a  loving  child  and  wife, 

but,  ala*,  like  Eve,  thia  woman  had  to  fall. 
For  ah*  proved  weak  and  frail,  there's  no  need 

to  tell  the  tale 
How  she  turned  his  manly  heart  to  sad  despair, 
Ue  never  since  ha*  (milcd  on  that  handsome 

wife  or  child. 
But  sadly  now  he  tramps  from  place  to  place. 

Chorus. 


I'm  here  to-night  with  spirits  light  of  music  I  am  fond, 
I  left  the  old  dart  years  ago,  to  come  across  the  pond  ; 
I  am  Shockeny,  the  hatter,  and  if  you  want  a  tile. 
Call  down  to  my  establishment  and  I  fit  you 

out  in  style. 
Chorus. 
For  I'm  little  Johnny  Shockeney  the  hatter. 

And  I'm  here  at  your  command  ; 
And  if  you  want  a  tile,  I  will  fit  you  out  in  style, 
I'm  the  greatest  in  the  land.  (Kepeat.) 

('\'ou  all  have  heard  of  that  wonderful  tile. 
The  hat  me  father  wore,)  and  how  they  searched 

all  around, 
But  could  never  find  no  more, 
'  1  was  made  by  the  Shockeney  Brothers  and 

billed  as  stiff  as  starch. 
It  carried  the  day  as  we  marched  away  on  the 

17th  of  March. 


M»^.-, 


The  Tramp- 
By  Billy  Kearney.  Air  :   True  as  steel. 


How  many  men  there  are  that  ride  in  Fortune's  oar. 

And  bolt  and  bar  the  door  agains^  the  poor, 
Because  they  have  lots  uf  gold,  their  hearts 

turn  icy  cold, 

They  ought  to  be  condemned  for  it,  I'm  sure. 
Now  speaking  of  the  race  that  tramp  from 

place  to  place. 

There  are  some  of  them  who  are  men  from  top  to  toe, 
So  if  they  are  in  need,  of  this  elreumstunoe  take  heed, 

Aod  remember  that  the  poor  tramp  has  to  live. 

Chobcs. 
So  if  you  meet  a  train  p  that  bear*  misfortuoe's  stamp. 

If  he  is  worthy  of  your  aid  why  freely  give. 
Give  him  a  hearty  grip  wish  him  luck  ufion  his  trip. 

And  remember  that  the  poor  tramp  has  to  live. 

I  lately  saw  a  tramp  whom  people  called  a  seamp. 

And  upon  him  set  their  dogs  lest  he  might  steal, 
And  a«  he  turned  away.  I  saw  him  kneel  and  pray, 

And  I  know  that  God  above  lie^d  hi*  api>eal. 
For  little  do  w«  know  a*  be  tramp*  through 

ruin  aod  *now. 


Tired  of  Single  Life.  l. 

Written  (or,  and  S  ng  by  Miss  Lottie  Oract. 

You  Bee  before  you  a  nice  young  girl, 

W  hose  heart  is  nearly  breaking  ; 
'Who  wants  a  beau  to  love  her  so, 

All  other  girls  forsaking. 
Now  do  me  take,  for  goodness  sake, 

'i'ou'll  never  find  another 
Who'll  he  more  true  than  I  to  you, 

Jf  you  11  take  me  from  my  mother. 

ClIORl'S. 

I'm  tired  of  single  life. 

It's  misery  and  strife; 
I'm  looking  for  a  nice  young  man, 

'lo  be  his  little  wife.  _ 

To  many  is  my  plan. 

So  lake  me  while  you  can. 
Don't  sit  there  mid  al  me  stare, 

l>ut  s|>eak  out  like  a  man. 

Now  there's  a  young  man  sitting  there, 

Vou  see  he's  at  iiie  winking. 
Oh  I  yes  you  were,  for  I  could  see 

Vour  eyes  they  were  a  blinking. 
Now,  kind  vir,  don't  angry  get, 

At  my  bold  advances  ; 
We'll  married  be  to-morrow  if        . 

You  II  only  titke  the  chances.  Chorus. 

Delia  Clancy- 

Written  and  sung  by  J.  E.  Murphy. 

Music  pub,  &  Copyright  1880,  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

The  MuBlc  or  tills  or  any  other  Bong,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  bent  by  us  to  any  address, 

postpaid,  on  receipt  ol  price, 40 cents. 

I  will  tell  you  of  a  lady, 
'Tis  one  I  love  so  well. 

Bonnets  and  ribbons  she  does  sell ; 
On  the'  Bowery  she  owns  a  store, 
iShe  has  "  Milliner  '  on  the  door, 

iiugnetine  Delia  Clancy  is  the  belle. 
It's  every  Monday  night. 
Oh  !  'tis  my  hearts  delight, 

To  go  up  town  Miss  (Taney  deor  to  see; 
A  piano  she  plays  so  fine. 
To  me  she  is  divine. 

And  all  these  lovely  songs  she  sings  to  me. 
Chukus. 

She  sings,  *he  aings  "  Sweet  bye  and  by«,^ ' 
Oh  I  go  to  sleep.  My  Baby  Mine, 
She  sings,  she  sings  such  lovely  tune*. 
The  girl  I  love  I II  marry  *oon. 

There  is  Owen  Smith  and  Brady, 
The  Misse*  Scott  and  Doyle. 

Sitting  in  the  parlor  all  the  while  ; 
Sure  Smith  *ii  queer  does  talk. 
And  has  such  a  fonny  walk, 

Wid  pleasure  every  one  begin*  to  smil* 
When  Mi*s  Clancy  dues  appear, 
Sueh  onriuu*  thing*  you  bear : 

"  Mi**  Clancy  dear,  you're  locking  all  serwel" 
She  eniilas  and  bows  her  head. 
To  the  piano  she  lightly  tread*.  i      W 

And  all  the**  pretty  songs  she  sings  to  me. 
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The  Lost  Inheritanoe. 
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CONTINDBD. 


Neverthelesa,  he  felt  be  could  bear  do  more,  and 
niuit  vffeot  hii  escape  a*  speedily  a*  b«  wa*  able. 
'I  bis  waa  not  eaay,  for  Dr.  jlbercom  bad  bim  by  tbe 
button-hole,  and,  inwardly,  be  wae  ebafing  under 
tbe  worthy  doctor's  restraint,  when,  to  bis  infinite 
delight,  be  heard  the  other  makios  his  adieu  ;  in 
wbiob  cass  be  might  wait  and  bare,  perhaps,  one 
word  with  .Alice  Walden. 

"  Shall  we  wide  together  as  far  «a  our  woads  ^o, 
Mr.  Hepburn  ?"  ask^  Edtuund  Biddleooub,  with 
a  supercilious  airiness. 

♦•  1  banks ;  I  regret  to  decline,"  rejoined  tbe 
otber,  in  a  tone  which,  for  tbe  life  of  him,  he  could 
not  deprive  of  all  coldness  ;  "  but  I  am  not  going 
to  Carnyston  to-day." 

**  No  T  I  am  sorry  to  be  the  bearer  of  intelligence 
that  will  be  eo  unwelcome  at  tlie  Hall,"  laughed 
Edmund  Biddlecomb,  with  a  meaning  glance,  for 
which  Richard  Hepburn  would  have  much  liked  to 
have  kicked  him.  "  1  alking  of  monopolies,  egad, 
Mr.  Hepburn  can  pwactise  it  in  some  eases.  Ask 
CapUin  Grant  bis  opinion.  Ha,  bat  Good  morn- 
ing—'au  rovoir.' " 

•♦The  insufferable  puppy!'  muttered  Richard 
Hepburn,  consumed  with  a  rage  he  dared  not  show. 

The  speech  was  overheard  by  bolli  llie  doctor  and 
AHce  Walden.  Tbe  former  burst  out  laughing, 
while  the  latter  arching  her  brows,  remarked.  "  iJo 
yoa  think  so?  Mr.  Biddleoomb  may  have  faults,  as 
w«all  have  but  it  is  well  for  bim  everyone  is  not  of 
yov  opinion." 

Her  bolt  shot,  Jlice  moved  a  Utile  away,  and  sat 
dovn  by  her  work-basket.  The  young  ninn  bit  bis 
lip.  She  bad  pained  him  infinitely,  but  be  loved 
bar  too  dearly  to  feel  anger.  Indeed,  he  would  bear 
anything  now  the  air  was  cleared  by  •'  that  con- 
ceited idiot's  "  absence. 

Hot  only  did  he  resume  bis  seat,  but  readily  ac- 
cepted Mrs.  Walden's  invitation  to  Junclieon.  In 
a  abort  space  all  would  have  drifted  back  to  a  re- 
aembUnce  of  those  happy  days  first  spent  at  Daisy 
bank,    if  Alice  would    have    been  as  once  she  used 

to  be. 

Instead,  she  worked  sedulously  at  her  embroidery, 
and  hardly  ioined  the  convcrsanon.  '1  he  truth  was, 
that  she  bad  played  lier  little  game  of  indifference, 
and  was  bitterly  offended  that  Richard  Hepburn 
had  let  her  do  it,  instead  of  dioputing  the  pleasure 
of  her  conversation  witii  Edmund  Biddlecomb. 
What  better  proof  could  ehe  have  that  he  cared 
notbiog  about  her  ? 

The  luncheon-table,  however,  compelled  her  to  be 
mofe  ssciable  and  talkative.  Also  she  found  her- 
self failing  again  under  Richard  Hepburn's  influ- 
enoe.  She  was  mortified  with  herself  tliat  it  was 
'so,  but  she  could  not  belpit  Her  heart  yearned  to 
the  man  seated  opposite  her,  and  she  laughed  the 
more  gaily  to  conceal  it. 

She  not  only  deceived  its  object,  but  her  mother 
and  her  old  friend  the  doctor.  At  what  a  cost!  A 
mental  agony  that  was  on  the  verge  of  rendering 
her  h>slericnl.  Ttie  guest  and  she  were  two  of  tlie 
wretcliedest  persons  in  the  world  at  the  moment. 

Rising  from  tiie  luncheon  table,  Richard  Hep- 
burn, preparing  to  take  his  leave,  found  himself 
standing  apart  with  Alice.  Stooping,  he  whis- 
pered, in  accents  lie  tried  to  make  it  steady,  "  Miss 
Walden,  in  what  way  possibly  could  I  have  offended 
you  ?  You  have  made  me  suffer  a  marl)  rdom  by 
thus  tabooing  me !" 

Tlie  girl's  Tip  trembled  ;  but,  with  a  brave  effort, 
steadying  it,  and  calmly  meeting  his  glance,  she 
said,  in  assumed  surprise,  "  'labooed,  Mr.  Hep- 
burn ?    I  do  not  catch  your  meaning." 

"  All  the  while  Mr.  biddlecomb  was  here  you 
gave  me  no  word — scarcely  recognised  my  pre- 
sence." 

**  Your  conversation  with  Doctor  Abercorn  and 
mamma  seemed  far  too  engrossing  for  me  to  ven- 
ture to  interrupt,"  she  laughed.  "Mr.  Biddle- 
comb flatiered  m«  by  preferring  mine.  Ought  I 
not  to  have  been  grabeful  V 

**  Rather,  yon  were  generous,  in  devoting  so  mnch 
tims  and  attention  to  such " 

**  St«y,  Mr.  Hepburn,"  interrupted  the  girl, 
gravely.  "  ReooUect,  Mr.  Biddlecomb  was  a  visitor 


beneath  this  roof  when  you  were  yet  a  stranger. 

"  And  the  place  he  held  in  your  favor.  Miss 
Walden,"  rejomed  the  young  man,  with  a  dash  of 
bitterness,    "even  Charlie's  friend  mast  not  aspire. 

"  Mr  Hepburn !" — and  her  beautiful  eyes  met 
bis  with  an  expression  of  dignity,  pain,  and  re- 
proof. "  I  confess  you  possess  great  power  oTer 
me  in  that;  but  is  it  gentlemanly  to  use  it?" 

"  For  Heaven's  sake  forgive  me!"  be  cried,  con- 
tritely.    "  I  knew  not  what  I  said." 

The  look  of  intense  agony,  of  humility,  even  of 
deep  entreaty,  that  swept  over  his  features,  startled 
and  moved  her.  She  could  not  understand  it,  only 
that  he  was  suffering  acutely.  Her  firmness  threat- 
ened to  give  way,  her  lip  was  trembling,  she  dared 
not  trust  herself.  Hastily  ehe  said,  forcing  a  laugh, 
"  This  little  war  of  words  is  foolish  between  us  two, 
Mr.  Hepburn.  If  you  seek  forgiveness,  so  do  I. 
We  sre.  I  trust,  too  sincere  friends  to  quarrel.  I 
repeat  wliat  I  have  said  before.  In  friendship 
none  will  be  nearer  and  dearer  to  me  than  Charlie's 
friend" 

"  The  words  "  in  friendship"  struck  coldly  on  his 
heart ;  but  he  must  be  satisfied,  for  he  dared  seek 
no  more.  liaising  tiie  little  hand  she  had  extended 
to  his  lips,  he  said,  fervently,  "  Thank  you.  Y^oa 
give  me  courage  to  prefer  a  request  I  came  to  make, 
which  is,  that,  though  I  am  no  longer  an  inmate  of 
Dnisy  Bank,  the  rides  we  so  enjoyi^  shall  not  be 
wholly  renounced.  May  I  have  the  pleasure  sf 
acting  again  as  your  cavalier— say  to-morrow?" 

And  Alice,  against  her  better  judgement  answered 
"  Yes." 

"  That  yonng  fellow  loves  her — I  vow  it  !" 
reflected  Doctor  Abercorn,  as  Ue  returned  liome 
that  afternoon.  "  Nay,  I'd  bet  a  hundred  to  one. 
Why.  he  was  as  jealous  as  could  t>e  of  that  con- 
ceited donkey  Biddlecomb  this  morning.  He  could 
hai-dly  command  either  his  speech  or  his  glances, 
esfiecially  after  the  flower  episode.  Then  where  is 
the  mystery  ?  Can  he  be  going,  as  I  already  hear 
iiinted,  to  lay  seige  to  the  heiress — to  win  Carny- 
ston? It  may  be  young  people  are  so  mercenary 
now-a-days,  in  which  case  he  isn't  worthy  my  pet  I" 

As  Richard  Hepburn  rode  homewards,  his  soli- 
loquy ran  thus. 

"  I  think  I  could  bear  her  loving  any  other  man, 
a  true  man,  one  worthy  of  her.  But  such  a  cad, 
such  a  puppy,  whom  she  cannot  possibly  either  love 
or  res()ect !  But  now-a-days  girls  scarcely  think  of 
that.  They  sell  themselves  for  an  establishment. 
And  I  suppose  this  fine  product  of  a  fashionable 
tailor  is  csnsidered  an  excellent  chance  I" 

'I  here  is  a  species  of  temper  common  to  the 
human  brain,  which  is  staled  to  resemble  a  bear 
with  a  sore  head. 

Richard  Hepburn  certainly  to-day  was  afilicted 
with  the  dixease.  He  was  restless,  irritable,  angry 
with  lilmself.  angry  with  everybody  else,  which  he 
displayed  by  finding  fault  with  everything. 

He  had  scarcely  recovered  his  humor  when  be 
set  forth  for  Carnyston. 

The  night  was  dark,  the  country  roads  deserted, 
consequently  he  hod  no  fear  of  recognition.  As  he 
had  reached  the  spot  be  had  mentioned  as  a  rendez- 
vous, a  clock  struck  tbe  hour.  Almost  simul- 
taneously he  CHUghl  the  sound  of  a  gentle  cough 
at  the  other  cide  of  the  hedge.  It  was  interrogatory 
and  he  coughed  in  response. 

The  branches  rustled,  and  a  whisper  came  to  bim 
through  them. 

"  'I  wenty  paces  down  by  the  meadow,  there  is  a 
gap  anyone  might  pass." 

Jaking  the  hint,  Richard  Hepburn  proceeded  in 
the  direction  indicated,  found  the  gap,  and  passed 
through.  It  landed  him  in  tbe  preserves.  A  second 
later,  Maria  Daggett  stood  by  his  side. 

"  Thank  you  much  tor  coming,  Miss  Daggett," 
he  whispered,  as  he  pj«esed  her  hand.  "  I  liope  it 
has  not  put  you  to  any  inconvenience — that  you 
have  run  no  risk  ?" 

"None  that  I  would  not  willingly  run  again  to 
serve  you,  Mr.  Hepburn,"  was  the  soft  reply  of  the 
flule-liUe  voice.  "  See,  here  is  the  paper.  It  is  in 
this  envelope.  It  is  too  dark  for  you  to  peruse  it 
now." 

Again  warmly  thanking  her,  heplaeedit  securely 
away  ia  his  breast  coat  pocket.  1  hen  through  a 
topic  skilfully  suggested  by  the  companion,  they 
paced  up  and  down  tbe  narrow  path  under  the  dark 


branching  treee,  tdkiog  in  wbii|>ers. 

Suddenly  they  ware  alarmed  by  adranoing  feet 
cnubing  the  falUug  twigs. 

"  It's  the  gamekeepers,"  whiapered  liaria  Deg. 
gett,  auiokly.  '•  Yoa  most  go,  Mr.  Hepbara.  Lmtc 
me  ;  I  can  easily  ayoid  tbem.  Oood-nighL  B^vaa 
briug  you  raaoeea  I" 

Aware  of  tbe  danger  of  diaooveiy,  he  did  not 
beaitate  to  obey,  and  aooo  waa  mfe  in  the  higb<nad, 
Tbe  companion  bad  daited  down  a  aide-path—  nut 
however,  before  tbe  two  ^«»«p^n  had  aaugbtaigbt  of 
her  fluttering  skirta. 

"  Dann  me,  Jim,  ii  it  ain't  a  woman  f'  ejaculated 
one,  whistling  bis  dog  to  heel 

"It's  some  servant  gal  from  the  'All,  eoortia" 
rejoined  Jim.  "  Td  swear  I  saw  something  predooa 
lilie  a  man  fly  in  the  oppoeite  direction." 

"  I'll  tell  'ee  what  jim— tbe  fee-male  was  darned 
more  like  Miss  Sidonia's  compnniou." 

"  Go  alonp  with  yer,  Dick  !  Though  an'  it  were 
why  shouldn't  she  have  a  sweetheart  like  any  other 
gal?  Come  along.  Down,  Snipper  I  Wearelteen 
spoiling  other  kind  o'  sport  to-night  I  reckon,  than 
poachers.     Ha,  ha,  ha  I" 

Panting,  breathless,  Maria  Daggett  reached  the 
Hall  in  safety. 

"I  wonder,"  she  gasped,  pressing  her  hand  to 
her  side,  "whether  they  saw— or,  rather reooKuised 
me  ?  What  does  it  mutter  mnch  if  they  did  ?  In- 
deed, it  might  be  lietter.  It  would  give  me  aaolber 
hold.  Should  certain  circnnistances  arise,  thsM 
afisi^uations  might  be  made  to  serve  my  pnrpaaa. 

Meanwhile,  Richard  Hepbaru  had  hastened  back 
to  the  inn  eager  to  read  tbe  fragment  of  letter  that 
had  been  given  bim. 

On  entering  bis  room  he  fonnd  a  telegram  await- 
ing him,  which  be  tore  eagerly  open.  It  bore  the 
initials  of  Jonas  Sljciim,  and  was  as  follows  ; 

'  D  may  be  a  valnHbleally,  but  don't  besangnine 
Might  also  be  duugerous.  Fancy  there's  something 
hiddtnaud  suspicious.  Will  communicate  more 
fully  by  poet.  Send  this  to  urge  caution.  On  no 
account  write  any  communication  to  D.  Be  sure  of 
this." 

Richard  Hepbnm  regarded  the  telegram  in 
silence.  Tho  advice  came  too  kte.  He  had  already 
written.  • 


CHAPTER  XI. 

TniOTHT  BBINDLET  COlfXNCEB  THX  OAMS. 


Whether  Joeiah  Biddlecomb  bad  obtained  tbe 
Carnyston  estates  by  sharp  practice,  or,  as  Richard 
Hepburn  suspectud,  by  fmiul,  tbe  matter  no  longer 
seemed  to  give  bim  any  uneasiness. 

So  many  years  had  >;oiie  over  quietly,  that  either 
he  had  ceased  tc  fear  having  his  right  contested, 
or  pnt  no  belief  iu  retributive  justice. 

His  sole  desire  now  was  to  see  his  daughter  well 
married,  and  that  before  be  died  he  should  know 
there  were  heirs  to  Carnyston. 

His  first  idea  had  been  that  she  should  wed  ber 
cousin  Edmund,  that  bis  name  mi^^ht  be  perpetu- 
ated, but  this  Bidonia  had  advanced  a  decided  nega- 
tive. 

Altogether  Joeiah  Biddlecomb  did  not  disagree 
with  her. 

Aware  after  what  fashion  his  wealth  bad  been 
accumulated,  he  was  not  so  proud  of  i>ting  a  self- 
made  man.  Consequently  be  bad  decided  with  his 
daughter  that  a  gentleman  of  three  or  four  genera- 
tions standing  would  be  better  than  tbe  hard  oaah 
of  a  mushroom  claimer  of  that  title. 

To  form  an  alliance  with  any  of  the  old  families 
about  Heatham  be  soon  saw  was  tbipoesible.  Most 
of  tbem  had  kuowu  Sir  Richard  Oarr.  and,  though 
they  blamed  his  faults,  nevertheless  be  was  of  an 
old  stock  like  themselves,  and  they  held  coldly 
aloof  from  bis  plebeian  enooessor. 

However,  within  those  many  years  a  new  race 
had  cropped  np  at  Heatham,  a  race  that  biew 
nothing  about  Sir  Richard,  and  eared  leas. 

A  race  that  had  marrying  wna  and  marriageable 
daogbtets,  and  to  whom  the  prodigal  boapitality 
practised  by  th«  oi-dmxmi  oatuar  WM  Vaiy  plaaaat 
and  welcome. 
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THE    SIIVGGRS'    JOUHiVAL. 


Be  Civil  and  Always  Polite- 

Ab  wa  jonrney  along  in  the  pathwny  of  lifa^  i     /-x 

W«  ihould  try  to  live  peacefnl  with  all ; 
Bat,  to  keep  onnelres  free  from  trouble  and  strife, 

Your  attention  a  momeut  111  oalt. 
I'll  siog  of  a  motto  I  recently  beard,       '  - 

If  yon  try  it  yon'll  find  it  all  right, 
Tia  a  virtue,  I'm  nure,  to  the  rich  or  the  poor 

To  b«  avil  and  always  polite. 
Chorub. 

Politeness  is  cheap,  -«re  should  all  bear  iu  mind. 

Though  practised  by  ouly  a  few  ; 
Bo  be  ciril,  obligiug,  aud  always  polite, 

Am  the  world  you  go  travelling  through. 

Encouragement  helps  to  lift  a  man  up. 

Kind  words  we  should  never  begrudge  ; 
JL  man  may  be  honest,  althouxh  he  is  poor, 

From  appearances  wo  shonld  not  judge. 
If  we  meet  with  a  man  who's  load  is  too  great. 

To  aatiitit  him  should  be  our  delight. 
For  you  know  we  have  all  got  our  burdens  to  bear. 

So  b«  civil  and  always  pohte.  Chorus. 

But  now  I'll  conclude  with  a  word  to  you  all— 

I  bo()e  I  have  pleused  you  to-night ; 
Tbanks  for  your  attention,  I  cannot  oomplain. 

For  to  me  you  have  all  been  polite. 
If  my  motto  you  try  yon  ne'er  will  regret — 

'Tis  a  very  Rood  maxim  for  all — 
To  be  civil  obliging  and  always  polite, 

▲ud  help  lift  a  poor  man  from  ihe  wall.     Chorus. 


Love  Me  Hag  Me. 

By  C.  R.  DockBtaaer.  For  Qullter  &  Goodrich. 

Tell  yon  a  story,  oh  I    my  glory  ! 

Bow  your  head,  aud  lend  an  ear, 
Somethiug  funny,  tell  you,  honey, 

One  I  know  you'd  like  to  hear. 
At  a  party  Friday  evening. 

Aunt  Sophelia  shouted  so 
All  de  neighbors  an'  de  peoplA 

Gathered  there  to  see  de  show. 

Choucs.  '    " 

Throw  yonr  arms  about  me,  honey. 

Closer  come,  an'  tell  me.  Miss, 
Bow  your  head  down  iu  submiHsion, 

Love  me,  bug  me — take  a  kiss. 

Ole  Miss  Swaller  cry  an' holler. 

Made  de  people  laugh  aud  shoat ; 
Den  we  two  began  B-«iuging, 

Ole  brack  deacon  turned  us  out. 
Popy  Riicker  came  to  meeting  '' 

On  a  mule  that  jess  could  hop  ; 
Threw  his  LoofH  among  de  niggers. 

Bust  de  meeting  on  de  spot.  Chonts, 


When  the  Purple  Lilacs  Blosiom. 

Written  and  sung  by  W.  A.  Uuntley. 

Music  sent,  by  us  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40cts. 

When  the  purple  lilacs  blossom, 
^liall  we,  d«sre!<t,  meet  again? 
Will  the  robin  and  the  blue-bird 
Greet  us  wiih  a  sweet  refrain? 
In  the  soft  and  gentle  twil'iglit. 

Where  we  often,  love,  have  met. 
You  will  tell  nie  little  darling. 
If  you  dearly  love  me  yet. 
■,.j.  Ciionra. 

In  the  soft  and  gentle  twilight. 

Where  we  often  love  have  met. 
You  will  tell  me  little  darling. 
If  you  dearly  love  ine  yet. 

When  the  daisies  dot  the  meadow,  ,  t 

Shall  we,  dear'^st,  meet  again? 
Will  the  summer  zephyr  kisa  us 

When  We  wander  down  the  lane? 
Long  ago  we  met  and  parted 

In  the  golden  fAsturea  bri<;ht. 
And  sinee  then  my  little  darling, 

Time  has  quickly  taken  flight.  Chorus. 

When  in  Heaven  with  the  angels. 
Shall  we,  dearest,  meet  again  ?        Z.u$n.'.'K-j^ 


Will  we  climb  the  hill  together 
To  the  land  that  knows  aopain? 

In  that  home  no  wail  of  sorrow 
Lreaks  the  pure  and  loving  heart, 

.^nd  I  hope  my  little  darling, 
There  we'll  meet  to  never  part 

iB-«ei  ^ 


Loit  and  Foond. 


Chorus. 


■i 


Written  and  Composed  by  Ilarrr  Lloyd  comlo  Tocallst. 


When  travelling  on  the  railroad,        ,--- 

Ju»l  the  other  day,  ^  :   ' 

Reading  the  daily  paper. 

To  pass  the  lime  away. 
Heedless  <>f  the  rate  at  which 

1  lie  train  sped  o'er  the  ground, 
I  was  deeply  interested  in — 

Tlie  column  "  lost  and  found." 
A  lady  lost  her  pocket-book, 

ilnolher  lust  a  ring, 
A  gentleman  lost  his  wateli  and  chain, 

.^nd  a  handsome  diamond  pin, 
A  boy  had  lust  a  terrier, 

And  a  book  that  wa*  well  bound. 
These  are  the  funny  things  I  read 

In  the  column  "  lost  and  found." 

A  cow  was  lost  or  stolen, 

A  lady  lost  her  hair. 
A  girl  had  found  a  pair  of  seeks, 

'i  hat  were  not  ht  to  wear  ; 
A  boy  had  found  a  dirty  shirt, 

1  don't  know  what  it  cost.  '- 

A  lady  when  Uking  a  little  walk. 

Her  bustle  she  had  lost; 
A  dressmaker  when  on  a  drunk. 

Had  lost  a  bran  new  dress. 
Which  cost  about  five  dollars, 

A  little  more  or  less, 
A  gentleman  when  out  hunting, 

Had  lost  a  large  blood-honnd. 
These  are  tlie  funny  things  I  read. 

In  the  column  "  lost  and  found." 

A  man  had  found  a  freight  oar. 

Standing  on  the  street: 
A  Sea rgeant  found  a  policeman  ' 

Sleeping  on  his  beat,         •  .   !'' 

A  father  lost  his  little  son,  '  '■'.     . 

It  really  was  quite  shocking,  '  "  ' 

A  woman  was  found  in  an  alleyway 

Pulling  up  her  stockings. 
A  man  picked  up  a  bundle. 

He  thought  he  had  a  prize. 
When  he  opened  iWhe  found 

A  dead  rat  in  disguise. 
A  man  had  lost  his  orains. 

In  mind  he  was  not  sound. 
These  are  the  fnnny  things  I  read 

In  the  column  "  lost  and  found." 


The  Wolf  at  the  Door. 
By  A.  A.  Wallii. 


-.  I 


O  God  I  has  it  come  to  my  turn  to  see 
The  wolf  at  the  door — sighed  poor  Nora  Magee — 
With  those  five  little  orphans,  Pat,  Mickey  and  Joe, 
Poor  Kitty,  sweet  Mitty,  turned  out  in  the  snow. 

CUORCS. 

With  those  five  little  orphans,  Pat,  Mickey  and  Joe, 
Poor  Kilty,  sweet  Mitty,  turned  out  in  the  snow. 

But  the  bailiff  had  come  with  the  landlord  so  grand. 
They  seized  on  our  cabin  and  small  piece  of  land. 
The  cabin  which  Nora  once  gazed  on  with  pride. 
It  was  there  Paddy  woo'd  her,  alas  I  where  he  died. 

Chorus. 

But  you  are  gone  Paddy,  darling,  you  have 

left  us  aloae, 
Shure  myself  and  your  orphans  will  pray  for 

your  sonl. 
We  will  pray  that  the  angels  will  bear  us  to  thee. 
And  join  you  in  Heaven,  Aeuahia  Mnchree.     Chorus. 

Cold,  rasged  and  hungry  they  stood  on  the  street. 
Poor  Kilty  was  rubbing  her  bare  little  feet : 
Oh!  mother,  cried  Mickey,  shure  last  night  yon  said. 
Great  ^bipa  on  the  oeeaa  are  eoming  with  bread.    Cho. 


Bow  in  New  Tork  oould  I  kneel  down  to  pray, 
And  tliink  uf  Parading  oo  St.  Patrick's  day  ; 
At  the  great  City  Hall  ooold  I  hold  up  my  head, 
Whik  thouMHids  ii^  Jrelapd  are  erying  for  bread 


.1! 


Chorus.  I 


Skure  it  eaonot  be  true  vhat  I  hear  people  say. 
That  baaners  and  bands  will  be  seen  on  Broadway, 
That  (Trumnwrs  and  fifera  wfil  play  Oarryowen, 
While  ths  wo!f  is  at  the  door  with  our  dear  ones 

at  home 

gh!  Saint  of  my  aiUoq.  I  wifl  Mjvkjt^Sii, 

To  the  great  AgiUtor  my  donation  I  will  send. 

,1mu  «iJl  give  you  more  pleasure  than  parading 

i<  t   I      I  ^  Know; 

It  may  help  the  poor  orphans  safe  out  of  the  snow. 

Chorus. 


5; 


Open  np  dem  Ooon. 


\i^ 


'  t  I 


Great  Slieut  fcng,  sudk  by  Ilaverty-s,  Saolonl'aand 

otlierceleBratedmlnstfeur^    ,  f" 

Words  and  Music  by  Ned  .Straight.       '  j 

Copyright  18M,  by  Mtn.  Pauline  Ueder.  ^ 

All  rights  rueerved,  *l 

'^Ji'S*'..?,'  ^^^  ^"^.P  puWlshed  m  elegant  lltho-" 

'^?^'^,r'iif  '*SSf.' ^  *'™-  ^'^"""^  Llede?60  Chat- 
ham Street,  will  be  sent  to  any  adtfreaa,  nost 

paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  c«ftt*r^ 

I'se  gwine  to  wrila  a  Utter,   '«     "^ '■  '.^  "'•''• 
...       To  my  great  Jehovah,  '.'•*"' 

I  want  to  know  de  (iu^e    •        l'"/Ir 

Wlien  de  boat  am  going  over.  .  , 

I'ee  got  a  quill  fi-ora  an  angel's  wing,^ 
'Twas  sent  to  me  by  de  great  goodKing, 
An  angel  dropped  a  tear  in  my  baOd, 

.    «  ""  •"'"^  '""  '*  ^*  King's  command, 
For  a  sheet  ob  paper  a  cloud  he  sent. 
So  111  write  Him  a  letter  and  g«t  His  eonaent  to^- 
Ciioars.  j 

'         '  Open  up  dem  doors,        •  •'    '< 
Oh  I  break  off  de  hinges. 
Open  np  dem  doors. 

Keep  'em  open,  O I  Lord. 
Fling  dem  doors  wide  open, 
^  For  I  want  to  get  a  glimpae  inside ; 
;      .,^  Fling  'em  open  for, 
.  :_. .    I  *»nt  to  get  a  glimpse  inside.    * 

Dat  tear  turned  to  a  ribber,     "        ■  f- 

Down  de  mountain  flowing, 
I'se  gwine  to  build  a  rafi. 

On  to  Jordan  I  am  going,  .i 

So  from  de  cloud  I  will  make  a  boat. 
And  down  de  stream  I  is  gwan  to  float, 
De  silver  quill  I'll  lake  for  a  mast, 
I'll  blow  my  horn  wid  a  Gabriel  bkst. 
Den  ril  done  go  butcher  my  fattest  oalf. 
And  I'll  send  to  de  Ruler  a  quick  telegraph  to— 

Chorus. 


"/ 


Solid  Gang. 

Written  by  the  Hon.  Michael  Bradley. 

We'r»  Toters  in  Manhattan  Isle, 

The  wards  we  repr«sent ;  /{ 

We  must  have  our  sling  in  the  raka 

01  money  that  is  spent. 

To  elect  the  Governor,  } 

On  ns  yon  kin  depen —       iJ<«Vi;n.. 
•  •  •   •  Wlien  there's  a  kick  in  your  district. 
Call  00  the  solid  men. 

.:....  CHoaus.    ^,A,uu;ii.,.i 
Then  all  fall  in,  pot  your  shoulder  to  tb« -wheel. 
Vote  with  ns,  not  a  penny  would  we  steal  1 
We  call  the  turn  in  the  corner  where  we  hang ; 
We're  the  mob  who  never  rot,  we'r«  the  solid  gan 

■  If    t. .    ■ ' 
•We  carry  the  SUU  tat  obt  «andi<»te, 

You  can  bet  he  can't  be  beat ; 
.    . . .     He's  bound  to  win  when  we  set  iai 

To  vote  and  to  repeat.  J    '  ■  . 

"He  nlnrt  pot  up  for  all  of  vf,       1 

From  a  dollar  up  to  ten  ;   .•^lA.^r 
.   When  he's  around  he  ranst  eooM  down 
■^^■-  '•       To  these  'ere  solid  men.  Cho 


i 
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What  a  ^I'eanng  it  i>  to^^aVe  Honey. 

Sung  by  Lizzie  Oonway. 


Wliat  «  bleating  it  is  to  have  money,        ,7? 
It  ia  always  a  friend  and  a  crony  ;  '  -   ' 

In  a  palaoe  youdwell,  '      -<*■■'    ^ 

And  your  name  is  known  wall, 
Tliat  is  if  you  have  plenty  of  money.  -     •- 

Of  course  for  offiee  yoa  are  perfection. 
Your  name  is  of  great  weight  at  election, 

It  wiil  give  you  the  day, 

For  they  know  that  you  can  pay;        Vi 
But  it  is  not  for  yourself,  but  your  money. 

You  hay*  friends  by  the  scope  who  will  greet  you, 
Take  you  by  the  hand  when  they  meet  you, 

bay  lend  me  a  ten, 

I  will  pay  you  aguin. 
And  that  is  the  kat  of  yonr  money. 

It  is  a  Tcry  nice  thing  to  have  money.     ;' 
It  is  always  a  friend  and  a  crony, 

>\  ith  no  fear  of  the  law. 

You  may  make  use  of  your  jaw. 
It  will  clear  you  from  trouble  with  money. 

I5ul  at  racing  and  cards  you're  been  simple ; 
Drank  wine  'till  your  nose  ia  a  pimple. 

In  some  prison  or  jail,      .-i,.,^,.  • 

With  no  one  to  go  bail,  "^  J     ■('■■■■: 
Then  you  will  wish  once  again  for  your  money. 

•m  im>  ^ 

Bring  the  One  I  Love  to  Me. 

Words  and  Music  by  W.  n.  Delelianty . 

Happy  be 'thy  dreams,  dear  Charley, 

\>  hen  you're  out  atse^  ;  ,  / 

Wliile  yoft're  on  the  ragipg  ocean      ; 

I'll  be  true  to  thee. 
Y'et  dearly  -■«  I  lovettiee,  Charley, 

Or  as  you  love  me. 
Some  other  one  may  take  my  hand 

W  bile  you  are  off  to  sea.  ^^ 

Father  wants  me  for  to  morry 

Some  one  that  I  hat»  ; 
Hurry,  Charley,  do  not  tarry. 

Save  me  from  that  fate,  oht 
Powers  above,  do  guide  my  Charley 

Sate  across  the  se«, 
^nd  lake  away  the  one  I  hate. 

But  bring  my  lore  to  me. 

CUORDS. 

Oh !  yes,  I  will  be  trne  to  Charley, 

While  he's  out  at  sea. 
Oh!  take  away  tlie  one  I  hate, 

And  bring  my  love  to  me. 

Cljailey's  eyes  are  bright  as  diamonds, 

Langlriog  nil  the  while, 
And  he  is  so  brave  and  noble, 

I  should  rattier  tmile  ; 
You  should  hear  him  play  his  fiddle. 

As  round  the  room  I'd  go,  ' 

To  chas8e«-wp  «nd-down  againr       "  '  ' 

And  then  he'd  foeia  his  Dow. 
But  oh,  liie  gawk  that  comes  to  see  ma 

Every  iiiglit  at  eight — 
And  I'm  compelled  to  go  and  meet  him 

At  the  garden  gate. 
Oh!   hurry.  Charley,  hurry,  darling, 

It's  yob  1  long  to  see.  ;  . 

Oh  !  take  away  tlie  one  I  hate,'"'  ' 

And  bring  my  love  to  me.  Chorus. 


The  Dnun  Corps- 
words  and  Music  by  Donly 
Copyright i8T».  and  pubusfied  by  E.  H.  Harding. 

The  Music  ot  tilts  or  any  otIierBODg,  Icept  conatanUy 

on  Uand,  aoS  wHl  be  sent  by  ns  to  any  address, 

pQBt.pfild,  on  receipt  of  price,  eocentiw 

Oh  !  talk  of  all  your  muyio,     ■,.";>    ,  ;, 
^nd  ev'ry  famous  band,  ... 

From  Gideon's  down  to  Brannigan's,      *    ': 
From  Crook's  to  Dodworth's  grand  ; 

For  tunes  that  all  mean  business, 
Aod  arealwaya  to  the  fore,  ,       (  ,.     'i 


We  claim  the  honors  always  for, 
Our  rattling  gay  drum  corps. 

Chorcs.        _   •..;,: 
With  onr  tap,  tap,  tap,       '  --v     :  ■ 

And  our  wild  artistic  bang,  "- 

Oh !  our  tsp,  tap,  tap. 

So  devotedly  we  whang. 
There's  a  sound  of  tramping  feet, 

From  the  people  on  the  street. 
Keeping  time  to  the 

Drum  Corps  tap,  tap,  tap. 

No  matter  where  are  others,    ■  >. . 

Always  ahead  are  we. 
In  solid  line  with  drums  at  rest, 

Our  sheepskin  band  you'll  see ;  ' :     . 
But  soon  the  Major's  signal,  :  . 

W^arns  us  that  soon  some  more 
Sweet  racket  is  expected  of, 

Our  rattling  gay  drum  corps. 

Kow  tho'  we're  square  and  honest. 

We're  always  on  the  "  beat," 
And  on  the  "  strike  "  whene'er  we  go. 

Parading  thro'  the  street. 
And  though  we're  straight  yet  Tery  ofl, 

We  all  "  roll  "  o'er  and  o'er. 
And  tho'  in  "  tuna  "  we  often  "drag," 

In  our  rattling  gay  drum  corps. 


Chorus 


Chorus. 


Let  My  Name  be  Kindly  Spoken. 

"Words by  Samuel  N.  Mitchell.     Music  by  H.  P.  Danks. 
Copyright,  18T9,  by  W.  Shaw. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  uk  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price  35  cents. 


Let  my  name  be  kindly  spoken, 

W  hen  you're  far  away  from  me. 
And  altliuiiKh  the  vows  are  broken, 

1  will  fundly  speak  of  thee. 
All  the  scenes  of  days  departed, 

I'll  endeavor  to  forget, 
And  if  you  are  broken-hearted. 
Think  not  of  the  days  we  met. 
Chorus. 
Let  my  name  be  kindly  spoken, 

W  hen  you're  far  away  from  me, 
And  although  the  vows  are  broken, 
I  will  ioudly  apeak  of  thee. 

In  the  past  we  loved  each  other. 

Loved  each  other  fond  and  true ; 
.4nd  I'll  never  find  another  ,, 

That  can  take  the  place  of  you. 
Tho'  I  wander  on  for  ever, 

i^eeking  lands  beyond  the  sea. 
Well  I  know  that  1  sliall  never, 

Kever  find  the  like  of  thee. 


Chorus. 


If  the  fate  should  bid  me  meet  you 

At  some  fai^off  distant  day, 
I  would  fondly  kiss  and  greet  you 

In  the  old  familiar  way. 
Tho'  the  binding  link  is  broken. 

It  is  sweet  to  parties  friends, 
And  the  farewell  word  that's  spoken 

To  the  heart  a  sweetntss  lends. 


Chorus. 


It  is  the  Flavor  from  a  Chinese  Two-Cent  Butt. 
I 


Air; 


Written  and  sung  by  Dave  Roche. 
A  Flower  from  my  Angels  Mother's  Orave. 


I've  a  basket  at  homo  that  is  filled  with 

precious  butts, 
Butts  that  were  shot  long  ago, 
In  l!ie  bar-room  or  the  street  those  dizzy  butts 

you'll  meet, 
Lying  scattered  altogether  in  a  row. 
But  my  rout  will  soon  he  done  for,  and  the 

harrest  will  be  o'er. 
Those  two  cent  butts  lay  slumbering  'neath 

the  snow, 
But  the  last  link  of  pleasure  is  that  heap  I've 

got  in  store, 
Dried  and  seasoned  for  to  smoke  where'er  I  go. 

Chorus. 

Oh  !  those  dizzy  snipes  with  lots  of  old  elay  pipes, 
X»  smoke  them  is  better  than  to  chew, 


And  my  heart  fondly  e!e«TM  to  thOOT  dry  and 

withered  Uavea, 
Oh  I  how  I  loT«  Ihs  spot  where'er  they  grow. 

In  a  quiet  country  bar-room  I  lay  me  dowB  to  reel, 

Close  l>eside  a  good  fire  I  may  sleep. 
And  now  as  I  am  broke,  those  two  cent  butt^ 

I'll  smoha. 
While  pleasant  visions  o'er  my  mind  would  ereep. 
In  the  still  and  stormy  winter  naught  on  earth 

can  make  me  aaad. 
At  all  care  I  laugh  hearty,  and  why  !  taut! 
For  my  heart  is  contented  when  1  gaxe  upon 

my  steek, 
Of  clay  pipes  and  many  a  butt,  butt.  tTutt. 

Oh  !  those  dizzy  snipaa,  A«. 

Old  Mr.  Elonkel  and  His  'Wife. 


« 


By  G,  Murphy. 


Sung  by  Murphy  and  Shannoo. 


He- 


Both — You  see  before  yon  a  jolly  old  pair. 

We  are  as  happy  as  happy  can  bt,  -m  i-a 
t  When  hard  times  cornea  well  for  dat  we 

I  don't  ears, 

A»  you  can  plainly  see. 
I'm  sixty-two.     She— Und  I'm  firty••n^ 

Und  to  please  everybody  we  strive,  - 
Und  we  would  like  to  soe  any  son  of  agon 
Would  trouble  old  Klnnckel  und  wifc. 

CaoRiTs. 
We  are  old  Mr,  Klunckel  und  wife. 

Old  Mr.  Klunckel  und  wife. 
We  {^o  out  each  day.  und  de  young  folks  all  say, 

Deie  goes  old  Mr.  Klunckel  und  mift. 

To-niorrnw  our  Katie  united  will  be, 
De  wedding  I  know  will  be  grand. 

It  puts  me  in  mind  nfde  day  my  dear  wife. 
\\  hen  first  I  did  ask  for  your  hand. 

How  happy  we  was.     He— Dey'll  vusl 

be  the  sana. 
I  ho|ie  so  fur  all  of  their  liefc. 

But  I  bet  you  they  never  will  play  de 

same  game, 

-    Like  old  Klunckel  und  wife.  Chorus. 


She- 
He— 
She- 
He— 
Both- 


The  Brooklyn  Fire. 
Written  and  sung  by  the  Xurrayi, 


ttA 


■  ^i 

'    '   '■r 


Oh!  sad  and  dismal  is  the  lala 

I  will  relate  to  you  :  ■"•  -        .    . 

'Tis  of  the  Brooklyn  Fire,  and    '■ 

The  souls  that  |>erished,  too. 
Yon  all  have  heard  their  awful  tilt,  ■'  •,'■  .  •"' 

The  old,  the  yuung  the  gay  ; 
That  ill-starred  baud,  by  Heaven's  eomnand, 

^re  dead  and  passed  away. 

They  left  their  homes  so  gay  and  free. 

With  joy  on  every  lip. 
^nd  in  their  blithest  moment,  ah,         •'■'    - 

1  here  came  that  fatal  slip.  .  >:  - 

The  demon  fire  raged  around,  1    ':-;  ■. 

Not  one  to  check  its  sway  ;  '•  .-V';>  . 
All  fear  and  strife  once  full  of  life,     ^  .•;■..' 

^re  dead  and  passed  away.  ■* ' - 

But  blame  to  none,  it  was  Heaven's  shall 

Tiiat  struck  that  happy  throng. 
The  kitig  of  terrors  wakened  whero 

He  slept  so  deep  and  luQg.  '-:"■■'    -■. 

The  poor  souls  in  the  gallery,  who 

Enjoyed  that  fatal  play. 
They  little  thooght  iheir  lives  were  eovght — 

'1  hey  are  dead  and  passed  away. 

There  are  some  of  those  departed  onee. 

Are  well  known  to  you  all  : 
Harry  Murdock  and  his  partner 

Met  death  within  those  balle. 
In  years  to  eome  we  11  not  foIge^ 

'I'hough  feeble,  old  aod  gray. 
Their  souls  bereft  tliey  would  have  kfk, 

They  are  dead  and  passed  away. 


.4ny  piece  of  Sheet  Music,  no  matter  wkare  pub- 
lished, will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addreas,  paetpaid, 
on  receipt  of  mnrked  prioe. 
.     P.  S.    Send  for  OatalogiM. 
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r       We  Havo  Met,  Loved,  and  Farted. 

•Words  by  Blmer  Kuan  Coates.  Music  by  Eastburn, 

•The  Mustc  of  lUls  or  any  oUier  soinf,  kept  coiiBtantly 

*  on  liand,  and  will  be  si-nt  by  us  to  any  addrebS, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price  36  centa. 

We  Lave  met,  we  have  loved,  we  have  ported, 

As  others  have  done  oft  before  ; 
And  I  ever  will  prove  as  true-hearted. 

As  when  we  were  pledfted  in  the  yore. 
Joys  of  the  world  cannot  Hever. 

The  links  that  have  bound  thee  to  me. 
And  the  Sfuiles  of  another  can  never, 

E're  vanish  my  dreaming  of  thee.      . 

•  Chobus. 
Hoping,  longing  and  dreaming,     "     - 

»■•  Heeding  not  the  joys  around  ; 

But  I  see  in  the  future  a  gleaming, 
And  light  o'er  my  pathway  is  fonnd.     . 

How  many  in  silence  are  grieving. 

How  many  the  trials  unknown. 
I  was  sad  when  my  idol  was  leaving, 

And  sigh  that  I  now  am  alone. 
Often  I  seem  to  be  cheerful, 

I  smile  ond  Uu-y  think  I  am  gay. 
But  alas  !  I  am  gloomy  and  tearful. 

Because  of  the  one  far  away. 


Choma. 


We  have  met  we  have  loved  we  have  parted, 

>nd  dearer  thou  art  than  before  ; 
I  have  UJed  thee,  and  know  thee  true-hearted, 

And  now  from  my  soul  I  adore. 
Hope  M  my  great  consolation, 

I'm  trusting  the  time  that's  to  come, 
And  the  woe  of  oiir  long  separation. 

Will  make  ub  forever  as  one.  Choms. 


Why  Did  They  Dig  Ma's  Grave  So  Deepi 

Music  pubUshed,  and  copyrlKUl,  1880,  by  R.  A.  Saalfleld. 
[  words  and  MusJc  by  Joseph  P.  Skelly. 

The  Mnalc  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 
!  on  hand  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  rtcelpt  of  price,  40  cents. 

Poor  little  Nellie  is  weeping  to-night. 
Thinking  of  days  that  were  full  of  delight, 
Lonely  she  sits  by  the  old  kitchen  grate, 
Sighing  for  mother,  but  now  'tis  too  late. 
Under  the  daisies  now  covered  with  snow. 
Bests  the  fond  mother,  away  from  life's  woo  ; 
Nellie  is  left  now  to  murmur  and  weep. 
Why  did  thy  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep. 

CUORUS. 

Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep, 

Down  in  the  clay  so  deep, 
Why  did  they  leave  me  here  to  weep, 

Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep? 

Only  sweet  memories  of  gladness  and  love. 
Came  to  the  child  of  the  dear  one  above, 
Shadows  are  creeping  around  the  lone  room. 
Early  and  late  there's  a  feeling  of  gloom. 
Out  in  the  church-jard  the  wild  bretjzes  blow. 
Seeming  to  echo  her  heart's  grief  and  woe  ; 
Softly  she  murmurs,  while  chills  o'er  her  creep. 
Why  did  they  dig  Ma's  grave  so  deep.        Ohoms. 

Poor  little  Nellie  in  slumber's  sweet  rest. 

Dreams  all  the  night  of  the  mother  so  blest. 

Sees  her  again  in  a  vision  of  light. 

Praying,  God  bless  little  NeUie  to-night  I 

Smiling  upon  her  with  glorified  face, 

Calling  her  home  to  that  bright  resting  place  ; 

Poor  little  Nellie  oft  sighs  in  her  sleep, 

Why  did  they  dig  ma's  grave  so  deep.  Chorus. 

tm  iBi  ^ 

Echoes  From  otir  Agent  at  Boston. 

The  two  following  noetieal  letters  were  written 
by  a  gentleman  at  the  "  Hub,"  who  has  been  an 
agent  for  our  publieaiioBS  for  Um  last  30  years. 


Another  month,  bow  soon  they  roD* 

Into  the  ahaduwed  pact, 
It  seems  alinoit  but  yesterday 

Siooe  I  ordered  Journals  last.        •.•-^"■ 


But  nevertlielei*,  the  time  has  eome, 

Auil  I  III  list  not  delay. 
For  if  I  should  get  out  of  stock,       ,„  •  .,„, 

'ihe  deuce  would  be  to  pay.' 

Oh  !   the  swift  and  onward  flight  of  Urns  t 

What  lessons  doth  it  Kjieak  -, 

To  n»  in  uniiii«tukiiig  terms. 

Beware  of  whil  we  seek.  ' ' ' 

Wiiile  here  upon  our  earthly  course — 

For  treasures  ever  fdr  more  great. 
Than  Worldly  ones  will  count  at  last. 

When  in  the  future  state. 

Our  life  is  checkered  here  on  earth, 

A»  every  one  should  know  ; 
First  bathes  in  sunshine  on  the  hill. 

Then  in  the  valley  low. 
Whose  shadows  fill  our  souls  with  gloom, 

'Till  the  turning  of  the  wheel, 
Which  suddenly  reverses  all, 

And  we  niucii  belter  feel. 

Now  if  I  could  but  moralize, 

At  raony  a  wight  can  do, 
I'd  launch  out  here  in  glowing  vers«. 

With  maxims  good  and  true. 
But  as  I  am  now  so  confused. 

Can't  moralize  or  ryhnie, 
I  guesi*  I'll  put  the  whole  thing  by. 

Until  some  future  titne. 

But  still  I  do  so  hate  to  stop 

When  I  get  under  way, 
I  often  feel  coiii)Mlled  to  write, 

With  not  a  word  to  say. 
And  Words  sonietiines  are  simple  things, 

The  less  of  them  lite  better. 
Unless  they're  wove  up  into  sense, 

More  than  is  in  this  letter. 

So  now  I  bid  farewell  to  verse, 

For  tlie  lime  tliia  is  enough  ; 
And  when  a;^uin  I  try  to  rhyme, 

'Iwill  1  h<i|>e  be  better  stuff. 
Send  if  you  please  of  Journals  new, 

'1  he  numbers  named  below, 
^nd  everlasting  thanks  my  friend, 

I  will  on  you  bestow. 


No.  2. 


The  car  of  time  speeds  swiftly  on. 

The  vernal  sprnig  draws  near ; 
When  feathered  miuatreli  by  their  song, 

Our  willing  hearts  will  cheer.         ^ 
Though  biting  frosts  have  held  their  sway. 

And  )>iercing  winds  have  blown  ; 
They'll  soon  to  genial  warmth  give  way, 

W  hen  Spring  asserts  her  throne. 

To  this  fair  maid  I  fain  would  sing— 

In  nn.>8t  melodious  strain — 
A  cheering  song  to  usher  in 

Her,  and  her  enchanting  train. 
But,  ah  !  alas !  my  gifts  are  small. 

My  '  muse  '  is  almost  dead, 
The  midnight  hour  strikes  lond  its  call, 

And  summons  me  to  bed. 

I  know  not  if  'tis  the  approach  of  Spring, 

But  Journals  better  sell. 
And  every  one  seems  bound  to  sing — 

The  cause  I  cannot  tell. 
Unless  they're  feeling  good  to  know 

That  soon  the  flowecs  will  bloom, 
Avid  what  is  left  of  frost  and  snow, 

"  Old  Sol "  will  soon  consume. 

But  what  so  e're  the  cause  may  be, 

I  must  at  once  prepare. 
By  getting  stock — as  you  may  sea 

There's  need  of  special  care — 
In  case  the  rush  should  be  so  great 

1  should  not  have  enough  ; 
For  to  be  out  I  really  hale. 

Besides  it  would  be  "  tough." 

Then,  that  I  may  be  sure,  you  know, 
To  have  all  numbers  I  can  sell, 

Please  send  what  I  shall  name  bdov. 
And  do  tb«m  up  ritfht  w«lL  - 


j    8end  by  express  for  that  is  beat,  .<...:. 
J         When  bundles  are  quite  large,  ' 

.    But  great  or  small  )our  mind  may  rest. 
They  don't  forget  to  chaise. 

I     Of  rhyme  I  think  this  will  snffioe, 

I  guess  you  think  so  loo. 
So  when  I  rest  my  weary  eyes      "  .' 

In  prose  I'll  put  it  through. 
And  now  with  baste  it  shall  be  done,    ^    •  ' 

The  qnioker,-  much  the  better,  »'.•■'■ 

For  hark  !  I  hear  the  clock  strike  ftmt"-  '^' 

And  thus,  I  end  my  letter.  i   ■' 


i- 


The  Christening  of  the  Child- 
Written  by  Mark  Murphy,  for  JLotUe  Grant, 

Patrick  Murphy  was  presented,    , ','   !' 

With  a  bouncing  little  boy, 
He's  a  week  and  one  day  old. 

He  is  his  father's  joy. 
To  night  they  are  going  to  call  him 

Denis  Kearney  Sampson  Boyle, 
Sing  and  dance  to  the  tune  of  the  band, 

At  the  christening  of  the  child. 
Chords. 
The  band  played  Patrick's  day,  boys, 

Or  the  roving  Irish  bhw^es. 
So  heart  and  hand  with  big  Dnioh  banda, 

At  the  christening  of  the  child.  ' 

Patrick  Murphy  wants  ye  all,  me  boji. 

To  come  and  make  a  call  -:     .  .•  '' 

On  this  eventful  glorious  night,  * 

And  hear  the  young  one  bawl. 
There's  the  Casey's  and  the  Donohue'i, 

And  the  O'Connell's  i41  combined. 
There  will  be  whiskey  punch  and  turkey  luncb, 

At  the  christening  of  the  child.  Chom's. 

^    IBI    —  mm. 

Alas! 

Miislc  by  narrtson  MlUanL    ■ 

Copyright,  1874  by  Harrison  Millard. 

PubUshed  by  bpear  &  DehnhofT. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  u.  aliy  addreaS^  ' 

I  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  oenta. 

I  1 :4 

j     Alas!  how  easily  things  go  wrong, 
j     A  sigh  too  much,  or  a  kiss  too  long,   ' 
j     And  there  comes  a  mist  and  a  weeping  rain, 
f     And  life  is  never  the  same  again  I 

Is  never  the  same  again  I 
And  life  is  never  the  same  again  I 

Ah,  me !  all,  me  ! 

Alas!  how  rarely  things  go  right; 
'Tis  hard  to  watch  on  a  summer's  night; 
For  the  sUrs  will  fade,  and  the  sigh  will  stay. 
And  the  summer  night  is  a  winter  day! 
;  For  stars  will  fade  away, 

.  .^nd  make  the  summer  a  winter's  day  I 
Ab,  me !  ah,  me! 


Mil 


■^ 


Put  Away  That  Straw- 

Sung  by  the  Cockstaders. 

We  used  to  know  a  pretty  yaller  gal,    '' 

You  ought  to  hear  her  laugh. 
When  she  would  smile  you  could  hear  her  a  mile 

Her  face  most  split  m  half. 
To  hear  her  laugh  de  coom  would  eome 

For  miles  and  miles  about. 
We'd  tickle  her  jaw  wid  a  piece  of  straw. 

And  dis  am  de  way  she'd  ahoat.  > 

Chorus.  ' 

Quit  your  tickling— quit  your  tickling. 

Dog  gone,  I  wish  you'd  put  away  that  straw, 
Quit  your  tickhng,  quit  your  tiokhng. 

Ain't  you  ever  going  to  put  away  that  straw. 

We  took  de  gal  to  a  circus  show, 

Jes'  to  see  what  she  would  do,  ;    ., 

She  begin  tolaugh  when  de  nhow  begin,  ^'  *" 

An'  fbe  never  did  get  through.  '    ; ' 

She  laughed  so  long,  so  loud,  so  strong,    ' 

In  her  mouth  she  got  a  fly,  ;  '.V 

She  lost  her  breath,  fly  tickled  her  to  deatli,' 

And  she  laughed  until  she  died.  Chorus 


I 


I 


^r^'«k>4^^i>         *v     «in««^ 
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Hash,  My  Darling,  Do  Not  Weep. 

Words  by  John  Keynton.         Music  bj  C.  £.  Pratt. 

Copjrrlgtit.  1880  ana  pub  by  Spear  &  Dehnboff. 

The  Music  of  tills  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  wlU  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

poet  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cente. 

Huih,  my  darling*,  do  not  weep  I    ■ 

Better  day •  are  coming  near, 
Sails  a  ship  across  the  deep. 

And  I  know 'IwJU  scion  be  here. 
Oh !  it  brings  to  Erin's  Land. 

Help  and  food  for  us  galore  I 
Gift  to  n*  from  Freedom's  hand. 

May  Hearen  bless  it  evermore ! 
Chorus. 

Raise  yonr  little  hands  in  prayer, 
Bless  the  kind  hearU  o'er  the  sea. 

May  our  Lord  from  famine  spare 
Those  who  succor  mine  and  ma.     I 

Oh  !  how  bitter  was  our  woe 

When  we  heard  our  children  cry. 
And  we  saw  them  hungry  prow. 

Beg  for  food,  and,  pleading,  die  f 
Then  our  mother-hearts  they  bled,  •■ 

ilnd  our  anguish  who  can  speak  f 
'Till  from  Freedom's  land  there  sped 

Store  of  bounty  for  the  weak. 


Chorus. 


Bless  the  willing  hands  of  gold, 
That  hare  given  bread  to  mine, 

Grant  them  happiness  untold- 
May  the  sun  for  them  e'er  shin*. 

Could  they  see  our  ohildren  dear. 
Clap  their  little  bands  in  glee. 

Oh  I  'twould  ever  glad  and  elieer 
Freedom's  daughters  o'er  the  sea  I 

1^  111  ^ 

Coorting  in  the  Starlight, 
words  and  Music  by  Bobby  Newcomb. 

Then  sun  and  the  dew  parted. 

And  the  day  was  nearly  done. 
For  an  evening  walk  I  started, 

Impell'd  by  thoughts  of  fun. 
As  I  chanced  to  turn  a  corner. 

To  a  street  quite  strange  to  me, 
I  almost  stumbled,  but  beg  pardon — 

SShe  was  fair  to  see  ! 

CnoRHs. 

We  met  and  the  vows  were  spoken. 

While  the  shades  of  night  drew  near.  - 
Each  slumbfring  thought  was  'woken, 

Khe  wss  like  a  startled  deer 
We  wandered  then  in  dreamland, 

And  we  lived  in  fancy's  fliglit, 
'Twas  like  a  story  told  by  fairy's 

Courting  in  the  starlight! 

The  moon  shed  her  light  softly. 

From  the  silent  skies  above, 
'Twas  the  'witching  hour  of  twilight, 

With  whispering  winds  of  love ; 
The  sun  ha*  gone  in  glory. 

And  the  moon  with  borrowed  rays, 
Cast  her  pale  beams  o'er  us  soflly, 

A-listening  to  our  praise  I 

The  waves  of  lisht  departed,         " 

I  bid  her  soft  adieu  ; 
But  just  before  we  parted. 

She  whispered  "  I  love  you  I" 
We  met  again  next  evening. 

Our  vows  were  pliglited  o'er. 
And  the  stars  they  twinkled  brightly, 

As  they  did  before ! 


Chorus. 


Choms. 


Cboms. 


Rise  It  BeiUy! 

Music  pub.  &  Copyright  1S80,  by  E.  B.  Harding 

By  C.  M.  Connolly.       For  Sheeban  and  Jcmesi, 

and  sung  by  tbem  with  great  success. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  otber  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addnsa, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 

Tb«  tallow  dips  in  beauty. 

Shine  bright  upon  the  s_ 
Of  pleasant  gay  eommotion 


^^.•. 


As  g^nd  as  ever  seen  ; 
A  kitchen  full  of  dancers,      ''■•••'.': 

In  a  famous,  frinky  rout,     r.'-  "V  . ; 
Who  lift  the  very  roof  itself^  •  •     v-  '^  \  '  :  ^-  V'  t 

With  this  mysteriuas  shout.        ;,i;C' 

CuORUS.  - 

Rise  it,  Reilly !  sll  the  joUy  danoers  sing  ooftr  -  >^ 
Rise  it,  Reilly  I  show  your  power  and  motion, 
Looney  qow  they  fly  about,  lacy  feet  had  better  |^'out, 
When  in  the  cliorus  wild  they  shout;  Rise  it  Seilly! 

'Tis  they  who  never  weaken, 

They'dscQTD  to  lave  the  flora,  '/V;    •; 
Their  feet  have  vowed  that  never  .  -  .  V 

They'd  make  a  record  poor ;  " 

The  "  Rocky  Road  "  is  etartin', 

A  tnne  they  love  so  well, 
'Tie  now  the  ruction  boomin'  grows, 

At  wildly  still  they  yell. 

A  few  nate  words  of  blarney, 

To  some  bright  buxom  lass, 
A  few  clean  swigs  of  poteen, 

Widout  tiie  aid  of  glass. 
And  soon  the  shrieks  of  mniie. 

Their  noles  a  warning  ring. 
When  up  and  at  once  again, 

They  dance  and  wild^  sing. 


Cborua. 


Choms. 


■■;:■.'.  :■■;':..' ;   Diamond  Dost  '^'■■' >':/'■:  i^-r, 

BORQ  ANn  DaHCK.     'v         ::.-•>•• 

By  James  Haas,    for  C.  Redmond  ft  Qeorgle  Blake, 


In  waking  hours  thy  smiling  face  I  see, 
And  when  I  sleep  I'm  dreaming  still  of  thee; 
Thou  art  the  star  that  gives  me  on  my  way,  , 

Sunlight  gleams,  sparkung  streams  dashing  ' 

silver  aprty. 
Chorus. 

Naaght  with  you  can  compare, 
Pretty  Lucy  !  charming  Lucy  t  .: 

;    Like  a  bird  that's  in  the  air, 

Pretty  Lucy  mine.  I        ;■ 

For  in  you  I  place  my  trust, 
..  For  you're  as  good  as  Diamond  Dust. 

Repeat  last  two  lines. 

Oh  !  if  the  time  were  only  here  to-day. 

As  you  are  my  own  I'd  carry  you  away. 

Buds  and  blossoms  are  all  aglow, 

Do»D  the  tide  ripples  gUde,  singing  as  they  go. 

Chorus. 

Fair  the  roses,  pale  the  daffodil, 
Droops  the  willow  bending  by  the  rill. 
Opening  flowers  blushing  by  the  lea. 
Sweet  sunlight,  eyes  are  bright,  sparkling  love  for  me. 

Chorus. 


A  Sevaree. 

By  Oofty  Gooft. 


Der  rain  dot  had  fell,  der  boet  arose. 

He  bassed  by  der  down  nnd  oud  of  der  abdreet, 
A  lighd  vind  blowed  from  der  gades  of  der  son, 

Und  vsfes  of  sliadow  vent  ofer  der  veat  ; 
Und  he  sol  him  down  in  a  lonesome  blaee, 

Und  shonded  a  melody  vild  und  shweet. 
Den  he  quiedly  dook  off  his  shdocking;*  uod  shoes, 

Und  valked  to  de  rifer  and  gargled  his  feet. 

Der  shwallow  he  shdobbed  as  he  hunded  der  bee, 

Der  snake  shiibt  under  a  shbray, 
Der  jay-hawk  shdood  roit  her  down  on  his  beak, 

Und  shdared  mit  liii^  foot  on  der  brey ; 
Und  der  goekadoodonghd,  "  I  hafesung  maoysongs, 

Bud  nefer  von  so  gay  !" 
Den  der  rifsr  rose  ub  und  der  shdockings  and  shoes 

Dem  floaded  forefer  avay. 


^    ;  r^  Bet  You  a  Dollar  You  Dont; 
Sung  by  Kdwln  Bairy, 

Does  any  one  know  what  I'm  going  to  mj, 
■j;„      I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  yon  don't. 
.V  If  I  lose  the  wager,  will  any  oae  p«j, 
I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  you  don't. 


Gay  bachelor*  say  they  shall  never  lake  wives. 
For  as  each  in  his  way  to  be  happy  contrives, 
Tbey  mean  to  keep  single  the  rest  of  ibeir  lives. 
But  I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  they  don't. 

Find  an  Irish  election  without  any  row, 

I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  you  don't. 
Or  a  girl  who  objecU  to  a  mistletoe  boagh, 

1 11  bet  you  a  dollar  yuu  don't. 

Some  Tears  of  experience  teaches  me  this 

That  from  seven  to  ninety  both  Mr*,  and  Mis* 
May  refuee  you  thi*  aneient  excuse  for  a  kiss, 

But  I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  they  dob't. 

Ton  may  tee  vaccination  a  thing  of  the  pa*t. 

I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  you  don't. 
And  a  heavy  taxation  abolished  at  last, 

I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  you  don't. 
Tou  may  see  old  John  Bull  dwindle  down  to  a  calf. 
And  hi*  provender  nothing  but  foreigner*  chaff. 
You  may  see  all  the  ladie*  loo  quiet  by  half. 

But  I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  you  don't. 

Some  ignorant  croakers  wear  visages  long. 

Will  you  bet  me  a  dollar  they  don't f 
.^nd  say  that  to  visit  amusement  is  wrong. 

Will  yon  bet  me  a  dollar  they  don't  f 
Though  to  succor  distress  they  can  never  afford, 
.^bove  human  vices  lliey  always  have  soared. 
Still  somehow  they  know  every  move  on  ibe  board, 
Will  you  bet  me  a  dollar  they  don't? 

A  married  man  often  tries  to  prove  cock-o°-ihe-walk. 

But  111  bet  you  a  dollar  he  don't. 
If  he  trie*  to  sleep  when  his  wife  wsnU  to  talk, 

I  shall  bet  him  two  dollar*  he  don't. 
So  all  you  young  girls,  please  atUnd  to  this  verse. 
And  go  and  get  married  for  better  or  worse, 
.^nd  two  liltle  armfulls  you  may  have  to  nurse. 

Won't  bet  you  a  dollar  you  don't. 


Here  From  Athlone. 

Bung  by  Murpby  and  Morton. 

Music  Copyright  18T»,  and  pub,  by  Geo.  MoUneaux. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  rt-celpt  or  price,  so  cents.       ' 

Here  we  are  an  Irish  pair,     . 

As  yon  can  plainly  see  ;  - 

We  took  a  skip  aboard  the  ship, 

And  came  acroes  the  sea. 
Bridget  Welsh,  an  Irish  girl,  '''''' 

And  her  sister  Maggie,  sweet; 
Game  over  here  a  year  ago,  .     '' 

And  this  is  where  they  will  meet         " 
Chorus. 
And  soon  we'll  see  their  smiles  again. 

Like  the  blosh  of  rosy  mora,  « 

We'll  take  tbem  back  with  us  again. 

When  the  bluom  is  on  the  com. 
We  know  that  tbey  will  smile  with  joy. 

When  they  see  the  two  MahoDs,     ...      '    ;  = 
And  they  will  greet  the  Iri»*h  boys,    "' 

Jost  came  here  from  Athlone. 

We  parted  from  the  foik^  at  home^ 

The  day  we  aailed  away  ;  <-_r 

We  left  behind  otu  kindred,  kind, 

Game  to  America. 
Pm  sure  you'd  langh  if  yon  ooald  see 

The  didoes  on  the  ship  ; 
We  danoed  and  sung  from  early  mora. 

We'd  borrows  not  a  bit  < 

Chobcs.  ': 

For  we  could  see  two  pair  of  eyes, 

Oflaogfaing  Irish  bine; 
And  knew  that  we'd  be  welcomed  by 

Two  Irish  colleens  true. 
And  this  day  week  we're  going  back, 

Aeroes  the  sea  of  foam  ; 
It  won't  be  long  before  well  be 

In  a  plaoe  they  call  Athlone. 
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^  i»i  ^ 

Mr.  and  Ifrs.  McOrew- 

By  C.  R.  Dockstader,  tor  C.  Redmond  &  Qeorgle  Blake, 

Fat  OTjfr  the  tepk  fropi  the  Emerald  Isla^  .,,  t  j, 
Just  twenty  years  ago,  .  i  ,f.^;j  ; 

We  sailed. orM  day  from  Dublin  Bay- 
Its  Ireland  w«  oama  from,  Na-liol 

They  called  us  greenlioros  whan  we  oame. 
But  thal"s  in  days  gone  by. 

Now  I'll  wager  there's  not  a  couple  can  danoe, 
Like  my  old  man  (old  woman)  and  I. 

CnoRrs.  ;  . 

For  I'm  forty -one  next  Friday  week,'  . 
ilnd  he'i  just  f»rty-two,  Na-ho  I 
,  Sura  a  jollier  (v<aple  you  never  have,  met  •  .  i 
Than  Mr.  and  Mrs.  McGrew.  iX^  l<;) 

On  the  street  when  we  meet  the  girls  and  the  beys. 

They  shout,  hey  there,  bow  de  do  f 
Oh  I  don't  Itiey  i«*k  ne*l  feom  their  liead 

to  their  feet 

LooIe  at  Mr.  and  Mrs.  McGrew  ! 
We've  a  boy  and  girl  that  wears  elegant  olothei. 

At  the  theatre  now  they're  engaged, 
And  there's  holes  in  th«  floor  and  no  loek 

on  tlie  door, 

Since  the  two  of  them  went  on  the  sUg«.     Cho. 


Tl^e  Johnsons-  _ 

C6pTrtfehtl«T»t)r,  ClUiton  T.  Defhlt       '' 
Bf  C.  CarroB.  Aug  by  Harris  and  Carroll. 

..  .  A  ,,J  -',4 

We  go  bv  the  name  of  the  Johnsons,       „     ,  ''\ 

We're  happy  and  gay  as  can  be  ;  '  '' -r 

We  work  all  day  long  and  don't  grumble. 

And  have  a  ni<;e  chat  after  tea. 
I  sit  t>y  his  side  while  he's  suiokiug  l^ia  pipe,  ■ 

And  sing  them  old  songs  tliat  we  suAg, 
W  hile  working  away  ip  the  cotton  fields, 

in  them  days  when  we  were  young.        .;  ,  ,, 

■  Ohobub.  ;  • .  '• ,  I  9 

Then  we'll  ioii^  hands  together,        •'■'  •'  •  t  'V  • 

Let  the  Jarkcy's  shout  and  sing,  "•' 
Join  lis  in  our  jubilee,         .."> 

And  make  tha,  banjo  ring.  [Repeat.] 

It's  forty  loilg  years  we've  been  married. 

And  I've  never  been  sorry  one  bit,       .  ••     i- 
I  remember  the  cool  suminer  evenings,       r.  j' 

When  under  the  aliaJe  irees  we"d  ait. 
The  boy*  and  the^jirlfS  iu  their  innocent  fun, 

Would  come  to  our  cottage  each  day, 
It  would  make  us  old  darkoy's  feel  young 

«  onee  more. 

To  look  at  their  inn-cent  play.  Chorao. 

-    : •.♦..-^ .;:'.l.;-. 

DoWn  Where  the  Blue  fells  Grow. 

\\  orUa  and  Muatc  l>y  Bobby  Newcomb. 


I  know  a  spot  in  fairyland,  r    >■  •  i 

At  least  it  seems  to  me,     '    '  i  >:.^>    iii  ■  .• 
That  magic  finger:)  must  have  p1a««d     •    ' 

Each  budding  flower  and  tree.'  '.  ;■ 

For  all  is  liuahed  and  quiet  Uisre,-  *      •'<■!' 

Except  the  brooklet's  flow  ;         •  '    .■ ;  ■^ 
The  merry  Ltiul  'ii  a^ig  is  Wf '•^,    .. 

Down  wJier^  tlje  jjluje.UlIa  grejW       •\ 

I  wandered  and  pondei'ed, 

Listening  to  llic  brooUlet's  flow, 

'Mid  bright  Ixiwers  and  sweet  flowers,    .'  '' 
Where  the  blue  bells  grow. 

Of  course  'twas  in  the  sinntner  time, 

When  Love  oncW shot  ■ 

An  arrow  at  this  heart  of  mine, 

I  think  this  ia  the  s(>et  ; 
Where  Cupid  aims  liia  featheaed  darts^  ,:  :. 

At  least  this  much  1  know, 
I  met  by  chance,  loved  at  first  glance, 

Down  where  the  blue  "hells  grow. 

Soon  Bumoaer  went  and  winter  came. 

No  lunger  tlien  I  strayed 
.^-down  tlie  meadows  and  the  fields. 

To  meet  my  httle  maid. 
For  she  had  promiaed  ever  true,       „     ' 

Through  Ihia  wide  w«ild  to  go,  .  •„ 
When  she's  my  own,  we'll  often  roam, 

Down  where  the  blue  bells  grow. 


Chorus. 


My  Wife  Betty. 

Written  and  Sung  by  Uarry  HcSroy 


Chorus. 


.  i.'i 


I  -<■-.■ 


•  •> 


Now  I  have  got  a  little  wife,  '"''' 

She's  sweeter  far  than  life, 
But  oh  !  she  plagues  nie  all  day  long-»» 

She's  the  torment  of  my  life. 
You'll  always  hear  her  aingiug  aweet„  • 

She  never  can  keep  atill, 
Her  voice  is  heard  iu. every  room,  'i 

It  ia  so  loud  aad  shrill.  ",.  .^ 

CflOBCB.  :  :  - 

I  love  Betty,  when  she's  singpng; 
I  love  B«Uy.  sh«'»4arM»nlM^; 
She's  my  darling,  ahe  s  my  IrvMrare ; 
Why,  shes  all  the' world  to  me. 

She  ia  aa  Irish  girl  so  sweet  ..         -  •,  K 

And. I  loved  iMir  so  well;   •       -  ,,  ,.  j:  • 
We  mat 'twas  by  the  river. 

And  our  tales  of  love  did  tell.    '\'i  ■i^ 
I  asked  heathen  to  be  my  i^ifie,       "'• 

Of  course  1  will,  says  she. 
We're  married  now  aad  well  content     ' 

In  this  land  of  the  free. 
■'■     ■  ■■:       -'  V   ,■    ■■■'  ■ 
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The  Lost  I^heritanoe.   ^„^ 
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-r  •    COKTIKCKD.  -     -.  i.     : 

■^ -■■"■j.-  •  •       ■■    »■  -J,  •■«*■  ■■  ■^-■■ 

Among  ffiMe  the  lieiress  had  many  iuitors.  wi*fc-» 
wlioin    she   was    coquetting,    unable    to    make  her 
choice,  wlien  Ilicliard  Hepburn  had  appeared  on  the 
»cene,  pultinp^  all  their  chnnceB  to  flight, 
y    Her  partiality  was  bo  J^lpff!^  that   even  Josiah 
^ddlecouib,    who*'  <S||tve  whieii  tlie  dutic^  of   hos|>^->«'^ 
tllity  made  ft.w»yi*ratiTef  *eWom  mixed  m*«h  *ilh 
the  younger'cu^t^ beheld  it,  and  not  lU  fittt  with 
inueh  •atipfireiion,'  %       "^ 

1  hat  liiehard  Hepburn  was  a  "  born  gentleman  " 
there  cuuld  be  no  doubt,  neither  tliat  he  had  an 
ample  income.  Hut  wlio  wns  he?  He  never  re- 
ferred to  hie  family,  and  his  wealth  evidently  had 
been  made  in  Australia,  puasibly  from  a  lucky 
"  find  "  at  t^e  gold  diggina.       '' 

*•  I  .wonder  what  ^he  djufie  wae  his  family^"  ex- 
claimed   the  usurer,   ou  i>ne  occnion,  ■when  tete^t- 

*  Mt  "with  his  daughter. 
,     "  When  he  proposes  to  me,    papa,   w]|ich  he  has 

•  not  dotieyet,  but  I  eirpeCt  Very  soon  will,''  resflMded' 
'  the  heirets,  superciUoiisIyi  "  it  wii^,"  be  tiime  e^pugh 
\  for  yvu  to  inquire  and  him  to  answer." 

'  *'  Wh«^i  ft  niaTi  docbn't  fil|ieak  of  his  family,  ifs  a 
*igr  ^^fl^■^.'"^^""^'"^  "f  it !".  growkd.  Jo«js1l  I'iddle- 
conib,    no   doubt   rpcaking   from  |)eraonal' expei  i- 

..  ••  Ttofs   not   always    piroof,   papa,"-^  exclaimed - 
Miss  Sidonia.       "  It-inay  have  been  poor,    but  the 
stock  must  have  bee*  good.     Mr.  Hepburn's  style, 
both  of  feotures  and  manner,  is  l)orn  with  a  man  — 
never  acquired." 

"  How  learned  you  seem  on  the  subject,  my 
dear !"  sniggered  the  usurer.  "  Well,  then,  do 
yon  mean,  if  he  proposes,  you'll  acoept  him?"' 

"  Certainly,  jiap^— with,"  she  add^d,  your  Ap- 
proval ;  and, ..of  course,  i(,on  inquiry  ]k>u  find  no- 
tliiuff  to  prove  an  ofcetacle." 

"Hnimpii!"  trowleid  Josiah  Biddlecomb,  not  at 
all  saliefied;  but  knowing  his  daughter's  temper. 
"Wet  the  bind  ail't  itett^  yet.,^idoi]iBk'i'! 

.4nd,  with  a  chuckle,  th«  ci-dtvani  money-lender 
thnist  his  hands  into  his"  breeches-poCKels,  and 
-valiMd  «ff  to- the  library^ 

The  time  was    evening,    and   the   evenings    were 
%.oa4L'  mA  glorious  %)al-tii«  burnftin  the  grate  send- 
_  ing  a  rich  glow  upon    the  -£ne    oak   cajvings    and 
painted   ceilim;   of  the   vast  and  handsome  apart- 
ment. 

A  table,  on'  which  stood  a  decanter  of  port  and 
one  or  two  glasses,  was  placed  as  if  by  order  in 
front  of  the  fire,  while  a  warm  cuBhion^4  chair  w^ 
drawn  near.  V     ^  i  *    > 

Into  the  latter  Josiuh  Diddlecunib  threw  himself, 
Itnd;'  w)fci  an  air  of  enjoyment,  extended  his  feet  A> 
CTie  blase.  If  any  man  had-  a  rig4it  to  feel  «omfor(r 
a)>le,  lie  cousioered  Ite  had.  '' 

Filling  a  glass  with  port,  he  sipped  and  medi- 
tated until  he  dropped  into  a  light  doze. 

He  fr^a  aroused  by  tjie  entrance  of  a  ii>otman, 
who  announeed  that  a  person  desired  tosj^eak  with 
him. 

■ii"Whai'>  Ir'i   aame?"  rd«BUMMl«d  .  iW    money- 
lender. 

c)  "  Hcfkaid,  mr,  it  didn't  signify. 'i^ 
"  "Ddlleo*tif^    ilsk  him^irhat'tliis  bdtinesB  ?  I  at 
btny." 

Speedily  the  footiuan  returned.  .1^ 

"Well?"         ;  ^ 

"  'E  says,  sir,  fts  'ow  he  can't  send  it.  Hif  you're 
busy  'e'll  call  again,  honly  'e  must  see  you." 

"Confound  bim  !     There,  show  him  m." 

In  a  iew  minutes  the  footman  introduced  the 
person„f  laced  a  chair  at  a  re»pectfuf  distarice  from 
ills  ma«ter,  and  withcM-ew. 

The  "  person  ''.was  a'Rired  in  a  ralheV  henvj  over-  ■• 
coat  the  collar  of  whicii  was  turned  slightly  up. 
His  hair  was  cloe^  cut,  his  beard  and  moustache 
were  carefully  trimn^ed,  soinething'.  "ufter  the 
apostolic  fashion,  while  he  yet  wore  a  tourist  hat 
drawn  over  bis  orows. 

J'  W<|J1,"  interrogated  Josi$Jj  Bid4Iecomb,  shortly 
a*,  he  I.  scmCnized  the  Strang^  curlobsly;  "  you 
desired  to  speak  to  me.     What's  your  business?" 

The  other  did  not  at  first  answer.  Movfig  the 
chair  near  the  table,  he  stood,  his  ban  J  on  the  bock, 
then    taking   off  his   hat,    he   said,    with  a  laugh, 

-         ■  '  ■   ■>■  li-ljM-  '^t  >'i   t(n\iiiyi-r  in' 


> 


^.'^Memory  is  a  short 4Nid  treacherous  thing  some- 
times, Mr.  i«ri^  Biddlecomb,    but    I   daaife  quite 
^think  !'■  evcrlih^y'^oMip  oufOfyours."         ■    *'*'* 

Uie  nK>n%-lfnd«r  leaned  t^quickl]^  fovairi.  leik 
amining  Ihe-visitor's  features.  <%\y  a  second,  ♦iin 
a  violent  start,  he  drew  back,  his  cheek  a  trifle 
paler,  as  he  ejaculated,  involuntarily,  "Heavens! 
Timothy  Brindley  !" 

*t>^actly,"  remarked  the  latter,  coolly,  as  he  sat 
down.  "  Late  clerk  to  i^Mlh  Biddlecomb,  money 
leASer,  ylldgiftf'  .*^- 

t-        tHiAh,    fellow!'.    ex.claiA&d   the  usurer,  almost* 
fiercely,  as  Bfe  lli|^«^  an\larmed  glafte  a|^uu£ 

"  1  rue,  walls  have  ears,"  wits  the  response  ;  '"  po 
with  your  permission,  sir,  for  reasons  you  won't 
find  It  diiHcult  to  understand,  my  naiue  is  John 
I'layfair." 

"  Vour  lime  isn't  up,"  said  Josiah  Biddlecomb, 
with  a  thickness  of  utterance  he  couldn't  prevent. 
"  Have  you  got  a  )icket  of  leav/?"      y  / 

Timothy 'Brindley  paused,   then,  with  a  peculiar 
^  laugh.^eplie^  •'  Yah've  lilt  it.     1  waslucli*  jb)od 
boy  over  there,  aud  promised  never  to    do    so   any 
'  more,  Lltal  tbey  ociuld  Dot>beIpbulgiik-e/it  u>aad.  '• 
,  sir.  I'v^.  cpme  back,  to  my  frienqs  in    o)4,   ^'"i^Pf^t 
to  live  reipeetable,  and  like  a'gentleman.'^'      •   * 
;■"  i'm^tad  of  it,"  Jaid  t3le  olhei',  drily/     j'U,>\}-: 
He  was  beginning  to  recover  from  the   shock   he 
had   feceiv€<^   and   ai¥ay   hffffllelf  lor   fflH!"BllUler*' 
yi'adily    diviuing  fr«ni  the   manner  of  th^  man_  l)e- 
■^tisa  him  thati^jt  woi^d  be^ce«sary.        J:         '^ 
"  Thank  yon,  Hir.     But,  as  yd*  must  ite  aware,'' 
— and^Timothy  Brindley  swept  his  eyes  round  the 
handsome  apartment, — "  living  like  a  gentleman  is 
ex|-)ensive  work." 

"No  doubt!" — still  drily. 

"  To  realize  a  sufficient  capital  would  necessitate 
a  man's  working  long  and  lulrd."  / 

"  And""  that  isn't  ..much  after  John'1'laylliir'a 
taste."  ■'        '      "• 

'♦Rather,  Mr.  Biddlecomb,  be  thinks  Ill's  done 
quite  enough  to  make  further  work  op  his, side  un- 
necessary.    WIttt  is  your  opihionr'' i  v-  i      .; 

As  he  epok^he  leaned  forward,  a<  hand,  OD  each 
knee,  and  iiis  eyes — in  which  was  a  familiar  smile 
of  halt  defiarTC«-^^xed  «n  tlie  olher'0  couita^nce. 
It  was  ^n€jci)res8iop  which  said  asplainly  as 
could  be,  "  It's  no  good  bealing^abonl'  llie  bavh.  '*  ' 
We^wo  pwfectly  well  vpderstond  e%(h  other.  '■  All. 
thi^s  toiaifoolery  and  Iqss  of^me.  . ,  ;* 

Certainly,  Jon^h  iiiddlecomb,  whose  pibspcrity 
had  not  destroyed  his  acuteness,  so  read  it. 

"My  opinion  is  that  you  have  some  purpose  in 
thi«  visit,"  he  retorted  cooly.  Whether  il'H  based 
upon  firm  or  false  foundations,  I  request  you  to 
name  it,  and  not  thus,  as  you  remark,  waste  lime." 
"Very{;ood.  Here's  to  begin,"  saidlimothy 
Brindley.  drawing  his  cliair  loathe  laWe,  *pon  which 
he  placed  his  arms.  "  To  live  like  a  g4'l'4aian,  a  ' 
man  requires  nt  Iwst  fivy  hnnlt'ed  a'^oar.  ^TliaX 
five  hundred,  Mr.  Josiah  liiddlecomb,  (  have  come 
to  nsk  and  expect  at  your  Itandf.". 

"Mine!"     And  the  money-lender,  throwing  him- 
self back  it)  lii's chkir,iad'nlged mar gclnaine  aVangh  • 
as  he  was  ,fiapablf,  '     i  it   .     ;    .    .     f,^ 

"  All  right.      Glad  you  find  it  so   amusing,      t 
■  trWiSgW^rBu'd  cut  tlf> 'iWUgll  tHid"^w offended," 'w- 
marked  the  other,  placidly.  "  I  fancy  I  Ijave  named 
a;ralh{ff'  low  fignl«.  c(^derfll|^"  i        J* 

"  Contid^ing  what,  prtiy1".::^':',"/^\:--:^'7^ . 
"What  I  «|ould  claim."  y 

"Claim!  I  can  assure  you,  Mr.  tfShn  Playfair, 
you  might  have  made  it  thousands,  and  get  it  quite 
as  easily  as  the  sum  you  have  mentioned  !"  smiled 
the  ex-usurer,  carelessly  toying  with  his  glass. 
"  Help  youraelf  to  wine."    ^  j 

'•  TKanks  f"— and  the  convict  filled  a  ^lak^.     "  I 
^perfect^    agHk    in  ',^our'  filyl  sla^ment.    b^t  my 
saturartnodesty  ma^Pe  me  say  hundreds.  t;i«ow,  air, 
wliat's  your  answer — yes  or  no  ?'' 
"  Have  you  any  doubt?" 

"Notiflied^htesL     Votf  wkreahifa^M.'tQ  gene-. 
rouB  a  master,    Mr.  Biddlecomb,    tliat  I  know  you 
vrill  ftet'^Might    to 'TCWBvA^<4B*>4H»«By  past  na^n 
vicee."^  •' 

"  Y<^r  past  servicac! "    fHed  t^fe  ex-urnr^r,VK>t 

pf  the 
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That 


iiiomjj-  ■  gone, 
mivsi   htve— I 
1  li|i'"— and  Im>  4«H.U4;d'rot»iid 
iJlr-"Isa  jolly  &iU  |>laoe,  aid 


8lmo«  flereely,^s.%iar^ng  ere<^  \,e  lekmtil  iMCans 
tie  table,  hj^lenched  hands  u|Hin  it.  "  1  lu'rt's  a 
saying  alHuilgftss-lious^^  and  a^i, -throwiiip.  fou 
ki.ow!     If  you  could  send  me,   wlmv  c.ul.i  1  n^nJ 


"Hi«;li! — not  siifficiently 
irraT  Mr.  Biddlec?Wlb,    I    want— I 
"iigl^  t%ha\^  more 
%th  a  loeaiiiiig  la'ui 
cad  affor£i^ 

"It  won'tTtlien  !' 

"It  will." 

"AVhy,  fellow!"— and  the  ex-usurer's  cheek  was 
growing  flushed — "do  you  know  what  you  owe  me 
alnady  r '.<4  word  atf^«^fle.  and  I  c.ul.l  s^atl^ou—  " 
,  ."J^lop  •latr  fBteiruptod  1  im.>tliy"^^n4J^ 
almoff  flereely,T»s,^  '  ' 
tie  table,  h; 
say 
k-,» 

\ou?  If  I  m  in  your  po^er,  yoii'i.'  in  inino.  lie- 
collect,  Joniaii  lUddlecomb.  Tin  no  longer 3 our  half 
starved,  half-paid  clerk. 

y  No  you  u^  a  j>ouvict ! "  siiid  tho  Otliat,  Lis 
l-ps  trembliug  with  pastiou.  '  ^-h.    , 

t!iTrii^  ;  aird  Ifcere'^lao  plnce  like  a  oouVitiTpnaiih 
to  Khari^u  n  man's  intellect.**  Ono  day  you  ua* 
putuiy«iord8  to  the  te«l,  for,  h.  fji  mo  H.av.>fl 
U  vv"  »ifle  thft ijjgV  horse  1»ita  uie,  or  wj.ct  niv 
claims,  I  will  pulL  IbeBO  walls  in  tht)  hhaiw  of  ruiii 
■oDT^onr  hcfld  !'* 

-  illieif^rdRyare.iiotJpild,    tot  derp,  ijaiwioimte, 
and  concentrated,  like  those  Of  a  nii'.n  who  mud.;  no 
"•■pty  fliPBUT"-*^ ^^^  -«•  . 

The  ex-UKurerer'K  choek  ]>aleil,  Lia  lij^  TrMlblad 
with  fenrjiB  w^tnH  rjfce,  but  he  maimgeif  to  tiA 
8w^,  wiBi  a  KcHBiuB  fifiigh,  ^•'  You  must  nhow  ma 
wliereiu  your  j>ower  luys,  Mr.  John  riuyluir,  In-fore 
I  coLseut  to  extortion  I " 

•*  Very  well  1  have  no  objoction,  if  von  want  to 
know.  Then,  Sir  liiolmrd  C'urr'H  bou  and  heir- 
heir,  nmrk  me " 

"  Hdr  to  (I  biuikmpf'K  nchednlo-  Im.  ha-  Im^'" 

"Lives"  concluded  Tiijsolby  Jiriii.llop"^, 

"LivoH  !"  fjocukted  Jo^iHli  Biii,il«.,.un>.  tiiiaitia 
in  biB  iiliirme(i^nriiri^p  5o  control  #ifher  his  tonijno 
or  the  vTOlent  start  ho  gave. 

!      "  Yeft  lives.    ,  WitLw,  twp^ty-four  iiours  I  poiild 
put  my  finger  oji  hipi." 

TnoeiMisurpJdrc^'ft  l<1f»(^bronfh,    cauKcd   bv  a 
Bui>ei:liuma,w  eflort  at  h d(-c(«iiroi.  lifiui  sMrp..Khful 
and  he  rejoined,  calmlv,  "  W.II  and  if  h..  bo  uiive' 
wha>  ■!  that  tcnmm-9'    Whii*«iw**.Le  do•r•• 
"  Nothing  of  himself,  |)orlmj>H;  uiU(irii^->*ft  Ine 
«all%  I  tume*^jieerf^evi<U»ce,"  h»n^;li(..nh<»..(h«. 

"^o  Uy  such  iX)or  threalH  you  Jjopo  to  win  your 
pnqiosoT'  _ 

"  I  moi-e 


! 


i 


quite  so  coolj^now.,  fdt  the 


tilm  a^uran^ 
other  had  effeot  on  one  who  was  no  bad  reader  of 
character.  "  Grood  heavens!  you've  been  paid  suf- 
ficiently high  for  them,  I  imagine." 


than  hope— I'm  Mire  f  niifiwered  the 
convict,  emptying  hi.s  glnss.  "  'IhcTv..  sir,  I'll  jihiy 
with  cards  on  the  table  only.  Ah  walls  liavc  ears. 
I'll  come  a  little  closer." 

Ai)i)roachiug  JoKiah  Biddlcoomb's  chair,  stoopino 
over  it,<^e  said  sometiiiug  Itf  a  whisjH-r.     v  » 

''"It's  true,"   he  concluded    rartier  lo$d«*     'VI 
WM  in  tM  rooj^  alfth^whil^  and  «)iw  it  dolio."*  ' 

A   nvid    palv   had  spread  over  Tlie  ex-uwirAr's 
face.    Ho  laid  l^k  mute  apparently  helpk-Hs.     Ifis 
breatboame  w)rl  nnd'qtiuk."  -  ,    '   . 
I      Sudd^ly,Leileaped.ujt  uiyj  8pn»Mg  at  the  other's 
^  turttat. 

'<ryill|im.|"  bt  cried  lioarHfelt^. 
^\Vith  ease  the  convict  fliiiig  him  back  info  (he 
cfiaR.  ""  '*^'- '       ■'••      -  ;»- 

"That's  cnonch,  R^vcmor!'  bo  Rnid^'thWtck. 
infy.  "  Recolf ct  (htf  s  a  ^ttne  two  am  play  kt,, 
and  vwt^  goes  with  tlie  m<wl  mu»le.  You  now 
know  my  Cards." 

"  It's  a  iie  !"  ga.';fK)d  the  rx-monej-'-Jfnder. 

"  All  right.  Wlien  the  Cfiso  in  h<aV.I  you  can  em- 
ploy first  rate  counsel,  and  i)rove  it  sf),  of  conrxe  " 
rema'-ked  the  convict,  quietly  aminj^ing  his  neck- 
tie as  he  returned  to  his  fo^ncr  p>ire. 

Half  an  hour  laCft-  Timothy  iJrindley  ia^k  his 
departure  fro<b  Cariiystr>ii.  •    , 

^  The  ^-nsuM-  had  ^f.mc.  lo  a  oomprotnifio.  n« 
bad  asked  tinre  for  r.  flection,  but  in  the  conviprt 
breast  coat-pocket  were  carefnllv  stowed  away  bank- 
notes .tcrttie  ViJoe  ottky  pottid^. 

"  It  hasu't  been  a  Wd  evening's  work,"  be  re- 
«M*adr  with  miifcmiuui  Am^i  as  t.>  (iie-«»thar 
he  must  yield  ;  he  can't  help  it.  He'KTirMj/>r  m ' 
mupxb.     It  ^Id  hfta  '  lifkr '  for  bim.     Tfiis     ' 


y   ^    ^;^ 


iMmia     Aft- 


1 


i 


Day  better  tha%  MaA's  pliift,  bukaa  ytt  I  miwil 
let  ber-jknow  ;  while,  should  (he  aid  fellow  pr<jfo 
rusty,  Hnight  fall  l>ack  ou  that,  after  all."      • 
To  be  Cofdinued  in  2fo.  173— Commenced  in  3"b.  152. 
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OH  SUSANNAH.  (Baijjo  Song.) 


,  •.■Ts.Vi^'' 


Aitanged  for  the  Guitar  or  fianjo,  by  Prot  Edmand  GmA,  IWber  of  th«  Orita^,  Banfo,  "Vtolin,  Organ,  Accordeon  and  Singing,  No.  285  Bowery,  KewYork. 
INTRODUCTION. 
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1.     I     had    a  dream    de    o  -  der  night,  When  ev  -  ery  thing  was  still,      I     dreampt  I    saw     Su  -  san 


nah 


I    come  from  Lou   -  si -an  -  a    Wid    my    ban  -  jo    on    my  knee,     I'm   bonnd  for    Al   -  a  -  bam     -     a,      My 
I  stepp'd  on  board    de  ligh  -  ten-graph.  An'  steer   it     by     de  trigger.    My      fin  -  ger  slip      it     bus  -  ti  -  fied,    An* 
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com  -  ing  down  de  hill,  De 
own  true  lub  to  see.  It 
killed   a     tou-sand  nigger.     An' 


buck-wheat  cakes  wur  in     her  mouf.  An'  de       tear  wur    in    her  eye,      I'se 

thaw    all  night    de  week    I      left,   De  —       hail-stones  dey  wur  dry,      De 

den     it    was     my  dear  -  est    lub,   I . . . .      tought  dat     I   should  die,        I 
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com  -  ing  from  de  souf.  Oh  Su  -  san  -  na  don't  you  cry. 
sun  so  hot  I  froze  a  -  live,  Su  -  san  -  na  don't  you  cry. 
shut   my  ears      to  keep  my  breif,    Su  -  san  -  na  don't  vou   cry. 


Su  -  si  '  an  -na,    you \       ^ 


n 


t=x 


Jill 


r 


r 


I  I  < 


t=3=3=:-t-J.— 


^- 


*=»=* 


jEEt 


I 


4-i-i 


fh  : ;  > 


m 


TC f^ f^ 

-N — ±- — J- 


^-^-4- 


^ 


*=^ 


^ 


must  not    cry    for    me,       I'ta 


come  from  Lou  -  si  -  an-  na    wid  my    ban  -jo    OP      my  kne^.    "v;i  ' 
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Settle  dat  Bill 

Negro  ijouii 
■''■       Words  and  Musj(|' 

Resi)etirully  UtxlKirt^t^o  (i 
Copjrl^-UI.  l-*aiiy  Rh».  Pa 

The  music  oniiis  s<im  i«  i«1>ii^IimI  Ja  t'loguU  Otlio- 
kTuplR-a  title  patre,  Sv  Mr«,  I'aiiUne  UtiU  F«<'Mt- 
haniMrot't,  \vill'-«o  sMt  t4>  lub  Mart'W,lHJ8l 
paid,  on  receipt  Ot  price,  «)«p|ktt%.  ^ 

Oh  !  my  ears  am  bendinR  forward, 
For  to  Iwieu  to  de  borji 

,    l^r  1^  vi#'ll  Vtkapjojruej^  "^^ 
As  »Bre  ikH  you  are  born, 

To  llucle  (Jtibriel,  Uucle  Gabriel, 
For  -when  dat  horn  is  aormAHt,    '  "  = 

It'H  toues  will  be  so  bbrill, 
TiH  deu  dot  d»-  Any  ob  d*  nehoatng  will  oome, 

Tis  dau  jou  iiiust  settlo  dat  bill. 
r.'*.4r";«<  •■•    i' '  <   Tt'i^  -Cbobvs.     '    ■''*  r  •■)»:<*> 

I  wattt  ySfi  tot  to  seltle  dnt  bffl,  ' "'     '   ;^ : 

I  t«ll  jou  dar'H  gwiue  to  be  trouble,        .  ji 
You  ueedu't  «Iimb  Ligh  on  A  bickorv  tMA, 
Kuse  I  waul  yoii  for  to  Be tXle  dut  bllL      Dftuce. 

Oh  !  'tis  den  you'll  be  scar'd  to  defif, 

And  all  of  yon'U  b*  crying, 
Uuclu  (iahriel,  UuoW  Gubriel, 

Aud  uIInou  wioktnl  NJuiifni, 
Fri>tli  ju(lt<eiueut  will  ho  flying. 

lIiiol«  Gabriel,  Uucle  Oabrid, 
De  fic«t  tiniayoa  Kot  trobted, 

I  put  it  on  de  blute, 
TwaM  deu  dat  you  told  me  yon  hadn't  got  a  cent, 

'Twas  duu  yon  did  laberioata.    Obotus.  Dauoe. 
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Cimiirti. 

4iuod-b><'.  Juki  J,  4oii'i  li>rMik#|iie,     .        J^fP^ 
tky  ^1)  lOfl  tbiit  rpu'll  Ix  true,  • ',  -f;^^ 

V  lHt».  itMinl>ret|t  loiiix'.l  iiui^phuidare^  '  >' 
rU  liefer  |init  iojm  \ ml.  '  i  !;) 

OoflH-liv^  P^idj;  you're  the  Inddy,;,-^^  /Xf J 

Yp«'ii<tlie  i)i)«;Ju.f  Juo  astray,       .■'  ,'<  •'i  ^ 

Nqw  y«U««e*«)l|i  yo«  audmo     /\  *  ^  '  Jr^S  . 
Art  to  iMMung  to-aay.                •  -     >  1   ^'v  .  * 

Oh  !  Ik.w  J^miNb  <||ift  I  wiw  Lom\    ^  ^'  r*^  . 
Ob!  Iiow  sadly Tfot-l, 

You  will  utv^r  die  alone, 
_  Secauw  I'll  utiver  w^ueal.     ' 

Good-bfra,  urtNter.  «i>4ar,  brutber, 

To  this  world  «re  bid  adieu. 
Do  uptJuiow.iu^  jMtidiwwtt  VUb* 

\\  e  throw  no  Khade  ou  you. 
If  we  had  doue  as  you  advined  n«, 

From  bad  company  Ntaid  away, 
DodM  cij,  we  >i<7w  nni«t  die,  . 

For  us  we  hope  you'll  pray.  Cborus. 
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Chorus. 
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-  -      Down  by  the  Rainbow. 

Words  and  Music  by  Ned  Straight. 
BemiecUuUy  dedicated  to  J.  n.  naverley,  Beq. 
: -.  I     Ca!|yrtrht  1M80.  by  Mra.  Pauline  Ueder. 

AD  rights  reserred, 
The  MmIc  of  thla  ttong  Is*  published  In  elegant  lltho- 
graplu»A  line  page,  by  Mra>  Pauline  Ucder,  eo  Chat- 
ham Stjreet,  will  )>u  sent  to  any  address,  post 
paid,  ou  reoeljpCof  ^rlce,  40  centii. 


vi-.x       I'M  ¥ncle  Pompey  Still.    -<-.  i 

Words  and  Music  by  Nod  StrtUj^t'  "'  ' 
Bespect(ullydedlcat«dto  JoeBuold^y.    ,, 
Copyright  1380,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  tle^er.     y^ 
'"     .  '  '      AU  rights  reserved.  ''■'-. 

Tl>p  Music  Is  pubtlahPd  in  eli'ifarit  lltliogra'phed  trtto 
patrrbT  Mr^   I'auUno  !.|p<ler,  «« CUathani  str«»»t, 

:' price,  40  cento.      ^    ftT, 
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When  I  was  »  yoQCg  pdckaiuoy,  ,,.:  1. 1«  i.:^  •:! 

Down  in  Alabam*  I  <<'>i>H'T< 

Dej  said  I  Mias  de  Hma,(taBt  ohila .  ^,.,.  >..,(  ;i  ..'SH 

Ob  any  in  de  l«q0,  uit-lT  .<■'.  *;>*> 

I  was  captain  obftr^ll  qb  deao,    ■   :,-.    :- 

A^d  de  boyn  aQj  Sifls  ^i'l  dr^iv.   v . 
So  dey  nauii>il  me  Uncle  fprnpey*  .<  :■,  |-{ 

And  I'rte  Uucle  I'oiupey  stilU 
I  shnwed-'«)u  \(S»lf  U>  dMMe  autl  silts 

De  Ahft>Kitrti  fittl^,  *■* 

For  deui  waH  du  nccompUshll^euta 

Dai  suited  dis  y««e  chile.     •';-••*: 

Chorus. 

But  I'se  nu  old  oentenahoo.  BQw, 
Au>l  I'ae  goiu^  down  de  bill,. 
Yet  when  I  think  of  Alabam, 
-.  .-IW4^u«i»i^«w)Mjr«*iMi  -  --  -> 

Cut  whei^e  war  commenced, 

I  hud  a  wife  and  family. 
Four  little  bovs  and  girls  all  mine^ 
:-I  trottesl  oii  m^-.  kuee.  -'irMC  f«T  -, 

,  But  old  matMa  went  off  to  de  war*  .i  cVtil  1 

Neber  to  come  back.  Afl^UW.  -       ■•'--•>• 
And  de  ohildrm  oil  vera  happy,  if^en 

AVe  heard  dat  R*  Wan  *ltnrf.-^  * 
I  came  up  uorf,  aud  Htruck  de  game, 

Fuur-lttbaD-forty-fom,  i/iM 

So  now  I'ae  broke,  I'ae  goiug  baol^ ,,.  ■  [^ 

To  Alabam'  once  more.  , 
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Oobd-Bye.  Jakey. 

By  J.  E.  Murphy.         Sung  by  Murphy  4  Mack, 

GKxMl-byei,  Jakay,  dtfn't  forsake  me. 

Say  to  me  that  you'll  be  tuiA, 
AVe  have  uuinlered,  robb^  lyid  ploaden^  |  r^ J^ 

I  Will  (lie  with  yon. 
Yon  (vroiuiaed^eibat  you'd  be  true, 

No  nmtter  where  we  roam,  ;■  .,,.... 

U'h  hi\rd  to  be  l«ndemiied  to  die  ' '  *  ( ■  ^'- '  '^ 

So  iar  away  from  home. 


When  wf  get  back  lu  Oaorgia  State, 
Down  bj  d«  rainbow,  ^  y^ 

Dar'U  b«  •  Sre  io  d«  grfrte, 

t>owo  by  de  rainbow. 
W#V«  wehwtne  iliere  aa  eore'a  joa'n  b»m, 

Vowa  bj  de  rnUt>ow, 
^«'ll  be  iq  titae  (or  de  dinner-born, 

D«wB  ky  i«  rainbow. 
,"We  •llwni  l»eb  a  jqbilw,     ,       .    ., 
.',  Jtfi^^piUag  in  hannony.    '  ■ 

Boq(  ji^  danee  and  melody, 
>>   tMwiibj  da  raiobow. 

Cnoarfc 
Gojig  bMk  to  Ge|Bfgi»,.\:. .  '. 
Going  b««k  to  GeMyim 
G<ik>g  bi^k  to  GMigia,        V  ^-. 
Down  by  da  rainbow. 

ir«:Bp«k  4«  boys  we  ail  ah^  Hatti 

'Down  by  de  rainbow,  ■■r  -r-- 

De  Mbr'd  |liU  will  Mgntttf.-^  r  '^■-..%..:'£r 

1>owii  by  de  rainbow.  *>.;"•';•, 

We'll  hab  an  old  time  barbacu%  ••..""      '"-'.".ir" 

Down  by  d«  rainbow,  ~" " ».  .  r'  ".;  i " 

'Well  danee  all  nij^ht  wid  de  girl  dat'i  tmt^ 

fitowa  by  d-  raiobow.  "" —  - 

We'll  sound  de  bones  and  tamboutine. 

Double  shulfle  oo  de  graeiv       v 
Cake  and  hon'y  and  ice  cream, 

Down  by  de  rainbow.  Chorui 


'Mi^Tionf  ^^<^  ^  Trotibte'B  in  ^  K^chen. 

V  NpgT«8on».|ui(lDa«c».  f 

fV^sftid]t|ht»jby  itt'dJStariliiM.  n> 
Written  expressly  for,  and  sung  by  Ilaverley's 
1:,  Georgia  Mtu.'iU'el'a,  rt  ■ 

'    .    •    copyright  1680,  biy  Hrs.  Pauline  LlederJ    i    ; 
The  Music  of  this  song  Is  published  In  elegant  UtUo- 
grapheU  tiue  bage  by  Mrs.  I'auline  Liefer,  eo  Chat- 
ham Street,  |n  111  be  sc^t  to  any  addresa,  post 
paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 


tVar'a  troiibl*  in  de  kitchen,  oh-ho,  oh-ho, 
Dat  banjo  aoundi  bewitching. ah-h«,  ah-ha,     . 
'I'o  dance  we  now  niu*t  liiicit  in,  oh-lio,  ab-ha. 
For  old  times  Roxy,  has  just  come  book  auain, 
Old  Roxy.  Old  Roxy. 
When  ua  ptaya  upon  de  fiddle,  •  -'•    t-i- 
Old  Roxy,  old  Roxy.  '''.-^ir 

We'll  cliassez  down  de  middle,  j*  T- !'" 

For  old  limes  Roxy.  lias  just  come  baok  agi^'Q.' 
Old  Roxy,  old  Roxy,  lias  just  come  home  again. 

t)auce. 

De  banjo  he  am  pickinff.  oli^bp.  oh-ho, 
De  gals  dere  heels  am  kiokin!:^.  ah-bs.  ah-hs, 
Somrhody  stole  a  cliiekcn.  oti-ho«.  ah-faa; 
For  old  tiroes  Roxy  has  just  oooie  baokai^aio. 


OlJlloxy.  old  Roxy. 

When  lie  pla^«  upon  de  |i4ille, 

Old  Koxy,  .a  R..xy, 

We'll  cliasaez  duMU  d«  n)ijdl|. 

Fur  eld  liiues  Ituxy  his  jqet  ^nie  back  a^in, 

OU  fioxj,  ohi  liuxj»  haeWt  come  home  again 

We'll  lioe  d«  ooni  (o-moiTo#,  oh-ho,  oh-hn, 
'lo-nif^ht  away  with  sorrow,  ah-ha,  ah-lia. 
No  trouble  will  we  borrow,  ob-lio,  ali.-lia. ' 
For  old  limes  Koxy,  has  just  coiue  back  a^ain. 
Old  Roxy,  old  Roxy.  ?.  . 

AYlien  he  plays  upon  de  fiidle.      ■  »  i-^-i  "   it 
Old  Roxy.  ..Id  ICoxy,  -  ?!  fo     U 

Well  cli«.t»e«  down  de  middle. 
For  old  tiniea  Roxy,  lias  just  conic  l^ck  a^ailu 
Old  Roxy;  old  Koxy,  has  just  come  honie  a-jaiii. 

Dance. 

I  Have  Tried  the  Trouaera,  Oh ! 

Parody  on  "  I'll  wear  the  trousers,  oh  !" 
By  Stephen  Can  ey. 


,■> 


Experience  great  I  will  relate. 

Of  my  domestic  life,  sir ; 
Then  you  will  .see,  my  Camily  -      ,     '•.^ 

Is  full  of  worldly  strife,  sir. 
My  witb  nnd  me  cannot  agree,'      -•' 

yli'Mind  the  house,  oh  1  •» 

Kver  sinco   1  ooniineiioed 

To  Wear  iLe  Lru  users,  oh  I      ,,. '.      ;, ' 

CuORUSw  I 

I  have  tried  to  wear  the  trousers,  oh  I 

I  Iri.'d  the  trousers,  oh ! 
Lut  it  was  no  use,  it  was  all  abuse, 

ttiuoe  I  tried  Ihe  trousers,  oht.r':    \ 


Kight  and  day,  the  same  way  i. 

Are  our  doineatio  battles  ; 
Her  strength  to  slww.  at  me  she'll  tlunv  ■ 

'Ihe  pots  the  pans  aud  kettles. 
I'm  eul  and  bruissd  and  badly  nsed. 

My  blood  arouses,  oh  !  '^ 

JJnt  what  ean  1  do.  I'm  black  and  blue," 

iSince  I  tried  the  trousers,  oh!  Ctibriis. 


I'm  nearly  dead  with  a  broken  head, 

liolli  my  legs  are  lauie.  sir; 
Take  my  advice,  you'll  find  it,  pina, 

Let  the  Woman  keep  the  claim,  sir. 
For  all  claim  1  II  give  up  while  I  live, 

ril  be  like  a  mouse,  oh  ! 
For  at  any  loss,  she  will  be  boss, 

Aud  wear  the  troupers,  oh  I 


-I 


Chorus. 


Hick  Murphy's  Cousin  Jerry. 

Ded  to  Ool  John  McKeuzlo. 
By  James  lilchmond,  lor  Joo  Sparks. 


■<•*w•v^. 


■■-^yr. 


Jerry  KoseqCeldt  it  is  nif  nsne, 

I  am  a  pedestrian  of  note  ; 
I  was  eighty-nine  the  4tli  of  May, 

My  brother  is  a  billy  goat. 
I'll  beat  O'Leary,  llaziiel  or  Merrilt. 

My  Cousin  Nioolas  or  Theodore  BiTet,'^* 
At  lioboken  Park  in  a  six  days'  walk,   -ii^'f^ :   ■ 

I  made  six  huAdied  and  thirty  miles.       { 

CHonrs.     •/(..•(■•  -;•.•■.  |''-'i 
I'll  walk  two  hundred  miles  in  twenty  IioQip-«4 
Don  t  think  I'm  crazy,  for  1  am  a  loon.        ., 
I've  sent  a  ehalleiipre  to  UL>wer  Brown.  ""    \, 

To  walk  aronnd  the  world  and  steal  tfae  noon. 
I  got  seventy  pine  wood  medals  home,'    -^   '.'  '. 
lo  take  the  belt  and  cake  I  U  try ;       .■     {-.  tj 
ijt  walked  with  my  wife  on  my  back  to  Texas     ■ 
Aud  never  ate  nothing  biit  Sau^psoniau  pfe. 

My  el.le»t  son  Patrick  Joset*,**'''*  '•■'i-ih-i^^ 

Learned  liaulan  how  to  row  ,      ,     '.'   /fM-{i>r> 
He  lent  him  seventy  cents  from  Cai^ad*.  ^  I j,  • , 

About  Seven  months  ago.  I    i 

I  cot  a  mare  sired  by  Hambletonian,     *  •  ''*' 

I  use  her  drawing  bricks  and  eoal,      '    '.•»J.' 
Give  her  fifty  points  in  a  game  d(  pool  iar  tilOfatf'ds, 

And  I'll  bet  shell  beat  Parole.  Chems. 


t 
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«iui«..  « 


_:*nE_.s(i^j;^».  .ioij. 


:m: 


IIov  li%ppy.I  wuuKl  be  to-nifrht.         :  ...  .. 

If  ii>y  di'Miii*  would  all  couid  tnMf  ^  .(>  A 
CBOBrs. 
H**  1i«pny  1  wooW  be  to-night!        '*''?•* '' 

Id  f»*l  lift»M.  anew.  ^■«  "^'j  *"'^ 

My  litort  5*(mM  km««r  nopsin  or  Migtt,' 

If  my  dreaiua  would  all  coue  true. 

<i-;Ujl  old  avftctheart  »«uU  eniile  ikgvn, 
,.       A«ra4>m>t  M  of  old  ;.  ,^  .  tv  ^ 

For  Ucl^  pf  Jove  Id  ti<t°<r  c«>iti^Uia,  .fH  .t  \ 
;   Or  Mejkltl^eglvw  uf  gwld. 
la  aweal  avia«til  w«ulil  hU  be  apentk    im  1»ii/ 

^nd  love  lit  *yei  ol  bW 
Would  be  my  aunaliinc  evermore,     • 
If  uiy  drU^e  Woold  a!l  come  frnef         Chorne. 


I 


A  Message  From  Mother.  i 

By  C.  R.  Dockstader.       Dedicated  to  Nonnaa.  !<.  Bowe. 

I  got  A  message  from  mother  this  momiof, 

It  tilled  my  sad  heart  with  joy  ; 
It  broui^Ll  nie  glad  tidings  from  hon^e  and 

f4-oni  loved  ones. , 

Shes  not  forgotten  her  boy. 
She  says  they  are  lonely  and  watch  for  ray  coniing,    . 

1  ;iick  to  the  old  lionie  again  ; 
She  says  they  will  greet  nie  tlie  same  aa  of  jore, 

'1  hat  they  all  love  me  the  same^  "      .  ' 

Chorus. 

I  got  a  letter  from  mother  this  morning, 

It  filled  my  sad  heart  with  joy ; 
It  brought  lue  glad  tidings  from  home  and 

fiou  lored  ones^ 

t>he's  not  Klrg^>tteD  her  boy. 

I  got  a  niecsnge  from  mother  this  morning. 

And  all  the  loved  ones  at  home 
Ask  me  to  come  to  the  homestead  once  more. 

Never  again  from  it  to  roam. 
Often  my  h.art  turns  to  the  scenes  of  my  childhood* 

IJright  linttpy  days  of  my  youth. 
To  tlie  oW  chnVch  and  school  on  the  hillside.  ; 

Where  1  wa«  taught  love  and  truth.  Chorus,    j 


'  '.■*^-:-;^*i- 


Rosey  Posey. 

Uy  Miss  KataCasUeton.  ; 

Mnslc  coprrtgUt !»:»,  and  pub  by  K.  D.  BuaaclL         I 
The  Music  of  I  Ills  or  any  otlier  son^,  kept  louBtauUy  • 
on  baud,  and  vUl  be  sent  by  uatt.  any  address, 
Itobt  I'ttid,  ou  receipt  ol  price, «  oeuw. 

The  other  night  I  had  a  dream,  >   -.■!''  "■  '  "■'  ' 

In  a  garden  1  did  seem, 

Bright  about  the  moon  did  beami  •    ■,  i  ■  ' 

.4nd  1  stood  all  alone.  •>•.»£       ; 

Uut  aa  I  stood,  why,  come  one  oame;         f  '■'•''■  ' 
One  that  I  knew  K.dJ  hi'  name,   _     _- 
And  i  heard  a  voice  exclaim —    .; 

••  Oh  !  art  thou  not  my  own  ?" 

Chorcs. 

Rosey  posey,  will  you  be  mine  ? 
You  know   Tm  thine,  and  love's  divine; 
And  wbi)ethe  luoon  (o  brightly  does  shine, 
Kosey  Totey,  say  that  you'll  be  uiine.  . ; 

I  teem  to  ieal  a  little  shy, 

Gave  a  aort  of  tender  sigh,  ?  -h. 

Sayipg,  wait,  perhaps  by-and-by 

My  answer  you  may  know. 
Put,  oh!  said  he,  my  Rosey  dear,      ;     :    v,  • 
Don't  be  fo6Hsh,  no  one's  near, 
Let  me  then  your  answer  hear. 

Come  tell  me  e're  I  go.  Chorus. 

A  change  at  last  came  o'er  my  dream, 
Sunshine  all  around  did  beam;  ,,,.:, 

I  a  bride  in  white  did  seem,       .   ,.'  ,^ 

And  at  the  alter  stand. 
The  church  was  crowded,  friends  were  near, 
Wedding  bells  were  ringing  clear, 
^nd  the  bridegroom  did  appear, 

Who  caioe  to  daim  my  hand.  Chorus 


v> 


«•»  ^ 


The  Way  we  March. 

By  J.  B.  Murphy,         Sung  by  Murphy  &  Mack. 

Good-evening  to  you,  one  and  all,      ••  '.-^  ?      •' 

We  ask  your  kind  attention  ;  ^  1' ''  {  "^ 

The  subject  of  our  song  'tis  one  -;«.■:',  .'-t  A 

To  you  all  now  we'll  make  mention.'    '*'  ••'.'', 
It's  atx>ut  a  day  that's  not  far  away,  ''  •■'.■■ 

1  hough  it  comes  but  ooce  a  year,         ,    .,.■,<«, 
That's  tlie  time  we  al>  feel  gay,  ,  T,,-y* 

On  St.  Pataick'a  day  in  the  morning. ,  .,^,1  7* 
Cho^cs.  '  '  -1 

The  bands  willplay,  and  the  fifes  will  play, 
As  down  Broadway  we'll  mareh  away  ; 

That's  the  time  we  all  feel  gay,  .^^y. 

On  St.  Patrick's  Day  in  tL«  morning.  ^.    '.,  j 

Now  if  on  that  day  we  ab«uld  meet,  * 

We  hope  you  won't  get  offended,    .]'    ■'!• 

For  what  we  •*][  and  do  Uist  day  f^s  >  .'- 
It  never  waa  tnteodad.  a«  ip^t  >"' • '41 


When  we  march  out  wc  know  what  wart  about, 
That's  the  time  t]ie  Ijoya jrUI  ahiMit ; 

Ahd  bef^rv  ila  uigbt  wu  ar>-  Uicked  out 

or  the  barrooms  iu  the  city.  Chorus. 

We  learntod- our  marcMrtg  irftli*  war,'  ''"v  :; 

W^e  fought  with  George  Mc^^ellan  ;    '  ;_ 
We  was  high  private  in  the  rear,  ,'^. 

This  is  the  truth  we'he  telling.    ■      '''.,^. 
And  when  we'rs  ont  irpon"  |>arado,''*  'V*"^ 

We  throw  aU  others  in  the  shade;'     "^ 
We  mareh  along  in  the  Penian  Brr,^l«,-*'  *^ 
I,"     On  SU  Pfttriek's  Day  in  the  morning,    Chorua 


.■. 


im~»^*~ 


Tht  Wild  Irish  Rovers- 


'  Sung  by  Murphy  and  Mack.    -.„:*' 

. .  ■  '      *     ' 

We'v9  just  come  down  here  for  to  aing  sou  A  song,  | 
And  we  tell  you  we're  not  going  to  keep  you  too  lon^ 
If  you  think  that  Ve  are,  you'll  see  thsl'a    ' 

wliere  yotv're  wrong,, 
For  we  have  to  go  home  in  the  morning. 
My  name  is  Tim  Dbolan  — atid  my  uftue  is  Pat,  ; 
If  you  want  to  see  dancing,  just  Statid  out  of  that;  , 
We're  both  It iah  boy».  from  the  crowns  '.f  our  hata,  i 
And  old  Ireland  is  the  land  we  were  boru  iu. 

For  we're  the  boya  the  shillelah  to  wt'aclc,    .^breaV.) ' 
.411  over  Cori  County,  to  Limerick  and  bfck. 
We're  known  as  the  wild  Irish  rovers."     .    '    ' 

We  traveled,  to  CKtnnatight,  from  thaft  to  Tyrone, 
And  we  wuiKml  nil  llic  «kay  to  the  bri«i(;e  of  Atlilone, 
Through  liubiin  «ud  Kerry  and  Wexfjrl  alone,  , 

^V  e  ruttiiied  nl!  around  tUrongli  theclovor.  ! 

We  sailed  over  to  France,  from  that  into  Sp»in,  i 

And  «ere^>ing  to  AmericH  by  tlie  n»xt  train  ;  J 

So  we'll  bid  yon  good-bye,  but  well  come  ba«k  again,. 
And  we'll  still  "be  the  Wild  Irish  rovers.         Chorus. 


J' 
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>•■■  I 


McGuire  Please  Come  Ott»  , 

By  Tommy  Tuclier. 

--- — ■       •.;••»;■;«;«>' 
There  is  a  gang  of  rafiians,  '■■^  ^  »•<  ♦* 

1  hat  on  the  evrner  hang  ;  r'Ht<p'  -i"! 

When  I  paas  by,  they  yell  and  ory».  K'  i 

At  nie  the  latest. alanj.  v.;    -'•?/ 

Wbeaever  1  try  to.  Ulk *•  them,    :  s?.r>ii 

They  alwaya  lau§li  a»d  awifff,       --— -    . 
And  if  I.^un  t  shut  up  they'll  V*»Jk  t^tfX 

McGnite  please  come  off. 

Chobus. 
They  tell  me  to  go  squeecn  myseH^  -^  /( ^(•'>-■s.^ 

And  drink  out  of  a  trongh  ;  :.i  '•.♦•m'  s- 

When  I  walk  out  you'll  hear  them  shoot, 

McGuire  pleaae  come  off. 

They  tell  me  that  I  am  too  soon,     '■•■■.'■;.:.''• 

And  ask  when  I  am  ripe  ; 
They  iay  they'll  get  me  a  picnic  jot, 

Walking  siK  day?  ♦hrongh  a  p^e.- '• 
Sometimes  they  ask  me  for  my  face, 

If  I  ask  the  reason  why,   '  - .. 

It's  they've  be^BJavibed  to  a  waka,!^  ■■ 

And  they  want  it  for  to  ory. 

Last  week  I  IhoDghl  I'd  take  my  girl. 

To  Toiiy  Pass's  alioir. 
As  I  parsed  the  corner  one  did  yell,-' 

Say  Mickew,  siAg  the  crow. 
'Twa«  then  my  dander  did  get  up, .  ■. 

I  slugged  a  bloke  named  Goiigh  ^. 
And  as  I  p  •nnJcJ  him  they  cried, 

McGuire  pleaa*-40<ne  off. 


>:>  •lit 

■,.»oC 


/I? 

ClMrus. 


•  ■  -ntwi  •<  I 


Choroa. 


If  My  iJreams  Wo«hHtii  Come  "True. 

Words,  ftaa  Moa/t  bjr  Jose^  V.  glcclly. 

Copyngi^t  I6;s,  aod  pubUfched  t>y  K.  H.  H&rdln^. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  ub  to  any  addia&a, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  prt<?e,  35  cent*. 


Last  night  I  had  such  happy  dreams. 
The  world  eeen'ed  bright  and  fi  ir, 

My  dearest  wi«h  was  granted  me, 
Joy  soothed  my  every  care.  , 

But  when  I  wake  Ihe  s«en«8  of  bH^/. 
All  Ckded  from  my  View ;  '  ■"'^*" 


salt 


Tke  Jismarck  Guard. 

Dutcit  bukUcr  AcU 
Uy  O.eorge  Murply-,  I'erformca  by  Murphy  &  ishaunon. 

.."^  •       ~~=       'I  «t^■U^t  r;t'H»T  V 

We  ans  |w»  QermcB  wbbs,  •  :,t  t-  ;i'i     U  f'lf 

We  yiMl  arrived  toHlay,    ^f  -i  ««■,**  ^t-.-i    1 
Vtd  wbikiwe'vv  got  a  ehanes,     , ,;  -. »  m.  W 
AddantioA  tt>  us.|>ay.  ■tx-.i  >•,,,  I  i.iA 

:  ,     V*'f»  a  part  of  the  Bismarck  Guard,   " 

V  iti  of  bias  to*  prvi  bar  611 ;  ;  *  j*J1 

Und  beCort  wens  gwing  kt  seittart      '  "ijb  itf.  > 
We're  gwitig  to  have  a  drill. 

.'       --1    C.«MMt«-<^  "♦'i' .  .i.^4r  ,fr>3i¥ 

One,  t*o,  three,  four, 

^ow  watch  ue  when  wa  pa»«  dat  door. 

Oh  !  dJB'gtria  RajveJAok  lias,  •        .    <.  a-    . 

OfTodiM  we  don  tdouhl  that, 
Und  vBd  long  aga  have  a  priB»     Ay^i  !>.</ 

if  we  vma  only  tat.  •.V-'.d-tt 

We'nj  a  part  of  the  Bismarck  Guard, 
,    >■;•     Und  of  bier  we  gat  our  fill ;  * 

Und  before  Mre're  going  to  sohtart    •  «•■« i 

Wane  gaiug  to  have  a  drill. 

In  Germany  we  was  grand,  ,,  ,  i.  ■  ■  -.41  ^  '■ 
j^  Dat'a  ^here  we  got  good  bSer;  '  •  •  ■•  - 
•'■  'We  wa» sometimes  Litunant,  ;7vji  •'- 

Und  aomedimea  Offiaier.  '   •'■     ^ 

I^ut  soon  we  will  return,  • 

Und  leave  >  ou  here  alone ; 
For  yon  k*ow  dat  oar  kearu  doea  bum  ^ 

To  aea  ourGcmian  home.  Chorua. 


I 

I'.. 


^-«««-. 


My  Charming  Kate- 


•Wrtoie* and  bung  fcy  WnuSranlon. 

In  '  •  Preparlt<g  lor  the  eXM^t.  , 

Th«  MU3lc  of  this  or  any  01  her  sonK,  kept  conntanUr 
on  nana,  anawlll  beiseuiby  uatoany  addreas. 
p«tpald,  on  receipt  of  price  Mcentt^ 

Have  you  ever  been  to  the  opera, 
■When  the  darling  young  ladiea  were  there, 
•ll  %at  there  I  met  one  evening 

A  lady  eo  charming  and  fsir.  .-      ..    - 

.Il«r.^yei  went  as  Vtright  as  the  stars 
That  l^io^e  and  shioe  up  abo?a. 
And  I1(  ne'er  iorget  tlie  evcnii^ 
..   .'X^t,^fi<«^|  met  my  love. 

,    Slie'aaa  fldras  a  lily,  gentle  as  a  dove  ; 

Looks  l.ks  a  Kitle  star  twinkling  np'  above, 
I'lo*e;her  dearly.  Id  die  for  her  siUe ; 
:kh«n  is  uatis  ife-lkirlnde  world  )jke  my  ^ 

^'-r: --.>aA.i.-  '       :  .!  love  Kate. 

If  yon  ever  should  ege  j^bis^^xMuur  lady. 
In  love  with  her  you'd  surely  {M  ;    ,. 

She's  ala^^drasae^  np  in  fashion,      ''  * 

.    la  sic«  she'*- not  small  nor  yet  tail. "*  '  ' 

Sl^is  just  as  pnatty  as  a  jncture, 
Yssra  trav*i  for  miles  toaen. 

And  I  don  I  mean  to  flatter  myaelf,  but 

.'■he  a  awfully  gone  on  me.  Chorus. 

If  it's  my  luck  to  mairry  Uiia  rraafuxi. 

For  ever  how  ^pf>y  I  U  be  f  '  •      '''' '  ''"- 
To  sit  at  home  «f  an  enniog. 

With  a  nice  UtUe  boy  on  nsy  knsa. 
To  hear  him  call  me  lii«  papa. 

Well,  enough  I  Lkiok  J  bave  said,  ■■  1 

The  rest  I  alail  lell  yvn  ««ma  evsaiw 

.^ftar  Kate  and  X  are  wed.  C 


m_3t*Z.  T»  --rf^lBWft^ 


•jCtt;<--^;;j« 
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Kother-in-Law't  Away. 

Panxlyon  "Grandmother's  old  armchair.' 
By  J.  K.  Olbbes.      I)«dloate(l  to  Barrj  WUUunB. 

My  mother-in-law  abe,  at  tb*  ag«  of  niMty-thiM, 

Took  a  notioo  ooce  to  go  to  Conoy  Isle  ; 
So  she  grabbed  me  by  the  bead,  and  thu  to  ma 

•be  said, 

Whilst  o'er  her  wrinkled  face  there  stole  a  smile. 
Now  Mr.  Benjamin  Bone,  before  I  leaTe  yoa  alone, 

Yon  mnst  promise  that  the  cbildmi  yoa  will  mind, 
80  I  TOwed  that  I  would  not  sleep,  bnt  good 

eare  of  the  kids  wotdd  keep, 

And  (»  her  nttirn  they'd  be  all  mS»  she'd  find. 

How  they  sniTened,  how  they  nand. 
How  I  banged  them  soundly  with  my 

smoothiog-boftrd, 

;;Wben  I  heard  the  passers-by  all  say— 
"  Bone  is  baring  a  jolly  time  for 

mothet-in-law'B  ftw»y, 

Now  master  Jalins  Bone,  my  yonngest  one  I  own, 

Was  the  finest  little  glntton  yo«  erer  saw. 
It  took  a  ton  of  jam  and  half  a  b«irrBl  of  bam. 
When  he  was  feeling  hungry  to  fill  his  jaw. 
And  I  got  so  awfully  wild  a-mtnding  this 

gorging  ehild. 
That  with  it  in  disgnst  I  wiped  the  floor, 
When  the  others  gathered  roond,  and  in  a 

Toioe  profonnd. 
Yelled,  won't  daddy  catob  it  from  bii 

mother-in-law. 
Chorus. 

Then  Johnny  FrMh,  my  third,  got  hold 

of  the  canary  bird. 
And  began  to  teach  it  airs  from  Pinafore, 
Which  got  me  in  such  a  rage  that  I  smashed 

the  poor  things  cage. 
And  threatened  to  kick  them  all  out  of  the  door. 
But  'twas  not  of  the  slightest  nee,  they  only 

oaUed  m*  »  goose. 
And  I  could  not  for  the  life  of  me  keep  them  quiet. 
Whilst  the  goesipe  of  the  town,  took  pleasure 

in  mnning  round. 
Saying  that  "  Bon«  was  drank  and  kicking 

up  a  riot" 
■'--"■'    Choros. 

Then  Jimmy,  my  number  two — now  would     '•  "* 

you  behere  it  tne— 
Tried  for  to  take  a  swim  i«  our  water  pail ; 
But  I  picked  him  out  quite  quick,  and  dried 

bim  with  my  yard  stick, 
Which  made  the  others  gather  round  andyelL 
Oh  I  it  turned  my  head  completely,  I  could 

hardly  keep  my  feet. 
And  1  TATed  and  wildly  tore  my  head  aad  swore, 
That  rd  suffer  any  pain  rather  than  mind 

the  kids  again. 
During  the  absence  of  my  dear  mother>in-law. 

Chorus. 

Now  when  the  day  had  moat  sped,  and  Fd 

most  lost  my  bead, 
My  mother-in-law  I  saw  a-coming  back  ; 
So  I  made  a  rush  for  the  door  to  get  rid  of  th« 

children's  roar. 
But  I  fouml  the  old  lady  a-blocking  up  the  track. 
One  glance  <1i  I  her  suffice,  she  seized  me  ina  trice. 
And  reached  fur  the  broom  which  lay  by 

on  the  floor, 
I  will  not  tell  the  lest  but  will  leare  it  to  be  guess'd, 
Only  I  wish  I  never  bad  any  mother-in-law. 

ChOfOli 


The  Oermania  Shntsen  fioBd. 

By  Charles  Konollman.  the  pofmular  Dutch  Oomlqae, 
for  Manhattan  Company  4S,  of  the  e.  8.  B.   (W.  R.) 
and  simg  by  them  with  immense 
Air:   PnUMoons. 

The  object  of  this  order  ii. 

To  help  our  cooiradet  true. 
No  matter  what  oiir  nation  is. 

We  are  all  of  us  "  true  blue." 
Our  uniforina  th«v  look  so  gmy,  ■ 

And  with  A  sliininjT  xaa. 
The  pride  of  all  the  nation  is 

The  G««aoia  Sehntaen  Buad. 


Choscs. 

Attention  all,  forty-eight,  l 

Now  then  earry  arms,  ,,     •    i 

All  right  dress,  look  out  on  the  left,      ' ,  t 

Be  careful  erery  one.  - 

Now  then  front,  heads  up  straight. 

You  see  we're  nerer  late. 
The  pride  of  all  the  bund  it  is 

Manhattan's  forty  eight. 
When  the  Sehutzen's  are  all  marohlDg, 

All  around  the  park  so  gay, 
Then  you'll  hear  the  people  shouting 

Manhattan  Company  ■  coming  clear  the  way, 
Bepeat  last  four  hues. 

Sharpshooters  are  most  eTsrywhere,  t- 

But  this  I'll  tell  to  you,  | 

There  is  none  that  do  compare  V 

To  the  German's  dressed  in  blue. 
At  every  pienio  or  a  bnll, 

Tou'U  neTer  find  us  late, 
Then  if  you'wish  to  have  some  fun. 

Go  with  Manhattan  Forty  Eight.      Chorus. 


Safferty'a  on  Parade. 
Written  and  sung  by  J.  E.  Murphy. 

Rafferty  Blues,  attention  all. 

Our  captain  boldly  calls. 
With  mu«io  sounding  loud  and  elear. 

Is  heard  both  near  and  far. 
What  eager  eyes  docs  hasten 

To  a  sight  so  grand  and  rare — 
The  ladies  ware  tlieir  handkerchiefs 

Am  we  pass  Union  Square. 

CUORCS. 

Rafferty  Blues  are  on  parade  to-day. 
With  all  in  line  don't  we  look  fine 

Whrn  marching  down  Broadway. 

There  the  people  all  do  shout  and  say, 

All  so  fine  when  we  go  On  parade. 

Our  regiment  for  uniform 

And  style  tliey  ean't  be  beat, 
Tou  talk  about  excitement. 

When  we  go  on  the  street,   ' 
The  ladies,  heaven  bless  them, 

I  tell  yon  what,  it's  fun. 
Whenever  we  go  on  parade,         ' 

To  see  us  how  titey  run.        "'  Chorus. 

—  i«i  — 

That!  Where  Id  Like  to  Be. 

Old  Man's  song.  Sung  by  Archie  White. 

There's  a  spot  iu  the  sunny  South, 

Where  the  orange  blossoms  grow  ; 
Where  the  moekins:  bird  sings  in  the  trees. 

And  the  glistening  waters  flow. 
My  heart  longs  for  that  paradise, 

And  in  my  dreams  1  see. 
The  cotton  fields  as  white  as  snow. 
Oh !  that's  where  I'd  Uke  to  be. 

Cmortts. 
Oh  !  take  me  baok,  I  want  to  go, 

My  childhood  s  home  to  see, 
In  Alabama's  sunny  land. 
That's  where  I'd  like  to  b«. 

I  remember  when  I  left  that  plaee, 

'Twas  many  years  ago, 
I  thought  to  find  a  fairer  spot. 

But  sad  my  heart  does  grow.         ' 
I'm  all  alone,  no  loving  words 

Are  spoken  now  to  me. 
My  dear  old  friends  are  far  sway, 

Ohl  that's  where  Id  like  U*  be. 


CaoBus. 
Dis  is  our  golden  Tedding  day, 

De  bright  time  of  our  life  ; 
It  don't  seem  tifly  years  ago. 

Since  you  bi  come  my  wife. 

Together  llirou);li  life  we  have  gone, 

Und  ve've  k<-|>t  ride  by  side  , 
It  don't  seem  tifiy  yencs  ago 

Since  I  beeauii-  your  bride. 
A  family,  loo,  of  hoys  and  girls, 

80  good  and  true  ve've  raised, 
Ve're  going  back  to  Faderland, 

Dot's  vere  ve'll  end  our  days. 

^   IQI   1  - 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


'«»»<pi 


The  Golden  Wedding. 
By  C.  R.  Dockxtader,  for  Gorman  and  Homer. 


Shust  fifty  years  ago  to-day. 

Since  you  became  my  wife  ; 
Und  yet  it  seems  but  yesterday. 

So  bright  has  been  our  life. 
Hard  working,  too,  we  both  have  been, 

Und  now  in  our  old  age, 
Vere  going  back  to  Faderland,  ' 

Dot's  rere  ve'll  end  our  days. 


Donovan's  Dance-  1 

Written  and  sung  by  Dan  McCarthy. 

I  was  down  last  nijcht  to  Donovan's  dance. 
Where  the  boys  and  girls  did  sing  and  pranoe; 
Such  a  noisy  gang  I  never  did  see. 
And  never  in  my  life  had  I  »ucl«  a  spree. 
Old  Donovan  himself  was  managing  the  floor. 
And  old  Casey  the  piper,  was  sitting  at  the  door. 
When  Mrs.  Moriariy,  while  peddling  out  the  beer. 
Run  against  old  Cnsey  and  kuoeked  him  out 

of  the  ehair. 
_•    .  ■     .^^^V. Chorus. 
There  was  lots  of  fun  for  all  tlte  boys,  , 

And  lots  of  rum  and  lemon  pies,  ' 

There  was  pipes,  tobacco,  punch  and  tea. 
And  we  danced  like  the  devil  until  the  break  of  day. 

There  was  one-legfijed  Dougherty  a  sitting  on  a  barrel. 
With  long  Gill  Kiley  and  cross-eyed  Farrell. 
And  Miss  O'ltooney's  sister  Jane 
Was  dancing  a  iig  wiih  Daniel  Kane. 
Then  one-legged  Dougherty— he  got  light. 
Hopped  on  the  floor  and  nanted  to  iiglit, 
Aod  we  fired  liim  out  before  lie  had  a  elianee. 
Sure  we  had  the  devil's  own  lime  at  Donovan's  dance. 
^  iQi  m       . 

Uncle  Isaac  Green.  I 

.   By  John  T.  Kellv.  sung  by  M.  H.  Foley. 

A  happy  colored  n)an  am  I,  just  three  seore 

...  y*»"  !'»•  »een, 

1  am  known  about  the  villaee  here  as  Uncle  Isaac  Green, 
Though  old  in  years,  my  heart  is  young ;  it 

won't  be  long  before 
1  he  gospel  train  will  come  along  bound  for  the 

other  shore. 
CnoRus. 
I'm  Unele  Isaac  Green,  just  three  score  years  I'veseen; 
Though  old  in  years  I'm  young  at  heart.  Ini 

Uncle  Isaac  Green. 
When  the  horq^oet  blow  the  work  am  done. 

Ibe  niguers  tlioy  all  llirong 
To  our  cot  down  in  ilie  lane  to  hear  a  good  old  fkini;. 
But  Gabriel  soon  will  Mow  his  horn,  and  irll  ns 

»T      .  .. .      ■  •"  »b<'«r.l, 

How  happy  we  will  he  that  morn'  in  the  army  of  i|,u  l^.rd 

Chorus. 


rr''  Ha«h. 
Sung  by  PetMt  &  W  hlte. 


Gather  around  me  brave  and  bold. 

If  my  song  is  new  it  ean't  be  old. 

And  if  it's  short  it  can't  be  long,      '   \  ;, 

And  as  it's  nglit  it  ean'i  be  wrong. 

And  as  it's  small  it  can't  be  tall. 

Ot  course  tlieies  mure  lo  that  ain't  all. 

Once  there  lived  a  colore*]  man, 

.And  when  lie  walked  be  never  ran. 

When  he  was  lx>in  his  life  began. 

And  Mary's  lamb  it  was  a  ram, 

He  never  drinks  so  he  don't  get  drunk. 

And  he  has  no  clothes  so  be  don't  need  a  vali^^. 

Now  when  I'm  hnppy  I  never  fret. 

If  your  eyes  are  dry  they  can't  be  wet. 

For  when  you  laugh  you  doeen't  cry. 

If  that's  the  truth  it  ain't  all  a  lie. 

When  I  am  wrong  I'm  never  right, 

ni  sing  you  some  more  to-morrow  evening. 


^l 


Hannah,  You're  too  Sooik      ; 

Words  and  Music  by  James  W.  Wblt«.     . 


While  walking  out  one  eTcning,      .i 

And  strolling  down  BroAdwKy,  v'. 
I  met  a  chariiiiDg  yelluw  gal, 

\\  ho  stole  uiy  beart  awar. 
i^lie  looked  nt  me,  I  looked  at  lier,  ;   '•^  i 

Tliii  ciiarniing  My  quadroon  ;  >    r  i 

I  laiJ  when  I  could  eateli  my  breaili;   . 

llanoali,  you're  too  aoon.        ••.•.: 

ciioKcs.' •-  ■■■■' '■"■'■  ''  ■  ;:'■'." 

•^-' .  •  '■■-  •■Hi-  '    . 

Ill  ne'er  forget  when  fir*t  I  met 

'Ihia  ehamiing  |»»y  "qnaihTJon  ;        " 
I  eaid  when  I  eoiild  catch  uiy  breath,         : 

llannod,  you're  too  iooi*.  j  ;"'     . 

.      ■■•.».•'■■'-•    ■■■-:".■ .. 
I  called  on  licr  one  evening,  .til.^^•  /     .  ■'  ' 

And  eat  close  by  her  tide, 
I  aeked  her  if  she  eould  beeoms 

My  own  dear  little  bride. 
We  are  married  now  and  (ettled  down, 

jlnd  got  a  little eoon,  ►.  t-^'"  ' 

And  all  this  little  roof  ler  fays  i«  i 

llannah,  your're  loo  coou.         ,ii-  >  .-.v.  Ckorue. 


Two  Black  and  Tans. 

Written  and  sungby  tUc  Barlow  Bros.  .,v ; 

We  jnit  came  here  from  i-unny  Alabain, 

Oor  name"  are  slipiKjry  Dick  and  Charles  Saui, 

On  the  light  faiiUiRlie  1<h-, 

I  can  tell  you  we're  not  slow  ;  ._    ,^, 

Were  two  India  rubber,  gum  thoe— ' 

l^lack  and  tans. 
We're  liappy  win  n  the  mii»i«  it  does  play. 
And  we  alwa}s  try  to  drive  doll  care  away,     ^'. 
^iid  wilh  us  you  will  agree, 
When  our  movements  jou  do  see,      *!  :    ,     ; 
We're  two  India  rubber,  gum  Bhoe-J«    '•..'• 

black  and  uins.  '  ,v 

la  tfie  morning  when  we  rise,  we  feel  so  gay, 
'1  hat  we  both  commence  lo  dancing  righl  away, 
When  tlie  people  underneath, 
'1  hey  commence  lo  erit  Ibeir  l^lh,         ,  >  -     '*• 
But  they  hale  lo  tell  us  fur —  .  vjv' 

Togo  away.  i 

For  they  know  that  we  are  always  fall  of  foa  ; 
ir  they  try  to  catch  us,  off  we  belli  do  rua,  . 
liul  we'll  Did  you  all  adieu,  I 

Before  we  go  we'll  shake  a  shoe,  .'.'•  i^ 

We're  two  India  rubber,  gum  shoe— n,-..  -  i    !.  ^ 

Blaok  and  tans. 


The  Boarding-Honse  Piano. 

Words  and  Music  bj  Joseph  P.  SkeUjr. 

Coprright  1879,  and  publisbed  bj  E,  H.  Harding. 

The  Music  of  tills  or  any  other  soog,  kept  consUntly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addras, 

pmtpald,  on  receipt  of  price,  <o  tents.    .  . 

Tliere's  a  boarding-booae  not  far  from  here, 

Where  lately  I  did  dwell. 
The  way  I  suffered  in  that  plaea, , 

It's  hard  forme  to  t«Il.  ,;  ,-,  v,,  ,'t 

I  eonld  not  rest  to  do  my  best,     :  ,, ,    .  .v..;  ?r 

My  nerves  are  not  so  strong,      .^^jv:.  ■.     ^' 
The  Doarding-house  piano,  bora,    ^j;,    .  .. 

Theyplay  the  whole  night  long.    ■,,.!<• 

GHoacs.  I'  ir  •:»'': 

First  of  all  there's  Miss  McCall,  ;     '' 

She  plays  the  "Maidens  Prayer," 
Then  there  comes  a  fancy  gent, 

With  some  new  hmey  air,        .    ^      '  ■'■.';.• 
Then  there's  an  overture,       '  ■     "  '       '  '^  ', 

By  Josie  or  Johanna, 
They  bang  it  strong,  the  whole  night  long. 

On  the  boarding  house  piano. 

When  tea  is  over  all  get  up,         .  ,^  ...  ! 

And  into  the  parlor  go ,  .;  ,,  •", 

And  then  begins  the  terrible  din. 

That  aggravates  me  so  ;  r^.;    .    'I 

They  pound  away  wilh  all  their  might, 

They've  music  on  the  brain  ; 
It's  enough  to  "  make  the  angels  weep," 

<.ir  drive  a  man  insane.  Cliorus. 


I  love  to  hear  good  music  played, 

To  me  it's  quiwaboon. 
Bat  that  disorderly  instrument    vv"'\  ■,/'<■.;.' 

is  always  out  of  tune.  -  ."*  ■  "'■  "^ 

The  neighbors  all  around  thebloek,.;     { 

Are  just  the  same  as  me; 
They  hear  at  night,  wilh  nodelight,     -  V  '   >  " 
'•'  The  boarder  *  revelry.  Chorus. 


Im  Jurt  Turned  Sixty-Three.  >  > 

Words  and  Music  by  Ned  Straight. 

KespectfiHly  dedlfnted  fw  McAndrewB. 

The  Watermelon  Man. 

t)*p7rlgbt  isso,  by  Mrs.  rauUne  lieder. 

.Ml  rlghia  reserve*. 

The  Mufitc  ot  this  song  is  publisbed  In  elegant  ittbo- 

grapbed  title  page,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  lAPder,  60  t'hat- 

Uam  Street,  will  t)e  sent  to  any  addresiB,  post 

paid,  on  receipt  or  price,  40  centtt. 


F«riii«ny  years  I've  labored  hard,  ,.,  .    . 

In  lands  far,  far  away.  ' !'  '■-"'« 

My  wife  and  ehiklren  all  de  time.         ■,.■'■■■':. 

Down  in  de.Souf  did  #loy. 
But  now  niy  birth-day  has  arrived,  --'"■-'•    ' 

111  iMb  a  Jubilee, 
I'ee  gwine  to  gib  'em  a  surprise;  ;:'':.■'" 

i'sejuet  turned  sixty -three.  ''/.  r 

-.•;...•...  V!  ..•.;-„;^-,;      Ciionus.  'f' )'^:'■?"  -'; 

I've  sETed  hi V  pennies  all  de  while,  "■    ;    ..; 

I  know  'twill  make  Kebecea  smile, 
Oh!  den  I'll  be  so  happy,  >       >       ■■     !    •    .- - 

Wid  de  children  on  my  knee,  T     ;  ,     ,  ■.;<,.- 
I've  got  a  present  fur 'cm  nil,  ■.;,,;!■. 

For  I've  just  turned  sixty-three       i,-  ,/    .     ,i. 

I  don't  feel  quite  »o  lively  as  ■        .".    ••■?'. 

I  did  when  I  wao  young,  .•U'.-    :■    •'■-. 

Dese  joints  am  rniher  »liflened,  '■*-.•'•'■''"• 

And  my  nerves  soinewlini  unstrung,  '~''' 

De  thoughts  ob  nieeling  all  de  folks, 

Keatoren  my  energy,  .".■''■*', 

I  eannol  aaekly  realize,  r.V-,.:    /.  ■    •>•'... 

I've  just  turnoiJ  sixty -three.  Chorus. 

T — ♦*^— • 

"*  :  ■     ,    ,:;    Fanny  Lacinda-      •;-..:.- 

Pf  Jas.  J.  White.  Bong  by  Pettlt  and  White. 

I  fell  in  love  with  a  saffrott-eolored  girl, 

ylnd  I  think  the  day  I'll  rue —  "'    ' 

She's  freekled,  she's  eqninte<l,  and  her  hair  is  red. 

And  her  eyes  are  Paris  bine. 
She's  a  little  bald-headed,  but  that's  no  sin. 

She  looks  jnai  like  a  orane — 
With  month  like  a  tunnel,  and  nose  like  a  funnel, 

And  I'll  tell  to  you  her  name. 

Cjioucs.  '  ■ .         ■; 

Why,  it's  Fanny  Lucia  Lueinda, 

Fanny  Lueinda  that's  her  name.  (Repent.) 

She's  a  darling,  site's  a  daisy,  I  know  she'll 

drive  me  crazy  ; 
She's.as  playful  and  as  lively  as  a  goaL 
Her  feet  are  like  a  camel's,  went  six  monUie 

without  water, 
And  her  brealli  u  strong  enoiij^h  to  pull  a  boat. 
She's  the  champion  high  kicker,  there's  no  one 

can  lick  her. 
She's  a  sort  of  a  go-as-yeu-please. 
She's  worth  a  million  in  Iter  miod,  her  likea'' ' 

you'll  never  find, 
^nd  you  bat  your  life  that  she  is  Just  the  cheese. 

^■■•-.:""        Chorus. 


Going! 


From  de  CottonPieldi.^  "' 

Words  and  Music  bj  lltomas  P,  WeatenAorf . 

Coj^yrlgbt,  iMft,  by  W.  F,  8haw. 

The  Music  ot  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  eonstaatly 

on  hand,  and  wUi  be  bent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  oX  price,  40  cents. 


I'se  going  from  de  cotton  fields^  ;.^/ 
I'se  going  from  deeane,  ,^^. 

I'se  going  trum  de  ole  log  bat,  '-  -. 
Dat  stands  down  in  de  lane;  ^-'"^ 

De  boat  aia  in  da  ribbar  i  V.> 

Dnt  hab  o.>me  lo  take  me  aft 

I'fe  gone  and  jined  de  "  Exodus," 


Dat's  making  for  it  norf 
Day  tell  lueoat  in  Kansas.  ■  ^  v^  m. 

flat's  so  many  niilea  away,     ;  t  -   .'       "^    'T 
De  colored  fulks  km  fleokltig,    ' 
Cause  dey'ro  pettinp  better  pay  ; 
^^.1  don't  know  Uow  I'll  tiud  itdar, 
'-.  '->    But  1  is  bound  |u  try. 

So  when  de  ann  poee  down  lo-niffht,      •••:••  •- 
I'sa  going  tw  aay  goud>bye.  .k^ 

,•   ;.  /  :V.       ,  .,?■"■"••  -'^S^:-  '':  :  ■    ' 

Tie  goinff  from  de  eollon  fields,  :  .   ^ 

And  oh!  it  makes  me  sigh  ;         ->vr»/,w 
For  when  de  sun  goes  dowu  to-njgbl, 

I'se  going  to  s.-iy  good-bye. 

Bnt  Dinah  she  don't  want  to  go, 

She  says  were  getting  old, 
She's fraid  dnt  she  will  fraese  to  daeth, ' ^  •>'  - 

Ihe  cuuniry  nm  so  cold  ;  •••(  r,'! 

De  Blory'bout  de  work  and  pay,       •:• ')  ;«>♦-■  .^ 

She  don't  believe  am  true.  <.■<  i 

She's  beijged  me  B4>t  lodu  tiue  thing 

l>at  I  am  bound  lo  do, 
,<4nd  so  I'se  solj  de  cabin,        -.-'  :  >rx  :f--    ■<''■ 

.^nd  de  little  patch  of  grown  T --i.;  ' 

Dat  rood  olu  masra  gave  as,  .'t-'r-!'-: 

When  do  Yankee  trwopa  eama  dova ,     -vj 
My  heart  nm  nwlul  heavy. 

And  de  tears  am  in  my  eye,  ■' 

For  when  do  snii  goes  down  to-nighi, 
.  •'     I'se  going  to  snyg«od<%ye.  Cboms. 

^,  , It  grieves  me  now  to  leove  the  place. 

Where  1  was  b.  rn  and  bred, 
To  leave  de  friends  dat  S  living. 

And  de  giaves  of  dem  dni's  desd  , 
De  flowers  dnt  grow  where  masss  sleeps 

Will  miss  my  tender  care. 
No  hand  like  mine  will  ever  go         y.7 

'lokeep  dem  blooming  there,         ^ 
But  den  de  liuies  hab  got  so  hard,   ' 

A  nd  I  is  old  and  poor, 
De  hungry  wolf  am  looking  in,         ' 

And  snarling  at  my  door; 
I'se  got  to  help  dc  children  some,  , 

Before  I  comes  to  die, 
So  when  de  sun  goes  down  to-night, 

I'se  going  to  say  i;uod-bye. 


'r^ 


Chorus. 


> :  1 1ke  Zaehariah.    ^  •      -    • 
By  James  D.  Roome.  Sung  by  Pettlt  A  W  hlte. 

In  pig's  eye  holler  there  lived  a  maa. 

Who  money  had  a  plenty,  •":  ■ 

His  beautiful  daughter  Mehitable  Jane,  ■  • 

Was  ag-i-ed  only  twenty. 
Now  there  was  a  young  man  in  love  wilh  lier. 

Whose  nante  was  Ike  Zachariah, 
But  the  old  man  threatened  if  shespoka  to  Ike, 

She  should  faee  his  dreadful  ifs. 

Now  Mehitable  Jane  wrote  a  letter  to  Ike, 

For  to  meet  her  in  the  wood  shed. 
So  he  hired  a  squire  and  at  midnight  went. 

For  lo  get  mar-r>-ed, 
But  Mehiuble  s  old  man  did  get  wind,   ,,..  ,-  < 

Of  the  whole  affair, 
So  he  armed  LimKelf  with  a  b%  fluffed  club. 

And  he  captured  the  lively  pair. 

Now  Ike  and  the  squire  in  wild  despair. 

Fled  to  parts  unknown. 
Now  Ike  was  found  shot  with  a  big  sausage. 

And  the  squire  slabbed  wilh  a  bone. 
Next  day  the  old  man  went  to  Mfhiuble  a  room, 

But  he  louiid  b4>r  ihei^e  eiooe  dead, 
The  heart  broken  had  cut  her  thrjat, 

Wilh  a  loaf  of  big  Dateh  braad. 

Tlien  anguish  filled  the  old  man's  baart. 

And  sorrow  pierced  his  brain, 
So  he  drowned  himself  in  a  dry  fish  pond 

And  suffered  most  horrible  pvn. 
Now  I  liave  told  you  the  whole  of  lite  ule. 

No  more  can  you  desire. 
That's  the  end  af  the  old  man  and  the  squire, 

Jaoe  and  Ike  Zachariah. 


Aay  pieee  oi  music  will  b«  aent  by  mall,   poat 
paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  Send  for  Catalogue. 
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Published  by  Mrs-  Faxiliiie  Lieder, 

60  Chatham  Street.    N-  Y- 

«£NTIMEKTAI.  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES.     , 

"  Ancel  Mo«i«t,  Watch  for  me," P»tt. 

"  Lay  My  H«uil  Betoeath  a  Ibose," Straigbt. 

.'No  Work." Nedbtmght. 

"  The  Old'  Bcfaob  iiear  the  MUl t?^ii  ' 

"  The  Ro»ebtid  in  Yonr  il«ir ^k*  J-   • 

"When  the  Flowers  .re  r>'-e«m'ng . . . .  ■ -, -^^e  J- 
"Baby  Died  cue  Year  ago  TokUiv.".  .  OBewdou.   ; 

STAND  AM)  HOTTO  SONGS. 

«•  Lnck  Lay-  Over  Br«in." Ned  StmiRht. 

.•The  TickiuR  of  the  Ctocli." Ned  b  rajKh  . 

'•A  Stitch  in  Time  Savw  Niue Ned  *>»«'• 

"  Take  ThiagB  as  They  Come Ned  Straigat. 

BALLADS.  :  ;:/V  ;:• 

"  A  Little  PlfUJe  WSlbin  Thy  Heort" ....  ••  hooper. 
"So  SM  and  Weary  To-night,". .  Chaa.  Connolly. 

"TheLoBt  Jewel." ......Bluut 

COMIC  DUETTS.  ^ 

"  McCarthy'a  Boarding  House," Pftwers.     ■ 

"  Mary  AnuKehoe  " • Powers. 

POPULAR  NEGRO  SONGS. 

"  Silver  BellH  are  RiugiOg  ,     ,    _^"    '  ■  „  ^  w 

away  tip  in  St,  Sky. . . .  .Totinker. 
"  Take  me  Back  to  my  Dear  Old 

Southern  Home Sjieck. 

"  Times  of  Long  A£0 Ned  Straight. 

"  Settle  d..t  Bill." .  .„. Ned  S  ram.ht. 

"  Hab  Yonr  Ladders  Ready." Ned  Straight. 

"  Dowu  by  de  Raiubow," Ned  StruiRht. 

"  De  Gohlen  Chariot," '.  -Ned  Straight. 

"  Tm  Uude  Rofus  Bt*ll-.<  •  .-;•; :.....  Ned  Straight. 

SERIO-COMIC  SOKGS. 

"I  (Tonldn't  Help  it  Ma." Chas.  Connolly. 

"  Sweet  Maggie  Gordon,". .  .Ned  Straight.    30  etn. 

"  Do  It  Again," Ned  Strainht. 

"  You  Shouldn't  Notice  It  Ned  Straight. 

COMIC  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

"  New  Ymrs  Day" Powers. 

"  The  Ni^ht  I  Learued  to  Swim" Powers. 

"  Mickey  Flahrity," Ned  Straight. 

MARCHING  SONGS. 

"  The  Irish  Volunteers," Yonnker. 

"  The  Petticoat  Brigade Ned  Straight. 

NEGRO  SONGS  AND  DANCES. 

"  I'm  Just  Turned  Sixty-Three Ned  Straight. 

SWELL  SONGS. 
"  Deuced  Good  Fellah" Ned  Straight. 

QUICKSTEPS  AND  MARCHES. 

"TurkiMh  Patrol  Qaickatcp Ja&  J.  Freeman. 

"  Tlie  Petticoat  Biigiuie  Mitrcb. .  .Jaa.  J.  Freeman. 
"  The  Iriah  Voluale«r8  Miirch. . . .  Jas.  J.  FrMmau. 

NEGRO  WALK  AROUNDS. 

"  Old  Times  Roxy,  or  Trouble  in  de  Kitchen,  by 
Ned  Straigbt  Now  being  naed  with  immanse 
succeea  by  HaVerley's  Georgia  Minstrels. 

POPULAR  WALTZES. 

"The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet,"— Waltz. .',.    .Pratt. 
"  No  Work  Waltz," F.  Yonnker. 

SONGS  AND  DANCES. 

"Tlie  Reason  why  I  was  Elected Ned  Straicht. 

" Sweet  ATneTlkftT:*."r  :  f.  .TT: T.  Yonnker. 

"Little  E'jjnish  Eves," ....... 0'HearA)n. 


Waltz  Songs  With  Chonues. 

"The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet." Pratt 

"Waltziugham  McSweeney," Dockata4er. 

"  Music  aud  Douciug, " Cbaa.  €k>mioUy. 

Sonsing  Negro  Kelangc. 

"  open  np  dem  Doors Ned  Str*ight. 

Npw  beiug  Buug  by  the  "Bog  Town* "  with 
Hiiverley's  Geor^  Ittiiwtrela,  aud  ot^er  leading 
Minstrel  Bands.       *''■** 

FORTY  CENTS  ftACH,  otahy  fTTECES  $1,00. 

LATEST  LAJSrCIESS.  , 

SEA  CADET  LANCIERS 

Aminged  for  the  piano  by  Jas.  J.  Freemaii. 
SCOTCH  LANCIERS, 

Arrai)£«e<l  for  the  piano  by  Jas.  J.  Ftoxmav. 
ENGLISH  LANCIERS, 

Arranged  for  the  piano  by  Ja&  J.  Fbezmam. 
IRISH  LANCIERS 

Arranged  lor  the  piano  by  Jab.  J.  Frkexan. 
AMERICAN  LANCIERS, 

Arranged  for  the  piano,  by  Jas.  J.  Fxehh am. 

Price,  fiO  cents  eoeh.       Or  two  for  $1,00. 

There  are  none  of  tl'c  pieces  of  raunie  on  this  Hit 
which  are  not  guaranteed  by  the  publieber  to  give 
entire  aatiifaction.  Aieo,  eaeh  md  erery  one  haa 
either  an  elegant  picture,  lithographed,  or  double 
colored  title  pac;e,  aud  printed  from  the  best  en- 
graved music  plates.  My  Music  is  never  out  of 
print,  aud  can  be  procured  nt  any  miisio  store  in 
the  U.  S.  But  the  quickest  and  be«t  policy,  is  to 
send  direct  to  me. 

All  music  nob  on  this  list  constantly  kept  in 
stock,  and  will  be  sent,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
marked  price.  I  keep  tlie  publioations  ot  ali  tlie 
Music  Publishers  in  America  and  Europe. 

P.  S.— To  Musio  Teacliers,  Musieians,  Clubs, 
Professionals,  «lo.,  my  terms  are  the  regular  pro- 
fessionol  rates.  But  with  a  desire  to  have  my  p<ib- 
licalioos  more  thoroughly  introduced  to  yonr  notice, 
also  to  give  you  a  chance  to  re-dispoee  of  copies 
with  a  profit,  and  to  act  as  my  agents  through  the 
tStates,  I  will  allow  jifa  to  ii^ka  a  selection  of  10 
or  more  of  my  pieces,  at  one  half  uiT  of  the  marked 
prices. 

U.  li. — All  of  the  above  pieces  are  my  own  ec\^- 
ri<;;lite,  and  any  one  infringing  on  the  same,  will  b« 
dealt  with  and  punished  to  the  full  extent  ot  the 
law. 

bend  money  in  Registered  Letter  or  Postal  Order, 
Hoping  to  be  favored  with  your  patronage,  I  remain 
Your  ohediepi  servant, 

MRS.  PAULINE  LrRDER,     '^t    *     .. 

Music' Publisher,  Valentine  Manufacturer,  pat>Iisher 
of  the  "Singers'  Journal,"  etc.,  etc., 

60  CHATHAM  STREET.  N.  Y.   - 

.  ..^nd  49  Atlantic  Avenue,    Brooklyn,   'f. 


Boliver  Blues- 

/'■    Words  and  Music  by  Donly.    .'''.'    '"'^    , 

copyright  18T»,  and  published  by  E.  n.  ITarillng. 

The  Mnsic  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  liand,  and  will  be  sent,  by  m  to  any  address, 

puiiL  paid,  on  receipt  ol  price,  40oent& 

Oh  1  here  weeorae,  wkh  bang  «f  drum,        -■'''•   ' 

De  pels,  de  "Bolivar  blue*,"  •       V-v.' ' 

Gay  warriors  from  South  Avenue  V,  , 

De  brunette  corps,  de  boss  are  we{   '>.'  (•'</> 
Besides  de  gun  and  rifled  sword. 

It's  rafocs  we  caiijis^  «..  — 

De  pop  of  cap  nun's  nusio  -,„..■•» 

1  o  de  trnsty^  "  Boh'vat  Dfees.*  «^*^'    "^ 
Drearrightl  omrk  time!  .-ffv  '" 

John«nn,  keep  your  liaofs  a-movin', 
Giiide  right!   wheel  her  around  I  "   **  ""T 

Myt  but  kin't  die  movement  soothin'I      '^ 
'lioutarms!  halt  I  face! 

Keep  de  captain  always  shoutin !  ^. 

Heels  out!  toes  in?  't' 

As  we  tramp  along.  ■J*"    ■'<;••»-■':'        *  f   ^ 
(Repeat  first  eigbt  IrneS  for  Olioras.) 

Just  watch  de  pace,  observe  de  gfaee,  •• 
Of  every  "BJiivarBhM,"  '"' 


De  "Skids  "  and."Ginge6s  ".,<jaa't,iw>.pare, 

Dey  bast  deirhinksin  blaie'k  despair  ■ 
Jest  see  de  gaii  of  Captain  8late, 

A  sight  dal's  bad  (<>  lose  ; 
And  hear  him  shontj   'fall  in  and  out. 

My  trusty  "  Bolirar  Blues  !" 
Heads  up!  eyes  out  I 

Wonuer  what  dem  gfale  are  sayin','* 
Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  «• 

Dat'sde  tunede  band's  a-playin'l      *  '•' 
Forward,  sraroh!  * 

.Although  werechinin'  and  perepirin'f 
Present !  shoulder  feed 

In  de  trusty  lilues,.,n  „,  ,^  ;;^., ,  ,  ,    Chorus: 

— '■■■  [•     ,: 

Conrting  iji  the  Dark.         '  * 
Words  by  R.  E.  O'Brien.     Sung  by  Will.  n.  Morton. 
Music  Copyrtght  l»7»,ona  pub,  by  Goo.  MollneaiiT. 

""^^n^halfrt"'  !;*"*.?rj?">  other  (song,  kept  conslauily 

on  hand,  and  will  be  gent  hj-  us  lo  Any  addrCbS. 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  pikx,  ^O'ceiiUj. 


i'-»r. 


Winter  twilight  fades  away, " "  ■ 

I>arker  grows  the  shadows. 
Sweetly  tails  the  son's  Ian  r»j. 

On  the  di«Unt.meadow»>»-'r 
Seated  close  by  llarry  Van«( 

Watching  days'  declining, 
Faces  pressed  against  the  pane. 

For  each  other  pining. 

Cjioxcb.  .' 

Conrting  in  the  twilight,  ..  i 

Conrting  in  the  park ;  .  »^ ., 

Neither  one  can  equal.  „. 
Courting  in  the  dark.  .,• 

Mother  turns  tlie  lamp  up  bright, 

A  nd  to  rest  retires,  •....,, 

But  I  thiak  it  isn't  right,  ,■-■'■       ,,', 

Gently  dim  its  tires  ;  ,[,: 

Soon  ii  burns  with  fainter  ray,     .   * 

Dimmer  still  and  dimmer. 
But  for  fear  of  what  "they  say," 

There's  the  slightest  glimmer. 

Mother  shakes  hffwise  old  head, 

With  a  merry  meaning. 
When  on  rieing  from  her  bed. 

Ske  the  lamp  is  cleaning ; 
But  1  ♦©#  my  handsome  beau,  '1* 

Left  at  half- past  seven. 
Mother  fancies.  do^etO't  know,'     --' 

It  was  near  eleven. 


.7/ 

.A 


<n:..'..   . 
Chorus. 


K     J 
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floras. 


Tunes  Q£Long  Ago.    t  i 

wWda  and  Music  by  Ned  Straight. 
Bespectfullydtflloated  to  Mllt  Bartow. 
•    ropyrlght  1880,  by  Mrs.  PftuUne  Lieder. 

An  rights  reserved,  . '    ' 

The  MuBJc  of  t)ita  song  18  pubUshed  In  elegant  llilio- 
graphed  title  page,  b>  Mrs.  J'aullne  LiMler.  60  chat- 
ham  street^  will  be  sent  to  any  address    post 
paid,  on  receipt  o<  price,  4*  cents,     . 
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There's  many  moments  I  haVessen',.  ,     |  -.^ 

That  an  hour  seemed  to  me,  '  '"^'rf*       . 

When  I  was  in  de  ftottoh-fields.        '    '   ;  'V* 

Before  dey  eetrte  free.'  '    •^'  '^'^  ''', 

But  montlis  seeined  just  as  short  aedawjCT, 

When  I  w«a  Cl.loe's  bean,  '         ^^ 

When  in  de  cabin  oft  We  UM*',  .j 

In  limes  of  Iqi^  ago.       '  .  , .  .rfi  (ta  TJ  l*^.  1 

But  row  my  form  is  wocted,    t  -ih  «  ■  ;/•' 
My  cheeks  have  ceased  t«  gla«,>^    ■s-.-W  n^iJ* 
I  look  with  pleasure  back  upon  ^  'U-y{  rU 
The  times  of  long  ago.  ,  .  .,  ^i<.«  i-i-^.t  ■  . 

•  •,'.i-''i'i«.>r  v; I  ■•'-'';::. 

How  oft  w*  sat  on  cotton  ^les,  .V^   ■ 

And  such  pretty  songs  sliesung,  '  '''^*>>  * 
It  makes  me  feel  to  good  \o  think     ,.'    '  ''fj .;  , 

Of  limes  when  wewi^  joung;'       '  *'*      '|   r- 
I'd  welcome  back  dose  ^labery  naVsi;^^  ''      ^ 

I'd  bear  de  w"hip  a.,^  Alia^inl      •''  '•"^*;'l?  ?»"? 
And  be  a  willinc  sfabe  to  liab    *^j^  i^'  [      ' 

My  Cbloe  back  again.  .  _'        *'     '■■■'■ '^  Choru*. 


r->*M»»- 
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The  Lost  Inheritance^ 


■i 

Joeiah  BiddlMon^  :«eed  mora  in  th«t  ImI  .li«1f- 
liour  llian  ten  yearaeould  haye  aged  bim,  in  ■ilenoe 
watched  hie  retreating  enemy  TtTfCN  the  door  cloA«)i - 

'Iben,  staggering^ tu  liii  fe^  one  Land  resting  op 
the  table  for  support.  Ite  shooK  the  otiier,  olenolt^ 
at  the  place  wherj^  1  imolhr  lirindUjr  bad  disap- 
peared. -  Vj  -     J     ■ 

"You  ungrat<»fd  villain  !"  he  miittered,  in  a 
voice  hoarae  with  a  passion  that  choked  bim  and 
diatorted  his  pale,  haggard  features  ;  "  but  111  b« 
even  with  you  some  day.  lielbrs  I  give  you  this 
inoBey  you.ahall  prove  to  me  beyond  a  doubt  that 
this  boy  does  live.  If  I  only  knew  you  bad  broke 
prisM,  instead  of  got  a  ticket-of-leave,  -J'd  find 
some  secret  nieani^-of  puttiSg  the  authorities  on 
yo^rooi^founded,  track!"  .  ^  ! 

He  dropped  back  into  his  chair,  yet  grasping  Iha 
table.  His  brain  swam,  the  room  "aeemea  going 
round;  instinctively  he  filled  hir9laM4nd  drauk  off 
the  wine. 

For  a  space  it  cteaM  his  brkih,  and  crossing  to 
his  writing-desk,  b»1)egan  to  wwite. 

The  letter  was  a  vecital  of  th'««e  leading  points  of 
theea<e  which— to  the  world — had  made  his  master 
of  Carnyston.lt  tola  of  Lody  Carr  and  b«r  aon'a 
disappearance,  and  contained  a  request  thai  no  ex- 
pense should  be  spared  secretly  lo^trace  out  the 
Sun,  and  find  w>athad  become  of  him. 

Folding  it,  and  enclosing  a  ten  ponnd'  note, 
Josiah  Biddlecomb  addressed  it  t^  Mr.  Th^t^BIM, 
Jaokman  Street,  Tottenliam  Court  Road. 

Entering  the  h#ll,  he  himself  placed  it  in  (he 
lelter-baw. 

Then  he  returned  ;  but  the  work  Ua  had  doba 
eYid«Dtiy  had  adavd,  w'Hh  the  porl,  to  thfJBJBSei 
in  Bis  brain.      '.^  ^^^,  ^^__.  -  -  .  -    , 

■^'       cH^TERxn. ^  ;  \':'^*^\^ 

It  was  a  dull  evening  at  Cdl  iiyitali. 

Edmund  liiddleconib  had  ridden  over  to  Daisy 
Bank.  No  visitors  had  as  yet  dropped  in,  and  the 
Beiress  wa^  left  to  her  own  resourses. 

(i  I  egarious  of  disposition,  she  always  f>nnd  her    , 
^•wii  society  most  wearisome;  consequently,  in  de- 
fsult    of   better    conpanionshif)    aha    auAmoned 
Maria  Daggett.  r 

"  Tliere's   nobodj-  'here   to-niglit,   MaHa;  and  I 

want    you    to   read    to .  me.      It    is  so  <luH,"  said 

Sidonia,  in  a  languid  drawl,   as»  j^ing  back  in  a 

chair,  the  soft  cusliions  of  which  sweTTed  isp  around 

^ler  figure,  she  placad  ker  feet  •«.  an  ottoman   by 

'  lie  fire,  and  half  ol^d  her  eyeg, 

k     Without    reply ii^    the    comranion,    aearching 

among  some  novels  nmvly  sent   from   Madia's,   sat 

down  near  the  tablSJ^nd  began  to  read. 

The  book  had  small  interest  to  her.     It  wits  one 
of  that  class   where  not  one  of  the  character,   save 
the  footman,  holds  lower  mok  fhan  ■  baaoaet,  and     { 
the  pages  Are  fiO^d    wUh    fafhionuble    t^nadle   atoa 
bad  French: 

IMore  the  first  chaptar  was  ;  ende^, .  Vtfn*  Dag- 
gett's mind  l.ad  drifted  away  into  channels  to  which  . 
the  8Ui>erciliou8,  proud  girt  0i>f«»»lt^ hei*  gtfto  rise.' 

Ihe  person  whom  the  com|>«nion    favored^   most 
with    her   inteoKest    hate   and  contempt fVisiillljj^ 
heiress  ;  and,  even  had  not  her  love   acthsleQ   her, 
•he  wtpuld  "yet  proFaTTy  liave  been  Richard  Hej)- 
burris  aMr.    if  only  twweher  sho^iad  to  u\\  mis-  \ 
tress  liuinDTeJ" to  ifietfusC. 

',  '  liut  lk^9thu(n.bling  did^not  se«ui-e*sy  U^iriveat. 
tEayesdropping.'ipyiDg,  brotight  he»>o  infenrnation,    "■ 
Ihr  it  was  apparent  thai  agy  aecrel^at  exfeitsJ  waa 
held  aloue  Dy"7o8iai»  i5id3leconib.  -^  f 

Hence,  however,  much  as  she  had  feared  aqd 
rcaenled  her  convict  brother's  appearance  on  the 
scene,  she  began  to  build  her  chief  hopes  upon  him. 
,  Jif  was  evident  tliat  he  knew  Up^ax-nsurer's 
secryy."  jj*yy^^|Piit  be  got  to  reveal  A!  Ther^^^ 
was  only  one  certain  plan  to  lead  to  that  iaaoS — 
':tli«  i9*(i4>g.H  wortli  hia  whit/S. 


Thia,  however,  she  had  resisted,  as  ib  ivould  at 
ABCe  crush  her  own  power  over  him,  and,  the  game 
in  bis  own  hands,  though  he  might  be  gr»^«(ul  to 
the  woman  who  put  it  tberi,  would  it  be  to  that  ex- 
tant of  asking  har  to  share  his  wealth  ? 

No!  At  leaa^pot  at  presen|^  She  mast  be 
patient.  "■*"  — •'>v 

Uer  principal  anxiety  now  was  1  imothy'a  silence. 
Save  a  few  words  staling  his  iuabiliiy  to  manage  a-, 
■eeond  mealing  yet,  sh«  had  no  aiws  from  him. 
-The  idea  moia  than  ttpce  had  occurred,  that  he 
fllight  betray  her  to  the  tuoney-lender  ;  but  a  se- 
cond, and  she  laughed  at  the  thought.  Did  he 
prove  traitor,  wiy^j^t  an  instant's  hesitation  she 
would  inform  agataaChini  to  the  police  authorities, 
and  she  was  awai'^  1  imothy  Brindley  knew  well  she 
would'do  this.  V 

Her  Meditations  WBre  interrupted  by  a  sudden  dis- 
covery that  thv  was  reading  the  fashionable  novel 
aa  aoiiM  parsons  wnle  letters,    without  the  slightest: 

f).unq(uatiot],  but ,  pcoc^eding  DMiipionoualy  from 
ine  to  line. 
„  Glancing  up  hastily,' wm4N4jig  li^i*  careVwanaas 
haJPnot  been  noticed  yjid  rebuked,  she  perceived 
the  heiress  yet  in  the  same  altitude,  as  if  sika  had 
fallen  asleep.  If  Bo,..the  cessation  of  th«  com- 
panion's, voice  aroused  her.  Half  opeuftg  her 
ayes,  sh»-said,  seemingly  continoihg  some  mental 
thought,  "  Maria,  what  is  your  opinion  of  Mr. 
Hepburn?" 

Iha  otiier's  face  flushed  somewhat,  and  thep  a 
roaliciuns  smile  quivered  about  her  firfii  mouth  at 
she  replied,  "  1  think  he  is  handsome,  and  a  perfaat 
gentleman,  born  and  bred." 

''It  does  not  need  two  pair  of  eyes  to  see  that!" 

smiled  tha  heiress,  aondesceodingly.     Thpn,  after  a 

brief  pauaie,    with   affected    indifference,   "  1  slkould 

imagine  all  the  household  of  Cat-nyston,  even  to  the 

~' '    kitchen-maid,  would  be  of  lit^ri^Mnaidaa."    . 

"1  believe  they  are  enchanted  with  him.  -•Of'aH 
the  guests,  certainly  Mr.  Ifapburn  has  made  the 
deepest  imprassion.  His  gooa  Wks  and  kindly, 
affable  ways  hara  won  favor  evieywhere.'.  The 
bous^old  will  rejoice  to  have  such  a  uiiater  1" 

The  tone-fMsta^Jint  to  the  speech,  ^ha  heiress 
colored  but  with  evident  satisfaction. 

"  Yoa  don't  meau^.aay^.$la^ia "  she  began 

"  That  servants  aas  as  ^Miak-sighted  as  ether 
people.  Miss  Biddle^mb  ?  Yes,  1  do.  Besides  see- 
ing servants  will  talk  ^1(6,  yo»  know ;  and  the 
'  other  mailing,  while  pasting  Ike  domestic  oflSoes, 
I  heard  .oqa  of  the  housemaids  surmising  whether 
you  would  have  the  bard  keart(o^jeot '  thatduck,'  - 
'  Mr.  'Epbnrd,'  as  you  had  SQ  man^  suitors.'' 

Tho  young  lady  Inughed  heartily.  She  was  highly 

flaU£{«dand  amused.  NeveP-had  she  thougfil'Maiia 

,  Daggett  such  pleasant  company  ;  never  had  Maria 

Daggett  enjoyed  such  malicious  delight  as  '|n   thus 

flattering  the  girls  ^stgious  vanity.  ^ 

"  bervaiits  do  not  always  Mad  appearances 
rightly,  •aria."  ■^■ 

"  The  exception  makes  the  rule.  Miss  Biddle- 
comb,"  siniled   the  companion.      "  Tliey  are  not, 


t     More  timn  brKe*  M  iria  Daggett  IiM,  lial(^  resplAd 

•  lu  confide  ^y^iy thing  to  Richard  iJepnrn.^ho  ms 

rieli    euougli    to   make   abtd'ihe  oonviot    would 


I  confide  ^y^iy  thing  to  Richard  tfepnr 

a  btd '  the  oonviot 
scarcely  refuse 


ofteo  ont.  Aod  reading  here  is  not  difficoli. 

"B^adibg  bl  what  7*  '  a^ked  the  heiress,   with 

fsigned  ignoianea.      : ;  ' 
That  Mr.  Hepburn  lores  yon  to  desp^ratioa." 
••Do  you  truly  fancy  b^o?"    Aud  Sidonia  Biddle- 

eotuk'sieyis,  opeuiu^  viRle,  regarded  the  Bpeaker 

eagerly. 

'  ^»'Se?'-K^i^EVoldBfe8^'l}(<'^fct4Atai^'' 
tion  passed  I  her  I'f^  iy^r  brows  contracted — "why 
does  he  not  propgse  ?" 

-  ^Vith  an  eSori/the  other  ^fBt^ted'^er  aranse- 
ni&nt  being  Men.  tSucceeding,  she  rejflfed,  gravely. 
V  You  8e^.Mi«s  ^^dlec^b,  tbe^^aat^t  drefed  a 
highly  BeiwitiTo  nJature, '  Such  as  Mr.  Hepbilhi's, 
■kstr  in  thfise  ^natters  is  a-Xefusab — Through  waILajS, 
yon  are  ^t  the  heiresKof  Caruystou,  a  prize,  for 
eyen  auitoia  of  higher  rank." 

•'  Can  it  really  be  fe^  of  that  which  restrains 
him  7    How  absurd  V 

^  Yon  shonldjiot  tenu  that  absnrd  which  is  a 
covpliment  to  ytfnr  worth,  anchsfiSQofof  the  exte^jn 
to  ^^j^  he  hol<^  you,**,  remarked  Ler  coiafKhioa 
whiibber  ^prt  lips  curlyd  wiih  scorn. 

"Thatigall  v^^y  welt  Maria,"  sdid  the  heirestf'; 
'  •'  bdia  tiolld  loTtt  is  as^rhtatiiig  as  a  too  presum- 
u»g  oDe>'^ 


B 


4- 


**  Not  BO.  The  kindnefls  of  your  manner  will 
soon  iwsnrebim  of  your  preference,  and  encuunige 
Mm  to  speak.  Hatk  1"  ^a  added,  iuterruptiug 
herself ;  "there  in  Hom«one  oooiing." 

Sidonia  Biddlecomb  sikt  quickly  up  in  her  chair. 
She  hoped  it  was  the  object  of  their  convene)  ion, 
Htid  was  alread,\  buildiUK  U{K>n  the  pluiisunt  pruaiM<M 
of  a  close cituTerHtttiun,  whvn  the  dom  <>pfi)c«K  nthi  a 
footman  withaKCured  expretjsiou  eu>ere«l  butri<  >^y- 

"■Whoisjt,  Beftou?"  deniHudtti  tht- h.  in**. 

"If  you  please,  Mi'*''^."  antiwereti  tl.r  man,  "Uon't 
be  ffiKhteued,  but  rihiuk  Mr.  Biii.ihcviub  is  ill  !" 

"  111  !"  ejaculated  Maria  Daggett,  rising  up. 
•'  What  is  the  matter?"  •     . 

"  I  don't  kuow<  miss  ;    but  I  went  just  now  into  . 
the  library  to  put  cohIs  on  the  fire,  aii^  there  u>Mi4*-r  .  ^ 
sat  iu  the  chair  is  a  taint,  for  he  doesn't  muv«  or 
Bpeak." 

The  heiress,  giving  a  shriek,  ran  forwanl.  Maria 
Daggtitt  caught  her  by  the  arm. 

"  Dau|t  give  way,"  she  said,  *' be  may  only  be 
asleep.     I  will  go  with  you  and  see." 

£ven^tfa*.Unef  space  of  ««uaMing  the  ball  the 
thought  swept  through  her  brain,  "If  this  maU  ^ia, 
how  wQl  it  effect  the  elucidation  of  the  Carr  mas- 
tery?" 

The  fint  glance  at  Josiah  Biddlecomb  showed 
that  his  was  no  sleai^.  v 

He  sat  iu  a  heap  on  his  chair,  his  arms  dropped 
by  his  side,  his  head  b<;ut  forward,  hk  lace  ^t  a 
bluisht  purpli-h  white,  and  the  vtinu  like  oords  db 
^a  temples. 

Screaming  with  terror,  the  daughter  cost  hetNlf 
1^  her  side. 

"Papa,  papa !"  sUi  cried,  **«peak  to  Be  I  What 
is  the  matter 'i'" 

Maria  Daggett,  meanwhile,  ^ith  calm  prompti- 
to-JK  placed  the  motteyikrnder's  head  iu  an  etuiier 
and  less  perilous  pusitiou,  while  she.said  iu  a  tone 
-  ^fcon)UpiQ£jmpttbyed,  ".£iitu«l'<^4tf*'OB>  instantly 
for  Doctor  Abercorn,  and  soma.ot'  you  "--for  ouowt 
two  other  savants  had  venture4  fn — "  bring  me  ice. 
I  shali/isk  openiug  a  veii|;,ia  the  aqp  if  the  doctor 
is  not  soon  here^  Pardon  me,  Mies  lljdvlh'Coiuh, 
lArt  at  such  a  uiomeifl  calmness  and  seir^ssussion 
will  better  serve  your  father  than  tears!" 

The  voice  was  so  short  and  decisive,  that  invohin* 
tarily  the  heiress,  even  as  the  domestics,  iH-rnulVd 
tha  c6m^niou  to  keep  the  chief  pos^ou  she  had 
asttum^. 

They  bowed  to  nerve  and  presence  of  mind,  and 
obeyed  her  orders  without  dissent. 

In  the;  ^lurry  of  the  moment,  Maria  Daggett  had 
made  'oti^  oversight.  She  had  sent,  for  Doctor 
Abercorn',  the  family's  medicsl  attendant,  when  in 
a  case  bf  aaah  emergency,  ttrt  tlaaili||iiri  aputheOary 
would  have  been  koone    summoned.  ^  .^  > 

Before  she  recollected  thisi  the  doctor  niu^t  beati 
his  waj^,  and  arrive  first. 

Khe  was  vexed  at  the  error  aha  hajjnade.  for  tha 
ex-usurer  gave  no-aigns  of  lite,  and  sha  was  urmhle 
to  decide  whether  his  death  might  not  be  disastiaus 
to  her  plans. 

Eagerly  sha  watched  the  livid  face,  and,  growii^ 
frightened  by  its  immobility,  resolved  to  try  to  open 
a  vein,  buiumouiog  the  boaackaaper,  wiili  her  aid 
she  pierced  (.he  arm  of  the  sick  man  with  a  sharp 
pen-kuife.  The  effect  was  magical.  Josiah  liiii- 
dleaotib  oMnad  his  eyes.  r.  •'.  i 

"  Lor'  bless  your  heart,  miss! — you've  saved  faia 

Jifei  '  ajaeylatc^  the  housekeeper,  clarping  her 
iMnQt  ia'/aftuliwion.  "And  here's  ihe  doctor,  when 
he  ain't  a  bit  of  use  !" 


Maria ! 


Lolaimed 


the   heiress 


-p-tJrgetUill!" 

For    a   weekl"    cdpinMoted ''fflaria   Dai 


I'll   never 


Jit 


meptal^-,  ^as,    with  a  s«tisaiioa,af  nliaf,    sbe   it 
back,  mailing  wff{  for'] ^tor  Abercorn. 

'Ihe'Wmthy  debtor  hsd  not  ta  s— mine  his  patient 
lo«g  to  learn  his  malady.  His  pleasant  gray  eyes, 
periiaps  unconsciously,  travelled  Uj  the  port  de- 
canter at  Its  said,  "  A  case  of  a{M>pl«xy." 

"Is  there  danger?"  qiieatiiiissd  Maria  Tiaggett  ; 
while  the  Ij^iress, ^a|e  apd  trembling,  clung  to  bar 
fcr=^ppor*.  ""/'.^  **    "^ 

nWVontinuat  in  J\(j.  lH—Oimmenced  in   .iN'bt**ldS 
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'',     I ^  .-.Vw&'h  *    him         safe        at        home. 

•    I *  •^. love       my  lad   -    die        well. 
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In  what  clothes,  in  what  dothes  is  your  HighUnd  laddie  dad, 
In  what  clothes,  in  what  clothes  is  jour  Hif^hland  laddie  clad, 
His  bonnet  of  the  Saxon  groen  and  his  waistcoat  of  the  phud. 
And  its  oh,  in  my  heart  I  love  my  Highland  lad. 
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Suppose  and  fettppose  thai  yoftr  Highland  lad  shoulci  die,^  '•'   ^  'f' 
Suppose  and  suppose  fbat  your  Highland  lad  should  die, 
The  bag- pipes  should  |>lay  o'er  him  and  I'd  sit  me  down  fmd  ery. 
And  its  oh  in  my  heart  I  wish  he  may  not  die.    V^ /. 
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Hebrew  Marriage  Fete. 

Uy  xouuuj  Tucker.  For  Ilea  Oraluun. 

•  ,    i.        Air;  citron  wedding  cake,      ,  -      . 


I 


Oh  I  come  along  yon  Sheenies,  yon  Jews  of 

Ea^t  Broadway, 

From  Hester,  Ludlow,  Baxter  street,  come 

without  delay. 

There's  going  to  be  a  wedding  at  Rabbi  Wine's  house. 

He'll  there  unite  in  wedlock  tight,  Sol  Cohn  and 

Itachael  Strauss. 

Chorus. 

Oh  I  won't  there  bo  jolly  fun,  the  Sheeny  girls 

and  boys. 

With  biff  tm  cans  a-rattling,  you  bet  they'll  umke 

a  noise. 
The  music  is  by  Levy,  his  playing  can't  be  beat. 
He'll  play  the  lateBt  waltzes  at  the  Hebrew 

marriage  fete, 

Speil  away  Sheenies  so  gay, 

Balance  your  purtuers  wLiit  do  yer  say, 
I  Hester  aiid  Eiichel,  sweet  Eebecca, 
I  Dance  all  the  night  long  until  break  of  day. 

i  The  bridesmaids  they'll  be  dressed  up  in  clolhes 

i  the  latest  style, 

!  Silk  handkerchiefs  and  ribbons  j-ou  bet  they 

cost  a  pile, 

'  And  when  the  bridegroom  weds  her,  he'll  steal 

I  a  kiss  so  sweet, 

Be  envied  bv  thelbuchelora  at  tho  Hebrew 

miimat:;e  fete. 

j  Chorus. 

The  flujiper  will  l)e  (splendid,  describe  it  now  I  cau't, 
Bnt  you'll  be  sure  to  fiud  thpre  uioHt  anything  you  wau't. 
They'll  have  the  Hebrew  Glee  Club  to  come 

from  Bayard  Street, 
We  won't  go  home  till  morning  from  the 

Hebrew  marriage  fete. 
Chorus. 


Till  Ireland's  Wrongs  are  Righted. 

Wortls  by  CaptThud  Vi  ryus.  Music  by  J.  R.  MundugU. 

Copyright  isso.  and  pub  by  8.  Bralnard's  Sons. 
Tbe  Music  of  tills  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

onliand,  and  will  be  still  by  us  to  nuy  address, 
postpaid,  on  receipt  of  price  40centa. 

We've  built  onr  alter  in  the  west, 

Our  battle  torch  is  lighted, 
We  consecrate  our  brave  and  best, 

Till  Ireland's  wrongs  are  righted. 
Till  men  shall  see  o'er  Ireland  free, 

The  green  flags  scintillation, 
And  floating  wide  o'er  land  and  tide, 

The  emblem  of  a  nation. 

Ciiours.     ;  '  ; 

Though  we  may  fail,  right  will  prevail, 

However  spurned  and  slightetl, 
Then  will  be  seen  onr  flag  of  green, 
-     And  Ireland's  wrongs  be  righted. 

We  raise  our  green  flag  in  the  west, 
Where  arms  are  strong  to  bear  it. 
By  hate  of  wrong  that  tires  each  breast, 
Our  native  land  shall  wear  it ; 

By  Blood  of  brBTe, 

Who  fell  to  save. 
And  to  make  this  land  united  ^ 

Who  prayed  to  see, 

Their  own  loud  free. 
And  Ireland's  wrongs  all  righteiL  Chortu. 

Our  hearts  grow  warm  at  Ireland's  name, 

We  love  her  for  her  beauty  ; 
We'll  have  nrt  cause  to  blush  for  shame. 
If  we  but  do  onf  duty. 

Has  Fontenoy, 

No  pulse  of  joy. 
Or  all  the  deeds  of  glory 

That  binds  ber  name. 

With  wreaths  of  fame,  ■      ■ "    ' 
The  bravest  land  in  story.  CboiOS, 

We  wait  the  great  tide  brave  and  strong,     . 

We  wait  the  bugle's  calliuf  -,■         ; 

The  gathering  of  the  armed  tliror^,  ' 

To  tyrants  so  appalling. 
We  seek  the  sword. 
We  wait  the  word, 


Our  battle  torch  is  lighted. 
Give  heart  and  hand,  ;  ;    ., 
For  native  Liuil, 

Till  Ireland's  wrongs  are  righted. 


Chorus. 


Watchman  tell  us  of  the  Night. 

Music  copyright  1880,  and  pub  by  G.  D.  liusscll. 

By  A.  F.  Cleveland. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

postpaid,  on  receipt  oc  price, 80 cents. 


Watchman  tell  ua  of  the  night. 

What  its  sign  of  promise  are. 
Traveller!  o'er  yon  mountains  height. 

See  tliat  glory  beaming  star, 

Sec  that  glory  )>eaining  star, 
Walchiuan,  does  its  beauteous  ray, 

Agent  of  joy  or  hope  fortell. 
Traveller,  yes,  it  brings  the  day, 

l'rumi«ed  day  uf  lerael. 

{Watchman  toll  us  of  the  night, 
Higher  yet  that  star  ascends. 

Traveller,  biessednegs  and  light. 
Pence  and  truth  its  cour«e  portends. 
Peace  and  truth  its  course  portends. 

Watchman  will  its  beams  alone. 

Gild  the  spot  tliat  gave  them  birth. 

Traveller,  ages  are  its  own  I 
See,  it  bursts  o'er  all  the  earth. 

Watchman,  tell  u*  of  the  night. 

For  the  morning  seems  to  dawn. 
Traveller,  darkness  takes  its  flight, 

I)oubt  and  terror  are  withdrawn. 
Watchman  let  thy  wand'rings  oease, 

Hie  thee  to  thy  qniet  home, 
Traveller,  lo  !  the  Prince  of  peace, 

Lo  I  the  Son  of  God  is  come. 


Keep  the  Horse  Shoe  Over  the  Door. 

Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  P.  Skelly. 

Music  Copyright.  1880,  and  pub,  by  8.  Bratnord's  Sons. 

The  Music  of  this  or   any  ot  hor  song.  Kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  bo  sent  by  us  to  nny  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  36  cents. 


We  journey  along  quite  content.^  through  life. 

And  try  to  live  peaceful  witli  all, 
We  keep  ourselves  free  from  all  trouble  and  strife, 

.^nd  we're  glad  when  our  friends  on  us  call. 
Our  home  it  is  happy  and  cheerful  and  bright. 

We're  content  and  we  a!>k  nothing  more, 
And  the  reason  we  prosper,  I'll  tell  to  you  now — 

Thers's  a  horsc-ahoe  Imng  over  our  door. 
CnoRCS. 

Keep  the  horse-shoe  hung  over  the  door. 
It  will  bring  you  good  luck  evermore. 

If  you  want  to  he  happy  and  free  from  all  care, 
Keep  the  horsA-shue  hung  over  the  door. 

The  horse-shoe  is  lucky,  that's  what  they  all  say. 

It  keeps  out  the  spirit  of  wrong, 
It  brings  in  the  fairies  at  night  and  at  day, 

As  a  guardian  'tis  simple  but  strong. 
When  you  come  home  at  night  it  will  keep  you 

from  fright. 

It  brings  to  you  blessings  galore  ; 
Where'er  you  may  dwell  you  will  always  do  well. 

When  the  horse-shoe  hangs  over  the  door.     Cho. 

If  you're  stnrtinc;  life  with  a  sweet  little  wife. 

And  want  to  lie  happy  and  gay. 
Just  get  an  old  horse-shoe  to  hang  on  the  wall 

And  keep  all  the  witches  away. 
Then  safely  youll  sail  o'er  life's  stormy  sea, 

And  land  on  ft  rose-covered  shore, 
Tho' strange  it  may  seem,  everywhere  you  will  see, 

The  old  horse-shoe  hung  over  the  door.  Cho. 

Oh!  What  a  Beauty..,:.; /- 
Words  by  Qua  wiuiams.  Music  by  J.  Reld. 

Music  copyright  l>*0,and  pub,  by  o.  D.  Newhall  &  Co, 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  K  ceiit& 


Jake  Dyer  lored  a  handaome  girl, 


Maria  was  her  name. 
And  took  hf r  once  to  see  New  York, 

The  country  was  so  lame, 
And  when  she  saw  the  Brooklyn  bridge 

Which  was  way  over  head  ; 
Sheope'd  her  eyee  with  great  aurprise, 

And  this  is  what  she  said. 

Chorus. 

Oh  I  what  a  beauty,  oh  !  what  a  beauty. 

This  is  what  Maria,  said  unto  Jake  l)yer. 
Oh  !  what  a  beauty,  oh  !  what  a  beauty  ; 
.    I  never  saw  the  like  before, 
Maria  she  did  say. 

He  took  her  then  to  Central  Park, 

The  different  things  to  see, 
The  lake  the  hull  the  statues. 

And  the  great  Me-na-ge-rie. 
And  when  she  saw  the  ^ar  stand  np. 

And  lean  u|)on  a  cone. 
She  grabbed  his  arm  in  great  alarm, 

And  to  him  did  exclaim.  '       Chorua. 

He  took  lier  then  to  Jerome  Park, 

To  see  the  races  there  ; 
The  grand  sUnd  it  was  filled  with  men 

And  women  oh  J  so  fair, 
^nd  when  she  saw  the  tally-ho-coach. 

It  nearly  turned  her  head  ; 
And  when  they  jumped  the  hurdle  gates, 

Why  this  IS  what  she  said.  Chorus. 

Now  Jake  felt  awful  when  he  found,      • 

That  his  girl  was  so  gaeen, 
And  started  ere  the  race  waj  over. 

For  to  caleh  a  train. 
The  people  saw  the  hay  seed  sticking 

In  Ma-ri-a's  head. 
They  laughed  and  stood  up  in  their  B«ats. 

And  this  is  what  they  said. 

Chorus. 

Oh  f  what  a  beauty,  oh  !  what  a  beauty. 

This  is  what  they  hollered  in  a  voice  so  solid, 

Oh  I  what  a  beauty,  oh  !  what  a  beauty, 
I  never  saw  the  like  before. 

The  people  they  did  say.  ' 


Dat  Gay  Old  Nigger  BaU. 

Sung  by  Joseph  P.  Skelly.  j.,        . 

Music  pub,  &  Copyright  18T5,  by  E.  n.  Harding. 

The  music  of  this  song  can  bo  obtained  at  Mrs  Pauline 

Lleder's  Music  Wore,  No,  60  Chatham  8t    NY     Or 

wlU  be  sent  by  mall,  post  paid,   on  receipt  of 

price,  89  centa.  In  postage etamjjs. 


I  went  to  de  ball  wid  Angeline, 

She  wore  a  dress  of  gingham  erreen  ; 
We  danced  till  de  morning  light  was  seen, 

Way  down  in  llyers  Hall. 
Dere  waa  Susie  Sims  and  George  and  Pete. 

And  all  de  boys  from  Wooster  street. 
And  Mana  Jane  she  looked  so  sweet, 

At  de  gay  old  Nigger  ball. 

Chorus. 
O  golly  !  what  a  high  old  time  f 
Ann  such  a  noise  wid  all  deboys. 


O  golly  !  what  a  high  old  time, 
Ai  de  gay  old  Nigger  ball! 


r 


We  heard  de  music  gay  and  sweet. 

It  put  de  shivers  in  our  feet. 

We  laughed  and  we  jumped  in  joy  eomplets^ 

Till  on  de  floor  wed  fall. 
Dere  was  "  Poppy  Horace  "  wid  his  "Ismb,* 
De  people  wonders  who  she  am  ; 
She  looked  juat  like  a  big  smoked  ham, 

Al  de  gay  old  Kigger  baU.  Chorus. 

De  belle  of  de  ball  waa  Aneeline, 
And  I.  of  course,  was  "  bellgerine,**  ' 
But  she  was  so  fat  and  I  s<>  lean. 

We  could  not  dance  at  all, 
When  de  morning  came  we  all  was  tighf^' 
And  some  got  siok,  and  some  did  flght-* 
O  my  !  it  waa  a  rieli  old  sight, 

At  d«  gay  old  Nigger  ball.  Chom. 


ifatetti 
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Come  and  Join  Me- 

Wrlitea  for  Jliniulo  Young,  by  JoUa  J,  McQoiUgle, 
Air:    Gabriel's  Bom: 


I 


1  (tre  I  am  a  poor  ol«  nig 

Ooiiie  to  try  an  anuitie  yon, 
1  tl  |>iek  upon  dtf  banjo,  aixl  rattle  de  bonea, 

And  make  dese  yere  ole  elioes  go.         ... 
Oil !  I  waa  liappy  as  de  day  was  long, 

Down  on  de  ole  planlaiion. 
We'd  sing  and  dance  when  de  work  wae  done, 

L>e  liappiesl  iu  uU  crealioa.  •■ - 

CHonrs. 
Come  and  join  nie  in  llie  chorus,  come  and  join  me, 
And  don't  forget  lo  treat  dis  ole  man  kindly. 

"  (llepeat.) 

You  wliite  folks  couldn't  lat  us  be, 

When  we  were  happy. 
Oh!  no.  from  bondage  you  set  me  free. 

An' howmucli  l>etler  are  we, 
Wife  and  Children  dey  am  gone. 

An'  I  dunno  where  to,  ,  .     ■ 

Soon  my  life's  work  will  be  done. 
And  Jordan's  land  111  go  ihro". 
Chorus. 
Oh  I  yes,  come  join  with  me,  oh !  yes  come 

join  with  me. 
Oh  !  yes,  come  join  me  in  de  chorus.         (Repeat.) 
^  i«i  ^ 
Go  Blow  De  Horn. 
:       ''  Bung  hy  Flora  Moore. 

I  went  down  de  river  to  cross  over  Jordan,        : 

Gwine  to  meet  you. 
The  river  was  too  deep  and  I  couldn't  ford  'em, 

I'm  gwine  lionie. 
Got  me  a  lot  of  limber  and  I'll  build  a  boat  v 

Gwine  to  meet  you.  ■    : 

And  over  to  Jordan  I  will  float,  T.    '  .; 

I'm  gwine  home.  ■  :     \  x- ;        .  -    ,. 

Chorus. 
Gabriel,  go  blow  de  horn !  (JabrJel  go  blow  de  hornf 
Gabriel,  go  blow  de  hoin!  Im  gwine  home. 

■Went  to  a  Nigger  ball  last  night,  I 

Gwine  to  meet  you  d«r, 
Saw  two  wenclies  have  afight, 

I'm  gwine  home.  _       ;..:'■, 

One  wench  kicked  the  other  in  de  ehin, 

Gwine  lo  meet  you. 
Go  way.  gal,  don't  you  do  that  again  I 

I'm  gwine  home. 

4-11-44— Gwine  to  meet  dar! 

If  de  numbers  come  111  work  no  more, 

I'm  gwine  home. 
8-11-33— Gwine  to  meet  you  dar. 
Go  way.  Nigger,  let  me  be, 

I'm  gwiue  home. 

-      ■  ^  iBi  —  ■ 

In  the  Sweet  Summer-Land. 

Worda  ana  Music  by  Martin  S.  Blacklock. 

Music  pub,  &  Copyright  1880,  by  E.  II.  Harding. 

Ttoe  Music  of  this  or    any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  or  price,  10  cents. 

From  the  pine  wooda  came  never  a  murmur, 

The  moon  shone  in  splendor  above. 
By  the  marge  of  a  stream  as  I  wandered, 

I  whisjjered  sweet  words  to  my  love. 
Chorus, 
By  the  marge  of  a  stream  as  we  wandered, 
I  whispered  sweet  words  lo  my  love. 

Never  dreamt  we  that  life  was  so  fleeting, : 
That  Love's  rosy  wreath  could  decay. 

As  together  our  full  hearts  were  beating, 

Denealh  balmy  clusters  of  May.  Chorus. 

Now  'tis  winter,  the  streamlet  is  frozen. 

All  hushed  is  its  musical  flow, 
And  my  blue-eyed,  my  beautiful  Mary 

Lies  sleeping  beneath  the  pure  snow.     Chorus. 

Though  this  eold  world  can  charm  me  do  longer, 

I've  visions  of  rapture  in  store. 
Id  the  sweet  suromer-laod  I  shall  meet  thee. 

My  true-hearted  Mary,  once  more.         Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


Phoebe  Walker- 

Written  and  sung  by  the  American  Four. 

"We  just  arrived  in  town  to-day,       .       . 

In  a  brim  new  yellow  cart; 
We  met  two  wencii-s  on  tlie  street,    . 

They  had  like  to  break  our  heart"  ;      ^ 

The  mule  kicked  high  as  they  went  by,         ■ 

The  wagon  to  ovcrtiirow  ; 
But  the  wenches  laughed,  we  raised  our  bats, 

.^ud  made  the  mule  go  slow. 
,' :  ; ■,^.:' *■  ;■■  '■'  ■•'        Chorus.         ,    _     ■:'•■'■' 

Ob  Phcebe  "Walker  and  Chloe,       :   ■       :    ,      / 

You  l>el  you  are  the  girls  ;       j   ,  :  '   , 

Skin  as  black  ns  charcoal,  .  ,!"  :• 

Teeth  as  white  as  pearls.  "    '  . 

Gwiue  to  ask  your  hand  in  marriage, 

Hope  you  won't  say  no  ; 
And  We'll  see  old  Parson  .Sinikins, 

Aad  to  .Abraham's  church  we'll  go.         Dance. 

When  we  are  joined  in  holy  bonds. 

And  the  preacher  makes  us  one  ;  ■:   , 

We'll  give  you  a  wedding  reception, 

Won't  all  tlie  weuclies  have  fun. 
The  c<jlored  nigs  we'll  make  them  sing. 

You  bet  they  won't  be  afraid 
To  tackle  supper  when  they  see 

The  sponge  cake  and  lemonade.  Chorus. 


Barnum's  Caliope- 

Worda  and  Music  by  A.  W.  Fllson. 


One  day  Barnum's  show  arrived  in  town. 

And  1  took  my  Sally  Ann  to  see  the  sights. 
There  was  animals  aud  birds  from  foreign  climes. 

And  acrobatic  tumblers  dressed  in  lights; 
Oh  !  she  seemed  to  enjoy  it  with  delight. 

She  laughed  when  the  clown  would  tell  a  joke. 
But  the  one  she  admired  the  most  of  all — was 

The  man  who  played  Barnum's  Caliope. 

^■.,'S::':'-'.\,  CuoRus.       ''■''\.-' ':'''.'}  ■'■■': 

Now,  my  friends,  I  know  you'll  sympathize  with  me, 
For  I've  had  a  sad  misfortune  you'll  ngree; 
Next  mouth  we  both  would  wed  if  from  me  s!ie 

had  not  fled — 
Now  my  Sally  ,^nn  I  never  more  shall  see. 

I  remember  the  day  when  first  I  met 

This  female  who  had  torn  from  me  my  heart. 
And  when  I  asked  her  if  she'd  share  my  lot, 

She  vowed  from  me  she  would  never  part. 
Oh  !   1  told  her  of  the  presents  she  should  have, 

For  in  fact  she  was  my  only  hope, 
But  she  left  me  one  lovely  summer's  day — for 

The  man  who  played  Barnum's  Caliope.      Cbo. 

Now  all  young  men  take  my  advice, 

.4nd  never  take  your  girl  to  see  the  show, 
Or  perhaps  with  some  chap  she'll  run  away 

And  leave  you  in  misery  and  woe. 
But  if  I  ever  meet  the  villain  in  my  path, 

I'll  go  for  him  and  seize  him  by  the  throat. 
For  stealing  the  on2  I  dearly  loved — and 

Taking  her  with  Barnum's  Caliope.        Chorus. 


PettingiU's  Request. 
By  Joe  Pettlnglll,  dedicated  to  Jac.  Aberle. 

Mamma,  stab  me  with  a  peanut. 

Get  three  good  numbers  to  play — 12,  9,  and  7. 
Buy  a  wig  and  a  pair  of  whiskers. 

I  must  get  two  encores  on  my  jig  in  Heaven. 
I'll  learn  the  angels  to  throw  flip-flaps, 

I'll  dress  them  in  whiskers  and  overalls, 
I'll  pnint  their  cheeks  with  lemon  gum-drops, 

I'll  break  them  up  doing  funny  falls. 

Tell  my  sister  to  marry  the  butcher. 

And  stop  chewing  tobaceo  and  eating  gum, 
And  if  papa  don't  stop  sampling  beer  kegs, 

Ue'll'surely  be  a  first-class  bum. 
Give  my  sealskin  pants  to  baby, 

I've  got  the  fever  and  chills,         ^\-:,V '■•:'.■ 
Put  a  pool  table  in  my  coflSn, 

A  box  of  cigars  and  some  limber  pills. 


The  Lively  Men  From  Mullingar. 

By  J.  M.  \vuuams.       i>uug  by  Uio  Aiucricau  Four. 

Oh  !  if  you  will  east  your  eyes  upon  us, 

You  can  tell  by  our  style  who  we  are, 
We  came  acroso  tlu  ocean  fn>m  old  Ireland, 

We're  the  two  lively  men  from  MuUingar. 
■;•  When  first  we  arrived  in  New  York, 

'1  hey  told  us  for  lo  pull  down  our  vests. 
But  we  soon  got  a  fine  situation. 

We  are  the  editors  of  the  Chinese  Gazette. 

CllORfS. 

Oh  !  watch  this  break.  (I'ym.)  it  takes  the  cake,  (sym. 

We  wonder  whether  Stewart's  Innly  will  be  found. 
Or  if  a  Conundrum  will  give  you  the  colic. 

Or  will  General  Grant  ever  wear  a  crown. 

We  wonder  whether  Owney  Geoghegan 

haa  a  lioenM 

To  sell  ci"Ooked  whixkey  in  a  can. 
And  whelhrra  Hebrew  clothes  dialer. 

Can  t)eleader  of  an  Irish  l>and. 
But,  kind  fiiends  we  must  now  leave  you,  ■*! 

We  can  no  longer  stay,  • 

We  got  to  appear  at  the  'V'arietieB, 

lo  do  our  act  with  a  bale  of  hay.         Chorus. 
— ^«»>  ^ 

It's  Eeally  My  IJncle.  now  Make  no  Mistake." 
Ded  to  Alt,  McDowell,  by  A.  W,  Fllton. 

I  am  an  unfortunate  man  and  my  troubles  I'll  you. 

About  the  girl  I  married  whom  I  thought  was  (ra«| 
But  the  way  she  deceived  me  wan  dreadfully  awful, 

And  the  scheuie  that  she  practiced  I'll  now 

■bow  to  vou. 
Last  Wednesday  night,  when  I  went  to  my  dw.-lliiig.« 

1  had  been  lothe  club  and  got  homeraiher  late — 
.^8  I  entered  the  dour  a  young  man  stood  l>efore  me; 

My  wife  to  explain,  says    "  allow  me  to  state." 

Cnonrs. 
"  Now,  my  dear,  don't  get  huffy  ;  it't  only  my  unele } 

l^on't  let  this  Bmall  matter  keep  you  awiike  ; 
Don't  work  yourself  up  to  a  pitcli  of  excitement, 

Fur  it's  really  my  uncle,  now  make  no  mistake.". 

She  says  that  her  uncle  has  a  very  large  fortune. 

And  that  when  he  dies  ^lle'll  inherit  her  share; 
But  his  l)eing  at  my  house  ihat  time  in  the  morfjing   ' 

Don't  look  light  to  me,  now,  it  d-jn't.  I  declare. 
Now,  when  her  dear  uncle  mid,  "I  must  l>e  going," 

He  kissed  her  three  times  ere  he  w>  nt  on  his  way  ; 
Ijum|>e<l  to  the  door  delermined  to  kill   him, 

But  my  wife  soothed  my  passion,  as  to  me  she  did  say, 

Chorus. 

All  the  next  day  I  felt  very  uneasy, 

I  did  nothing  at  all  but  sit  down  and  I  moped  ; 
But  when  I  got  home  1  had  gotnl  cause  for  action. 

For  my  wife  and  her  uncle  they  lH)th  bad  eloped. 
I  rushed  to  my  room,  I  wa«  p«'rfeclly  frantic. 
To  see  if  some  trace  of  her  I  couldn't  find  ; 
But  instead  of  that  I  there  found  a  letter. 

And  in  it  were  written  the  following  linea.      Cho, 

M    'Ml    ^ 

The  Influential  Men. 

By  G.  H.  Edwards. 

Oh,  here  you  see  before  you  now. 

Two  influential  men, 
We  both  work  in  the  City  Hall 

Catching  bags  of  wind. 
We  both  are  of  one  family. 

And  we  landed  here  last  spring. 
And  the  politicians  they  do  fear 

The  influential  men. 

ClIORUU. 

And  as  we  walk  along  the  street. 

The  people  do  begin, 
They  say  there  goes  the  O'Donovana, 

They  are  influential  men. 

Every  morninsr  at  ten  o'clock. 

Sure  we  go  down  to  work. 
And  I  he  blackguards  on  the  comer  say. 

Will  you  ii»B  the  dizzy  turks. 
They  sav  look  at  the  walking  tanks  * 

1  bey  are  full  of  dead  honee  gin,  ^ 

But  they  cannot  get  a  sinecure 


Like  the  influential  men. 


Cbonw« 


m 
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From  Ireland. 

Written  and  sung  by  F.ora  Moore. 


Oh  I  here  I  am  before  you  oo IT, 

I  landed  just  twu  week«ai;o. 
At  Castle  Ciarden  tlit-re  beyaot. 

From  old  I)unmgal. 
And  your  pardon  n>jw  I'm  asking 

For  l)i<3  liberty  I  111  taking,. 
Sure  I  lueaut  no  liai'ii  at  ull, 

But  1  just  tboiigbt  I'd  call. 
CuoKua. 

For  I'm  Irom  Ireland,  old  Ireland, 

From  Ireland  I'm  just  over, 
jinii  sure  I  meant  no   harm  at  all, 

liut  I  just  tlioiight  1  d  make  a  call, 
To  tell  you  all  liow  I  mot  on, 

Siuce  over  here  I  landed. 

Oh  I  I  came  over  for  a  year, 

To  try  and  make  my  torlune  hera^ 
Then  back  to  Ireland  I  will  go, 

'1  lie  best  place  of  till  ni  all 
.4nd  the  only  favor  I  will  seek. 

Is  that  in  your  memory  you  will  keep 
A  kind  remembrance  of  the  girl 

That  came  from  Donnegal.  Chorus. 


^♦t- 


High  Bom  Liver  Daniel. 

Bung  by  Flora  Moore. 

Satan  tempted  Eve, 
Eve  tempted  man. 
Hadn't  been  for  de  mercy  of  the  Lord, 

We'd  all  been  cursed  in  the  laud. 
Nigger  man  he  picks  oollon, 
Little  bees  Hip  the  lioiu-y. 
Colored  man  he  work  all  Uay  long. 
And  while  man  gets  the  money. 

Chobuh. 
Case  he's  a  high  born  liver  Daniel, 

Daniel,  Daniel, 
lie's  a  high  born  liver  Daniel, 
I'm  going  to  the  promised  land.    ' 

Talk  about  good  eating. 

Your  oysttrs  and  your  clams. 
If  you  want  S'liiiething  goo<t  for  to  eat, 

just  gel  hold  of  a  swtet  ham. 
Talk  about  good  buck»lieal  cakes. 

If  you  want  lh<  III  good  and  done. 
Just  slap  'em  on  to  a  nigger  man's  heel, 

And  hold  'cm  up  to  the  sun.  >    Chorus. 

Adam's  Awake- 
sung  by  Pettlt  and  White,  In  the  Interior  of  Cuba. 

If  I  had  de  wings  of  tic  Jypsum  Jews, 

Adam's  awake  in  me   to-tlny — 
I'd  use  ihat  language   llmi  llie  angels  use, 

Adam  s  awake  in  iiie  lo->lay  — 
Den  I'd  frow  b)   my  biaUr,  for  she  didn't 

use  me  right, 

Adam's  awake  in  me  to-day — 
Come  down  lo  my  lo-morrow  night, 

Adani'a  awake  in  me  to-day. 

'■'■'■.....■'"■'■     Chobus. 
Adam's  awake  in  me,  Adam's  awake  in  me, 

Adam's  awake  in  me  to-day — 
Adam's  awake  in  me,  .^diim  s  awake  in  me, 

Adam's  awake  in  me  to-day. 

I'll  argne  wid  de  fader,  I'll  chatter  wid  de  aon, 

.Adam's  awake  in  me  to-day. 
I'll  tell  yon  'bout  do  world  dat  I  come  from, 

Adam's  owake  in  me  to-day. 
Den  turn  dern  hoe  cakes  round  and  round, 

Adam's  awake  in   nie  to-day- 
Make  dat  Ooff-e  g  o.l  and  snmg, 

Adara'n  anak';  in  mc  to-day.  Chorus. 

It's  Easy  Enoui^h  When  You  Learn  How. 

W  ritten  and  sung  by  Ben  Dodge. 

Did  you  ever  consider  some  lime  when  you've  tried 
To  MOompHih  oome  purpooe  or  aim. 


With  wliicli  unfamiliar  you  happen  to  be, 

Thai  ii  ofl  pMvet  n  ditlicull  game  ; 
liut  it's  useless  to  grumbltj  or  ^rowl  at  your  lot, 

(.)r  let  ill-temper  riilfle  your  brow. 
Keep  on  with  good  courage,  you'll  surely  auooeed — 

It's  easy  enough  when  you  learn  how. 

Chorus. 
If  you  cannot  accomplish  the  object  in  view. 

There's  no  use  in  raising  a  row. 
Though  at  first  unsuooessful,  \ou  surely  will  find. 

It's  easy  enough  when  you  Kani  how. 


4 


If  with  some  charming  young  girl  you  ari 

deeply  in  love, 
.4nd  her  hand  yon  arc  tryincT  to  win, 
on  are  anxious  your  feelid^js  for  her  to  disclo.se, 
Uutyou  scarcely  know  how  to  begin  ; 

You  slummer  and  mumble,  grow  red  in  the  face, 
While  your  love  you  nre  trying  to  vow, 

Till  at  lust  il  slips  out  and  the  queKlion  you  pop- 
It's  easy  enough  wlitn  you  learn  how.      Chorus. 

Now  although  we've  been  marrit  d  for  several  years, 

My  wife  discontented  has  grown, 
To  think  while  our  neighbors  with  children  are  blest, 

We  have  none  we  can  cl«iia  for  our  own  ; 
I  should  feel  very  sad  if  I  th"Ught  throughout  life, 

Il  would  alwa\  s  be  as  it  is  now. 
But  perhaps  in  the  future  it  may  come  out  all  right, 

It's  easy  enough  when  you  learn  haw.       Chorus. 

^  >•>  ^ 

Close  Dem  Windows- 
Words  uud  Music  by  James  Bland. 

^ung  by  Klora  Moore. 

Music  pub,  and  Copyrtght  1879,  by  Whlto,  Smlih  &  Co. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  oUiersong,  kept  constantly 

on  hand  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  puUl,  on  receipt  ol  price,  40  cents. 


De  colored  ball  takes  place  to-night. 

Close  dem  windows, 
Ant]  all  de  giils  we  will  invite, 

W  e'U  have  n  happy  time  on  de  inside. 
And  tial  will  do  de  llilau'  fling, 

Close  dem  windows, 
And  Pomp  will  cut  de  pigeon  wing. 

We'll  have  a  happy  time  on  de  inside. 
CuoRUS, 

Children,  close  dem  windows. 

Children,  olofe  dem  windows. 
Children,  close  deni  windows, 

We'll  have  a  happy  lime  on  de  inside. 

De  gal.s  will  walk  for  do  hoe-cake. 

Close  dem  windows. 
And  elap-JHcks  we  will  surely  bake. 

We'll  have  a  happy  time  on  de  inside. 
Dar's  ole  I'eie  Suow  will  be  dar  too, 

Close  dem  windows, 
lle'suwiiie  lo  wear  his  gospel  shoes. 

We'll  have  a  happy  time  on  de  inside.     Chorus. 

Uht  we  will  dance  and  we  will  sing, 

Clo*e  d-m   windows. 
And  we  will  make  dat  fiddle  ring. 

We'll  have  a  happy  time  on  de  inside. 
Juki  wait  ami  see  ole  Hester  Moore, 

Close  dem  windows, 
A  dancing  on  dat  kitchen  floor, 

We'll  have  o  happy  time  on  de  inside.     Chorus. 
^  i»i  ^ 

Only  a  Coin. 

By  Bobby  Newcomb. 

—  -  —  • 

Broke,  by  Jingo  !  No !  here's  a  dime. 
Well,  that's  lucky.     What's  the  date  ? 

Eighteen  forty-nine  ; 
That  sets  me  thinking,  see  how  the  coin's  worn, 
It  came  from  the  mint  the  same  year  I  was  born, 
'TwRB  started  in  life,  like  me,  in  May, 
Aud  has  ju)jt  reached  my  band,  I'm  thirty  to-day  ! 

Tliia  coin  inoKt  likely  a  murder  has  caused, 
XiuX  with  it  :i  child  in  the  tor  shop  has  paused  ; 
A  fiimilv'>.  ■'    rvntioii  it  might  have  alieved. 
And  ore  ■  i:v  !  iha  a  gambler  has  grieved. 
Has  bought  for  the  snieide  a  potion  of  death. 


Been  blessed  by  a  miser  with  his  last  earthly  breath, 
Aud  now  it's  reached  ue,  and  I  wanted  it  bad, 
Only  a  coin,  and  the  last  one  I  had. 

Only  a  coin  !  but  what  potent  power,  ■  I  - 

It  buys  men's  soul  aud  empires  will  lower. 

The  babe  in  the  cradle  at  the  metal  will  clutch 

In  death  it  is  nothing,  iu  life,  oh,  how  much  I 

"Well  man,  what's  the  matter  ?  not  eaten  to-day? 

Here,  take  this  money,  go  rejoicing  away  ; 

Ko  then,  reflection  comes  quick  to  an  end, 

The  coin  at  last  proved  to  be  an  enemy  and  fcieadi 

Five  Pound  Pig. 

Respectfully  dedicated  to  James  D.  Roome. 

•MmsIc  by  O.  F.  Moore-  Words  by  J.  W,  'Wlilte. 

Sung  by  Pettlt  and  White. 

I  went  up  to  Jackson's  house,  he  met  ma  at  the  door. 
Says  ho  now  look  here  Mister  Mann,  you 

needn't  come  here  no  more, 
oays  I,  now  Mister  Jackson,  I  don't  care  a  fig, 
I've  just  come  down  to  try  and  sell,  a  little 

five  pound  pig. 
CnoRus. 

Pass  the  bottle  all  around, 
Fass  the  bottle  all  around. 
Pass  the  bottle  all  around, 
For  the  pig  only  weighed  five  ponndsL 
I  don't  think  there's  any  body  hurt,    ; 
I  don't  think  there's  anybody  cut,        I 
I  dou't  thiuk  there's  anybody  hurt. 
For  the  pig  only  weighed  five  pounds. 

I  sell  my  meat  the  whole  day  long,  and  when 

at  night  I'm  done, 
I  dress  myself  all  in  my  best,  and  then  go  out  for  fun. 
The  white  folks  shake  their  deads  at  me,  aud 

say  I'm  mighty  big. 
But  I  tell  them  that  it  came  from  that  • 

little  five  pound  pig. 
,    Pass  the  bottle,  Ac 

■^  i>i 


I  Married  Siddy  McCarthy. 
By  Ned  Talbot,  tor  J.  B,  Murphy,  ot  Murpliy  ana  Hack. 

I  went  down  to  Goerck  street,  i 

To  a  nice  little  surprise  party,  '         A 

And  the  charmer  that  I  met  there  was 

The  darling,  Biddy  McCarthy. 
Now  Biddy  was  the  finest  girl, 

Aud  the  amusement  of  the  party, 
SuvH  I,  I'm  surely  dead  iu  love 

With  the  darling,  Biddy  McCarthy. 
CuoRus. 
"With  me  fra-la-lee,  now  don't  you  see, 
I'm  gone  on  Biddy  McCarthy.  (Eepeat,) 

We  danced  the  polka  "  mnzourka," 

Likewise  the  dizzy  lanciers, 
And  as  we  moved  around  the  floor, 

We  were  two  darling  dancers. 
Says  Biddy,  sure  I  feel  afraid 

That  I'll  have  to  shake  the  party, 
I  says,  wait  awhile  until  I  smile, 

AJad  I'll  go  home  with  you  Biddy  McCarthy. 
With  me  tra-lanlM,  Ac 

As  I  went  home  to  Biddy's  house, 

A  laughing,  talking,  chatting, 
I  met  her  father  at  the  door 

All  out  of  breath,  and  panting.  i, 

Says  he,  now  Biddy  where  did  yon  get  this; 

Did  you  get  him  at  the  party. 
Oh  !  yes,  your  honor,  was  the  reply 

From  the  darling  Biddy  McCarthy.      I 

With  me  tra-Ia-Iee,  4c. 

I  am  happy  now,  I  have  a  cow. 

Likewise  a  pig  and  daughter, 
I  live  in  a  cot  in  a  shady  spot 

Away  across  the  water. 
My  mother-in-law  she  calls  on  me, 

She  is  a  roaring  tartar,  , 

Her  husband  as  well  i«  like  a  bull. 

But  I  love  Biddy  McCarthy. 

^<nttsm«tm.tojM,A«. 


-4i~;- 
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The  Italian  Oirl :  or.  the  Brigand's  Daughter. 

W  rtttea  composed  and  Bung  by  Alt  Shaw, 

Music  pub,  and  Copyright  1880,  by  White,  Smlih  ft  Co. 

TUe  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addreaa, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  o£  price,  40  cents. 

There's  a  pr«lty  little  maiden,  >  *  ' 

That  I  ever  shall  adore, 
In  Italy  that  bright  and  sunny  land  ; 

My  life  would  be  a  pleasure, 
I  would  wish  for  nothing  more. 

If  she  would  only  share  my  heart  and  hand ; 
Her  father  is  a  brigand 

On  a  lonely  mountain  pass, 
And  with  him  on  the  mountain  ihe  does  dwell; 

There  is  no  tilled  lady 
In  all  Europe  can  surpae* 

That  dear  Italian  girl  I  love  so  well.     , 
Chorus. 

Though  her  father  is  a  brigand  on  the  mountain. 

She's  as  gentle  as  tlie  daughter  of  anEarle  ; 

^nd  althougli  she  set  me  free. 

My  heart  will  ever  be 

A  captive  to  that  dear  Italian  girl. 

While  roaming  lovely  valleys, 

'Keath  the  blue  and  sunny  skies, 
A  band  of  eturdy  brigands  bold  and  strong, 

])id  capture  me,  and  helpless, 
Wiih  -  bandage  oer  my  eyes, 

A  victim,  I  was  quickly  led  along,  ^ 

Five  thousand  pounds  as  ransom,  ' 

They  demanded  I  should  pay. 
But  that  I  was  not  rich  enough  to  give, 

ilnd  only  for  the  pleadings 
Of  that  little  mountain  maid. 

They  would  not  have  permitted  me  to  live. 

Chorus. 

They  put  me  in  a  dungeon 

Where  I  thought  that  I  should  die, 
And  whila  the  brigand  chief  with  all  his  band, 

Were  plundering  jwor  travellers. 
This  lovely  girl  came  nigh, 

In  gloomy  night  and  by  my  side  did  stand  ; 
She  tore  my  bauds  asunder. 

Bade  me  rise  and  quickly  fly. 
And  from  her  father's  coffers  gave  me  gold. 

And  while  the  tears  of  love  and  pity, 
Glistened  in  her  eye, 

The  secreU  of  our  bearU  were  plainly  told. 
j.        .  ■■■■■■■■■'.,■■ ''vy/"'       Chorus. 

I  bid  her  then  to  fly  with  me. 

And  be  my  darling  bride,  .  - 

Although  her  love  for  me  was  plainly  shown, 

ller  duty  she  declared. 
Was  by  her  outlawed  father's  side. 

^nd  so  to  America  I  returned  alone,        ;     / 
But  1  cannot  live  forever 

In  this  free  and  happy  land, "  , 

To  Italy  I'm  going  to  return,         .    ;  ! 

To  seek  with  love,  and  try  to  win. 
If  only  for  awhile. 

That  girl  for  whom  my  heart  will  ever  yearn 

Chorus. 


The  Christening  of  the  Child- 

By  P.  F.  DuO,  Jr.        Air  :   Kaffle  forthe  stove. 
Bespectlully  inscribed  to  my  mend,  Charlie  Lewis. 

Cosgrove's  babe  was  christened. 

Upon  last  Sunday  night—  -^   i  ■  ^ 

I  was  master  of  the  cer  monies, 

Aad  of  course  1  got  quite  tight;  . 
I  waltied  around  With  the  ladies, 

Withwhiskey  1  wentwild, 
When  barney  O'Gig  siruck  up  ajig, 

J.t  the  christening  of  the  child. 

ClIORCS. 

Form  your  dances.  ;  > 

The  round  and  the  square; 
Take  for  your  partnrr 

That  gill  with  the  banged-up  hair, 
C.ime  skip  the  light  fantasiic, 

And  don't  ye  l-r  t'>o  mild; 
For  didn't  ye  oume  t  »  nave  st.ine  fun 

At  the  ohristeuiug  of  the  child  ? 


The  parlor  floor  was  covered 

With  a  coating  of  goose-grease,-   ,■  ;,  -;■   ..->-■ 
To  let  the  dancers  glide  ■'}-,-'-^'  r    '^ 

Over  it  with  ease.  '  '  '  1-:    ;        '  r    ■:; 

The  piano  in  the  corner,    ' 

To  keep  it  from  being  "spiled,"  />  . 

It  was  here  and  there  and  everywhere. 

At  the  christening  of  the  child.  Chorus. 

McCarthy'with  a  gander. 

Came  bouncing  through  the  door, 
His  feet  they  slipped  beneath  him. 

And  he  fell  down  through  the  floor.] 
His  wife,  she  nearly  fainted. 

All  the  women  went  wild, 
Sure  they  stole  the  stove  oflF  old  Cosgrove, 

Ai  the  Christening  of  the  child.  Chorus. 


The  Golden  Chariot. 

Popular  Negro  Song.  Ded.,  to  Chas  O.  White.   Detroit. 

Words  and  Music  by  Ked  Straight, 
copyright  1880,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Ueder, 
All  rights  reserved. 
The  Music  or  this  song  is  published  In  elegant  Utho- 
grapbed  title  page  by  Mrs.  PauUne  Lleder,  60  Chat- 
ham Street,  wui  be  sent  to  any  adoreys,  post 
paid,  on  receipt  ol  price,  40  cents. 


Oh!  children  don't  you  want  to  ride,  :  " 

In  dat  golden  chariot, 
De  good  folks  silting  side  by  side,        '"'.}.■. 

In  dat  golden  chariot. 
For  now's  de  liuie  your  'counts  to  square, 

In  de  golden  chariot. 
I  hope  you'ee  all  gwine  to  be  dar, 

lu  de  goldeu  chariot. 

CuORCS.  ' 

Den  husile  up  honey's  wid  your  tickets, 

Kase  I  tell  you  if  vou  miss  de  tr-iin,  . 
Dat  you'll  all  be  dead  and  buried, 

'Fore  de  chariot  will  make  a  trip  again. 


Dar's  many  vacant  seats  I  see. 

In  dat  golden  chariot; 
Dar's  plenty  room  for  you  and  me. 

In  dat  golden  chariot. 
You  soon  will  hear  dat  trumpet  call. 

In  de  golden  chariot ; 
I'se  got  free  passes  honey's  for  all, 

In  dat  golden  chariot. 


'  *•-■-• 


Chorus. 


The  Bosebud  in  Your  Hair. 

:   ,  ;     Words  and  Music  by  Joseph  P.  Skelly.    :   ;    ., 
Copyright  1880  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 
All  rights  reserved. 

The  music  of  this  song  is  published  In  elegant  litho- 
graphed title  page,  by  Mrs,  Pauline  Lleder  6o  Chat- 
ham Street,  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post 
paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents, 

I  never  can  forget  that  night,  .  ' !  , 

With  all  its  memorys  sweet,  ,.  ^  . 

When  we,  my  pretty  sparkling  pearl. 

So  joyously  did  meet ;  i^;  .  <: 

Your  eyes  with  love  were  radiant,  ■;  ■_     " , 

Your  face  was  fresh  and  fair. 
And  yet  still  more  did  I  admire    -  i .     r  .;  .f  i.  ' ; 

The  rosebud  in  your  hair ; 
And  yet  still  more  did  I  admire  "     v: 

The  rosebud  in  your  hair.       .  *    .-     '     ' 

■■  }.  ChOKCS.  .;-,:'■. 

■'     :  V    The  rosebud  in  your  hair,         •  ,  ", V 
The  rosebud  in  your  hair ; 
\'.;    You'll  wear  upon  our  wedding-day  ;    , 

A  rosebud  in  your  hair. 

'      'Twas  simple,  and  as  beautiful. 

As  ever  I  have  seen,  •/;/•-.. 

With  little  buds  of  myrtle       •      <v    \   ^ 
And  a  spray  of  evergreen.   ■  : ;    ■  ;- 

>    When  fate  ii  kind  and  gives  to  ma 

That  little  faci-  so  fair.  ■*: 

How  fondly  We'll  rei'ii  iiilit-r.  lore,- •-■•'; '    .'-;■' 
■|  he  ro«ebiid  in  your  hhir. 
' ,  ■  How  fondly  we'll  remember,  love. 

The  rosebud  in  your  hair.  Chorus. 


If  They  Steal  the  Clpthing  From  my  6tot«. 

Air ;  Ke ver  take  the  horse-shoe  irom  the  door 
By  Toniinj' Tucker,  Xor  Frank  jjush. 

Good  evening,  friends,  my  name  is  Morris  Coheu. 
My  brother  Abraham  ketps  a  hook  • 
The  store  and  business  they  are  all  my  own. 
But  the  loalciB  they  do  try  to  stetU  axy  stock. 
CuoRca. 

Now  I  give  them  comer  loafers  all  fair  waming. 
Never  shall  I  tell  them  aay  mor«, 
I'll  have  them  ou  the  Island  in  the  morning, 
If  they  sleal  the  dothing  Irom  my  store. 

Where'er  I  go,  Fm  sure  to  be  insnlted, 
Ihe  loafers  holler  at  me,  Fiuatore  ; 
Sometimes  when  I'm  iu  bed,  they  yell  oat,  fin  ! 
bo  they  can  steal  the  clothing  from  my  store. 

Chonu. 

"With  Caplaiu  Williams  I  am  pretty  solid. 
And  if  he  catches  them  young  ruwdios  unoe, 
He'll  quickly  luu  them  iu,  aud  then  the  judge  will, 
Give  them  ruffiaus  every  one  tix  mouths.    Chorus. 


-^♦^ 


Where  Pretty  Violets  Grow. 

SONQ  AND  DlKCK. 

Words  by  Geo.  Cooper.      Muslcby  Chas  T.French.  " 

Copyright  lbT«.  by  Chas  T.  French. 

The  Music  of  tills  or  any  otbrr  song,  kept  ronsUntlV 

onliund,  and  will  w  seiu  by  us  l«anj  address. 

post  paid,  ou  receipt  of  pilce  4U  cents. 


'Twas  iu  the  golden  summer  days. 

We  met  beside  the  brook  ; 
The  birds  were  singing  happy  laya 

Iu  every  shady  nook. 
But  sweeter  fur  than  songs  of  birds, 

The  gentle  voice  that  fell 
Aud  what  was  told  iu  whisper'd  words, 

1  should  not  care  to  lell. 

CnoEcs. 
Oh  !  the  birds  were  warbling  every  where, 

In  summer's  rosy  glow. 
And  lovely  lips  were  meeting  (here 
Where  pretty  violets  grow. 

Dowu  beside  that  silvery  stream, 
Have  we  lingered  iu  happy  dreum, 
The  birds  were  warbling  every  where, 
lu  summer's  rosy  glow. 
And  lovely  lijw  were  meetiug  there 


Where  pretty  violets  grow. 

The  birdies  heard  our  secret  fond. 

But  they  would  never  tell ; 
The  brooklet  bore  it  far  beyond. 

To  luiry  vale  and  dell ; 
We  cull'i  the  flowers  at  our  feet. 

Each  luomeiit  setmed  divine, 
Aud  luelting  eyes  so  bright  and  sweet. 

Were  s^>uakiug  lovo  to  mine.  ; 

The  twilight  shades  were  in  the  sky 
,  Before  we  bid  iitli<-u, 
I  heard  a  tender  little  sigh, 

Audkuew  one  heart  was  true. 
The  little  binls  bud  gone  to  sleep. 

Soft  dew-tlrops  kissed  (he  flow'rs. 
And  uever  stars  Ln-gan  to  jH-ep 

Ou  happier  heuits  than  ours. 


(Dance.) 


CboniG. 


Cbonu. 


The  Unfortunate  Galoote. 


I'll  make  h(r  give  buck  thcni  keth, 

Aud  everything  I  l>oiight  her, 

She  tr\8  to  be  gay,  she's  old  eiioii;.h  to  chew  Lay, 

Besides  she's  a  tishermau's  dHughter. 

She  ought  to  go  jxddliug  fish, 

Aud  then  live  ou  pump  water. 

She  won't  have  (niy  teeth  to  chew  up  b<  r  hiwh, 

Aud  I  don't  think  ihut  sheoughttr. 

So  when  she  meets  thin  peanut  man, 

She  can  tell  him  what  we  done, 

If  he  com>'s  around  here,  I'll  bite  off  his  enr. 

And  we  11  h  .ve  lot*  of  ftm. 

The  best  tiling  that  she  chu  do. 

Is  to  sl.irl  I'lr  .S'lll  L,tL--  City, 

I'll  give  li.  I-  -i  il-A::-'  •!  w-k  M.-.i   .11  1-1,..  ifut  e;it, 

11  she'd  kill  heiM.'i  i  .,;  ,1  j.iiv. 
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The  Hungry  Boarding  House- 

B;.  James  McEvoy,  for  O'Nell  ana  t'onroy. 

In  a  Broadway  house  aen  •«  the  street. 
Where  all  the  hungry  hoarders  eat. 
At  noon  they  o|)en  wide  tlieir  gasli. 
To  make  short  work  of  tiieir  soup  and  hash. 
At  nine  o'clock  they  slip  out  of  bed. 
And  fly  down  stair.'t  for  to  be  fed  ;  > 

They  clean  the  table  as  slick  as  a  mouse. 
In  the  hungry,  starving  boarding  house. 
Chorus. 

Nobody  knows  what  the  boarders  eat— 
I'ass  no  reiiiarkii  al>out  the  meat — 
Just  keep  iniiiii  an<l  closo  your  mouth 
In  the  hungry,  slarving  boardingliouse. 

The  cooks  lliey  slorp  on  the  second  floor, 

With  a  padlock  liilolied  on  evt-ry  door. 

So  I  he  lmiii;iy  boarders  can't  gel  in. 

Where  was  ^io■«es  when  tliev  doaoed  thf  i':Iim  ? 

'i'liey  mul»e  lliem  sleep  i  !•  i  i  '"  ?  r'l  ; 

And  all  niiil't  loni;  they  •  ;i    '.} 

Tliey  i;i'..'  I'le  cli'iii'bcrmaid  tlie  run,. 

And  clin  cd  lior  out  wii.'i  a  Catling  gun.     Chorus. 


I 


A  week  ago  a  l>oardei  ikipped. 
Faith,  out  oflhe  window  he  fired  his  grip; 
He  lowered  his  trunk  d>jwn  with  a  rope, 
And  then  for  the  freight  train  be  did  slope; 
Next  morning  wiien  they  called  the  roll, 
The  landlord  blessed  his  darling  soul;        i  .'- 
His  daughter  squealed  out.  "oh,  laws  ! 
He's  given  us  the  fiugrr  for  three  weeks  board. 
.    .  Chorus. 


•I.. 


The  filack  and  Tan  Gossooni. 

Dy  p.  J.  DraUclr.  Air:    FuU  moons. 


Just  cast  your  peepers  on  this  gang, 

.4nd  watch  our  graceful  style  ; 
It  makes  no  difference  where  we  go, 

We  always  win  a  smile. 
We  leave  the  "  Skids  "  way  in  the  shade. 

And  paralyze  the  "Moons  ;" 
Our  green  cravats  and  ancient  hats, 

Look  Well  on  us  gossooni. 

Chorus. 

When  we  march  out  the  people  shout, 

And  little  children  crow. 
Our  collars  high,  point  towards  the  sky, 

And  tops  us  off  we  know. 
We  ladies  pets,  smoke  cigarettes. 

Which  breaks  tlie  hearts  of  coons  ; 
1  lure's  none  so  nest,  nor  half  so  sweet, . 

..4s  the  black  and  Ian  gossoons. 
As  we  march  along  the  street  my  boys,  ' 

Fife's  a-playing  German  tunes  ; 
The  ladies  raise  tlieir  hands  to  greet,  my  boys, 

'Ihe  double-breasted  black-and-tan  gossoons. 

On  Paddy'a  day  when  we  parade. 

In  uniforms  brand  new  ; 
The  ladies  stare,  and  all  declare. 

We  are  excelled  by  few. 
Then  in  the  evening,  to  the  ball. 

We  march  like  Iwld  dragoons  ; 
Then  prance  about,  and  jell  and  shout. 

Hurrah,  for  the  wild  gossoons.  Chorus. 

If  we  should  ever  come  across,  I    • 

'Ihe  "Skids"  while  on  a  lark  ; 
We'll  put  our  "  barkers  "  to  their  heads, 

And  knock  'em  stiff  and  stark, 
You  bet  we'll  make  em  ahow  their  heels, 

And  yell  for  '•  Quarter  Moons  ;" 
To  come  and  aid  their  black  brigade, 

To  whip  us  wild  gossoons.  Chorus. 

;Hab  Your  Ladders  Ready. 

Words  and  Music  by  Ned  Straight 

Respectfully  dedicated  to  A.  Ji.  Straight. 

Copyrltflit  tsso,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder. 

All  rights  ri-served. 

The  Music  of  this  song  Is  published  In  elegant  lltho- 

grabbed  title  page  by  Mns.  I'auUne  Lieder,  eochat- 

haui  Street,  will  bo  sent  to  any  address    post 

paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents.  ' 

Oh!  hab  dem  ladders  ready,  ' 

Hab  dem  darin  time. 
When  de  blast  conies  from  de  bugle. 

We  all  will  hub  to  climb.  f    .. 

Get  all  your  things  together,  -  v^ 

For  de  journey's  long  and  dreary, 
'Fore  you  gel  up  to  de  top  round 

You'll  done  be  drefful  weary.  | 

*  ClIORCS. 

Den  brace — ah — up,  oh — brace,  ah — up, 

Ue-lubbed  oull<-rd  children. 
Be  ready  for  to  trahhle.  firm  and  steady, 

And  when  yon  hear  de  toot 
From  de  horn  ob  Uncle  Gabe, 

Oh  !  hab  your  ladders  ready. 

Put  beeswax  on  dem  slippers, 

liar's  greece  on  your  hair. 
Tell  your  bmdders  and  your  sisters, 

Dey'a  got  no  time  to  spare.   ..  .    •..;'; 

Dar's  anger  in  de  beaben's,        '    -  •■   -J 

And  de  clouds  am  getting  madder.^ 
When  \ou  lr<-ar  dem  ihunil.  r^  rolling:, 

i>t  ready  wid  your  Indd.  r.  Chorus. 


n^^lL^..-.^.'  i..     dmJOti^ijtsKiiiiii^ 


ijjUi£Mii*icaiiii&i 


!  Strew  the  Flowers- 

Decoration  Day  Song,  sung  by  the  Posts  ot  the  O.  A.Jt. 

Words  and  Music  by  S.  V,'. straub. 

Copyright  1878,  by  C.  J.  Whitney  &,  Co. 

The  music  of  this  song  can  bo  obtained  at  Mrs,  Pauline 

Lleder'8  Music  Sloiu,  ^o,  CO  Chatham  St,  N.  Y.   or 

WlU  be  sent   by  mall,    post  paid,  to  any  address 

on  receipt  ol  price,  85  cts,  in  postage  Btamps. 


Hereupon  this  hallowed  ground, 

We  bring  our  off  rings  rare, 
Wliile  holy  incence,  brealh  of  flowwi, 

]■  borne  upon  the  air. 
Here  we  come  in  nu-niory 

Of  the  lioiior'd  and  the  brave,     • 
AVho  fought  our  dear  and  lovely  lend         i  , 

From  lyrnnny  to  save. 

■;,  '■■,■.,■:    Chorus. 
Bring  the  choicest  flowers  of  Spring, 

Strew  them  o'er  their  graves,  -     i   V 

Where  they  rest  m  calm  repose,       .  ;        ;        ;  ■ 

Chant  your  sweetest  lays. 

When  darkest  clouds  our  sky  o'crepread. 

And  war's  dread  thunders  roll'd, 
When  our  beauteous  flag  was  waving  low,     ; 

And  treason's  hand  grew  bold.  ^ 
'Twas  tlien  liiese  sons  of  liberty, 

Went  forth  with  swoid  in  hand. 
To  shield  tlieir  lov'd  ones  and  their  homes, 

^nd  guard  fair  freedom's  laud.  Chorus. 

While  thus  so  peacefully  they  sleep, 

^nd  dream  of  wars  no  moie. 
The  flag  they  lov'd,  the  stripes  and  stars, 

Is  waving  as  of  yore. 
And  wliile  our  banner  floats  in  pride 

On  land  and  on  the  sea, 
Oh  !  may  it  wave  forever  on,    '    : 

The  ensign  of  the  free.  Chorns. 

'[  McDonnell's  Old  Tin  Roof 

Copyright  1880,  by  T.  B.  Harms  &  Co. 

Tbe  Mnslc  of  tUlsor  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  86  ceuta. 


In  summer  time,  wlien  all  is  fine. 

And  the  trees  and  grass  are  green;  - 
When  the  boys  arc  drinking  lager  beer. 

And  everything's  serene. 
On  Tom  Mcbonnell's  old  tin  roof, 

The  bovs  do  dance  at  night, 
With  Kitty  Malnneand  Mary  Shea, 

Who  sing  with  all  their  might. 
They  have  a  big  accordeon —  ,         .  j 

The  music  it  is  grand  ; 
You'll  hear  tliem  shout  for  miles  away. 

Faith  they  never  will  go  home. 
While  they  can  have  a  tune. 

And  Tracy  on  his  instruments  will  play. 

Chorus. 
It's  polkns,  waltzes,  quadrilles  all  the  night ; 

'Tis  finer  than  the  (Jp'ra  Bouffe  ; 
If  you  don't  believe  I'm  right,  ."    : 

Call  around  thereany  nigtit. 

And  you'll  find  us  on  McDonnell's  old  tin  roof. 

They  call  themselves  the  midnightowls  ; 

They  dance  by  liglit  of  moon  ; 
To  start  for  home  at  two  o'clock,  'lyy.^r'J'',--''' :    : :  ■ 

Iheysayitia  toosoon. 
They  keep  IIk-  folks  awake  all  night,  ;'    " 

They  never  have  their  rest,  i: 

To  sing  their  songs  and  play  their  tunes. 

They  do  their  level  best. 
The  music  it  is  charming—-       -■ 

It  really  is  divine  ,- 
'Tis  finer  than  the  Op'ra  Bouffe.  ■.     V  " 

When  they  the  Boston  dip, 
Faiih  the  house  rocks  like  a  ship; 
'Ob !  there's  no  place  like  McDonnell's  old  tin  roof. 

Chorus. 

Across  the  street  from  where  I  live, 

A  German  keeps  a  store; 
He  is  a  baker  man  by  trade, 

Hs'a  worth  a  thousand  or  more. 


lie  keeps  about  five  mon  at  work —  ,*  . 

Of  course  they're  up  all  night,  -.y  ■■?■''     ; 

But  when  they  hear  the  music  play,"    '-:.■. :.:..' 

They  shout  with  great  delight.  .  :-'     ;  V"  ■■ 

About  the  time  the  bread  is  bak'd,       ^  :    /v'j  /. 

The  boys  aud  giils  descend  : 
They  don't  slop  till  they've  reached  the  door. 

Then  they'll  skip  across  the  street, 
And  the  bread  they'll  nip  so  nrat; 

Uli  I  you  ought  to  hear  the  bakers  how  tliey  roar. 

Ch..rus. 


When  McGuiness  Gets  a  Job. 

Sung  by  O'Ncll  and  Conroy. 

The  Music  of  this  or   any  ol  her  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  l>e  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  ou  receipt  ol  price,  35  ceuis. 


Last  winter  was  a  hard  one,  Mrs.  Reily,  did  you  say. 
Well,  'tis  mystlf  that  knows  it,  for  it's  many's  the  day 
Your  husband  wasn't  the  only  man  sal  behind 

the  wall. 
There's  my  old  man  McGuiness  didn't  get  no  job  at  all; 
Tlie  politicians  promised  him  work  on  ihe  Boulevard 
To  handle  a  pick  and  shovel  aud,  throw  dirt 

on  the  cart. 
Ah !  six  months  ago  they  promised  him  work 

he'd  shortly  get, 
But  believe  me,  my  good  woman,  they  are 

promising  him  yet 

;.'■■;■::;-'••,■■■■  Chorus, 

Then  cheer  np,  Mrs.  Reilly,  don't  give  way  to 

the  blues, 
You  and  I  will  cut  a  shine,  new  bonnets  and  new  shoes; 
Aa  for  me,  I'm  done  crying,  no  mure  will  I 

sigh  or  sob, 
I'll  wait  till  times  gets  better,  when  McGuiness 

gels  a  job. 

The  Italians,  divil  take  them,  why  didn't  they 

slay  at  home. 
Sure  we  had  plenty  of  our  own  class  to  ale  up 

all  our  own ; 
They  come  out  like  bees  in  summertime  and 

sworn  for  to  stay  ; 
The  contractors  they  have  hundreds  for  forty 

cents  a  day, 
They  work  upon  the  railroad,  they  shovel 

snow  aud  slush. 
But  there's  one  thing  in  their  favor,  Italians 

they  never  do  get  lush, 
No,  they  always  bring  their  money  home,  tuBle 

no  giu  or  wine, 
And.  that  one  thing  I'd  like  to  say  of  your 

old  man  and  mine. 
Chorus. 

',4h!  the  spring-time  now  is  coming  we'll  all 

have  plenty  work, 
McGuiness  will  go  back  to  his  trade,  shure  he's 

handsome  clerk. 
You  should  seehira  climb  the  ladder  as  nimble  asafox, 
Fuith  he's  the  boy  can  handle  Ihe  ould 

three-cornered  box. 
The  boss  is  always  bawling.  Hi  !   there  don't  you  stop. 
Keep  your  eyes  upward,  don't  let  no  mortar  drop. 
Ah  1  the  old  man  he  is  always  careful,  nothing 

he  lets  full. 
The  divil  a  word  you'd  hear  him  say  to  my 

old  man  at  all. 
Chorus 


The  Lost  Inheritance. 

/     '       CONTINUED. 


There  would  have  been  but  for  your  wisdom 
and  promptitude,  young  lady  !"  replied  the  doctor, 
admiringly.  "In  all  probability  Mr.  Biddlecomb 
owes  his  life  to  yon,  Aa  it  Is,  the  fit  has  been  a 
severe  one,  and  the  utmost  care  and  attention  must 
be  observed.     The  pailent  must  be  got  up-stairs." 

With  the  assistance  of  two  of  the  footmen,  Josiah 
Biddlecomb  was  conveyed  to  his  chamber,  and  put 
to  bed. 

There  was  no  immediate  peril,  but  be  seemed  to 
have  fallen  into  a  heavy  sleep,  aud  was  breathing 
Btertoronsly. 


"  I'll  take  the  prescription  to  the  village  myself," 
said  Doctor  Abercorn  ;  "but  1  coifess  as  mueh 
almost  dep.nds  upon  the  careful  watoiiing  and  nurs- 
ing of  the  paiieiii  as  my  medicines.  'Ihe  orders  I 
will  leave  I  desire  to  l>e  strictly  carried  out. 

With  that  he  proceeded  to  state  his  directions. 

Marin  Daggett,  with  the  humble  air  of  not  wish- 
ing to  assume,  had  drawn  back,  leaving  the  eld 
house-keeper  and  the  iieiiess  to  receive  them.  A  . 
te^ty  expression  in  Doctor  ^bercoru's  tones,  and  a 
scared,  hel|'less,  pleading  glance  from  Sidonia  Bid- 
dlecomb, made  her  step  lorwai-d. 

*■  I  don't  lilie  seeming  presumptuous,  having  too 
]H>i>r  an  opinion  of  my  own  capabilities,"  she  said, 
quietly  ;  "yet,  if  I  could  beof  service  i  should  be  so 
iia|>|\v.  1  am  excellent  at  keeping  awake,  whiU  I 
have  l)een  a  little  accustomed  to  sickness." 

Dr.  Abercorn  turn  d  towards  her  with  marked 
satisrHCtion.  The  heiress's  helpless  inanity,  and  the 
housekeeper,  an  old  wom^n  who  would  br«ak  in 
with  remitiisences  of,  and  remedies  used,  in  illness 
she  remembered,  had  nearly  dtiven  him  wild. 

"  If  Miss  Biddlecomb  has  no  objection  to  institute 
you  as  nurse.  Miss  Daggett,  I  thall  be  delighted," 
be  said. 

"  Oh  !  I  am  sure  she  will  not,"  smiled  Maria. 
"  Her  ignorance  of  a  sick-room  is  not  her  fault. 
Miss  Biddlecomb  has  been  reared  delicately,  as  be- 
comes her  birth  and  pceition,  while  I  have  liad  to 
fight  my  own  battle,  which  inures  one  to  fatigue." 

Sidouia,  with  a  sob,  pressed  her  companion't 
hand. 

The  reference  to  her  birth  and  delicate  rearing 
pleased  her  vanity  much. 

'1  he  doctor's  keen  eyes  glanced  sharply  at  the 
speaker's  handsome  face.  The  impression  he  drew 
from  it  was  not  flattering. 

"  The  girl  is  as  full  of  deceit  as  an  egg  is  full  of 
meat,"  he  thought.  "  Well,  in  the  present  matter, 
thai  doesn't  concern  me.  He  may  sleep  as  he  does 
now  for  hours,''  he  proceeded  aloud.  "He  may  be- 
come restless,  even  talk  much  in  his  slumbers, 
from  the  pressure  on  the  brain." 

"  I  know,  I  have  seen  a  similar  case,  unfortu- 
nately," was  the  quiet  remark.  "  I  am  not  to  dis- 
turb him,  but  keep  the  cool  applicaiion  constanty 
to  his  head  ;  and  should  he  wuke,  give  him  the 
medicine  ?" 

"  Exactly.  I  see  you  will  make  an  excellent 
nurse,"  responded  the  doctor,  warmly  pressing  her 
hand.  ""Goodnight;  all  is  gomg  as  well  as  it 
can  be  now.     I  will  be  here  early  to-morrow." 

Why  had  Maria  Daggett,  who  really  felt  no  in- 
ter£8l  at  all  in  the  ex-unurer,  taken  upon  herself  the 
onerous  task  of  nurse  and  watcher? 

If  the  acute  reader  has  no»  already  divined  the 
cause,  two  sentences  spoken  above  will  make  it 
clear. 

"  He  may  even  talk  much  in  Ids  sleep." 

"I  know.     I  have  seen  a  similar  cai'e." 

'Ihe  utlerances  of  delirium  are  generally  of  a  very 
dir-connected,  wild,  unintclligble  discription— un- 
intelligible, that  i«,  to  those  who  have  not  the  clue. 
Those  who  have,  nt  limes  find  nodifiicully  in  piecing 
the  broken  sentence:)  together. 

This  was  Maria  Daggett's  thought  and  hope. 
Already  she  had  learned  that  a  stranger  had  been 
closeted  with  the  ex-usurer  before  his  seizure;  and, 
tli<ii!;h  till;  disciiptioii  scarcely  tallied  with  that  of 
her  brother,  she  Unew  the  latter  well  enough  to  feel 
sure  it  was  he. 

From  thai  conclusion  it  was  easy  to  arrive  at  the 
other — that  the  inteiview  had  been  in  ref<renoe  to 
the  past,  ond  been  the  cause  of  Josiah  Biddlecomb* 
sudden  illness.  Hence — soargued  thecomf>anion— 
what  more  likely  then,  if  he  spoke  at  all  in  his  sleep 
it  would  be  upon  that  subject,  the  shock  of  which 
must  have  produced  the  fit  ? 

Thus,  when  about  midnight,  she  had  induced  the 
heiress,  who  was  thoroughly  wearied  out,  to  go  to 
her  own  room,  under  the  promise  of  being  sum- 
moned iiiKtantly,  if  neede<l,  and  persuaded  the  old 
housekeeper  who  had  persisted  in  sitting  up,  to 
wrap  herself  in  a  thick  shawl,  and  sit  in  a  warm 
chair  by  the  fire,  from  whence  she  was  soon  breath- 
ing profoundly,  the  Companion  t<x)k  her  place  be- 
hind the  bed-curtains ;  and,  her  note-book  and 
pencil  concealed  in  her  lap,  sat  waiting.  \ 

To  be  Ckmtinued  in  No.  lib— Commenced  in   So. 
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Sing  Low  Sweet  Children. 

By  W.  n.  Delehaiity.      -  ^  ^- j|«  ,■«  jj  j 

I  took  a  stroll  one  afUrnoon, 

SwMt  oliildreo  liAr3ia  taC^        "^ 
'Twaa  in  the  latter  ^r(  of  Joim, 

Children  mark  di«  trie. 
I  aat  me  down  beside  •  atreUB, 

Children  he*r  me  thro' 
I  aomehow  ae«m«d  to  sleep  and  dreaa. 

That  dreaoxl'll  teU  to  yoo. 
Cboruab 
Sing  low,  aweet  chOdrMi, 

The  angela  aoon  will  oome, 
Siog  low,  aweet  children — 

They're  ooming  to  Mke  cm  horn*. 


Tbia  an  angel  aaid  to  me. 

We're  coming  to  lake  you  home. 
Where  all  are  happy,  all  are  free — 

Coming  to  take  you  hom*. 
A  golden  olianot  tlien  oame  down, 

Cbildrjn  mark  dia  tale. 
And  dere  was  angels  wbit«  and  brown, 

Sinners  mark  dia  tale. 

Angels  twined  about  my  hair, 

Flowers  wet  with  dew, 
A  wreath  of  roses  fresh  and  fair. 

Sweet  children  bear  ni«  thro,'      -^      , 
Soon  they  robed  me  all  in  white. 

Oh  !  the  blessed  lamd. 
They  set  me  iu  the  chariot  bright, 

Baaide  the  blessed  lamb. 


Chorus. 


Ghonu. 


;  Since  I  »aw  de  Cotton  Grow. 
By  Frank  Dmnont.      Sung  by  Harry  Woodson. 

I'm  far  from  de  land  where  I  first  saw  de  light, 

1  long  to  return  oh  I  just  oooe  again  ; 
Down  in  sweet  Dixie  s  land,  'tis  de  place  of  all ; 

When  I  Ibiuk  of  de  past  I'm  in  pain. 
I  miss  ''  ■  oi«  friends  dat  I  loved  so  well, 

I  miss  de  cotton  buds  and  de  happy  darkies  mirth, 
I  don't  want  to  stay  from  de  sweet  sunny  South, 

Its  d«  only  bright  spot  on  die  earth. 

Chobus. 

It's  lon^  long  ago,  since  I  saw  de  cotton  grow, 
To  Dixie's  land  I  want  to  go  before  it  is  too  late  ; 

De  angels  are  calling,  and  say  [  must  come, 
Ob  I  dey  won't  bare  much  longer  time  to  wait 

Near  da  banks  of  de  stream,  whar  de  wild 

flowers  grow. 

And  de  white-washed  cabin  stands  on  de  hill; 
Dar  de  white  folks  would  oftimes  sit  by  de  door, 

Ob!   1  see  dem  in  memory  still. 
Bat  de  green  grais  growa  wherode  old  folka  sleep. 

And  my  lime's  coming  soon  1  know. 
Take  me  baok.  back  to  the  iSoulh,  let  me  see  it  again. 

For  it's  long  since  I  saw  de  cotton  grow.      Cho. 


The  Best  Little  Wife  in  the  Worid. 

WorOs  by  A.  w.  French.         Music  by  T.  B.  Kelly. 
Copyright  1880.  by  T.  a  Kelley 

The  music  of  this  song  can  be  obtained  at  Mrs,  Paulino 

Ueder's  Music  Store,  No,  60  cTiainam  St,  N.  Y.   Or 

will  be  sent   by  mall,    poet  paid,  to  any  address 

on  receipt  ol  price,  40  eta,  lii  postage  stamps. 


From  the  world's  busy  scenes  I've  a  dear  little  nest, 

Where  I  haste  when  the  days  toil  is  o'er. 

For  its  there  that  I  find  aweeteat  comfort  and  rest. 

When  I  enter  its  low  hamble  door. 

Now  of  eourse  I  delight  in  my  home  warm 

and  bright. 
And  the  room  by  the  fire-glow  impearl'd  ; 
But  for  there  I'd  not  care,  were  I  not  weloom'd  there, 
By  the  btat  lilUe  wife  in  the  world. 

■i:.-'t-'     "'CnoROT.  "".■■"'■■-'- 

Snch  a  dear  little  wife,  she's  the  joy  of  my  life, 
And  in  life's  busy  cares  aa  I'm  wnirl'd, 
It  is  many  a  day  titat  I  lovingly  say. 
She's  the  best  httle  wife  in  the  world. 


Oh !  no  king  is  more  proud  as  he  sita  on  his  throne, 

Than  I  am  in  my  own  cosy  nest ; 

Where,  like  lousle  to  me  is  my  wtfs's  merry  tone, 

>s  she  givva  uie  a  loving  oareaa. 

She  is  gentle  and  kind,  like  an  angel  I  find. 

When  life's  cures  o'er  my  pathway  are  whiri'd  ; 

She  is  winsome  and  aweet,  and  »o  lovlagand  neat. 

Yes,  the  best  Uttk  wife  in  the  world.  Chorua. 

its  I  ait  b^  the  fire,  with  her  close  to  my  side, 

Ohl  I  think  of  the  many  to-day, 

Who  have  no  loving  heart  for  tbeir  eomfort 

and  gukle, 
Aa  they  joorney  o'er  life's  troubled  way. 
Take  a  leaaon  from  me,  ye  who  single  may  be. 
Let  your  bachelor  bannera  be  furl'd  ; 
Find  a  girl  who  will  make,  without  any  mistake. 
Ton,  the  best  little  wife  in  (ha  world.  Chorus. 


Erin'i  Green  Ide. 

Words  by  Kddle  Haley.  Music  by  Paddy  Murphy. 

Arranged  by  Ned  StralgbL 
Song  with  great  success  by  Paddy  and  Klla  Murphy. 
Copyright  IS80,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 
All  rights  reserved. 
The  Music  of  this  song  is  published  In  elegant  litho- 
graphed title  page  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder,  M  Chat- 
ham Street,  wtll  be  sent  to  any  address,  poet 
paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  40  cents. 


There's  a  dear  spot  of  land  far  out  on  the  sea, 

.^nd  its  known  as  fair  Erin's  green  Isle  ; 
Sure  it's  there  I  was  born,  on  a  bright  sunny  morn. 

And  with  joy  my  relations  did  smile. 
My  father  end  mother,  my  sister  and  brother, 

Were  pleased,  to-be-sure,  all  tbe  while. 
They  shed  tears  of  joy,  for  their  bright  Irish  boy, 

That  was  burn  on  fair  Erin's  Green  isle. 

Yott  may  talk  about  France,  of  England  or  Spain, 

Of  their  beautiful  maids  and  great  men  ; 
But  the  whole  world  do«a  know,  that  fair 

Erin  can  show, 

Nobler  sons,  tmsr  danghters  than  them. 
Sueh  names  as  O'Conb^Iland  Moure  I  will  mention, 

And  brave  Duke  of  Wellington,  while 
King  Briaa  Boroghue,  and  our  bold  Emmett  too. 

Saw  the  light  on  fair  Erin's  Green  Isle.      Chorus. 

There's  the  Killarney  Lakes  on  Erin's  Green  Isle, 

They're  so  lovely,  enobanting  and  fine, 
Snre  the  valley's  and  mountain's  are  ateond  to  none, 

For  tbeir  beauty  is  really  subUma 
There  grows  in  profuaion,  the  dear  little  ahamtook, 

Encouraged  by  Nature'a  aweet  smile. 
Dear  land  of  my  birth,  garden  apot  of  the  earth, 

You'ra  my  idol,  fair  Erin'a  Green  Isle.        Chorus. 


FareweU  to  Ireland- 
words  by  Myles  Morris.     Music  by  Paddy  Murphy. 

Arranged  by  Ned  Straight. 
Sung  with  great  success  by  Paddy  and  Blla  Murphy. 

Copyright  1880  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 
All  rights  reserved. 

The  Music  of  this  song  is  pubushed  in  elegant  litho- 
graphed title  page  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder,  ao  Chat- 
bam  street,  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post 
paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  40  cents. 

Good  evening,  kind  friends,  Vll  sing  von  a  ditty. 

It's  of  dear  old  Ireland,  the  sweet  land  of  song, 
I  will  sing  you  of  heroes,  of  men  Iron-hearted, 

Of  brave  ones,  and  of  true  ones,  to  Ireland  belong, 
For  the  day  we  are  longing,  when  we  II  see  Erin  free, 

Aai  all  sons  of  Ireland  strike  for  liberty, 
For  storved  and  oppressed,  they  re  strioken  with  awe, 

They're  driven  from  Ireland,  and  Erin  go  Bragh. 

CnoRca. 

Then  farewell  to  Ireland,  the  place  I  was  bom  in. 
Farewell  to  Erin,  the  fairest  of  earthy ,. 

Farewell  till  liberty  on  ua  is  dawning, 
Farewell  to  Ireland  the  land  ot  my  birth. 

The  sweet  girls  of  Erin,  are  hopeful  yet  weeping, 
They're  sighing  for  freedom,  wbiou  to 

theni  belong, 
iliid  the  heroes  of  Ireland  whose  name  I  will  mention, 


Whoae  fiune  io  Irish  hlat*ry  is  marked  very  stronoi 
There  was  Daniel  O'Connell  a  well  known  hero  bolo, 
And  brave  Itobert  Emmett,  we're  always 

been  told,  .- 
Ther  fooght  tat  old  Ireland  were  tme  to  the  oors, 
Tbey  loved  thai  daar  shaaruek  and  Erin  go  Bragh. 

Ohonu. 


8oQf  of  Erin's  Isle. 

laiSH  MAaoHura  Sosa. 

Worda  by  Johnnie  Patterson.     MaHc  by  Paddy  Murphy, 

▲Ranged  by  Ned  Straight 

Bung  wtth  great  snocees,  by  Paddy  t  Sla  Murphy. 

Copyright  1880,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder, 

Tbe  Music  Is  publUbed  In  elegant  Uthograpbea  UUe 

page  by  Mrs  PauUne  Ueder,  SO  Cliat&aB  Street 

and  wui  be  sent  to  any  addreaa,  poatpald  on 

receipt  of  price,  40  cenia. 


V 


We've  lieard  martial  songs,  and  songs  of  the  sea. 
Comic  songs,  and  lovs  songs,  but  they  don't  suit  me. 
We  love  to  sing  of  Ireland  sweet  land  of  our  birth, 
I'm  Faddy  her  son,  and  she's  my  mother  earth. 
Oh  !  Erin,  my  country,  it  grieves  ns  to  see. 
Our  enemies  prosper,  and  yet  were  not  free. 
We  fight  fur  other  countries  as  through  life  we  roam 
When  half  of  oar  fighting  would  free  our  old  home. 
■  .'•  ■  .■■■':■/.;■'•■■'/-  CBoaui. 

Then  hurrah  for  the  sons  of  Erin's  Isle, 
Hurrah  for  the  daughters,  who  on  us  do  smile, 
A  fig  for  her  toes  wherever  they  may  be. 
Three  cheers  for  old  Ireland  and  sweet  liberty. 

Arise  sons  of  Erin,  and  prove  to  the  world, 
Tbe  aunburat  of  freedom  ia  once  more  unfurl'd. 
United  all  like  brothers,  we'll  join  hand  in  hand. 
We'll  drive  the  proud  Saxon,  away  from  our  land. 
The  land  is  the  people's,  and  who  dare  dispute. 
The  word  of  our  Maker,  tor  He  apake  tbe  truth, 
Then  deooend  fiom  the  hill,  and  ariae  from  the  glen. 
And  onoe  more  the  battle  of  freedom  begin.      Obo. 
—  i»i  ^ 
Do  It  Again.  -I 

Sung  with  great  sucoees  by  MlBS  Xmma  Bloe, 

Words  and  Music  by  Ned  Straight. 

Oopyilgbt  1880,  and  pub  by  Mia.  Paulina  Iie«ler. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  as  to  any  addrees, 

poet  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  centa. 

Last  night  I  met  my  Charlie, 

While  walking  down  Broadway,       ... 
He  seemed  so  glad  to  see  me, 

And  bought  me  a  bouquet.  '^"    ^" 
We  had  ioe  cream  and  pea-nata; 

The  oireus  and  the  olown, 
And  many  wondrous  sights  we  saw*     . 

Whilst  strolling  thro  the  town. 

Spoken  :  Oh  I  dida't  we  have  fan.  we  saw  the 
walkers,  the  ruonars,  the  dancers,  the  aingera,  the 
elephants,  the  monkeya  and  donkeya,  and  hud  auch 
a  pleasant  time,  and  we  arrived  home,  and  Charlie 
was  saying  such  sweet  things  to  me,  and  pat  his 
arm  around  my  waist,  be  gave  me  such  a  jolly  good 
squeeae  that  looaldn't  help  sayinf, 

.  ;  Cbobttb.  ■■'.  I 

Tou  ean  do  it,  do  it  do  it  do  it  do  it  again. 
What's  the  use  of  tbe  name,  if  you  don't  have 

the  game, 
So  he  did  it,  did  it  did  it  did  it,  dkl  It  again, 
.And  it  really  was  so  nice. 

Next  day  we  had  a  carriage. 

All  through  the  park  we  went ;       "    . 
And  there  he  pop'd  the  question. 

To  wed  was  his  intent  /    ■ 

We  sat  down  In  a  grotto,  ■■       . 

.And  there  he  stole  a  kiss. 
He  wouldn't  give  roe  any  reel»     ;    •. 

Until  I  answered,  yes. 

Spoken  :  Of  coarse.  I  didn't  like  to.  until  I  had 
consulted  mamma,  so  I  pretended  to  feel  grieved, 
and  put  my  kerchief  to  my  eyea,  he  said  be  was 
sorry  be  had  wounded  my  feelings,  and  asked  me 
to  kus  and  make  it  up,  well,  the  kiss  be  had  stolen 
before  was  so  nioe  that  I  aooldn't  help  sayiw. 

Cho 
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Yaiter,  Vaiter.    Hot  Potatoe ! 

Written  and  Sasf  by  Qna  WlUlfupa. 

Music  Copjrigtn  1880,  -aiMl  p<tf>,  by  G.  D.  Hewkall  *  Co, 

The  Music  of  UUsor  aay  olh&rwoog,  kept  cwwfnUy 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

poet  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  86  cent& 


• 


.•»•> 


I've  always  fancied  dot  I'm  abaip, 

Und  kuow  my  vay  abood, 
AldougU  I  am  a  Germain  >»>r  :<  yy-i 

I'm  mistaken  I  find  oat. 
For  every  time  I  got  a  stait,    Z^- 

I  seem  to  mias  my  way. 
Und  every  bosineaB  I  get  in 

Is  certain  not  to  pay, 
I've  been  clerk  in  a  barber  ahop^ 

Vere  Tork  is  not  so  slow. 
I've  kept  all  kinds  of  little  BdoM%   /*  '^  ^  ;    ^ ; 

But  nothing  seems  to  go^  :_•'  '  ■:  ^ 

I  run  an  elevator  vonoe,  !/;  7  '.-;      ; 

Dot  did  go  ap  and  dowo,    ^  :;   '    y^'       ; 
Und  now  I  am  a  vaiter  -it 

In  a  restaurant  np  town, 
Spoken  ;    ¥ea,  and  all  day  long  dey  ue  hoDer- 
iug  at  me.  <" 


«i.'f.   lit'.ii 


Vaiter,  vaiter,  hot  potato, 

Vaiter,  now  den,  vaiter,  V 

Vere's  dot  lamb,  vere's  dot  lamb, 

Ven's  dot  mntton  coming,  vaiter. 
How's  about  dot  veal  and  nam,  veal  and  baa. 

Fried  eel,  oat  meal. 
Toast  bread,  calfs  becMl,  blue  fish, 

Warm  dish,  saarkraut,  stir  aboot,     ,. 
Dat's  de  vay  de  holler  at  me, 

Ev'ry  moment  mit  a  frown,  ,,  ,: 

Hurry,  flurry,  me  dey  worry,        ',., 

At  de  restaurant  up  town.  .:  ,     ,;  . 

At  night  dere's  clearing  dings  avaj. 

End  picking  np  de  corks,  ; 

At  morning  setting  tables,       ♦^  " 

Und  a  cleaning  knives  andfoik^"^.  . 
De  boss  he  will  have  everything,      ; 

Look  neat  as  any  pin, 
Und  he  is  always  grumbling 

Till  de  customers  oome  in,       /  ■ 

Ve  get  some  funny  customers 

I  tell  you,  now  and  den, 
Dere's  some  dot  cannot  eat  at  all, 

Some  vant  to  oome  again. 
Some  spend  two  dollars  on  a  meal,    ^    ;         ': 

Some  vant  it  for  a  cent, 
Borne  get  a  check,  get  near  de  door, 

Und  den  quick  oat  dey  rent. 
Spoken  :    Und  I  cannot  ran  after  dem ,  de  people 
are  hollering.  Chorus. 


I  dink  I'll  leave  dia  bnainess. 

For  to  stand  it  now  I  oan't, 
I  never  vo«  inWnded 

To  work  in  a  restaorant, 
ril  start  a  lager  bier  saloon 

In  aome  plaeh  dot  i*  near. 
Give  ohromo'i  to  de  man  rot  drinks 

A  keg  of  lager  bier. 
To  be  a  vaiter  and  vork  hard, 

I  tell  yonianoftiD, 
My  legs,  my  shoulders,  uod  my  joints. 

In  fact  are  overdone, 
I  might  get  in  a  valkios  match, 

And  skip  detra-la-la, 
In  fact  I  oould  stand  aoything,   , 

'Cept  dey  yell  at  me. 


Okoros. 


Over  Where  the  Shamrock  Orowi. 

1  Sung  by  Frank Ptunont,     ......  -     >. 

The  sunset,  my  darling,  is  now  on  the  waters. 

The  honr  is  nigh  when  from  you  I  mast  go ; 
Bat  troe  to  my  oolleen  I'll  eome  o'er  the  oeean, 

Back  to  the  land  where  the  shamrook  does  glow. 
Keep  back  year  tears,  leva,  and  whisper  your 

kind  worda, 

Soon  we'll  be  parted,  bat,  dariing,  I  know, 
Toa  ne'er  will  forKet  me,  tho'  wstss  roll  between  as, 

Toar  image  will  follow  wherever  I  go. 


Ohokos. 

Too  ogHft  wim  Ibrget  me,  though  wave*  roll 

between  ^9, 

Toor  imig*  wfll  fbllow  wherever  T  go  ; 
Bat  tras  to  my  eolleeo  I'll  oome  o'er  the  oeean, 

Baok  to  the  land  where  the  shamrock  does  gr»w.   : 

When  o'«r  tiM  oeean  'mid  strangers  1  wander, 

Thiak  of  my  sadness  I  felt  day  by  day  ; 
That  yoa  eaanot  ebeer  me,  for  yon  ean't  be  near  iht^ 
But  time,  tbea,  my  darling,  must  soon  pa«3  away. 
The*  with  my  heart  throbbing  wildly  with  pleasure. 
Sale  in  your  arms,  love,  a^aia  ne'er  to  go ; 

will  our  days  be  the  bright  days  of  •unshine, 
Hale  ia  the  laad  where  the  shamrock  dues  grow. 
You  never  will  forget  m«,  Ac. 

'V''^:!^''i  ^  lai  — 

^    i    ;;;       Bernard  McGee. 

Ilf  BenOoUlna.  Sung  by  Jobn  Belllr. 

Copyright,  1874  by  A.  J.  Ftaher. 


I  am  Bernard  MeOee,  yoa've  heard  of  ma, 

I  have  juit  eome  over  the  oeean  ;    • 
To  aas  the  sights  of  this  free  land. 
In  my  liaad  I've  took  the  notion. 
I  aarer  aare  for  politics.  y 

But  all  (be  people  say,  '>'«'  r^ 

111  be  Senator  Bernard  MoOee,      a  V> 
On  next  eleetion  day.  ■'■'':'•"> 

Chords.  ^      \ 

/  Then  I  am  Senator  MeOee,    a'';^ 
The  world  is  proud  of  ma^    '•  _  ' 
My  talent  is  wonderful,  ^'t ' '  'r  "j 

I  am  a  beauty,  as  yon  sea.^<l      ..*■>■ 
_■,];[  The  baad  will  proudly  play,  n*';--;. 

As  I  mareh  so  grand  and  ga^,  ;  '   -  - 

\  To  take  my  seat  in  Wasliingtoa,   f^\'\ 

•  V.       On  nt«t  election  day     ^  —  -  -  >  ►*.''  V 

■y  friends  they  are  quite  nnmerona,     <.  , 

Of  wealth  they've  got  a  pile,  .  h  v 

I  ride  aronnd  in  my  barouohe,        ^^^ .  .^  ;;  :. 

And  wondrous  in  my  styles 
I  will  regulate  the  17th  of  Mareh  ; 

Give  the  workingoien  their  pay. 
When  MeOee  goes  in  for  Senator, 

On  neat  eleetion  day. 
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Chorus. 

'■     ■     '       '         fit>(.  :V'' 

The  Bieape  of  the  Catalpia  Six- 

Wcrta  bgr  llMSllacaira,     Song  by  Dan  McCarthy. 

'  Come,  gathsr  kiad  firiends,  and  hsten, 

^nd  a  story  to  yoa  I  will  tell. 
Ton,  no  doobt,  bfive  beard  of  Erin's  great  heroes. 

Who  ia  tbe  lafteat  of  battels  have  feU. 
Dot  tha  grsatsat  o(  things  that  have  happened, 

And  may  aever  happen  no  more, 
la  the  eeoape  at  the  sb  Fenian  prisoners,  .^ 

Away  from  A oatralia'a  shore. 

CbOBUS.  ' ;  'a  '. 

Let  oe  hope  then  the  day  is  not  distant. 
When  tae  Irish  shall  rise  up  in  bands, 

ilnd  serar  ths  bonds  that  nnite  them. 

And  make  of  themselves  a  free  land.    " ''    '    ' 

Whan  theae  good  men  were  sentaneed  in  Ireland, 

Their  eoontry  for  trying  to  save 
They  wen  aent  to  the  shores  of  Australia, 

And  Ihare  made  the  prood  Sasons'  aiaves. 
And  they  served  uut  ten  years  of  their  life  lime, 

And  vowed  that  tliey  wuuld  serve  no  naore. 
So  they  eseaped  on  the  good  ship  Catulpia, 

And  sailed  for  .dmehoa's  shore.  Chorus. 

When  the  good  men  escaped  on  the  wbalaship. 

The  authorities  thought  them  to  stay. 
So  they  sent  out  their  warship  Gaoi^atta, 

Befom  they  had  time  to  away.  >' '.  >  t; 

'•  Now  we  want  you  to  deliver  those  prisoaen, 

Or  on  you  we'll  fire  if  you  lag." 
And  they  answered,  "  If  on  as  yoa  firs, 

You  will  insult  our  Amerioan  flag."       Cbonw. 


Two  Flowen  From  Paddy's  LaaAt. ' ; 

We  are  two  honest  emigrants, 

Jnst  landed  on  your  shors,  ..i»  *<^^>^ 

We  left  our  friends  and  home  iMhiad, 

And  we  may  not  see  them  mors. 


-Miil 


We've  travelled ^11  this  widatVorld  llmmgh. 

From  Cork  to  the  ^sle  of  Mao. 
iind  we  sing  and  dan^a  from  mom  till  night, 

We're  two  flowers  ifoa  Faddy's  land. 

j  c     ,     .  C^QBpa. 

He—    My  sh'illalah  I  cai^  ^wiai  with  MM 
j  Wlie^s*er  I  may  go, 

I  She—   And  for.A»vning  prsttvgirU,  m«  boft, 

I  I  tell  you  he's  not  slow. 

;  Both — For  singing  or  fbr  dancing  too, 
\  Just  Date  us  if  yon  esn. 

Where  e^  we  go  we  always  show 
i  We're  two  flowers  fh>m  Paddy's  land. 

i     Ould  Ireland  is  a  garden  fair 
Where  many.flowers  grow. 
One  of  them, '^  HospiuTity," 
As  all  the  world  doeS  know. 
,     And  we're  two  more  from  £rin'a  ahora, 
'         We  travel  hand  in  hfnd, 
!     And  we  grow  in-«oil  with  honest  toil, 
I   .     We're  two  flowen  from  iPaddy's  laad.     Ohorus. 


I  " iii^    ai  aw  I 

til  Name  the  Boy  Dennis,  or;  no  Sime  at  all. 
I  Irish  Cobio  Somcu    .  : 

Sung  by  Kerrigan  A  McCatthy,  tHe  Ush  Plpera. 

'  Words  by  Fred  Hatfield,         Music  by  Jaha  Small. 

Arranged  liy  Jaa.  Sohwanaeclc 

copyright  1880,  by  Mrs.  PaaUneliedei; 

All  rlghta  reserved. 

le  mualc  of  this  song  oaa't>e  otxaned  at  Mia,  limine 

Lleder'B  Music  Store,  No,  40  Chatham  St,  H.  T.    Or 

will  be  seat  by  mall,  post  paid,  to  any  adOreoa 
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I'm  bothered,  ysa,  I'm  bothared, 

Completely  perplexed ; 
I'm  the  father  of  a  littie  bof , 

I'm  not  happy,  but  I'm  vexed. 
I  have  ninety-nine  relations,  .'  ■. 

And  they  nearly  drive  me  wild. 
Both  one  and  all,  both  great  and  imal^ 

They  want  to  name  the  child.  | 
Cuoars. 

My  wife  she  wants  him  Michael, 

Her  sister  wants  b'pi  Matt, 
Her  brother  wants  him  Charlie, 

Whilst  her  aunty  wants  him  Fat. 
Whilst  my  mother  wants  him  Sbamaa, 

And  my  father  wants  him  Paul, 
I  do  declare,  Idoa'tknow  what 

I'll  name  the  boy  at  all. 

*Twae  only  here  this  morning. 

My  brother  csme  from  Troy, 
He  swore  by  this,  he  asMre  by  thai. 

That  he  would  name  tha  boy. 
Says  my  wife's  brother  Darby,  *'  •  - 

He  be  hanged  if  that  would  do,        "     T  '• 
.^nd  they  juiuped  together  on  the  flooiv 

And  had  a  buld  set-'too. 

Cbokcb, 
i     My  wife  she  said  it'll  be  Michael, 
,         Her  sister  said  it'll  be  Matt, 
Her  brother  said  it'll  be  Charlie, 

Whilst  her  aunt  aaid  no,  it'll  be  Pat. 
Whilst  my  mother  wants  liim  Shamat, 

And  iny  Cstber  wanta  him  Paul, 
By  heavens  sure  I  don't  know  what 
I'll  call  the  child  at  alL 

Next  Sunday  is  the  Christening, 

And  I  tell  you  by  the  way, 
I'll  have  none  of  their  connirings, 

I'm  bound  to  have  my  say. 
They  msy  call  him  this,  and  call  him  (bfti, 

I  don't  give  that,  for  their  sail, 
I'm  bound  to  call  him  Dennis, 

Or  he'll  have  no  name  at  aliU 

Chobus. 
My  wife  may  want  him  Miehael, 

Her  sister  may  want  him  Matt, 
My  brother  he  may  want  him  Charlie^ 

Whilst  her  sunt  msy  wsnt  him  Pak 
Whilst  my  mothar  wants  him  Shsm' 
'    .Jb4  mt  irtber  wants  him  Paol, 
I'm  boand  to  call  him  Dennia, 

Or  hell  have  no  name  at  all. 


.,»■■. 
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THE    SirVGGRSI'    JOUBIVAL.. 


Led  Astraj' 
S7  W.  EL  Deletwntr« 

Ob  T  Ut  m*  aptek  dep«rtiD|(  toti,^: 
E'er  gone  to  D«'er  return  ;  H- 

That  I  uiay  t«ll  uiy  «i«ked  lift  >^;; 
To  wbon  il  m*y  ooa«eni.         ''^ 


m 


.;i'' 


f>t>  /  •>t''>  .'•' 


>l;i>tv.V'--  • 
t 


la 


*i., 


:<:«-: 


Mi: 


•  i-f 


It  may,  perohanoa,  do  aoma  ona  good. 

Ana  no  o«m  any  h»nm ; 
But  block  tbe  road  ibat  laads  to  rd% '" 

Wrought  by  foir  woman'a  ebftrmi. 

Tba  maiden  pure  in  inooeanea. 
Unknown  to  careaiid  atrifa,       .>;.-{ 

llay  Irarn  wbat  coiuca  of  ignonoflt^ 
lo  bl«al  ail  boly  Jifa. 

And  find  a  moral  in  thia  tala;    „,,!;,.,,.•,, 

tor  I  waa  once  as  pure 
Aa  anow  Ibat  aoarce  of  beaTen  Call |       !,  j 

But  I  am  pure  uo  more.  ,.        .  ' 

I  nerer  knew  *  niolhar'a  k>Te,       '    '    ■  ■•"" 
Nor  fell  ber  tender  oare ;  V>^i-  ^ ' 

For  abe  did  give  bar  liJe  for  m»— •«'>.■ 
Near  bkat  me  witb  «  prayer.  '■'     "  ' 

Tboagli  I  wa«  reared  religioualyt ' 

Waa  ediioated  w«.U,  ^-.JT  ^>J 

^nd  moved  in  bigb  «oci«tj,. 
Of  wbiob  1  blueh  to  tell.  '  '  '      " 

Bluab.  aaid  I^  not  binah,  oh,  no, 

I  l»at  ibat  witb  my  n«me  ; 
^nd  now  but  teal  a  jnaily  thro*   ' 

Aa  ona  dalaged  ia  abaoM.-.      '<' 

I  heard  him  promiaa  failh  and  loT*,    : 

To  tbara  my  life  aa  welL 
111  ignorance  I  aealed  my  fata,     ,^ 

And  ao,  alaa,  I  f«ll. 

My  father  turned  ma  firoai  hi*  door,     '■■' 

And  cruel  worda  he  aaid  ; 
My  tialera  dared  nut  '■Peak  to  ma, 

bo  from  the  right  I  fled,  i  ;    j       ■'"'_. 

I..r  ^  .         t 

Ob!  cursea  on  tbe  promtaea 
That  brightened  all  the  way  ; 

And  palaied  be  that  honeyed  tongu*    ,, .. 
That  aweeleoed  me  astray. 

;'.■-•;:■■..-■'•'  MoaAk    'v.^  .•■■r'v  .-!;.' 

OhI  innoeenee!  oh!  ignoranoe,  '  ;^     '   . 

Ob  1  youth  !  beware,  beware  I  '  '^  ; 

The  path  of  lo<re  is  beautifttl,  .', 

But  aver  hath  a  snare. 

E'en  though  'tis  decked  with  roaaa, 

The  light  of  love  adorns  ; 
Bamember,  where  tbe  flowere  are, 

There'a  aura  to  be  aoma  tboraa. 


Oh !  Pipe  Her  Off. 

By  J.  T.  Kelly,  tor  Mlas  Flora  Moor*,     -     • 

I  earae  from  dear  old  Ireland  frienda, 

A  few  short  weeks  ago. 
In  a  great  big  ship  I  oroasadoTer, 

To  Castle  Garden  below. 
And  feeling  very  home-sick. 

With  my  friends  ao  far  away, 
I  lat  on  my  cheat  to  take  a  roat. 

When  I  heard  some  y«uag  lada  aay. 

Chobtm. 
Ob!  pipe  her  oflf.  just  pipe  her  off. 

She  liaa  got  a  regular  tarrier's  fiM«, 
Ob!  pipe  tier  off  just  pipe  her  off,  ,   j 

Now  ain't  that  a  diagrace.  ^^.  ^    '     ;'" 

In  Fifth  ATenueI'm  working,  yi,    . 

In  a  Yankee  family,  ,     . 

I'm  goinjj  to  save  my  wagea  up,  ,  ':^ 

And  bank  them  all  you  sae. 
I'll  go  back  to  old  Ireland, 

^nd  it's  there  I  inland  to  stay. 
For  here  the  blackguarda  drira  ma  mad,  y  _.; 

When  e'ar  I  bear  them  aaj. 

Oh !  pipe  bar  ott,  4o. 


.^.^_      Shamofl O'Briea,  Beei1;ati«n.> 

Jlat  after  the  war  in  the  year  ninety-eight. 
As  soon  aa  tbe  boy  a  wor  allaoattered  and  bat«, 
'Twas  the  cu*tom  wbenevyar  a  peasant  WM  fftt,         i 
To  hang  him  by  trial— barrin'  auch  as  was  shot, 
There  was  trial  by  jurj  goiu'  po  by  d*>l>i(bt,  -(,    / 
And  the  martial  law  bangin'  tba  iavioa  by.nigjik    '    . 

It'a  them  waa  hard  times  for  an  honest  gossoon— 
If  he  missed  the  judgea  be'd.nieet  tb*  deagoon-. 
An'  <v!\etlier  th«  soger*  or  jndt;ea  gave  aentenba;    ■ 
The  divil  a  uiuoh  time  they  ailvwMt  for  rapeutana*)  ■ 
Aa'  the  many  a  fine  boy  waa  then  un  his  kapiu', 
Witb  email  share  of  rrstio*.  or  sitlin'  or  sleepio',     ' 
An'  because  tbey  loved  Erin,  an'  acomed  to  acll  it^ 
A  prey  for  the  bloodhound,  a  mark  fur  the  boUit ; 
Unsheltered  by  night  and  uureated  by  day, 
Witb  the  heath  for  their  bai-rack,  revenge 

for  their  pay. 
An'  the  bravest  an'  honeatest  boy  of  ihim  all 
Was  Sbamua  O'Brien,  from  the  town  iv  Glingall; 
His  limbs  ware  well  aet,  an  his  body  waa  light,' 
An'  the  keen-fknged  hound  bad  not  teeth 

half  as  white ; 
\  But  his  faoa  waa  aa  pale  aa  tbe  teoa  of  the  dead, 
'An'  his  obeek  never  wanned  with  tbe  blush  of 
I  llta  red ; 

Aa'  for  all  that  he  waan't  an  ugly  young  bye, 
For  ibe  divil  biinself  couldn't  blaae  witb  his  eye. 
|8o  droll  an'  so  wicked,  so  durk  and  so  bright, 
'Like  a  fire-flash  tbat  eroaaaa  tbe  deptbs  of  tbe  night; 
Ad'  be  was  ibe  best  mower  tliatever  baa  baen, 
Ad'  tlie  eleganteat  dancer  tbat  ever  was  seen. 
In  feucin'  be  gave  Patriek  Mooney  a  cut. 
An'  in  jiinipin'  be  gave  Tom  Maloney  a  fat ; 
For  liglitness  of  foot  there  waa  not  bia  peer. 
For,  by  heaven,  he  almoat  outran  tbe  red  deer. 
An'  bia  daocin'  waa  such  tbat  the  men  used  to  atare. 
An'  the  woman  turn  orasy,  be  did  it  ao  square  ; 
^n'  sbure  the  whole  world  in  to  him  tbere. 
An'  it'a  lie  was  the  boy  that  was  hard  to  be  caught, 
An'  it's  often  be  ran,  au'  it's  often  be  fought  \ 
Jin'  it's  many  the  man  can  remember  quite  well, 
The  quare  tilings  be  did,  an'  it'a  oft  I  beerd  tell 
Bow  he  frightened  the  magistratea  in  Cahirbully, 
An'  escaped  tbrougb  the  sojers  in  Aherlo  valley ; 
^n'  leathered  the  yeomen  hiiiiaelf,  agin  four, 
Au'  stretched  the  four  strongest  on  old  Galliuiore, 
But  tbe  fox  must  sleep  aometimes,  tbe  wild 

deer  must  reat. 
An'  treaohery  prey  on  the  blood  of  the  beat  ; 
An'  many 'a  an  action  of  power  an'  pride. 
An'  many  a  night  on  the  mouutain'a  bleak  aida^  ' 
An'  a  thousand  great  dangers,  an'  toils  overpubt. 
In  darkneas  of  night  he  waa  taken  at  last. 

Now  Shamus  look  back  on  the  beautiful  moon. 
For  the  door  of  the  prison  must  ebae  on  you  soon  ; 
>n'  take  your  last  look  at  her  dim,  misty  light, 
That  falls  on  the  mountain  and  valley  to-night. 
One  look  at  the  village,  one  look  at  the  flood. 
An'  one  at  tbe  sheltering  far-distant  wood  ; 
Farewell  to  tbe  forest,  farewell  to  the  hill. 
An'  farewell  to  the  friends  that  will  think  of 

you  still. 


2^   ".This  waa  caused  by  tyrrauieal  landlorda. 
VV  bo  turned  tlie  f^''  r*"rlfl  ffam  Mil"  '^"^ 

So  on  the  poor,  Ae 


Never  Tom  a  Poor  Man  From  Your  Door* 

By  F.  J.  Ward,     Dedicated  to  and  song  by  J.  J.  Fox. 

The  motto  of  my  little  song  to-night,  friends. 
Is  about  how  hunger  makes  our  poor  deplore. 
And  how  tbey  will  fsU  into  crime  and  roiaery. 
When  we  turn  those  poor  creatures  from  our  dqor. 
Chorus. 

So  on  the  poor  and  helplena  don't  b«  soomlng. 
And  if  for  your  help  they  will  implore. 
Remember,  sorrow  on  them  is  dawning, 
So  never  turn  a  poor  man  from  your  door. 

There's  many  a  person  died  from  starvation, 
No  money  or  fo  d  they  bad  in  store, 
There — they  died  loBely  and  dreary. 
Not  a  friend  to  let  them  enter  in  their  door. 

So  on  the  poor,  Ac. 

You  all  have  beard  what  happened  of  late 

in  Ireland, 
Tbe  famine  strieken  on  old  Erin's  shore. 


To  the  petit  R  la  a  great  Texation, 
Tbey  try  to  do  ail  that  tbey  can,   "     " 


Togo  through  tbia  life  without  be^g^Af,       '  ' ' 
And  ki«ar  ail  the  liardahip  like  a  man. 

"'-'  iiuxr^a      ,n<i  V  So  op  the  poor.  Ac 

This  world  is  full  of  pride  and  temptation. 
Some  day  from  it  wa  all  iii«at  wkhdrawt,      'f  ■" 
So  think  if  this  motto  and  be  libetvl,  '''■'J 

Never  turn  a  poor  man  froiB  your  door^ 

.  »<•  :>iA>  on  tbe  poor,  Ac 


,i  i» 
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Oh 


Beantifol  World  On  Hifll.'  "^"oi^ 
Comic  Irlah  Retrain,     By  Dan  MoCartftyJ;'',  ".^^ 

sinners  stop  ypnr  wifokednea%.i  ;K'  x^i-^i 


vl 


...  ^ 


Come  join  our  band  and  pray,    ,..)'<! 

In  this  beautiful  world  on  high.  ■  ~n  ,M:r' 
If  you  don't  the  Lord  ^111  burn  yon  up,  •  :<<! 
On  our  next  judgement  day,  ,      •  -wi  ;.  ■.• 

In  tbia  heauiiful  world  on  high.  '  :t3:4  a  ><  t 
Now,  Hell,  yoo  know,  is  deep,  and  HeM  !a  wide. 

In  this  beautiful  world  on  bigb. 
It  ain't  got  no  bottom,  and  it  ain't  got  no  videa, 

In  this  beHUtiful  world  on  high. 

Ob.  I'll  be  dar,  yea,  da^•>  ';  ^'^,^f^S^ 
Ob.  rilbedar,  .'''^*' V^^.^  jV 

.4nd  victory  a  crown  ofelory  I^j)  tie  aura  to  wear, 
In  thia  beau  iful  world  on  high 


Oh,  Henry  Ward  Beecber  ia  getting  cracked. 

In  this  beantlful  world  on  high. 
He  carries  I'lyniuutb  Church  around  op  bif  bf  ok. 

In  this  beautiful  world  on  high.  ■''■',.«l 

Yes,  and  be  wears  his  shirt  outside  his  ooAtj 

In  tbia  beautiful  world  on  high, 
And  lie  bullous  bis  pants  around  hia  tbtvat. 

In  this  beautifhl  world  on  high.  Chorus. 
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From  Middfetown  to  Watertown^.; 

Written  and  sung  by,I)an  MoCarttay.  ;  >f. 

Oh,  from  Middletown  to  Watertown 

Is  fifteen   miles. 
And  Ir  ui  Watertown  toMibdlatown 

Is  fittveii  miles. 
Oh,  frinn  Middletown  to  Watertown, 
And  from  Watertown  co  Middletown  -  < 
Vea.  from  Middletown  to  .Watertown, 

Is  tifte  u  iiiilea.  •  ■  • "   •': 

Cnoitca.  '  1  • 
At  the  battle  of  the  Nile,  "''*''  'T 
We  were  fighting  all  the  while. 

All  t'"-  while  We  were  figbiiati,' j,.,||,( 
At  Ibe  battle  of  the  Nile.  .  jf -yy.. 

Yes,  at  the  battle  of  the  Nile         l,o,iini 
We  were  tigbtiiig  nil  \\\'-  while.  ^„  _    ' 

All   the  nliile  we  »r!«'   nobliu*T 
At  the  battle   uf  the  Mle. 
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The  Little  Babe  was  Saved. 

Words  by  Sam  Weeton.      Music  I)/  Jloixto  Weatoa. 

...    .  '  "  '.•  !."■  .    •tIJc  ■!»       : 
It's  of  a  <iiirk  andwintery  nig^i*"  ••► -u-  • 

A  sad  tale  I  will  tell  ;  •••,  "J'  ■■'>'> 

Of  a  mother  and  her  child,  «•.•*•'.    ?   ' 

Tbe  night,  I  remember  well.     -liJi  V'y  .-^ 
Tbe  wind  did  roar  like  the  ooean  wa^«,      '•  ^k" 

And  tbesuow  vms  fulling  fast, 
She  buried  her  child  in  her  arms, 

And  pruyed  for  her  last  '  '"^^:    ri*'> 


She  strove  with  all  her  might  and  sotil. 

Her  little  babe  to  save  ; 
To  have  her  lite  and  sorrows  told,       '  v;<  I  Iv 

When  she  wtw.  in  ber  f;mnt.  .  •  ■♦  i  >?-«is 

Sb^ suffered  with  the  col<l  and  baiigM|-<.".  t4 

Uotil  ber  alraugth  did  Ciil,  „.  ^o <  ' ' 

She  fell  aiileep  to  wake  no  more,       ■^.-mo^ii 

But  her  littl«  bube  was  saved.         ...   r 


^ 


ft";" 


r  ■■} 


m« 


■.i..t_».c  wuso*«--— »'<■;-<. fc'iiwra 


rr«-=»^ 


Tell  Me  Where  My  Eva>  jQUfi*  — 

Suag  by  Frank  Lum,  Motto  and  Topical  VocallBt, 

WltU  gre»tSUO0«B% i^^.-.r;  1,  :v      '•,.•, . 

-■''':■}■:■'.  -r— ;  ■■.iVj  ii»«.'»l  U'ci«Y" .  ■'  ■ 

1  dreamt  lliat  I  was  free,         ""I  «»:»•»"'**; 

.i4ndio  my  own  far-*ff<liau«t  ItoiBif"''^''  '^''.^ 

I  lived  m>  iM^pi^.    .   i     •  •  >  h>  \\  'i;(  I 

BV*,%va,  ofcT^l'ilbe  wherie  my  STa't  gone, 
Sbe  baa  left  ine  here  to  weep  aod  to  mourn. 
Can  yuu  tell  me  wfaePe  my  Eva's  gone,    .    .  -if 

TkemookiDg  bird  sung  oaibeaweeimagnolU-tttM, 

I  felt  ao  proud  Bn<)  brave. 
And  with  my  darling  Sva  bow  happy  I 

seemed  to  be, 
But  I  woke  aod  I  fouud  myaelf  a  alave. 

Eva,  Eva,  oh  !  tell  me,  &o 

I  long  to  dream  tbat-ltapfiy  draam  agab, 
To  tee  my,lionie  «o  fair,  j        ^-^^ 

For  now  I  roam  foreaken  and  alone.'      '"  ■'  '' 
Witit  oo  one  my  troublea  for  to'starv. 

Eva,  Eva,  oh !  tell  me,  ±0. 


^-4 


Love  Letters,  ^.g ^,<^-^-^Ar.. 

80MO  AND  Da»C«.'-'---'^<-: ';<''*'    ;■ 

By  Bo»>by  Newcomb.     *  >  ^lior'     ^  ' 

Music  pub,  *  Copyright  M80,  by  B.  H.'BlBnnllBS. 

The  Music  of  this  or   any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  band,  and  will  be  seat  by  us  to  any  addresa, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  36  cents. 

On  a  bright  Bummer  morning  I  pursued  my  way, 
Aa  happy  as  a  robin  when  lie  trille  hie  ky, 
That  mornmg  euch  a  letter  from  my  true  love  came. 
Commencing  with  "My  dearest,"  and 

ooneluding  with  her  name. 
Such  a  pretty  leiter,  with  iu  perfume  sweet, 
.Cupids  with  their  arrows  lovmg  hearu  to  meet, 
-Lots  of  blots  for  kisBes,  and  a  seal  of  blue, 
Meaniug  that  my  love  ia  tma  to  joo 

CuoBua.  ,:'-rV' .'■••i''/-''}^-;'  ;j;^,.o. 
For  on  a  bright  sammir  momtttg  f  purstied  m;^  way, 
As  happy  as  a  robin  wlieu  he  trills  his  lay, 
That  morning  such  a  letter  from  my  true  love  came, 
Commenoiog  with  "  My  dearest,"  and 

'■■■■■■  ■-'-  -'•-  ■  -  ■  -r-  fioooludinif- with  her  name. 

Now  who  the  Istfar  flame  from  I  of«^f«e  must  (ell, 
A  charming  little  maiden  and  her  name  was  Belle, 
She's  just  a»  sweet  as  honey,  and  she  writes  to  me — 
You  see  that  we  are  parted,  she  is  far  across  the  sea, 
]f  you've  ever  been  in  lov«,  ofaourse  yoa'II  understand 
The  feelings  of  my  hearty  when  loving  letters 

•  reach  your  hand, 

How  you'll  stand  and  wonder  what  your 

sweetheart  she  has  said, 
Jm  I  did,  with  the  oa*  that  I  have  read. 
■     i      .       •  Faroo  abrightaommer,  Ac, 

Of  oonrae  I'm  goffi^'lo  answer  in  n  true  love  strain, 

And  ask  my  little  darling  to  return  again. 

And  soon  a  ship  tha^s  sailing  o'er  the  dark  blue  aea, 

Will  bring  me  such  a  letter,  from  my 

sweetheart  it  will  be. 

Then  when  we  are  married,  I  will  write  yoo  the  news, 
'1'ell  you  how  we  get  alon^,  and  never  have  theblaea, 
.What  a  little  treasure  wife  I  got  from  o'er  the  sea, 
'Our  letters  Um)»  <liUi«|>«-ll  I^O-V-B. 
,;  _,,.y,  .     I  -For  ou  a  bright  sumeser,  Ae. 


^'••-^i 


Few  York  to  TriBco. 

JBy^  ,>yj,  B.  Scott.       > .. 


,  It  waa  ia  New  York  Bay, 

Our  noble  ship  did  lie,       i.»>t  "  ', 
At  anchor  r«»4y  'o  weigh,    'i  toii* 

And  paae  the  Narrows  bji.  W:>%  ;. 
.»»*  ■jiii  »4  iin    Chorot.     ; ;  v    / 
Oh!  blow  winds,  keep  blowing, 

Blow  high,  winds  blow, 
To  'Frisco  we  are  gofog. 

Blow  high,  winds  blow, 

We  soon'  sat  all  oar  sail. 

And  run  the  Narrows  through. 


:>i-a'-'j,a.»ic;f:'.';'i:<?-, 

>  ;v*',kii>.' 


-^ifhorus. 


iO' 


1- 


(1 


'-■'■     For  we  had  a  lyilJAai  crew._ 

.';;;fWhenw:e  Wiled  -^aP.Tj-  llook.)>j,[  j.^,  ..„-,U 
-     Into  theatlaiili'c'b  '»  Main."  Chorus. 

„       .••.%!  tny  Vi  T»c(rTToH 

We  soon  got  on  the  Ooesn'bUie, 
» f:Jl'    Where  the  weather  was  ib  io  wi 
-  ■  >Plonfhfag  tde  ••  rongh  tbilji'tk  ^  iuov&i 
l"ith>:.   liat<tv»  wt  reaohed^the  "Xine.V  •    .CWmms. 

„;Y(Over  tbefquatqr  we,HJhttk)on,   dK)  SlilO'I 
Flyiue  U»ft  colors  of  Labwt*.  » 
In  the  lJipW«i''(>f  Uqjtnne,^"*''^ 
W  ho  is  the  ruler  »f,  thb  »<*..  I  T.^OaOlnhfR 

'  ■"liext  we  got  to  Cape  Horp,  ^     i    :  r>  )^ 

Where  rougl^  weather  ou  ships  doef  tell. 
There  are  then  euch  raging  storms,       ;.i;>/ I 
That  it  is  known  as  "  NeptuDs's  hell.'F 

•    ■  I'-iun 

We  soon  left  the  ca|^  behind, 

'    Then  on  the  calm  Pacific  saile4t      H'i'.Li/.k 
Where  meri^iaut  vessels  we  did.fiid,i,' 

•'<#'*    -All  of. Which  we  hailed.   "  Chorps. 

■         ,  •_■  i  ■•>  ♦I'f.o  ■■     .     '    - 

Being  then  to  the  North'srd "bound,,,  , 

,'%it;     We  orossed  the  line  once  taiore,  .    /".  '  ! 

■;vi«;When  sudden  squalls  they  are  found. 

-•!i      And  the  temf)e8t  itdois  roar.  Chorus. 

The  Farallones  ?ie«b»ii»*^hi  View,  ^'^'^  ^"'  '"* 
Oar  pilot  on  the  querter-deck  did  jftaifd;'  •''- 
On  the  fare-east)«>deok  waa  the  ei^w. 


uiDi  Cheecing  at  the  8%ht  of  land. 

^^^7he  Faralloae^  pwSuon  saiWd  by, 
^    Next  through  the  UoU«u  dlate. 
Then  before  'Frisco  we  did  lie,  1 
Which  is  in  the  &oldea  btsite. 


Chom^. 

•t  J)  .T"    1 


Hazors  iu  de  Mt» 
TomSesfles'B  Version; 


Ghonat"- 

„    oi'-..r.  •■I 

.  ,  'r.iiij'-'fjfi' 

ano7  «a;;j  1.4  >^I 

i.tllj  ,jiic!vf  Biit 
'•■    '•II  illW'l  if^Ji-i 


Catfish  ratmiiig  (fewn  de  btreant. 

Yes,  my  iove,  I'll  meet  you^- 
Turtle  auk  bim  whiit  bi  nasa*^  ,k.5  iij  IM "W  ««>n! 

I'll  meet  you  by  and  by.  .ay!»*i 

Turtle  caught  hiiaby  de:mi»Q<l|(  'li  m  liA    -,'i  .*? 

Yes,  my  love,  I'H  mtjpt  j-on,     •  "•«  V'P  t^f^M^ 
Aud  turned  his  jacket  inside  <«t,  ■  '"^.t  ^^A^**  H?' 

I'll  meet  you  by  and  by.  ^    V 

Den  hoe  d»t  ooru,  ho»  dat  ootn,  IfoOM^  "'  »''  ^  'V 
I^a^^4at«oni,  ru meetyoa  by aiMllj^/'  >  ' ; 
*^-.    -;,:;;  Chorns.       ■s^.^ -J-^^--' •'••^" 

Get  away  from  that  windbw,  my  I6ve  and  my  dove, 
Qrct  away  from  dat  window  I  saj  j      . 
ril  be  here  some  other  niRht,  ,   .'^""''i^.,',,^': 
Kase  dar's  gwiu«  to  be  a  fight,       '  •-:"*^' "«■  "^ 
Dare'U  be  razors 4y»ig  in  de  ail;  /   iT4.Bt)  08 
Get  away,  (sjm.)  get  away,  (symL)  ,   { .  . 

Get  away  yoa  wssy  uigger.        (Kepeat  Chorns  ) 

I  went  downto  Shilam.tpwn,  ,,  ,-,,„!»  «,i<r 
Yes,  mv  love,  !T1  ieet^oa,      ^^"'^ri-P^^ 
'  Bnll-fxog  kicked  all  de  houses  dowiv' ;?*/'/'*   • ''' " 
i      I'll  meet  yim  by  and  by,  *       ■ 

I  buy  my  bread  aud  eat  my  crumbs,  , 

Yes,  my  love,  I'll  meet  jwi,      ^         ;.''*'^  ""■" 
Eiihbits  bit  oflfboftt  mvthnmbst-""^  iJvi'i  .>-li  11' 
111  meet  you  by  and  by.        *     ■■  •  -  .  ?^*i  w 
t  Den  hoe  dat  corn.  hneiHit  com,  Moses,   ""^ ,"  ' 
Den  hoe  dat  com,  I'll  meet  yon  by  and  By. 

Get  ti%-ij  tfom  dat  window,  4c 


»)fi  «* ! !; 


Lively  Old  Couple- 

Written  and  sung  by  the  Daytona.    -ji  ;|.^> 

G|ood-eTening  kind  friends,  we  are  mnch   -    ' 

pleased  te  meet 

'  With  BO  many  good  smiling  faces  to-night ; 
To  sing  for  yoa.  now  to  bd  sure  is^a  treat, 

Oar  old  hearts  ar«  always  well  filled  with  delight 
So  mrrrily,  ohetarfhlly,  the  hours  are  driren. 

And  we  afe  a  jolly  old  couple  you  see  ;.    ,j.^„  // 
Ibr  forty  years  past  together  w«*ve  thrivjii, ,',,?, 

And  now  we  arcr^ioth  residing  in  glee. 


Hurra  , 
We're  li 
Togethei 
We're  ki 


Bu4  the  ojd 
So  let  th« 


Joy 


•^^  •'•  the-itenplke  ^a.i^r^^^^^^^"' 
.111  1.  .Sung  by  Riiyawdhina  WaUiA»''  ^^  '•-:'«*" 

j  ^ ^^*^  **«*»  flowers  gre^riiDd  fcftver  '  '  "    ''T  ' 

i  R.:t! J  *'^/'^-«>  •>••  *^ed  by  ft.  toS""*^  •''^• 

Bt^t  ih.  old  nnll  l^ouse  hJs  W  u,  deeay 
1  loved  It  and  eg  did  dadiur  K.l. 

|Andthem.lIerheiie..£;!2|S.'::;thi'- 

^  we  played  neath  th.  U^X^S^*^ 

.      ,.        OHoKca,  •'•■■•     '""^  ■' 

For  the  •Turnpike  gate  is  the  pr«.  o^iy  he«t.       ' 

I  loved.tandsodiddW-Wlfate. 
\V  hen  shefit.  he«da  «^  uof,  tif^fr^  1,,,^,,.  ,  , 

11^  t^tni/id.  ^.e  of  the  furnpik^Jj:^*^''*^^ 


nd  theeW  sehool  Ikkmc  has  g«ne  to  de44^' 

w  h.re  the  school loa^tor  br^H  m  r«eii<> 
Jlnd  those  happy,  happy  dai.  have  fiid«.i'. 

I  ^l'"*,"  **^  ""'«  ''earts  were  filled  wRh'^Lnut;     '' 
And  when  the  school  was  vDt  w«  wuuU  1 

I  WI  --..  T  J        e  wander  to  the  sprini;. 

Where  I  drew  for  yon  pictures  on  ybnr  ■fat  • 
.  ind  those  happy  childhood  days  thsyll 

WK.,-  -»    1      M        ^    ^     o"«'e  •g*iii  no  mor,-, 
When  we  played  on  the  Turnpike  gate       Chorus 

:  ^d'^ifiw-h-  What  I  Ltff^.  "^w.^'  •-  i 

^  ?]f|;':'^'^"B«ne  by  Bonnie  Kannella.   ' 

I  Idfe  to  roam  in  de  bright  green"^fi,rlds:' 
I  like  to  live  OB  a  Ikt-m,'"''       '','"• 

I  love  to  stroll  where  de  prinroaes  giioiik 
For  a  country  lif«  iAaeharro. 
;  I  ldf»  to  wandei:  tfroifgK  de  old  farm  ya,d. 
Round  by  depid  ha\kue|^'  , 

And  Ksten  to  de  chicks,  as  dej  cackle,  ' 

*  ^  ..  '       .'V    ;'.'",■    ■  "  '"''^J''' <»»»blH  •. 
And  th|  pooty  htlle  ducks  quack,  ^^^^      . 

"^"x--^    •l.'.['.^'.[^orm.'  ,'ly^,::,^  i  i.   :/' 

Quaek,  q«lcK  Ifoet  the  4>ooty.  KttTe  4«ek»,  ' 

I>en  h«n's  cackle  i»*  warja»«tt 
When  de  old  cocit  eroWs  eferyb„dy  know* 

L>ere'».«ggs  fory:Qt,i:  hrtaktsM  ia  d-  ^ehilBig, 

I  lofe  to  gase  on  a<;  r^p*  jrc^IIow  9«ta, 

1  lofe  to  poll  oft  de  gWita, 
I  lofe  to  rckinp  on  de  new  ssewn  hay 

Along  with  a  preiit  l>«-itch»!r  gal. 
I  long  to  wander  by  de  old  mill  •treant<«=n  f 

And  catch  every  breeze  ^a,i  b^iwf. 
.4 rid  I  lofe  td  see  d«  lambs  ik  dey  Snible 

lb  de  ii|Ofni^a|wn^«U  aoek  <>^>ws. 
/!«(:■»«>]  .i-f!'!.... ,  Quaek,  qaaek,  *o. 

_I  lofe  my  home  at  de  Htlle  white  farm, 

Where  de  ivf  ehtwinew  •oaad  de  dot»r        '      *' 
And  1  lofe  to  hearde  lark,  as  he  flies  m  bigb, 

Aud  I  love  t"  hearde  oki  K»iti  rnar.    . 
I  love  (o  hear  de  »ilkiDaid'«  pong, 
.^nd  listen  to  dat  little  busy  beeu 
(Well,  you  can  have  your  cities  and  yoa 

But  a  Gennaa  a^iti^  \ih1',T  roe 

J.-  ..:i'<  iwZ.  ...L«.J  <^laelt,  qnaek,  *e. 
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Tli£    SINOERS*    JOURIVAI.. 


LATEST 

PnblialMd  by  Mn-  Faaline  Ideder, 

MUSIC    PUBLISHER. 

eo  Chatham  Street.   N.  T. 

SENTIMENTAL  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

«'  Anael  Mother,  Watch  for  m^" Pratt 

..  Lav  My  Hoad  Beneath  a  Roee," Straight 

„      ,,      .njpoor"  Younkar. 

..-The  Old  Bench  near  the  MiU Sgjk. 

..  When  the  Flowert  are  i:>~f»°'»8;,-  •  •  o-i^oJ.' 
••  Baby  Died  one  Year  ago  To^y. '  •     O  Beardon. 

8TANDAED  MOTTO  SONGS. 

"  Lack  Laya  Ot«  Brain.". -ged  Stewght 

"iSeTicldng  of  th.  Clock." J^J  SSt 

..  A  SUtch  in  Time  Saves  Nme Ned  Stewght 

..  Take  Things  as  They  Come Ned  Straight 

BALLADS. 

•'  A  Little  Place  Within  Thy  feeart"^ . . .  -Cooper. 
..!;,  SaSan?We«y  To-nighf.  •  Ob«.^^f 

.flooge  Unenng." ^"'^'^L 

••  The  Lost  Jewel," oiuuu 

OOMIO  DUETTS. 

"  MoOarthys  Boarding  Honee," Powen. 

..M»^AnnKehoe" fo''«»- 

POPULAB  NEGRO  SONGS. 

.'Silver  Bella  are  Ringing  v«n«w 

away  np  in  de  Sky Yonnker. 

..  Take  me  Back  to  my  Dear  Old 

Soathem  Home. ..  Speck. 

..Times  of  Long  Ago Ned  Straight 

..  Settle  dat  Bill."  ...•-•••••„• ^ed  Straight 

"  Hab  Yoor  Ladders  Beady," Ned  Straight 

••  Down  by  de  Rainbow," Ned  Straight 

«.  De  Golden  Chariot" Ned  Straight 

••rm  Uncle  RofusStiU Ned  Straight 

SERIO-COMia  BONGS. 

"I  Coaldn't  Help  it  Ma." Cbas.  OonnoUy. 

"  Sweet  Maggie  Gordon*" . .  .Ned  Straight   80  oU. 

"DoItAgwn." «*^!t"^u!' 

••  Yoa  Shouldn't  Notice  It Ned  Straight 

COMIC  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

••  New  Years  Day" • Powers. 

"  The  Night  I  Learned  to  Swim  Powers. 

•'  Mickey  Flahrity," Ned  Straight 

MARCHING  SONGS. 

«'  The  Irish  Volnnteers," Yonnker. 

"  The  Petticoat  Brigade Ned  Straight 

NEGRO  SONGS  AND  DANCE& 

••  rm  Jnst  Tamed  Sixty-Three Ned  Straight 

SWEUj  SONGS. 
•<  Deoced  Good  Fellah" Ned  Straight 

QmOKSTEPS  AND  MARCHE&     . 

"Tnrkish  Patrol  Qaickstep Jai.  J.  Freeman. 

"  The  Petticoat  Brigade  March. . .  Jaa.  J.  Freeman. 

"  The  Irish  Volnnteera  March Jas.  J.  Freeman. 

NEGRO  WALK  AR0UND8. 

"  Old  Times  Rozy,    or  Troable  in  de  Kitchen,  by 
Ned  Straight    Now  being  naed  with  immense 
■Qooeas  by  Haver'ey's  Georgia  Mioatrels. 
POPULAR  WALTZES. 

"The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet,"— Walti Pratt 

•'  No  Work  Walt*, " F.  Yoanker. 

SONGS  AND  DANCES. 
"  Th«  Baawm  why  I WM  Elected. ..  .Ned  Straisht 

"Sweet  Amerikay." Yoanker. 

"little  BofokhlKlvt,'* "^ * 


Walts  Songi  With  Chonues. 

"The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet" Pratt 

<<  Walttdngham  MoBweeney,". . Dookstader. 

"  Music  and  Dancing, " Ohaa.  Connolly. 

Soniiiig  Hegro  Melange. 

"Open  up  dem  Doors Ned  Straight 

Now  being  sung  by  the  "  Bog  Towns  "  with 
Eaverley's  Georgia  Minstrels,  and  other  leading 
Minstrel  Bands. 

FORTY  CENTS  EACH,  or  any  4  PIECES  $1,00. 
LATEST  LAHCIEB8. 

SEA  CADET  LANOIERS  ■    ''         " 

Arranged  for  the  piano  by  Jas.  J.  Fbxzmam. 
SCOTCH  LANCIEB8. 

Arranged  for  the  piano  by  Jas.  J.  Fbkzham. 
ENGLISH  LANCIERS, 

Arranged  for  the  piano  by  Jas.  J.  Fbxzmam. 
IRISH  LANCIERS 

Arranged  for  the  piano  by  Jab.  J.  Fbezman. 
AMERICAN  LANCIERS, 

Arranged  for  the  piano  by  Jas.  J.  Fbeehan. 

Price,  60  cents  each.      Or  two  for  $1,00. 

There  are  none  of  the  pieces  of  musie  on  thii  list 
which  are  not  Kuaranteeo  by  the  publitber  to  give 
entire  satisfaetion.  .^to,  eaeh  and  every  one  has 
either  an  elegant  picture,  lithographed,  or  double 
colored  title  page,  and  printed  from  the  best  en- 
graved musie  plates.  My  Muaio  ia  never  out  of 
print  end  can  be  procured  at  any  muaio  atore  in 
the  U.  S.  But  the  quickest  and  best  policy  ia  to 
send  direct  to  me. 

All  musie  not  on  this  list  eonitantly  ke^tt  in 
stock,  and  will  be  aent  poat-paid,  on  receipt  of 
marked  price.  I  keep  the  publications  ot  all  the 
Muaic  Publiahers  in  Amerioa  and  Europe. 

P.  S.— To  Music  Teachers,  Mnaioiana,  Clubs, 
Profeaaionals,  etc.,  my  terms  are  the  regular  pro- 
feasional  rates.  But  with  a  desire  to  have  my  pub- 
licaliona  more  thoroughly  introduced  to  your  notice, 
also  to  give  yon  a  elutnee  to  re-diapoae  of  copies 
with  a  profit,  and  to  aet  as  my  agents  through  the 
States,  I  will  allow  you  to  make  a  selection  of  10 
or  more  of  my  pieces,  at  one  half  off  of  the  marked 
prices. 

14 .  B. — All  of  the  above  pieces  ars  my  own  copy- 
rights, and  any  one  infringing  on  the  same,  will  be 
dealt  with  and  puniahed  to  the  full  extent  ol  the 
law. 

Send  money  in  RM;istered  Letter  or  Postal  Order, 
Hoping  to  be  favored  with  your  patronage,  I  remain 
Your  obedient  servant 

MRS.  PAULINE  LIEDER, 

Music  Publisher,  Valentine  Manufacturer,  publisbsr 
of  the  "  Singers'  Journal,"  etc.,  etc., 

60  CflATHAM  STHEET,  N.  T. 

^nd  i9  Atlantic  Avenue,   Brooklyn. 

The  Mooni  are  ont  To-Hight. 

Air ;  Full  Moons.  By  Stepben  Garrer. 

To  the  Full  Moons  of  Brooklyn. 

Come  gather  every  member 

Of  the  Full  Moons  one  and  all. 
You  hear  the  proclamation. 

For  to  meet  uera  in  the  halL  '  >    ■ ,  -.\ 

To  make  our  preparations  -  '    ; 

For  a  grana  and  glorious  sight, 
Let  the  people  know  where'er  we  go^ 
That  the  moons  are  out  to-night  .  , 
Chokus.  ^' 

Get  in  line,  dress  up  fins,    . 

Every  member  true ; 
Ont  on  the  walk  hear  them  talk 

As  they  stand  and  view.         ...,..;. 
All  in  a  row,  away  we  go. 

With  hsarU  so  gay  and  l%bt        :■  y..    ■ 
The  psople  ars  astonished 

Wnen  the  Moons  are  out  at  night, . 
When  our  neighbors  sre  s-aleeping. 
Oar  sister  Luna  shining  bright. 
Along  the  walk  you'll  see  aa  oreeping. 
For  the  people  know  when  the 

Moons  ars  ont  at  night    1 

SB^BSai^HKBiBfi^iBBai 


.-.t: 


Salvation  Army's  eomiB(, 

You'll  hear  the  people  cry 
With  their  heads  oat  of  the  window*, 

As  wean  paaaingby. 
With  wonder  they  do  stare  «tr'.  vt>"  '-. 

The  proceasion  grand  and  bt%bt, 
Tou  abould  hear  ue  prsy,  ailong  the  wsy, 

When  the  Moons  are  out  at  night        Chonjs. 

What  means  this  great  oommotioB, 

What  ia  all  thia  fuas  aboui^ 
The  people  are  excited,  '  '♦^^  *' 

The  poliee  are  ordered  out    -  "'    *' 
To  guard  and  save  thaoity,    •■«»•;'.;■•  •'•♦'  *'' 

From  a  red  and  eory  fight 
But  don't  be  afraid,  it's  only  a  parade, 

The  Moons  sre  out  to-night 


Tom  Kerrigan  the  Irish  P^r. 
To  my  mend,  Tom  Kerrlgaa,   by  Dave  Roache. 

Good  evening  to  yoo  one  and  all,     ;•  '   ": 

I  juat  come  here  to  tell 
Of  a  true-born  aon  oi  Erin'a  laJa, 

Whose  lilts  of  music  swell    ;  ^  '     ; 
The  hearts  of  every  Irishman 

1  hat  left  the  aliamr  ek  shore  ;  '  < 

Which  makes  us  think  of  days  gone  by, 

We  will  not  see  any  mon. 

Chobub. 
Yes.  I  mean  Tom  Kerrigan  the  Irish  piper. 

Whose  playing  is  immense. 
Whose  pipes  they  sre  so  grsnd. 
Yes,  ss  fine  ss  Gilmore'a  band,      ':      :;  j|  ' 
Us  is  quite  par  excel  lance.  (Rspeat) 

Now  if  you  should  to  battle  go, 

^nd  be  where  it  is  said  -  -  ^. 

The  bullets  storm  snd  fly  around,      : 

The  dying  and  the  dead. 
One  lilt  from  those  old  Irish  pipes, 

Our  friend  lorn  to  the  front 
Would  make  the  fearless  Irish  rias, 

The  enemy  to  hunt  Chccoe. 


Charles  Frederick  Horace  O'Brien. 

, .  By  James  Richmond,   tor  Joe.  Sparks. 

The  is  a  young  man  in  this  oity,    .       •        -      ,  "VJ 

Whom  I  met  one  afternoon ; 
He  ia  a  darling  dry  goods  clerk. 

And  be  is  on  the  verge  of  rain. 
The  girls  say  he  is  a  charmer. 

His  father  married  Baby  Miae{^^' 
The  admiration  of  the  girla  is 

Charles  Fredrick  Horace  O'Brien. 
Chorus. 
For  his  form  is  like  an  umbrslla, 

His  looks  sre  very  bold,  .>:': 

His  feet  would  go  in  a  thimble, 

Uia  necktie  is  solid  gold. 
His  eyes  they  are  imported,      -'-<:.-•'<>.»: 

His  age  ia  twenty- nine. 
The  first  man  played  "  Rialph  Baekstrew,** 
^     Was  Charlss  Fredrick  Uoraee  O'Brien.    . 

Last  aummer  he  beat  hia  boarding  honaa, 

And  akipped  to  a  coantry  fium,  .i 

[When  he  met  Matilda  Agnes  Joweb,         ) 

She  was  a  young  school  marm. 
He  Kot  heron  a  rope  and  gave  her  ebewii».ffaiB, 

ilnd  says,  "  Baby  thou  art  mine."       ^ 
jAnd  her  brother  fired  cannon  balla        f»'K.  !»A 
;     At  Charles  Frederick  Horace  O'Brien. 

For  his  form  is  like,  Ae. 


'  ^He  left  and  sailed  for  Eoropa,  -  < 

j     Where  be  calls  himself  a  Prince ;        ,ii 
To  the  Queen  of  Dublin  be  made  loVs, 

Said  his  money  wss  counted  in  mints ; 
The  Msyor  of  Russia  calls  him  Begna, 

And  be  got  tripped  up  so  fine  ", "T  " 

That  the  Duoheas  of  luly  gaTs  ten  years  to 
Ohariss  Frsdsriek  Horace  O'Brisn. 

For  his  form  is  Hke,  hn. 
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Um  Loit  Inheritanoe. 


OOHTIXCKD. 


/<^:^> 


Tb«  miDTitM  ilipped  on  howeTer,  without  any 
promiae  of  her  hop«'t  rMlixation. 

The  tiok  mtn  laid  still,  breathing  heavily.  Save 
that,  Dotbins  broke  the  wearing  •tilloess  except 
tb«  mea*urea  beat  of  the  time-piece,  and  the  loud 
naaal  respiralioa  of  Mrs.  Twiddv,  tb«  housekeeper. 

Suddenly  aa  the  oloek  had  inst  tlruek  two, 
Joaiab  Uiddleeomb  moved  in  the  bed. 

So  iilent  had  every  thing  been  before,  that  it  made 
Maria  OaggeU  eUrt.     Recovering  bereelf,  the  bent 

forward.  , 

From  where  she  sat,  she  oould  see  the  ex-ueurer  s 
faatorea.      They  were  agiUted;    the  brows  were 
bent;  the  lips  moved      .-     ,^      .    •',        .  :. 
Would  he  speakr  ^  ,/  ; 

Yes,  low  ;  more  like  a  muttering,  yet  dietinot 
A»  they  fell  from  the  sick  man's  lips,    the  com- 
panion noted  them  down.  ;  :;■■.;    "' 
"  It's  false !'  I  repeat.  „u   v 
Silence  awhile,   a  restless  toss,  then,    "  If  the  boy 
is  alive,  what  is  that  to  me  ?    Yon  nor  ha  can't  do 
anythingT"                                               :'■'"■'»* 
Silence.                                        ^  ,    ,      ,     v 
"Your  prooil— your  proof!      Defaulter  I— beg- 

garl" 

Here  ensued  another  silence,  so  long,  that  the 
listener  began  to  think  the  patient  had  relapsed  into 

Abruptly,  with  a  sharp  cry,  however,  he  sUrted 
erect  in  bed,  his  eyes  wide  and  sUring,  his  hands 
clutching  ihe  a^r.  „,    .^ 

"  Villain  1"  he  almost  shrieked.  "Would  you 
dare  turn  upon  me?  It's  false  !  Who'd  Uke  a 
convict's  word?" 

1  he  last  sentences  had  only  been  easped  forth 
as  Josiah  Biddlecomb  dropped  bnck  exhausted 
upon  his  pilliiw. 

That  cry  had  echoed  through  the  apartment,  and 
aroused  the  housekeepr.  Before,  however,  she 
oould  bring  together  her  scattered  senses,  Maria 
Daggett  wse  by  the  bedside,  and  motioned  her  to 
keep  back. 

"What  is  it?  What  is  all  this?"  gasped  the 
man,  hoarsely. 

"  You  have  been  rather  ill.  sir— a  fainting-fit, 
that's  all  t"  replied  the  companion,  gently. 

"  There,  there  I  I  know,'  he  broke  in  ;  "  apo- 
plexy. I  remember,  I  felt  it  ooming  on.  The  " — 
with  aaharp  glance  at  the  girl—"  port  wine  did  it. 
Ought  to  keep  to  claret.  I  was  dreaming  "—with 
ao  eagernees  he  tried  to  hide.  "  Did— did  I  say 
anything  aloud?" 

"  Nolliiiij,  sir.  You  were  sleeping  as  calmly  as 
a  child  until  you  gave  that   ery   which   awakened 

you  "  ... 

"  ah,  I  was  dreaming  I  You  can  sit  down,  Miss 
Daggett.  I'll  go  to  sleep  again.  You— you  are 
qnite  sure  I  wasn't  Ulking?" 

"Quite,"  smiled  the  companion.  "Had  you,  sir, 
I  must  have  known." 

Satisfied,  Josiah  Biddlecomb,  having  drank  the 
draught  given  him,  compoeed  himself  again  for 
slumber,  while  Maria  Daggett  returned  to  heroliair 
reflecting  on  what  she  had  heard. 

"  Shall  I  tell  Mr.  Hepburn  this  ?"  she  meditated. 
"  Surely  it  confirms  his  suspicions.  Still,  I  must 
not  let  too  many  good  cards  go  out  of  my  own 
hand." 

Soon  the  sick-room  resumed  its  former  stillness, 
which  was  not  again  disturbed  until  morning. 

CHAPTER  XIII. 

VHI  DOCROR8  8USPICTOH8  CONrilUfCD,  '       '^ 

Josiah  Biddleonmb's  constitution  was  a  strong 
one  ;  consequently,  when  Doctor  Abercom  arrived 
next  morning,  lie  found  him  considerably  better, 
which  he  did  not  fail  to  contribute  in  a  measure  to 
Maria  Daggett's  nursing,  though  now  he  said  there 
would  be  no  further  need  of  her  thus  burthening 
herself. 

The  household,  recovering  from  its  shock,  fell 
into  it's  usual  ways,  and  the  order  that  no  visitors 
would  be  received  wai  oouotermanded  by  the 
heiraaa. 

Thm,  when  about  noon  Richard  Hepbom  rode 


I  orer,  he  was  at  once  shown  into  the  drawing-roora 
where  Sidonis  sat  interestingly  pale,  and  moet  be- 
iBomingly  dresaed. 

"  The  footman  informs  me  that  your  fsther  haa 
been  taken  suddenly  ill,  Misa  Biddlecomb.  I  trust 
it  is  nothing  serious,"  remarked  the  visitor  as  he 
advanced. 

He  spoke  eamestlT,  for  the  thooght  had  imme- 
diately occurred  to  bV^  as  to  Maria  Daggett,  bow 
fisr  the  usurer's  demise  would  affMt  bis  purpoaa. 

'*  Not  now,  I  pray— I  hope  I"  responaed  the 
heireas,  throwing  a  plaintive  tremor  in  her  voice. 
"  But  if  it  hadn't  been  for  Maria'a  fortunate  pre- 
aenoe  of  miod,  Carnyston  would  by  this  time  have 
no  master,  and  I  should  have  been  an  orphan. 
Oh,  Mr.  Hepburn  I"  .^nd  apparently  overwhelmed 
by  such  a  prospect,  the  heiress,  covering  her  face 
with  hercarubric  handkerchief,  sobbed  hysterically. 

The  companion's  words  were  in  her  memory,  that 
Richard  Hepburn,  loving  her  desperately,  yet  needed 
encouragement ;  and  what  better  opportunity  to 
give  it  then  when  grief  excused  the  non-observance 
of  some  of  the  conventional  barriers? 

The  young  man  waa  embarrassed.  He  recognised 
the  awkwardness  of  his  position  in  conversing  at 
such  a  moment  with  a  girl  who  so  openly  showed 
her  preference  for  him. 

The  last  words  had  been  uttered  with  a  touching 
appeal  to  his  sympathy  be  could  not  mistake,  and 
heartily  he  prayed  someone  would  enter  and  free 
him  from  the  difficulty. 

"I  am  rejoiced,  Miss  Biddlecomb,"  he  said, 
approaching  not  a  step  nearer.  "  that  such  a  mis- 
fortnne  has  been  averted.  You  seem  ill.  No  doubt 
past  anxiety  has  exhausted  you.  I  will  not  be  so 
thoughtless  as  to  intrude  at  such  a  moment.  First 
let  me  ring  for  your  attendant." 

"  No,  DO ;  please,  no.  It  has  paased.  Naturally 
I  slept  but  little  last  night,  and  morning  has  found 
me  stupidly  weak  and  nervous.  Will  you  lend  me 
your  arm  ?  I  will  go  to  the  window  ;  it  will  revive 
me." 

Perforce,  Richard  Hepburn  had  to  obey.  Fierody 
he  bit  his  lips  with  vexation. 

The  heiress  bung  heavily  on  him,  and,  when  they 
had  reached  the  windows,  which  not  only  oom- 
manded  a  large  extent  of  the  Carnyston  grounds, 
where  some  gardeners  were  engaged  sweeping  the 
lawn,  but  a  portion  of  the  high  road  also,  she  made 
no  movement  to  relinquish  his  support. 

Only  that  morning  a  chance  overheard  conversa- 
tion at  the  inn  where  he  was  stopping  bad  un- 
pleasantly informed  him  that  his  name  and  the 
heiress's  wore  being  already  ooupled  together. 

How  a  simple  open  flirtation  could  lead  to  this  he 
was  unable  to  divine,  not  being  aware  that  Eldmund 
Biddlecomb,  out  of  a  desire  to  aid  hia  cousin's  views 
and  thus  to  remove  a  dangeroaa  rival— for  here  he 
waa  keener-sighted  than  Hepburn — from  his  own 
path,  bad  made  it  a  special  duty  to  insinuate  every- 
where a  marriage  at  Carnyston  at  an  early  date  was 
not  impossible. 

After  what  he  had  heard,  though  he  could  not 
forgo  his  plan,  he  had  resolved  upon  a  more 
cautious  action.  Yet,  here  he  stood,  with  Sidonia 
leaning  on  his  arm,  as  if  they  were  really  engaged 
lovers. 

He  would  have  laughed,  had  he  not  seen  the 
perilous  entanglement  it  might  get  him  into,  to  free 
himself  from  which,  though  be  had  committed  him- 
aelt  in  no  way,  might  prove  detrimental  to  his 
honor.  What — and  there,  in  fact,  lurked  the 
sharpest  stab^would  .^lice  Walden,  so  pure  and 
noble,  think  of  him  ? 

While  these  ideas  flashed  with  the  swiflness  of 
electricity  through  hia  mind,  the  heiress,  clasping 
her  hands  over  hia  arm,  murmured,  pathetically, 
"Poor  papa!  What  wonder  I  was  overcome  ?  To 
imagine,  Mr.  Hepburn,  being  left  an  orphan  and 
friendleaa,  with  such  an  estate  aa  this  to  see  to 
alone  I     I  never  oould  do  it;" 

"  Not  friendless,  I  hope,  Misa  Biddlecomb,"  re- 
marked her  companion,  doubtful  what  to  answer. 

"  Well,  perhaps,  not  entirely.  You.  I  know, 
would  be  generous  enough  to  give  me  your  aym- 
patby.  None  should  I  so  highly  value  ;  but " — 
with  a  little  nervous  laugh — '-  hew  conld  I  ever 
dare  trouble  von  with  my  affitira,  thoogh  into  no 
one's  hands  would  I  more  fsarleasly  ooonde  them  V 

Tba  worda  ware  acoompanied  by  a  glaaaa  whiah 


Biohard  Hepbun  pupoonly  ftdled  to  aae. 

"  I  thank  yoa  for  Om  high  oompUmaDt  yoo  pay 
ma,  Miaa  BiddlaoomB,"  ha  rsapondad,  inwwdljr 
initatad  paat  aodoaDOtk  "Still,  yoa  hava  yaor 
ooudn,  a  vary  good  biwinaaa  man,  I  aboald  think. 
Ooafoond  the  fellow  T  added  the  young  tnan,  in  a 
low  voioe,  with  aometbing  very  like  an  oatb,  aa  ba 
babeld  one  of  the  gardeneta,  who,  pieaomably  to 
atUnd  to  a  flower-bed  oloaa  to  tba  wiodow.  bad  ap- 
proached, and  waa  watoUi^  them  with  ooMidembU 
reliah. 

"  My  oooaia  r  langhlBg  nervonaly.  "Aa  a 
mamed  naan,  he'd  be  too  basy  with  hu  own  ood- 
cema." 

"  Married  T  ejaonlated  Richard  Hepbom,  with 
a  start  for  the  life  of  him  he  ooold  check.     "  I  waa 

"That  Edmund  intended  mairiaae ?  Oh.  vea. 
very  shorUy."  »«»'"".   7-. 

.  "f  oongjatnhite  him,"  aaid  her  oMnpanioB.  flnd- 
uig  It  diiBoult  to  get  hia  teeth  wide  aooogh  apart 
for  dear  articnUtion.  -  And  the  bdy-do  I  know 
her  ? 

"  Know  her  ?  Ha !  ha  I  Why,  from  what  Bdnmnd 
aaya,  matters  must  be  so  plain  that  I  aboold  tev* 
imagined  the  qoeation  nnnnnnsnwij  Alioe  Waldan 
of  ooone. 

Biohard  Hepburn  felt  himaalf  ro  white  to  the 
lipe.  " 

"  Miss  Walden  haa  aooepted  him,  then  T  he  ooo- 
tnved  to  remark 

•T'  ^°  ^  ^^^  whether  abe  haa  yet  right  dawn 
said  •  Yee,  bat  it's  been snffloiently  impMadto make 
Edmund  poasess  no  fears  of  the  iw)ly  he  will  iw- 
oeive." 

"  It's  a  oonfoonded  faleabood,  and  piece  oT  esotls- 
tioal  presumption  on  his  part,  the  puppy  P  thooght 
Biohard  Hepboni,  dawing  a  long  breath  of  raliaf 
on  bearing  the  imvooable  aiBmative  iMtd  not  bean 
pronoanoed  by  Alioe's  Upe. 

The  sensatioB  the  heiieas's  statement  had  pto- 
dnoed,  however,  made  him  leaolve  not  to  pralooa 
this  nuoomfortabie  interview. 

As  politely  ae  be  ooold,  he  diasBgaged  himaalf, 
saying,  "  Seeing.  Mies  Biddlecomb,  yoo  an  happily 
now  qnite  reooveted  from  yoarfkintnaM,  I  willtake 
my  leave.  Indeed,  I  hold  myself  to  blame  fbr 
having  kept  you  so  long  from  your  father,  in.vhoae 
sick-chamDer  I  am  sure  yon  are  anxiona  to  be" 

Baitdog  her  hand  to  hia  lips,  ha  saluted  it,  and 
moved  to  the  door. 

Sidonia  bad  no  exoose  to  detain  him,  so  she  only 
said  with  a  langnishing  melting  look,  ••  You  will 
oome  again,  Mr.  Hepburn  7  Yoo  Will  not  desert 
me  in  my  trouble?  Papa's  illness  ia  not  so  severe 
that  we  should  banish  our  best  friends  from  Oamva- 
tonr  "' 

"Of  oonrse  I  will  come,  Miss  Biddlecomb.  How 
ooold  you  donbt  it  ?  I  shall  make  daily  inqoiriea, 
believe  me.  Good  morning."  And  he  paaaed  ttom 
the  room. 

To  be  OmiirMed  in  No.  176— Cbmmenoed  in    Ao.  152 

A  Handful  of  Sand. 

By  Bobtiy  Newcomb. 

The  Muateottblaor  any  other  song,  kept  oonstantlr 

on  band,  and  will  be  aent  by  us  to  any  address. 

poet  paid,  on  receipt  or  price,  se  oenta. 

A  child  OB  the  beach  stood  watching  the  waves, 

A»  they  rolled  to  l>er  leet  in  gks ; 
'■  Go  back  I"  she'd  say,  "  eonif  on,"  ahe'd  ety— 

'Twas  a  eeraph  defying  the  aea. 
Then  a  tiny  white  hand  was  aoon  filled  with  aand. 

That  slipped  throogh  her  fingers  so  sly ; 
She  stood  in  a  mase,  with  wondering  gaae. 

And  thougbtfiilly  marvelled  why. 

A  man  thus  stood  in  the  midst  at  UU, 

Opportunity  thrown  in  hu  way ; 
The  golden  ball  thrice  has  rolled  to  his  foet. 

But  he  listlessly  kicked  it  away. 
When  in  after  life,  with  toil  and  striiiB, 

Pickle  iottone  bad  left  him  to  strand, 
He  pondered  and  aaid  "  How  my  moosf  haa  fled. 

Like  the  child  with  her  haadftil  of  sand. 

Any  i^aea  of  Sheet  Mosie,  so  matter  when  pob- 
lished,  will  be  sent  by  ns  to  any  addrses,  post  paid, 
on  reeipt  of  marked  price. 
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-v  1,.     I'll  relate    to    yoii     pub  •  lie     the  souree  of     my  wow,  They're  wunje  thun  hard  blcnva      for     no  -  bo  -  dy  knows;  When  In 

2.  ThpHmt  time  that    I       saw    her  'twjis    at      her    pji'^*  shop,         I      out  -  side    did    stop,      then     in-  side    did    drop;     Half    a 

3.  But  Montague  you  see    got  clothes  from  the  same  shop  ua  iii«>,      And  soon      I     eoidd    see        with    me  'twas     U.      P.  He  made 
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•     Love  your  young  heart  like  a     wiu-li-flow'rgrowH.  And  tlie  ^irl  don't  «'ure  two-pence  for  you.     -<-  -  The  case   it      Is   mine,    I     am 

80V  -  er  -  eign  bright  in    her    lit  -  tie  hand  diopSaid  I  Imve  y<>ii  gcit    a     suit  that  will  fit  me.      ,. ,  ■  Sheshow'dan  as- sort-ment.  Hats, 

friends  with  her  Fath -er,  and  with  them  took  Tea,  And  he  simg  th»*in  his  last  com  -  Ic   songs."  -  His  soft  win  -  ning  ways  her    af - 
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.  ,^.      sor  -  ry     to    say,    When  I  think,  oh!  my  heait  how   it  heavee; 
It*    coats,  boots  as    well,     After  awhile  I  choose  tliese  Uke  a     man; 
fee-tion   did    win,      Andtlienhe  took  her  feol-lngs  hv   stonn, 


Her  I     taught      to  dance  in     an       ex  -  quis  -  ite  way,  And 
She       saifl    I  looked  handsome,  In  love  with  me    fell.  From 
Ho       then  took  her  out  and    he   thus  took  me     in.   For 
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sing  twice    as    well    an  SiinsReevea    J 
that  time  our  cotjrt-ship  1»  -  gan. 


with   him  she  now  does  per-form. 
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Oh,  she  danced  like  a     Fai  -  ry,  she  sung  like    a    bird.     She  did   on   my  word,     but 
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rath  -  er      ab  -  surd.     She     do  -  tod    on  Mon-  ta-  piie,     a  nuvn  that  you've  heard.  And  so   she   ske  -  dad-died  from  me. 
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.  S.-Write  to  Mrs.  PAULINE  LIEDER,  No.  60  Chatham  St.,  N.  Y.  for  anything  in  the  Musical  line. 
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Waiting  for  the  Setting  ob  de  Sun- 

Worda  and  Music  by  Ned  Stralgrht. 

▲aUior  of  No  Work,  Open  up  dem  Doora,  BreatUng 

Sweet  Words  ai  Uie  Qate.  etc,  etc. 

Coprrlgbt  1880  by  Mra.  Pauline  Lleder. 

AU  rtgbta  reserved, 

Tke  Music  of  this  song  is  published  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

Uedei^extenalreMualc  Publishing  House,  No. 

60  Chatham  Street,  N.  Y.   and  will  be  sent 

poet  paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  ol 

prlc*.    Moenta  la  postage  stamps 


I  ^one  gwine  back  to  good  old  Tennessee, 

And  I'll  meet  Anni  t)U*y  in  de  evening. 
It's  a  long  time  sinoe  I  seed  de  fnmily, 

Waiting  for  de  settiog  ub  de  «un.  * 

Won't  dey  be  glad  to  beliold  Unole  Steben, 

Meet  Aunt  ^usy  in  de  ebenin^, 
Dey'll  know  it's  me,  fpr  seeing  u  believing, 

Wailing  for  the  selling  ob  de  sun. 
Chorus. 
Oh  I  ain't  I  zlad  to  get  back  ^ 

To  de  dear  old  home  again. 

Oh  1  yes,  and  we'll  dance  from  de  morning 

'lill  deebening, 
Waiting  for  de  setting  ob  de  sun. 

I'll  play  dis  tune  and  make  'em  feel  so  good, 

^nd  I II  meet  Aunt  Susy  in  de  ebening. 
Den  1 11  say  -'good-day,-I  hope  I  don't  intrude," 

Waiting  for  de  setting  ob  de  sun. 
We'll  danoe  all  night,  while  de  moom  am  rising. 

Meet  .^unl  Susy  in  de  ebening. 
We'll  hab  warm  limes  or  it  will  be  surprising. 

Waiting  for  de  setting  ob  de  sun.  Chorus. 


Oo  to  Sleep  My  Little  Darling. 

Published  by  Collins  &  Buxton.    Portland.  He. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

oa  band,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  oa  receipt  ot  price,  K  cents. 


Oo  to  sleep,  my  little  darling, 

Rest  on  mother's  loving  breast, 
Aod  the  angels  will  proteolyou 

When  within  your  cradle  rest. 
Far  above  the  starry  heavens, 

They  are  looking  down  on  you,       "  ■ 
So  repose,  my  preeious  darling, 

Close  your  liny  eyes  of  blue.  - 

Chorus. 
Oo  to  sleep  my  little  darling, 

Rest  your  head  on  mother's  breast, 
And  the  angels  will  prutoct  }ou, 

When  within  your  cradle  rest.  • 

Far  a-down  the  dewy  meadow. 

All  the  dai«ies  are  asleep, 
And  the  birdies  in  the  branches 

^laonrein  dumber  deep. 
Bnt  in  Eden  far  above  us. 

Angel  eyes  are  open  wide. 
And  yon  are  safe  my  darling. 

As  if  tbey  were  at  your  side.  Gbanis. 

Id  the  earlv  morning,  darling, 

Little  robin  in  the  tree 
Will  awake  you  from  > our  slumber, 

When  he  sings  his  merry  glee. 
Then  I'll  take  you  to  my  bosom,   .    .      : 

Till  the  glimmer  on  the  plain 
Tells  us  that  the  sun  is  shining. 

And  the  day  haa  come  again.  Chorus. 


April  Showers. 
By  Joseph  West  Sherman. 

The  "  Idea  of  March  "  have  flitted  past^ 

Its  blustering  winds  swept  by, 
,^nd  April  with  its  moist  embraoe — 

Is  coming  on  lli«  sly— - 
To  give  to  OS  variety 

la  many  sunny  hours. 
That  now  and  then  are  want  to  gleam,  ; 

between  its  threatening  showers.  ,;    ; 

'  Hail,  heart  of  spring  I  we  welcome  tbea, 
As  part  of  Nature's  law  ; 
Although  we  growl  when  on  our  heada 
Thy  mighty  waters  pour. 


With  such  majeslio  force,  that  when 

We  get  our  house  within. 
We  find  that  thou  relentlessly  ;  ,  ;: 

Uasi  wet  as  to  the  skin. 

But  we  would  fain  forgive  thee  this, 

Cruel  though  it  may  be — 
When  by  the  moisture  thus  bestowed 

The  budding  fruits  we  see ; 
And  then  the  gorgeous  fluwers  of  Maj  - 

Are  subject  to  thy  will. 
For  blooming — by  thy  waters  fed — 

Our  hearts  with  joy  they  till. 

As  the  bright  sun  doth  often  break 

'I  hrougb  thine  o'er  darkening  showers, 
^nd  these  the  swelling  buds  create 

Wliich  bloom  to  summer  (lowers. 
So  then  through  sorrows  darkest  gloom 

1  here  breaks  a  gleam  of  joy. 
Which  joy  expands  unlil  its  light 

The  clouds  of  gloom  destroy. 

PoardowD  thy  waters  if  thou  will. 

Drench  every  hill  and  field, 
Soak  all  the  meadows  throngb  and  throngh. 

That  they  the  more  may  yield. 
Befresh  the  country  fur  and  wide, 

Rich  harvests  will  we  see 
lu  golden  days  of  Autumn  time 

Prooeediug  all  from  thee. 

Who  would  find  fault  with  April  showers, 

KuowB  not  what  guilt  he  bears— 
Without  their  muieteuiug  aid  we'd  have 

No  apples,  plumbs,  or  pears. 
The  grain  would  fail,  and  pumpkins  too, 

And  lots  of  other  things. 
While  we  would  almoet  starve  to  death, 

I  really  think  by  jiugs. 

Now  what,  I  pray,  has  this  to  do    : 

With  the  business  Ht  hand — 
Demanding  full  attention — 

Which  you  doubtless  understand 
To  be  the  ordering  of  Journals 

For  niy  usual  munlhly  store. 
Including  with  the  nuinbrrs  new. 

Odd  numbers  leM  or  more. 

It  was  just  that  and  nothing  else. 

Which  I  sat  down  to  do, 
;8o  now  without  much  more  ado^ 

I'll  try  to  put  it  through, 
^nd  tell  you  of  my  wants  this  time, 

In  figures  down  b«low — 
'Which  will  not  be  so  very  large,  '        , 

;     But  all  that  I  can  go. 

Kind  friend,  I  hope  you  will  excuse. 

My  silly  show  of  wit. 
My  verse  and  rhyme,  and  waste  of  time. 

And  lack  of  solid  grit! 
If  you  will  now  thus  lenient  be, 

1 11  promise  to  do  better. 
And  never  more  afflict  you  thus. 

With  such  a  foolish  lelter. 


TakeJIhings  as  They  Come. 

,-  Motto  SoNO.  '    - 

Words  and  Music  by  Ned  Straight. 

Author  of  No  Work,  Open  up  dem  Doors,  Breathing 
Sw^t  Words  at  tho  Oate,  etc,  etc. 
Copyright  1880,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Ueder.        .  | 
All  rights  reserved. 

The  Music  Is  published  lif  elegant  lltbngrapbed  title 

page  by  Mrs  Pauline  Lleder,  «o  Cbatham  street, 

and  will  be  sent  to  any  addreus,  puuipald  on 

receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 


Let's  be  kind  to  one  another, 

Good  for  evil  lets  return. 
Help  a  friend  when  he  is  needy,  ..- . 

A  mean  aotion  always  spurn.   ' 
Don't  woand  a  poor  fnends  feelinga, 

Tho'  he  be  truubleaome ; 
'Twers  better  far  to  think  and  learn, 

To  take  things  a«  they  come. 


Chorus. 


,  Keys. 


Come  ye  Disconsolate. 

From  Carata,         Arra  geg  by  W.  W 

Copyright  187T  by  W.  W.  Keys. 

The  music  of  this  song  can  be  obtained  at  Mrs,  Pauline 

Lleder's  Music  House,   No,  so  Chatham  St,  N.  Y.    Or 

win  be  sent   by  mall,    poet  paid,  to  any  address 

on  receipt  ot  price,  40  cts.  In  postage  stamps. 


Many  songs  are  made  from  bye-words, 

Many  jokes  are  turned  to  rhyme. 
Wrongs  are  done  witliout  intentioo. 

Hasty  wurds  oft  lead  to  crime  ; 
Then  let  us  all  be  careful, 

Aod  not  be  quarrelsome, 
■    'Twere  better  far  to  think  and  learn 

To  take  things  as  they  come. 

':..•■{,:. .•.•\;;v'  CnORUS.  ':-.r.-,'.  . 

Take  things  as  they  come, 
Taka  things  as  they  eome  ; 

'Twere  bettar  far  to  think  and  learn, 
1  o  take  things  as  they  come. 

trr — -n — " 


Come  ye  disconsolate  where'er  you  languish, 
Come  at  the  mercy-seat  fervently  kneel  ; 
Here  bring  your  wounded  hearts,  here  tell 

your  anguish  ; 
Earth  has  no  sorrow,  earth  has  no  sorrow, 
'1  hat  Heaven  cannot  heal. 

Where'er  ye  languish,  I 

Come  at  the  uieroy  seat  fervently  kneel. 
Here  bring  your  wounded  heart, 

Here  tell  your  anguish.  .     .       i 

Earth  has  no  sorrow,  no  sorrow,  1 

Earth  has  no  sorrow  Heaven  cannot  heak 
Earth  has  no  sorrow,  no  sorrow. 

Earth  has  no  sorrow  Heaven  cannot  heal. 

Joy  of  the  desolate,  light  of  the  straying,       ■  -    i 
Hope  of  the  |>enitent,  fadeless  and  pure;  -     1   ' 

Here  speaks  the  comforter,  tenderly  saying-^ 
Earth  has  no  sorrow-  earth  has  no  sorrow, 
1  hat  Heaven  cannot  heal.  J-' 

Light  of  the  straying, 

Hope  of  the  penitent,  fadeless  and  pure ; 
Here  speaks  the  Comforter,  tenderly  saying, 
Earth -has  no  sorrow,  earth  has  no  sorrow, 
Heaven  cannot  heal  Heaven  cannot  heal. 

Earth  has  no  sorrow.  Earth  has  no  sorrow, 
Heaven  cannot  heal,  heaven  cannot  heaL 


■  ■  :■  ;■  I  Mast  Go.   ■;  ■  vc-;:..,- 
By  Tom  Seariea.  Air;  Baby  mine, 


Oh !  I  can't  stay  here  no  longer, 

I  must  go,  I  must  go, 
To  my  home  away  up  yonder, 

ist  trn     F  tiinat    trn  • 


/ 


AU  lujr  uuiiiQ  awBj  up  yoa 

1  must  go,  I  must  go  ; 
I  must  bid  farewell  to  all. 
For  I  hear  de  angels  call. 
To  my  home  away  up  yonder, 

I  must  go,  I  must  go. 
So  I  can't  stay  here  no  longer, 

I  must  go.        (Repeat  hut  six  Unas.) 

My  old  Massa's  gone  before  me, 

1  must  go,  1  muHt  go  ; 
And  I  see  biiu  beckon  fur  me, 

I  roust  go,  I  must  go; 
Oh!  my  children  weep  an'  cry. 
When  I  bid  dem  all  gi>od-by. 
To  my  home  away  up  yonder 

I  must  go.  I  must  go. 
So  I  can't  stay  here  no  longer, 

I  must  go.        (Repeat  last  six  Unea.) 

■  ■  ■  ^  i«i  ^ 

Love  Hot  I       .i 


I 


Love  not !  love  not !  ye  hapless  sons  of  clay  ; 

Hope's  gayest  wreath's  are  made  of  earthly  flow'r^ 
Things  that  are  made  to  fade  and  pass  away 

Ere  they  have  blossomed  for  a  few  short  hoars. 
Love  nut!  love  notl 

Love  not  I  love  not !  the  thing  you  love  may  die. 
May  perish  from  the  gay  and  gladsonte  earth  { 

The  silent  sUrs,  the  blue  and  smiling  sky 
Beams  on  iu  grave,  as  once  upon  its  birth, 
Love  not .  love  not  I 

Ix>ve  not !  love  not  I  the  one  you  love  may  change. 
The  rosy  lip  may  cease  to  smile  on  yon. 

The  kindly  beaming  aye  grow  cold  and  strange. 
The  heart  still  wHrmly  Deal,  yst  not  ba  true. 
Lots  not  I  love  not  I 


-rv 
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Breathing  Sweet  Wordi  at  the  Oate< 

Words  and  Maslc  by  Ned  stralgbu 

Author  of  No  Work.  Open  up  dem  Doors,  Breatbing 

sweet  Woi-ds  ai  the  Gate,  etc,  etc. 

CopjTlgtit  1880  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Ueder. 

All  rlgbts  reserved, 

Tbe  Music  of  this  song  is  pubilsbed  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

Lleder'8  extensive  Music  Publishing  House.  No. 

CO  fliuUiaui  Sin  et,  N.  Y.   and  will  be  sent 

post  paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  of 

price      40ceut8  in  postagg  stamps 

On  Ihene  toft  and  balmy  ereninga, 

Wli«n  the  itara  are  shining  bright, 
To  b«  wand'ring  with  your  sweetheart, 

It  a  louroe  oCgreat  delight. 
Juit  one  kisi  and  then  anilher, 

For  she  must  nut  stay  out  late. 
Oh !  tbo«e  moments  are  so  blissful, 

Breathing  iweet  words  at  the  gate. 

Chorus. 
Oh!  delicious  hours  of  courtship,    "  ..' 

Loving  smiles  intoxicate, 
Bosy  lips  all  ripe  for  kissing, 

Breathing  sweet  words  at  the  gals. 


Sitting  quiet  in  the  arbor, 

Nuw  a  blush  and  then  a  sigh, 
Kot  a  word  above  a  whisper, 

Lest  some  prying  one  is  nigh. 
Thro'  the  vines  papa  is  peeping, 

And  he  could  nut  help  exclaim. 
Let  tbe  dear  young  ones  enjoy  it. 

For  I  once  did  just  the  same. 


Chorus. 


Dan  McCarthy's  Advice. 

If  you  listen  to  me  I  will  sing  you  a  song 

Of  something  thathappened  to  me, 
I  went  to  the  theatre  a  short  lime  ago, 

All  the  pretty  girls  for  to  see. 
Now,  the  nrst  that  came  out  on  the  stage, 

Was  a  yuung  girl  in  her  teens. 
And  she  wore  spangled  clothes. 

And  went  around  on  her  toes. 
And  she  roped  me  behiud  the  scenes.' 

Chobcb. 

So  now,  kind  frieuds,  take  my  ad  vies. 

And  keep  away  from  the  girls  iu  their  teens. 

For  you  will  find  them  old  enough  to  chew  hay. 
When  they  get  you  behind  the  scenes. 

It's  the  divil's  own  place,  as  you  will  find, 

but  that's  as  you  may  think, 
Where  the  girls  will  tickle  you  under  the  ohin. 

And  it  wul  cost  you  a  dollar  fur  a  drink. 
Yes,  and  they  use  all  kinds  of  circus  slang, 

"  Stag  tbe  terrier  with  the  striped  jeans." 
Oh  t  they  roped  me  in  with  the  rest  of  the  gang. 

When  they  got  me  behind  the  soenes.    Cho. 


Mighty  Day. 

By  C.  H.  Scbetfer.        t-ung  by  Foley  ft  Scbefler. 

As  I  was  a-cn>ssing  yonder  field, 

A  snake  he  slung  m<'on  de  heel  ; 

Turned  right  aruund  to  do  our  best,  -   "  • 

Slapped  our  fuol  in  a  hurnel's  uesU    .. ..   ;  ^  . 

Chorus.  .     .v^^f  ;,' 

Wasn't  that  a  niigMy  day. 

Wasn't  that  a  mighty  day,  little  ehildrsD  ; 

Wasn't  that  a  mighty  day. 

When  us  two  nigs  was  bom,": 

What  kind  of  shoes  does  the  angels  wear? 
They  don't  wear  any,  for  Ihey  walk  in  the  air; 
Ihey  walk  in  the  air  until  somebody  knucks. 
Then  we  put  all  the  niggers  in  the  uiissiunary  box. 

Chorus. 


Just  As  I  Am. 

SaCHKD  QPARTk-TTK. 

Composed  by  Frauds  J.  BarrMt. 
Music  pubBsbed,  and  copyrt^t,  18T8,  by  B.  A. 

Tbe  Music  of  this  or  any  oihor  song,    kept 
on  band,  and  will  be  bcut  by  us  to  any  ad 
post  paid,  ou  receipt  oi  price  MOMtf^ 


Sleeping  Where  the  Cotton  Plant  Doth  Qrow. 

Sung  by  Uurry  Woodson. 

-' '■/  Dem  folks  I  left  in  old  Virginny,  •;    . ,  '     '-.} 
Ma  uy  yearn  ago, 
\  Wheu  but  a  little  picauiuny,  .•••%. 

Helping  wid  do  cltou  and  de  hoe. 
V  ■,  I  loug  to  heiir  ilere  loviug  voices. 

Ever  80  kiud,  :.       .    ^ 

CiAudbow  my  poor  old  heart  rejoices, 

Wheu  dcre  darliug  luces  cross  my  miud. 

':'''-':.'.,  ■  ■•;''■■.:-■.:  V-'  Cuokus.     -I'-v  .-■,■.-,■::''  ■"■•':■•■■ 

Hark!  I  hear  dem  now  a-calling,     ■.'  V  '  .'!  ^  ':'  ■ 
But  iny  heart  is  filled  with  woe,  ^^     - 

For  uow  I  know  they're  pas'  rtKialling, 

Sleeping  wht-ro  de  cottou  plitutdocs  gtaWm' r     ■' 

I  have  no  home,  I  have  uo  mudder,        ■  ,' . 

All  are  goue  ;  ■; 

My  father,  sifter  and  dear  brudder, 

For  their  loving  presence  1  otteu  monm. 
Dat  little  cubiu  ueur  de  wiidwoud, 

Whar  I  was  born, 
It  looked  su  bright  aud  gay  iu  childhood. 

Now  it  Hlaudu  neglected  aud  I'urloru.     Chorus. 


Oit  Away  From  dat  Window,  or  Saasy  Nigger 
,    Bongby  LawellftDrewa. 


Bop  along,  sister  Msry,  hop  along. 

Hop  along,  hop  along. 
Hop  along,  sister  Susie,  bop  along, 

And  we'll  get  dar  just  in  time. 
See  de  sunset  in  de  evening 

Up  in  de  field  ob  corn  -, 
Ob  !  niggers  do  take  warning 

When.Gabriel  blows  his  horn. 

Chorus. 

Git  away  from  dat  window,  my  love  and  my  bride, 
Gil  away  from  dat  window,  now  I  ssj. 

Call  around  some  other  night,  :^ 

For  dere's  gwine  to  be  a  fight, 

Dar'll  be  razors  flyin'  through  de  air. 

Eighteen  hundred  and  seventy-tiz^  ; ;;    -^^z  ; 

Glory  hallelujah ! 
The  year  I  got  my  jaw-bone  fixed,    '  '  ;: 

Glory  hallelujah!  '  ./  ■ 

I  hung  my  jaw-bone  on  de  fenee,  ^^    '.■.''£ 

Glory  hallelujah! 
I  haven't  seen  my  jawbone  sines, 

Olory  hallelujah!  .  Chorus. 


The  Banjo  n9w  Hangs  Silent  on  the  Door. 

Written  ««id  comiX)S(td  by  Jrrry  D.  McCartby, 
;:,■-..        Suugby  Dick  Little. 

■■•  *. 
qIi  !  the  old  home  is  now  sad  and  dreary, 

'the  darkies  sing  about  the  place  no  more,   - 
They  have  all  ^une  from  the  ohi  planiaiion. 

The  banjo  now  hangs  bilenl  on  the  door. 
Oh!  it's  all  that  reuiuins  of  the  children,  '- 

Of  the  ones  that  cherish  me  so  dear, 
And  no  mure  will  1  hear  their  voices  singing,       ' 

The  good  old  songs  uiy  heart  rejoiced  to  hear. 

Chorus. 
Oh  !  the  old  liom  •  is  now  sad  and  dreary, 

(Bass  alone  )     Sad  and  dreary,  for 
The  darkies  sing  about  the  place  no  more, 

They  have  all  gone  from  the  old  plantation, 
(Bass  alone.)     .^nd  the  banjo. 

The  banjo  now  hangs  silent  on  the  door.  "  .?  ' 

Oh  !  but  tbe  times  makes  me  fondly  remember, 

At  evening  when  the  toiling  day  was  done. 
How  the  folks  used  to  sing  and  play  Ihe  banjo, 
For  trouble  in  those  good  limes  we  had  none; 
But  Iheir  forms  in  the  grave  now  lie  sleeping, 

8o  dear  to  me  in  happy  days  of  yore, 
.^nd  I'm  left  here  alone  all  day  weeping,  '   - 

';.    The  banjo  now  hangs  silent  on  the  door. 

Oh  !  the  old  home,  An. 

Now,old  age  has  come  on,  and  I'm  wear^," 

The  few  looks  that  are  left  roe  are  quite  gray; 
Bound  ihe  farm  every  day  I'm  wandering. 

Yes,  wandering,  for  I  soon  must  pass  away. 
So  you'll  please  listen  now  and  remember. 

When  the  poor  colored  man  shall  be  no  more, 
Take  good  care,  kind  friends,  and  part  with  never 

The  bunjo  hanging  on  the  cabin  door. 

Oh  !  the  old  home,  A«. 


Just  as  I  am,  withont  one  plea,         , 
But  that  'I'hy  bluod  was  shed  for  m% 

And  that  Thou  bidst  uie  come  to  Th%», 
O  Lamb  uf  God,  I  eume,  I  eomal 

DOKT. 

Just  as  I  am,  and  waiting  not. 

To  rid  my  soul  of  one  dark  blot. 
To  Thee,  whose  blood  can  eieaose  «Mh  ipoC, 

O  Laiub  uf  Uud,  I  come,  1  eomel 
Solo. 
Just  as  I  am.  Thou  wilt  reoeirw. 

Wilt  welcome,  |>ardun,  cleanse,  reUeret 
Because  Thy  promise  I  believe, 

0  Lamb  of  Gud,  1  oome,  1  eooM. 

QUARTETTI.  * 

Just  as  I  am.  Thy  love  unknown,  * 
Has  broken  ev'ry  barrier  down ; 

Now  to  l>e  '1  hine,  yea  Thine  alone, 
O  Lamb  of  God,  I  come,  I  oome. 


-*•* 


McGowan  the  Fiddler. 

Words  by  and  Music  by  J.  B.  Moiphjr, 

Of  Murphy  and  Mack. 

Copyright.  1674  by  A.  J.  FMier. 

Tbe  Music  of  tills  or    any  other  song,  kept  i  __ 

on  baud,  and  will  l>e  sent  by  us  to  any  aililiii. 

post  paid,  on  n-celpt  of  price,  H  oenta. 

Tom  McGowan  is  a  fiddler. 

And  owns  a  small  shebeen 
Over  here  in  Moll  street, 

dumber  seventeen. 
He  has  time  lovely  daughters, 

Bridget,  Kate,  and  l^anee, 
And  every  Saturday  evening 
At  the  house  he  hasadanoa. 
Ciioans. 
Waltzing  round  with  great  fun  and  giM, 
What  a  i>ight  to  see,  oome  and  go  with  BM 
Lads  and  lasses  dancing  gay  aud  free. 
If  you  want  to  ree  fun  with  meeoma, 
Around  to  McGowan's  danot. 


There's  luvely  Kate  and  Maiy, 

Bridget,  Kate  aed  Nance, 
Every  Saturday  evening 

They  assemble  at  thedanaaw 
Purty  Tom  McCarthy, 

Lew  and  Dick  MoUee, 
Every  Salurday  evening 

The  girls  I  go  to  see. 


Cboru. 


Biddy  Ann  McCarthy. 

Words  and  Music  by  Raymand  A  Uxuptf. 
Copyright  1879  by  A.  J.  Flslier. 


I  know  a  pretty  little  girl. 

She  lives  juft  down  the  street, 
If  you  see  her  when  she's  out  walking. 

You'll  say  that  she  is  sweet. 
Her  mother  keeps  a  grocery  stttn. 

Her  brother  drives  a  dray. 
Her  father  is  a    louKsbureman, 

And  (he  tends  store  all  day. 

Chorus. 
Her  name  is  Biddy  Ana  MeCartby, 
Her  eyes  are  blue  and  she  is  baarty. 
She  Ukes  the  prise  at  every  party. 
And  me  call  her  biddy  A  nn,  that's  bar 

We'll  married  be  in  a  short  time. 

What  pleasurss  we  will  share. 
We'll  raise  a  little  family  up. 

They'll  be  our  only  ears. 
We'll  move  outside  the  eily. 

Myself  and  little  wife. 
And  with  our  ehildreo,  ever  near. 

Be  happy  all  our  liiik  CImnvs. 


ivm\ 


(•ym.) 
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Aik  Me  Again,  and  I  will  not  say  No ! 
Words  by  0«o.  Cooper.         Music  by  Harrlsoa  MUIanl. 

Pub,  and  Copyright,  18T4,  by  Spear  &  Delinlioff. 
The  Mu»lc  of  lUia  or  any  other  song,   kept  cODStantlJ 
on  baud,  aud  \>  ill  be  sont  by  ub  to  aoy  address, 
post  palil,  ou  receipt  of  price  4U  cents. 

Don't  look  to  sad  when  youre  passing  me  by, 
Doo't  hang  your  liead  and  *o  wearily  »igh  ; 
What  tf  I  lolJ  you  I  could  not  "yes," 
Now  does  tliat  prove  that  I  love  you  lb*  lessT 
Maidens  don  t  always  »ay  just  what  they  mean, 
"No, "  oft  is  "ye«,"  if  it*  meaning  be  seen! 
L»on't  let  a  word  such  gloom  o'er  us  throw, 
Ask  uie  again,  aud  I  will  net  say  '  not" 

^  .      ClIORCS. 

.^sk  me  again,  and  I  will  not  aay  "not" 

No,  no,  no    no,  no,  no  — no,  no,  no,  no,  no,  uol 

Ask  >ue  again,  and  I  will  not  say  "  oo  I" 

If  I  sliould  own  that  my  mind  was  perplexed, 
If  I  should  say  that   I  oomehow  was  vexed — 
Would  you  excuse  me  and  suiile  once  again  ? 
Who  would  think  on.-  little  "no"  gave  such  p«ia 
Some  hearts  may  hide  all  the  love  they  feel, 
Some  lips  their  joy  never  fully  reveal ; 
Look  in  mine  e>es,  with  the  dear  old-time  glow, 
Aik  me  again,  and  I  will  not  say  "no!"     Chorus. 

Surely  one  "  no  "  will  not  drive  you  away! 

Ah!  you  will  6nd  me  more  pleasant  to-day; 

Maiden*  are  only  too  willing  to  lease, 

Tell  me  I'm  loved,  and  I'll  say  what  you  pleat*. 

Hearts  easy  won  are  not  easy  to  keep. 

Love  easy  lold  is  not  lasting  or  deep  I 

Bo  when  you're  wooing,  ask  twice  ere  you  go, 

.^sk  me  again,  and  I  will  not  say  "  no!"     Chorus. 


Water  and  Air: 

By  J.  'V.  Barrett. 


or,  Tanner's  Bill  of  Fare. 
Air:    BlueQlMS. 


The  greatest  diseoverie*  in  seienae. 

In  our  oily  ha*  lately  been  made, 
It  holds  all  the  arts  at  defiance, 

Aad  throw*  every  thing  in  the  shade. 
The  wonder,  the  great  l)octor  Tanner, 

beyond  all  acientific  compare. 
Who  has  unfurled  the  aati-food  banner  t 

.^nd  lives  upon  ftater  aud  air. 

Such  science  we'll  hold  a*  a  kepeake, 

When  our  mortals  won't  relish  their  meal. 
For  Im  sure  if  deprived  of  their  beefkteak. 

That  the  most  of  our  mortal*  would  squeal. 
We  could  live  chenp  a*  fish  in  the  watery 

Or  the  int-ects  that  fly  in  the  air. 
I'm  certain  and  *ur J  that  we  ought  to  { 

Uut  we  never  could  relish  *noh  (are. 

rrwonld  be  joy  to  the  boarding-honae  keepers, 

They  then  could  econonnzi-  cash, 
,ilnd  ehar^e  just  as  much  to  ilie  sleeper*, 

A*  if  Ihev  were  eating  llie  hash. 
Hotel*  Would  adopt  the  same  manner, 

They'd  abolish  the  grand  bill  of  fare; 
And  compel  you  like  grave  Dr.  Tanner, 

To  live  upon  water  iiid  air. 

Boeh  dainties  frotu  fare  should  be  stricken, 

As  petrifietl  steak  and  salt  ham. 
The  ten-year  old  lender  spring  ohiokeo, 

The  nanny-goat  mutton  and  lamb. 
No  more  would  we  crave  a  grand  dinner,    i 

Or  sii^h  for  a '•  solid  "  or  "  square  ;" 
'Twould  ninke  every  sinner  grow  thinner; 

To  live  upon  water  and  air. 

Down  By  The  Watennill. 

By  C,  U.  Duncan. 

Xaalo  pubUsbed.  and  copynxUl,  18M,  by  R.  A.  SaaUeld 

TUe  Music  ot  tills  or  Hny  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  86  cents. 


I  like  it  now  better  than  ever, 
1  II  tell  you  the  reason  why 

If  vou  think  I  am  blind,  perhaps  I  sin,     - 
Vor  I've  got  a  aweel  girl  in  uiy  eye. 
Choru*. 

Down,  down  by  the  old  water  mill. 
Close  by  the  side  of  a  rippling  rill. 
In  a  dear  little  cottai;e  just  under  tb^hill, 
'1  hat's  where  1  met  my  darling. 

She  ahowed  me  the  duck*  and  the  drake*. 

She  ehowcd  me  the  cock*  and  the  hen*, 
She  ehowed  me  the  sliovels  and  rakes, 

,^nd  the  dear  little  ba's  in  their  pens.    . 
She  showed  uie  the  birds  and  the  bees. 

And  likewise  the  pig*  and  the  sows. 
She  showed  me  the  DutteranU  oheese, 


And  slao  the  bulls  sad  the  cow*. 


Choru*. 


Tb*  ducks  they  would  waddle  to  greet  her. 

The  geese  made  a  terrihle  row, 
The  cook^  and  the  hens  raced  to  meet  her. 

Aad  merrily  grunted  the  sow. 
She  feeds  thetn  from  out  of  her  apron. 

Her  kiudnes*  to  all  never  fails, 
Whenever  *he  passes  a  bull  or  a  cow, 

They're  sure  to  waggle  their  tails.        Chora*. 

Close  the  Blinds  Gently,  Do  Dear. 

Written  and  sung  by  Cbnrlnall.  Duncan. 

The  Music  of  tills  or    miy  other  bong,  kepi  constantly 

on  baud,  und  win  lu;  seat  by  u^.  to  uny  iiddrcaa, 

post  puld,  ou  r'  ceipt  uf  pi'l';e,  us  cents. 

I've  a  lady  acqunintnnce,  her  name  i*  McGee, 

8lie  live*  on  the  eaHt  (tide  of  t^wn, 
A*  fair  a  young  orenture  a*  arc  you  did  *««, 

Uer  family'*  one  of  renown, 
I  called  to  s<  e  her  a  edort  lime  ago. 

Her  atfeolions  lo  win  I  did  try. 
When  I  begged  tliat  fhe  d  give  me  one 

sweet  litlle  ki**, 

The  darling  made  me  this  reply. 

Chobus. 
Close  the  blinds  pently,  do  dear, 
-•■       Close  the  blinds  L'enily,  do  dear  ; 
Oh!   the  neighbors  are  queer, 
I  truPt  you  will   lienr. 
So  close  the  blinds  gently,  do  dear. 

She  wears  her  hair  very  peculiar  indeed. 

In  a  kn  t  on  the  lop  of  her  hend  ; 
She  declared  no  man  ever  could  fool  her  and  vow'd 

'Ihat  no  IT  dily  man  would  she  wed. 
She  curled  up  her  lip  like  a  duchess  at  court. 

When  my  arm  it  eneirc)e<i  her  waist. 
And  yelled  with  a  terrible  fnlsello  voice 

A*  her  sweet  ruby  lips  I  did  laste —  Choru*. 

A  siUnee  came  o'er  us,  a  rhrill  voice  wns  heard, 

"Matilda!"   itxelled.   "  Ten-o'click  !' 
I  grabbed  ooni  and  hat,  then  rushed  for  the  door, 

but  oil  !   I  receivid  such  a  shock. 
I  met  her  Inst  Sunday,  we're  niarriid,  and  now 

Together  t>irout|;h  life  we  will  gifde ; 
Dnt  the  very  first  night,  wh  n  I  put  out  the  light, 

Charlie,  luy  darling  she  oriel —  Chorus. 


Cbosvb. 
An  honest  man  may  labor  hard*     '    : 

The  rich  do  him  disdain, 
And  so,  I  have  made  up  my  mind, 

'1  hat  luck  lay*  over  brain. 

'Neath  ragifed  coats  beat  honest  hearts^ 

Aristocrat*  may  jhun 
There'*  many  diamond*  in  the  rooghc 

That  spitrkle  like  the  *ua. 
Your  education  may  b«  great. 

You  *eek  for  wealth  in  vain, 
The  only  eirtainty  you  havs 

Is  luck  lay*  over  brain. 


Choru*. 


Jenualem  the  Golden.         !       • 

By  M.  F.  H.  Smith. 

Copyrighted  18T1,  and  pub  by  C.  J.  Whitney  &  Oo. 

The  music  of  this  song  can  be  obtained  at  Mrs,  Pauline 

Lleder-s  Music  House,  No,  co  Chatham  St,  N.  Y.    Or 

will  be  sent  by  mall,    post  paid,  to  any  address 

on  receipt  ol  price,  40  cts.  In  postage  staiupe. 


Some  think  thai  life  the  most  jolly 

Is  found  in  a  smoky  town, 
but  give  me  the  glorious  country. 

Where  one  can  gel  healthy  and  brown. 


Lnck  Lays  Over  Brain. 

Words  and  Music  by  Ned  Straight. 

Author  of  No  Work,  Open  up  dem  Doors,  Breathing 
Sweet  Words  ai  the  date.  etc.  etc. 

Copyrlgtit  1880  by  Mrs.  Vaullne  Lleder. 

All  rights  reserved. 

The  Music  of  this  song  is  published  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

Ueder'sexienMve  Music  I'ubllshlng  House,  No. 

60  Chaihiim  sir  rt,  N.  Y.    and  will  be  sent 

post  paid,  to  any  uddress,  on  receipt  of 

!■■''  price     40 cents  In  posuge  stamps 

A  lesson  now  I've  surely  learned,  '  ^ 

Deny  it  if  you  can. 
However  lione-t  yon  maybe. 

It's  money  mokes  the  man.  ;■, 

No  ms'trr  if  you're  white  or  black,' 

Or  handi"om>-,  rout;li,  or  phiin.  '[■■  .'■  .  ?.. 

I'ye  got  lh>' pi-ohlem  figured  out.  ''-''"■ 

That  luoii   la,s  over  brain. 


Jerusalem  the  golden,  '» 

With  milk  and  lion^y  blest, 
.Beneath  Ihy  eon-tem-pfa-tion. 

Sink  heart  and  voice  oppre**'d.  ^ 
I  know  not,  oh !  I  know  not. 

What  aocisl  joy*  are  there. 
What  ra<lianoy  of  glory, 

What  light  beyond  eompsrs. 

Qdartctti.     . 

An9  when  T  fain  would  sing  tbem, 

My  spirit  fails  and  faints. 
And  vainly  would  it  image 

The  a**embly  of  the  Saint*, 
They  stand,  those  walls  of  Zion, 

Coii-ju-bi-lent  with  Song, 
A.ad  bright  with  many  an  angel, 

Aui  all  the  martyr  throng. 

There  1*  the  throne  of  David. 

And  there  from  care  released. 
The  *ong  ol  tbem  that  triumph. 

The  *boul  of  them  thai  feaat. 
.^nd  they,  who  with  their  leader,    ■ 

Have  Conquered  in  the  fight. 
Forever  and  forever. 

Are  clad  in  robes  of  white. 

Qdaktittb.  ' 

Oh  I  sweet  and  blessed  country. 

The  home  of  God's  elect  I 
Obi  sweet  and  blessed  Country, 

Ihat  eager  hearts  expect 
Jesu*,  in  mercy  bring  us. 

To  that  dear  land  of  rest. 
Who  art  with  God  the  Father, 

And  spirit  ejrer  blest 


Darkies  on  the  Levee. 

B7  Billy  Welch.        Sung  by  Johnson  A  Cooper. 

Happy  darkie*  working  on  the  levee, 

Waiting  for  the  *t«amers  to  eome  down  ; 
.dll  the  cotton  in  the  bales  are  ready, 

We  hope  ihey  haven't  sunk  or  run  nground. 
Oh!  what  lots  ot  fun  to  lo«d  the  Nutohes, 

Or  the  steamer  Robert  Lee  ; 
Tote  de  cotton  fr<>m  de  banks. 

All  de  time  tinging  merrily. 

Chorus. 

What's  that  we  hear  ?  (sym) 

Whistles  loud  and  clear,  (sym) 

We  think  it  am  the  Datclns  or  the  Robert  Lee, 
Come  along  water  dog*  and  merrily  we'll  be. 

(Repeat,) 

When  de  boats  arrive  we  I]  hah  some  fnn. 

,^nd  all  de  darkie*  shonl  aloud  with  glee; 
Bop  about  skip  about  and  run. 

Just  as  ha)>pv  as  can  be. 
When  our  work  i*  done  we  gel  onr  pay 

From  the  oapiain  uf  the  boat  we  know, 
Then  up  the  street  a  lilt'e  while  sogsy, 

On  a  jamboree  we  surely  ga  '    Chorus. 
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The  Exile  of  Erin. 

K88AT. 

■;■  By  Florence  Mao. 


lUndedaweek  ago  Saturday  night,  -    ' 
And  drank  in  the  gin  mills  until  blacio'  t^^ht, 
Wb«n  a  big  Yankee  polio«n)an  aa  tall  at  a  oiaat, 
Says,  yea  «on-of-a-gun,  I  have  oaugh   you  at  laat. 
I  tays  I  in  a  stranger,  and  hope  you'll  excuse, 
I  confess  I  have  taken  too  niuoh  of  I  he  "  boose  ■  " 
AVhen  he  says  you're  a  sueker,  I  know  by  your  tongue, 
Anii  I'H  get  you  tsix  months  too.  if  onlv  for  fun. 
I  was  brought  to  a  houae  with  green  lamps 

at  the  door, 
When  I  thought  I  had  landed  in  Erin  once  more, 
It  aeeiued  like  a  dream,  but  alaa  it  was  true. 
For  they  showed  me  down  stairs  to  my  room  No.  2. 
Oh  I  land  of  my  birth  !  oh  I  Erin,  I  cried, 
Toi-roorrow  at  ten  in  the  Tombs  I  ll  be  t.  i«d,    . . 
Tried — if  convicted— then  sentenced  I'll  be,      •     • 
Id  the  land  of  the  brave  and  the  home  of  ihe  free. 
Oh  !  Ireland,  my  country,  oh  I  Ireland,  I  say, 
For  your  freedom  my  dear  land,  I  always  will  pray, 
I'll  smg,  and  I'll  give  you  a  smile  for  a  smile. 
While  wearint;  my  life  away  on  blackwelli  Isle, 
And  if  I  C!>n  raise  enough  wb«n  I'm  set  free, 
I'll  fly  bacU,  oh  I  Erin,  dear  Erin  to  the*. 


Whist  the  Policeman. 
Written  and  composed  by  F,  J.  Ward. 
Wblat  the  Bogle  Man. 


I  met  bar  at  a  ball. 

She  oooldn't  dauoe  at  all, 
Wasnt  she  a  fine  gai. 

With  a  waterfaU.      :  -  '  ;; ;  >  ■':  "'^v    '  : 

.■"^■■^  ■:.';';  './         Chobob.  ■;.■".■■/ .-^  .;■": 

Then,  oh  !  oh  t  I  most  find  her, 
I  mu8t  find  her  ; 

Oh'!  oh  !  I  wonder  where  she  lives, 
ToDder,  yonder  is  her  iHther's  hotuM, 
And  that's  where  she  lives. 

I'm  looking  for  my  Pete, 

He's  a  coming,  he's  a  coming, 
I  seen  bim  down  the  street. 

Oh  1  dou't  he  look  sweet 
He's  always  been  in  time, 

Aud  dreeiws  up  so  fiue,         •   v-  -  '' 
All  the  gals  in  town 

Thinks  he  cut«  a  shine. 


Gbonu. 


Air; 


Oh  I  listen  to  me  every  one, 

Tliat  is  near  and  far ; 
For  I  belong  to  t'.ie  fwlice  force, 

ilnd  I  feel  so  light  and  gay, 
It's  lately  I  got  the  oflSce,  • 

So  don't  tliink  Ira  a  sham. 
For  I  often  b*artlie people  say-  ,.  ' 

Here  comes  the  policeman.  ., 

'..'..■':-■■'■  .'.i:.''::-         Chorus,      '..^'■■'y'is'''    ■-;..,.-■■,'-■'/■. 
Oh  I  whist,  whist,  whist,  here  comes  the  policeman, 
Now  get  off  the  corner  ye  fellows  every  wan ; 
Oh  I  whi«t,  whist,  wliist,  he'll  catch  you  if  he  can. 
All  the  jolly  sporting  boys  run  from  the  policeman. 

When  I  am  out  on  duly,        .~  - '■  .  . 

'riiere  often  is  a  fight. 
It's  with  my  club  I  give  them  a  rub,  * 

Then  put  tlieiu  all  to  flight. 
It's  with  their  little  brothers 

Sure  they  do  all  they  can, 
When  in  a  crowd  liiey  yell  out  lond, 

Here  comes  the  policeman.  Choras. 

While  on  my  post  the  other  night, 

A  strange  uoise  I  did  bear, 
I  nitthed  up  stairs  in  n  tenement 

Of  course  I  had  no  fear. 
While  I  was  poiuK  in  the  door. 

Sure  they  struck  me  with  a  ham. 
It's  then  I  beard  a  woman  say. 

Truth  it's  a  policeman.  Chonia. 

Not  very  far  down  in  this  little  town, 

"There  was  a  sad  afCur, 
Tvro  women  were  a-fightiag. 

Pulling  one  another's  hair.  . 

I  walked  up  to  them  easy, 

But  they  Blip|)6d,  skipped  and  ntn,  ;   ■ 

It'8  then  I  heard  the  neighbors  say. 


Here  comes  the  poiioeman. 

McQnnnigan's  gang  I  know  them  well, 

I  know  every  uiddy-buck  face. 
They  yell  at  me  when  iu  the  street, 

They  think  I'll  give  them  a  ohase, 
But  I  swear  if  ever  1  catch  them* 

They'll  get  a  ride  in  the  van  ;     ,:"    ' 
The  town  then  will  be  clear  of  them. 

And  BO  will  a  good  poiioeman. 


Ohone. 


Ohonw. 


Skedaddle. 


Bj  Tom  Heath. 


Song  by  Melntyre  A  Heath. 


I  am  looking  for  a  gal. 
She's  a  stunner,  she's  a  boDOtfer, 

Her  given  DAipe  is  S<J. 
And  she  wears  a  balmoraL 


Marphy  Anchor  Your  Feet. 
By  Ed.  Talbot,  for  Murphy  &  Mack. 

An  Irishman,  as  yon  can  see,        ,?  - 

I'm  known  both  far  aud  wide;- 
Since  I've  been  in  this  country 

I've  been  the  iniople's  pride.  '     / 

Wnen  first  I  laudeil  iu  New  York, 

It  filled  me  with  conceit. 
The  kids  say,  "  Miirph,  tor  digging  txut. 

You  have  the  real  elegant  feet. 

Ciioars. 

For  the  other  day  I  heard  them  say 
That  me  uoue  looked  like  a  beet,  ,-. 

Then  all  the  gHiig  with  vulgiir  slang. 
Buared,  Murphy,  anchor  your  ftet^ 

My  Delia  Clancy,  that'R  the  girl  I  love^ 

Sure  1  called  on  ber  the  other  nigh^ 
And  swore  by  all  theclonds  above. 

For  there  was  none  ont  that  night. 
Saysl,  "My  dHrliiig  charmiuK  Delia,    - 

My  heart  is  yours  complete." 
SayH  she,  "I  won't  have  any  funny  bosinees. 

Oh  !  Muiphy,  anchor  your  feet  Chorus. 

Sure  it's  President  they  say  1 11  be. 

If  it  wasn't  lor  thin  hullabuloo. 
If  my  head  was  only  the  Kize  of  my  feet, 

Aud  of  conn>e  that's  very  true. 
Ton  mi^ht  know  I'm  n  prominent  man, 

For  every  one  I  meet  us  I  stroll  along,  '      . 
You'll  hear  the  gang  shout   "HuUca, 


I  stuck  to  her  just  like  a  leech. 

We're  married  moat  a  year. 
On  good  terms  with  her  fitther. 

And  have  noihiag  now  to  fear. 
We've  got  a  baby  it's  a  girl. 

She  is  her  mother's  joy. 
But  I'm  not  fond  of  rirls  at  all — 

I'd  rather  have  a  boy. 


Ohoms. 


Murphy,  anchor  yonr  feet" 


ChoruB. 


Don't  Blame  Me  for  I  Didn't  Do  It. 

Words  and  Music  by  Paddy  Murphy. 

The  music  of  this  song  can  be  obtained  at  Mrs,  Pauline 

Lleder's  Music  Store.   No,  60  Chatham  8t,  N.  Y.    Or 

will  l>e  sent  by  mall,    post  paid,  to  any  address 

on  receipt  of  price,  40  cts.  In  postage  stamps. 

Some  time  ago,  as  yon  must  know,       -„,         :      '  . 
I  met  a  eharmini^  girl,  :, 

'.    She  look-d  so  very  pretty 

That  my  brain  got  in  a  whirL 
":.-  She  wore  a  sinnll  shell  bonnet 
That  beean-e  her  well  indeed, 
But  when  she  slipped  down  on  the  iea. 
My  heart  lor  her  did  bleed. 

;■."..■:  v-:V;'r':,-:  ;;;.;. \.-,'''     ChORITB.      -  J'  .■■/■,'--'','  :      ,/    :"V 

Dont  blume  me,  for  I  didn't  do  it, 
Don't  blame  me  for  I  ftidn't  do  it. 
Don't  blame  me  for  I  didn't  do  it, 
I  am  not  to  blame. 

She  begged  that  I'd  exense  her, 

Whieh  of  course  I  quickly  done. 
She  handed  me  a  scented  card, 

The  charmer  I  had  won. 
She  stated  that  her  father  was 

A  very  peculiar  n'an. 
Was  trainmi;  for  «  prise  fight. 

>nd  his  name  was  Reckless  Dan. 

Don't  blame  me,  Ae. 


Johanna  Louisa  MeOnire. 

Irish  Comic  Sokq. 

Written  and  sung  by  Charles  Duacaa. 

Copyright  1880,  and  published  by  G.  D.  NewhaU. 

The  Mujilc  of  Uils  or  any  oi  her  song,  kept  coiwtanU  j 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addi^^ 

.,•:.       post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price.  40  cents.  ^^ 

There's  a  girl  of  high  degree  U|>on  whom  I'm 

„.      ,  •IwaysetOBk, 

She  dances  in  the  ballet  while  her  father 

drives  a  truck  ; 
IJer  mother  she  peddles  lemonade,  her  brother 

1-  .  .1  ,1  he  slings  hash, 

let  the  neigh  bora  say  most  every  day, 

Johanna's  on  the  mash. 
Chorus. 
Johanna  Louisa  MeGuirs 
Is  a  girl  that  yon  all  eould  admin^ 
She's  a  voice  like  a  bell. 
Though  I  never  could  tell 
Where  she  got  it  or  how. 
Yet  you  all  du  allow 
'Ihut  Johanna  Lousia  McGuire 
Has  somethings'  that  yon  all  would  desii*. 
For  she's  awfully  gay  on  St  Patrick's  day. 
Is  Johanon  Louisa  MeOuire. 

She  inhabits  a  little  sky  parlor  up  an  alley 

where  everything's  snw. 
Her  furniture's  very  antique,  a  table,  three 

chairs  and  a  jag, 
I  one  evening  at  the  window  eat  as  her  inviied  guost. 
From  the  alley  below  some  young  divil  did 

ihDw  a  cud  of  Jsekson's  best 

Spoken  ;  It  stsnok  the  girl  bang  in  ihe  aye,  the 
old  yellow  Jack  molasses  tobacco.  I  was  about  to 
syiii|>ailijse  with    her,    when  one  ol   tliese   young 


syiiii>alliise  wit 
devils  yelled — 


Johanna  Louisa  McQuire,  Ac. 


^««> 


Golden  Hair- 

Song  and  Dance,  by  T.  M.  Bengler. 

At  1  strolled  out  ane  evening. 

The  sun  had  juet  gone  down  ; 
While  pleasantly  meandering 

A  little  pay  trum  town.  ' 

I  shere  beheld  a  damsel 

With  eyes  the  baightest  blue 
Beneath  her  dark  eyelashes. 

Like  viloels  dipped  in  dew. 

CBoRns. 
She  smiled  so  sweet   npon  me,  (syapb) 
I'hat  moment  she  had  won  me, 
'  I'was  love  the  first  I  knew. 
There  some  sweet  charm  entrancing. 
With  this  dear  ^irl  so  fair, 
A  adsy  soft  exprestiion. 
With  a  mass  of  gnlden  hair. 

Now,  I  followed  on  behind  her, 

I  think  she  knew  it  well,  ^ 

And  as  a  vweet  reminder. 

Her  handkerchief  it  fell. 
I  raised  tlie  scented  linen 

From  off  the  gras>y  ground. 
Her  name  in  leMers  crimson. 

On  one  corner  then  1  foand.  Oboraa. 

At  length  T  did  approach  her. 

And  ventured  in  the  task, 
By  asking  her  permission 

1'ojoin  her  I -nely   walk. 
She  blushing,  frowning,  smiling. 

Said,  oh  I   I  think  you  rude. 
But  tlioec  blue  eyes  beguiling. 

Seemed  to  s«y,  I  wish  yon  would. 


Ui^tfitti^titatiBiHfiitti^tfiuiliMilttttttifaMi 
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Deaced  Good  Fellah. 

'  .•■-'i:.~/^-  hwKLL  Soma.  :'''-'-l:'  J. 

Words  and  Music  by  Ned  Strmlgbt. 

AuUtor  of  No  Work,  upeii  up  dem  Doors,  Breatblnff 

bweet  Wurda  a  tbe  Gate,  etc,  eic. 

Copyrlgbt  188U  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 
All  rtsfhis  reserved. 

The  Music  of  this  song  is  i)iib  Ished  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

Lleder'8 extensive  Music  I'ubU-iblnK Uouse,  No. 

«u  CftathHm  sir.  et,  N.  Y    and  will  be  sent 

post  paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  ot 

pilue     40  cents  in  postage  stamps 

rm  «  denee<1  good  Mlah,  they  aay, 

I  follow  llie  •lylen  ofibeday  ; 
The  itins  I  aiimw?.  when  at  iheni  I  gSW, 

And  my  b.-auiiful  form  I  display. 
I  love  ih    drar  ciealurea  »o  w«'ll, 

lliai  itx^y  <ion  I  my  aileniioria  repel, 
I've  K"i  a  i*'*^''  '^'"^   ^''"  l<*'«P*  '"*'  wellolad. 

And  iu  a  browu-aione  front  I  dwelL 

(Jhobhs. 
Law  de  daw.  law  ile  daw. 

With  tli«  girla  let  me  live  and  die. 
For  tbry  are  •»cli  oharminj?  oreaturei. 

Much  tweeter  than  kokenut  pie. 

Itn  the  pet  of  my  mamma,  alao, 

I  a  courl*d  wherever  I  go, 
I>«  plenty  of  wine,  that's  really  fine, 

'Ihal  I  keep  in  the  cellar  below. 
Boraeliniei  I  >:o  out  on  a  upree, 

And  then  -arah  and  I  dicagree. 
I  talk  to  her  sweet,  her  pardon  entreat, 

Im  soon  iroiliong  her  on   my  knee.       Chorus. 
. ^   iBi    »i 

A  Lady's  No  Means  Yes- 
words  by  Geo.  cooper.     Music  by  Alf  i  td  G.  Robyn. 
Copyright,  and  pub,  1878,  by   W.  A.  Pond  A  Co. 
The  music  ot  this  sonx  ran  be  obtained  at  Mrs,  Pauline 
Ueder's  Muslu   Hous*-.   No,  60  Chailiam  St,  N.  Y.    Or 
will  be  sent    by   mall,    post  paid,  to  any  address 
CD  receipt  ot  price,  40  cts,  in  postage  stamps. 

Ah  I  do  not  frown  my  little  one. 

And  turn  vonrhead  ««»»'- 
You  know   I  love  bui  you  alone, 

Ive  aaid  this  ere  lo-day. 
I  only  auk  a  word  from  you. 

That  word  you  well  may  gneta ; 
Oh!   tell  me  darling,  i-  it  true, 

A  lady'f  "no   '  mean-  "yea?" 
Oh  I    lell  me  darling,  ia  it  irue, 

A  lady  "a  "wo*  niMn*  "yea?" 

I've  told  your  name  to  every  alar, 

ilnd  to  the  roaex.  fair; 
I've  woralnp  d  you  Uith  near  and  far, 

I've  known  irue-love'a  deapair. 
Tho'  you  say  "  no,"  and  frown  and  frown, 

I  cannot  lova  you  le»s  ;  ^ 

Oh  !  all  mv  hope*  and  wishea  crown. 

Do  say  y'ur  "  no"  meana  "yea!" 
Oh  I  all  my  iiogwH  and  wishea  crown. 

Do  aay  your  "  no"  meana  "yaal" 

One  little  word  is  all  I  ask. 

'Twill  make  m«  hapcy  quite; 
Oh!  apeak,  it  'liaa  simple  lAsk — 

1  o  bring  my  heart  delight. 
Ton  do  not  frown  and  turn  away. 

Your  living  eyea  confesa 
What  loving  lipa  would  sweetly  say— 

A  lady  a  *'  no"  mean*  "yea!" 
What  loving  li|>«  w  uld  sweetly  say— > 

A  lady's  **  no  "  means  "  yM  I" 


Sat  Wicked  Bee. 
By  Ed  narrlgan.  Music  by  Dave  Brabam. 


tni 


Look  way  yonder,  aee  dat  bee. 
He's  mighty  livlier  dan  de  ilea. 
Crawl  rit;ht  ea^yon  your  knee, 
Wa'a  done  gowme  eutcb  dat  bae. 
Cboms  :     He's  flew  awny. 

Die  sun-shin \  day, 
1  ake  care  you  darki^a. 
He'll  bother  ua  you  aee. 
Ua's  full  of  b"0«y  juioe, 


(sym.) 
(•yni.) 


He  flies  around  So  loose,     • 
He'll  sliog  you,  he  II  harm  you, 
Dia  wicked  bumble  b««. 


Look  way  yonder,  dar  he  eomes. 
Lord  how  sweet  his  music  huma. 
He  will  bile  you  on  the  thumbs, 
Done  gowin  cutch  dat  bee. 


(sym.) 


Chorus. 
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SENTIMENTAL  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

ilngel  Mother  Watch  for  me Pratt  40 

Lay  my  Heail  Beueatb  a  Bose Straight,  40 

No  Work "     "     40 

Breathing  Sweet  Words  at  tiieGltite...     "     "    40 
You  Were  False,  but  I'll  Forgive  Yon . .      "     "    40 

Penniless  and  Poor Yonnker  40 

The  Old  Bench  Near  the  Mill   Sinick  40 

The  Kosebud  in  Yonr  Hair Skelly  40 

Wbtn  tbe  Flowers  are  Dreaming ••  "     40 

Baby  Died  One  Year  Ago  To-Day . .  .O'Reardou  40 

My  Home  by  the  Deep  RolliuK  Sea Boutley  40 

Throwing  Pebbles  iu  the  Stream "  **    40 

Wake  liouuie  Betwie "  ••     40 

Joys  of  my  Childhood ""     40 

The  Old  Ru  ued  Mill ••  "    40 

We  Hre  Growing  Old  Together "  "     40 

Down  on  Coney  lalaud  Beach "  ••    40 

The  Old  Willow  Chair "  "    40 

Take  Me  in  Your  Arms,  Mama "  *'    40 

Griudtather's  Cane "  "    40 

Winnie  Wane ••  •<    40 

Hunting  Four  L.  at  Clover ""    40 

Erin's  Green  Isle Mnrpby  40 

Farewell  to  Ireland ••  "       40 

STANDARD  MOTTO  SONGS. 

Lnck  Lays  Over  Brain Straight  40 

The  Ticking  of  the  Clock ""     40 

A  Stitch  iu  Time  Saves  Nine "  '•    40 

Take  Things  as  They  Gome "  "    40 

BALLADS. 

ALflUe  Place  With  n  thy  Heart.  .J.  R.  Thomas  40 

So  Weary  and  Sud  To-Night Connolly  40 

Beautilul  Sougn  Unsung Vund<  rcook  40 

The  Lott  Jewel Blunt  40 

The  Messenger  Bird Straight  40 

COMIC  DUETTS. 

McC<arthy's  Boarding  House Powers  40 

MaryAuuKohoe ••     "    40 

POPULAR  NEGRO  SONGa 

Silver  Bella  are  Ringing  Away  np 

in  do  sky . .  Younker  40 
Take  Me  Back  to  My  Dear  Old  South- 
ern Home,  Song  with  Echo  Chorus. .  .Speck  40 

Times  of  Long  Ago Straight  40 

Waiting  for  de  Setting  ob  de  Sun "    "    40 

TheOoldeu  Chariot ••    ••    40 

Settle  Dat  Bill ••    •«    40 

Down  by  de  Rainbow ••    ••    40 

I'se  Undo  Pi;  mpey  Still "    ••    40 

Hab  Your  Ladders  Ready ••    ••    40 

SERIO-COMIC  SONGS. 

I  Conldn't  Help  it  Ma Connolly  40 

Do  it  Again Slniight  40 

Sweet MagK-ie  Gordon "    '•     40 

Yon  Shouldn't  Notice  It "    "    40 

Kitty  McNish "    «<     40 

Romping  Irish  Laas ■  *    "     40 

COMIC  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

Nrw  Year's  Dav Powers  40 

The  Ni^ht  I  Lf«med  to  Swim "  "    40 

Mickev  Flahrity Straight    40 

High  Water  Pants CNeil  &  Couroy  40 


)•■ 


40 
40 


Widow  Clancy's  Party " 

When  McGuiuess  Gets  tbe  Job     •«, 
I'll  Name  tbe  Boy  Dieunis,  or 

no  Name  at  all, 

Kerrigan  &  McCarthy  40 

Casey's  Ball  Last  Night. .        '•  "40 

The  Day  I  Took  My  Peg  to  Coney  Isle. . "  40 

Mary  Ann  O'ilouiahau  Dowd ••  40 

MARCHING  SONGa 

The  Irish  Tolnnteers Yonnker  40 

The  Peiticoftt  Brigade .'.V  .  Straight  40 

Sons  of  Erin's  LjIs Murphy  40 

NEGRO  SONGS  AND  DANCES. 

I'm  Just  Turned  Sixty-Three Straight  40 

SWELL  SONGS. 

Deuced  Good  Fellah  gj^ght  40 

QUICKSTEPS  AND  MARCHES. 

K''pSH^rL^"""M7 Freeman  60 

The  Petticoftt  Brigade  March ••  ••  40 

The  Irish  Volunteers  March  .    ••  ••  40 

Midshipmitts  March ••  ••  40 

LATEST  LANCIERS.        ! 

Americsn  Lnncieta <i  u  gA 

English  Lftueiers .'.*.*!!.".*!"  ••  ••  60 

Irish  Lanciers !!!!...  «•  •<  sn 

Scotah  Lauciera . i ...!!!!!!.'..! .  "  ••  60 

Sea  Cadet  Lanciers !.!!!!  "  ••  60 

NEGRO  WALK  ABOUNDS,  j- 
Oid  Times  Roxy,  or  Trouble 

in  de  Kitchen Straight  40 

POPULAR  WALTZEa  j-         ■ 

No  Work  Waltz     .      .Yonnker  40 

Ihe  Sweetest  of  tho  Sweet  Waltz  Pratt  40 

Invibitioi.  Waltzes Annie  S.Shntte  40 

Sweet  Maggie  Gordon  Waltz Fnjemau  40 

SONGS  AND  DANCEa 

Sw.*t  Amerikay Yonnker  40 

Little  KoguiHh  Eyes OReardon  40 

ILe  ReaMou  why  I  was  Elected Stnight  40 

w."  "   M  ^t*'""'V"8« «*'««"'  40 

>V  hen  the  Magnolias  Bloom Speck  40 

W.^LTZ  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet . .  .Pnitt  40 

Wttlziughum  McSweeney, 

*.,  T.  **^*'  ^"^  Cavalier Dockstader  40 

Music  and  Dancing Couuolly  40 

ROUSING  NEGRO  MELANGE. 

Open  Up  Dem  Doors Straight  40 

There  are  none  of  the  pieces  of  music  on  this  list 
which  are  not  guaranteed  by  the  publisher  to  give 
entire  satisfaction.  Also,  euoli  and  every  one  has 
either  an  elegant  picture,  lithogmpbed,  or  double- 
colored  title-page,  and  printed  from  tbe  best  en- 
gruved  music  plates.  My  music  is  never  out  of 
print,  and  can  be  procureii  at  any  music  store  in 
the  U.  S.  But  tho  quickest  and  best  policy  is  to 
send  direct  to  me. 

All  music  not  on  this  list  constantly  kept  in 
Block,  and  will  be  sent,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of 
mi«rked  price.  I  keep  the  publications  of  all  the 
Music  Publishers  in  America  and  Europe. 

P.  a— To  Music  Teaohere,  Musicians,  Clubs, 
Professionals,  et«.,  my  t«rms  are  the  regular  pro- 
fesional  rates.  But  with  a  desire  to  have  my  pub- 
lications more  thoroughly  introdnoed  to  your  notice^ 
also  to  give  yon  a  chance  to  re-diaixjse  ot  copies 
with  a  profit,  and  to  act  as  my  agents  through  the 
States,  I  will  allow  yon  to  make  a  selection  ot  10 
or  more  of  my  pieces,  at  one-half  off  of  tbe  marked 
prices. 

N.  B. — All  of  the  al)ove  pieces  are  my  own  copy- 
rights, and  any  one  iutringiug  on  the  same,  will  be 
dealt  with  and  punished  to  the  full  extent  of  the 
law. 

Send  money  in  Registered  Letter  or  Postal  Order, 
in  all  amounts  in  postage  stamps,  hoping  to  be 
favored  with  your  patronage  I  remain 

Your  obedient  servant,  ..  .i  -   ' 

MRS.  PAULINE  LIEDKR, 

60  CHATHAM  STREET,  N.  T.    * 

And  49  Atlantic  Ayenue,    Brooklyn. 
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The  Lost  Inheritance. 

COKTIRUKO. 

CHAPTER  XIV.     » 

tHK  OOOIOS  DIBCOTIBS   HlPBUUt'l  UCBST. 


.1 

Ito  aooncr  lia^  Ui«  door  oIom^  on  SI«tiArd  H«p- 
bnro.  than  the  heiretc'i  expreaiion  ch«ng«>(j. 

Throwing  h«ri«lf  baok  in  a  ebair,  and  angrily 
tapping  the  floor  with  her  foot,  she  exelaiaied 
■Can  Maria  be  right?  Surely  I  gave  him  en- 
couragement and  opportunity  enough  to  epeak  to- 
day! Why  didn't  he  take  it?  He  won't  have  an 
estate  like  this  offered  to  him  very  often,  Im  think- 
ing. The  Captaiu  would  have  gone  down  ou  hie 
knee*  for  gratitude." 

Meanwhile,  as  Richard  Hepburn  oroeecd  the  larg's 
hall  of  Carnyaton,  the  library  door  opened,  and 
Maria  Daggett  oaine  out. 

bowing,  not  venturing  on  the  familiarity  of  shak- 
ing hand*,  a  footman  being  preient,  eheaaid,  "  Yo\) 
have  heard  how  ill  poor  Mr.  Biddleeouib  haa  been, 
Mr.  Hepburn?"  meekly  advancing  a  step  or  two 
cloeer. 

"  I  have.  I  hope  it  ii  nothing  aerioui  ?"  he  re- 
j>>ined  with  a  glance,  the  meaning  of  whieh  the 
cunapanion  read  eaaily. 

"Oh !  dear  me,  no.  Doctor  Jbercorn  saye  he  will 
be  himeelf  again  in  a  day  or  two."  'I  hen,  preeerv- 
ing  the  aaine  meek,  amiable  expression  of  feature, 
she  hurriedly  whispered, "  Meet  me  to-night  at  nine 
at  the  aame  plaoe.  I  have  something  to  tell  you. 
Good-morning,"  she  added,  aloud,  as.  sweeping  a 
low  curtsey,  (he  passed  up  tlie  broad  staircase 
before  hj  could  reply. 

When  Richard  Hepburn  reached  the  main  road, 
and  felt  hiuitelf  seoure  from  (  bservation^  his  coun- 
tenance hardly  looked  pleasanter  than  had  the 
heiress's.     Hit  mind  was  full  of  Alice  WalJen. 

He  even  for  the  moment  banished  Maria  Dagj^elt 
and  her  welcome  intelligence  froth  his  thoughts. 

though  he  told  himeelf  a  hundred  times  that 
Aliee  could  not  love  Edmund  biddlecomb,  oonse- 
quently  was  too  virtuous  to  sell  herself  because  it 
was  "  a  good  match,"  an  unpleasant  sensation, 
created  from  what  his  own  eyes  had  seen  at  Daisy 
Hank,  whispered  him  theie  might  be  some  founda- 
tion in  what  he  had  heard. 

Poor  Sidonia  I  If  he  had  made  the  announce- 
ment in  the  belief  that,  by  showing  him  his  hopes  in 
tliat  qnHrler  were  useless,  she  would  rivet  her 
cliains  the  more  securely,  she  had  produced  quite 
the  contrary  effect. 

He  alnuMt  hated  her,  he  certainly  despised  her. 
Who  of  us  ever  lovts  the  one  who  brings  disagree- 
able news?  liesides,  herbeliavioaroflliat  morning, 
the  opennees  in  which  she  had  shown  her  hand,  re- 
volted, disgusted  him. 

He  could  teel  no  pity  for  her,  aware  she  was  in- 
eapAble  of  true  affection,  and  that  a  disappuinted, 
unrequited  altaohnient  would,  pulling  wounded 
pride  aside,  ufftot  her  as  litlle  asone  cankered  bud 
hurts  a  plant  uble  to  put  forth  bloom  alter  bloom. 

Richard  Hepburn  had,  after  the  fashion  of  lovers 
rbo  court  the  pain  that  tortures  them,  half- 
delermined  to  proceed  at  once  to  Daisy  Hank, 
when  he  heard  the  clatter  of  wheels  coming  rapidly 
up  behind  him. 

Moving  from  the  road  to  the  path,  he  looked 
over  his  shoulder  at  the  advancing  reliicle,  when,  to 
bis  great  delight  he  beheld  the  occupant  to  be  no 
o'ber  than  Doctor  Abereorn.  If  any  man  was  ac- 
quainted with  the  sayings  and  doings  at  Daisy 
bank,  he  was  and  Richard  Hepburn,  coming  to 
an  immediate  halt,  waited  for  him. 

"  I  thought  it  was  you,'  said  the  doctor,  reining 
in  his  cab  and  extending  his  hand.  "  I  spied  you  as 
I  came  over  the  hill.  Shall  1  offer  you  a  seat? 
.dre  you  going  my  way  ?" 

••I  am  going  to  Westerin,"  answered  Hepburn. 

"  Aud  T  am  going  within  half  a  mile  of  there,  so 
pray  get  up." 

idxpreas  ng  his  thanks  the  other  obeyed.  When 
the  «ob  had  once  more  start«d  off  at  a  brisk  pace, 
the  yoDOg  man  said,  "  I  have  jait  been  up  to  C'ar- 
nyslon.     Is  Mr.  Biddlecomb  very  ill? 

'  Not  now  ;  hell  soon  be  right  again.  Toa  see, 
Mr.  Hepbnro,  Vtiese  oases  afl  depend  upon  the 
promptitude  with  which    they  are  treated.      '1  bat 


girl,  with  her  calm  presence  of  mind,  saved  his 
lite." 

"  How  so  ?''  questioned  the  other,  with  surprise. 

"  Didn't  they  tell  you  ?     Well,  it  was  tfans." 

*'  It  was  then,  apoplexy?" 

_"  Yes  ;  trom  loo  free  uee  of  port  wine.  Mr. 
Biddleeomb's  isn't  the  oonstitutioo  to  stand  it. 

"  It  was  forlunate  the  footman  ehaaoed  to  enter 
the  library." 

"  It  wa#  indeed.  H*  said  about  an  hour  before 
he  had  admitted  a  man,  a  stranger  to  his  master. 
Hearing  no  sound  as  he  passed  soon  after,  he 
fancied  both  had  left  the  raom.  He  ventured  to 
knock,  and  getting  no  answer,  went  in,  when  he 
found  the  old  genlleinan  in  a  fit 

"It  would  not  quite  have  done  for  bim  to  have 
died  just  now,"  remarked  Hepburn,  returning  to 
the  subject  that  galled  him. 

"  Well  really,  I  don't  see  why  not  at  this  present 
time  as  any  other,"  exclaimed  Doetor  Aberourn, 
placidly.  "  Do  you  know  any  reason,  my  friend?" 

"  Why,  there  may  possibly  be  a  marriage  there 
soon,  said  the  latter,  with  a  laugh,  that,  despite 
himself,  was  confused  and  nervous. 

The  doctor  oast  a  quick  glance  up  at  him. 

"  I  have  heard  a  rumor  to  that  affect,  oer- 
tainly,"  he  remarked,  drily,  flicking  the  eob'a 
ears. 

"  A\il  but  rumors  are  not  always  true ;  and  if  this 
had  any  foundation,  you,  Doctor  Abereorn,  would 
have  been  ihu  first  to  know  it,  and  knowing  it,  as 
saeh  an  esteemed  friend  of  i\^  family,  you  would 
never  permit  it  He  is  not  worthy  of  her  t  He 
is,"  proeeeded  the  young  man,  excitedly,  "an 
egotistical  fool  I  You  could  uever  allow  snob  a 
aniou— she  would  be  wedded  to  misery  V 

"  la  the  name  of  goodnees,  my  dear  sir,  to  wliat 
do  you  refer?"  cried  the  doctor,  involontarily 
checking  the  oob'a  ape*  d. 

"To  the  rumor  that  Miss  WaMen  and  Mr. 
Edmund  Biddlecomb  are  engaged,"  blurted  oat  his 
companion. 

"  Alice  r  began  the  worthy  dootor,  his  pleasant 
face  showing  signs  of  a  loud  fit  of  laughter  coming; 
but  suddenly,  after  «  furtive,  sly  Klftnce  at  the 
youug  man,,  he  said,  with  the  utmost  grarity, 
"Wull,  I  dou't  know  that  it's  a  bad  tbiug.  The 
fellow  ii  oonsidered  au  excellent  match  about  here, 
and  Alice  would  have  twenty  or  more  to  envy  her 
good  fortune." 

"  Good  fortune !  Do  yoo  oall  soch  a  sacrifice  of 
all  that  is  pare  aud  high-thinking  to  all  tliat  ia 
petty  and  vain,  good  fortune  7"  cried  the  othw. 

"Come,  cume,  Mr.  Hepburn,"  smiled  the  dootor; 
"  becaiwe  you  cannot  gather  the  grapes  yourself^ 
why  should  you  envy  another's  doing  so  V 

"  Because  of  the  kindness  I  have  experienced  at 
their  bauds — because  of  my  love  for  her  brother.  I 
take  too  keen  an  interest  in  Miss  Walden  to  see 
her  thou  throw  herself  away.  Because — because — 
because  I  am  the  most  miserably  unfortunate  being 
under  the  sun,  aud  such  wretched  company  to-day, 
that  I  am  sure,  sir,  yoa  will  feel  grateful  for  my 
relieving  you  from  it" 

And  before  the  other  was  aware,  he  had  jamped 
out,  and  wiis  striding  rapidly  on  ahead. 

"  Weil,  this  is  one  of  the  drollest  things  I  STsr 
came  acroes  !"  ejaculated  the  dootor,  as  be  sat 
alone  in  the  chaisa  "  As  I  tbonght— he  loves  Alice 
to  desperatfon  ;  is  jfaloui  of  every  other  man  ;  yet 
it's  rumored  lie  s  going  to  marry  the  hiddlecomb 
girl.     It  isn't  money— no,  I'd  swear  it  isn't." 

Driviug  quickly  on,  he  overlook  Richard  Hep- 
burn, and  stooping  forward,  placed  his  hand  on 
his  shoulder. 

"Mr  Hepburn,"  he  said,  "  don't  take  what  I'm 
going  to  say  as  in  im|>erlinence.  Remember  I'm 
an  old  man,  an^iOne  who  takes  much  interest  in 
you.  You  are  laboring  under  some  great  trouble. 
Will  you  make  me  your  confidant  ?" 

"Would  to  Heaven  I  could!"  answered  the 
young  man,  fervenlly,  raising  bis  pii!e,  agitated 
face  ;  "  but  I  oannoi— I  dare  not  I  Yet  I  may  one 
day,  whether  soon  ur  late,  I  know  not ;  but,  thank- 
in^  you  deeply  for  your  kindness.  I  may  not  now." 

'  Very  well  my  dear  boy  ;  forget  I  mentioned  it  i 
only  I  imagine,  with  perfect  safety,  I  ean  give  you 
this  information,  whoever  .^liee  Walden  marries, 
it  will  not  be  Edmuud  Biddleeomb." 

"  Heaven   bless  you,     doetor  I"    and    Biohard 


Hepburn,  seising  the  other's  band  pressed  it 
warmly.  "  You  have  my  iteerst,  sir,  but  I  know 
it  is  safs  with  you.  You  will  never  let  it  i«Mh  iter 
ears,  for  I  oan  never  ask  her  to  be  my  wifs  " 

So  ending,  he  sprang  over  a  stiJe  near  whieh  he 
stood,  and  harried  away  across  the  fields. 

On  rsaobing  the  inn,  the  waiter  an nouneed  that  a 
gentleman  from  London  was  waiting  to  see  him. 

Richard  Hepburn  hurried  to  hu  sitting  mom, 
and,  as  he  half  expected,  found  sealed  there  Mr! 
Jonas  Slycum. 

"You  have  news  ?"  he  exolaimed,  dirootly  he  had 
closed  the  door. 

■  "  ^M**'  *?':  ^'P**"™-  !*'•  betUr,  I  reckon,  this 
time,"  rejoined  the  detective,  rising.  "  limothy 
Brindley  is  in  England.  About  two  months  ago  he 
landed  at  the  London  Dooks."  » 


CHAPTER  XV. 

▲Lies  WALDKM'S  BICaXT  niSOOTXBKO. 


Mr.  Jonas  Slyeum's  news  was  little  moi«  than 
that  which  ooneluded  the  last  ohapUr.  He  had 
disoovsred  that  '1  imothy  brindley  had  landed  in 
London,  but  had  failed  to  traok  him  further. 

Nevertheless,  he  had  not  been  long  in  Jumping  to 
the  eouclusioH  that  the  clerk  would  be  in  need  of 
money,  and,  did  auj  seeret  exist  between  them, 
would  assuredly  seek  it  from  JosiaW  biddlecomb. 

"Consequently,  Mr.  Hepburn  I've  came  down 
myself  to  l)eat  about  the  neighborhood,"  he  eon- 
oluded,  "  leaving  the  beating-up  of  Loudon  to  a  pal 
of  mine,  with  whom  I  often  Work." 

"  One  I  hope  you  can  trust?  '  said  Biohard  Hep- 
burn rather  nervously. 

"  No  fear  of  that  sir.  Honor  among  thieves, 
you  know,"  responded  the  detective,  Jooosely. 
"Cesides.  where  wr,  would  be  his  induoement  to 
break  faith.  Mr.  biddlecomb  is  the  only  one 
who'd  be  interested  in  buying  the  little  I've  been 
compelled  to  tell  him,  and  he  no  more  knows  that 
gant  than  hsdoes  Adam.  So  I  ihink,  sir,"  with  a 
wink,  "  that  Thomas  Jaokman  oao  be  trusted. 
Now,  if  you've  no  objection-  for  it  won  t  do  for  me 
to  be  seen  often  in  your  company— I'd  hke  to  learn 
bow  yon've  got  oa  ?  " 

In  a  few  brief  sentences  his  elient  Informed  him, 
ending  with,  as  he  observed  Mr.  Myoum  dubionsly 
scratching  his  ohin,  "  You  seem  to  misirost  this 
Miss  Daggett  ?" 

••  I  mistrust  every  woman,  sir,  until  I  oan  get  a 
sight  of  her  cards.  W  liat  interest  has  she  in 
this?" 

"  InUrest"  repeated  Rioliard  Hepburn,  "  None 
but  friendship.  A*  1  told  you.  she  was  my  mother's 
oonfidential  aiteudant." 

"  Ah  !"  murmured  Mr.  Slyeum,  meditatively,  as 
as  be  looked  at  the  handsome  young  fallow  before 
him. 

"  Is  she  young  ?* 

••  Yes'"  ^  "''-•■ '    '■'.  '^■-  ■ 

"Pwity?*  '   ■■..'^  -■: 

••  Very  I" 

"  Humph  t"  and  Mr.  Slyeum  eonUmpUted  the 
earpet.  After  a  second,  raising  his  eyes,  be  i«- 
marked,  in  his  former  lone,  "1  ean  goeea  what  she 
has  got  to  tell  you,  sir.  I  he  old  genlleman's  was 
a  fitof  aperplezy,  and  she  sat  up  wiiU  Uiu." 

"Shedia." 

"Then  he's  been  talking  in  his  sleep.'* 

"  Do  you  really  thiuk  so  7'  cried  Bicbard  Hep- 
born,  leaning  fcrward  in  his  anxiety. 

"I  don't  (foubt  it  But,  you  see,  I'm  not  certain 
bow  £ar  this  would  go  in  evidence. 

"Still  yoa  woald  advise  me  to  keep  the  ap- 
pointment ahe  has  made  V 

"By  all  means  ;  thoogh  I  don't  fancy  Td 
better  be  one  of  the  party.  If  I  m  not  mistaken, 
the  young  lady's  one  who  likes  toearry  things  oat 
hor  own  way. " smiled  Mr.  ijl>eam  ;  *  and  p'raps  I'd 
scare  her.  Now,  Mr.  Hepburn,  I'll  be  off  to  beat 
np  the  neighborhood  for  Mr.  Tiaotby  Briadl«j, 
I«qaire  ! 

Ee  rooe  and  took  his  hai. 


To  be  Ooatinved  b  Ve.  177— OvouDmMd  h  161 


-mi^rm'^^t^t'.i.fftifV  y-vat^.-??*^;  fff-'%^'^^*'**?^'^'f^'-*^i^J^.*f~f'9»9*i^mwj  j*.*t>i^.5>|>Sifa«yWi?tH«i'iTS>f  tauitn  g»« 


TAKE  ME  BACK  TO  MY  DEAR  OLD  SOUTHERN  HOME. 

ArraBg«d  For  the  Guitar  or  Banjo,  by  Prof.  E-lmutid  Cfark,  Teacher  of  the  Guitar,  Banjo,  Violin,  Organ,  Accord«on  and  Singing,  No.  285  Bowery.  NewTork. 


-K—N 


-A ?S- 


5=:^-c 


^ — ^— 

1.    Give    me  back    my  dear  old  home,    that     I    used    to     love    bo    well,       In     the    dear  old    sun  -  uy  South    so      far      a 


day;        *•      Take  me  back,  oh  take  me  back      to    that    old    fa-mil-iar  spot,  And  thro'    the    cot  -  ton  fields    oh      let      me 


roit^i .  ■  ■ .     For      I    am  old  and    fee-ble,  and  be  -  fore  I  leave  this  land,     Let  me    see  once  more  my  dear  old  Southern  home. 


I  i 

3  They  were  happy,  happy  times  at  the  old  plantation  home, 
when  at  night  we'd  sing  and  play  the  old  banjo  ; 
I  was  a  picaninny,  and  my  heart  was  light  and  gay,j 

But  the  days,  tho'  short  they  seem,  are  long  ago.  - 

I've  travele<l  the  wide  world  o'er,  and  in  distant  lands  have  roam'd, 

But  the  dear  old  sunny  south  I  love  the  best ; 
Take  me  back  and  leave  me  there,  In  my  dear  old  Southern  home, 
In  the  dear  sweet  sunny  south  lay  me  to  reet— Cna 


3  We  may  never  meet  again,  for  my  time  is  drawing  near. 

When  I'll  have  to  leave  the  earth  forever  more  ; 
So  then  take  me  back  to  die  in  the  dear  old  simny  south, 

Where  my  wife  and  children  have  been  laid  before. 
Old  massa  and  old  missus  they  were  always  kind  to  me, 

But  they've  both  gone  to  that  better  land,  I  know, 
Where  no  care,  no  pief  nor  pain  comee  to  cloud  their  aged  brow. 

To  that  bright  and  happy  land  I  long  to  go. — Cho. 


Conriigbtad,  IMQ,  and  aU  itchM  rtMrred  DyMr*.  PanUna  Uader.    Piano  copy  ot  abora  wUl  be  Mat  poatpald,  to  any  addrm.  on  raoetpt  or  40  oanu  la  poata«t  ataiapa. 

P.  S.-Writeto  Mrs.  PAULINE  UEDERi  No.  6.0  Chatham  St.,  N.  Y.  for  anything  in  the  Musical  Una. 
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My  Mine  to  O'Brien  fitMB  HarleM, 

An  Iriabman  m  yoa  eaii  Me. 
I  eao  tiiut  like  «  ilirutli  or  ••larltng, 

Or  the  litilr  birl  up  io  •  trre. 
Bnt  lli«  gSDi;  Ibsi  stand*  itxre  oo  the 

Are  tryiii{{  llie  nUspa  uml  l'<«  daoee. 
And  tliey  oliout  out  wlieoeve.  '°ui  pngRio^ 

I'bertt'a  O  Brieu  with  lua  waU.     'XUttS. 
y-^"-y''^,   ',  CiiOBCs.  ..  A   ■,;, 

Tb«y  tell  m«  to  go  ov«r  to  Bogland, 

^nd  pay  a  short  vi«it  to  Franoe, 
^o<i  tliere  to  briot;  out  niy  new  fisaliioM^ 

And  call  tbeiu  the  bigli  wsierpMit*. 

Last  Week  I  Went  to  the  thectre. 

.^lont;  with  iii>  first  eo'vtin  D«a, 
Vi'f  liired  a  »eai  down  in  the  |>«i'qu«(tM^ 

behind  tiie  bm;  man  in  the  hand. 
When  a  nai;er  oaiiif  out  wiili  u  banjo, 

lit)  pla>ed  up  a  hii<h-laa<l  olog  oanM^ 
^nd  h«  gave  "Ut  a  i:i>g  aii'l  oon-auD-dram, 

'L>out  O'Uriou  wiib  bia  liigh-water  pMita. 

Chonw. 

One  night  •«  I  BtroHed  down  the  Bowary, 

Alonj;  with  n  ft  lend  l'»1dy  Hru«li, 
Vie  tlio  t  weM  JiiK'   'lr<>|>  into  (ieughan'a, 

Io  try  S'lDf  "f  !ii-  rveand  ntok. 
Wlien  t   e  l^ang  nil  crieii  there  S  Dan  O'LMry, 

I  lie  hnr-teiider  olinl  me  a  irlanot-, 
"Uo>^ld  ><>nr  tonL'uen  "  tli<-n  eaid  he  to  the  loajlers, 
'I'tutt's  O'brkii  with  bis  bigli-water  pant*. 

Clionis. 


L 


-  <        The  Beat,  Billy  Gordon. 

Ly  K.  J.  riKi.tl. 
Air:    Sweet  Mjjfgleonrdan. 

OoprrlKbt  ibso,  by  Alis.  I'uuiiueUeder, 
I  wi»li  my  prtl  nii'1  I  were  iiai'in:r, 

liy  a   -cKoiiMel'-iiou^e.    «  Ii«"-h  «ro  • 

Conl'l  Kiiiff  ai  .xniui-rieii  hnni;s    >" -. 
'1  Would  fii!  uiv  acliiiii^  heart  w..li  glee. 

Cnoiifs. 

Tl>e  "beh»."  iti'ly  (<i>idoii.  Iie>  dead  and  gone. 

Hi"     '  u' Hillni^  "  can  l"  hiiiie'i   loo: 
At  i.)t;ht.  wiiii.   (.i<'C|iiii!_'^     II  .ioh>iiieit  line, 

I  think  of  hiiu  «u  stuuncli  and  true. 

When  nmnmcrciiMe.  we'd  lenve  ilie  city, 
.^iid  wall--  on  « ire-  to  Suli  h.  i   "»priiit;3  ; 

^^  liere  we.  for  iiionih-"  "ould  cas-t  our  anohor, 
.4iid  live  lis  hH|'|iy  us  two  kingx.  Churns.  S 

Bat  wh-n  I  he  "Vfaher  \i  g'li  ooliier, 

U  e'lj       I'lil  '    for  loiiie  wiili  jnirried  gait; 

To  take  a  -.vtil  'wax   up  the  riv^r. 

And  have  out  hoMP.  pa'-'  hf  ihe  State.      Cba 

..         Poor  Pat  Must  Eini^rate. 

Fare  you  well  poor  Erin  ■  l»le  ■   i  n..iv  mrpt 

l>8<'e  voti  tor  awhile; 
'I  ii«  rep'S  and  taxen  are  ^<o  liij^h  I  oiin  nc 

lon:_'er  utity. 
From  l>t:blin>  quay  I  nailed  >iwny    and  laml'Ml 

here  biu   >eiiterdav  ; 
Me  fii'jes,  and  hreeclies  and  shirt,  miw 

are  all  thiir>  in  my  kit. 
I  h.ivedropi^d  in  to  tell  yoQ  aow  the 

cltrlits  I  Imve  >een  hofore  i   go. 
Of  the  upa  and  dowiiit  in  Ir  land  «M)Ct 

the  veil  of  iiinetv-ei;;ht. 
liutif  that  naiion  had  its  oi\,;    h<  r  n«h!e  !i<in-> 

■  ■'t"tii  li'ai   ai  home  ; 
But  sinee  for'uiie  has  it  otlieri%'lii>    pour 

hai  must  «iiii(r'aie 


TIm  divil  a  word  I  would  say  at  all.  although 

our  wage*  are  but  Jmall, 
If  they  left  iu  in  our  O'lbina,  where  oar 

fathers  drew  their  breath, 
When  Ibey  call  upon  rent-day,  and  the 

divil  u  cent  you  have  to  pay. 
They  will  drive  yon  from  your  house  and 

home,  to  i>eg  and  starve  to  daalb. 
What  kind  of  treatiueiil,  boys,  is  that  to  give 

an  honest  Irish  Pat? 
To  drive  bia  family  to  the  road,  to  beg  and 

•  starve  for  nisat? 

Bat  I  stood  up  with  heart  and  hand,  and 

sold  my  little  spot  ot  land  | 
That  ia  the  raasua  why  1  left  and  had  tu  emigraie. 

Soflh  sights  as  that  I've  often  seen,  but  I  saw 

worse  in  Skibbarsaa, 
la  forty-eigbt  (that  time  is  no  more)  when 

famine  it  was  great, 
I  saw  fathers,  boys,  and  girls  with  rosy  cheeks 

and  silken  aurla. 
All  a-miasiog  and  starving  for  a  mouthful 

of  food  to 
Wbou  tbay  diad  in  Skibbareeii.  no  flbrouda 

or  cof&ns  were  to  be 
Bit  patiantly  reooooiling  tbeiONelvva  to 

their  desperate  horrid 
I  throw u  iu  graves  by  wholesale 
which  cftuued  mauy  au  Irish  heart  to  wail. 
And  oaased  luauy  a  boy  uud  girl  to  be 

mutit  glad  to  smigrata. 


is  the  nation  or  the  Innd'that  reared 

-Buch  men  as  Paddy's  land  f 
Whera  is  the  man  more  noble  than  he 

they  call  poor  Irish  tmt  ? 
Wa  have  fought  for  Eugland'tt  Qneeu,  and 

beat  her  foes  wherever  aaMi  ; 
We  have  taken  the  town  of  Delhi— if  you 

pleiiise,  come  teli  me  that. 
Wa  have  pursued  the  Iiidiati  Chief,  and 

Neiui  Sahib,  that  cursed  thief, 
Who  skivered  babes  uud  mother*,  and  left 

them  iu  their  gore, 
fint  why  should  we  be  so  oppresHed  in  the 

land  >>f  St.  Phi  rick  blessed? 
The  laud  from  which  we  have  the  bcttt — 

pour  Puddy  must  emigrate. 

There  ia  not  a  son  from  Puddy's  land  bnt 

lespectH  the  memory  of  Dan, 
Who  fought  and  HtrtiKMlt^d  hard  to  purv 

that  poor  and  plundered  country. 
He  advocated  IreUud'H  rigbtti,  with  all  bin 

Btreii^'th  and  might, 
Aud  he  was  but  poorly  reoom|)eQHeil  for  all 

his  toil  aud  pains. 
He  told  us  to  bo  in  no  haste,  and  iu  him 

lor  to  place  our  tmsf. 
And  he  would  not  desert  uh.  or  leave  us  to  our  fate. 

But  death   to  Ijim  uu  tavoi'  tibowed.  from  the 

beg>{ar  to  the  throne ; 
iiiuce  they  took  uur  liberator,  poor  Pat 

mustemigmte. 

With  cpirits  bright  «'i  1  purses  light,  ray  boys, 

we  can  no  longer  stay, 
For  the  Bhamrock  is  imme<liately 

bound  for  America, 
For  there  in  bread  aud  work    which  I 

CHiiuot  get  iu  Donegal. 
1  told  the  Uath  by  great  Si.  Kii:b,    1 1  lieve 

me  what  I  say. 
OivnUuight  my  boys  with  bai'd  and  he;(rt, 

all  .V"ii  wlio  lake  Ireland's  part, 
I  cau  no  longer  sliy  at  home,  for  tear 

ot  being  too  Lite. 
If  ever  pgaiu  1  xee  this  land,  I  ho;"  )  will  be 

with  u  t'euiau  baud  ; 
Sii  Qod  lie  with  old  Ireland,  poor  Pat 

m>mt  emigrate. 


SPECIAL  ^lOTICE. 

*pi>lv  for  ami  receive  n  full  ca'alo-ru"  <>f  ihe  mo«t 
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Terry  Dngan's  Niece. 

PABODT  OM    "MAnT  KKLLTB    BEAU." 

By  Richard  J.  Plgott. 

iXfTTigbt  1880.  and  pub  by  Mrs.  PaaUlne  lieder. 

CoDiagather  round  ye  laddy-bucks, 

Aa'  let  yees  hould  yer  whisl; 
While  I  deaenhe  a  pretty  laas,  1 

As  sweet  as  e'er  was  kisoed.  [    . 

The  mashers  whin  she  walks  abroad, 

Around  her  flock  like  geese  ,- 
With  lots  of  cash,  to  try  and  i 

Ould  Tarry  I>ugau  •  Nieoe. 

,■■;■■■!■.■■/■:■■.•■.■■■  Chorus. 

SIm  weighs  a  hundred  an  a  spike, 

And  hits  a  powerful  blow  ; 
She'll  lick  her  weight  in  pratee-bugs,        "      , 

At  kast  they  tell  me  so. 
She's  travelled  'round  and  'round  the  globe — 

la  known  from  here  to  Greece ; 
*T would  turn  your  pale,  to  see  the  gait, 

Of  Terry  Dugan's  Niece. 

She's  such  a  lovely  danttsr,  too,  ' 

She'd  break  a  fellows  lieart ; 
The  way  she  Knickerbocker's  'round. 

In  anoh  a  manner  "  tart;" 
Her  Montague's  beneath  her  hat. 

Are  plastered  on  with  grease ;         -  '  1  . 
I'll  bet  me  hat.  there °^  nothing  that. 

Compare  s  with  Dugan's  Niece. 

Snrs  Terry  keeps  a  bucket-shop, 

And  owns  a  block  or  two  ; 
Of  tenements  in  cherry  street, 

Exaelle<l  in  style  by  few. 
Sure  whin  he  dies   his  Nieoe  and  I 

Will  married  be,  and  )<eaoe 
And  comfort  we'll  enjoy  forever, 

Meoilf  and  Dugan's  Niece. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


SWEET  MAGGIE 
GORDGN,   ! 

THE  MOST  POPULAK 

SONG   I 

lltvAMERICA.        t 

ft  has  over-renobed  the  ezpeotationi  of  the  pob> 
lis.ier  MliS.  I'  IJLINE  I.IEDEli.  having  for  the 
shot*,  time  it^bas  lieen  befoie  the  publio.  sold  over 
6. 'XX)  Copies.  It  is  ea<y  taking,  and  is  being  sung 
..Lroughout  the  country  by  all*he  Iioading  iunstrel 
Iia_ds. 


Price  ot  Words  and  Music  80  oenta. 


I 


■'^^' 


SPECIAL  OFFER  to  Prrfes-ionaJs.  Anwt^irs, 
Ae..  Having  been  foi-oed  by  the  great  d^me\  i  fur 
Orchestra  Parts  of  .-^W  EE'f  MaGOIE  GoKDON, 
I  have  published  the  same,  and  will  send  both 
Words  and  Moeie  and  slso  the  orchestra  Parts  to 
same,  on  receipt  of  50ats,  to  any  address,  post  paid. 

LAI  EST  PUBUOATIOira. 

'■''■*  '"■   -f 
You  are  false  but  I II  forgive  yoM.  ,       /  ;: 

When  MoGuinness  gets  a  JoU 

Uii;h  Water  PanU. 

I'll  Name  the  BoyDsnnia.  or( 

DO  Varna  at  aB. 
Coeey's  Ball  Last  Night 
Sweet  Maggie  Gordan  — Walts.     Flaomaa. 
^<weeleHt  of  ilie  Sweet— Song  and  Walta. 
Widow  Plancv's  Party. 

40  cent*  eaeh.  or,  any  three  for  Doe  DeOar, 
sent  to  any  address  post  paid,  on  reaeipt  of  priee. 
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'E^Aii  ■  h.. 


it  O  jL'  — . J'^  Uaa.  jfla j 


The  Messenger  Bird.      ;  .  j. 
M'oitls  and  Music  by  Ne<l  straight. 

Author  of  No  Work.  Upeii  up  dem  Doors.  BreatUng 
Sweet  Words  u,i  the  Gate,   etc,  et*;. 

Copyright  1880  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Ueder. 
All  rights  resei  ved. 

The  Music  of  this  song  is  \n  b  Ished  at  Mrs.  Pauline 
Lleder'8  extensive  Music  Publishing  Douse,  No. 

00  Chatham  sir  et.    N.  Y.   and  will  bf  sent 
post  paid,  to  atiy  address,  on  n  ceipt  of 

pilce,     Mceuta  In  postage  stamps       ;: 

Oh!  my  pretty  little  mocking  bird, 

I'm  guini;  Iobci  >ou  fr<e  ; 
But  yoo  niuit  pn>mist).  birdie  dear, 

1  bat  you'll  »4mmi  return  lo  me. 

I  will  tie  litis  ring  around  your  ibfM^ 
With  a  tiny  lit'le  stiing,  ," 

You're  to  lake  ii  to  my  »*e*ihe«rti  ' 
With  the  fleetneft  of  your  wing.  " 

CUOKUS.  ;  ■■:'  .    .'\  :   ■' 

Sing,  birtlie,  ^iner. 

Ju»t  onoe  before  you  fly. 
And  aing  ihc  iiime  to  my  sweetheftrt, 

ISo  biidie  deiir,  good-bye  I 

Pretty  birdie   fly  towards 

'1  he  twinkling  evj-iiing  star,  y'- 

It'»  only  twenty  league*  iiway, 

^nil  I'm  »ure  that's  not  ro  far. 
You  will  find  him  on  the  battle-field. 

Oh!  ••)  Wearied  with  the  tight. 
You  must  biiiig  me  tidings  of  my  Iota, 


Other  re^^<•  c-  have  1  voM, 

llang^  the  helpJeKS  soul  on  Ttse* 
Leave,  ah  !   leave  me  not  alone.  ■  •;  "  ■■'.':■' 

Still  su|>|>ori.  and  comfort  me.  "  ■, 

All  my  trust  in   I  hee  is  stay  d,  '    V  ■ 

All  my  help  from  'llire*- 1  bring, 
Cover  my  defenceless  head. 

With  the  shadow  of  i  hy  wing  the  shadow, 

shadow, 
With  the  shadow  of  Thv  wing. 
All  niy  trust  on  I  hee  i"  »i8ye<l,  '; 

Ail  my  hel|)  Iro-n    The    1  briny,     '      ,.  ■ 
Cover  my  defenceless  head, 

With  the  shadow  of  Thy  wing,  the  shadow 

the  shadow, 
With  the  shadow  of  1  by  wing.    \ 


And  hasten  hack  to-night. 


Chorus. 


There  Never  was  a  Coward  Where  the 

Shamrock  Qrows. 

Bang  b7  Harry  and  John  Kemell. 

Lateowardly  slanderers  say  what  they  may 

Against  the  dear  land  of  ii>y  birlli, 

lint  I  will  iiiainiain,  in  spite  of  all  foes. 

Its  (be  dearest  green  spot  on  ihisearih. 

Soma  say  we  ar«  oowardii  and  fit  for  naught  else 

bat  drinking  our  home-made  potheen. 

Hnt  III  throw  back  the  villainous  lie  in  Iheir  face, 

We'raas  brava  as  the  shumrook  is  greao. 

■-/■'  ''■'■■:,■//;        Chorus.  '/■,■■■'•■''■  V^  ^ '. 

Pat  Riay  be  fiiolish  and  very  often  wrong  ; 
Fat's  got  a  tempei  which  don't  last  very  long  ; 
I'at  is  full  of  j  llity,  a»  everybody   krows, 
\iui  there  navsr  was  a  eoward  where  the 

•  .shamrock  grows. 

Tho*  oppreased  and  insulted  for  hundreds  ot  years, 

by  the  fos  who  onoeconqueied  them,  the.v 

Have  left  lis  iiie  courage  our  forefathers  bad, 

For  that  they  cannot  lake  away. 

Tbey  kept  learninjrfrum  us.  stole  all  we  held  dear, 

^nd  eruslied  tis  till  uihers  cried  shame  ; 

Bui  in  spite  of  ii  all  we  liave  struggled  to  learn 

'1  bat  eourmgeand  wii  are  the  same.  Chorus. 


JetoB,  Lover  of  My  SonL 

SAcain  SoMO  anu  Choki's. 

Wortls  and  by  Music  by  J.  R.  Tbomas. 

Copyrlgbt,  and  pub,  I86«.    by  Wm  A.  Pond  A  Co. 

The  mtialc  ot  this  song  can  be  obtained  at  Mrs,  Pauline 

Lieder'B  Music  House,   No.  eo  Chatham  St,  N.  Y.    Or 

will  be  sent  by  mall,    poet  paid,  to  any  address 

on  receipt  of  price,  40  ct^  in  postage  sbuupa. 


Jeans,  loTer  of  my  soul. 

Let  me  U»  'I'liy  b'^som  fly. 
While  the  racing  billow  roll. 

While  the  tempest  still  is  high|    ^     ■ 
Hide  roa,  O  my  Saviour,  hide 

lill  the  storm  ot  life  is  past. 
Safe  into  the  !)aven  guide. 

O  reeeive  my  s-al  at  last — raoeive,  reoeire  ; 
O  receive  my  soul  at  last. 

Hide  nte,  O  a>y  Saviour,  hide, 
'I  ill  the  storm  af  life  is  past. 

Safe  unto  the  haven  guide. 

O  receive  my  soul  at  last  reaeira^ 

O  receive  mv  soul  at  last,  reaeiva,  ' , 

O,  reoaiye  my  soul  at  last. 


Cheese  it  Jimmie,  Cheese  it. 

By  Kd  Talbot.  Sung  by  Pat  Rooney. 

Air;    Bogle  man. 

The  boys  hanging  round  tlie  public  baths. 

How  patiently  they  wail. 
The  pulioenian  tries  lo  keep  them  quiet. 

And  pKSS  llieiii  in  the  gate. 
I'hey  push  and   pull  to  Hneak  in  twice. 

And  get  aiiollier  swim. 
But  the  cupper  drops.and  tells  tliem, 

Youug  fellow  thai  s  too  thin.  : 

ClIORITS.  '^ 

Then  chees>  it.  Jimmie.  cheese  it. 

Now  lay  bon-»  for  yonr  chance. 
Don't  yon  see  Oie  Cop^jrrwill  sueak. 

And  sluu  you  \a  tlie  pants. 
Then  cheene  it.  IVtey,  cheese  it, 

I  tell  you  lie  will  drop. 
Now  go  and  dry  your  hair  now  quick. 

Now  sherry  here  is  the  cop 

They  put  seventeen  bovs  in  a  little  room,      . 

AI>oui  as  hig  as  a  di'y-u;oods  box. 
You'll  heartiieiii  say  my  cloihes  is  wet, 

I  wonder  where  is  the  rocks. 
Tl.ey  put  on  their  shoes  upon  the  dock, 

Buy  a  bolivar  if  they've  got  tin. 
Then  dry  up  iheir  hair  and  watch  the  police, 

.4nd  work  llie  hath  ngain.  Chorus. 


>  y  ^     lue  Ticking  of  the  Clock. 

MottovSo.no. 

Words  and  Xltisic  by  Kru  straight. 

A'ithor  of  No  Work.  Open  ut>  dem  IX'OiNBrfaihlTiK 

sweet  Words  a    the  0;iie.  tic  en. 

The  Music  Is  pmuiMifd  m  tlcKaia  liihcxniplird  title 

page  by  Mrs  iMntT^io   Meier,   f.ocii-ihuui  M;eol. 

and  will  be  s^ni  t*>  any  luldrcfw,  i'"^t  p;tld  on 

receipt  of  price,  40  vain  j. 

"  hat  wondroii*  tilings  do   hap|M>n, 

^^hile  til.'  el,>ck  k.  t  p»  lickintr.on) 
And  it  l.avjs  im  liHtkini;  biioi*  u|M>a 

I  hi-  plai'tin-  ilial  Imve  g-ne. 
We  aldo  ^azH  on  sorrow  • . 

W  liicli  .'o  onr  8t'n^■e8  shock; 
But  still  the  wi.rlil  troc"  j  i:ging. 

At  the  ticking  of  'lie  olt^ck.  * 

CliORITB.  ".;"■■:' J 

Tick,  taek.  fock. 

I  he  prndiilnni  i]o<  s  "W-'njf, 
While  flo    eTH  ar.-   I>li>84<>niing, 

And  hii  i«  mi  sweelly  sing; 
Dame  K»rliin<- »niile«  while  PashilMI* 

I'ri-SKes  Hi  lieri;H0<lv  frock  ; 
They  all  iniiel  fade  and   wither 

At  the  ticking  of  ihe  clock. 


The  moroenlK  fly  so  swiftly, 

Manv  iiaire  are  luining  uray; 
Many  limbs  are  uellini:  pxUied. 

NSoiva  of  de  <r  friends  pass  away. 
Yet  youth's  so  full  of  l>riuht  hopes, 

'Ihe  future  hiiiiilly   mock,' 
But.  oil  !  llieir  y<-ars  are  numbersd. 

At  the  licking  of  ihe  clock. 


Obonia. 


►<♦« 


Praise  the  Lord. 

Words  toy  Tlr.  W.  J.  W  etmore.  Music  by  O.  Rupes. 

Copyright,  1  bT«-  by    S.  T.  Gordon,  £  son. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  centa. 

Deep  sounding  sea.  green  vales  and  blooming  flowers. 
Mountains  and  hills    and  slortns  that  darkly  lower; 
Wild  wind"  that  blow,  and  ih    tierce  diiving  i«howeri, 
Forests  that  l>end  to  tlie  lemi^ei^ts  mighty  power! 
All  speak  of  Iiie  miitht  and  Hi-  love, 
'lis  ilis  voice  we  ever  are  lieaiini;, 
ilnd   His  love  the  xad  heart  is  cheering. 
Praise  the  Lord,  praise  Hin  name,  praise  the  Lord, 

praise  the  Lord, 
Praise  the  Lord,  praise  the  Lord,  our  Creator  above. 

Brii;lit  shining  starn  "hose  liglit  i"  ever  glowing, 
Batliinu  the  eartli  »illi  it"  riuliance  divine; 

0  sacred  niirht.  in   lieaniyever  sliowing. 

From  cloudlcfs  skies   orhs  in  fphndor  that  shine, 
'I  hey  speak  <if  His  |Hiwer  and  His  love,  .  . 
'Tis  His  voice  we  ever  ar--  hearing.  <:...;.' 

His  love  that  our  sad  heart  in  cheering,  ■.;....'. 
Praise  the  Lord,  praise  His  name.  -.     i,-  ■  •       ■' 

Praise  the  Lord,  praise  ^he  Lord,  praii^e  the  Lord, 
Praise  the  Lord,  our  Creator  above. 

Prostrate  we  fall  in  gratiiude  before  'I  hee, 

1  hy  love  and  power  our  he..rt8  will  e'er  obey; 
For  riiy  dear  .S)n.  we  ever  will  adoie  I  hee  I        . 
His  preciouc  hloo-l  can  «a>-h  our  sine  away      .;    ' 
We'll  sing  of  His  power,  and  Hi*  love. 

Hie  voice  we  ever  are  liea  ing. 

And  His  love  the  sad  heart  is  chearing;  •   •  ■, 

Prai-etlie   I..<(r<i,   praise  Hi"  name.  '..■■",■:.'-/■'': 

Praise  ihe  Lord    praise  the   Lord. 

Piaiee  tlie  lx>rd,  praise  the  Lord  our  Uedeemer  above. 


Sons  of  Irish  Dtikes. 

Words  and  Music  by  ('has,  Connolly. 

Music  published,  and  copyright,  1879.  by  E.  U  Harding 

The  Muai>r  ortlils  or    any  <illi«'r  wuik.  kepi  conatanUy 

on  hand,  and  will  lie  senl  by  im  to  any  addreaa, 

post  paid,  ou  n  ceipt  ol  price,  10  ceuta. 

Here  we  are  inall  our  style. 

'I  wo  tine  brilliant  iiieasmg  baflara. 
Place  giHid  faith  in  all  we  do. 

We're  no  frainU   ni  r  are  we  fliiffsfiL 
We're  i  l<e  dauieH  in  all  there  is  vo  do^ 

\V  e  never  drop  or  make  bad  flokas^ 
You  can  tell  hy  our  air, 

VN  e  are  soiiieihiiig  rather  rara, 

For  w-   re  llollllll^  leas  than  sousoC  Irish  Dvkss, 

Ayal  dukes,  reg'lsr duke*, 
Pure  Irish  diiki'S.  :'"  . 

Chorcs. 

8o_  wateh  each  nohle  dsisv  paasfng  OB, 
With  the  XX  Kiyle  of  a  perfect  gentlsmao. 
Oh  I  We're  tiie  iliiin  es  in  all  there  is  to  do, 
■   We  never  drop  <>r  make  bid  flukes. 
Yon  can  lell  hy  <>nr  air 
That  We're  sonielliini:  rnlUer  rsra. 
For  we're  O'tliinir  le-s  lliaii  sons  of  Irish  dokas, 
Ave!  dukes,  reg'lar  <lukee, 
Pnre  Iriffh  dukes.  (Danoe lively.) 

We  ean  trnee  our  pe<H'T<*, 

lyinjj  liefoie  old    Adam    was   boTB  ; 
Coliiiiibu"  »a»  wan  of  our  elan. 

Whin  lie  discovered  liie  Ca|«e  of  G004I  Horn  J 
;     ■  Our  Pa's  were  Kniehiti  of  the  G.dden  Klcas  ; 

Tiiey  trave  led  greaii\  'on  their  kioke, 
We  ourselves  are    hi.  cli-ht-adH. 

From  the  »anie  old  ehifi  ye  see. 
f.ir  we're  notiii  •>;   |.  m  than  son*  of  Irish  dnkes, 

Aye.  dukes,  ret;'lar  doken. 

Pure  Irish  liukt^s.  Chorus  A  Danoe. 

REMEMBER. 

Any  piece  f  ^ heel  Mnrie.  no  ifieH<*  wliisiw  pob. 
liahed.  will  l>e  pent  Ly  rjt  U>  any  address,  postpaid, 
on  reeipt  of  m  rke<l  wise. 


7*^ 


itJsA.  - 


^fe**- 


Tiii^:   8IMOi^:r«i'  joukival. 


A  Stltcli  in  Time  Saref  Hine. 

Motto  Song. 

Wonls  and  Music  by  Ned  Straight. 

AQtbor  ot  No  Work,  Open  up  dem  Doors.  Breathlnir 
Sweet  Worda  at  the  Gate,  etc,  etc. 

Oopyrtght  1880  by  Mn.  PauUne  Ueder. 

▲11  ilghta  reserred. 

Tbe  Mode  of  this  lonf  is  published  at  Mrs.  PauUne 

lieder^  eztsnatre  Music  Publishing  House,  No. 

M  Chatham  street,   N.  Y.   and  will  be  Bent 

post  paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  ot 

price,    40  cents  In  postage  stamps 


While  sittiog  in  an  old  arm  e))air, 
^nd  thinking  of  the  good  olden  timet, 

When  we  were  all  solioolmatea  together, 

<  And  iiMd  toting  Old  Orimet, 

When  mother  mended  my  old  dollies, 
In  the  goud  dsyt  of  old  LaagHyne, 

And  the  every  day  told  all  ua  bu^s  and  girla, 
That  a  "  Stitch  in  time  tavea  aiae." 

Chokcs. 
Oolden  honrt  pasi  away, 

So  make  hay  while  the  sun  does  ihine, 
^nd  reniembrr  the  adage  so  ufleff  told. 

That  a  "  Siitoh  in  time  saves  nine." 

Then  as  yon  work  with  might  and  main. 

For  where  there'*  a  will  lliere'a  a  way ; 
And  never  put  off  till  to-morr»w, 

What  ahould  be  done  to  dny. 
Make  moat  of  all  your  youthful  days, 

Ev'ry  hour  nt-arer  brmgadeoline. 
Save  the  penniea,  and  dollars  will  soon  be  yours. 

For  a  "  Stitch  in  time  save*  nine."         Chorus. 


iPalling  Leaver 

Bono  AMD  Da.nci. 

..:v  .  By  Bobby  Newcomb. 

Music  pQbUShed,  and  copyright,  1880.  by  X.B.  Harding. 

The  Music  ot  this  or    any  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  10  cents. 


'Twas  autumn,  and  the  leaves  were  falling, 

Down  the  old  lane  I  was  straying, 
The  bird*  in  glee  w«re  gladly  calling, 

^a  the  aun  with  purple  tinged  the  woody  dell, 
la  ianey  free  ray  heart  wa»  bounding, 

\^  bile  I  wandered  and  I  pondered, 
^n  old  soDg  broke  upon  the  alilly  air, 

'iwas  a  sweet  Toioe  that  I  remember  well. 

r.  ■  i.  Cborcb. 

Falling  leaves  in  muaio  (gently  rustling. 

While  the  breese  bringa  eadenoe  io  the  ear. 

Sweet  perfume  from  flower  and  tree  are  blending, 
W  hile  feathered  sungalera  warble  their  iiolea 

^.  soft  and  free. 

The  song  to  tweet  I  gently  answered, 

*Twaa  a  love  call  and  I  wliiapered, 
The  old  words,  while  she  gently  murmured, 

That  the  falling  leaves  were  iiatening  to  our  lay. 
We  wand*red  on  in  aweet  eomuiunion, 

Vowa  were  plighted,  and  delighted. 
She  aaawered  "  yea,"  and  said  the  Vould  be  mine, 

^ad  there  and  then  1  quickly  named  the  day. 

Ohorut. 

The  aatomn  passed,  aad  whitar  ohaaging 

Bv'ry  leaflet  etill  was  Uog'ring, 
Kear  the  old  lane  «lad  in  white  sarronndings, 

And  iklUng  snow  instead  of  leaves  I  find. 
Btil love  like  sammsr  sun  ne'er  ebanging, 

And  a  sweet  Ue*  gently  smiling, 
Btirllf  food  mem'ries  ever  dear  to  me. 

For  ahe  ia  gentle,  loving  and  kind.  Chevas. 


Tbty  lay  That  I  Would  Lie. 
I  aad  Boag  toy  ITea  Leekwood. 


I  to  my  stoTT.  and  ^ 

n  aal  detain  yon  long, 
I  eaat  all  the  way  from  Baxter  eireet> 
T«  dug  this  Uttk  song. 


It's  all  apout  lliu   loafers  and 

'I'lie  Slieeniee  on  my  block.  j 

They  break  my  glass,  and  tight  with  m* 

And  hit  me  with  a  ruck. 

Chords. 

Solomon  Levi,  they  do  cry— (break.) 
In  tront  of  the  store  they  all  pass  by — (break.) 
They  break  mv  noae,  and  steal  my  clothes, 
And  say  that  I  would  lie. 

Last  Saturday  night  a  week  ago, 

I  went  down  to  the  ball. 
They  took  and  pulverized  my  wife, 

And  run  me  in  the  hall. 
They  hit  me  with  some  rotten  eggs, ' 

Which  made  luy  whiakera  eniell. 
And  then  tuld  me  go  sell  my  clotbet, 

And  do  my  busiueea  well.     ,. ,  Chorus. 


Cottage  in  the  Dell. 
By  John  A.  Kemmer.  Air :    Fire  In  the  Orate. 


Poor  Nellie  now  is  weeping 

In  the  cottage  in  thed^ll, 
Some  shadows  (gently  creeping— 

Of  Coming  sorrows  tell. 
ller  mother  Ims  departed, 

The  one  ahe  loved  «<>  well, 
Her  soul  took  friglit  the  previous  night, 

In  the  cottage  in  the  dell. 

CnoBt's. 
Tho.'e  days  that  once  were  happy. 

Have  vaiiialied  liki>  a  dream. 
O'er  all  ia  east  a  slimlow. 

Where  joy  had  reii;n«d  supreme. 
Lialen  to  llie  |>rayer 

Of  blue-eyeil  orphan  Nell, 
Take  me,  ma.  to  tliat  land  so  far, 

From  uiy  collage  in  llie  dell. 


She  wanders  lone  and  weary, 

'rhrouf^li  the  path  of  life. 
The  dear  faci  j;one  forever — 

Free  d  from  earthly  strife, 
'lloiind  the  ivy-covered  cottage 

Now  IS  csKt  a  tpell  ; 
Nellie,  once  Kl"d.  now  it  sad 

In  the  cottage  in  the  dell. 


Chorus. 


Those  happy  davs  and  hours. 

Now  beyond  recall. 
Are  like  the  wiiliere<l  flowers, 

break  from  their  bnali  and  fall.^ 
Wbal  ia  home  without  a  mother? 

Whut  pleasures  now  to  Nell? 
She  turns  a  leaf  from  joy  to  grief. 

In  the  cottage  in  the  dell. 


Cboms. 


I've  Oathered  Them  in,  or  the  old  Grave  Digger. 

Words  and  Music  by  C,  A.  White. 

Copyright  1&T3  by  C  A.  White. 

The  music  of  this  song  can  be  obtained  at  Mrs,  Pauline 

Ueder's  Music  Uouse.    No.  so  Chatham  St.  N.  Y.    Or 

will  be  sent   by  miUl.    post  paid,  to  any  address 

on  receipt  ol  price,  40  cts,  in  postage  stamps. 

I've  gathered  them  in,  from  the  rieh  and  the  poor, 
I've  gathered  them  in,  still  there  s  room  for  more. 
'1  he  tolling  l>ell  tells  ma  now  they  come,  ^ 

I've  dug  It  deep,  and  my  duties  I've  done. 
I've  dug  them  deep  thro'  the  snow  and  rain. 
Death  comet  and  goes,  and  comes  again  ; 
My  spade  and  pick  thro'  the  church-yard  have  been, 
And  still  I'm  left  to  gather  them  in. 

RlTRiJK. 

I  have  teen  the  widow's  teare 

Rolling  down  her  cheeks  to  this. 
And  the  father,  gray  with  yeart. 
Still  I'm  left  to  gather  tham  in. 
I'm  here  !  I'm  here  ! 
I'm  here  to  gather  them  ia. 
Chorua. 

Tolling  the  belL  for  all  now  is  well, 
ilagels  are  watching,  toll  now  the  bell. 


I've  gathered  them  in,  now  they  lay  side  by  tide 

'I be  favher,  the iher,  the  child,  the  bride. 

Yes.  all  aoon  will  come  to  the  grave-digger't  inn  ; 

The  rich  and  poor,  he  »ill  gailier  them  m. 

I've  dug  them  deep,  ai.d  I've  well  been  paid, 

Ah!  many  souls  to  rest  I've  laid  ; 

Mv  epade  and  |>ick  thro'  the  church-yard  have  been, 

And  ttill  I'm  left  to  gailier  them  in. 

r.KFRAIN.  .    t  .! 

Oh  !  I  ve  teen  the  orphaned  child,        ' 

Murmuring  only  for  its  kin, 
Weeping,  praying,  nearly  wild. 
Still  I'm  left  to  gather  them  in. 
I'm  here!  I'ai  here! 
I'm  here  to  gather  them  in.         Chorus. 


Irish  Nightingale. 

By  £d.  Talbot.  Music  by  Dick  Devlin, 

sung  by  Devlin  and  Traby,       J     . 

I  heard  the  nightingale's  voice  the  woodland't 

tufts  among, 
Yet  tweeter  were  the  tender  notes  of 

Mist  Kelly's  tong. 
So  soft  into  the  ear  they  steal,  so  soft  into  the  eoul 
The  deep'ning  pain  of  lore  they  soothe  and 

sorrow's  pang  control. 
Chorus. 
SinRinij  merrily,  soft  and  cheerily, 
M^rily,  clie<-rily,  toft  and  merrily, 
Sinking  cheerily,  merrily,  cheerily. 
Through  the  woodlands  all  day  long. 

(Repeat.) 

I  look  upon  the  pure  brook  that  murinnred 

thruuifh  the  glade, 
And  minified  in  the  melody  that  Mis-  Kelly  made. 
Yet  purer  was  the  residence  of  Mist  Kelly's  heart, 
^bove  the  reach  of  priJe  and  guile,  «l>ove 

the  rtaeh  of  art. 
Chorus. 


The  Drunken  Growler  Club. 

By  James  WUson.         Air ;   Casey  Social  CHub. 

There  was  a  drunken  party. 

Of  hums  sntt  dook-rait. 
That  mel  in  Johnson's  barber  store, 

'I'o  put  away  their  hata. 
The  ladies  Ixui^ht  their  tickets. 

And  furnished  their  own  grub. 
Of  all  the  leading  meml>ers 
In  the  growlers  dranken  olubw 

Chorhs. 
President  Michael  Reilly, 
Aitd  Secretery  Hrown, 
To  get  his  drink  of  the  growler. 

He  always  it  on  hand. 
It's  whiskey  here  and  laerer  tbera^ 

Pigs  feet.  tri|>e,  and  hams. 
And  forward  ((>ur,  and  welt  the  floor, 
.^nd  Johnson  in  a  dance. 

The  ttore  was  decorated 

With  flags  of  every  land,^  . 
Chinese.  Jews,  and  Irish, 

And  Hottle's  tin  flr^->  band. 
There  was  supper  tervcx.  out  on  thephftc^ 

With  a  half  a  loaf  of  grub  ; 
And  the  boys  all  eat  a  hearty  meal 

At  the  growlers  dranken  club.  Ohoms. 

After  intermission,  the  fighting  k  begaa,    • 

MoOee  he  g-t  his  keg  full 
Of  Martin  Burns  s  mm. 

He  trird  to  dance  masourka. 
And  fell  into  a  lub, 

And  Owens  dune  the  coppernp^ 
At  the  growlers  drunken  club.  Ohonia. 

At  three  o'clock  in  the  morning, 

1  he  boose  was  in  a  roar. 
The  band  went  through  the  window, 

And  the  girle  went  throngh  tbe^f^ 
A  copper  peeped  hit  head  in. 

And  got  hit  with  a  loaf  of  grab,       ^. 
And  Jobnton  he  got  taken  in  IV    ••"'•' 

At  thegrewlert  drunken  elnb.  Cbams. 
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1  Bomping  Irish  Lan.  .. 

f  Woras  and  Music  by  Ned  straight. 

Author  or  No  Work,  Open  up  dem  Doors,  Breatblng 
Sweet  Words  at  tUe  Gate,  etc,  etc. 

j  -       Copyrtgnt  1880  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder.  . 

AH  rlghtB  reserved. 

The  Music  of  this  song  Is  pub  ished  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

Ueder's  extensive  Music  Publishing  House,  No. 

60  Chatham  Street,  N.  Y.   and  will  be  sent 

post  paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  ol 

price,    40  cents  m  postage  stamps 

Hurrah  !  my  boyt,  lets  all  be  gay,  .         :  '     . 

Tliere'a  sense  in  jollity  ; 
Then  let  us  drive  dull  care  nway, 

And  have  a  little  spree. 
Id  laugliing  surelliere  is  no  harm, 

A  ainileaiid  tlien  a  glass. 
Th«  •entimenls  just  to  aoharm, 
,  Of  *  liomping  Irish  Lass.  *^ 

j  CHORns.        " 

Bedad.  I'm  Irish,  you  all  can  t«a^    '      ' 

I'd  never  fora  Frencli  gir!  pasa^ 
Ameriea  is  good  enough  for  m«, 
I'm  a  Romping  Irish  Lass. 

The  day  I  started  over  here, 

linearly  bioke  uiy  heart; 
'T was  only  lor  my  moilier  dear, 

Tu  think  that  we  must  part. 
But  twenty  pounds  to  her  I  sent, 

•Slie  quickly  came  to  nie, 
God  bless  her,  and  she  is  oonteot 

In  our  dear  .America.  Ohorua. 

■^^  IS'  ^^* 

Answer  to  the  Little  Oreen  Leaf 
in  oar  Bible. 

By  Charley  Donohue.         Air;   Little  Green  Leat 


How  I  loved  thou  liast  no  notion  ; 

Ev'n  tlie  place  thy  dear  foot  pressed 
Worsl)ip|>ed  was  with  deep  devotion, 

Only  equalled  by  the  blest.  '. 

Tbostt  fond  moments  lisiled  so  gladly, 

iSadly  followed  are  by  pain  ; 
For,  I  loved  the^  fondly,  madly; 

But  tbat's  past.     Farewell,  sweet  Jaa^ 

I  shall  miss  thy  light  step  bounding. 

Sounding  soft  as  falling  dew  ; 
Or  as  angels  strains  resounding 

Softly  o  er  the  waters  blue. 
But  farewell,  my  soul's  bright  treasura,  ' ; 

Pleasure  woos  me  now  in  vain  ; 
No  more  shall  I  tread  Love's  measure 

By  iby  side.     Farewell  sweet  Jane. 


Chiming  Bells  of  Long  Ago. 

Words  by  Geo.  Cooper.        Music  by  C.  F.  Shattuck. 

Music  Copyrighted  1878,  by  J.  B.  IMtaon  A  Co. 

Tha  music  of  this  song  can  be  obtained  at  Mrs,  Pauline 

Lleder's  Music  House,  No,  60  Chatham  St,  N.  Y.    Or 

win  be  sent   by  mall,    post  paid,  to  any  address 

on  receipt  of  price,  40  cts,  lu  postage  stamps. 


Oh  I  father,  when  you  leave  us,   \ 

'Jo  join  our  niolner  dear, 
And  leave  this  leaf  behind  you. 

We  llliold  it  evcr  dear. 
We  will  lake  another  flower,    » 

From  off  that  dear  old  spot, 
lU  'name  will  be,  to  remind  ni  of  thee, 

A.  sweel  forgei-uie-not. 

Cbobcb. 

Dear  emblem  of  grief  on  one  bible  leaf, 

Sweel-for^rt-tiie-not  on  another; 
Our  biblo  will  be  a  reminder  of  thee. 

And  also  ol  our  dear  mother.  «    ''\\ 

You  said  she  died  in  spring-tima. 

When  tlie  flowers  were  in  bloom  : 
For  you  pluoked  this  leaf  wesuugof 

From  off  her  sacred  tomb. 
You  must  kiss  her  for  her  darlings, 
,      Aad  walcb  us  kiss  the  spot 
"Wbere  yoi)  both  sleep,  and  where  I  ploeVed 

'ihe  sweet-forgel-me-no(.  Chorus. 

CHOBDIfc  # 

Dear  emblem  of  grief,  on  cm  bibla  leaf,        . 

Sweet-f'r^jet-ine-nuJ  on  another, 
We'll  treasure  theoi  dear,  we'll  save  them 

doo't  fear, 

It's  our,only  friend  left  the  bible.  Ohorus, 


':    Farewell  Sweet  Jane. 
II       ByJohnMahon.  Air;  The  Fairy  Boy. 


Farewell !  ah.  is  it  thus  we're  parting, 

Smarting  with  despair  and  griaff 
Tears  unto  mv  eyes  are  starting, 

But  tliey  bring  me  no  relief; 
Ko!  the  parting  words  are  spcken 

broken  is  my  heart  in  twain 
Vo  more  I'll  receive  a  token 

Of  thy  love.     Farewell  sweet  Jane. 

Though  my  tears  fall  in  abundanoe, 

One  fflanoe  of  thy  bri);hl  blue  eye. 
In  my  heart  would  make  loTe'a  sun  dues, 

And  bis  lain-bows  apao  its  sky. 
jlh !  say  was  it  well  to  blind  me. 

Bind  me  with  love's  silkso  ehain. 
Then  depart  and  leave  behind  tfaee 

A  bleeding  heart  ?     Farewell,  sweet 


Like  a  dream  ye  come  to  cheer  me, 

Round  me  echoed  soft  and  low, 
Still  your mem'ries  linger  near  me,    Vv. 

Chiming  bells  of  long  ago  ! 
Sweetly  fall  your  silv  ry  numbers, 

Down  the  still  and  fragrant  air  ; 
Wake  my  soul  from  gentle  slumbera     ■ 

Liei'ning  to  your  echoes  fair  I  ? 

Friends  and  hopes  of  happy  childhood 

Blest  me  in  their  purest  glow  ; 
Softly  rang  o'er  grave  and  wildwood, 

Chiming  bells  of  long  agol  \    ,   . 

Chorus. 
Sweet  chiming  bells,  sweet  chiming  bells. 

Ye  murmur  sift  and  low ; 
Sweet  chiming  bells,  sweet  chiming  bella, 

Sweet  bells  of  long  ago. 


Happy  visions  rose  before  me, 

brightest  that  my  hearteould  know; 
Still  your  ei)ell  is  hn^'ring  near  me. 

Chiming  oells  of  long  sgo! 
Sweetly  now  your  notes  are  falling. 

O'er  my  heart  so  sad  and  lone  ; 
Mem'ry  from  the  past  is  calling 

Dreams  that  once  I  called  my  own; 
Vi'^ions  of  my  dear  ones  only 

Bless  me  now  at  evenining's  glow; 
Oh !  ye  cheer  my  life  so  lonely, 

Chiming  bells  of  long  ago. 


Chorus. 


Solomon  Levy. 
Air;    All  among  the  Rosea.        . 

I'nj  a  bully  Sheeny, 

I  come  and  sing  and  dance  to  you,      - 
To  please  you  if  I  can. 

I  got  a  little  clothing  store. 
Way  down  in  Ludlow  Street, 

And  all  among  the  Hebrew  men. 
They  say  I  dress  so  neat. 

So  help  me,  Jiminey  Moses,         (BNak.) 
Hos-do-ger'siod-der  olotkes,        (BNak.) 


CHOEUfiL  :■:■ 

HosHlo-ger>iaiDdef  kinder, 
Ger-sainder  by  der  vinder, 
Oer-sainder,  lios  go  ger.saioder, 
Hod-der-ger-saioder.  (Itepeat  Ohorua.) 


How  if  yon  want  to  buy  a  suit, 

Jnst  call  around  to  me  ; 
I  keep  way  down  in  Ludlow  Street, 

One  hundred  and  forty-three. 
My  wife  her  name  is  Raehal, 

Dnd  she  never  lets  me  be,  ir/S  :; 

■be  clubs  me  'round  from  momiDg  till  B%hl( 

Ami  that's  the  way  with  ma.  Ckoraa 


The  Old  Willow  Cradle  That  Eocked 

OS  to  Sleep. 

Words  by  Geo.  Cooper.         Music  by  W .  H.  Rl«rer. 

Copyright,  1879  by   W.  H.  Kleger.  >, 

The  Music  Of  thlsor  any  otliersonj:,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addrtha. 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 

It  stands  in  the  garret,  deserted  and  lone. 
All  dinjry  and  broken,  with  wtbs  over-grown  ; 
The  hands  that  have  rocked  it.h«>w  quiet  are  they. 
The  smiles  that  have  b<amed  o'er  it  have  faded  away, 
A  sweet  angel  mother  once  lean  d  o'er  ita  side, 
And  sang  to  her  baby,  her  darling  and  pride ;  , 

Oh  !  sad  mem'riea  gather,  and  tears  downward  ereep, 
'Ihat  old  willow  eradle  once  rocked  us  to  sleep,  ah  I 

Chokis. 
'Twas  rocking,  still  rocking,  at  twilight's  sweet  fall. 
And  rocking,  still  r«>ckitig,  when  night  covered  all ; 
A  mothers  fond  prayer  begged  the  angels  to  keep 
Sweet  watch  o'er  the  cradle  that  rocked  ua  to  sleep. 

A  dear  baby  brother  iu  pillow  has  pressed, 
While  angel-sweet  lullabies  sang  liiui  to  rest ; 
Oh  !  sad  were  the  tear-drops  when  empty  it  stood, 
And  gone  was  that  brother  so  gentle  and  good  I 
His  wee  broken  nlsyihings  lay  near  it  that  day, 
When  angels  had  borne  him  so  softly  kway  I 
Oh !  long  o'er  thy  pillow  a  itother  did  weep, 
Dear  old  willow  cradle  that  rocked  ua  to  sl.ep,  ah  I 

Choma. 
It  stands  in  the  garret,  deserted  and  lone, 
All  dingy  and  broken,  with  webs  overgrown  ; 
And  yeiirs  have  departed  siuoe  I  was  a  child, 
And  over  my  path  way  my  loved  ones  havesmilad. 
Yet  oft  in  the  pauses  of  world  weery  strife. 
The  sweet  early  memries  will  dawn  on  my  life; 
1  hey  bind  to  my  heart  with  affection  so  deep, 
The  old  wiUow  cradle  that  rocked  us  to  sleep,  ah  I 

Chonia. 

»  m  ^        , 

Finnegan  and  His  Flnte. 

Words  and  Muslo  by  J.  P.  SkeUy. 

Music  published,  and  copyright,  iseo,  by  B.  H.Hartlag. 

The  Music  of  tills  or    any  other  song,  kept  consunUy 

on  hand,  aud  will  i>e  sent  by  us  to  any  addreas. 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  10  cents. 

I  live  with  widow  Iliggins, 

In  her  famous  boaidtng  liooae, 
Which  used  to  bj  before  luy  time, 

A»  quiet  as  a  luouse. 
But  with  my  sweet  accomplislimenti^ 

And  eiyle  so  very  cute. 
There  s  lots  of  fuo  for  every  one 
With  Finnegan  and  his  flute. 

Chori;8. 
Toolle-e-toot«,  I  play  the  flute. 
So  lively  and  so  gay, 
,  I  charm  the  noiglii.ors  all  around, 

And  pass  the  ti^ne  away. 
-        My  lootle-e-ioot  so  sweetly  played. 
Would  charm  the  savage  Ute  ; 
The  bosrders  are  enchanted  quite 
With  Finnegan  and  his  flute. 

Some  say  I'm  quiet  dixtracting. 

And  I  ought  to  be  suppressed, 
They  threaten  me  with  lynching. 

If  I  don't  give  tliem  a  rest. 
But  on  I  play,  witliout  dismay, 

Iho'  they  call  me  a  "galoote,"* 
They  must  not  dare  to  interfere 
;/.     With  Finnegan  and  his  flute.  Chorua. 

I  don't  belong  to  Gilmore  s  Ban4, 

Nor  any  band  at  all. 
But  play  for  soeiabiiity 

At  many  a  private  ball. 
Twos  at  Maloney's  rafiSe 

1  here  was  such  a  great  dispute, 
Aad  down  the  stairs  tliey  threw  at  one* 

Both  Finnegan  and  his  flute.  Oborw. 

I  charm  sweet  widow  Higgins, 

And  her  daughter  Rosy  Jane ; 
W«  doet  on  the  piano 

With  such  a  sweet  nfraia, 
^nd  if  she  does  not  smile  on  dm, 
Or  her  sweet  voice  is  mule, 


I  go  into  the  parlor,  and 
I  charm  her  with  my  flute. 


Choros. 


liStf^ 


.^^.r:^^..:^^^..,^ 
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The  Golden  Chariot ••    "     40 

Settle  Dat  Bill "    "    40 

Down  bv  de  BitiDbow "    "     40 

I'se  Uncle  P>jmpey  Still "    "    40 

Hab  Your  Ladders  Eo«idy "    "     40 

8EBIO.COMI0  SONGS. 

I  Conldn't  Help  it  Ma Conoolly  40 

Do  it  AKain Slruight  40 

Sweet  Maggie  Q<wdou "    '•    40 

You  Shouldn't  Notice  It *'    "    40 

Kitty  MoNish , '•    "     40 

Bomping  Irish  Lass "    "     40 

COMIC  SONGS  WITH  CHOBUSES. 

New  Tear's  Day Powers  40 

Thu  N'Kht  I  Learned  to  Swim " '■  40 

Mi  %\  Fiabrity Strniplit  40 

Uigii  Wst.  I  Pun's ONeil  &.  Cou.uy  40 


Widow  Clancy's  Pariy "  "      40 

When  McGiiinesH  0«>t8  the  Job     "  •'40 

I'll  Name  the  Boy  Dennis,  or 

no  Name  at  all. 

Kerrigan  t  McCarthy  40 

Casey's  Ball  Last  Night. .        "  "40 

The  Day  I  Took  My  Peg  to  Coney  Ib1«.  . "  40 

Mary  Ann  O'Honlabaii  Dowd "  40 

Givejlan  Honest  Irish  Lad  a  Cbanee "  40 

MAECHING  SONGS. 

The  Irish  Tolmiteers Tonnker  40 

The  Prtlicoat  Brigade Straight  40 

Sons  of  Erin's  Ixle  Murphy  40 

NEGBO  SONGS  AND  DANCES. 

I'm  Just  Turned  Sixty-Three Straight  40 

SWELL  SONGS. 
Denced  Good  Fellah  Straight  40 

QUICKSTEPS  AND  MABCHES. 

Turkish  Patrol  Quickstep Freeman  60 

The  Petticoat  Brigade  March "     "      40 

The  Irish  Volunteers  March "     "     40 

Midshipmites  March "     ••    40 

LATEST  LANCIEES. 

American  Lanoiers ••  "  60 

English  Lauoiers '•  "  60 

Irish  Lanciers ••  "  60 

Scotah  Lanciera '•  ••  60 

Sea  Cadet  Lanciers "  "  60 

NEGBO  WALK  ABOUNDS. 

Oid  Times  Boxy,  or  Trouble 

in  de  Kitchen Straight  40 

POPULAR  WALTZES. 

No  Work  WuKz Yonnker  40 

The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet  Wallz Pratt  40 

Invitation  Waltzes Annie  8.  Shntte  40 

Sweet  Maggie  Gordon  Waltz Freeman  40 

SONGS  AND  DANCES. 

Sweet  Amcrikay Yonnker  40 

Little  Boguish  Eyt-s O'Beardou  40 

Tlie  ReaHUU  why  I  was  Elected Stnight  40 

She's  tio  Captivating Sargent  40 

When  the  Magnolias  Bloom Speck  40 

WALTZ  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

The  Sweetestof  the  Sweet Pratt  40 

Walziugham  McSweeney, 

the  Gay  Cavalier Dockstader  40 

Music  and  Duucing Connolly  40 

ROUSING  NEGRO  MELANGE. 
O;  on  Up  Dcm  Doom Straight  40 

There  are  none  of  the  pieces  of  music  on  this  list 
which  are  not  guaranteed  by  the  publisher  to  give 
entire  sutiafaction.  Also,  each  and  every  one  has 
eithf  r  an  elegant  picture,  lithographed,  or  double* 
colored  title-page,  and  printed  from  the  best  en- 
graved muKic  plates.  My  music  is  never  out  of 
prill^  and  can  oe  procured  at  any  muaic  Rtore  in 
the  U.  S.  But  the  quickest  and  best  policy  is  to 
send  direct  to  me. 

All  music  not  on  tbis^ist  constantly  kept  in 
F(rH-k,  and  will  l>e  sent,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
ui  liked  price.  I  keep  the  publications  of  all  the 
Music  Piibliahers  in  America  and  Europe. 

P.  8.— To  Music  Teachers,  Mubicians,  Clubs, 
Professionals,  etc.,  my  terms  are  the  regular  pro- 
ft^ional  rales.  But  with  a  desire  to  have  my  pub- 
lications more  thoroughly  iutroiluced  to  your  notice, 
al^o  to  give  yon  a  chance  to  re-dia|M)Ne  ot  copies 
with  a  profit,  and  to  act  »h  my  ageutn  through  the 
Stales.  I  will  allow  you  to  make  a  Sflectiou  ot  10 
or  more  of  m;'  oieot-s,  at  one-half  off  of  the  marked 
pi  ^&*. 

S.  B. — All  of  the  above  pieoes  are  my  own  copy- 
ri  its,  and  any  one  inhringing  on  tiie  M-.me,  will  be 
d'  It  with  and  pmtished  to  the  full  extent  of  the 
l.iw, 

xad  money  in  Registered  Letter  or  P(«tAl  Order, 
ill  .41  amounts  in    postage  stumps,    hoping   to   be 
t..v"red  with  your  patronage  I  remain      ^  .    .  ,  , 
Vour  obedient  iervant, 

MRS,  PAULINE  LIEDE» 

60  CHATHAM  STREET,  H.  Y.        ^^ 

.*nd  40  Ailauiie  .Avenue,    Brouklyn. 


My  Saffiron  Colored  Beanty  Mary  Jane. 

Americanized  Edit  on  of  "  Scotch  I.a88le  Jean." 

By  R.  J.  ngott. 

Copyrlfrtat  1880,  by  Mrs.  PauUne  Lieder. 


In  a  little  whitewashed  shanty  situated  on  the  roeki' 
In  that  ehariiiing  district  known  as  Harlem  Flats,- 
Where  the  monkey-tamers  music  doth 

coniini(le  with  the  strains, 
Emsnating  from  the  tliroata  uf  Ibomas  oats. 
'Tis  there  my  eharmiog  I«red  one  lived— and 

-    tbere  tliey  say  she  died, 
I'll  never  see  lier  ngly  mng  again  ;  i- 

Some  say  that  she  wn*  false,  hut  i  II  swear- 

it  was  the  hair, 
Of  mj  Hfi&vn>«olored  beanty  Mary  Jaae. 

,   "         Chorus.  .\    f 

Oh  I  Jane,  oh  t  Jane,  the  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet, 

I'll  never  see  your  ngly  mug  again  ; 
Some  say  thatyuu  were  false,  but  1  II  swear 

it  was  yonr  hair, 
My  ssffron-oolored  beanty  Mary  Jaoe. 

How  well  do  I  remember  when  I  went  to  see  her  first 
We'd  buist  the  esrthen  '•growler"  night  and  day 
While  hsr  daddy  in  the  corner  would  be 

oboking  with  the  thirst, 
My  Jane  and  I  would  put  th«  beer  away, 
ilnd  when  her  dad  wunid  take  a  skip 

and  Ifsve  us  all  alone. 
We'd  hug  and  kiss  and  sing  some  sweet  refrain  ; 
But  now,  that  she  is  dead  and  gone,  why  all 

I  do  is  moun. 
For  my  ssfiron-eolored  beanty,  Mary  Jan*. 

Chorna. 

And  now  as  she  is  dead  and  gone,  I'm  left 

without  a  friend, 
I  eannot  hoist  the  "growler"  as  of  yore; 
My  nsme  you'll  find  on  all  the  slates  in  all 

the  morgue's  around, 
But  alas  I  I  eannot  string  'em  up  no  more. 
The  only  one  whom  I  revere,  I  carry  neath  my  coat, 

And  that's  the  little  ean  with  which  I  draiu  ; 
So  when  I  die  I  hope  they'll  plaee  that  ean 

and  me  beside, 
My  saffron-colored  beauty  Mary  Jane. 

Choras. 


;   .    Mickey  Flahrity.      .    i 

•      Irish  Como  Somo.  ' 

Words  and  Music  by  Ned  straight. 

Anthor  of  No  Work,  Open  up  dem  Doors,  Breathlnir 

sweet  Words  at  the  Gate,  etc,  etc. 

Copyright  1880  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Ueder. 

All  rights  reserved. 

The  Music  of  this  song  is  pub  ished  at  Mrs.  PauMne 

Ueder's  extensive  Music  lubU.>ihin(f  House,  No, 

•0  Chatham  sir.  et,   N.  Y.    and  will  be  sent 

post  paid,  to  any  address,  on  r<  celpt  of 

pi  Ice,    40  cents  in  posuge  stauipt 


Mickey  Flahrl'y  is  a  terrier. 

He'a  a  lad  iuat  to  my  style, 
He's  educated  illegant. 

And  he  eaine  from  Krin'a  iale. 
He  likes  the  giria,  with  their  flowing  enrla, 

Anii  I  think  ha  a  gone  on  me  ; 
His  ways  are  like  fume  Duke  or  Lord, 

lie's  a  darling  Flahrity, 

■"•~- ■'"".' ■,r^"'^;      Cbobus. 
He  pTays  the '*  eordion," 

And  the  Harmonicon, 
On  the  old  bag-pipes  lies  as  Hveir  as  a  flea. 

And  the  jigs  do  spin,  from  hi*  violin; 
He's  a  thoroughbred  with  side  whiskery    , 

Is  my  Mickey  Flahrity. 

Mickey  took  me  out  for  a  ride  one  day,    ^.  - 

In  an  '.wYt  jaunting  ear. 
He  drank  ao  many  whiakey  slinga. 

He  was  per^pen-di^o-lar. 
Says  hs More  drink,  'twas  a  bottle  of  ink^.  {.^ 

Aii<l  lie  a»alloaad  it  with  gl«e, 
'   1  11  iick  till'  man  "  sayii  he. 

Who  put  vim  gsr  in  that  whiskey. 


Choras. 


.'■niiO.  o£2  .c/i  ^it'.i'.iiei  ua«  uoairooaA  jissto  miloiV  ^iiud  ,i£Jiri>  smIj  to  isdaasT  ^loO  faonniija  ."Urfi  ••■!  .ntmfi  -r  icttBO  ^rO  7*  IwgMnA. 


PP 
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THE     SlI^OKRS'    JOURIVAL.. 


ei& 


^l^n 


The  Loft  Inheritance 

■ . .;-   ooKTiKunb'.  ' 


"  Wh«r«  and  I<ow  ihall  I  addreai  yoat" 
''Ifimperalively,  wriie  to  John  Roydon,  'Th« 
Plough,'  Ueatliani,  but  dun't  wiibuul  il'i  ne««s- 
•>ry  tir.  1  beM  ei>i]nlry  inn-keeperiareHaoarioui 
•I  ilie  ehild  wbo  wanU  tu  Bee  tlie  iniide  of  a  drum. 
Aa  loyour  to-iiiglit  intervkiw,  I II  meet  you  between 
Lereand  Oaroyston  a«  you  oome  back." 

Tliis  arranged,  Mr.  iSlyoum  took  hi*  leare,  and 
Ilichurd  He))l>urn  prepared  to  kill  the  time  between 
that  aii<l  nine  oclooK  aa  t>eet  be  could. 

'the  remark  which  the  detective  had  made,  that 
evidentl>  JoBiah  hiddlecomb  Lad  talked  io  biaaleep, 
liad  naiurally  rendered  him  more  impatient  io  aee 
Maria  Dnggeit,  though  be  was  able  to  bear  the 
delay  lur  m  ire  philoiophically,  owing  to  Doctor 
Jibercorn  §  word*. 

Up  to  this  time  be  bad  regarded  himielf  ratber  a* 
a  dog  in  a  manger.  Ue  could  not  wed  Alice  bim- 
■elf  and  desired  no  one  elae  to  do  ao. 

Now,  whether owiri^  to  tlie  detective's  riait,  and 
the  feverish  ezciieiuent  created  by  action,  be  aeemed 
to  feel  bopeftil  of  the  future. 

Could  be  only  prove  that  wliich  lie  hoped,  be 
might  yet  enter  the  lists  to  niu  Charlie's  eister  ; 
and  did  he  enter  tlieiu,  was  it  egotism  that 
wbi*|>ered  him  be  might  prove  the  fortunate  re- 
cipient of  her  favor. 

Even  before  the  time,  Riciiard  Hepburn  was  at 
the  r«n<lesvoua.  He  did  not  at  this  lime  wait  in  the 
main  road  until  summoned,  but  proceeded  at  onoe 
into  ihe  preserve. 

After  (teering  through  the  gray  gloom  to  see  that 
no  kerpem  were  abroad,  be  l>egan  pacing  the  narrow 
palii  bordered  by  ferns,  impatiently  waiting  Maria 
Liaggett. 

1  be  night  wa*  still  and  calm,  ao  that  hi*  ear  soon 
cauulii  the  rustle  of  a  lady's  dress  over  the  grass. 

^lwi^ging  round  on  hi^  beel,  he  beiield  the  com- 
panion advancing  quickly.  In  a  few  minutei  she 
had  readied  bim,  and  stood,  ber  band  extended. 

"  Vou  liave  come,  then,  Mr.  Hepburn  f"  she 
said,  reiurniiii;  hi*  warm  pressure. 

*-  Did  you  doubt  my  doing  so,  dear  Miss  Daggett, 
after  what  you  aaid  this  uiorningT' 
"No.     Vou  siill  hope,  Mr,  Hepburn?" 
"  I  do  most  firmly,  Miss  Daggett,  in  myself  and 
in  yf>n !" 

"  You  shall  not  be  deceived— indeed,  vou  shall 
nnt!"    she  rejoined,    will    sudden   fervor.     "If — 

ifuolj "     blie stopped,  with  abrupineaa.   "No,"' 

she  added,  "not  yet.  To  bus  neas.  Mr.  Hepburn, 
under  ilie  plea  of  headache,  1  have  been  atjla  to 
leave  tlie  house  while  Mr  liiddlecombaleepa.  bince 
laat  night,  whenever  he  wake*,  he  wants  me  near 
him.  He  aays  I  am  so  admirable  a  nurse.  1  think 
it  la  an  excuae  for  watching  me.'' 

"  \v  atciiing  you  '■  In  Heaven's  nnme,  why?" 
**  Wlien  you  i<ear,  perhaps  \ou  will  be  nble  to 
judge.  First,"  and  her  gray  eyes,  from  under  the 
long  lashes  furtively  fix  d  themselvea  on  bis  face, 
''have  you  any  enemy— do  you  know  of  anyone 
likely  to  inform  Mr.  bidJIeoomb  wbo  you  are  f" 

Kiehard  He,)burn  could  not  control  starling  at 
the  query,  for  bis  mind  instantly  reverted  to  the 
convict,  and  aceording  to  the  frankness  of  his 
iialure,  he  waa  about  to  reply  iu  the  nffinnalive, 
when  lie recollcoied  Jonas  biyoum's much  impressed 
advice. 

"Hear  all  yuu  can,  but  tell  nothing.  Don't  show 
your  trumps  yet." 

"  An  enemy.  Miss  Daggett  I"  be  said,  in  affected 
surprise.  "  N>>ne  that  1  know  has  any  riglii  10  be. 
No  one  bnt  yourself,  my  mother's  friend  and  confi- 
dant, is  aware  who  I  am  ?" 

"  I  ezpe«i«<l  your  reply,  Mr.  Hepburn ;  nererther^ 
less  I  fear  such  an  one  exists.     Listen !°' 

Forthwith,  she  reeounted  the  events  of  the  pre- 
vioaa  night,  muking,  however,  some  alteration  in 
th  '  Words.  A»  ber  c  mpauion  heard,  be  had  no 
doubt  who  was  the  ex-usarers  informer.  'I'be  clerk 
Timothy  Urindley,  was  in  Devonahire,  and  had 
•ummutiieatcd  with  his  late  master.  The  know- 
Iwige  filled  bim  wi'.h  an  alarm  and  anxiety  he  found 
it  difi«ult  to  control. 

Maria  Daggell  was  by  this  time  too  interected  in 
bar  rseiial  tu  noiic*  Uini. 


"  Yes,"  sli«  onatnued,  "  s««h  were  his  words  ; 
'It  is  false  I  If  the  boy  lives,  what's  that  to  me  ? 
Your  proiif — your  proof  I  Villain,  would  you  turn 
upon  met" 

"And  he  aaid  no  more?"  questioned  Richard 
Hepburn.  He  fancied  he  perceived  that  as  yet,  at 
any  rate,  the  convict  bad  only  revealed  hia  exist- 
ence, but  not  his  assumed  name. 

"  No  more.  The  cry  be  gave  awakened  him. 
But  his  anxiety  to  learn  if  he  bad  spoken  in  his 
sleep,  confirmed,  in  my  opinion,  tiie  importance  of 
hisuttemnee." 

"  Indeed,  yes,"  answered  Richard  Hepburn. 
"  And  why  should  he  wish  to  deny  my  exiatence 
unless  he  feared  me  alive?' 

"  You  are  right.  What  will  you  do ?" 
'*  At  present,  try  to  be  patient,"  replied  the  young 
tnan  with  a  faint  smile.  "  We  roust  take  no  rash 
step.  These  words,  after  all,  were  the  outpour  of 
dihrium,  and,  though  convincing  to  us,  might  fail 
to  convince  a  jury.  But,  however  matters  turn, 
how  shall  I  ever  show  my  gratitude  to  you,  dear 
Mis*  Daggett  ?" 

Ue  involuntarily  held  out  his  band.  He  was 
Indeed  grateful,  and  emotion  made  his  voice 
tremble. 

The  companion  for  a  moment  did  not  let  go  her 
grasp.  She  appeared  almost  to  have  forgotten  that 
bis  band  was  in  hers,  but  stood,  her  bead  bowed  so 
lorr  in  thought,  that  the  lace  shawl  she  wore  over 
her  bead  perfectly  h)d  ber  features. 

Abruptly  she  looked  up,  and,  nilh  a  quick 
gesture,  threw  back  tlu  light  covering.  ller  face 
was  pale.  Her  eyes  was  dilated,  and  possessed  an 
expression  of  determination. 

"  Mr.  Hepburn,''  she  said  rapidly,  "  I  have  done 
something  for  you.  I  might  do  more — I  would  do 
more.  I  could,  I  believe  make  you  aguin  owner  of 
Carnyston  ;  but— but  it  would  huvc  to  be  on  one 
condition." 

"What  eoudilion?"  he  demanded,  astonished. 
"  I  entreat  you  let  me  bear  it." 

She  paused,  evidently  undergoing  some  violent 
mentle  struggle,  'ihen  her  whole  manner  changed. 
She  gnew  hurried  and  and  nervous. 

"  No,  no  ;  not  now  ;  it  is  uot  a  fitting  moment 
I  have  no  time,  fur  I  must  go— I  shall  be  missed, 
hut  I  will  see  you  soon  again  ;  unlil,  think  the  best 
of  me  as  I  will  of  you.  Farewell — or,  rather,  good- 
nigl.t." 

Wiiliout  even  waiting  bis  return  of  the  greeting, 
as  if  fearful  of  herself,  she  drew  ber  shawl  about 
her,  and  spread  rapidly  through  the  trees. 

.Amazed  at  a  proot-eding  ao  singular,  Richard 
Hepburn  yet  lost  no  lime  iu  pondering  over  it.  'ihe 
fact  that  limotiiy  Brindley  was  evidently,  in  co!n- 
municalion  with  the  ex-uaurer,  and  bad  the  |x>wer 
of  denouncing  him  whenever  he  ciioose,  usurped  all 
bis  thoughts,  and  qiiiting  the  preserve  he  proceeded 
quickly  down  the  main  road,  anxious  to  bear  his 
intelligence  lo  Jonas  Slycuiii. 

1  he  detective  was  waiting  where  the  Carnyston 
road  divided  into  two,  one  to  Westerin  the  other  to 
Ueatbam. 

Ai  Richard  Hepburn  approaolied,  Mr.  Slycnm, 
making  him  a  rapid  sign,  lurned  into  the  Wesiern 
road  I  he  action  was  accounted  for  by  tbeodvanoe 
of  a  third  |>ariy  down  the  Heaiham  road. 

Richard  Hepburn  took  the  hint,  and  did  not  re- 
cognise the  detective,  periiiilting  the  other  pe- 
detlrain  to  pass  first.  As  he  did  so  he  threw  a 
glance  at  the  yuung  man,  which  the  other  care- 
lessly returned,  seiing  a  middle-sized  personage 
with  the  collar  of  his  coal  drawn  somewhat  high, 
and  wearing  a  rather  apostoHcally  cut,  beard. 

One  glance  apparently  did  not  satisfy  the 
Stranger,  1  urning  he  looked  after  the  other ,-  then 
taking  the  road  at  a  slant,  he  looked  again,  him- 
self shielded  b^  the  hedge. 

The  Westenn  road  was  broad  and  slrniglit.  rarely 
diverging,  hence  the  siraager  could  oumiiiand  it  for 
some  distance 

With  considerable  interest  be  appeared  lo  watch 
the  two  figures  u|>on  it  until  when,  about  fifty  yards 
down,  the  one  ahead  slopped,  and  the  other  joined 
him. 

"  That  meant  caution !     We  two  ain't  to  be  seen 
together."    muttered    ibe   man  with  the  aposiolic 
beard.     "What's  upT" 
Ue  oartMuly  dierniiwed  twto  know,  for,  «<— hi-g 


across,  he  settled  the  opposita  he<1g«  into  a  Utigt, 
many-acred  meadow,  Which  axteuded  pandell  tu  the 
Westerin  road. 

BuDuiug  along  this,  swiftly  but  Doiaelesaly, 
owing  to  the  short.  TeWety  gnm,  he  woofltdsd  lu 
coming  up  with  the  two  ;  but  only  within  a  few 
feet  of  a  trausverHe  hedg^  which  dindad  ths 
meadow  from  a  second. 

This  he  dared  not  rink  climbing,  yet  the  fWv 
words,  and  the  name  that  fell  ou  his  ear,  appoand 
to  suffice  Lim. 

He  stopped  short ;  a  cold  pernpisatiou  staitad 
out  on  his  forehead,  while  as  if  uiicouscioualy,  bs 
crooked  lus  leg,  that  his  hand  might  xob  Ml 
ankle.  ^ 

••  Whew  P  he  muttered.  "Slyoom,  '^n  jstoi 
tive  !  What's  he  here  for,  and  with  that  voQos 
chap  ?  Is  it  for  him  ?  It  can't  be  for  me— tho«shI 
reckon  it'd  bo-«dl  the^  same  if  I  came  aeroas  his 
path  ?  Tim,  my  boy,  you  must  make  yonxMlf 
scarce ;  self-preeerratiou  is  ths  maio  law  of 
nature." 

Saying  which,  he  retraced  his  steps ;  not  how- 
ever to  Carnyston,  but  back  to  He«tLi.m. 

The  intelligence  Richard  He}>baru  brought  ww 
considered  very  valuable  by  the  detective,  who 
rubbed  his  haudu  tit  the  chanoe  of  speedily  layiuc 
the  convict  by  the  heels. 

"  Once,  Mr.  Hepburn,"  he  said.  •'  he's  <q  out 
clutches,  the  game's  ours,  if  there's  a  game  to  win? 
for,  as  tie's  the  law's  property  already,  Le  may  be 
persuaded  to  turn  Queen's  evidence,  to  gat  bk 
term  shortened." 

"  Trtie.  But  what  eonld  Miss  Daftget  mean  bf 
her  aiding  me  one  condition  ?"  Queried  his  90m- 
panion,  perplexed. 

*'  I'd  rather  uot  state  my  surmise  at  present,  sir ; 
but  I  m  beginning  to  think  she  knows  a  sightiiiore 
than  she  owns  to.  Still,  we  must  lie  as  patient  as 
cautious-  One  thing  we  may  congratulate  ourselves 
upon.  We've  got  limotiiy  lirindley.  for  be  ean't 
have  liie  least  suspicion  liu  on  his  track.  Now,  by 
your  leave,  I'll  go  no  further.  Caution  i*  iIm 
mother  of  safely,  and  the  making  of  us  dstee* 
tivea." 

'•Good  night,  then,"  said  the  young  man  ;  and 
they  separated. 

Richard  Hepburn  slept  little  that  night.  Hs 
tossed  resilrsaly  from  side  to  side,  praying  fur 
morning,  that  be  might  be  again  at  work.  Inaetioa 
was  really  growing  terrible  now,  for  hope  seeiued 
rising  blight  and  golden  upon  the  horixon  of  bis 
future,  and  the  joy  it  brought  was  not  so  much  ths 
becoming  master  of  Carii\sion  and  resuming  bis 
name  and  title,  and  the  idea  that  it  Would  remove 
the  cruel  barrier  th.it  kept  him  from  Alice  Walden. 
Indeed,  be  began  to  regard  it  already  in  so  crum- 
bling state,  thai,  no  longer  with  a  feeling  of 
painful  restraint,  but  ruther  that  of  the  pleasant, 
familiar  sensation  that  bad  marked  their  first  ioUr* 
course,  he  prepared  immediately  after  breakfast  ilia 
next  morning  lo  walk  over  to  Daisy  bank. 

Iteachiug  the  villa,  why  be  could  not  tell,  sava 
that  it  arose  Irom  bis  happy  elation  of  spiriu,  hs 
followed  bis  old  way  when  a  guest  beneath  lb* 
roof,  of  entering  ihe  houae  unanuounced. 

Croeaing  the  velveiy  lawn,  be  passed  through  the 
open  glass  do.  rs  of  the  conservatory,  whichled  to 
the  drawing-loom.  Here,  however,  be  baited 
abruptly,  fearing  his  intrusion  would  be  oonsidered 
rudeness,  as  strangers,  viaiiora,  were  evidently  pre- 
sent. Noiaeles^ly  he  prepared  lo  withdraw,  whsn 
the  aeniencea  be  heard  rooted  him  to  the  apot. 

"  No,  really, '  floated  towards  him  in  the  sweet 
voice  of  Alice  Walden.  "  I  have  beard  noUiiuc 
about  it."  ^ 

"  Well,  you  do  surprise  me,  dear."  chimed  in 
another  voice.  "  Its  all  over  Heatbam.  I  sliould 
have  fancied  Mr.  Hepburn  would  have  naoied  it  to 
you  before  any  other,  being  snob  friends." 

Kicliard  Uei'burii,  diviniai;  thasubjeotof  eonver* 
sation,  grew  ►carleU  Savagely  be  bit  hia  lips,  aad 
made  a  atep  forward,  but  restimined  himself.  He 
must  not  make  a  scene.  Worse,  in  the  stats  bie 
afifairs  now  stouod,  be  dared  not  deny  this  sssartioa 
before  such  a  goaaip-loving  "  old  iiareidao  "  as  Um 
gueat. 

"  You'll  be  one  of  the  bridesmaids,  I  soppooe. 
dear? '  prooeoded  tits  ktur iasioaaiiaf ij.  ' 
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1.  There's  ma    -    ny      mo   -  ments      I        have    Been,    That     an     hour  soem'd      to        me; 
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Chlo    -     e       back         a     -     gain. 
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I  lore  a  pretty  little  dark-eyed  beanly, 

O'er  the  deep  blae  sea. 
When  I  breathe  the  perfume  of  mognolLis, 

Happy  I  shall  be. 
She  promised  me  her  hand, 

Oh  !  happy  is  my  heart. 
Soon  will  I  be  with  her  nerer  more  to  part. 

Auxioosly  I'm  waiting  for  the  promis«d  lime. 

Then  she'll  be  forever  miue. 
CnoRtTS. 

When  the  magnoliaa  bloom,      , 

When  the  magnolias  bloom. 

Come  back  to  me  from  o'er  the  ae*. 

Dispel  all  my  sorrow  aud  gloom. 

When  the  magnolias  bloom. 

Come  back  to  me  from  o'er  the  sett. 

When  the  magnolias  bloom.  Dance. 

We'll  live  together  in  a  cozy  cottage, 

Love  shall  there  abide. 
Surrounded  by  the  sweetest  of  magnolias. 

Emblem  of  my  bride. 
Oh!  happy  joyous  time. 

When  blessed  we  will  be. 
Haste,  oh  I  haste  the  day  when  she  will  marry  me, 

Come,  oh  I  oome,  bright  spring  aud 

open  ap  the  flowers, 

Bliss  will  be  forever  ours.        Chorus  A  Danco. 


I  Have  Not  Oot  Tho  Heart. 

By  R.  J.  Plgott. 

I'm  over  bead  aud  heels  iu  love, 

I  know  not  what  to  do  ; 
If  she  who  stole  my  heart  away, 

Proved  false  instead  of  tina. 
I'm  captivated  with  her  •tyle. 

And  langhiug  rogiiiith  ways  ; 
Bnt  if  I  ask  her  for  a  kiss. 

Why  this  is  what  she  says; — 
.  ;      ,  Chorus. 

I  hava  not  got  the  heart,  dear  Cloorgt^ 

I  have  not  got  the  heart ; 
Ton  most  excuse,  yonr  darling  Snae^ 

I  have  not  got  the  heart  I 

Bat  as  I  dearly  love  the  "tease,'* 

I  dare  not  rouse  her  ire  ; 
For  if  I  did  I  know  that  she, 

Woald  leave  me  in  the  mire. 
And  if  I  ever  again  essayed. 

To  win  this  little  miss  ; 
I  know  unto  a  certiiiuty, 

Her  answer  would  be  this. 

I  well  remember  asking  her, 

If  she  would  be  my  bride  ; 
Oue  snmmer  eve  at  leisurely. 

We  wandered  side  by  side. 
She  hung  her  head  a  moment  then  ; 

She  gave  a  little  start ; 
And  laugbint^ly  she  answered  me, 

I  have  not  got  the  heart. 


CunRtTS. 
In  lli«  moriiw!:,  in  llie  morning  by  the  btight  light, 
Weil  inaroK  into  the  While  House  in  llie  morning. 

Their  Garfield  stock  it  is  falling  to  low- 
Come  lioneit  voters  wont  you  follow  oal 

His  rveoi^d  it  liad  the  people  know — .      .  ,i  ;'  •'.:,*; 
Ilslle.  halle,  lisMe,  hnUe-lu-iah  ! 

A  fignre  liead  of  lliievti.g  bands. 

Come,  lionett  voters   won't  you  follow  ntl 
"What  i«  their  ticket  but  a  sliani ! 

Halle,  halle,  halle,  halle-la-j..h  t  Chorus. 

lielknaps  and  TalMsock's  happy  then  will  be. 

Come,  honest  voters,  won't  you  follow  us ! 
But  to  Salt  Kiver  they  miut  flee, 

Halle,  hulle.  hulle.  halle.higah  I 
Office-liolders  would  much  rejoice  — 

Come,  honest  voUrs,  won't  you  follow  us ! 
Ilaneock  if  ilic  nation's  clioioe. — 

llallc,  l.alle,  hall  •.  Imllc-iu-jali !  Chorus. 

Ihey  try  with  slanders  to  larnith  hi*  name. — 

Come,  honest  voleri,  won't  you  follow  us ! 
But  well  w«  understand  their  game, 

Halle,  halle.  halle.  halle-lu-jah  ! 
That  which  we  fought  for,  we  will  keep, 

Come,  honest  voters,  won't  you  follow  us  f 
Aad  '•  faction  "  to  llie  winds  we  sweep  1 

lialle,  halle,  lalle,  halt«-hi  ja'.i.  C'.iorus. 


i*««»< 


ICerry  Moke. 
Bungbyas,  Pettlt. 


Choms. 


Cboms. 


When  Hancock's  at  the  White  Home. 
Air;     In  the  mqmlag  by  the  bright  light. 


We're  bound  to  win  with  onr  Haneoek  so  true. 

Come  honest  voters,  won't  yon  follow  us  I 
The  White  House  gates  we're  sweeping  Ibro' 

Hal-le.  halle,  halle.  hal-k-lu-jah  t 
Our  Hancock's  fighting  for  the  right,  now, 

Come  honest  voters,  won't  you  follow  us? 
He  cries,  come  on.  proepeota  are  bngbt, 

Halle,  halle,  halle,  hall«-lu-jah  I 


There's  a.lunnylillle  darkey  Ihal  I  know,  know,  t«0W, 

And  he  don't  live  far  from  bow,  bow,  bow. 

He  plays  on  the  fiddle  all  day  long. 

And  laugh*  with  hit  haw,  haw,  haw.    ; 

Cuoacs.  ,"'■?' 

With  bis  ha,  ha.  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha. 
Ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha,  ha.  ha,  ha. 

This  merry  little,  funny  litlle  joker, 

U»  u  tuoli  a  lerribU  little  to|>«r— 

He  would  kugh  all  day,  and  at  night  he'd  play. 

And  he'd  laugh  wiih  his  ha,  ha,  ha.  Chorni. 

At  night  when  ho'd  go  to  his  bed,  bed,  bed. 
On  hit  pillow  he'd  lay  his  head,  head,  head. 
He'd  lauuh  himtelf  lu-tleep  every  night  in  the  week. 
And  he'd  wake  with  hit  haw,  haw,  haw.      Cborat. 

—  '•<  ^ 

'         Go  to  Bleep  My  Little  Darling. 

Words  by  Samuel  M.  MltchelL     Music  by  Frank  L.  C0UI9S. 

Copyright  18T7  by  Collins  *  Boiton. 

The  music  or  this  song  can  be  obtained  at  Mrs.  Pauline 
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Is  My  Darling  Trne  to  Mc. 

Sung  by  Kv.a  Bryon. 

Words  by  Geo  cooper.         Music  by  ChosE.  Pratt. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  soii);,  kepi  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addrcbs, 

poat  paM,  ou  receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 


Little  birdie  sweetly  tinging. 
In  (he  warm  and  acure  sky. 

Have  you  seen   my  lillle  sweetheart. 
Have  you  watched  her  roaming  byf 

Will  she  meet  me  in  the  l^wligllt,  ■ 
bballl  then  my  darling  tee?  .  .-'  -; 

Tell  me,  tell  me,  little  birdie,     -',;,' 

la  my  darling  true  lo  me?  '  „ 

.  .  •  'r  ■  ■■:••  .■■■ 

■'.■'■  Chorus. 

Birdie  tell  me,  birdie  tell  me. 
With  your  voice  of  melody, 

Tho'  lite  world  should  all  forsake  ma,  . 
It  my  darling  true  to  me  f 

Litlle  darling,  yon  will  know  her,: 

liy  her  sunny  eyes  ; 
Oh.  the  it  the  fairest  blossom. 

You  eonid  find  beneath  the  tkiet. 
Bear  t?  me  her  loving  metsage. 

O'er  I  he  swctit  and  rosy  lea  ; 
Whi«per,  whisptr,  none  will  hear  yon. 

Is  my  darliiig  true  lo  me  1 


C\u 


.  Jack  and  Jill.    .  f 

By  Ned  Straight 

Author  of  No  Work,  Open  up  dem  Doors,  Breathing 

Sweet  Words  at  the  Oate.  etc,  etc. 


1  .-■" 


Go  to  Bleep  my  little  darling. 

On  molber't  loving  breatt ;     ; 
Add  the  angelt  will  protect  you 

When  within  your  cradle  rest. 
Far  above  the  sUrry  heavens, 

They  are  looking  down  on  you,  | 
So  repose,  my  precious  darhng. 

Close  your  tmy  eyet  on>lue. 

Chorus. 

Go  to  tieep,  litHe  darling. 

Rest  your  head  on  mother'^  brsfttt. 
And  the  angelt  will  protect  you. 

When  within  your  cradle  rett. 

Far  away  down  the  dewy  meadow,] 

All  the  daiiiet  are  atleep; 
And  the  birdies  in  the  branchea, 

.^Ito  are  in  tlumberdeep. 
But  in  Eden  far  above  nt, 

Angel  eyet  are  open  wide  ; 
^nd  you  are  aa  lafe,  my  darling. 

At  if  they  were  at  your  tide. 

In  the  early  morning,  darling,   1  «  .. 

Little  robin  in  the  tree. 
Will  awake  yon  from  your  alumber, 

When  he  tiogt  hit  mtrrv  glee. 
Then  I'll  take  you  to  my  botora. 

Till  the  glimmer  on  the  plain, 
Telia  ut  that  the  sun  it  shming. 

And  the  day  hat  oome  again. 


Chorus. 


Cborat. 


Perhapt  you've  heard  of  jumping  Jack, 

Now  this  it  me  I'm  ture, 
I've  brought  along  my  dancing  gal, 

Aud  the't  a  |>erfect  oure. 
For  when  we  hear  good  music  played. 

We  never  can  keep  still. 
For  I  am  a  happy  jumping  Jack, 

And  sha  it  dancing  Jill. 

Chorus. 
Den  look  out,  honey, 

Dare't  mischief  brewing. 
De  boiler'll  toon  be  buttin'; 

80  keep  off  tlie  track. 
Things  are  getting  warmer. 

So  gel  aboard  ihebulgine. 
For  I  am  happy  jnuipini;  Jack, 

And  I  am  dancing  Jill. 

Perhaps  vou'vc  teen  de  museum, 

.^na  perhnpt  Ihe  hump-back  osmimile. 
But  Iiere't  de  Jack  and  dar's  de  Jill, 

Dal  eause  yon  all  to  smile. 
And  when  de  circus  eome  lo  town. 

We  tumble  down  de  hill. 
For  I  am  happy  jumping  Jack, . ' .  . 

And  ths  IS  dancing  Jill.  ;  Chorus, 


Dancing  on  de  Kitchen  Floor. 

SoNU  Ann  Dancb. 

By  Tom  Searles.      Sung  by  Bearles  OroMiais. 
Air;    Big  pound  oake,  j         ^ 

Oh  I  here  we  are,  as  yon  ean  see. 
Two  mokes  dal't  always  gay  and  free. 
We  are  happy  all  de  day, 
We  dance  to  drive  dull  care  away. 
Laugh,  shout,  sing,  dance,        (sym.( 
Itmakes  old  matta  feel  to  gay  .:  t 

To  tee  ut  tumble  in  de  hay.  "1  .^  ,  . 

To  make  old  misiut  laugh  and  roar 
We  ting  and  dance  on  de  kitchen  floor. 

We  pick  de  cotton  all  de  day, 

We  sing  ta  pass  de  time  away,    ; 

And  if  old  matta  he  get  mad, 

I>it  it  de  way  we'd  make  him  glad* ; 

Langh,  thout,  ting,  danee,  (aym.) 

So  now,  kind  friendt,  we  mutt  away, 

But  we'll  come  back  tome  other  day ; 

If  you'd  be  happy  evermore. 

Sing  and  dance  on  the  kitchen  floor. 


TH£    8ll«aifiJKS'    JOUKlVAl^ 
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Wake  Boimie 

BKACTirCL  SOMO  AKP  CllORrS. 

Word*  by  Dr.  Theo  D.  c.  MUler.    Music  by  W.  W.  B«aU*7* 

Copyright  1880  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Ueder.      >   v:' . ' 

All  rlgtate  reserved. 

The  Music  of  tills  sonif  is  published  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

Lleder's extensive  Music  Piibllahlng  House,  No. 

eo  Chatbaiu  Stroet,    N.  Y.    and  will  be  sent 

postpaid,  U)any  address  on  receipt  ot 

price,     40  cents  In  postage  stamps 

Oh!  wake,  Bonnie  Brasie,  the  bright  morn  is  breftkiog. 
The  tweet  fiuwere  are  hluoming  o'er  mountain 

and  moor. 
The  annbeanit  are  tailing  on  niotty  erown'd  heather, 
^nd  glinting  the  ivy  that  creep*  round  your  door. 
How  fair  ia  the  heAth  with  the  newly  mown  clorer, 
'Whore  MOg  bird*  are  Kinging  their  tweet  notes  ofglee. 
And  up  in  the  highland*  fond  echo  ia  calling. 
Oh  I  irake,  bonnie  beeeie.  the  bright  rooru  toaee. 

/■'■''■-'.:  vv -•'■:'/■■  -{.CiiORCB.     ■■■;'■  ■'■■;;F'./  ■■■;>■';'■"■;■  i:.- 

Oh  I  wake,  bonnie  Bessie,  while  dewnlrops  are  neslKag, 
In  heart  of  the  ruaei  so  fragrant  and  fair, 
The  lad  of  the  highland  is  wooing  hia  lassie, 
Then  wake  bonnie  Bessie,  such  true  love  to  share. 

Oh  I  wake  bonnie  IWsie,  (he  day  dawn  is  fleeting, 
The  horn  of  the  hunier  is  heard  o'er  the  moor, 
.^far  from  the  highlands  and  rosming  the  lowlands. 
Is  one  true  heart  yearning  to  enter  your  door. 
So  fair  is  the  valley  in  cunshine  and  gloaming, 
Tet  lonely  1  wander  my  true  love  to  see. 
Oh  !  I  am  so  wenry  of  watching  and  waiting.  ^ 

Then  wake  bonnie  Bessie,  with  sweet  s:uiles  for  me. 
.,.■.,  ^■...- ^  ■  ■  ■'■•.■.■.      ...Chorus. 

Oh  I  wake,  bonnie  Bessie,  my  fond  heart  is  oalling, 
<y«r  heath  and  o'er  heather  it  echoes  afar. 
Oh!  eome  to  my  arms  in  the  calm  of  the  gloaming, 
^nd  list  to  my  song  neath  the  bright  evening  star. 
Bow  fair  are  the  sunbeams  but  fairerthe  shadows. 
Which  bring  tondett  dreams  of  thy  pure  love  to  me. 
Atnid  the  sweet  bluom  of  the  heath  and  the  heather, 
Then  wake  bonnie  Bessie,  the  fair  stars  toaee 

Chorus. 


Vobody  Knows  the  Trouble  I  See,  Lord. 

JCBILKE  SONG. 

Tlie  Music  Of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  const&ntlj 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  so  cents. 

Nobody  knows  the  trouble  I  see  Lord, 
Nobody  knows  the  trouble  1  see. 
Nobody  knows  the  in^uble  I  see, 

Nobody  knows  like  Jesus. 
Brothers  will  you  pray  for  me. 
Brothers  will  yon  pray  for  me. 
Brothers  will  y<w  pray  for  me. 

And  help  me  to  drive  old  tiatan  away. 

Nobody  knows  the  trouble  I  see,  Losd,   •  -    ; 
Nobody  know*  the  trouble  I  see. 
Nobody  knuwe  what  trouble  I  see.  Lord, 

Nobody  knows  like  Jesus. 
Sisters,  will  you  pray  fur  me,      ;  /      ;; 
Siiters,  will  you  prsy  for  me,      J  :  ; !   , 

Sisters  will  you  pray  for  me. 

And  help  me  drive  old  Satan  away.     - 

Nobody  knows  the  trouble  I  see.  Lord 
Nobody  know*  llie  trouble  I  see. 
Nobody  knows  the  trouble  I  see.  Lord,    v 

Nobody  know*  the  trouble  I  see. 
Mothers  will  you  pray  for  lue, 
Metbere  will  you  pray  for  me, 
Mothers  will  y«>ii  pray  for  me. 

And  help  drive  old  Satan  away.  .  "  .; 

Nobody  kiii)ws  the  trouble  I  see.  Lord,  :  ■-      ^ 
No'tody  know-  the  tinuhle  I  see, 
i^olioJy  knows  the  Irauble  I  see.  Lord,- 

Noliody  knows  the  trouble  I  see. 
Preaebers  will  you  pray  for  ms, 
Preacher*  will  you  pray  for  m«, 
Preaebers  will  you  pray  f  >r  nie, 

Aai  help  me  drive  old  SaUn  away. 


Swing  Low.  Sw«et  Chariot 

,1111  LIS    S(iXG. 

The  music  of  this  aong  can  be  obtained  at  Mrs,  Pauline 

Ueder'B  Music  House,   No,  60  Chatham  St,  N.  V.    Or 

will  be  sent  by   moll,    poet  paid,  to  any  address 

on  receipt  of  price,  so  ct«,  in  postage  stamps. 


I  looked  over  Jordan,  and  what  did  I  tee. 
Coming  for  to  carry  me  home  ? 

A  band  of  angels  coming  afur  me. 
Coming  for  to  carry  me  home. 

CUOKUS. 

Swing  low,  sweat  ehariot. 
Coming  for  to  earry  me  home. 

If  yon  get  there  before  I  do, 

Coming  for  to  carry  me  home  j-  ^  ■ 

Tell  all  my  friends  I'm  eoming,  too, 
doming  for  to  earry  roe  home. 

The  brightest  day  that  ever  I  saw, 
Coming  for  to  earry  me  Itome, 

When  Jesus  washed  my  sins  away, 
Coming  for  to  earry  me  home. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


I'm  sometimes  up  and  sometimes  dowa. 

Coming  for  to  carry  me  home. 
But  still  m«  soul  leems  heavenly  bound, 

Coming  for  to  carry  me  home.  Chorus. 


She's  so  Captivating. 

"■"       Song  A.No  Dancr.  '••'.     ..  :~-: 

Wordsand  Music  by  Harry  8.  Sargent. 
Copyright  IRSO,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 
All  rights  reserved. 
The  Music  of  thlH  song  is  published  In  eUcant  lltho- 
grapH<>d  title  page  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Ue^Sb  <0  Chat- 
bam  Street,  will  be  sent  to  any  address,  post 
paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  40  cents. 

The  sweetest  one  in  all  the  world, 

I  met  tome  time  ago. 
And  with  this  darling  little  girl,    .;  ^  *. . 

My  heart  did  quickly  go.  ,'  . 

I  never  shall  forget  her  style, 

It  was  so  trim  and  neat. 
For  then  I  called  her  all  the  while. 

My  captivating,  sweet;  Eviline,  fairy  QVeen. 

Chobtts. 
She's  my  eaptivating  »weet. 
No  damsel  with  her  can  compete,  " 

Oh  !  she's  the  only  girl  I  love,  ' 

Her  style  it  ean't  be  beat, 
So  captivating  sweet.  Danes. 

I  meet  this  dariing  every  eve,  ^  ^; 

Beneath  the  greenwood  tree. 
And  if  I'd  ull  you'd  not  believe,  ,  / 

How  sweet  she  is  to  me  ; 
I  never  loved  in  all  my  life, 

.d.nd  kind  friends  I  entreat,        ■'  \  ' 
I  long  to  make  this  girl  ray  wife. 

My  oaptivating  sweet ;  Eveline  fkiryqaeen.  Cho 

I  went  with  her  the  other  night,  - 

Down  to  her  house  to  dine,       '■ '• 
.^nd  while  the  stars  were  shining  bright,  '  '^ 

Sho  promised  to  be  mine; 
'Twat  tbea  to  her  1  quickly  taid  ;  :{ 

"  Forever  now  we  greet," 
And  toon' kind  friends  I  now  shall  wed. 

My  eaptivating  sweet ;  Evaliae  fairy  queen. 


Cho 


Throwing  Pebbles  in  the  Stream. 

Words  by  Dr.Tbeo  D.  C.  MlUer.    Music  by  W.  W.  Bentley. 
copyright  1880.  and  pub  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 
^    All  rights  reserved. 

The  Music  Is  published  In  elegant  lithographed  title 

page  by  Mre  Pauline  Lleder,  eo  Chatham  Street, 

and  will  be  sent  to  any  atldrees,  postpaid  on 

receipt  of  price,  40  cents. 


Down  a  blittfiil,  charming  valley, 

Daisy  wandered  by  my  side  ; 
.^nd  her  eheeks  were  red  as  rosec. 

With  the  joy  she  could  not  hide. 
Till  besid*  a  laughing  brooklet, 

Fair  as  poets  sweetest  dream, 
Willi  a  smile  she  said  she'd  beat  me 

Throwing  |>ebbles  in  the  stream. 


CaoRcs. 

Laoghiag.  bloa-eyed,  blnshiiig  Daisy, 
Fairer  than  my  foodeet  dream. 

Beat  BM  on  that  tnmmer  morning, 
I'hrowing  pebblae  ia  the  stream. 

There  we  tat  betide  the  brooklet. 

Flowing  onward  to  the  tea, 
And  my  heart  first  learned  ttt  teortt, 

Daisy  was  to  dear  to  me. 
Then  I  taw  her  bine  eyes  epeaking. 

With  a  happy  blitiful  gleam, 
And  I  knew  my  lovt  would  beat  me^ 

Throwing  pebblet  in  the  stream. 


Chorus. 


Oh  I  Ihoee  blittful  patting  momenta. 

Not  a  eliarm  do  I  recall, 
But  that  one  tweet  vow  whieh  gave  met 

Daity's  purett  heart,  'bove  all. 
Then  the  hour*  teemed  like  thoee  trtasuns 

Whieh  make  dear  our  fondest  dream. 
While  in  joy  we  sat  together 

Throwing  pebbles  in  the  stream.  Ohoma. 


Where  aro  the  Cope  To-ffightt 

By.Icbnenmon, 

Air ;     Where  Is  my  boy  to-nlgtit  T 

Copyright  1880  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 

What  roeaneth  this  mde  awakening. 

From  my  oalm  and  refreshing  rest  f 
What  meaneth  this  startling  alarm 

Which  rushes  upon  my  breast f 
What  hideout  soundt  are  ritiog, 

Jutt  under  ray  window  pane — 
What  worse  than  barbarian  orgies— 

Ve*,  worse  than  of  those  insane  I 

CaoBtTs. 

di  !  where  are  the  "  eops  "  to-night  f 
Oh !  where  are  the  "  oops  "  to-night  T 
In  hallway  dark,  in  gin-mill  bright; 
A3-e,  there  are  are  the  "copt"  to-night. 

But  list  to  the  roundtnaan't  loenst, 

At  its  eehoes  charge  the  wind ; 
Surely,  here  it  a  "  kettle  of  fith  " 

For  the  "  cop  "  we  eouldn't  find  f 
Nay,  not  to  fisst  my  worthy  friend  ; 

Kind  oflScet  are  not  lost 
or  sentry  on  guard,  for  now  the  "  eop" 

Bapa  tignal— be't  at  his  pott.  Choms. 

It  is  no  ehild't  play,  I  grant  you. 

To  deal  with  the  "  rooghi "  to  queer; 
But  then  it  it  not  to  tmul  obikirea 

We  pay  twelve  hundred  a  year. 
Beiidet,  there  is  no  hoodwinking 

Ot  what  "eops'  "  duties  consist 
When  on  joining  the  "  foree  "  their  titles 

.^re  entered  upon  the  list.  Chons. 

Bat  tb«T  are  oftimas  aouragaoos. 

And  do  not  dittinetion  la«k. 
Whan  the  youngtcert  rede  mutt  be  toattered. 

Or  tight  aaert  ibould  '■  fall  baok." 
Tbea  at  first  and.  on  parade  days, 

Bow  neatly  their  "  tthioks  "  they  uta. 
Cudgelling  thoee  who  have  gathed  round 

To  iaersase  their  etoek  of  news.  Ohonis. 


And  mark  how  efileieat  they  prove, 

When  dealing  with  some  lone  wretoh, 
Jutt  turned  out  of  doort  by  their  patrons 

For  drinking  rather  too  mueh  1 
Uow  deftly  the  lignum-vitae 

Will  ply  upon  his  poor  bead. 
Until,  like  the  Jericho  traveler. 

He  u  left  almost  for  dead. 

Now,  lest  this  rylhmie  sketch  of  mine. 

Should  prove  wearisome  from  length, 
I'll  jutt  elose  by  thowmg  bow  you  may 

Raeitt  with  vietorious  strength 
These  feather-bed  fancies  in  blue, 

Who  fatten  on  eivie  pelf; 
When  oaroDsing,  proceed  in  "  trios," 

But  travel  not  oy  yourself. 


Choma. 


Chorw. 


Apply  for  and  receive  a  full  estalogne  of  the  moat 
popular  suugs  cuutaiued  in  the  Singris' Juoraal, 
from  No.  1  to  the  last  ittued.        Free 
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McOoinnin's  Got  a  Job-  "^ 

By  J.  B.  Olbbes.       Dedicated  to  O'Nell  &  Conroy. 
Air:    WbenMcQulimesugetsa Jub. 
Copyright  1880  by  Mre.  Pauline  Lleder.    .- 


How  aro  yon,  Mr*  Riley,  I  tbonght  I  wonld 

just  drop  in, 
Aud  have  a  chat  'boat  our  old  men,  aud 

tttste  a  little  gin  ; 
Snre  the  timee  have  now  (^ot  better  since 

tlie  election  davs  ban  come, 
Aud  oar  old  men  hare  both  got  work  and 

need  no  longer  bam. 
The  Foliticiana  hare  proven  tme,  since  work 

they  both  have  got. 
And  now  for  toil  and  troablu  we  need  not  care  a  jot; 
For  Garfield  your  old  man  will  vote,  for 

Hancock  mine  will  fight. 
Bat  divil  a  bit  we  care  who  wins,  ho  long 

as  he  treats  us  right. 

-•:,  CHo«n«.     ti--&W 
So  rise  np  Mrs.  Biley,  be  aisy  for  a  while, 
No  more  we'll  be  agrieving,  but  at  misfortune  8milc. 
Sore  our  old  meu  have  both  got  work,  on  I  ho 

best  I'll  live,   begob  ! 
For  times  they  have  got  better,  and 

McGuiuuesii's  got  a  job. 

The  Italian's  no  more  are  strangers  if  they'll 

only  shake  bands, 
And  help  Tia  select  a  president  for  this  free  and 

friendly  land  ; 
We'll  give  them  all  the  work  they  want,  wid 

their  wages  we'll  agree. 
No  more  well  run  down  foreignerH,  not  even 

them  John  Chinee, 
We'll  let  ihem  tnke  their  pnj^rs  out  aud  be 

oar  citizens, 
Aud  if  they'll  only  for  us  vote,  we'll  be  the 

best  ot  friends ; 
We'll  treat  them,  oh  !  the  very  best  till 

our  object  we  do  earn. 
When,  take  my  word,  good  woman,  you'll 

find  that  things  will  turn. 
•So  rise  up  Mrs.  Riley,  &c. 

Some  say  that  Gtorfield  will  not  win,  strike 

on  the  "  Mobilier  Rook," 
But  there  is  also  something  af^niust 

Wiu  field  Scott  Hancock  ; 
That  he  has  hanged  a  woman  in  the 

Democrat's  great  remorse. 
But  the  Government  said  it  should  be  done, 

aud  the  law  took  its  coarse. 
I'm  a-thinking,  Mrs.  Riley,  that  both  are 

JTiat  (he  men. 
No  matter  if  one  is  Democrat,  the  other  Republican, 
To  fill  our  Pretiidential  obair  and  keep  us  m  we  be. 
The  coootry  of  all  coontrias,  the  homo  of 

the  brave  and  free! 
So  rise  ap,  Mn.  Riley,  Ao. 


Kitty  McHiA.  ^ 

Words  and  Music  by  Ked  Straight 

Author  of  No  Work,  Open  up  dem  Doors,  BreatbloK 

sweet  Words  at  the  Gate,  etc,  etc. 

Copyright  1880  by  Hrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 

All  rights  reserved. 

The  Music  of  this  song  is  published  at  Mrs.  Pauline 
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I)id  yon  ever  liear  tell  of  one  Kitty  McNish  ? 

Sure,  I  Atu  tlie  one  if  you  pinse. 
To  flirt  with  the  boyn,  is  my  darlini^itt  with. 

And  iimke  Ihem  i^jt  down  on  their  knaze. 
Will  a  wink  of  ray  eye,  I  eausie  them  U>  s'gli, 

"FiU  they're  jaiit  as  doeile  aa  a  lamb, 
Tlivii'  h'.arts  1  quite  break,  then  give  them 

the  ihake. 

That's  tiie  kind  of  a  hair-pin  I  am. 

CaoRiTs.  ,'■■"•-  ^'i;  ^':! 

They  say  T  atn  a  poay,  ;  ."  ',.;;•" 

A   red    rose,  and  n  piana,  '""■     ' 

.^D  oyater,  a  lobster. 

To  catch  me  ia  their  wish. 


But  I'm  a  thorough  Irish  girl,  .■'■'•'!' 

Wherever  you  can  find  me,       .        •  V        i 

Sure  every  lx>dy  knows  me,  ■ii^--''i~''  '■'  '^  \ 
I'm  Kitty  MoNiah. 

Now  I'll  tell  you  th«  kind  of  a  fellow  I  Uk^ 

Its  one  who  at  betting  can  win. 
Who  on  a  straight  alley  «an  make  a  ten  strike, 

Whose  pockets  are  loaded  with  "tin  " 
When  I  tell  him  he  must  come  down  with  hia  dnst, 

He  must  with  me  exactly  agree. 
And  not  care  a  cent  if  I  flirt  with  some  gent. 

That's  the  kind  of  a  fellow  for  me.         Chorus. 


Little  Nellie  O'Brien. 

By  George  B,  Haiison. 


I  come  to  t^l  you  I'm  in  love. 

With  a  girl  lives  on  a  farm. 
She  feeds  the  pigs,  does  Irish  jiga,      '° 

And  possess'^  a  lovely  charm. 
Her  teeth  are  like  the  snow  so  white, 

.She  is  the  prettiest  girl  for  miles, 
Her  hair  it  hangs,  site  wears  no  bangs. 

And  her  face  ia  covered  with  amilea. 

ClIORfS. 

For  alie  is  the  maid  that  I  adore, 
I  am  sure  I'd  call  her  mine  ; 

Fur  I  know  ilml  I  would  surely  die» ' 
Without  little  Nellie  O'Brien.   '. 

.'^lie  is  AS  pure  and  innocent  aa  a  lamb, 

lltr  face  I  can't  forget. 
She  is  her  mother's  only  joy, 

And  her  tather'n  little  pet. 
I've  proposed  and  she  has  accepted, 

Soon  I  will  lake  her  hand. 
The  twelfth  of  May  is  our  wedding  day, 

iheu  we'll  join  the  matrimonial  band. 


Cho. 


Hold  the  Fort  for  James  A.  Garfield. 

Air;        Bold  the  Fort: 

Hold  the  fort  for  Jaa.  A,  Garfield, 

Hold  it  fur  the  right  ; 
See,  the  Democrats  are  urging 

Forward  to  the  fight. 

Sfe  them  come  their  banners  waving, 

See  them  pieasingon  ; 
Hark  their  shouts  of  rage  and  fury, 

See  til  ir  "gonfalon." 

Now,  boys  !     Up  and  at  them  aally 

Forth  to  meet  the  foe  ; 
See  them  waver!  aee  them  flying 

To  their  overthrow ! 

Now  aland  for  Jas.  A.  Oarfield  ;      • 

.Swell  the  triumph  song, 
And  o'er  every  hill  ond  valley    - 

Loud  the  strain  prolong. 


Mary  Ann  O'Holahan  Dowd. 

SoNO  ANn  DANcr. , 

Words  by  Dan  McCarthy,         Music  by  T.  F.  Kerrigan . 

Sung  by  Kerrigan  A  McCarthy,  the  Irish  Pipers. 

copyright  is.so,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 
All  rights  reserved* 
The  Music  of  this  snog  is  published  In  elegant  lltho- 
granH-Hl  title  patre  b>  Mrs.  PauUne  Lleder,  60  Chat- 
ham Street,  will  t>e  t>eut  to  ai)y  address,  post 
paid,  on  receipt  ot  price,  .40  cents. 


Pefore  you  atande  a  lad  •   ■  •. 

With  H  heart  that's  never  sad. 
And  the  reason  why,  I'll  tell  you  ail  tn-night,  . 

Fm  late  of  Erin's  Isle. 

And  with  my  plea  ant  way*  and  stvle. 
I  have  won  a  girl  who  is  my  hearts  delight. 

She  lives  np  here  in  Harlem, 

With  her  parents  she's  a  darling. 
AaA  I  know  she  is  her  mother's  only  pride, 

I  oan  sing  and  danoe  together 

W  ith  this  darling  little  treasure, 
.^nd  it's  soon  I'm  goi  >{  to  claim  her  as 

my  bride— For, 


Cboeus. 

She  is  sweet  aa  a  roM,^ 

With  a  niee  little  nose, 
She  dreases  quite  neat  though  not  prood, 

With  nice  golden  hair 

There  is  none  ean  eompare 
With  my  Mary  Ann  O'Holahan  Dowd.    (Danoe. 

I  saw  her  yeaterda^,  while  a-naaaing  by  her  way, 

She  was  aetting  in  her  garaen  all  alune. 
And  I  aaw  her  throw  a  kiss  to  me — 

Did  thia  little ciiss. 
And  It  mode  my  heart  with  joy  beat,  I  will  own, 

Then  qniokly  I  did  glide. 

To  the  garden  by  her  aide. 
And  we  walked  and  talked  together  nntO  noon. 

And  ahe  said  her  parenta  were  willing, 
'v    And  their  consent  they  had  given. 
And  we  are  going  to  marry  very  soon— For, 

Chorus. 


Caaey's  BaU  Last  NiRht.  . 

••.■•  .. ..  _  ■■'-••',.•>',  . 

Irish  Como  Sono. 

Words  by  Dan  McCarthy.      If nalc  by  T.  F.  Kerrrigan. 

Sung  by  Kerrigan  &  McCarthy  the  Irish  Plpem. 

Copyright  1880.  and  pub  by  Mrs.  PauUneJUeder. 

All  rights  reserved. 

The  Music  Is  publlshod  In  elegant  Uthoemphed  title 
pago  by  Mrs  Pauline  Lleder,  60  Chatham  Street, 
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Oh  !  I'll  tell  you  of  8  party,  boys,        1    . 

I  attended  here  last  nigkt. 
It  was  down  at  Casey's  in  the  old  sixth  ward. 

Now  it  wna  on  elegant  eight.  „. ; 

Ihere  was  singing,  yes,  and  dancing. 

And  whiskey  there  galore,  * 

AaA  the  boys  would  smile,  and  the  girla  " 

put  on  style, 

As  tbej  daneed  und  welt  the  floor. 

Chorus. 

Wid  me  fa-did-ne-ah,  did-ne-ah-oh, 
Wid  me  thnh-sha-shin-go-mis-ka  Joe, 
And  around  on  their  toes  they  danced  just  ao. 
At  Casey  a  ball,  last  night.  .   „ 

■.' ..    1  .V  •' ;  ;■.  ,•.-': 

Oh  I  we  kept  the  ball  a-rolling  boys. 

Till  the  hour  of  twelve  drew  nigh, 
Caaey  took  some  whiskey,  awallow'd  ghus  and  all, 

With  the  laughing  I  nearly  died. 
Then  we  all  flew  for  the  kitchen,        1       v  '• 

Put  the  turkey  out  of  sight, 
Little  Widow  Dunn  by  the  whole  erowd  wasaang, 

And  they  kept  it  up  all  night.  Ohorua. 


Assist  Those  in  Heed. 

;  ;     :.      tiungby  Lottie  ^lniiett»  jj        •; 

To  help  one  along  I  do  all  I  ean. 

And  all  should  assist  with  tbeir  mights. 
To  say  a  kind  word  or  do  a  good  deed, 

I.<  one  of  ilie  grpAtest  delights. 
If  a  man  whoia  poor  approaches  my  door, 

I  don'i  turn  on  him  with  •  frown, 
Hut  I  give  him  my  mite,  for  aurely  'tia  right, 

If  we  re  up  to  assist  those  who're  duwn. 

Chobt)&  ^ 
And  thus  I  go  on, 
,     With  the  world's  bnsy  throng, 
.;  I  avoid  all  contention  and  ■trJiik 
,    Hut  I  do  all  I  can,  _ .  ,:, 

To  aid  each  j>oor  man. 
Mounting  upward  the  ladder  of  Hb. 

Every  day  in  thia  town  of  wealth  and  renown. 
We  can  see  hundrsde  hungry  tot  bread. 

And  perhaps  if 'twere  known  there  ars  others  at  home 
Depending  on  them  to  be  fed, 

L,  1.1.         ft.  ,«.  . 


Oh  !  thai  Mammon  would  torn  from  hie 


learn. 


plearare  to 
Of  their  suffering  and  aid  their  diatraee. 
How  msny  would  pray  for  hia  weel  night  and  day. 
And  the  giver  would  always  be  Meesed.     Oho. 
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Lardy  Dah  !  or,  the  City  Toff. 

The  great  comic  Bongr  of  the  day . 

By  E.  V.  Page.  Composed  by  Vincent  Davlee, 

The  music  or  this  song'  can  be  obtained  at  Mrs,  Pauline 

Lleder's  Music  House,   Ko,  «o  Chatham  St,  N.  Y.    Or 

will  be  sent  by  mall,    poet  paid,  to  any  address 

on  receipt  of  price,  so  cts,  is  postage  stamps. 

Let  me  introduce  a  fallah  I  lardy  dali !  lardy  dah  I 

A  fellah's  who's  a  swell, «h I  lardy  dah;  i'.. 

Tho'  limited  his  screw,  yet 

The  week  he  struggles  throuf^h  it. 

For  he  knowa  th«  way  to  do  it,  lardy  dah  I 

lardy  dah  I 
For  he  knows  the  way  to  do  it,  "  the  lardy  dah  1" 

Chobus. 

He  wears  a  penny  flower  in  his  ooat,  lardy  dah  I 

ilnd  a  penny  paper  eollar  round  his  ihroat,  lardy  dah  ! 

In  hit  nand  a  penny  stick, 

In  his  tooth  a  penny  pick, 

ilnd  a  penny  in  his  pocket,  lardy  dah  I 

He  is  aomethin^  in  an  office,  lardy  dah  1  lardy  dah  i 

^nd  he  quite  the  city  toff  i«,  lardy  dah  I; 

lie  cuts  a  swell  so  fine,  ohi 

He  quite  forgets  to  dine,  oh  I 

For  he  B|)end8  his  eaah  with  "  Kibo,** 

hirdydahf  lardy  dah! 
For  he  "  bines  "  his  screws  on  "  &ino  "  lardy  dah  I 

Chorus. 

When  he's  been  ont  oTer  nieht,  ah  ! 

lardy  dah  !  lardy  dah  I 
His  "  lunoheon's  **  Tsry  alight,  ahl  lardy  daiil 
His  Paris  Diamonds  glitter,  i. :  ■'  .;  ^ 

But  the  little  barmaids  titter 
At  his  sausage  and  bis  bitter,  lardy  dah  I 

lardy  dah! 
At  his  sausage,  and  his  bitter,  hirdy  dah ! 
I  Chorus. 

His  shirt  is  very  "  tricky,"  lardy  dah !  lardy  dah  ! 

Ii's  a  pair  of  cuffs  and  dicky,  lardy  dah  1 

His  boots  are  patent  leathsr. 

But  they  never  stand  wet  weather. 

For  they're  paper  glued  together,  lardy  dah  I 

lardy  dah  I 
They  are  paper  glued  together,  lardy  dah  I 

1  --■■'- 

His  elaim  is  "  .^byainnian,"  lardy  dah  I  lardy  dah ! 
Bis  watch  is  a  half  a  guinea  *un,  lardy  dah! 

krdydahn 
And  if  hair  oil  were  aboliihed. 
This  swell  would  be  demolished. 
For  his  hat  would  not  be  polished,  lamy  dah ! 

lardy  dah ! 
For  his  hat  would  not  be  polished,  lardy  dah  I 

Chorus. 


.:]   ;-       The  Petticoat  Brigado. 
■^  '  Marching    Sono. 

Sung  with  great  success  by  Mis  Emma  Rloe, 

Words  and  Music  by  Ned  Straight. 
Author  of  No  Work,  Open  up  dem  Doors,  Breathing 
I  Sweet  Words  at  the  Gate,  etc,  etc. 
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AH  rights  reserved. 
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Have  youheanl  about  the  new  tum-ctit, 

With  bayonets  bristling  bright, 
.411  t'le  boy3  are  dead  eone  on  it, 

,4ti'l  of  course  we  lliink  they're  right.    \ 
And  Nve'll  show  them  by  our  iaotica. 

That  we're  n'^t  a  bit  atraid, 
When  we  mark  time,  mareh,  ;   ■.•■    ,' '.'  ' 

With  ih-;  j)eitiooat  brigade.     •;/:.'.... 

Chokob. 

Then  we  will  inaroh  away 

U  lien  the  drum  does  beat,  pom,  pom« 
Aud  we'll  piteli  into  the  enemy 

\^  ho  may  our  bomea  mvade. 


And  we  will  fight  until  our  foes  retreat,  pom,  pom, 
For  we  are  a  plueky  regiment,  , 

From  the  petlieoat  brigade. 

When  we're  on  review,  webidaw* 

To  flirting  and  all  suoh  ian. 
We  attend  nght  to  our  duty, 

While  we're  shouldering  the  eon,        it- 
For  we've  got  a  strict  commander,         .■;:.'"■; 

When  we're  out  up>on  parade,  ;..->•;  .>\;' 

And  we  mark  time  maroh,  .  .':i!    .-' 

With  the  petticoat  brigade.  Chorus. 


When  there  was  a  fearful  fight. 

For  MeGuinness  swore  the  whisky  waa  all  walut 
All  around  'twaa  ham!  U>  hnnd. 

And  they  nearly  killed  the  band. 
When  in  sienped  thefsmoaF  boxer  Mike  MeCartky. 

He  swore  by  the  |>owers  above. 
That  he'd  just  put  on  the  glavea. 

And  dear  out  every  sucker  in  the  party. 

Ckorui. 


A  Little  More  Faith  In  Jena. 

JCBILKE    SOMO. 


,9 

/ 


Whenever  we  meet  you  here,  we  say, 

A  little  more  faith  iu  Jesus, 
Pray,  what's  ttie  order  of  the  day  tr     ^::^^:- . 

A  little  more  faith  in  Jesus.  -vv  '..° 

CBoauB.  .-:'". 

All  I  want,  all  I  want. 

All  I  want  is  a  little  more  laith  in  Jesai.g 

I  tell  you  now  as  I  told  you  before, 

A  laile  more  faith  in  Jesus, 
To  the  promised  land  I  m  bound  to  go. 

A  little  more  faith  in  Jesus.  ^Chorus, 

Oh!  hallelujah  to  the  Lamb, 

A  little  more  faith  in  Jesus, 
The  Lord  is  on  the  giving  hand, 

A  little  more  faith  in  Jesus. 


I  do  believe  without  a  doubt,  ;      ' 

A  little  more  faith  in  Jesus, 

That  Christians  have  a  right  to  shout, 
A  little  more  faith  in  Jesus. 

Shout,  you  children,  shout,  you're  free, 

A  litUemore  faith  in  Jesus, 
For  Christ  bos  bought  this  liberty, 

A  little  more  faith  in  Jesus. 


Cberus. 


Ceorus. 


Chorus. 


Widow  Clancy's  Party. 

By  Jim  CTNett  A  Jock  Oonroy 

Copyright  1680,  and  jnib  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 

All  nghta  reserved. 
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How  are  yous  one  and  all,  '■■  '  .^;^, 

Sure  we  thot'  we'd  make  a  call. 
And  tell  you  all  about  the  widow's  party,       .:: 

'  I'waa  at  Paytbogoras  Hall,  ■,  . '  / .' 

We  gave  a  break-down  ball,  '• 

And  invited  all  the  young  folks  fay  and  hearty, 
There  was  handsome  Paddy  Oraee, 

Sure  he's  now  on  the  poiioe. 
He  was  put  there  by  a  politieal  parlj.   r 

He  same  from  Coonty  Cork,  -■-  ^.''   .. 

To  the  Citv  of  New  York. 

He  joked  and  sang  and  made  us  all  feel  hearty. 


Cbobus. 


i.:*:' 


Ah !  the  eharming  Widow  Clanoy, 

$he  was  any  man's  fiioey. 
She  was  a  fluent  talker,  and  a  rattling 

six-day  walker, 

Aad  a  Venus  is  the  ehsmiing  Widow  Claney. 

McGinn  sang  Pin^a-fore, 

Till  his  throat  waa  very  sors. 
And  ■•  Little  Dudean  "  sang  by  Smhh  so  sweetly, 

Crosby  sang  a  little  ditty. 
The  girit  sU  sailed  htm  witty, 

And  MeOuffin  done  an  Irish  Jig  so  neatly. 
Flynn  sans,  "  Daneiog  on  the  greea  " 

Also  "  She's  a  iaire  queen." 
Flood  sang  '*  Hold  the  fort  for  we're  the 

strongest  party," 

And  Unrphy  and  Tim  Lang, 
Done  the  Lae»-a-wa»-na  Gang, 

DowB  at  the  eharming  Widow  Clancy's  Party. 

Chorus. 

As  it  was  growing  late, 

Son  we  tho't  waa  timA  to  ate, 
Ws  went  in  two  by  two's  down  to  the  sapper, 

We  were  hardly  seatsd  right. 


The  Gaa-Honse  Bells  are  Einging. 

By  Tommy  Tucker.  Air;   Marriage  Bells. 

Sung  by  the  CeltttFoHr. 

The  gas  house  bells  are  ringing, 

They  toll  each  mom  at  six. 
To  work  we  all  go  singing, 

Ut  four  old  gas-hou«e  mieks. 
Our  labor  it  is  very  hard. 

We  tell  jou  its  no  joke, 
To  lake  a  barrow  through  the  yard, 

A  wheeling  out  the  enioke,  the  smoke, 
Oh  !  the  gas  honse  bells  are  ringing, 

They  toll  each  morn  at  six. 
To  work  We  all  go  singing. 

We're  the  four  old  gas  house  mieks. 
CnoRrs. 
While  we're  here,  jost  waleli  ns  all,  [eym.) 

Do  a  double  shuffle  and  make  a  funoy  fcll.  fayn] 
Oh  I  the  gas-house  bells  are  ringing. 
They  toll  eaeh  morning  at  six. 
To  work  we  all  go  singing. 
We're  the  four  oJd  gas-house  raicks. 

Now  when  the  gas  eseapea,  boyi, 

Or  if  it  should  get  ripe. 
We  have  to  droo  our  barrows. 

And  erawl  right  through  the  pipe. 
And  when  we  get  our  weekly  stain  p«. 

Upon  a  Saturday  night. 
Bad  whiskey  gives  as  ail  the  eramps, 

^nd  you  should  see  us  fight,  w«  fight. 
Oh  I  the  gas-house  bells  are  ringiog. 

They  toll  eaeh  morn  at  six, 
To  work  we  all  go  ringing. 

We're  the  four  old  gas-house  mieks.      Choras 


My  Home  by  the  Beep  EolliBg  Bea. 

Words  by  Dr.  Theo  D.  C.  MlUer.    Music  by  W.  W.  Bentasy, 

Copyright  ISM,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 

All  rights  reserved. 

The  Mutle  of  this  song  is  published  In  elegiot  lUJuw 
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Come,  oh !  come  to  mv  home  by  the  deep  rolling  am. 

Where  the  fairest  oM>earls  strew  the  snore, 
ilnd  the  tides  ebb  sad  flow  in  their  beauty  and  pridl^ 

While  I  wait  for  my  bonaie  Lenore. 
Then,  oh  I  eome  to  me,  on  the  sands  of  the  sea. 

Where  the  musio  of  waves  thrill  the  soul, 
I  have  built  ihe  a  home  where  the  foam  eaps  may  eeiasv 

And  the  tempests  grow  fiieree  round  my  goal. 
OHoars. 
Win  yon  eome  to  my  home  t^  the  dssp  nlUw  sea, 
Whsrs  the  fairest  of  shells  strew  the  short, 
1  have  built  me  a  home,  where  the  foam  sap*  may  ooos 
Will  you  eome  to  my  home  by  the  ' 


Coma,  oh !  eome  to  my  home  by  the  deep  roOiBg 

Where  the  sunnhine  of  lif«  is  so  fair, 
J.nd  the  waves  thivb  with  pain,  then  as  ealmas 

^  ,,  ^  the  heart, 

That  would  win  thee  such  true  love  to  share. 
Then  oomeat  the  dawn  of  the  morning  »o  bright. 

Or  iriten  suobsams  grow  dim  in  tb«  west. 
When  the  swsetstraiMars  beard,  a«  old  ooean  isstimd 

By  the  tempest  grewn  fierce  on  iu  biwtit.     Cbo. 

Come,  oh  !  come  to  my  home  by  the  de^p  rolling  sea ; 

Where  the  plessorse  of  life  may  be  fennd  ; 
We  wiU^iek  np  the  shells  whieh  are  strewn  on 

the  sliors, 

And  iss'll  baths  in  lbs  wstss  daaoinc^  round. 
V.''e'll  speak  words  of  love  oo  the  sands  of  the  sis, 

And  my  boms  shaD  bs  thins  svermon, 
WliM  ohl  oeean  is  stirred  and  sweet  mneie  is  licnnl 

lij  tbs  happy  onss  dovn  on  ths  sbon.    Oboras. 
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Willow  Claiicy'u  Parly "  '•  40 

When  If  oOain«a8  0«t8  the  Job     •'  •■  40 

I'll  KaJMt  (be  Boy  DenniB,  or 

uu  Niiiue  at  all. 

Kerrigan  4  McCarthy  40 

Cftsey'B  BnUI^t  N.ght..        '•  "  40 

The  Day  I  Took  My  Pe>,'  to  dney  late. . "  40 

Mary  Ann  O'Honlalian  Dowrt "  40 

Oire  an  Honest  Iriab  L4t«l  a  Clianoe  ....**  40 

MARCHING  SUNGa 

The  Irish  Volnnleen ..  Yonnker  40 

The  Petticoot  Brigade .  Straight  40 

Sons  of  Eriu'a  hie  Murphy  40 

NEGRO  SONOS  AND  DANCEH. 

I'm  Joit  Turned  Sixty-Three Straight  40 

SWELL  SONGS. 

Denoed  Go6d  Fellnh  Straight  40 

QUICKSTEPS  AND  MARCHES. 

TnrkiHh  Patrol  Qnickstep Freeman  60 

The  Petticoot  BriK«<le  March "     '•     40 

The  Irish  Volmit«-fir8  March "     '•     40 

MidshipmitcH  March '•     '•    40 

LATEST  LANCIERS. 

American  Lnnciera ••  "  60 

English  Laiicicrs "  "  60 

Irish  Lanciera •'  "  60 

Scotah  Lnnciera ••  "  90 

Sen  Cadet  Ltinciera "  "  60 

NEGRO  WALK  AROUXDS. 
Oid  Times  Roxy,  or  Trouble 

in  de  Kitchen Straight  40 

POPULAR  WALl^ES. 

No  Work  Waltz Yonnker  40 

Tlie  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet  Waltz Pratt  40 

Invitation  Wnltzes Annie  S.  Shutte  40 

Sweet  Maggie  Gordon  Wi«ltz Freeman  40 

SONGS  AND  DANCES. 

Sweet  Ameiik.iy Yonnker  40 

Little  Roguiah  Eyea O'Reardon  40 

Tlie  Reaiion  why  I  wiia  Elected Straight  40 

Sho'f*  so  Captivating Sargent  40 

When  the  Maguolina  Bloom Speck  40 

WAL  rZ  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet Pratt  40 

Walzinghani  McSweeney, 

the  Gtiy  Caviilier Dockstader  40 

Music  and  Dancing Connolly  40 

ROUSING  NEGRO  MELANGE. 

Open  Up  Dem  Doors Straight  40 

There  ore  noMo  of  the  piecea  of  mnsie  on  thin  list 
which  are  not  guaranteed  by  the  pnbliaber  to  give 
entire  HiitiBfaclioi).  Also,  eacli  and  every  one  has 
either  an  elegant  picture,  lithographed,  or  donble- 
colnred  titlr-page,  and  printed  from  the  b«Ht  en- 
graved mni-ic  plates.  My  music  ia  never  oat  of 
print,  and  can  be  procnrvHl  at  any  mnsic  store  in 
the  U.  S.  But  th«  quickest  and  beet  policy  is  to 
aeod  direct  to  me. 

All  mnaio  not  on  this  list  constanlly  kept  in 
fitock,  and  will  be  sent,  poet-paid,  on  receipt  of 
marked  price.  I  keep  the  publications  of  all  the 
Music  Publiskfrs  in  AmeHca  and  Europe. 

P.  S.-Tr>  Music  Teaohera,  Mnsicians,  Cinba, 
Profesaionala.  etc,  my  terms  are  the  regular  pro- 
fesional  rates.  But  with  a  deeire  to  have  ray  pnb- 
licatious  more  thoroughly  Introduced  to  your  notice, 
also  to  give  you  a  chance  to  re-diapoee  ol  copies 
with  a  profit,  and  to  act  as  my  agents  through  the 
States,  I  will  allow  you  to  make  a  selection  oi  10 
or  more  of  my  pieces,  at  one-half  off  of  the  marked 
prices. 

N.  B. — All  of  the  above  pieces  are  my  own  oopy- 
ri^hts,  and  any  one  infringing  on  the  seme,  will  be 
dealt  with  and  punished  to  the  full  extent  of  the 
law. 

Send  money  in  Registered  Letter  or  Postal  Order, 
in  all  amounts  in  postage  stampa,  hoping  to  be 
favored  with  your  patronnKe  I  remain 

Your  ol>edi«iit  •ervaiil.  "' :  ,    .'.■ 

MU-.  I'.aUI.I.NK  LIKDKU 

60  eflATilAM  FTOEF.T.  T7.  Y. 
And  49  .\tUulio  Avenue,    iiruuklyn. 


MUSIC? 

FROM  MBS.  PAILINE  LIEDEB'S 

COLLECTION 

Of  Popular 
COPYRIGHTED  COMPOSITIONS. 

C  V  .^    '    ■      ST  FATOBITK  AirrHOBB. 

Whleb  13  the  Finest  CollecUoQ  of  Sheet  Muslo 
Ever  PttbUshed. 


SENTIMENTAL  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

Angel  Mother  Watch  for  me Pratt  40 

Lay  my  Head  Beneath  a  Rose Straight,  40 

No  Work *'    "    40 

Breathing  Sweet  Words  at  the  Gate...     "     "    40 
Yon  Were  False,  but  I'll  Forgive  You..     "    ••    40 

Penniless  and  Poor Yonnker  40 

The  Old  Bench  Near  the  Mill  Speck  40 

The  Rosebnd  in  Your  Hair Skelly  40 

When  th(3  Flowers  are  Dreaming "  "    40 

Baby  Died  One  Year  Ago  To-Day . .  .O'Reardon  40 

My  Home  by  the  Deep  Rolling  Sea Bentley  40 

Throwing  Pebbles  in  the  Stream "  "    40 

Wake  Bonnie  Bessie "  *'    40 

Joys  of  Biy  Childhood "  "    40 

The  Old  Ku  ned  Mill "  •'    40 

We  are  Growing  Old  Together "  •'    40 

Down  on  Coney  Island  Beach "  "    40 

The  Old  Willow  Chair ""    40 

Take  Me  in  Yotu  Arms,  Mama •*  **     40 

Grandfather's  Cane "  ••    40 

Winnie  Willie ' ""    40 

Hunting  Four  Leat  Clover "  "    40 


Erin's Qceeu  Isle. 
Farewell  to  Ireland . 


.Murphy  40 
"  "      40 


STANDARD  MOTTO  SONGS. 

Luck  Lavs  Over  Brain Straight  40 

The  Tickint;  of  the  Cleck "  "    40 

AStilchinTimeSavesiiino ""    40 

Take  Things  as  They  Come "  "     40 

BALLADS. 

A  Little  Place  Within  thy  Heart.  J.  R.  Thomas  40 

So  Weary  and  &id  To-mxht Counolly  40 

B«antifnl  Songs  Unsung Vandercook  40 

The  Lost  Jewel BInnt  40 

The  Messenger  Bird Straight  40 

COMIC  BUETTS. 

MoCartbv's  Boanling  Hense Powers  40 

MaryAiftKehoe "     "    40 

POPULAR  NE«RO  SONOS. 

Silver  BAls  are  Ringing  Away  up  ; 

in  de  sky . .  Yonnker  40 
Take  Me  Back  t<'  My  Dear  Old  South- 
ern Home,  So:  g  with  Echo  Chorus.     Speck  40 

Times  of  Long  Ago Straight  40 

Waiting  for  de  Setting  ob  de  Snn ••     "     40 

The  Golden  Chariot "    *•    40 

Settle  Dat  Bill "    '•    40 

Down  by  de  liainbow "    "     40 

I'se  Uncle  Pcmpey  Still "    "    40 

Hftb  Your  Ladders  Ready "    "    40 

SERIO-COMIC  SONGS. 

I  Couldn't  Help  it  Ma Connolly  40 

Do  it  haam Straight  40 

Sweet  Maggie  Gordon "    '•    40 

Yon  Shouldn't  Notice  It "    "     10 

Kitty  MoNWh ••    •'    40 

Romping  Irish  Laas « •    "     10 

COMIC  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

New  Year's  Day P.iw.  it,  4t» 

The  Night  I  L'-iinied  to  ;  wiiu    "  '•     40 

MiokevPhihritv Straight    40 

High  NVater  rants O'Neil  &  Conroy  40 

i^iSmSmSmimmmmimmmimSm 


SWEET  MAGGIE 
GORDON,, 

THE  MOST  POPUI.AR 

SONG 

IN    AMERICA. 

It  has  ov«r-reaobed  the  expectations  of  the  pub- 
lisher MRS.  PAUUNE  LIEDEU.  having  for  th« 
•liort  time  it  has  keen  before  the  publie,  sold  over 
5,000  copies.  It  ia  easy  taking,  and  ia  being  aunf; 
throughout  the  country  by  all  the  Leading  Minalrel 
Bands. 

Price  of  Words  and  Muiio  80  cents. 

SPECIAL  OFFER  to  Profe».ionals,  Amateur*, 
Ae.,  Having  been  forced  by  the  cieat  demand  for 
Orchestra  ParU  of  SWEET  MAGGIE  GORDON, 
I  have  published  the  same,  and  will  send  both 
Wurds  and  Musio.  and  also  the  Orchestra  Parti  to 
same,  on  receipt  of  60cts,  to  any  address,  poat  paid. 

LATEST  PUBUC ATI0N8.  . 

You  are  falae  but  I II  forgive  you. 
When  MoGuinnest  get*  a  Job.  -.'' 

Jligh  Water  PanU.  I       '-■  /'J:'' 

I'll  Name  tlie  lioy  Dennis,  or; 

no  Name  at  all. 
Caeey'sBall  Laat  Night.     . :        I    .  .  , 
Sweet  Maggie  Oordan  — Walls.     Freeman. 
Sweetest  of  the  Sweet — Song  and  Walts. 
Widow  Claney's  Parly.         •  v|.  , 

40  cents  each,  or,  any  three  fur  One  Dollar,] 
sent  to  any  address  poat  paid,  on  reeeipt  of  price. 


•The  Chinaman  Most  Go.     . 

Sung-  by  Frank  Lum,  the  great  motto  and  topical 
ToeaUBt,  and  respectfully  decUcated  to  Mr.  H- 
.    Pettfbone  of  Chicago. 

The  Chinamen  muat  leave  our  shore, 

If  we  again  would  eee  :  ■    T'' 

I  b*-  tinnes  we  had  in  days  of  yore, 

When  our  fair  land  was  free. 
From  Chinese  slaves  who  soun  will  cause 

Opprevaiona  blight  t"  fall 
On  those  who  now  are  making  laws,     ■ 

Ab  well  as  on  us  all.        .  r- 

Cboktts. 

We  all  are  lovers  of  our  home,  ;     >'; 

And  dread  its  future  fate. 
If  Chinamen  are  still  to  come    ■    .J..- 
■'To  this  our  golden  state. 

We  warn  you  all,  our  brothers  dear, 

In  every  eastern  stale,  -. 

The  time  is  drawing  very  near. 

When  you  must  share  our  fate. 
Unless  you  boldly  take  the  stand. 

Which  we  now  oeonpy. 
Oppression  threatens  fireedom'e  land, 

For  which  we  all  would  die.  Chon 

Then  spread  the  banner  of  the  free. 

Our  own  red  white  and  bliif. 
Let  one  an<l  all  from  sea  to  sea. 

Unto  the  cause  b«  true. 
Oppression  stares  us  in  the  faee, 

'  I  is  lime  to  strike  the  blow, 
'^11  nilly  frpriiien  brave  and  true. 

The  ObmawMi  must  go.  Cbo 
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The  Lost  Inheritance. 


CO.NTINCKP. 


**  I  AonH  not  tliink  »o,  "  and  lli«  lMten«r*8  aente 
Mr  iiiDeied  ht  detected  •  quiver  in  (he  low  acoenls. 
"  MiM  Biddleoomb  baa  many  Dearer  friends  than 
niyaelt" 

"  That  may  be,  but  Mr.  Hepburn  might  like  you 
to  form  one.  Yoa  are  aaoli  friend*  I  Indeed,  do 
yon  know  my  dear,  when  he  first  came,  we  all 
pat  bim  down  to  yon  >Ve  did  really.  We  thought 
it  would  be  a  match." 
The  listener'!  nails  pierced  his  palms  with  fary. 
"  I  am  sure  I  am  very  much  oblifred  to  Westerin  " 
— and  DOW  the  girls  voice  waa  oold  and  haughty — 
'  fvr  troubling  itaelf  about  my  future.  Yon  see, 
like  most  other  of  \U  gossip,  upon  what  a  frail 
fuundation  it  depends." 

"Ah!"  responded  the  yisitor,  eTidenUy  taken 
aback.  "  Well,  I  suppose  there  wasn't  foundation 
in  this  ease,  fur  be  is  certainly  engaged  to  the 
heiress.  'I'hat  reminds  ine  1  must  be  moving,  dear, 
fur  I  have  to  call  at  Caruyston,  to  see  bow  that  dear 
Mr.  Biddleoomb  is." 

Richard  Hepbaro  heard  the  lady  rise.  He  did 
not  move.  He  intended  to  wait  and  see  ^lice,  to 
confess  he  had  played  eavesdropper,  and  to  own  to 
her  at  least,  there  waa  do  tratn  in  what  she  hod 
been  told. 

Impatiently  he  listened  to  the  polite  adieux.  He 
heard  Alice  Waldeo  ring  the  bell  fur  tlie  guest  to 
be  shown  out ;  be  heard  the  room  door  close.  A 
moment  he  waited,  till,  sure  the  visitor  on  no  pre- 
text would  return,  tiien  stepped  iuto  the  apart- 
ment. 

A  erf  burst  from  his  lips,  for  he  beheld  (he 
young  girl  extended  iusensible  upon  the  carpet. 

"  Heaven  !"  be  ejaculated,  half  in  bitter  blame, 
yet  conscious  of  an  ecstasy  he  could  not  conquer, 
as,  running  forward,  he  raised  her  in  bis  arms. 
"  What  have  1  done  ?  miserable  wretch  that  I  am, 
can  it  be  that  I  have  won  iier  affection  f  AUce, 
.^lice,  apeak — can  it  be  that  you  love  me  V 

At  that  moment  the  girls  eyes  opened,  and,  with 
a  vague  bewildered  expression,  encountered  his 
bendmg  over  ber. 


CHAPTER  XIV. 
Tna  xx-rsuKCH  adopts  a  bold  plav. 


As  Doctor  Abercorn  bad  predicted,  tbeex-nsurer 
was  speedily  to  outward  appearance,  himself  again. 
Had  his  mind  been  at  ease,  he  probably  might 
lunger  have  enjoyed  the  pleasant  idleness  of  con- 
viilvscence.  liut  (i)is  was  not  so.  An  enemy  wav 
at  his  gates,  and  he  felt  be  must  be  up  and  doing, 
to,  if  posaible,  out-manoeuvre  and  checkmate  him. 

Doctor  Abereom  bad  recommended  perfect  rest, 
and  nothing  that  eonkl  at  all  (xeite  the  brain.  Ihe 
ex-usurer  waa  not  in  a  poailion  to  carry  out  the 
advice.  He  had  every  letter  brought  him,  andwae 
restlessly  impatient  for  their  arrival. 

While  be  laid  belpleasly  there,  bow  could  he  tell 
wliat  the  clerk  was  doing?  At  to  yielding  to  his 
extortionate  demand,  Joaiah  biddleoomb  mentally 
vowed  he  would  not  if  any  other  course  were  only 
left  open  to  him. 

The  news  that  Sir  Richard  Can  'a  sop  was  nlive 
liad  been  a  shock.  He  bad  refused  to  believe  it, 
and,  even  after  calmer  reason,  still  did  so. 

He  argued  that  were  he  alive,  he,  the  ex-usurer, 
must  have  heard,  withont  they  had  gone  abroad, 
perhaps  changed  their  name. 

"  The  intelTigenoe  would  have  been  alartling," 
muttered  the  sick  man,  as  be  laid  on  a  couch  in  the 
library,  "if  he  had  told  me  that  old  Sir.Richanl 
nas  alive.  What,  in  Heaven's  name,  ooiild  have 
become  of  him  V' 

'1  be  day  following  Biehard  Hepburn's  interview 
wlih  Maria  Daggett,  a  letter  was  brought  to  Josiah 
biddlecomb  by  a  footman.  It  bad  been  Ut  by 
hand  at  the  lodge-keeper's. 

It  waa  over  twenty  years  since  the  ex-u»urer  had 
seen  the  writing,  but  be  recognised  it. 

"At  last!"  he  muttered.  "I  thought  be 
wouldn't  be  long  qniet." 

Tearing  off  the  envelope,  be  read  the  few  lines 
they  enclosed,  which  ran  thus,  liavijig  no  oom- 
meiicing  naoM,  nor  signatur 


"  I  must  have  your  decision  at  onee,  haTinjf  boai- 
ness  in  London,  which  compels  me  to  leave  Heatham 
iiiunediately.  '  Beating  about  the  busli  is  only  waste 
of  precious  time.  It  must  be  a  deoidad  '  Yea,'  or 
*iSu.'  I  have  shown  you  my  cards.  Tou  know  their 
power  as  well  as  I  do.  If  you  refuse,  it's  uiy  game 
to  play  them.  Li  less  than  twenty-four  hours,  I* 
repeat,  I  can  put  my  haad  on  '  the  boy,'  who, 
perhaps  it  is  as  well  to  tell  you,  is  secretly  moving 
heaven  and  earth  (o  dear  up  the  mystery  of  the 
entail  and  bis  fatBera  death.  A  meaaenger  will 
call  in  an  hour  at  the  lodge  for  an  answer.  If  it's 
a  negative,  you  better  prepare  to  pack  «p  yonr 
personal  property  for  a  removal," 

The  ex-usurer  thrust  the  letter  back  in  the  en- 
velope, and  placed  it  on  ({je  table  by  bis  side,  as  he 
broke  into  a  contemptuous  laugh. 

"  It  is  all  a  confounded  talsebood,  and  this  proves 
it,"  he  reflected.  "  If  Timothy  Brindley  knew 
yonng  Parr  was  at  work  to  solve  the  mystery  re- 
specting his  father,  be  would  have  mentioaed  it  at 
our  intervitw.  U'd  never  have  passed  over  so  im- 
portant a  card." 

Sitting  up,  and  taking  pen,  ink,  and  paper,  he 
wrote  ;— 

"  Too  ill  to  attend  to  anything,  or  to  see  you  to- 
day.    Perhaps  to-morrow." 

Enclosing  this,  he  merely  wrote  on  the  envelope, 
"  To  be  called  for,"  Then  ringing  for  a  footman, 
despatched  it  to  Uie  lodge. 

"Tliat  will  necessitate  delay,"  he  pondered. 
"  Before  morning  I  may  hear  from  London." 

He  had  scarcely  resumed  his  place  on  the  couch 
when  there  was  a  gentle  tap  at  ihe  door. 

In  reply  to  hia  call  to  "  come  in  !"  Maria  Daggett 
entered. 

She  earried  a  tray,  on  which  were  a  basin  of 
chicken  broth,  and  slender  strips  of  lightly  browned 
toast. 

"It  is  your  luncheon,  sir,"  she  remarked,  ad- 
vancing. "  You  said  yesterday  that  you  like  me  to 
bring  it  to  you  beat." 

Josiab  Biddlecomb  had,  upon  herentrauce,  cast 
a  sharp,  scrutinizing  glance  at  her,  as,  ever  since 
bis  seizure  was  hia  custom.  It  seemed  as  if  bj  were 
desirous  to  take  her  off  her  guard,  and  betray  ber 
into  the  revelation  of  some  secret. 

Were  It  so,  Maria  Daggett  was  not  to  be  so 
trapped.  The  gray  eyes  met  his  frankly  and  wiili 
a  smile. 

"¥ea  my  dear  child,**  responded  tlie  ex-usurer, 
who  also  had  become  almost  affectionate  to  the 
companion.  "  Men  are  sueh  clumsy  brutes  and  you 
are  so  good  and  trustworthy  a  nurse." 

As  Maria  Daggett  rested  the  tray  upon  the 
table  her  eyes  fell  on  that  one  particular  letter 

With  difficulty  could  she  conceal  the  start  it 
caused  it. 

She  instantly  recognised  her  brother's  writing, 
and  waa  aware  it  bad  been  that  morning  delivered. 

What  bad  he  said  in  it? 

She  would  have  given  worlds  to  ascertain. 

Nay,  she  resolved  she  would. 

Ostensibly  to  make  rooaa  for  the  tray,  she  brashed 
it  back  wiih  several  oilier  letters. 

But  Josiah  Biddlecomb  was  loo  quick.  Leaaing 
fisrward,  he  caught  it  up,  and  thrust  it  in  a  poeket 
of  his  dressing-gown. 

"I  beg  your  pardon,"  remarked  Maria  Daggett, 
apolugelically. 

"  It's  noUiing,  my  dear  ;  only  a  letter  from  my 
steward.     Pass  me  the  toast." 

His  steward  !  Bah !  The  latter,  then,  was  im- 
portant. Uuw  poesibiy  aoald  eke  discover  its  con- 
tents? To  her  it  might  be  of  the  moat  vital  ira- 
])or(anee. 

Her  mind  was  racked  to  discover  some  means  as 
she  slood  aside  while  tlie  convalescent  slowlv  touk 
bis  broth:  If  ha  bad  only  left  it9n  the  table,  she 
might  have  g()t  it  for  a  few  minutes  in  her  posses- 
aioa,  but  bow  possibly  could  she  abatract  it  from 
his  pocket  T 

Sne  was  yet  pondering  over  the  difficulty,  when 
Josiah  Biddlecomb  himself  solved  it. 

Pushing  back  the  tray,  and  wiping  kis  month 
with  the  serviette,  he  said,  "  I'bere,  ihat's  done ! 
Now,  my  dear,  give  me  my  medicine,  and  perhaps 
I  may  take  a  dm." 

Hu  madieine ! 


Haria  Daggett's  countenance  brightened  at  tba 
word. 

Doctor  ilbeioorn  had  socretly  left  her  in  oharge 
an  opiate.  Secretly,  f  r  the  patient  himself  bad 
abowna  marked  disinclination,  almost  amounting  to 
a  refusal,  to  take  them. 

With  the  bottle  he  had  given  instruction*  (hat 
whenever  the  ex-us«rer  sct-med  restless  or  excited,  a 
few  dropa  ahould  be  iatrwduced  in  his  ordinary 
medicine. 

He  always  slept  after  laucheon.  This  would  only 
render  his  slumber  heavier. 

Moving  to  the  side-table,  whereon  staod  th« 
bottles,  she  poured  out  the  customary  draught,  and 
added  the  opiate.  It  was  tasteless,  and  Josiah 
Biddlecomb  arank  it  ia  all  innooeooe.  Then  (be 
eompanion,  taking  the  tray,  reUrod. 

For  half  au  hour  she  waited  in  ber  own  room 
before  once  more  she  descended  to  the  library.  As 
abe  passed  one  of  the  large  oriel  hall  windowa,  she 
perceived  the  heiress  seated  witli  her  cousin  under  a 
tree  in  a  dislaifl  pari  of  the  grounds.  If  she  eonid 
effect  her  purpose  qaickly,  there  would  be  ne  fear 
of  interruptioa. 

Having  reccved  no  reply  to  her  tap,  she  cautiously 
opened  the  d€or.  and  looked  in.  Josiab  Biddle- 
comb laid  on  his  back,  breathiog  regularly  and  hea* 
vily. 

Closing  the  door,  she  stole  forward  on  tip-toa. 
Reaching  the  couch,  she  kneeled  down,  and,  her 
eyes  fixed  on  (he  eld  man's  oounteoance  to  oatch 
the  slightest  sign  of  wakeniag,  a*  deftly  as  if  abe 
had  practised  the  light  fingered  science,  drew  the 
letter  from  its  hiding-plaee. 

A  moment  after  she  was  persuing  it  with  avidty.  . 
As  she  did  so  her  hands  clcncLed,  her  lips  became  ' 
pale  with  fury. 

"The  villain  !"  she  murmured  on  its conclorioB.^ 
•<He  is  phiyiug  me  false— he  is  deceiving  me  t  Atf 
his  peril  shall  he  !    Like  Samson,   he  may  bring 
only  ruin  on  big  owu  wretched  head  1" 

No  later  than  that  moruing  hbe  had  reoeiTed  a 
communication  from  her  brother,  vaguely  enough 
worded,  so  that  it  could  be  no  evidence  against  him, 
but  clear  enough  to  one  having  the  clue  to  show 
that  be  approved  of  her  plan,  decided  to  join  har, 
and  would  speedily  make  an  apfwiutment  to  talk 
over  and  arrange  matters. 

(This  he  had  written  at  the  very  moment  he  was 
making  terms  with  Joeiuh  Biddleoomb— thmtning 
to  denounce  the  latter— to,  at  his  owu  risk,  go  over  .,* 
and  make  a  fnll  confession  to  the  enamy.  Wen  be  ' 
to  do  so,   where,    then,   would  be  her  hold  0T«r 
Hepburn  ?    Gone  !  gone  for  ever  ! 

tihe  was  trembling  with  a  rage  she  oooldfcatoely 
control. 

Her  white  lipe  moved,  pronouncing  bitter  words 
of  revenge,  when  she  was  startled  back  into  a  oon- 
Bcionsnsss  of  tbo  present  b^  a  slight  move  of  the 
man  beside  her.  She  must  not  be  iband  there,  yet 
the  letter  must  be  restored. 

Pausing,  to  her  relief,  she  found  the  6k-asnrer 
had  lapsed  agaia  kito  sluulMr.  Rapidly,  then. 
reaching  a  piece  ct  paper,  she  peooiled  a  copy  of 
the  convict's  commBBioatton.  She  would  have 
given  worlds'to  have  kept  the  original,  but  dand 
not. 

Her  task  oomplekd,  she  replaeed  the  letter  in  the 
dressing-gowu  pocket,  and  quietly  quitting  the 
room,  hastened  to  her  own,  to  coDsider  what  step 
she  must  now  take. 

An  horn  latter,  when  Josiah  Biddlecomb  awokfly 
he  found  a  letter,  bearing  the  London  poat-mark 
and  the  words  "  Private  and  immediate. ''ukd  beea 
placed  by  his  side  as  he  slept. 

The  Tery  fact  of  the  epigraphy  hrfng  atnuige 
made  him  believe  it  was  the  oae  he  had  beta  ex- 
pecting with  snob  feverish  impatience— namely,  an 
answer  from  ThooiaR  Jacknaao. 
Would  he  or  would  bo  not  undertake  the  case  ? 
With  a  gaze  that  was  aendered  iudistinoC  bom 
its  eagerness  the  ex-usurer  read.  His  eyea  «m«»fil 
as  he  did  so  with  amaae  and  terror.      AbropUy 

leaping  to  hia  feet,  be  oiasped  his  hands  lo  hiabsad 

as  be  almost  shrieked,    "  Great  Heaven,    tbeoitto 

true !  And  be  is  here— hese,  under  this  very  raof?" 
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1.  Dar's  trou  -  ble      in 

2.  De     ban  -  jo      he 

3.  We'll  hoe    de    corn 
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Dat  ban  -  jo  Bounds  be-witch-ing,     Ah,  ha! 


Ah,    ha!        To 
De  gals  dar  heels  am  kicic  -  In,      Ah,  ha!         Ah,    ha!      Some 
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dance   wo    now  must  pitch    in,       Oh,     ho!  Ah,    ha! 

bo  •  dy   stole     a     chick -on.      Oh,     ho!         Ah,    ha!         For    old    times     Box  -  y        has   just  oome  back      a  -  gain;      Old 
trou  -  bie    will     wo     bor  -  row,     Oh,     ho!         Ah,    ha! 
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Box  -  y,        old    Rox  -  y,     When  he  plays    up  -  on      de     fld  -  die,      Old    Box  -  y,       old    Box  -  y,     Well  chas  -  sey  down  dc 
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mid -die.       For  old    times    Box-y       has  just  come  back  a- £^;     Old  Box -y,     old  Box -y     has  just  come  home  a-paiu. 
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The  Hop's  a  Success.        ^    '''■ 

COHIC    SONO. 

Per  Sheehan  &  Jones,  By  tho  RaoklBs. 

Vuslc  pnbUatied,  and  copyrlgrbt,  1S90,  by  K.  H.  nardtn^. 

Tlie  Music  oniils  or    any  other  song,  krpr  conatantly 

on  hand,  and  will  ^»•  sent  by  tis  to  any  address, 

post  paid,  oa  receipt  or  price,  40  centlk 

:^;-.::. 

Yon  see  we've  got  car  party,  :.^y^\i 

And  you  bet  it'a  mighty  line  ;  '*'--;  ''J-  *; ; 
We're  sociublo  and  quiet, 

And  having  an  elegant  time. 
Now,  Flanagan,  Burnt,  ami  Murphy,  \  ^ 

Hare  been  drinking  pretty  free. 
Bat  if  they  raise  a  whili-cathaw,  .,  • 

They'll  get  the  whilica-tbee. 

,.V'^^    Chorus.  •■."'■.',". ^;''- •"■;.'•,  "'■ 

There's  the  Fagin  girls,  with  their  pretty  carlfl, 
Mias  ilnnie  Slattery,  and  Biddy  Miles, 

Widow  Dunn,  she's  a  son-of-a-guu. 
And  can  danoe  like  the  divil  all  the  whilOi 

Bat  now  we're  getting  happy. 

And  in  our  grand  qnadrilles, 
The  girls  and  boys  will  bLow  to  you. 

How  well  they  can  throw  their  heels. 
Oar  hostess  is  a  darliu'. 

And  now  yon  terriers  all. 
Fill  np  your  bowls  and  drink  success, 


To  old  Mrs.  DriacoU'a  balL 


Choros. 


I  am  Back  Again. 

Words  and  Music  by  Wm.  Carroll, 


I  have  wandered  far  from  my  dear  home. 

Where  we  us^ed  to  plant  the  sngar  cane, 
^nd  when  our  work  in  all  done, 

We  would  get  dancing  on  the  brain  ;     -;    .    . 
I  nsed  to  take  the  banjo  down  and  play, 

Which  hung  upon  the  wall. 
And  right  beneath  the  locust  trees 

We  woald  have  a  fancy  ball. 

Choeus. 

Bat  1  am  home  at  last,  I  am  back  again, 
To  plant  and  work  the  sngnr  cane. 
I  am  home  at  last,  I  am  back  again,         ^    ' 
To  plant  and  work  the  sugar  cane. 

So  now  I  nm  back  to  the  place  I  love. 

And  all  the  folks  are  glad  to  see  me. 
And  the  old  watch  dog  seems  to  know  I'm  home. 

While  he  barka  beneath  the  tree. 
Bat  I'll  never  leave  my  home  again    ~ 

And  the  friends  I  love  so  dear 
I'll  work  the  ficlda  where  the  sugar  cane  grows. 

And  plant  it  every  year.  Chorus. 


^  «»» ^ 


Big  Fat  Li». 

By  Joe  Uart,  sung  by  Allen  and  Ilart; 

If  yon  liaten  to  me  I  will  tell  you  a  atory,   - 

Of  a  charming  ijay  young  girl. 
She  if  a  darling  little  damsel, 

With  eyes  ao  bright  and  teeth  like  p«ar1. 
The  light  of  tlie  sun  in  lier  eyes  ever  dawning. 

Her  hair  is  the  collor  of  a  dollar  spittoon, 
She  is  hoaa  of  the  kitchen  among  the 

pot-wreatleis, 

Anu  iromberl  learned  this  tune. 
CnoRus. 

Tid  da  fol  lol,  tid  da  fa  lol  da  di, 

'fid  da  fa  lol,  ti>l  da  fa  la, 
lid  da  fa  lol,  tid  da  fa  lal. 

Q'id  da  fa  lol,  tid  da  fa  la. 

At  six  o'clock  you  will  find  her  a  moving, 
A  mbbing  and  serubbing  the  posta  and 

tha  irons, 
Tile  haah  ia  already  for  six  in  a  minute, 
There  ia  none  to  compare  with  this  big 

fat  Lize  ; 
if  there  ia  any  man  here  wanta  a  darling. 

Don't  go  out  gazing  nhout  at  the  moon. 

But  go  to  one  hundred  Philgallio  Avenue, 

Yon  will  know  her,  she  ia  alwaya  ainging 

this  tune. 
Choraa 


Some  One  is  Waiting  for  Me> 

Uy  Aurther  FrenciL 

Softly  111*  aunliglit  i»  dying,  ' 

Down  in  thaakies  ofthe  weat^ 
Gently  the  zephyrs  are  sighing,  - 

ringing  liie  fluwers  to  reet. 
Faintly  the  star  Mght  of  heavea     ... 

Siiineao'tr  the  «ot  in  the  I'a,      ":  • 
Where  in  the  huah  of  the  even 

Someone  is  waiting  for  me, 

Chorus. 
.'.  Some  one  ia  waiting  for  ma,     ,.•  ■ 
Cloae  by  tlie  cot  in  the  lea. 
In  the  sweet  hour  of  twilight. 
Some  one  is  waiting  for  me. 

Ever  sweet  memory  lingera 

Bound  that  elyainn  of  earth. 
Fairy  face,  dimpled  fingera. 

Loved  since  tne  day  of  their  birth, 
Gladly  myfoolstepa  will  wander, 

To  that  bright  apot  on  the  lea. 
Where  in  her  neauty  o'er  yonder, 

Some  one  ia  waitmg  for  me.  Choras. 

^  i»i  ^ 

My  Dear  Old  Georgia  Home. 

By  Joe  Hart,  sung  by  Allen  and  Bart, 


I've  eume  back  to  my  dear  old  home, 

The  place  where  I  ever  long  to  stay. 

Where  the  picanniniea  dance  aud  sing 

Aronnd  our  cabin  door. 

Indeed  this  is  to  me  a  happy  day, 

The  mocking  bird  sang  in  the  treea  cloae  by, 

Tliey  aang  unto  me  their  sweeteat  lay, 

Where  my  dear  old  wife  and  I  woald  ait. 

And  while  the  many  happy  hours. 

CnoRcs. 
But  I've  come  back,  yes,  I've  come  back, 
And  no  more  from  here  I'll  roam,  • 

Yes,  I've  come  back  to  live  and  dia^ 
In  my  dear  old  Georgia  home.  '    ^ 

SHI. 

Wlien  maasa  aold  the  old  man  South, 

It  filled  my  poof  heart  with  pain, 

When  he  bid  me  good-bye, 

A  tear  came  to  his  eye. 

For  he  thought  I  would  ne'er  see  him  again, 

But  he  haa  come  back  to  hia  dear  old  wife. 

And  no  more  from  her  he'll  roam, 

Yes  he  has  come  back  to  live  and  die 

In  our  dear  old  Georgia  home.  Chorus. 


My  Little  Treasure.  \. 

By  Joa  Hart,  sung  by  Allen  and  Hart. 

I  once  loved  a  little  girl, 

And  her  teeth  they  were  like  pearl. 

She  was  alwaya  my  heart's  pleaanre,        . 
In  a  ahadv  nook  down  by  a  ahady  brook. 

No  one  knows  there  livea  my  little  treasure. 
Chorus. 

For  her  name  was  Nettie,  (Break.) 

And  with  eyes  so  pretty,  (Break.) 

In  a  shady  nook  down  by  a  running  brook, 
No  one  knows  there  livea  my  little  ireaaure. 

I  met  her  at  her  gate 
And  atoriee  did  relate. 

Which  she  listened  to  with  pleasure. 
Like  two  turtle  dovea  we  then  told|of  our  love. 

In  the  gateway  of  my  little  treasure.     Chorus. 
—  i«i  ^ 

The  old  Willow  Tree  by  the  Spring- 

■'     ByJ.P.8lceUy.  =  ...  V  ,  : 

Come  to  me  darling,  where  lonely  I  wait,  ;  ;  .  \  •'^  ;  -i 

My  heart's  ever  sighing  for  thee ; 
I'm  longing  to  meet  yon  my  sweet  little  Kate, 

And  give  you  a  message  of  glee. 
Vou  know  the  old  spot  where  so  happy  we've  been, 

.<4round  it  sweet  memories  cling ; 
Now  lonely  I  wait  for  my  sweet  little  Kate, 

At  the  old  willow  tree  by  the  spring. 


•^.0  .-..V,.* 


ClIORCB. 


i    Come  to  me  darling  and  gladden  my  lieart, 
r.       The  birds  a  awet-t  welcome  will  sing  ; 
While  lonely  I  wait  for  my  dear  little  Kats^ 
At  the  old  willow  tree  by  the  sprin<'. 

Softly  I'll  whisper  my  love  and  delight,    '■'■■' 

We'll  roam  neatli  the  moons  gentle  ray  : 
Bright  hopes  of  the  future  aball  cheer  us  to-night. 

While  til*  momenta  glide  aweetly  away. 
Oh  !  then  I'll  b«  bleat  wiih  the  light  o»  your  eje. 

To  me  a  life'sjoy  yon  will  bring  ;  j 

.^nd  ere  we  depart,  I  will  give  you  my  heart. 

At  the  old  willow  tree  by  the  spring.        Chorus. 


The  Tramp. 
Aa  Recited  by  Dan  Collyer. 


Lemme  ait  down  a  minute,  a  stone's  got  in  my  shoe, 
Don't  you  commence  your  cussin,'  I  aint 

donenuthin'  to  you. 
Yea,  I'm  a  tramp.     What  of  it  t    Folka  say 

we  ain't  no  good. 
But  tramps  haa  to  live,  I  reckon,  though 

folka  don't  think  we  ahould 
Once  I  was  strong  and  handsome,  had  plenty 

of  cash  and  clothes, 
That  was  afore  I  tippled,  and  gin  got  into  my  nose, 
Down  in  the  Lehigh  Vallev  me  und  my  people  grew, 
I  was  a  blacksmith,  cap 'en— yes,  and  a  good  one,  too ; 
Me  and  my  wife  and  Nelle.     Nellie  was  just  sixteen. 
She  was  the  pootiest  creeter  the  Valley  bad  ever  aeen. 
Beaux  ?     why  she  had  a  dozen— had  'em  from 

near  and  far, 
But  they  were  mostly  farmers — none  of  'em 

suited    her. 
There  was  a  city  stranger— young  handsome,  and  tall, 
Damn  him — I  wish   I    had  him  strangled 

agin  that  wall. 
He  waa  the  man  for  Nellie — slie  didn't  know  no  ill ; 
Mother,  she  tried  to  stop  it,  .but  you  know  a 

young  gal's  «ill. 
Well  it's  the  same  old  story — common  enou<^li, 

you'll  say, 
He  was  a  soft  toneued  devil,  and  got  her  to  run  away. 
More  than  a  month  or  after  we  heard  from  the 

poor  young  (hinij, 
He'd  gone  away  and  left  her  without  a  wedding  ring. 
Back  to  her  home  we  brought  her,  back  to  her 

mother's  side. 
Filled  with  a  raging  fever — she  fell  at  my  f.et 

and  died. 
Frantic  with  shame  and  trouble,  her  mother 

began  to  (ink. 
Dead— in  less  than  a  fortnight — that's  when  I 

took  to  drink. 
Gimme  one  glass,  Curnel,  and  then  I'll  be  on  my  way, 
I'll  tramp  till  I  find  that  scoundrel,  if  it  takes 

till  the  Judgment  Day. 


u«. 


Qwine  to  see  Pete  Baptized- 

Written  and  sung  by  StepIienSarsfleld.  • 

Good  evening,  white  folks,  how  do  you  do  ? 

Qwine  to  see  Pete  baptized  ,*  oome  along 

wit) 
And  the  way  we'll  show  to  you  ;  . 

Gwine  to  see  Pete  baptized,  I  '  ; 

De  preacher  man  am  waiting  down  by  the  river, 

Gwine  to  see  Pete  baptized, 
Put  a  nioger  in  de  water, 

And  you  bet  he's  going  to  shiver, 
Gwine  to  see  Pete  baptized. 

CuORCS. 

'   ■;    Come  along,  children, 

Bring  Suze  ond  Ann  Eliza, 
Come  lUong  and  jine  us, 
•     -        For  to  see  Brother  Pete  baptized. 

'We'll  sing  and  dance  on  the  river  shorS, 

Gwine  to  see  Pete  baptised. 
And  make  all  de  folks  holler  for  more, 

Gwine  to  see  Pete  baptized. 
Yaller  girls  faintin  when  dey  all  begin  to  pray. 

Gwine  to  see  Pete  baptized. 
Come  along  and  Jioe,  and  yon'U  have  a  gala  day, 

Gwine  to  see  Pete  Bsptiaed.  Chorus. 


^  V 


'-97^ 


TJI£    SIJVOKRIS'    JQUR9[AI.. 


697 


Cotton  Fickiug. 

Words  by  Ed  Haxrl^an.       Music  by  Ihi  vo  Brabam. 

■•  ■^'   When  our  daily  work  am  done. 
In  de  low-landi  loir, 
Dat'a  de  time  we  linb  our  fun,  ■' 
^     .     In  de  low-lands  low. 
*    '  When  old  niasaa  liIoMB  dat  horn,      '' 
In  de  low-lands  low; 
Picking  ootton,  eolloo  picking, 
\i^         la  de  low-lands  low. 

GaoBus. 
Cqlton  picking,  pjekif^  cotton, 

In  de  low-lands  low. 
Den  ole  jallow  he  am  done,  ..-. 

In  de  low-lands  low. 

'■■  f!onie  with  me,  my  own  trne  1ot«,  ' 

Hi,  ho,  my  lady, 
I'll  treat  you  like  a  turtle  dove. 

Hi,  ho,  my  lady  fair. 
Shoot  de  potsum  in  bis  track. 

Hi,  lio,  my  lady. 
Take  de  eotton  on  your  back. 

Hi,  ho,  my  lady  fair.  Chorus. 


Foolish  Ditty. 
Suug  by  Bob  Slavea. 

We're  a  bird  in  the  garden      , 
Called  Nelly.  Nelly,  Nelly, 
And  she  is  always  a-sticking  her  nose 
In  the  jelly,  jelly,  jelly,  jam. 

We've  a  crow  in  tlie  parlor 
Called  Robber,  Robb«r,  Bobber,  S 
And  all  over  the  neighbors 
Ue  does  slobber,  slobber,  spit. 

We've  a  pig  on  the  piano 
Named  Willie,  Willie,  Willie, 
And  to  judge  by  his  actions. 
He  is  silly,  silly,  silly. 

;The  Old  Faahioned  Well 

Sung  by  Johnny  Gibbons.        .      ■ 


There's  an  old-fashioned  well  by  the  way-side, 

I  have  known  it  for  mar-y  a  year ; 
Where  the  wayfarer  drinks  as  lie  pastes. 

Of  its  waters  so  sparklin<;  and  clear. 
OA  I  played  by  its  side  wiicn  in  olvildhood, 

And  when  I'd  roam  through  the  dell. 
There  ray  loved  one  I'd  meet  in  the  wildwood. 

We'd  sing  of  the  old-fashioned  well. 

Chorus,  ; 

The  old-fashioned  well,  ' 

The  deep  running  well,  i 

It's  tliere  we  would  Hiigtr  :' 

/'   r        While  roaming  the  delL  ^."       | 

And  drink  of  its  waters  ' 

While  love  tales  we'd  teli^  "1 

The  old-fashioned  well  ■•    ! 

^y  the  wayside.,  . 

There's  a  moss-cover  all  aronnd  if, 

And  an  old  willow  tree  drooping  low  ; 
Snoli  a  sweet  place  the  lover  has  found  it. 

To  awaken  ins  heart's  fervent  glow.  * 

ilnd  at  night  when  the  moon's  gently  beaming, 

I  linger  in  love's  sweetest  Bp«ll, 
Where  the  eyes  of  my  darling  are  gleaming, 

We  sing  of  the  old-fashioned  well.         Chorus. 


The  Sheenies  are  Ooing  to  Fight 

By  Harry  ThMnpson.  Air;   Sldds  are  out  to-day. 

Oh!  go  put  on  your  ulster  coat, 

Put  goose  greese  on  your  hair. 
Go  tell  your  Sheeoey  relations,  ':.-•'■ 

There's  p:oing  to  be  an  affair.        V,  j :'[     '''-■'; 
TIas  great  Hebrew  society, 

Tlie  clothing  dealer's  delight, 
March  away  through  I  laxter  Street. 

The  Sheenies  are  going  to  fight. 


Chorcs. 

Sheenies  crying.  Molsers  flying,  ,ftV    ". 

Moses  burst  his  collar, 
Stop  that  blote,  he  stole  a  coat,       ;^:'*  ■' : 

It's  worth  a  half  a  dollar.       ...  t ' 
Isaac  Isaac  llachel,  ..'•.-.   ■ 

Ain't  we  brave  to-night. 
The  guns  they  take,  the  braves  they  mOce 

I'he  Sheenies  are  going  to  fight. .  ^,  : .        - 

Isaac  with  a  keg  of  beer,  ..  '  y '. 

To  give  them  all  a  treat,  ,;.,..> . "/;  >• 

He's  ready  with  a  schooner  full,    >;'.;■:.;      ■  ^  ., 

To  keep  them  on  their  feet.       .^  V  ; '^Vv  ■  "     ':<. 
With  clothes  stifb  iu  their  hand^ ',?.:'    ;- 

Tlsey  hold  them  all  so  light,  >  ■      "   : 

With  a  pocket  full  of  motzers. 

The  Sheenies  aie  goiug  to  fight.  Chorus. 

Go  tell  na  about  this  revolution,  :\'.;.; 

Kiiis  your  fi-ieuds  good-bye,  ;■:.,.•.' 

.4nd  tell  them  we  are  marching,    ■.: 

We  are  goiug  to  fight  or  die.      ■..      '■  ''  \  -.  -.     . 
Hang  out  yoiur  ulster  coats,  .~" 

fc,  And  show  a  pretty  sight,  ,-<:■';      .-      .  ~ 

Tell  all  our  best  costumers,    •■"■ 

The  Sheenies  are  going  to  fight. 

Hast  du  ga  une,  Abraham, 

.     Go  run  for  a  safe  place  quick.     : 

t)o  you  see  that  fellow  on  the  roof|       .  ■.  % 

He'll  hit  you  mit  a  brick. 
They  shine  their  swords  mit  uhea, 

To  make  them  look  bright,  ' 

With  a  rusty  gun  you  will  eee  them  run,- 

When  the  Sheenies  are  going  to  fight. 


Chorus. 


Cho. 


.The  Broken-Hearted  Slave. 

By  wmiam  Harris. 


Oh  I  my  boy,  I'm  broken-hearted, 
Tell  me,  are  your  tidings  true? 
My  boy,  oh,  say  you  are  but  jesting. 

With  your  sire  you  never  knew. 
Oh !  my  boy,  I'm  broken-hearted. 

At  this  sad  returning  home, 
To  find  instead  of  jo\ful  greeting. 
That  all  I  loved  on  earth  is  goaa. 

::<:'■;■     CaoRtrs.  ;■  ■"/:'■,, 

Hush,  boy,  T  see  her,  '   ;,, 

She  beckons  me  to  come  ; 
Listen  to  the  angels  calling, 
I  am  goin;<;  to  tny  last  bright  home 

Oh !  father  dear,  your  boy  is  near  yon, 

The  prop  of  your  old  years  ; 
Let's  pray  to  liioi  who  gives  glory, 

And  reigns  o'er  this  vale  of  tears.      - 
Father  dear  I  had  a  mother, 

Is  not  my  loss  as  great  as  yours? 
Let  us  pray  for  one  another,  **' 

To  Him  who  every  sorrow  cures. 

«m  i«i  m><   


Chorus. 


Swim  Oat  lor  Glory.      >    v    ^ 
Words  and  Music  by  C.  M.  OonnoUy. 
Music  published,  and  copyright,  xsso,  by  K.  n.  HaMlg. 

The  Music  orthls  or   any  other  song,  kepi  conat&utly 
on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  addraas, 
postpaid,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  oenta. 


Dar's  abeap,  heap  of  sin  on  de  shore,.. 
Debbil  rars  up  his  head  and  he  roar. 
Oh  I  he  cotch  vou  mighty  quick,         * 
Make  you  feel  kinder  sick. 
And  you's  spiled  up  forever,  evermoM, 
If  we  want  for  to  live  all  alive. 
In  de  lake  of  forgiveness  take  a  div^-?' 
Den  go  float  off  de  shore,  '": 

\V  bar  disaster  will  pour. 
And  swim  out,  my  ehil'en,  for  glcty.  . 
Chorus.  ^ 

Oh!  swim  out  for  glory,  chfl'eii. 

Swim  for  de  prise,. 
Strike  out  for  Angel  Island, 

W  b  ar  you  oebber  dies.  ' : 

D«n  swim  out  for  glory,  ^il'M, 

ttwim  for  de  priie. 
At  Aogtl  Island  whar  you  nebbar. 
Hardly  eber  dies. 


\^; 


Oh  !  de  ohil'en  of  tin  ev'rj  wbfkrs. 

Will  go  litin'  down  de  deep,  dark  stairs  : 

Whar  d«  lirea  a  are  k«pt  sblaae, 

No  matter  what  you  fays. 

And  you's  chained  den  for  fifty  million  ysara,  aab  I 

But  de  good  gits  a  crown  on  deir  hair, 

.4iid  dey  s  always  a-wiogia'  in  deair, 

Ealin'  wif  golden  8|)oon«, 

Bingin'  sweet  easy  tunes. 

And  a  floaliu'  in  der  sea-wave  of  glory.        Cho. 

He  was  Left  Alone. 

Sung  by  Ed,  Sylvester. 

In  Broclilyn  city  Ujere  diddw«ll  a  nice 

„         ,11..,  o'<^  clergyman, 

He  worked  by  night  as  well  aa  day, 
lie  was  his  mother's  son. 

He  would  sinK  bright  Psalms 
With  his  httle  lambs. 

And  pray  mith  his  congregation. 
And  then  he  turned  a  new  leaf  over 

And  built  his  reputation. 

Cbobdb. 
For  he  would  sing  them  a  beautiftil  swnf , 

And  would  promise  not  to  detain  them  long. 
For  there  was  none  in  the  church  could  compare. 
To  his  belle,  his  beautiful  blonde. 

Now  Beecher  watched  his  little  floek 

Of  lambs  by  night  and  day. 
He  would  tell  them  what  the  good  book  Mid, 

And  then  for  them  he'd  pray. 
He  would  preach  the  bread  and  water  plan, 

Got  himself  in  a  wrangle. 
The  first  thing  the  old  guy  knew. 

He  headed  the  Beecher-lilton  scandaL      Ch*. , 

Hard  to  Love. 


I  loved  a  girl  not  long  ago. 

Her  father  drove  a  cart. 
But  she's  gone  and  left  me  all  alone, 

And  broken  my  poor  heart. 

CUORUS. 

Hard  to  love,  hard  to  love. 

Hard  tu  change  my  mind. 
She's  broken  tlie  heart  of  many  another  nig, 

And  she's  almost  broken  BiinCb 

I  know  I'll  die,  I'm  sure  I  will, 

I  feel  it  in  my  heart. 
And  if  she  don  t  marry  me 

I'll  steal  her  father's  mule  and  cart. 


Her  front  name  was  Susan  Jane, 
She  had  a  fool  like  a  giraffe, 

And  every  time  i  he  went  to  walk. 
She  mode  the  dai  kies  Ikuzh, 

If  I  ever  do  marry  again. 

It  wont  be  for  love  or  riches, 
111  marry  a  gal  bout  leii-foot-Ua, 

So  she  can  wear  my  overcoat. 

Crazy  Niggers. 


Cbonie, 


Chome. 


r 


Choroa,  | 


People  all  around  Ibe  town. 

Say  we  are  insane,  j 

Cause  we've  got  singing,  yes  we  have. 

And  dancing  on  the  brain. 
Our  feet  are  always  on  the  move. 

You  cannoi,  keep  os  still,  "  ^^ 

For  when  we  hear  the  music  sound,  ''*' 

It  nearly  drives  us  ill. 

Chorcs. 

We're  crazy  niggers,  alwa^•s  singing,  dancine. 
Crazy  niggers,  yon  eaimot  keep  us  still.     [Ii«p«ai, 

Craey  as  they  »ay  we  are. 

We're  always  on  the  go. 
If  there's  any  harm  in  iLat, 

We  should  like  to  know,  .^  ■ 

People  like  to  hear  us  sing.  ' 

And  watch  us  while  we  danee,  "^ 

\  And  we'll  trv  to  please  you  all. 

If  you'll  give  ns  a  chaoee.  Cbor*.    ' 


, 


•*>.». ■^j'.»»»n.-.:!f-.*i 


^.-      4    ■«....  -^. 
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The  Old  Pamily  Bedrtead- 

Wonls  and  Music  by  Marlon  Corleton.    -  ' 

Copyright  1880,  by  T.  B.  Banna  A  Co. 

The  Masic  of  this  or  noy  other  song,  kept  constantly 

on  hand,  and  will  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 

post  pat<l»  oa  receipt  of  price,  40  eeata. 

It  was  down  In  good  old  Maine,  i}-..- 

In  an  old  fatiliioned  lown, 
StKod  nu  old  fiHhion«d  bonse,  , 

Tbat  my  father  used  to  own  ; 
Both  my  father  aud  Lis  father, 

In  that  Mime  old  boase  were  bom. 
And  from  the  wiudows  I  have  watched 

The  tielda  of  corn, 
.^t  Christmas  time,  I  often  made 

The  fagotd  bhize  up  higher, 
When  a  happy  family  party 

Would  gitther  round  the  fire, 
There  waa  an  old  oak  table. 

And  some  good  old  faobioned  ohain^ 
ilud  a  good  old  oaken  bedstead 

In  a  room  up  stairs. 

Chorus. 
Twas  a  four  posted  bedstead. 

But  as  solid  as  a  rock, 
.^nd  it  stood  in  a  room, 

With  an  old  fashioned  cloek. 
And  a  bright  patchwork  quilt. 

O'er  a  feather  bed  was  spread. 
But  a  relic  in  tht  family. 

Was  the  old  bedstead. 

Now  when  the  curtains  'ronnd  the  bed, 

Were  as  white  as  the  snow, 
And  oftimes  ou  the  beadstead. 

My  mother  did  me  throw. 
Then  I  hud  tu  climb  the  old  arm  chair. 

To  get  upon  the  bed. 
With  my  toys  I've  passed  the  hoars, 

Ou  the  old  bedstead. 
But  those  were  days  of  infancy, 

And  childhoods  happy  hoars, 
That  passes  like  a  summer  oload. 

Or  like  the  fleeting  showers. 
In  my  fancy  I  can  see  the  room. 

Where  first  I  laid  my  head. 
The  {tatchwork  quilt  and  cartaiiu. 

Round  the  old  bedstead.  Cboroa. 

When  a  child  I  recollect. 

Granny  dear  being  ill, 
Huw  my  good  mother  tried  hard 

To  keep  ns  children  still. 
And  1  saw  the  kind  old  doctor, 

Gh)  so  gently  to  her  bed. 
And  he'd  set  and  talk  to  granny  ... 

Ou  the  old  bedstead. 
I  recollect  the  pawon,  too,     ■  ■  .      . 

Old  Oranuy  came  to  see  ; 
I  then  was  quite  a  child. 

It's  like  a  dream  to  me. 
And  well  do  I  remember 

When  her  gentle  Kpirit  fled, 
For  when  dead  I  saw  her  lying 

On  the  old  bedstead.  Ohoms. 

Darby  O'Hare. 

copyright  1880  by  Mrs  Pauline  LJeder. 

Ibish  Come  SoNO. 
.    Al'        ByB.J. Plgott. 

My  name  is  O'Hare, 

And  I  am  a  swell; 
That  same  you'll  perceive. 

If  you  look  at  me  well. 
Whin  I  walk  abroad,  ■  '  ^ 

Old  maids  stop  and  stare; 
And  say  ;  "  be  (he  Lord, 

There  goes  Darby  O'Hare." 

ClIOKUI. 

I'm  Darby  O'Hare,       • 

I  came  from  Kiidare ; 
Where  praties  are  whoppera. 

An' damsels  are  fair. 
Pray  look  at  me  oluthea,     '^ 

Jist  imported  from  Clare;  / 

Now  don't  they  look  party. 

On  Darby  O'Hue  ? 


I  live  in  an  attie. 

It's  little  1  pay  ; 
Ati^  dine  in  Delmonioo'a, 

(Down  in  the  "bay." 
My  parents  are  wealthy, 

Snre  I  am  the  heir, 
A  fortune  is  coming  to 

Darby  O'Hare. 

I  think  I'll  write  home, 

Fur  the  rest  of  the  gang  ; 
Who  now  are  residing. 

In  Yang-tse-Kiang. 
I  know  they'd  be  happy, 

.^n'  well  would  they  faref 
'Way  up  in  the  attio, 

With  Darby  Oil  are. 


Chorus. 


Chorus 


Why 


Should  I  Love  Thee  T 

Words  by  Goo.  Cooper.  >lu!-lc  by  Harrison  Millard. 

Copyright  18T9  by  Harrison  Millard. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  kept  constantly 
on  hand,  and  win  be  sent  by  us  to  any  address, 
post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price  40  ceDt& 


Why  should  I  love  thee — so  soon  to  leave  thee? 

Darkness  and  sorrow  my  pathway  fill! 
No  benm  of  rapture  welcomes  the  morrow, 

Lii(liting  my  heart  that  is  hopeless  and  stiill 
Far  I  must  wander  lonely  without  thee, 

Clouded  with  anguish  thou  wilt  not  share, 
Why  should  I  love  thee — so  soon  to  leave  thee? 

Parted  forever  in  tears  and  despair  ! 

Why  should  I  love  (hee — love  thee  and  love  thee? 

Weary,  forsaken  my  life  must  be  I 
No  star  <f  memory  wakens  to  bkss  me  ; 

Save  but  the  vision  my  heart  keeps  ot  thee  I 
Never  to  msot  thee  I  Oh  !  sad  the  whisper 

Falling  around  me  on  vale  and  hill  I 
Why  should  I  love  thee — so  soon  to  leave  thee  ? 

Parted  forever,  but  loving  thee  still. 

^    !♦■   ^ 

McGowan  the  Solid  Voter. 
By  wmie  WUdwave. 


Patrick  MeGowan  is  my  name,        -. 

I'm  known  all  over  the  ward. 
And  in  big  Tammany  Hall,  boya, 

I've  won  a  good  reeord. 
"McGowon  the  solid  voter," 

All  llie  |K)litioians  cry. 
They  always  raise  their  bats,  boje, 
Whenever  I  pass  them  by. 
Chorus. 
Patrick  MoGowan  is  my  name, 
I'm  known  all  over  the  town, 
I'm  tlie  solid  voter  of  New  York, 
^nd  a  man  of  great  renown. 

As  I  walked  out  last  evening, 

Sore  all  the  people  said. 
There  goes  the  solid  voter, 

liy  him  w«  will  be  led. 
For  he's  the  man  to  rule  the  ward, 

A  sound  Dimeorat  is  he. 
And  whin  he  takes  his  seat  me  boys. 

He'll  give  the  work  to  ye. 


Chorus. 


Old  Unole  Jeff. 

Sung  by  Frank  Lum,  the  great  motto  and 
topical  vocalist, 


Old  seenea  take  me  back  to  the  old 

pioe  wooded  track, 
^nd  I  see  old  massa's  face  once  more  ; 
And  my  dear  old  wife  once  the  mainstay  of  my  life. 
Waiting  for  me  at  the  old  log  cabin  door. 
Yes  memries  of  the  past,  old  friends  you've 

woke  at  last, 
I  am  broken  down  and  cannot  long  remain. 
So  eheer  me  if  you  oan,  till  I  reach  that  better  land, 
.ilnd  this  old  mau  wifl  never  more  complain. 

Chorus. 

Then  comfort  I  will  take,  my  heart  it  oannot  break, 
My  voice  with  yours  old  eomrades  I  will  blend. 
My  sorrows  are  most  o'er  they  are  knoeking 

at  the  door, 
And  tbisbaojo  now  is  mj  onlyflriend. 


Oh  !  what  is  that  I  hear,  'tis  the  angels 

drawing  near, 
They  are  singing  at  the  old  eabin  door, 
Old  massa  luo,  i«  there,  and  ray  missus  kind  and  fair, 
.4nd  the  little  ones  that  are  dead  and  gone  before. 
I  oannot  see  to  read.  I  am  helpless  now  indeed, 
My  troubles  they  will  surely  soon  be  o'er,     .    - ,  ,t. 
Although  I  am  broken  down,  they  have       '         ' 

made  lor  me  a  erown, 
.^nd  they  are  wailing  ior  me  on  the  far  off 

'  .    •■  :-.;  distant  shore, 

Chonu. 


Fifty  Tears  A§o.     ^^ 
Sung  by  James  B.RadcUff.    V 

White  folks,  your  attention, 

Come  listen  to  my  rhymes, 
I  come  from  old  Virginia, 

And  I'll  sing  about  the  times. 
The  times  aiu't  as  they  used  to  wac, 

I  have  you  all  to  know. 
When  1  waa  young  and  in  my  primes 

Some  fifty  years  ago. 

I  reeolleet  when  I  waa  young,  I 

'Vyay  down  in  New  Orleans, 
I  think  that  was  the  place,  my  boys. 

We  peppered  them  it  seems.  . 

We  got  behind  the  cotton  bales,       ' 

For  then  we  bad  a  show, 
But  we  ain't  got  no  Hickory  Jaokson, 

Like  fifty  years  ago.  .-.     j   ' 

That's  Where  I.d  Like  to  Be. 

Old  Man's  Song,  enng  by  Archie  White. 


There's  a  spot  in  the  snnny  South,         I 

Wliere  the  orange  blossoms  grow  ; 
Where  the  mookiog  birds  sing  in  the  trees, 

.4nd  glistening  waters  flow. 
My  heart  longs  for  that  paradise. 

And  in  my  dreams  I  see 
The  cotton  fields  as  white  as  snow, 
Oh  I  that's  where  Id  like  to  be. 

CnoRcs. 
Oh  !  take  me  back,  I  wan't  to  go, 

My  childhood's  home  to  see. 
In  Alabama's  sunny  land. 
That's  where  I'd  like  to  be. 


: 


I  remember  when  I  left  that  plaee, 

'Twas  many  years  ago, 
I  tliought  to  find  a -fairer  spot. 

But  sad  my  heart  does  grow. 
I'm  all  alone,  no  loving  words 

Axt  spoken  now  to  me. 
My  dear  old  friends  are  far  away, 

Oh!  that's  where  I'd  like  to  be. 


Chorus. 


I  Met  My  Love  in  Spring  Time. 

SONO  ANO  DaNCK. 

'•Sung  by  Ella  Esmond. 

Oh !  I  met  my  love  in  spring-time. 

When  the  birds  were  on  the  wing ; 
She  was  tripping,  tripping  thro'  the  meadow. 

When  I  heard  her  gaily  sing. 
Oh  I  the  sweet  young  flowers  around  her, 

Seemed  to  know  that  she  went  by  j 
Eer  mouth  was  like  a  rosebud. 

And  her  eyes  were  bke  the  sky. 

Chobus. 
She's  the  prettiest  little  blossom. 

And  I  love  her  so ; 
She's  sweeter  than  the  roses,  in  the  morning  glow, 

I  never  ihall  forget  her. 
Since  the  first  time  that  I  met  her. 

She's  the  dearest  little  one  I  know.  , 

Oh  !  we  rambled  thronph  the  meado«|^^'   V; 

And  I  took  her  hand  in  mine;  \ •'".'"' 

When  she  smiled  so  sweetly  on  me. 

And  I  thought  she  wos  divine. 
How  I  told  her  that  I  loved  her, 

AiA  tnme  she  is  so  dear. 
That  her  love  wo«Id  he  in  sprint*  time, 

As  every  month  that's  in  the  year.         Chorus. 


>••;.•- 


-*jYiJr^  >.a; 
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I  Gness  it's  all  Right.  Mary  Ann. 
To  my  irlena  Clus  Jf  oi^?an.  C*  B.  Dockstwler. 

Vuu  1«-fi  IMC  in  tlie  fall,  you  said  your  duty  called, 

And  you  weot  far  aoros^ilie  blue  aea, 
1>  <r,,»d  utid  be  true  is  what  I  promiaed  you, 

A  M J  you  (aid  ibe  pame  thing  to  me. 
lUii  now  wti'n  like  strangers  as  if  we'd  ne'er  met, 

Like  you  I'll  forget  if  I  can  ; 
Vi>u  iiro  hr  froul  ma  now  and  you've  broken  your  vow, 

but  1  guoes  it's  all  right  Mary  Ann. 

The  eve  tliat  we  parted  yon  seemed  broken-hearted, 

Y"U  told  me  you'd  eome  back  again  ; 
I  trusied  in  you  for  I  thought  you  were  true. 

Though  my  own  heart  was  aehing  with  pain. 
When  ill  nmong  Strang'  rs  a  uestjage  you  sent, 

You  told  tne  yon  wanted  a  man  ; 
N  >t  one  whom  iiiisrortnne  bad  claimed  as  a  prize, 

Lut  I  guess  it's  all  right,  Mary  Ann. 

^8  I  wander  alone  witliont  even  a  home,      ,■  '; 

My  memory  on  bright  days  ol  yore; 
I  See  a  face  sad  lliat  I  often  made  glad. 

When  1  took  ilu-  fir^c  kiss  at  the  door. 
The  liiile  old  shaniy  in  an  alley  obscure, 

Forget  it  I  can't,  if  you  can; 
I  would  not  then  believed,  if  told  you'd  deceive, 

But  I  guess  it's  all  right,  Mary  Ann. 


The  Tamer  Bold. 

By  T.Ford.  Jr.  Air;   Warrior  Bold. 

In  days  of  old  when  Micks  were  bold, 

And  aldermen  had  full  sway,  ,     " 

A  larrjer  bold,  in  green  and  gold, "     . 

>ang  merrily  his  lay— sang     ,      , 
Merrily  his  lay; 

My  love  in  ould  and  quare. 

My  love  has  foirey  hair. 
Eyes  black  and  blue,  and  squintill|f,  '"k:. 

With  her  none  can  compare. 
So  what  care  1,  though  oops  be  nigh, 

1  will  parade,  yes,  I'll  parade  or  die."       ,      ; 

Tlie  tarrier  bold,  in  green  and  gold,  ;'     ;■ 

Went  out  that  Patrick's  Day,  ,  ^  .^ 

He  raised  a  fight,  but  ere  the  night,' 

Shure  he  was  hauled  away,  shure  he  was 

hauled  away. 
The  old  high  hat  he  wore. 

Was  crushed  and  stained  with  gore, 
Aad  as  he  fell,  he  loud  did  yell, 

I  broke  the  pledge  1  swore ! 
^ndus  he  fell,  he  luud  did  yell, 

I  broko  the  pledge,  I  broke  the  pledge,  I  swore. 


Susan  Simpson's  Sister. 
By  Jas.  Mass.      Sung  by  Johnson  and  Cooper. 

Who  is  it  loves  her  Billy  dear  t 

Susan  Simpson's  sister ; 
And  to  his  love  did  lend  an  ear* 

Susan  Simpson's  sister.  ,- 

Who  was  it  threw  the  cat  in  the  well? 

Susan  Simpson's  sister  ,- 
And  send  this  nigger  oflf  to  jail?  ,    , 

Susau  Simpson's  sister,  j  .    ,-     ■ 

Duct,  •'  -'•        ,  :';.  ^■■''"'  »■ 
Dancing  merry  blithe  and  cheery,         '■;. 

No  one  could  resist  her ; 
There's  none  can  laugh  or  talk  or  dance         ■ 

Like  Susan  Simpson's  sister. 

CHORns.  ~ 

Susan  Simpson's  sister, 
None  of  the  boys  (hat  could  resist  ber, 
Susan  Simpson's  sister, 
Susan  Simpson's  sister. 

Who  was  it  eat  up  all  the  pief  ;  ;  . 

Susan  Simp»on's  sister  ;         '(■■■   '   .- 
Jammed  the  ham  in  massa's  ey«,      ,;;.>;.   ' 

Susan  Simpson  s  sister.  ':    "     t ..-_  , "' 

W  ho  was  it  bit  the  old  oai's  tail, 

Susan  Simpson's  sister  \ 
And  rode  this  nigger  on  a  rail, 

Susan  Simpson's  suter.  Cbonu. 


OUR  INTERESTING 

MATTER  COLUMN. 


-oo- 


tor   a    man  to 

He  said  he  was 


A  coromeroUl  advertisement    " 
travel"  was  answered  by  a  tramp, 
used  to  the  business. 

It  is  in  a  base  drum  that  two  heaiTs  are  better 
than  one. 

At  a  ball  :  "  Shall  we  dance  this  time  ?'  "  No  ; 
I  prefer  to  remain  here  and  list-en  to  the  two  oroli- 
esiraa."  "  You  will  certainly  get  cold — between  two 
airs." 

"  Mamma,"  asked  a  little  girl,  "  why  is  it  they 
smg  in  church  '  We'll  dine  no  more,'  and  then  go 
right  home  and  dine  ?'' 

Cats  cross  the  fiddle  bridge  in  long  strings. -r 

The  cemeteries  on  Long  Island  are  handy  for 
those  unfortunate  pereonHwho  are  killed  in  railroad 
collisions  or  drowned  in  lugs-of-war  contests  by  ex- 
cursion-steamers, several  of  which  "  accidents  " 
have  recently  occured  on  and  o£f  the  Sound. 

Silting  Bull  again  wants  a  peace.  The  country 
would  save  money  nnd  lives  were  it  to  grant  this 
nuisance  a  piece  long  enough  to  make  a  noose. 

Should  a  holocaust  of  cats  be  the  result  of  the 
passage  of  the  anli-cat  law,  will  not  stewed  rabbit 
be  a  |>ermanent  entree  on  the  bills  of  fare  At  our 
reatauranls  ? 

-      "  OldProbabililies  "  is  dead.      Who  will  care  for 
weather  now  ? 

We  are  told  that  a  Florida  editor  was  robbed  of 
ninety-seven  chickens  in  one  night.  This  seems  in- 
credible. If  the  report  is  true,  however,  how  did 
he  come  by  so  many  chickens  ? 

'-  The  season  of  dumping  girls  out  of  rowboats  in- 
to the  whirl  of  waters  is  at  an  end  for  the  present. 
Alas! 

The  question  of  the  day  ;  Can  shop  girls  sit 
down?      Why,  what's  to  hinder  'em  ? 

It  were  well  that  white  caps  be  declared  "  off" 
befora  they  are  knocked  off. 

Hanlan  has  arrived  out  at  last.  Let  us  hope 
that  he  will  be  first  in,  next  November. 

Authors  of  "  Beautiful  Snow  "  will  please  bear 
in  mind  that  their  season  is  fiMt  approaching,  and 
that  their  claims  should  be  put  in  at  an  early  day. 

The  game  of  Polo  is  not  confined  to  Poles  ex- 
clusively.    It  can  be  played  with  sticks  just  as  well. 

''Pinafore"  has  been  translated  into  Russian. 
"Whst,  neverovitchki?"'  "  Well  hardly  everoff- 
kovitchki." 

Anybody  can  play  the  violin,  but  it  takes  years  of 
practice  to  play  so  that  your  neighbors  can  live  the 
life  of  consistent  Christians. 

It  is  alleged  that  a  lady  recently  went  into  the 
shop  of  a  prominent  mueie  publisher,  and  asked  the 
assistant  for  "  Two  Kisses."  The  young  man  only 
recently  arrived  from  the  country,  so  he  modestly 
turned  away,  stating  his  income  was  not  at  present 
•uflBcient  to  keep  two.     "  Oh!  George." 

.  Leading  strings — those  of  the  first  fiddle.     -- 

',  '  There  is  one  t>one  which  even  a  hungry  dog  re- 
fuses to  gnaw.     It  is  a  trom-bone. 

Stock-taking  of  course,  is  a  necessary  part  of  a 
tradesman's  busine-^^s,  but  he  is  not  justified  in 
plucking,  without  permission,  his  neighbors  stocks. 

We  don't  know  what  she  meant,  but  as  they  were 
promenading  to  church  on  Sunday  night,  at  about 
the  rate  of  three  steps  a  minute,  we  heard  ber  say. 
Oh  !  your  nose  is  so  cold — don't." 

"I  should  have-  no  objections  to  my  viife's 
reigninor."  said  on  affectionate  hocband.  "  if  it  were 
not  :<>:'<'i«  {.  ci  Utat  when  she  reigns  e:i<;  id  upt  to 
stoTiii  u!so."    - 


Patiy  KeUy's  Beau. 

Written  by  SdwanX  Talbot. 

LHtle  Patsy  Kelly. 

A  dand^  very  small ; 
Sells  evening  papers, 

On  the  iiowery  for  a  BaU. 
The  gang  upon  the  aornar. 

Not  many  days  ago  ; 
Introduced  me  ye's  can  bet, 

As  Patsy  Kelly's  beau. 

Cnoacs. 
Dandy  Patsy  Kelly,  a  hanny  Hndy  M, 
When  I'm  strolling  with  him  the 

inanhers  get  itbad  ; 
It's  naughty,  but  nicy.  I'm  still  u  friend  to  you. 
Go  tell  it  to  your  fairies,  I'm  Patsy  Kelly's  beau. 

He  lives  in  Mulligan's  building. 

Just  up  nine  flights  of  stairx  ; 
Us  keeps  his  father  and  mot  ber, 

And  silks  and  satins  wears, 
lie  takes  care  ot  his  brotb>.r, 

liis  sister  to  jail  did  go  ; 
Oh  !  SW.-11  tlie  story  all  around, 

I'm  patsy  Kelly's  beau. 

Down  aronnd  the  bloody  fourth, 

He's  a  poliiieiau  tart ; 
And  after  election  daj, 

I'o  Congress  he  will  ttart> 
I  live  upon  Filth  >4 venue. 

Wear  a  gold  ring  on  my  t(>e; 
The  spellers  tells  the  daisies, 

I'm  Piitsy  Kelly's  beau. 


Cbums 


Chorus. 


A  Parody  on  Scotch  Lassie  Jean. 

By  John  T.  Collins. 

From  Ireland  there  I  landed  abdut  one  year  ago, 

A  flannel-mouthed,  im|H>rted  Ijmerick  dame, 
On  her  geograjihic  face  there  wan  a  map  of 

Ireland  glow, 

^nd  Berdelia  Moriarity  was   her  name. 
She  said  she  came  from  France,  but  if  you 

gave  a  glance. 

The  corn-beef  could  be  plainly  seen. 
The  job  tliat  suits  her  well,  ii*  potwulliper  in  a  hotel. 

Fur  she  is  a  turk  from  Ireland  so  green. 

ClIOKTTS. 

Oh  !  Biddy,  you  chickabiddy,  what  the 

divil  do  you  mean. 
You  say  you  come  from  France, 
Kut  I  can  see  at  a  glance. 
That  you  are  a  turk  from  Ireland  so  green. 

She  was  courting  a  Ilibernian  who  run  a 

bucket  shop, 
ITe  is  second  cousin  to  an  alderman. 
When  hegas«d  at  her  by  daylight  his 

mashing  aoondid  stop, 
She  was  as  j-ellow  as  an  ut^ly   Mexioiin. 
We  are  wailing  for  her  goitig  arxl  hope 

this  f.niale  will  go  soon. 
In  the  country  long  enough  slio  has  be<  n  ; 
Now  before  it  is  to  hue  let  her  quickly  emigrate, 
lo  the  bogs  and  turf  of  Ireland  so  greeu.         Cho. 


1* 


"i 


The  Kicking  Horse  Fly. 

Wrltt  en  by  8.  LaweU.         Sung  by  LaweU  ft  Drews. 

1  here's  a  terrible  story  which  I'm  going  to  tell. 

And  I  want  yon  to  listen  to  me  ; 

A  bullfrog,  a  lobster,  and  a  horsefly  they  fell 

In  a  mud  hole,  and  sang  tra  la  lee. 

'1  he  bullfrog  got  hungry  and  tackled  the  fly, 

Tlie  lobster  got  angry  and  started  to  cry. 

When  a8))«ekled  old  hen  came  along  tlint  way. 

And  hearing  the  clatter  aaid,  "  What  d  ye  say  ?'' 

Now  then  Mr.  Horsefly  saw  speckled  Miss  Hen 

Talking  in  such  a  rude  manuer  to  them. 

He  got  on  his  ear  and  started  to  kick. 

When  the  lobster  and  bull-frog  took  very  sick, 

'1  he  horsefly  did  kick  at  a  terrible  ratr. 

He  kicked  out  ti.e  fiog  •l.icli  i!,.-  oKl  ler<  :  •    ,- 

Oh!  he  kicked  at  iIk-.  lobsi  r  «)'!<  all   Lismi^iit, 

Then  kicked  himself  clear  out  uf  bight. 

.       ■         Urn.     .      . 
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DON'T  BUY  POOR  MUSIC, 

MUSIC? 

FEOM  MES.  FAULINE  LIEDEB'S 

COLLECTION 

Of  Popular 

COPYRIGHTED  COMPOSITIONS 

BT  riTOBITK  AtJTHOBa. 

Wlilch  Is  Uie  Finest  Collection  ot  Sheet  Music 
Ever  Publlabed. 


SENTIMENTAL  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

^ogel  Mother  Watoh  for  me Pratt  40 

Lay  my  Head  BeDeatb  a  Bose Straight,  40 

No  Work "     "    40 

Breatbiufj  Sweet  Words  at  the  Gate. . .     "     "    40 
Yoa  Were  False,  but  I'll  Forgive  Yoa..     "     "     40 

Peuniless  and  Poor Yonnker  40 

The  OUl  Bench  Near  the  Mill  Speck  40 

The  Rosebud  in  Your  Hair Skelly  40 

When  the  Flowers  are  Dreaming "  "     40 

Baby  Died  One  Year  Ago  To-Day . .  .O'Reardon  40 
My  Home  l>y  tbe  Deep  Rolling  Sea. . .  .Bentley  40 

Throwing  Pebbles  in  the  Stream "  "     40 

Wake  Bouuie  Beesie '•  "    40 

Joys  of  my  Childhood "  "    40 

The  Old  Ruined  Mill ••  "    40 

We  are  Growing  Old  Together "  "     40 

Down  on  Couey  Island  Beach *•  "    40 

The  Old  Willow  Chair "  "    40 

Take  Me  in  Your  Arms,  Mama <■  ••    40 

Grandfather's  Cane "  "    40 

Winnie  Wane ""    40 

Hunting  Four  Leaf  Clover "  "    40 

Erin'sOreeu  Isle Murphy  40 

Farewell  to  Ireland "  "      40 

STANDARD  MOTTO  SONGS. 

Luck  Lays  Over  Brain Straight  40 

The  Ticking  of  the  Clock "  "    40 

A  Stitch  in  Time  Saves  Nine ••  ••    40 

Take  Things  as  They  Come "  "    40 

BALLADS. 

A  Little  Plaoe  Within  thy  Heart.  .J.  B.  Thomas  40 

So  Weary  and  Sud  To-Night Connolly  40 

Beaut itnl  Sougs  Unsung Vandercook  40 

The  Lost  Jewel Blunt  40 

,  Tbe^Meweuger  Bird SUnigbt  40 

-        COMIC  DUETTS. 

McCarthy's  Boarding  House Powers  40 

MaryAuaKehoe "    "    40 

POPULlAR  NEGRO  SONGS. 
Silver  Bells  are  Ringing  Away  up 

in  de  sky . .  Younker  40 
Take  Me  Rtck  to  My  Dear  Old  South- 

eru  Home,  Song  with  Echo  Chorus. .  .Speck  40 

Times  of  Long  Ago Straight  40 

Waiting  for  du  Setting  obde  Sun "    ••    40 

The  GoMeu  Chariot "    •<    40 

Settle  Diit  Bill ••    ••    40 

Down  by  ile  Rainbow •«    «•     40 

I'se  Uncle  Pcmpey  Still ••    «    40 

Hab  Your  Ladders  Ready «•    ••    40 

SERIO-COMIC  80»^S. 

I  Conldu't  Help  it  Ma Connolly  40 

Do  it  Agnii) SlnugUt  40 

SwettMas»-io  Gordon <•    ••    40 

You  Shonlilu'i  Notice  It ••    •«    40 

Kilty  McNish ««    «•    40 

Romping  Irish  Lans ••    <•     40 

CO  .MIC  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. .      f 

N.!w  Year's  Dnx Powers  40 

'Jb.- N;t^hl  I  L.HinK(d  to  Swim •«  ••     40 

Mi.  kev  F  ubrity Straigl.t     40 

IIii,'li  W»l  r  r.ii.'s ONeil  &  Conroy  40 

■      '  '  —■—■■■■■■MMi 


Widow  Claooy'fl  FMty "  "  40 

When  McOniness  Gets  the  Job    •*         ^,  ^  40 
I'll  Name  the  Boy  Deunls,  or                "  ^  .  ,** 
00  Name  at  all, 

Kerrigan  Jk  McCarthy  40 

Casey's  Ball  Last  Night..       "  "  40 

The  Day  I  Took  My  Peg  to  Ooney  Isle. ."  40 

Mary  Ann  O'Houlahan  Dowd "  40 

Give  an  Honeat  Ihab  Lad  a  GhaoM  ....**  40 

:":.   :>:':  marching  songs.      ; 

The  Irish  Volunteers Yonnker  40 

The  Petticoat  Brigade Straight  40 

Sous  of  Erin's  Isle Murphy  40 

NEGRO  SONGS  AND  DANCES. 

I'm  Just  Turned  Sixty-Three Straight  40 

SWELL  SONGS. 
Denoed  Good  Fellah Straight  40 

QUICKSTEPS  AND  MARCHES. 

Turkish  Patrot  Quickstep Freeman  60 

The  Petticoat  Brigade  March "     "     40 

The  Irish  Volunteers  March "     "     40 

Midshipmites  March "    "    40 

..  «        LATEST  LANCIERa 

Amertoan  Lanciera "  "  60 

English  Lanciers "  "  60 

Irish  Lanciers ••  "  60 

Scotch  Lanciers "  "  60 

Sea  Cadet  Lanciers ••  ••  60 

NEGRO  WALK  AROUND& 

Old  TimeQ  Roxy,  or  Trouble 

in  de  Kitchen Straight  40 

POPULAR  WALTZES. 

No  Work  Waltz Yonnker  40 

Tbe  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet  Waltz Pratt  40 

Invitation  Waltzes Annie  S.  Bhutto  40 

Sweet  Maggie  Gordon  Waltz Freeman  40 

SONGS  AND  DANCES. 

Sweet  Amerikay Yonnker  40 

Little  Roguish  Eyes O'Reardon  40 

Tbe  Reason  why  I  was  Elected Straight  40 

She's  so  Captivating. . .    Sargent  40 

When  the  Magnolias  Bloom Speck  40 

WALTZ  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

The  Rwoetest  of  tbe  Sweet Pratt  40 

Walzinghiim  McSweeney,  " 

the  Guy  Cavalier Dockstader  40 

Music  and  Dancing Conuollj  40 

ROUSING  NEGRO  MELANGE. 
Ojien  Up  Dem  Doors Straight  40 

There  are  none  of  the  pieces  of  mnsic  on  thiM  list 
which  are  not  guaranteed  by  the  publisher  to  give 
entire  satisfaction.  Also,  enoh  and  every  one  has 
either  an  elegant  picture,  lithographed,  or  double- 
colored  title-page,  and  printed  from  the  best  en- 
graved music  plates.  My  music  is  never  out  of 
print,  and  can  be  procured  at  any  music  store  in 
the  U.  S.  But  the  quickest  and  best  poliey  is  to 
send  direct  to  me. 

All  mnsic  not  on  this  list  constantly  kept  in 
stock,  and  will  l>e  sent,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
marked  price.  I  keep  the  publications  of  all  the 
Music  Publishers  in  America  and  Europe. 

P.  S.  —To  Music  Teachers,  Musicians,  Clubs, 
Professionals,  etc,  my  terms  are  the  regular  pro- 
fesioual  rates.  But  with  a  desire  to  have  my  pul>- 
licatlons  more  thoroughly  introduced  to  your  notice, 
also  to  give  you  a  chance  to  re-diapose  of  copies 
with  a  profit,  and  to  act  as  my  agents  through  the 
States,  I  will  allow  you  to  make  a  selection  of  10 
or  more  of  my  pieces,  at  one-half  off  of  the  marked 
prices. 

N.  B.— All  of  the  above  pieces  are  my  own  oopy- 
rigbls,  and  any  one  infringing  on  the  same,  will  t>e 
dealt  with  and  punished  to  the  full  ezteut  of  the 
law. 

Send  money  in  Registered  Letter  or  Postal  Order, 
in  all  amounts  in    postage  stamps,   hoping  to  be 
favored  with  yonr  patronage  I  remain 
Your  obedient  nervant, 

MRS.  PAULINE  LIEDER,       ?  - 
60  CHATHAM  STREET.  If.  Y. 

.'nd  49  Atlanlio  Avenue,   Brooklyn. 


SWEET  MAGGIE 
GORDON, » 

THE  MOST  POPULAR 

SONG 

IN    AM  RIGA. 

It  has  over-rea«hed  the  ezpeeUtions  of  the  pub- 
lieher  MRS.  PAULINE  LIEDER.  having  for  the 
•hort  time  it  has  been  before  the  publio,  sold  over 
5,000  copiee.  It  is  eaay  Uking,  and  ii  being  tung 
throughool  Um  country  by  all  the  Leading  Minstrel 
Bands. 

.;  -    -tv. 

Price  of  Words  and  Muiie  80  cents.      }.  > 

SPECIAL  OFFER  to  Profesaionals,  Amateur., 
Ac.,  Having  been  foreed  by  the  great  den)anJ  for 
Orcliestra  Paru  of  aWEET  MAGGIE  GORbON 
I  have  publiebed  the  same,  and  will  .end  botli 
Words  and  Mu.io,  and  also  the  (.Jrche.tra  Parts  to 
same,  on  receipt  of  50cl.,  to  any  address,  po.t  paid. 

LATEST  PUBLICATIONS. 
;   "      Ton  «fe  false  but  111  forgive  you. 

When  MoGuiooesi  gets  a  Job.  l     :'.■■' 

High  Water  Pan  U.  J 

I'll  Name  tbe  Boy  Dennis,  or;       '  j, ;  . 

no  Name  at  all. 
Casey's  Ball  Last  Night 
Sweet  Maggie  Oordan— Waltz.     Freemnn. 
SweeteeC  of  the  Sweet — Song  and  Wnltz. 
Widow  Clanoy's  Party. 
40  cenU  ea«b,   or,  any    three   for   One    Dollar, 
sent  to  any  address  po.t  paid,  on  receipt  of  piioe. ' 


My  Bear  old  Home  Where  Roses  Grow- 

Written  by  Edward  Talbot  for  Fayette  Welsh 
and  sung  by  him  with  great  success. 


01» !  how  often  when  a;  eve  I'm  sitting. 

Neap  the  hearthstone  where  the  bemlock  bum., 

Cherish'd  form.  I  tee  before  me  flitting. 
And  in  fancy's  drram  my  home  return.  ; 

Meni'ry  fond  delights  to  linger  ever, 
'Round  the  Menea  that  oldldliood  knew, 

Oh  1  would  that  I  had  left  thee  never- 
Home  I  my  dear  old  home  where  rows  grew. 
CnoRus. 

Oh  I  would  that  I  had  left  thee  never  | 

Home  I  my  dear  old  home  where  roses  grew. 

Oft  my  a|^ed  father  comes  before  me. 

Aaa  ray  mother  mcnrna  her  absent  .on. 
Now  their  parting  blessing,  hover  o'er  me,' 

As  the  flowers  bloaaom  one  by  one ; 
Nothing  from  my  heart  can  ever  sever. 

Time  hath  proved  all  tlieir  afiFeetion  true. 
Oh !  would  that  I  had  left  the  never- 
Home  I  my  dear  9id  home  wiieiis  mses  grew. 
'■'■•       '''^^^>"    '■.■'-■■■■■'-'■-':    •\- 'J^^:^- -.ij-'^i^  Chorus. 

May  kJntl  angeTs  watcb  around  tbefti, 

Health  and  plenty  baniab  care  and  fear. 
All  the  joy.  of  happy  life  surround  them,' 

ble..d  and  hooord  be  their  dwelling  here. 
When  (he  weary  toil  of  life  is  over. 

And  we  calmly  eliange  tbe  old  for  the  new. 
Oh !  may  we  meet  and  find  another 

Home  u  dear  aa  where  tbe  rose.  grew. 
'.    '       CnoRVB. 
Oh !  may  w«  meet  and  find  another 
Home,  aa  dear  a.  that  where  rosea  gi«ir. 

Apply  for  and  recefve  a  full  eatalocrne  of  the  most 
popular  aongs  contained  in  the  Singeis' Jonrnal, 
frotu  Na  1  to  the  last  isausd.         Frae 


..  A^  A.  Vi^       r 


TlilC    SJxliCiiUItl^'    JOURIVAL.. 
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The  Lost  Inheritance. 

CONTIKDXS. 


Tlie  letter  wbiob   had    prodaeed  tbi*  tkook  ran 

tlini  :— 

"Sk,—  ■  "■  ■'■'■■'■'■  -^^^':-'-  '■-■■■■■^^--'■■■-■^ 
''  In  reply  to  your  letter  of  ihe  —  inst,  yesterday 
received,  I  beg  t<>  My  ti>at  the  eonfiJenoe  I  ani 
ubuiit  to  make  I  rely  in  your  bittiuras  u  g«uiUini«n 
to  keep  ilriotly  secret— that  is,  however  you  may 
ute  the  iDformation,  you'll  not  meDlion  the  name  of 
'  your  informant.  The  doing  so  would  lead  to  com- 
plications and  difficuUie<>  with  the  other  party, 
which  inightprove  prejudicial  to  your  searoh  of  dis- 
covery. 

To  proceed  to  the  point.  Aa  uiiforseen  cir- 
eumtlanoe  bn«  put  it  iu  my  power  to  render  you  the 
service  you  require.  I  will  now  do  so  undtir  your 
signed  promise,  contained  in  your  letter,  which  this 
moment  lies  before  me— namely,  thai  you  will  give 
one  hundred  and  fifty  pounds  down  for  intelli- 
gence. I'be  young  gentleman,  then,  yoa  speak  of  is 
alive,  and  I  have  reason  to  believe  is  down  aome- 
where  in  your  part  of  the  country  at  this  present 
time,  under  the  name  of  Ricliard  Hepburn.  Any 
further  informaticn  1  can  obtain  for  you  I  shall  be 
happy  to  do. 

*'  A  check  for  seventy-five  pounds  on  account  per 
return  post  will  oblige  yours  respectfully. 

"  Strictly  confidential." 

The  vaHouB  aensations  that  crowded  upon  the 
ex-usurer's  brain  after  a  perusal  of  the  above  would 
be  difficult  to  describe.  Terror  predominated. 
The  very  walls  of  Carnyston  seemed  crumbling 
alMut  his  ears 

Sir  Richard  Carr's  son  here,  under  the  very  roof 
that  covered  him  ! 

"Scojndrell  villain!  mean  spyt"  he  cried, 
quivering  with  fury,  as  he  shook  his  clenched 
liands  in  theair  "What  has  he  learned?  No- 
thing. He  couldn't.  What  ooold  he  discover 
here?  lie  can't— he  never  will  if  I  only  yield  to 
tliat  rapacious  wretch,  liriodley  I" 

How  blind  we  are  to  our  errors — how  ready  to 
detect  thi>ae  of  our  ueighbors  ! 

Locking  tiie  door.  Josiah  Biddkeomb  began 
hurriedly  pacing  the  library.  The  probable  danger 
he  was  in  banislied  all  sense  of  weakness,  He  bad 
no  time  fur  it.  He  felt  he  must  act  at  once— 
sharply,  decisively  ;  and,  as  he  so  thonght,  all  his 
old  business  keenness  and  eraft  came  back. 

1  o  some  it  may  be  natural,  to  others  uanatural  ; 
but,  in  the  midst  af  these  contending  feelings,  the 
bitterest  will  he  felt  was  to  yield  to,  and  bscome  the 
-purse  of,   limotliy  liriudley. 

"  Need  he? 

Like  a  flash  an  inspiration,  the  idea  came  upon 
liiiti. 

"  I  see  it  all  !"  he  cried,  clasping  his  hand  whib 
his  face  grew  lighter.  I  understand!  'I  he  game 
sli  11  be  niiae^mine  ;  and  Mailer  l^rindley  shall 
be  checkmated  at  liie  moment  he  believes  he  has 
won  !" 

He  rublted  his  hands  with  delight.  What  did  he 
lee^— wliat  understand  ?  No  less  then  thscause  of 
Hioliard  Hepburn's  presence  there.  To  the  crafty 
nsnrar  it  was  as  clear  as  day.  He  had  come  to 
win  back  his  property  by  a  marriage  with  his 
(Josiah  liiddlecomb's)  heiress  to  gain  it  any  other 
wuy  is  out  of  his  power. 

Why  sliouldnt  this  be,  and  Timothy  Brindley 
crushed  — crushed,  after  having  been  bribed  into 
silence  until  his  Sting  would  fill  harmlesss?  Sir 
Kiehard  could  not  Uke  proe-edings  against  his 
wife's  father  ;  l*esides,  he  hud  done  the  last  Baronet 
no  bodily  harm. 

4fier  all,  would  not  this  be  the  best,  the  safest 
oourss  for  all  partiea?  He  Josiah  Diddleeomb, 
Would  not  ueeil  anything  very  long,  and  his 
daughter  would  bi  l.idy  Carr.  'While  he  lived,  she 
wooU  shield  and  maintain  him  ;  at  least  it  was 
better  than  the  chance  of 

He  4ki  not  finish  the  sentence;  he  added  an- 
other;—** .^nd  it  will  checkmate  that  villain 
Brindley." 

Oo&g  to  his  desk  1m  wrote ;  — 


^      "  Dear  Mr.  Hepburn, —  ^ 

"  'Vill  you  favor  us  with  your  company  to  dinner 

to-day?       hut.  a  family  parly — only  my    daughter 

and    nephew,    illress    necessitating    my   absence. 

NevertbelesH,  I   would  like  a  few    words  in    private 

with  youLiu  ibe  libi«ry  after  coffee. 
.^,      :     .<-  -  ;.-    •      "  Yours  sincerely, 

'      — —     ~    "  -J.  Biddleoomb." 

"  At  any  rale,"  thought  the  ex-usurer,  as  he 
enclosed  nn<T  directed  the  note,  *'  he  has  beein  long 
enough  flirting  with  iSidonia'^o  j»aiify  my  asking 
his  intentions.  His  answer  will  prove  what  course 
is  best  for  me  to  take.  To-morrow  I  will  see 
Brindley." 

Having  unlocked  the  door  he  rang  the  bell.  To 
the  footman  who  answered  lo  the  summons  he  de- 
livered ihe  nc'te,  bidding  him  take  them  at  once  to 
Mr.  Bichard  Hepburn,  at  Westerin. 

"  What  is  that  you  have  thena  ?  be  added,  eyeing 
curiously  an  ill-folded  but  well-secured  letter,  which 
the  footmnn  held  forward  on  a  salver. 

"Jenkins,  the  lodge-keeper,  jest  brought  it  hup, 
sir.  It  war  left  at  the  lodge  'bout  five  miniu 
ago.'' 

"That'll  do,"  remarked  Josiah  Biddleoomb, 
shortly,  as  he  took  it.  "  See  that  my  note  is  taken 
instantly.     Go" 

W  hen  alone,  he  examined  the  letter.  The  writing 
was  bad  and  irregular.  It  might  have  been  dis- 
guised. 

Carelessly  he  0|)eDed  it,  but  with  interest  he 
read  : — 

"  Do  not  let  T.  B.  urge  you  to  a  course  you  dis- 
approve. You  have  no  reason  to  fear  him.  He  is 
an  escaped  convict.     The  police  are  on  his  track  !" 

Could  this  be  true?  It  must  be  !  Hence  his  de- 
sire to  quit  Heatham,  and  fly  elsewhere.  The  ex- 
usurer  leaned  back  in  hit  ebair,  and  laughed 
aloud. 

"  With  a  little  stratagem,"  he  exclaimed,  "  the 
game  is  mine — yes,  Timothy  Brindley,  mine  I" 

•-■--•"'. '"";':'  CHAPTER  XYIL"-  ■: 

SIR   BICHAXD   LIARMS   UAJHA.   DAOOKTr'S 
GOKOniON. 


On  the  afternoon  that  Josiah  Biddleeomb  had 
come  to  the  crafty  resolve  concerning  his  old  enemy's 
son,  Riehard  Hepburn  sat  alone  at  his  inn,  fretfully 
impatient  for  something  to  toira  up.  He  longed  for 
news  from  Jonas  Sly  cum,  and  began  irritably  to 
Bconse  that  worthy  officer  of  tardiness  and  want  of 
energy. 

In  his  present  state  of  mind,  time  did,  indeed, 
hang  heavily  on  his  hands,  and  he  found  his  own 
most  wearisome  comp«ny. 

He  would  willingly  have  procured  distraction  by 
going  abroad,  but  everywhere  the  same  rumor  met  * 
him,   conveyed    by  a  meaning  glance  to  point   the 
covert  inuendo,  of  his  engagement  to  the  heiress. 

Edmund  Biddleeomb  Lad  done  his  work  well. 

Could  iRichard  Hepburn  have  boldly  denied  the 
statement  it  would  not  have  mattered,  but  in  the 
present  critical  position  of  affairs  he  dared  not, 
consequently  avoided  meeting  those  to  whom  his 
silence  would  eonvey  a  tacit  confirmation. 

"Still,  this  style  of  tiling  can't  go  on  much 
longer,"  fae  reflected,  throwing  Mide  the  book  he 
had  in  vain  been  trying  to  read.  "It  knt  fair  to 
the  girl,  thoogh  she,  of  course,  from  my  letting  slip 
the  most  glaring  advances  she  madefor  me  to  pro- 
pose the  other  day,  must  be  aware,  even  as  I,  of 
the  falseness  of  tlie  rumor.  It  is  all  owing  to  her- 
self that  the  public  should  regard  the  matter  other 
than  a  flirtation." 

He  colored  a  little  uneasily,  then  added,  frankly, 
"No  I  will  not  be  coward  enough  to  shirk  ray  own 
share  in  it.  I,  too,  in  a  measure  may  have  been  in 
it.  I,  too,  in  a  measure  may  have  been  in  error ;  but 
Heavens,  when  the  public  hears — if  it  ever  do— for 
what  a  stake  I  played — the  clearing  a  father's  name 
from  disgrace — will  it  blame  me  ?  It  cannot,  for 
though  I  may  hare  flirted  todes|>eralion,  beyond,  I 
swear  by  no  word  have  I  led  Sidonia  biddleeomb  to 
to  belicTe  I  meant  seriously.  It  is  a  conclusion 
she  has  jumped  at  through  flattery  and  adulation 


which  surrounded  her.  Why,  there  •*»  .half  n 
doun  I  know  who  at  the  rising  of  her  filler.  wuuKI 
gladly  propose  for  her." 

He  was  interrupted  in  his  Biedilalions  and  per- 
ambulations by  a  tap  at  the  door. 

"Comeio."  he  called,  sharply  frobiing  round, 
as  he  hoped  it  might  prove  the  detective.' 

The  waiter,  however,  putting  his  head  iu  the 
door,  which  he  held  as  if  eager  to  dreapilate  bins- 
self,  did  not  announce  the  officer,  but  a  My,  who 
desired  particularly  to  see  Mr.  Hepburn. 

'A  lady  to  see  me?"  ejaculated  the  young  nwo, 
surprised;  then,  recovering  himself,  added,  "Show 
her  up." 

A  moment  after,  the  lady  entered. 

She  was  quietly  dressed,  and,  owing  to  ihe  thisk 
veil  she  wore  entirely  concealing  her  features,  Atr 
the  moment  Richard  Hepburn  did  not  recognise  b«r. 
Something,  however,  in  the  raoiiun  oi  her  figure  as 
she  advanced  revealed  who  was  hie  visitor,  and 
hastening  forward,  he  exclaimed,  "  Surely  it  is  Miss 
Dagget.  T" 

"  It  is,  Mr.  Hepburn.  I  throw  myself  on  your 
generosity  to  pardon  furthiB  intrusion,  but  it  was  to 
me  imperil) ve  that  1  shovrld  see  you  at  once — and  ia 
private." 

As  she  put  up  her  veil  he  noticed  that  her  counts* 
nance  was  pale,  her  lips  comprasesd,  jet  convulsed 
by  anoccasional  slight  spasm,  her  eyes  set  and 
dilated. 

It  wasgan  expression  he  had  seen  on  tlif  fsveof  • 
gambler,  whose  last  coins  had  been  staked  on  • 
final  .throw. 

Whatever  was  her  purpose  there  ?  ' 

"  Intrusion  T'— he  smiled.  "  Pnty  do  not  call  a 
visit  that  gives  me  so  mnch  pleosure^by  so  harsh  a 
term.  Miss  Daggett;  especially,"  he  added,  placing 
a  chair,  "  as  I  am  egotistic  enoagh  to  imagine  that 
my  affairs  may  have  to  do  with  the  caune." 

"Tou  are  right,  Mr.  Hapborn,"  she  repUad, 
sitting  down  ;  "  that  alone  bais  brought  me  here.  I 
believe— I  believe  the  end  yoa  seek  is  in  your  grasp. 
In  fact,  £  would  almost  swear  it  is." 

"  Miss  Daggett,"  cried  the  listener,  eagerly,  "  do 
I  hear  yon  correctly  ?     Can  this  really  be  ? 

<■  I  repeat,  I  think  so."  replied  the  guest,  whoM 
tones,  though  clear  and  firm,  came  from  her  Upi 
with  an  almost  measured,  monotonotis  slowneM, 
like  one  who  had  to  check  or  hide  a  quivering  d 
the  articulatory  mnscleB.  "  First,  Mr.  Hepbom, 
are  you  sore  we  are  not  overheard  ?  The  faot " — 
aud^she^made  an  effort  to  smile —  "  of  a  veiled  lady 
visiting  you  may  make  people  carious;  and  what  I 
am  about  to  confide  to  you  I  have  no  deaire  to  bi 
mjide  the  gossip  of  Westerin. " 

•<  There  is  no  fear,  I  trust,  of  that,  for  an  anU« 
room  lies  between  this  room  and  the  passage;  but  I 
will  make  sure." 

Quitting  the  apartment,  and  crossing  the  smaller 
one,  he  looked  into  the  passage.  No  one  was  there, 
while  he  heard  the  voices  of  the  waiter  and  land- 
lady conversing  with.some  persons  at  the  bar. 

Satisfied,  he  closed  the  door  and  returned. 

During  his  absence,  Maria  Daggett  had  pn«sed 
her  bauds  over  her  white  face  with  a  convulsivs 
shiver. 

"How  my  heart  failn'me  T  she  murmured. 
"  Yet  can  he  refuse  when  I  offer  hii^.  his  fondest 
desire?" 

"  I  have  seen  all  saf&  There  is  no  fear  of  inter- 
ruption, my  dear  Miss  Daggett,"  broke  inBiehanl 
Hepburn's  voice,  as  he  came  back.  "  For  a  wonder 
the  worthy  people  are  occupying  themselves  with 
tlioir  own  coucenn.  We  may  to  business.  Yoa 
have,  I  feel  sure,  fresh  news  to  give  me.  How 
much  do  I  owe  you  ?  More  than  1  cau  ever  r^ 
pay."  he  added,  as  he  sat  down,  a  few  feet  firom 
his  visitor. 

"iThere  may  be  a  difierenoe  of  opinion  on  that 
point,"  she  said,  with  a  short,  nervons  langb  "  I 
might  one  day  seek  a  recompense  you  would  not 
care  to  give." 

"  It  must  be  very  extravagant  indeed  for  ue  tO 
refuse,"    he    said,    earneatly.     *■  I  oonfeas, 
Daggett,  yoa  have  givt-n  me  iufbrmation 
io  any  I  myrelf  have  been  able  to  disoover  ;  attd 
be   aasared  I  a^  not  one    to    shirk   my    d«bl|> 
among  which    I    hold   the  highaittobe  thoM  at 
gratitude.'* 
To  be  Continued  in  No.  180— Commeoaed  in  lift. 
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Then     I        was     a     young  pick  -  a   -  nl    -    ny  down      In      Al    -    a   -  bam,  ... Dey  said       I     was       de 

2,  But      when      de    war      com  -  men  -  ced  I  had      a      wife      and    fam    -    1    -    ly Four    lit    -   tie    boys     and 
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smart  -  est   chile      ob      an    -    y       in        de     .  land;, 
girls      all    mine      I     trot  -  ted     on       my      knee ; . 
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I     was    Cap  -  tain      o    -    ber      all        ob    dem,    And   de 
But   old    Mas  -  sa   went       off      to       de     war,     Neb -ber 
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boys     and   Rlrls      did      drill,. 
to      comeback       a   -   gain,. 


So    dey  nam  -  ed    me  XJncle  Pom-pey  and    I'se  Un  -  cle  Pom  -  pey  still. 

And  do    chil  -  dren  all    were  weep  -  Ing  when  we  heard  dat    he     was  slain. 
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show'd    em    how       to  dance     and  sing      de      Al  -  a  -  bam  -  a      style, . . 
came      up    Norf    and  struck    de  game  Four     le  -  ben  for  -  ty     four,.... 


For  dem  way   de      ac  -  com-plish-ments  dait 
So   now   I'se  broke  I'se   go  -  ing  back    to 
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Where  the  Golden  Lilies  Clmtfir. 

Composed  dy  Waiter  FUoentt. 
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to  any  adUreBs.  on  receipt  tt  price,  40 eta. 

Now  tender  leave*  io  tummer,  .i     -   , 

They  were  sprinsriDi;  on  the  treci,  ■•>  ' 

I  wa«  atrolling  all  alone  one  pleasant  mom, 

Wlien  I  by  chance  shw  at  a  |;lutioe, 
I  wish  I'd  ne'er  been  b'>rn  ; 

A  uiaideii  fair  niih  golden  hair. 
So  aweet  aa  calm  and  •till  ; 

1  fell  in  love  just  lo  my  neck, 
Just  then  my   busy  brain  b«t{an  to  fill. 

CiioKira. 

Moonlight,  starlight  alwaya  can  be  »een,     (Dance  ) 
When  the  baud  is  playing  I)anoingon  the  green, 

(Dance  ) 
Ahl  I  naver  cm  futget  when  urst 
I  met  her  with  my  heiiit  I  there  did  Irusi  h<r. 
For  (he's  sweeter  to  me  than  the  houey  frum  the  bee. 
Where  the  gulden  lillies  chister.  (Daaoe  } 

N>>w  the  cackoos  they  are  singing. 

In  the  orciiaivi  on  tlie  hill. 
And  the  ami  it  shone  upon  their  silver  throat. 

While  atoopin<r  lr<>m  ii  blooming  lawn, 
Fn>tii  the  rose  I  found  a  little  noif  ; 

Which  made  my  lonely  heart  ivjoice. 
To  call  that  maidfn  miiiu  ; 

But  luiirried  we  are  going  t>'  be. 
Next  :juuday  when  the  bells  b<-^in  to  chime. 

Ci.oriis  auJ  Dance. 


Mary  Kelly's  Clothes. 

By  J.  F.  Duckett,  Air  Mary  Kelly's  Beau. 

Little  Mary  Kelly. 

■    A  darling  now  h<>  ewt- pt. 

Oft  I  go  to  see  ler  ; 

Where  she  lives  In  Cro  hv  Stroew- 
Sbe  keeps  hersKit  so  liiy. 

From  ber  head  down  V-  li.  r  lo**. 
No  miilttT  "  h'-re,  no  one  umi.  ui'iii|iara. 

With  Mary  K>*lly'e  cioi^u--. 

d'OIUIM. 

Little  Mary  K  lly. 

The  iweelesl  <  f  tl  eiti  III! 
When  I  am  walkinif  w  ih  Iht.        ■ 

Ri>wiiie»al  lier  ha«l  ; 
She's  so  iinn'l^<'nif ly   {.-s'lired. 

W  ith  a  <lai  ling  lii  t  e  no^-i'. 
They've  asked  lo  know  ili.-  n  akers  name. 

Of  Mary   Kelly  s  cloilies 

Her  father  he's  a  mk  reliant. 

And  well  he  ic  \o-do, 
Thfy  have  a  colort  d  a^rvani  girl. 

At  han<l«am«  as  a  jew. 
Soon  we're  to  be  married. 

And  we'll  have  the  servant  Cloe, 
,4nd  hf-r  father  he'll  be  at  the  expense, 

Ot  Mary  Kelly's  clothes. 


Chorus. 


Longing  for  them  Good  old  Days  Again- 

By  T. .  O.  Davis.     *  W  uslc  by  J.  P.  Skelly . 

To-night  I  am  lovely  thinking 

Of  the  happy  days  that's  uone. 
And  the  doar  old  hpot  I  never  more  shall  see  ; 

Where  uroniid  our  humblt^  cottage 

The  wild  flowers  sweetly  blooine  I. 
And  lh«  ivy  greeu  around  the  oM  gum  trea. 

Chorus.  .    ; 

Oft  I  think  I  see  the  mo'  nliglit,  '  ,;' 

lieaming  in  the  cabin  door. 
And  the  sad  tears  my  |H>or  old  eyes  can  search 

restrain  ; 

When  those  scenes  r'ise  up  before  me. 

For  Cse  old  an'l  homeless  now. 
And  lunging  for  liem  good  ol.i  days  again. 

My  days  are  nearly  nnmhered. 
And  I  siM>n  will  be  at  r«st  ; 
No  mora  lo  hear  the  laugh  of  children  in  the  cane ; 


The  Hweet  music  of  I  heir  voices 
Througli  the  mists  of  memory  stea's. 
And  keeps  mo  longing  for  dem  good  old  days  attain. 

Oft  1  think,  A«. 

lam  toiling  down  the  hillside,        ■;  {_     " 

For  my  youth  is  pa»t  ami  gone. 
To  rest  beneath  de  eoulliern  ekiea  again  ; 

Where  my  friends  tiiey  all  am  sleeping, 

In  tlie  old  home  far  away. 
Makes  me  weary  for  dem  good  old  da\H  again. 

Oft  I  think,  Ac. 


Der  Patter  of  Der  Shingle- 
Translated  from  tbe  English  by  D.  C  C. 

Vhen  der  angry  passion  gaddering, 

Im  my  mu'hler  s  face  I  see, 
Und  she  lends  me  in  der  pedroom, 

Sliendly  Ia\s  me  on  her  knee. 
Den  I  know  dot  f  vill  caloh  it, 

Und  mv  flesh  iti  fancy  itches, 
A*  I  linden  for  d.  r  patter 

Of  der  shingle  on  m^  breeohee. 

Efery  link's  of  der  sliin  le 

Has  ai|  echo  und  a  fh'ling, 
Und  a  doUHand  liurning  fanoiea, 

Indo  being  spiini;. 
Und  a  douhaiiti  tiees  und  hornets 

Nead  my  coad-dill  seem  to  Hohwarm,'', 
Aa  I  feel  der  palter  of 

Der  shingle,  oh!  so  varm. 

Iti  a  shphilter  0'>niee  mine  fadder— 

Whom  t  supposed  hsd  gone — 
Do  survey  der  dkiduvdtion, 

Und  dell  her  do  lay  it  on. 
D'>  see  h  r  l»erdimg  o'er  me, 

As  I  liden  do  der  einiin 
Billed  by  her  und  by  der  shingle, 

lu  a  viid  und  weird  rufrain.     . 

III  a  FU'ideii  iiidermis-ion, 

Vicli  U|>pei«t«  im    only  schance. 

I  say,  *'Shdrike  sliti*  l\,  muUdcr, 

Or  you  ll  aliplii  mine  HiinJai   banta." 

She  slilops  a  moMieni.  draws  her  breoth, 
Der  sliin^l  •  h   I.U  a.of  , 

Und  -a\s        I  h  id  nol  ih-  ugt  <f  dot- 
Mine  S'>n.  oliiisi  d.ike  dem  oif.'' 

Oh,  l.feinsr.   tender  mercy, 

Casi  iliiy  piiyin;  L'h'ooes  down  ; 
Und  (Ih  II,  oil    v  n.ilv  doctor, 

I'ul  a  gotid  B.  f    bonl^ioe  on  ; 
Und  may  I  mit  vools  und  duuoes 

Afleiward  Comiiiin:l« 
If-efer  I  "a.   anuiMer  vord. 

Veil  my  mudder  yields  der  shingle. 


Going  to  Camp- Meeting. 
Words  by  J.  M.  Johnson.     Sung  by  Johnson  A  Cooper. 

I've  come  down  to  see  my  Susan, 

For  slie's  ihe  girl  llial-I  ailore. 
We  re  gwiiie  to  cnuroh  this  evening. 

And  hear  olb  I'arson  Johnson  roar;  , 

My  Susan  she's  as  sweet  as  honey. 

She's  craxy  for  this  nig  I  know,    ^      • 
She  told  me  to  come  down  this  evening, 

And  to  camp-meeting  we  shonld  go. 
Chorus. 
Then  all  yon  ohildreu  oome  meet  me  at  the  gate, 

Lay  down  t  le  bones  and  the  old  banjo. 
Put  in  your  coat  and  Sunday  trousers. 

And  to  oamp-meeting  we  will  go. 

Oh!  Jasper,  ain  t  yon  handsome. 

Tome  right  quick  ami  don  t  stay  long  ; 
Oh!  8  isan.  you're  my  hiickleb.  rry, 

Hu>  sinking  here  yon  know  is  wrong. 
While  f  Iks  then  we  iiiunI  be  leaving. 

They  re  wai  ing  for  us  now  I  know. 
Well  call  again  U>-ii.orrow  evening, 

liul  uow  I  •  oami»-iuetting  we  must  go. 

I  hen  all  von  children,  <to. 
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wlUiUUUalJiOlUie  writer  or  writers. 

(The  Publisher.) 


true    philosophers 


An  Irish  gentleman  went  to  ca'I  on  Dr.  Carr  to 
attend  a  siek  eliild.  It  was  midnight  when  he  arri- 
Ted  at  the  doctors.  He  rang  the  bell  oiioe,  then 
twice  No  r  sponse  The  third  time,  the  doctor 
looked  out  of  ilie  window  and  naked  wha(  wl^  wan- 
ted, in  an  angry  voice. 

The  Irish  gent  said  : 

"Missde  Carr." 

•'  What !"  the  doctor  replies. 

"  Miss  de  Car  again,"  he  says. 

The  doctor  replies  : 

"  Wiiai  do  I  eure  ;  wait  for  another  Car(r) ;  they 
run  every  half  hour— closed  ihewiudowand  retired. 

There  was  nothing  but  a  plain  slab  at  the  head 
of  the  mound,  but  the  simple  inscription  on  it  tells 
its  own  story;  "He  was  an  umpire  iu  a  close 
game." 

There  is  a  man  in  Washington  the  most  pnwer- 
ful  in  ihe  country.  He  carries  a  hoise  (s)car  ou 
his  cheek. 

"  Speaking  of  rnsors,"  said  the  obsequious  bar- 
ber, as  he  tendered  change  for  a  quarter,  "1  believe 
Adam  and  Eve  were  the  first  raiders,  were  thev 
not?"  ■ 

A  clergyman  was  telling  a  S'ory  of  raJher  in- 
eredihle  dimensionH,  wliile  hia  little  girl  made  the 
inquiry  ;  "  Father  is  that  really  tine,  or  is  it  only 
preaching  ?" 

Practised    pickpockets   and 
take  things  easy 

■    ■■  ■-      "t'.-  .■■:  .■.,.-■ 

We  asked  a  pennon  tha  otber  day  Iiow  many 
stops  his  organ  had.  He  replied  :  "  The  only 
Slop  it  haa  is  wheu  loa  Uke  your  feet  ofifthe 
bellows," 

We  sell  all  i>ur  sheet  music  at  |rd  price,  Tbe 
girls  especially,  will  appreciate  this  ;  because  out 
of  the  forty  cents  that  •  pa  ''  gives  ili.  m  for  a  new 
song,  they  will  have  thirteen  left,  unbeknownst  to 
him,  that  they  can  treat  "  deir  Franky  "  with 
to  cream,  wit  h  "  gum-drops  "  thrown  in.  This  is 
leap-year  you  know. 

An  amateur  naturalist  cffers  a  reward  to  the 
man  who  will  furnish  him  with  a  fine  specimen  of 
the  '■  briek  bat." 

** I  give  lessons  in  music  iimT  drawing,"  as  tbe 
donkey  sai<l  wlien  he  began  to  bray  and  drag  a 
oart  r<ler  him. 

•My  l>ark  is  wreck,  d,"  aa  the  dog  remarked- 
when  ..rown  uveiboard  in  the  middle  of  the  Atlan- 
tic Oo"  VI. 

A  good  many  Lardy  dah-lings  on  the  stags  at 
present. 

".Keep  your  dog  away  from  nie !"  said  a  dandy 
to  a  butcher  l>oy. — "  Uang  the  dog,  he  s  always 
after  puppies,"  said  the  boy. 

An  Iiiohman  ones  observed  that  milestones  were 
enough  lo  answer  >our  questions  without  giving 
you  the  trouble  to  ask  them. 

A  Legal  Pun —"Sir."  sa'd  a  man  defending  a 
Mther  noiorJous  ohaiacler.  "  I  assure  you  it  is 
pure  innoeence."— '  1  quite  aj^ree  with  you,"  i»- 
plied  the  other  ;   "it  was  pure  in-no-sense." 

A  wvll  meaning  exeliam;e  'says  that  Courtney 
has  d  oide<l  to  stop  rowing.  Why,  he  slopped 
rowing  iwo  or  three  years  ago, 
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Blae  and  Gray. 

Oh!  mother, w'jal  do  they  mean  by  blue. 

And  what  do  lli«y  mean  by  gray, 
Wa*  lieiird  frum  the  lips  of  a  lidleobild, 

Ab  tbe  bounded  in  from  play. 
The  motlier'a  eyes  filled  up  wuhteara. 

She  turned  to  ber  darling  fair, 
^nd  smoothed  away  from  llie  sunny  brow. 

Its  trtsaaures  of  gulden  hair. 

Why,  mothers  eyes  are  blue  aod  sweet,    ': 

And  grandpa's  hair  is  grey. 
And  the  love  we  bear  our  darling  ohild, 

GruwHstroug<r  every  day; 
But  what  did  they — peisiited  the  child — 

For  I  saw  two  cripples  to-day. 
And  one  of  them  aaid  he  fought  fi^r  the  blae, 

Tbe  other  be  fought  for  the  gmy.  *  • 

Now,  he  of  the  blue  had  lost  a  leg, 

I  he  other  had  but  one  arm  ;       , 
And  b  >th  stiemed  wurn  and  weary,  and  mm), 

Yet  their  greetini;  was  kind  and  warm. 
They  told  of  battles  of  days  gone  by, 

1  ill  it  made  my  young  blood  tlirill, 
Tbe  leg  was  lost  in  the  A  ilderness  figlit. 

And  tlie  arm  at  Malvern  Hill. 

They  sat  on  the  stone  by  tbe  fartn-yard  gat«. 

And  talked  fur  an  hourur  more, 
1  ill  their  eyes  grew  bright  and  their  warm 

hearts  seemed, 

With  fighting  their  baltles  o'er. 
And  partine  at  last  with  a  friendly  grat^p. 

In  a  kindly,  brotherly  way  ; 
Each  called  on  fiod  to  speed  the  time,   ,  .  " 

'Uniting  the  blue  and  the  gray. 


What  They  Did  For  Moldoon. 

By  Jim  J,  Nelson.  Suug  by  John  Sheeban. 

Just  give  me  your  kind  condescension, 

I'm  glad  for  to  see  ye's  all  well, 
^nd  now  if  ye's  all  piiy  aitemion,  . 

My  troubles  to  you  1  will  tell. 
There'*  a  gang  that  live*  over  in  Jaraey, 

They  sxy  I  looks  like  a  baboon. 
They'll  lay  for  me  coming  from  labor 

Then  they'll  paralyse  Michael  Moldoon. 

*'■-"':■'■-.  ■.,■'.-.'"■■       ■■.■.■'. 

'  Chobcb. 

Don't  think  that  I'm  giving  ye  toffy, 

Or  gas  to  blow  up  a  baloon, 
This  gang  they  have  near  drove  me  crazy, 

Thut's  jnst  what  tbey  done  for  Muldoon. 

Last  week  with  the  gang  I  went  sailing, 

To  visit  the  Inle  of  l^ellevue, 
When  be  UcHvens  they  set  D>e  to  bailing, 

Till  my  trousers  were  wet  through  and  through, 
Then  a  gale  strnck  the  boat  in  the  centre, 

And  they  made  me  ascend  the  iiboon. 
Then  they  overhauled  me  with  the  painter, 

That's  j  .at  what  they  did  ^r  Muldoon. 

Don't  think,  «to. 

Last  Saturday  .light  at  a  raffle, 

I  was  lucky  enough  for  to  win. 
But  my  good  luck  they  all  tried  to  baffle, 

By  mHking  me  pay  for  their  gin. 
Wheu  they  found  all  I  bad  was  a  dollar. 

They  flung  me  all  over  the  room. 
Of  me  coat  all  they  left  wns  the  collar, 

Aai  that's  what  they  did  f  r  Muldoon. 

Don't  think,  *«. 


Cheer  up,  Norah  Darling. 
Written  and  sun^  by  Ben  Dodgtt. 

I'm  dreaming  of  old  Ireland, 

The  fairest  spot  on  earth. 
The  home  o{  heroes  true  and  braTa^ 

The  dear  land  of  my  birth. 
Where  er  I  roam  I  think  of  horn*. 

And  friends  i>o  dear  to  me, 
I  can't  forget  old  Ireland 

The  one  I  long  to  see, 
I  can't  forget  old  Ireland  and 

And  my  own  sweet  Gra  Machrae. 


Chorus. 
Then  cheer  up,  Norah  darling,  ^ 

Allhoughrm  furawHy  ;  '       '    .' 

My  heart  to.you  will  still  be  tme,       /i  • 
•  And  for  you  I  Uevar  pray.  ;^^;'   :    - 

Bnt  aoon  I  will  go  home  again,  , /.'  ■ 

I'm  happy  as  «an  be, 
While  tliinking  of  the  blissful  time^ 

When  Norah  I  shall  see  ; 
Sure  then  our  sorn-ws  will  beo'er.         -     ' 

From    her  I  ne'er  itill  part, 
Bnt  closely  cbng  to  old  Ireland  and 

The  Hunlight  of  my  heart. 
But  closely  cling  to  old  Ireland  aud 

The  dear  one  of  my  heart.  Chorus. 


Upper  Ten  and  Lower  Five. 

Sung  wlUi  Immense  Buccesa  by  Wilson  &  Brown. 

WILSON. 

I  have  no  coppers,  my  good  man, 
Threetimes  to  you  I  have  told  ; 

BKOWit.  •  r 

I  don't  object  to  silver,  sir. 

And  I'm  not  too  proud  forgold, 

WILSON.  ^  i 

Well,  I  am  one  of  the  Upper  ten. 

To  be  polite  contrive  ;  '    ,- 

BROWN.    ■/•..'■•/■:  ■''-■, 

I  beg  your  pardon,  my  dear  sir, 
I  belong  to  the  Lower  five. 

Chorcs.    ■         ".,-■,■';■': 

WILSON. 

*    Well,  I  am  one  of  the  Upper  ten. 
The  Upper  Ten— the  Upp>er  Un, 
Teu  thousand  a  year  is  my  income  elear. 
And  I  manage  to  spend  it  all. 

BROWN.  '      ' 

Well,  I  am  one  of  the  Lower  five. 
The  Lower  five — the  Lower  five, 

1  live  in  a  dive  aod  »o  do  contrive. 
To  scrape  up  a  copper  or  two. 

WILSON. 

My  coat  ii  of  the  latest  cut, 
No  duubt  you  can  perceive  ; 

BROWN. 

My  coat  is  cut  all  over. 

And  all  greasy  at  the  sleeva.  ^     > 

WILSON.  '  ■■/'  ?  -  :  ■■  ■  ■ :, 

For  a  good  fit  no  boots  are  like  mine, 
In  taot  there  are  none  such. 
BROWN.    ■;•-■'. 
Well  mine  are  jiift  the  reverse  of  yonn, 
1  think  they  fit  too  much. 

WIL80H.    ■'■;^-;  ■^;''V"; 

My  uncle  left  me  lots  of  cash. 
That's  really  not  so  bad  ; 

BROWN.  ''•;  ; 

Well  mine  left  me  half  a  dollar. 
And  the  worst  old  coat  he  had.     : 
WILSON.  >' 

Lady  Devere  of  the  Upper  ten, 

I  wed  when  twenty-five  ; 

BROWN.  -   ^ 

Aoi  I  will  marry  Slip-Shod  Sal, 

She  belongs  to  the  Lower  five. 

WILSON. 

Pray  call  my  carriage,  my  good  man, 
-    And  do  not  wake  a  fuse.    ,     . 

'    '  BROWN.     :■■■/■.''■  ■;;"    '.•':■,;■■' 

I  never  in  a  earriage  rode,  y 
But  walk  as  poor  men  mnsi,     .' 

WILSON. 

Well,  as  you  seem  hard-np,  my  man. 
Ten  dollars  to  you  I'll  give. 

BROWN. 

Ah,  thank  you,  sir— yon  little  know, 
■■'./■        How  us  poor  folks  do  lire. 


The  Happy  Irlih  Coaple. 

Wordsand  k  usle  by  John  T.  Kelly. 
8uug  by  Kelly  aud  Kynn,  Uie  Bards  of  Tara. 

Barney —Are  von  looking  at  me,  Katy, 

You  vee  I'm  dancing  mad. 
Kaly — How  d<i  you  like  this  movement, 

I  learne<l  it  from  my  dad 
Barney— Uh  I  Kaiy,  you  are  so  fat, 

'An<l  I'ln  so  Tery  Wn.  ^' 

Katy — YcH,  a  Uiinner  looking  chap 
Thau  you  I  never  seen. 
}■  Chords.        ,-' , .  ,•'.• -r.- 

Barney — Oh!  Katy.  ■■,.,-,■        v'-r 

Katy— Oh  !  Barney.    '      •^"--  ""  '  "'      •   ■'  '  ■ 
Both — To  dance  it  is  no  trt>uble. 

For  we  ar-  known  by  every  one^ 
As  the  hnppy  irioh  qoiiple.  y 

DltT. 

'Twas sitting  on  the  olile.  my  darling. 

The  moon  liMiked  brit;ht  ami  clear, 
Twas  then  I  called  you  my  little  darling. 

My  own,  my  dearest  dear. 

Chorus  r(>|i«at«d,  thvu  dauea. 

Katy — Let  n*atop  this  singing, 

An.l  lhi'<  dancins   Uhi.  .,    ,' 

Barney — Very  well,  dt-arKaty,  .-  » 

I  agree  with  you.  ■''..■.'>;•»•• 

Katy — Oh  I  Won't  we  show  i>ft  great,    •   ' ' 

To-Night  at  Casey's  Ball. 
Barney — When  we  hop  upon  the  floor. 
They'll  Ikave  no  chaa««  at  all. 
Durr. 

I  'Twas  sitting  on  the  stile,  my  darling, 

"t  The  ni''>OTi  looked  bright  and  char. 

I  called  you  then  my  little  starling. 
My  own,  my  dearent  dear. 

Chours  re|>eated,  then  dance. 

The  Poor  Forsaken  Tramp. 

Suii(f  by  Harry  Woodson. 

Begging  a  morsel  of  bread,  ".^  '    .* 

I'm  forlorn,  wenr\  and  ill  ;  ;.'■..    .■..'"";? 

No  roof  of  a  shed  to  cover  my  head.  '*^.  :■ 

From  night  winds  so  cold  and  chilL 
All  day  on  the  dusty  road, 

.411  niglit  in  the  forest  damp,         ':''■.  ">■• 
No  place  of  abode,  iio  friend  but  my  Ood, 

I'm  a  poor  old  forsaken  tramp. 

Chobtib. 
Tramp.  Lrimp,  thro'  the  anow  and  rain. 
Tramp,  tramp,  old  t>ones  ache  with  pain. 
On  Ibro'  the  dust  and  on  thro'  the  damp, 
6t;ll  travels  the  poor  old  truuip. 

Now  I  am  aped  nnd  poor, 

No  home,  no  friends,  and  no  kin  ; 
So  wretched  and  poor  that  no  workhouse  door 

Will  open  to  l«t  me  in. 
I'm  driven  from  town  totown,     '■  -•'  ' 

And  my  only  great  0 rime,       '.?.'■:? 
Was  the  want  of  a  dime,  ;':■'-  . 

A  poor  old  foraakeu  tramp.  CImtim. 


.    ;V:      Cecilia. 

Ded  to  MlBSCecUlaHoore,  Convent  Voont  St.  Maria, 
Moutreal.  by  Bobby  Newoomb. 

As  the  twig  bends  the  trr*  will  grow," 

Is  a  proverb  ;  well,  'tii«  oM  ; 
It  bears  a  Wason,  well-  ohHerve, 

TbouKh  this  maxim  may  not  bold. 
There  is,  of  course,  a  o«rUiu  line 

To  draw  'Iwixt  right  and  wrong  g  ■•■.•<■  <ii 
'Virtue  sings  a  plaintive  tune. 

Viae  a  merry  song.  ^  -x-'- .  .''«■<■ ;. 

Coming  years  in  lime  must  tell, 
Each  story  so  oft  told  ; 
r'entnrys  pass,  yet  those  we've  loved. 
In  memory  ne'er  griw  old. 
Love  must  always  keep  the  trust. 
In  this  bhgVt  vale  of  onrs, 
A  father's  love  to  me  is  like 
Tbe  rain  that  brings  tbe  flowers  I 
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Dem  Days  Am  PaaMd  For  Evermore. 

Written  aud  sung  by  Barry  Woodson. 

I'm  an  oleaged  darkey  from  good  ol«  TenneMee, 

Dal'*  wliar  yon  will  fiml  d«  ragar  eane  and  corn, 
Dar  •  whar  tweuly  years  ago  I  u^ed  to  rake  and  hot. 

An'  worke<l  all  de  day  frutii  oarly  morn  ; 
Dar's  whar  eTery  nijjlil  wheo  de  moon  was 

•hilling  bright, 

We  iiaed  to  gather  aronud  the  eabin  door, 
De  ilarkev*  all  wonld  aini^  an'  make  de  banjo  ring, 

But  ulaa  1  dem  duyii  are  paaaed  for  evermore. 

Chorus. 

Oh  !  lonely  and  forsaken  oft  do  my  tbonsbts  awaken, 
^n'  in  dreams  I  se^^that  plaoe  I  no  B<lore, 

AM  am  quiet  'moog  de  corn  whar  de  darkey 

he  was  born. 
An'  d«ni  good  oledaya'are  pasa«d  fur  evermore. 

OI>  !   I'm  trablin'  night  and  day  to  my  home 

•u  far  away. 

For  nnoe  more  to  gaze  u|>un  de  ole  plantation  ; 
An'  wid  ole  Aunt  Chloe  wlit>s«  hair  am  white  as  tnow. 

To  wnnil«rainong  llie  darkey   nations 
I    almo't  broke  riiy  hctart  when  we  were  torn  apart, 

Auii  dey  sent  iiie  away  to  a  far  off  cliore. 
But  once  more  before  I  die  ray  b.injo  I  will  try. 

An'  siug  de  song'*  ■'■  dear  to  me  of  yore. 

Oh!  lonelv  and  foraaken,  <ite. 


De  Ole  Han's  Got  to  Go. 
By  C.  R.  Dockstader. 

Oh  I  it  seems  to  me  like  I  can  hear 

De  swee'est  kind  of  music. 
Like  an^^el*  sini^ing  praises  unto  God ; 

Auil  I  know  dat  when  de  spring  am  here 
De  bright  flowers  am  a  blooming, 

I'll  he  tuoUtni  away  to  uleep  b«iieath  theBo<!. 
«I've  come  to  give  good-bye  to  you. 

So  goo<l  f  ilk«  fiiro  you  well, 
De  lamp  of  lifo  nm  burning  mighty  low.       ? 

Dcre's  geutle  voices  calling  me,     -, 
And  n<>w  I  mustn't  linger, 

'Deed  for  certain  shure  de  old  man's  got  to  go. 

ClIORCS. 

Herald  forth  the  news  to  glory. 

And  unlatch  the  heavenly  gate. 
Tote  Mie  np  where  summer  breezes  blow  ; 

I'm  liiigfring  here  in  patience. 
But  I'll  soon  be  called  away, 

'Deed  tor  certain  shure  de  ole  man's  got  to  go. 

Yes,  I  know  dere  am  so  many  now, 

I  hats  trying  to  gti  to  glory. 
Den  hurry  up  and  join  de  gowpel  band; 

De  ship  of  Ziou  soon  will,saU, 
De  Lord  will  hear  yonr  story, 

On  the  |>earlv  beAoh  of  heaven  soon  you'll  land. 
I'm  a  weak  ana  weary  pilgrim. 

An'  I'm  suiiinioned  up  abovt*, 
I  can  hear  s>«e«t  voices  calling  soft  and  low  ; 

1  am  going  to  sterr  de  ship  to  heaven. 
By  de  shortest  route, 

'Deed  fur  certain  shure  de  ol-  man's  gottngo. 

Herald  forth,  tic. 


Give  a  Maa  Credit  for  What  he  has  Done. 
Written  and  aung  by  James  T.  O'Uara. 

As  on  the  rons;h  highway  of  life  we  are  treading, 

Many  yon  II  meet  who  are  down  in  the  duet. 
Tears  of  reiien'ano.'  perhaps  they  are  shedding, 

But  as  they  nre  down  there,  why  btay  there 

they  must. 
No  friendly  hand  will  Miev  find  l^en  to  aid  them. 

Everyone  deems  it  his  duty  to  siiun  ; 
Or  may  be  worse  to  still  further  degrade  them. 

No  oiic  to  think  of  '.he  good  they  have  done. 

ClIoRUS. 

Then  don't  shun  a  man  becaose  fortune  has 

thrown  him, 

Give  hut  a  tboiiuht  lo  the  battle  he  won  ; 
He's  Htill  a  hrotiier.  then  do  not  disown  him. 

Give  a  man  credit  fur  what  he  has  dona. 


What  if  u  man  the  wrong  courxe  may  have  taken  — 

^11  men  lire  likely  I"  siuinble  ii.id  trip — 
Should  he  >>y  hi*  old  friends  l>e  forsaken. 

Gel  the  could  slMilOei  tiulii  one  little  slip. 
No.  rather  lift  him  v^jj  <>ut  of  the  luire. 

Into  the  llt;lit  of  pros^ntv's  sun  ; 
Give  him  a  start,  be  luay  raise  him^ielf  higher. 

Some  day  he'll  bless  you  for  what  you   • 

have  done. 
Then  don't  »huD  a  man,  tte. 

Some  people  look  down  on  a  poor  man 

with  loathing, 
And  think  that  he's  nanght  bat  to  scorn 

and  despise. 
But  under  his  rough  nnd  perhaps  ra<»ged  clothing, 

A  heurt  that  is  richer  than  ^o^d  ofieii  Vu^t. 

Though  men  judge  liarshly  of  every  endeavor. 

When  tlie  short  tlireavl  of  life  to  ihe  end 

has  been  spun , 
In  thelleavertly  Kingdom  forever  and  ever. 
He'll  get  hi*  reward  for  the  good  he  has  done. 
Then  don't  shun  a  man,  i.e. 


I'm  Leaving  Now  the  Old  Folks. 

Sung  with  success  by  Miss  Hinnle  Lee.  .    • 

I'm  leaving  now  the  old  folks,  to  go  I 

know  not  where, 

I'm  leaving  them  in  sorrow,  grief  and  oare. 

They're  poor  and  almost  helpless. 

They're  old  mid  feeble,  too. 

So  I  iiiiisl  try  and  see  what  I  can  do. 
i      My  III  aher's  heart  will  nearly  break, 

'When  I  have  lefl  my  home, 
1     And  fuller  he  will  bow  his  bead 

And  sav  "  I'm  left  alone;" 

God  knows  I  would  not  leave  tbem. 

But  what  am  I  tu  do  ! 

I  cannot  stay  and  see  them  starve,  'tis  trne. 

Chorus. 

I'm  leaving  now  the  old  folks,  to  go  I 

know  not  where, 
I'm  lenving  them  in  sorrow,  giief,  and  cure. 
They're  poor  and  almost  helpless. 
They're  old  and  f.eblp.  too. 
So  1  must  try  and  bee  whut  I  can  do. 

Oh,  who  will  love  the  old  folks  when  I  am 

far  away  ? 

Oil    who  will  cheer  their  end  hearts  day  by  day  ? 

They  vc  pett  d  ami  carre--se«l  me, 

Throu<;li  childhood's  tender  years. 

And  now  I'm  leaviiii;  them  in  grief  aud  tears  ; 

But  I  will  write  a  letter. 

When  1  ve  found  sonlb  work  to  do, 

A>:d  tell  Ihelii  hoW  I  iiiiss  them, 

Tliai  my  li.an  t  >  them  is  true. 

'I  heir  faces  then  will  brighleu 
i       When  they^shall  Loth  r  ad  this. 
<      I'll  write  it  and  I'll  send  it  with  n  kiss.     Chorus. 

Sleeping  Where   de  Cotton  Plant  Does  Grow. 
Suns  by  Darry  Woodson.    *    .       .■ 

Dem  folks  I  left  in  old  Viiginny, 

Mhiiv  years  ago,  .. 

When  i>ul  a  little  piciininny. 

Ihlping  wi>l  du  cotton  and  de  hoe. 
I  lonj;  to  liear  deie  loving  voices. 

Ever  so  kind. 
And  how  inv  pj^n*  «dd  heart  rejoices, 

Wbendere  darting  fuoea  cross  my  mind. 

CnoBUS.  ,    i" 

Hark  !   I  hear  dem  now  a-«alling.  . 

lint  my  heart  is  filhd  with  woe. 
For  now  I  know  they're  passt  rtoalUnc 

bleepiiiij  where  the  cotton  plant  doth  grow, 

I  have  no  home,  I  have  no  modder, 

AH  are  ►.■one  ; 
My  father,  sister  and  dear  brndder, 

"For  their  I  'viiijj  |irei«enP.-  I  often  mourn. 
D«t  I'l'l' «»'>'"   '"  "•■  **•  wildwoo<l, 

W  har  I  was  born, 
I  look'  d  so  hriiihi  and  cay  in  cldldhood. 

Now  it  stands  neglected  and  forlorn.       Chonis. 


I  Must  Leave  Yon  My  Darling 

Words  and  JIu.-ilc  by   «  oltyi;oort. 
Music  puband  Copyright  1877,  by  C.  H  Dltson  &  Co. 
The  Music  of  ilitKoruny  oihii  S4ii.i;.  canbf  liadal 
j      Mrs.  PauUi  e  Ueder'a  .^.llwc  Fuhiibhlntr  House, 
I         No  80  i^'hatUam  St,  and  will  hi-  b<tir  pot  paid. 
I  to  auy  addrehrt,  on  recdi.t  1 1  price,  40 cts. 

j      I  must  leav^  y  u.  mv  ('Brling.  I  must  leave  yon, 

Though  I  love  so  foi.dly,  we  must  part  ; 
!       But  let  no  shiule  ofs  now  evt  r  grieve  you. 
For  I'll  keep  you  for.  ver  in  my  heart. 
With  your  sweet  face  *o  fondly  before  me. 

Kver  true  to  my  love  I'll  r  iiiuin. 
And  the  long  days  will  vanish  li-.ihlly  o'er  me. 
While  I  know  that  I  do  not  love  in  vain. 

Cuont'fi. 
Loved  one.  cooil-b.ve,  in  anguish  I  must  leave  yon, 

Sa  1  IS  tile  hour  that  we  must  part  ; 
But  let  no  shade  <f  sorrow  ever  grieve  you. 

For  I'll  kceu  yon  forever  in  my  Tieart.       . 

I'll  remember  our  vows  so  fondly  spoken. 

Though  I'm  fir,  far  away  from  Jour  side  ; 
When  tlio  Mtd  si>ell  i.fwHitint;  sIihII  be   broken. 

I'll  coiite  back  for  my  gay  and  happy  bride. 
Ev  ry  moment  vonr  in-  niory  will  cheer  me, 

And  your  briijht  eyes  will  sli  1  make  me  gay. 
Id  my  shimhers  your  »iiia<;e  will  be  near  me. 

And  I'll  dream  of  my  dtirling  far  away.     Cbo. 


I 


I 


Children  I'm  so  Glad. 
By  Harry  Woodson. 


De  girls  wsv  down  in  I  ennessee,  oh,  Ti»,  oh  yes  ; 
Dey  are  just  as  sweet  as  sweet  can  be, 

aiu't  dat  so  uncle  Joe  J 
Dey  sing  and  dance  in  great  dulight,  oh,  yeH, 

oh,' yes! 
And  fling  demselves  clean  out  of  sif^lit. 

ain't  dat  bu  tucl^  Joe  ? 
■   •  CiionfS.  "  {' 

Den  children,  I'm  so  glad,  yes,  children, 

Iiii  so  glad, 
To  See  old  Joe  sitting  on  de  flu'  picking  on 

de  old  banjo, 
Picking  on  de  old  banjo.  ■■'.^    '  _,     a 

Of  all  lliegirla  that  eberl  see,  oh,  ftk, 

Was  lubly  Uo^e  of  Tennes>ee,  ain't  dat  so. 

uncle  Joe  ? 
Dis  darkey's  bride  ahe's  gwine  t'>  be,  oh,  yes. 
With  a  picanniony  on  eueh  knee,  ain't 

dst  so.  Uncle  Joe? 
.      >.'.     .i.'.'i;,)       Den  children,  dc. 

Den  onele  can  beat  them  all.  oh,  yes, 
I>ancii<g  at  de  colored  ball,  ain  t  dat  so 

Uncle  Joe, 
He  can  pick  de  cotton.  Loe  de  eorn,  oh  yes, 

oh  I  yes  ( 
Strike  dat  banjo  and  jaw  bone,  ain't  dut 

...;    ;, :      .         .  ..  i^o.  Uncle  loe  t 

Deu  children,  4q. 


Only  to  See  Thee  Darling. 

By  Wm.  Soanlon. 


Only  to  see  yon  darling,     ,'''„., 

Only  to  hear  vonr  voice,     .' 
Even  Its  faiidest  whisper      ' 

Would  miike  my  heart  rejoice. 
'Vainly  I  t  rave  the  sunshine. 

Xliy  love  would  e'er  impart. 
Longing  once  more  t  >  see  thee, 

Uiice  more  Iwfore  we  part. 

Ciionrs.  ■', 

Only  to  ae*  vou  dat  ling. 

Only  to  hear  your  voice. 
Even  Its  tain'est  whiaber 

Would  make  luy  heart  rejoice. 

Gone  is  the  sunlit  future,  • 

'Vision  of  joy  so  bright,       '         ' 
Now  every  ijbHm  liath  faded, 

'Vsnisheil  iu  ilarkest  night. 
Too  lute,  alas  t    I  knew  ihee. 

Ah  !  eonid  mv  poor  heart  tellt 
Breathe  out  its  bitter  sngnjsli 

In  that  sad  farewell. 


Repeat. 


Chonis, 


-  ^    O'EeUIy'i  BiUy  Ooat.      .  i. , 
r    i.  ■■  '        *■  *«civ4Tioii.  •<  -'^-^ 

WW  .■-  -  3ir  . ■.•  J -v-   "t-.  .  t-i       ..,    *'.^    4  ■ 

O'Reitly  owned  ■  Mlly  goat 

And  a  great  btiok  f^omt  waa  ha, 
Ue  would  buck  almost  anjUiing       y'     '    ': 

Tliai  lied  iiai'pttii  fur  trace.         *  - 
And  it  at  nigut  iMj'd  r  am  tbaatrett% 

And  a  Jruiikeii  man  lie'd  Dieet, 
He'd  tiuuk  LiNi  nil  lie  was  aick  and  tired, 

A|id_tJ;«a  liia  aJtthaa  ha'd  ea!k— 
;:   A>'lteiUy'a  biJl>  goai.  y  v     : 

He  knew  every  policeman  on  iha  b«at,   *        : 

And  he  knew  if  liiiu  they  found, 
Th.4t  lied  si>end  a  aljort  vacation  , 

Down  here  in  tlie  city  ponud.  *  '', 

Ue  ale  Mid.   Mulligan's  underolotliaa         ^' 

I  but  Were  hanging    on  the  line, 
Sliure  he  bucked  n  l>uiohniao  id  the  Wljt    . 

Aud  knocked  hiui  out  uf  time — 
U'iteilly  a  billy  goat. 

l>ut  every  gont  must  liave  his  day,;^ 

AniTluis  goal's  dHy  did  come—    ,       ■•      • 
Lie  met  a  bulcheis  dog  one  day. 

And  the  dog  tor  him  did  ruo, 
lie  clia!<ed  the  goat  tbrough  the  streets, 

Sliure  the  doj;  foi  Liiii  was  too  smart, 
He  chase  I  him    ill  he  lost  his  wind, 

Acd  lie  died  of  a  broken  hearl— 
O'Reilly's  billy  gout. 

Now  down  here  in  a  vacant  lot 

In  accruer  quite  alone. 
There  we  buried  U'iteilly 'a  billygoat. 

And  over  him  raised  a  8lo(i«  ; 
^nd  perelianee  you  d  paeu  ibat  way. 

You'll  find  theae  worda  ou  it  are  wrote; 
Saoied  to  tli«  memory  of 

O  Keilly  a  great  buck  goat. 

— ■ «»■.«. -^ ■  , 

The  Tar'i  Farewell. 
■       Sung  by  Bdwtn  Barry.  * 


'.■yt 


When  forotd  lo  bid  farewell  to  Loo, 

Pull  away,  my  boys,  pull  away,  > 

I  do  not  know  what  I  ihould  do,  ,  \ 

rulluway.  pull  away. 
I  Icfi  her  weeping  on  the  qo«y,->,    r     •' 

She  nuid  she  would  be  true  tome. 
As  we  sailed  away  to  the  Soathern  tea ;/ 

Full  away,  my  b<>ys,  pull  away.  .; 

CHOBU8. 

For  the  wind  mu^t  blow,  and  the  ahip  Bost  gu, 

^ud  loving  Souls  must  part. 
And  ill    ship  will  tack,  and  Ihe  tar  come  back 

To  the  6rst  love  of  hia  lieart.  Repeat. 

I{in  then,  if  false  should  prove  mv  fair, 

Tnll  awHy   my  boyi,  pull  away,    . 
I'd  burn  this  little  lock  cf  hair,  .',  V       .    .  ' 

Full  nwHv,  pull  away.  ^ .;. .  ^.      ..., 

If  she  be  false,  and  I  be  free, 

I'll  sail    g'lin  to  the  Southern  aea.       .;^  . 
Where  there  are  plenty  as  good  as  she. 

I'uU  away,  my  boys,  pull  away.  Cboruf. 


Over  Her  Knee. 

.-   Sungbr   MylesMorrlB.  ■.,:  r,    .     ; 

copyright  16T6  by-Lee  and  Walker. 

Tlie  Music  of  tills  or  any  oilier  song,  canl)eliadat 

Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder's  Miiaic  PubilshlDg  House, 

Noeoi'batUikm  Kt,  Hod  will  be  aeot  post  paid, 

to  any  addresa,  on  recctjit  <  f  p.ric«,  40  ct9>  . 

Over  her  kn«,  over  lier  kne*. 

How  my  old  grandmsther  uaed  to  spank  me. 
Over  her  koee.  over  her  knee. 

When  I  WHS  quite  a  small  boy.  •' 

It  was  epank.  >pank.  spank. 

No  u-e  v^Hs  it  kicking,  for  on  she  went  liokir|;, 
With  spniik.  spank  f>i>ank. 

The  thing  she  qniie  used  to  enjoy.        ."■..','-' 
CiioRtm. 
Then  it's  over  her  kne"-,  over  her  knee  ; 

Mo>«-  mv  old  gnn'Imoiher  iioed  to  spank  me. 
Over  her  knf^e,  over  her  knee, 

Wheu  I  was  quiU)  a  small  boy.  ••''..-' 


Over  her  knee,  over  her  kuee. 

Oft  she  would  turn  uie  ae  if  for  a  spre^/^;;      .. 
Over  her  knee,  ovrr  her  kne«»        .  .      , ,.  ,  i  J*^;.  *: 

I  urn  me  igain  and  ajtain  ; 
It  was  spank,  sfHink,  af>ank. 

In  vain  was  my  cryins;,  fche  kept  applying, 
TheepanU, epank.  spank. 

Ob  1  it  waa  a  terrible  pain.  Cborua. 

When  I  was  free — down  from  her  knee. 

Naughty  again  I  was  certain  to  be^ 
Then  she  took  me  bock  on  b«r  koM,  ?   .     -i-  '  1 

Aeting  the  eame  as  before;      •  >        'ij*     'r 
It  waa  spank,  spank,  spunk  I 

A  wretched  young  fellow,  oh !  how  I  did  bellow, 
Still  spank,  spank,  spnnk. 

Oh!  yes,  'twns  no  end  of  a  bore.  Chorus. 

-•" •»  I*    »  " 

:>    The  Wild  Iriah  Roven. 
,'  Original  by  Hurpny  anA  Mack. 


We've  just  come  down  here  for  to  sing  you  a  song, 

And  tell  you  we're  not  going  lo  ket-p  you  too  long  ; 
If  you  think  that  we  are,  you'll  tee  that's 

where  you're  wrong. 
For  we  have  to  go  home  in  the  morning. 
My  name  is  Tim  Doolan— and  my  name  i«  Pat, 
If  you  want  to  see  dancing,  just  stand  out  of  that  ,• 
We're  both  Irish  boys,  from  the  crowns  of  our  haU, 
And  ould  Ireland  wus  the  land  we  were  bom  in. 

„  ■ .-  :-|..*  ■-. Y  '■'.'■. 

Chorus.  ' 

For  we'rs  the  boys  the  shillelah  to  whaok,    (Break.) 
All  over  Cork  county,  lo  Limerick  and  back, 
We're  known  an  the  wild  Irish  rovers. 

We  traveled  to  Connaught  from  that  to  Tyrone. 
Aud  we  walked  ail  the  way  to  the  bridge  of  Athlooe  ; 
Through  Dublin  and  Kerry  and  Wexford  alone. 
We  roamed  hII  aronnd  through  the  olover. 
We  sailed  over  to  France,  from  tisat  into  Spain, 
And  we're  going  to  America  by  the  next  train  ; 
8o  we'll  bid  yon  good-bye.  but  well  come  back  again, 
And  we'll  still  be  the  wild  Irish  rovers.        Chorua 

I  Would  Like  to  Be  an  Intuit. 

^         ■:.,-.,■;  iv       By  Al  W.  FllBOB.     ^ 


I  would  like  to  be  an  infant,  a  darling  little  eherub, 
Without  a  thing  to  bother  me.  no  np«  and 

downs  to  trod, 
And  the  ladies  how  I  love  them,  thsy  would 

hug  me  and  caress. 
And  always  when  they'd  leave  me  they  were 

sure  to  leave  a  kiss. 

■, ;  Y-  '  ';• '..     Choeub.  •; ; '';: ■ ;''!:. 

For  T  wonU  like  to  be  an  infant, 
Whatl  its  of  things  I  did  ;  V 

How  tli«  girls  would  sometimes  lay  ms  down. 
When  I  was  bate  kid. 

How  the  ladies  loved  to  nurse  me.  they  would 

lir>ld  me  on  their  knees, 
They  would  fill  my  little  stomach  full  of 

bread  and  milk  and  cheese; 
And  if  they'd  go  to  lay  me  down,  oh  1 

wouldn't  I  made  a  row, 
And  then  they  would  preae  loe  to  their  k)vin|j. 

oh  L    I  wish  they'd  do  it  now. 
Chorus. 

Wlien  I  was  but  a  Utile  babe,  and  in  my  eradle  lay, 
How  the  girls  would  come  nnd  tease  me,  but 

meant  it  just  in  play  ; 
They  would  call  me  oh  I  tueh  tender  names, 

till  I  felt  well  I  don't  know  bow, 
Tbej  would  even  put  me  in  my  bed,  but  they 

•  .  •..       -    .  - ■ .-    .      :-.    .  ......  never  do  it  now. 

.■.'■'.;•'■■•■■"'    "'--^ -'■'■■   '•■■:'>:.■■'■  Cboru. 


^>  ..!     .....   Ar  Cool  Cuitomer.     ,.    .  . 

• ;  f '  _■  /_>■■*'.  ■'■. 

A  man  entered  a  well-known  resUnrant  tha  ether 
dftv  and  onlled  f.u-  a  ilin.er.  Hi-  orders  w^re  f  the 
most  elaborate  eharacler.  and  fairly  staggered  the 
resouroei  of  even  so  noted  a  restaurant  keeper.  He 
lingered  lonf  at  the  Uble,   and   finally   wound    up 


with  a  bottle  afwine.  Then  Ivbtiag  a  e^ar  be 
ordired.  be  leisurely  sauntered  up  lo  tlis  eounier, 
auboaid  to  tiie  proprietor  , 

. '  Very  fine  dinner,  landlocd !      Just  ebai^e  it  to 
me      I  haven't  got  a  eenU  ' 

•  But  1  don't  know  yea."  mH  the  proprietor, 
ipdignanlly. 

' '  Of  ooerae  |a«  dan't.  If  y«a  bad,  yo«  wouldn't 
have  let  l#  ha4  the^inMr." 

"  Pay  me  for  the  dinner,  I  say." 

*'  A.ai  I  sav  i  eao't.    Haven't  got  the  blant. ' 

*'J'H,ase  abo«k»hat,"  aaid  tlw  proprietor,  eonie- 
wliat  fanoiis  ai  tlie  bill.  Then  be  enatebed  a  re- 
«el»er  fc»m  »ha  4raw«r  ami  leaped  aVer  the  eounter 
collared  the  man,  exohimiug,  as  he  pointed  ut  his 
head. 

"  Now  see  if  voo'll  get  away  with  that  dinner 
without  paying  hr  it  you  icundrel." 

••  What  is  that  you  hold  in  yi  ur  band?"  s«<id 
the  «retter-«way-wilh-free  diuners,  drawing  back. 

■"That  is  a  revolver,  ►ir.*' 

''Oh  !  that's  a  revolver,  is  it.      I  don't  eare  a  pin 

Car  a  rerolver.  I  thought  it  w#s  a  stomach-pump." 

M  lai  m    

The  First  Step. 
By  Bobby  Newcomb. 

Up  in  the  eorner—  now  come—  come  to  ma ; 

Up  I  there's  a  darling,  bow  walk  lo  pa. 

Wee  little  feet  just  learoing  to  stray. 

Far,  far  from  me  will  they  bear  thee  some  dsy. 

In  sad,  sad  hours,  how  often  I'll  weep. 

To  think  'twas  I  taught  you  lo  walk  and  not  eiwep; 

The  fit'si  thought  you'll  grasp  when  able  to  go, 

Will  be  to  leave  me  who  loved  baby  so. 

Tes,  kiss  me  good-bye  :  the  ship  sails  to^ay ; 
How  haudsome  you  look,  my  brave  sailor  gay„ 
But.  ah  !  what  n  paiig  to  lose  yon  my  own, 
'Twas  I,  darling,  Uughl  you  ths  first  step  to  roam. 

The  wreck  of  the  "  Danntless?"  I  read  in  a  dr«am. 
No.  no  ;  it  is  true !     Lost  in  the  Gulf  Stream  I 
My  darling,  mv  boy,  ne'er  again  shall  I  see — 
The  first  step  I  Unght  you  was  fatal  to  me. 


■»^*«» 


Only  I  wtm  to*  Late. 

'^  By   T.O.DavM. 

T  see  T  have  paralyaed  ys  all.    .^    ^ 

Yon  take  me  for  a  bum. 
At>d  from  the  docks  at  U.iion  Rquare, 

No  don't  yon  think  I've  eom(i.  "'    "  ' 

But  faith  yon  will  find  ont  your  mistake, 

Beftre  the  stage  I  leave  ; 
I  am  I>anniel  hladderskite  Malone, 

The  greatest  pedestrian  i%  tbe  age.         BUak. 

Cnoaca. 

Now  wateh  my  grand  and  graeeful  raes^ 

At  around  the  iHps  I  go  ; 
I  will  beat  this  O'Leary  and  RowelI,sea 

Malone  is  not  slow. 
If  the  train  had  not  stopped  to  take  wood. 

And  broke  np'all  mv  gaitj 
The  belt  I'll  wear  myself  to-nigfbt, 

Only  I  was  to  late.  :   :  j 

»./ V-':-.:  >;  .  . 

The  reason  that  I  wear  this  seat, 

It  is  a  sort  of  a  disguise  ; 
If  they  knew  it  was  the  great  Malone, 

Receptions  they  would  rise, 
John  Hull  would  not  liavs  carried  off. 

The  proceeds  of  the  gste  ; 
Frith  I  would  liave  paralysed  them  all. 

Only  I  was  too  late.  Chorus. 

Old  Talmags  wonld  not  bet  at  all. 

The  reason  is  qnile  plain  ;       ,  .,^    »    .,  , 
Because  he  knew  if  I  was  thers^     '  ^ 

I  woald  ha  sore  te  gain. 
And  now  thev  preseli  *•  d  e*^l  n>  kratae, 

i^ecritise  (lieiii*>  lv>-    c.m  t  'ake, 
Tbe  money  Jo'inny  gob  led  op, 

Beeaqse  I  waa  too  lata.  Daaae  Jig. 
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DON'T  BUY  POOR  MUSIC, 

MUSIC? 

F&OM  MB&  FAULIIIS  LIESEE  S 

COLLECTION 

Of  Popular 
.,.;;•  COPYBIQHTED  COMPOSITIONS. 

\v  ■  ,y  BT  FATOaiTK  AirrHORH.  .      •■       : 

Which  Is  the  Finest  CoUectlon  of  Sheet  Music    • 
Bver  Publlahed. 

SENIIMENTAL  SONOS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

^ni;el  Moiher  Watoli  for  me I'ratt  40 

Lh^  Di)'  Hemi  Baueatb  a  BoHe Straight,  4U 

No  Work "    "    40 

tireiithiuK  Uweet  Words  at  the  Oitte.  .  .      "     "     40 
You  Were  Fttlwe,  but  I'll  Forjjive  You. .      "     "     40 

PenuilesH  iiud  Poor Yonnker  40 

Tlie  Ol.i  Bench  Near  Uie  Mill   Speck  40 

The  Rost-biiil  ia  Your  Hair  . .    .^ Skelly  40 

when  the  Flowers  are  Dreaming "  "     40 

B;il.y  Died  One  Year  Aro  To-Day . .  .OHeardon  40 
My  Homelty  the  Deep  Rolliu^  Sea. . .  Beutley  40 

Tiirowing  Pebbles  iu  the  Stream "  "     40 

Wake  Bonnie  Beshie "  "    40 

JoyH  of  my  Childhood "  "    40 

The  OKI  Ruued  Mill ""    40 

We  are  Growiug  Old  Together "  "     40 

Dv>wu  ou  Coney  Itland  Beach "  "    40 

The  OU  Willow  Chair "  "    40 

Take  Me  iu  Your  Arms,  Mama '•  "    40 

Graudf.ither'8  Cane "  ••     40 

Winnie  Wane '*  "    40 

Hunting  Four  Leat  CWer "  '•    40 

Eriu'8  Oreen  Isle Murphy  40 

Farewell  to  Ireland "  "       40 

STANDARD  MOTTO  SONGS. 

Luck  Lays  Over  Bmin  Straight  40 

The  Ticking  of  the  Clock "  "     40 

A  Stitch  iu  Time  SHves  Nine ""     40 

Take  Things  aa  They  Come "  "     40 

BALLADS.         ;■    ■'     ■  ■ 

A  Little  Place  Within  thy  Heart.  .J.  R.  Thomas  40 

8o  Weary  and  Sad  To-Ni^ht Cwuuoliy  40 

Beiiiitiful  SoogH  UuMuug Vandercook  40 

The  Lo«t  Jewel Bluui  40 

The  Messeuger  Bird Straight  40 

COMIC  DUETTS. 

McCarthy'&^Boardiag  Hooae Powers 

MuryAuuKehoe "     "     40 

POPTJLAB  NEGRO  SONGS.  40 

Silver  Balk  are  Ringing  Away  np 

In  de  sky . .  Younke 
Take  Me  Back  to  My  Dear  Old  South-  40 

eru  H(  me.  Song  with  Echo  ChoruH. .   Spack  40 

Times  of  Long  Ago Straight  4U 

Waiting  for  de  Setting  ubde  Sau "     "     40 

The  Golleii  Chariot "     "    40 

9«tile  D.it  Bill "     '•     40 

Down  by  de  ItiinV>ow "     "     40 

r.se  Uncle  fcrapey  Still •'    ."40 

Hikb  Your  Ladders  Reudy "     "     40 

SERIO-COMIC  SONGS. 

I  Couldn't  Help  it  Ma Connolly  40 

Do  it  AKiiiii Slraigjit  40 

Sweet  Maexie  Gordon "    *•    40 

You  Shoiiliiu't  Notice  It "    "     40 

Kitty  McNixb ••    •'    40 

Romping  Iritili  Litiw ••    "40 

COMIC  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES.' 

New  Tear's  Day Powerg  40 

The  Night  I  Learned  to  Swim .  .     "  ••     40 

Mickev  Flahritv Straight    40 

High  Water  Pauls O'Neil  &  Couroy  40 


40 
40 


Widow  Clancy's  Party " 

Wlieti  McGuiut  SH  OviH  the  Job    " 

I'll  Name  the  Boy  Dennis,  or  ;  . . 
uo  Name  at  all, 

Kerrigan  &  McCarthy  40 

Casey's  Bail  ijwt  Nigiit   .        "                     "  4(i 

The  Day  I  Took  My  Pej{  to  Coney  Isle. ."  40 

Mary  Ann  O'Houlahan  Dowd "  40 

Give  an  Honeat  Irish  Lad  a  Cbanoe "  40 

MARCHING  SONGS. 

The  Irish  Volnnleers Yonnker  40 

The  Petticoat  Brigade Siraight  40 

Sous  of  Erin's  Isle Murphy.  40 

NEGRO  SONGS  AND  DANCER 

I'm  Just  Turned  Sixty-Three Straight  40 

SWELL  SONGS. 
Deuced  Good  Fellab   Straight  40 

QUICKSTEPS  AND  MARCHES. 

Turkish  Patrol  Quickstep Freeman  60 

The  Petticoat  Brigade  March "     "      40 

The  Irish  Volunteers  March "     "     40 

Midshipmites  March "     "     40 

LATEST  LANCIERa 

American  Lanciers "  "  60 

English  Lauoiers "  "  60 

Irish  Lanciere "  "  60 

Scotch  Laiiciers "  "  60 

Sea  Cadet  Lanciers "  "  60 

NEGRO  WALK  AROUNDS. 

Old  Times  Roxy.  or  Trouble 

iu  de  Kitchen Straight  40 

POPULAR  WALTZES. 

No  Work  Waltz Yonnker  40 

The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet  Waltz    Pratt  40 

Invitation  Waltzes Annie  8.  Shiitte  40 

Sweet  Magj^ie  Gordon  Waltz . . t'reemau  40 

SONGS  AND  DANCES. 

Sweet  Amerikay Yonnker  40 

Little  RoKuish  Eyes O'Reardon  40 

The  Reason  why  I  was  Elected Slraight  40 

She's  so  Captivating Sargent  40 

When  the  Mii^nolias  Bloom Speck  40 

WALTZ  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

The  Sweetestof  the  Sweet Pratt  40 

Wulzingham  McSweeney, 

the  G:iy  Cavalier Dookstader  40 

Music  and  Dancing ~. . .  Connolly  40 

ROUSING  NEGRO  MELANGE. 
Open  Up  Dem  Doors Straight  40 

There  are  none  of  the  pieces  of  mnsic  ou  this  list 
which  are  not  guaranteed  by  the  publisher  to  give 
entire  sutisfacfion.  Also,  eacli  and  every  one  hos 
either  an  elegant  pict\ire,  lithographed,  or  double- 
colored  tifle-pa>»e,  ajid  printed  from  the  bebt  en- 
grave<l  music  plates.  My  musio  is  never  out  of 
print,  aud  oau  be  procured  at  any  music  store  in 
the  U.  S.  But  the  qnickeNt  aud  beat  polioy  is  to 
send  direct  to  me. 

All  music  not  ou  this  list  constantly  kept  in 
stock,  and  will  be  sent,  post-paid,  ou  receipt  of 
marked  price.  I  keep  the  publkatious  of  all  the 
Music  Publishers  in  America  and  Europe. 

p.  8. —To  Music  Teachers,  Musicians,  Clnbflt 
Professionals,  etc.,  layXerms  are  the  regular  pro- 
fesioiial  rates.  But  with  a  desire  to  have  my  pub- 
lications more  thoroughly  introduced  to  your  notice, 
also  to'  give  you  a  chance  to  re-diapose  ot  copies 
with  a  profit,  and  to  act  as  uiy  ageut«  through  the 
States  I  will  allow  y  u  to  make  a  selectiou  of  10 
01  more  of  my  piioes,  at  one-half  off  uf  the  marked 

prices. 

N.  B.— All  of  the  al>ove  pieces  are  my  own  copy- 
rights, aud  any  one  infringiug  on  the  se.me,  will  be 
deMM  with  and  ponished  to  the  full  extent  of  the 
law. 

Send  money  in  Registered  Letter  or  Postal  Order, 
in  all  amouuts  in  postage  stamps,  hoping  to  be 
favored  with  your  patronage  I  remain 

^*bur  o>>edient  servant,  "_"*  .'>    . 

•     MRS.  PAULINE  LIEDER, 

60  CHATHAM  STREET,  H.  T. 

>nd  49  .Mlantic  Avenue,    Brooklyn. 


SWEET  MAGGIE 
GORDON, 

THE  MOST  POPULAR 

SONG 

IN    AMERICA 

It  lias  over-reaehe<l  the  expeetatiors  of  the  pnb- 
lisher  Ml^.  I'AULINE  LIEDEU,  having  for  the 
aliort  tiuie  it  has  bren  befoie  Ihe  pCblic,  auld  over 
5,U00  oopiea.  It  is  ra*y  taking,  and  is  being  aung 
throughout  the  country  ly  all  the  Leading  Miuatrel 
Banda.  j  - 

Price  of  Worda  and  Muaio  SO  cents. 

SPECIAL  OFFER  to  Prof«»»ionala,  Amateur*, 
Ao.,  Having  been  forced  by  tlie  great  denian  J  for 
Orchestra  ParU  of  SWEET  MAGGIE  GORDON. 
I  have  publialied  llie  same,  and  will  send  both 
Words  and  Muaic.  and  also  the  >  orchestra  I'arta  to 
aame,  on  receipt  of  50cis,  to  any  addrcas,  poat  paid. 

LATENT  PUBUC ATIONS. 

Yon  are  falae  but  1 11  forgive  you. 
Wlivn  MoGuinnes*  gela  a  Job. 
High  Water  I'anls. 
I'll  Name  the  Boy  Dennis,  or; 

no  Name  at  all. 
Caaey'a  Ball  Last  Night. 
Sweet  Ma|;gie  Gordan  — Waltz.     Freeman. 
Sweetest  of  the  iiweet — Song  and  Walts. 
Widow  rianoy'a  Party. 

40  cente  each,  or,  any  three  for  One  Dollar, 
aent  to  any  addreaa  |.>oat  paid,  on  receipt  of  price. 

Apply  for  and  receive  a  full  calaloi^ne  of  the  moat 
popular  songs  contained  in  the  Sing<  is' Journal, 
frorn  No.  1  to  tlie  laat  iaaued.         Free. 


;     I  can  Down  Them  All. 

By  C,  Connolly,  for  Sheehan  A  Jones. 

Music  copyrighted,  1S80.  by  K.  II.  Harding, 

The  Music  of  this  fir  any  oihcr  song,  can  be  had  at 

Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder's  Music  Publishing  liouse, 

Mo  60  Chatham  St,  and  %viii  be  sent  post  paid, 

toauy  address,  on  reccli  tyfprloe,  40cts. 


Obsarve  a  wraailin'  liero  bold. 

Who  al.'iiids  l)«fore  you  here. 
The  great  and  conqraerin'  Looncy  'tis, 

Whom  no  one  yet  cnld  queer. 
They  all  can  iwiat  and  throw  and  toas. 

And  make  a  dizzy  fall. 
But  with  me  none  c  n  liould  their  heels, 

For  I  ean  d  >wn  them  all. 

Caonns. 

'  Tea  I  ean  down  them  all. 
On  nie  tlieygot  no  fall, 
I  pin  their  •houldors  to  the  floor. 
For  I  can  down  them  all. 


When  up  forninat  me  tliey  do  stand, 

I  grip  their  h«K 'fa  just  so, 
It's  ligntnin'  points  I  give  them  all, 

In  "  eollar  and  elbow." 
I  get  the  hip-lock  on  them. 

Then  I  hu^  them  until  they  bawl, 
I'd  crack  llieir  neeka  if  they  d  not  drop, 


Fur  I  ean  down  llitm  all. 

ril  toas  Mukloon  aud  Ba  er  too. 

And  make  Mel^inghlin  aiek, 
1 11  break  the  hoult  of  Miller 

With  my  Greco  Roman  kick. 
I'll  throw  a  giant  or  a  ghost, 

A  horse  or  a  atone  wall, 
111  even  wrastle  with  s  mnls^     - 

For  I  ean  down  them  all. 
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The  Lost  Inheritaaoe. 

■   ■    •■  GOMiiMDts.  ■;'"  '  ■>  ."':;v:: 

•'  I  am  rW  of  Itiat  —ittj.'"  uht  mxamnnS.  "  It 
gires  me  courage  to  proceed." 

"From  wliicli  tpeecb,"  lie  amiled,  "I  imply  joo 
with  at  once  to  put  my  gratitude  to  the  teat?  Do 
•o.  I  pray,  witliont  heaitation.  Do  not  fear  ma.  I 
do  not  fear  myaelf." 

Slie  looked  at  him  fixedly  a  moment;  than — aaif 
despite  hie  rqenest  to  tlie  contrary,  she  did  beaiuta 
—averting  her  eyes,  aaid,  '  Firet  it  might  be  M 
well,  Mr.  Hepburn,  to  tell  you  what  I  can  nally  do 
for  yon.  What  I  have  done  it  but  little  io  oom- 
pansoD." 

"  Indeed  !"     And  be  eagerly  kaned  forward. 

"  It  ia  tme.  You  wero  oorreot  in  thinking  that  T 
brought  fresh  news.  I  do.  I  bring,  or  ratlier  it  is 
in  my  puwjr  to  bring,  information  that  will  re- 
eitabiiah  you  aa  owner  of  Camyatoa— that  will  re- 
store yon  to  your  loat  inheritance." 

He  regarded  her  in  amaeement.  A  violent  agita- 
tation  seized  him.  H«  could  not  credit  the  words  he 
heard. 

•'  Can  this  be  so  ?"  he  gsiped.  "  Miss  Daggett, 
can  you  really  possess  sucli  information  ?" 

Her  pale  grey  eyes  were  now  fixed  on  bin  with  a 
singular,  eager,  almost  hungry,  intensity.  No 
Ioniser  k  epiag  inch  control  over  her  tones,  they 
frequently  trembled. 

••  Yes,"  ghe  said  ;  "  I  have  the  .-neana  to  place 
such  infoimation  ia  yonr  possession — and  for  vour 
sake  I  will." 

"  Mios  Dag(]:ett,  this  ia  too  much  I  Such  friend- 
ship overwhelms  me !"  he  exclaimed,  pressing  her 
hand  wilh  considerable  emotion.  "  How  ignorant 
until  a  few  days  ago  was  I  that  I  had  such  a  friend ! 
Can  it  be  thut  I  sliall  indeed  owe  auocess  to  you 
alone  ?" 

"  Yes,  Mr.  Hepburn,"— and  though  she  herself 
trembled  with  agitation,  her  voice  waa  firm^ — "  on 
one  condilion." 

"Ah!  I  recollect  you  mentioned  this  dn  ring  our 
interview  in  Ibe  pieserve.  Name  it,  Mias  Daggett. 
Were  it  tliehiilf  of  my  future  wealth,  I  could  even 
find  it  in  my  heart  to  say  "  Yes  ; '  for  riches  are  poor 
to  me  in  corapariiton  to  the  clearing  of  ny  father's 
memory  from  disirrace." 

He  was  leaning  forward,  hungering  for  her  next 
words. 

She  watched  his  face  in  silence  awhile,  as  they 
atood  opposite  each  other;  then  she  said,  in  a  low. 
almost  Inaudible  whisper,  "  Would  1  could  know 
your  heart,  Mr.  Hepburn  !  "  Would  I  could  divine 
your  answer !  In  comparison  to  ( thtr  things,  riches 
are  also  poor  to  me.     It  is  not  your  wealth  I  ask  I" 

*'  8(>eak,  I  implore  you  I"  exclaimed  the  young 
man,  entreatingly.  "  If  my  answer  is  as  yet  a 
mystery  to  yon,  your  words  aie  so  (o  »re  Let  both 
be  elucidated.  V\  by  should  you  feHr  ?  Think  how 
deeply  I  shall  be  your  debtor  if  what  you  say  be 
true !     What  can  you  ask  that  I  would  not  grant?" 

A  second  still  she  pau^oT  ;  then — aa  one  who  has 
resolved  after  a  desperate  conflict  of  doubt.  stcp|>ing 
forward,  and  Uking  his  hand  while  she  looked  him 
in  the  eyes  she  Slid,  with  clear  intense  articula- 
tion, "  This,  Mr  Hepburn,  is  my  condition  ;  I  will 
make  yon  owner  of  Curnyston,  if  you  promise  to 
make  me  your  wifof      I  love  you  I" 

The  three  last  words  came  forth  with  a  low, 
passionate  cry,  as  the  speaker  dropped  on  her  knees 
at  his  feet,  bowing  her  head  on  her  hands. 

Pale  from  amazement,  with  the  sensation  of  one 
in  Some  wild  improbable  dream,  Richard  Hepburn 
reeled  back,  his  eyes  riveted  upon  the  kneeling 
figure,  but  his  lips  powerless  to  utter  a  syllable. 

In  all  his  conjectures  as  to  the  cauxe  of  Maria 
Daggett's  proving  ao  ataunoh  a  friend,  this  had 
never  occurred  to  him. 

1  he  hot  blood  throbbed  at  his  temples.  The 
confession  filled  him  with  piiy,  humiliation,  rather 
than  Relf-pride. 

"  Heaven  !"  he  eiaculaied,  at  last  "  Rise.  Misa 
Daggett— for  the  love  of  Heaven,  rise!"  Do  not 
thus  hunii'iate  yourself  and  me!  ' 

"Why  should  woman  be  more  humiliated  by  con- 
fessing iier  affection  than  man  ?"  answered  his 
oompKnion.  pa-<sionaUly.  a*  she  raised  bar  head. 
"Is  hhe  not  as  capable  of  telf-eaerifice,  of  loving? 
No,    Richard  Hepburn  ,    I  do  not  risenntil  I  have 


Miaa 


yonr  answer. 

"  My  answerl     Save   ua    both  from    pnin, 
Diggett     Can  you  doubt  what  it  will  be  1 ' 

"'Yes,"  ahe  retorted  quickly  ;  "I  will— ImnstI 
I  will  not  receive  it  until  you  have  heard.  I  loved 
yoa  wIiBB  I  was  the  attendant  of  LadyCarr.  I 
tried  to  show  it,  but  you  would  not  see.  Yet  1  did 
not  despair.  1  knew  your  unhappy  history  ;  and 
when  you  went  to  Australia,  I  resolved  to  try  and 
find  out  tha  truth  about  the  past,  and  for  that 
pnrpose  I  moved  heaven  and  earth  to  get  entrance 
into  the  nsurei'r  household  to  act  as  spy.  I  suc- 
ceeded. Why  did  I  do  this,  but  out  of  love  for 
youf" 

•*  No  more !"  he  pleaded,  her  abasement  humi- 
liating him  keenly.  lint  she  proceeded  wilh  yet 
more  vehemence. 

"  I  thouKht  I  would  discover  the  wrong  that  had 
been  done  you,  ao  that  when  you  came  back,  I 
ooiild  lay  the  truth  at  your  feet,  Richard  Hepburn, 
as  I  do  now,  and  ask  my  reward.  I  can  accept  no 
other;  you  will  not — cannot — reject  it." 

"  I  can— I  do !"  repeated  the  young  man,  sadly, 
but  firmly.  "  Mies  Daggett,  could  you  eonoeive 
the  agony  you  have  occasioned  me,  you  would  pity 
me,  as  I  do  you.  Why  continue  a  scene  so  painful  f 
I  would  forgo  everything— rank,  freedom  from  dis- 
grace— rather  than  accept  them  at  such  a  price. 
I  do  not  love  you.  For  Heaven's  sale  rise,  and 
let  us  part,  or  I  shall  even  ceose  to  respect  you." 

He  turned  foom  her  as  he  concluded,  and  bent  hia 
face  on  his  baud. 

'  Vou  reject!"  ahecried  passionately.  "  Richard 
Hepburn,  you  have  not  reflected  upon  what  I  oSer 
you  Perhaps  you  mistrust  my  words  ?  8«e,  see  1 
This  paper  cuntai^a  intelligence  most  vahiable  ; 
speak,  and  it  is  yonral  There  is  no  eigniture  to  it, 
it  is  true  ;  but  with  that  lean  provile  you.  The 
writer,  as  bitter  an  enemy  to  you  as  Josiah  Biddle- 
«omb,  is  not  far  off.  I  con  put  him  in  your  power 
and  he  knows  all.  Only  say  the  one  word,  and  1 
will  do  it." 

Richard  Hepburn  started,  despite  himself,  and 
turned  involunurily.  He  divined  she  meant 
li:nolhy  Brindiey,  and  that  the  letter  was  from 
him.  Valuable,  then,  indeed,  it  might  be— poseibly 
the  clue  to  the  whole  ! 

Maria  Daggett  had  read  his  change  of  bearing  as 
the  first  sign  of  yielding  Extending  the  paper, 
she  said,  "  Read  it,  Mr.  Htpburn,  and  judge  for 
yourself.  See  if  I  ask  too  much  for  the  aid  I  will 
give." 

The  temptation  was  great,  but  he  resisted  it. 
Falling  back  a  step,  ha  answered,  "  No,  I  will  not 
be  dishonorable.  lou  present  me  with  this  in  the 
hope  it  may  move  me  to  your  purpose.  In  that 
ease,  I  cannot  take  it.  I  reiterate,  I  would  and 
will  forgo  everythinc  rather  than  barter   the  purest 

Eassion  heaven  has  bestowed  thua.  Miss  Daj^gett, 
finish  the  thought  forever.  We  might  have  been 
friends  ;  more  we  never  could  be  I" 

He  had  spoken  sternly.  Severely.  Now,  histones 
softening,  he  addel,  *'  If  you  would  siill  we  should 
be  that— if  you  will  forget  this  painful  scene,  as  I 
shall •• 

She  interrupted  him  with  a  loud  defiant  laugh, 
as  she  rose  to  her  feet,  her  elieeks  crimson  with 
passion. 

"Friends!"  she  cried.  "No,  Riobard  Hepburn 
— enemies!  Deep  bitter  enemies  !  Do  you  think 
I  will  aid  you  to  recover  that  which  another,  and 
not  I,  will  share?  No;  but  every  obstacle  will  I 
put  in  your  way.  I  do  not  fear  yonr  usiag  what  I 
have  said  live  against  me.  I  know  you  are  a  man 
of  lienor,  and  will  hold  this  interview — tl»e  confes- 
sion of  a  foolibb  wooman's  love— sacred  1" 

"  You  are  right.  Miss  Daggett.  Not  a  syllable 
will  pass  mv  lips,"  he  rejoined,  gravely. 

» I  knew  It.  As  to  this  letter,  you  have  r^^eted 
it.    It  is  nseless." 

And  tearing  it  into  a  hundred  pieoca,  appMsuih- 
ing  the  window,  i  heopened  it,  and  flung  th*  frag- 
ments forth.  Then  she  went  to  the  door.  Turn- 
ing before  ahe  pa-sed  through,  she  spoke. 

"  Farewell  I  Rem  mber,  we  are  enemies  from 
henceforth  !  A  woman  who  has  bad  tbe  offir  at 
her  love  rejected  never  forgives  1" 

Before  he  could  reply,  if  he  had  intended,  she 
had  pulled  down  her  veil,  and  was  gone. 

Richard  Hepburn  s'i'I  slood  transfixed  where  ahe 


bad  left  him,  when  a  step  in  the  ante-room  rrealled 
his  agitated  senses. 

It  waa  4be  waitar,  with  a  letter  juat  left  by  one  of 
Camyaton  grooms.  It  waa  Joatah  BiddleeumL'a 
invitation. 

"  I  will  go — I  most  go ;  but  where  will  it  end  ? 
Wbat  is  this  evening  to  produce?  Will  thia  woman 
in  revanga  deDouuoeme  before  tbem  all  ?"  Ha  re- 
fleeted.  "iSbe  is  eapable;  but  I  muH  risk  it,  for  I 
must  go  I" 


CHAPTER  XVIIL 

OHBCKIfATI. 


Very  much  would  Richard  Hepbnm  have  liked 
to  inform  Jonaa  Slycam  of  hia  interview'with  Maria 
Daggett ;  but,  aa  she  had  aaid,  he  felt  booad  by 
honor  to  keep  tha  whole  a  aecret 

That  aha  poaaaaoad  knowledge  which  to  him 
wonld  be  of  the  most  valuable  imporlauce  h««ould 
not  doubt :  but  to  get  it  from  her  now  he  knew  to 
be  perfectly  impoasible.  Aa  a  woman  offended  on 
her  weake  t  point,  be  knew  her  henoeforth  to  ba 
his  declared  enemy. 

Hia  only  chance  still  was  the  enpture  of  1'imothy 
Bcindley,  who,  by  turning  Queeu'a«videnoe,  mi^ht 
diacloae  nsore  secrets  tban  one. 

Bo  impatient  was  be  at  not  bearing  from  the 
detective,  that  he  determined  to  riak  •  vieit  to 
him. 

For  that  purpose  heaetont  forHeatham.  Reach- 
ing the  "  Plough  "  be  eBtere<1  the  httle  bar,  wh<  ra 
acme  countrymen  were  drinking,  hopinc  that  be 
might  come  across  Mr.  Jonas  Slyenm  wiibont  the 
necessity  of  inqniring.    Partly,  be  waa  auaceeafol. 

Hardly  bad  he  drank  half  of  the  glaaa  of  home- 
brewed he  had  ordered,  than,  glancing  over  his 
slioulder,  he  beheld  the  detective  enter  from  tha 
road. 

As  his  eyes  fell  on  his  client,  an  expreesion  of 
angry  annoyance  awept  over  his  foatnres  It  was 
roue  iu  a  aecond  ;  but  the  young  man  aaw  be  had 
dnt  hi-i  foot  in  it,  and  Mr.  Jonas  Slyeum  wished 
him  at  the  deuce. 

Without  paying  any  heed  to  bim,  the  detective 
passed  On  into  the  email  bar-parlor,  giving  a  bang 
to  the  door,  which  aaid  as  eloquently  aa  words, 
"  Don't  follow." 

In  five  minutee  he  eame  out ;  abd.  loanffng  up 
to  the  bar,  took  hia  place  by  the  bide  of  Richard 
Hepburn,  as,  leaning  his  arms  on  the  counter,  be 
entered  into  a  jocus  conversation  with  thebloomi;ig 
landlady. 

The  young  man  was  keen  enough  to  know  that 
the  detective  was  scheming  after  something  ;  there- 
fore, though  he  treated  the  latter  as  a  pertset 
atranger,  and  listened  to  his  J  >kea  with  a  super- 
cilious air.  he  nevertheless,  kept  a  watch  upon  his 
movements. 

He  was  soon  rewarded  by  seeing  a  piece  of  paper 
drop  to  the  floor  from  the  hand  of  the  <  ffioer, 
which  wiis  turned  in  under  his  arm-  In  an  instant, 
as  if  by  accident,  he  let  fall  hia  bandkerflbief ;  and, 
in  reoovering  one,  took  up  both. 

Paying  for  hia  ale.  he  quitted  the  inn,  and  waa 
no  sooner  outside  than  he  oautioualy  read  the 
paper. 

It  waa  short  and  angry. 

It  ran  as  follows; —         ■''-"■.:.;     •        - 

"  What  the  deuce  do  you  do  here  ?  If  yo«'Te 
news,  write  it.  We  ninstn't  be  together,  or  all 
will  be  up.  Somehow,  our  man's  got  the  'office,' 
and  is  wary.  If  the  greatest  eauiion  isn't  naed. 
he'll  slip  through  our  fingers.  Aa  you  are  bare,  if 
you  have  news,  p'raps  I'd  better  know.  If  you've 
only  come  fiar  U,  be  off  at  once.  I  nay  have  soma 
to-morrow.  '^^Z-.' 

Having  finish^  its  perusal.  Richard  Ilepbnm 
tore  the  slip  into  fragments,  and  at  once  bent  his 
steps  back  to  Weeteri.i,  consoling  himself  as  be 
CoaM  by  that  promise  of  probable  inulligenee  on 
the  moROW.  v 
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Distress  of  Ireland. 

CooyrlgUt  IS'^o,  by  John  Stewart, 
Air:      Castles  In  the  air. 


Inland'!  in  a  dreadful  stale, 

Wherever  we  inav  j;o, 
Thoaianda  of  honest  working  men 

^re  brought  to  grief  and  woe.  •  ■; 

There  never  was  such  sad  distress. 

In  Ireland  before. 
Then  why  should  not  tlie  rich  begin 

And  help  the  starving  poor? 
Chorus. 
What  will  become  of  Ireland,  .  "^ 

If  tliin<;s  go  on  this  way  ? 
Thousands  of  honest  warking-men 

Are  starving  day  by  day. 
They  cannot  get  employment. 

For  bread,  their  children  crave. 
And  hundreds  they  have  died  of  want. 

And  now  lie  in  the  grave. 

In  many  a  humble  dwelling, 

Distress  does  now  previiil  ; 
There's  many  a  family  starving,     , 

Since  the  crops  be<;an  to  fail. 
In  a  land  where  there  is  plenty, 

Of  wealth  and  golden  store, 
I  think  it  8  time  there's  something  done, 

To  help  the  starving  poor.  Chorus. 

Parnell,  he  has  told  us. 

They  are  in  a  dreadful  sta  e, 
No  food  or  clothing  scarce  have  they, 

No  fire  within  their  grate. 
And  many  liuudred  families, 

To  the  work-house  tliey  must  go. 
For  shelter,  for  their  little  ones, 

From  this  cold  winter's  snow.  Chorus. 

Some  have  money  plenty, 

But  still  they  crave  for  more, 
They  will  not  give  a  helping  hand. 

To  assist  the  starving  poor. 
They  pass  him  by,  just  like  a  dog. 

And  on  him  cast  u  frown. 
And  that's  the  way  the  working-men 

Of  Ireland  are  kept  down.  Chorus. 

There's  great  distress  all  througli  the  west, 

For  many  miles  around, 
The  tyrants  they  have  done  all  they  can, 

To  crush  thetn  to  the  ground. 
Their  money  is  so  powerful, 

And  it  destruction  buys. 
Thank  God  it  cannot  purchase  life, 

Or  none  but  poor  would  die, 

We  are  glad  to  see  America 

Assisting  the  starving  poor. 
To  set  the  wheel  of  trade  in  motion, 

Which  has  been  done  before. 
There  is  plenty  of  land  in  Ireland, 

Preserved  fore  the  gnme. 
And  if  they  Were  let  cultivate  it. 

The  trade  would  mend  again. 

'•  McQilligan's  Gang. 

V      .  ;        By  Ferguson  and  Mack. 


Chcrus. 


Chorus. 


McGilligan's  onr  name,  we  are  great  fiue  men, 

And  great  fine  men  are  we  ; 
We  have  a  heart  in  us  as  big  as  a  house, 

Our  own  business  we  mind,  do  you  see? 
We  have  friends  all  nround  us  on  every  hand, 

W*  are  good  for  whatever  we  demand, 
For  we  are  the  leaders  and  make  no  mistake, 

Of  the  well  known  McGilligan's  gang. 

CllOKUB. 

Then  raise  the  crowd  and  shout  aloud,  .  ^ 

And  let  your  voices  ring. 
For  we'll  have  ye's  all  know  we  are  not  too  proud 

To  belong  to  McGilligan's  gang. 

Us  McGilligan's  opened  a  mightey  fine  place 

Aii.l  a  mifihly  fine  place  we  had  ; 
We  gave  all  the  boys  free  use  of  tlie  slate. 

It  took  all  our  lime  for  to  add. 
We  soon  got  disgusted  with  tltat  kind  of  work; 

So  it's  quick  up  tlie  shutters  we  did  bang  ; 
We  allowed  no  sucker  could  play  u*  for  Turk's, 

For  We  are  the  leaders  of  McG'illigan's  gang. 

Theu  raise  the  crowd,  &«. 


HeClink  HcGninnecs. 

Suug  by  Williams  and  Sullivan. 

OdT  name  is  Fill  a  ma  Clink  ma  Ooom  ma  OaiDeaa, 

We're  two  red  hot  happy  little  Irishmen, 
And  if  you  II  give  us  your  attention, 

We'll  try  and  tell  you  all  just  who  we  are.  '.  >-  " 
Our  uncle's  name  is  Mr.  Peter  Cooper, 

We  are  two  brothers  to  Muldoon  the  solid  man. 
We  used  to  go  to  school  with  Dr  Landis, 
That'a  th«  kind  of  two  hairpins  that  wo  are. 

.;:•■;"■■'■,  CnoRTTS.    ;>       -y^";-  ■'■:  ■^.■-^'''' '. 

Oh  f  my !  what  der  yer  saoy? 

Bessie  Turner  will  never  be  a  bride, 
We  were  witnesses  in  the  lieecher-Tilton  Seandal, 
That's  the  reason  that  we  newr  tell  a  lie. 

Our  cousin's  name  is  Dr.  Mary  Walker. 

We've  another  one  whose  name  ia  Nancy  Fat, 
She's  a  wet  nurse  in  a  private  family, 

Taking  care  of  a  big  Thomas  cat. 
We  used  losing  and  dance  in  Owen  Geogagn's, 

That's  where  we  learned  to  skip  the  Ira-la-loo  ; 
You  con  bet  your  life  that  we  are  two  fly  fellows, 

Two  regular  hill  a  ma  skip  to  do  den  doo. 

Oh  !  my,  <to. 


The  Old  Jashioned  Homestead. 

Words  and  Music  by  James  Bland. 

The  most  popular  song  published.        Sung  by  the 

various  Serlo  Comlo  Singers  of  the  day. 

copyright,  1870  by  J,  F.  Perry  «  Co. 

All  rights  reserved, 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  song,  can  be  had  at 

Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder's  Music  Publishing  House, 

No  00  Chatham  St,  and  will  be  sent  post  paid, 

to  any  address,  on  receipt  or  price,  40  eta. 

I  still  do  remember  the  old  fashioned  homestead. 

The  beautiful  place  where  I  first  saw  the  light ; 
W  here  bft  I  have  played  on  the  green  when 

in  ohildhood, 

That  lovely  old  spot  was  so  happy  and  bright. 
The  garden  was  laden  with  sweet  scented  flowers. 

The  pretty  magnolias  grew  close  by  the  door  ; 
How  sweetly  ihe  mocking-bird  sang  in  the  wiJdwood; 

Take  me  back  home,  let  me  see  it  onoe  more. 

CaoBCB.  •"■'•■"-':■ .-  ■■-*■■ 

The  old  fashioned  homestead  I  Still  do  remember, 

The  ma^;noli.i  flowers  grew  close  by  the  door. 
How  sweetly  the  mocking-bird  sang  in  the  wildwood; 

Take  me  back  home,  let  me  see  it  again. 

How  often  Pve  thought  of  my  poor  Bged  mother, 

God  bless  and  protect  her  from  Borrow  and  pain  ; 
She  kissed  and  oarressed  me  so  fondly  in  childhood, 

I  long  to  return  just  to  see  her  again. 
The  garden  and  groves  will  look  strange  when 

I  see  them, 

Those  sweet  lovely  places  I  still  do  adore  ; 
The  years  too  have  vanished  since  last  I  beheld  them  ; 

Take  me  back  home,  let  me  wa  it  onoe  more. 

•  Chorus. 


As  Solid  as  Muldoon. 
By  Fergtison  and  Mack. 

We  just  come  out  before  you  now, ' 

To  tell  you  one  and  all  ; 
The  troubles  we  had  in  Parliament 

With  politics  last  fall  ; 
The  jieople  would  cheer  after  us. 

And  talk  nbout  our  clan,  i    v 

For  they  all  know  we  are  as  tricky 

As  Muldoon,  the  solid  man. 

Cbobus. 

Our  education  is  great. 

Respected  by  every  man,** 
They  all  know  we  are  too  freah, 

lo  be  Muldoou,  the  solid  man. 

We  sat  in  Parliiiment  for  years. 

And  showed  them  all  a  trick; 
We'd  talk  for  hours  and  not  sit  down 

Till  persuaded  by  a  brick.  .  "" 

As  we  go  into  a  liquor  store 

They  all  do  fill  their  can,  ';     •;  -'  ■        . 

Ani  drink  sueeess  to  the  hero,  .: 

Muldoon  the  solid  man.  .  •'         Chorns. 


m   INTERESTING 

MATTER  COLUMN. 
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1. 


This  column  of  our  Journal  will  contain  In  each 
number  a  collection  of  Jokes,  oddlilea.  Items  of  Intercet 
etc,  etc.  To  which  we  Invite  contnbutlons  to  tlie  same 
from  our  host  of  correspoLdenUs,  and  we  will 
from  time  to  time  endeavor  to  give  Bi>aco  to  the  same 
with  lultlalaol  the  writer  or  writers. 

(The  Publisher.) 


"  Wud  ye«  plaze  be  afthur  tellin'  fud  that  young 
leddy  is  arristed  fnr  ?"  Asked  Biddy  in  a  oourt 
room. 

"Shop-liftio',  mum,"  answered  a  boy. 

"Shop-liftin'  is  it.  Troth,  she  must  be  a  female 
Sampson."  J.  A.  K. 

"  How  can  I  leave  thee  for— 50  ots."  is  an  article 
in  a  music  teacher's  bill  we  read  recently. 

Why  do  tliealre-goerii  go  out  between  the  acts  ? 
Because  they  are  so  fond  of  a  dram,  ah ! 

The  man  who  "  swore  off  "  oontinuea  to  swear  on 
the  same  as  ever.  ,  { 

*'  Golden  weddings  "  are  TCiy  fuhiOnable,  but 
everybody  can't  have  one. 

Don't  despise  poor  relations.  They  might  get 
rich  some  tiuie,  and  theu  it  would  be  so  hara  to  ex- 
plain things. 

An  old  trapper,  of  much  experience,  said,  "  A 
burden  that  one  chooses  is  not  felt,  unless  be  oarries 
it  too  fur."  .-},-■:>.:', 

"  I'he  nearest  I  ever  eame  to  eannlbstlfom,**  said 

old  George  Benlinck.    "  wa*    when    1  swallowed   a 
little  London  porter." 

"  Do  you  know  a  good  way  of  curing  hams?" 
asked  a  man  of  his  neighbor. — "  Oh,  ye%,"  was  the 
reply  ;  '  l>ul  the  trouble  with  me  is  I  have  no  way 
of  pro-curing  them." 

Wanted  to  know  the  exact  length  of  a  rope  used 
when  a  man  is  "  tied  to  time." 

"  I  insist  on  your  taking  your  hat  oflF!"  as  the 
high  wind  said  to  the  Quaker. 

The  gentleman  whose  nose  was  put  '•  out  of  joint" 
by  a  personal  affiont.  had  it  straightened  by  the 
application  of  a  thumb  and  finger. 

Why  is  the  letter  G  like  matrimonjf  ?— Because 
its  at  the  end  of  courting.  f 

The  strongest  of  pleas  for  passing  tlie  Bill  for 
marriage  with  a  deceased  wife's  sister — Only  one 
mother-in-law.  i 

Several  papers  are  giving  directions  "  How  to 
Dress."  The  most  sensible  way  is  to  stay  in  bed 
till  the  fire  is  started,  and  then  t*ke  your  elethes 
under  your  arm  and  trot  out  to  the  stove. 

The  staff  of  the  army  is  said  to  be  too  large. 
Well,  let  some  of  them  cut  their  stick. 

A  Conscience  void  of  offence  is  a  good  thing,  bat 
a  farm  void  of  a  fence  is  quite  another  matter. 

The  difference  between  a  dandy  and  a  steer  is 
that  while  one  is  dressed  to  kill  the  other  is  killed 
to  dress. 

The  following  curious  sign  may  be  seen  in  Spring 
Street,  "  Washing,  and  ironing,  and  going  out  to 
days'  works,  done  in  the  back  room." 

An  inquiring  mind  wishes  to  know  whether  the 
law  recently  enacted  against  the  carrying  of  deadly 
weapons  appliea  to  doctors  who  eaity  pills  in  thiii' 
pockets.  "",  •,^  ■.',./:';■ 

A  man.  seeing  an  undertaker  carrying  a  verv 
small  eofiin,  exclaimed,  in  the  utmost  surprise,  "u 
it  (HMsible  that  coffin  can  be  intended  for  any  living 
creature  T  ' 


A  correspondent  writes  to 
Dumblane  was  best  whiUs  ?" 
sequence  ! 


ask  if  '  the  Flonr  of 
Bnt  it  is  of  mo  eorn- 


T1IK    $]]^01:R8'    jourival.. 
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Bridget  Kehoe. 

Wrlttenand  sung  by  Master Eoberta.       > 

Bridget  Eehoe  yon  all  knoir,  "' 

'J'bat  she's  a  young  girl  and  (  am  Iitr  beaa  ; 

She  aan  dano«  aii  Irish  reel 

On  a  three  cent  piece  or  nn  orange  peel ; 

She's  tweeter  (hun  pie  when  she  winks  her  eye, 

If  yoa  heard  her  sing  you'd  surely  die  ; 

She  is  the  sun  of  aW  luy  life, 

Some  fine  day  she'll  be  my  wife  ;     ; 

Then  I'll  be  happy  all  ray  life, 

When  I  wed  sweet  Bridget  Kehoe. 
Chobus. 
She's  the  pride  of  Paddy's  heart,         (Break.) 
From  an  Irish  girl  I'll  ne'er  part;        (Break.) 
Her  age  is  seventeen,  she's  Irland's  Queen, 
The  fairest  ever  seen  ; 
On  St.  Patrick's  Day  she's  led  astray,  , 

This  sweet  Bridget  Kehoe.  ■  :      ' 

Oh  I  we'll  start  a  big  store  in  course  of  time. 
Sell  Irish  liquors  and  Kpanish  wines  ;  % 

And  the  ueighbors  all  will  come  to  see. 
Me  beautiful  pair  from  the  town  of  Kiidare ; 
Oa  our  weddicg  day  we'll  go  ou  a  tare. 
We'll  dance  and  sing,  drink  whiskey  strong, 
Oome  join  us  in  our  merry  song, 
Of  sweet  Bridget  Kehoe  Cliorus. 

Wlien  I  Catch  A  Political  Snap-    1 

\-     ;  :-  v.      By;  Master  Roberts.   '',.,„'.:'''■■■:::'■:.[/ 


Arrah  my  name  is  Jeremiah  McMahon, 

I've  two  BODS,  Tommy  and  Dan  ; 
One  is  running  for  Singling, 

Thejother  for  Congressman. 
I  work  on  the  river  inspecting  fog. 

My  wife  for  me  do«e  fret  ; 
But  if  my  son  I'om  is  elected, 

I'll  be  in  Washington  bottling  beat. 

Chorus. 

I'll  bay  my  wife  a  new  calico  dress, 
A  rag  baby  to  dance  on  her  lap  ; 

I'll  drink  nothing  bnt  champagne  and  ink. 
When  I  catch  a  pohtical  snap. 


Ill  move  into  an  Irish  flat, 

I'll  have  oil  paintings  m  the  alley  ; 
I'll  try  aud  get  some  Senator 

For  to  marry  my  daughter  Sally. 
I'll  put  my  friends  a  cleaning  sewers. 

Or  in  some  office  of  a  rank. 
When  my  term  is  up  I'll  bet  I'll  own 

Two  gold  mines  and  a  bank- 


Choms. 


A  Violet  From  My  Mother's  Grave- 
Words  and  Music  by  wm  H.  Fox* , 


Scenes  of  my  childhood  arise  before  my  gaze, 
Bring  reoolleetions  of  my  childhood's 

happy  days. 
When  down  in  the  meadow  in  childhood 

I  would  roam. 
Bat  there's  no  one  left  to  cheer  now  within 

my  good  old  honae. 
Father  and  mother  they  have  passed  away. 

Sister  and  brother  they  are  laid  beneath  the  clay; 
Bat  while  life  dues  remam,  there's  one 

thing  I'll  retain, 
A  small  violet  I  plaeked  from  mother's  grave. 

i  .:.;.•-  •);•■■■:.■■■  ':■''■  Chorus.     ;:";;-,■■.■  ^V' 

Only  a  violet  I  plucked  when  a  boy. 
And  often  when  I'm  »ad  at  heart,  this 

plant  has  given  me  joy  ; 

But  while  lifc  does  remain,  in  memorium  I'll  retain 
That  small  violet  I  plucked  from  mother's  grave' 

Bow  well  I  remember  my  dear  old  mother's  smile, 
As  she  need  to  greet  me  when  I  returned 

from  toil. 
Always  knitting  in  the  old  arm  chair,   , 
Father  ns«d  to  sit  and  read  tor  all  ns 

ohildren  there  ; 


But  now  all  In  silent  around  the  good  ora  home, 
'I'Ley  nil  have  left  me  in  sorrow  for  to  roam  ; 
While  life  dues  remain,  there's  one  thing 

I'll  retoin, 
A  small  violet  I  plucked  from  mothers  Grave. 

^Chorus. 


I'm  the  Fanniest  Tarrier  Oat.  C 

By  Ed.  Talbot,  for  Pat  Rooney. 

Fix  your  eyes  upon  me^traight,      '!  -    ■ ; 

I  feel  so  loose  and  airy. 
Oh  !  I  can  laugh  and  I  can  joke,      '- 

And  never  get  contrary. 
I  feel  so  fresh,  I  am  so  neat,  V '  -. 

I  really  shall  go  crazy,  ■.-,. 

All  hands  roar  and  shout, 

I'm  the  funniest  tarrier  out. 

CHoars. 
I'm  the  funniest  tarrier  out. 

Oh  !  listen  while  I  spout  ; 
Stick  your  fingers  in  your  earB, 

I'm  the  funniest  tarrier  out. 

They  tell  me  I  am  funnier, 

Then  a  greenhorn  Chinese  cow  ; 

And  in  some  German  country, 
I  will  marry  an  Irish  Frou. 

The  history  of  my  life  is  great. 
And  wherever  1  may  go  ; 

'You'll  hear  oommeuts  u)>on  my  shape, 


I'm  the  funniest  tarrier  out. 


Choras. 


Oh !  Fred  tell  Them  to  Stop. 


No  donlit  you  have  heard  of  the  great  fancy  fair. 

That  used  to  take  place  every  day  ; 
Well,  I  thought  for  amusement  I'd  take  my 

^     :,  girl  there, 

To  pass  a  dull  bour  away. 
We  went  in,  you  must  know,  and  saw 

Kicliardson's  show, 
And  Wombwell's  Menagerie  ns  well ; 
There  were  roundabouts,  swings,  aud  all 

kinds  of  things, 
Forget  the  day  I  never  shall. 

Spoken  ;  Yes,  when  we  got  into  the  fair,  my 
girl  wauted  to  have  a  ride  on  one  of  the  roundabouts. 
I  said,  "  all  right,  my  darling,"  and  we  had  a  swing 
but  directly  the  swing  went  too  and  fro  she  lustily 
called  out.  ,  .         .  . . 

■';■-"•■'•■-     Chorub;  ■  '  ■  ■ ' ■>'■  ^'''     ■■'■■  ■ 

Oh !  Fred,  tell  them  to  stop  1"  that  was 

the  cry  of  Maria  ; 
But  the  more  she  said  "wo  "  they  said  '"let  it  go," 
And  the  swing  went  a  little  bit  higher. 

The  people  that  stood  'round,  af  course  they 

all  laughed. 

But  I  only  said  "  stop  the  swing." 
There  were  four  or  fire  others  in  the  boats  besides  us, 

Saying,  "  master  don't  do  such  a  thing." 
Then  four  or  five  roughs  caught  hold  of  the  ropes. 

Maria  fell  down  on  her  knee. 
And  one  of  them  said,  the  young  man's  turning  red, 

Bnt  isn't  he  having  a  spree."  Oborus. 

They  soon  stopped  the  swing  and  Maria  got  out. 

And  quickly  fell  down  on  the  floor  ; 
They  brought  her  some  water,  which  soon 

t>rought  her  to — 
This  girl  whom  I  now  do  adore. 
Should  you  ever  go  there  to  the  great  feney  fisir, 

Friends  take  advice  whilst  I  sing 
Of  the  great  roundabout,  it's  the  bsst  hmthAt'a  oat, 
And  finish  the  day  with  a  swing.      :      y,. 

Spoken ;  Mark,  now,  before  you  go  into  the 
swing  boat  make  a  bai^ain  with  yoor  yonng  lady 
not  to  call  ont —  Choras. 


"         If  I  Only  Could. 

Song  by  Kay  Vernon. 

Tis  my  delight  both  day  or  night. 
The  god  of  fan  to  aonrt. 


At  parties  or  balls,  raees,  or  oalls. 

Or  other  harmless  sport. 
But  I'm  a  wife  and  suoh  •life 

Don't  suit  my  husband's  ways. 
He  watches  me,  and  so  you  M9, 

I  have  to  sigh  and  say. 

Chorus. 
;  Vlf  I  only  could,  you  can  bet  I  would. 
But  I  really  don't  see  how  I  ean  ; 
;:  V/Jf  looly  could,  you  can  bet  I  would, 
■'/■:'   If  I  only  was  single  again. 

But  now  yon  know  it  isn't  so, 

I  can't  do  as  I  please, 
A  little  lark,  but  after  dark, 

Would  raise  an  awful  breeze. 
If  I  was  free  I'd  surely  be 

The  gayest  of  all  the  gay, 
But  now  from  home  no  more  I  roam. 


So  all  I  do  is  to  say. 


Choras. 


u    iWatching  the  Stars  as  They  Fall. 

Sung  by  May  "Vernon. 

You  may  meet  your  own  darling  at  eoneart  or  ball 

At  home  with  mamma  sitting  by,  ' 

That  is,  if  papa  permiu  him  to  caU, 

If  not  you  meet  him  on  the  gay. 
W  here'er  yon  may  meet  your  bliss  is  eompUta, 

But  still  I  maintain  overall, 
I've  tried  all  the  rest,  1  like  spooning  the  best. 

While  watching  the  sUrs  as  they  ialL 

Chokcs. 
Watching  the  stars  as  they  fall. 
Beautiful  stars  as  they  fall  ; 
W^ith  my  dariing  I'll  walk,  ef  love  I  will  talk, 
As  I  watch  the  bright  stare  as  they  fall. 

The  stars  have  a  power  I  cannot  explain, 

A  power  that  true  lovers  know. 
One  talks  freely  of  love  while  gazing  above. 

While  the  stars  in  response  brightly  glow. 
And  the  girls  who  by  day  will  turn  coldly  away 

From  the  swain  who  by  sunlight  looks  small. 
Grows  tender  and  kind,  and  never  says  nay, 

While  watching  the  stars  as  they  fall.      '  Cho. 

.... ■^'•'f 

Carolina  Cream. 

By  L.  C.  Drews.  Sung  by  Lawell  A  Drews. 

;-    Down  by  de  old  mill,  .  ;',  >  : ,' 

Close  by  de  stream,  '''.'-  u 

Dar  lives  a  little  yeller  gal       ■  -     '. 

Named  Carolina  Cream  ;  ' 

She  am  de  pootiest  yeller  gal. 

That  ever  you  did  see. 
We're  going  down  to  see  her, 

Sheinvited  us  to  tea.     ,  = 

CiioauB. 

Come  along'  boys,  go  down  to  de  stream. 
We're  going  to  have  a  jolly  time  with 

Carolina  Cream  j 
Come  along,  boys,  de  wagon  waits  below 
To  see  Augemima  Floy  and  Phcebiana  Snow. 

We're  going  to  have  a  danc«, ;  , 

The  people  will  be  singin'. 
While  de  banjo  and  de  fiddle,  -" 

Ds  music  will  be  ringin' 
Hands  al!  around. 

We'll  dance  away  like  (team. 
So  come  along  and  go  with  us. 

To  see  Carolina  Cream. 

Come  along  boyi,  ^. 

Dar'll  be  singing  and  dancing, 

We'll  cut  de  pigeon  wing  ;  ■ 
We're  high-toned  colored  prepit. 

We  always  like  to  sing. 
Dar'll  be  a  big  reception, 

For  we  feel  so  very  gay, 
De  ladies  say,  we're  getting  swMt 

And  sweeter  every  day. 

Comaaloagboya,^ 


^^^tL^^mmgJUg, 
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Tm  Getting  a  Big  Boy  Now- 

By  Harry  Nlcholla.  .'  •  '.  •  ■ ' 

Th«  Muslo  Qf  tbm  Sons  published  at  ifrs,  Patillno  Lleder's 

exteualveMiLslc  rubllslUng  House,  No.  eochatliam  St 

N.Y.  And  will  bo  Sent,  post  paid,  to  any  address  on 

receipt  ot  price,  40  centa  in  postage  stamps. 


I've  had  all  the  ilia  that  belong  to  onr  yoatb, 

Th«  wlioopiug  eougli,  measels  nnd  odd, 
I'ye  cut  all  my  leelli.  and  don't  eat  with  a  ipoon  ; 

So  MOW  1  begin  to  feel  old.  ,  .,..   . 

ily  nia  gaz  a  fondly  upon  her  dear  boy. 

With  traces  of  care  on  her  brow, 
^nd  the  tear*  fill  her  eyes,  while  fondly  she  tigha, 

He  8  gettiag  a  big  boy  now. 

Chorus.  ,  _ 

I'm  getting  a  big  boy  new,  ;•    ■, 

And  I  fancy  it's  time  1  know  how 
To  brush  my  own  clothes,  and  to  wipe  my  own  none. 
For  I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now. 

I  smoke  my  papa's  best  cigars  every  day, 

And  once  a  week  I  get  drunk. 
I  wink  at  my  nurse  when  she  puts  me  in  b«d  , 

And  rocks  me  to  sleep  in  my  bunk. 
I  once  tried  to  kiss  her,  she  sternly  refused, 

And  said  that  I  cannot  allow, 
And  in  future,  you  elf,  you  must  sleep  by  yourself, 

"  For  you're  getting  a  big  boy  now  !" 

CHOKca.     ■  • 

Pm  getting  a  bii^  hoy  now, 
I'm  getting  a  bij  boy  now, 
Sometimes  I  get  tight,  and  stay  out  all  n^bt. 
For  Fm  getting  z  big  boy  now. 

If  I  go  to  a  party  I  flirt  with  the  girls. 

That  is  if  they're  bigger  tlian  I  am, 
I  wink  and  I  sqiieeee,  and  make  love  on  my  knees. 

And  always  ready  to  sigh  am, 
I  once  took  my  oou!«in  away  from  the  throng, 

For  a  kits  nealh  the  Mistletoe  bough, 
She  did  what  I  bid,  and  she  liked  it  she  did, 

I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now. 

CllORCS.  ',  '•  / 

I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now, 
I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now, 
And  they  say  before  long,  they're  afraid  I'll  go  wrong. 
For  I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now. 

This  Christmas  I  went  to  ray  first  panton>ime, 

I'd  never  been  taken  before, 
And  new  that  I've  been  and  the  fairies  I've  seen, 

I  want  to  see  several  mo^. 
When  I  saw  the  fairies  trip  on  the  stage, 

I  felt  I  can  scarce  explain  huw. 
Bat  I  know  that  I  tliouglit  their  skirts  rather  abort, 

And  I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now. 

CnoRus.  .  .  .  =  . 

I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now,  .'         >' 

And  that's  the  best  part  yon'll  allow. 
Where  they  danoe  in  a  row  and  stand  on  one  toe, 
Oh !  I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now. 

Sometimes  I  go  out  for  a  spree  with  my  pais, 

And  we  jump  on  i>oor  cripples  and  babies. 
Old  woman  and  such,  but  men  we  daren't  touch. 

For  we're  only  u  parcel  of  gabies. 
And  when  we  can  muster  a  hundred  or  more. 

We're  ready  to  kick  up  a  row, 
I'm  a  ooward  I  own,  for  I'm  no  good  alone. 

And  I'm  only  a  big  boy  now.     , 

Chorus. 

I'm  getting  a  big  boy  now,  '  . 

I  oan  fight,  kick  and  bully,  I  vow, 
An4  of  course  I  don't  mind,  f«r  1  only  get  fined, 
lieoaase  I'm  a  big  boy  now. 


> 


The  Meeting. 

ByL.  C.Drews.  SungbyLawellADrews. 


Ghobus. 
She  has  promised  for  to  meet  me  here. 

She  has  woa  my  henrt  completely. 
We  will  play  the  banjo  and  guiUr, 

And  blond  our  voices  sweetly.  (Repeat) 

It's  time  that  she  was  meeting  me. 

She  eaW  she'd  oome  at  eight, 
And  meet  me  underneath  that  treei 

As  the  tirds  sing  to  their  mate.      .    .     ,v    , 
My  darling  all  proclaim  so  fair, 

A  fragrant  blooming  flower. 
She  has  promised  to  wed  me,  I  declare. 

'Mid  Cupid's  shining  bower.  Chorua. 

^    !♦!    W 

'  Pat  McCoy. 

'   ByDanCoUyer. 

My  name  is  Paddy  McCoy, 

I'm  a  true-born  Irishman  ; 
I  love  my  adopted  country. 

And  do  for  her  all  I  oan. 
I've  not  very  long  been  over,  ' 

But  I'm  BUiarl  enough  at  that. 
Though  when  ever  I  go  to  take  a  walk. 

The  boys  they  holler  Pat. 
""  Chorus. 

Oh !  Paddy  McCoy,  from  where  did  you  oome. 

You're  a  regular  Irish  Mick  ; 
Look  ct  the  flannel-mouth  son-of-a-gun. 

And  gate  on  his  blackthorn  slick. 

In  politics  I'm  a  leading  man. 

In  the  Fourth  Ward  I  reside  ; 
I  elect  my  men  again  and  again. 

And  with  the  boys  the  sugar  divide, 
When  any  man  wants  an  office, 

To  me  he  is  certain  to  couie, 
I  will  send  him  there  as  sure  as  fate. 

If  he  planks  down  a  good  round  sura.     Chorus. 

So  if  any  of  you  want  to  be  Governor, 

Come  and  have  a  chat  with  me. 
And  if  we  oan  oome  to  arrangements. 

Why,  Governor  you  surely  will  be  ; 
For  the  boys  I  must  treat  to  lager. 

And  cigai-s  and  whiskey  too  , 
Now,  what  wealth  do  you  think  you'll  stand  f 

Just  say  a  thousand  or  two.  Chorus. 

Uncle  Ruff. 
By  Harry  Bloodgood. 

Oh !  when  I  was  a  little  piccaninny, 

I  used  to  love  old  massa  and  missus  too  ;  _ 
They  brought  me  all'the  way  from  old  Vfrginny, 

And  not  mudh  work  they  ever  made  roe  do. 
But  now  I'm  growing  old,  yes,  and  feeble. 

And  my  hair  is  all  a-turning  gray. 
And  when  the  leaf  is  brown  upon  the  tree, 

'Tie  then  old  Uncle  luff  will  pass  away. 
Chorus. 

Muffle  up  the  banjo,  put  away  the  bones. 
The  jawbone  and  ;lie  fiddle  holdalft  good  lainb. 
Place  my  old  white  hat  on  the  peg  behind  Hie  Uoor, 
And  siiy  good-bve  to  poor  Uncle  Kuff. 

The  Lord  has  given  me  orders  to  be  ready, 

And  ri  be  on  hand  when  Gabriel  blows  his  horn, 
I  thank  the  Lord  for  keeping  me  so  steady, 

"To  meet  Him  up  on  high  when  1  am  gone. 
Thev  say  that  heaven  is  a  mighty  kingdom. 

With  corn  and  cotton  fields  so  bright  and  gay. 
Where  there  is  no  oberaeer  and  bat  one  master. 

And  from  where  de  darkeys  neber  runs  away. 

Chorus, 


Oh  !  down  iu  yonder  silvery  glen. 

Neir  the  gentle  running  stream, 
Among  tho-i9  flowers  blooming  sweet, 

I  wander  there  to  dream. 
My  darling  loveil  one  dwells  within 

An  ivy  covered  collage  near  the  brook  ) 
tl»T  vuio    ■'  fill'  <il  ii'eli.dy, 

Uvr  c}c;i  It  teiidvr  look. 


My  Melinda- 
■•<         >     By  Smith  and  Leobold. . 

The  first  time  I  met  her,  1  . 1;'    .  ! 

I  never  shall  forget  '.  '.',., 

She  took  my  ulabasla  brow 

And  preweil  it  to  her  lips. 
And  then  she  whispered  londly, 

"  You're  eu^  a  hamUowe  chap, 
But  she  broke  nay  new  |qip«nders, 

Wl-.en  she  aat  down  oA  ioay  lap. 


Cbonu. 
Then  good-bye,  Melioda, 

Don't  you  ory  for  mo,  .;     i 

For  I  am  going  away  to  leave  yoa    V"  ;   l 

Way  down  in  Tennessee.  ,   'Si 

But  I'll  be  back  again,  my  love,  i 

When  the  com  u  on  the  ear  ,- 
Then  play  on  the  old  jawbone  onoe  more. 

My  own  Melinda  dear. 

Her  nose  is  like  a  beer  barrel. 

And  her  shoulders  like  a  haos,    ' ' 
Her  ear  is  like  a  hoe  cake. 

And  her  mouth  is  like  a  clam  ; 
She's  seven  feet  high  and  over,      .       . 

And  her  hair  is  awful  red. 
And  she  has  to  get  upon  a  chair 

When  the  wants  to  scratch  her  bead.        CLo, 

I  wish  I  was  a  little  corn, 

Upon  Meliuda's  toe. 
And  then  no  matter  where  she  went 

I'd  be  quite  sure  to  go.        .  , 
Or  else  an  alligator, 

And  when  she  went  to  swim. 
Open  wide  my  alligate 

And  take  Melinda  in.  Chorus. 


Boston  Harry.  .    j,  V;  ; 

By  O'Nell  and  Conroy. 

Tlie  Mnstc  of  this  or  any  other  song,  can  be  had  at 

Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder's  Music  Publishing  House, 

No  M  CUathum  St,  and  will  be  sent  post  paid, 

to  any  address,  on  receipt  c(  price,  40  eta. 

^  • 
I'm  a  fellow  who's  fund  of  pleasai%  .x 

No  matter  where  1  roam  ;    .:■;./. 
At  my  hours  of  pleasure. 
I  make  luystlf  at  home. 
Oh  !  give  (o  me  tliti  outside  sport. 
On  the  fields  I  love  to  larry  ;     , 
The  boys  arouiul  the  paiks,  call  me 
Pretty  liohlori  Hurry. 

Chorus.  * 

Oh  I  ta-ta  ta,  ob,  ta-la  ta,  ' 

W  herever  1  may  go  ; 
I'm  one  that's  fond  of  pleasure^ 

lioston  Harry,  oh  I 
Oh  !  ta-to;  ta,  oh,  ta-ta,  ta, 

Wherever  I  tiiHy  look  ; 
I  always  wear  the  l>est  costume. 
Of  any  of  the  boys  in  the  park. 

I  have  a  oharmiiig  sweetheart. 

And  Josey  that's  her  name  ; 
In  the  suMimer-tinie, 

On  the  lawn  we  play  the  croquet  gaisa} 


I 


'•.i<c 


Cbonu. 


Oh  !  do  1  not  admit  it  ; 

My  chan(  e  I  would  not  miaa;    ' 
Before  my  darling  parts  with  me 

On  her  lips  I  imprint  a  kiss. 

One  evening  while  out  strolling, 

Just  fur  a  short  lark  ; 
My  pet  i>nd  I  wi  nt  wandering  '^' 

Ar  Minil  the  Central  Park  : 
While  gazing  at  the  fonutain, 

Wc  met  a  crazy  lo«jn. 
Who  afke«l  me  t<>  take  a  walk  with  him. 

To  visit  a  baboon,  Ohoroa. 


Bonny  Green  Isle.       Ivi*.; 

By  Barry  Carter,  lor  Emma  Ro^era. 

There's  a  bonny  green  isle  far  ont  on  the  sea. 
Where  ilie  hoys  and  the  ^irla  are  light-hearted  and  free. 
It's  the  land  of  the  beautiful  shaniroek  so  green. 
And  Hie  ]>reiiiest  oonhtry  that  evei  was  seen. 

But  the  shamrock  by  law  is  forbidden  to  grow. 
By  black-hearied  tymnls  ;  but  soon  with  the  foe 
An  army  of  patriots  determined  you  II  see. 
Who  will  fight  Johnny  Bull  till  old  L^laod  is  free. 

Oh  !  the  boys  won't  forget  "98,  I  am  sare. 
When  the  widow  and  orphan  was  drove  from  the  door, 
When  Emmet  the  patriot  was  strung  on  a  tree 
On  that  bonny  green  isle  way  over  the  tea. 

BooB*ehall  the  day  come  when  eaeh  valley  and  glen 
Shall  re-eeho  the  war-cry  of  bold  Irishmen. 
From  oppressors  and  tyrants  may  they  ever  be  free. 
On  thai  bonny  green  iile  way  over  the  i 


m 


'^•^■";|pf^^9»- 
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Laaentation  of  Qen,  James  Shields. 

By  Daatel  Moron. 


Disw  DMtr  kll  bold  defenders  of  every  race  and  clime, 
OWe  ear  to  tbeve  few  voioea  I  hereby  put  in  rhyme, 
CoDoaraing  a  brave  warrior  who  fought  on 

many  fielda, 
A  lion-hearted  hero  whoee  name  ia  General  Shields. 

At  eventide,  the  firit  of' June,  iu  eighteen 

•eventy-nioe. 
In  Ottomwa'a  lovely  oity,  fitte's  fiat  oried  "resign!" 
Tbe  fight  is  o'er,  the  field  is  won,  the  Chiettain 

is  at  reat, 
Ajid  peana  of  joy  re-echo  in  »»»^m«»«  of  the  blest. 


He  emigrated  to  America  when  sixteen  years  old. 
And  for  bis  adopted  country  foaght  vigorously 

and  bold, 
He  prored  to  be  a  true  citizen,  as  history  relates, 
.^na  he  fought  many  a  hard  battle  for  the 

United  SUtes. 

He  fought  on  bench  and  formn  and  in  the 

field  likewise. 
And  his  love  for  truth  and  honor  he  never 

did  disguise. 
'GMiMt  the  enemies  of  freedom  be  struck 

a  manly  blow, 
And  he  niaed  our  starry  banner  on  the  heights 

^j ,'  J  :■,■-■  i\ .  of  Mexico. 

He  ohallanged  Abraham  Lincoln  in  1842, 
And  showed  the  Western  Hoosier  what  an 

Irishman  could  do  ; 
Be  eaased  poor  ^be  to  tremble,  so  ihe  duel 

was  soon  o'er, 
And  brave  Shields  and  honest  Lincoln  were 

friends  forever  more. 

A  Hercules  in  intellect,  a  Bonaparte  in  skill, 
A  Hector  on  the  war-path,  a  Hannibal  in  will. 
vWith  Alexandsr's  valor,  and  Spartan  pluck  and  toil. 
He  Tanquiahed  Stonewall  Jackson  on  old 

Virginia  aoil. 

Deaeended  from  the  noble  stock  of  Ireland's 

glorious  kings. 
His  Irish  genius  soared  aloft  on  fame's 

immortal  wings  ; 
Ha  loathed  the  cruel  Sassanaoh  and  scorned 

old  ^bion'a  laws, 
.^  And  atood  in  prood  defiance  of  the  British 

lion's  claws. 

He  ranks  with  Dan  O'Connell,  with  Orattan,     ' 

Burke  and  Flood, 

And  Wellington  and  Bnan  Boru,  and  all 

such  noble  blood ; 

60  let  every  son  of  Eria  breathe  forth  aa  honest 

prayer, 

That  with  the  Saints  of  Ireland  James  Shields 

may  have  a  share. 

■  ,  vV'    ■  ^  I  a  I  »i  . 

'%     ':  •    The  Lady  of  Knock. 

ByMlcaael  O'Brien.    ■.''■;'■] 


Attend,  yon  faithful  Christians,  give  enr  to 

what  I  say  ; 
It's  of  a  glorious  miracle  oecurreil  tbe  other  day. 
Where  our  Blessed  Virgin  did  herself  to  sinners 

show. 
In  the  holy  church  of  Knock,  in  the  County 

of  Mayo. 

A  ftithfiil  few,  to  Mary  true,  returning  home  at  night. 
Upon  the  Chapel  wall  did  view  a  most' 

Iran^Mirent  light ; 
Tkej  stood  amaced  and  on  it  gaaed,  and 

y  trembling  stmok  with  fear, 

Wh«a  to  their  astonished   ayea  three  statues 

did  appear. 

On  the  right  was  blessed  St.  Joseph,  upon  his  ^  ^  '  « 

face  a  smile, 
His  holy  hands  uplifted  as  he  meant  to  bless  this  isle ; 
Our  bleaaed  Lady  s  liaiid's  were  raised  in  an 

altitude  ol  prayer, 
Ajai  in  the  right  hand  of  St. -John,  Oud's 

holy  word  was  there. 


The  faithful  few  that  saw  the  sighv,  they  say, 

both  one  and  all. 
The  holy  apparition  was  some  distance  from  the  wail, 
And  on  the  left  side  of  St  John  appearsd  to 

Tiew  quite'  plain, 
Aa  altar,  orcwa,  and  the  instruments  by  which 

the  Lamb  was  slain. 

There  are  hundreds  come  from  far  and  near 

our  Lady's  aid  to  seek. 
And  by  her  aid  the  deaf  and  dumb  are  made 

to  hear  and  Sfteak, 
And  many  who  were  born  blind  now  see  the 

way  to  go, 
^  From  the  holy  ehurch  of  Knock  in  the 

County  of  Mayo. 

At  thei  'mdding  feast  of  Galilee,  our  Blessed 

Lady  said  ; 
Oh  !  Sun  Divine,  there  is  no  wine,  but  water 

there  is  instead. 
No  sooner  had  she  «aid  the  words  when  by  her 

aid  Divine, 
The  water  that  was  at  the  feast  waBliii*ned  into  wine. 

Oh  I  blessed  St.  Joseph  and  St.  John,  we  call 

upon  yonr  aid  ; 
And  Holy  Mother  of  our  God  for  sinners  intercede, 
For  the  wonders  that  our  Saviour  did  while 

preaching  to  his  flock. 
Are  done  again  through  Mary's  aid  in  the 

holy  church  of  Kuock. 


Aunt  SaUy'B  Fancy  BaU. 

Br  L.  C.  Drews.  Sung  by  Lawell  a  Drews. 

Old  Aunt  Sally  gave  a  party        '^^  A  v  4 ,    r  ; 

Down  at  her  house  ;  .   -     ' 

She  invited  all  the  nigs  so  hearty,'  *    :.. 

And  the  neighborhood  we  rouse. 
Dar  was  Chloe  Johnson,  Sam  and  Jim, 

Peta,  Jake,  and  Saul,  '.    ?    ' 

Dey  all  got  tight  on  beer  and  gia,       \-.  -' 

At  Sally'B  Fancy  Ball.  ;:     v 

COOBUB. 

Miss  Julianna.  PhcBbiana,  ConsUtina  Saul, 

We'll  all  go  down  to  have  a  dance 
At  Sally's  fancy  ball.  (^P**^) 

Away  we  all  will  go      *  •■_•>■' 

And  have  some  fan  to-nigut  :  -  \     •   :■• 

We'll  dance  and  play  de  ole  banjo 

W  id  loeomolive  mi^lit. 
We'll  walta  around  nitb  ease  and  grao^ 

With  Pliosbe  aud  Miss  Saul ;  % 


I  looked  in  Julias  pretty  faea 
At  Sally's  fancy  ball. 


Chorus. 


i'^: '      Marie  the  Tramp-. 

:'■'.■  '-'i'''-:^      ByBUlyBanry,      ,.^.:':"A.''^';:)-  :^ 

We  est  on  Blaekwell's  Island,  Marie, 

It  was  far  better  tl-ari  Sing  hiog  ; 
You  remember  down  at  tit  oghegan's.  Mane, 

We  got  two  years  for  stealing  a  wateh  and  ring. 

We  sat  upon  a  beer  Leg.  Marie, 

Apohceman  our  breeches  be  did  fan  ; 

It  was  a  nice  June  morn  iu  Jiinuary,  Marie, 
We  were  trying  to  work  the  racket  with  a  can. 

We  sat  upon  a  church  steeple,  Marie,  v^fvy  1 

Nearly  on  the  verge  of  ruin  ;  ^ '  :  r 

Ws  were  eating  freckled  pica,  acTen  miiea   i    ■■■■■    . 

jttst  from  the  sMea, 
And  trying  to  mash  the  man  lives  in  the  moon 

ComelitiB  McOni&n. 
By  Dennis  SolllTan.  Air:   High  Water  Pante. 

My  name  is  OoneKus  McOuffin, 

I  am  an  Irishman  imported  froni  France, 
I've  a  SON  thftt  would  Set  j>oar  heart  puffing. 

If  you  saw  him  ia  (<is  mg  and  his  dance. 
He  wears  a  fine  pair  Of  knee-breeches. 

That  he  boognl  oat  of  Habenstein'a  kock, 
Sure  he  singe  vrwf  aight  fbr  his  frther, 

The  night  I  Apt  |>egged  off  the  do«k. 


Caoaus. 
On  the  stage  snre  he  dances  Maaoorke, 

And  he  plays  on  a  German  guitar. 
But  when  on  the  street  he's  a  maaber. 

With  his  "  Flora  de  Flipper  "  cigar, 

Last  week  snre  he  swore  against  drinkin* 

For  he  drank  every  cint  that  he  got. 
And  he  swore  against  flirting  with  girts. 

For  lie  now  lets  them  all  go  to  pot. 
Oh !  he  now  goes  with  Teddy  Mahoney, 

Who  was  up  in  Sing  8iijg  for  a  year, 
For  stealing  Dutch  grub  and  bolenge, 

Aud  then  getting  drunk  on  atale  beer. 

He  has  now  given  up  songs  and  dances, 

And  be  works  in  a  factory  down  town, 
He  goes  to  the  theatres  on  pay-nigbta. 

Fur  to  see  the  two  tumblers  and  down. 
Last  week  he  asked  nie  to  go  with  liiiu, 

So  I  went  with  him  just  to  see  fun. 
But  1  jumped  but  a  third  story  window, 

Wheu  a  nager  shot  ofi  a  big  gun. 

.  CiioKua. 

No  more  does  he  dance  the  Maeonrke, 
No  more  does  he  play  a  guitar  ; 

No  nioie  does  he  flirt  with  (he  girls. 
But  he  smokes  penny  stinker  cigars, 

■■.;,,•  !■■  m  m 

The  Mulligan  Nominee. 

By  James  V.  Barrett, 


Ob^rai^ 


My  name  is  Dauiel  Mnlligaa, 

A  man  of  higli  degree, 
I'm  a  Celtic  |X)litician, 

And  for  Mayor  a  iiominea 
But  I'm  sure  to  be  elected,  boys, 

Aud  won  t  the  people  state 
At  the  preflio-chiiii(;e  New  York  wil!  get. 

When  Mulligan  is  Mayor. 
Chobus. 

I'll  paint  the  City  Hall  red,  white  an<l  bine, 

And  froRCO  Union  Square, 
New  York  must  be-  whitewashed  every  year. 

When  Mulligan  is  Mayor. 

I'll  have  steamboats  run  on  Brooklyn  Ilridge, 

In  the  rapid  transit  mode. 
The  jirocession  I'll  leave  on  Palrick'a  Day, 

Walk  tbe  Elevated  Itoad. 
I'll  synipaihise  with  the  workingmaa. 

And  with  every  cla^s  act  square,; 
But  we'll  have  no  Chinese  Aldermen, 

Wheu  Mulligan  is  Mayor. 


Chora*. 


Flowers  Eich  and  Rare. 

SOKO  AND  DaMOC. 

Words  Dy  Geo  Akena.      Music  by  Morris  Weetoo. 

Tlie  Music  of  tbls  or  any  other  song,  can  be  had  aft 

Mrs.  Pauline  Lledor's  Mualc  PubUflbing  Uoitfe, 

No  so  Chatham  bi,  and  will  be  aent  post.  paid. 

to  any  address,  on  receipt  of  price.  Mote. 


On  a  beautiful  summer  evening. 

When  the  roses  were  in  bloom. 
While  strolling  in  a  garden. 

Among  the  flowers'  sweet  perfaina, 
I  beheld  a  lovely  maiden, 

With  a  face  s#  bright  and  fiiir. 
And  in  her  haud  she  held  a  bnocb 

Of  flowers  rich  and  rare. 

Ciioitcs. 
Oh !  my,  how  my  heart  did  beat,      (Brsak) 

When  I  beheld  that  face  so  sweat,      (Uraak) 
She  was  as  pretty  as  a  picture. 

And  handled  with  soch  eara. 
That  sweet  collection  which  she  had. 

Of  flowers  rich  and  rare. 

How  anxiously  I  watebed  her. 

As  among  il>«  plants  shed  glide, 
Till  overcome  by  Onpid  c  dart, 

1  hastened  to  ber  side.' 
Six  months  <tf  blies  have  since  gone  by. 

My  lortoM  soon  she'l!  share, 
And  onr  home  will  decorated  be, 

With  bowers  ricl:  and  ran. 


t-.jiisi^juuj^m^i^mitt 
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DON'T  BUY  POOR  MUSIC, 


MUSIC? 

FBOM  MRS.  PAULINE  LIEDER  S 

COLLECTION 

Of  Popular 

COPYRIGHTED  COMPOSITIONS.   : 

BT  FAVOBITi:  ATTTHOBS. 

Which  18  tbe  Finest  collection  ot  Sbeet  Hihlo 
Ever  Publlabed. 


niMEirrAL  songs  with  choruses. 

;el  Mother  Watoh  for  nie i'rait  40 

»j  my  Head  Beneath  a  Rose Straight,  40 

ro  Work "    "    40 

log  Sweet  Words  at  the  Gate...     "     "    40 
|lim  Were  False,  but  I'll  Forgive  You..     "    "    40 

ailesB  and  Poor Yonnker  40 

I  01(1  BtiDch  Near  the  Mill  Speck  40 

lie  Bosebnd  in  Your  Hair Skelly  40 

Then  the  Flowers  are  Dreamiag **  "    40 

aby  Died  One  Year  Ago  To-Day. .  .CReardon  40 

'  Home  by  the  Deep  Rolling  Sea Beutley  40 

Growing  Pebblea  in  the  Stream "  "     40 

Take  Bonnie  Bessie •*  "    40 

bys  of  my  Childhood "  "    40 

^e  Old  Ruined  Mill "  ••    40 

^e  are  Growing  Old  Together "  "    40 

own  on  Coney  Island  Beach "  "    40 

lie  Old  Willow  Chair "  "    40 

ke  Me  in  Your  Arms,  Mama "  '<    40 

nd&ther's  Cane ••  "    40 

mie  Wiiue "  "    40 

[anting  Fonr  Leaf  Clorer ""    40 

's  Green  Isle Mnrphy  40 

l^well  to  Ireland ••  "      40 

STAND.^RD  MOTTO  SONGS. 

|iickLa3rs  Oyer  Brain Straight  40 

:  be  Ticking  of  the  Clock "  "    40 

Stitch  in  Time  Saves  Nine ""    40 

[^  Things  as  They  Come "  ••    40 

BALLADS.  : 

iJttle  Place  Within  ^y  Heart.  .J.  R.  Thomas  40 

Weary  and  Sad  To-Night ConnoUv  40 

intifol  Songs  Unsung Vanderoook  40 

»  Lost  Jewel Blimt  40 

la  Measenger  Bird Straight  40 

COMIC  DUETTS. 

lOMlhy'B  Boarding  House Powers 

AnnEehoe ••     "    40 

POPULAR  NEGRO  SONGS.     40 

Bells  are  Ringing  Away  np 

in  de  sky . .  Younke 
»  Me  Back  to  My  Dear  Old  South-  40 

Home,  Song  with  Echo  Chorus. .  .Speck  40 

of  Long  Ago Straight  40 

iiting  for  de  Setting  oh  de  Sun <■     ••    40 

Golden  Chariot ••     ••    4o 

Je  Dat  Bill «•    ••    40 

im  by  de  Rainbow ••     •<    40 

Uncle  Pdmpey  Still •«     •'    40 

» Yoor  Ladders  Ready ••    "    40 

SERIO-COMIC  SONGS. 

BoldntEdp  itMa Connolly  40 

it  Again Straight  40 

let luffgie  Gordon <•    ••    40 

1  Sbooldn't  Notice  It "    "    40 

lifMcNish..! ••    «•    40 

ipiog  Irish  Laas ••    «<    40 

OOMIO  BONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

Tear's  Day Powers  40 

40 


tHigfat  I  Jjeamed  to  Swim 

*  ly  Flahrity Straight    40 

Water  Panti Olfeil  ft  Ooorey  40 


Widow  Clancy's  Party "  "  40 

When  McGuiuess  Gets  the  Job     •'  "  40 

I'll  Name  the  Bo>  Dennis,  or 

no  Name  at  all, 

Kerrigan  &  McCarthy  40 

Casey's  Ball  lAst  Night..       "  •'  40 

The  Day  I  Took  My  Peg  to  Coney  Isle . . "  40 

Mary  Ann  O'Hoolahan  Dowd "  40 

Oire  an  Honest  Irish  Lad  a  Chaooe "  40 

MARCHING  SONGS. 

The  Irish  Volunteers Yonnker  40 

The  Petticoat  Brigade Straight  40 

Sons  of  Erin's  Isle Murphy  40 

NEGRO  SONGS  AND  DANCES. 

I'm  Jost  Tamed  Sixty-Three Straight  40 

SWELL  SONGS. 
Deuced  Good  Fellah Straight  40 

QUICKSTEPS  AND  MARCHES. 

Turkish  Patrol  Quickstep FrneDian  60 

The  Petticoat  Bri';H.I«  March "     "      10 

T.ie  ixutU  Volunteers  March "     **     40 

Midshipmites  March "    "    40 

LATEST  LANCIERS. 

American  Lanciers *•  "  60 

English  Lanoiers "  "  60 

Irish  Lanciers "  "  60 

Scotch  Lanciers "  "  60 

Sea  Cadet  Lanciers "  "  60 

NEGRO  WALK  AROUNDS. 

Old  Times  Roxy,  or  Trouble  . 

in  de  Kitchen Straight  40 

POPULAR  WALTZES. 

No  Work  Waltz Younker  40 

The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet  Waltz Pratt  40 

Invitation  Waltees Annie  S.  Shutte  40 

Sweet  Ma(,'^;iti  Gordon  Wultz Freeman  40 

SONGS  AND  DANCES. 

Sweet  Amerikay Younker  40 

Little  Rognisli  Eyes O'Keardon  40 

The  Reason  why  I  was  Elected Straight  40 

She's  so  Captivuliijg Sargent  40 

When  the  Magnolias  Bloom Speck  40 

WALTZ  SONGS  WITH  CHORUSES. 

The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet.! Pratt  40 

Walzingham  McSweeney, 

the  Gay  Cavalier Dockstader  40 

Moaic  and  Dancing Connolly  40 

ROUSING  NEGRO  MELANGE. 
Open  Up  Dem  Doors Straight  40 

There  are  none  of  the  pieces  of  music  on  this  list 
which  are  not  guaranteed  by  the  publisher  to  give 
entire  satisfiBotion.  Also,  each  and  every  one  has 
either  an  elegant  picture,  lithographed,  or  double 
colored  title-page,  and  printed  from  the  beet  en- 
graved music  plates.  My  music  is  never  out  of 
print,  and  can  be  procured  at  any  music  store  in 
the  U.  S.  Bat  the  quickest  and  best  policy  is  to 
send  direct  to  me. 

All  music  not  on  this  list  constantly  kept  in 
stock,  and  will  be  sent,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of 
marked  price.  I  keep  the  publications  of  all  the 
Music  Publishers  in  America  and  Europe. 

p.  S.  —To  Musio  Teachers,  Musicians,  Clubs, 
Professionals,  etc.,  my  terms  are  the  regular  pro- 
fesional  rates.  But  with  a  desire  to  have  my  pub- 
lications more  thoroughly  introduced  to  your  notice, 
also  to  give  you  a  chance  to  re-dispose  of  copies 
with  a  profit,  and  to  act  as  my  agents  through  the 
States,  I  will  allow  you  to  make  a  selection  of  10 
or  more  of  my  pieces,  at  one-half  off  of  the  marked 
prices. 

N.  B.— All  of  the  above  pieces  are  my  own  copy- 
rights, and  any  one  infringing  on  the  seme,  will  be 
dealt  with  and  punished  to  the  full  exteut  of  the 
law. 

Send  money  in  Registered  Letter  or  Postal  Order, 
in  all  amounts  in    postage  stamps,   hoping  to  be 
favored  with  your  jwitronage  I  remain 
Y^our  obedient  servant, 

MRS.  PAULINE  LIEDER, 

60  CHATHAM  STREET,  H.  T. 

>nd  49  Atlantie  Areirae,  Bcooklpi. 


SWEET  MAGGIE 
GORDON, 

THE  MO{$T  POPULAR 

SONG 

IN    AMERICA 

It  has  over-reaohed  the  expectations  of  the  pub- 
lisher MRS.  PAULINE  LIEDER,  having  for  the 
(hort  time  it  lias  been  before  the  public,  sold  over 
5.U00  copies.  It  is  easy  taking,  and  is  being  sung 
Ibroughout  the  country  by  all  the  Leading  Minstrel 
liands. 

Price  of  Words  and  Musio  80  cents. 

SPECIAL  OFFER  to  Professionals,  Amateurs, 
Ao.,  Having  been  forced  by  the  great  demand  for 
(►rcliestia  Parts  of  SWEET  MAGGIE  GORDON, 
I  have  published  the  same,  and  will  send  both 
AV'ords  and  Music,  and  also  the  Orchestra  Parts  to 
same,  on  receipt  of  SOcts,  toany  addnss,  postpaid.. 

LATEST  PUBLICATIONS. 

You  are  false  but  III  forgive  you. 
When  MoGuinnesf  gets  a  Job. 
High  Water  Pants. 
I'll  Name  the  boy  Dennis,  or ; 

no  Name  at  all. 
Casey's  Ball  Last  Night 
Sweet  Mairi^ie  Oordan— Woltz.     Freeman. 
Sweetest  of  ihe  Sweet — Song  and  Walts. 
Widow  Clancy's  Puiiy. 

40  cents  each,  or,  any  three  for  One  Dollar, 
sent  to  any  address  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price. 

Apply  for  aod  receive  a  full  catalogue  of  the  most 
popular  sonr;s  c<>:iiain<'d  in  the  Singeis' Journal, 
from  No.  1  t»  ihe  last  issued.         Free. 


Kerrigan's  Masqiierade. 

Sung  by  MlM  Daisy  Remlngtoa. 

Last  week  I  was  invited 

To  atleud  a  fancy  ball  ; 
I  dressed  myself  up  in  my  best. 

And  started  for  the  halt ; 
All  sorts  were  there,  I  do  declare, 

Sweet  muaio  it  was  plsy'd, 
Oh  J  we  had  a  jolly  racket, 

At  Kerrigan  s  Masquerade. 

CgOBTTS. 

Then  it's  "  hands  all  around,"  boys, 

Sweet  musio  it  was  played  ; 
.^rrah  !  "  forward  four  and  welt  the  floor,' 

.^t  Kerrigan's  Masquerade. 


At  nine  o'clock  preeisely. 

Thedancitifj  it  begnn  ; 
The  Germans  and  Italians 

Were  there  to  see  the  fun. 
There  was  ninety-seven  couplet^ 

In  the  roooi  did  promenade. 
Old  Ireland  was  represented, 

At  Kerrigan's  Masquerade. 


Chorus. 


VALENTI1IE& 


The  VALENTINE  Season  being  near  nt  hvid, 
I  would  beg  to  say  that  my  stock  for  the  oomiag 
Season  will  be  Larger,  Finer,  Prettier,  and  Cheaner 
than  any  Season  b«fore.  Wholesale  Trade  pleAse 
send  for  price  list  and  oirenlar. 

Toora  respeetftaQy, 

^  Mrs.  Panliae  Liedef. 


■  J-f  »i' 
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Ibe  Loit  Inheritance. 


ooimHUXD. 


It  WM  not  «Mily  that,  a  thort  time  Iat«r,  lie  «on- 
•eaM  hia  aaxkty  u  the  footman  uahered  bim  into 
the  Carnyatoo  dnwing-rooin.  The  naarer  the  hour 
had  approaebed,  the  oflenar  he  recalled  Maria 
Daggett's  parting  look— tlie  more  oertain  he  felt 
she  bad,  or  would,  betray  him. 

The  expresaion  of  the  eoutins  on  hie  api^arauee, 
however,  showed  that  at  preteut  she  had  kept  his 
secret. 

Whether  she  would  permit  the  evening  to  pass 
without  proolaimiog  it  was  doubtful.  A  man  mny 
be  on  hi*  guard  against  anything  but  a  viodiotive, 
revengeful  woman. 

Richard  Hepburn  knew  tliis,  end  started  at  each 
approaohing  step  ;  while  he  half  expected  she  would 
bar  his  passage,  and  address  him  by  hie  name,  as  he 
oonduoted  the  heiress  to  liie  dining-room. 

A*  she  did  not  do  so,  nor  show  any  sign,  his 
sslf-possession  relumed,  and  he  took  a  full  share  in 
the  oonversation,  even  managing  to  smile  with 
equanimity  at  Edmund  Biddlecomb's  meaning  allu- 
sion to  Alice  Walden. 

He  made  no  reference  to  the  private  interview 
the  ex-usurer  had  requested,  lliough  much  puzzled 
as  to  the  object.  It  had  once  occurred  to  him  that 
fathers  with  marria<;eable  daughters  did  nt  times 
demand  private  conference-',  in  which  case  his  an- 
swer was  ready. 

Had  he  been  a  marrying  man,  which  he  was  not, 
never,  indeed,  having  entertaineiTthe  idea,  he  slioiild 
not  have  dreamed  of  looking  so  high  as  the  heiress 
of  Carnyslon. 

This  cause,  however,  he  could  not  fancy  had 
actuated  the  ex-uBurer,  for  Sidonia's  manner  was, 
on  the  whole,  rather  cold  and  petulant  towards 
bim. 

More  than  once  as  he  gazed  round  the  handsome 
oak  dining-rocm,  and  at  the  inagniticent  Carnvston 
plate  loading  the  sideboard,  tlie  idea  would  intrude 
Itself  that  had  he  chosen  to  utter  one  certain  word 
tnat  day,  the  clue  might  have  been  now  in  his 
possession  to  make  all  these  again  his. 

But  no :  thsy  would  have  brouglit  uo  pleasure 
won  at  such  a  price.  A  |>air  of  bright,  frank, 
womanW  eyes  seemed  to  look  into  his  own,  and 
make  bim  shudder  even  at  the  thought. 

Meanwhile,  Jesiali  iiiddlecomb,  having  dined  in 
his  private  sitting-room,  descended  to  the  library, 
preparatory  to  summoning  his  guest. 

A  fire  glowed  brightly  in  the  grate,  light  burned 
on  the  table,  the  heavy  curtains  of  velvet  maroon 
were  drawn  across  tlie  deep  embrassured  windows. 
"  Have  the  gentlemen  gone  in  to  coffes  yet, 
Beeton  f '  he  inquired,  as  he  took  his  placa  in  an 
arm-chair  by  the  fire. 

"  Not  yet,  sir.  Miss  Biddleeomb  has  nut  left 
dessert." 

"  Humpli !  How  young  people  dawdle  over  their 
meals  !     That  will  do  ;  you  can  go," 

When  alone,  leaning  back,  and  contemplating 
the  fire  with  a  thougiilftil  smile,  the  ex-usurer 
rubbed  his  hands  together  slowly,  but  with  evident 
enjoyment. 

ills  mind  was  sliil  full  of  his  plan,  the  success  of 
which  he  never  doabted  ;  and  he  chuckled  at  the 
idea  of,  while  saving  himself,  he  Bh«uld  crush 
Timothy  Brindley. 

"It's  capital!  he  exclaimed  half  aloud.  "I 
suppose  he  fancies  wealth  and  luxury  had  robbed 
yon  of  year 'cutentss,  Joeiah.  11a,  ha,  hal  He 
shall  find  to  the  contrary  1" 

Rising,  as  was  his  habit  when  In  soliloquy,  he  be- 
gan to  pac«  the  long  rooai,  his  hands  clasped  be- 
hind him,  bis  head  bent. 

"Tea,  yes,"  he  proceeded';  "I  don't  know 
whether  this  isn't  the  best  card  you've  played  yet, 
Josiah.  There's  no  doubt  tlie  young  fellow  loves 
her  at  least  well  enough  to  win  back  his  estate  at 
the  priee.  I'll  say  that  I've  known  him  all  along, 
from  the  very  first,  and  villi  satisfaction  have 
watohad  the  growing  attachment  between  him  and 
Bidonia.  I'  11  any  how  i^y  heart  has  always  blsd 
for  him,  bow  I  have  secretly  been  moving  haaren 
and  earth  to  find  him  to  render  him  help,  assist- 
anee,  had  he  needed  it.  I'll  be  quite  llithsrly  and 
aantimantal  ftom  amotion,  call  in  Sidonia,  and  give 


the  two  my  blessing.  It's  good— good !  Money 
can't  buy  ancestors,  but  it  can  make  a  girl  marry 
into  them  :  and  Josiah  Biddleeomb,  klie  ex-usurer's 
daughter's  portrait  shall  take  iU  place  in  yonder 
picture-gallery  as  Lady  Carr,  ths  wife  of  the  eevenWi 
or  eighth,  or  whatever  it  is,  Baronet  of  Carny- 
ston."  He  laughed— thee  continued,  "  But  I  must 
be  thoroughly  prudent  ;  I  musn't  be  too  hasty. 
Timotliy  is  a  crafty  chap,  and  dangerous.  I  must 
play  him  geiitly— hoodwink  him  into  the  belief  of 
security.  To-morrow  I'll  give  him  a  hundred, 
promise  him  another  in  three  months.  Then,  then, 
ulien  he  comes  skulking  from  his  hiding  places  for 
tlie  next  instalment,  pointing  to  Sir  llichard  Carr, 
my  Bon-iii-law — he  will  be  my  son-in-law  then — I'll 
say " 

"  What,  you  old  vilhiin,  Timothy  Brindley  fore- 
sUlls  you  in  saying  now,  'Checkmate,'  Mr.  Biddle- 
eomb !" 

With  a  cry  of  terror,  the  ex-usurer,  throwing  up 
his  head,  beheld  his  ex-clerk  confronting  him. 
Having  emergied  from  one  of  the  window  enibraeures, 
he  now  stood  between  the  maroon  velvet  curtains, 
holding  them  back  in  his  nervous  grasp.  His 
fooe  was  white  with  fury,  his  eyes  shone  with  the 
fire  of  passion. 

"  Scoundrel  1"  ejaculated  the  ex-usurer,  falling 
back  a  step.  "Why  are  you  here?  How  dare 
you  ?" 

"Why  am  I  here?  Thai's  a  useless  question 
from  you,"  exclaimed  the  other,  advoncing  more 
into  the  room.  "I  came  here  to  enforce  the  inter- 
view you  refused.  "  I  am  here  now  to  carry  out 
my  threat,  and  nothing  shall  stop  me  !  I  will  de- 
nounce you  in  Carnyston  itself !" 

"You!"  ejaculated  Timothy  Biddleeomb,  over- 
whelmed by  fury.  "  Who  will  take  the  word  of  an 
escoped  convict  ?  Mark,  I  know  you,  'limothy, 
Brindley  !  The  police  are  on  your  track,  and  you, 
aha!l  not  leave  this  house  except  in  their  custody  !" 

He  made  quickly  towards  the  bell  as  he  spoke, 
but  hardly  had  he  produced  one  long,  loud  tug. 
than,  like  a  tiger,  the  convict  was  upon  him,  his 
hands  clutched  about  his  threat. 

'•Help  !— help  I"  shrieked  the  ex-usurer,  "He 
will  mur— mur— derl     Help  !— help  !" 

In  that  iron  grasp  the  words  grew  fainter  ;  the 
veins,  blue  and  swollen,  hadsUrftd  on  his  forehead, 
when  there  were  hurrying  feet  in  the  hall,  the 
library  door  was  thrown  wide,  and  Edmund  Biddle- 
eomb, followed  by  Richard  Hepburn,  Sidonia,  and 
one  or  two  footmen,  rushed  in. 

At  the  sound,  1  imothy  Brindley  forgot  all  but 
self-preservation.  Flinging  the  usurer  from  him,  he 
darted  towasds  the  window. 

He  slopped,  however,  abruptly,  as  a  man  ap- 
peared between  the  curtains  barring  his  passage 

"  Slycum !"  he  ejaculated.  "  Then  the  game  is 
up  !    I'm  in,  I  suppose  fur  a  lifer  !" 

Meanwhile,  blinded  by  terror,  Josiah  Biddleeomb 
had  ran  to  the  group  at  the  door,  and,  sinking  on 
his  knees  from  feebleness,  he  clasped  for  proteciian 
the  one  standing  nearest  him.  It  was  Richard 
Hepburn. 

"  Don't  let  the  villain  escape  !  Seize  him  !  He  is 
an  escaped  convict!  Seize  him!"  he  added,  his 
distorted  face  turned,  his  shaking  arm  extended 
towards  the  ex-clerk  ;  "  for  he  tried  to  take  my 
lile !     1  swear  it !"  ,  .      ,   , 

"Yes,  and  not  for  the  first  tune!"  exclaimed  the 
convict,  swinging  around  on  his  heel,  and  speaking 
in  sharp,  clear  syllables.  "Mr.  Richard  Hepburn— 
or,  rather.  Sir  Richard  Carr— this  is  your  own  roof 
you  stand  beneath  !  It  was  I  who  attempted  yonder 
money-lender's  life,  and  robbed  him  too  !  But  he 
forgave  me  that  on  condition  that  I  let  him  charge 
your  father  with  the  crime  !" 

"It's  false,  every  eylloble  of  it !"  cried  the  ex- 
usurer  "  Who'll  credit  the  oath  of  a  convict  ? 
Edmund,  Sidonia,  why  don't  some  of  you  stop  him  ? 
It's  all  false— all " 

"  No  more  false,  you  old  skinflint,  than  that  you 
forged  the  Baronet's  napie  to  the  entail  deed. 
Slycum,  old  fellow,  you'd  Better  kill  two  birds  with 
one  stone ;  for,  I  see  you've  another  man  behind 
you.  Arrest  Josiah  Biddleeomb  for  forgery  and 
misappropriation  of  other  people's  money.  Now 
who  is  it  that's  played  checkmate?" 

A  piercing  cry  echoed  through  the  apartment, 
and  Sidonia  Biddleeomb  fainted  in  her  cousin's 
arms.     U  was  echoed  by  another  as  the  ex-osorer 


dropped  to  the  floor  half 
abject  terror. 


bereft    of  reason 


CHAPTER  XIX. 

DIATH  ▲  DITKCTITE. — BACK  AT  OAKXmOX. 

Riohard  Hepburn,    or    Sir  Richard    Carr,   pOe>^ 
sessed    too    much  delioaey  of  feeling  fartbar  toj 
witness  so  pa|uful  a   neene.     He    felt   eoudoli 
from  his  lips  considering  the  position  whiob  hi ; 
held,  would  appear  rather  as   insults — at  ^  least,   be 
regarded  as  an  asrertion  of  his  triumph. 

Withdrawing,    therefore,    he    went    ioto  a 
apartment  whei'e  he   knew  were  writing  matariall^ 
and  wrote — 

"  Dkae  Miss  Bipulfcoiib, —  ' 

"That you  have  my  most  heartfelt  sympathy  ia 
the  lamentable   event  which  has  just   ooeurrsd,   I 
trust  you  will  believe.     That  I  cannot  extend  that 
sympathy  to  your  father,  you  will  when  eoDsiderisig 
the  suflfering  my  family  has   undergone  in  having 
it*  name  disgraced  by  a  crime  of  which  it   was  in* 
Docent,  see  lo  beimposaible.      Of  you  I  shell  ever 
think  differently,  and  would  not  trouble  you  at  so 
distressing  a  luomeut  were  it  not  that  I  am  desirvae 
to  remove  from  your  mind  the   inipre**ion  that   I  H 
had  any  baud  in,  or  was  any  way  aognitant  of  tb* 
scene  which  took  place  this  evening.     I  winh  that  I  ^ 
had  had  ;      as,    trust   me,    for  your  sake  it    DSTSr  P 
should  have  occurred. 
"  I  remain, 

"  i'^oura  sympathetieally, 

"  RlCBAKD  CiAl.  V 

Having  enveloped  and  addressed  it,  he  gaveitiftj 
a  footman  to  deliver ;  then  proceeding  to  the  staUst; 
mounted  hi*  horse  and  rode  away. 

He  did  not  go  to  Westerin.  Why,  he  knew  not;' 
but  something  sesmed  to  hold  bim  to  the  vieini^ 
of  the  Hall,  and  he  resolved  to  stop  at  Heatham. 

An  hour  later  he  received  a  visit  from  Jooae 
Slycum,  who  cane  to  inform  him  that  he  had  pro- 
cured an  order  for  the  ex-usurer's  arrest  trom  a 
neighboring  magistrate,  and  that  both  the  prisonars 
were  now  eufely  In  custody. 

How  often  had  Sir  Richard    thought    of  saoh  •  . 
moment,  and  the  joy  it  would  bring  him  I     Yat  hie,'J 
generosity  made  the  remembrance  of  that  wretchad*^ 
family  up  at  the  HaM    cast    a    depression  over  hiu 
spirits.     Also,  it  must  be  confessed,    the  event  had 
been  so  sudden,  that  he  could  scarcely  realise   the 
tfuth. 

He  retired  early,  yet  not  to  sleep,  and  for  hours 
he  had  tossed  on  his  bed,  when,  through  the  still 
night  air  their  came  a  peculiar  distant  humming 
sound.  Sir  Richard,  listening,  found  it  lo  resembla 
that  of  a  gathering  crowd. 

A  moment  or  two  later,  he  heard  persons  hnrrj* 
ing  past  the  inn,  talking  excitedly.  Somethiac 
was  the  mat  er.  Then  the  hum  took  the  form  M 
words — or,  rather,  one  word  often  repeated — a  word 
never  more  terrible  then  when  listened  to  in  tba 
dead  of  night. 

"Fire!— fire!" 

"Where  IS  it?"  called  SirBichard,  to  a  ina» 
running  past. 

"  Carnyston !"  he  answered,   without   stoppiafii 
"  The  hall  is  in  flames !" 

"Merciful  powers  !"  ejaculated  the  yoang  maa^ 
reeling  back  under  the  verbal  blow. 

Twenty  minutes  after,  he  was  riding  full  spaad  It^ 
the  conflagration.  ' 

There  was  no  doubt  of  the  man's  assartiML 
Already  the  sky  above  was  throbbing  with  IniM 
light,  and  when  the  ball  came  in  sight,  iu  masUr 
saw  the  flames  pouring  from  the  left  wing. 

".dh!— the  picture  gallery  !    I  d  sooner  all  boHl 
than  that !"    he  cried.      Then,   as  an  idea  liasha4 
into  his  brain,  he   added,    fiercely,     "This  is   hsr. 
work,  I  would  swear  it!" 

Not  long  after,  he  was  forcing  his  way  ihroagk  ^ 
the  crowd,  upon  whose  upturn^  faces  lbs  red  g\am  , 
reflected.  As  he  urged  his  horse  nearer,  a  firMBSB  r j 
caught  his  bridle, 

"  Cant  go  any  farther,  sir,"    said  the 
spectfully. 

"Man!"    ejaculated  the  Baronet.  "I'm  tha 
you  should  or  shall  stop  I  Let  go  my  bona  I" 

"  Who  are  yon?    What  is  your  oama?" 

To  be  Continued  in  No.  182 — Commenaad  ia  ! 
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I'm  a  man  who  i«  quite  influential, 

M  J  Biiecaiors  lliey  oaiiie  from  g;al(>re, 
I  elaim  «daeHtion'«  eioential, 

'1  boiigli  luriia  jM'ople  ^ar  'lia  a  bora. 
As  1  wa  k  tliroui^b  the  •ireets  of  tlie  oity, 

Tbey  play  "d  me  ninny  a  trick. 
For  tba  Doya  holler  out,  and  thev  call  me, 

Qillbtfoley,  tbe  lanlern-jawed  Mick. 

■     '    •  CHonrs. 

Thay  call  me  a  duffer,  and  say  I'm  a  b'Affer, 
Oat  on  thfi  ■tre«ta,  ihey  liollei  ont  quick  ; 
Look  at  the  feller  wid  the  diszy  umbiella, 

Tharagoee  Oillhooley,  the  lantern  jawed  Miok. 

One  day  while  a-walkin^  the  city. 

At  tbe  end  of  llie  town  they  call  South, 
I  saw  a  bis  cliap  givin;r  tafTv. 

And  trying  to  shoot  off  his  montli. 
Save  I  "  take  a  drop  on  .y«r  nonseiiee  !'* 

When  he  hit  me  in  the  eye  wid  a  brick. 
And  the  gang  they  all  liollercd.  he's  murdered— 

Oillhooley  tbe  lantern-jawe<i  Mick.  Cborua. 

Oni>  morning  I  went  to  the  Mayor, 

Regarding  these  teirible  aeamps,  , 

When  he  says  "  I  will  give  you  fat  office, 

I'll  make  vou  ins|iec'or  of  tramps. 
I  kft  that  official  disgusted, 

Oot  full  Bs  ail  empty  bed-tick. 
Plavad  cards  wid  a  tiramp  Hnd  hu  busted  ; 

Oillhooley,  llie  lantern-jawed  Mick.       Chorus. 


I  Mast  Go. 

JUaiLEIC  80M0  AND  CHORUS. 

Bang  ^7  Barlow,  Wilson.  Primrose,  and  West's  Minstrels. 

■   Wordsl&nd  Music  by  Fred.  A.  Lyons. 

Oopyrlghted  1S80,  by  J.  F.  Perry  *  Co. 

Tba  Music  of  tbls  or  any  other  son?,  can  be  bad  at 

Mrs.  Pauline  Ueder's   Music  Pubilsbtng  House, 

I  No  M  Cbatbsm  8t,  and  will  be  sent  post  paid. 

to  any  adaresa,  on  receipt  ut  price,  40  cts. 


^Taj  down  yoader  in  de  wilJernesa, 

To  put  on  de  goldi-n  shoes  ; 
Down  among  •feiii  Methmliet, 

Tu  patou  (le  golden  shoes. 
Dere  we'ee  gwine  to  shout  and  sing. 

To  pat  on  de  golden  shoes, 
Den  won't  we  make  dat  welcorce  ring. 

To  pat  on  d«  golden  shoes. 

Chorus. 

Deo  I  must  go.  I  mast  go  my  Lord, 
I  mutt  go  to  put  on  de  golden  shoes. 

Den,  den,  den  I  must  go,  my  Lord, 
I  maet  go  to  put  on  de  golden  shoes. 

Here's  my  heart,  and  here's  my  band. 

To  put  on  da  goKien  shoes  ; 
8<>  meet  yon  in  dat  sanset  land, 

To  put  on  de  golden  shoes. 
Ole  Hatan  stopped  me  on  de  way, 

i'a  put  on  de  gulden  tlio.'s  ; 
And  I  told  him  what  I  had  to  say. 

To  put  on  de  golden  shoes. 

Den  I  must  go,  do. 

Satan  grshbed,  bat  he  grabbed  in  vain,  * 

To  put  on  de  golden  shoes  ; 
He  never  grabbed  ut  me  again. 

Tu  put  '  n  de  golden  shoes. 
Den  I  knelt  down  tn  say  my  prayers,   .. 

To  pnt  on  de  golden  shoes  ; 
And  walked  right  np  de  golden  etaire. 

To  put  on  de  golden  shoes. 

Den  I  mast  go,  Ac. 


Dec  Mole  Stood  on  der  Steamboad  Deck. 

Ab  recited  by   George  B.  Kal^t, 

Der  mute  shtood  oi  d«r  steamboad  deck, 

For  der  land  he  wouldn't  dread, 
Dey  tied  a  balder  ri>uot  his  neek, 

Cnd  vaoked  him  over  der  head. 

Bui  obstinate  and  braced  he  shtoo^  . 

As  born  de  Hcaoe  tu  rule, 
A  creature  of  del  lioll-back  brood— 

.d  shtubborn,  sbleadfast  mule 

Dhey  em  sed  nnd  ^1  wore,  but  ba  voald  aot  fo^ 

Undill  be  felt  inelined  ; 
Und  dough  dey  duiilered  blow  ou  blow, 

He  iildered  not  his  mind.  *   ♦  - 

Der  boals-twy  t<>  der  shore  complained, 

Der  varmint's  bound  do  shtay, 
Sbdill  upon  dot  old  mule's  hide 

Der  sounding  lash  made  blay. 

His  master  from  der  shore  reblied, 
"  Der  boat's  alioud  to  sail.  , 

Aa  oder  meaus  in  vuin  ^oa  dried, 
bubbose  you  dwist  his  taiL  '  • 

I  dinkdat  vill  msgke  him  land." 

Der  boat  8-buy.  brave,  doagh  bale,     - 

Den  near  drew  mit  oulslrelobad  baad. 
Do  niagke  der  dwist  avail. 

Dhen  game  a  kick  of  thunder  soand  I 

Dot  but — oh!  vert  vashe? 
.4.sk  of  der  vavendui  far  around       ^     "t 

Beheld  him  ill  der  sea.  :   rvi 

Fora  moment  not  a  voiee  vas  baarf^ 
But  dot  mule  he  viiiUed  his  eye, 
*  At  doiigb  to  ask.  to  liiin  oceurrad, 
Ilow  vas  dot  for  high  '. 

I'd  Like  to  be  a  Sunflowvr. 

By  Bdwln  TaltwU 

I'd  like  to  be  a  sunflower, 

If  I  might  be  s  flower. 
My  |)etttls  closing  softly 

At  lwili)^hl'e  quiet  hour, 
.idnd  waking  in  the  morning 

When  falls  the  early  deW, 
To  welcome  heaven  s  bright  sunshffM,        »'  '  • 

And  heaven  s  bright  tear-drops  too.        '.    -     • 
Chorus. 
I'd  like  to  he  a  sunflower,  if  I  might  be  a  flower, 
My  petols  closing  softly  at  twilight's  quiet  boor. 

I  love  the  gentle  lily,  ^^     '  v^rP;^?!-;-:: 

It  looks  so  meek  and  fair,  ,'. ';  "'    "■'  ■ 

But  sunflowers  1  love  better. 

For  they  grow  every  where,  -       '''^ 

The  lillies  bhiom  so  sadly 

In  the  sunshine  or  in  shower, 
But  sunflowers  still  look  upward, 

However  dark  tbe  hour. 


Choroi. 


♦♦^ 


We're  as  Happy  as  a  Clam. 

Upon  the  old  plantation, 

Whar  we  were  bred  and  bom  ;  ■' 

We  used  to  work  so  very  hard 

By  hoeing  of  the  corn.  -•-  -  .' i 

But  now  de  war  is  over. 

Us  darkies  lire  set  free. 
We'll  sing  and  danoe  fur  yoa  all  aigbt, 

And  have  a  jubilee.  • 

ChoriW. 
Oh  I  my.  we're  happy  as  a  elam,  (Sym.) 

Oh!  my,  we're  happy  as  a  elam  { 
We're  India  rubber  gutu  pereba 

Gum  elaittie  Sam. 

We  hope  we've  pleai^ed  jfou.all  to-nifh^ 

So  you  will  come  again  ; 
And  we  cim  sinsj  and  danee  for  yon. 

We've  uot  it  on  the  Itraia. 
And  now  we  11  bid  yon  all  good-nigkt,     •; 

We  can  no  loimer  sUy  . 
But  we  re  n>-ver  tired  of  daoeiag. 

As  we  do  it  night  and  dsy.  Choras. 
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Did  yoa  ever  Botiae  the  pleasing  exprestfen  on 
a  hoys  features,  when  he  Ukes  a  bite  u|Aof  a  bar 
of  soap,  onder  ibe  impression  thst  it's  cheese  ? 


Whv  is  the  letter  "  Y  "  like  eoorling  t  Because 
it  ends  in  matrimony.    ..;.'■..  1 

The  diflbrenee  between  a  cook  and  her  yoang 
man,  is  that  one  oooks  the  meat,  and  t  he  other 
meets  tbe  eook.      r  .  - ,  ,  J.  V.  B. 

Some  men  eannot  itaiKl  proeperily.  Others 
never  Lave  a  chance  to  try. 

The  thoughtful  tramp  observes  that  half  a  glass 
of  whiskey  is  better  than  no  brend. 

There  is  a  phrenologist  in  town  who  can  tell  the 
contents  of  a  barrel  by  examining  its  bead 

Many  girls  have  no  niiud  to  speak  of,  and  they 
are  euotinanUy  talking  about  giving  somebody  a 
piece  of  it. 

A  young  Udy  says  she  deeen't  see  why,  even  if 
times  are  hard 'as  fteople  say,  the  young  men  can't 
pay  their  addresses  promptly. 

Ail  agrianltoral  society  offered  a  premium  for  the 
best  essay  on  irrigation.  By  mistake  it  was  printed 
irritation,  wberenpon  au  honest  £srmer  sent  his 
wife. 

A  country  girl's  love  letter  ;— "  Dear  Jimmy, — 
It's  all  ap.     We  ain't  goin>;  to  get  married.  Mother 
aays  you  are  too  rough,  and  I  think  she's  right.  I'm  ' 
•o  sorry — but  ean't  you  go  to   Uoboken   and   get 
filed  down  V 

'  But  you  know,  'pa,"  said  the  farmer's  daughter, 
when  be  spoke  to  ber  about  the  addresses  ot  his 
neighbor's  SOB — "you  know,  'pa,  that 'ma  wants 
me  to  marry  a  man  of  culture." — "  So  do  I,  my 
dear — so  do  I,  and  there's  no  better  culture  ia  the 
eoantry  than  agrieulture." 

"  Wood  is  the  thing,  after  all,"  as  the  man  with 
a  pine  leg  said,   when  the  mad  dog  bit  it. 


crowd    has 
since. 


Tbe  man  who  was  henuned  in  by   a   crow 
been  troubled  with  a  pain  in  his  side  ever  si 

*'  Sir,  this  horse  you  sold  me  can't  be  made  to 
starL" — "  Well,  didn't  I  gaarsntee  him  as  never 
starting. 

"  List  I  oh  I  list,"  as  tl)e  housekeeper  said  when 
the  wind  whiatled  through  the  eraeks  at  tbe  front 
door. 

A  man,  whfle  playing  cards,  foil  of  his  e°  air  in  a 
fit.  After  half  an  boor's  steady  applicatiou  of 
rsmidies,  he  reeovered,%nd  immediately  inquired. 
•' What  are  trumper 

New  Bishoprie  for  a  erieketing  clergyman. — Bai- 
tersea. 

Tbe  real  "Board  of  health."  Ihe  sea-board. 

Play  !— A  good  eard  to  play,  from  a  bill-poster's 
point  of  view.  — A  pla-eard,  ^  j   .. , 


Motto    from   a    moek  aoetioB. 
with  yoar  lot. 


Be    contented 


What  Hughes  may  say  now  his  walk  is  over.  Oh 


my  poor  test. 


4i- 


Like  earae  like.  A  fellow  wb«  eaiTered  mneh 
from  palpitation  of  the  heart,  says  he  was  in- 
stautly  relieved  bv  applying  another  pulpitating 
heaat  to  tlie  place  aSeetni. 


1 


Tilii:    SIJIOKI^'    JOURNAL. 


6ft  I 


Mary  KeUy'i  Dad. 
Br  J.  A.  Kemmer.       Purodjr  oa  IU17  KeUjr'sBeaa. 

LiUleM*ry  Kelly,  '  -v:  :\y  -j  .;V  ,-:■'■ 

Is  luokiug  fbr»  pop,  -x'--  '' .vi    ' 

Her  iD<fther  i«  a  widofr,  ;    •  •  1/ 

To  thmt  I'll  put  a  (top.  '      ■ . 

m  marry  Mr*.  Kelly.  ;  ,  ^: 

Oh  !  Won't  tbey  all  b«  glad, 
It'i  tbeu,  beware  ve  maabera,  ' ':  -    ^; 

When  Im  Mary  Kolly'a  Dad. 

CuoK(».  :;■ 

Uttle  Mary  Kelly,  a  darling  girl  of  miaa, 
When  she  ia  out  walking,  she'e  alwaya  home 

at  nina, 
She  haa  got  lota  of  auitori,  a  lardy-dardy  lad, 
I'll  make  him  pop  the  queation.  when  I'm 

Mary  Keliy'a  Dad. 

Eaeh  Sunday  night  to  Me  het.  '    ':' 

Cornea  Mre.  Kelly's  beau,  ......    :-        ''" ;.  *■ 

They  lead  m«  in  the  parlor,  '•       "         *'   /. 

There  roy  wit  I  «h"W. 
She  thinks  I  am  worth  miUknw— ' 

My  poeket  money-elad. 
But  she'll  find  me  wanting,  " 

Whan  I'm  Mary  Keliy'a  Dad.         Choma. 


The  dainty  Mrs.  Kelly, 

Of  all  haa  oliosen  me  ; 
You  bet  I  am  a  masher, 

Au  bandaoiiie  as  oau  be. 
They  all  will  oull  me  papa, 

And  that  will  make  me  glad, 
ril  increase  the  family. 

When  I'm  Mary  Keliy'a  Dad. 


Oheraa. 


The  Daisy    Marching  Mokei.    '^ 

Song  by  Frank  Lum,  the  celebrated  ethloplwiioomedlan. 

Say,  Luoe.  yo'  fix  du>e  leggings  dar, 

And  poliHb  up  dem  boota,^         .:  .  '%'  ''' 
Fori  marob  oot  dis  ebenin'  wid    *■'  '-'•'■ 

De  gallus  brack  galoots.  "'■*•"'.     ■,; 

George,  mount  your  bat,  fo'  all  de  gala,         '''*'  '' ' 

Am  gitlia'  on  dar  cloaks, 
Wid  flow'rs  and  wreaves  hung  on  daraleavw, 

Fo'  de  daisy  maroliing  Mokea.  ■  • 

CUOBUB.  r  i..]'-^' 

See  here,  yo'  eooua,  wid  eyes  likemoeni^    , 

Yo'  quit  yer  lookin'  roan',  .         i„-  ;.^ 

And  yo'  will  be.  if  yon  hear  met-       ■'•■-■»-.;.  ^v^  . 

De  finest  in  de  town.  -i ,  ;-i  v,  j 

Look  out  dar,  Jim.  yo'  ole  braok  Ub'  '•:;     ::'" 

Daroomea  de  oulud  folks,  «  ; 

80  do  voor  best  and  leb«  de  reat,         '.    ,V  ■-.'' '  ( 

To  de  Daisy  Maroliing  Mokea.  ^; 

George  Washington  Grant,  yo'a  moa'  too  fitat, 

So  git  back  in  de  rear  ; 
For  dose  in  front  must  Stan' de  bront, 

Wiien  all  de  gals  git  here. 
Now  steady  in  dat  eollum  ;   front;      -   j.?.'.  i^  .-.  , 

Be  sure  and  keep  your  eyea  -  ^ 

About  two  paces  higher  np,  .  :^:,^:-,. 

Now  squint  dar  at  de  skies.  Oboroa. 

Now  dar  dey  cum,  lo  strike  de  drniD, 

Wid  a  load  rub  a  dub,  •   '.rv 

It  makes  dem  weiich«s  grin  to  see 

De  ole  Grau'  Central  Club,  ;  *     ,  1' 

Now  miud  what  you're  about,  yo'  eooBti   - 

^nd  quit  your  orackin'  jokea,  *"'; 

For  all  de  folks  am  out  to  see  ^ 

De  Dai»y  Marching  Mokea.       '    '"       Choma. 


—  ■•■ 


MoCarthy'i  Cellar  Door. 


■ .- 1': 


Aipay  up  town  where  I  reside,  >" 

▲  gag  ukca  gnat  delight  ;      ' -f")  •> 

In  Toealizing  oomie  eon|^  ) 

Prom  eaaly  mom  till  night ; 

They  keep  the  neighborbMd  awakaw 
With  yclla,  and  ahoata,  and  ' 


■  ■  '.*  ■ 
'  *'  '"i  ■-•- 


.^y. 


.?:„ 


Oh !  'twould  break  your  heart,  I  fear. 
If  you  «Ter  elianeed  t<>  bear  ; 

TIm  w.irblings  on  McCarthy's  oellar  door. 
V  ■  C110RV8. 

Their  singing,  and  daneing,  would  make 

a  mad  dog  siek, 

Tbey  aing  the  aame  aongs  o'er  and  o'er. 
Oh  I  yon  ought  to  bear  tbem  whine. 
When  they  warble  Baby  Mine 

On  McCarthy's  double-barrelled  cellar  door. 

I'm  tick  and  tired  a-telling  them,        :.  ••  r. 

To  cliaae  themselves  away,  '  ,• . 

And  leave  the  decent  people  sleep,     1;^ 

Who  labor  hard  all  day  ;  •  i        ..>.-- 

But  no  !  they  will  not  listen  to. 
An  honest  man's  advice —  ; 

It  only  makes  tbem  sbout  the  more  { 
But  it  grieves  me,  I  must  say,      ..:.  f  v;-:.   .y    ■ .. 
For  to  hear  the  cruel  way  ; 
They  warble  on  MeCartby'a  eelUr  door. 

Choma. 

Tbey  never  seem  to  be  afraid, 

Of  "  coppers  "  or  the  sort ;  -■ .    y     , 

Becanse  tbey  say,  they're  nolid  with. 

The  judges  up  in  court  ;  ^    . 

But  if  I  was  a  "  copper  "  though. 

You  bet  I'd  make  tbem  sweat — 
I'd  wax  'em  lill  tbeir  backs  were  Bore ; 

And  whenever  Id  pass  by. 

You  ean  bet  I'd  make  tbem  fly  ; 
From  McCarthy's  Juuble-barrelled  cellar  door  ; 
^    ■  Choma. 


Ooodneas  Qraaioos  f  hoar  thay  foar, 


-'J 


XeQannigan's  Grand  Picnic. 

'.?»t:>      ByFranclaJ,  Ward. 

There's  a  man  of  ereat  nobility, 

A  man  renowned  in  £tme  ; 
Sure  he  stands  bigli  in  society. 

Fat  McGunnigan  that's  his  name. 
He  dwells  in  a  brown  stone  mansion. 

He  IS  from  the  county  of  Limerick  ;        >      , 
The  boys  so  grand,  tbey  hired  a  band 

For  McQunnigktt  s  grand  picnic. 
CHOBtra. 
Oh  I  they  danced  the  dizzy  side  step, 

Also  tlie  beautiful  glide  ; 
And  then  they'd  take  tbeir  partners; 

,4od  walu  them  by  their  side.  ^      ' 

Now  balauee  all  to  corners, 

With  music  playing  quick. 
What  grand  delight  on  a  moonlight  aight, 
v    At  McGunnigau's  grand  picnic. 

The  grand  march,  indeed    was  splendid. 

From  the  Opera  of  Boccaccio, 
Theg«nta  were  all  dressed  slepant,   . 

Each  geat  with  hia  dm  ling  beau,  •<•'       -;.'■>■ 
Oh!  ses  MoGnonigaa  ia  the  march,        V.  •;  -;       , 

In  his  hand  a  black-thorn  stick  ,- 
The  bigtieet  grade  in  the  promenade. 

At  MoGtinnigan'a  grand  picnic.  Choma. 

There  was  all  kinds  of  dancing,  :  ■■       "  ; 

That  I  never  saw  before,  "'  f;  >  •     ' ; 

They  danced  the  Knickerbocker,       .".::'         ." 

Until  their  feet  were  sore.  '\-    ■  -:      > 

So  Join  in,  and  have  your  pleasure, 

Oh  I  whata  pretty  sight.  '  v 

We'll  dance  away,  so  light  and  gay, 

WhUe  the  moon  ia  shiniug  bright. 


Choma. 


Of  eoarae  MoOunnigan's  friends  were  the^^ 

They  danced  in  the  julty  quadrille. 
When  they  heard  the  music  playing. 

With  joy  tbey  could  not  keep  stul       .~x^ 
The  eommtttee  acted  noble,  ^  ^^  ■ 

And  may  tbey  never  b«  aiok< 
For  friendship  lies,  in  the  enterprise, 

OCMoGunnigaa's  grand  pieuic. 


Chorus. 


U^  V:. 


th«  Kan  With  the  Zebra  Panto. 

ByJ.  X.01bbea. 

TWw  ««ahs  ^  ia  Blae  Bottle  Bow. 

I  weak  to  an  Inch  party  ;  ^ 

;  Am  af  abater  and  of  appetite  laige. 


I  ate  and  drank  quite  hearty. 

There  was  whiskey  diar,  and  lashias  ef  bee  . 

To  enliven  up  the  danee. 

But  the  joker  of  all  was  Dennj  MeOall, 

The  man  with  the  xebra  panta. 

CBoaca. 
The  n^an  with  the  Bebm  pants,  my  boys, 
The  u<an  with  the  at-bm  pahia  ; 
From  tb»  Island  he  came  and  there  got  h'f   taaw. 

The  man  with  the  zebra  pants. 

TbeN  was  Mies  O'Toole  and  Larry  O'DooK 

Miss  McGuinness  and  her  brother. 

And  Paddy  Whulm,  bugged  Miss  Pbalaa 

Till  she  said  that  she  would  smotber. 

At  this  we  all  began  to  bawL 

"  Oh  I  Kathleen,  give  us  a  chanee  I" 

But  she  said,  "  oh  !  00,  I'll  only  do  ao, 

To  the  man  wid  the  zebra  p;ints."  Obefws. 

Each  lad  would  whirl  in  a  waits  with  kia  gir^ 
Whilst  the  music  played  onite  friskey. 
And  when  it  was  done  we'd  all  make  a  ma, 
Foi  the  lager  b<vr  and  whiskey  ; 
With  a  girl  in  his  lap  not  a  buy  eare  a  rapp 
For  his  sisters  or  cousins  or  aunts. 
And  the  worst  of  all  was  Denny  MeChtU, 
Wid  hia  illegant  zebra  panta. 


Now  when  it  was  done,  the  ninsia  and  fiiB: 

We  thought  thai  home  we'd  ramble ; 

So  one  and  all  got  into  the  hall. 

For  our  bate  and  cloaks  did  scramble. 

Such  crushin'  an'  t«arin'  was  truly  unbaaiMlg, 

Bnt  we  each  had  to  take  our  chance ; 

And  Denny  that  night  got  into  a  fight. 

And  busted  bis  fine  zebra  pants. 

Chokub. 
Those  illegant  zebra  pants,  my  boys, 
Tbem  styUab  zebra  pants. 
From  the  Island  they  came,  and  thus  got  a 
Tbem  striped  zebra  pnnts. 


■    \ 


My  Captivating  Fairy,  Darling  Mary. 
Parody  on  Sandy  Haired  Maqy.      By  J.  V,  BairaCC 

•   I  am  boarding  with  Fat  Claaay, 
Beyant  in  Walker  Street. 
He  haa  a  lovely  daughter,  '    i*., 

Who  won  my  heart  comf 
She  looks  just  like  a  fairy. 

And  every  night  at  eight,  '  ' 

I  meet  my  darling  Mary  -  .   <  \ 

Beaide  the  garden  gate. 

Cbokui. 
She's  a  plum,  she'a  a  pearl. 
She's  uiy  pretty  peerless  fill. 

And  ber  voice  is  like  the  nolee  of  a 
Oh  !  maohi'ee,  you'll  agree. 
There's  no  fairer  girl  than  aba. 
My  captivating  fiiiry,  darling 

Oh!  boys,  it  would  delight  yoi^ 

To  hear  sweet  Mary  sing 
She  warbles  like  a  linnet. 

Or  the  robin  in  the  spring. 
And  at  playing  the  piano, 

Begob  !  she  can  t  be  bale  ; 
;  For  her  mnsio  always  gathers 

A  crowd  around  the  gate. 

She  saves  for  me  the  tit-bita. 

Such  as  chicken,  cake  or  pia^ 
And  sometimes  helps  me  freely, 

To  her  fathea's  rock  and  rye. 
She  yuts  at  ever^'  menl  lime, 

1  he  choicest  on  my  plate. 
And  whisperK,  darling  meet  me^ 

By  moonlight  at  the  gate. 

The  other  boys  art  jealona. 

And  thev  have  good  eanseb  no 
Thoy  pay  her  strict  attentioa. 

And  try  to  cut  me  out 
But  bopeleas  is  their  chaneea. 

For  the  solid  fact  I  sWte  ; 
She  vowed  to  be  my  belter  hait, 

LAst  evening  at  the  gate. 


^-    5 


y*^t^''-it*  ,*i'  *•/»"'  ..;_  -*  .*j  1\i,~  •.'*— ♦■■2-  .      "t  •S5T%»-^^   -*'-*• 


^  The  Loft  Inheritance. 

'"■[  COHTIMDU). 

'  Even  at  that  moment  of  danger  to  hi*  anoient 
'|ioa««,  a  rsptnroua  thrill  pervaded  the  yonng  man 
jta  he  felt  fur  the  firet  lim«  in  l>i«  life  he  oould  pro- 
•Uim  it  pnbliolv  withonk  a  blaih  of  shame.  Lifting 
hie  hat,  he  eried,  "  Sir  Riehard  Carr  of  Carny- 
'ttoo." 

There  wd«  eume  preceut  whn  remembered  and 
regretted  the  reign  of  the  Carr*,  an<1  a  ihoat  of  wel* 
ooiue  rose,  iaoreased  into  a  ruar  a«  the  entire  orowd 
Joined,  unaware  of  the  reason. 

No  longer  ohsti-uoted.  t)ie  Ban'>net  rode  up  to  the 
bni  ning  linililinc-  To  his  joy,  the  pioture-gallery 
was  not  >et  touched. 

'•  Mv  men,"     he  shouted,  'two  t)loa^and  pounds 
ig  yoa  8»ve  ll>«    picinre  gallery— a  thousand  if  yon 
•ave  the   pioiurea." 
■'    At  that  iiiom<-nt,  a  woman,  who  ninst   hare  jast 

SniUed    the    Hall,    glided    past.       It  was    Maria 
aggetl. 

Stooping,  ho  whispered,  fiercely,  "  Woman,  this 
is  your  work!" 

:  Bhe  rai«ed  her  while  faoe  with  a  low  taunting 
ilaugh.  and  answerod,  as  she  haitentdon,  "  ProTe 
Jt,  Sir  RiehArd  Carr  " 

When  mornini;  dawned,  the  eonipiinion  had  dis- 
appeared from  C^rnyston 

Before  thai  lime  the  fire  had  been  subdued,  and 
jthe  picture  giillerv  Huved.  Indeed,  owing  Jto  the 
energy  with  whioh  all  worked,  the  damage  done 
proved  trivial  to  whnt  had  bt-en  expecl>>d. 

.^t  four  in  the  morniiii;  Sir  Kiohard  rode  back  to 
the  inn,  and,  weaiie  I  out  h)  exctleii'cnt  and  fatigue 
throwini^  liiuidclf  on  the  l)ed,  slept  long  and 
souudly. 

"  Of  oour'ic  )o:i  have  heard  the  news  t"  sz- 
elaimt-d  Doctor  Aherorn  the  next  day,  as  ha 
bustled  into  Mr*.  Walden's  sitting-room 

'  That  Ciirnyeion  Hull  had  been  on  fire  f  Yes, 
doctor,"  replied  the  lady,  who  sat  alone,  engaged 
in  some  household  mending. 

"  Mara  t  an  that,  my  dear. madam,"  eried  the 
worthy  doctor,  irottiog  about  in  d>  i'v^ht — "  more 
than  that.  W  bat  do  you  think  ?  -a  son  of  the  late 
Sir  Riehiird  Carr  ha!<  turned  np.  I  hear  it  was 
quite  a  scene.  Suddenly  in  the  mid»i  of  the  crowd 
, appeared  a  handsome  young  fellow  on  horseback, 
and  when  tlie  dremen  wouldn't  let  him  break  their 
oordon,  he  cries,  '  let  me  pass,  fellow  !'  adding,  as 
h*  offs with  his  hat,  'lam  Sir  Richnrd  Carr,  of 
^arnyston  !" 

J  "  How  romantic  !"  smiled  Mr*.  Walden.  "  It 
Urscalls  the  days  of  young  Lochinvar.  Bat  he  ean't 
flraally  have  recovered  his  estates?" 

''  Heaven  knows,  my  dear  madam  !  But  where 
tie  my  s  a- eet  Miss  Alice  ?  Whatasutj'rise  it  will  be 
ajibr  her  to  fia<i.  that  the  beiiu  ideal  hero  of  her 
'^reHib*  from  chiidhood  really  exists.  I" 
i  "  Alice  is  in  her  own  room.  I  will  rmgfor  her  to 
'i«ome  down.     She  is.  I  fear,  not  verv     well.      Per- 

ihape  the  fire  startled  her  ;    but  she  has  been    most 
strange  sin'e.     Her  color   e<'mes   and    goes   inces- 
santly.    She  at  times  seems  agitated,    her  manner 
,  towards  even  nie   consintined.    though    I    have  re- 
marked   thftt   before    last   night.       She  sits  lost  in 
''thoughts    whioh    sometimes    produc>-s    smilea,    at 
.  others,  tears  " 

*.  "  Nerves  out  of  order,"  remarked  the  doctor. 
•'  Ik'*  a  pity  she  gave  her  beitrt  to  young  Hepburn, 
tor  girlsgof  Alice  Wtilden's  pure  nature  oan  love  but 
once,  and  that  for  ever.  But  hush  !  I  hear  her 
Btep  ;  and,  by  Jove!  her.-  eomes  young  Hepbam 
'post  haste.  He's  brought  the  news  also,"  laughed 
the  doctor  "  Ha,  ha  !  you're  t<>o  late,  my  fine 
•Ir  I  The  tortoise  has  been  before  the  hare.  See 
how  Le  fling*  himself  ofl  his  horse,  and  mns  across 
the  lawn  Hei^g.jngto  b.^  without  ceremony, 
and  eome  in  thr  >ugh  the  windows." 

Doctor  Abercorn  wot  rifrht.  Just  a«  Alice,  look- 
ing very  pretty,  but  ofrt'inlv  pale  and  agiUted. 
entered  ai  tlie  door,  the  visitor  appeared  on  the 
tiiresliold  of  the  French  windows  feeing  it. 

In  an  instant  much  to  the  astonishment  of  the 
•P'^'ators,  he  had  sprang  across  the  room,  and 
•aught  the  girl  in  his  arms. 

•Dearest  Alloc    my    darling!"   hi  oriod,  with 
.  much  smotiou.     "  Yes.  mine.  I  may  ^ay  t»w,   for 


the  seal  is  off  my  lips." 

"  Alice,  my  child,  what  in  tlie  Meaning  of  this  t" 
exclaimed  Mrs  Wu|den.  advancing  in  amaMOMnt. 

"  Forgive  me,  dear  mother,'  answered  the  blush- 
ing girl,  "  but— but  I  only  knew  two  day*  ago  by— 
by  accident,  and  Riehard  prayed  me    to    kaep    bis 

secret" 

"  Because,  dearest  madam."  broke  in  the  Baronet, 
radient  with  happiness,  "  I  deeired  to  ask  you  for 
your  daughter's  hand,  aot  under  the  false  name  I 
had  been  compelled  to  adopt  of  Richard  Bepbnm, 
but  in  my  true  one  and  by  my  true  title  of  Sir 
Richard  Carr  of  Carnyston." 

"  By  Jove  !"  cried  Doctor  Abereorn  ;  "  thea  yoa 
tre  the  beau  ideal  hero." 

*  I  am  nivslitied,"  rounnured  Mrt.  Waldan. 
•'  And  you,  Alice,  knew  thie  »  You  aooapUd  Mr. 
—that  is.  Sir  Richard's  love  V 

"  Yes,  mamma.  Oh,  do  not  blaroe  me  for  BT 
secrecy  until  you  hear  alll"  ezclaimed  the  girl 
throwing  herself  on  h«r  parant's  bosons  and  I 
may  tell  it  to  yon  now." 

"  And  you,  young  gentleman,"  remarked  Doctor 
Abercorn.  hooking  hi*  orm  in  that  of  the  Baronet, 
"come  and  give  me  aniexplanatioa.  Yoa  owe  it 
me." 

••  ilnd  will  willingly  pay  my  debts,"  laa(lMd 
Sir  Richard,  as  he  allowed  himself  to  b«  led  out  in- 
to the  garden. 

'the  reciuU  of  both  are  too  well  known  already 
to  the  reader  for  them  to  b«  repeated. 

It  is  only,  perhaps,  necessary  to  mentidn  that 
when  the  Baronet  had  discovered  Alice  insensible 
and  raised  her  to  the  sofa,  he  had  so  last  control 
over  himself  at  the  idea  that  he  poesessed  her  love, 
that  when  her  e>e«  reeUd  so  sadlv  on  him,  ba.  wa« 
unable  to  withold  a  confession  of  his  own. 

He  told  her,  under  the  seal  of  secreey,  hie  history 
from  the  b<'ginning,  and  explained  why  ho  had 
sworn  never  to  let  lur  know  the  afbetion  h«  Ut 
tor  her. 

•'  Yon  hold  your  love  greater  than  mina,"  smiled 
Alice. 

"  Nay  ;  I  would  have  wadded  ny  wife  to  hopor, 
not  disgrace,  dearest,"  he  had  retorted,  sadly. 

"  The  diMgnies  rested  on  ths  name,  not  oa  th« 
man."  she  replied.  "  I  would  rather  the,  to  em, 
enviable  office  uf  soothing  you  in  ths  hour  of  your 
sorrow  and  dioappointment  than  I  would  sbara  the 
happiness  of  another." 

Thu*  the  Karonet  knew,  whether  be  prerad  bia 
claim  to  Carnyston  or  not,  his  life  was  not  to 
be  desolate,  for  thero  was  one  pure,  fond  baarl 
ready  to  bear  his  name,  tboogh.  n  tba  world's  aye* 
that  name  was.a  disgraaa.  y  , "   ':  .  /  ^ 


The  trial  of  Josiah  Biddlsaomb  waa  af  ahofl 
duration.  Whether  the  eounsel  oaaitbaraida  B%bt 
have  found  quibbles  snd  tsehaioalitias  so  as  to  pro- 
long It  for  their  own  advantage  is  nneerUia,  bat  it 
had  proceeded  quite  far  enoa|ph  to  aonvinoa  tha 
judge,  the  jury,  and  the  public  of  tbe  ez-aaarer'a 
guilt,  upon  Timothy  Brindley's  aTidaoaa,  who  eon- 
fisk:ed  that  it  was  he  hiuiself  who,  lempted  by  tha 
money  he  bad  fetched  from  tbe  bank,  orged  Dy  a 
bill  coming  due  be  aould  not  meet,  and  the  know- 
ledge that  his  master  was  alone  in  the  oiBac.  had 
tried  to  assasinals  him.  and  steal  the  noUs,  balinf 
that  the  evidence  he  could  give  would  eaaae  tha 
Baronet,  and  not  himself  to  De  snspeated. 

We  saw  matters  had  proaeaded  thus  fer,  wbaa, 
on  the  eourt's  assembling  one  morning  to  oon- 
tinus  the  trial,  the  governor  of  the  gaol  appaarsd, 
to  stale  thstJosiah  Biddlecumb  had  died  doriag 
the  night  from  an  attack  of  appoplexy. 

The  vrrdict  having  been  given  in  Sir  Bieharvs 
fevor,  heat  once  took  posaession  of  Oarnyoto*, 
which  he  began  immadiataly  to  set  in  ordar  for  bia 
young  brida 

The  bills  the  usurer  had  held  agaibst  tiM  lala 
Baronet  had  naturally  basr  all  -daatroyad;  bat, 
from  as  near  a  ea  oofatioa  as  oruM-  ^Jg^h  * 
Richards  lawyer  proved  that  tbe  roOWlt  Joaiah 
liiJdlecomb  liad  misappropriated,  and  the  aom- 
pouud  interest  upon  thsm,  would  in  those  many 
years  have  far  axoelled  tbe  dead  BeraMt'aliaUlitiM 
to  the  money-lender.  f^ 

Thos  tbe  sod  oaaia  into  oanyaWa 


Joeiah  Biddl  comb  having,  as  it  were,  nursed  the 
aaUtee  until  the  debts  upon  ii  were  liquidated. 

One  of  tbe  new  owner's  first  cares  was  to  dis- 
cover tbe  retreat  of  Sidonia  Biddlecomb.  He  had 
some  difficulty,  but  finally  was  successful. 

She  was  in  mnch  poverty  as  distres^f  mind, 
and,  though  she  at  first  refused,  in  the  end  she 
fratefrlly  accepted  the  income  of  two  hundred 
pounds  whioh  Sir  Richard  had  settled  upon  her  for 

Our  story  draws  very  near  to  a  close.  It  is  an 
accepted  idea  in  fiction  that  the  halo  which  sur- 
rounds the  waddio^-day  is  permanent.  Far  be  it 
ftom  our  purpose  to  refute  this,  for  oertaioly  our 
hero  and  aeroioe's  union  and  future   Uvea   were   no 

JEoeption  to  that  golden,  but,  we  fear,  purely 
ctional  balia£ 

Six  months  after  ths  fire  at  Carnyston,  Sir 
Richard  waa  united  to  Alice  Walden.  "Charlie's 
sister."  — Docter  Abercorn — who  seemed  gay  and 
youthful  enough  tu  rather  hare  been  best  man  — 
giving  away  the  bride. 

1'he  nsnal  brsakfast  followed,  the  usual  cake,  I  be 
esnal  speeches ;  then,  the  newly-wedded  pair 
Started  under  a  perfect  snow  storm  of  white  satin 
alippers,  of  the  aoctor's  providing,  for  tbe  Conti- 
nent, where  they  purpoeed  to  make  a  long  sojourn. 

An  unfoneenoiroumHlaDce  prevented  this.  One 
morning,  while  Sir  Richard  and  Lady  Carr  were 
sealed  at  breakfast,  preparatory  to  quitting  Berne 
tar  Naplea,  a  letter,  short  and  hurriefl,  arrived  from 
fliadootor.  ,.■>■.  ,-,■..•■■■.•■,■■ 


"Dear  Sir  Kabara,— 

Come  back  atonoe.  Death  has  proved  a  de- 
tsative.  A  skeleton  has  been  found  in  a  long  dis- 
used shaft  of  a  WeWh  mine.  It  is  supposed  to  be 
that  of  yonr  fether.  Year  opinion  is  needed.  Only 
Ave  minutes  to  save  foreign  mail.  Love  to  my 
fitvorite.  Lady  Carr. 

Tonr,  in  hurrieanj  haste. 

Daniel  Abercorn." 

Tha  next  evening  Sir  Richard  and  Lady  Carr 
were  in  London,  and  the  latter  traveling  express 
with  Doctor  Abereorn  to  Wales. 

During  the  journey  the  Baronet  learned  the 
fellowing  particulars. 

Two  Doijaani  r&ther  tha  woiae  for  drink  had 
slighted  at  a  amall  railway  station  in  Olanmorgan- 
■hira,  and  set  aocroaa  the  bleak  ,  drear  mine-laud 
lo  their  bame. 

Aa  thay  proeeeded  the  darknesB  of  the  sight 
tfiiokaned,  and  one  of  them  was  snddeoly  startled 
by  a  cry  of  terror  from  his  companion.  He  called 
OOt  to  leam  the  oaose,  but  no  aofrwer  came. 

The  truth  instantly  flashed  acroaa  tbe  man's 
brain.  They  must  have  oome  in  tbe  vicinity  of  a 
ennsed  shaft,  and  in  the  darkness  hi*  friend  had 
Allan  tn. 

Sobered  by  alarm,  be  had  thrown  himself  on  his 
Iboe,  and  crawling  thus  along,  had  soon  proved 
bis  suspicion  correct. 

Immediately  be  returned  to  the  station  and  pro- 
•ured  help.  The  miner  was  lowered  into  tbe  shaft 
Though  deep,  the  gases  did  not  prevent  his  descent 
and  at  the  foot  he  touud  the  dead  body  of  his  friend, 
lying  by  tha  side  of  the  bleached  bones  of  tbe 
sKsleton  of  soms  unfortunate  who  years  ago  bad 
avidentlT  met  a  similar  fate. 

The  clothes  wsrs  decayed,  but  on  the  finger  of 
bone  their  flashed  in  ths  light  of  the  lanterns  a 
diamond  ring,  while  another  was  ornamented  by  a 
signet.  Also  there  glittered  among  tbe  grim  frame- 
work of  man  a  hunting  watch  and  chain. 

The  wateh  and  the  chain  bore  the  same  orest. 
To  put  tbe  matter,  however,    beyond    a    doubt,    a 

CMKst-book  was  also  discovered,  which  contained 
ttera  addrsssed  to  Sir  Riobard  M.  Carr 

"  But  how  aould  my  father  have  got  then  f"  «x- 
elaimed  tbe  Ham  net.  perplexed 

"  From  Inqnlries  I  bare  made,  I  think  I  nnder- 
staad,"  said  Doctor  Abercorn.  "  AfUr  bis  inter- 
Tiaw  with  Josiah  biddlaaomb,  which  that  fellow 
Brindley  told  ui  about,  year  father  evidently  meant 
Bif  ht.  This  Is  oonflrmed  by  tbe  tele|pram  to  Lady 
Oarr  mistrustful  that  ths  asorer  might  prevent 
this    by    having    the    vsssats    ior    the  Continent 

(Oaotisnad  on  pace  AM.) 


wfttabed  to  as  to  affeot  hit  arrMk,  h«  moat  bav« 
fled  to  Glaniorgaotbirt,  wber*,  yon  My  h«  has  ■ 
bouM. 

To  throw  hi*  pana«n  off  th*  tMot,  were  be  por- 
•ned,  no  doubt  be  alighted  tt  the  little  itatioo  at 
at  wbieb  tlieie  men  left  the  train,  and  eroeting  the 
mine-laud,  and  met  the  same  fatal  aocident,  aa  did 
one  of  the  poor  peddlars." 

"  It  mu«t  b«  •<),"  murmured  the  ton.  "  That  ia 
the  only  eeneible  solution.  My  poor,  unhappy 
fctharr 


y    One  fine  antamn  ereniog,  three  persona  etood  in 

"the  ehady,  peaceful  Carnyttou  eburehyard,    before 

the  haodeome  (kmily  tomb  of  that  family  on  which 

a    freth    name  bad    been    engnred — that    of  Sir 

Richard  Myddiciun  Carr. 

After  a  ipace,  tliey  moved  aorots  the  rich,  green 
noieeleaa  ^ras*  to  a  marble  tomb  bearing  the  follow- 
ing  inseription  ;—  . «       ;^  a.  i.  .  '  ;;  t   " 

"  To  the  memory  of  Cbarlaa  Walden ;  bora — '-, 
died ,  in  Australia." 

The  elder  lady's  tears  flowed  in  sileooe,  and,  with 
an  eloqueat  motion,  she  pressed  tb«  >  oong  man's 
hand  standing  by  her  side. 

"  Hi«hard  I"  murmured  the  youngsr  lady,  leaning 
fondly  ou  his  arm—"  bow  kind,  how  tlioughtful  of 
von  to  bring  us  Charles — to  bring  him  to  lie  among 
bis  friends  in  England  I' 

"  Darling,  was  he  not  my  brother  in  affeotion, 
STen  aa  he  now  is  in  uame.  Gome,  dear  mother," 
be  added  tenderly,  as  he  stooped  and  kissed  Mrs. 
Wald»n,  "  thongli  it  is  riglit  to  griev.i  for  the  dead, 
let  not  sorrow  cloud  the  happiness  of  the  living. 
Tearj  most  not  be  our  welcome  bMk  to  Camy- 
ton."  •  ^      -■  ■:   ::'•:: -s.;:.  >   .•.•■..".■ 


Jr  ■■ 


TBB  MB.* 


'"  Up  at  Battle  Sew- 

By  Willie  Wlldwave.     Parody  on  Down  In  Oos^  BOW. 
OopjTlgbt  iMl,  by  Mrs.  PauUnelieOer. 

Our  family  took  a  snddan  fit, 

A  y?ar  ago,  to-day. 
To  remove  trom  the  old  Eightsanth  Ward, 

In  Yorkville  for  to  stay. 
Oood  lager,  but  bad  whiskey, 

We've  had  to  undetgo, 
Sinee  we  wer9  very  fortunata, 

To  move  up  to  Battle  Row. 

-.•<,  ,         „  -r,  -■■;   •  ••% •  ■::■;■■  ■,.*■. 

Ohobvi.   ■■  -v   -     . 

Good-evening,  Johnny  Barry,         ••••'?.'< 

And  how  are  yon  to-aigbtf  >  i 

I've  juH  stepped  in  to  baar  tba  aawi^    < 

Abont  the  plumber'a  fight ;  •    i 

I've  heard  that  little  Houaton, 

While  dancing  with  bia  "onm," 
Got  up  an  alteraation 

Wiib  lliegaug  at  Battle  Bo«.  ..:.>. 

How  long  is  it  Jack  Barry,  , 

Since  you  saw  Jimmy  Bay?  ;,' 

You  need  not  ask  the  rajao^  ; 

For  that  I  will  not  say;  ' 

I  bear  thai  Mike  O'Briaa —    c'  ;  >  ;  -<»:: 

Tell  me,  now,  ia  it  so—       '^/,-  ,._. 
Has  never  beata  pienie  ,.■  ,  > 

Sinee  be  moved  to  Battk  Ra%     .        ;  '  ^    . 

If  on  a  Kummer  evening,  'Vi  ■■    ,•■  i  *' 

^      I  chance  to  walk  the  straal, 

The  girleens  from  the  doorwayi,  "  '  . 

They  whisper,  "ain't  he  swwir' 
They  re  very  fond  of  flirting, 

I'll  have  It  published  so  , ■ 
There's  doiens  of  sweet  lassiaa,  •  c: 

In  that  plaoe  aalled  Battla  \ 
CHocm 

Good-«veninK,  Riobie  Pigott, 

I  see  youVe  looking  twla  ( 
Indeed,  yon  look  stupendow 

Sinee  yon  left  Bloomiogdala. 
Jennie  Conn'T*  she  is  married. 

Now  let  the  salt  tears  floir  { 
lAst  week  she  emigrated 

To  a  bonse  in  Battla  Bow. 


The  "  ora«y  cop  "  is  waking 

The  boys  up  with  his  elub; 
If  you  stand  upon  the  corner, 

You're  sure  to  get  a  rub. .  _. :    ' 
This  lunatic's  a  model,  V'.    . 

His  mug  we  will  bestow,  \.  V- 
To  each  and  every  boarder 

W  bo  resides  in  Battle  Bow. 

Good  danoe'rs.  hearty  fellowa, 

You'll  find  here  b^  the  soore  ; 
Always  ready  for  a  fight. 

And  looking  then*  for  mora  ; 
They  have  neat  and  tidy  mannwt, 

They'll  greet  you  with  "  hello  I** 
There's  plenty  of  good  nature 

'Midat  the  erowd  at  Battle  Row. 

-  -'Cv'/  ^''■"  =  '  -''.       CHORni,,;:^' ',V-;, 
Good-eveni'ug,  Jimmy  Gordon, 

We'v-  miased  you  for  a  year  ; 
It  aeeins  to  l>6  a  century 

Sinoe  yon  were  over  here. 
Won't  you  take  in  the  racket, 

You  wouldn'tdaresay  "no;" 
There'll  be  lots  of  lads  and  lassiea 

From  the  old  plaoe  Battle  Bow.      /^  V    >^    ■ 

There'll  be  an  Irish  fiddler, 

A  liarp  and  a  cornet,   _  ..-',■■:■".•,. 

To  play  entrancing  musio 

For  each  and  every  set  ; 
We'll  keep  the  dance  till  rooming,  ..,  c . 

Then  to  our  homes  well  go. 
Until  we  olianoe  to  meet  aKain  .. 

Old  friends  from  Battle  Row.  ■  ,  '. 

^  lai  — 

Ail.a.8amfl,  or  the  Chinee  Lanndry  Kan. 

Words  and  Music  by  Frank  Dumoat. 

Copyrtglit,  18TI  by  Chas  F.  Bacber, 

Tbe  XoBlc  of  this  or  any  other  aong,  can  be  bad  at 

Mia.  Pauline  lieder's  Music  PubUsmng  House. 

No  ao  Chatham  St,  and  will  be  sent  post  paid. 

to  any  addreee,  on  receipt  ot  price,  aoota. 

Ma  eomee  from  Hong  Kong,  Chinee, 

To  workee  for  de  Melliean  man. 
Me  no  can  talkee  much  English,         >  ? 

Me  speakee  you  de  best  I  ean. 
Me  workee  all  day  in  laundry. 

For  Cbing  Chong  dat'e  hie  name^     . 
Me  eatchee  de  ralr  in  de  market, 

Makee  pot-pie  all-a-same, 
AU-*-aamel  all-a-«amel  aUa-aamat 

l'r->:i^-:  :!'.."  .  CHoaim.  '■'•.■'^\'^.": 

Ob  !  ebing  eheng  opium,  taffy  on  a  atiek, 
Ko  likee  brass  band,  laakee  very  sick, 
Melliean  man  listen,  sing  you  little  song. 
With  a  Chinee  fiddle  and  a  Shanghai  goag. 

Me  no  go  hackee  to  Chinee,        "''. 

Mo  doee  welly  we  1  out  here,    /   ._, 
Ma  ebeatee  Meliean  gambler,       ■ 

Me  likee  sour  krout  and  beer,    ..;  .^  : 

Me  soon  beoomee  cit'sen, 

And  vottee  just  like  ma  rl« 
Bylm-bye  me  gcttee  a  good  job, 

"To  workee  on  de  Police. 

.AU-a-aame!  all-a-same!  allwk-aaBMl     Ob*. 

Me  soon  gettee  money  plenty,    ^' t   ,:     ;:,-•; 

And  wantee  gettee  nice  litile  wifc,     ■ 
Me  lovee  her  beitee  dan chou-obou,    .    ;:     ■      .!;: 

Me  likee  her  better  dan  life. 
My  f  »dee  her  rice  and  opinm,  y. 

Me  buyee  nice  litUe  house,      ;" 
For  dinnee  me  fixee  de  rat-trap,    "  " 

To  eatchee  nice  litiee  mouse. 

Good  moose  !  all  same  I  niae  mooaa  I 


Bye  and  Book. 

WrmenandBuogbytheFleUUnga,  John  and 


Obo. 


Of  late  there  has  been  qnite  a  number  of 

Sung  on  the  street  and  on  the  stage  ; 
There  IS  My  Mary  Ann,  and  our  Hallway  Door, 

And  others  becoming  tbe  rage.  „  .     ... 

There's  tbe  Isle  de  Blackwell  and  also  Baby  Mme, 

Aud  tbe  Babies  who  live  on  our  Block, 
But  tba  auMaat  I've  chosen  for  my  song  to-night, 

la  tbe  oaw  drink  they  call  Rye  and  Book. 


OBOBtra. 
Oh  I  rye  and  rock,  old  rye  and  ro«k, 

Tou  are  better  than  Beidsiek  or  Hoek  ; 
It'a  delieioua,  it's  grand,  tbe  baat  in  the  land, 

Tbe  new  drink  they  eall  Bye  and  Rock. 

It  will  knock  old  oonsmtnptioB  away  out  of  tiaa^ 
It  aures  coughs  and  eolds  like  a  charm  ; 

Francis  Murphy  in  his  leeturs  apeaks  of  it 

each  BSgbt, 

'  Than  in  k  you  know  there's  no  barm. 

It's  a  delicious  tonic  to  drive  away  tbe  binea. 
Has  an  oder  that  equals  eolonge, 

General  Grant  drinks  it  in  every  port. 

That's  why  he  will  not  oome  home.  Choma. 

Now  there's  our  polieemen,  yon  all  know  of  then. 

With  their  stars  and  brass  bnttojs  so  fine. 
And  I'm  sure  they  could  do  many  wnndsrfnl  thioga 

If  they  oonid  only  get  there  in  time. 
Of  course  thev  are  always  on  the  lookout. 

And  watehing  eaefa  alley  and  block. 
And  we  all  know  tliey  never  go  in  a  baek  door. 

For  tbey  ean't  bear  to  taate  Rye  and  Book. 

Cboroa. 


Why  do  the  Girli  Bang  Their  Hair  t 

By  Tommy  Tuokar. 

What  are  the  women  comiug  to^ 

That's  what  I'd  like  to  know, 
Tou'll  see  them  draaaed  so  borrid. 

No  matter  where  you  go. 
The  laiesi  fasbiou  that  they  got, 

It  makes  them  look  so  qoare, 
I'd  like  to  know  the  reason  why 

The  girls  do  bang  their  hair. 
Cbobcb. 

Why  do  the  pirls  bang  their  hair. 

And  at  tho  young  fellows  all  stare  , 

With^their  fricreii  and  puffs. 

They  look  like  horrid  mnffs. 

Oh  !  why  do  the  girls  bang  their  hair  I 

Their  curling  irons  tbey  do  use. 

To  make  bean-caloberefioe. 
They  think  with  these  the  mashers, 

Will  gather  in  »  line. 
But  if  there  is  a  thing  that  draws 

Tbe  l>oys  more  than  the  rest. 
It  is  those  things  called  dissy  bangs, 

Tbe  things  I  most  detest. 

Now  if  the  girls  keep  going  on 

Supplying  all  their  wants, 
They'll  very  soon  patrol  our  streets^ 

A-wearing  '-  High  Water"  pants. 
Some  day  a  judge  will  sentence  one. 

Up  by  the  oeck  to  hang, 
Tbe  way  yon'O  tell  her  from  a  nsaa. 

Because  she'll  wear  a  bang. 


Ohonis. 


Oherns. 


Eileen  Sweet  Eileen. 
Written  for  and  sung  by  Wm  X^Aleon. 


Eileen,  sweet  Kileen,  oh !  cruel  tbe  fate. 

Sweet  maidm,  that  tore  us  apart ; 
Sadly  I  wait  for  you  early  and  late. 

Gome  back  lo  me  star  of  my  hearl 
No  one  ean  love  yon  so  fondly  as  I, 

Or  no  one  so  faithful  ean  l>a  ; 
life  I  won'd  give  for  a  glanee  of  your  aye. 

Oh  I  eome  baek  my  darling  to  me. 

Ohobvb. 

Ho  one  ean  love  you  so  fondly  as  T, 

Or  BO  one  so  faiihfii  1  can  be  ; 
Life  I  would  give  for  a  glanee  of  your  9f% 

Oh  I  eome  back  my  darling  to  me. 

Oroel  the  parents  that  eauaed  us  to  part. 

Sweet  Eileen,  because  1  was  poor. 
But  rieher  than  gold  was  tbe  love  of  aiy  I 

And  brighter  than  jewels,  astbors. 
Do  not  Ibivet  me,  mv  darling  Eileen, 

Id  that  far  off  land  of  tbe  free  ; 
Faithful  and  true  to  your  memory  I've  bean, 

Oh  I  aoma  baek  sweet  Kilew  to  me. 

No  one  eaa,  Aa. 


ittsas 
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'  ' ■ *  iBi  m 

The  Mulligan  Moiketaen. 

^«»«*l^Soiig.         ByJ.T.Bi«.tt 

Oh  !  boys   behold  tbe  Mulligan's  bold,  , 

We're  out  upon  review,  j 

And  represent  a  reg-i-mso(    , 

Oflri  h  boys  in  blut.  • 

Our  bold  brigade  when  on  parade. 

The  people  greet  with  eheers  , 
For  we're  the  l^jys  that  fear  no  noiss, 

Ihe  Mulligan  Musketeers. 

\;,'*.   '.     '      Chorbb.      J        V    ; 
Now  watch  tbe  graoefal  mov«m«ntSL 

Of  u*  sons  of  Erin's  Isle  ; 
Tlwie  s  no  luisiake,  we  Uke  the  cake. 

For  roijiiiieiiul  elyle. 
As  side  by  side  >»ith   bnughty  strids^ 

Like  Yankee  brigadiers. 
We  gaily  marofi,  as  stiff  as  sUrcb, 

In  the  Mulligan  Musketeers. 

We've  won  a  uan.e  of  glowing  fame, 

Upon  the  hiiltlo  Pc!d. 
And  with  a  h.uri  like  Bonaparte, 

Our  motto's  •'  iier.  r  yield  !" 
We  have  a  wuy  wli^n  in  the  fray, 

To  fill  ihe  foe  »iih  fears  ; 
AoiT  take  the  prize  before  their  eyes, 

Us  Mulligan  Musketeers. 


-;♦;- 


:.*; 


Cboms. 


Don't  Drink  From  the  Pitcher  of  Beer, 

'^  o'„trt^.iJ""^  br  the  world  renowned  '  Bulletin 
Quartette."      Bajran,  CunnlngHam.  McKenna. 
and  Rowan.  ^^ 

Parody  on  the  Pitcher  of  Beer. 
Copyright  1R81,    by  Mm  Pauline Ueder. 

I'm  friendly  to  poor  meo  sod  woman  also. 
Who've  children  at  home  for  to  mind  ; ' 


r^i^- 


I 


Who  in  sunshine  or  sionn,  abroad  have  to  n 

Some  poorly  paid  labor  to  find.  ■ 

I'm  sorry  to  sst,  as  I  pass  by  each  day, 

I'm  compelled  to  shed  many  a  tear. 
For  to  see  men  of  toil  s(>end  their  inim  of  nav— 

loa  pitiful  pileJwrofbesrii  .;;..,•     r^.i 
Ouoaiw.  * 

Cold  water  so  briglii— 'tis  a  beaulitul  sight. 

Drink  it  down  without  sorrower  fear  ; 
Don't  let  drunkards  sntioe— take  a  friendly  adriee 

Don't  drink  from  the  pitcher  of  beer.  ' 

Be  honest  and  upright,  whatever  yon  do. 
You  II  find  it  will  pay  in  the  end  ; 

Be  temperate  and  stesdy,  jn»t  keep  this  in  view- 
That  your  pocket  book  is  your  I  est  friend. 

'Tis  easy  to  say,  oh  !  let  as  be  guy,  .  j ,  . 

Let  us  drive  away  sorrow  with  cheer  ; 

In  the  end  when  you  re  "broke,"  you'll  be 

called  an  "old  soak," 
If  you  drink  fin>m  your  pitcher  of  bejr. 

Chorus. 

Let  drunkards  be  merry,  bat  'twon't  be  for  lung, 

A  fool  and  his  money  aeon  parts  ; 
The  poor  drunkards  fansiiy  is  known  in  tbe  t:iioiig. 

By  ilieir  cloihes  and  their  sad  broken  hearts. 
Then  be  men  ot  sense,  and  save  up  your  f^nce. 

Don't  mind  tboogh  tlie  tipp]er'<  mav  jt-tr. 
You'll  have  health,  you'll  have  wealth, 

and  a  clear  head  besides, 

If  yon  keep  from  tbe  pitcher  of  beer. 

Choras.- 


I 


•I 


'  l  .fj'. 


.g-a'^ifet-:!; 
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e^ff 


Barney  McCoy. 


I  am  goings  away,  Norafa  I)arlingf,- ■  v^  A-     -^    ;  "V 
And  leayiiig  auoh  ao  angel  &r  belRiiiJ  ; 

It  will  break  aiy  heart  in  two,  which  I  fondly 

gave  to  yon, 
Aad  no  oiher  one  ao  loving,  kind  ami  traa. 

.■;■-''  Cbobus.  ^,.. /"■--..;•; 

Th«n  oom*  to  my  arme,  Norab  darling. 

Bid  yonr  friends  in  dear  Ireland  good-bye  ; 
And  it't  happy  we  will  be  in  that  dear  land 

of  the  free, 
Living  happy  wiih  your  Barney  McCoy. 

I  would  go  with  yon,  Barney  darling. 

But  the  reaaon  why  I  told  yon  oft  before  ; 
It  wontd  break  my  poor  n?other'a  heart  if 

from  her  I  had  to  part 
And  go  roaming  with  yon,  Barney  McCoy. 

Then  oome  to  my  arma,  Ac. 

I  am  going  far  nway,  Norah  darling,  ^■ 

Jnit  as  aare  aa  there's  a  Ood  that  I  adore ; 
But  remember  what  I  say  ;  that  until  the 

judgement  day, 
You  will  never  see  yonr  Barney  any  more. 

Then  come  to  mj  arms,  &e. 

1  would  go  with  you,  Barney  darling, 
If  my    mother  and  tlie  rest  of  them 

were  there. 
For  I  know  we  wonld  be  blest  in  that  dear 

land  of  the  West, 
Living  happy  with  your  Barney  MeCoy. 

Then  come  to  my  arms,  &o. 

I  am  going  far  away,  Norah  darling. 

And  the  ship  is  now  anchored  in  the  bay, 
And  before  to-morruw  you  will  hear  the  signal  gun. 

So  be  ready,  it  will  carry  us  away. 

Then  come  to  my  arms,  Ac. 

^B-.*,-^ 

De  Golden  Wedding. 

Words  and  Music  by  James  Bland, 

Music  Copyrighted  1880,  by  J.  F.  Perry  ft  Co. 

The  Music  of  this  or  any  other  sone,  can  be  had  at 

Mrs.  Pauline  Ueder's  Music  Publishing  House 

No  «o  Chatham  St,  and  will  be  sent  post  paid    ' 

to  any  address,  on  receipt  of  price,  40  cts.  ' 

Les  go  to  de  golden  wedding, 

All  de  darkies  will  be  dere  ; 
Oh!  such  dancing  and  such  treading  1  -''.■:. 

And  sueli  yaller  gals  so  fair. 
All  de  high-toned  colored  people 

Dal  reside  for  miles  around,  v  ■ 

Have  received  an  invitation. 

Aad  dey  surely  will  come  down.     .:. 

Chords. 
All  de  darkies  will  be  dere,    >. 
Don't  forget  to  curl  yonr  hafr ; 
Bring  along  ^-our-damsels  fair. 

For  soon  we  will  be  treading. 
Won't  we  have  a  jolly  time, 
Eating  cake  and  drinking  wine  ? 
All  de  high  toned  darkies 

Will  be  at  de  golden  wedding. 

We  will  have  iee  cream  and  honey, ' 

Apple  brandy  and  mince  pie  ; 
Darkies,  won't  it  look  too  funny 

When  aunt  Dinaii  does  slioo-fly  t 
Uncle  Joe  and  Hezekiah, 

From  de  old  Car'lina  State, 
Will  be  at  de  golden  wedding, 

Kaae  dem  colored  gents  am  great. 

Old  Jim  Grace  will  play  de  fiddle. 

Beat  de  bones'and  old  tambo, 
And  Eersands  will  play  deessenoe 

On  Jim  Bohee's  ole  benjo. 
Macintosh  will  kiss  Luciuda,        1 

Kai«  she  ia  so  very  shy  j. 
And  delittk  piccaninnies 

Dey  will  dance  and  sing  shoo-fly. 


Choros. 


I  am  leaving  it  in  sorrow  and  disgust  ; 
Fve  eighi  million  in  my  pocket  1  stole  firom 

Viola  Clifton. 
To  try  and  get  a  date  I  know  I  must  ; 
Fve  a  pocketful  of  gags  and  encores  I  boaght 

from  Sarah  Bernhardt, 
I've  been  a  tramp  for  over  seven  years  ; 
I  conld  start  a  penny  lodging  house  under 

the  Fifth  Avenue  Hotel, 
And  let  people  sleep  in  the  dmm  of  my  ears. 

CnoKink 

.  s*  ,-.  -  •■.    :-. 

Then  I  am  leaving  now  the  Poor-Hoosej  ■     ^    ' 

lam  transferred  to  the  Colisenm, 
For  trying  to  guy  a  couple  of  musical  mokes  ; 
If  I  catch  Nilee  <fc  Evans  stealing  Eddie 

Booth's  dialect, 
I'll  make  them  a  present  of  John  T.  Kelly's  jokes. 

Adam  and  Eve,  From  Lum  and  Bnd  Granger 

were  with  a  fly  by  night, 
They  played  to  eighty  cents  in  Karjknke;  ; 
They  done  a  nice  big  four  act  with  the 

Arnold  Brothers  from  Texas, 
Aud  statue  essence  with  the  J  called  Andy  McKee, 
Hyde  and  Behman  done  a  waltz-jig  along 

with  Billy  Emmet, 
Poor  Paul  ^Ilen  couldn't  dance,  his  toot  was  sure  ; 
Bnt  yet  he  is  a  darling,  he  is  mashed  on 

Charlotte  Banks, 
He  is  the  pretty  boy  that  came  from  Baltimore. 

Chorus. 


The  Bright  Little  Spot  on  the  Ocean. 

Words  and  Music  by  John  Walsh. 

Copyright  IRSI,  by  Mis.  PaullneLleder.    :  i 

All  rights  reserved. 

The  Music  of  this  song  published  at  Mrs,  Pauline  Ueder's 

extensive  Music  Publishing  Ilouse,  No.  eo  Chatham  St 

N.Y.  And  will  ije  sent  post  paid,  to  any  address  on 

receipt  of  price,  40  cents  in  postage  stamps. 
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Parody  on  Leaying  How  the  Old  Polki. 

By  BUly  Lester,  sung  by  Paul  Allen  Ssq. 

I  am  leaving  now  the  poor  house,  to  go  I 

know  not  when. 


I'm  a  true  hearted  boy  from  the  green  shores  of  Erin, 

That  "Emerald  "  set  in  the  sea. 

Where  l>ount' ous  nature  her  best  doth  appear  in, 

And  choicest  gifts  scatters  free. 

Our  mountains  and  valleys  with  produce  abounding, 

Onr  rivers  and  lakes,  filled  with  life  in  galore, 

Loveliest  scenes  on  nil  sides  there  surrounding. 

The  hoiiieof  the  "Shamrock,"  ould  Ireland  asthore. 

.-VX  :  ChOKCS.     '-;:^;,-'.V:'r'"S  / 

Hurrah  for  that  bright  little  spot  on  the  ocean. 
Harmless  around  it  the  rude  billows  roar  , 
True  Irish  hearts  love  with  findest  devotion 
The  home  of  the  "  Shamrock,"  ould  Ireland  psthore. 

Deal  Grannuail  thy  daughters  are  peerless, 
Fair  and  as  fresh  as  the  morn,  •     ,,  U, 

Ever  in  battle  ihe  sons  they  are  fearless,         :  :.'?    7' 
Death  do  they  hold  but  in  scorn.  '-.    /  . 

Our  heartN  ever  open  to  welcome  a  stranger,    ' 
Those  in  distress  never  turned  from  the  door. 
And  for  our  country  we'll  brave  every  danger, 
The  home  of  the  "  Shamrock,"  ould  Ireland  asthore. 

Chorus. 

I  love  the  bright  green,  and  I'm  proud  boye 

to  wear  it, 
To  it  I'll  ever  be  true  ; 

^11  loyal  Irishmen  that  feeling  share  it,  '■:■'- '■/\}':^/:i 
Deeply  indeed,  as  I  do. 

Distance  or  climate  that  bond  eannot  sever,   "t,- -  - 
Firm  in  onr  hearts  all  the  wide  world  o'er,       •';     .' 
The  land  of  St.  Patrick,  forget  it,  no  never. 
The  home  of  the  "Shamrock,"  ould  Ireland  astho-e 

Chorus. 


Have  Yon  Seen  Hazel  Kirke  ? 

By  Tommy  Tucker, 

Wbile  walking  with  my  girl,  y  '  '• 

One  lovely  moonlight  night,        .' j. 
We  had  eome  loving  talk,  .    ■?'v^  ■ 

OorhearU  were  gay  and  light.     ]k.U--'.''f 
Some  rowdier  we  did  pass,  ■  .    : ;ij,^ 

A  very  noisy  crowd.  ■ ..  ■ 

And  as  we  wandered  from  them. 

They  shouted  all  out  load. 


-     :>5: 


t 


-..^-.  Choritb. 

Bave  yon,  have  yon, 
Eavs  yon,  have  you. 
If  you've  not  you're  a  Turk  ; 
Have  you,  have  you. 
Have  yo  j,  have  >ou. 
Have  you  seen  Haul  Kirkh 

My  flnrt  got  very  faint. 

And  says,  my  darling  Fred, 
I  wish  that  I  was  home 

And  in  my  little  bed. 
I  asked  tl>e  mob  to  stop. 

Or  else  I'd  call  police  ; 
Bnt  that  did  not  annoy  them. 

Nor  did  it  make  them 


Ckoras. 


I  got  her  home  at  last. 

And  told  her  pa  the  tale  ; 
He  Kssd  the  daring  runi>hs 

Shou?d  till  be  sent  to  jail. 
He  then  coiumence<l  tu  suiilct 

And  gave  me  quit«  a  poke. 
He  says  dear  Fre<l  Augustus, 

Why  don't  you  see  the  juke- 

I  Bays,   what  Joke? 


Spoken 
this— 


why,    he   saya, 
Chorus. 


>-»»*-^ 


Darkies  From  the  Mediteranean  Sea. 
By  Paul  Allen  tor  Tlemey  and  Cro-  In. 

We  ars  from  the  Innd  of  eoeoanula  and  h4naDM, 

W«  aredirkiea  fnll  of  ftin, 
Oatliering  iKrbs  aud  chasing  tigers, 

I  wenty-four  iioors  out  of  twenty-one. 
Sleep  in  hats  without  any  rooh  on, 

Gallieriai;  honey  from  the  liu^y   bees, 
Nothing  amuses  the  African  darkies 

Like  climbing  the  peanut  trees. 
Chorus. 

We  langh  so  mnch  onr  mouths  grow  wider, 

We  nre  as  lively  as  a  flea. 
Always  happy  and  full  of  trieka. 

We  are  darkles  from  the  Mediterranean  Sea. 

Master  made  us  work  from  daylight  till  dark. 

Never  had  time  to  enjoy  any  fun. 
Except  skating  on  banana  skins, 

Or  throwing  cocoanuts  at  the  sun. 
We  lived  on  lemon  skins  and  leaves. 

Out  of  ^rasK  we'd  make  fome  lea, 
Snnday,  Monday,  always  toiling. 

We  are  darkies  from  the  Me<Ji  terra  neon  Sea. 

Chorus. 


Boy. 

Girl. 

Boy 
Girl, 
both. 


Boy. 
Girl. 
Boy. 
Girl. 

Boy. 


Ghrl. 

Boy. 

Girl 

Boy. 

Both. 


Whar  Ton  Going  Soiie. 
By  BUly  Smith  ror  the  Big  Four, 

Oh!  Susie,  my  darling  t 

I  came  here  for  to  see — 
Pompey,  slop  your  fooling  ; 

Why  don't  you  let  me  be  I 
I  love  you  to  distraction. 
And  I  love  you  desame. 
Aud  now  mv  good  white  people. 

Which  one  of  us  can  yoa  blame  f 
Chorus. 

Oh  I  Susie,  darling, 
Pompey,  dear ! 
I  hold  you  to  my  heart  ao 
You  know  I  love  you 

With  all  my  life. 
Some  day  I  want  yen 

To  be  my  wifi. 


And  when  we  are  married. 
And  free  from  die  strife— 
Dar  ia  Sus:c  Bryson. 

She  will  be  my  wife. 
Aud  when  da  wedding  oTei^— 
You  can  bet  we'll  never  monm, 
We  U  jump  into  de  cotton  field, 
'Till  Gabriel  blows  hie  hornt 


Ob< 


Apply  for,  and  receive  a  CaUlogne  ofow  10,000 
Son^a.     Krse,  Free. 
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DOWN  BY  DE  RAINBOW. 


knv^9^  tot  tht  CKitttr  or  Bu^  ^  l^N^  Bdnnnd  Cluk,  Teachar  of  Um  GoiUr,  B«i()o,  YloUn,  Organ,  Aooordaoii  tad  flioging^  Ka  185  Bowoy,  NewYoAi 
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Words  and  Music  by  NED  STRAIGHT. 


BAirJO. 


J-M.    J. 
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BANJO  OR  GUITAR. 


L  When  we    get  back     to   Qeor-gla  State,    Down 
2.    We    spec   de    boys     we    all    shall  meet,    Doim 


by        de  Baln-bow,       DarH  i 


by       de  Baln-bow, 


De 


It 


be        a        fire  In        de      grate,    Down 

color  >  ed      galls         will        us      greet,     Down 


by 

by 


de    Bain  •  bow,    We're  wel  •  come  there     as  sure's  your  bom, ; 
de    Rain  -  bow,     Well  hab    an      old    time  ^ar  •  ba  -  cue^ 
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Down       by 
Down        by 


de  Rain  -  bow,     We'll  be      In     time    for  de  din  •  ner  horn,  Down       by      de  Rain-bow,     We   all     will  hab      a 
de  Rain -bow,     Well  dance  all  night  wid  de  girl    dat's  true,  Down       by      de  Rain-bow,  Well  sound  de  bonee  and 


Ju  -  bl  -  lee,         Eb  -  ery   ting      in    hax  •  mo  -  ny,       Song,  and  dance,  and  mel  -  o  -  dy,     Down       by       de  Rain  -  bow. 
tarn  -  bo  -  rine,      Dou  •  ble   shuf  -  fle     on      de   green,    Cake,  and    hon  •  ey,  and     ice  •  cream,  Down       by       de  Rain  •  bow. 


C HOB  US. 
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Oo-ingback    to  Oeor-gia,  Ch>-lngbaok    to  Oeor-gla, 


Oo  -  ing  back    to  Oeor-gla, 


Down    by    de  Baln-bov; 


juj'Ud^;^.rg'JuT;-" 
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46  Settle  Dat  Bill 40 

47  Old  Times  Boxy,  or  Trouble  in  de  Kitchen  40 

48  I'se  Uncle  P^mpey  Still 40 

49  Hab  Your  Ladders  Beady 40 

50  TheGoldeu  Chariot '. ! ".  .40 

51  Mickey  Flahrity ."..!..  .40 

52  Deuced  GocmI  Fellah .^0 

53  A  Stitch  iu  Time  Saves  Nine .40 

54  The  Ticking  of  the  CTock 40 

55  Take  Things  as  They  Come .40 

5«  Yon  Shouldn't  Notice  It 40 

57  Breathing  Sweet  Words  at  the  Gato ! .  .40 

58  The  MeMeuger  Bird 40 

69  Wailing  for  de  Setting  ob de  Son. .!!!!!!!! 40 

60  Kitty  McNish 40 

61  Romping  Irish  Laas !!.".!.!!!  '40 

62  I'll  Name  the  Boy  Dennis,  or 

no  Name  at  all 40 

S3  When  MoGuinesR  Gets  the  Job 40 

64  Yon  are  False,  but  I'll  Forgive  Yoa 40 

65  Throwing  Pebbles  in  the  Stream 40 

C6  When  the  Magnolias  Bloom 40 

07  Casey's  Ball  Lmt  NtRht 40 

Ofi  My  Home  by  the  Dtx-p  Rolling  Sea 40 

•j9  Mary  Ann  O'Honlabau  Dowd 4<i 

70  She's  HO  Captivating " 


71  Jt^MOf  tOT  Chihlliood 40 

72  The  Day  I  Tuok  If  y  Bsg  to  Ooo^  Me. 40 

73  Fiuefian  Corterie 40 

74  Take  Me  iu  Year  Arms,  Mws JO 

To  DowuonCouej  Island  Beaeb..  ..*.. 40 

76  The  old  wiliow  ahair  there  gMmteelber  Ml  40 

77  The  Haroea  of  Ireland 40 

78  AalStoodby  the  Door .V,; 40 

79  Finegaa  Mauqaerade 40 

80  My  Angel  Brotker's  Ring 40 

81  You  are  False  bat  I'll  Forgive  te%  WallB .  .40 

82  Give  an  Honeat  Irish  Lad  a  ChaMS: 4Q 

83  The  Ii«MHon  we  Mortgaged  the  Wttm 40 

.  84  EcLoea  from  the  Ohap«l  of  Knook 40 

85  bon't  Shut  out  the  Muonlight  Mother 40 

86  Hunting  Four  Leaf  CUever.... 40 

87  WmnieWaue , » 40 

88  The  Slattery  Family '.......40 

89  Jerry  Marphy's  Sqaad...... 40 

90  Save  My  Chid 40 

91  Mother  is  Waiting  to  Welcome  her  Boy. . .  40 

92  The  Old  Fashioned  Cotlaga '. 40 

93  Only  a  Daisy 40 

94  Farewell  to  Irelaud 40 

95  High  Water  Pants 40 

90  Widow  Clancv's  Party 40 

97  Erius  Green  Isle 40 

98  Sons  of  Erin's  Isle 40 

99  Wake  Bonnie  Bessie 40 

100  Sweet  Maggie  Gordon  Walts 40 

101  Only  lo  Hear  Her  Voice 40 

102  Yesterday,   I'o-Day 40 

10;i  The  Haunted  Brooklet 40 

104  When  Gabriel  Blows  his  Bom 40 

105  Everything  Done  for  the  Best 40 

106  The  Bridge  that  CroMsa  th«  Brook 40 

107  Jnst  From  Harrisburgl 40 

108  Itose  Patobaula 40 

109  Travelling  back  to  Alabam 40 

119  Oh!    why  was  I  so  soon  Forgottan. ...... .40 

111  Come  Alonj?  Sister  Mary 40 

112  My  own  sweet  wife  to  be 40 

113  We  are  Growing  Old  Together 40 

114  The  OKI  Ru  ned  Mill 40 

115  My  old  I'lsDtaiion  Horn*  to  fitr  away 40 

116  Grandfather's  Caoa <t:>.>40 

117  Hiding  in  the  Com '......40 

118  I'll  Meet  you.  Sweet  Bessie  at  Twilight. . .   40 

119  It  is  Sweet  to  be  remsmbered , 40 

120  Eight  Bells  at  Sea.... 40 

121  Cupid  on  Iheiee •. 40 

122  Grandmother's  eyes  have  grown  dim 40 

123  Little  Sunshine  oome  toiM 40 

124  Dora  Blaine 40 

125  While  wailing  for  tha  eowt  to  eome 40 

126  Pieking  up  gold  iu  the  streeU 40 

127  Flirting  on  our  block 40 

128  The  tie  that  binds  us  brother's 40 

129  I  he  Old  Dinner  Horn 40 

130  Mother  pleate  forgive  yonr  boy 40 

181  A  sailor's  wife  I  soon  shall  b« .40 

132  Old  Snow  Balls  Hair  is  Turning  Gray 40 

133  You  may  speak  if  you  like  to  pa-pa 40 

134  The  Time  when  we  were  yonng 40 

135  W  hen  Courting  Hulda  Brown 40 

136  'Tis  then  sweetheart.  I'll  dream  of  thee 40 

137  Let  U8  cutoh  the  golden  innbeams 40 

138  Fly  birdie,  to  where  Willis's  waiting 40 

139  Good  Knights  and  Fair  Ladias 40 

140  The  Bright  Side,  the  nearer  I  draw  to  Jesus  40 

141  Do  it  Again ♦<> 

There  are  none  of  the  pieces  of  mnsic  on  this 
list  which  are  not  guarenteed  by  the  publisher 
to  give  entire  satisfaction.  My  mnsic  is  never 
out  of  print,  and  can  be  procured  at  any  musio 
store  in  the  U.  S.  But  the  quickest  and  best 
policy  in  to  send  direct  to  me.  All  music  not  on 
this  list  constantly  kept  in  stock,  and  will  b« 
sent,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  marked  price.  I 
keep  the  publications  of  all  the  Music  Publishers 
in  America  and  Europe. 

P.  S.— To  Music  Teachers,  Musicians,  Clubs, 
Professionals,  etc.,  my  terms  are  the  regular  pro- 
fessional rates.  But  with  a  desire  to  have  my 
publications  more  thoroughly  introduced  to  your 
notice,  also  to  give  you  a  chance  to  re^lispose  of 
copies  with  a  proht,  and  to  act  as  my  agents 
through  the  States,  I  will  allow  you  to  make  a 
selection  of  10  or  more  of  my  pieces  at  one  half 
off  of  the  marked  prices. 

Mas.  PAtruMx  LixDU.  60  Chatham  Street.  N.  T. 


OUR   INTERESTING 

MATTER  COLUMN. 


Thlaooluam  of  ouur  Journal  will  contain  In  each 
noauMT  a  ooUeoOon  of  Jokes.  oddH  lee.  Items  of  Interest 
etc,  etc.  To  which  we  invite  contributions  to  the  same 
bom  our  host  of  oonvspondents,  and  we  will 
from  time  to  time  endeavor  to  give  space  to  the  same, 
with  Initials  of  the  writer  or  writers. 

erne  Publisher.) 


The  dress  to  eat  oysters  in:— A  shell  jacket 

A  pair  of  tights: — Two  drunken  men. 

"Augnstus,  my  love,  what  are  you  thinking 
about  so  intently  ?"— Why,  Aurelia.  you  know 
when  we're  married  we  shall  be  made  one,  and  I 
am  trying  to  make  oat  which  of  us  that  one'  will 
be." 

They  were  passing  the  early  radishes  at  the 
"  table  d'hote,  '  and  an  amiable  guest  empties 
them  all  into  his  plate.  "  Hi,  there,  you  !" 
cries  another  guest;  "  some  of  us  like  radishes, 
too."  "Not  halfsomnchas  I  do, " philosophically 
replies  the  first  guest. 

A  gentleman  recently  carried  a  letter  of  intro- 
duction from  a  friend  to  a  stranger.  The  stranger 
reoeived  him  oooly,  and  showed  him  the  door. 
A  Little  investigation  showed  him  the  reason. 
The  letter  said,  "  Treat  him  like  a  tromp;"  but 
the  stranger  read  it,  "  Treat  him  like  a  tramp." 

One  for  Gough— Somebody  wants  to  know 
when  a  teetotal  £rink  is  most  disgraceful,  and  he 
says  the  answer  is.  when  it's  drunk. 

Another  great  fact, — An  irritable  customer  who 
bargains  much,  but  buys  little,  is  frequently 
productive  of  counter-irritation. 

Consumers  beware !— Ground  Ivy  has  been 
found  at  the  foot  of  a  com  mill. 

W^anton  Mischief. — Last  Sunday  a  number  of 
young  men  palled  up  the  East  River. 

A  boon  for  schoolboys. — A  Western  paper  ad- 
vertises boys'  jackets  as  defying  anything  to  beat 
them. 

De  Goose-tibus,  Ac. — It  is  the  settled  opinien 
of  a  mighty  hunter  that  a  wild  goose  chase  is 
better  than  no  chase  at  all. 

The  only  "Boand  Sum."— A  cipher.    [- 

Descending  from  the  general  to  the  pert! cular. 
Young  lady  (who  has  never  traveled  by  this  line 
before) :  "  Do  you  go  to  Central  Park  ?'  Booking- 
clerk:  "Sometimes  on  a  Sunday,  miss,  on  a 
summer's  afternoon."  .        , 

Everybody's  girl  is  nobody's  wife. 

The  man  who  was  in  "  high  feather  "  has  got 
down. 

Many  tailors  profess  to  be  respectable,  yet 
they  are  all  cutting  tradesmen. 

"Mike,"  said  Dennis,  "I'll  fall  overboard, 
and  you  jump  in  and  rescue  me,  and  we'll  di- 
■vide  the  reward,  which  will  be  five  dollars  for 
each." — "  Agreed, "  said  Mike,  as  he  floundered 
into  the  water.  Then,  and  not  till  then,  did  it 
dawn  on  Dennis  that  he  could  not  swim  a  stroke. 
He  stood  leaning  over  the  rail,  staring  at  the 
place  place  where  his  friend  went  in.  Onoe 
Mike  came  up,  twice  Mike  came  up,  and  Dennis 
made  no  sign.  A  third  time  Mike  came  to  the 
surface,  and  looking  up  at  his  fellow-schemer, 
faintly  cried,  "  Denny,  av  ye  ain't  moighty  quick 
it's  only  ten  shillings  aich  we'll  begetting  for  re- 
coverin'  the  body !" 

A  man  had  a  mirror  put  over  his  wifes  sewing- 
machine,  and  she  got  to  be  thought  the  most 
hard-working  woman  in  town,  becense  she  never 
left  the  sewing-machine. 

Out  in  California,  the  land  of  the  glorious 
climate,  for  the  first  six  months  of  the  year  they 
pray  for  rain,  the  remaining  six  months  they 
ran  away  from  the  floods. 


;**.,  •Jf'.:!^i7St^jafi 
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The  BoK  of  ArdM- 


When  first  to  this  oonntry  a  Rtranger  I  came, 
I  placed  my  affections  on  a  comely  fair  dame, 
She  was  proper,  tall,  and  handsome  in 

every  degree, 
She's  the  flower  of  this  coontry,  and  the 

Bioaeot  Ardee. 

I  courted  lovely  Vtry  at  tite  age  of  sixteen. 

Her  waist  it  was  slender  and  her  carriage  genteel. 
Till  at  length  a  youn^  weaver  came  her  for  to  see. 
Stole  the  flower  of  this  country,  and  the 

Rose  of  Ardee. 

My  curse  may  light  on  yon,  by  day  and  by  night. 
You've  fled  with  my  true-love,  fwr,  far  from 

my  sight, 
And  left  me  to  mourn  in  a  country. 
For  the  loss  of  my  darling,  the  Rose  of  Ardee. 

I'm  bound  for  the  country  for  months  two  or  three. 
And  perhaps  on  my  journey  some  pretty  girl  I  see. 
In  a  short  space  of'^time  she  may  prove  kind  to  me. 
But  I  ne'er  can  forget  the  sweet  Rose  of  Ardee. 

■When  I  get  my  week's  wages  to  the  ale-house 

ni  go. 

And  there  I'll  sit  drinking  with  my  heart 

full  of  woe ; 
ril  sit  there  lamenting,  expecting  to  see. 
Once  more  my  own  true-love,  the  Rose  of  Ardee. 

I  swear,  lovely  Mary,  by  the  powers  above. 
Though  inconstant  you  ve  been,  I  no  other 

can  love; 
Oh  !  if  we  could  meet,  my  sweet  bride  you 

should  be. 
And  I  should  be  blest  with  the  Rose  of  Ardee 

Oh  !  my  lovely  Mary,  you  have  been  severe. 
To  slight  your  own  true-love  that  loved  you 

so  dear; 
I  must  weep  in  despair,  until  death  I  do  see. 
For  the  loss  of  my  darling,  the  Rose  of  Ardee. 

Farewell  lovely  Mary,  tho'  fled  from  my  sight. 
For  you  I  am  weeping  by  day  and  by  night; 
But  I  fear  my  sweet  angel  I  never  shall  see, 
So  adieu  evermore  to  the  Rose  of  Ardee. 


Ton  don't  want  a  Candle  for  a  Job  like  that. 


^  tm*  ^ 


Pat  may  be  Foolish,  and  Very  Often  Wrong. 


COBBICT     KDinON. 


Let  cowardly  slandors  say  what  they  will. 

Against  the  dear  land  of  my  birth. 
But  I  will  maintain  she  always  will  be,     •..  ;  .  . , 

The  grandest  old  spot  on  the  earth. 
Some  say  with  a  sneer,  we  are  cowards  at  heart. 

Fit  for  nothing  but  drinking  potheen. 
But  I  throw  back  she  villainous  he  in  their  teeth. 

They're  as  brave  as  the  shamrock  is  green. 

■V;---:''    Chobus.  \  y\--:'.:^'^''. -■:■'■"::  ■ 

Pat  he  may  be  foolish  and  very  often  wrong, 
Pat's  got  a  temper  that  don't  last  very  long, 
Pat  is  fond  of  jollity,  as  everybody  knows, 
There  never  was  a  coward  where  the 

>,    shamrock  grows. 

If  ever  he  weeps  at  the  voice  of  distress. 

Don't  blame  him,  his  heart  is  too  warm. 
His  family  over  the  ocean,  p>erhaps.  •:.■-.-, 

Must  weather  black  |>overty's  storm.     ''  ''' ' 
Don't  sneer  at  his  sorrows,  or  laugh  at  his  teuv. 

Assist,  at  least,  if  you  can. 
Remember  that  Pat  on  many  a  field,         4     ,- 

Has  proved  that  he  is  a  true  man.  '    ' ' 

Pat  he  may  be,  Ac. 

Remember  the  Celts  and  the  Saxons  are  bound. 

By  ties  of  pure  brotherly  love  ; 
Gome  test  him  again,  and  youll  find  him  as  trae 

As  the  stars  in  the  heavens  above; 
And  always  give  honor,  where  honor  is  due, 

Let  hands  join'd  in  friendship  be  seen. 
For  he  who  despises  a  man  for  his  name. 

Is  not  fit  for  ooontiy  or  Queen. 

Pat  he  maj  be,  Ac. 


If  a  fellow  feels  inclined  to  go  and  take  a  walk. 

He  don't  want  a  candle  for  a  job  like  that, 
If  you  meet  an  old  pal,  and  stand  and  have      • 

a  tale. 
Ton  don't  want  a  candle  for  a  job  like  that. 
If  you  drop  into  a  pub  and  have  a  glass  or  two, 
If  you  treat  your  pal,  and  your  pal  treats  you. 
If  you  play  at  Tommy  Dodd,  and  you 

both  win  it  is  true. 
You  don't  want  a  candle  for  a  job  like  that. 

Chobcs. 

You  don't  want  •  eandle  for  a  job  like  that, 
Tou  don't  want  a  candle  for  a  job  like  that, 
If  you  want  a  jolly  lark  enjoy  it  in  the  dark. 
Yon  don't  want  a  candle  for  a  job  like  that. 

If  you  meet  a  charming  girl,  and  at  yon 

she  winks  her  eye, 
You  don't  want  a  candle  for  a  job  like  that. 
If  you  ask  her  for  a  kiss,  and  she  seems 

rather  shy, 
You  don't  want  a  candle  for  a  job  like  that. 
But  if  she  says,' '  My  dear,  como  along  with  me,' 
And  you  go  to  her  home  and  have  a  cup  of  tea, 
And  if  she  feels  inclined  to  sit  down  on 

your  knee. 
You  don't  want  a  candle  for  a  job  like  that. 

■  V  -  .-  Chorus. 

■  ...,;■  .  :    r-,,  i.i-X'.A  ;   ,:■  ..  ■-■  f  I 

If  you're  a  married  man  and  stop  nut  on 

tho  booze, 
You  don't  want  a  candle  for  a  job  like  that, 
If  you  stagger  home  at  two  and  your 

latch  kej-  lose, 
Y'ou  don't  want  a  candle  for  a  job  like  that. 
If  you  can't  find  the  key-hole  when  you 

get  to  the  street  door. 
And  you  fumble  in  your  jKJcket,  of  course 

it  is  a  bore, 
When  your  old  gal  is  waiting  to  land  you 

on  the  floor. 
You  don't  want  a  candle  for  a  job  like  that. 

Chorus. 

If  you  work  hard 'all  the  week,  on 

Saturday  you  will  find, 
Y'ou  don't  wan't  a  candle  for  a  jol)  like  that. 
Your  dear  little  wife  she  wants  all  your 

overtime. 
You  don't  want  a  candle  for  a  job  like  that. 
You  give  her  a  kise,  then  to  market  you  both  go. 
Buy  a  lump  of  beef,  a  bunch  of  greens, 

and  some  oAkes  for  Billy  and  Joe, 
You  enjoy  yourself  on  Sunday  with  your 

,  wife  and  kids  j'ou  know. 

You  don't  want  a  candle  for  a  job  like  that. 

Chorus. 


The  Man  Yon  Don't  Meet  Every  Day. 

I've  a  nice  little  cabin  that's  all  built  with  mud. 

In  the  beautiful  County  Kildare, 
I've  got  acres  of  land,  and  men  at  command. 

And  I  have  always  a  shilling  to  spare. 
Och  !  I  didn't  come  here,  boys,  in  search  of  a  job. 

But  just  a  short  visit  to  jiay. 
And  as  I  walk  through  the  streets,  people 

say  that  I  meet. 

There's  the  man  yon  don't  meet  every  day. 

Choeus. 
Then  call  for  your  glasses,  just  have  what 

you  want. 
And  whatever  the  damage  Fll  pay; 
Bhoys,  be  aisy  and  free  when  you're 

drinking  wid  me. 
For  Fm  the  man  you  don't  meet  every  day. 

When  I  landed  in  Olaagow,  what  a  sight  met 

my  eyes. 
As  I  first  put  myfnt  on  the  shore  ; 
There  was  F«lix  (JDaaogh,  blind  Barney  M'Gurk, 

And  a  round  two  or  three  dozen  more. 
Och  !  moiiher  I  yon  ought  to  have  seen  them 

all  stare, 
And  then  they  did  all  mn  away;     __. 


Savs  I.  "My  spalpeens,  do  you  think  rmaehost. 
Because  I'm  a  man  you  don't  meet  every  &J." 

Chonu. 

Fm  in  love  with  a  nice  little  girl  in  the  town. 

And  we're  going  to  be  married  to-day; 
And  if  you  oome  over  a  twelvemonth  fh)m  now. 

A  right  welcome  to  all  I  will  pay; 
And  I  think  I  can  show  you  a  httle  spalpeen. 

WTio  then  will  be  able  to  say- 
To  my  friends  rotind  about,  while  pointing 

me  out, 

There's  the  man  you  don't  meet  every  day. 

Chonu. 


Travelling:  Back  to  Alabam. 

PI.ANTATION  BONG  AND  CHOBUI. 

Words  by  Mannle  Frtend.       Music  by  James  A.  Bland. 

Copyright,  1881.  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder. 
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Lleders  Extensive  Music  Publishing  House    J*o.eO 

<'hathain  Street,  N.  Y.   and  wilibe  sent  poet 

p.ild,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  of  price, 

40  ceats  in  postage  stamps. 


Down  in  good  old  Alabama  is  de  pUo  whar 

I  was  bom. 
Oh  !  dar's  whar  I  spent  many  a  happy  day, 
I  would  toil  de  whole  day  long,  until  ae 

Bounding  of  de  horn. 
But,  alas  I  dem  good  old  times  am  p«ssed  away. 
Oh  !  I  want  to  see  my  cabin  home  I  left  so  long  ago. 

If  s  de  dearest  spot  to  me  in  all  de  land; 
Oh  !  I  long  to  hear  de  coons  playing  on  de 

old  banjo, 
Dat  IS  why  I'm  traveling  back  to  Alabam. 

Chokcs.      ^  .■; 

All  de  children  used  to  sing  in  do  evening 

on  de  green. 
It  used  to  sound  so  lovely  and  no  grand; 
Oh  !  it  filled  my  heart  with  joy,  how  sweet 

it  used  to  seem, 
Dat  is  why  I'm  traveling  back  to  Alabam. 

Dear  old  massa's  dead  and  gone,  and  I  will 

neber  see  him  more, 
WTiat  a  good  old  soul  he  was  to  uncle  Cuff; 
He  has  left  dis  world  ob  pain,  and  up  to 

f  lory  he  has  gone, 
as  had  enough. 
So  I'se  traveling  back  to  Alabam,  I  want  to 

get  dar  soon. 
But  I  fear  de  place  am  lonely  and  forlorn. 
So  I'll  bid  you  ail  good-bye,  wid  a  tear-drop 
^      ,      .  in  my  eye. 

For  de  time  am  come,  de  ole  man  must  begone. 

Chorus. 


^  <^»  m 


Leader  of  a  (h-enadier  Band. 

While  strolling  out  one  afternoon. 

To  view  the  soldiers  drilling; 
A  lovely  fight  attracted  me, 

A  sight  to  me  was  killing.         . ';•.     ■ 
A  handsome  fellow  standing  neer. 

With  style  and  figure  grand; 
It  was  Cupid's  dart  that  pierced  my  heut, 

Through  a  leader  of  a  grenadier  band. 

Chobus. 

Oh  !  yes,  he  was  a  leader—  ;  ; .,  ,• 

A  leader  of  ff  grenadier  band;     '  " 
He  looked  so  gay  as  he  marched  away. 

With  style  and  figure  grand.  • 

Oh  !  yes,  he  was  a  leader — 

A  leader  of  a  grenadier  band; 
I  ff>und  that  I  had  fallen  in  lov© 

With  a  leader  of  a  grenadier  band. 

I  waited  there  for  a  moment  or  two. 

Until  the  band  began  to  play; 
The  music  was  so  delightful. 

That  I  felt  so  very  gay. 
The  leader  iooked  so  dashing, 

With  his  batoon  in  his  hand; 
He  smiled  at  me,  and  I  felt  as  though 

I  was  leading  the  grenadier  band.     Gbonw. 


'^i 


■^•-'-^"-^'•^°^- 


^^ 


r 
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?Iy  Own  Sweet  Wife  To  Be. 

Song  and  Chubuk. 
Woraa by  Mannle  Frleud:       Music  by  Jimes A. Blaad. 

Siinvf  with  liiiiiicnse  success  by  Jaine.s  A.Bland  Of 
ii.iverly'a  t  olored  jMln-i  nla. 

Co,iyrl^lit  1881,  by  Mis.  Paullae  Ueder. 

All  rights  reserved. 

The  "Tus  c  of  this  s<.nir  la  publlHhPd  nt  Mrs.  PauUue 
LIcder-;  t    'ei-alve  Mublc  I'ubllshln::  House,  No. «0 
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The  moon  shone  brightly  far  ubove, 

One  ev  uiu^  in  Julj'; 
When  I  went  walking  with  my  loTe, 

The  rea.soa  I'll  t.ll  you  why.  ■ 

I  had  proposed  to  her  that  day, 

Her  answer  thon  to  know. 
She  loves  me  true,  and  I  love  her  too, 

BIy  only  darling  bean. 

CHOBrs. 

She's  the  joy  of  my  life, 

And  soon  wiU  be  my  wife. 
Then  ho  hapi)y  Xwih  we  will  be, 

She's  my  o.vn  an^ol  dove. 
My  sweet  treusnro  dove, 

Aly  own  sweet  wife  to  be.  (Danoe. ) 


So  wedded  now  we  soon  will  be. 

Then,  oh  !  what  joy  serene. 
My  dai'ling  having  proiuised  me,    - 

Life's  burden  to  snare  between. 
The  happy  day  will  soon  be  nigh. 

The  happiest  T>f  my  life; 
When  first  I'll  call  my  darling  one. 

My  ovra  sweet  angel  wife. 


ChonxB. 


^t-^* 


Over  the  Garden  Well. 

The  Music  of  this  ermg  ci»n  bn  had  at  Mrs.  PauUne 

Ueder  a  K.x ten  ive  .Music  Publishing  Rouae,  No   (0 

Chatham  »tre.i,  N.  Y.  and  will  \n  vent  post 

paid,  to  any  addresx,  on  receipt  it  price, 

10  cents  In  postage  stamps. 

Oh  1  my  love  stood  under  the  walnut  tree, 

Over  the  garden  wall ; 
She  whispered  and  said,  she'd  be  true  to  me. 

Over  the  ^den  wall. 
She'd  beautiful  eyes,  and  beantiful  hair. 
She  was  not  very  tall,  so  she  stood  on  «  chair,| 
'And  many  a  time  have  I  kissed  her  there, 

Over  the  garden  wall. 

Chokub. 

Over  the  gai-den  wall,  the  sweetest  girl  of  all; 
There  never  was  yet  such  eyes  cl' jet. 
And  yon  may  bet|  111  never"  forg'  t. 
The  night  oar  lips  in  kisses  met. 
Over  the  garden  wall. 

But  hor  father  stamped,  and  her  father  raved. 

Over  the  garden  wall ; 
And  like  an  old  mad-man  he  b(  Laved, 

Over  the  garden  wall. 
She  made  a  bouquet  of  roses  reil. 
But  immediately  I  popped  up  my  head. 
Ho  gave  me  a  buoktt  of  water  instead. 

Over  the  gardon  wall.  Chorus.  " 

One  day  I  jtunped  down  on  the  othar  aide. 

Over  the  garden  wall. 
And  she  bravely  promised  to  be  my  bride, 

Ovef  the  garden  wall. 
Bat  she  soroamed  in  a  fright,  '•  Here's 

•  father,  qtiiok. 

I  have  au  imprension  he's  bringing  a  stick," 
But  r  brougLt  the  impression  of  half  a  brick 

Over  the  garden  wall.  Chonu. 

But  where  there'?  a  will  there's  always  a  way. 
Over  the  gsirden  wall, 
.  There's  always  a  night,  as  well  a«  a  day, 
^^Over  the  garden  wfcll. 

^e  hadn't  much  money,  but  weddings  ar*  fihaap. 
So  whil'  tho  old  fellow  was  snoring  aalvep, 
With  a  lad  and  a  ladder  she  managad  to  cre«p 
Over  the  garden  wall.  Ohorn* 


Home  Onoe  More. 


»<7- 


I  am  thinking  of  my  home  and  the 

cottage  on  the  hiU — 
The  cottage  where  my  poor  old  mother  died; 
Thei^rcharu  and  the  school,  where  I  learnt 

the  golden  rnle. 
And  old  Robin,  on  whoae  back  I  used  to  ride. 
When  I  recall  the  scene,  it  seemed  to  me  a  dream, 

A  dream  that  is  long  past  and  o'er; 
A  tear  comes  in  my  eye,  and  I  cannot  help 

bat  sigh. 
To  see  my  good  iind  dear  old  home  ono9  more. 

Chorus. 

Home  once  more,  home  once  more. 
Shall  I  ever  seo  my  home  onoe  more  ? 
Oh !  those  pleasant  hoars  I  played 
In  my  happy  childhood  days. 
Shall  I  ever  see  my  home  onoe  more? 

Shall  I  ever  see  the  chnroh  where  I  often 

naed  to  go, 
Shall  I  ever  see  that  dear  old  chorch  again  7 
Shall  I  ever  see  my  playmates,  with  whom 

I  used  to  play. 
Or  must  I  in  a  foreign  land  remain  ? 
Shall  I  ever  see  my  father,  that  poor  old 

gray-hair'd  man. 
Who  sat  in  his  arm-chair — close  by  the  door, 
I  have  power,  I  have  wealth,  yet  I'd  give 

them  ul  for  health. 
To  see  my  good  and  dear  old  home  once  more. 

Chorus. 

I  still  recall  to  mind  how  my  sister  fond  and  kind. 

At  parting  gave  to  me  a  lock  of  hair — 
Seven  years  have  now  paased  o'er,  since 

I  left  my  native  shore. 
And  still  my  heart  is  longing  to  be  there. 
And  a  maiden  true,  I  also  bid  adieu. 

And  tho'  far  away,  that  girl  I  still  adore— 
As  I  hope  and  trust,  I  may  live  to  see  the 

happy  day. 
When  I'll  meet  them  in  my  good  old  home 

onoe  more. 
Chorus. 


Mary  Ann,  111  Tell  Tonr 


I  spooned  a  girl  named  Mary  Ann,  a  tender 

littU  doTs, 
Who  costs  me  lots  of  qtiarters  and  a 

predouB  deal  of  Iots, 
She's  living  with  her  mother,  as  a  maiden 

ought  to  do, 
And  looks  as  straight  and  proper,  as  a  saint, 

or  me  or  you; 
But  somehow  when  I  trot  her  rotind,  no. 

matter  where  I  go, 
I'm  strnok  with  all  the  people  that  this 

maiden  seems  to  know. 
For  oertain  as  my  Marr  Ann  I  proudlv  talk  about, 
Some  heads  pop  round  t^e  comer,  and  a 

vulgar  voice  will  ■hoott 

Obobvs.  ■;(;.•".".,■'.,.'- 

Oh  !  very  well,  Mary  Ann,  TU  tell  ymx  mk. 
She  littlfi  ihoTight  when  you  eame  out  . 

you'd  go  so  lar, 
I'm  sure  yoar  mother  doesn't  know  like  girl 

ytn  an^ 
Mary  Ann,  lie  for  ahame.  yah,  y^h.  y^  I 

We  want  last  Whiteun  Mondsy  ts  ths 

forest  by  tbs  rail. 
We  did  the  thing  iirst-Wass,  of  ooone, 

at  that  I  nsrarf  £01; 
I  tipped  the  guard  a  shilling,  or  what  yon 

may  call  a  K>b, 
To  lock  us  in  the  carriage,  and  preterr*  v 

from  tbs  noti; 
We  sat  Qo  down  oushions.  sod  tbs  oorteia 

drew  Kwnni, 
For  Polly  said  her  pustlj  Sffls,  thsr  osold 

noi  bear  tbs  son. 
But  when  we  seMled  snugly,  and  wars 

just  abs«t  to  fs. 
A  head  oame  thro'  the  window,  and  a  feUsw 

ahovtod.  ok  I 
Chorus. 


We  wandered  through  the  forest  glades 

as  happy  as  could  be. 
We  thought  from  vtilgar  people  there, 

we  sbotild  at  least  be  free. 
We  sought  a  sweet  secluded  spot  where 

none  our  vows  could  bear, 
And  whispered  those  soft  silly  things,  that 

lovers  like  so  dear; 
We  sat  beneath  a  spreading  oak,  our  loving 

arms  entwined, 
While  I  was  fond  and  foolish,  she  was  gentle 

sweet  and  kind. 
But  just  as  I  my  passion  told,  and  sealed  it 

with  a  kiss, 
A  cove  bird-nesting  up  above,  he  rudly 

shouted  this. 
,. .         .      ,  .        .     ■  ^  •         Chorus. 

We  came  away  disgusted,  and  we  quickly 

jmulc  for  home, 
For  everywhere  we  met  the  cry,  no  matter 

whore  we'd  roam, 
My  Mary  Ann  declared  to  me  she  knew 

these  people  not. 
In  fact,  she  said  she  would  not  mix  with 

such  a  vulgar  lot ; 
But  on  this  precious  mystery,  I  have  some 

little  doubt, 
And  almost  think  that  Mary  Ann  must 

know  her  way  about. 
For  when  we  parted  at  the  door,  or  rather 

just  inside, 
A  voice  came  down  the  staircase,  and  her 

little  brother  cried. 
Chorus. 
^  *mi  ^» 

Hn  Brady's  Daaghter. 

Words  and  Music  by  Harry  Kennedy. 

Copyright,  1880,  t)y  W.  H.  Kennedy. 

The  Moalo  of  this  song  can   be   bad  nt  Mrs.  Pauline 

ueder's  Extensive  Mu  ic  PublUNslDK  Heuse,  No.  60 

Chatham  Street,  N.  Y.    and  will  DC  sent  post 

paid,  to  any  address,   on  receipt  of  price, 

40  cents  m  postage  stamps. 

Mrs.  Brady  a  widow  lady. 

Has  a  daughter  that  I  adore;  ' 
I  go  to  court  her  across  the  water, 

Every  Sunday  afternoon  at  four. 
She  sings  so  sweetly — she  dresses  so  neatly. 

So  like  a  fairy  she  trips  the  floor; 
She's  good  society— ahe  a  full  of  piety. 

And  her  mother  keeps  a  little  candy  store. 
Chorus. 
Dainty  feet — measured  beat,  . 

Trips  the  street — oh  !  so  neat. 
Dresses  sweet — what  a  treat. 

And  her  mother  keeps  a  candy  store. 
Her  name  is  Norah— I  do  adore  her. 

She's  like  an  angel,  my  heart  is  so  sore; 
She's  like  a  daisy— she  sets  me  crazy. 

And  her  mother  keeps  a  little  candy  store. 

(Dance.) 

Erery  Sunday,  and  every  Monday, 

With  the  fEtmily  I  go  to  dine;  | 

And  the  daughter,  I  do  eaoort  her. 

Every  evening  till  the  clock  strikes  nine. 
One  stimmer  evening,  the  moon  was  beaming, 

I  said  I  loved  her  as  dear  as  life  ; 
She  blushed  completely  and  smiled  so  sweetly. 

Yet  she  promised  she'd  be  my  HRrling  wife. 
^  i»>   ^  

hM  When  Upon  the  Sea  Afar. 

As  when  upon  the  sea  afar, 

A  gallant  ship  first  heaves  in  sight. 
Her  white  sails  fliok'ring  like  a  star,     * 

Upon  the  waters  fair  and  bright.       ! 
So  does  hope  break  upon  the  h^rt,       ! ; 

Amidst  tie  billows  of  life's  way.  ; ' 

And  to  the  dreary  waste  impart  .  j 

Hie  sunshine  of  a  cheering  ray.  p 

And  when  that  ship  with  modest  fore%   ~ ' 

Up  from  the  horizon  straightly  glides   \ 
AndiMsstiy  holds  her  shining  course,     - 

Till  safe  in  fnendly  port  she  rides; 
How  lik*  she  smns  to  bumble  worth,     <^  -  *■ 

Which  purs  and  bright,  unswerving  striTes, 
Through  all  (b*  ills  that  darken  life 

And  safe  at  last  in  hsaren  arrives. 


TU£:   sii^oi^:RS'  journal. 
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Just  Twig  My  Sunday  Clothei. 

These  garments  look  as  good  as  new, 
Their  history  I  will  tell  to  yon. 
My  pals  who  number  not  a  few,  -;   ,     - 

Dar'ent  speak  to  me  on  Sunday. 

llien  look  at  my  Sunday  clothes. 
So  nimbly  down  the  street  I  goes. 
Winking  at  every  gal  I  meet,   -  '    '. 

For  I'm  a  swell  on  Sunday.  '    ■ 

On  Monday  morixing  at  a  quarter  past  eieht, 
To  a  relative  of  mine  they  go  quite  straignt, 
Packed  up  nicely  for  the  week. 
And  come  out  neat  on  a  Sunday.  Chorus. 

My  old  friend  Bill,  firom  Bethnal  Oreen, 

Says 'tis  the  best  suit  he'd  ever  seen. 

For  forty  years  they've  never  been 

Worn  but  on  a  Sunday.  Chorus. 

To  the  Thames  embankment  go  for  a  walk, 

My  suit  of  clothes  is  all  the  telk, 

A  fine  old  widow  looked  at  me, 

Last  Sunday  as  I  was  out  for  a  spree.    Chorus. 

These  togs  have  sot  me  three  good  wives, 
Who  kept  them  clean  all  their  lives, 
And  taken  them  with  them  if  they  could. 
But  not  for  Joe  on  Sunday.  Chorus. 


Come  Along  Sister  Mary.        : 

■ji.;  Dedicated  to  Frank  Cusbman. 

!<t         Words  and  Mnslob7  James  A.Bland. 
I  -  i       Copyright,  1881.  by  Mrs.  PauUne  Heder. 
All  nghtfl  rpserved. 

The  Music  of  this  BODgr  Is  published  at  Mra.  Pauline 

Lleder's  Extensive  Music  PubllshlnK  House,  No.  60 

CUatham  Street,  N.  Y.  and  wlllW  nent  post 

paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  of  price, 

40  cents  In  postage  Btampa. 


I  took  sister  Mary  to  de  masquerade, 

Come  stay  a  little  while  longer. 
We  all  did  dance  while  de  music  played. 

Come  stay  a  little  while  longer. 
When  we  promenade'd  what  a  lovely  sight, 

Come  stay  a  little  while  longer. 
We'd  dance  and  sing  'till  de  broad  daylight. 

Come  stay  a  little  while  longer. 
Cbobcs. 

Come  along  sister  Mary,  won't  yon. 
Please  come  along,  come  along,  oome  along, 

Cut  de  hoe  cake,  tune  de  banjo. 
Sing  dat  good  old  song. 

I  laughed  out  so  hard,  oh  !  dat  my  side  did  ache, 

Come  stay  a  little  while  longer; 
De  coons  dey  walked  for  de  big  pound  cake, 

Oome  stay  a  little  while  yet 
De  cook  Aunty  Liza,  was,  dressed  like  a  queen, 

Come  stay  a  little  while  longer. 
And  such  cuttin'  up  you  nebber  seen. 

Come  stay  a  little  while  yet.  Chorus. 

I  ate  roasted  ehioken  'till  my  head  did  bw«11. 

Come  stay  a  little  while  longer; 
Such  funny  tales,  dat  we  all  oould  tell, 

Oome  stay  a  little  while  yet. 
I  near  kicked  de  bucket,  when  I  saw  big  Lnce, 

Come  stay  a  little  while  longer, 
She  walked  the  floor  like  a  great  fiat  gooM, 

Come  stay  little  while  yet.  Ohoms. 


II: 


Sailing.    -'^'''^ 

By  Oodtrer  MailEa. 

The  Music  of  this  song  can  be  had  at  Mrs.  Faultne 

Ueder's  Rztonsire  Mus  o  Publishing  House,  No.  ao 

diathain  street,    H.  Y.  and  will  •  e  sent  post 

paid,  to  any  addresB,  on  receipt  (tf  price, 

10  ceate  4b  postage  Btampfl. 

Y'heave-ho!  my  lads,  ttie  wind. blowy  fBrei^,\     \  , 

A  pleasant  gale  is  on  otir  lee,    ■    ';,■>"-?    . -. '    ..  ' 

And  Boon  a<i-0B»  the  ooean  cLatf,  ' 

Our  gallant  Iwrque  shall  bravely  steer; 

But  ere  we  part  from  England's  shore's  to-night, 

A  song  wt'll  sing  for  home  and  beauty  bright; 

Than  here's  to  the  sailor,  and  here's  to 

hearts  bo  troc. 


Who  will  think  of  him  on  the  waters  bine ! 
Sailing,  sailing  over  the  bounding  main, 
For  many  a  stormy  wind  shall  blow  ere 

Jack  comes  home  again; 
Sailing,  sailing  over  the  bounding  main. .     ..  .  ,. 
For  many  a  stormy  wind  shall  blow  ere    ^  ''■'y' 

Jack  comes  home  agun. 

The  sailor's  life  is  bold  and  free, 

His  home  is  on  the  rolling  sea, 

And  never  heart  more  true  or  brave,         : ; 

Than  he  who  launches  on  the  wave. 

Afar  he  speeds  in  distant  climes  to  roam. 

With  jocund  song  he  rides  the  sparkling  foam; 

Then  here's  to  the  sailor,  and  here's  to 

the  heart's  so  true. 
Who  will  think  of  him  upon  the  waters  blue  ! 
Sailing,  sailing  o'er  the  bounding  main. 
For  many  a  stormy  wind  shall  blow  ere 

Jack  comes  home  again; 
Sailing,  sailing  over  the  bounding  main. 
For  many  a  stormy  wind  shall  blow  ere 

Jack  comes  home  again. 

The  tide  is  flowing  in  with  the  gale, 
Y'heave-ho  !  my  lads,  set  every  sail;  ;  .',■ 
"The  harbor  bar  we  soon  shall  clear. 
Farewell  once  more,  to  home  so  dear. 
For  when  the  tempest  rages  loud  and  long. 
That  home  shall  bclSur  guiding  star  among. 
Then  here's  to  the  sailor,  and  here's  to 

the  hearts  so  true. 
Who  will  think  of  him  upon  the  waters  blue  ! 
Sailing,  sailing  over  the  bounding  main, 
For  many  a  stormy  wind  shall  blow  ere 

Jack  comes  home  again; 
Sailing,  sailing  over  the  bounding  sea. 
Many  a  stormy  wind  shall  blow  ere 

.  . .  ;  >        Jack  comes  home  again. 


m  <^»  ^ 


Wit,  Wat,  Wst! 

or ;  Yon*re  Always  Sore  to  Catch  Them 

With  a  Wst.  Wst,  Wst! 

Sung  by  TomSayers, 

By  Henry  Pettlt.       Arranged  by  Ernest  J.  Symons. 

The  Music  of  this  song   can   be   had  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

Lleder's  Bxtenslve  Mu  Ic  Publishing'  Heiise,  No.  60 

Chatham  street,  K.  Y,   and  will  be  sent  post 

paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  of  price, 

40  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


Each  animal  and  bird  can  hear  the  voioe  of  love. 
From  the  roaring  lion  to  the  turtle  dove, 
And  when  I  want  to  call  a  mate,  I  have  my  way. 
And  in  a  language  of  my  own,  thus  I  say — 
Chobcb. 

How  d'ye  do  ?  wst,  wst !  how  are  you  ?  wst ! 
Yon  are  always  sure  to  fetoh  them  with 

a  wst,  wst,  wst ! 
Come  along,  wst,  wst !  nothing  wrong,  wst,  wst ! 
Oh  !  won't  you  come  and  take  u  walk,  and 

wst,  wst,  wst ! 

One  day  I  met  a  lady  in  the  Central  Park, 
She  said  that  she  was  fond  of  birds,  and 

liked  a  lark. 
So  I  sat  myself  beside  her  'neath  the  rustling  trees, 
And  took  her  little  hand  in  mine  and 

gave  it  a  squeeze. 
Chorus. 

Seys  she,  "  I  think  my  appetite  is  very  good, 
A  pleasant  meal  I'd  relish  sir,  indeed  I  should. 
I'm  good  at  ordering  suppers,  and  I'll  save 

your  pelf. 
So  if  you  do  not  mind,  I'll  order  it  myself." 
Obobtts. 

"Garcon,  here!  wst,  wsU    .  -  , 

Nothing  queer,  wst,  wst ! 
We  want  the  bast  of  eyerything,  wst,  wst,  wst ! 

And  will  test,  wst,  wst ! 

The  very  beet,  wst,  wst !  _-    ■; 

And  we  don't  mind  what  we  pay  for  it, 

wst,  wst,  wst  r* 

T)ie  way  she  ate,  I  thought  that  she  herself 

would  hurt. 
The  soup,  the  fish,  the  entrees,  joints, 

and  the  deesart. 
She  truly  said  that  app^to's  a  splendid  sauce. 
And  she  ordered  in  a  different  wme  with 

every  course. 


Cbobto. 
Cnraoo,  wst,  wst ! 
She  oould  lower,  wst,  wst ! 
She  stsjrted  on  the  wine  list,  with  a  wst,  wst, 
■•    .,  Then  some  rum,  wst,  wst  ! 

Yes.  rum  and  gum,  wst.  wst  I 
Did  the  fidry  sweetly  order,  with  a  wst,  wst,  wst, 

She  ordered  everything  with  such  a 

charming  grBoa, 
That  the  bill  was  growing  just  about  as  long 

as  my  face. 
When  in  a  hulking  fellow  came,  who  grimly  said, 
"  If  you  don't  pay  the  bill  and  go,  I'll 

punch  your  head  V 

'      Chobvs. 

Au  revoir  I  wst,  wst !        .  1- 

Through  the  door,  wst,  wst  I 
Then  arm  in  arm  they  left  me,  with  a 

wst,  wst,  wst  1 

Waiter  came,  wst,  wst ! 

Same  old  game,  wst,  wst ! 
"  Come  and  settle  for  the  supper,  with  a 

wst,  wst,  wst !" 

..-'c   ,;■:>.-■•  .,:■•• 

The  charges  were  about  as  high  as  Bunker  Hill, 
Amazed,  when  I  was  called  «pon  to  square 

that  bill. 
And  when  I  went  to  settle  up  what  could  I  do ! 
When  I  found  my  purse  was  gone,  my  watch, 

my  diamonds  too ! 

Chobttb. 

"  Policeman,  here  !  wst,  wst ! 

Something  queer,  wst,  wst !" 
They  had  to  fetch  my  father,  with  a  wst,  WBt,  wst  I 

Never  try  wst,  wst ! 

If  you're  fly,  wst,  wst ! 
In  the  park  to  get  a  sweetheart,  with  a 

wst,  wst,  wst ! 

The  old  Willow  Chair  where  Grandmother  sat. 

Sons  and  Ohobdb. 

Words  by  Dr.  T.  D.  C.  MUler.    Mus^o  by  W.  W.  BeuUey. 

Copyright  1880  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Ueder. 

All  rights  reserved. 

The  Music  of  this  song  Is  puhUshfd  atifrs.  Panllne 

Ueder's  Extensive  Mu-slc  publlshliig  House    No.  to 

Chatham  ^$treet    N.  Y.    and  will  be  sent  poet 

paid,   to  any  address,  on  receljit  of  prtce, 
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The  old  willow  chair  now  so  aged  and-wom. 
Where  grandmother  sat  years  before  I  was  bom ; 
Though  covered  with  dust,  and  so  near  its  decay. 
Is  dear  to  my  heart  in  its  treasures  to-day. 
There  often  my  mother  would  rock  me  to  sleep. 
And  when  I  was  young  o'er  my  fevered 

cheek  weep; 
And  then  I  would  list  to  her  fervent  prayer. 
While  held  in  her  arms,  in  the  old  willow  chair. 

Chobus. 

It  rocked  me  by  day,  and  it  rocked  me  by  night, 
While  with  us  sweet  songs  filled  my  heart 

with  delight. 
And  then  her  dear  lips,  would  repeat  a  low  prayer. 
While  holding  me  sate  in  the  old  willow  chair. 

I  do  not  remember  my  grandmother  mild. 
For  when  she  went  home  I  was  only  a  child ; 
But  mother  has  told  me  again  and  again. 
How  calmlr  she  bore  all  the  long  years  of  pun. 
By  dfcj  and  by  night,  she  was  happy  they  say. 
In  rooking  the  hoars  and  the  moments  away, 
And  this  is  the  present  she  left  to  onr  care. 
The  bast  of  all  Ireasores  her  old  willow  chair. 

-:V'>'  Ohoras. 

It  stood  in  the  kitchen,  long,  long  years  ago, 
Through  many  a  season  of  eunshme  and  snow. 
The  old  willow  chair  that  our  grandfather  made. 
And  where  in  the  slumbers  of  youth  I  was  laid. 
And  there  in  the  days  I  now  love  to  recall. 
It  was  by  our  circle  most  treasured  of  all  ; 
But  now  in  the  garret  a  relic  so  rare. 
All  covered  with  webs  stands  the  old  willow  chair. 

Oboma. 


y- 
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Eily  My  Jewel. 

Wordffby  Geo.  Cooper.    Music  b   Ed.  H.  Benedict. 

Copyrignt,  187«,  and  pub,  by  J.  W.  Hmlth,  Jr,  &  Bro. 

Tbo  Music  of  tnis  >  on?  can  be  bad  at  Mrs.  PauMne 

^JUedefs Kxtensive  Mub  c  FubUstalng  House,  No. 60 

Chatham  Street,   N    Y.  and  will  be  Bent  post 

paid,  to  any  address,  on   receipt  otprtce, 
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Eily,  my  jewel,  I'm  dreaming  about  yon, 
Dreaming  of  yon  and  the  last  time  we  met ; 
Sad  are  tne  days  while  I  wander  without  you, 
Fondly  my  heart  breaths  the  sigh  of  regret. 
Don't  I  remember  how  in  the  gloaming, 
Sweetly  you  met  me  with  smiles  that  were  true, 
Over  the  waters,  though  far  I  am  roaming, 
Btill  I  am  sighing  and  pining  for  you. 
Chorus. 

Eily,  my  jewel  I  Eily,  my  darling  ! 

Hose  of  my  heart,  and  the  girl  I  adore; 
.  Sweeter  your  faee,  than  the  song  of  the  starling, 

Calling  me  back  to  your  heart  evermore. 

Eily,  my  Jewel,  the  days  have  been  lonely, 
Thinking  of  you  brings  the  tears  to  my  cheek; 
Ton  are  my  pride,  and  my  hope,  dearest  only. 
Comfort  and  joy  to  the  heart  you  could  speak. 
Have  you  forgotten — love,  when  we  parted  ! 
"Darling,"  you  whispered,  "oh!  come 

back  to  me !" 
Faithful  and  true,  tho'  I'm  so  weary-hearted, 
Send  me  a  kiss,  love,  afar  o'er  the  sea  !     Chorus. 

Eily,  my  jewel,  my  true  love  forever. 
Soon  may  I  clasp -you  again  to  my  breast; 
Far  be  the  dav,  love,  when  next  we  shall  sever, 
Sweet  be  the  Lour  when  at  home  I  shall  rest; 
Over  the  billows  soon  I'll  be  sailing; 
'  lA>ve  is  the  star,  dear,  that  leads  me  to  you  ! 
Joy  to  my  soul  when  your  "cabin  I'm  hailing, 
Eily,  my  jewel,  so  tender  and  true.  Chorus. 


Have  Ton  Seen  Sarah  ? 

Words  a  ud  Music  by  Dumont  &  Mullaly. 
'    Sung  by  T.  M.  Ilengler. 


SensafioDs  scarcely  pass  away. 
When  new  ones  are  at  hand, 
Thr  lattst  is  imported  now 

From  France  to  Yankee-land. 
With  sercnail^B  and  bouqiiets,  too. 

Receptions  every  day, . 
A  fortun-MVt- must  own,  indeed, 
To  see  Idiss  J^ai-ah  play. 
Chobits. 
Have  yon  seen  Sarah?— ain't  she  a  tearer, 
None  could  be  fuirer  than  Miss  Siu-ah  B. 
Froggies  and  poodles,  claret  and  noodles. 
And  a  lot  of  Fitzfoodles,  oh  !  parly  vous  qui. 

Her  picture  gallery  is  immense. 

At  least  so  I  have  heard; 
A  peck  she  eats  at  every  gulp. 

Just  like  a  little  biad. 
A  sculptor,  too  she  claims  to  be. 

But  tell  yow  this  I  must, 
When  chisel  I. !4  out  a  marble  head, 

She's;  alway>.  on  a  bust. 


Chonu. 


Finnegan'a  Masquerade. 

Words  by  Jerry  f  ohan.         Mual  ■  by  Robert  Reckcr. 

8uDg  with  great  sucf ess,  by  Paddy  &  Ella  Murphy. 

Copyrtght  1881  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lltder. 

All  rights  reserved. 

Tha  Music  of  this  song  Is  published  at  Mrs.  Pauline 
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Friesds,  here  to-night,  ye  have  an  invite 
:  Tea  grand  masquerade  of  a  high-toned  family;  • 

Pat  on  yere  qiieer  clothes,  masks  and  dominoes, 
^  In  gorgeous  chapeaus  yell  hop,  dance  wid  glee  ; 

Well  have  kings  and  clowns  in  their  garbs 

and  crowns. 

Lords  dukes  imd  great  ladies  nice,  there  prominade. 

All  noes  of  min,  since  the  world  did  begin, 

Wifl  "  laflh-a  "  at  the  Finnegan's  grand  Masquerade; 
■  Ceeaer,  Boss  Kelly,  and^Brian  Borrough, 

Wid  Sitting  Bull  skipping  the  gay  tra-la-loo ! 


'■■''.'       .']■'.  ' ' ■■        Chorus.       -'■       ' ■^" ■'■•■•:■  ^ ^- ''■.^- 

Therell  be  Sprague  wid  his  gnn  making 

Conkling  run. 
Then  Garfield,  Napolenn,  and  Grant  will  parade. 
The  Parole  horse  will  prance,  Bernhardt 

will  dance, 
Wid  Bowell  at  the  Finnegan's  grand  Masquerade. 

Russian  and  Turk  will  get  in  their  work. 
And  East  In-dy  belles  dance  wid  Afirican  beaus  ; 
The  bulls  and  the  bears  will  assemble  in  pairs. 
Brave  Knights  and  fair  dames  will  shake 

their  dear  toe. 
The  Spaniard  and  Moor  will  welt  the  wax  floor; 
Britannia's,  Columbia's  and  Erin's  fair  maids. 
With  the  Queen  of  Japan  and  a  big  Ingin  man. 
Will  chow-chow  at  Finnegan's  grand  Masquerade. 

Chorus. 


Climb  np,  Climb  np'the  Mountain  Side. 

EMMUTT's  MOl'STAIN   80N0. 

Words  by  Feo.  Maylard.   Arranged  by  Louis  Bodecker. 

(  opyright.  1878,  byGeoegoGray. 

The  Music  of  this  song  tan  bo  had  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

LledersExten  ive  Music  Publishing  House,  No,  80 

Chatham  Htre  I,  N.  Y.  and  will  be  sen'  post 

paid,  to  any  addres-^.  on  recelf*  of  price, 
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I.' 


Oh!  shust  look  at  me  now, 
I  vaa  a  mountain  guide, 
Udd  de  ladies  und  de  shentlemen. 

In  me  dey  do  confide,  dey  do  confide, 
Und  ven  de  strangers  come  to  town, 

To  climb  up  de  mountain  top, 
Ven  dey  don't  go  mit  me, 

I'pon  de  road  dey  shtop, 
Und  de  ladies  got  so  fraid, 

Dat  de  shentlemens  leave  dem  behind, 

behind,  behind, 
De  shentlemen's  leave  cm  behind. 
Chobus. 

Climb  np,  climb  up,  climb  up  the  mountain  high, 
De  ladies  are  fond  of  fun  and  never  go  back  on  me^ 
Climb  up,  climb  up,  climb  up  the  mountain  high, 
Dey  like  de  fun  and  never  go  back  on  me, 

And  ven  de  ladies  climb, 
I  help  dem  up  so  nice, 
Und  ven  ve  reach  de  mountain  top, 
•  I  always  try  de  ice,  I  try  de  ice. 
Und  ven  de  travelers  most  tired  out, 

I  sing  und  make  some  fun. 
And  ven  ve  reach'd  de  chalet, 

I  fire  de  great  bi^  gun, 
Und  de  echo  you  will  hear, 
Like  de  break  of  a  thunder  storm,  dat's  so, 

dat's  so. 
Like  de  break  af  a  thunder  storm. 

Chorus. 


^  *^* 


Oh  !  why  was  I  so  Soon  Forgotten. 

SoNO  AND  Chobus. 

Words  by  Mannle  Friend.       Music  by  James  A.  Bland. 

Sung  with  Immense  success  by  James  Bland  of 

Haverly'H  Colored  Minstrels. 

Copyright.  1881,  by  Mis.  Pauline  Lleder. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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Oh  !  why  was  I  so  soon  forgotten^ 

When  to  me  such  fond  vows  were  made. 
Like  the  rays  of  sunlight  she  did  promise 

On  me  to  cast  love's  only  shade; 
But.  alas  i  my  sorrow'd  heart  is  weeping. 

In  this  dreary  world  I'm  left  alone. 
She  why  promised  that  she'd  ne'er  forget  me. 

Now  claims  another  as  her  own. 
"Chobus. 

Oh  !  who  was  I  so  soon  forgotten. 

In  anguish  my  poor  heart  ilofaes  with  pain, 

Tho'  she's  gone  from  me,  and  now's  another's. 
Still  ill  heaven,  mine  she'll  be  again. 


Since  childhood,  it  has  been  my  fortune. 

To  always  find  my  fondest  hopes  decay, 
I  ne'er  met  with  any  hope  or  treasure. 

But  it  would  fade  and  pass  away. 
Tho'  'twas  hard  to  hear  tnat  she  had 

wronged  me. 

Still  my  lot  in  life  I  firmly  knew, 
When  'twas  told  me  I  had  been  forgotten, 

I  cried,  she  too,  has  been  untrue.      Ghorns. 


Sally  Homer  'Round  the  Comer. 

Words  and  Music  by  John  T.  Bntledge. 

Sung  with  gr  at  success  by  Wallace  King,  Frank 

Dumont,  and  J.  L.  Oamcroos. 

Copyright,  18S0,  by  H.G.  Hollenberg.   > 
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There  s  a  little  girl  that  charms - 

The  world  as  well  as  me, 
With  her  eyes  of  bine,  so  sweet  and  tnu^ 

And  heart  so  free. 
Many  hours  among  the  flowers. 

Do  Ipass  with  her; 
Sallie  Homer 'ronnd  the  comer, 

Little  one  so  dear. 

Chobtts. 
'     Now  I  wonder,  as  I  ponder. 
If  she's  true  to  me, 
If  I'm  any  of  the  many. 
Will  she  constant  be. 
None  completer,  none  is  sweeter. 

In  this  world  of  ours, 
Sallie  Homer 'round  the  comer. 
In  her  home  of  flowers. 

You'll  discover  how  to  love  her,       '      . 

If  you  only  try; 
You"in»e  given  gleams  of  heaven 

If  you  catch  her  eyes. 
Like  the  stars  that  gleam  and  glisten. 

In  the  azure  sky. 
When  she  speaks  the  ftng<>V  listen,      " 

As  they  pass  her  by.    .  Chorus. 


She  is  very  shy  and  merry. 

In  her  roguish  way, 
I  adore  her  more  and  more. 

In  all  my  love-lit  days. 
Always  sueing,  fondly  wooing. 

For  her  hetui  divine, 
Sallie  Homer  'round  the  comer. 

She'll  be  mine. 


Chorus. 


^  <♦► 


Acrobatic  Mick. 

Sung  by  James  Powers.  -J    ^ 

As  I  strolled  out  one  evening. 

On  one  fine  stimmer's  day;       "• 
I  chanced  to  meet  a  pretty  dame. 

She  was  coming  along  East  Broadway, 
She  said  she  was  an  actor. 

In  a  Jackson  street  fairy  scene  ; 
She  had  an  eye  iust  like  a  hawk. 

And  a  month  like  a  soup  traleen.       v  - 

Ohobus. 

Oh  t  my,  sin^  tra  la  lee. 
•  Oh !  my,  sing  tra  la  loo, 

I  will  sing  and  danoe  for  yon, 
■        Now  watch  this  little  tnck; 

I  will  throw  myself  clear  out  of  sight, 
For  Fm  an  Acrobatic  Mick. 

I  told  her  that  I'd  wed  her. 

She  said  all  right,  my  dear; 
I  said  I'd  meet  her  in  in  the  park,    s^.  /     ~ 

If  the  weather  it  was  clear. 
I  said  don't  dinap|>oint  me. 

And  don't  play  me  no  trick. 
For  if  yon  do  I'D  tread  on  you, 

I  am  an  Acrobatic  Mick.  Ohoraa. 
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Finagan  Corterie. 


;;■'■   WAIVTZ  BONO.      ■    "r    -     :-';:;- 

words  bj  Jerrr  Cohan.       Music  by  Bmll»  WaldtrafeL 

Arranged  tj  Tom  McOulre. 

Sung^  with  great  success,  by  Paddy  &  Blla  Murphy. 
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Skipping  with  Burdolia, 

Through  the  mazy  grand  sasha. 
Promenading  with  my  darling. 

Round  and  round  so  gay. 
The  most  entrancing  ones  at  danntng; 

In  the  hall  are  we, 
The  prize  we  take,  likewise  the  cake. 

At  the  Finegan  Corterie. 

Chobub.  ■ 

Over  the  floor  we  ^racefullv  slide. 
In  the  Boston  dip  and  the  Hoboken  glide. 

All  the  dizzy  dancers 

In  the  hall  soon  envy  me. 

And  £Eit  Bordalia's  long  tail  dresi^ 

At  the  Finegan  Corterie.  (Dance.) 

When  the  gong  for  supper  is  rung,    1 

You  will  find  us  in  the  van ; 
She  brushes  the  soap  from  my  whiskers. 

With  her  ten  cent  Japanese  fan. 
You  can  talk  about  your  com  beef,     ■  » 

But  the  turkey  give  to  me, 
When  we  ate  our  till  we'd  dance  until 

The  end  of  the  Corterie. 

Over  the  floor,  &c,  and  dance. 

The  Slattery  Family. 

By  John  Sheehan  of  Sheehan  £  Jones. 

Song  by  them  wltn  Immense  success  In  their  new 

ater  piece,  entitled  '•  The  Aiounted  Police." 

copyright  1880.  by  Mrs.  Paulina  Lleder. 

All  rig  t8  reserved. 

The  Music  of  this  song  Is  p'iblished  at  Mrs.  PauUne 

lieder's  Extensive  Mu  Ic  Publishing  Heuse.  No.  80 

Chatham  street,  N.  Y,   and  will  be  sent  post 

paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  ol  price, 
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My  name  is  Slattery,  I'm  a  thoroughbred. 

My  father  in  Ireland  is  Lord  Mayor; 
I  come  here  for  to  run  for  president. 

From  a  place  called  County  Clare. 
I  have  a  brother  with  great  influence. 

He's  as  smart  as  smart  can  be. 
He  is  a  member  of  the  Irish  Parliament, 

And  a  member  of  the  Slattery  Family. 

Chobus. 

Give  three  cheers  for  poor  old  Ireland, 
Soon  the  Slattery's  will  set  her  free. 

And  the  talk  of  all  this  country. 
Will  be  the  Slattery  Family. 

Our  heads  with  learning  is  busting  open, 

And  in  this  world  we  are  shining  lights. 
We  have  flluent  conversations. 

And  we  stop  political  fights. 
Boon  we  are  going  to  rule  this  country. 

No  office  holders  there  will  be. 
Civil  rights  they  will  be  contested, 

By  the  memliers  of  the  Slattery  Family. 

Give  thiee  cheers,  Ac. 

Silver  Bells  of  Memory- 
All  rights  reserved. 

In  the  hush  of  the  evening  tide^ 

Sitting  by  my  cottage  door,  ;  : 

Fancy  softly  seemed  to  glide. 

Backward  to  the  days  of  yore.  i  .  'V 

And  I  hear  in  changeful  swells. 

Sweetest  tones  of  melody, 
Tis  the  sound  of  the  silvery  bell% 

Silvery  bells  of  memory.  . .,., 

Chobus.  '   '■^■-^ '-■•';, .;  -"/ 

Silver  bells  !  silver  bells  !  '    - 

Silver  bells  of  memory, 
Silver  bells!  silver  bells,  .'■:'"::.': 

Silver  bells  of  memory. 


Many  fiaoes  have  grown  old,  <>  •    y  ;•   :' 

Many  forms  have  been  laid  to  rest,  V-  J  v '  ; 
Underneath  the  churchyard  mould,  ;'  ' 

Ones  I  loved  the  most  and  best.        { 
Since  Fve  heard  the  distant  swells, 

Floating  on  the  winds  to  me. 
Low  the  sweet  the  silvei-y  beU%  _  '  < 

Silvery  bells  of  memory.  Chorus. 

Now  I  seem  to  live  once  more, 

All  the  dear  delightful  past,         ^-  ^.     ~ 
Ere  the  shadows  long  before  .'•' 

Sunny  skies  had  overcast.  V         ' 

When  we  wander  in  the  dells. 

Linger  in  the  flowery  lea, 
List'ning  to  the  silverj'  bells, 

Now  the  bells  of  memory.  Chonu. 


Rose  Patchoola.    :      ;^v       ■ 

SoNO  AND  Dance. 

Respectfully  dedicated  to  Counsellar  Alfred  steckler. 

Words  by  Mannle  Friend.     Music  by  James  A.  Bland. 

Copyright,  1881.  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder. 

All  rights  reserved. 

The  Music  of  this  seng  Is  published  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

Lieder's  Extensive  Music  Publishing  House,  No.  60 

Ciiatham  Street,  N.  Y.  and  will  be.  ^ent  post 

p.ild,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  of  price, 

40  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


The  rose  so  red,  the  violet  blue,    • 

Is  sang  of  every  day  ;  .  ;.. 

Forget-me-not's  and  pansies,  too, 

Are  sang  in  every  lay. 
But  I've  got  one  to  please  you  all,  . ::      : 

It's  new  to  you,  I  greet, 
'Tis  called  the  Rose  Patch-ou-la, 

With  its  fragrance  rare  and  sweet.        ■ 

Chobus.  :     ":;; 

Its  color  so  bright,  'tis  wavy  and  light,         ' 

Always  bowing  meekly  to  the  ground; 
Its  fragrance  so  rare,  without  thoughts  of  care. 

The  Patch-ou-la  sweet  for  me.  (Dance.) 

When  early  mom  the  night  does  greet, 

And  daylight  claims  its  sway; 
'Tis  then  this  little  flower  bright, 

Its  jewels  does  display. 
Its  briliant  hues  and  colors  light. 

And  wondrous  beauty  shows,  ' 

'Midst  earth's  fair  blossom  Patch-ou-la, 

'Tis  the  loveliest  flower  that  grows. 

Chorus  and  Dance. 

^  tmt  ^ 

I've  Brought  Thee  an  Ivy  Leaf. 

Words  by  O.  D.  Martin.  Music  by  D.  Wood. 

The  Music  of  this  song  can  be  had  at  Mrs.  Pauline 
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I've  brought  thee  an  ivy  leaf,  only  an  ivy  leaf, 
From  the  land  of  the  rose,  where  the 

wild  heather  grows. 

And  the  violet  blossoms  in  quiet  repose; 
I've  brought  thee  an  i^  leaf,  only  an  ivy  leaf. 

I'd  have  brought  thee  a  flower,  a  beautiful  flower. 
But  it  would  have  sighed,  till  it/aded  and  died. 

And  have  drooped  in  humanity's  withering  tide; 
So  I  brought  thee  an  ivy  leaf,  only  an  ivy  leaf. 

I  have  brought  thee  a  rosebud,  a  fairy  like  rosebud. 
To  place  in  thy  hair,  and  to  perfume  the  air. 

But  it  like  the  flower  would  fade  and  despair. 
So  I  brought  thee  an  ivy  lea^  only  an  ivy  leaf. 

An  ivy  leaf  green,  a  beautiful  ivy  leaf, 
Bright  type  of  true  heart,  of  true  friendship 

apart, 

Oh  !  wear  it  forever,  love,  nearest  thy  heart, 
I've  brought  thee  an  ivy  leaf,  only  an  ivy  leaf. 

1^   <•>  ^ 


"•    There's  Another  Voice  After  Thii. 

There  once  was  a  girl  and  her  name  was  Sue, 
Her  curious  story  I'm  telling  you, 
She  wanted  a  sweetheart,  but  when  she  had  two, 
She  didn't  know  what  the  dickens  to  do. 


The  first  was  a  captain  without  any  crew. 
The  second  sold  sugar  autl  treacle  and  glue — 
There's  another  voice  after  this. 

The  captain  so  valiant  went  down  on  his  knee. 
And  said,  pretty  iuai.i<<u,  if  you  will  agre<>, 
You  shall  onme  ia  my  boiat,  anu  cnmi'  n\n  the  m*, 
Such  comical  feelings  have  come  over  me. 
When  in  come  the  grocer  as  mad  as  could  be. 
Ami  puUetl  ont  a  pistol  and  said,  said  he»— 
There's  another  verse  after  this. 

Get  out  Mr.  (^]>t:iin,  bef>m>  I  blows 
Your  head  from  j  i.ui-  feet,  und  your  foet 

from  your  toea  ; 
But  then  in  a  pas.sion  the  luuriiier  ro«««. 
And  knocked  the  poor  fellow  right  out  of 

his  clothes, 
■Riun  the  maiden  between  tliein  lierself  she  throws. 
And  shrieked  out  the  wi>!-d  that  1  now  disclose — 
Then '6  aiiolhor  vei-se  v.f-  r  chis. 

Police !  police !  and  thi?  (orw  camo  round. 
And  saw  the  poor  grocer  lie  de^iul  on  the  ground. 
The  captain  had  bolted,  and  couldn't  be  found. 
The  maiden,  thank  goodnoss,  was  still  safe 

and  Hoimd, 
Until  the  next  day  she  got  very  much  drowned. 
And  all  her  relations  stood  weeping  around — 
There's  a  funeral-niter  this. 


Only  to  Hear  Her  Voice; 

SoNo  AND  Cnonus. 

Dedlcat'-d  to  Duvid  uidean,  Esq. 

Words  by  Mannle  Friend.       Music  by  James  A.  Bland. 
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Only  to  hear  her  voice  once  more  I  "" 

No  sweeter  one  was  ever  he«xd; 
She  was  my  life,  my  guiding  star, 

Charmiu-^  ixnd  as  geulle  iis  a  bird. 
Could  I-l)nt  only  Lear  her  accent  sweet. 

Oft  it  luiide  this  Lc;iit  of  mine  rejoice; 
Those  happy  d.ivs  foio'er  have  gone. 

Never  more  I'll  hear  her  voice. 

Choucs. 
Only  to  hejir  her  voice  once  more. 

Oft  I  heard  in  the  lirtj>i)y  davs  of  yore, 
'Twonld  mak"  this  heart  of  mine  rejoice. 

Only  to  hear  her  voice.        .•,.:*, 

In  dreams  I  hear  her  voice  so  soft. 

What  boundless  joy  it  brings  to  me  1 
Why  did  my  hopes  ko  soon  decay. 

And  my  only  treasure  from  me  flee. 
Could  not  my  lot  in  lifo  have  easier  been. 

Why  was  she  so  soon  the  angel's  choice, 
Alas  !  from  earth  her  spirit's  flown, 

Never  more  I'll  hear  her  voice.  Chorus. 


The  Gk>od-Bye  at  the  Traii)^ 

Air :   The  Good-bye  at  the  dcor. 

When  forced  at  length  to  part  with  one 

With;  whom  you've  Lappy  been. 
How  quickly  memory  conjures  up 

Each  bygone  favorite  sc*ne  ; 
And  as  yo^  hold  the  hand 

Which  you  may  never  grasp  again. 
You  feel,  alas  !  how  painful  is 

The  good-bye  at  the  train. 

A  thousand  thoughts  pervade  your  breast, 

A  thousand  hopes  and  fears. 
While  the  dear  form's  still  near  yotir  side. 

You  scarcely  see  for  tears. 
Yes,  as  you  hold  the  hand  which  you 

May  never  clasp  again. 
You  feel,  alas  !  how  painful  is 

The  good-Lye  at  the  train. 


■  JKa^«.^r"^i«*v  j«»  IK,  mr  , 
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EGGS  FOR  BREAKFAST  IN  THE  MORNING.   (Banjo  Song.) 

Amngsd  for  the  Goitar  or  Bujo,  by  Frot  Edmond  Clark,  Toacher  of  tb«  Guitar,  Bai\)o,  VloUn,  Oigan,  Aooordeon  and  Singing,  No.  S85  Bowery,  NewTork. 


i 


JS^JHt-l  J-_^l3 


-t—J^'i-f 


-h 


* 


^ 


m 


1.  I      love        to       roam       in       the    bright   green     fields,         I      love 

2.  I       lore         to        think        of      dem.   dajs      gone        by.  And    now 


to         live         at    the    farm, 
I'd        be  con    -    tent, 
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like       to      walk  where  the  prim  -  rose  grows.  For  the   conn  -  try   life's    a   charm, 
live     once    more     on    the  huckleberry  farm,  Whar  my    boy  -  hood  days  were  spent, 
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I    like       to  wander    in    the  -^ 
Ah  I  dose  were  hap-py,  hap-py    .-■ 
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old       bam     yard.      And     down       by     the     old        hay    -    stack,  And       lis  -  ten     to      de    clnck-ing     of     de 

days         in    -    deed.      And       now        dey     all,      all         come       back.         When  I    lis  -  ten     to      de    cluck-ing     of      de 
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chick  •  ens      and 
chick  -  ens      and 


de     chick.    And     the     pret 
de     chick.     And     the      pret 
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lit    -  tie    4^akes   qnack,  quack,  quack,  quack,  quack,  quack,  quack, 
lit    -  tie     ducks    quack,  quack,  quack,  quack,  quack,  quack,  quack, 


CHORUS. 
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Quack,  quack,  quack  goes     the    mer  -  ry      lit    -   Ue   ducks,  The    hens    they       cluck  in  warn    -    ing.   When  the 


^i    i    < 


r 


i 


^ 


It 


I 


i->— r 


f^ 


m 


te 


^Ul-i}^^^^^-^lr'h^    ^ 


!^ 


Boos  -  ter    crows. 
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then         ev  -  ery  -  bo  -  dy      blow's,      There's  eggs     for  your  break-fast    in      the  mom  -  ing. 


BaaJo  tad  Onltar  AiraBgnnent,  Oopyrlcht,  isn,  bj  Mrt.  PtoUne  U«der,  all  lifhti  tmnnA. 

?,  S.-Write  to  Mn.  PAULINE  LIEDER,  No.  60  Chatham  St.,  N.  Y.  for  anjfthlng  hi  the  MusIctI  line. 
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Containing  all  the  modt  poiralir  Song^s  of  tide  day. 
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The  Han  With  the  Split  on  jiis  Hon. 

OOVTBIOBT  1881,    BT  ICBt.  VLTJXjn  U 


I  will  sine  of  a  chazming  Vonng  "  fellMr," 

Jim  Faney,  I   think  i^  nis  nam*  ; 
Who  possesses  a  beautlfat  "  ■mallw,'* 

And  I'm  towld  has  proad  of  th«  ma,*. 
His  hair  is  a  flimsy  brown  color.  ^   . 

And  his  cheeks  are  as  red  as  a  ro««  ; 
And  the  gang  who  ho  travels  vid,  calls  him, 

Tha  loau  wid  the  split  on  hit  nose. 

On'  Snnday  he  maahes  the  daitriea,      '^- 
When  attired  in  his  new  suit  o'  clothea; 

And  for  style  there  are  few  that  con  aqoal. 
The  man  wid  the  split  on  his  nose. 

He  belongs  to  a  dnb  called  tha  "  Fogies," 

The  laziest  set  ever  fed  ; 
Sore,  I'm  towld  by  their  fathers  and  moihers. 

That  they  eat  their  meals  while  in  bed. 
Bat  Fahey  don't  (are  for  your  sneering, 

His  llngeas  he  snaps  at  his  foes  ; 
And  it's  few  that  look  sweeter  or  neater. 

Than  he  wid  the  split  on  his  nose.    ChoruB. 

Of  "sharks,"  he's  the  greatest  that  ever 

Played  pool,  or  e'er  handled  a  cue  ; 
For  as  soon  as  ho  reaches  a  table,  '    > '  ' 

He  can  waltz  all  the  balls  out  of  Tiew. 
As  a  singer  h«  has  become  famous. 

Faith  his  voice  it  resembles  a  crows  ; 
If  vou  once  heark  him  sing  "  Mollis  Darling," 

lou'd  open  the  split  on  ni!)  nose.     Chonu. 


Bottle's  Empty,  Whiskeys  Gone. 

FABODT  OM  CBADLX's  EMPTT,  BABT's  OOKS. 

BY  T0M3IT  TPCKKB. 
OOPTBIOBT  1881,  BT  MBS.  PAUUNB  : 


Little  empty  bottle,  yon  would  tell  a  iala, 

If  once  your  mouth  could  only  speak  ; 
Yea,  for  you  I've  often  had  to  go  to  jail. 

And  the  judge  would  send  me  up  l^t  Creek, 
Up  on  Blackweli's  Island,  I  would  almost  cry, 

>Vhen  the  spirits  from  you  had  all  flown  ; 
Sitting  in  my  cell.^^here,  I  ooold  only  sigh — 

Empty  is  the  bottle  whiskey's  gone. 

CBOBT7S. 

Little  empty  bottle,  drained  till  not  a  sttp. 
In  the  Dottom  of  it  can  be  shown  ; 

How  I'd  like  a  horn  to  keep  my  spirita  np, 
Empty  is  the  bottle,  whiskey's  gone. 

Don't  the  Bible  tell  us  love  your  enemies^ 

AA  the  worst  one,  whiskey  is  ite  name  ; 
When  I'm  over-loaded,  I  go  as  I  please. 

And  my  feet  are  hardly  much  to  blame. 
When  I  stumble  down  into  the  mud-gutter. 

And  the  cop  says,  come  along,  now,  Jahn  ; 
As  I  clasp  it  tightly,  I  can  only  mutter — 

Empty  is  the  bottle,  whiskey's  gone.    Chorus. 


The  Finegin  Calico  BalL 

Words  by  Jerry  Cohan.       Mnsto  by  Ilarry  Sazton. 

Sung  with  great  success,  br  Paddy  A  Ella  MurpUy. 
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^- 


CaoBus. 

Flaegin's  great,  and  Finegin's  gnoa^      (Sjm.) 
Hmt  the  sweet  mosio  of  the  Fimegia  hand, 

Joaies^  Jaasiaa,  and  Bridgies,  -; /•     ^^\  ::; 

Dseassd  in  their  calico's,  all,  ,^      ;'\''.  ■. 

Ats^  dsink,  laugh  and,  bo  merrj,  ■*  ■  f 
At  tb»  Fiaegin  Calioo  Ball. 

__  Jtosiea,  nose^gays  and  posies. 

Fragrantly  filling  the  room, 
Bmelt  by  Irish  pug-noses. 

On  faoes  wid  pleasure's  bloom. 
Music  wafting  with  laughter,  C^l 

Bippling  from  lips  all  aglow,    *■*.-.-    -5.     v> . 
Te^  like  pearls  of  the  first  water,  ,,.,^.    ,,_, 

The  Finegiu  beauties  eon  show. 

Chobus. 

Finegin's  common,  and  Finegin's  grand,  (sym. 

Finegin  music  from  Finigin's  band,       (sym.) 

Patsies,  Katies,  and  Arthurs, 

Julias,  Dans,  Maries  and  all,  ,  ■  ,,    '■■: 

Wealth,  style,  beauty  and  brains. 

At  the  Finegin  Calico  Ball. 

Up  at  Jones'  Wood. 

aOFTBIOHT  1880,   BT  X.  H.  HABnZMO. 

stTva  BT  mjBPHT  a  macs. 
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Ton  may  talk  about  your  pio-nios. 
That  go  so  far  away;  " ,. ;; 

Off  to  Coney  Island, 
Or  else  to  Rockaway.  ■.•".'  »  . 

There  is  nothing  suits  mo  better, 
When  the  breeze  would  do  ^on  good. 

As  to  spend  a  moonlight  evening 
f  Up  at  Jones' Wood.  •    ^v':    ;V^ 

■-f  :.■}■  ■:  CaoBtm. 


Bis-mark  Finenin,  Esquire, 

That's  my  cognomen  in  foil, 
Btates-man  by  occupation, 

A  Democrat  dyed  in  tha  wooL 
OsT,  grand,  high-toned  and  daoen^ 

All  are  the  Finegin's  bright. 
Come  one  and  all.  to  the  calioo  ball. 

At  the  Finegin  mansion  to-night. 


It's  there  tha  pretty  girls  you'll  sa* 

Woitsing  all  around  ; 
Oh  I  my  lovely  Sall^, 

I'll  never  leave  this  town, 
m  take  you  in  the  evening,  , 

When  the  breeze  would  do  yon  good. 
And  I'M  hug  you  and  I'll  kiss  yon,  '■ 

Up  afVenes' Woo<l. 

ni  ask  jron,  lovely  Sally,  "     " 

If  you  will  be  my  bride  ; 
We  will  wander  arm-in-arm,  lors^ 

By  the  lone  East  Biver  side. 
It's  then  I'll  await  your  answer. 

And  be  it  bad  or  good. 
And  I'll  hug  you  and  111  kiss  you. 

Up  at  Jones'  Wood.  OhonUL 


m  ^♦^  m 


The  Bonnie  Bonqnet. 

BT  JAKTB  V. 


As  I  gaze  on  this  withered  bouquet. 

Composed  now  of  dead  faded  nowers  : 
It  recalls  a  bright  former  day. 

When  culled  from  their  fair  native  bowers. 
She  said.  "  when  you're  over  the  sea, 

In  other  lands,  far,  far  away. 
As  a  token  in  mem'ryof  me, 

Uy  ioTS,  keep  this  bonnie  bonqnet. " 

:  :  '  '   . •.'>■.  Ckobus. 
Uy  bonnie  bouquet,  my  bonnie  t>ononel. 
Composed  of  the  blossoms  and  flowers  of  May; 
The  queen  of  my  heart,  this  gift  did  impart. 
Sweet  token,  my  bonnie  bouquet. 

Tho'  withered  and  sadly  decay 'd. 

Is  the  sweet  little  emblem  I  love^     ' ."' 
m  cherish  it  for  that  fair  maid. 

No  matter  where'er  I  may  rove.         ^    '-  ; 
NaT  nothing  oould  tempt  me  to  pari 

With  thia  little  withered  bonqnet ; 
The  gift  of  that  dear  little  heart,  • 

In  other  lands  tu,  tar  away.  Ohoraa. 


The  Saoent,  Complaoent,  Bespeotabla  Man. 


BT  w.  1.  asacgwvfc 


>^:!' 


Ton  see  now  before  you  a  man  well  to  d<i. 

And  Dan  Donoghue  that's  my  name; 
I  hould  up  my  head  as  the  world  I  go  throngh. 

And  all  honest  men  do  the  same. 
For  ten  years  to  business  I  stuck  like  a  brick. 

And  a  snug  little  sum  put  away. 
And  when  I  am  out  in  the  streets  I  am  sure 

To  hear  somebody  as  I  pass  say — 
Chobus. 
^at's  Dan  Donoghue,  he's  a  man  well  to  do. 

Let  them. deny  it  who  can; 
If  yon  look  in  my  face  yon  can  easily  see — 

I'm  a  daeent,  complaoent,  respeotable  man. 

Now,  when  the  Assizee  come  on  in  our  towoi. 

The  jury  finds  plenty  to  do; 
And  if  they  elect  a  foreman  that's  straight. 

It's  sure  to  be  Dan  Donoghne. 
Though  I  don't  understand  the  foine  points 

of  the  law. 

Still  to  tell  right  from  wrong  that  I  can; 
And  I'm  proud  for  to  say,  never  ouco  in  my  time 

Have  I  condemned  an  innooent  man. 

Chorus. 

When  asked  to  a  party,  a  christening,  or  fair, 

Shure  I'm  always  there  to  be  seen  ; 
For  I'm  not  to  proud  to  mix  with  the  crowd. 

And  drink  a  small  taste  of  potheen. 
The  poor  I  befriend,  and  my  money  I  spend. 

For  it  makes  me  feel  happy  and  gay; 
I  suppose  that's  the  reason  when  out  on  the  street 

I'm  stiro  to  hear  somebody  say —  Chorus. 


-'  We  do  Like  a  Handful  of  Kntt. 

BT  OKOITBXT  TBOBM.       lf7S(0  BT  W.  BXDHOKD. 

The  MuHCOf  this  song  Is  published  at  Mia.  Panhne 
LlederN  extensive  Uusiu  I'ubll&UlnK  House    No. 40 
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A  troupe  of  trained  monkeys  once  tragedy  plaved, 
In  crowns,  robes  and  armor  all  grandly  arroy'd. 
They  solemnly  went  through  their  parts 

without  cuts, 
Till  a  boy  on  the  stage  threw  a  handful  of  nuts. 
In  a  moment  the  company  scrambles  and  shrieks. 
And  with  big  Barcelonas  are  stuffing  their  cheeks. 
From  acting  to  nature  the  monkeys  soon  pass. 
And  the  tragedy  ends  in  a  wild  screaming  faroe. 

CnoBtm. 
Take  it  all  round  human  nature's  the  same, 
Whatevot  the  figure  it  cuts  ; 
All  playing  a  part  in  life's  little  gam%  , 
We  do  like  a  handful  of  nuts.  1 

There's  the  pious  old  party  with  countenance  long, 
Who  tells  you  that  riches  are  all  sinftd  and  wrong, 
Jnst  givo  him  a  chance  of  making  some  pelf, 
And  at  bargains,  lor  !  how  he  goes  in  for  himself. 
There's  the  patriot  Beales  who  at  Government  tilts. 
It's  a  snug  country  court  brings  him  down 

from  his  stilts. 
And  a  bobby  don't  know  when  a  publican's  shuts. 
If  his  head's  in  a  pot,  that's  his  handful  of  nuts. 

Chorus. 

There's  tho  starchy  old  party  who  rails  at  the  stage, 
For  the  ballet  girls'  skirts  are  a  shame  on  the  age. 
Just  you  see  how  he'll  jump  the  chance  of  a  staU, 
At  a  house  where  the  darlings  wear  nothing  at  all. 
There's  the  parson  who  preaches  that  vanity's  sin. 
That  we  ougnt  to  be  humble,  and  never  like  t-i". 
In  the  "  Row  "  what  a  figure  that  fat  prelate  cuts. 
When  a  Bishopric  brings  him  a  handful  of  nuts. 

Chorus. 

The  Lord  Mayor  of  London  when  spending 

his  gold. 
In  blow-onta  to  princes,  is  never,  Tm  told. 
Fishing  for  titles  or  such  dainty  pltims. 
But  he  kicks  up  a  row  if  the  nut  never  oomea. 
The  strong-minded  young  lady  who  bullies 

the  men, 
Going  in  for  the  School  Board  or  journalist's  pen, 
Jast  yon  show  her  a  husband,  how  soon  k«r 

month  shuts. 
It  makes  all  the  difliiranos  that  handfol  of  nuts. 

Ohona. 


fc»fc«-  '    ^— . 


Da^'i  Mansard  Boof. 

VABOST  ON  DOWN  IN  UOBSIP  BOTT. 
BT  TOXmr  TUCKBB. 


■  \\  ■''■': 


There  ia  a  guig  of  loafers,     a  v.     :  .  . 

Who  do  ueTer  work  at  all;    • 
Bat  spend  their  time  at  playing  peel  / 

For  cigars  or  a  ball.  v, 

Upon  a  Sunday  aitemoon. 

Their  throats  are  water-proof^ 
From  drinking  beer  and  singing  loud, 

Oa  DvtSj'a  Mansard  Boof. 

':'■  :"^-^'.-' '?:•';.         Chobub.      A::--:--'^^ 

There's  Mclntyrc  the  masher.  ;'"  f "' 

And  Jimmy  McAvoy, 
Billy  Smith  the  ladies  pet, 

McCae  the  beardless  boy.       ,        . 
The  very  fanny  four. 

They  swmg  a  lively  hooC       «.  „ ,  ■ 
And  keep  the  people  all  awak%  -' :' . 

On  Duffy's  Mansard  Boof. 


J 


McNulty  with  the  music  box,  ^■ 

Called  an  acoordeon  ;  ^     ' 

Does  play  all  the  latest  comic  tuneak 

And  then  they  do  raise  fun. 
Such  dancimg  and  such  waltzing,  na% 

Well,  I  should  smile,  yes,  pooph  I     ''  > 
To  see  them  dance  the  landers,  oh  1 

On  Duffy's  Mansard  Roof.  Ohoms. 

The  music  it  stops  all  at  once^  p. 

They  scatter  here  and  there;         '    >^"     : 
Police  are  coming  on  the  roof^  •.  •»'<I 

To  catch  them  unaware. 
The  lads  they  ridicule  the  oops,     ■  .'  -■>'{ 

"Tis  woven  in  the  woof. 
When  we  are  dead,  young  men  will  sgout. 

On  Dufiy's  Mansard  Boof.  Chonia. 


ToTi're  Old  Enough  to  be  tfgr  Dad. 

.  BT  J.  TABAX. 


Some  girls  aay  I'm  naughty,  some  girls 

say  I'm  bad, 
Thev  all  say  I'm  old  enough  to  be  their  dad ; 
,     We  lark  and  we  frolic  like  children  at  play. 
Whenever  I  squeeze  them,  they  laugh 

and  they  say — 
'L'r-.-':  ■:'-'■ ::.:       Chobus. 

You're  old  enough  to  be  my  dad,  you  know 

you  are,  you  know  you  are. 

You're  old  enough  to  be  my  dad,  you  ought 

to  be  a  pa; 

You're  old  enough  to  be  my  dad,  you  know 

you  are,  you  know  you  are. 

You're  old  enough  to  be  my  dad,  you  know 

you  are,  you  know  you  are. 

I  treat  them  to  champagne,  to  port  wine 

and  cakaa, 
I  act  like  a  father  to  them  for  their  sakes; 
One  after  the  other  they  sit  on  my  knee, 
1  blass  them  vith  kissea;  Uien  they  say  to  me. 
'■■' ';.vr.:,.-3. '■:•.■'!'■' "^-•V '■"■/•■■  ..'•■  '^'  Chorus. 

For  presents  I  buy  them  nice  little  gold  rings, 
And  sometimes  I  send  them  all  sorts  of 

nice  things; 
They  love  me  because  I  don't  care  what  I  pay, 
I  feel  myself  honor'd  whenever  they  say. 

Chorus. 

Tve  never  been  married,  I  mean  to  be  yet, 
For  years  I  have  tarried  to  meet  with  a  pet; 
I've  found  one  at  last,  for  I  met  her  last  night. 
Though  she  consented,  she  said  with  delight. 

Chorus. 


He  wtm  many  an  undisputed  prize; 
Be  kicked  out  aeven  rows  of  Mrs. 
T  Murphy's  teeth. 

And  jabbed  cot  both  her  eyes.  •  * 

McComuck's  Mule. 

^!  j,  This  mule  was  bom  in  Ireland.  ^a".  • 

.  ;-      He  wears  the  shamrock  on  his  nose;     '•/   1   ••_ 
'   At  the  Centennial  he  stole  an  iron  safe,     t  :~ 
And  dreseed  himself  in  a  suit  of  oloUlSI ; 
He  broke  into  a  jewelry  store, 

S  abbed  the  proprietor  with  a  narl;       >.•: 
Chased  four  policemen  into  the  river,        ^" 
And  set  fixe  to  the  jail. 

MoCormick's  Mule. 

McCormick  was  arrested  and  produced  the  mul«, 
.        For  him  all  the  neighbors  had  a  grudge; 
^'     He  slapped  the  jury  in  the  mouth  with  his  tail, 
And  kicked  the  neck-tie  off  the  judge. 
'   The  mule  escaped,  and  they  held  McCormick, 
For  the  doings  of  the  mule  he  was  tried; 
••■t;  He  was  just  getting  ten  years'  sentence, 

When  a  telegram  came  that  the  mule    d  ^ 

had  died. 
•cu      •,;..!•-.'■{■/■    MoCormick's  Mule. 


^  ^♦^ 


aVJAKBR  MCHKOHS. 


McCormick'a  Mule.    , 

XXCriKD  BT  9AI  ■SOIfXT. 


McCormick  had  a  Jack-ass, 

Blind  in  the  teeth,  lame  in  one  eye;;^; 
He  had  a  celebrated  record,  v 

For  eating  water  and  drinking  pie.  ^ 
This  Jack-aaa  was  a  high  kiekar, 


Sweet  Jane  of  Tyrone. 

My  father  oft  told  me  he  would  not  control  me, 
He'd  make  me  a  draper,  would  I  stay  at  home; 

But  I  took  a  notion,  to  a  higher  promotion. 
For  to  try  other  parts  in  uie  county  Tyrone. 

We  were  at  variance,  when  I  parted  from 

my  parents. 

So  little  they  knew  the  road  I  had  gone; 
But  thank  my  instructor  and  kind  conductor. 

That  landed  me  safe  from  the  county  Tyrone. 

When  I  came  from  Newry,  I  fell  a  weaving, 
I  courted  o  girl  for  a  wife  of  my  own; 

With  quick  apprehensions  she  made  mention. 
Saying  where  is  your  character  you 

r  ".  :  '    •■  brought  from  Tyrone. 

As  for  my  character,  you  need  never  mind  it, 
I  never  was  married,  nor  promised  to  one. 

She  swore  by  her  conscience  she  would  run 

achanca. 
And  travel  with  me  to  the  county  Tyrone. 

Early  one  morning,  just  as  the  sun  was  rising. 
We  travell'd  from  Kildock  by  the  three 

mile  stone. 

The  guard  did  pursue  us,  but  never  oould  view  us, 
I'd  wished  from  my  heart  I'd  my  love  in  Tyrone. 

As  we  were  a  walking  and  lovingly  talking, 
We  met  with  an  old  man  who  was  all  alone. 

He  told  them  he  met  us,  and  where  they 

could  get  Us, 
And  that  we  were  talking  of  the  county  Tyrone. 

This  eased  their  trouble,  their  steps  ther      ■     • 

did  double. 
They  swore  if  they  caught  rae  they'd 

break  all  my  bonea. 
They  swore  if  they  caught  me,  a  pris'ner 

they'd  make  me. 
Transport  me  to  Antigua,  hang  me  in  Tyrone. 

A  canal  beingnigh,  where  a  vessel  did  lie. 
And  all  my  whole  story  to  them  I  made  known. 

They  threw  a  plank  to  us,  and  on  botu-d  they 

drew  us, 
And  told  us  the  vessel  was  bound  for  Tyrone. 

As  my  love  lay  pining,  lamenting  and  dying, 
!         I  offered  her  eordial,  when  I  brought  her  home; 

With  a  quick  apprehension,  she  quickly 
k'j-*-  '  did  mention, 

I        Love  ni  be  without  them  till  I  come  to  Tyrona. 
i  • 

^Vhen  wa  were  landed  in  our  native  country, 
^;  .j-^  And  all  my  whole  story  to  my  parents 

^^^         made  known. 
Five  hundred  pounds  he^j^"  ui  if  that  j 

would  not  do, 
Th«y  cxowa  us  with  glory  in  the  county  of  Tyrone.   I 


1%e»e  lNv-4iwa  >oga>h»  in  joy  and  plaaiure, 

And  if  yea  want  to  see  them,  you  must 

-  gotoTyron^ 

My  love'a  n^m^  to  finish,  was  Miaa  Jenny 

,  Maginnia, 

Xn  ^jp^iness  live  in  the  county  of  Tyrone. 

1 .  10  J     Banbury  Crow. 

WOBOe  X.  OlftOBO.  KTTSIC  BT  XTLTOHWCLUiriM. 


Oh  1  pray  ^1  me  the  road  to  Banbury  Croaa, 
To  Banbuj^Croas,"  said  she, 
For,  I've  missed  my  way,  and  am  quite  at  a  loaa. 
They'll  wonder  what's  happcoi'd  to  me." 

0  Banbury  Cross,  pretty  maiden,  he  said. 
Is  many  a  miie  ahead, 

But  I'll  show  the  way, 
That  is  if  I  may  ? 

1  thank  you,  good  sir,  she  said. 

So  thev  jonmey'd  alonq  toward  Banbury  CrOi^ 

Thro'  lanes  that  were  bordered  with  flowers; 

As  she  covly  spoke  of  the  ferns  and  moa^ 

She  culled  the  bright  summer  boon. 

At  Banbury  Cross,  pretty  maiden,  ha  said. 

What  happy  lives  must  be  led; 

How  I  wish,  yes  I  do. 

That  I  lived  there  too  I 

And  why  not,  good  sir  ?  she  said. 

The  church  bells  are  ringing  at  Banbury  Oree^ 

All  Banbury  Cross  is  gay  ! 

And  afar  and  near  there  rinss  many  •  cheer 

For  those  to  be  married  to-aay. 

At  Banbury  Croaa,  little  wife,  said  he^ 

We'll  live  when  we  are  wed  I 

And  forever  and  aye  I  shall  bless  the  day. 

We  met  on  the  way,  ahe  aaid. 

Talk  About  Tour  MoMb 

BTTNO  BT   BABBT  WOODSO& 


If  you  was  me  and  I  was  yon. 

Sing  glory  hallelujah, 
I  wonder  what  this  chile  would  do^ 

Sing  glory  in  my  soul, 
ni  sing  dat  song  in  do  morning  about  nlgh^ 

Sing  glory  hallelujah, 
Now  join  in  de  chorus  don't  be  1at% 

Sing  glpry  in  my  soul. 
Choeus. 
Urn,  wbat  talk  about  your  MossiW 

Glory  hallelujah, 

Glory  hallelujah. 
Sing  glory  in  my  sonL 

Now  all  my  friends  here  to-night  riB|^ 

Glory  hallelujah, 
tWBt  bmn.  to  shout,  and  try  to  do  riglt^ 

Sing  glory  in  my  soaL 
Dat  you  may  reach  dat  happy  land. 

Sing  glory  hallelujah. 
And  dere  you'll  be  a  happy  band. 

Sing  glory  in  my  souL  Gtenw 


' 


.91- 


Ont'n  our  old  Bam. 


Go  tell  de  neighbors  to  bnny. 

Invite  'em  all  to  come. 
Dressed  in  Sunday  garments. 

There's  goiUA  to  be  soma  ftan 
Go  tell  Susan  Carter, 

And  Simple  Simon  8now« 
Go  wake  Uncle  Beuben. 

For  fa*  aittfping  to  ge^ 

CHosm. 
Den  mnsiewill  be  playfB|^ 

DaodnK  ain't  no  hena. 
Come  and  jine  the  neighbei% 

Out'n  our  old  bam. 

Out  in  de  street  this  evening 

When  the  sun  went  down. 
We  met  two  colored  wenches 

Feet  all  over  de  ground. 
We  say,  "excuse  ua  ladies, 

We  oon't  mean  any  harm. 
Gome  andjine  the  frolic, 

Ont'n  oar  old  bam.    * 


-^i 


n?;'. '>    ~i 


fMH 


the;  sii^GEBift'  J0i;ir]^:&i.« 


He  put  his  kimd  in  hia  poaket<  oxia 

shilling  he  drew, 
Sftying.  take  this,  Johnay  OcUiohtri  hoi>e8 

you'll  ne'er  nie; 
I  took  the  shilling,  and  ths  bargain  was  made, 
And  the  ribbon  waa  booght  and  pinn'd 

to  my  cockade. 

Mr  mother  ia  dead,  and  shell  never  retaxa. 
My  father  twice  married,  and  a  wife  he 

brought  home; 
My  father's  twice  married,  and  a  wife  he 

brought  home. 
And  to  me  he  proves  cruel,  and  does  me  disown. 

Bad  luck  to  my  uncle,  wheresoever  he  may  be. 
For  he  was  the  ruin  and  downfall  of  me; 
If  my  father  had  been  on  honest  man 

and  learnt  me  a  trade; 
I  would  never  have  cause  to  wear  a  cocade. 

God  help  all  poor  parents  who  has  a  bad  son. 
They  don't  know  the  hardships  they 

have  to  run. 
Stuck  in  a  cold  guard  room,  all  night 

and  next  day. 
And  on  the  field  of  battle  their  enemies  to  slay. 

The  Trne  Irish  Qenti. 

BTTlfO  BT  THS   ITDBPRTS,   PADDT  AKD  ZLXiA. 


Handle  Moore. 

■WOMDB  AND  KT7SIC  BT  WILL  ■.  mAl*.  "-  ''^' 


COPTFIOBT  1874  BT  ;.  L.  : 

The  Music  of  this  ^ong  con  t>e  had  at  llra.>auUaa 

Ueder's  Bxc«D8ive  Mu9  €  PuWahtnc  Uoose,  Mo.  «0 

Chatham  sue^t,    H   Y,  aB()  witl  I'e  ssot  post 

paid,  to  any  addreta,  eo  Ncetptof  iilloe, 

40 ceats  m  postage  stanipa. 

There's  a  little  vine-clad  cottage, 
t-  At  the  foot  of  yonder  hill ; 
There'a  n  fairy  form  thai  wander*^-.. 

Down  to  her  father's  mill; 
Back  again  through  beds  of  flowss%  .  > 

>Iovuii  thia  beauty  I  adore,  .  < 

Ana  I  see  her  at  the  wiiuiov,  .' 

Modest  maiden,  Maudie  Moprib   '  .  .,  ,    . .  • 
I.'-;"'  '/■.     Chobus.  ^    .^J*i. ^  • 

Meet  me,  Mandie,  I  am  waHiltg, 

Whore  we've  met  bo  oft  befora. 
Let  me  tell  yea  how  I  love  you. 

Little  sweetheart,  Maudia  Moonw 

Summer  roses  love  to  gather       }^  -    •        ,■ 

All  aboQt  th?  garden  wall:        ' ,     ' 
None  are  sweeter  or  so  laVaiT,      '• 

She's  the  fairest  of  them  all. 
When  I  see  her  form  s6  perfect, 

Standing  in  the  cottage  door, 
'Than  I  think  her  home  is  heaven*     ■    *•■  -. 

And  its  angel,  Maudie  Motve.  Cftenu. 

Eyes  so  bright  a«  stAra  of  evehing^ 

Brow  on  fair  as  fair  can  be; 
Cheeks  like  roses  lips  like  eherrie< 

She  is  all  the  world  to  me. 
When  my  heart  with  friendships  b«atia|t 

Love  comes  knocking  at  the  door; 
Friendship  jwmpa  o«t  at  the  window 

Love  leads  ii^  m.j  Maudie  Moor*.       Chorus. 

The  Arion'a  Ball. 
wob£9  ami»  Hxtsk  BT  foam  itrmimm. 


n- 


The  Arions  gave  a  liall  laai  night; 

ABd  didn'.twe  have  fun: 
Two  » »eru\ans  played  on  clarionetil, 

And  a  Frenchman  beat  the  drum; 
A  Colored  man  with  a  tambourinsg  ' 

And  li  Jew  with  a  big  trombone;  1 

While  a  Chinaman  he  beat  a  gon^ 

To  give  the  band  a  tone. 
All  the  ladies  were  a  singidg, 

Merry,  happy,  light ; 
And  the  music  was  a  ringing,    -  -  ' 

At  the  Arion  ball  last  night. 
Chorus. 
All  oroes  hands,  balance  to  yonr  paitMS% 

Forward  four,  hear  the  laader  call : 
All  promenade,  salute  jovt  partnan^ 

At  the  Arion  festive  balL 

Susie  Snmmerfield  she  was  uer«^ 

I  tell  you  she  looked  neat ; 
She  raised  the  du«t  rrpon  the  root 

With  bet  eiflhteen  carat  tpp^; 
Miss  Mollio  Williams,  too.  was  then^ 

I  thought  bar  heart  wonld  lf<»^ j. 
For  the  bell  of  the  biUl  was  Tdzxiaatll, 

AMio  carried,  oS  the  cak^. 
All  the  ladies  w«x*  a  singing,     ,  , 

Merry,  happy,  light;       , 
And  the  musi<t  was  arinfgi'nfc 

At  the  Arion  ball  last  nignL 


tShema. 


JohMy  Sollicher. 

V  — -^'^  ■••     -' 

As  I  was  walkteff  tkROflt  Hsmtj  on*  day, 
I  met  SMfiMKt  Kellv  br  cbanaa,  on  toy  way. 
He  says  Johnny  OoIIIoimi;  will  yoo  come 

fdong  with  me, 
Totheswasttowaof^awty,  Btrahga 

,'    ^    •»  '  laees  to  ssa. 

As  we  was  a  sftttnfana  taUng  a  dnsn. 
He  says,  Johnny  Oollicher,  you're  a 

bandaoma  yeong  man. 
Will  you  list  and  taka  th«  bounty,  and 

ooma  along  with  m*. 
To  tba  awaat  town  of  Newry.  happy  hours  _ 


It's  a  shame  on  the  stage  how  they 

mimic  onr  race. 
In  n  style  that's  a  mystery  to  me; 
How  the  people  m  front  will  stand  such  insult, 

Receiving  such  blockheads  with  glee. 
If  they  went  to  old  Ireland  they'd  find 

their  mistake, 
For  our  boys  and  our  girls  are  well  dressed. 
In  manners  as  well  to  you  I  will  tell. 
For  they  stand  in  the  land  with  the  best. 
Chobcs, 

For  in  singing  and  dancing,  and  all  kinds 

of  sport. 
And  if  ever  to  Ireland  you  went. 
From  their  heads  to  their  toes,  they  all 

wear  decent  clothes — 
I  speak  of  a  true  Irish  gent. 

Sure  they  make  up  their  fitees,  and  look 

just  like  fools. 
And  they  walk  like  a  dog  with  threo  legs  ; 
If  they  went  to  ould  Ireland  to  show 

them  such  sport, 
They'd  be  pelted  with  stones  and  bad  eggs; 
For  It's  there  you'll  find  ladies  and 

gentlemen,  too. 
Educated,  kind-hearted  and  true, 
And  I  hope  for  to  see  that  little  isle  free. 
And  the  green  with  the  red,  white  and  blue. 

Chorus. 

^  «•>  m 


•'.  •    Oh  !  Ned  do  make  it  Stop. 

BABODT  OX-— OB  1  FBFD  TXLL  THXK  TO  BTOr. 


I  was  determined  last  Ballyclare  Fair, 

I'd  have  a  blow  out  for  a  day; 
Me  and  Judy  MeOuire,  in  onr  bast  attire. 

On  the  road  we  started  so  gay ; 
Into  all  shovH  we  went,  lots  of  coppers  I  spent, 

Och  I  tbo  ])leasuer  we  had  was  immense. 
Thin  we  came  to  a  galvanic  battery  stand. 

It  was  there  that  the  fun  did  commenoa. 
Chorus. 

Oh  I  Ned,  do  make  it  stop. 

Shouted  out  Judy  Magnire. 
It  tiokles  me  so,  an'  I  can't  let  it  go,        ..  . 

Shure  the  divil's  got  into  the  wiro.      '; 

A  crowd  soon  did  throng,  to  see  what 

waa  wrong. 
To  cod  Jndy  they  all  did  join, 
I  cried,  not  so  strong,  but  the  man  says  go-long. 

Shore  you're  getting  the  value  of  your  coin. 
Oh  !  Lord  save  my  sowl,  how  Judy  did  howl. 

And  she  4MK1  op  her  heels  in  the  air. 
An'  the  louder  she'd  roar,  he'd  just  put 

on  meri^ 
R  waa  the  greatest  dght  at  tiie  ihir. 
—  Oh  I  Nad.  A& 


Her  face  got  blood-red,  she  toys  Tm 

mucthered,  Ned, 
She  fell  right  away  on  her  back, 
By  my  conscience  the  people  all  thought 

she  was  dead. 
An'  got  serious  just  in  a  craok; 
But  some  mountain  dew  did  soon  bring  her  to. 

Thin  for  home  we  did  speed,  her  an   me; 
She  swears  by  the  book,  that  by  hook  or 

by  crook. 
At  the  fait  again  shell  never  be. 
•'-''••   -       '                             Oh  I  Ned.  Ac 
^   <•>   ^    

Be  Home  Early  To-Hight,  My  Dear  Boy. 

BT  JOHNNT  OIBBOKS. 


I  have  traveled  through  life,  I  have  aeoi 

many  things, 
That  surprised  me  in  every  form  ; 
I  have  been  at  the  plow,  I  have  been  at 

the  spade, 
"Till  4ark,  and  at  sunrise  in  the  mom. 
But  at  night  I  would  go  for  some  pleasure 

tnrough  town, 
I  was  always  for  pleasure  and  joy. 
My  mother  would  say  when  going  away, 
Be  home  early,  to-night,  my  dear  boy. 

'7t-'  -V  ■     -•■       ChOBUI.  ;;      ■.>,  .:■•.!    ,.,■•,'.•■.■■■ 

Be  home  early  to-night,  my  dear  boy 
Be  home  early  to-night,  my  dear  boy  ; 

Don't  spend  all  your  money  to  gamble 

and   drink. 
Be  home  early  to-night,  my  dear  boy. 

One  night  I  left  home,  and  poor  mother 

was  sick. 
In  fever  of  torture  and  pain  ; 
She  says,  my  dear  boy  take  the  motto  I  give, 

I  may  not  give  it  to  you  again. 
But  when  I  returned  from  my  night's  fun 

and  joy, 
I  heard  my  poor  mother  was  dead  ; 
'Twas  then  a  cold  chill  through   my  body 

did  run, 
When  I  thought  of  the  last  words  she  said. 

Chorus. 
•'■  >   »'•..;''.! y'i'"  "-■■  '.  •* 

AD  yeang  men  that  are  here,   take  a  word 

of  advice, 
To  yonr  father  and  mother  attend; 
For  a  good  mother's  love  it  must  not  be  forg»t, 
When  she's  pone  you've  lust  your  best  friend. 
Don't  spend  all  your  money  to  gamble 

and  drink. 
There  are  many  things  you  can  enjoy  ; 
Take  the  lesson  I  give  'twas  a  mother's  request, 
Keep  good  hours  at  night  my  deac  boys. 
,.:./  /•-..-  /."•■.'u-ri  Chorus, 

m  tm*  ^        — 


My  Last  Farewell. 


BT  nUMX  ZU.VABNZE, 


ros  XATX  icoMTBoaa. 


Tis  strange,  tho'  I  cannot  forget, 

'Twas  just  one  year  ago; 
To  better  lands,  tho'  far  away. 

My  little  pet  did  go. 
Tho  cherished  with  the  fondest  hepei^ 

Her  love  I  ne'er  could  tell; 
Until  I  left  her  one  bright  mom. 

It  was  my  last  farewell. 

,^ii-^'  ■'.■■  CnoBTTS. 

Oh  !  yes,  'twas  but  a  year  ago. 

Her  love  I  know  it  well ; 
It  seems  to  me  but  yesterday, 

I  took  my  last  farewelL 

She's  left  this  world  and  gone  aboT% 

With  angels  to  reioiee; 
'Where  they  will  welcome  her  with  10V% 

On  hearing  her  sweet  voice.  l-  / 

'Whan  e'er  I  pass  that  little  oot»  ■ 

That  stands  beside  the  dell; 
I  often  think  of  days  gone  by. 

When  I  took  my  la^  fu-ewelL 

Oh  1  yea, 

aassBiaaiaBBiiB 


t 


A 


^ 


TH£    SIAOERS'    JOURNAL.. 


Fat  Rooney. 


^«*rj^  ^y  ii!^'- 


Pat  Rooney  was  deeply  in  love  with  his  Kathleen, 
The  prettiest  maid  in  the  merry  Tralee, 

She  didn't  requite  his  fond  love  to  his  liking. 
And  he  often  thought  what  the  reason  could  be. 

"  She  sighs  and  she  simpers  yet  still  she  is 

cold-like." 
Said  Pat  in  despair  *:  my  belief  it  does  pass." 

But  if  I  must  tell  it  there  was  a  good  reason, 
Poor  Pat,  thirsty  soul,  was  too  fond  of  his  glass. 
Poor  Pat,  thirsty  soul,  was  to  fond  of  his  glass. 

Now  Pat  had  a  crony,  one  honest  Tim  Connor, 
Who  over  their  cups  just  in  confidence  towld, 
That  Kate  had  oft  said  he  was  too  fond  of  whiskey, 
•'  Bedad  then,"  says  Pat,  "  och  !  she  knows 

mo  of  old." 
But  cure  from  this  moment  I'll  lave  off 

my  drinking. 
For  just  to  plaze  her  I  can  do  it's  the  least, 
Kate  heard'the  resolve,  and  what  think  you 

came  of  it  ? 
Why,  what  but  a  job,  a  nate  job  for  the  priest. 


«-4'^»>-^ 


Potheen,  Good  Lack  to  Te,  Dear. 

At  I  was  a  monarch  in  state. 

Like  Romulus  or  Juilus  Caysar, 
With  the  best  of  fine  victuals  to  eat, 

And  drink  like  the  great  Nebuchadnezzar. 
A  rasher  of  bacon  I'd  have, 

And  potatoes  the  finest  was  seen,  sir; 
And  for  drink,  it's  not  claret  I'd  crave. 

But  a  keg  of  ould  Mullin's  potheen,  sir, 
With  the  smell  of  the  smoke  on  it  stilL 

They  talk  of  the  Romans  of  ould, 

Wnom  they  say  in  their  own  times  was  frisky; 
But  trust  me  to  keep  out  the  cowld. 

The  Romans  at  home  here  like  whiskey. 
Sure  it  warms  both  the  head  and  the  heart, 

It's  the  soul  of  all  readin'  and  writin'; 
It  teaches  both  science  and  art. 

And  disposes  for  love  or  for  fightin'. 
Oh  !  potheen,  good  luck  to  ye,  dear. 


Vary's  Gone  With  a  Coon« 

;.-   ;-:";v-'  '.■'■,■       EkD  SoNO.       _,':'■■'■-:-' 
BtnrO  BT  MZLT  O.  BAXI/>W  *  BILLT  XXBSAinM. 
COPTIU9HT  1880,  BT  O.  D.  NEWHiXL. 

The  Music  of  ibis  song  can  be  hnd  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

lieUer's  Extensive  Mus  c  Publishing  llou^e,  No.  60 

Cbatham  Mi  eet,    N    T.  anU  v  ill  i  e  sent  post 

paid,  to  any  address,  on   receipt  ol  price, 

40 cents  Id  postai^e  stauips. 

Dar's  heaps  of  tronble  on  de  old  man's  mind. 

Come  darkies,  weep  wid  me. 
My  Mary  Ann's  run  away  wid  a  coon. 

And  he's  black,  he's  black  as  he  can  be. 
But  I  wouldn't  care  if  he  was  only  yellow. 

But  he's  black  all  o'er: 
He's  porter  in  a  store,  and  mv  hurt  it  is  tore, 

When  I  think  the  matter  oer,   ,:-;'••■*     ^ 
That  the  child  that  I  bore,  • 

Should  think  of  me  no  more, 
ThkB  to  nta  way  with  a  great  blaok  ooon. 

':■''-:•."':■;":-         Cbobct.  ''■f  ■'"-:.''■''':■ -■ 

Mary's  gone  with  a  coon, 

Mary's  gone  with  a  coon, 

Heaps  of  trouble  on  de  old  man'a  mind, 

8inoe  Mary's  gone  wid  a  coon. 

Oh  !  I  never  thought  when  I  raised  thai  child. 

Of  the  trouble  she  would  be  to  me; 
Sha  has  had  everything  that  her  heart 

could  wish. 
She  was  raised  in  the  lap  of  lumry. 
And  I  never  onca  for  a  moment  8us|>©cted, 
But  that  she'd  reflected,  before  she  selected, 
A  man  more  respected,  more  highly  connected. 
Leas  darkly  complected,  and  not  have  dejected 
This  old  man's  mind  with  trouble  like  this. 

Chorus. 


Now  all  of  you  people  who  have  children 

to   raise. 
Take  warning  at  my  £ate; 
Watch  over  them  carefully,  or  else  youll  find. 

Like  me  that  you  hare  been  tt>o  kite. 
For  girls  are  wild  when  they're  in  their  teens. 
They're  always  after  beaux,  and  wearing 

good  dothes, 
And  going  to  shows,  and  no  one  knows, 
All  the  troubles  and  woes,  from  a  parent's 

heart  flows. 
It's  enough  to  break  this  old  man's  heart. 
.;..,,.::  ;:.-^-.  v--/.:.  ■  .;!•     .  Chorus. 


Little  Wife  Nelly,  the  Light  of  my  Home. 

WORDS  AND  MUSIC    BT  HASBT  EBNKEDT. 
COPTRIUHTED.  1880,  BT  W.  H.  KEHWEDY, 

128  DurmxD  bt,  bbookltn,  n.  t. 

Tlie  Music  of  this  song  can  be  had  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

Lledei'9  Ext»nslTe Mu  ic Pnbilsliln(r  lleuse.  No. «o 

ch.athara  Street,  N.  Y.    and  will  oe  sent  post 

paid,  lo  any  address,  on  receipt  ol  price, 

40  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


Therp's  (i  littlo  white  cotage,  half  hid  by  the  trees, 
Where  in  summer  the  roses  they  perfume 

th?  breeze; 
And  the  song  of  tho  nightingale  singing  its  lay. 
Fills  the  woodland  with  miuiic  at  close  of  the  day. 
A  little  white  face  at  the  window  is  seen, 
'Tis  my  wife's  hapi>y  smile — of  my  heart 

(?he's  the  queen; 
And  I  always  shall  Jpve  her  wherever  I  roam, 
Little  wife  Nelly,  the  light  of  my  home  ! 

Chorus. 

Her  eyes  are  like  diamonds,  her  face  is  so  fair. 
And  a  little  jmle  rose  decks  hsr  bonnie  brown  hair, 
Oh  !  I  always  shall  love  her  wherever  I  roam, 
Little  wife  Nelly,  the  light  of  my  home.       '^ 

On  the  ^oor  there's  a  baby,  that's  just 

turning  three, 
And  tho  little  voice  whispers,  "  come  papa, 

take  me;" 
Tht?n  a  soft  silken  arm  round  my  neck  is  entwined, 
With  a  kiss  from  my  Nelly,  so  good  and  so  kind. 
I  care  not  for  riches  while  she's  by  my  side, 
And  I  oft  bless  the  day  that  I  made  her  my  bride; 
For  no  matter  what  trials  or  sorrows  may  come, 
I  shall  always  love  Nelly,  my  own.  Chorus. 


Run  for  the  Doctor  Charlie  Dear. 


MTien  I  got  married,  the  wife  she  said, 

"Mamma  will  live  with  us,"  _     :;■ 

I  felt  a  strong  objection,  but        '      v  :    j    '  ■ 

I  feared  to  make  a  fuss;  ,:-;  :    .   " 

And  so  "the  old  'uncame,  alas!  !.■' 

I  fear  she'll  never  go. 
And  the  worst,  oh  dear,  she's  always  queer. 

For  every  day  or  so — its    ,-      ,,^      .    .  .   _  . , 

Chobus.  ■       ] 

Run  for  the  doctor,  Charlie  dear,  ",.  i;.^  - 
Mother's  taken  awfully  queer;      ,  S.    :-.,>.;;''. 

Hun  for  your  life  for  Doctor  Cmp, 

If  you  fall  down  don't  stop  to  get  up; 

Tell  him  she's  got  the  old  attack. 

Thingamy  up  and  down  her  back;      -' :'  ,. 
Make  haste,  dear,  or  else  I  fear. 

She'll  never  live  till  morning.  •;-"  ■  '      ■  ; 

My  married  life's  a  swindle,  and        .    '.  '■, 

My  home  a  doctor's  shop,  •  •  .  -  ■• 

There's  nothing  but  bottles  and  nasty  smells. 

Of  physic  from  bottom  to  top; 
She's  twenty  bottles  of  physic  a  week. 

She's  always  taking  pills; 
The  doctors  pay  her  visits,  and 

I  pay  the  doctor's  bills  I  OianM. 

She's  always  on  the  moan,  andgnaaa     '11  <  >. 

About  the  pain  she  feels,  ..-  A  ,/. '; 

Complains  of  loss  of  appetite,  '; ':-':'    ' 

Directly  after  her  meals ;  > 

She  does  her  port,  her  drops  of  ••■hart**" 

Her  chicken  her  lamb  im«y*.aw, 
"Whilst  Tm  reduced  to  mntton  cold. 

And  sometimes  bread  and  ohaese.     Chorus. 


Since  she's  ^}4ea  is  th«  fcoaiTwbaea 

A  wcetched  bachelor  auit*, 
I  only  sec  my  wife  of  a  oaT, 

For  «ln»'»  with  her  ma  all  night; 
Sometimes  1  tjet  asleep,  and  dream 

I'xa  aaittled  U  Pa»<liae. 
But  the  wife  soon  comes  and  turns  ma  out, 

Aad  ttt*  weather  oold  as  ic*.  Choms. 

^  *mt  mm 


Chicago  in  Slices. 

•TOO  BT  r^jLiix  2,o]t,  vaa  okxat  Morf»>in> 
TOPICAL  scraxB. 


I  have  been  to  the  north  and  been  to  the  south. 

In  traveling  a  man  may  a-far  go. 
To  the  jumping  ofT place  before  you  will  And 

A  city  to  compare  with  Chioa^. 
If  you  never  have  altered  your  name  in  your  life. 

Or  never  did  up  to  a  bar  go. 
Or  never  run  away  with  another  man's  wife. 

They  want  let  you  live  in  Chiaago. 

Some  folks  send  by  Adams  Expreaa, 

And  others  put  foith  in  old  l^tfgo; 
But  if  you  want  to  go  to  the  davil  dirast. 

Just  enter  yourself  for  Uhioi^. 
The  city  with  fast  gaii»  and  gay  gaiuMien, 

Is  as  full  as  a  ship  with. a  rarao. 
And  it  is  truthftdly  said,  that  the  vary  bast  m< 

Fight  Chickens  and  dogs  in  Chicaga 

The  Infants  they  feed  on  whiskey  direct, 

And  for  liquor  they  to  their  mWs  go; 
And  the  muly  cows  give  as  some  ni^ht  «ipeoC,j 

Whiskey  punch  in, the  town  of  Chioago. 
They  won't  let  the  ministers  live  in  the  town. 

For  on  him  they  will  put  an  embargo. 
Unless  he  drinks  wine  with  all  his 

yonog  ftiend^l 

And  then  he  may  staiy  in  Chicago. 

The  men  they  play  at  faro  and  poker. 

And  the  most  of  them  to  the  war  did  go; 
And  they  sing  that  good  song  of  the 

Bonnie  Blue  Flag, 

All  night  in  the  streets  of  Chicago. 
Some  might  say  their  morals  are  bad. 

Or  that  they  too  far  below  par  do  go. 
But  the  devil  a  moral  the  folks  ever  had, 

AVho  live  in  the  town  of  Chicago.  - 

Let  08  ^0  to  the  Sheeney  Wedduig 

BT  HABBT  TMOMPaOF.  ' 


Let  US  go  to  the  Bheeney  wedding 
All  the  Sheeney's  will  be  there. 
Such  a  dancing  and  such  singing, 
It  will  be  A  grand  affair. 
All  the  high-toned  Hebrew  people^ 
Will  be  there  from  every  town. 
Such  a  fun  and  such  a  beauty, 
'Will  be  at  the  Sheeney  wedding. 

Chobus. 

All  the  Sheeney's  will  be  thera^ 
Now  Solinsky,  ctirl  your  hair; 
Bring  along  your  Sarah  qtdek. 
To  the  Sheeney  wedding. 
Won't  we  have  a  jolly  time, 
£ating  raotzers  and  drinking  wLna^ 
All  the  high-toned  Hebrews  will 
Be  at  the  Sheeney  wedding. 

We  will  have  some  Hebrew  kloaakj^ 

And  garlic  also  sweet. 

You  should  see  the  Hebrew  people^ 

At  the  supper  how  they  eat. 

Mr.  Honyamann  will  make  a  npnatth. 

Which  will  make  the  Hebrews  aiok. 

When  Solinsky  he  makes  a  joap. 

And  hits  him  with  a  brick. 

Old  Isaac  Davis  will  play  the  fiddle^ 
And  Solinsky  will  beat  the  dram. 
And  Isaac  Moses  will  play  the  piaiia^ 
You  bet  there  will  be  lots  of  fun. 
Then  the  Sheen^ys  in  the  ball. 
They  will  quickly  raise  tr  flgfat. 
When  Isaac  will  turn  oat  4u)  g^ 
To  end  the  Sheeny  wediUn^ 


Gkoraa. 


-*»^^>^       ..—  - 
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94  Farewell  to  Ireland 40 

96  High  Water  Pants 40 

96  Widow  Clancy's  Party 40 

97  Erin's  Green  Isle 40 

98  8ona  of  Erin's  Inle 40 

99  Wake  Buuuie  Bessie 40 

100  Sweet  Magpie  Gordon  Waltz 40 

101  Only  to  Hear  Her  Voice 40 

102  Yesterday,  To-Day 40 

103  The  Haunted  Brooklet 40 

104  When  Gabriel  Blows  hia  Horn 40 

105  Everything  Done  for  the  Best 40 

106  The  bridge  that  Crosses  the  Brook 40 

107  Jutt  From  llarrisburg 40 

108  Kose  Patchaula   40 

109  Travelling  back  to  Alabam 40 

110  Oh  I    why  was  I  so  soon  Forgotten 40 

111  Come  Along  Sister  Mury 40 

112  My  own  sweet  wife  to  be 40 

1 13  We  are  Growing  Old  Together 40 

114  The  Old  RunedMill 40 

116  My  old  Plsntalion  Home  so  far  away 40 

116  Grandfather's  Cane 40 

117  Hiding  in  the  Corn 40 

118  1 11  Meet  you.  Sweet  Bessie  at  Twilight. . .  40 

119  It  is  Sw*el  to  be  remembered 40 

120  Eight  Bells  at  Sea 40 

121  Cupid  on  the  ice 40 

122  Grandmother's  eyes  have  grown  dim 40 

123  Little  Siin»hioe  corns  to  me 40 

124  Dora  Blaine -^O 

125  While  wailing  for  the  cows  to  come 40 

126  I'ioking  up  gold  in  the  streets 40 

127  Flirting  on  our  block 40 

128  The  tie  that  binds  n«  brothers 40 

129  I  he  Old  Dinaer  Horn . ; 40 

130  Mother  pleste  forgive  your  boy 40 

131  A  sailor's  wife  I  soon  shall  be 40 

132  Old  Snow  Balls  Hair  is  Turning  Gray 40 

133  You  nisy  speak  if  yon  like  to  pa-pa 40 

134  The  1  iine  when  we  were  young 40 

135  W  hen  Courting  Hulda  Brown 40 

136  'Tis  then  sweetheart.  111  dream  of  thee 40 

137  Let  w  0  itch  the  golden  sunbeams 40 

138  Fly  birdie,  to  where  Willie' <i  wailing jO 

139  Good  Knights  and  Fair  Ladies 40 

140  The  Bright  Side,  the  nearer  I  draw  to  Jesas  40 

141  Do  it  AKain *0 

There  are  none  of  the  pieces  of  mnsic  on  this 

list  which  are  not  guaranteed  by  the  publisher 
to  give  entire  satisfaction.  My  music  is  never 
out  of  print,  and  can  be  procured  at  any  masio 
store  in  the  U.  S.  But  the  qtiickest  and  best 
policy  is  to  send  direct  to  me.  All  music  not  on 
this  list  constantly  kept  in  stock,  and  will  be 
sent,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  marked  price.  I 
keep  the  publications  of  all  the  Music  Publishers 
in  America  and  Etuope. 

P.  8.  —To  Music  Teachers.  Musicians,  Clubs, 
Professionals,  etc.,  my  terms  ate  the  regular  pro- 
fessional rates.  But  with  a  desire  to  have  my 
publications  more  thoroughly  introduced  to  your 
notice,  also  to  give  yop  a  chance  to  re-dispose  of 
copies  with  a  profit,  and  to  act  as  my  agents 
through  th»Aiate^  I  vvill  allow  yon  to  make  a 
selection  of  10  or  more  of  my  pieces  at  one  half 
off  of  the  marked  prices. 

iifiB.  Txvusz  LizDZB,  60  Chatham  Btraat.  N.  T. 


The  Bright  Emerald  Isle  of  the  Sea. 

Erin,  dear  Erin,  no  isle  ao  enchanting. 

Was  ever  yet  seen  in  the  fnune  of  the  sea, 
A  bright  emerald  gem,  in  which  nothing 

is  wanting 

To  show  what  a  jewel  of  earth  ought  to  be. 
Wherever  we  wander  thy  memory  we  cherish, 

Whene're  from  our  vision  thy  shores 

may  depart. 
There  is  not  a  tint  of  thy  verdure  can  perish. 

So  deeply  each  hue  is  engraved  in  our  heart. 

Oh  !  Erin,  dear  Erin,  a'midst  gladness 

and  sorrow, 
For  thee  have  we  mingled  the  smile  and 

the  tear, 
When  darkest  the  night,  we  have  know  n 

that  the  morrow, 
With  rays  that  were  brightest  was  sure 

to  be  near; 
Thy  welfare,  dear  Erin,  for  ever  we'll  cherish, 
Tho'  absent  from  thee,  thou'rt  dear  to 

the  heart. 
There  is  not  a  tint  of  thy  verdure  can  perish, 
So  deeply  each  hue  is  engraved  in  our  hearts. 

Empty  ii  the  Bottle,  Father's  Tight. 

PaBODT  ON,  EXPTT  IS  TH£  CBADU  BABT's  OONZ. 
BT  WHJLIE  WILJJWAVZ.        ,  .     .        .     . 


Oh  ?  thon  empty  bottle,  standing  all  alone, 
What  mis'nes  to  many  you  untold  I 

Oh  !  thon  dreadful  tempter,  causing 

many  a  moan, 
From  the  hearts  of  both  the  young  and  the  old. 

When  your  baneful  shadow  costs  its  glance 

on  me. 
Bright  day  seems  turned  to  bitter  night ; 

Then  I  glance  in  sadness,  and  behold,  I  see- 
Empty  is  the  bottle — father's  tight. 

Chobcs. 

Oh  !  that  dreadful  monster,  ever  causing  woe. 
Oh  !  that  thou  were  banished  from  my  sight  I 

Then  would  peace  and  gladness  cast  its 

warming  glow, 
Empty  is  the  bottle  father's  tight. 

Oh  !  the  desolation  by  the  curse  of  rum  1 

Oh  !,  that  you  would  lose  your  wicked  swot  ! 
Causing  ruin  and  squalor,  striking  people  dumb. 

Filling  convict  prisons  day  by  day. 
"When  your  dreaded  sceptre  is  torn  from 

tby  grasp, 

Then  rejoicing  and  delight 
Will  fill  the  world  with  gladness,  dear 

old  hands  will  clasp, 

Empty  is  the  bottle — father's  tight.    Chorus. 


^  <♦> 


Dainty  Little  Lize. 

BT  OZO.    DIXOM   FOB  THZ  WZLSXT  BBO'b. 


.ot,-:r 
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One  evening  it  was  twilight. 

In  the  merry  month  of  May, 
I  took  a  little  ramble 

For  to  pass  the  time  away; 
And  a-stroUing  leisurely — 

The  visions  naunts  my 
I  saw  a  form  par  excellence, 

T'was  my  dainty  little  Liza. 

;,  <-     CnoBua.  ^Z/ 

Oh  !  she  is  the  girl  that  took  my  eyeo,  (Breaks 
And  for  love  I'd  almost  die,  (Break. ) 

Oh  !  she  is  a  perfect  Venus  j   ..■,■■. 

And  just  about  the  size. 

She  is  the  sweetest  of  the  sweet, 
My  dainty  little  Lize.  ,  J-' 

The  sequel  I  will  tell  yotj,  '  '^ 

She  promised  to  be  mine;  ^ 

And  the  happy  day  is  fhentianad 

And  won  t  we  have  a  time  ! 
In  a  little  cottage  by  the  sea 

Where  love  it  never  dies; 
It's  there  Fll  spend  my  happj  days 

With  my  dainty  little  Lize. 


:>■«■, 


<.t^-<»Jt 
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Hi,  Jenny!   Ho,  Jenny  Johnson. 

WOXIW  AND  VrSIC  BT    p.  B.  OAI.S  *  S.  nXUKM. 

coPTSiaarmD.  1880,  fit  w.  h.  xsmzDT, 
128  pcimxj)  ST,  BsooxL,nf,  v.  t. 

Tbe  Mu«ic  ot  tills  song  can  be  bad  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

Iie(Kra  Exttnsite  Mu  Ic  I'uftiishlDg  lieime,  THo.ti 

Cliatham street,  N.  Y,   and  'Mill  De  sent  post 

paid,  to  uny  addrtas.  on  receipt  ot  prlM, 

40  cents  la  postage  stamps. 


Once  I  loved  a  yaller  girl,  - 

She  said  she'd  marry  me; 
Hi,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny  I  ho,  my  Jenny  Johnson  I 

Saw  her  eating  apples  at  a  huckleberry  bee, 
Hi,  Jenny  !  ho,  Jenny  Johnson  1 

Took  her  to  a  ball  and  \re  never  did  get  back. 
Till  the  breaking  of  the  mom, 

WYien  you  bear  the  chickens  quack; 
She  wouldn't  take  the  cars. 

So  I  took  her  in  a  hack  ;  ■:"■■--'  ' 

Hi,  Jenny  !  ho,  Jenny  Jolmson  I 

J-e-n-n-y,  Jenny  J-o-n-son,  Johneoa. 

Chobus. 
Hi,  Jenny,  ho.  Jenny,  '   '    !;;  . 
Come  along  with  mo;  <^ 

Hi,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny, 

Ho  my  Jenny  Johnson. 
Bwoetcr  than  the  honey 
At  a  hiickleberey  bee, 
^        — Hi,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny  Johneoa. 

OL !  my  daughter  Jenny, 

She's  tbe  sweetest  girl  in  town; 
Hi,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny, 

Ho,  my  Jenny  Johnson  I 
Captivates  the  neighborhood. 

For  miles  and  miles  around, 
lli,  Jenny,  bo,  Jenny  Johnson  I 

fWd  she  lov'd  another, 
AnA  it  broke  my  heart  in  two,        ,■  .  '  •. 

And  I  had  to.get  it  mended  •     ;/ 

Vrith  a  little  piece  of  glue; 

She  gave  me  back  my  locket. 
And  a  little  silver  shoe; 

Hi,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny  Johnson  1 
J-e-n-n-y.  Jenny  J-o-n-son,  Johnson.       ^ 

Choms. 

Now  my  Jenny's  married 

To  n  little  yaller  coon. 
Hi.  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny,  ho,  my  Jenny  Johnson  ! 

Take  caro  for  Jenny's  hubby  for  he'd 

kill  you  mighty  soon. 
Hi,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny  Johnson. 

SVooly  heeded  picaninnies  running 

round  the  floor. 
For  tbev  say  there's  only  two. 

But  I  wish  they  had  a  score; 
Tm  gwiue  away  to  China, 

So  111  never  see  her  more  :  '- 

Hi,  Jenny,  bo,  Jenny,  Johnson  I 

J-e-n-n-y  Jenny  J-o-n-son,  Choms. 

Hie  Vif  ht  I  got  Caught  on  the  Fence. 

HECTTATION  BT  WM.  HARDIfAK. 
COPTltlOBT  1881,     BT  MBS.   PAULINB  LIZnXB. 


The  moon  it  was  beaming  around  ua. 

We  sat  in  the  yard  all  alone; 
And  as  she  was  saying,  now,  don't,  love, 

I  heard  a  queer  sound  like  a  groan. 
I  turned  and  looked  up  at  the  window. 

Don't  laugh  if  my  poor  head  I  rub. 
For  there  I  beheld  the  gal's  papa, 
'With  two  glaring  eyes  and  a  club.    -'       i- 

A  sense  of  departure  eame  o'er  me,      '■'%'■■  t' 

I  soon  forgot  love  and  the  maid; 
And  bearing  loud  footsteps  approaching. 

The  exit  1  quifikiy  surveyed, 
ril  not  say  if  I  got  excited. 

Or  whether  I  looked  rather  pale. 
But  will  Kay  while  climbing  that  back  fenc<^ 

Son^thing  got  caught  on  a  nail. 

It's  tmc  to  tbe  fence  I  did  hurry,  ij;  v 

'    While  shaking  a  little  with  fear;      .-.,.. 
In  tng^ng  so  hard  to  get  over. 
Iff  oaUarirorked  Qpto  ay  ear. 


I  beard  a  bow  wow  coming  nearer, 
A  dog,  yes,  by  thunder,  I  swear; 

Bang  went  a  pistol,  and  lordio. 
How  that  crooked  nail  it  did  tear. 


r:^^. 


The  gal  she  was  mocoiing  and  weeping,    : 

As  daddie  came  out  in  a  rage: 
And  there  for  that  parent's  sweet  temper. 

That  nail  kept  me  tigSt  in  a  cage. 
The  dog  made  a  jump  for  my  coat-tail, 

"While  papa  he  went  for  my  he^id;  __^  •   / ; . 
I  gathered  myself  up  in  pieces. 

And  laid  for  a  month  on  my  bed.    '  ;^ :,' . 

But  still  I  hive  learned  a  good  lesson. 

When  courting  I  go  any  more, 
ril  not  steal  my  way  up  an  alley,      .- ;  i," 

But  ring  like  a  man  at  the  door. 
And  if  there's  a  dog  round  the  building  v 

Or  papa  is  bigger  than  me; 
ni  measure  my  way  to  the  sidewalk. 

And  say  pretty  maid  tra-la-lec. 


-..-> 

■■!«>       ■ 


^       <•>        ^ 


The  Old  Fashioned  Church  on  the  HUL 

BT7MO  BT  KXD  BABBT. 

The  Music  of  this  Fonij  can  be  had  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

Lleder's  Extensive  Uus:c  inibllslilnsr  Uouse,  No.  60 

Chatham  Street,    N    Y.  and  will  be  sent  post 

paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  or  i  rice, 

<0  cents  in  posta-c  siamps. 


There's  an  old  fashion^  bouse  in  tbe  old  country. 

There's  an  old  fashioned  couple  live  there; 
There's  an  old  fashioned  gate  by  the  old 

cotmtrj  road, 

And  an  old  fashioned  man  near  tbe  chair. 
An  old  fflkshioned  woman  is  sitting  there,       •  f^-, 

Darning  an  old  pair  of  hose;  "/ 

With  her  old  fashioned  cap  on  her  old 

fashioned  bead. 

And  she's  dressed  in  her  old  fashioned  clothes. 

Chobus. 
Hear  those  bells,  those  mcriy  bells.  i- 

And  they  fill  my  soul  with  a  thrill; 
"Tis  the  old  fJasbioned  sound  from  them 

old  fashioned  bells. 
In  that  old  fashioned  church  on  tbe  hill. 

There's  an  old  fashioned  clock  on  that  old 

whitewashed  wall. 

With  its  old  fashioned  pendulum  and  hands; 
There's  an  old  wooden  bench  near  that  old 

fireplace. 

With  its  bright xopper  kettles  and  pans;  c      >: 
An  old  feihioned  man  is  sitting  there. 

Smoking  his  old  fashioned  clay ; 
With  his  old  favorite  dog  sitting  close  by  his  side. 

Watching  the  children  at  play.  Chorus. 

Heaven  bless  that  dear  old  pair,  may  they 

live  for  many  years, 
In  that  dear,  little  house  in  the  lane  ; 
May  they  never  know  a  care,  but  all 

happiness  to  share  ; 
And  think  of  the  dear,  old  happy  days  ; 
The  same  I  wish  to  you,  with  a  heart  of 

conscience  true ; 
May  you  live,  yes,  for  many,  many  years; 
May  you  never  want  for  wealth,  but  enjoy 

the  best  of  health. 
It  is  the  earnest  wish  I  give  to  you.         Chorus. 


Picking  np  Gold  in  the  Streets.    " 

BT  THEO.   D.  0.  XILIJCB.      MTTBIC  BT  JOS.  BCHWEKSKCE. 
OOPTBIQHT  1880,  BT  ICES.  PAVLIXE  T.TT.nEB. 

The  Muse  Of  this  son?  Is  publlshetl  at  Mrs.  Pauline 
Lleder'H  extensive  lluslc  I'ybUslilne  House,  No.M 
Chatham  blr-e  ,  N.  T.  and  will  to  sent  post 
paid,  to  any  address,  on  r"  elpt  of  pil  e, 

40  cents  In  posta  e  stam p-i.  /"  ■    •■■  ■ 

I  came  from  the  isle  of  old  Erin, 

To  find  me  a  home  in  New  York;         ,      ^;   .' 
But  deep  in  my  heart  I  am  fearing,         \;  .•  ly 
^,_^        I  Uke  it  no  better  than  Cork.  v  :. 

:'-  I  thought  gold  was  found  on  the  comeM  ' 
Of  streeto  in  the  city  so  fine; 
Aad  all  we  must  do  as  green-horns, 
Was  dig  in  the  dirt  for  a  mine. 


CBOBtn. 

Bnt  nowm  my  want  I  am  feeiuig 
As  homo-sick  as  homo-sick  can  be; 

Though  work  is  much  better  than 
They  neither  are  pleasant  to  me 

I  wirfi  I  gould  see  on  the  morrow, 

The  sky  of  old  Erin  so  bright,  "^     , 

Its  sunshine  would  banish  my  soniov,  "^ 

And  fill  me  with  peace  and  delight.  -* 

And  then  to  meet  James  in  the  gloaming. 

And  press  on  his  lips  a  swoct  kiss. 
Is  better  than  exiled  and  roaming. 

To  go  fjar  away  from  pure  bliss.         Choral. 

America's  free  to  the  wealthy. 

But  poor  men  must  labor  and  toil 
The  drones  toll  us  we  will  bo  healthy 

When  working  for  bread  in  the  aoiL 
But  give  mo  a  spot  on  old  Erin, 

A  cottage  of  sods  and  a  cow. 
The  sunburst  in  glory  appearing. 

And  I  will  be  happy  just  now.  Choma, 


OUR  INTERESTING 

MATTER  COLUMN. 

This  column  of  our  Joureal  win  contain  IfieaM 
nnmberacoUectlouorjokos^oddl  les.  items  or  iniereW; 
etc,  etc,  To  wblch  we  Invite  eOBtniniUoBk  to  tbe  sauf 
from  our  hn«t  ot  con-'  spondent.s,  una  »«  will 
from  time  to  time  endeavor  to  give  S|>ace  to  lii')  same, 
with  Initials  of  the  writer  or  writers. 

<ThePubUBher.) 


Some  men  are  too  tender  hearted  to  strike  • 
match. 

The  richest  man  in  the  world  in  he  who  is  con* 
tented  to  be  just  what  he  is. 

A  man  who  had  borrowed  a  bag  of  a  neighbor 
to  go  to  the  mill  with,  was  knocked  i^to  the 
water  and  drowned,  and  the  bag  lost.  .  Whan 
the  news  was  brought  to  his  bereaved  wifs,  ska 
exclaimed,  "  My  gracious !  what  a  fuss'U  be  i, 
made  now  about  that  bag  !" 

On  Sunday  last,  a  little  bov  in  the  "a,  b-ab" 
class  in  one  of  the  Snnday.«ohoul«,  was  asked  by 
his  teacher  if  be  knew  why  we  had  given  us  two 
eyes,  two  ears,   and  only  one  tongue.      After  « 

gause,  the  lad  replied,  "  That  we  might  see  aiW 
ear  twice  as  much  as  wc  speak." 

It  does  not  follow  that  a  blacksmith  has  ba 
virtues  because  he  is  always  to  found  at  his  vice. 

It  is  said  that  man  was  originally  made  up- 
right, butnowadays>  good  many  mcn.«eem  to 
be  made  up  wrong. 

"  Hang  that  gate  I"  yelled  an  old  judge,  as  he 
tumbled  over  it  in  the  dark,  and   his  servant 

went  out  and  hung  it. 

A  boy  of  twelve,  dining  at  his  oqcle's  made 
such  a  good  dinner,  that  his  aunt  observed, 
"Johnny,  vou  appear  to  eat  well." —  "Yea, 
aunty,"  replied  the  urchin;  I've  been  practising 
eating  all  my  life." 

France  doesn't  need  any  Bhino  because  she  has 
her  Bhone. 

Improved  school-boy  version, — Give  him  a 
pinch,  und  he'll  make  a  yell. 

"When  a  girl  gets  vexed  and  rises  from  a  feOowfs 
knee,  but  thinks  better  of  it  and  goes  back  agall^ 
that's  what  we  c^ll  a  relapse. 

Will  the  boy  who  threw  that  pepper  on  the 
fire  please  come  up  here  and  get  a  pre««nt  of  a 
nice  book  ?  said  a  Sunday-^hool  superinteadeat, 
But  tbe  boy  never  moved.  Ue  was  a" far  etiaiBg 
boy. 

An  observing  politician  says  that  the  differenM 
between  those  going  in  and  out  of  offioa  is 
mainly  tbif^  -  the  former  are  sworn  in,  and  th« 
latter  go  opt  sweaiiog. 
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HAB  DEM  LADDERS  READY. 

Words -and  Musie  by  NED  STRAiGET, 

AMUged  tot  the  Guitar  or  Banjo,  by  ProL  Ednnmd  CUurk,  Ttaeher  of  the  Galtar,  Banjo.  Violin.  Otgsni  Accordeon  and  BLagins,  No.  285  Bowery,  New  Toifc. 
BAHJO  OSnOATO.  Jfo*rato.  .^ 
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1.  Oh       hab  dem    lad  -  dera   rea  •  dy— 

2.  Put     bees  -  wax     on    dem   slip  -  pers, 


Hab  dem   dar       in     time, 
Bar's    oil      on      dem    hair, 
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When  de  blast  comes  from  dat 
Tell  your  brud-ders  and  your 
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will    hab 
no    time 
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to     spare; 
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Dar's      an 
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Jour  -  neys     long     and     drea  -  ry,  Fore  you  get     up      to       de      top   round,     Youll  done    be    dref  -  ful    wea  -  ry. 

clouds    am       get   •  ing      mad  •  der.        When  you  hear  dem  thun  -  der     roll  •  Ing,         Be       read  •  y      wld  your    lad  •  der. 
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Den    brace     ah    up,      oh  brace    ah    up,      be  •  lub  •  ed  cullur  -  ed    chil  •  dren,     Be    read  •  y     for       to  trab  -  bel  firm    and 
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And    when  you  hear  de  toot    from  de   horn     ob    Ua 
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IVVHIBJBR    185. 


VOLUiHC:.    !!• 


HENRY  DE  MARSAN'S  COMIC  AND  SENTIMENTAL 


SINHillS 


I 


Containirig  all  the  most  popular  Songs  of  the  day. 


CUE   AGENTS. 

BOSTON.  (Mass.)  J.  W.  SunnMAX,  Books, 
Stationary,  Ac,   115  Ciuiibriilt^o  Stroot. 

PHILADELrillA.  (Pa.)  A.  W.  Atnek,  Job 
I'rintiT,  S.  W.  for,  ofTfnth  and  Hiioo  Sti's. 

("IMCINNATI,  ('0VIX<;T<)N,  and  Vicinity, 
P.  HiKTi^\Tit,  News  aud  Music  Dealer,  oOH 
Miidisoii  Street.     Covin^'ton.     iKy.) 

DETROIT.  (Midi.)  J.  F.  k  W.  T.  Mac- 
Afi,KT.  Books,  Stationery,  Ac,  209  A  211 
Woodward  Avenue. 

CHICAGO.  (111.)  SoiTiiKKi..\Ni)s  lost  Otticc, 
News,  and  Cigar  Stand.    107  K.  Adanis  St. 

BROOKLYN.  (N.  \A  Hraiicli  Ottice  of  the 
SiNiiDRs'  Joi'KN.u.,  No.  I'.t  .Vtlantic  Avenue, 
near  South  Ferry.  Manufacturing,'  Con- 
fectioner, and  Wholesale  Dealer  and  Johher 
of  Iniportetl  and  Domestic  Toys,  Ac. 

Mas.  P.vn.iNK  LiKi>Ka. 


BROOKLYN,  v.  i>.  Wm.  Whiti:,  ISdFoiirth  St. 

UP-TOWN  AGENTS.   "      ~ 
Roheut  Hai'iihton,  DealtT  in  Tov«,  Ac.     31 1 
West  43rd  Street,  near  Htli.  Ave. 


C    C.  Mavkks.  Dealer  in  Ti>ys.   Ill  Avnne  .\. 

Kdward  15Ar.Krit.    liro.idw.iv  and  K?nil.  St. 

Mb.  Norman,  Kith.  Ave,  la  t.  :«ith  A  .'iTHi.  St. 

The  SrN<iKits'  .TofitNAi.  is  the  cheapest  collec- 
tion of  «ou;iK  ever  jiuhlished  in  this  country. 
All  Nuuihers  from  No.  1.  to  the  last  issued 
whvays  on  hand. 

ADVICE.  Every  amateur  of  t,'ood  Songs,  Ac 
out^ht  to  procure  the  (First  Volumel  of  the 
SrNOKRs'  JoiT.NAL,  which  we  have  on  hand 
handsomely  hound  in  cloth,  containiu'^  .').(KH) 
iSonps,  80H  pafjcs,  and  Hfi  pieces  of  Choice 
Music  for  the  voice  and  piano.  I'rice  $  3,00 
per  Copy.     Postage  FREE. 


OUR    CONCERT    ROOM. 


GENERAL  NOTICE. 

Address  all  cotimiunications  to  Mrs.  Pauline 
Lieder.     CO  CH.XTHAM  STBKKT.    (N.Y.I 


SONGS  AND  MUSIC  FOR  THE  MILLION. 


.\  Besponsil.le  .\^'.  lit  wanted  iu  every  City 
of  the  Cnitrd  States.  Canadas.  Ac.  tiPtters 
ra</arilin'4  infornmtion  thereof,  will  receive 
(Uir  ]iroiiiiit  attention. 

.V  Catalo','ue  of  Ten  Thousand  Songs  will  be 
seiil  to  any  ad<lrehs.     Free. 

l'.;u  li  Nuiiiher  v  ill  c(i!it!iin   from  40  to  50  of 
the  most  I'opulitr  Souj^s  suuK  in  the  Theatres,     ; 
<>)>era    Houses,    and    Concert    RiM>WH   of  the 

I'liited  States  and  (ireat  Britain. 

'Ilie  Old  Original  Son^,'  Depot,  tM)  Chatham 
Street,  <>|)posite  North  William  Street,  New 
York.  This  Hous.'  is  the  Oldest  Sou^  Pub- 
lishin^^  l-^tidilisIiiiK  lit  in  tin   Cnited  Stjitea. 

The  SiN(,r,i:sMc.i  i-.NAi,  is  piililislieil  Monthly, 
Sin^ile  Coj)ies  will  he  s<  nt  liv  Mail  on  receipt 
of  .">  c<  tits.     Suliscriiitioii  .%()  rts  )ier  year. 

Mas.  ]\\r!.iNK  LiK.i'i  II.    Siircessor  to  Henrt 

IJK  MaRMAN,  Puhlisllerof  theSlNciERs' JorUNAl, 

Comic  and  Sentimental  N'aleiitines,  Songs, 
SoTi'j;  Books,  and  all  kinils  of  Toy-Books, 
Motfo-Verses.  Motto  Cut  Paper,  Houne  BillR, 
Writing  Hocdis.  Slielvin;,  and  Ceiling  Paper, 
and  all  kinds  of  St.itionerv. 

Wholesale  Dealers  and  .1  old x  rs  of  Innwrted 
and  IdiiiK'stic  'I'oys,  Base  Bulls,  FiBhing 
'I'ackle,  Scrap  Pictures,  Ai-.  Ac. 

SHEET   MUSIC  NOTICE. 

I  have  constantly  on  hand  the  Sheet  Mnsio 
of  all  the  Soiies  ]iulilished  in  the  Singers' 
.lourn.d  from  No.  L  to  the  last  issued,  alaoall 
other  She(  t  Musie,  of  whieh  I  will  send  any 
piece,  jHot  )(aid,  on  receijit  of  jirice,  in  post- 
a-^i-  stamiis.       Write  for  eatalo(»ue. 


All  on  Account  of  Eliza page 

All  on  Account  of  Being  Married 

Beneath  the  Butchers  Shed    

Bob  uj)  Serenely 

COME  ALt)N<i  SISTER  MARY 

The  Convict's  Appeal  for  Liberty . ....... 

('rack,  Crack,  Crack, 

Parody  on  Wst,  Wst,  Wst 

Chattering  Chorus 

The  Dandy  Colored  Waiters 

The  Fair  of  Clogheen 

If  I  was  a  Millionaire 

I  can't  Make  it  out,  can  you 

Jolly  Grood  Luck  to  all   

The  Jolly  Good  Tars  of  the 

School  Ship  St.  Mary's 

Jamaica  Ram 

List  of  Popular  Sheet  Music 


079 
(J78 
079 
G7y 
G74 
G77 

678 
679 
675 
677 
678 
679 
674 

678 
679 
676 


miTENTS. 

Mickey  1  Know  You  Like  Whiskey tiTT 

Marys  Little  Corn ''79 

Our  Interesting  Matter  C<>luiiin •'-71 

The  OLD  FASHIONED  COTTAGE <;7r. 

Our  Torchlight  Parade ''"l 

Pats  (lone  and  Left  the  Whiskey 'm'I 

SLSTER  HANNAH 674 

SWEETER  THAN  A  RED 

RIPE  PEACH ...  674 

Sweet  Mary  Flynn  is  so  sly ♦577 

Sights  we  sec  each  morning ^''I  t 

Sprini^  Bottom  Pants - . .  •  6"7 

SETTLKD.Vr  BILL, 

Music  for  Banjo  and  Guitar  6H0 

The  Taui  O'Shanter  Hat '""^ 

Twig  him  h*»'H  got  'em  on  67:> 

Tommy  Y'ou're  a  Father .  -     676 

TEDDY  PLEASE  SCARE  ME  AGAIN  .     677 


I  he  IVjrjiedo  aud  ti.,    U  lial<; 

The  Virtuous  (Jardner 678 

You  scratch  my  l>aek,  and 

I'll  scratch  yours 674 

You  nevi-r  saiil  hello,  tliere. 675 


VALENTINES. 

I  am  Manufacturing  for  the  coming  R«aso€  the 
Finest  and  ( 'hea])est  .Sto<'k  of  Sentimental  Valen- 
tines, She<-ts,  Boxes,  Caskets,  Ai-,  in  the  Market. 
Uoping  to  receive;  a  call  from  the  Wholesale  aa 
well  as  the  Retail  Trade. 

I  remain  reKp«'ctfully  yours, 

Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder. 


■"■iatest  piece    of    Music   pablishe<l,  "  Happy 
Div.,^  -'IS  of  You."    Big  hit  at  the  Sanfrancisoo. 
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THK     Sli^OKRS'    JOURrVAL.. 
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Oar   Torchlight  Parade. 

BT  FIUNK  DUMOST.  Ml'SIC  BY  W.  S  MirLUU^Y. 

COPYBIOHTED.   18MU,  BY  \V.  U.  KENNEDY, 

128  DUFFIELD  hT,   BKOOKLYN,    N.    Y. 

Tbe  Mnalc  of  this  bun<  can  be  hod  at  Mrs.  PuuUiie 

Lleder'3  Extcniitve  Mu  Ic  Pubiisniiitt  ileuae.  No.  60 

Cbathutn  Street,  M.  Y,    and  will  Htie  Hent  poyt 

paid,  to  any  address,   on  receipt  uf  price. 

4U  ceQts  la  poatajfc  aiamps. 

We  don't  belong  to  either  Hide, 

We're  neutrals,  one  and  all; 
One  day  we  are  Kepublicans, 

The  next  with  Tamm'ny  Hull. 
We  carry  a  torch  for  a  dollar  a  uight. 

And  we  never  take  a  chance; 
For  (hose  that  hire  us  to  pai-ada 

Most  pay  aH  in  advance. 

Chorus. 

Through  the  streets  we  march  away, 

And  we  swin^  our  torches  high, 
With  all  the  dainty  food  we  want. 

Oh  I  goodness  !  ain't  it  pie  ? 
Spill  the  oil  on  your  neighbor's  back, 

But  don't  step  on  hi.s  heel ; 
And  loudly  cheer  the  candidate. 

For  he'll  give  us  a  hearty  uieal.        (liepoat. 

We  gather  round  the  si)ertker's  stand. 

Applaud  with  shouts  imd  roars; 
And  then  snealf  otf  and  get  a  smile. 

At  corner  groc'rey  stores. 
We're  never  known  to  squander  a  cent. 

For  we're  always  on  the  make, 
Ab  men  of  nerve  to  hll  the  ranks, 

I'm  sure  we'll  take  the  cake.  Chorus. 


Jolly  Good  Luck  to  AU. 

8T7NO  BT  NED  BARBT. 

The  Music  of  tbls  ^ong  can   be  hud   at  Mrs.  Paullue 

Ueder'a  Bxtensivo  iius  c  Publishing  House,  No.  oo 

Chatham  Street,    N.   Y.  and  will  i>e  sent  post 

paid,  to  any   address,  on   receipt  or  price, 

40  cenui  In  postage  Btauipa. 


If  I  had  the  power  a  gift  to  bestow. 
On  the  friends  that  around  me  I  see; 

I'd  give  them  the  very  best  gift  that  I  know, 
The  gift  that  they  lucky  should  be. 

For  no  matter  how  clever,  how  foolish,  how  wise, 
No  matter  how  great,  or  how  small ; 

By  luck  more  than  merit,  we  fail  or  we  rise, 

.  So  here's  jolly  good  luck  to  us  all. 

Chobis. 

Here's  jolly  good  luck  to  us  all  my  friends. 

The  best  of  good  luck  to  us  all ; 
For  by  luck  more  than  merit,  we  rise  or  we  fall. 

So  here's  jolly  gi>od  luck  to  us  all. 

One  man  may  be  gifted  with  talents  divine, 

But  may  still  in  obscurity  live; 
While  shallower  mortals  successfully  shine. 

And  take  all  the  world  has  to  give. 
One  waits  in  vain  for  good  fortune's  caress, 

While  the  other  some  chance  may  befall ; 
>Vliich  used  to  advantage  results  in  success. 

So,  here's  jolly  good  luck  to  us  all.     Chorus. 

So  up  and  be  doing,   deserving  good  luck. 

And  good  fortune  may  favor  the  brave; 
For  some  of  life's  prizes  are  won  by  sheer  pluck 

And  are  lost  by  the  indolent  slave; 
There  is  always  one  chance  in  the  life  of  a  man; 

Which  if  lost  he  con  never  recall ; 
So  work  for  it,  watch  for  it,  hope  if  you  can. 

That  there's  jolly  good  luck  for  us  all.     Cho. 


Ton  Scratch  my  Back  and  I'll  Scratch  Tonra. 

Now  I've  always  found  it  an'excelent  maxim. 
To  pay  as  I  go,  when  I'm  out  with  a  friend; 

He  may  have  most  money,  but  why  should 

I  tax  him. 
To  take  such  advantage  a  friendship  may  end. 

Shortest  of  reckonings  friendship  makes  longest, 
That's  a  rule  I  observe  every  day ; 


.Vnd  tho'  standing  treat  is  of  customs 

the  strongest. 
Still  when  I'm  treated,  I  always  will  say  - 

Chobos. 

I'l  stand  one  drink,  and  you  stand  two; 
I'll  stand  two  smokes,  and  so  do  you ; 
Drink  about,  turn  about,  run  no  scores. 
You  scratch  my  back,  and  I'll  scratch  yours. 

Of  course  vou  can  see  I'm  a  gay  sort  of  fellow. 

Who's  always  prepared  for  a  jovial  spree; 
I  ne'er  drink  too  much  tho'  I  oten  get  mellow, 

For  where  there  is  fun  I  am  certain  to  be. 
But  I  always  keep  square  with  the  friend 

I  am  meeting, 

I  always  keep  pace  in  my  moderate  way. 
Till  some  one  most  kindly  insists  u|)on  treating, 

All  right,  then  I  join  him,  but  next  time  I  say. 

Chorus. 

Of  course  in  my  travels,  I  meet  vrith  some 

•  fly  '  ones. 
Who  live  on  their  wits,  and  who  always 

contrive 
To  find  some  new  victim  to  wet  them  — 

the  drj-  ones — 
And  though  their  wit's  small,  still  for 

some  time  they  thrive. 
Of  course  to  such  dear  pals,  the  mere  act 

of  parting. 
Is  of  all  sorrows,  the  sorrow  most  sweet ; 
So  they  put  it  otf,  and  to  jmy  ne'er  are  starting. 
So  wo  part  when  we  meet,  for  thus 

such  pals  I  greet. 
Chorus. 


Sifter  Hannah. 

JCND    MONO. 
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_  wonder  where  sister  Hannah's  gone, 
I  wonder  where  sister  Hannah's  gone, 
I  wonder  where  sister  Hannah's  gone, 

I  hain't  heard  from  her  to-day. 
She's  gone  to  de  tield  for  to  pick  some  cotton. 
She  says  all  de  brudders  she  has  forgotten. 
When  she  comes  back  I  know  she'll  tell. 
How  old  brudder  Peter  did  ring  dat  bell. 

CaoBUs. 

Den  hurry  up  children,  i)ut  on  your  shoes, 

Tell  de  folks  to  carry  de  news. 

Tell  brudder  Eli,  and  old  Caroline, 

Dat  I'm  going  up  to  glory  to  hab  a  good  time. 

I  wonder  where  brudder  Ejih  has  gone, 
I  wonder  where  brother  Eph  has  gone, 
I  wonder  where  brother  Eph  has  gone. 

He's  gone  to  hunt  de  possum  and  coon. 
So  go  tell  Hannah  for  lo  set  dat  table. 
For  we  must  be  eating  while  we're  able; 
Old  Hesta  Gripp  and  Em'line  Nash, 
Will  carve  up  de  turkey,  and  make  de  hash. 

Chorus. 


Come  Along,  Sister  Mary. 
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I  took  my  sister  to  dc  masquerade, 

Come  stay  a  little  while  longer. 
We  all  did  dance  while  de  music  played, 
,   ^  Come  stay  a  little  while  longer.     .. 


When  we  ]>romenaded  what  a  lovely  sight. 

Come  stay  a  little  while  longer. 
We'd  dance  and  sing  'till  broad  daylight. 

Come  stay  a  little  while  longer. 

Cbobcs.  I 

Come  along  sister  Mary,  won't  you, 

Please  come  along,  oome  along,  come  along. 
Cut  de  hoe  cake,  tune  de  banjc. 

Sing  dat  good  old  song.  | ; 

I  laughed  out  so  hard,  oh  !  dat  my  side  did  ache. 

Come  stay  a  Uttle  while  longer; 
De  coons  dey  walked  for  de  big  pound  cake. 

Come  stay  a  little  while  longer. 
De  cook  Aunty  Lize,  was  dressed  like  a  queen. 

Come  stay  a  httle  while  longer; 
And  sUch  cuttin  up  you  nebber  seen,         1 

Come  stay  a  little  while  yet,  Chorus. 

I  ate  roasted  chicken  till  my  head  did  swell. 

Come  stay  a  little  while  longer; 
Such  funny  tales  dat  we  all  could  tell. 

Come  stay  a  little  while  yet.  1  " 

I  near  kicked  de  bucket  when  I  saw  big  Luce, 

Come  stay  a  little  while  longer. 
She  walked  the  floor  like  a  great  fat  goose. 

Come  stay  a  little  while  yet.  Chorus. 


^  <♦>  » 
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A  seedy  looking  customer,  who  was  drinking 
a  glass  of  beer  in  a  saloon  the  other  day,  and, 
glancing  from  the  man  behind  the  bar  to  the 
open  door  as  he  sipped,  suddenly  asked;  '-Has 
this  saloon  any  particular  motto  ':'"  ••  I  guess 
not,"  was  the  reply.  "Most  every  such  place 
always  has  a  motto  of  some  sort."  '  "Yes,  I  pc- 
lief  so;  but  I  haf  no  need  of  one.  .\11  do  bublic 
understands  dot  if  dey  don't  bay  for  vhat  dey 
drinks,  I  pokes  dere  headt  mit  a  glub,  und  dot 
answers  shust  as  well." 

Many  tailors  profess  to  be  respectable,  and 
yet  they  are  all  cutting  tradesmen. 

Sow  it  is  !— Pics  are  proverbially  dirty.  You 
may,  therefore,  always  expect  the  dirtiest  weather 
when  the  wind  is  "  sow-est." 

What  the  mouth  of  the  druggist's  young  man 
said  to  his  pestle  and  mortar;  lean,  and  yet  I 
cannot  dispense  with  your  services. 

A  Professional  Man  -  Miss  A:  '"  Is  he  a  labor- 
ing man?" — Miss  B.  (gushingly);  "Oh!  pro- 
fessional. He  works  on  the  railroad;  is  in  the 
gruurds.  i 

'•  'What  are  the  bones  of  the  head  7"  asked  the 
professor  of  anatomy  of  a  student  -  * '  I've  ^ot  'em 
all  in  my  head,  professor,  but  I  ean't  think  of 
their  names  just  now,"  was  the  rej)ly. 

"Y'ou  look,"  said  a  German-minded  and  im- 
aginative friend  to  a  pale,  haggard  smoker — 
"  you  look  as  if  you  had  got  out  of  youo  grave  to 
light  your  cigar,  and  couldn't  find  your  way 
back  again. 

How  is  your  husband,  dear  ?  asked  one  lady 
of  another.  "Oh,  he's  in  a  very  good  state,"  was 
the  reply.  "  .ind,  pray  what  kind  of  a  state  is  he 
in?"  persisted  the  other.-  "  In  State  prison." 


Marriageable    Daughters, 
never  get  married. 


Daughters    who 


If  a  debtor  runs  away  from  his  creditor  ean  he 
plead  a  personal  set-ofl  against  the  claim  ? 

Curious— It  is  a  strange  fac  nott  generally 
known  that,  although  you  can  break  your  fast, 
you  can  break  loose  at  the  same  time. 


Xi 


.k: 


TKE    8IIVOEHS'    JOVm^IOL. 


675 


The  Old  Faahioned  Cottage. 
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The  old  fashioned  cottage,  the  place  I 

loved  BO  well. 
The  fipot  where  my  mother  and  my  father 

used  to  dwell, 
How  often  I  have  strolled  through  the 

fields  of  growing  com, 
Near  the  old  fashioned  cotteige,  the  place 

I  was  born. 
I  remember  the  garden,  the  grove  and  the  mill. 
And  the  little  frame  school  hon^e  that 

stood  on  the  hill. 
But  with  all  its  surroundings  I  loved 

none  so  well. 
As  the  old  fashioned  cottage,  where  I 

once  used  to  dwell. 

Chobus. 

The  old  fashioned  cottage,  the  place  I  was  born, 
My  home  once  so  happy,  has  grown  so  forlorn, 
How  I  long  to  return  to  the  home  I  love  so  well. 
The  old  fashioned  cottage  where  I  once 

used  to  dwelL 


I  long  to  return  to  the  cottage  once  again. 
To  think  of  it  fills  my  heart  with  sorrow 

and  with  pain. 
Many  years  now  have  passed  since  I  left 

my  dear  old  home, 
To  wander  abroad  thro*  this  wide  world  to  roam. 
The  spot  haa  grown  lonely  that  once  was 

so  bright. 
Where  oft  mother  kissed  her  dear  children 

good-night. 
Oh  I  how  merry  the  birds  sang  their 

sweet  songs  of  yore, 
As  they  perch'd  on  the  maple  near  the  old 

cottage  door. 
Chorus. 


-•«-'* 


Sweeter  Than  a  Bed  Bipe  Peach. 

SONO  AND  DaNCK. 
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The  stars  of  night  were  looking  down. 

Beside  the  gate  we  stood ; 
Her  sunny  eyes  were  soft  and  brown, 

'Neath  her  pretty  little  Gipsey  hood. 
Oh !  she  was  like  the  lily  fair  !  (Break.) 

A  little  queen  beyond  compare  !        (Break.) 
Around  her  neat  bewitching  waist, 

My  arm  I'd  fondly  reach! 
And  oh  1  those  lips  I  longed  to  taste. 

Were  sweeter  than  a  red  ripe  peach.     (Dance, 

I  held  her  lily  hand  in  mine. 

And  told  niy  love  so  true. 
The  roses  in  the  starry  shine. 

Heard  us  whisper  'mid  the  silver  dew. 
Oh  !  like  an  angel  fair  was  she,        (Break.) 

Her  cheeks  would  tempt  the  honey  bee.  (break 
(Bepeat  last  four  lines  of  first  verse.) 

The  stunmer  night  was  growing  late. 

The  parting  hour  was  near, 
Aj)d  still  we  lingered  at  the  gate. 

While  I  held  her  lily  hand  so  dear. 
To  speak  the  sad  good-bye  was  pain,     (Break. ) 

Bntthen  she  whisper'd,  '  come  again  !'  (break) 
(Bepeat  last  four  lines  of  first  verse.) 


The  Dandy  Colored  Waiters. 
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COrYBIOHTED.   1880,  BT  W.   H.  KENNKDT, 

128  DITFIELD  ST,   BEOOKLTN,    N.  T. 

The  Music  of  this  song  can  be  had  at  Mrs.  PanUne 

Lleder's  Extensive  Mu<lc  Publlshmg  Heuse,  No.  40 

Chatham  Street,  N.  Y.    and  will  oe  sent  post 

paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  ot  price, 

40  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


We're  not  susprised  to  see  yon  stara^ 

Upon  emr  neat  array. 
Of  dandy  colored  gentlemen. 

Employed  upon  Broadway. 
We  never  lose  our  dignity. 

Though  jingling  plates  of  hash. 
We  never  could  associate 

With  common  colored  thrash. 

Ohokts.  '      ■ 

We  hear  de  gong  a  sounding. 

We  hear  de  steward  call;  :. 

Now  all  the  nigs  are  ready 

Foi'  to  slide  into  de  hall.  '  ,. " 

Oh!  flourish  all  de  napkins. 

Be  sure  to  take  your  place. 
And  skip  around  de  tables  wid  a  'ristocratic  grace; 

Take  dis  gemmen's  order. 
Bring  a  glass  of  water. 

Soup  and  fish  on  a  sep'rate  dish. 
The  steward's  in  a  flutter. 

Ah  here  comes  a  stranger, 
A  hay-seed  and  a  gi-anger. 

Slightly  stoop,  and  spill  de  soup. 
And  grease  hiiu  wid  de  butter. 

We  hear  de  gong  a-soonding. 
We  hear  de  steward  call, 

Now  all  de  nigs  are  ready 
For  to  slide  out  in  de  hall. 

Oh  !  floxirish  all  de  napkins. 
Be  sure  to  take  your  place; 

And  skip  around  de  tables 
Wid  a  'ristocratic  grace. 

Polite  attention  to  de  man. 

That  puts  benaath  his  plate, 
A  dollar  bill  to  make  us  prompt. 

Such  folks  -will  never  wait. 
We'll  smother  him  in  loxaries. 

And  eagerly  prepare,  - 

To  order  every  dainty  dish,  '      '■ 

Dat'son  de  bill  offare.  Obonifl. 

In  summer  time  we  wend  our  way. 

To  Sarat<iga  Springs, 
And  answer  every  bell  and  call. 

For  money  that  it  brings. 
But  white  folks  have  to  wait  on  us, 

In  winter  when  we're  grand. 
And  travel  like  aristocrats, 

Wid  a  colored  minstrel  band.  ChorUK 


The  Tarn  O'Shanter  Hat 


My  pretty  Jane,  a  watch  and  chain, 

A  bracelet  or  a  ring, 
I'll  buy  for  j'ou,  said  Jane  you'd  do 

A  very  foolish  thing. 
Don't  be  so  rash,  but  let  your  cash. 

Be  better  spent  than  that. 
Buy  me  young  man,  a  Tarn  O'  Shan, 

A  Tam  O'  Shanter  hat. 

'■:■'■■'.:■;.;  J  i-'-'^  '.'■        Chobus.      ,■•.■■■■••.■:■■■■■:.':":'-•. 
f?he  wears  a  Tam  O'  Shanter  and  Jersey  trtn. 
With  bootses  on  her  tootses  very  bright  and  new. 
And  very  fetching  stockings  of  a  navy  blue. 
To  help  the  Tam  O'  Snanter  and  the  Jersey  too. 

Her  dress  I  gness,  don't  cost  her  leas, 

Than  hundreds  every  year; 
Or  rather  me,  because  says  she, 

111  let  you  pay  my  dear. 
And  so  I  pay,  for  every  day, 

She  buys  and  I  am  sold. 
But  bless  her  heart,  she  looks  so  smart. 

She's  worth  her  weight  in  gold. 

Miss  This  and  That,  survey  the  hat,  . 

And  toss  their  heads  and  sneer,  • . 

Oh  !  what  a  sight,  she  is  a  fright,  r'- 

Now  don't  you  think  so,  dear  ? 


But  well  they  know  it  is  not  an, 

ITiey're  jealous  every  one, 
Thev  know  she's  (jueen,  when  she  is  seen. 

They're  stars,  but  she's  the  atin.        Chorus. 

She's  to  be  mine,  her  form's  divin«^ 

As  all  the  world  can  see, 
Her  loveliness,  and  her  tight  dress. 

Have  (juite  enchanted  me. 
With  waist  encased  in  chariuiuK  taste. 

The  ladies  now  are  seen. 
Like  old  Jack  Sprat  they  cry  no  fat. 

Who  use  the  crinoline.  Chorus. 


Twig  Him  He'i  Oct  'em  On. 

I'm  tormented  every  day. 

Whenever  I  go  out; 
The  reiwioii  why  I  do  not  know. 

But  ufl<-r  uio  llioy  shout. 
Twig  him  th«Te,  just  twig  him  Jacl^ 

They  hollow  night  and  day. 
Wherever  I  go  I  let  you  know. 

This  is  what  theysay.  -     .. 

Chobub. 
He's  got  'em  on,  he's  got  'em  on. 
That's  what  tlu<y  say  while  I'm  nut  walUng, 
He's  got  'cm  on,  h(>"s  got  'em  on. 
Twig  him,  he's  got 'em  on.    v-      > 

^Vhile  I  was  out  the  other  day, 

I  met  a  girl  of  mine; 
I  stopped  a  while  to  speak  to  her, 

I  felt  that  way  inclined. 
1  had  my  Sunday  outfit  on, 

I  made  love  to  her  straightway. 
And  while  I  was  love-making  there. 


Some  urchin  he  did  say. 


Chorus. 


At  last  my  love  consented. 

To  be  my  better  half; 
And  now  we  are  united. 

At  me  some  time  she'll  laugh. 
For  as  I  «iiiie  straight  from  the  chun-h. 

With  my  young  bride  so  gay. 
Tin  kettles  sounded  left  and  right. 

Then  some  one  I  heard  say.  Chomi. 


m  <•>  ^ 


You  Neyer  Said  Hello,  There. 

Tou  never  said  hello,  there  ! 

Is  ringing  round  the  town. 
Those  words  are  spoken  by  old  Smith, 

If  he  meets  his  friend  Brown. 
Because  yf)U  didn't  give  me  time. 

Old  Smith  to  him  does  shout. 
Why  they  shoTild  great  each  other  so, 

I  really  can't  make  out. 
Chobus. 

You  never  said  hello,  there  I 
That  is  what  they^  cry. 

Because  you  didn't  give  m«  time. 
That  is  the  reply. 

If  you  chantM)  to  meet  a  pal. 
Before  he  is  aware. 

Tap  him  on  the  back  and  shout- 
Hello,   there! 

f  ou  never  said  hello,  there ! 

The  children  that  yon  meet 
Are  crying  out  together  as 

They  perambulato  the  street; 
They  often  come  up  to  you. 

And  will  make  you  stare. 
By  shouting  out  you  never  said — 

Hellow,  there!  ChanM. 

Yon  never  said  hello,  there  I     . 

The  other  day  I  heard 
One  soldier  to  the  other  say. 

It  was  the  passing  word; 
'Tis  really  very  singular. 

Go  no  matter -where, 
Yor're  sure  to  here  somebody  cry. 


Hello,  there  ! 


Chorus. 


^  «♦» 
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15  Aiv^el  Mother  Watch  for  me 40 

16  Take  Me  B  ick  to  My  Dear  Old  South- 

ern Home,   Song  with  Echo  Chorus  40 

17  Lay  my  Hc^a.l  Beneath  a  RoHe 40 

18  Biiby  Died  One  Year  Ago  To-Day 40 

19  Little  Roguish  Eyes 40 

20  Beautiful  Songs  Unsung 40 

21  A  Little  Pliice  Within  thy  Heart 10 

22  Mubio  and  Dancing 40 

23  The  Reason  why  I  was  Elected 40 

24  Waizinghrtm  McSweeney,  the  Gay  Cavalier  40 

25  I  Couldn't  Help  it  Ma 40 

26  So  Weary  and  Sad  To-Night .40 

27  Irish  Lanciers CO 

28  When  the  Flowers  are  Dreaming 40 

29  Sweet  Maggie  Gordon 40 

30  The  Rosebud  in  Your  Hair  . .   40  . 

31  Luck  Lays  Over  Brain 40 

82  Open  Up  Dem  Doors :: .■...'. 40 

33  The  Petticoat  Brigade t.  . .  /^. ; ; 40 

34  Scotch  Lanciers ;.:::-r.', :.."...,. .GO 

35  American  Lanciers '.'.".'iT'.'.'. .......  60 

36  Sea  Cadet  Lancieni ..'::V,.'.z':: GO 

37  Turkish  Patrol  Quickstep . .';  r^TT . .  *.-. : . .' . .  \>0 

38  English  Lanciers .".*.  -.tr.  .V. CO 

39  Midshipmites  March .::.-..:•;.....  ..40 

40  The  Irish  Volunteers  March. .. ; ; .-;:•. . ; ;   .40 

41  The  Petticoat  Brigade  March.  ;r..*.-^-.-..: .".  .40 

42  I'm  Just  Turned  Sixty-Three.  .A^.  A 40 

43  Times  of  Long  Ago '.'.tf. :'. . 40 

44  Invitation  Waltzes .1'.' ''.':.....  .50 

45  Down  by  de  Rainbow  .....  :r",  m*   ' .         40 

46  Settle  Dat  Bill ;^. r^;.-. ^40 

47  Old  Times  Roxy,  or  Trouble  in  de  kitchen  40 

48  I'se  Uncle  Pompey  Still T ; .-^.rr*.  .■ 40 

49  Hab  Yonr  Ladders  Ready  . . ; ;  :•:*, r'.  *.  .t : : ; .  40 
BO  The  Golden  Chariot ..;:;:  r.  :::•.;•.''.  40 

51  Mickey  Flahrity ..:•.'.•.'.:..  .40 

52  Deuced  Good  Fellah    ..:".;;. .•."..  .40 

53  A  Stitch  in  Time  Saves  Nine... ::.-■::.{;.' .40 

64  The  Ticking  of  the  Clock .;.;;.::;;.  .40 

55  Take  Things  as  They  Come  ....;...:;:;.,  40 

66  Yon  Shouldn't  Notice  It ;.;r...40 

57  Breathing  Sweet  Words  at  the  Gate  ..:,:.  !40 
68  The  Messenger  Bird : :  .40 

59  Waiting  for  de  Setting  obde  Sun ! '   40 

60  Kitty  McNLsh [ .40 

61  Romping  Irisli  Lam ^.40 

62  I'll  Niimo  the  Boy  Dennis,  or 

no  Name  at  all 40 

63  When  McGiiinoss  GitH  the  Jol) 40 

64  YmareFidse,  but  I'll  Forjjive  Yon 40 

65  Throwing  P.bbles  in  the  Stream 40 

66  When  the  MnL'noliis  B'oom 40 

C7  Casev's  Ball  Last  N 'jht    io 

08  My  Home  l.v  tlie  D- -p  Rolling  Sea 40 

r.9  Mary  Ann  O'Honlahau  Dowd 40 

70  She's  so  Captivating '^ 


71  .Toys  of  my  Cblldhood 40 

»72  Tlie  Day  I  Took  My  Peg  to  Coney  Isle 40 

73  Finegau  Corterio 40 

74  Take  Me  iu  Your  Arms,  Mama 40 

75  Down  on  Coney  Island  Beach 40 

76  The  old  willow  chair  there  grandmother  sat  40 

77  The  Heroes  of  Ireland 40 

78  Asl  Stood  by  the  Door 40 

79  Fiuegan  Masquerade 40 

80  My  Angel  Brother's  Ring 40 

«1  You  are  False  but  I'll  Forgive  You,  Waltz  .  .40 

82  (iive  an  Honest  Irish  Lad  a  Chance 40 

83  The  Reason  we  Mortgaged  the  Farm 40 

84  Echoes  from  the  Chapel  of  Knock 40 

85  bont  Shut  out  the  Moonlight  Mother 40 

80  Hunting  Four  Leaf  Clover 40« 

87  Winnie  Wane *0 

88  The  Slallery  Family 40 

89  .lerry  Murphy's  t-quad 40 

90  Save  My  Chid 40 

91  Moiher  is  Wailing  to  Welcome  her  Boy. . .  .40 

92  Tlie  Old  Fashioned  Cottage 40 

93  Only  a  Daisy 40 

94  F.iierteil  to  Ireland 40 

95  High  W.:(.r  Pants 40 

90  Widow  I  liiticy's  Party 40 

97  Eriu's  Gie.  n  Isle 40 

98  >^ous  of  Erin's  Isle 40 

9!»  Wttku  Bonnie  Bessie 40 

100  Sweet  Mrtggio  Gordon  Waltz 40 

101  Only  to  Hear  Her  Voice 40 

10*2  V.sleuiay,   To- Day 40 

fOa  The  Hau   led  Brooklet 40 

104  When  Gal.ri«l  Blows  his  Horn 40 

lOo  Evtrylhing  Done  for  the  Best 40 

loo  The  lirid j;e  that  Crosses  the  Bi-ook 40 

107  Juat  From  llarrisburg 40 

108  Kose  I'atchnula    40 

109  Travelling  Imckto  Alabam 40 

1 10  Oh  !    why  was  1  so  soon  Forgotten. ..'....  .40 

111  Come  Along  Sister  Mary 40 

ll'J  My  own  sweet  wife  to  be 40 

113  Wo  are  (irowing  Old  Together 40 

114  Tho  OH  Ru  neii  Mill 40 

115  My  old  PI  inialion  Home  ao  far  away 40 

110  GrHMilt.ilher'rt  Cane 40 

1 17  Hidiii.;  in  the  Corn 40 

118  1  11  MeeV  you,  Sweet  Bessie  at  Twilight 40 

111*  It  is  -w.t  lo  be  remembered , 40 

120  High'  l'.ellsat  Sea 40 

121  l'u|.iil  on  I  he  ice ....'.  ..40 

'  122  (Jrnnlnioih.rse.ves  have  grown  dim 40 

123  IJtllo  Sunshine  come  tome 40 

124  Dora  lii.iine 40 

125  While  wailing  for  the  cows  to  come 40 

126  I'lcl.in;-  up  H''  '"  the  Streets 40 

127  Flirlini;  on  onr  block 40 

ItH  The  tie  11. at  hinds  us  brother's 40 

129   '  he  OKI  Dinner  Horn 40 

1311  Mother  pUice  forgive  your  boy 40 

131  .\  sailor's  wif.i  I  soon  shuU  be 40 

132  Old  Snow  15;d  «  Hair  is  Turning  Gray 40 

133  You  may  speak  if  you  like  to  pa-pa 40 

134  Tho  Time  wh.u  we  were  young 40 

135  \V  hen  Couriing  HulJa  Brown 40 

136  "Tis  then  sweetheart,  I'll  dream  of  thee 40 

137  Let  us  cilch  ihe  golden  sunbeams 40 

138  Fly  birdie,  to  where  Willie's  waiting 40 

139  Good  Knights  and  Fair  Ladies 40 

140  The  Brigla  Side,  the  nearer  I  draw  to  Jesus  40 

141  Do  it  Again ^^ 

There  are  none  of  the  pieces  of  music  on  this 
list  which  are  not  gnarnntoed  by  the  ptiblisher 
to  give  entire  Hatisiaction.  My  music  is  never 
out  of  print,  and  can  he  procured  at  any  music 
store  in  tho  V.  S.  But  the  quickest  and  best 
policy  is  to  send  direct  to  mc.  All  music  not  on 
this  list  constantly  kei)t  in  stock,  and  will  be 
sent,  post-paid,  on  receipt  of  marked  price.  I 
kee{)the  publications  of  all  theMnsic  Publishers 
in  America  and  Europe. 

P.  S. — To  Music  Teachers,  Musicians,  Cluba, 
Professionals,  etc.,  my  terms  arc  the  regular  pro- 
fessional rntcs.  But  with  a  desire  to  have  my 
publications  more  thoroughly  introduced  to  your 
notice,  also  to  v\f  yoii  a  chance  to  re-dispose  of 
(•o]>ies  with  a  protit,  nnil  to  act  as  my  agents 
through  the  Stute«,  I  will  allow  vou  to  make  a 
selection  of  10  or  more  of  my  pieces  at  one  half 
off  of  the  marked  prices. 

Mbs.  Paitlini:  IiIxdeb,  60  Chatham  Street.  N.  T. 


lommy  You're  a  Father. 

1  never  felt  so  joyful  sinc«    : 

The  day  that  I  got  wed, 
I  scarcely  know  if  I  am  on 

My  heels  or  on  uiy  head. 
The  reason  I  am  jubilant. 

Is  evident  you  see, 
All  through  a  little  present 

That  my  wife  has  brought  to  m*. 

CHOBtrs. 

Oh!  Tommy,  you're  a  father. 

Don't  you  feel  full  of  joy  ? 
Oh  !  Tommy,  you're  the  parent 

Of  a  bouncing  baliy  boy. 
Run  to  your  mother  as  fast  as  you  can« 

And  tell  her  you're  a  happy  man; 
Go  at  once  and  tell  her 

You're  a  father. 


Now  when  I  heard  the  joyful  news. 

Right  hastily  I  dressed, 
Put  on  my  Sunday  coat  and  hat. 

And  lovely  colored  vest. 
And  as  I  trotted  thro'  the  street 

The  bells  rang  out  so  gay, 
And  ev'ry  peal  that  they  rang  out, 

Did  plainly  seem  to  say —  Chorus. 

Tho'  in  a  dreadful  hurry, 

I  would  every  moment  meet  ' 

Some  pals,  who  when  I  told  the  news. 

Of  course  demanded  treat. 
The  old  Dowager's  at  length  I  reached. 

My  face  beaming  with  glee, 
And  told  them  all  exactly 

What  my  wife  had  said  to  me.       Chorus. 

%Vhen  my  relations  all  had 

Seen  the  darling  child. 
They  complimented  me  so  much. 

They  nearly  drove  me  wild. 
To  be  the  datl  of  such  a  lad, 

I  feel  it's  no  disgrace, 
Especially  when  he  has  got 

His  father's  handsome  face.  Chorus. 


Pat's  Gone  and  Left  the  Whiskey. 

Pat's  gone  and  left  the  whiskey  to  get        ^|■ 

drunk  upon  itself, 
For  I  wouldn't  touch  a  noggin-  though 

it  stands  upon  the  shelf; 
It  is  a  sore  temptation  and  not  so  easy  to  be  borne, 
\Vid  the  trouble  me  throat  parching    now 

poor  I'addy's  gone. 
Pat's  gone  and  left  the  whiskey,  he's  gone 

and  left  the  jar  ! 
Och  !  Paddy,  once  so  frisky,  just  tell  mc 

where  ye  are  ? 
If  you're  with  good  St,  Patrick,  111  drink 

the  whiskey  up. 
But  if  you  are  unhappy  I'll  never  take  a  sup  ! 

Poor  Pat  left  a  "  long  stocking,  "  full  of       ! 

silver  bright,  and  gold. 
And  sure  he  cannot  want  it  now  he's 

undcrn«  ath  the  mould. 
If  he's  gone  below,  I'll  spend  it  bu.yiug 

masses  lor  his  sowl; 
If  he's  gone  above  I'll  spend  it  to  till  up 

the  whiske.T  bowl. 
;      ''  •  /^        Pat's  gone,  &c. 

Och  !  Pat,  departed  darling,  shure, 

wherever  you  mh.y  be; 
Ye  wouldn't  be  so  snarlin  as  to  see  the  grief  on  me; 
So,  on  consideration     in  whichever  place  ye  are, 
To  give  me  consolotion  -I  will  drain  the 

whiskey  jar; 
Pat's  gone  and  left  the  whiskey,  he's  gone 

and  left  the  jar; 
Och  !  Paddy,  once  so  frisky,  jist  tell  me 

where  ye  are  ? 
If  you're  a  saint  -  for  joy  I  will  drink 

the  whiskey  up. 
If  ye  are  unhappy —  for  sorrow  it  I'll  sup. 


.'Ilr;sM^aiiii^ 


-tf^^W^^  -r  p6>- 


■^.■•rjj 


i»  «^ 


The  Fair  of  Clogheen. 


At  the  fair  of  Clogheen,  with  my  Judy, 

I  thripp'fl  it  iw  nate  as  a  posy, 
Mv  dnrliug's  blue  eyes  they  were  killing. 

Her  cheeks  were  so  blooming  and  rosy. 
'  Arnih,  Jndy,"  says  I,  "  I'm  fond  of  ye, 

Ba'l  luck  to  the  other  can  plaze  me.' 
I  itebed  for  a  kiss,  and  I  took  it. 

When  she  giggled  out,  "  Paddy,  you're  crazy." 

!  Chohcs. 

.\rrnh,  Padily.  says  she,  now  don't  bother  me  I 
Arrah,  Pa.ddy, '  says  she,  now  don't  taze  me  ! 
Arrah,  Paddy,  ye  divil,  you'll  murther  me  I 
Oh  !  the  tliafe  of  the  world  be  aisy  I 

Then  the  piper  struck  up  something  merry, 

Stuck  \ip  on  the  stool  light  and  taper; 
The  girls  to  dance  then  got  ready. 

And  all  seemed  inclined  for  a  caper,    _   , 
L'lxin  the  green  how  they  footed  it. 

We  battered  the  face  of  the  daisy; 
AVe  danced  while  the  band  had  a  puft  in  it. 

An'  Judy  was  glad  to  be  aisy.  Chorus. 

Then  the  fj;irls  to  go  home  they  got  ready, 

For  the  shower  fvll  gentle  and  warm. 
An"  Judy,  to  keep  her  more  steady, 

Stnckher  fist  under  my  arm. 
Through  the  woodts,  as  we  made  such  a  splutter. 

An"  Judy  she  smoothed  down  her  trounces; 
bky  high,  as  we  kicked  up  the  gutter, 

bhe  said,  Paddy,  you're  spoilm'  mv  flounces. 
I  .  -  Chorus. 


Mickey,  I  Know  You  Like  Whiskey. 

Sure,  Micky,  I  know  you  like  whiskey. 

And  that,  I'm  sure  you  know  well; 
But  when  you  get  money  to  buy  it, 

'Tis  more  than  I  really  can  tell; 
But  somehow  or  other  you'll  have  it. 

No  matter  what  I  do  or  say. 
Bad  luck  to  ye,  for  an  ould  spalpeen. 

You'd  drink  near  the  full  of  the  say. 

You  say  your  mouth  just  holds  a  nog  gin. 

Now,  Micky,  you  wag  a  foul  jaw; 
A  quart  I've  oft  seen  disappearing. 

Ere  ever  a  breath  you  could  draw. 
Sure  whiskey  you'd  drink  for  a  wager. 

But  work  you  would  not  for  a  day; 
Though  now  your  poor  children's  in  tatters. 

Just  ready  for  flying  away. 

Sure,  look  at  myself  since  you've  got  me, 

A  girl  that  wis  still  ckne  an'  trig. 
The  ould  duds  I  now  have  got  on  me. 

They  scarcely  wud  wash  down  a  gig. 
My  cheeks  they  were  once  red  and  rosy. 

But  now  their  fresh  bloom  is  all  gone. 
Each  day  I  grow  like  a  spectre, 

There  8  nought  left  but  pure  skin  and  bone. 

Dear  Micky,  you  raust  quit  the  whiskey. 

You  know  tis  a  migu.;- bad  job; 
To  see  you  each  night  full  as  Bacchus, 

And  lying  down  worse  than  a  hog. 
Now,  Micky,  just  swear  you  will  quit  it, 

I  know  j'ou  will  plaze  me,  you  will. 
Keep  back  from  our  ould  Paddy  M'Clusky, 

The  divil  take  him  and  his  still. 


Teddy>  Please  Scare  Me  Again. 

I'-'    .,:'■  VtU.  C.  VANDEBCOOK. 

AT7THOB     OF       "  BEAUTiraii    BONOS    tmSUWO.* 

The  Muse  Of  this  song  Is  published  at  Mrs.  Pauline 
Lleders extensive  Music  PubllshlnK  House,  No. 60 
Chatham  Streei,  N.  Y.   and  will  be  sent  post 
paid,   to  any  address,   on  receipt  of  price, 
40  cents  in  postage  stamps. 


My  name  it  is  Teddy  McFadden, 

I'm  a  broth  of  a  boy,  you  may  b«t| 
As  wild  and  as  free  as  the  divil, 

I'm  truly  my  mothers  own  pet 
At  euchre,  and  poker,  and  oortin* 

You  may  stake  your  last  cent  I  aas 
Pm  in  love  with  a  h&lf  dozen  damsel^ 

And  they  call  me  a  real  Irish  briok. 


Chobus. 

Teddy,  Teddy,  you  know  you're  a  broth  of  a  boy, 
Teddy,  Teddy,  you're  sunshine  and  music  and  joy, 
Teddy,  Teddy,  you  really  don't  know  what  I  mean, 
Teddy,  Teddy,  oh  !  Teddy  please  scare  me  again. 

I've  a  smart  little  darling  who  loves  me. 

And  just  who  she  is.  you  may  guess; 
I  kissed  her  once  verj'  politely. 

And  I  thought  it  would  scare  her  to  death. 
Then  I  asked  her  very  kindly  her  pardon, 

For  I  thought  all  my  love  was  in  vain; 
But  she  smiled  as  she  whispered  so  sweetly, 

Oh  !  Teddy,  please  scare  me  again.        (^ho. 

I  asked  her  one  night  if  she'd  marry, 

A  wild  little  blarney  like  me. 
And  she  acted  so  very  much  frightened, 

I  thought  on  my  soul,  she  would  die. 
But  I  talked  very  kindly,  regretting. 

How  naughty  and  bold  I  had  been. 
When  she  kissed  me,  and  said,  like  an  angel. 

Oh  !  Teddy,  please  scare  me  again.        Cho. 

Now,  boys,  do  be  careful  in  courtin' 

Remember  distinctly,  just  this; 
When  a  girl  sa^  s  ' '  no, "  with  a  vengeance. 

She  means  nothing  else  then,  but  "yes." 
Be  up  like  a  man,  pop  the  question, 

And  if  she  don't  smile  on  you  then. 
Just  act  very  mum  for  a  minute. 

And  she'll  ask  you  to  scare  her  again.    Cho. 

Sweet  Mary  Flynn  is  so  Sly. 

PABODY  ON,     JOHN  RILEY 'S  A1.WAYS  DBY. 
,  r        BY    STEPHEN  OABVEY.     ,.: 


I  know  a  young  damsel. 

Who's  age  is  sweet  sixteen;      !.■..:-;. 
With  a  heart  so  light  and  airy,        ^ , 

And  the  spirit  of  a  Queen. 
Her  hair  is  rosy  auburn,  is. 

There's  a  twinkle  in  her  eye. 
That  surely  means  mischief,  boySi   , 

Mary  Flynn  is  so  sly.  -  ,  ■ 

CHOEUS.  ■':'"'''  ':-\-     ;■:,/./;■'-'■.- 

On  the  walk,  hear  them  talk. 

Whenever  this  damsel  is  seen  going  by. 
Guts  a  dash,  what  a  mash. 

When  she'd  give  you  a  wink  of  her  eye, 
"With  a  smile,  all  the  style. 

You'd  think  this  dear  creature  could 

never  tell  a  lie, 
But  beware,  and  take  care. 

For  sweet  Mary  Flynn  is  so  sly. 

On  a  summer  evening. 

So  bright  and  so  serene  J 
Mary  coaxes  Charley  out. 

To  nurse  him  for  ice  cream. 
Oranges,  banana.s,  too. 

She'll  make  poor  Charley  buy,         -  : 

Of  course  their  for  his  little  pet. 

Oh !  Mary  Flynn  is  so  sly.  Chorus. 

Mazourka,  glide,  society,     ^  '  A/     /^ 

Oh  !  she  does  know  them  well; 
At  every  ball  or  picnic. 

She  is  the  reigning  belle. 
"When  Charley'd  ask  her  for  a  dance. 

She'd  lisp  and  say,  "oh  !  my  !" 
But  she'd  waltz  oflF  with  someone  else. 

Sweet  Mary  Flynn's  so  sly.  Chorus. 


^  <♦►  ^ 


Sights  we  see  Each  Morning. 

BT  JOHN  J.  imXiEK. 


Oh  I  see  Hogin  and  his  convict  dog, 
Bust  their  sides  with  laughter; 

As  they  go  over  to  the  jail. 
Some  poor  wretch  to  slaughter.       ..- 

Good  morning,  boys,  he  smiling  says. 
Here  is  your  bread  and  water; 

Ties  him  up  to  the  whipping  post. 
Then  helping  the  irretch  to  torture. 


All  alone  he  leaves  his  victim, 
Blee<ling,  dying,  on  the  floor; 

Laughing  at  his  cries  of  anguish, 
0!  God,  he  gloats  in  human  gore. 

Yes,  bleeding  and  alone  he  leaves  him, 
A  sour  crust  and  gill  of  water; 

O  !  thou  Gk>d  of  love,   in  pity, 
Save  us  from  this  human  butcher. 

Oh  !  heart  of  stone,  oh  !  brain  of  fire. 

Hear  your  victims  cry  for  water; 
Has  the  devil  come  out  of  hell. 

To  teach  you  human  slaughter. 

Spring  Bottom  Pants 

BT  F.  LEWIS,     FOB  BARNES  A  I.XWm. 


We're  two  Sheeny  tailors  from  Wheeling, 

We're  Hebrew  men  as  you  c*in  see; 
We  sell  new  and  second-hand  clothing. 

Our  goods  are  the  best  qual-i-ty. 
Now  the  suckers  that  hang  on  the  oomer. 
They  are  trying  our  waltz  for  to  dsiioe. 
And  they  scream  out  whenever  we  pass  them. 
There's  the  Jews  with  the  spring  bottom  pitnta. 

Chobus. 
Vos  gille  gamocht,  zichter  der  fenstor, 

'\''oi  hoK-der  gamochter  Kalantz, 
Er  vadden  des  keiven  und  salven, 
Des  mox-der  der  gille  bud  yantz. 

Last  Wednesday  we  walked  down  the  Bowery, 

Along  with  our  children  and  wife; 
WTien  the  loafers  that  hang  on  the  oomer, 

They  asked  us  if  we  was  alive. 
When  we  hit  one  of  them  in  the  smeller. 

And  they  knocked  us  two  Jews  in  a  trance: 
And  they  scream  out  whenever  we  pass  them. 

There's  the  Jews  with  the  spring  bottom  pants. 

Chorus. 


^hM4 


The  Convicts  Appeal  for  Liber^. 

BY  JOHN  J.  irUIJiXM.      v  Z 


Here  I  lie  in  a  gloomy  cell,  "  - .  V-     ■ 

My  heart  is  filled  with  grief; 
No  one  comes  to  me  in  my  woe^ 

To  bring  me  sweet  reliefl  _;  -  • 

'''.» -■    -'-'.      ■> 
I  lie  within  upon  a  lonely  bed. 

No  loved  one  now  comes  near. 
To  soothe  me  in  my  grief, 

Or  shed  a  sympathysing  tear.  ,     "    * 

1  once  enjoyed  a  happy  home. 

And  friendly  ones  was  nigh. 
To  sooth  me  in  my  grief, 

And  all  my  wants  supply.  ■         » 

My  thoughts  now  wander  back 

To  childhood's  happy  days. 
Ere  I  felt  the  power  of  sin,    .... 

Or  knew  its  evil  ways.  '•-    •   '•; 

But  soon  misfortune's  clouds  arose. 

And  in  the  weaker  hour. 
When  dark  temptation  on  me  frowned. 

I  jnelded  to  its  power. 

Do  not  look  with  scorn 

On  him  now  sunk  in  deep  disgrace. 
For  penitent  he  has  linelt. 

Before  his  father's  face. 

Then  come  to  this  poor  forsaken  one^ 

And  unbolt  my  prison  door; 
And  say  to  me  in  mercies  tonea 

You  are  free,  go  sin  no  more. 

I  must  not  write  about  the  whip  and  l««li. 
Now  how  I  am  abused ; 
:  I  must  eat  your  prison  hash, 
•     And  bear  your  blood  extortin  sneem. 

You  can  stand  and  ha,  ha,  at  me. 

While  I  must  moan  and  sigh ; 
When  I  see  Cobum  the  convict  do^ 

I  turn  my  head  and  cry. 


it* 
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TKC    SHVOfiRS'    JOrRIVAI.. 


If  I  wu  a  Millionaire. 

STTltO    BT  nUKK  LCIC. 


I  wish  I  was  a  millionaire, 

I  tell  yon  what  I  would  do; 
There  are  some  wrongs  I  wonld  repair. 

For  want  of  righting,  does  a  few. 
In  their  homes  I  woum  seek  the  poor, 

And  give  them  food,  not  tracts; 
That  would  cure  hunger  better, 

Thau  stuffing  them  with  dry  facts. 

Chobcs. 

If  1  was  a  millionaire, 

Very  few  would  have  a  care; 

And  the  wine  should  flow  for  the  poor  and  low 

If  I  was  a  millionaire. 

Now  if  I  was  a  millionaire, 

The  cnr  of  distress  I'd  heed; 
For  my  fortune  I  would  share 

With  the  really  poor  in  need. 
I'd  turn  the  prisons  into  schools. 

And  all  who  would  work  should  eat. 
And  Fd  see  if  there  couldn't  be  rules. 

That  none  should  die  on  the  street. 

Chorus. 

Yes,  if  I  was  a  millionaire, 

I  would  shed  happiness  around. 
Poor  children  should  not  go  so  bare, 

Orovelling  in  gutters  around. 
The  needy  and  broken  down, 

I'd  cheer  and  give  them  a  lift. 
And  all  beneath  fortunes  frown, 

I'd  save  from  being  cast  adrift.      Chorus. 

Oh  !  if  I  was  a  millionaire, 

Poverty  should  not  abound; 
And  work-houses  shouldn't  dare. 

To  hurry  paupers  underground. 
I  don't  know  what  else  I  would  do. 

But  just  this  I  must  declare, 
That  I  wouldn't  be  singing  to  you. 

If  I  was  a  millionaire.  Chorus. 


The  Torpedo  and  the  Whale. 

FBOH  OUJVKTl'E. 

The  Music  of  this  song  Is  published  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

Uedef  B  Extensive  Music  Publishing  Bouse.   No.  M 

Chatham   Street,    N.  Y.    and  will  be  sent  jKMt 

paid,    to  any  address,  on  receipt  of  price, 

4«  cents  La  postage  stamps. 


In  the  North  sea  lived  a  whale. 

In  the  North  sea  lived  a  whale. 

In  the  North  sea  lived  a  whale. 

Big  in  bone,  and  large  in  tail. 

Big  in  bone,  and  large  in  tail. 

Oh  !  this  whale  used  unduly 

To  swagger  and  btilly, 

And  oh  !  and  oh  ! 

The  ladies  loved  him  so !       ; 

This  whale  used  unduly 

To  swagger  and  bully. 

And  oh  !  and  oh  ! 

The  ladies  loved  him  so  I 

All  went  well  until  one  day. 

All  went  well  until  one  day. 

All  went  well  until  one  day. 

Came  a  strange  fish  in  the  bay. 

Came  a  strange  fish  in  the  bay. 

Oh  !  this  fish  was  indeed,  oh  ! 

A  Woolwich  torpedo. 

But  oh!  but  oh! 

The  big  whale  did  not  know. 

This  fish  was  indeed,  oh  ! 

A  Woolwich  torpedo, 

But  oh  !  but  oh  t 

The  big  whale  did  not  know. 

Just  yon  make  tracks,  efied  the  whalet 
Just  you  make  tracks,  cried  the  whale. 
Just  you  make  tracks,  cried  the  whale. 
Then  he  lashed  out  with  his  tail. 
Then  he  lashed  out  with  his  tail, 
Oh  !  the  fish  being  loaded. 
Then  and  there  exploded, 


And  oh !  and  oh  ! 

The  big  whale  did  not  know. 

The  fish  being  loaded, 

Then  and  there  exploded. 

And  oh  !  and  oh  ! 

That  whale  was  seen  no  mo'  I 


All  on  Aoooant  of  Beings  Married. 

7ABODT  ON  AI.L  ON  ACCX)UNT  OrXUZA. 
BT  TOUXT  TUCKEB.  . 


My  poor  young  heart  is  almost  broke. 

All  on  account  of  being  married; 
With  sobs  my  voice  does  almost  choke. 

All  on  account  of  being  married. 
I  thought  when  I  took  myself  a  wife, 

I'd  live  without  no  care  or  strife; 
But  I  find  I  lead  a  terrible  life. 

All  on  account  of  being  married. 

CHOBrs. 

All  on  account,  all  on  account. 
All  on  account  of  being  married; 

I  sometimes  wish  that  I  was  dead. 
All  on  account  of  being  married. 

My  mother-in-law  she  lives  with  us. 

All  on  account  of  being  married; 
She's  always  raising  a  terrible  fuss, 

All  on  account  of  being  married. 
If  I  ever  happen  to  open  my  jaw, 

She'll  knock  me  down  upon  the  floor, 
And  club  till  I  am  awful  sore; 

All  on  account  of  being  married.       Choms. 

My  wife  and  her  get  awful  tight. 

All  on  account  of  being  married ; 
And  then  with  me  they  both  do  fight, 

All  on  account  of  being  married. 
I  think  I'll  fill  myself  with  gin, 

Get  boiling  drunk,  kick  the  door  in. 
To  break  the  furniture  I'll  begin. 

All  on  account  of  being  married.        Chorus. 


^  «♦►  m 


The  Jolly  Tars  of  the  School  Ship 
'       St.  Mary's. 

BY  WM.    T.  HAMILTON. 


Come  all  ye  lads  from  fifteen  to  eighteen 

years  of  age. 
If  you  want  to  go  to  sea,  as  is  now  all  the  rage. 
Come  and  join  the  training  ship,  St.  Mary's 

is  her  name, 
And  bring  your  chest  and  hammock  to  cross 

the  raging  main. 
Chobtjs. 

Outward  bound,  outward  bound,  on 

St.  Mary  we  go, 
Outward  bound,  outward  bound,  across 

the  deep  blue  sea; 
The  port  watch  goes  on  deck,  the  starboard 

stays  below, 
Showing  wo  all  hail  from  the  land  of  liberty. 

We're  bound  across  the  ocean  wide,  unto 

a  foreign  shore, 
And  leaving  now  so  far  behind  the  land 

we  do  adore  ! 
While  flying  from  our  spanker  aft,  the 

Stars  and  Stripes  you  see. 
It's  showing  that  we  all  are  from  the 

land  of  liberty. 

We're  passing  through  the  Gulf  Stream, 

the  weather's  fine  and  clear. 
The  Gulf  weed  is  all  around,  and  stretches 

far  and  neAr; 
The  flying  fish  and  dolphins  are  sporting 

in  the  sea. 
While  we  are  bound  for  Europe  in  the  St.  Mary. 

Chorus. 

The  anchor  is  down  again,  and  after  all  the  gales. 
The  boys  are  up  in  the  yards  a  rolling  up  the  sails 
Were  lying  in  a  foreign  port,  and  foreign 

sights  we  see. 
We  mean  to  have  a  jolly  time  wherever  we  may  be 

Chorus. 


We're  out  again,  my  boys,  and  we're 

homeward  bound  once  more; 
We've  had  a  jolly  summer  trip,  and  now  it's 

nearly  oe'r; 
We're  going  to  our  homes  again,  the  land  we 

do  adore. 
And  have  a  happy  time,  next  winter  on  the  shore. 

Chorus. 

Now  we  are  lying  in  the  bay,  and  waiting 

for  the  tide. 
With  the  Captain  on  the  quarter  deck, 

our  pilot  by  his  side; 
Let  us  Up,  boys,  up  !  and  man  the  capstan  strong 
And  soon  be  lying  by  the  dock  to  which 

our  ship  belongs. 
.;  ,    Chorus. 

The  royal  and  top-gallant  yards  are  housed 

upon  the  neck. 
And  everything  is  neat  and  clean,  as  our 

officers  direct; 
The  buntlines  and  the  clew  lines  are  now 

all  coiled  away. 
And  won't  be  touched  by  us  again  until 

next  sailing  day. 
.  ■'  Chorus. 

Crack,  Crack,  Crack. 

by  I,  MOBAN.  aib:      wst,  wst,  wst. 


I  used  to  play  the  hook  from  my  school  every  day, 
When  my  father  he  came  home  for  me  he 

would  lay. 
And  with  a  club  and  five  straps  behind  the  door, 
And  lay  it  on  he  did  until  I  was  almost  sore. 

Chobus. 

Now  you  come  here,  crack,  crack,  do  yoo 

heax,  crack,  crack. 
Won't  yon  let  me  off  this  time  with  a  crack, 

crack,  crack, 
How  does  it  feel,  crack,  crack,  here's  some 

more,  crack,   crack. 
Oh !  papa  why  don't  you  stop  the  crack, 

crack,  crack. 

One  day  I  was  playing  up  at  Central  Park, 
And  I  stayed  up  there  until  it  was  dark, 
I  started  to  my  home  for  to  get  to  my  bed. 
But  my  father  he  was  there  and  unto  me  said. 

Chobus. 

Off  with  your  pants,  crack,  crack,  Fll     I  V 

make  you  dance,  crack,  crack. 
Oh  1  you  can  bet  he  gave  me  a  good  crack, 

crack,  crack. 
Stop  your  crying,  crack,  crack,  and  your 

lying,  crack,  crack, 
I  bet  you  I'll  not  do  it  any  more  and  get 

the  crack,  crack,  crack. 


The  Virtuoas  Gardener. 

BILLEE  TAYIX)B.     ~ 


Let  others  prate  of  gruid  estate, 

I  envy  not  such  station; 
With  hoe  and  spade,  though  underpaid, 

I  follow  my  vocation. 
I  would  not  be  a  millionaire, 

A  bishop,  baronet  or  lord. 
For  wealth  and  rank  I  do  not  care. 

Since  virtue  is  its  own  reward. 

Chobtts. 

With  mv  roses  and  my  lilies  and  geraniums. 
My  apples,  my  cherries,  my  currants  and  plums. 
My  potatoes,  my  turnips,  and  my  fine  brocoli. 
Who  such  a  virtuous  gardner  as  1 7 

The  seed*  I  sow  are  sure  to  grow. 

The  trees  I  plant  all  flourish ; 
And  near  and  far  my  pot-herbs  are 

Well  known  sick  folks  to  nourish. 
I  deftly  torn  the  new-mown  hay. 

Or  neatly  trim  the  fair  green  sward, 
I  work  for  eightaen  pence  a  day. 

Since  virtue  is  its  own  reward.  Chorus. 


"^v^Tiratjk^^^yfA 


TBE    SINO£RS'    JOVRf^AI.. 


«T9 


I  Can't  Make  it  out  can  Ton. 

The  Music  of  tMa  song  Is  published  at  Mrs.  Pauline 
Ueder's  extensive  Music  Fubllshlng  Bouse,  £fo.  eo 
ChatUam  Streei,  N.  Y,  and  wni  be  sent  post 
paid,   to  any  address,   on  receipt  ol  price, 
80  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


My  name  is  Joe  Slycove,  I'm  not  quite  a  tool. 
Nor  yet  am  I  cram  full  of  knowledge; 
I    I  -was  not  brought  up  at  a  grand  boatCding-school, 
And  I've  never  been  inside  a  college; 
I'm  a  kind  of  philosopher,   tho'  in  my  way, 

As  the  journey  of  life  I  go  through, 
And  the  strange  things  we  hear  and  see  every  day, 
I  can't  make  it  out,  can  you  ?  . 

Chobus.  '         ■      ■  .    ; . 

No  !  I  can't  make  it  out,  can  you  ? 

I  can't  make  it  out,  can  you  ? 
The  queer  things  I  see,  quite  mystify  m«, 
And  I  can't  make  them  out.  can  you  ? 

Now  I  know  a  party,  some  call  him  a  swell. 

For  his  style  is  so  heavy  and  grand. 
You'd  think  him  th«  Marquis  of  Hanover  Square, 

Or  some  other  "big  pot  '  of  the  lajid; 
He  follows  the  fashion,  drinks  "Chammy  " 

and  drives 

His  girl  down  to  Richmond  or  Kew, 
Yet  he's  only  a  clerk  upon  sixty  a  year, 

Now  I  can't  make  that  out  can  you  ?    Chorus, 

Moderation  in  drink  is  a  thing  I  admire, 

But  total  abstinence — all  bosh  ! 
I  can  do  a  few  glasses  whene'er  I  require. 

But  the  "  Good  Templar  "  system  won't  wash ! 
Now  I  know  of  one  who  won't  touch  beer  or  grog. 

And  tells  me  my  small  drinking  I'll  rue. 
While  her  nose  is  as  red  as  the  sun  in  a  fog — 

Now  I  can't  make  that  out,  can  you  ?    Chorus. 

And  the  dear  darling  girls  who  go  sailing  «long, 

(Some  impertinent  folks  call  3iem  guys). 
What  with  pads  <m  their  heads  and  humps 

on  their  backs, 

They  appear  quite  a  glorious  size; 
But  when  they  dismantle,  oh !  dear,  what  a  sell ! 

As  soon  as  the  truth  comes  to  view, 
You  find  there's  more  shadow  than 

substance  my  Mends, 

And  I  don't  care  for  that  much,  do  yon.      Cho. 

There's  a  neighbor  of  mine  sells  new  milk 

from  the  cow. 

And  new  milk  from  the  cow's  very  nice. 
His  trade  is  but  small,  whilst  his  family's  large, 

And  }us  milk  is  sold  at  a  low  pjdce; 
Fve  ne'er  seen  or  heard  one  of  his  cows,  I  declare, 

Tho  be  represents  he's  got  a  few. 
And  somehow  his  pump's  always  out  of  repair — 

Now  I  can't  make  that  out,  can  you  ?    Chorus. 

Now  I  trust  you're  not  tired,  and  wish  me  away. 

For  I  am  not  myself  in  the  least. 
But  I  think  for  the  present  I've  gossipped  enough. 

And  enough  is  as  good  as  a  feast; 
Without  any  scandal  I  give  you  my  thoughts 

Upon  things  as  they  seem  to  my  view. 
And  if  in  my  song  there  is  anything  wrong, 

I  can't  make  it  out,  can  you  ?  Chorus. 


Beneath  the  Batchen  Shed. 

BT    B.  J.  PIOOTT. 


I'm  sifting  smoke  throughout  the  daj. 

An'  Oiink  it  only  right; 
That  I  should  be  allowed  to  rest. 

Whin  I  come  home  at  night. 
But  whin  I  go  to  lay  me  down. 

Upon  me  downy  bed; 
I'm  troubled  by  that  divil's  ^tng,    .  > 

Beneath  the  DUtcher's  shed. 
Chobcs. 

They  wildly  sho^t,  an'  lep  about, 

An'  try  to  catch  the  «ye; 
Of  every  modest  little  maid. 

Who  luay  be  passin'  by; 
Aa'  if  one  smiles  they  raise  their  tilea, 

4n'  fluah  a  scarlet  red; 
An'  thin,  Mdad,  go  ravin'  ma4> 

Beneath  the  butcher's  shed. 


Fve  towld  'em  time  an'  time  again, 

If  Vhey  could  not  behave; 
Like  other  dacent  neighbor's  boys. 

That  they  would  have  to  lave. 
But  sure  instid  of  movin'  on. 

They'd  whack  me  o'er  the  head; 
An  ridicule  me  friendly  walk. 

Beneath  the  butcher's  shed. 


Cboros. 


They  murther  all  the  comic  songs. 

An' sentimental  too; 
They  try  to  reach  high  N,  but  fail. 

An'  roar  in  lower  Q. 
The  neighbors  say  the  noise  they  make^ 

Would  almost  wake  the  dead,  ■  ;  >- 

But  still  they  cannot  chase  the  gang, 
'    Beneath  the  butcher's  shed.  Chorus. 

They  stand  upon  the  oellv  door. 

An'  yell  like  the  savage  Ute; 
Thin  balance  comers  round  the  bars, 

While  Hogan  plays  the  flute. 
You'd,  think,  begob,  they  owned  the  ward. 

For  none  o' them's  in  dread; 
Of  min  in  blue — this  divil's  gang. 

Beneath  the  butcher's  shed.  Ohoras. 


Jamaica  Bom. 


rSOM  OUTXTTS. 
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-«^>  ^ 


All  on  Account  of  Eliza.    ■ 

FBOM  BTTTFT.  TATIiOB. 

The  Music  Of  this  song  Is  published  at  Mrs.  Pauline 
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Chatham  Street,   N.  Y.   and  will  be  sent  post 

paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  of  price, 

40  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


The  yam  as  I  am  about  to  spin. 

Is  all  on  account  of  Eliza; 
I'll  tell  you  how  I  was  taken  in, 

All  on  account  of  Eliza. 
She  said  that  she'd  ever  be  true  to  one, 

But  she  bolted  away  with  a  son  of  a  gun. 
Bo  I  cut  my  stick  and  away  I  mn. 

All  on  account  of  Eliza.  ■■    ^ .;  i. 

All  on  account,  all  on  account,  .' 

All  on  account  of  Eliza; 
He  cut  his  stiaks  and  rway  he  run. 

All  on  account  of  Eliza. 

I've  nearly  been  blown  away  in  a  gale. 

All  on  account  of  Eliza; 
And  I've  almost  been  eaten  up  by  a  whale, 

AU  on  account  of  Eliza; 
I've  had  sword  cots  by  dozens,  and  Fve 

been  shot  through, 

I've  had  yellow  fever,  and  also  the  blue, 
I've  been  bitten  by  sharks  and  by 

crocodiles,  too, 

All  on  account  of  Eliza. 
All  on  account,  all  on  accoimt. 

All  on  account  of  Eliza; 
He's  been  bitten  by  shaikK  and  by 

crocodiles,  too, 

All  on  account  of  Eliza. 

My  duty  is  now,  smart  lads  to  prem. 

All  on  account  of  Eliza; 
If  they  say  no,  why,  I  say  yes 

All  on  account  of  Eliza. 
8o  look  up,  my  messmates,   some  boys 

for  the  sea, 

And  if  to  your  summons,  they  do  not  m;ree, 
Why,  shiver  my  timbers,  just  tell  'em  from  me. 

That  it's  all.on  aocoont  of  Elica. 
All  on  account,  all  on  account, 

All  on  account  of  Eliza; 
Shiver  my  timbers,  just  tell  'em  says  he. 

That  it  s  all  on  account  of  Eliza.  .    , 

Fve  courted  the  ladies  all  through  my  life, 

All  od  account  of  Eliza; 
Bot  never  could  steer  to  the  proper  wife, 

All 'on  account  of  Eliza; 
I've  kissed  and  I've  hugged  them  in  every  port, 

The  fat  and  the  lean,  and  the  tall  and 

the  short, 
Bnt  somehow  or  other  they  wasu'i^my  sort, 

All  on  account  of  Eliza.  t  .     \;  ^  ..5. 

All^n  account,  aU  on  account, 

Allonaccotmt  of  Eliza; 
Somilbow  or  other,  they  wasn't  his  sort, 

That  it's  all  on  aooonnt  of  Eliza. 


Qive  milk  to  babes,  to  peasants  beer, 
Xet  landsmen  sip  thin-blooded  wise. 

The  Rechabite  drink  water  dear; 
Bat  for  the  lads  that  cross  the  brine. 

And  battle  with  the  stormy  gale. 

Bring  stronger  food  than  wine  or  ale. 

Chobits. 

Bam,  nun,  Jamaica  rum  ! 

Who  in  thy  praise  is  dumb  ? 

The  strong,  the  weak,  the  gay,  th^  glam. 

All  call  thee  good,  Jamaica  rum. 

And  when  the  enemy  heaies  in  sight, 

A  case,  my  lads,  of  do  or  die. 
D'ye  think  to  make  ns  better  fight  ? 

Our  o|iptain  then  would  argufy. 
'- Oh  I  no,"  savs  he,  "  boya,  there  they  oome 

But  d it  all,  let's  have  some  nnn. 

Chorus. 

And  when  your  lass  will  prove  unkind 
Ajjkd  pout  and  shrug  and  say  you  no, 

Don't  let  her  hang  long  in  the  wind. 
Or  ten  to  one,  t  will  harder  blow  ! 

Just  make  some  punch  and  give  ix«9  some, 

And  see  you  do  not  apare  fihe  rum.       Choma. 


^  tm*  tm 


Bob  up  Serenely 

OUVXTTX. 

The  Muslo  of  thla  song  Is  pubUataed  at  Mn^l 
Ueder's Bxtensire  Muse  Pubtehlnf^  Bouie,  Vi 
Cbatbam  Street,    N.  T.  anAwilI  be  seal 
paid,  to  any   address,    on  receipt  of  j 
86  cents  in  postage  Biampa. 


[piloe. 


If  in  a  state  of  exhileration. 

You  came  home  late  and  dimly  saw 
Two  ladies  waiting  an  explanation— 

Yoor  wedded  wife  and  your  mother-iiulaw. 

Chobus. 

That  is  the  time  for  disappearing ! 

Just  take  a  header,  down  you  go; 
Then  when  the  sky  above  is  clearing. 

Then  when  the  sky  above  is  clearing. 
Bob  up  serenely,  bob  up  serenely. 

Bob  up  serenely  from  below. 

So  shonld  it  be  with  a  politician. 
When  all  his  measures  go  away. 

With  papers  blaming  his  wrong  ambition. 
And  voters  asking  the  whereu>re  and  why  ' 

ChonM. 


(%atterinfp  Chorus- 

OIXVZTTB. 


How  beautifully  blue  the  sky. 
The  glass  is  sising  very  hig^, 
CoBtinue  fine  I  hope  it  may, 
Aad  yet  it  rained  but  yeeterday, 
To«aorrow  it  stay  pour  again 
I  hear  the  cotmtry  wants  some  rain; 
Yet  peopleaav,  I  know  not  why. 
That  we  shall  have  a  warm  July. 

Mary's  Little  Ooni' 

Mary  had  a  little  com. 

Upon  her  little  toe. 
And  everywhere  that  Harjr  went, 

lliat  com  waa  sure  to  go.  ' 
It  went  with  her  to  jail  one  day. 

For  Mary  she  drank  rum. 
Now  she'll  have  time  to  pare  her  oom. 

For  thirty  days  to  oome. 


^^^^^^^J^^^I^^^^^^^^n^^^^^^^T^^^^^^^^^^B^^^R^^^^nfW^^^^^^^ 
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f  -^  SETTLE  DAT  BILL.  '         "^ 

^'  Words  and  Music  by  NED  STRAIGHT. 

Arranged  for  the  GaiUr  or  Banjo,  by  Prof.  Edmund  Clark,  Teacher  of  the  Guitar,  Banjo,  Violin,  Oi^gau,  Accordeon  and  Singing,  No.  285  Bowery,  New  York. 
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Ga  -  bri  -  el,     Uu  - 
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1.  Oh     my    ears     am  bend  -  ing    for  -  ward,  for       txj     lis  -  ten     to       de  horn,    ob    Ua  -  cle     Ga  -  bri  -  el,     Un  -  cle 

2.  Oh      'tis    den   you'll  all      be  acar'd    to   detC,    and    all       of  you'll   be    cry  -  Ing,  Un  -  cle    Ga  -  bri  -  el,     Un  -  cle 
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For      den 
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well     take        a       Jour  -  ney.        As    sure      as     you      are   bom      to     Un   -   cle 
you      wick   -    ed        sin  -  ners,     From  judge  -  ment  will      be     flay  -  ing    Un    -   cle 
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bri  -  el, 
bri  -  el. 
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For    when     dat     horn       is    soimd  -  ed, 
De      first     time     you      got  trust  -  ed. 
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Its     tones     will 
I        put        it 
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shrill,  'Tis      den      dat       de     day       ob 

slate,  'Twas     den       dat       do     day       ob 

N    N    > 
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de     reck  -  on  -  Ing      will  come,      Tis      den      you     must    set  -  tie     dat 
de     reck  -  on  -  ing       will  come,      Tis       den      you     must    set  -  tie     dat 


bUl. 


CHORUS. 


? 


i^^ 


ft 


N-S=K 


5=S: 


^ 


want    you    for      to     set  -  tie    dat     bill —  I 


^ 


Pf 
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tell     you  dar's     a  gwine    to     be     trou-ble, 


You 


^m^m 


needn't  climb  so       high       on         a     hick  -    o  -    ry      tree.     Ease      I     want     you     for       to      set  -  tie   dat     bill 
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Pretty  Little  Lou- 

SoNO  AND  Dance.  ■ 
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Their  is  ft  fair  one  li\inf!  near, 

I  don't  mind  telling  you; 
Who  promised  for  to  be  my  wife, 

Her  maiden  name  is  Lou. 
The  first  time  that  I  met  her, 

Was  down  by  a  purling  stream, 
And  when  she  turned  and  umiled  on  me, 

How  hapi)y  I  did  seem. 

CuoKca.  , .  -  \ 

This  vision  floated  past  my  sight, 

just  like  a  happy  dream; 
I  never  can  forgot  hor,  with  her  eyes  of 

bonnio  blue, 
She  is  so  fair,  I  do  declare,  ray  bonnie  little  Lon, 
She  ia  so  £air.  I  do  declaro,  my  bonnie  little  Lou. 

(Dance.) 

I  smiled  on  her,  and  raised  my  hat, 

She  blushed  and  hung  her  head; 
My  heart  kept  going  pit-a-pat, 

I  scarce  knew  what  I  said. 
Pray  pardon  me,  then,  miss,  said  T, 

I  hope  I  don't  intnidc; 
She  raised  her  eye,  and  winked  so  sly. 

My  pretty  little  Lon.  '  ChornS. 

When  You  Wero  Sweet   Sixteen. 

wonna  and  music  bt  Ai,FP.r.D  wnixE. 
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I  am  thinking  of  the  golden  past. 

When  we  strolled  side  by  side; 
Twas  many,  many  years  ago. 

Ere  I  claimed  you  for  my  bride. 
We  sat  upon  the  river's  bank. 

The  earth  was  clad  in  green, 
Twas  then  I  told  my  sweet  dear  Nell, 

When  you  wero  sweet  sixteen. 

Chokus.  I^r. 

But  you  are  just  as  dear  to  mo,  •:  .'j. 

Fond  memory's  just  as  green,  *■.."" 
I  love  you  now  as  fond  and  truo. 

As  when  you  were  sixteen.  ' 

But  now  there's  silver  in  your  hair. " 

Your  cheeks  have  lost  their  glow ; 
Our  love  is  still  unchanged  sweet  Nell, 

Tme  as  in  years  ago. 
Come  let  me  clasp  you  in  my  arms, 

My  heart  adores  its  queen; 
I  love  to  dream  of  bygone  days. 

When  you  were  sweet  sixteen.  Chorus. 

The  Blue  Alsatian  Monntains. 


BTCLAIIABXL. 


MUSIC  BY  STEPHEN  ADAMS. 


TtaeMuatcot  this  sons  la  published  at  Mis.  Paulino 
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By  the  blue  Alsatiin  mountains,  ^c\ 

Dwelt  a  maiden  young  and  fair;         '     \ 
Like  the  careless  flowing  fonntainn 

Were  the  ripples  of  her  hair, 
Were  the  ripples  of  her  hair; 

Angol  mild,  her  eyes  so  winning. 
Angel  bright  her  happy  smile. 

When  beneath  tho  fountain  spinning. 


A-de,  A-de,  Ade, 

Such  songs  will  pass  away; 
Tho' the  blue  Alsatian  mountains 

Seem  to  watch  and  wait  alway  !  '  •- 

CnoBus. 

By  the  blue  Alsatian  mountains. 

Many  spring-times  bloomed  and  passed,* 
And  the  maiden  by  the  fountains. 

Saw  she  lost  her  hopes  at  lost, 
She  lost  her  hopes  at  last. 

And  she  withered  like  a  flower, 
That  is  waiting  for  the  rain; 

She  will  never  see  tho  stranger, 
Where  the  fountains  fall  again.  - 

A-de,  A-de,  A-de, 
The  years  have  passed  away, 

But  the  blue  Alsatian  mountains 
Ever  watch  and  wait  alway. 

A-de,  A-de,  A-de, 
The  years  havo  passed  away, 

But  tho  blue  Al.satian  mountains 
Seem  to  watch  and  wait  ahvay. 

B3'  the  Blue  Alsatian  monntains, 

('ame  a  stranger  in  tho  spring. 
And  he  lingered  by  the  fountains, 

Just  to  hear  the  maiden  sing. 
Just  to  hear  tho  maiden  sing; 

Just  to  whisper  in  tho  moonlight. 
Words  the  sweetest  she  had  known, 

Just  to  charm  away  the  hours. 
Till  her  heart  was  all  his  own. 

A-de,  A-de,  A-de, 
Such  dreams  must  pass  away, 

But  tho  blue  Alsatian  monntains. 
Seem  to  watch  and  vait  alway.  Chorus. 


Hang  up  Your  Hat  Behind  the  Door- 

The  Music  of  this  KonK  can  boliad    at  Mrs.  Pauline 

JJeder's  Extensive  Mus  c  Publishing  House,  No.  60 

Chatham  Street,    N.  Y.  and  will  bo  sent  post 

paid,  to  any    addres.s,    on   receipt  of  I'rice, 

41)  cents  In  postai;o  s.auips. 


I  folt  sick  and  tired  of  a  bachelor's  life. 

And  so  I  began  to  look  out  for  ft  wife. 

The  young  ones  were  giddy,  and  so  I  confeMed 

That  a  nice  littlo  widow  would  suit  mo  the  best. 

One  day  at  a  grocer's  shop  chancing  to  call, 

With,  the  misses,  a  widow,  in  love  I  did  fall, 

She  was  fat,  fair  and  forty,  well  dressed  and 

all  that, 
Thinks  I,   here's  tho  placo  -where  I'll  hang  up 

my  hat. 

Spoken;    But  little  did   I  think  eho'd  make 
use  of  the  same  words  and  say — 

Cboecs. 

nang  np  your  hat  behind  the  door 

That  leads  into  the  shop, 
^lake  yourself  at  home,  John, 

As  if  you  meant  to  stop.  .  .  ; 

Nobody  comes  in  the  parlor, 
»      So  don't  uneasy  be,  • 

Sit  at  your  ease  as  long  ift«  you  please. 

For  the  i>laco  belongs  to  mo. 

Hor  age  as  I've  said  was  a  couplo  of  acor<>, 
And  my  years  would  number  a  half  dozen  more. 
So  I  made  up  my  mind  to  win  her  I'd  try, 
And  called  every  evening  some  trifle  to  buy; 
But  one  day  she  begged  that  I  longer  wonld  stop 
And  step  in  tho  room  at  tho  back  of  the  shoj), 
I  did,  but  so  shy  continued  to  stand. 
All  the  while  I  was  twirling  my  hat  in  my  hand. 

Spoken  :    I  suppose  that  was  why  she  ^aaid — 

I    .  Chorus. 

Well  wo  started  on  every  day  topic's  and  soon, 
Although  over  forty,  we  found  we  conld  spoon, 
For  she  laid  her  head  on  my  manly  chest. 
And  of  course  I  said  everything  just  for  the  beat. 
I  proposed,  was  accepted,  and  she  in  return, 
S«ud,  tho  shop  that  I  keep  is  a  paying  concern. 
And  when  we  are  wed,  or  even  before, 
m  alter  the  name  painted  over  the  door.     Cho. 
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This  column  of  our  Journal  will  contain  tn  each 
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from  our  host  of  corr.  spondents,  and  we  will 
from  tune  to  time  endeavor  to  jflve  space  to  th'?  sam-J, 
wllU  liUUala  ol  tlie  writer  or  writcra. 

(Tho  Publisher.) 


Every  Saturday  Night  tho  printer  has  the 
"devil"  to  pay.  . 

A  horn  solo— A  glft-ss  of  grog  in  bed. 

"  Modest  and  mock  is  tho  maiden  who 
blushes, "  so  spake  tho  poet,  well  if  that's  tho 
case,  our  girl  must  bo  modest  and  merk,  for 
she's  always  on  tho  blush,  she  gets  it  nt  a  drug 
store.  J.  V.  B. 

A  Yorkville  dairy-man  gave  his  cows  whiskey 
to  drink,  under  the  impression  that  they'd  pro- 
duce whiskey  punch.  That  reminds  us  of  tho 
farmer  who  fed  his  chickens  on  saw-dust,  simply 
to  seo  if  they  would  lay  kindling-wood.     J.  v.  n. 

A  Harlem  lady  has  discovered  a  capital  method 
to  get  the  lire  kindled,  without  rising  from  her 
bed.  She  routes  her  husband  and  makes  him 
light  it.  J.  V.  B. 

Why  aro  ladies  thieves  ?  Because  they  steal 
from  gentlemen,  and  hook  each  others  (li-<<sscs. 

There  is  enough  of  soft-soap  and  white-wash 
wasted  at  tho  City  Hall  to  clean  every  street  in 
tho  city.  Jib 

What  is  it  when  you  have  the  Lines?  When 
energy  and  courage  fail  gives  one  strength 
to  meet  the  gale,     the  sinoebs'  journal.        d. 

Bounced  out — Not  this  year  some  other  year ! 
Oh  !  dear  I've  bounced  my  lover  out. 

And  my  heart's  o'erixjwered  with  fear,       ; 
For  I  really  begin  now  to  doubt,  1 

Whether  I  shall  be  spliced  this  year. 
Love  may  go  out,  or  cease  to  grow  bright, 

'Tis  a  positive  omen,  oh  !  dear  !  1 

My  love  has  gone  on  a  racket  to-night,  ' 

And  I  may  not  be  spliced  this  year; 
Some  other  year,  some  other  year.  d. 

I  cannot  sing  to-night " — not  thil 

her  nicrht    annrl.nicrVif  .    i- 


He  sang   "  I  cannot  sing  to-night 
ight,  some  other  night,  good-night, 


night, 


^Vhen  Ole  Bull  was  asked  to  what  he  owed  his 
success  in  life,  he  replied;  "Owe,  fiddle  1" 

Bernhardt  jokes  begin  to  bo  lonesome.      ' 

Baltimore  has  gay  street  cars.  (This  is  a  joke 
on  tho  cars  in  Qay  Street. )  1     ■ 

The  acquittal  ofthe  assailant  of  Dislrici  At* 
tomey  Morris  of  Brooklyn  was  well  Dunn,  so 
his  friends  say.  ,      . 

"WTiat's  the  matter  at  St.  Petersburg  ?  Ten 
weeks  gone,  and  tho  now  Czar  still  lives. 

Is  a  brakeman  retained  in  his  position  becausa 
of  his  proficiency  for  breaking  things.        , 

Old  gold  is  now  taken  without  regard  to  the 
colcr.     This  you  can  bet  on. 

It  is  said  that  a  nieoe  of  Samuel  J.  Tilden 
composed  the  "Kacquet  Gallop."  She  did  it 
probably  to  liven  the  old  man  up. 

When  you  see  a  young  couple  lato  at  night  on 
the  lake  bank,  chewing  biting,  and  eating  each 
other,  just  let  'em  alone.     They  ore  only  fooling. 

A  LonisTilla  man  has  written  and  composed 
about  360  songs.  And  yet  Kentucky  claims  to 
be  more  free  or  crime  than  Ohio  !  Comment,  to 
employ  an  original  phrase,  is  unnecessary. 


■  %twi:^  9'»w!fr¥M't^mm^v, 
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The  Pay  That  my  Poor  Mother  Died- 
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Now  my  thoughts  they  go  back  to  my 

young  childish  days, 
When  I  played  round  onr  old  cottage  door, 
And  my  heart  'twas  as  light  as  the  birds 

that  did  sing, 
Tho'  my  parents  they  were  very  poor. 
And  my  dear  good  old  mother,  how  me 

she  would  kiss, 
For  I  wa.s  her  joy  and  her  pride; 
And  my  heart  received  a  shock  which  I 

ne'er  shall  forgot, 
The  day  that  our  poor  mother  died. 

CnoEus.       ■'■''' y.^^}' .^."■-    ". 
And  when  ever  my  thoughts  they  go  back 

to  that  day. 
The  tears  oh  !  I  never  can  hide; 
For  I  lost  the  best  friend  that  I  had  in  this  world, 
The  day  that  my  poor  mother  died  ! 

Kow  she'd  sing  me  to  sleep  in  that  dear  little  crib, 

How  she'd  dress  me  when  I  went  to  school; 
And  the  advice  she  gave  me  when  I  started  in  life. 

Kept  me  often  from  playing  the  fool. 
But  at  last  she  was  called  to  her  heme  up  above; 

And  sorrowful  how  I  then  cried, 
When  they  told  me  she's  dead,  I  could  only 

sob  and  weep, 

The  day  that  my  poor  mother  died.      Chorus. 


I'll  Meet  You  Sweet  Bessie,  at  Twilight- 
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I'll  meet  you  sweet  Bessie  at  twilight, 

V.'ht-re  rio^fers  are  a-bloom  in  the  vale, 
And  at  the  last  glow  of  the  daylight, 

111  wliispcr  to  you  love's  yweet  tale. 
Then  wait  for  me  love,  in  the  gloaming, 

With  heart  beating  fondly  and  true. 
While  over  the  hillsl  am  roaming, 

Sweet  Bessie,  I'm  coming  to  you. 
Chobus. 

I'll  meet  yon  sweet  Bessie,  at  twilight, 
Yes,  meet  me,  oh  !  meet  me  at  twilight. 
Where  brooklets  flow  down  to  the  sea. 
Where  brooklets  flow  down  to  the  sea; 
When  gone  arc  tho  rays  of  the  sunlight, 
Sweet  Bessie,  I'm  coming  to  thee. 

The  sunbeams  have  gone  'neath  the  mountpin. 

In  all  their  bright  beauty  to  rest; 
While  o'er  the  green  fields  to  the  fountain, 

I  speed  to  the  one  I  love  best. 
Tlicn  meet  me,  oh  !  meet  with  kisses. 

And  words  that  will  bring  me  delight; 
So  eager  for  life's  fondest  blisses. 

Sweet  Bessie,  I'm  coming  to-night.      Chorns. 

Keep  watch,  then,  sweet  Bessie,  at  twilight, 

V.  J;er  Ktars  are  so  dim  in  the  sky; 
For  wit  1  the  last  glow  of  the  daylight. 

The  love  I  would  bring  thee  is  nigh. 
Oh  !  meet  me  where  brooklets  are  flowing, 

And  flowers  so  fair  to  the  sight, 
For  down  in  your  heart  you  are  knowing. 

Sweet  Bessie,  I'm  coming  to-night.      Chonu. 


^h^t 


A  Le&r  of  Ivy  From  My  Mother's  Grave. 


BY  CHA8  A,  6AVILLZ. 


I  wont  io  Greenwood  yesterday,     .  ^ 
To  Tisit  my  angel  mother's  grave; 


Grently  I  knelt  beside  the  mound, 
And  took  a  leaf  of  ivy  from  the  grave; 

Mother's  dwelling  with  the  angels, 
With  a  crown  upon  her  brow, 

And 'tis  only  in  my  visions. 

That  I  see  my  angel  mother  now. 

i-'  ■■'  "'■■'■:  :,'"■■■'  ■".":■  /Chorus.     •■:■■'■  ■^:  '.::■.  ^- 

Mother's  dwelling  with  the  angels, 
With  a  crown  upon  her  brow; 

And  'tis  only  in  my  visions, 

That  I  see  my  angel  mother  mow.     ,  • 

Mother  died  when  I  was  quite  young. 

And  it  soon  broke  up  my  home; 
Soon  I  found  I  was  not  welcome. 

And  like  a  stranger  I  did  roam. 
All  I've  got  now  to  remember  her. 

And  which  I  cherish  and  will  save, 
Is  this  little  leaf  of  ivy, 

A  leaf  of  ivy  from  my  mother's  grave. 


Cho. 


Since  my  mother's  death  I  feel  forsaken, 

And  o'er  the  wide  world  I  have  roamed; 
Until,  when  my  poor  heart  was  breaking. 

With  my  brother,  then,  I  found  a  home; 
From  mother  we'll  not  long  be  parted. 

Soon  we'll  meet  her  up  above; 
Where  we'll  ne'er  again  be  parted,         ' 

But  will  live  in  joy  and  endless  love.      Oho, 


Militia's  out  To-Day 
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A  militia  man  you  gaze  upon,  '  :  / 

All  dressed  up  for  parade,  yon  see; 
And  when  the  bugle  calls  us  out, 

We're  happy  as  can  be.  :/  - 

The  ladies  watching  every  move. 

They  gaze  into  each  soldier's  eye; 
'Tis  then  you'll  see,  that  private  McKee 

Will  heave  a  soldier's  sigh.      .  :  , v;  ; 

Chorus.  S..  •:;■.■ 

Salute  your  captain,  rightabout,  /:. 

Forward  march  away; 
Keep  your  line,  and  march  in  time. 

We're  out  on  drill  to-day.  ' 

Music  sweet  and  scare  they, 

I  think  I  hear  the  ladies  say, 
With  eyes  so  bright,  and  steps  so  light, 

The  militia  is  out  to-day. 

Should  there  by  chance  a  war  break  out. 

With  joy  you  hear  the  soldiers  shout. 
One  volley  will  make  the  enemy  scout, 

For  fight  to  us  means  play. 
We  leave  our  sweethearts  all  in  tears,     : 

For  the  call  of  volunteers; 
We  come  back  home  with  hearty  cheers, 

Militia  is  out  to-day.  Chorus. 

Eose  Perfumed  Bouquet 

;/■,;-;'.'■.;         SoNO  AND  Dakce.        .:,-.;;?  ^  A'  -.,  \  '. 
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While  strolling  through  an  avenue, 

A  cottage  neat  I  saw; 
A  maiden  dressed  in  pink  and  blue, 

Was  standing  at  the  door. 
Her  rosy  cheeks  they  were  so  sweet, 

Her  eyes  shone  bright  and  gay; 
And  on  her  bosom  rested  neat, 

A  rose  perfumed  bouquet. 


I  raised  my  hat  she  bowed  her  head. 

Soon  by  her  side  I  stood: 
And  then  swoet  loving  wordii  were  said. 

That  made  my  heait  feel  good. 

Chorus. 

Oh  !  she's  the  sweetest  flower  here,    . 

And  she's  the  dearest  of  the  dear; 

Bhc's  a  lilly  pure  and  true, 

A  fragrant  mignonette. 

A  morning-glory  dipped  in  dew, 

A  purple  violet; 

A  tulip  white,  and  red  rose  fair. 

The  gayest  of  the  gay; 

She's  all  the  flowers  sweet  and  rare^ 

My  rose  perfumed  bouquet. 

One  day  while  standing  by  her  side^ 

I  thought  I  would  confess; 
I  asked  my  love  to  be  my  bride. 

She  softly  whispered  "  yes." 
Her  answer  filled  me  with  new  life. 

It  made  mo  glad  and  gay, 
To  know  that  she  would  be  my  wife^ 

My  rose  perfumed  bouquet. 
Now  in  a  cottage  of  our  own. 

One  paint«d  white  and  gray, 
I  dwell  in  peace  and  love  alone. 

With  rose  perfumed  bouquet.        Ch*nu. 


i^^-*< 


Mrs.  Magraw. 

BT  WALTER  UACX. 
COPTBIGBT  1881,    BY  MRS.     rAULINZ  UEDJOk 


I'm  a  jolly  old  woman  from  Ireland. 

My  name  it  is  Mrs.  Magraw ; 
I'm  as  happy  as  a  3'onng  bird  in  summer. 

And  for  troubles  I  don't  care  a  straw. 
From  morning  till  night  I  am  singing. 

And  so  happy  this  minute  I  feel. 
If  you'll  just  keep  your  seat  for  a  minute, 

ill  dance  you  a  bit  of  a  reel. 

CUOBUS. 

From  morning  till  night  I  am  singing. 
And  so  happy  this  minute  I  feel. 

If  you  11  just  hold  your  seats  for  a  minaie^ 
111  dance  you  a  bit  of  a  reel. 

When  first  I  came  out  to  this  ootintry, 

Divil  a  one  did  I  know; 
Without  any  friends  or  acquaintance, 

I  had  no  idea  where  I  should  go. 
But  I  never  let  trifles  annoy  me. 

That's  why  I'm  so  happy  and  gay. 
And  if  you  are  in  for  amusement. 

You  can  bet  I  will  never  say  nay.      Choruk 
^  <•>  ^- 
Committed  to  The  Deep. 

BUNG  BY  CBAS.  H.  BOBTELL. 


Our  messmate  in  his  hammock  lay. 

The  death  dew  on  his  brow; 
And  heard  the  dashing  of  the  spray, 

Against  the  vessel's  prow. 
"  My  life  is  ebbing  fast,"  he  said, 

"Kind messmates  do  not  weep. 
When  I  am  Irid  in  ocean's  grave. 

Committed  to  the  deep. 
When  I  am  laid  in  ocean's  grave. 

Committed  to  the  deep." 
Chobxtb. 

Our  Father  who  art  in  Heauen, 

Hollowed  be  Thy   name; 

Thy  kingdom  come.  Thy  will  be  don* 

On  earth,  as  ii  is  in  Heaven. 

We  pray  the  Lord  his  soul  to  keep. 

Committed  to  the  deep. 

We  pray  the  Lord  his  soul  to  keep. 

Committed  to  the  deep. 

Oh  !  sink  me  deep  beneath  the  surf 

Of  angry  heaving  waves. 
And  mermaids  fair  will  chant  my  dirge, 

In  ocean's  coral  caves ; 
Ko  village  bell  will  toU  for  me. 

No  gentle  maiden  weep; 
Deep  in  the  sea  my  grave  shall  b« 

Committed  to  the  deep. 
Deep  in  the  sea  my  grave  shall  be, 

Committed  to  the  deep.  Chonu. 


^     iitfJ|i|liii|ip|l|UU|j|pU^^ 


THK     SIl^GJEKS'    JOU5&J\'AI.. 


Beneath  the  Sod  They're  Sleeping. 
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All  honor  to  our  soldier's  tnio. 

Who  hiive  from  this  world  departed. 
Their  memory  stauds  throiij^hout  the  land, 

Thev  were  noble  and  Lrave  hearted. 
They  fouf^bt  iind  fell,  'mid  shet  and  shell, 

■\Vhen  death  the  ranks  v/ero  reaping; 
But  now  they've  {<one,  their  loss  wo  luoatu, 

Beneath  the  sod  they're  sleeping. 
Ciionrs. 
They  fought  to  free  our  country. 

Their  luoinory  we  hold  in  keeping. 
They  are  at  rest  amonp;  the  blest,  '; 

Beneath  the  sod  they're  bleeping. 

■We'll  decoi-ate,  and  celebrate  ,  ^ 

And  spond  the  fincrtnl  hours;  r 

Upon  the  graves  of  heroes  brave, 
We  v.ill  plant  the  choicest  flowers. 

All  honor  to  the  bravo  and  true, 

Who  sleep  where  ivy's  creeping, '; 
Their  memory  dear,  we  do  revere. 

Beneath  the  wd  they're  sleeping.      Chorus. 

Onr  soldiers  sought  and  bravely  fought 

To  shield  our  starry  banner. 
They  fought  their  way  and  won  the  day,  j 

In  a  victorious  manner. 
Their  lives  they  gave  onr  flag  to  save,  ; 

Their  loss  our  country's  weeping; 
Side  by  side  they  nobly  died, 

Beneath  the  sod  they're  sleeping.       Chorus. 


•-♦ 


Young  Folks  at  Home> 

BY  JAMZS  TlOTTSQ. 


I'm  ft  trabcling  back  home  again,        "■         ' 

The  young  folks  for  to  see. 
In  their  peaceful  little  happy  home,         •  ,- 

Way  down  in  Tennessee.  /•  r 

'Tis  long  years  since  I  left  them,        ^       '•'  • 

My  fortune  for  to  seek; 
But  now  I  am  returning,  :  ; 

Enfeebled  old  and  weak.  *    . ' 

Cnonrs.  * 

The  young  folks,  yes,  the  young  folks. 

Way  down  in  Tennessee ; 
The  young  folks*  yes,  the  young  folks, 

I'm  trabeling  back  to  see. 

Oh  !  I  wonder  if  they'll  know  me, 

In  this  ragged  garb  well-worn. 
If  wid  joyous  shouts  they'll  welcome  me, 

To  de  home  whar  I  was  bom. 
If  de  little  children  come  about 

And  sit  upon  my  knee, 
I'll  tell  dem  of  my  cares  and  woe. 

Since  I  roamed  from  Tennessee,       Chorus. 

Once  Ise  suffered  pain  and  want. 

But  it  never  now  will  be. 
For  I'll  settle  with  the  j'oung  folkg 

Way  down  in  Tennessee. 
I  never  will  brea.st  again 

This  world's  rough  stormy  sea, 
But  live  again  a  peaceful  life. 

Way  down  in  Tennessee.  Chorus. 


Mulligan's  Silver  Wedding. 

BY  JAMES  Y.  BARBf.TT. 


To-night  I  and  fair  Bidelia, 

My  sweet  loving  little  wife; 
"Will  wid  a  grand  silver  wedding. 

Celebrate  our  married  life. 
Wo  have  tendered  invitations. 

To  the  neighbors  every  one, 
And  this  evening  without  failure. 

They'll  be  there  to  join  the  fan. 


•'-:■■'•"-'        "   ''•        CntBCs.  '■■'■.■■■■...-" 

Oh  !  'twill  be  a  splendid  sight,  ,    V. 

To  see  the  pi  voters  to-night; 
Full  av  whiskey  an'  delight, 

In  the  mazy  dance  a-treading. 
Wid  ease  and  grace  they'll  forward  four. 

To  reel  around  and  welt  the  floor, 
For  all  the  dizzy  dancers. 

Will  attend  the  silver  wedding. 

Darbv  Doylo  the  Kerry  piper. 

Will  play  on  his  pipes  so  sweet. 
And  keep  time  in  tune  so  natcly, 

Wid  the  spielers  busy  feet. 
All  the  merry  lads  and  lassies. 

That  for  blocks  around  reside,  > 

■\Vill  bo  there  to  welt  the  carpet, 

In  the  frisky  Dublin  glide.  Chorus. 

Then  we'll  have  a  tony  supper. 

Fit  for  royal  kings  or  queens;  ■- 

Clams  an'  oysters,  jam  and  jelly, 

(iuail  an'  chicken,  pork  an'  beans. 
Custard  pie  and  lobster  salad, 

Irish  stew  and  turkey  rare. 
All  such  fine  and  dainty  dishes. 

Will  comprise  the  bill  of  fare.  Chorus. 

Close  the  Blinds,  Lottie's  Dying. 
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Close  the  blinds,  Lottie's  dying, 

Soon  we'll  lose  our  little  love; 
Angels  wait  to  bear  her  gently. 

To  that  golden  land  above. 
Oh  !  in  sickness,  she  has  suffered. 

But  hor  suflferings  soon  will  cease, 
For  onr  lord  will  send  kind  angels 

To  take  her  to  joy  and  peace. 
Chorcs. 
Close  the  blinds,  for  Lottie's  dying. 

Soon  we'll  lose  our  little  love; 
Angels  kind,  will  bear  her  gently 

To  that  golden  land  above. 

Eonnd  the  door  are  children  playing. 

They  are  calling  Lottie  now; 
Lottie  hears  them,  and  she  whispers, 

In  a  voice  so  sweet  and  low. 
Mother,  don't  you  hear  iny  playmates? 

They  are  wailing  at  the  door, 
Tell  them,  mother,  I  am  dying. 

Tell  them  I  can  play  no  more.        Chorus. 

Close  the  blinds  lor  Lottie's  dj-ing. 

Sue  is  breathing  now  hor  last; 
Wo  shall  ever  mourn  in  sorrow, 

Lottie,  darling,  and  the  past, 
ILirk  the  angels  now  arc  calling, 

Lottie  slowly  turns  her  head, 
Though  she  cannot  speak,  her  eyes  they 

Tell  us  Lottie  dear  is  dead.  Chorus, 

'Tis  Ten  O'Clock,  Please  Go. 
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How  very  fast  the  hours  go  by, 

The  minutes  pass  away; 
It  seems  an  evening  brief  indeed, 
>     For  you,  my  love,  to  stay. 
But  I  suppose  our  happy  hearts 

In  keeping  time  are  slow; 
And  tho'  1  sigh  for  bliss  to  last,     . 

'Tis  ten  o'clock,  please  go  ! 
Chorus. 
I  took  a  peep  at  papa's  watch, 

I  wish  the  thing  was  slow; 


And  tho'  it  fills  my  heart  with  pain,  ,;  ; 
'Tis  ten  o'clock,  please  go!  ...  '.-. 

It  (finnot  be  tho  watch  is  right. 

The  minatcs  go  so  fast : 
And  I  am  sure  that  bliss  like  ours, 

A  longer  tiuio  shall  latt. 
I  might  have  let  the  thing  run  down, 

Dear  me  I  wish  'twas  slow  ! 
But  I  must  bear  tho  bitter  pain. 


'Tis  ten  o'clock,  please  go  ! 


Chorus. 


I'll  not  be  caught  another  night, 

I  know  just  what  to  do; 
To  make  the  blissful  moments  long. 

That  I  shall  pass  with  you.  .     .■: 

I'll  leave  the  wntch  in  father's  room,  '     |  ■      •.. 

And  then  I  shall  not  know 
The  bitter  pain  I  feel  to-night, 

'Tis  ten  o'clock,  please  go.  Chorus. 

Ti.s  hard  to  bear  this  cruel  grief. 

To  see  my  lovo  depart,  I 

Wlun  blissful  horns  we  could  enjoy,      ' 

With  sunshine  in  the  heart. 
But  futher's  watch  shall  ne'er  again 

t  louil  hajipincss  with  woo, 
I'll  pui  the  old  thing  out  of  sight, 

'Tis  Uu  o'clock,  ineasc  go. 


^♦►^ 


When  I  Smoked  My  Frst  Cigar,  '■ 

BY  WALTER  MACK. 
COPYRIGHT  1881,    BY  MRS.    PAULINE  LIEDEB, 


It  was  j  nst  beJiind  the  woodshed. 
One  glorious  summer  day; 

Far  o'er  the  hills  Iho  sinking  sun, 
Pursued  its  westf  rn  way. 

And  in  my  lone  seclusion. 
Safely  removed  afar 

From  all  earth's  confusion. 

I  smoked  my  first  cigar. 
Ah  !  bright  the  boyish  fancies, 

V>' rapped  in  tho  wreath's  of  blue. 
My  eyes  grew  dim  my  head  was  light, 

Tho  woodshed  round  me  flew. 
Dark  night  closed  in  around  me, 

Ituyless  without  a  star. 
Grim  death  I  thought  1  had  found. 

When  I  smoked  my  lirst  cigar. 
I  h«ard  my  father's  smothered  laugh. 

It  seemed  so  strango  and  far; 
I  knew  he  knew,  I  knew  he  Knew, 

I'd  smoked  uy  first  cigar. 


Set  Me  Drunk  to  Have  Some  Fun- 
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There  is  a  lad  lives  npon  our  floor, 
He  sings  a  song  called  the  Hallway  Door; 
He  can  beat  Levy's  comet,  or  Gilmore's  Band, 
When  he's  singing  the  Sheeneys  in  the  sand. 
With  my  daughter  Mary  he  cuts  a  dash. 
She  told  me  last  night  he  was  her  "  mash;" 
She  says  to  him.  Tommy,  you  son  of  a  gun. 
Set  the  old  man  drunk  and  we'll  h..ve  some  fun. 

Last  Sunday  when  I  came  from  mass,      i 

He  asked  me  over  to  have  .'.  glass; 

Soys  I,  111  take  a  drop  of  gin, 

Sayr.  he,  drink  it  down,  and  I'll  fill  them  again. 

I  sang  a  song  of  an  Irish  warrior. 

When  one  fellow  says  where  did  you  catch  the 

tarrier. 
Says  he,  now  crack  it  light  cverj-  one, 
I'm  setting  him  drunk  to  have  some  fun.    ,"     -<r 

He  pulled  out  his  fist  and  hit  me  a  poke. 
By  the  powers  I  thought  my  neck  was  broke; 
And  he  ran  me  up  against  the  wall, 
To  give  me  a  Greaco  Boman  fidl. 
If  he  comes  to  the  house  next  Sunday  night, 
I  will  Are  him  down  a  couple  of  flight. 
And  get  the  police  to  give  him  a  run, 
For  setting  me  drunk  to  have  some  fun. 


i»pi_i»^i_4,' ' .  >iMUiflMJ».'  'i.W,-. .  *.^-^«'''^  *  ■  ■  -    '.  '^ , 
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THE    SIirOERS'    JOlJRiVAL.. 


«8A 


i  .  Ould  Orange  Nell. 

'  WORDS  AND  MUSIC  BT  JOHN  WALSH. 

COFYlilOHT  1881,  BY  WM.  J.  A.  LIESEB. 
ALL  EIGHTS  EESEflVZD. 

Tlic  Mus  c  Of  this  sons  13  publlshec?  *■*  T.I.-g,  Pauline 
LlwlerVi  extensive  Music  rubii--..,^?  Houso,  No.  60 
Cliutiiam  Sine',  N.  V.  and  will  be  sent,  posi, 
1  aid,  to  auy  address,  on  ret  eipt  of  prl.e, 
40  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


I'm  a  nobleman's  dangbter,  faitb  now  what's 

the  matther, 

Ye  needn't  be  laughing  it's  truth  that  I  tell; 
I  wj\s  burn  in  Gahvay,  I  trade  in  a  small  way, 

Tbc  finest  of  oranges  I  have  to  sell. 
Don't  think  that  I'mjokin',  or  fun  at  yc  pokin'. 

It's  'rue  every  word,  oeh  !  bad  scran  to  the  lie; 
Yo  may  well  believe  nic,  I  wouldn't  decaive  ye, 

Although  I  sell  oranges,  aiTah  !  who'll  buy  ? 

"Ty  dad's  name  was  Kyan,  my  mother's  O'Brien, 

Their  rci  ibhuns  wor  kings  at  the  time  of  the  flood ; 
If  yo  look  ia  me  face  here,  ye  plainly  ciin 

thrace  here, 

The  rimncnts  of  rale  royal  red  Irish  blood. 
NViuo  could  le  purer,  an'  though  I  am  poorer 

Than  they  used  to  be,  still  my  pride  it  is  high; 
The  toss  of  my  head,  sure,  would  show  I'm 

well-bred,  suro. 

Although  I  sell  oranges,  arrah  !  who'll  buy  ? 

Julius  Ccaser,  that  Roman  who  conquered 

aich  foeman. 
If  ho  wor  alive  now,  could  tell  a  quare  taio; 
How  the  moighty  O'Briens,  along  wid  the  Ej-ans, 

Made  him  and  his  men  from  ould  Ireland  set  sail. 
It  isn't  Kurprisin',  I  feel  my  blood  risin,' 

Whin  I  think  of  the  factshuns  we've  often  made  fly; 
I  could  bate  a  whole  army,  if  they  dared  to  harm  me, 
Although  I  sell  oranges,  arrah  !  who'll  buy. 

Though  I'm  proud  as  ould  Harry,  I'm  wantin' 

to  marrj-, 

Is  their  iver  a  boy  here  of  good  pedigree; 
AVid  a  purty  long  stockin,'  bedad,  I'm  not  mockin,' 

If  there  is,  here's  my  hand,  and  my  heart 

too,  quite  free, 
lie  must  be  an  O'Grady,  Mulrooney,  or  Brady, 

Six  fut  widout  brogues  on,  an'  not  a  bit  shy, 
Well  fit  for  his  duty,  or  I'll  spile  bis  beauty. 

And  make  him  cry  oranges,  arrah  !  who'll  buy  ? 

Give  The  Honest  Working  Girls  a  Chance. 


aib; 


BY  TOMMY  XrCKEB. 
GITE  AN  HONEST  IKISH  LAD  A  CHANCE. 


I  always  b?  polite,  and  of  course,  you'll 

say  I'm  right. 
To  every  honest  maid  I  chance  to  meet ; 
And  when  you  pass  them  by,  if  you  should 

wink  your  eye, 
Of  course,  they  in  return,  will  smile  so  sweet. 
To  fashion  they  are  slaves,  with  their 

Saratoga  waves. 
Their  Eockaway's  and  Montague  spit  curls; 
But  it  makes  them  look  as  if  they'd 

stepped  from  a  book, 
I'm  sure  we  cannot  hardly  blame  the  girls. 

i  ,     :   ,  -  Cnonus. 

Then  always  look  with  pride,  on  the  girls 

on  every  side. 
And  never  ridicule  the  dears  with  taunts; 
Treat  them  honest  like  a  man,  and  try  the 

best  you  can, 
To  give  the  honest  working  girls  a  chance. 

Kow  if  yoti  want  a  wife  for  to  settle  down  in  life, 
Among  the  shop  girls  you  can  take  your  pick; 
They're  full  of  piety  and  act  with  propriety, 
And  they'll  nurse  you  like  an  infant 

when  you're  sick. 
Then  take  time  to  reflect,  you  should 

tiust  them  with  respect. 
If  they  love  you,  they'll  not  wish  to  wear 

the  pants; 
So  all  I've  got  to  say  now  before  I  go  away. 
Is  to  give  the  honest  working  girla  a  chance. 

Chorus. 


Scenes  That  Occnr  Aftef  Dark. 
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As  I  sat  at  home  by  the  fireside,  one  night. 

Some  stnange  contrasts  ran  in  my  mind ; 
So  these  on  a  paper  I  quickly  did  write, 

And  truth  in  them  I'm  sure  you'll  find. 
Subjects  for  songs  now  arc  like  the  sea-sand, 

Countless,  but  this  one  pray  mark;  . 
"What  I  will  say,  you  can  all  understand,  ^  .   ■  \   \  .,:. 

'Tis  on  scenes  that  occur  after  dark.       "    '  ■"■••. ;' 

Look  at  that  poor  boy,  thin  and  wasting  away, 

He  has  no  roof  to  shelter  his  head; 
But  hungry  he  wanders  rbout  all  the  day, 

While  others  quite  daintj  _ -^  fed. 
His  pale  hollow  cheek,  and  his  ^^   ''  sunken  eye, 

Of  pity  might  well  raise  a  spark; 
While  thousands  on  beds  of  down  they  w  ill  lie. 

On  a  door-step  he  sleeps  after  dark. 

Next  view  tbat  young  fellow  so  handsomely  dressed. 

He  has  thousands  of  wounds  in  the  bank; 
By  gents  he  is  flattered,  oy  i>.:."   "  carressed. 

He's  a  nob  of  the  very  first  rank. 
To  the  deiby  with  his  four-in-hand  he  will  drive, 

Ik  t  a  hundred,  for  him  'tis  a  lark; 
At  Billiards  or  pool  to  kill  time  he  will  strive, 

His  pleasure  begins  after  dark. 

Now  I'd  ask  if  'tis  right  that  such  contrasts 

should  be, 

'Tis  a  land,  this,  of  plenty,  we're  told; 
Yet  while  thousands  to  beg  or  starve,  are  ien  free, 

Others  have  far  too  much  gold. 
To  convert  the  heathen  large  sums  we  expend. 

But  on  that  I  would  make  a  remark; 
If  to  the  poor  here  they'd  a  helping  hand  lend. 

We'd  have  le.-s  ili  d?oils  done  aftir  dark. 


Don't  Judge  a  Poor  Girl  By  Her  Feet. 

rAKODT  ON,  I  don't  LIKE  A  CVR  AT  MY  HEELS. 
,        BY  TOMMY  TCCKEB. 
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I  like  to  make  love  to  each  hard  working  girl. 

That  hasn't  a  shirt  to  her  back ; 
I  like  to  play  euchre  with  six  year  old  kids. 

And  rake  in  the  pot  with  the  jack. 
I  like  to  sec  actors  come  out  twenty  times. 

If  tliey  break  their  necks  it's  a  treat. 
But  it's  better  your  mother-in-law  jumped 

on  your  back, 

Than  to  judge  a  poor  girl  by  her  feet. 

Chorus.        "  ^':   O^-'''^  ■■'-■.■: 

I  liko  to  eat  onions  that  can  lift  themselTeB, 
And  limberger  cheese,  when  it's  sweet; 

You'll  wish  yon  had  jumped  oL  the  new 

Brooklyn  Bridge, 
If  you  judge  a  poor  girl  by  ber  feet. 

I  like  to  treat  bummers  to  hot  rye  and  rock, 

Policemen  to  strawben-y  wine; 
I  like  to  tear  circus  bill;:  otf  every  "aace,  , '    ■ 

Send  each  old  maid  a  nice  valentine. 
I  like  to  give  every  old  tramp  fifty  cents, 

Sc  on  whiskey  himself  he  can  treat; 
E  ut  it's  better  to  try  to  beat  Tanner's  time. 

Than  to  judge  a  poor  girl  by  her  feet.       Cho. 

I  like  to  put  all  my  new  clothes  in  the  hock. 

Go  to  picnics  without  a  red  cent; 
I  like  to  see  shop  giols  stuck  up,  and  act  proud, 

And  landlords  to  pile  on  the  rent. 
I  like  all  young  women,  to  turn  way  their  heads 

^Vhen  some  poor  young  man  they  do  meet ; 
But  how  they  would  go  for  you  with  a  club,  . 

lif  you'd  judge  the  poor  things  by  their  f*et. 

Chorus. 


I  sit  by  the  beautiful  brooklet. 

With  waves  diincing  on  to  the  sea. 
And  out  from  my  calm  shady  looklet, 

I  gaze  on  the  scenes  dear  to  me. 
And  oft  in  the  shadowy  gloaming 
A  phantom  like  foTm  passes  by, 
A  sunny-oyed  maiden  is  roaming. 
Beneath  the  pale  stAi's  in  the  sky. 

Chorus. 
I  sit  by  the  streamlet  undaunted. 

And  see  the  lone  phantom  pass  by; 
The  beautiful  brooklet  is  haunted. 
By  one  with  the  bright  sunny  eyes. 

One  night  when  the  stars  beamed  so  brightly, 

Two  lovers  were  wending  their  way — 
The  heart  of  the  maiden  beat  lightly, 

Her  lover  was  blithesome  and  gaj'; 
Along  by  the  banks  of  the  brooklet, 

They  followed  the  glistening  tide. 
And  near  to  my  calm  shady  nooklet. 

She  promised  to  be  his  fond  bride.     Choms. 

But  when  the  glad  morning  was  breaking. 

He  passed  o'er  the  river  so  cold; 
The  maiden  so  lovely  forsaking, 

To  dwell  in  the  city  of  gold. 
And  now  with  her  lily  twined  tresses, 

In  snowy  white  bridal  array. 
She  leaves  the  brook  her  caresses. 

And  phantom-like  speeds  on  her  way.    Cho. 

On  The  Bead- 

llY  WALTER  MACK. 


We  struck  a  town  at  midnight, 

Us  actors,  tired  and  weary. 
We  walked  eleven  dusty  miles. 

And  prospects  still  looked  dreary. 

We  asked  a  landlord  where  inat  night, 

We'd  lay  us  down  in  slumber; 
He  says,  ha,  ha  !  I  have  a  place 

Behind  yon  pile  of  lumber. 

We  slept  that  night  behind  the  pile. 
The  theromometer  stood  at  thirty; 

As  daylight  broke,  we  all  awoke. 
Hungry  cold  and  dirty. 

We  started  away  before  breakfast. 
With  our  worn  out  grips  in  our  hand; 

And  counted  the  ties  to  Boston, 
And  at  Dudley's  we  made  our  first  staiid. 

For  food  we  braced  the  actors. 

Also  the  hangers  on ; 
They  steered  us  to  the  lunch  bar. 

But,  alas,  all  the  beans  was  gone. 


^  ^^>  ^ 


Loved  Ones  at  Home. 

BY  DEVLIN  k  TBACY. 


Is  there  one  here  amoBg  us  who  cannot  recall, 

Home  bright  happy  scene  of  the  past; 
Or  some  little  token  of  friendship  received, 

W'hich  memory  will  hold  to  the  last. 
It  is  fond  recollections  that  guides  me  thro'  life. 

And  will  serve  me  wherever  I  roam. 
On  land  or  on  sea  they  are  pictured  to  me, 

In  my  heart  those  dear  loved  ones  at  home. 

There  are  times  in  our  lives  when  memory  recalls, 

Sweet  Childhood  which  seems  like  a  dream. 
And  how  we  have  strayed  from  a  kind  mother's 

words. 

Now  only  remains  to  be  seen. 
For  each  unkind  word  we  have  spoken  to  her. 

How  gladly  we  now  would  atone. 
And  oft  heave  a  sigh  for  the  days  gone  by 

When  we  think  of  the  dear  ones  at  home. 


6S6 
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The  Old  Family  Chiar. 
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To  our  neat  little  cabin  far  down  in  the  glen, 

The  home  of  my  boyhootVs  bright  years; 
Fond  memory  wanders,  and  sore  onco  again, 

I  return  to  beloved  ones  bo  dear. 
My  father  and  mother  so  cheerful  and  gay. 

As  happy  as  any  young  pair, 
Would  join  in  the  pleasures,  and  laugh  at  the  font 

As  they  sat  in  the  old  family  chair. 
Chobus. 
Good-natured,  contented,  they  sit  the  long  aay, 

The  blessings  of  old  ago  to  share; 
No  thoTights  of  sorrow  comes  over  them  now, 

As  they  sit  in  the  old  family  chair.  "* 

"With  a  sweet  little  colleen  to  cheer  my 

young  heart, 
I  wander  again  thro'  the  fields; 
With  a  step  bright  and  merry  the  green 

grasses  trod, 
To  my  loving  embraces  she  yields. 
The  linnets  clear  notes  from  the  trees  overhead, 

And  the  echoing  peasantry  sing; 
Recall  slumbering  thoughts  that  long  since 

^have  fled, 
As  in  fancy  we  join  the  gay  throng.      Chorus. 


My  Girl  in  Kalamazoo. 

A  NEW  SEBIO  COMIC  BONO,  BtTSQ  BT  FBA^fK  LUM. 


I'm  going  to  see  my  charmer,  ■ 

The  girl  that  I  love  best; 
She  lives  in  a  town  of  great  renown,  ' 

Way  out  in  the  far  off  west. 
Her  name  it  is  Matilda, 

To  me  I  know  she's  true, 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  heart, 

And  she  lives  in  Kalamazoo. 

CUORVS. 

Oh  !  when  I  see  my  love  again, 

I'll  be  a  happy  man ; 
I'm  bound  for  a  trip  to  her  native  town, 

Way  ont  in  Michigan. 
Of  all  the  girls  on  earth  she  is  , 

The  fairest  I  ever  knew; 
My  charming  young  Matilda  Jane, 

Who  lives  in  Kalamazoo, 

My  Matilda  Jane  is  a  lovely  girl, 

A  fairer  ne'er  was  seen, 
She's  head  clerk  in  a  dress-maker's  shop, 

And  boss  of  a  sewing  machine. 
Her  hair  is  red  her  lii>s  are  thick. 

Her  eyes  are  heavenly  blue, 
She  has  crooked  toes  and  a  ttim-up  nos». 

This  girl  from  Kalamazoo.  Chorus, 

Oh  !  you  onght  to  see  Matilda, 

When  she's  walking  down  the  street, 
Pressed  to  death  in  all  her  best,  t 

She  looks  most  wonderful  sweet.  ' 

She's  always  looking  at  the  boys,  '       j 

And  flirting  with  them  too,  ! 

I  tell  you  she's  right  oi^tho  mash, 

Xa  tLiti  girl  from  Kalamazoo.  ChoruB. 


The  Nobby  Bang. 

Vi  HXNBT  W.    TOBBrsO. 


Gh  f  IftTe  you  noticed  everywhere. 
The  late«t  style  they  wear  their  hair  ? 
I'll  tell  you  with  a  word  of  slang, 
The  nobbiest  way  is  with  a  bang. 

;/;«  ■',.  '.y-.;        Chobus. 
Oh  I  rinVey,  dinkey,  dinkey  danff  t 
The  nobbiest  way  is  with  a  bang  ! 
Oh  !  rinkey,  dinkey,  dinkey  dang  ! 
The  nobbiest  way  is  with  a  bang  ! 


While  some  wear  frizzes,  some  wear  curls. 

The  latest  style  with  all  the  girls, 

Is  to  let  their  hair  in  tangles  hang. 

Just  over  their  eyes  in  a  nobby  bang.     Chorus. 

I  took  my  girl  out  to  a  ball. 

It  was  rather  late  when  I  did  call; 

She  cried  out  as  the  bell  I  rang, 

I  won't  be  ready  till  I  tix  my  bang.  \  Chorus. 

When  she  was  ready  off  we  went. 

And  a  very  happy  night  we  spent; 

She  had  to  dance  with  all  the  gnnj;, 

For  she  looked  so  pretty  with  her  bung.     Cho. 

And  now,  good  friends,  my  song  I've  sung. 
And  I'll  tell  you  here,  or  I'll  be  hung. 
If  you  want  to  be  popular  with  the  gani^, 
Juat  go  for  u  girl  that  wears  a  bang.     Choms. 
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I'm  sitting  *neath  the  poplar's  shade,  ;  -. v 

And  look  in  love  once  more, 
On  father's  farm  where  oft  we  played. 

In  good  old  days  of  yore. 
The  house  has  fallen  in  decay. 

From  which  the  rose-viue  hung. 
Its  creeping  tendrils  on  that  day 

When  you  and  I  were  young. 

CuOBtJS. 

■^     The  water-wheel  is  silent  now, 
;'5         Where  merry  brooklet  sung, 

"While  leaping  from  the  mountain's  brow. 
When  you  and  I  were  young. 

The  meadow  lark  is  singing  sweet. 

While  daisies  raise  their  head,  .   ■ 

Along  the  path  where  yo.ithfuJ  tect 

In  happiness  once  trend. 
The  hill  is  just  as  steep  and  high. 

As  when  co.r  voices  rung  ■ 

In  shoals  to  dear  companions  nigh, 

When  you  and  I  were  young.  Chorus. 

While  sitting  near  the  old  oak  tree, 

I  dreamed  the  hours  away, 
As  when  our  hearts  were  light  and  free. 

In  youth's  first  golden  day. 
And  over  there  the  maple  stood. 

From  whose  strong  branch  wo  swung,  . 
Forgetful  of  bcth  -s.st  and  food. 

When  you  and  I  were  young.  Chorus. 

I  cannot  note  the  changes  all. 

So  dim  my  eyes  have  grown; 
I  hear  no  more  my  mother's  call. 

My  father  is  alone. 
The  house,  the  farm,  the  brook,  the  mill. 

Each  spot  to  which  we  clung. 
Are  not  the  same,  though  cherished  still. 

As  when  we  both  were  young*  Chonis. 


^♦»  m 


The  Tramp's  Brigade.  ^    ; 

J-ABOPT  ON  "  THE  CASTAWAYS."       '       \ 

BY    STEPHEN  CABVET.  :    '     ' 

In  thesummrr-lime  all  was  sublime, 

when  we  started  away. 
For  a  life  so  free,  thro'  the  country,  not 

to  work,  but  play; 
Across  each  state,  we  marched  so  straight 

our  fare  by  foot  was  paid, 
yfe  numbered  tune,  when  all  in  line, 

this  noble  tramp's  brigade. 

Chobcs. 

"With  a  ha,  ha,  ha;  jo.  ho,  hoi  .  ;  v    '    :'     ,;•: 
Our  fare  by  foot  was  paid ;         ,."'•--.    .  ,:■ 

The  farmers  would  run  and  bring  out  a  gnn. 
When  they'd  see  this  tramp's  brigade. 

wmmmmmmimmmmmm 


Of  the  Jersey  coast,  wo  cannot  boast  of  hospitalit 
The  bull-dog's  teoth,  ua  they  would  girct 

with  an  eye  to  mortnlity 
At  every  door,  -we'd  get  a  roar,  no 'matter 

l:ov,-  we  priiycd 

If  we'd  ask  for  tread,  they'd  shoot  us  dciil,        ' 

V-  •;.;        whcnwerwero  on  i-arjulo. 

Choru.i. 

In  the  station  honso,  we'd  go  like  a  nionso 

and  lay  upon  the  floor 
For  our  morning's  grtib  we'd  have  to  scrub, 

^      .  and  any  other  chore' 

Out  in  tho  path,  they'd  give  ui  a  bath, 

the  hose  it  would  be  phiyca 

We'd  have  to  vamoof,e,  when  they'd  Lave  ' 

no  more  use  for  this  noble  tramp'.s  brigade 

Churus. 
Out  on  the  "road  like  hopping  toads,  we'd 

walk  the  railroad-tics 
The  trains  would  come,  we'd  have  to  run, 

from  our  hearts  we'd  hc»vc  our  sirhs 
Then  we'd  bivoucak,  under  a  hav  stack, 

on  the  gvceu  fi.'lds  we'd  bo  laid 
With  tho  morning's  dew,  we'd  be  wet  through, 

,     .--:;'.  this  noble  :ramp's  brigade. 

Chorus. 

Wo  are  back  again,  all  aches  and  pains, 

and  we  arc  going  to  Rt.iv 
So  yon  can  bet  yon  need  not  frat,  for  we 

are  not  going  awnv 
Take  my  advice,  you'll  find  it  nice,  oh  !  I 

wish  I  here  hud  stayed, 

Pon't  you  ever  join  or  go  in  line  with  any 

trami)'8  brigade. 
Chorus. 
w  *m*  ^ 

Low  Lands  Low- 

WKITTEN  AND  BITNO  BY  J.  T.  WELSH. 


I've  got  a  ship  in  the  north  ccuntrie. 

She  goes  by  tho  name  of  The  Golden  ' 

Yellow  Tree; 
And  I'm  afraid  she'll  be  taken  by  some 

southern  gales. 
As  cho  sails  upon  the  Low  Lands  Low. 

But  up  spoke  the  cabin  boy  of  our  gallant  ship, 
And  a  well-spokon  boy  was  he; 
Saying,  what  will  you  give  me  if  them 

I  will  destroy, 
.\nd  I  sink  them  in  the  Low  Lands  Low. 

Its  I  will  give  you  gold,  and  1  will  give  you  store 
And  my  daughter  dear,  when  you  liind 

upon  the  shoao, 
And  you  sink  them  in  tho  Low  Lands  Low. 

This  boy  bad  an  auger  which  borod 

two  holes  at  once, 
While  some  were  playing  cards. 
And  more  were  playing  dice, 
He  let  the  water  in,  and  dazzled  all  their  eyes. 
And  he  sunk  them  in  tho  Low  Lands  Low. 

This  boy  he  bentihis  breast,  and  tho  way 

he  swam  baci. 
All  around  the  harbor  ship's  side;  - 

CiViiig  mi  s.s;uatcs  take  mo  in,  I  am 

going  with  the  tide, 
For  I  am  sinking  in  the  Low  Lands  Low. 

His  captain  took  him  in  and  on  the  deck  he  died, 
They  wrapped  him  up  in  a  milk-white  shroud. 
And  pitched  him  overboard  for  to  go 

with  the  tide, 
And  sank  him  in  tho  Low  Lands  Low. 

Little  Willie. 

Little  Willie  would  read  novels. 

And  play  hunter  all  the  day; 
He  wan:ed  to  be  an  Indian  scout,      • 

No  matter  what  you'd  say. 
He  boaght  him  a  little  pistol, 

And  put  on  his  father's  boots; 
And  ttarted  for  the  western  wilds. 

To  hunt  the  savage  Utcs. 
No  more  he'll  need  the  pistol, 
■  'v         There's  a  wreath  upon  his  brow; 
The  Indians  went  to  his  funeral, . 

Little  pants  are  vacant  now. 


TH£    8IMOERS'    JOIIRMAL. 
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Jolly  Old  Dan. . 

BWa   BT  WAI-TEB  IfACX^. 

L. 

Kind  friends,  I  am  glad  to  see  yon  all. 

Your  attention  I  ask  for  a  while; 
fm  one  of  the  jolly  jovial  sort, 

Who  like  a  few  hours  to  beguile. 
The  hours  of  our  life  are  bat  fleeting, 

The  moments  too  short  to  bo  lost, 
The  wave  of  misfortune  soon  reaches  us, 

On  life's  billows  we  often  are  tossed. 
>•■•  •  •     Chobcs. 

For  Tm  a  jolly  old  man,  ha,  ha ! 
And  I'll  live  just  as  long  as  I  con,  ha,  ha  ! 
I'm  always  enraptured  with  joys  I  have 

captured. 
That's  why  I'm'  called  jolly  old  Dan. 

So  now  I'll  bid  you  all  good  night, 

And  hope  I  shall  see  you  again, 
I've  done  my  best  to  please  you  ^1, 

And  I  hope  I  have  not  tried  in  vain. 
This  word  of  advice  I  will  give  you. 

Do  nothing  to  cause  others  pain; 
For  if  you  cast  bread  on  the  waters. 

You'll  find  it  will  come  back  again. 

Chonu. 
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San  Takes  After  His  Dad- 


BT  JAJOa  T.  BARBSTT. 


"'tm 


Before  ye  stands  Dionis  McGinnis, 

A  party  both  upright  an'  sqnore; 
I'm  true-bred  av  IriHh  extraction, 

An'  hail  from  the  County  Kildare. 
I've  A  son  whose  a  gallns  young  fellow. 

The  best  b'y  a  man  ever  had ; 
He's  a  a  credit,  be  gor,  to  the  citr, 

For  Dan  he  takes  after  his  dao.   .  -.y 

Chokus. 

He's  the  piide  an'  the  boast  of  his  father, 
Tbo'  the  neighbors  declare  he  is  bad. 

He  can  take  his  own  part  like  a  hayro. 
For  Dan,  he  takes  after  his  dad. 

His  clothes  are  the  finest  av  fashion. 

He  sports  his  Havana  cigar; 
An'  struts  wid  an'  autocrat  swagger. 

As  proud  as  a  Kussian  Czar.  >- 

He  carrie.>4  a  cane  whin  out  wulkin'. 

Like  uny  guy  lardy-dah  lad; 
An'  I  hear  that  he  ma.shes  the  daisies. 

For  Dan  he  takes  after  bis  dad.  Choriu. 

Like  most  av  our  young  gineration. 

He  dotes  in  a  tistic  set-to; 
An'  in  the  grand  science  av  boxin'. 

His  equals  the^  number  but  few. 
If  the  b'ys  gives  him  any  chin  mu.sio. 

Or  in  any  way  makes  him  mad; 
They're  challanged  to  fight  rough  an'  tumble, 

For  Dan  he  takes  after  his  dud.  Chorus, 


Grand-Mother's  Eyes  Have  Orown    Dim. 
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The  step  of  our  grand-ma  is  faltering,   ' 

The  fves  once  so  bright  have  grown  dim, 
And  Jesus  is  calling  her  upward. 

To  ilwul)  in  the  bright  world  with  Him. 
The  Luir  soft  and  silken  is  whitened. 

And  this  aged  pilgrim  is  given, 
A  face  of  most  wonueiful  beauty. 

Growing  young  in  the  pure  light  of  Hflaven. 

CUOBDB.  •      • 

That  face  of  most  wonderful  beauty. 
To  grand-ma  our  Saviour  has  given. 

Her  features  so  wrinkled  but  lovely. 

Grow  young  in  the  pure  light  of  Heaven. 

The  form  of  our  grand-ma  is  wasted. 

And  wrinkles  are  deep  on  her  brow; 
The  voice  we  all  love  has  grown  feeble. 

She  speaks  in  a  low  whisper  now. 
And  oh  !  her  aged  foot-steps  are  nearing,* 

That  rest  by  the  kind  Saviour  given, 
To  pilgrims  all  weary  like  grandma. 

Orown  young  in  the  pure  light  of  Heaven. 

Chorus. 

The  way  of  dear  grandma  is  Heavenward, 

And  Jesus  is  close  by  her  side; 
Her  features  have  grown  like  the  angels. 

In  heart  she  has  grown  like  a  child. 
Her  eyes  look  beyond  this  dark  valley. 

And  soon  the  bright  crown  will  be  given 
To  grandma  at  home  with  the  Saviour, 

Grown  young  in  the  pure  light  of  Heaven. 

Chorus. 


^  ^♦^ 


I£i  and  An's- 


DUXT — TBOM  BIIJUXX  TATLOB. 


ARABELLA. 

If  yon  were  a  maiden,  and  I  was  a  youth. 

My  voice  with  love  laden  should  whisper  all  trath. 

How  I  loved  you  with  passion,  how  you  were 

my  joy. 
If  yon  was  a  maiden  and  I  was  a  boy. 


Would  yon  say  no?  ah  !  my  })oor  heart  beats  so. 
Would  you  say  yes?  ah  !  confess,  ah,  confess! 
Oh  !  teil,  I  pray  tell,  I  pray — tell  me  what 

would  yo«  way  7 
No,  no,  no,  or  yes,  yes,  y«8. 

BILLEX..  '■    -■*       -i   1'; 

If  you  were  a  lover  and  I  a  damsel  fair. 
Quickly  you'd  discover  that  I'd  no  love  to  spare. 
If  my  troth  were  plighted,  prayers  yon'd 

vain  employ. 
If  I  were  a  maiden  and  you  were  a  boy. 
It  would  be  no,  though  it  might  grieve  you  so. 
It  couldn't  be  yes,  I  conliss,  I  confess. 
Though  yon  might  pniy,  I  still  should  saj 
No,  no,  no,  not  yes,  not  yes. 

-•-H.M^^^ ^— V^,^ 

The  Old  Rained  Mill. 
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The  old  ruined  mill  by  the  fast  flowing  brook. 
In  days  long  agone,  lives  in  memory's  nook, 
All  covered  with  moss  and  with  ivy  so  green, 
Where  bloomed  the  wild  roses  the  fairest 

ones  seen. 
In  the  midst  of  much  natural  beauty  I  stood. 
An  old  ruined  mill  in  the  heart  of  the  wood, 
And  there  in  the  days  of  my  childhood  I  played 
With  dear  ones  who  sleep  'neath  the  old 

willow  shade, 
CeoBUS. 

That  old  mined  mill  and  the  fast  flowing  brook. 
Which  runs  the  old  wheel,  live  in  memory's  nook. 
And  naught  we  recall  of  our  houie  far  away. 
Is  like  the  old  mill  in  its  lingering  decay. 

Long  years  have  gone  by,  and  the  deep 

tnnglod  wood 
Is  seen  never  more  where  the  ol<l  mill  once  stood; 
The  ax  of  the  woodman  has  leveled  each  tree. 
The  wheel  now  is  silent  as  silent  can  be. 
While  the  bats  build  their  nests  in  the  old 

broken  walls. 
The  owl  looks  so  grave  from  its  perch  over  all. 
The  mill-pond  is  dry  since  the  dam  broke  away, 
Our  old  ruined  mill  is  in  mournful  decay. 

Chorus. 

The  old  rustic  mill  I  shall  nevermore  see, 
For  strangers  now  dwell  in  that  home  dear  to  me; 
The  friends  of  my  youth  are  in  exile  to-day, 
Or  sleep  'neath  the  sod  in  their  home  far  away. 
The  whipoorwill  sings  when  the 

light  fades  from  view, 
And  round  the  old  hearth-stouu  the  crickets 

chirp,  too; 
But  beauty,  so  cherished,  of  valley  and  hill. 
Has  gone  evermore,  like  the  old  ruined  mill. 

Choras. 


Our  Starry  Flag  our  Olory. 

National  Sono  and  Chobos.  •  ; 
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Onr  starry  flag  unfold  it, 

Fling  it  to  every  breeze; 
Let  nations  here  behold  it. 

That  flock  from  o'er  the  seas. 
Our  fathers,  long  it  led  them. 

On  war's  red  field  unfurled; 
The  radiance  that  it  shed  then. 

Now  shines  for  all  the  world. 


Cborus. 
Our  starry  flag  our  glory. 

Our  sky  with  many  a  star. 
Adorn  times  fature  story. 

Oh  I  shed  thy  beams  afar. 

Onr  starry  flag  loud  greet  it. 

Fair  emblem  of  the  free; 
Whatever  fate  may  meet  it, 

Our  boast  it  still  shall  be. 
That  it's  still  floating  o'er  as. 

And  God  to  go  before. 
Let  freedom's  ringing  chorus. 

Be  heard  from  shore  to  shore. 


Chorus. 


h  # 


Our  starry  flag,  if  ever  ^ 

Proud  foes  should  dare  combing  > ' 
Its  clustered  beams  to  sever. 

Or  qnench  its  light  divine. 
As  one  we'll  rally  round  it. 

Until  our  latest  breath. 
Transmit  it  as  we  found  it. 

E'en  from  the  grasp  of  death.  Chorns. 

Our  starry  flag  loud  hail  it, 

Ye  children  of  brave  sires; 
Strong  arms  ne'er  let  them  fail  it, 

Nor  slumber  kindred  fires.     .. 
'Tis  freedom's  constellation. 

No  dimness  let  it  know; 
That  made  us  then  a  nation, 

A  hundred  years  ago. 


Chorus. 


Orandlather's  Pants. 

Sirao  BT  FBANK  LEWIS. 


My  grandfather  he,  at  the  age  of  eighty-three. 

One  day  he  took  a  notion  he  would  die; 
And  after  he  was  dead  of  course  the  will  was  read, 

By  a  lawyer  as  we  all  were  passing  by. 
Unto  my  brother  Bill  he  left  an  old  saw  mill, 
jnTo  my  sister  he  bequeathed  our  gray  mare  Nance; 
^But  when  it  came  to  me,  the  lawyer  then,  said  ho 
Has  left  to  you  his  old  brown  pants. 

Cbobus. 
But  how  they  giggled,  how  they  yelled. 

Even  my  sister,  my  dear  l8al>el; 
Gave  me  the  laugh  whene'er  she  had  the  chance. 
When  grandpa  only  left  to  me  his  old 

brown  pants. 

My  brother  Bill  one  day,  just  to  pass  the 

time  away, 
In  the  river,  why  he  thought  he'd  take  a  swim ; 
When  a  stray  goat  showed  his  nose,  and  he 

eat  up  poor  Bill's  clothes, 
It  was  summer,  and  his  garments  they  were  thin. 
How  Bill  he  kicked  and  swore,  when  he 

couldn't  leave  the  shore, 
And  I  saw  his  situation  at  a  glance; 
I  give  one  laugh  and  yell,  I  said  now  brother  Bill, 
Don't  you  wish  yon  bad  the  old  brown  pants. 
-,  ;•-  .  -'>:■'::'  ■'.;<■■'::  ■[  Chorus. 


^m  <♦»  m 


McGee  The  Widower. 

BT  JAMES  RICHMOND.  f 


I  am  a  pnrty  Irish  widower  of  thirty,  "* 

Married  again  now  sure  I'd  like  to  be; 
My  wife  she  died  from  being  temperate. 

Of  children  I  have  only  three. 
There  is  Tommy,  Johanna  and  Katie, 

The  eldest  just  eight  years  old;  '    -  ;',. 

They're  as  purty  as  any  Yankee  children, 

I  wouldn't  sell  them  for  their  weight  in  gold. 
Chobus. 
Then  if  there  is  a  nice  young  lady  here,  ■  .-'  < 

Let  her  write  a  love  letter  to  me;        .•:;?^"  -;  i' 
For  a  husband  she  could  find  no  better^' ' 

Than  the  Honorable  Mr.  Jeremiad  McGee. 

I  don't  want  a  flirt  or  a  masher, 

I'd  like  a  saleslady  or  a  dry  goods  clerk; 
I  want  an  industrious  young  lady. 

That  can  do  a  good  day's  hard  work. 
I'd  love  her  as  long  as  I  am  living. 

If  my  orphans  she  does  admire; 
She'll  have  to  cook  breakfast  in  the  morning, 

Somb  the  floor  and  make  the  fire.    Chorns. 


■».■ 
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Mother  Please  Forgive  Tour  Boy. 

A  little  ten  year  old  boy  wboeelees  were  recently  cut 
off  by  a  tr  In  of  care.  In  he  city  of  Dubuqu--,  was  too 
plucky  to  make  any  fuss  over  tbe  Incident,  wben  tiie 
little  fpllow  WHS  taken  borne  liialegs  liun;;  limp,  but  he 
did  not  complain.  But  the  tender  look  he  gave  to  ihose 
whobtoodby  hliBldetold  plainly  ibat  he  was  ButTenn; 
treat  agony.  After  the  doctor  had  dressed  bis  wouuda  he 
called  Ills  parents,  Fliiters  and  brothers,  to  his  bedside, 
kissed  one  and  all  farewell,  and  lalt  a  tear  upon  their 
cheeks.  A  B'Cond  time  b  ■  called  bis  mntlier  to  his  side, 
placed  his  Uti  le  arms  about  ber  neck  and  said;  "  Mother 
lam  golD^  to  die,  please  forgive  me  for  not  minding  you." 
Iwith  this  the  lltUe  fellow  fpil  back,  an^MS  the  mo  ber  said 
"  Yes,  mir  angell"  i<nd  took  another  look  at  his  face,  she 
round  him  In  that  peaceful  slumber,  beyond  all  earthly 
p  lni>ndBuirenug. 
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Farewell,  mother,  I  am  going. 

To  that  home  of  love  and  joy, 
And  I  now  am  happy  knowing 

You  forgive  your  aying  boy. 
Let  me  put  my  arms  around  yon, 

Just  once  more  before  I  die. 
Long  my  heart  in  love  has  bound  yon. 

Can  I  speak  the  last  good-bye  T 
Chobttb. 

Farewell,  mother,  I  am  going 
To  that  home  of  love  and  joy,  ^    ^ 

Let  me  put  my  anus  around  you. 
Mother,  please  forgive  your  boy.     ,  :=     ■ 

In  that  hour  of  pain  and  sorrow. 

No  one  heard  the  brave  boy  cry. 
When  he  knew  that  ere  the  morrow, 

In  his  anguish  he  must  die. 
Calling  all  the  loved  ones  round  him. 

With  a  kiss  he  said  "  Good  bye  I" 
And  the  shining  angels  found  him 

Beady  for  that  home  on  high.  Choms. 

With  a  tender  look  on  mother, 

And  a  clasp  of  father's  hand; 
With  a  kiss  for  sister,  brother, 

He  went  with  the  angel  band. 
While  those  dear  ones  in  their  weeping, 

Bore  his  tear  upon  their  cheek. 
And  beside  the  cold  form  sleeping 

Tenderly  his  name  they  speak.  Chonu. 

)■■■■  ■",■.;  'i.  ^   !•!   ^ 


I  Have  no  one  Here  to  Love. 
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iile  the  birds  are  singing  sweetly,  .  v," 

I  am  mourning  all  the  day, 
For  I've  no  one  here  to  love  me. 

Since  my  loved  one  passed  away." 
Oh  !  our  heart's  were  filled  with  gladness. 

While  we  wandered  through  the  grove. 
But  I'm  mourning  now  in  sadness, 
,  For  I've  no  one  here  to  love. 

ir":v'''V;  ,^^:;^•-   CHOETJt.;;'  •■.■>;;  ;'-:■■■"';■■-".;.■.■'■ 

rve  no  one  here  to  love  m'e. 

Since  your  spirit  flown  abore. 
Since  the  angels  bright  have  called  thee, 

I  have  no  one  here  to  love. 

When  the  evening  gathers  round  me, 

Then  I  wander  to  the  dell, 
Where  the  sweet  birds  often  found  us.    - 

While  my  love  to  him  I'd  tell. 
But  the  birds  now  see  me  only. 

As  I  mournfully  now  rove. 
And  they  seem  to  know  I'm  lonely. 

Since  I've  no  one  here  to  love.        Chonu. 


It  ii  Sweet  to  be  Remembered- 
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It  is  sweet  to  be  remembered. 

When  your  barque  is  on  the  main. 
Sailing  far  from  friends  and  loved  ones, 

You  may  never  meet  again. 
It  is  joy  to  know  that  somewhere     ^ 

There  are  hearts  that  beat  so  true. 
While  fond  eyes  with  love  are  beaming, 

In  their  longing  watch  for  you; 
While  fond  eyes  with  love  are  beaming. 

In  their  longing  watch  for  yovL  . :    _  ■ 

It  is  sweet  to  be  remembered, 

When  the  sky  is  dark  above,  '■■'■'.  . 

When  our  eyes  are  dim  with  weeping, 

And  we  feel  the  need  of  love. 
It  is  joy  to  know  that  somewhere  ,  . 

A  lair  rainbow  spans  the  sky,    ■ 
And  fond  eyes  in  love  are  watching 

For  our  coming  by-and-by; 
And  fond  eyes  in  love  are  watching 

For  our  coming  by-and-by. 

■  ■ .    .' '  - ' "  ■ 
It  is  sweet  to  be  remembered. 

When  our  hair  is  turning  gray, 
And  the  light  of  love  is  fading. 

As  old  age  speeds  on  its  way,  :' 

It  is  joy  to  know  that  somewhere    " '.'       .  * 

All  our  trials  will  be  o'er, 
And  pure  love  will  be  our  portion 

When  we  meet  to  part  no  more; 
And  pure  love  will  be  our  portion 

When  we  meet  to  part  no  more. 

It  is  sweet  to  be  remembered. 

By  the  many  we  have  known. 
When  our  bark  is  on  the  billows. 

And  the  wild  waves  fierce  have  grown; 
It  is  joy  to  know  that  somewhere 

In  the  darkness  of  the  night, 
Friendly  hands  are  busy  sending 

O'er  the  sea  love's  beacon  light; 
Friendly  hands  are  busy  sending   ,  , 

O'er  the  sea  love's  beacon  light. 

Gems  From  the  Emerald  Isle. 

WOBDS  AND  MUSIC  BY  JOHN  WALSH. 
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I'll  sing  now  in  praise  of  the  gems  of  old  Ireland, 
Whose  names  are  respected  by  friends  and 

by  foes; 
Of  men  who  were  proud  to  acknowledge  their 

sireland. 
Of  men  who  gained  fame  by  word  and  by  blows, 
Their  hearts  brave  and  true  never  knew 

any  danger, 
As  cheerfully  they  for  their  country  did  toil; 
It  must  be  ackn9wledged  by  friend  and 

by  stranger. 
That  they  were  bright  gems  of  the  Emerald  Isle. 

First  is  Brian  Borue,  the  great  king 

who's  example. 

If  followed  by  monarch's  of  this  present  day, 
A  blessing'twould  prove,  for  his  wisdom 

was  ample, 

He  knew  how  to  rule  in  a  true  kingly  way. 
Brave  Patrick  Sarsfield  exiled  from  his  sireland, 

Exclaimed  as  he  died  on  foreigner  soil, 
O  may  Heaven  grant  freedom  for  dear  old  Ireland, 

Then  died  a  bright  gem  from  the  Emerald  Isle. 

If  we  boast  of  our  gems  surely  no  one  can 

blame  ub. 
When  we've  procluced  such  men  like  those 

I  will  name, 
Balfe,  Wallace,  and  Tom  Moore  who  made 

themselves  fiomous. 
With  music  and  poetry  they  gained  their  fame. 


There's  Sheridan  Goldsmith  and  Swill, 

three  more  great  men. 
What  nature  on  earth  ever  equaled  their  style; 
There's  Burke  and  there's  Qrattan,  two 

eloquent  statesmen, 
All  are  bright  gems  from  the  Emerald  LJe. 


Whisper  Softly,  Papa's  Dying. 
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Whisper  softly,  papa's  dying  ! 

Going  to  his  home  above. 
Where  the  angels  kind  await  him, 

There  to  dwell  mid  peace  and  love. 
Do  not  weep  my  little  darling, 

Let  us  nobly  bear  the  pain; 
Though  we  part  on  earth  forever. 

We  shall  meet  in  Heaven  again. 

Chorus. 

Whisper  softly,  papa's  dying. 

Raise  your  little  bands  in  prayer; 
Though  we  part  on  earth  forever, 
.    We  shall  all  meet  over  there. 

THiisper  softly,  don't  disturb  him. 

For  his  end  is  drawing  nigh; 
Angels  wait  to  bear  him  gently 

To  his  home  above  the  sky: 
Soon  his  eyes  will  close  in  sleep,  love. 

Never  more  on  earth  to  wake; 
And  though  I  am  cheering  you,  love. 

My  poor  heart  will  sorely  break.      Chonu. 

Whisper  softly,  papa's  dying. 

Soon  he'll  leave  both  you  and  I; 
Angels  now  are  calling  sweetly. 

Kiss  his  lips  and  say  good-bye. 
Close  the  blinds  to  hide  the  sunlight, 

Draw  the  curtains  round  the  boo. 
We  are  left  to  mourn  in  sorrow, 

Papa,  darling,  now  is  dead.  Chorus. 

Pebbles  in  the  Sea. 

BECITATION.  ■■  ^-  BT  ANNIE  BERBBST. 

BECITXD  BT  ADA  BU&NETT. 

C»PTBIQHT  1881,  BT  MRS.  PAULOIX  UXDBB. 


Who  shall  judge  a  man  from  nattin, 

Who  shall  know  him  by  his  dress; 
Paupers  may  be  fit  for  princes. 

Princes  fit  for  something  less. 
Crumpled  shirt  and  dirty  jacket. 

May  beclothe  both  you  and  me^ 
So  with  your  lot  try  be  contented. 

As  the  pebbles  in  the  sea. 

There  are  springs  of  crystal  nectar. 

Ever  swelling  out  of  stone. 
There  are  purple  buds  and  golden. 

Hidden,  crushed,  and  overgrown. 
€rod  who  coimts  by  souls  not  dreaoes^ 

Loves  and  prospers  you  and  me; 
While  He  values  thrones  the  highest. 

But  as  pebbles  in  the  sea. 

There  are  foam  embroidered  ooeaa^ 

There  are  little  weed  clad  rills. 
There  are  feeble  inch  high  saplings. 

There  are  ceders  on  the  billH. 
Gk>d  who  counts  by  souls  not  station^ 

Loves  and  prospers  you  and  me^ 
For  to  him  all  vain  distinctions 

Are  as  pebbles  in  the  sea. 

Truth  and  justice  are  eternal. 

Bom  with  loveliness  and  light; 
Secret  wrong  shall  never  prosper. 

While  there  is  a  stanr  night 
God  whose  world-heard  voice  is  singing. 

Boundless  love  to  you  and  me^ 
Sinks  oppression  with  its  tifles. 

As  the  pebbles  in  the  sea. 
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I'm  a  poor  old  worn  ont  darkey. 

And  my  days  upon  di^  earth  am  very  f«w; 
I'se  goin',  yea  I'a«  goin'  to  that  happy  happy  Und, 
And  soon  I'll  h*b  to  bid  yon  all  a(Uea. 
[]  Bat  my  mind  am  wandering  back  to  dem 

daya  so  long  ago, 
Dat's  before  dia  poor  old  darkey  was  set  uee; 
When  I  was  held  in  bondage  *nd  I  nebb«r 

•an  forget, 
Pe  days  when  I  wa«  aold  in  Bimnj. 
Chobcb. 

Yes  dem  days  dey  now  am  past, 

And  de  darkey's  fre«  at  last. 

And  dem  crael  days  We  nebor  mora  shall  Mfl^ 

When  we  used  to  weep  and  fret. 

And  I  neber  can  forget, 

De  days  when  I  was  sold  in  slayer/^  . 

It  was  on  dat  ole  plantation  in  dat  good 

old  OeorgtA  «tat«, 
Whar  dis  darkey  he  did  work  de  live  Icotg  day, 
A  picking  ap  de  cotton  in  de  fields  we'd  congre^ftte 
And  from  early  morn  tiU  night  we'd  work  away. 
r  Bat  dem  days  dey  now  have  vanished  and 

dis  darkey  am  so  |^d. 
And  no  more  in  cruel  bondage  we  will  be, 
But  oft  I  sit  and  ponder  and  I  deber  can  forget, 
De  days  when  I  was  solil  in  slavery.    GtaiOraa« 


m  <•»■ 
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Don't  Come  in  the  Morning* 

Twas  at  an  evening  party  I  first  saw  Nellie  Qrsen, 
She  was  the  fairest  creature  that  evw  I  had  seen, 
Her  eyes  they  were  like  diamonds,  and 

brightly  they  did  shine. 
And  ever  since  I've  saw  her  I've  longed 

for  ner  as  mine. 
At  length  the  time  for  parting  and 

good-night,  did  arrive. 
To  see  this  little  girl  home  somehow  I 

did  contrive, 
When  home  we  reached  I  asked  if  I  might 

call  some  other  day, 
She  smiled  and  answered  lovingly  these 

words  to  OM  did  say. 
Cbobus. 
Don't  come  in  the  morning,  for  that  will 

be  too  soon, 
Never  call  to  see  m*  in  the  evening,  and 

never  call  at  night. 
Bat  call  at  any  other  time  and  then  you 

will  b«  right. 

Next  day  I  called  to  b««  her  just  aa  th» 

clock  struck  foar, 
And  going  quioUy  ap  the  stairs,  knocked 

gently  at  the  door; 
The  servant  asked  my  buainess,  I  said  to 

see  Miss  Qreen, 
She  said  at  such  a  time  as  this  Miss  Green 

could  not  be  seen; 
She  also  said  to  call  at  snch  a  time  was 

quite  absurd. 
And  slammed  the  door  right  in  my  face 

without  another  word; 
I  turned  tbMi,  and  in  disgust  prepared  td  go  away, 
When  just  behind  the  door  I  beard  a 

sweet  voice  plainly  say — 
Chorus. 

Quite  sad  and  brokAB-bsMrted  I  w«oded 

home  my  way. 

When  suddenly  I  minded  these  words 

I  heard  her  say; 

Don't  come  in  therntoming^  for  that  will 

be  too  soon, 

Never  call  to  see  me  ia  the  aAemoon, 


Don't  come  in  the  evening,  and  never  oJl  at  night, 
But  call  at  any  other  time  and  then  you 

will  be  right; 
The  only  tisM  that  I  could  call  was 

neither  late  nor  soon ; 
Of  course  you  would  have  guessed  by  this 

it  was  exact  by  noon. 
Chorus. 

When  next  I  called  to  see  her  the  clock 

had  just  struck  twelve, 
And  waiting  anxiously  for  me  there  was 

Miss  Green  herself. 
She  let  me  in,  and  smiling  said,  she 

thought  my  heart  she'd  broke. 
I  laughed  and  told  her  plainly  I'd  seen 

through  her  little  joke; 
Her  parents  they  did  welcome  me, 

her  father  plainly  said 
I  was  the  very  man  he'd  like  to  see  his 

daughter  wed, 
I  told  the  girl  I  loved  her,  she  named  the 

happy  day. 
And  hope  that  when  we're  married  she'll 

no  more  have  cause  to  say — 
Chorus. 


Yon  May  Speak  if  you  Like  to  Papa. 

'  SONO  AMD  ChOBUB. 
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Now  Johnny  you  are  a  teaser, 

I  hardly  can  make  up  my  mind. 
But  guess  that  I  love  you  a  little. 

And  love  should  not  always  go  blind. 
And  if  you  could  boast  of  your  riches. 

And  win  the  good  will  of  mamma, 
I'd  smile  on  your  suit  without  question. 

And  bid  you  go  speak  to  papa,  oh  1 
Chobus. 
This  life  is  a  lottery,  Johnny, 

And  love  i^  a  blank  says  mamma, 
But  if  you  have  wealth  as  a  backer, 

I  bid  you  go  speak  to  papa; 
But  if  you  have  wealth  as  a  backer, 

I  bid  you  go  speak  to  papa. 

Of  late  I've  met  Clarence  Fitznoodle, 

Who  has  stores  of  wealth  to  command. 
And  though  he's  (»noeited  and  foppish. 

He  longs  for  my  heart  and  my  hand. 
The  maiiitAs  are  dying  to  win  him. 

And  he  can  be  mine  says  mamma. 
But  if  you  had  half  of  his  riches, 

I'd  send  yon  right  off  to  papa,  oh  I    Choma. 

Oh  I  Johnny,  I  know  that  I  love  you. 

My  heart  calls  for  you  every  day; 
But  can  I  go  out  from  the  sunshine 

From  w^th  to  life's  wants  day  by  day  7 
And  can  I  wed  Clarence  Fitznoodle, 

Though  "  he's  a  good  catch,"  says  mamma; 
Oh  !  no,  for  I  love  you,  mv  darling. 

Then  speak  when  you  like  to  papa.     Chorus. 


We  are  Growing  Old  Together 
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Dear  one,  there  are  wrinkles  creeping. 

O'er  your  brow  onoe  young  ana  fair, 
AT»d  your  bright  eyes  dim  are  growing. 

Silver  threads  are  in  your  hair. 
And  your  cheeks  have  lost  their  color. 

Once  your  maiden's  pride  and  joy; 
We  are  growing  old  together, 

Bnt  our  hearts  feel  no  alloy. 


OKoBtrti 
We  are  growing  old  together. 

With  no  night  of  shadow  nigh. 
We  are  growing  old  together. 

But  our  love  will  never  die.  ^.' 

Dear  one,  dose  those  hoars  of  plaaawei. 

In  the  years  so  long  ago,  .  i 

Cause  vour  fond  Jieart  to  remember 

All  the  love  we  then  did  know  7  j 

And  do  you  recall  the  moment 

When  our  hi^ts  were  niad»  aa  one,         '     Vt. 
We  are  growing  old  together. 

But  our  love  has  just  begun.  >  Qbonia. 

Loved  one  you  are  growing  dearer,    , 

And  more  near  this  heart  of  mina{ 
And  the  fondest  joy  I  cherish 

Is  to  know  that  I  am  thine. 
There  is  beauty  in  each  wrinkly 

Sunbeams  in  the  hair  so  gra^; 
We  are  growing  old  together. 

But  our  hearts  will  love  for  aye.       OfiSotns. 

^  *mi  ^  

Happy  Dreami  of  Yon.  ;   | 
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Where  the  crystal  waters  softly  onward  lIoWB, 
And  the  little  daisies,  pure  as  Heaven's  snows- 
Blossom  in  the  meadown,  where  I  often  stray 
To  meet  that  little  fairy  that  comes  at  close  of  day. 
How  I  love  to  linger,  and  tell  her  o'er  and  o'er. 
That  my  heart  adores  her,  loves  her  more  and  more; 
I  could  ne'er  deceive  her,  never  cause  her  pain. 
Shades  of  evening  hasten  the  meeting  hour  again. 

CaoBCa.  I  - 

Meet  me  in  the  twilight  close  bwid*  tiM  ffll,' 
Tell  me,  little  darling,  that  yon  love  me  still ! 
If  you'll  only  promise  ever  to  be  troe, 
I'll  pass  the  pleasant  hours  in  happy  dreams  of  you 

And  I  love  her  fondly,  more  than  tongue  con  tell. 
And  I  often  linger  in  the  quiet  dell; 
Then  my  little  fairy,  like  a  brilliant  beam, 
Will  dawn  upon  my  vision,  just  like  a  pleaaant 

dream. 
In  the  rosy  twilight,  we  often  then  will  stray 
And  she  listens  to  me,  to  eaeh  word  I  say; 
And  my  vows  are  sacred,  ever  firm  and  true. 
Day  and  night  I  see  thee,  in  happy  dreams  of  yi)u. 

Chbius. 

At  Laat    .> 

BT  JAMES  B.   WHjBn. 
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At  last  the  ties  are  broken.  I 

And  the  tightened  heart-strings  riven. 
The  love  is  now  returned  to  me. 

Which  erstwhile  I  had  given. 
The  only  one  in  all  this  world,         ', 

For  whom  within  my  breast,      \ 
The  spark  of  love  had  kindled,     ' 

E'en  now  shuns  me  with  tbe  rest. 

I  think  upon  the  happy  days. 

That  with  her  I  have  (lasHed,   :. ,.' 
When  first  I  offered  her  my  heart. 

They  were  too  sweet  to  last. 
But  time  has  wrought  a  subtle  change. 

Another  seeks  my^ place; 
To  gain  in  her  affections, 

And  no  more  I'll  see  her  face. 

But  though  we'll  never  meet  again. 

Yet  deep  within  my  heart, 
111  cherish  fond  remembrance^  - 

And  with  it  shall  not  part. 
May  Heaven's  bounteous  blessing 

Her  cup  of  pleasure  fill. 
And  though  she  be  another's. 

Yet  I  shall  love  her  still. 


Tm;    Sl»«^£il«^    Mk^WLNA^^ 
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Driven,  Driven- 

I  am  a  daoent  Irish  woman,... 

As  yon  can  plainly  see; 
My  husband  be  hrw  left  me. 

And  gone  across  the  sea. 
Now  if  he  dont  come  back  to  me. 

And  his'fourteen  little  dears; 
We'll  all  hire  out  for  soldiers. 

In  the  Turkish  Regulars. 

GBoaoB. 

Oh  !  driven,  driven,  oh  !  obo  I 
Oh  !  driven,  driven,  delish  agra; 

Oh  !  driven,  driven,  oho  ! 

Why  did  you  go  and  leave  your  dariingf 

Some  say  he's  gone  to  Turkey, 

The  army  for  to  join; 
Others  to  the  Black  Hills, 

Looking  for  gold  mines. 
Now  if  he  don't  come  back  to  me. 

And  his  fourteen  little  dears; 
We'll  all  hire  out  as  soldiers. 

In  the  Turkish  Regulars.  Choms. 


604 


TttE    SII«e£BS'    JOIJRNAI.. 


Birdie  Mine,  why  do  Ton  Leave  Me. 
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Birdie  mine,  why  do  joa  !«•▼•  met  >^ 

When  the  north  winds  blow; 
When  the  winter  bleak  is  oomin^ 

With  the  froHt  and  snow  ? 

Do  Ton  fly  on  pinions  lightly, 

O  er  the  icebound  lake 
To  the  fair  and  Riinny  sonthland. 

For  my  darling's  sake.  A 

Would  the  blasting  chill  of  wint«r. 

Do  my  warbler  harm  ? 
Wh^  cannot  thy  downy  feathan 

Keep  my  birdie  warm. 

When  I  listen  to  thy  warblings. 

On  some  morning  fair, 
I  shall  wait  in  vain,  I  fancy. 

Birdie  is  not  there. 

I  wonld  take  yon  to  my  boaom. 

Warm  yoa  then  and  there: 
Bat  I  cannot  cannot  find  yon. 

Seeking  everywhere. 

Birdie  mine,  when  winter's  orer, 

And  the  spring  has  come. 
Will  yon  plume  yonr  lovely  pinion*. 

There  around  my  home  7 

I  oonld  wish  thee  back,  aa  hoiuly. 

Winter's  winds  doth  blow. 
Bat  within  the  sunny  southland. 

Yon  are  best  I  know. 

So  I  wait  for  summer  sunshine. 

For  its  buds  and  flowers. 
Knowing  that  my  birdie's  coming 

In  a  few  more  hoars. 

^  *mt  ^ 


Lily  White  Bon. 
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Twaa  aa  I  strolled  with  joy  untold, 

I  met  a  maiden  fair; 
She  really  was  too  pretty  to  behold. 

She  plucked  a  flower  from  the  bower, 
To  deck  her  auburn  hair; 

She's  worth  ten  times  her  weight  to  me 

in  geld, 
I  vowed  just  then  she  should  be  mine. 

The  dearest  fairest  creatore, 
I  asked  her  and  she  said  I'm  thine, 

Qo  straight  and  get  the  preacher. 

Chobus. 

Lovely  and  pure  is  my  lily  white  rose. 
Refreshing  to  me  as  the  zephyr  that  blows. 
O'er  mountains  and  valleys  wherever  she  goes, 
"The  fairest  and  purest,  my  lily  white  rose. 

Ob  I  next  Wednesday  night  'twill  be  a  sight, 

I'm  going  to  give  a  ball; 
You've  a  general  invitation  to  attend. 

To  dance  and  sing  like  anything. 
Will  Petrie'a  going  to  call. 

While  Hat  and  Gertie  wears  their  Grecian 

bend. 
Oh  !  won't  that  evening  ever  come. 

With  joy  I'm  almost  crazy. 
To  show  to  you  just  who  I've  won. 

My  darling  little  daisy.  Chorus. 


Baby  Sleeps  and  Home  is  Lonely 
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W0BD8  BT  T.  D.  C.  MUXiBB.    MUSIC  BT  W.  W.  BXNTUtT, 

OOPTBIOHT,  1881     BT   WM.    J.  A.  LOCDBB. 

AIX  BIOHTS  BE8EBVXD. 

The  Music  Of  this  fouv  is  published  at  Mrs.  Pauline 

Lleder's  Kxtens  ve  Mus  c   Publishing  Bouse,  No.  60 

Cbatbam  street,     N.    Y.   and  will  t  e  sent  post 

paid,  to  any   address,    on   receipt  of  price, 

40cent8  In  postage  •.amps. 


Never  more  will  baby  fingers. 

Press  upon  the  window  pane, 
With  the  golden  sunbeams  falling. 

On  his  smiling  face  again. 
Never  will  his  blue  eyes  open 

To  the  peaceful  light  of  day; 
He  has  left  our  home  forever. 

For  the  home  so  far  away.         '  • 

Chobus. 

Baby  sleeps  and  home  is  lonely. 
Where  the  sunbeams  once  were  bright; 
,    Now  in  all  his  spotless  beauty. 
He  has  gone  from  us  to-night. 

Never  more  will  baby  laughter. 

Cheer  the  hours  of  care  and  pain. 
Felt  by  those  who  watched  his  fingers. 

Press  upon  the  window  pane. 
Never  will  the  lilies  blossom. 

Pure  and  spotless  by  our  side. 
As  they  bloomed  when  we  were  happy. 

Ere  the  boy  we  loved  had  died.        Chorus. 

Never  more  will  baby  linger 

For  the  kiss  80  pure  and  sweet, 
And  the  years  will  never  bring  na 

The  soft  patter  of  his  feet. 
There  is  not  a  chord  of  music 

In  our  heart  of  love  to-day. 
Since  the  violets  are  blooming 

Where  our  blossom  sweet  doth  lay.   Chorus. 

Never  more  will  baby  fingers 

Dent  the  cheeks  so  wondrous  fair, 

W^hile  the  sunbeams  dance  and  quiver. 
Where  the  laughing  dimples  are. 

He  was  our  best  earthly  treasure, 
And  made  bright  the  summer  hoar, 

But  in  spotless  beauty  blooming. 


He  is  now  an  angel  flower. 


Chorus. 


^  ^^» 


Squeeze  Her  Qently  at  the  Door. 

If  you  have  a  lady  love. 

If  yon  have  a  charming  girl, 
If  she  is  a  turtle  dove. 

And  your  brain  goes  in  a  whirl. 
Ask  her  if  she  will  take  a  walk. 

Through  the  shady  path  to  roam; 
Then  of  love  commence  to  talk. 

And  take  my  word  when  you  see  her  hom*. 

Cbobus. 

Squeeze  her  gently  at  the  door. 
Kiss  her  gently,  and  then  once  mere, 

Take  her  hand  and  with  a  sigh. 

Give  her  another,  and  say  good-bje. 

Some  like  courting  by  the  fire. 

Some  like  courting  on  the  lawn, 
Bich  folks  court  at  their  own  desire. 

Some  by  night  or  break  of  dawn. 
Some  like  strolling  in  the  grove. 

To  watch  the  moon  that  shines  so  bright. 
Bat  I  prefer  when  making  love. 

To  have  a  dark  and  starless  night.      Chorus. 

If  you  settle  down  in  life. 

If  you  are  a  lucky  coue. 
And  you  take  a  little  wife, 

You  will  have  the  girl  ytra  love. 
Then  you'll  marry  on  the  day,  ^. 

To  which  at  last  your  love  agreed;         ^'  »■' 
Gladly  time  will  pass  away. 

By  then  of  course  you  will  not  need.  Chorus. 


Pretty  Little  Daadelion. 

SONO  AMD  DaNCX. 
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While  rambling  down  a  country  road,  "' 

Not  knowing  what  to  do; 
I  beheld  a  fair  young  damsel, 

With  eyes  of  heavenly  blue. 
The  smiled  on  me  so  sweetly. 

Just  like  a  young  gazelle, 
liy  heart  was  captivated  quite^ 

In  love  with  her  I  fell. 

Chobds. 
She's  sweeter  than  the  lilies  in  the  valley, 
This  pretty  little  maiden  I  shall  marry; 
I'm  as  happy  as  the  little  birds  in  spring  time. 
For  this  pretty  maiden  promised  to  be  mine. 
So  now  we'll  married  be,  and  I'll  live 
With  my  pretty  little  Dandelion. 

I  asked  her  baHhfuI  how  it  was. 

That  she  Hiniled  on  me  so  sweet, 
That  afternoon  in  spring  time. 

When  we  by  chance  did  meet. 
She  said  it  was  my  dashing  style, 

My  elegance  and  grace. 
That  stole  away  her  sweet  young  heart. 

But  put  mine  in  its  place.  Chorus. 


^  -^^^  ^ 


Pleasant  Hoars- 


:^1-' 
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Twas  at  a  ball  I  first  met  my  girl, 

The  fairest  in  the  land;  .1 

She  had  pearly  teeth,  and  a  dimpled  chin. 

And  a  little  slender  hand. 
She  skipped  around  the  mazy  waltz, 

As  graceful  as  a  fawn; 
When  the  dance  was  o'er  I  asked  her 
Would  she  walk  upon  the  lawn. 
Chobus. 
We  sat  by  the  brook. 

'Neath  the  stars  so  bright^ 
And  whispered  words  of  love 

On  that  summer  night. 
We  walked  and  talked. 

As  the  hours  rolled  by. 
In  the  moonlight  I  kissed  her. 
As  her  heart  heaved  a  sigh. 

Next  eve  we  met  near  a  running  streeLm, 

And  I  walked  close  by  her  side, 
I  told  her  then  how  I  loved  her  so, 

And  she  said  she'd  be  my  bride. 
How  happy  I'll  be  all  the  while. 

When  Irene  is  my  wife; 
We'll  have  a  cot  by  a  babbling  brook. 

And  will  settle  down  in  life.  Choms. 


Picnic  in  the  Sunny  South- 

We've  come  before  you  all  to  tell  a  little  story. 
While  singing,  dancing  throwing  ourselves  about. 
About  a  happy  time  on  the  old  plantation, 
Gwine  to  a  pichic  down  in  de  sunny  south 
Us  nigs  were  all  invited  to  that  happy  jollification. 
We  attended  you  can  bet,  and  we  eat  up  all  the  grub 
Hanna  eat  so  much  that  she  couldn't  shut  her  mouth 
At  the  picnic  we  attended  down  in  the  sunny  south 

Hannah  BeAsley  she  was  there  with  Ephraim  Smooth 
Singing,  dancing.  Lord,  how  they  did  shout; 
The  Hardback  family  were  all  in  attendance. 
Escorted  through  the  waltzes  by  a  nigger 

with  the  gout. 
The  versatile  coons  played  a  banjo  and  a  fiddle. 
Bill  Smithers  drew  a  raster  and  he  scared 
..  .        .  ns  niggers  out; 

Never  saw  such  a  time  in  all  our  existence. 
As  the  picnic  we  attended  down  in  the  sunny  south. 


'•^T.'  V  rjl 
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Fly  Birdie,  to  Where  Willie's  Waiting 
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You  tell  me,  sweet  birdie,  he's  waiting   ; 

My  kiss  at  the  close  of  th«  day. 
The  good  news  my  heart  is  elating;  '- 

Then  birdie,  fly  swiftly  away. 
And  down  where  the  brooklet  is  flowing, 

Please  catTy  the  message  from  me; 
To  Willie  whose  fond  heart  is  knowing, 
I'm  coming  at  sunset  to  thee. 

Chobus. 
Then  fly  birdie  mine,  o'er  the  cloTer, 

And  carry  this  message  from  me,     £,. 
Ere  twilight's  soft  shadows  are  over. 
Dear  Willie,  I'm  coming  to  you. 

How  gently  the  sunbeams  are  going 

Behind  the  dim  mountains  to  rest; 
While  I  am  so  joyfully  knowing. 

You  came  from  the  one  I  love  best. 
Then,  birdie,  fly  swift  in  the  gloaming,  ' 

And  carry  this  token  from  me. 
To  one  who  at  night  will  be  roaming, 

And  waiting  his  love  by  the  sea.  Chorus. 

i    Sweet  birdie,  fly  swift  o'er  the  mountain, 
j        And  tell  him  I'm  coming  to-night; 
I'll  meet  him  in  joy  by  the  fountain. 

Where  roses  are  blooming  and  bright. 
Then  fly,  while  the  shadows  are  falling,  ; 

And  bid  him  be  ready  for  bliss. 
It's  Willie's  dear  voice  1  hear  calling, 
I U  meet  him  to-night  with  a  kiss.        Chorus. 


Caiey'8  Tin  Pan  Wedding.  : 

Come  to  Casey's  tin  pan  wdddiiig. 

All  the  Irish  will  be  there; 
Oh !  such  bowling  and  such  growlihg. 

And  such  cutting  up  so  quare. 
All  the  Cork  and  Kerry  peoplej 

That  reside  in  New  York  Town; 
Wearing  high  hats  like  a  steeple, 

All  the  gang  will  sure  be  down. 

Chobus.  '      L 

All  the  Irish  will  be  there. 

Bring  along  your  Bridget  fair; 
Make  her  wear  her  Sunday  hair. 

When  in  the  set  she's  dancing. 
Won't  there  be  a  how-de-how. 

When  the  gang  gets  in  a  row; 
None  but  boBaloes  will  be  there, 

At  Casey's  tin-pan  wedding. 

There  will  be  ale,  stale  beer  and  whiskey, 

Goose  chowder,  and  cat  pie; 
And  when  Casey  he  gets  tipsy,  . 

He  will  slug  Riley  in  the  eye.      -    ,. 
Old  Pat  Shay  and  Tim  Maloney,  , 

From  the  town  of  Donnegal; 
Danced  a  reel  for  stale  bologna,  '^  -    " 

On  the  top  of  Casey's  wall.  Chonu. 


The  Fisherman  and  His  Child. 

■UNO  by  TOM  DIXON. 


The  fisherman  and  his  child  are  drowned, 

Came  ringing  thro'  the  town ; 
The  father  and  the  child  lay  under  the  tide. 

And  fnends  did  mourn  around. 
The  poor  wife  and  mother  prayed  aloud, 

"  O  Ood  !  it  euinot  be. 
For  in  yonder  mist  I  see  them  atill, 

Tbeir  milk-white  sails  I  see." 

(Bepeat  last  two  lines.) 

Ohobub. 

Twaa  the  voice  of  Ood  that  they  heard, 
Aa  they  sank  in  the  deep; 


"Come  to  me,  I  love  thee. 

And  thy  preaious  soul  I'll  keep;     ■■:.    >  ■:.  .y 
Come  to  me  I  love  thee,  ife'^';  ;■  w"   . 

Thy  precious  soul  I'll  keep."  "' 

The  fisherman  saw  his  boat  was  lost. 

He  tried  to  save  his  child. 
He  battle  the  waves  with  all  human  power. 

But  the  wind  was  howling  wild. 
Then  he  spoke  to  his  child,  '■*»«► 

She  answered  not;  he  raised  her  tiny  head. 
He  cried  in  despair,  "  Thy  will  be  done  ! " 

The  child  he  loved  was  dead. 

(Bepeat  last  two  lines.) 

And  when  the  storm  ceased  the  sea  went  down. 

Brave  men  went  on  the  shore; 
The  tide  had  gone  out.  they  searched  all  about, 

From  the  sea  two  forms  they  bore. 
Their  faces  were  calm,  their  hands  were  raisen. 

As  if  in  silent  prayer, 
The  father  in  life  had  clasped  his  child. 

In  death  they  found  him  there.  Chorus. 


^  <^»  m 


.  The  Five  Dollar  Note- 

BT  FBXB  SHAW.      FOB  FRANK  IJSWIS. 


One  night  as  I  was  oat  with  the  boys 

to  have  a  spree, 
Thro'  drinking  whiskey  punches,  I  was 

drunk  as  I  could  be; 
My  cash  it  quickly  flew,  I  very  soon  was  broke, 
Bo  I  borrowed  from  a  friend  a  five  dollar  note. 

Chobus. 

If  you  listen  to  my  song,  while  the  funny 

things  I'll  quote, 
I'll  tell  yon  how  I  spent  that  five  dollar  note. 

As  soon  as  I  was  fixed,  I  asked  the  boys 

to  take  a  bowl, 
Which  into  my  note  made  a  very  big  hole; 
We  had  a  rouiid  of  punches,  and  then 

cigars  to  boot. 
Up  went  the  first  dollar  of  the  five  dollar  «ote. 

The  boys  feeling  hungry  after  drinking 

so  much  punch. 
We  walked  around  the  comer  and  we 

had  a  little  lunch; 
They  eat  up  oyster  stews  'till  I  thought 

the  boys  would  choke. 
And  they  soon  eat  up  a  dollar  of  the 

five  dollar  note. 

Then  we  went  to  the  theatre  to  see  the 

ladies  prance. 
And  to  her  the  comic  songs,  and  the  funny 

song  and  dance; 
One  of  the  girls  says,  I  feel  thirsty,  and 

brandy  woold  snit  my  throat. 
And  she  soon  drank  a  dollar  of  the 

five  dollar  note. 

Then  we  walked  around  the  town  called 

in  a  saloon  or  two. 
Then  we  went  to  see  the  ladies  as  the 

young  men  often  do ; 
One  said  she  loued  me  with  her  arms 

around  my  throat. 
And  she  soon  got  a  dollar  of  the  five  dollar  note. 

Then  as  I  was  going  home,  just  as  dnmk    . 

as  I  could  be, 
A  poor  laboring  man.came  slowly  up  to  me; 
His  family  they  were  starving,  and  ragged 

was  his  coat, 
At^d  he  got  the  last  dollar  of  the  five  dollar  note. 


A  boy  atood  with  his  hands  in  his  pookets  one 
oold  morning  watching  the  burning  of  his  school- 
house,  and  after  the  novelty  of  the  thing  ceased, 
he  ran  home  saying,  I  am  glad  the  old  thing  Ib 
burned  down,  for  I  didn't  lean  my  jography 
lesson  nohow." 


OUR  INTERESTING 

'     MAHER  COLUMN. 


llila  column  or  our  Journal  will  contain  In  each 
number  a  collection  or  joitee.  oddi  i«8,  itemH  of  intervat 
etc,  etc.  To  which  we  invite  contii(>uiioii8  to  Uie  aaow 
from  our  boat  of  cort'spondents,  and  we  wiU 
from  time  to  time  endeavor  to  rive  space  to  Ui^  aama, 
wltb  laiuals  ol  the  writer  or  writers.  ^^ 

(The  PubUaher.) 


Copy  was  out.  The  devil  picked  up  a  paper 
and  said;  "  Here's  something  about  a  woman  — 
must  I  cut  it  out?"  "No!"  thundered  the 
editor;  "the  first  disturbance  ever  created  in 
the  world  was  occasioned  by  the  devil  fooling 
about  a  woman. ,       ,, 

A.  bashful  young  clergyman  reoentlv  rising  to 
preach  for  the  first  time,  made  a  terrible  mix  of 
It,  announcing  his  text  in  this  wise;  "  And  im- 
mediately the  cook  wept,  and  Peter  went  out  and 
crew  bitterly. 

A  gambler  sars;  "the  only  band  in  the  world 
which  blesses  those  who  grasp  it  is  a  full  hand." 

Fonr  things  are  greviouslr  empty  -a  head 
without  brains,  a  wit  without /ndgement,  a  heavt 
without  honesty,  and  a  purse  without  money. 

Health  constitutes  the  happiness  of  the  bodj, 
virtue  that  of  the  mind. 

It  is  said  that  an  eminent  artist  lately  painted 
a  snow-iitorm  so  naturally  that  he  caught  a  severe 
cold  by  sitting  near  it  with  bis  ooat  qff. 

Angelina,  dear,  are  not  my  moustaches  becom- 
ing?"— "  Well,  Adolphus,  they  may  be  ooming, 
but,  so  far  as  I  can  see,  they  haven't  begun  to 
arrive  yet." 

Toss  a  ohimney-eweep  into  the  river  if  yon 
wish  to  make  a  clean  sweep. 

Query  by  an  old  whip. — Do  men  wlio  oarrj 
hunting  watches  kill  time. 

In  childhood  we  cut  our  teeth ;  in  old  age  they 
cut  OS. 

Announcement  of  the  death  of  a  dog  by  • 
marine  reporter.— Another  bark  loat 

A  canter  will  give  you  ruddy  cheeks — a  de- 
canter will  give  you  a  mddy  nose. 

There  is  no  to-morrow  which  oauiot  be  con- 
verted  into  to-day. 

An  Irishman  being  asked  why  he  left  his 
oonntry  for  America,  r«plied,  "It  waan't  for 
want;  I  had  plenty  of  that  at  home." 

Book-keepers. —Book-Borrowera. 

The  way  to  avoid  Eoffering  from  eoca*  is  to 
have  bay  windows  on  your  boots. 

There  is  a  Conneticut  widdower  who  ilrnlarea 
that  nothing  reminds  him  of  bis  poor  dead  wile 
so  much  as  to  live  within  earshot  of  a  saw-milL 

Carpets  are  bought  by  the  jard  and  worn  bj 

the  foot. 

A  rough  estimate  -Onewiiiig  yon  can  kaoek  a 

man  down. 

Danger  Afoot. — Oraoga-peel. 

"  Father,"  said  a  rogw'ah  boy,  ••  I  hope  yon 
won't  buy  any  more  gunpowder  tea  for  mother." 
"Why  not  ?"-  "  Because  everj-  time  she  drmks 
it,  she  blows  us  up."— "  Oo  to  bed  immediat^ty.** 

A  dangerous  charaoter.— A  man  who  "takia 
life"  eheerfnUy. 

What  kind  of  robbery  is  not  dangerooa  7 — A 
safe  robbery,  of  oonne. 
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1.  I  took  8i8  -  ter  Ma  -  ry  to  de  Mas  -  quer  -  ade,  Come  stay  a 
a.  I  laughed  out  so  hard,  oh  dat  my  side  did  ache,  (Dome  stay  a 
't,    I         ate     roast  -  ed    ohlck  -  en     till     my    head     did     swell,     Ck>me  stay       a 


lit  •  tie  while  long 
Ut  •  tie  while  long 
Ut  •  tie   while     long 
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all       did    dance  while  de    mu  -   sic   played.  Come  stay      a 

ooons    dey  walked    for    de    big    poimd  cake,   Come  stay      a 

fun    -  ny     tales     dat    we     all     oould    tell,    Come  stay      a 


lit  -  tie  while  yet;  When  we  prom-en  -  a  -  ded  what  a 
lit  -  tie  while  yet:  De  cook,  Aun  -  ty  Lize,  was  dress-«d 
lit  -  tie  while    yet;  I       near  kicked  the  buck  -  et  when    I 
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love  -  ly  sight.  Come  stay  a 
like  a  queen.  Come  stay  a 
seen      big      Luoe,     Come  stay        a 


lit  -  tie  while  long  •  er; 
lit  -  tie  while  long  -  er; 
lit  -   tie    while  long     -    er; 


We  danced  and     sang      tUl    de  broad    day  •  light,    ConH 
And   such      cut  •    tin,        up  you  neb  -  ber    seen,     Coi 
She  walked    de      floor      like    a    great     fat    goose,    Coi 
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lit  -  tie    while     yet. 


Come     a  •  long      sis  -  ter     Ma  -  ry    wont  you  please  come     a  -  long.  Come  a 
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k>ng—         Come    a  •  long — 


Cut       de       hoe      cake,   tune      de      ban    -    Jo,      Sing     dat    good     old     song. 


Oonrnaht,  lan,  ud  >u  rtgtta  nmma.  bj  wuiiabi  1.  A.  IMUr.    PUno  eopy  of  tftem  will  b«  Mat  pottpald  to  aaj  iddrMi  on  r«oetpt  of  40  ooats  in  po«U(«  aUBtpa 

f.^HITrtteto  WlLUWi  t  A.  UtdER,T«o.WXlMftht^^ 


II  VirUIBB.  188. 


T01^1JJII£.    II. 


HENRY  DE  MARSAN'S  COMIC  AND  SENTIMENTAL 


simss 


I 


Contadning  ril  the  most  popular  Songs  of  the  day. 


OUR  AGENTS. 

BOSTON.     (Mass.)     J.  W.  Shebman,  Books, 
Stationery,  &c,  115  Cambridge  Street. 


PHILADELPHIA.     (Pa.)    A.  W.  Auneb,  Job 
Printer,  S.  W.  Cor,  of  Tenth  and  Race  Str's. 


CINCINNATI,  COVINGTON,    and   Vicinity, 
P.  Habtlacb,  News  and  Music  Dealer,  508 


Madison  Street.     Covington. 


(Kj.) 


DETBOIT.     (Mich.)    J.   F.   A  W.   T.   Mac- 
AULir,    Bookii,   Stationery,   &,c,  209  &,  211 
"^  Woodward  Avenue. 

CHICAGO.  (111.)    Southebland's  Pott  Office, 
News,  and  Cigar  Stand,  107  E.  Adaius  St. 


BROOKLYN.  (N.  Y.)  Branch  Office  of  the 
SiKODBs'  JoTTBNAL,  No.  49  Atlantic  Avenue, 
near  South  Ferry.  Manufacturing  Con- 
fectioner, and  Wholesale  Dealer  and  Jobber 

;  of  Imported  and  Domestic  Toys,  &c. 

^  Mbs.  Pauline  Lisbeb. 


BROOKLYN,  e.  n.  Wm.  WHrxE.  180  Fourth  St. 

•UP-TOWN  AGENTS. 

Robert  HAtroHToy,  Dealer  in  Toys,  &c,    314 
West  43rd  Street,  near  8th,  Ave. 

"^nwAHD  Babkbr.    Sroa3way~imd^Kd7St. 

SIb.  NoaiMLy.  lOtb.  Ave,  bet.  3Cth  &  37th.  St~ 


The  SiNOEBs'  JotJRNAii  is  the  cheapest  collec- 
tion of  songs  ever  published  in  this  country. 
All  Numbers  from  No.  1.  to  the  last  issued 
alwavs  on  hand. 


ADVICE.  Every  amateur  of  good  Songs,  ko 
ought  to  procure  the  (First  Volume)  of  the 
BiMOEBs'  Journal,  which  we  have  on  hand 
handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  containing  5,000 
Songs.  800  pages,  and  86  pieces  of  Choice 
Music  for  the  voice  and  piano.  Price  $3,00 
per  Copy.     Postage  FREE. 


CONCERT    ROOMf^ 


SONQS  ANP  MUSIC  FOR  THE  UILLION. 


GENERAL  NOTICE. 


Address  all  oommnnioatinns  to  Mra  Paulin* 
Lieder.     60  CHATHAM  STREET.    (N.  Y.) 


A  Responsible  Agent  wanted  in  evenr  City 
of  the  United  States,  (Danadas,  &c.  Letters 
ragarding  information  thereof,  will  receive 
our  prompt  attention. 

A  Catalogue  of  Ten  Thousand  Sengs  will  be 
sent  to  any  address.     Free. 

^  -  J  1 —  ■  -  .      I     -  I 

Each  Number  will  contain  from  40  to  60  of 
tho  most  Popular  Songs  sung  in  the  Theatres, 
Ojiera  Houses,  and  Concert  Rooms  of  the 
United  Suites  and  Great  Britain. 


The  Old  Original  Song  Depot,  60  Chatham 
Btrttt,  OpjMiKite  North  William  Street,  New 
York.  ThiH  House  is  the  Oldest  Song  Pub- 
lishing Establishment  in  the  United  States. 


The  SiNOEBs'  Journal  is  published  Monthly, 
Single  Copies  will  be  sent  by  Mail  on  receipt 
of  5  cents.     Subscription  50  cts  per  year. 


Mrs.  Pauline  Liedeb,  Successor  to  Henbt 
DE  MABiiAN,  PnUisherof  the  Stmobbjh' Journal, 
('oniic  and  Sentimental  Valentines,  Songs, 
Song  Books,  and  all  kinds  of  Toy-Books, 
Motto- Verses,  Motto  Cut  Va.\^T,  House  Bills, 
Writing  IVwks.  Shelving,  and  Ceiling  Paper, 
and  all  kinds  of  Stationery. 

Wholesale  Dealers  and  Jobbers  of  Imported 
and  Domestic  Toys,  Base  Balls,  Fishing 
Tackle,  Scrap  Pictures,  Ac.  Ac. 


SHEET  MUSIC  HOTICS. 

I  have  constantly  on  hand  the  Sheet  Music 
of  all  the  Songs  published  in  the  Singers' 
Journal  from  No.  1  to  the  last  issued,  also  all 
other  Sheet  Music,  of  which  I  will  send  any 
piece,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  in  post- 
age stamps.      Send  stamp  catalogue. 


A  Handful  of  Earth page  702 

BUTTERCUPS C99 

The  Cigarette  Brigade 698 

CAN  YOU  FORGIVE  AND 

FORGET.  LOVE 703 

DORA  BLAINE C99 

The  Darkey  Swell 701 

Don't  put  the  Umbrella  up  Before 

the  Bain  Comes  on  701 
Fizz,  Fizz,  Glorious  Fizz C99 

The  Girl  with  the  Patent  Roller  Skates 702 

HIDING  IN  THE  CORN 700 

The  HAPPY  OLD  IRISH  PAIR 700 

I'm  rather  too  old  for  it  now 701 

In  the  Low  Lands,  Low  . . .>,.».»... ....  702 

Jar  Down  Everybody 699 

Ijtft  Kightl  KM Dnamiag  oMTov . . . . .  ./u)M 

The  Lost  One's  Lament 700 


Latest  Sheet  Music — Notice 703 

My  Old  Clay  Pipe  698 

MALONEY'S  THE  MAN 699 

MCCARTHY'S  FANCY  BALL 701 

Oh  !  Isn't  Nice,  Said  Eliza 698 

Only  a  Face  at  the  Window 698 

O'BRIEN  THE  ALDERMAN 700 

Our  Interesting  Matter  Column 702 

PRETTY  miSH  QUEEN.   ...,iv..>.*.-  701 
RISE  UP  IN  DE  MORNDT. . ....... ... .  698 

SUNN^Y  DAYS— Song  and  Dance 700 

S^^'EET  LASS  OF  RICHMOND  HILL. . .  701 

SHAMROCK  SHORE— IHiet 699 

Ten  Cents 700 

Twickenham  Ferry 702 

That's  how  j-ou  get  served  when  j'ou're  old  702 

TR AVELmO  BA<3K  TO  ALABAK    ^    4^... 

Music  for  Banjo  and  Guitar  704 


We  Two 701 

WHERE  THE  SWEETEST 

PL0WEE8  OEOW  698 

WHILE  WAITING  FOR  THE 

COWS  TO  COME. .. .  C99 

WHERE  PREETT  LILACS  GROW 700 


^  *m*  — 


VALEHTIHES. 

I  am  Manufacturing  for  the  coming  seasoe  the 
Finest  and  Cheapest  .Stock  of  Sentimental  Valen- 
tines, Sheets,  Boxes,  Caskets,  Ac,  in  the  Market. 
Hoping  to  receive  a  call  from  the  Wholesale  as 
well  as  the  Retail  Trade. 

I  remain  respectfully  yours, 
r  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder. 


_ . ot  Mmm  pnbiialMd,  "  Happy 

Dreams  of  You."     Big  hit  at  the  Sanfranciaco. 


J 


098 


TH£    SI]«0£]i8'    JOlIRNAIi. 


*    The  Cigarette   Brigade. 

PAROOT  ON  TUIBD  DEGREE  FUIX  UPON. 

nx  ToMiir  TucKJin.         buncj  bi  the  cBtTic  roim. 


Host  every  (lay  yon'll  see,  !'    '  'f  '    ,    •'^   • 

A  gang  of  loafer's  bold,  '^  '•    . 

V.'ho  never  leiivo  the  comer,  ,'K   ;^^\" 

Be  tho  weather  hot  cr  cold.  '   ;*'.  {''.     - 

They  keep  out  of  the  sun,         ■»•..•..   •  ' 

And  anchor  in  the  shade,  i  V  V  •' 

Their  brains  are  very  wenk  you  know, 
lu  tho  Cigarette  Brigade.  .  ^.:. 

Chobub.  '    '■  .'.■... 

Each  pretty  lass  as  she  does  paaa, 
'Will  get  n  grand  salute; 
'  And  when  they  cry,  oh  I  dear,  th  I  my ! 
Ah  I  what  a  lovely  boot. 
Then  raise  their  head  and  try  to  smile, 
'      Bat  quickly  it  does  fade, 
AVhen  the  ])oliccman  he  says  move  on, 
'      To  the  Ciij'arette  Brigade. 
Mash,  mash,  hung  up  your  ha.sh, 
'     And  never  pay  for  your  clothes, 
Smoking  a  bad  cigarette,  , 

Always  keep  out  of  the  wet, 
liOaf  every  day  in  the  year, 
Never  go  work  at  a  trade. 
In  a  short  time  you  can  fall  into  line, 
With  the  Cigarette  Brigade. 

Each  picnic  they  take  in. 

When  they  have  got  the  price. 
They  borrow  collars,  ties,  and  pins. 

To  make  themselves  look  niee. 
They'd  like  to  beut  the  fence. 

But  then  thev  are  afraid, 
Thoy  might  fall  ofi,  and  cause  a  death, 

In  the  Cigarette  Brigade.  Chorus. 

Of  course  they  never  toil. 

Their  parents  work  for  them. 
And  when  a  pretty  girl  they  see,*  . 

Vou  11  hear  them  chirp,  ahem. 
In  the  parks  they  warm  the  seats. 

Each  tree  lunch  they  do  raid ; 
The  beer  saloons  are  silver  mines. 

To  the  Cigarette  Brigade.  Chorus. 

My  Old  Clay  Pipe. 

Tm  a  jovial  sort  of  man. 

That  you  can  plainlv  see. 
Head  an  active  sort  of  life. 

And  nothing  troubles  me. 
I'm  happy  as  the  day  is  long. 

All  care  I  cast  away, 
I  always  feel  so  jolly, 

And  sing  and  say  each  day. 
Chorus. 

I  love  to  sit  by  the  fire  so  bright. 

At  home  on  a  cold  and  winter's  night, 

\S'ith  my  children  on  my  knee. 

Then  my  heart  is  full  of  glee. 

As  I  am  smoking  my  old  clay  pipa. 

I  have  a  charming  wifj  , 

And  children  full  of  glee. 
Their  sweet  and  prattling  voices  are 

Such  joy  and  bliss  to  me. 
I  love  my  dog.  I  love  m^-  gun, 

I'm  happy  day  and  night, 
And  when  my  daily  toil  is  o'er, 

I  keep  my  pipe  alight.     <  Choms. 

We  may  hare  diflferent  tastes. 

And  diflereut  whims  and  ways. 
And  though  our  path  in  life  be  roagb. 

We  may  see  brighter  days. 
We  oft  build  castles  in  the  air. 

We  often  crack  a  joke, 
Bat  at  the  finish,  all  will  end 

Without  a  doubt  in  smoke.  Chorus. 


.1 

.4, 


^  <♦» 


^  ^>  IM1 1  Isn't  It  Nice,  Said  Eliza. 

I  know  a  younp;  girl  Eliza's  her  name, 
Wlio  squints  with  on.i  cyy,  and  walks  a  bit  lame; 
Une  night  1  took  her  to  fame  Dniry  Lane, 
Tiie  pantomime  fairies  to  see. 


She  made  herself  up  to  look  all  serene, 
A  beautiful  dress,  her  hat  trimmed  with  green, 
Her  £ace  it  was,  well,  you  know  what  I  mean. 
But  that's  between  you  and  me. 

Spoken :      Thoy  all  do  it,    you  know,    all  the 
ladiea,  and  so  did  £liza. 

~  ^'-'  ,■    -v'     'vChobus.       S-;v.  "^    ;  -  '"C     'i 

J  ."-■   '  •<      •'  '■ 
Oh  1  isn't  it  nice,  said  Eliza.  '^-  ;  '• 

I  Oh  !  isn't  it  funny,  oh,  lor ! 

|.  Oh  !  isn't  it  stunning,  no  Hies,  ah  I  . 

Isn't  it  lovely,  encore,  enoore  I 

Bight  up  near  the  gods  of  course  we  both  sat, 
And  had  now  and  then  a  sandwich  so  fat, 
And  ale,  bottled  stout,  and  all  such  as  that, 
And  she  with  her  mo«th  nearly  foil; 
Said  "who  is  it  puts  on  all  that  flna  gold. 
Who  is  that  man  that  makes  very  old. 
And  who  is  that  one  with  sush  a  bad  cold," 
And  then  at  my  sleeve  she  would  pull.     Chorus. 

When  God  save  the  Queen  was  played  by  the  band, 

Eliza  said.  Tommy,  take  hold  of  my  hand, 

For  fear  you  might  lose  me,  but  understand, 

I  must  see  my  mother  to-night. 

Some  people  were  waiting  for  us  in  tho  street, 

Not  those  from  the  boxes,  or  the  elite. 

But  a  dozen  of  roughs  with  voices  not  sweet. 

Who  shouted  away  all  their  might.  Chorus. 

Of  course  we  both  made  a  rush  from  the  crowd. 
When  Eliza's  name  w ^mentioned  so  loud. 
And  all  sorts  of  thinglPTOat's  naughty  I  vow'd. 
And  swearing  such  swears  I  then  swore. 
But  when  we  got  home,  or  there  very  nigh. 
Of  course  we  biith  had  to  say  well  good-bye, 
And  a  kiss,  one  or  two,  you  know  on  the  sly. 
When  we  got  to  Eliza's  shop  door. 

Spoken  ;    Ton  know,   good-bye  at  the  door 
with  tho  gas  out—  Chorus. 


1       Where  The  Sweetest  Flowers  Qrow. 

'    .-  SoNO  AND  Danck.      ■'.'■■•."■.,.:•.■;  ,■.■.• 
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While  leisurely  I  strolled  along,  ,;     , 

One  sunlit  summer  day, 
I  heard  a  maiden  sing  a  song. 

While  plucking  flowers  fjay. 
I  stood  enchanted  for  awhile,        ;      ■    ;       /~. 

Such  beauty  I  ne'er  saw,  -   .. ->-^ 

I  bowed  and  asked  her  with  a  smile. 

To  sing  that  song  once  more. 
At  tirst  she  blushed  and  turned  her  head. 

And  softly  whispered  "  no  1" 
Then  "  if  you  wish  1  will,"  sho  said. 

Where  sweetest  flowers  grow.  "  '* 

.,■  .  .  IChorus.     '^y-  . 

The  heliotropes  and  Tioletd,         "^ 

The  roses  sweet  and  fair,  ■•" 

The  lilies  pure,  and  mignonetts. 

Breathe  sweetest  fragrance  there.  : 

But  in  my  cottage  dwells  a  pet. 

The  dearest  flower  I  know, 
My  own  dear  love  whom  I  first  met. 

Where  sweetest  flowers  grow. 

We  sat  and  talked  of  naught  but  loT^ 

Till  stars  began  to  shine; 
Then  by  the  brightest  star  above. 

She  promised  to  be  mine. 
Soon  after  on  that  very  spot. 

Our  hearts  were  joined  vou  know. 
And  there  we've  got  a  little  cot, 

'Round  which  sweet  flowers  grow. 
And  every  eve  I,  ask  my  pet. 

To  sing  so  sweet  ana  low. 
The  song  she  sang  when  first  we  met. 

Where  sweetest  flowers  grow.  Chorus. 


as 


Last  Hight  I  was  Dreaming  of  Too* 

SXn«0  BT  STANLEY  GRZT. 
THB  MTTSIC  OF  T  IIS  BONO  WtLX,  BE  SENT  TO   ANT 

AODQEii^  ON  fiEC£xrr  or.rsicB,  40ct8. 
Last  night  I  wts  drevning  of  you, 

V^And  brigM  happy  momeat»  gone  by, 
'yfe  trod  the  old  paths  that  we  knew. 

Ere  absence  had  caused  us  to  sigh.  . ,  { 

Kind  friends  and  compHiiops  were  new,  ~ ; 

A  merry  and  mirth-luving  throng, 
With  linlss  of  relationship  dear,  1    ^      ' 

To  bind  us  life's  pathway  along.        I  ^    - 

I  saw  the  sweet  smile  that  yon  wore, 

As  we  gazed  on  the  friends  that  we  kniew, 
I  heard  tlie  same  voice  as  of  yore. 

That  told  of  a  bosom  so  true. 
And  loiig  did  that  pleasure  remain,    ^irr 

And  joyous  each  spirit  did  seem — 
Oh  !  vision  return  ono«  again, 

Or  quickly  fulfilled  be  the  dream.     ChoroB. 


m-^^p' 


Only  aFaoe  at  the   Window.    ;. 

BITMO  BT  W.  H.  HAMILTON.  i 

TBx  mmc  or  this  bono  will  be  skkt  vo  akt 

ADD&XS8,  ON  BZCEIPT  Of  PBICX,     40  ctS. 


Only  a  face  at  the  window,  *    - 

Only  a  face,  nothing  more; 
Yet  the  look  in  the  eyes  as  they  meet  mine, 

Still  comes  to  me  o'er  and  o'er. 
Only  a  word  of  greeting. 

Only  a  word,  that  was  all ; 
Yet  all  day  in  my  heart  it  echoed. 

Like  the  sound  of  an  angel's  call. 

Only  a  smile  of  welcome. 

Only  a  smile  as  I  passed; 
Yet  that  smile  will  still  be  remembered  * 

As  long  as  my  life  shall  last.  ' 

Only  a  woman,  you  tell  me,  .;..'}- 

Only  a  woman  to  thee; 
.  Yet  there's  naught  that  this  wide  world 

containeth. 
Half  so  dear  as  this  woman  to  me. 

^  <•>  ^  '  \  ■ 

i   '  "'      Biie  np  in  de  Momin'.    J.    .' 

END  SONO.  ,,  "" 

•     '      WOSDS  AND  MTSIC  BT  ALT.  WBTTZ.       "'""*"*" 
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Rise  up  in  de  momin*  < 

Go  out  to  hoe  de  com,      ^^.   ' 
Hannah,  when  I'm  hungry,'    ' 

Oo  sound  de  dinner-bom. 
Gwine  to  hab  a  picnic 

At  de  rising  ob  de  moon, 
Hannah  come  and  watch  me 

Paralyze  dem  ooons. 

Chobus. 
ni  meet  you  in  de  momia*  *.i  • 

I'll  meet  you  in  de  rye;    .    ^        ;■.>..:.  a 
ni  meet  you  when  de  sun 

Am  shining  in  de  sky. 
Hannah  don't  come  near  me, 

Dont  you  hear  me  sigh, 
Hannah  I  will  meet  you 

In  de  sweet  by  and  bye.    / 

Hannah  ain't  yon  gwine 

To  swing  dat  huckle-berry  oooA,    » 
Throw  yo.ir  heels  up  to  de  sky,        .;;•!. 

You  can't  get  dar  too  soon,  *    ,'■     . 

Shake  de  dust  up  from  de  floor,        **       ', 

Young,  young,  oh  1  ain't  we  flying. 
You'll  find  no  uicnics  like  dis  year. 

In  da  sweet  by'm-bye. 

I'll  meet  yon,  Ac. 
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Wken  the  golden  light  brings  the  morning. 

And  the  sunshine  gilds  the  grain. 
With  a  bounding  step  and  a  merry  heart, 

GottS  forth  sweet  Dora  Blaine. 
O'er  the  meadow  brook  to  a  shady  nook, 

Near  the  rjins  by  the  mill, 
Where  she  meets  her  beau,  in  the  rosy  glow 

Of  the  day-<Uim  o'er  the  hilL 

./;'■  Chobtts.        '':'■'/:  '_  '■:;'■: 

When  the  golden  light  brings  the  morning  bright, 

And  the  sunKhine  gilds  the  grain; 
Oh  !  how  oft  I'd  go  at  the  dawn's  first  glow. 

To  meet  sweet  Dora  Blaine. 

I  work  in  the  mill  with  a  right  good  will. 

Tor  the  pleasure  I  may  know. 
There  to  see  the  maiden  my  heart  holds  dear. 

Tripping  lightly  to  and  fro. 
When  she  smiles  so  sweet  to  the  beaus  she  meets. 

It  will  fill  nyr  heart  with  pain, 
For  'tis  then  I  m  sure  that  the  only 

Is  to  wed  sweet  Dora  Blaine.  Chorus. 

I  would  ask  her  low,  but  my  heart  beats  so, 

Now  do  be  my  dear  little  wife, 
But  the  boys  might  "hear,  and  it's  then,*  oh  i  dear, 

I  was  bashful  all  my  life. 
I  will  try  to-night  if  the  moon  shines  bright. 

When  I  meet  her  in  the  lane; 
True,  my  heart  beats  fast  for  that  charming  lass. 

And  I  love  sweet  Dora  Blaine.  Chorus. 


cure 
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Long  yean)  ago  when  I  was  young,  ^ 

The  farmhouse  wore  a  modest  mien. 
And  from  its  gable  roof  there  hung. 

The  ivy  tendrils  frail  and  green. 
While  round  the  porch  the  roses  sweet 

&Iade  beautiful  our  country  home; 
Then  oft  with  bare  and  bleeding  feet^ 

I  waited  for  the  cows  to  come; 
Where  oft  with  bare  and  bleeding  fee^ 

I  waited  for  the  cows  to  oomew  ;     .      • 
Chorus. 
Past  waving  com  and  rustling  rye^ 

A  bare-foot  boy  I  oft  would  roam 
Through  daisied  pastures  quietly. 

While  waiting  for  the  cows  to  come; 
Through  daisied  pastures  quietly. 

While  waiting  for  the  cows  to  comei. 

The  oak  stood  friendly  on  the  hill. 

And  'neath  its  shade  the  lambs  would  play; 
The  brook  that  run  the  little  mill 

O'er  foaming  cascades  leaped  away. 
While  by  the  dark  and  lonely  wood,  ^ 

Within  the  mellow  twilight  gloam, 
A  weary  boy  I  oft  have  stood, 

And  waited  for  the  cows  to  come;    !  .     ■  ; 
A  weary  boy  I  oft  have  stood. 

And  waited  for  the  cows  to  come.     ChorriB. 

I  wish  those  hours  would  come  once  more. 

And,  bring  the  scent  of  new-mown  hay. 
That  joys  I  loved  in  days  of  yore 

Would  cheer  the  heart  in  gloom  to-day. 
To  hear  once  more  the  thresher's  flail,         ' 

And  toil  with  those  I  love  at  home. 
Then  by  the  bars,  at  sunset  fell,  .' ;    ;  'i 

Stand  waiting  for  the  oows  to  come,       ".; ':  ' " 
Then  by  the  bars,  at  sunset  fall,  ic-;.  • 

Stand  waiting  for  the  cows  to  come.      Cho. 
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Shure  Tm  a  high-toned  'ristocra^ 
As  you  can  plainly  see; 

I'm  known  by  everybody. 
No  matter  where  I  may  be. 

My  influence  is  wonderful. 
Whenever  I  take  the  stand. 

And  if  you  want  a  thoroughbred. 
Why  Maloney  is  the  man. 
CnoBtTS. 

He's  well  educated  and  toney. 
His  influence  is  great, 
8hure  he  takes  the  cake. 

There's  no  such  man  as  Maloney. 

Tou  can  see  that  Fm  a  fighter. 

And  always  take  things  oool. 
But  if  the  boys  make  fun  of  me^ 

They'll  find  that  I'm  no  fooL 
I'm  up  and  up  with  every  one. 

There's  no  better  in  the  land. 
So  if  you  want  an  honest  friend. 

Then  Maloney  is  the  man. 


Ik 


Chorus. 


Shamrock  Shore* 
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Now  darling,  Vm  going  far  away. 

Far  away  where  you'll  never  see  me  more; 

I'm  going  across  the  big  seas  to  roam, 

I'm  going  back  to  my  own  Shamrock  Shore, 

'--■/:■  J      v'- .: ■   Chobus.  "•"■■■•■--  ',.'-..',-'-:■■' K-/-'.: 
BE.    Fm  goin;;  h^me.        ._ 
SHE.  Don't  you  ';o.  ;  -  , ,"■  y' 

HE.     I'm  ^oing  homo. 
she.  Don't  you  go.  ^        •-. 

HE.     I'm  going  back  to  my  own  ffhamrork  Shore. 
6HS.  Don't  go  back  to  your  own  Shamrock  Shore. 
,;     ;  (Repeat  Chorus.) 

•>..'■■-  she.  ■     t../    ■■      ..     ■: 

How  Barney  yon  are  going  far  away,        ',  v ;  •- 

Far  away  across  the  sea  so  wide. 
And  you  said  I  was  the  only  girl  you  love<1, 

When  1  promised  you  that  I  would 
.  ,  be  your  bride. 


SHE. 
BE. 

EHE. 
HE. 


Choecs. 
Don't  you  go. 


SHE. 
BE. 


I  must  go. 

Don't  you  go. 

I  must  go. 

Don't  go  back  to  your  own  Shamrock  Shore. 
I'm  going  back  to  my  own  Shamrock  Shore. 


^  *m*  ^» 


Fizz.  Fizz,  Glorious  Fizz. 

"Where  am  I  Mister  Lamp-post  ?  don't 

dance  in  the  air, 

I— I  recollect  now  that  I've  been. 
To  a  glorious  party,  a  full  dress  affair,        .:;;;: 

And  now  I'm  going  home  all  serene;  .? 

The  spread  was  delightful,  the  wines 

were  all  right, 

But  the  fact  of  the  matter  now  is, 
That  we  have  imbibed  to  our  hearts  full  delight. 

And  got  screwed  on  glorious  Fizz. 


CHOBTja. 

Fitz,  FizB,  glorious  Fitz, 

I  own  it  with  meekness,  Fve  got  a 

strong  weakness. 
For  Fizz,  Fizz,  notJiing  there  is. 

To  equal  the  flavor  of  glorious  Fizz. 

When  supper  was  over  I  danced  with  Miss  Brown, 

And  ehe  was  the  belle  of  the  ball. 
But  we  hadn't  stood  up  long,  before  wo 

both  fell  down. 

To  the  gratification  of  all; 
But  in  picking  hor  up,  I  ^^fortunately  afiked, 

Where  did  you  hurt  yourself  Liz  ? 
Said  she,  "  That's  do  business  of  yours,  but  I  see. 

That  you've  had  a  deal  too  much  Fizz."     Cho. 

We  filled  up  each  glass  for  the  fortieth  time. 

And  the  jolly  good  health  we  did  drink. 
Of  our  host  and  our  hostess,  in  language  sublime, 

With  musical  honors  1  think; 
Than  at  the  suggestion  of  old  Tommy  Jones, 

Who  is  reckoned  a  bit  of  a  quiz, 
I  sang  them  a  song  in  most  sweet  husky  tones, 

Brought  on  through  the  last  glass  of  Fizz. 

Choms. 

Fve  just  shaken  hands  with  the  pump,  I  beliere, 

Which  has  caused  me  a  bit  of  a  spill. 
But  for  such  slight  accidents  I'll  never  grieve, 

Though  I  wish  the  lamp-posts  would  Keep  still; 
My  head  is  beginning  to  spin  round  and  round, 

And  I  fancy  that  this  isn't  "  bizz," 
So  I'll  wish  you  good-evening,  for  I'm 

homeward  bound. 

To  sleep  and  dream  still  of  Fizz.  Chorus. 

Buttercups- 
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See  how  fast  from  Heaven,  mother. 

Falls  the  feathery  flakes  of  snow; 
Wearing  white,  and  pure,  a  mantle 

For  the  fruitful  earth  below. 
Ere  they  melt,  I  leave  you  mother. 

Leave  forever,  this  world  of  pain; 
For  something  tells  me,  I  shall  never 

See  the  buttercups  again. 

Choeus. 

Do  not  weep,  dear  loving  mother. 

Sad  am  I  to  cause  you  pain ; 
But  something  tells  me  I  shall  never 

See  the  buttercups  again. 

How  I  loved  alone  to  wander 

In  the  happy  days  long  flown. 
O'er  fields  and  meadows  fair,  to  gather 

Bright-hued  blossoms,  freshly  blown. 
Soon  beyond  the  rippling  river. 

Winding  onwards  o'er  the  plain; 
The  buds  may  burSt,  but  I  shall  never 

Gather  them  for  you  again.  Chorus. 


^  «^>  fci 


Jar  Down  Everybody. 

I  Raw  a  jay  bird  on  a  limb,  - 

I  turned  around  and  winked  at  liim, 

I  took  my  gun  and  aimed  at  him. 

Shot  him  in  de  leg,  left  de  marroy  on  de  limb. 

Chobus. 
Over  in  Monegeholo,      f     .:■;;•  >?-  \    ■' 
Over  in  de  Allegahnny, 
Jar  down  everybody,  everybody  jar  down, 
Jar  down  everybody,  jar,  jar,  jar  dowh. 

I  had  a  horse,  his  name  was  Jack, 

I  rode  bis  tail  to  save  his  back; 

Oh  !  how  that  horse  would  rear  and  kiek, 

I  coaxed  him  along  with  a  hickory  stick.       Cha 

Bullfrog  dressed  in  soldier's  clothes. 
Went  down  to  de  ribbei  to  shoot  some  crows. 
Crows  smell  powder  and  dey  flew  away. 
Bullfrog  he  was  mad  dat  day.  Choms. 
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Bri;;;ht  dajB  of  happy  childhood. 

When  I  wa.s  young  and  free. 
And  in  the  peareful  wildwood,  ' 

I  passed  sweet  hours  in  glee; 
Or  from  the  blooming  clover, 

Sipped  dew-drops  in  the  moi% 
And  when  the  day  was  over. 

Played  "llidiug  in  the  com.* 

Chobcs. 
Hiding  in  the  com,  ,  . 

Hiding  in  the  com; 
Those  happy  hours  so  tall  of  g!e% 

When  hiding  in  the  com. 
Hiding  in  the  corn. 

Hiding  in  the  com; 
Those  happy  hours  so  fall  of glM^ 

When  hicUng  in  the  com. 

I  think  of  days  departed. 

When  youth's  bright  hours  were  fidi; 
When  I  was  sunny  hearted. 

And  felt  no  weight  of  care; 
The  flowers  that  bloomed  the  fair«8^ 

The  rosy  hues  of  mom, 
1  pas.sed  rvith  loving  playmates 

While  hiding  in  the  com.  OhoniB. 

Alas !  those  days  ore  over. 

Lost  joys  will  come  no  mor«^ 
And  dew-drops  on  the  clover. 

Are  not  the  gems  of  yore. 
And  sunbeams  that  were  clearest^ 

Are  not  so  bright  at  morn. 
As  whuu  with  loving  playmates. 

We  hid  among  the  corn. 


ObonM. 


^^-^••■»- 


V  Sunny  Days.     .  . 

SoNO  AMD  DaKC% 
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1  am  a  politician,  -  '   ■     ' 

In  the  Fourth  Ward.  I  belong; 
My  influence  ia  wonderful, 

Aly  grip  is  awful  strong. 
I  carry  the  ward  in  my  |)ocket, 

I  give  the  word  of  com iimnd, 
Oo  election  day  won't  I  look  ^ny. 

When  I'm  running  for  Aldbrman. 

Cbobcs. 

Tea,  Fm  your  candidate,  (Break) 

And  mo  sure  you'll  try  to  elect;  (Bronk) 

There'll  bo  no  corn  b«ef  or  ctibbuge. 

But  fat  turkey  in  tlie  pun; 

Glani  c'.iowdiT  will  bu  ut  u  Jis<»ant, 

'When  O'iJrit'u's  the  Aldcrmiui.  Dance. 

m  have  the  seats  all  cushioned. 

For  the  lovers  in  the  park; 
I'll  put  fly  net  over  the  tunnels. 

To  give  them  a  chance  to  spark, 
ni  have  tl'e  big  lake  white-washed; 

The  tramps  must  leave  the  land, 
For  it's  then  they'll  know  they'll  stand 

no  show, 

When  O'Brien's  the  Alderman.      Chonis. 

Now  T|ben  I  am  elected, 

Sucfr  wonderful  things  Fll  do; 
I'll  have  u  telephone  froui  the  Brooklyn  Bridge 

Way  out  to  Kalamazoo.  •. 

I'll  have  Chines»<  for  rut  catchers, 

Dr  Tunntr  fivsting  on  roast  lamb, 
ril  have  three  tbouunud  a  year  for 

drinking  beer. 

When  I'm  the  Alderman.  Chorus. 


Oil  I  I  left  d;  dear  old  homo  many  years  ago 

to  roam. 
From  de  sunny  south,  de  land  were  I  was  born, 
And  d<>m  happy  days  am  past,  dey  will 

never  come  again. 
And  I  often  fool  dejorted  and  forlorn. 
Old  luassii  and  old  uiisse  dey  Jilways  troat  me  well. 

And  I  never  had  a  cause  to  complain. 
But  now  they're  dead  and  gone,  and  left  me 

all  alone. 
And  dem  sunny  days  I  never  see  again. 

Chorus. 

Now  d?  banjo's  laid  away,  and  de  fiddle  it  am  still. 
No  more  di-  darkies  sinj;  around  de  door, 
j  For  ole  mas.sa  and  olo  misse  they  aro 
I  sleeping  side  by  side^ 

And  tho.su  sunny  days  are  gone  forevermore. 

'-     '       *.     '    ;^.       ,  '       (Dance.) 

Many  years  have  past  and  gone,  thongb  I 

remember  well. 
The  oninRe  groves  and  swe^t  magnolia  trees, 
Andde  luockiug-bird  .so  gay,   he  would 

sing  de  live-long  day. 
And  their  notes  vere  wsfted  iu  d«  gentle  breezo. 
And  den  de  little  childreu  wereplaviug  round 

the  door, 
Wid  hap;v  bfart.;*  sn  lictht  ami  free  from  pain. 
Now  I  <ift^-i.  heave  a  sigh,  for  I'm  old  and 

soon  must  die, 
And  thoFa  happy  days  I^ever  see  again.       Cho. 


The  Happy  Old  Iriah  Pair> 
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We're  a  happy  old  couple,  as  yoa  can  all  see^ 

And  our  age  it  is  sixty-fonr; 
We  are  always  happy  when  side  by  side. 

In  front  of  our  neat  cabin  door. 

HE. 

There's  Mary  Ann,  my  dear  old  wif% 

Who  once  was  young  and  fair. 
And  that's  the  reason  the  people  all  Bay, 

We're  the  happy  old  Irish  pair. 

Chorus.  ' 

We're  the  happy  old  Irish  pair, 

W  e're  welcomed  every  where. 

Go  where  we  may  you'll  hear  them  t^J, 

We're  a  happy  old  Irish  pair. 

SHE. 

We're  always  happy  when  side  by  side, 
In  front  of  our  neat  Irish  home; 

It's  here  wc  have  settled  down  for  life^ 
And  from  it  we'll  never  roam. 

HE. 

There's  Katie  onr  daughter,  who  is  inside, 

Shure  she  is  our  only  care; 
And  that's  the  reason  the  people  say 

We're  the  happy  old  Irish  pair.         Choma. 


Where  Pretty  Lilacs  Grow. 
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I 


While  strolling  oat  alone  one  sommer's  day, 

Down  by  a  running  brook, 
A  pretty  girl  I  chanced  to  meet^ :-- 

1  never  shall  forget  her  look. 
With  dark  blue  eyes  and  golden  haii; 

And  teeth  as  white  as  snow. 
Her  heart  I  won  in  the  shining  Ban, 
Where  pretty  lilacs  grow,    ,-,  .    ,  '. 
Chobus. 
When  the  birds  are  singing  in  the 

glittering  sonshine. 
There's  none  so  fair  as  this  pretty  girl  of  mine^ 
I  never  shall  forget  where  first  we  met. 
My  pretty  little  beau. 

One  summer's  night  when  the  moon  shone  brighl^ 
Where  pretty  lilacs  grow.  (Donee.) 

There  is  a  happy  day  to  come,      ..  ; 

A  day  I'll  never  dread. 
When  together  to  the  church  we  go^  . 

And  this  pretty  little  maid  I  wed. 
Where  the  little  birds  are  singing  in  t&e  tree^ 

We'll  ramble  to  and  fro,  . , 

And  ne'er  forget  where  first  we  met,  ■•  I       --.   ': 

Where  pretty  lilacs  grow.  Cboni. 

Ten  Cent*. 

i  BT  BABRT  HXnnXB. 


No  matter  where  j'oa  go^ 

To  have  a  jolly  time. 
You'll  find  'tis  always  so, 

'Twill  cost  you  many  a  dimc^ 
You  first  must  pa^  your  fare. 

It  may  be  fifty  cents; 
Twill  only  take  you  there. 

All  else  is  more  expense. 

Chords. 
Just  think  of  it  my  friend. 

Where'er  you  go  to-day. 
No  matter  what  you  8i>end, 

There's  still  ten  cents  to  pay. 

Ten  cents  for  lemonade. 

The  same  for  watered  milk; 
It  always  must  be  paid, 
•  Or  you  cannot  get  a  drink. 
And  if  you  want  pomo  water, 

'Twill  cost  you  just  the  same. 
Perhaps  'twill  cost  a  quarter. 

If  it  has  some  foriegn  name.  ChoroB. 

You  stroll  upon  the  beach. 

Of  course  you  think  it's  free. 
But  it's  ten  cents  for  each 

And  eveeythjng  you  see. 
Then  when  you  start  for  home. 

They'll  charge  yoii  ton  centa  more. 
Because  you  are  alone. 

And  didn't  come  before.  Cboms. 


The  Lost  Ones  Lament. 


Oh  !  dreary,  dreary  is  my  lot. 

My  heart  with  grief  is  cold  as  snow. 
No  kith  or  kindred  have  I  got,  ' 

I  wish  my  life  would  speed  away. .  ,      ■  ' 
How  gladly  could  I  lay  my  head  ' ' 

Beneath  yon  drooping  willow  tree, 
And  there  witli  many  a  lowly  weed,  I 

Repose  in  sweet  obscurity,      ,   . .  :i,      ,:, 

My  life  is  a  barren  spot. 

Where  fruit  or  flower  would  never  grow. 
And  what  am  I  ?  a  worthless  thought 

Should  any  even  that  bestow. 
Oh  !  welcome  death,  thy  grizzly  form 

To  me  is  lovely,  passing  fair  ! 
'Tis  thou  alone  can  lay  the  storm 

That  rends  this  bosom  of  despair. 


>»•: 


Vi 


on 
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Don't  pat  the  Umbrella  op  Before  tli« 

Bain  Comet  on 
aib;    tott'ix  irzyzB  xiss  thx  watxb,  etc., 


Oh!  subjects  now  are  rather  Bcaroet  '   '■-. 

In  making  up  a  soDg, 
But  something  new  I  will  rehearse. 

And  won't  detain  you  Ions.  -..   •  •-■■;• 

And  let  each  man  atwembled  hers,       -     '    '     - 

Take  this  advic«  from  me, 
.When  hopes  are  low  still  peraeTew^.  :      ; 

And  better  days  they'll  see. 

Chobcs. 
Then  mind  what  I  say  boys,  let  this  be  your  plan. 
When  troubles  come  your  way  boys,  bear 

them  like  a  man; 
Never  sit  and  cry  boy«,  though  your  left  alone. 
Don't  pat  the  umbrella  up  before  the  rain 

«  comes  on. 

Tis  foolish  for  a  man  to  monm. 

Because  he  has  turned  poor,  ^  - 

If  one  IransAction  has  been  bad,  .; 

The  next  one  may  be  sure.  "^ 

A  soldier  does  not  run  away, 

When  victory's  a  doubt. 
For  often  he  will  gain  the  day, 

When  he  stands  to  fight  it  oat.  Choros. 

How  often  men  that  fondly  aim, 

To  grasp  at  fortone  fair, 
■When  disappointed  with  their  scheme. 

They  sink  in  dark  despair. 
Or  else  they  seek  their  cares  to  drown 

In  folly's  flowing  cup; 
Because  they  let  their  heart  go  down, 


When  they  should  keep  it  up. 

Let  courage  bravely  cheer  yon  on. 

And  let  your  hearts  keep  green, 
Never  sit  and  mourn  about 

The  day  you  have  not  seen. 
And  never  throw  the  sponge  aloft, 

Though  your  chances  seem  gone. 
Nor  put  yonr  umbrella  up 

Before  the  shower  comes  on. 


Chorus. 


Chonu. 


•  m  <•» 


rm  Rather  too  Old  for  it  Now. 


Bless  me,  how  the  years  fly  away. 

It  seems  but  a  day  or  two  past 
Since  I  revelled  in  youth's  happy  day, 

And  fancied  it  always  would  last; 
But  old  Time  has  been  busy  with  me. 

And  with  wrinkles  has  furrowed  my  brow, 
Tho'  around  me  life's  battle  and  strife  I  can  see, 

I'm  rather  too  old  for  it  now. 

Chobus.  '.^ 

With  a  sigh  my  bright  youth  I  recall. 
But  to  Nature's  decree  I  must  bow. 

Once  I  ^as  as  nimble  and  gay  as  them  all. 
But  I'm  rather  too  old  for  it  now. 

Asa  youngster  I  mostly  was  first. 

At  cricket  and  games  such  as  that, 
But  now  I  should  soon  get  the  worst 

If  I  e'er  tried  to  handle  a  bat. 
My  nerves  were  as  strong  as  could  be 

i  would  always  delight  in  a  row. 
At  dear  Oxford  we'd  many  a  boisterous  spree. 

But  I'm  rather  too  old  for  it  now.      Chorus. 

I  was  known  as  the  gayest  young  spark. 

At  coortship  I  never  was  beat, 
I  have  flirted  with  fair  girls  and  dark. 

And,  oh  !  the  rash  tows  I'd  repeat. 
The  money  I've  squandered  in  dress. 

When  I  shone  as  a  dapper  voong  beau. 
Now  I'm  not  quite  so  free  with  the  cash  I  confess 

For  I'm  rather  too  old  for  it  now.      Chorus. 

Of  five  noble  sons  I  can  boast. 

And  such  girls  as  the  world  never  saw, 
I'm  a  gi-and-dad  to  quite  a  small  host, 

I  count  them  almotit  by  the  score. 
Their  secrets  to  me  they  confide. 

And  each  childish  treasure  will  show,,-'. 
And  my  heart  warm  with  pride  as  they 

play  by  my  side, 

For  I'm  not  quite  too  old  for  that  now. 

Chorus. 


.  ;g!     McCarthy^  Fancy  Ball.  -  •  w^^i ' 
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It's  of  a  social  party  I  wish  to  sing  to  too. 

They're  going  for  to  give  a  fancy  bail ; 
Sure  we  got  invitations  and  of  course  we 

must  attend, 

'Twill  be  held  down  here  in  Swallerholla  Hall. 
There'll  be  singing  there'll  be  dancing,  and 

all  such  lots  of  fun, 

When  the  music's  playing  sweetly  in  the  hall ; 
The  O'Leary's.  O'Cleary's,  O'Brien's  and  Donohoe's 

Will  be  speiling  at  McCarthy's  Fancy  BalL 

;,  ::5  :■'.;-,■.■;:,.;,,  I^': ;       Chobub.        -.s:-/ >^;'.;  1"^;  '' 

We  waltzed  «w»y  to  musioso gay,    •  ,' 

Up  and  down  the  hall. 
With  great  delight  we  danced  all  night. 

At  McCarthy's  Fancy  Ball. 

When  they  play  a  polka,  a  schottische,  or  a  waltz. 

Then  you  take  your  girl  out  for  to  dance ; 
Come  on,  Mary  Grogan,  let  us  have  some  fun. 

Enjoy  yourself  now  while  you  got  the  chance. 
All  the  servent  girls  sure  they'll  be  there. 

Dressed  in  their  clothes  so  fine. 
With  money  that  they  saved  up  all  the  fall, 

Arrah  won't  they  spend  it  freely,  we'll 

have  a  jolly  time. 
When  we're  down  at  McCarthy's  Fancy  Ball. 

Chorua. 

When  the  ball  is  over  and  you  are  going  home. 

With  your  little  darling  by  your  side,    ;  v  j 
It's  a  Mary,  Kate,  or  Nellie  that  you  are 

waltzing  with. 
Hoping  some  day  that  she  will  be  your  bride. 
It's  then  you  pop  the  question  of  course 

she  answers  yes. 
And  tells  you  not  to  mention  it  at  all. 
You  go  home  quite  light-hearted  and 

blessing  the  night. 
That  you  were  at  McCarthy's  Boll.        Chorus. 


«•»  ^ 


Sweet  Laai  of  Bichmond  Hill. 

WORDS  AND  MUSIC  BT  ADA  BCBNETt,'        ' 
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On  Richmond  Hill  there  lives  a  lass,        ''-  ' 

With  eyes  like  morning  dew. 
Whose  charms  all  other  maids  surpass, 

'Twould  blind  both  me  and  you. 
This  lass  so  neat,  with  smiles  so  sweety 

Has  won  my  right  good  will; 
I'd  crowns  resign,  to  call  thee  mine,     v    :"^ 

Sweet  lass  of  Richmond  Hill, 
Sweet  Ian  of  Richmond  Hill, 

Sweet  lass  of  Bichmond  Hill,  _■•. 

I'd  crowns  resi^,  to  call  thee  mine. 

Sweet  lass  of  Richmond  Hill. 

Chorus:    Last  fbar  lines. 

Te  zephyrs  gay,  that  fan  the  air. 

And  on  the  tree  tops  dance,        --—     - -. 
We  cull  the  flowers  we  know  they  prize. 

With  but  a  single  glance. 
How  happy  will  this  shepherd,  be.. .,,:,  , ,   ,, 

That  calls  this  nymph  his  own.    ;  ', 
Oh  !  may  her  choice  he  fixed  on  me. 

Mine's  fixed  on  her  alone.  .     .    ,-■■; 

Sweet  lass  of  Bichmond  Hill,  .;     •,-' .  ;^;, 

Sweet  lass  of  Richmond  Hill,       "      '    *  '  > 
I'd  crowns  resign  to  call  thee  mine,         ,  ; .": 

Sweet  lass  of  Richmond  Hill.  '"'' 

Chorus:    Last  four  lines. 


yV  <  .  Pretty  Iri«h  Queen- 
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Of  a  pretty  Irish  girl,  her  teeth  as  white  ss  pearls. 

And  such  rosy  cheeks  I  never  bhw  before; 
Her  eyes  they  are  so  bright,  they  ahine 

like  stars  at  night. 

Sure  she  is  the  only  girl  that  I  adore. 
She  is  like  the  birds  of  May,  singing  all  the  day. 

And  her  like  I'm  sure  that  you  h<ive  never  seen. 
Mary  Ellen,  that's  her  name,  she  lives 

down  in  the  laB<(,- 

And  I  call  her  my  pretty  Irish  Qutien. 

Chobcs. 

My  pretty,  my  pretty,  my  pretty  Irish  Queen, 
Her  eyes  they  are  so  bright,  they  shine 

like  stars  at  night. 
And  her  like  I'm  sure  that  yon  have  never  seen; 
Mury  Ellen  that's  her  name,  and  she  lives 

dowa  in  the  lane. 
And  I  call  her  my  pretty  Irish  Queen. 

You  should  see  my  pretty  pearl  as  she's 

skipping  to  the  well. 
With  her  little  water  pail  upon  her  arm. 
With  her  lovely  flowing  hair,  arrah  with 

her  none  can  com|\are. 
And  all  the  Irish  hearts  she  does  charm. 
Next  Sunday  night  at  eight,  down  by  the 

gaiden  gate, 
I'll  present  her  with  a  wedding  ring; 
And  happy  be  the  day,  vdien  to  church 

wo  will  away. 
And  I'll  marry  my  pretty  Irish  Queen.      Cho. 


We  Two. 


We  two  wandered  in  the  dell. 

When  'twas  golden  weather; 
We  two  like  each  other  well. 

While  we  strayed  together. 
Ws  two  watched  the  birdies  tben^ 

Merry  little  rovers  ! 
We  two  iu  the  sunlight  fair, 

Lingered  happy  lovers.  ^ 

We  two  spoke  of  pleasant  hoor^ 

That  the  year  was  bringing. 
We  two  culled  the  lovely  flowers 

Bound  about  us  springing. 
We  two  wandered  from  the  dell,  "  - 

Sweetest  hopes  expressing; 
Who  we  two  are  you  may  tell. 

If  you're  good  at  guessing. 


^  <♦>  ^ 


*  The  Darkey  Swell- 

I  once  heard  tell  of  a  nice  yonng  maa 

His  name  was  Sammy  Greens; 
He  used  to  work  iu  a  drug  store. 

Painting  pork  and  beans. 
He  was  so  awful  stylish. 

You  ought  to  see  him  flirt;  • 
His  neck-tie  was  a  bed-quilt. 

And  he  had  a  pillow-case  for  a  shirt. 

He'd  stand  upon  the  oomer. 

With  a  tooth-pick  in  flis  month; 
He'd  put  yon  is  mind  of  a  dizzy  swell, 

A  darky  from  the  South ; 
His  salary,  seven  dollars  a  year. 

He  wore  a  red  straw  hat; 
He  used  to  sleep  on  the  roof  of  tAe  river. 

To  catch  the  w?im1  to  try  and  get  fiat. 

It  would  break  your  heart  to  see  him  mash. 

He  talked  to  every  wench; 
He  said  Lis  father  was  a  tailor. 

And  his  mother  was  French; 
He  dyed  last  week  his  moustache. 

And  then  went  and  sold  his  hair; 
To  take  a  colored  gal  named  Snow, 

Down  to  the  Irish  fair. 


|« 
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In  The  Low  Landi,  Low. 

BT  KOWABD  BABIIIOAN. 


When  onr  daily  work  am  done. 

In  de  low  lands,  low, 
Dat's  de  time  we  hab  oar  fan. 

In  de  low  lands,  low. 
When  old  massa  blows  dat  horn. 

In  de  low  lond's  low, 
Picking  cotton,  cotton  pickin|{. 

In  de  low  lands,  low. 

Chobvu. 

Cotton  picking,  picking  cotton. 

In  de  low  lands,  low. 
Den  ole  yallow  he  am  done. 

In  de  low  lands  low. 

Come  with  me,  my  own  true  love, 

Hi,  ho.  my  lady, 
I'll  treat  you  like  i\  turtle  dore. 

Hi,  ho,  uiy  lady  fair. 
Bhoot  de  ptosanm  in  his  track. 

Hi,  ho,  my  lady, 
Take  de  cotton  on  3'our  back. 

Hi,  ho,  my  laJy  fair. 

A  Handful  of  Earth. 

THI  MfSIC  OF  THIS  80N0  WILL  BE  BIHT  TO  1ST 
AI>I>R£8S,  ON  REl'KIPT  OF  PRICE,     40  Cta. 


Choras. 


Oeh  I  it's  Kailin'  I  am  at  the  dawn  of  the  day. 

To  my  brother  that's  ovi-r  the  sea; 
But  it's  little  I'll  care  for  my  life  anywhere, 

I'or  it's  breaking  luy  poor  heart  will  be. 
■  "^t  a  treasiiro  I'll  take  fur  old  Ireland's  sake. 

That  I'll  prize  all  belonging  above — 
It's  a  handf  ..1  of  earth  from  the  lund  of  my  birth. 

From  the  heart  of  the  land  that  I  love. 

And  won't  the  poor  lad  in  his  exile  be  glad, 

When  he  uvea  the  brave  present  I  bring, 
And  won't  there  bo  ilowerB  from  this 

treasure  of  ours, 
ipr  In  the  warmth  of  the  beautiful  Spring. 
Oofa  !  Erin  Machree !  tho'  it's  partin  we  be. 

It's  a  blessin'  I'll  lave  on  your  shore. 
And  your  mountains  and  streamft  I  will  se« 

in  my  dreams, 
^Till  I  cross  to  my  country  once  more. 


Twickenham  Ferry. 

,  XSa  MTTBIC  OF  T  IIS  SOSO  WILL  BX  BXlTr  TO  ANT 
.  AI>DB£S8,  ON  BECEIPT  OF  PBICK.     40  CtS. 


dioi  yeho,  ho  yeho,  who's  for  the  ferry, 

.The  briar's  in  bud,  the  sun's  going  down. 
And  I'll  row  j  o  so  quick,  and  I'll  row  ye  so  steady. 

And  'tis  but  a  penny  to  Twickenham  town. 
.  The  ferryman's  slim,  and  the  ferryman's  young. 
And  he's  just  a  soft  twang  in  the  turn  of  his  tongue, 
And  he's  fresh  as  a,  pippin,  and  brown  as  a  berry, 
And  'tis  but  a  penny  to  Twickenham  town. 

'Ohoi  yeho,  ho  yeho,  "  I'm  for  the  ferry," 
The  briar's  in  bud,  the  sun  going  down. 
And  it's  late  as  it  is,  and  I  haven't  a  penny. 

And  how  shall  I  get  me  to  Twickenham  Town  7 
She'd  a  rose  in  her  bonnet,  and  oh,  she 

looked  sweet 
Am  the  little  pink  flower  that  grows  in  the  wheat. 
With  her  cheeks  like  a  rose,  and  her  lips 

like  a  cherry, 
"^  And  sure  and  you're  welcome  to 

Twickenham  town." 

Ohoi  yeho,  ho  !  you're  too  late  for  the  ferry. 
The  briar's  in  bud,  the  sun  going  down, 
Hd  he's  nottowing  quick,  and  he  s  not 
•  rowing  steady — 

Tou'd  think  'twas  a  journey  to  Twickenham 

town. 

'*  Ohoi  and  oho,  "  you  may  call  as  you  will, 
'"'    moon  is  a  rising  on  I'etersham  Hill, 
with  love  like  a  rose  in  the  stern  of 

the  wherry. 
There's  danger  in  crossing  to  Twickenham  town 


That!  How  Yon  Get  Served  When  Ton  re  Old. 
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One  day  in  the  street,  I  just  happened  to  meet 

An  old  friend  whom  I'd  not  seen  for  years; 
The  old  man  looked  sad,  tho'  to  meet  me  was  glad 

And  his  e^es  as  we  spoke  filled  with  tears. 
I  said,  "John,  be  brief,  what's  the  cause  of 

your  grief  ? 
To  me  your  misfortunes  unfold." 
Said  he,  "  In  poor  me,  you  a  sample  may  see 
r  a  man's  served  when  he  s  old." 


Of  how  i 


Chobcs. 


Each  day  growing  older,  I  get  the  cold  shoulder. 
By  youngsters  thrust  out  in  the  «>ld. 

Who  jeeringly  soy  that  I'm  in  the  way. 
That's  how  you  get  served  when  you're  old. 

When  young  I  was  praised,  and  my  wages 

was  raised. 

No  labor  I'd  eyer  then  shirk. 
And  master  would  then  point  me  out  to  the  men. 

As  the  one  who  best  stuck  to  his  work. 
Now  I'm  feeble  and  weak,  he'll  to  mo  hardly  .speak 

Unless  it's  to  grumble  or  scold ; 
They  simply  make  fun  of  what  I  have  done, 

That's  how  you  get  served  when  you're  old. 

Chorus. 

Jly  wife  poor  sonl  she  is  near  seventy-three, 

How  to  keep  her  from  want  I  don't  know; 
If  I  beg,  I  intrude,  and  by  police  are  pursued. 

And  if  to  the  work-house  we  go 
To  seek  for  relief,  they  but  add  to  our  grief — 

"You  must  come  in  the  house,"  we  are  tflld. 
Fart  husband  and  wife,  to  be  paupers  for  life. 

That's  how  you  get  serN-ed  when  you're  old. 

Chorus. 


The  Girl  With  The  Patent  Eoller  Skates. 


TO  BILLT  HDOHKS, 


BT  TOMMT  TUCKSB. 


I  once  had  a  girl  who  was  as  pretty  as  a  pearl. 

And  her  age  was  forty-five; 
In  her  face  there  was  a  gash,  where  she'd 

stow  away  haah. 
Quicker  than  any  woman  alive. 
She  was  light  as  a  cork,  and  she'd  get 

outside  of  pork, 
Ham  and  eggs,  or  any  kind  of  fmit; 
When  those  roller  skates  came  out,  how 

she  would  dash  about, 
With  one  tightly  strapped  upon  each  boot. 

j,  -  .  .-  _  Cbobus.  ~- 

Bat  now  she's  dead  and  buried. 

And  has  climbed  the  golden  stai., 
But  before  she  died,  she  loudly  caed, 

Don't  forget  to  bang  my  hair. 

Through  the  streets  she  would  fly,  in  her 

hand  a  piece  of  pie, 

When  on  her  way  to  school. 
If  you  got  in  her  way   she  would  damp  yon 

andaay. 

Come  here,  I'll  pick  yon  up  you  fool. 
Once  she  went  out  west  to  take  a  little  rest. 

And  they  charged  her  double  rates. 
For  she  skated  in  the  car  till  she  got  to  Omaha, 

On  her  pretty  little  patent  roller  skates.      Cho. 

Now  she  was  number  one,  and  she  thought 

she'd  have  some  fun, 
'  A  skating  on  the  railroad  track; 
Along  the  road  she  flew,  and  had  not  sense  to 

Turn  round  and  take  a  look  back. 
Somehow  the  engineer  chanced  to  be  upon  his  ear 

So  of  course  he  did  not  whistle  down  brakes; 
The  cow-catcher  hit  her  a  welt  just  right 

beneath  the  beU, 
And  she's  gone  where  they  don't  use 

roller  skates. 
.•  f.»    ■'■■:-  •  Chorus. 
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This  column  of  our  Jonmal  will  contain  In  each 
number  a  oillectlon  ot  Jokes.  odtU'  leu,  IteniK  of  Interest 
etc,  etc,  To  witicb  we  Invite  conuibiiuons  to  the  same 
from  our  host,  of  corn  spondents,  and  we  wiU 
from  tluie  to  time  endeavor  to  gtye  space  to  ih'S  same, 
with  InlUals  ot  the  writer  or  wrltere. 

(The  Publisher.) 


The  man  who  took  a  seat  in   the  orchestra, 
I  when  his  ticket  was  for  the  second   balixjny   felt 
/  badly  at  having  to  change.      In  fact  he  was 
moved  two  tiera.  •».  4 

■■  ^ .  ■  ■.  i 
Highest  approbation. — ^^  Applause   from    the 
gallery. 

A  door-keeper  at  a  theatre  would  make  a  good 
fortune-teller,  if  he  could  tell  the  future  as  well 
OS  he  c<in  the  passed. 

^  Handle  her  gently  lift  her  with  care,  .--1 

She  swallowed  a  hair-pin  while  banging  her  hair; 
The  curling  iron  slipped  and  burnt  her  fair  brow, 
She  gave  a  wild  shndi  but  will  weep  no  more  now. 

J.  T.  D. 

Adam  ought  to  have  said,  "Hardly  Eva," 
when  he  was  tempted  to  bite  the  apple. .  ^ 

The  New  Orleans  "Picayune"  calls  oyster* 
honest,  "  because  they  are  not  made  by  man." 
No;  they  are  made  bivalve. 

A  little  boy  came  to  his  mother  recently  and 
said;  "  Mamma,  I  should  think  if  I  was  of  dust 
I  would  get  muddy  inside  whenever  I  drink. 

Street  gamin  (to a  friend,)  "Say;  Bill,  you 
must  quit  going  to  variety  shows  every  night,  or 
people  will  take  you  for  a  country  member  o* 
the  Lcgislater." 

Yon  can  always  find  a  sheet  of  water  on  the 
river's  bed,  j.  x.  d. 

A  man  advertises,  hands  wanted  oh  boys 
pants,  a  leather  strap  would  be  more  appro- 
priate. J.  T.  D. 

When  over-worked  and  weary  brain. 
Staggers  and  reels  with  pain. 
Brings  back  the  healthy  tones  again  ? 

The  "Singers'  Journal.  j.  t.  d. 

"Never  saw  such  stirring  times,"  as  the  spoon 
said  to  the  saucepan. 

What  is  a  good  motto  for  a  child  that  is  gazing 
eastward  over  its  parent's  knee?  "I  do  not 
ask  thee  for  thy  hand." 

A  garrulous  barber  happening  to  be  called  to 
shave  Archelaus,  asked  him,  "  How  shall  I  shave 
you,  sir?" — "In  silence,"  was  the  reply. 

A  light  meal — A  feast  of  lanterns. 

Ctmous  old  Con — Why  is  a  cat  which  plays 
eccentric  tricks  like  a  row  ?— Because  it's  a  rum- 
puss. 

The  Rev.  C.  Aatley  has  jnst  .ihown  that  a  man 
may  give  up  his  living  without  surrendering  his 
life. 

Hint  for  yonng  seamen— Whatever  the  navi- 
gation books  may  tell  yon,  the  most  expeditions 
mode  of  boxing  the  compass  is  to  pop  it  into 
your  chest. 

Hop-Brewers —Dancing  masters.  .  S 

"Pound  parties"— Prize-flghter«.-^iC;\; 

Advice  to  those  who  take  tea — take  it  prsj'. 


One  of  the  easiest  ways  to 
somebody's  ice. 


'  take  cold  "   steal 
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COPYRIGHTED  MUSIC. 

BT    FATOBITE    AUTHOBB, 
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MRS.    PAULINE    LIEDER, 

HoMc  Publisher,  Publisher  of  Song  Books, 

The  Singer's  Journal,  Penny  Ballads, 

Valentine  Manufacturer,  etc  etc- 

1  McCarthy's  BoardiDg  IIoOBe 40 

2  Miry  Auu  KeLotj 40 

Ir  No  Work , 40 

4  TUe  Lo^t  Jewel 40 

6  No  Work  Waltz 4J 

6  Sweet  Ameriktiy 40 

7  Peuuilesa  uiid  Poor 40 

8  The  IrisU  Volunteers 40 

9  The  Ni«ht  I  Learned  to  Swim .'.!..  .40 

10  Silver  Bulls  nra  Biugiat;  Away  up  iu  de  sky  40 

11  N«\T  Year's  Day 40 

12  The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet lO 

13  Tlie  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet  Waltz .  i 40 

14  The  Old  Bench  Near  the  Mill 10 

15  Ain;e\  Mother  Watch  lornie 40 

IG  Take  Ma  B^tk  to  My  Dear  Old  Hont',!- 

eru  Home,  Soug  with  Echo  Chorus  40 

17  Lay  nay  Head  Heneiitii  a  Bo^e  .  ^ . .  .^ 40 

18  Baby  Diet!  One  Year  Ago  To-Day 40 

19  Little  Roguish  Eves 40 

20  Beantilul  8oug-»  Uubuug 40 

21  A  Little  Plflce  Within  thy  Heart ! ! .  .40 

22  Music  aud  Dunciug 40 

21]  The  lleason  why  I  waa  Elecletl 40 

24  Walziugbiim  McSweeuey,  the  Gtiy  Cavalier  40 

25  I  Couldu't  Help  it  Ma 40 

26  So  Weary  snd  Sad  To-Ni^ht. ...  1 .40 

27  Irish  Lancifra CO 

28  When  the  Flowers  are  Dreumiug 40 

29  SweetMaggid  GortloQ 40 

80  The  Bosebuil  iu  Yonr  Hdir 40 

31  Luck  Lays  Orer  Bniiu 40   ' 

82  <  >pen  Up  Dem  DiK>rs 4^ 

33  The  PiAUcoat  Brigaile 40 

34  Scotch  Iduiciers GO 

35  AiuerioHU  Luuciera CO 

86  Seft  Cadtt  Lajiciew GO 

37  Turkish  Patrol  Quickstep oO 

88  English  Itvuciew CO 

39  Midshipniitee  M.arch 40  * 

40  The  Iribli  VoJmiteera  March . 40 

41  The  Petticoat  Btisado  March 40 

42  I'm  Just  Turned  Sixty-Three 40 

43  Times  of  Loug  Ago 40 

44  luvitatiou  Waltzes CO 

45  Down  by  de  Hidobow 40 

46  Settle  Dat  Bill '. 40 

47  Old  TimeH  Roxy.  or  Trouble  in  de  Kiichen  40 

48  I'se  Unole  P^mpey  Siill 40 

49  Hab  Your  Laddens  Eoudy 40 

50  The  Goldeu  Chariot 40 

51  Mickey  Flahrity 40 

52  Deuced  Good  Fellah 40 

63  A  Stitoh  ill  Tinae  Sares  Nine. 40 

54  The  Ticking  of  the  Clodt 40 

55  Take  Things  as  They  COuie 40 

5fl  Yon  Shouldn't  Notice  It.   40 

57  Breathiug  Sweet  Words  at  the  Gate 40 

58  The  Mewieuger  Bird 40 

59  Waiting  for  de  Setting  ob  de  Suu 40 

GO  Kitty  McNish 40 

61  Romping  Irish  Lass , 40 

62  I'll  NiizQe  the  J}oy  Deuuli,  or 

DO  Name  at  all 40 

C3  When  McGuineas  Gets  the  Job 40 

64  You  are  False,  but  I'll  Forgive  You 40 

65  Throwing  Pebbles  in  the  Stream 40 

66  When  the  Magnolias  Bloom 

67  Oaser's  Ball  Last  Night 

68  My  Homa  by  the  Desp  Rolling  Sea 40 

i»  Uanr  Aim CmoDlahsn  Dowd, 40 
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71  Joys  of  DOT  Childhood 40 

72  The  Day  I  Took  My  Peg  to  Coney  Isla 40 

73  Finegan  Corterie , .  .40 

74  Take  Me  iu  Your  Arms,  M^inia 40 

75  Down  on  Coney  1  •land  BeacBi 40 

"76  The  old  willow  ehair  there  graudmolLer  sal  40 

77  Tlia  Heroes  of  IrelaiMJ  ? 40 

78  A«IStoodby  the  Door 40 

79  Fiuegan  Uaiqnerade 40 

80  My  Angel  Brother's  Ring 40 

81  You  are  False  but  I'll  Forgive  Tou,  Waltz  .  .40 

82  Give  an  Honest  Irish  I^  a  Cbaoee 40 

83  The  Reason  we  Mortgaged  the  Farm . . 40 

84  Eoboes  from  th«  Chapel  of  Knock 40 

85  Don't  Shut  out  the  Moonlight  Mother .> 40 

86  Hunting  Four  Lekf  Clover.  ..^ 40 

87  Winnie  Wane ^. 40 

88  The  Slattery  Family 40 

89  .lerry  Murphy's  ii^qu.id 40 

80  Save  My  Ch  11 40 

91  Mother  it  Wai  inn  to  Wclcoibo  her  Boy. . .  40 

92  Tlis  Old  Fashioned  CoUege *. 40 

93  Only  a  Daisy W 

94  Farewell  to  Irtlaud .' 40 

95  High  Water  Panta. 40 

96  Widow  Clancy's  Pary : 40 

97  Erin'a  Gieeu  Isle 40 

98  Sons  of  Erin's  IkIo *0 

99  Wake  Bonnie  Bessio _, ...40 

100  Sweet  Maggie  Gordon  Walts. 4 ■*<> 

101  Only  t»  Hear  Her  Yoieo 40 

102  Yesterday.  To-Daw 40 

103  The  Haunted  Brooklet *0 

104  When  Gabriel  Blows  his  Horn 40 

105  Everything  Dons  for  ths  Best 40 

106  The  Hrid„'e  that  Crosses  tlis  Brook 40 

107  J»st  From  llnrrieburg 40 

lt)8  llose  Patchaula   40 

109  Travelling  Iwek  to  Alabam 40 

110  Oh  I    why  was  I  so  soon  Forgotten 40 

111  Come  Alotig  Sister  Mnry 40 

112  My  own  sweet  wife  to  be 40 

113  We  are  Growing  Old  Together 40 

1J4  The  Old  RuuedMill 40 

116  My  old  rhnlatiou  Horns  so  faraway 40 

116  Gr*udfi\ther'8  Cana ..40 

117  Hiding  in  the  Corn - 40 

118  I  II  Meet  yon,  Sweet  Bessie  at  Twilight. . .   40 

119  It  is  Swoet  to  be  remembered , CO 

120  Eight  Bells  at  Sea 40 

121  Cupid  on  iheiee 40 

122  Grandniotbers  eyes  Lave  grown  dim 40 

128  Llttls  Sunshine  «om«  torn* 40 

124  Dora  Blhine.t jO 

125  While  wailing  for  the  eows  to  come 40 

126  Picking  up  gold  iu  the  streeU 40 

127  Flirting  on  our  block 40 

128  Ths  tie  that  binds  us  brother's 40 

129  ITieOld  Dinner  Horn 40 

130  Mother  plcaje  fcrgive  your  boy "40 

131  A  sailor's  wife  I  soon  kball  be 40 

132  Old  Snow  Bnlls  Hair  is  Turning  Gray 40 

133  Von  may  speak  if  you  like  to  pa-pa 40 

134  The  I  ime  wheu  we  were  young 40 

136  W  hen  Courting  HulJa  Brown 40 

136  'Tis  then  sweetheart.  I'll  dream  oftUss 40 

137  Let  vn  e  itch  the  golden  sunbeams 40 

188  Fly  birdie,  to  where  Wttlies  waiting 40 

139  Good  Knights  and  Fair  L-xdies .40 

140  Ihe  Bright  Side,  the  nearer  I  draw  to  Jesus  40 

141  DoitArniu 40 

142  We  shall  miss  thee  Ella  darling 40 

143  Sister  Hannah 40 

144  Can  you  forgive  and  forgetlove 40 

145  Paddy  Dsiftv 40 

146  Finegin  Calico  Ball 40 

147  The  sup  of  Good  Whiskey  at 

Gerity's  Wake  40 

148  Jes  let  dem  bosses  go 40 

149  Old  Pompey's  Getting  Barefoot  oa 

de  top  of  his  Hoad  40 
l5Q  How  Mrs.  McGoveri^  Sold  the  Oauger 40 

151  Sweater  thtia  a  re<l  ripe  peach ...i 40 

152  Teddy  Please  Scare  Me  Again 40 

153  Sweeter  than  a  red  ripe  peach— Schottisch  40 

154  Kerrigan's  Masquerade 40 

155  Pretty  IriKh Queen .40 

156  HappvOld  Irish  Pair 40 

157  McCarthy's  Fancy  Ball 40 

158  O'Brien  the  Alderman , 40 

159  ^Tiisper  Softly,  Papa's  Dying 40  . 


160  I'm  a  Charming  X'jvTown  Belle 40 

161  Close  the  Blinds,  LoUie's  Dying *0 

162  Tis  ten  o'clock,  please  go .40 

163  The  Old  Haunted  Mill. 


164  The  Bright  Little  SjxH  on  the  Ocean 40 

165  Happv  DreaatJi  of  Yon 40 

166  Tke  Old  FamHy  Chair    40 

ie7  De  Days  When  I  \vai)  Sold  in  SUvarj 40 

168  Ueneatit  the  aod  they're  sleeping 40 

169  Come  little  darling  and  meet  lue 40 

170  Pretty  Little  Dandelion .40 

171  Sunny  Dojs id 

173  Over  tha  Beautiful  River 40 

173  Never  meet  trouble  halfway 40 

174  The  day  that  my  poor  mother  died 40 

175  I  have  no  one  here  to  love 40 

176  Sweet  Lass  of  Richmond  Hill .i.40 

177  Where  the  sweetest  flowers  grow     40 

1T8  Birdie  mine  why  do  you  leave  mo 40 

179  Pretty  Little  Lou 40 

180  Lily  Wl^e  Rose 40 

181  Nigger  inafit 40 

18*i  Militia's  out  to-day 40 

183  Dem  Glory  K'yara 40 

184  Too  Late 40 

185  Where  pretty  lilacs  grow ; 40 

186  Charley  he's  a  masher '.40 

187  Killamey  Musketeers, 40 

188  When  you  were  sweet  sixtaen 40 

189  Rise  up  in  de  momin' 40 

190  Bnttereups 1 ! .  .40 

191  She  smiled  as  wo  crossed  on  the 

Hoboken  Farrr  40 

192  Elnora ..40  ^ 

193  Save  at  the  spigot  and  waste  at  the  Inmg  40 

194  Rose  Perfumed  Bouqnet 40  ; 

195  You'll  miss  me  when  wo  part 40  * 

196  My  Ulkative  wife 40  l| 

197  Let  us  be  boys  again  just  for  to-night 40 

198  Our  SUrry  Flog  our  Glory 40 

199  Doing  all  the  good  we  can , .  .40 

200  Baby  sleeps  and  home  is  Icnely . . , 40 

Price, — 40  cts,  each,  or  any  four  for  one  doUac 
There  are  none  of  the  pieces  of  music  on  this 

list  which  are  not  guaranteed  by  tb«  publisher 
to  give  entire  satisfaction.  My  musio  is  never 
out  of  print,  and  can  be  procured  at  any  musio 
store  in  the  U.  S.  But  the  quickest  and  best 
policy  is  to  send  direct  to  me.  All  music  not  on 
This  list  oonstantly  kept  in  stock,  and  will  ba 
sent,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  marke<l  price.  I 
keep  the  pnblioAtions  of  all  the  nnuie  publishers 
in  America  and  Europe. 

P.  S.—To  Music  Teachers,  Musicians,  Clubs, 
Professionals,  etc.,  my  terms  are  the  regular  pro- 
fessional sates.  But  with  a  desire  to  have  my 
publications  more  thoroughly  introduced  to  yoar 
notice,  also  to  give  you  a  ohanoe  to  re-diapoae  of 
eopiee  with  a  profit,  and  to  act  as  my  agents 
Ihroti^h  the  States,  I  will  allow  you  to  make  a 
selection  of  10  or  more  of  my  pieces  at  one  halt 
off  of  the  marked  prices. 

Address,    Wv.  J.  A.   Lisdsb,   Son  of  and 
Successor  to  Mrs.  Pauume  Liedeb,        '' 
^ -^60  Chatham  St,     New  Yoss. 
>      —  s»,  — 

Can  You  Forgive  and  Forget  Love. 

WOBOe  AKD  VUSIC  BT  C.  W.  UktJL, 

Copyrlf bt  1881  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Ucder. 

AU  rlgiits  reserved. 

THE  wrsic  or  this  sono  will  be  sxkt  to  AMt 

AODKESS,  OK  BXCEIPT  OE  PBICE,     40  CtS, 

Cft«  you  forgwe  and  forget,  love, 

Can  yoti  forgive  for  lova's  sake  f 
Bury  the  past  with  the  dead,  love. 

And  let  the  old  love  awake  ! 
Oh  !  why  did  I  list  to  others 

Who  spoke  unkindly  of  thee  ? 
Oh  !  would  that  I  had  believed  you, 

Wl>en  you  said  you  loved  but  mei. 

C(in  you  forgive  and  forget,  love  ? 

Let  your  heart,  love,  speak  for  ynn. 
Others  told  me  yon  were  false,  love,  * 

But  now  I  know  yo«  were  tn». 
Oh  !  take  me  back  to  your  heart,  love. 

There  let  mo  evermore  live. 
Then  let  your  answer  be  "  yes,"  lore, 

Say  you'll  forget  and  forgiva. 
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TRAVELING  BACK  TO  ALABAH. 


(  PLANTATION  SONG  AND  CHORUS.) 


«        j:  :*      * 


Words  by  MANNIE  FRIEND. 


^»*'t^»i'i^it»  I  iMi   ••»■  •*»»  « »<>j»«w».'»^*'>«-<" '-<•>. i-Oi  *«(»,T^w»-«. *».«•](■ -i' 


ilfu5ic  by  JAMES  A.  BLAND. 


Arranged  for  the  Guitar  or  Banjo,  by  Prof.  Edmund  Clark,  Teacher  of  the  Guitar,  Banjo,  Violin,  Organ,  Aocordeon  ud  Singing,  No.  285  Bowery,  Vtm  York. 
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a  -  bam  -  a —   Is     de   place  where  I      was  born.        Oh  dar's  wbar  I    spent    s  man  •  y     a     hap  -  py 
d  Mas-sa'a  dead  and  gone  and     I     will    neb  -  ber    see   him  more,    What  a   good  ole  soul    he  was  to   Un  -  ele 


Down    in  good  old    Al 
2.     Dear  <S 
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I  would  toil    de  whole  day  long  uu  -  til     de  sound-lng   ob    de  horn,   But    a  -  las  dem  good  old  times  am  pass  -  ed 
Ho    has  Icit    (lis  world  ob  pain  aad    up     to    glo  •  ry     he    has  gone.  And    ob  trou  •  ble    dls    old  man  has  had     e 
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nough. 
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Oh     I    want  to     see    my    oa  -  bin  home,  I    left    so   long   a  -  go ;      Its     de  dear-est   spot   to    me     in     all     de 
So    I'm  traveling  back  to     Al  -  a  -  bam,  I  want  to    get    dur  soon ;  But     I    fear    de  place  am  lone  -  ly   and  for  • 
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land.  Oh       I  long   to  hear  de  coons  playing  on    de  old  ban -Jo,    Dat  is  why  I'se  trabling  back' to  Al  -  a -bam. 

lorn.  So     I'll  bid  you   all  good-bye     wld  de  tear  drop  in   my  eye   For  de  time  am  come.de  ole  man  must  be  gone. 
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All   do   cliil-dren  used  to   sing      in   de  eben-ing   on    de  green,     It    use<l   to  sound  so  live  -  ly   and     so  grand;  Oh   it 
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filled    iny  heart  witli   joy,       how  8w(*t    it     used    to  aeem.     Dat      Is    why  I'm  trab-ling  back    to    Ai  -  a  •  bam.    t 
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^  P.  S.-Write  to  WILLIAM  J.  A.  LIEOER,  No.  60  Chatham  St.,  N.  Y.  for  anything  In  theVutioal  Una. 
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^"::u%^^:^^^^^^^^  HENRY  DE  MARSAN'S  COMIC  AND  SENTIMENTAL 

spis' jonmii 

Containing  all  the  most  poprdar  Songs  of  the  day. 


OUR  AGENTS. 

BOSTON.     (Mass.)    J.  W.  Shebman,  Books. 
Stationery,  &c,  115  Cambridge  Street. 


PHILADELPHIA.     (Pa.)    A.  W.  Auneb,  Job 
Printer.  S.  W.  Cor.  of  Tenth  and  llace  Sir's. 


CINCINNATI.  COVINGTON,  and  Vicinity. 
P.  Hartlai'b,  News  and  Music  Dealer,  508 
Madison  Street.     Covington.     (Ky.) 

DETROIT.  (Mich.)  J.  F.  &  W.  T.  Mac- 
ArLET,  Books,  Stationery,  &c,  209  &  211 
Woodward  Avenue. 


CHICAGO.  (111.)  8otTTH«KLAND'a  Pest  Office, 
News,  and  Cigar  Stand,  107  E.  Adems  St. 

BKOOKLYK^  (N.  yT  Bram^h  Oflftce  oTthe 
SiNGDBS*  Journal,  No.  49  Atlantic  Avenue, 
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~EdwardT?abker.    Broadway  and  8^d,  St. 
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'  The  Singers'  Journal  is  the  cheapest  collec- 
I  tion  of  songs  ever  published  in  this  country. 
All  Numbers  from  No.  1.  to  the  last  issued 
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handsomely  l>onnd  in  cloth,  containing  5.000 
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piece,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  in  post- 
age stamps.      Send  stamp  oatalogne.      ^ 


A  DEAR  SPOT  OF  LAND page  707 

AWAY  DOWN  SOUTH  IN  GEORGIA. . .  706 
BOLD  IRISHMEN  TO  THE  FRONT. ...  707 

The  Bennie  Lass 707 

Buck,  Buck,  Buck,  or; 

How  many  fingers  do  I  hold  up 711 

CHARLEY  HE'S  A  iLASHER 707 

The  COWS  ARE  IN  THE  CORN 711 

DAISY  DAAVNE ; 710 

DANES'  LATEST  SONGS '.  708 

The  DAYS  WHEN  I  WAS  SOLD  IN  SLAVERY 

Music  for  Banjo  and  Guitar  712 

First  Lofe 7*  709* 

Gala  Water 706 

The  Gentlemen  Coons  Picaic 709 

The  Grave  of  Wolfe  Tone 711 

HAS  THE  COMET  STRUCK 706 

Here's  Freedom  to  thee,  dear  old  Ireland    710 


CONTENTS. 

If  I  was  the  Man  in  the  Moon 707 

Irish  Boarding  House  Ladies 710 

I  WAS  FALSE  BUT  YOU'LL 

FORGrVEME....  707 
'TIS  A  BLOSSOM  FROM  OUR 

LITTLE  WILLIES  BREAST 711 

Johnny  give  it  it  over  or  you'll 

have  to  leave  the  house. . . .   711 

The  KILLARNEY  MUSKETEERS 710 

LON'ELY  MAID  SO  SHY 706 

The  Moon  is  Shining  Bright,  ilary 707 

My  Love  she  is  a  Fairy  Queen 709 

Neddy  with  his  ulster  coat 7il 

Our  Interesting  Matter  Colomn 70C 

Pretty  Kitty  Carey 710 

The  REASON  WE  MORTGAGED  THE  F.\EM  709 

Silence  and  Fun  709 

That'll  be  all  Right 709 


'■^^'■^'■■'',-f:i- 


That  Never  Empty  Cradle 

Twins  are  Bom 709 

Teddy  ReiUy 709 

The  Two  Irish  Turks 710 

■VVTien  the  Honeymoon  is  over 706 

YOU'RE  NOTHING  BUT 

A  BUTTERFLY 710 

VALENTINES. 

I  am  Manufiactnring  for  the  coming  seasoe  the 
Finest  and  Cheapest  Stock  of  SentimenUl  Valan- 
tmes.  Sheets,  Boxes,  Caskets,  Ac.  in  the  Market. 
Hoping  to  receive  a  call  from  th«  WbolssaU  M I 
well  as  the  ReUil  Trade.  ■" 

I  remain  respectfully  yours. 

Mrs.  Pauline  Liedar. 
^  «•»   fc    

Latest  piece    of   Music  published    "  Huh>t 
Dreams  of  You. "     Big  hit  at  the  Swifrancisoor 


.■**-i». 


Has  the  Comet  Struck. 

WOBDB  AND  MVSIO    BX  V*V  •TEAIOHT. 

COPXBIOHT  1881,    BT  WM.  J.  A,  UaDMWL. 

■      :..     i^BlOHtS   EMBBVfi*.  -J 

The  MuHlcof  tWs  sonj  Is   MtoltiUed  »t  Win.  J.  A. 

Ueder'a  extciiBlTe  Jiurtc  PifclUUlUK  Houie,  No.  W 

Cliathum  su\oVN.  Y.  imd   will  l)e  sent  post 

naia,   to  any  addreas.   on  receipt  of  pnco, 

40oeliu»  InpoitugosU^uiJS. 

Now  Peter  Brown  was  a  nice  yonng  man, 

Of  tte  ago  of  t\roxjty-one ; 
SotiiK)n  liis  bifth-day  he  set  forth,     ^..  ;, 

To  have  a  little  fan. 
.,He  learueil  the  tjamfi  of  favo. 

So  he  thouglat  he'd  tn-  his  luclc, 
When  ho  loBt  eiery  cent  then  the  boys  all  crietl, 

Peter,  has  the  comet  struck. 

£if:Tf:^  v-i.r"  .       CnonrH.         'f'.  '    ' 

Where  was  lector  when  the  comet  stmck, 
Why  "aid  retor  ut  the  "Tiger"  buck; 
Pety.  Pety.  Pete,  I  think  you'd  bettor  treat, 
Peter  has  the  comet  struck. 

That  night  he  went  out  to  soe  his  girl. 

And  the  question  ho  did  pop; 
bo  he  gave  to  her  his  watch  and  ohaiu, 

And  Peter  didn't  drop.  ^  i 

Until  he  found  she'd  shook  him,' 

And  was  on  anotlier  struck, 
For  she  gave  watch  and  chain  to  her  dear 

young  man, 

Peter  has  the  comet  struck.  Chorus. 


Away  Down  South  in  Georgia. 

woana  dt  t.  d.  c.  muxee.    mi"s*ic  by  n.  p.  dajjks. 

GOPTBIOHT,  1881     Br  WM.  J.  A.  LIEDER. 
.  '  AIT.  RIGHTS  HESEBVED. 

The  Music    of  this  son?  Is  published   atWm.  J.  A. 

Ueder'8E.\teii  Ive  .Music  Publlshlun  House,  No,  00 

Chatham streit.  N.  Y.    ami  will  bes-eri  post 

piUa,  to  any  adUres-s  on  receipt  of  ptlce, 

•  4«  cents  m  postage  stumps. 

Those  good  old  days  I  oft  recall, 

Wbeu  way  down  south  in  Georgia; 
And  sunbeams  softly  fell  o'er  all. 

Away  down  south  in  Georgia. 
That  cabin  home  no  more  I  see,  ' 

No  southern  flowers  now  bloom  for  me, 
Since  1  have  gained  my  liberty. 

Away  down  sonth  in  Georgia. 

CUORUS. 

I  lived  in  snnshino  every  day,  .. 

Away  down  south  in  Georgia;  4 

My  heart  was  evtr  light  and  gay,  ^  -  i 

Away  down  south  in  (leorgia.  .    . 

My  mother's  voice  I  then  coiild  hear,  ' 

Away  down  south  in  Georgia;  <.' 

Iltr  hand  would  wipe  away  each  tear, 

Away  down  south  in  Georgia. 
She  brightened  up  de  cabin  home. 

When  I  from  toil  of  day  would  come, 
And  from  her  love  I  could  not  roam. 

When  way  down  south  in  Georgia.    Chorus. 

Those  days  of  joy  J  would  recall. 

When  way  down  south  in  Georgia, 
But  scattered  are  my  peojile  all, 

From  way  down  south  in  Georgia. 
The  stars  and  stripes  one  morn  I  see. 

And  they  told  me  I  was  free; 
Now  good  old  times  no  more  will  be, 

Away  down  south  in  Georgia.  Chorus. 

^  *m*  ^ 

When  the  Honeymoon  is  Over- 

BY  GEO.  HABCOCBT.     SUNG  BY  ADA  BUBNETT. 

CopyrlgUt  1881,  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder, 
AU  ritfbts  reserved. 


He  was  handsotuo,  only  twenty-on*. 

With  blue  eyes  and  raven  hair,  » 

I  thought  I'd  done  the  thing,  in  fact,  '' 

I  was  no  hapi>y  I  do  declare. 

Chobcs.  \       . '  i 

It's  all  very  well  to  married  be,  '  '       ],.■ 

And  think  you'll  live  in  cloTer;  /  ! 

But  it  all  depends  on  your  husband  dsv. 

When  the  noneymoon  is  over. 

My  husband  he  has  put  a  stop     ;    t.. '     ;*    . -♦ 

To  all  joys  that  may  be; 
While  ho  flies  out  to  visit  round,  v, 

I'm  left  to  nurse  the  baby.  —,  :. 

He  thinks  it  is  a  woman's  duty,      ^  '•.,.. 

To  slave  from  morn  till  night, 
Whife  he  enjoys  the  pleasures  of  life. 

In  a  manner  ho  thinks  it  quite  right.     Cho. 

Now  sooner  than  be  what  I  am. 

With  every  day  a  wrangle, 
By  jove,  I'd  sooner  single  live. 

By  turning  round  a  mangle. 
So  now,  I've  told  you  ladies  all. 

If  you  would  live  in  clover, 
Pray  get  a  husband  who'll  treat  you  right. 

When  the  honeymoon  is  over.  Chortis. 


Lovely  Maid  So  Shy. 

SONO  AND  DaNCK. 
WODBS  AND  MUSIC   BY  NED.  STKAIOBT. 
COPYBIOHT  1881,  BY  WM.  J.  A.  T,T»DK». 
;       AI.L     BIGHTS  BXSERVED.        ■•  f.    , 

The  Music  of  tills  song  Is  published  at  Wm.  3.  A. 

Lledor's  Ext.  nslve  Mu-lc  Publishing  House,  No.  M 

Chatham  Street,  N.  Y,    and  will  be  sent  poet 

paid,  to  auy  address,    on  receipt  of  price, 

4U  ceuts  In  postage  stamps. 

'Twas  Venus,  Jupiter  and  Mars,  '■"*•,. 

That  from  my  chamber  brought  me,     ,". 
The  moon  was  jealous  of  the  stars, 

Their  lustre  fairly  caught  me. 
Into  the  the  arbor  then  I  strolled, 

My  soul  was  filled  with  rapture. 
And  there  I  met  a  charming  giri,         ;  ^ 

And  she  my  heart  did  capture. 

;    Cbobcs. 

'Twas  the  witching  glance  she  gave  mfl^ 

From  her  bright  and.  flashing  eye, 
Causing  the  lustre  of  the 
Twinkling  stars  to  die. 
Those  blushing  cneoks  be-dimed  the  rose. 
Her  eyes' outshone  the  blackest  sloes, 
Her  cherry  lips  none  could  oppose," 
She's  a  lovely  maid  so  shy.  (Dance.) 

And  a«  I  gazed  th«  moon  grew  dim. 

Its  radiance  was  paling. 
The  stars  had  almost  cea,sed  to  peep. 

Their  power  of  light  was  failing. 
I  looked  about  to  learn  the  cause. 

But  not  a  cloud  was  hazing; 
This  fairy's  eyes  eclipsed  them  all. 

Their  brightoess  was  amazing.  Chorus. 


OUR  INTERESTING 

MATTER  COLUMN. 


^  *^* 


When  I  was  but  sixteen.  I  thought, 
I'd  no  longwr  remain  single. 

But  take  for  better  or  for  worse, 
A  man  by  name  of  Jingle.  J       "   . 


Gala  Water. 

Braw,  braw  lads  on  Yarrow  braes. 
Ye  wander  thro'  the  blooming  heather; 

But  Yarrow  braes,  nor  Ettric  shaws. 
Can  match  the  lads  o'  Gala-water. 

Aut  there  is  ane,  a  secret  ane, 
Aboon  them  a'  I  lo'e  nim  better, 

An'  I'll  be  his,  an'  he'll  be  mine. 
The  bonny  lad  o'  GiUa- water. 

Altho'  his  daddio  was  nae  laird. 
An'  tho'  I  ba'e  na  meikle  tocher. 

Yet  rich  in  kindest,  truest  love, 
We'll  tent  our  flocks  by  Gala- water. 

It  ne'er  was  wealth,  it  ne'er  was  wealth. 
That  cost  contentment,  peace  or  pleasiue. 

The  bands  and  bliss  o'  mutual  love, 
O  !  that's  the  cbiefest  warld's  treasure. 


-00- 
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When  a  man  gets  a  dig  in  th«  ribs  from  nn 
icicle,  he  is  apt  to  reg^d  it  as  a  frozen  punch. 

Said  the  hostess:  "Henry,  why  don't  you  sit 
down  with  the  young  ladies;  is  it  difl^dence  V" 
Said  Henry;  "No,  mam,   ifsablle."~  ,-  V     .._■ 

A  bnmoroQs  apothecary  in  Boston  exposes  a 
case  of  soap  in  his  shop-window  with  tho  per- 
tinent inscription;  "  Cheaper  than  dirt." ,  < 

Ham  was  the  only  "  old  salt "  aboard  the  ark. 

The  old  English  skill  in  the  use  of  the  long- 
bow appears  now  to  have  passed  over  to  the 
American  branch  of  thefamily.    :   j  v»  •,  i 

The  iron  horse  has  but  one  ear— Jthe  engineer. 

Bather  slow — A  man  in  New  Orleans  walks  so 
slow  that  his  shadow  frequently  falls  asleep  on 
the  side-walk. 

An  Irishman  having  been  told  that  th«  price 
of  bread  had  fallen,  exclaimed,  "This  is  the  tirst 
time  I  iver  rejiced  at  tho  fall  of  my  bist  friend." 

"No  man  can  do  anything  against  his  will," 
said  a  metaphysician — "  "  Faith,"  said  Pat,  "I 
had  a  brother  who  went  to  prison  against  his 
will,  faith,  he  did." 

Said  a  negro  schoolmaster,  in  South  Carolina, 
"  Ef  you  want  to  find  tho  centre  of  gravity,  you 
just  look  out  for  the  letter  y,  and  you'll  have  it, 
sure." 

Noses  aie  fashionable,  and  have  always  been 
followed. 

What  is  the  difTerence  between  a  Christian  and 
a  cannibal  ?— One  enjoys  himself,  and  the  other 
people. 

The  chief  use  of  on  old  bachelor  is,  to  count 
one  in  the  census. 

Hair  that  ought  to  flow  in  natural  waves- 
the  locks  of  a  canaL 

One  good  turn  deserves  another.  As  The 
alderman  said  when  he^ischarged  the  thief  who 
voted  for  him. 

Table  of  intrest — The  dinner-table.        >i  r; 

A  man  to  speak  his  mind  must  have  one  to 
speak. 

A  certain  method  of  keeping  eggs  fxfim  spoil- 
ing, eat  them  while  they're  fresh.       ■-i\ri-  ".  -,^: 

A  genius  in  the  West  has  just  patented  a 
machine  for  making  sweet  potatoes.  He  is  iv 
bsother  of  an  old  gentleman  who  put  handles  en 
prickly  pears  and  sold  them  for  currycombs. 

A  story  is  told  of  an  Irishman  who,  bomxl 
over  to  keep  the  peace  against  her  majesty's  sub- 
jects, exclaimed,  "  TtMS  Itovea  h^}^  the  fii»t 
foreigner  I  meet.     '     i..  I         ^     ;     : 

A  Texas  man  returned  a  napkin  to  an  hotd 
waiter  with  thanks,  saying  that  his  cold  was  nut 
very  bad.  '.,•:■'■  ::^: •■./ , V'l 

Why  do  the  birds  feel  depressed  early  in  a 
summer  morning  ? — Because  their  little  bills  ar<i 
all  over  dew.  * 


THE    SINOEBS'    JO¥TBIVAL.. 


Bold  Iriihmen  to  tfie  Front. 

"WORDa  AMD  ISVaC  BT  TBMXX.  DATU. 
BVVO  BT  TSUt  DATIb's,     TBAMK  A  TAimiX. 

copyrtglitiaei.  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Ueder. 
All  rights  reserved. 
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■'■'■■-;"    "^  

lu  eighteen  hundred  and  sixty  one, 

The  war  it  first  broke  out; 
The  poor  unfortunate  Irishman 

Were  scattwed  all  about. 
The  rich  men  would  not  go  and  fight,    ' 

But  for  poor  ones  they  did  hunt;     >.     '  •, 
Then  hand  in  hand  to  Dixie's  land. 

Went  the  Irishmen  to  the  front. 

Chobcs. 

Then  give  a  cheer  for  the  Yankee  boys, 

For  the  enemy  we  must  hunt, 
So  hand  in  hand  to  Dixie's  land,  ' . 

Went  the  Irishmen  to  the  front. 

When  we  got  on  board  the  train,  / 

We  had  not  been  long  gone;  *■'    {. 

Until  we  found  our  enemy 

Were  about  ten  thousand  strong. 
We  sent  back  telegraph  despatches, 

And  such  a  time  was  never  made. 
When  Gen  McClellan  our  little  M»c, 

Led  on  the  Irish  Brigade.  Chorus. 

So  now  me  Yankee  comrades. 

Don't  barm  an  Irishman, 
For  Paddies  door  is  open  for  you,  ' 

With  a  warm  and  welcome  hand. 
I  hope  the  day  is  not  very  far  oflF, 

When  old  Ireland  shall  have  her  rights, 
And  that  little  green  banner  float  in  victory, 

Along  with  the  Stars  and  Stripes.     Chorus. 

Charley  He's  a  Masher.  « 


WORDS  BT  FBANK  BINNET. 


mrSIC  BT  £D.  BKITH. 


A  Dear  Spot  of  Land 


StJNO  BT     ADA  BUBNBTT. 

^pyrJght  1881  by  Mrs.  Pauline  Lleder, 
All  rights  reserved. 

1  lie  Music  of  this  song  is  published  at  Wm.  J    A. 

Uedcr'M  Extensive  Mu^lc  Publishing  House,  No.  60 

Chatham  Street,  N.  Y,    and  will  be  sent  poet 

paid,  to  any  address,    on  receipt  or  price 

40  cents  lu  poata^^e  stampe. 

There  is  a  little  fellow,  who  no  doubt  you  all 

have  seen. 
And  Charley  is  the  charmer's  Christian  name; 
He  dresses  in  the  fashion,  with  a  bright 

neck-tie  of  green, 
And  to  tell  the  truth  he  never  looks  the  same. 
His  hair  he  curls  quite  nobby,  and  his 

mustache  waxed  to  kill, 
He's  gotten  up  expressly  for  the  day; 
He  stands  upon  the  comers,  but  really 

can't  keep  still, 
And  should  yon  chance  to  meet  him  I  am 
',       ..  •  Buie  you'd  say — 

Chobus. 

Charley  he's  a  masher,  Charley  he's  a  pet, 
Charley  he's  a  darling,  he's  a  dandy  you  can  bot; 
He's  the  object  of  attention  from  all  the 

ladies  fair, 
.\nd  when  he's  out  on  promenade,  yon 

should  see  them  at  him  stare. 

He  attends  all  the  theatre's,  and  seems 

perfectly  at  home. 
Has  invitations  to  the  parties,  balls,  and  fairs, 
He's  a  sort  of  privileged  character,  nnd  is        '^ 

always  seen  alone, 
He  seems  to  run  the  gauntlet  everywhere. 
He's  polished  in  his  ixanner,  in  a  la-de-da 

sort  of  way, 
But  how  he  lives  I'll  leave  it  nil  to  you, 
Yon  couldn't  help  but  notice  him,  he  always 

looks  so  gay, 
Ita a  mystery  how  they  do  it  but  they  do. 

Chorus." 
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There's  a  dear  spot  of  land  way  out  on  the  ocean. 

The  prettiest  island  that  ever  was  seen, 
There's  no  place  on  earth  that  so  well  suits 

my  notion. 

It's  the  Emerald  isle  where  the  shamrock 

is  green. 
Alas  I  the  bold  tyrant  has  taken  possession. 

And  driven  our  daughters  and  sons  to  exile. 
For  no  one  could  stand  their  tyranic  agresHion, 

And  banished  are  we  from  the  Emerald  isle 


Chobus. 


/ 


Then  it's  Clod  speed  the  day  that  'will  dawn 

with  our  freedom. 
When  Stars,  stripes  and  Harp  shall  be 

blended  as  one. 
Then  the  poor  of  ould  Ireland  will  need 

no  help  to  feed  them,  ^ 
They'll  belong  to  the  country  of  brave 

Washington.. 

When  I  left  my  dear  home,  nciy  poor  heart 

was  breaking. 
Oh  !  'tis  a  sad  moment,  tho  parting  of  friends. 
The  tear  be-dimed  eyes,  and  the  honest 

hand-shakinf;;, 
Oh  !  that  causes  the  stoutest  of  hearts 

to  unbend. 
But  there  are  occasions  when  parting's  a  pleasure. 

And  one  is  in  crossing  the  beautifiU  sea; 
Where  toil  is  rewarded  by  friendship  and  treasure. 
In  the  home  of  the  brave  and  the  land 

/     ;.  "^  of  the  free. 

Chorus. 

If  I  was  the  Man  in  the  Moon- 


If  I  con.d  transform  myself,  what  1  would  be, 

I'd  be  the  man  in  the  moon ; 
What  curiftus  signts  every  night  I  should  see. 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon. 
I'd  see  all  the  people  down  by  the  sea  shore, 

I'd  see  the  fellows  and  girls  by  the  score. 
Do  their  kissing  and  squeezing  and  lots  of 

things  more. 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon. 

Chobus.  '  / 

Oh  1  boys,  what  a  lark  it  would  be,  ;      V^ 

Every  night  from  July  up  to  June, 
Your  months  wotild  all  water  at  what  I  should  see. 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon. 

I'd  peep  through  the  keyhole  and  look  np 

the  stairs, 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon. 
I'd  watch  the  old  women  all  saying  their  prayers. 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon. 
Who  knows,  I  might  see  one  take  off  her  cork  leg. 

And  hang  all  her  tresses  of  gold  on  a  peg. 
And  discover  her  cranium  as  bald  as  an  egg. 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon.  Chorus. 

I'd  follow  the  tallyman  all  round  his  beat. 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon; 
While  leaving  his  parcels  in  every  street,  . 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon. 
I  should  see  mother  Robinson,  rosy  and  red, 

Who  owes  him  some  money,  scratch  her 

poor  head. 
And  shove  her  old  carcase  right  under  the  bed. 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon.  Chorus. 

On  the  evening  of  Sunday,  I'd  see  the  yotmg  girls, 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon. 
In  their  seal-skins  and  satins,  feathers  and  curls. 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon.  • 

Next  day  I  should  see  them  make  short ' 

morning  calls. 

To  houses  where  hang  out  the  big  golden  balls, 
With  bundles  as  bi^  as  the  dome  of  St.  Paul's, 

If  I  was  the  man  in  the  moon.  Choms.     I 
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■Aji  I  mnseo'er  years  departed, 

' .  Happy  thoughts  are  in  my  breast, 

Yon  nave  said  tliat  yon  fort^ivo  um^ 

And  my  heart  oflovo  in  bl«st; 
I  have  sorrowed  for  the  sunshine 
•     And  the  joys  of  long  ago; 
JJow  your  words  arc  like  the  music 
^   Of  the  murmuring  brooklet's  Qow.  t 

('HORfS. 

I  was  false,  but  oh  !  so  lonely, 
t     When  1  broko  my  t«n<b'r  vow, 
Y'ou  may  not  forget  your  sorrow. 
But  you  will  forgive  me  now. 

Once  my  heart  was  ycung  and  happy, 
S    ^\^len  life's  path  was  strewn  with  llowers. 
And  your  love  was,  iih  !  so  precious, 

In  those  calm  and  blissful  hours. 
But  the  tempter  slyly  whispered. 

You  wore  all  untrue  to  nie, 
And  I  turned  from  yon  forever, 

False  to  you  as  false  could  be. 


I 


I 


Chorus. 


Then  I  listened  to  another, 

And  he  bore  me  from  your  side. 
But  in  all  our  years  of  parting, 

I  have  been  a  \o\<  ]>:bt.  bride. 
Now  1  know  I  love  yon  iltarlv. 

And  my  love  will  lust  for  aye; 
I  was  false,  but  you'll  forgive  me. 

And  forget  all  wrongs  1  i>ray. 


Chorus. 


■i 
k 


The  Moon  is  Shining  Bright  Mary. 

The  moon  is  shining  bright,  /Wary,'^    '  " 

Upon  the  silent  sea. 
Then  come,  oh  !  come,  to-night,  ilary. 

And  tread  the  mead  with  me. 
The  nightingale's  sweet  tune,  Mary,    " 

From  Donald's  shudy  grove,.. 
Is  sin^ng  to  the  morn,  Murj-,  I        S  ,•  . 

In  silvery  beats  of  love.  ■  •      .  * ; 

There's  sable  in  the  east,  Mai y,  "*  ''■  "*-  V 

There's  sliver  in  the  west,    "  '•      ' 

Where  evil  thoughts  are  least,  Mary,  ' 

There  love  is  surely  l>leKt. 
My  heart  is  all  your  own,  Mary, 

I  have  no  more  to  give. 
But  it,  audit  alone,  ilary,    I7P      >'^ 

To  love  j-ou  while  I  live.         * 

The  moon  is  shinini^  bright,  Marj-, 

Upon  the  silent  sea. 
Then  come,  oh  !  come,  to-night,  Mary, 

And  wander  forth  with  nic 
And  'neath  yon  holly  gnvn,  Mary     * 

I'll  fondly  toll  to  thee. 

What  we  have  <jver  Iteen,  JLuy.     »   •> 
'     '     '  .    -.  -     "   J;^  ] 


* 
4  a 


And  what  we  soon  sljitU  b.- 


The  Bounie  Lass. 


■  iU. 


Fair  is  the  marn  in  llo.v.  ry  Jfay, 

And  sweet  is  niglit  in  anttiitmiiiild. 
When  walking  in  tin-  -,,ir(l,n  gay. 

Or  roaming  in  tli"  valley  wild': 
But  woman,  nature  s  darling  cliild, 

In  thee  all  otlier  work  is  loil'd, 
In  thee  all  other  work  ti>i«doth  exoell. 

The  bonnie  lass  J  iove  no  well. 

Oh  !  had  she  '•e<  n  a  village  maid. 

And  I  8»w'Jy  ahei>hettlrfwri^;' 
And  sheltered  on  fL*  lowest  nicaa 

Th»*  fcver  rose  on  Scotland's  plain— 
Ttrongh  weary  winlor's  wind  iuid  rain 

With  joy  and  rapture  \^  onld  I  hail, 
And  nightly  to  my  bosom  strain, 

The  bounie  lass  I  love  so  well. 


'C'^-^!'    ■» 


-      "         7^ 


708 


THK    SIl^Ol^RS'    JOlJRi^AL.. 


^a  WAS  FALSE,   BUT  YOU'LL   FORGIVE   ME/-  ! 

In  answer,  and  companion  to  the  popular 

"YOU  ARE  FALSE,  BUT    ['LL  FORGIVE  YOU."  ' 

FATHER  AND  MOTHER   ARE   HOMELESS  TO-DAY. 

THE  FOOTPRINTS   OF  LOVED  ONES  ARE  FADING.- 

AWAY   DOWN  SOUTH  IN  GEORGIA. 

SHE'S  JUST  AS  SWEET   AS  SWEET  CAN  BE.       ,; 

POOR  LITTLE  SIGHTLESS  JIM.       ON  DE  'MANCIPATION  DAY. 

HAUL  TAUT,  MY   LADS.  THE    SCOTCH    GRENADIER. 

DEAR  LITTLE  SUNSHINE,  TELL  ME  WHY.  v 

OVER  THE  BEAUTIFUL  RIVER. 

NEVER  MEET  TROUBLE  HALF  WAY. 

YOU'RE  NOTHING  BUT  A   BUTTERFLY. 

I'M  GLAD  I'M  NOT  A  BACHELOR. 

ONE  DAY  I  WENT  A   COURTING. 
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That  Never  Empty  Cradle,  Twins  are  Bom. 

8UNG  BT  HAPPT  CAL  WA.ONZB.  ,j.  - .  v 


Never  empty  cradle,  thoagh  you're  in  my  care, 

With  your  precious  burden  to  be  fed; 
You're  a  precious  nuisance,  and  you  make 

me  swear. 
Keeping  me  out  of  my  snow-white  bed. 
With  her  pimpled  checks,  and  "Sairey 

Gampey  "  eyes, 
Nursey  pursey  came  one  winter's  morn ; 
Goading  me  to  madness  with  the  sweet  surprise; 
Crowded  was  the  cradle,  twins  were  bom. 
Chobus. 

Twins  are  in  the  cradle,  making  twenty-four, 
Sons  and  daughters  making  me  forlorn, 

I'll  go  to  the  "angel "  and  have  two 

penn'orth  more. 
Crowded  is  the  cradle,  twins  are  born. 

In  her  shady  bed-room  nurse  is  always  found, 

All  night  long  the  fut  old  humbug  sleeps, 
<Jr  bhe's  round  the  corner  standing  glasses  round. 

Drinking  till  she  gin  and  water  weeps. 
While  the  little  twinses  squalling  more  and  more. 

Swell  untill  they  burst  their  little  bed;     • 
And  one  little  angel  wallops  on  the  floor, 

Tumbles  from  the  cradle  on  his  head.    " 

Chorus. 
Twins  are  in  the  cradle,  making  twenty-four. 

In  my  side  they  are  a  dreadful  thorn. 
They  don't  sing  of  angels,  I  am  blessed  sure. 

Crowded  is  the  cradle,  twins  are  bom. 

Hang  the  blessed  cradle,  nearly  every  night. 

Just  as  I  get  into  my  first  snore; 
Twinses  with  the  quinses  wake  me  in  a  fright. 

Keep  me  up  till  half-past  three  or  four. 
Mother  sleeps  in  comfort,  says  she  knows  that  dad 

Sees  her  little  chicks  dont't  come  to  hurt, 
But,  po^  me  !  the  father,  I  get  cold  and  mad. 

In  my  cradle  costume,  that's  a  shirt. 
Chobus. 

Never  empty  cradle,  baby's  in  galore. 

Bachelors  against  it  I  would  warn; 
If  you  wed  your  angel,  you'll  find  it  is  a  bore, 

^Vhen  you  rock  the  cradle  in  the  mom. 

Who  would  be  a  father  when  he  knows  the  price. 

Sees  how  soon  the  punishment  begins  ? 
Half  a  dozen  times  I've  been  a  father  twice — 

Half  a  dozen  pair  of  healthy  twins. 
All  uiy  pieces  spent  and  all  my  peace  is  gone. 

All  my  friends  now  look  on  me  with  scorn ; 
Bay  there  is  no  reason  in  such  goings  on. 

Worn  out  is  the  cradle,  twins  are  bom. 

Chobus.  • 

Twins  are  in  the  cradle,  both  are  in  a  roar, 
"  Aroarer"  early  morning  to  adorn, 

Thev  make  pretiy  angels,  never  sure  before 
Were  such  little  cusses  ever  bom. 


That'll  Be  All  Eight 

8UNO  BY  icnnnE  lxz. 


:     vThe  Gentlemen  Coons  Picnic 

BT  L.  C.  DSWSS.  MUSIC  BT  J.  UJBBMEBT. 


Oh  !  here  we  are  on  parade,       ,<;>► 

Darkey's  light  and  free;  -u 

We're  oflf  to  the  G.  C.  Picnio,      ,; , . 

As  you  can  plainly  see.  ■;.  . 

We  always  march  in  single  file    . ', ; 

As  the  music  it  does  play; 
W^e're  going  to  have  a  jolly  time 

While  sailing  down  the  bay. 

Chorus.  -^^  • 

Then  mark  time,  keep  step,        >  C^ 

Forward,  march  mwny. 
As  the  ladies  pass  we  tip  our  hats, 

While  the  music  it  does  play. 
Dis  colored  corps  am  hard  to  beat. 

Our  tactics  are  a  trick' 
We're  on  our  way  to  spend  the  day 

At  the  gentlemen  Coons'  Picnic. 

Oh  \  we'll  have  lots  of  music, 

A  dance  and  singing,  too, 
"We're  bound  away  for  pleasure. 

With  a  rattling  jolly  crew. 
Ob  !  there's  the  whistle  blowing. 

The  boat  it  leaves  at  six; 
We  invite  you  a11  to  come  and  go 

To  the  Gentlemen  Coons'  Picnic. 


ChoTOs. 


Silence  and  Fun. 

WRITTEN  AND  BUNG  BY  FBANK  H'NISH. 


Why  don't  I  in  a  passion  get,  , 

Like  other  people  do. 
And  fly  around  in  jealous  rage, 

A-feeling  awful  blue  ? 
I'll  tell  you  why  I  take  it  cool, 

And  never  wish  to  fight. 
Because  the  world  turns  round  for  me^  -; 

And  that'll  be  all  rig^t.     ... 

Chobus. 

Oh  I  that's  what's  the  matter  with  m«,    . 

I'll  tell  you  a  story  to-night. 
When  mv  friends  get  angry  with  me,    >  : 

Oh  !  I'say  that'll  be  all  right. 

A  nice  young  man  not  far  from  here, 

I  think  that  he  loves  me; 
He  wants  to  marry  me  right  bad,  :  • 

Ant  I  think  I  will  stay  free. 
He  fumes  and  frets,  and  says  I'm  mean, 

And  calls  me  very  light; 
I  smile  and  say,  my  little  pet. 

Oh  !  that'll  be  all  right  Choras. 


I  am  going  to  show  you  all  this  evening. 

An  invention  of  my  own; 
It's  something  new  in  the  art  of  dancing. 

That  I  learned  when  but  a  boy  at  home. 
The  boys  all  called  me  crazy, 

And  said  I  would  surely  break  my  neck. 
But  all  of  it  came  to,me  so  natural. 

Not  one  trick  did  I  ever  yet  forget.    " ' 
Chobus. 

Oh  !  how  I  love  to  hear  my  music  so  sweet,  (sym.) 
It's  very  sound  seems  to  lift  me  off  my  feet,  (sym. )  i 
A  movement  here  and  another  there. 

To  the, music's  pretty  run,  * 

I  puzzle  the  people  entirely. 

With  my  original  silence  and  fun.    • 

Can  you  make  out  what  I  was  just  about, 

I  am  sure  that  I  don'tknow; 
The  only  explanation  I  can  give      ,-   .■-       V 

Is  that  the  music  makes  me  go. 
Don't  be  alarmed,  for  I'm  not  hurt, 

I'm  as  safe  as  you  sitting  where  you  are; 
Practice  makes  all  perfect  you  know, 

At  wonders  near  and  far.  Chorus. 


Teddy  Eeilly. 


WBITTEN  AND  SUNO  BY  DAN  NASH. 


Oh  my  heart  is  broke  in  fifty  lumps,    r 

And  my  back  is  bent  in  two. 
All  through  one  Teddy  Reilly,  > 

^Vho  to  me  has  proved  untrue.  -  . 

Teddy  sail'd  away  from  me 

Unto  a  foreign  part; 
Faith,  he  broke  my  nose  before  he  went. 

And  then  he  broke  my  heart! 

Chobub.  -  -. 

Oh  !  then  pity  the  misfortunes 

Of  a  poor  ould  cr'ature. 
Who  goes  out  a  waahing 

For  a  shilling  a  day. 
Whose  love  from  ma  has  parted. 

And  left  me  broken-hearted,  -...., -i 

Since  my  darling  Teddy  Eeilly  ' 

Crossed  the  great  big  sea. 

Oh  !  my  Teddy  was  the  finest  man 

That  ever  stole  a  cow,  ^ ! 

He  was  fond  of  a  drop  of  eye-water,      ;  ■ 

And  still  fonder  of  a  row. 
He'd  fight  from  night  until  moming^      ;: 

From  morning  until  night, 
And  he'd  always  practice  on  myself. 

Whenever  he  wants  to  fight.  Chorus. 


My  Loye  She  is  a  Fairy  Qaeen. 

My  love  she  is  a  fairy  queen- 
About  her  iiaoe  no  paint  is  seen; 
Her  pretty  foot  is  very  small. 
But  very  large  is  her  waterfall. 
Her  ankle,  too,  so  plump  and  fa^ 

r    It  makes  my  heart  go  pit-a-pat; 

I    Were  I  a  bee  upon  her  lip, 

t   I'D  stay  all  day  and  sip,  and  sip. 

Chokds. 

©h  !  she  never  flirts — she's  no  coquette; 
SShe  never  aeolds  nor  does  she  fret; 
fShe's  some  on  style,  and  fall  of  fun ; 
You  bet  your  life  she's  number  one. 

I  took  her  to  a  show  one  night, 

I  almost  knep  'twould  please  her  quite; 

And  as  we  sut  in  the  parquetto, 

liow  nice  I  felt  I  scarce  can  say. 

The  bell  it  rang,  the  curtain  rose, 

A  man  came  out  in  spangled  clothes, 

Entrancing  me  with  dashing  style, 

"While  to  my  love  he  gave  a  smile.        Chorus. 

To  see  my  love,  neit  day  I  went— 

To  pop  the  question  was  my  intent; 

Alas  !  poor  me,  I  felt  quite  sore 

To  hear  she'd  gone  in  a  coach  and  fonr. 

Her  mother  stjuealed  and  1  did  squall; 

She'd  took  her  trunk  and  waterfall? 

I  seiaeil  my  hat  to  the  show  I  ran. 

But  she'd  eloped  with  a  circus  man.     Chorus. 

The  Reason  we  Mortgaged  the  Farm- 
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We're  both  growing  aged  together. 

And  Jennie  has  left  the  old  farm ; 
To  walk  by  the  side  of  another, 

As  on  in  life's  journey  they  roam. 
And  John  who  was  tender  and  loving. 

Has  gone  in  the  pathway  to  harm ; 
And  left  his  old  parents  in  sorrow, 

To  suffer  or  mortgage  the  fanu. 

Chobus. 
It's  sad  to  be  aged  and  feeble. 

And  know  that  this  life  has  no  charms. 
But  when  in  old  age  we  are  ehildle*. 

How  painful  to  mortgage  the  farm. 
But  when  in  old  age  wo  are  childless, 

How  painful  to  mortgage  the  farm. 

,  ■  "We  thought  John  would  be  our  protection, 
For  he  was  so  kind  when  a  boy; 
And  Betsey  so  gentle  and  loving. 
Would  call  him  a  mother's  fond  joy. 
.  :.    But  he  was  led  off  by  companions, 
In  ways  that  bring  evil  and  harm; 
And  left  his  old  parents  fn  sorrow, 
To  suffer  or  mortgage  the  fiarm.         Chorus. 

It's  hard  to  be  loveless  and  childless, 

When  wrinkles  are  deep  on  the  brow; 
And  hair  has  grown  aged  and  whitened. 

With  footsteps  so  tottering  now. 
But  when  we  are  feeble  and  Lelplasa, 

With  none  to  protect  us  from  barm; 
We  only  can  suffer  in  silence. 

Or  tearfully  mortgage  the  farm.        Ohonu. 

FIEST  LOFE— To  M.  B.  W. 

From  der  happy  somerdays  gone  by. 
Still  gomes  der  shveet  perfume; 

Oont  efer  in  our  hearts  viil  lie 
Lofe's  first  exquisite  ploom. 

Oont  all  its  fragrance  vhill  8urTiTi> 

Mit  vinter  vinds  nnd  shnows, 
Oont  efer  keep  der  heart  alive — 

A  balm  for  gronadlesK  woes.  r.  t.  l. 
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SoNO  AND  Dance. 
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Here  we  are  two  Irish  Ttirks, 

You  can  tell  as  by  our  talk, 
They  say  onr  mugs  would  poison  rats, 

Jim  Kelly  and  John  Gawk. 
We  struck  the  town  not  long  ago, 

In  the  good  ship  Pinafore; 
Yon  can  see  we're  lively  dancers. 

When  we  jump  and  welt  the  floor. 

Chords. 
Bo  keep  your  eyes  upon  us  now, 

Just  while  you  have  a  chance;  _    ' 
We  are  funny  as  a  funeral, 

When  we  do  our  song  and  dance. 
In  the  night,  time  we  are  squeelers, 

In  the  day  we  carry  the  hod ; 
We  are  the  two  eccentric  tarrierfl 

From  away  across  the  Bod.   .  (Danoe.) 

We  just  eBoapod  from  Barnum's  show, 

We  got  out  of  two  glass  cases, 
We  took  the  prize  for  beauty. 

With  our  Chinese  Laundry  faces. 
If  any  girl  which  are  here  to-night. 

That  wants  to  get  a  mash. 
Put  a  personal  in  the  Blatter, 

Yon  can  bet  we  have  the  cash. 

^  «•»  ^ 

Pretty  Kitty  Carey. 


Chorus. 


8oNO  Ain>  Dance. 


BT  TOMICT  TTTCKER. 


In  a  tenement  house  not  far  away, 

Dwells  the  only  maid  I  love; 
Her  cheeks  so  red  like  roses  fair. 

Her  eyes  like  stars  above. 
And  when  I  meet  her  in  the  6v<>, 

Just  like  a  little  fainf, 
She  lays  her  head  upon  my  breast. 

Does  pretty  Kitty  Carey. 

Chorus. 

Every  mom  to  work  you'll  see  her  go,      (sym. 

And  she  loves  none  else  but  me,  I  ^ow,  (kym) 

She  always  wears  a  loving  smile, 

And  never  is  contrary. 

There's  not  another  girl  so  sweet 

As  pretty  Kitty  Carey.  (Dance.) 

She  helps  her  mother  all  she  CAn, 

Her  work  is  never  done; 
And  if  there's  angels  on  this  earth, 

My  darling  she  is  one. 
But  soon  you'll  hear  the  wedding  bells 

Ring  out  upon  the  air; 
My  heart  will  feel  so  light  the  day 

I  wed  my  Kitty  fair.  Chorus. 


,Now  asleep  in  thy  bosom  they're  lying. 

And  o'er  the  blest  patriots'  clay, 
O,  many  a  brave  boy  is  sighing, 


He  can't  emulate  them  to-day. 


Chorus. 


Farewell,  darling  home  of  my  childhood, 

I'll  wander  no  more  in  thy  bowers. 
Ah  !  never  again  in  the  wildwocd, 

I'll  cull  my  heart's  favorite  flowers. 
Oh  !  Erin  this  fond  heart  had  cherished 

A  dear  wish,  this  day  I'd  never  see. 
With  the  dead  and  the  true  I'd  He  perished. 

Than  part,  darling  mother  from  thee.    Cbo. 

You're  Nothing  bat  a  Butter-Fly- 

fVOBDS  ST  LOmSX  MAIXX)M  STENTON. 

ifXTSIO  BT  H.  P.  DANKB. 
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Here's  Freedom  to  Thee  Dear  Old  Ireland. 

Far  away  o'er  the  wild  raging  billow, 

From  the  mountains  and  valleys  I  lore, 
Ah  !  the  tear-drop  will  oft  stain  my  pillow. 

While  I  pray  to  the  Knler  above; 
To  look  on  my  country  and  bless  ker, 

Again  with  sweet  liberty's  smile, 
And  banish  the  cruel  oppressor. 

The  blight  and  the  scourge  of  our  isle. 
Chorts. 
Hero's  freedom  to  thee,  dear  old  Ireland, 

The  emerald  gem  of  the  sea; 
y  wcet  home  of  the  bog  and  the  mireland, 

My  heart  is  forcvor  with  thee. 

Dear  Erin,  past  ages  saw  riven 

Upfin  thy  fair  limbs  the  foul  chain. 

To  break  it  thy  s.  )ns  have  oft  striven, 
Alas  !  they  were  heroes  in  vain.  - 


Ton're  nothing  but  a  butter-fly,  •  -.*»^ 

'     That  flits  from  flower  to  flower; 
Y'ou  sweetly  smile  and  softly  sigh. 

As  sunbeams  chase  the  shower.  _ 

You  clasp  my  hand,  your  eves  seek  mine, 
/     You  say  you  love  me  well;  ^ 

'  And  that  most  rapturous  joy  divine* 
/     Must  e'er  your  bosom  swell. 
A  butter-fly,  a  butter-fly, 

A  butter-fly  are  you. 
And  from  each  rose-bud's  crimson  lips, 
You  sip  sweet  honey-dew. 

Y'ou'ro  nothing  but  a  butter-fly. 

And  now  you  seek  a  mate; 
Be  careful,  do  not  soar  too  high. 

The  flame  you  seek  too  late. 
The  sun  may  shine  on  many  lakes. 

The  lake  sees  but  one  sun ; 
But  he  who  late  in  life  partakes 

Of  love  sees  little  fun. 
A  butter-fly,  a  butter-fly, 

A  butter-fly  are  you. 
And  from  each  tose-bud's  crimson  lips, 

Y'ou  sip  sweet  honey-dew. 

You're  nothing  but  a  butter-fly. 

Your  wings  are  growing  stift'. 
And  yet  you  mount  up  to'rd  the  sky. 

While  at  old  time  you  sniff; 
You  seek  for  honey  all  the  day. 

In  fields  and  pastures  new; 
But  you  will  find  on  love's  highway. 

Less  sweet  than  bitter  rue. 
A  butter-fly,  a  bntter-fly, 

A  butter-fly  are  you, 
And  from  each  rose-bud's  crimson  lips 

You  sip  sweet  honey-dew. 


The  Eillarney  Musketeers. 

ADA  BTTBKXTT'B   OREAT  MARCHINO  SOXO. 

WORDS  BT  JOHNNY  MACK.  MTSIC  BT  DAN.  REESE. 
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CnoBcs. 


■^•^v 


All  face  about,  all  turn  around. 

And  raise  your  muskets  from  the  ground; 
They  marched  away  so  light  and  gay, 

Withheartsthat  knew  no  fear. 
Three  hundred  solid  Irish  boys. 

To  protect  our  homes  so  dear: 
So  let  us  join  together  now, 

And  give  them  hearty  cheers. 
And  raise  it  too,  for  the  boys  in  bltte. 

The  Killarney  Musketeers. 

To  night  my  boys  they're  going  to  give 

a  dashing  fancy  ball, 
Bepresenting  American  style  up  in 

McClellan  Hall, 
The  Skidmore's  in  full  uniform  along 

with  the  Brannigan's  Band, 
The  sixty-ninth  and  Musketeers  will 

parade  on  the  grand  stand. 
The  ladies  waving  American  flags,  'twill 

be  a  grand  display. 
Mingling  with  the  dreamy  waltz,  enjoying 

a  holiday, 
With  boys  so  true  dressed  up  in  blue 

we'll  give  three  hearty  cheers. 
For  the  best  parade  that  ever  was  made 

by  the  Killarney  Mnsketbers. 
'       ~  Chorus. 


Behold  the  Killarney  Mnsksteers  a 

walking  down  Broadway, 
With  bayonets  brightly  glistening,  and 

the  band  so  g«ily  play. 
They're  the  finest  soldiers  in  the  land  of 

cattle  not  afraid, 
And  they  shnw  the  people  how  t^ey  shine 

when  out  upon  grand  parade. 
Bee  the  stalwart  officers  and  privates  in  the  rear. 
The  captain  he  is  urging  on  the  men  that 

know  no  fear; 
So  let  UB  join  together  now,  and  give  three 

hearty  cheers. 
For  the  best  parade  that  ever  was  made 

^by,the  Killarney  Musketeers. 


■^^»  m 


.  ^Daisy  Dawne. 

M  JAXKB  V.  BABBETT. 


In  yonder  little  cottage. 
/   A  maiden  fair  does  dwell; 
And  with  a  true  affection, 
/    I  love  that  maiden  well. 
She's  pretty  as  a  picture, 
I     And  graceful  as  a  fawn. 
This  captivating  creature. 
My  darling  Daisy  Dawne. 

Cbobcs. 

Her  lips  are  like  the  cherry,    l: 
'     Her  eyes  like  -violets  bice. 

Her  teeth  are  white  and  pearly, 
i     Her  cheeks  a  rosy  hue. 

And  sunny  silken  tresses. 
In  graceful  ringlets  worn, 

Bedecks  the  fair  white  brow 
V.    My  darling  Daisy  Dawne. 

"Twas  in  a  dell  one  morning, 
'     Amid  the  verdtired  bowers, 
I  met  this  pretty  maiden, 

A  culling  fragrant  flowerr. 
Well  'tis  the  same  old  story, 

I  won  heart  that  mom. 
And  soon  she'll  be  f  >;evor. 

My  darling  Daisy  Dawne. 


of 


Chorus. 


Irish  Boarding  Honso  Ladies. 

We're  two  dacent  Irish  women. 

So  now  upon  us  smile. 
We've  just  been  down  to  luarket, 

It's  just  about  a  mile; 
We  landed  in  this  city 

Some  fourteen  years  ago. 
We  keep  an  Irish  boarding  house, 

At  forty-nine  Dutch  Eow. 

CnoBt^.  ■  ■-■ 

Her  name  is  Mrs.  Donahoe, 

And  her's  is  Mrs.  Shank, 
If  any  of  yez  want  a  wile. 

We've  money  in  the  Lank.        (Bepeat.) 

Oh,  now  we  must  be  goin^;. 

It's  nearly  dinner  time;  .   i     '  ■    ' 

Oome  to  our  house  and  get  a  meal,         '  ■.  * 

It  will  cost  you  but  a  dime. 
We  set  a  first-class  tabic,  .   , 

With  everything  so  neat,  -    I'    r 

We'll  give  you  ever^thirg  so  nice, 

The  grub  it  can't  be  beat. 


Chorus. 


*  iuc  CAW   i  fiaTTw  r:ifK\3[  :i\* 
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The  Cows  are  In  the  Corn.     -^  r^ 

OOPTMOHT  1878,    BT    K.    H.  HiJEtDOrO. 
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Oh  !  father's  gone  to  market  town,     ; 

He  was  up  before  the  day; 
And  Jamie's  after  robin's  nests,  ;/ . 

And  the  man  is  making  hay. 
And  whistling  down  the  noUow  goetf 

The  boy  that  minds  the  mill, 
While  mother  from  the  kitchen  door, 

Is  calling  with  a  will: 
Polly  !  Polly  !  the  cows  are  in  the  oom  I 
Polly  !  Polly  !  the  oows  are  in  the  oom ! 

From  all  the  misty  morning  air 

There  oomes  a  summer  sound, 
A  murmur,  as  of  waters,  comes 

From  ships,  and  trees,  and  ground; 
The  birds  tney  sing  upon  the  wing,  - 

The  pigeons  bill  and  coo. 
And  over  hills  and  hollow  rings 

Again  the  loud  halloo  ! 
Polly  !  Polly  !  the  cows  are  in  the  oom  i     , 
Polly  !  Polly  !  the  cows  are  in  the  com  I  ^ 

How  strange  at  such  a  time  of  day 

The  mill  should  stop  its  clatter;  , 

Tho  farmer's  wife  is  list'ning  now. 

And  wonders  what's  the  matter. 
Oh  !  wild  the  birds  are  singing  in  ' 

The  woodland  on  the  hill. 
While  whistling  up  the  hollow  goes 

The  boy  that  minds  the  mill. 
Polly  !  Polly  !  the  cows  are  in  the  corn  I 
Polly  1  Polly  !  the  oows  are  in  the  com  ! 

'  Neddy  With  The  Utoter  Coat.  > 

Oh  !  you've  all  heard  tell  of  the  great  Moldoon, 

The  famous  solid  man ; 
But  listen  now  to  this  gossoon, 

ril  amuse,  you  if  I  can. 
My  uncle  John  has  died,  poor  man, 

And  lelt  me  all  his  cash. 
So  I  went  and  bought  an  ulster  coat, 

An4  don't  I  look  quite  flash.  '      - 

Chords. 

Oh  !  the  world  may  wag,  but  I  can  brag 

I  am  free  from  care  and  labor, 
I  am  quite  sedate  with  my  largo  ulster. 

And  I  like  to  love  my  neighbor. 
The  ladies  fair  I  do  declare. 

Upon  me  they  all  dote, 
You  can  hear  them  sigh  as  they  cast  their  eye 

On  Neddy  with  tho  ulster  doat. 

Now  since  I've  got  my  nncle's  cash, 

I  think  I'm  no  small  drink, 
I  attend  all  sorts  of  good  old  sports. 

Likewise  the  skating  rink; 
And  my  word  I  pledge,  should  I  live  to  the  age 

Of  Methuselem's  famous  goat. 
That  you  never  saw  a  black  that  had  such  a  walk 

As  Neddy  with  his  ulster  coat.  Chorus. 

It's  seldom  yon  see  a  man  like  me, 

Who  has  got  such  education; 
I  attend  all  sorts  of  first  class  sports 

"To  gain  some  information. 
With  my  large  ulster  on  I  look  sedate. 

That  the  girls  upon  me  dote; 
S  are  the  duke  of  Connaught  would  stand       ' 

no  chance 

With  Neddy  and  his  ulster  coat.  Chorus. 

Johnny  Give  it  Over  or  You'll  Have  to 
Leave  the  House. 


I  never  was  a  lucky  swell. 

As  1  will  plainly  show; 
For  wine  and  women  was  my  game^ 

Wherever  I  did  go. 


v.: 


And  when  a  boy  I  would  annoy, 

By  stopping  out  all  night. 
And  g«ttmg  a  proper  scolding  in  th«  morning. 

Chorus.  »    j^_  •-^-  i.^f     -. . 

Johnny,  give  it  over,  1    a»' 

Or  you'll  have  to  leave  tho  boa8«b  \  •;,  ,;  '  -'. 

Johnny,  give  it  over,  '  '-1' 

You're  as  wicked  as  a  mouse,         v"      '   . 

My  boy  you  must  imorove,  '  ■     "" 

And  try  some  other  move,  ..:-'; 

Or  you  and  I  will  have  to  part  foreref. 

I  often  played  at  billiards. 

For  to  pass  the  time  away.     ;!        V"^^      :  . 
At  standing  liquor  to  my  pals 

I  always  bad  to  pay. 
I  never  spotted  out  the  horso  '• 

That  won  the  Derby  day. 
In  fact  I  never  was  a  lucky  fellow.        Ohoms. 

Now  when  my  money  it  waa  don«,     •     . 

I  always  sought  for  more. 
My  father  said  he'd  cut  me  off   t;.-.:  -.    ; 

And  send  me  from  his  door,   "•  '  * 

My  case  was  sad,  my  prospects  bad,:. 

Without  a  home  or  friend,  '     ' 

To  push  my  fortune  in  this  wickad  world. 

Chorus. 

I  thought  to  settle  down  in  Ufa 

If  I  oould  only  find  ,  ' 

A  girl  of  the  proper  sort,    •  "*  "    . 

Just  suited  to  my  mind,  .^  .  - 

At  length  I  found  a  single  maid 

To  double  me  for  life. 
So  she  and  I  were  married  on*  fine  morning. 

Chorus. 

Misfortune  seemed  to  follow  me 

Wherever  I  did  go, 
My  loving  wife  soon  noticed  this 

And  gently  told  me  so, 
I  promised  her  to  make  amends,  ' 

And  settle  down  for  life. 
To  lead  a  life  ef  happiness  forever. 


Chorus. 


The  Grave  of  Wolfe  Tone. 

SECrrXTIOM.  BT  T.  DAVIS. 


In  Bodenstown  churchyard  there  is  a  green  grave. 
And  wildly  along  it  the  winter  winds  rave; 
Small  shelter  I  ween,  are  the  ruined  walls  there. 
When  the  storm  sweeps  down  on  the 

plains  of  Kildarc. 

Once  I  lay  on  that  sod,  it  lies  over  Wolfe  Tone, 
And  thought  how  he  perished  in  prison  alone; 
His  friends  unavenged,  and  his  country  unfreed, 
"  Oh  I  bitter,"  I  said,  "is  a  patriot's  meed." 

"  For  in  him  Ihe  heart  of  a  woman  combined 
With  a  heroic  life,  and  a  governing  mind ; 
A  martyr  for  Ireland  his  grave  has  no  stone. 
His  name  seldom  named  and  his  virtues 

unknown." 

I  was  woke  from  my  dream  by  the  voic<>sand  tread 
Of  a  band  who  came  into  the  home  of  the  dead; 
They  carried  no  corpse,  and  they  carried  no  stone, 
And  they  stopped  when  they  came  to  the 

grave  of  Wolf  Tone. 

There  wore  students  and  peasents,  the  wise 

and  the  brave. 
And  an  old  man  who  knew  him  from  cradle 

to  grave. 
And  the  children  who  thought  me 

hard-hearted,  for  they 
On  that  sanctified  soil  were  forbidden  to  play. 

But  the  old  man,  who  saw  I  was  mourning 

*  there  said; 

We  come,  sir,  to  weep  where  young 

Wolfe  Tone  is  laid. 
And  we're  going  to  raise  a  monument,  too, 
A  plain  one,  yet  fit  for  the  simple  and  true. 

My  heart  overflowed,  and  I  clasped  his  old  luuid, 
And  I  blessed  him,  and  blessed  every  one 

of  hu  band. 


Sweat,  sweet,  'tis  to  find  that  such  fate  can  remain 
To  the  cause  and  the  man  so  long  van<iuiiibed 

and  slain. 

In  tho  Bordenstown  churchyard  there  is 

a  green  grave. 
And  tntlj  around  it  let  wintar  winds  rave; 
Far  batter  they  suit  him,  the  ruin  and  gloom. 
Till  Iraland,  a  nation,  can  build  him  a  tomb. 


li'Tla  a  Blosiom  from  our  Little  Willie's  Breast- 
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Since  Willie's  left  us  it's  so  lonely, 

No  more  his  cheery  voice  we  hear; 
He  was  my  darling,  yes,  mine  only. 

For,  oh  !  he  lov»d  hia  mamma  dear. 
His  rosy  cheeks,  his  eyes  of  heavenly  blue. 

The  smile  that  round  his  sweet  lips  playetl. 
His  curling  locks  of  solden  hue, 

But,  oh!  how  quickly  all  did  fade. 
Choscs. 
Alas  !  they  laid  him  in  the  cold,  cold  grave, 

His  little  spirit  is  at  rest; 
\jne  token  of  remembrance  I  havo  havwI, 

'Tis  a  blossom  from  our  Angel  Willie's  breast. 

While  all  around  my  boy  were  weeping, 

He  lay  so  silent  and  so  cold; 
It  seemed  that  be  was  only  sleeping. 

That  soon  he'd  prattle  as  of  ohl. 
I  knew  the  parting  moments  were  ho  luar. 

His  pale  cold  lips  to  mine  I  pressed. 
Upon  his  face  I  dropped  a  tear. 

And  plucked  this  blossom  from  his  brraKt. 

Chorus. 


Buck,  Buck,  Buck 

OB  HOW  MAirr  riNGEBS  DO  I  HOLD  UP. 


We're  all  been  youngsters  in^our  time. 

And  in  those  happy  days, 
We  all  used  to  enjoy  ourselves. 

With  different  Kjwrts  and  plays. 
But  if  there  is  a  game  I  uned 

To  like  more  than  the  rust. 
It's  when  we  play  at  buck,  buck,  buck. 

And  at  the  numbers  guessed. 

Cbobus. 

Buck,  buck,  buck,  buck,  buck,  buck. 
How  many  fingers  do  I  hold  up  ? 

Three  you  say,  and  three  there  is, 
Ho — now  then  you  may  rise  up. 

Fve  sepn  a  world  of  trouble  since, 

I've  had  my  share  of  woes. 
But  I  cannot  forget  tho  time. 

When  at  the  evening's  <;1okc. 
We'd  sit  around  the  cosy  fire, 

And  play  our  joyful  game, 
"When  I'd  nave  some  girl  on  my  knees, 


And  then  to  her  exclaim. 


Chorus. 


I  used  to  lauf.h  right  joyfully,  ;    .  '■ 

When  I  knelt  on  the  floor; 
For  when  I  guessed  the  numbor  wruiig. 

The  rest  of  them  would  roar. 
I'd  try  again,  but  all  in  vain, 

I  could  not  guofis  it  right. 
And  then  they  used  to  thnmu  my  back. 

And  scream  out  with  delight.  Chorus. 

Those  happy  days  are  gone  and  yet. 

Although  I'm  old  and  grey, 
I  always  join  the  little  ones. 

Whenever  they're  at  play. 
"niey  love  to  see  old  giandiad,  « 

It  makes -them  laugh  with  glee. 
When  I've  to  go  down  on  my  knees, 


And  then  they  say  to  me. 


Chorus. 
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1.  I'm    a      poor  old  worn  out  dar-key  I'ne    an    agwTcol  -  or  -  ed  man.      And  my   days  up  -  on    dis  earth  aiu    ve  -  ry      few; 

2.  It    waH      ou    dat    old  plau- tii- tiou   in    dat  good  old  Gcor-gia  state.  Where  dat  dar- key    hj    did  work  do  lire  long    day; 
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go  -  in',    yes    I'se     go   -  in'      to      dat    hap  •  py,    hap  •  py    land,        And  soon  I'll  hab    to    bid  yon  all      a  -  dieu. 
pick  -  ing     up      de     cot  -  ton      in       de   fleldH  wo     con  -  gro  -  gate.       From  ear  -  ly  morn  till  night  we"d  work  a  -  way. 
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mind  am   wuu  -  dcr  -  ii);^  bick     to     dem  days    so     long       a  -  go,       Dat's  be  -  fore  dis  poor  old  ilnr-key  was      set    free; 
days  dey  now    1  i'*   \fiii-is';r.I   mid    dis     dar  -  key    am       sa  (dad,      And  no  more  in    cru  -  el  bon-dago  wc     will    be; 
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I     wan    b«'Li    iu     b  >n-diisc    an.l  I     ucl)  -  er    cnn     for  •  gtt, 

oft       I        sil    iiU'l    }io;i-iL'r    and  I     mb  -  »t    can     for  -  ge^ 
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De  days  when    I     was    sold     in     sla    •   ve  -  ry. 
Do   davs  whfn     I      wu:;    sold      in      Rla    -    yo  -  ry.     I 
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Yes,  dem  davs  dev  now  tiro  i>nst,      .And   do     dar-kev's  froo     nt  lawt;    .Vnd  dem  cru  -  ol  days  we   neb  -  er  more  shall   see, 
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iiwd     to    weep  and    Irot;  And      I      nob  -  » r     cnn      for  -  get, 

,N      S      N  V     >      >      ,       .       ■ 


De  days  when     T      v/;^    koM     in      slu   -  vo   -   rv.    . 
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You'll  Miss  Me  When  We  Part. 
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Oh  !  can  j'ou  smile  on  others,  love, 

Forsaking  one  so  true;  "     ■ 

And  caa  fon  he  so  cruel  love,   ' 

To  Be«k  swe«t  love  anew. 
To  cast  me  from  your  tender  heart. 

Where  once  I  dwelt  alone. 
To  smile  and  say  tbiit  we  must  part    : 

In  cold  and  cruel  tone  ? 

Chohtis. 

Ton  miss  me  when  we're  parted,  love. 

You  miss  me  when  we  part, 
Tou'll  miss  me,  yes,  you'll  miss  me, 

Yon  wilU  miss  me  when  we  2)art. 

Though  now  you  say  thnt  I  no  moiv. 

Can  share  the  love  with  theo, 
Yon'll  mourn  yet,  love,  the  words  that  tore 

Your  cruel  heart  from  me. 
Though  now  your  love  to  me  you  tell, 

Has  found  another  heait. 
Though  uow  you  smile  and  s,ay  farewell, 

You'll  miss  me  w  hen  wu  part.  Chorus. 

Though  now  to  me  yoti  are  so  cold 

Yoa'll  wish  me  back  again, 
And  love's  sweet  tales  that  onco  we  told, 

Shall  cause  your  heart  much  pain. 
Then  should  you  And  that  I  alone. 

Can  share  the  heart  with  thee, 
Ah  1  come  and  claim  me  as  your  own. 

For  I  shall  e'er  be  true.  Chorus. 
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Little  Sunshine  Come  to  Me. 
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I  am  waiting  for  you  Sunshine, 

In  the  lovely  mossy  valo, 
Where  in  days  of  joy  and  gladness, 

I  first  told  you  love's  sweet  tale. 
Then  1  whispered  words  as  loving. 

As  fond  heart  could  otl'er  th<e; 
Now  in  answer  to  my  pleading. 

Little  Sunshine  come  to  me. 

(,'HOKfS. 

Hear  mo  whisper  little  Sunshine, 

Of  the  love  1  give  to  thee. 
While  my  heart  is  ever  calling. 

Little  Sunshine  come  to  me. 
While  my  heiut  is  ever  calling. 

Little  Sunshine  come  to  me. 

Yoti  will  never  little  Sunshine, 
Find  a  love  more  warm  an<l  true. 

Than  the  love  my  heart  would  otfer, 
In  its  botindless  wealth  to  you. 

And  if  you  will  make  me  happy. 
Let  your  answer  loving  be. 

While  my  heart  is  fondly  calling. 


Little  Sunshine  come  to  me. 


Chorus. 


I  am  waiting,  little  Sun.shine, 

For  the  music  of  your  voice. 
And  your  smiles  of  love  so  thrilling. 

Which  will  make  my  heart  rijoice. 
I  would  claim  you  ere  the  dawning 

Of  the  morning  bright  we  see. 
Will  you  heed  my  loving  whisper. 

Little  Sunshine  come  to  me.  Chorus. 


Elnora- 
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The  grass  is  growing  rank  and  greon. 

Where  oft  in  childliooil  we  have  strayed. 
The  flowers  are  fairest  over  seen,  ■; 

Within  the  pretty  woodland  ghvd*.  .''  '«»> 
The  growing  grain  is  ripening  fast,    ^   ^.. ., 

The  reapers  song  is  ftill  of  glee,        ' '  ■       "' 
But  days  we  loved  for  aye  aro  past. 

Yes,  ever  past  to  you  and  mo. 
The  brooklet  glides  ahmg  the  vales. 

The  song  bird  warbles  on  the  wing. 
The  pear  trees  rustle  in  the  gales 

That  summer's  sunny  presence  bring. 

When  I  was  but  a  sportive  (^hild. 

In  days  of  bliss  now  gone  for  aye; 
I  wandered  through  the  woodland  wild, 

And  with  dear  schoolmates  used  to  play. 
And  you,  Elnora,  was  my  pride. 

The  bonnie  lass  I  loved  so  well, 
I  dreamed  that  you  would  be  my  bride, 

.\nd  we  in  happiness  would  dwell. 
The  cottage  fires  would  brightlj-  bum. 

As  winter's  chilling  breezes  come. 
To  that  delightful  spot  I'd  ttim, 

A  welcome  guest  in  Nora's  home. 

The  golden  years  too  soon  have  fled. 

And  sorrow  tills  this  heart  of  mine. 
For,  Nora  slumbers  with  the  deatl. 

My  Nora  in  the  courts  divine. 
The  cottage  has  no  charm  for  me,  ' 

I  wait  thy  loving  whisper  como. 
I  long  to  ever  dwell  with  thee. 

Ami  leave  this  lone  deserted  home  ! 
The  blissful  days  of  life  are  o'er. 

Since  Nora  8leei)s  beneath  the  sod, 
My  lonely  home  I'll  seek  no  more,  ■'    • 

But  turn  to  Nora  and  my  God. 

When  Courting  Huldah  Brown. 
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We  re  not  Crazy,  but  Insane. 

BT  JOHNSON  AND  SWAIM. 

•■?':..      1    'St ■  ;  ^ 

They  Ray  ns  nigs  are  cr.izy,  but  we're  not, 

We're  hapjiy  when  wc  juniji  ahotit  and  sing. 
We  will  show  you  all  on  this  here  spot. 

In  what  funny  sliapes  we  iiigsonrsilvesdo  fling. 
We  learned  to  dance  where  the  cane  and 

cotton  grow. 
You,  our  piekanniny  antics  we  will  show. 
In  your  seats  now  all  remiuu,  and  you'll 
I '(  see  it's  very  plain, 

^'w'We  darkies  are  not  craay,  but  insane.  ... 

We  could  not  stop  our  antics  if  we  tried, 

We're  the  liveliest  colored  gentlemen  in 

the  State, 
At  night  time  to  the  bed-posts  we  are  tied. 

For  making  fun  we  crazy  nigs  are  great. 
You  do  not  understand  our  funny  ways, 

You  think  we  are  two  wild  lunatic  jays,    .  ._  " 
In  your  scats  now  all  remain,  and  you'll 

it's  very  plain, 

Wo  darkies  are  not  crazy,  but  iiusaiic. 
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The  shearing  time  has  como  arounil. 

And  planting;  times  were  o'er; 
When  in  my  htart  of  love  I  found. 

The  need  of  soiiietlilrig  more. 
Two  eyes  of  blue  had  pierced  me  through. 

And  cupid  won  renown. 
By  leading  me  in  rapturo  to 

The  home  of  Ifuldah  Brown. 

CnoRrs. 
Those  eyes  of  bbie  had  pierced  me  through. 

Were  softly  drooping  down; 
When  she  vv\>s  told  I  come  to  woo. 

The  pretty  Huldah  Brown; 
When  she  was  told  T  come  to  woo, 

The  pretty  Huldah  Brown.  ' 

Your  fatht  r  keejis  fine  sheep  I  hear, 

I  said  to  break  the  ice. 
But  then  I  think  he's  rather  dear, 

I  mean  he's  high  in  price. 
Then  Huldah  blushed,  and  I  blushed  too, 

I  thought  1  saw  a  frown ; 
But  said,  1  meant  it  all  for  you, 

You  charming  Huldah  Brown.  Chorus. 

My  chair  drew  nearer  to  her  side. 

Her  lips  were  rosy  red;  ' 

She  cotild  not  speak,  but  looked  and  sighed, 

And  then  I  kissed lier  head; 
But  just  a  fortnight  from  that  day, 

I  drovr  lur  tip  to  town. 
And  wheli  the  old  sijnire  liad  his  say. 

There  was  no  Huldah  Brown.  Chorus. 


Spoiling  for  a  Beau. 

BY  HARRY  M'aVOT. 


•JP.:" 


Oh  !  dear,  I  am  so  lonesome, 

I  don't  know  what  to  do, 
The  reason  I  will  ti  II  you 

Why  I  am  so  awful  blue. 
I  want  to  get  a  fellow. 

Who'll  to  me  always  stick. 
Who,  whtu  I  ask  for  greenbacks. 

Was  never  known  to  kick. 

Chorus.   .■■■         , 

Oh  !  tell  me  where  I'll  find  him, 
I'd  really  like  to  know;  : 

There  is  no  us«Mn  talking,    .  I 

I'm  spoiling  for  a  beau. 


I'd  like  to  have  one  handsome. 

And  always  full  of  gloi'. 
Who'd  treat  and  kiss  me  often, 

Twould  suit  me  to  a  T. 
I'd  like  to  have  one  nobby. 

Who  on  the  sqtiare  would  deal. 
Who'd  whij)  his  weight  in  w  ild  cats. 

And  eat  u  good  bquare  meal.  Chorus. 


Brave  Dragoon.         ' 

BT  HARRY  M'aTOT.  STTNO  BX  EMMA  BOT.ERS. 


Oh  !  my  love  is  a  handsome  brave  dragoon. 

And  off  to  the  wars  he's  gone; 
He'd  said  he'd  come  back  to  me  soon. 

Yet  now  I  am  all  forlorn. 
But  when  he  does  return  again,         \      .        ^ 

And  the  guns  are  roaring  loud. 
With  screaming  fifes  and  beating  drums, 

'Twill  make  mc  feel  so  proud. 

CUOBUS.    .-'"■  ..  ■.  I 

Right  face,  left  !     Forward  !    March  ! 
Keep  time  to  the  tune,  (Drums.) 

He's  n  handsome  bravo  dmgdon.   , 

But  if  he  should  fall  on  a  battle  field. 

He'd  die  like  a  soldier  brave, 
For  I  know  with  fife  he'd  never  yield. 

Nor  fill  a  coward's  grave.      ,     ';    |.'         ,. :   .' .. 
Although  I'd  weep  and  mourn  for  liim    .  j     . 

Yet  my  heart  would  fill  with  joy, 
To  know  he  died  as  true  as  steel —  [    ■'.'.  >.  \^'  |*  ■ : 

My  own  brave  soldier  boy.  Chorus. 


% 
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Wait  Till  The  Days  Are  Colder. 

I'm  oourtinp;  a  charminR  little  creature, 

Whose  Dttme  I  shall  not  tell ; 
She's  perfect  in  figure  and  in  feature. 

And  other  things  as  well. 
I  met  her  tirst  upon  a  Monday. 

And  asked  if  kindly  she 
Would  meet  me  ou  the  following  Sunday, 

■\\Tien  thus  she  answered  me. 

Chorus. 
Wait  till  the  days  are  colder,  : 

Wait  till  the  nights  are  dark; 
Wait  till  you  grow  older 

Than  Noah's  ancient  Ark. 
Wait  till  the  cows  come  up,  or 

Till  ])igs  dy  in  the  air,  ■       ; 

Then  U'  you  are  inclined,  and  I  never 

cliiinge  my  mind, 

You  shall  have  your  wish,  I  swear. 

Well,  somehow  or  other,  I  did  meet  her 

At  the  appointed  time; 
To  a  dr've  in  the  country  I  did  treat  her. 

Where  wo  got  jolly  soou.  ,  ^ 

To  bill  and  coo  I  did  begin  it. 

And  for  a  kiss  I  did  try. 
When  in  J'  ears  she  boxed  'em  in  a  minute, 

With  these  words  in  reply.  Chorus. 

We'd  our  tea's  very  cosy  in  the  garden, 

Just  a  few  miles  out  of  town; 
Still  her  heart  all  the  more  it  did  harden, 

As  she  put  the  good  things  down. 
For  when  I  fondly  tried  to  squeeze  her, 

And  begged  shed  be  my  bride, 
The  idea  didn't  seem  to  jjlease  her. 

For  stiffly  she  replied.  Chorus. 

Yet,  in  spite  of  this  very  cool  rejection, 

I  called  on  her  next  night. 
When  she  said  that,  after  some  reflection. 

She  loved  lue— honor  bright ! 
So  I  ordered  the  breakfast  and  the  carriage, 

For  our  glorious  wedding  day; 
Tho'  I  trust  on  the  evening  after  marriage, 

I  shall  not  hear  her  sav.  Chorus. 


Dear  Little  Sunshine  Tell  Me  Why. 
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She's  Just  as  Sweet  as  Weet  Can  Be- 
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She's  just  as  sweet  as  sweet  cj^n  be, 

My  little  blue-eyed  Belle; 
The  sunshine  of  a'  thousand  hearts, 

The  one  I  love  so  well. 
Her  hair  is  like  the  dawn  of  day,  /  : 

Her  cheeks  like  roses  red. 
Hot  age  is  only  seventeen, 

The  nicest  time  to  wed. 

Chorus. 

She's  just  as  sweet  as  sweet  can  be, 

No  rose  is  half  so  fair, 
A  bonnie,  winsome,  blue-ej'ed  belle,       - 

My  lasH  with  golden  hair. 

She's  just  a.s  sweet  as  sweet  sweet  can  be, 

Wifh  sweets  of  love  combined; 
No  other  lass  ishftlf  so  fair, 

No  maiden  half  so  kind. 
Her  smile  is  charming  to  behold. 

Her  tears  are  like  the  dew; 
And  she  is  now  at  seventeen. 

The  sweet  of  sweets  to  me. 


Chorus. 


She's  just  as  sweet  as  sweet  can  be. 

With  eyes  like  stars  of  night: 
Her  lovely  form  is  tall  and  straight, 

Her  brow  is  spotless  white. 
And  if  I  tell  you  how  she  love.s, 

Don't  win  my  lass  from  me;         ' 
Her  heart  is  ever  warm  and  true, 

She's  sweet  as  sweet  can  be. 


Chorus. 


Faddy  NUand's  Hop. 

BT    TOKY  FASBELL. 


I 


Dear  little  Sunshine,  tell  me  why, 

You  do  not  love  as  others  love  ? 
Of  my  fond  whispers  you  seem  shy. 

And  timid  as  a  friglitened  dove. 
No  other  lips  have  pressed  on  mine, 

Affections  token  pure  an  1  sweet; 
No  other  lips  shotUd  give  to  thine 

The  kiss  so  warm  when  lovers  meet. 

Chorus. 

Dear  little  Sunshine,  tell  m3-why, 
You  will  not  soothe  my  heart  with  love; 

Of  all  my  kisses  you  seem  shy. 
And  timid  as  a  pretty  dove. 

Dear  little  Sunshine,  tell  me  why. 

My  love  can  never  win  your  smile  ? 
Are  there  no  hours  of  pleasure  nigh. 

No  coming  years  that  will  beguile. 
If  you  would  speak  one  word  to  cheer,    ■ ; 

And  of  my  pure  love  seem  less  shy, 
My  heart  would  hold  no  one  ♦so  dear. 

Then  little  sunshine  tell  me  why.      Chorus. 

Dear  little  Sunshine  tell  me  why, 

You  turn  from  love  so  warm  and  true  'i 
■Why  should  your  pure  heart  pulseless  lie, 

AV'hile  mine  beats  wildiy  hots  i^ZT  you 
Too  late,  the  lava-tide  of  love, 

May  thrill  yoiu  heart  as  mine  is  tl  rilled,    • 
And  lea\e  you  like  a  wounded  dove, 

The  fount  of  your  affection  chilled.     Chorus. 


Ship  Ahoy,  my  Hearties,  send  a  Boat  Ashore ! 

I'm  captain  of  a  coasting  brig. 

That's  called  the  "  Sprightly  Sue;"     /. 

A  mate  a  cook,  and  four  good  men, 

Is  all  my  regular  crew.  .'    \ 

AVhenever  I  come  near  to  land, 

I  always  come  ashore,  ;    ; 

And  when  I  want  to  board  i^ain, 

.  Thia 'ere  I  do  roar. 

Chorus.        .;>■■,-''■--. 

■:-     ■■■■If  \.  ,,.,,.-  --'--■- 

Ship  ahoy,  my  hearties,  send  a  boat  ashore  ! 
Sliip  ahoy,  ship  ahoy,  send  a  boat  ivshoro  I 
Don't  you  hear  me  odling,  can't  you 

hear  mc  bawling, 
Ship  ahoy,  my  hearti««,  send  a  boat  ashore  ! 

I  came  ashore  this  morning. 

For  the  grub  was  running  short; 
I  bought  the  meat,  and  in  standing  treat, 

I  paid  for  many  a  quart; 
I  promised  I'd  be  back  at  six—     ;         - 

It's  getting  late  I  fear; 
I've  shouted  to  'em  forty  times. 

Yet  I  can't  make  them  hear.  Chorus. 


i  thought  I'd  shouted  loud  enough, 

To  nearly  wake  the  dead, 
But  not  a  living  soul  has  stirred, 

Not  even  the  figure  head. 
It's  getting  rather  chilly. 

So  I'll  have  another  drain,        -{'^ 
But  ere  I  go  I  think  *hat  I 

Will  try  my  luck  again.  .) 


Chonis. 


Oh  !  lor,  whatever  I  shall  do, 

I  quite  forgot  till  now. 
My  wife  this  voyage  sails  with  me- 

There's  sure  to  be  a  row; 
I'm  sober  as  a  judge.  I  am; 
;    She'll  swear  me  down  I'm  tight. 
And  won't  there  be  a  shindy 

If  I  stay  ashore  all  night. 


Chorus. 


We  will  t^ll  you  of  a  party. 

Where  we  h.\d  lots  of  fun ; 
The  V)ovs  and  girls  assembled  there. 

You  i>et  'twas  nnml>er  one. 
We  danced  the  quadrille  lanciers. 

O'er  and  o'er  again. 
Till  Peggy  Murphy  she  got  drunk. 

And  both  her  legs  got  lame. 
We  then  went  in  the  kitchen. 

Knocked  turkey  out  of  sight. 
At  I'addy  Niland  s  party 

In  the"  sweet  Eighth  Ward  last  night. 

Supper  it  is  over. 

And  Niland  filled  the  can; 
Ue  said  ho  was  a  cousin  to 

Muldoon  the  solid  man.  '  ^ 

Such  singiug  and  such  dancing. 

Was  never  had  before; 
Hands  all  round  ami  balance  all. 

On  Pat  Niland's  kitchen  floor. 
W^e  went  in  the  parlor, 

Drank  ale  till  we  got  tight. 
At  Paddy  Niland's  )Mirty 

In  the  sweet  Eighth  'VV'ard  last  nifi^t. 

Sweet  Persimmoni. 


BY  EP,  HAERIOAK, 


HCSXt-  BT  DAVS  BBX> 


Where  de  sweet  magnolia  grows, 
AVhere  de  big  Tombigl>ee  flows. 
Where  do  cotton  blooms  in  rows. 
We  eat  do  sweet  persimmons.  „. 

Chorus. 
Oh  !  Lucy,  my  sweetness. 

As  ha|)py  as  a  bumble-bee-be«-b««. 
Just  blow  de  horn,  de  darkies  am  gone 

To  de  sweet  persimmon  tree. 

DUETT.  ;    "7 

By  de  light  of  de  moon. 
When  de  old  racoon 

Am  looking  at  you  and  me, 
It's  dere  I  meet  my  Lucy  so  sweet, 

'Neath  the  old  persimmon>tree. 

Sweet  potatoes  am  berry  fine,  ■'    ■ 

Big  yaller  pumpkin  on  de  vine, 
Bless  your  soul,  dey  can't  keep  timo, 
Along  with  the  sweet  persimmons. 

Chorus  and  Dnett 

Coine,  my  lovO:  just  give  me  a  boost, 
■We'll  eat  de  meat  and  drink  de  juice, 
1,  goU^',  it  makes  me  feel  so  loose, 
Dem  Lcions  sweet  persimmons. 

Chorus  and  Dneti. 


Don't  Give  it  Away. 

BY  BABBT  m'aVOT. 


There's  many  slang  words  nowadays. 

That  gain  a  great  renown; 
"  It's  "  lake  a  drop,"  "  Go  bag  your  head." 

Perhaps  it's  "Go  lay  down.' 
"  Won't  you  ever  tumble  to  yourself?" 

You  hear  it  every  day. 
"It's  all  right  over  the  left  you  know. 

But  don't  you  give  it  away." 

Chorus. 

*'  Don't  give  it  away," 
That's  what  the  girls  all  say, 
"  When  you  get  a  thing,"  boys, 
Why,  "don't  you  give  it  away." 

I  met  a  gent  the  other  day, 

Who  was  on  a  jolly  lark. 
Says  he  to  me,  "My  dear  young  maid. 

Will  you  meet  me  in  the  park  ? 
W^e'U  have  champagne  and  oyster  stews. 

And  everything  that's  gay; 
I  think  I II  have  to  take  it  in. 

But  ' '  don  t  you  give  it  away. "  Chora^ 


. 
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The  Weary  Heart  is  Still. 

To  the  memory  of  our  lamented  President, 
James  A.  Garfield,  whose  martyrdom  and  pain- 
tbl  death  iius  thrilled  the  pulses  of  the  nation 
with  grief. 

.'  .  BY  TH£0.  D.  C.  MIliXB,  M.  D. 

COPTBIOHT,  1881  BY  WM.  J.  A.  UZDEB. 


Death  entered  to  the  Capitol, 

With  slow  and  painful  tread; 
And  one  who  was  our  President 

Is  numbered  with  the  dead. 
The  nation's  pulses  thrill  with  pain, 

y'rom  hill  top  to  the  sea. 
As  to  his  sepulchre  we  bring 

The  lears  of  millions  free. 

;  V  Chobus. 

A  noble  heart  has  ceased  to  beat. 

And  millions  weep  to-diiy,         ^'        . 
O'er  one  who  was  our  president, 
A  lifeless  form  of  elay. 

Death  walketh  in  tho  Capitol, 

As  in  a  lowly  home; 
And  to  the  loyal  and  the  true, 
•     Iv.  sternly  whispers,  como  ! 
That  heart  of  oak  has  ceased  to  beat. 

His  smiles  no  more  we  see; 
Deuth  beareth  from  tho  Capitol 

The  r\iler  of  tho  free.  Chorus.^ 

That  parting  scene  with  children  dear. 

Our  tender  heart-strings  thrill; 
Oh  '.  what  an  agony  of  grief, 

-.rushed  by  that  noble  will. 
Ihe  silence  of  such  sufl'ering, 

None  but  a  hero  bears; 
And  all  tbttt  marks  heroic  deeds. 

Our  martyred  ruler  shares.  Chorus, 

Death  goeth  to  the  Capitol, 

Ard  strikes  a  painful  IjIow; 
It  tukes  our  wounded  President, 

And  kaveth  he^irts  of  woe. 
But  he  who  rose  Irom  want  to  fame. 

By  -^a  unaided  will. 
Has  only  gone  to  rest  from  toil, 

His  weary  heart  is  still  ! 

Mary  Ann  McGuire. 


Chorus. 


I  will  tell  you  of  a  lady  that  you're  alwaj's 

sure  to  meet. 
Any  evening  that  you're  strolling  down 

the  town; 
You  would  think  she  was  a  Duchess,  as' 

she  walks  along  the  street, 
Vfitb  aer  Jersey  on  that  cost  her  half  a  crown; 
The  gents  all  ston  and  stare  at  her  lovely  ' 

golden  hair, 
And  there's  something  in  her  style  that 

I  admire. 
It's  everybody's  aim  to  obtain  the  darling's  name, 
WMch  you'd  never  think  was  Mary  Ann 

McGtiire. 

Chohus.  I 

She  sarves  two  shillin'  tay,  down  in 

Market  Street  all  day, 
Though  it's  stuflF  for  which  she  doesn't  care  a  lig 
She  '..^n  spake  in  French  and  Latin,  and 

the  German  she's  quite  pat  in, 
To  complete  her  education  she  can 

dance  an  Irish  jig. 
( Dance. ) 

Now  her  father  earns  his  living  in  the 

best  way  that  he  can. 
Though  the  way  he  does  it  no  one  can  find  out; 
Hei  brother  he's  a  scholar,  and  a  very  clever  man. 
But  like  his  father  seems  to  know  his  way 

about; 
Her  .-.other— bless  the  mark — is  what  some 

would  call  a  ' '  bark,** 
And  to  rear  her  children  well  is  her  desire. 
So  she  gave  an  education  and  obtained  a  situation 
For  her  only  daughter,  Mary  Ann  McGuire. 

Chorus. 


When  her  business  is  all  over,  in  the 

evening  she  goes  out. 
With  a  lot  of  other  girls  to  have  a  lark. 
They  go  down  to  Belle  Vue  Gardens,  where 

they  romu  and  dance  about, 
With  some  well-dressed  snoDbish 

lah-di-dah-di  spark ; 
When  Miss  Mary  Ann  Gets  back,  at  her 

mother  she  looks  black, 
If  to  know  where  she  has  been  she 

should  require, 
Then  she  comes  out  rather  strong,  in  the 

langaage  of  Hong  Kong, 
She's  a  lady  every  inch  is  Miss  McGuire. 

Oboras. 


1 


I. 


Stop  as  Long  as  Yon  used  to. 

I  know  a  jolly  old  bachelor. 

Who  lives  next  door  to  me. 
Though  he  is  thought  a  bit  of  a  bore 

In  jolly  good  company. 
For  he  is  such  an  inquisitive  man. 

That  if  you  ere  should  meet. 
He'll  button-hole  you  if  he  can. 

And  give  you  tho  following  treat. 

CHOBrs. 

Does  your  mother  take  in  washing  ? 

Has  she  sold  her  mangle  ? 
What's  become  of  the  old  piano. 

Your  sister  used  to  strangle  ? 
Has  your  father  plenty  of  work  ? 

Does  he  still  get  boozed,  too  ? 
Tell  me  all  tho  particulars. 

And  stop  as  long  as  you  used  to. 

Now  this  old  man  has  lots  of  wealth. 

So  he's  not  without  a  few 
Choice  friends,  who'll  call  to  drink  his  health. 

And  borrow  a  pound  or  two. 
But  the  old  man  cross-examines  them  so. 

That  they're  glad  to  get  away 
As  rich  as  they  came,  and  as  out  they  go, 

With  a  grin  on  his  face,  he  will  say.       Cho. 

This  bachelor's  blessed  with  a  lovely  niece. 

His  heiress,  so  they  say; 
So  I  thought  I'd  try  and  be  in  piece, 

And  told  my  love  one  day. 
"  Oh  !  speak  to  my  uncle,  sir,"  she  said. 

With  his  consent  we'll  wed;" 
So  I  asked  him  if  she  could  be  my  bride. 

When  he  drew  me  aside,  and  said.      Chorus, 

The  ladies  give  him  their  sweetest  smiles, 

And  flatter  and  coax  him  so; 
But  he  can  see  through  their  artful  wiles. 

Though  his  knowledge  he  does  not  show. 
They  make  him  presents  of  gloves  and  ties. 

And  handkercniefs  white  as  snow; 
Which  he  will  wave  before  their  eyes, 

As  he  asks  with  a  chuckle  and  u  crow.     Cho. 


Johnily  is  Tonr  Father  Working^. 

SCNO  BY  C.  P.  HTI.AI«D. 


Now  I  am  a  boy  just  come  from  Kerry, 

Just  arrived  in  this  fine  town, 
When  I  landed  in  Castle  Garden, 

For  a  gawk  they  put  me  down, 
I  about  tor  work  went  hunting, 

Devil  a  care  what  it  might  be; 
When  I  asked  to  see  the  "main  guy," 

This  is  what  they'd  say  to  me. 

Chorcs. 

Arrah,  Johnny,  is  your  father  working, 

Is  his  name  upon  the  book  ? 
Johnny,  is  your  father  working. 

Or  has  he  lost  his  cotton  hook  ? 
He's  the  boy  when  on  the  fuddle, 

Can't  he  drink  his  beer  for  nix  ! 
He's  the  boy  can  use  a  shovel 

Trimming  round  a  pile  of  bricks. 


Now  one  fine  day  a  job  I  landed 

From  a  builder,  slacking  lime. 
Twenty  shillings  a  day  he  gave  me. 

And  I  had  my  overtime; 
Sometimes  1  ^oes  up  a  ladder  | ' 

With  the  hod  just  like  a  Turk,  ' 

To  a  man  that's  on  the  top, 

Shure  he's  the  boy  does  all  the  work.     Cho. 

Now  nine  and  twenty  years  I'm  married. 

And  I  have  a  lot  of  boys. 
And  every  time  the  house  I  enter,       >       ' 

They're  always  making  a  terrible  noise. 
I've  a  pair  of  lovely  daughters. 

Handsomer  you  coultl  not  wish. 
You  should  see  their  smiling  faces, 

>Vhen  they  sit  down  eating  fish.         Chorus. 

Cheating  Girls  at  Twilight.       ;    • 

BT  BITTB  THE  OLEANEB,  FOB  JEPP£  A  FANMIE  DE1.ASO. 

I've  met  mv  darling  after  dark,  |     V,; 

Her  cheeks  were  red  and  white; 
She  smiled,  I  blushed  because  you  see 

I  was  not  sober  quite. 
She  said,  oh,  laws !  what  ails  you,  George  ? 

Said  I,  don't  ask,  I  pray; 
And  as  sure  as  I'm  alive. 

She  walked  off  the  other  way. 
Chobus. 
So  cheating  girls  at  twilight. 

Is  not  so  very  smashing; 
For  when  you're  trying  to  fool  them. 

They  grow  a  heaj)  more  dashing. 

But  don't  you  think  that  I  was  right, 

Oh,  no  !  you  bet,  for  I  had 
Only  had  a  glass  or  two 

Of  soda  on  the  sly.  i;  .     ■•:  ,. 

Ah,  well,  I  did  not  say  a  word. 

But  what  I'm  going  to  tell- 
And  these  were  simply,  kiss  me,  dear, 

Said  she,  what's  that  I  smell  ?  Chorus. 

The  sequel  of  this  story  is, 

Like  all  such  things  you  see; 
I  tried  to  fool  the  girl,  but  found. 

That  she  was  fooling  me. 
For,  one  fine  evening  afterward, 

I  met  her  on  the  street; 
She  merely  bowed,  and  whispered  low, 


You've  missed  it  on  the  cheat. 
^    «•!    ^   

Pat  and  Dennis  Carney. 


Chorus. 


WOKDS  AND  MrSIC  BY    FBA.NK  BINNET. 

SUNG  BY  BDTOEY  A  FIUINE. 

COPYKIOHT  1881,    BY  WM.  J.  A.   LJEDEB. 

Ali,  BIOHTS  RESERVED. 

The  Music  of  this  song  is   published  at   Wm.  J  A. 

Lleder's  extensive  Music  PubllshiDtr  House    No  so 

Chatham  str.-ei,  N.  V.  and  will  be  sen'r  post 

paid,   to  any  address,   on  rei  elpt  of  prtce 

40  cents  In  postage  stamps. 

We  were  born  in  a  little  mud  cabn,      * 
With  the  roof  all  covered  with  moss. 

Where  the  grunt  of  the  pigs  in  the  morning, 
Kept  harmony  with  the  old  boss'. 

■When  a  child  we  were  fed  upon  praties. 
But  now  we've  rose  to  manhood's  estate, 

We  are  known  on  the  street  by  each  one  that 

VL'A     TV)  f%C^t 

As  the  "Carney's, "  Pat  and  Dennis  so  neat. 
.     ''  Chobcs. 

We  come  from  Killamey  by  the  lakeside,     v     • 
Where  the  lads  and  lassies  on  the  jaunting 

«T  .     .^  c*''  ride. 

We're  Pat  and  Dennis  Carney  from  the 

lakes  of  sweet  Killamey, 
In  the  land  where  the  apple  praties  grow.      , 

In  a  steamship  we  sailed  'cross  the  ocean^  y 

To  better  our  fortunes  you  see,  >  . , 

But  divil  a  bit  of  luck  have  we  had  here,  ; -f 

We're  as  wretched  as  wretched  can  be.  • 
We  sigh  for  the  turf-pile  so  cheerful,  • 

When  barefoot  we  trudged  it  afjar,  I  : 
O'er  mountains  and  hills,  cross  valleys  and  rills. 

In  the  land  of  sweet  Erin  go  bragh*.      Chorus. 
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Hokey  Pokey,  a  PMmy  a  Lamp. 

There  is  a  man  that  goes  abont 

The  streets  with  barrow  and  tub. 
Who  cries  out  Hokey  Pokey,  as 

He  stops  at  every  Pub. 
He's  robbed  me  of  the  dearest  girl 

That  luck  could  put  in  my  way;  "" 

And  only  because  she  fell  in  lo\e 

With  the  style  he  used  to  say. 
Chobub.  - 

Hokey,  Pokey,  a  penny  a  lump. 

That  man  has  driven  me  off  my  chump. 

He's  made  my  heart  go  bumpity  bump, 
With  his  Hokey  Pokey  a  penny  a  lamp. 

This  girl  she  served  behind  the  bar,  - 

I  used  to  call  her  Kate;  .'.v  • 

So  one  day  to  her  home  I  went, ; 

Of  course  to  know  my  fate.  '  , .. 

I  caught  him  giving  her  such  a  lump,      ,14'.;, 

She  kissed  him  and  she  swore 
'She  never  could  live  without  bis 

Hokey,  Pokey,  any  more.  Chorus. 

I'm  not  the  only  one  I  think; 

That's  tried  her  heart  to  win ; 
The  ice-cream  man  at  the  comer,  and 

A  lot  more  were  taken  in. 
There's  the  butcher  and  the  barber  too. 

May  do  the  best  they  can; 
But  she  can't  forget  that  lump  of  delight, 

From  the  Hokey  Pokey  man.  Cbotus. 

I  hope  if  they  get  married,  that     . 

Of  kids  they'll  have  a  score; 
And  every  morning  at  four  o'clock. 

This  chorus  they  will  roar. 
And  may  each  one  be  marked  upon 

His  back  with  such  a  lump 
Of  Hokey  Pokey,  'tis  so  nice, 

And  only  a  penny  lump. 


Chorus. 


Only  a  Bull  Dog. 


PABODT  ON,     A  VIOLET  FBOM  MY  MOTHEE  8  OBAVE. 
BT  TOMICT  TUCKEB. 


I  feel  dejected,  despondent,  and  forlorn. 
My  pants  and  ulster  they  both  are  badly  torn, 
I  went  to  see  a  maiden  whose  father  owns  a  pup, 
An  over  grown  bull  dog  that  almost  ate  me  up. 
He  sneaked  up  and  bit  me  so  savage  on  the  calf, 
When  I  began  to  holler  the  maiden  she  did  laugh; 
Hut  while  life  does  remain,  I'll  not  go  there  again, 
Unless  provided  with  a  great  big  stuffed  club. 
Cbobxts. 

Only  a  bull  dog,  whose  teeth  are  very  sharp. 
And  if  I  only  had  my  way,  he'd  play  a 

golden  harp. 
But  while  life  does  remain,  I'll  not  go  there  again. 
For  that  young  maiden  to  use  me  for  a  guy. 

If  I  had  poison  I'd  put  i^  on  some  meat. 
Throw  it  to  that  bull  dog,  and  slyly  watch 

him 
And  as  for  the  maiden,  that  young  deceitful 
When  she  wouldn't  be  looking,  I'd  steal 

from  her  a  kiss. 
Bince  me  she's  shaken,  her  dear  and  only  Jack, 
I  think  that  I'll  sue  her  to  get  my  presents  back; 
But  while  life  does  remain,  111  not  go  there  again. 
For  that  young  maiden  got  married  Sunday  week. 


eat; 
miss. 


Xary 'a  Heard  the  News'  : 

TTnele  Jeff  to  glory's  gone, 

Mary's  heard  the  news; 
And  Jim  has  been  a  planting  eom, 

Mary's  heard  the  news. 
Uude  Ben  has  lost  a  horse, 

Mary's  heard  the  news; 
And  the  baby  has  been  dreadful  cross, 

Mary's  heard  the  news, 

^-^'  ...■■■■ -'o.-;- Chobub. 

Go  tell  the  folks,  go  tell  them  all,    :     • 
As  loud  as  ever  yon  can  bawl ; 
I  tell  you  it  will  cure  the  blues. 
Oh  !  just  to  hear  old  Mary's  news. 


Mary  Jane's  been  yery  siok, 

Mary's  heard  the  news; 
She's  got  a  gumbile  on  her  oheek, 

Mary's  neard  the  news. 
The  brindle  cow  has  swallowed  a  frog, 

Mark's  heard  the  news; 
And  Jack  got  bit  by  a  yellow  dog, 

Mary's  b«ard  the  news.  Chocns. 


Bow-legged  Jim  to  the  Circus  went, 
Mary's  heard  the  news; 

And  QFery  bleused  dime  he  spent, 
Mary's  heard  the  news. 

I'm  gwine  to  write  again  next  year, 
Mary's  heard  the  news; 

And  tell  you  every  word  I  hear, 
^       Mary's  beard  the  news. 


^  <•>  m^ 


Sing  Me  a  Ballad  of  Home- 


Chorus. 


•te-r" 


l^'^^: 


BT    T.  PIKDEB. 


w 


Sing  me  a  ballad  of  home,  ..  .,  . 

Memory  wakens  once  more,         ,. -ij  '"- 
Sing  me  a  song  of  my  home,  '  ' }- 

Down  by  the  wave  beaten  shore.      ^:. 
Here  while  night  shadows  fall, 

Chasing  the  daylight  away,         -  . 
Let  thy  sweet  accents  recall 

Dreams  of  a  happier  day. 

I .' .  ■'."■.■■/  "  • 
Sing  me  a  ballad  of  home,         ;^    " 

That  will  be  sweeter  to  me; 
Sing  me  a  song  of  my  home. 

Over  the  waves  of  the  sea,       .    [  •:-;•• 
And  as  I  list  to  the  words,     '  v       " 

Which  still  their  magic  retain. 
Then  will  my  thoughts,  like  the  birds, 

Fly  with  swift  wings  o'er  the  main. 

Sing  me  a  ballad  of  home. 

One  that  has  slumbered  so  long. 
Sing  me  a  song  of  my  home. 

And  I  will  join  in  the  song.        •» 
Would  not  my  exile  be  drear, 

Would  not  my  heart  fail  at  last. 
If  thou,  my  love,  wert  not  here,    ;   . 

Linking  me  still  to  the  past  ? 

Sing  me  a  ballad  of  home,  •  •    -^  ^i'  idfii 

Here  while  1  sit  by  thy  side. 
Sing  me  a  song  of  my  home. 

Whence  we  have  wandered,  my  bride. 
And  as  the  stars  gem  the  skies. 

Fair  with  the  beauty  of  night,   {.'■-'. 
Soon  will  sweet  visions  arise, .       '    y  LV^iX' 

Giving  my  bosom  delight.  :'• 


•( 


■^♦»-^i 


#: 


Father  £.  J.  Cooney.      .»■    ' 

BT  DAIOEl.  KOBAN.  OF  PBOVIDENCa,  a.  i  r<  ,^, 

Good  people  all,  both  great  and  small,  I     ' 

hope  vou  will  attend 
To  these  melancholy  verses  that  I  have 

lately  penned, 
Concerning  a  good  clergyman,  but,  alas !  he 

is  no  more; 
Which  leaves  ub  in  borrow  his  loss  for  to  deplore. 

This  worthy  guide  he  did  reside  on  Weiit 

River  street, 
And  always  dtd  endeavor  true  Christians 

for  to  greet; 
But  he  did  not  stay  long  with  them  when 

he  Ttlfimed  home, 
After  getting  a  fond  blessing  from  tbe 

holy  Pope  of  Borne.  ! 

When  he  got  a  blessing  from  the  Pope, 

then  he  did  persevere,   ! 
And  got  a  blessing  for  his  flock  he  left 

behind  him  here;  | 
And  now  his  soul  is  happy,  and  I  trust  j 

in  God  it  may,   '. 
And  his  flock  will  long  remember  of  j 

last  Thanksgiving  Day. 


Now  our  worthy  pastor  has  left  this  valeof  tearsi. 
He's  gone  to  join  the  God  he  loved,  and 

served  so  many  years,' 
His  happiness  will  be  complete,  and  hia 

earthly  raoe«ia  run. 
His  people  loved  him  here  on  earth,  but, 

God,  Thy  will  be  dooe. 
t  ^^  :- >*■ 

You  Catholics  of  this  parish,  your  respectful 

'  ■  ^  ^  homage  pay 

To  the  memory  of  Father  Cooney,  and  for 

^  „      .  .  ,  his  soul  now  piay; 

follow  biB  example  and  shun  the  paths  of  sin. 
Be  true  to  your  religion,  and  love  your  fellow'mfln 


For  when  he  saw  the  widow's  tear,  and 

_.        . ,    .  heard  the  orphans  cry, 

His  noble  heart  bled  tears  of  blood,  which 

burst  forth  in  a  sigh; 
And  when  the  poor  applied  to  him  their 

wants  were  soon  supplied. 
He  lived  like  a  true  clergyman,  he  is  happy 

since  he  died. 


The  day  of  his  funeral,  it  was  a  glorious  sight, 
I'm  Buro  the  people  of  his  parish  they  have 
_     ,        ^ .  done  all  their  might 

To  show  him  respect  and  honor  that  he 

„  .    ,      ,  lo^K  bas  earned  well: 

But  the  death  of  this  worthy  pastor  I  am 

sorry  for  to  tail. 


He  was  a  father  to  the  orphan,  the  widow 

_,    . ,     ^,  and  the  blind. 

Besides  the  reverened  gentleman  was 

heavenly  and  kind. 
He  was  a  credit  to  his  parish;  in  fact, 
,    ,  _  ,  both  one  and  alL 

And  L  hope  we  will  be  well  prepared 

wbeu  on  us  God  does  call. 


Now  to  conclude  these  verses,  all  with  a 

•»ir      ii.    T      J ,  brimful  eyet 

May  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  his  soul,  shall 

_  .  .  be  our  constant  cry. 

Far  on  the  general  resurrection  day,  we 

„     ,  .         ,  ^  will  see  him  not  till  then. 

May  bis  soul  be  placed  in  paradise.     Good 

.  .  V  Cbristiana  say,  amea. 


Mollie  Machree. 

BT  JAICEH  V.  BABBETT. 


My  thoughts  like  a  bird  now  takes  flight 

rp   J  ii.     ■„  ■  ,   -  .  o  *"■  tho  waten. 

To  dear  mother  Enn  «  fair  flower  spangled  shore: 
Where  my  heart  is  held  captive  by  one 

...  ,  of  her  daughteML 

A  maid  any  mortal  might  kneel  to  adore 
She's  as  fair  as  the  shamrock  that  grows 

^    . ,     ,         ...  in  the  mireland." 

Or  the  beautiful  roses  that  blooms  on  the  le»r^' 
1?  ^r?*!^*^'"  ^^^  ™»><i  she's  the  lily  of  Ireland. 
My  Molhe  mavoumeen,  sweet  Mollie  machree. 
Oh  !  Molhe  machree,  my  heart  is  with  thee 
But  it's  in  safe  keeping,  acushla  machree.    ' 

Like  bright  stars  of  evening  the  blue  skies 

Her  dark  roguish  eyes  with  affection  does  l^^ 
They  re  as  bright  as  the  dew  on  a  fine 

/~,   .,  ,  sunny  mominc 

Or  the  rays  of  the  moon  that  reflects  on 

Q.  , ,  the  stream. 

She  could  serve  as  a  model  for  a  master's  genius. 
Jm  painting  or  sculpture  of  highest  degree 
Take  a  view  at  a  statue  of  Flora  or  Venus 

^**  ?2°,H  ^^*  *  ™°<*^'  °^  Mollie  machr«»e 
Oh  !  Molhe  machree,  my  heart  is  with  thee 
But  It's  m  safe  keeping,  acushla  machree 


■^•^«*>^--- 
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1  Yon  Are  False,  But  111  Forgive  You,  leatiniint&l  40c 

2  Sweet  Maggie  Gordon,  love  ditty 30c 

3  'Tis  a  Blossom  From  Our  Little  Willie's 

Breast,  very  fine 40c 

4  A  Dear  Spot  of  Land,  Lish  ballad 40c 

5  Lovely  Maid,  So  Shy,  Song  and  Dance,  new,  40c 

6  Has  the  Comet  Struck  ?  serio-comic 40c 

7  Teddy,  Please  Scare  Me  Again,  serio-comic,  40c 

8  Do  It  Again,  serio-comic 40c 

9  Komping  Irish  Lass,  a  good  comic  Irish  song,  40c 

10  Kitty  McNish,  serio-comic 40c 

11  Waiting  for  de  Setting  ob  de  Sun,  negro  song,  40c 

12  The  Messenger  Bird,  a  fine  ballad 40c 

13  Breathing  Sweet  Words  at  the  Gate,  sure  to 

please 40c 

14  You  Shouldn't  Notice  It,  serio-comic 40c 

15  Take  Things  as  They  Come,  motto 40c 

16  A  Stitch  in  Time  Saves  Nine,  motto 40c 

17  The  Ticking  of  The  Clock,  motto 40c 

18  Deuced  Good  Fellah,  swell  song 40c 


4( 
4( 


19  Mickey  Flahrity,  rollicking  Irish  song 4 

20  The  Golden  Chariot,  fine  negro  song 4 

21  flab  Dem  Ladders  Eeady,  negro  •  • » f  •  • —  4 

22  fm  Uncle  Pompey  Still,  old  man  negro      4 

23  Old  Times,  Koxy;  or.  Troubles  in  de  Kitchen, 

negro  song  and  dance .|. > .  —  4( 

24  Settle  dat  Bill,  negro  song  and  dance 

25  Down  By  De  Eainbow,  A  No.  1  negro 

26  Times  of  Long  ago,  song  of  the  good  old 

days,  negro ^:v . .  ;'v. . :  y. .  4( 

27  Pm  Just  Turned  Sixty-three,  negro  song  and 

dance  

28  The  Petticoat  Brigade,  march,  song  and  cho.,  4( 

29  Open  Up  Dem  Doors,  negro  shout  song  —  4( 

30  Luck  Lays  Over  Brain,  motto  song 4( 

31  The  Reason  I  Was  Elected,  Irish  song  and 

dance 

32  Beautiful  Songs  Unsung,  fine  ballad 4( 

33  Lay  My  Head  Beneath  a  Rose,  ballad 4( 

34  No  Work,  sentimental  song 4( 


4( 


4( 


40o.  eaoh ;  or  any  8  aent,  poat-paid,  on  reoeipt  of  11.00  by  the  pnbliaher. 
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Sarah  McTearer-   - 

BT  WM.  •WATTS,    FOB  EMMA  BOCJKRS. 


i"      Miss  Sarah  McTearer, 

She  was  an  ensnarer, 
A  rarer  and  squarer  young  girl  you'd  not  meet; 

She  was  Rueh  a  flarer,  ' 

You  eould  not  compare  her— 
Miss  Sarah  MeTearcr  was  belle  of  the  street. 

Some  folks  couldn't  bear  her. 

She  lives  up  a  pair  o' 
Steep  steps  in  the  rear  of  a  shanty  and  block. 

Sure  her  dad  was  a  swearer 

From  old  Connemara, 
A  son  of  O'Hara,  one  of  the  old  stock,     ^j.  ' 

No  one  could  outstare  her,  ' 

Miss  Sarah  McTearer,  f; --li.t 

T'^T  Sarah  McTearer  no  boy  did  she  fear; 

He  would  wear  her,  bear  her, 

Or  be  sent  to  Cairo, 
For  Ssrah  McTearer  her  own  way  did  steer. 


►»-^ 


A  Patch  From  My  Angel  Brother's  Pants. 

BY     T..   H.  KLUTH. 

cornuGHT  1881,  bt  wm.  j.  a.  liedeb. 

1  ALL  BIGHTS  BESEBVED.       . 


In  dancing  there  is  pleasure. 

For  it  drives  dull  care  away;     . .  , ... 
A  pastime  of  our  boyhood,  :     -  '-  ■ 

"When  the  heart's  both  light  and  gay, 
Our  school-mates  used  to  watch  us, 

And  smile  but  with  conceit, 
To  see  us  both  amuse  ourselves  - 

In  our  peculiar  style  so  neat. 


Chorus. 


-«-^»*-* 


I've  a  song  to  sing  to-nigbt  and  I'llatry 

my  best  to  please, 
I  have  something  sweet  to  say  in  words  few; 
8o  listen,  my  friends,  and  I  hope  you  will 

not  sneeze, 
At  this  soinethiuf;  I've  got  to  say  to^'ou. 
All !  it's  well  I  do  remember  how  my  sister 

she  would  latigh, 
When  she  sat  by  the  fire  with  my  aunts. 
She  was  giggling,  and  was  pointing  at  the 

the  object  here  in  view, 
'Twas  this  patch  from  my  angel  brother's  pants. 
CuoRrs. 

Tirasured  in  my  memory  like  a  happy  dream. 
When  I  think  aliout  mv  ugly  aunts;  . 

And  the  only  thing  they  left  me  to 

remember  him  above. 
Is  this  patch  from  my  angel  brother's  pants. 

Tliis  patch  was  put  on  by  my  mother's 

feeble  hands. 
It  puts  me  in  mind  of  better  days; 
.iiid  whenever  I  look  at  this  patch  upon 

those  pants, 
I  think  of  how  my  mother  used  to  say — 
Aii,'ustus,  uiy  loved  one,  do  not  spoil  that  i 

little  spot, 
For  you  know  it's  a  treasure  to  your  aunts. 
It's  the  only  thing  we've  left  in  remembrance 

of  him,    1 
V.'s,  that  patch  from  your  angel  brother's  pants. 

Chorus. 

^     !•  »     ^    

Our  Peculiar  Style- 


1.^  rnAXK  BIXNET. 


MrsIC  BY  .TOHS  BRAHAM. 


SfNG  BT  BIXNEY  &  FRAIN'E. 

COPXBIOHT  1881,   nr  wm.  j.  a.  lieoer. 

ALL  RIGHTS  RESERVED. 

Music   Of  this  song  Is  puhllshed   at  Wra.  J.  A, 
•  iter's  Extensive  Music  TubllsUliiK  House.   No.  60 
tliatliam  t<lreet,   N.  Y.   tind  will  be  sent  post 

paid,  to  any  adnress,  -on  receipt  of  price, 
40  cents  In  postage  stanii>s. 


"^e  now  claim  j'our  kind  attention  all. 

To  what  we're  going  to  do; 
In  form  it  is  quite  pleasing. 

And  in  n  manner  it  is  new. 
S  -1  graceful  and  artistic. 

With  the  music  soft  and  sweet, 
Tlie  heel  and  toe  we'll  introduce,     ■       . 

In  our  peculiar  style  so  neat. 

::;•  •' "  '':■      Chobus.         ..■>■■.■■.■' 

Listening  to  the  musii-. 

Those  strains  they're  such  a  treat; 
So  now  we'll  execute  for  you. 

In  our  peculiar  style  so  neat. 


Oh!  Tred,  Don't  be  so  Frirotogs;    ;  . 

•         V       ■-  STTNG  BY  TONY  PASTOB. 

I've  courted  no  end  of  young  ladies^} 

Sweet  little  roses  and  posies.  '     'j^'   ; 

Ladies  with  sweet  pretty  faces,  ■  ;  *       ;■ 

And  ladies  with  very  loug  noses.  :*' 

The  rarest  of  rare,  and  the  fairest  of  fair, 

■When  I  ask  for  a  sweet  little  kiss, 
With  a  wink  of  their  eye,  and  a  wink  on  the  slj-. 

The  answer  they're  giving  is  this,  oh,  my  ! 

'•  Chorus.     "■''■•%■■-'  '■-'''\y\-' .■ 

Oh  !  Fred,  don't  be  so  frivolous,  ..  •; 

Oh  1  Fred,  don't  be  so  ridiculous  ! 

You're  not  like  a  silly  you  know  what  things  are 

I'll  see  you  to-morrow,  tra-la-la,  ta-ta. 

Girls  are  in  general  quite  pettish. 

Some  are  called  miss  and  some  missus; 
The  best  of  them  all  are  coquettish. 

The  whole  jolly  lot's  fond  of  kisses, 
I  kiss  pretty  lips  and  I  squeeze  finger  tips. 

No  matter  what  I  have  to  pay ; 
If  I  meet  a  dear  maid  who  is  somewhat  afraid. 

She'll  blush  like  a  tose  and  will  say,  oh,  my 

Chorus. 

I  ODce  knew  a  girl  such  a  sweefcone-^  ■      ' 

She  never  was  saucy  nor  pert;  ,  .- 

She  then  was  an  innocent  maiden. 

But  now  she's  a  saucy  little  flirt. 
"We  met  t'other  night,  I  was  very  near  tight, 

Her  mother  was  out  of  the  way ; 
I  gave  her  a  kiss  that  was  brimmmg  with  bliss, 

Tho'  she  liked  it  she  to  me  did  say,  oh,  my  ! 

Chorus. 


Daacing  on  the  Moonlight  Green. 

;>■-"*;     BY    GEO.  FBAINE. 

.:  SrSG  BY  BIXXEY  4  niAINE. 

*    COPTBIOHT  1881,    BY    WM.  J.  A.  LIEDEB. 
*"        ALL      SIGHTS    BESEBVED. 

The  Mus'cof  this  sont'  la    published  at    Wm.  J.  A. 

Lleder's  extensive  Mimic  Publlslilnij  House,    No.  60 

CUatham  strt-ei,  N.  Y.  and  will  be  sent  post 

paid,   to  any  address,    on  re^  elpt  of  prlie, 

.    -        40  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


^^  e  have  but  just  landed 

A  few  short  days  ago;  !~  . . 

We  came  from  dear  old  Ireland, 

■Where  the  little  shamrocks  grow. 
Hard  times  it  overtook  us, 

So  we  had  to  roam. 
And  came  here  to  America,       ■ 
-  To  try  and  find  a  homa,"    ;■   ■  ?        < 

Chorus. 

.  'We  never  know  no  sorrow,  (Break) 

Tor  trouble  we  never  borrow, 
'.    And  for  singing  and  for  dancing, 
We're  the  neatest  ever  seen ; 
We'll  show  you  how  they  dance  at  home. 
Upon  the  moonlight  green. 

■When  weleftliome  wel^d  good-bye 

To  the  lads  and  lassies  dear; 
They  took  our  hands  and  shook  them. 

In  their  eyes  there  was  a  tear. 
Our  colleens  said,  God  bless  you,  ,, 

And  keep  you  from  all  harm,  - 

And  don't  forget  the  o!d  folks 

You  left  upon  the  farm.  Cboms. 


OUR   INTERESTING 

I       MATTER  COUIMN. 


-oo- 


•nus  column  of  our  Journal  win  contain  In  each 
number  a  collection  of  Jokes,  oddH  lea,  It^ms  of  imeresi 
etc.  etc.  To  wUlch  we  Invite  contributions  to  the  sanirt 
from  our  host  or  corp  sjwndenls,  and  we  will 
from  time  to  tloke  endciivor  to  give  space  to  the  same, 
wlUx  InlUala  of  the  writer  or  wrllors. 

(Tbo  rublfsher.) 


Backbiting— "  I  hate  to  hear  people  talking 
behind  one's  back,"  as  the  robber  said  when  the 
police  officer  was  chasing  him,  and  cr\-ing  "  stop 
thief ! " 

Doctor,  doctor,"  pantod  a  messenger,  "come 
down  ths  street  quick,  theres  a  man  dropped  in 
a  fit."— ^"  In  an  appoletic  ?"  questioned  the  doc- 
tor.—"No,  sir;  he's  in  an  ulster,"  answered  the 
messenger. 

It  is  doubtful  whether  Afilo  thought  the  bark 
of  liis  oak  worse  than  the  bite. 

Something  about  milk— water.     >!  .^      ' 

The  minister  of  the  interior.— The  month. 

Trousers  obtained  on  credit,  breeches  of  trust. 

Milk  is  our  first  drink,  but  we  come  to  the 
bier  at  last. 

"What  part  of  a  fish  is  like  the  end  of  a  book  ? 
The  fin-i8h.7 

About  as  useful  a  thing  as  we  can  have  in  the  "* 
long  run  is  breath. 

A  domestic  broil  usually-  makes  a  thoroughly 
unsatisfactory  meal.  .  ,.  „ 

The  woman  who-  was  "  filled  with  emotion," 
hadn't  room  for  her  dinner. 

Plausable.— It  is  suppoeed  that  a  man  who 
left  the  bouse  was  not  able  to  take  it  with  him. 

We  suppose  there  is  quite  as  large  an  amount 
of  craft  upon  the  land  as  there  is  upon  the 
water. 

"Can  you  spell  donkey  with  one  letter?" 
asked  a  silly  young  man  of  a  bright  girl— '•  Yes," 
she  answered;  "u." 

An  Riictioneer  once  advertised  a  lot  of  chairs  ' 
which  he  said,  had  been  used  by  "  school  ^ 
children  without  backs." 

Why  must  the  letter  "  d"  be  the  most  wonder- 
ful letter  in  the  alphabet  '/—Because  it  is  the 
centre  t>f  "  wonders." 

WTint  is  the  difference  between  a  sailor  and  a 
beer  drinker? — One  puts  his  sail  up,  and  tho 
other  ptlts  his  ale  doMm. 

"Can  you  tell  me  what  a  smile  is?"  asked  a 
gentleman  of  a  little  girl. — "Yes,  six;  it's  the 
whisper  of  a  laugh."  >  :-■  „  ■ 

The  first  person  who  ever  went  rf»und  the 
world  was  the  man  in  the  moon. 

■VMien  does  not  a  son  take  after  his  father? — 
■When  the  father  leaves  nothing  for  him  to  take. 

Danger  Afoot. — Orange  peel.  - 

The  man  who  made  an  impression  on  the 
heart  of  a  coquette  hat>  become  a  skillful  Bton»> 
cutter.  r- 

Kings  and  authors  should  be  very  carefnl  how  ] 
they  treat  their  subjects. 
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THE  NICE  YOUNG  GALL.    (Banjo  Song.) 


^  By  DICK  SAMOL 

Arranged  for  the  Guitar  or  Banjo,  by  ProL  Edmund  Clark,  Teacher  of  the  Guitar,  Baiyo,  TioUd,  Organ,  Accordeon  and  Singing,  No.  285  Bowerj-,  New  York. 
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1.  Oh     the      sto  -  ry 

2.  Oh     the      air     was 

3.  She  rush  -  ed 


of       a      nice    young    gall      I'll       tell,        Banjo  Symphony, 
still  with        a      charm -ing    breeze,  (Striking.) 

to      the    near   -   est      Gro  -  eery    store, 


And  th*' 
Heii 


was 


light 
hair 


a 

of 

was 


■  ciii   -    a  -   ting  New    York    Belle ; 
tlie  moon  shon  -  ed  through  the      trees ; 
bruis  -  ed     and    her     eyes    were      tore ; 


Banjo  Symphony, 
'     {Striking.) 


Oh     shel 
When  shel 
Oh     she 
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fell 


in 


love     with      a      nice    young    man.       His   name    was      Bil  -  ly    Mac  Gru  -  da. 


rush'd  from      the  house  witlilier  hair     un  -  strung,     Slie  look'd  like 


a 


la  -  tin       tu  -  tor. 


used       to        cou   -   ceal  iiilur  ])(Kket  book  a  ham.     But     the      man      got    mad  and  chewed  her. 


Oh 
Oh  s 

She 


mouth  was  like  a   buck  -  et  and  his  face  was  like     a    ham.      For  the    vil  -  lain    still      pur-sued      her. 
fell    on     a       pie  stuck     the    crust  in     her    eye.       For  the    vil  -  lain    still      pur-sued      lier. 

fell    oh    her  knees     with    a     mouth  -  ful     of  cheese,     For  the    vil  -  lain    still      pur-sued     her. 


■     BANJO  INTERLUDE.     Picking  fjftween  each  Verse. 

^   mm  I       .       ,       ,  •  ^ 


:t»^^? 


2-0-     > 


Copyright,  l»81,  and  all  ligtita  renen-ed,  by  WiUiam  J.  A.  Ueder.    Ptano  copy  of  above  will  be  sent  postpaid  to  any  address  on  receipt  of  40  cents  in  postage  stamps. 

P.  S.-Writeto  WILUAM  J.  A.  UEDER,  No.  60  Chatham  St.,  N.  Y.  for  anything  in  the  Musical  line. 
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Containiiig  all  the  most^popnlar  Songs  of  the.da3^ 
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ISdwabd  Baeiu:b.    Broadway  and  8SH.  St. 


Mb.  Nobmak,  10th.  Ave,  bet.  36th  A  37th,  St. 

The  SiNOEBs'  JotTBNAL  is  the  cheapest  Collec- 
tion of  songs  ever  published  in  this  country. 
All  Numbers  from  No.  1.  to  the  last  issued 
always  on  hand. 

ADVICE.  Every  amateur  of  good  Songs,  Ac 
ought  to  procure  the  (First  Volume)  ot  the 
SdjoCbs'  Journal,  which  we  have  on  hand 
handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  containing  5,000 
Songs,  800  pages,  and  86  pieces  of  Choice 
Music  for  the  voice  and  piano.  Frioe,$  3,00 
per  Copy.     Postage  FEEE.       >  =  ..•.:;•  '■■,    ' 


OUR    CONCERT    ROOM. 


SONGS  AND  MUSIC  FOR  THE  MILUON. 


.,j-j> 


GENERAL  NOTICE. 

Address  all  commnnicat  ions  to  Mrs.  Pauline 
Lieder.     (X)  CUATH.UI  STREET.    (N.  Y.)     . 


A  Responsible  Agent  Vanted  in  every  City 
of  the  I'nited  Stati-s.  Canadaa,  Ac.  Li«tterii 
regarding  information  thereof,  will  reoeive 
our  prompt  attention. 

A  Catalogue  of  Ten  Thousand  Songs  will  be 
sent  to  any  address.     Free. 


Each  Number  will  contain  from  40  to  CO  of 
the  most  Popular  Songs  sung  in  the  Theatrea, 
Opera  Houses,  and  Concert  Rooms  of  the 
Uniled  States  and  Great  Britain. 


.  _^      1  L- 


The  Old  Ori^nal  Song  Doix>t,  60  Chatham 
Street,  Opposite  North  William  Street,  New 
York.  This  House  is  the  Oldest  Song  Pub- 
lishing Establishment  in  the  United  States. 


The  SiNoKBs'  .Tovbnal  is  published  Monthly, 
8in|{le  Copies  will  be  sent  by  Mail  on  receipt 
of  ocents.    Subscription  60  ct«  jht  year. 

Mbs.  Pauldh  Lizuer,  Successor  to  HxxsT 
DE  Massan,  Publisher  of  the  Sdcokhs'Joitbmai^ 
Comic  and  Sentimental  Valentines,  Songt, 
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Writing  Books.  Shelving,  and  Ceiling  Paper, 
and  all  kinds  of  Stationerv. 

^Mioleisale  Dealen  and  Jobbers  of  Imported 
and  Douestie  Toyi^  Base  Balk,  llshing 
Tackle,  Scrap  Pictures,  Ac.  Ac. 
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of  all  the  Songs  publibhed  in  the  Slngert' 
Journal  from  No.  1  to  the  last  issued,  alsoaQ 
other  Sheet  Music,  of  which  I  will  send  any 
piece,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  in  poet- 
Kge  Stamps.      Send  stamp  catalogue. 
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of  Mnaic  poUiaksd,  "  Happr 
'    Big  hit  at  the  Hanftranoiaaa.        '' 


w 


7dl9 


THE  ^.SliKOfRS'    JOUR]VAL.a 


:|,C- 


Yon  may  Kiss  Me  if  yon  Catch  Me. 

ItY  JXM£S  V.  IlAhB£TT. 


My  heart  with  love  is  L-nlen, 
For  a  certain  littlo  maidc-n, 
Whose  us  fair  in  form  ftnd  feature. 
As  the  frajirant  tlowevs  of  ilay. 
And  iu  pleasant  sunny  -weather. 
When  we're  in  the  dell  together. 
This  charming  little  creature 
She  will  scamper  off  and  say : 

Caoirus. 
You  may  kiss  me  if  you  catch  me. 
Before  I  reach  the  brooklet; 
Then  thro  the  dell  I'd  chase  her. 
And,  oh  !  such  joyous  bliss; 
When  1  would  overtake  her. 
And  in  some  shady  nooklet. 
Receive  from  aer  exquisite  lips. 
The  ransom,  love's  sweet  kiss. 

Last  evening  iu  the  gloaming, 
My  Maui  and  1  went  roamiu>?; 
And  I  resolved  tc  ask  her  then 
If  she  would  change  her  name. 
"Be  mine,  fair  maid?  I  uttered, 
"  You  bet  I  will,"  she  uttered. 
Then  bounded  off  like  a  gazelle, 
And  sweetly  did  exclaim. 


Chom."?. 


Flirting  on  our  Block. 

Words  by  Dr.  T.  D  C.  MlUei-.    Mus  c  by  W.  W.  Bentley. 

Copyright  18S0  by  >Irs.  TauUne  Lleder. 

All  rtguts  reserved. 

The  Music  of  this  song  Is  published   at  W;n.  .T.   A. 

Lleder's  Extensive  Music  rubllsiiluK  House.   No.  «0 

Chatham  Street,    N.  V.    iind  will  be  sent  post 

paid,  to  any  address,  ou  receipt  ot  price, 

40  centa  in  postage  stamps. 


It's  nice  they  say,  but  naughty, 

As  all  good  folks  can  tell! 
The  way  our  maidens  do  it. 

As  sly  as  a  gazelle. 
They  drop  their  glove  demurely, 

Just  fancy  such  a  shock; 
And  then  with  some  dear  fellows. 

Are  flirting  on  our  block. 

Chobus. 

I  look  from  out  lily  window, 
An^  fancy  what  a  shock ; 

To  see  such  pretty  maidens 
A  flirting  on  our  block. 

Th*y  put  on  paint  and  powcler, 

JUQd  false  curls  by  the  score; 
Then  dress  in  silks  and  satins. 

And  love  hats  "a  Lenore  !" 
And  then  these  flattered  darlings. 

Whose  father's  delve  in  stock. 
Go  to  meet  nice  fellows. 

And  flirt  upon  our  block. 

In  handkerchief  flirtations 

They  pass  the  hours  away; 
In  female  charms  so  winning 

Are  what  the  boys  call  pay. 
They  smile  so  sweet  when  walking, 

It  gives  oar  nerves  s  shock; 
But  all  the  girls  will  "do  it." 

When  flirting  on  our  block. 

When  sunbeams  are  departing. 

And  twilight  shades  appears, 
I  sit  beside  my  window 

Watch  the  little  dears. 
And  then  some  blue-eyed  maiden. 

Gives  my  lone  heart  a  shock, 
With  her  bewitching  manners, 

While  flirting  on  our  block. 

;^  ■       Whore  Has  She  Gone. 

I'masiDglo  married  man. 
And  I'll  tell  the  reason  why, 

My  lovely  'Wife  has  left  me. 
And  she  never  said  good-bye. 


Chonu. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


To  lose  your  better  half,  my  boys. 

Of  course  it  isn't  funny, 
But  the  worst  of  it  with  me,  you  »G0, 

She's  taken  all  my  money. 
Cnoars. 

I  wonder  where  see's  gone  to, 

Does  anybody  know  '? 
Maybe  to  Jerusalem, 

Porhap.^  to  Jerieo. 
If  any  one  will  bring  her  back, 

I'll  thituk  theiu  o'<t  and  o'er, 
I'll  give  them  thrco-iiud-sixpence, 

But  I  wou't  give  any  more. 

I'll  try  now  to  describe  her, 

In  case  she  may  bo  seen; 
Her  face  is  red,  her  nose  is  blue, 

And  her  eyes  a  dirty  green; 
She  waddles  like  a  lauie  old  duck. 

As  down  the  street  she  goes; 
She's  got  a  corn  njion  her  back. 

And  a  wart  upon  her  nose. 

She  has  no  voice,  so,  perhaps. 

She  has  beeouu)  an  opera  bo\iffer; 
Perhajm  she'a  got  another  man — 

If  so,  he  must  sufl'er; 
Perhaps  she's  joined  the  eivens. 

Or  a  graveling  caravan; 
Perhaps  she's  gone  to  London, 

For  to  see  "The  Solid  Man," 


Chorus. 


Choms. 


^h-^^p- 


Come  Little  Darling,  and  Meet  Me. 
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COFTBIGHT  1881,   BT  WM.  J.  X.  UZDKS. 
ALL  niOHTS  BESERVKD. 

The  Mus:cof  ihl-i  miv^  Is   published  nt   Wm.  J.  A. 

Lleder':*  exleiislvj  Music  riibiislilut;  House,   No.  60 

Cbatbaiu  >nrfe',  N.  Y.  and   will  be  sent  post 

paid,   to  auy  address,    on  receipt  ot  pilce, 

40  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


Come,  little  darling,  and  meet  me. 

Near  the  cot  at  the  foot  of  the  hill; 
Where  the  mocking-birds  warbles  his  sweet  notes, 

With  the  murm^iring  stream  of  the  mill. 
"Tis  there  I  would  whisper  love's  secret, 

While  vowing  to  ever  be  thine;    .. 
And  seal  with  afl'ectionate  kisses. 

Your  promise  that  you  will  be  mine. 

Chorus. 
Then  come,  little  darling,  don't  linger, 

I'll  be  anxiously  waiting  for  thee; 
Yes,  come,  my  own  darling,  and  loved  one, 

And  keep  true  your  promise  to  me. 

I'm  sure  you  will  never  regret  it. 

In  the  years  that  will  come  by-and-bye; 
"When  silvery  locks  tint  the  bsown  ones. 

When  that  twinkle  shall  fade  from  your  eye. 
Here  you'll  find  a  safe  harbor,  my  darling,     . 

Where  in  future  you'll  always  find  rest, 
So  come,  my  own  precious  sweet  one. 

And  lay  your  brown  head  on  my  breast.    Cho. 

We  know  well  that  time  changes  all  things, 

And  warmest  of  love  oft  grow  cold ; 
But  the  love  from  the  heart  that  I  offer. 

Will  remain  just  the  same  when  you're  old. 
And  while  through  life's  journey  yon  travel. 

To  each  other  a  blessing  we'll  be; 
I'll  remember  the  hour  I  plighted  the  vow, 

That  I'd  ever  be  constant  and  true.      Chorus. 


^^-♦••»- 


Be  Careful  how  yon  Speak: 
Jnst  one  Little  Word. 

How  often  we  may  notice,  that    ' 

In  ev*y  grade  of  life, 
A  simple  word  if  misconstrued. 

Will  cause  a  deal  of  strife; 
How  careful  wo  should  be, 

In  everv  word  we  say, 
And  not  let  thoughtless  nrntrno<n. 

Lead  oommon  Kense  astray. 

CaoBvs. 

Bo  b«  careful  how  yott  spMk, 
And  Bti^.dy  eTcry  wee  ci 


or. 


A  simple  word  may  cause  you  strife, 

If  by  some. people  heard, 
With  friend  or  foe  speak  candidly, 

And  do  not  act  absurd, 
For  ruined  you  may  l)c  iu  life, 

Byjust  one  little  word.  t- 

Whene'er  j-ou  spc.ik,  come  to  the  po'nt, 

Don't  beat  about  tlie  bush. 
For  he,  who  always  speaks  the  truth. 

Will  seldom  have  to  blusli. 
The  honest  man  don't  hesitate,  :| 

To  speak  out  what  ho  thinks. 
Although  sometimes  for  doing  so, 

He's  brought  to  ruin's  brink.  Chorus. 

If  you  should  chance  to  have  a  friend, 

Don't  make  that  friend  a  tool. 
And  should  ho  differ  from  your  views, 

Don't  tell  him  he's  a  fool. 
To  lose  a  friend  and  make  a  foe,     . 

Is  a  thing  that's  quite  absurd, 
But  still  'tis  very  often  done. 

By  just  one  little  word. 

^  *m*  ^ 


Choms. 


What  the  Irish  Could  do- 


Here's  to  the  sh.-imrock  and  the  green  hills  of  Erin. 

Herejs  to  her  lakes  and  her  mountains  so  rare, 
Hero's  to  Killamey,  the  proud  boast  of  Erin, 

With  its  beautiful  scenery  and  colleens  so  fair. 
And  for  mighto  soldiers,  och  !  sure  we  can  bottst  of. 

The  great  Wellington  of  famed  Waterloo; 
Who  won  it  by  talent,   though  Napoleon 

fought  valiant. 

And  showed  there  that  day  what  the  Irish 

could  do. 

Chorus.  I 

Then  here's  ttvould  Ireland,  the  land  of  great 

statesmen. 
Here's  to  the  boys  that  are  frisky  and  gay ; 
Hurrah  !  for  St.  Patrick  that  beautiful  patron, 
Who  banishsd  the  toads  from  the  land  to  the  sea. 

There's  Robert  Emmet,  a  true  sprig  of  Erin, 

Whose  love  for  his  country  was  beautiful  to  see; 
He  hated  to  see  how  the  Irish  were  crushed, 

And  he  strove  all  he  could  to  set  old  Ireland  free. 
But  when  he  was  captured  it  was  a  great  disaster, 

To  the  noble  hearted  Irish  he  tried  hard  to  serve; 
His  speach  it  was  thrilling,  and  showed  he 

was  willing 

To  die  for  ould  Ireland,  the  land  of  the  brave. 

.,  .- .  Chonu. 

And  there  was  Dan  O'Connell,  o'nr  great 

Irish  statesman, 
Whose  true  Irish  merits  would  be  worthy 

of  Praise, 
Who  wrought  well  for  Ireland,  English 

Government  defying. 
And  tried  hard  the  green  flag  of  Ireland  to  raise. 
Bid  them  remember  our  own  true  Irish  members 
Will  struggle  for  freedom  where'er  they  may  be; 
For  their  country  would  die,  with  their  last 

breath  would  cry, 
Success  to  the  shamroc'    and  Homo  liule  for  ino. 

Ohorus. 

Just  From  Tennessee. 

White  folks  we  are  just  from  Tonnesscot 

We  left  our  home  to  have  some  -screatica; 
Greatly  delighted  we  will  be, 

Jf  we  can  only  gain  your  approbation.  ' 

We  parted  from  the  old  folks  with  a  r.igh. 

And  left  tham  there  a.  crying  ca  t!ie  Btatioa; 
But  they'll  miss  us,  deed  thoy  will. 

And  the  place  will  be  bo  still, 
Because  the  ooys  have  left  the  old  ^'.»>tudon. 

When  the  moonlight  si.vcamed  across  iiie  cabin  floor, 

"Twas  then  the  eld  man  set  tuo  baaj ^  ringiat. 
The  darkies  used  to  rather  round  the  door,  ^* 

And  massa  toe,  would  listen  to  our  siaginj^; 
But  oftrn  cow  we  .sigh  ior  our  old  home. 

For  it's  the  happiest  spot  iu  all  the  nation 
But  we'll  go  thoro  before  wc  die,    ,-  j  ;,  .  -y^.  -■ 

And  now  we  are  going  to  try      "  ' .   ' '  ^"  '  "■  • 
To  show  the  style  down  on  the  old  plautatiOD., 
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Ob  !  mother  dear,  the  light  grows  dim, 

I  cannot  see  the  way; 
It  seems  like  night  to  little  Jim, 

The  dark  that  follows  day. 
Last  night  I  played  with  Neddy  wild. 

And  SH.\y  the  sunbeams  fade ; 
And  now  I  am  your  poor  blind  child. 

In  tender  words  you  said. 

■  '■■  ,/'•-■■■"■■   '   Chobus.  V' ■,:•■ 

It  seems  so  <1  rk  to  little  Jim, 

I  amnot  se.;  the  light; 
Dear  mother  will  my  eyes  be  dim 

Forever  like  the  night? 

I  cannot  see  the  little  birdSt 

That  sing  upon  the  tree;  • 

I  hear  your  kind  and  loving  word% 

Your  smiles  I  cannot  see. 
The  brook  that  wanders  o'or  the  lag, 

The  flowers  that  bloom  so  fair. 
Are  in  my  memory  dear  to  me, 

Unseen,  but  everywhere.  Choms. 

Oh  !  I  would  once  again  behoM 

Those  scenes  that  charmed  me  ao; 
The  sunbeams  likea  flood  of  gold. 

The  brooklet's  peaceful  flow. 
But  mother,  since  my  eyes  are  dim. 

All  joys  of  life  are  o'er; 
And  now  your  poor  blind  little  Jim, 

Will  see  on  earth  no  more.  Chorus. 

Ood  Save  our  President  From  Every  Harm. 
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O,  land  of  Washington's  renown, 

And  Lincoln's  pure  devotion,  * 

Where  laurel  wreaths  loved  Garfield  crown. 

From  ocean  unto  ocean. 
Lift  up  yotir  voices  grand  and  free. 

In  unison  again ; 
The  Guardian  of  our  liberty, 

Jehovah  still  doth  reign  I 

■■.  ■ ,  ■.  ."V'-O--''.,":       Chobus.       -■[/■:'^'\\.-"/  ■';;/. 

God  save  our  President,  we  humWy  pray. 
Lord  of  nil  nations,  oh !  be  Thou  his  stay ; 
Hear  us  with  one  acclaim,  we  cry  unto  Tliee, 
Keep  Thou  our  leader  true,  where'er  he  may  be. 
Keep  Thou  our  leader  true,  from  error  free. 
God  save  our  President  from  every  harm.    A-men. 


Our  nation  liveB,  Columbia's  child. 

The  beacon  li^ht  of  glory; 
Thro'  sombre  grief,  thro'  breakers  vid«. 

It  tells  proud  frebdom's  story  I 
Our  ruler  trusted,  brave  and  wise. 

Our  flag  without  a  stain; 
We  hail  beneath  the  vaulted  skies, 

Jehovah  still  doth  reign. 

Chobus.  . : 

God  save  our  President  from  every  harm,' 
Shield  and  protect  him  with  Thy  mighty  arm; 
Guide  him  in  every  act.  Thou  Lord  of  us  all. 
Bend  him  prosperity,  sustain,  lest  he  fall ! 
Send  him  prosperity,  on  Thee  we  call. 
God  save  our  President  from  every  harm.  A-men. 

Our  Btaray  flag  still  floats  on  higl^;^         " 

The  nation's  emblem  cherished;  ' 
With  field  of  blue  to  match  the  akj. 

Where  not  a  star  has  perished. 
In  songs  of  joy,  'mid  trials  sore. 

We  hail  its  folds  again;  .    ^ 

Praise  be  to  him  forevermort^*? 

Jehovah  still  doth  reign  I     ;;      C 

•  Chobus. 

God  save  our  President,  watch  o'er  his  life. 
Firm  may  he  guide  us  on  thro'  every  strife  ! 
Bulc  then  his  judgement  still.  Thou  Buler  be  nigh 
Strengthen  him  evermore  with  Thy  strength  divine 
Btrcii^jthen  him  evermore,  his  heart  be  thine. 
God  wve  our  Praeident  from  every  harm.    A-mea 


m  tm*  m  ■■- ■  -  •  ■  - 
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The  footprints  of  loved  ones  are  fading. 

And  passing  away  from  our  sight; 
To-day  in  the  sunshine  they  cheer  ns. 

To-morrow  brings  shadow  and  blight. 
Those  footprints  of  old  we  have  cherished. 

The  river  of  time  bears  away. 
Like  flowers  that  will  bloom  but  to  perish, 

They  come,  and  with  us  cannot  stay. 

Chorus. 

The  footprints  of  loved  ones  are  fading. 
Yes,  passing  each  day  from  our  view; 
No  longer  their  sunshine  would  cheer  na, 
.    Since  dear  ones  have  bid  us  adieu.  : . 

The  footprints  of  the  tfear  ones  are  fading, 

The  rich  and  the  poor  pass  away; 
ISome  sleep  in  the  valley  of  beauty. 

And  some  from  their  loved  ones  now  stray; 
But  oft  in  our  memory's  chamber. 

Come  joys  of  the  jiast  with  good  cheer. 
While  long  cherished  footprints  have  faded. 

Of  those  who  once  dwelt  with  us  here.     Cho. 

The  footprints  of  loved  ones  are  fading. 

Yes,  passing  for  aye  from  our  view; 
Some  day  they  are  bringing  us  pleasure. 

To-morrow  they  bid  us  i^eu ! 
We  lay  them  to  rest  in  our  sorrow. 

And  weep  o'er  the  loss  we  sustain; 
Though  footprints  of  loved  ones  have  fitded. 

Our  loss  is  their  infinite  gain.  Cboma. 


^  <♦»  ^ 


Hnrroo  for  Oold  Oirland  the  Gim  ov  ^e  Sae. 

Were  yez  ever  me  bhoys  at  Donnybrook  &ir. 

When  the  frolic  was  at  its  height. 
If  not,  by  the  powers,  it's  iKUorant  yez  are. 

For  it's  a  most  wonderful  sight. 
If  a  quarrel  begins,  every  bould  mother's  son. 

Grasps  his  sprig  and  eoes  smiling  to  work; 
And  when  once  arotised  the  smallest  wan  there. 

Cud  swallow  a  dozen  of  John  the  Turk. 

Chorus. 

Hurroo  !  for  ould  Oirland,  the  gim  or  the  sae, 
Hurroo  !  for  the  colleens  so  purty  and  gay, 
Hurroo  !  for  the  shamrock,    good  whiskey 

and  noise, 
Hurroo !  for  the  rolliokin'  light-hearted  l^ys. 

Bad  luck  to  the  morning  I  left  the  ould  cot. 

And  came  over  here  for  to  carry  the  hod, 
Shure  I  feel  all  the  world  like  a  pig  ia  a  pot. 

For  J  can't  lay  my  hands  ou  a  dacent  sized  spud 
And  there's  not  such  a  thing  as  a  Donnybr<K>k  jip 

To  cheer  up  the  heart  of  a  poor  lad  like  me, 
Och  !  sadly  I  miss  my  poor  dad  and  Uie  pi^;, 

And  the  illigamt  face  of  sweet  Norah  McGee. 

Chorus. 


AMicn  I  sit  down  and  think  on  the  bould 

bhoys  at  home, 

Bifj  tears  ov  sorrow  spring  into  my  eyes. 
And  curse  the  sad  day  I  wax  tempted  to  roam 

From  comiMuions  I  played  with  in  the  pig  atya. 
I  wonder  if  ^vcr  they  think  of  poor  Dan, 

And  if  charming  Norah  is  still  true  to  me; 
I'll  go  back  in  the  -'thistle  "  as  soon  as  I  can. 

To  beautiful  Erin  across  the  blue  sea. 

ChoroB. 


**--^ 


Ireland  fpx  the  Irish- 

BY  A.  A.  WAIJ.S.  air:      MOIXY  BON  AETBOBX. 


Ireland  for  the  Irish,  is  our  motto  says  Pamell; 
Those  fertile  fields  and  flowery  dales  young 

Emmet  loved  so  well. 
Were  never  decked  by  nature  for  an 

English  absentee, 
Come  Erin's  sons  take  up  your  guns 

and  fight  for  liberty. 

.       -  Chorus. 

We'll  meet  the  English  army,  those  landlord's 

well  defy, 
We'll  meet  them  as  our  old  brigade  at  the 

charge  of  Fontenoy. 

Gladstone's  bill  is  a  failure,  boys;  and  so  ia 

Foster's  plan, 
They  said  they  would  drive  the  Irish  race 

out  of  their  native  land, 
They  would  force  them  to  emigrate,  or  lock 

them  up  in  jail. 
And  swore  they'd  stop  the  "  Irish  World  " 

from  ooming  thro  the  mail. 
Choms. 

The  brave  and  noble  Davitt  lies  in  a  prison  cell. 
Likewise  the  brave  John  Dillon,  Brauncn, 

and  Father  Shcaliy  as  well. 
They  struggled  hard  for  Erin's  Isle,  they 

organized  the  league. 
For  Ireland  and  the  Irish  to  die  they're  not  afraid. 

Chorus. 

We'll  meet  the  English  army,  those 

•  landlords  we'll  defy, 

'  And  free  our  noble  beroeji  from  the  dungeons 

where  they  lie. 

May  Erin's  sons  and  daughters  live  to  nee 

our  Ireland  f^-ee, 
The  grear  Pamell  onr  president,  our  ships 

ui>on  the  sea. 
The  army  just  like  Sherman  ha«l,  (reneral 

Burke  in  full  corqipand. 
To  keep  those  frauds,  or  title<l  lords  out  (W 

our  native  land. 

>,  ^'''\  Chorus.  . ,  .*' 

Then  Ireland's  young  Republic  will  happy, 

nappy  be. 
No  landlord's  slaves,  or  pauper's  ({raves 

when  Frin's  Isle  is  free. 

Bruno's  Change  Rhyme. 

This  world's  made  up  of  joy  and  sorrow, 

We've  wine  to-day  and  beer  to-morrow; 

To-<lay,  perhaps,  your  stock  is  booming. 

Next  week  with  tramps  yon  may  be  roaming. 

To-day  your  wife  is  fondly  kissing. 

To-morrow  you  may  find  her  missing; 

To-day  the  honcj'-uioon  is  beaming, 

N<xt  week,  percliauee,  there'll  1>^  tears  streaming; 

To-(liiy  you'll  cut  wliite  Itrea-l  an  I  honey, 

Td-iiiorrow  you  iniiy  ^>^H  f'>r  uioa«-y; 

To-day  no  plug  than  yom  <  is  ni«-»-, 

■¥oii  Kfxin  may  wear  .i  liattered  dic^ir; 

We've  cake  to-day,   and  crust  to-morrow. 

This  world's  aiude  up  of  joy  and  Borrow. 


I 


-    WIT' 


I  Moflt  Have  Been  Drnnk  Wh«n  I  said  it. 

BT  BAJOtT  aAXaOM.  8UNO  BT  C.  P.  HTLANS. 


I  w«nt  to  a  club-snpper  lost  Thnrsdny  night, 

It  WM  held  at  the  "  Bullock  and  B«t, 
And  out  of  respect  they  did  me  elect, 

They  oekeil  lue  if  I'd  take  the  chair. 
I  got  rather  tight  they  tnld  me  next  night, 

That  I'd  said  what  none  of  them  credit. 
But  if  I  said  ought  wrong  in  my  speech  or 

my  song, 

I  most  haye  been  drunk  when  I  said  it. 

Chobus. 

I  must  have  been  drnnk  when  I  said  it, 
Though  to  drink  I'm  not  in  the  habit; 
But  if  I  really  said  what  thoy  say  I  did, 
I  must  have  been  drunk  when  I  said  it. 

They  say  that  I  told  them  that  Mr.  Brown, 

Went  to  work  every  morning  at  Boren; 
But  th«  packman  he  called  with  his  dresses 

and  shawls, 

At  Brown's  houne  every  morning  at  eleven ; 
Mrs,  Brown  every  week  has  a  new  dross  or  shawl. 

Some  say  that  she  gets  them  on  credit. 
But  I  said  she  got  them  for  nothing  at  all, 

But  I  mtust  have  been  drunk  when  I  said  it. 

Chorus. 

They  say  that  I  told  thenf  that  one  day  I  saw 

A  policeman  while  out  on  his  beat. 
Give  a  poor  tramp  a  dollar  and  tell  him  to  go, 

And  get  himRclf  Komething  to  eat. 
Our  policeman  would  not  take  a  bribe, 

Neither  would  he  eat  mutton  or  rarebit, 
I  said  our  politicians  were  honest,  but  mind, 

I  must  have  been  drunk  when  I  said  it. 

Choma. 

I  told  them  I  one  day  went  conrting  a  girl, 

And  proposed  to  cut  quite  a  dash, 
I  took  her  to  concerts,  theatres  oa  well, 

I  made  very  free  with  my  cash; 
I  found  that  four  handsome  young  children 

she'd  got, 

Which  they  said  was  not  much  to  her  credit. 
She  says  that  I  promised  to  father  the  lot. 

But  I  must  have  been  drunk  when  I  said  it. 

Chorus. 


The   Snooze^ 

BT  ED.  HABRIOAM. 


There's  a  fellow  who  lives  in  this  city. 

And  he  sleeps  on  the  floor  of  saloons; 
He  lives  on  birdsr  ed  and  crackers. 

And  his  busineriH  is  juggling  spittoons; 
He's  known  by  every  barkepper, 

As  a  bum  he's  the  worst  of  them  all; 
Ton  bet  he  never  would  tumble, 

Wieham  with  the  terrible  gnll.  f 

€uonr».  j 

They  say  he's  a  horrible  snoozer, 

And  a  boozer,  what  a  rooster; 
When  he  borrows  your  money  you're  loser. 

The  snoozer  with  the  terrible  gall. 

He  has  got  an  eye  in  his  head  like  a  aiackrel. 

And  his  neck  is  as  Icng  as  a  erane; 
He  eats  gruel  that  i.4  made  out  of  sawdust, 

Mixed  up  with  a  oeven  days  rain. 
His  clothes  would  cover  a  hair-pin — 

Shoot  him  with  a  big  cannon  ball; 
Ton  bet  that  he  never  would  drop — 

The  bum  with  the  terrible  gaQ.        Choraa. 


i: 


Chohcs, 


When  Nobody  was  Looking^. 

MTTSIC  PtnBUSHID  BT  B.  H.  HARDING,     229  BOWXPT. 
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"Twas  in  the  golden  sunset. 

And  we  gaaed  up  at  the  sky. 
When  nobo.ly  was  looking, 

Wh*?n  nobody  wns  by. 
We  T^'Hudeied  slowly  thro"  the  dell, 

1  tried  to  say  I  loved  her  well, 
rint  titill  the  tule  I  could  not  t«U 

TLo'  nobody  was  looking. 


en  nobody  was  looking,  ' 

There  met  two  lovers  wno  were  shy. 
When  tiobody  was  looking, 
When  who  were  shy,  when  nobody  was  by. 

The  shadows  soon  grew  darker. 

And  the  cottage  home  was  nigh. 
And  nobody  was  looking, 

Aud  nobody  was  by. 
But  still  my  tongue  refused  to  say. 

The  lesson  I'd  learned  all  tbot  day, 
I  had  the  will  but  not  the  way, 

Tho'  nobody  was  looking.  Chorus. 

But  iust  as  wo  were  parting. 

All  my  doubts  appeared  to  fly. 
When  nobody  was  looking, 

When  nobody  was  by. 
Her  mother  called  her  from  the  gate, 

Did  she  not  know  the  hour  waH  late? 
A  word,  a  kiss  !  I  knew  my  fate. 

And  nobody  was  looking.  Chorus. 


When  the  Brooklyn  Bridge  is  Done. 

aib;    what  do  tov  sat. 


BT  J.  RICHMOND. 


I  am  Senator  McCann  an  ex-Alderman, 

I've  refused  the  President's  ohair; 
I  eat  Webster's  Dictionary  for  pills, 

I've  made  a  fortune  bottling  air; 
If  I  was  President,  I'd  have  the 

MisKiesippi  River  mn  dry, 

I'd  make  girls  wear  moustacheit  and  pants; 
We'd  have  moonlight  picnics  in  the  clonda, 

And  danc«  an  Irish  Can  Can  danoe. 

Chorus.  * 

I'd  make  all  the  Chinese  do  washing  fire?. 

Hang  the  organ  grinders  for  fun. 
Oh  !  I'll  build  an  iron  ladder  to  Heaven, 

When  the  Brooklyn  Bridge  ia  done. 

I'd  put  all  the  old  maids  npon  the  poliea^ 

In  the  Gas  House  I'd  put  Jim  Blaine; 
I'd  have  a  tunnel  under  the  Atlantic  Ooean, 

And  have  a  law  to  prevent  snow  and  rain; 
I'd  paint  the  moon,  kalsoniine  the  clouds, 

'\V  hitttwash  the  stars  and  sun; 
You  can  live  forever,  have  your  breath  inaoted. 

When  the  Brooklyn  Bridge  is  done.       Cho. 


Boys  Leave  Drink  Alone- 

BT  JAMES  I.ARKIN,  FOB  MED  BABBI. 

Motto  Bongs  of  every  kind, 

Have  through  the  world  been  aoag; 
But  I  have  one,  the  truest  one. 

You'll  say  so  when  I'm  dona. 
A  tale  of  woe  I  will  unfurl, 

A  sad  one  yoii  will  own; 
You'll  curse  the  day  you  saw  the  iravld. 

If  you  don't  leave  drink  alone. 

Chobcb. 

Beys  leave  drink  alona. 
If  happy  you  would  Hva; 
'  Beys,  leave  drink  alone,  • 

To  you  this  good  adviea  I  give. 

Onee  I  was  a  happy  man,  ,  ' 

And  had  a  loving  wife; 
She  said  I'll  do  what  e'er  I  oan. 

If  you  quit  the  drunkard's  Itfa. 
The  kind  words  that  she  gave  to  raa^ 

I  hurl  back  in  her  face; 
Now  those  once  happy  lives  wa  Hv«d, 

W^now  must  live  apaea.  Gheawk 


This  is  a  tale  I  know  tbat'a  tma. 
As  in  the  world  you'll  live; 

And  in  these  lines  I'll  prove  to  yn. 
The  story  that  I  give; 

You  set- m  in  doubt,  you  won't  be 
WhpM  1  tell  you,  you  will  start; 

The  tulo  that  1  told  in  this  aoog, 


We  Cant  do  Without  it 

BI7MO  BT  O.  P.  HTT.iNT). 


J 


I  wish  I  conld  live  without  eating, 

I've  heard  some  folks  very  fooUshlysay; 
It's  a  common  exprcHsion,  but  very  abanrd. 

For  we  never  can  find  out  the  way. 
To  eat  and  to  drink  is  part  of  our  lot — 

Wo  work  and  we  slumber  and  play; 
To  those  who'd  observe  we  would  mucli  lather  not. 

These  words  I  would  certainly  say. 

Chobttb. 

>    We  can't  do  withont  it  no  matter  how  we  try. 
We  can't  do  without  it,  on  that  you  may  rely; 
We're  bound  to  do  it  open,  or  else  npon  the  sly, 
It's  funny,  but  we  can't  do  without  it. 

We  all  have  a  weakness  for  something  that's  nies 

The  rich  and  the  yoor  man  as  well; 
Extortionate  tradesmen  will  stick  on  the  priee, 

When  they  know  we  must  buy  what  they  aell; 
The  butcher  and  baker  are  very  discreet, 

No  wonder  their  fortune  they  win; 
For  they  charge  what  they  like  for  their 

bread  and  their  meat. 

And  we  all  have  to  bear  i^  and  grin.     ChonuL 

We  know  that  a  mas  that  ia  partial  to  drink, 

Is  termed  a  convivial  soul; 
And  at  each  public  house  he  persistently  stope, 

When  be  ever  goes  out  on  a  stroll. 
A  chance  for  carouuing  some  men  never  miaa, 

And  glass  after  glass  they  will  take. 
If  ever  we  expostulate  with  them,  why  thia 

Is  the  sort  of  reply  they  will  make.       Choma. 

In  flirting,  the  whole  of  mankind  will  indulge, 

What  ere  be  their  station  in  life; 
And  at  some  time  or  other  their  weakness  divulge 

By  taking  a  sweet  little  wife. 
For  all  work  and  no  pleasure  we  don't  case  a  bit— 

Of  that  there's  no  snadow  of  doubt; 
And  spooning,  of  course,  we  are  bound  to  admit 

Is  a  thing  that  we  can't  do  without.      Choma. 


Whate'er  Betide. 
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Is  from  this  broken  heart. 


Otons. 


Hold  me  in  thy  tender  arms,  .  #' 

Oh  !  great  heart,  strong  and  true  I 
Kiss  down  mine  eyelids,  wet  with  tears; 

Thine  own  ara  dewy  too  ! 
Kiaa  down  my  eyelids  wet  with  tears,    . 

Thine  own  are  dewy  too  ! 
Whisper  again  the  promise  swea^ 

So  often  sworn  to  me; 
"  "Whate'er  betide  I  vrill  ratnm, 

My  own  dear  leva  to  the*  P    j 

Thy  name  my  lipa  eaa  ne'er  forget 

To  syllable  in  prayer; 
That  name  whoee  magic  soimd  hath  pewV 

To  lessen  pain  and  care ! 
That  name  whose  magic  sound  hath  pew'r 

To  lessen  i>ain  and  care  ! 
What  matters  time  to  hearts  like  ours  ? 

We  have  eternity  ! 
And  restlass  hearts  find  rest  at! 

Upon  its  tranquil  sea. 


THE    SINOEBS'    JOVRIVAI^ 
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Your  Lassie  will  be  True. 

EEPLT  TO  AND  COMBINED  WITH,  SCOTCH  LASSrE  JEAN. 
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Tlio'  sr-,xs  now  divide,  ^nd  the  monntains  so  wide, 

111  uo'vcr  once  forifc-t  yon  far  away. 
But  1  tio;i.-^urc  titill  the  flower,  that  you 

gave  nie  one  sweet  hour, 
WhfcU  we  wutclu'il  t'lo  liicis  and  lassies 

dancing  gay. 
You'vo  longed  for  my  coming,  and  I've 

wept  bitter  tear*; 
Your  Scotcli  lri.ssie  titill  is  your  own. 
She  never  will  be  Inlse,  for  Ler  bv^art  sh« 

lift  with  you, 
No  !  you.-  lassie,  bluo-eyed  lassie  w'll  bo  true. 
Chorii.s. 

Oh  !  laddie,  my  liiddie  fnv  away. 
Still  would  your  darling  die  for  yon, 
She  never  will  be  false.     Ah  !  no,  no 

matter  what  they  say. 
No  !  your  lassie,  bluc-cycd  lassie  will  be  true. 

Then  love,  don't  forget  that  I  think  of  you  yet, 
'Mid  Scotland's  bonnie  hills  across  the  sea, 

And  tho'  far  away  I  roam,  oh  !  I  know 

there  is  a  home. 
That  is  waiting  there,  my  own,  for  yon  .nd  me. 
rn  come  to  you  laddie,  like  a  bird  to  its  nest. 

For  still  I  am  praying  for  you. 
Of  all  the  world  so  fair,  I  am  loving  you  the  best, 
And  your  lassie,  blue-eyed  lassie,  will  be  true. 

ChoruB. 


The  Lost  Goat. 

BXTIMBOGEB8. 

I  am  a  much  abused  man;  and  terrible  broke  up, 

Now  listen  to  me  and  my  trouble  I'll  tell; 
I  had  a  fine  goat,  he  was  fit  for  a  queen. 

And  was  b»g  as  a  cow,  and  his  name  was  Bill. 
I  left  him  last  week  on  tho  hillside  a  grazing. 

Eating  sweet  lilies,  and  timothy  hay. 
And  some  dirty  loafer  with  talking  and  coaxing. 

Induced  my  pc»or  billy  goat  far,  lai-  away. 

;,•    ^  "■)';?■'".'  :'  CHOBD8.  ■'.'■;•'■:■  ^  ■,'/ 

Oh  I  my,  hare  yrm  seen  biDy, 
My  dear  little  billy  goat  cnshla  maebree  ? 
Some  dirty  loafer  with  talking  and  coaxing, 
Put  salt  on  liis  tail  and  coaxed  him  away. 

Now  where  sbflU  I  go  ahar,  do  tell  me  that, 

I've  been  walking  all  day,  I'm  as  weak  as  a  cat, 
I  am  hungry  an  1  played  out,  I'll  give  ye  a  note. 

If  any  of  yon  tell  me  where  I'll  find  my  goat. 
Gentlemen,  tell  aie,  oh  !  do  for  my  sake. 

If  I  don't  find  my  dear  goat  my  heart  it 

will  break; 
I  would  rather  la<e  my  wife  and  my  mother-in-law 

Than  to  lose  m  f  sweet  billy  goat,  cushla  magra.   | 

Chorus. 


To-Mor<«w  Night  I'U  Wait 

mt  JAMZS  MASON. 


Oood-eraixiBg  all,  att«ition  to  ; 

A  story  w»»  *ill  tell; 
It's  all  about  ^he  one  we  1ot«, 

She  is  our  4)retty  blu*-«7«d  NaU. 


One  evening  as  the  moon  was  shining  bright, 

On  me  she  sweet  did  smile, 
Like  a  fairy  dancing  on  the  strand. 

This  was  her  graceful  style. 

"./,.''.'.•■-,'■":.'"■■         Chorub.;^-;:-'-  ''■'■■':/;;■;;    ;; 

For  I  thought  she  was  the  sweetest  I  had 

•     ever  seen,     )Break) 

She  was  perfect  like  a  queen ;         (Break. ) 
Then  we  fancy  we  could  see  her  fairy  form. 

As  we  left  her  at  the  gate. 
She  softly  whispered  in  my  ear. 

To-morrow  night  I'll  wait. 

Next  night  I  went  to  see  her. 

And  my  heart  beat  with  delight. 
She  was  picking  roses  for  her  hair. 

Oh  !  it  was  a  lovely  sight. 
T  asked  her  if  she  would  be  mine. 

Oh  !  she  named  the  happy  time; 
Next  Sunday  is  our  wedding  day. 

When  the  church  bells  ring  at  nine. 


Cho. 


^♦»  ^ 


.  Baby's  got  a  Tooth. 
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■  i 


I'm  the  father  of  a  bouncing  boy,    . 

He  looks  just  like  his  pa; 
He's  the  picture  of  his  mammy,  ■, 

And  the  image  of  his  dada. 
lie  was  eight  months  old  the  other  day. 

He  is  a  noble  youth. 
We  have  been  almost  crazy  sinc« 

He  got  his  first  front  tooth. 

"■:'/    ■  "'-■  ■■'■■'      Chorus. 

George  dear,  George  dear. 

Can't  you  guess  the  truth; 
George  dear,  George  dear,  i  .;>' 

Bless  the  little  youth.  ■'  r. 

Do  get  up  and  light  the  fire,  '» 

Turn  the  gas  a  little  higher,  ' 

Go  and  tell  your  Aunt  Maria. 

Baby's  got  a  tooth.  * 

I  went  home  late  the  other  night,    ' 

And  soon  was  sound  asleep. 
When  suddenly  I  was  awoke. 

By  sounds  that  made  me  weep. 
My  wife  she  grabbed  me  by  the  arm. 

And  says  get  up  you  brute. 
The  pride  and  joy  of  all  of  us. 

Has  got  a  nice  front  tooth.  Chonu. 

Now  married  men  take  my  advioa. 

When  first  you  do  get  spliced. 
Don't  ever  try  to  go  to  sleep, 

Let  this  be  my  advice. 
But  to  save  yourself  the  trouble  of. 

The  darling  little  pet. 
Don't  wait  until  he  gets  a  tooth,  '  ' 

Buy  it  a  nice  false  set.  Cbams. 

^   ft   ^ 

Will  I  Always  be  Tour  Darling  f 


TO  T.  HANSON. 


BT  OflCAB  B.  BXVM. 


Will  I  always  be  your  darling. 
As  we  journey  down  life's  seaf    \-K; 

Will  the  wife  be  just  as  precious 
As  the  sweetheart  seems  to  be  ? 

There  may  be  rough  waves  to  waatliw; 
Over  which  our  bark  may  sail. 

Do  you  think  our  hearts  together,- 

-  Will  ride  smoothly  through  the  fats  f 

(Jhobus. 

Will  I  always  ba  your  darling  ? 
^  Tell  ma  honest,  tell  me  tma, 

"        If  forever  and  forever 

I  will  be  as  dear  to  yon  ? 


When  the  silver  hair  shall  mingia, 

With  the  early  locks  of  gold, 
And  my  face,  careworn  and  wrinkled. 

Tells  you  1  am  getting  old; 
Will  I  be  the  same  dear  darling. 

When  sliall  come  life's  harvest  days?   • 
Will  the  love  be  then  as  ardent. 

And  the  lips  as  fondly  praise?  Cbonuu 


The  Ships  go  Sailing  by. 
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Two  children  played  on  the  sandy  shore. 

As  tho  royal  sun  in  tht*  cast  rose  high; 
And  the  day  seemed  neviv  so  bright  before, 

And  the  ships  went  sailing  by. 

Two  lovers  strolled  on  the  prbbly  beach. 

And  they  said  "  Tlio  day  is  t'lo  sweet  to  die  1" 

For  the  hours  were  golden  and  fair  to  each. 
And  the  ships  wont  sailing  by. 

And  the  old  man  sat  in  the  evening  glow. 

And  he  watched  tho  waves  with  a  weary  sigh, 

As  he  thought  of  the  days  in  the  long  ago — 
And  the  ships  went  sailing  by.  * 

Two  quiet  graves  near  tho  restless  deep. 

Where  the  waves  dash  ever,  now  low,  now  high, 

Bu^  the  sleepers  wake  uol.  to  laugh  or  weep, 
And  the  snips  go  sailing  by. 


^  ■«^>  ^ 


Empty  is  the  Dog-floose  Towser's  Pinned. 

WRITTEN  AND  SUNG  BT  CUAS.  OLXDDEN. 


Once  I  owned  a  yellow  dog  and.his  name 

was  Towser  Jenkins, 

A  butcher  cut  his  tail  oflf  with  a  cleaver; 
Towser  had  his  trade-mark  on  all  the  cats  in  town. 

And  when  he. spotted  one  he'd  never  leave  her, 
He  wore  his  legs  ofi  stnmpy, 

Chaseing  milk  oarts  round  the  country. 
But  the  little  house  is  empty  where  we  ties  him, 

A  policeman  spotted  Towser,  put  some 

arsnicin  his  grub. 
Empty  is  the  dog-house  Towser's  piaened. 

*     Chorus.      "'  :', '."V.  '  : .  ' 

He's  gone  to  look  for  rats  in  the  happy 

hnnting  groonds. 
He  died  this  morning  while  the  sun  was  rising; 
The  fleas  have  all  turned  out  to  hunt  up 

a  new  lunch  routa. 
Empty  is  the  dog-house  Towser's  pizened. 

Ob  !  haw  that  dog  would  grin,  when  a  tramp 

would  look  at  him. 

He  used  to  put  bav  windows  in  their  breeohea; 
Wore  the  hair  all  off  his  ribs, 

Ohaseing  cats  abound  com  cribs. 
Had  bunions  on  his  knees  from  jumping  ditchea, 

On  his  nose  he  had  two  blisters, 
■Where  the  rats  chewed  off  his  whiskers. 

Whan  he  was  asleep  they'd  paralyze  bim. 
But  now  he's  gone  and  dusted. 
And  his  chest-protector's  basted 

Empty  is  the  dog-hoase  Towser's  piMned. 

('hobub. 

Ha  has  gone  to  hunt  for  liver, 

Way  across«d  the  Hwanee  river. 

No  more  in  the  sewer  we']]  baptise  hin, 

No  more  he'll  homeward  sail. 

With  tin  can's  Mpr,u  his  tail, 

Emg^y  is  the  dog-house  Towser's  pixeued. 


-■*  > «•  ,...:•••»■»•«.>>;■    •■».--j*y 
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Ob  !  my  tme  lovo  is  tall  and  stroog. 

His  sinew}'  liiul);-:  aio  straight; 
Of  all  the  men  Lo  moves  aiuong. 

Not  one  is  thorc  bis  mate. 
His  smiles  are  brit^bter  thau  tbe  bads 

That  from  tbe  dark  earth  spring; 
I'd  rather  listen  to  his  words. 

Than  hear  tho  blackbird's  sing. 
Chobus. 

His  smiles  are  brighter  than  the  bods 

That  from  the  dark  earth  spring; 
I'd  rather  listen  to  his  words, 

Than  hear  the  bbu:kbirds  sing. 

In  tbe  summer  days  \rben  natare  deoks. 

Tbe  fields  with  blossoms  fair,        , 
My  hand  in  his  ho  loving  takes. 

And  leads  mo  everywhere.  .    ^ 

So  whether  by  tho  silvery  tide. 

Or  in  tho  woodland  glada^ 
If  I  am  only  by  his  side, 

I  never  am  afraid.  Chonn. 

Last  night  we  sought  our  favorite  seat. 

Beneath  tbe  hawthorn  tree. 
And  "I  love  you,"  he  whispered  sweet, 

To  me,  yes,  unto  me. 
Bo  ere  the  buds  again  shall  blov 

O'er  all  the  country  side. 
The  bells  shall  ring  tbe  world  r,hall  know. 

That  I  am  llobin's  Brido.  Gboi^. 

The  Man  With  The  Terrible  QmI. 

BT  CEVNIS  DALZ. 

As  I  stroll  home  each  evening, 
'     From  a  hard  day's  work; 
Fm  bothered  by  r.  terrible  gang. 

Everyone  of  which  has  a  dirk. 
They  throw  all  kinds  of  things  a;  ;ae^ 

And  nt  mo  tbfy  do  bawl, 
•*  Get  on  to  his  jags,  it's  Conkling, 

The  man  with  tbe  terrible  gaoL    - 

I  attended  a  party  tho  other  ere, 

Of  a  neighboring  friend  of  mine; 
I  surely  thought  I  would  bo  flree 

From  insult  for  a  time. 
But  I  no  sooner  reached  the  comer. 

Upon  which  they  had  hired  the  hall. 
When  a  fresh  hollered  out  from  the  other  side, 

'*  There's  the  man  with  the  terrible  gMlL 

I  says,  "  young  fellow,  I'll  break  yom  neek," 

He  says  "  come  ovtr  and  try  it;" 
Says  I,  ' '  where  did  you  get  the  watoh  and  ebain 

I'm  sure  you  never  did  buy  it." 
This  made  the  fresh  terribly  mad, 

And  back  his  fist  he  did  haul. 
Says  he,  here's  a  stunner  for  the  eys 

Of  the  man  with  the  terrible  gaaL" 

For  fire  long  weeks  I  was  laid  Tip. 

With  an  eye  like  an  overgrown  peaea, 
I  swore  if  I  could  catch  the  fresh, 

A  lesson  to  him  I  would  teach. 
But  now  I  am  solid  wid  the  gang, 

For  I  treated  them  one  and  all, 
Aad  never  agafb  will  they  hollar  at  aae, 

'nks  Diaa  with  the  terrible  gaol. 


Dem  Glory  K'yara 
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Good  folkfe  a-listen  to  dis  darkie's  refrain. 

Sen  dar  was  trouble; 
Bov  be  managed  to  ci^tch  on  to  de  glory  traia, 

doable  on  de  olo  man's  miud. 
Bow  he  followed  dem  k'yara  till  his  feet  were  frozen 

Deo  dar  was  trouble ; 
And  bow  he  ever  got  dar  de  good  God  kD/)ws, 

^hoable  on  da  ole  man's  miud. 

Chorus. 

Den  dar  was  trouble,  a  heap  of  trouble, 
A  mighty  sight  of  trouble  on  de  old  man's  mind; 
Bnt  now  dis  trouble  am  gf>ne  to  de  debbil. 
An'  dar's  no  mo'  trouble  ou  de  ole  man's  mind. 

But  dem  glory  k'yars  struck  a  powerful  grade, 

Den  dar  was  trouble ; 
An'  fast-boss  time  dis  Nigger  man  made, 

Trouble  on  de  ole  man's  mind. 
Over  ties  and  trestles  by  dc  light  ob  de  stars, 

Den  dar  was  trouble; 
Dis  coon  clinched  on  to  dem  glory  kyars. 

Trouble  on  dc  ole  man's  mind.  Cbonxs. 

When  I  am  sailing  on  de  Jasper  Sea, 

Den  dar  was  tronblo ; 
I  want  you  coons  all  to  look  up  at  me. 

Trouble  on  de  ole  man's  mind. 
I'll  be  steerin'  ofi"  do  ships  to  do  shores  of  gold, 

Den  dar  was  trouble; 
And  you  coons  upon  do  lau'  will  be  badly  sold. 

Trouble  on  do  olt>  man's  mind.  Cboraa. 


Vo  Father,  no  Mother,  no  Home ! 

OOPTMOHT,   1881,     BY  B.  W.  HrTCaOOOK. 
PUBLISBSD  BT  HIS  PKBMISSION. 

mmc  pi^BUBBEn  at  uitchcock's  music  btobi, 

BUN  BUILPINCl,   ida  NASSAU  STHEET,  N.  Y.         OB 
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OF  PIUCE,  40  CTS,  IN  108TAOK  BTAMFH, 

BT     WILLIAM    J.     A.     bUCDEB,     60 

CHATHAM  HTB££T.       N.  Y.         ,- 


Dead  in  tbe  pitiless  street, 

And  frieneless,  forsaken,  unknown  1 
No  one  to  fondly  repeat 

The  name  of  that  child-waif  so  lone  ! 
Where  were  tbe  kind  loving  eyes. 

To  watch  while  his  footsteps  might  roam; 
Dead'neath  the  blue  arching  skies — 

Mo  father,  no  mother,  no  home  I 

Chobus. 

Only  three  bright  golden  onrls. 
To  tell  who  he  was  'neath  yon  dome  I 

Pitv  that  little  child-waif — 
No  father,  no  mother,  no  home  ! 

Loet  in  the  whirl  of'the  crowd. 

And  needing  a  mother's  dear  oare. 
Spurned  by  the  rich  and  the  proud, 

80  young,  and  so  pure,  and  .so  fair, 
Ye  who  have  children  so  sweet. 

Oh  !  pity  these  waifti  as  you  roam  I 
Dead  in  the  pitiless  street, 

Xo  father,  no  mother,  no  home  I 

Ooiie  from  the  }uun  and  the  strife. 
The  angels  are  clflsuing  bun  now ! 

Gone  from  tho  struggle  of  life. 
The  sunlight  of  God's  on  his  brow  ! 

No  ono  to  ouri>  for  him  here. 

Thus  ever  around  as  tlif  y  roam  I 
No  one  to  slied  but  a  t«'ar, — 

No  fitth^r,  no  mother ,_^iMB_eJ Oboms. 


OUR   INTERESTING 

MATTER  COLUMN.  I 
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Thlecolutan  of  our  Journal  will  contain  In  each 
number  a  collection  of  Jokes.  o<l(lMe.s,  lUms  of  Interest 
etc,  etc,  To  wiiicii  we  invite  roiitiliMitloiis  to  tho  same 
from  our  hosi  of  coin  apondcnts,  and  we  will 
from  time  to  time  endeuvor  to  K've  space  to  Ih"?  same, 
with  Initials  of  the  writer  or  writers. 

(The  PubllbUer.) 


Why  should  great  actors  need  no  gaslight  ? 
Because  they  themselves  are  shining  lights. 

Why  are  untried  murders  like  bolls  on  tho 
ground  ?—  Because  they  want  nothing  but  hmg- 

««•      ..V  ■.    -,,:..;:■./■•■'.  .1-      -:■' 

Why  do  young  men  buy  gloves  and  boots  ? 
Becaose  they  cannot  get  them  for  nothing. 

Why  is  a  ring  given  as  a  jJedgo  of  matrimony  ? 
Because  there  is  no  end  to  it  but  in  destrtution. 

A  Western  farmer  is  obliged  to  diiilk  his  nose 
every  time  he  takes  a  walk  round  his  farm,  to 
save  himself  from  an  old  bull  who  has  a  sta-oug 
antipathy  to  red. 


Hard  to  beat. — Boiled 


ogg"- 


Be  careful  how  you  buy  goods  measured  by  a 
shopkeeper  whose  distonesty  is  uunicaKured. 

"  You  want  nothing,  do  you  ?"  said  Pat.  "  For 
if  it's  nothing  yc  want,  ye'll  find  it  in  tbe  jug 
where  the  whiskey  was."  ; 

An  Irishman  complained  to  bis  pbysieiaa 
that  be  stofied  him  so  much  with  drags  that  he 
was  sick  a  long  time  after  he  got  well,  * 

A  railroad  meeting.— Collision  of  two  trains. 

The  longest  periods  in  a  boys  life  are  those  be- 
tween meals. 

There  is  no  barm  in  a  glass  of  whiskey  if  you 
leave  it  in  the  glass. 

A  man  who  attempted  to  stand  on  bis  dignity 
the  other  day  couldu  t  do  it.  Tho  platform  was 
too  narrow. 

The  man  who  gets  into  prison  will  be  niore 
guarded  in  future.  [• 

The  name  of  the  man  in  Chicago  Who  feeds  his 
geese  on  iron  filings,  and  gathers  steel  pens  £roni 
their  wings,  is  Sharp. 

One  of  the  doorkeepers  at  tbe  Grand  Central 
Railway  Depot  is  so  strict  that  he  wont  "let 
even  an  observation  pass  "  without  a  ticket. 

It  has  been  ascertained  that  the  man  who  held 
on  to  the  last,  was  a  shoemaker. 

High  time, — A  chnrch  clock.  .    '  '*" 

What  i*^  capital  ?— Having  more  money  than 
you  l.»iow  what  to  do  with. 

■-      h  ■■"- 

What  land  of  all  the  lands  on  earth,  do  levers 
like  the  best  ? — Lapland. 

Oat  West,  when  a  group  of  citizens  has  a 
horse-stealer  under  consideration,  they  generally 
drop  tbe  Bubjeot  after  short  discussion 

Necessity  has  no  law.  bat  an  uncommon 
amount  of  lawyers. 

An  Irishman  was  asked  to  fight  a  duel,  but  de- 
clined on  tho  plea  that  he  did  not  wish  to  leave 
his  ould  mother  an  erphan. 

A  man  out  Wost,  who  offered  bail  for  a  friend, 
WM  asked  by  a  judge  if  he  had  any  eucomber- 
ano«  on  his  farm.  "Oh,  yes,"  said  he!  "my 
old  woman." 


wm 
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LIST  OF   POPULAR 

COPYlRIGHTED  MUSIC. 

;  <;       BY^  PAVOEITE   AUTHOES,  ^ 
^     -      PUBLISHED  BT  "/'' 

MRS^  ^PAULINE    LIEDER, 

Moiic  PubUriiMr,  Pabliaher  of  Bon;  Booki, 

Th9  Singer's  Journal,  Penny  Ballads, 

Valentine  Manofaot&rer,  etc,  eto* 

1  MoCwthy'B  Boarding  House r.iO 

2  Mary  Aun  Kehoe 40 

3  No  Work 40 

4  The  Lost  J«wel '.  "     *         "  40 

6  No  Work  Waltz 40 

C  Swaet  Amerikay 40 

7  Poonll«88  aod Poor ! . ! . .  .40 

8  The  Irah  V<»nntflers ....'..'.....!...  40 

e  The  NJHht  I  Learned  to  Swim .*:. .  .40 

10  Silver  Belk  are  Einging  Away  op  in  de  bky  40 

11  N.wYear-a  Day. .7.. ..40 

12  The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet 40 

18  The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet  Walte 40 

14  The  Old  Bench  Near  the  Mill 40 

16  Angel  Mother  Wateh  forme: 40 

16  Take  Me  B«ck  to  My  Dear  Old  South. 

*i'     •*.     wn  Home,  Song  with  Eoho  Chorus  40 

17  taj  my  Bead  Beneath  a  Rose 40 

18  Babjr  Died  One  Year  Ago  To-Day 40 

19  Ltttfe  Bogtdsh  Erea 40 

SlO  Beautiful  Songs  Unsung 40 

ai  A  Little  Plane  Within  thy  Heart 40 

88  Maaio  aod  Dancing 40 

23  TheReaemi  why  I  was  Elected . .    40 

84  WateioAJham  liUsSweeney,  the  Gay  CaTulier  40 
95  I  CXjuidn't  Help  it  Ma 40 

26  So  Weary  and  Sad  To-Night 40 

27  Irish  Landers GO 

28  When  the  Flowers  are  Dreaming 40 

29  SweetMaggie  Gordon 40 

SO  The  Bofcjbnd  iu  Your  Hair 40 

81  LiWk  Lay»  Over  Brain 40 

82  OpenUpDem  Doora 40 

83  The  Pettteoat  Brlgud* 40 

84  Sootoh  I^tncien 60 

86  Ameiiflaii  Lanaiers CO 

36  SeaC&dwt  Laooierii 60 

37  Tnrkiah  Patrol  Quiokatep .'..oO 

38  EiiKlish  Laneiet* '..60 

39  Mloahipmitea  March 40 

40  Thelriah  Volunteers  March 40 

41  The  PotUooat  Brigade  Mar»ji 40 

48  I'm  Just  Turned  Sixty-Three 40 

43  Times  of  Long  Ago ". . . .  40 

44  Inritakou  Waltzes ' 50 

45  Down  Wy  de  Bikinbow 40 

46  Settle  Dat  Bill '.'.'.'.'..'.  AO 

47  Old  Times  Roxy,  cr  Trouble  in  de  Kitchen  40 

48  Tse  Uncle  Pcmpey  Still 40 

49  Hab  Your  L»ddera  Keady 40 

50  ThoGoldmi  Chariot ..*.!".  .40 

51  Miokev  Fkhrity 40 

62  Denied  Good  FfelUh ....'.'.'.'...  AO 

63  A  Stitoh  in  Time  Suves  Nina 40 

54  The  Ticking  of  the  Clock '.'.' 40 

55  Take  Thlnge  as  They  Come 40 

56  You  Shonldn't  Notice  It '. 40 

67  Breathing  Sweet  Words  at  the  date  !..!!.  .40 

58  The  Meiaengw  Bird 40 

59  Waiting  for  de  Setting  ob  de  Snu 40 

60  Jtitty  McNish ; 40 

CI  Romping  Irish  Lms '         ....  40 

Ci  rU  Name  the  Boy  Dmnie,  or 

no  Name  at  all 40 

G3  When  MoGnineee  0«ls  the  Job 40 

I      W  Too  areTafcto,  bntl'll  Torgire  Yon 40 

66  Throwing  Pebbies  in  the  Stream 40 

(.6  When  the  MagnoUiM  Bloom 40 

C7  Cmij'B  Bftll  iMt  N^Lt 40 

M  My  Hotfte  bv  tb«  Deep  Roll  log  Sea. 40 

00  Mnry  Ami  O'llonliihau  Dowd 40 

70  She  li  no  Captivatiug 40 


71  Joys  of  mv  ChiMbnoil  . . .  .>-Vi.'.»»...^.'..  .40 

72  The  Day  I  Todc  My  Pe^'  to  C*m«y  Tele 40 

73  Pinegan  C-crterie 40 

74  Take  Me  iu  Your  Arms,  Mama   40  * 

75  DownonCini<-y  IsliuulBfuch 40 

76  The  old  willow  chnir  tlitiie  graudinolher  sat  40 

77  The  Heroes  ot  Irelnml 48 

78  AsISlooil  by  tl;el)oor 40 

79  Fiuegan  Masq-.i^nule 40 

80  My  Angel  Brother'a  Ring 40 

81  You  are  False  bnt  I'll  Forgive  You,  Walt2  .  .40 

82  Give  an  Honest  Irish  Lad  a  Chance 40 

83  The  Reason  wo  Mortgaged  the  Farm 40 

84  Echoes  from  the  Chapel  of  Knock 40 

86  Don't  Shut  out  tIieM.>oiilight  Mother 40 

86  Hunting  Four  Leal  Clover 40 

87  Winnie  Wane 40 

88  TheSlattery  Family 40 

89  Jerry  MnrphT's  Sqund 40 

90  Save  My  Child 40 

91  Mother  it  Wailing  to  Welcome  her  Boy. . .  40 

92  The  Old  Fa»hioBed  Collage 40 

93  Only  a  Daisy 40 

94  Fwewell  to  Ireland 40 

96  High  Water  Panls 40 

96  Widow  Olanay'B  Party 40 

97  Bria's  Green  lale 40 

98  SoM  wf  Brfn's  Isle 40 

90  Wake  Bonsk  Bessie 40 

100  dweet  Mafgie  Gordpn  Waltz 40 

101  Only  to  dear  Her  Voice 40 

102  Yesterday,  To-Day 40 

10a  The  Haunted  Brooklet *0 

104  When  Gabriel  Blows  ids  Horn 40 

106  Everything  Dene  for  the  Best 40 

106  The  Bridge  that  Crocaes  the  Biouk .40 

107  Jnat  From  HaiTJebnrg 40 

108  Rose  Patohanla  40 

109  TravelUag  bMk  to  Alabam . .    : 40 

110  Oh  1   why  was  I  so  soon  Forgotteu 40 

111  Come  Along  SieUr  Mmy 40 

118  My  own  eweetwife  to  be 40 

118  Wo  are  Orowing  Old  Together 40 

114  The  Old  RanedMill 40 

116  My  old  PUntaliou  Homo  so  far  away 40 

116  Grandfather's  Cane 40 

117  Hiding  ia  the  Corn 40 

118  I II  Meet  yon,  Sweet  Bessie  nt  Twiliglit. . .  40 

119  It  is  Sweet  to  be  reuiembered , 40 

120  Eight  Belle  at  Sea 40 

121  Cnpid  on  the  ice 40 

122  Grandmother's  eyes  have  grown  dim 40 

12S  Little  Sunshine  come  tome 40 

124  Dora  Blaine 40 

125  While  waiting  for  the  cows  to  come 40 

126  Picking  up  gold  iu  the  streets 40 

127  Flirtiog  on  onr  block 40 

128  The  tie  that  binds  us  brothers 40 

129  The  Old  Dinner  Horn 40 

180  Mother  please  forgive  your  boy 40 

131  A  sailor's  wife  I  soon  shall  be 40 

132  Old  Snow  Bulls  Hair  is  Turnini;  Gray 40 

133  Yon  may  speak  if  you  like  to  pa-pa 40 

184  The  Time  when  we  were  young 40 

186  When  Courting  Hulda  Brown 40 

186  'Tis  then  sweeihea^,  I'll  drenm  of  tl:ee 40 

187  Let  U9  catch  the  golden  sunbeams 40 

138  Fly  birdie,  to  where  Willies  walling 40 

139  Good  Knights  and  Fair  Lidies 40 

140  The  Briglit  Side^thc  nearer  I  draw  to  Jesus  40 

141  Do  it  A^ain 40 

142  We  shall  miss  thee,  Ella  darling 40 

143  Sister  Hannah 40 

144  Can  you  forgive  and  ftwget,  love 40 

146  Paddy  Duflfy 40 

146  Finegin  Calico  Ball 40 

147  The  snp  of  good  whiskey  at  Geritys  wake  40 

148  Jes  let  dem  bosses  go 40 

149  Old  Pompey's  getting  barefoot 

on  de  top  of  his  head ....  40 

150  How  Mrs.  McGovem  Sold  the  Ganger. . .  40 

151  Sweeter  than  a  red  ripe  peach 40 

152  Teddy  please  scare  me  again 40 

153  Sweeter  than  a  red  ripe  peach— Schottisoh  40 

154  Kerrigan's  Masquerade. , .  40 

166  Preetty  Irish  Queen. ....  -.:„, 40 

156  Happy  Old  Irish  Pair. , .. .'. 40 

167  McCarthy's  Fancy  Ball 40 

158  O'Brien  the  Alderman 40 

169  Whisper  softly,  papa's  Dying 40 

160  Fm  a  Aharming  up-town  belle 40 


161  Close  the  blinds,  Lottie's  dying 40 

168  Tia  ten  o'clock,  please  go 40 

168  The  old  haunted  miU 40 

164  The  bright  llttie  spot  on  tiw  oosftn 40 

165  Happy  dreams  of  you .40 

166  The  old  family  chair 40 

167  De  days  when  I  was  sold  i^  slarerj' 40 

168  Beneath  the  sod  they're  sleeping 40 

169  Come  little  darling  and  meet  u« 40 

170  Pretty  Littie  Dandelion. 40 

171  Sunny  Lays 40 

172  Over  the  Beautiful  River 40 

173  Never  meet  trouble  half  way 40 

174  The  day  when  my  poor  mother  died 40 

175  I  have  no  one  here  to  love 40 

176  Sweet  Lass  of  Richmond  Hill 40 

"VNTiere  the  sweet  flowers  grow 40 

8  Birdie  mine  why  do  you  leave  me 40 

1T9  Prettv  Little  Lou 40 

180  Lily  White  Rose 40 

181  Nigger  ina  fit 40 

182  Militia's  out  to-day 40 

183  Dem  Glory  K'yars 40 

184  Too  Late 40 

185  ^Vhere  pretty  lilacs  grow 40 

186  Charley  he's  a  masher »....40 

187  Killamey  Musketeers 40 

188  When  you  were  sweet  sftteaa 40 

199  Rise  up  in  de  moniin' 40 

190  Buttercups 40 

.  191  Sb«  smiled  as  ws  crossed  on  the 

Hoboken  Fsrrj. . .  .40 

192  Elaon 40 

198.  Save  at  the  spigot  and  waste  at  tha  bung  40 

194  Rose  Perfumed  Bouquet 40 

196  You'll  miss  me  when  we  part 40 

196  My  but  Talkative  Talkative  Wife 40 

197  Let  us  be  boys  again  just  for  to-night 40 

198  Our  Starry  Flag  our  Glory 40 

J^  199  Doing  all  the  good  wo  can 40 

800  Baby  sleeps  and  home  is  lonely 40 

801  'Tis  a  blossom  from  our  little 

WiUie's breast...  40 

202  De  song  of  de  augcration 40 

803  Hold  up  you  hand  for  Jesus 40 

204  Our  own  Shamrock  Shore 40 

806  Bold  Irishmen  to  the' front 40 

?0«  One  day  I  went  a  courting 40 

207  You're  nothing  but  a  butterfly 40 

208  I'm  glad  I'm  not  a  bachelor 40 

209  The  two  Irish  Turks 40 

210  I  was  false,  but  yonll  forgive  mc 40 

211  Away  down  South  in  Georgia 40 

"212  The  footprints  of  loved  ones  are  fkding.  ..40 

213  Has  the  Comet  Struck ..40 

214  A  dear  spot  of  land '  ,40 

216  Lovely  maid  so  shy 40 

216  The  Scotch  Grenedicr .V. ....  ..40 

217  Haul  taut,  my  lads .'. ..'..'.',.  .40 

218  On  de  Mancipation  Day ! . ! . .  .40 

219  Father  and  mother  are  homeless  to-day    40 

220  Poor  Little  Sightless  Jim .40 

281  She's  just  as  sweet  as  sweet  can  be. . ! , ! .  !40 
222  Dear  little  Sunshine  tell  me  why  40 

283  The  Pull  Back  Dress .".V. . '. .' .'  .40 

224  Josie's  Secret V. '.'.*.'..  .40 

286  The  Vision  of  my  dream *.  .'.*,.'.*.'.'.'.*.*. 40 

886  The  Letter  Carriers ! ! ! .  40 

Price  40  cts.  each,  or  any  four  for  one  dollar. 

There  are  none  of  the  pieces  of  music  on  this 
list  which  are  not  guaranteed  by  the  publisher 
to  give  entire  satisfaction.  My  music  is  never 
out  of  print,  and  can  be  procured  at  any  nusio 
store  in  the  U.  S.  But  the  quickest  and  beet 
policy  is  to  send  direct  to  me.  All  music  not  on 
this  list  constantly  kept  in  stock,  and  will  be 
sent,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  marked  price.  I 
keep  the  publications  of  all  the  music  publisher* 
in  America  and  Enrope. 

P.  8.— To  Music  Teachers.  Mnaicians,  Clubs, 
Professionals,  etc.,  my  terms  are  the  regular  pro- 
fessional rates.  But  with  a  desire  to  have  my 
pablications  more  thoroughly  introduced  to  your 
notice,  also  to  give  you  a  chance  to  re-dispose  of 
cc^ies  with  a  profit,  and  to  act  as  my  agente 
through  the  States,  I  will  allow  you  to  mSLt-  m 
selection  of  10  or  more  of  my  pieoes  §lt  one  htit 
off  of  the  marked  prioas. 

Address,  Wm.  J.  A.  loubL  Sea  «£  m4 

Booeeaeor  to  Mrs.   Panlineliedsr,   9^, 
60  Chatham  Street,  New  York. 


DE  SONG  OB  IDE  'AUGERATION. 
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By  Wm.  C.  SCHIUONECK, 

AxnsigfiA  for  the  Guitar  or  BaiU9>  by  PtoL  Edmund  Clarlc,  Tflactaer  of  the  Guitar,  Banjo,  Violio,  Organ,  Accordeon  and  Singing,  No.  285  Bowery,  New  York. 
M  con  moto  eaprestho. 
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1.  Hail    dem     glo  •  riea     ob 

2.  Let      de      Bar  -  kies     all 

3.  Iluil      de       u\o  -  ries     ob 


dis  iia  •  tion,  Ulcaa  do  bu  -  tiiD  it-ij  -  to  -  ra  •  tion,  See  de  dar  ■  kies  whole  m1  -  va  •  tioii  Lee  .  tion 
take  warn  •  ill,  When  do  pol  •  i  -  li  •  ciaiisfiiwn-iu,  On  de  lee -tion  day  dat  morn  -  in'.  All  de 
dia      u.-i  -  tion,  BleM  dut  com  -  in     'au  -  ger  -  a  •  tion.  Heck  -  in'    dar-  kie*  whole  (til  -  Ta  -  tion  Come     dat 


day; 
day; 
day; 


A»  de  san  from  clonda  am  break  -in',  So  de  dark -let  am  a  -  wuk  -  in',  Sea  his  band  de  white  folks  shak -in'  Eb  •  ery 
Bless  dem  clouds  tind  oil  •  ber  lin  -  in',  Jes  like  dark  •  ies  teef  am  shin  -  iu',  I^t  de  coons  stop  all  that  pin  -  in'  Eb  -  2ry 
Tell    dem  young  folks    dis    same     sto  -    ry.    Tell    de  wise  men  beut  and    bo  •  ry,    Keep  dis    Na  -  tiun     in     its     glo  •  ry      Eb     -    ery 


way. 
way. 
day. 


Hear    me  white  folks,  please  take  warn  •  in',      On      d*    'lee  -  tion  dny    dut  morn  -  in',  Mind  dnt*mon-er    which  vou's  ponrin',  Down  dis  way; 

As     dem    dead-  ly    ui^ht  shades  twin  -  in',     Like  dem  clofweodsdut    am  dim  -  in',  8ha<l  -  in' clouds  oli         ftil  ■ 'tier    liu  -  iii',      Eb    •  ery 

Stop   dem     car  -  pet     ba^  -  gera    com   -  in',     Stop  dem   pol   ■  i  •    ti  -  cians  run- nin',  Tell  our  maa-aas      atop    dat  gun -nin',  Down  dia 
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Dat       am  De   -   bel's      bit  you's  sow   -   in',    Shore 

So        dat  mon   -    ey      plays  "  de        de    -    bel,       Kb 

Tell       de  Mor  -  monn   shore  to  wash     thar      Sii.rf 

^          »<          ,^  _K          ^          .^ 


ns 

ery 

a 


day. 
day. 
way. 


Shore   ^is  de   •  bcl    seeds  you's  sow  -  in',  Worse  den  this  -  tie 

Dem    pol  •    i    •    ti  -   ciaas     am  plead  -  in'.    They    like  dra  -  goiu 

Tell     our  mas  •  sas     take      dis  warn  -  in',    Shan   dem  pol    ■    i    • 

"  .^    n        ,^    ,x    ,^         ,^    ,K   1^ 
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down      dats   blow  -    in',  Worse  den  net   •  ties  dat      am  grow  -  in',  Wid         de 

claw      dats    rlim   -   in".  And  like  puiw   -    ly  dey     am  run  -  nin',      Eb  -    «ry 

ti    -   cians  fawn  •   in'.       On  dis  au    -    ger  .    a  -  ti<m  morn  -  in','  All          de 

K 


tare, 
way. 
day. 


Wake     ap,  wake  np,    in    de    mora 


t,  IMl,  and  tU  rlgttu  reaerved,  by  William  J.  A.  Ueder.    Piano  copy  of  above  win  be  aent  postpaid  to  any  addreit  an  raoatpt  of  M  aenU  ta  poatasa  i 

.  P.  S.-Writs  to  WILLIAM  J.  A.  LI€DER,  No.  60  Chatham  St.,  N.  Y.  for  anything  in  the  Musical  line. 
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VOIAJStB.    II. 


(HENRY  DE  MARSAN'S  COMIC  AND  SENTIMENTAL 

SIN6EBS' JOUmii 

Containing  all  Ihe  most  popiJar  Songs  of  the  day. 


OUR   AGENTS. 

BOSTON.     (Mass.)    J.  W.  Shebman,  Books, 
•Stationery,  &«,  115  Cambridge  Street. 


PHILADELPHIA.     (Pa.)    A.  W.  ArKEK.  Job 
Printer,  S.  W.  Cor,  of  Tenth  and  Bace  Str'a. 


CINCINNATI.  CO^^NGTO:>,  and  Vicinity, 
P.  Haetlaub,  New«  and  Music  Dealer,  508 
Madison  Street.     Covington.     (Ky.) 


DETROIT.  (Mich.)  J.  F.  &  W.  T.  Mac- 
AULEY,  Books,  Stationery,  &c,  "209  &  211 
Woodward  Avenge. 

CHICAGO.  (111.)  Southeeland's  Post  Office, 
News,  and  Oigar  Stand,  107  E.  Adams  St. 


BROOKLYN.  (N.  Y.)  Branch  Office  of  the 
SiNODRs'  JouBNAi,,  No.  49  Atlantic  Avenue, 
near  South  Ferry.  Manufacturing  ^Con- 
fectioner, and  WTiolesale  Dealer  and  Jobber 
of  Imported  and  Domestio  Toys,  &c. 

Mrs.  Pavijne  Lledes. 


COR    CONCERT    ROOM. 


BROOKL\'N.  E.  n.  AVm.  White,  180  Fourth  St. 


UP-TOWN  AGENTS. 

Robert  Haughtos,  Dealer  in  Toys,  <tc. 
West  43rd  Street,  near  8th,  Ave. 
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EmvAitP  Bakker,    Broadway  and  82nd,  St. 

Mp.  NoRMAX,  10th.  Ave,  bet.  30th  &  37th,  St, 

The  Sfnoebs'  Joubnal  is  the  cheapest  collec- 
tion of  songs  ever  published  in  this  country. 
All  Nnnibors  from  No.  1.  to  the  last  issued 
always  on  hand. 

ADVICE.  Every  amateur  of  good  Songs,  &c 
ought  to  procure  the  (First  Volume)  ot  the 
SiNGEBs' JoTTBNAi.,  -which  WO  havo  on  hand 
handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  containing  5,000 
Songs,  800  pages,  and  86  pieces  of  Choice 
Music  for  the  voice  and  piano.  Price  $  3,00 
per  Copy.     Postage  FREE. 


SONGS  AND  MUSIC  FOB  THE  MILLION. 


GENERAL  NOTICE. 

Address  all  communications  to  Mrs.  Paulin* 
LioUer.     tiO  CH.Vni.\M  STREET.    iN.  Y.) 


A  Responsible  Ag«nt  ■wanted  in  every  City 
of  tbo  United  States,  Canadas,  Ac.  l^ettera 
ragiirdiug  information  thereof,  will  reoeiv* 
our  prompt  attention. 

A  Catalogue  of  Ten  Thousand  Songs  will  b« 
sent  to  any  address,     FVee. 


Each  Number  will  contain  from  40  to  60  of 
the  most  Popular  Songs  sung  in  thoThoatrea. 
Opora  IIousos,  and  Concert  Rooms  of  the 
United  States  and  Great  Britain. 


The  Old  Original  Sonu  Depot,  60  Gbatiiam 
Street,  Oiiposito  North  William  Street.  Now 
York.  This  House  is  the  Oldoet  Song  Pub- 
lishing Establishment  in  the  I'nited  States. 


The  SrsGEKs'  Joitbnal  ia  published  Monthly, 
Single  Copies  will  be  sent  by  Mail  on  receipt 
of  5  cents.     Subscription  50  cts  per  year. 

Mrs.  Pauunk  Lixdxb,  Succtweor  to  HzNSX 
DE  Mabsan,  Publisher  of  the  StNoxBs'JoiTBMAi^ 
Comic  and  Sentimental  Valentines,  Hongs, 
Song  Books,  and  all  kinds  of  Toy-Boou, 
Motto- Verses,  Motto  Cut  Paper,  Hoose  Bills, 
Writing  Books.  Shelving,  and  Ceiling  Paper, 
and  all  kinds  of  Stationerv. 

Wholesale  Dealers  and  Jobbers  of  Iinport«d 
and  Doniestio  Toj'S,  Base  Balls,  IiskiD^ 
Tackle,  Scrap  Pictnr<>8,  JLc  &c. 


SHEET  MUSIC  NOTICE. 


I  have  constantly  on  hand  the  Sheet  Mano 
of  all  the  Songs  published  in  the  Singers' 
Journal  from  No.  1  to  the  last  issued,  also  all 
other  Sheet  Music,  of  which  I  will  send  any 
piece,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  in  post- 
age stamps.       Send  stamp  cutalugue. 


A  PANSY  FROM  MOTHER'S 

GRA^^E— Page  730 

AS  I  STOOD  BY  THE  DOOR 731 

A  Chum  o*  -Mine 731 

Ann  Eliza  Grey 732 

A  ROW  OF  TENEilENT  HOUSES 733 

DOBA  BLAINE 731 

I  LOVE  HIM  SO , 730 

If  I  Could  Spot  the  Winner 731 

It  was  the  cat 731 

I'M  GLAD  I'M  NOT  A  BACHELOR  "32 

IN  DE  EVENING  BY 

DE  MOONLIGHT. . . . . . ...  735 

LITTLE  CHILDREN 

I  DO  BELIEVE.   .......  730 

LET  US  CATCH  THE 

GOLDEN  SUNBEAMS 730 

The  LETTER  CAEBIERS 735 


CONTENTS. 

McCarthy  is  the  man 733 

mr.  john  malone 733 

my  dear  old 

georgia  home. . . ...........  733 

Music  Notice 734 

Nicholas  Murphy 731 

Our  Intcrsting  Matter  Column 730 

Oh  1  Nell,  Whafs  This 

You've  Been  Doing 732 

ONE  DAY  I  WENT 

A  COURTING 733 

PROF.  EDMUND  CLARK'S 

Studies  for  the  Banjo 736 

The  PULL  BACK  DRESS '. 7.35 

Poor  Pill  Garlic  . .  .*..*.. 732 

Paddy  McKey .V. 732 

Shake  of  the  Hand 730 

The  Soldier  Boys 732 


Senator  Muldoon 733 

The  SCOTCH  GRENADIER 735 

There  is  no  room  for  me  now 732 

TOO  LATE 736 

Will  you  hearken  to  my  footsteps 735 

VALENTINES. 

I  im  Manufacturing  for  the  coming  seafloe  the 
Finest  and  Cheapest  Stock  of  Sentimental  Valen- 
tines, Sheets,  Boxes,  Caski  ts,  Ac,  in  the  Market. 
Hoping  to  receive  a  call  from  the  Wbolesala  m 
well  as  the  Re',  .il  Trade. 

I  remain  respectfully  yours, 

Mrs.  Penlins  LisdMr. 

^     !•!     ^      

Latest  piece  of  Music  published,  "  Happy 
Dreams  of  You."    Big  hit  at  the  Sanfrancisoo, 
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THE    SirVOORS'    JOlJRI%AL.. 


Let  oa  Catoh  the  Golden  Sunbeams. 

Words  by  Dr.  T.  D  C.  MlUer.   Muaio  by  W.  W.  Bentlvy. 

Copjrlg-ht  13S0  br  Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder. 

All  rlffUta  reserved. 

rue  Music  of  tbls  song  Is   publlsbed  at  Wm.  J.  ▲. 

Lleder's  EztenRlve  Haslc  PubllaUlng  House    No.  M 

Cbatham   Street,    N.  Y.    and  will  be  sent  post 

paid,   to  any  address,  on  receipt  ot  price, 

40  c*Qt8  In  postage  stamps. 


Let  US  catch  the  golden  sonbeams,    '  '  ■ 

In  our  sky  of  life  so  fair; 
When  the  heart  is  ever  open, 

It  will  bring  sweet  pleasures  theret 
And  clouds  of  gloom  will  vanish, 

When  the  hours  of  bliss  begin, 
To  make  glad  the  soul  that  waiteth. 

For  bright  stuabeams  to  come  in. 

CHORxra. 

Let  us  catch  the  golden  sunbeams, 

A.8  they  fall  around  our  way, 
Making  life  so  aweet  and  bliasfal. 

One  long,  bright  unclouded  day,   . 

One  long,  bright  unclouded  day. 

Thore  are  cheerful  smiles  to  greet  us, 

And  warm  hands  to  clasp  our  own. 
If  the  precious  sunbeams  linger. 

When  the  clouds  of  gloom  have  flown , 
It  may  seem  a  trifling  blessing 

Just  to  catch  a  ray  of  light. 
But  to  loving  hearts  in  sadness. 

It  is  day  that  follows  night.  Chorus. 

Let  us  catch  the  golden  sunbeams, 

In  our  hours  of  woe  and  pain, 
One  by  one  their  light  will  cheer  us. 

With  the  bliss  of  love  again. 
And  the  sky  so  bright  above  us. 

Will  a  softened  beauty  win, 
When  our  heart  to  joy  is  opened. 


And  fair  sunbeams  enter  in. 


Chorus. 


A  Pansy  From  Mother's  Grave. 

"WORDS  AKD  MX7SI0  BT  BABT  HABT. 

COPTBIOBT,  1881  BT    WM.  J.  A..    UKDJIB. 

ALL  RIGHTS    B£8KBVXn. 

The  Music    oC  tlila  song  is   publlsbed  at  Wm.  J.  A. 

Lleder's  Kitten  Ive  Music  PubUshlng  House,  No,  60 

Chatham  Stre- 1,   N.  Y.     and  will  be  sent  post 

paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  ot  ptlce, 

60  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


I  wander  through  these  grand  old  rugged  hills, 

And  sit  down  here  to  think, 
And  look  about  the  rocks  and  rills. 

And  gather  buttercups  and  pinks. 
But  while  I  see  the  pansies  sweet, 

I  think  of  mother  dear  so  fair, 
Angsls  took  her  long  ago, 

lo  their  bright  glad  home  up  there. 

Chobus. 

Tis  a  pfxnsy,  a  pansy,  dear  mother, 
,    A  pansy  that  I  rave; 
Tis  a  pansy  a  pansy,  dear  mother, 
A  token  from  your  grave. 

In  the  old  church  yard  my  mother's  sleeping. 
Where  it  seems  so  sad  and  drear; 

O'er  her  head  the  violets  are  peeping. 
My  lonely  heart  to  cheer. 

How  oft  I  read  her  dear  old  letters. 
Which  tell  me  ever  to  be  brave; 

How  I'll  treasure  them  in  memory, 

I  And  the  pansy  from  her  grave.  Chorus. 

Shake  of  the  Hand- 

BT  WAI.TXB  MACK. 


There's  a  feeling  that  fills  you  with  joy  ov 

with  pain. 

That  is  felt  in  the  shake  of  the  hand; 
And  records  of  ought  but  a  thought  you  may  give. 

When  you  faced  to  adversity  staud. 
How  many  whose  hand,  though  seemingly  Kind, 

Like  an  icicle  chills  to  the  Iwne ; 


Not  a  shade  of  warm  feeling  within  can  you  find. 
Though  appearance  will  greatly  disown. 

Cbobcb. 

Then  give  me  the  hand  of  a  man  with  a  heart. 
That  scorns  to  be  seen  in  disguise; 

When  you  shake  it  you  feel  it  is  honesty's  part. 
And  the  rest  can  be  read  in  the  eyes. 

There's  others  from  whom  not  a  sigh  will  awake, 

Indifferent  and  chill  they  remain. 
As  if  all  emotion  was  bound  to  a  stake. 

With  its  limit  the  length  of  a  chain. 
And  should  you  through  courtesy  be 

thrown  in  their  way. 

Where  civility  makes  a  demand, 
You  just  feel  the  tips  of  their  fingers  when  they. 

As  if  stung  draw  quickly  their  nand.  Chorus. 

While  others  you  meet  more  inviting  will  stand, 

And  extend  you  their  palm  with  a  smile. 
And  greet  you  quite  hearty,  at  least  with 

thehan^ 
Though  their  eyes  are  away  all  the  time. 
^While  some  with  a  pleasure  that's  stamped 

on  their  fao«», 
Will  greet  yon  with  truth  in  their  eyes; 
From  the  grasp  of  their  hands  it  is  easy  to  trace, 
"^^That  there  is  not  a  shade  of  disguise.        Oho. 
^  <•>  m* 
little  Children  I  do  Believe. 

WOBDB  AND  MT78ZO  BT  TBI  HARTS. 

BUNO  BT  THXM  WITH  OBXAT    SUCCESS. 

OOPTBIOHT   1881,    BT  WM.    J.  A.  UXDIB. 

ALL     BIOHTB    &E8XBVKD. 

The  MuBlo  ot  this  song  Is  published  at   Wm.  J.  A. 

lieder's  extensive  Music  Publishing  House,   No.«o 

Cbatham  Street,  N.  Y.  and  will  be  sent  post 

paid,  to  any  address,   on  re<-etpt  ot  price, 

40centB  In  postage  stamps. 


My  old  grey  headed  mndder. 
She's  traobfed  her  time  away; 
She's  now  standing  in  de  danger. 
And  burning  in  de  hell  of  dat  day. 

Chobos. 

Little  children,  I  do  believe, 
I'm  most  done  a  wagin  wid  crones; 

Little  children  I  do  believe, 
I'll  get  home  to  heben,  bye-and-bje. 

My  body  am  racked  wid  misery. 
My  head  am  a  tearing  wid  pain, 

I  hope  for  to  reach  dat  promised  land. 
And  nevar  for  to  leave  dere  again.      Cho. 

■    I  Love  Him  So- 

BT  BASNXT  TAOAK,  rOB  BABT  HABT. 
OOrXBIOHT  1881,  BT  WM.  J.  A.  LIXDXB. 
ALL  BIOHTS  BKSXBVED. 

The  Music  ot    bis  song  is  publishod    at  Wm.  J.  A. 

Lleder's  Bst<<nslve  UaMo  Publishing  House,  No  M 
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Oh  I  the  sun's  bright  rays  were  going  down. 

And  twilight  robed  the  scene; 
As  we  took  our  pleasant  little  evening  stvoU, 

Along  the  meadows  green. 
Arm  in  arm,  together  gaily  strolled. 

Listening  to  each  others  tales  of  love. 
And  the  music  of  the  merry  song  birds, 

Chirping  sweetly  ftrom  above. 

Cbobus. 
I  love  him  so,         (Break. ) 
He  is  my  beau;        (Break.) 

And  married  soon  we're  going  to  be. 
My  better  half,        (Break  ) 
Now  don't  you  lau^;        (Break.) 

Together  we  willlive  so  merrily.      (Danes.) 

Oh  t  the  shadow  of  tbl  sun's  reflecting  rays. 

Lend  enchantmaisft  to  the  scene; 
Reminding  us  of  ef  jdy  youthful  days; 

While  gambolin|K  on  the  green. 
Our  hearts  spake  ait  their  ardent  love,. 

Accompanied  by  a  gentle  sigh. 
Beneath  the  bright  blue  canopy  above. 

None  so  happy  as  she  and  I.  Chorus. 
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"Oh!  pa,"  she  exclaimed— after  her  lover 
had  departed  for  home — "ain't  George  just  too 
splendid  for  anything,  don't  you  think  he  was 
full  of  wit  and  humor  this  evening?"  "He 
might  have  been  full  of  wit  and  humor  daughter 
— "replied  the  father — "but  it's  my  opinion 
that  he  was  full  of  beer."  f.  v.  b. 

The  /ndians  are  rapidly  following  in  the  foot- 
steps of  civilization,  one  of  their  number  re- 
cently eloped  with  another  brave's  squaw. 

J.  V.  B. 

"  D'ye  think  I'm  a  goat,  that  I  could  ate  that 
raw  cabbage  ?"  Said  Poddy,  when  the  waiter 
placed  a  dish  of  lettuce  before  him.  j.  v.  b. 

"  Wooden  overcoats  a  specialty,"  is  the  way 
a  Boston  undertaker  advertises  his  coffin  ware. 

J.   V.   B. 

He  had  just  landed  in  this  country,  and  was 
strolling  around  to  see  the  sights.  A  i>ile  of 
watermelons  in  front  of  a  grocery  store  attracted 
his  attention,  he  eyed  them  for  a  moment,  an*l 
then  was  heard  to  utter;  "Bedadthim  are  the 
biggest  cucumbers  I  iver  laid  me  eyes  on." 

,. ,  ., ..,.., ,;  ,.  ,,     *.  V.  B. 

While  in  a  Western   cemetery    recently,    we 
read  the  following  poetic  notice  on  one  of  the 
tombstones; 
Here  lies  the  remains  of  Jonathan  Gunn, 
I'he  cause  of  bis  death  is  the  old  old  story. 
While  ho  was  hunting,  his  gun  went  ofi', 
And  Jonathan  Gunn  was  gunned  to  glory. 

J.  v.  a. 

Civility  is  dear  to  everybody,  and  yet  it  costs 
nobody  anything. 

Why  is  a  drawn  tooth  like  things  forgotten  ? 
Because  it  is  out  of  the  head. 

Where  are  happiness  and  contentment  always 
to  be  found  ?— In  the  dictionary. 

One  cannot  speak  in  a  baloon  without  having 
high  words,  and  yet  it  is  death  to  fhll  out. 

Young  man,  your  bride  must  be  won  before 
marriage,  but  you  must  both  be  one  afterwards. 

What  would  an  empty  purse  say  to  its  owner  ? 
There  is  no  change  in  me. 

A  Negro  in  Virginia  was  scalded  to  death 
from  a  boiler  explosion,  and  on  his  tombstone 
they  chiselled  deeply,  "Sacred  to  the  memory 
of  our 'steamed  fnend.  ,      .      . 

It  is  snppoRod  the  fellow  who  left  the  house 
was  not  able  to  take  it  with  him. 

An  inspiring  sight  for  a  glazier;  the  early 
dawn  when  it  breaks  in  the  windows. 

If  you  were  obliged  to  swallow  a  man,  who 
would  you  prefer  to  swallow  ?  A  little  London 
porter. 

It  is  said  that  red-haired  men  ought  to  make 
the  best  soldiers,  for  they  always  carry  their 
fire  locks  on  their  shoulders. 
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A  short  time  ago  when  in  Erin's  green  isle, 
Wiiore  freedom  for  ages  has  not  dated  to  smile, 

I  journeyed  o'er  mountain,  through  valley 

and  plain. 
And  what  I  beheld,  may  I  ne'er  see  again. 
A  cabin  I  saw,  but  deserted  it  seemed, 
The  wintry  sun  on  its  roof  carelessly  gleamed. 
No  smoke  from  the  chimney  curled  np  to  the  sky. 
Nor  was  there  a  trace  of  life  as  I  drew  nigh. 
The  deadly  wolf  want,  though  in  that  cottage 

did  reign. 
The  struggle  to  keep  him  out  had  been  in  vain, 
Apaled,  there  I  stood,  touched  to  the  heart's  core, 
New  I'll  tell  you  my  thoughts  as  1  stood  by 

,,-■'-^' ■   ■;,■:■"■..:■.  the  door. 

A  child's  Toioe  I  heard,  it  was  puny  and  weak, 
In  faltering  tones  the  poor  creature  did  speak; 
It  begged  very  hard  for  a  small  piece  of  bread. 
Its  mother  through  hunger  lay  silent  and  dead. 
The  father  looked  on,  ah  !  but  helpless  was  he. 
The  sight  I  am  sure  was  dreadful  to  see, 
All  in  the  place  had  been  seized  on  for  rent. 
The  landlord  with  nothing  less  would  be  content. 
Assistance  I  gave,  but,  alas  !  'twas  too  late. 
Child  followed  mother,  a  terrible  fate. 
Jlay  I  never  again  have  such  scenes  to  deplore. 
These  were  my  thoughts  as  I  stood  by  the  door. 

How  the  money  is  squandered  which 

pauses  such  woe. 
No  doubt  there  are  many  here  would  like  to  know 
But  if  unto  me  attention  you'll  pay. 
You'll  hear  it  explained  in  a  straightforward  way. 
Ilorse-racing  in  England  vain  pleasure's  in  France, 
Or  amongst  gamblers  losing  at  strange  games 

of  chance. 
Like  gay  butter-flys  over  Europe  they  roam. 
Spending  their  money,  much  needed  at  home, 

II  abseetee  landlords  their  folly  could  see, 
And  stay  in  old  Ireland,  how  happy  we'd  be. 
Brighter  days  then  would  dawn  for  old 

Erin  asthore, 
Those  were  my  thoughts  as  I  stood  by  the  door. 
^  <•>   ^ 

Sora  Slaine. 
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When  the  golden  light  brings  the  morning  bright, 

And  the  sunshine  gilds  the  grain. 
With  a  bounding  step,  and  a  merry  heart. 

Goes  forth  sweet  Dora  Blaine. 
O'er  the  meadow  brook,  to  a  shady  nook. 

Near  the  mins  by  the  mill ; 
Where  she  meets  her  bean  in  the  rosy  glow. 
Of  the  day  dawn  o'er  the  hill. 

Chobub. 

When  the  golden  light  brings  the  morning  bright. 

And  the  sunshine  gilds  the  grain ; 
Oh !  how  oft  I'd  go  at  the  dawn's  first  glow, 

To  meet  sweet  Dora  Blaine. 

I  work  in  the  mill  with  a  right  good  will. 

For  the  pleasure  I  may  know, 
There  to  see  the  maiden  my  heart  holds  dear. 

Tripping  lightly  to  and  fro. 
When  she  smiles  so  sweet  to  the  beans  she  meets. 

It  will  fill  my  heart  with  pain ; 
i  For  'tis  then  I'm  sure  the  only  cure 

la  to  wed  iweet  Dora  Blaine.  Cher«B. 


I  would  ask  her  low,  but  my  heart  beats  so. 

Now  do  be  my  dear  little  wife; 
Bat  the  boys  might  hear,  and  it's  then,  oh !  dear, 

I  was  bashful  all  my  life. 
I  will  try  to-night,  if  the  moon  shines  bright, 

When  I  meet  her  in  the  lane. 
True,  my  heart  beats  fast  for  that  charming  lass. 

And  I  love  sweet  Dora  Blaine.  Chorus. 


Could.  Spot  the  Winner 


Id^ 


Behold  in  me  one  who  has  lost 

A  fortune  on  the  "  field," 
But  still  my  great  propensity 

Is  to  never,  never  yield. 
I've  "  made  a  book,"  I've  taken  "tips," 

I've  edged,  I've  squared,  Fve  crossed. 
But  when  I've  balanced  my  accounts, 

I've  found  that  I  have  lost. 

ChOBUS.  /,;  '\  :'..   ■'■":_  ';  :-\ 

Could  I  only  spot  the  winner. 

What  a  happy  man  I'd  be, 
I'd  spare  enough  to  share  enough,      ;' 

To  show  my  charity. 
I'd  be  a  second  Peabody, 

I'd  stand  a  great  big  dinner 
To  all  my  little,  good  old  jovial  pals. 

Could  i  only  spot  the  winner. 

I've  studied  sporting  papers, 

'Till  they've  nearly  driven  me  mad; 
I've  known  each  horse's  pedigree 

Since  I  was  quite  a  lad. 
I've  tried  all  sorts  of  dodges," 

And  committed  many  a  sin. 
But  misfortune's  been  my  fortune, 

For  my  fortune  I  can't  win  ! 

■/■v  >;„'■-■        Chobub. 

Could  I  only  spot  the  winner, 

A  different  man  I'd  be. 
For  I'd  spend  some  dollars  on  linen  collars. 

No  more  paper  for  me. 
No  more  would  I  eat  trotters  and  tripe. 
By  the  gas-light's  nightly  glimmer. 
But  a  jolly  blow  out  on  beef  steak  and  stout, 

Could  I  only  spot  the  winner. 

Pre  mingled  with  the  fancy,  and     , 

I've  won  the  whitest  hats;  -  .1,  , 

On  shaking-hand  terms  I  have  been     '  ~ 

With  all  the  sharps  and  flats,  '-',■' 

I've  bribed  the  jocks,  to  make  'em  lose. 

They've  won  the  race  Instead, 
And  so  I've  parted  with  my  coin. 

These  woixis  I've  often  said. 

Chobus,      "'■'■"■■:■    '''''\''k''- 

Could  I  only  spot  the  winner, 

Bradlaugh  1  d  go  and  see. 
And  ask  Mrs.  Bresant  if  she  thought  it  decent 

To  talk  on  Philosophy,  ; 

I'd  sport  my  rhino  like  a  prince,         ,     V 

If  I  was  not  a  skinner, 
I'd  treat  you  all  with  civility. 

Could  I  only  back  the  winner. 

Faint  heart  ne'er  won  fair  lady. 

So  I'll  have  another  try,  ■ '.' 

And  as  long  as  I've  a  fiver,  boys. 

By  Jove,  I'll  ne'er  die. 
I  know  my  luck  will  change  some  day. 

So  I'll  not  throw  up  the  sponge. 
And  whilst  my  locker  holds  a  shot, 

I'll  have  another  plunge. 

ChOBTJS.*  ;.;_' \/^■ '"/.-.:■>  i ;' :^ /■ 

And  m  try  and  spot  the  winner,      ^ 

And  let  you  have  rent  free;  -'     ' 

For  I'll  win  some  siller,  and  purchase  a  rilla. 

Or  a  cottage  by  the  sea. 
No  more  will  I  eat  herrings  red. 

For  breakfast  or  for  dinner. 
But  eggs  and  ham,  and  gooseberry  jam, 

CoiSd  I  only  spot  the  winner. 


It  wu  the  Cat. 

BXCriATION,  BT  JAMXS  BICHKOHD. 


The  boy  stood  on  the  edge  of  a  razor, 

Trj'ing  to  shave  his  toes; 
He  was  throwing  bricks  at  his  little  sitUr, 

And  balancing  eggs  upon  his  noee. 
His  father's  lead-pipe  was  all  cut  np. 

To  make  bullets  for  the  Fourth  of  July; 
But  when  his  father  found  it  out, 

He  made  him  a  present  of  a  lovely  big 

black  eya. 
Little  Mikey  swore  he'd  be  revenged, 

And  kept  up  to  his  belief; 
So  he  killed  the  cat  for  supper  one  night. 

And  told  the  family  it  was  corn-beef. 
They  all  took  sick  and  nearly  died 

From  the  ugly  grease  and  fat. 
And  when  the  doctor  asked  who  done  it. 

He  said,  "  be  Heavens,  it  was  the  cat."* 


^♦»  ^ 


Kicholas  Murphy. 


BT  JAHBS  KICHMONS. 


AIB;     TBA-A-X.A.  I^ 


Arrah  my  name  is  Nicholas  Murphy, 

I  work  in  a  drug  store  laying  bricks; 
The  loafers  say  I'm  too  light  to  drown. 

And  I  am  the  king  of  niU-blooded  miek*. 
They  nailed  my  Sunday  suit  of  clothes  to 

thewaU, 

Nearly  scared  my  wife  to  death; 
Threw  me  down  the  sewer,  danced  on  my  lungs 

And  told  me  to  bottle  my  breath. 

Chobtw. 

Sure  they  shot  out  the  eye  of  my  eldest  son. 
Them  dirty  blackguards  and  bums; 

Sure  they  holler  M<3jally,  chase  younelf 

up  the  alley. 
And  shave  the  whiskers  off  your  gums. 

They  hung  me  on  a  clothes  line. 

Dropped  a  cannon  ballon  my  head; 
Brought  me  on  the  roof  and  dropjied  me  off 

Seven  gallons  of  blood  I  bled. 
They  hired  an  undertaker  to  burj'  me, 

When  he  discovered  i  was  in  a  trance; 
There  was  a  hundred  blackguards  and 

a  German  band. 

Around  my  coffin  to  have  a  dance.    Chomfc. 

m  i^i  ^1 


A  Chum  o'  Mine. 


yob  some  chaps  are  funny  in  their  ways 

And  ither  chaps  are  wise. 
Some  are  afu'  slow  tae  tak'        ^_ 

Or  gi'  guid  advice.  ■    ^ 

And  tae  a'  words  o'  counsel  gnid 

Their  ear  wotild  ne'er  incline, 
8ae  I'll  tell  ye  o'the  chap  I  like         .  <. 

Tae  be  a  chum  o'  mine.  '  ^^ 

Chobtts. 

A  chap  that's  in  company  straightforward 

and  free, 
A'chap  that  the  harm  o'  guid-fellowship  can  f^% 
A  chap  no  too  eonsaity,  but  a'  fn'  o'  fuu. 
That's  the  chap  I  like  for  a  companion  or  ohnm. 

I  dinna  like  tae  see  a  chap 

Too  fon  o'  self-esteem, 
Wha  thinks  there's  no  other  chap 

Does  this  or  that  like  him. 
And  if  yon  or  me  gets  in  a  fault. 

He'd  make  it  out  a  crime, 
Noo,  the  chap  that  does  exaggerate. 

Is  no  a  chum  o'  mine.  Chems. 

A  chap  that's  honest,  leal,  and  trae^ 

No  touched  w\'  selfish  greed. 
Bat  willing  tae  extend  a  hand, 

Tae  any  chap  in  need; 
If  his  principles  can  ne'er  be  bengirt. 

Or  sold  at  any  time, 
A  chap  like  that  will  always  be 

A  welcome  ehtun  o'  mina.  Cbonu. 
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Oh!  HeU  What's  This  Toa've  Been  Doing? 

It 'a  nic«  to  be  a  father,     '    ■ 

I'to  heard  some  folks  declare,  - 
Bat  if  they  were  in  my  Bhoes, 

They'd  ohange  their  tnne,  I  8w»ar. 
For  I  am  a  poor  heart-broken  man. 

All  throngh  my  danghter  Nell,  . 
She  is  so  foad  of  mischief, 

That  I'm  often  forced  to  yell — 

Chobus. 

Oh  !  Nell,  what'a  this  you've  been  doing  ? 

Oh  I  Nell,  stop  that  game  I  say; 
Now,  Nell,  do  obey  your  father, 

Yoa're  bringing  more  disgrace  upon 

the  family  every  day. 

Last  night  while  sitting  taking  tea. 

With  my  old  cronie,  John; 
She  boldly  walked  in  with  a  pair 

Of  my  old  trousers  on. 
She  didn't  seem  to  be  afraid, 

No,  nor  the  least  bit  shy; 
My  neighbor  stared, 

And  all  that  I  could  do  was  loudly  cry. 

Chorus. 

Last  week  I  came  homo  from  the  town. 

Before  my  usual  time, 
And  found  a  young  man  making  free 

With  my  cigars  and  wine. 
I  saw  my  daughter  sitting, 

Making  love  upon  his  knee. 
And  when  I  said  the  following  words. 

They  only  laughed  at  mo.  Choruc. 

I  don't  know  what  to  make  of  hor, 

She  is  so  awful  wild ; 
I  don't  like  to  disown  her,  ^ 

For  she  is  my  only  child. 
The  more  I  preach  she  only  tries 

To  give  me  greater  pain. 
Well,  all  that  I  can  do  is 

Continue  to  exclaim. 


Poor  Fill  Garlic- 


Chorus. 


On  an  unlucky  Friday  I  wua  born, 

And  of  trouble  had  several  shares; 
When  a  babe  they'd  drop  me  6n  the  stones. 

Or  let  me  fall  down  stairs. 
And  when  I  went  to  school,  I  there 

Was  worried  by  bully  or  sneak. 
From  the  master  I  used  to  get  it  so  hard, 

I  couldn't  sit  down  for  a  week, 
Choecs. 

Oh  !  dear,  poor  pill  Garlic, 

Such  another  martyr  you  never  did  see. 
Everybody's  down  on  poor  Till  Garlic, 

It  don't  matter  what  it  is  they  put  it  on  to  me. 

I  never  yet  tried  to  kiss  a  girl, 

But  what  she  slapped  my  face, 
Tve  more  than  once  been  landed  in      . 

A  breach  of  promise  case. 
If  ever  there  happens  to  be  a  row. 

And  I  am  there  to  see. 
The  oops  they  let  the  offender  escape. 

Whilst  they  boldly  collar  me.  Chorus. 

If  ever  I  go  to  the  races,  oh  ! 

Upon  me  the  sharpers  pitch. 
Last  time  I  was  taken  for  a  Welsher  by  mistake, 

And  was  dragged  through  an  unalean  ditch. 
Last  night  some  fellow  pulled  my  nose, 

And  damaged  several  bones. 
Then  said,  "Oh  !  I  beg  your  pardon,  sure. 

But  1  took  you  for  a  fellow  named  Jones. 

"^  Chorus. 

The  police  are  sure  to  pounce  on  me, 

Whenever  they  want  a  oharK<», 
I'm  described  as  a  notorious  burglar. 

Or  a  lunatic.at  large, 
There  was  a  fire  lawt  week  at  number  four. 

And  I  live  at  number  three, 
When  the  fireman  came  they'd  a  glorious  game 

While  the  engines  played  on  me.       Choral, 


I'm  Glad  I'm  not  a  Bachelor. 
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I'm  "gradi^'ioniot  a  bachelor. 

No  wife  t<vwarm  his  toes, 
I'd  rather  be  an  Odd  Fellow, 

With  secrets  to  disclose. 
I'm  glad  I'm  not  a  bachelor, 

With  big  holes  in  his  hose, 
And  "  nary  muchoir  "  to  be  found. 

On  which  to  wipe  his  nose. 

I'm  glad  I'm  not  a  bachelor. 

To  hanker  after  "  viddcrs," 
And  see  some  other  snatch  the  prize. 

While  he  sighs  and  considers. 
I'm  glad  I'm  nut  a  bachelor, 

\V  ith  heart  both  tough  and  cold. 
Whose  hair  grows  gray  ami  face  grows  grim. 

While  he  is  growing  old. 

I'm  glad  I'm  not  a  bachelor, 

No  children  round  his  knee, 
That  might  have  flowered  in  his  home, 
L      Like  daisies  on  the  lea. 
I'm  glad  I'm  not  a  bachelor, 

No  buttons  on  his  shirts. 
Who  as  a  lady-killer  still 

With  pretty  girls  e'er  tlirts. 

I  I'm  glad  I'm  not  a  bachelor, 
'      To  rail  at  mother  Eve, 
And  swear  that  women  only 
Were  made  men  to  deceive. 
]  I'm  glad  I'm  not  a  bachelor, 
'       For  they  to  hades  must  go. 
For  there  were  none  in  Paradise, 
As  I  do  surely  know. 

Paddy  McKey. 

BT  L.  HVfAUX. 

My  name  it  is  Paddy  McKoy, 
«.  1 1  am  an  honest  Irish  ragman, 
I  travel  the  streets  all  day, 
^ "  For  a  living  I  am  trying  to  make, 
In  hollowing  I  take  the  cake, 

For  I  do  it  for  the  neighbors  Hake, 
And  as  I  pass  by  the  house. 

They  say  there  goes  Paddy  McKey. 

I  make  two  fifty  a  day. 

And  half  of-  that  goes  to  my  wife, 
Then  nest  comes  my  debts  to  bo  paid. 

So  to  get  along  wo  have  to  strive, 
Last  Saturday  night  when  1  came  home, 

I  found  that  my  wife  was  blind  drunk, 
I  went  over  to  speak  to  her. 

When  she  hit  me  in  the  head  with  a  trunk. 


There  ii  no  Room  for  Me  Now. 

BY  THOMAa  F.  HEYLAND. 
Ant;      FIBE  IN  TBX  OBATE. 


On  one  fine  summer  evening. 

When  the  breeze  was  mild  and  gay; 
While  sitting  at  the  window, 

I  saw  soma  children  play, 
Then  thinking  ot  my  boyhood. 

In  days  long  gone  by; 
But  now  I'm  old,  and  so  I'm  told. 

There  is  no  room  for  me  bow. 
Chobus. 

So  keep  your  children  happy. 

As  upon  the  floor  they  play, 
With  their  cheeks  so  rosy  and  chubby. 

Will  think  of  you  some  day. 
For  when  you're  old  and  cheerless. 

To  the  poor  house  you  won't  go. 
For  when  you're  old  you  won't  be  told. 

There  is  no  room  for  me  now. 


When  I  was  young  and  happy, 

I  was  active  as  a  bee; 
But  now  I'm  old  and  feeble. 

Anil  no  one  cares  for  me. 
For  1  was  cruel-hearted, 

In  the  days  of  long  ago. 
But  now  I'm  old,  and  so  I'm  told. 

There  is  no  room  for  me  now. 


Cboras. 


So  now  my  fine  young  people. 

Take  my  advice. 
Keep  yourselves  sober. 

And  stay  away  from  vice. 
Do  not  let  it  daunt  you. 

Or  you  may  find  it  out. 
For  when  you're  old  you  won't  be  told. 


There's  no  room  for  me  now. 


The  Soldier  Boys. 


WUnrXN  BT    HABBX  M  AVOT. 


Chonu. 


I  love  a  soldier  boy, 
He's  my  joy;  (sym  ) 

Oh  !  he  is  tall  and  handsome. 
And  as  brave  as  brave  can  be. 
lie  walks  sn  flue  and  straight. 
Past  my  gate,  (sym.) 

But  then  he  glances  sideways 
And  slyly  winks  at  me. 

Cbobus. 

Then  give  me  the  boy  that  carries  a  gun. 

And  marches  away  to  a  rum-a-tum-tum. 

Left  I  left !  hayfoot,  strawfoot,  forward  march  I 

(Drum  aolo) 
Hurrah  for  the  boys  in  the  army. 

He's  going  far  away, 

Long  to  stay; 

But  says  he'll  write  me  often. 

And  he'll  tell  me  all  the  news. 

He  thinks  he  ought  to  wed — 

So  he  said ; 

I  really  do  not  like  to. 

But  how  can  I  refuse.  Chorus. 


^  im*  ^ 


t 


Ann  Eliza  Grey. 

BY  DENNIS  DA1.T.  TO  WILLIE  WTLDWATB 


Where  the  Tiolet  does  bloom, 
'Mid  flowers  of  sweet  perfume, 

Down  in  a  cosy  dell; 
There  is  a  garden  spot. 
And  on  it  stands  a  cot, 

.'n  which  a  pretty  maid  docs  dwell. 
She  has  a  tiny  hand, 
She's  the  finest  in  the  land; 

She's  the  sweetest  'neath  the  sun. 
And  won't  I  happy  be. 
When  in  wedlock  I  will  see 

Myself  and  Ann  Eliza  Grey  made  one, 

■'    ;•■,«■ 

Chobus. 


This  artistic  little  maid. 

She  stole  my  heart  away,         (Break.) 
With  her  elegance  of  beauty. 

And  her  fascinating  way.         (Break.) 
She  is  the  fairest  in  the  land,  ' 

I  don't  care  what  you  saj-,  ; .     1  '■: 

And  won't  I  feel  so  happy, 

When  I  wed  my  Ann  Eliza  Grey.   (Danoe.) 


We  had  a  pleasant  talk, 

Down  in  tne  garden  walk,        '; 

Yes,  that  was  the  other  day;  ■       - 
As  we  sat  in  the  dell. 
Such  words  of  love  I'd  tell.  '    .:' 

To  pass  the  time  away.  •       ;  "  -  i 
This  little  maid  divine,  .,•/.-■   >' 

I  asked  her  to  be  mine,  '    ' 

She  named  the  wedding  day. 
And  next  Sunday  if  yog'll  search, 
You'll  find  us  in  the  church.  Chorus. 


m 
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One  Day  I  Went  a  Courting. 
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One  day  I  went  a  courting 

A  damsel  fair  and  sweet, 
But  all  the  silly  words  I  said, 

I  need  not  here  repeat.  / '    " 

She  blushed,  celestial,  so  rosy  red. 

And  giggled  like  a  goose; 
She  hung  her  lovely  little  head. 

And  said  love  was  no  use. 

Befbain. 

No  use,  no  use,  no  use  at  all. 

No  use  at  all  to  her. 
To  have  a  box  of  candy  sweet, 
.     She  would  so  much  prefer.     ~     '• 

I  felt  as  if  of  water  cold. 

She'd  given  me  a  bath; 
,  Some  demon  whispered,  Tom  j'ou're  sold. 

You're  face  looks  like  a  laf.h. 
Teu're  growing  grim,  and  gray,  and  old, 

But  act  as  green  as  grass. 
All  women  like  a  lover  bold. 

With  goodly  share  of  brass. 

Befbain. 

Of  brass,  of  brass,  of  brass,  of  brass, 

A  goodly  share  of  brass; 
And  likes  him  even  better  still. 

If  he's  got  gold  to  spare. 

Then  I  said  softly  to  myself. 

Of  brass  I've '*  quantum  suflf." 
Tho'  I've  got  little  worldly  pelf. 

Of  cheek  I've  got  enough. 
So  softly  on  her  rosy  lips 

I  pressed  a  lover's  kiss. 
By  Jove !  she  yelled  like  any  cat, 

And  said  I  made  a  miss. 

Befbain. 

Amiss,  amiss,  amiss,  amiss. 

Mistake  she  said  I  maid; 
I'd  better  take  my  hat  and  go, 

She  really  was  afraid. 


Although  I  am  a  Congressman, 

At  Wasbington,  D.  C. ; 
I  don't  forget  tho  solid  friends 

That  has  elected  me. 
I'U  stand  the  lager  for  the  crowd.  -.'..■^ 

In  yonder  beer  saloon; 
Come  on  me  b'ys  an'  drink  success 

To  Sinator  Mnldoon.  Chorus. 


McCarthy  is  the  Man.  .   .  v 
paeodt  on  malonet's  the  man. 
bx  dennis  daily.  to  mabtin  habman. 


I  am  a  gay  bar-tender,  .  ^ 

And  I  Kling lager  beer;  •;  l->;-      '=  ' 

The  ladies  all  admire  me,  .     '^ 

And  say  I  am  a  dear.  '   - 

You'll  see  me  at  the  parties. 

With  apron  and  white  vest. 
Attending  to  the  ladies,         .      .;   '   .a   - 

For  McCarthy  is  the  best.      - 

:''['  ■'''-.:—■■'!:.■•.■;;>     Chobus.  ..■'.v\-'-': '.  "/-"'C;":''';. ■ 
If  you  wont  a  man  the  best  in  tho  land. 

To  sling  lager-beer  at  a  party; 
You'll  And  him  right  here,  tho  beet,  don't 

you  fear. 
The  smariost  ofall  is  McCarthy. 

You'll  find  mo  at  the  Arion,  ;  _ 

And  every  high-toned  ball;  .  '^ 

And  with  my  lager-beer  tray, 

I  would  promenade  the  hall. 
I'm  wanted  here,  I'm  wanted  there. 

And  on  every  hand. 
You'll  hear  them  all  say  with  a  smile, 

McCarthy  is  the  man.  Chorus. 

Sure  I  am  known  both  near  and  far, 

As  a  man  of  great  renown; 
You'll  hear  them  talking  of  me      '" 

At  the  other  end  of  town. 
Some  day  I'll  run  for  president. 

And  hold  the  winning  hand,  .  '  ,' 

For  all  will  vote  for  me,  and  say, 

McCarthy  is  the  man.  Chonie. 


Mr.  John  Malone. 


^  *^* 


Senator  Muldoon. 

BY  JAMES  V.  BARBETT.  . 


,  r. 


I  am  an  Irish  Sinator, 

From  Washington,  D.  C; 
Elected  last  Novimber, 

By  a  large  majoriteo. 
Me  name  has  grown  immortal, 

I'll  acquaint  ye  wid  it  soon. 
This  celebrated  man  av  brains. 

Is  Sinator  Muldoon. 

■  ■:■*-'  Chobus. 

Whinerer  I  perambulate. 

Along  the  public  street,    ~ 
Fm  sure  to  get  a  friendly  nod 

From  every  man  1  meet. 
I'm  smiled  upon  by  ladies  fair. 

An'  cheered  by  rich  gossoons; 
The  population  lift  their  hats 

To  Sinator  Muldoon. 

At  Congress  whin  I  make  a  spache. 

All  in  the  people's  cause; 
Me  mighty  flow  of  eloquence. 

Is  hailed  wid  great  applause. 
Boquetfi  comes  flying  through  air, 

Until  the  flure  is  strewn, 
Wid  fragrant  floral  ofterings. 

For  Sinator  Muldoon. 


Chorus. 


^    On  the  fifteenth  of  September, 

I  dressed  up  nate  and  gay; 
For  to  join  the  grand  porcession, 

I  at  once  set  on  my  way. 
There  was  tinkers,  tailors,  scavengers. 

And  ladies  short  and  tall,  ;  . 

All  went  te  see  the  opening 

Of  our  lovely  new  Town  Hall.  .    . 

There  was  "Mr.  Michael  Murphy," 

Wid  a  bran  new  suit  of  clothes,       ■         ;,    ' 
That  was  made  by  "  Johnny  Dockerty," 

Who  everybody  knows; 
"Muldoon  the  Sohd  Man," 

Was  there,  as  dacent  as  could  be,  V  .         -.  .■ 
But  there  wasn't  one  in  all  the  lot, 

Could  Stan'  aside  o'  me.  '      "' 

Spoken. — I  was  there,  and  there  wasn't  one  for 
months  after  that  you'd  hear  them  talking  of 
the  sights  the^'  had  seen  but  you'd  be  sure  to 
hear  them  exclaim — 

Chobus.  ;' 

Did  you  see  John  Malone^  vi. 

With  his  shining  bran  new  hat  ? 
Did  you  see  him  marching  off 

Like  a  gay  aristocrat  ? 
There  was  fla|gs  and  banners  wavin'  high. 

And  dress  in  stylo  was  sh won. 
But  the  greatest  swell  in  all  the  lo^   '.:■ 

Was  Mr.  John  Malone.      ..     ..      ^  .     -  ,. 

The  Mayor  upon  the  Town  Hall  steps. 

Quite  stately  took  his  stand,! 
He  noticed  none  'till  I  came  by,  ■•.      >   ' 

And  then  he  waved  his  hand;  .,   ' 

,:     He  saw  at  once  the  style  was  there,    v  .-,  .      '    ' 

For  he  stared  with  both  his  eyes. 
As  if  he  thought  I  was  some  lord  or  duke 

Dressed  in  disguise. 
We  marched  all  through  the  city. 


"Till  I  thought  we'd  never  stop. 
So  I  fell  out,  and  fell  into 

Magee's  to  take  a  drop ; 
The  people  they  were  talking  of 

The  sights  they  saw  that  day. 
And  I  felt  a  little  flattered. 

When  I  heard  the  people  say—         Chonu. 

I  received  an  invitation 

To  attend  the  fancy  ball. 
But  without  an  evenin'  suit  o'  olothei^ 

I  could  not  go  ot  all ; 
"  Mr.  Dc chert y, "  the  tailor. 

My  measure  could  not  take. 
Because  for  "Mr.  Murphy" 

He  had  got  a  suft  to  make. 
I  went  to  Shndehill  Market. 

Bought  a  new  suite  second  hand. 
And  wid  a  flower  stuck  in  my  coat, 

I  looked  a  trifle  grand; 
We  danced  till  after  midnight. 

When  we  went  home  in  the  dark. 
Yon  could  scarcely  walk  a  yard  but 

What  you'd  hear  some  one  remark.     Ohortui 

A  Row  of  Tenement  Hooms. 

STJNU  BY  NILBS  k.  EVANS. 
AIB;      blue  ALSATIAN  MOUNTAINS. 


In  a  row  of  tenement  houses. 

Lived  a  damsel  young  and  fair. 
Her  papa  wore  the  trousers 

\yhen  her  mamma  wasn't  there. 
Maiden  with  a  dimpled  eyebrew. 

With  a  voice  so  young  and  fair. 
Maiden  with  a  yaller  bull-dog, 

That  followed  her  everywhere. 
Each  day,  each  day,  each  day. 

Some  family  would  move  away. 
For  that  row  of  tenement  houses 

Never  seemed  to  please  or  pay. 

To  that  row  of  tenement  houses. 

Came  a  granger  in 'the  spring. 
Just  to  talk  of  sheops  and  oowses; 

And  to  hear  that  maiden  sing. 
Just  to  hear  that  maiden  sing. 

Oh  !  ho  spoke  about  his  barnyard.  * 
Of  his  chickens  and  his  hog; 

But  she  thought  he  was  giving  her  taffy. 
So  she  called  hor  yaller  dog. 

Hurrah,  hunab,  hurrah! 
That  granger  he  ran  away. 

But  left  the  bosom  of  his  trousers. 
For  the  dog  to  chew  that  day. 

^    I  •!    ^ 

My  Dear  old  Georgia  Home. 

WRITTEN  AND  SUNO  BY  JOE  HABT. 
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I've  come  back  to  my  dear  old  home. 

The  place  I  hope  to  stay; 
Where  the  picanniniea  dance  and  sang. 

Around  our  cabin  door. 
Tndeed  this  is  to  me  a  happy  day. 

The  mocking  bird  sang  in  "the  trees  dose 
They  sang  unto  me  their  sweetest  lay. 

Where  my  dear  old  wife  would  sit, 
And  while  the  many  happy  hours  awsy. 
Chobus. 
But  I've  come  back,  yes,  I've  come  back. 

And  no  more  from  here  I'll  roam, 
Yes,  I've  come  b^ck  to  live  and  die, 
In  my  dear  old  Georgia  home. 

When  massa  sold  this  old  man  south. 

It  filled  my  poor  heart  with  pain. 
When  1  bid  them  good-bye, 

A  tear  cam*  to  my  eye. 
Lor  1  thought  I  would  ^'er  see  them  agai: 

But  I've  come  back  to  my  dear  old  home 
And  no  more  from  here  I'll  roam. 

Yes,  !'▼•  corns  home  to  Iiv«  and  die 
In  my  dear  old  Georgia  Home.  Ci 
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THC:    SirVOERS'    JOURilfAL. 


LIST   OF   POPULAR 

CJOPYRIGHTED  MUSIC. 

BY    FAVOKITE    AUTHORS, 
PUBLISHED   BY 

!    MRSr    PAULINE    LIEDER, 

lutic  Publisher,  Publisher  of  Song  Books, 
The  Singer's  Journal,  Penny  Ballads, 
'  '        Valentine  Manufacturer,  etc.  etc 

1  McCrtrthy's  Boarding  Honse 40 

2  Mary  Ann  Kcboo 40 

3  No  Work '..^O 

4  The  Lost  J(«wel 40 

6  No  Work  Waltz '.'.'.'.'.'.'.'.'..'aO 

6  Sweet  Amerikny 40 

-  7  Penniless  nud  Poor 40 

8  The  Irish  Volanteers !   . !.  40 

9  The  NiRht  I  Learned  to  Swim !. .  .40 

D  Silver  Bells  are  Kinging  Awuy  up  in  de  sky  40 

I  New  Year*  Day 40 

i  The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet 40 

t  The  Sweetest  of  the  Sweet  Waltz 40 

The  Oia  Bench  Near  the  Mill 40 

Anj^el  Mother  Watch  for  lue: 40 

Take  Me  B.ick  to  My  Dear  Old  South- 

eru  Home,  Song  ■with  Echo  Choriia  40 

Lay  toy  Head  Beneath  a  Hose 40 

Baby  Died  One  Year  Ago  To-Day 40 

Little  Roguish  Eyes 40 

B«nutifol  Song^  Unsung 40 

A  Little  Place  Within  thy  Heart 40 

Musio  and  Dancing 40 

The  Reason  why  I  was  Elected 40 

Walzinghiim  MuSweeuey,  the  Guy  Gavalior  40 

I  Couldn't  Help  it.^Ia 40 

So  Weary  and  Sad  To-Night 40 

Irish  Lanciers 60 

When  tko  Flowers  are  Dreaming 40 

^weet  Maggie  Gordon 40 

The  Rosf  bud  in  Your  Hair 40 

juck  Lay?  Over  Brain 10 

)pen  Up  Dem  Doors 40 

l?ht)  P»tticoftt  Brigads j 40 

cotch  Lanciers 60 

.mericaa  Lanciers 60 

ea  Cadet  Lanciers CO 

nrkish  Patrol  Quickstep .' . .  oO 

.        nglish  Lanciers 60 

'idsbipmitea  March 40 

he  Irish  Volunteers  March 40 

ho  Petticoat  BriRiwle  March 40 

11  Just  Turned  Sixty-Three 40 

mes  of  Long  Ago 40 

vitatiun  Waltzes ' 50 

•wn'  by  de  Rainbow 40 

tie  Dat  Bill 40 

1  Times  Roxy,  or  Trouble  in  de  Kitchen  40 

.  Uncle  Pcmpey  Still 40 

b  Your  Laddera  Ready 40 

»Goldeu  Chariot 40 

*ey  Flshrity ! . .  .40 

teed  Good  Fellah 40 

•titoh  iu  Time  Saves  Nine 40 

>  Ticking  of  the  Clock 40 

:e  Things  an  They  Come 40 

Shouldn't  Notice  It 40 

ithiug  Sweet  Words  at  the  Oato '♦0 

Meiseuger  Bird 40 

ting  for  de  Setting  obde  Son...'. 40 

V  MoNish 40 

ping  Iiiali  Lam 40 

fame  the  Boy  Dennia,  or 

no  Name  at  all 40 

1  McOoinen  Gets  the  Job 40 

wnttim,  bat  I'll  Forgive  YoQ 40 

trlng  Pebbles  in  the  Stream 40 

a  the  ICagnoUas  Bloom ^0 

f'»  Ball  I«8t  Nighf I  i 

iome  by  the  Deep  Rolling  Se» 40 

■  Ann  0*Honlaliau  Dowd "^' 

.  so  OaptivatiDf ! 


71  Joys  of  ray  Childhood 40 

72  The  Day  I  Took  My  Peg  to  Coney  Isle 40 

73  Fiutigau  Corterie 40 

74  Take  Me  iu  Your  Arms,  Muma 40 

75  Down  ou  Coney  Island  Btach 40 

76  The  old  willow  choir  there  grandmother  sat  40 

77  The  Heroes  of  Ireland 4© 

78  Ah  I  Stood  by  the  Door 40 

79  Finegan  Masqi>erade 40 

80  My  Angel  Brother's  Rmg 40 

81  You  are  I'alse  but  I'll  Fi>rgive  Yon,  Waltz  . .  40 

82  Give  an  Honest  Irish  Lad  a  Chanoe 40 

83  The  Reason  we  Mortgaged  the  Farm 40 

84  Echoes  from  the  Chapel  of  Knock 40 

85  Don't  Shut  out  the  Moonlight  Mother 40 

86  Hunting  Fonr  Leaf  Clover 40 

87  Wmnie  Wane 40 

88  The  Slattery  FaraJly 40 

89  Jerry  Murphy's  Sqund 40 

90  Save  My  Child 40 

91  Mother  is  Wailiog  to  Welcome  her  Boy. . .  40 

92  The  Old  Fashioned  Cottage 40 

93  Only  a  Daisy 40 

94  Farewell  to  Ireland 40 

96  High  Water  Pants 40 

96  Widow  Olanov's  Party 40 

97  Erin's  Green  Isle 40 

98  Sons  ef  Itrin's  Isle 40 

99  Wake  Bonnie  Bessie 40 

100  Sweet  Magpt'e  Gordon  Waltz 40 

101  Only  to  Hear  Her  Voiee 40 

102  Yesterday,  To-Day 40 

103  The  Haunted  Brooklet 40 

104  When  Gabriel  Blows  liis  Horn 40 

105  Every  tiling  Done  for  the  Best 40 

106  1  he  Bridjje  tliat  Crosses  the  Brook 40 

107  .lust  From  Ilarrisburg 40 

108  Hose  Patobnula    40 

109  TravelHsg  back  to  Alabam 40 

1 10  Oh  !    why  was  I  so  eoou  Forgotten 40 

111  Come  Along  Sister  Mary 40 

112  My  own  sweet  wife  to  be 40 

113  We  are  Growing  Old  Together 40 

114  TheOld  RunedMill 40 

115  My  old  PlanUtion  Home  so  far  away 40 

116  Grandfather's  Cane 40 

117  Hiding  in  the  Corn 40 

118  I  11  Meet  you.  Sweet  Bessie  at  Twilight. . .   40 

119  It  is  Sweet  to  be  remembered 40 

120  Eight  Bells  at  Sea 40 

121  Cupid  on  the  ice 40 

122  Grandmother's  eyes  have  grown  dim 40 

123  Little  Sunshine  come  tome 40 

124  Dora  Blaine 40 

126  While  waiting  for  the  cowa  to  come 40 

126  Picking  up  gold  in  the  streets 40 

127  Flirting  on  our  block 40 

128  The  tie  that  binds  us  brother** 40 

129  I  he  Old  Dinner  Horn 40 

130  Mother  please  forgive  your  boy 40 

131  A  sailor's  wife  1  soon  shall  be 40 

132  Old  Snow  Balls  Hair  is  Turning  Gray 40 

133  You  may  speak  if  you  like  to  pa-pa 40 

184  The  Time  when  we  were  young 40 

136  When  Courting  Hulda  Brown 40 

136  Tie  then  sweethea*,  I'll  dream  of  thee 40 

187  Let  us  catch  the  golden  sunbeams 40 

138  Fly  birdie,  to  where  Willie's  waiting 40 

139  Good  Knights  and  Fair  Ladies 40 

140  The  Bright  Side,  the  nearer  1  draw  to  Jesus  40 

141  Do  it  A;.nin 40 

142  We  shall  miss  thee,  Ella  darling .40 

143  Sister  Hannah 40 

144  Can  you  forgive  and  torget,  loTe 40 

146  Taddv  Duffy 40 

146  Finegin  Calico  Ball 40 

147  The  sup  of  good  whiskey  at  Oeritye  wake  40 

148  Jes  let  dem  hosses  go 40 

149  Old  Pompey's  getting  barefoot 

on  de  top  of  his  heed ...  .40 

150  How  Mrs.  McGovem  Sold  the  Ganger 40 

151  Sweeter  than  a  red  ripe  peach 40 

152  Teddy  please  scare  me  again 40 

153  Sweeter  than  a  red  ripe  peach — Sohotti8<A  40 

154  Kemgan's  ^lasquerade 40 

168  Prcetty  Irish  Queen 40 

156  Happy  Old  Irish  Pair 40 

157  McCarthy's  Fancy  Ball 40 

158  O'Brien  the  Aid-  rmon 40 

159  Whisper  soilly,  papa's  Dying 40 

160  I'm  a  oharmuig  op-town  belle 40 


161  Close  the  blinds,  Lottie's  dying 40 

168  'Tie  ten  o'clock,  please  go 40 

163  The  old  haunted  mill 40 

164  The  bright  llttie  spot  on  tho  ocean 40 

165  Happy  dreams  of  you 40 

166  The  old  family  chair 40 

167  De  days  when  I  was  sold  i^  slavery 40 

168  Beneath  the  sod  they're  sleeping 40 

169  Come  little  darling  and  meet  me 40 

170  Pretty  Littie  Dandelion 40 

171  Sunny  Lays 40 

172  Over  the  Beautiful  River 40 

173  Never  meet  trouble  half  way 40 

174  The  day  when  my  poor  mother  died 40 

175  I  have  no  one  here  to  love 40 

176  Sweet  Lass  of  Richmond  Hill 40 

177  Where  the  sweet  flowers  grow 40 

u8  Birdie  mine  why  do  you  leave  me 40 

179  Tretty  Little  Lou 40 

180  Lily  White  Rose 40 

181  Nigger  in  a  fit 40 

182  Militia's  oiU  to-day 40 

183  Dem  Glory  Kyars 40 

184  Too  Late 40 

186  Where  pretty  lilacs  grow 40 

186  Charley  he's  a  masher 40 

187  Killarney  Musketeers 40 

188  When  you  were  sweet  sixteen 40 

199  Rise  up  in  de  mornin' 40 

190  Buttercups 40 

191  She  smiled  as  we  crossed  on  the 

Hoboken  Ferry 40 

192  Elaora 40 

193  Save  at  the  spigot  and  waste  at  the  bung  40 

194  Rose  Perfumed  Bouquet 40 

195  You'll  miss  me  vhen  we  i)art 40 

196  My  but  Talkative  Talkative  Wife 40 

197  Let  ns  bo  boys  again  just  for  to-night. . .  .40 

198  Our  Starry  p'lag  our  Glory 40 

199  Doing  all  the  good  we  can 40 

900  Baby  sleeps  and  home  is  lonely 40 

201  'Tis  a  blos.som  from  our  little 

Willie's  brea.st ...  40 

202  De  song  of  de  augeration 40 

903  Hojd  up  you  hand  for  Jesus 40 

204  Our  own  Shamrock  Shore 40 

906  Bold  Irishmen  to  the  front 40 

206  One  day  I  went  a  courting 40 

207  Y'on're  nothing  but  a  butterfly 40 

208  I'm  glad  I'm  not  a  bachelor 40 

209  The  two  Irish  Turks 40 

210  I  was  false,  but  you'll  forgive  me 40 

211  Away  down  South  in  Georgia 40 

212  The  footprints  of  loved  ones  are  fading.  ..40 

213  Has  the  Comet  Struck..... 40 

214  A  dear  spot  of  land 40 

216  Lovely  maid  so  shy 40 

216  The  Scotch  Grenedier 40 

217  Haul  taut,  my  lads 40 

218  On  de  Mancipation  Day 40 

219  Father  and  mother  are  homeless  to-day . .  40 

220  Poor  Little  Sightless  Jim 40 

281  She's  just  as  sweet  as  sweet  can  be 40 

222  Dear  little  Sunshine  tell  me  why 40 

993  The  Poll  Back  Dress 40 

224  Josie's  Secret 40 

926  The  Vision  of  my  dream....        40' 

996  The  Letter  Carriers '.'.'.'.'.'.  AO 

Price  40  cts,  each,  or  any  four  for  one  dollar. 

There  are  none  of  the  pieces  of  music  on  this 
list  which  are  not  guaranteed  by  the  publisher 
to  give  entire  satisfaction.  My  music  is  never 
cot  of  print,  and  can  be  procured  at  any.  music 
store  in  the  U.  S.  But  the  quickest  and  best 
policy  is  to  send  direct  to  me.  All  music  not  on 
this  list  constantly  kept  in  stock,  and  will  be 
sent,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  marked  price.  I 
keep  tne  publications  of  all  the  music  publishers 
in  America  and  Europe. 

P.  S.— To  Music  Teachers,  Musicians,  Clubs, 
Profeesionals,  etc.,  my  terms  are  the  regular  pro- 
feeeional  ratea.  But  with  a  desire  to  have  my 
pablications  more  thoronghly  introduced  to  your 
notice,  also  to  give  you  a  chanoe  to  re-dispoee  of 
oopiee  with  a  profit,  and  to  act  as  my  agenta 
through  the  States,  I  will  allow  you  to  m^e  a 
eeleetion  of  10  or  more  of  my  pieces  at  one  half 
off  of  the  marked  pricea. 

Address,    Wm.  J.    A.   LcxsaB.    Bon  ef  mai 

ttoooessor  to  Mrs.    Paulina  Lieder,    N^ 

60  Chatham  Street,  New  Yerk. 
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The  Letter  Carriers. 

WOBDa  BY  FBANE  Df  MONT.       MUSIC  BY  W.  S.  MULLALY. 
COPX&IOHT  1881,    BY    WM.  J.  A.  LIEDEB. 
ALXi  BIOHTS  BESEBTED.       ' 

The  Mastc   of  tills  soai{  Is  published    nt  Wm.  J.  A, 

Lledei's  Extf usUe  Mu-lC  PubllsUm^  Iloube,  No  60 

( ;liatUaiu  Street,  N.  Y.    and  will  be  sent  post 

pai<l,to  any  address,    ou  receipt  ot  price, 

40  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


ft 


We're  working  now  for  Uncle  Sam, 

He  pays  us  to  go  round; 
And  loitering  in  our  duties. 

We're  never,  never  found.  , 

The  postal  cards  and  letters,  ■     "   ' 

We  deliver  without  fail; 
^Vnd  were  never  known  to  steal  a  cent   : 

Out  of  anybody's  mail.     , 

ChOEUS.  ':i  '    ■' 

Tap,  tap,  tap,  you  hear  the  knock. 

While  we're  waiting  at  the  door;   -        \:    - 
For  we  have  cards  and  letters, 

For  the  wealthy  and  the  poor.       ' 
The  servant  girls  are  anxious 

To  see  us,  rain  or  hail; 
So  lightly  skip  from  street  to  street, 

We  carry  the  U.  S.  Mail. 

Eccentric  folks  we  have  to  please, 

Who  grumble  if  we  fail 
To  bring  them  lots  of  letters 

In  every  morning  mail. 
Old  maids  look  for  our  coming. 

They're  expecting  to  obtain 
Letters  from  a  man  who  flatters  them. 

And  they  feel  quite  young  again.      Chorus. 

We  read  th«  postal  cards  to  know 

The  secrets  and  the  news; 
And  listening  to  a  .scandal. 

We  never  will  refuse. 
And  when  we're  out  on  "l)usiness," 

The  neighbors  gape  and  stare, 
Which  makes  us  feel  important 

As  a  mighty  millionaire.  Chorus. 


i;;-  V;:         The  PuU-Back  Dress. 

•■:■:'■■''.;.;,,/■    ■':\      Sono and Dancb.  ,'.    ' ■ 

•w0hd8  by  o.  k.  htue.       ml'sic  by  j.  schwen'seck. 

copyeight  1881,  by  wm.  j.  a.  uedeb. 

all  bights  besexl^^ld. 

The  Music  Of  tUls  song  la  published  at    Wm.  J.  A, 

Lleder's  extensive  Music  rubUshlni^  Hou.se,   No.  60 

Chatham  Siri-e\  N.  V.  and   will  be  sent  post 

paid,   to  any  address,    on  receipt  of  price, 

40  cents  in  postiige  stamps. 
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I'm  as  happy  as  the  little  birds  in  summer, 

You  shall  know  the  reason  why; 
While  at  a  ball  I  met  a  charming  damsel, 

Whose  style  did  take  my  eye. 
While  going  throug'u  the  lanciers  with 

my  charmer, 

I  her  little  hand  did  press. 
Oh  !  she  looked  as  pretty  as  a  little  picture, 

In  ber  charming  pull-back  dress. 

■'■■''.■.'■■■"■/.'■-'•"■;'  Chobtts.  '  .■;-:/. 

Oh!  I  never  can  forget  her. 

It  was  at  a  ball  I  met  her; 
While  going  through  the  lanciers, 

I  her  little  hand  did  press, 
And  fell  in  love  with  that  sweet  girl, 

And  her  pretty  little  pull-back  dress. 

(Dance. ) 

While  returning  from  the  ball  at  early  morning. 

With  my  Bessie  on  my  arm ; 
I  told  my  little  darling  that  I  loved  her,     * 

And  won  her  like  a  charm. 
I'm  going  to  be  married  in  the  springtime. 

To  my  pretty  little  Bess, 
Oh  !  she  looks  as  pretty  as  a  little  picture. 

In  her  charming  pull-back  dress.      Chorus. 


Too  Late- 

WOBDS  BY  ED.  DUXOS.         MUSIC  BY  ALTBED  %VHrrK. 
ABB,   BY  JOS.   SCBWENSECK. 
COPYBIOHT   1881,    BY  WM.    J.  A.  LIEDEB. 
■.  ALL     BIGHTS    BEaED%'EI>.    ■...,?•;. 

The  Music  of  this  song  Is  ])ui)llsUea  at  Wm.  J.  A. 

Lleder's  Extensive  Music  Publlsliliig  House    No.  60 

Chatham   Street,    N.  Y.    and  will  bo  sent  post 

paid,  to  any  address,  on  receipt  of  price, 

40  cents  in  post  atje  stamps. 


The  loaves  were  brown  in  the  forest, 

And  dropped  down  into  the  stream; 
Autumn  hud  come  with  its  withering, 

Blightinj^  love's  bright  young  dream. 
The  eddy  wvrried  the  leatlet. 

And  circled  the  shores  around,     .'  '- .  - 
But  heart  and  God  cried,  *'  give  me,"  - 

And  a  heart  and  hope  were  found,     .'l 

Down  from  the  Sycamore's  summit 

Came  the  sheen  of  the  moonlit  leaf; 
As  it  dropped  into  the  water. 

And  in  love's  lake  found  relief. 
T  je  two  sailed  ofl  together, 

A-down  on  the  sea-beat  wave, 
But  time  and  fate  and  circumstance. 

Brought  forth  the  grief  and  grave. 

Each  was  aware  of  the  others, 

Affection  each  for  each, 
And  the  storj'  of  mutual  liking. 

Needed  no  saint  to  preach. 
The  home  the  hope  and  the  heaven. 

Would  hardly  happiness  sate; 
But  the  leaves  drifted  wide  on  the  water. 

Too  late,  alas,  too  lato. 


The  Scotch  Qrenadier. 

WOBDS  BY  T.  D.  C.  MILLEE.       MUSIC  BY  H.  P.  DANES. 
COPYBIGHT,  1881  BY   WM.  J.  A.    LIEDEB. 

ALL  BIGHTS    EESEEVED. 

The  Music    Ot  this  song  Is  published  at  Wm.  J.  A. 

LiedersExien-lve  Music  Publishing  House,  No,  00 

Chatham  stre-t,  N.  Y.    and  will  besert  post 

paid,  to  any  address,  ou  receipt  of  p^lce, 

50  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


While  down  in  the  lowlands  her  loveir 

lies  Bleeping, 
Where  none  of  his  kindred  and  loved 

on*8  are  new; 
But  in  that  lone  oottag«  one  true  heart  ia  keeping 
Tha  Towa  she  onco  pledged  to  the 

Scotch  Grenadier. 
Chorns. 


She  stood  at  the  door  of  a  cottager's  dwelling, 
A  lass  of  the  highlands  with  eyes  bright 

and  clear; 
While  far  in  the  distance  the  bagpipes 

were  swelling. 
As  Jennie  stood  waiting  her  bold  grenadier. 
And  there  in  the  gloaming  she  saw  her  true  lover. 
With  heart  beating  wildly  and  cheeks 

blushing  fair. 
As  home  from  the  war  came  the  brave 

youthful  rover. 
And  met  Jennie,  eager  to  welcome  him  there. 

Chobcs. 
By  the  cottager's  door,  in  the  calm  of  ' 

the  gloaming, 
They  met  in  true  love  neath  the  stars 

bright  and  clear; 
While  he  promised  his  lass  he  would  never 

go  roaming. 
From  Jennie  the  pride  of  the  bold  grenadier. 

In  vain  were  his  words,  that  love  promise 

was  broken. 
For  ho  was  a  soldier,  and  he  must  obey ; 
No  matter  what  pledge  to  his  true  love 

was  spoken. 
The  bagpipes  werre  calling  the  brave  far  away. 
And  there  in  the  battle,  he  fell  weak  and  l)]eeding. 
Yet  asked  for  his  Jennie,  one  moment  to  cheer. 
But  she  could  not  answer  that  brave 

warrior's  pleading. 
And  there  he  died  lonely,  the  scotch  grenadier. 

Chorus. 

And  now  at  the  door  of  the  cottager's  dwelling. 
Her  eyes  dim  with  tears,  and  her  cheeks 

wan  and  pale. 
The  lips  of  poor  Jennie  ai^  wistfully  telling, 
Of  hours  once  so  bright  when  she  heard 

love's  sweet  tale. 


^   i^>   ^ 

In  de  Evening  by  de  Moonlight- 

COPYBIOHT  1880,     BY  B.    W.  HTTCBOOCX. 
PUBLISHED  BY  HIS  PEBMIS8I0N. 

The  Music    of  this  song  can   be   had  at  Wm.  J.  A. 

IJedor's  Exti-Ds  vo  Nus  c   I'ubllsInK  House.  No.  40 

Chatham  Street,    N.  V.  and  will  losent  poet 

paid,  to  any    address,    ou   rcelpt  of  prtoe, 

4ucenta  m  postage  si aiupe. 


In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight. 

When  dis  darkey's  work  was  oTttf, 
We  would  gather  round  de  fire. 

Till  de  hoe-<jake  it  was  done. 
Den  we  would  eat  our  suitper. 

After  dat  wed  clear  de  kitchen, 
Dat's  de  only  lime  wo  had  to  spare. 

To  have  a  little  fun. 
Cnclo  Gabe  would  take  de  fiddle  down, 

Dat  hung  upon  de  wall, 
While  de  silver  moon  was  shining  clear 

and  bright; 

How  de  old  folks  would  enjoy  it, 
Dey  would  sit  and  listen  all  night, 

As  wo  sang  in  de  evening  by  de  moonlight. 

Chobus. 

In  de  evening  by  do  moonlight. 
You  c«uld  hear  us  darkies  singing, 

In  de  evening  by  de  moonlight 
You  could  hear  do  banjo  ringing, 

How  de  old  folks  w*mld  enjoy  it,     » 
Dey  would  sit  all  night  and  listen. 

As  we  sang  in  de  evening  by  de  moonlight. 

In  do  evening  by  de  moonlight, 

When  de  watch-dog  would  be  sleeping; 
In  de  corner  by  de  lire-place, 

Beside  de  old  arm  chair. 
Where  Aunt  Chloe  used  to  sit. 

And  tell  do  picaninuies  stories. 
And  do  cwbiu  would  be,  filled 

With  merry  coons  from  far  and  near. 
All  dem  hap]>y  times  wu  used  to  have  • 

Will  ne'er  return  again; 
Everything  was  then  so  merry  gay  and  bright. 

And  I  hever  will  forget  it. 
Just  as  long  as  1  remember. 

How  we  sang  in  do  evening  by  de  moonlight. 

Chorus. 


Will  you  Hearken  to  my  Footsteps- 

SUNG  BY  FBKD  B.  RALPH. 


Will  you  hearken  to  my  footsteps  ? 

Call  me  now,  my  darling,  to  thee; 
While  the  purple  shades  of  twilight. 

And  the  stare  in  beauty  we  see. 
Will  you  gladly  wait  my  coming. 

At  the  hour  of  days  decline; 
When  I  hasten  o'er  the  meadow. 

Will  you  whisper  darling  "  I'm  thine  V 

Chobcs. 

Will  you  hearken  to  my  footsteps. 
When  the  stars  of  evening  are  bright; 

And  the  calm  pale  moon  is  shining. 
Through  the  purple  shadows  of  night. 

Will  you  hearken  to  my  footsteps, 

When  the  night  is  blissful  and  fJEur; 
'Neath  the  lovely  stars  I'm  waiting. 

Will  you  come  and  welcome  me  there. 
Will  you  whisper  words  as  loving, 

As  the  sweet  vow  you  pledged  before; 
While  I'm  waiting  in  the  gloaming. 

Will  yon  answer  kindly  once  more.        ( 
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Pror.  Edmund  Clark  s  Studies  tor  the  Banjo. 

TEACHING  ROOMS,  285  BOWERY,  NEW  YORK. 

Scale  of  3  Sharps,  Fj{,  CjJ,  Gf,  or  Key  of  A. 
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4th  String,  A.  \  36  String,  E.  \/2d  String,  GtM  1st  String,  B.  USth  String,  E. 

Open,     2dfret,  4thft,  Miftl    Open,     2d  ft.  |  Open,     1st  ft.  j    Open,    2a  ft,     3<.l  f t,    5th  ft,    7th  ft,    9th  ft,  10th  fL  |  Open. 
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Vooal  Scale.  Do      Re       Mi       Fa       Sol       La         Si        Do. 


LILLY.  DALE.  |. 

Be  carejitl  ami  count  i/utir  time,  four  qunrtw  not4s  to  each  measure.     Ilaff  note  block  Tiro  connts. 
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SARAH'S  YOUNG  MAN 

Count  three  ijuarler  notrs  to  euc/t  mciisure. 
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Y  1ml  Time  Ending.  FINK.      V 
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J,  H.  PARKER'S  JIG. 

Count  tico  (jHiirlpr  unlt-s  to  rrtr/i  medniirr. 
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She'd  Eyes  Like  an  Eagle,  had  my 
Pretty  Dickey  Bird. 


/■V 


It's  a  queer  tbing  to  fall  in  love,       *  • 

It  is  upon  oiy  honor; 
Bnt  with  one  I'tu  struck  right  throngh  my  pluck 

By  Jove  she  is  a  stunner. 
Her  father  cIm^s  in  dickey  birds. 

And  sells  theiu  all  alive,  oh. 
Both  cocks  and  hena  perched  np  in  p«nB, 

And  pigeons,  white  magnets. 
The  way  we  got  acquainted. 

Past  her  house  I  went  a  flinging. 
So  I  stopped  to  listen  to 

The  little  dickey  birds  a-ainging;        f  -      ^ 
Then  I  walked  inside  the  shop,  '      * 

But  I  can't  explain  my  worda,        '    '  ,^^  » 
For  there  was  little  Mary     __.  . 

Feeding  of  the  birds 

Chobus. 

With  eyes  like  an  eagle, 

Her  form  was  like  a  fairy, 
She  looked  so  neat  and  dressed  so  sweet. 

Her  maiden  name  was  Mary. 
She's  as  innocent  as  chicken  weed. 

And  like  a  young  canary, 
So  I've  tumbled  over  ears  in  lore. 

With  this  little  dickey  bird. 

The  moment  that  I  saw  her. 

My  eyes  were  like  the  snn  against  ber; 
My  heart  it  bobbed  when  in  the  shop, 

With  me  against  the  counter. 
So  I  asked  the  price  of  a  cocatoo, 

That  at  me  looked  very  vicious. 
He  must  have  thought  there  was  something 

wrong, 

As  he  looked  so  suspicions, 
15ut  she  said  that  bird  is  not  for  sale. 

My  father  he  won't  sell  her. 
Those  words  she  uttered  unto  me. 

In  a  voice  so  soft  and  mellow. 
But  yon  must  know  we  have  some  other  ones. 

If  those  you'd  like  to  see, 
And  while  she  was  a-talking. 

All  the  time  she  looked  at  me.  Chorus. 

There's  a  bird,  I  said,  in  this  here  shop, 

That  I  should  like  to  purchase; 
But  I'll  call  again  and  let  yon  know. 

Telling  her  my  name  was  Burgess, 
But  she  said  my  father  won't  be  long, 

Just  wait  a  little  longer; 
Then  she  fetched  a  chair,  and  I  felt  so  qaeer. 

My  love  for  her  was  stronf^er, 

So  I  sat  me  down  upon  the  chair. 

And  together  we  ►;ot  chatting. 
First  she  would  talk,  then  I  would  talk. 

Perhaps  some  would  call  it  Latin; 
But  at  last  it  came  to  love  tales. 

Which  filled  my  heart  with  glee. 
Then  the  old  man  he  popped  in  the  shop. 

And  caught  her  on  my  knee.  Chonu. 

^  «•>  ^ 

,   McGonnigan's  Serenade. 

BT  FRANCIS  J.  WABD. 

DBDICATXn  TO,  AND  BUNO  BT  THJE    UIOTXMAI.  TKO, 

DZVINX,  CARNBT,    *  WABD. 


Pat  McGunnigan  was  the  candid«t«. 

For  a  member  of  assembly;      :   _ 
And  sure  he  was  elected 

By  a  large  majority. 
He  is  a  man  of  knowledge. 

And  one  of  the  highest  grade. 
So  on  account  of  his  suocess. 

They  gave  him  a  serenade. 

Chobcs. 

The  sight  was  most  delightful, 
And  the  music  that  was  played, 

Twould  till  your  heart  with  pleasor^ 
At  McGunnigan's  serenade. 

His  fViends  they  all  had  gathered. 

At  eleven  o'clock  that  nicht, 
With  the  band  of  music  playing.  < 

It  vim  a  glorious  sight. 


McOmnnigan  be  tae(^  the  n^i^lb;,  .   ■.!   .    .tJ 

It  woke  him  from  his  bed, 

He  gently  raised  the  windo«»^ :  --i^-  • 

And  then  pat  out  his  h«d./S;  '  O&raii. 

All  the  neighbors  were  arOosed, 

The  shouts  and  cheers  wer«grwt, 
They  thought  it  was  rather  stniBg6b 

To  see  the  crowd  out  so  late.- 
The  beer  it  flowed  quite  freely. 

Under  its  influence  many  laid. 
For  they  had  a  jolly  time  '* 

At  McOunnigan's  serenade.  '  ^        t!hdhu. 

When  Q.very  thing  was  quiet, 

Froita  the  window  he  did  nnfih. 
And  to  the  crowd  around  him,  ,  - 

He  made  an  elegi\nt  Hpeech. 
My  friends,  I  thank  yon'a  )dn<liy,' 

For  all  you've  done  for  me, 
I'll  represent  yourselves  and  wants. 

When  I'm  up  in  Albany.  Chorus. 

Where  Pretty  Boses  Bloom. 


W 


TT 


BT  TOMICT  TDCKXB. 


■T7NO  BT  THB  BAZI.aT  BBOS. 


'Twas  on  a  summer's  afternoon,      ^• 

My  footsteps  chanced  to  stray, 
Down  by  a  garden  tilled  with  flowen, 

My  heart  felt  light  and  gay. 
I  there  beheld  a  pretty  maid,  "-'^  . 

Mid  flowers  sweet  perfume^ 
Host  my  heart  I  did  indeed, 

Where  pretty  roses  bloom.   ,»  ' 

Ghobds. 
She's  such  a  charming  beauty,         (Break. ) 

To  love  her  is  my  duty,  (Break.) 

The  glance  he  gave  did  me  enslave. 

Within  my  heart  there's  room  .    ..: 

For  that  sweet  maid  who  first  I  saw,      ^s-''-'  ' 

Where  pretty  roses  bloom.  Danes. 

I  asked  her  should  I  pluck  a  roM^ 

She  blushed  and  answered  yea, 
And  then  we  chatted  quite  awhile. 

About  what,  you  can  guess. 
And  ever  since  that  hsppv  day, 

My  heart  has  felt  no  gloom. 
We  often  stroll  and  talk  of  love. 

Where  pretty  flowers  bloom. 


Chobds. 
Yes,  those  days  are  gone  to  never  come  again, 

.  Axul  my  heart  with  sonov  it  does  fill; 
For  me  always  met  there,  whether  hail  or  rain. 

To  j)l»y  around  the  homestead  on  the  hilL 

Thera  stands  the  ancient  bam  known  to  all.         » 
With  it*  frame  like  the  old  village  mill; 

Where  we  played  hide  and  seek  around  its  wall, - 
On  the  farm  with  the  homestead  on  the  hill, 

Chonu. 

Oh !  how -happy  wete  those  thoughts  of 
_  .  .  ,  boyhood  daya» 

How  our  bosoms  with  emotiop  they  did  thrill, 

Alas  !  they  are  gon*  like  the  sun's  setting  rays. 
With  the  ^tUMBMmbered  homestead  on  the  hilL 

Chomsk 


;  ..  r; 


■•4' 
\i?' 


Choma. 


Farewell. 

BT  EUOEMX  WnTLZB. 


Farewell,  my  love,  may  be  forever. 

Thou  hast  crushed  my  heart  in  twain. 
Love's  young  dream  alas,  has  vanished. 

Never  to  return  again. 
Life  seemed  sweet  while  thon  didst  lore  me. 

Now  it  is  a  dreary  plain; 
I  shall  forgive,  but  not  forget  4hee,         •''* 

And  my  heart  seeks  peace  in  vain. 

Take  this  flower  which  thon  ^avest  mm. 

In  the  arbor  by  the  sea; 
Beauty  fragrance,  all  have  withered. 

Like  thy  flckle  love  for  me. 
In  thy  hours  of  joy  and  sorrow,     v»» 

In  thy  hours  of  girlish  pride^      ;<J  Iw 
Every  faded  leaf  wul  tell  thee. 

The  story  oi  a  faithless  bride. 

When  other  hearts  shall  prove  deceitfU, 

And  sham  a  love  they  do  not  feel ; 
Bemember  then,  that  thou  hast  sc  >med. 

Those  pleadings  that  were  true  and  real. 
But  why  those  words  which  are  not  heeded. 

Which  pain  me  more  than  I  can  tell. 
We  part,  my  dearest,  still  I  love  thee. 

And  leave  for  thee  a  kind  farewell.    '1 

^     <•!    ^  ■ 


The  Homestead  on  the  HilL    ! 

•»■■.'■: 
BT  JAMXS  TUBKAV. 

I  wander  to-day  to  that  old  honu>.of  yore. 
Where  the  school  boys  would  loiter  day  by  day; 

Bnt  those  happy  days  are  gone  to  obme  no  more. 
And  companions  that  were  once  so  young 

and  gay. 


A', 


.:-^'i. 


■i 


■'<■■ 


The  MiUtary. 

_  •■.■•.■■■■■.•"'* 

.  Pm  so  fond  of  the  army, 

A  soldier's  life  would  charm  ma} 
I  love  the  band  you  understand. 

When  out  upon  parade. 
My  darling  he  s  a  soldier. 

You'll  never  find  a  bolder, 
In  front  or  rear  he  has  no  fear, 

The  pride  of  the  brigade. 
Cbobds. 
And  he's  not'a  stout  old  Major,  :>,i 
.  Or  a  Sergeant  you  may  wager,  ~  ^.. 
Or  a  captain  with  a  light  luoustaoli^ 

That  stands  out  here  with  gum. 
And  he's  not  a  cross  old  colonel. 
For  that  would  be  infernal, 
But  the  bravest  of  all  soldiers 

Who  rat-tats  on  the  drum. 

He  leads  me  on  to  glory,  '   '■ 

Now  hearken,  I  emplore  ye. 

He  twists  his  sticks,  stands  four  feet  SUL 

When  sounding  the  roll  call. 
And  then  the  old  Field-Marshal,      j"^ '^  '^ 
To  him  is  very  partial,  i 

But  looks  quite  fierce,  like  foea     •  1       -', 

Pierced  with  powder  shell  and  balL    Cha 

Some  girls  may  love  the  fife,  ah,  A 

Bat  I  prefer  the  life,  ah,  -» -;— 

The  dram's  first  note,  a  soldier's  coat, 

With  a  drummer  just  inside. 
The  truth  there's  no  denying. 
While  the  stars  and  stripes  are  flying. 
The  drums  will  beat,  I'll  not  retreat, 

^  Xp  be  a  drummer's  hride.  Choral.. 

Willie  Dear  Come  Back  to  M«. 


Willie  dear  come  back  tae  mo. 

The  boose  is  dark  an'  drear  withont  ys; 
What  tempted  ye  tae  cross  the  sea, 

\V  hen  ye  ken  I'm  daft  aboot  ye  ? 
Wee  Tam  en'  Meg  hae  taen  sair'een,''*'2r' 

Wi'  greetin'  for  their  rovin'  daddis; 
Oh  !  come  back  tae  yer  lovin'  Jean, 

I  miss  the  cuddle  frae  ye,  laddie. 
CBOirtfs.^ 
Willie,  dear  come  back  tae  me, 

I  canna,  oanna  leeve  without  jrt; 
Hoo  could  ye  cross  the  changefu'  S4, 

When  ye  ken  I'm  daft  aboot  ya'I 

Willie,  dear,  oome  back  tae  me, 
I  lang  tae  hear  ye  call  me  dearie; 

The  vera  dug  greets  on  my  knee. 
The  birdie's  sang  i«  no  sae  cheeria. 

Oude  kens  my  heart  is  a'  yer  ane. 
Oh  !  dinna  stay  away  and  grieve  ms; 

The  deil  yer  reason  maun  hae  taen, 
■  ■  To  gar  ye  gann  awa  an'  leave  ma.      Clwma 

Willie,  dear,  oome  back  tae  me. 

As  sure  as  death  1 11  never  tease  ya; 
My  ain  shall  be  until  I  dee. 

Tae  dae  a'  in  my  power  to  please  ye. 
Oh  !  haste  back  tae  your  wife's  side. 

Haste  back  tae  yer  hame  in  Leven; 
Toogither  doon  life  s  stream  we'll  glide. 

Until  we're  taen  to  rest  in  keavait.  ,  Qhorns. 
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New  Year's  Morning. 


■■.J»!  fill* 


u^* 


?«: 


Another  y«ar  has  slipped  awny. 

AQd  many  a  change  has  brought  as  al]. 
And  many  now  lie  beneath  the  snow, 

That  were  with  us  last  New-year's  mom,  •    ,>. 
And  more  have  gone  far  e'er  the  sea. 

To  be  with  as  this  night  what  would 

they  not  girt. 
Then  here's  to  them  all,  whMVw  they  be, 

A  happy  good  New-year's  morning. 

^  ■  -A  :■■'<'/ 

Chobdb.  I,';.'-     '«' 

Then  fill  up  your  glasses  and  send  ronnA-"'^'* '-' 

yonr  beer. 
And  drink  a  health  to  the  good  new  tear; 
Let  your  Toices  ring  both  lond  and  clear. 
Hurrah,  hurrah,  for  new  year's  morning.- 

May  the  pair  that's  down  soon  rise  in  Uf°> 

And  ever  live  free  from  care  and  strife, 
May  their  battles  be  few,  and  their  iilver  rife. 

When  it  comes  next  New-Years  morning. 
And  from  my  heart  I  wish  sincere. 

This  night  that  every  lass  that's  here. 
May  they  have  a  good  man  their  heart's  to  eheer 

Ay.  and  fondle  tl^m  next  new-year's  mom. 

Cboms, 

Now  the  lads  and  lasses  through  the  •-**  ' ' 

streets  they're  gone, 
.-     And  every  one  with  their  bottles  in 

thedr  hand, 
You  cannot  get  by,  you're  bound  to  stand, 

And  drink  health  to  the  new  year's  mom. 
And  as  through  the  street  they  push  aloo|^ 

And  at  every  door  they  give  a  bang,        ,';.•, 
And  this  is  the  cry  where'er  they  go, 

Hurrah  for  the  new-year's  morning.      Cho. 

Then  here's  to  the  year  that's  now  away. 

May  this  new  year  bring  peace  to  you  all. 
And  here's  to  you  all  both  great  and  small, 

A  happy  good  new  years  morning. 
^  And  no  doubt  we'll  shed  many  a  sad  sad  tear. 
Should  we  be  spared  another  year, 

Bui  let  us  be  happy  while  we're  here, 

And  drink  health  t6  the  new-yeaJr's  mom. 
rri  «'t:  )^»1  ?■      Chorus. 


Johnny  My  Boy  EoU  up  Your  Sleeve* 

My  father's  one  of  the  funniest  men- v^i-i;  • 

That  ever  you  did  see,  _^ 

From  Monday  morning  to  Saturday  night, 

He's  never  off  the  spree. 
Tve  got  to  go  with  him  everywhere^  .j  .:i  ■\: 

I'm  walking  with  him  now;  ;■'.'■••• 

And  this  to  me  you'll  hear  him'ttj,  --  • 

When  he  gets  into  a  row.     -  ^j  > 

Chobus.  .   f 

Johnny,  my  boy,  roll  up  yoirf^eema. 

And  take  your  father  a  part, 
I  know  that  you  can  polish  him  of!^  ■? 

You  are  so  very  smart. 
Mind  to  kick  him  when  he's  dowo. 

Don't  let  him  up  again; 
Hit  him  right  below  the  belt. 

And  send  him  oflF  to  Spuin. 


al 


Si7'l>»^ 


:^^' 


You'd  think  to  see  us  walking  ouV 
We  were  quite  a  pair;  j,. 

And  so  we  are,  myself  I  mean,  ,;^ 
I'm  always  on  the  scjuare.       \..., 

But  I  am  always  in  a  tix 
Through  that  old  man  of  mine, 

Tm  nowhere  when  he's  drinking  beer, 


'i!  ■(■*.- .V;' 


.if"" 


For  father  takes  the  shine. 


Chonu. 


When  we  go  home  at  twelve  o'clock 

We  find  there's  no  one  in; 
My  mother's  never  off  the  beer,  ,     ,.  '  .^^  ■  ;     ,;  . 

She  likes  a  drop  of  gin  _'    V  :  .    .     .  .^; 

And  when  she  reaches  home  again,    ;  ,;.,v. .  , 

She  staggers  to  the  door,  :   ~     '• 

And  there  she  lies  till  moming  dawns, 
I    Upon  the  lobby  floor.  Choral. 

Then  in  the  moming  there's  a  row,  'i-   ■■'}'. 

The  neighbors  all  come  in. 
.  They  cry  out,  "  Go  it,  Mrs.  Jones, 
I  know  you're  sure  to  win." 


And  when  he  gets  the  worst  of  it, 
You'll  hear  uie  old  boy  cry. 

"  Johnny,  go  for  Mrs.  Jones, 
She's  blacked  your  father's  eye. 


Chonu. 


I  think  I'll  go  and  drown  myself. 

And  so  I'D  end  my  pain; 
1  hear  my  father  crying  me,      ■>VJ  •- 

He's  in  a  row  again. 
He's  calling  out  for  me  to  oome. 

That  cry  it  makes  rae  start, 
"Johnny  come  quick,  he's  killing  me. 

And  take  your  father's  part."  Choms. 


,yj Jojymy's  got  the  Blue*/  'J v^- 

Fm  a  misfortunate  woman,  > 

Tor  my  husband's  a  drunken  old  baste^ 
And  every  time  he  gets  tipsy, 

Of  his  brogues  faith  he  gives  me  a  taste. 
He's  been  out  on  the  drink  for  a  fortnight. 

And  he's  pawned  both  hin  shirt  and  bis  shoes 
And  he  drank  up  the  whole  of  his  money, 

And  now  he's  at  home 'in  the  blues. 


■X^i 


Chobus. 


Or«fJ?: 


Oh  !  my  heart  is  broke  entirely,  it  is. 
Sure  I  haven't  got  the  pluck  of  a  mouse. 

For  Johnny's  abroad  there  at  home  in  the  blues 
And  he's  breaking  exery  haporth  in  the  house' 

Sure  he  bates  me  for  breakfast  each  morning. 

And  he  welts  me  for  dinner  at  noon,    ,, .  .  . 
If  I  ask  him  to  give  me  some  hapence,   ■  y<'^'"*'v 

I  might  as  well  ask  for  the  moon. 
It's  a  wonderful  thing  how  I  stand  it,      '      ■"- 

For  although  I'm  the  mother  of  six. 
And  a  good  dacent  haid  working  woman. 

T  get  nothing  but  dry  bread  and  kicks. 

Choms. 

I  don't  know  where  he  gets  all  his  drink  from. 

Though  he's  sold  all  that  comeu  in  his  way, 
But  to-day  be  has  lashins  of  money. 

For  he's  been  and  he's  drawed  his  back  pay. 
If  he  had  the  least  dac^ncy  in  him. 

Sure  he'd  settle  the  score  at  the  shop^.,    ...:  ^ 
Faith,  I've  lost  every  atam  of  sperrit. 

Or  with  bim  no  longer  I'd  stop.        Choms. 


Sarah,  Sarah,  wherever  has  the  gone  to. 


Behold  a  bligtted  being  now,  '       "      -  . 

A  flower  nipt  in  the  bud; 
Since  Sarah  .Tones  has  left  her  homc^        ':     !:>- 

I've  never  done  much  good.  •        * 

I  courted  her  for  three  longyeat^   '...•-   "■  '  \:'^ 

A  twelvemonth  and  a  day,     ^  .■  .ir;-,  ^^';;./- 
But  never  told  her  of  my  love^    .  4      ."^.  •  :;> 

And  now  she's  gone  away. 

C&OBUS. 

Sarah,  Sarah,  -wherever  has  she  pone  to  7 
She's  gone  and  lefl  home  and  fnednds 
And  darling  John  behind, 
Tve  sold  the  hontea  pigs,  and  plough^  *■  •-''''^.. 
The  household  furniture  and  cows,        ,  ,  . 
To  go  in  search  of  dar-ing  lovely  Sarah.; 


If  I  should  for  a  moment  see 

The  object  of  my  search ; 
Upon  the  wings  of  love  a-  onoe. 

With  her  I'd  fly  to  church; 
And  change  her  name  from  Ssnh  Jonas 

To  that  of  Mrs.  Plum; 
Sat  that  eventfull  day,  I  fear, 
■^1-  For  me  will  never  come.  Ohomik 


I 


Now  Sarah  Jones  resided.  -■^'       v  '•  * 

In  a  town  in  Lincolnshire^    ■       V 
And  every  market  day, 

I'd  call  to  see  my  little  dear, 
I  made  her  presents  by  the  soors^  ^ 

And  sent  her  billet  deaux 
But  now  that  lass  has  gone,  alas  ! 

But  where,  there's  no  one  knows. 


,'TrtTfn- 


^~f  --■:. 


Choms. 


Thounh  handsome,  she  was  modest,      ''■":{  ''"■: 

Unpresuming,  very  meek,  .■'■[''■-/' 

And  that's  the  reason  when  "^ ;  v  • ,  :  y 

A  chance  aforded  I  would  seek  '  '  'i  ;•'''■ 

Her  domicile,  and  tell  her  of  ir'!f^**''b: 

My  quarters  snag  and  warm. 
On  the  outskirts  of  a  village. 

Where  I  kept  a  little  farm.  Ohmifl. 


The  Bumble  Bee. 


This  ere  darkey  is  in  love 

With  :uch  a  charming  creature^ 
m  ne'er  forget  the  evening  when 

By  chance  I  first  did  meet  her. 
I  n)et  her  where  the  rosos  grow. 

One  evening  in  the  spring, 
Down  by  the  home  cf  the  bumble  b«% 

Down  where  the  wild  birds  sing. 

Chobds. 

She's  sweeter  than  the  honey 

From  the  bumble  bee,         (SJia.) 
Is  pretty  as  the  wild  bird 

That  flies  the  air  so  free; 
I  met  her  where  the  roses  grow, 

One  evening  in  the  spring; 
Down  by  the  home  of  the  bumble  bs^ 

Down  where  the  wild  birds  aing. 

I  oftimes  go  to  see  her  when 

The  Kinrs  are  in  the  skies. 
But  the  stars  don't  shine  half  so  bright 

As  my  little  darling's  eyee. 
Her  hair  is  of  a  gulden  hue. 

Her  cheeks  like  rubies  red. 
And  happy  is  this  darkey  boy. 

For  the  girl  he's  going  to  wed.  Choms. 

80  now,  kind  friends,  111  say  adieu, 

I  can  no  longer  stay, 
I'm  going  to  meet  my  darling. 

Who  is  waiting  down  the  way. 
We  are  going  to  be  married,  -     •- 

Our  wedding  bells  shall  ring. 
We  will  live  tc^'ether 

Down  where  the  wild  birds  sing. 


Choms.     I 


\ 


<♦►  ^ 


There  Goes  Flaherty. 


Ton  may  talk  about  yonr  clever  men. 

Your  politician  crew; 
Your  great  O'Donnell's  and  your  men 

Of  mighty  knowledge  too. 
But  I'm  the  man  the  world  should  knov. 

For  fifty  times  a  day. 
If  I  go  wedking  down  the  street, 

Sombody's  sure  to  say — 

Chobus. 

There  goes  Flaherty,  that's  Mr.  Flaherty, 
The  gintleman  that's  up  to  every 

movement  on  the  board. 
That's  Mister  Flaherty,  Mr.  Barney  Flaherty, 
A  man  that's  edgicated  well  enough  to  be  a  lord. 

At  all  the  public  meetings,  sure 

I'm  always  to  the  fore; 
To  arguefy  and  speechify. 

And  tell  the  public  more. 
Than  what  I  know  myself,  and  mors^ 

Than  ever  they  could  tell, 
And  when  I  show  my  face  to  them. 


The  audience  all  do  yelL 

The  ladies  too,  are  fond  of  me. 

Excepting  my  ould  wife, 
Though  shouted  up  in  public  lifs^ 

I'm  kept  down  in  private  life. 
But  what  is  that,  a  man  like  m% 

For  trifles  doesn't  care. 
For  if  I  only  write  me  name 

The  people  all  declare. 


Choms. 


JfS 


fi\  '^ ' 


-ji. 


.^..: 


Jiiui 


■■-"^  — " 


-^  - 
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THE    SI^OERS'    JOUR.^AU 


My  Dear  Colleen- 

BI>(irXT  *  nUIKz'B  UlTXBT  BONO  AKD  OANCB. 

W0BO8  BT  J.  T.  WALSH.         HITKIC  BT  HAXBT  aAXTOM. 
ABBAMOXD  BT  J08.  8CHWFNSZCK. 

OOPTBIQHT,  1881  BT   WM.  J.  A.   LXXDZB. 

AIX  BIOBT*    BZSEBTXD.  ■<      ' 

The  Musto  of  tills  son?  is  publlsbed    at  Wm.  J.  A. 

Lie<UM'H  Ext'Dtilve  Mu  Ic  PubUsliliiir  Bouse,  No  M 

CUatham  Street,  N.  Y,    and  will  be  sent  post 

pald.to  any  address,   on  receipt  ot  price, 

40  ceuts  lu  postage  atampa. 

In  a  shady  little  nook  close  beside  a  running  brook 

Far  across  the  sea  on  dear  old  Erin's  shore, 
In  a  cottage  lives  my  love  where  the  birds 

sing  sweet  aboTe, 
And  the  shamrocks  grow  in  plenty  round 

the  door, 
Tis  her  pretty  face  is  bright  as  the  stars 

that  shine  at  night. 
And  her  pleasent  smile  the  sweetest  ever  tieen, 
She's  as  happv  as  a  lark,  from  daylight  until  dark, 
Ob  !  I  fondly  love  my  own,  my  dear  colleen. 
CaoBUs. 
She  will  gladly  welcome  me,  when  her  pretty 

face  I  s««. 
For  when  I  land  on  Erin's  shore  so  green. 
Then  the  happiest  hour  to  me  in  all  my 

life  will  be. 
When  I'm  wedded  to  my  dear  colleen.       Dance. 

She  has  eyes  of  perfect  blue,  she  has  cheeks 

of  rosy  hue. 
And  a  wealth  of  pleasant  sunbeams  in  het  smile, 
She  has  such  a  roguish  face,  and  her  every 

move  is  grace. 
While  her  voice  is  like  the  song  of  birds 

the  while. 
In  a  little  rustic  cottage  she  shall  share 

my  happy  lot. 
And  the  birds  o'erhead  shall  sing  their 

joyotis  lay, 
And  the  flowers  shall  blovm  so  sweet,  then 

with  earthly  joys  complete. 
We  shall  pass  oar  livsa  in  sonslune  bright 

and  gay. 
Choraa. 


My  Darling,  bat  Talkative  Wife. 

WOBDS  BT  O.  W.  MABX.      UTSIO  BT  JOS.    BCBWXN8X0X. 

COPTBIOaT   1881,    BT   WM.    J.  A.  T.rCT)»». 
4TT.     BIOHTS    BX8XBTED. 

The  Music  Of  this  sontc   is  published  at   Wm.  J.  A, 

Uedef^  extcDSlTO  Music  PubllsUlDK  Boose,   No.  to 

Chatham  Stree',  N.  Y.  and  will  be  sept  post 

paid,   to  any  address,   on  re*  elpt  of  price, 

40  cents  In  poetat;e  stamps. 


Some  people  they  pq^mble  the  day  in  and  out, 

O'er  very  small  trifles  of  life; 
But  I  think  I've  the  right  to  UU  you  about, 

My  darling,  but  talkative  wife. 
A  day  cannot  pass  but  I  get  a  new  name. 

You  numbskull,  you  fool  and  sncb. 
For  me  to  talk  thus  you  might  Kay  'tis  a  shams^ 

But  really  my  wife  talk.s  too  much. 
Chorcs. 
Now  John  come  and  kiss  me,  oh  I  do  have  a  cars, 
One'd  think  yon  were  kissing  a  mule, 
Why,  John,  you've  been  drinking,  to-day  I  declare 
You're  leading  the  life  of  a  fool; 
Before  we  were  married,  you  pr>>mised  yon  know. 
We'd  lead  a  most  hftppy  gay  life, 
]?ut  since  we  are  married,  I  find  'tian't  so, 
I'm  only  your  talkative  wife. 

One  evening  while  kissing,  she  said  have  a  care, 

One'd  tliink  yon  were  kissing  a  mule; 
I  said  as  a  joke,  1  just  kissed  one,  my  dear, 

I  know  not  that  I  was  a  fool. 
She  scratched  me,  she  pinched  me,  ahe 

wept  and  she  said. 

You're  mean,  you're  a  brute,  so  yon  are. 
And  she  cried,  as  she  tore  some  nice  locks 

from  my  head, 

I'm  going  right  back  to  my  ma.  Chorus. 


Now  here  at  election  I  bet  a  new  ball' 

Of  course  'twas  a  very  small  ooeti 
Bat  she  keeps  saying  w.hy  did  you  do  that. 

Why  bet  on  the  men  that  have  lost 
There  s  Jenkens  next  door,  whose  as  oute 

as  a  horse. 

He's  several  new  suits  while  you've  none. 
Now  when  did  he  get  them  he  won  them  of  course 

By  betting  on  those  that  have  won.      Choraa. 

I  thought  I'd  find  peace  in  the  dab  room  at  night 

I  went  there  one  evening  to  test; 
Oh  !  then  I  found  peace,  and  then  I  got  tight^ 

And  came  home,  I  shan't  tell  the  rest. 
One  thing  I  will  say  tho'  to  all  you  young  men. 

When  married,  oh  !  guard  against  strife. 
If  you  don't,  you  would  wish  you  were 

■ingle  again. 

That's  if  you've  a  talkative  wife.  CherBa. 


^  <•>  ^ 


I'm  a  MiUionair*. 


I  feel  so  delighted  my  ship  has  come  home, 
My  uncle's  retired,  no  longer  to  roam. 
The  old  man  has  died  and  he  left  In  hie  will. 
That  all  is  for  me,  I'll  pay  every  bill. 
Tho'  I  once  "  stuck  it  up,"  now  111  pay 

money  down. 
And  ride  in  my  carriage  all  over  the  town. 
I've  got  all  his  money  and  diamonds  and  pearls, 
I  don't  care  what  I  spend,  so  Til  treat  all  the  girls, 

CaoBim.     ..^,  . 

Tm  a  duke,  I'm  a  lord  Fm  a  major, 
Some  day  I  shall  be  Lord  Mayor, 
I'm  an  Earl,  I'm  a  squire,  I'm  a  captain, 
In  fact  I  am  a  millionaire. 

I've  got  fourtsen  lawyers  to  sell  up  my  grounds. 
Because  I  prefer  to.  have  it  in  pounds, 
I've  bought  all  the  titles  of  men  in  great  rank, 
I've  got  enough  money  to  buy  up  a  bank, 
A  washing-bill  for  one-and-ninepence  I  hold. 
So  bless  tne  old  girl  I'll  pay  her  in  gold, 
Tho'  often  I  told  her  she  must  "  stick  it  ap," 
I'll  treat  you  and  her  to  a  champagne  oup. 

Choms. 

Some  months  back  a  lady,  a  good  one  I  thought, 
Sued  me  for  damages  in  the  law  court. 
Through  promise  of  marriage,  she  having 

clear  grounds, 
The  damages  mounted  to  five  thousand  pounds, 
I  called  her  a  lady,  she  called  me  a  pup, 
I  said  I've  no  money,  you  must  "  chalk  it  up." 
She  caused  no  disttubance,  behaved  mild 

and  meek. 
So  I'll  call  at  her  house  and  111  pay  her  next  week. 

A  member  of  parliament  soon  I  shall  be. 
If  not  an  M.  I'.  I  will  be  a  Q.  0., 
I'll  bring  in  a  bill  and  I'll  make  a  new  law. 
To  deal  with  the  rioh  just  the  same  as  the  poor, 
111 'go  to  theatree,  to  concerts  and  balls, 
I'll  knock  over  poor  women's  old  apple  stalls. 
Of  conrse  1  shall  only  just  do  it  for  fan, 
Btit  I'll  act  like  a  man,  and  111  pay  every  one. 

Cbonu. 


CioBin. 

We  oome  flrom  Killamey  by  the  lake  side, 
'Where  the  lads  and  lassies  on  the  jaunting 

oar  ride 
We  are  Pet  and  Dennis  Carney,  from  the 

lakes  of  swfset  KilUmey, 
In  the  land  where  the  apple  pratiea  grow. 

In  a  steamship  we  sailed  across  the  ooean. 

To  better  our  fortunes  vou  see. 
But  the  divil  a  bit  of  lock  have  we  had  here, 

We're  as  wretched  as  wretched  can  be. 
We  sigh  for  the  turf  pile  so  cheerful,         j 

When  barefoot  we  trudged  afar,  '" 

Ore*  mountains  and  hills,  'cross  valleys  and  rills 

In  (he  land  of  sweet  Erin  go  bragh.      Gbo. 


Pat  and  Dennia  Carney- 
'  woaos  AXB  ursio  bt  raAiix  anncR. 

•  BUNO  BT  BDriTKT  *  rBAIirB. 

•orraioBT  1881,     bt  wk.  j.  a.  lixdmu. 

AIX,   aiOHTS  BBIIITXD. 

Tlie  Mu»lc   oh  this  song  Is  puMlshed  at  Wm.  J.  A. 

Uedt'i's  BztHiis  ve  Mua  c  PubUslDg  Uouse,  Ho.  fO 

Chatham  street,    N.    Y.  and  will  I  e sent  poet 

paid,  to  any  address,    on  rcelptot  jftlM, 
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We  were  bom  in  a  little  mud  oabin. 

With  the  roof  all  covered  with  moee; 
Where  the  grunt  of  the  pigs  in  the  morning. 

Kept  harmony  with  the  old  horse. 
Wben  a  child  we  were  fed  upon  pratiea. 

But  now  we've  rose  to  manhood's  estate, 
We  are  known  on  the  street  by  each  one 

we  meet. 

As  the  Carney's,  Pat  and  Dennis  no  neat. 


It's  Jokin'  Ton  Ar«. 
-  an;   aoax  o'ltooaa  - 


Kow  Shamne.  it's  time  to  be  getting  away. 
Toa've  bothered  my  patience  this  many  a  day. 
And  little  I  care  to  what  quarter  you  steer. 
For  nobody  wishes  your  company  here. 
I  mean  to  live  single  the  rest  of  my  days. 
So  keep  your  soft  words  to  yourself  if  you  please 
When  yon  oall  me  your  darlin'  year 

,  ,_  jewel  and  star. 

Sue  I  know  very  well  that  it's  jokin*  you  are. 

Ton  eoBstantly  Ulk  of  my  face  being  fair. 
And  my  looks  with  the  raven  you  aften  compare 
You  tell  me  my  eyes  they  outrival  the  roe, 
But  you're  telling  me  things  that  I  knew 

long  ago; 
And  were  I  to  believe  you  it's  crazy  Id  be. 
For  you'vs  told  the  same  stories  to  scores 

besidee  me; 
Wnen  yon  call  me  your  darlin',  your 

jewel  and  star. 
Sue  I  know  Tery  well  that  it's  jokin'  yon  are. 


The  Doctor's  Boy. 


I  IwTe  been  nearly  irrerything  that  yon 

can  choose. 
Clean  windows,  ran  errands,  black  boots 

and  ahoee; 

I  once  was  a  tiger,  I  onoe  was  a  page. 
After  that  as  a  telegraph  boy  did  engage; 
But  each  time  altho'  Vd  a  tidy  smart  suit. 
Provided,  yet  somehow  the  place  didn't  suit. 
At  each  place  no  more  than  a  month  did  I  stop, 
Till  at  last  I  got  into  a  doctor  shop. 

.,.._,. -,..<JnoBc».     ,,,,^    .  , 

Cod  liver  oil  and  camomile  pills, 
Opodildoc  and  syrup  of  squills. 
Calomel,  opium,  tincture  of  bark. 
To  live  with  a  doctor's  a  jolly  fine  lark. 

X  takes  out  the  physic  from  eleven  till  foor. 
After  the  patients  I  open  the  door. 
Asks  'em  to  walk  in,  and  hands  'em  a  chair. 
If  a  female,  and  pretty,  I  has  a  good  stare. 
After  that,  to  Jemima,  the  slavey,  I  talks. 
Or  else  I've  to  see  to  the  bottles  and  corks. 
Sometimes  I've  to  roll  up  a  lot  of  blue  pills. 

If  yoa'd  know  what  they're  made  of 

you'd  never  be  01, 

..-.■"■  •  ..-.    -•.■•••     •■..•.-.■.■   Chorne. 

Onee,  only  onoe  did  I  make  a  mistakcb 
I  gave  the  wrong  physic,  oh,  didn't  I  quake, 
The  patient  with  aigony,  didn't  he  suffer. 
By  jingo,  I  thought  Id  killed  the  old  bluffer. 
Doctor  £ave  me  fits  by  jove  how  he  swore. 
But  I  promised  I'd  never  do  so  any  more; 
And  so  I  stayed  on  and  means  for  to  stop^ 
For  there's  no  place  to  me  like  a  doctor's  ehop. 

Choraa. 


jM— — -     '^    nri  —  III!  ~n 
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iiotftj' .'  "■\-f-i' 


MaJk^SmMT  €0MIP0Si%&0£f8. 


m 


1  Birdie  Mine,  Wbv  do  yon  lesve  me.    Oonoert  Song.    Word*  br  Th. 

D.  0.  MiUer,  M.  D. 
%  Elnora.     E^nutiful  Ballad.     Words  by  Th.  D.  0.  Miller,  M.  D. 
$  Two  Jxiah.  Turks.    Irish  Song  and  Dance.    Words  by  Eddie  F.  Dewoo. 

4  Save  at  tho  Spigot  and  Waste  at  the  Btmg.     Motto  Boog.    Words  by 

Th.  D.  C.  Miller,  M.  D. 

5  Tonll  nuas  me  when  we  Part     Beaatifnl  Ballad.     Words  by  Oh.  W. 
f.      Mark. 

6  Sho  Smiled  as  we  crossed  on  the  Hoboken  Ferry.  Serio-Comia   Wor.ls 

byTh.D.0.  Miller,  M.D. 

7  Where  the  Sweetest  Flowers  Grow.    Song  sad  Dance.     Words  by  Ch. 

W.  Mark. 

8  The  old  Haunted  Mill.      Desoriptiye  S(Hig.      Words  by  Th.  D.    C. 

MiUer,  M.  D. 

9  I  have  no  one  here  to  Lore.      Beantifol  Ballad.     Words  by  Ch.  W. 

Mark. 
10  Boeo  Perfumed  Bouquet.     Song  and  Dance.     Words  by  Ch.  W.  MarL 
U  Pretty  Little  Lou.     Song  and  Dance.     Words  by  George  StansiL 

12  Tis  Ten  o'clock.  Please  Go,  Berio^Jomio.  Words  by  Th.  D.  C.  Mil- 
ler, M.  D. 

18  Let  us  be  Boys  again,  Just  for  to  Night.  '  Sentimental  Song.  Words 
by  Th.  D.  C.  Miller,  M.  D 


Song  and  Dance.      Words  by 


11  The  Bridge  that  crosses  the  Brook. 

Hen.  Mobley. 

15  The  Haunted  Brooklet      Song  and  Chorus. 

Miller,  M.  D. 

16  My  Darling,  but  talkatiye  Wife.      Serio-Gomio. 

Mark. 

17  Pm  a  charming  np-town  Belle.     Serio  Comic. 

Miller,  M.  D. 

18  The  day  that  my  poor  Mother   died.     Ballad. 

Tucker. 

19  The  sup  of  good  Whiskey  at  Gerity's  Wake.     Comic  Song. 

Th.  D.  C.  Miller,  M.  D. 

20  Ges,  let  them  Hosses  go.      Song  and  Chorus.     "Words  by  Th.  D.  C. 

Miller,  M.  D. 

21  How  Mrs.  McGovem  sold  the  Ganger.     Irish  Comio  Song.     Words  by 

Th.  D.  C.  MiUer,  M.  D. 

22  Old  Pompey's  getting  barefoot  on  de  top  of  his  head.      Plantation 

Song.     Wordb  by  Th.  D.  C.  Miller,  M  D. 

23  Josie's  Secret.     Song  and  Chorus.     Words  by  Rob.  MoEay. 

2i  Visions  of  my  Dream.     Song  and  Dance.     Words  by  Ch.  Nelson. 
23  Pull  back  drees.     Song  and  Dance.     Words  by  Gordian  £.  'Sjdm. 


Words    by  Th.  D.  C. 
Words  by  Ch.  W. 
Words  by  Th.  D.  0. 
Words   by  Tommy 
Words  by 


SONGS  AND  DANCES,  etc.. 

Arranged  by  JOS.   SOHWENSEOK; 


Deooratian  Bong. .  Words  and 
Words  and  Music  by  Andy  Mc- 


1  Beneath  the  Sod  they're  SImj?JIM(, 
Music  by  J.  L.  Feeney.  .  "^    V 

9  Nigger  in  a  Fit      Song  and  Dance. 

See. 
8  Too  Late.     Ballad.    Words  by  Ed.  Dillon 

4  Buttercups.      Ballad,      Words  by  Anpis 

Emery.     ,;;.,V-\V:  X':  '';■'-  ■.  ■:^- ' '■■:.■#;  :^  ;■.■■.;.;.  ;  J'-t-^--:  •!<}•»:•'-'. !..  '■■- 

5  Sweet  Lass  of  Bichmond  Hill.     Words  and  Music  by  Ada  Burnett 

6  When  yuu  ^-t:re  Sweet  Sixteen.     Song  and  Chorus.     Words  and  MuBi< 

by  Alfred  White. 

Bong  snd  Dance.     Words  and  Music  by  Andy  Mc- 


Musio  by  Alfred  White. 
Herbert    Mosip  by  Will 


Unohing  Scmg.    Words  and  Music  by  Andy 


T  liily  White  Bose. 

Kee.    .■.■•■■vr^'-'-'-^V'' 
S  Militia  is  out  to-day. 

McKee. 

\  Dem  Glory  E'yers.  Plantation  Song.  Words  and  Music  by  Alfred  White. 
10F  Bise  up  in  de  Momin'.  End  Song.  Words  and  Musio  by  All  Wiiite. 
It  The  Eillamey  Muskateers.      Marching  Song,      Words   1^  J<^mny 

t     Mack.     Music  by  Dan.  Beeae. 
It.  Sunny  Days.     Plantatioa  Bong  and  Dance.     Words  and  Musio  by  Geo. 
StansilL 

19  De  Da^s  when  I  was  sold  in  Slarery.     Plantation  Song.    Words  and 
Music  by  J.  L,  Femey. 

14  Where  Pretty  Lilaos  Grow.    Bong  and  Danoe.    Words  and  Musio  by 

Loyely  and  Xioid. 

15  Pretty  Little  Dandelion.      Song  and  Dance.      Wprds  and  Mtuic  by 

Geo.  Bkansill.  ":     } 

16  Whisper  Softly,  Papa's  Dying.     Song  and  Ohoms.     Words  and  Music 

by  Ch.  W,  Mark. 

17  Can  you  forgiye  and  forget,  Love.     Ballad.     Words  and  Music  by  Ch. 

W.Mark. 

18  Close  the  Blinds,  Lottie's  Dying.      Bong  and  -Chorus.     Words  and 

Music  by  Ch.  W.  Mark. 

19  When  Gabiiel  blowi  hia  Hotn.    End  Boog.    Words  and  Mnsic  by  Oh. 

W.  Msrk. 


20  The  bri^t  little  spot  on  the  Ocean.     Song  and  Chorus.     Words  and 

Music  by  John  Walsh. 

21  Eyerything  done  for  the  Best     Motto  Song.      Words  and  Music  by 

John  Walsh. 

22  Heroes  of  Ireland.     Song.     Words  and  Music  by  John  Walsh. 

23  As  I  stood  by  the  Door.     Song.     Words  and  Musio  by  John  Walsh. 

24  Mary  Ann  O'Holahan  Dowd.     Song  and  Dance.     Words  by  Dan  Mc- 

Carthy, Music  by  T.  F.  Kerrigan. 
26  III  name  the  Boy  Dennis,  or  no  name  at.  all.     Irish  Comic  Song. 
Words  by  Fred.  Hatfield,  Music  by  J.  Small. 

26  The  day  I  took  my  Peg  to  Coney  Isle.     Comic  Song.     Words  by  Fred. 

Hatfield,  Music  by  T.  F.  Kerrigan. 

27  Giye  an  Honest  Irish  Lad  a  Clianco.      Song  and  Dance.      Words  by 

Dan  McCarthy,  Musio  by  T.  F.  Kerrigan. 

28  Brother's  Dobkin.      Song  and  Dance.      Words  by  John  T.  Kelly, 

Musio  by  John  Braham. 

29  Our  Peculiar  Style.      Song  and  Danoe.      Words  by  Frank  Binney, 

Musio  by  John  Braham 

30  Lancashire  Factory  Lads.     Song  and  Danoe.     Words  and  Music  by 

Frank  Binney. 

31  My  Dear  Colleen.     Bong  and  Dance.     Words  by  J.  B.  WaUh,  Moaic 

by  Harry  Sazton. 

32  Pat  and  Dennis  Carney.     Song  and  Dance.      Words  and  Music  by 

Frank  Binney. 

33  Biddy  McC^ee.    Words  by  Frank  Binney,  Music  by  Harry  Saxton. 

34  A  Pansy  from  Mother's  Graye.     Ballad.     Words  and  Music  by  1  . >,▼ 
Hart  and  sung  by  her. 

35  Little  Children,   I  De  Belieye.     Negro.     Words  and  Music  by  Dan 
and  Gussia  Hart,  and  sung  by  them  throughout  the  United  States. 

36  ILoyeHimSo.     Sentimental  Bong  and  Danoe.      By  Barney  Fagan 
For  Baby  Hart  and  sung  by  her. 

87  Brunettes  or  Blondes.     Song  and  Danoe.     Written  and  Composed  by 
Matt   Gallagher,  and  done  suooessfully  by  G^allagher  and  WeiiL 
throughout  uie  West 

88  The  Two  Codfish  Balls.     Written  and  sung  by  Gallagher  and  West 

89  The  Style  We  Call  Our  Own.      Song  and  Dance.      By  ICatt  A.  Oal- 
la^ber,  and  sung  with  immense  suooess  by  Gallsgher  and  West 
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HnBh'E-Bee-Baby. 


\ 


Oh  !  where  is  the  man  that  neTer  did  lore, 

Snch  a  sweet  little  innocent  child? 
A  dear  little  baby  that  never  would  cry, 

Can  make  a  poor  man  become  wild. 
Some  like  to  roam  away  from  home,  f..-. 

While  I  by  my  own  fireside  keep, 
And  by  the  fireside  burning  bright  all  the  night 

While  rocking  the  baby  to  sleep. 


Chobvs. 


%./.    <*^.: 


SingiDg  Ift-le,  la-le,  hush-a-bee,  baby,       '■ 

Hnsh-a-bee,  baby,  do  not  cry; 
La-le,  la-le,  husb-a-bee,  baby. 

Mamma  will  come  in  bye-and-bye. 

One  night  when  I'd  jast  got  the  baby  to  rest, 

I  vfonld  take  a  short  walk  down  the  lane, 
When  to  my  dismay,  standing  over  the  way. 

Was  my  wife  with^  soldier  six  feet; 
I  also  went  wild  when  a  passer-by  smiled,    ■ 

And  said  he'd  been  having  a  peep; 
They  were  kissing  and  squeezing  each    ' 

other  like  fnn, 

While  I  rocked  the  baby  to  sleep.      Chorus. 


The  Irish  Huzzars. 

OBDS  BT  J.  n.  WOODHOUSE.      MUSIC  BT  R.  SXCKZB. 
•CNO  WITH  OBEAT  SUCCESS,     BT  THE   MUBPHT's 
PXDDT  ASD  ELLA. 
OOPTBIOHT,  1881  BI    WM.  J.  A.    UKDXS. 
AIX  RIGHTS    ItESEBVEO, 

The  Music  of  t1il3  so'ii?  is  published    at  Wm.  J.  A. 

Lleder'a  Ext  ubive  Mu  Ic  PubiisUlnif  Ilouse,  No  <o 

Chatham  Street,  N.  Y,    and  will  oe  sent  post 

paid, to  any  address,   on  receipt  ol  price, 

40  cents  In  postu^fe  stamps. 


By  my  brogne  yon  can  tell  Fm  a  tme  son  of  Erin, 

By  my  dress  yon  can  see  I'm  a  true  son  of  Mara, 
Tho  for  fighting  or  blood  shed,  I'm  not 

much  careing, 

I'll  show  no  white  feather  if  sent  to  the  wars. 
Bnt  I'll  fight  with  comrades  protecting  the  banner 

Belovecf  by  all  subjects  that's  loyal  and  true; 
Tis  the  pride  of  the  world,  always  waving 

supremely, 

It  will  ne'er  be  disgraced  by  Fitzpatrick  McKew 

CHORrs. 


en  bring  in  the  punch  and  replenish 

yonr  glasses. 
And  drink  to  our  soldiers  and  jolly  Jack  tars, 
ere's  a  health  to  old  Ireland  and  all  her 

fair  lasses, 
Long  life  to  each  boy  in  the  Irish  huzzars. 


remember  the  ranks,  when  but  a  wee  fellow. 
My  father,  drum-major,  was  just  six  feet  high, 

ty  mother,  God  bless  her,  I  often  would  tell  her. 
When  a  man  I  would  fight  to  win  honor  or  die. 

jnce  then  to  the  country,  I've  seen  a  great  service 
I've  smiled  at  all  dangers,  ne'er  wincing  at  scars 
hen  bullets  were  flying,  where  the  fray 

was  the  thickest. 
The  foremost  cf  all  were  the  Irish  Huzzars. 

Chorus. 

the  bugle's  shrill  notes,  I've  obeyed 

like  a  soldier. 
When  hunger's  sharp  thorns  in  my  bosom 

were  deep, 
hen  darkness  our  forms  had  shielded 

from  danger, 
The  roar  of  the  cannon  has  lulled  me  to  sleep, 
the  clone  of  the  tight  with  the  moon  as 

our  guardian, 
^hen  peace  was  proclaimed  'neath  the 

bright  shining  stars, 
r  commanders  stem  voices  were  heard 

loudly  oolling, 
lod  bless  you,  my  bold  gallant  Irish  Huzzars. 

Chorus. 


in'i  Party. 

i  '  WORDS  ANB  MUSIC  BT  WM.  CABBOLL. 

■CWO  BT  THE  HUBPHT'i,  PADDy  AMD  ZLUL. 
OOPZBIOBT   1881.    BT   WM.    3.  A.  TJBOT.B. 
AIX    aiBBTS    BBSBBYBD. 

The  Musio  of  this  soog  Is  ptthUalied  »t   Wm.  3.  A, 

Uedefi  extensive  Mualc  I'utilWilug  Bouse,  No.  60 

Chatiiam  SU-''e>,lL  Y.  and  will  t»  sent,  pom 

paid,  to  any  address,  on  rei  elpt  or  pilce, 

40  cents  In  postav;e  stamps. 

vv-*-fiv-|       —  -      :^:'^  -  ■■' 

It  was  erer  at  old  Began's  house  wo  had  a 

jolly  time. 
There  was  lots  of  fun  and  dancing,  too. 

I  tell  you  it  was  fine; 
Oh  I  the  boys  and  girls  enjoyed  themselves, 

for  they  came  from  far  and  near. 
And  all  the  lads  assembled  there,  to  try 

old  Be^an's  beer. 
Old  Regan  he  felt  lively  from  the  time. 
And  a  happier  man  I  don't  think  could  bo  found. 
He  told  us  that  the  house  was  ours,  to  do 

just  as  we  liked, 
So  then  we  had  a  drink  of  beer  all  round. 

•  Chorus. 

Oh  !  such  singing,  and  such  dancing,  pbn 

my  word  'twas  really  grand. 
And  the  music  sounded  just  as  well  as  If  it 

was  a  band. 
While  Murphy  played  the  fiddle,  they 

danced  up  and  down  the  middle. 
And  we  never  left  old  Began  till  the  mom. 

There  was  Mary  Jones  and  Jerry  Flynn 

got  up  to  dance  a  jig. 
Along  with  Michael  Cronins  wife,  who 

looked  like  Murphy's  pig, 
The  floor  they  welted  beautiful,  and  went 

round  hand  in  hand. 
But  Cronin's  wife  she  danced  so  muoh, 

that  she  could  hardly  stand, 
Then  James  O'Brien  got  up  to  sing  a  soug. 
But  they  did  not  seem  to  relish  it  one  bi^ 
They  yanked  him  out  so  gently,  that  be 

thought  his  time  had  come. 
And  the  poor  old  fellow  fell  into  a  fit.      Chorus. 

They  danced  away  till  daylight  broke  in  the  sky. 
But  McCarthy's  wife  was  so  fatigued  she 

thought  she'd  really  die, 
McQuinness  he  got  overpowered  on  wine 

and  lager  beer. 
He  felt  so  good  he  tried  to  do  a  pirouette 

on  his  ear, 
And  poor  old  Jerry  Dolan  was  found  sleeping 
With  a  vice  like  grip  upon  a  china  cup. 
And  when  they  danced  the  last  quadrille, 

the  fiddler  fell  asleep. 
And  that's  what  wound  old  Began's  party  up. 

Chorus. 


Goings  to  Gennany.         .- 

OBIOIKAIi,  AND  OlfLT  DONE  BT  THE  KENDKLS. 
COPTRIOHT  1881,      BT  MRS.  PIUUNX  T.TBDBB. 

all''%iohts  RESEBTED. 

The  Music   of  this  sou?  Is  piibUsbed   at  Wm.  3.  A. 
Lleder'a  Bxtens  ve  Mus  c  PubllstnK  House,  No.  60 
Cliatham  Htreet,    N    V.  and  « ill  le  sent  post 
paid,  to  any   address,    on   rcelptor  pr 
..  40cent8  in  postages. amps. 

•  "M     '  •  •  . 

Oh  !  I  vender  vere  my  Jakey  raa^  - 

Dot  man  I  love  so  dear; 
He  promised  me  last  night.  -  "  ^    , 

Dot  he  would  meet  me  here. 
Kow  something  must  the  matter  be^ 

Or  he  wouldn't  stay  away ;  ■*'  '  \ 

Und  of  I  thought  dot  man  vas  mad, 

I'd  surely  crazy  be.  a     5:v  .' 

Cbobus. 

Oh  !  don't  IloTO  my  Jakey  dea4 
Better  as  I  does  my  lager  beer,       .     >  ;  . 
1  thought  I  heard  him  singing,      -^l"""'    ■"•'.• 

Down  by  the  garden  gate. 
Yes,  dot's  him  surely  coming  dere. 

So  I  dink  dot  I  won't  wait. 


(H^l  wo  STKgoing  away>!ffi5arhet6b ' 

Aioross  de  Ma  so  far;   ^ 
And  we  will  settle  in  Oenaany, 

And  open  a  grocery  store. 
Und  evQiy  night  ven  de  olook  strikes  nia«    ' 

We'll  go  to  Ded  so  quick  as  we  kin. 
In  de  mom  Log  ven  ve  famtti  get  npt 

Of  America  we  will  siBg. 
'We  must 4«^  goed-bya,  .-.:>■ 

We  must  go,  all  right, 
^Ouf  you  want  to  ^e  us  both  again, 
*  f, .  Cpino  again  to^moriow  night.        Chona, 


«.,VJi»V 


m  *^>- 


v.. ; :' 


«=^'-^         Off  For  America.   y^^^^S^^ 

BT  kABBT  KZNDZU  MUSIC  BT  PBOT.  T.  SFISB. 

SUMO  BT  THB  DUTCH  MBNDEL'b  HABRT  A  LBONSB. 
I   COPTBZOBT  1881,  BT  MBS.  PAUUMB  f  i^p«p 
ALL  BIOHTS  BXSBBYBD.;^    .7  •' '." 

The  Muslo  Of  this  sonir   iMX'hUahedat  Wm.  J.  A. 

Uedei's  Extensive  Music  Publishing  Bouse    No.  60 

Chatham  street,    N.  V.    and  will  be  bent  post 

paid,  to  any  adarc»»,  on  receipt  o(  price. 

40  cents  la  postage  Btamps. 

We're  going  away  to  leave  our  liomi^      ; . 

Going  to  America; 
Times  are  hard  in  Germanie,*   *         ; ' '  '  •'  '  1 

We  can  no  longer  stay.  '•. 

In  a  great  big  ship  across  the  s«i^ 

Deck  passage  we  will  take, 
Vere  going  to  America  shore, 

Una  a  fortune  quick  we'll  make. 
Oh  !  ve'U  be  across  de  ocean  sure, 

In  two  weeks  from  to-day;  ^       ■'- 

De  ship  is  ready  now  to  sul  .   ..'.   - 

Off  to  America.  •     '  ,      .; 

....  * 
Und  ven  we're  dere  a  short  time,  vy, 

Ve  von't  be  poor  like  here, 
T«  sootf  vill  own  a  house  und  farm, 

Und  Boch  dings  never  fear, 
Und  den  some  morning  early, 

Ven  de.bicdil  are  singing  gay,  > 
ni  be  do  ftttfaer  of  a  family. 

In  dot  America.  ?  '^ri,  ;•  „ 

So  now  to  you  well  bid  good>by«^  -   "1 

Ve  got  to  go  away, 
De..ship  is  ready,  to-night  we  sai^  ^      .1  -- 

Off  for  America. 

^  It  Tickled  Me,  You  Bet  "'■ 

BT  J.  A.  VABBBLL.  StTNO  BT  ADA  BUBIBIT. 

OOFXBIOHT,  1880,   BT  WM,  J.  A.   LIEDKB.'    " 


:■>% 


One  day  last  M^  as  down  Broadway, 

I  chanced  to  stroll  along. 
There  passed  me  by  with  laughing  ey«^ 

A  young  man  in  the  throng. 
He  smiled  at  me,  I  blushed  you  see^ 

Because  we'd  neyt:r  met; 
But,  oh  !  the  look  at  me  he  took,        '''  '.. 

It  tickled  me  you  bet.  "'■ 

Chobus.     .   '  '*->' 

He  smiled  at  me,  I  blushed,  yoQ  io% 
Because  we'd  never  met;  ;-'■ 

But,  oh  !  the  look  at  me  he too^  .   "' 
It  tickled  me  you  bet.  i 


■  ft 


■i^i 


■i   yr 


.21. 


..<» 


Next  day  he  wrote  to  me  a  not<^    , 

It  was  so  very  sweet;  i  *.•   .   '  , '' 

He  said  that  he  would  like  to  be  '^  " 

Acquainted  when  we'd  meet.  -/l 

He  called  me  many  loving  namoi^       .  ^  \<  ''• 

And  'mong  them  little  pet,        ;  j  .     t'.J  -* 
I  read  it  once.  I  read  it  twice^         ,■ 

It  tickled  me  you  bet.  ,       '      Ohonas. 

Now  all  yon  girls  with  bangs  and  cniis^ 

And  all  you  ladies  fiair, 
Tve  some  advice  to  give  you  all. 

If  you  will  only  hear. 
A  nice  voung  man  pray  don't  refosob 

Another  you  may  not  get. 
But  when  he  says  wilt  thou  be  mine^ 

Why  tell  him  yes,  you  bet.  Chorus. 


^iLk^Aiita^i^ii^i- 


.(),ui,ii  Oil)  lyTaaiLijJi.  ...iD  bnuu  .i  .Mi 


^ *i  w^*WR\i***a 


One  of  My  MotherV^*-*-^   ' '^ 

BT  JAJIXS  BIOHMONS.  SUNO  BZ  FAX  BOOHBIi 


THE    SIMOERS'    JOURNAL.. 


I  am  a  butcher  by  occQpktion,  iU?    it!  iiJS     :^^  p^ 

And  a  congress  man  by  trade; 
I  wftB  bom  in  Kilkenny,  '_  _' 

Yes,  that's  where  I  was  made. 
I  loye  a  httl«  Dutch  branette, 

In  a  b^er  saloon  where  I  reside;"^ 
I  asked  her  to  be  my  husband. 

And  she  said  that  I  was  sniffs,  n-         «i^ 

'  '  ChSbub.  ,  (J         '. 

She  is  just  as  purty  as  Limburger  che«Mb 

And  her  father  peddles  tins;        , 
She  says  she  cannot  marry  me, 

'Cause  I'm  one  of  my  mother's  twins. 

I  got  mashed  upon  her  sister. 

And  td  a  party  on(*  we  went;    •* 
She  wouldn't  let  me  kiss  her,  ___ — ^^ 

u      After  I  spent  about  A  oent. 
I  hired  a  cab  and  we  walked  bomt^ 

I  took  her  by  the  waist; 
Again  I  askediier  for  a  kiss. 

And  she  smashed  me  with  her  fis^ 

Spolren;  I  felt  so  bad  I  could  buy  a  new  suit 
of  clothes.  I  commenced  to  ci^,  not  because  I 
got  hit,  but  I  thooght  she  hurt  h>^  hand,  aud  I 
went  away  crying.  Ohoms.    ;_ 


-%■■ 


V  -;        BT  CH4e.  COMNEULV 

ICUBIC  PUBLISHED  BT  X.  B.  HABDIMO  239  BOWXBT. 
COPTBIOHT,  1881,  BT  E.  B.  HABDINO. 

The  Music   of  tills  Bonjf  c  >   be    had   at  Wm.  J.  A. 
Ueder's  Ext  nslve  Mu  Ic  Publlshtne  House,  No  M 
Chatham  Street,  N.  Y,    and  will  be  sent  pOBfc  ^^^ 
«  >..    paui,to  aiiy  address,   oa  receipt  oC  price, 

40  ceotB  In  postage  stamps.  ': 


Soft  I  sing  of  Mattieasrtw' 
Sweetest  young  maiden  far  and  near. 
Dearest  yet.  she's  my  pet, 
Warming  up  my  heart  so  queer. 
On  the  fir«»4»f  love  that 'He-  __,j:, , 

,  In  the  sweet  oomers  of  her  eye,  "I^~  -^ 
*  Oh  !  I'm  gone,  I'm  killed  with  joy,      - 
About  my  Mattie  dear.  J 

Chobus. 

Mattie  mine,  girl  so  fine, — (sym.) 
Dearest  yet,  she's  my  pet-.-(8ym.) 
She's  the  belle,  the  daisy  grand, , 
Sure  she's  the  Queen  of  Ireland;---  ,7; 
On  my  royal  head  I'd  stand,  1l_ 

For  my  sweet  Mattie,  dear.    J*.   -     ~ 

Jtt  »  irj  good*  store  ielow,  *** 

uggling  silks  and  calico;    ^  * 

All  the  day  there  she'll  stay, 
Wasting  her  sweet  life  away, 
Oh  !  if  I  had  golden  store. 
I  would  let  her  work  no  more. 
For  it's  in  a  birdies  cage, 
rd  put  my  Mattie,  dear...  .    ..^ 


3 


Oh'!  i^^^ffe  nfbs,  fhfey  all  Sid^fliout, 

Oj^J  don't  he  cut  it  nice; 
His  horse-hair  Oalways  standing  oak 
Just  look  at  Ihis  old  dice. 
^  ^fZ  kicked  Tim  Murphy's  Botoan  noee^   - 

And  kicked  McCalfie  out,  _ 

—  The  madder  I  got  in  the  ball. 
.: t.Ihe  more  the  gawks  did  shout     Ghoroa. 

;  ;^  :;  Konnd  to  Maloney't  Danoo-  ;  : 

:ph  ?  my  father  is  i.  fiddler '  t^ 

J^i  owM  a  smalt  shebeeBT^  tAi 

&rir  heifei^  MotTBtreet.  ,- 

Number  seventeen. 
.     He  has  three  lovely  daughterly   ' '  1.;  ' 

Bidalia,  Kate,  aud  Nance, 
AndeyeiTr  Sunday  evening,       ,^„i^  ,.„,.,  < 
.^tOxThe  house  he  has  a  danc^  -, 

^.'  ,.»•  ^  Chobus.  "  - 

Wialtzing  around  with  great  fun  and  glee, 
Oh,  what  a  sight  to  see; 
Lads  and  la-ssies  dancing  gay  and  frai^l  .i._._ 
Oh,  for  funjwith  ma  come  -.»        ^        *^ 

Bound  to  Maloney's  dance.       .     ~    ^  *  ..  *: 

There's  the  lovely  Kate  and  Bidali%     :. . 

And  the  darling  pretty  Nanoe, 
Every  Sunday  evening,  \m.'-^-J:  i-..^ 

l"hey  assemble  at  t£a  danoe.    ■^i'-r'-  - 
■  .^urty  Tom  MoCarty,  JM/        '  *»  C 

Lew  and  Dick  McQee,     .^- . ;  .  /  " -    - 
'"  "Ev»ry  Sundsiy  evening  s  t 

The  girls  they  go  to  see.  Chorns. 


t) 


Clnw.  *■ ' 


:— »  Pat's  got" fill  Ott^z:^ 


--.^■i-— -- 


-* 


^ 


I  took  a  car  the  other  day, 

To  ride  down  to  the  hall, 
I  dressed  myself  up  spruo^  and  §^7,^ 

Upon  Mayor  Grace  to  call; 
An  AUkemtan,  qie  book,  was  I, 

Elected  on  that  day, 

While  Lwaatelking  to  tlie  Maywr^- — — -f— ■ 
"   I  heard '.sonje  terrie*s  say.       i-     _S     1       ? 
Chobus. 

He's  got  'em  on,  he's  got  'em  on.    .^ 

D^^th;  try  to  do  tMheavy; 
"He's  go^mbn,  ho's  got  'am  00^ 


•1; 


He*8  the  Don  »t  eyetj  levee 


2L  -   _,  f  — *-^-- 


- — Ee'sjMt  'em'Oto,  he's  got  Vm  on.  ■3.;,  r^- 
Al^  ^  get  a  funuf  cherry. 


'I^eaare  he's  all  there, 
Ain't  he  got  'em  on. 


t     I 


•■%■ 


Sweet  Scented  Handsome  Toong  Man. 

There's  a  young  man  who  lives  in  our  town. 
His  name  is  Adolphus  de  Anthony  Brown; 
Ampn^weak-minded  females  he  gains  much 
-    *  '  renown, 

-  This  sweet  scented  handsome  young  man. 
~  He's  bright  as  a  butterfly,  his  ix>llar8  are  gay. 
He  flatters  from  comer  to  comer  each  day. 
He's  too  sweet  fof  anything  that's  what  au 

the  girls  say. 
This  sweet  scented'  handsome  young  man. 

Chobus. 

I  He  wears  a  red  nedrtie.  his  complexion  is  fair, 
Bight  down  the  muldle  he  parts  hiS' brown  hair. 
He  skips  all  the  gutters  like  a  thing  made  of  air, 

"  This  sweMnected  handsome  young  man. 

He  has  a  few  hairs  right  on  his  upper  lip. 
His  legs  are  the  size  of  a  two  cent  talfow  dip; 
He  looks  hk«  a  cLicken  who  has  ju^t  had  the.pip. 
This  sweeC  Scented  handsome  young  ntan. 

. .  If  caught  in  the  rain  he  would  surely  expire. 
•Got  up  expressly  for  girls  to  admire;  ^ 

:  Se  can  jump  through  a  s^ve  withwttt  _' 

touching  the  wire. 
This  sweet  scented  herndsome  young  man.    Cho. 


«*:.:■. 

' "«': 


,  y     v   Moonlight  Picnic-      ;v: 

WOBDS  AXD  ICUSIC  BT  J.  S.  ICUBPKT. 

One  pleasant  moonlight  eveniafr*""*^^  *  • 

Some  lady  friends  of  mine       ^_^    i  J'   '_Z. 

Oaye  a  moonlight  picnic..         -^  1-  '*-"i"     — 

Abd  I  wa%  asked  to  join.  ♦ 

Thfere,  my  boys  with  jolly  noise 
You  oonld  fill  your  glasses  up, 
If  you  made  a  call  you  werii.:i(aUome  all  . 
_^  .  i^tbA  Moonlight  FIcnia 
^2  Chobts. 

-    -  ^&- In  the  forward  foQr       _, 

~^,~i     ..  OpReilly  broke,  thejioor.i' 
•  All  '•  tasha,"  promenade^ 

At  the  moonlight  pionia 

Ther<  was  young  O  Holahan, 

The  darling  of  the  dance^ii  '    > 

Wi^  a  Vhite  straw  £at  and  green  nedktie 
=_  And  pioadlUy  pants;  ^   v 

He  wae  thwe  with  ItfVely  Muy, 
'     Wbo  on  kis  artn  did  hang,      * 
She  dressed  so  neat ^fx^ lootkedsf^ MfMt. 
At  thtTufiomightpicnie  iChi 


I  .— 


m^'\  ia_eAflO 


OUR   INTBtESTINB 


V 


mseolTUBB^ 


'  wTtt  M?«*???  •''^a^'^^"'"  ^«'''^  ^>ace  tl^Ui^ba^e 
Witt  miuals  or  the  writer  or  writers.  ■»""». 

(The  PuWlsher.) 


')»-.■>*■.■>!. 


«. 


.i^Tw"'  A"W  ^Tor-s?7 


Some  persons  noses  are  like  some  bucks  the 
more  immoral  they  are,  the  more  red  they  are. 

tjjT.  n. 

I  have  jest  dropped  in.  u  Om.  fly  said  •  tjj  the 
oonae.  . ._, — _-l,-^         j^  ^  ^ 

It's  sad;  but  true,  that  a  man  who  once  be- 
oomes  deal  seldom  enjoys  tk^tppy  hear— after 

'•-5  **: 

Woman  always  claim  to  be  anxioos  to  hav«  a» 
good  husband's  as  possible,   and  yet   we  nefflf. 
attended  a  wadding  where  the  bxlda  nwrriwdtke- 
best  man.  -  i       *.  1.  jT^ 

Whit  kin4  of  music  does  a  tobacco  cLewer  re- 
mind one  of  ?— Why  an  over-chewer,  to  be  sure 

VLa^r'AW  KCS  -'a  ii\  V      '•  T.  D. 

Time  is  money,  and  money  is  time,  for  when 
you  give  twenty-ave  cents  to  a  couple  of  tramps 
-  It's  a  qnarter  to  two.  J  i  d 


A  youth  wanted  to  make  a  raise, 
proprl»tely  stole  a  poir^of  tuOn. 


and  y*tf  ap- 
'.  X.  D. 


itenember  as  Shakspeare  says— 
A  little  nonsence  now  and  then. 
Is  relished  by  the  best  of  aifiD. ' 

And  so  says  "  Knottk"  "'  "— — 


•f 


..   The  sittings  of  criminal  courts  are  tryinc   ©<>■» 
casions 

The  new  moon  reminds  one  of  a  giddy  girl, 
because  she's  too  young  to  show  muoh  i  eflgcttenl-y. 

••  I  see  the  villian  in  your  face,"  said  a  Tankae^t 
judge  to  a  prisoner.—"  May  it  irtelise  your  wor-i 
ship."  replied  ths  prisoner,  "that  is  a  personal'* 
reflection."    ,    ,r    . 

"Fall  in,"  is  a  very  good  order  to  give  to  a 
soldier  standing  out  of  hix  place,  bnf  not  to  be 
given  to  a  fellow  on  the  bank  of  a  river. 

"  Capital  weather  Mr.  Jones,  capital  weather. 
My  wife's  got  such  a  cold  that  she  can't  speak 
I  uke  such  weather."  . 

An  old  Taakee  lady  who  had  a  great  aversion 
to  sye  in  any  form,  says  that  now  they   got  to 
making  it  into  whiskey,  she  can  take  a  litUei 
and  then.  ^ 

.-»-.  ^-K 

"This  is  what  I  call  capital  punishment,"  l. 
the  boy  said,  whan  his  mother  locked   hiT"  op  in 

the  closet  among  the  preservafc"  ;_ ' __;; 

«  f  ' 

"  May  they  always' live  in  peace  and  harmony." 

-  the   way  a  Yankee   marriage   notice  should 


inow 


.  ■\. 


have  wound  up;  but  the  compositor,   who.^o^d 
not  read  manuscript  very  well,    put  it  in   type;,V 
Mid  horrified  the  happy  ctniple  by  makinj  it  S 
read,      "May  they  always  live  on.'  pea*,  and  ' 

'  i'\  ■  ■    *       «         t         f  ^ 

An  old  lady  hearing  of  a  pediBtrian's    "  gnat 
feat."  wondered  why  they  didn't  interfere  with 


Prof.  Edmund  Clark's  Studies  for  the  Bai\jo. 


.^s;-;-^.i«SCi-'''*^-'* 


nAfrnmi  ftoons,  3S5  bowery,  new  voiik. 


_.•     jiMM'aMMM*uMMnM>MaiM>'^M> 


Scale  of  Four  Sharps,  F^,  C}},  GjJ  &  Dj,  or  Key  of  E.    Bass  Lo-vsr,  as  it  usually  is. 


m 


{ 


4th  String,  A. 


3d  String,  E.  \l2d  String,  G$, 


?T 


1st  String,  B. 


Open,    2d  fret,  4th  ft,  6th  ft  f  Open.    2d  ft  )  Open,    lotft  ]  Open,  Sdft,    4dft,    Sthft,   Tthtt,  9thft,  lOthftj  Open. 


'5th  String,  E. 
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^ 


T 


t 


B       qt      t>8      B       ss      as      ^ 
Vocal  Seal&    Do       Bo       Mi       F^SoIIa       SiDa 


- -f 


HAVENOR  WALTZ.  | 

(hunt  pour  Um$  carifuay,  tkrm  quarter  notM  to  each  mtaaurt. 
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J^—J^ 
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j^ 


1  fc 


I  * 


•  *  • 


Hi 


m 
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t=± 
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iir      li 


f 


*     * 


WAIT  FOR  WAOON  Jia. 

Oounijbur  tiffhtS  not«t  to  each  mtasure. 


*     •?? 


a      » 


1      •      a      *      a 


If^=^ 


1  a 


4i*aa4       A       a       •       4ia 


a         4     I     ^a       • 


■•»  '        -u      ^  ,   ■       ,!;»  •.''    ■..;,'  .  ."'    \~.     t^ 
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frr^-Wrf 


^  Lj  i^M^  ir  r  J  '  1^  ^ "  "  I  ri /  ru-  ir   k 

1      a       8      4       1       a      1      4      ^^J       I      4      1    •    i       al         'r*  ^       4      liTT 


LARRY  O'OAPP. 

(!bun<  «ix  «i^AM  notu  to  each  mMintr*. 
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i  ,    _  ,  r— — ^— ^^— ^^— — ^-Mjj—^^^^j 
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Journal  from  No.  1  to  the  last  issued,  also  all 
other  .Sheet  Music,  of  which  I  will  send  any 
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The  Foar  Eccentric  Coons. 

■UNO  BX  THE  FOCB  ECCXMTSIOt, 


Her*  we  are,  eccentric  niggers, 

Long  and  bIIui,  and  fond  of  fan; 
We  the  J  say  were  dead  and  buried. 

From  us  all  the  niggers  come. 
We  are  active,  we  are  careless, 

We  are  called  four  crazy  loons. 
We  are  toothless,  we  are  bairleas, 

We  are  four  eucantric  coons. 

■'■;:■■  ■'  CboBXTS. 

Ws  bars  left  our  graves  last  Sunday, 

(Break  and  Dance.; 
To  join  the  order  of  Full  Moon's; 
We  are  called  the  walking  shadows, 

(Break  and  Dance.) 
We  are  brisk  eccentric  coons. 

All  the  girls  are  mashed  upon  us. 
They  admire  our  hnudiiome  shapes; 

We  have  showed  with  Barnum's  circus. 
As  the  four  ecentric  apes. 

We  like  singing,  we  like  dancing. 
While  the  band  plays  lovely  tunas, 

We  will  show  the  wild  gymnastics 


Of  the  four  eccentric  coons. 

^  im*  ^ 

The  Pig's  Head. 

BUNO  BT  TH£  fOUU  ZCCENTBIC8. 


Chorus. 


Three  dishes  in  our  boarding  house, 

Give  all  the  boarders  cramps; 
They  are  washed  in  mud,  and  boiled  in  sweat, 

And  served  with  postage  stamps. 
One  dish  is  mush,  the  other  tripe. 

The  other  one  is  rats; 
And  all  the  boarders  have  to  eak 

The  whiskers  of  Tom  cats. 

Chobcs. 

Oh  !  the  pig's  head,  the  pig's  head. 

The  pig's  head  is  cooked  on  the  half-shell; 

JThe  bourdei-a  kick— it  makes  them  sick. 
When  the  pig  s  head  begins  to  smell. 

The  hair  upon  the  pig's  head's  gums. 

Is  very  stiflf  and  sharp; 
The  paint  upon  the  pig's  head's  snou* 

Is  a  shamrock  and  a  harp. 
The  shamrock's  made  of  sauerkraut. 

The  harp  of  Spaulding's  glue; 
The  pig  8  head's  cooked  in  candle  greese, 

And  then  called  sooner  stew.      . 

Chorus. 

Oh  ?  tlie  pig's  head,  the  pig's  head. 
The  pig's  head's  cooked  in  soap  fat; 

The  mnsh  can  walk,  the  tripe  can  talk. 
While  the  pigs  head  weais  a  plug  hat. 


Four  Walking  Shadows. 

■OKO  BIT  TB£  FOUB   ECCKXTBICS. 


Four  waiving  shadows  out  on  a  lark. 
Four  ourang-outangs  escaped  from  the  ark; 
We  know  we  ain't  handsome,  but  we're 

heavy  on  style. 
And  at  us  walking  shadows  the  pretty  girls  smile. 

Chorus. 

Four  walking  shadows  are  we,  (Bre^k). 

Happy,  and  careless  and  free; 
When  the  girls  see  ns,  they  all  remark. 
There  goes  four  walking  shadows  escaped 

from  the  ark. 

We  climb  in  through  key-holes,  instead  of 

the  door. 
If  we  go  through  a  knot-hole,  we'll  fall 

through  the  floor; 
If  we  walk  in  a  rain-storm,  we  never  do  fret. 
We  walk  between  the  drops-  so  we  never  get  wet. 

Chorus. 


Bad  Whiskey. 


BMOTtKD  MX  TOE  TOCB  ECCXHTBICS. 


The  shades  of  night  were  falling  fast. 
When  on  to  Africa  there  passed 
A  bum — who  bore  a  cake  of  ice. 
On  which  was  chalked  this  strange  devioa — 
Bad  whiskey. 

Oh  !  say,  a  maiden  said  don't  go; 
"Tis  summer,  and  a  foot  of  snow 
Has  fallen — ^the  bum  his  duster  buttoned  tight 
And  said.  111  hock  my  false  teeth  to-night, 
For  bourbon  sours. 

The  bum  passed  on — we  saw  no  more 
The  seal-skin  pants  this  bummer  wore; 
He  drank  four  barrels  of  kerosene  that  day, 
Tho  kerosene  went  off,  he  was  blown  away 
By  fusel  oil. 

The  coroner  an  inquest  held 
On  what  this  bummer's  life  dispelled; 
They  buried  him  in  a  bale  of  hay, 
And  nil  tho  jury  had  to  say,  'twas — 
Bad  whiskey. 


I've  Lost  My   Songster. 

COMPOSED  AI<D  SUNO  UT    C.  HSrWOOO. 


I've  lost  my  songster — 

(Weeping)    Bu  1  hu  I  bo  I 
I  cannot  find  him. 

What  shaU  I  do '/ 
All  the  day  long, 

1  for  his  song 
Am  sighing,  and  crying — 

Bu  !  hu  !  hu  I 

Come,  then,  to  your  home, 
Cheer  me  with  your  song. 

Ah,  why  leave  me  here  alone. 
Sighing  for  you  all  day  long? 

(Sobbing)  Ah  !  ah  !  ah  !  hu  ! 

(Bird  heard  singing). 

Ah  !  hark  !  I  hear  him  singing. 

Up  there  in  the  tree, 
His  joyous  notes  are  trilling, 

Gayly  unto  me. 
(Coaxing)     Ah  !  come !  Ah  !  come  ! 

(Trills)     I  come  ! 

(Bird  appears  and  sets  on  his  hand). 

Ah  !  welcome  to  me,  birdie. 
Ah  !  welcome  to  your  home. 

You  make  me  feel  so  happy. 
And  no  more  alone. 

Ho,  I  Thank  Ton,  Sir. 
»vna  BT  c.  azTwooo. 


I  was  out  one  charming  morning. 

Picking  berries  all  alone. 
On  the  grass  the  dew-drops  glittered, 

Every  bush  with  diamonds  shone; 
Merry  birds  with  joyful  carols 

Skimmed  tht>  waving  Helds  of  rye. 
And  I  called  unto  a  red-breast, 

As  it  coyly  dutteied  by; 
"Come  to  me,  my  pretty  robin. 

Kiss  me  with  your  chirping  bill, 
Let  mo  fondle  and  caress  yon. 

While  your  song  my  heart  shall  thrill." 
Let  Die  fondle  and  caress  you. 

While  your  song  my  heart  does  thrilL 

Lo  !  a  shadow  fell  beside  me. 

And  I  heard  a  youth  reply, 
"  Sha'n't  I  kiss  you  for  the  r  bin  ?" 

"No,  I  thank  you,  sir  !"  said  I 

•'  No,  I  thank  you.  sir  !"  said  I. 
Quick  I  turned  and  looked  about  me. 

There  stood  blushing  Willie  Bay; 
He  had  seen  me  by  the  roadside, 

And  had  slyly  crept  that  way; 


"  Ah,"  said  I  '•  ray  roguish  lover,     . 

You're  too  willing,  sir,  by  h(d£.    ; 
To  assume  the  role  of  robin. 

You  could  batter  act  the  call" 

Hanging  down  his  head  In  silenoe^ 

Willie  stood  in  blank  dismay; 
While  1  stern  tone  a.ssuming  said, 

"Now  mark  me  Willie  Ray." 
Whila  I  stern  tone  assuming  said. 

Now,  mark  me  A\'illie  Bay. 
"You  may  kiss  me  for  yourself,  sir," 

He  looked  up  with  beaming  eye, 
"But  to  kiss  me  for  the  robin,  no, 

I  thank  you,  sir,"  said  I; 
"  But  to  kiss  me  for  the  robin,  no, 

I  thank  you,  sir,"  sold  I. 


Father  and  Mother  are  Homeless  To^Oay 

WOEDS  BX  T.  D.  C.  MliLEB.      MUSIC  BT  H.  P.  DANES. 
COrXBIOHT   1881,    BT  WM.    J.  A.  t.rgnap 
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Cliatiiani  .sir  o  .  N.  Y.  and   will  be  sent,  post 

paid,   toaiiynUdrasii,   on  re  elpt  or  price, 
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Oh  I  how  could  you  do  it,  I'm  sure  yon  will  me  it. 

Now  sister,  just  tell  mo  the  reason  I  pray  I 
Why  you  were  so  cruel  to  mortgage  the  homestead 

And  father  and  mother  leove  homeless  to-day. 
I  thought  hearts  of  pity  were  found  in  the  city. 

And  trusted  my  sister  who  once  was  so  kind; 
But  what  is  the  trouble  your  letter  has 

brought  me, 

The  old  farm  is  mortgaged,  and  I've 

been  so  blind. 

CaoBua. 

Oh  !  sister,  bow  could  you,  oh  !  sister, 

why  should  you . 
Now,  sister,  just  tell  mo  the  reason,  I  pray  ? 
You've  mortgaged  the  home  of  our  youth 

to  a  stranger. 
And  father  and  mother  aro  homeless,  to-day. 

I  must  have  been  dreaming,  though  really 

it  is  seeming, 
Since  from  our  old  home  you  went  out  as  a  bride. 
And  promised  so  faithful  to  keep  the  old  homestead  j 

Till  father  and  mother  were  laid  side  by  side, 
Ob  1  had  ^  but  known  it,  how  soon  you 

would  weary. 
Of  helping  our  dear  ones  now  aged  and  gray, 
I'd  barter  all  pleasure,  and  toil  without  ceasing. 
To  keep  them  from  wandering  homeless  to-day 

Choros. 

I  look  at  yonr  tetter,  and  think  it  were  better 

If  \ou  had  been  laid  with  our  lost  ones  to  rest; 
Than  bring  all  this  sorrow  to  dear  ones  so  helple.<<8 
And  bear  uU  the  i)ain  of  such  acts  in  your  breast. 
Will  years  bring  you  pleasure  ?  your  hard 

heart  beat  lighter, 
And  memory  brighten  dark  hours  passed  away. 
Oh  !  no,  you  will  never  know  one  thought 

of  gladnes.s, 
While  father  and  mother  are  homeless  to-day. 

Chorus. 

A  father  and  mother,  a  sister  and  brother. 

Are  all  that  is  iet't  of  a  once  happy  band. 
The  graves  on  the  hillside,  the  home  in  the  valley 

Are  mortgaged  away  by  that  dear  sister's  hand. 
Oh  !  how  colli. 1  yon  do  it,  I'm  sure  yon  will  rue  it, 

.And  drive  all  the  bliss  of  our  earth  life  away; 
The  heme  of  our  youth  yon  have  sold  to 

a  stranger. 

And  father  and  mother  are  homeless  to-day. 

Chorus. 


That  was  very  greedy  of  yon.  Tommy,  to  eat 
your  little  sister's  share  of  cake." — You  told  me 
that  I  was  always  to  take  her  part,"  said  Tommy. 


Tin:   si:iot:RS'  jolr\al 
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Eespect  Shown  to  Old  Ajc. 

WORDS  AND  MUSIC  BT  JAMES  J.  T.L'SI.n;. 

Behold  onr  smiling  faces. 

Overjoyed  witli  happiness; 
Our  cup  of  joy  it  has  been  filled 

With  sunshine  and  with  joy. 
Old  age  is  creeping  on  us  now. 

And  feoble  grows  our  gait, 
This  is  our  golden  wedding  day. 

And  the  young  folks  celebrate. 

Chorus.  „  -. 

Obedient  to  yonr  parents  be. 

Each  word  should  bring  a  charm; 
Protect  now  and  provide  for  thein, 

And  sLifld  them  from  all  harm.      [Repeat.] 

Now,  young  folks,  take  this  moral. 

To  you  I  acli  and  fvery  one; 
Your  parents  cannot  always  last, 

YouU  uiiss  them  whin  they  ro  gone. 
They  cherished  and  protected  yon. 

And  nursed  you  iu  their  arms; 
And  br.>ught  you  up  to  manhood, 

ISo  shield  them  from  all  haim.  Chorus. 

An  Irishman's  Toast        , 

BUNO  UY  T.iXT  PA&TOE. 


Don't  caTI  m«  weak-minded,  perchance  I 

should  sing. 
Of  the  dearest  old  ppot  upon  the  earth; 
And  don't  think  me  foolish  should  memory  bring, 

To  my  mind  the  dear  land  of  my  birth. 
With  its  hills  and  its  valleys,  its  mountains 

and  vales, 
Of  which  our  forefathers  would  boast; 
Of  a  dear  litf  Ic  island  all  covered  with  green, 
Ah,  bnt  list'  and  I'll  givo  you  an 

.     :v        .;  Irishman's  toast. 

Chorus. 

Here's  to  the  land  of  the  shamrock  so  green. 
Hero's  to  each  boy  and  his  darling  colleen. 
Here's  to  the  ones  wc  love  dearest  and  most. 
May  Qod  speed  old  Ireland,  that's  an 

Irishman's  toast. 

My  mind's  eye  oft  pictures  my  old  cabin  home. 

Where  it  stood  by  the  muvnniiing  rill. 
Where  my  playmates  and  I  oft  toj^elher  did  roam, 

Through  the  castle  that  strnd  on  the  hill. 
Hut  the  stout  hand  of  time  has  destroyed 

the  old  cot, 
And  the  farm  now  lies  barren  and  bare; 
Aroun4  the  old  porch  there  is  ivy  entwined, 

Bat  the  birds  seem  to  warble  tliis  toast 
- -V:  ■:>■  -  ' '     '.  :  y  ■  ^^  the  air. 

Chorus. 

The  church  and  the  schoolhouse  have  long 

bi  en  replaced, 
In  the  Harp  Hotel  dwells  a  new  host; 
Tlie  whito-hi-.ired  old  veteran  has  long  been  at  rest, 

And  his  wife  has  deserted  her  post. 
King  Death,  the  stern  reaper,    has  called 

them  away,    | 

.\nd  their  children  have  gone  o'er  the  seas;  | 

Th  rois  nothing  bv.t  strangers  around  the  old  sprt: 

Still  this  toaet  seems  to  waft  to  my  enr-i  j 

on  the  breeze 
.■■:■.:"'':   .;-:•.,"■'...•  :--\., '..'•■,  V  "   ■■■  Chorus. 


A  Wpikingman's  TLoughta 

BT  P.  J    DOWNBY.  AIB;      A   HANDFUL  OF  TXTKF. 


Then  T  will  think  of  the  workingmenjdlled. 

Oh  !  God  !  what  a  loss  it  must  be; 
When  father  is  dead  their  trouble  sets  in, 

To  beg  is  poor  mother's  best  plan, 
How  hard  death  must  come,  when  yonr 

family  is  yonng, 

Are  the  thoughts  of  a  poor  workiugman; 
How  hard  death  must  come,  when  your 

family  is  yonng. 

Are  the  thoughts  of  a  poor  workingman. 

On  Saturday  night  with  the  money  I've  earned, 

I  jiay  all  my  debts  of  the  week. 
When  a  trifle's  laid  by  for  to  pay  the  month's  rent, 

I  (jnd  there's  nothing  to  keep 
Still  I  don't  complain,  there's  poorer  than  mo, 

I'll  see  to  their  wants  while  lean. 
But  if  I  was  dead  would  my  family  be  fed. 

Are  the  thoughts  of  a  poor  workingman; 
But  if  I  was  dead  would  mj'  family  bo  fed. 

Are  the  thoughts  of  a  poor  workingman. 

Dear  Papa,  don't  go  out  To-Night. 


EECriATION. 


BY  TH03.  O.  DAVIS. 


FOR  BABY  MIBA 


The  night,  pa,  is  dark,  and  the  wind  it  blows  chill. 

The  fire  in  the  grate  is  so  bright; . 
Stay  with  us  now.  for  we  are  dreary  alone. 

Dear  i)apa,  don't  go  out  to-night. 
Poor  mamma  keeps  crying  when  you  are  away. 

She  once  was  so  cheerful  and  bright; 
To  tease  her,  papa  you  know  is  unkind. 

So  please  do  not  go  out  to-night. 

Don't  tell'me,  papa,  that  your  friends  will  be  mad, 

If  you  fail  them  to-night  for  to  meet; 
I'm  sure  that  our  home,  with  your  chair  by  the  fire 

Is  better,  yes,  far,  than  the  street. 
I  will  sit  on  j-our  knee  as  I  used  to  long  ago. 

When  I  was  such  a  small  little  mite. 
And  mamma  will  smilo-  it  will  make  me  so  glad, 

Ho  please,  pa,  don't  go  out  to-night. 

It  makes  me  so  wretched  to  Sfe  mamma  cry, 

She  is  getting  so  jiale,  worn  asul  sad; 
We  all  miss  her  smiles  to  enliven  our  cot. 

Now    papa,  you  know  it's  too  ba<l. 
Just  hang  up  your  hat  and  sit  down  by  the  fire. 

It  will  make  mamma  cry  with  delight. 
To  see  you  now  spending  j'our  evenings  at  home. 

So,  please  Pa,  don't  go  out  to-night. 


-    ;;v  Sv/ifii  out  for  Glory. 
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I'm  a  poor  laboring  man  with  a  large  family. 

Thank  God  we  have  plenty  to  eat; 
And  while  I'm  alive,  I'm  willing  to  toil. 

To  clothe  and  put  shoes  on  their  feet 
By  day  or  by  night  I'm  ready  to  die. 

Are  the  thoughts  of  a  poor  working  man. 
But  if  I  was  dead  would  my  family  be  fed. 

Are  the  thoughts  of  a  poor  workingman; 
Bu*  if  I  was  dead  would  my  family  be  fed 

Are  the  thbnghta  ot  a  jxtor  workingasan. 

Erery  worn  of  the  week  first  before  I  dej-art. 
My  oLilditn  they  flock  around  me. 


Dar's  a  heap,  hrap  of  sin  on  de  fihora^ .,,.;' 

Dcbbil  rars  up  his  head  and  he  roar,  :•■■        - 

Oh  !  he  cotch  you  mighty  quick, 

M.ike  you  feel  kinder  sick. 

And  you's  spiled  up  forever,  evermore,  sab  ! 

If  we  want  for  to  live  all  alive, 

In  de  lake  of  forgiveness  take  a  dive,  •.■',; 

Den  go  float  off  fie  shore 

Wbar  disaster  will  pour,  •  ' 

And  swim  out  my  chil'en,  for  glory!    •        \ 

Choetmu  '■  : 

Oh  I  Bwim  out  for  glory,  chil'en,        j     '  • 

Swim  out  for  de  prize,  _. 

Strike  out  for  .\rigel  Island,  ',     '  ;"r 

Wbar  yon  nebber  dies.  '  . 

Den  swim  out  for  glory,  chil'en,  ■-; 

Swim  out  for  do  prize. 
At  .\ngel  Island  whar  you  neber. 

Hardly  ober  di es.  .?•..>  L'  '•  • ". 

OV.  !  de  chiTen  of  sin  er'ry  whars, 
Will  go  kitin'  d>  wn  de  deep,  dark  stairs: 
WJb(iv  '1©  fires  are  kept  ablaze, 
N'>  i.inrter  what  you  snye. 


And  yous  chained  den  for  fifty  million 

years,  aah  I 
But  de  pood  gits  a  crown  on  deir  hair,    . 
And  deys  always  a-wmgin'  in  de  air, 
Eatin'  wif  golden  spoons, 
Singin'  sweet  easy  tunes. 
And  a  floatin'  in  der  sea-wave  of  glory.      Cho, 

^  *•>  ^ 

Always  Keep  a  Smile  for  Mother. 

8UNQ  BY  J.  F.  BtniT. 


Always  ksep  a  smile  for  mother. 

Never  to  her  harshly  speak; 
Frowns  or  words  in  anger  spoken. 

May  bring  tears  unto  her  check. 
Think  of  all  the  kind  devotion 

She  has  given  unto  you. 
So,  remember,  when  j-ou  greet  beT, 

Keep  a  smile  for  mother,  do. 
Chobus. 

Always  keep  a  Fmile  for  mother. 

She  is  all  the  world  to  you. 
There  can  never  be  another 

Heart  so  loving  and  so  trne. 

Always  keep  a  smile  for  mother. 

It  will  cheer  her  loving  heart. 
It  will  bring  again  the  sunshine 

To  the  years  that  now  depart. 
Youth  and  summer-time,  sweet  rosea. 

They  have  fadc(Lfrom  onr  view. 
Just  to  bring  them  back  to  cheer  her. 

Keep  a  smile  for  mother,  do. 

^   1^1   W  

Mrs.  Murphy  the  Widow- 


Chorus. 


BY  TOMMY  TUCKER. 


TO  JAMES  p.  OI.ENK. 


My  name's  Mrs.  Murphy,  a  widow. 

Whose  husband  was  killed  at  liiUl  Rnn. 
And  to  try  and  scrape  up  a  living, 

I  tell  you,  boys  it  is  no  fun. 
My  daughter  she  makes  paper  boxes, 

And  Katie  Sophia's  her  name. 
She's  going  to  be  married  next  ('hristmas, 

To  a  feller  that  peddles  ice  crame. 
Chorus. 

Sure  it's  apples  and  cakes  that  I'm  sellin' 

And  while  I  live  I  always  will, 
I  reside  in  a  six  story  dwellin". 

In  Cherry  street  up  on  the  hilL 

,    There's  my  son  Dan  he  never  is  workin' 

And  very  soon  he'll  be  a  man. 
Sure  it's  lager  beer  all  day  he's  drinUn* 

From  the  mouth  of  an  old  dinner  oon. 
He  calls  it  the  growler  and  bumbshcll. 

What  thedivil  he  does  mane  by  tha^ 
It's  meself  thafs  as  thin  as  a  lam  post. 

While  Danny  is  gettin'  quite  fat      Choros. 

I  have  two  other  children  to  care  for. 
Little  James  and  his  sister  Maggie; 
8o  I  must  leave  you  now,  for  I  know  sarA, 
That  the  both  of  them's  cryin'  for  me. 
..  But  if  yon  wish  to  buy  any  bolivars. 

Just  give  me  a  call  at  my  stand, 
,    I've  the  finest  of  red  rosy  apples. 

That  can  be  found  in  this  ere  lanrL        Cha 

Geo.  Thatchers  the  Villain  Syil  Pursued  Her. 

BCKO  BT  GEO  TBATCBEB. 


!S 


My  song  is  of  a  beanty. 

She's  a  Chinese  washer  and  flntai; 
She  had  money  much. 
And  her  dad  was  Dutch, 

But  the  villain  still  pursued  her. 

On  one  stormy  moonlight  erenia^ 
For  to  meet  her  humble  suitor. 
She  slipped  on  a  pie, 
Rnn  the  crust  in  her  eye. 
But  the  villain  still  pursued  h«c 

Oh,  now  my  story's  ended, 
She  married  a  French  horn  tootar 
And  she  died  rery  dead. 
With  a  cold  in  her  head, 
.Ind  tne  villain  still  pursued  her. 


m 
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Tlll^     SI\0L:R!$'    JOIIRITAL.. 


When  ftnf  New  York  City  we  did  land. 

We  (liila't  like  do  place  very  much, 
We  jniuped  on  de  ours  und  vent  to  town, 

I  dink  vot  (ley  cull  Key  West. 
Ven  ve  got  dero  vo  took  a  beer  saloon, 

Und  u  ^uod  many  friends  we  met; 
Now  if  Mome  money  you  fellows  vant  to  make, 

If*  better  vot  you  go  out  west.  Chorus. 

Pool 

SUMO    BT  ANDT  COLLOX. 


Never  Give  Way  To  Sorrow. 

■WBITTIN  AND  SUNG  BT  JOHN  WAlfiH. 


Many  a  man  erows  tired  and  weary, 

Aa  he  toils  life's  road  along; 
Everything  looks  dark  and  dreary. 

All  he  does  seems  to  go  wrong;       , 
Yet,  I  siiy,  never  be  despairing, 

Fortune  yet  may  smile  some  day; 
And  her  gifts  with  you  be  sharing. 
So  remember  what  I  say. 
CnoBUs. 
Never,  boys,  give  way  to  sorrow, 

hifthing  only  is  in  vain; 
For  the  son  will  ahine  to-morrow. 
And  the  grass  will  grow  again. 

ThouRh  false  friends  should  all  forsakft'yon. 

Laugh  their  dirty  trick  to  scorn; 
Luck  some  day  may  overtake  you, 

When  you  look  the  most  forlorn; 
Troubles  in  this  world  are  plenty. 

Few  from  them  are  always  free; 
Though  your  pockets  should  be  empty. 

Still  take  this  advice  from  me.  Choras. 


Biddy  McGee. 

WORDS  BY  rBANK  BINNET.    MC8IC  BT  HAKET  SAXTON. 
.       smsa  BT  ADA  BUB^ETT,     AJfD  BI>-UEy  A  FBAHnE. 
COPTBIOHT   1881,    BY   WM.    J.  A.  UKDEfi. 
ti.T.     SIGHTS    BESEBVED. 

Th«  Muse  Of  this  song   Is  put)llshe(l  at    Wm.  J.   A. 

lieder*- extensive  Music  I'libllsiilin;  House.    No.ap 

CUatliam  Sir  o  ,  N.  Y.  and   will  be  sent  post 

naia    to  any  uddress,   on  re  elpt  ol  piUe, 

40  cents  in  posture  stamps. 

I  have  ft  daughter  of  great  renown. 

In  tbe  ballet  she  dances  in  a  theatre  up  town; 

She  s  a  darling  to  me.  and  so  pretty  you  see. 

Is  this  girl  of  mine,  Biddy  McGee. 

She  wears  tarletan  skirts  idl  covered  with  tin. 

She's  as  an  angel  a  soul  without  sin; 

She's  a  dancer,  you  see,  in  the  tra-la-la-lee, 

Is  this  girl  of  m"ine,  Biddy  McGee. 

Chobcs. 
She  waltzes  and  pivots  so  neat  on  her  toes,   (sym. ) 
As  'round  and  'round  and  'round  she  goes;  (sym.) 
Now  there's  one  thing  sure  I  can't  understand,        i 
Why  her  name  on  the  bills  sh'ould  read 

Madam  du  Rand,  i 
She  high-toned  wants  to  be.  but  she's  Irish  you  s.^e,  | 
And  her  right  name  is  Biddy  McGee. 

I  taught  her  the  skip,  the  hop  and  the  dip. 
To  the  tune  of  a  fiddle  around  she  would  trip. 
She  s  of  high  degree,  and  takes  after  me. 
Does  this  girl  of  mine,  Biddy  McGee. 
She's  a  voice  like  a  bell,  though  I  never  could  tell. 
Where  she  got  it.  or  how,  'tis  a  mystery  as  well; 
For  she's  so  full  of  glee,  when  dancing  yon  see. 
Is  this  girl  of  mine,  Biddy  McGee.  Chorus. 

Mushmelon  Kate  and  Watermelon  Jake. 

»T  HABBT  MENDEL.  MD8IC  BT  PKOE.  F.  SPEBE. 

BUNG  BT  THE  DUTCH  MEKDEL's  HABBT  4  LEONIE. 


I'm  a  hard  working  man  that's  fond  of  good  living 

I've  a  fair  education  that's  to  say  I'm  no  fool; 
Some  vcrj'  hard  problems  of  late  I've  been  solving 

But  I  can't  understand  that  game  they  call  pool; 
You  pick  up  yoiir  cue  and  rub  it  with  chalk. 

And  you  fool  around  the  table  like  an 

over-grown  galk; 
Yon  first  make  a  scratch  and  that  sets  you  crazy. 

And  if  you  keep  it  up  you  get  terrible  lazy; 
How  you're  stuck  every  game  you  can  never  suspect 

Until  you  get  humpback  from  carrying  checks. 

It  costs  a  small  fortune  when  you  first  learn 

the  game, 
You  walk  round  the  table  until  you  get  lame; 
There's  some  that  get  cross-eyed  and  others 

hump-backed. 
And  others  you  will  see  do  a  contortion  act; 
Now  there's  some  sleeps  on  ii  pool  table. 

To  play  a  good  game  he  will  never  be  able; 
He  is  played  for  a  sucker  always  get  beat. 
And  from  walking  he  is  got  bunions  all 

over  his  feet, 
If  he  takes  my  advice  he'll  not  be  a  fool. 
And  spend  all  his  salary  to  learn  to  play  pool. 


Gooseberry  Blossom- 


WOBD8  A  irUSIC  BY  J.  E.  MURPHY,    OF  MtTBPHT  \  MACK. 

The  Music    of  this  sotig  la  published   at   Win..).  A. 
Ue'ler's  UxK'us  vo  Mils  c   PuIjUsUik  House.  No.  so 
CUalhain  Street,    N.   Y.  und  v  111  i  e  sent  iwst 
paid,  to  any    address,    on    rcelptof  jir 
4ucentA  in  postuge  s.aujps. 


COFTBIGHT  1881,  BT  MRS.  PAULINB  UZDEB. 


ALX,  BIOHTS  BE8ERTED. 

The  Music  ot  this  sons?    l~  n'iMlsbf  dat  Wm. 
Lledei'8  ExtenMve  Music  Publlsiih 


ii'gl 
111 


.    J.   A. 

No.  80 


House 
Chatbam  street.   N.  Y.    and  will  be  sent  post 
paid     to  any  address,  on  receipt  Of   price, 
40ceutsin  postage  stamps. 

I'm  mushmelon  Kate,  I'm  watermelon  Jake, 

We're  the  two  happiest  couple  in  the  town. 
We  just  come  out  to  sing  a  little  song, 

It  va-sn't  very  short  nor  long. 
From  Germany  we  just  arrived, 

In  America  we  want  to  be; 
Mushmekn  Kate,  und  Watermelon  Jak^ 
Is  de  two  vot  now  you  see. 
Chobus. 
Oh  !  we  feel  so  mighty  loos«. 
We  never  get  de  blues, 
Dere's  not  two  happier  couple  about. 
As  de  ones  now  mit  de  wooden  shoes. 


I  love  a  pretty  little  maiden. 

She's  the  beauty  of  all  1  know, 
.\nd  she'll  be  mine  forevermore; 

To-day  she  told  lue  so. 
She's  as  pretty  as  a  rose 

That  just  begins  to  bloom. 
About  six  months  from  this  very  day 

I  will  bi'  a  grtfom. 

I  Chokus. 

She's  as  pretty  as  a  gooseberry  olossom. 
That  in  the  garden  does  grow. 

And  she'll  Iks  mine  forever  more, 
To-day  she  told  me  so. 


Then  we  will  be  married. 

So  happy  we  will  be. 
We'll  have  a  farm  and  horses 

And  babies  on  our  knee. 
And  when  my  daily  toil  is  over, 

To  my  Lome  I'll  run. 
For  there  with  joy  and  happiness. 

Pure  and  innocent  fun. 


^ 


But  I  wasn't  long  getting  to  where  the  judge 

was  sitting. 
And  he  looked  over  at  me  in  a  serious  way, 
Yara,  says  1  don't  mind  me,  but  by  gob  he 

fined  me. 
And  says  he  old  man,  you've  been  led  astray. 

Then  with  humiliation  and  botheration,       |     .  .- 

To  my  habitation  I  then  took  my  way. 
And  with  great  vexation  as  to  what  narration, 

Would  drive  the  anger  of  my  wife  away, 
I  met  her  standing  upon  the  landing,.  j-  •■  ' 

.\nd  the  broom  a  handling  in  a  threatningWay, 
With  a  profound  ovation  upon  dissipation. 

Says  I,  stop  it  darling,  you've  been  led  astray. 

Then  I  felt  a  pushing,  and  heard  a  rushing. 

And  a  great  concussion  like  a  heavy  fail. 
Then  madly  stumbling,  and  blindly  tumbling, 

Bang  !  I  went  up  against  the  wall. 
I  looked  all  over  for  to  discover. 

What  trump  or  loafer  had  been  used  that  way. 
It  soon  was  shown  me,  that  down  stairs 

she  threvme. 

And  I  knew  by  gorra,  I  was  led  astry. 

^  «o>  ^  . 


Maliouey's  Fenian  Cat 

WRITTEN  AND  SUNG  BT  GEO.  W.  CAIXABAH. 


t 


On  our  bac)^  fence  at  twelve  at  night, 
A  big  buck  cat,  striped  black  and  whit«^ 
Meanders  out  to  look  for  fight — 

Mahoney's  Fenian  cat. 
With  an  eye  gouged  out  and  ears  chawed  off,  * 
With  a  half-mast  tail  and  the  whooping  cough; 
Stiange  ratters  thought  they'd  something  soft 

On  Mahoney's  four  act  cut. 

No  cat  or  dog  had  pluck  or  gaul 

To  give  McGuire's  pup  a  fall, 

So  down  he  went  to  open  the  ball    ' 

With  Maloney's  Thomas  dog. 
Out  from  Mc(iaire's  alley  gate 
He  straightway  did  perambulate. 
Intending  to  make  sausage  meat 
Of  Mahoney's  brindle  cat.     , 

They  met  upon  McGuire's  shed. 

With  hair  on  end  and  eyeballs  red. 

With  yells  and  howls  'twould  raise  the  dead — 

The  slaughter  it  began. 
In  half  the  time  ye'd  say  begob 
The  air  was  full  of  McGuire's  nog; 
While  up  and  down  McGuire's  fence, 
The  picture  of  pure  innocence, 

Mahoney's  cat  sas-shaj'ed. 

Then  from  the  roof  a  brick  was  fired, 
I'd  take  me  oath  it  was  McGuire; 
It  struck  the  cat  between  the  eyoa. 
And  down  be  went,  but  he  didn't  rise. 
There's  a  statue  where  this  hero  lies — 
Mahoney's  Fenian  cat. 


*  *m*  tm 


Choms. 


Led   Astray- 

BECITATION  BY  JOE  DONNELY. 


One  pleasant  morning  for  recieation. 

And  in  meditation  for  to  spend  the  day. 
With  a  congregation  of  my  own  relations, 

I  went  meandering  adown  Broadway. 
Like  ladies  shojjping,  each  bar  we  would  stop  in, 

For  to  take  a  drop  in  for  to  make  us  gay. 
When  a  policeman  nabbed  me,  and  as  he 

grubbed  me. 

He  says,  old  man  you've  been  led  astray. 

With  gr^at  vexation  and  botheration. 
Me  to  the  station  ho  ilrugged  along, 

With  consternation  and  indignation, 

I  was  the  sole  attraction  of  all  the  throng. 


\ 


Billy  Barry's  Pinafore. 

RTTNO  BT  BILLY  BABBY. 

I  am  the  monarch  of  Limbnrger  cheesa. 
When  I  eat,  it's  go  as  you  please; 
I  wear  piccadilly's  and  tight-legged  pants. 
And  so  does  my  sisters,  cousins  and  my  atints. 

Now  I  think  that  it's  awfully  mean. 
To  treat  a  girl  to  ice  cream, 
a  When  you've  only  got  a  half-a-dollar 

in"your  pants. 
And  she  invites  all  her  sisters,  her 

cousins  und  her  aunts. 

Henry  Ward  Beecher  is  a  fine  plum,  •     | 

He  says  that  he  never  drinks  rum. 

But  he'll  kiss  a  pretty  girl  when  he  gets  a  chance 

And  he'll  never  tell  his  sisters,  cousins 

or  his  aunts. 

I  am  a  pedestrian  by  trade, 
•   Seven  hundred  and  fifty  miles  I've  made, 
I'll  make  another  lap  if  they'll  give  me  a  chance 
For  to  sit  on  mv  sisters,  cousins  and  aunts. 


fi 
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Why  Don't  You  Crack  it  Light. 


Ii>    U.  J.  PiliWTT. 


TO  mu  PXT  £OON£X. 


Y-.u  Ni-elxforeyon  now  a  man. 

\Vii..st;  beiirt'is  tilled  with  woe; 
Thi!  i><-(ji)le  lauKb  und  hoot  at  me, 

N.)  luiitter  where  I  go. 
1  ij;vir  trouble  anyone, 

But  try  to  do  wbat'8  i-ight,      • 
Wlicu  through  the  Htieets  I  pass,  they  say—. 

Why  don't  you  crack  it  light. 

I  bavi;  steady  work  throughout  the  year, 

And  auj  well  satisfied; 
I've  ■^'-.t  the  best  of  little  wives. 

And  faith  she  is  my  pride. 
I  al..:iys  find  her  hard  at  work,  • 

Wbou  I  coiue  home  at  night; 
But  Ktill  she  very  often  says — 

Why  don't  you  crack  it  light. 

Last  night  while  coming  home  from  work, 

I  met  a  Iriend  named  Flynn, 
Wc  uiotjust  by  ft  liquor  store. 

Anil  be  and  I  went  in. 
We  diank,  and  drank,  did  Flynn  and  I, 

'Till  wc  got  awfnl  tight. 
And  then  the  owner  put  as  out,     '   . 

And  said  "  say,  crack  it  light. 


;    Going  Back  Again. 

WOUDB  AND  MCSIO  BY  M.  J.  COTNE. 
OP  SH££HAN  4  COTNE. 


Good  evening  to  yon  one  and  all. 

You're  looking  well  we  see. 
But  if  you  listen  unto  ns, 

Our  troubles  we'll  tell  to  thee,  -  ■, 

We  lately  have  come  over 

From  a  land  that's  far  away. 
But  wo  are  going  back  again, 

We  can  no  longer  stay. 

Chobus.    ■^■'  r    '■ 

We're  going  back  again,  going  back  again 
To  the  Emerald  Isle  across  the  sea; 

Going  back  again,  going  back  again        . 
To  a  royal  family. 

Now  when  we  landed  here  below, 

Our  hearts  were  light  and  free; 
But  when  we  met  oar  dear  old  friends. 

Whom  we  thought  we  never  would  see. 
They  brought  ns  to  their  welcome  home. 

Where  we  spent  many  a  day; 
But  we  got  a  message  from  our  folks. 

And  so  we're  going  away.  Chorus. 

■  :  ;    For  Wit  and  Good*  Nature. 

■WRITTEN  AND  8T7NO  BT  P.  C.  FOT.     :        - 


Well,  good  evening,  friends,  you  don't  know  me, 

Y'ou've  not  seen  me  before;  r    ^: 

I'm  a  gentleman,  as  yon  can  see. 

From  Erin's  lovely  shore 
And  the  reason  I've  come  here  to-night, 

Is  to  make  you  understand 
Some  thing  some  here  don't  know  about, 

My  own  dear  native  land. 

Chobus. 

Then  for  wit  and  good  nature,  where's  the  man. 

Can  beat  them  from  our  soil  ? 
They're  always  friskey,  ever  gay. 

And  willing  hard  to  toil. 
They'll  take  a  stranger  by  the  hand, 

And  greet  him  with  a  smile. 
Those  are  the  sort  of  men  you'll  find. 

If  you  visit  Erin's  Isle. 

I  have  heard  them  call  us  ragged  Pat, 

And  dirty  Irish,  too, 
But  let  me  tell  you  we  can  dress 

Just  as  well  as  yon.  ,    < 

And  why  can't  Pat  be  a  gentlenuBU 

I've  beard  them  sing, 
That  same,  well  Pat  Jways  was  a  gentlemaa. 

One  be  will  remain.  Chorus. 

■HMMiJMBHIiMMn 


Papa's  Little  Baby  Boy. 

BX  EDWIN  FBAN'CIS,  TO  MI  LITTLf  SKyOEV,  JOEY. 


"  I  am  papa's  baby  boy,"  thus  said  a  Httle  child. 

As  he  toddled  about  on  the  flooe, 
While  on  his  sunny  face  a  smile  did  brightly  shine 

As  those  words  he  repeated  o'er  and  o'er; 
They  sounded  sweet  and  pretty  us  they 

fell  from  his  lips. 
Each  word  was  full  of  love  and  joy. 
And  I  prayed  in  my  heart  that  God  would 

■         ^■pare  the  life 
Of  papa's  little  baby  boy. 

CHOEfs.    ;:''-/■■"'■■..•-.,.'■■. 

Oh  !  how  many  things  the  children  may  do. 
If  their  little  hands tftey  rightly  employ. 

And  how  much  joy  ani^sunshine  there  is 

in  a  home, 
Where  there's  a  littls  baby  boy. 

When  the  great  Master  was  here  upon  earth. 

The  children  he  loved  to  behold; 
He  took  them  tenderly  up  in  his  arms, 

And  called  tliem  the  lambs  of  his  fold. 
Oh  !  may  our  Heavenly  Father  watch  o'er 

papa's  baby  boy, 

And  keep  him  from  L;.i;u  tvi-rv  day; 
And  as  from  childhood  to  manhood  he  grows. 

May  he  walk  in  the  blessed  narrow  way.    Cho. 


^  «< 


Oh !  I'm  so  Glad. 


KllN(i  BV  <-IIA  S.  BAOKITS  *  PONBT  MOOKE. 


Oh  !  I'm  so  glad  thinking  of  them  good  old  days; 

I  feel  so  glad  to  think  of.them  days  once  more; 
Oh  !  I'm  so  gliid  to  think  of  my  good  old 

sunny  hnme. 

Away  down  on  de  Ohio  shore. 

'-}-  ;■-  ■-■■"^  v:  Chokus.    ;■':.•'!  .  -'-■,■■'"■'"■      "'-- 

Den  eh,  eh,  I  feel  so  glad. 
Oh  !  j'es,  I  feel  so  glad; 
Oh  !  mj',  I«feel  so  gla!d, 
When  I  think  of  my  good  old  home. 

Oh,  carry  me  back,  I  ain't  got  time  to  tarry  long, 
Aid  me,  aid  me,  and  don't  be  so  slow; 

Oh,  send  me  dar,  sail  me  cross  the  briny  waters, 
Oh.  carry  me  home,  for  it's  dar  I  want  to  go.   . 

Chorus. 

Oh,  111  be  glad  when  I  hear  dem  children  singing 

All  so  glad  when  I  get  home; 
Ole  Ann  Eliza,  Lucinda,  Lib, 

And  Aunt  Jemima  they'll  be  glad  that 

I've  come 

;"'"■;■■■'  .  '■;':"■■■';::'■''■■'■:'  Chorus. 


One  Kind  Word- 

BT  KISS  rULIA.  M.  ALTMEIEB,     OF  PHILADELPHIA. 
TO  MT  BOSOM  FRIEND  TEMBA  DOEIXIKE,  OF  V.  T. 


One  kind  word,  oh  !  what  a  treasure. 

One  kind  spoken  word  can  prove; 
Tis  a  priceless  gem  of  pleasure  ! 

And  it  costs  us  naught  but  love. 
Oh  !  the  trav'ler,  tir'd  and  weary. 

Turning  back  with  hope  forlorn. 
Though  the  road  be  dark  and  dreary. 

One  kind  word  can  cheer  him  on. 

One  kind  word,  one  kindly  sptoken,    ; 

What  a  blessing  it  can  prove 
To  the  heart  forsaken,  broken,   _ 

By  a  cruel  deceitful  love.  -■.••- 

And  the  one  thus  wronged  and  nddtn«d. 

Seeking  death  with  purest  mina, 
,  Can  be  saved,  and  aye,  be  gladdened, 

By  a  word — ,one  spoken  kind. 

One  kind  word,  one  ottered  kindly,      . 

"Tis  a  prayer  when  truly  heard,         '.  !^ 
Words  of  anger  spoken  blindly. 

Can  be  hushed  by  one  kind  word. 
To  the  hand  with  rash  intention, 

B&ised  to  strike  a  fellow  man, 
Strength  can't  always  prove  prevention 

But  a  kind  word  always  can. 


An  old  Battered  Tin-Type  of  Mother-iu-Law- 

DEDJiATED  TO  W  ABD  *  I.TNCH.    BY  STF.J'HEN  i.AWr.V. 

'Tis  a  small  piece  of  tin  that  is  battered 

now  and  worn. 
That  brings  strange  memories  to  my  mind 
Of  a  dear  old  honored  face,  that  time  can 

ne'er  ev»iu\ 
It's  my  wife's  mother,  so  gentle  and  kind. 
But  she's  turned  up  her  toei,  and  is 

planted  down  below. 
Where  there's  peace  for  her  <-ast-iron  jaw; 
And  now  that  she  is  gone,  all  1  have  to  look  ui>on 
I.S  this  old  battered  tin  type  of  mother-in-law. 

Choei's. 

Tho'  buttered  now,  and  worn,  dejected  and  forlorn 
It's  tlie  sweetest  looking  face  1  evt-r  saw. 

But  she's  planted   nov  six  feet,  and  in 

memory  I  will  keep. 
This  old  battered  tin-type  of  motlier-iu-Iaw. 

Oft  when  I'd  reach  home  at  night,  well 

perliaj)s  a  little  tight, 
I'd  try  to  sneak  up  stairs  and  go  to  bed. 
But  she'd  meet  me  at  the  door  with  a 

most  un>'arthly  roar, 
I'iek  up  a  club  and  brain  me  over  tlie  head. 
How  dare  you  leave  home,  and  your  wife  all  alone, 

You  know  it's  something  I  will  not  allow,. 
TherfVhe'd  look  'ronnd.forB  brick,  or  the 

most  conveieiiient   tick, 
-V  perfcc-t  little  model  was  my  mothcr-in-Iaw. 

Chorus. 

I  remember  many  a  night  when  we'd 

have  a  little  flght, 
Oh  !  how  she'd  hainisicr  ine  'till  I  was  sore; 
We  would  wr.'stle  and  wed  fall,  and  sln'd 

bang  me  'gainst  the  wall. 
Sometimes  she'd  tis.-  me  to  wijw  tbe  floor. 
But  one  bright  happy  day  her  good  spirit 

flew  awav. 
To  a  better  land,  and  now  I'll  have  the  hiugli^ 
For  now  I  will  be  boss,  and  I  don't  oare 

at  what  cost. 
And  forever  I  will  cherish  this  old  tin  tyi>e. 

;  >  '■:.       Chorus. 


,S 


I'm  The  Daddy  of  Them  all. 

BY    TUi;  KEUNELLS. 

I'm  a  poor  hard-working  man. 

I  lal)or  every  day,  ^   '■'■■  ■■'  ''■■'■ 

I  find  it  very  hard  to  feed  ,-•'  '.v  '  ''.'.>: 

And  clothe  my  family;  .'  "       •  ." 

I've  eleven  children  and  a  wife. 

And  all  but  two  are  small,  V    ',.  •-*  • 

And  if  you  listen  to  nie, 

I'll  tell  yon  about  them  all. 

Chobith. 

There's  Mickey,  there's  Tim, 

Little  .lack  and  Jim,  i- 

Mattie,  Mark,  Luke  and  Paul,  '  .   .  l-; 

There's  Rosanuah,  ;  >  -:" 

And  Johannah,  .:•:.      -.% 

That  thumps  the  big  piano,  1..'^ 

And  my  wife  Bridget  tells  me  '  ■.'".:•. 

I  am  father  of  them  all.  ' 

There's  little  Matt,  he's  just  tucned  seTea, 

ymd  little  James  is  nine, 
Tom  and  Tim  are  dancers — 

Faith,  they  have  their  bunmess  fine. 
Mathew,  Mark,  Luke  and  Paul, 

Are  statues  down  the  way. 
And  Jack's  a  dandy  barber,  . 

And  the  girls  all  sing  and  say.  Choms. 

The  girls  are  the  eldest 

Of  all  the  family; 
Shevournien,  she  is  twe«ty-fonr, 

Rosannah  is  twenty-three. 
1  wish  they  would  get  married, 

For  tbe  divil  a  tap  they'll  do 
But  sing  and  play  the  live  long  day. 

And  skip  the  tra-Ia-loo.  Chorus. 
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Dan  McCarhty's  Party. 
wqBDS  k  MUSIC  Bv  J.  E  jiritpnY,   ok  mubtht  a  mack. 

Dan  McCarthy  lit- s  a  limn. 

From  dear  olil  i'Uilil.v's  liind. 

A  fellow  tbiifs  full  uf  jollity. 

And  whero  he  does  r>  side, 

Is  over  on  the  eiist  side. 

Id  a  teneiiiint  house, 

Away  np  in  .\ venue  C.  '^  ■  ,    - 

One  nif^lit  lie  took  a  notion,  " 

His  ides  he  put  in  motion, 

Say's  he,  I'll  hiivf  u  jolly  spree, 

IUh  friends  he  invited  all, 

To  shake  a  le^;  at  Dan 'McCarthy's  party. 

riioRus. 

McCarthy,  so  hearty, 

Juuiiiu'd  onto  the  tloor. 
He  excited  all  the  tenants. 

In  the  tenement  with  a  roar; 
Then  O'Grady  with  his  lady, 

He  got  up  to  sing, 
McCartliy  lept  upon  his  neck. 

And  done  a  highland  fling. 

v.  When  the  table  it  was  set. 
Young  Laeey  made  a  bet. 
That  he  could  full  npcm  it. 
And  not  disturb  a  thing.  • 

No  sooner  said  than  done. 
Oh  !  you  never  saw  such  fun, 
To  see  him  fall  and  make  the  dishes  ring; 
McCarthy  got  so  excited. 
And  young  Lacey  he  invited. 
To  come  outside  and  liave  a  ronntl  or  two. 
Some  fellow  nhouted  Mick  Dasey  threw  a  brick, 
Which  laid  McCarthy  oat  upon  the  floor. 

Chorus. 


Marie  The  Tramp- 

■WBITTEN  AND  srXO  BTC     BILLI  BABRT. 


We  sat  on  Blackwell's  Island,  Marie, 

It  was  far  bt-tter  than  Sing,  Sing; 
Yon  remember  down  at  Geoghegan's  Marie, 

We  got  two  years  for  stealing  a  watch  and  ring 

We  sat  upon  a  beer  keg,  Marie, 

A  policman  our  breecJies  he  did  fan; 
,  It  was  a  nice  .Juno  mom  in  January,  Marie, 
We  were  trying  to  work  the  mcktt  with  a  can. 

We  sat  upon  a  church  steeple,  Marie, 

Nearly  on  ttft'  ver^e  of  ruin; 
W^e  were  eating  freckled  pies,  seven  miles 

jnst  from  the  skies. 
And  trying  to  mash  the  man  lives  in  the  moon. 

■    ^   io»   ^   

The  Pair  From  Castle  Bar- 

BTSO  BY  DAN  M'CAKTHY  ft  MISS  KITTIE  COI.EMAN. 
MUSIC  BY  T.  F.  KEUBIOAN. 


Our  name  is  Pat  and  Kittic  Car, 

From  Ca.stle  l?ar  we  came; 
Two  Irish  dancers  sure  we  are, 

.\nd  for  it  we've  gained  great  fame. 
The  boys  and  gills  when  work  was  done, 

They  would  ooiiiC  from  near  and  far. 
All  bent  on  dancing  reels  and  jigs. 

With  the  pair  from  Castle  Har. 

Cuonrs. 

At  a  jig  cr  reel,  on  toe  or  heel, 

We're  uneqnaled  near  or  far; 
Ajrah  by  nigbt  or  day  there's  non«  s*  gay 

As  the  pair  from  Castle  Bar, 

Of  champion  dancers  we've  a  lot. 

Who  dance  with  clogs  or  skates; 
Trize  belts  and  silver  medals. 

They  have  got  on  their  breasts  as  lArg« 

as  platM. 
When  each  comes  on  t^e  stage  to  danoe, 

Snre  h»  thinks  himself  a  star; 
With  their  fancy  toncluMi  thev  staad  no  tbaaM 

With  the  pair  flora  Cnstle  JBar.  Chorus. 


Hurrah  For  The  Days  Gone  By. 

ax  JOE  BUUOEStS. 


Good  evening;,  one  and  all, 

We've  not  come  here  to  stay. 
But  simply  explain  in  a  very  few  word% 

Of.oiir  hujiiiy  days  gone  by. 
We  once  were  us  young  as  you  all, 

IJut  now  we  are  old  un<l  gray. 
Our  minds  are  the  same,  and  with  joy 

and  refrain. 

We  will  sing  of  the  days  gone  by. 

CnOKTTS. 

Ilurrah  for  those  happy  days. 

For  tliose  days  we  casl  a  >iigh; 
We'll  dance  and  we'll  sing  and  we'll 

make  the  air  ring. 

For  those  happy  days  gone  by. 

We  hope  now  you'll  not  think  us  rude. 

If  we  sj)eak  of  our  children  young; 
For  dancing  and  singing  they  couldn't  be  beat. 

And  from  clear  old  stock  they  sprung. 
To  introduce  tliem  to  yon  now, 

At  least  we'd  like  to  try. 
They're  a  chip  of  the  block  of  the  clear  old  Stock 

Of  the  happy  days  gone  by.  Chorus. 

Gen'ral  O'Riley- 

PAHODT  on  MAJOB  niLFEATUiai.    BT  B.  S.   MUXEB. 

8UNO  nr  JOHETn  keixy. 


My  name  is  Cornelius  O'Riley, 

But  I'm  often  culled  "  (xen'ral,"  for  short 
I'm  stylish,  I'm  toney,  and  spryly. 

In  tact,  I  am  4jaito  a  thoron^^h  sport. 
Now  my  dress  is  the  latest  of  costume, 

'Tis  really  the  style  of  tlie  day. 
In  cellars,  the  morgue,  or  bar-room 

Oh  !  this  I  will  hear  them  all  say. 

;  CuoRis. 

Oh  !  how  are  you  Gen'ral  O'Riley, 
I'm  fucliiix  a  little  bit  dryly. 
It's  then  I  will  manage  most  slvl)', 

To  get  a  g.>od  glass  of  old  rye. 
Oh  !  take  it  and  drink  it  down  lively. 
Your  fiiiudshij)  we  hold  up  to  highly. 
For  anytliin>{  shure  to  deny  tlieo. 

Oh  ;  speaking  of  the  Gennd  that's  L 

Good  lunches,  you  know  are  inviting, 

New  openiu^'^  1  'tend  without  fear. 
But  there  is  one  thing  I  delight  in. 

Is  to  go  aud  get  soaked  with  free  beer. 
The  "copp.  rs,"  all  say  I  need  watching. 

In  fact,  1  keep  out  of  their  way, 
Wlieu  bar  rooms  with  lunch-bars  I'm  spotting. 

Oh  !  this  I'll  hear  my  friends  say.      Chorus. 

The  Park  guards  and  specials  all  know  me. 

Quite  often  they  approach  with  n  f  own, 
T^hen  of  course  I  know  they  will  show  me. 

The  way  to  get  from  the  park  ground. 
In  society,  I  travel  unblusliing. 

It's  there  you  will  find  me  each  day, 
And  then  when  1  do  feel  like  lushing. 

Oh  I  this  I  will  hear  them  all  say.  Cho. 


^"^ 


Fringe  on  Uia  Pants. 

SUNO  BY  ANDY  COLLtM. 


As  I  was  coming  down  Broadway, 
The  boot-blacks  on  the  comer  at  leisnra 

did  play, 
They  all  looked  up  and  saw  me  by  chan«e. 
Cried  one.  staMthagauk  he's  got  fringe 

^  on  his  poatfl. 

I  took  my  girl  to  the  ball  last  night. 
The  g.iiig  ou  the  floor  commenced  for  to  flgbt. 
My  daisy  got  drunk  they  slugged  her  by  chanM.  ' 
For  m%>ing  a  supe  who  had  tar  on  his  pants. 

Now  all  you  young  blokes  take  warning  from  me, 
Oh  !  never  ^et  married  how  worry  yoti'U  tM, 
Yon  11  yo  to  tbe  parks  and  you'll  meet 

th«ui  by  chaBM, 
Bot  b«wax«  of  th«  daisy  who  wear*  fringe 
I  oo  her  over-allt. 

masm 


OUR   INTERESTING 


MAHER  COLUMN. 


-oo- 


Tilts  column  of  our  Journal  will  cont.iln  In  each 
number  a  collection  of  jokes,  oddl  les.  Itenl^  of  liiierest 
etc,  etc.  To  wuich  we  mvlte  coiitilimtloiisio  the  same 
from  our  host  of  corr  spondents,  anrt  we  will 
from  time  to  time  endeavor  to  iclve  space  to  tin  same, 
wUU  iuiUaUi  ot  the  writer  or  wrlteiu 

(The  Pul)llsUer.) 


An  Irichman  gives  as  a  reason  why  Echo  is  of 
the  feminine  gender,  is  because  sho  always  has 
the  last  word.  j.  r.  n. 

Gentlemen  may  cry  "  Cashier,  and  Casji-there, 
When  the  Ixiard  of  directt>rs  make  up  tlieir  ac- 
count, there  is  cash  nowhere.  j.  t.  d. 

Teacher  to  boy  -"  What  does  the  proverb  say 
alMiut  those  who  live  in  glass  houses?"  -Boy — 
"  Pull  down  the  blinds."  j.  t.  u. 

A  boozy  fellow  was  observed  the  other  day 
driving  a  pig  holding  on  to  his  tail,  and  when 
asked  wliat  he  was  doing,  replie^l  that  he  wa> 
studying  ge-hography.     ,:  j 

A  lot  of  boot-blacks  sitting  on  a  curl -hton- 
may  not  be  india-rubber  boys,  th  ..gli  they  hiv 
gntter-perchers. 

.\  kin<l  word  spoken  to  a  husband  will  oft.  u 
go  further  than  a  broomstick  or  a  llat-ii-on,  .sjiyp. 
a  woman  of  expeiience. 

"I've  bnrietl  my  best  friend,"  as  t!io  un'I.T- 
taker  said  when  ho  intered  the  quiick  doctori 

"  Attention,  companj',  and  'tend  to  your  roll- 
call,"  said  an  Irish  sergeant.  "  All  of  ye  tiint  are 
pn^sent  say  'Here,'  and  all  of  yo  that  oro  Sn'flt 
present  say  'Absint.'" 


Better  an  empty  head  than  one  with  a  cold  in 


it 


The  song  of  the  widow—  "What  is  homo 
without  another?". 

Do  not  flirt  witli  married  woraon.  Tt  annoys 
their  husbands,  and  laay  shorten  your  days. 

It  is  all  very  well  to  dress  warmly.  But  soma 
ladies  are  extravagant.     They  go  to  fur.   .       t. 

When  a  girl  begins  to  ta^e  an  interest  in  a 
yotinj»  man's  cravat,  it  is  a  sign  she  does  not 
love  him  as  a  sister. 

"  It  is  well  to  leave  something  for  those  tbf»t 
come  after  us,"  as  the  gentleman  said  when  ho 
threw  a  barrel  in  the  way  of  a  constable  who  was 


chasing  him. 


i 


The  poet  wrote  of  "  Patience  on  a  monument. 
but  the  physician's  patients  aro  gonerolljr  found 
underii. -■■  .--    -■,,',,■•-;■;:.;  .'■'''■''■':-"■."  r\  .^ 

The  tramp  who  was  ilcked  down  tho  door- 
steps is  unaonditionally  opposed  to  rapid  transit 

Cross-ties — Married  couples  who  do  not  ogrea 
wsll  together. 

Lenm  to  think  and  a«t  for  yourselil 

Keep  ^ead  rather  than  behind  thetimae 

Us«  jvor  own  brains  rathar  than  thos*  of 
•thars.  V'  '■•■;. 

IgnoraaM  it  suVi««|t  W>  pity,  B*t  langht^. 


THK    SI^OF.RS'    JOrK^AI.. 
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LIST   OF  POPULAR 

COPYRIGHTED  MUSIC. 

CY   FAVOBITE    AUTHOSS, 
PUBLISHED   BY 

MRS.    PAULINE   LIEDER, 

Mnsic  Publisher,  Pablisher  of  Song  Booki, 

The  Singer's  Journal,  Penny  Ballads, 

Valentine  Manufacturer,  etc.  eta 

1  McCarlhy's  Boarding  Hotim 40 

2  Miuy  Xiiu  KeLoo 40 

.3  No  Work 40 

4  Tli«  Lo-i  Ji'wel 10 

5  N.  W.uk  Wiiitz 40 

G  Sweet  Aiueiik  ly 40 

7  Pdiiiiilpssiiinl  Pfxir 40 

8  TUe  Irish  Volunteers 40 

9  The.  Ninht  I  Lfttrned  to  Swiiq^. 40 

10  Silver  B.^lls  lire  lliij<;iug  Awu/ap  iu  de  sky  40 

11  New  Yeiir's  Diiy 40 

12  Tlia  S  veetest  of  tlie  Sweet 40 

13  Tiie  Srtvetfst  oJtli  •  Svveet  Waltz 40 

1-t  TieOll  Brtiich  N.ar  tlie  Mill    40 

15  /I  I  *1  Mill  her  Watch  forme 40 

1(5  Take  ilo  B  ick  to  My  Dear  0M  S<.iith- 

eni  Hjme,  Sdug  with  Echo  Chorus  40 

17  Liy  mv  Il/^ad  Beiieiith  a  Rose 40 

18  B  ii)y  Uie.l  Ono  Y«ir  Ago  To-Day 40 

19  Little  ll)-iiish  Eves. 40 

20  Beiiililiil  S«iig<  UiiKuiiR 40 

21  A  Liiile  P1..C0  \Viib:n  thy  Heart 40 

22  Music  iiud  Daiiciug 40 

23  The  Ilfiison  why  I  was  Elected 40 

24  Wiilziughiim  McSweeuey,  the  Gay  Cavalier  40 

25  I  C>nldu't  Help  it  Ma .- ...40 

26  Sa  Wrtiry  mid  S.id  To-NigUt 4l> 

27  Irish  Liuicitra CO 

28  W  heii  iho  Flowers  are  Dicaiuiug 40 

29  Sweet  Mag'.;ii3  Gordon 40 

30  Tlie  Biwrbnd  iu  Your  Hiiir 40 

31  Luck  L  lys  Over  Brain 40 

32  P)|>eii  Ui)  Dem  D  wrs 40 

33  Tur- P.  tiicoiit  Brigade 40 

34  Scotch  L  lucien CO 

35  Aiuericiiu  Ijiinciera CO 

36  Sra  Ciidtt  Liiuciers GO 

37  Tui  kish  Patrol  Quickstep .' . .  «0 

38  EiiKli«h  Liiuoiers GO 

39  MulKhiinnites  March 40 

40  The  Irish  Volniiteers  March 40 

41  The  Petticoat  Bri'^-ade  March 40 

42  I'm  Just  Tiirued  Sixty-Three 40 

43  Times  of  Long  Ago 40 

44  Iiivitiitioii  W.illzt.'a .50 

45  Down  l>v  ('o  ILiinbow 40 

46  Settle  D.it  Bill 40 

47  Old  Times  11  -xv.  or  Trouble  in  de  Kitchen  40 

48  I'se  Uuclo  1'.  mi>ey  Siill 40 

49  Hib  Your  L i.!d  is  lleady 40 

50  Tlie  Golden  Chili  jt 40 

51  Mickey  Fiahritv 40 

52  Deuced  GxmI  Fedah    40 

53  A  Siitch  ill  Time  iiives  Nine 40 

54  The  Tickiiij,'  ol  Jl  e  Clock 40 

5')  Take  Thing's  us  They  Como 40 

56  Yon  Sho.il.lu't  Notice  It 40 

^   57  Hreiilhiii^  Sweet  Words  at  the  (JiUo 40 

58  Tlie  Messeng.r  Bird 40 

69  Waiting  (or  do  Setting  ob  do  Sun 40 

■  CO  Kitty  McNish 40 

Cl  lloiii|iiug  Iiish  Lftn-i....    40 

C2  I'll  N  imj  the  Bjy  Deiiiils.  or 

110  Name  at  all 40 

C3  AVlieii  MrGuinrnsG't^  Ihojoti 40 

01  Y.n  oreFiNo.  hit  1*11  Fortjive  YiMj 40 

Co  Tiiiowiiij  P-hl>los  in  the  Stream 40 

C6  When  til-  M  i.;!inli..s  B'oom 40 

G7  Cas^v'M  Mall  I/ist  N  clif    40 

CS  Mv  II 'ine  !.v  llieD.-ep  Rollins:  Sea 40 

rO  M.rv  Am.  0*ir..nlal.an  Dowd 40 

"O  ^hn's  s.'  Ca!>rvn(iii(» V-'^ 


71  Joy«  of  inv  Chil'ih- o:l  .iiriiVvi.  ...»i.i .-•» 

72  The  Day  I  Took  My  V*-u.  to  Coney  Isle. . .     40 

73  FJuegau  Cortevie 40 

74  Take  Me  hi  Your  Aiinn.  Mima   40 

75  Down  on  Coiit-y  Island  Bfuch 40 

76  The  old  willow  chair  tliei-e  gr«udn!oth*r  ■«•  4l> 

77  The  6eroe«  ot  Ireland 10 

78  As  I  Stooil  by  the  I  >oor ^0 

79  Fiaegan  Masqut-radr 40 

80  My  Angel  Brother'*  Rmsf   40 

81  Yon  are  False  but  I'll  i  or^ive  You,  Waits  . .  40 

82  Give  an  Hoii«et  Irish  1a«J  •  Chaiioe   40 

83  The  Reason  ue  M<  rtgaj?ed  the  Farm 10 

84  Echoes  from  the  ClmiK-i  of  Knock    40 

85  hon't  Shut  ont  tlieM<Minli;;lil  Mother 40 

86  Hunting  Four  Leat  Clover 40 

87  Winnie  Wane 40 

88  rh«  Slatierv  Family 40 

89  -lerry  Murphy's  Hquad 4i> 

90  Save  My  Ch  Id 40 

91  Mother  is  Wailing  to  Welcome  her  Boy...  40 

92  Tli«  Old  FHshit.iied  Cot'  ujje .40 

93  Only  a  Daisy ^0 

94  Farewell  to  Ireland 40 

95  High  Water  PaiitK 40 

96  Widow  Clancy's  Par'.y 10 

97  Erin's  Grei-n  Isle 40 

98  Sons  of  Erin's  IkIo    40 

99  Wake  Bonnie  Bessie 40 

100  Sweet  Magpie  Gordon  V.'altz 40 

101  Only  to  Hear  HfrVoic 40 

102  Yesterday,  To-Uay 40 

lOa  The  Haunted  Brooklet 40 

104  When  Gabriel  Blows  liis  lloni 40 

105  Ererything  Done  for  the  Best    4i1 

10ttolh«  Bridge  that  Croi^ees  the  Brook 40 

107  Just  From  llarrisburg 40 

108  lloM  Patohaola    40 

109  iVaTelliiig  back  to  Alabam 40 

110  Ob  !    why  woa  I  so  soon  Foi-goiten 40 

111  Coino  Along  Sistor  Miry 40 

112  My  own  sweet  wife  to  l>e 40 

113  We  are  Growing-  Old  Together 40 

114  TheOld  RnnedMil 40 

115  My  old  Plantation  Home  so  far  auny 40 

116  Gr%ndfatber'a  Cane 40 

117  Hiding  ill  the  Corn 40 

118  I  II  Meet  yon.  Sw^et  Bessie  nt  Twiligiit. . .   40 

119  It  i«  Jiweel  to  bereniembeied ^0 

120  Eight  Bells  at  iSea 40 

121  Cu|»iJ  on  the  ice 40 

122  GranJmothir  8  eyes  have  grown  dim 40 

123  Little  Sunsliiiie  come  to  nie 40 

124  Dora  Blaine ^^ 

125  WliiU  wailing  for  ilie  cows  to  come 40 

126  Ticking  up  gold  in  the  streets 40 

127  Flirting  on  our  block 40 

128  The  tie  tlat  bind:*  us  brothers 40 

129  1  he  Old  Dinner  Horn 40 

130  Mother  jilea-e  for;;ive  your  boy 40 

131  A  sailor's  wife  I  soon  hhidl  be 40 

132  Old  Snow  B.dls  Hair  is  Tun.in-  Gniy ^0 

133  You  may  8|>eak  if  yo.i  like  to  pa -pa 40 

134  Tl>«  1  ime  when  wc  were  young 40 

135  When  Couninir  Hulda  iirown 40 

136  "Tis  thensweeiluoit.  IU  drentn  of  thee 40 

137  Let  U'*  C  itcli  ihrt  gdden  sunbeams 40 

138  Fly  birdie,  to  where  Willie*  wailing 40 

139  Good  Kiiii,'l»t8  and  Fair  Lidies 40 

140  The  Brio-Ill.  Side,  the  nearer  i  drmr  to  Jesus  40 

141  DoitAL'.'in *0 

Tliere  are  none  of'the  pierps  of  music  on  this 

list  which  are  not  guaranteed  by  the  publishrr 
to  giTe  entire  satisfaction.  Jly  music  is  never 
out  of  print,  nnd  can  be  procnrcd  at  any  music 
store  in  the  U.  S.  Bnt  the  quickest  and  best 
policy  is  to  send  diroct  to  me.  All  music  not  on 
this  list  constantly  kf^pt  in  stock,  and  will  be 
sent,  post  paid,  on  re(vi|.t  of  marked  price.  I 
keep  the  pulilications  of  all  the  music  publishers 
in  America  and  Europe. 

P.  S.— To  Music  Teachers,  Musicians.  Clubs, 
Professionals,  etc  ,  my  terms  are  the  regular  pro- 
fessional rates.  But  with  a  d(  sire  to  have  my 
publications  more  thoroncilily  introdnc<^<1  to  your 
notice,  also  to  give  you  a  chnnt  i-  to  ri  -ilisjiose  of 
copies  with  a  profit,  and  to  net  as  my  agents 
through  the  States,  I  will  allow  yon  to  make  a 
selection  of  10  or  more  of  my  pieces  at  J  off. 

Address,  Wm.  J.  A.   Liedeb, 

CO  Chatham  St,  New  Tobk. 
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TH^.  DESIHABLE 


DIME  SONG    BOOKS 


Prononucfd  by  the  Press   and  Public,  as  well 
as  the  Profession,  to  be  the  most  taking  and  d»- 
l^sirable  Song  Books  in  th«  Market. 


No 

1. 

2. 

3. 

4. 

5. 


Paddy  Murphy's,  Finigan  Corterie. 
Yon  are  False,  but  I'll  Forgive  Yoo. 
Sally  Homer  'Round  the  Comer. 
Sheehan  and  Jones'  Mounted  IVilice. 
Hen  Graham's    'Just  Arrived  From  RarriH- 
burge." 

6.  Tom  Mcintosh's  Haverly's  Minstrels,   Open 

up  dem  Doors, 

7.  James  A.  Bland's  Old  Fashioae*!  Cottage. 

8.  Frank  Lum's  "  Owtt"  Motto  and  Character. 

11.  Davises'  (Frank  and  Fanny)  Veteran. 

12.  Jerome  Nagle's  "  Sunny  Days  of  Yore." 

13.  Walter  Mack's  Character. 

14.  Dutch  Mendel's.  (Hnrry  and  Leonie),  Going 

to  Germany. 

15.  Ada  Burnett's  Pacific  Pearl. 

16.  Binney  and   Fraine's    "  Lancashire  Factory 

Lads. 

17.  Dooleyand  Tenbrooke's  "Black  Diamond." 

18.  Miss  Lizzie  Derious'  "Prrfty  Rosy  Lips." 

19.  John  Hogan'B  "  Pretty  LitUc  Black  Eyi»d 

Kitty."  Songstc 

20.  Charles  Glidden's  Banjo  Songster. 

21.  Crosby  &  Martin's  Footsteps  in  the  Moon- 

light Songster. 

22.  Joe  Hart's  (of  Allen  &  Hart)  Notions  Songster 

23.  Babj-  Hart's  Songster. 

24.  Gallagher  Jt  West's  Nonsense  Songster. 

24.     Connors  A  Kelly's  European  Swell  Songster. 
20.     Smith  &  Leopold's  Latest  and  Best. 

27.  Lew  Baker  s  Songster. 

28.  Flynn  &  Euson'a  Erins  Eccentrics  Songster. 

29.  Wm.  Carroll's  Regan's  Party  Scmgster. 

Any  of  the  above  books  will  lie  mailed,  free  of 
postage,  on  receipt  of  10  cents  in  postage  stamps 
by  the  publisher, 

WILLIAM  J.   A.   LIEDEE, 

SON  OF  AKi)  firccESf-OB  TO  ; "'     '"■■ 
MRS     PAULINE    LIEDER," 


MUSIC    PUBLISHER 


I 


Valentine     Manufacturer,     Publisher     of    the 

"  Singer's  Journal,"     '  New  York  One  Cent 

Ballad  Sheet,"    Song  Books,  etc.,  etc. 

No.  60  CHAxaAM  Street.  Near  Chambers. 

New  Yoi:K  Crrr. 


VALENTINES ! 


-00- 


Our  immense  stock  of  Sentimental  and  Comio 
Valentines  is  now  open  for  the  inspection  of 
the  Wholesale  as  well  as  the  Retail  Trade. 


Prof.  Edmund  Clark's  Studies  for  the  Banjo. 

K  TEACHING  ROOMS,  285  BOWERY,  NEW  YORK. 

Scale  of  Four  Sharps,  Fj;,  Cj(,  GjJ  &  D^,  or  Key  of  E.    With  Bass  Elevated  up  to  B, 

one  note  higher  than  usual.  ^  ' 


4th  String,  A.  3d  String,  E.    2d  String,  GC 


1st  String,  B. 


Open,    2d  fret,  4th  ft,  I   Open,     2d  ft  I  Open,    Ist  ft.  I   Open,   2d  ft,    4d  ft,    6th  ft,   7th  ft,   9th  ft,  10th  ft.  |  Open. 

>  _ ^ 0 ^ ♦    •        ^ 


'5th  String,  E. 


^ 


M^ 


J 


I 


Vocal  Scale.    Do 


Re       Mi        Fa      Sol      La        Si      Do. 


FLING-.  I>a«  Klevated. 

Count  your  liniH  '•nrffulii.  four  quarter  notes  to  each  meagurt. 


1  3 


-#---#■ 


-0 4— • 


^ — ^ 


»      4  1       le      a       fc      „^^       ■#■    -m-       , 


^ 


-0 #- 


^ 


1 


a     & 


S       <>       4 


3       ft       3 


4      fc 


'-i=^ 


d^ 


-H-# — *- 


1         *         3         &         3         4:         7^".  1 


•        * 


8*4 


^ 


:'^=pt 


-t— 


:^ 


*     a    <c 


MICH'L  WALTZ.  Bass  Elevated. 

Connt  your  time  varcfnlh/,  three  exjhth  notes  to  each  measure. 

>  > .  .  .  _  ^  ^^  _JS 

-i — •— r 


1  IsT  TniK   \/2nd  TmE.1 


^l^il^l 


y 


1st  Time.   V    2nd  Time. 


^^!^^l 


8       8         1 


13       3 


1        3       3 

THE  YALLER  GALL  JIG.  Iia.s.s  Elevated. 

Chun  I  four  eirjhth  ,iotes  to  each  measure. 


^M^ 


-N 


?^= 


13         3 


.- ^L_> 4— #- 

.S±^^-0 0-±^        ;        /        ^ 

ria34i3S4 


1*3*3*4*        1       2 


A- 


3  4 


lAiM y i__y— -•-#-  -  # Le g -# '-^ s i-m » 

.       ...  1         3  3  4  1*2*3*44-123  4  1     *     3       *     3     •4    •I    A.    2     *       3*4* 


:fc?^ 


IIDZ 4 ?I ^  * '-  * 

*^  IA9AOAAAI 


I*  2*3*  4*  1  9 

FENIAN  JIG.  nass  Elevated 

Count  tiro  qnartpr  vot^s  tn  rrirli  mra.<i>/rf. 


Count  tiro  qnartpr  noffs  tn  rrtrli  mrnmir''.  _  \      j^gj  TiME  ^        V      2nD  TiHE.  ( 


1334ft         l*3ft 


2*        l^#-3       l-#-3 

ft 


*    2    *     ^1    3    ♦ 

3*1 


Tesie. 


,    f.    i^    ^  3  ^^ 


:td 


3 


)       1st  TI3( 


y      2Nn  Time. 


i 


^j^^^^l 


1    ft^      N.1^.  ft  a    *     1       2 

3     •      1 


*'      r[     a    •      J     « 


12*1-9-3         i-vv 

-  ,  •  a       1 

»    -  -  Copynght.  1882.  by  WllUtm  J.  ▲.  Uedor. 

P.  S.-Write  to  WILLIAM  J.  A.  LIEDER,  No.  60  Chatham  St.,  N.  Y.  for  anything  in  the  Musical  line. 
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^^Im^^^  DE  MARSAN'S  COMIC  AND  SENTIMENTAL 


TOLiUilI£.    II. 


SimSS'MNAL 


I 
I 


Contaming  all  the  most  popular  Songs  of  the  day. 


OUR  AGENTS. 

BOSTON,     (Mass.)    J.  W.  Shkbman,  Books. 
Stationery,  &c,  115  Cambridge  Street. 

PHILADELPHIA.  TPft^)    a7w.  AuNEETjob^ 
Printer,  8.  W.  Cor,  of  Tenth  and  Race  Str's. 


CINCINNATI,  COVINGTON,  and  Vicinitv. 
P.  Haetlaub,  News  and  Music  Dealer,  608 
Madison  Street     Covington.     (Ky.) 

DETROIT.  (Mirh.)  J.  F.  &  W.  T.  Mac- 
ATiLET,  Books,  Stationery,  Ac,  209  &  211 
Woodward  Avenue. 

--^ti — 


I    CHICAGO.  (111.)    Southebland's  Post  Office, 
j        News,  and  Cigar  Stand,  107  E.  Adams  St. 


BROOKLYN.  (N.  Y.)  Branch  Office  of  the 
SiNODRs'  JouBNAi,  No.  49  Atlantic  Avenue, 
near  South  Ferry.  Manufacturing  Con- 
fectioner, and  Wholesale  Dealer  and  Jobber 
of  Imported  and  Domestic  Toys,  4c. 

Mbs.  Pauline  Liedek. 


BROOKLYN,  e.  d.  Wm.  WnrrE,  180  Fourth  St. 


UP-TOWN  AGENTS. 

RoBBBT  Hauohton,  Dealer  in  Toys,  &c. 
West  43rd  Street,  near  8th,  Ave. 
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Edwaed  Babkeb,    Broadway  and  82nd,  St. 


Mb.  Nobman,  10th,  Ave,  bet,  36th  &  37th,  St, 


The  Sinokbs'  Jouenal  is  the  cheapest  collec- 
tion of  songs  ever  published  in  this  country. 
All  Numbers  from  No.  1.  to  the  last  issued 
always  on  hand. 

ADVICE.  Every  amateur  ofjfood  Songs,  &o 
ought  to  procure  the  (First  Volume)  ot  the 
SiNGEEs'  JotTENAt,  which  WO  have  on  hand 
handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  containing  5,()00 
Songs,  800  pages,  and  86  pieces  of  Choioo 
Music  for  the  voice  and  piano.  Price  $  3,00 
per  Copy.     Postage  FREE. 


OUR    CONCERT    ROOM, 


SOHGS  AND  MUSIC  FOB  THE  MILUON. 


GENERAL  90TICE. 

Address  all  communications  to  Mrs.  Panlino 
Lieder.     60  CHATHAM  STREET.    (N.  Y.) 


A  Responsible  Agent  wanted  in  every  City 
of  the  United  States,  Canadas,  &c.  Letters 
ragarding  information  thereof,  will  receive 
our  prompt  attention. 

A  Catalogue  of  T*n  Thousand  Bongs  will  be 
sent  to  any  address,     Free. 


Each  Number  will  contain  from  40  to  50  of 
the  most  Popular  Songs  sung  in  the  Theatres, 
Opera  Houses,  and  Concert  Rooms  of  tb« 
United  States  and  Great  Britain. 


The  Old  Original  Song  Depot,  60  Chatham 
Street,  Opposite  North  William  Street.  New 
York.  This  House  is  the  Oldest  Song  Pub- 
lishing Establishment  in  the  United  Statm. 


The  ScfOEEs'  JouKNAL  is  published  Monthly, 
Single  Copies  will  be  sent  by  Mail  on  receipt 
of  5  cents.    Subscription  50  cts  per  year. 


Mbs.  Pacunk  Liedee,  Successor  to  Henbt 
DK  Mas.san,  Publisher  of  the  SmoKiis'Joi'BNALs 
Comic  and  Sentimental  Valentines,  Songs, 
Song  Books,  and  all  kinds  of  Toy-Books, 
Motto-Verses,  Motto  Cut  Paper,  House  Bills, 
Writing.  Books.  Shelving,  and  Ceiling  Paper, 
and  all  kinds  of  Stationery. 

Wholesale  Dealers  and  Jobbers  of  Imported 
and  Domestio  Toys,  Base  Balls,  Fishing 
Tackle,  Scrap  Pictures,  4c.  Ac. 


SHEET  MUSIC  NOTICE. 

I  have  constantly  on  hand  the  Sheet  Music 
of  all  the  Songs  published  in  the  Singers' 
Journal  from  No.  1  to  the  last  issued,  also  all 
other  Sheet  Music,  of  •^hich  I  will  send  any 
piece,  poet  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  In  post- 
age stamps.      Send  stamp  catalogue. 


CONTENTS. 


Ain't  been  home  in  a  good  while 757 

Baby's  got  a  cramp 754 

BROTHERS  DOBKIN 754 

Con  Donohne 755 

De  Lord  Delivered  Daniel 756 

Don't  Take  Liberties 758 

Desirable  Dime  Song  Books 759 

Fahey'sOld  PlngHat    :     i 

Parody  on  Widow  Nolan's  Goat 757 

The  Greenhorn 754 

Hal-l-l-lenjah 757 

Hard  Shell  Baptist 757 

I'll  never  see  my  Poodle  dog  again 756 

The  Lively  Pair 755 

LANCASHIRE  FACTORY  LADS . . .  .*. . , .  756 

Lawyer  Mclloy .......;. 758 

Latest  Sheet  Music  Notice 759 

Mixed  up  Melodies 754 


McSwegan's  Family 755 

NEVER  MEET  TROUBLE  H-VLF  WAY.  .758 

Our  Dorg 754 

OFF  FOB  AMERICA 755 

OVER  THE  BEAUTIFUL  RIVER 755 

O'Reilly  You're  Getting  on  well 758 

Our  Interesting  Matter  Column 758 

Parody  on.  Are  you  going  far  this  evening  754 

PRUSSIAN  EMIGRANTS 755 

The  Palace  Upon  the  Rocks 757 

PROF.  EDMUND  CLARK'S 

Studies  for  the  Banjo ......  760 

Roll  on  and  Rook 757 

SAVE  AT  THE  SPIGOT  AND 

WASTE  AT  THE  BUNG  754 

Sweet  Irme .755 

SHE  SMILED  AS  WE  CROSSED  -  .- 

ON  THE  HOBOKEN  FERRY  756 


Shout  Loud  Brethren 76«j 

TIS  THEN  S^VEETHE.VRlf 

PLL  DREAM  OF  THEE 75«J 

Write  to  me  often 755-! 

Wake  up  Simon 753 ; 

VALENTIHE8. 

I  am  Manufacturing  for  the  coming  seasoe  the 
Finest  and  Cheapest  Stock  of  Sentimental  Valen- 
tines, Sheets,  Boxes,  Caskets,  Ac,  in  the  Market. 
Hoping  to  receive  a  call  from  the  Wholesale  as 
well  as  the  Retail  Trade. 

I  remain  respeotfolly  yours, 

Mrs.  Pauline  Lieder. 

.     L*test  piece  of  Mnslc  pnblished,    '*  Happy 
Dreams  of  Yon. "    ijig  hit  at  the  SanfraaetMo. 
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THE    SIJVOERS'    JOURIVAI.. 


Baby's  got  a  Cramp. 

BT  nUMX  OTTMONT,  rOB  BOB  BLAyXM. 

Fm  the  daddy  of  two  in&nts 

Who  raise  au  awful  fuss, 
And  if  I  try  to  spank  'em, 

Why  it  only  makes  'em  worse. 
The  police  say  they  cannot  sleep 

When  they  are  on  their  beat. 
And  all  the  neighbors  are  compelled 

To  go  and  walk  the  street. 
Chobus. 

Oh  I  Bob  !  dear  Bob  !  do  get  out  of  bed. 

Stand  that  sassy  brat  on  his  little  head; 

To  the  doctor  run  and  frolic. 

For  the  kids  have  got  the  oolio. 

Get  a  dose  of  paregoric, 
Baby's  got  •  cramp. 

When  I  sit  down  to  eat  my  meals, 

They  climb  upon  my  knees, 
And  fill  my  ears  with  mucilage. 

And  stuff  my  nose  with  cheese. 
Thev  make  an  omlet  in  luy  hat. 

They  stick  me  full  of  pins; 
You  don't  know  what  enjoyment  is 

Till  you  have  a  pair  of  twins. 
Chords. 

Oh,  Bob  !  dear  Bob  !  do  put  on  your  boots. 

Get  some  laud-en-nm  for  those  two  galoots. 

We've  emptied  all  that's  in  the  castor, 

Do  make  haste  a  little  fa.ster, 

Bun  and  get  a  mustard-plaster, 
Baby's  got  a  cramp. 

They  fill  my  shoes  with  water,  :  ■ 

^  They  try  to  shave  the  cat; 
They  stuck  a  pin  into  a  chair 

And  on  its  point  I  sat; 
They  greased  the  stairs  with  tallow. 

You  d  ought  to  hear  me  "  beller," 
When  I  fell  down  from  the  garret  and 

I  landed  in  the  celler. 

CHOBtm. 
Oh,  Bob !  dear  Bob  !  get  up  and  walk  the  floor 
Slap  the  sassy  brat,  make  it  hold  its  jaw; 
I  cannot  get  a  wink  of  slumber, 
Of  chloroform  give  them  a  tumbler. 
Make  'em  eat  a  green  cuctunber, 
And  kill  'em  with  a  cramp. 

Our  Dorg. 

yrsrms  xmd  bono  bt  bob  bulvxn. 


There  is  a  dog  in  our  back  yard. 

And  he  isn  t  very  slack; 
The  fleas  have  built  a  boarding-house, 

In  the  middle  of  his  back. 
We  feed  him  on  old  rye  and  rock. 

He's  thin  as  any  rail. 
He'd  take  a  sirloin  off  your  leg 

If  yon  stepped  upon  his  tail. 

Chobus. 

Oh  !  the  canine,  oh  !  the  canine. 

He  feeds  on  toaiit  and  quail, 
He's  out  all  day  and  comes  home  at  night. 

With  a  tin  kettle  tied  to  his  tail. 

I  bought  him  from  a  circus  man. 

He  drinks  milk  from  a  china  cup, 
H«  stands  upon  his  front  feet. 

If  I  hold  his  hind  ones  up. 
The  neighbors  call  him  a  "sooner  "  dog. 

For  he  never  misses  a  chance, 
When  sewing  machine  agents  come  around. 

He  takes  samples  out  of  their  pants. 

Chorus. 


Mixed  up  Meiodiec- 

SCKO  BT   BOB  BLAVZN. 


"Sally  in  our  alley," 

Bitting  on  our  'Front  Stoop." 
Playing  with  "Babies  on  our  block." 

Singing  "  Baby  B  got  a  tooth." 


"Johnny  Dougherty  the  tailor," 
Says  ru  grab  "  Mary  Kelly's  "  thr»at. 

In  walked  "Major  Oilfeather," 

Who  cried  "  I'll  bet  you  a  dollar  you  don't." 

Chobus. 

"Pretty  little  Jessie"  in  the  "Old  arm  chair," 

Near  the  "Fire  in  the  Grate," 
With  a  "  Pitcher  of  Beer,"  you  may  ask  if 

she's  "Going  far," 

The  "Major"  puts  it  on  the  shite. 
I'll  meet  "  Sally  Horner  "  on  the  corner. 

She's  "  Widow  Dunn's "  step-daughtor, 
There's  many  a  man  on  the  islnud  to-day 

Because  ho  wouldn't  ttilA  water. 

"Johnny  Morgan's"  little  sister 

Kissed  little  "Baby  mine," 
"  Dora  Deune."  you'd  better  go  home. 

You'll  bo  "Locked  out  after  nine." 
"The  Bogie  Man  "  will  put  you  in 

"The  Order  of  Full  M»ons," 
While  sleeping  in  a  yard  to  let, 

1  thought  of  nil  these  tunes.  Chorus. 

Parody  on,  Are  you  Going  Far  This  Evenin.g 

WBITTZM  AXO  BUNO  BT  BOB  SLAVEH. 


My  true  love  lives,  I  know  not  where. 

Last  evening  I  did  call,  . 

I  stood  beneath  her  window  * 

And  loudly  I  did  bawl. 
She  did  not  stay  at  the  window. 

But  something  at  me  threw, 
I  tried  to  gasp  and  catch  my  breath. 

For  I  was  wet  clean  through. 

I,        '  -,;/  ■■  ,'  '■    :         Chobos. 

"  It's  raining  hard  this  evening,  .       , 

Very  hard,  grease  and  lard  1' 
Y^ou  bet,  I  was  wet ! 

Booms  to  let — Clarinet  I 

I  did  not  meet  her  onoe  again. 

Till  I  saw  her  on  a  boat, 
The  boiler  burst  and  every  one 

Waa  overboard  afloat. 
I  had  a  life-preserver  on 

That  kept  me  floating  round. 
She  hAd  none,  so  amused  hersielf 

A-bobbing  up  and  dowa. 

Chobvb. 

I  says,  "Can  you  swim  this  evening?* 
She  says  "No,"  "Then  down  you  go 

Like  a  stone,  all  alone," 

I  heard  her  groan  "Sea-Foam." 

Save  at  the  Spigot  and  Waste  at  the  Bong. 

W0BD8  BT  T.  D.  C.  Mn.I.KB.       MUSIC  BT  J.  8CHWXNSKCK. 
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My  father  oft  told  us  when  I  was  a  boy, 
That  waste  would  bring  want,  but  to  save 

would  bring  joy; 
To  make  it  more  plain  he  would  show  us  haw  he 
Had  wasted  a  fortune  by  being  too  free. 
I  thought  he  was  wrong,  now  I  know  he  was  right, 
In  life's  lonely  journey,  it's  money  makes  might. 
And  foolish  are  they  who  contented  have  sung. 
We'll  save  at  the  spigot  and  waste  at  the  bung. 

Chobus. 

To  waste  is  to  want,  then  take  warning  and  save, 
And  go  down  in  peace  to  the  calm  of  the  grave. 
Thrice  happy  is  he  who  with  feeling  has  sung. 
Don't  save  at  the  spigot  and  waste  at  the  bung. 

A  young  man  has  health  and  good  fortune  to  cheer 
While  on  through  life's  breakers  his  bark 

ho  will  steer. 
He  dresses  with  taste  and  he  dines  like  a  lord, 
And  lives  in  a  style  but  a  few  can  afiiord  i,- 


He  runs  into  debt,  and  his  oreditors  say 
He's  going  the  wrong  road,  a  very  poor  pay. 
And  men  for  less  crime  have  been  ruthlessly  hung 
Who  save  at  the  spigot  and  waste  at  the  bung. 

Chorus. 

Now  father  was  right  when  he  taught  us  to  save. 
And  wise  was  the  counsel  our  dear  parent  gave; 
Some  squander  their  all,  and  it  brings  them 

to  grief, 
And  friendless,  forlorn,  they  must  beg  for  lelief. 
But  give  us  good  health  and  enough  work  to  do, 
And  then  we  will  paddle  our  own  frail  atnoe; 
And  scorn  the  advice  that  for  ages  lias  sung, 
To  save  at  the  spigot  and  waste  at  the  bung. 

Chorus. 


Brothers  Dobkin- 

WOBDfl  BT  JOHN  T.  XKLLT.    MUSIO  BT  JOHN  BIUHAM, 
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Oh !  we're  the  brother's  Dobkin  and  we 

doesn't  care  by  jove. 
So  long  as  we  get  three  meals  each  day. 
We're  called  two  blarsted  Englishmen,  two 

regular  crooked  coves. 
It  makes  no  odds  what  people  think  or  say. 
We  were  bom  in  Lancashire, ^our  accent 

does  prove  queer. 
To  think  of  those  days  they  always  make 

us  smile; 
How  the  lads  would  dance  and  sing,  and 

make  the  old  clogs  ring, 
For  they're  the  chaps  could  do  it  up  in  style. 
Chobus.  | 

So  to-night  we  took  a  notion  to  put  our 

feet  in  motion, 
Sit  up  straight  and  listen  for  awhile; 
We'll  endeavor  to  show  to  you,  in  a  style 

that's  somewhat  new, 
Some  clog  steps  in  good  old  English  style. 

Ah  I  at  sparring  we're  two  good  ones,  at 

cards  we  take  the  cake. 
At  billiards  we  were  never  beat  a  game; 
We  can  row  a  boat  or  swim,  no  matter 

what's  the  stake. 
We're  bound  to  win  the  money  just  the  same. 
But  of  all  the  games  we  play  to  carry  us  away, 

And  cheer  our  spirits  up  when  we're  feeling  blue 
Is  whenever  we  get  a  chanee  for  to  try  a 

little  dance. 
And  rattle  off  an  English  step  or  two.        Cho. 

The  Oreenhorn- 

WOBOa  AKD  MUaiO  BT  J.  E.  ITUBPHT. 


We  just  dropped  in  to  see  you,  friends. 

And  hope  you  are  all  well. 
And  of  our  emigration 

To  you  we'll  quickly  tell. 
We  leh  our  native  country 

For  to  cross  the  briny  sea. 
For  to  try  and  better  our  fortune  here 

In  sweet  America. 

Chobus.  !  - 

Then  we  can't  forget  old  Ireland,  and  the 

Paddies  evermore. 
And  the  rosy  Irish  losses  so  enchanting, 
And  the  merry  happy  dances  we  had  upon  the  floor 
When  we  kicked  away  the  boards  with 

our  dancing. 

There's  a  land  that's  in  this  world,  my  boys. 

We're  praying  hard  to  see,  .,    , 

And  we  hope  it  won't  be  very  long      -•■■■■'„■; 

Before  that  she  is  free. 
For  her  rivers  her  hills  and  her  valleys, 

Are  so  beautiful  and  grand, 
We  would  like  to  go  bock  home  again 

To  our  own  dear  native  land.  Chorus. 


•s.- 


Fnusian  Emigrants. 

BUSO  BT  THX  PX7TCH   KXMDZZf. 

corzusBT,  1881,  bt  mbs.  rAcuanc  laxmrn. 

ALL  BIGHTS   BESEBTSO. 


THE    SIIVOERS'    JOIJRIVAI.. 


They  say  T  look  well  nnd  m}'  walk  is  neat, 
They  uy  will  he  tumble,  he  ought  not  to  grnmble 
For  he  taokles  the  free  lunch  af  tripe  and 

pig's  foet, 

CBOBrtu 
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Just  listen  to  us  people, 

Don't  make  no  laugh  or  shout, 
Und  vot  we're  going  to  sing  about. 

You  quickly  will  find  out. 
We  just  now  cnme  from  Deitcher  Ixoid, 

You  Clin  tell  dot  by  a  glance; 
From  Frankfort  on  der  Rhine  we  oame, 

Two  Prussian  Emigrants.* 

When  we  Ian 'led  by  der  Battery, 

Der  ship  ('   ',  brought  us  out; 
De  people  go   around  us, 

Und  coniiii  aced  to  laugh  and  shout. 
Dey  treated  us  to  lager  beer, 

Und  ask  us  for  to  dance; 
We  give  dree  cheers  for  Deitcher  land, 

Uud  de  Prussian  Emigrants. 

We're  going  to  start  a  beer  saloon. 

We  hope  you  all  will  call; 
We're  going  to  have  a  grand  blow  oud, 

Und  wind  up  mit  a  ball. 
Mit  plenty  of  good  lager  beer, 

Und  music  for  to  dance  ;^ 
So  come  along  und  have  some  fun, 

Mit  do  Prussian  Emigrants. 


Off  for  America. 

BY  HXBBZ  MENDEL.  MUSIC  BT  PBOr.  F.  BPZBE. 

DONE  ONLY  BY  THE  DUTCH  MENDEL's, 

HABBT  k  LEOVIE. 
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We're  going  away  to  leave  our  bom«,  ^ 

Going  to  America; 
Times  are  Lard  in  Germanie, 

We  can  no  longer  stay. 
In  a  great  big  ship  across  theses. 

Deck  passage  we  will  take; 
Vere  going  to  America  shore, 

Und  a  fortune  quick  we'll  mabe. 
Oh  !  ve'll  be  across  de  ocean  sure. 

In  two  weeks  from  to-day ; 
De  Khip  is  ready  now^  Bail, 

Off  for  America. 

Und  ven  ve're  der  a  short  time,  vy, 

Ve  Ton't  be  poor  like  here, 
Ve  soon  vill  own  a  house  und  farm, 

Und  smch  dings  never  fear. 
Und  den  some  morning  early, 

Ven  de  birds  are  singing  gay,  * 

I'll  be  de  father  of  a  family, 

In  dot  America. 
So  now  to  you  well  bid  go«d-bye, 

Ve  ^ot  to  go  avay, 
De  ship  is  ready,  to-night  we  sail 

Off  for  America. 


Con  Donahue- 


bt  m.  j.  cothb.  of  6bedhan  k  cotne. 
aib:  mt  mabtann. 


Oh  I  give  me  your  attention  and  to  yon 

I'll  mention- 
I'll  tell  yon  the  trouble  that  happened  to  me; 
I've  been  disrespected,  my  character  molested 

By  a  gang  on  the  comer  whenever  I  see. 
Oh  1  they  say  that  my  breeches  needs 

a  oouple  of  stUches, 


Oh  1  now  that  they  grieve  me. 

Now  would  you  bdieve  me, 
The  day  that  they  met  me  they  always  will  rue; 

I'll  tear  them,  I'll  beat  them, 

I'll  fight  them  I'll  eat  them. 
Ab  sure  as  my  name  it  is  Con  Donahue. 

Oh  !  the  quicker  or  sooner  I  take  a  big  schooner. 
And  pack  up  my  trunks  and  cross  the  blue  sea. 
I  will  not  be  fretting,  but  home  I'll  be  getting,  ' 

To  see  all  my  folks  whom  are  dearer  to  me. 
And  when  my  dear  mother,  my  sisters 

and  brothers. 
When  they  will  see  me  they  won't  know 

what  to  do; 
But  with  the  gang  I'll  get  even  before  I'll 

be  leaving. 
As  true  as  my  name  it  is  Con  Donahue.     Cho. 

i         Write  to  Me  Often.        ;  . 

BONO  BX  JOHN  HESMAB. 

Write  to  me  often,  I'm  lonel^md  sad, 
Your  letters  are  welcome  they  make  my  heart  glad 
I  don't  think  of  hardships  wherever  I  roam, 
They  bring  me  glad  news  from  the  loved 

ones  at  home. 
Tears  fill  mine  eyes  when  I'm  reading  each  line, 
Joy  fills  this  poor  wandering  sad  heart  of  mine; 
'Twill  make  my  heart  happy  and  banish  all  pain, 
Oh !  write  to  me  often,  write  soon  again. 

Write  to  me  often  wherever  it  be, 

Tell  me  of  mother,  you  know  it  was  she 

Who  kissed  me  the  last  kiss  then  asked  me  to  wait 

Then  kissed  me  again  at  the  little  brown  gate. 

Tell  me  of  father  and  dear  little  Nell, 

If  only  to  say  the  loved  ones  are  well; 
Send  kisses  and  blessings  to  me  at  Loraine, 

Oh  !  write  to  me  oft«&,  write  soon  again. 

Over  the  Beantiihl  Eiver. 

W0BD6  BT  IDA  SCOTT  TATLOB.      MUSIC  BY  H.  P.  DANKR. 
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Over  the  river,  the  swift  flowing  river. 

Loved  ones  are  watching  and  waiting,  I  ween; 
Where  the  waves  lie  in  the  sunlight  a-qtiiver. 

Kissing  the  shore  with  its  fringes  of  green. 
Over  the  river  soft  zephers  are  sighing. 

Wafting  the  fragrance  of  summer  afar; 
Flowers  never  fade,  and  sweet  bird  songs 

are  ringing, 

Nothing  can  ever  that  peacefnlness  mar. 

Choeus. 
Over  the  river,  the  beautiful  river,      . 
Brightness  and  verdure  in  visions  Isef  j 
Over  the  river,  that  glad  shining  river. 
Near  ones  and  dear  ones  are -waiting  forme. 

Over  the  river,  the  fair  peaceful  river. 

Streams  the  rich  glory  from  heaven  above. 
Out  from  the  throne  of  the  Author  and  Giver, 

Bathing  each  being  in  dew  drops  of  love. 
Over  the  river  no  shadows  are  creeping. 

Everything  glows  in  the  gold  of  the  sun ; 
E'en  the  soft  tint  of  the  water  a-Bleeping, 

Changes  to  sunlight,  thr^y  mingle  m  one. 

Chorus. 

Over  the  river  sweet  voice.s  are  calling, 

•    Over  the  river  low  harp  notes  are  rung,      '-  - 

Over  the  river  soft  music  is  falling 

Over  the  rivnr  grand  anthems  are  sung. 
Over  the  rivev,  the  smooth  restful  river,  ,' 

Lie  the  still  fleets  ne'er  to  tosf-  any  more;'  •   "   * 
There  in  the  glory  their  snowy  ^ail8  quiver. 

Anchored  at  last  on  the  ever  green  snore. 

Chorus. 


McSwegan'a  Family. 

BT    70HN  SBEEBAK.      OF  KBEEHAN  *  OOTITE. 


Now  lend  me  your  ears,  and  111  sinff  you  »  song, 
I'll  t«ll  you,  my  friends,  how  I  get  Wong; 
With  a  family  of  six,  three  girls  and  tnree  boys, 
God  bless  them,  they're  healthy  and  fat  for 

their  >iee; 
Ilanorah  comes  first,  a  daisy  is  she. 
She's  always  a  waltzing  wherever  she  may  be; 
Then  there's  sweet  Mary  Ann  bo  neat  and  bo  fat. 
She  told  me  she  was  gone  on  Mtildoon's 

brother  Pat. 

Chobub. 

Tral-al-la-le,  tra-al-la-le,  " ' 

McSwcgan  from  Mayo,  behold  him  in  me; 

Tra-al-la-le,  tra-al-la-le, 
Faith  I  am  the  dad  of  a  fine  family. 

Now  there's  little  Kitty,  the  smallest  of  all. 
When  I  come  from  labor  she  loudly  will  bawl; 
Cheese  it  cully,  you  belter  go  west. 
When  I  bid  her  Ktop,  she'll  Kay  give  us  a  re«t 
Now  there's  my  son  Jamesy,  so  big  and  so  brave. 
He  has  a  fine  job  which  I  don't  think  hell  leave; 
He  drinks  no  bad  whiskey,  and  he's  r.ever  outUt« 
An4  he's  going  to  marry  his  big  cousin  Kate. 

CbornB. 

There's  Johnny  and  Jerry,  they  both  go  to  school, 
They're  fine  little  fellows  and  make  it  a  rule 
Tc  chew  no  tobacco,  nor  smoke  cigarettes. 
They  are  going  to  join  Father  MaUiew  Cadets. 
Oh.!  I'm  so  happy  I  think  I'll  go  wild, 
To  know  that  I'll  soon  have  another  fine  child; 
Yes,  another  McSwegan  will  soon  be  at  hand. 
Then  we'll  have  a  big  christening,  the  best 

in  the  land. 
Chorus. 


Sweet  Irene-       ;   ,     ; , 

BY  ABCBIE  DELMAVTNO.      BUNO  BT  THE  DXUIAMlNCiH. 

Oh  !  the  moon  is  out  to-night, 

Sweet  Irene; 
My  heart  beats  with  delight,         ^  :  v 

Dear  Irene;  H        '"^ 

I  am  lingering  by  the  well. 
And  I've  something  sweet  to  tell. 
When  we  wander  thro' the  dell,  \:-'^. 

Sweet  Irene.  >  - 

Cbobub.  i" 

Sweet  Irene,  (sym.)  dear  Irene,  (sym.) 

Gently  whisper,  tell  me  darling,  thou  art  mine; 
Sweet  Irene,  (sym.)  dear  Irene,  (sym.) 

Gently  whisper,  teU  me  dearest,  thou  art  mine. 

Underneath  the  old  oak  tree, 

Sweet  Irene; 
I  have  whispered  love  to  thee. 

Dear  Irene.  *  V 

I  said  Id  be  here  at  eight, 
Down  by  the  garden  gate,     .        ..      .  ^ 
For  your  answer  to  await,  !    '       ' 

Sweet  Irene.  >T'       -  f 


^  ^♦^  ^ 


The  Lively  Pair. 

Here  we  are  two  dandv  guys,  ' 

We  manufacture  arsnic  pies,  :...,:> 

Two  lively  nigger  dancinffjcoves. 
All  dressed  up  in  somebody  else's  olothes, 
We  carry  a  razor  in  our  aocks,  ; 
Onr  cheeks  are  harder  than  iron  rocks. 
We  are  trying  to  rafSe  the  small  pvz. 
Our  heads  are  bald  upon  the  toy. 
They  tried  to  use  us  for  a  mop, 
We  put  on  style  with  our  dirty  eoUu, 
In  our  pocket  not  a  dollar. 
You  bet  we  can't  be  beat. 

We  r;in  walk  upon  our  ear. 
Of  bad  whiskex  we  have  no  fear. 
We.  <-«t  on  CLristmaa  once  a  year. 
Don't  yon  think  we  are  too  new, 
We  pawned  our  hat  t/>  buy  some  booae, 
Onr  ijarents  are  Irisli,  onr  friends  are  Jews, 
And  •^■e  oev<>r  T"ore  no  shoes. 
So  we'll  jxij;  ^>o^l-by*. 


:j 
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She  Smil'd  as  we  Crossed  on  the 
Hobok'n  Ferry- 
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I  met  her  while  n&nntering  down  old  Broadway, 
And  felt  in  my  heart  that  the  deuce  waH  to  pay, 
I  looked  straight  at  her  and  she  l*oked 

straight  at  me, 
And  both  were  hard  hit  the  obserrers  could  see. 
She  tamed  to  the  right  and  I  followed  her  slow, 
And  then  to  the  Hobokcn  ferry  did  go; 
With  eyes  soft  and  bright,  and  her  cheeks 

like  a  eherry. 
She  smiled  as  we  crossed  on  the  Hoboken  Ferry. 

Chobus. 

Her  smile  was  so  sweet  that  I  love  to  repeat, 
My  heartfelt  emotion  when  first  we  did  meet, 
Her  eyes  were  so  bright  imd  her  cheeks 

like  a  cherry. 
She  smiled  as  we  crossed  o'er  the  Hoboken  Ferry. 

The  next  time  I  met  her  was  down  on  the  beach. 
With  one  who  kept  beauing  her  round  like  a  leech 
That  sort  of  a  fellow  with  money  to  loon. 
But  who  could  not  purchase  the  brains  he 

could  own. 
I  looked  straight  at  her,  and  she  slyly  looked  back 
As  much  as  to  nay  I  will  give  him  the  sack  ! 
I  felt  like  a  man  who  had  drank  too  much  sherry, 
Her  smile  was  as  sweet  as  when  crossing  the  ferry. 

Chorns.  ^ 

The  last  time  I  met  her  in  Barnum's  big  show. 
For  one  so  hard  hit,  'twas  a  terrible  "go," 
She  rode  round  the  ring  by  the  side  of  the  clown,  i 
And  when  1  looked  sweet,  she  looked  back 

with  a  frown, 
I  thought  of  that  hour  when  first  we  did  meet. 
As  blindly  I  followed  her  Jersej'-ward  feet; 
Her  eyes  had  grown  dim,  and  her  cheeks 

painted  cherry. 
No  smile  lit  her  face  as  when  crossing  the  ferry. 

('horns. 

I  knaw  it  was  folly  to  look  at  her  eyes 
And  t'^nk  they  were  brighter  than  stars 

Y^  B  the  skies, 

I  feebtUat  her  lips  were  not  made  for  my  kiss, 
But,(oJ!  how  my  heart  yearns  for  jnst 

V—J  "  suoh  pure  bliss. 

I  never  regret  that  long  walk  down  Broadway, 
When  Cupid  was  round,  and  the  deuce  was  to  pay; 
Her  eyes  were  so  bright  and  her  eheeks 

like  a  cherry. 
And  sweet  were  her  smiles  crossing 

Hoboken  Ferry 
Chorus. 


"lis  Then  Sweetheart.   I'll  Dream  ot  Thee- 
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The  tide  comes  in,  Mie  tide  goes  ont. 

On  shore  I  watch  its  ebb  and  flow; 
When  none  but  strangers  are  abont, 

I  dream  as  out  the  billows  go. 
The  song  of  waves  I  love  to  hear. 

That  low  sad  music  of  the  sea; 
My  sleep  has  brou(,'ht  me  peaceful  calm, 

Tis  then,  sweetheart  I'll  dream  of  thee. 
The  Kong  t)f  waves  J  love  to  bear, 

TLe  low  sad  music  of  the  s»>«« 
The  !.onii  of  waves  I  love  to  he-ir, 

TLat  hiv  sad  omsic  of  the  sea; 
.\nd  wh*n  it  oharj)is  my  list'ning  ear, 


'Tis  then  sweetheart,  I'll  dream  of  thee, 
I'll  dream  of  thee. 

I  love  my  home  down  by  the  sea, 

Where  I  may  waloH  for  sail  and  spar; 
Or  idly  pass  the  hours  in  glee. 

And  dream  where  shines  the  evening  star. 
The  tide  may  come,  the  tide  may  go, 

It  brings  no  hours  of  gloom  to  me; 
I  watch  thj  ever  ceaseless  flow. 

And  then  sweetheart,  I  droam  of  thee. 
The  tide  may  come,  the  tide  may  go, 

It  brings  no  hours  of  gloom  to  ue; 
The  tide  may  come,  the  tide  may  go. 

It  brings  no  hours  of  gluom  to  me. 
I  watch  the  ever  ceaseless  flow, 

And  then  sweetheart,  I  dream  of  thee, 

I  dream  of  thee. 

I  wake  when  stars  are  in  the  sky, 

And  hear  the  sailor's  glad  refrain; 
Then  comes  the  hope  that  joy  is  nigh, 

And  in  sweet  sleep  I  drciim  again. 
At  dawn  of  day  the  waves  are  calm. 

And  shells  are  on  the  sands  of  sea. 
My  sleep  Ifhs  brought  me  peacefnl  calm, 

For  then  sweetheart,  I  dreamed  of  thee. 
At  dawn  of  day  the  waves  are  calm. 

And  shells  areJH  the  sands  of  sea. 
At  dawn  of  day  ine  waves  are  calm. 

And  shells  are  on  the  sands  of  sea. 
My  sleep  has  brought  me  peaceful  calm, 

For  then  sweetheart  I  dreamed  of  thee. 

I  dreamed  of  thee. 


Lancashire  Factory  Lads- 
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Here  we  are  two  factory  lads, 

From  Lano»shire  we  came; 
Our  parents  in  the  cotton  mill 

Are  working  now  at  home. 
But  trade  was  slack,  and  pay  was  bad. 

So  they  sent  ns  here 
To  try  and  show  yon  all  the  way 

They  danc*  in  Lancashire. 

f^noBUfl. 

We  will  make  the  wooden  clogs  go,  tap,  tap,  tap. 

If  yon'll  but  give  a  cheer. 

And  'twill  give  us  great  delight, 

To  show  you  here  to-night, 

How  they  dance  in  Lancashire. 

When  at  night  onr  work  is  done. 

We  dance  ont  on  the  green. 
The  lads  and  lassies  all  are  there. 

With  smiling  faces  seen. 
Now  we've  told  you  all  our  histery. 

If  you  think  ns  sincere. 
Bestow  your  kind  applause  npea 

These  lads  frQpi  Lancashire.  ChMms. 


I'll  Never  tee  my  Poodle  Dog  Again. 


BT  TOMlfT  TUCKIB. 


TO  WnXIZ  WBDWAVe. 


Once  I  had  a  poodle  who  eonld  whistle 

Yankee  Be«41e, 
Do  a  double  clog  or  song  and  dance  with  ease; 
Chew  tobacco  like  a  major,  drain  beer  kegs 

like  a  ganfer. 
Whene'er  he  wasn't  wrestling  with  his  fleaa; 
His  tiiil  it  stood  out  straight  like  the 

handle  of  a  plough. 
His  ey^-s  they  w*re  the  color  of  the  grass, 
.Vnd  the  reason  th->t  he's  tnisaed  upon  the 

streets  now. 
Is  to  canine  heaven  he  got  a  free  pass. 


Cbobus. 
He'll  never  chew  np  rats,  or  juggle  thomas  eats, 
'TWAS  with  my  new  revolver  he  was  slain; 
To  madness  1  was  goaded,  and  I  didn't 

know  it  was  loftded. 
But  I'll  never  see  my  poodle  dog  again. 

He  eonld  talk  Hebrew  and  Danish,  Italian 

French  or  Spanish, 
Parse  a  sentence  jnst  as  good  as  me  or  you ; 
At  cards  be  was  a  joker,  played  seven  up 

and  poker, 
And  every  other  game  that  isn't  new,^ 
He'd  get  paralyzed  drank  with  the  boys 

most  every  night. 
From  laughing  at  him  I  couldn't  then  refrain; 
But  now  he's  dead  and  buried,  yes, 

vanished  from  my  sight. 
And  I'll  never  sec  Ay  poodle  dog  again.        Cho. 

On  Sunday  mom  it  seems  I  was  woke  np 

in  my  dreams. 
By  a  terrible  racket  at  our  front  door; 
So  I  grabbed  my  seven  shooter,  also  my  \ 

wife's  dress  flnter, 
For  I  thought  there  were  six  burglars  there 

or  more. 
The  noise  it  didn't  stop  so  I  fired  off  a  shot. 
And  then  I  heard  a  moan  as  if  in  pain; 
When  I  looked  out  the  door,  laid  stiff  was 

my  poor  Dot, 
And  111  never  see  my  poodle  dog  again.        CJjo. 

De  Lord  Delivered  Daniel. 

STNO  BT  THI  OLYMPIA  QUABTETrB, 


He  delivered  Daniel  from  de  lion's  den, 

Jonah  from  de  belly  of  de  whale, 
An  de  Hebrew  children  from  de  fiery  furnace, 

And  why  not  every  man. 

Chobus. 

Didn't  my  Lord  deliver  Doniel? 

Daniel,  Daniel, 
Didn't  my  Lord  deliver  Daniel  ? 

Then  why  not  every  man  ?  (Repeat.) 

You  may  go  dis  way  you  may  go  dat  way, 

You  may  pr>  from  door  to  door, 
If  yon  haven't  got  de  goodness  of  d*  Lord 

in  your  heart 

De  debbil  will  catch  you  sure,  Chqrns. 

The  debbil  threw  a  stone  at  me,  J. 

He  threw  it  for  to  kill  me; 
De  stone  missed  me,  rolled  dowm  de  hill. 

An  I  rolled  into  glory.  Chorns. 


Shout  Loud  Brethem. 

BT  JAS.  OABB,  FOB  TBf  QCTMrZA  QPABTEITE. 


Oh !  the  people  am  gathered,  an'  will  soon 

be  blest, 

And  we'll  all  shout  plory; 
'Twill  suit  dem  shoutin'  Methodists, 

Bredderen,  all  shont  loud. 
Oh  I  the  Baptists  an'  others'll  soon  jioe  in. 

And  we'll  all  shout,  glory; 
An'  all  you  sianers'll  be  saved  from  sin, 

Bredderen,  shont  loud. 

OaoBra.  .    I  -      - 

Oh  !  brother,  won't  yon  Ited  me  a  wing  ! 

Sisters,  eemmenoe  to  sing! 

Shoutin' new  will  soon  begin,  |      =  ' 

Bredderen,  all  sbont  loud.  Kepeat. 

i 
Oh  !  what  will  yen  de  when  de  great  day  cemes 

When  we'll  all  shout  glory; 
WId  de  blowin'  of  trumpets  and  de 

bangin'  of  drums. 

Bredderen,  all  shont  lond. 
'lis  many  poor  sinners'll  be  cotohed  ont  late. 

And  we'll  all  shont  glory; 
And  dey'll  find  no  key  in  de  golden  g.-.te, 

Bredderen,  all  shont  loud.  Cho^u^. 


I 
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Fahey's  old  Plug  Hat 

VARODT  ON  "  WID«W  KQLUJ's  OOAT." 
BT  wnXIX  WILDWATE.  BtJKO  BT  TOW  AHD  HS. 


There's  Fahey.  »  baehlor,  who  lives  in  this  oity, 

Tn  a  tenement  hoas«  on  the  east  side  of  town; 
Althongh  he's  a  tarrier,  considered  quite  witty, 

Is  ihis  old  man  that  the  youngsters  call  "  Brown. 
Oh  !  his  old  a^ed  father,  ten  years,  now,  or  oyer, 

Like  Lis  forefather's  all,  a  sound  damocrat; 
Whon  he  died  he  willed  oves,  in  the  month 

of  October, 

His  own  favorite  tile,  his  old  bonny  ping  hat. 
Chobus. 

Ila,  ha,  ha,  ah,  ah,  ahft, 
'Twas  brouKht  from  Ireland,  his  own  darling 

Ila,  brt,  ha,  ah,  nh,  aha, 
His  favorite  tilo,  his  old  bonny  plug  hat. 

Snra  in  every  paiiide,  on  the  day  of  St.  Patrick, 

It  sbines  in  the  march,  like  a  big  thing  of  life. 
In  passinji  the  female's,  Jumie'd  do  the  hat  trick, 

One  glance  at  his  eye,  and  envy  was  rife. 
The  Ki^JiK  on  the  corner  with  politeness  scanty, 
Would  stop  him,  and  guy  him,  and  call  him 

'•  old  Pat;" 
But  he'd  walk  on  quite  calmly,  till  he'd 

reach  his  shanty, 
And  deposite  with  care,  his  bonny  plug  hat. 
-^. :   -■-■:■•■     Chorus. 

In  Tammany  Hall,  boys,  "mong  tLo  politicians. 

Sure  Fahey's  old  plug  shines  pre-eminent; 
To  cover  up  Jamesy  is  one  of  its  mi.ssions, 

In  a  style  that  excites  great  comment. 
Tbe  great  boss,  John  Ktlly  admired  it  greatly. 

And  e'en  proffered  to  buy  it  at  that. 
But  Jamesy  refused  him,  and  answered  sedately, 

'Twas  his  favorite  tile,  his  bonuy  plug  hat. 

Chorus. 

Each  shindy  and  party,  ev'ry  dance  and  raffle. 

This  famous  old  plug  hat  is  sure  to  be  there; 
Sure  its  beauty  and  style,  the  hatters  will  baffle, 
Its  equal  they  can't  make,  though  tried 

everywhere. 
He  christened  it  Jennie,  affcer  a  sweet  creature, 

A  female  with  whom  he'd  many  a  spat; 
Though  he's  twenty-five  summers,  and 

wrinkled  his  features. 
He  loves  his  old  tile,  his  bonny  plug  hat. 

Chorus. 

Brave  Benham,  the  copper,  |U>om  small 

boys  call  "  crazy," 
One  night  in  a  storm,  'twas  the  first  in  the  year; 
With  Timoney's  whiskey,  which  made  him 

quite  hazy. 
Mistook  Fahey's  hat  for  a  sexel  of  beer. 
A  chance  for  promotion,  with  quick  locomotien. 

But  his  gradiloquent  ideas  soon  fell  flatt 
When  ha  saw  the  old  fossil  who  caused  the 

oommosion. 
With  his  favorite  tile,  his  bonny  plug  hat. 

Choms. 


m  ^^>  ^ 


Ain't  Been  Home  in  a  Good  While. 

BT  nU»H  MACS. 
ST7KO  BT  TBX  OLT3CFIA  QUAB'IX'ITE. 


I  remember  one  day,  one  judgement  da/T 

W«  ain't  been  home  in  a  good  while; 
De  good  Lord  washed  my  sins  away, 

we  ain't  been  home  in  a  good  whiie. 
I  remember  one  day  about  twelve  o'clock. 

Ain't  been  home  in  a  good  while; 
De  good  Lord  placed  me  on  a  solid  rock. 

Ain't  been  home  in  a  good  while. 
Chobus. 

©h  !  my,  am  I  bom  to  die. 

Oh  !  my.  I  ain't  been  home  in  a  goodwhila; 
Oh !  my,  am  I  bom  to  die, 

Oh  !  my,  I  ain't  be«n  home  in  a  good  while. 

I  chased  ole  Bntan  right  np  a  hill. 
Ain't  been  home  in  a  good  while; 

I  ¥efct  him  h^q  bad  dat  he  couldn't  stan'  still, 
Ain't  b«en  home  in  a  good  while. 


I  hail  de  Lord  and'  de  good  Lord  come. 
Ain't  been  home  in  a  good  while; 

Satan  took  to  his  heels  and  ran. 
Ain't  been  home  in  a  good  while.      GbemB. 

Tve  got  a  little  book  and  I've  read  it  throagh. 

Ain't  been  home  in  a  good  while; 
I  love  de  good  Lord  as  well  as  yon. 

Ain't  been  home  in  a  good  while. 
I'm  going  away,  bnt  I'll  come  back  soon, 

Ain't  been  home  in  a  good  '^shile; 
I'll  sweep  my  soul  with  tbe  gospel  broom, 

Ain't  been  home  in  a  good  while.       Chorus. 


Boll  on  and  £ock- 

SUNCJBT  THX  OliTMPIA  QUABIETTB. 

6  _____ 

:•  .       ■        Ist  TKNOB. 

Where  have  you  been,  my  brother, 
Since  yoabeen  so  long  gone  ? 

-■  ■',■■•'::-■.."■.■  i  Basso.         '•'  ■    "^  .-■ 

I've  been  with  my  sister  Nance, 
Doin'  a  double  song  and  dance. 
An'  my  body  keeps  a-roUin'  along. 

:   Chabus.     aiid.  Temob.  , 

Keep  on  a-rollin'  and  a-rockin'  dem  in  yottr  arms, 

Rollin'  an'  a-rockki'  dem  in  your  arms. 

Keep  on  a-rollin'  and  a-rockin'  dem  in  your  arms. 

In  de  arms  of  Moses, 
Keep  on  a-rollin'  and  a-rocking  dem  in  your  arms, 
Bollin'  and  a-rockin'  dem  in  your  arms, 
Keep  on  a-rollin'  and  a-rockin'  dem  in  your  arms, 

In  de  arms  of  Moses. 

2nd.  Tei»or  : 

Where  have  you  been  my  brother, 
Since  you  been  so  long  gone  ? 

Basso.  ;■'-'; 

I've  been  on  Thompson  Street, 
Leamin' nigger  bass. 

An'  my  body  keeps  a-rollin'  along.  -^ 

(2nd.  Tenor)  Keep  on,  io. 

Babitone. 

Where  have  you  been  my  brother,# 
Since  you  been  so  long  gone  ? 

::'■•  .f  V  •.  Basso.       ■'■■'■;.:.■  ■■"'■'  ■ 

I've  been  down  in  jail, 

Awaitin'  for  my  bail. 

An'  my  body  keeps  a-rollin'  along. 

(2nd.  Tenoi)  Keep  on,  Ac 


Hal-1-l-Leiujah. 

WOBDS  AKD  MUSIC  BT  HUGH  MACK  A  BARBT  MOBBIS. 
BUNG  BT  THE    OLTMPIA  QUABTBTTE. 


I  live  in  de  country,  ,. 

I  went  to  de  well, 
A  snake  crawled  up  my  trouser  legs,       '  ' 

But  I  gave  dat  ole  snake— Hal-l-I-leltijah. 

Cbobus. 

Ole  €rip  Liza  Coon, 

I  would  Boqper  marry  yon 

Dan  marry  ole  Miss  Bloom. 

Gip  Liza,  ole  Gip  Liza  Coon,     s  • 

I  would  sooner  marry  yon 

Dan  marry  ole  Miss  Bloom. 

Georgie  Washington  was  a  great  man, 

A  lie  he'd  never  tell, 
Bnt  when  he  got  dat  hatchet. 

Didn't  he  give  dat  cherry  tree — Hal-1-l-lenjah. 

Choms. 

Doctor  Tanner  fasted  forty  days. 

Some  think  it  was  a  sell,       ,. , 
But  when  de  time  was  np         •  ' 

Didn't  he  give  dat  watermelon— Hal-l-Menjah. 

Choms. 


Hard  Shell  Baptist. 

KWO  BT  TKB    OLTXriA  QTUBTXTTS. 


1st  Tenob. 
I've  got  a  sister  in  de  wildemesa. 

All. 
De  wilderness,,  de  wildemeoa.  ■>  . 

•*  2nd.  Tenob. 

I've  got  a  brother  in  the  wilderness. 

ALL.  '.•'' 

Working  for  de  Lord. 

Babttokb. 
I've  got  a  cousin  in  de  wilderness, 
De  wilderness,  dc  wilderness. 

Basso. 

I've  got  an  undo  on  do  Bowery, 
WorlEing  against  de  Lord. 

Cbobi's. 
Hard  shell  Baptist,  git  out  of  de  wildemesit, 
Git  out  of  de  wilderness,  git  out  of  de  wildemeM 
Hard-shell  Ba])tiBt,  git  out  de  wildemeu, 
AVait  for  de  Lord.  (Repeat ) 

Ist    Tehob.  ;.?*■  V 
Didn't  my  Lord  deliver  brother  Daniel. 


Brother  Daniel,  brother  Daniel. 

2nd.  Tenor. 
Yes,  my  Lord  delivcnd  brotfher  Dasiel, 

All. 
'Cause  he  was  on  de  side  of  de  Lord. 

liABITONE. 

But  de  Lord  He  didn't  like  Pharoah, 
LikePharob,  like  Pharoh.  i- 

Basso. 
And  my  Lord  He  didn't  like  keno,' 
'Cause  it  was  against  de  Lord.  Chortu. 

^  *m*  ^      

The  Palace  Upon  the  RookSi 

WBITTEN  BT    JACK  ceNBOT. 


i 


Pat  McAllister  of  Harlem  Flats, 

Presents  himself  to  you; 
And  whin  he  has  on  his  Hibernian  drew, 

He  is  a  masher  too. 
A  widdy  fell  in  love  wid  me. 

In  Erie  she  has  stocks. 
She  has  a  palace  at  C3entrul  Park, 

Built  upon  the  rocks. 

Spoken;  And  every  .Sunday,  dressed  in  my 
cross  grain  de  Bashall  suit  I  visit  the  little 
palace,  chat  love  for  awhile,  she  then  calls  her 
only  son  in,  a  musical  son,  in  a  musical  voice, 
and  says — 

Chobus. 

Paddy  come  here  to  your  mother, 

That's  the  darlin'  dear; 
Don't  yon  cause  any  bother. 

Run  out  for  a  quart  of  beer. 
Don't  go  near  the  Dutchman's  avick. 

You  know  be  is  a  skin. 
But  go  round  the  comer  where  it's  obeaper 
'  and  beM«. 

Go  round  to  Teddy  McGIynn. 

I've  taken  her  trrm  to  Hoboken 

On  many  a  summer's  day; 
And  there  upon  the  Elysian  fields, 

Onr  figures  we'd  display. 
Hcr's  was  nate  and  trim,  me  boys. 

Three-fifty  was  her  weight. 
She'd  make  me  stand  outside  of  fehe  boat, 

For  she  wouldn't  fit  in  a  seat.  Chonu. 

In  a  snug  retreat  at  Central  Park, 

We  wint  one  beautiful  night. 
An'  there  we  had  a  jug  of  the  best 

Both  of  us  got  tight. 
A  policeman  he  came  along. 

And  both  of  us  took  away; 
And  next  morning  down  at  the  Tombs 


I  had  both  fisea  to  pay. 


Cboms. 


.,_  ■■"■■  •■'♦W-^,»,«<»  j^.'>^<^  ^..J«;l«:.«  -ji.    -•»' 
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(The  Publisher.) 


.     Head-qnarters. — A  hatter's  shop. 
"  Money  "  Orders.— Fares,  please. 
Nobody's  child. — The  self-made  man. 

A  bat  that  flies  without  wings. — h.  brick-bat. 

"  Lnnatie  Fringe,"  is  the  name  given  out  we:  t 
to  the  fashion  of  cropping  the  hair  nud  lettiii.; 
the  ends  hang  down  over  the  forehead. 

At  a  New  Orleans  negro  ball,  in  lien  of  "Not 
transferable,"  on  the  tickets,  a  notice  was  posted 
over  the  door,  *'  No  gentleman  admitted  nnless 
he  comes  himself." 

An  undertaker  thus  (jratefnlly  responds  to  a 
friend  who  Lad  done  him  a  faror.  —"If  you  ever 
want  a  coffin,  call  on  me.  I  shall  bo  most  happy 
to  bury  you  and  your  family  at  the  lowest  cost 
price  ! ' 

A  little  boy,  carrying  some   e^^s  home  from 
the  shop,  dropped  them.   "  Did  yon  break  any? 
asked  his  mother,  when  he  told  Lt  of  it.   "No," 
Haid  the  little  fellow;  "  but  the  nhella  came  oti' 
some  of  'em." 

Young  men  are  apt  to  think  t1 '^mselves  wise 
enough,  as  drunken  men  are  to  tL  ak  themselves 
sober  enough. 

"I'll  blow  yoti  up!"  as  the  trumpet  said  to 
the  regiment.' 

"  I'll  make  a  man  of  yon,"  as  the  scnlptor  said 
to  the  marble. 

The  woman  who  rejects  an  offfr  o.  marriapf 
practices  slight  of  hand. 

.\n  Irish  ^servant  having  carried  a  basket  <T 
game  from  his  master  to  a  friend,  waited  a  coii- 
sidprable  time  for  the  cnstuiuary  IVe;  but  i;  it 
finding  it  likely  to  appear,  scratched  his  lie..  I, 
and  said,  "Kir,  if  my  master  fihonld  say,  'Mi'.c, 
what  did  the  gentleman  eive  vou  V  what  wo;. Id 
your  honor  have  me  tell  him?" 

A  sure  way  to  have  everything  we  ,  ••  *  i  to 
■want  nothing  we  can't  get. 

Tlie  individual  who  was  accidentally  injured 
by  the  discharge  of  his  duty,  is  still  very  low.) 

Why  Ls  a  mad  bull  an  animal  of  convivial  dis- 
position ?.— Because  he  offers  a  horn  to  everyone 
he  meets. 

Men  talk  about  the  idle  wind,  biit  the  wind  is 
ftlways  busy,  and,  like  a  cheerful  farmer,  it 
whistles  at  its  work. 

Some  men  kaep  savage  dogs  about  their  house 
so  that  the  hungry  poor  who  stop  to  "get  a  bite  " 
may  get  it  outside  the  door. 

If  yon  are  truly  benerolent  and  charitable, 
perhaps  you  will,  when  yon  see  a  neighbor  in 
distress,  ask  some  other  neighbor  to  help  him. 

Be  not  satisfied  with  what  yon  ran  improve, 
nor  dissatisfied  with   vhat  yon  can't. 

A  man  who  bumps  his  head  against  that  of 
Li*;  neighbor  isn't  apt  to  think  that  two  heads 
are  berter  than  one. 

If  four  quarters  make  a  yard,  how  manj  will 
make  a  garden  ? — If  seven  days  make  a  week, 
bow  many  will  make  one  strong  ? 


Wake  np  Simon- 

WBflTm  Aim  STTNO  BT  AHDT  COUX>lt. 

Now  Gabriel  he  has  got  a  mighty  power. 

He  'ranges  evei^thing  for  ns  to  day; 
Then  he'll  toots  that  silver  horn  for  ns 

to-morrow, 

AVhy  then  nil  the  niggers  want  to  pray. 
And  if  you  are  oanght  (deeping  on  the  roadside, 

You  cun  bot^e'U  pass  yon  and  let  you  go; 
Then  the  devil  with  his  rake  and  pitchfork. 

Will  shove  you  in  that  hot  house  down  below. 
Cboitob. 

Then  wake  up  Simpn,  don't  you  get  left. 
For  the  devil  he  will  never  pass  you  by; 

He  stick  you  on  his  ttul,  and  he  run  you 

througtr^y  rail, 
And  he  land  yon  in  that  sweet  by-nnd-by. 

Now  the  colcfl^ed  people  all  go  to  glory. 

And  the  white  folks  all  stay  down  below; 
The  Italians  and  the  Chinaman  go  to  the  devil. 

For  there's  where  all  cheap  labor  ought  to  go. 
So  if  ynu  vant  to  ride  in  the  chariot. 

You  better  try  and  change  your  color  soon. 
Or  else  you'll  have  a  thousand  o<  young  devils. 

Bouncing  yon  np  in  a  baloon.        Chorus. 


;  Never  Meet  Trouble  Ha'f  Way- 
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There's  a  proverb  I've  heard,  tho'  I  cannot 

tell  where. 
But  its  truth  is  as  clear  as  the  day; 
With  a  brave,  honest  heart,  take  the  world 

on  it  comes, 
But  never  meet  trouble  half  way. 
'Twould  be  strange  if  a  cloud  never  mantled 

tho  sky, 
Or  if  summer  could  always  remain; 
And  as  strange  if  the  eye  wasnndiiueil  with  a  t«ar. 
And  the  \jeart  never  throbbed  with  a  pain. 

CnoBi's. 

Then  remember  the  proverb  whatever  yonr  lot, 

For  it's  truth  is  as  clear  as  the  day; 
With  a  brave,  honest  heart,  take  tho  world 

as  it  coanes, 

But  never  meet  trouble  half  way. 

They  arc  wrong  who  are  constantly  dreaming  of  ill 

And  are  always  desponding  and  sad. 
They  eiclude  the  bright  sunshine  of  hope 

and  delight. 

That  would  make  them  so  cheerful  and  glad. 
Les  us  gather  the  roses  that  bloom  in  our  path, 

And  enjoy  them  as  long  as  they  stay. 
'Twill  be  time  for  regret  when  they 

wither  and  fade. 

Let  us  never  meet  trouble  half  waj'.     Chorus. 

If  we  tried  as  wc  should  to  be  gentle  to  all. 

To  be  social,. warm-hearted,  and  kind. 
To  encourage  each  other  by  lock  and  by  tone. 

What  an  eden  on  earth  we  should  find. 
Let  us  banish  our  frowns  and  replace  them 

with  smiles. 

And  the  dictates  of  friendship  obey. 
Let  contentment  be  ever  the  guest  of  our  home. 

And  we'll  never  meet  trouble  half  way.    Cho. 

Don't  Take  Liberties. 


f)f  course  a  fellow  falls  in  love. 

With  thaae  things  in  his  lift, 
Tobacoo  first,  then  bitte»b«er, 

"Ihen  makes  a  girl  his  wife. 
I  love  a  girl  just  seventaen. 

As  modest  as  could  be; 
For  if  a  favor  I  should  ask, 

Hhe's  Rur^  to  say  to  me — 


*  Ohobus. 

Don't  take  liberties,  don't  take  liberties. 
Keep  your  fingers  off  I  nay;  I 

Don't  take  liberties,  don't  take  liberties. 
Don't  come  near  me  keep  away. 

My  tailor  is  on  awftil  bore, 

Ue  bothers  me  each  day; 
With  heavy  bills— at  least  a  few 

Which  I  will  never  pay. 
I  say  to  him,  look  here,  old  pal, 

I  wear  yonr  clothes  to  show 
The  public  you're  a  clever  man, 

But  pay  your  bill,  oh,  no  ! 

While  rolling  home  the  other  night, 

A  little  worse  for  beer; 
An  incident  occured  which  I 

Imagined  mighty  queer. 
Policeman  number  X.  Y.  Z, 

Accosted  me  and  said — 
Hello,  you're  drunk  again,  old  cock. 


Ohonu. 


I'll  see  you  safe  to  bed. 


Chonu. 


►»-• 


O'Rielly,  You're  Getting  on  Well. 

They  call  me  OHielly,  from  Ireland  I  came, 
I'm  hearty  and  jolly,  I  never  complain; 
And  wherever  I  go,  sure  it's  just  all  the  same, 
I  laugh  with  delight  when  the  boys  all  exdaixa. 

CaoKtTs.  \.. 

Is  that  the  OTlielly  of  whom  I've  heard  tell, 
Is  that  the  O'Rielly  who  lives  in  Stockwell, 
Can  that  be  O'Rielly  that's  togged  out  so  highly, 
Bejabbers,  O'Rielly,  you're  getting  on  well. 

Well,  I  went  to  a  party  a  short  time  ago. 
Where  the  boys  and  the  girls  were  frisky, 

yon  know, 
The  music  was  charming,  the  dancing  was  gaj'. 
But  when  I  did  enter  they  all  stopped  to  say. 

Chorus. 

At  all  the  Land  League  meetings  like  a  true 

Irish  blado, 
To  speak  out  my  mind  I  was  never  afraid. 
On  the  platform  I  stand,  but  of  course  for  a  lark. 
They  all  ]H>iiit  their  fingers,  then  quietly  remark. 

Chorus. 


Lawyer  MoUoy- 

I'm  Mister  MoUoy,  and  a  lawyer  I  am. 

And  one  of  the  best  of  my  kind; 
At  using  a  quill  for  to  make  out  a  bill,         '  : 

I'm  sure  tnat  I'm  not  far  behind. 
And  when  in  the  box  faith  I  give  such  hard  knacks 

That  judges  and  jury  all  cry 
That  he's  the  wrong  sort  to  have  in  the  court. 

They're  all  frightened  at  Lawyer  Molloy. 

CnoBrs. 


I 


I'm  Mister  Molloy  the  lawyer. 

And  a  jolly  good  lawyer  am  I, 
At  spinning  a  tale  to  save  yon  from  jail, 

I'm  sure  it'smeself  is  the  boy. 
It's  when  I  go  in  that  I'm  bound  to  win, 

My  motto  is  never  say  die. 
So  try  if  you  can  to  find  such  a  man,  .  ^' 

To  equal  ould  lawyer  Molloy. 
*«  -■.■-.■■•,- 

Some  fellows  may  boast  that  they  knew 

quite  a  host 
Of  all  sorts  of  larain'  an'  lav; 
But  I  know  quite  enough  to  give  'em  all  snuff. 

Now  what  could  a  lawyer  want  more. 
I'll  make  out  your  case  without  any  disgrace. 

And  never  be  oanght  in  a  lie. 
If  my  address  will  find,  just  bear  this  in  mind. 
And  ax  for  ould  lawyer  Molloy.  Chorus 

I  tell  yon  quite  straight  that  I  charge  six-and-eight 

For  any  advice  that  I  give, 
I  always  am  drest  in  the  neatest  and  best. 

And  I  know  very  well  how  to  live. 
Ton  need  not  say  fudge,  I  might  yet  be  a  Judge, 

It's  a  seat  that  I'd  much  like  mjLboys, 
So  shout  hip,  hurrah,  for  the  solia  lawyer. 

That's  m^  and  I'm  Mister  MoUoy.       Chorus. 


THC:    SI.^OKRS'    JOVR.HAL.. 


759 


LIST   OF   POPULAR 

COPYRIGHTED  MUSIC« 

BY   PAVORITl    AUTHORS, 
PUBLISHED  BY^' 

MRS,    PAULINE    LIEDER, 

Xoiio  Fabliflher,  Fubliaher  of  ;Song  Books, 

The  Singer'a  Journal,  Feuny  Ballads, 

'Valentine  Xanofiactiirer,  etQ>  etc- 


1  McCajthy'B  Boarding  House. . .  - 40 
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50  The  Golden  Chariot.^ 40 

«51  Mickey  Flahrity 40 
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55  Take  Things  as  They  Come 40 
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73  Fiuegau  Cortcrie 40 
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77  The  Heroes  of  Ireland 40 

78  As  I  Stood  by  the  Door 40 

79  Finegan  Masquerade 40 

80  My  Angel  Brother's  Ring 40 
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82  Give  an  Honest  Irish  Ijid  a  Chance 40 
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90  Save  My  Child 40 
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129  1  he  Old  Dinner  Horn 40 

130  Mother  please  forgive  your  boy ^ 40 

131  A  sailor's  wife  I  soon  shall  be 40 

132  OhTSnow  Bulls  Hair  is  Turning  Gray 40 

133  Yon  may  speak  if  yJu  like  to  pa-pa 40 

134  The  Time  when  we  were  young 40 

136  W  hen  Courting  Hulda  Brown 40 

136  'Tie  then  sweetheart,  I'll  dream  of  Ibee 40 

187  Let  us  outch  the  golden  sunbeams 40 

138  Fly  birdie,  to  where  Willie's  wsjling 40 

139  Good  Knights  and  Fair  Lsdies 40 

140  The  Bright  Side,  the  nearer  J  draw  to  Jesus  40 

141  Do  it  Again 40 

142  We  shall  miss  thee,  Ella  darling 40 

143  Sister  Hannah 40 

144  Can  you  forgive  and  forget,  love 40 

145  Paddy  DuflFy 40 

146  Finegin  Calico  Ball 40 

147  The  sup  of  good  whiskey  at  Geritys  wake  40 

148  Jes  let  dem  hos.ses  go 40 
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150  How  Mrs.  McGovern  sold  the  Gauger 40 

151  Sweeter  than  a  red  ripe  peach 40 

152  Teddy  please  scare  me  again 40 

155  Sweeter  than  a  red  ripe  peach — SchottiBch40 
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159  Whisper  softly,  papa's  dying 40 
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161  Close  the  blioda  Lottie's  dying 40 

162  'Tis  ten  o'clock,  please  go 40 

1(33  The  old  haunted  mill ; *0 
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165  Hnppy  dreams  of  you 40 
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167  De  days  when  I  was  sold  in  slavery 40 
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171  Sunny  Days 40 
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174  The  day  when  my  jxHir  mother  died 40 

173  I  have  no  one  here  to  Ipve 40 
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'  OS  the  Prosession,  to  be  the  most  taking  and  de- 
sirable Song  Books  in  the  Market. 


No.* 

1.  Paddy  Murphy's,  Finigan  Corterif. 

2.  You  are  False,  but  I'll  Forgive  You. 

3.  Sally  Horner  'Round  the  Comer. 

4.  Shccban  and  Jones'  Mounted  Police. 

5.  Hen  Graham's  "Just  Arrived  From   IIarriR« 
~  y     burge. ' 

~6.'    Tom  Mcintosh's  Haverly's   Minstrels,   Open 
up  dem  Doors. 

7.  James  A.  Bland's  Old  Fashioned  Cottage. 

8.  Frank  Lam's  "Own  "  Motto  and  Character. 

11.  Davises'  (Frank  and  Fannj^  Veteran. 

12.  Jerome  Nagle's  "  Sunny  Dlys  of  Yore." 

13.  Walter  Mack's  Chararter. 

fl4.    Dutch  Mendel's,  (Harry  and  Leonie),  Going 
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15.  Ada  Burnett's  Pacific  Pearl. 

16.  Binney  and  Fraine's   •'  Lancashire  Factory 
%  Lads." 

17.  Dooley  and  Tenbrooke's  "  Black  Diamond.". 
IH.     Miss  Lizzie  Derious' "  Pretty  Rosy  Lips." 

19.  John  Hogan's   "Pretty  Little  Black  Eyed 

Kitty." 

20.  Charles  Glidden's  Banjo  Songster. 

21.  Crosby  &  Martin's  Footsteps  in  the  Moon- 

light  Songster. 

22.  Joe  Hart's  (of  Allen  &  Hart)  Notions  Songster 

23.  Baby  Hart's  Songster. 

24.  Gallagher  &  West's  Nonsense  Songster. 

25.  Conners  &.  Kellv's  European  Swell  Songster. 

26.  Smith  fc  Leopold's  Latest  and  Beat. 

27.  Lew  Baker's  Songster. 

28.  Flynn  &  Euson's  Erin's  Eccentric  Songster. 

29.  <;  Wm.  Carroll's  Began's  Party  Songster. 
Any  of  the  above  books  will  be  mailed,  free  of 

Eostage,  on  receipt  cf  10  cents  In  postage  ataiqps 
y  the  publisher, 

WILLIAM  J.   A.   LIEDER,  ao.  or  akd    - 

BuoczssoB  TO   MK8.   PAULINE  LIEDXB, 
No.  60  Chatham  St.  New  Yokk  Crrr.  ;    " 
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Containing  all  the  most  popular  Songs  of  the  day. 


OIJR  AGENTS. 
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Stationery,  &c,  115  Cambridge  Street. 
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CINCINNATI,  COVINGTON,  and  Vicinitv, 
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Mrs.  Pauline  Lxeder. 
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UP-TOWN  AGENTS. 

BoBKBT  Hauohton,  Dealer  in  Toys,  8m. 
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Edwabd^arker,    Broadway  and  82nd,  St. 


Mr.  Norman.  10th,  Ave,  bet.  36th  &  37th,  St, 


The  SiMQEBs'  Journal  is  the  cheapest  collec- 
tion of  songs  ever  published  in  this  country. 
All  Numbers  from  No.  1.  to  the  last  issued 
always  on  hand. 


ADVICE.  Every  amateur  of  good  Songs,  «tc 
ought  to  procxire  the  (First  Volume)  ot  the  | 
SiNOBRs'  Journal,  which  we  have  on  hand 
handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  containing  5,000  \ 
Songs,  800  pages,  and  86  pieces  of  Choice  - 
Music  for  the  voice  and  piano>  Price  $  3,00  & 
per  Copy.    Postage  FREE. 


OUR    CONCERT    ROOM. 


SOHOS  AND  JDJSIC  FOB  THE  HILLIOV. 


OENEBAL  NOTICE. 


Address  all  commnnications  to  Mrt.  PMilin* 
Lieder.     60  CHATHAM  STREET.    (N.  Y.) 


A  Responsible  Agent  wanted  in  everr  City 
of  the  United  States,  Canadas,  ix.  Li«tten 
ragarding  information  thereof,  will  reoeiT* 
our  prompt  attention. 

A  Catalogue  of  Ten  Thousand  Songa  will  b« 
sent  to  any  address.     Free. 


Each  Number  will  contain  from  40  to  60  of 
the  most  Popular  Songs  sung  in  the  Theatres, 
Opera  Houses,  and  Concert  Rooms  of  the 
United  Stat«s  and  Great  Britain. 


The  Old  Original  Sona  Depot,  60  Chatham 
Street,  Opposite  North  William  Street,  N«w 
York.  This  House  is  the  Oldest  Song  Pub- 
lishing Establishment  in  the  United  States. 


The  SiNOEBs'  Journal  is  published  Monthly, 
Single  Copies  will  be  sent  ny  Mail  on  receipt 
of  6  cents.    Subscription  50  cts  per  year. 

Mrs.  Paultnt!  Lledir,  Successor  to  Henst 
DE  Marsan,  Publisher  of  the  SrNOEEs'JorBNAi., 
Comic  and  Sentimental  Valentines,  Songs, 
Song  Books,  and  all  kinds  of  Toy-Books, 
Motto- Verses,  Motto  Cut  Paper,  House  Bills, 
Writing  Books.  Shelving,  and  Ceiling  Paper, 
and  all  kinds  of  Stationery. 

Wholesale  Dealers  and  Jobbers  of  Imported 
and  Domestic  Toys,  Base  Balls,  Filing 
Tackle,  Scrap  Pictures,  Ac.  Ac. 


SHEET  MUSIC  NOTICE. 


I  have  constantly  on  hand  the  Sh^t  Mnsic 
of  all  the  Songs  published  in  the  Singers' 
Journal  from  No.  1  to  the  last  issued,  aiM  all 
other  Sheet  Music,  of  which  I  will  send  any 
piece,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  in  post- 
age stamps.      Send  stamp  catalogue. 
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THE    SIMOERS'    JOURIVAL. 


That  Little  Ould  Clay  Pipe- 


BT  ALSO  M'cXAITESTT. 


PABODT  ON  DUFFY  8  CIBT. 


I'm  a  poor  hard  working  laborer, 

I  toil  from  day  to  day ; 
In  the  snmmer  time  and  winter, 

For  a  little  scanty  pay. 
To  support  my  needy  family, 

It  gives  me  great  delight, 
To  sing  in  praise  of  better  days. 

And  that  little  old  clay  pipe. 
Chobvs. 

It  is  welcomed  almost  every  where. 

At  party,  or  at  ball; 
At  a  wake  'twill  keep  yonr  spirits  up 

Ould  times  it  will  recall. 
"Tis  just  as  strong  as  whiskey. 

Twill  make  yon  sing  or  fight, 
9weet  relic  of  the  dear  ould  sod. 

That  little  ould  clay  pipe. 

On  a  cold  and  frosty  morning, 

When  the  Lleak  wind  has  its  sway; 
It's  known  by  all  the  world. 

It  will  keep  the  cold  away. 
Just  fill  it  up  with  navy  plug, 

And  when  it's  red  and  bright, 
Tou  face  will  heat  like  a  fire  grata, ' 

With  that  little  ould  clay  pipe. 


Chorxu. 


There's  a  legend  to  this  ould  dudeen. 

This  darling  bit  ot  clny; 
How  William  Pcnn  in  days  of  yore. 

Won  Pennsylvania. 
The  pipe  of  peace  was  passed  around. 

Which  filled  tbera  with  delight; 
So  the  state  was  won  without  sword  or  gun. 

With  that  littlo  ould  clay  pipe,  Chorua. 


^h-*^>~ 


v;       The  Man  I  Bespect. 

Give  me  the  man  that  in  his  heart, 

Is  upright,  good  and  true. 
Who  when  danger  comes  will  not  depart, 

Nor  for  his  doingd  rue; 
Who  when  he  sees  a  needy  friend. 

Driven  downward  with  the  bluat. 
Will  take  his  hand  just  as  of  yore,  ^ 

And  help  him  to  the  last. 
Chohu.'j. 
That  is  the  man  whom  I  like  best. 

Who  can  hold  his  head  erect. 
And  tho*  I  be  to  danger  pressed, 

That  man  I  will  respect. 

The  man  who  will  in  dangers  all 

Stick  to  you  like  a  brother, 
And  when  ho  sees  yon  downward  fall. 

Will  try  your  grief  to  smother. 
By  giving  you  a  helping  hand, 

And  proving  he's  a  friend, 
A  friend  above  all  others. 


They  snatched  me  from  my  mother's  side, 

And  sold  me  as  a  slave; 
She  broke  her  heart,  and  den  tho  died,    7' ' ..: 

They  laid  her  in  de  grave.      „  ..  -.;.        :  <    '  ' 
It  brings  de  water  to  my  eyes,  t  '  -  \':- 

Sometimes  it  thwarts  my  joy.  ^  '.••, 

I  often  tUink  I  hear  her  cry,  •      '  ' 

"Oh  !  spare,  oh  !  ipare  my  boy.  ^.  Chonis. 


In  yonder  bright  and  happv  land.   ^ 

Where  all  is  peaoe  and  lub, 
De  dear  departed  ones  I'll  meet, ' 

Der  souls  am  gone  abub. 
I  think  I'll  change  de  subject,  *- 

For  there's  bnghler  days  in  atora, 
I  have  done  my  best'to  please  you, 

D«  best  can  do  no  mor«. 


Chorus. 


^  ■^♦^  ^ 


We  Only  Part  to  Meet  Again,  v 

BT  C.  W.  1IA.U.        Td  MISS  JULIA  M.  ALTUXIER. 

ABJUMQXD  BT    JOS.  BCHWXNSSCK. 

COPTBIOHT   1882,    BT  WU.    J.  A.  UJCOKB. 

AJLL,   aiOBTS    SKSXBTSD. 

The  Muslo   of  this  Kongr   IspubllalieJ  nt  Wm.  J.  A. 
Lleder'sExtcD.Hve  Muse  PubUslDfr  IlonBo,  No.  00 
CUatUam  Slieet,    N.   Y.   and  wlU  be  sent  post 
paid,  to  any    addrese,    on    rcelptof  pr 
4ucenu  m  postage  at  amps. 


Good-bye.  sweet-heart,  good-bye  my  own , 

With  fondest  love  from  thee  I  part; 
I  bid  good-bye  to  thee  alone. 

But  not  to  thy  fond  loving  heart. 
For  though  for  years  the  treacherous  sea, 

Shall  bear  me  on  its  fateful  lane. 
The  ship  that  tears  me  now  from  thee. 

Will  bring  me  back  to  thee  again. 

Chorus. 

Though  saddened,  now,  from  thee  I  go. 
For  years  to  bear  this  parting  pain; 

My  heart  is  cheered  because  I  know,    . 
We  only  part  to  meet  again.  .^_.    ,, 

_  Good-bye,  sweet-heavt,  the  day  will  come, 
~     When  all  our  parting  pain  shall  cease. 
The  day  the  good  ship  brings  ma  home. 

To  thee,  fond  love,  my  only  peace. 
Then  watoh  with  ever  loving  heart. 
Each  sail  that  rolls  upon  the  main, 
J^Cheered  by  the  words  with  which  we  part. 


We  only  part  to  meet  again. 


Chorus. 


On  whom  you  can  depend. 


Chorus. 


Bat  friends,  these  sort  of  men  are  few, 

And  very  far  between; 
Although  some  may  pretend  to  yon. 

They  are  the  choiccHt  cream. 
When  you  are  upward  in  tho  world, 

Many  will  be  yonr  friends. 
But  the  one  that  helps  yen  when  you're  down, 

That  is  the  honest  friend.  Chorus. 

The  Runaway  Slave. 

White  folks,  I  am  a  runaway  slave, 

Dat  come  across  de  sea^ 
I  come  to  see  dis  happy  land. 

Where  ebery  man  is  free. 
In  de  cotton  fields  I've  toiled 

Beneath  the  burning  sun, 
I  Liboied  with  those  witliered  arma 

While  sweat  all  dawn  dem  run. 
Cqokub. 
I'll  bless  de  flat;  dut  set  me  free,     (sym.) 
I'll  sing  its  praise  where'er  I  be,     (sym.) 
Dis  poor  old  black  will  ne'er  go  back 

To  yonder  sunny  shore, 
Deorual  white-faced  iilanter,     /^-  '> 

Will  never  dog  mo  more. 


Take  this  Bundle  to  my  Uncle. 

Take  this  bundle  to  my  uncle. 

Put  it  up  the  spout  for  me;   - 
This  is  not  the  flrrt  by  many,     * 

I  have  sent  when  on  a  spree. 
Say  that  when  the  week  is  ended, 

I  to  get  it  out  will  try- 
Coax  him  to  fork  ont  the  rhino. 

For  with  thirst  I'm  fit  to  die. 

Cbobuk. 

Take  this  bundle  to  my  uncles 
Put  it  up  the  apont  for  me; 

If  you  can't  get  half  a  dollar, 
I'll  be  glad  of  two-and-three. 

Take  this  bundle  to  my  uncle. 

Filled  with  all  my  decent  tog«— 
Coat  and  shirt,  a  pair  of  tronseri. 

My  waistcoat, and  my  Sunday  ologa. 
Bay  with  tippling  I  fesl  seedy, 

And  ray  coppers  are  so  hot, 
Tou  assist  the  poor  and  needy. 

Uncle,  dear,  forget  me  not.  Chorus. 

Take  this  bundle  to  my  uncle. 

Where  the  golden  balls  you  see; 
And  if  you  should  be  successful. 

You  and  I  will  have  a  spree.  <  ;, 

By-thc-byo  when  you're  returning,  ■/. 

Jf  a  decent  chance  you  get, 
-  8ell  the  ticket  for  a  tanner. 

We  can  blue  it  all  in  wet.  Choraa. 


On  the  Planka  Hear  the  Old  Brewery.] 

•  wiurrxH  AND  stmo  bt  thoicai  p.  kjoxxhxb. 

One  night  as  I  sat  a  loving,  '! 

And  her  father  came  peeping  thro'  the  door; 
He  entered,  h«  gave  me  such  a  clubbing," 

That  I  landed  all  over  the  floor.  .  .  j- 

Chobus. 

On  the  planks  near  the  old  brewery,  love. 
Where  we  finished  many  a  keg; , 

Where  the  Unique  Choppers, 
Got  drunk  among  the  floppers. 

On  the  pUnks  near  tho  old  brewerj. 

I  got  my  Biddy  in  the  tripe  shop. 
Where  they  would  fight  every  day. 

She  up  and  told  the  boss. 
And  then  their  jobs  they  lost,     ■ 

More  luck  to  that  darling  Henry  Clay. 

Now  I  do  really  love  my  Biddy,  i 

For  she  is  always  fuU  of  life;  ' 

And  though  she  is  so  verry,  very  giddy, ^ 
X  think  she'd  make  a  darling  wife.^  .'Chorus. 


Cho. 


m-^*^ 
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Give  Paddy  a  chance,  and  you'll  find  him  AL 

Some  people  when  speaking  of  Pat  and  his  nation 

Paint  them  as  black  as  blackVwell  oaniber 
Ho's  a  fool  and  a  coward  in  their  estimation. 

And  the  little  green  isle's  the  worst  in  the  sea. 
To  such  people  I  say,  have  you  scanned 

history's  pages? 

And  learned  all  that  Paddy  for  England  has  done 
How  he  fought  for  her,  bled  for  her,  at 

various  stages, 

Give  Paddy  a  chanc«,  and  you'll  find  him  Al. 

Every  land  has  its  roll-call  of  heroes  departed. 

In  praise  of  whose  virtues  it  ever  speaks  loud. 
And  Ireland'*  own  list  of  the  brave  and 

brave  hearted. 
Is  one  of  which  Sandy  or  John  might  be  proud; 
There's  'Conneli.  Barke,  Emmett,  and 

more  I  might  mention, 
"Who  great  deeds  for  Ireland  and  England 

have  done. 
All  bearing  me  out  in  this,  my  contention. 
Give  Paddy  a  chance  and  you'll  find  him  Al. 

And  tho'  at  the  present  time  Ireland's  condition 

Is  not  quite  so  happy  or  quiet  as  might  be, 
Stitl  blame  not  poor  Pat  but  give  your  decision 

Against  the  red  authors  of  all  that  I  see. 
Consider  the  evils  by  which  he's  surrounded. 

Remember  all  that  in  the  past  ho  has  done. 
And  show  him  your  hearts  are  not  narrowly 

bounded, . 

Give  Paddy  a  chance  and  you'll  find  him  Al. 


^   ■4^> 


Pagan's  Social  Dance. 

BT  BID  XVSON.  BUMO  BI  IXTNN  A  KTT80V. 


The  other  night  at  Fagan's  honse, 

We  had  a  rattling  dauoe;         -■:.-■ 
Tho  fun  would  set  you  crazy. 

It  would  put  you  in  a  trance, 
McCarthy  with  his  fiddle, 

Played  music  that  was  grand, 
His  jigs  and  reels  could  not  be  beat 

By  Gilmore's  famous  band. 

Chori's.     .; 

Tlio  McCarthy's  and  the  Clancy's; 

In  style  did  lively  prance; 
Bat  we  nearly  paralyzed  them  all 

At  Fagxm's  social  dattoe. 

So  now  kind  friends,  as  you  con  see. 

We  are  a  happy  pair; 
We  always  like  to  sing  and  dance, 

When  we  have  time  to  spare. 
And  now  we'll  bid  yon  all  good-bye. 

With  i)ermiHRion  we'll  depart; 
To  come  around  to  ring  and  dance 

For  you  some  other  night. 


Choms. 


'-»<-    •  -.*!•*»■■.■•  ..vAm--*.    .  .      .ar 


^f*ta» 


I-l^X-*-** 
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Tolida. 


She  lir*s  on  the  banks  of  a  smooth  fl<Jwing  stxeam 

With  her  ma  and  ner  crusty  da-da; 
In  a  neat  little  cot  where  the  gooseberries  beam. 

Where  the  swells  often  ^o  tra-la-la. 
She  is  tall,  neat,  and  as  fair  as  a  tolip. 

Her  name  it  is  sweet  smiling  Ida, 
Bat  becanse  of  her  mien  and  her  lippj-lip, 

Th«  swells  they  have  named  h«r  Tolida. 

Chobub. 

Ln-li-e,  she'saroser, 

A  fairy  so  gay  to  be  sydd — Ab 
Ln-li-e,  lu-li-o,  she's  a  pos^, 

Bomplng,  sweet,  merry  Tolida. 
JiU-li-e,  lu-li-o,  she's  a  bird, 

A  meeV,  merry  plaything,  a  dido^ 
lin-li-e,  lu-li-o,  on  my  word,  ^ 

More  loving  than  Venus,  Tolido.     ,  ,,  ; 

We  oft  have  a  stroll,  'long  the  bank  of  the  stream, 

I  kiss  her  sweet  hand,  and  sweet  lips, 
Hhe  would  wriggle  and  pout,  then  she'd  scream. 

And  oh  1  how  the  angel  can  nip. 
Then  she  cries,  here's  pa  pa,  you  must  scamper. 

And  of  course  I  then  slope  from  her  side — ah. 
To  give  place  for  a  cove  that's  a  damper, 

But  01  course  it's  all  right  for  ToUda.       Cho. 

I  would  sometimes  ascend  the  nearest  tall  tree. 

To  escape  as  I  thought  her  father; 
But  I  found  'twas  another  she'd  trysted  to  sec, 

I  was  upset,  and  trampled  on,  rather, 
But  when  I  saw  he  was  stout-built  and  tall, 

I  said  it's  all  up  with  you  Billy, 
I  thought  if  I'd  cheek,  he  might  gira  me  a  fall, 

Aad  then  I  would  look  rather  silly.       Cborofl. 


An  Irishman's  Boast. 


When  a  stranger  comes  forth  from'a  fhr 

distant  land. 

And  arrives  in  the  Isle  of  the  Green, 
He  is  warmly  received  with  an  out-stretched  hand 

In  a  manner  he  has  ne'er  before  seen. 
His  eye  he  will  cast  all  around  in  dismay. 

As  the  scene  there  before  him  now  standn. 
And  when  it's  surveyed  he  is  sure  for  to  say 

It's  the  land  above  other  lands. 

CHonus. 

It's  the  land  where  cowardice  never  was  known, 
As  her  sons  they  are  true  to  tho  last; 

It's  the  spot  where  bravery  aver  was  shown 
To  keep  up  the  memories  that  are  post. 

Let  its  history  by  foeman  or  friend  bo  perused, 

And  its  items  be  carefully  penned  down; 
When  TOO  have  read,  you'll  find  she's  illused. 

By  the  slanderer's  tongue  all  around. 
For  in  present  and  past  many  hardships  were  seen 

Both  from  famine  and  tyranny's  wrath, 
And  to  conquer  old  Ireland,  the  land  of  the  green 

And  her  enemies'  favorite  path.  Chorus. 

But  more  prosperous  days  let  ns  hope  for  to  see 

in  our  own  dear  native  shore. 
For  the  sun  yet  may  shine  in  this  land  of  tho  free 

And  happier  times  yet  restore. 
To  the  hearths  of  her  sons,  tho  undaunted 

and  brave. 

Whose  spirits  have  long  been  down  cast. 
To  depression  and  famine  they  have  e'er 

been  a  slave. 

Bat  those  days  may  for-erer  bo  past.     Chorus. 


-tar^r.- 


The  flnse's  Retrospection. 


When  golden  youth  from  us  has  fled. 

And  locks  are  scant  and  gray; 
With  sad  regret  we  view  the  years 

Now  idh'  passed  away. 
In  anguish  oft  our  tears  will  flow,  ''  .. 

Alas,  but  all  in  vain, 
We  see  our  folly  when  too  late, 

And  sigh  for  youth  again. 


,.w;«: 


Chobus. 

Let  not  your  early  years  slip  past,  -  i  -^  .*  •" 
Nor  spend  your  time  In  vain,  '  '   .  •- 

Be  up  and  doing  while  you're  Tooog,  "•■"''  f 
And  reap  the  golden  grain.  ',        %  ■ 

.  "Tis  not  when  wrinkles  trace  the  htow,       . 

Nor  yet  when  locks  are  grey;  :   :. 

Nor  when  »ur  form  with  years  are  bent,    ;-^ 

The  time  to  make  our  hay. 
While  manhood's  might  and  vigor  last,   :   ,, 

Toil  on  and  ne'er  dismay. 
You'll  be  secure  when  age  appears, 

Against  a  rainy  day.  OhonM. 

What  tho*  perchanoe  a  cloud  may  lower,     11: 
The  gloom  will  ptiss  away,  fj  , 

-We  must  with  petienee  perserere,      ;\V  :  /  ". 
To  climb  life's  rugged  brae;  :..  . ; 

Tho'  oft  our  first  attempts  may  fail, 
And  cause  us  grief  and  pain, 

Ke'er  cowardly  throw  the  sponge  aloft. 


Bat  nobly  try  again. 

Pat'fl  Comin'  Hom«  Again. 


Chorus. 


I  feel  quite  overcome  with  joy,     - :, 

The  cause  I  will  explain, 
My  darling  sweetheart,  Pat  MoUoy,     ■      T.> 

Is  comin' home  again. 
He  long  haa  been  in  Amerikay,   '■; 

Now  homeward  bound  is  he; 
And  in  a  week,  I'm  proud  to  say, 
He'll  be  once  more  with  me. 

Chobtts,  ■■■"■■■'■  ■'•■  ■  '■'•"■ 

I  feel  so  happy,  for  my  Pat  is  comin'  home 

onco  more, 
To  dear  old  Erin's  shore,  this  boy  I  do  adore. 
We're  going  to  get  married,  for  he's  lots  of 

cash  in  store. 
Yes,  he  is  very  fond  of  his  own  Norah. 

I  thought  my  heart  would  really  break,    / 
Tho  day  he  went  away;  '    ■ 

Ha  vowed  that  me^he'd  never  forsake, 
And  be  true,  coiao  what  mny.  -. 

I  find  that  he  has  kept  his  mind        .  v . 

These  vows  he  made  to  mo,  ' :  '; 

Yen,  to  says  that  we'll  be  wed 


When  he  comes  o'er  the  sea. 

Oh  !  would  the  time  could  faster  fly, 

And  speed  his  vessel  hero; 
For  nipthtly  I  so  sadly  sigh 

To  bo  near  Pat  so  dear.  t  •  . . 

And  I  know  ho  is  just  the  same, 

Yes,  won't  be  satisfied, 
Untiltmce  moie  safe  home  he's  come, 

For  to  make  me  his  bride. 


Chorus. 


Choms. 


•-*••*- 


The  Old  Irish  Land  Iieagae. 

Yon  offsprings  of  old  Granu, 
Who  were  wronged  by  proud  Britannia^ 
And  haa  left  restrictions  on  you,; ;  • 
Likewise  contempt  and  plague,   :  ■.  ;\  ;  V- 
I  hope  you  will  pay  attention,      -n  '   ' 
Unto  these  few  lines  I  mention,    , 
Concerning  the  sole  intrusion 
Of  the  gencroua  huxd  Leagua. 


It  is  now  we  are  united. 

And  at  old  Kn^pnd  not  affrighted. 

But  greatly  delighted. 

The  truth  to  you  I  tell.  '_.'-'.: 

Wo  have  got  a  bold  commaadwt'^  , 
WTio  eic^lls  Alexander, 
And.  no  hero  could  be  erander  '    r 
Than  the  noble  Pamell. 


if.il 


He  is  a  man  of  intellect,  v  ;  '    Vj^.^' 

Of  taUent  ond  great  sway. 

And  all  true-hearted  Irishmen        •       i ',  -  -, 

Can  thank  God  we've  seen  the  day. 

When  we  must  have  our  equ&l  rigbie. 

And  used  as  men  should  be. 

Likewise  shake  the  yoke  from  off  our  aeek. 

As  old  England  soon  shall  see. 


We'll  not  allow  them  to  imprison  ns. 

As  they  did  Arch  Bishop's  Nnlty  and  Cieake; 

But  pay  them  for  their  villainy. 

When  we  shake  off  the  yoke. 

For  it's  too  long  we  have  wore  it, 

Which  caused  us  to  lament. 

But  now,  thank  God,  the  day  has  OOBM^ 

When  the  villains  must  repent. 

For  if  they  do  not  soon  releas* 

Our  harmless  brethoren. 

Our  Bishop's  and  Father  Sheeher, 

We  will  give  them  to  nndentand. 

And  let  all  nations  see. 

That  we'll  not  allow  them  to  rob  us  OMN^ 

Either  squander  us  or  plague. 

For  each  ten  they  false-imprison, 

A  hundred  will  join  the  Leagu*. 

Now  to  conclude  and  finish, 

I  mean  to  end  my  rhyme; 

I  thank  the  Lord  that  spared  ma^ 

To  live  to  see  the  time  • 

When  old  England  mmtt  humUfl^ 

And  let  all  nations  see. 

That  she  got  into  a  fix, 

When  Irelaad  is  free. 

^  »m*  m 

I'll  Take  Ton  Home  Again  ^nthltfi^ 

BUNO  BT  JOHinrx 


I'll  take  you  home  again,  Kathleen, 

Across  the  ocean  wild  and  wide. 
To  where  your  heart  has  ever  been 

Since  first  yon  were  my  bonnie  brida. 
The  roees  all  have  left  your  cheek. 

Fve  watched  them  fade  away  and  die; 
Tour  voice  is  sad  when  e'er  you  speak,  i 

And  tears  bedim  your  loving  eyes.  ^ 
Chobub.  ^ 
I'll  take  yon  back  again,  Kathleen, 

To  where  your  heart  will  feel  no  p><w. 
And  when  the  fields  are  fresh  and  green, 

I'll  take  you  to  your  home  acnin. 


To  that  bright  home  beyond  the  eea. 

My  Kathleen  shall  again  return; 
And  when  the  old  friends  welcome  the* 

Thy  loving  heart  will  cease  to  yearn. 
Where  laughs  that  little  silvery  stream 

Beside  your  msther's  humble  oot. 
And  brightest  i»ys  of  sunshine  gleam, 

I'hen  all  your  grief  will  be  forgot.    Chams. 


^•4^¥    ^ 


Dow^  by  my  Mother's  Tomb. 
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When  the  silvery  moon  does  briditly  shine^ 

And  the  twinkling  stars  doth  mmb; 
(In  the  silent  hour  of  night  I  pine. 

For  the  past,  each  gone-by  soeae^  . . 

I  think  about  my  childhood  days,  -y 

When  I  knelt  by  my  mother's  knee. 
But  now  ftcm  earth  she's  passed  away. 

From  care  and  sorrow  free. 

Chobtts.  _ 

She's  sleeping  in  the  silent  grare^ 

Where  the  roses  blush  ana  bloom. 
Where  the  weefMng  willows  aofUy  inn% 

Above  my  mother's  tomb. 
In  the  gently  spring  the  birds  do  tia^ 

Down  by  my  moUier's  tomb. 

Oh  !  give  me  back  my  childhood  Stsjt," 
When  I  knelt  by  my  mother's  side^ 

She  loved  and  taught  me  to  pray. 
My  footsteps  she  would  guide. 

But  sleeping  by  my  father's  side. 
Where  the  rosea  blush  and  Uoom, 

And  the  rippling  waters  gently  gUdst 
u         Down  by  my  mother's  tomb. 


KiJKUhd&diMa 


We've  Come  to  see  the  Baby. 

Twelve  months  ago,  as  jon  all  know, 

I  was  a  single  man; 
But  since  I  married  Betsey  Jonas, 

My  troubles  have  begun. 
I  once  was  Tery  happy,  yes. 

Bat  now  my  pleasure's  done,  -    t 

And  last  week  to  my  sorrow  found  , 

My  wite  had  got  a  son. 

Spoken;  Yes,  it's  quite  trne,  it's  all  up  with 
the  poor  lodger,  and  as  soon  as  I  knew  what  was 
up,  I  told  all  the  neighbors,  who  oommenc«d  to 
sing.  • 

Chobus. 

We've  called  to  see  the  baby.  Qeorgt, 

As  we  pasaed  down  this  way; 
We've  called  to  see  the  baby. 

And  to  take  a  little  stay, 
And  how's  the  little  darling,  Q«org% 

And  what  age  might  he  be  ? 
We've  Called  to  see  the  baby, 

And  have  a  little  spree. 

Of  course  I  told  my  friends  the  news, 

I'm  sure  you'd  do  the  same. 
And  ever  since  the  child  was  bom. 

They've  acted  such  a  game. 
I  thought  that  I  would  treat  them  all. 

So  asked  them  down  to  tea; 
And  several  drank  its  health  so  much. 

They  got  upon  the  spree. 

Spoken;  Yes,  there  was  mother-in-law  and 
about  twenty-four  more,  drinking  the  kid's 
health  till  it  wasn't  healthy  for  them  to  do  so, 
and  they  wouldn't  stop  singing.  Chorus. 

Yon  know  what  blooming  babies  are. 

Especially  when  they're  young. 
But  this  kid  squalls  the  whole  night  long, 

And  never  holds  his  tongue. 
Sometimes  I  lose  my  temper, 

Feel  inclined  to  punch  his  head. 
Because  he  kicks  me  in  the  riba 

All  night  when  I'm  in  bed. 

Spoken ;  Y^es,  it's  very  nice  when  you're  hav- 
ing a  sweet  dream,  and  the  blooming  kid  gives 
you  a  kick  in  the  ribs  and  makes  you  fancy  you 
hear  your  pals  shouting.  Chorus. 

My  wife  she  wants  him  christened  soon. 

And  then  we'll  have  a  spree. 
So  if  you  wish  you  may  come  down. 

The  baby  for  to  see. 
I'm  not  quite  sure  about  the  date. 

But  wnen  I'm  down  this  way 
I'll  call  and  tell  you  when  to  call 

Down  to  our  house  to  say.  Chorus. 

How  do  yon  do  it,  now  tell  me.  Do  f 

Fm  the  simplest  simple  as  ever  was  known, 

I  really  know  nothing  at  all; 
But  pray  now  don't  smile  at  my  ignorance  please. 

Or  that  would  be  bitter  as  gall. 
But  I  am  so  innocent,  really  I  am, 

And  so  awfully  timid  and  shy;  '' ' 

When  I  hear  about  anything  nice  that's  b«ea  done 

I'm  sure  to  enquire  and  reply. 
,;:.;;  'y;'         Cbobcs. 

How  do  you  do  it,  now  tell  me,  do  ? 

Quite  dying  to  know  I  am. 
Is  it  anything  naughty  or  awfully  nies^ 

Oh  1  do  teU  this  innocent  lamb?  '■ 

There's  »  pleasant  young  fellow  who  lires 

next  d«*r. 

About  twentr,  good-looking  and  tall ; 
I  got  on  a  stool  and  we  had  such  a  chat, 

'  Over  the  garden  wall;' 
But  only  at  night  when  the  moon  is  not  out. 

Though  the  stars  seem  to  wink  high  above, 
Last  night  we'd  a  chat  for  an  hour  or  more. 

And  the  subject  was  how  to  make  love. 


Spoken;    Of 


I  am  so  simple  I  had  to 


Chobus. 
How  do  you  make  it,  now  tell  me,  do  ? 

Nearly  dying  to  know  I  am; 
When  it's  made  is  it  naughty,  or  awfully  nioa, 

Ob  !  do  tell  this  innocent  lamb  ? 

Ue  said  to  make  love,  the  directions  were  simple. 

First,  expression  so  soft  from  the  eyes. 
On  the  hand  a  slight  pressure,  and  addeid  to  that. 

You  throw  in  just  two  or  three  sighs; 
Then  a  hint  that  those  moments  are  the 

happiest  quite, 

And  too  short  of  such  glimpses  of  bliss. 
And  then  perhaps  "  to  flavor  the  whole,"  you 

throw  in 

Or  steal  just  one  little  kiss. 

Spoken ;    Of  ooarse,  with  my  osiul  slmpUdty 
I  enquired — 

Cbobcs. 

Haw  do  yon  steal  it,  oh  I  show  me  do  ? 

Quite  dying  to  know  I  am. 
Is  it  dreadfully  naughty,  or  awfully  niee, 

Oh  !  do  tell  this  innocent  lamb  7 


The  Irish  M.  P. 


It's  seven  years  oome  next  December, 

First  in  Parliament  I  took  my  seat; 
As  a  dilligent  hard  working  member, 

I'm  sure  I  cannot  be  beat. 
When  we  bring  up  some  fresh  Irish  grieranoe, 

Still  heavy  opposed  we  do  be. 
To  see  as  with  more  strength  in  St.  Stephen's, 

Is  the  wish  of  this  Irish  M.  P. 

Chorus. 

I  just  speak  as  mv  conscience  directs  me. 
There's  no  double-dealings  with  me. 

My  mind  I  speak  plain,  and  uprightness  maintain 
That's  the  way  with  this  Irish  M.  P. 

There  are  some  candidates  when  elected 

For  to  gain  favor  speak  'gainst  their  will. 
What  they  promised  to  do  they've  neglected. 

Their  duty  they  seldom  fulfil. 
I  would  not  take  all  this  dominion. 

And  deceive  those  that  placed  trust  in  me, 
I  let  them  know  my  honest  opinion. 

That's  the  way  with  this  Irish  M.  P.    Chorus. 

Looking  back  sometimes  I  do  get  nettled. 

When  memory  recalls  College  Qreen, 
When  Irish  affairs  were  there  settled. 

Without  what  is  now  termed  a  '  scene.' 
Though  the  Press  criticise  us  severely. 

It  won't  change  me  the  slightest  degree, 
I'll  stick  for  the  land  I  love  dearly. 

That's  the  style  of  the  Irish  M.  P.        Choms, 


Erin,  Dear  Erin.  * 

A  song  I  will  sing  jon  in  praise  of  an  I8I^ 

Afar  o'er  the  western  sea; 
With  bright  sparkling  rivers  and  rich  verdant  soil 

And  a  people  good-natured  and  free. 
The  nightingale's  song  is  oft  heard  in  the  greres. 

The  blue  sky  is  e'er  bright  and  dear; 
This  is  the  dear  island  an  Irishman  loves, 

Of  all  other  lands  'tis  most  dear. 

Chobxts. 

Erin,  dear  Erin,  land  of  the  Qael, 
The  land  of  bold  mountain  and  rirer, 

Aeross  the  blue  ocean  I  bid  thee  all  hail. 
May  you  flonrish  for  ever  and  ever. 

When  a  boy  I  oft  roamed  o'er  thy  heather-elad 

hiUs, 

And  thy  meadows  of  sweet  seented  hay; 
In  the  bright  balmy  snmmer  I've  drank  of 

thyrilh^ 

'When  fatigued  by  the  heat  of  the  day. 
And  oft  in  the  evening  Fve  gazed  np  aboTe. 

At  the  stars  in  heaven's  bine  dome. 
And  vowed  that  I  ever  would  cherish  and  love 

My  dear,  my  beloved  island  home        Choms. 


Dear  land  of  my  youth  I  may  ne'er  see  again. 

Thy  mountains  and  valley's  so  green, 
Bui  my  thoughts  will  oft  stray  o'er  the  blue  main, 

To  thee.  Erin,  of  islands  the  queen. 
May  thy  sons  be  ever  light-hearted  and  free. 

And  winning  thy  fair  daughter's  smile, 
May  prosperity  smile  from  the  Foyle  to  the  Lee, 

And  illumine  my  dear  native  isle.        Chorus. 


J 


The  Hand    the  Head,  the  Heart 

Every  man  upon  the  stage  of  life. 
Whether  single  or  harnessed  to  a  wife, 
Should  know  his  duty,  and  should  play  his  part. 
In  the  werk  to  do,  by  the  hand,  the  head. 

tha  heart. 

CeoBtm. 

So  may  it  never  be  too  late  '     ', ' ' 

With  us  to  make  a  start; 
To  choose,  and  use  the  best  to  do 

With  the  hand,  the  head,  the  heart. 

If  we  wish  and  determined  are  to  do. 

The  ways  and  means  will  soon  appear  to  view; 

Necessity  enables  us  to  read  the  chart. 

Of  how  to  use  the  hand,  the  head,  the  heart. 

The  skill  to  shine  in  honest  labor  dwells. 
With  those  whose  efforts  their  own  merit  tells; 
'Tis  wise  to  take  a  lesson  in  the  mart 
Where  they  know  how  to  use  the  hand,  the 

head,  and  heart. 

It  matters  not,  be  we  rich  or  poor. 
There's  something  far  beyond  we  should  secure; 
And  our  conscience  will  to  us  the  truth  impart 
Of  how  to  use  the  hand,  the  head,  the  heart. 

Though  har*'  the  toil,  how  sweet  the  recompense. 
To  the  man  who  lives  and  acts  on  common  Hense; 
No  thought  no  word,  no  deed  of  his  will  thwart 
The  proper  way  to  use  the  hand,  the  head, 

the  heart, 
^  >•>  ^  .. 

My  Little  Country  Home. 
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My  father  was  a  farmer. 

And  lived  upon  bis  farm; 
And  well  do  I  remember 

The  old  farm  bouse  and  bam. 
And  the  pretty  little  garden, 

■Where  often  seeds  I've  sown, 
I  love  to  think  and  ponder  o'er 

My  little  country  home. 

Chobus. 
My  little  country  home. 

On  a  bright  and  sunny  mom. 
You  could  hear  the  birds  a  singing 

When  the  day  begins  to  dawn. 
And  the  ducks  would  quack,  quaek,  aoaal^ 

And  the  chickens  cackle,  too. 
The  rooster  he  would  flap  his  wisg% ' 

And  cry  cock-j-doo-dle-doo. 

We'd  rise  up  in  the  morning. 

Just  at  the  break  of  day. 
We'd  drive  the  cows  to  pasture^      ' 

And  give  the  horses  hay. 
Then  to  the  fields  wed  gather 

To  hoe  and  rake  the  com ; 
At  noon  we're  always  sure  to  heai 

The  welcome  dinner  hom 


Oharna. 


On  winter  nights  we'd  gather 

Beside  the  chearful  grate. 
And  listen  to  the  stories 

Our  father  would  relate. 
But  now  those  days  have  raaished. 

No  matter  where  I  roam. 
In  memory  dear  I  will  revere. 

My  little  country  home. 


Choma 


J 


Flirting- 


BT  «.  X.  LA  PBBBK, 


An; 


LOnn'S  TKLaOBAPK. 


Flirting  ia'a  risky  thing, 

It's  a  saying  that  is  old; 
When  a  girl  picks  a  fellow  up  on  the  sirMt, 

It's  ten  to  one  she's  sold. 
With  his  seven  dollar  ulster,  and  styliah  hat, 

She  thinks  the  fellow  so  grand; 
But  girls  think  twice,  take  this  adrioe, 

That  clothes  don't  always  make  the  man. 

Chobus. 
Then  girls  take  this  adTioe, 
And  look  belore  you  leap. 
For  doing  things  in  haste  I'm  told. 
Has  caused  many  a  one  to  weep. 

When  a  girl  gets  mashed  on  one  of  theee  quills, 

It's  castles  in  the  air  she  will  build; 
She  thinks  if  she  could  but  marry  him. 

Her  happiness  would  be  fulfilled; 
She  imagines  she'd  live  in  a  brown  stone  front, 

Have  silks  and  satins  to  wear. 
But  when  she  gets  spliced  she  won't  find  it  bo  nice 

When  she'll  have  to  live  on  water  and  air. 

Ohonu. 

They  generally  all  have  pretty  names. 

Such  as  Harry,  Charles  and  Augustus; 
A  couple  of  hairs  upon  their  lips, 

Sport  these  giddy  mashers. 
With  their  fine  kid  gloves  and  nobby  canes, 

Why  they  look  simply  immense. 
But  the  girl  that  won't  take  amash  on  them, 

Is  endowed  with  common  sense.  €horu8. 

They  all  are  a  set  of  lardy-dars. 

You  can  see  it  in  their  faces; 
They  give  to  the  girls  they  get  fifteen  a  week. 

When  they  only  get  three  at  Macev's. 
They're  a  dizzy  crowd  all  by  themseiTer, 

Of  cigarettes  they  smoke  plenty, 
And  if  a  jury  were  to  examine  their  heads. 

They'd  pass  a  verdict— Empty.  Chorus. 

^  «♦»  ^1 


How  do  yon  like  the  City. 

BT  HAIUIT  MTT.T.'K^  Btmo  BT  'AS.  OTIS. 

AIB;     bow  do  TOr  UXX  liOMDOH. 


'Bout  a  year  ago  I  went  to  town. 

And  there  to  spend  a  week; 
We  lived  then  up  at  Malcom's  Woods,' 

Right  back  o' Jones'  Creek.  7 

Now  pop,  he  had  a  farm  up  there. 

And  after  harvesting  was  done, 
Twas  then  I  thought  I'd  start  ther  trip, 

To  town,  and  see  ther  fun. 

Spoken;  Yes,  that  was  ther  first  time  dad  let 
me  go  to  town,  but  dem  me,  if  I  didn't  make 
things  hum;  it's  curious,  I  hadn't  been  in  ther 
town  more'n  a  day  or  two,  before  everybody 
seemed  ter  know  me,  for  they  would^holler,— 
hello,  Jersey—  '     '  v^  '—      .      f . 

Chobttb.-  '  "'   -■' r^  ' 
How  do  you  like  the  city  ?  /^ 

What  do  you  think  of  the  toirn  f  •  ' 
How  do  you  like  the  "  L  "  roads, 
High  above  the  ground  ? 
•    How  do  you  like  the  town  bjf  nighV 

And  the  pretty  ^rls  you  found,  ; 

Give  no  excuse,  it  is  no  use, 
Tell  us  how  do  you  like  the  town  ?j 

(    Now  I  didn't  mind  ther  boys  •  bil»]  •    1 

But  went  right  en  my  way; 
As  happy  as  a  robin  bird. 

As  old  Perkins  used  ter  say.     '  •  ' 

Though  I  hadn't  gone  bo  rery  ta;         -  *'      . 

•TiU  a  perty  girl  I  saw,  -    ?  r      ■  : 

Come  tripping  just  across  ther  strMt, 

From  out'er  a  dry-good  store. 

Spoken;  Well,  she  was  the  pertiesi  rirl  I 
ever  sot  eyes  on  ter;  I  tried  to  make  a  mask  on 
'er,  as  'em  city  chaps  call  it,  but  she  didn't  seem 
ter  notice  me  a  bit,  but  everyone  else  did,  and  a 
lot  of  'em  'ere  fellers  standing  on  ther  comer  be- 
gan to  laugh  at  me,  and  say.  It's  no  use,  Jersey, 
yer  oah't  mash,  but  by  ther  way —       Chorus. 


'  •    Well  I  thought  Fd  better  sUrt  ter  hom«k  v*  (     -■ 

As  ther  town  folks  was  too  tricky; 
And  I  knew  I  wasn't  smart  enough. 

For  ther  people  in  ther  eity. 
Fer  it  seamed  to  me,  that  all  I  m«^  v,^.. ,.  v«    - 

Had  fun  at  my  expense;  :    1 

And  when  I  go  ter  town  again,         ;-.,.■ 

You  bet  ni  have  more  sense. 

^  Spoken;  I  was  right  down  glad  ter  get  away 
from  ther  infernal  town,  after  being  swindled 
outer  a  hundred   dollars   or  more,   and   every 

i  perky  fool  hollering  arter  me.  Ohonu. 

m  <•>  ^ 
When  the  Sob^  Softly  Sleep.  v« 
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When  the  roses  fall  asleep,  loTe^ 

In  the  fading  of  the  day; 
Does  your  heart  then  silent  weep,  lore. 

For  the  one  so  far  away  ? 
And  when  kneeling  pure,  in  prayer,  lore. 

Am  I  thought  of  then  by  thee; 
And  does,  while  I'm  not  there,  Iotb^ 

One  kind  prayer  ascend  for  ma,  0      .  - 
CaoBua. 

When  the  rosea  BofUy  sleep,  lore^  . 

When  the  roses  softly  sleep;  > 

Do  you  sigh  then  for  my  ooming,    ,  V  -; 

When  the  roses  softly  sleep.        ,      f,/' 
Softly  sleep,  softly  sleep,  '   ■ 

When  the  roses  softly  sleep.  .  ;, 

When  the  roses  love,  are  sleeping. 

Does  your  heart  with  thoughts  of  Bie 
Ever  hold  in  saored  keeping. 

That  sweet  love  for  me  at  sea.  ■■'')...-    v 

Is  there  then  one  look  of  sorrow. 

In  the  blue-eyes  hidden  deep; 
Do  thy  lips  call  for  the  morrow. 

When  the  roses  softly  sleep  ?  Qiionu. 

When  the  roses,  love,  are  sleeping. 

Do  you  feel  that  parting  pain  ? 
Does  thine  heart  while  softly  weepings     .. 

Call  me  home  to  thee  again. 
Is  there  then  one  kiss  of  gladness,    .' ' 

Pressed  upon  the  ring  you  keep  f 
Do  you  sigh  for  me  in  sadness. 

When  the  roses  softly  sleep.  Chorus. 

The  Orphan'i  Lot*- 

WBiriBB  Aim  tW  BT  Z0WABD  awoooi. 
DXDICATZD  TO    mSB  DKUA  AlTDBBaOB. 

aib;    a  lxat  or  rvr  rsoii  kotrzb's  obatz. 


I  went  to  SLMichael's  on  last  Sunday. 

To  see  my  darling  mother  laid  beneath  the  olay 
For  it  was  on  the  twelfth  day  of  Febuary. 

That  in  my  arms  her  life  did  pass  away. 
Darling  mother,  I  know  that  you  are  happy. 

For  your  soul  it  is  at  rest. 
In  that  beautiful  paradise  of  Hearen, 

Where  the  weary  always  find  a  rtot 

Cbobcb.  i- 

For  your  memory  I  will  always  treararB, 

And  pray  to  Ood  you  are  with  the  bleat; 
In  that  beautiful  paradise  of  Hearen,       .^.^ 

Where  the  weary  always  find  a  rest.      'k.  ■■' 

Dear  mother,  for  you  I  will  always  pray,   ■.  '     .. 

To  that  Heaven  that  is  far  from  na  abef*^ 
And  from  off  your  mound  I  have  taken 

The  emblem  of  purity,  •  d«T«i, 
And  it  I  will  always  treastu^  • :    ;^  T  '.    »e:' 

To  guide  my  dying  love  for  yoo,      %.;?»■-> 
And  may  Ood  protect  the  orpuBna,     :  »%  :   '4 

That  yon  hare  left  here  after  yon,        Oherns. 

I  think  I  hear  your  dear  roiee  oalling 
To  me  from  your  happy  home  abere; 

And  the  pureitr  of  the  angelc, 
Hovers  round  me  while  I  keep  the  preeions  dove 


Look  down  upon  me  darling  mother. 
And  always  guide  to  the  bloKMed 

For  up  in  heaven  I  hope  to  meet  you. 
Where  the  weary  always  find  a  reet. 


Cboma. 


^  <^» 


Sear  Heart  Whiiper  That  Toa  Lore  Me. 
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Dear  heart  whisper  that  yon  love  m«^ 

And  relieve  my  doubts  and  feait, 
Jniit  one  little  word  I  pray  you, 

'Twill  keep  the  burning  tear^ 
Say  it,  darling,  wait  no  longer. 

Let  me  hear  thy  gentle  voice. 
It  will  fill  my  heait  with  gladness. 

It  will  make  my  heart  rejoice. 
Chobvs. 

Dear  heart  whisper  that  you  lore  tM, 
Keep  not  back  that  loving  word ; 

Tis  the  sweetest  of  its  calling. 
Naught  was  ever  like  it  heard. 

Dear  heart  whisper  that  you  lore  me^ 

As  I  linger  neath  the  trees; 
Quickly  let  the  message  be,  lore. 

Wafted  to  me  on  the  breeze. 
Whisper  softly,  whi8j>er  sweetfy. 

Speak,  lore,  to  my  aching  heart. 
Tell  me  that  you  love  me  truly. 

Say  not  darling  we  must  part.  Choma 


H 


\i. 
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HcSweeneys  Fail  Dreea  Ball. 


BT  SID  KrSOB. 


SUNQ  BT  n.TIfN  a  BT7BOB. 


We'll  tell  you  of  a  ball,  dear  folks, 

It  was  a  grand  nffVir; 
And  all  the  aristocrats  of  Hoboken  were  ther*. 

They  danced  in  coats  with  swallow  taila. 
The  ladies  one  and  all. 

They  wore  their  satin  slippers 
At  MoSweeney's  full  dress  belL 

Chobus. 
Hands  all  'round  boys,  and  then  comes  forward  four 
Next  is  ladies  change,  you'll  hear  them  calL 
Balance  to  your  partners,  double  swing  and 

that  was  all. 
We  ate  oysters  at  McSweeney's  full  dresa  ball. 

We  danced  the  schottische,  hands  all  round. 

And  balance  down  the  middle. 
The  boys  and  girls  they  all  kept  time. 

To  Casey's  eight  day  fiddle. 
At  twelve  o'clock  the  gentlemen. 

Took  partners  one  and  all, 
To  enjoy  a  pleasant  supper,  at 

MoSweeney's  full  drens  ball.  Cboma. 


•<♦>  ^ 


Kary  Ann  McQuffln  Snian  Jane. 

We  are  a  happy  Irish  pair. 

We'd  like  you  all  to  know; 
We  arrived  in  this  country 

A  few  days  ago. 
We're  looking  for  our  daughter, 

Mary  Ann  it  is  her  name. 
They  say  she's  in  a  drcus. 
By  the  name  of  busan  Jane. 
Chobttb. 
Bnt  OUT  daughter  Mary  Ann  she's  a  darling 
She's  a  daisy  all  the  same,  and  whenerershe 

Why  the  people  they  all  shout 

There  in  Mai^  Ann  McGufBn  Snaan  Jane. 

Our  Mary  Ann's  a  beauty. 

Her  hair  is  rery  red ; 
She  looks  three  ways  for  Sunday. 

One  look  would  kill  you  dea<L 
Although  she's  with  a  eirena. 

Bides  the  elephant  round  the  rlag. 
She  goes  up  on  a  trapeae. 

For  to  do  a  highland  iliwg^ 


-i^'- •«»;■»!«*■ 
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Como  along.  Sister  Mary 9 

Carrio  Leo   9 

Casey's  Ball  Last  Night » 

Dublin  Bsy,  or;    Roy  Neill 3 

Daucing  in  the  bam 3 

The  Dear  Little  Shaiurcck 4 

Dear  mother  I've  como  home  to  dio .'> 

The  Day  when  yonll  forget  me G 

Dance  mo  on  your  kneo .' .  .41 

The  Devil's  in  N«w  Jersey 7 

Dcn't  drink  from  the  pitcher  of  beer 7 

Delia  Clancy 7 

Don't  come  in  the  morning 9 

Drunkard  s  Lone  Child 9 

Desinible  Dime  Song  Books 9 

^   >♦>  ^ 

EllaRee. 1 

Tha  Eiile  of  Erin .2 

Eight  Bells  at  Sea 3 

^  im*  — 

The  Finigin  Cortprio ; 2 

The  Fire  in  tbe  Grate 3 

The  Faded  Coat  of  Blue 3 

Flag  of  the  Free •  •  r^^ 


Flag  of 


mr  Union 


.».^.  .C 


The  Finigan  Calico  Ball 6 

^  tm*  ^ 

Grandfather's  Clock ._ '. ,  .1 

Givenn  Honest  Irinh  Lad  a  Chance.^ 3 

C^andmother's  Chair    ' 7 

Good-bye  at  the  door .9 

Home  Sweet  Home , .  .1 

High  \>  ater  Pantw , 1 

The  Harp  that  ence  thro'  Tara's  Ralls. .9. .  1 

The  Husband's  Commandments  ........   ....  .3 

The  Heart  bowed  down  by  weight  of  woe .3. 


Home  Again 3 

Iler  bright  smile  haunts  me  still .4 

Hail  Coinmbia,  Happy  Land 5 

Hi,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny  Johnston 7 

Happy  dreams  of  you 8 

Has  the  Comet  Struek .,.  .9 


I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  Halls 9 

I  cannot  call  her  mother :  .2 

I'll  Name  the  Boy  Dennis,  or  no  name  at  all  2 

111  be  nil  smiles  to-night,  love 3 

'Tia  hard  to  give  the  hand  where 

the  heart  can  never  be. . .  .4 

•Ti.<»  but  A  little  faded  flower 4 

I  oanaot  sing  the  old  songs 4 

Islo  of  Beauty  faro  thee  well 4 

I  wnnt  to  Kce  do  Kood  old  homo  again 8 

la  the  Low  LancTs  Ijow 7 

I  am  leaving  now  the  old  Folks 7 

I  Leave  Ireland  and  mother  because    "      ••*" 

we  are  jioot  7 

I  was  false  but  yonll  forgive  me 8 

Tis' a  blossom  from  our  little  Willie's  breast  8 

I'll  go  bock  to  my  old  love  again 9 

I'll  remember  you  love  in  my  prayers 9 

In  the  Low  Lands  Low 9 

'Tis  evening  brings  uiy  heart  tothoe 9 

Just  touch  the  harp  gently,  my 

pretty  Lonizo  . .  .4 

Jnst  before  the  battle,  mother 5 

Just  after  the  battle,  mother 5 

Jennie  the  Plowar  of  Kildaro 6  . 


^  <♦> 


Killamey. .".  ..1 

Katie's  Secret '2 

Kathleen  Mavonmeen 2 

Kerrigan's  M;.Kquerado 3 

Kitty  Wells 4 

Kingdom  Coming .it 

Katj  ^TOttrneen 3 

^  ,,,    ^      ^fg^,^ 

The  Little  ones  at  homo . . . .  .1 

I^arboard  Watch 1 

Lullaby ' 1 

The  Last  Rose  of  Summer S 

Liaten  to  the  mocking  bird 4 

Lay  my  head  beneath  a  rose 4 

The  Land  of  love  and  liberty S 

Little  Maggie  Ann ...., 6 

Levi  Kassidsy 0 

Little  old  house  on  the  Rhine 7 

LamenWition  of  Johixny  Reel 8 

Many  can  help  one 1 

The McsscQ^cr  Bird.>..t«.. .«.. 1 

MBg^;io'M  Secret "'.';' ., . .■ 2 

My  Pretty  Red  Rose 2 

Marching  through  Georgia 3 

My  old  Kentucky  Home  Good  Night 3 

The  Minstrel  Boy 3 

The  Man  you  dnn't  meet  every  day 3 

Mary  Ann  I'll  tell  your  ma 3 

Mother  is  waiting  to  welcome  her  boy 4 

Mary  Ann  Kehoe 4 

Motaer  is  the  battle  over. .' 5 

Mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream..... 6 

Mary  of  the.Wild  Moor 6 

Miekey  Flahrity 6 

Mary  Ann  O'Hoolahan  Dowd ^ 6 

McCarthy's  Fancy  Ball  / \ T 

Maloney  s  the  man 7 

Meetme  by  moonlight,  Willie 7 

Mary  of  Arpyle 8 

Massa'sin  tha  cold  ground 8 

My  darling  but  talkative  wife ; 8 

Mr.  ivsd  Mrs  Malqne..: t,.^.. •..)... 9 C 

The  >^U  •  shut  down  to-day : 9 

Kancy  Loe.>. ;....! 

The  Old  Cabin  Hom«k<<.,.v...r....«- 1 

Old  Black  Jo«  ,..,.., 1 

Old  folks  at  hom« 1 

•'■Or'ahy  other roaO— Stnup apOMh' 2 

The  Old  Ix>g  eahin  in  the  Lone i....<..3 

Oh!  Fred  tell  them  to  stop 4 

Our  Starry  Flag,  onr  Glory.  ..,i.... 6 

Qrigioal  Yankee  I>oodla 5 

The  OId_^hipo.ed  cbuxch  on  the  hill.  .^.■.. »...«.  6 


c^ibisi^  ahtsD  bnumb-i 


TH£    Sir«G£RIS^'    JOIIBMAJL.. 


-y. 


Paddy  Duffy's  Mule- 

SXRODT  ON  PADOT  DUITT'S  OLBT. 
BX  J.  £.  lA  PIEBIUE. 


I  suppose  you  Leard  of  Dntt, 

And  of  Lis  lumber  cart; 
Where  the  boys  would  congregate  at  night, 

After  it  was  dark. 
Where  they  sang  Bongs,  and  told  stories, 

Of  how  they  used  to  fool. 
With  that  docile  qnadruped,  '    . 

Old  Paddy  Duflfy's  mule. 

Chobcs. 
There  was  Billy  Gleason,  ■  ^ 

Who  was  born  on  Erin's  shore; 
He  was  great  at  teasing 

This  mule  with  a  straw. 
fie  did  this  to  study  science. 

To  see  if  moles  were  quick;  t 
He  found  out  one  thing,  I  am  told. 

That  Daffy's  mule  could  kick. 

They  say  he  was  imported. 

From  the  real  old  Irish  stock. 
And  Duff  he  supported, 

By  pulling  lumber  from  the  dock. 
He  was  Yisry  easy  going, 

And  took  ihingH  mighty  cool. 
For  years  he  swore  oH  running. 
Did  old  Paddy  Dufly's  Mulo. 

Chobcs.  , 
But  he  was  well  deyeloped, 

As  any  mule  coald  bo; 
Of  odlsaii'd  hay  he  could 

Eat  OS  mucli  asihese.       .  _  - 
For  work  he  was  not  anxious. 
Thju  you  could  plaiply  see; 
How  Duff  used  to  coux  him  with 
A  piece  of  hickory  tree. 


?-• 


%■■■. 


**■. 


'>*V<r 


;* 
'*!»' 


When  his  days  work  was  over, 

His  pleasure  he  would  show. 
By  kicking  ash-barrels  over, 

That  by  chance  came  in  his  road,    '^ 
He  gave  nightly  exhibitions  * 

Of  his  ability. 
And  the  way  he  made  things  ily  around. 

Was  laughable  to  see. 

Chorum 

But  Duffy  would  not  sell  him. 

Not  at  any  price; 
For  he  is  a  family  relic,  _ 

And  to  own  him  it's  his  rejoice. 
They  are  now  on  exhibition, 

Duffy's  mule  and  cart. 
At  that  theatre  which  is  o^'ned. 

By  Harrigen  and  Hart. 


^. 


'rvr':. 


^  *m*  m> 


•■*■:- 
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Always  toe  the  Mark- 

TO  UT  rBUtND,  J.  L.  FXXMXT. 
WOXDB  AMD  HUSIC  BT  C.  W.  MARK. 


«;< 


ABBJLNGKD  BT 
OOPTUOHT   1882, 


JOS.  ECHWEXSECX. 
BT  WU.    J.  A.  LIKOEB. 


BKSEBTSn. 


i: 


r,  '  '.AUi  BIOHTS 

The  Wu-sle   c^  this  fong  is  publisUei  at  Wm.  J.  A. 

Lleder'sHxtcnsiyeMus  c  Pui>llhh!ngnouse,  Ho.  M 

ChalUain  Street,    N.  Y.  anavill  le  sent  post 

paid,  10  any  address,   on   receipt  oT  price 

40  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


The  pathway  that  lends  us  through  life 

we  all  knpw. 

Is  one  that  is  erer  up  hiTT;**'  '** 
And  being  up  hill,  why,  up  hill  wc  must  go— 

Then  why  fiul  in  courage  or  wiH  f 
Borne  people  fight  hard  Hgain.*<^  trosble  and  care, 

And  grumble  how  hard  t'is  to  live; 
To  these  I  would  say  "  ne'er  give  up  in  dispair," 

And  kindly  this  motto  I'd  give. 

CnoBus.  -      N'v 

'Tis  fight  on  in  hope  for  light,  my  boys,    *-     _ 

The  road  we  know  is  dark; 
But,  cheerfully  stand  each  blow,  my  boys,  ' 

And  always  toe  the  mark. 


With  pitty  I  often  look  on  yoo^  men. 

Who  strn^gliag  from  xin  and  from  shame, 
right  nobly,  but  fall  back  again  and  again. 

Discouraged  and  helpless  and  lame. 
I  cheer  them  all  on,  and  I  help  them  along. 

With  what  little  aid  I  oan  giv«. 
If  they  fight  with  tne  motto  that  lies  in  this  song. 

They'll  find  it  quite  easy  to  live.  Chorus. 

« 

Take  up.tke  lightt  cross  of  this  world,  boya^ 

with  love. 

Let  ereryone  catry  his  ownj  .-- 
You'll  find  as  reward  in  that  bright  land  above, 

A  hoDiis  %here  np  laboriis  known.  - 
But  if  you  should  stop  ere  the  enil  of  the  road, 

And  grumble  while  resting  your  share. 
You'll  timd  as  reward  a  mnch  heavier  load. 

Eternal,  awaiting  y on  ttieM.  Chcrh». 

1^    <■♦!     ^ 


Papa's  Baby  Girl. 


/:  V 


WObns  AND  MUSIC  BT  ED.  C.  BIUTU. 
'-  ^  OOPTlUOHT,  188i  BT  Wir.  J.  X.    UEDEB. 

AIX  SIGHTS   JIESKBTKD. 

TUe  Music   ot  this  Sony  Is  published  at  Vfcr.   T.  A. 

Lioder's  Extoo-Hlve  Uu^U)  PublUUHig House.   No,00 

Chatham  street,   N.  Y.-  ami  wMl -Tae  seint  post 

paid,  to  any  address,  onroccipt  orprlce, 

46  ctatu  la  postag-fe  stauips. 


P^pinp  thronjjli  the  window^  jn«tnt  cventido,^ 
Full  of  childish ionopencu^ttd  gloo; 

Waiting  {dr  my  coming  down  tQo  shady  lano, 
Beta  t^y  baby  vwAc^ing  there  for  jno. 

A  little  pair  of  bright  eySwi^ajB^  my  Daby  ^ i1, " 
_,^.iB«uth  just  ns  pretty  as  cafl"^*^  — _ 

As  she  lisps  to  mamma  standing  by  her  side, 
Momma,  there  comes  pai^o,  (^en't  you  suo. 


I 


CaoBUs. 


Ircry  Eve  nt  twilight  while  rettwning  Loimo, 
Through  thp  blinding  soow  or.bitter  raiiy; 
Rtanding  ftt  tji"  window  is  uiy  baby  girl, 

down  the  liiic. 


WaMiiag far  my  c{T»iitf(down 


m   INTERESTIN6 

MAHER   COLUMN 

This  cwiumn  «r  our  Jounal  wm  oontaln  In  eaoh 
number  a  collection  ol  Jokea,  oddli  ifl%  Itt«ms  griuterest 
etc.  eio.  To  which  we  lu\-ite  coiiti  ibutious  to%le  sams 
from  ovw  host  of  corrt  spondt  ut«,  and  we  will 
Irom  Uvaa  to  time  .endeavjjir'to  give  laiaco  to  Ubi  sama. 
with  inlUalx  of  the  writer  or  writors. 

(Vho  rubllslior.) 


Wben  the'shades  of  night  fall  on  our  COttage  hotB« 

Then  my  little  chorub  tired  of  play; 
Whispers  witha  kiss,  my  i>apa,  dear,  dood  night, 

Then  her  ttaamma  lays  her  toys  away; 
Then  ni>on  her  .bended  knees,  i^ys  her 

Kttle  prayter, 

Now  I  layTne  down  to  sleep  and  »eet, 
And  God  be«g09d  to  l>apa,  and  mamma  ^,- 

as  well, 

Then  sUe  .creeps  iuto4ier  ba^y  ii«st.     Cboras. 


_     The  Sheeney  Peddlar» 

'BT  BABBT  BABinU,  TOR  BASHSS  it  LXWIB. 


OhJ  Juee  we  are  trro  Sheea^y  pe41aML->  — , 

From  Jerusalum  wo  came; 
We  live  on  gariic  soup,  and  motzers, 

Solomon  and  Isaac  Cohen  that's  our  same. 
:     -^  ■  ,         •    (Bnnik.) 
We'll  sell  to  you  fine  coAts  and  ulsters, 

FJn^wQolen  socks  that  never  rip  or-'tear, 
£amp  wicls'or  shoe  Imemm^jt^kmitmen, 

Buy  from  us,  and  we'll  treat  you  square. 

A  (lozen  linen  handkercliiefs  for  a  dclla^ 

That  is  what  we  always  cry; 
Thi  loaf«>rs  holler  pipe  Xhe  gillies,      . .         .'; 
* 'When  we  pass  the  corner  by.  '    > 

W^travel  from  New  York  to  AHantio  Qty^ 
We  never  sto)[)  to  sleep  or  eatf  ,.,'-    ' 

We  never  ride  for  that  costs  money. 
But  travel  all  the  way  ppon  our  feet. 

(Break.) 

Now  kind  friends,  if  jpM  want  great  bargains, 
Come  step  right  up  tf&d  examine  our  %are, 

A  pair  of^hould«:r  brace*  for  u  (fttarter  of 

OaoaZ^ilde  pants  for  forty  centrS'^pair. 

Choros. 


B 


.  I       •;,■; 


.1 

A  bad  aiga, — To^Jgn  another  man's  name  to 
a  note.  i.  T.  V. 

Alcohol  will    clean   silver. — Yes,    aU«ahnl    will 
clean  all  the  silver  out  of  your  pocket**,  j.  j.  ». 


-  A.  B.   in 
bachelors. 


voqian's  diploma. 


moans   aft^r 

i.J.  o. 


He  Mal6.»JoBh  Billings  says,  "  The  newl  is 
a  larger  burd  than  a  guse  or  turkey.  It  has  two 
legs  to  walk  with,  and .  two  more  tor  Jiick  with, 
and  it  wear*  its  wings  on  the  sido  of  its  hod." 

Anlrishmancta  bbard-ftTessn!  wfara  «li«'  was 
on  the  point  of  founckring,  being  ilvsiiM  to 
come  on  deck  tta  she  was  going  down,  replied 
that  he  had  no  wish  to  go  ou  deck  to  see  biu)SeU' 
dro%vned.  •  ^ 

Found.— "I  meant  to  have  told  yon  of  tbot 
holo,"'  saljlafientldmatitqafriGnd.  who,  walking 
in  his  garden,  stnmblod  into  a  pit  of  water.  "No 
matter,"  said  tit*  fri«iMi;  'I  httv«  found  it." 

Theyrkung  woman  who.  was  lost  in  thought, 
after  wandering  in  her  own  rainO,  found  L«r- 
self  at  last  in  her  lover's  onus. 

A  boy  swallowed  a  revolvt-r  cartridge  one  day 
laat.weok.  oiul  his  motlMir  duiik&'t  doxe  to  wallop 
kin  <or  f«ar  he'll  go  otL 

•,;»  Lost  fot  ever.— A  party  of  yonnjflnien  dined 
sumptuously  at  a  restaurant  in  Daklin,  and  each 
<Hie;iQ«>«ted  on  paying  the  bill  ,'X<%  decide 
the  HiW*©r,  >4  Was  proposed  to  WtndfoHl  the 
waiter,  and  the  first  one  ho  cai^ht  should  pay 
tlie  bill.      He  hasn't  cadghl  any  of  them  yet. 

"  I  say,   Paddy,   that    is   the  wofrt  looMnft 
korse  you  drive  I  ever  saw      Whr  <1on't  y«5 
fatten  him  up?'— "Fat  Lim  np,    ii  ft  ?      Foix," 
the  i)oor  baste  can  hardly  ciirry   the   little   mhte 
that's  on  him  now,"  replied  I'uddy. 

A  jeung  man  in  Jersey  city  Was  nrged  to 
marry,  but  he  replied,  "f  don't  see  it,  my  futlicr 
3MM  a  single  man,  and  ho  always  got  alobg  weU 
enough. 

"Sambo,  wbere's  your  master  ?"—"  Oona 
out."  Has  he  left  off  drinking  yet  V"  "  Oh,  yea- 
be  leare  off  Uirea  tinM.thia  moruipg. 

The  following  Js  a  true  eopy  of  a  letter  r«. 
oeiyed  bv  a  village  schoolmastor;  "  Sur,  as  you 
are  &'miih'  of  nolege,  I  intend  to  inter  my  aon  in 
yoarakull" 

What  is  the  bo»»t  regeiable  pill  y«t  invented 
for  curing  a  gnawing  of  the  stomach  ?  An  ap|>t«- 
dumpling. 

A  great  drinker  being  at  table,    they  offeMd 
him  grai>«B  at  dessert.       "  Thank  von,"  said  he,  " 
pushing  back  the  plate,  "  I  don't  take  my  vina 
in  pUh»."  ... .  ^    . 

■  Jf''-  ). " 

We  often  find  that  an  eloqneBt  ipeftk<>r  is  lika 
a  river— greatest  at  the  mouth. 

A  man  D«^r  knows  how  few  persona  nae 
tobacco,  untifhe  gets  oat  and  asks  for  a  ab«w 
for  bimself. 


.~^^'^4am  was  proudly  conscions  that  ha  IMr« 
maae  a  mistake  in  his  boyhood. 


Prof.  Edmund  Clark's  Studies  for  the  Banjo. 

TBACHINe  ROOM 89  S86  BOWKRT»  NKW  YORK. 

Scale  of  T>vo  Sharps,  Fj  and  Cj(,  or  Key  of  D.   M    '»*«  r 


»v 


vr;'-;,.  :r«    .>.>*' 


i 


t 


4th  String,  A 
Open,  2d  fret,  4th  ft, 


i.         y     3d  String,  E.     1/2(1  String,  GS.l/  1st  String,  B.  \/ 

&thft    I  Open,  2d  ft,  Sdtt  |        Istft         |   Open,   2d  ft,    8d  ft,    5th  ft,   7th  ft,   8th ft,  10th ft. j 


t 


5th  String,  E. 

Open. 


i 


i 


rf 


f 


1       • 

B          OH 

D 

E 

Ft 

Oft 

A  ; 

B 

Q» 

D 

Vocal  ScalcL 

Do 

Re 

Mi 

Fa 

Sol 

La 

Si 

Do. 

Tt     oa 


E. 


?J 


1)  Chord. — Place  your  1st  finger  on  the  2d  String,  Ist  Fret     Place  your  2d  finger  on  the  8d  String,  2d  ^ret 
Place  your  4th  finger  on  the  Ist  String,  3d  Fret. 

A  Chord. — Place  your  Ist  finger  on  the  2d  String,  Ist  Fret     Place  your  2d  finger  on  the  Ist  String,  2d  Freti 
Place  your  3d  finger  on  the  3d  String,  3d  Fret.  | 

You  will  notice  in  the  following  three  pieces,  a  Natural  if,  placed  by  the  side  of  the  Gs.     They  are  placed  ther»i     ;- 
as  a  reminder  that  the  Gs  are  to  be  played  one  semitone,  (one  fret,)  lower,  nearer  the  Nut  of  the  Banjo,  than  theyl     i- 
would  be  in  the  Key  of  Three  and  Four  Sharps.    Ordinarily  in  music  they  are  left  out,  being  understood  from  th» 
iignature  (Two  Sharps.) 

C^LAHEl  POXiKA.     Mth  Part)    Be  car^  and  eowUyoiir  time,  Ji^ur  eighth  notes  to  eac\  measure, 

Ooowp^-l  ,^2  »        #4  t       2       8       4  1  .^  2  »        ^  1 


IjKM  norths  "WATjTZ-     OovM  yovr  timet  three  eighth  notes  to  each  measure. 
123&128  12  812  3 


g^i^ 


V* ..  »  »•  -^  •>u« 


Copyrlckt,  IStt,  by  WllUan /.  ▲.  Ueder. 

F.  S.-Writeto  WILLIAM  i.  A.  LIEDER,  No.  60  Chttham  St,  N.  Y.  for  anything  in  the  Musical  lino. 
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VOI.UilI£.    II. 


V  HENRY  DE  MARSAN'S  COMIC  AND  SENTIMENTAL 

SINHESS'  Jlllimii 

Containing  all  the  most  popular  Songs  of  the  day. 


OUR   AGENTS. 

BOSTON.     (Mass.)    J.  W.  Hheiiman,  Books. 
Stationery,  Ac,   115  Cambridge  Street. 


PHILADELPHIA.     (Pa. )     A.  W.  Aunkb.  Job 
Printer,  S.  W.  Cor.  of  Tenth  and  Ilace  btr's. 


CINCINNATI.  COVINGTON,  and  Vicinity. 
P.  Habtlaub,  News  and  Music  Dealer,  508 
Madison  Street.     Covington.^  (Ky. ) 

DETROIT.  (Mich.)  J.  F.  <t  W.  T.  Mac- 
AULET,  Books,  Stationery,  Ac,  209  &  211 
Woodward  Avenue. 

CHICAGK).  (111. )  Southebland's  Post  Office, 
News,  and  Cigar  Stand,  107  E.  Adams  St. 


BROOKLYN.  (N.  Y.)  Branch  Office  of  the 
SiNGDKs'  JocBNAii,  No.  49  Atlantic  Avenue, 
near  South  Ferry.  Manufacturing  Con- 
fectioner, and  Wholesale  Dealer  and  Jobber 
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The  Ship  That  Broaght  Ms  Over- 


UVSO  BT  MISS  ST.  OKOaOB  HOMXT. 


rJ^^ 


I  left  old  Ireland  lar  bebind, 

And  for  Amerikiiy  I  started,        -^       "',   ''^ 
I  tbought  that  I'd  have  to  walk  across, 

And  that  made  me  broken-hearted 
But  I  hid  meself  in  the  vessel's  bonld, 

Unbekuowuut  to  the  Jack-tar  sailors, 
But  before  we  were  a  day  ont  all  handH  on  board 

Were  as  sick  as  drunken  tailors. 

Spoken— Such  a  time  I  never  had  in  my  life. 
Ah  they  nay  on  the  sta^e  I  tnrued  a  complete 
somersault  and  my  insides  were  out,  and  my 
outsides  were  in  I  know  I  couldn't  get  any- 
thing to  eat  coming  across,  so  I  pat  in  a  male 
that  I  thought  would  last  me  for  a  week.  Hut 
we  hadn't  lost  sight  of  the  land  till  1  lost  tUo 
whole  of  it. 

Chobtts. 

For  such  tossing  and  tumbling, 
Such  growling  and  grumbling, 
Such  crashing  and  crashing, 
Huch  lushing  and  smashing,     . 
Such  carsing  and  swearing. 
Such  raging  and  tearing, 
Such  bungling  and  banging. 
Such  leaping  and  chnnging. 
I  thought  they  were  crazy,  , 

Faith  they  couldn't  be  aisy. 
For  the  wind  was  a-howling, 
And  the  captain  was  growling. 
And  all  hands  were  scrowling. 
On  board  the  ship  that  to  Amerikay 

brought  me  orer. 

We'd  been  ont  about  a  month  or  more, 

We  then  fell  short  of  nitions; 
They  made  the  cook  then  ciwk  himself, 

And  uiy  heart  had  i>alpitiitions. 
Says  I,  "  [f  they  catch  me  hiding  here. 

They'll  hanl  me  down  to  the  kitchen, 
And  to  make  a  rale  live  Irish  stew 

Myself  in  the  pot  they'll  be  pitching." 

Spokt  n. — But  as  good  luck  would  have  it, 
though  they  searched  high  and  low  —they  could 
not  find  me.  It's  poor  aitin'  I'd  make,  for  al- 
though we  were  out  over  a  month  1  ate  uothinK 
but  a  pair  of  ould  shoes  from  tlie  time  1  sueakt'd 
aboard.  Then  the  say  began  to  to.ss  so  bud  that, 
says  1,  "ouid  Jupiter,  the  say  god,  is  druuk." 

Chori's. 

Then  I  was  in  a  terrible  state. 
For  I  thought  I'd  nothin<,'  to  ate. 
Yet  mj'  stomach  kept  turning. 
And  my  head  sure  was  burning; 
1  tho.ight  every  day 
We'd  be  lost  in  the  say,       ^ 
And  then  all  the  fishes 
Of  us  would  make  dishes. 
And  the  whales  and  the  sharks 
Would  have  jolly  lurks; 
Of  our  flesh  they'd  make  stew. 
And  our  bones  they'd  make  glue. 
And  I  always  was  pray  in'.  ) 

And  to  myself  I  was  sayin', 
Biut  luck  to  the  day 
That  I  first  went  on  the  say. 
Faith  I  was  a  big  gawk. 
That  at  first  didn't  walk. 
For  if  in  the  say  T'lu  not  spilled. 
By  the  crew  I'll  be  killed. 
Faith.  I  wish  I  was  home, 
'Tis  myself  would  not  roam 
On  board  of  the  ship  that  to  Amerikay 

broaght  me  over, 

^    I  •>    — I 


Since  Cordelia  First  Wore  Bangs^ 

SUNO  Bt  \1IS>1  ST.  UEOKUE  Dussry. 


Now  I  am  a  dacent  laishmnn. 

say  cognomen  is  O'Brien, 
And  in  new-fashioned  fol-de-<1i-doB 

My  daughter  cuts  a  shine. 
She  weares  pnllbacks  and  bustles, 

And  talks  yer  American  slangs. 


But  she  takes  the  cake  and  the  crackers 

and  cheese. 
Since  Cordelia  pot  on  the  bangs. 

Chords. 

Her  Montagues  and  her  frizzes. 

She  says  is  worn  by  the  gangs. 
Her  hair  now  looks  as  if  'twas  cat  by  an  ax. 

Since  Cordelia  put  on  bangs. 

Cross-eyed  Phil  McGinty,  ,-;    .   ,  ,.) 

Is  the  one  she  calls  her  mash. 
But  if  I  oatch  this  dirty  blackguard. 

Of  him  I'll  make  corn-beef  hash. 
.\bout  fourteen  o'clock  in  the  morning 

They  come  from  th<3  ball  in  gangs. 
Faith  Cordelia  is  going  crazy 

Since  she  wore  Montague  bangs.         Chorus. 


Hurrah  for  Old  Ireland- 

nVMO  BY  MISS  ST.  OEOROE  HDSSET. 


Let  every  one  speak  of  the  land  of  his  birth. 

For  myself  I  will  always  do  so. 
And  though  poor  and  oppressed  for  the 

Emerald  Isle, 

I  will  speak  wherever  I  go. 
Though  long  held  in  bondage  it  soon  will  be  free. 

And  a  place  among  the  nations  will  take. 
And  I,  like  all  sons  of  the  Emerald  isle. 

Would  die  for  my  native  land's  sake. 

'V, ...'>,         Chorus.      ;.,  l^  ■'  \  -,.■    >■, 

.Scotland  loves  the  thistle,  England  loves  the  ross. 
But  I  love  the  shamrock  that  in  my  country  grows 
You  shout  for  America,  because  she's  brave 

and  free. 
Bat  for  poor  oppressed  old  Ireland  boys, 

oome  shout  along  with  me. 

Oar  dear  land  wants  freedom,  I  hope  she'll 

succeed. 

For  freedom  is  every  one's  right; 
The  prospect  looks  weary,  but  until  they  succeed. 

The  sons  of  old  Erin  would  fight. 
Now  yon  love  the  memory  of  George  Washington, 

The  patriot  who  fought  for  your  cause; 
If  Washington  livetl  in  old  Ireland, 

He'd  gain  for  our  country  just  laws       Chorat. 

.\  .V :     My  Pretty  Eostic  Queen- 
:•   .  SoNo  AND  Dano. 

•    ■'  .    -  '  ■ 

WBTTTEN  AND  SUN(»  BT  JOHN  B.   KIEBNA^t. 


.\s  I  Strolled  out  one  summer's  morn. 

The  trees  and  grass  were  green ; 
I  met  a  damsel  down  the  lane, 

Jiipt  as  pretty  as  a  queen. 
.And  as  I  passed  her  slowly  by. 

Her  dark"  eyes  they  met  mine; 
.\s  bright  a#  aiiy  star  above, 

I  thought  those  eyes  did  shine. 

Chobcs. 

This  maiden  fair  had  won  my  heart, 
'Twas  then  I  first  lelt  Cupids  dart. 
And  in  my  life  I  do  declare. 

No  damsel  I  have  seen. 
Half  so  charming  or  so  fair. 

As  this  pretty  rustic  queen. 


(Break.) 
(Break.) 


Dance. 


I  lingered  near  the  plea.suut  Hi>ot, 

To  await  this  maiden's  return; 
And  all  the  while  within  my  breast. 

Love's  flame  did  fiercely  burn 
I  heard  a  voice  among  the  trees. 

And  soon  along  she  came; 
I  mustered  oo<»rsge  then  to  speak. 

And  ask  this  maid  her  name.  Choras. 

She  then  replied  quite  modestly, 

My  name  is  Claribelle; 
The  reason  why  you  ask  me. 

Is  something  I  can't  tell.  "  . 

I  told  her  how  I  loved  her 

And  in  married  life  serene,  ;•.-.. 

I  live  as  happy  as  a  prince. 

With  my  pretty  rustic  qaeen.  Chorns. 


The  Chimes  of  Trinity- 

WOSDS  BT  J.  I.  Ic'CAinr.    M DSIO  BT  S.  BOSSWBEBO. 
TO  J.  W.  PRATT  or   "  TRUTH." 

ooptrioht  1882,  dt  wm.  j.  a.  uzdxb. 

ALL     BIOBTS     reserved 

The  Mustc  ot  tills  801^  Is    p'lOllshed  at  Wm.  J.  A. 

Ueder's  E.vt  nslve  Mu-lc  PubllshlUK  House,  No.M 

Chatham  til reet,  N.  Y,    anU  will  oe  sent  po8» 

pald,u>  any  ttddres-s,    on  receipt  or  price, 

' .    '  40  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


I  love  to  listen  to  Trinity  chimes. 

On  the  last  day  of  the  year; 
I  love  to  stand  at  the  old  church  gate, 

When  the  chimes  ring  load  and  clear. 
For  the  chimes  that  ring  with  a  merry  din, 

Recall  the  sweet  long  ago. 
When  to  church  I  hied  by  my  dear  \ 

mother's  aldft, 

NVhile  the  bell-fry  swung  to  and  fro, 
When  to  church  I  hied  by  my  dear 

mother'a  aide. 

While  the  bell-fry  swang  to  and  fro.  , 

Chords. 
Ding  !  dong  !  ding  !  dong  ! 

The  echoes  are  whispering  over  the  bbow. 
Ding  !  dong  !  ding  !  dong  ! 

The  spirits  are  lis'niug  down  below, 

I  love  to  listen  to  trinity  chimes. 

Hinging  out  all  sorrow  and  «in;         .  .> 
I  love  to  hear  the  silvery  chimes 

When  they  peal  the  n«w  year  in. 
For  thought's  that  steal  oe'r  my  heart 

as  the  peal. 
Rings  out  o'er  the  wintry  snow. 
Take  me  back  again  to  the  dear  old 

country  lane, 
Where  I  courted  a  lass  long  ago ; 
Take  me  back  again  to  the  dear  oM 

country  lane, 
Where  I  courted  a  lass  long  ago.        Chorus. 

I  have  listened  for  forty  new-years  eves. 

When  Trinity  rung  its  chimes: 
I  have  seen  the  new-year  come  and  go. 

When  gladness  and  peace  were  mine. 
But  my  step's  not  light,  nor  my  eyes  so  bright 

•As  tliey  were  in  by-j;oue  times; 
When  a  light-hearted  boy,  I  first  listened 

with  joy. 

To  the  ringing  of  Trinity  chimes; 
When  a  light-hoarted  buy  I  first  listened 

with  joy. 

To  the  ringing  «f  Trinity  chimes.      Chorus. 


Rosa  Bell. 

BX  JAM£S  V.  BAUK£TT. 


The  fiast  time  I  met  Rosa  Bell.  \; 

'Twas  at  Aunt  Mary's  Ball; 
And  tho'  bewitching  cirls  were  ther*, 

My  Rose  outrivalled  all. 
She  tripped  round  in  the  waltzes 

With  the  grace  of  a  gazelle; 
Tho  cream  of  clianuing  elegance, 

My  blue-eyed  Rosa  Bell. 
('bobcs. 

Oh  t  how  I  love  that  little  lass. 
It's  more  than  tOnguocan  tell; 

She's  dear  to  me  as  light  and  life,      -  ; 
My  blue-eyed   Rosa  Bell. 

We  danced  until  the  ball  was  o'er. 

And  then  we  took  a  walk 
Into  the  garden  where  we  spent 

Some  hours  in  pleasant  talk. 
And  hiter  when  I  saw  her  '' 

To  the  cot  where  she  did  dwell; 
I  was  shyly  tohl  to  come  again. 

By  Blue-eyed  Rosa  Bell. 

£ach  eve  now  at  the  little  cot, 

I  meet  my  fairy  queen; 
And  then  together  hand  in  hand. 

We  ramble  o'er  the  green. 
I  lead  her  to  a  trysting  place. 

The  spot  we  know  so  well; 
And  tell  the  oft  repeated  tale 

To  blae-eyed  Rosa  Bell. 


Choras. 


Choras. 


."-*-*•-"-■ 


■%-iT>.::-       »'  '■'»»-^'*~.- 


TH£:    SliVOERS'    JOURMAI.. 
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Let  ua  be  Boys  Again  Just  for  To-Night. 
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Oft  my  lone  heart  feals  the  bliss  of  the  past, 
Joys  I  have  cherished,  too  precious  to  last, 
Hours  full  of  brightness  and  pleasure  to  me, 
When  I  would  wander  by  rvood-land  and  lea. 
Fair  were  the  sunbeams  that  fell  o'er  rny  way. 
Sweet  were  the  roses  in  childhood's  brief  day. 
And  the  dear  forms  that  no  sorrow  could  blight. 
Let  US  be  boys  again,  just  fof  to-night 

In  the  old  home  of  my  childhood  so  fair. 

Pure  were  the  hearts  once  iu  love  gathered  tbare. 

Fond  are  the  memories  coming  io-day 

Bdck  to  my  heart,  of  the  years  past  away. 

I  would  recall  each  bright  hour  I  have  known. 

Dear  to  me  now,  when  life's  siinshine  bus  flown 

With  the  companions  \sL<'  broufjht  me  delight, 

I  wonld'be  a  boy  again,   just  for  to-night. 

Once  the  kind  words  of  a  father  did  cheer. 
And  I  knew  love  of  a  mother  so  dear; 
There  was  a  brother  to  share  uU  my  pain, 
And  a  sweet  sister,  whose  kiss  I  would  gain. 
I  have  grown  weary  of  waiting  so  long. 
For  the  old  voices  to  sing  love's  sweet  song; 
I  would  live  over  the  past  with  delight. 
Let  us  be  boys  again,  just  for  to-night. 

There  is  the  maple,  with  branches  so  wide. 
Where  in  the  days  of  my  youth  I  would  hide; 
And  the  old  oak  tree,  so  straight  and  so  tall. 
Near  to  the  poplar,  so  high  over  them  all. 
There  are  the  night-m-gales  singing  so  sweet, 
Apd  the^ioor  whip-poor-wills  lovingly  meet. 
While  on  the  cottage  the  sunbeams  fall  bright. 
Let  us  be  boys  again  just  for  to-night. 

Sweet  are  my  dreams,  but  my  heart  yearns  to  see, 
Dear  forms  and  faces  ,  long  cherished  by  me; 
Years  of  the  past  I  would  love  to  recall. 
When  I  plucked  flowers  that  were  fairest  of  all. 
But  I  shall  never,  no  !  never  again 
See  the  old  home,  with  the  hillside  and  plain,' 
Nanght  but  fond  memory  brings  me  delight. 
Let  us  be  boys  again,  just  for  to-night. 


Sing  Lee's  Troubles. 
Chinese  SoNO  AND  Dance.         , 

BT  MAX  HOBTEB.  FOR  MAJ.  WEWEIX. 

Chinaman  likee  belly  muchee  nashee, 
Melican  man  him  does  not  pay  Chinee; 
Chinaman  smartee,  him  do  muchee  cheatee. 
Him  thinks  that  Melican  man  is  a  big  fool. 

, ,     ,    ,     Chobus.        .  - 

CbinaiBan  eats  lice,  (rice). 

Chinaman  eats  lats,  (rats). 

Chinaman  makee  cigals  as  bad  as  dolle  mats. 

Chinaman  is  smart,  hiui  opium  smoke, 

Chinaman  don't  care  a  bit  for  whole  Amelioa. 

Melican  boy  call  poor  Chinee  Johnny, 
Pnllee  on  longee  pigee  tail ; 
Chinaman  him  no  sabee  muchee  fightee, 
Melican  boy  make  him  eye  all  brack  and  blue. 


Dutch  Schoolmaster. 


BT  MAX  HOBTEB. 


6UNO  BT  UAJ.  X.  HZWXIX. 


LMt  week  I  met  a  bewitching  creature. 

While  sporting  down  at  Coney  Isle; 
She  asked  me  if  dot  German  I  would  teaeh  ber. 

And  Bhe  said  it  with  a  sweet  entrandng  sojila, 
D«n  I  told  her  I  vos  willing  for  to  leatB  her. 

But  I  did  not  have  the  tima  to  stay; 
Bnt  dot  if  her  and  I  we  got  married, 

Dat  I  would  teach  her  all  de  day. 


Chobus. 
Mit  kissing  and  mit  hugging  Fm  most  crazy, 

I  feel  dat  I  was  swelling  dwioe  my  size; 
For  the  girl  I  k>ve  sht*  was  a  daisy, 

So  I  dink  myself  I'll  go  and  paralyze. 

So  both  of  ns  we're  going  to  get  married,     . 

Perhaps  you  dink  dat  I'm  no  fool ; 
And  then  we'll  have  a  lot  of  little  Dntchmen,        ' 

And  I'll  start  another  German  spetling  school. 
My  wife  will  learn  them  A,  B,  C, 

And  spelling,  and  grammar,  and  the  algebra; 
And  when  they  vos  got  a  pretty  education. 

Perhaps  they  will  bo  made  president  some  day. 

Chorus. 


The  Farting  From  Erin. 

WBITTEN  AND  St^NO  BT  EOWABO  QBEZNB. 
AIB :     M  T  DABUNO  COXJNTT  CLABK.      ; 


Farewell  dear  Erin,  I  now  must  go, 

I  take  the  last  farewell ;  ;^  ' 

My  heart  is  surely  breaking  ■•-.  ■    -/^ 

To  leave  the  scenes  that  I  loved  well. 
But  although  in  distant  lands  I  roam. 

My  heart  still  clings  to  thee; 
And  I  will  return  to  my  native  home. 

Which  1  hope  will  soon  be  free. 

My  memory  fondly  loves  to  dwell,". ;,:   ^. . 

On  your  fond  distant  shore; 
Where  many's  the  pleasant  evening 

I  spent  in  days  of  yore. 
With  her  I  loved  close  by  my  side. 

As  we  strolled  by  your  green  shore;    .V 
But  I  will  return  again  some  day. 

And  to  her  I  do  adore. 

God  knows,  the  parting  cost  me  pain. 

But  still  I  now  must  go; 
For  cruel  misfortune 

Has  caused  this  bitter  woe. 
But  the  thought  of  those  I've  left  behind. 

Bids  my  poor  heart  to  cheer. 
For  to  return  again  once  more,         ■■:  '-!  ■ 

To  the  scenes  I  loved  so  dear. 

There  is  one  more  word  I  wish  to  say,  ■ 

Before  my  song  does  cease; 
That  is  when  I  do  retnmagain,  1 : 

'Twill  be  to  a  land  of  peace.  '  "  , 

Where  the  tenant  and  the  landlord 

Will  be  united  hand  in  hand; 
And  bless  the  united  Land  League, 

That  has  freed  our  native  land. 

If  I  Catch  the  Man  who  Struck  My  Wift. 

BONO  BY  MISS  ST.  eXOBOE  HUBSET. 


Now  though  I  am  a  married  man. 

Still  I  love  my  wife; 
Though  we  may  have  a  jawing  match      ■.. 

Still  I  lead  a  quiet  life.  .  ;,    ;  ^^    , 

She  wentout  to  the  grocery 

To  buy  some  soap  and  tay. 
When  a  dirty  blackguard  struck  her 

And  this  is  what  I  say.  ,  >        v   '  - 

Chobus.  ■  ;  ' 

If  I  catch  the  man  who  struck  my  wife,    '  ■ 
Now  I  don't,  I  don't  intend  to  give  him 

any  warning. 

Ho  struck  my  wife  and  I'll  have  his  life. 
And  he'll  be  a  dead  man  in  the  momioK. 

Though  I'm  a  quiet  man,    -     ■-"'■■'■■:■■:.■■:'■::::'". 

Still  I  am  no  fool,  ...  ~ !  ;.  ' 

And  I  know  what  two  and  two  is 

If  I  never  went  to  school. 
And  though  I  come  from  Paddy's  land. 

Still  my  wife  to  me  is  dear,  ';  ■  - 

And  if  I  catch  this  blackguard. 

Ton  can  believe  now  what  you  hear.       Cho. 

In  this  American  country 

They  call  us  Irish  flata;^-  v 
They  sometimes  pulveriza  na,  .',    :.;•.., 

As  if  we  were  ould  hats.  *  \^'  ■  ■'■ 

To  strike  a  man  is  manly,         '. 

And  a  blow  I  can  forgJTs,  I      > 

But  the  man  who  strikea  a  wetaaa, 

I  never  can  forgive.  Cheras. 


Biddy  From  Castlebar- 

My  name  is  Biddy  Mnrphy, 

From  Castlebar  I  came; 
And  in  jK>litics  my  boys, 

I  have  gained  great  fame. 
For  true  love  of  country. 

You  can  search  both  near  and  fttf. 
But  you  will  never  find  the  aqnal 

To  Biddy  from  Castlebar. 

,-r.         Chobub. 

For  true  love  of  country. 

You  can  search  both  near  and  fti^ 
But  you  never  will  find  the  equal 

To  Biddy  from  Castlebar. 

Our  glorious  sons  of  Erin, 

Oh  !  boys  how  they  turn  out; 
The  women,  too.  can  take  their  poa^ 

To  show  the  right  about 
In  reading  in  Irish  history — 

How  we  took  part  in  the  war. 
And  the  bravest  of  them  all.  we  sea^ 

Cauie  out  ef  Castlebar. 

At  patterns  I  have  done  iny  akara^ 

When  I  was  young  and  strong, 
I  took  the  shine  out  of  the  lot, 

For  I  oould  dance  so  long. 
And  till  this  day  I  won't  give'in. 

Let  them  come  from  near  and  far. 
Now  take  your  time— I'll  danco  a  jig. 

Good  luck  to  Castlebar. 


Ohonxa. 


Choma. 


The  Parting  Hour. 
air:    don't  bk  anqbt  with  me,  dabuwo. 


Wherefor  all  this  sad  repining. 

Come,  my  darling,  tell  me  why  ? 
Is  it  that  the  day's  declining. 

Brings  the  hour  of  parting  nigh  ? 
>Vhile  the  smiles  of  Spring  are  near  thea, 

And  her  sweets  around  thee  thrown, 
While  the  birds  with  music  cheer  thea. 

Wilt  thou  think  of  me  alone? 

^Vhen  gay  summer  brings  the  swallow. 

With  the  daisy  and  the  bee. 
Or  when  Autumn,  sear  and  yellow. 

Leaves  her  tinge  on  every  tree. 
When  the  ruddy  day  is  dying. 

Far  behind  the  purple  hill. 
And  the  night-wind  softly  sighing. 

Wilt  thou  think  upon  me  stilL 

And  when  Autumn's  waning  glory 

Shall  withdraw  her  sombre  train. 
Leaving  Winter  wild  and  hoary. 

To  assume  the  icy  reign; 
When  whims  of  fats  shall  raiae  thea 

Far  above  my  staid  d<^ee, 
And  admiring  lips  shall  praise  thea^ 

Wilt  thou  spare  one  sigh  for  me  t 


Kenmair  Woods- 


Sweet  fa's  the  dew  on  Kenmair  woods, 

Whanr  Clyde  rins  foamin'  tae  the  sea; 
Sweet  chaunts  the  lark  his  rising  notes. 

But  nature's  charms  are  dull  tae  ma. 
Ye  willows,  weeping  o'er  your  woes, 

The  calm  water's  sheltering  cover. 
To  you  my  secrets  I'll  disclose. 

She  loves,  she  loves  another. 

Fain  would  I  whisper  in  her  ear. 

The  burning  love  that  wrinm  my  kaact; 
Fain  would  I  speak,  but  oh,  I  fear. 

That  we  for  evermors  must  part 
Boldly  Fd  stnnd  tli«  worldling's  fkO«%, 

Without  n  sigh  from  dear  anaa  fart, 
E'en  open  bate  I  eanld  diaown. 

But  secret  love  will  break  my  heart. 


Um~ 


772 


TIll^    SliVOERS'    JOURIWAL.. 


Thon  art  Gone  bat  not  Forgotten- 
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Thou  art  gone  but  not  forgotten. 

We  Hball  Hee  thy  form  no  more; 
Thou  haat  crossed  the  mighty  river 

To  that  bright  celestial  shore. 
We  have  now  a  chair  that's  vacant. 

And  no  smiling  face  we  see; 
Thon  art  gone  but  not  forgotten, 

Wti  will  alwayx  think  of  thee. 

CaoBCB. 

Thon  hast  lett  us  broken  hearted. 
Bat  from  trouble  thon  art  iree; 

Thou  art  gone  but  not  forgotten. 
We  will  always  think  of  thee. 

Thon  art  gone  but  not  forgotten. 

Thou  hast  lett  u«  here  to  mourn; 
From  our  circle  now  we  miss  thee. 

We're  dejected  and  forlorn. 
We  shall  keep  thy  mem'ry  sacred. 

And  shall  speak  thy  praise  with  glee. 
Thon  art  g^one  but  aot  forgotten, 

We  will  always  think  of  thee.  Chorar. 


The   O'Hara's. 

PABODT   ON  TBI  •'  n'lNTTBES*. ' 
BT  J.  E,   LA  PIEBBZ. 


In  the  city  of  New  York, 

The  leading  place  for  sport; 

Dwell  the  family  of  Michael  O'Har*. 

B<,tli  the  young  and  the  old. 

This  is  what  f  am  told, 

Aro  constantly  working  the  banner. 

CaoBi;8. 

There  is  Michael  O'Hara, 

His  sons  both  John  and  James, 

Do  a  hard  days  work  down  on  the  pier: 

And  when  their  work  is  done, 

It's  striglit  way  home  they  come. 

To  indulge  in  the  good  old  Oerman  b«er. 

Now  O'Hara  is  a  man. 

Who  says  beer  bought  by  the  can,        %■■ 

Is  cheaper  than  any  way  by  far. 

He  gives  the  poor  class  this  advice. 

Says  its  taste  is  jn»t  as  nice. 

As* drinking  it  from  across  the  bar. 

Now  yon  who  are  fond  of  beer. 
And  have  not  much  wealth  to  spars, 
Will  do  wise  to  act  on  this  plan. 
And  when  yon  ever  feel  inclined 
To  have  a  jolly  time. 
Why  think  of  O'Hara  and  the  can. 


Cho. 


Cho. 


^►-♦^1 


The  Ro8(^»nd  the  Shamrock- 


I  loTft  toy  natire  country. 

And  I  am  not  to  blume; 
And  every  man.  no  matter  who. 

He  ought  to  do  the  same; 
The  Englishman  loves  England, 

And  why  not  I  love  mine, 
For  Englishmen  and  Irishmen 

Their  hearts  and  hands  should  join. 

When  the  rose  and  the  shamrock 

In  love  are  entwinsd. 
And  England  and  Ireland 

In  friendship  combined. 
Then  we  can  i>how. 

When  our  flags  are  unforled*  ; 
That  England  and  Ireland,  •  ■; 

Can  face  all  the  world. 


Our  intereats  are  both  the  same,  ', 

Ao  you  may  plainly  s«d; 
And  I  see  no  reason 

That  we  should  disagree. 
Place  us  upon  one  footing. 

And  the  world  we  max  defy, 
And  if  they  think  to  conquer  ns. 

They  haid  better  come  and  try. 

You  talk  about  our  soldiers. 

Yet  old  Ireland  can  boast 
Of  soldiers,  yes,  and  generals  too. 

And  of  patriots  a  host. 
With  England  hand-in-hand  combined 

No  foreign  power  they'll  fear. 
For  we  taught  the  bears  a  lesson 

On  the  shores  of  the  Crimea. 

The  Russian  Bear  is  growling  near. 

But  we  fear  not  his  growls. 
For  if  he  is  not  careful. 

He  will  soon  be  made  to  howl. 
His  million  men  in  fighting  trim. 

Don't  make  us  feel  afraid. 
While  we  have  ourConnanght  Bangers, 

And  our  gallant  I..igbt  Brigade.   , 

^  *m*  ^ 

.  .       JeMie  Diuui- 


Her  face  aye  wears  a  beamin'  smile. 

Her  een  they  sparkle  like  the  dew. 
An'  far  be  he  that  wid  beguile 

That  lassie  wha's  heart's  lenl  and  true. 
An'  I  will  lo'e  that  bonnie  lass, 

Aye  while  the  sands  o'  life  shall  run. 
There's  no  anitber  can  surpass. 

My  bonnie,  modest  Jessie  Dunn. 

She's  no  ane  o'  the  flirtin'  kind. 

That  gangs  about  in  dresses  gran'; 
But  jist  the  lass  tae  suit  the  mind 

O'  ony  honest  workin'  man; 
An'  I  will  win  her  if  I  can. 

That's  if  she'll  no'  my  company  shun. 
And  I  will  be  the  happy  man 

The  day  I  marry  Jessie  Dunn. 

Ood  Help  our  Sister  lalo. 

Old  England  has  a  sister  land. 

Whose  sous  to  her  are  dear, 
And  Britons  mu.st  not  idly  stand. 

When  of  their  woes  they  hear. 
Pale  famine's  sLadow  darkly  roams, 

And  plenty  veils  her  smile. 
From  Erin's  hapless  hearths  and  homes, 

God  help  oar  Sister  (sle. 
Chobus. 

Then  let  ns  each  one  do  onr  best. 

In  right  good  English  style. 
To  set  poor  Erin's  woes  at  rest, 

God  help  our  sister  Isle. 

No  plenteous  crops  of  golden  grain 

The  Autumn  harvest  crowned; 
The  looked  for  means  of  life  remain 

Within  the  sodden  ground. 
And  'mid  this  grief,  seditious  tongue. 

Our  brethem  would  beguile. 
From  Britain's  arms  to  which  they  cling, 

God  help  our  sister  Isle.  Choms. 

But  who  shall  speak  of  party  fend 

When  by  starvatian's  hand, 
A  noble  people  are  subdued. 

And  sorrow  fills  their  land. 
Our  help  has  ne'er  been  sought  in  vain. 

Then  shall  we  daily  while 
Old  Erin's  sons  in  want  remain, 

God  help  our  sister  isle.  Choms. 

•  Erin,  Sweet  Erin  go  Bragh. 

I  have  roamed  o'er  the  earth  since  first 

I  drew  breath. 
And  in  many  strange  lands  I  have  been; 
But  I  ne'er  saw  a  place  that  I  yet  set  my  face 

Like  our  own  little  island  of  green. 
For  when  times  they  do  press  and  yon're 

in  distress, 
Pat's  the  first  one  his  puree  for  to  draw ; 


For  his  heart  it  is  warm,  in  his  mind  thera'a 

no  harm. 
In  Erin,  sweet  Erin-go-bragh. 

Sliakespeiire  he  may  boast  of  old  England's  coast, 

.^ud  for  Kcotlond,  Burns  wrote  all  his  lays; 
Bnt  where  is  the  land  so  romantic  and  grand 

As  that  wLich  Tom  Moore  did  so  praise; 
.\ud  the  colleens  so  rare,  nq  beateous  and  fair, 

Sure  the  hardest  of  hearts  they  could  thaw; 
If  they  love,  it  is  pure,  of  that  you  are  sure. 

In  Erin,  sweet  Erin-go-bragh. 

Then  let  Ireland  be  the  foremost  to  stand 

As  11  pattern  to  the  universe; 
Let  them  be  to  each  other  as  brother,  to  brother, 

Which  at  present  is  quite  the  reverse; 
Let  all  sorts  agree,  and  far  better  twill  b«,  . 

And  tbey  need  not  then  fear  the  law,       '         ' 
And  all  anger  banish,  then  strife  will  so  vanish 

In  Erin,   sweet  Erin-go-bragh. 

I'd  Like  to  Find  Out,  Wouldn't  Ton  ? 

PABODT  ON  "  I  can't  ICAKE  IT  OUT.  CAN  TOI7  ?'* 
BT   TOMICT  nXKEB. 


The  way  the  girls  dress  up  nowadays. 

Is  a  mystery  to  me ; 
You'll  see  them  dressed  to  kill  eaoh  day. 

Wherever  you  may  be. 
That  the  most  of  tbem  only  make  fonr  a  week, 

I  can  swear  is  really  true. 
But  how  they  buy  satin-lined  circulars, 

I'd  like  to  find  out,  wouldn't  you  ? 

Chobits. 

I'd  like  to  find  out,  wouldn't  yon  ? 

I'd  like  to  find  out,  wouldn't  you  ? 

How  girls  can  spend  ten.  and  earn  four  a  week, 

I'd  like  to  find  out,  wouldn't  you  ? 

To  see  them  going  to  work  every  morn,  j 

You'd  think  them  angels  divine; 
Bnt  take  a  peep  into  their  shop-room  once. 

Just  between  eleven  and  nine.  , 

The  scandal  you'd  hear,  it  would  fill  yonr  ear. 

And  make  your  face  turn  black  and  blue;i 
But  bow  they  expect  to  get  a  good  man, 

I'd  like  to  find  out,  wouldn't  you  ?       Chorus. 

Now  if  the  girls  think  that  I  hate  them, 

Misttiken  tbey  are  in  their  mind. 
But  if  I  happen  to  speak  out  quite  blunt. 

It  shows  to  their  faults  I'm  not  blind. 
And  if  they  be  modest,  respect  honest  young  men. 

Don't  give  any  taflFy  or  glue; 
And  why  they  shouldn't  get  good  husbands, 

I'd  like  to  find  out,  wouldn't  yon.        Chorus. 


Dionysus  Hall. 

BT  D>;NI8  dalt.  to  toxmt  tdcub. 


.1. 


I  am  a  Hebrew  man  of  a  rather  Celtic  clan, 

I  was  bom  and  raised  way  o'er  in  Donegal; 
I'm  a  great  aristocrat,  and  some  folks  do 

call  me  Pat, 
But  my  real  name  is  Dionysius  Hall. J 
When  I  landed  over  here,  tbey  said  "  walk 

on  yonr  ear," 
And  asked  me  was  my  residence  a  stall, 
^nt  they  couldn't  fool  this  lad.  unless  more 

sense  they  had. 
Than  the  Chinese  Hebrew,  Dionysius  Hall. 

Chobus. 
I  can  eat  a  kidney  stew,  as  well  as  any  Jew, 
The  Itftliiinssay  I'm  graceful  and  I'm  tall,     ,,   . 
But  I  take  tbe  big  smoked  beef,  for  being  1  • 

a  freight  car  thief. 
This  Chinese  Hebrew,  Dionysius  Hall. 

Sure  I  can  chew  a  log,  I'm  great  at  eating  frog, 

I  can  lick  a  six  foot  kid  as  snre's  yer  bom; 
And  I  was  locked  up  last  night  for  getting  in  a  fight 

And  trying  to  chase  a  beef  stew  m  a  storm. 
Sore  I  fought  and  licked  a  rat.  killed  a 

bullock  with  a  bat. 

And  out  of  Mary  Grady  took  a  fall. 
With  a  blow  upon  the  eye,  I  nearly  killed  a  fly. 

That  alighted  on  Dionysius  Hall.  Choma. 
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The  lale  That's  Crowned  With  Shamrock. 

KUIIO  BX  OBAB.  B,  OUNCAK. 


Fmnce  ha«  got  the  Fleur-de-lia,  I 

And  England's  got  the  rose:     ■ 
And  Sc'tland  for  her  ensign. 

The  Heather  Tkistle  shows. 
Bnt  Ireland's  got  the  Shamrock, 

In  all  her  valley's  seen; 
And  ever  wears  npon  her  breast. 

The  triple  leaf  of  green. 

Ghobus.  : 

Then  Irishmen  remember. 

Wherever  you  may  roaiu ; 
The  Isle  that's  crowned  with  Shamrock. 

Is  still  year  native  home.  (Repeat) 

On  many  a  foreign  battle-field. 

It  cheered  the  Irish  boy; 
And  won  the  brightest  laurels. 

At  glorioos  Fontenoy. 
€ro  where  yon  will  from  pole  to  pole, 

Where'er  the  Celt  may  be; 
You'll  find  he  loves  that  dear  old  isle. 


That  sparkles  in  the  sea. 


Chorus. 


^  ^♦^ 


Dancing  on  the  8ea*Shore. 

SoMO  AND  Dance. 

■      WOBDS  AND  MtlSIC  BY  J.  L.  FEENET. 
ABSANOED  BT  J08.  8CH\«ENSXCK. 
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I  love  to  sail  upon  the  waves  across  the  briny  sea, 

To  a  land  so  far  away ; 
I  love  to  see  the  little  birds  a  singing  in  the  tree. 

So  happy  light  and  gay. 
What  a  pleasure  there  is  dancing  on  the  sea-shore. 

Bo  beautiful  and  grand; 
To  see  how  nice  the  waves  come  in. 

While  a  strolling  on  the  sand. 

Chobus. 

Oh  !  what  fun  a  dancing  on  the  shore, 
List'ning  to  the  mighty  ocean  roar; 

To  watch  the  merry  waves  as  they  roll  and  play 
And  tumble  o'er  and  o'er. 

And  to  see  the  flowing  tide  come  in. 
While  dancing  on  the  shore. 

Bathing  in  the  dashing  surf  on  a  lovely 

summer's  day. 

Is  something  superfine; 
And  to  see  the  crested  waves,  and  to 

watch  the  foaming  spray. 

And  have  a  jolly  time. 
When  a  gentle  breeze  is  blowing  o'er  the  sea-shore. 

And  the  sky  is  clear  and  bright. 
You  adjust  your  bathing  costume. 

And  bathe  with  heart's  delight.  Chorus. 


Ireland's  Rights- 

WBEM  M'oOBMACK  BULES  THE  8TATB. 
BT  /.  B.  LA  PIEBBE. 


Your  attention,  friends,  give  me  awhile. 

And  a  tale  I  will  unfold; 
It's  about  the  sons  of  Erin's  Isle. 

Who  their  country's  rights  uphold. 
They  are  ruled  by  English  royalty, 

Bnt  the  time  will  come  you'll  see. 
When  Ireland  with  America  will  stand. 

Among  the  land  of  the  free. 

Now  some  may  think  that  England's  right. 

In  holding  what's  her  own ; 
But  freedom  to  an  Irishman 

Is  worth  more  to  him  than  gold. 


In  the  memorial  battle  of  Bull  Bun, 
They  fought  with  all  their  might. 

And  in  trying  to  free  their  own  country,  _■.  ' 
I  am  sure  you'll  think  they're  right.       V  .-;  > 

Their  countrymen  are  doing     ■'^'       .:■  .;- 

The  very  best  they  can ; 
They  are  all  bound  by  a  most  sacred  tie. 

To  free  their  native  land. 
And  if  they  should  but  once  succeed. 

Their  country  for  to  free, 
Why  the  shamrock  will  be  ever  held, 

Ab  an  emblem  of  bberty.:     ; 

So  kind  friends  I  will  end  my  song. 

For  what  I've  said  I  think  is  right. 
In  proclaiming  dear  old  Ireland's  wrongs, 

I'll  strive  with  all  my  might. 
If  all  the  sons  of  Erin's  Isle 

Would  join  hands  and  brothers  swear  to  be. 
Why  the  time  would  not  be  far  oflf. 

When  you'd  see  old  Ireland  free. 


^  <♦>  ^ 


The  Boys  That  Mix  the  Lime- 


Twas  just  the  other  mom. 

The  both  of  us  did  say 
We'll  put  our  clothes  upon  our  back. 

And  together  sail  away. 
So  we  landed  here  this  morning. 

Employment  for  to  find. 
So  work  being  throng  we  got  took  on 

At  mixin'  up  the  lime. 

So  at  workin' with  a  shovel. 

Or  lifting  with  a  cran,       ^ 
There's  not  two  men  in  all  the  squad 

Can  equal  Pat  or  Dan. 
Onr  weekly  wage  is  eighteen  bob, 

And  lots  of  overtime; 
We're  going  to  make  a  fortune  soon 

At  mixin'  up  the  lime. 

You  may  talk  about  your  mortar  mills. 
That  grind  the  lime  so  fine; 

But  we  can  do  it  just  as  good. 
And  in  as  short  a  time. 

We  not  only  use  the  shovel. 
But  the  brains  that's  in  our  head. 

Which  shows  the  boys  around  us. 


How  a  bit  of  lime  is  made. 


Chorus. 


New  for  putting  up  a  scaffold. 

We  can  do  the  job  so  quick. 
And  we  can  carry  twice  our  size 

At  either  lime  or  brick. 
We  can  walk  across  a  two-foot  plank. 

With  a  burthen  mighty  fine. 
And  we  know  how  many  pounds  of  lime. 

It  takes  to  fill  a  bine. 


^  «•> 


Consider  Tonr  Means. 


Some  fellowB  walk  about  this  world. 

With  loud  ttsd  lordly  gait. 
Cigar  in  month  and  stick  in  hand. 

Appearance  quite  first-rate. 
Nightly  visitors  to  the  girls 

Behind  the  theatre  scenes. 
Chatting  with  them  and  paying  tha  drink. 

Does  he  consider  his  means  ? 

'[■:-.'  -,.v.-  ■■.".■>'.  V   Chobus.    V'  :'."■:■..:.;:-;■" 

Does  he  consider  his  means. 
Does  he  consider  his  means. 

Where  the  deuce  is  it  got. 
That's  what  I  know  not. 

But  he  ought  to  consider  his  means. 

The  gent  who  has  bis  coach  and  pair. 

And  of  the  town  the  rage. 
Who  drives  about  from  here  to  there, 

With  footman  and  a  page. 
Down  to  the  City  Club  he  goes,        ['";■ '  ~ 

Where  all  the  news  he  gleans. 
He's  heard  to  mutter  to  himself^ 


I  must  consider  my  means. 


Chorus. 


The  clerk  who  has  a  "  sov"  per  week. 

And  frequents  pubs  and  balls. 
Who  has  perhaps  a  wife  at  home, 

A  home  with  naked  walls. 
And  they  that  walk  in  civic  stata. 

Or  drive  with  kings  and  queens, 
I  whisper  round  to  one  and  all. 

Do  they  consider  their  means. 


The  Hegarty's  ara  oat- 
aib:     all  KoiTND  inr  bat. 


Chorus 


Fm  brother  to  Pat  Hagertv, 

A  man  you've  often  heard  about; 
A  terror  to  the  police 

In  the  neighlx>rhood  is  he. 
An'  whin  I  am  along  wid  him. 

They  very  soon  all  get  the  rout*": 
An'  that's  the  sort  of  boys  you'll  find 

In  brother  Pat  and  me. 

CHOBvm:^:''i'  ''■:-■':.:: 

All  round  the  town. 

Ye  can  hear  the  neighbors  cryin* 
To  their  sons  and  daughters,  too, 

Whinever  we're  about. 
To  rowl  up  their  sleeves  at  wanoa. 

Ad'  keep  the  news  a-flyin', 
To  let  the  people  nnderstan  ' 

The  Hegarty's  are  out. 

They  talk  about  their  flgliting  men. 

All  champions  undefeated  yet; 
And  boast  about  their  victories 

In  the  P.  B.,  don't  ye  see. 
But  as  the  deeds  that  we  have  done 

Have  never  been  repeatttd  yit. 
Ye  cannot  say  they're  better  men 

Than  brother  Pat  or  me. 


Chorus. 


We  come  from  dear  old  Iipland, 

The  land  that  owned  bravo  Donnelly, 
An'  by  the  mother's  side,  they  say. 

His  relatives  were  we. 
Tho'  you  may  think  when  we  say  this 

We're  boasting  now.  bnt  only 
Ye'd  best  not  say  ye  doubt  it 

Whin  it's  tould  by  Pat  an'  mo.  Cberus. 


Our  residence  at  present 

Is  among  the  height  of  quality. 
We're  living  in  that  grand  hotel 

Kept  by  our  friencl  McGee. 
An'  if  ye  wont  to  patronize 

Good  boxing  in  reality, 
Jifit  come  now  to  the  benefit 

Of  brother  Pat  and  me. 


Chorus. 


Sweet's  the  Face  that  Breaks  in  Smi'et- 

Oh  !  sweet's  the  face  that  breaks  in  smiles,. 

And  warm  the  smile  that  dwells  on  me. 
The  lauchin'  e'e  affection  wiles. 

And  beams  with  love's  simplicity. 
A  worl'  o'  charms  are  in  that  smile. 

Alluring,  tender,  kind  and  sweet. 
Too  purely  innocent  to  beguile. 

Too  lovely  sweet  to  nurse  deceit. 

Oh  !  sweet's  the  face  that  breaks  in  smiles. 

Free  from  the  vain  of  ooqueltish  art. 
When  all  its  charms,  all  its  wiles 

Are  love's  effusions  from  the  heart 
They  sparkle  on  the  forehead  fair, 

And  kindle  in  the  beaming  eye. 
And  truth  and  beauty,  love^  pair. 

Lurking  beneath  you  may  descry. 

Oh  !  sweet's  the  face  that  breaks  io  tmilas^ 

Illuming  bright  life's  dreary  path. 
When  worldly  care  my  heart  beguiles; 

It  stays  the  rising  storm's  wrath. 
What  tho'  the  world  oppress  despise,  - 

That  vision  cheers  me  through  ita  broils. 
And  still  my  feeble  warbling's  rise — 

Oh  1  sweet's  the  face  that  breaks  in  smilea. 
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THE    SliKOERS'    JOUR.HAL.. 


Dominick  Take  the  Baby- 

WOBIMl  BY  F.  BATFtELJ).       M08IC  BT  T.   F.    KKRItlOAN. 
HCKO  BT  DAN  m'caBTHT  k  KITTT  COI.KS1AN. 


Oh  !  Dominick,  take  the  baby, 

Don't  you  while  your  time  away; 
He's  the  picture  of  his  fnthor,  " 

Sure  at  least  the  women  say.  ..  - 
There  you  Hit  contented. 

No  mutter  liow  he'd  Rqnall, 
Sure  you  couKln't  think  much  less  of  him 

If  he  wasn't  youru  at  aU. 

CHOBinS. 
So  it's  Dominick,  take  the  baby. 
Don't  you  hear  me  wl  stt  I  say  7 
W  itU  the  rubbing  luid  the  Bcrnbbing, 

I'm  nearly  murdered  all  the  day; 
Tlie  divil  a  bit  of  rest  I  get, 
I     And  it  nearly  driven  me  wild, 
Airnli,  have  you  any  reason,  mnn. 
Why  don't  you  take  the  child  '/ 

Fi  >r  you  I  left  my  lather. 

And  my  darling  mamma,  too. 
And  I  crossed  the  briny  ocean, 

In  a  ferryboat  with  you. 
'Twas  in  the  days  when  I  was  young. 

And  my  poor  heart  you  beguiled, 
-Vh.  little  I  knew  the  life  I'd  load  with  you 

And  with  your  child.  Chorus. 

There's  something  here  about  the  men, 

.\nd  .40  it  is  by  you. 
For  you  think  a  woman  about  the  house 

Has  very  little  to  do; 
But.  Dominick,  if  you  had  to  nurse. 

I  know  it  would  drive  you  wild. 
For  yon  little  know  the  trouble 

Thai's  connected  with  a  child.  Chorus. 

Yea,  there's  something  else  about  the  men. 

And  it's  to  yourself  I'll  tell. 
When  a  girl  is  young  and  single. 

Sure  you  love  her  very  well; 
But  in  the  matrimonial  state 

You  draw  things  rather  mild. 
For  yon  find  you  get  less  loving. 

When  you're  bothered  with  a  child.        Cho. 

It's  to  the  magistrate's  I'll  go. 

And  divorcement  I'll  get. 
And  I'll  have  the  lawyer's  papers  fixed 

To  suit  myself,  you  bet; 
And  in  the  lawyer's  papers 

I  will  have  it  clearly  filed, 
That  I  will  take  the  furniture. 

But  you*  must  take  the  child.  Chorus. 

Oh,  Dominick,  don't  yon  mind  me. 

Don't  you  heed  me  what  I  say. 
For  1  wunldn't  leave  you,  darling. 

Sure  for  all  .\merica. 
Ofl-times  couples  separate, 

But  will  be  reconciled. 
The  divil  a  fault  I  find  with  yon. 

It's  only  with  the  child.  Chorus. 


The  Little  Swell  in  White. 


BT  VVS.  T.   MORKTON. 


SFNO  BT  TOJfM T  DATTON. 


I'm  George  Augnstus  Clarenne  Noggs, 

For  short  they  call  me  Oussy; 
My  ma's  a  female  (Chinaman, 

So  my  linen's  never  mu8.sy. 
My  dress  may  be  eccentric. 

But  it's  quite  au  faite  and  right. 
The  people  stare  and  admire  the  air 

Of  this  little  swell  in  wnite. 

CnOBTTS. 

Fm  Gnssy  Noggs  with  my  snow  white  toggs, 
Look  so  neat  and  trimmed  and  bright; 

The  dandies  ape  the  style  and  shape 
Of  the  little  swell  in  white. 

I  do  net  drcu  in  English  ■tylt. 

As  our  would-be  dandies  do; 
My  style  is  the  style  of  Gnssy  Noggii. 

And  you'll  admit  it's  new. 


My  high  hat  is  always  glnssy. 
My  white  trousers  are  cut  tight; 

There's  none  can  imitate  the  style 
Of  the  little  swell  in  white. 


Chorus. 


^  M^^ 


Slippery  Crocodile- 

UVrSO  BT  MOOKK  *  DALT. 


Standing  on  the  banks  of  the  Mississippi, 

Listening  to  the  water  flow  along; 
Happy  as  a  worm  in  a  barrel  of  mnd. 

Little  nigger  knows  no  wrong. 
Steamboat  whistle  heard  along  the  shorn. 

Pretty  soon  you  hear  the  water  boil; 
Pretty  .soon  you  hear  an  awfnl  noiso. 

Coming  from  the  slipi)ery  crocodile. 

Yon  ought  to  see  the  mouth  of  the  animal. 

When  he  opens  his  mouth  and  shuts  bis  oyea; 
He  is  fond  of  niggers  both  lean  and  fat. 

And  also  cross-eyed  flies. 
Ma8.sa  Jonah  lived  inside  a  whale, 

Massa,  you  can  bet  your  bottom  pile. 
He  couldn't  live  a  uiinnto  and  a  half 

Insidt»  of  the  slippery  crocodile. 


«•>   ^ 


Eow  de  Boat 

StTNO  BT  MISS   NELLIX  OEBMOX. 


Dere  was  a  camp  meeting  down  in  de  swamp 

Row  de  mighty  boat  along: 
It  was  so  mighty  dark  dat  we  had  to  have  a  lamp. 

Uow  de  mighty  boat  along. 
The  ])reacher  prayed  long,  and  de  preacher 

prayed  loud. 

Row  de  mighty  boat  along; 
Long  came  an  aligator,  swallowed  up  de  crowd,* 

Row  de  mighty  boat  along. 

Chobus. 

Den  row,  row.  row,  row,  row. 
Row  de  mighty  boat  uloug; 

From  de  clouds  dere  came  a  mighty  light. 

From  de  light  de  rain  did  pour 

Forty  days  and  forty  more. 

Water  got  about  de  sills  of  de  door. 

Inch  by  inch  to  de  middle  of  de  floor; 

People  raised  de  windows  and  all  jumped  ont. 

Praised  Pomp  Jndah  wid  a  shout. 

Yon  get  dere  den  yon  must  tell 

The  mighty  archangel  for  to  toll  dat  bell. 

Den  oh,  children,  den  ah,  children. 

Oh,  children,  row  de  mighty  boat  along.       Cho. 


How  is  Tour  Sister  Mary. 

BITNO  BT  CHAS.   H.  DUNCAN. 


Can  yon  tell  why  men  are  contrary. 

Why  is  it  that  every  young  elf. 
Will  fancy  my  fat  sister  Mary. 

And  leave  Jane  to  fancy  herself. 
Should  I  meet  with  Tom,  Dick  or  Harry, 

No  matter  how  pressing  the  task. 
They  manage  a  moment  to  t#rry. 

And  surely  'tis  simply  to  Isk. 
Cbobub. 

How  is  yonr  sister  Manr; 

I  hope  her  health  is  fair; 
How  is  her  pet  canary; 

Does  she  still  dye  her  hair? 

Last  night  we  were  set  in  a  flutter 

By  rappings  we  ne'er  heard  before, 
But  Mary's  too  utterly  utter. 

To  answer  a  knock  at  the  door. 
Jane  flew  through  the  hall  in  a  hurry, 

Queer  notions  were  crowding  her  head. 
She  opened  the  door  in  a  flurry. 

When  a  la-de-da  fellow  he  said.  Ohoma. 

I  last  week  went  out  promenading 

And  met  such  a  stylish  young  girl, 
I  knew  she  was  ont  la^e>aa-ing 

Because  of  her  "too  too  "  whirl. 
She  approached  m«  so  graeafal  and  Itghtly, 

Her  curling  nice  hair  it  was  red; 
She  waved  her  hand,  oh,  so  politely. 

And  whispering  softly  she  said.         Chorus. 
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Lies  are  the  ghoata  of  truth— the  masks  of 
faces.  1 

Do  nothing  in  a  hnrry— nnleas  it  ii  the  oatoh- 

ing  of  fleas. 

The  friend  that  hide«  from  us  our  faults  is  of 
less  service  to  us  than  the  enemy  that  upbraids 
us  with  them. 

How  to  develop  the  imagination. — Get  the 
delirium  tremens.  ■ 

If  a  row  of  columns  is  a  colonnade,  isn't  a  row 
of  lemons  a  lemonade  ? 

"  Speaking  of  shaving,"  said  a  pretty  girl  to 
an  obdurate  old  bachelor,  "  I  should  think  that  a 
pair  of  handsome  eyes  would  be  the  best  mirror 
to  shave  by."  —Yes,  many  a  poor  fellow  has  been 
shaved  by  them,"  the  wretch  replied. 

There  i«  nothing  so  fearful  as  a  bad  con- 
science. I 

A  boy  novicre  in  smoking  turned  pale  and 
threw  away  iiis  cigar.  Said  he,  there  is  some- 
thing in  that  cigar  that's  made  me  siok."  *'I 
know  what  it  is,"  said  his  companion,  pulling 
away.      ' '  What  T     ' '  Tobacker. 

Note  the  difference;  a  ship  is  decked  for  use, 
a  woman  Is  decked  tor  ornament 

"  When  taken  to  be  well  shaken."  as  the  man 
said  when  he  advertised  for  his  runaway  appren- 
tice. 

It  is  efitimate<1  that  the  number  of  ladies  who 
cannot  pans  a  mirror  without  looking  in  average 
twelve  to  the  dozen. 

Nothing  but  a  good  life  can  fit  men  for  a  better 
one. 

Indolence  is  the  msf  of  the  mind  and  the  inlet 
of  every  vice. 

An  open  letter — O. 

A  sweet  craft. — Court  ship. 

Nobody's  child—  The  self-made  man. 

A  thorn  in  the  bnah  is  worth  a  dosan  in  the 
hand.  -<..;,,;,•  ■  ^v   1  ;; 

Transported  for  life. — The  man  who  married 
happily. 

A  hotel  is  advertised  as  "  kept  by  the  widow 
of  Mr.  Brown,  who  died  last  summer  on  a  new 
and  improved  plan." 

Why   is  life  a  ooonndrbm  ? — Beoause  many 

give  it  upw  :     ,      .  -.  ,  I  . 

\^lien  is  a  clock  on  the  stairs  dangerous  ?— 
When  it  runs  down. 

The  young  man  who  was  filled  with  emotion 
had  no  room  for  his  dinner.  .  .,:. 

•^^■-  -;:^.-  :;;;'l  ' 

Yonng  women  should  set  good  examples,  for 
the  young  men  are  always  following  tiiem. 

A  hasty  man  n^Ter  waata  WM. 

Worda  are  bnt  the  ttoih  of  thonghta. 


M'l-Lli 
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A  leaf  of  ivy  from  my  mother's  grave 7 

A  handful  of  earth 7 

A  dear  spot  of  land 8 

Away  down  south  in  Georgia 8 

A  row  of  tenement  houses 8 

Angel  Mother  Watch  for  me 8 

Baby  Mine ;.4... 1 

Beautiful  Isle  of  the  Sea  1 

Beautiful  Songs  Unsung 3 

The  Bright  Little  Spot  on  the  Ocean 4 

Babylon  is  Fallen 4 

The  BaUle  Cry  of  Freedom 5 

Beneath  the  sod  they're  aleeping 5 

Brother's  fainting  at  the  door 5 

Barney  McCoy .6 

Bright  Emerald  Isle  of  the  sea C 

Bob  up  serenely   6 

The  Blue  Alsatian  Mountains 7 

Be  homo  early  to-night  my  dear  boy 7 

Beautiful  Venice 8 

Biddy  McGee 9 

The  Butcher  Boy 9 

The  Bridge .9 

la  «•>  ^   

Come  Back  to  Erin ..1 

Climb  up,  climb  up  the  Mountain  Side 1 

The  Cottage  by  the  sea     2 

The  Cumberland's  Crew 2 

The  Casey  Social  Club 2 

Can  you  forgive, and  forget,  love 6 

Cats  in  our  back  yard C 

The  Cot  in  the  comer 6 

Charley  he's  a  Masher 8 

Got  where  I  was  bom 0 

Come  along,  Sister  Mary 9 

Carrie  Lee  9 

Casey's  Ball  Last  Ni^bt 9 

Dublin  Bay,  or;    Roy  Neill 3 

Dancing  in  the  bam 3 

The  Dear  Little  Shanucck 4 

Dear  mother  I've  come  home  to  die 5 

The  Day  when^ou'll  forget  me C 

Dance  me  on  your  knee 6 

The  Devil's  in  New  Jersey 7 

Dcn't  drink  from  the  pitcher  of  beer 7 

Delia  Clancy 7 

Don't  come  in  the  morning    9 

Drunkard  s  Lone  Child ...    9 

Desirable  Dime  Song  Books 9 

EllaRpe  1 

ThaEiileof  Erin 2 

Eight  Bells  at  Sea 3 

TheFinigin  Corterie 2 

The  Fire  m  the  Grate .* 3 

The  Faded  Coat  of  Blue 3 

Flag  of  the  Free 5 

Flag  of  our  Union   5 

TheFinigan  Calico  Ball 6 

Grandfiither's  Clock 1 

Give  un  Honest  Irish  Lad  a  Chance 3 

Grandmo'her's  Chair    7 

Good-bye  at  the  door   9 

Home  Sweet  Home 1 

High  ¥>  ater  Pante 1 

The  Harp  that  once  thro'  Tara'a  Halls 1 

The  Husband's  Commandments   3 

The  Heart  bowed  down  by  weight  of  woe 3 


Home  Again 3 

Her  bright  smile  haunts  me  still i 

Hail  Columbia,  Happy  Land 5 

Hi,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny  Johnston 7 

Happy  dreams  of  you 8 

Has  the  Comet  Struck 9 


<♦»  ^ 


I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  Halls 2 

I  cannot  call  her  mother 2 

I'll  Name  the  Boy  Dennis,  or  no  name  at  all  2 

I'll  be  all  smiles  to-night,  love 3 

"Tis  hard  to  give  the  hand  where 

the  heart  can  never  be ....  4 

"Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower 4 

I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs 4 

Isle  of  Beauty  fare  thee  well 4 

I  want  to  see  de  good  old  home  again   6 

In  the  Low  Lands  Low v 7 

I  am  leaving  now  the  old  Folks 7 

I  Leave  Ireland  and  mother  becjiuse 

we  ore  poor  7 

I  was  false  but  you'll  forgive  me 8 

'Tis  a  blossom  from  our  little  Willie's  breast  8 

I'll  go  back  to  my  old  love  again 9 

I'll  remember  you  love  in  my  prayers 9 

In  the  Low  Lands  Low 9 

'Tis  evening  brings  my  heart  to  thee 9 

Just  touch  the  har2>  gently,  my 

pretty  Louize   .  .  .4 

Just  before  the  battle,  mother 5 

Just  after  the  battle,  mother 5 

Jennie  the  Tlower  of  Kildare C 


Killamey 1 

Katie's  Secret ' 2 

Kathleen  Mavoumeen 2 

Kerrigan's  Masquerade 3 

Kitty  Wells 4 

Kingdom  Coming 5 

Katy  Avourneen 8 

The  Little  ones  at  home 1 

Larboard  Watch 1 

Lullaby 1 

The  Last  Hose  of  Summer .2 

Listen  to  the  mocking  bird 4 

Lay  my  head  beneath  a  rose 4 

The  Land  of  love  and  lilj«rty 5 

Little  Maggie  Ann C 

Levi  Eassiday fi 

Little  old  house  on  the  Rhine 7 

Lamentation  of  Johnnv  Red '. 8 


Many  can  help  one 

The  Messenger  Biid 

Maggie's  Secret 

My  Pretty  Rod  Rose 

Marching  through  Georgia 

My  old  Kentucky  Home  Grood  Night. . 

The  Minstrel  Boy 

The  Man  you  don't  meet  every  day 

Mary  Ann  I'll  tell  your  ma . . . . 

Mother  is  waiting  to  welcome  her  boy, 

Mary  Ann  Kehoe 

Mother  is  the  battle  over . . . 

Mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream 

Mary  of  the  Wild  Moor 

Mickey  Flahrity ....»:. 

Mary  Ann  O'Hoolahan  Dowd. . . ..... . 

McCarthy's  Fancy  ball 

Maloney's  the  man 

Meet  me  by  moonlight,  Willie 

Mary  of  Argyle 

Maaaa'a  in  the  cold  ground  

My  darling  bnt4alkative  wife 

Mr.  and  Mrs  Malona 

The  Mill's  shut  down  to-day 

Nancy  Lee 


The  Old  Cabin  Home 

Old  Black  Joe   

Old  folks  at  home 

Or  any  other  man— Stump  speech. 
The  Old  Log  cabin  in  the  Lane 

Oh  !  Fred  tell  them  to  stop 

Our  Starry  Flag,  our  Glory 

Original  'Yankee  Dvodle  ...    

The  Old  fashioned  church  on  die  hill . . 


1 

.1 
.2 
.2 
.3 
.3 
.3 

3 

3 
.4 
.4 
.5 

6 
.6 
.6 
.6 
.7 
.7 
.7 
.8 
.8 
.8 
.9 
.9 
.1 

.1 

.1 

,1 

S 

.3 

.4 
.6 
.5 
.6 


The  Old  willow  chair  where  grandmother  sat . .  ..6 

O'Reilly's  Billy  Goat 7 

The  Old  Family  Chair 8 

The  Old  log  cabin  on  the  hill 9 

Open  up  dem  doors 9 

Over  the  Garden  Wall fl 

Poor  Old  Salve 2 

Picking  up  gold  in  the  streets 4 

Poor  Pat  Must  Emigrate 7 

Pretty  maid  milking  her  cow i 

Becked  in  the  cradle  of  the  dc<>p 2 

The  Raffle  for  a  stove A 

Red,  White,  and  Blue 6 

The  Rose  of  Killamey 6 

Razors  in  de  air 6 

Roll  on  Silver  Moon ...» 8 

Rose  Perfumed  Bouquet 8 

Rock  me  to  sleep,  molher 8 

Such  an  education  has  luv  Mary  Ann 1 

See  that  my  grave's  kcpt^rwen .1 

Sweet  Forget  ale  Not 1 

The  Sweet  by  and  by 1 

Sally  Homer  round  the  corner I 

Sweet  Spirit  hear  my  prayer 2 

Shamus  O'Brien  8 

Scotch  Lassie  Jean i 

Sweet  Maggie  Gordon 2 

Slavery  Dajrs S 

The  Star  Spangled  Banner 8 

The  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 3 

She  never  blamed  hiiu  never 4 

She  died  on  the  street .• 7 

Sons  of  Erin's  IsIp 4 

The  Standard  Bearer 5 

Sheridan's  Ride .  .6 

Sally  in  our  alley 7 

Sally  Mackenally   7 

Speak  to  me  spoak 8 

Six  feet  of  earth 8 

Shamrock  Shore 8 

Sweet  Genevieve 8 

Sweet  scented  handsomo  young  nrnn 9 

There's  a  letter  in  the  candle 8 

Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  so  fur 4 

Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 4 

Tan  Yard  Side   4 

Tell  mother  I  dio  happy 6 

Tramp,  tramp,  trump,  the  prisoners  IIupo.  .S 

The  Turnpike  Gate 6 

Teddy  please  scare  mo  again 6 

TheTramp Of 

There  never  was  a  coward  where 

the  Shamrock  growa. . .  .6 
Twickenham  Ferry 7 

The  Tramp  Song   7 

'I'ell  me  where  my  Eva's  gone 7 

Two  Irish  Turks 8 

True  Irish  Gents 9 

Up  at  Jones'  Wood 7 

The  Vacant  Chair 4 

The  Villain  still  pursued  her 9 


Where  was  Moses  when  the  light  went  out  1 

Write  me  a  letter  from  home 1 

Whoa  Emma   2 

Wearing  ef  the  Green 2 

When  yon  and  T  were  young  ^laggie 2 

We  parted  by  the  riverside 2 

When  I  saw  sweet  Nellie  homo 2 

Would  I  were  with  thee 3 

Waltzinghau'.  McSweeuey,  the  Gay  Cavalier  2 

The  Wandering  Refugee 3 

When  the  sw allows  homeward  fly 3 

The  Widow  in  the  cottage  by  the  sea S 

When  Johnnie  comes  marching  home  6 

Willie  has  gone  to  the  war 6 

When  I  smoked  my  first  cigar 6 

When  MoGuinness  Gets  a  job C 

Whisper  softly.  pajiA's  dying 8 

Why  should  wo  live  as  sti angers 9 

Wild  Irish  Boy 9 

You'll  remember  me   ." , 2 

Y^on've  beeen  a  friend  to  me .9 

Yon  are  false,  but  I'U  forgive  }Ou S 

,  You  and  1 4 

Youll  miss  me  when  I'm  gone 8 

You'll  miss  me  ▼ben  we  part 9 
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Prof.  Edmund  Clark's  Studies  for  the  Banjo. 

TEACHING  ROOMS,  285  BOWERY,  N£W  YORK. 


EUQ-ENE  LICHTENBER&S  waltz.      Be  careful  and  oohtU  your  time,  thrm  qaarter  notes  to  mck  m«a$wr«.  :t-* , 
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SAMUEL   BORCHARDTS  WALTZ,      count  three  quartemotes  to  each  measMre. 
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CAQ-LIOSTRO  WALTZ.     (  Strauss.)     Count  three  quarter  notea  to  each  meamtre. 
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p.  S.~Write  to  WILLIAM  J.  A.  LIEDER,  No.  60  Chatham  St.,  N.  Y.  for  anything  in  the  Musiai  lin^. 
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HENRY  DE  MARSAN'S  COMIC  AND  SENTIMENTAL 
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Containing  all  the  most  popqlar  Songs  of  the  day. 
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OUR   AGENTS. 

BOSTON.     (Mass.)    J.  W.  Sherman.  Books, 
Stationery,  <iire,  115  Cambridge  Street. 

PHrLABELFHTA.     (Pa.)    A.  W.  Auner,  Job 
Printer.  S.  W.  Cor.  of  Tenth  and  Race  Str's. 


CINCINNATI,  COVINGTON,  and  Vicinity. 
P.  Habtlaub,  News  and  Music  Dealer,  508 
Madison  Street.     Covington.     (Ky.) 

DETROIT.     (Mich.)    J.    F.    &  W.    T.    Mac- 
AULET.    Books,   Stationery.   &c.  209  &  211 
"^  Woodward  Avenue. 


CHICAGO.  (111.)    Southbbland's  Post  Office, 
News,  and  Cigar  Stand.  107  E.  Adams  St. 

BROOKLYNT  (N.  Y.)    Branch  Office  of  the" 
SiNODBs'  JouENAi.  No.  49  Atlantic  Avenue, 
near    South  Ferry.     Manufacturing  Con- 
fectioner, and  Wholesale  Dealer  and  Jobber 
of  Imported  and  Domestic  Toys.  &c. 

Mrs.  PACIilNE  lilKT^KB. 

BROOKLYN,  a.  d.  Wm.  Whtte,  180  Fourth  St. 


UP-TOWN  AGENTS. 

Robert  Hatjqhton.  Dealer  in  Toys,  Ac. 
West  43rd  Street,  near  8th,  Ave. 
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"Edward  Barker,    Broadway  and  82nd,  St. 


Mb.  Norman,  10th,  Ave,  bet.  36th  &  37th.  St, 

The  Singers'  Joubnajl  is  the  cheapest  collec- 
tion of  songs  ever  published  in  this  country. 
All  Numbers  from  No.  1.  to  the  last  issued 
always  on  hand. 

ADVICE.  Every  amateur  ofgood  Songs,  &c 
ought  to  procure  the  (First  Volume)  ot  the 
Sinokrs' Journal,  which  we  have  on  hand 
handsomely  bound  in  cloth,  containing  5,000 
Son^i,  800  pages,  and  88  pieces  of  Choice 
Music  for  the  voice  and  piano.  Price  $  3,00 
per  Copy.    Postage  FREE. 


OUR    CONCERT    ROOM, 


SONGS  AND  MUSIC  FOR  THE  MHUON. 


GENERAL  NOTICE. 


Address  all  flommunicfttions  to  Mrs.  Paalin« 
Lieder.     60  CHATHAM  STREET.   (N.  T.) 


A  Responsible  Agent  wanted  in  everr  City 
of  the  United  States,  Canadan,  fto.  Lettars 
ragarding  information  thereof,  will  rvoeire 
our  prompt  attention. 

A  Catalogue  of  Ten  Thousand  Songs  will  \» 
sent  to  any  address.     Free. 

Each  Number  will  contain  from  40  tq  50  of 
the  most  Popular  Songs  sung  in  the  Theatres, 
Opera  Houses,  and  Concert  Rooms  of  the 
United  States  and  Great  Britain. 

The  Old  Original  Song  Depot,  60  Chatham 
Street,  Opposite  North  William  Street,  New 
York.  This  House  is  the  Oldest  Song  Pub- 
lishing Establishment  in  the  United  States. 


The  Singers'  Journal,  is  published  Monthly, 
Single  Copies  will  be  sent  by  Mail  on  receipt 
of  6  cents.     Subscription  60  cts  per  year. 


Mrs.  Pauline  Liedeb,  Successor  to  Hxwbt 
DE  Mabsan,  Publisher  of  the  Singers'  Jocrnai^ 
Comic  and  Sentimental  Valentines,  Bongs, 
Song  Books,  and  all  kinds  of  Toy-Books, 
Motto- Verses,  Motto  Cut  Paper,  House  Bills, 
Writing  Books.  Shelring,  and  Ceiling  Paper, 
and  all  kinds  of  Stationery. 

AVholeeale  Dealeri  and  Jobben  of  Imported 
and  Domestio  Toys,  Base  Balls.  EiMhing 
Tackle,  Scrap  Pictures,  Ac.  Ac. 


SHEET  MUSIC  NOTICE. 

I  hare  constantly  on  hand  the  Sheet  Mniie 
of  all  the  Songs  pubUshed  in  the  Singers' 
Journal  from  No.  1  to  the  last  issued,  also  sU 
other  Sheet  Music,  of  which  I  will  send  any 
piece,  post  paid,  on  receipt  of  price,  in  post- 
age stamps.      Send  stamp  catalogue. 


CONTENTS. 


A  LOVE  LETTER  WRITTEN 

LONG  AGO- page  779 

ANYTHING  AT  ALL 780 

AH  !  THERE,  -MY  SIZE,  I'LL    i  ^ 

STEAL  TOU..'... 780 
Arthur  and  Martha  .•. 781 

The  BABY'S  THE  CAUSE  OF  IT  ALL 778 

Blue  Eyed  Kate 779 

CHARMING  SARAH  GRADY 778 

Contents  of  Lieder's  New  York  .1 
ONE  CENT  BALLAD  SHKBT  finsm  1 1*  9  783 

Drink  up  old  Fellow 782 

England  and  Amerioa * . » * ., . .  781 

I  LONG  TO  BBB  THB  SOUTH. .778 

I  nerer  do 782 

Levi  O'Brien. . .^.,,.,i|V«'.. 778 

The  Landlord's  Daughter 779 

Liver-Lip  Liz 779 


My  Beautiful  Wife .;« .  t, » *. ,iii, y. * . . . 779 

My  Mother's  Tombstone... 781 

Mick  McCano 782 

ONE  MORE  WALTZ 779 

OLD  SNOW-BALL'S  HAIR  IS 

TURNING  GRAY.... 780 

Oh  !  Popsey,  Wopsey .^81 

Our  Interesting  Matter  Column . . .  .k,«^„...782 
PROF.  EDMUND  CL>JIK'8 

Studios  forth*  Banjo 784 

Sum  Along  Home  to  Mm«s 780 

St«p  the  tide  fram  g«lBg  tut 77S 

Smoke  Colored  Jane 780 

There's  a  Lager  on  the  Table 779 

Take  me  in  your  arms,  1»t*. 781 

Tell  how  you  vas,  anyhow..,..* .%«. ....:. 778 

Vere  is  de  Deitcher's  Vaterland?. 778 

We  are  in  de  swim,  boys 782 


VALENTINES. 


^  I  am  Ifannfaotniing  for  the  ooming  seaao*  the 
Finest  and  Cheapest  Stock  of  Sentimentml  Valen- 
tines, Sheets,  Boxes,  Caskets,  Ac.  in  the  Market. 
Hoping  to  receiye  a  call  fh)m  th«  WholesaU  M 
weU  as  the  Retail  Trade. 

I  rsmain  rMpectfuUy  yours. 

Un.  Panlins  LUdflf . 

Latest  pieee  of  BCnsio  published,    "  HappT 
Dreams  M  You. "    itig  lut  at  ths  a.w.f.»«^«/.» 

Address,  Wm.  J.  A.  Lieder, 

No.  60  Chatham  Street. 

near  Chambers,  K«w  York. 


'M^t^. 
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THE    SII¥0I:RS^    JpURl^AI.. 


The  Baby's  the  Oame  of  it  alU  y 

VOSOS  AKD  UVNC  BT  OHA8.  W.  ICABS. 

xnaiNOXD  BT  J03.  ftcuwaiaacx. 

COFTBIOHT   1882,    BT  W.    J.  A.  LXBOlfti  ' 


AIX  BlOarS    BtSZBTCD. 

The  MuMo  o(  this  Bons  is    puOlitlMd  at  Wm.  J.  A. 

Ueder'K  Extensive  Mil^Io  PupllBtiniK  BooBe,  No,  M 

cbatham  Street,  N.  T,    and  wilt  d«  sent,  post 

pald.to  any  address,    on  receipt  of  price, 

40  cents  in  postage  stamps. 


I'm  ■  married  man  now,  'tis  oTer  a  year,  v  ^ 

I'Te  got  a  darling  wife;  ' '  ^ 

And  thongh  f  love  h*r  dear  and  trne,    -     -•;>•► 

I  think  I'm  siok  of  lita. 
Until  about  a  month  ago. 

My  heart  was  light  and  gay. 
But  since  my  wife  a  first  Iwnncing  boy. 

They  say  I  fell  away. 

Spoken.— It  is  a  fact !  I  did  feel  happy  when 
the  oobfonnded  thing  first  appeared.  I  imagin- 
ed myself  the  happiest  father,  so  did  my  wife ; 
that  IS,  she  imagined  me  to  be  the  happioHt 
father.  I  did  like  to  go  home  at  night  and  hear 
my  wife  say — 

GHOB'HS. 

Oh  !  Charley,  kiss  the  little  dear, 

The  little  popsey- wop; 
Oh  !  hear  the  little  darling  cry. 

It  wants  its  dear  old  *•  pop. ' 
Oh  I  take  it,  Charley,  hold  it  tight,     ' 

Don't  let  the  darling  weep, 

00  carry  it  around  the  room. 
And  sing  the  dearto  sleep. 

Well,  ererythlng  for  'bout  a  weeV-  ■  "•• 

Perhaps  a  little  more;  ^5.. 

Went  fine  enough,  but  after  that,     • 

My  love  for  babe  was  o'er. 
The  Daby  seemed  to  notice  this,      ;-*  . 

For  it  grew  worbe  each  day. 
And  when  I  kissed  it,  it  would  cry. 
And  then  my  wife  would  say; 

Chobttiu 
Oh  1  are  yon  not  ashamed,  yon  bmte. 

To  kiss  the  darling  so; 
Yon'd  rather  kiss  some  grown  up  girl, 

You  would,  now  don't  say  no  f 
Qo  take  the  darling  in  yotir  arms,    , 

Don't  hurt  it,  do  you  hear; 
And  don't  yon  grumble,  do  you  mind. 
Or  I  shall  pull  your  ear. 

Well,  everything  grew  worse  and  worse, 

1  suffered  oh  !  such  pain; 
It's  awful  when  you  hav»  a  wifiB 

With  baby  on  the  brain. 
Why  !  even  when  in  sleep  at  night. 

Enjoying  some  sweet  dream. 
My  wife  would  poke  me  in  the  ribi^       '  . .    '' 

rd  wake  to  hear  her  scream; •      -  -     •     |'  -  - 
Chobus. 

Why,  Charley,  oh  !  you  nasty  thing. 

You've  mada  the  darling  cry. 
You've  stuck  your  clumsy  finger 

In  the  little  darling's  eye. 
Get  up  and  carry  it  around. 

Take  care  don't  let  it  fall. 
And  don't  you  <»are  to  say  the  ehild'a       *' 

The  cause  now  of  it  all.     .  -    1   ,  _   . 

Now  young  men,  if  you  look  tot  peace, 

All  free  from  jaw  and  strife. 
Keep  far  away  from  pretty  girls,         '     .  - 

And  never  take  a  wife. 
Yes,  married  life  is  chalked  up  milk, 

But  singlenesfi  is  cream; 
So  don't  you  wed  if  you  ne'er  wish 

To  hear  jonr  dear  wife  scream. 
-'•-'—■  Chorus  same  as  third. 


Stop  the  Tide  From  Going  Out. 
wuirraa  amd  tmto  bt  bdwxm  talbot. 


This  life  is  like  a  river 

A  ruaning  in  and  out. 
This  ysAT  a  man  may  be  quite  poor. 


And  next  year  have  money  to  count. 
The  man  who  is  the  banker  now. 

Next  year  may  be  the  tramp; 
A  traveling  in  the  snow  and  rain,    .     ^ 

With  clothes  ragged  and  damp;   V      ' 
Perhaps  a  fast  life  he  led. 

And  perplexed  with  doubt,  -/  ,« 

He  didn't  watoh  the  breakers  ■:\   •.''      y\ 

When  the  tido  was  going  out.       .    "     -i-    '. 

So  now  take  heod  to  what  I  say, 

Be  careful,  do  not  doubt. 
For  you'll  find  it  very  difficult,  ^  • 

To  stop  the  tide  from  going  out        ' . 

Then  if  we  want  to  be  sucoessful, 

And  lead  a  happy  life. 
We  must  meet  trouble  half  way. 

Devoid  of  core  and  strife; 
We  must  work  with  honest  labor, 

Always  scorning  every  scamp; 
And  if  prosperity  shines  npon  us. 

Help  the  poor  and  needy  tramp; 
We  will  never  miss  the  nickel 

That  we  give  with  hand  stretched  out. 
And  some  day  it  will  come  back  to  us, 

When  the  tide  is  going  out.  Chorus. 


Veil  How  You  Vas,  Anyhow? 

8t7Na  BX    UATTIK  VICK£BH. 


f^ 


Toa  bet  I  van  a  smasher, 

Dere's  no  high  low  Dutch  about  mo; 
My  style  vas  de  latest  ^ 

Dat  oomes  from  Germany, 
My  brutter  paints  bretzels,     -.    . 

My  fater  ho  drinks  beer, 
Und  I  sell  bolognas,  •"    '^   . 

Und  dat  is  vy  I  vas  here.       -*V       ^  ; 

..■■.■,'■■."'•.      Chobus.  .;,'  ■.''\- 

Vill  you  buy  my  balognas. 

Kind  friends,  will  you  buy? 
Dey  are  better  as  smeerkase 

Or  limburger  pie. 
Den  I  cotch  all  de  smashers, 

Und  about  me  dey  will  row. 
When  all  say,    '  Katarina, 

How  you  vas,  anyhow  ?" 

I  got  a  nice  schotzen, 

His  name  vas  Jakey  Schitz ; 
Yen  he  catches  me  smashing 

He  gives  me  de  fits. 
But  I  can  nicht  help  it,  < 

Und  ven  he  makes  a  row. 


I  say,  "how  you  vas,  Jakey, 
How  you  vas,  anyhow  V 


Chorus 


^  <« 


Vere  is  de  Dautcher's  Vaterland  T 

BXCrTATIOM.      DELIVKRU)  BT  UI8S  UATTIX  VIOSXBS, 


Vere  is  de  Deutcher's  Vaterland  ? 

Is  it  Hoboken,  Weebawken,  or  da  land 

Where  beer  does  fiow. 

Where  bretzels  grow, 
Is  dot  de  Detitcher's  Vaterland  ? 

Vere  is  de  Deutcher's  Mutterland  ? 
Is  it  limburger,  smeerka.4e,  or  de  land 

Where  bun  pups  do  play  ■   ' 

Peenaebel  for  beer  all  day. 
Is  dat  de  Deutcher's  Vaterland. 

Where  is  de  Deutcher's  Orantraterland  ? 
Where  de  stale  limburger  can  walk, 
Und  de  dogs  in  de  sasnagcs  can  t<ilk. 

Yet,  dot's  de  German's  mutter-in-law  land. 


Levi  O'BrieU' 

BT  BBN.  O.  COLUMB.      ■TINO  BT  r0BJ>  A  |LMOWBL8. 


T  Icaow  a  yoang  fellow  he's  out  on  the  maali, 

Alwaws  in  love,  but  he's  never  in  cash, 
B<>ats  boarding  mistresses  out  of  their  hash. 
Will  never  refuse  sherry  or  sour  mash. 


.'■...;..■..•■■'■'•■■-■        Cbobtts.      -:'■•:::■:'.  J  ■■: 

Hit  nnmo  is  O'Brien,  he's  no  fMaod  of  mine, 
He  ain't  got  a  dime  and  the  bootblacks  all 

guy  him; 
The  ladies  are  crying,  the  police  are  trying. 
To  throw  Baby  mine  or  a  eoal  oiine  on 

Levi  O'Brien. 

Be  is  a  little  darling,  a  daisy,  yon  bet, 
He  fell  in  a  luke  and  he  did  not  set  wet. 
He  M  one  of  the  boys  that  yon  aliread  about, 
In  the  back  of  the  book  where  the  leaves 

are  torn  out. 

^   ■''^.r.       Ohobub.      ■;  .»'.'?■■«»•■.■  Ti*^ 
He's  got  a  fine  mouth  for  butter,  lie'i  Imo^ 

kueed  and  stutters. 
He  cries  skip  the  gutter,  and  pull  down 

your  shutter; 
This  crazy  young  sucker,  he  walks  on  his  uppers. 
He  hasn't  been  mayor  or  found  lost  Charley  Boss. 


Charming  Sarah  Grady.        .  *;.• 

WBITTEH  BT  TOMMT  TDCMB. 

ABRAMOED  BT    JOS.    SCHWXNSBOK. 

OOPTBIQHT,  1882,  BT  WM.  J.  A.    LIBDBB. 

ALL  RIGHTS     BESKBVKD. 

The  Music   or  this  song    IspuMlsliod   at   Wm.   J.  A. 

Lleder's  Exieiislve  Music  PubllsiiiDpr  ii' use.   No«o 

Chatham   street.    N.  Y.    and  will  be  sent  post 

paid,    to  any  address,  on  receipt   ofprloe, 

40  ceuUilQ  postage  Stamps. 


,V' 


I  love  a  pretty  damsel. 

Her  age  is  just  sixteen. 
An  honest  janitor's  daughter. 

That  lives  near  Bowling  Oreeo. 
And  charming  Sarah  Grady, 

Is  this  sweet  maiden's  name; 
For  loving  her  so  truly, 

I  know  I'm  not  to  bUmo. 

Cbobcs. 
Charming  Sarah  Grady, 
A  winsome  little  lady. 
Eyes  of  blue  that  Bay  to  you, 

Please  don't  go  away.  "'   '' 

.     Hair  of  golden  lustre,  " 

In  sweet  curls  it  does  cluster,  * 
. '    Lips  so  swee^  when  mine  they  meet, 
xor  hours  I  cculd  stay. 

On  every  Sunday  evening,      ••       •.  ^    ; 

We  walk  along  Broadway,  ♦  •  ■'- 

Or  else  npon  the  Battery,  • ; ' 

Our  foot-steps  they  do  stray. 
While  seated  on  a  bench  there. 

With  Sarah  by  my  side, 
Last  Sunday  eve  she  promised. 

That  she  would  be  my  bride. 


ChoniB. 


I  Long  to  see  the  Soath- 


BT    DOOLET  A  TKMBBOOKX.  .    I 

[^^COPTRIOBT  1881,    BT  WM.  J.  A.  LIBOXB.. 


:i 


'Twas  many  years  ago. 

Before  the  war  that  made  me  free, 
Dis  ole  man's  heart  was  happy  den. 

Yes,  happy  as  could  be. 
Ole  marsa  he  was  good  to  me, 

De  folks  were  all  so  kind, 
A  better  home  I  ne'er  shall  see. 

And  kinder  friends  will  never  find. 

Chobus. 

For  I  long  to  see  the  South  onoe  more. 

To  walk  among  de  sugar  cane. 
Before  de  angel  comes  a  knocking  at  dite  door, 

I  long  to  aee  de  South  again.  ,  . . . 

I  wonder  is  ole  Dinna  dead,  .-}'  ' 

And  where  de  children  are;  *     h 

Have  dey  forgot  dere  poor  old  dad,  " 

Who  wanders  now  from  home  so  lar. 
Perhaps  dis  old  man  ne'er  shall  aee 

De  ni^s  he  called  his  own ; 
May  be  dat  death  has  set  dem  ftee. 

And  took  dem  to  a  shore  unknown.        Cho. 


V"^ 


THE    SII^OERS^    JO|JRrjA|. 


A  Love  Letter  Written  Long  Ago. 

WOBDS  AKD  HXJSIC  BT  ID.  C.  BIRTH.,       . 
AB&ANOKD  BT   JOS.    SCUWXMtlOX. 
CX>rXBIOBT  I880,   BT  WX.   3.  k.  LBDHR. 
v^     ALL  BIOHTS    BJC8EBTU>. 

The  Music  of  this  song  l3    pubUahed  at  Wm.  J.  A, 

Lleder's  BxtenslTe  Kualo  PabUsbiDK  HouBe,  Ro,  M 

Chatham  Street,  N.  T,    and  will  De  sent  post 

pald.to  any  address,    on  receipt  of  price, 

40  cents  in  pootage  gUBsps. 


-i^'i->^^,■J.'^■^'  .'•v 


Only  a  lore  letter  written  long  rro, 

It  reminds  me  of  hsppy  days  gone  by; 
Like  a  ny  of  snnshiali,  came  this  little  sh«et, 

How  it  made  my  poor  heart  throb  with  joy. 
Bat  the  writer's  far  away,  I  am  left  alone, 

llioagh  she  promised  me  she'd  ne'er  forget; 
Oonfi,  bnt  not  forgotten,  the  tears  they 

fill  my  eyes, 

Tbongb  in  Heay'n  I  know  I'll  meet  her  yet. 
Chobds. 
Only  a  love  letter  written  lon|[  ago, 

A  dear  little  messenger  of  love, 
It's  all  that's  left  me  now,  and  it  I  dearly  prife. 

And  this  missiTe  goes  wbere'tsr  I  rore. 

Only  a  love  letter  written  long  ago, 

This  letter  I  have  read  it  o'er  and  o'er; 
Onee  it  made  me  happy,  now'I  read  and  sigh. 

For  tboM  happy  days  will  come  no  more. 
Treaanred  in  my  memory,  are  the  vows 

we  made, 

Bnt  they're  broken  and  my  heart  does  moan ; 
Love's  bright  dreAin  is  blasted,  all  is  over  now, 

La  the  cUeary  world  I'm  left  alone.     Chorus. 


—  <♦>  m 


One  More  Walts- 

WVKDS  USTD  irrSIC  BT  ZD.  C.  BICITB.  .       ~     - 
'     •  ;   ABRASOED  BT    3<M,    SCHWiaiaECS.    ,.•-.    - 

eerTBioHT.  1881,  bt  wv.  j.  a.  LtsnBs. 

ALL  UOHZS    BBSXBVXn. 

TheMosle  of  this  song:  tspubUshed  at  Wm.  J.  A. 

Lleder  B  Bxtmatw  livato  lUbUBUtQs  HoQsa.  IToto 

Chatham  sureec,   N.  T.    and  wli;  be  sent  peet 

paid,  to  any  address  on  receipt  ofpilce,  , 

40  cents  tn  postage  stamps. 

Listen  to  the  sttaixxs  of  mnsia ■  -   -^  : 
Floating  througb  tb«  still  nifht  aur;  :  X 

'Tis  a  mefnmgvr  of  plaaaarek  ,.>  " 

Sent  to  &ivf  j^»y  doU  cu§(       .  .^  ,.'^ 

Bright  eyes  they  are  glafttt^      '  "     '  v 

Te  me  they're  S*  ontraiwinfc  ii?; i-t^  ^   ', 
Fillinf  uiy  |MWl.<dth:jiy«Wi!  ■  ■  x, .     >  : 

Come,  Uve,  sae  xners  dsikeii;fi«ff  > 

Just  one  waltz  with  me;     x^:-     ; 

Sweetest  music  it  enchants,  .viV 
•       As  we  glide  so  gracefully. 

Happy  hearts  and  smiling  faces,    _ 
One  meets  everywhere;  .- 

Dancing  in  the  dreamy  waltz,      •  ■ 
Nothing  with  it  can  compare. 

Cares  and  sorrows  are  forgotten. 

While  the  hours  are  fleeting  by;  '..:         V 

Arm  in  arm  while  we  are  dancing, ; 
Cupid  steals  in  on  the  sly. 

Bright  eyes  they  are  glancing. 

To  me  they're  BO  entrancing,     '■ 
Filling  my  heart  with  joy. 

Blue-Eyed  Kate. 

•'■•■•'  •■,.;^, -'.;".    ■     BY  PIBBI  BTAN,    \''\';'-S:  ■':''■''''' \  ./ 

While  strolling  on  the  pier  the  other  night, 

Scarce  knowing  what  to  do; 
I  watched  the  curling  waves  in  the  pale  moonlight 

Beneath  the  sky  so  blue. 
But  a  form  to  me  that  seemed  divinely  fair. 

Appeared,  though  thv  hour  was  growing  late; 
I  asked  my  charmer's  name,  she  said  you  re 

not  to  blame, 

Did  this  pretty  little  charming  blue-eyed  ^Kate. 


Cbobus. 

Oh  !  my,  my  pretty  Blue-eyed  Kate,— (Break.) 

So  loving  and  so  sedate. — (Break.) 
Both  standing  on  the  pier  that  moonlight  night. 

Though  the  hour  was  growing  late; 
She  said  I'm  thine,  will  yoa  be  mine,     •  ■ 

Did  this  charming  Blue-eyed  Kate. 

Once  more  I  stand  and  watch  the  rolling  sea. 

That  seems  to  me  to  tell ; 
Of  days  gone  by,  how  then  was  I, 

With  the  joys  that  me  befell. 
But  the  greatest  one  of  all  my  hopes  in  life. 

Was  one  evening  when  at  eight. 
She  joined  her  hand  in  mine,  saying  truly 

I  am  thine, 

Did  this  pretty  little  charming  Blue-eyed  Kate. 

v-,-f.. '.":;■;:■■■.;: v:v'  a^Cboms. 

There's  a  Lager  on  the  Table- 

BT  BOLT  SNOW.      •     AIS:     LETTXB  IM  THX  OAXPUE. 


There's  a  lager  on  the  table. 

And  it  points  direct  to  me;       ^ 
If  I  only  had  a  nickel,  i: 

How  happy  I  would  be.  •   >  ; ;. 
How  quickly  I'd  invest  i*,  '     '    '      "    ^^  " 

And  quench  my  burning  thirst;    *^ 
Bnt  there  is  ho  use  in  talking,         '.:■.  ; ,. 

I  must  get  my  niekel  first.      ;   ;      .-    ;  ■ 

Chorus. 

Bright  days  of  old,  come  to  my  memory,  dear. 
When  I  had  money  plenty,  I  always  bought 

my  beer; 
Bright  days  of  old,  come  to  my  memory  dear. 
When  I  had  money  plenty,  I  always 

,- :  .^.;'^  ,  ,-  drankmybeer. 

There's  some  tramps  around  here  told  me. 

There  was  good  times  coming  yet; 
I've  been  waiting  here  to  see  them,  ^       , 

'Till  I'm  almost  out  of  breath 
If  I  thought  that  they  would  be  here, 

Or  knew  that  they  would  come, 
I  think  one  glass  of  lager 

Would  heal  my  burning  tongue.    Chorns. 

Ton,  bright,  amber-colored  fluid. 

That  goes  floating  down  my  side; 
And  for  you  there's  been  many  a  man 

Laid  ngfat  down  and  died. 
I  know  you're  good  and  healthy. 

And  if  I  only  had  my  way,  -'-!.'. 

And  money  to  support  it,  ' 

I  could -drittk  itr»  kegs  a  day.        Chorus. 


779 


<•»  ^ 


'Sf. 


Xy  Beaotifiil  Wift. 

:.    ...        BT  7.  S,  LA  PBBBS.      •>..  -; 
ABt.      HISS  BBADT'B  PUKO  FOBTAT. 


The  reason  T  stand  here  before  you,    ...  I-  ^ 

I  will  tell  it  all  to  you  in  rhyme; 
All  about  a  fair  maid  that  I  courted. 

And  married  her,  yes,  in  due  time. 
The  neighbors  said  she  was  a  darling. 

As  gentle  and  meek  as  a  lamb. 
But  soon  I  found  out,  she  had  a  tongue 

in  her  month, 

And  conld  use  her  fist  just  like  a  man. 
;■;■:>.«,■-       Chobcs.        '■:■-:.,■.'.' '^'■■.;:; 
Tes,  that's  so,  do  you  know. 

If  she  struck  you  she'd  knock  you  quite  crazy, 
At  every  blow,  down  I  go. 

For  she  hits  like  a  prize-fighting  man. 
She  will  fight  day  and  night,  .^-  -  > 

Without  it  she's  never  easy,  ::'... 

I  see  too  late  the  mistake,  '  ,,- 

In  making  this  woman  my  wife, 

I  am  a  man  with  a  quiet  dispositipn,    ; 

And  fighting  I  strictly  disown;      ,■;..;•   '/ 
But  if  you  were  in  my  position ;    ''-  -■* "'  - 

Sure  you  would  have  no  favors  shown ; 
Now  and  then  I  stop  out,  but  not  often. 

For  the  best  of  them  do  that  you  know. 
It's  then  there  is  war  when  I  enter  the  door, 

For  I  receive  from  her  blow  after  blow. 

Chorus. 


-"90  sfbp  this. -my  friends,  I  am  goiaff. 
Yea,  I  think  I  have  struck  a  good  plan, 
For  I  will  not  be  led  by  a  woman, 
'  I -will  khow  be^  that  I  am  a  man. 
It's  drunk  I  will  get  some  fine  evening 
And  in  boxing  will  learn  a  few  pomtS, 
Right  and  left  I  will  hit,  no  show  she'll  get, 
For  it's  rhumatica,  I'll  put  in  her  joints. 

Ceobus. 

At  every  blow,  she  will  know, 
That  I  am  the  one  for  the  breeches; 

I'll  have  her  blue,  when  I  get  through, 
I  no  longer  will  lead  such  a  Ufa. 

I  want  my  say,  ooma  what  may. 
Or  else  spoil  her  beautiful  feathers, 

I  shall  be  boss,  or  divorced 
'  From  my  beantiM  wife. 


^  4^^' 


Ttie  Landlord's  Daoghter. 

BTTMa  BT    ZMXBSOli  *  CULRK. 


In  Fans,  green  Kentooky, 

They  keep  a  tramps'  hotel. 
And  fifty-million  bedbngs 

In  each  bed-room  nsedto  dwell; 

In  each  Ked-room  used  to  dwell; 
They  fed  us  mi  valises. 

And  the  crowns  of  old  ping  hat«. 
And  the  eook  made  chiekan  poi^ia 

From  the  whiskers  of  Tom  cate. 

Caoans. 

Each  day,  each  day,  each  day," 

They  fed  us  on  salt  hi^; 
The  dogs  would  bark  in  ue  miBSg«h 

And  the  cheese  would  walk  away. 

This  landlord  had  a  daughter. 

Her  shoes  were  very  Iwga; 
She  hired  them  out  in  Bummer, 

To  oanalei-8  for  a  barge; 

To  canalers  for  a  barge; 
The  hand  of  the  landlord's  datishter. 

All  the  bums  and  tramps  womd  flght; 
She  boiled  her  stockings  in  the  ooSiBf, 

And  poisoned  them  every  night. 

Cbobtis, 

Each  night,  eaeh  night,,  each  night. 

It  was  a  terrible  nght. 
The  bags  would  flgkt  wiA  tha  «<««fytyy|i 

To  bug  ant  ia  her  room  thatnig&t. 

■   Xiiv«r>LipLii. 


SmO  BT 


texjuat. 


•h !  I  loTs  adarliag,  a  Thompsen  8tare«i  TMeh, 

P^  The  niggers  say  she's  insane;  NT 

[She  fell  on  the  tail  of  the  oomet  last  spring, 
And  the  Call  may  have  injured  her  brain. 
You  bet  she's  a  masher,  this       « 

Tbompson  Street  belle; 
And  with  her  left  hoof  I  often  was  rii; 
The  darkies  eat  onions  to  make  them  shed  tears 
'Cause  they  can't  mash  on  Liver-lip  T.jp, 

CaoBtni. 

Liz,  Liz,  Liver-lip  Liz, 

She's  ugly  and  lazy,  bow-legged  and  crazy, 
But  Liz,  Liz,  she  knows  her  biz. 

None  can  scoop  in  the  supper  like 

Liver-lip  Liz. 

She  has  hands  like  two  tug-boats,  her 

feet  wotild  make  yards. 
Her  eyes  are  like  turnips  well  stewed; 
When  she  gets  on  her  ear,  she'll  kick 

off  your  monstaobe, 
But  you  must  not  think  that  she's  rude; 
Her  ears  would  make  ulsters,  she  has  a 

mouth  like  a  cave. 
Oh  I  she  is  such  a  terrible  qoiz; 
I  was  dead  and  buried  and  spent  six 

months  in  my  grave. 
When  I  got  laid  out  by  Liver-lip  Liz. 

Chorus. 


r 


''^1 


wk 
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i:    SIIVOCRS'    JOUBIWAI.. 


Anything^  at  All- 

BT  rXANS  ASHLUaiL      MUUC  BT  •'IT* 

COFTBIOHT  1883,    BT  WM.   J.  k.  UZDZB. 

AUi  KIOBTB    BUXBTZS. 

Tbe  Mnalfl  of  tliln  Boa<  is    published  at  Wm.  J.  A, 

liedtr's  Kxt'-nBlve  Mu-lc  Publtehlns  House,  No,  M 

Chatham  Street,  N.  Y,    and  will  be  sent  pool 

pald.to  any  address,    on  receipt  or  price, 

40  cents  In  postage  atamp*. 


Now  sing  a  little  song  for  as, 

Sing  anything  that's  right. 
That  is  the  cry  where'er  I  go, 

I  hear  it  morn  and  night. 
And  when  I  ask  what  it  shall  b«, 

Some  one  will  loudly  bawl,  '    . 

No  matter  what  it  is  old  boy, 

Siog  anything  at  all. 

Cbobtts.  / 

Sing  anything,  sing  anything. 

Providing  it's  a  song;  ,■   - 

Sing  anything,  sing  anything. 

No  matter  short  or  long. 
And  if  it's  short  why  make  it  8W«et, 

For  one  more  then  we'll  call; 
So  snit  yonrself  what  it  shall  be. 

Sing  anything  at  all.  .  .    v 

Last  Wednesday  night  I  courting  weat. 

So  jndge  of  my  Kurp^i8^ 
Arriving  at  the  lady's  house. 

Could  scarce  believe  my  eyes. 
I  found  the  parlors  they  were  full 

Of  pe6ple  blythe  and  gay, 
And  as  I  walked  into  the  room, 

I  beard  somebody  suy. 

Spoken.— And  would  you  belitre  wk«a  I 
asked  what  it  should  be,  they  all  cried  out  ia 
en*  voic*—  Cb*ru«. 


<♦»  ^m 


Smoke  Colored  Jane- 

BTTM4  BT    ZKZBaON  *  (XIBS. 


Jxut  three  mile*  from  the  p«OT-honse,  in 

the  city  of  #«7Be«By, 
'Twas  bere  that  this  false  face  used  i*  stay; 
Sh«  waa  cook  upon  a  canal-boat,  she  put 

botb  lag*  in  th*  haah, 
Twas  thire  that  I  met  her  every  day. 
I  told  her  she  was  handsome,  though  she         ■ 

looks  such  a  fright, 
Sh*  would  stop  an  Erie  Bailroad  cattle  train; 
Sb*  aold  horse  shoes  for  hot  com  en  the 

Bowery  every  n^^t, 
Did  my  bony  ugly  smeke  colored  Jan*.    >  .•*. . 

CnoBus, 

Oh  1  Jane,  smoke  colored  Jane,  they  say 

you're  insane. 
Oh"!  come  not  to  my  boarding  house  again; 
I  caught  the  yellow  jaundice  one  night 

when  I  kissed  you, 
My  bony,  ugly  smoke  colored  Jane. 

When  she  tried  to  be  an  actor  her  feet 

were  so  awful  larg*. 
They  had  to  build  additions  to  the  stage; 
Her  toes  reached  the  gallery  and  some  kid 

sawed  them  off. 
And  this  put  my  chromo  in  a  rage. 
One  night  when  she  played  Gimlet,  she  got 

rotten  egg  bouquets. 
But  never  will  she  dave  to  act  again; 
The  audience  tried  to  hang  her,  she  got 

seven  years 
For  murdering  Shakespeare,  did  my 

smoke  colored  Jane. 

'  ''  '        '  '"  Chobcs. 

Oh  !  Jane,  smoke-colored  Jane,  from  away 

down  in  Maine, 
In  your  presence  I  could  net  remain; 
LiVe  a  stale  limburger  factory  was  the 

odor  of  your  breath, 
ily  bony,  ugly,  smoke  colored  Jane. 


Ah  !  There,  My  Size,  lil  Steal  Toa- 

WOBM  AKJ>  UVSIO  BT  TBOS.  T.  CAKET. 
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While  strolling  out  one  evening, 

I  happened  for  to  meet 
Two  dashing  looking  fellows. 

Who  dress  so  nice  and  neat. 
They  stood  upon  the  Avenue, 

Dressed  in  the  height  of  fashion. 
And  all  the  dames  that  chanced  to  pas*. 

These  two  young  swells  were  mashin'. 

Spoken. — Ye«,   ladies  and   gentd,   I    will  *n- 
deavor  to  let  you  hear  the  latest  kind  of  mashin'. 

Cbobus. 

Ah  !  there,  my  size,  I'll  steal  yoo. 

Is  what  these  young  men  say 
To  all  the  daisy  blondes  they  me«t, 

Or  passes  ih  their  way 
Ah  !  there,  my  turnip,  I'll  mash  y*n. 

Is  one  they  say,  'tis  true, 
But  the  latest  one  I  bear  them  say. 

Ah  !  there,  my  lemon,  I'll  squeete  you. 

Tw*  daisy  blondes  just  chanced  to  pass. 

Dressed  up  in  bon  ton  style; 
They  tried  to  catch  a  mash  on  them. 

But  neither  caught  a  smile. 
Determined  for  to  follow  them,  .  • 

These  two  young  men  of  fa8hi*n, 
Wer*  caught  behind  by  two  young  m«B, 

Who  gave  these  swells  a  mashin.' 

Spoken.— Tes,   and  I  don't  think  thay  will 
stand  on  the  Avenue  f*r  at  l**st  a  w**k,  and  8»y. 

Cbobtts. 

Jih  !  there,  my  size,  I'll  steal  y*n, 

Or  have  anything  else  to  soy. 
To  any  daisy  blonde  they  meet. 

Or  passes  in  their  way. 
Or  else  their  turnip  may  mash  th*K, 

And  mak*  them  black  and  blue. 
And  make  them  stop  that  giddy  talk,    . 

Ah  !  tb«re,  my  size,  .^'11  steal  y*u. 

Bun  Along  Some  to  Moses- 


BT  E*.  esBiazas.      e*b  ••*ca>r  * 

COPTBiaBT  1881,    BT  WM.  J.  A. 


I  climb  up  ii*  d«  mauataia  t*p. 

Run  along  home  to  Moses; 
Climb  up  high,  that  I  never  aaa  stop. 

Bun  along  home  to  Moses. 
Climb  up  to  see  my  way. 

Bun  idong  home  to  Moa*a; 
Stay  up  there  to  preach  and  pray, 
Bun  along  home  to  Moses. 
Chorus. 
Ain't  you  weary,  traveler. 

Bun  along  home  to  Mosei; 
Ain't  you  weary  traveler, 
Bun  along  home  to  Moses, 

What  am  de  devil  grumbling  about, 

Bun  along  home  to  Moses; 
Chained  in  hell,  and  he  can't  get  out, 

Bun  along  horn*  to  Moses. 
Chained  down  there  to  weep  and  moan, 

Bun  along  home  to  Moses; 
Waiting  to  call  dem  sinners  home, 

Bun  along  home  to  Moses.  Ohorns. 


'Tween  Decki. 


Fresh  tidings  for  to  lam. 
And  this  is  how  that  tough  old  salt, 

Commenced  bis  yam,  says  h«, 
"  'Neath  a  stormy  sky  when  tb*  billow*  na  higk 

We  sailed  on  the  Baltic  Sea.    . 

Obobub. 

Despite  the  gale,  we  still  made  sail, 

Tno'  the  stormy  winds  did  roar; 
Tho'  dark  the  night,  yet  our  heart*  wer*  light. 

We  were  bound  for  America's  shore. .  ■ 

The  bleak  wind  whistled  through  tb*  ilironda. 

We  gathered  on  the  deck, 
And  floating  spars  told  ii»  old  tars      «       .. 

That  we  were  near  a  wreck.  .,  ; 

And  in  the  lull  thro'  stormy  cloud*,       .;,.  :!  .. 

Shone  out  the  moon  so  mild,  ' 

And  lash'd  to  a  raft  in  the  wake  of  our  orafl, 

TheM  floated  a  little  child.  Choms. 

The  boat  was  lower'd,  no  lack  of  hand^ 

I  bore  the  child  aboard; 
And  thro'  the  love  of  One  abore, 

'Twas  soon  to  life  restored. 
And  who'd  ha'  thought  when  year*  went  oa. 

That  we  two  spliced  would  be  ? 
But  now  as  my  wife  and  the  pride  of  my  life, 

She's  waiting  at  home  for  me.  Chora*. 

Old  Snow-Ball's  Hair  is  Tnrning  Gray- 
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Between  the  decks  we  stood  on*  night, 

"To  hear  the  gunner's  yam; 
For  each  bold  lad  at  sea  is  glad 


•Id  Saaw-ball's  hair  is  turaiag  gray,  |  : 

His  voice  is  feeble  now; 
His  step  is  aot  so  light  and  gay, 

Since  lines  are  on  his  brow. 
He  used  to  tune  the  old  banjo," 

When  his  songs  would  echo  wako^ 
And  merry  feet  were  dancing  then, . 

Down  south,  among  the  brak*. 

OaeBTTs. 

Th*  cabin  door  is  elesed  to-day. 
No  voiee  fond  eehoes  wake. 

And  Snow-ball's  heart  ao  more  is  gaj, 
D«im  aonth  aoaong  the  brake. 

Th*  8uga^<»Ln*  is  growing  tall,       'v   - 

Where  soutbera  skios  ar*  bright^  ' 
Aad  birds  the  tunaf)al  playmate*  eall, 

'N«ath  rays  *f  a*il*w  light. 
But  Saow-ball's  eyes  are  getting  4im, 

His  soBg  no  echoes  wake. 
No  banjo  now  is  played  by  him, 

Down  south  among  the  brake. 


:^:^^ 


Vhoras. 


The  southern  flowers  are  sweet  in  bloom 

Around  the  cabin  door, 
Bat  that  old  home  is  filled  with  gloom, 

Since  Snow-ball  comes  no  more.  . 
The  old  man's  voice  is  hushed  for  aye. 

And  never  more  will  wake. 
The  joy  and  mirth  of  other  days 

Down  south  among  the  brake.  Chorns. 

Foor  Snow-ball  wanders  far  awaj, 

His  heart  is  sad  aad  sore; 
The  old  man's  hair  is  turning  gray, 

Since  joys  he  loved  are  o'er. 
But  Snow-ball  never  will  forget. 

The  bliss  fond  love  oould  wake. 
And  his  lone  heart  would  linger  yet, 

Down  south  among  the  brMk. 


.-•„  *■ 


Ohoms. 


Old  Snow-ball  longs  for  other  days. 

Past  joys  he  would  recall; 
Old  massa's  smites,  and  massa's  praise, 

Where  sugar-cane  grew  tall. 
But  lone  the  poor  old  man  most  go, 

And  never  more  partake 
Of  love  he  cherished  long  ago 

Down  south  among  the  bra^e.  Choms. 


^m 


m 
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Oh  I  Pop»y,  Wopwy. 
BT  CHAS.  adonsT. 


I'tc  been  a  happy  fethwr 

These  fifteen  months  or  more;  -.  ':.  •    ,-    I ' 
And  don't  I  like  it?  Rather  I    ,,  ■ 

'ITie  rascal  I  adore 
We've  had  hira  christened  Charlie, 

Of  course,  that's  after  me, 
I  don't  believe  5'ou'll  find  a  boy, 

Sv'lioH  half  BO  sharp  as  he. 

Spoken. — Sharp  !  Sharp's  the  word,  and 
qnick's  the  motion  with  him,  I  can  tell  yoo,  he 
cat  his  first  tooth  before  he  was  three  months 
old  and  his  first  finger  before  he  was  six.    ^^'s, 

Chobus. 
Oh  !  the  popscy  wopsey,  see  how  nice  he  walks, 
Oh  !  the  popsey  wopsey,  listen  how  he  talks; 
Watch  his  little  tootsies,  bless  his  little  gum, 
Isn't  he  a  darling  boy  !  oh  !  yum,  yum,  yum. 

I  feel  that  I  oonld  eat  him. 

He  seems  BO  nice  and  soft,     '  ■  '^   ■-  ' 

He's  like  those  little  cherubs, 

Who  sit  right  up  aloft. 
I  take  him  out  on  Sunday,      ;     > 

All  round  St.  James' Park,      '■ 
Then  stay  at  home  en  Monday, 

With  him  to  have  a  lark. 

SMken.— Whea  I  ^ot  married  sne  cf  my 
wecUling  presents  consisted  of  a  patent  cradle, 
one  which  y*a  wound  up  and  it  recked  itself  for 
hours.  I  thought  I'd  put  Charlie  into  the  con- 
eem,  by  some  unlucky  chancel  overwound  it. 
There  was  a  click  and  a  buzz  and  away  it  went 
round  and  round,  over  and  over,  but  it  stopped, 
and  we  got  him  oat,  he  was  like  a  pennyworth 
•f  broken  bisonits,  Isut  then  didn't  we  Bhea^> 

Choms. 

He's  never  half  so  happy, 

As  when  he's  among  the  coals; ' 
The  darling  little  chap,  he 

Calls  ladies  pretty  souls. 
He  jumps  upon  the  kitten. 

And  fights  the  cockatoo. 
He's  quite  a  little  Britton,  •'' 

Wiin  pluck  enough  for  two. 

Spoken  .x-He's  got  a  perfect  mania  for  swall* 
owing,  it  doesn't  matter  wliat  it  is,  anything  from 
a  tin  taok  to  a  railway  arch.  The  other  day  he 
gwmllowed  his  grandmother's  musical  pej,  ^vhen 
irogot  to  ehuroh  and  the' parson  ftxdaimed, 
*•  Where  do  you  expect  to  go,  Ghaklie's  interior 
strnck  np  "Home  sweet  home."  That's  very 
nyttohoas !  Charlie's  fifth  rib  responded  with 
•<  Oh  1  ain't  it  pooaliar."  At  last  we  |;ot  it  np, 
and  it  so  pleased  the  parson,  that  instead  of 
going  on  with  the  sermon,  he  said — 

Chonu. 


!♦»    ^ 


England  and  America. 

BT    K.  V.  PAOK. 


There's  a  land  across  the  ocean,     ; 

Bound  to  us  by  stronger  tieo. 
Bound  by  kith  and  kin  devotion. 

Filial  love  that  never  dies. 
England  looks  with  joy  and  pleasure. 

On  her  sons  across  the  main, 
While  America,  the  treasure 

Of  her  love  returns  again. 


.'n:'.. 


Cbobus. 


Let  the  Star  spangled  Banner, 

And  the  dear  old  Union  Jack, 
Forever  together  be  unfurled,  ; 

Then  John  Bull  and  Jonathan, 
Are  safe  from  all  attack. 

For  united,  they  could  conquer  all  the  world. 

Looking  back,  the  whole  world  wondered. 
When  they  independence  gained, 

Though  our  children  then  were  sundered, 
"  l£>ther  Country  "  we  remained. 


Each  true  Briton's  aspiratioB, 

Leads  him  on  to  Liberty,       \f^/--'''.':;- 
So  we  look  with  admiration. 

When  a  nation  will  be  £reo»->      ;     Chorus. 

Time  has  cured  whate'er  false  notioB,    ;:   -  ■ 

Once  was  felt  of  jealous  pride,  ■<'-..    ' 

Now,  we  see  with  glad  emotion,        -'  , 

Our  relations  at  our  side,  '    ;>v      f 

And  with  proud  anticipations,         ;:■  ;.  >     ^  '  " 

We  look  forward  to  the  day,  T 

When  the  two  great  English  nations. 

Hold  the  world  in  peaceful  sway, 

Encoke  Veese. 

Closer  still  the  bonds  that  bound  as, 

Were  by  mutual  sorrow  drawn,        ,    -.  '• 
And  America  has  found  us,  ^ 

By  her  side,  in  grief  to  mourn.  ; 

When  the  noble  Garfield  perished,        -"  ;  ■" 

England  shared  her  offspring's  pain,  '  y 
And  the  love  that  then  was  cherished,    '  - 

Never  shall  die  ont  again.  Chores. 


Arthur  And  Martha. 


BT    ABTHUB  UOOTS. 


They  met  at  a  faney  ball, 

The  gentleman's  name  was  Arthur, 
The  lady  was  fair  and  tall, 

Her  Christian  name  was  Martha. 
They  danced  all  night  till  the  broad  daylight, 

What  a  darling  girl  thought  Arthur, 
A»d  the  dancers  near  could  overhear. 

What  Arthur  said  to  Marth*.  '" 

Cbobus.  '■'■■.!. 

"•hi  Martha,"  whispered  Arthur, 

"  How  I  love  to  dance  with  you," 
"  Oh  !  Arthur."  answered  Martha,  v 

"  Tell  me  darliHg  is  true  ?" 
Then  Arthur  placed  his  arm 

Around  his  Martha's  waist  so  slim, 
"  I  love  you, "  said  Arthur,  "  ditto," 

said  Martha, 
Then  Arthur  s«[ueezed  Martha, 

And  Martha  squeezed  him.  : 

Though  never  until  that  night. 

Had  Arthur  beheld  MisH  Martha; 
Twas  a  case  ©f  love  at  first  sight. 

For  she  was  struck  with  Arthur. 
"  He  begged  that  she  would  favor  he. 

With  hername,"  she  said  "  'twas  Marth*  1" 
And  with  lovely  eyes  exjtressed  surprise. 

When  he  said  his  name  "was  Arthur." 

Chorus. 

At  first  'twas  an  awkward  task,  ' 

Now  what  shall  I  say,  thought  Arthur, 
He  ventured  at  last  to  ask 

"How  the  weather  agreed  with  Martha !" 
And  growing  bold,  he  remarked  'twas  cold. 

Which  do  you  like  best,  said  Martha. 
To  be  warm  or  cold,  the  reply  was  told, 

Ey  a  loving  squeeze  from  Arthur.      Chonu. 

The  end  I  need  scarcely  tell,     ' 
He  married  the  lovely  Martha;        >    , 

And  I  hear  they  are  doing  well. 
They've  a  little  boy  called  Arthur, 

They  ne'er  forget  the  first  night  they  met. 
And  she  often  says  to  Arthur, 

"  You  remember  dear,  the  day  and  the  year 
r      v^When  first  you  met  your  Martha. 

Spoken.— I  shall  never  forget  it,  Aurthur  re- 
plies. Then  Martha  puts  her  arm  around  his 
neck  and  murmurs  do  you  remember  what  we 
said  to  each  other  ?  Chorus. 
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My  Mother's  Tombstone- 

BT  DAVID  TBOKAB. 


There's  an  old  nstie  charch  th*t  stands 

oathoUll, 

Unsheltered  by  trees  from  the  weather, 
In  my  earliest  days  I  remember  it  still. 

When  as  children  we  oft  played  together. 
But  the  strong  hand  of  time,  stole  away 

friends  of  miua, 

In  the  place  of  my  birth  Fm  not  known. 
By  the  ivy-hidden  porch  of  the  old  roatic  choroh. 

Stands  my  once  loving  mother's  tombstone. 

Cbobus. 

Oh  !  dear  mother,  memory  still. 

Prompts  me  to  visit  it  alone. 
It  is  erected  by  me,  in  rememberanee  of  thoe^ 

My  once  loving  mother's  tombstone. 

In  this  old  rustic  church  in  the  bright 

spring  of  life, 
Two  souls  with  one  thought  were  united, 
The  bridegroom  was  proud  of  his  innocent 

young  wife^ 
Like  a  flower  she  had  grown  to  be  bli|^bted, 
I  remember  she  died,  as  I  wept  by  her  udo, 

The  boy  she  so  loved  was  afons, 
I  can  scarce  conceive  she's  dead,  'tho  the 

name  I've  otiem.  rosd, 
Gn  my  onee  loving  mother's  tombstone. 

Choms. 


Take  M«  in  Tear  Arms,  Lots. 

Miss  Angelina  Oeorgie  Aasa 

Martha  Clara  Brown, 
Is  my  young  girl,  a  jewel,  a  poarl. 

The  best  girl  in  the  town. 
She's  very,  very  nervoas. 

And  she  often  faints  away. 
But  when  she  f^Ls  she's  going  off, 

She'll  rush  at  me  and  r~  ~ 


Spoken.— "George,  are  you  ready?"  "Iteadj 
for  what  ?"  says  L     "  Why,"  sho  nj%  "  t»— 

CBOBtm. 

Take  me  in  ^our  arms,  lovo, 

Fan  me  with  my  fan; 
Press  me,  caress  me. 

There's  a  good  young  Biaa. 
Take  me  in  ytinrarme, 

I'm  fainting;,  I  can  toll, 
I  feel  so  very  funny,  '  '•'.  *  ■ " 

But  ru  soon  be  wall,  » 

#ne  day  I  took  her  to  the  Zoo, 

Te  see  the  crocodile. 
And  when  she  saw  the  kangaroo, 
She  could  not  help  but  smile. 
I  took  her  in  the  monkey-house, 

And  when  I  brought  her  ont, 
I  placed  her  on  the  camel's  back. 
Which  made  her  loudly  shout- 
Spoken.— She  said,  Georgie,  Goorgie,  which  way 
am  I  going  to  get  off  this  blessed  animile  ?  Jump 
off  its  hump,  or  slide  down  its  tail  ?      I  said,   I 
don't  know  !    She  said,    what,  you  don't  know  7 
then  you  must—  Chonu. 

One  day  I  took  her  by  the  boat. 

From  here  to  Ramsgate  pier. 
When  someone  shouted  "  All  afloat  r* 

She  hollered  out  "  oh  !  dear !" 
She  threw  her  arms  around  my  neck. 

And  said.  "  George,  save  my  life  1" 
I  said  "  I  will,"  "  then  if  you  do," 

Says  she,  I'll  be  your  wife. 

Spoken.— And  when  I  gave  her  a  kiss  aho  «>• 
claimed—  Chonu. 
^  «m» 
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Andent  Greece.— Old  bntter. 

Gone,   but  not  forgotten -the  man  that  left 
the  door  open. 

It  is  the  brake  of  day  that  preTenta  night  from 
going  too  far. 

The  pump-handle  gees  a  good  deal  of  the  nps 
and  downs  m  life. 

When  did  measels  first  break  •nt,  and  what 
was  the  cause  of  the  riot  ? 

A  dead  hen  is  better  than  A  lixe  ene;  she  will 
lay  wherever  you  put  her. 

Who  was  it  that  said.  "  If  anyone  attempts  to 
shoot  down  the  haul  flag  him  on  the  spot. 

Beer  may  not  make  y»u  fat,  but  nm  overdose 
will  make  you  lean— up  against  something. 

Wh»  wrote  "The  harp  that  once  w«re  over- 
I    alls?  and  the  song  of  "  When  I  swallow  home- 
sick flies  ?" 

What  king  on  ascending  his  threne,  slipped 
•n  a  piece  of  orange-peel  and  sat  down  on  the 
back  of  his  neck. 

Am  they  passed  a  gentleman  whese  optics  were 
terribly  on  the  bias,  little  Dot  murmured,  "Ma, 
he'i  got  one  eye  that  don't  go." 

"  I  walked  the  floor  all  night  with  the  tooth- 
ache '"  said  he;  to  which  his  unfeeling  listner 
replied,  "  You  did'nt  expect  to  walk  the  ceiling 
with  it,  did  you  ?" 

Who  ever  heard  of  a  country  blacksmith  forg- 
ing a  note  ?  , 

When  a  pretty  girl  is  attired  in  a  wine-eolored 
silk,  is  she  an  intoxicating  beauty  ? 

In  taking  leave  ef  company  make  your  best 
salaam  to  tnem  as  yen  g»  out,  but  do  not  s'lam 
the  door. 

"  Mftuima."  said  a  little  boy,  who  had  been 
sent  to  dry  a  towel  before  the  fire,  "  is  it  done 
when  it's  brown  V" 

At  on  evening  party  a  country  girl  declined 
frosted  cake  because  she  thought  it  might  givo 
her  cold.     '  ■    . 

"  What  is  that  man  yelling  at  ?"  asked  an 
Illinois  farmer  of  his  boy ;  "he  is  yelling  at 
the  top  of  his  voice." 

When  the  moon  is  full,  is  the  man  supposed 
to  be  up  there  in  the  same  condition  ? 

•<  To  get  the  sack,"  is  from  the  French;  but  a 
young  man  does  not  care  where  it  is  from  as 
long  as  it  is  not  from  his  girl. 

Never  be  idle. 

Fear  has  many  eyes. 

It  costs  more  to  avenge  than  to  forgive. 

Never  listen  to  loose  and  idle  conversation. 

A  grain  of  prudence  is  worth  a  pound  of  craft. 


Drink  np,  Old  Fellow- 

BT  DANIZL  BRADLET. 


Pve  been  a  social  man  through  life, 

And  hope  I  always  shall ; 
I  well  respect  acquaintances, 

And  dearly  loves  a  pal. 
I'm  open  to  be  treated. 

And  I'm  always  fit  to  pay, 
And  in  my  turn  whene'er  I  meet. 

You're  sTire  to  hear  me  say. 

Chobtjs. 

Drink  up,  old  fellow,  it's  my  turn  to  pay, 
Drink  up,  you  know  we  don't  meet  every  day. 
You  parted  last  and  you  hear  what  I  say, 
Drink  up,  old  fellow,  it's  my  turn  to  pay. 

When  friends  that  long  have  parted  been. 

In  tender  contact  meet. 
They  warmly  grasp  each  others  hand. 

And  one  suggests  a  treat. 
They  choose  their  liquor,  toast,  and  drink, 

But  ere  they  go  away. 
The  one  unto  the  other  friend, 

Ts  almost  sure  to  say.  Chorus. 

Of  course  there  is  a  set  of  men. 

Or  things,  they  should  be  called ; 
Who'll  spunge  on  every  one  they  meet. 

It  makes  me  feel  so  galled. 
To  think  they  haven't  better  minds, 

Just  see  how  they'll  sneak  away, 
Whene'er  the  paying  comes  to  them, 

W  hy  not  pluck  up  and  say.  Chorus. 

I  won't  be  rude,  and  give  advice, 

I'll  only  you  remind, 
That  when  you  meet  a  go«d  old  pal. 

Be  sure  to  treot  him  kind. 
If  ho  should  stand  a  glass  for  yon. 

Don't  let  him  go  away, 
Till  you  have  returned  the  e«mpli 

Be  sure  to  always  say. 

^   !•>   tm      — 
i  Never  do. 

BT  J.  MOBTON  XZLLICS. 


it, 

Clh»mB. 


We  meet  with  many  difl'erent  folks. 

As  through  the  world  we  run, 
.\nd  most  of  them  will  talk  about 

The  different  things  they  done. 
'Tis  certain  that  twixt  them  and  a* 

A  difference  yon  will  view, 
For  I  intend  to  talk  about 

'Ihe  things  I  never  do. 

I  never  de,  I  never  d«, 
Indeed  I  tell  yon  true, 
lis  not  my  way,  I  beg  to  say, 
Oh  !  no,  1  never  do. 

I  never  borrow  money 
That  I  cannot  hope  to  pay, 

I  never  lend  umbrellas. 
Even  on  the  wettest  day, 

I  never  sell  a  worthless  horse. 
And  think  my  bargain  neat, 

I  never  purchase  little  dogs 
From  men  in  Regent  Street. 

I  never  put  my  confidence 

In  those  conflders  strange, 
I  never  have  transactions 

On  the  London  Stock  Exchange. 
I  never  other  people  let 

Their  hands  put  in  my  tills. 
And  never  do  I  put  mv  hand 

To  other  people's  bills. 

I  never  when  I  milk  my  tea, 

Imagine  milk  is  th«re. 
Nor  when  I  pay  my  doctor's  bills. 

Suppose  his  charges  fair. 
And  when  if  at  the  jewelers, 

I  feel  inclined  to  deal, 
I  SCO  gold  cliiiiiis  Jit  six-nnd-six, 

I  novel-  tiiiuk  tbc'ii  real. 


Cbonis. 


Chorus. 


I  never  tell  a  tale 

To  get  a  fellow  in  a  scrape^ 
I  never  tell  my  landlord 

That  his  sherry's  from  the  eaps, 
And  when  in  town  on  business, 

I  go  in  for  seeing  life, 
However  much  I  see  of  it, 

I  never  tell  my  wife. 


t  ■■ 


Chorus. 


^^-«< 


Kick  HcCann- 


Chorus. 


I'm  Mick  McCann,  an  Irishman, 

From  Ireland,  sure,  Fm  not  long  over; 
Hy  style  of  clothes  too  plainly  shows 

I'm  down  in  luck,  and  not  in  clover. 
I  left  my  home  in  Ireland  dear, 

With  heart  as  light  as  the  purse  I  oorry, 
'Twaa  not  for  want  that  I  came  here,       - 

We've  lots  of  that  in  Londonderry. 

■  •  Chobtts.  ■'■'■ 

Oh  !  that's  the  place  you'll  always  find 
The  boys  free-hearted,  true  and  merry, 

Whate'er  ye  be  they'll  treat  ye  kind. 
If  ye  want  a  friend  in  Londonderry. 

Since  I  come  here,  it's  mighty  queer, 

Tho'  divil  a  bit  of  myself  is  carin*, , ' 
As  I  walk  the  street,  each  wan  I  me«^  i.:-  -    . 

Go  where  I  will,  at  me  are  starin* 
Ye'd  think  I  was  a  circus  bund, 

A  camel,  or  a  dromendary. 
This  treatinint,  boys,  ye'U  understand. 

No  wan  would  get  in  Londonderry.       Che. 

As  work's  got  slack  I'm  going  back,  . 

And  faith,  I  cannot  say  I'm  sorry,  -Z- '•::':, 
To  leave  my  Dome  abroad  to  roam,  :   "  " 

I'll  ne'er  again  be  in  a  hurrr.  ^^ 

Och !  sure,  my  ooUeen  she'll  be  glad. 

To  meet  me,  sowl,  she  will  be  very, 
Altho'  I'm  scoffed  at  here,  bedad, 

I've  friends  galore  in  Londonderry.       Oh». 

^  *m*  ^ 

We  are  in  de  Swim,  Bojs. 


Just  behind  de  hill,  boys,  dars  where  I  liva ! 
By  de  ole  corn-mill,  boys,  dars  where  I  liva ! 
My  ole  mudder  lives  dar,  and  my  sister  Sue, 
Wid  da  ole  '£om  cat  and  de  os^-cyad  <icf»  . 
And  we're  happy,  jeat  a  few.     •■<:• :  a  :;  t »      -  -^ 

Cbobus. 

We  ara  in  de  twia,  boys,  and  tail  wid  da  tlrMJai. 
Nebber  haed  da  golly  holes,  eb  danger 

nebbardMMi, 
Nebber  oara  a  rap,  boys,  sennd  in  wind  and  tinb, 
Wa  are  in  de  swlBS,  boys,  wa  are  in  da  swim. 

When  we  go  to  work,  boys,  dars  where  I  live. 
Work  we  nebber  shirk,  boys,  dars  where  I  live. 
My  ole  massa  berry  good,  makes  do  niggeRS  gny, 
But  if  dey  skulk  a  little  bit,  why  den  dey 

•    ^  gets  no  pay. 
Chorus. 

You  should  see  my  Barah,  dars  where  I  live  ! 
Fairest  of  the  fairer,  dars  where  I  live  !  i 

When  she  looks  straight  at  you,  den  you 

feel  BO  queer. 
Yon  feel  as  if  you'd  like  to  kiss  dat  gal 

from  year  to  year. 
Chorus. 

When  we  get  united,  dars  where  I  live  ! 

All  shall  be  invited,  dars  whar  I  live  ! 

We'll  have  sich  a  wedding — as  nebber  was  before, 

Lots  of  pumpkin  squash  and  hot  rum  punch. 

And  corn  cakes  in  galore.  Chorus 
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Anld  Lang  Sjrne 1 

America,  (My  country  'tis  of  thee.) 1 

A  Model  Luvo  Lettor 3 

Xbe  Anchor's  Weighed 4 

,    Annie  Laurie 4 

A  LittU  Place  Within  thy  Heart 4 

A  Yankee  Man  of  War S 

The  American  Boy ,. .  .S 

A  hundred  years  ago '.    .  5 

A  Violet  from  my  mother's  grave C 

A  leaf  of  ivy  from  my  mother's  grave 7 

A  handful  of  earth 7 

A  dear  spot  of  lani.   8 

T  Away  down  south  in  Georgia H 

A  row  of  tenement  houses 8 

'  Angel  Mother  Watch  for  me 8 


•-*•« 


Baby  Mine , 1 

Beautiful  Isle  of  tho  Sea 1 

Beautiful  Songs  Unsung 3 

Tke  Bi-ight  Little  Spot  on  the  Ocean 4 

Ifebylon  is  Fallen 4 

The  Battle  Cry  of  Freedom 5 

Beneath  the  sod  they're  sleeping 6 

,    ■  Brother's  fainting  at  the  door 5 

•   Barney  McCov 6 

Bright  Emerald  Isle  of  the  sea G 

Bob  up  serenely C 

The  Blue  Alsatian  Mountains 7 

Be  home  early  to-night  my  dear  boy 7 

i       Beautiful  Venice 8 

-   Biddy  McQee 9 

The  Butcher  Boy 9 

'£h»  Bridge 9 

^   <•>   ^ 

Come  Back  to  Erin 1 

Climb  up,  climb  up  the  Mountain  Side ....  1 

The  Cottage  by  the  sea 2 

The  Cumberland's  Crew 2 

The  Casey  Social  Club 2 

Can  you  forgive,  and  forget,  lovo C 

Cats  in  our  back  yard C 

The  Cot  in  the  corner G 

Charley  he's  a  Masher 8 

Cot  where  I  was  born 9 

Come  along,  Sister  Mary 9 

Carrie  Lee ......    9 

Casey's  Ball  La-st  Night 9 

Dublin  Bay,  or;    Boy  Neill 3 

Danoing  in  th#  barn 3 

The  Dear  Little  Shamrcok 4 

Dear  mother  I've  come  homo  to  dio 5 

The  Day  when  you'll  forget  me 6 

Dance  me  on  your  knee 6 

The  Devil's  in  New  Jersey 7 

Dcn't  drink  from  the  pitcher  of  beer 7 

Delia  Clancy 7 

Doa't  come  in  tho  morning 9 

Drunkard's  Lone  Child 9 

Desirable  Dime  Song  Books 9 

Ella  Ree 1 

Tha  Exile  of  Erin 2 

'       Eight  Bells  at  Sea 3 

Tho  Finigin  Corterie 2 

The  Fire  in  the  Grate 3 

The  Faded  Coat  of  Blue 3 

Flag  of  the  Free 6 

Flag  of  our  Union 5 

The  FlniKan  Oalice  Ball 6 

Grandfather's  Clock 1 

Give  an  Hanest  Irish  Lad  a  Chance 3 

Orandmeikhar's  Obair   7 

Oood-byeat  the  door 9 

^  «•>  ^' 

Home  Sweet  Home 1 

High  V  ater  Pants 1 

TheKtfs  ti^  once  thro'  Tara's  Halls 1 

TbeHasnattd'a  Commandments i 

The  BmA  bcrw6d  down  by  weight  of  woe 3 


Home  Again 3 

Her  bg^t  sntile  haunts  me  still 4 

Hail  Columbia,  Happy  liand 5 

Hi,  Jenny,  ho, , Jenny  Johnston 7 

Happy  dreams'of  you 8 

Has  the  Comet  Struck 9 


I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  Halls .2 

I  cannot  call  her  mother 2 

I'll  Name  the  Boy  Dennis,  or  ne  uumu  ut  all  2 

I'll  be  all  smiles  to-night,  love 3 

Tis  hard  to  give  the  himd  where 

the  heart  can  never  be 4 

'Tis  but  a  little  faded  flower A 

I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs 4 

Isle  of  Beauty  fare  thee  well 4 

I  want  to  sec  de  good  old  heme  again 6 

In  the  Low  Lands  Low 7 

I  om  leaving  now  the  old  Folks 7 

I  Leave  Ireland  and  mother  because 

we  are  poor  7 

I  was  false  but  you'll  forpire  me 8 

'Tis  a  blossom  from  our  little  Wjllie's  breast  8 

I'll  go  back  to  my  old  love  again 9 

I'll  remember  you  love  in  tny  prayers 9 

In  the  Low  Lands  Low 9 

'Tis  evening  brings  my  heart  totheo 9 


Just  touch  tho  harp  gontly,  my 

prettj-  Lonizo  . .  .4 

Just  before  the  battle,  mother 5 

Just  after  the  battle,  mother 5 

Jennie  tho  Flower  of  Kildaro 0 
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Killarney 

Katie's  Secret 2 

Kathleen  Mavourneen 2 

Kerrigan's  Masquerade * 3 

Kitty  Wells 4 

Kingdom  Coming 5 

Katy  Avourneen 8 

The  Little  ones  at  home ^,. 1 

Larboard  Watch ? 1 

Lullaby : 1 

The  Last  Rose  of  Summer .2 

Listen  to  tho  mocking  bird 4 

Lay  my  head  beneath  a  rose 4 

The  Land  of  love  and  liberty 5 

Little  Maggie  Ann 6 

Levi  Kassiday _ 6 

Little  old  house  on  the  Rhine 7 

Lamentation  of  Johnny  Reel 8 

Many  can  help  one ! 1 

The  Messenger  Bird 1 

Maggie's  Secret 2 

My  Pretty  Bed  Rose 2 

Marching  through  Georgia 3 

My  old  Kentucky  Home  Good  Night 3 

The  Minstrel  Boy 3 

The  Man  you  don't  meet  every  day 3 

Mary  Ann  I'll  tell  your  ma 3 

Mother  is  waiting  to  welcome  her  boy 4 

Mary  Ann  Eehoe 4 

Mother  is  the  battle  over 5 

Mother  kissed  me  im  my  dream 5 

Mary  of  theJWild  Moor C 

Mickey  Flahrity 6 

Mary  Ann  O'Hoolaban  Dowd 6 

McCarthy's  Fancy  Ball T 

Maloney  s  the  man 7 

Meet  me  by  moonlight,  "Willie 7 

Mary  of  Argyle 8 

Massa's  in  the  cold  ground .8 

My  darling  but  talkative  wife 8 

Mr.  and  ius.  Malone 9 

Tke  Mill's  shot  down  to-day 9 

Nancy  Lee 1 

The  Old  Cabin  Home 1 

Old  Black  Jee  1 

Old  folks  at  home 1 

Or  any  other  man — Stump  speech 2 

Tke  Old  iJog  cabin  in  tho  Lane 3 

Oh  !  Fred  tell  them  to  stop 4 

Onr  Starrr  Flag,  our  Glory 6 

Original  Yankee  Doodle 5 

The  Old  fashioned  church  on  tho  hill G 


The  Old  willow  chair  where  grandmother  sat.  ...C 

O'Reillv's  Billy  Goat 7 

TheOld  Family  Chair 8 

Tho  Old  log  cabin  on  the  hill 0 

Open  up  dem  doors .t 

Over  the  Garden  Wall • 

Poor  Old  Salve 8 

Picking  up  gold  in  the  streets 4 

Poor  Pat  Must  Emigrate 7 

Pretty  maid  milking  her.oow 8 

^   1*1  ^ 

Socked  in  the  oradle  of  the  dcop 2 

The  Raffle  for  a  stove 4 

Red,  White,  and  Blue -. .  5 

Tko  Rose  of  Killarney 6 

Razors  in  de  air 6 

Roll  on  Silver  Moon ., 8 

Rose  Perfumed  Bouquet 8 

Bock  me  to  sleep,  mother , ...8 

Such  an  education  has  my  Mary  Ann^ 1 

See  that  my  grave's  kept  green 1 

Sweet  Forget  Me  Not.'. 1 

The  Sweet  by  and  by > 1 

Sally  Homer  round  the  comer.  .,^-] 1 

Sweet  Spirit  hear  my  prayer ., ..2 

Sham  us  O'Brien ,^ 8 

Scotch  Lassie  Jean i 

Sweet  Maggie  Gordon *. 8 

Slavery  Daj-s S 

The  Star  Spangled  Banner ' 8 

The  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill S 

She  never  blamed  him  never 4  -' 

She  died  on  the  street 7  J 

Sons  of  Erin's  Islo 4 


The  Standard  Bearer. . ....." "^  X 

Sheridan's  Ride '. |  ^ 

Sally  in  our  alley ' 7  ^ 

Sally  Mackenally 7  X 

Speak  to  uies{)euk g  • 

Six  feet  of  earth 8  \ 

Shamrock  Shore 8 

Sweet  Genevieve g 

Swoet  scented  handsome  young  man 9  ■" 

There's  a  letter  in  the  candle Z 

Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  so  far 4 

Tenting  on  the  old  camp  ground 4 

Tan  Yard  Side  4 

Tell  mother  I  dio  happy 5 

Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  tho  prisoners  Hope.  .5 

The  Turnpike  Gate C 

Teddy  please  scare  me  again C 

Tho  Tramp  Q 

There  never  was  a  coward  where 

tho  Shamrock  grow*. . .  .8 
Twickenham  Ferry 7 

The  Tramp  Song 7 

Tell  mo  where  my  Eva's  gone 7 

Two  Irish  Tyrks 8 

True  Irish  Gents 'j 

Up  at  Jones'  Wood 7 

The  Vacant  Chair 4 

The  Villain  still  pursued  hor .9 

WLere  was  Moees  when  the  light  went  out  1 

Write  mo  a  letter  from  home 1 

Whoa  Emma ^ 

Wearing  of  the  Green 2 

When  you  and  I  were  young  Maggie 2 

We  parted  by  the  riverside 8 

When  I  saw  sweet  Nellie  home 8 

Would  I  were  with  thee 2 

Waltzingham  McSweeney,  the  Gay  Cavalier  2 

The  Wandering  Befngee 3 

When  the  swallows  homeward  fly 3 

The  Widow  in  the  cottage  by  the  sea 3 

When  Joknnie  comes  marching  homo  5 

Willie  has  gone  to  the  war 5 

When  I  smoked  my  first  cigar 6 

When  McGuinness  Gets  a  job  6 

Whisper  softly,  papa's  dying 8 

Why  shonid  we  live  as  straagers 9 

Wild  Irish  Boy  9 

You'll  remember  me .f 

You've  beeen  a  friend  to  me. .     . , 9 

Ton  «re  false,  bat  I'll  fezgivo  yoa. ..., t 

You  and  I /..,.4 

You'll  miss  me  when  I'm  gone 8 

You'll  miss  me  when  we  |»rt .9 
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THE    SIIVOERS'    JOIJBMAI.. 


When  M uldoon  i»  Mayor. 

nOAM  O'tOOLM.      ._  . 


■  :,Ai--r 


km  H iehMl  Mnldoon,  ft  man  of  great  fame. 
id  all  of  My  aDc«stor8  of  course  were  the  same, 
Ant  oooain  Barney  is  on  the  police, 
•  lord  mayor  of  Dablin  is  married  to 

my  aieoe. 
1 1  •■  highly  connected  acroM  tlM  bi^  M4, 
*  I  atopped  Oaptain  Williamfl  duapmg   . 

dirt  in  the  bay; 
,  M  Fm  elected  I'll  make  the  gaoff  atare, 
Mp  the  ooBflUMkmerf  whea  linldooD 

.-.J  ,•;.;>;.  ■■'^,\,i*;f  .?.'■•  to  Mayor, 

In  nlM  all  the  city  laborer's  to  three  dollars  a  day 
1  aand  all  the  John  Chinamen  oat  weat 

to  chew  hay, 
lohoonen  for  fire  centa  it's  then  yoq 

can  bay, 
ftd  the  boTS  can  shoot  fire  crackers  on  the 

fourth  of  Jaly., 
[  ohase  all  the  Italians  and  their 

peanat  stands, 
Jid  tuk  erery  bloat  I  see  carrying  a  can. 
fall  hare  no  country  senators  our  spoils 

lor  to  share, 
I  aake  law  here  in  town  when  Muldoon 

is  mayor. 

'<  -■■;•'■  -■"■•■  ..:'■•  ■'  .  •■,v,4 "'■■',. 

Ifhea  Ifuldoon  is  the  Mayor  yon  can  wear 

i  yonr  tall  hats, 

Jifith  high  choker  oollar'n  and  silken  craTat, 

'1^  «an  stand  on  the  corner  and  smoke 

'  J  jour  segar, 

fhd  If  Ton  don't  wan't  to  walk  you  can 

1 7~  ride  in  the  cars. 

.  ji  htm  Ooney  Island  upon  Harlem  flats, 

jpi  Beeeher  with  Ingersoll  in  a  sewer 
I  r  catching  rats, 

kd  »e  aleetrifl  light  up  in  Madison  Square^ 

pi  gh*  the  lovers  a  chance  when* 

f^  Maldoon  is  mayor. 


Cuut  Thon  Say  FarewelL 
woBse  AjTD  mrsio  bt  cbas.  w.  kaxx. 

AUUMOSD  BT    JOS.     SCHWXMSaOX.     l 

oomionr,  1882,  bx  wx.  j.  a.  T.nepia. 

*T.t.  BXGBT8     BBSZBTED. 

iM  Hwlo  of  this  songiH  publtsh*(l  at  Wm.  J.    A. 

liaiit^  KztenstTe  M  slu  VubllctilDfr  Uouse,  No.  60 

I '^natbam  Street,  N.  Y.  and  wiu  be  f^ent  poet 

-  "Ita  any  addreaa,    on  receipt  of  price, 

M  oenia  la  postage  stamps. 


Ok  t  oft&st  thou  turn  away  firom  me, 

^d  cruelly  say  farewell? 
Aad  altght  the  heart  so  true  to  thee, 

Where  thou  alone  doth  dwell  ? 
AmA  can  thine  eyes  like  stars  aboTe, 

Look  coldly  on  me  now? 
Tkr  heart,  yet  young  in  plighted  16Te, 

Forget  our  sacred  vow. 
Oh  I  hear  the  rising  teart  that  now 

In  silent  pleading  swell, 
AaMoiswey,  while  I  kiss  thy  brow, 

uuou  canst  say  farewelL 

'  Ok  !  ean  the  voice  that  often  told. 

The  love  I  gave  to  thee,  * 

Hot  hush  the  one  that  now  so  cold. 

Would  say  farewell  to  me  ? 
And  is  the  love  I  thought  mine  own. 

Now  but  a  faded  dream  ? 
Asd  mast  my  heart  sad  and  lone. 

Float  lonely  down  life's  stream. 
Oh  !  dearest  let  thy  list  ning  heart 

Alooe  the  answer  tell, 
•I  JuM>w  'twill  say  we  must  not  part, 

Thoo  «an«t  not  say  farewell. 


Sweet  He' lie  Nolan. 

WOBDS  AND  MUSIC  BY  TOMMT  TXJCSBB. 
"  "        '    ABBAMQXD  BT    JOS.    SOSWXNBXCK. 

ooPiuoBT  1882,    BT  WK.  J.  A.  inpim. 

•:   .    AJ^  BIGHTS    BEBXBVED. 

'me  Muslo  of  thJs  sonif  U    published  atWrr.  J.  A, 

Lleder'8  Bxt-nstve  Mule  PubllsblDK  Oouse,  No,  60 

Cbatliam  street,  N.  T,    and  wUl  do  sent  post 

pald,tO  anr  address,    on  receipt  of  price, 

40  cents  la  poatage  stampa. 


Sweet  Nellie  Nolan,  you  said  you'd  be  mine, 

And  always  be  true  to  me, 
When  the  stars  in  the  heavens  above  the^ 

did  shine, 

And  the  moonlight  fell  over  the  lea. 
The  brooklet  it  murmured  a  sweet  refrain. 

As  it  sped  on  its  course  to  the  sea. 
And  seemed  for  to  whisper,  oh  !  come  again. 

For  I  will  be  waiting  for  thee. 

Chobcs. 

Sweet  Nellie  Nolan  you  said  you'd  be  mine, 

And  always  be  true  to  me; 
When  the  stars  in  the  heavens  above  they 

did  sliine, 
And  the  moonlight  fell  over  the  lea. 

Sweet  Nellie  Nolan  won't  yon  name  the  day. 

When  our  two  hearts  will  be  made  one, 
I'll  never  forsake  yon  but  always  will  stay 

By  your  side  till  life's  troubles  are  done. 
And  when  we  are  feeble  and  growing  old, 

I  will  love  and  caress  you  the  same, 
Pon't  think  that  I'm  joking  or  acting  bold. 

But  Mjr  that  joa  will  change  your  name. 

•;  Chorus. 


The  Famooa  Mn'doon  Boys 

You've  heard,  no  doubt,  of  Pat  Muldoon, 

Whose  intellect's  profound. 
Well,  we're  the  sons  of  that  same  man. 

And  for  ould  Ireland  bound. 
A  welcome  waits  us  from  Malone^     .' 

The  Murphy's  and  Molloys, 
We  know  auite  well,  for  none  exoell 

The  kindly  Irish  boy. 

Chobcs. 

Our  country  long  we've  sighed  to  see, 

But  now  we're  on  the  way. 
To  Ireland,  dear  old  Ireland,  yes. 

The.  emerald  of  the  sea. 
But  ere  we  go  we'd  like  to  show, 

Our  steps  to  ivry  one. 
For  there  are  few  can  beat  the  two 

Sons  of  the  solid  man. 

When  we  arrive  the  solid  man 

Is  going  to  celebrate 
Our  safe  return,  and  faix  we  hear 

All  Ireland's  in  n  state, 
To  see  the  sons  of  famed  Muldoon, 

Hurroo,  more  power  to  Put, 
He  well  deserves  from  his  two  sons 


A  bran  new  "  Patrick  "  hat. 

Aristocrats  from  County  Down, 

Tyrone  and  sweet  Tralee, 
Have  all  got  invitations  to 

Attend  Muldoon's  levee. 
OurM.  P.,  Mr.  Brannigan, 

His  wife  and  daughters  fair. 
Have  all  consented  to  take  part 

And  meet  the  Irish  puis. 


Chorus. 


Chorus. 


«~4^l 


The  Heroes  of  Seventy  Six. 

BT  CHABLZ8  WXITSXL  UABZ, 

70  THOSa  WHO  POUOHT  FOB  TBB  tMMXDOU 

or  OCB  LAMD. 


Oo  tell  the  tale  each  patriot; 
Go  tell  with  patriotic  heart. 


Of  how  'mid  powder,  ball  and  shot,    ^. . 

O'er  five  score  years  ago. 
Our  fathers,  for  a  noble  cause. 
Fought  and  bled  on  foot  and  horso    : 
Aguinst  OreatBritain's  cruel  foroe. 

While  striking  freedom's  blow. 

Oo  rina  the  cracked  but  fkithftil  bell; 
Its  peaJs  of  noble  deeds  shall  tell. 
Of  those  who  nobly  fought  and  fell 

Beneath  our  starry  iew'l  ! 
Of  how  they  nobly  held  their  sknnd    ' 
Against  oppression's  grasping  hand; 
Or  how  thev  fought  to  bnng  our  laud 

Beneath  bright  freedom's  rule. 

Go,  patriot's,  and  fire  the  guns,  .  ;  -  •" 

And  tell  the  tale  to  list'ning  ones;      j?  \  (■ 
Tell  of  our  country's  nobU  sons. 

And  fling  the  banners  out  !  '  ' ; 

Oo,  tell  how  nobly  they  all  fought. 
How  dearly  freedom's  brand  they  bought. 
Go,  tell  it  on  this  glorious  fourth —    . 

' '  Forever  freedom  !"  shout.  : .  ^ 

But  now  those  noble  heroes  brave. 
Ate  resting  in  the  heroes  grave. 
Along  with  one— our  country's  slave — 

Our  leader,  Washington  ! 
With  Warren,  Greene  and  Lafayette 
And  Gates  !  all  boldly  stared  at  death. 
To  free  our  land,  can  we  forget 

Their  deeds  ?  speak,  ev'ry  one.  '   ,  ,' 

No  !  let  us  sing  their  praises  then,        ;  .  ' 
Let  us  sing  with  voice  of  men 
From  shore  to  shore  and  back  again, 

With  patriotic  love. 
Oh  1  may  our  praise  for  them  ne'er  cease. 
But  may  it  with  the  years  increase. 
While  tuey  now  rest  in  love  and  peace. 

In  that  bright  land  above. 

Uncle  Tobe. 


BT  X.  MAAS. 


SUNO  BT  UCW  BAKSB' 


I'm  uncle  Tobe,   a  poor  old  colored  man. 

As  you  can  plainly  see; 
I_U8ed  to  belong  to  a  slavery  band,    ■ 

Way  down  in  Tennesee. 
Of  hard  times  and  troubles  I've  had  my  share. 

All  through  my  life  its  been  so, 
And  I  expect  that  congress  next  will  > 

Pass  an  act  that  us  negros  got  to  go. 
Cbobus. 
Got  to  go,  yes,  got  to  go; 
And  I'll  expect  that  congress  next. 
Will  pass  an  act  that  us  niggers  got  to  go. 

I've  worked  for  massa's  good  and  bad. 

Yes,  some  were  bad  indeed,  v       ■; 

And  since  the  time  I  was  set  free,  ■■'. 

Dey  sadly  felt  my  need.  ■  '-     :      , 

De  Southern  States  I've  traveled  through, 

And  always  found  it  so, 
Dev  got  us  all  to  emigrate,    ..t 

And  said  we  had  to  go  Cbonu. 

Keep  np  Tour   Heart 


Aye  keep  yer  he'rt,  frees, 

Aye  keep  up  yer  he'rt, 
Dinna  let  it  sink  intae  despair. 

Act  an  honest  pairt,  freen,        ' ,'     . 

Chances  flee  like^airt,  ■ 

Jist  hae  patience,  you  micht  reap  a  share. 

If  you  are  in  debt  freen, 

If  you  are  in  debt, 
Dae  yer  best  tae  clear  as  quick's  you  can, 

Dinna  sit  an'  fret,  freen. 

You'll  be  happy  yet, 
If  you'll  bear  your  troubles  like  a  man. 

Struggle  till  the  last,  freen. 

Struggle  till  the  last. 
Ne'er  gie  intae  daurk  an'  sullen  care, 

Tho'  luck  should  flee  past,  freen. 

Wi' a  sudden  blast.     *^  '  *    '^• 
Try  again,  there's  always  plenty  malr. 


•■I 
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THE    SIIVOeRS'    JOURMAIa 


The  Spanish  Cavalier- 

BT  WX.  D.  HXNDBICK80H. 

BT    PEBIOBSION    OF    OBO.    W.    HAQANB,     MDBIC  FUB- 

LISRBB,  BAH  FRAKCIflCO,  CAI^        OWNEK  OF  THE 

COPYBIOHT. 

Tbe  MoBio  of  this  aoog  can   be  bad  at  Wm.  J.  A. 

Uedefs  Extensive  Muslc  Fublls-hlriK  House,  No,  60 

Chatliam  Street,  N.  Y.   and  will  be  ^ent  post 

ptUdto  any  address,    on  receipt  of  price, 

46  cenw  In  posta^  stamps. 

■■.■'■:  "  ■  .Oi,'-!  }  -■■  .  " _ 

A  Spanish  cavalier  he  stood  in  his  retreat, 

Aiid  on  his  gnitar  played  a  tune,  dear, 
The  music  so  sweet,  they'd  oftimes  repeat, 

The  blessing  of  my  country  and  you,  dear. 
Chobus. 
Say  darling,  say,  when  I'm  far  away. 

Sometimes  you  may  think  of  me,  dear; 
Bright  sunny  days  soon  fade  away, 

Bemember  what  t  say  and  be  true,  dear. 

I  am  oif  to  the  war,  to  the  war  I  must  go. 
To  fight  for  my  country  and  you,  dear. 

But  if  I  should  fall  in  Tain  I  would  call 
Tbe  blessing  of  my  country  and  yon,  dear. 

Chorus. 

And  when  the  war  is  o'er  to  you  Til  return. 
Back  to  my  country  and  you,  dear, 

But  if  I  be  slain  yon  may  seek  me  in  Tain ; 
Upon  the  battle  field  you  will  find  me. 

Chorus. 


The  Geneva  Croas. 


Where  the  battle  fiercely  rages. 

Where  the  Rusian  meets  the  Turk, 
We  shall  rean  in  history's  pages  . 

Of  a  great  and  glorious  work.    , 
Caring  not  for  bear  or  crescent. 

Caring  not  whose  gain  or  loss, 
£ngland  cheers  her  peaceful  army. 

Cheers  the  army  of  the  Cross, 
England  cheers  the  peaceful  army, 

Qiears  the  army  of  the  cross. 
■ -^    .  Chobus. 

So  a  e^eer  for  the  cross,  the  famed  red  cross. 
And  the  Sisters  of  Mercy  so  braTe; 

Where  the  dead  lie  around,  on  the  field 

they  are  found,. 
The  life  of  tbe  soldier  to  save. 

Soldiers  march  to  death  or  glory. 

With  fatal  fire  they  burn; 
Who'can  tell  the  dreadful  story. 

Who  can  say  who  shall  return  ? 
Husband,  father,  son,  or  brother. 

All  may  find  a  soldier's  grave. 
Lord  of  battles  look  with  pity. 

Help  tne  red  cross  life  to  saTe ! 
Lord  of  battles  look  with  pity. 

Help  the  red  cross  life  to  save  !  • 

Heaven's  vengeance  soon  must  follow 

He  who  caused  this  cruel  strife. 
He  shall  surely  pay  in  sorrow. 

For  each  slaughter^^  soldier's  life.      V    . 
8%iU  we'll  help  the  wounded  lying, 

Hdp  them  to  their  homes  again, 
Merey  e  cross  will  save  the  dying. 

Lord  of  battle's  help  the  slain. 
Mercy's  cross  will  save  the  dying,  ,'; 

Lord  of  birttlee  help  the  slain. 


.:^.ui^.^■ 


When  HobOdy  was  Looking. 


TwBs  ia  the  goldm  sunset.    • 
And  we  garcd  up  at  the  sky. 
When  nobody  was  looking. 

When  nobody  was  by. 
We  wandered  slowly  through  the  dell, 
I  tryed  to  wy  I  lored  her  well. 
But  atill  the  tale  I  could  not  tell. 
Though  nobody  was  kx>king.    /}^u-"', 
Chobus. 
When  nobody  was  looking,     ^."  ^, . 
When  nobodv  was  looking 
Thete'fiiet  two  lovers  who  were  ahy, 
.  ^_  When  nobody  was  lookiag. 


Tbe  shadows  soon  grew  darker. 
And  the  cottage  home  was  nigh. 

And  nobody  was  looking. 
And  nobody  wos  by ; 

But  still  my  tongue  refused  to  say 

The  lesson  I'd  learned  all  the  day, 
Though  nobody  was  looking. 


if?/ 


Chorus. 


But  just  as  we  were  parting, 

All  my  doubts  appeared  to  fly^ 
When  nobody  was  looking. 

When  nobody  was  by. 
Her  mother  called  her  from  the  gate. 
Did  she  know  the  hour  was  late, 
A  word,  a  kiss,  I  knew  my  fate. 
And  nobody  was  looking. 


Chorus. 


Isn't  it  Awfii!ly  Hot 

The  sun  it  goes  np  and  the  sun  it  goes  down, 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot  ? 
And  people  get  riled  and  say  with  a  frown, 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot  ? 
We  crawl  through  the  streets  feeling  nearly 

half  dead. 
If  you're  feeling  white  it  soon  turns  you  red. 
While  the  old  man  exclaims  ae  he  mops  . 

lus  old  head. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot  ?   "    n  v  ^^''^ 

Our  butcher  sits  grinning  like  mad  at  his  door, 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot  ? 
He's  thinking  how  soon  you'll  have  to  pay  more, 

Isn't  It  awfully  hot  ? 
Then  our  grocer  is  stamping  and  tearing  his  hair, 
For  the  flies  to  collar  his  sug^r  do  dare. 
And  his  butter,  oh !  lor,  where  is  it  ?  oh  I  where  ? 
.  Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 

Out  in  the  fields  nearly  every  nigfht. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot  ? 
Young  lowrs  they  seem  to  take  a  delight^       • 

Isn't  it  awfhlly  hot  ? 
They're  under  the  trees  whenever  you  pass. 
In  every  corner  a  lad  and  a  lass, 
Tbo'  sliy,  the  girls  say,  let  us  lie  on  the  grass. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot. 

Some  couples  1  saw  go  to  church  yesterday. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot; 
The  wedding  bells  rang,  and  seemed  for  to  say. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot. 
It's  deucedly  nice  getting  married  we  know, 
'Till  twelve  o'clock  strikes,  and  your  friends 

all  do  go. 
Then  yon  toddle  to  bed  in  a  minute,  but,  oh  I 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot. 

If  this  goes  on  longer  oh  !  where  shall  we  be. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot; 
We'd  better  be  mermen  and  live  in  the  sea. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot? 
If  its  hotter  below  it  much  me  deceives. 
How  cool  it  would  be  if  they'd  let  us  wear  leaves. 
We  Qould  then  walk  about  like  Adams  and  Eves, 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot. 

Our  milkman  is  doing  a  rare  lot  of  trader         ~ 

isn't  it  awfully  hot? 
'TIS  said  by  tbe  wine,  a  fortnne  he's  made, 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot  ? 
But  you'll  soon  find  out  how  he  makes  it  pay. 
For  his  farmer  but  fetches  him  five  cans  a  day. 
Yet  he  always  sells  eight,  at  least  so  they  say. 

Isn't  it  awfully  hot.  ,^.  - 


s^Js : :  The  Good  Young  Man  That  Died 

He  left  this  world  for  a  baighter  sphere. 

There's  a  neat  little  head-stone  o'er  him. 
Telling  bow  much  we  held  him  dear. 

And  how  deeply  we  deplore  him. 
But  that  cannot  tell  how  we  miss  his  waya^ 

Our  friend,  philosopher  and  guide; 
Foryears  to  come  we  shall  sing  in  praise 

Of  the  good  young  man  who  died.   .;.<•;•. 

Ghobub. 

OfUie  good  young  man  who  died,  my  friends. 

""  ■         'iiiiisg  I .  "siws 


P*" 


Be  nerer  murdered  fliaa,  and  he  said  he 


The  good  yonng  man  that  died. 

Hr  wonld  never  drink  Bass  or  Oninneas's 

Re  wootd  fkint  at  the  name  of  potter. 
And  avensd  (hat  beewfed  ta»o  hundred  a 

By  popanming  filtered  water. 
He  never  smokod  a  pipe  or  Bar  ^ 

Beoauae  he  waa  ill  whene'er  he 
But  he  did  fancy  work  for  tbe  best 

Did  the  good  young  man  who  died. 

Oaosns. 

Oh !  the  good  yonng  man  who  died,  mj 

The  good  young  man  who  died. 
He  was  meek  as  a  lamb  and  he  derer  said  d 

The  good  young  man  that  died. 


'  il 


1 


He  ne'er  visited  theatree  except  with  •  pas,        1 

For  he  looks  upon  plavs  as  baneful,  \ 

And  where'er  he  did  go  he  wonld  whiqper  "  ikB. 

Oh  !  this  exhibition  is  painfml"  •         jt 

Then  he'd  send  to  some  i:i^  thii  sutisssas  nots^  'a 

With  highly  moral  tracts  inside  W 

Bebuking  the  ahortaeee  of  their  petieoats,         U 

Would  the  good  yonng  man  that  died.  I 


CaoBua. 


~J 


Oh !  the  good  ymmg  man  who  died.  My  1 
The  good  yonng  man  who  died,  | 


He  never  gave  a  haadl«  ts  any  Hti  if  MMisi^  I 
The  good  yonng  man  whe  mtL '    »  '  ■ 

.    ■  ■  ;,  ,v.  .  ■ 

He  would  go  t«anoe«ndaay  hlhnAlse^        ■W 

And  descant  on  the  ways  vf  the  steMM;         ;* 
He  would  Nekoo  the  tmtu  the  irip  iMd  eoal^    \ 

Tbongh  be  always  nanadtib*  winnsss 
He  didnt  know  how  to  play  biltiasds  or 

Or  the  niceties  of  screw  and  side; 
But  he  managed  to  beat  his  oppoaaat  at  a 

Did  the  good  young  man  that  dis4. 


^ 


'  A^i      Gmommk  *"- 

Oh  !  the  good  young  aaaa  irha  iMad,  mj  tAmmL 
The  good  young  man  who  died;  ^ 

There  were  very  few  that  oonld  nsist 

the  hands  he  held  at ' 
The  good  yonng  man  who  died. 


tm  M^* 


The  Girl  who  Wean  the 


1 


{ 


,1'»nw 


.•ss'  eaO 


•>-C  ;:::i  ai  ^n| 

There  is  a^ihamlft^4MalaN| 

Her.  age  is  jnst  nnfllean. 
Sin  iflresses  nest,  eh*  looks  so 

You'd  think  she  was  a  rpism, 
I  met  her  on  one  afternoon 

Up  in  the  Central  Park, 
And  I  asked  her  ii  she'd  aoeompaay<M 

Soma  evening  oh  a  lark. 

Oh  ?  she's  a 

At  her  the  people  stara^ 
And  all  the  hayn  are  tnring  to 

Tbe  girl  that  wears  banged  halz. 

I  took  her  to  a  jmif  •  .   r.  . .,' ' 

One  evaawf  last  iredc 
She  was  admired  by  aU 

4sid  has  ooBpaay  they  did 
For  she'a  a  splendid  ^»vrw. 

With  her  none  can  oorapa(% 
And  all  the  swell  boys  want  to 

With  the  girl  who  wears  baagad  hdv. 
■  •.•   J".     -.1  ■• 

Thans  ipf^#  Viow 

Who  was  dying  o«t  s(npi»)(iksi^ 
And  l^hiaihnuiy  sayings' , 

My  girl  waa  try^  to  eoax. 
HeMked.irh|[,a  gnn  thatjnsk  wsirteC 

WaiHike^Faw^JadyflUsd        , 
And  when  aakad  nar  reason  salH, 


"I'i 


nenjsu  an:,. 
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It  wftB  in  the  Connty  Kerry, 

A  litHe  way  from  Clare, 
Where  the  boys  and  f<irU  are  merry, 

At  a  pattern,  race  or  fair. 
The  town  is  ctilled  Killorlan, 

What  a  purty  place  to  view; 
Bat  what  makes  it  interesting 

Is  my  Bridget  Donaghue. 

Chobdb. 

*  Oh  !  Bridget  Donaghne, 

I  really  do  love  you; 
Altho'  I  am  in  America, 

To  you  I  will  be  true. 
Oh  !  Bridget  Dohaghue, 

I'll  tell  you  what  to  do, 
Take  the  name  of  Patterson, 

And  I'll  take  Donaghue. 

Her  fHther  is  a  farmer. 

And  a  daoent  man  is  he; 
He's  loved  by  all  the  nsighbors. 

From  Killorlan  to  Tralee. 
And  Bridget  on  a  Sunday, 

When  coming  home  from  mass, 
Sbo's  admired  by  all  the  people, 

Shore  they  wait  to  see  her  pass. 

I  sent  her  home  a  picture, 

I  did,  upon  my  word; 
Not  the  picture  of  myself. 

But  the  picture  of  a  bird. 
It  was  the  American  eagle. 

And  says  I,  Miss  Donaghue, 
Our  eagle's  wings  are  large  enough 

To  shelter  me  and  you. 


^ 
4 


Cho. 


Choras. 


m  «•>  ^ 


Tlie  Pigs  in  the  Garden. 


i»i5.- 


The  pig's  in  the  garden,  week,  week,  week! 

He  B  rooting  up  the  com; 
And  if  I  don't  find  him,  week,  week,  week ! 

I'll  suffer  in  the  mom. 
The  old  man's  going  into  town. 

With  his  old  liorse  and  gig,     •         ^ 
He's  on  my  track,  when  he  comeS  b*ok. 

If  I  doii't  find  the  pig. 

Chobus. 

Tne  pig's  in  the  garden,  week,  week,  week  I 
I  know  he  is,  for  I  hear  him  squeak. 

Week,  week,  week,  week,  week,  week. 
He's  rooting  up  the  com— 

I  guesH  I'll  make  him  week,  week,  week. 
He'll  wish  he'd  ne'er  been  bom. 

Twas  only  on  Sunday,  week,  week,  week  1 

He  broke  out  of  his  stye; 
And  old  mother  Orandy,  week,  week,  week  I 

Lost  all  her  brocoli. 
Her  tumip-tops.  and  sweet  snow-drops. 

He  masticated  all ; 
She'll  h'lve  his  life  with  a  carving  knife, 

Next  time  he  makes  a  call.  Chorus. 

His  color  is  sandy,  week,  week,  week. 

He  weari  his  tail  in  a  curl, 
As  proud  as  a  dandy,  week,  week,  week. 

Conceited  as  a  K^'i- 
With  spots  of  black  upon  his  b*ok. 

The  ens  peraiiibulntfs; 
And  there  is  ono  spot  I  want  to  spot,. 


The  spot  where  he  locate*. 


•h«mi. 


Wherever  he's  hiding,  week,  week,  week,   '     -^ 

His  joy  will  now  be  short; 
111  give  him  a  hiding,  week,  week,  week. 

Of  quite  a  different  sort. 
I've  cut  a  stick  that's  nice  and  thick. 

Which  piggie  won't  forget; 
But  if  I'm  not  quick,  he'll  cut  his  stick, 

And  save  his  oacon  yet.  Choras. 


:  The  Drunkard's  Child. 
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My  sight  is  growing  dim,  mother, 

I  scarce  can  draw  my  breath; 
My  brow  is  damp  and  oold,  mother. 

Oh  !  tell  me  is  it  death  ! 
What  makes  the  room  so  dark,  mother. 

Your  face  I  cannot  see. 
Nor  e'en  the  fire-light's  spark,   mother  ! 
All's  very  dark  to  me. 

Chobob, 
Dying,  mother,  dying,  mother. 

The  angels  on  me  smiled; 
Do  not  weep,  but  kiss  me,  mother, 
I  die,  the  drunkard's  child. 

I  wish  my  father'd  come  mother, 

I  do  not  fear  him  now; 
He'll  never  beat  me  more  mothor, 

For  I  am  4ying  now. 
Oh  !  sing  to  me  a  hymn,  mother. 

Of  the  Saviour's  Hie  below, 
And  of  the  blessed  land,  mother, 

Where  sorrow  none  may  know. 


Choms. 


Choms. 


You  say  it  will  be  home,  mother. 

Oh  !  then,  why  do  yon  weep  ? 
Why  do  yon  sob  and  moan,  mother, 

I'm  only  going  to  sleep. 
You  say  there  is  no  death,  mother, 

In  yonder  home  so  fair; 
Nor  sickness,  sin  or  pain,  mother. 

Shall  ever  enter  there. 

And  now  kins  me  good-night,  mother, 

And  when  father  doth  come. 
Tell  him  that  I  will  wake,  mother. 

In  yonder  better  home. 
The  mother  knelt  in  anguish,  oh ! 

Beside  the  snow-white  bed. 
For  there,  past  all  pain  and  sorrow, 

The  drunkard's  child  lay  dead.  Chorus. 


I  am  Looking  at  my  Mamma. 
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Not  long  ago,  a  little  boy,  three  years  old, 
scarcely  able  to  realize  the  loss  of  his  mother, 
whose  latest  kiss  was  imprinted  on  his  baby 
brow,  and  whose  dping  word  was  a  prayer  for 
the  infant's  soul,  was  standing  in  the  door-yard 
of  loving  friends,  his  eyes  fixed  on  the  sky,  with 
a  peculiar  earnestness  His  sister  approached 
him  and  asked;  "What  are  you  looking  at, 
baby  ?"  He  struck  his  little  hands  petulantly  to- 
gether, and,  with  a  cry  of  pain,  uttered;  "€k> 
away,  I  see  my  mamma,  and  she  is  laughing. 
She  is  calling  ne  !"  He  remained  looking  a  long 
time  and  to  all  questions  vriteratod  this  state- 
ment; "  I  was  luoldng  At  my  mamma  !"  Shortly 
after  they  gently  Uid  him  beside  his  mother,  in 
the  sam*  gzava. 


Silent  stood  the  little  baby. 

Gazing  fondly  on  the  sky; 
Heeding  not  hin  little  play4hingit  •  v     " 

Or  his  sister  standtag  by. 
Gazing  long,  and  sadly  crying,         .  -, ' 

"  Go  away,  and  let  me  be,      ....••': 
I  am  looking  at  my  mamma. 

And  she's  smiling  bow  at  me. 

Chobus. 

I  am  looking  at  my  mamma. 

She  is  smiling  in  the  sky; 
She  is  calling,  yes,  she  wants  me^. 

Wants  her  boy  to  die. 

Little  eyes  once  sweet  an*'  merry,  .  A 

Yea  look  sweet,  but,  oh  !  so  sad;  ;  ■*' 

Telling  us  that  death  is  near  us,  >■ 

Waiting  for  the  little  lad,  i- 

And  the  voice  of  merry  laughter,  '  •        f 

Now  is  changed  to  one  of  pain;' 
Calling  soft,  mid  gentle  tear-drops, 

"There,  I  see  my  ma'a  again.  Chorus. 

Gently  rook  the  little  darling. 

Kiss  the  little  snow-white  orow; 
Death  is  waiting  in  the  door-way,    !^ 

Angels  soft  aie  calling  now.  r  J 

Gently,  kind,  they  bear  him  from  us,  ;;, 

From  all  pain  to  peace  and  love;  * 

To  his  darling  mamma  waiting. 

In  that  golden  land  above.  Cbonu. 


<W 
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The  Hole  in  the  Wall- 

BT  AliXCK  M'CI.AjrrKBTT. 
BUNO  BT  JOHNNT  KOACH. 

I  am  here  several  months  in  this  city, 

I  have  worked  on  the  big  Boulevard;  ■ 

By  study  I  then  graduated 

As  a  boss  in  a  neighboring  brick  yard. 
There  were  Spaniards,  and  nagurs  and  dagoes. 

And  boys  young  and  old,  big  and  small. 
They  could  drink  all  the  gin  and  bad  whiskey. 

In  a  place  called  the  hole  in  the  wall.     . 

Chobus. 

Then  bad  luck  to  the  man  owns  the  shanty. 
For  the  boys  they  will  not  work  at  all. 

They  come  home  bileing  drunk  in  the  morning. 
Fall  of  mm  from  the  hole  in  the  wall.  .  • 

One  evening  I  went  to  the  shanty.  j 

For  to  bring  my  son  Teddy  to  time,  ' 

With  a  look  that  would  kill  Caj»tain  Hussey, 

My  offer  he  stoutly  declined. 
When  a  lazy  young  man  at  the  table,  cries. 

Are  you  going  to  trate  us  a  ball ; 
Another  says,  go  for  him,  Teddy, 

That's  the  slang  at  the  hole  in  the  wall.     Cho. 

•  Will  you  drop  on  yourself,  mister,  cheeM  i^ 

You're  as  fresh  as  a  daisy,  I  see; 
I  will  throw  you  the  dice  for  a  schooner, 

First  raffle,  or  what  will  it  be  ? 
Sure,  I  played  more  through  fear  with 

the  blackgnatd^ 
But  a  game  I  could  not  win  at  all; 
For  they  swindled  me  out  of  my  money. 
Did  the  gang  at  the  hole  in  the  walL     Chonsk 

Next  moming  I  went  to  the  police,  ■       K 

To  see  if  I  could  get  redress;  '" 

To  have  them  return  me  mo  money. 

For,  God  knows,  I  was  very  distres.. 
When  a  gang  of  about  forty  policemen. 

About  six  foot  or  more,  stout  and  t^ll, 
Came  with  me  to  take  satisfaction. 

Off  the  gang  at  the  hole  in  the  wall.     Chonu^ 

We  waited  for  two  or  three  hoars, 
Our  chances  of  course  for  to  take,       '  ' 

And  to  see  the  scared  look  of  the  police. 
You  would  laugh  till  your  heart  it  would  breUt, 

Wlien  a  shower  of  bricks  they  came  flyi>  . , 
The  policemen  away  they  did  crawl. 

That  was  ray  first  and  l.^t* botheration, 

•  With  the  gang  at  the  hole  in  the  wall.    Ohoroa. 
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When  yonr  wife  falls  asleep  beside  the  fi;re, 
take  the  tongs  and  poker. 

There  isn't  a  light-house  on  the  coast  tliat 
weighs  less  than  a  ton.        .       a 

Sam  recently  got  married,  and  told  his  %nte 
that  she  might  retain  all  the  change  ▼oj^ 
dropped  on  the  floor  out  of  his  pockets.  W  hat 
was  his  astonishment  on  Monday  morning  to 
find  no  money  in  his  pants.  He  has  since  ascer- 
tained that  his  wife  hangs  his  pants  ups»de 
down. 

"This  is  the  maiden  all  forlorn," 
Who  often  wished  she  had  never  been  bom, 
And  turned  up  her  nose  in  petulant  scorn 
At  the  girl  who  last  season's  hat  had  worn. 

If  you  are  too  fat,  and  would  like  to  fall  off, 
mount  a  vicious  horse. 

"  Vy,"  said  a  cockney  in  Ijondon  to  an  Ameri- 
can, "you  speak  Hinglish  as  veil  as  ve  do." 
"Thank  Heaven,"  responded  the  American, 
'*  Tve  not  been  here  long  enough  to  forget  how 
to  speak  it  r 

Going  Ahead.— A  Yankee  has  just  taught 
ducks  to  swim  in  hot  water,  and  with  such  suc- 
cess that  they  lay  boiled  eggs.  Who  says  this  is 
not  an  age  of  improvement  r 

A  prescription  is  wanted  which  will  prolong 
the  existence  of  a  dying  echo. 

Why  is  a  fire  a  dissipated  character  ?  Because 
it  goes  out  every  night. 

Things  that  must  be  pushed.— rBarrows. 

Why  are  unfinished  articles  like  knowledge  ? 
Becsune  they  are  information. 

Indians  never  kiss  each  other;  and  having 
seen  a  few  Indians,  we  can't  blame  them. 

People  who  in  all  their  lives  have  done  noth- 
ing, are  apt  to  think  they  can  do  everything. 

When  a  woman  declares  she  thinks  the  short 
walking  costume  is  horrid,  just  look  at  her  feet. 

Some  think  diptheria  of  recent  origin,  but  it 
isn't.  The  Baptists  have  had  the  dip  theory 
ever  since  they  started. 

Masked  Bawl.— A  smothered  cry.       - 

Who  pays  the  highest  price  for  a  home?— The 
woman  who  marries  for  one. 

Hard  words  mostly  flow  from  soft  heads. 

He  who  Ut«  to  no  pwpoee  livef  to  a  bad 
purpose.     ■'-'■.'" '-■■^"  ..-"■";  '■^'.ir.; '.- ;■'     ;     >-';.--' 

Better  give  »  shilliBg  then  lend  and  loee  half  a 
crown. 

Whoever  oonqusxB  indolence,  can  oonquor 
mostthinga.  ;\:f.'-:-r^:\. ,:'.:'  ..;.:■.; 

iiiches.  t!;-i'agh  they  may  reward  vi^t  :et,  mu- 
uot  oaoa*  them. 

Sepruve  thy  Mend  prirately,  oemm«ad  him 
pubUdy. 


Papa's  Baby  Girl. 
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Peeping  through  the  window,  just  at  eventide. 

Full  of  childish  innocence  and  glee; 
Waiting  for  my  coming  down  the  shady  lane. 

Sets  Illy  baby  watching  there  for  me. 
A  little  pair  of  bright  eyes  has  my  baby  girl, 

A  mouth  just  as  pretty  as  can  be. 
As  she  lisps  to  mamma  standing  by  her  side. 

Mamma,  there  comes  papa,  don't  you  see. 

■■;-;  .  •  -     Chobub.  c:--o: -■  .•.;-^'-.: 

Ev'ry  eve  at  twilight,  while  returning  home. 
Through  the  blinding  snow  or  bitter  rain; 

Standing  at  the  window,  is  my  baby  girl. 
Watching  for  my  coming  down  the  lane. 

When  the  shades  of  night  fall  on  our 

cottage  h(t>me. 
When  my  little  cherub  tired  of  play. 
Whispers  with  a  kiss,  my  papa  dear,  good-night, 

Then  her  mamma  lays  her  toys  away. 
Oh  I  then  upon  her  bended  knees  she  says 

her  prayer. 
Now  I  lay  me  down  to  sleep  and  rest. 
And  Qod  be  good  to  papa,  and  mamma  too, 

as  well. 
Then  she  creeps  into  her  baby  nest.     Chorus. 

•m  !•>  ^ ' 

Kate  and  Jane  McGoire- 
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Gbobits. 


Two  pretty  girto  both  twins  bybirtli. 

It  IS  our  lot  to  love; 
The  sweetest  maids  that  walk  this  earth. 

And  gentle  as  a  dove. 
Each  Sunday  eve  we  call  on  them,  ^ 

And  sit  down  by  the  Are,  f 

We  tell  sweet  little  tales  of  love,  j 

To  Kate  and  Jane  Maguire.  - 

\ 

%     ■ 
They're  handsome  as  the  flowers  S;.  • 

That  bloom  in  the  month  of  May;  < 

And  we'll  consent  to  marry  them. 

When  they  do  name  the  day. 
In  a  little  cot  beyond  the  dell. 

Half  hidden  by  the  briar. 
In  happiness  we'll  always  dwell 

With  Kate  and  Jane  Maguire.  Dance. 

While  rambling  with  those  fairy  queens. 

Last  night  down  in  the  lane;  .    ,  , 

Enjoying  nature's  quiet  soenes. 

Our  hearts  did  feel  no  pain. 
We  both  fell  on  our  knees  and  said. 

Oh!  darling,  do  be  mine. 
They  promise^  and  we  stole  a  kiw, 

WhUe  stars  ^d  brightly  shine.         Gheztu. 

The  Cktt  Beside  tlie  Mill. 

BT  ALBOK  X'CLAWEBTX. 
SUNeirr  JOENNT /IITOUVXBB. 


The  little  birds  would  sing  and  perch 

Upon  the  garden  wallj 
While  mothere'd  sit,  nil  day  would  kzdt, 

"Neath  the  old  oak  tree  so  tall. 

>  •  Chobus. 

Those  happy  days  have  passed  away, 

And  my  eyes  with  tears  do  fill; 
When  I  ponder  on  the  good  old  times, 

In  the  cot  beside  the  mill 

My  father  would  come  quickly  home, 

At  eve  when  toil  was  o'er; 
And  as  I'd  hear  his  welcome  step, 

I  would  meet  him  at  the  door. 
He  would  raise  me  in  his  brawny  arms, 

And  place  me  on  his  knee. 
While  mother  pleasant  stories  told, 

And  father  would  sing  for  me.  Chonxs, 

But  everything  must  have  its  day, 

It'g  grown  so  lonely  there. 
The  cottage  it  has  passed  awsy. 

The  garden  is  quite  bare. 
The  warbling  birds  have  ceased  to  sing, 

As  they  did  in  the  post. 
Till  old  age  and  my  weary  woo, 

I'll  not  forget  the  past.  ChonUL 


■■<♦»  ^ 


Always  be  Polite,  3oys. 

WOBDS  AND  MUSIC  BT  TOMMT  TTCUR. 
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Politeness  is  a  virtue  that's  possessed  by  very  fow 

But  those  are  just  the  folks  that  get  along;        ' 
If  over  this  you  ponder  yon  II  find  that  it  is  trui, 

So  act  upon  it  and  you  won't  be  wrong. 
A  kind  word  spoken  oftem  will  prevent  a  sad  afiray 

When  in  a  hot  debate  or  faction  fight. 
And  you  will  find  tha^  always  it  does  pay, 

If  at  all  times  you  try  to  be  pohte. 

Cbobub. 

Always  be  polite,  boys,  always  be  polite, 
Follow  up  this  maxim,  yon  will  come  out  right 
Never  give  short  answers,  but  speak  up 

.,  V        1-.     ^  .  quick  and  brightu 

Always  be  pohte,  boys,  always  be  poLte. 

The  girls  they  all  do  like  to  catch  a 

X.       •  n  ,.  handsome  nice  young  man, 

E«pecxally  one  who  has  got  plenty  (ish- 
Its  through  the  streets  thev  ramble,  each  * 

„  ...  bearded  face  they  scan. 

To  try  if  they  can  catch  a  dashing  mash    ^^ 
And  when  they've  caught  a  lover  who  suits 

tbom  to  a  T 

It  makes  their  hearts  feel  happy  gay  and  llsht' 

The  way  to  keep  them  true  to  you,  is  to  do  ' 

And  speak  in  tones  ^tiite  tender  and  poli^."'*' 

Cbovaa.  - 

PoUUness  to  our  parent,  is  what>e  should 

■^     No  matter  what  our  station  in  this  world  •  ' 

For  surely  we'll  regret  it,  when  of  course    ' 

.    J  it  is  too  late. 

And  on  our  own  resounes  we  are  hurl'd 
When  we  look  back  and  think  of  them  who 


I  tl.ink  of  home  an''  '  -n-wd^r^ 

When  I  wrs  but  a  L>uy, 
In  that  little  oot  down  by  the  miU, ' 

Those  scenes  I  oft  enjoyed. 


bronght  us  through. 


"•"u^ui  ns  ij 
1  he  har.isliips  of  this  life  both  day  and 
We'll  know  how  much  they  suffered,  and 

what  for  ns  they'  did  do 
So  at  least  to  them  w  ought  to  be  polite. 

Ohornii 


•»*■ 


>/.*^>: 


.:^r 
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,\ ;  ;   -  v   OorlLittle  Baby  Boy- 

Wt  CHA8.  W.  MASK. 

ON  TH«  CgBlWmmO  OF,     AND  BESPECTTTTUiT  DIDI- 

CATXD  TO  m  Um-E  FRIEND,     FREDRICK 

VUXIAU  LIEDER. 

oopTBioar  1^2,    bt  wic.  j.  a.  lixder. 


Oh!  we1ooB»«k  .ittle  baby  boy, 

Sweet  tr«»<ine  that  thoQ  art. 
The  Banlight  avd  the  purest  joy 

Of  papas,  uuuiia'H  heart. 
The  treasure  thU  so  precious  dear 

We  fiiiiu  bott'roai  above; 
The  gilt  we  sov^ht  to  bring  us  cheer, 

Aud  till  oar  home  with  love. 
TLou  comest  with  a  greeting— none; 

And  e'en  witlout  a  name; 
Bat,  ah  !  that  sreeting  is  not  done. 

For,  bright  «ie  hidden  fame. 
That  came  with  thee  from  high  aboT« 

Must  soon  anake  to  live; 
To  gain  thee  prnise,  to  win  thee  loTe, 

The  truest  «rth  can  give. 
Aye,  even  now — this  sunlit  hour 

While  birds  tdng  merrily. 
And  while  the  ioinbeams  kiss  each  flower, 

With  joy  we  tihristen  thee. 
And  while  all  hearts  here  beat  the  same 

We  fondly  kfcw  thy  brow. 
And  pray  that  fthou  wilt  bear  this  name 

As  stainless  e'er  as  now. 
And  while  we  elasp  thee  fond  and  dear 

Unto  our  hearts  with  joy. 
We  pray  that  Ofiught  but  heav'nly  fear, 

Jliiy  guide  o»;r  baby  boy. 

Oil !  pred<>tlS  Lttle  loving  heart, 

F.O  iunocent  and  free. 
M  y  ne'er  bat  truest  love  impart 

Its  richest  wealth  to  thee. 
Aul  iiicny  littl?  lauRliing  eyes, 

!,'(>v.-  peeping  here  and  there; 
So  like  llio'stant  that  light  the  skies, 

Ho  cliaiJiond  like  and  fair. 
May  ye  ne'er  wike  fiom  this  pure  light, 

'ioKiiduess  d»rk  and  drear, 
And  iiiiiy  ye  ne'er  be  made  less  bright 

By  e'en  a  siD;le  tear; 
And  tiny  lips  of  ruby  hue 

'I  hat  we  moat  kiss  so  oft, 
May  all  ye  whisper  e'er  be  true. 

And  ever  kilkl  and  soft; 
And.  oh,  ye  little  loving  arms. 

That  fond  we  clasp  with  joy, 
May  ye  protect  from  every  harm 

Our  darling  liaby  boy. 
And  restless  utile  dancing  feet. 

That  scarce  S'eui  strong  enough 
To  bear  oor  little  baby  sweet 

O'er  pathw^;  long  and  longli, 
May  ye  ne'er  i  id  upon  the  road 

<)ne  cross  <rf  lare  or  strife 
To  pain  the  Sf  »et  and  precious  load   . 

Ye  bravely  t  ar  thioiij^h  life. 

An  1  now  we  |k  ice  thee  in  thy  cot, 

\\  here  tho»  i  anst  sleep  in  peace, 
The  niigels  kia  I  will  guard  the  spot 

With  care  thi  t  ne'er  shall  cease. 
And  while  tl»«rt  slumheriug  sweetly  there 

U" i til  love  1W»  gaze  on  thee. 
And  iirny  thy  1  fe  may  be  fore'er 

As  peacofw  I  fcd  as  free 


'T 


!  Chorus.  '      * 

But  I'm  bound  to  be  an  actor, 

No  matter  what  they  say. 
If  you  want  to  be  delighted. 

You  ought  to  see  me  play. 
I  can  sing,  dance,  shout  and  spent. 

The  talent  I  possess,  • 

Where'er  I  chance  to  be  engaged, 

I  make  a  grand  success. 

Since  I  joined  the  great  profession, 

I'm  a  leader  in  the  van. 
Yon  should  see  me  play  "Hankahank,". 

In  "  The  ticket  of  leave  man." 
I  paralyze  the  people. 

Consternation  I  create, 
I'm  pufled  in  all  the  papers. 

For  my  acting  is  so  great.  Chorus. 

I  will  be  a  great  tragedian. 

And  be  famous  very  soon. 
For  I'll  have  my  picture  hanging 

In  every  beer  saloon. 
I"ll  tiavel  through  the  country. 

And  visit  every  part. 
For  you  know  I  am  arising  star 

Id  the  great  dramatic  art.  Chorus. 


Sullivan's  Excursion. 
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•■?J. 


As  he  rolls  !n  his  horded  wealth. 
But  there's  a  rule  in  the  Book  of  Books, 

Bajs  each  man  has  to  try 
And  that's  to  do  to  others 

As  you  wish  to  be  done  by.  'i 

'..'.  A.i  )t,  ,j[..i    ■.•.!        CaoBm. 

^en  jogging  along  through  life,  my  boys. 

Let  oonscience  be  your  school; 
And  lay  awa/for  a  rainy  day, 

And  observe  the  golden  rule. 
Deserve  success  by  energy. 

It  will  greet  you  by  and  bye; 
And  always  do  to  others 

As  you  wish  to  be  done  by,  " 

To-day  you  are  rich,  when  a  sudden  stroke 
May  take  your  gold  and  lands. 

And  then  you'll  find  yourself  in  need 
Of  a  friend  with  a  helping  hand.       > 

Then  perhaps  you'll  meet  some  one      ^ 
Yon  ve  helped  in  days  gone  by,        J: 

Jost  do  to  him  as  he  <yd  to  jon,    • -'•■*^*' 


BT  J.  I/. 


Soai»  f  to  be  an  Actor. 

rOB  ED.  AARON. 
KABEt's  SOCTAl.  CLTTB. 


rveinst  bseBtk*  a  member 

Of  agre«t  di  imatic  club. 
Who  hold  a  am  sion  weekly. 

And  indulg*  in  beer  and  grub. 
I  iDtMid  to  M  an  actor. 

And  great  fa(»nors  to  obtain. 
But  every  cae  now  tells  me, 

I've  got  actilig  on  the  brain. 


Twas  on  a  Sunday  morning. 

The  barge  lay  at  the  dock, 
,   About  the  hour  of  ten ,  boys, 

"The  people  they  did  flock 
With  baskets  filled  with  good  thingfl. 

And  all  dressed  up  in  style. 
On  Sullivan's  excursion 

Way  down  to  Staten  Isle. 
And  standing  at  the  gang  plank, 

Wtis  Sullivan  himself, 
A  man  of  fame  and  honesty. 

With  plenty  worldly  pelf. 
He  greeted  everyone 

With  his  most  engaging  smile. 
And  soon  he  gave  the  order 

To  sail  for  Staten  lale. 

Chorus. 

To  quite  enchanting  music. 

They  danced  the  hours  away' 
They  had  no  thoughts  of  sorrow,  ■"  • 

Biit  all  felt  light  and  gay. 
And  in  the  promenade 

How  tbey  marched  in  don'V*  file. 
On  Sullivan's  excursion 

Way  down  to  Staten  Isle. 

We  sailed  right  down  the  harbor. 

And  soon  came  to  the  grove. 
The  lovers  with  their  sweet-hettts. 

Then  through  the  woods  did  iDve, 
MacNally  lo.st  his  ulster,  • 

MacCabe  he  smashed  his  tile 
On  Sullivan's  excursion 

Way  down  tn  Staten  Isle. 
And  when  returning  home,  su^ 

Some  one  began  to  light. 
But  Sullivan  put  up  the  drinkf). 

Which  made  the  thing  all  ri|^i 
The  lovers  in  the  corners, 

Did  hug  and  kiss  the  while,  ' 

On  Sullivan's  excursion 

Way  down  to  Staten  Isle.  Chorus. 

Do  to  Others  as  You'd  Wish  ti»  be  Done  By. 

There's  mtyiy  a  map  in  this  world  of  ours, 

Whose  thoughts  are  all  of  self; 
Kever  thinks  of  the  poor  that  live  next  door, 


Ab  you  wish  to  be  done  by. 
The  Irish  Exile- 

.  ,,       >T  SDWABDOI 

in:    LAin>  or  mm 


Cbomt. 


I  go  from  old  Ireland  the  land  I  k>*e  best 
To  go  to  .\merica  the  land  of  the  free; 
f5  For  years  I've  to  wander,  and  in  eodle  to  roMii 
i^      But  I'll  think  of  old  Erin,    myoBM  '■' 

happy  home, 
ni  leve  theev  ni  die  for  thee. 

For  you're  the  land  I  adore,  '|  ■ 

And  although  I'm  an  exile      «.    .  arj>J-- 

I  will  yet  die  by  your  Bh<»«.    .  .   ,/  -^  - 

Repeat  lart  firar  linec 
In  dreams  I'll  revisit  your  well  known  shore; 
f,  Where  the  birds  used  to  sing  tfceir  ' 

sweet  nbtes  o'er  and  o'sr. 
Where  heroes  are  sleeping,  alas,  (Sdde  by  side; 
For  freedom  they  lived,  and  fm  freedom 

they  died. 
For  they  loved  thee,  they  died  for  thee. 

And  may  their  praises  be  sung 
Through  valley  and  mountain. 

Out  of  every  Irishman's  tongns.'"'  |  V 

Repeat  last  felur  line^ 

And  oft  in  the  stilly  night  while  wandering  ^ 

aloflb, 
m  think  of  you,  Erin,  where  I  loved  to  roam; 
And  the  scenes  of  my  childhood  will  come     '"■ 
T>  ^     ,       T.  backtoTiew, 

But,  alas,  I  m  an  exile  wandering  away 

far  from  yov. 
But  ril  oome  back  to  thee. 

And  for  liberty  I,'ll  fight  until  I  di^ 
For  like  soldiers  of  old 
On  your  battle  field  I'll  lie. 

Repeat  last  four  lines. 


•*^¥- 


^      <i 


The  Girl  From  Ireland. 

Oh  !  here  I  am  an  Irish  girl. 

Was  bom  in  Londonderry; 
A  bright  May  day  of  '73, 

The  other  side  of  Kerry. 
My  mother  she  had  a  little  pig. 

She  had  me  for  to  mind  it; 
Like  every  other  little  pig. 

It  carried  its  tail  behind  it- 

Chobus.  ^    ,         - 
For  I  love  to  roam,  and  Tleft  my  home; 

And  traveled  to  a  far  off  land; 
Although  I'm  aeroes  the  eoean,  ^ 

I  can't  forget  devotion  to  poor  old  Ireland. 

Oh,  to  America  I  made  my  way. 

And  friends  found  wrrm-hearted 
I  can't  forget  old  Ireland  yet. 

From  them  I  dearly  parted- 
I  like  the  boys,  I  like  the  girls, 

I  like  the  American  manners, 
And  if  you  want  an  Irirth  girl. 

I  will  fight  beneath  the  biannen. 


t 


Om  r«oeipt  of  15  Ope  Cent'^oBtage  SUin^I  inll  send  a}l  ofthe  Songs_on_thi8  List, 
vill  send  tine  Masio  to  any  one  song  on  thflPTst, 


250  in  nnmber;    also  on  receipt  of  35  cents  in  po(4«ge  stamps, 
Addnss  Wm.  J.  L  LIEDEB,  PabUshef,  60  Chatham  Street.  New  York  Citj. 
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Content!  ol  LLKDIBK'S  Hew  Yoric  One 
Cent  "Ballad  Slieets  ,  From  Hoe.  1  to 
9  InefattiTe.  ■':^-v:- 


■■-■:  ■■'■•;     Ho. 

Auld  Lang  Sjne ««%«^<  •  ••^^«>  -1 

America,  (My  coontry  tia  of  theC)  . .  iV.  .1 
A  Model  Love  Letter...- .^V.  .• 

Tke  Andioi's  Weighed ^.  .4. 

Annie  Laurie ••^' ^ 

A  Little  Place  Within  thy  HWt 4 

A  Yankee  Man  of  War 6 

The  American  Boy .f 

A  hundred  years  ago...   6 

A  Tiolet  from  my  mother's  grsTS 6 

A  leaf  of  ivy  from  my  mother's  grare 7 

A  handful  of  earth 7 

A  dear  spot  of  land 8 

Away  down  south  in  Georgia 8 

A  row  of  tenement  houses 8 

Angel  Mother  Wat43h  for  me 8 


^  «•»  ^ 

Baby  Mine 1 

Beautiful  Isle  of  the  Sea 1 

Beautiful  Songs  Unaang 3 

The  Bright  Little  Spot  on  the  Ocean 4 

Babylon  is  Falleo 4 

The  Battle  Cry  of  Freedom 5 

Beneath  the  sod  they're  sleeping 5 

Brother's  fainting  at  the  door 5 

Barney  McCov 6 

Bright  Emerald  Isle  of  the  sea 6 

Bob  up  serenely 6 

The  Blue  Alsatian  Mountains 7 

Be  home  early  to-night  my  dear  boy 7 

Beautiful  Venice 8 

Biddj  McQee » 

The  Butcher  Boy 9 

The  Bridge ; 9 

^  <•>  ^ 

Come  Back  to  Erin 1 

Climb  up,  climb  up  the  Mountain  Bide. . .  .1 

TheCottage  by  theses 2 

The  Cumberlajid's  Crew  ...  ^ 2 

The  Casey  Social  Club 2 

Can  you  forgiTe.and  forget,  lore. 6 

Cats  in  our  back  yard 6 

The  Cot  in  the  comer '. . . .  .6 

Charley  he's  a  Masher 8 

Cot  where  I  was  bom 9 

Come  along.  Sister  Mary 9 

Carrie  Lee 9 

Casey's  BaU  Last  Night 9 

I>ublinBay,  or;    Eoy  Neill 3 

Dancing  in  the  bam 3 

The  Dear  Little  Shamrock 4 

Dear  mother  I've  come  home  to  die 6 

The  Day  when  you'll  forget  me 6 

Dance  me  on  your  Imee 6 

The  Deril's  in  New  Jersey 7 

Dcn't  drink  from  the  piteher  of  beer 7 

Delia  Clancy 7 

Don't  some  in  the  morning « .9 

Drunkard's  Lone  Child 9 

Desirable  Dime  Seng  Books 9 

m  \m*  1 

Ella  Bee 1 

Tha  Exile  of  Erin 2 

Eight  Bells  at  Sea ^ 3 

^    !•>   ^ 

The  Finigin  Corterie 2 

The  Fire  in  the  Grate 8 

The  Faded  Coat  of  Blue 3 

Flag  of  the  Free 5 

Flag  of  our  Union 6 

TheFiuganCalieo  BaU 6 

*  %m*  ^ 

•tandfUher's  Olook 1 

aire  an  Honeat  Irish  Lad  a  Ohaaoe 3 

Orandmotfaar's  Chair   7 

Qood-bye  sft  tbe  door 9 

Homeftweet  Home ......1 

MghVaUr  Pants 1 

TkvQsrp  that  onoe  thso'  Tara's  Halls 1 

"nM^naaid'a  Ooamsadments 3 

The  BmH  bowed  town  by  weight  of  woe 3 


Home  Again 3 

Her  bright  mile  haunts  me  still 4 

Hail  CoTuraMa,  Happy  Land '. 6 

Hi,  Jenny,  ko,  Jenny  Johnston 7 

Happi^  dreaas  of  you 8 

Has  ^e  Comet  Straek  . .  9 


m  ^^^ 


I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  Halls 2 

I  cannot  call  her  mother 2 

m  Name  the  Boy  Dennis,  or  no  name  at  all  2 

ril  be  all  smiles  to-night,  love 3  , 

'Tis  hard  to  g:iye  the  hand  where  I 

the  heart  can  never  be 4  ; 

'Tie  but  a  little  faded  flower 4 

I  cannot  sing  the  old  songs 4 

Isle  of  Beauty  fare  thee  well 4 

I  want  to  see  do  good  old  home  again 6 

In  the  Low  Lands  Low 7 

I  am  leaving  now  the  oldFolka 7 

I  Leave  Ireland  and  mother  because 

we  are  poor  7 

I  was  false  b«t  you'll  forRiveme 8 

Tis  a  blossom  from  our  little  Willie's  breast  8 

m  go  back  to  my  old  love  again 9 

I'll  remember  you  love  in  my  prayers 9  ^ 

In  the  Low  Lands  Low 9  '' 

'Tia  evening  brings  my  heart  to  thee 9 


Just  touch  the  harp  gently,  my 

pretty  Louize. . .  .4 

Just  before  the  battle,  mother 5 

Just  after  the  battle,  mother 5 

Jennie  the  Flower  of  Kildare 6 

^     !•!     ^ 


Rillamey 1 

Katie's  Secret 2 

Kathleen  Mavonmeen 2 

Kerrigan's  Masquerade 8 

Kitty  Wells 4 

Kingdom  Coming 5 

Katy  Avoumeen ^ 8 

The  Little  ones  at  home 1 

Larboard  Watch 1 

Lullaby 1 

The  Last  Hose  of  Summer 2 

Listen  to  the  mocking  bird 4 

Lay  my  head  beneath  a  rose 4 

The  Land  of  love  and  liberty 5 

Little  Maggie  Aon 6 

Levi  Kassiday 6 

Little  old  house  on  the  Bhine 7 

Lamentation  of  Johnny  Beel  8 

Many  can  help  one 1 

The  Messenger  Bird 1 

Maggie's  Secret 2 

My  Pretty  Red  Rose 2 

Marching  through  Georgia 3 

Mv  old  Kentucky  Home  Good  Night 3 

The  Minstrel  Boy 3 

The  Man  you  don't  meet  every  day 3 

Mary  Ann  I'll  tell  your  ma 3 

Mother  is  waiting  to  welcome  her  boy 4 

Mai7  Ann  Kehoe 4 

Mother  is  the  battle  over 5 

Mother  kissed  me  in  my  dream 5 

Mary  of  the^Wild  Moor 6 

Mickey  Flahrity 6 

Mary  Ann  O'Hoolahan  Dowd 6 

McCWthy'B  Fancy  Ball T 

Maloney  s  the  meui ...7 

Meet  me  by  moonlight,  Willie 7 

Mary  of  Argyle 8 

Massa's  in  the  cold  ground 8 

■    My  darling  but  talkative  wife 8 

Mr.  and  l&s.  Malone 9 

The  Mill's  shut  down  to-day ' 9 

Nancy  Lee 1 

^  «•>  ^ 

The  Old  Cabin  Home 1 

Old  Black  Joe  1 

Old  folks  at  home 1 

Or  any  other  man — Stump  speech 2 

The  Old  Log  cabin  in  the  Lane 3 

Oh!  Fred  tell  them  to  stop 4 

Our  Starry  Flag,  our  Glory 6 

Original  Yankee  Doodle 5 

The  (Kd  fashioned  church  on  the  hill 6 


The  Old  willow  chair  where  graa^Mttter  sat . .  ..6 

O'Reilly 's  Billy  Goat «•• 7 

TheOld  Family  Chair „ 8 

The  Old  log  cabin  on  the  hill...    .•••.. 9 

Open  up  dem  doors <••••* 9 

Over  the  Garden  Wall 9 

Poor  Old  Salve » I 

Picking  up  gold  in  the  stre<|a 4 

Poor  Pat  Must  Emigrate 7 

Pretty  maid  milking  herooiif 8 

Rocked  in  the  cradle  ofthe  <|Mf 2 

The  Raffle  for  a  stove „ 4 

Red,  White,  and  Blue •.••.. S 

The  Rose  of  Killamey •••••... * 

Razors  in  de  air •••••• ^ 

Roll  on  Silver  Moon „••  8 

Rose  Perfumed  Bouquet.  ..>•. 8 

Rock  me  to  sleep,  mother..... 8 

^    igi   ^    ■ 

Such  an  education  has  my  Ifary  Ann 1 

See  that  my  grave's  kept  grata 1 

Sweet  Forget  Me  Not 1 

The  Sweet  by  and  by 1 

Sally  Homer  roxind  the  comet 1 

Sweet  Spirit  bear  my  prayer. 2 

Shamus  O'Brien ..•••.*. > 

Scotch  Lassie  Jean ••••. 2 

Sweet  ^Lupie  Gordon 2 

Slavery  H^s 3 

The  Star  Spangled  Banner 3 

The  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 3 

She  never  blamed  him  nev4g^ 4 

She  died  on  the  street >. 7 

Sons  of  Erin's  Isle 4 

The  Standard  Bearer 1 5 

Sheridan's  Ride 6 

Sally  in  our  alley 7 

Sally  Mackenally 7 

Speak  to  me  speak •••• 8 

Six  feet  of  earth .„  , 8 

Shamrock  Shore 8 

Sweet  Genevieve 8 

Sweet  scented  handsome  yoasg  man 9 

There's  a  letter  in  the  candl* 3 

Thou  art  so  near  and  yet  so  fur. .'. 4 

Tenting  on  the  old  camp  groaad 4 

Tan  Yard  Side 4 

Tell  mother  I  die  happy 6 

Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  piiM&ers  Hope.  .6 

The  Turnpike  Gate 6 

Teddy  please  scare  me  agaia. 8 

The  Tramp  % 

There  never  was  a  coward  where 

the  Sha«>eok  grows 8 

Twickenham  Ferry 7 

TheTrantp  Song 7 

Tell  me  where  my  Eva's  goi|0. 7 

Two  Irish  Turks 8 

True  Irish  GAits •«..• 9 

Up  at  Jones'  Wood ..•••• 7 

The  Vacant  Chair .„ 4 

The  Villain  still  pursued  her. 9 

Where  was  Moses  when  the  Ught  went  oat  1 

Write  me  a  letter  from  hona 1 

Whoa  Emma ,.,, 2 

Wearing  ef  the  Green 2 

When  you  and  I  were  younf)  Maggie 2 

We  parted  by  the  riverside 2 

When  I  saw  sweet  Nellie  boBe 2 

Would  I  were  with  thee 2 

Waltzingham  McSweeney,  fW  Oay  Cavalier  % 

The  Wandering  Refugee 3 

When  the  swallows  homewari  fly 3 

Tbe  Widow  in  the  cottage  by  tb»  sea 3 

When  Johnnie  comes  marcUag  home  6 

Willie  has  g<»f  -"to  the  war 5 

When  I  snr  ol-    .  my  first  ci^v 5 

When  McC        aess  Gets ajsb 6 

Whisper  softly,  papa's  dying 8 

Why  should  we  Live  as  straMen 9 

Wild  Irish  Boy  9 

You'll  remember  me 2 

You've  beeen  a  friend  to  m(    8 

You  are  false,  but  I'll  forgii#yMi S 

You  and  I 4 

You'll  luiss  me  when  I'm  g(Aa 8 

You'll  miss  me  when  we  pM^ • 
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Prof.  Edmund  OarVs  Studies  for  the  Banjo. 

;    TEACHING  ROOMS,  285  BOWERY,  NEW  YORK.      . 
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XvICxiAxvD  Gr.  SIP'S  JTGr.     Connt  your  tinic  carefully,  two  quarter  notes  to  each  measure. 
Count:— 1     &2&       1&2&1«&2&1&'2&        1&2&       1&2&1&2&1        2& 
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SAXLORS'   HORNPIPE,      count  your  Ume  care/uHg,  four  eighth  notes  to  each  measure.  •  -    '.- '' 

Count:— 1    23&4&      1      2     3      4&      l&a&34&      1      2     3       4       &  1&2&3     4         1      23&4&J 
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QJ^Q^^_N"  DIAMOND  G-ALOP.      Count  your  time  carefully,  four  eighth  notes  to  each  meatture.         '     '  •  ".:  j; 
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ROCHESTER  SCHOTTISCHE.      count  your  Ume  carefully,  four  eighth  notes  to  ^achmeasttre.  ;•: 

Ooujrr:— 1        &2&3  4  1&243  4  1&2&3&4     A   "1'     *      2     &     3        4 
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P.  S.-Writeto  WILLIAM  J.  A.  LIEDER,  No.  60  Chatham  St.,  N>  Y.  for  anything  in  the  Musical  line. 
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KENRY  DE  MARSAN'S  COMIC  AND  SENTIMENTAL 


Containing  all  the  most  popular  Songs  of  the  day. 
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OUR  AGENTS. 
BOSTON.     (Mass.)    J.  W.  Shehman,  Books, 
Stetionery,  ic,  115  Cambridge  Street. 


PHEUDELPHIA.     (Pa.)    A.  W.  Aunkb,  Job 
Printer,  S.  W.  Cor,  of  Tenth  and  Ilaoe  Str's. 


CnrciNNATI,  COVINGTON,    and  Vicinity, 
f.  HxiiTuirB,  News  and  Music  Dealer,  508 

Hadison  Street.     Coviagton.     (Ky.) 


DBTROIT.     (Mich.)    J.   F.  &  W.  T.   Mao 
txnxY,    Books,   StAtionery,   Ac,  209  &  211 
■"  Woodward  Avenue. 


CHICAGO.  (HI.)   Soothzbland's  Post  Office, 
KewB,  and  Cigar  Stand,  107  £.  Adams  St. 


BBOOKLYN.  (N.  Y.)  Branch  Office  of  the 
SiMODBs'  JouBMAii,  No.  49  Atlantic  Avenue, 
sear  South  Ferry.  Manufacturing  Con- 
fectioner, and  Wholesale  Dealer  and  Jobber 
of  Imported  and  Domestic  Toys,  &c. 

Mb8.  Pattline  Liedkb. 


Oe 


WMX>KLYN.  E.  D.  Wm.  White,  180  Fourth  St. 


•1 


UPTOWN  AGENTS. 
BmEBT  Haughton,  Dealer  in  Toys,  Ac. 
^est  43rd  Street,  near  8th,  Ave. 
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""l&WARD  Baukee,    Broadway  and  8^nd,  St, 


UJLja- 


;.  NoEMAN,  10th,  Ave,  bet,  36th  A  37th,  St, 


The  SiNQEBs'  JoTJBNAL  Is  the  Cheapest  collec- 
^n  of  songs  ever  published  in  this  country. 
JliJt.  Numbers  from  No.  1,  to  the  last  issued 
alyayg  on  hand. 

ADVICE.  Every  amateur  of  good  Songs,  &c 
ovght  to  procure  the  (First  Volume)  ot  the 
SmoEBs' JocBNAii,  whlch  we  have  on  hand 
bitDdsomely  bound  in  cloth,  containing  5,000 
Songs,  800  pages,  and  86  pieces  of  Choice 
Iftisic  for  the  voice  andpiano.  Price  $3,00 
p«  Copy.    Postage  FREE. 


OUR    CONCERT    ROOM.  J^^ 


.ui  tf'U  »tt  J-: 


SONGS  AND  MUSIC  FOE  THE  MILLION. 


G*2;N££AL  HOnCB. 


Address  all  oommiminiionB  to  Viu,  Paoline 
Lieder.     60  CHATHAM  STKEET.    (N.  Y.) 


A  Responsible  Agent  wanted  in  ererY  Oity 
of  the  United  States.  Caoadas,  i>o.  Letter* 
ragarding  information  thereof,  will  receive 
our  prompt  attention. 

A  Catalogue  of  Ten  Thousand  Songs  irill  b« 
sent  to  any  address.     Free. 


\. 


Each  Number  will  contain  from  40  to  60  of 
the  most  Popular  Songs  Nong  in  the  ThaatrM, 
Opera  Houses,  and  Concert  Boons  of  Um 
United  States  and  Great  Britain. 

The  Old  Original  S<.)iiij  }h\wl,  60  Chatham 
Street,  Opposite  North  WiUiam  8tr«<  N«v 
York.  This  House  is  the  Oldest  BoBg  Pab> 
lishing  Establishment  in  the  United  i 


k 


The  SiMGEBs'  JouBMAii  is  published  Montldy, 
Single  Copies  will  be  sent  by  Mail  on  reoeipi 
of  5  cents.     Subscription  50  cts  per  year. 

Mbs.  Pauune  Lieder,  Successor  to  Hzhbt 
DE  Mabsan,  Publisher  of  the  SnfOKBs'JoTOiiAi^ 
Comic  and  Sentimental  Valentinea,  Boon, 
Song  Books,  and  all  kinds  of  Toy-Booka, 
Motto- Verses,  Motto  Cut  Paper,  Hoose  Bills, 
Writing  Books.  Shelving,  and  Ceiling  Papor, 
and  all  kinds  of  Stationery. 

Wholesale  Dealers  and  Jobbers  of  Iinpori<9d 
and  Domestie  Toys,  Base  Balla,  fishilig 
Tackle,  Scrap  Pictures,  Ac.  4o. 


SHEET  MUSIC  NOTICE. 

I  have  constantly  on  hand  the  Sheet  Moaio 
of  all  the  Songs  published  in  the  Sing  an* 
Journal  from  No.  1  to  the  last  issued,  also  all 
other  Sheet  Music,  of  which  I  will  send  aajr 
piece,  post  paid,  o&  reoaipi  o£  {irioe,  in  post- 
age stamps.     S«ad  sUmp  otUlogne.  .^   - 
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A  SAILOB'S  WIFE  I  SOON 

;•-.         SHALL  BE page  795 

Armstrong  and  Blair 797 

BEAUTIFUL  EDEN 797 

Bnlly  Chinaman 797 

CHIP  OP  THE  OLD  BLOCK 797 

Charlie's  Little  Dog 798 

Contents  of  Lieder's  New  York 

ONE  CENT  BALLAD  SHEET  from  1  to  9  799 
DON'T  MAKE  A  LEAP  IN  TEDE  DARK.  ..796 
DABLINO  JENNIE./,-;.'.":.**^^. ...,.*. .796 


Hie  Emigrant's  Farewell. 

Felix  Mclntyre 

rVE  ONLY  BEEN  OUT  WITH 

THE  BOYS. 
I  bftve  uo  home 


.794 
.796 

.794 
.794 


|Ri6  Irish  Bricklayers ., 794 

S^      MY  HANDSOME  BLACK  MOUSTACHE    794 
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CONTENTS. 

MOTHER  DON'T  WEEP  FOR 

YOUE  DABLING....795 

MARIA'S  RAN  AWAY .795 

My  Baby's  Gone 795 

Mr.  Fitzpatrick  you're  the  man 

of  my  heart 795 

MAMA,  KISS  ME,  THEN  I'LL  SLEEP. .  .797 

MUST  YOU  LEAVE  ME 797 

Old  General  Dingle  and  Wife 795 

The  OLD  SWING 796 

The  Old  Bnstic  Bridge  by  the  Mill 798 

Out  of  Work .*.... 798 

Our  Interesting  Matter  Column 798 

Pat  Dolan's  Bull  Pup 794 

PROF.  EDMUND  CLj».EK'S 

Studies  for  the  Banjo 800 

The  STYLE  WE  CALL  OUR  OWN 796 

The  Soldier's  Dream  of  Home 796 


TELL  ME.  DARLING,  WHY 

YOU'RE  WEEPING  798 

Wooley  Heads 7»6 

Willie's  Ball P 797 

VALENTINES- 


I  am  Manufacturing  for  the  coming  s^ast  atUe 

Finest  and  Cheapest  Stock  of  BentimentAl  1  Uleii- 

Itines,  Sheets,  Boxes,  Caskets,  Ac,  in  the  Market. 

Hoping  to  receive  a  call  from  the  Wholesale  as 

well  as  the  Retail  Trade. 

I  remain  respectfully  yours, 

Mrs.  Pauline  Lisdsr. 

^  i»i  >i   

300  Songs  for  Fifteen  CenU.  * 

Send  fifteen  cents  in  one  cent  {>os^age  stamps 
and  receive  by  return  mail,  300  popular  songs. 
Address,  Wm.  J.  A  Lieder, 

No.  60  Chatham  Street,   Nmt  York. 
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My  Handsome  Black  Motutache*  ;^ 

WOBIW  AKD  UVaiC    BT  CHA8.  W.  MABS.        :    '    ; 

▲BIUMOKD  BT    JOS.     BCHWXWJZCX. 
OOrTBIOHT,  1883,  BT   WM.  J.  A.    UXDMM,  '■       /' 
AU.  BiaHTS     BXSXBTXD. 

I  The  Miialo  of  this  songrla  published  at  Wm.  J.  A. 

Utdet-'^i  Bxienslve  M.iSJo  rubllthlnjf  Uousa,  Ko,  M 

CbatUam  Street,  N.  Y.   and  will  be  sent  post 
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Fm  a  gay  and  dashing  fellah. 

'Mong  the  upper  ten  I  rank, 
Pre  the  posish  of  a  telluh 

In  a  down  town  saviags  bank. 
I  am  known  as  Clarence  Smartey, 

The  gay  leader  of  the  fash. 
As  a  feUah  hale  and  hearty, 

With  a  handaome  black  moostaoha. 

Chobus. 

My  handsome  black  moustache. 
Oh  !  it's  bound  to  draw  amaah. 
It  aids  me  out  a  dash. 
And  it  makes  the  ladies  rash, 
'    Enters  hearts  just  like  a  flash. 
With  a  fearful  loving  crash. 
And  it  draws  dear  papa's  cash, 
Does  my  handsome  black  moiutaoha. 

At  most  every  high  toned  party. 

Every  fash'nable  aflair, 
I  the  dashing  Clarence  Smartey, 

Occupy  the  honored  chair; 
I  am  known  all  o'er  the  city, 

'Mong  the  "  pa's  "  who  have  the  cast). 
Through  their  daughterti  young  and  pretty, 

And  my  handsome  black  moustache.      Oho. 

When  the  banking  hours  are  over. 

And  yon  know,  just  ere  'tis  dark. 
With  my  moustache  waxed  and  curly, 

I  go  flirting  through  the  park. 
At  the  op'ra  or  theatre. 

In  the  eve  I  cut  a  dash. 
Oh  t  1  think  there's  nothing  greater 

Than  a  handsome  black  moustache. 

Tve  an  eye  on  dear  Miss  Ella, 

Her  papa  is  rather  rich, 
And  I've  one  on  Isabella, 

Yes,  and  one  on  dear  Miis  Fitch; 
But  aa  yet  I  will  not  marry. 

No,  I  will  not  be  so  rash,  • : 
I  will  flirt  in  sport  and  tarry, 

With  my  handsome  black  moustache. 


Cho. 


Oho. 


Tve  Only  Been  Ont  With  The  Boyi. 

;  WOBD8  AMD  MCSIO  BT  TOMMY  TUCKZB. 

9  ABXAMOXD  BT    JOS.    8CHWXM8XCK. 

OOrxaioBT  1882,     bt  wm.  j.  a.  iJxnxB. 

S        ',::■':" A       *'■'■  aiOHTS    BXSEBVKD. 

The  Music  of  tUls  aaaf  Is    published  at  Wm.  J.  A. 

Ue<ler'9  Bxt  nslve  Mu-lc  PubUshlnjf  Ilotise,  Ho,  60 

Chatham  Street,  N.  T,    and  wUl  oe  sent  post 

pald.to  any  address,    on  receipt  o(  price, 

40  ceuts  In  postage  stamps. 


•Bout  one  month  ago  I  got  mame^. 

And  of  course  I'm  not  (juite  settled  down. 
On  a  Saiurday  night  I'm  inclined  to — 

With  the  boys— take  a  stroll  round  the  town. 
I  come  hom^  about  two  in  the  morning. 

When  I  think  everything  is  serene, 
But  I  find  that  my  young  wife  is  waiting. 

To  ask  what  does  such  conduct  mean. 

S[K>ken.— After    going   thromgh  mr  pcoketa. 
she  asks  where  I've  oeen,  so  I  just  tell  her — 

Caoans. 

Fve  only  been  ont  with  the  boys,  my  dear. 
We  made  quite  a  noise,  and  got  full  of  beer 
And  that  is  the  reason  I  act  so  queer, 
I've  only  been  obt  with  the  boys. 


Of  oonrse  she  does  then  pout  and  tell  me. 

That  she  will  go  home  to  her  ma. 
And  just  fur  a  joke  I  do  ask  her, 

1*0  please  come  and  light  my  cigar. 
I  then  tumble  down  on  the  sofa. 

While  she  has  a  short  little  cry. 
And  when  she  says  this  is  a  nice  time 

To  oome  home,  I  only  reply. 


Ohonis. 


Now  when  I  wake  up  in  the  morning, 

I  promise  the  pledge  I  will  take, 
And  tell  her  if  she  wants  a  favor, 

I  will  do  anything  for  her  sake. 
We're  happy  and  friendly  once  moi\^, 

Like  two  turtle  doves  on  a  tree. 
Tin  Saturday  night  comes  around  again, 

And  I  have  another  good  spree. 

Spoken. — And  when  she  scolds,  all  I  say  is — 

Chorus. 

^   <•>   ^ 

I  Have  no  Home- 


Oh  !  how  the  meroiless  winter  winds  blow, 

As  onward  I  tread  through  the  "Beautiful  snow," 

Asking  a  penny  from  each  one  I  meet, 

To  buy  me  some  shoes  for  my  little  cold  feet. 

No  one  takes  pity  or  hears  my  appeal, 

Ood  alone  knows  how  I  suffer  and  feel; 

Half  starved  and  shivering,  sadly  I  roam, 

No  place  to  shelter  me—  I  have  no  home. 

Chobus. 

Angels  of  Heaven,  look  down  from  the  skies. 
Oh  !  go  to  our  Father  with  tears  in  yonr  eyes. 
And  tell  Him  to  call  me,  I'm  ready  to  coma, 
For  I  have  no  home — 1  have  no  home. 

Father  and  mother  now  sleep  in  the  grave, 
I  gave  to  the  poor  all  they  told  me  to  save; 
But  little  I  dreamed  when  they  came  to  the  door, 
That  I  would  be  penniless,  homeless,  and  poor. 
Tear  drops  now  freeze  on  my  colorless  cheek, 
I  tremble  with  weakness  whenever  I  speak, 
No  one  seems  caring  wherever  I  roam. 
What  will  become  of  me  ?  I  have  no  home. 

Chorus. 

Oh  I  where  shall  I  go,  tell  me,  what  can  I  do. 

Is  there  no  one  to  tell  me  what  course  to  pursue  ? 

With  my  little  dress  torn,  and  no  shoes 

on  my  feet — 
Oh  !  I'm  hungry  and  cold— most  I  die  in 

the  street  ? 
When  my  journey  is  over,  and  death 

calls  me  to  go. 
Let  ma  die  in  the  street  in  the  "  Beautiful  snow." 
When  I  wake,  it  will  be  with  the  angels  to  roam. 
For  I'll  than  have  a  home.  I'll  be  at  home. 


^^»  ^ 


Pat  Dolan't  Bull  Pup. 

BT  J.  X.  LA  PlUUm.     PABODT  OM  WIIX>W  NOLAH'CfjaOAT. 

If  yon  listen  to  me,  I  will  tell  you  a  story. 

About  a  bull  dog  that  I  owned  in  my  time; 
To  flght  with  a  dog,  oh  I  in  this  he  did  glory. 

And  he  could  do  them  all  up,  yes,  so  fine. 
Of  pounds  he  weighed  thirty,  or  perhaps 

a  few  over. 

He  possessed  a  large  mouth  and  a  fine  set 

of  teeth. 
There  was  scars  on  his  body  like  a  veteran  soldier, 

And  every  battle  he  fought,  sure  he  beat. 

CaoBus. 

But  he's  gone,  yes  he's  gone, 
He  is  gone  to  a  place  where  we  dogs  do 

no  fighting. 

He  i»  gone,  yes  he's  gone, 
My  thoroughbred  dog,  oh  !  my  fighting  bull  pup. 

He  was  three  weeks  old  when  I  became 

first  his  master, 
I  received  liim  from  a  friend  by  the  name 

of  Malone; 
Now  he  was  the  dog  you  could  bet  your 

cash  on,  sir, 
For  be  was  a  thorough  bred  to  the  back  bone. 


In  pluck  and  endurance  he  ne'er  met  his  equal, 
He  would  just  as  leave  fight  as  to  eat  a 

square  meal, 
The  first  tim«  he  fought  he  surprised  all 

the  people. 
By  his  wonderful  courage  and  zeal.      Chorus. 

He  never  was  known  to  make  friends  with 

a  stranger, 
To  bribe  him  with  meat  this  you  could  not  do; 
When  he  showed  his  front  teeth,  it  was  a 

si^tnal  of  danger, 
For  everything  he  caug'at  bold  ol  he  bit  through 
He  seemed  a  quiet  dog.   of  baikino  did  little. 
But  there's  a  saying  that  barkiugdogs 

never  bite. 
He  was  such  a  deceiver  he'd  look  as  mild 

lis  a  kitten. 
Except  when  he  was  challenged  to  light. 

CLorua. 

But  now  comes  the  critical  part  of  my  story; 

I  never  can  tell  it  without  shedding  a  tear, 
He  met  with  an  accident  on  one  fine  iiioruing, 

Which  was  really  more  than  he  couM  bear. 
Some  how  or  another  without  ever  thiiikiiig, 

He  walked  up  to  a  iiiule  and  begau 

smelling  bis  heel, 
The  last  time  I  saw  him  was  up  in  the  jiir  ll;.  iiij{, 

And  all  I  found  was  a  part  of  his  tail.         Cho. 

The  Emigrants  Farewell- 

WBITTKN  AND  SUNO  BY  CDWARD  OHEKNE. 
OOPTBIOHT   1882,    BT  XDWABD  OZ£KNE.  . 

AU.     BIOBTB     BBSBUVBD.      i^  :  - .  :  • 
AIB  ;  ISLB  OF  BEAUTY  FARE  TBSK  WXIX. 

The  morning  dew  was  falling  o'er  us. 

When  I  did  leave  my  native  shore. 
To  cross  the  ocean  for  fame  and  fortune. 

Perhaps  never  agaiQ  to  see  thee  more. 
Good-bye,  dear  Erin,  I'll  not  forget  thee. 

Although  in  foreign  lands  I  roam. 
Your  memory  I  will  ever  cherish, 

And  I'll  not  forget  you  were  my  homa. 

In  the  silent  night  I  oft  do  ponder. 

Amid  pleasant  reoolections  bring, 
Of  days  gone  by  that  was  parsed  in  pleasure. 

On  your  dear  soil  that  is  so  green. 
Ill  not  forget  the  one  I  parted 

By  that  little  cottage  door, 
For  her  I'll  ever  be  true-hearted. 

And  hope  again  to  meet  oBoe  more.    '  •-  . 

The  shore  it  is  now  fast  receding       ;   .< ! 

From  my  gaze  for  ever  uiore. 
As  I  sit  in  silent  wonder,  ■•    , 

Listening  to  the  ocean's  roar. 
In  distant  lands  I  may  be  roamiug. 

But  still  my  heart  fondly  clings  to  thee, 
And  fancy  brings  my  thoughts  still  nearer 

To  yoiir  green  isle  far  o'er  the  sea.     Ohoros. 


The  Iriih  Brick  Layers. 


BT  MATT  FLTMV. 


SUKO  BT  TLTSV  k  IXmOV. 


Now  good-evening  to  you's,  one  and  al( 

Youre  looking  well  and  hearty; 
Wejust  came  out  to  make  a  call^ 
•    We're,  John  and  James  McCarftiy. 
Wh>a  laying  bricks,  you  see,  alrtWy, 

A.iAwell  the  mortar  sticks,  ._ 

And  hH  we  want  is  a  laborers  pay, 

We're  the  boys  can  lay  the  bricks.  '■ 

Caonus.  "  .^: 

Whack-te-lu-ral,  te-ln-ral,  de-lay,  '   V^ 

Whack-te-lu-ral,  te-la-day, 

We're  the  micks  can  lay  the  bricks. 

We're  John  and  James  McCarthy. 

Oh  !  Beecher  says  that  laboring  men, 

Can  live  well  with  a  quarter;         ,  •  i/-; 
We'd  like  to  see  how  he'd  agree,     -  v^" 

With  his  dirty  bread  and  water. 
We're  working  hard  now  understand. 

And  never  mix  in  fights, 
They  say  we're  in  a  free  laud. 

And  bedad  we  want  oor  rights.         Chorea. 


'••  # 
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Mother  don't  Weep  for  Yonr  Dwrling- 

WOEDB  AND  MT7SIC  VZ  TOIorr  TUOXOU 
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Mother  don't  weep  for  yoiir  darling. 

For  I  Boon  will  be  at  rest; 
'Cross  that  dark  and  silent  rirer 

I  will  mingle  with  the  blest. 
From  this  cold  world  I  am  going. 

To  my  heavenly  home  above, 
VThere  the  angels  they  are  singing 

Sweetest  songs  of  joy  and  1ot«. 
Chobitb. 

Mother  don't  weep  for  yonr  darling, 

For  I  soon  will  be  at  rest, 
'Gross  that  dark  and  silent  rirer, 

I  will  mingle  with  the  bleat. 

Mother  don't  weep  for  your  darling. 

Wipe  those  tears  from  off  your  obeek, 
If  I  ever  have  offended, 

Pardon  from  you  I  would  seek. 
Cheer  np,  mother,  don't  feel  sad  now. 

For  I  only  go  before, 
I'll  be  waiting  there  to  meet  you, 

On  that  lovely  golden  shore.  Chorus. 

A  Sailor's  Wife  I  Soon  Shall  Be. 

Words  by  Dr.  T.  D.  C.  Miller    Music  by  w.  w.  BenUey 

^OOPTBIOHT,  1880,    BT    UBS.  PATTUmB  T.nCPBB. 
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Maria's  San  Away- 

WOBDS  Ain>  ICTTSIO  BT  TOIOrr  TDCKXB. 
ABBAXOXD  BT    KM.  80BWXHSBOX. 

oonxioHT  1883.  bt-  wm.  j.  a.  ubdbb. 


Tb» 


ALL    XniSTS 

of    this  flODg  Is  puMlahed  at  Wnr.  J  A. 


It's  on  the  waves  bo  deep  and  blue, 
My  Jack  is  with  his  merry  crew; 
The  barque  he  sails  speeds  on  afar. 
And  bears  from  me  my  jolly  tar. 
He  thinks  of  me  each  day  I  know. 
When  swinging  in  his  hammock  slew. 
And  when  he  comes  from  o'er  the 
A  sailor's  wife  I  soon  shall  bo. 

Ghobcs. 
How  oft  I  cry;  good  ship,  ahoy  ! 
What  tidings  from  my  sailor  boy; 
When  he  comes  o'er  the  deep  blue 
A  sailor's  wife  I  soon  shall  be. 
When  he  comes  o'er  the  deep  blue  sea, 
A  sailor's  wife  i  soon  shall  be. 

I  see  him  when  the  billows  break 
So  powerless  in  the  vessel's  wake. 
And  hear  his  trumpet  tones  go  forth, 
When  fierce  the  tempest  from  the  north. 
And  when  the  foam-caps  go  to  rest, 
He  walks  the  deck  with  peaceful  breast; 
My  Jack  is  hero  of  the  sea. 
When  he  comes  back  his  bride  I'll  be. 

Oh 

I  love  my  cottage  on  the  shore. 
Where  I  can  hear  the  breaker's  roar. 
And  watch  for  coming  sail  and  spar. 
That  brings  to  me  my  jolly  tar. 
1  know  that  he  is  fond  and  true, 
A  prince  among  his  merry  crew. 
And  when  he  comes  from  o'er  the  sea, 
A  sailor's  happy  bride  I'll  be.  C 

I  see  the  lightning's  vivid  flash. 

And  hear  the  thunder's  deaTning  craah; 

And  then  I  think  of  one  afar, 

Of  danger  to  my  jolly  tar 

And  oft  I  cry,  good  ship,  ahoy  ! 

What  tidings  from  my  sailor  boy  ! 

When  he  comes  o'er  the  deep  blue  sea, 

A  sailor's  wife  I  soon  shall  be.  Chorua. 


lieder'a  Bxtoaalve  Music  Pnutthlag.  Hottee,.No.  ae 
Chatham  atrset.  If.  T.   and  will  bo  eent  post 
)any  addreoa,  on  receipt  ofprtee, 
40  cents  In  postage  stamps. 


paid,  to 


Onoe  I  had  as  pretty  a  girl  '■:)'• 

As  oTor  yen  did  see.  .  ^     . 

I  lovod  her  truly,  and  of  oourse, 
I  thouglit  that  she  loved  me. 

On  Saturday  night  Fd  trot  her  out. 
And  take  her  to  the  play, 

But  now  I  find  I've  got  the  shake, 
-;    Maria's  run  away. 

OHOBtnu 

Sweet  Maria,  dear  Maria, 

Do  come  baek  again,  '  ■ 

And  if  youTl  only  love  me 

I  will  never  cause  you  pain.  '  , 

I  cannot  sleep  a  wink  at  night. 

My  youthful  heart  is  torn, 
Can  anybody  tell  me  where 

My  sweet  Maria's  gone. 

Sundays  in  the  summer, 

Up  to  high  bridge  we  would  go. 
To  walk  among  the  shady  trees. 

Or  on  the  Harlem  row; 
The  Central  Park  wo  would  Uke  in 
|When  on  our  journey  home, 

never  thought  that  she'd  prove  false. 

Or  from  me  she  would  roam.  Ohorua. 

Perhaps  she  skipped  to  EalamaEoo, 

To  join  the  Forepaugh  show. 
Or  also  dressed  up  in  man's  attire^ 

A  mashing  she  did  go. 
She  might  be  Bamum  s  beauty. 

Or  else  she's  Oscar  Wilde, 
But  If  she  would  oomo  back  again. 


7»5 

iSiAisaf 


I'd  treat  her  Jdnd  and  mild. 


Chorus. 


My  Baby's  Gone, 
wnnmr  BT  xaxh  m.  bvthm, 
axb:    rofuii 


My  baby's  gene,  my  babe  has  gone^ 

From  earth,  she's  fled  away; 
No  more  111  clasp  her  angel  form. 

No  more  Fll  watoh  her  play. 
I  taught  my  darling  how  to  lov\ 

I  taxight  her  how  to  pray; 
And  when  I  reokoned  life  so  sweet,    ' 

God  oalleth  her  away. 

Repeat— Cod  calleth,  fta 

Before  I  felt  the  mother  love 

Within  my  bosom  swell ; 
I  never  thought  I  e'er  could  know. 

The  joy  to  love  so  welL 
For  my  husband  was  a  captain  bravo. 

Ah  !  he  was  true  to  me; 
But  death  soon  claimed  him  as  its  slave. 

He's  buried  in  the  sea. 

Bepeat — He's  buried  in,  Ac. 

Ah  !  yes,  that  was  a  happy  time, 

By  far  too  bright  to  last; 
I  £ain  would  give  this  world  wer't  mine, 

To  live  the  lovely  past. 
But  since  I'm  destined  all  alone,  ,. 

In  this  oold  world  to  sigh, 
Ah  !  it  would  be  a  merciful  deod«  ' 

For  Ood  to  let  me  die. 

Repeat.— For  God  to,  Ac 


8r«  Fitzpatrick  Yon're  the  Man  of  my  Heart 

BT  JOB  OUSICX.        SUiro  BT  PAUiBB  *  ODSIOS. 


Now  look  on  me  and  you  will  see 
A  descent  Irishman; 


Who  always  is  contented. 

And  I  do  the  best  I  ean. 
For  to  help  a  fhwd  when  in  distras, 

If  he  oomes  in  my  way. 
And  as  I  walk  along  the  stroot. 

You'll  hear  the  people  say. 

CaOBTTB. 

There  goss  a  man  he's  a  credit  to  his  nation, 
"Thoro  goes  a  man  who  can  take  his  own  part^ 

He's  fit  for  lord  mayor  or  anv  situation, 
Mr.  Fitq;iatriok  you're  the' man  of  my  hsul 

I  never  wrong  a  fellow  man. 

Or  anything  thats  mane; 
And  although  I  am  an  Irishman, 

And  loyal  to  my  queen. 
I  have  a  pnrty  little  wife. 

Who  is  singing  all  the  day. 
And  111  never  give  the  folks  a  ohsaoe 

To  change  what  they  aay. 


Ohor«%| 


Wooley  Heads. 


WBirmf  Axn  sumo  bt  blossom  *  boao 


Down  on  the  old  plantation. 

Where  wo  remember  mighty  wall; 
We  had  a  great  flirtation 

With  those  handsome  oolorod  oaK 
While  working  in  da  ootton  pate£[ 

Onr  hearto  they  fairly  bled; 
Right  at  de  sight  and  we  did  ketoh 

Around  them  wooley  heads. 

CaoBns. 

She  had  such  a  lovely  turned  up  nosa,  (I 
Golly,  what  tremendous  toes;         (Break.) 
Law,  but  didn't  she  suffor. 

Let  it  all  be  known  and  said. 
That  the  greatest  charm  about  her. 

Was,  around  them  wooley  heads. 

When  to  her  lips  we  kissed  and  pressed 

Her  eyes  were  lovely  glue; 
And  when  I  saw  beneath  ber  dreea, 

Her  feet  so  black  and  clean. 
She  is  the  darling  of  my  hearty 

And  tears  for  her  I'll  shed ; 
Bnt  all  the  ooons  of  that 

Great  big  wooley  head.  CbonskI 


Old  General  IKngle  and  Wifii. 

BT    LSAVITT]*  AUiOI, 


Now  you  see  bofore  you  a  joUy  old  pMr. 

As  jolly  as  jolly  can  bo; 
For  she  is  the  comfort  of  my  life^ 
There's  none  so  happy  as  she. 
n.  I'm  fifty-one. 
SHX I  am  sixty-three. 

TOGITHXB. 

And  we  journey  together  through  life, 
A  jollier  old  couple  you  seldom  will  flnj 
Like  old  General  Dingle  and  wife. 

•  ,  -.    .  .•*.      Chobos. 

Wo  are  old  General  Dingle  and  wife,  ha,  ha  I 
We  are  old  General  Dingle  and  wife,  ha,  ha  I ' 
A  jollier  old  couple  you  seldom  will  flnd. 
Like  old  General  Dingle  and  wife. 

shb. 

,  To-morrow  our  Katie  united  will  be^ 
And  won't  the  wedding  be  grand; 
It  puts  me  in  mind  of  the  days  old 
When  I  first  asked  you  for  your 
KB.     How  hanpy  we  was. 
sbb.  They'll  be  just  the 

TOOKTHBa 

Won't  we  live  so  the  whole  of  our  lif«^ 
Bnt  a  jollier  old  couple  you  seldom  will 
Like  old  General  Dingle  and  wife. 


The  Style  We  Call  Oar  Own. 

Song  asd  Dakcz.  "*  -.' 
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Oh  !  good-eTcniog  to  yon,  one  and  all 

Attention  to  as  pay; 
For  we  are  two  lively  colored  swells. 

Bat  that's  no  harm  they  say. 
We  are  always  happy  gay  and  free. 

No  matter  where  we  roam ; 
And  we  will  do  *8tep  or  two 

In  the  style  we  call  our  own. 

Chobxts. 

Watch  tis  and  we'll  show  to  yon. 
What  ns  swells  of  tone  can  do; 
Oh  !  we're  liappy,  when  we're  dancing,  yes, 

Us  colorr-d  swells  of  tone. 
And  we'll  no  through  a  step  for  yon 
~^  In  the  style  we  c^l  oar  own.  Dance. 

Oh  !  we're  number  one  among  the  best, 

We're  always  in  the  style. 
And  we  dress  up  just  the  best  we  can, 

Well  if  we  don't  I  should  smile. 
Oh  !  our  dancing  is  like  clock  work,  yes, 

We're  limber  to  the  bone; 
And  when  you  see,  you'll  all  agree, 

It's  a  style  we  ctJl  our  own.  Ohonis. 


<^»  ^ 


Don't  Make  a  Leap  in  the  Dark- 

VOBOe  BT  FBASX  A8HLSIOH.      ICUSIO  BT  OTTO  TORME8. 
OOTTBIOBT  1882,      BT  WIC  J.  A.  JJMXtXB. 
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In  Ufe  there  is  nothing  so  funny,  I'm  sure. 

While  you're  taking  an  afternoon  walk. 
To  hear  the  nonsensical  sayings  that's  out. 

And  the  diflferent  ways  people  talk. 
Bone  folks  use  a  slang  phrase  whenerer 

they  speak, 

And  while  others  in  ways  so  absurd, 
Will  try  to  be  smart  when  they  really  cannot. 

And  they  use  Webster  up  in  a  word. 

Chobus. 

6o  friends  take  advice,  and  hereafter  speak  right. 

And  whenever  you  make  a  remark. 
Speak  plainly,  'tis  beet,  and  don't  try  to  beat  time, 

Then  you'll  not  make  a  leap  in  the  dark. 

The  grouty  old  sinner  will  grumble  I'm  told, 

When  a  slang  phrase  he  hears  in  the  street, 
While  the  swells  of  the  day  will  try  very  hard 

To  quote  Webster  whenever  they  meet 
Bat  nm«  times  out  of  ten,  how  wrongly 

will  they  use 

A  word  that  they  don't  understand; 
FoKetting  the  adage  of  birds  in  the  bush. 

That  a  bird's  always  best  in  the  hand. 

Chorus. 

Kind  Mends,  now  remember,  and  never 

use  words 

If  their  meaning  yon  really  don't  know; 
Bpeak  plainly,  'tis  best  if  you  wish  for  success, 

And  let  all  of  the  jaw-breakers  go. 
Then  you'll  find  in  time,  that  I  have  in  my  rhyme 

Only  mentioned  to  you  the  plain  fact; 
That  knowledge  was  truly  not  gained  in  a  day. 

And  you'll  profit  if  by  this  you  act.      Chorus. 


Felix  Mclntyre- 

PABODY  ON   PADDY  DUTFV's  CAKT. 
BT    STEPHEN  QABVXX. 


Listen  for  a  moment, 

A  few  words  I  will  say. 
Of  a  man  of  education,        '- 

That  lives  across  the  way. 
His  fluent  conversation. 

The  ladies  all  admire. 
Professor  in  astronomy 

Is  Felix  Mclntyre. 

Chobus.      '.'■ 
He  is  out  every  night,    -  • 

And  standing  in  the  street. 
With  his  penetruting  glass, 

"  Only  ten  cents  a  peep." 
To  see  the  starry  heavens, 

The  comets  tail  on  fire. 
Looking  thro'  the  telescope 

Of  Felix  Mclntyre. 

He  talks  about  the  heavens. 

The  twinkling  little  stars,      ; 
The  beauty  of  fair  Luna, 

Also  the  planet  Mars. 
Enthusiastic  talker, 

He  would  never  tire. 
Talking  of  the  upper  world. 

Bold  Felix  Mclntyre. 

The  neighbors  gaze  with  wonder, 

As  he  IS  passing  by. 
With  his  noble  head  erect. 

Looking  to  the  sky. 
As  a  weather  prophet 

Old  Vennor  must  retire. 
To  make  way  for  the  coming  man, 

That's  Felix  Mclntyre. 


Ohoms, 


Chorus. 


The  Soldier's  Dream  of  Home- 

BXCTTATION.. 
WBl'lTKN  AND  BECITED   BT  XDWABD  OBXBfS. 


The  night  it  was  cold. 

And  the  wind  it  did  howl; 
And  the  beasts  of  the  forest 

Around  him  did  growl. 
As  the  soldier  lay  in  his  tent 

And  did  dream 
Of  his  home  far  away 

Close  beside  a  small  stream. 

The  hoar  it  was  midnight. 

But  the  soldier  knew  not  fear. 
As  he  dreamed  of  the  friends 

I'hat  to  him  were  so  dear. 
He  dreamed  of  his  mother. 

And  her  dear  face  so  bright. 
As  he  saw  her  welcoming  him 

Back  with  delight. 

He  dreamed  af  his  sweet-heart. 

So  loyal  and  true, 
And  thought  once  more  he  was 

Gazing  in  her  dear  eyes  of  bine. 
Oh  !  how  well  be  remembered 

The  happy  hours  long  ago, 
That  they  spent  together 

Listening  to  the  tide's  rapid  flow. 

And  the  wnlks  in  the  moonlight, 

With  ber  by  his  side, 
As  he  talked  of  the  day 

That  would  make  her  his  bride. 
He  dreamed  of  his  sisters 

And  brothers  as  well. 
And  the  father  before  him 

That  on  the  field  fell. 

For  he  was  a  true  soldier. 

And  to  his  country  was  trusi 
But  he  fell  'ne.ith  the  stripes 

Of  the  Red  White  and  Blue. 
He  saw  in  his  dreams 

The  battle  field  so  bright. 
With  the  blood  of  his  comrades 

That  fell  in  the  fight. 


With  the  dead  lying  around  him. 

He  awoke  with  amight. 
For  the  bugle  was  sounding  him 

To  the  approaching  fight.  -  ,." 

As  he  thougut  be  might  ne'er  see    -    ,: 

The  oncoming  night, 
The  fight  it  was  a  bitter  one, 

But  the  soldier  did  not  fall 
For  the  Qod  above  watched  o'er  him« 

And  on  him  did  not  call. 

He  knelt  down  on  the  bloody  field. 

That  was  wet  with  human  gore. 
And  gave  thanks  to  God 

That  spared  him. 
And  on  Him  did  implore  .. 

That  he  might  once  more 
See  the  friends 

That  he  in  dreams  did  see. 
And  make  it  not  a  midnight  dream, 

But  a  blessed  reality. 

'■  ■'    The  Old  Swing.         -  - 
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.4,\ 


Little  darling  I  am  thinking. 

Of  the  dear  old  home  and  you; 
And  I  miss  thy  tender  glances. 

As  the  flowers  miss  the  dew. 
Onward  runs  the  heedless  streamlet. 

While  the  moonlight  floods  the  glen. 
Shall  we  ever,  little  darling. 

Wander  through  the  vale  again. 

Chobcs. 
Yes,  my  darling.  I  am  thinking. 

Of  the  dear  old  home  and  you; 
And  I  miss  thy  tender  glances,      >' 

As  the  flowers  miss  the  dew. 

lam  thinking,  darling,  thinking. 
Fondly  thinking,  love,  of  thee; 

On  the  orchard  and  the  meadows. 
And  the  grand  old  forest  tree. 

There  we  played  beneath  its  branches 
Oirthe  old  rwing  side  by  side, 

And  'twas  there  my  little  darling, 


That  I  won  you  for  my  bride. 


Chorus. 


■<♦»  m 


Darling  Jennie.  * 

WBRTEM  BT  ABCHIE  DXLUAITINO. 
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Oh  !  the  moon  is  out  to-night. 

Darling  Jennie; 
And  my  heart  beats  with  delight. 

Dearest  Jennie. 
Come  and  meet  me,  charming  Jennie^ 

Tell  uie  truly  thou  art  mine. 
I  will  tell  you  tales  many. 

While  the  sweet  stars  brightly  shines 
Chokus.  ..  ..• 

Meet  me,  Jennie,  darling  Jennie^ 

Come  and  wander  down  the  lans^ 
If  I  kiss  yon,  darling  Jennie, 

I  will  give  it  back  again.  '    '/ 


.V?. 


u^ 


Come  and  <t  set  me  at  the  gate, 

DarhngJsitnie; 
While  the  Diid  sings  to  its  mate, 

Dvarestifennie, 
Do  not  keep  me  waiting,  Jennie;  2j 

For  I've  something  sweet  to  say,  9 

That  will  prove  I'm  true  my  darling,  £ 

When  from  thee  I'm  fiir  away.        Chenia|f 


f 


-»   ,ii,v  *v».*  T>r '*"»"**»' 
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Mama  Kiss  Me,  Then  IT  Sleep- 
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Bright  ©yes  from  her  little  cradle, 

List'ning  to  the  old  clock's  chime;    ;. 
Mania's  watching  o'er  her  treasure, 

And  thonghts  of  childhood  fill  her  mind. 
As  she  hnshes  little  idol,  ,... 

To  a  slumber  soft  and  swoet ;    ..-f  ._■• 
The  silence  breaks  mth  baby's  yearaing 

Mama,  kiss  me,  then  I'll  sleep. 

■-'■■■■■'''■■  '■ ',  Chobtjs.      ^"'"■''■\'' ''■■ 

"Good-night,  mama  "  'neath  the  oartains, 

A  little  babe  is  heard  to  speak; 
Again  is  heard  from  little  prattler, 

<•  Mama,  kiss  me,  then  I'll  sleep.     *■  ^; 

Moonbeams  thro'  tlie  shutters  peeping. 

Ope  her  eyes  with  glad  delight. 
Stars  in   heaven  guide  and  guard  thee. 

And  light  thy  visions  thro'  thejjnight. 
Sounds  the  lullabjr  BO  sweetl/, 

As  at  baby's  smile  We  peep; 
A  tender  caress  as  she  murmurs. 

Mama,  kiss  me,  then  I'll  sleep.  Cboros. 

Darling,  sleep,  and  wake  at  twilight, 

And  the  lark  will  shake  its  wing. 
Kiijs  the  dew  drops  from  the  flowers, . 

To  little  cherub  it  will  sing. 
Sing  to  baby,  tiny  birdUng, 

A''  night's  shadows  from  ns  creep;     ■ 
\J'VSB  mom  is  dawning  with  an  ^M, 

'M'9:yX'\  kiss  me,  then  I'll  sleep. 


Chorus. 


<^»  ^ 


iJeotttifol  Edon- 
Saobzd  Song  am©  Ghostib. 

A-    V  WOBDS  BT  VOmSK  KAIXX>lf  BTZHTOK. 
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Oh  I  beautiful  Eden. 

The  fairest  of  lands; 
We're  toiling  to  reach  thee. 

O'er  life's  barren  sands. 
Our  darling  loved  lost  ones. 

With  snowy  white  hands. 
Oh  !  beckon  us  upward 

To  join  angel  bands. 


.■^ 


■-. .'.  . •  Ghobcs. 

Through  Jesus,  our  Savioar, 

Alone  we  may  hope, 
To  shake  off  earth's  trammele. 

Thro'  which  we  now  grope. 
Oh  !  Jesus,  dear  Jesus, 

Be  '.hou  but  our  fnend. 
Let  who  will  deceive  ne. 

On  Thee  we'll  depend. 

Oh  !  beautiful  Eden 

The  dearest  of  Homes, 
Where  no  saint  or  seraph, 

Down  fearthwiiru  f  pt  roams, 
Ah  !  how  can  I  v.in  i heo 

Thro'  life's  woe  an.l  sm  ? 
Oh  !  how  can  we  safely 

Thy  gates  enter  in  ? 


-    V  Chip  of  the  Old  Block- 

wobds  and  mrsio  bt  nzd  btbaigbt. 
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^Oli  r  my  daddy  wan  an  upper  ten. 

His  pedigree  first  class; 
He  was  a  tu£f  among  the  men. 

His  cheek  was  full  ^f  gas.  -  . 

For  he  was  born  in  Donnegal, 

Of  real  ould  Celtic  stock. 
They  all  did  say  when  I  was  small. 

He's  a  chip  of  the  ould  block. 

Chobcb. 

ni  rise  my  fins  to  friend  or  foe^ 
I'm  rale  ould  Celtic  stock; 

Where'er  I  go,  begobs  they  know, 
I'm  a  chip  of  tlM  old  block. 

My  relations  are  all  number  one, 

Muldoon,  Arthur  and  Grant, 
I  always  with  them  have  saoh  fun, 

I'm  ooHsin  to  their  aunt. 
Oh  !  I  am  fly  in  jig  or  reel,  ,^^ .,.     . 

I'm  solid  as  a  rock, 
A  fight  suits  me  like  a  square  meal, 

I'm  •  chip  of  the  old  block. 


Choraa. 


Mwt  Tea  Ltavd  Mel 

WOBDS  A3W  in7SIC    BT  CRAB.  W.  lUJUL. 
ABBA»9KD  BT    iOB,    SCBWXmaCE. 

coptbiobt  1882,    bt  wm.  j.  a.  usdxb. 

AIX   BIGHTS    besebtxd. 

The  Mu-slc   of  this  son/  Is    pnMlSied  at  Wtn.  J.  A. 

Lleder'8  Bstfaslve  Mu  lo  PubUsiilHK  Hoiiht),  No,  M 

Chatbam  Street,  N-  Y,    eod  will  be  seqt  p<jsi 

pald,To  any  address,    on  recelrt  of  price, 

40  cents  In  pdsta^e  stamps 


•  jrW:  ^, 


■C^'-;V,j;i;iir 


Katli^, 'dear,  oh !  raoBt  you  leave  me? 
.   <ivk  you  aok1»  hftp^  here, 
Jb  this  dear  old  home  yonr  birth  place, 
'  Now  to  you  no  longer  dear  ? 
Can  ytm  lewre  yonr  aged  fktber,   . 

Here  in  darkness  all  alone  ? 
Can  you  know  that,  broken  hearted. 

He  must  die^whea  jrou  are  gone  7    .  - ' 

OaoBcs. 

■''■■'  BE. 

Bey  yon  will  not  leave  me,  Katie, 
Say  you  do,  not  wish  to  roam. 

Say  that  while  your  father's  living,     . 
You  will  stay  to  hUas  our  home. 


'  Will  yon  leave  this  4e(vr  eld  bomesteMi,    '    ' 
Must  we  part  for  jakie's  RHke  ? 
If  we  must,  oh  f  Wttit  till  I  am  dead. 

Till  I  sleep  BO  more  to  wake. 
Lill  my  weary  soul  is  resting 
In  that  golden  land  abova,  \i^'' 

,  Where  I  can,  with  angel  mother,  ««■' 

Guide  yon  both  to  peace  and  k>ve.    Ohonu. 


Choms. 


•**. 


II  uamm 


mam 


,,  -rriTapa,  dear,  oh  !  pat»  ^rling, 

Have  I  really  caoaed  yon  pain?,  ...-.r 
Not  another  word  of  purting.       . z^' 

Will  yonr  Katie  speak  again. 
Dry  yonr  tea-,  s,  and  do  not  g^eve  so^ 

Do  not  Ifct  your  poor  heart  break, 
I  will  ever  stay  to  cheer  you, 

I  will  stay  for  yonr  dear  aake. 


I'BOUI'h. 
SBIC. 

NoTonr  Katie  will  not  leave  yon. 

From  yonr  sido  ulio'll  novor  roam. 
She  Will  ever  slay  to  ilie«r  yon. 

La  our  dear  old  (lonuau  home. 


AnnBtrong  and  Blair- 

BT  ETlWABD  KKNNEDT. 

Now  attention  give  I  pray,  and  list  to  what  I  say; 

I'll  do  my  bt'st  U)  idoast*  you  in  mv  song; 
A  statement  1  will  nniWe  of  "the  sad  unhH)tpy  lutf, 

Of  the  late  liinieutcd  coachman,  John  Armntrong 
He  was  shot  by  Josoph  lilair,  who  reside*! 

in  Montclair; 

He  fell  a  corpse  outside  tlie  stable  door 
Now  they  say  that  Rlair'll  g.t  free,  tho"  the 

reason  I  can't  non. 

Unless  because  he's  rich  and  Armstrong's  p«.ior. 

CaoBi'B.     ''     •'■ 

Then  let  us  sa<lly  drop  a  tear,  as  we  think 

of  the  friend  so  dear. 
Who's  now  sleeping  where  the  willows 

gently  wava 
Tho'  departed  from  us  now,  the  hand  of 

<Ieath  upon  his  brow. 
We  know  the  angels  linger  near  his  grave. 

Now  supjKise  that  Blair  got  free,  a  poor 

man  like  you  or  me 
Might  be  murdered  in  tho  street  most  nny  duy; 
And  would  you  think  'twas  i  ight  for  a  \K>or 

man  to  be  shot  on  sights 
And  the  rich  get  oft  b^'cause  they've 

stamps  to  pay  f 
But  how  different  it  would  be,  were  it 

either  yon  orm«v 
Who  a  rich  man  in  a  fit  of  passion  shot. 
Why  !  they'd  hang  us  tL<  n  and  there  -not 

a  living  eoul  would  care, 
Whether  we  were  hung  nj>  innocent  or  not. 

.      ^-  Chonu. 


Bally  Chinaman. 

BT    JOHN  C.  LEACH. 


One  day  last  week  I  fell  in  ]ovt, 

Wid  a  big  fat  Meljcan  girl. 
He  got  nice  led  and  losa  cheek. 

And  hetella  me  calluni  Sal. 
He  got  big  lump  upon  a  nose. 

And  wart  upon  a  ear;  .    -  .  v 

He  wair  all  wecond  Land  clothee. 

And  dlinkum  Ingah  beah. 

.^-V.'"     Chorus. '■'   ..'.■■./:^'^' 

Oh  •  my  gal  he  sweet  like  honey. 

Make  Chinaman  K]ieii<l)i  phruty  money; 

Wash  house  shirt  upon  a  Sunday, 

Oh  !  bully  for  a  Chiuautan.     *  Kepeat, 

I  don't  flnget  dis  gal  you  bet, 

He  buss  up  my  jMjor  heart; 
He  lun  Away  wid  nipa  man, 

What  dlive  one  big  ash  mrt. 
He  lay,  day,  day,  ta,  la,  my  ptl, 

Wat  almost  make  me  riy; 
FM  Melican  gala  be  do  good. 

All  time  too  much  lie 


CbonUi 


^  «< 


.WUUe'i  Bail. 


Little  Willie's  mother  bought  him  a  little  ball. 
Little  Willi*  smashed  the  looldug  gla^s. 
That  was  hanging  on  the  wall  ' 

Little  Willie's  mother  heftrd  the  piecert'fjrfL'' 
Now  little  Willie  will  never  toss  thai  little  h.n, 
Little  Willie's  ma  threw  the  ball  away. 
Little  Nft  illie  he  got  luad  mid  to  bis  nm  did  aay*  ^ 
Kowcay  ball  is  gone  I'll  b»M  rue     ni:!    I  ell,     * 
You  and  the  ball,  ma,  can  botn  ^o  i.j   ■ 

(breakfaat) 


,„»— iwiPWftMhgii?.;,^" 
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Never  l>e  idle.  * 

Fear  Lrh  iimny  eyes.  f 

It  costH  more  t  >  RvenKe  Minn  to  forgive. 

Xevt-r  listen  to  loose  untl  idle  oonveiiition. 

He  wlio  knows  himBelf  Vest  esteems  himself  T 
least. 

Fiilseliood  always  endeavors  t<>  copy  tbe  mienS 
nnd  attitude  of  truth. 

V  m.iD'8  ambition  is  to  be  credited  with  some__ 
great  f-  iit ;  a  woman's  to  be  credited  with  small^ 
feet. 

the   -world 


Dktion    m 


IS 


work 


18 


lio  not  be  alarmed;  the 
Konl  is  not  dead   that 


Tbo    Ino^.L    exelted 
eonHterniition. 

Of  all  ants  the  ser-vant   is  supposed  to 
the  hardest. 

Go  to  thy  aunt,  thou  slnggirl,    and   if  she 
worth  money,  consider  her  w.iys. 

If  voui  loot  IS  asle&p. 
po«t"  tells  ns  that  the 
slnmbers. 

"Can  you  flirt  a  fan?"   asked  a  coquette  of 
her  partner.-"  No."  he  re^jlied,  «  I  cannot;  bnt_ 
I  can  fan  a  flirt.  .' 

This  is  the  seasoc  of  the  year  when  venerable 
hens  enter  into  their  second  childhood,  and  are 
broiled  for  spring  chickens. 

Jones  wishes  to  Itoow  why   a  woman   alwaytl 
wants  to  sit  on  the  floor  to  pnt  her  shoes  on.     It . 
because  she  cannot  sit  on  the  ceiling. 

Nothing  perplexed  a  married  man  more  than 
to  find  his  wife  usin^  his  bachelor  cigar  case  to 

keep  hairpins  in. 

Of  all  thieves,  feola  are  the  wowl;  they  rob 
one  of  both  time  and  temper. 

Motto  for  grocers.— Honest  tea  the  best  policy 

Yon  cannot  preserve  happy  domestic  pairs  in 
family  jars. 

A  man  winds  up  his  clock  to  make  it  run,  and 
his  business  to  make  it  stop. 

is  most  cheerful  when 


The  sky,  nnlik*  Bian. 
the  bluest. 


Strange,  but  th«f  don't  reap 
with  icicles. 


announced 


th«  ioe  harrMt 


■•ighte«B  c«ROt3^ 


A  restauranter 
vegetable  soup. 

There  is  a  horse  that  eats  meat.  Wall,  wa" 
think  it  about  time,  they  have  bean  running  for  J 
stakes  long  enough. 

Doctor  Holme«  says  that  crying  widowa'i 
marry.  There  is  cAhing  like  wet  weather  forj 
|transplanti^f  r 

A  wedding  W>    ••  tumbling  over  the  bride's 
I  train. 

Charitv   is  frequently   displayed   in   helping 
others  to'L^lp  tbiia!*elve«, 


Tell  M«,  Darling,  why  Yon're  Weeping. 
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Tell  me,  darling,  why  you're  weeping,     ♦ 

Let  me  share  your  every  woe. 
Place  yonr  secret  in  my  keeping. 

Let  your  loving  Jakie  know. 
Tell  me,  is  this  heart  felt  sorrow. 

That  which  ever  shall  bring  pain  7 
Or  that  grief  which  on  the  morrow, 

Will  bring  back  the  sun  again  ? 
Chobtts. 

HZ. 

Tell  me,  darling,  why  you're  weeping? 

Let  me  share  yonr  every  pain, 
Tall  me,  won't  those  tears  be  sleeping. 

When  the  bright  sun  beams  again. 
'she. 

Must  you  know  why  I  weep,  love. 

That  the  question  was  in  vain. 
That  these  tears  can  never  sleep,  leva^   - 

If  you  go  across  the  main  7 
Though  of  young  I  lore  you  only. 

We  perhaps,  fore'er  must  part, 
For  to  papa  ag'd  and  lonely. 

Love  and  duty  give  my  heart, 
Ohobus. 

SHE. 

Why  I  weep  thou  know'st  only, 

'Tis  because  we  soon  must  part. 
For,  to  papa,  ag'd  and  lonely. 

Love  and  duty  give  my  heart. 

The  Old  Koitio  Bridge  by  the  Mill. 
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I  am  thinking  to-night  of  the  old  matlo  bridge^ 

That  bends  o'er  the  murmuring  stream; 
Twas  there,  Maggie  dear,  with  our  hearts 

full  of  cheer, 

We  strayed  neath  the  moon's  gentle  gleam. 
Twas  there  I  first  met  you,  the  light  of  yotu  eyaa 

Awoke  in  my  heart  a  sweet  thrill, 
Tho'  now  far  away,  still  my  thotights  fondly  stray 

To  the  old  rtistio  bridge  by  the  mill.  , 

Cioatrs. 

Beneath  it  the  stream  geotly  rippled. 

Around  it  the  birds  loved  to  trill; 
Tho*  now  far  away,  still  my  thotights 

foBdly  airay 

To  the  old  mstie  bridge  by  the  mill. 

How  often,  dear  Maggie,  when  yean  paaaed  away, 

And  we  plighted  lovers  became. 
We  rambled  the  path  to  the  bridge,  day  by  day. 

The  smiles  of  each  other  to  claim. 
But  one  day  we  parted  in  pain  and  regret. 

Our  vows  then  we  could  not  fulfill. 
Oh  !  may  we  soon  meet  ami  i~>ilr  fgnil  love  repent. 

On  thti  old  rustie  bridge  near  the   mill. 

Oheros. 


I  keep  in  my  mem'ry  our  love  of  tbe  padt. 

With  me  tis  as  bright  as  of  old, 
For  deep  in  my  heart  it  was  planted  to  last. 

In  absence  it  ocver  grows  cold. 
I  think  of  you  darlicg,  when  lonely  at  uiKht; 

And  when  all  is  paaceful  and  still, 
My  heart  wanders  bock  in  a  dream  of  delieht. 

To  the  old  rustic  bridge  by  the  mill     cEorna.. 


-^^>  ^ 


Oat  of  Work. 


BT  t.  C.  HXTBPBT. 


For  hours  along  the  crowded  street. 

With  aimless'  steps  1  trod, 
Without  a  home  or  hope  in  life. 

With  scarce  a  hope  in  God.  - " 

I'his  cruel  night  is  fitting  dose 

To  such  a  crushing  day; 
The  earth  is,  oh  1  so  dreary  cold. 

And  Heaven  so  Ihr  away. 

The  friendless  rouse  no  anxious  tboughta. 

The  busv  throng  sweeps  on : 
Tve  strayed  bevond  the  city's  lighUi, 

The  twiligbt  s  giav  Las  gone. 
My  useless  tirius  have  fmled  to  win 

A  crust,  a  place  to  stay ; 
Earth  has  no  wmic,  uo  room  for  ue. 

And  Heaven  is  fur  away.  .    . 

Oh !  great  wide  world,  oh  !  frowning  sky. 

So  cheerless  snd  so  vast, 
I  dare  your  keen  and  cutting  sleet. 

Your  piercing,  bitter  blast. 
Rage,  howl  iiud  Insh  this  li.iog  spark 

From  out  tl  e  t<>rtured  clay. 
That  feels  exist* coo  dmk,  all  dark. 

And  Heaven  so  fnr«wity. 

How  dark  ,\n\\  black  beside  my  feet. 

The  slnggisb  liver  rolls; 
It  beckons  as  a  deir<ou  might. 

To  lure  unhappy  souls. 
Its  sliuty  voice  is  whispering, 

Here,  rest  in  peaise  for  aye, 
O,  God  !  the  river  is  so  near,      \    X. 

And  Heaven  so  ^r  away. 


Charlie  b  Little  Ik>g. 


BXCITATIOM  BT    i.   C.   MVBrRT. 


Charlie  had  a  littlr  dog. 

His  hair  was  bit;  k  as  jet;  ^    ... 

And  everywhere  tl.  it  Charley  went. 

The  dog  went  toi  .  you  bet. 
He  followed  him  tl  school  ot»e  day. 

Which  bappenec.  to  be  near. 
And  when  the  teao  ler  booted  him  out. 

He  walked  off  oa  >iis  ear. 

Betnming  home,  he  met  a  oow,  * 

And  at  this  cow  did  fly 
He  tossed  liim  up   Ive  hundred  feet. 

Now  how  is  ti-a^  for  high. 
The  dog  he  uevtir  .  ime  down  again. 

And  Churlirt  wa*  left  a  mourner; 
For  the  dog  lie  sthtk  on  tbe  steeple  top. 

Of  the  little  chii:  sb  round  the  comer. 

The  dog  never  apprnred  again. 

No  dog  like  his  'Bould  lie  see; 
Charlie  wotild  say  *»  the  dogs  pass  by. 

Shew  fly,  don't  bother  me. 
When  Charley  heard  his  darling's  fate. 

Scarcely  a  word  '  >p  said ; 
But  toddled  bOBK'    «nd  weeping  said. 

Please  pn^w   '     my  liltle  bed. 

i<a»  1^  
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Home  Again 3 

Her  bright  oaile  haunts  me  still 4 

Hail  Colum%ia,  Happy  Land 6 

Hi,  Jenny,  ho,  Jenny  Johnston 7 

Happy  dreams  of  you 8 

Bas  the  Oomet  Struck 9 


I  dreamt  I  dwelt  in  marble  Halk  . . .: 2 

I  cannot  call  her  mother 2 

I'll  Name  the  Boy  Dennis,  or  no  myme  at  all  2 

I'll  be  all  smiles  to-nif;ht,  love 3 

*Ti8  hard  to  :{ive  the  Land  where 

the  heart  cna  never  be. ...  4 

'Tis  but  a  litile  faded  llowtr 4 

I  cannot  siu^  the  old  songs. . . , 4  , 
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In  the  Low  Lands  Iaiw 7 

I  am  leaving  now  tbo  old  Folks 7   ■ 

I  Leave  Ireland  and  iiiotber  because    '  J 

we  are  poor  7 

I  was  false  but  you'll  forf^i  vo  me 8 

'Tis  a  blossom  from  our  little  N\  illie's  breast  8 

I'll  go  back  to  my  old  love  ai;ai:i 9 

I'll  remeiuhor  you  lo  vi'  in  my  prayers ......  'J 

In  the  Low  Lands  Low '... . .  .9 

'Tis  evening  brings  my  heart  to  thee. . .  > . .  .9 


Just  touch  tbo  hari>  gently,  my  ;  '•W 

pretty  Louizet.". 
Just  before  tlio  battle,  mother |. , 


.4 
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Just  after  the  battle,  mother *.  .6 

Jennie  the  Ilower  of  Kildare ',  .6 
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Such  an  education  has  my  lukrj  Ann 1 

St-e  tl'.at  my  grave's  k>.-pt  gtMM 1 

Sweet  Forget MeNot , 1 

The  ^Sweet  by  and  by . 1 

Sally  Homer  round  the  con  ft, ...   1 

Sweet  Spirit  hear  my  prayei      3 

Shamus  O'Brien  , 2 

Sootoh  Lassie  Jean ,,, 2 

.   Sweet  Mai{g'«  Gordon 2 

Slavery  Days 3 

The  Star  Spangled  Bann>»r . ., 3 

The  Sword  of  Bunker  Hill 3 

She  never  blamed  hiiu  nev«  .*,... 4 

She  died  on  the  street 7 

Sons  of  Erin',;  Islo 4 

The  Standard  Bearer S 

Sheridan's  Hi 'e 6 

Sally  in  our  alley 7 


Sally  MaoLeuulIy 
Speak  to  me  8  ]•(  dc. 
Six  feet  of  earl  1 1.. . 
Shamrock  Shore. .  , 
Sweet  Genevievo  .  . 


I 

.8 
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Sweet  scented  handsome  youig  man 9 

^    i»i    ^        

There's  a  letter  in  the  cundl* 3 

Thou  art  so  near  aud  yet  bo  inr 4 

Tenting  on  the  old  camp  gir>«bd 4. 

Tan  Yard  Side   4 

Tell  mother  I  d  lo  hapi>y . .  .6 

Tramp,  tramp,  tramp,  the  iHlaonera  Hoi>o.  .5 

The  Turnpike  (rate   u 

Teddy  pleaae  st'are  mo  agai  ^ 6 

The  Tramp ...  0 

There  never  wa.s  a  coward  >  here 

the  Sha  '^rock  giowK. . .  .C 
Twickenham  Ferry 7 

The  Tramp  Song  ... , 7 

Tell  me  where  iny  Lva's  go  "i, 7 

Two  Irish  Turl.s ....8 

True  Irish  Gents 9 

Up  at  Jones'  Wood , ,7 

The  Vacant  Chair , 4 

The  Villain  still  pui-sned  her 9 


Where  waa  Moses  wh»u  tb     light  «•  .it  nit  1 

Write  me  a  letter  from  hoi  -. 1 

Whoa  Emma i 

Wearing  of  the  Green 2 

When  you  and  I  weie  youi   ->  Ma^iti      2 

We  parted  by  the  riversid*    2 

When  I  saw  sweet  Nellie  h  Jimt 2 

Would  I  were  with  thee. .       2 

Waltzingbam  McSweeney,  ifat  Gay  (■a>..!ier  2 

The  Wandering  Refugee 3 

When  the  swallows  homewaid  Hy 3 

The  Widow  in  the  cottage  by  tan  se:; 3 

When  Johnnie  C'UieK  marc^^Bij  home  6 

Willie  has  gri     to  the  war ...   5 

When  I  sn  .'        my  first  c^flv G 

When  Mc(,       aess  Gets  a^ib 6 

Wbisper  softly,  jiapa's  dyiDg 8 

Why  shoald  we  live  as  stiMkgen 9 

Wild  Irish  Boy 9 

Yon'll  remember  me 2 

You've  beeen  a  friend  lo  h  ^   3 

You  are  false,  but  I'll  forgie#  yen 3 

Yon  and  I .' 4 

YottHl  miss  Jiip  when  I'm  (hAe 8 

Yon'll  miss  me  when  we  fUti- 9 
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Prof.  Edmund  Clark's  Studies  for  the  Banjo. 

TEACHING  ROOMS,  385  BOW£RY,  N£W  YORK. 


CINDEHILLA  WALTZ.      (Bass  Elevated.)     (hunt  your  Ume  atre/uUy,  three  quarter  notes  to  each  measure. 

Count:— 1  '2      3*1        2A3A1        2A3Al«k2&34kl«k243Al        2*84 
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LEON  SIEDENBECH'S   JIG-.      (I»aSS  Elevated.)     Cvnnt  your  time  cnrefunij,  four  eighth  votes  to  encli  measure. 
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WILLIAM  HAVENOR'S  JIQ-.     (Bass  Elevated.)     Cmmt  your  time  carefully,  two  quarter  notes  to  each  measure. 
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-.-*...--.•.  ^    -   .      •  .-.         copyrlirW.  1882.  by  William  J.  A.  Ueder.  .        >     .  :  , 

P.  S.-Write  to  WILLIAM  J.  A.  LIEDER,  No.  60  Chatham  St.,  N.  Y.  for  anything  in  the  Musical  line. 
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